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Terre Haute, Indiana  where Dreiser was born to German immigrant parents in 1871
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The house at Terre Haute, now demolished, where the Dreiser family lived from 1872 to 1877 and which may also be Theodore Dreisers birthplace.
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Published in 1900, this was Dreisers first novel and established the realist mode for which he was to become famous. The novel portrays a changing, industrialised society, through the story of a young woman that flees rural life for Chicago and struggles with poverty, complex relationships with men and prostitution. It sold poorly and was considered controversial because of moral objections to the ambiguous and pragmatic morality of its central character, who pursues her dreams of fame and fortune through relationships with men. 

The novel is a classic example of the naturalist mode of realism, influential among literary writers in Britain, France and America at the end of the nineteenth century. In a move away from the moral trappings of nineteenth-century realism, naturalism focused on the baser instincts of human nature and strove to portray human relationships more realistically, as products of specific socio-economic environments, with all of the complexity, unpleasantness and lack of clear-cut morality that often entailed. Consequently, Dreiser presents Carries actions as the natural consequences of urban economic life at the turn of the twentieth century and does not judge his characters morally. This narrative approach proved controversial, especially as regards Carries sexual liaisons and Dreiser fought against censorship of the novel. Other critics, including fellow novelist Arnold Bennett, complained that Dreisers writing style was clumsy and unimaginative. Even so, the book has since acquired a considerable reputation, being hailed as the greatest of all American urban novels and gaining praise for its powers of realistic observation. It has been adapted many times for radio, film and opera, most notably William Wylers Carrie (1952), starring Laurence Olivier and Jennifer Jones.
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Cover of the first edition, which was kept intentionally bland by the publishers, who were hesitant to promote what was then regarded as an immoral work
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Dreiser as a young man
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Dreisers wife, Sara Osborne White, whom he married in 1898. The couple separated in 1909, but were never formally divorced.


TO MY FRIEND

ARTHUR HENRY

WHOSE STEADFAST IDEALS AND SERENE

DEVOTION TO TRUTH AND BEAUTY

HAVE SERVED TO LIGHTEN THE METHOD

AND STRENGTHEN THE PURPOSE OF

THIS VOLUME.


CHAPTER I

THE MAGNET ATTRACTING: A WAIF AMID FORCES

When Caroline Meeber boarded the afternoon train for Chicago, her total outfit consisted of a small trunk, a cheap imitation alligator-skin satchel, a small lunch in a paper box, and a yellow leather snap purse, containing her ticket, a scrap of paper with her sisters address in Van Buren Street, and four dollars in money. It was in August, 1889. She was eighteen years of age, bright, timid, and full of the illusions of ignorance and youth. Whatever touch of regret at parting characterised her thoughts, it was certainly not for advantages now being given up. A gush of tears at her mothers farewell kiss, a touch in her throat when the cars clacked by the flour mill where her father worked by the day, a pathetic sigh as the familiar green environs of the village passed in review, and the threads which bound her so lightly to girlhood and home were irretrievably broken.

To be sure there was always the next station, where one might descend and return. There was the great city, bound more closely by these very trains which came up daily. Columbia City was not so very far away, even once she was in Chicago. What, pray, is a few hours  a few hundred miles? She looked at the little slip bearing her sisters address and wondered. She gazed at the green landscape, now passing in swift review, until her swifter thoughts replaced its impression with vague conjectures of what Chicago might be.

When a girl leaves her home at eighteen, she does one of two things. Either she falls into saving hands and becomes better, or she rapidly assumes the cosmopolitan standard of virtue and becomes worse. Of an intermediate balance, under the circumstances, there is no possibility. The city has its cunning wiles, no less than the infinitely smaller and more human tempter. There are large forces which allure with all the soulfulness of expression possible in the most cultured human. The gleam of a thousand lights is often as effective as the persuasive light in a wooing and fascinating eye. Half the undoing of the unsophisticated and natural mind is accomplished by forces wholly superhuman. A blare of sound, a roar of life, a vast array of human hives, appeal to the astonished senses in equivocal terms. Without a counsellor at hand to whisper cautious interpretations, what falsehoods may not these things breathe into the unguarded ear! Unrecognised for what they are, their beauty, like music, too often relaxes, then weakens, then perverts the simpler human perceptions.

Caroline, or Sister Carrie, as she had been half affectionately termed by the family, was possessed of a mind rudimentary in its power of observation and analysis. Self-interest with her was high, but not strong. It was, nevertheless, her guiding characteristic. Warm with the fancies of youth, pretty with the insipid prettiness of the formative period, possessed of a figure promising eventual shapeliness and an eye alight with certain native intelligence, she was a fair example of the middle American class  two generations removed from the emigrant. Books were beyond her interest  knowledge a sealed book. In the intuitive graces she was still crude. She could scarcely toss her head gracefully. Her hands were almost ineffectual. The feet, though small, were set flatly. And yet she was interested in her charms, quick to understand the keener pleasures of life, ambitious to gain in material things. A half-equipped little knight she was, venturing to reconnoitre the mysterious city and dreaming wild dreams of some vague, far-off supremacy, which should make it prey and subject  the proper penitent, grovelling at a womans slipper.

That, said a voice in her ear, is one of the prettiest little resorts in Wisconsin.

Is it? she answered nervously.

The train was just pulling out of Waukesha. For some time she had been conscious of a man behind. She felt him observing her mass of hair. He had been fidgetting, and with natural intuition she felt a certain interest growing in that quarter. Her maidenly reserve, and a certain sense of what was conventional under the circumstances, called her to forestall and deny this familiarity, but the daring and magnetism of the individual, born of past experiences and triumphs, prevailed. She answered.

He leaned forward to put his elbows upon the back of her seat and proceeded to make himself volubly agreeable.

Yes, that is a great resort for Chicago people. The hotels are swell. You are not familiar with this part of the country, are you?

Oh, yes, I am, answered Carrie. That is, I live at Columbia City. I have never been through here, though.

And so this is your first visit to Chicago, he observed.

All the time she was conscious of certain features out of the side of her eye. Flush, colourful cheeks, a light moustache, a grey fedora hat. She now turned and looked upon him in full, the instincts of self-protection and coquetry mingling confusedly in her brain.

I didnt say that, she said.

Oh, he answered, in a very pleasing way and with an assumed air of mistake, I thought you did.

Here was a type of the travelling canvasser for a manufacturing house  a class which at that time was first being dubbed by the slang of the day drummers. He came within the meaning of a still newer term, which had sprung into general use among Americans in 1880, and which concisely expressed the thought of one whose dress or manners are calculated to elicit the admiration of susceptible young women  a masher. His suit was of a striped and crossed pattern of brown wool, new at that time, but since become familiar as a business suit. The low crotch of the vest revealed a stiff shirt bosom of white and pink stripes. From his coat sleeves protruded a pair of linen cuffs of the same pattern, fastened with large, gold plate buttons, set with the common yellow agates known as cats-eyes. His fingers bore several rings  one, the ever-enduring heavy seal  and from his vest dangled a neat gold watch chain, from which was suspended the secret insignia of the Order of Elks. The whole suit was rather tight-fitting, and was finished off with heavy-soled tan shoes, highly polished, and the grey fedora hat. He was, for the order of intellect represented, attractive, and whatever he had to recommend him, you may be sure was not lost upon Carrie, in this, her first glance.

Lest this order of individual should permanently pass, let me put down some of the most striking characteristics of his most successful manner and method. Good clothes, of course, were the first essential, the things without which he was nothing. A strong physical nature, actuated by a keen desire for the feminine, was the next. A mind free of any consideration of the problems or forces of the world and actuated not by greed, but an insatiable love of variable pleasure. His method was always simple. Its principal element was daring, backed, of course, by an intense desire and admiration for the sex. Let him meet with a young woman twice and he would straighten her necktie for her and perhaps address her by her first name. In the great department stores he was at his ease. If he caught the attention of some young woman while waiting for the cash boy to come back with his change, he would find out her name, her favourite flower, where a note would reach her, and perhaps pursue the delicate task of friendship until it proved unpromising, when it would be relinquished. He would do very well with more pretentious women, though the burden of expense was a slight deterrent. Upon entering a parlour car, for instance, he would select a chair next to the most promising bit of femininity and soon enquire if she cared to have the shade lowered. Before the train cleared the yards he would have the porter bring her a footstool. At the next lull in his conversational progress he would find her something to read, and from then on, by dint of compliment gently insinuated, personal narrative, exaggeration and service, he would win her tolerance, and, mayhap, regard.

A woman should some day write the complete philosophy of clothes. No matter how young, it is one of the things she wholly comprehends. There is an indescribably faint line in the matter of mans apparel which somehow divides for her those who are worth glancing at and those who are not. Once an individual has passed this faint line on the way downward he will get no glance from her. There is another line at which the dress of a man will cause her to study her own. This line the individual at her elbow now marked for Carrie. She became conscious of an inequality. Her own plain blue dress, with its black cotton tape trimmings, now seemed to her shabby. She felt the worn state of her shoes.

Lets see, he went on, I know quite a number of people in your town. Morgenroth the clothier and Gibson the dry goods man.

Oh, do you? she interrupted, aroused by memories of longings their show windows had cost her.

At last he had a clew to her interest, and followed it deftly. In a few minutes he had come about into her seat. He talked of sales of clothing, his travels, Chicago, and the amusements of that city.

If you are going there, you will enjoy it immensely. Have you relatives?

I am going to visit my sister, she explained.

You want to see Lincoln Park, he said, and Michigan Boulevard. They are putting up great buildings there. Its a second New York  great. So much to see  theatres, crowds, fine houses  oh, youll like that.

There was a little ache in her fancy of all he described. Her insignificance in the presence of so much magnificence faintly affected her. She realised that hers was not to be a round of pleasure, and yet there was something promising in all the material prospect he set forth. There was something satisfactory in the attention of this individual with his good clothes. She could not help smiling as he told her of some popular actress of whom she reminded him. She was not silly, and yet attention of this sort had its weight.

You will be in Chicago some little time, wont you? he observed at one turn of the now easy conversation.

I dont know, said Carrie vaguely  a flash vision of the possibility of her not securing employment rising in her mind.

Several weeks, anyhow, he said, looking steadily into her eyes.

There was much more passing now than the mere words indicated. He recognised the indescribable thing that made up for fascination and beauty in her. She realised that she was of interest to him from the one standpoint which a woman both delights in and fears. Her manner was simple, though for the very reason that she had not yet learned the many little affectations with which women conceal their true feelings. Some things she did appeared bold. A clever companion  had she ever had one  would have warned her never to look a man in the eyes so steadily.

Why do you ask? she said.

Well, Im going to be there several weeks. Im going to study stock at our place and get new samples. I might show you round.

I dont know whether you can or not. I mean I dont know whether I can. I shall be living with my sister, and  

Well, if she minds, well fix that. He took out his pencil and a little pocket note-book as if it were all settled. What is your address there?

She fumbled her purse which contained the address slip.

He reached down in his hip pocket and took out a fat purse. It was filled with slips of paper, some mileage books, a roll of greenbacks. It impressed her deeply. Such a purse had never been carried by any one attentive to her. Indeed, an experienced traveller, a brisk man of the world, had never come within such close range before. The purse, the shiny tan shoes, the smart new suit, and the air with which he did things, built up for her a dim world of fortune, of which he was the centre. It disposed her pleasantly toward all he might do.

He took out a neat business card, on which was engraved Bartlett, Caryoe & Company, and down in the left-hand corner, Chas. H. Drouet.

Thats me, he said, putting the card in her hand and touching his name. Its pronounced Drew-eh. Our family was French, on my fathers side.

She looked at it while he put up his purse. Then he got out a letter from a bunch in his coat pocket. This is the house I travel for, he went on, pointing to a picture on it, corner of State and Lake. There was pride in his voice. He felt that it was something to be connected with such a place, and he made her feel that way.

What is your address? he began again, fixing his pencil to write.

She looked at his hand.

Carrie Meeber, she said slowly. Three hundred and fifty-four West Van Buren Street, care S. C. Hanson.

He wrote it carefully down and got out the purse again. Youll be at home if I come around Monday night? he said.

I think so, she answered.

How true it is that words are but the vague shadows of the volumes we mean. Little audible links, they are, chaining together great inaudible feelings and purposes. Here were these two, bandying little phrases, drawing purses, looking at cards, and both unconscious of how inarticulate all their real feelings were. Neither was wise enough to be sure of the working of the mind of the other. He could not tell how his luring succeeded. She could not realise that she was drifting, until he secured her address. Now she felt that she had yielded something  he, that he had gained a victory. Already they felt that they were somehow associated. Already he took control in directing the conversation. His words were easy. Her manner was relaxed.

They were nearing Chicago. Signs were everywhere numerous. Trains flashed by them. Across wide stretches of flat, open prairie they could see lines of telegraph poles stalking across the fields toward the great city. Far away were indications of suburban towns, some big smoke-stacks towering high in the air.

Frequently there were two-story frame houses standing out in the open fields, without fence or trees, lone outposts of the approaching army of homes.

To the child, the genius with imagination, or the wholly untravelled, the approach to a great city for the first time is a wonderful thing. Particularly if it be evening  that mystic period between the glare and gloom of the world when life is changing from one sphere or condition to another. Ah, the promise of the night. What does it not hold for the weary! What old illusion of hope is not here forever repeated! Says the soul of the toiler to itself, I shall soon be free. I shall be in the ways and the hosts of the merry. The streets, the lamps, the lighted chamber set for dining, are for me. The theatre, the halls, the parties, the ways of rest and the paths of song  these are mine in the night. Though all humanity be still enclosed in the shops, the thrill runs abroad. It is in the air. The dullest feel something which they may not always express or describe. It is the lifting of the burden of toil.

Sister Carrie gazed out of the window. Her companion, affected by her wonder, so contagious are all things, felt anew some interest in the city and pointed out its marvels.

This is Northwest Chicago, said Drouet. This is the Chicago River, and he pointed to a little muddy creek, crowded with the huge masted wanderers from far-off waters nosing the black-posted banks. With a puff, a clang, and a clatter of rails it was gone. Chicago is getting to be a great town, he went on. Its a wonder. Youll find lots to see here.

She did not hear this very well. Her heart was troubled by a kind of terror. The fact that she was alone, away from home, rushing into a great sea of life and endeavour, began to tell. She could not help but feel a little choked for breath  a little sick as her heart beat so fast. She half closed her eyes and tried to think it was nothing, that Columbia City was only a little way off.

Chicago! Chicago! called the brakeman, slamming open the door. They were rushing into a more crowded yard, alive with the clatter and clang of life. She began to gather up her poor little grip and closed her hand firmly upon her purse. Drouet arose, kicked his legs to straighten his trousers, and seized his clean yellow grip.

I suppose your people will be here to meet you? he said. Let me carry your grip.

Oh, no, she said. Id rather you wouldnt. Id rather you wouldnt be with me when I meet my sister.

All right, he said in all kindness. Ill be near, though, in case she isnt here, and take you out there safely.

Youre so kind, said Carrie, feeling the goodness of such attention in her strange situation.

Chicago! called the brakeman, drawing the word out long. They were under a great shadowy train shed, where the lamps were already beginning to shine out, with passenger cars all about and the train moving at a snails pace. The people in the car were all up and crowding about the door.

Well, here we are, said Drouet, leading the way to the door. Good-bye, till I see you Monday.

Good-bye, she answered, taking his proffered hand.

Remember, Ill be looking till you find your sister.

She smiled into his eyes.

They filed out, and he affected to take no notice of her. A lean-faced, rather commonplace woman recognised Carrie on the platform and hurried forward.

Why, Sister Carrie! she began, and there was a perfunctory embrace of welcome.

Carrie realised the change of affectional atmosphere at once. Amid all the maze, uproar, and novelty she felt cold reality taking her by the hand. No world of light and merriment. No round of amusement. Her sister carried with her most of the grimness of shift and toil.

Why, how are all the folks at home? she began; how is father, and mother?

Carrie answered, but was looking away. Down the aisle, toward the gate leading into the waiting-room and the street, stood Drouet. He was looking back. When he saw that she saw him and was safe with her sister he turned to go, sending back the shadow of a smile. Only Carrie saw it. She felt something lost to her when he moved away. When he disappeared she felt his absence thoroughly. With her sister she was much alone, a lone figure in a tossing, thoughtless sea.


CHAPTER II

WHAT POVERTY THREATENED: OF GRANITE AND BRASS

Minnies flat, as the one-floor resident apartments were then being called, was in a part of West Van Buren Street inhabited by families of labourers and clerks, men who had come, and were still coming, with the rush of population pouring in at the rate of 50,000 a year. It was on the third floor, the front windows looking down into the street, where, at night, the lights of grocery stores were shining and children were playing. To Carrie, the sound of the little bells upon the horse-cars, as they tinkled in and out of hearing, was as pleasing as it was novel. She gazed into the lighted street when Minnie brought her into the front room, and wondered at the sounds, the movement, the murmur of the vast city which stretched for miles and miles in every direction.

Mrs. Hanson, after the first greetings were over, gave Carrie the baby and proceeded to get supper. Her husband asked a few questions and sat down to read the evening paper. He was a silent man, American born, of a Swede father, and now employed as a cleaner of refrigerator cars at the stock-yards. To him the presence or absence of his wifes sister was a matter of indifference. Her personal appearance did not affect him one way or the other. His one observation to the point was concerning the chances of work in Chicago.

Its a big place, he said. You can get in somewhere in a few days. Everybody does.

It had been tacitly understood beforehand that she was to get work and pay her board. He was of a clean, saving disposition, and had already paid a number of monthly instalments on two lots far out on the West Side. His ambition was some day to build a house on them.

In the interval which marked the preparation of the meal Carrie found time to study the flat. She had some slight gift of observation and that sense, so rich in every woman  intuition.

She felt the drag of a lean and narrow life. The walls of the rooms were discordantly papered. The floors were covered with matting and the hall laid with a thin rag carpet. One could see that the furniture was of that poor, hurriedly patched together quality sold by the instalment houses.

She sat with Minnie, in the kitchen, holding the baby until it began to cry. Then she walked and sang to it, until Hanson, disturbed in his reading, came and took it. A pleasant side to his nature came out here. He was patient. One could see that he was very much wrapped up in his offspring.

Now, now, he said, walking. There, there, and there was a certain Swedish accent noticeable in his voice.

Youll want to see the city first, wont you? said Minnie, when they were eating. Well, well go out Sunday and see Lincoln Park.

Carrie noticed that Hanson had said nothing to this. He seemed to be thinking of something else.

Well, she said, I think Ill look around to-morrow. Ive got Friday and Saturday, and it wont be any trouble. Which way is the business part?

Minnie began to explain, but her husband took this part of the conversation to himself.

Its that way, he said, pointing east. Thats east. Then he went off into the longest speech he had yet indulged in, concerning the lay of Chicago. Youd better look in those big manufacturing houses along Franklin Street and just the other side of the river, he concluded. Lots of girls work there. You could get home easy, too. It isnt very far.

Carrie nodded and asked her sister about the neighbourhood. The latter talked in a subdued tone, telling the little she knew about it, while Hanson concerned himself with the baby. Finally he jumped up and handed the child to his wife.

Ive got to get up early in the morning, so Ill go to bed, and off he went, disappearing into the dark little bedroom off the hall, for the night.

He works way down at the stock-yards, explained Minnie, so hes got to get up at half-past five.

What time do you get up to get breakfast? asked Carrie.

At about twenty minutes of five.

Together they finished the labour of the day, Carrie washing the dishes while Minnie undressed the baby and put it to bed. Minnies manner was one of trained industry, and Carrie could see that it was a steady round of toil with her.

She began to see that her relations with Drouet would have to be abandoned. He could not come here. She read from the manner of Hanson, in the subdued air of Minnie, and, indeed, the whole atmosphere of the flat, a settled opposition to anything save a conservative round of toil. If Hanson sat every evening in the front room and read his paper, if he went to bed at nine, and Minnie a little later, what would they expect of her? She saw that she would first need to get work and establish herself on a paying basis before she could think of having company of any sort. Her little flirtation with Drouet seemed now an extraordinary thing.

No, she said to herself, he cant come here.

She asked Minnie for ink and paper, which were upon the mantel in the dining-room, and when the latter had gone to bed at ten, got out Drouets card and wrote him.

I cannot have you call on me here. You will have to wait until you hear from me again. My sisters place is so small.

She troubled herself over what else to put in the letter. She wanted to make some reference to their relations upon the train, but was too timid. She concluded by thanking him for his kindness in a crude way, then puzzled over the formality of signing her name, and finally decided upon the severe, winding up with a Very truly, which she subsequently changed to Sincerely. She sealed and addressed the letter, and going in the front room, the alcove of which contained her bed, drew the one small rocking-chair up to the open window, and sat looking out upon the night and streets in silent wonder. Finally, wearied by her own reflections, she began to grow dull in her chair, and feeling the need of sleep, arranged her clothing for the night and went to bed.

When she awoke at eight the next morning, Hanson had gone. Her sister was busy in the dining-room, which was also the sitting-room, sewing. She worked, after dressing, to arrange a little breakfast for herself, and then advised with Minnie as to which way to look. The latter had changed considerably since Carrie had seen her. She was now a thin, though rugged, woman of twenty-seven, with ideas of life coloured by her husbands, and fast hardening into narrower conceptions of pleasure and duty than had ever been hers in a thoroughly circumscribed youth. She had invited Carrie, not because she longed for her presence, but because the latter was dissatisfied at home, and could probably get work and pay her board here. She was pleased to see her in a way, but reflected her husbands point of view in the matter of work. Anything was good enough so long as it paid  say, five dollars a week to begin with. A shop girl was the destiny prefigured for the newcomer. She would get in one of the great shops and do well enough until  well, until something happened. Neither of them knew exactly what. They did not figure on promotion. They did not exactly count on marriage. Things would go on, though, in a dim kind of way until the better thing would eventuate, and Carrie would be rewarded for coming and toiling in the city. It was under such auspicious circumstances that she started out this morning to look for work.

Before following her in her round of seeking, let us look at the sphere in which her future was to lie. In 1889 Chicago had the peculiar qualifications of growth which made such adventuresome pilgrimages even on the part of young girls plausible. Its many and growing commercial opportunities gave it widespread fame, which made of it a giant magnet, drawing to itself, from all quarters, the hopeful and the hopeless  those who had their fortune yet to make and those whose fortunes and affairs had reached a disastrous climax elsewhere. It was a city of over 500,000, with the ambition, the daring, the activity of a metropolis of a million. Its streets and houses were already scattered over an area of seventy-five square miles. Its population was not so much thriving upon established commerce as upon the industries which prepared for the arrival of others. The sound of the hammer engaged upon the erection of new structures was everywhere heard. Great industries were moving in. The huge railroad corporations which had long before recognised the prospects of the place had seized upon vast tracts of land for transfer and shipping purposes. Street-car lines had been extended far out into the open country in anticipation of rapid growth. The city had laid miles and miles of streets and sewers through regions where, perhaps, one solitary house stood out alone  a pioneer of the populous ways to be. There were regions open to the sweeping winds and rain, which were yet lighted throughout the night with long, blinking lines of gas-lamps, fluttering in the wind. Narrow board walks extended out, passing here a house, and there a store, at far intervals, eventually ending on the open prairie.

In the central portion was the vast wholesale and shopping district, to which the uninformed seeker for work usually drifted. It was a characteristic of Chicago then, and one not generally shared by other cities, that individual firms of any pretension occupied individual buildings. The presence of ample ground made this possible. It gave an imposing appearance to most of the wholesale houses, whose offices were upon the ground floor and in plain view of the street. The large plates of window glass, now so common, were then rapidly coming into use, and gave to the ground floor offices a distinguished and prosperous look. The casual wanderer could see as he passed a polished array of office fixtures, much frosted glass, clerks hard at work, and genteel business men in nobby suits and clean linen lounging about or sitting in groups. Polished brass or nickel signs at the square stone entrances announced the firm and the nature of the business in rather neat and reserved terms. The entire metropolitan centre possessed a high and mighty air calculated to overawe and abash the common applicant, and to make the gulf between poverty and success seem both wide and deep.

Into this important commercial region the timid Carrie went. She walked east along Van Buren Street through a region of lessening importance, until it deteriorated into a mass of shanties and coal-yards, and finally verged upon the river. She walked bravely forward, led by an honest desire to find employment and delayed at every step by the interest of the unfolding scene, and a sense of helplessness amid so much evidence of power and force which she did not understand. These vast buildings, what were they? These strange energies and huge interests, for what purposes were they there? She could have understood the meaning of a little stone-cutters yard at Columbia City, carving little pieces of marble for individual use, but when the yards of some huge stone corporation came into view, filled with spur tracks and flat cars, transpierced by docks from the river and traversed overhead by immense trundling cranes of wood and steel, it lost all significance in her little world.

It was so with the vast railroad yards, with the crowded array of vessels she saw at the river, and the huge factories over the way, lining the waters edge. Through the open windows she could see the figures of men and women in working aprons, moving busily about. The great streets were wall-lined mysteries to her; the vast offices, strange mazes which concerned far-off individuals of importance. She could only think of people connected with them as counting money, dressing magnificently, and riding in carriages. What they dealt in, how they laboured, to what end it all came, she had only the vaguest conception. It was all wonderful, all vast, all far removed, and she sank in spirit inwardly and fluttered feebly at the heart as she thought of entering any one of these mighty concerns and asking for something to do  something that she could do  anything.


CHAPTER III

WE QUESTION OF FORTUNE: FOUR-FIFTY A WEEK

Once across the river and into the wholesale district, she glanced about her for some likely door at which to apply. As she contemplated the wide windows and imposing signs, she became conscious of being gazed upon and understood for what she was  a wage-seeker. She had never done this thing before, and lacked courage. To avoid a certain indefinable shame she felt at being caught spying about for a position, she quickened her steps and assumed an air of indifference supposedly common to one upon an errand. In this way she passed many manufacturing and wholesale houses without once glancing in. At last, after several blocks of walking, she felt that this would not do, and began to look about again, though without relaxing her pace. A little way on she saw a great door which, for some reason, attracted her attention. It was ornamented by a small brass sign, and seemed to be the entrance to a vast hive of six or seven floors. Perhaps, she thought, they may want some one, and crossed over to enter. When she came within a score of feet of the desired goal, she saw through the window a young man in a grey checked suit. That he had anything to do with the concern, she could not tell, but because he happened to be looking in her direction her weakening heart misgave her and she hurried by, too overcome with shame to enter. Over the way stood a great six-story structure, labelled Storm and King, which she viewed with rising hope. It was a wholesale dry goods concern and employed women. She could see them moving about now and then upon the upper floors. This place she decided to enter, no matter what. She crossed over and walked directly toward the entrance. As she did so, two men came out and paused in the door. A telegraph messenger in blue dashed past her and up the few steps that led to the entrance and disappeared. Several pedestrians out of the hurrying throng which filled the sidewalks passed about her as she paused, hesitating. She looked helplessly around, and then, seeing herself observed, retreated. It was too difficult a task. She could not go past them.

So severe a defeat told sadly upon her nerves. Her feet carried her mechanically forward, every foot of her progress being a satisfactory portion of a flight which she gladly made. Block after block passed by. Upon street-lamps at the various corners she read names such as Madison, Monroe, La Salle, Clark, Dearborn, State, and still she went, her feet beginning to tire upon the broad stone flagging. She was pleased in part that the streets were bright and clean. The morning sun, shining down with steadily increasing warmth, made the shady side of the streets pleasantly cool. She looked at the blue sky overhead with more realisation of its charm than had ever come to her before.

Her cowardice began to trouble her in a way. She turned back, resolving to hunt up Storm and King and enter. On the way she encountered a great wholesale shoe company, through the broad plate windows of which she saw an enclosed executive department, hidden by frosted glass. Without this enclosure, but just within the street entrance, sat a grey-haired gentleman at a small table, with a large open ledger before him. She walked by this institution several times hesitating, but, finding herself unobserved, faltered past the screen door and stood humbly waiting.

Well, young lady, observed the old gentleman, looking at her somewhat kindly, what is it you wish?

I am, that is, do you  I mean, do you need any help? she stammered.

Not just at present, he answered smiling. Not just at present. Come in some time next week. Occasionally we need some one.

She received the answer in silence and backed awkwardly out. The pleasant nature of her reception rather astonished her. She had expected that it would be more difficult, that something cold and harsh would be said  she knew not what. That she had not been put to shame and made to feel her unfortunate position, seemed remarkable.

Somewhat encouraged, she ventured into another large structure. It was a clothing company, and more people were in evidence  well-dressed men of forty and more, surrounded by brass railings.

An office boy approached her.

Who is it you wish to see? he asked.

I want to see the manager, she said.

He ran away and spoke to one of a group of three men who were conferring together. One of these came towards her.

Well? he said coldly. The greeting drove all courage from her at once.

Do you need any help? she stammered.

No, he replied abruptly, and turned upon his heel.

She went foolishly out, the office boy deferentially swinging the door for her, and gladly sank into the obscuring crowd. It was a severe setback to her recently pleased mental state.

Now she walked quite aimlessly for a time, turning here and there, seeing one great company after another, but finding no courage to prosecute her single inquiry. High noon came, and with it hunger. She hunted out an unassuming restaurant and entered, but was disturbed to find that the prices were exorbitant for the size of her purse. A bowl of soup was all that she could afford, and, with this quickly eaten, she went out again. It restored her strength somewhat and made her moderately bold to pursue the search.

In walking a few blocks to fix upon some probable place, she again encountered the firm of Storm and King, and this time managed to get in. Some gentlemen were conferring close at hand, but took no notice of her. She was left standing, gazing nervously upon the floor. When the limit of her distress had been nearly reached, she was beckoned to by a man at one of the many desks within the near-by railing.

Who is it you wish to see? he inquired.

Why, any one, if you please, she answered. I am looking for something to do.

Oh, you want to see Mr. McManus, he returned. Sit down, and he pointed to a chair against the neighbouring wall. He went on leisurely writing, until after a time a short, stout gentleman came in from the street.

Mr. McManus, called the man at the desk, this young woman wants to see you.

The short gentleman turned about towards Carrie, and she arose and came forward.

What can I do for you, miss? he inquired, surveying her curiously.

I want to know if I can get a position, she inquired.

As what? he asked.

Not as anything in particular, she faltered.

Have you ever had any experience in the wholesale dry goods business? he questioned.

No, sir, she replied.

Are you a stenographer or typewriter?

No, sir.

Well, we havent anything here, he said. We employ only experienced help.

She began to step backward toward the door, when something about her plaintive face attracted him.

Have you ever worked at anything before? he inquired.

No, sir, she said.

Well, now, its hardly possible that you would get anything to do in a wholesale house of this kind. Have you tried the department stores?

She acknowledged that she had not.

Well, if I were you, he said, looking at her rather genially, I would try the department stores. They often need young women as clerks.

Thank you, she said, her whole nature relieved by this spark of friendly interest.

Yes, he said, as she moved toward the door, you try the department stores, and off he went.

At that time the department store was in its earliest form of successful operation, and there were not many. The first three in the United States, established about 1884, were in Chicago. Carrie was familiar with the names of several through the advertisements in the Daily News, and now proceeded to seek them. The words of Mr. McManus had somehow managed to restore her courage, which had fallen low, and she dared to hope that this new line would offer her something. Some time she spent in wandering up and down, thinking to encounter the buildings by chance, so readily is the mind, bent upon prosecuting a hard but needful errand, eased by that self-deception which the semblance of search, without the reality, gives. At last she inquired of a police officer, and was directed to proceed two blocks up, where she would find The Fair.

The nature of these vast retail combinations, should they ever permanently disappear, will form an interesting chapter in the commercial history of our nation. Such a flowering out of a modest trade principle the world had never witnessed up to that time. They were along the line of the most effective retail organisation, with hundreds of stores coördinated into one and laid out upon the most imposing and economic basis. They were handsome, bustling, successful affairs, with a host of clerks and a swarm of patrons. Carrie passed along the busy aisles, much affected by the remarkable displays of trinkets, dress goods, stationery, and jewelry. Each separate counter was a show place of dazzling interest and attraction. She could not help feeling the claim of each trinket and valuable upon her personally, and yet she did not stop. There was nothing there which she could not have used  nothing which she did not long to own. The dainty slippers and stockings, the delicately frilled skirts and petticoats, the laces, ribbons, hair-combs, purses, all touched her with individual desire, and she felt keenly the fact that not any of these things were in the range of her purchase. She was a work-seeker, an outcast without employment, one whom the average employee could tell at a glance was poor and in need of a situation.

It must not be thought that any one could have mistaken her for a nervous, sensitive, high-strung nature, cast unduly upon a cold, calculating, and unpoetic world. Such certainly she was not. But women are peculiarly sensitive to their adornment.

Not only did Carrie feel the drag of desire for all which was new and pleasing in apparel for women, but she noticed too, with a touch at the heart, the fine ladies who elbowed and ignored her, brushing past in utter disregard of her presence, themselves eagerly enlisted in the materials which the store contained. Carrie was not familiar with the appearance of her more fortunate sisters of the city. Neither had she before known the nature and appearance of the shop girls with whom she now compared poorly. They were pretty in the main, some even handsome, with an air of independence and indifference which added, in the case of the more favoured, a certain piquancy. Their clothes were neat, in many instances fine, and wherever she encountered the eye of one it was only to recognise in it a keen analysis of her own position  her individual shortcomings of dress and that shadow of manner which she thought must hang about her and make clear to all who and what she was. A flame of envy lighted in her heart. She realised in a dim way how much the city held  wealth, fashion, ease  every adornment for women, and she longed for dress and beauty with a whole heart.

On the second floor were the managerial offices, to which, after some inquiry, she was now directed. There she found other girls ahead of her, applicants like herself, but with more of that self-satisfied and independent air which experience of the city lends; girls who scrutinised her in a painful manner. After a wait of perhaps three-quarters of an hour, she was called in turn.

Now, said a sharp, quick-mannered Jew, who was sitting at a roll-top desk near the window, have you ever worked in any other store?

No, sir, said Carrie.

Oh, you havent, he said, eyeing her keenly.

No, sir, she replied.

Well, we prefer young women just now with some experience. I guess we cant use you.

Carrie stood waiting a moment, hardly certain whether the interview had terminated.

Dont wait! he exclaimed. Remember we are very busy here.

Carrie began to move quickly to the door.

Hold on, he said, calling her back. Give me your name and address. We want girls occasionally.

When she had gotten safely into the street, she could scarcely restrain the tears. It was not so much the particular rebuff which she had just experienced, but the whole abashing trend of the day. She was tired and nervous. She abandoned the thought of appealing to the other department stores and now wandered on, feeling a certain safety and relief in mingling with the crowd.

In her indifferent wandering she turned into Jackson Street, not far from the river, and was keeping her way along the south side of that imposing thoroughfare, when a piece of wrapping paper, written on with marking ink and tacked up on the door, attracted her attention. It read, Girls wanted  wrappers & stitchers. She hesitated a moment, then entered.

The firm of Speigelheim & Co., makers of boys caps, occupied one floor of the building, fifty feet in width and some eighty feet in depth. It was a place rather dingily lighted, the darkest portions having incandescent lights, filled with machines and work benches. At the latter laboured quite a company of girls and some men. The former were drabby-looking creatures, stained in face with oil and dust, clad in thin, shapeless, cotton dresses and shod with more or less worn shoes. Many of them had their sleeves rolled up, revealing bare arms, and in some cases, owing to the heat, their dresses were open at the neck. They were a fair type of nearly the lowest order of shop-girls  careless, slouchy, and more or less pale from confinement. They were not timid, however; were rich in curiosity, and strong in daring and slang.

Carrie looked about her, very much disturbed and quite sure that she did not want to work here. Aside from making her uncomfortable by sidelong glances, no one paid her the least attention. She waited until the whole department was aware of her presence. Then some word was sent around, and a foreman, in an apron and shirt sleeves, the latter rolled up to his shoulders, approached.

Do you want to see me? he asked.

Do you need any help? said Carrie, already learning directness of address.

Do you know how to stitch caps? he returned.

No, sir, she replied.

Have you ever had any experience at this kind of work? he inquired.

She answered that she had not.

Well, said the foreman, scratching his ear meditatively, we do need a stitcher. We like experienced help, though. Weve hardly got time to break people in. He paused and looked away out of the window. We might, though, put you at finishing, he concluded reflectively.

How much do you pay a week? ventured Carrie, emboldened by a certain softness in the mans manner and his simplicity of address.

Three and a half, he answered.

Oh, she was about to exclaim, but checked herself and allowed her thoughts to die without expression.

Were not exactly in need of anybody, he went on vaguely, looking her over as one would a package. You can come on Monday morning, though, he added, and Ill put you to work.

Thank you, said Carrie weakly.

If you come, bring an apron, he added.

He walked away and left her standing by the elevator, never so much as inquiring her name.

While the appearance of the shop and the announcement of the price paid per week operated very much as a blow to Carries fancy, the fact that work of any kind was offered after so rude a round of experience was gratifying. She could not begin to believe that she would take the place, modest as her aspirations were. She had been used to better than that. Her mere experience and the free out-of-door life of the country caused her nature to revolt at such confinement. Dirt had never been her share. Her sisters flat was clean. This place was grimy and low, the girls were careless and hardened. They must be bad-minded and hearted, she imagined. Still, a place had been offered her. Surely Chicago was not so bad if she could find one place in one day. She might find another and better later.

Her subsequent experiences were not of a reassuring nature, however. From all the more pleasing or imposing places she was turned away abruptly with the most chilling formality. In others where she applied only the experienced were required. She met with painful rebuffs, the most trying of which had been in a manufacturing cloak house, where she had gone to the fourth floor to inquire.

No, no, said the foreman, a rough, heavily built individual, who looked after a miserably lighted workshop, we dont want any one. Dont come here.

With the wane of the afternoon went her hopes, her courage, and her strength. She had been astonishingly persistent. So earnest an effort was well deserving of a better reward. On every hand, to her fatigued senses, the great business portion grew larger, harder, more stolid in its indifference. It seemed as if it was all closed to her, that the struggle was too fierce for her to hope to do anything at all. Men and women hurried by in long, shifting lines. She felt the flow of the tide of effort and interest  felt her own helplessness without quite realising the wisp on the tide that she was. She cast about vainly for some possible place to apply, but found no door which she had the courage to enter. It would be the same thing all over. The old humiliation of her plea, rewarded by curt denial. Sick at heart and in body, she turned to the west, the direction of Minnies flat, which she had now fixed in mind, and began that wearisome, baffled retreat which the seeker for employment at nightfall too often makes. In passing through Fifth Avenue, south towards Van Buren Street, where she intended to take a car, she passed the door of a large wholesale shoe house, through the plate-glass window of which she could see a middle-aged gentleman sitting at a small desk. One of those forlorn impulses which often grow out of a fixed sense of defeat, the last sprouting of a baffled and uprooted growth of ideas, seized upon her. She walked deliberately through the door and up to the gentleman, who looked at her weary face with partially awakened interest.

What is it? he said.

Can you give me something to do? said Carrie.

Now, I really dont know, he said kindly. What kind of work is it you want  youre not a typewriter, are you?

Oh, no, answered Carrie.

Well, we only employ book-keepers and typewriters here. You might go around to the side and inquire upstairs. They did want some help upstairs a few days ago. Ask for Mr. Brown.

She hastened around to the side entrance and was taken up by the elevator to the fourth floor.

Call Mr. Brown, Willie, said the elevator man to a boy near by.

Willie went off and presently returned with the information that Mr. Brown said she should sit down and that he would be around in a little while.

It was a portion of the stock room which gave no idea of the general character of the place, and Carrie could form no opinion of the nature of the work.

So you want something to do, said Mr. Brown, after he inquired concerning the nature of her errand. Have you ever been employed in a shoe factory before?

No, sir, said Carrie.

What is your name? he inquired, and being informed, Well, I dont know as I have anything for you. Would you work for four and a half a week?

Carrie was too worn by defeat not to feel that it was considerable. She had not expected that he would offer her less than six. She acquiesced, however, and he took her name and address.

Well, he said, finally, you report here at eight oclock Monday morning. I think I can find something for you to do.

He left her revived by the possibilities, sure that she had found something at last. Instantly the blood crept warmly over her body. Her nervous tension relaxed. She walked out into the busy street and discovered a new atmosphere. Behold, the throng was moving with a lightsome step. She noticed that men and women were smiling. Scraps of conversation and notes of laughter floated to her. The air was light. People were already pouring out of the buildings, their labour ended for the day. She noticed that they were pleased, and thoughts of her sisters home and the meal that would be awaiting her quickened her steps. She hurried on, tired perhaps, but no longer weary of foot. What would not Minnie say! Ah, the long winter in Chicago  the lights, the crowd, the amusement! This was a great, pleasing metropolis after all. Her new firm was a goodly institution. Its windows were of huge plate glass. She could probably do well there. Thoughts of Drouet returned  of the things he had told her. She now felt that life was better, that it was livelier, sprightlier. She boarded a car in the best of spirits, feeling her blood still flowing pleasantly. She would live in Chicago, her mind kept saying to itself. She would have a better time than she had ever had before  she would be happy.


CHAPTER IV

THE SPENDINGS OF FANCY: FACTS ANSWER WITH SNEERS

For the next two days Carrie indulged in the most high-flown speculations.

Her fancy plunged recklessly into privileges and amusements which would have been much more becoming had she been cradled a child of fortune. With ready will and quick mental selection she scattered her meagre four-fifty per week with a swift and graceful hand. Indeed, as she sat in her rocking-chair these several evenings before going to bed and looked out upon the pleasantly lighted street, this money cleared for its prospective possessor the way to every joy and every bauble which the heart of woman may desire. I will have a fine time, she thought.

Her sister Minnie knew nothing of these rather wild cerebrations, though they exhausted the markets of delight. She was too busy scrubbing the kitchen wood-work and calculating the purchasing power of eighty cents for Sundays dinner. When Carrie had returned home, flushed with her first success and ready, for all her weariness, to discuss the now interesting events which led up to her achievement, the former had merely smiled approvingly and inquired whether she would have to spend any of it for car fare. This consideration had not entered in before, and it did not now for long affect the glow of Carries enthusiasm. Disposed as she then was to calculate upon that vague basis which allows the subtraction of one sum from another without any perceptible diminution, she was happy.

When Hanson came home at seven oclock, he was inclined to be a little crusty  his usual demeanour before supper. This never showed so much in anything he said as in a certain solemnity of countenance and the silent manner in which he slopped about. He had a pair of yellow carpet slippers which he enjoyed wearing, and these he would immediately substitute for his solid pair of shoes. This, and washing his face with the aid of common washing soap until it glowed a shiny red, constituted his only preparation for his evening meal. He would then get his evening paper and read in silence.

For a young man, this was rather a morbid turn of character, and so affected Carrie. Indeed, it affected the entire atmosphere of the flat, as such things are inclined to do, and gave to his wifes mind its subdued and tactful turn, anxious to avoid taciturn replies. Under the influence of Carries announcement he brightened up somewhat.

You didnt lose any time, did you? he remarked, smiling a little.

No, returned Carrie with a touch of pride.

He asked her one or two more questions and then turned to play with the baby, leaving the subject until it was brought up again by Minnie at the table.

Carrie, however, was not to be reduced to the common level of observation which prevailed in the flat.

It seems to be such a large company, she said, at one place. Great big plate-glass windows and lots of clerks. The man I saw said they hired ever so many people.

Its not very hard to get work now, put in Hanson, if you look right.

Minnie, under the warming influence of Carries good spirits and her husbands somewhat conversational mood, began to tell Carrie of some of the well-known things to see  things the enjoyment of which cost nothing.

Youd like to see Michigan Avenue. There are such fine houses. It is such a fine street.

Where is H. R. Jacobs? interrupted Carrie, mentioning one of the theatres devoted to melodrama which went by that name at the time.

Oh, its not very far from here, answered Minnie. Its in Halstead Street, right up here.

How Id like to go there. I crossed Halstead Street to-day, didnt I?

At this there was a slight halt in the natural reply. Thoughts are a strangely permeating factor. At her suggestion of going to the theatre, the unspoken shade of disapproval to the doing of those things which involved the expenditure of money  shades of feeling which arose in the mind of Hanson and then in Minnie  slightly affected the atmosphere of the table. Minnie answered yes, but Carrie could feel that going to the theatre was poorly advocated here. The subject was put off for a little while until Hanson, through with his meal, took his paper and went into the front room.

When they were alone, the two sisters began a somewhat freer conversation, Carrie interrupting it to hum a little, as they worked at the dishes.

I should like to walk up and see Halstead Street, if it isnt too far, said Carrie, after a time. Why dont we go to the theatre to-night?

Oh, I dont think Sven would want to go to-night, returned Minnie. He has to get up so early.

He wouldnt mind  hed enjoy it, said Carrie.

No, he doesnt go very often, returned Minnie.

Well, Id like to go, rejoined Carrie. Lets you and me go.

Minnie pondered a while, not upon whether she could or would go  for that point was already negatively settled with her  but upon some means of diverting the thoughts of her sister to some other topic.

Well go some other time, she said at last, finding no ready means of escape.

Carrie sensed the root of the opposition at once.

I have some money, she said. You go with me.

Minnie shook her head.

He could go along, said Carrie.

No, returned Minnie softly, and rattling the dishes to drown the conversation. He wouldnt.

It had been several years since Minnie had seen Carrie, and in that time the latters character had developed a few shades. Naturally timid in all things that related to her own advancement, and especially so when without power or resource, her craving for pleasure was so strong that it was the one stay of her nature. She would speak for that when silent on all else.

Ask him, she pleaded softly.

Minnie was thinking of the resource which Carries board would add. It would pay the rent and would make the subject of expenditure a little less difficult to talk about with her husband. But if Carrie was going to think of running around in the beginning there would be a hitch somewhere. Unless Carrie submitted to a solemn round of industry and saw the need of hard work without longing for play, how was her coming to the city to profit them? These thoughts were not those of a cold, hard nature at all. They were the serious reflections of a mind which invariably adjusted itself, without much complaining, to such surroundings as its industry could make for it.

At last she yielded enough to ask Hanson. It was a half-hearted procedure without a shade of desire on her part.

Carrie wants us to go to the theatre, she said, looking in upon her husband. Hanson looked up from his paper, and they exchanged a mild look, which said as plainly as anything: This isnt what we expected.

I dont care to go, he returned. What does she want to see?

H. R. Jacobs, said Minnie.

He looked down at his paper and shook his head negatively.

When Carrie saw how they looked upon her proposition, she gained a still clearer feeling of their way of life. It weighed on her, but took no definite form of opposition.

I think Ill go down and stand at the foot of the stairs, she said, after a time.

Minnie made no objection to this, and Carrie put on her hat and went below.

Where has Carrie gone? asked Hanson, coming back into the dining-room when he heard the door close.

She said she was going down to the foot of the stairs, answered Minnie. I guess she just wants to look out a while.

She oughtnt to be thinking about spending her money on theatres already, do you think? he said.

She just feels a little curious, I guess, ventured Minnie. Everything is so new.

I dont know, said Hanson, and went over to the baby, his forehead slightly wrinkled.

He was thinking of a full career of vanity and wastefulness which a young girl might indulge in, and wondering how Carrie could contemplate such a course when she had so little, as yet, with which to do.

On Saturday Carrie went out by herself  first toward the river, which interested her, and then back along Jackson Street, which was then lined by the pretty houses and fine lawns which subsequently caused it to be made into a boulevard. She was struck with the evidences of wealth, although there was, perhaps, not a person on the street worth more than a hundred thousand dollars. She was glad to be out of the flat, because already she felt that it was a narrow, humdrum place, and that interest and joy lay elsewhere. Her thoughts now were of a more liberal character, and she punctuated them with speculations as to the whereabouts of Drouet. She was not sure but that he might call anyhow Monday night, and, while she felt a little disturbed at the possibility, there was, nevertheless, just the shade of a wish that he would.

On Monday she arose early and prepared to go to work. She dressed herself in a worn shirt-waist of dotted blue percale, a skirt of light-brown serge rather faded, and a small straw hat which she had worn all summer at Columbia City. Her shoes were old, and her necktie was in that crumpled, flattened state which time and much wearing impart. She made a very average looking shop-girl with the exception of her features. These were slightly more even than common, and gave her a sweet, reserved, and pleasing appearance.

It is no easy thing to get up early in the morning when one is used to sleeping until seven and eight, as Carrie had been at home. She gained some inkling of the character of Hansons life when, half asleep, she looked out into the dining-room at six oclock and saw him silently finishing his breakfast. By the time she was dressed he was gone, and she, Minnie, and the baby ate together, the latter being just old enough to sit in a high chair and disturb the dishes with a spoon. Her spirits were greatly subdued now when the fact of entering upon strange and untried duties confronted her. Only the ashes of all her fine fancies were remaining  ashes still concealing, nevertheless, a few red embers of hope. So subdued was she by her weakening nerves, that she ate quite in silence, going over imaginary conceptions of the character of the shoe company, the nature of the work, her employers attitude. She was vaguely feeling that she would come in contact with the great owners, that her work would be where grave, stylishly dressed men occasionally look on.

Well, good luck, said Minnie, when she was ready to go. They had agreed it was best to walk, that morning at least, to see if she could do it every day  sixty cents a week for car fare being quite an item under the circumstances.

Ill tell you how it goes to-night, said Carrie.

Once in the sunlit street, with labourers tramping by in either direction, the horse-cars passing crowded to the rails with the small clerks and floor help in the great wholesale houses, and men and women generally coming out of doors and passing about the neighbourhood, Carrie felt slightly reassured. In the sunshine of the morning, beneath the wide, blue heavens, with a fresh wind astir, what fears, except the most desperate, can find a harbourage? In the night, or the gloomy chambers of the day, fears and misgivings wax strong, but out in the sunlight there is, for a time, cessation even of the terror of death.

Carrie went straight forward until she crossed the river, and then turned into Fifth Avenue. The thoroughfare, in this part, was like a walled cañon of brown stone and dark red brick. The big windows looked shiny and clean. Trucks were rumbling in increasing numbers; men and women, girls and boys were moving onward in all directions. She met girls of her own age, who looked at her as if with contempt for her diffidence. She wondered at the magnitude of this life and at the importance of knowing much in order to do anything in it at all. Dread at her own inefficiency crept upon her. She would not know how, she would not be quick enough. Had not all the other places refused her because she did not know something or other? She would be scolded, abused, ignominiously discharged.

It was with weak knees and a slight catch in her breathing that she came up to the great shoe company at Adams and Fifth Avenue and entered the elevator. When she stepped out on the fourth floor there was no one at hand, only great aisles of boxes piled to the ceiling. She stood, very much frightened, awaiting some one.

Presently Mr. Brown came up. He did not seem to recognise her.

What is it you want? he inquired.

Carries heart sank.

You said I should come this morning to see about work  

Oh, he interrupted. Um  yes. What is your name?

Carrie Meeber.

Yes, said he. You come with me.

He led the way through dark, box-lined aisles which had the smell of new shoes, until they came to an iron door which opened into the factory proper. There was a large, low-ceiled room, with clacking, rattling machines at which men in white shirt sleeves and blue gingham aprons were working. She followed him diffidently through the clattering automatons, keeping her eyes straight before her, and flushing slightly. They crossed to a far corner and took an elevator to the sixth floor. Out of the array of machines and benches, Mr. Brown signalled a foreman.

This is the girl, he said, and turning to Carrie, You go with him. He then returned, and Carrie followed her new superior to a little desk in a corner, which he used as a kind of official centre.

Youve never worked at anything like this before, have you? he questioned, rather sternly.

No, sir, she answered.

He seemed rather annoyed at having to bother with such help, but put down her name and then led her across to where a line of girls occupied stools in front of clacking machines. On the shoulder of one of the girls who was punching eye-holes in one piece of the upper, by the aid of the machine, he put his hand.

You, he said, show this girl how to do what youre doing. When you get through, come to me.

The girl so addressed rose promptly and gave Carrie her place.

It isnt hard to do, she said, bending over. You just take this so, fasten it with this clamp, and start the machine.

She suited action to word, fastened the piece of leather, which was eventually to form the right half of the upper of a mans shoe, by little adjustable clamps, and pushed a small steel rod at the side of the machine. The latter jumped to the task of punching, with sharp, snapping clicks, cutting circular bits of leather out of the side of the upper, leaving the holes which were to hold the laces. After observing a few times, the girl let her work at it alone. Seeing that it was fairly well done, she went away.

The pieces of leather came from the girl at the machine to her right, and were passed on to the girl at her left. Carrie saw at once that an average speed was necessary or the work would pile up on her and all those below would be delayed. She had no time to look about, and bent anxiously to her task. The girls at her left and right realised her predicament and feelings, and, in a way, tried to aid her, as much as they dared, by working slower.

At this task she laboured incessantly for some time, finding relief from her own nervous fears and imaginings in the humdrum, mechanical movement of the machine. She felt, as the minutes passed, that the room was not very light. It had a thick odour of fresh leather, but that did not worry her. She felt the eyes of the other help upon her, and troubled lest she was not working fast enough.

Once, when she was fumbling at the little clamp, having made a slight error in setting in the leather, a great hand appeared before her eyes and fastened the clamp for her. It was the foreman. Her heart thumped so that she could scarcely see to go on.

Start your machine, he said, start your machine. Dont keep the line waiting.

This recovered her sufficiently and she went excitedly on, hardly breathing until the shadow moved away from behind her. Then she heaved a great breath.

As the morning wore on the room became hotter. She felt the need of a breath of fresh air and a drink of water, but did not venture to stir. The stool she sat on was without a back or foot-rest, and she began to feel uncomfortable. She found, after a time, that her back was beginning to ache. She twisted and turned from one position to another slightly different, but it did not ease her for long. She was beginning to weary.

Stand up, why dont you? said the girl at her right, without any form of introduction. They wont care.

Carrie looked at her gratefully. I guess I will, she said.

She stood up from her stool and worked that way for a while, but it was a more difficult position. Her neck and shoulders ached in bending over.

The spirit of the place impressed itself on her in a rough way. She did not venture to look around, but above the clack of the machine she could hear an occasional remark. She could also note a thing or two out of the side of her eye.

Did you see Harry last night? said the girl at her left, addressing her neighbour.

No.

You ought to have seen the tie he had on. Gee, but he was a mark.

S-s-t, said the other girl, bending over her work. The first, silenced, instantly assumed a solemn face. The foreman passed slowly along, eyeing each worker distinctly. The moment he was gone, the conversation was resumed again.

Say, began the girl at her left, what jeh think he said?

I dont know.

He said he saw us with Eddie Harris at Martins last night.

No! They both giggled.

A youth with tan-coloured hair, that needed clipping very badly, came shuffling along between the machines, bearing a basket of leather findings under his left arm, and pressed against his stomach. When near Carrie, he stretched out his right hand and gripped one girl under the arm.

Aw, let me go, she exclaimed angrily. Duffer.

He only grinned broadly in return.

Rubber! he called back as she looked after him. There was nothing of the gallant in him.

Carrie at last could scarcely sit still. Her legs began to tire and she wanted to get up and stretch. Would noon never come? It seemed as if she had worked an entire day. She was not hungry at all, but weak, and her eyes were tired, straining at the one point where the eye-punch came down. The girl at the right noticed her squirmings and felt sorry for her. She was concentrating herself too thoroughly  what she did really required less mental and physical strain. There was nothing to be done, however. The halves of the uppers came piling steadily down. Her hands began to ache at the wrists and then in the fingers, and towards the last she seemed one mass of dull, complaining muscles, fixed in an eternal position and performing a single mechanical movement which became more and more distasteful, until at last it was absolutely nauseating. When she was wondering whether the strain would ever cease, a dull-sounding bell clanged somewhere down an elevator shaft, and the end came. In an instant there was a buzz of action and conversation. All the girls instantly left their stools and hurried away in an adjoining room, men passed through, coming from some department which opened on the right. The whirling wheels began to sing in a steadily modifying key, until at last they died away in a low buzz. There was an audible stillness, in which the common voice sounded strange.

Carrie got up and sought her lunch box. She was stiff, a little dizzy, and very thirsty. On the way to the small space portioned off by wood, where all the wraps and lunches were kept, she encountered the foreman, who stared at her hard.

Well, he said, did you get along all right?

I think so, she replied, very respectfully.

Um, he replied, for want of something better, and walked on.

Under better material conditions, this kind of work would not have been so bad, but the new socialism which involves pleasant working conditions for employees had not then taken hold upon manufacturing companies.

The place smelled of the oil of the machines and the new leather  a combination which, added to the stale odours of the building, was not pleasant even in cold weather. The floor, though regularly swept every evening, presented a littered surface. Not the slightest provision had been made for the comfort of the employees, the idea being that something was gained by giving them as little and making the work as hard and unremunerative as possible. What we know of foot-rests, swivel-back chairs, dining-rooms for the girls, clean aprons and curling irons supplied free, and a decent cloak room, were unthought of. The washrooms were disagreeable, crude, if not foul places, and the whole atmosphere was sordid.

Carrie looked about her, after she had drunk a tinful of water from a bucket in one corner, for a place to sit and eat. The other girls had ranged themselves about the windows or the work-benches of those of the men who had gone out. She saw no place which did not hold a couple or a group of girls, and being too timid to think of intruding herself, she sought out her machine and, seated upon her stool, opened her lunch on her lap. There she sat listening to the chatter and comment about her. It was, for the most part, silly and graced by the current slang. Several of the men in the room exchanged compliments with the girls at long range.

Say, Kitty, called one to a girl who was doing a waltz step in a few feet of space near one of the windows, are you going to the ball with me?

Look out, Kitty, called another, youll jar your back hair.

Go on, Rubber, was her only comment.

As Carrie listened to this and much more of similar familiar badinage among the men and girls, she instinctively withdrew into herself. She was not used to this type, and felt that there was something hard and low about it all. She feared that the young boys about would address such remarks to her  boys who, beside Drouet, seemed uncouth and ridiculous. She made the average feminine distinction between clothes, putting worth, goodness, and distinction in a dress suit, and leaving all the unlovely qualities and those beneath notice in overalls and jumper.

She was glad when the short half hour was over and the wheels began to whirr again. Though wearied, she would be inconspicuous. This illusion ended when another young man passed along the aisle and poked her indifferently in the ribs with his thumb. She turned about, indignation leaping to her eyes, but he had gone on and only once turned to grin. She found it difficult to conquer an inclination to cry.

The girl next her noticed her state of mind. Dont you mind, she said. Hes too fresh.

Carrie said nothing, but bent over her work. She felt as though she could hardly endure such a life. Her idea of work had been so entirely different. All during the long afternoon she thought of the city outside and its imposing show, crowds, and fine buildings. Columbia City and the better side of her home life came back. By three oclock she was sure it must be six, and by four it seemed as if they had forgotten to note the hour and were letting all work overtime. The foreman became a true ogre, prowling constantly about, keeping her tied down to her miserable task. What she heard of the conversation about her only made her feel sure that she did not want to make friends with any of these. When six oclock came she hurried eagerly away, her arms aching and her limbs stiff from sitting in one position.

As she passed out along the hall after getting her hat, a young machine hand, attracted by her looks, made bold to jest with her.

Say, Maggie, he called, if you wait, Ill walk with you.

It was thrown so straight in her direction that she knew who was meant, but never turned to look.

In the crowded elevator, another dusty, toil-stained youth tried to make an impression on her by leering in her face.

One young man, waiting on the walk outside for the appearance of another, grinned at her as she passed.

Aint going my way, are you? he called jocosely.

Carrie turned her face to the west with a subdued heart. As she turned the corner, she saw through the great shiny window the small desk at which she had applied. There were the crowds, hurrying with the same buzz and energy-yielding enthusiasm. She felt a slight relief, but it was only at her escape. She felt ashamed in the face of better dressed girls who went by. She felt as though she should be better served, and her heart revolted.


CHAPTER V

A GLITTERING NIGHT FLOWER: THE USE OF A NAME

Drouet did not call that evening. After receiving the letter, he had laid aside all thought of Carrie for the time being and was floating around having what he considered a gay time. On this particular evening he dined at Rectors, a restaurant of some local fame, which occupied a basement at Clark and Monroe Streets. Thereafter he visited the resort of Fitzgerald and Moys in Adams Street, opposite the imposing Federal Building. There he leaned over the splendid bar and swallowed a glass of plain whiskey and purchased a couple of cigars, one of which he lighted. This to him represented in part high life  a fair sample of what the whole must be.

Drouet was not a drinker in excess. He was not a moneyed man. He only craved the best, as his mind conceived it, and such doings seemed to him a part of the best. Rectors, with its polished marble walls and floor, its profusion of lights, its show of china and silverware, and, above all, its reputation as a resort for actors and professional men, seemed to him the proper place for a successful man to go. He loved fine clothes, good eating, and particularly the company and acquaintanceship of successful men. When dining, it was a source of keen satisfaction to him to know that Joseph Jefferson was wont to come to this same place, or that Henry E. Dixie, a well-known performer of the day, was then only a few tables off. At Rectors he could always obtain this satisfaction, for there one could encounter politicians, brokers, actors, some rich young rounders of the town, all eating and drinking amid a buzz of popular commonplace conversation.

Thats So-and-so over there, was a common remark of these gentlemen among themselves, particularly among those who had not yet reached, but hoped to do so, the dazzling height which money to dine here lavishly represented.

You dont say so, would be the reply.

Why, yes, didnt you know that? Why, hes manager of the Grand Opera House.

When these things would fall upon Drouets ears, he would straighten himself a little more stiffly and eat with solid comfort. If he had any vanity, this augmented it, and if he had any ambition, this stirred it. He would be able to flash a roll of greenbacks too some day. As it was, he could eat where they did.

His preference for Fitzgerald and Moys Adams Street place was another yard off the same cloth. This was really a gorgeous saloon from a Chicago standpoint. Like Rectors, it was also ornamented with a blaze of incandescent lights, held in handsome chandeliers. The floors were of brightly coloured tiles, the walls a composition of rich, dark, polished wood, which reflected the light, and coloured stucco-work, which gave the place a very sumptuous appearance. The long bar was a blaze of lights, polished wood-work, coloured and cut glassware, and many fancy bottles. It was a truly swell saloon, with rich screens, fancy wines, and a line of bar goods unsurpassed in the country.

At Rectors, Drouet had met Mr. G. W. Hurstwood, manager of Fitzgerald and Moys. He had been pointed out as a very successful and well-known man about town. Hurstwood looked the part, for, besides being slightly under forty, he had a good, stout constitution, an active manner, and a solid, substantial air, which was composed in part of his fine clothes, his clean linen, his jewels, and, above all, his own sense of his importance. Drouet immediately conceived a notion of him as being some one worth knowing, and was glad not only to meet him, but to visit the Adams Street bar thereafter whenever he wanted a drink or a cigar.

Hurstwood was an interesting character after his kind. He was shrewd and clever in many little things, and capable of creating a good impression. His managerial position was fairly important  a kind of stewardship which was imposing, but lacked financial control. He had risen by perseverance and industry, through long years of service, from the position of barkeeper in a commonplace saloon to his present altitude. He had a little office in the place, set off in polished cherry and grill-work, where he kept, in a roll-top desk, the rather simple accounts of the place  supplies ordered and needed. The chief executive and financial functions devolved upon the owners  Messrs. Fitzgerald and Moy  and upon a cashier who looked after the money taken in.

For the most part he lounged about, dressed in excellent tailored suits of imported goods, a solitaire ring, a fine blue diamond in his tie, a striking vest of some new pattern, and a watch-chain of solid gold, which held a charm of rich design, and a watch of the latest make and engraving. He knew by name, and could greet personally with a Well, old fellow, hundreds of actors, merchants, politicians, and the general run of successful characters about town, and it was part of his success to do so. He had a finely graduated scale of informality and friendship, which improved from the How do you do? addressed to the fifteen-dollar-a-week clerks and office attachés, who, by long frequenting of the place, became aware of his position, to the Why, old man, how are you? which he addressed to those noted or rich individuals who knew him and were inclined to be friendly. There was a class, however, too rich, too famous, or too successful, with whom he could not attempt any familiarity of address, and with these he was professionally tactful, assuming a grave and dignified attitude, paying them the deference which would win their good feeling without in the least compromising his own bearing and opinions. There were, in the last place, a few good followers, neither rich nor poor, famous, nor yet remarkably successful, with whom he was friendly on the score of good-fellowship. These were the kind of men with whom he would converse longest and most seriously. He loved to go out and have a good time once in a while  to go to the races, the theatres, the sporting entertainments at some of the clubs. He kept a horse and neat trap, had his wife and two children, who were well established in a neat house on the North Side near Lincoln Park, and was altogether a very acceptable individual of our great American upper class  the first grade below the luxuriously rich.

Hurstwood liked Drouet. The latters genial nature and dressy appearance pleased him. He knew that Drouet was only a travelling salesman  and not one of many years at that  but the firm of Bartlett, Caryoe & Company was a large and prosperous house, and Drouet stood well. Hurstwood knew Caryoe quite well, having drunk a glass now and then with him, in company with several others, when the conversation was general. Drouet had what was a help in his business, a moderate sense of humour, and could tell a good story when the occasion required. He could talk races with Hurstwood, tell interesting incidents concerning himself and his experiences with women, and report the state of trade in the cities which he visited, and so managed to make himself almost invariably agreeable. To-night he was particularly so, since his report to the company had been favourably commented upon, his new samples had been satisfactorily selected, and his trip marked out for the next six weeks.

Why, hello, Charlie, old man, said Hurstwood, as Drouet came in that evening about eight oclock. How goes it? The room was crowded.

Drouet shook hands, beaming good nature, and they strolled towards the bar.

Oh, all right.

I havent seen you in six weeks. When did you get in?

Friday, said Drouet. Had a fine trip.

Glad of it, said Hurstwood, his black eyes lit with a warmth which half displaced the cold make-believe that usually dwelt in them. What are you going to take? he added, as the barkeeper, in snowy jacket and tie, leaned toward them from behind the bar.

Old Pepper, said Drouet.

A little of the same for me, put in Hurstwood.

How long are you in town this time? inquired Hurstwood.

Only until Wednesday. Im going up to St. Paul.

George Evans was in here Saturday and said he saw you in Milwaukee last week.

Yes, I saw George, returned Drouet. Great old boy, isnt he? We had quite a time there together.

The barkeeper was setting out the glasses and bottle before them, and they now poured out the draught as they talked, Drouet filling his to within a third of full, as was considered proper, and Hurstwood taking the barest suggestion of whiskey and modifying it with seltzer.

Whats become of Caryoe? remarked Hurstwood. I havent seen him around here in two weeks.

Laid up, they say, exclaimed Drouet. Say, hes a gouty old boy!

Made a lot of money in his time, though, hasnt he?

Yes, wads of it, returned Drouet. He wont live much longer. Barely comes down to the office now.

Just one boy, hasnt he? asked Hurstwood.

Yes, and a swift-pacer, laughed Drouet.

I guess he cant hurt the business very much, though, with the other members all there.

No, he cant injure that any, I guess.

Hurstwood was standing, his coat open, his thumbs in his pockets, the light on his jewels and rings relieving them with agreeable distinctness. He was the picture of fastidious comfort.

To one not inclined to drink, and gifted with a more serious turn of mind, such a bubbling, chattering, glittering chamber must ever seem an anomaly, a strange commentary on nature and life. Here come the moths, in endless procession, to bask in the light of the flame. Such conversation as one may hear would not warrant a commendation of the scene upon intellectual grounds. It seems plain that schemers would choose more sequestered quarters to arrange their plans, that politicians would not gather here in company to discuss anything save formalities, where the sharp-eared may hear, and it would scarcely be justified on the score of thirst, for the majority of those who frequent these more gorgeous places have no craving for liquor. Nevertheless, the fact that here men gather, here chatter, here love to pass and rub elbows, must be explained upon some grounds. It must be that a strange bundle of passions and vague desires give rise to such a curious social institution or it would not be.

Drouet, for one, was lured as much by his longing for pleasure as by his desire to shine among his betters. The many friends he met here dropped in because they craved, without, perhaps, consciously analysing it, the company, the glow, the atmosphere which they found. One might take it, after all, as an augur of the better social order, for the things which they satisfied here, though sensory, were not evil. No evil could come out of the contemplation of an expensively decorated chamber. The worst effect of such a thing would be, perhaps, to stir up in the material-minded an ambition to arrange their lives upon a similarly splendid basis. In the last analysis, that would scarcely be called the fault of the decorations, but rather of the innate trend of the mind. That such a scene might stir the less expensively dressed to emulate the more expensively dressed could scarcely be laid at the door of anything save the false ambition of the minds of those so affected. Remove the element so thoroughly and solely complained of  liquor  and there would not be one to gainsay the qualities of beauty and enthusiasm which would remain. The pleased eye with which our modern restaurants of fashion are looked upon is proof of this assertion.

Yet, here is the fact of the lighted chamber, the dressy, greedy company, the small, self-interested palaver, the disorganized, aimless, wandering mental action which it represents  the love of light and show and finery which, to one outside, under the serene light of the eternal stars, must seem a strange and shiny thing. Under the stars and sweeping night winds, what a lamp-flower it must bloom; a strange, glittering night-flower, odour-yielding, insect-drawing, insect-infested rose of pleasure.

See that fellow coming in there? said Hurstwood, glancing at a gentleman just entering, arrayed in a high hat and Prince Albert coat, his fat cheeks puffed and red as with good eating.

No, where? said Drouet.

There, said Hurstwood, indicating the direction by a cast of his eye, the man with the silk hat.

Oh, yes, said Drouet, now affecting not to see. Who is he?

Thats Jules Wallace, the spiritualist.

Drouet followed him with his eyes, much interested.

Doesnt look much like a man who sees spirits, does he? said Drouet.

Oh, I dont know, returned Hurstwood. Hes got the money, all right, and a little twinkle passed over his eyes.

I dont go much on those things, do you? asked Drouet.

Well, you never can tell, said Hurstwood. There may be something to it. I wouldnt bother about it myself, though. By the way, he added, are you going anywhere to-night?

The Hole in the Ground, said Drouet, mentioning the popular farce of the time.

Well, youd better be going. Its half after eight already, and he drew out his watch.

The crowd was already thinning out considerably  some bound for the theatres, some to their clubs, and some to that most fascinating of all the pleasures  for the type of man there represented, at least  the ladies.

Yes, I will, said Drouet.

Come around after the show. I have something I want to show you, said Hurstwood.

Sure, said Drouet, elated.

You havent anything on hand for the night, have you? added Hurstwood.

Not a thing.

Well, come round, then.

I struck a little peach coming in on the train Friday, remarked Drouet, by way of parting. By George, thats so, I must go and call on her before I go away.

Oh, never mind her, Hurstwood remarked.

Say, she was a little dandy, I tell you, went on Drouet confidentially, and trying to impress his friend.

Twelve oclock, said Hurstwood.

Thats right, said Drouet, going out.

Thus was Carries name bandied about in the most frivolous and gay of places, and that also when the little toiler was bemoaning her narrow lot, which was almost inseparable from the early stages of this, her unfolding fate.


CHAPTER VI

THE MACHINE AND THE MAIDEN: A KNIGHT OF TO-DAY

At the flat that evening Carrie felt a new phase of its atmosphere. The fact that it was unchanged, while her feelings were different, increased her knowledge of its character. Minnie, after the good spirits Carrie manifested at first, expected a fair report. Hanson supposed that Carrie would be satisfied.

Well, he said, as he came in from the hall in his working clothes, and looked at Carrie through the dining-room door, how did you make out?

Oh, said Carrie, its pretty hard. I dont like it.

There was an air about her which showed plainer than any words that she was both weary and disappointed.

What sort of work is it? he asked, lingering a moment as he turned upon his heel to go into the bathroom.

Running a machine, answered Carrie.

It was very evident that it did not concern him much, save from the side of the flats success. He was irritated a shade because it could not have come about in the throw of fortune for Carrie to be pleased.

Minnie worked with less elation than she had just before Carrie arrived. The sizzle of the meat frying did not sound quite so pleasing now that Carrie had reported her discontent. To Carrie, the one relief of the whole day would have been a jolly home, a sympathetic reception, a bright supper table, and some one to say: Oh, well, stand it a little while. You will get something better, but now this was ashes. She began to see that they looked upon her complaint as unwarranted, and that she was supposed to work on and say nothing. She knew that she was to pay four dollars for her board and room, and now she felt that it would be an exceedingly gloomy round, living with these people.

Minnie was no companion for her sister  she was too old. Her thoughts were staid and solemnly adapted to a condition. If Hanson had any pleasant thoughts or happy feelings he concealed them. He seemed to do all his mental operations without the aid of physical expression. He was as still as a deserted chamber. Carrie, on the other hand, had the blood of youth and some imagination. Her day of love and the mysteries of courtship were still ahead. She could think of things she would like to do, of clothes she would like to wear, and of places she would like to visit. These were the things upon which her mind ran, and it was like meeting with opposition at every turn to find no one here to call forth or respond to her feelings.

She had forgotten, in considering and explaining the result of her day, that Drouet might come. Now, when she saw how unreceptive these two people were, she hoped he would not. She did not know exactly what she would do or how she would explain to Drouet, if he came. After supper she changed her clothes. When she was trimly dressed she was rather a sweet little being, with large eyes and a sad mouth. Her face expressed the mingled expectancy, dissatisfaction, and depression she felt. She wandered about after the dishes were put away, talked a little with Minnie, and then decided to go down and stand in the door at the foot of the stairs. If Drouet came, she could meet him there. Her face took on the semblance of a look of happiness as she put on her hat to go below.

Carrie doesnt seem to like her place very well, said Minnie to her husband when the latter came out, paper in hand, to sit in the dining-room a few minutes.

She ought to keep it for a time, anyhow, said Hanson. Has she gone downstairs?

Yes, said Minnie.

Id tell her to keep it if I were you. She might be here weeks without getting another one.

Minnie said she would, and Hanson read his paper.

If I were you, he said a little later, I wouldnt let her stand in the door down there. It dont look good.

Ill tell her, said Minnie.

The life of the streets continued for a long time to interest Carrie. She never wearied of wondering where the people in the cars were going or what their enjoyments were. Her imagination trod a very narrow round, always winding up at points which concerned money, looks, clothes, or enjoyment. She would have a far-off thought of Columbia City now and then, or an irritating rush of feeling concerning her experiences of the present day, but, on the whole, the little world about her enlisted her whole attention.

The first floor of the building, of which Hansons flat was the third, was occupied by a bakery, and to this, while she was standing there, Hanson came down to buy a loaf of bread. She was not aware of his presence until he was quite near her.

Im after bread, was all he said as he passed.

The contagion of thought here demonstrated itself. While Hanson really came for bread, the thought dwelt with him that now he would see what Carrie was doing. No sooner did he draw near her with that in mind than she felt it. Of course, she had no understanding of what put it into her head, but, nevertheless, it aroused in her the first shade of real antipathy to him. She knew now that she did not like him. He was suspicious.

A thought will colour a world for us. The flow of Carries meditations had been disturbed, and Hanson had not long gone upstairs before she followed. She had realised with the lapse of the quarter hours that Drouet was not coming, and somehow she felt a little resentful, a little as if she had been forsaken  was not good enough. She went upstairs, where everything was silent. Minnie was sewing by a lamp at the table. Hanson had already turned in for the night. In her weariness and disappointment Carrie did no more than announce that she was going to bed.

Yes, youd better, returned Minnie. Youve got to get up early, you know.

The morning was no better. Hanson was just going out the door as Carrie came from her room. Minnie tried to talk with her during breakfast, but there was not much of interest which they could mutually discuss. As on the previous morning, Carrie walked down town, for she began to realise now that her four-fifty would not even allow her car fare after she paid her board. This seemed a miserable arrangement. But the morning light swept away the first misgivings of the day, as morning light is ever wont to do.

At the shoe factory she put in a long day, scarcely so wearisome as the preceding, but considerably less novel. The head foreman, on his round, stopped by her machine.

Where did you come from? he inquired.

Mr. Brown hired me, she replied.

Oh, he did, eh! and then, See that you keep things going.

The machine girls impressed her even less favourably. They seemed satisfied with their lot, and were in a sense common. Carrie had more imagination than they. She was not used to slang. Her instinct in the matter of dress was naturally better. She disliked to listen to the girl next to her, who was rather hardened by experience.

Im going to quit this, she heard her remark to her neighbour. What with the stipend and being up late, its too much for me health.

They were free with the fellows, young and old, about the place, and exchanged banter in rude phrases, which at first shocked her. She saw that she was taken to be of the same sort and addressed accordingly.

Hello, remarked one of the stout-wristed sole-workers to her at noon. Youre a daisy. He really expected to hear the common Aw! go chase yourself! in return, and was sufficiently abashed, by Carries silently moving away, to retreat, awkwardly grinning.

That night at the flat she was even more lonely  the dull situation was becoming harder to endure. She could see that the Hansons seldom or never had any company. Standing at the street door looking out, she ventured to walk out a little way. Her easy gait and idle manner attracted attention of an offensive but common sort. She was slightly taken back at the overtures of a well-dressed man of thirty, who in passing looked at her, reduced his pace, turned back, and said:

Out for a little stroll, are you, this evening?

Carrie looked at him in amazement, and then summoned sufficient thought to reply: Why, I dont know you, backing away as she did so.

Oh, that dont matter, said the other affably.

She bandied no more words with him, but hurried away, reaching her own door quite out of breath. There was something in the mans look which frightened her.

During the remainder of the week it was very much the same. One or two nights she found herself too tired to walk home, and expended car fare. She was not very strong, and sitting all day affected her back. She went to bed one night before Hanson.

Transplantation is not always successful in the matter of flowers or maidens. It requires sometimes a richer soil, a better atmosphere to continue even a natural growth. It would have been better if her acclimatization had been more gradual  less rigid. She would have done better if she had not secured a position so quickly, and had seen more of the city which she constantly troubled to know about.

On the first morning it rained she found that she had no umbrella. Minnie loaned her one of hers, which was worn and faded. There was the kind of vanity in Carrie that troubled at this. She went to one of the great department stores and bought herself one, using a dollar and a quarter of her small store to pay for it.

What did you do that for, Carrie? asked Minnie, when she saw it.

Oh, I need one, said Carrie.

You foolish girl.

Carrie resented this, though she did not reply. She was not going to be a common shop-girl, she thought; they need not think it, either.

On the first Saturday night Carrie paid her board, four dollars. Minnie had a quaver of conscience as she took it, but did not know how to explain to Hanson if she took less. That worthy gave up just four dollars less toward the household expenses with a smile of satisfaction. He contemplated increasing his Building and Loan payments. As for Carrie, she studied over the problem of finding clothes and amusement on fifty cents a week. She brooded over this until she was in a state of mental rebellion.

Im going up the street for a walk, she said after supper.

Not alone, are you? asked Hanson.

Yes, returned Carrie.

I wouldnt, said Minnie.

I want to see something, said Carrie, and by the tone she put into the last word they realised for the first time she was not pleased with them.

Whats the matter with her? asked Hanson, when she went into the front room to get her hat.

I dont know, said Minnie.

Well, she ought to know better than to want to go out alone.

Carrie did not go very far, after all. She returned and stood in the door. The next day they went out to Garfield Park, but it did not please her. She did not look well enough. In the shop next day she heard the highly coloured reports which girls give of their trivial amusements. They had been happy. On several days it rained and she used up car fare. One night she got thoroughly soaked, going to catch the car at Van Buren Street. All that evening she sat alone in the front room looking out upon the street, where the lights were reflected on the wet pavements, thinking. She had imagination enough to be moody.

On Saturday she paid another four dollars and pocketed her fifty cents in despair. The speaking acquaintanceship which she formed with some of the girls at the shop discovered to her the fact that they had more of their earnings to use for themselves than she did. They had young men of the kind whom she, since her experience with Drouet, felt above, who took them about. She came to thoroughly dislike the light-headed young fellows of the shop. Not one of them had a show of refinement. She saw only their workday side.

There came a day when the first premonitory blast of winter swept over the city. It scudded the fleecy clouds in the heavens, trailed long, thin streamers of smoke from the tall stacks, and raced about the streets and corners in sharp and sudden puffs. Carrie now felt the problem of winter clothes. What was she to do? She had no winter jacket, no hat, no shoes. It was difficult to speak to Minnie about this, but at last she summoned the courage.

I dont know what Im going to do about clothes, she said one evening when they were together. I need a hat.

Minnie looked serious.

Why dont you keep part of your money and buy yourself one? she suggested, worried over the situation which the withholding of Carries money would create.

Id like to for a week or so, if you dont mind, ventured Carrie.

Could you pay two dollars? asked Minnie.

Carrie readily acquiesced, glad to escape the trying situation, and liberal now that she saw a way out. She was elated and began figuring at once. She needed a hat first of all. How Minnie explained to Hanson she never knew. He said nothing at all, but there were thoughts in the air which left disagreeable impressions.

The new arrangement might have worked if sickness had not intervened. It blew up cold after a rain one afternoon when Carrie was still without a jacket. She came out of the warm shop at six and shivered as the wind struck her. In the morning she was sneezing, and going down town made it worse. That day her bones ached and she felt light-headed. Towards evening she felt very ill, and when she reached home was not hungry. Minnie noticed her drooping actions and asked her about herself.

I dont know, said Carrie. I feel real bad.

She hung about the stove, suffered a chattering chill, and went to bed sick. The next morning she was thoroughly feverish.

Minnie was truly distressed at this, but maintained a kindly demeanour. Hanson said perhaps she had better go back home for a while. When she got up after three days, it was taken for granted that her position was lost. The winter was near at hand, she had no clothes, and now she was out of work.

I dont know, said Carrie; Ill go down Monday and see if I cant get something.

If anything, her efforts were more poorly rewarded on this trial than the last. Her clothes were nothing suitable for fall wearing. Her last money she had spent for a hat. For three days she wandered about, utterly dispirited. The attitude of the flat was fast becoming unbearable. She hated to think of going back there each evening. Hanson was so cold. She knew it could not last much longer. Shortly she would have to give up and go home.

On the fourth day she was down town all day, having borrowed ten cents for lunch from Minnie. She had applied in the cheapest kind of places without success. She even answered for a waitress in a small restaurant where she saw a card in the window, but they wanted an experienced girl. She moved through the thick throng of strangers, utterly subdued in spirit. Suddenly a hand pulled her arm and turned her about.

Well, well! said a voice. In the first glance she beheld Drouet. He was not only rosy-cheeked, but radiant. He was the essence of sunshine and good-humour. Why, how are you, Carrie? he said. Youre a daisy. Where have you been?

Carrie smiled under his irresistible flood of geniality.

Ive been out home, she said.

Well, he said, I saw you across the street there. I thought it was you. I was just coming out to your place. How are you, anyhow?

Im all right, said Carrie, smiling.

Drouet looked her over and saw something different.

Well, he said, I want to talk to you. Youre not going anywhere in particular, are you?

Not just now, said Carrie.

Lets go up here and have something to eat. George! but Im glad to see you again.

She felt so relieved in his radiant presence, so much looked after and cared for, that she assented gladly, though with the slightest air of holding back.

Well, he said, as he took her arm  and there was an exuberance of good-fellowship in the word which fairly warmed the cockles of her heart.

They went through Monroe Street to the old Windsor dining-room, which was then a large, comfortable place, with an excellent cuisine and substantial service. Drouet selected a table close by the window, where the busy rout of the street could be seen. He loved the changing panorama of the street  to see and be seen as he dined.

Now, he said, getting Carrie and himself comfortably settled, what will you have?

Carrie looked over the large bill of fare which the waiter handed her without really considering it. She was very hungry, and the things she saw there awakened her desires, but the high prices held her attention. Half broiled spring chicken  seventy-five. Sirloin steak with mushrooms  one twenty-five. She had dimly heard of these things, but it seemed strange to be called to order from the list.

Ill fix this, exclaimed Drouet. Sst! waiter.

That officer of the board, a full-chested, round-faced negro, approached, and inclined his ear.

Sirloin with mushrooms, said Drouet. Stuffed tomatoes.

Yassah, assented the negro, nodding his head.

Hashed brown potatoes.

Yassah.

Asparagus.

Yassah.

And a pot of coffee.

Drouet turned to Carrie. I havent had a thing since breakfast. Just got in from Rock Island. I was going off to dine when I saw you.

Carrie smiled and smiled.

What have you been doing? he went on. Tell me all about yourself. How is your sister?

Shes well, returned Carrie, answering the last query.

He looked at her hard.

Say, he said, you havent been sick, have you?

Carrie nodded.

Well, now, thats a blooming shame, isnt it? You dont look very well. I thought you looked a little pale. What have you been doing?

Working, said Carrie.

You dont say so! At what?

She told him.

Rhodes, Morgenthau and Scott  why, I know that house. Over here on Fifth Avenue, isnt it? Theyre a close-fisted concern. What made you go there?

I couldnt get anything else, said Carrie frankly.

Well, thats an outrage, said Drouet. You oughtnt to be working for those people. Have the factory right back of the store, dont they?

Yes, said Carrie.

That isnt a good house, said Drouet. You dont want to work at anything like that, anyhow.

He chattered on at a great rate, asking questions, explaining things about himself, telling her what a good restaurant it was, until the waiter returned with an immense tray, bearing the hot savoury dishes which had been ordered. Drouet fairly shone in the matter of serving. He appeared to great advantage behind the white napery and silver platters of the table and displaying his arms with a knife and fork. As he cut the meat his rings almost spoke. His new suit creaked as he stretched to reach the plates, break the bread, and pour the coffee. He helped Carrie to a rousing plateful and contributed the warmth of his spirit to her body until she was a new girl. He was a splendid fellow in the true popular understanding of the term, and captivated Carrie completely.

That little soldier of fortune took her good turn in an easy way. She felt a little out of place, but the great room soothed her and the view of the well-dressed throng outside seemed a splendid thing. Ah, what was it not to have money! What a thing it was to be able to come in here and dine! Drouet must be fortunate. He rode on trains, dressed in such nice clothes, was so strong, and ate in these fine places. He seemed quite a figure of a man, and she wondered at his friendship and regard for her.

So you lost your place because you got sick, eh? he said. What are you going to do now?

Look around, she said, a thought of the need that hung outside this fine restaurant like a hungry dog at her heels passing into her eyes.

Oh, no, said Drouet, that wont do. How long have you been looking?

Four days, she answered.

Think of that! he said, addressing some problematical individual. You oughtnt to be doing anything like that. These girls, and he waved an inclusion of all shop and factory girls, dont get anything. Why, you cant live on it, can you?

He was a brotherly sort of creature in his demeanour. When he had scouted the idea of that kind of toil, he took another tack. Carrie was really very pretty. Even then, in her commonplace garb, her figure was evidently not bad, and her eyes were large and gentle. Drouet looked at her and his thoughts reached home. She felt his admiration. It was powerfully backed by his liberality and good-humour. She felt that she liked him  that she could continue to like him ever so much. There was something even richer than that, running as a hidden strain, in her mind. Every little while her eyes would meet his, and by that means the interchanging current of feeling would be fully connected.

Why dont you stay down town and go to the theatre with me? he said, hitching his chair closer. The table was not very wide.

Oh, I cant, she said.

What are you going to do to-night?

Nothing, she answered, a little drearily.

You dont like out there where you are, do you?

Oh, I dont know.

What are you going to do if you dont get work?

Go back home, I guess.

There was the least quaver in her voice as she said this. Somehow, the influence he was exerting was powerful. They came to an understanding of each other without words  he of her situation, she of the fact that he realised it.

No, he said, you cant make it! genuine sympathy filling his mind for the time. Let me help you. You take some of my money.

Oh, no! she said, leaning back.

What are you going to do? he said.

She sat meditating, merely shaking her head.

He looked at her quite tenderly for his kind. There were some loose bills in his vest pocket  greenbacks. They were soft and noiseless, and he got his fingers about them and crumpled them up in his hand.

Come on, he said, Ill see you through all right. Get yourself some clothes.

It was the first reference he had made to that subject, and now she realised how bad off she was. In his crude way he had struck the key-note. Her lips trembled a little.

She had her hand out on the table before her. They were quite alone in their corner, and he put his larger, warmer hand over it.

Aw, come, Carrie, he said, what can you do alone? Let me help you.

He pressed her hand gently and she tried to withdraw it. At this he held it fast, and she no longer protested. Then he slipped the greenbacks he had into her palm, and when she began to protest, he whispered:

Ill loan it to you  thats all right. Ill loan it to you.

He made her take it. She felt bound to him by a strange tie of affection now. They went out, and he walked with her far out south toward Polk Street, talking.

You dont want to live with those people? he said in one place, abstractedly. Carrie heard it, but it made only a slight impression.

Come down and meet me to-morrow, he said, and well go to the matinée. Will you?

Carrie protested a while, but acquiesced.

Youre not doing anything. Get yourself a nice pair of shoes and a jacket.

She scarcely gave a thought to the complication which would trouble her when he was gone. In his presence, she was of his own hopeful, easy-way-out mood.

Dont you bother about those people out there, he said at parting. Ill help you.

Carrie left him, feeling as though a great arm had slipped out before her to draw off trouble. The money she had accepted was two soft, green, handsome ten-dollar bills.


CHAPTER VII

THE LURE OF THE MATERIAL: BEAUTY SPEAKS FOR ITSELF

The true meaning of money yet remains to be popularly explained and comprehended. When each individual realises for himself that this thing primarily stands for and should only be accepted as a moral due  that it should be paid out as honestly stored energy, and not as a usurped privilege  many of our social, religious, and political troubles will have permanently passed. As for Carrie, her understanding of the moral significance of money was the popular understanding, nothing more. The old definition: Money: something everybody else has and I must get, would have expressed her understanding of it thoroughly. Some of it she now held in her hand  two soft, green ten-dollar bills  and she felt that she was immensely better off for the having of them. It was something that was power in itself. One of her order of mind would have been content to be cast away upon a desert island with a bundle of money, and only the long strain of starvation would have taught her that in some cases it could have no value. Even then she would have had no conception of the relative value of the thing; her one thought would, undoubtedly, have concerned the pity of having so much power and the inability to use it.

The poor girl thrilled as she walked away from Drouet. She felt ashamed in part because she had been weak enough to take it, but her need was so dire, she was still glad. Now she would have a nice new jacket! Now she would buy a nice pair of pretty button shoes. She would get stockings, too, and a skirt, and, and  until already, as in the matter of her prospective salary, she had got beyond, in her desires, twice the purchasing power of her bills.

She conceived a true estimate of Drouet. To her, and indeed to all the world, he was a nice, good-hearted man. There was nothing evil in the fellow. He gave her the money out of a good heart  out of a realisation of her want. He would not have given the same amount to a poor young man, but we must not forget that a poor young man could not, in the nature of things, have appealed to him like a poor young girl. Femininity affected his feelings. He was the creature of an inborn desire. Yet no beggar could have caught his eye and said, My God, mister, Im starving, but he would gladly have handed out what was considered the proper portion to give beggars and thought no more about it. There would have been no speculation, no philosophising. He had no mental process in him worthy the dignity of either of those terms. In his good clothes and fine health, he was a merry, unthinking moth of the lamp. Deprived of his position, and struck by a few of the involved and baffling forces which sometimes play upon man, he would have been as helpless as Carrie  as helpless, as non-understanding, as pitiable, if you will, as she.

Now, in regard to his pursuit of women, he meant them no harm, because he did not conceive of the relation which he hoped to hold with them as being harmful. He loved to make advances to women, to have them succumb to his charms, not because he was a cold-blooded, dark, scheming villain, but because his inborn desire urged him to that as a chief delight. He was vain, he was boastful, he was as deluded by fine clothes as any silly-headed girl. A truly deep-dyed villain could have hornswaggled him as readily as he could have flattered a pretty shop-girl. His fine success as a salesman lay in his geniality and the thoroughly reputable standing of his house. He bobbed about among men, a veritable bundle of enthusiasm  no power worthy the name of intellect, no thoughts worthy the adjective noble, no feelings long continued in one strain. A Madame Sappho would have called him a pig; a Shakespeare would have said my merry child; old, drinking Caryoe thought him a clever, successful business man. In short, he was as good as his intellect conceived.

The best proof that there was something open and commendable about the man was the fact that Carrie took the money. No deep, sinister soul with ulterior motives could have given her fifteen cents under the guise of friendship. The unintellectual are not so helpless. Nature has taught the beasts of the field to fly when some unheralded danger threatens. She has put into the small, unwise head of the chipmunk the untutored fear of poisons. He keepeth His creatures whole, was not written of beasts alone. Carrie was unwise, and, therefore, like the sheep in its unwisdom, strong in feeling. The instinct of self-protection, strong in all such natures, was roused but feebly, if at all, by the overtures of Drouet.

When Carrie had gone, he felicitated himself upon her good opinion. By George, it was a shame young girls had to be knocked around like that. Cold weather coming on and no clothes. Tough. He would go around to Fitzgerald and Moys and get a cigar. It made him feel light of foot as he thought about her.

Carrie reached home in high good spirits, which she could scarcely conceal. The possession of the money involved a number of points which perplexed her seriously. How should she buy any clothes when Minnie knew that she had no money? She had no sooner entered the flat than this point was settled for her. It could not be done. She could think of no way of explaining.

How did you come out? asked Minnie, referring to the day.

Carrie had none of the small deception which could feel one thing and say something directly opposed. She would prevaricate, but it would be in the line of her feelings at least. So instead of complaining when she felt so good, she said:

I have the promise of something.

Where?

At the Boston Store.

Is it sure promised? questioned Minnie.

Well, Im to find out to-morrow, returned Carrie, disliking to draw out a lie any longer than was necessary.

Minnie felt the atmosphere of good feeling which Carrie brought with her. She felt now was the time to express to Carrie the state of Hansons feeling about her entire Chicago venture.

If you shouldnt get it she paused, troubled for an easy way.

If I dont get something pretty soon, I think Ill go home.

Minnie saw her chance.

Sven thinks it might be best for the winter, anyhow.

The situation flashed on Carrie at once. They were unwilling to keep her any longer, out of work. She did not blame Minnie, she did not blame Hanson very much. Now, as she sat there digesting the remark, she was glad she had Drouets money.

Yes, she said after a few moments, I thought of doing that.

She did not explain that the thought, however, had aroused all the antagonism of her nature. Columbia City, what was there for her? She knew its dull, little round by heart. Here was the great, mysterious city which was still a magnet for her. What she had seen only suggested its possibilities. Now to turn back on it and live the little old life out there  she almost exclaimed against the thought.

She had reached home early and went in the front room to think. What could she do? She could not buy new shoes and wear them here. She would need to save part of the twenty to pay her fare home. She did not want to borrow of Minnie for that. And yet, how could she explain where she even got that money? If she could only get enough to let her out easy.

She went over the tangle again and again. Here, in the morning, Drouet would expect to see her in a new jacket, and that couldnt be. The Hansons expected her to go home, and she wanted to get away, and yet she did not want to go home. In the light of the way they would look on her getting money without work, the taking of it now seemed dreadful. She began to be ashamed. The whole situation depressed her. It was all so clear when she was with Drouet. Now it was all so tangled, so hopeless  much worse than it was before, because she had the semblance of aid in her hand which she could not use.

Her spirits sank so that at supper Minnie felt that she must have had another hard day. Carrie finally decided that she would give the money back. It was wrong to take it. She would go down in the morning and hunt for work. At noon she would meet Drouet as agreed and tell him. At this decision her heart sank, until she was the old Carrie of distress.

Curiously, she could not hold the money in her hand without feeling some relief. Even after all her depressing conclusions, she could sweep away all thought about the matter and then the twenty dollars seemed a wonderful and delightful thing. Ah, money, money, money! What a thing it was to have. How plenty of it would clear away all these troubles.

In the morning she got up and started out a little early. Her decision to hunt for work was moderately strong, but the money in her pocket, after all her troubling over it, made the work question the least shade less terrible. She walked into the wholesale district, but as the thought of applying came with each passing concern, her heart shrank. What a coward she was, she thought to herself. Yet she had applied so often. It would be the same old story. She walked on and on, and finally did go into one place, with the old result. She came out feeling that luck was against her. It was no use.

Without much thinking, she reached Dearborn Street. Here was the great Fair store with its multitude of delivery wagons about, its long window display, its crowd of shoppers. It readily changed her thoughts, she who was so weary of them. It was here that she had intended to come and get her new things. Now for relief from distress; she thought she would go in and see. She would look at the jackets.

There is nothing in this world more delightful than that middle state in which we mentally balance at times, possessed of the means, lured by desire, and yet deterred by conscience or want of decision. When Carrie began wandering around the store amid the fine displays she was in this mood. Her original experience in this same place had given her a high opinion of its merits. Now she paused at each individual bit of finery, where before she had hurried on. Her womans heart was warm with desire for them. How would she look in this, how charming that would make her! She came upon the corset counter and paused in rich reverie as she noted the dainty concoctions of colour and lace there displayed. If she would only make up her mind, she could have one of those now. She lingered in the jewelry department. She saw the earrings, the bracelets, the pins, the chains. What would she not have given if she could have had them all! She would look fine too, if only she had some of these things.

The jackets were the greatest attraction. When she entered the store, she already had her heart fixed upon the peculiar little tan jacket with large mother-of-pearl buttons which was all the rage that fall. Still she delighted to convince herself that there was nothing she would like better. She went about among the glass cases and racks where these things were displayed, and satisfied herself that the one she thought of was the proper one. All the time she wavered in mind, now persuading herself that she could buy it right away if she chose, now recalling to herself the actual condition. At last the noon hour was dangerously near, and she had done nothing. She must go now and return the money.

Drouet was on the corner when she came up.

Hello, he said, where is the jacket and  looking down the shoes?

Carrie had thought to lead up to her decision in some intelligent way, but this swept the whole fore-schemed situation by the board.

I came to tell you that  that I cant take the money.

Oh, thats it, is it? he returned. Well, you come on with me. Lets go over here to Partridges.

Carrie walked with him. Behold, the whole fabric of doubt and impossibility had slipped from her mind. She could not get at the points that were so serious, the things she was going to make plain to him.

Have you had lunch yet? Of course you havent. Lets go in here, and Drouet turned into one of the very nicely furnished restaurants off State Street, in Monroe.

I mustnt take the money, said Carrie, after they were settled in a cosey corner, and Drouet had ordered the lunch. I cant wear those things out there. They  they wouldnt know where I got them.

What do you want to do, he smiled, go without them?

I think Ill go home, she said, wearily.

Oh, come, he said, youve been thinking it over too long. Ill tell you what you do. You say you cant wear them out there. Why dont you rent a furnished room and leave them in that for a week?

Carrie shook her head. Like all women, she was there to object and be convinced. It was for him to brush the doubts away and clear the path if he could.

Why are you going home? he asked.

Oh, I cant get anything here.

They wont keep you? he remarked, intuitively.

They cant, said Carrie.

Ill tell you what you do, he said. You come with me. Ill take care of you.

Carrie heard this passively. The peculiar state which she was in made it sound like the welcome breath of an open door. Drouet seemed of her own spirit and pleasing. He was clean, handsome, well-dressed, and sympathetic. His voice was the voice of a friend.

What can you do back at Columbia City? he went on, rousing by the words in Carries mind a picture of the dull world she had left. There isnt anything down there. Chicagos the place. You can get a nice room here and some clothes, and then you can do something.

Carrie looked out through the window into the busy street. There it was, the admirable, great city, so fine when you are not poor. An elegant coach, with a prancing pair of bays, passed by, carrying in its upholstered depths a young lady.

What will you have if you go back? asked Drouet. There was no subtle undercurrent to the question. He imagined that she would have nothing at all of the things he thought worth while.

Carrie sat still, looking out. She was wondering what she could do. They would be expecting her to go home this week.

Drouet turned to the subject of the clothes she was going to buy.

Why not get yourself a nice little jacket? Youve got to have it. Ill loan you the money. You neednt worry about taking it. You can get yourself a nice room by yourself. I wont hurt you.

Carrie saw the drift, but could not express her thoughts. She felt more than ever the helplessness of her case.

If I could only get something to do, she said.

Maybe you can, went on Drouet, if you stay here. You cant if you go away. They wont let you stay out there. Now, why not let me get you a nice room? I wont bother you  you neednt be afraid. Then, when you get fixed up, maybe you could get something.

He looked at her pretty face and it vivified his mental resources. She was a sweet little mortal to him  there was no doubt of that. She seemed to have some power back of her actions. She was not like the common run of store-girls. She wasnt silly.

In reality, Carrie had more imagination than he  more taste. It was a finer mental strain in her that made possible her depression and loneliness. Her poor clothes were neat, and she held her head unconsciously in a dainty way.

Do you think I could get something? she asked.

Sure, he said, reaching over and filling her cup with tea. Ill help you.

She looked at him, and he laughed reassuringly.

Now Ill tell you what well do. Well go over here to Partridges and you pick out what you want. Then well look around for a room for you. You can leave the things there. Then well go to the show to-night.

Carrie shook her head.

Well, you can go out to the flat then, thats all right. You dont need to stay in the room. Just take it and leave your things there.

She hung in doubt about this until the dinner was over.

Lets go over and look at the jackets, he said.

Together they went. In the store they found that shine and rustle of new things which immediately laid hold of Carries heart. Under the influence of a good dinner and Drouets radiating presence, the scheme proposed seemed feasible. She looked about and picked a jacket like the one which she had admired at The Fair. When she got it in her hand it seemed so much nicer. The saleswoman helped her on with it, and, by accident, it fitted perfectly. Drouets face lightened as he saw the improvement. She looked quite smart.

Thats the thing, he said.

Carrie turned before the glass. She could not help feeling pleased as she looked at herself. A warm glow crept into her cheeks.

Thats the thing, said Drouet. Now pay for it.

Its nine dollars, said Carrie.

Thats all right  take it, said Drouet.

She reached in her purse and took out one of the bills. The woman asked if she would wear the coat and went off. In a few minutes she was back and the purchase was closed.

From Partridges they went to a shoe store, where Carrie was fitted for shoes. Drouet stood by, and when he saw how nice they looked, said, Wear them. Carrie shook her head, however. She was thinking of returning to the flat. He bought her a purse for one thing, and a pair of gloves for another, and let her buy the stockings.

To-morrow, he said, you come down here and buy yourself a skirt.

In all of Carries actions there was a touch of misgiving. The deeper she sank into the entanglement, the more she imagined that the thing hung upon the few remaining things she had not done. Since she had not done these, there was a way out.

Drouet knew a place in Wabash Avenue where there were rooms. He showed Carrie the outside of these, and said: Now, youre my sister. He carried the arrangement off with an easy hand when it came to the selection, looking around, criticising, opining. Her trunk will be here in a day or so, he observed to the landlady, who was very pleased.

When they were alone, Drouet did not change in the least. He talked in the same general way as if they were out in the street. Carrie left her things.

Now, said Drouet, why dont you move to-night?

Oh, I cant, said Carrie.

Why not?

I dont want to leave them so.

He took that up as they walked along the avenue. It was a warm afternoon. The sun had come out and the wind had died down. As he talked with Carrie, he secured an accurate detail of the atmosphere of the flat.

Come out of it, he said, they wont care. Ill help you get along.

She listened until her misgivings vanished. He would show her about a little and then help her get something. He really imagined that he would. He would be out on the road and she could be working.

Now, Ill tell you what you do, he said, you go out there and get whatever you want and come away.

She thought a long time about this. Finally she agreed. He would come out as far as Peoria Street and wait for her. She was to meet him at half-past eight. At half-past five she reached home, and at six her determination was hardened.

So you didnt get it? said Minnie, referring to Carries story of the Boston Store.

Carrie looked at her out of the corner of her eye. No, she answered.

I dont think youd better try any more this fall, said Minnie.

Carrie said nothing.

When Hanson came home he wore the same inscrutable demeanour. He washed in silence and went off to read his paper. At dinner Carrie felt a little nervous. The strain of her own plans was considerable, and the feeling that she was not welcome here was strong.

Didnt find anything, eh? said Hanson.

No.

He turned to his eating again, the thought that it was a burden to have her here dwelling in his mind. She would have to go home, that was all. Once she was away, there would be no more coming back in the spring.

Carrie was afraid of what she was going to do, but she was relieved to know that this condition was ending. They would not care. Hanson particularly would be glad when she went. He would not care what became of her.

After dinner she went into the bathroom, where they could not disturb her, and wrote a little note.

Good-bye, Minnie, it read. Im not going home. Im going to stay in Chicago a little while and look for work. Dont worry. Ill be all right.

In the front room Hanson was reading his paper. As usual, she helped Minnie clear away the dishes and straighten up. Then she said:

I guess Ill stand down at the door a little while. She could scarcely prevent her voice from trembling.

Minnie remembered Hansons remonstrance.

Sven doesnt think it looks good to stand down there, she said.

Doesnt he? said Carrie. I wont do it any more after this.

She put on her hat and fidgeted around the table in the little bedroom, wondering where to slip the note. Finally she put it under Minnies hair-brush.

When she had closed the hall-door, she paused a moment and wondered what they would think. Some thought of the queerness of her deed affected her. She went slowly down the stairs. She looked back up the lighted step, and then affected to stroll up the street. When she reached the corner she quickened her pace.

As she was hurrying away, Hanson came back to his wife.

Is Carrie down at the door again? he asked.

Yes, said Minnie; she said she wasnt going to do it any more.

He went over to the baby where it was playing on the floor and began to poke his finger at it.

Drouet was on the corner waiting, in good spirits.

Hello, Carrie, he said, as a sprightly figure of a girl drew near him. Got here safe, did you? Well, well take a car.


CHAPTER VIII

INTIMATIONS BY WINTER: AN AMBASSADOR SUMMONED

Among the forces which sweep and play throughout the universe, untutored man is but a wisp in the wind. Our civilisation is still in a middle stage, scarcely beast, in that it is no longer wholly guided by instinct; scarcely human, in that it is not yet wholly guided by reason. On the tiger no responsibility rests. We see him aligned by nature with the forces of life  he is born into their keeping and without thought he is protected. We see man far removed from the lairs of the jungles, his innate instincts dulled by too near an approach to free-will, his free-will not sufficiently developed to replace his instincts and afford him perfect guidance. He is becoming too wise to hearken always to instincts and desires; he is still too weak to always prevail against them. As a beast, the forces of life aligned him with them; as a man, he has not yet wholly learned to align himself with the forces. In this intermediate stage he wavers  neither drawn in harmony with nature by his instincts nor yet wisely putting himself into harmony by his own free-will. He is even as a wisp in the wind, moved by every breath of passion, acting now by his will and now by his instincts, erring with one, only to retrieve by the other, falling by one, only to rise by the other  a creature of incalculable variability. We have the consolation of knowing that evolution is ever in action, that the ideal is a light that cannot fail. He will not forever balance thus between good and evil. When this jangle of free-will and instinct shall have been adjusted, when perfect understanding has given the former the power to replace the latter entirely, man will no longer vary. The needle of understanding will yet point steadfast and unwavering to the distant pole of truth.

In Carrie  as in how many of our worldlings do they not?  instinct and reason, desire and understanding, were at war for the mastery. She followed whither her craving led. She was as yet more drawn than she drew.

When Minnie found the note next morning, after a night of mingled wonder and anxiety, which was not exactly touched by yearning, sorrow, or love, she exclaimed: Well, what do you think of that?

What? said Hanson.

Sister Carrie has gone to live somewhere else.

Hanson jumped out of bed with more celerity than he usually displayed and looked at the note. The only indication of his thoughts came in the form of a little clicking sound made by his tongue; the sound some people make when they wish to urge on a horse.

Where do you suppose shes gone to? said Minnie, thoroughly aroused.

I dont know, a touch of cynicism lighting his eye. Now she has gone and done it.

Minnie moved her head in a puzzled way.

Oh, oh, she said, she doesnt know what she has done.

Well, said Hanson, after a while, sticking his hands out before him, what can you do?

Minnies womanly nature was higher than this. She figured the possibilities in such cases.

Oh, she said at last, poor Sister Carrie!

At the time of this particular conversation, which occurred at 5 A. M., that little soldier of fortune was sleeping a rather troubled sleep in her new room, alone.

Carries new state was remarkable in that she saw possibilities in it. She was no sensualist, longing to drowse sleepily in the lap of luxury. She turned about, troubled by her daring, glad of her release, wondering whether she would get something to do, wondering what Drouet would do. That worthy had his future fixed for him beyond a peradventure. He could not help what he was going to do. He could not see clearly enough to wish to do differently. He was drawn by his innate desire to act the old pursuing part. He would need to delight himself with Carrie as surely as he would need to eat his heavy breakfast. He might suffer the least rudimentary twinge of conscience in whatever he did, and in just so far he was evil and sinning. But whatever twinges of conscience he might have would be rudimentary, you may be sure.

The next day he called upon Carrie, and she saw him in her chamber. He was the same jolly, enlivening soul.

Aw, he said, what are you looking so blue about? Come on out to breakfast. You want to get your other clothes to-day.

Carrie looked at him with the hue of shifting thought in her large eyes.

I wish I could get something to do, she said.

Youll get that all right, said Drouet. Whats the use worrying right now? Get yourself fixed up. See the city. I wont hurt you.

I know you wont, she remarked, half truthfully.

Got on the new shoes, havent you? Stick em out. George, they look fine. Put on your jacket.

Carrie obeyed.

Say, that fits like a T, dont it? he remarked, feeling the set of it at the waist and eyeing it from a few paces with real pleasure. What you need now is a new skirt. Lets go to breakfast.

Carrie put on her hat.

Where are the gloves? he inquired.

Here, she said, taking them out of the bureau drawer.

Now, come on, he said.

Thus the first hour of misgiving was swept away.

It went this way on every occasion. Drouet did not leave her much alone. She had time for some lone wanderings, but mostly he filled her hours with sight-seeing. At Carson, Piries he bought her a nice skirt and shirt waist. With his money she purchased the little necessaries of toilet, until at last she looked quite another maiden. The mirror convinced her of a few things which she had long believed. She was pretty, yes, indeed! How nice her hat set, and werent her eyes pretty. She caught her little red lip with her teeth and felt her first thrill of power. Drouet was so good.

They went to see The Mikado one evening, an opera which was hilariously popular at that time. Before going, they made off for the Windsor dining-room, which was in Dearborn Street, a considerable distance from Carries room. It was blowing up cold, and out of her window Carrie could see the western sky, still pink with the fading light, but steely blue at the top where it met the darkness. A long, thin cloud of pink hung in midair, shaped like some island in a far-off sea. Somehow the swaying of some dead branches of trees across the way brought back the picture with which she was familiar when she looked from their front window in December days at home.

She paused and wrung her little hands.

Whats the matter? said Drouet.

Oh, I dont know, she said, her lip trembling.

He sensed something, and slipped his arm over her shoulder, patting her arm.

Come on, he said gently, youre all right.

She turned to slip on her jacket.

Better wear that boa about your throat to-night.

They walked north on Wabash to Adams Street and then west. The lights in the stores were already shining out in gushes of golden hue. The arc lights were sputtering overhead, and high up were the lighted windows of the tall office buildings. The chill wind whipped in and out in gusty breaths. Homeward bound, the six oclock throng bumped and jostled. Light overcoats were turned up about the ears, hats were pulled down. Little shop-girls went fluttering by in pairs and fours, chattering, laughing. It was a spectacle of warm-blooded humanity.

Suddenly a pair of eyes met Carries in recognition. They were looking out from a group of poorly dressed girls. Their clothes were faded and loose-hanging, their jackets old, their general make-up shabby.

Carrie recognised the glance and the girl. She was one of those who worked at the machines in the shoe factory. The latter looked, not quite sure, and then turned her head and looked. Carrie felt as if some great tide had rolled between them. The old dress and the old machine came back. She actually started. Drouet didnt notice until Carrie bumped into a pedestrian.

You must be thinking, he said.

They dined and went to the theatre. That spectacle pleased Carrie immensely. The colour and grace of it caught her eye. She had vain imaginings about place and power, about far-off lands and magnificent people. When it was over, the clatter of coaches and the throng of fine ladies made her stare.

Wait a minute, said Drouet, holding her back in the showy foyer where ladies and gentlemen were moving in a social crush, skirts rustling, lace-covered heads nodding, white teeth showing through parted lips. Lets see.

Sixty-seven, the coach-caller was saying, his voice lifted in a sort of euphonious cry. Sixty-seven.

Isnt it fine? said Carrie.

Great, said Drouet. He was as much affected by this show of finery and gayety as she. He pressed her arm warmly. Once she looked up, her even teeth glistening through her smiling lips, her eyes alight. As they were moving out he whispered down to her, You look lovely! They were right where the coach-caller was swinging open a coach-door and ushering in two ladies.

You stick to me and well have a coach, laughed Drouet.

Carrie scarcely heard, her head was so full of the swirl of life.

They stopped in at a restaurant for a little after-theatre lunch. Just a shade of a thought of the hour entered Carries head, but there was no household law to govern her now. If any habits ever had time to fix upon her, they would have operated here. Habits are peculiar things. They will drive the really non-religious mind out of bed to say prayers that are only a custom and not a devotion. The victim of habit, when he has neglected the thing which it was his custom to do, feels a little scratching in the brain, a little irritating something which comes of being out of the rut, and imagines it to be the prick of conscience, the still, small voice that is urging him ever to righteousness. If the digression is unusual enough, the drag of habit will be heavy enough to cause the unreasoning victim to return and perform the perfunctory thing. Now, bless me, says such a mind, I have done my duty, when, as a matter of fact, it has merely done its old, unbreakable trick once again.

Carrie had no excellent home principles fixed upon her. If she had, she would have been more consciously distressed. Now the lunch went off with considerable warmth. Under the influence of the varied occurrences, the fine, invisible passion which was emanating from Drouet, the food, the still unusual luxury, she relaxed and heard with open ears. She was again the victim of the citys hypnotic influence.

Well, said Drouet at last, we had better be going.

They had been dawdling over the dishes, and their eyes had frequently met. Carrie could not help but feel the vibration of force which followed, which, indeed, was his gaze. He had a way of touching her hand in explanation, as if to impress a fact upon her. He touched it now as he spoke of going.

They arose and went out into the street. The down-town section was now bare, save for a few whistling strollers, a few owl cars, a few open resorts whose windows were still bright. Out Wabash Avenue they strolled, Drouet still pouring forth his volume of small information. He had Carries arm in his, and held it closely as he explained. Once in a while, after some witticism, he would look down, and his eyes would meet hers. At last they came to the steps, and Carrie stood up on the first one, her head now coming even with his own. He took her hand and held it genially. He looked steadily at her as she glanced about, warmly musing.

At about that hour, Minnie was soundly sleeping, after a long evening of troubled thought. She had her elbow in an awkward position under her side. The muscles so held irritated a few nerves, and now a vague scene floated in on the drowsy mind. She fancied she and Carrie were somewhere beside an old coal-mine. She could see the tall runway and the heap of earth and coal cast out. There was a deep pit, into which they were looking; they could see the curious wet stones far down where the wall disappeared in vague shadows. An old basket, used for descending, was hanging there, fastened by a worn rope.

Lets get in, said Carrie.

Oh, no, said Minnie.

Yes, come on, said Carrie.

She began to pull the basket over, and now, in spite of all protest, she had swung over and was going down.

Carrie, she called, Carrie, come back; but Carrie was far down now and the shadow had swallowed her completely.

She moved her arm.

Now the mystic scenery merged queerly and the place was by waters she had never seen. They were upon some board or ground or something that reached far out, and at the end of this was Carrie. They looked about, and now the thing was sinking, and Minnie heard the low sip of the encroaching water.

Come on, Carrie, she called, but Carrie was reaching farther out. She seemed to recede, and now it was difficult to call to her.

Carrie, she called, Carrie, but her own voice sounded far away, and the strange waters were blurring everything. She came away suffering as though she had lost something. She was more inexpressibly sad than she had ever been in life.

It was this way through many shifts of the tired brain, those curious phantoms of the spirit slipping in, blurring strange scenes, one with the other. The last one made her cry out, for Carrie was slipping away somewhere over a rock, and her fingers had let loose and she had seen her falling.

Minnie! Whats the matter? Here, wake up, said Hanson, disturbed, and shaking her by the shoulder.

Wha  whats the matter? said Minnie, drowsily.

Wake up, he said, and turn over. Youre talking in your sleep.

A week or so later Drouet strolled into Fitzgerald and Moys, spruce in dress and manner.

Hello, Charley, said Hurstwood, looking out from his office door.

Drouet strolled over and looked in upon the manager at his desk.

When do you go out on the road again? he inquired.

Pretty soon, said Drouet.

Havent seen much of you this trip, said Hurstwood.

Well, Ive been busy, said Drouet.

They talked some few minutes on general topics.

Say, said Drouet, as if struck by a sudden idea, I want you to come out some evening.

Out where? inquired Hurstwood.

Out to my house, of course, said Drouet, smiling.

Hurstwood looked up quizzically, the least suggestion of a smile hovering about his lips. He studied the face of Drouet in his wise way, and then with the demeanour of a gentleman, said: Certainly; glad to.

Well have a nice game of euchre.

May I bring a nice little bottle of Sec? asked Hurstwood.

Certainly, said Drouet. Ill introduce you.


CHAPTER IX

CONVENTIONS OWN TINDER-BOX: THE EYE THAT IS GREEN

Hurstwoods residence on the North Side, near Lincoln Park, was a brick building of a very popular type then, a three-story affair with the first floor sunk a very little below the level of the street. It had a large bay window bulging out from the second floor, and was graced in front by a small grassy plot, twenty-five feet wide and ten feet deep. There was also a small rear yard, walled in by the fences of the neighbours and holding a stable where he kept his horse and trap.

The ten rooms of the house were occupied by himself, his wife Julia, and his son and daughter, George, Jr., and Jessica. There were besides these a maid-servant, represented from time to time by girls of various extraction, for Mrs. Hurstwood was not always easy to please.

George, I let Mary go yesterday, was not an unfrequent salutation at the dinner table.

All right, was his only reply. He had long since wearied of discussing the rancorous subject.

A lovely home atmosphere is one of the flowers of the world, than which there is nothing more tender, nothing more delicate, nothing more calculated to make strong and just the natures cradled and nourished within it. Those who have never experienced such a beneficent influence will not understand wherefore the tear springs glistening to the eyelids at some strange breath in lovely music. The mystic chords which bind and thrill the heart of the nation, they will never know.

Hurstwoods residence could scarcely be said to be infused with this home spirit. It lacked that toleration and regard without which the home is nothing. There was fine furniture, arranged as soothingly as the artistic perception of the occupants warranted. There were soft rugs, rich, upholstered chairs and divans, a grand piano, a marble carving of some unknown Venus by some unknown artist, and a number of small bronzes gathered from heaven knows where, but generally sold by the large furniture houses along with everything else which goes to make the perfectly appointed house.

In the dining-room stood a sideboard laden with glistening decanters and other utilities and ornaments in glass, the arrangement of which could not be questioned. Here was something Hurstwood knew about. He had studied the subject for years in his business. He took no little satisfaction in telling each Mary, shortly after she arrived, something of what the art of the thing required. He was not garrulous by any means. On the contrary, there was a fine reserve in his manner toward the entire domestic economy of his life which was all that is comprehended by the popular term, gentlemanly. He would not argue, he would not talk freely. In his manner was something of the dogmatist. What he could not correct, he would ignore. There was a tendency in him to walk away from the impossible thing.

There was a time when he had been considerably enamoured of his Jessica, especially when he was younger and more confined in his success. Now, however, in her seventeenth year, Jessica had developed a certain amount of reserve and independence which was not inviting to the richest form of parental devotion. She was in the high school, and had notions of life which were decidedly those of a patrician. She liked nice clothes and urged for them constantly. Thoughts of love and elegant individual establishments were running in her head. She met girls at the high school whose parents were truly rich and whose fathers had standing locally as partners or owners of solid businesses. These girls gave themselves the airs befitting the thriving domestic establishments from whence they issued. They were the only ones of the school about whom Jessica concerned herself.

Young Hurstwood, Jr., was in his twentieth year, and was already connected in a promising capacity with a large real estate firm. He contributed nothing for the domestic expenses of the family, but was thought to be saving his money to invest in real estate. He had some ability, considerable vanity, and a love of pleasure that had not, as yet, infringed upon his duties, whatever they were. He came in and went out, pursuing his own plans and fancies, addressing a few words to his mother occasionally, relating some little incident to his father, but for the most part confining himself to those generalities with which most conversation concerns itself. He was not laying bare his desires for any one to see. He did not find any one in the house who particularly cared to see.

Mrs. Hurstwood was the type of the woman who has ever endeavoured to shine and has been more or less chagrined at the evidences of superior capability in this direction elsewhere. Her knowledge of life extended to that little conventional round of society of which she was not  but longed to be  a member. She was not without realisation already that this thing was impossible, so far as she was concerned. For her daughter, she hoped better things. Through Jessica she might rise a little. Through George, Jr.s, possible success she might draw to herself the privilege of pointing proudly. Even Hurstwood was doing well enough, and she was anxious that his small real estate adventures should prosper. His property holdings, as yet, were rather small, but his income was pleasing and his position with Fitzgerald and Moy was fixed. Both those gentlemen were on pleasant and rather informal terms with him.

The atmosphere which such personalities would create must be apparent to all. It worked out in a thousand little conversations, all of which were of the same calibre.

Im going up to Fox Lake to-morrow, announced George, Jr., at the dinner table one Friday evening.

Whats going on up there? queried Mrs. Hurstwood.

Eddie Fahrways got a new steam launch, and he wants me to come up and see how it works.

How much did it cost him? asked his mother.

Oh, over two thousand dollars. He says its a dandy.

Old Fahrway must be making money, put in Hurstwood.

He is, I guess. Jack told me they were shipping Vega-cura to Australia now  said they sent a whole box to Cape Town last week.

Just think of that! said Mrs. Hurstwood, and only four years ago they had that basement in Madison Street.

Jack told me they were going to put up a six-story building next spring in Robey Street.

Just think of that! said Jessica.

On this particular occasion Hurstwood wished to leave early.

I guess Ill be going down town, he remarked, rising.

Are we going to McVickars Monday? questioned Mrs. Hurstwood, without rising.

Yes, he said indifferently.

They went on dining, while he went upstairs for his hat and coat. Presently the door clicked.

I guess papas gone, said Jessica.

The latters school news was of a particular stripe.

Theyre going to give a performance in the Lyceum, upstairs, she reported one day, and Im going to be in it.

Are you? said her mother.

Yes, and Ill have to have a new dress. Some of the nicest girls in the school are going to be in it. Miss Palmer is going to take the part of Portia.

Is she? said Mrs. Hurstwood.

Theyve got that Martha Griswold in it again. She thinks she can act.

Her family doesnt amount to anything, does it? said Mrs. Hurstwood sympathetically. They havent anything, have they?

No, returned Jessica, theyre poor as church mice.

She distinguished very carefully between the young boys of the school, many of whom were attracted by her beauty.

What do you think? she remarked to her mother one evening; that Herbert Crane tried to make friends with me.

Who is he, my dear? inquired Mrs. Hurstwood.

Oh, no one, said Jessica, pursing her pretty lips. Hes just a student there. He hasnt anything.

The other half of this picture came when young Blyford, son of Blyford, the soap manufacturer, walked home with her. Mrs. Hurstwood was on the third floor, sitting in a rocking-chair reading, and happened to look out at the time.

Who was that with you, Jessica? she inquired, as Jessica came upstairs.

Its Mr. Blyford, mamma, she replied.

Is it? said Mrs. Hurstwood.

Yes, and he wants me to stroll over into the park with him, explained Jessica, a little flushed with running up the stairs.

All right, my dear, said Mrs. Hurstwood. Dont be gone long.

As the two went down the street, she glanced interestedly out of the window. It was a most satisfactory spectacle indeed, most satisfactory.

In this atmosphere Hurstwood had moved for a number of years, not thinking deeply concerning it. His was not the order of nature to trouble for something better, unless the better was immediately and sharply contrasted. As it was, he received and gave, irritated sometimes by the little displays of selfish indifference, pleased at times by some show of finery which supposedly made for dignity and social distinction. The life of the resort which he managed was his life. There he spent most of his time. When he went home evenings the house looked nice. With rare exceptions the meals were acceptable, being the kind that an ordinary servant can arrange. In part, he was interested in the talk of his son and daughter, who always looked well. The vanity of Mrs. Hurstwood caused her to keep her person rather showily arrayed, but to Hurstwood this was much better than plainness. There was no love lost between them. There was no great feeling of dissatisfaction. Her opinion on any subject was not startling. They did not talk enough together to come to the argument of any one point. In the accepted and popular phrase, she had her ideas and he had his. Once in a while he would meet a woman whose youth, sprightliness, and humour would make his wife seem rather deficient by contrast, but the temporary dissatisfaction which such an encounter might arouse would be counterbalanced by his social position and a certain matter of policy. He could not complicate his home life, because it might affect his relations with his employers. They wanted no scandals. A man, to hold his position, must have a dignified manner, a clean record, a respectable home anchorage. Therefore he was circumspect in all he did, and whenever he appeared in the public ways in the afternoon, or on Sunday, it was with his wife, and sometimes his children. He would visit the local resorts, or those near by in Wisconsin, and spend a few stiff, polished days strolling about conventional places doing conventional things. He knew the need of it.

When some one of the many middle-class individuals whom he knew, who had money, would get into trouble, he would shake his head. It didnt do to talk about those things. If it came up for discussion among such friends as with him passed for close, he would deprecate the folly of the thing. It was all right to do it  all men do those things  but why wasnt he careful? A man cant be too careful. He lost sympathy for the man that made a mistake and was found out.

On this account he still devoted some time to showing his wife about  time which would have been wearisome indeed if it had not been for the people he would meet and the little enjoyments which did not depend upon her presence or absence. He watched her with considerable curiosity at times, for she was still attractive in a way and men looked at her. She was affable, vain, subject to flattery, and this combination, he knew quite well, might produce a tragedy in a woman of her home position. Owing to his order of mind, his confidence in the sex was not great. His wife never possessed the virtues which would win the confidence and admiration of a man of his nature. As long as she loved him vigorously he could see how confidence could be, but when that was no longer the binding chain  well, something might happen.

During the last year or two the expenses of the family seemed a large thing. Jessica wanted fine clothes, and Mrs. Hurstwood, not to be outshone by her daughter, also frequently enlivened her apparel. Hurstwood had said nothing in the past, but one day he murmured.

Jessica must have a new dress this month, said Mrs. Hurstwood one morning.

Hurstwood was arraying himself in one of his perfection vests before the glass at the time.

I thought she just bought one, he said.

That was just something for evening wear, returned his wife complacently.

It seems to me, returned Hurstwood, that shes spending a good deal for dresses of late.

Well, shes going out more, concluded his wife, but the tone of his voice impressed her as containing something she had not heard there before.

He was not a man who travelled much, but when he did, he had been accustomed to take her along. On one occasion recently a local aldermanic junket had been arranged to visit Philadelphia  a junket that was to last ten days. Hurstwood had been invited.

Nobody knows us down there, said one, a gentleman whose face was a slight improvement over gross ignorance and sensuality. He always wore a silk hat of most imposing proportions. We can have a good time. His left eye moved with just the semblance of a wink. You want to come along, George.

The next day Hurstwood announced his intention to his wife.

Im going away, Julia, he said, for a few days.

Where? she asked, looking up.

To Philadelphia, on business.

She looked at him consciously, expecting something else.

Ill have to leave you behind this time.

All right, she replied, but he could see that she was thinking that it was a curious thing. Before he went she asked him a few more questions, and that irritated him. He began to feel that she was a disagreeable attachment.

On this trip he enjoyed himself thoroughly, and when it was over he was sorry to get back. He was not willingly a prevaricator, and hated thoroughly to make explanations concerning it. The whole incident was glossed over with general remarks, but Mrs. Hurstwood gave the subject considerable thought. She drove out more, dressed better, and attended theatres freely to make up for it.

Such an atmosphere could hardly come under the category of home life. It ran along by force of habit, by force of conventional opinion. With the lapse of time it must necessarily become dryer and dryer  must eventually be tinder, easily lighted and destroyed.


CHAPTER X

THE COUNSEL OF WINTER: FORTUNES AMBASSADOR CALLS

In the light of the worlds attitude toward woman and her duties, the nature of Carries mental state deserves consideration. Actions such as hers are measured by an arbitrary scale. Society possesses a conventional standard whereby it judges all things. All men should be good, all women virtuous. Wherefore, villain, hast thou failed?

For all the liberal analysis of Spencer and our modern naturalistic philosophers, we have but an infantile perception of morals. There is more in the subject than mere conformity to a law of evolution. It is yet deeper than conformity to things of earth alone. It is more involved than we, as yet, perceive. Answer, first, why the heart thrills; explain wherefore some plaintive note goes wandering about the world, undying; make clear the roses subtle alchemy evolving its ruddy lamp in light and rain. In the essence of these facts lie the first principles of morals.

Oh, thought Drouet, how delicious is my conquest.

Ah, thought Carrie, with mournful misgivings, what is it I have lost?

Before this world-old proposition we stand, serious, interested, confused; endeavouring to evolve the true theory of morals  the true answer to what is right.

In the view of a certain stratum of society, Carrie was comfortably established  in the eyes of the starveling, beaten by every wind and gusty sheet of rain, she was safe in a halcyon harbour. Drouet had taken three rooms, furnished, in Ogden Place, facing Union Park, on the West Side. That was a little, green-carpeted breathing spot, than which, to-day, there is nothing more beautiful in Chicago. It afforded a vista pleasant to contemplate. The best room looked out upon the lawn of the park, now sear and brown, where a little lake lay sheltered. Over the bare limbs of the trees, which now swayed in the wintry wind, rose the steeple of the Union Park Congregational Church, and far off the towers of several others.

The rooms were comfortably enough furnished. There was a good Brussels carpet on the floor, rich in dull red and lemon shades, and representing large jardinières filled with gorgeous, impossible flowers. There was a large pier-glass mirror between the two windows. A large, soft, green, plush-covered couch occupied one corner, and several rocking-chairs were set about. Some pictures, several rugs, a few small pieces of bric-à-brac, and the tale of contents is told.

In the bedroom, off the front room, was Carries trunk, bought by Drouet, and in the wardrobe built into the wall quite an array of clothing  more than she had ever possessed before, and of very becoming designs. There was a third room for possible use as a kitchen, where Drouet had Carrie establish a little portable gas stove for the preparation of small lunches, oysters, Welsh rarebits, and the like, of which he was exceedingly fond; and, lastly, a bath. The whole place was cosey, in that it was lighted by gas and heated by furnace registers, possessing also a small grate, set with an asbestos back, a method of cheerful warming which was then first coming into use. By her industry and natural love of order, which now developed, the place maintained an air pleasing in the extreme.

Here, then, was Carrie, established in a pleasant fashion, free of certain difficulties which most ominously confronted her, laden with many new ones which were of a mental order, and altogether so turned about in all of her earthly relationships that she might well have been a new and different individual. She looked into her glass and saw a prettier Carrie than she had seen before; she looked into her mind, a mirror prepared of her own and the worlds opinions, and saw a worse. Between these two images she wavered, hesitating which to believe.

My, but youre a little beauty, Drouet was wont to exclaim to her.

She would look at him with large, pleased eyes.

You know it, dont you? he would continue.

Oh, I dont know, she would reply, feeling delight in the fact that one should think so, hesitating to believe, though she really did, that she was vain enough to think so much of herself.

Her conscience, however, was not a Drouet, interested to praise. There she heard a different voice, with which she argued, pleaded, excused. It was no just and sapient counsellor, in its last analysis. It was only an average little conscience, a thing which represented the world, her past environment, habit, convention, in a confused way. With it, the voice of the people was truly the voice of God.

Oh, thou failure! said the voice.

Why? she questioned.

Look at those about, came the whispered answer. Look at those who are good. How would they scorn to do what you have done. Look at the good girls; how will they draw away from such as you when they know you have been weak. You had not tried before you failed.

It was when Carrie was alone, looking out across the park, that she would be listening to this. It would come infrequently  when something else did not interfere, when the pleasant side was not too apparent, when Drouet was not there. It was somewhat clear in utterance at first, but never wholly convincing. There was always an answer, always the December days threatened. She was alone; she was desireful; she was fearful of the whistling wind. The voice of want made answer for her.

Once the bright days of summer pass by, a city takes on that sombre garb of grey, wrapt in which it goes about its labours during the long winter. Its endless buildings look grey, its sky and its streets assume a sombre hue; the scattered, leafless trees and wind-blown dust and paper but add to the general solemnity of colour. There seems to be something in the chill breezes which scurry through the long, narrow thoroughfares productive of rueful thoughts. Not poets alone, nor artists, nor that superior order of mind which arrogates to itself all refinement, feel this, but dogs and all men. These feel as much as the poet, though they have not the same power of expression. The sparrow upon the wire, the cat in the doorway, the dray horse tugging his weary load, feel the long, keen breaths of winter. It strikes to the heart of all life, animate and inanimate. If it were not for the artificial fires of merriment, the rush of profit-seeking trade, and pleasure-selling amusements; if the various merchants failed to make the customary display within and without their establishments; if our streets were not strung with signs of gorgeous hues and thronged with hurrying purchasers, we would quickly discover how firmly the chill hand of winter lays upon the heart; how dispiriting are the days during which the sun withholds a portion of our allowance of light and warmth. We are more dependent upon these things than is often thought. We are insects produced by heat, and pass without it.

In the drag of such a grey day the secret voice would reassert itself, feebly and more feebly.

Such mental conflict was not always uppermost. Carrie was not by any means a gloomy soul. More, she had not the mind to get firm hold upon a definite truth. When she could not find her way out of the labyrinth of ill-logic which thought upon the subject created, she would turn away entirely.

Drouet, all the time, was conducting himself in a model way for one of his sort. He took her about a great deal, spent money upon her, and when he travelled took her with him. There were times when she would be alone for two or three days, while he made the shorter circuits of his business, but, as a rule, she saw a great deal of him.

Say, Carrie, he said one morning, shortly after they had so established themselves, Ive invited my friend Hurstwood to come out some day and spend the evening with us.

Who is he? asked Carrie, doubtfully.

Oh, hes a nice man. Hes manager of Fitzgerald and Moys.

Whats that? said Carrie.

The finest resort in town. Its a way-up, swell place.

Carrie puzzled a moment. She was wondering what Drouet had told him, what her attitude would be.

Thats all right, said Drouet, feeling her thought. He doesnt know anything. Youre Mrs. Drouet now.

There was something about this which struck Carrie as slightly inconsiderate. She could see that Drouet did not have the keenest sensibilities.

Why dont we get married? she inquired, thinking of the voluble promises he had made.

Well, we will, he said, just as soon as I get this little deal of mine closed up.

He was referring to some property which he said he had, and which required so much attention, adjustment, and what not, that somehow or other it interfered with his free moral, personal actions.

Just as soon as I get back from my Denver trip in January well do it.

Carrie accepted this as basis for hope  it was a sort of salve to her conscience, a pleasant way out. Under the circumstances, things would be righted. Her actions would be justified.

She really was not enamoured of Drouet. She was more clever than he. In a dim way, she was beginning to see where he lacked. If it had not been for this, if she had not been able to measure and judge him in a way, she would have been worse off than she was. She would have adored him. She would have been utterly wretched in her fear of not gaining his affection, of losing his interest, of being swept away and left without an anchorage. As it was, she wavered a little, slightly anxious, at first, to gain him completely, but later feeling at ease in waiting. She was not exactly sure what she thought of him  what she wanted to do.

When Hurstwood called, she met a man who was more clever than Drouet in a hundred ways. He paid that peculiar deference to women which every member of the sex appreciates. He was not overawed, he was not over-bold. His great charm was attentiveness. Schooled in winning those birds of fine feather among his own sex, the merchants and professionals who visited his resort, he could use even greater tact when endeavouring to prove agreeable to some one who charmed him. In a pretty woman of any refinement of feeling whatsoever he found his greatest incentive. He was mild, placid, assured, giving the impression that he wished to be of service only  to do something which would make the lady more pleased.

Drouet had ability in this line himself when the game was worth the candle, but he was too much the egotist to reach the polish which Hurstwood possessed. He was too buoyant, too full of ruddy life, too assured. He succeeded with many who were not quite schooled in the art of love. He failed dismally where the woman was slightly experienced and possessed innate refinement. In the case of Carrie he found a woman who was all of the latter, but none of the former. He was lucky in the fact that opportunity tumbled into his lap, as it were. A few years later, with a little more experience, the slightest tide of success, and he had not been able to approach Carrie at all.

You ought to have a piano here, Drouet, said Hurstwood, smiling at Carrie, on the evening in question, so that your wife could play.

Drouet had not thought of that.

So we ought, he observed readily.

Oh, I dont play, ventured Carrie.

It isnt very difficult, returned Hurstwood. You could do very well in a few weeks.

He was in the best form for entertaining this evening. His clothes were particularly new and rich in appearance. The coat lapels stood out with that medium stiffness which excellent cloth possesses. The vest was of a rich Scotch plaid, set with a double row of round mother-of-pearl buttons. His cravat was a shiny combination of silken threads, not loud, not inconspicuous. What he wore did not strike the eye so forcibly as that which Drouet had on, but Carrie could see the elegance of the material. Hurstwoods shoes were of soft, black calf, polished only to a dull shine. Drouet wore patent leather, but Carrie could not help feeling that there was a distinction in favour of the soft leather, where all else was so rich. She noticed these things almost unconsciously. They were things which would naturally flow from the situation. She was used to Drouets appearance.

Suppose we have a little game of euchre? suggested Hurstwood, after a light round of conversation. He was rather dexterous in avoiding everything that would suggest that he knew anything of Carries past. He kept away from personalities altogether, and confined himself to those things which did not concern individuals at all. By his manner, he put Carrie at her ease, and by his deference and pleasantries he amused her. He pretended to be seriously interested in all she said.

I dont know how to play, said Carrie.

Charlie, you are neglecting a part of your duty, he observed to Drouet most affably. Between us, though, he went on, we can show you.

By his tact he made Drouet feel that he admired his choice. There was something in his manner that showed that he was pleased to be there. Drouet felt really closer to him than ever before. It gave him more respect for Carrie. Her appearance came into a new light, under Hurstwoods appreciation. The situation livened considerably.

Now, let me see, said Hurstwood, looking over Carries shoulder very deferentially. What have you? He studied for a moment. Thats rather good, he said.

Youre lucky. Now, Ill show you how to trounce your husband. You take my advice.

Here, said Drouet, if you two are going to scheme together, I wont stand a ghost of a show. Hurstwoods a regular sharp.

No, its your wife. She brings me luck. Why shouldnt she win?

Carrie looked gratefully at Hurstwood, and smiled at Drouet. The former took the air of a mere friend. He was simply there to enjoy himself. Anything that Carrie did was pleasing to him, nothing more.

There, he said, holding back one of his own good cards, and giving Carrie a chance to take a trick. I count that clever playing for a beginner.

The latter laughed gleefully as she saw the hand coming her way. It was as if she were invincible when Hurstwood helped her.

He did not look at her often. When he did, it was with a mild light in his eye. Not a shade was there of anything save geniality and kindness. He took back the shifty, clever gleam, and replaced it with one of innocence. Carrie could not guess but that it was pleasure with him in the immediate thing. She felt that he considered she was doing a great deal.

Its unfair to let such playing go without earning something, he said after a time, slipping his finger into the little coin pocket of his coat. Lets play for dimes.

All right, said Drouet, fishing for bills.

Hurstwood was quicker. His fingers were full of new ten-cent pieces. Here we are, he said, supplying each one with a little stack.

Oh, this is gambling, smiled Carrie. Its bad.

No, said Drouet, only fun. If you never play for more than that, you will go to Heaven.

Dont you moralise, said Hurstwood to Carrie gently, until you see what becomes of the money.

Drouet smiled.

If your husband gets them, hell tell you how bad it is.

Drouet laughed loud.

There was such an ingratiating tone about Hurstwoods voice, the insinuation was so perceptible that even Carrie got the humour of it.

When do you leave? said Hurstwood to Drouet.

On Wednesday, he replied.

Its rather hard to have your husband running about like that, isnt it? said Hurstwood, addressing Carrie.

Shes going along with me this time, said Drouet.

You must both go with me to the theatre before you go.

Certainly, said Drouet. Eh, Carrie?

Id like it ever so much, she replied.

Hurstwood did his best to see that Carrie won the money. He rejoiced in her success, kept counting her winnings, and finally gathered and put them in her extended hand. They spread a little lunch, at which he served the wine, and afterwards he used fine tact in going.

Now, he said, addressing first Carrie and then Drouet with his eyes, you must be ready at 7.30. Ill come and get you.

They went with him to the door and there was his cab waiting, its red lamps gleaming cheerfully in the shadow.

Now, he observed to Drouet, with a tone of good-fellowship, when you leave your wife alone, you must let me show her around a little. It will break up her loneliness.

Sure, said Drouet, quite pleased at the attention shown.

Youre so kind, observed Carrie.

Not at all, said Hurstwood, I would want your husband to do as much for me.

He smiled and went lightly away. Carrie was thoroughly impressed. She had never come in contact with such grace. As for Drouet, he was equally pleased.

Theres a nice man, he remarked to Carrie, as they returned to their cosey chamber. A good friend of mine, too.

He seems to be, said Carrie.


CHAPTER XI

THE PERSUASION OF FASHION: FEELING GUARDS OER ITS OWN

Carrie was an apt student of fortunes ways  of fortunes superficialities. Seeing a thing, she would immediately set to inquiring how she would look, properly related to it. Be it known that this is not fine feeling, it is not wisdom. The greatest minds are not so afflicted; and, on the contrary, the lowest order of mind is not so disturbed. Fine clothes to her were a vast persuasion; they spoke tenderly and Jesuitically for themselves. When she came within earshot of their pleading, desire in her bent a willing ear. The voice of the so-called inanimate! Who shall translate for us the language of the stones?

My dear, said the lace collar she secured from Partridges, I fit you beautifully; dont give me up.

Ah, such little feet, said the leather of the soft new shoes; how effectively I cover them. What a pity they should ever want my aid.

Once these things were in her hand, on her person, she might dream of giving them up; the method by which they came might intrude itself so forcibly that she would ache to be rid of the thought of it, but she would not give them up. Put on the old clothes  that torn pair of shoes, was called to her by her conscience in vain. She could possibly have conquered the fear of hunger and gone back; the thought of hard work and a narrow round of suffering would, under the last pressure of conscience, have yielded, but spoil her appearance?  be old-clothed and poor-appearing?  never!

Drouet heightened her opinion on this and allied subjects in such a manner as to weaken her power of resisting their influence. It is so easy to do this when the thing opined is in the line of what we desire. In his hearty way, he insisted upon her good looks. He looked at her admiringly, and she took it at its full value. Under the circumstances, she did not need to carry herself as pretty women do. She picked that knowledge up fast enough for herself. Drouet had a habit, characteristic of his kind, of looking after stylishly dressed or pretty women on the street and remarking upon them. He had just enough of the feminine love of dress to be a good judge  not of intellect, but of clothes. He saw how they set their little feet, how they carried their chins, with what grace and sinuosity they swung their bodies. A dainty, self-conscious swaying of the hips by a woman was to him as alluring as the glint of rare wine to a toper. He would turn and follow the disappearing vision with his eyes. He would thrill as a child with the unhindered passion that was in him. He loved the thing that women love in themselves, grace. At this, their own shrine, he knelt with them, an ardent devotee.

Did you see that woman who went by just now? he said to Carrie on the first day they took a walk together. Fine stepper, wasnt she?

Carrie looked, and observed the grace commended.

Yes, she is, she returned, cheerfully, a little suggestion of possible defect in herself awakening in her mind. If that was so fine, she must look at it more closely. Instinctively, she felt a desire to imitate it. Surely she could do that too.

When one of her mind sees many things emphasized and reemphasized and admired, she gathers the logic of it and applies accordingly. Drouet was not shrewd enough to see that this was not tactful. He could not see that it would be better to make her feel that she was competing with herself, not others better than herself. He would not have done it with an older, wiser woman, but in Carrie he saw only the novice. Less clever than she, he was naturally unable to comprehend her sensibility. He went on educating and wounding her, a thing rather foolish in one whose admiration for his pupil and victim was apt to grow.

Carrie took the instructions affably. She saw what Drouet liked; in a vague way she saw where he was weak. It lessens a womans opinion of a man when she learns that his admiration is so pointedly and generously distributed. She sees but one object of supreme compliment in this world, and that is herself. If a man is to succeed with many women, he must be all in all to each.

In her own apartments Carrie saw things which were lessons in the same school.

In the same house with her lived an official of one of the theatres, Mr. Frank A. Hale, manager of the Standard, and his wife, a pleasing-looking brunette of thirty-five. They were people of a sort very common in America to-day, who live respectably from hand to mouth. Hale received a salary of forty-five dollars a week. His wife, quite attractive, affected the feeling of youth, and objected to that sort of home life which means the care of a house and the raising of a family. Like Drouet and Carrie, they also occupied three rooms on the floor above.

Not long after she arrived Mrs. Hale established social relations with her, and together they went about. For a long time this was her only companionship, and the gossip of the managers wife formed the medium through which she saw the world. Such trivialities, such praises of wealth, such conventional expression of morals as sifted through this passive creatures mind, fell upon Carrie and for the while confused her.

On the other hand, her own feelings were a corrective influence. The constant drag to something better was not to be denied. By those things which address the heart was she steadily recalled. In the apartments across the hall were a young girl and her mother. They were from Evansville, Indiana, the wife and daughter of a railroad treasurer. The daughter was here to study music, the mother to keep her company.

Carrie did not make their acquaintance, but she saw the daughter coming in and going out. A few times she had seen her at the piano in the parlour, and not infrequently had heard her play. This young woman was particularly dressy for her station, and wore a jewelled ring or two which flashed upon her white fingers as she played.

Now Carrie was affected by music. Her nervous composition responded to certain strains, much as certain strings of a harp vibrate when a corresponding key of a piano is struck. She was delicately moulded in sentiment, and answered with vague ruminations to certain wistful chords. They awoke longings for those things which she did not have. They caused her to cling closer to things she possessed. One short song the young lady played in a most soulful and tender mood. Carrie heard it through the open door from the parlour below. It was at that hour between afternoon and night when, for the idle, the wanderer, things are apt to take on a wistful aspect. The mind wanders forth on far journeys and returns with sheaves of withered and departed joys. Carrie sat at her window looking out. Drouet had been away since ten in the morning. She had amused herself with a walk, a book by Bertha M. Clay which Drouet had left there, though she did not wholly enjoy the latter, and by changing her dress for the evening. Now she sat looking out across the park as wistful and depressed as the nature which craves variety and life can be under such circumstances. As she contemplated her new state, the strain from the parlour below stole upward. With it her thoughts became coloured and enmeshed. She reverted to the things which were best and saddest within the small limit of her experience. She became for the moment a repentant.

While she was in this mood Drouet came in, bringing with him an entirely different atmosphere. It was dusk and Carrie had neglected to light the lamp. The fire in the grate, too, had burned low.

Where are you, Cad? he said, using a pet name he had given her.

Here, she answered.

There was something delicate and lonely in her voice, but he could not hear it. He had not the poetry in him that would seek a woman out under such circumstances and console her for the tragedy of life. Instead, he struck a match and lighted the gas.

Hello, he exclaimed, youve been crying.

Her eyes were still wet with a few vague tears.

Pshaw, he said, you dont want to do that.

He took her hand, feeling in his good-natured egotism that it was probably lack of his presence which had made her lonely.

Come on, now, he went on; its all right. Lets waltz a little to that music.

He could not have introduced a more incongruous proposition. It made clear to Carrie that he could not sympathise with her. She could not have framed thoughts which would have expressed his defect or made clear the difference between them, but she felt it. It was his first great mistake.

What Drouet said about the girls grace, as she tripped out evenings accompanied by her mother, caused Carrie to perceive the nature and value of those little modish ways which women adopt when they would presume to be something. She looked in the mirror and pursed up her lips, accompanying it with a little toss of the head, as she had seen the railroad treasurers daughter do. She caught up her skirts with an easy swing, for had not Drouet remarked that in her and several others, and Carrie was naturally imitative. She began to get the hang of those little things which the pretty woman who has vanity invariably adopts. In short, her knowledge of grace doubled, and with it her appearance changed. She became a girl of considerable taste.

Drouet noticed this. He saw the new bow in her hair and the new way of arranging her locks which she affected one morning.

You look fine that way, Cad, he said.

Do I? she replied, sweetly. It made her try for other effects that selfsame day.

She used her feet less heavily, a thing that was brought about by her attempting to imitate the treasurers daughters graceful carriage. How much influence the presence of that young woman in the same house had upon her it would be difficult to say. But, because of all these things, when Hurstwood called he had found a young woman who was much more than the Carrie to whom Drouet had first spoken. The primary defects of dress and manner had passed. She was pretty, graceful, rich in the timidity born of uncertainty, and with a something childlike in her large eyes which captured the fancy of this starched and conventional poser among men. It was the ancient attraction of the fresh for the stale. If there was a touch of appreciation left in him for the bloom and unsophistication which is the charm of youth, it rekindled now. He looked into her pretty face and felt the subtle waves of young life radiating therefrom. In that large clear eye he could see nothing that his blasé nature could understand as guile. The little vanity, if he could have perceived it there, would have touched him as a pleasant thing.

I wonder, he said, as he rode away in his cab, how Drouet came to win her.

He gave her credit for feelings superior to Drouet at the first glance.

The cab plopped along between the far-receding lines of gas lamps on either hand. He folded his gloved hands and saw only the lighted chamber and Carries face. He was pondering over the delight of youthful beauty.

Ill have a bouquet for her, he thought. Drouet wont mind.

He never for a moment concealed the fact of her attraction for himself. He troubled himself not at all about Drouets priority. He was merely floating those gossamer threads of thought which, like the spiders, he hoped would lay hold somewhere. He did not know, he could not guess, what the result would be.

A few weeks later Drouet, in his peregrinations, encountered one of his well-dressed lady acquaintances in Chicago on his return from a short trip to Omaha. He had intended to hurry out to Ogden Place and surprise Carrie, but now he fell into an interesting conversation and soon modified his original intention.

Lets go to dinner, he said, little recking any chance meeting which might trouble his way.

Certainly, said his companion.

They visited one of the better restaurants for a social chat. It was five in the afternoon when they met; it was seven-thirty before the last bone was picked.

Drouet was just finishing a little incident he was relating, and his face was expanding into a smile, when Hurstwoods eye caught his own. The latter had come in with several friends, and, seeing Drouet and some woman, not Carrie, drew his own conclusion.

Ah, the rascal, he thought, and then, with a touch of righteous sympathy, thats pretty hard on the little girl.

Drouet jumped from one easy thought to another as he caught Hurstwoods eye. He felt but very little misgiving, until he saw that Hurstwood was cautiously pretending not to see. Then some of the latters impression forced itself upon him. He thought of Carrie and their last meeting. By George, he would have to explain this to Hurstwood. Such a chance half-hour with an old friend must not have anything more attached to it than it really warranted.

For the first time he was troubled. Here was a moral complication of which he could not possibly get the ends. Hurstwood would laugh at him for being a fickle boy. He would laugh with Hurstwood. Carrie would never hear, his present companion at table would never know, and yet he could not help feeling that he was getting the worst of it  there was some faint stigma attached, and he was not guilty. He broke up the dinner by becoming dull, and saw his companion on her car. Then he went home.

He hasnt talked to me about any of these later flames, thought Hurstwood to himself. He thinks I think he cares for the girl out there.

He ought not to think Im knocking around, since I have just introduced him out there, thought Drouet.

I saw you, Hurstwood said, genially, the next time Drouet drifted in to his polished resort, from which he could not stay away. He raised his forefinger indicatively, as parents do to children.

An old acquaintance of mine that I ran into just as I was coming up from the station, explained Drouet. She used to be quite a beauty.

Still attracts a little, eh? returned the other, affecting to jest.

Oh, no, said Drouet, just couldnt escape her this time.

How long are you here? asked Hurstwood.

Only a few days.

You must bring the girl down and take dinner with me, he said. Im afraid you keep her cooped up out there. Ill get a box for Joe Jefferson.

Not me, answered the drummer. Sure Ill come.

This pleased Hurstwood immensely. He gave Drouet no credit for any feelings toward Carrie whatever. He envied him, and now, as he looked at the well-dressed, jolly salesman, whom he so much liked, the gleam of the rival glowed in his eye. He began to size up Drouet from the standpoints of wit and fascination. He began to look to see where he was weak. There was no disputing that, whatever he might think of him as a good fellow, he felt a certain amount of contempt for him as a lover. He could hoodwink him all right. Why, if he would just let Carrie see one such little incident as that of Thursday, it would settle the matter. He ran on in thought, almost exulting, the while he laughed and chatted, and Drouet felt nothing. He had no power of analysing the glance and the atmosphere of a man like Hurstwood. He stood and smiled and accepted the invitation while his friend examined him with the eye of a hawk.

The object of this peculiarly involved comedy was not thinking of either. She was busy adjusting her thoughts and feelings to newer conditions, and was not in danger of suffering disturbing pangs from either quarter.

One evening Drouet found her dressing herself before the glass.

Cad, said he, catching her, I believe youre getting vain.

Nothing of the kind, she returned, smiling.

Well, youre mighty pretty, he went on, slipping his arm around her. Put on that navy-blue dress of yours and Ill take you to the show.

Oh, Ive promised Mrs. Hale to go with her to the Exposition to-night, she returned, apologetically.

You did, eh? he said, studying the situation abstractedly. I wouldnt care to go to that myself.

Well, I dont know, answered Carrie, puzzling, but not offering to break her promise in his favour.

Just then a knock came at their door and the maid-servant handed a letter in.

He says theres an answer expected, she explained.

Its from Hurstwood, said Drouet, noting the superscription as he tore it open.

You are to come down and see Joe Jefferson with me to-night, it ran in part. Its my turn, as we agreed the other day. All other bets are off.

Well, what do you say to this? asked Drouet, innocently, while Carries mind bubbled with favourable replies.

You had better decide, Charlie, she said, reservedly.

I guess we had better go, if you can break that engagement upstairs, said Drouet.

Oh, I can, returned Carrie without thinking.

Drouet selected writing paper while Carrie went to change her dress. She hardly explained to herself why this latest invitation appealed to her most.

Shall I wear my hair as I did yesterday? she asked, as she came out with several articles of apparel pending.

Sure, he returned, pleasantly.

She was relieved to see that he felt nothing. She did not credit her willingness to go to any fascination Hurstwood held for her. It seemed that the combination of Hurstwood, Drouet, and herself was more agreeable than anything else that had been suggested. She arrayed herself most carefully and they started off, extending excuses upstairs.

I say, said Hurstwood, as they came up the theatre lobby, we are exceedingly charming this evening.

Carrie fluttered under his approving glance.

Now, then, he said, leading the way up the foyer into the theatre.

If ever there was dressiness it was here. It was the personification of the old term spick and span.

Did you ever see Jefferson? he questioned, as he leaned toward Carrie in the box.

I never did, she returned.

Hes delightful, delightful, he went on, giving the commonplace rendition of approval which such men know. He sent Drouet after a programme, and then discoursed to Carrie concerning Jefferson as he had heard of him. The former was pleased beyond expression, and was really hypnotised by the environment, the trappings of the box, the elegance of her companion. Several times their eyes accidentally met, and then there poured into hers such a flood of feeling as she had never before experienced. She could not for the moment explain it, for in the next glance or the next move of the hand there was seeming indifference, mingled only with the kindest attention.

Drouet shared in the conversation, but he was almost dull in comparison. Hurstwood entertained them both, and now it was driven into Carries mind that here was the superior man. She instinctively felt that he was stronger and higher, and yet withal so simple. By the end of the third act she was sure that Drouet was only a kindly soul, but otherwise defective. He sank every moment in her estimation by the strong comparison.

I have had such a nice time, said Carrie, when it was all over and they were coming out.

Yes, indeed, added Drouet, who was not in the least aware that a battle had been fought and his defences weakened. He was like the Emperor of China, who sat glorying in himself, unaware that his fairest provinces were being wrested from him.

Well, you have saved me a dreary evening, returned Hurstwood. Good-night.

He took Carries little hand, and a current of feeling swept from one to the other.

Im so tired, said Carrie, leaning back in the car when Drouet began to talk.

Well, you rest a little while I smoke, he said, rising, and then he foolishly went to the forward platform of the car and left the game as it stood.


CHAPTER XII

OF THE LAMPS OF THE MANSIONS: THE AMBASSADORS PLEA

Mrs. Hurstwood was not aware of any of her husbands moral defections, though she might readily have suspected his tendencies, which she well understood. She was a woman upon whose action under provocation you could never count. Hurstwood, for one, had not the slightest idea of what she would do under certain circumstances. He had never seen her thoroughly aroused. In fact, she was not a woman who would fly into a passion. She had too little faith in mankind not to know that they were erring. She was too calculating to jeopardise any advantage she might gain in the way of information by fruitless clamour. Her wrath would never wreak itself in one fell blow. She would wait and brood, studying the details and adding to them until her power might be commensurate with her desire for revenge. At the same time, she would not delay to inflict any injury, big or little, which would wound the object of her revenge and still leave him uncertain as to the source of the evil. She was a cold, self-centred woman, with many a thought of her own which never found expression, not even by so much as the glint of an eye.

Hurstwood felt some of this in her nature, though he did not actually perceive it. He dwelt with her in peace and some satisfaction. He did not fear her in the least  there was no cause for it. She still took a faint pride in him, which was augmented by her desire to have her social integrity maintained. She was secretly somewhat pleased by the fact that much of her husbands property was in her name, a precaution which Hurstwood had taken when his home interests were somewhat more alluring than at present. His wife had not the slightest reason to feel that anything would ever go amiss with their household, and yet the shadows which run before gave her a thought of the good of it now and then. She was in a position to become refractory with considerable advantage, and Hurstwood conducted himself circumspectly because he felt that he could not be sure of anything once she became dissatisfied.

It so happened that on the night when Hurstwood, Carrie, and Drouet were in the box at McVickars, George, Jr., was in the sixth row of the parquet with the daughter of H. B. Carmichael, the third partner of a wholesale dry-goods house of that city. Hurstwood did not see his son, for he sat, as was his wont, as far back as possible, leaving himself just partially visible, when he bent forward, to those within the first six rows in question. It was his wont to sit this way in every theatre  to make his personality as inconspicuous as possible where it would be no advantage to him to have it otherwise.

He never moved but what, if there was any danger of his conduct being misconstrued or ill-reported, he looked carefully about him and counted the cost of every inch of conspicuity.

The next morning at breakfast his son said:

I saw you, Governor, last night.

Were you at McVickars? said Hurstwood, with the best grace in the world.

Yes, said young George.

Who with?

Miss Carmichael.

Mrs. Hurstwood directed an inquiring glance at her husband, but could not judge from his appearance whether it was any more than a casual look into the theatre which was referred to.

How was the play? she inquired.

Very good, returned Hurstwood, only its the same old thing, Rip Van Winkle.

Whom did you go with? queried his wife, with assumed indifference.

Charlie Drouet and his wife. They are friends of Moys, visiting here.

Owing to the peculiar nature of his position, such a disclosure as this would ordinarily create no difficulty. His wife took it for granted that his situation called for certain social movements in which she might not be included. But of late he had pleaded office duty on several occasions when his wife asked for his company to any evening entertainment. He had done so in regard to the very evening in question only the morning before.

I thought you were going to be busy, she remarked, very carefully.

So I was, he exclaimed. I couldnt help the interruption, but I made up for it afterward by working until two.

This settled the discussion for the time being, but there was a residue of opinion which was not satisfactory. There was no time at which the claims of his wife could have been more unsatisfactorily pushed. For years he had been steadily modifying his matrimonial devotion, and found her company dull. Now that a new light shone upon the horizon, this older luminary paled in the west. He was satisfied to turn his face away entirely, and any call to look back was irksome.

She, on the contrary, was not at all inclined to accept anything less than a complete fulfilment of the letter of their relationship, though the spirit might be wanting.

We are coming down town this afternoon, she remarked, a few days later. I want you to come over to Kinsleys and meet Mr. Phillips and his wife. Theyre stopping at the Tremont, and were going to show them around a little.

After the occurrence of Wednesday, he could not refuse, though the Phillips were about as uninteresting as vanity and ignorance could make them. He agreed, but it was with short grace. He was angry when he left the house.

Ill put a stop to this, he thought. Im not going to be bothered fooling around with visitors when I have work to do.

Not long after this Mrs. Hurstwood came with a similar proposition, only it was to a matinée this time.

My dear, he returned, I havent time. Im too busy.

You find time to go with other people, though, she replied, with considerable irritation.

Nothing of the kind, he answered. I cant avoid business relations, and thats all there is to it.

Well, never mind, she exclaimed. Her lips tightened. The feeling of mutual antagonism was increased.

On the other hand, his interest in Drouets little shop-girl grew in an almost evenly balanced proportion. That young lady, under the stress of her situation and the tutelage of her new friend, changed effectively. She had the aptitude of the struggler who seeks emancipation. The glow of a more showy life was not lost upon her. She did not grow in knowledge so much as she awakened in the matter of desire. Mrs. Hales extended harangues upon the subjects of wealth and position taught her to distinguish between degrees of wealth.

Mrs. Hale loved to drive in the afternoon in the sun when it was fine, and to satisfy her soul with a sight of those mansions and lawns which she could not afford. On the North Side had been erected a number of elegant mansions along what is now known as the North Shore Drive. The present lake wall of stone and granitoid was not then in place, but the road had been well laid out, the intermediate spaces of lawn were lovely to look upon, and the houses were thoroughly new and imposing. When the winter season had passed and the first fine days of the early spring appeared, Mrs. Hale secured a buggy for an afternoon and invited Carrie. They rode first through Lincoln Park and on far out towards Evanston, turning back at four and arriving at the north end of the Shore Drive at about five oclock. At this time of year the days are still comparatively short, and the shadows of the evening were beginning to settle down upon the great city. Lamps were beginning to burn with that mellow radiance which seems almost watery and translucent to the eye. There was a softness in the air which speaks with an infinite delicacy of feeling to the flesh as well as to the soul. Carrie felt that it was a lovely day. She was ripened by it in spirit for many suggestions. As they drove along the smooth pavement an occasional carriage passed. She saw one stop and the footman dismount, opening the door for a gentleman who seemed to be leisurely returning from some afternoon pleasure. Across the broad lawns, now first freshening into green, she saw lamps faintly glowing upon rich interiors. Now it was but a chair, now a table, now an ornate corner, which met her eye, but it appealed to her as almost nothing else could. Such childish fancies as she had had of fairy palaces and kingly quarters now came back. She imagined that across these richly carved entrance-ways, where the globed and crystalled lamps shone upon panelled doors set with stained and designed panes of glass, was neither care nor unsatisfied desire. She was perfectly certain that here was happiness. If she could but stroll up yon broad walk, cross that rich entrance-way, which to her was of the beauty of a jewel, and sweep in grace and luxury to possession and command  oh! how quickly would sadness flee; how, in an instant, would the heartache end. She gazed and gazed, wondering, delighting, longing, and all the while the siren voice of the unrestful was whispering in her ear.

If we could have such a home as that, said Mrs. Hale sadly, how delightful it would be.

And yet they do say, said Carrie, that no one is ever happy.

She had heard so much of the canting philosophy of the grapeless fox.

I notice, said Mrs. Hale, that they all try mighty hard, though, to take their misery in a mansion.

When she came to her own rooms, Carrie saw their comparative insignificance. She was not so dull but that she could perceive they were but three small rooms in a moderately well-furnished boarding-house. She was not contrasting it now with what she had had, but what she had so recently seen. The glow of the palatial doors was still in her eye, the roll of cushioned carriages still in her ears. What, after all, was Drouet? What was she? At her window, she thought it over, rocking to and fro, and gazing out across the lamp-lit park toward the lamp-lit houses on Warren and Ashland avenues. She was too wrought up to care to go down to eat, too pensive to do aught but rock and sing. Some old tunes crept to her lips, and, as she sang them, her heart sank. She longed and longed and longed. It was now for the old cottage room in Columbia City, now the mansion upon the Shore Drive, now the fine dress of some lady, now the elegance of some scene. She was sad beyond measure, and yet uncertain, wishing, fancying. Finally, it seemed as if all her state was one of loneliness and forsakenness, and she could scarce refrain from trembling at the lip. She hummed and hummed as the moments went by, sitting in the shadow by the window, and was therein as happy, though she did not perceive it, as she ever would be.

While Carrie was still in this frame of mind, the house-servant brought up the intelligence that Mr. Hurstwood was in the parlour asking to see Mr. and Mrs. Drouet.

I guess he doesnt know that Charlie is out of town, thought Carrie.

She had seen comparatively little of the manager during the winter, but had been kept constantly in mind of him by one thing and another, principally by the strong impression he had made. She was quite disturbed for the moment as to her appearance, but soon satisfied herself by the aid of the mirror, and went below.

Hurstwood was in his best form, as usual. He hadnt heard that Drouet was out of town. He was but slightly affected by the intelligence, and devoted himself to the more general topics which would interest Carrie. It was surprising  the ease with which he conducted a conversation. He was like every man who has had the advantage of practice and knows he has sympathy. He knew that Carrie listened to him pleasurably, and, without the least effort, he fell into a train of observation which absorbed her fancy. He drew up his chair and modulated his voice to such a degree that what he said seemed wholly confidential. He confined himself almost exclusively to his observation of men and pleasures. He had been here and there, he had seen this and that. Somehow he made Carrie wish to see similar things, and all the while kept her aware of himself. She could not shut out the consciousness of his individuality and presence for a moment. He would raise his eyes slowly in smiling emphasis of something, and she was fixed by their magnetism. He would draw out, with the easiest grace, her approval. Once he touched her hand for emphasis and she only smiled. He seemed to radiate an atmosphere which suffused her being. He was never dull for a minute, and seemed to make her clever. At least, she brightened under his influence until all her best side was exhibited. She felt that she was more clever with him than with others. At least, he seemed to find so much in her to applaud. There was not the slightest touch of patronage. Drouet was full of it.

There had been something so personal, so subtle, in each meeting between them, both when Drouet was present and when he was absent, that Carrie could not speak of it without feeling a sense of difficulty. She was no talker. She could never arrange her thoughts in fluent order. It was always a matter of feeling with her, strong and deep. Each time there had been no sentence of importance which she could relate, and as for the glances and sensations, what woman would reveal them? Such things had never been between her and Drouet. As a matter of fact, they could never be. She had been dominated by distress and the enthusiastic forces of relief which Drouet represented at an opportune moment when she yielded to him. Now she was persuaded by secret current feelings which Drouet had never understood. Hurstwoods glance was as effective as the spoken words of a lover, and more. They called for no immediate decision, and could not be answered.

People in general attach too much importance to words. They are under the illusion that talking effects great results. As a matter of fact, words are, as a rule, the shallowest portion of all the argument. They but dimly represent the great surging feelings and desires which lie behind. When the distraction of the tongue is removed, the heart listens.

In this conversation she heard, instead of his words, the voices of the things which he represented. How suave was the counsel of his appearance! How feelingly did his superior state speak for itself! The growing desire he felt for her lay upon her spirit as a gentle hand. She did not need to tremble at all, because it was invisible; she did not need to worry over what other people would say  what she herself would say  because it had no tangibility. She was being pleaded with, persuaded, led into denying old rights and assuming new ones, and yet there were no words to prove it. Such conversation as was indulged in held the same relationship to the actual mental enactments of the twain that the low music of the orchestra does to the dramatic incident which it is used to cover.

Have you ever seen the houses along the Lake Shore on the North Side? asked Hurstwood.

Why, I was just over there this afternoon  Mrs. Hale and I. Arent they beautiful?

Theyre very fine, he answered.

Oh, me, said Carrie, pensively. I wish I could live in such a place.

Youre not happy, said Hurstwood, slowly, after a slight pause.

He had raised his eyes solemnly and was looking into her own. He assumed that he had struck a deep chord. Now was a slight chance to say a word in his own behalf. He leaned over quietly and continued his steady gaze. He felt the critical character of the period. She endeavoured to stir, but it was useless. The whole strength of a mans nature was working. He had good cause to urge him on. He looked and looked, and the longer the situation lasted the more difficult it became. The little shop-girl was getting into deep water. She was letting her few supports float away from her.

Oh, she said at last, you mustnt look at me like that.

I cant help it, he answered.

She relaxed a little and let the situation endure, giving him strength.

You are not satisfied with life, are you?

No, she answered, weakly.

He saw he was the master of the situation  he felt it. He reached over and touched her hand.

You mustnt, she exclaimed, jumping up.

I didnt intend to, he answered, easily.

She did not run away, as she might have done. She did not terminate the interview, but he drifted off into a pleasant field of thought with the readiest grace. Not long after he rose to go, and she felt that he was in power.

You mustnt feel bad, he said, kindly; things will straighten out in the course of time.

She made no answer, because she could think of nothing to say.

We are good friends, arent we? he said, extending his hand.

Yes, she answered.

Not a word, then, until I see you again.

He retained a hold on her hand.

I cant promise, she said, doubtfully.

You must be more generous than that, he said, in such a simple way that she was touched.

Lets not talk about it any more, she returned.

All right, he said, brightening.

He went down the steps and into his cab. Carrie closed the door and ascended into her room. She undid her broad lace collar before the mirror and unfastened her pretty alligator belt which she had recently bought.

Im getting terrible, she said, honestly affected by a feeling of trouble and shame. I dont seem to do anything right.

She unloosed her hair after a time, and let it hang in loose brown waves. Her mind was going over the events of the evening.

I dont know, she murmured at last, what I can do.

Well, said Hurstwood as he rode away, she likes me all right; that I know.

The aroused manager whistled merrily for a good four miles to his office an old melody that he had not recalled for fifteen years.


CHAPTER XIII

HIS CREDENTIALS ACCEPTED: A BABEL OF TONGUES

It was not quite two days after the scene between Carrie and Hurstwood in the Ogden Place parlour before he again put in his appearance. He had been thinking almost uninterruptedly of her. Her leniency had, in a way, inflamed his regard. He felt that he must succeed with her, and that speedily.

The reason for his interest, not to say fascination, was deeper than mere desire. It was a flowering out of feelings which had been withering in dry and almost barren soil for many years. It is probable that Carrie represented a better order of woman than had ever attracted him before. He had had no love affair since that which culminated in his marriage, and since then time and the world had taught him how raw and erroneous was his original judgment. Whenever he thought of it, he told himself that, if he had it to do over again, he would never marry such a woman. At the same time, his experience with women in general had lessened his respect for the sex. He maintained a cynical attitude, well grounded on numerous experiences. Such women as he had known were of nearly one type, selfish, ignorant, flashy. The wives of his friends were not inspiring to look upon. His own wife had developed a cold, commonplace nature which to him was anything but pleasing. What he knew of that under-world where grovel the beast-men of society (and he knew a great deal) had hardened his nature. He looked upon most women with suspicion  a single eye to the utility of beauty and dress. He followed them with a keen, suggestive glance. At the same time, he was not so dull but that a good woman commanded his respect. Personally, he did not attempt to analyse the marvel of a saintly woman. He would take off his hat, and would silence the light-tongued and the vicious in her presence  much as the Irish keeper of a Bowery hall will humble himself before a Sister of Mercy, and pay toll to charity with a willing and reverent hand. But he would not think much upon the question of why he did so.

A man in his situation who comes, after a long round of worthless or hardening experiences, upon a young, unsophisticated, innocent soul, is apt either to hold aloof, out of a sense of his own remoteness, or to draw near and become fascinated and elated by his discovery. It is only by a roundabout process that such men ever do draw near such a girl. They have no method, no understanding of how to ingratiate themselves in youthful favour, save when they find virtue in the toils. If, unfortunately, the fly has got caught in the net, the spider can come forth and talk business upon its own terms. So when maidenhood has wandered into the moil of the city, when it is brought within the circle of the rounder and the roué, even though it be at the outermost rim, they can come forth and use their alluring arts.

Hurstwood had gone, at Drouets invitation, to meet a new baggage of fine clothes and pretty features. He entered, expecting to indulge in an evening of lightsome frolic, and then lose track of the newcomer forever. Instead he found a woman whose youth and beauty attracted him. In the mild light of Carries eye was nothing of the calculation of the mistress. In the diffident manner was nothing of the art of the courtesan. He saw at once that a mistake had been made, that some difficult conditions had pushed this troubled creature into his presence, and his interest was enlisted. Here sympathy sprang to the rescue, but it was not unmixed with selfishness. He wanted to win Carrie because he thought her fate mingled with his was better than if it were united with Drouets. He envied the drummer his conquest as he had never envied any man in all the course of his experience.

Carrie was certainly better than this man, as she was superior, mentally, to Drouet. She came fresh from the air of the village, the light of the country still in her eye. Here was neither guile nor rapacity. There were slight inherited traits of both in her, but they were rudimentary. She was too full of wonder and desire to be greedy. She still looked about her upon the great maze of the city without understanding. Hurstwood felt the bloom and the youth. He picked her as he would the fresh fruit of a tree. He felt as fresh in her presence as one who is taken out of the flash of summer to the first cool breath of spring.

Carrie, left alone since the scene in question, and having no one with whom to counsel, had at first wandered from one strange mental conclusion to another, until at last, tired out, she gave it up. She owed something to Drouet, she thought. It did not seem more than yesterday that he had aided her when she was worried and distressed. She had the kindliest feelings for him in every way. She gave him credit for his good looks, his generous feelings, and even, in fact, failed to recollect his egotism when he was absent; but she could not feel any binding influence keeping her for him as against all others. In fact, such a thought had never had any grounding, even in Drouets desires.

The truth is, that this goodly drummer carried the doom of all enduring relationships in his own lightsome manner and unstable fancy. He went merrily on, assured that he was alluring all, that affection followed tenderly in his wake, that things would endure unchangingly for his pleasure. When he missed some old face, or found some door finally shut to him, it did not grieve him deeply. He was too young, too successful. He would remain thus young in spirit until he was dead.

As for Hurstwood, he was alive with thoughts and feelings concerning Carrie. He had no definite plans regarding her, but he was determined to make her confess an affection for him. He thought he saw in her drooping eye, her unstable glance, her wavering manner, the symptoms of a budding passion. He wanted to stand near her and make her lay her hand in his  he wanted to find out what her next step would be  what the next sign of feeling for him would be. Such anxiety and enthusiasm had not affected him for years. He was a youth again in feeling  a cavalier in action.

In his position opportunity for taking his evenings out was excellent. He was a most faithful worker in general, and a man who commanded the confidence of his employers in so far as the distribution of his time was concerned. He could take such hours off as he chose, for it was well known that he fulfilled his managerial duties successfully, whatever time he might take. His grace, tact, and ornate appearance gave the place an air which was most essential, while at the same time his long experience made him a most excellent judge of its stock necessities. Bartenders and assistants might come and go, singly or in groups, but, so long as he was present, the host of old-time customers would barely notice the change. He gave the place the atmosphere to which they were used. Consequently, he arranged his hours very much to suit himself, taking now an afternoon, now an evening, but invariably returning between eleven and twelve to witness the last hour or two of the days business and look after the closing details.

You see that things are safe and all the employees are out when you go home, George, Moy had once remarked to him, and he never once, in all the period of his long service, neglected to do this. Neither of the owners had for years been in the resort after five in the afternoon, and yet their manager as faithfully fulfilled this request as if they had been there regularly to observe.

On this Friday afternoon, scarcely two days after his previous visit, he made up his mind to see Carrie. He could not stay away longer.

Evans, he said, addressing the head barkeeper, if any one calls, I will be back between four and five.

He hurried to Madison Street and boarded a horse-car, which carried him to Ogden Place in half an hour.

Carrie had thought of going for a walk, and had put on a light grey woollen dress with a jaunty double-breasted jacket. She had out her hat and gloves, and was fastening a white lace tie about her throat when the house-maid brought up the information that Mr. Hurstwood wished to see her.

She started slightly at the announcement, but told the girl to say that she would come down in a moment, and proceeded to hasten her dressing.

Carrie could not have told herself at this moment whether she was glad or sorry that the impressive manager was awaiting her presence. She was slightly flurried and tingling in the cheeks, but it was more nervousness than either fear or favour. She did not try to conjecture what the drift of the conversation would be. She only felt that she must be careful, and that Hurstwood had an indefinable fascination for her. Then she gave her tie its last touch with her fingers and went below.

The deep-feeling manager was himself a little strained in the nerves by the thorough consciousness of his mission. He felt that he must make a strong play on this occasion, but now that the hour was come, and he heard Carries feet upon the stair, his nerve failed him. He sank a little in determination, for he was not so sure, after all, what her opinion might be.

When she entered the room, however, her appearance gave him courage. She looked simple and charming enough to strengthen the daring of any lover. Her apparent nervousness dispelled his own.

How are you? he said, easily. I could not resist the temptation to come out this afternoon, it was so pleasant.

Yes, said Carrie, halting before him, I was just preparing to go for a walk myself.

Oh, were you? he said. Supposing, then, you get your hat and we both go?

They crossed the park and went west along Washington Boulevard, beautiful with its broad macadamised road, and large frame houses set back from the sidewalks. It was a street where many of the more prosperous residents of the West Side lived, and Hurstwood could not help feeling nervous over the publicity of it. They had gone but a few blocks when a livery stable sign in one of the side streets solved the difficulty for him. He would take her to drive along the new Boulevard.

The Boulevard at that time was little more than a country road. The part he intended showing her was much farther out on this same West Side, where there was scarcely a house. It connected Douglas Park with Washington or South Park, and was nothing more than a neatly made road, running due south for some five miles over an open, grassy prairie, and then due east over the same kind of prairie for the same distance. There was not a house to be encountered anywhere along the larger part of the route, and any conversation would be pleasantly free of interruption.

At the stable he picked a gentle horse, and they were soon out of range of either public observation or hearing.

Can you drive? he said, after a time.

I never tried, said Carrie.

He put the reins in her hand, and folded his arms.

You see theres nothing to it much, he said, smilingly.

Not when you have a gentle horse, said Carrie.

You can handle a horse as well as any one, after a little practice, he added, encouragingly.

He had been looking for some time for a break in the conversation when he could give it a serious turn. Once or twice he had held his peace, hoping that in silence her thoughts would take the colour of his own, but she had lightly continued the subject. Presently, however, his silence controlled the situation. The drift of his thoughts began to tell. He gazed fixedly at nothing in particular, as if he were thinking of something which concerned her not at all. His thoughts, however, spoke for themselves. She was very much aware that a climax was pending.

Do you know, he said, I have spent the happiest evenings in years since I have known you?

Have you? she said, with assumed airiness, but still excited by the conviction which the tone of his voice carried.

I was going to tell you the other evening, he added, but somehow the opportunity slipped away.

Carrie was listening without attempting to reply. She could think of nothing worth while to say. Despite all the ideas concerning right which had troubled her vaguely since she had last seen him, she was now influenced again strongly in his favour.

I came out here to-day, he went on, solemnly, to tell you just how I feel  to see if you wouldnt listen to me.

Hurstwood was something of a romanticist after his kind. He was capable of strong feelings  often poetic ones  and under a stress of desire, such as the present, he waxed eloquent. That is, his feelings and his voice were coloured with that seeming repression and pathos which is the essence of eloquence.

You know, he said, putting his hand on her arm, and keeping a strange silence while he formulated words, that I love you?

Carrie did not stir at the words. She was bound up completely in the mans atmosphere. He would have church-like silence in order to express his feelings, and she kept it. She did not move her eyes from the flat, open scene before her. Hurstwood waited for a few moments, and then repeated the words.

You must not say that, she said, weakly.

Her words were not convincing at all. They were the result of a feeble thought that something ought to be said. He paid no attention to them whatever.

Carrie, he said, using her first name with sympathetic familiarity, I want you to love me. You dont know how much I need some one to waste a little affection on me. I am practically alone. There is nothing in my life that is pleasant or delightful. Its all work and worry with people who are nothing to me.

As he said this, Hurstwood really imagined that his state was pitiful. He had the ability to get off at a distance and view himself objectively  of seeing what he wanted to see in the things which made up his existence. Now, as he spoke, his voice trembled with that peculiar vibration which is the result of tensity. It went ringing home to his companions heart.

Why, I should think, she said, turning upon him large eyes which were full of sympathy and feeling, that you would be very happy. You know so much of the world.

That is it, he said, his voice dropping to a soft minor, I know too much of the world.

It was an important thing to her to hear one so well-positioned and powerful speaking in this manner. She could not help feeling the strangeness of her situation. How was it that, in so little a while, the narrow life of the country had fallen from her as a garment, and the city, with all its mystery, taken its place? Here was this greatest mystery, the man of money and affairs sitting beside her, appealing to her. Behold, he had ease and comfort, his strength was great, his position high, his clothing rich, and yet he was appealing to her. She could formulate no thought which would be just and right. She troubled herself no more upon the matter. She only basked in the warmth of his feeling, which was as a grateful blaze to one who is cold. Hurstwood glowed with his own intensity, and the heat of his passion was already melting the wax of his companions scruples.

You think, he said, I am happy; that I ought not to complain? If you were to meet all day with people who care absolutely nothing about you, if you went day after day to a place where there was nothing but show and indifference, if there was not one person in all those you knew to whom you could appeal for sympathy or talk to with pleasure, perhaps you would be unhappy too.

He was striking a chord now which found sympathetic response in her own situation. She knew what it was to meet with people who were indifferent, to walk alone amid so many who cared absolutely nothing about you. Had not she? Was not she at this very moment quite alone? Who was there among all whom she knew to whom she could appeal for sympathy? Not one. She was left to herself to brood and wonder.

I could be content, went on Hurstwood, if I had you to love me. If I had you to go to; you for a companion. As it is, I simply move about from place to place without any satisfaction. Time hangs heavily on my hands. Before you came I did nothing but idle and drift into anything that offered itself. Since you came  well, Ive had you to think about.

The old illusion that here was some one who needed her aid began to grow in Carries mind. She truly pitied this sad, lonely figure. To think that all his fine state should be so barren for want of her; that he needed to make such an appeal when she herself was lonely and without anchor. Surely, this was too bad.

I am not very bad, he said, apologetically, as if he owed it to her to explain on this score. You think, probably, that I roam around, and get into all sorts of evil? I have been rather reckless, but I could easily come out of that. I need you to draw me back, if my life ever amounts to anything.

Carrie looked at him with the tenderness which virtue ever feels in its hope of reclaiming vice. How could such a man need reclaiming? His errors, what were they, that she could correct? Small they must be, where all was so fine. At worst, they were gilded affairs, and with what leniency are gilded errors viewed.

He put himself in such a lonely light that she was deeply moved.

Is it that way? she mused.

He slipped his arm about her waist, and she could not find the heart to draw away. With his free hand he seized upon her fingers. A breath of soft spring wind went bounding over the road, rolling some brown twigs of the previous autumn before it. The horse paced leisurely on, unguided.

Tell me, he said, softly, that you love me.

Her eyes fell consciously.

Own to it, dear, he said, feelingly; you do, dont you?

She made no answer, but he felt his victory.

Tell me, he said, richly, drawing her so close that their lips were near together. He pressed her hand warmly, and then released it to touch her cheek.

You do? he said, pressing his lips to her own.

For answer, her lips replied.

Now, he said, joyously, his fine eyes ablaze, youre my own girl, arent you?

By way of further conclusion, her head lay softly upon his shoulder.


CHAPTER XIV

WITH EYES AND NOT SEEING: ONE INFLUENCE WANES

Carrie in her rooms that evening was in a fine glow, physically and mentally. She was deeply rejoicing in her affection for Hurstwood and his love, and looked forward with fine fancy to their next meeting Sunday night. They had agreed, without any feeling of enforced secrecy, that she should come down town and meet him, though, after all, the need of it was the cause.

Mrs. Hale, from her upper window, saw her come in.

Um, she thought to herself, she goes riding with another man when her husband is out of the city. He had better keep an eye on her.

The truth is that Mrs. Hale was not the only one who had a thought on this score. The house-maid who had welcomed Hurstwood had her opinion also. She had no particular regard for Carrie, whom she took to be cold and disagreeable. At the same time, she had a fancy for the merry and easy-mannered Drouet, who threw her a pleasant remark now and then, and in other ways extended her the evidence of that regard which he had for all members of the sex. Hurstwood was more reserved and critical in his manner. He did not appeal to this bodiced functionary in the same pleasant way. She wondered that he came so frequently, that Mrs. Drouet should go out with him this afternoon when Mr. Drouet was absent. She gave vent to her opinions in the kitchen where the cook was. As a result, a hum of gossip was set going which moved about the house in that secret manner common to gossip.

Carrie, now that she had yielded sufficiently to Hurstwood to confess her affection, no longer troubled about her attitude towards him. Temporarily she gave little thought to Drouet, thinking only of the dignity and grace of her lover and of his consuming affection for her. On the first evening, she did little but go over the details of the afternoon. It was the first time her sympathies had ever been thoroughly aroused, and they threw a new light on her character. She had some power of initiative, latent before, which now began to exert itself. She looked more practically upon her state and began to see glimmerings of a way out. Hurstwood seemed a drag in the direction of honour. Her feelings were exceedingly creditable, in that they constructed out of these recent developments something which conquered freedom from dishonour. She had no idea what Hurstwoods next word would be. She only took his affection to be a fine thing, and appended better, more generous results accordingly.

As yet, Hurstwood had only a thought of pleasure without responsibility. He did not feel that he was doing anything to complicate his life. His position was secure, his home-life, if not satisfactory, was at least undisturbed, his personal liberty rather untrammelled. Carries love represented only so much added pleasure. He would enjoy this new gift over and above his ordinary allowance of pleasure. He would be happy with her and his own affairs would go on as they had, undisturbed.

On Sunday evening Carrie dined with him at a place he had selected in East Adams Street, and thereafter they took a cab to what was then a pleasant evening resort out on Cottage Grove Avenue near 39th Street. In the process of his declaration he soon realised that Carrie took his love upon a higher basis than he had anticipated. She kept him at a distance in a rather earnest way, and submitted only to those tender tokens of affection which better become the inexperienced lover. Hurstwood saw that she was not to be possessed for the asking, and deferred pressing his suit too warmly.

Since he feigned to believe in her married state he found that he had to carry out the part. His triumph, he saw, was still at a little distance. How far he could not guess.

They were returning to Ogden Place in the cab, when he asked:

When will I see you again?

I dont know, she answered, wondering herself.

Why not come down to The Fair, he suggested, next Tuesday?

She shook her head.

Not so soon, she answered.

Ill tell you what Ill do, he added. Ill write you, care of this West Side Post-office. Could you call next Tuesday?

Carrie assented.

The cab stopped one door out of the way according to his call.

Good-night, he whispered, as the cab rolled away.

Unfortunately for the smooth progression of this affair, Drouet returned. Hurstwood was sitting in his imposing little office the next afternoon when he saw Drouet enter.

Why, hello, Charles, he called affably; back again?

Yes, smiled Drouet, approaching and looking in at the door.

Hurstwood arose.

Well, he said, looking the drummer over, rosy as ever, eh?

They began talking of the people they knew and things that had happened.

Been home yet? finally asked Hurstwood.

No, I am going, though, said Drouet.

I remembered the little girl out there, said Hurstwood, and called once. Thought you wouldnt want her left quite alone.

Right you are, agreed Drouet. How is she?

Very well, said Hurstwood. Rather anxious about you, though. Youd better go out now and cheer her up.

I will, said Drouet, smilingly.

Like to have you both come down and go to the show with me Wednesday, concluded Hurstwood at parting.

Thanks, old man, said his friend, Ill see what the girl says and let you know.

They separated in the most cordial manner.

Theres a nice fellow, Drouet thought to himself as he turned the corner towards Madison.

Drouet is a good fellow, Hurstwood thought to himself as he went back into his office, but hes no man for Carrie.

The thought of the latter turned his mind into a most pleasant vein, and he wondered how he would get ahead of the drummer.

When Drouet entered Carries presence, he caught her in his arms as usual, but she responded to his kiss with a tremour of opposition.

Well, he said, I had a great trip.

Did you? How did you come out with that La Crosse man you were telling me about?

Oh, fine; sold him a complete line. There was another fellow there, representing Burnstein, a regular hook-nosed sheeny, but he wasnt in it. I made him look like nothing at all.

As he undid his collar and unfastened his studs, preparatory to washing his face and changing his clothes, he dilated upon his trip. Carrie could not help listening with amusement to his animated descriptions.

I tell you, he said, I surprised the people at the office. Ive sold more goods this last quarter than any other man of our house on the road. I sold three thousand dollars worth in La Crosse.

He plunged his face in a basin of water, and puffed and blew as he rubbed his neck and ears with his hands, while Carrie gazed upon him with mingled thoughts of recollection and present judgment. He was still wiping his face, when he continued:

Im going to strike for a raise in June. They can afford to pay it, as much business as I turn in. Ill get it too, dont you forget.

I hope you do, said Carrie.

And then if that little real estate deal Ive got on goes through, well get married, he said with a great show of earnestness, the while he took his place before the mirror and began brushing his hair.

I dont believe you ever intend to marry me, Charlie, Carrie said ruefully. The recent protestations of Hurstwood had given her courage to say this.

Oh, yes I do  course I do  what put that into your head?

He had stopped his trifling before the mirror now and crossed over to her. For the first time Carrie felt as if she must move away from him.

But youve been saying that so long, she said, looking with her pretty face upturned into his.

Well, and I mean it too, but it takes money to live as I want to. Now, when I get this increase, I can come pretty near fixing things all right, and Ill do it. Now, dont you worry, girlie.

He patted her reassuringly upon the shoulder, but Carrie felt how really futile had been her hopes. She could clearly see that this easy-going soul intended no move in her behalf. He was simply letting things drift because he preferred the free round of his present state to any legal trammellings.

In contrast, Hurstwood appeared strong and sincere. He had no easy manner of putting her off. He sympathised with her and showed her what her true value was. He needed her, while Drouet did not care.

Oh, no, she said remorsefully, her tone reflecting some of her own success and more of her helplessness, you never will.

Well, you wait a little while and see, he concluded. Ill marry you all right.

Carrie looked at him and felt justified. She was looking for something which would calm her conscience, and here it was, a light, airy disregard of her claims upon his justice. He had faithfully promised to marry her, and this was the way he fulfilled his promise.

Say, he said, after he had, as he thought, pleasantly disposed of the marriage question, I saw Hurstwood to-day, and he wants us to go to the theatre with him.

Carrie started at the name, but recovered quickly enough to avoid notice.

When? she asked, with assumed indifference.

Wednesday. Well go, wont we?

If you think so, she answered, her manner being so enforcedly reserved as to almost excite suspicion. Drouet noticed something, but he thought it was due to her feelings concerning their talk about marriage.

He called once, he said.

Yes, said Carrie, he was out here Sunday evening.

Was he? said Drouet. I thought from what he said that he had called a week or so ago.

So he did, answered Carrie, who was wholly unaware of what conversation her lovers might have held. She was all at sea mentally, and fearful of some entanglement which might ensue from what she would answer.

Oh, then he called twice? said Drouet, the first shade of misunderstanding showing in his face.

Yes, said Carrie innocently, feeling now that Hurstwood must have mentioned but one call.

Drouet imagined that he must have misunderstood his friend. He did not attach particular importance to the information, after all.

What did he have to say? he queried, with slightly increased curiosity.

He said he came because he thought I might be lonely. You hadnt been in there so long he wondered what had become of you.

George is a fine fellow, said Drouet, rather gratified by his conception of the managers interest. Come on and well go out to dinner.

When Hurstwood saw that Drouet was back he wrote at once to Carrie, saying:

I told him I called on you, dearest, when he was away. I did not say how often, but he probably thought once. Let me know of anything you may have said. Answer by special messenger when you get this, and, darling, I must see you. Let me know if you cant meet me at Jackson and Throop Streets Wednesday afternoon at two oclock. I want to speak with you before we meet at the theatre.

Carrie received this Tuesday morning when she called at the West Side branch of the post-office, and answered at once.

I said you called twice, she wrote. He didnt seem to mind. I will try and be at Throop Street if nothing interferes. I seem to be getting very bad. Its wrong to act as I do, I know.

Hurstwood, when he met her as agreed, reassured her on this score.

You mustnt worry, sweetheart, he said. Just as soon as he goes on the road again we will arrange something. Well fix it so that you wont have to deceive any one.

Carrie imagined that he would marry her at once, though he had not directly said so, and her spirits rose. She proposed to make the best of the situation until Drouet left again.

Dont show any more interest in me than you ever have, Hurstwood counselled concerning the evening at the theatre.

You mustnt look at me steadily then, she answered, mindful of the power of his eyes.

I wont, he said, squeezing her hand at parting and giving the glance she had just cautioned against.

There, she said playfully, pointing a finger at him.

The show hasnt begun yet, he returned.

He watched her walk from him with tender solicitation. Such youth and prettiness reacted upon him more subtly than wine.

At the theatre things passed as they had in Hurstwoods favour. If he had been pleasing to Carrie before, how much more so was he now. His grace was more permeating because it found a readier medium. Carrie watched his every movement with pleasure. She almost forgot poor Drouet, who babbled on as if he were the host.

Hurstwood was too clever to give the slightest indication of a change. He paid, if anything, more attention to his old friend than usual, and yet in no way held him up to that subtle ridicule which a lover in favour may so secretly practise before the mistress of his heart. If anything, he felt the injustice of the game as it stood, and was not cheap enough to add to it the slightest mental taunt.

Only the play produced an ironical situation, and this was due to Drouet alone.

The scene was one in The Covenant, in which the wife listened to the seductive voice of a lover in the absence of her husband.

Served him right, said Drouet afterward, even in view of her keen expiation of her error. I havent any pity for a man who would be such a chump as that.

Well, you never can tell, returned Hurstwood gently. He probably thought he was right.

Well, a man ought to be more attentive than that to his wife if he wants to keep her.

They had come out of the lobby and made their way through the showy crush about the entrance way.

Say, mister, said a voice at Hurstwoods side, would you mind giving me the price of a bed?

Hurstwood was interestedly remarking to Carrie.

Honest to God, mister, Im without a place to sleep.

The plea was that of a gaunt-faced man of about thirty, who looked the picture of privation and wretchedness. Drouet was the first to see. He handed over a dime with an upwelling feeling of pity in his heart. Hurstwood scarcely noticed the incident. Carrie quickly forgot.


CHAPTER XV

THE IRK OF THE OLD TIES: THE MAGIC OF YOUTH

The complete ignoring by Hurstwood of his own home came with the growth of his affection for Carrie. His actions, in all that related to his family, were of the most perfunctory kind. He sat at breakfast with his wife and children, absorbed in his own fancies, which reached far without the realm of their interests. He read his paper, which was heightened in interest by the shallowness of the themes discussed by his son and daughter. Between himself and his wife ran a river of indifference.

Now that Carrie had come, he was in a fair way to be blissful again. There was delight in going down town evenings. When he walked forth in the short days, the street lamps had a merry twinkle. He began to experience the almost forgotten feeling which hastens the lovers feet. When he looked at his fine clothes, he saw them with her eyes  and her eyes were young.

When in the flush of such feelings he heard his wifes voice, when the insistent demands of matrimony recalled him from dreams to a stale practice, how it grated. He then knew that this was a chain which bound his feet.

George, said Mrs. Hurstwood, in that tone of voice which had long since come to be associated in his mind with demands, we want you to get us a season ticket to the races.

Do you want to go to all of them? he said with a rising inflection.

Yes, she answered.

The races in question were soon to open at Washington Park, on the South Side, and were considered quite society affairs among those who did not affect religious rectitude and conservatism. Mrs. Hurstwood had never asked for a whole season ticket before, but this year certain considerations decided her to get a box. For one thing, one of her neighbours, a certain Mr. and Mrs. Ramsey, who were possessors of money, made out of the coal business, had done so. In the next place, her favourite physician, Dr. Beale, a gentleman inclined to horses and betting, had talked with her concerning his intention to enter a two-year-old in the Derby. In the third place, she wished to exhibit Jessica, who was gaining in maturity and beauty, and whom she hoped to marry to a man of means. Her own desire to be about in such things and parade among her acquaintances and the common throng was as much an incentive as anything.

Hurstwood thought over the proposition a few moments without answering. They were in the sitting-room on the second floor, waiting for supper. It was the evening of his engagement with Carrie and Drouet to see The Covenant, which had brought him home to make some alterations in his dress.

Youre sure separate tickets wouldnt do as well? he asked, hesitating to say anything more rugged.

No, she replied impatiently.

Well, he said, taking offence at her manner, you neednt get mad about it. Im just asking you.

Im not mad, she snapped. Im merely asking you for a season ticket.

And Im telling you, he returned, fixing a clear, steady eye on her, that its no easy thing to get. Im not sure whether the manager will give it to me.

He had been thinking all the time of his pull with the race-track magnates.

We can buy it then, she exclaimed sharply.

You talk easy, he said. A season family ticket costs one hundred and fifty dollars.

Ill not argue with you, she replied with determination. I want the ticket and thats all there is to it.

She had risen, and now walked angrily out of the room.

Well, you get it then, he said grimly, though in a modified tone of voice.

As usual, the table was one short that evening.

The next morning he had cooled down considerably, and later the ticket was duly secured, though it did not heal matters. He did not mind giving his family a fair share of all that he earned, but he did not like to be forced to provide against his will.

Did you know, mother, said Jessica another day, the Spencers are getting ready to go away?

No. Where, I wonder?

Europe, said Jessica. I met Georgine yesterday and she told me. She just put on more airs about it.

Did she say when?

Monday, I think. Theyll get a notice in the papers again  they always do.

Never mind, said Mrs. Hurstwood consolingly, well go one of these days.

Hurstwood moved his eyes over the paper slowly, but said nothing.

We sail for Liverpool from New York, Jessica exclaimed, mocking her acquaintance. Expect to spend most of the summah in France,  vain thing. As if it was anything to go to Europe.

It must be if you envy her so much, put in Hurstwood.

It grated upon him to see the feeling his daughter displayed.

Dont worry over them, my dear, said Mrs. Hurstwood.

Did George get off? asked Jessica of her mother another day, thus revealing something that Hurstwood had heard nothing about.

Where has he gone? he asked, looking up. He had never before been kept in ignorance concerning departures.

He was going to Wheaton, said Jessica, not noticing the slight put upon her father.

Whats out there? he asked, secretly irritated and chagrined to think that he should be made to pump for information in this manner.

A tennis match, said Jessica.

He didnt say anything to me, Hurstwood concluded, finding it difficult to refrain from a bitter tone.

I guess he must have forgotten, exclaimed his wife blandly.

In the past he had always commanded a certain amount of respect, which was a compound of appreciation and awe. The familiarity which in part still existed between himself and his daughter he had courted. As it was, it did not go beyond the light assumption of words. The tone was always modest. Whatever had been, however, had lacked affection, and now he saw that he was losing track of their doings. His knowledge was no longer intimate. He sometimes saw them at table, and sometimes did not. He heard of their doings occasionally, more often not. Some days he found that he was all at sea as to what they were talking about  things they had arranged to do or that they had done in his absence. More affecting was the feeling that there were little things going on of which he no longer heard. Jessica was beginning to feel that her affairs were her own. George, Jr., flourished about as if he were a man entirely and must needs have private matters. All this Hurstwood could see, and it left a trace of feeling, for he was used to being considered  in his official position, at least  and felt that his importance should not begin to wane here. To darken it all, he saw the same indifference and independence growing in his wife, while he looked on and paid the bills.

He consoled himself with the thought, however, that, after all, he was not without affection. Things might go as they would at his house, but he had Carrie outside of it. With his minds eye he looked into her comfortable room in Ogden Place, where he had spent several such delightful evenings, and thought how charming it would be when Drouet was disposed of entirely and she was waiting evenings in cosey little quarters for him. That no cause would come up whereby Drouet would be led to inform Carrie concerning his married state, he felt hopeful. Things were going so smoothly that he believed they would not change. Shortly now he would persuade Carrie and all would be satisfactory.

The day after their theatre visit he began writing her regularly  a letter every morning, and begging her to do as much for him. He was not literary by any means, but experience of the world and his growing affection gave him somewhat of a style. This he exercised at his office desk with perfect deliberation. He purchased a box of delicately coloured and scented writing paper in monogram, which he kept locked in one of the drawers. His friends now wondered at the cleric and very official-looking nature of his position. The five bartenders viewed with respect the duties which could call a man to do so much desk-work and penmanship.

Hurstwood surprised himself with his fluency. By the natural law which governs all effort, what he wrote reacted upon him. He began to feel those subtleties which he could find words to express. With every expression came increased conception. Those inmost breathings which there found words took hold upon him. He thought Carrie worthy of all the affection he could there express.

Carrie was indeed worth loving if ever youth and grace are to command that token of acknowledgment from life in their bloom. Experience had not yet taken away that freshness of the spirit which is the charm of the body. Her soft eyes contained in their liquid lustre no suggestion of the knowledge of disappointment. She had been troubled in a way by doubt and longing, but these had made no deeper impression than could be traced in a certain open wistfulness of glance and speech. The mouth had the expression at times, in talking and in repose, of one who might be upon the verge of tears. It was not that grief was thus ever present. The pronunciation of certain syllables gave to her lips this peculiarity of formation  a formation as suggestive and moving as pathos itself.

There was nothing bold in her manner. Life had not taught her domination  superciliousness of grace, which is the lordly power of some women. Her longing for consideration was not sufficiently powerful to move her to demand it. Even now she lacked self-assurance, but there was that in what she had already experienced which left her a little less than timid. She wanted pleasure, she wanted position, and yet she was confused as to what these things might be. Every hour the kaleidoscope of human affairs threw a new lustre upon something, and therewith it became for her the desired  the all. Another shift of the box, and some other had become the beautiful, the perfect.

On her spiritual side, also, she was rich in feeling, as such a nature well might be. Sorrow in her was aroused by many a spectacle  an uncritical upwelling of grief for the weak and the helpless. She was constantly pained by the sight of the white-faced, ragged men who slopped desperately by her in a sort of wretched mental stupor. The poorly clad girls who went blowing by her window evenings, hurrying home from some of the shops of the West Side, she pitied from the depths of her heart. She would stand and bite her lips as they passed, shaking her little head and wondering. They had so little, she thought. It was so sad to be ragged and poor. The hang of faded clothes pained her eyes.

And they have to work so hard! was her only comment.

On the street sometimes she would see men working  Irishmen with picks, coal-heavers with great loads to shovel, Americans busy about some work which was a mere matter of strength  and they touched her fancy. Toil, now that she was free of it, seemed even a more desolate thing than when she was part of it. She saw it through a mist of fancy  a pale, sombre half-light, which was the essence of poetic feeling. Her old father, in his flour-dusted millers suit, sometimes returned to her in memory, revived by a face in a window. A shoemaker pegging at his last, a blastman seen through a narrow window in some basement where iron was being melted, a bench-worker seen high aloft in some window, his coat off, his sleeves rolled up; these took her back in fancy to the details of the mill. She felt, though she seldom expressed them, sad thoughts upon this score. Her sympathies were ever with that under-world of toil from which she had so recently sprung, and which she best understood.

Though Hurstwood did not know it, he was dealing with one whose feelings were as tender and as delicate as this. He did not know, but it was this in her, after all, which attracted him. He never attempted to analyse the nature of his affection. It was sufficient that there was tenderness in her eye, weakness in her manner, good-nature and hope in her thoughts. He drew near this lily, which had sucked its waxen beauty and perfume from below a depth of waters which he had never penetrated, and out of ooze and mould which he could not understand. He drew near because it was waxen and fresh. It lightened his feelings for him. It made the morning worth while.

In a material way, she was considerably improved. Her awkwardness had all but passed, leaving, if anything, a quaint residue which was as pleasing as perfect grace. Her little shoes now fitted her smartly and had high heels. She had learned much about laces and those little neck-pieces which add so much to a womans appearance. Her form had filled out until it was admirably plump and well-rounded.

Hurstwood wrote her one morning, asking her to meet him in Jefferson Park, Monroe Street. He did not consider it policy to call any more, even when Drouet was at home.

The next afternoon he was in the pretty little park by one, and had found a rustic bench beneath the green leaves of a lilac bush which bordered one of the paths. It was at that season of the year when the fulness of spring had not yet worn quite away. At a little pond near by some cleanly dressed children were sailing white canvas boats. In the shade of a green pagoda a bebuttoned officer of the law was resting, his arms folded, his club at rest in his belt. An old gardener was upon the lawn, with a pair of pruning shears, looking after some bushes. High overhead was the clear blue sky of the new summer, and in the thickness of the shiny green leaves of the trees hopped and twittered the busy sparrows.

Hurstwood had come out of his own home that morning feeling much of the same old annoyance. At his store he had idled, there being no need to write. He had come away to this place with the lightness of heart which characterises those who put weariness behind. Now, in the shade of this cool, green bush, he looked about him with the fancy of the lover. He heard the carts go lumbering by upon the neighbouring streets, but they were far off, and only buzzed upon his ear. The hum of the surrounding city was faint, the clang of an occasional bell was as music. He looked and dreamed a new dream of pleasure which concerned his present fixed condition not at all. He got back in fancy to the old Hurstwood, who was neither married nor fixed in a solid position for life. He remembered the light spirit in which he once looked after the girls  how he had danced, escorted them home, hung over their gates. He almost wished he was back there again  here in this pleasant scene he felt as if he were wholly free.

At two Carrie came tripping along the walk toward him, rosy and clean. She had just recently donned a sailor hat for the season with a band of pretty white-dotted blue silk. Her skirt was of a rich blue material, and her shirt waist matched it, with a thin stripe of blue upon a snow-white ground  stripes that were as fine as hairs. Her brown shoes peeped occasionally from beneath her skirt. She carried her gloves in her hand.

Hurstwood looked up at her with delight.

You came, dearest, he said eagerly, standing to meet her and taking her hand.

Of course, she said, smiling; did you think I wouldnt?

I didnt know, he replied.

He looked at her forehead, which was moist from her brisk walk. Then he took out one of his own soft, scented silk handkerchiefs and touched her face here and there.

Now, he said affectionately, youre all right.

They were happy in being near one another  in looking into each others eyes. Finally, when the long flush of delight had subsided, he said:

When is Charlie going away again?

I dont know, she answered. He says he has some things to do for the house here now.

Hurstwood grew serious, and he lapsed into quiet thought. He looked up after a time to say:

Come away and leave him.

He turned his eyes to the boys with the boats, as if the request were of little importance.

Where would we go? she asked in much the same manner, rolling her gloves, and looking into a neighbouring tree.

Where do you want to go? he enquired.

There was something in the tone in which he said this which made her feel as if she must record her feelings against any local habitation.

We cant stay in Chicago, she replied.

He had no thought that this was in her mind  that any removal would be suggested.

Why not? he asked softly.

Oh, because, she said, I wouldnt want to.

He listened to this with but dull perception of what it meant. It had no serious ring to it. The question was not up for immediate decision.

I would have to give up my position, he said.

The tone he used made it seem as if the matter deserved only slight consideration. Carrie thought a little, the while enjoying the pretty scene.

I wouldnt like to live in Chicago and him here, she said, thinking of Drouet.

Its a big town, dearest, Hurstwood answered. It would be as good as moving to another part of the country to move to the South Side.

He had fixed upon that region as an objective point.

Anyhow, said Carrie, I shouldnt want to get married as long as he is here. I wouldnt want to run away.

The suggestion of marriage struck Hurstwood forcibly. He saw clearly that this was her idea  he felt that it was not to be gotten over easily. Bigamy lightened the horizon of his shadowy thoughts for a moment. He wondered for the life of him how it would all come out. He could not see that he was making any progress save in her regard. When he looked at her now, he thought her beautiful. What a thing it was to have her love him, even if it be entangling! She increased in value in his eyes because of her objection. She was something to struggle for, and that was everything. How different from the women who yielded willingly! He swept the thought of them from his mind.

And you dont know when hell go away? asked Hurstwood, quietly.

She shook her head.

He sighed.

Youre a determined little miss, arent you? he said, after a few moments, looking up into her eyes.

She felt a wave of feeling sweep over her at this. It was pride at what seemed his admiration  affection for the man who could feel this concerning her.

No, she said coyly, but what can I do?

Again he folded his hands and looked away over the lawn into the street.

I wish, he said pathetically, you would come to me. I dont like to be away from you this way. What good is there in waiting? Youre not any happier, are you?

Happier! she exclaimed softly, you know better than that.

Here we are then, he went on in the same tone, wasting our days. If you are not happy, do you think I am? I sit and write to you the biggest part of the time. Ill tell you what, Carrie, he exclaimed, throwing sudden force of expression into his voice and fixing her with his eyes, I cant live without you, and thats all there is to it. Now, he concluded, showing the palm of one of his white hands in a sort of at-an-end, helpless expression, what shall I do?

This shifting of the burden to her appealed to Carrie. The semblance of the load without the weight touched the womans heart.

Cant you wait a little while yet? she said tenderly. Ill try and find out when hes going.

What good will it do? he asked, holding the same strain of feeling.

Well, perhaps we can arrange to go somewhere.

She really did not see anything clearer than before, but she was getting into that frame of mind where, out of sympathy, a woman yields.

Hurstwood did not understand. He was wondering how she was to be persuaded  what appeal would move her to forsake Drouet. He began to wonder how far her affection for him would carry her. He was thinking of some question which would make her tell.

Finally he hit upon one of those problematical propositions which often disguise our own desires while leading us to an understanding of the difficulties which others make for us, and so discover for us a way. It had not the slightest connection with anything intended on his part, and was spoken at random before he had given it a moments serious thought.

Carrie, he said, looking into her face and assuming a serious look which he did not feel, suppose I were to come to you next week; or this week for that matter  to-night say  and tell you I had to go away  that I couldnt stay another minute and wasnt coming back any more  would you come with me?

His sweetheart viewed him with the most affectionate glance, her answer ready before the words were out of his mouth.

Yes, she said.

You wouldnt stop to argue or arrange?

Not if you couldnt wait.

He smiled when he saw that she took him seriously, and he thought what a chance it would afford for a possible junket of a week or two. He had a notion to tell her that he was joking and so brush away her sweet seriousness, but the effect of it was too delightful. He let it stand.

Suppose we didnt have time to get married here? he added, an afterthought striking him.

If we got married as soon as we got to the other end of the journey it would be all right.

I meant that, he said.

Yes.

The morning seemed peculiarly bright to him now. He wondered whatever could have put such a thought into his head. Impossible as it was, he could not help smiling at its cleverness. It showed how she loved him. There was no doubt in his mind now, and he would find a way to win her.

Well, he said, jokingly, Ill come and get you one of these evenings, and then he laughed.

I wouldnt stay with you, though, if you didnt marry me, Carrie added reflectively.

I dont want you to, he said tenderly, taking her hand.

She was extremely happy now that she understood. She loved him the more for thinking that he would rescue her so. As for him, the marriage clause did not dwell in his mind. He was thinking that with such affection there could be no bar to his eventual happiness.

Lets stroll about, he said gayly, rising and surveying all the lovely park.

All right, said Carrie.

They passed the young Irishman, who looked after them with envious eyes.

Tis a foine couple, he observed to himself. They must be rich.


CHAPTER XVI

A WITLESS ALADDIN: THE GATE TO THE WORLD

In the course of his present stay in Chicago, Drouet paid some slight attention to the secret order to which he belonged. During his last trip he had received a new light on its importance.

I tell you, said another drummer to him, its a great thing. Look at Hazenstab. He isnt so deuced clever. Of course hes got a good house behind him, but that wont do alone. I tell you its his degree. Hes a way-up Mason, and that goes a long way. Hes got a secret sign that stands for something.

Drouet resolved then and there that he would take more interest in such matters. So when he got back to Chicago he repaired to his local lodge headquarters.

I say, Drouet, said Mr. Harry Quincel, an individual who was very prominent in this local branch of the Elks, youre the man that can help us out.

It was after the business meeting and things were going socially with a hum. Drouet was bobbing around chatting and joking with a score of individuals whom he knew.

What are you up to? he inquired genially, turning a smiling face upon his secret brother.

Were trying to get up some theatricals for two weeks from to-day, and we want to know if you dont know some young lady who could take a part  its an easy part.

Sure, said Drouet, what is it? He did not trouble to remember that he knew no one to whom he could appeal on this score. His innate good-nature, however, dictated a favourable reply.

Well, now, Ill tell you what we are trying to do, went on Mr. Quincel. We are trying to get a new set of furniture for the lodge. There isnt enough money in the treasury at the present time, and we thought we would raise it by a little entertainment.

Sure, interrupted Drouet, thats a good idea.

Several of the boys around here have got talent. Theres Harry Burbeck, he does a fine black-face turn. Mac Lewis is all right at heavy dramatics. Did you ever hear him recite Over the Hills?

Never did.

Well, I tell you, he does it fine.

And you want me to get some woman to take a part? questioned Drouet, anxious to terminate the subject and get on to something else. What are you going to play?

Under the Gaslight, said Mr. Quincel, mentioning Augustin Dalys famous production, which had worn from a great public success down to an amateur theatrical favourite, with many of the troublesome accessories cut out and the dramatis personæ reduced to the smallest possible number.

Drouet had seen this play some time in the past.

Thats it, he said; thats a fine play. It will go all right. You ought to make a lot of money out of that.

We think well do very well, Mr. Quincel replied. Dont you forget now, he concluded, Drouet showing signs of restlessness; some young woman to take the part of Laura.

Sure, Ill attend to it.

He moved away, forgetting almost all about it the moment Mr. Quincel had ceased talking. He had not even thought to ask the time or place.

Drouet was reminded of his promise a day or two later by the receipt of a letter announcing that the first rehearsal was set for the following Friday evening, and urging him to kindly forward the young ladys address at once, in order that the part might be delivered to her.

Now, who the deuce do I know? asked the drummer reflectively, scratching his rosy ear. I dont know any one that knows anything about amateur theatricals.

He went over in memory the names of a number of women he knew, and finally fixed on one, largely because of the convenient location of her home on the West Side, and promised himself that as he came out that evening he would see her. When, however, he started west on the car he forgot, and was only reminded of his delinquency by an item in the Evening News  a small three-line affair under the head of Secret Society Notes  which stated the Custer Lodge of the Order of Elks would give a theatrical performance in Avery Hall on the 16th, when Under the Gaslight would be produced.

George! exclaimed Drouet, I forgot that.

What? inquired Carrie.

They were at their little table in the room which might have been used for a kitchen, where Carrie occasionally served a meal. To-night the fancy had caught her, and the little table was spread with a pleasing repast.

Why, my lodge entertainment. Theyre going to give a play, and they wanted me to get them some young lady to take a part.

What is it theyre going to play?

Under the Gaslight.

When?

On the 16th.

Well, why dont you? asked Carrie.

I dont know any one, he replied.

Suddenly he looked up.

Say, he said, how would you like to take the part?

Me? said Carrie. I cant act.

How do you know? questioned Drouet reflectively.

Because, answered Carrie, I never did.

Nevertheless, she was pleased to think he would ask. Her eyes brightened, for if there was anything that enlisted her sympathies it was the art of the stage.

True to his nature, Drouet clung to this idea as an easy way out.

Thats nothing. You can act all you have to down there.

No, I cant, said Carrie weakly, very much drawn toward the proposition and yet fearful.

Yes, you can. Now, why dont you do it? They need some one, and it will be lots of fun for you.

Oh, no, it wont, said Carrie seriously.

Youd like that. I know you would. Ive seen you dancing around here and giving imitations and thats why I asked you. Youre clever enough, all right.

No, Im not, said Carrie shyly.

Now, Ill tell you what you do. You go down and see about it. Itll be fun for you. The rest of the company isnt going to be any good. They havent any experience. What do they know about theatricals?

He frowned as he thought of their ignorance.

Hand me the coffee, he added.

I dont believe I could act, Charlie, Carrie went on pettishly. You dont think I could, do you?

Sure. Out o sight. I bet you make a hit. Now you want to go, I know you do. I knew it when I came home. Thats why I asked you.

What is the play, did you say?

Under the Gaslight.

What part would they want me to take?

Oh, one of the heroines  I dont know.

What sort of a play is it?

Well, said Drouet, whose memory for such things was not the best, its about a girl who gets kidnapped by a couple of crooks  a man and a woman that live in the slums. She had some money or something and they wanted to get it. I dont know now how it did go exactly.

Dont you know what part I would have to take?

No, I dont, to tell the truth. He thought a moment. Yes, I do, too. Laura, thats the thing  youre to be Laura.

And you cant remember what the part is like?

To save me, Cad, I cant, he answered. I ought to, too; Ive seen the play enough. Theres a girl in it that was stolen when she was an infant  was picked off the street or something  and shes the one thats hounded by the two old criminals I was telling you about. He stopped with a mouthful of pie poised on a fork before his face. She comes very near getting drowned  no, thats not it. Ill tell you what Ill do, he concluded hopelessly, Ill get you the book. I cant remember now for the life of me.

Well, I dont know, said Carrie, when he had concluded, her interest and desire to shine dramatically struggling with her timidity for the mastery. I might go if you thought Id do all right.

Of course, youll do, said Drouet, who, in his efforts to enthuse Carrie, had interested himself. Do you think Id come home here and urge you to do something that I didnt think you would make a success of? You can act all right. Itll be good for you.

When must I go? said Carrie, reflectively.

The first rehearsal is Friday night. Ill get the part for you to-night.

All right, said Carrie resignedly, Ill do it, but if I make a failure now its your fault.

You wont fail, assured Drouet. Just act as you do around here. Be natural. Youre all right. Ive often thought youd make a corking good actress.

Did you really? asked Carrie.

Thats right, said the drummer.

He little knew as he went out of the door that night what a secret flame he had kindled in the bosom of the girl he left behind. Carrie was possessed of that sympathetic, impressionable nature which, ever in the most developed form, has been the glory of the drama. She was created with that passivity of soul which is always the mirror of the active world. She possessed an innate taste for imitation and no small ability. Even without practice, she could sometimes restore dramatic situations she had witnessed by re-creating, before her mirror, the expressions of the various faces taking part in the scene. She loved to modulate her voice after the conventional manner of the distressed heroine, and repeat such pathetic fragments as appealed most to her sympathies. Of late, seeing the airy grace of the ingenue in several well-constructed plays, she had been moved to secretly imitate it, and many were the little movements and expressions of the body in which she indulged from time to time in the privacy of her chamber. On several occasions, when Drouet had caught her admiring herself, as he imagined, in the mirror, she was doing nothing more than recalling some little grace of the mouth or the eyes which she had witnessed in another. Under his airy accusation she mistook this for vanity and accepted the blame with a faint sense of error, though, as a matter of fact, it was nothing more than the first subtle outcroppings of an artistic nature, endeavouring to re-create the perfect likeness of some phase of beauty which appealed to her. In such feeble tendencies, be it known, such outworking of desire to reproduce life, lies the basis of all dramatic art.

Now, when Carrie heard Drouets laudatory opinion of her dramatic ability, her body tingled with satisfaction. Like the flame which welds the loosened particles into a solid mass, his words united those floating wisps of feeling which she had felt, but never believed, concerning her possible ability, and made them into a gaudy shred of hope. Like all human beings, she had a touch of vanity. She felt that she could do things if she only had a chance. How often had she looked at the well-dressed actresses on the stage and wondered how she would look, how delightful she would feel if only she were in their place. The glamour, the tense situation, the fine clothes, the applause, these had lured her until she felt that she, too, could act  that she, too, could compel acknowledgment of power. Now she was told that she really could  that little things she had done about the house had made even him feel her power. It was a delightful sensation while it lasted.

When Drouet was gone, she sat down in her rocking-chair by the window to think about it. As usual, imagination exaggerated the possibilities for her. It was as if he had put fifty cents in her hand and she had exercised the thoughts of a thousand dollars. She saw herself in a score of pathetic situations in which she assumed a tremulous voice and suffering manner. Her mind delighted itself with scenes of luxury and refinement, situations in which she was the cynosure of all eyes, the arbiter of all fates. As she rocked to and fro she felt the tensity of woe in abandonment, the magnificence of wrath after deception, the languour of sorrow after defeat. Thoughts of all the charming women she had seen in plays  every fancy, every illusion which she had concerning the stage  now came back as a returning tide after the ebb. She built up feelings and a determination which the occasion did not warrant.

Drouet dropped in at the lodge when he went down town, and swashed around with a great air, as Quincel met him.

Where is that young lady you were going to get for us? asked the latter.

Ive got her, said Drouet.

Have you? said Quincel, rather surprised by his promptness; thats good. Whats her address? and he pulled out his note-book in order to be able to send her part to her.

You want to send her her part? asked the drummer.

Yes.

Well, Ill take it. Im going right by her house in the morning.

What did you say her address was? We only want it in case we have any information to send her.

Twenty-nine Ogden Place.

And her name?

Carrie Madenda, said the drummer, firing at random. The lodge members knew him to be single.

That sounds like somebody that can act, doesnt it? said Quincel.

Yes, it does.

He took the part home to Carrie and handed it to her with the manner of one who does a favour.

He says thats the best part. Do you think you can do it?

I dont know until I look it over. You know Im afraid, now that Ive said I would.

Oh, go on. What have you got to be afraid of? Its a cheap company. The rest of them arent as good as you are.

Well, Ill see, said Carrie, pleased to have the part, for all her misgivings.

He sidled around, dressing and fidgeting before he arranged to make his next remark.

They were getting ready to print the programmes, he said, and I gave them the name of Carrie Madenda. Was that all right?

Yes, I guess so, said his companion, looking up at him. She was thinking it was slightly strange.

If you didnt make a hit, you know, he went on.

Oh, yes, she answered, rather pleased now with his caution. It was clever for Drouet.

I didnt want to introduce you as my wife, because youd feel worse then if you didnt go. They all know me so well. But youll go all right. Anyhow, youll probably never meet any of them again.

Oh, I dont care, said Carrie desperately. She was determined now to have a try at the fascinating game.

Drouet breathed a sigh of relief. He had been afraid that he was about to precipitate another conversation upon the marriage question.

The part of Laura, as Carrie found out when she began to examine it, was one of suffering and tears. As delineated by Mr. Daly, it was true to the most sacred traditions of melodrama as he found it when he began his career. The sorrowful demeanour, the tremolo music, the long, explanatory, cumulative addresses, all were there.

Poor fellow, read Carrie, consulting the text and drawing her voice out pathetically. Martin, be sure and give him a glass of wine before he goes.

She was surprised at the briefness of the entire part, not knowing that she must be on the stage while others were talking, and not only be there, but also keep herself in harmony with the dramatic movement of the scenes.

I think I can do that, though, she concluded.

When Drouet came the next night, she was very much satisfied with her days study.

Well, how goes it, Caddie? he said.

All right, she laughed. I think I have it memorised nearly.

Thats good, he said. Lets hear some of it.

Oh, I dont know whether I can get up and say it off here, she said bashfully.

Well, I dont know why you shouldnt. Itll be easier here than it will there.

I dont know about that, she answered.

Eventually she took off the ball-room episode with considerable feeling, forgetting, as she got deeper in the scene, all about Drouet, and letting herself rise to a fine state of feeling.

Good, said Drouet; fine; out o sight! Youre all right, Caddie, I tell you.

He was really moved by her excellent representation and the general appearance of the pathetic little figure as it swayed and finally fainted to the floor. He had bounded up to catch her, and now held her laughing in his arms.

Aint you afraid youll hurt yourself? he asked.

Not a bit.

Well, youre a wonder. Say, I never knew you could do anything like that.

I never did, either, said Carrie merrily, her face flushed with delight.

Well, you can bet that youre all right, said Drouet. You can take my word for that. You wont fail.


CHAPTER XVII

A GLIMPSE THROUGH THE GATEWAY: HOPE LIGHTENS THE EYE

The, to Carrie, very important theatrical performance was to take place at the Avery on conditions which were to make it more noteworthy than was at first anticipated. The little dramatic student had written to Hurstwood the very morning her part was brought her that she was going to take part in a play.

I really am, she wrote, feeling that he might take it as a jest; I have my part now, honest, truly.

Hurstwood smiled in an indulgent way as he read this.

I wonder what it is going to be? I must see that.

He answered at once, making a pleasant reference to her ability. I havent the slightest doubt you will make a success. You must come to the park to-morrow morning and tell me all about it.

Carrie gladly complied, and revealed all the details of the undertaking as she understood it.

Well, he said, thats fine. Im glad to hear it. Of course, you will do well, youre so clever.

He had truly never seen so much spirit in the girl before. Her tendency to discover a touch of sadness had for the nonce disappeared. As she spoke her eyes were bright, her cheeks red. She radiated much of the pleasure which her undertakings gave her. For all her misgivings  and they were as plentiful as the moments of the day  she was still happy. She could not repress her delight in doing this little thing which, to an ordinary observer, had no importance at all.

Hurstwood was charmed by the development of the fact that the girl had capabilities. There is nothing so inspiring in life as the sight of a legitimate ambition, no matter how incipient. It gives colour, force, and beauty to the possessor.

Carrie was now lightened by a touch of this divine afflatus. She drew to herself commendation from her two admirers which she had not earned. Their affection for her naturally heightened their perception of what she was trying to do and their approval of what she did. Her inexperience conserved her own exuberant fancy, which ran riot with every straw of opportunity, making of it a golden divining rod whereby the treasure of life was to be discovered.

Lets see, said Hurstwood, I ought to know some of the boys in the lodge. Im an Elk myself.

Oh, you mustnt let him know I told you.

Thats so, said the manager.

Id like for you to be there, if you want to come, but I dont see how you can unless he asks you.

Ill be there, said Hurstwood affectionately. I can fix it so he wont know you told me. You leave it to me.

This interest of the manager was a large thing in itself for the performance, for his standing among the Elks was something worth talking about. Already he was thinking of a box with some friends, and flowers for Carrie. He would make it a dress-suit affair and give the little girl a chance.

Within a day or two, Drouet dropped into the Adams Street resort, and he was at once spied by Hurstwood. It was at five in the afternoon and the place was crowded with merchants, actors, managers, politicians, a goodly company of rotund, rosy figures, silk-hatted, starchy-bosomed, beringed and bescarfpinned to the queens taste. John L. Sullivan, the pugilist, was at one end of the glittering bar, surrounded by a company of loudly dressed sports, who were holding a most animated conversation. Drouet came across the floor with a festive stride, a new pair of tan shoes squeaking audibly at his progress.

Well, sir, said Hurstwood, I was wondering what had become of you. I thought you had gone out of town again.

Drouet laughed.

If you dont report more regularly well have to cut you off the list.

Couldnt help it, said the drummer, Ive been busy.

They strolled over toward the bar amid the noisy, shifting company of notables. The dressy manager was shaken by the hand three times in as many minutes.

I hear your lodge is going to give a performance, observed Hurstwood, in the most offhand manner.

Yes, who told you?

No one, said Hurstwood. They just sent me a couple of tickets, which I can have for two dollars. Is it going to be any good?

I dont know, replied the drummer. Theyve been trying to get me to get some woman to take a part.

I wasnt intending to go, said the manager easily. Ill subscribe, of course. How are things over there?

All right. Theyre going to fit things up out of the proceeds.

Well, said the manager, I hope they make a success of it. Have another?

He did not intend to say any more. Now, if he should appear on the scene with a few friends, he could say that he had been urged to come along. Drouet had a desire to wipe out the possibility of confusion.

I think the girl is going to take a part in it, he said abruptly, after thinking it over.

You dont say so! How did that happen?

Well, they were short and wanted me to find them some one. I told Carrie, and she seems to want to try.

Good for her, said the manager. Itll be a real nice affair. Do her good, too. Has she ever had any experience?

Not a bit.

Oh, well, it isnt anything very serious.

Shes clever, though, said Drouet, casting off any imputation against Carries ability. She picks up her part quick enough.

You dont say so! said the manager.

Yes, sir; she surprised me the other night. By George, if she didnt.

We must give her a nice little send-off, said the manager. Ill look after the flowers.

Drouet smiled at his good-nature.

After the show you must come with me and well have a little supper.

I think shell do all right, said Drouet.

I want to see her. Shes got to do all right. Well make her, and the manager gave one of his quick, steely half-smiles, which was a compound of good-nature and shrewdness.

Carrie, meanwhile, attended the first rehearsal. At this performance Mr. Quincel presided, aided by Mr. Millice, a young man who had some qualifications of past experience, which were not exactly understood by any one. He was so experienced and so business-like, however, that he came very near being rude  failing to remember, as he did, that the individuals he was trying to instruct were volunteer players and not salaried underlings.

Now, Miss Madenda, he said, addressing Carrie, who stood in one part uncertain as to what move to make, you dont want to stand like that. Put expression in your face. Remember, you are troubled over the intrusion of the stranger. Walk so, and he struck out across the Avery stage in a most drooping manner.

Carrie did not exactly fancy the suggestion, but the novelty of the situation, the presence of strangers, all more or less nervous, and the desire to do anything rather than make a failure, made her timid. She walked in imitation of her mentor as requested, inwardly feeling that there was something strangely lacking.

Now, Mrs. Morgan, said the director to one young married woman who was to take the part of Pearl, you sit here. Now, Mr. Bamberger, you stand here, so. Now, what is it you say?

Explain, said Mr. Bamberger feebly. He had the part of Ray, Lauras lover, the society individual who was to waver in his thoughts of marrying her, upon finding that she was a waif and a nobody by birth.

How is that  what does your text say?

Explain, repeated Mr. Bamberger, looking intently at his part.

Yes, but it also says, the director remarked, that you are to look shocked. Now, say it again, and see if you cant look shocked.

Explain! demanded Mr. Bamberger vigorously.

No, no, that wont do! Say it this way  explain.

Explain, said Mr. Bamberger, giving a modified imitation.

Thats better. Now go on.

One night, resumed Mrs. Morgan, whose lines came next, father and mother were going to the opera. When they were crossing Broadway, the usual crowd of children accosted them for alms  

Hold on, said the director, rushing forward, his arm extended. Put more feeling into what you are saying.

Mrs. Morgan looked at him as if she feared a personal assault. Her eye lightened with resentment.

Remember, Mrs. Morgan, he added, ignoring the gleam, but modifying his manner, that youre detailing a pathetic story. You are now supposed to be telling something that is a grief to you. It requires feeling, repression, thus: The usual crowd of children accosted them for alms.

All right, said Mrs. Morgan.

Now, go on.

As mother felt in her pocket for some change, her fingers touched a cold and trembling hand which had clutched her purse.

Very good, interrupted the director, nodding his head significantly.

A pickpocket! Well! exclaimed Mr. Bamberger, speaking the lines that here fell to him.

No, no, Mr. Bamberger, said the director, approaching, not that way. A pickpocket  well? so. Thats the idea.

Dont you think, said Carrie weakly, noticing that it had not been proved yet whether the members of the company knew their lines, let alone the details of expression, that it would be better if we just went through our lines once to see if we know them? We might pick up some points.

A very good idea, Miss Madenda, said Mr. Quincel, who sat at the side of the stage, looking serenely on and volunteering opinions which the director did not heed.

All right, said the latter, somewhat abashed, it might be well to do it. Then brightening, with a show of authority, Suppose we run right through, putting in as much expression as we can.

Good, said Mr. Quincel.

This hand, resumed Mrs. Morgan, glancing up at Mr. Bamberger and down at her book, as the lines proceeded, my mother grasped in her own, and so tight that a small, feeble voice uttered an exclamation of pain. Mother looked down, and there beside her was a little ragged girl.

Very good, observed the director, now hopelessly idle.

The thief! exclaimed Mr. Bamberger.

Louder, put in the director, finding it almost impossible to keep his hands off.

The thief! roared poor Bamberger.

Yes, but a thief hardly six years old, with a face like an angels. Stop, said my mother. What are you doing?

Trying to steal, said the child.

Dont you know that it is wicked to do so? asked my father.

No, said the girl, but it is dreadful to be hungry.

Who told you to steal? asked my mother.

She  there, said the child, pointing to a squalid woman in a doorway opposite, who fled suddenly down the street. That is old Judas, said the girl.

Mrs. Morgan read this rather flatly, and the director was in despair. He fidgeted around, and then went over to Mr. Quincel.

What do you think of them? he asked.

Oh, I guess well be able to whip them into shape, said the latter, with an air of strength under difficulties.

I dont know, said the director. That fellow Bamberger strikes me as being a pretty poor shift for a lover.

Hes all weve got, said Quincel, rolling up his eyes. Harrison went back on me at the last minute. Who else can we get?

I dont know, said the director. Im afraid hell never pick up.

At this moment Bamberger was exclaiming, Pearl, you are joking with me.

Look at that now, said the director, whispering behind his hand. My Lord! what can you do with a man who drawls out a sentence like that?

Do the best you can, said Quincel consolingly.

The rendition ran on in this wise until it came to where Carrie, as Laura, comes into the room to explain to Ray, who, after hearing Pearls statement about her birth, had written the letter repudiating her, which, however, he did not deliver. Bamberger was just concluding the words of Ray, I must go before she returns. Her step! Too late, and was cramming the letter in his pocket, when she began sweetly with:

Ray!

Miss  Miss Courtland, Bamberger faltered weakly.

Carrie looked at him a moment and forgot all about the company present. She began to feel the part, and summoned an indifferent smile to her lips, turning as the lines directed and going to a window, as if he were not present. She did it with a grace which was fascinating to look upon.

Who is that woman? asked the director, watching Carrie in her little scene with Bamberger.

Miss Madenda, said Quincel.

I know her name, said the director, but what does she do?

I dont know, said Quincel. Shes a friend of one of our members.

Well, shes got more gumption than any one Ive seen here so far  seems to take an interest in what shes doing.

Pretty, too, isnt she? said Quincel.

The director strolled away without answering.

In the second scene, where she was supposed to face the company in the ball-room, she did even better, winning the smile of the director, who volunteered, because of her fascination for him, to come over and speak with her.

Were you ever on the stage? he asked insinuatingly.

No, said Carrie.

You do so well, I thought you might have had some experience.

Carrie only smiled consciously.

He walked away to listen to Bamberger, who was feebly spouting some ardent line.

Mrs. Morgan saw the drift of things and gleamed at Carrie with envious and snapping black eyes.

Shes some cheap professional, she gave herself the satisfaction of thinking, and scorned and hated her accordingly.

The rehearsal ended for one day, and Carrie went home feeling that she had acquitted herself satisfactorily. The words of the director were ringing in her ears, and she longed for an opportunity to tell Hurstwood. She wanted him to know just how well she was doing. Drouet, too, was an object for her confidences. She could hardly wait until he should ask her, and yet she did not have the vanity to bring it up. The drummer, however, had another line of thought to-night, and her little experience did not appeal to him as important. He let the conversation drop, save for what she chose to recite without solicitation, and Carrie was not good at that. He took it for granted that she was doing very well and he was relieved of further worry. Consequently he threw Carrie into repression, which was irritating. She felt his indifference keenly and longed to see Hurstwood. It was as if he were now the only friend she had on earth. The next morning Drouet was interested again, but the damage had been done.

She got a pretty letter from the manager, saying that by the time she got it he would be waiting for her in the park. When she came, he shone upon her as the morning sun.

Well, my dear, he asked, how did you come out?

Well enough, she said, still somewhat reduced after Drouet.

Now, tell me just what you did. Was it pleasant?

Carrie related the incidents of the rehearsal, warming up as she proceeded.

Well, thats delightful, said Hurstwood. Im so glad. I must get over there to see you. When is the next rehearsal?

Tuesday, said Carrie, but they dont allow visitors.

I imagine I could get in, said Hurstwood significantly.

She was completely restored and delighted by his consideration, but she made him promise not to come around.

Now, you must do your best to please me, he said encouragingly. Just remember that I want you to succeed. We will make the performance worth while. You do that now.

Ill try, said Carrie, brimming with affection and enthusiasm.

Thats the girl, said Hurstwood fondly. Now, remember, shaking an affectionate finger at her, your best.

I will, she answered, looking back.

The whole earth was brimming sunshine that morning. She tripped along, the clear sky pouring liquid blue into her soul. Oh, blessed are the children of endeavour in this, that they try and are hopeful. And blessed also are they who, knowing, smile and approve.


CHAPTER XVIII

JUST OVER THE BORDER: A HAIL AND FAREWELL

By the evening of the 16th the subtle hand of Hurstwood had made itself apparent. He had given the word among his friends  and they were many and influential  that here was something which they ought to attend, and, as a consequence, the sale of tickets by Mr. Quincel, acting for the lodge, had been large. Small four-line notes had appeared in all of the daily newspapers. These he had arranged for by the aid of one of his newspaper friends on the Times, Mr. Harry McGarren, the managing editor.

Say, Harry, Hurstwood said to him one evening, as the latter stood at the bar drinking before wending his belated way homeward, you can help the boys out, I guess.

What is it? said McGarren, pleased to be consulted by the opulent manager.

The Custer Lodge is getting up a little entertainment for their own good, and theyd like a little newspaper notice. You know what I mean  a squib or two saying that its going to take place.

Certainly, said McGarren, I can fix that for you, George.

At the same time Hurstwood kept himself wholly in the background. The members of Custer Lodge could scarcely understand why their little affair was taking so well. Mr. Harry Quincel was looked upon as quite a star for this sort of work.

By the time the 16th had arrived Hurstwoods friends had rallied like Romans to a senators call. A well-dressed, good-natured, flatteringly-inclined audience was assured from the moment he thought of assisting Carrie.

That little student had mastered her part to her own satisfaction, much as she trembled for her fate when she should once face the gathered throng, behind the glare of the footlights. She tried to console herself with the thought that a score of other persons, men and women, were equally tremulous concerning the outcome of their efforts, but she could not disassociate the general danger from her own individual liability. She feared that she would forget her lines, that she might be unable to master the feeling which she now felt concerning her own movements in the play. At times she wished that she had never gone into the affair; at others, she trembled lest she should be paralysed with fear and stand white and gasping, not knowing what to say and spoiling the entire performance.

In the matter of the company, Mr. Bamberger had disappeared. That hopeless example had fallen under the lance of the directors criticism. Mrs. Morgan was still present, but envious and determined, if for nothing more than spite, to do as well as Carrie at least. A loafing professional had been called in to assume the rôle of Ray, and, while he was a poor stick of his kind, he was not troubled by any of those qualms which attack the spirit of those who have never faced an audience. He swashed about (cautioned though he was to maintain silence concerning his past theatrical relationships) in such a self-confident manner that he was like to convince every one of his identity by mere matter of circumstantial evidence.

It is so easy, he said to Mrs. Morgan, in the usual affected stage voice. An audience would be the last thing to trouble me. Its the spirit of the part, you know, that is difficult.

Carrie disliked his appearance, but she was too much the actress not to swallow his qualities with complaisance, seeing that she must suffer his fictitious love for the evening.

At six she was ready to go. Theatrical paraphernalia had been provided over and above her care. She had practised her make-up in the morning, had rehearsed and arranged her material for the evening by one oclock, and had gone home to have a final look at her part, waiting for the evening to come.

On this occasion the lodge sent a carriage. Drouet rode with her as far as the door, and then went about the neighbouring stores, looking for some good cigars. The little actress marched nervously into her dressing-room and began that painfully anticipated matter of make-up which was to transform her, a simple maiden, to Laura, The Belle of Society.

The flare of the gas-jets, the open trunks, suggestive of travel and display, the scattered contents of the make-up box  rouge, pearl powder, whiting, burnt cork, India ink, pencils for the eyelids, wigs, scissors, looking-glasses, drapery  in short, all the nameless paraphernalia of disguise, have a remarkable atmosphere of their own. Since her arrival in the city many things had influenced her, but always in a far-removed manner. This new atmosphere was more friendly. It was wholly unlike the great brilliant mansions which waved her coldly away, permitting her only awe and distant wonder. This took her by the hand kindly, as one who says, My dear, come in. It opened for her as if for its own. She had wondered at the greatness of the names upon the bill-boards, the marvel of the long notices in the papers, the beauty of the dresses upon the stage, the atmosphere of carriages, flowers, refinement. Here was no illusion. Here was an open door to see all of that. She had come upon it as one who stumbles upon a secret passage, and, behold, she was in the chamber of diamonds and delight!

As she dressed with a flutter, in her little stage room, hearing the voices outside, seeing Mr. Quincel hurrying here and there, noting Mrs. Morgan and Mrs. Hoagland at their nervous work of preparation, seeing all the twenty members of the cast moving about and worrying over what the result would be, she could not help thinking what a delight this would be if it would endure; how perfect a state, if she could only do well now, and then some time get a place as a real actress. The thought had taken a mighty hold upon her. It hummed in her ears as the melody of an old song.

Outside in the little lobby another scene was being enacted. Without the interest of Hurstwood, the little hall would probably have been comfortably filled, for the members of the lodge were moderately interested in its welfare. Hurstwoods word, however, had gone the rounds. It was to be a full-dress affair. The four boxes had been taken. Dr. Norman McNeill Hale and his wife were to occupy one. This was quite a card. C. R. Walker, dry-goods merchant and possessor of at least two hundred thousand dollars, had taken another; a well-known coal merchant had been induced to take the third, and Hurstwood and his friends the fourth. Among the latter was Drouet. The people who were now pouring here were not celebrities, nor even local notabilities, in a general sense. They were the lights of a certain circle  the circle of small fortunes and secret order distinctions. These gentlemen Elks knew the standing of one another. They had regard for the ability which could amass a small fortune, own a nice home, keep a barouche or carriage, perhaps, wear fine clothes, and maintain a good mercantile position. Naturally, Hurstwood, who was a little above the order of mind which accepted this standard as perfect, who had shrewdness and much assumption of dignity, who held an imposing and authoritative position, and commanded friendship by intuitive tact in handling people, was quite a figure. He was more generally known than most others in the same circle, and was looked upon as some one whose reserve covered a mine of influence and solid financial prosperity.

To-night he was in his element. He came with several friends directly from Rectors in a carriage. In the lobby he met Drouet, who was just returning from a trip for more cigars. All five now joined in an animated conversation concerning the company present and the general drift of lodge affairs.

Whos here? said Hurstwood, passing into the theatre proper, where the lights were turned up and a company of gentlemen were laughing and talking in the open space back of the seats.

Why, how do you do, Mr. Hurstwood? came from the first individual recognised.

Glad to see you, said the latter, grasping his hand lightly.

Looks quite an affair, doesnt it?

Yes, indeed, said the manager.

Custer seems to have the backing of its members, observed the friend.

So it should, said the knowing manager. Im glad to see it.

Well, George, said another rotund citizen, whose avoirdupois made necessary an almost alarming display of starched shirt bosom, how goes it with you?

Excellent, said the manager.

What brings you over here? Youre not a member of Custer.

Good-nature, returned the manager. Like to see the boys, you know.

Wife here?

She couldnt come to-night. Shes not well.

Sorry to hear it  nothing serious, I hope.

No, just feeling a little ill.

I remember Mrs. Hurstwood when she was travelling once with you over to St. Joe and here the newcomer launched off in a trivial recollection, which was terminated by the arrival of more friends.

Why, George, how are you? said another genial West Side politician and lodge member. My, but Im glad to see you again; how are things, anyhow?

Very well; I see you got that nomination for alderman.

Yes, we whipped them out over there without much trouble.

What do you suppose Hennessy will do now?

Oh, hell go back to his brick business. He has a brick-yard, you know.

I didnt know that, said the manager. Felt pretty sore, I suppose, over his defeat.

Perhaps, said the other, winking shrewdly.

Some of the more favoured of his friends whom he had invited began to roll up in carriages now. They came shuffling in with a great show of finery and much evident feeling of content and importance.

Here we are, said Hurstwood, turning to one from a group with whom he was talking.

Thats right, returned the newcomer, a gentleman of about forty-five.

And say, he whispered, jovially, pulling Hurstwood over by the shoulder so that he might whisper in his ear, if this isnt a good show, Ill punch your head.

You ought to pay for seeing your old friends. Bother the show!

To another who inquired, Is it something really good? the manager replied:

I dont know. I dont suppose so. Then, lifting his hand graciously, For the lodge.

Lots of boys out, eh?

Yes, look up Shanahan. He was just asking for you a moment ago.

It was thus that the little theatre resounded to a babble of successful voices, the creak of fine clothes, the commonplace of good-nature, and all largely because of this mans bidding. Look at him any time within the half hour before the curtain was up, he was a member of an eminent group  a rounded company of five or more whose stout figures, large white bosoms, and shining pins bespoke the character of their success. The gentlemen who brought their wives called him out to shake hands. Seats clicked, ushers bowed while he looked blandly on. He was evidently a light among them, reflecting in his personality the ambitions of those who greeted him. He was acknowledged, fawned upon, in a way lionised. Through it all one could see the standing of the man. It was greatness in a way, small as it was.


CHAPTER XIX

AN HOUR IN ELFLAND: A CLAMOUR HALF HEARD

At last the curtain was ready to go up. All the details of the make-up had been completed, and the company settled down as the leader of the small, hired orchestra tapped significantly upon his music rack with his baton and began the soft curtain-raising strain. Hurstwood ceased talking, and went with Drouet and his friend Sagar Morrison around to the box.

Now, well see how the little girl does, he said to Drouet, in a tone which no one else could hear.

On the stage, six of the characters had already appeared in the opening parlour scene. Drouet and Hurstwood saw at a glance that Carrie was not among them, and went on talking in a whisper. Mrs. Morgan, Mrs. Hoagland, and the actor who had taken Bambergers part were representing the principal rôles in this scene. The professional, whose name was Patton, had little to recommend him outside of his assurance, but this at the present moment was most palpably needed. Mrs. Morgan, as Pearl, was stiff with fright. Mrs. Hoagland was husky in the throat. The whole company was so weak-kneed that the lines were merely spoken, and nothing more. It took all the hope and uncritical good-nature of the audience to keep from manifesting pity by that unrest which is the agony of failure.

Hurstwood was perfectly indifferent. He took it for granted that it would be worthless. All he cared for was to have it endurable enough to allow for pretension and congratulation afterward.

After the first rush of fright, however, the players got over the danger of collapse. They rambled weakly forward, losing nearly all the expression which was intended, and making the thing dull in the extreme, when Carrie came in.

One glance at her, and both Hurstwood and Drouet saw plainly that she also was weak-kneed. She came faintly across the stage, saying:

And you, sir; we have been looking for you since eight oclock, but with so little colour and in such a feeble voice that it was positively painful.

Shes frightened, whispered Drouet to Hurstwood.

The manager made no answer.

She had a line presently which was supposed to be funny.

Well, thats as much as to say that Im a sort of life pill.

It came out so flat, however, that it was a deathly thing. Drouet fidgeted. Hurstwood moved his toe the least bit.

There was another place in which Laura was to rise and, with a sense of impending disaster, say, sadly:

I wish you hadnt said that, Pearl. You know the old proverb, Call a maid by a married name.

The lack of feeling in the thing was ridiculous. Carrie did not get it at all. She seemed to be talking in her sleep. It looked as if she were certain to be a wretched failure. She was more hopeless than Mrs. Morgan, who had recovered somewhat, and was now saying her lines clearly at least. Drouet looked away from the stage at the audience. The latter held out silently, hoping for a general change, of course. Hurstwood fixed his eye on Carrie, as if to hypnotise her into doing better. He was pouring determination of his own in her direction. He felt sorry for her.

In a few more minutes it fell to her to read the letter sent in by the strange villain. The audience had been slightly diverted by a conversation between the professional actor and a character called Snorky, impersonated by a short little American, who really developed some humour as a half-crazed, one-armed soldier, turned messenger for a living. He bawled his lines out with such defiance that, while they really did not partake of the humour intended, they were funny. Now he was off, however, and it was back to pathos, with Carrie as the chief figure. She did not recover. She wandered through the whole scene between herself and the intruding villain, straining the patience of the audience, and finally exiting, much to their relief.

Shes too nervous, said Drouet, feeling in the mildness of the remark that he was lying for once.

Better go back and say a word to her.

Drouet was glad to do anything for relief. He fairly hustled around to the side entrance, and was let in by the friendly doorkeeper. Carrie was standing in the wings, weakly waiting her next cue, all the snap and nerve gone out of her.

Say, Cad, he said, looking at her, you mustnt be nervous. Wake up. Those guys out there dont amount to anything. What are you afraid of?

I dont know, said Carrie. I just dont seem to be able to do it.

She was grateful for the drummers presence, though. She had found the company so nervous that her own strength had gone.

Come on, said Drouet. Brace up. What are you afraid of? Go on out there now, and do the trick. What do you care?

Carrie revived a little under the drummers electrical, nervous condition.

Did I do so very bad?

Not a bit. All you need is a little more ginger. Do it as you showed me. Get that toss of your head you had the other night.

Carrie remembered her triumph in the room. She tried to think she could do it.

Whats next? he said, looking at her part, which she had been studying.

Why, the scene between Ray and me when I refuse him.

Well, now you do that lively, said the drummer. Put in snap, thats the thing. Act as if you didnt care.

Your turn next, Miss Madenda, said the prompter.

Oh, dear, said Carrie.

Well, youre a chump for being afraid, said Drouet. Come on now, brace up. Ill watch you from right here.

Will you? said Carrie.

Yes, now go on. Dont be afraid.

The prompter signalled her.

She started out, weak as ever, but suddenly her nerve partially returned. She thought of Drouet looking.

Ray, she said, gently, using a tone of voice much more calm than when she had last appeared. It was the scene which had pleased the director at the rehearsal.

Shes easier, thought Hurstwood to himself.

She did not do the part as she had at rehearsal, but she was better. The audience was at least not irritated. The improvement of the work of the entire company took away direct observation from her. They were making very fair progress, and now it looked as if the play would be passable, in the less trying parts at least.

Carrie came off warm and nervous.

Well, she said, looking at him, was it any better?

Well, I should say so. Thats the way. Put life into it. You did that about a thousand per cent. better than you did the other scene. Now go on and fire up. You can do it. Knock em.

Was it really better?

Better, I should say so. What comes next?

That ball-room scene.

Well, you can do that all right, he said.

I dont know, answered Carrie.

Why, woman, he exclaimed, you did it for me! Now you go out there and do it. Itll be fun for you. Just do as you did in the room. If youll reel it off that way, Ill bet you make a hit. Now, whatll you bet? You do it.

The drummer usually allowed his ardent good-nature to get the better of his speech. He really did think that Carrie had acted this particular scene very well, and he wanted her to repeat it in public. His enthusiasm was due to the mere spirit of the occasion.

When the time came, he buoyed Carrie up most effectually. He began to make her feel as if she had done very well. The old melancholy of desire began to come back as he talked at her, and by the time the situation rolled around she was running high in feeling.

I think I can do this.

Sure you can. Now you go ahead and see.

On the stage, Mrs. Van Dam was making her cruel insinuation against Laura.

Carrie listened, and caught the infection of something  she did not know what. Her nostrils sniffed thinly.

It means, the professional actor began, speaking as Ray, that society is a terrible avenger of insult. Have you ever heard of the Siberian wolves? When one of the pack falls through weakness, the others devour him. It is not an elegant comparison, but there is something wolfish in society. Laura has mocked it with a pretence, and society, which is made up of pretence, will bitterly resent the mockery.

At the sound of her stage name Carrie started. She began to feel the bitterness of the situation. The feelings of the outcast descended upon her. She hung at the wings edge, wrapt in her own mounting thoughts. She hardly heard anything more, save her own rumbling blood.

Come, girls, said Mrs. Van Dam, solemnly, let us look after our things. They are no longer safe when such an accomplished thief enters.

Cue, said the prompter, close to her side, but she did not hear. Already she was moving forward with a steady grace, born of inspiration. She dawned upon the audience, handsome and proud, shifting, with the necessity of the situation, to a cold, white, helpless object, as the social pack moved away from her scornfully.

Hurstwood blinked his eyes and caught the infection. The radiating waves of feeling and sincerity were already breaking against the farthest walls of the chamber. The magic of passion, which will yet dissolve the world, was here at work.

There was a drawing, too, of attention, a riveting of feeling, heretofore wandering.

Ray! Ray! Why do you not come back to her? was the cry of Pearl.

Every eye was fixed on Carrie, still proud and scornful. They moved as she moved. Their eyes were with her eyes.

Mrs. Morgan, as Pearl, approached her.

Let us go home, she said.

No, answered Carrie, her voice assuming for the first time a penetrating quality which it had never known. Stay with him!

She pointed an almost accusing hand toward her lover. Then, with a pathos which struck home because of its utter simplicity, He shall not suffer long.

Hurstwood realised that he was seeing something extraordinarily good. It was heightened for him by the applause of the audience as the curtain descended and the fact that it was Carrie. He thought now that she was beautiful. She had done something which was above his sphere. He felt a keen delight in realising that she was his.

Fine, he said, and then, seized by a sudden impulse, arose and went about to the stage door.

When he came in upon Carrie she was still with Drouet. His feelings for her were most exuberant. He was almost swept away by the strength and feeling she exhibited. His desire was to pour forth his praise with the unbounded feelings of a lover, but here was Drouet, whose affection was also rapidly reviving. The latter was more fascinated, if anything, than Hurstwood. At least, in the nature of things, it took a more ruddy form.

Well, well, said Drouet, you did out of sight. That was simply great. I knew you could do it. Oh, but youre a little daisy!

Carries eyes flamed with the light of achievement.

Did I do all right?

Did you? Well, I guess. Didnt you hear the applause?

There was some faint sound of clapping yet.

I thought I got it something like  I felt it.

Just then Hurstwood came in. Instinctively he felt the change in Drouet. He saw that the drummer was near to Carrie, and jealousy leaped alight in his bosom. In a flash of thought, he reproached himself for having sent him back. Also, he hated him as an intruder. He could scarcely pull himself down to the level where he would have to congratulate Carrie as a friend. Nevertheless, the man mastered himself, and it was a triumph. He almost jerked the old subtle light to his eyes.

I thought, he said, looking at Carrie, I would come around and tell you how well you did, Mrs. Drouet. It was delightful.

Carrie took the cue, and replied:

Oh, thank you.

I was just telling her, put in Drouet, now delighted with his possession, that I thought she did fine.

Indeed you did, said Hurstwood, turning upon Carrie eyes in which she read more than the words.

Carrie laughed luxuriantly.

If you do as well in the rest of the play, you will make us all think you are a born actress.

Carrie smiled again. She felt the acuteness of Hurstwoods position, and wished deeply that she could be alone with him, but she did not understand the change in Drouet. Hurstwood found that he could not talk, repressed as he was, and grudging Drouet every moment of his presence, he bowed himself out with the elegance of a Faust. Outside he set his teeth with envy.

Damn it! he said, is he always going to be in the way? He was moody when he got back to the box, and could not talk for thinking of his wretched situation.

As the curtain for the next act arose, Drouet came back. He was very much enlivened in temper and inclined to whisper, but Hurstwood pretended interest. He fixed his eyes on the stage, although Carrie was not there, a short bit of melodramatic comedy preceding her entrance. He did not see what was going on, however. He was thinking his own thoughts, and they were wretched.

The progress of the play did not improve matters for him. Carrie, from now on, was easily the centre of interest. The audience, which had been inclined to feel that nothing could be good after the first gloomy impression, now went to the other extreme and saw power where it was not. The general feeling reacted on Carrie. She presented her part with some felicity, though nothing like the intensity which had aroused the feeling at the end of the long first act.

Both Hurstwood and Drouet viewed her pretty figure with rising feelings. The fact that such ability should reveal itself in her, that they should see it set forth under such effective circumstances, framed almost in massy gold and shone upon by the appropriate lights of sentiment and personality, heightened her charm for them. She was more than the old Carrie to Drouet. He longed to be at home with her until he could tell her. He awaited impatiently the end, when they should go home alone.

Hurstwood, on the contrary, saw in the strength of her new attractiveness his miserable predicament. He could have cursed the man beside him. By the Lord, he could not even applaud feelingly as he would. For once he must simulate when it left a taste in his mouth.

It was in the last act that Carries fascination for her lovers assumed its most effective character.

Hurstwood listened to its progress, wondering when Carrie would come on. He had not long to wait. The author had used the artifice of sending all the merry company for a drive, and now Carrie came in alone. It was the first time that Hurstwood had had a chance to see her facing the audience quite alone, for nowhere else had she been without a foil of some sort. He suddenly felt, as she entered, that her old strength  the power that had grasped him at the end of the first act  had come back. She seemed to be gaining feeling, now that the play was drawing to a close and the opportunity for great action was passing.

Poor Pearl, she said, speaking with natural pathos. It is a sad thing to want for happiness, but it is a terrible thing to see another groping about blindly for it, when it is almost within the grasp.

She was gazing now sadly out upon the open sea, her arm resting listlessly upon the polished door-post.

Hurstwood began to feel a deep sympathy for her and for himself. He could almost feel that she was talking to him. He was, by a combination of feelings and entanglements, almost deluded by that quality of voice and manner which, like a pathetic strain of music, seems ever a personal and intimate thing. Pathos has this quality, that it seems ever addressed to one alone.

And yet, she can be very happy with him, went on the little actress. Her sunny temper, her joyous face will brighten any home.

She turned slowly toward the audience without seeing. There was so much simplicity in her movements that she seemed wholly alone. Then she found a seat by a table, and turned over some books, devoting a thought to them.

With no longings for what I may not have, she breathed in conclusion  and it was almost a sigh my existence hidden from all save two in the wide world, and making my joy out of the joy of that innocent girl who will soon be his wife.

Hurstwood was sorry when a character, known as Peach Blossom, interrupted her. He stirred irritably, for he wished her to go on. He was charmed by the pale face, the lissome figure, draped in pearl grey, with a coiled string of pears at the throat. Carrie had the air of one who was weary and in need of protection, and, under the fascinating make-believe of the moment, he rose in feeling until he was ready in spirit to go to her and ease her out of her misery by adding to his own delight.

In a moment Carrie was alone again, and was saying, with animation:

I must return to the city, no matter what dangers may lurk here. I must go, secretly if I can; openly, if I must.

There was a sound of horses hoofs outside, and then Rays voice saying:

No, I shall not ride again. Put him up.

He entered, and then began a scene which had as much to do with the creation of the tragedy of affection in Hurstwood as anything in his peculiar and involved career. For Carrie had resolved to make something of this scene, and, now that the cue had come, it began to take a feeling hold upon her. Both Hurstwood and Drouet noted the rising sentiment as she proceeded.

I thought you had gone with Pearl, she said to her lover.

I did go part of the way, but I left the party a mile down the road.

You and Pearl had no disagreement?

No  yes; that is, we always have. Our social barometers always stand at cloudy and overcast.

And whose fault is that? she said, easily.

Not mine, he answered, pettishly. I know I do all I can  I say all I can  but she  

This was rather awkwardly put by Patton, but Carrie redeemed it with a grace which was inspiring.

But she is your wife, she said, fixing her whole attention upon the stilled actor, and softening the quality of her voice until it was again low and musical. Ray, my friend, courtship is the text from which the whole sermon of married life takes its theme. Do not let yours be discontented and unhappy.

She put her two little hands together and pressed them appealingly.

Hurstwood gazed with slightly parted lips. Drouet was fidgeting with satisfaction.

To be my wife, yes, went on the actor in a manner which was weak by comparison, but which could not now spoil the tender atmosphere which Carrie had created and maintained. She did not seem to feel that he was wretched. She would have done nearly as well with a block of wood. The accessories she needed were within her own imagination. The acting of others could not affect them.

And you repent already? she said, slowly.

I lost you, he said, seizing her little hand, and I was at the mercy of any flirt who chose to give me an inviting look. It was your fault  you know it was  why did you leave me?

Carrie turned slowly away, and seemed to be mastering some impulse in silence. Then she turned back.

Ray, she said, the greatest happiness I have ever felt has been the thought that all your affection was forever bestowed upon a virtuous woman, your equal in family, fortune, and accomplishments. What a revelation do you make to me now! What is it makes you continually war with your happiness?

The last question was asked so simply that it came to the audience and the lover as a personal thing.

At last it came to the part where the lover exclaimed, Be to me as you used to be.

Carrie answered, with affecting sweetness, I cannot be that to you, but I can speak in the spirit of the Laura who is dead to you forever.

Be it as you will, said Patton.

Hurstwood leaned forward. The whole audience was silent and intent.

Let the woman you look upon be wise or vain, said Carrie, her eyes bent sadly upon the lover, who had sunk into a seat, beautiful or homely, rich or poor, she has but one thing she can really give or refuse  her heart.

Drouet felt a scratch in his throat.

Her beauty, her wit, her accomplishments, she may sell to you; but her love is the treasure without money and without price.

The manager suffered this as a personal appeal. It came to him as if they were alone, and he could hardly restrain the tears for sorrow over the hopeless, pathetic, and yet dainty and appealing woman whom he loved. Drouet also was beside himself. He was resolving that he would be to Carrie what he had never been before. He would marry her, by George! She was worth it.

She asks only in return, said Carrie, scarcely hearing the small, scheduled reply of her lover, and putting herself even more in harmony with the plaintive melody now issuing from the orchestra, that when you look upon her your eyes shall speak devotion; that when you address her your voice shall be gentle, loving, and kind; that you shall not despise her because she cannot understand all at once your vigorous thoughts and ambitious designs; for, when misfortune and evil have defeated your greatest purposes, her love remains to console you. You look to the trees, she continued, while Hurstwood restrained his feelings only by the grimmest repression, for strength and grandeur; do not despise the flowers because their fragrance is all they have to give. Remember, she concluded, tenderly, love is all a woman has to give, and she laid a strange, sweet accent on the all, but it is the only thing which God permits us to carry beyond the grave.

The two men were in the most harrowed state of affection. They scarcely heard the few remaining words with which the scene concluded. They only saw their idol, moving about with appealing grace, continuing a power which to them was a revelation.

Hurstwood resolved a thousand things, Drouet as well. They joined equally in the burst of applause which called Carrie out. Drouet pounded his hands until they ached. Then he jumped up again and started out. As he went, Carrie came out, and, seeing an immense basket of flowers being hurried down the aisle toward her, she waited. They were Hurstwoods. She looked toward the managers box for a moment, caught his eye, and smiled. He could have leaped out of the box to enfold her. He forgot the need of circumspectness which his married state enforced. He almost forgot that he had with him in the box those who knew him. By the Lord, he would have that lovely girl if it took his all. He would act at once. This should be the end of Drouet, and dont you forget it. He would not wait another day. The drummer should not have her.

He was so excited that he could not stay in the box. He went into the lobby, and then into the street, thinking. Drouet did not return. In a few minutes the last act was over, and he was crazy to have Carrie alone. He cursed the luck that could keep him smiling, bowing, shamming, when he wanted to tell her that he loved her, when he wanted to whisper to her alone. He groaned as he saw that his hopes were futile. He must even take her to supper, shamming. He finally went about and asked how she was getting along. The actors were all dressing, talking, hurrying about. Drouet was palavering himself with the looseness of excitement and passion. The manager mastered himself only by a great effort.

We are going to supper, of course, he said, with a voice that was a mockery of his heart.

Oh, yes, said Carrie, smiling.

The little actress was in fine feather. She was realising now what it was to be petted. For once she was the admired, the sought-for. The independence of success now made its first faint showing. With the tables turned, she was looking down, rather than up, to her lover. She did not fully realise that this was so, but there was something in condescension coming from her which was infinitely sweet. When she was ready they climbed into the waiting coach and drove down town; once, only, did she find an opportunity to express her feeling, and that was when the manager preceded Drouet in the coach and sat beside her. Before Drouet was fully in she had squeezed Hurstwoods hand in a gentle, impulsive manner. The manager was beside himself with affection. He could have sold his soul to be with her alone. Ah, he thought, the agony of it.

Drouet hung on, thinking he was all in all. The dinner was spoiled by his enthusiasm. Hurstwood went home feeling as if he should die if he did not find affectionate relief. He whispered to-morrow passionately to Carrie, and she understood. He walked away from the drummer and his prize at parting feeling as if he could slay him and not regret. Carrie also felt the misery of it.

Good-night, he said, simulating an easy friendliness.

Good-night, said the little actress, tenderly.

The fool! he said, now hating Drouet. The idiot! Ill do him yet, and that quick! Well see to-morrow.

Well, if you arent a wonder, Drouet was saying, complacently, squeezing Carries arm. You are the dandiest little girl on earth.


CHAPTER XX

THE LURE OF THE SPIRIT: THE FLESH IN PURSUIT

Passion in a man of Hurstwoods nature takes a vigorous form. It is no musing, dreamy thing. There is none of the tendency to sing outside of my ladys window  to languish and repine in the face of difficulties. In the night he was long getting to sleep because of too much thinking, and in the morning he was early awake, seizing with alacrity upon the same dear subject and pursuing it with vigour. He was out of sorts physically, as well as disordered mentally, for did he not delight in a new manner in his Carrie, and was not Drouet in the way? Never was man more harassed than he by the thoughts of his love being held by the elated, flush-mannered drummer. He would have given anything, it seemed to him, to have the complication ended  to have Carrie acquiesce to an arrangement which would dispose of Drouet effectually and forever.

What to do. He dressed thinking. He moved about in the same chamber with his wife, unmindful of her presence.

At breakfast he found himself without an appetite. The meat to which he helped himself remained on his plate untouched. His coffee grew cold, while he scanned the paper indifferently. Here and there he read a little thing, but remembered nothing. Jessica had not yet come down. His wife sat at one end of the table revolving thoughts of her own in silence. A new servant had been recently installed and had forgot the napkins. On this account the silence was irritably broken by a reproof.

Ive told you about this before, Maggie, said Mrs. Hurstwood. Im not going to tell you again.

Hurstwood took a glance at his wife. She was frowning. Just now her manner irritated him excessively. Her next remark was addressed to him.

Have you made up your mind, George, when you will take your vacation?

It was customary for them to discuss the regular summer outing at this season of the year.

Not yet, he said, Im very busy just now.

Well, youll want to make up your mind pretty soon, wont you, if were going? she returned.

I guess we have a few days yet, he said.

Hmff, she returned. Dont wait until the seasons over.

She stirred in aggravation as she said this.

There you go again, he observed. One would think I never did anything, the way you begin.

Well, I want to know about it, she reiterated.

Youve got a few days yet, he insisted. Youll not want to start before the races are over.

He was irritated to think that this should come up when he wished to have his thoughts for other purposes.

Well, we may. Jessica doesnt want to stay until the end of the races.

What did you want with a season ticket, then?

Uh! she said, using the sound as an exclamation of disgust, Ill not argue with you, and therewith arose to leave the table.

Say, he said, rising, putting a note of determination in his voice which caused her to delay her departure, whats the matter with you of late? Cant I talk with you any more?

Certainly, you can talk with me, she replied, laying emphasis on the word.

Well, you wouldnt think so by the way you act. Now, you want to know when Ill be ready  not for a month yet. Maybe not then.

Well go without you.

You will, eh? he sneered.

Yes, we will.

He was astonished at the womans determination, but it only irritated him the more.

Well, well see about that. It seems to me youre trying to run things with a pretty high hand of late. You talk as though you settled my affairs for me. Well, you dont. You dont regulate anything thats connected with me. If you want to go, go, but you wont hurry me by any such talk as that.

He was thoroughly aroused now. His dark eyes snapped, and he crunched his paper as he laid it down. Mrs. Hurstwood said nothing more. He was just finishing when she turned on her heel and went out into the hall and upstairs. He paused for a moment, as if hesitating, then sat down and drank a little coffee, and thereafter arose and went for his hat and gloves upon the main floor.

His wife had really not anticipated a row of this character. She had come down to the breakfast table feeling a little out of sorts with herself and revolving a scheme which she had in her mind. Jessica had called her attention to the fact that the races were not what they were supposed to be. The social opportunities were not what they had thought they would be this year. The beautiful girl found going every day a dull thing. There was an earlier exodus this year of people who were anybody to the watering places and Europe. In her own circle of acquaintances several young men in whom she was interested had gone to Waukesha. She began to feel that she would like to go too, and her mother agreed with her.

Accordingly, Mrs. Hurstwood decided to broach the subject. She was thinking this over when she came down to the table, but for some reason the atmosphere was wrong. She was not sure, after it was all over, just how the trouble had begun. She was determined now, however, that her husband was a brute, and that, under no circumstances, would she let this go by unsettled. She would have more lady-like treatment or she would know why.

For his part, the manager was loaded with the care of this new argument until he reached his office and started from there to meet Carrie. Then the other complications of love, desire, and opposition possessed him. His thoughts fled on before him upon eagles wings. He could hardly wait until he should meet Carrie face to face. What was the night, after all, without her  what the day? She must and should be his.

For her part, Carrie had experienced a world of fancy and feeling since she had left him, the night before. She had listened to Drouets enthusiastic maunderings with much regard for that part which concerned herself, with very little for that which affected his own gain. She kept him at such lengths as she could, because her thoughts were with her own triumph. She felt Hurstwoods passion as a delightful background to her own achievement, and she wondered what he would have to say. She was sorry for him, too, with that peculiar sorrow which finds something complimentary to itself in the misery of another. She was now experiencing the first shades of feeling of that subtle change which removes one out of the ranks of the suppliants into the lines of the dispensers of charity. She was, all in all, exceedingly happy.

On the morrow, however, there was nothing in the papers concerning the event, and, in view of the flow of common, everyday things about, it now lost a shade of the glow of the previous evening. Drouet himself was not talking so much of as for her. He felt instinctively that, for some reason or other, he needed reconstruction in her regard.

I think, he said, as he spruced around their chambers the next morning, preparatory to going down town, that Ill straighten out that little deal of mine this month and then well get married. I was talking with Mosher about that yesterday.

No, you wont, said Carrie, who was coming to feel a certain faint power to jest with the drummer.

Yes, I will, he exclaimed, more feelingly than usual, adding, with the tone of one who pleads, Dont you believe what Ive told you?

Carrie laughed a little.

Of course I do, she answered.

Drouets assurance now misgave him. Shallow as was his mental observation, there was that in the things which had happened which made his little power of analysis useless. Carrie was still with him, but not helpless and pleading. There was a lilt in her voice which was new. She did not study him with eyes expressive of dependence. The drummer was feeling the shadow of something which was coming. It coloured his feelings and made him develop those little attentions and say those little words which were mere forefendations against danger.

Shortly afterward he departed, and Carrie prepared for her meeting with Hurstwood. She hurried at her toilet, which was soon made, and hastened down the stairs. At the corner she passed Drouet, but they did not see each other.

The drummer had forgotten some bills which he wished to turn into his house. He hastened up the stairs and burst into the room, but found only the chambermaid, who was cleaning up.

Hello, he exclaimed, half to himself, has Carrie gone?

Your wife? Yes, she went out just a few minutes ago.

Thats strange, thought Drouet. She didnt say a word to me. I wonder where she went?

He hastened about, rummaging in his valise for what he wanted, and finally pocketing it. Then he turned his attention to his fair neighbour, who was good-looking and kindly disposed towards him.

What are you up to? he said, smiling.

Just cleaning, she replied, stopping and winding a dusting towel about her hand.

Tired of it?

Not so very.

Let me show you something, he said, affably, coming over and taking out of his pocket a little lithographed card which had been issued by a wholesale tobacco company. On this was printed a picture of a pretty girl, holding a striped parasol, the colours of which could be changed by means of a revolving disk in the back, which showed red, yellow, green, and blue through little interstices made in the ground occupied by the umbrella top.

Isnt that clever? he said, handing it to her and showing her how it worked. You never saw anything like that before.

Isnt it nice? she answered.

You can have it if you want it, he remarked.

Thats a pretty ring you have, he said, touching a commonplace setting which adorned the hand holding the card he had given her.

Do you think so?

Thats right, he answered, making use of a pretence at examination to secure her finger. Thats fine.

The ice being thus broken, he launched into further observation, pretending to forget that her fingers were still retained by his. She soon withdrew them, however, and retreated a few feet to rest against the window-sill.

I didnt see you for a long time, she said, coquettishly, repulsing one of his exuberant approaches. You must have been away.

I was, said Drouet.

Do you travel far?

Pretty far  yes.

Do you like it?

Oh, not very well. You get tired of it after a while.

I wish I could travel, said the girl, gazing idly out of the window.

What has become of your friend, Mr. Hurstwood? she suddenly asked, bethinking herself of the manager, who, from her own observation, seemed to contain promising material.

Hes here in town. What makes you ask about him?

Oh, nothing, only he hasnt been here since you got back.

How did you come to know him?

Didnt I take up his name a dozen times in the last month?

Get out, said the drummer, lightly. He hasnt called more than half a dozen times since weve been here.

He hasnt, eh? said the girl, smiling. Thats all you know about it.

Drouet took on a slightly more serious tone. He was uncertain as to whether she was joking or not.

Tease, he said, what makes you smile that way?

Oh, nothing.

Have you seen him recently?

Not since you came back, she laughed.

Before?

Certainly.

How often?

Why, nearly every day.

She was a mischievous newsmonger, and was keenly wondering what the effect of her words would be.

Who did he come to see? asked the drummer, incredulously.

Mrs. Drouet.

He looked rather foolish at this answer, and then attempted to correct himself so as not to appear a dupe.

Well, he said, what of it?

Nothing, replied the girl, her head cocked coquettishly on one side.

Hes an old friend, he went on, getting deeper into the mire.

He would have gone on further with his little flirtation, but the taste for it was temporarily removed. He was quite relieved when the girls name was called from below.

Ive got to go, she said, moving away from him airily.

Ill see you later, he said, with a pretence of disturbance at being interrupted.

When she was gone, he gave freer play to his feelings. His face, never easily controlled by him, expressed all the perplexity and disturbance which he felt. Could it be that Carrie had received so many visits and yet said nothing about them? Was Hurstwood lying? What did the chambermaid mean by it, anyway? He had thought there was something odd about Carries manner at the time. Why did she look so disturbed when he had asked her how many times Hurstwood had called? By George! he remembered now. There was something strange about the whole thing.

He sat down in a rocking-chair to think the better, drawing up one leg on his knee and frowning mightily. His mind ran on at a great rate.

And yet Carrie hadnt acted out of the ordinary. It couldnt be, by George, that she was deceiving him. She hadnt acted that way. Why, even last night she had been as friendly toward him as could be, and Hurstwood too. Look how they acted! He could hardly believe they would try to deceive him.

His thoughts burst into words.

She did act sort of funny at times. Here she had dressed and gone out this morning and never said a word.

He scratched his head and prepared to go down town. He was still frowning. As he came into the hall he encountered the girl, who was now looking after another chamber. She had on a white dusting cap, beneath which her chubby face shone good-naturedly. Drouet almost forgot his worry in the fact that she was smiling on him. He put his hand familiarly on her shoulder, as if only to greet her in passing.

Got over being mad? she said, still mischievously inclined.

Im not mad, he answered.

I thought you were, she said, smiling.

Quit your fooling about that, he said, in an offhand way. Were you serious?

Certainly, she answered. Then, with an air of one who did not intentionally mean to create trouble, He came lots of times. I thought you knew.

The game of deception was up with Drouet. He did not try to simulate indifference further.

Did he spend the evenings here? he asked.

Sometimes. Sometimes they went out.

In the evening?

Yes. You mustnt look so mad, though.

Im not, he said. Did any one else see him?

Of course, said the girl, as if, after all, it were nothing in particular.

How long ago was this?

Just before you came back.

The drummer pinched his lip nervously.

Dont say anything, will you? he asked, giving the girls arm a gentle squeeze.

Certainly not, she returned. I wouldnt worry over it.

All right, he said, passing on, seriously brooding for once, and yet not wholly unconscious of the fact that he was making a most excellent impression upon the chambermaid.

Ill see her about that, he said to himself, passionately, feeling that he had been unduly wronged. Ill find out, bGeorge, whether shell act that way or not.


CHAPTER XXI

THE LURE OF THE SPIRIT: THE FLESH IN PURSUIT

When Carrie came Hurstwood had been waiting many minutes. His blood was warm; his nerves wrought up. He was anxious to see the woman who had stirred him so profoundly the night before.

Here you are, he said, repressedly, feeling a spring in his limbs and an elation which was tragic in itself.

Yes, said Carrie.

They walked on as if bound for some objective point, while Hurstwood drank in the radiance of her presence. The rustle of her pretty skirt was like music to him.

Are you satisfied? he asked, thinking of how well she did the night before.

Are you?

He tightened his fingers as he saw the smile she gave him.

It was wonderful.

Carrie laughed ecstatically.

That was one of the best things Ive seen in a long time, he added.

He was dwelling on her attractiveness as he had felt it the evening before, and mingling it with the feeling her presence inspired now.

Carrie was dwelling in the atmosphere which this man created for her. Already she was enlivened and suffused with a glow. She felt his drawing toward her in every sound of his voice.

Those were such nice flowers you sent me, she said, after a moment or two. They were beautiful.

Glad you liked them, he answered, simply.

He was thinking all the time that the subject of his desire was being delayed. He was anxious to turn the talk to his own feelings. All was ripe for it. His Carrie was beside him. He wanted to plunge in and expostulate with her, and yet he found himself fishing for words and feeling for a way.

You got home all right, he said, gloomily, of a sudden, his tone modifying itself to one of self-commiseration.

Yes, said Carrie, easily.

He looked at her steadily for a moment, slowing his pace and fixing her with his eye.

She felt the flood of feeling.

How about me? he asked.

This confused Carrie considerably, for she realised the floodgates were open. She didnt know exactly what to answer.

I dont know, she answered.

He took his lower lip between his teeth for a moment, and then let it go. He stopped by the walk side and kicked the grass with his toe. He searched her face with a tender, appealing glance.

Wont you come away from him? he asked, intensely.

I dont know, returned Carrie, still illogically drifting and finding nothing at which to catch.

As a matter of fact, she was in a most hopeless quandary. Here was a man whom she thoroughly liked, who exercised an influence over her, sufficient almost to delude her into the belief that she was possessed of a lively passion for him. She was still the victim of his keen eyes, his suave manners, his fine clothes. She looked and saw before her a man who was most gracious and sympathetic, who leaned toward her with a feeling that was a delight to observe. She could not resist the glow of his temperament, the light of his eye. She could hardly keep from feeling what he felt.

And yet she was not without thoughts which were disturbing. What did he know? What had Drouet told him? Was she a wife in his eyes, or what? Would he marry her? Even while he talked, and she softened, and her eyes were lighted with a tender glow, she was asking herself if Drouet had told him they were not married. There was never anything at all convincing about what Drouet said.

And yet she was not grieved at Hurstwoods love. No strain of bitterness was in it for her, whatever he knew. He was evidently sincere. His passion was real and warm. There was power in what he said. What should she do? She went on thinking this, answering vaguely, languishing affectionately, and altogether drifting, until she was on a borderless sea of speculation.

Why dont you come away? he said, tenderly. I will arrange for you whatever

Oh, dont, said Carrie.

Dont what? he asked. What do you mean?

There was a look of confusion and pain in her face. She was wondering why that miserable thought must be brought in. She was struck as by a blade with the miserable provision which was outside the pale of marriage.

He himself realised that it was a wretched thing to have dragged in. He wanted to weigh the effects of it, and yet he could not see. He went beating on, flushed by her presence, clearly awakened, intensely enlisted in his plan.

Wont you come? he said, beginning over and with a more reverent feeling. You know I cant do without you  you know it  it cant go on this way  can it?

I know, said Carrie.

I wouldnt ask if I  I wouldnt argue with you if I could help it. Look at me, Carrie. Put yourself in my place. You dont want to stay away from me, do you?

She shook her head as if in deep thought.

Then why not settle the whole thing, once and for all?

I dont know, said Carrie.

Dont know! Ah, Carrie, what makes you say that? Dont torment me. Be serious.

I am, said Carrie, softly.

You cant be, dearest, and say that. Not when you know how I love you. Look at last night.

His manner as he said this was the most quiet imaginable. His face and body retained utter composure. Only his eyes moved, and they flashed a subtle, dissolving fire. In them the whole intensity of the mans nature was distilling itself.

Carrie made no answer.

How can you act this way, dearest? he inquired, after a time. You love me, dont you?

He turned on her such a storm of feeling that she was overwhelmed. For the moment all doubts were cleared away.

Yes, she answered, frankly and tenderly.

Well, then youll come, wont you  come to-night?

Carrie shook her head in spite of her distress.

I cant wait any longer, urged Hurstwood. If that is too soon, come Saturday.

When will we be married? she asked, diffidently, forgetting in her difficult situation that she had hoped he took her to be Drouets wife.

The manager started, hit as he was by a problem which was more difficult than hers. He gave no sign of the thoughts that flashed like messages to his mind.

Any time you say, he said, with ease, refusing to discolour his present delight with this miserable problem.

Saturday? asked Carrie.

He nodded his head.

Well, if you will marry me then, she said, Ill go.

The manager looked at his lovely prize, so beautiful, so winsome, so difficult to be won, and made strange resolutions. His passion had gotten to that stage now where it was no longer coloured with reason. He did not trouble over little barriers of this sort in the face of so much loveliness. He would accept the situation with all its difficulties; he would not try to answer the objections which cold truth thrust upon him. He would promise anything, everything, and trust to fortune to disentangle him. He would make a try for Paradise, whatever might be the result. He would be happy, by the Lord, if it cost all honesty of statement, all abandonment of truth.

Carrie looked at him tenderly. She could have laid her head upon his shoulder, so delightful did it all seem.

Well, she said, Ill try and get ready then.

Hurstwood looked into her pretty face, crossed with little shadows of wonder and misgiving, and thought he had never seen anything more lovely.

Ill see you again to-morrow, he said, joyously, and well talk over the plans.

He walked on with her, elated beyond words, so delightful had been the result. He impressed a long story of joy and affection upon her, though there was but here and there a word. After a half-hour he began to realise that the meeting must come to an end, so exacting is the world.

To-morrow, he said at parting, a gayety of manner adding wonderfully to his brave demeanour.

Yes, said Carrie, tripping elatedly away.

There had been so much enthusiasm engendered that she was believing herself deeply in love. She sighed as she thought of her handsome adorer. Yes, she would get ready by Saturday. She would go, and they would be happy.


CHAPTER XXII

THE BLAZE OF THE TINDER: FLESH WARS WITH THE FLESH

The misfortune of the Hurstwood household was due to the fact that jealousy, having been born of love, did not perish with it. Mrs. Hurstwood retained this in such form that subsequent influences could transform it into hate. Hurstwood was still worthy, in a physical sense, of the affection his wife had once bestowed upon him, but in a social sense he fell short. With his regard died his power to be attentive to her, and this, to a woman, is much greater than outright crime toward another. Our self-love dictates our appreciation of the good or evil in another. In Mrs. Hurstwood it discoloured the very hue of her husbands indifferent nature. She saw design in deeds and phrases which sprung only from a faded appreciation of her presence.

As a consequence, she was resentful and suspicious. The jealousy that prompted her to observe every falling away from the little amenities of the married relation on his part served to give her notice of the airy grace with which he still took the world. She could see from the scrupulous care which he exercised in the matter of his personal appearance that his interest in life had abated not a jot. Every motion, every glance had something in it of the pleasure he felt in Carrie, of the zest this new pursuit of pleasure lent to his days. Mrs. Hurstwood felt something, sniffing change, as animals do danger, afar off.

This feeling was strengthened by actions of a direct and more potent nature on the part of Hurstwood. We have seen with what irritation he shirked those little duties which no longer contained any amusement or satisfaction for him, and the open snarls with which, more recently, he resented her irritating goads. These little rows were really precipitated by an atmosphere which was surcharged with dissension. That it would shower, with a sky so full of blackening thunder-clouds, would scarcely be thought worthy of comment. Thus, after leaving the breakfast table this morning, raging inwardly at his blank declaration of indifference at her plans, Mrs. Hurstwood encountered Jessica in her dressing-room, very leisurely arranging her hair. Hurstwood had already left the house.

I wish you wouldnt be so late coming down to breakfast, she said, addressing Jessica, while making for her crochet basket. Now here the things are quite cold, and you havent eaten.

Her natural composure was sadly ruffled, and Jessica was doomed to feel the fag end of the storm.

Im not hungry, she answered.

Then why dont you say so, and let the girl put away the things, instead of keeping her waiting all morning?

She doesnt mind, answered Jessica, coolly.

Well, I do, if she doesnt, returned the mother, and, anyhow, I dont like you to talk that way to me. Youre too young to put on such an air with your mother.

Oh, mamma, dont row, answered Jessica. Whats the matter this morning, anyway?

Nothings the matter, and Im not rowing. You mustnt think because I indulge you in some things that you can keep everybody waiting. I wont have it.

Im not keeping anybody waiting, returned Jessica, sharply, stirred out of a cynical indifference to a sharp defence. I said I wasnt hungry. I dont want any breakfast.

Mind how you address me, missy. Ill not have it. Hear me now; Ill not have it!

Jessica heard this last while walking out of the room, with a toss of her head and a flick of her pretty skirts indicative of the independence and indifference she felt. She did not propose to be quarrelled with.

Such little arguments were all too frequent, the result of a growth of natures which were largely independent and selfish. George, Jr., manifested even greater touchiness and exaggeration in the matter of his individual rights, and attempted to make all feel that he was a man with a mans privileges  an assumption which, of all things, is most groundless and pointless in a youth of nineteen.

Hurstwood was a man of authority and some fine feeling, and it irritated him excessively to find himself surrounded more and more by a world upon which he had no hold, and of which he had a lessening understanding.

Now, when such little things, such as the proposed earlier start to Waukesha, came up, they made clear to him his position. He was being made to follow, was not leading. When, in addition, a sharp temper was manifested, and to the process of shouldering him out of his authority was added a rousing intellectual kick, such as a sneer or a cynical laugh, he was unable to keep his temper. He flew into hardly repressed passion, and wished himself clear of the whole household. It seemed a most irritating drag upon all his desires and opportunities.

For all this, he still retained the semblance of leadership and control, even though his wife was straining to revolt. Her display of temper and open assertion of opposition were based upon nothing more than the feeling that she could do it. She had no special evidence wherewith to justify herself  the knowledge of something which would give her both authority and excuse. The latter was all that was lacking, however, to give a solid foundation to what, in a way, seemed groundless discontent. The clear proof of one overt deed was the cold breath needed to convert the lowering clouds of suspicion into a rain of wrath.

An inkling of untoward deeds on the part of Hurstwood had come. Doctor Beale, the handsome resident physician of the neighbourhood, met Mrs. Hurstwood at her own doorstep some days after Hurstwood and Carrie had taken the drive west on Washington Boulevard. Dr. Beale, coming east on the same drive, had recognised Hurstwood, but not before he was quite past him. He was not so sure of Carrie  did not know whether it was Hurstwoods wife or daughter.

You dont speak to your friends when you meet them out driving, do you? he said, jocosely, to Mrs. Hurstwood.

If I see them, I do. Where was I?

On Washington Boulevard, he answered, expecting her eye to light with immediate remembrance.

She shook her head.

Yes, out near Hoyne Avenue. You were with your husband.

I guess youre mistaken, she answered. Then, remembering her husbands part in the affair, she immediately fell a prey to a host of young suspicions, of which, however, she gave no sign.

I know I saw your husband, he went on. I wasnt so sure about you. Perhaps it was your daughter.

Perhaps it was, said Mrs. Hurstwood, knowing full well that such was not the case, as Jessica had been her companion for weeks. She had recovered herself sufficiently to wish to know more of the details.

Was it in the afternoon? she asked, artfully, assuming an air of acquaintanceship with the matter.

Yes, about two or three.

It must have been Jessica, said Mrs. Hurstwood, not wishing to seem to attach any importance to the incident.

The physician had a thought or two of his own, but dismissed the matter as worthy of no further discussion on his part at least.

Mrs. Hurstwood gave this bit of information considerable thought during the next few hours, and even days. She took it for granted that the doctor had really seen her husband, and that he had been riding, most likely, with some other woman, after announcing himself as busy to her. As a consequence, she recalled, with rising feeling, how often he had refused to go to places with her, to share in little visits, or, indeed, take part in any of the social amenities which furnished the diversion of her existence. He had been seen at the theatre with people whom he called Moys friends; now he was seen driving, and, most likely, would have an excuse for that. Perhaps there were others of whom she did not hear, or why should he be so busy, so indifferent, of late? In the last six weeks he had become strangely irritable  strangely satisfied to pick up and go out, whether things were right or wrong in the house. Why?

She recalled, with more subtle emotions, that he did not look at her now with any of the old light of satisfaction or approval in his eye. Evidently, along with other things, he was taking her to be getting old and uninteresting. He saw her wrinkles, perhaps. She was fading, while he was still preening himself in his elegance and youth. He was still an interested factor in the merry-makings of the world, while she  but she did not pursue the thought. She only found the whole situation bitter, and hated him for it thoroughly.

Nothing came of this incident at the time, for the truth is it did not seem conclusive enough to warrant any discussion. Only the atmosphere of distrust and ill-feeling was strengthened, precipitating every now and then little sprinklings of irritable conversation, enlivened by flashes of wrath. The matter of the Waukesha outing was merely a continuation of other things of the same nature.

The day after Carries appearance on the Avery stage, Mrs. Hurstwood visited the races with Jessica and a youth of her acquaintance, Mr. Bart Taylor, the son of the owner of a local house-furnishing establishment. They had driven out early, and, as it chanced, encountered several friends of Hurstwood, all Elks, and two of whom had attended the performance the evening before. A thousand chances the subject of the performance had never been brought up had Jessica not been so engaged by the attentions of her young companion, who usurped as much time as possible. This left Mrs. Hurstwood in the mood to extend the perfunctory greetings of some who knew her into short conversations, and the short conversations of friends into long ones. It was from one who meant but to greet her perfunctorily that this interesting intelligence came.

I see, said this individual, who wore sporting clothes of the most attractive pattern, and had a field-glass strung over his shoulder, that you did not get over to our little entertainment last evening.

No? said Mrs. Hurstwood, inquiringly, and wondering why he should be using the tone he did in noting the fact that she had not been to something she knew nothing about. It was on her lips to say, What was it? when he added, I saw your husband.

Her wonder was at once replaced by the more subtle quality of suspicion.

Yes, she said, cautiously, was it pleasant? He did not tell me much about it.

Very. Really one of the best private theatricals I ever attended. There was one actress who surprised us all.

Indeed, said Mrs. Hurstwood.

Its too bad you couldnt have been there, really. I was sorry to hear you werent feeling well.

Feeling well! Mrs. Hurstwood could have echoed the words after him open-mouthed. As it was, she extricated herself from her mingled impulse to deny and question, and said, almost raspingly:

Yes, it is too bad.

Looks like there will be quite a crowd here to-day, doesnt it? the acquaintance observed, drifting off upon another topic.

The managers wife would have questioned farther, but she saw no opportunity. She was for the moment wholly at sea, anxious to think for herself, and wondering what new deception was this which caused him to give out that she was ill when she was not. Another case of her company not wanted, and excuses being made. She resolved to find out more.

Were you at the performance last evening? she asked of the next of Hurstwoods friends who greeted her, as she sat in her box.

Yes. You didnt get around.

No, she answered, I was not feeling very well.

So your husband told me, he answered. Well, it was really very enjoyable. Turned out much better than I expected.

Were there many there?

The house was full. It was quite an Elk night. I saw quite a number of your friends  Mrs. Harrison, Mrs. Barnes, Mrs. Collins.

Quite a social gathering.

Indeed it was. My wife enjoyed it very much.

Mrs. Hurstwood bit her lip.

So, she thought, thats the way he does. Tells my friends I am sick and cannot come.

She wondered what could induce him to go alone. There was something back of this. She rummaged her brain for a reason.

By evening, when Hurstwood reached home, she had brooded herself into a state of sullen desire for explanation and revenge. She wanted to know what this peculiar action of his imported. She was certain there was more behind it all than what she had heard, and evil curiosity mingled well with distrust and the remnants of her wrath of the morning. She, impending disaster itself, walked about with gathered shadow at the eyes and the rudimentary muscles of savagery fixing the hard lines of her mouth.

On the other hand, as we may well believe, the manager came home in the sunniest mood. His conversation and agreement with Carrie had raised his spirits until he was in the frame of mind of one who sings joyously. He was proud of himself, proud of his success, proud of Carrie. He could have been genial to all the world, and he bore no grudge against his wife. He meant to be pleasant, to forget her presence, to live in the atmosphere of youth and pleasure which had been restored to him.

So now, the house, to his mind, had a most pleasing and comfortable appearance. In the hall he found an evening paper, laid there by the maid and forgotten by Mrs. Hurstwood. In the dining-room the table was clean laid with linen and napery and shiny with glasses and decorated china. Through an open door he saw into the kitchen, where the fire was crackling in the stove and the evening meal already well under way. Out in the small back yard was George, Jr., frolicking with a young dog he had recently purchased, and in the parlour Jessica was playing at the piano, the sounds of a merry waltz filling every nook and corner of the comfortable home. Every one, like himself, seemed to have regained his good spirits, to be in sympathy with youth and beauty, to be inclined to joy and merry-making. He felt as if he could say a good word all around himself, and took a most genial glance at the spread table and polished sideboard before going upstairs to read his paper in the comfortable arm-chair of the sitting-room which looked through the open windows into the street. When he entered there, however, he found his wife brushing her hair and musing to herself the while.

He came lightly in, thinking to smooth over any feeling that might still exist by a kindly word and a ready promise, but Mrs. Hurstwood said nothing. He seated himself in the large chair, stirred lightly in making himself comfortable, opened his paper, and began to read. In a few moments he was smiling merrily over a very comical account of a baseball game which had taken place between the Chicago and Detroit teams.

The while he was doing this Mrs. Hurstwood was observing him casually through the medium of the mirror which was before her. She noticed his pleasant and contented manner, his airy grace and smiling humour, and it merely aggravated her the more. She wondered how he could think to carry himself so in her presence after the cynicism, indifference, and neglect he had heretofore manifested and would continue to manifest so long as she would endure it. She thought how she should like to tell him  what stress and emphasis she would lend her assertions, how she should drive over this whole affair until satisfaction should be rendered her. Indeed, the shining sword of her wrath was but weakly suspended by a thread of thought.

In the meanwhile Hurstwood encountered a humorous item concerning a stranger who had arrived in the city and became entangled with a bunco-steerer. It amused him immensely, and at last he stirred and chuckled to himself. He wished that he might enlist his wifes attention and read it to her.

Ha, ha, he exclaimed softly, as if to himself, thats funny.

Mrs. Hurstwood kept on arranging her hair, not so much as deigning a glance.

He stirred again and went on to another subject. At last he felt as if his good-humour must find some outlet. Julia was probably still out of humour over that affair of this morning, but that could easily be straightened. As a matter of fact, she was in the wrong, but he didnt care. She could go to Waukesha right away if she wanted to. The sooner the better. He would tell her that as soon as he got a chance, and the whole thing would blow over.

Did you notice, he said, at last, breaking forth concerning another item which he had found, that they have entered suit to compel the Illinois Central to get off the lake front, Julia? he asked.

She could scarcely force herself to answer, but managed to say No, sharply.

Hurstwood pricked up his ears. There was a note in her voice which vibrated keenly.

It would be a good thing if they did, he went on, half to himself, half to her, though he felt that something was amiss in that quarter. He withdrew his attention to his paper very circumspectly, listening mentally for the little sounds which should show him what was on foot.

As a matter of fact, no man as clever as Hurstwood  as observant and sensitive to atmospheres of many sorts, particularly upon his own plane of thought  would have made the mistake which he did in regard to his wife, wrought up as she was, had he not been occupied mentally with a very different train of thought. Had not the influence of Carries regard for him, the elation which her promise aroused in him, lasted over, he would not have seen the house in so pleasant a mood. It was not extraordinarily bright and merry this evening. He was merely very much mistaken, and would have been much more fitted to cope with it had he come home in his normal state.

After he had studied his paper a few moments longer, he felt that he ought to modify matters in some way or other. Evidently his wife was not going to patch up peace at a word. So he said:

Where did George get the dog he has there in the yard?

I dont know, she snapped.

He put his paper down on his knees and gazed idly out of the window. He did not propose to lose his temper, but merely to be persistent and agreeable, and by a few questions bring around a mild understanding of some sort.

Why do you feel so bad about that affair of this morning? he said, at last. We neednt quarrel about that. You know you can go to Waukesha if you want to.

So you can stay here and trifle around with some one else? she exclaimed, turning to him a determined countenance upon which was drawn a sharp and wrathful sneer.

He stopped as if slapped in the face. In an instant his persuasive, conciliatory manner fled. He was on the defensive at a wink and puzzled for a word to reply.

What do you mean? he said at last, straightening himself and gazing at the cold, determined figure before him, who paid no attention, but went on arranging herself before the mirror.

You know what I mean, she said, finally, as if there were a world of information which she held in reserve  which she did not need to tell.

Well, I dont, he said, stubbornly, yet nervous and alert for what should come next. The finality of the womans manner took away his feeling of superiority in battle.

She made no answer.

Hmph! he murmured, with a movement of his head to one side. It was the weakest thing he had ever done. It was totally unassured.

Mrs. Hurstwood noticed the lack of colour in it. She turned upon him, animal-like, able to strike an effectual second blow.

I want the Waukesha money to-morrow morning, she said.

He looked at her in amazement. Never before had he seen such a cold, steely determination in her eye  such a cruel look of indifference. She seemed a thorough master of her mood  thoroughly confident and determined to wrest all control from him. He felt that all his resources could not defend him. He must attack.

What do you mean? he said, jumping up. You want! Id like to know whats got into you to-night.

Nothings got into me, she said, flaming. I want that money. You can do your swaggering afterwards.

Swaggering, eh! What! Youll get nothing from me. What do you mean by your insinuations, anyhow?

Where were you last night? she answered. The words were hot as they came. Who were you driving with on Washington Boulevard? Who were you with at the theatre when George saw you? Do you think Im a fool to be duped by you? Do you think Ill sit at home here and take your too busys and cant come, while you parade around and make out that Im unable to come? I want you to know that lordly airs have come to an end so far as I am concerned. You cant dictate to me nor my children. Im through with you entirely.

Its a lie, he said, driven to a corner and knowing no other excuse.

Lie, eh! she said, fiercely, but with returning reserve; you may call it a lie if you want to, but I know.

Its a lie, I tell you, he said, in a low, sharp voice. Youve been searching around for some cheap accusation for months, and now you think you have it. You think youll spring something and get the upper hand. Well, I tell you, you cant. As long as Im in this house Im master of it, and you or any one else wont dictate to me  do you hear?

He crept toward her with a light in his eye that was ominous. Something in the womans cool, cynical, upper-handish manner, as if she were already master, caused him to feel for the moment as if he could strangle her.

She gazed at him  a pythoness in humour.

Im not dictating to you, she returned; Im telling you what I want.

The answer was so cool, so rich in bravado, that somehow it took the wind out of his sails. He could not attack her, he could not ask her for proofs. Somehow he felt evidence, law, the remembrance of all his property which she held in her name, to be shining in her glance. He was like a vessel, powerful and dangerous, but rolling and floundering without sail.

And Im telling you, he said in the end, slightly recovering himself, what youll not get.

Well see about it, she said. Ill find out what my rights are. Perhaps youll talk to a lawyer, if you wont to me.

It was a magnificent play, and had its effect. Hurstwood fell back beaten. He knew now that he had more than mere bluff to contend with. He felt that he was face to face with a dull proposition. What to say he hardly knew. All the merriment had gone out of the day. He was disturbed, wretched, resentful. What should he do?

Do as you please, he said, at last. Ill have nothing more to do with you, and out he strode.


CHAPTER XXIII

A SPIRIT IN TRAVAIL: ONE RUNG PUT BEHIND

When Carrie reached her own room she had already fallen a prey to those doubts and misgivings which are ever the result of a lack of decision. She could not persuade herself as to the advisability of her promise, or that now, having given her word, she ought to keep it. She went over the whole ground in Hurstwoods absence, and discovered little objections that had not occurred to her in the warmth of the managers argument. She saw where she had put herself in a peculiar light, namely, that of agreeing to marry when she was already supposedly married. She remembered a few things Drouet had done, and now that it came to walking away from him without a word, she felt as if she were doing wrong. Now, she was comfortably situated, and to one who is more or less afraid of the world, this is an urgent matter, and one which puts up strange, uncanny arguments. You do not know what will come. There are miserable things outside. People go a-begging. Women are wretched. You never can tell what will happen. Remember the time you were hungry. Stick to what you have.

Curiously, for all her leaning towards Hurstwood, he had not taken a firm hold on her understanding. She was listening, smiling, approving, and yet not finally agreeing. This was due to a lack of power on his part, a lack of that majesty of passion that sweeps the mind from its seat, fuses and melts all arguments and theories into a tangled mass, and destroys for the time being the reasoning power. This majesty of passion is possessed by nearly every man once in his life, but it is usually an attribute of youth and conduces to the first successful mating.

Hurstwood, being an older man, could scarcely be said to retain the fire of youth, though he did possess a passion warm and unreasoning. It was strong enough to induce the leaning toward him which, on Carries part, we have seen. She might have been said to be imagining herself in love, when she was not. Women frequently do this. It flows from the fact that in each exists a bias toward affection, a craving for the pleasure of being loved. The longing to be shielded, bettered, sympathised with, is one of the attributes of the sex. This, coupled with sentiment and a natural tendency to emotion, often makes refusing difficult. It persuades them that they are in love.

Once at home, she changed her clothes and straightened the rooms for herself. In the matter of the arrangement of the furniture she never took the house-maids opinion. That young woman invariably put one of the rocking-chairs in the corner, and Carrie as regularly moved it out. To-day she hardly noticed that it was in the wrong place, so absorbed was she in her own thoughts. She worked about the room until Drouet put in appearance at five oclock. The drummer was flushed and excited and full of determination to know all about her relations with Hurstwood. Nevertheless, after going over the subject in his mind the livelong day, he was rather weary of it and wished it over with. He did not foresee serious consequences of any sort, and yet he rather hesitated to begin. Carrie was sitting by the window when he came in, rocking and looking out.

Well, she said innocently, weary of her own mental discussion and wondering at his haste and ill-concealed excitement, what makes you hurry so?

Drouet hesitated, now that he was in her presence, uncertain as to what course to pursue. He was no diplomat. He could neither read nor see.

When did you get home? he asked foolishly.

Oh, an hour or so ago. What makes you ask that?

You werent here, he said, when I came back this morning, and I thought you had gone out.

So I did, said Carrie simply. I went for a walk.

Drouet looked at her wonderingly. For all his lack of dignity in such matters he did not know how to begin. He stared at her in the most flagrant manner until at last she said:

What makes you stare at me so? Whats the matter?

Nothing, he answered. I was just thinking.

Just thinking what? she returned smilingly, puzzled by his attitude.

Oh, nothing  nothing much.

Well, then, what makes you look so?

Drouet was standing by the dresser, gazing at her in a comic manner. He had laid off his hat and gloves and was now fidgeting with the little toilet pieces which were nearest him. He hesitated to believe that the pretty woman before him was involved in anything so unsatisfactory to himself. He was very much inclined to feel that it was all right, after all. Yet the knowledge imparted to him by the chambermaid was rankling in his mind. He wanted to plunge in with a straight remark of some sort, but he knew not what.

Where did you go this morning? he finally asked weakly.

Why, I went for a walk, said Carrie.

Sure you did? he asked.

Yes, what makes you ask?

She was beginning to see now that he knew something. Instantly she drew herself into a more reserved position. Her cheeks blanched slightly.

I thought maybe you didnt, he said, beating about the bush in the most useless manner.

Carrie gazed at him, and as she did so her ebbing courage halted. She saw that he himself was hesitating, and with a womans intuition realised that there was no occasion for great alarm.

What makes you talk like that? she asked, wrinkling her pretty forehead. You act so funny to-night.

I feel funny, he answered.

They looked at one another for a moment, and then Drouet plunged desperately into his subject.

Whats this about you and Hurstwood? he asked.

Me and Hurstwood  what do you mean?

Didnt he come here a dozen times while I was away?

A dozen times, repeated Carrie, guiltily. No, but what do you mean?

Somebody said that you went out riding with him and that he came here every night.

No such thing, answered Carrie. It isnt true. Who told you that?

She was flushing scarlet to the roots of her hair, but Drouet did not catch the full hue of her face, owing to the modified light of the room. He was regaining much confidence as Carrie defended herself with denials.

Well, some one, he said. Youre sure you didnt?

Certainly, said Carrie. You know how often he came.

Drouet paused for a moment and thought.

I know what you told me, he said finally.

He moved nervously about, while Carrie looked at him confusedly.

Well, I know that I didnt tell you any such thing as that, said Carrie, recovering herself.

If I were you, went on Drouet, ignoring her last remark, I wouldnt have anything to do with him. Hes a married man, you know.

Who  who is? said Carrie, stumbling at the word.

Why, Hurstwood, said Drouet, noting the effect and feeling that he was delivering a telling blow.

Hurstwood! exclaimed Carrie, rising. Her face had changed several shades since this announcement was made. She looked within and without herself in a half-dazed way.

Who told you this? she asked, forgetting that her interest was out of order and exceedingly incriminating.

Why, I know it. Ive always known it, said Drouet.

Carrie was feeling about for a right thought. She was making a most miserable showing, and yet feelings were generating within her which were anything but crumbling cowardice.

I thought I told you, he added.

No, you didnt, she contradicted, suddenly recovering her voice. You didnt do anything of the kind.

Drouet listened to her in astonishment. This was something new.

I thought I did, he said.

Carrie looked around her very solemnly, and then went over to the window.

You oughtnt to have had anything to do with him, said Drouet in an injured tone, after all Ive done for you.

You, said Carrie, you! What have you done for me?

Her little brain had been surging with contradictory feelings  shame at exposure, shame at Hurstwoods perfidy, anger at Drouets deception, the mockery he had made of her. Now one clear idea came into her head. He was at fault. There was no doubt about it. Why did he bring Hurstwood out  Hurstwood, a married man, and never say a word to her? Never mind now about Hurstwoods perfidy  why had he done this? Why hadnt he warned her? There he stood now, guilty of this miserable breach of confidence and talking about what he had done for her!

Well, I like that, exclaimed Drouet, little realising the fire his remark had generated. I think Ive done a good deal.

You have, eh? she answered. Youve deceived me  thats what youve done. Youve brought your old friends out here under false pretences. Youve made me out to be  Oh, and with this her voice broke and she pressed her two little hands together tragically.

I dont see what thats got to do with it, said the drummer quaintly.

No, she answered, recovering herself and shutting her teeth. No, of course you dont see. There isnt anything you see. You couldnt have told me in the first place, could you? You had to make me out wrong until it was too late. Now you come sneaking around with your information and your talk about what you have done.

Drouet had never suspected this side of Carries nature. She was alive with feeling, her eyes snapping, her lips quivering, her whole body sensible of the injury she felt, and partaking of her wrath.

Whos sneaking? he asked, mildly conscious of error on his part, but certain that he was wronged.

You are, stamped Carrie. Youre a horrid, conceited coward, thats what you are. If you had any sense of manhood in you, you wouldnt have thought of doing any such thing.

The drummer stared.

Im not a coward, he said. What do you mean by going with other men, anyway?

Other men! exclaimed Carrie. Other men  you know better than that. I did go with Mr. Hurstwood, but whose fault was it? Didnt you bring him here? You told him yourself that he should come out here and take me out. Now, after its all over, you come and tell me that I oughtnt to go with him and that hes a married man.

She paused at the sound of the last two words and wrung her hands. The knowledge of Hurstwoods perfidy wounded her like a knife.

Oh, she sobbed, repressing herself wonderfully and keeping her eyes dry. Oh, oh!

Well, I didnt think youd be running around with him when I was away, insisted Drouet.

Didnt think! said Carrie, now angered to the core by the mans peculiar attitude. Of course not. You thought only of what would be to your satisfaction. You thought youd make a toy of me  a plaything. Well, Ill show you that you wont. Ill have nothing more to do with you at all. You can take your old things and keep them, and unfastening a little pin he had given her, she flung it vigorously upon the floor and began to move about as if to gather up the things which belonged to her.

By this Drouet was not only irritated but fascinated the more. He looked at her in amazement, and finally said:

I dont see where your wrath comes in. Ive got the right of this thing. You oughtnt to have done anything that wasnt right after all I did for you.

What have you done for me? asked Carrie blazing, her head thrown back and her lips parted.

I think Ive done a good deal, said the drummer, looking around. Ive given you all the clothes you wanted, havent I? Ive taken you everywhere you wanted to go. Youve had as much as Ive had, and more too.

Carrie was not ungrateful, whatever else might be said of her. In so far as her mind could construe, she acknowledged benefits received. She hardly knew how to answer this, and yet her wrath was not placated. She felt that the drummer had injured her irreparably.

Did I ask you to? she returned.

Well, I did it, said Drouet, and you took it.

You talk as though I had persuaded you, answered Carrie. You stand there and throw up what youve done. I dont want your old things. Ill not have them. You take them to-night and do what you please with them. Ill not stay here another minute.

Thats nice! he answered, becoming angered now at the sense of his own approaching loss. Use everything and abuse me and then walk off. Thats just like a woman. I take you when you havent got anything, and then when some one else comes along, why Im no good. I always thought itd come out that way.

He felt really hurt as he thought of his treatment, and looked as if he saw no way of obtaining justice.

Its not so, said Carrie, and Im not going with anybody else. You have been as miserable and inconsiderate as you can be. I hate you, I tell you, and I wouldnt live with you another minute. Youre a big, insulting  here she hesitated and used no word at all or you wouldnt talk that way.

She had secured her hat and jacket and slipped the latter on over her little evening dress. Some wisps of wavy hair had loosened from the bands at the side of her head and were straggling over her hot, red cheeks. She was angry, mortified, grief-stricken. Her large eyes were full of the anguish of tears, but her lids were not yet wet. She was distracted and uncertain, deciding and doing things without an aim or conclusion, and she had not the slightest conception of how the whole difficulty would end.

Well, thats a fine finish, said Drouet. Pack up and pull out, eh? You take the cake. I bet you were knocking around with Hurstwood or you wouldnt act like that. I dont want the old rooms. You neednt pull out for me. You can have them for all I care, but bGeorge, you havent done me right.

Ill not live with you, said Carrie. I dont want to live with you. Youve done nothing but brag around ever since youve been here.

Aw, I havent anything of the kind, he answered.

Carrie walked over to the door.

Where are you going? he said, stepping over and heading her off.

Let me out, she said.

Where are you going? he repeated.

He was, above all, sympathetic, and the sight of Carrie wandering out, he knew not where, affected him, despite his grievance.

Carrie merely pulled at the door.

The strain of the situation was too much for her, however. She made one more vain effort and then burst into tears.

Now, be reasonable, Cad, said Drouet gently. What do you want to rush out for this way? You havent any place to go. Why not stay here now and be quiet? Ill not bother you. I dont want to stay here any longer.

Carrie had gone sobbing from the door to the window. She was so overcome she could not speak.

Be reasonable now, he said. I dont want to hold you. You can go if you want to, but why dont you think it over? Lord knows, I dont want to stop you.

He received no answer. Carrie was quieting, however, under the influence of his plea.

You stay here now, and Ill go, he added at last.

Carrie listened to this with mingled feelings. Her mind was shaken loose from the little mooring of logic that it had. She was stirred by this thought, angered by that  her own injustice, Hurstwoods, Drouets, their respective qualities of kindness and favour, the threat of the world outside, in which she had failed once before, the impossibility of this state inside, where the chambers were no longer justly hers, the effect of the argument upon her nerves, all combined to make her a mass of jangling fibres  an anchorless, storm-beaten little craft which could do absolutely nothing but drift.

Say, said Drouet, coming over to her after a few moments, with a new idea, and putting his hand upon her.

Dont! said Carrie, drawing away, but not removing her handkerchief from her eyes.

Never mind about this quarrel now. Let it go. You stay here until the months out, anyhow, and then you can tell better what you want to do. Eh?

Carrie made no answer.

Youd better do that, he said. Theres no use your packing up now. You cant go anywhere.

Still he got nothing for his words.

If youll do that, well call it off for the present and Ill get out.

Carrie lowered her handkerchief slightly and looked out of the window.

Will you do that? he asked.

Still no answer.

Will you? he repeated.

She only looked vaguely into the street.

Aw! come on, he said, tell me. Will you?

I dont know, said Carrie softly, forced to answer.

Promise me youll do that, he said, and well quit talking about it. Itll be the best thing for you.

Carrie heard him, but she could not bring herself to answer reasonably. She felt that the man was gentle, and that his interest in her had not abated, and it made her suffer a pang of regret. She was in a most helpless plight.

As for Drouet, his attitude had been that of the jealous lover. Now his feelings were a mixture of anger at deception, sorrow at losing Carrie, misery at being defeated. He wanted his rights in some way or other, and yet his rights included the retaining of Carrie, the making her feel her error.

Will you? he urged.

Well, Ill see, said Carrie.

This left the matter as open as before, but it was something. It looked as if the quarrel would blow over, if they could only get some way of talking to one another. Carrie was ashamed, and Drouet aggrieved. He pretended to take up the task of packing some things in a valise.

Now, as Carrie watched him out of the corner of her eye, certain sound thoughts came into her head. He had erred, true, but what had she done? He was kindly and good-natured for all his egotism. Throughout this argument he had said nothing very harsh. On the other hand, there was Hurstwood  a greater deceiver than he. He had pretended all this affection, all this passion, and he was lying to her all the while. Oh, the perfidy of men! And she had loved him. There could be nothing more in that quarter. She would see Hurstwood no more. She would write him and let him know what she thought. Thereupon what would she do? Here were these rooms. Here was Drouet, pleading for her to remain. Evidently things could go on here somewhat as before, if all were arranged. It would be better than the street, without a place to lay her head.

All this she thought of as Drouet rummaged the drawers for collars and laboured long and painstakingly at finding a shirt-stud. He was in no hurry to rush this matter. He felt an attraction to Carrie which would not down. He could not think that the thing would end by his walking out of the room. There must be some way round, some way to make her own up that he was right and she was wrong  to patch up a peace and shut out Hurstwood for ever. Mercy, how he turned at the mans shameless duplicity.

Do you think, he said, after a few moments silence, that youll try and get on the stage?

He was wondering what she was intending.

I dont know what Ill do yet, said Carrie.

If you do, maybe I can help you. Ive got a lot of friends in that line.

She made no answer to this.

Dont go and try to knock around now without any money. Let me help you, he said. Its no easy thing to go on your own hook here.

Carrie only rocked back and forth in her chair.

I dont want you to go up against a hard game that way.

He bestirred himself about some other details and Carrie rocked on.

Why dont you tell me all about this thing, he said, after a time, and lets call it off? You dont really care for Hurstwood, do you?

Why do you want to start on that again? said Carrie. You were to blame.

No, I wasnt, he answered.

Yes, you were, too, said Carrie. You shouldnt have ever told me such a story as that.

But you didnt have much to do with him, did you? went on Drouet, anxious for his own peace of mind to get some direct denial from her.

I wont talk about it, said Carrie, pained at the quizzical turn the peace arrangement had taken.

Whats the use of acting like that now, Cad? insisted the drummer, stopping in his work and putting up a hand expressively. You might let me know where I stand, at least.

I wont, said Carrie, feeling no refuge but in anger. Whatever has happened is your own fault.

Then you do care for him? said Drouet, stopping completely and experiencing a rush of feeling.

Oh, stop! said Carrie.

Well, Ill not be made a fool of, exclaimed Drouet. You may trifle around with him if you want to, but you cant lead me. You can tell me or not, just as you want to, but I wont fool any longer!

He shoved the last few remaining things he had laid out into his valise and snapped it with a vengeance. Then he grabbed his coat, which he had laid off to work, picked up his gloves, and started out.

You can go to the deuce as far as I am concerned, he said, as he reached the door. Im no sucker, and with that he opened it with a jerk and closed it equally vigorously.

Carrie listened at her window view, more astonished than anything else at this sudden rise of passion in the drummer. She could hardly believe her senses  so good-natured and tractable had he invariably been. It was not for her to see the wellspring of human passion. A real flame of love is a subtle thing. It burns as a will-o-the-wisp, dancing onward to fairylands of delight. It roars as a furnace. Too often jealousy is the quality upon which it feeds.


CHAPTER XXIV

ASHES OF TINDER: A FACE AT THE WINDOW

That night Hurstwood remained down town entirely, going to the Palmer House for a bed after his work was through. He was in a fevered state of mind, owing to the blight his wifes action threatened to cast upon his entire future. While he was not sure how much significance might be attached to the threat she had made, he was sure that her attitude, if long continued, would cause him no end of trouble. She was determined, and had worsted him in a very important contest. How would it be from now on? He walked the floor of his little office, and later that of his room, putting one thing and another together to no avail.

Mrs. Hurstwood, on the contrary, had decided not to lose her advantage by inaction. Now that she had practically cowed him, she would follow up her work with demands, the acknowledgment of which would make her word law in the future. He would have to pay her the money which she would now regularly demand or there would be trouble. It did not matter what he did. She really did not care whether he came home any more or not. The household would move along much more pleasantly without him, and she could do as she wished without consulting any one. Now she proposed to consult a lawyer and hire a detective. She would find out at once just what advantages she could gain.

Hurstwood walked the floor, mentally arranging the chief points of his situation. She has that property in her name, he kept saying to himself. What a fool trick that was. Curse it! What a fool move that was.

He also thought of his managerial position. If she raises a row now Ill lose this thing. They wont have me around if my name gets in the papers. My friends, too! He grew more angry as he thought of the talk any action on her part would create. How would the papers talk about it? Every man he knew would be wondering. He would have to explain and deny and make a general mark of himself. Then Moy would come and confer with him and there would be the devil to pay.

Many little wrinkles gathered between his eyes as he contemplated this, and his brow moistened. He saw no solution of anything  not a loophole left.

Through all this thoughts of Carrie flashed upon him, and the approaching affair of Saturday. Tangled as all his matters were, he did not worry over that. It was the one pleasing thing in this whole rout of trouble. He could arrange that satisfactorily, for Carrie would be glad to wait, if necessary. He would see how things turned out to-morrow, and then he would talk to her. They were going to meet as usual. He saw only her pretty face and neat figure and wondered why life was not arranged so that such joy as he found with her could be steadily maintained. How much more pleasant it would be. Then he would take up his wifes threat again, and the wrinkles and moisture would return.

In the morning he came over from the hotel and opened his mail, but there was nothing in it outside the ordinary run. For some reason he felt as if something might come that way, and was relieved when all the envelopes had been scanned and nothing suspicious noticed. He began to feel the appetite that had been wanting before he had reached the office, and decided before going out to the park to meet Carrie to drop in at the Grand Pacific and have a pot of coffee and some rolls. While the danger had not lessened, it had not as yet materialised, and with him no news was good news. If he could only get plenty of time to think, perhaps something would turn up. Surely, surely, this thing would not drift along to catastrophe and he not find a way out.

His spirits fell, however, when, upon reaching the park, he waited and waited and Carrie did not come. He held his favourite post for an hour or more, then arose and began to walk about restlessly. Could something have happened out there to keep her away? Could she have been reached by his wife? Surely not. So little did he consider Drouet that it never once occurred to him to worry about his finding out. He grew restless as he ruminated, and then decided that perhaps it was nothing. She had not been able to get away this morning. That was why no letter notifying him had come. He would get one to-day. It would probably be on his desk when he got back. He would look for it at once.

After a time he gave up waiting and drearily headed for the Madison car. To add to his distress, the bright blue sky became overcast with little fleecy clouds which shut out the sun. The wind veered to the east, and by the time he reached his office it was threatening to drizzle all afternoon.

He went in and examined his letters, but there was nothing from Carrie. Fortunately, there was nothing from his wife either. He thanked his stars that he did not have to confront that proposition just now when he needed to think so much. He walked the floor again, pretending to be in an ordinary mood, but secretly troubled beyond the expression of words.

At one-thirty he went to Rectors for lunch, and when he returned a messenger was waiting for him. He looked at the little chap with a feeling of doubt.

Im to bring an answer, said the boy.

Hurstwood recognised his wifes writing. He tore it open and read without a show of feeling. It began in the most formal manner and was sharply and coldly worded throughout.

I want you to send the money I asked for at once. I need it to carry out my plans. You can stay away if you want to. It doesnt matter in the least. But I must have some money. So dont delay, but send it by the boy.

When he had finished it, he stood holding it in his hands. The audacity of the thing took his breath. It roused his ire also  the deepest element of revolt in him. His first impulse was to write but four words in reply Go to the devil!  but he compromised by telling the boy that there would be no reply. Then he sat down in his chair and gazed without seeing, contemplating the result of his work. What would she do about that? The confounded wretch! Was she going to try to bulldoze him into submission? He would go up there and have it out with her, thats what he would do. She was carrying things with too high a hand. These were his first thoughts.

Later, however, his old discretion asserted itself. Something had to be done. A climax was near and she would not sit idle. He knew her well enough to know that when she had decided upon a plan she would follow it up. Possibly matters would go into a lawyers hands at once.

Damn her! he said softly, with his teeth firmly set, Ill make it hot for her if she causes me trouble. Ill make her change her tone if I have to use force to do it!

He arose from his chair and went and looked out into the street. The long drizzle had begun. Pedestrians had turned up collars, and trousers at the bottom. Hands were hidden in the pockets of the umbrellaless; umbrellas were up. The street looked like a sea of round black cloth roofs, twisting, bobbing, moving. Trucks and vans were rattling in a noisy line and everywhere men were shielding themselves as best they could. He scarcely noticed the picture. He was forever confronting his wife, demanding of her to change her attitude toward him before he worked her bodily harm.

At four oclock another note came, which simply said that if the money was not forthcoming that evening the matter would be laid before Fitzgerald and Moy on the morrow, and other steps would be taken to get it.

Hurstwood almost exclaimed out loud at the insistency of this thing. Yes, he would send her the money. Hed take it to her  he would go up there and have a talk with her, and that at once.

He put on his hat and looked around for his umbrella. He would have some arrangement of this thing.

He called a cab and was driven through the dreary rain to the North Side. On the way his temper cooled as he thought of the details of the case. What did she know? What had she done? Maybe shed got hold of Carrie, who knows  or  or Drouet. Perhaps she really had evidence, and was prepared to fell him as a man does another from secret ambush. She was shrewd. Why should she taunt him this way unless she had good grounds?

He began to wish that he had compromised in some way or other  that he had sent the money. Perhaps he could do it up here. He would go in and see, anyhow. He would have no row.

By the time he reached his own street he was keenly alive to the difficulties of his situation and wished over and over that some solution would offer itself, that he could see his way out. He alighted and went up the steps to the front door, but it was with a nervous palpitation of the heart. He pulled out his key and tried to insert it, but another key was on the inside. He shook at the knob, but the door was locked. Then he rang the bell. No answer. He rang again  this time harder. Still no answer. He jangled it fiercely several times in succession, but without avail. Then he went below.

There was a door which opened under the steps into the kitchen, protected by an iron grating, intended as a safeguard against burglars. When he reached this he noticed that it also was bolted and that the kitchen windows were down. What could it mean? He rang the bell and then waited. Finally, seeing that no one was coming, he turned and went back to his cab.

I guess theyve gone out, he said apologetically to the individual who was hiding his red face in a loose tarpaulin rain-coat.

I saw a young girl up in that winder, returned the cabby.

Hurstwood looked, but there was no face there now. He climbed moodily into the cab, relieved and distressed.

So this was the game, was it? Shut him out and make him pay. Well, by the Lord, that did beat all!


CHAPTER XXV

ASHES OF TINDER: THE LOOSING OF STAYS

When Hurstwood got back to his office again he was in a greater quandary than ever. Lord, Lord, he thought, what had he got into? How could things have taken such a violent turn, and so quickly? He could hardly realise how it had all come about. It seemed a monstrous, unnatural, unwarranted condition which had suddenly descended upon him without his let or hindrance.

Meanwhile he gave a thought now and then to Carrie. What could be the trouble in that quarter? No letter had come, no word of any kind, and yet here it was late in the evening and she had agreed to meet him that morning. To-morrow they were to have met and gone off  where? He saw that in the excitement of recent events he had not formulated a plan upon that score. He was desperately in love, and would have taken great chances to win her under ordinary circumstances, but now  now what? Supposing she had found out something? Supposing she, too, wrote him and told him that she knew all  that she would have nothing more to do with him? It would be just like this to happen as things were going now. Meanwhile he had not sent the money.

He strolled up and down the polished floor of the resort, his hands in his pockets, his brow wrinkled, his mouth set. He was getting some vague comfort out of a good cigar, but it was no panacea for the ill which affected him. Every once in a while he would clinch his fingers and tap his foot  signs of the stirring mental process he was undergoing. His whole nature was vigorously and powerfully shaken up, and he was finding what limits the mind has to endurance. He drank more brandy and soda than he had any evening in months. He was altogether a fine example of great mental perturbation.

For all his study nothing came of the evening except this  he sent the money. It was with great opposition, after two or three hours of the most urgent mental affirmation and denial, that at last he got an envelope, placed in it the requested amount, and slowly sealed it up.

Then he called Harry, the boy of all work around the place.

You take this to this address, he said, handing him the envelope, and give it to Mrs. Hurstwood.

Yes, sir, said the boy.

If she isnt there bring it back.

Yes, sir.

Youve seen my wife? he asked as a precautionary measure as the boy turned to go.

Oh, yes, sir. I know her.

All right, now. Hurry right back.

Any answer?

I guess not.

The boy hastened away and the manager fell to his musings. Now he had done it. There was no use speculating over that. He was beaten for to-night and he might just as well make the best of it. But, oh, the wretchedness of being forced this way! He could see her meeting the boy at the door and smiling sardonically. She would take the envelope and know that she had triumphed. If he only had that letter back he wouldnt send it. He breathed heavily and wiped the moisture from his face.

For relief, he arose and joined in conversation with a few friends who were drinking. He tried to get the interest of things about him, but it was not to be. All the time his thoughts would run out to his home and see the scene being therein enacted. All the time he was wondering what she would say when the boy handed her the envelope.

In about an hour and three-quarters the boy returned. He had evidently delivered the package, for, as he came up, he made no sign of taking anything out of his pocket.

Well? said Hurstwood.

I gave it to her.

My wife?

Yes, sir.

Any answer?

She said it was high time.

Hurstwood scowled fiercely.

There was no more to be done upon that score that night. He went on brooding over his situation until midnight, when he repaired again to the Palmer House. He wondered what the morning would bring forth, and slept anything but soundly upon it.

Next day he went again to the office and opened his mail, suspicious and hopeful of its contents. No word from Carrie. Nothing from his wife, which was pleasant.

The fact that he had sent the money and that she had received it worked to the ease of his mind, for, as the thought that he had done it receded, his chagrin at it grew less and his hope of peace more. He fancied, as he sat at his desk, that nothing would be done for a week or two. Meanwhile, he would have time to think.

This process of thinking began by a reversion to Carrie and the arrangement by which he was to get her away from Drouet. How about that now? His pain at her failure to meet or write him rapidly increased as he devoted himself to this subject. He decided to write her care of the West Side Post-office and ask for an explanation, as well as to have her meet him. The thought that this letter would probably not reach her until Monday chafed him exceedingly. He must get some speedier method  but how?

He thought upon it for a half-hour, not contemplating a messenger or a cab direct to the house, owing to the exposure of it, but finding that time was slipping away to no purpose, he wrote the letter and then began to think again.

The hours slipped by, and with them the possibility of the union he had contemplated. He had thought to be joyously aiding Carrie by now in the task of joining her interests to his, and here it was afternoon and nothing done. Three oclock came, four, five, six, and no letter. The helpless manager paced the floor and grimly endured the gloom of defeat. He saw a busy Saturday ushered out, the Sabbath in, and nothing done. All day, the bar being closed, he brooded alone, shut out from home, from the excitement of his resort, from Carrie, and without the ability to alter his condition one iota. It was the worst Sunday he had spent in his life.

In Mondays second mail he encountered a very legal-looking letter, which held his interest for some time. It bore the imprint of the law offices of McGregor, James and Hay, and with a very formal Dear Sir, and We beg to state, went on to inform him briefly that they had been retained by Mrs. Julia Hurstwood to adjust certain matters which related to her sustenance and property rights, and would he kindly call and see them about the matter at once.

He read it through carefully several times, and then merely shook his head. It seemed as if his family troubles were just beginning.

Well! he said after a time, quite audibly, I dont know.

Then he folded it up and put it in his pocket.

To add to his misery there was no word from Carrie. He was quite certain now that she knew he was married and was angered at his perfidy. His loss seemed all the more bitter now that he needed her most. He thought he would go out and insist on seeing her if she did not send him word of some sort soon. He was really affected most miserably of all by this desertion. He had loved her earnestly enough, but now that the possibility of losing her stared him in the face she seemed much more attractive. He really pined for a word, and looked out upon her with his minds eye in the most wistful manner. He did not propose to lose her, whatever she might think. Come what might, he would adjust this matter, and soon. He would go to her and tell her all his family complications. He would explain to her just where he stood and how much he needed her. Surely she couldnt go back on him now? It wasnt possible. He would plead until her anger would melt  until she would forgive him.

Suddenly he thought: Supposing she isnt out there  suppose she has gone?

He was forced to take his feet. It was too much to think of and sit still.

Nevertheless, his rousing availed him nothing.

On Tuesday it was the same way. He did manage to bring himself into the mood to go out to Carrie, but when he got in Ogden Place he thought he saw a man watching him and went away. He did not go within a block of the house.

One of the galling incidents of this visit was that he came back on a Randolph Street car, and without noticing arrived almost opposite the building of the concern with which his son was connected. This sent a pang through his heart. He had called on his boy there several times. Now the lad had not sent him a word. His absence did not seem to be noticed by either of his children. Well, well, fortune plays a man queer tricks. He got back to his office and joined in a conversation with friends. It was as if idle chatter deadened the sense of misery.

That night he dined at Rectors and returned at once to his office. In the bustle and show of the latter was his only relief. He troubled over many little details and talked perfunctorily to everybody. He stayed at his desk long after all others had gone, and only quitted it when the night watchman on his round pulled at the front door to see if it was safely locked.

On Wednesday he received another polite note from McGregor, James and Hay. It read:

Dear Sir: We beg to inform you that we are instructed to wait until to-morrow (Thursday) at one oclock, before filing suit against you, on behalf of Mrs. Julia Hurstwood, for divorce and alimony. If we do not hear from you before that time we shall consider that you do not wish to compromise the matter in any way and act accordingly.

Very truly yours, etc.

Compromise! exclaimed Hurstwood bitterly. Compromise!

Again he shook his head.

So here it was spread out clear before him, and now he knew what to expect. If he didnt go and see them they would sue him promptly. If he did, he would be offered terms that would make his blood boil. He folded the letter and put it with the other one. Then he put on his hat and went for a turn about the block.


CHAPTER XXVI

THE AMBASSADOR FALLEN: A SEARCH FOR THE GATE

Carrie, left alone by Drouet, listened to his retreating steps, scarcely realising what had happened. She knew that he had stormed out. It was some moments before she questioned whether he would return, not now exactly, but ever. She looked around her upon the rooms, out of which the evening light was dying, and wondered why she did not feel quite the same towards them. She went over to the dresser and struck a match, lighting the gas. Then she went back to the rocker to think.

It was some time before she could collect her thoughts, but when she did, this truth began to take on importance. She was quite alone. Suppose Drouet did not come back? Suppose she should never hear anything more of him? This fine arrangement of chambers would not last long. She would have to quit them.

To her credit, be it said, she never once counted on Hurstwood. She could only approach that subject with a pang of sorrow and regret. For a truth, she was rather shocked and frightened by this evidence of human depravity. He would have tricked her without turning an eyelash. She would have been led into a newer and worse situation. And yet she could not keep out the pictures of his looks and manners. Only this one deed seemed strange and miserable. It contrasted sharply with all she felt and knew concerning the man.

But she was alone. That was the greater thought just at present. How about that? Would she go out to work again? Would she begin to look around in the business district? The stage! Oh, yes. Drouet had spoken about that. Was there any hope there? She moved to and fro, in deep and varied thoughts, while the minutes slipped away and night fell completely. She had had nothing to eat, and yet there she sat, thinking it over.

She remembered that she was hungry and went to the little cupboard in the rear room where were the remains of one of their breakfasts. She looked at these things with certain misgivings. The contemplation of food had more significance than usual.

While she was eating she began to wonder how much money she had. It struck her as exceedingly important, and without ado she went to look for her purse. It was on the dresser, and in it were seven dollars in bills and some change. She quailed as she thought of the insignificance of the amount and rejoiced because the rent was paid until the end of the month. She began also to think what she would have done if she had gone out into the street when she first started. By the side of that situation, as she looked at it now, the present seemed agreeable. She had a little time at least, and then, perhaps, everything would come out all right, after all.

Drouet had gone, but what of it? He did not seem seriously angry. He only acted as if he were huffy. He would come back  of course he would. There was his cane in the corner. Here was one of his collars. He had left his light overcoat in the wardrobe. She looked about and tried to assure herself with the sight of a dozen such details, but, alas, the secondary thought arrived. Supposing he did come back. Then what?

Here was another proposition nearly, if not quite, as disturbing. She would have to talk with and explain to him. He would want her to admit that he was right. It would be impossible for her to live with him.

On Friday Carrie remembered her appointment with Hurstwood, and the passing of the hour when she should, by all right of promise, have been in his company served to keep the calamity which had befallen her exceedingly fresh and clear. In her nervousness and stress of mind she felt it necessary to act, and consequently put on a brown street dress, and at eleven oclock started to visit the business portion once again. She must look for work.

The rain, which threatened at twelve and began at one, served equally well to cause her to retrace her steps and remain within doors as it did to reduce Hurstwoods spirits and give him a wretched day.

The morrow was Saturday, a half-holiday in many business quarters, and besides it was a balmy, radiant day, with the trees and grass shining exceedingly green after the rain of the night before. When she went out the sparrows were twittering merrily in joyous choruses. She could not help feeling, as she looked across the lovely park, that life was a joyous thing for those who did not need to worry, and she wished over and over that something might interfere now to preserve for her the comfortable state which she had occupied. She did not want Drouet or his money when she thought of it, nor anything more to do with Hurstwood, but only the content and ease of mind she had experienced, for, after all, she had been happy  happier, at least, than she was now when confronted by the necessity of making her way alone.

When she arrived in the business part it was quite eleven oclock, and the business had little longer to run. She did not realise this at first, being affected by some of the old distress which was a result of her earlier adventure into this strenuous and exacting quarter. She wandered about, assuring herself that she was making up her mind to look for something, and at the same time feeling that perhaps it was not necessary to be in such haste about it. The thing was difficult to encounter, and she had a few days. Besides, she was not sure that she was really face to face again with the bitter problem of self-sustenance. Anyhow, there was one change for the better. She knew that she had improved in appearance. Her manner had vastly changed. Her clothes were becoming, and men  well-dressed men, some of the kind who before had gazed at her indifferently from behind their polished railings and imposing office partitions  now gazed into her face with a soft light in their eyes. In a way, she felt the power and satisfaction of the thing, but it did not wholly reassure her. She looked for nothing save what might come legitimately and without the appearance of special favour. She wanted something, but no man should buy her by false protestations or favour. She proposed to earn her living honestly.

This store closes at one on Saturdays, was a pleasing and satisfactory legend to see upon doors which she felt she ought to enter and inquire for work. It gave her an excuse, and after encountering quite a number of them, and noting that the clock registered 12.15, she decided that it would be no use to seek further to-day, so she got on a car and went to Lincoln Park. There was always something to see there  the flowers, the animals, the lake  and she flattered herself that on Monday she would be up betimes and searching. Besides, many things might happen between now and Monday.

Sunday passed with equal doubts, worries, assurances, and heaven knows what vagaries of mind and spirit. Every half-hour in the day the thought would come to her most sharply, like the tail of a swishing whip, that action  immediate action  was imperative. At other times she would look about her and assure herself that things were not so bad  that certainly she would come out safe and sound. At such times she would think of Drouets advice about going on the stage, and saw some chance for herself in that quarter. She decided to take up that opportunity on the morrow.

Accordingly, she arose early Monday morning and dressed herself carefully. She did not know just how such applications were made, but she took it to be a matter which related more directly to the theatre buildings. All you had to do was to inquire of some one about the theatre for the manager and ask for a position. If there was anything, you might get it, or, at least, he could tell you how.

She had had no experience with this class of individuals whatsoever, and did not know the salacity and humour of the theatrical tribe. She only knew of the position which Mr. Hale occupied, but, of all things, she did not wish to encounter that personage, on account of her intimacy with his wife.

There was, however, at this time, one theatre, the Chicago Opera House, which was considerably in the public eye, and its manager, David A. Henderson, had a fair local reputation. Carrie had seen one or two elaborate performances there and had heard of several others. She knew nothing of Henderson nor of the methods of applying, but she instinctively felt that this would be a likely place, and accordingly strolled about in that neighbourhood. She came bravely enough to the showy entrance way, with the polished and begilded lobby, set with framed pictures out of the current attraction, leading up to the quiet box-office, but she could get no further. A noted comic opera comedian was holding forth that week, and the air of distinction and prosperity overawed her. She could not imagine that there would be anything in such a lofty sphere for her. She almost trembled at the audacity which might have carried her on to a terrible rebuff. She could find heart only to look at the pictures which were showy and then walk out. It seemed to her as if she had made a splendid escape and that it would be foolhardy to think of applying in that quarter again.

This little experience settled her hunting for one day. She looked around elsewhere, but it was from the outside. She got the location of several playhouses fixed in her mind  notably the Grand Opera House and McVickars, both of which were leading in attractions  and then came away. Her spirits were materially reduced, owing to the newly restored sense of magnitude of the great interests and the insignificance of her claims upon society, such as she understood them to be.

That night she was visited by Mrs. Hale, whose chatter and protracted stay made it impossible to dwell upon her predicament or the fortune of the day. Before retiring, however, she sat down to think, and gave herself up to the most gloomy forebodings. Drouet had not put in an appearance. She had had no word from any quarter, she had spent a dollar of her precious sum in procuring food and paying car fare. It was evident that she would not endure long. Besides, she had discovered no resource.

In this situation her thoughts went out to her sister in Van Buren Street, whom she had not seen since the night of her flight, and to her home at Columbia City, which seemed now a part of something that could not be again. She looked for no refuge in that direction. Nothing but sorrow was brought her by thoughts of Hurstwood, which would return. That he could have chosen to dupe her in so ready a manner seemed a cruel thing.

Tuesday came, and with it appropriate indecision and speculation. She was in no mood, after her failure of the day before, to hasten forth upon her work-seeking errand, and yet she rebuked herself for what she considered her weakness the day before. Accordingly she started out to revisit the Chicago Opera House, but possessed scarcely enough courage to approach.

She did manage to inquire at the box-office, however.

Manager of the company or the house? asked the smartly dressed individual who took care of the tickets. He was favourably impressed by Carries looks.

I dont know, said Carrie, taken back by the question.

You couldnt see the manager of the house to-day, anyhow, volunteered the young man. Hes out of town.

He noted her puzzled look, and then added: What is it you wish to see about?

I want to see about getting a position, she answered.

Youd better see the manager of the company, he returned, but he isnt here now.

When will he be in? asked Carrie, somewhat relieved by this information.

Well, you might find him in between eleven and twelve. Hes here after two oclock.

Carrie thanked him and walked briskly out, while the young man gazed after her through one of the side windows of his gilded coop.

Good-looking, he said to himself, and proceeded to visions of condescensions on her part which were exceedingly flattering to himself.

One of the principal comedy companies of the day was playing an engagement at the Grand Opera House. Here Carrie asked to see the manager of the company. She little knew the trivial authority of this individual, or that had there been a vacancy an actor would have been sent on from New York to fill it.

His office is upstairs, said a man in the box-office.

Several persons were in the managers office, two lounging near a window, another talking to an individual sitting at a roll-top desk  the manager. Carrie glanced nervously about, and began to fear that she should have to make her appeal before the assembled company, two of whom  the occupants of the window  were already observing her carefully.

I cant do it, the manager was saying; its a rule of Mr. Frohmans never to allow visitors back of the stage. No, no!

Carrie timidly waited, standing. There were chairs, but no one motioned her to be seated. The individual to whom the manager had been talking went away quite crestfallen. That luminary gazed earnestly at some papers before him, as if they were of the greatest concern.

Did you see that in the Herald this morning about Nat Goodwin, Harris?

No, said the person addressed. What was it?

Made quite a curtain address at Hooleys last night. Better look it up.

Harris reached over to a table and began to look for the Herald.

What is it? said the manager to Carrie, apparently noticing her for the first time. He thought he was going to be held up for free tickets.

Carrie summoned up all her courage, which was little at best. She realised that she was a novice, and felt as if a rebuff were certain. Of this she was so sure that she only wished now to pretend she had called for advice.

Can you tell me how to go about getting on the stage?

It was the best way after all to have gone about the matter. She was interesting, in a manner, to the occupant of the chair, and the simplicity of her request and attitude took his fancy. He smiled, as did the others in the room, who, however, made some slight effort to conceal their humour.

I dont know, he answered, looking her brazenly over. Have you ever had any experience upon the stage?

A little, answered Carrie. I have taken part in amateur performances.

She thought she had to make some sort of showing in order to retain his interest.

Never studied for the stage? he said, putting on an air intended as much to impress his friends with his discretion as Carrie.

No, sir.

Well, I dont know, he answered, tipping lazily back in his chair while she stood before him. What makes you want to get on the stage?

She felt abashed at the mans daring, but could only smile in answer to his engaging smirk, and say:

I need to make a living.

Oh, he answered, rather taken by her trim appearance, and feeling as if he might scrape up an acquaintance with her. Thats a good reason, isnt it? Well, Chicago is not a good place for what you want to do. You ought to be in New York. Theres more chance there. You could hardly expect to get started out here.

Carrie smiled genially, grateful that he should condescend to advise her even so much. He noticed the smile, and put a slightly different construction on it. He thought he saw an easy chance for a little flirtation.

Sit down, he said, pulling a chair forward from the side of his desk and dropping his voice so that the two men in the room should not hear. Those two gave each other the suggestion of a wink.

Well, Ill be going, Barney, said one, breaking away and so addressing the manager. See you this afternoon.

All right, said the manager.

The remaining individual took up a paper as if to read.

Did you have any idea what sort of part you would like to get? asked the manager softly.

Oh, no, said Carrie. I would take anything to begin with.

I see, he said. Do you live here in the city?

Yes, sir.

The manager smiled most blandly.

Have you ever tried to get in as a chorus girl? he asked, assuming a more confidential air.

Carrie began to feel that there was something exuberant and unnatural in his manner.

No, she said.

Thats the way most girls begin, he went on, who go on the stage. Its a good way to get experience.

He was turning on her a glance of the companionable and persuasive manner.

I didnt know that, said Carrie.

Its a difficult thing, he went on, but theres always a chance, you know. Then, as if he suddenly remembered, he pulled out his watch and consulted it. Ive an appointment at two, he said, and Ive got to go to lunch now. Would you care to come and dine with me? We can talk it over there.

Oh, no, said Carrie, the whole motive of the man flashing on her at once. I have an engagement myself.

Thats too bad, he said, realising that he had been a little beforehand in his offer and that Carrie was about to go away. Come in later. I may know of something.

Thank you, she answered, with some trepidation, and went out.

She was good-looking, wasnt she? said the managers companion, who had not caught all the details of the game he had played.

Yes, in a way, said the other, sore to think the game had been lost. Shed never make an actress, though. Just another chorus girl  thats all.

This little experience nearly destroyed her ambition to call upon the manager at the Chicago Opera House, but she decided to do so after a time. He was of a more sedate turn of mind. He said at once that there was no opening of any sort, and seemed to consider her search foolish.

Chicago is no place to get a start, he said. You ought to be in New York.

Still she persisted, and went to McVickars, where she could not find any one. The Old Homestead was running there, but the person to whom she was referred was not to be found.

These little expeditions took up her time until quite four oclock, when she was weary enough to go home. She felt as if she ought to continue and inquire elsewhere, but the results so far were too dispiriting. She took the car and arrived at Ogden Place in three-quarters of an hour, but decided to ride on to the West Side branch of the Post-office, where she was accustomed to receive Hurstwoods letters. There was one there now, written Saturday, which she tore open and read with mingled feelings. There was so much warmth in it and such tense complaint at her having failed to meet him, and her subsequent silence, that she rather pitied the man. That he loved her was evident enough. That he had wished and dared to do so, married as he was, was the evil. She felt as if the thing deserved an answer, and consequently decided that she would write and let him know that she knew of his married state and was justly incensed at his deception. She would tell him that it was all over between them.

At her room, the wording of this missive occupied her for some time, for she fell to the task at once. It was most difficult.

You do not need to have me explain why I did not meet you, she wrote in part. How could you deceive me so? You cannot expect me to have anything more to do with you. I wouldnt under any circumstances. Oh, how could you act so? she added in a burst of feeling. You have caused me more misery than you can think. I hope you will get over your infatuation for me. We must not meet any more. Good-bye.

She took the letter the next morning, and at the corner dropped it reluctantly into the letter-box, still uncertain as to whether she should do so or not. Then she took the car and went down town.

This was the dull season with the department stores, but she was listened to with more consideration than was usually accorded to young women applicants, owing to her neat and attractive appearance. She was asked the same old questions with which she was already familiar.

What can you do? Have you ever worked in a retail store before? Are you experienced?

At The Fair, See and Companys, and all the great stores it was much the same. It was the dull season, she might come in a little later, possibly they would like to have her.

When she arrived at the house at the end of the day, weary and disheartened, she discovered that Drouet had been there. His umbrella and light overcoat were gone. She thought she missed other things, but could not be sure. Everything had not been taken.

So his going was crystallising into staying. What was she to do now? Evidently she would be facing the world in the same old way within a day or two. Her clothes would get poor. She put her two hands together in her customary expressive way and pressed her fingers. Large tears gathered in her eyes and broke hot across her cheeks. She was alone, very much alone.

Drouet really had called, but it was with a very different mind from that which Carrie had imagined. He expected to find her, to justify his return by claiming that he came to get the remaining portion of his wardrobe, and before he got away again to patch up a peace.

Accordingly, when he arrived, he was disappointed to find Carrie out. He trifled about, hoping that she was somewhere in the neighbourhood and would soon return. He constantly listened, expecting to hear her foot on the stair.

When he did so, it was his intention to make believe that he had just come in and was disturbed at being caught. Then he would explain his need of his clothes and find out how things stood.

Wait as he did, however, Carrie did not come. From pottering around among the drawers, in momentary expectation of her arrival, he changed to looking out of the window, and from that to resting himself in the rocking-chair. Still no Carrie. He began to grow restless and lit a cigar. After that he walked the floor. Then he looked out of the window and saw clouds gathering. He remembered an appointment at three. He began to think that it would be useless to wait, and got hold of his umbrella and light coat, intending to take these things, any way. It would scare her, he hoped. To-morrow he would come back for the others. He would find out how things stood.

As he started to go he felt truly sorry that he had missed her. There was a little picture of her on the wall, showing her arrayed in the little jacket he had first bought her  her face a little more wistful than he had seen it lately. He was really touched by it, and looked into the eyes of it with a rather rare feeling for him.

You didnt do me right, Cad, he said, as if he were addressing her in the flesh.

Then he went to the door, took a good look around, and went out.


CHAPTER XXVII

WHEN WATERS ENGULF US WE REACH FOR A STAR

It was when he returned from his disturbed stroll about the streets, after receiving the decisive note from McGregor, James and Hay, that Hurstwood found the letter Carrie had written him that morning. He thrilled intensely as he noted the handwriting, and rapidly tore it open.

Then, he thought, she loves me or she would not have written to me at all.

He was slightly depressed at the tenor of the note for the first few minutes, but soon recovered. She wouldnt write at all if she didnt care for me.

This was his one resource against the depression which held him. He could extract little from the wording of the letter, but the spirit he thought he knew.

There was really something exceedingly human  if not pathetic  in his being thus relieved by a clearly worded reproof. He who had for so long remained satisfied with himself now looked outside of himself for comfort  and to such a source. The mystic cords of affection! How they bind us all.

The colour came to his cheeks. For the moment he forgot the letter from McGregor, James and Hay. If he could only have Carrie, perhaps he could get out of the whole entanglement  perhaps it would not matter. He wouldnt care what his wife did with herself if only he might not lose Carrie. He stood up and walked about, dreaming his delightful dream of a life continued with this lovely possessor of his heart.

It was not long, however, before the old worry was back for consideration, and with it what weariness! He thought of the morrow and the suit. He had done nothing, and here was the afternoon slipping away. It was now a quarter of four. At five the attorneys would have gone home. He still had the morrow until noon. Even as he thought, the last fifteen minutes passed away and it was five. Then he abandoned the thought of seeing them any more that day and turned to Carrie.

It is to be observed that the man did not justify himself to himself. He was not troubling about that. His whole thought was the possibility of persuading Carrie. Nothing was wrong in that. He loved her dearly. Their mutual happiness depended upon it. Would that Drouet were only away!

While he was thinking thus elatedly, he remembered that he wanted some clean linen in the morning.

This he purchased, together with a half-dozen ties, and went to the Palmer House. As he entered he thought he saw Drouet ascending the stairs with a key. Surely not Drouet! Then he thought, perhaps they had changed their abode temporarily. He went straight up to the desk.

Is Mr. Drouet stopping here? he asked of the clerk.

I think he is, said the latter, consulting his private registry list. Yes.

Is that so? exclaimed Hurstwood, otherwise concealing his astonishment. Alone? he added.

Yes, said the clerk.

Hurstwood turned away and set his lips so as best to express and conceal his feelings.

Hows that? he thought. Theyve had a row.

He hastened to his room with rising spirits and changed his linen. As he did so, he made up his mind that if Carrie was alone, or if she had gone to another place, it behooved him to find out. He decided to call at once.

I know what Ill do, he thought. Ill go to the door and ask if Mr. Drouet is at home. That will bring out whether he is there or not and where Carrie is.

He was almost moved to some muscular display as he thought of it. He decided to go immediately after supper.

On coming down from his room at six, he looked carefully about to see if Drouet was present and then went out to lunch. He could scarcely eat, however, he was so anxious to be about his errand. Before starting he thought it well to discover where Drouet would be, and returned to his hotel.

Has Mr. Drouet gone out? he asked of the clerk.

No, answered the latter, hes in his room. Do you wish to send up a card?

No, Ill call around later, answered Hurstwood, and strolled out.

He took a Madison car and went direct to Ogden Place, this time walking boldly up to the door. The chambermaid answered his knock.

Is Mr. Drouet in? said Hurstwood blandly.

He is out of the city, said the girl, who had heard Carrie tell this to Mrs. Hale.

Is Mrs. Drouet in?

No, she has gone to the theatre.

Is that so? said Hurstwood, considerably taken back; then, as if burdened with something important, You dont know to which theatre?

The girl really had no idea where she had gone, but not liking Hurstwood, and wishing to cause him trouble, answered: Yes, Hooleys.

Thank you, returned the manager, and, tipping his hat slightly, went away.

Ill look in at Hooleys, thought he, but as a matter of fact he did not. Before he had reached the central portion of the city he thought the whole matter over and decided it would be useless. As much as he longed to see Carrie, he knew she would be with some one and did not wish to intrude with his plea there. A little later he might do so  in the morning. Only in the morning he had the lawyer question before him.

This little pilgrimage threw quite a wet blanket upon his rising spirits. He was soon down again to his old worry, and reached the resort anxious to find relief. Quite a company of gentlemen were making the place lively with their conversation. A group of Cook County politicians were conferring about a round cherry-wood table in the rear portion of the room. Several young merry-makers were chattering at the bar before making a belated visit to the theatre. A shabbily-genteel individual, with a red nose and an old high hat, was sipping a quiet glass of ale alone at one end of the bar. Hurstwood nodded to the politicians and went into his office.

About ten oclock a friend of his, Mr. Frank L. Taintor, a local sport and racing man, dropped in, and seeing Hurstwood alone in his office came to the door.

Hello, George! he exclaimed.

How are you, Frank? said Hurstwood, somewhat relieved by the sight of him. Sit down, and he motioned him to one of the chairs in the little room.

Whats the matter, George? asked Taintor. You look a little glum. Havent lost at the track, have you?

Im not feeling very well to-night. I had a slight cold the other day.

Take whiskey, George, said Taintor. You ought to know that.

Hurstwood smiled.

While they were still conferring there, several other of Hurstwoods friends entered, and not long after eleven, the theatres being out, some actors began to drop in  among them some notabilities.

Then began one of those pointless social conversations so common in American resorts where the would-be gilded attempt to rub off gilt from those who have it in abundance. If Hurstwood had one leaning, it was toward notabilities. He considered that, if anywhere, he belonged among them. He was too proud to toady, too keen not to strictly observe the plane he occupied when there were those present who did not appreciate him, but, in situations like the present, where he could shine as a gentleman and be received without equivocation as a friend and equal among men of known ability, he was most delighted. It was on such occasions, if ever, that he would take something. When the social flavour was strong enough he would even unbend to the extent of drinking glass for glass with his associates, punctiliously observing his turn to pay as if he were an outsider like the others. If he ever approached intoxication  or rather that ruddy warmth and comfortableness which precedes the more sloven state  it was when individuals such as these were gathered about him, when he was one of a circle of chatting celebrities. To-night, disturbed as was his state, he was rather relieved to find company, and now that notabilities were gathered, he laid aside his troubles for the nonce, and joined in right heartily.

It was not long before the imbibing began to tell. Stories began to crop up  those ever-enduring, droll stories which form the major portion of the conversation among American men under such circumstances.

Twelve oclock arrived, the hour for closing, and with it the company took leave. Hurstwood shook hands with them most cordially. He was very roseate physically. He had arrived at that state where his mind, though clear, was, nevertheless, warm in its fancies. He felt as if his troubles were not very serious. Going into his office, he began to turn over certain accounts, awaiting the departure of the bartenders and the cashier, who soon left.

It was the managers duty, as well as his custom, after all were gone to see that everything was safely closed up for the night. As a rule, no money except the cash taken in after banking hours was kept about the place, and that was locked in the safe by the cashier, who, with the owners, was joint keeper of the secret combination, but, nevertheless, Hurstwood nightly took the precaution to try the cash drawers and the safe in order to see that they were tightly closed. Then he would lock his own little office and set the proper light burning near the safe, after which he would take his departure.

Never in his experience had he found anything out of order, but to-night, after shutting down his desk, he came out and tried the safe. His way was to give a sharp pull. This time the door responded. He was slightly surprised at that, and looking in found the money cases as left for the day, apparently unprotected. His first thought was, of course, to inspect the drawers and shut the door.

Ill speak to Mayhew about this to-morrow, he thought.

The latter had certainly imagined upon going out a half-hour before that he had turned the knob on the door so as to spring the lock. He had never failed to do so before. But to-night Mayhew had other thoughts. He had been revolving the problem of a business of his own.

Ill look in here, thought the manager, pulling out the money drawers. He did not know why he wished to look in there. It was quite a superfluous action, which another time might not have happened at all.

As he did so, a layer of bills, in parcels of a thousand, such as banks issue, caught his eye. He could not tell how much they represented, but paused to view them. Then he pulled out the second of the cash drawers. In that were the receipts of the day.

I didnt know Fitzgerald and Moy ever left any money this way, his mind said to itself. They must have forgotten it.

He looked at the other drawer and paused again.

Count them, said a voice in his ear.

He put his hand into the first of the boxes and lifted the stack, letting the separate parcels fall. They were bills of fifty and one hundred dollars done in packages of a thousand. He thought he counted ten such.

Why dont I shut the safe? his mind said to itself, lingering. What makes me pause here?

For answer there came the strangest words:

Did you ever have ten thousand dollars in ready money?

Lo, the manager remembered that he had never had so much. All his property had been slowly accumulated, and now his wife owned that. He was worth more than forty thousand, all told  but she would get that.

He puzzled as he thought of these things, then pushed in the drawers and closed the door, pausing with his hand upon the knob, which might so easily lock it all beyond temptation. Still he paused. Finally he went to the windows and pulled down the curtains. Then he tried the door, which he had previously locked. What was this thing, making him suspicious? Why did he wish to move about so quietly. He came back to the end of the counter as if to rest his arm and think. Then he went and unlocked his little office door and turned on the light. He also opened his desk, sitting down before it, only to think strange thoughts.

The safe is open, said a voice. There is just the least little crack in it. The lock has not been sprung.

The manager floundered among a jumble of thoughts. Now all the entanglement of the day came back. Also the thought that here was a solution. That money would do it. If he had that and Carrie. He rose up and stood stock-still, looking at the floor.

What about it? his mind asked, and for answer he put his hand slowly up and scratched his head.

The manager was no fool to be led blindly away by such an errant proposition as this, but his situation was peculiar. Wine was in his veins. It had crept up into his head and given him a warm view of the situation. It also coloured the possibilities of ten thousand for him. He could see great opportunities with that. He could get Carrie. Oh, yes, he could! He could get rid of his wife. That letter, too, was waiting discussion to-morrow morning. He would not need to answer that. He went back to the safe and put his hand on the knob. Then he pulled the door open and took the drawer with the money quite out.

With it once out and before him, it seemed a foolish thing to think about leaving it. Certainly it would. Why, he could live quietly with Carrie for years.

Lord! what was that? For the first time he was tense, as if a stern hand had been laid upon his shoulder. He looked fearfully around. Not a soul was present. Not a sound. Some one was shuffling by on the sidewalk. He took the box and the money and put it back in the safe. Then he partly closed the door again.

To those who have never wavered in conscience, the predicament of the individual whose mind is less strongly constituted and who trembles in the balance between duty and desire is scarcely appreciable, unless graphically portrayed. Those who have never heard that solemn voice of the ghostly clock which ticks with awful distinctness, thou shalt, thou shalt not, thou shalt, thou shalt not, are in no position to judge. Not alone in sensitive, highly organised natures is such a mental conflict possible. The dullest specimen of humanity, when drawn by desire toward evil, is recalled by a sense of right, which is proportionate in power and strength to his evil tendency. We must remember that it may not be a knowledge of right, for no knowledge of right is predicated of the animals instinctive recoil at evil. Men are still led by instinct before they are regulated by knowledge. It is instinct which recalls the criminal  it is instinct (where highly organised reasoning is absent) which gives the criminal his feeling of danger, his fear of wrong.

At every first adventure, then, into some untried evil, the mind wavers. The clock of thought ticks out its wish and its denial. To those who have never experienced such a mental dilemma, the following will appeal on the simple ground of revelation.

When Hurstwood put the money back, his nature again resumed its ease and daring. No one had observed him. He was quite alone. No one could tell what he wished to do. He could work this thing out for himself.

The imbibation of the evening had not yet worn off. Moist as was his brow, tremble as did his hand once after the nameless fright, he was still flushed with the fumes of liquor. He scarcely noticed that the time was passing. He went over his situation once again, his eye always seeing the money in a lump, his mind always seeing what it would do. He strolled into his little room, then to the door, then to the safe again. He put his hand on the knob and opened it. There was the money! Surely no harm could come from looking at it!

He took out the drawer again and lifted the bills. They were so smooth, so compact, so portable. How little they made, after all. He decided he would take them. Yes, he would. He would put them in his pocket. Then he looked at that and saw they would not go there. His hand satchel! To be sure, his hand satchel. They would go in that  all of it would. No one would think anything of it either. He went into the little office and took it from the shelf in the corner. Now he set it upon his desk and went out toward the safe. For some reason he did not want to fill it out in the big room.

First he brought the bills and then the loose receipts of the day. He would take it all. He put the empty drawers back and pushed the iron door almost to, then stood beside it meditating.

The wavering of a mind under such circumstances is an almost inexplicable thing, and yet it is absolutely true. Hurstwood could not bring himself to act definitely. He wanted to think about it  to ponder over it, to decide whether it were best. He was drawn by such a keen desire for Carrie, driven by such a state of turmoil in his own affairs that he thought constantly it would be best, and yet he wavered. He did not know what evil might result from it to him  how soon he might come to grief. The true ethics of the situation never once occurred to him, and never would have, under any circumstances.

After he had all the money in the hand bag, a revulsion of feeling seized him. He would not do it  no! Think of what a scandal it would make. The police! They would be after him. He would have to fly, and where? Oh, the terror of being a fugitive from justice! He took out the two boxes and put all the money back. In his excitement he forgot what he was doing, and put the sums in the wrong boxes. As he pushed the door to, he thought he remembered doing it wrong and opened the door again. There were the two boxes mixed.

He took them out and straightened the matter, but now the terror had gone. Why be afraid?

While the money was in his hand the lock clicked. It had sprung! Did he do it? He grabbed at the knob and pulled vigorously. It had closed. Heavens! he was in for it now, sure enough.

The moment he realised that the safe was locked for a surety, the sweat burst out upon his brow and he trembled violently. He looked about him and decided instantly. There was no delaying now.

Supposing I do lay it on the top, he said, and go away, theyll know who took it. Im the last to close up. Besides, other things will happen.

At once he became the man of action.

I must get out of this, he thought.

He hurried into his little room, took down his light overcoat and hat, locked his desk, and grabbed the satchel. Then he turned out all but one light and opened the door. He tried to put on his old assured air, but it was almost gone. He was repenting rapidly.

I wish I hadnt done that, he said. That was a mistake.

He walked steadily down the street, greeting a night watchman whom he knew who was trying doors. He must get out of the city, and that quickly.

I wonder how the trains run? he thought.

Instantly he pulled out his watch and looked. It was nearly half-past one.

At the first drug store he stopped, seeing a long-distance telephone booth inside. It was a famous drug store, and contained one of the first private telephone booths ever erected.

I want to use your phone a minute, he said to the night clerk.

The latter nodded.

Give me 1643, he called to Central, after looking up the Michigan Central depot number. Soon he got the ticket agent.

How do the trains leave here for Detroit? he asked.

The man explained the hours.

No more to-night?

Nothing with a sleeper. Yes, there is, too, he added. There is a mail train out of here at three oclock.

All right, said Hurstwood. What time does that get to Detroit?

He was thinking if he could only get there and cross the river into Canada, he could take his time about getting to Montreal. He was relieved to learn that it would reach there by noon.

Mayhew wont open the safe till nine, he thought. They cant get on my track before noon.

Then he thought of Carrie. With what speed must he get her, if he got her at all. She would have to come along. He jumped into the nearest cab standing by.

To Ogden Place, he said sharply. Ill give you a dollar more if you make good time.

The cabby beat his horse into a sort of imitation gallop, which was fairly fast, however. On the way Hurstwood thought what to do. Reaching the number, he hurried up the steps and did not spare the bell in waking the servant.

Is Mrs. Drouet in? he asked.

Yes, said the astonished girl.

Tell her to dress and come to the door at once. Her husband is in the hospital, injured, and wants to see her.

The servant girl hurried upstairs, convinced by the mans strained and emphatic manner.

What! said Carrie, lighting the gas and searching for her clothes.

Mr. Drouet is hurt and in the hospital. He wants to see you. The cabs downstairs.

Carrie dressed very rapidly, and soon appeared below, forgetting everything save the necessities.

Drouet is hurt, said Hurstwood quickly. He wants to see you. Come quickly.

Carrie was so bewildered that she swallowed the whole story.

Get in, said Hurstwood, helping her and jumping after.

The cabby began to turn the horse around.

Michigan Central depot, he said, standing up and speaking so low that Carrie could not hear, as fast as you can go.


CHAPTER XXVIII

A PILGRIM, AN OUTLAW: THE SPIRIT DETAINED

The cab had not travelled a short block before Carrie, settling herself and thoroughly waking in the night atmosphere, asked:

Whats the matter with him? Is he hurt badly?

It isnt anything very serious, Hurstwood said solemnly. He was very much disturbed over his own situation, and now that he had Carrie with him, he only wanted to get safely out of reach of the law. Therefore he was in no mood for anything save such words as would further his plans distinctly.

Carrie did not forget that there was something to be settled between her and Hurstwood, but the thought was ignored in her agitation. The one thing was to finish this strange pilgrimage.

Where is he?

Way out on the South Side, said Hurstwood. Well have to take the train. Its the quickest way.

Carrie said nothing, and the horse gambolled on. The weirdness of the city by night held her attention. She looked at the long receding rows of lamps and studied the dark, silent houses.

How did he hurt himself? she asked  meaning what was the nature of his injuries. Hurstwood understood. He hated to lie any more than necessary, and yet he wanted no protests until he was out of danger.

I dont know exactly, he said. They just called me up to go and get you and bring you out. They said there wasnt any need for alarm, but that I shouldnt fail to bring you.

The mans serious manner convinced Carrie, and she became silent, wondering.

Hurstwood examined his watch and urged the man to hurry. For one in so delicate a position he was exceedingly cool. He could only think of how needful it was to make the train and get quietly away. Carrie seemed quite tractable, and he congratulated himself.

In due time they reached the depot, and after helping her out he handed the man a five-dollar bill and hurried on.

You wait here, he said to Carrie, when they reached the waiting-room, while I get the tickets.

Have I much time to catch that train for Detroit? he asked of the agent.

Four minutes, said the latter.

He paid for two tickets as circumspectly as possible.

Is it far? said Carrie, as he hurried back.

Not very, he said. We must get right in.

He pushed her before him at the gate, stood between her and the ticket man while the latter punched their tickets, so that she could not see, and then hurried after.

There was a long line of express and passenger cars and one or two common day coaches. As the train had only recently been made up and few passengers were expected, there were only one or two brakemen waiting. They entered the rear day coach and sat down. Almost immediately, All aboard, resounded faintly from the outside, and the train started.

Carrie began to think it was a little bit curious  this going to a depot  but said nothing. The whole incident was so out of the natural that she did not attach too much weight to anything she imagined.

How have you been? asked Hurstwood gently, for he now breathed easier.

Very well, said Carrie, who was so disturbed that she could not bring a proper attitude to bear in the matter. She was still nervous to reach Drouet and see what could be the matter. Hurstwood contemplated her and felt this. He was not disturbed that it should be so. He did not trouble because she was moved sympathetically in the matter. It was one of the qualities in her which pleased him exceedingly. He was only thinking how he should explain. Even this was not the most serious thing in his mind, however. His own deed and present flight were the great shadows which weighed upon him.

What a fool I was to do that, he said over and over. What a mistake!

In his sober senses, he could scarcely realise that the thing had been done. He could not begin to feel that he was a fugitive from justice. He had often read of such things, and had thought they must be terrible, but now that the thing was upon him, he only sat and looked into the past. The future was a thing which concerned the Canadian line. He wanted to reach that. As for the rest, he surveyed his actions for the evening, and counted them parts of a great mistake.

Still, he said, what could I have done?

Then he would decide to make the best of it, and would begin to do so by starting the whole inquiry over again. It was a fruitless, harassing round, and left him in a queer mood to deal with the proposition he had in the presence of Carrie.

The train clacked through the yards along the lake front, and ran rather slowly to Twenty-fourth Street. Brakes and signals were visible without. The engine gave short calls with its whistle, and frequently the bell rang. Several brakemen came through, bearing lanterns. They were locking the vestibules and putting the cars in order for a long run.

Presently it began to gain speed, and Carrie saw the silent streets flashing by in rapid succession. The engine also began its whistle-calls of four parts, with which it signalled danger to important crossings.

Is it very far? asked Carrie.

Not so very, said Hurstwood. He could hardly repress a smile at her simplicity. He wanted to explain and conciliate her, but he also wanted to be well out of Chicago.

In the lapse of another half-hour it became apparent to Carrie that it was quite a run to wherever he was taking her, anyhow.

Is it in Chicago? she asked nervously. They were now far beyond the city limits, and the train was scudding across the Indiana line at a great rate.

No, he said, not where we are going.

There was something in the way he said this which aroused her in an instant.

Her pretty brow began to contract.

We are going to see Charlie, arent we? she asked.

He felt that the time was up. An explanation might as well come now as later. Therefore, he shook his head in the most gentle negative.

What? said Carrie. She was nonplussed at the possibility of the errand being different from what she had thought.

He only looked at her in the most kindly and mollifying way.

Well, where are you taking me, then? she asked, her voice showing the quality of fright.

Ill tell you, Carrie, if youll be quiet. I want you to come along with me to another city.

Oh, said Carrie, her voice rising into a weak cry. Let me off. I dont want to go with you.

She was quite appalled at the mans audacity. This was something which had never for a moment entered her head. Her one thought now was to get off and away. If only the flying train could be stopped, the terrible trick would be amended.

She arose and tried to push out into the aisle  anywhere. She knew she had to do something. Hurstwood laid a gentle hand on her.

Sit still, Carrie, he said. Sit still. It wont do you any good to get up here. Listen to me and Ill tell you what Ill do. Wait a moment.

She was pushing at his knees, but he only pulled her back. No one saw this little altercation, for very few persons were in the car, and they were attempting to doze.

I wont, said Carrie, who was, nevertheless, complying against her will. Let me go, she said. How dare you? and large tears began to gather in her eyes.

Hurstwood was now fully aroused to the immediate difficulty, and ceased to think of his own situation. He must do something with this girl, or she would cause him trouble. He tried the art of persuasion with all his powers aroused.

Look here now, Carrie, he said, you mustnt act this way. I didnt mean to hurt your feelings. I dont want to do anything to make you feel bad.

Oh, sobbed Carrie, oh, oh  oo  o!

There, there, he said, you mustnt cry. Wont you listen to me? Listen to me a minute, and Ill tell you why I came to do this thing. I couldnt help it. I assure you I couldnt. Wont you listen?

Her sobs disturbed him so that he was quite sure she did not hear a word he said.

Wont you listen? he asked.

No, I wont, said Carrie, flashing up. I want you to take me out of this, or Ill tell the conductor. I wont go with you. Its a shame, and again sobs of fright cut off her desire for expression.

Hurstwood listened with some astonishment. He felt that she had just cause for feeling as she did, and yet he wished that he could straighten this thing out quickly. Shortly the conductor would come through for the tickets. He wanted no noise, no trouble of any kind. Before everything he must make her quiet.

You couldnt get out until the train stops again, said Hurstwood. It wont be very long until we reach another station. You can get out then if you want to. I wont stop you. All I want you to do is to listen a moment. Youll let me tell you, wont you?

Carrie seemed not to listen. She only turned her head toward the window, where outside all was black. The train was speeding with steady grace across the fields and through patches of wood. The long whistles came with sad, musical effect as the lonely woodland crossings were approached.

Now the conductor entered the car and took up the one or two fares that had been added at Chicago. He approached Hurstwood, who handed out the tickets. Poised as she was to act, Carrie made no move. She did not look about.

When the conductor had gone again Hurstwood felt relieved.

Youre angry at me because I deceived you, he said. I didnt mean to, Carrie. As I live I didnt. I couldnt help it. I couldnt stay away from you after the first time I saw you.

He was ignoring the last deception as something that might go by the board. He wanted to convince her that his wife could no longer be a factor in their relationship. The money he had stolen he tried to shut out of his mind.

Dont talk to me, said Carrie, I hate you. I want you to go away from me. I am going to get out at the very next station.

She was in a tremble of excitement and opposition as she spoke.

All right, he said, but youll hear me out, wont you? After all you have said about loving me, you might hear me. I dont want to do you any harm. Ill give you the money to go back with when you go. I merely want to tell you, Carrie. You cant stop me from loving you, whatever you may think.

He looked at her tenderly, but received no reply.

You think I have deceived you badly, but I havent. I didnt do it willingly. Im through with my wife. She hasnt any claims on me. Ill never see her any more. Thats why Im here to-night. Thats why I came and got you.

You said Charlie was hurt, said Carrie, savagely. You deceived me. Youve been deceiving me all the time, and now you want to force me to run away with you.

She was so excited that she got up and tried to get by him again. He let her, and she took another seat. Then he followed.

Dont run away from me, Carrie, he said gently. Let me explain. If you will only hear me out you will see where I stand. I tell you my wife is nothing to me. She hasnt been anything for years or I wouldnt have ever come near you. Im going to get a divorce just as soon as I can. Ill never see her again. Im done with all that. Youre the only person I want. If I can have you I wont ever think of another woman again.

Carrie heard all this in a very ruffled state. It sounded sincere enough, however, despite all he had done. There was a tenseness in Hurstwoods voice and manner which could but have some effect. She did not want anything to do with him. He was married, he had deceived her once, and now again, and she thought him terrible. Still there is something in such daring and power which is fascinating to a woman, especially if she can be made to feel that it is all prompted by love of her.

The progress of the train was having a great deal to do with the solution of this difficult situation. The speeding wheels and disappearing country put Chicago farther and farther behind. Carrie could feel that she was being borne a long distance off  that the engine was making an almost through run to some distant city. She felt at times as if she could cry out and make such a row that some one would come to her aid; at other times it seemed an almost useless thing  so far was she from any aid, no matter what she did. All the while Hurstwood was endeavouring to formulate his plea in such a way that it would strike home and bring her into sympathy with him.

I was simply put where I didnt know what else to do.

Carrie deigned no suggestion of hearing this.

When I saw you wouldnt come unless I could marry you, I decided to put everything else behind me and get you to come away with me. Im going off now to another city. I want to go to Montreal for a while, and then anywhere you want to. Well go and live in New York, if you say.

Ill not have anything to do with you, said Carrie. I want to get off this train. Where are we going?

To Detroit, said Hurstwood.

Oh! said Carrie, in a burst of anguish. So distant and definite a point seemed to increase the difficulty.

Wont you come along with me? he said, as if there was great danger that she would not. You wont need to do anything but travel with me. Ill not trouble you in any way. You can see Montreal and New York, and then if you dont want to stay you can go back. It will be better than trying to go back to-night.

The first gleam of fairness shone in this proposition for Carrie. It seemed a plausible thing to do, much as she feared his opposition if she tried to carry it out. Montreal and New York! Even now she was speeding toward those great, strange lands, and could see them if she liked. She thought, but made no sign.

Hurstwood thought he saw a shade of compliance in this. He redoubled his ardour.

Think, he said, what Ive given up. I cant go back to Chicago any more. Ive got to stay away and live alone now, if you dont come with me. You wont go back on me entirely, will you, Carrie?

I dont want you to talk to me, she answered forcibly.

Hurstwood kept silent for a while.

Carrie felt the train to be slowing down. It was the moment to act if she was to act at all. She stirred uneasily.

Dont think of going, Carrie, he said. If you ever cared for me at all, come along and lets start right. Ill do whatever you say. Ill marry you, or Ill let you go back. Give yourself time to think it over. I wouldnt have wanted you to come if I hadnt loved you. I tell you, Carrie, before God, I cant live without you. I wont!

There was the tensity of fierceness in the mans plea which appealed deeply to her sympathies. It was a dissolving fire which was actuating him now. He was loving her too intensely to think of giving her up in this, his hour of distress. He clutched her hand nervously and pressed it with all the force of an appeal.

The train was now all but stopped. It was running by some cars on a side track. Everything outside was dark and dreary. A few sprinkles on the window began to indicate that it was raining. Carrie hung in a quandary, balancing between decision and helplessness. Now the train stopped, and she was listening to his plea. The engine backed a few feet and all was still.

She wavered, totally unable to make a move. Minute after minute slipped by and still she hesitated, he pleading.

Will you let me come back if I want to? she asked, as if she now had the upper hand and her companion was utterly subdued.

Of course, he answered, you know I will.

Carrie only listened as one who has granted a temporary amnesty. She began to feel as if the matter were in her hands entirely.

The train was again in rapid motion. Hurstwood changed the subject.

Arent you very tired? he said.

No, she answered.

Wont you let me get you a berth in the sleeper?

She shook her head, though for all her distress and his trickery she was beginning to notice what she had always felt  his thoughtfulness.

Oh, yes, he said, you will feel so much better.

She shook her head.

Let me fix my coat for you, anyway, and he arose and arranged his light coat in a comfortable position to receive her head.

There, he said tenderly, now see if you cant rest a little. He could have kissed her for her compliance. He took his seat beside her and thought a moment.

I believe were in for a heavy rain, he said.

So it looks, said Carrie, whose nerves were quieting under the sound of the rain drops, driven by a gusty wind, as the train swept on frantically through the shadow to a newer world.

The fact that he had in a measure mollified Carrie was a source of satisfaction to Hurstwood, but it furnished only the most temporary relief. Now that her opposition was out of the way, he had all of his time to devote to the consideration of his own error.

His condition was bitter in the extreme, for he did not want the miserable sum he had stolen. He did not want to be a thief. That sum or any other could never compensate for the state which he had thus foolishly doffed. It could not give him back his host of friends, his name, his house and family, nor Carrie, as he had meant to have her. He was shut out from Chicago  from his easy, comfortable state. He had robbed himself of his dignity, his merry meetings, his pleasant evenings. And for what? The more he thought of it the more unbearable it became. He began to think that he would try and restore himself to his old state. He would return the miserable thievings of the night and explain. Perhaps Moy would understand. Perhaps they would forgive him and let him come back.

By noontime the train rolled into Detroit and he began to feel exceedingly nervous. The police must be on his track by now. They had probably notified all the police of the big cities, and detectives would be watching for him. He remembered instances in which defaulters had been captured. Consequently, he breathed heavily and paled somewhat. His hands felt as if they must have something to do. He simulated interest in several scenes without which he did not feel. He repeatedly beat his foot upon the floor.

Carrie noticed his agitation, but said nothing. She had no idea what it meant or that it was important.

He wondered now why he had not asked whether this train went on through to Montreal or some Canadian point. Perhaps he could have saved time. He jumped up and sought the conductor.

Does any part of this train go to Montreal? he asked.

Yes, the next sleeper back does.

He would have asked more, but it did not seem wise, so he decided to inquire at the depot.

The train rolled into the yards, clanging and puffing.

I think we had better go right on through to Montreal, he said to Carrie. Ill see what the connections are when we get off.

He was exceedingly nervous, but did his best to put on a calm exterior. Carrie only looked at him with large, troubled eyes. She was drifting mentally, unable to say to herself what to do.

The train stopped and Hurstwood led the way out. He looked warily around him, pretending to look after Carrie. Seeing nothing that indicated studied observation, he made his way to the ticket office.

The next train for Montreal leaves when? he asked.

In twenty minutes, said the man.

He bought two tickets and Pullman berths. Then he hastened back to Carrie.

We go right out again, he said, scarcely noticing that Carrie looked tired and weary.

I wish I was out of all this, she exclaimed gloomily.

Youll feel better when we reach Montreal, he said.

I havent an earthly thing with me, said Carrie; not even a handkerchief.

You can buy all you want as soon as you get there, dearest, he explained. You can call in a dressmaker.

Now the crier called the train ready and they got on. Hurstwood breathed a sigh of relief as it started. There was a short run to the river, and there they were ferried over. They had barely pulled the train off the ferry-boat when he settled back with a sigh.

It wont be so very long now, he said, remembering her in his relief. We get there the first thing in the morning.

Carrie scarcely deigned to reply.

Ill see if there is a dining-car, he added. Im hungry.


CHAPTER XXIX

THE SOLACE OF TRAVEL: THE BOATS OF THE SEA

To the untravelled, territory other than their own familiar heath is invariably fascinating. Next to love, it is the one thing which solaces and delights. Things new are too important to be neglected, and mind, which is a mere reflection of sensory impressions, succumbs to the flood of objects. Thus lovers are forgotten, sorrows laid aside, death hidden from view. There is a world of accumulated feeling back of the trite dramatic expression I am going away.

As Carrie looked out upon the flying scenery she almost forgot that she had been tricked into this long journey against her will and that she was without the necessary apparel for travelling. She quite forgot Hurstwoods presence at times, and looked away to homely farmhouses and cosey cottages in villages with wondering eyes. It was an interesting world to her. Her life had just begun. She did not feel herself defeated at all. Neither was she blasted in hope. The great city held much. Possibly she would come out of bondage into freedom  who knows? Perhaps she would be happy. These thoughts raised her above the level of erring. She was saved in that she was hopeful.

The following morning the train pulled safely into Montreal and they stepped down, Hurstwood glad to be out of danger, Carrie wondering at the novel atmosphere of the northern city. Long before, Hurstwood had been here, and now he remembered the name of the hotel at which he had stopped. As they came out of the main entrance of the depot he heard it called anew by a busman.

Well go right up and get rooms, he said.

At the clerks office Hurstwood swung the register about while the clerk came forward. He was thinking what name he would put down. With the latter before him he found no time for hesitation. A name he had seen out of the car window came swiftly to him. It was pleasing enough. With an easy hand he wrote, G. W. Murdock and wife. It was the largest concession to necessity he felt like making. His initials he could not spare.

When they were shown their room Carrie saw at once that he had secured her a lovely chamber.

You have a bath there, said he. Now you can clean up when you get ready.

Carrie went over and looked out the window, while Hurstwood looked at himself in the glass. He felt dusty and unclean. He had no trunk, no change of linen, not even a hair-brush.

Ill ring for soap and towels, he said, and send you up a hair-brush. Then you can bathe and get ready for breakfast. Ill go for a shave and come back and get you, and then well go out and look for some clothes for you.

He smiled good-naturedly as he said this.

All right, said Carrie.

She sat down in one of the rocking-chairs, while Hurstwood waited for the boy, who soon knocked.

Soap, towels, and a pitcher of ice-water.

Yes, sir.

Ill go now, he said to Carrie, coming toward her and holding out his hands, but she did not move to take them.

Youre not mad at me, are you? he asked softly.

Oh, no! she answered, rather indifferently.

Dont you care for me at all?

She made no answer, but looked steadily toward the window.

Dont you think you could love me a little? he pleaded, taking one of her hands, which she endeavoured to draw away. You once said you did.

What made you deceive me so? asked Carrie.

I couldnt help it, he said, I wanted you too much.

You didnt have any right to want me, she answered, striking cleanly home.

Oh, well, Carrie, he answered, here I am. Its too late now. Wont you try and care for me a little?

He looked rather worsted in thought as he stood before her.

She shook her head negatively.

Let me start all over again. Be my wife from to-day on.

Carrie rose up as if to step away, he holding her hand. Now he slipped his arm about her and she struggled, but in vain. He held her quite close. Instantly there flamed up in his body the all-compelling desire. His affection took an ardent form.

Let me go, said Carrie, who was folded close to him.

Wont you love me? he said. Wont you be mine from now on?

Carrie had never been ill-disposed toward him. Only a moment before she had been listening with some complacency, remembering her old affection for him. He was so handsome, so daring!

Now, however, this feeling had changed to one of opposition, which rose feebly. It mastered her for a moment, and then, held close as she was, began to wane. Something else in her spoke. This man, to whose bosom she was being pressed, was strong; he was passionate, he loved her, and she was alone. If she did not turn to him  accept of his love  where else might she go? Her resistance half dissolved in the flood of his strong feeling.

She found him lifting her head and looking into her eyes. What magnetism there was she could never know. His many sins, however, were for the moment all forgotten.

He pressed her closer and kissed her, and she felt that further opposition was useless.

Will you marry me? she asked, forgetting how.

This very day, he said, with all delight.

Now the hall-boy pounded on the door and he released his hold upon her regretfully.

You get ready now, will you, he said, at once?

Yes, she answered.

Ill be back in three-quarters of an hour.

Carrie, flushed and excited, moved away as he admitted the boy.

Below stairs, he halted in the lobby to look for a barber shop. For the moment, he was in fine feather. His recent victory over Carrie seemed to atone for much he had endured during the last few days. Life seemed worth fighting for. This eastward flight from all things customary and attached seemed as if it might have happiness in store. The storm showed a rainbow at the end of which might be a pot of gold.

He was about to cross to a little red-and-white striped bar which was fastened up beside a door when a voice greeted him familiarly. Instantly his heart sank.

Why, hello, George, old man! said the voice. What are you doing down here?

Hurstwood was already confronted, and recognised his friend Kenny, the stock-broker.

Just attending to a little private matter, he answered, his mind working like a key-board of a telephone station. This man evidently did not know  he had not read the papers.

Well, it seems strange to see you way up here, said Mr. Kenny genially. Stopping here?

Yes, said Hurstwood uneasily, thinking of his handwriting on the register.

Going to be in town long?

No, only a day or so.

Is that so? Had your breakfast?

Yes, said Hurstwood, lying blandly. Im just going for a shave.

Wont you come have a drink?

Not until afterwards, said the ex-manager. Ill see you later. Are you stopping here?

Yes, said Mr. Kenny, and then, turning the word again, added: How are things out in Chicago?

About the same as usual, said Hurstwood, smiling genially.

Wife with you?

No.

Well, I must see more of you to-day. Im just going in here for breakfast. Come in when youre through.

I will, said Hurstwood, moving away. The whole conversation was a trial to him. It seemed to add complications with every word. This man called up a thousand memories. He represented everything he had left. Chicago, his wife, the elegant resort  all these were in his greeting and inquiries. And here he was in this same hotel expecting to confer with him, unquestionably waiting to have a good time with him. All at once the Chicago papers would arrive. The local papers would have accounts in them this very day. He forgot his triumph with Carrie in the possibility of soon being known for what he was, in this mans eyes, a safe-breaker. He could have groaned as he went into the barber shop. He decided to escape and seek a more secluded hotel.

Accordingly, when he came out he was glad to see the lobby clear, and hastened toward the stairs. He would get Carrie and go out by the ladies entrance. They would have breakfast in some more inconspicuous place.

Across the lobby, however, another individual was surveying him. He was of a commonplace Irish type, small of stature, cheaply dressed, and with a head that seemed a smaller edition of some huge ward politicians. This individual had been evidently talking with the clerk, but now he surveyed the ex-manager keenly.

Hurstwood felt the long-range examination and recognised the type. Instinctively he felt that the man was a detective  that he was being watched. He hurried across, pretending not to notice, but in his mind was a world of thoughts. What would happen now? What could these people do? He began to trouble concerning the extradition laws. He did not understand them absolutely. Perhaps he could be arrested. Oh, if Carrie should find out! Montreal was too warm for him. He began to long to be out of it.

Carrie had bathed and was waiting when he arrived. She looked refreshed  more delightful than ever, but reserved. Since he had gone she had resumed somewhat of her cold attitude towards him. Love was not blazing in her heart. He felt it, and his troubles seemed increased. He could not take her in his arms; he did not even try. Something about her forbade it. In part his opinion was the result of his own experiences and reflections below stairs.

Youre ready, are you? he said kindly.

Yes, she answered.

Well go out for breakfast. This place down here doesnt appeal to me very much.

All right, said Carrie.

They went out, and at the corner the commonplace Irish individual was standing, eyeing him. Hurstwood could scarcely refrain from showing that he knew of this chaps presence. The insolence in the fellows eye was galling. Still they passed, and he explained to Carrie concerning the city. Another restaurant was not long in showing itself, and here they entered.

What a queer town this is, said Carrie, who marvelled at it solely because it was not like Chicago.

It isnt as lively as Chicago, said Hurstwood. Dont you like it?

No, said Carrie, whose feelings were already localised in the great Western city.

Well, it isnt as interesting, said Hurstwood.

Whats here? asked Carrie, wondering at his choosing to visit this town.

Nothing much, returned Hurstwood. Its quite a resort. Theres some pretty scenery about here.

Carrie listened, but with a feeling of unrest. There was much about her situation which destroyed the possibility of appreciation.

We wont stay here long, said Hurstwood, who was now really glad to note her dissatisfaction. You pick out your clothes as soon as breakfast is over and well run down to New York soon. Youll like that. Its a lot more like a city than any place outside Chicago.

He was really planning to slip out and away. He would see what these detectives would do  what move his employers at Chicago would make  then he would slip away  down to New York, where it was easy to hide. He knew enough about that city to know that its mysteries and possibilities of mystification were infinite.

The more he thought, however, the more wretched his situation became. He saw that getting here did not exactly clear up the ground. The firm would probably employ detectives to watch him  Pinkerton men or agents of Mooney and Boland. They might arrest him the moment he tried to leave Canada. So he might be compelled to remain here months, and in what a state!

Back at the hotel Hurstwood was anxious and yet fearful to see the morning papers. He wanted to know how far the news of his criminal deed had spread. So he told Carrie he would be up in a few moments, and went to secure and scan the dailies. No familiar or suspicious faces were about, and yet he did not like reading in the lobby, so he sought the main parlour on the floor above and, seated by a window there, looked them over. Very little was given to his crime, but it was there, several sticks in all, among all the riffraff of telegraphed murders, accidents, marriages, and other news. He wished, half sadly, that he could undo it all. Every moment of his time in this far-off abode of safety but added to his feeling that he had made a great mistake. There could have been an easier way out if he had only known.

He left the papers before going to the room, thinking thus to keep them out of the hands of Carrie.

Well, how are you feeling? he asked of her. She was engaged in looking out of the window.

Oh, all right, she answered.

He came over, and was about to begin a conversation with her, when a knock came at their door.

Maybe its one of my parcels, said Carrie.

Hurstwood opened the door, outside of which stood the individual whom he had so thoroughly suspected.

Youre Mr. Hurstwood, are you? said the latter, with a volume of affected shrewdness and assurance.

Yes, said Hurstwood calmly. He knew the type so thoroughly that some of his old familiar indifference to it returned. Such men as these were of the lowest stratum welcomed at the resort. He stepped out and closed the door.

Well, you know what I am here for, dont you? said the man confidentially.

I can guess, said Hurstwood softly.

Well, do you intend to try and keep the money?

Thats my affair, said Hurstwood grimly.

You cant do it, you know, said the detective, eyeing him coolly.

Look here, my man, said Hurstwood authoritatively, you dont understand anything about this case, and I cant explain to you. Whatever I intend to do Ill do without advice from the outside. Youll have to excuse me.

Well, now, theres no use of your talking that way, said the man, when youre in the hands of the police. We can make a lot of trouble for you if we want to. Youre not registered right in this house, you havent got your wife with you, and the newspapers dont know youre here yet. You might as well be reasonable.

What do you want to know? asked Hurstwood.

Whether youre going to send back that money or not.

Hurstwood paused and studied the floor.

Theres no use explaining to you about this, he said at last. Theres no use of your asking me. Im no fool, you know. I know just what you can do and what you cant. You can create a lot of trouble if you want to. I know that all right, but it wont help you to get the money. Now, Ive made up my mind what to do. Ive already written Fitzgerald and Moy, so theres nothing I can say. You wait until you hear more from them.

All the time he had been talking he had been moving away from the door, down the corridor, out of the hearing of Carrie. They were now near the end where the corridor opened into the large general parlour.

You wont give it up? said the man.

The words irritated Hurstwood greatly. Hot blood poured into his brain. Many thoughts formulated themselves. He was no thief. He didnt want the money. If he could only explain to Fitzgerald and Moy, maybe it would be all right again.

See here, he said, theres no use my talking about this at all. I respect your power all right, but Ill have to deal with the people who know.

Well, you cant get out of Canada with it, said the man.

I dont want to get out, said Hurstwood. When I get ready therell be nothing to stop me for.

He turned back, and the detective watched him closely. It seemed an intolerable thing. Still he went on and into the room.

Who was it? asked Carrie.

A friend of mine from Chicago.

The whole of this conversation was such a shock that, coming as it did after all the other worry of the past week, it sufficed to induce a deep gloom and moral revulsion in Hurstwood. What hurt him most was the fact that he was being pursued as a thief. He began to see the nature of that social injustice which sees but one side  often but a single point in a long tragedy. All the newspapers noted but one thing, his taking the money. How and wherefore were but indifferently dealt with. All the complications which led up to it were unknown. He was accused without being understood.

Sitting in his room with Carrie the same day, he decided to send the money back. He would write Fitzgerald and Moy, explain all, and then send it by express. Maybe they would forgive him. Perhaps they would ask him back. He would make good the false statement he had made about writing them. Then he would leave this peculiar town.

For an hour he thought over this plausible statement of the tangle. He wanted to tell them about his wife, but couldnt. He finally narrowed it down to an assertion that he was light-headed from entertaining friends, had found the safe open, and having gone so far as to take the money out, had accidentally closed it. This act he regretted very much. He was sorry he had put them to so much trouble. He would undo what he could by sending the money back  the major portion of it. The remainder he would pay up as soon as he could. Was there any possibility of his being restored? This he only hinted at.

The troubled state of the mans mind may be judged by the very construction of this letter. For the nonce he forgot what a painful thing it would be to resume his old place, even if it were given him. He forgot that he had severed himself from the past as by a sword, and that if he did manage to in some way reunite himself with it, the jagged line of separation and reunion would always show. He was always forgetting something  his wife, Carrie, his need of money, present situation, or something  and so did not reason clearly. Nevertheless, he sent the letter, waiting a reply before sending the money.

Meanwhile, he accepted his present situation with Carrie, getting what joy out of it he could.

Out came the sun by noon, and poured a golden flood through their open windows. Sparrows were twittering. There were laughter and song in the air. Hurstwood could not keep his eyes from Carrie. She seemed the one ray of sunshine in all his trouble. Oh, if she would only love him wholly  only throw her arms around him in the blissful spirit in which he had seen her in the little park in Chicago  how happy he would be! It would repay him; it would show him that he had not lost all. He would not care.

Carrie, he said, getting up once and coming over to her, are you going to stay with me from now on?

She looked at him quizzically, but melted with sympathy as the value of the look upon his face forced itself upon her. It was love now, keen and strong  love enhanced by difficulty and worry. She could not help smiling.

Let me be everything to you from now on, he said. Dont make me worry any more. Ill be true to you. Well go to New York and get a nice flat. Ill go into business again, and well be happy. Wont you be mine?

Carrie listened quite solemnly. There was no great passion in her, but the drift of things and this mans proximity created a semblance of affection. She felt rather sorry for him  a sorrow born of what had only recently been a great admiration. True love she had never felt for him. She would have known as much if she could have analysed her feelings, but this thing which she now felt aroused by his great feeling broke down the barriers between them.

Youll stay with me, wont you? he asked.

Yes, she said, nodding her head.

He gathered her to himself, imprinting kisses upon her lips and cheeks.

You must marry me, though, she said.

Ill get a license to-day, he answered.

How? she asked.

Under a new name, he answered. Ill take a new name and live a new life. From now on Im Murdock.

Oh, dont take that name, said Carrie.

Why not? he said.

I dont like it.

Well, what shall I take? he asked.

Oh, anything, only dont take that.

He thought a while, still keeping his arms about her, and then said:

How would Wheeler do?

Thats all right, said Carrie.

Well, then, Wheeler, he said. Ill get the license this afternoon.

They were married by a Baptist minister, the first divine they found convenient.

At last the Chicago firm answered. It was by Mr. Moys dictation. He was astonished that Hurstwood had done this; very sorry that it had come about as it had. If the money were returned, they would not trouble to prosecute him, as they really bore him no ill-will. As for his returning, or their restoring him to his former position, they had not quite decided what the effect of it would be. They would think it over and correspond with him later, possibly, after a little time, and so on.

The sum and substance of it was that there was no hope, and they wanted the money with the least trouble possible. Hurstwood read his doom. He decided to pay $9,500 to the agent whom they said they would send, keeping $1,300 for his own use. He telegraphed his acquiescence, explained to the representative who called at the hotel the same day, took a certificate of payment, and told Carrie to pack her trunk. He was slightly depressed over this newest move at the time he began to make it, but eventually restored himself. He feared that even yet he might be seized and taken back, so he tried to conceal his movements, but it was scarcely possible. He ordered Carries trunk sent to the depot, where he had it sent by express to New York. No one seemed to be observing him, but he left at night. He was greatly agitated lest at the first station across the border or at the depot in New York there should be waiting for him an officer of the law.

Carrie, ignorant of his theft and his fears, enjoyed the entry into the latter city in the morning. The round green hills sentinelling the broad, expansive bosom of the Hudson held her attention by their beauty as the train followed the line of the stream. She had heard of the Hudson River, the great city of New York, and now she looked out, filling her mind with the wonder of it.

As the train turned east at Spuyten Duyvil and followed the east bank of the Harlem River, Hurstwood nervously called her attention to the fact that they were on the edge of the city. After her experience with Chicago, she expected long lines of cars  a great highway of tracks  and noted the difference. The sight of a few boats in the Harlem and more in the East River tickled her young heart. It was the first sign of the great sea. Next came a plain street with five-story brick flats, and then the train plunged into the tunnel.

Grand Central Station! called the trainman, as, after a few minutes of darkness and smoke, daylight reappeared. Hurstwood arose and gathered up his small grip. He was screwed up to the highest tension. With Carrie he waited at the door and then dismounted. No one approached him, but he glanced furtively to and fro as he made for the street entrance. So excited was he that he forgot all about Carrie, who fell behind, wondering at his self-absorption. As he passed through the depot proper the strain reached its climax and began to wane. All at once he was on the sidewalk, and none but cabmen hailed him. He heaved a great breath and turned, remembering Carrie.

I thought you were going to run off and leave me, she said.

I was trying to remember which car takes us to the Gilsey, he answered.

Carrie hardly heard him, so interested was she in the busy scene.

How large is New York? she asked.

Oh, a million or more, said Hurstwood.

He looked around and hailed a cab, but he did so in a changed way.

For the first time in years the thought that he must count these little expenses flashed through his mind. It was a disagreeable thing.

He decided he would lose no time living in hotels but would rent a flat. Accordingly he told Carrie, and she agreed.

Well look to-day, if you want to, she said.

Suddenly he thought of his experience in Montreal. At the more important hotels he would be certain to meet Chicagoans whom he knew. He stood up and spoke to the driver.

Take me to the Belford, he said, knowing it to be less frequented by those whom he knew. Then he sat down.

Where is the residence part? asked Carrie, who did not take the tall five-story walls on either hand to be the abodes of families.

Everywhere, said Hurstwood, who knew the city fairly well. There are no lawns in New York. All these are houses.

Well, then, I dont like it, said Carrie, who was coming to have a few opinions of her own.


CHAPTER XXX

THE KINGDOM OF GREATNESS: THE PILGRIM ADREAM

Whatever a man like Hurstwood could be in Chicago, it is very evident that he would be but an inconspicuous drop in an ocean like New York. In Chicago, whose population still ranged about 500,000, millionaires were not numerous. The rich had not become so conspicuously rich as to drown all moderate incomes in obscurity. The attention of the inhabitants was not so distracted by local celebrities in the dramatic, artistic, social, and religious fields as to shut the well-positioned man from view. In Chicago the two roads to distinction were politics and trade. In New York the roads were any one of a half-hundred, and each had been diligently pursued by hundreds, so that celebrities were numerous. The sea was already full of whales. A common fish must needs disappear wholly from view  remain unseen. In other words, Hurstwood was nothing.

There is a more subtle result of such a situation as this, which, though not always taken into account, produces the tragedies of the world. The great create an atmosphere which reacts badly upon the small. This atmosphere is easily and quickly felt. Walk among the magnificent residences, the splendid equipages, the gilded shops, restaurants, resorts of all kinds; scent the flowers, the silks, the wines; drink of the laughter springing from the soul of luxurious content, of the glances which gleam like light from defiant spears; feel the quality of the smiles which cut like glistening swords and of strides born of place, and you shall know of what is the atmosphere of the high and mighty. Little use to argue that of such is not the kingdom of greatness, but so long as the world is attracted by this and the human heart views this as the one desirable realm which it must attain, so long, to that heart, will this remain the realm of greatness. So long, also, will the atmosphere of this realm work its desperate results in the soul of man. It is like a chemical reagent. One day of it, like one drop of the other, will so affect and discolour the views, the aims, the desire of the mind, that it will thereafter remain forever dyed. A day of it to the untried mind is like opium to the untried body. A craving is set up which, if gratified, shall eternally result in dreams and death. Aye! dreams unfulfilled  gnawing, luring, idle phantoms which beckon and lead, beckon and lead, until death and dissolution dissolve their power and restore us blind to natures heart.

A man of Hurstwoods age and temperament is not subject to the illusions and burning desires of youth, but neither has he the strength of hope which gushes as a fountain in the heart of youth. Such an atmosphere could not incite in him the cravings of a boy of eighteen, but in so far as they were excited, the lack of hope made them proportionately bitter. He could not fail to notice the signs of affluence and luxury on every hand. He had been to New York before and knew the resources of its folly. In part it was an awesome place to him, for here gathered all that he most respected on this earth  wealth, place, and fame. The majority of the celebrities with whom he had tipped glasses in his day as manager hailed from this self-centred and populous spot. The most inviting stories of pleasure and luxury had been told of places and individuals here. He knew it to be true that unconsciously he was brushing elbows with fortune the livelong day; that a hundred or five hundred thousand gave no one the privilege of living more than comfortably in so wealthy a place. Fashion and pomp required more ample sums, so that the poor man was nowhere. All this he realised, now quite sharply, as he faced the city, cut off from his friends, despoiled of his modest fortune, and even his name, and forced to begin the battle for place and comfort all over again. He was not old, but he was not so dull but that he could feel he soon would be. Of a sudden, then, this show of fine clothes, place, and power took on peculiar significance. It was emphasised by contrast with his own distressing state.

And it was distressing. He soon found that freedom from fear of arrest was not the sine qua non of his existence. That danger dissolved, the next necessity became the grievous thing. The paltry sum of thirteen hundred and some odd dollars set against the need of rent, clothing, food, and pleasure for years to come was a spectacle little calculated to induce peace of mind in one who had been accustomed to spend five times that sum in the course of a year. He thought upon the subject rather actively the first few days he was in New York, and decided that he must act quickly. As a consequence, he consulted the business opportunities advertised in the morning papers and began investigations on his own account.

That was not before he had become settled, however. Carrie and he went looking for a flat, as arranged, and found one in Seventy-eighth Street near Amsterdam Avenue. It was a five-story building, and their flat was on the third floor. Owing to the fact that the street was not yet built up solidly, it was possible to see east to the green tops of the trees in Central Park and west to the broad waters of the Hudson, a glimpse of which was to be had out of the west windows. For the privilege of six rooms and a bath, running in a straight line, they were compelled to pay thirty-five dollars a month  an average, and yet exorbitant, rent for a home at the time. Carrie noticed the difference between the size of the rooms here and in Chicago and mentioned it.

Youll not find anything better, dear, said Hurstwood, unless you go into one of the old-fashioned houses, and then you wont have any of these conveniences.

Carrie picked out the new abode because of its newness and bright wood-work. It was one of the very new ones supplied with steam heat, which was a great advantage. The stationary range, hot and cold water, dumb-waiter, speaking tubes, and call-bell for the janitor pleased her very much. She had enough of the instincts of a housewife to take great satisfaction in these things.

Hurstwood made arrangement with one of the instalment houses whereby they furnished the flat complete and accepted fifty dollars down and ten dollars a month. He then had a little plate, bearing the name G. W. Wheeler, made, which he placed on his letter-box in the hall. It sounded exceedingly odd to Carrie to be called Mrs. Wheeler by the janitor, but in time she became used to it and looked upon the name as her own.

These house details settled, Hurstwood visited some of the advertised opportunities to purchase an interest in some flourishing down-town bar. After the palatial resort in Adams Street, he could not stomach the commonplace saloons which he found advertised. He lost a number of days looking up these and finding them disagreeable. He did, however, gain considerable knowledge by talking, for he discovered the influence of Tammany Hall and the value of standing in with the police. The most profitable and flourishing places he found to be those which conducted anything but a legitimate business, such as that controlled by Fitzgerald and Moy. Elegant back rooms and private drinking booths on the second floor were usually adjuncts of very profitable places. He saw by portly keepers, whose shirt fronts shone with large diamonds, and whose clothes were properly cut, that the liquor business here, as elsewhere, yielded the same golden profit.

At last he found an individual who had a resort in Warren Street, which seemed an excellent venture. It was fairly well-appearing and susceptible of improvement. The owner claimed the business to be excellent, and it certainly looked so.

We deal with a very good class of people, he told Hurstwood. Merchants, salesmen, and professionals. Its a well-dressed class. No bums. We dont allow em in the place.

Hurstwood listened to the cash-register ring, and watched the trade for a while.

Its profitable enough for two, is it? he asked.

You can see for yourself if youre any judge of the liquor trade, said the owner. This is only one of the two places I have. The other is down in Nassau Street. I cant tend to them both alone. If I had some one who knew the business thoroughly I wouldnt mind sharing with him in this one and letting him manage it.

Ive had experience enough, said Hurstwood blandly, but he felt a little diffident about referring to Fitzgerald and Moy.

Well, you can suit yourself, Mr. Wheeler, said the proprietor.

He only offered a third interest in the stock, fixtures, and good-will, and this in return for a thousand dollars and managerial ability on the part of the one who should come in. There was no property involved, because the owner of the saloon merely rented from an estate.

The offer was genuine enough, but it was a question with Hurstwood whether a third interest in that locality could be made to yield one hundred and fifty dollars a month, which he figured he must have in order to meet the ordinary family expenses and be comfortable. It was not the time, however, after many failures to find what he wanted, to hesitate. It looked as though a third would pay a hundred a month now. By judicious management and improvement, it might be made to pay more. Accordingly he agreed to enter into partnership, and made over his thousand dollars, preparing to enter the next day.

His first inclination was to be elated, and he confided to Carrie that he thought he had made an excellent arrangement. Time, however, introduced food for reflection. He found his partner to be very disagreeable. Frequently he was the worse for liquor, which made him surly. This was the last thing which Hurstwood was used to in business. Besides, the business varied. It was nothing like the class of patronage which he had enjoyed in Chicago. He found that it would take a long time to make friends. These people hurried in and out without seeking the pleasures of friendship. It was no gathering or lounging place. Whole days and weeks passed without one such hearty greeting as he had been wont to enjoy every day in Chicago.

For another thing, Hurstwood missed the celebrities  those well-dressed, élite individuals who lend grace to the average bars and bring news from far-off and exclusive circles. He did not see one such in a month. Evenings, when still at his post, he would occasionally read in the evening papers incidents concerning celebrities whom he knew  whom he had drunk a glass with many a time. They would visit a bar like Fitzgerald and Moys in Chicago, or the Hoffman House, uptown, but he knew that he would never see them down here.

Again, the business did not pay as well as he thought. It increased a little, but he found he would have to watch his household expenses, which was humiliating.

In the very beginning it was a delight to go home late at night, as he did, and find Carrie. He managed to run up and take dinner with her between six and seven, and to remain home until nine oclock in the morning, but the novelty of this waned after a time, and he began to feel the drag of his duties.

The first month had scarcely passed before Carrie said in a very natural way: I think Ill go down this week and buy a dress.

What kind? said Hurstwood.

Oh, something for street wear.

All right, he answered, smiling, although he noted mentally that it would be more agreeable to his finances if she didnt. Nothing was said about it the next day, but the following morning he asked:

Have you done anything about your dress?

Not yet, said Carrie.

He paused a few moments, as if in thought, and then said:

Would you mind putting it off a few days?

No, replied Carrie, who did not catch the drift of his remarks. She had never thought of him in connection with money troubles before. Why?

Well, Ill tell you, said Hurstwood. This investment of mine is taking a lot of money just now. I expect to get it all back shortly, but just at present I am running close.

Oh! answered Carrie. Why, certainly, dear. Why didnt you tell me before?

It wasnt necessary, said Hurstwood.

For all her acquiescence, there was something about the way Hurstwood spoke which reminded Carrie of Drouet and his little deal which he was always about to put through. It was only the thought of a second, but it was a beginning. It was something new in her thinking of Hurstwood.

Other things followed from time to time, little things of the same sort, which in their cumulative effect were eventually equal to a full revelation. Carrie was not dull by any means. Two persons cannot long dwell together without coming to an understanding of one another. The mental difficulties of an individual reveal themselves whether he voluntarily confesses them or not. Trouble gets in the air and contributes gloom, which speaks for itself. Hurstwood dressed as nicely as usual, but they were the same clothes he had in Canada. Carrie noticed that he did not install a large wardrobe, though his own was anything but large. She noticed, also, that he did not suggest many amusements, said nothing about the food, seemed concerned about his business. This was not the easy Hurstwood of Chicago  not the liberal, opulent Hurstwood she had known. The change was too obvious to escape detection.

In time she began to feel that a change had come about, and that she was not in his confidence. He was evidently secretive and kept his own counsel. She found herself asking him questions about little things. This is a disagreeable state to a woman. Great love makes it seem reasonable, sometimes plausible, but never satisfactory. Where great love is not, a more definite and less satisfactory conclusion is reached.

As for Hurstwood, he was making a great fight against the difficulties of a changed condition. He was too shrewd not to realise the tremendous mistake he had made, and appreciate that he had done well in getting where he was, and yet he could not help contrasting his present state with his former, hour after hour, and day after day.

Besides, he had the disagreeable fear of meeting old-time friends, ever since one such encounter which he made shortly after his arrival in the city. It was in Broadway that he saw a man approaching him whom he knew. There was no time for simulating non-recognition. The exchange of glances had been too sharp, the knowledge of each other too apparent. So the friend, a buyer for one of the Chicago wholesale houses, felt, perforce, the necessity of stopping.

How are you? he said, extending his hand with an evident mixture of feeling and a lack of plausible interest.

Very well, said Hurstwood, equally embarrassed. How is it with you?

All right; Im down here doing a little buying. Are you located here now?

Yes, said Hurstwood, I have a place down in Warren Street.

Is that so? said the friend. Glad to hear it. Ill come down and see you.

Do, said Hurstwood.

So long, said the other, smiling affably and going on.

He never asked for my number, thought Hurstwood; he wouldnt think of coming. He wiped his forehead, which had grown damp, and hoped sincerely he would meet no one else.

These things told upon his good-nature, such as it was. His one hope was that things would change for the better in a money way. He had Carrie. His furniture was being paid for. He was maintaining his position. As for Carrie, the amusements he could give her would have to do for the present. He could probably keep up his pretensions sufficiently long without exposure to make good, and then all would be well. He failed therein to take account of the frailties of human nature  the difficulties of matrimonial life. Carrie was young. With him and with her varying mental states were common. At any moment the extremes of feeling might be anti-polarised at the dinner table. This often happens in the best regulated families. Little things brought out on such occasions need great love to obliterate them afterward. Where that is not, both parties count two and two and make a problem after a while.


CHAPTER XXXI

A PET OF GOOD FORTUNE: BROADWAY FLAUNTS ITS JOYS

The effect of the city and his own situation on Hurstwood was paralleled in the case of Carrie, who accepted the things which fortune provided with the most genial good-nature. New York, despite her first expression of disapproval, soon interested her exceedingly. Its clear atmosphere, more populous thoroughfares, and peculiar indifference struck her forcibly. She had never seen such a little flat as hers, and yet it soon enlisted her affection. The new furniture made an excellent showing, the sideboard which Hurstwood himself arranged gleamed brightly. The furniture for each room was appropriate, and in the so-called parlour, or front room, was installed a piano, because Carrie said she would like to learn to play. She kept a servant and developed rapidly in household tactics and information. For the first time in her life she felt settled, and somewhat justified in the eyes of society as she conceived of it. Her thoughts were merry and innocent enough. For a long while she concerned herself over the arrangement of New York flats, and wondered at ten families living in one building and all remaining strange and indifferent to each other. She also marvelled at the whistles of the hundreds of vessels in the harbour  the long, low cries of the Sound steamers and ferry-boats when fog was on. The mere fact that these things spoke from the sea made them wonderful. She looked much at what she could see of the Hudson from her west windows and of the great city building up rapidly on either hand. It was much to ponder over, and sufficed to entertain her for more than a year without becoming stale.

For another thing, Hurstwood was exceedingly interesting in his affection for her. Troubled as he was, he never exposed his difficulties to her. He carried himself with the same self-important air, took his new state with easy familiarity, and rejoiced in Carries proclivities and successes. Each evening he arrived promptly to dinner, and found the little dining-room a most inviting spectacle. In a way, the smallness of the room added to its luxury. It looked full and replete. The white-covered table was arrayed with pretty dishes and lighted with a four-armed candelabra, each light of which was topped with a red shade. Between Carrie and the girl the steaks and chops came out all right, and canned goods did the rest for a while. Carrie studied the art of making biscuit, and soon reached the stage where she could show a plate of light, palatable morsels for her labour.

In this manner the second, third, and fourth months passed. Winter came, and with it a feeling that indoors was best, so that the attending of theatres was not much talked of. Hurstwood made great efforts to meet all expenditures without a show of feeling one way or the other. He pretended that he was reinvesting his money in strengthening the business for greater ends in the future. He contented himself with a very moderate allowance of personal apparel, and rarely suggested anything for Carrie. Thus the first winter passed.

In the second year, the business which Hurstwood managed did increase somewhat. He got out of it regularly the $150 per month which he had anticipated. Unfortunately, by this time Carrie had reached certain conclusions, and he had scraped up a few acquaintances.

Being of a passive and receptive rather than an active and aggressive nature, Carrie accepted the situation. Her state seemed satisfactory enough. Once in a while they would go to a theatre together, occasionally in season to the beaches and different points about the city, but they picked up no acquaintances. Hurstwood naturally abandoned his show of fine manners with her and modified his attitude to one of easy familiarity. There were no misunderstandings, no apparent differences of opinion. In fact, without money or visiting friends, he led a life which could neither arouse jealousy nor comment. Carrie rather sympathised with his efforts and thought nothing upon her lack of entertainment such as she had enjoyed in Chicago. New York as a corporate entity and her flat temporarily seemed sufficient.

However, as Hurstwoods business increased, he, as stated, began to pick up acquaintances. He also began to allow himself more clothes. He convinced himself that his home life was very precious to him, but allowed that he could occasionally stay away from dinner. The first time he did this he sent a message saying that he would be detained. Carrie ate alone, and wished that it might not happen again. The second time, also, he sent word, but at the last moment. The third time he forgot entirely and explained afterwards. These events were months apart, each.

Where were you, George? asked Carrie, after the first absence.

Tied up at the office, he said genially. There were some accounts I had to straighten.

Im sorry you couldnt get home, she said kindly. I was fixing to have such a nice dinner.

The second time he gave a similar excuse, but the third time the feeling about it in Carries mind was a little bit out of the ordinary.

I couldnt get home, he said, when he came in later in the evening, I was so busy.

Couldnt you have sent me word? asked Carrie.

I meant to, he said, but you know I forgot it until it was too late to do any good.

And I had such a good dinner! said Carrie.

Now, it so happened that from his observations of Carrie he began to imagine that she was of the thoroughly domestic type of mind. He really thought, after a year, that her chief expression in life was finding its natural channel in household duties. Notwithstanding the fact that he had observed her act in Chicago, and that during the past year he had only seen her limited in her relations to her flat and him by conditions which he made, and that she had not gained any friends or associates, he drew this peculiar conclusion. With it came a feeling of satisfaction in having a wife who could thus be content, and this satisfaction worked its natural result. That is, since he imagined he saw her satisfied, he felt called upon to give only that which contributed to such satisfaction. He supplied the furniture, the decorations, the food, and the necessary clothing. Thoughts of entertaining her, leading her out into the shine and show of life, grew less and less. He felt attracted to the outer world, but did not think she would care to go along. Once he went to the theatre alone. Another time he joined a couple of his new friends at an evening game of poker. Since his money-feathers were beginning to grow again he felt like sprucing about. All this, however, in a much less imposing way than had been his wont in Chicago. He avoided the gay places where he would be apt to meet those who had known him.

Now, Carrie began to feel this in various sensory ways. She was not the kind to be seriously disturbed by his actions. Not loving him greatly, she could not be jealous in a disturbing way. In fact, she was not jealous at all. Hurstwood was pleased with her placid manner, when he should have duly considered it. When he did not come home it did not seem anything like a terrible thing to her. She gave him credit for having the usual allurements of men  people to talk to, places to stop, friends to consult with. She was perfectly willing that he should enjoy himself in his way, but she did not care to be neglected herself. Her state still seemed fairly reasonable, however. All she did observe was that Hurstwood was somewhat different.

Some time in the second year of their residence in Seventy-eighth Street the flat across the hall from Carrie became vacant, and into it moved a very handsome young woman and her husband, with both of whom Carrie afterwards became acquainted. This was brought about solely by the arrangement of the flats, which were united in one place, as it were, by the dumb-waiter. This useful elevator, by which fuel, groceries, and the like were sent up from the basement, and garbage and waste sent down, was used by both residents of one floor; that is, a small door opened into it from each flat.

If the occupants of both flats answered to the whistle of the janitor at the same time, they would stand face to face when they opened the dumb-waiter doors. One morning, when Carrie went to remove her paper, the newcomer, a handsome brunette of perhaps twenty-three years of age, was there for a like purpose. She was in a night-robe and dressing-gown, with her hair very much tousled, but she looked so pretty and good-natured that Carrie instantly conceived a liking for her. The newcomer did no more than smile shamefacedly, but it was sufficient. Carrie felt that she would like to know her, and a similar feeling stirred in the mind of the other, who admired Carries innocent face.

Thats a real pretty woman who has moved in next door, said Carrie to Hurstwood at the breakfast table.

Who are they? asked Hurstwood.

I dont know, said Carrie. The name on the bell is Vance. Some one over there plays beautifully. I guess it must be she.

Well, you never can tell what sort of people youre living next to in this town, can you? said Hurstwood, expressing the customary New York opinion about neighbours.

Just think, said Carrie, I have been in this house with nine other families for over a year and I dont know a soul. These people have been here over a month and I havent seen any one before this morning.

Its just as well, said Hurstwood. You never know who youre going to get in with. Some of these people are pretty bad company.

I expect so, said Carrie, agreeably.

The conversation turned to other things, and Carrie thought no more upon the subject until a day or two later, when, going out to market, she encountered Mrs. Vance coming in. The latter recognised her and nodded, for which Carrie returned a smile. This settled the probability of acquaintanceship. If there had been no faint recognition on this occasion, there would have been no future association.

Carrie saw no more of Mrs. Vance for several weeks, but she heard her play through the thin walls which divided the front rooms of the flats, and was pleased by the merry selection of pieces and the brilliance of their rendition. She could play only moderately herself, and such variety as Mrs. Vance exercised bordered, for Carrie, upon the verge of great art. Everything she had seen and heard thus far  the merest scraps and shadows  indicated that these people were, in a measure, refined and in comfortable circumstances. So Carrie was ready for any extension of the friendship which might follow.

One day Carries bell rang and the servant, who was in the kitchen, pressed the button which caused the front door of the general entrance on the ground floor to be electrically unlatched. When Carrie waited at her own door on the third floor to see who it might be coming up to call on her, Mrs. Vance appeared.

I hope youll excuse me, she said. I went out a while ago and forgot my outside key, so I thought Id ring your bell.

This was a common trick of other residents of the building, whenever they had forgotten their outside keys. They did not apologise for it, however.

Certainly, said Carrie. Im glad you did. I do the same thing sometimes.

Isnt it just delightful weather? said Mrs. Vance, pausing for a moment.

Thus, after a few more preliminaries, this visiting acquaintance was well launched, and in the young Mrs. Vance Carrie found an agreeable companion.

On several occasions Carrie visited her and was visited. Both flats were good to look upon, though that of the Vances tended somewhat more to the luxurious.

I want you to come over this evening and meet my husband, said Mrs. Vance, not long after their intimacy began. He wants to meet you. You play cards, dont you?

A little, said Carrie.

Well, well have a game of cards. If your husband comes home bring him over.

Hes not coming to dinner to-night, said Carrie.

Well, when he does come well call him in.

Carrie acquiesced, and that evening met the portly Vance, an individual a few years younger than Hurstwood, and who owed his seemingly comfortable matrimonial state much more to his money than to his good looks. He thought well of Carrie upon the first glance and laid himself out to be genial, teaching her a new game of cards and talking to her about New York and its pleasures. Mrs. Vance played some upon the piano, and at last Hurstwood came.

I am very glad to meet you, he said to Mrs. Vance when Carrie introduced him, showing much of the old grace which had captivated Carrie.

Did you think your wife had run away? said Mr. Vance, extending his hand upon introduction.

I didnt know but what she might have found a better husband, said Hurstwood.

He now turned his attention to Mrs. Vance, and in a flash Carrie saw again what she for some time had sub-consciously missed in Hurstwood  the adroitness and flattery of which he was capable. She also saw that she was not well dressed  not nearly as well dressed  as Mrs. Vance. These were not vague ideas any longer. Her situation was cleared up for her. She felt that her life was becoming stale, and therein she felt cause for gloom. The old helpful, urging melancholy was restored. The desirous Carrie was whispered to concerning her possibilities.

There were no immediate results to this awakening, for Carrie had little power of initiative; but, nevertheless, she seemed ever capable of getting herself into the tide of change where she would be easily borne along. Hurstwood noticed nothing. He had been unconscious of the marked contrasts which Carrie had observed. He did not even detect the shade of melancholy which settled in her eyes. Worst of all, she now began to feel the loneliness of the flat and seek the company of Mrs. Vance, who liked her exceedingly.

Lets go to the matinée this afternoon, said Mrs. Vance, who had stepped across into Carries flat one morning, still arrayed in a soft pink dressing-gown, which she had donned upon rising. Hurstwood and Vance had gone their separate ways nearly an hour before.

All right, said Carrie, noticing the air of the petted and well-groomed woman in Mrs. Vances general appearance. She looked as though she was dearly loved and her every wish gratified. What shall we see?

Oh, I do want to see Nat Goodwin, said Mrs. Vance. I do think he is the jolliest actor. The papers say this is such a good play.

What time will we have to start? asked Carrie.

Lets go at one and walk down Broadway from Thirty-fourth Street, said Mrs. Vance. Its such an interesting walk. Hes at the Madison Square.

Ill be glad to go, said Carrie. How much will we have to pay for seats?

Not more than a dollar, said Mrs. Vance.

The latter departed, and at one oclock reappeared, stunningly arrayed in a dark-blue walking dress, with a nobby hat to match. Carrie had gotten herself up charmingly enough, but this woman pained her by contrast. She seemed to have so many dainty little things which Carrie had not. There were trinkets of gold, an elegant green leather purse set with her initials, a fancy handkerchief, exceedingly rich in design, and the like. Carrie felt that she needed more and better clothes to compare with this woman, and that any one looking at the two would pick Mrs. Vance for her raiment alone. It was a trying, though rather unjust thought, for Carrie had now developed an equally pleasing figure, and had grown in comeliness until she was a thoroughly attractive type of her colour of beauty. There was some difference in the clothing of the two, both of quality and age, but this difference was not especially noticeable. It served, however, to augment Carries dissatisfaction with her state.

The walk down Broadway, then as now, was one of the remarkable features of the city. There gathered, before the matinée and afterwards, not only all the pretty women who love a showy parade, but the men who love to gaze upon and admire them. It was a very imposing procession of pretty faces and fine clothes. Women appeared in their very best hats, shoes, and gloves, and walked arm in arm on their way to the fine shops or theatres strung along from Fourteenth to Thirty-fourth streets. Equally the men paraded with the very latest they could afford. A tailor might have secured hints on suit measurements, a shoemaker on proper lasts and colours, a hatter on hats. It was literally true that if a lover of fine clothes secured a new suit, it was sure to have its first airing on Broadway. So true and well understood was this fact, that several years later a popular song, detailing this and other facts concerning the afternoon parade on matinée days, and entitled What Right Has He on Broadway? was published, and had quite a vogue about the music-halls of the city.

In all her stay in the city, Carrie had never heard of this showy parade; had never even been on Broadway when it was taking place. On the other hand, it was a familiar thing to Mrs. Vance, who not only knew of it as an entity, but had often been in it, going purposely to see and be seen, to create a stir with her beauty and dispel any tendency to fall short in dressiness by contrasting herself with the beauty and fashion of the town.

Carrie stepped along easily enough after they got out of the car at Thirty-fourth Street, but soon fixed her eyes upon the lovely company which swarmed by and with them as they proceeded. She noticed suddenly that Mrs. Vances manner had rather stiffened under the gaze of handsome men and elegantly dressed ladies, whose glances were not modified by any rules of propriety. To stare seemed the proper and natural thing. Carrie found herself stared at and ogled. Men in flawless top-coats, high hats, and silver-headed walking sticks elbowed near and looked too often into conscious eyes. Ladies rustled by in dresses of stiff cloth, shedding affected smiles and perfume. Carrie noticed among them the sprinkling of goodness and the heavy percentage of vice. The rouged and powdered cheeks and lips, the scented hair, the large, misty, and languorous eye, were common enough. With a start she awoke to find that she was in fashions crowd, on parade in a show place  and such a show place! Jewellers windows gleamed along the path with remarkable frequency. Florist shops, furriers, haberdashers, confectioners  all followed in rapid succession. The street was full of coaches. Pompous doormen in immense coats, shiny brass belts and buttons, waited in front of expensive salesrooms. Coachmen in tan boots, white tights, and blue jackets waited obsequiously for the mistresses of carriages who were shopping inside. The whole street bore the flavour of riches and show, and Carrie felt that she was not of it. She could not, for the life of her, assume the attitude and smartness of Mrs. Vance, who, in her beauty, was all assurance. She could only imagine that it must be evident to many that she was the less handsomely dressed of the two. It cut her to the quick, and she resolved that she would not come here again until she looked better. At the same time she longed to feel the delight of parading here as an equal. Ah, then she would be happy!


CHAPTER XXXII

THE FEAST OF BELSHAZZAR: A SEER TO TRANSLATE

Such feelings as were generated in Carrie by this walk put her in an exceedingly receptive mood for the pathos which followed in the play. The actor whom they had gone to see had achieved his popularity by presenting a mellow type of comedy, in which sufficient sorrow was introduced to lend contrast and relief to humour. For Carrie, as we well know, the stage had a great attraction. She had never forgotten her one histrionic achievement in Chicago. It dwelt in her mind and occupied her consciousness during many long afternoons in which her rocking-chair and her latest novel contributed the only pleasures of her state. Never could she witness a play without having her own ability vividly brought to consciousness. Some scenes made her long to be a part of them  to give expression to the feelings which she, in the place of the character represented, would feel. Almost invariably she would carry the vivid imaginations away with her and brood over them the next day alone. She lived as much in these things as in the realities which made up her daily life.

It was not often that she came to the play stirred to her hearts core by actualities. To-day a low song of longing had been set singing in her heart by the finery, the merriment, the beauty she had seen. Oh, these women who had passed her by, hundreds and hundreds strong, who were they? Whence came the rich, elegant dresses, the astonishingly coloured buttons, the knick-knacks of silver and gold? Where were these lovely creatures housed? Amid what elegancies of carved furniture, decorated walls, elaborate tapestries did they move? Where were their rich apartments, loaded with all that money could provide? In what stables champed these sleek, nervous horses and rested the gorgeous carriages? Where lounged the richly groomed footmen? Oh, the mansions, the lights, the perfume, the loaded boudoirs and tables! New York must be filled with such bowers, or the beautiful, insolent, supercilious creatures could not be. Some hot-houses held them. It ached her to know that she was not one of them  that, alas, she had dreamed a dream and it had not come true. She wondered at her own solitude these two years past  her indifference to the fact that she had never achieved what she had expected.

The play was one of those drawing-room concoctions in which charmingly overdressed ladies and gentlemen suffer the pangs of love and jealousy amid gilded surroundings. Such bon-mots are ever enticing to those who have all their days longed for such material surroundings and have never had them gratified. They have the charm of showing suffering under ideal conditions. Who would not grieve upon a gilded chair? Who would not suffer amid perfumed tapestries, cushioned furniture, and liveried servants? Grief under such circumstances becomes an enticing thing. Carrie longed to be of it. She wanted to take her sufferings, whatever they were, in such a world, or failing that, at least to simulate them under such charming conditions upon the stage. So affected was her mind by what she had seen, that the play now seemed an extraordinarily beautiful thing. She was soon lost in the world it represented, and wished that she might never return. Between the acts she studied the galaxy of matinée attendants in front rows and boxes, and conceived a new idea of the possibilities of New York. She was sure she had not seen it all  that the city was one whirl of pleasure and delight.

Going out, the same Broadway taught her a sharper lesson. The scene she had witnessed coming down was now augmented and at its height. Such a crush of finery and folly she had never seen. It clinched her convictions concerning her state. She had not lived, could not lay claim to having lived, until something of this had come into her own life. Women were spending money like water; she could see that in every elegant shop she passed. Flowers, candy, jewelry, seemed the principal things in which the elegant dames were interested. And she  she had scarcely enough pin money to indulge in such outings as this a few times a month.

That night the pretty little flat seemed a commonplace thing. It was not what the rest of the world was enjoying. She saw the servant working at dinner with an indifferent eye. In her mind were running scenes of the play. Particularly she remembered one beautiful actress  the sweetheart who had been wooed and won. The grace of this woman had won Carries heart. Her dresses had been all that art could suggest, her sufferings had been so real. The anguish which she had portrayed Carrie could feel. It was done as she was sure she could do it. There were places in which she could even do better. Hence she repeated the lines to herself. Oh, if she could only have such a part, how broad would be her life! She, too, could act appealingly.

When Hurstwood came, Carrie was moody. She was sitting, rocking and thinking, and did not care to have her enticing imaginations broken in upon; so she said little or nothing.

Whats the matter, Carrie? said Hurstwood after a time, noticing her quiet, almost moody state.

Nothing, said Carrie. I dont feel very well to-night.

Not sick, are you? he asked, approaching very close.

Oh, no, she said, almost pettishly, I just dont feel very good.

Thats too bad, he said, stepping away and adjusting his vest after his slight bending over. I was thinking we might go to a show to-night.

I dont want to go, said Carrie, annoyed that her fine visions should have thus been broken into and driven out of her mind. Ive been to the matinée this afternoon.

Oh, you have? said Hurstwood. What was it?

A Gold Mine.

How was it?

Pretty good, said Carrie.

And you dont want to go again to-night?

I dont think I do, she said.

Nevertheless, wakened out of her melancholia and called to the dinner table, she changed her mind. A little food in the stomach does wonders. She went again, and in so doing temporarily recovered her equanimity. The great awakening blow had, however, been delivered. As often as she might recover from these discontented thoughts now, they would occur again. Time and repetition  ah, the wonder of it! The dropping water and the solid stone  how utterly it yields at last!

Not long after this matinée experience  perhaps a month  Mrs. Vance invited Carrie to an evening at the theatre with them. She heard Carrie say that Hurstwood was not coming home to dinner.

Why dont you come with us? Dont get dinner for yourself. Were going down to Sherrys for dinner and then over to the Lyceum. Come along with us.

I think I will, answered Carrie.

She began to dress at three oclock for her departure at half-past five for the noted dining-room which was then crowding Delmonicos for position in society. In this dressing Carrie showed the influence of her association with the dashing Mrs. Vance. She had constantly had her attention called by the latter to novelties in everything which pertains to a womans apparel.

Are you going to get such and such a hat? or, Have you seen the new gloves with the oval pearl buttons? were but sample phrases out of a large selection.

The next time you get a pair of shoes, dearie, said Mrs. Vance, get button, with thick soles and patent-leather tips. Theyre all the rage this fall.

I will, said Carrie.

Oh, dear, have you seen the new shirtwaists at Altmans? They have some of the loveliest patterns. I saw one there that I know would look stunning on you. I said so when I saw it.

Carrie listened to these things with considerable interest, for they were suggested with more of friendliness than is usually common between pretty women. Mrs. Vance liked Carries stable good-nature so well that she really took pleasure in suggesting to her the latest things.

Why dont you get yourself one of those nice serge skirts theyre selling at Lord & Taylors? she said one day. Theyre the circular style, and theyre going to be worn from now on. A dark blue one would look so nice on you.

Carrie listened with eager ears. These things never came up between her and Hurstwood. Nevertheless, she began to suggest one thing and another, which Hurstwood agreed to without any expression of opinion. He noticed the new tendency on Carries part, and finally, hearing much of Mrs. Vance and her delightful ways, suspected whence the change came. He was not inclined to offer the slightest objection so soon, but he felt that Carries wants were expanding. This did not appeal to him exactly, but he cared for her in his own way, and so the thing stood. Still, there was something in the details of the transactions which caused Carrie to feel that her requests were not a delight to him. He did not enthuse over the purchases. This led her to believe that neglect was creeping in, and so another small wedge was entered.

Nevertheless, one of the results of Mrs. Vances suggestions was the fact that on this occasion Carrie was dressed somewhat to her own satisfaction. She had on her best, but there was comfort in the thought that if she must confine herself to a best, it was neat and fitting. She looked the well-groomed woman of twenty-one, and Mrs. Vance praised her, which brought colour to her plump cheeks and a noticeable brightness into her large eyes. It was threatening rain, and Mr. Vance, at his wifes request, had called a coach.

Your husband isnt coming? suggested Mr. Vance, as he met Carrie in his little parlour.

No; he said he wouldnt be home for dinner.

Better leave a little note for him, telling him where we are. He might turn up.

I will, said Carrie, who had not thought of it before.

Tell him well be at Sherrys until eight oclock. He knows, though, I guess.

Carrie crossed the hall with rustling skirts, and scrawled the note, gloves on. When she returned a newcomer was in the Vance flat.

Mrs. Wheeler, let me introduce Mr. Ames, a cousin of mine, said Mrs. Vance. Hes going along with us, arent you, Bob?

Im very glad to meet you, said Ames, bowing politely to Carrie.

The latter caught in a glance the dimensions of a very stalwart figure. She also noticed that he was smooth-shaven, good looking, and young, but nothing more.

Mr. Ames is just down in New York for a few days, put in Vance, and were trying to show him around a little.

Oh, are you? said Carrie, taking another glance at the newcomer.

Yes; I am just on here from Indianapolis for a week or so, said young Ames, seating himself on the edge of a chair to wait while Mrs. Vance completed the last touches of her toilet.

I guess you find New York quite a thing to see, dont you? said Carrie, venturing something to avoid a possible deadly silence.

It is rather large to get around in a week, answered Ames, pleasantly.

He was an exceedingly genial soul, this young man, and wholly free of affectation. It seemed to Carrie he was as yet only overcoming the last traces of the bashfulness of youth. He did not seem apt at conversation, but he had the merit of being well dressed and wholly courageous. Carrie felt as if it were not going to be hard to talk to him.

Well, I guess were ready now. The coach is outside.

Come on, people, said Mrs. Vance, coming in smiling. Bob, youll have to look after Mrs. Wheeler.

Ill try to, said Bob smiling, and edging closer to Carrie. You wont need much watching, will you? he volunteered, in a sort of ingratiating and help-me-out kind of way.

Not very, I hope, said Carrie.

They descended the stairs, Mrs. Vance offering suggestions, and climbed into the open coach.

All right, said Vance, slamming the coach door, and the conveyance rolled away.

What is it were going to see? asked Ames.

Sothern, said Vance, in Lord Chumley.

Oh, he is so good! said Mrs. Vance. Hes just the funniest man.

I notice the papers praise it, said Ames.

I havent any doubt, put in Vance, but well all enjoy it very much.

Ames had taken a seat beside Carrie, and accordingly he felt it his bounden duty to pay her some attention. He was interested to find her so young a wife, and so pretty, though it was only a respectful interest. There was nothing of the dashing ladys man about him. He had respect for the married state, and thought only of some pretty marriageable girls in Indianapolis.

Are you a born New Yorker? asked Ames of Carrie.

Oh, no; Ive only been here for two years.

Oh, well, youve had time to see a great deal of it, anyhow.

I dont seem to have, answered Carrie. Its about as strange to me as when I first came here.

Youre not from the West, are you?

Yes. Im from Wisconsin, she answered.

Well, it does seem as if most people in this town havent been here so very long. I hear of lots of Indiana people in my line who are here.

What is your line? asked Carrie.

Im connected with an electrical company, said the youth.

Carrie followed up this desultory conversation with occasional interruptions from the Vances. Several times it became general and partially humorous, and in that manner the restaurant was reached.

Carrie had noticed the appearance of gayety and pleasure-seeking in the streets which they were following. Coaches were numerous, pedestrians many, and in Fifty-ninth Street the street cars were crowded. At Fifty-ninth Street and Fifth Avenue a blaze of lights from several new hotels which bordered the Plaza Square gave a suggestion of sumptuous hotel life. Fifth Avenue, the home of the wealthy, was noticeably crowded with carriages, and gentlemen in evening dress. At Sherrys an imposing doorman opened the coach door and helped them out. Young Ames held Carries elbow as he helped her up the steps. They entered the lobby already swarming with patrons, and then, after divesting themselves of their wraps, went into a sumptuous dining-room.

In all Carries experience she had never seen anything like this. In the whole time she had been in New York Hurstwoods modified state had not permitted his bringing her to such a place. There was an almost indescribable atmosphere about it which convinced the newcomer that this was the proper thing. Here was the place where the matter of expense limited the patrons to the moneyed or pleasure-loving class. Carrie had read of it often in the Morning and Evening World. She had seen notices of dances, parties, balls, and suppers at Sherrys. The Misses So-and-so would give a party on Wednesday evening at Sherrys. Young Mr. So-and-so would entertain a party of friends at a private luncheon on the sixteenth, at Sherrys. The common run of conventional, perfunctory notices of the doings of society, which she could scarcely refrain from scanning each day, had given her a distinct idea of the gorgeousness and luxury of this wonderful temple of gastronomy. Now, at last, she was really in it. She had come up the imposing steps, guarded by the large and portly doorman. She had seen the lobby, guarded by another large and portly gentleman, and been waited upon by uniformed youths who took care of canes, overcoats, and the like. Here was the splendid dining-chamber, all decorated and aglow, where the wealthy ate. Ah, how fortunate was Mrs. Vance; young, beautiful, and well off  at least, sufficiently so to come here in a coach. What a wonderful thing it was to be rich.

Vance led the way through lanes of shining tables, at which were seated parties of two, three, four, five, or six. The air of assurance and dignity about it all was exceedingly noticeable to the novitiate. Incandescent lights, the reflection of their glow in polished glasses, and the shine of gilt upon the walls, combined into one tone of light which it requires minutes of complacent observation to separate and take particular note of. The white shirt fronts of the gentlemen, the bright costumes of the ladies, diamonds, jewels, fine feathers  all were exceedingly noticeable.

Carrie walked with an air equal to that of Mrs. Vance, and accepted the seat which the head waiter provided for her. She was keenly aware of all the little things that were done  the little genuflections and attentions of the waiters and head waiter which Americans pay for. The air with which the latter pulled out each chair, and the wave of the hand with which he motioned them to be seated, were worth several dollars in themselves.

Once seated, there began that exhibition of showy, wasteful, and unwholesome gastronomy as practised by wealthy Americans, which is the wonder and astonishment of true culture and dignity the world over. The large bill of fare held an array of dishes sufficient to feed an army, sidelined with prices which made reasonable expenditure a ridiculous impossibility  an order of soup at fifty cents or a dollar, with a dozen kinds to choose from; oysters in forty styles and at sixty cents the half-dozen; entrées, fish, and meats at prices which would house one over night in an average hotel. One dollar fifty and two dollars seemed to be the most common figures upon this most tastefully printed bill of fare.

Carrie noticed this, and in scanning it the price of spring chicken carried her back to that other bill of fare and far different occasion when, for the first time, she sat with Drouet in a good restaurant in Chicago. It was only momentary  a sad note as out of an old song  and then it was gone. But in that flash was seen the other Carrie  poor, hungry, drifting at her wits ends, and all Chicago a cold and closed world, from which she only wandered because she could not find work.

On the walls were designs in colour, square spots of robins-egg blue, set in ornate frames of gilt, whose corners were elaborate mouldings of fruit and flowers, with fat cupids hovering in angelic comfort. On the ceilings were coloured traceries with more gilt, leading to a centre where spread a cluster of lights  incandescent globes mingled with glittering prisms and stucco tendrils of gilt. The floor was of a reddish hue, waxed and polished, and in every direction were mirrors  tall, brilliant, bevel-edged mirrors  reflecting and re-reflecting forms, faces, and candelabra a score and a hundred times.

The tables were not so remarkable in themselves, and yet the imprint of Sherry upon the napery, the name of Tiffany upon the silverware, the name of Haviland upon the china, and over all the glow of the small, red-shaded candelabra and the reflected tints of the walls on garments and faces, made them seem remarkable. Each waiter added an air of exclusiveness and elegance by the manner in which he bowed, scraped, touched, and trifled with things. The exclusively personal attention which he devoted to each one, standing half bent, ear to one side, elbows akimbo, saying: Soup  green turtle, yes. One portion, yes. Oysters  certainly  half-dozen  yes. Asparagus. Olives  yes.

It would be the same with each one, only Vance essayed to order for all, inviting counsel and suggestions. Carrie studied the company with open eyes. So this was high life in New York. It was so that the rich spent their days and evenings. Her poor little mind could not rise above applying each scene to all society. Every fine lady must be in the crowd on Broadway in the afternoon, in the theatre at the matinée, in the coaches and dining-halls at night. It must be glow and shine everywhere, with coaches waiting, and footmen attending, and she was out of it all. In two long years she had never even been in such a place as this.

Vance was in his element here, as Hurstwood would have been in former days. He ordered freely of soup, oysters, roast meats, and side dishes, and had several bottles of wine brought, which were set down beside the table in a wicker basket.

Ames was looking away rather abstractedly at the crowd and showed an interesting profile to Carrie. His forehead was high, his nose rather large and strong, his chin moderately pleasing. He had a good, wide, well-shaped mouth, and his dark-brown hair was parted slightly on one side. He seemed to have the least touch of boyishness to Carrie, and yet he was a man full grown.

Do you know, he said, turning back to Carrie, after his reflection, I sometimes think it is a shame for people to spend so much money this way.

Carrie looked at him a moment with the faintest touch of surprise at his seriousness. He seemed to be thinking about something over which she had never pondered.

Do you? she answered, interestedly.

Yes, he said, they pay so much more than these things are worth. They put on so much show.

I dont know why people shouldnt spend when they have it, said Mrs. Vance.

It doesnt do any harm, said Vance, who was still studying the bill of fare, though he had ordered.

Ames was looking away again, and Carrie was again looking at his forehead. To her he seemed to be thinking about strange things. As he studied the crowd his eye was mild.

Look at that womans dress over there, he said, again turning to Carrie, and nodding in a direction.

Where? said Carrie, following his eyes.

Over there in the corner  way over. Do you see that brooch?

Isnt it large? said Carrie.

One of the largest clusters of jewels I have ever seen, said Ames.

It is, isnt it? said Carrie. She felt as if she would like to be agreeable to this young man, and also there came with it, or perhaps preceded it, the slightest shade of a feeling that he was better educated than she was  that his mind was better. He seemed to look it, and the saving grace in Carrie was that she could understand that people could be wiser. She had seen a number of people in her life who reminded her of what she had vaguely come to think of as scholars. This strong young man beside her, with his clear, natural look, seemed to get a hold of things which she did not quite understand, but approved of. It was fine to be so, as a man, she thought.

The conversation changed to a book that was having its vogue at the time Moulding a Maiden, by Albert Ross. Mrs. Vance had read it. Vance had seen it discussed in some of the papers.

A man can make quite a strike writing a book, said Vance. I notice this fellow Ross is very much talked about. He was looking at Carrie as he spoke.

I hadnt heard of him, said Carrie, honestly.

Oh, I have, said Mrs. Vance. Hes written lots of things. This last story is pretty good.

He doesnt amount to much, said Ames.

Carrie turned her eyes toward him as to an oracle.

His stuff is nearly as bad as Dora Thorne, concluded Ames.

Carrie felt this as a personal reproof. She read Dora Thorne, or had a great deal in the past. It seemed only fair to her, but she supposed that people thought it very fine. Now this clear-eyed, fine-headed youth, who looked something like a student to her, made fun of it. It was poor to him, not worth reading. She looked down, and for the first time felt the pain of not understanding.

Yet there was nothing sarcastic or supercilious in the way Ames spoke. He had very little of that in him. Carrie felt that it was just kindly thought of a high order  the right thing to think, and wondered what else was right, according to him. He seemed to notice that she listened and rather sympathised with him, and from now on he talked mostly to her.

As the waiter bowed and scraped about, felt the dishes to see if they were hot enough, brought spoons and forks, and did all those little attentive things calculated to impress the luxury of the situation upon the diner, Ames also leaned slightly to one side and told her of Indianapolis in an intelligent way. He really had a very bright mind, which was finding its chief development in electrical knowledge. His sympathies for other forms of information, however, and for types of people, were quick and warm. The red glow on his head gave it a sandy tinge and put a bright glint in his eye. Carrie noticed all these things as he leaned toward her and felt exceedingly young. This man was far ahead of her. He seemed wiser than Hurstwood, saner and brighter than Drouet. He seemed innocent and clean, and she thought that he was exceedingly pleasant. She noticed, also, that his interest in her was a far-off one. She was not in his life, nor any of the things that touched his life, and yet now, as he spoke of these things, they appealed to her.

I shouldnt care to be rich, he told her, as the dinner proceeded and the supply of food warmed up his sympathies; not rich enough to spend my money this way.

Oh, wouldnt you? said Carrie, the, to her, new attitude forcing itself distinctly upon her for the first time.

No, he said. What good would it do? A man doesnt need this sort of thing to be happy.

Carrie thought of this doubtfully; but, coming from him, it had weight with her.

He probably could be happy, she thought to herself, all alone. Hes so strong.

Mr. and Mrs. Vance kept up a running fire of interruptions, and these impressive things by Ames came at odd moments. They were sufficient, however, for the atmosphere that went with this youth impressed itself upon Carrie without words. There was something in him, or the world he moved in, which appealed to her. He reminded her of scenes she had seen on the stage  the sorrows and sacrifices that always went with she knew not what. He had taken away some of the bitterness of the contrast between this life and her life, and all by a certain calm indifference which concerned only him.

As they went out, he took her arm and helped her into the coach, and then they were off again, and so to the show.

During the acts Carrie found herself listening to him very attentively. He mentioned things in the play which she most approved of  things which swayed her deeply.

Dont you think it rather fine to be an actor? she asked once.

Yes, I do, he said, to be a good one. I think the theatre a great thing.

Just this little approval set Carries heart bounding. Ah, if she could only be an actress  a good one! This man was wise  he knew  and he approved of it. If she were a fine actress, such men as he would approve of her. She felt that he was good to speak as he had, although it did not concern her at all. She did not know why she felt this way.

At the close of the show it suddenly developed that he was not going back with them.

Oh, arent you? said Carrie, with an unwarrantable feeling.

Oh, no, he said; Im stopping right around here in Thirty-third Street.

Carrie could not say anything else, but somehow this development shocked her. She had been regretting the wane of a pleasant evening, but she had thought there was a half-hour more. Oh, the half-hours, the minutes of the world; what miseries and griefs are crowded into them!

She said good-bye with feigned indifference. What matter could it make? Still, the coach seemed lorn.

When she went into her own flat she had this to think about. She did not know whether she would ever see this man any more. What difference could it make  what difference could it make?

Hurstwood had returned, and was already in bed. His clothes were scattered loosely about. Carrie came to the door and saw him, then retreated. She did not want to go in yet a while. She wanted to think. It was disagreeable to her.

Back in the dining-room she sat in her chair and rocked. Her little hands were folded tightly as she thought. Through a fog of longing and conflicting desires she was beginning to see. Oh, ye legions of hope and pity  of sorrow and pain! She was rocking, and beginning to see.


CHAPTER XXXIII

WITHOUT THE WALLED CITY: THE SLOPE OF THE YEARS

The immediate result of this was nothing. Results from such things are usually long in growing. Morning brings a change of feeling. The existent condition invariably pleads for itself. It is only at odd moments that we get glimpses of the misery of things. The heart understands when it is confronted with contrasts. Take them away and the ache subsides.

Carrie went on, leading much this same life for six months thereafter or more. She did not see Ames any more. He called once upon the Vances, but she only heard about it through the young wife. Then he went West, and there was a gradual subsidence of whatever personal attraction had existed. The mental effect of the thing had not gone, however, and never would entirely. She had an ideal to contrast men by  particularly men close to her.

During all this time  a period rapidly approaching three years  Hurstwood had been moving along in an even path. There was no apparent slope downward, and distinctly none upward, so far as the casual observer might have seen. But psychologically there was a change, which was marked enough to suggest the future very distinctly indeed. This was in the mere matter of the halt his career had received when he departed from Chicago. A mans fortune or material progress is very much the same as his bodily growth. Either he is growing stronger, healthier, wiser, as the youth approaching manhood, or he is growing weaker, older, less incisive mentally, as the man approaching old age. There are no other states. Frequently there is a period between the cessation of youthful accretion and the setting in, in the case of the middle-aged man, of the tendency toward decay when the two processes are almost perfectly balanced and there is little doing in either direction. Given time enough, however, the balance becomes a sagging to the grave side. Slowly at first, then with a modest momentum, and at last the graveward process is in the full swing. So it is frequently with mans fortune. If its process of accretion is never halted, if the balancing stage is never reached, there will be no toppling. Rich men are, frequently, in these days, saved from this dissolution of their fortune by their ability to hire younger brains. These younger brains look upon the interests of the fortune as their own, and so steady and direct its progress. If each individual were left absolutely to the care of his own interests, and were given time enough in which to grow exceedingly old, his fortune would pass as his strength and will. He and his would be utterly dissolved and scattered unto the four winds of the heavens.

But now see wherein the parallel changes. A fortune, like a man, is an organism which draws to itself other minds and other strength than that inherent in the founder. Beside the young minds drawn to it by salaries, it becomes allied with young forces, which make for its existence even when the strength and wisdom of the founder are fading. It may be conserved by the growth of a community or of a state. It may be involved in providing something for which there is a growing demand. This removes it at once beyond the special care of the founder. It needs not so much foresight now as direction. The man wanes, the need continues or grows, and the fortune, fallen into whose hands it may, continues. Hence, some men never recognise the turning in the tide of their abilities. It is only in chance cases, where a fortune or a state of success is wrested from them, that the lack of ability to do as they did formerly becomes apparent. Hurstwood, set down under new conditions, was in a position to see that he was no longer young. If he did not, it was due wholly to the fact that his state was so well balanced that an absolute change for the worse did not show.

Not trained to reason or introspect himself, he could not analyse the change that was taking place in his mind, and hence his body, but he felt the depression of it. Constant comparison between his old state and his new showed a balance for the worse, which produced a constant state of gloom or, at least, depression. Now, it has been shown experimentally that a constantly subdued frame of mind produces certain poisons in the blood, called katastates, just as virtuous feelings of pleasure and delight produce helpful chemicals called anastates. The poisons generated by remorse inveigh against the system, and eventually produce marked physical deterioration. To these Hurstwood was subject.

In the course of time it told upon his temper. His eye no longer possessed that buoyant, searching shrewdness which had characterised it in Adams Street. His step was not as sharp and firm. He was given to thinking, thinking, thinking. The new friends he made were not celebrities. They were of a cheaper, a slightly more sensual and cruder, grade. He could not possibly take the pleasure in this company that he had in that of those fine frequenters of the Chicago resort. He was left to brood.

Slowly, exceedingly slowly, his desire to greet, conciliate, and make at home these people who visited the Warren Street place passed from him. More and more slowly the significance of the realm he had left began to be clear. It did not seem so wonderful to be in it when he was in it. It had seemed very easy for any one to get up there and have ample raiment and money to spend, but now that he was out of it, how far off it became. He began to see as one sees a city with a wall about it. Men were posted at the gates. You could not get in. Those inside did not care to come out to see who you were. They were so merry inside there that all those outside were forgotten, and he was on the outside.

Each day he could read in the evening papers of the doings within this walled city. In the notices of passengers for Europe he read the names of eminent frequenters of his old resort. In the theatrical column appeared, from time to time, announcements of the latest successes of men he had known. He knew that they were at their old gayeties. Pullmans were hauling them to and fro about the land, papers were greeting them with interesting mentions, the elegant lobbies of hotels and the glow of polished dining-rooms were keeping them close within the walled city. Men whom he had known, men whom he had tipped glasses with  rich men, and he was forgotten! Who was Mr. Wheeler? What was the Warren Street resort? Bah!

If one thinks that such thoughts do not come to so common a type of mind  that such feelings require a higher mental development  I would urge for their consideration the fact that it is the higher mental development that does away with such thoughts. It is the higher mental development which induces philosophy and that fortitude which refuses to dwell upon such things  refuses to be made to suffer by their consideration. The common type of mind is exceedingly keen on all matters which relate to its physical welfare  exceedingly keen. It is the unintellectual miser who sweats blood at the loss of a hundred dollars. It is the Epictetus who smiles when the last vestige of physical welfare is removed.

The time came, in the third year, when this thinking began to produce results in the Warren Street place. The tide of patronage dropped a little below what it had been at its best since he had been there. This irritated and worried him.

There came a night when he confessed to Carrie that the business was not doing as well this month as it had the month before. This was in lieu of certain suggestions she had made concerning little things she wanted to buy. She had not failed to notice that he did not seem to consult her about buying clothes for himself. For the first time, it struck her as a ruse, or that he said it so that she would not think of asking for things. Her reply was mild enough, but her thoughts were rebellious. He was not looking after her at all. She was depending for her enjoyment upon the Vances.

And now the latter announced that they were going away. It was approaching spring, and they were going North.

Oh, yes, said Mrs. Vance to Carrie, we think we might as well give up the flat and store our things. Well be gone for the summer, and it would be a useless expense. I think well settle a little farther down town when we come back.

Carrie heard this with genuine sorrow. She had enjoyed Mrs. Vances companionship so much. There was no one else in the house whom she knew. Again she would be all alone.

Hurstwoods gloom over the slight decrease in profits and the departure of the Vances came together. So Carrie had loneliness and this mood of her husband to enjoy at the same time. It was a grievous thing. She became restless and dissatisfied, not exactly, as she thought, with Hurstwood, but with life. What was it? A very dull round indeed. What did she have? Nothing but this narrow, little flat. The Vances could travel, they could do the things worth doing, and here she was. For what was she made, anyhow? More thought followed, and then tears  tears seemed justified, and the only relief in the world.

For another period this state continued, the twain leading a rather monotonous life, and then there was a slight change for the worse. One evening, Hurstwood, after thinking about a way to modify Carries desire for clothes and the general strain upon his ability to provide, said:

I dont think Ill ever be able to do much with Shaughnessy.

Whats the matter? said Carrie.

Oh, hes a slow, greedy mick! He wont agree to anything to improve the place, and it wont ever pay without it.

Cant you make him? said Carrie.

No; Ive tried. The only thing I can see, if I want to improve, is to get hold of a place of my own.

Why dont you? said Carrie.

Well, all I have is tied up in there just now. If I had a chance to save a while I think I could open a place that would give us plenty of money.

Cant we save? said Carrie.

We might try it, he suggested. Ive been thinking that if wed take a smaller flat down town and live economically for a year, I would have enough, with what I have invested, to open a good place. Then we could arrange to live as you want to.

It would suit me all right, said Carrie, who, nevertheless, felt badly to think it had come to this. Talk of a smaller flat sounded like poverty.

There are lots of nice little flats down around Sixth Avenue, below Fourteenth Street. We might get one down there.

Ill look at them if you say so, said Carrie.

I think I could break away from this fellow inside of a year, said Hurstwood. Nothing will ever come of this arrangement as its going on now.

Ill look around, said Carrie, observing that the proposed change seemed to be a serious thing with him.

The upshot of this was that the change was eventually effected; not without great gloom on the part of Carrie. It really affected her more seriously than anything that had yet happened. She began to look upon Hurstwood wholly as a man, and not as a lover or husband. She felt thoroughly bound to him as a wife, and that her lot was cast with his, whatever it might be; but she began to see that he was gloomy and taciturn, not a young, strong, and buoyant man. He looked a little bit old to her about the eyes and mouth now, and there were other things which placed him in his true rank, so far as her estimation was concerned. She began to feel that she had made a mistake. Incidentally, she also began to recall the fact that he had practically forced her to flee with him.

The new flat was located in Thirteenth Street, a half block west of Sixth Avenue, and contained only four rooms. The new neighbourhood did not appeal to Carrie as much. There were no trees here, no west view of the river. The street was solidly built up. There were twelve families here, respectable enough, but nothing like the Vances. Richer people required more space.

Being left alone in this little place, Carrie did without a girl. She made it charming enough, but could not make it delight her. Hurstwood was not inwardly pleased to think that they should have to modify their state, but he argued that he could do nothing. He must put the best face on it, and let it go at that.

He tried to show Carrie that there was no cause for financial alarm, but only congratulation over the chance he would have at the end of the year by taking her rather more frequently to the theatre and by providing a liberal table. This was for the time only. He was getting in the frame of mind where he wanted principally to be alone and to be allowed to think. The disease of brooding was beginning to claim him as a victim. Only the newspapers and his own thoughts were worth while. The delight of love had again slipped away. It was a case of live, now, making the best you can out of a very commonplace station in life.

The road downward has but few landings and level places. The very state of his mind, superinduced by his condition, caused the breach to widen between him and his partner. At last that individual began to wish that Hurstwood was out of it. It so happened, however, that a real estate deal on the part of the owner of the land arranged things even more effectually than ill-will could have schemed.

Did you see that? said Shaughnessy one morning to Hurstwood, pointing to the real estate column in a copy of the Herald, which he held.

No, what is it? said Hurstwood, looking down the items of news.

The man who owns this ground has sold it.

You dont say so? said Hurstwood.

He looked, and there was the notice. Mr. August Viele had yesterday registered the transfer of the lot, 25 × 75 feet, at the corner of Warren and Hudson streets, to J. F. Slawson for the sum of $57,000.

Our lease expires when? asked Hurstwood, thinking. Next February, isnt it?

Thats right, said Shaughnessy.

It doesnt say what the new mans going to do with it, remarked Hurstwood, looking back to the paper.

Well hear, I guess, soon enough, said Shaughnessy.

Sure enough, it did develop. Mr. Slawson owned the property adjoining, and was going to put up a modern office building. The present one was to be torn down. It would take probably a year and a half to complete the other one.

All these things developed by degrees, and Hurstwood began to ponder over what would become of the saloon. One day he spoke about it to his partner.

Do you think it would be worth while to open up somewhere else in the neighbourhood?

What would be the use? said Shaughnessy. We couldnt get another corner around here.

It wouldnt pay anywhere else, do you think?

I wouldnt try it, said the other.

The approaching change now took on a most serious aspect to Hurstwood. Dissolution meant the loss of his thousand dollars, and he could not save another thousand in the time. He understood that Shaughnessy was merely tired of the arrangement, and would probably lease the new corner, when completed, alone. He began to worry about the necessity of a new connection and to see impending serious financial straits unless something turned up. This left him in no mood to enjoy his flat or Carrie, and consequently the depression invaded that quarter.

Meanwhile, he took such time as he could to look about, but opportunities were not numerous. More, he had not the same impressive personality which he had when he first came to New York. Bad thoughts had put a shade into his eyes which did not impress others favourably. Neither had he thirteen hundred dollars in hand to talk with. About a month later, finding that he had not made any progress, Shaughnessy reported definitely that Slawson would not extend the lease.

I guess this things got to come to an end, he said, affecting an air of concern.

Well, if it has, it has, answered Hurstwood, grimly. He would not give the other a key to his opinions, whatever they were. He should not have the satisfaction.

A day or two later he saw that he must say something to Carrie.

You know, he said, I think Im going to get the worst of my deal down there.

How is that? asked Carrie in astonishment.

Well, the man who owns the ground has sold it, and the new owner wont re-lease it to us. The business may come to an end.

Cant you start somewhere else?

There doesnt seem to be any place. Shaughnessy doesnt want to.

Do you lose what you put in?

Yes, said Hurstwood, whose face was a study.

Oh, isnt that too bad? said Carrie.

Its a trick, said Hurstwood. Thats all. Theyll start another place there all right.

Carrie looked at him, and gathered from his whole demeanour what it meant. It was serious, very serious.

Do you think you can get something else? she ventured, timidly.

Hurstwood thought a while. It was all up with the bluff about money and investment. She could see now that he was broke.

I dont know, he said solemnly; I can try.


CHAPTER XXXIV

THE GRIND OF THE MILLSTONES: A SAMPLE OF CHAFF

Carrie pondered over this situation as consistently as Hurstwood, once she got the facts adjusted in her mind. It took several days for her to fully realise that the approach of the dissolution of her husbands business meant commonplace struggle and privation. Her mind went back to her early venture in Chicago, the Hansons and their flat, and her heart revolted. That was terrible! Everything about poverty was terrible. She wished she knew a way out. Her recent experiences with the Vances had wholly unfitted her to view her own state with complacence. The glamour of the high life of the city had, in the few experiences afforded her by the former, seized her completely. She had been taught how to dress and where to go without having ample means to do either. Now, these things  ever-present realities as they were  filled her eyes and mind. The more circumscribed became her state, the more entrancing seemed this other. And now poverty threatened to seize her entirely and to remove this other world far upward like a heaven to which any Lazarus might extend, appealingly, his hands.

So, too, the ideal brought into her life by Ames remained. He had gone, but here was his word that riches were not everything; that there was a great deal more in the world than she knew; that the stage was good, and the literature she read poor. He was a strong man and clean  how much stronger and better than Hurstwood and Drouet she only half formulated to herself, but the difference was painful. It was something to which she voluntarily closed her eyes.

During the last three months of the Warren Street connection, Hurstwood took parts of days off and hunted, tracking the business advertisements. It was a more or less depressing business, wholly because of the thought that he must soon get something or he would begin to live on the few hundred dollars he was saving, and then he would have nothing to invest  he would have to hire out as a clerk.

Everything he discovered in his line advertised as an opportunity, was either too expensive or too wretched for him. Besides, winter was coming, the papers were announcing hardships, and there was a general feeling of hard times in the air, or, at least, he thought so. In his worry, other peoples worries became apparent. No item about a firm failing, a family starving, or a man dying upon the streets, supposedly of starvation, but arrested his eye as he scanned the morning papers. Once the World came out with a flaring announcement about 80,000 people out of employment in New York this winter, which struck as a knife at his heart.

Eighty thousand! he thought. What an awful thing that is.

This was new reasoning for Hurstwood. In the old days the world had seemed to be getting along well enough. He had been wont to see similar things in the Daily News, in Chicago, but they did not hold his attention. Now, these things were like grey clouds hovering along the horizon of a clear day. They threatened to cover and obscure his life with chilly greyness. He tried to shake them off, to forget and brace up. Sometimes he said to himself, mentally:

Whats the use worrying? Im not out yet. Ive got six weeks more. Even if worst comes to worst, Ive got enough to live on for six months.

Curiously, as he troubled over his future, his thoughts occasionally reverted to his wife and family. He had avoided such thoughts for the first three years as much as possible. He hated her, and he could get along without her. Let her go. He would do well enough. Now, however, when he was not doing well enough, he began to wonder what she was doing, how his children were getting along. He could see them living as nicely as ever, occupying the comfortable house and using his property.

By George! its a shame they should have it all, he vaguely thought to himself on several occasions. I didnt do anything.

As he looked back now and analysed the situation which led up to his taking the money, he began mildly to justify himself. What had he done  what in the world  that should bar him out this way and heap such difficulties upon him? It seemed only yesterday to him since he was comfortable and well-to-do. But now it was all wrested from him.

She didnt deserve what she got out of me, that is sure. I didnt do so much, if everybody could just know.

There was no thought that the facts ought to be advertised. It was only a mental justification he was seeking from himself  something that would enable him to bear his state as a righteous man.

One afternoon, five weeks before the Warren Street place closed up, he left the saloon to visit three or four places he saw advertised in the Herald. One was down in Gold Street, and he visited that, but did not enter. It was such a cheap looking place he felt that he could not abide it. Another was on the Bowery, which he knew contained many showy resorts. It was near Grand Street, and turned out to be very handsomely fitted up. He talked around about investments for fully three-quarters of an hour with the proprietor, who maintained that his health was poor, and that was the reason he wished a partner.

Well, now, just how much money would it take to buy a half interest here? said Hurstwood, who saw seven hundred dollars as his limit.

Three thousand, said the man.

Hurstwoods jaw fell.

Cash? he said.

Cash.

He tried to put on an air of deliberation, as one who might really buy; but his eyes showed gloom. He wound up by saying he would think it over, and came away. The man he had been talking to sensed his condition in a vague way.

I dont think he wants to buy, he said to himself. He doesnt talk right.

The afternoon was as grey as lead and cold. It was blowing up a disagreeable winter wind. He visited a place far up on the east side, near Sixty-ninth Street, and it was five oclock, and growing dim, when he reached there. A portly German kept this place.

How about this ad. of yours? asked Hurstwood, who rather objected to the looks of the place.

Oh, dat iss all over, said the German. I vill not sell now.

Oh, is that so?

Yes; dere is nothing to dat. It iss all over.

Very well, said Hurstwood, turning around.

The German paid no more attention to him, and it made him angry.

The crazy ass! he said to himself. What does he want to advertise for?

Wholly depressed, he started for Thirteenth Street. The flat had only a light in the kitchen, where Carrie was working. He struck a match and, lighting the gas, sat down in the dining-room without even greeting her. She came to the door and looked in.

Its you, is it? she said, and went back.

Yes, he said, without even looking up from the evening paper he had bought.

Carrie saw things were wrong with him. He was not so handsome when gloomy. The lines at the sides of the eyes were deepened. Naturally dark of skin, gloom made him look slightly sinister. He was quite a disagreeable figure.

Carrie set the table and brought in the meal.

Dinners ready, she said, passing him for something.

He did not answer, reading on.

She came in and sat down at her place, feeling exceedingly wretched.

Wont you eat now? she asked.

He folded his paper and drew near, silence holding for a time, except for the Pass mes.

Its been gloomy to-day, hasnt it? ventured Carrie, after a time.

Yes, he said.

He only picked at his food.

Are you still sure to close up? said Carrie, venturing to take up the subject which they had discussed often enough.

Of course we are, he said, with the slightest modification of sharpness.

This retort angered Carrie. She had had a dreary day of it herself.

You neednt talk like that, she said.

Oh! he exclaimed, pushing back from the table, as if to say more, but letting it go at that. Then he picked up his paper. Carrie left her seat, containing herself with difficulty. He saw she was hurt.

Dont go way, he said, as she started back into the kitchen. Eat your dinner.

She passed, not answering.

He looked at the paper a few moments, and then rose up and put on his coat.

Im going down town, Carrie, he said, coming out. Im out of sorts to-night.

She did not answer.

Dont be angry, he said. It will be all right to-morrow.

He looked at her, but she paid no attention to him, working at her dishes.

Good-bye! he said finally, and went out.

This was the first strong result of the situation between them, but with the nearing of the last day of the business the gloom became almost a permanent thing. Hurstwood could not conceal his feelings about the matter. Carrie could not help wondering where she was drifting. It got so that they talked even less than usual, and yet it was not Hurstwood who felt any objection to Carrie. It was Carrie who shied away from him. This he noticed. It aroused an objection to her becoming indifferent to him. He made the possibility of friendly intercourse almost a giant task, and then noticed with discontent that Carrie added to it by her manner and made it more impossible.

At last the final day came. When it actually arrived, Hurstwood, who had got his mind into such a state where a thunder-clap and raging storm would have seemed highly appropriate, was rather relieved to find that it was a plain, ordinary day. The sun shone, the temperature was pleasant. He felt, as he came to the breakfast table, that it wasnt so terrible, after all.

Well, he said to Carrie, to-days my last day on earth.

Carrie smiled in answer to his humour.

Hurstwood glanced over his paper rather gayly. He seemed to have lost a load.

Ill go down for a little while, he said after breakfast, and then Ill look around. To-morrow Ill spend the whole day looking about. I think I can get something, now this things off my hands.

He went out smiling and visited the place. Shaughnessy was there. They had made all arrangements to share according to their interests. When, however, he had been there several hours, gone out three more, and returned, his elation had departed. As much as he had objected to the place, now that it was no longer to exist, he felt sorry. He wished that things were different.

Shaughnessy was coolly business-like.

Well, he said at five oclock, we might as well count the change and divide.

They did so. The fixtures had already been sold and the sum divided.

Good-night, said Hurstwood at the final moment, in a last effort to be genial.

So long, said Shaughnessy, scarcely deigning a notice.

Thus the Warren Street arrangement was permanently concluded.

Carrie had prepared a good dinner at the flat, but after his ride up, Hurstwood was in a solemn and reflective mood.

Well? said Carrie, inquisitively.

Im out of that, he answered, taking off his coat.

As she looked at him, she wondered what his financial state was now. They ate and talked a little.

Will you have enough to buy in anywhere else? asked Carrie.

No, he said. Ill have to get something else and save up.

It would be nice if you could get some place, said Carrie, prompted by anxiety and hope.

I guess I will, he said reflectively.

For some days thereafter he put on his overcoat regularly in the morning and sallied forth. On these ventures he first consoled himself with the thought that with the seven hundred dollars he had he could still make some advantageous arrangement. He thought about going to some brewery, which, as he knew, frequently controlled saloons which they leased, and get them to help him. Then he remembered that he would have to pay out several hundred any way for fixtures and that he would have nothing left for his monthly expenses. It was costing him nearly eighty dollars a month to live.

No, he said, in his sanest moments, I cant do it. Ill get something else and save up.

This getting-something proposition complicated itself the moment he began to think of what it was he wanted to do. Manage a place? Where should he get such a position? The papers contained no requests for managers. Such positions, he knew well enough, were either secured by long years of service or were bought with a half or third interest. Into a place important enough to need such a manager he had not money enough to buy.

Nevertheless, he started out. His clothes were very good and his appearance still excellent, but it involved the trouble of deluding. People, looking at him, imagined instantly that a man of his age, stout and well dressed, must be well off. He appeared a comfortable owner of something, a man from whom the common run of mortals could well expect gratuities. Being now forty-three years of age, and comfortably built, walking was not easy. He had not been used to exercise for many years. His legs tired, his shoulders ached, and his feet pained him at the close of the day, even when he took street cars in almost every direction. The mere getting up and down, if long continued, produced this result.

The fact that people took him to be better off than he was, he well understood. It was so painfully clear to him that it retarded his search. Not that he wished to be less well-appearing, but that he was ashamed to belie his appearance by incongruous appeals. So he hesitated, wondering what to do.

He thought of the hotels, but instantly he remembered that he had had no experience as a clerk, and, what was more important, no acquaintances or friends in that line to whom he could go. He did know some hotel owners in several cities, including New York, but they knew of his dealings with Fitzgerald and Moy. He could not apply to them. He thought of other lines suggested by large buildings or businesses which he knew of  wholesale groceries, hardware, insurance concerns, and the like  but he had had no experience.

How to go about getting anything was a bitter thought. Would he have to go personally and ask; wait outside an office door, and, then, distinguished and affluent looking, announce that he was looking for something to do? He strained painfully at the thought. No, he could not do that.

He really strolled about, thinking, and then, the weather being cold, stepped into a hotel. He knew hotels well enough to know that any decent looking individual was welcome to a chair in the lobby. This was in the Broadway Central, which was then one of the most important hotels in the city. Taking a chair here was a painful thing to him. To think he should come to this! He had heard loungers about hotels called chair-warmers. He had called them that himself in his day. But here he was, despite the possibility of meeting some one who knew him, shielding himself from cold and the weariness of the streets in a hotel lobby.

I cant do this way, he said to himself. Theres no use of my starting out mornings without first thinking up some place to go. Ill think of some places and then look them up.

It occurred to him that the positions of bartenders were sometimes open, but he put this out of his mind. Bartender  he, the ex-manager!

It grew awfully dull sitting in the hotel lobby, and so at four he went home. He tried to put on a business air as he went in, but it was a feeble imitation. The rocking-chair in the dining-room was comfortable. He sank into it gladly, with several papers he had bought, and began to read.

As she was going through the room to begin preparing dinner, Carrie said:

The man was here for the rent to-day.

Oh, was he? said Hurstwood.

The least wrinkle crept into his brow as he remembered that this was February 2d, the time the man always called. He fished down in his pocket for his purse, getting the first taste of paying out when nothing is coming in. He looked at the fat, green roll as a sick man looks at the one possible saving cure. Then he counted off twenty-eight dollars.

Here you are, he said to Carrie, when she came through again.

He buried himself in his papers and read. Oh, the rest of it  the relief from walking and thinking! What Lethean waters were these floods of telegraphed intelligence! He forgot his troubles, in part. Here was a young, handsome woman, if you might believe the newspaper drawing, suing a rich, fat, candy-making husband in Brooklyn for divorce. Here was another item detailing the wrecking of a vessel in ice and snow off Princes Bay on Staten Island. A long, bright column told of the doings in the theatrical world  the plays produced, the actors appearing, the managers making announcements. Fannie Davenport was just opening at the Fifth Avenue. Daly was producing King Lear. He read of the early departure for the season of a party composed of the Vanderbilts and their friends for Florida. An interesting shooting affray was on in the mountains of Kentucky. So he read, read, read, rocking in the warm room near the radiator and waiting for dinner to be served.


CHAPTER XXXV

THE PASSING OF EFFORT: THE VISAGE OF CARE

The next morning he looked over the papers and waded through a long list of advertisements, making a few notes. Then he turned to the male-help-wanted column, but with disagreeable feelings. The day was before him  a long day in which to discover something  and this was how he must begin to discover. He scanned the long column, which mostly concerned bakers, bushelmen, cooks, compositors, drivers, and the like, finding two things only which arrested his eye. One was a cashier wanted in a wholesale furniture house, and the other a salesman for a whiskey house. He had never thought of the latter. At once he decided to look that up.

The firm in question was Alsbery & Co., whiskey brokers.

He was admitted almost at once to the manager on his appearance.

Good-morning, sir, said the latter, thinking at first that he was encountering one of his out-of-town customers.

Good-morning, said Hurstwood. You advertised, I believe, for a salesman?

Oh, said the man, showing plainly the enlightenment which had come to him. Yes. Yes, I did.

I thought Id drop in, said Hurstwood, with dignity. Ive had some experience in that line myself.

Oh, have you? said the man. What experience have you had?

Well, Ive managed several liquor houses in my time. Recently I owned a third-interest in a saloon at Warren and Hudson streets.

I see, said the man.

Hurstwood ceased, waiting for some suggestion.

We did want a salesman, said the man. I dont know as its anything youd care to take hold of, though.

I see, said Hurstwood. Well, Im in no position to choose, just at present. If it were open, I should be glad to get it.

The man did not take kindly at all to his No position to choose. He wanted some one who wasnt thinking of a choice or something better. Especially not an old man. He wanted some one young, active, and glad to work actively for a moderate sum. Hurstwood did not please him at all. He had more of an air than his employers.

Well, he said in answer, wed be glad to consider your application. We shant decide for a few days yet. Suppose you send us your references.

I will, said Hurstwood.

He nodded good-morning and came away. At the corner he looked at the furniture companys address, and saw that it was in West Twenty-third Street. Accordingly, he went up there. The place was not large enough, however. It looked moderate, the men in it idle and small salaried. He walked by, glancing in, and then decided not to go in there.

They want a girl, probably, at ten a week, he said.

At one oclock he thought of eating, and went to a restaurant in Madison Square. There he pondered over places which he might look up. He was tired. It was blowing up grey again. Across the way, through Madison Square Park, stood the great hotels, looking down upon a busy scene. He decided to go over to the lobby of one and sit a while. It was warm in there and bright. He had seen no one he knew at the Broadway Central. In all likelihood he would encounter no one here. Finding a seat on one of the red plush divans close to the great windows which look out on Broadways busy rout, he sat musing. His state did not seem so bad in here. Sitting still and looking out, he could take some slight consolation in the few hundred dollars he had in his purse. He could forget, in a measure, the weariness of the street and his tiresome searches. Still, it was only escape from a severe to a less severe state. He was still gloomy and disheartened. There, minutes seemed to go very slowly. An hour was a long, long time in passing. It was filled for him with observations and mental comments concerning the actual guests of the hotel, who passed in and out, and those more prosperous pedestrians whose good fortune showed in their clothes and spirits as they passed along Broadway, outside. It was nearly the first time since he had arrived in the city that his leisure afforded him ample opportunity to contemplate this spectacle. Now, being, perforce, idle himself, he wondered at the activity of others. How gay were the youths he saw, how pretty the women. Such fine clothes they all wore. They were so intent upon getting somewhere. He saw coquettish glances cast by magnificent girls. Ah, the money it required to train with such  how well he knew! How long it had been since he had had the opportunity to do so!

The clock outside registered four. It was a little early, but he thought he would go back to the flat.

This going back to the flat was coupled with the thought that Carrie would think he was sitting around too much if he came home early. He hoped he wouldnt have to, but the day hung heavily on his hands. Over there he was on his own ground. He could sit in his rocking-chair and read. This busy, distracting, suggestive scene was shut out. He could read his papers. Accordingly, he went home. Carrie was reading, quite alone. It was rather dark in the flat, shut in as it was.

Youll hurt your eyes, he said when he saw her.

After taking off his coat, he felt it incumbent upon him to make some little report of his day.

Ive been talking with a wholesale liquor company, he said. I may go out on the road.

Wouldnt that be nice! said Carrie.

It wouldnt be such a bad thing, he answered.

Always from the man at the corner now he bought two papers  the Evening World and Evening Sun. So now he merely picked his papers up, as he came by, without stopping.

He drew up his chair near the radiator and lighted the gas. Then it was as the evening before. His difficulties vanished in the items he so well loved to read.

The next day was even worse than the one before, because now he could not think of where to go. Nothing he saw in the papers he studied  till ten oclock  appealed to him. He felt that he ought to go out, and yet he sickened at the thought. Where to, where to?

You mustnt forget to leave me my money for this week, said Carrie, quietly.

They had an arrangement by which he placed twelve dollars a week in her hands, out of which to pay current expenses. He heaved a little sigh as she said this, and drew out his purse. Again he felt the dread of the thing. Here he was taking off, taking off, and nothing coming in.

Lord! he said, in his own thoughts, this cant go on.

To Carrie he said nothing whatsoever. She could feel that her request disturbed him. To pay her would soon become a distressing thing.

Yet, what have I got to do with it? she thought. Oh, why should I be made to worry?

Hurstwood went out and made for Broadway. He wanted to think up some place. Before long, though, he reached the Grand Hotel at Thirty-first Street. He knew of its comfortable lobby. He was cold after his twenty blocks walk.

Ill go in their barber shop and get a shave, he thought.

Thus he justified himself in sitting down in here after his tonsorial treatment.

Again, time hanging heavily on his hands, he went home early, and this continued for several days, each day the need to hunt paining him, and each day disgust, depression, shamefacedness driving him into lobby idleness.

At last three days came in which a storm prevailed, and he did not go out at all. The snow began to fall late one afternoon. It was a regular flurry of large, soft, white flakes. In the morning it was still coming down with a high wind, and the papers announced a blizzard. From out the front windows one could see a deep, soft bedding.

I guess Ill not try to go out to-day, he said to Carrie at breakfast. Its going to be awful bad, so the papers say.

The man hasnt brought my coal, either, said Carrie, who ordered by the bushel.

Ill go over and see about it, said Hurstwood. This was the first time he had ever suggested doing an errand, but, somehow, the wish to sit about the house prompted it as a sort of compensation for the privilege.

All day and all night it snowed, and the city began to suffer from a general blockade of traffic. Great attention was given to the details of the storm by the newspapers, which played up the distress of the poor in large type.

Hurstwood sat and read by his radiator in the corner. He did not try to think about his need of work. This storm being so terrific, and tying up all things, robbed him of the need. He made himself wholly comfortable and toasted his feet.

Carrie observed his ease with some misgiving. For all the fury of the storm she doubted his comfort. He took his situation too philosophically.

Hurstwood, however, read on and on. He did not pay much attention to Carrie. She fulfilled her household duties and said little to disturb him.

The next day it was still snowing, and the next, bitter cold. Hurstwood took the alarm of the paper and sat still. Now he volunteered to do a few other little things. One was to go to the butcher, another to the grocery. He really thought nothing of these little services in connection with their true significance. He felt as if he were not wholly useless  indeed, in such a stress of weather, quite worth while about the house.

On the fourth day, however, it cleared, and he read that the storm was over. Now, however, he idled, thinking how sloppy the streets would be.

It was noon before he finally abandoned his papers and got under way. Owing to the slightly warmer temperature the streets were bad. He went across Fourteenth Street on the car and got a transfer south on Broadway. One little advertisement he had, relating to a saloon down in Pearl Street. When he reached the Broadway Central, however, he changed his mind.

Whats the use? he thought, looking out upon the slop and snow. I couldnt buy into it. Its a thousand to one nothing comes of it. I guess Ill get off, and off he got. In the lobby he took a seat and waited again, wondering what he could do.

While he was idly pondering, satisfied to be inside, a well-dressed man passed up the lobby, stopped, looked sharply, as if not sure of his memory, and then approached. Hurstwood recognised Cargill, the owner of the large stables in Chicago of the same name, whom he had last seen at Avery Hall, the night Carrie appeared there. The remembrance of how this individual brought up his wife to shake hands on that occasion was also on the instant clear.

Hurstwood was greatly abashed. His eyes expressed the difficulty he felt.

Why, its Hurstwood! said Cargill, remembering now, and sorry that he had not recognised him quickly enough in the beginning to have avoided this meeting.

Yes, said Hurstwood. How are you?

Very well, said Cargill, troubled for something to talk about. Stopping here?

No, said Hurstwood, just keeping an appointment.

I knew you had left Chicago. I was wondering what had become of you.

Oh, Im here now, answered Hurstwood, anxious to get away.

Doing well, I suppose?

Excellent.

Glad to hear it.

They looked at one another, rather embarrassed.

Well, I have an engagement with a friend upstairs. Ill leave you. So long.

Hurstwood nodded his head.

Damn it all, he murmured, turning toward the door. I knew that would happen.

He walked several blocks up the street. His watch only registered 1.30. He tried to think of some place to go or something to do. The day was so bad he wanted only to be inside. Finally his feet began to feel wet and cold, and he boarded a car. This took him to Fifty-ninth Street, which was as good as anywhere else. Landed here, he turned to walk back along Seventh Avenue, but the slush was too much. The misery of lounging about with nowhere to go became intolerable. He felt as if he were catching cold.

Stopping at a corner, he waited for a car south bound. This was no day to be out; he would go home.

Carrie was surprised to see him at a quarter of three.

Its a miserable day out, was all he said. Then he took off his coat and changed his shoes.

That night he felt a cold coming on and took quinine. He was feverish until morning, and sat about the next day while Carrie waited on him. He was a helpless creature in sickness, not very handsome in a dull-coloured bath gown and his hair uncombed. He looked haggard about the eyes and quite old. Carrie noticed this, and it did not appeal to her. She wanted to be good-natured and sympathetic, but something about the man held her aloof.

Toward evening he looked so badly in the weak light that she suggested he go to bed.

Youd better sleep alone, she said, youll feel better. Ill open your bed for you now.

All right, he said.

As she did all these things, she was in a most despondent state.

What a life! What a life! was her one thought.

Once during the day, when he sat near the radiator, hunched up and reading, she passed through, and seeing him, wrinkled her brows. In the front room, where it was not so warm, she sat by the window and cried. This was the life cut out for her, was it? To live cooped up in a small flat with some one who was out of work, idle, and indifferent to her. She was merely a servant to him now, nothing more.

This crying made her eyes red, and when, in preparing his bed, she lighted the gas, and, having prepared it, called him in, he noticed the fact.

Whats the matter with you? he asked, looking into her face. His voice was hoarse and his unkempt head only added to its grewsome quality.

Nothing, said Carrie, weakly.

Youve been crying, he said.

I havent, either, she answered.

It was not for love of him, that he knew.

You neednt cry, he said, getting into bed. Things will come out all right.

In a day or two he was up again, but rough weather holding, he stayed in. The Italian newsdealer now delivered the morning papers, and these he read assiduously. A few times after that he ventured out, but meeting another of his old-time friends, he began to feel uneasy sitting about hotel corridors.

Every day he came home early, and at last made no pretence of going anywhere. Winter was no time to look for anything.

Naturally, being about the house, he noticed the way Carrie did things. She was far from perfect in household methods and economy, and her little deviations on this score first caught his eye. Not, however, before her regular demand for her allowance became a grievous thing. Sitting around as he did, the weeks seemed to pass very quickly. Every Tuesday Carrie asked for her money.

Do you think we live as cheaply as we might? he asked one Tuesday morning.

I do the best I can, said Carrie.

Nothing was added to this at the moment, but the next day he said:

Do you ever go to the Gansevoort Market over here?

I didnt know there was such a market, said Carrie.

They say you can get things lots cheaper there.

Carrie was very indifferent to the suggestion. These were things which she did not like at all.

How much do you pay for a pound of meat? he asked one day.

Oh, there are different prices, said Carrie. Sirloin steak is twenty-two cents.

Thats steep, isnt it? he answered.

So he asked about other things, until finally, with the passing days, it seemed to become a mania with him. He learned the prices and remembered them.

His errand-running capacity also improved. It began in a small way, of course. Carrie, going to get her hat one morning, was stopped by him.

Where are you going, Carrie? he asked.

Over to the bakers, she answered.

Id just as leave go for you, he said.

She acquiesced, and he went. Each afternoon he would go to the corner for the papers.

Is there anything you want? he would say.

By degrees she began to use him. Doing this, however, she lost the weekly payment of twelve dollars.

You want to pay me to-day, she said one Tuesday, about this time.

How much? he asked.

She understood well enough what it meant.

Well, about five dollars, she answered. I owe the coal man.

The same day he said:

I think this Italian up here on the corner sells coal at twenty-five cents a bushel. Ill trade with him.

Carrie heard this with indifference.

All right, she said.

Then it came to be:

George, I must have some coal to-day, or, You must get some meat of some kind for dinner.

He would find out what she needed and order.

Accompanying this plan came skimpiness.

I only got a half-pound of steak, he said, coming in one afternoon with his papers. We never seem to eat very much.

These miserable details ate the heart out of Carrie. They blackened her days and grieved her soul. Oh, how this man had changed! All day and all day, here he sat, reading his papers. The world seemed to have no attraction. Once in a while he would go out, in fine weather, it might be four or five hours, between eleven and four. She could do nothing but view him with gnawing contempt.

It was apathy with Hurstwood, resulting from his inability to see his way out. Each month drew from his small store. Now, he had only five hundred dollars left, and this he hugged, half feeling as if he could stave off absolute necessity for an indefinite period. Sitting around the house, he decided to wear some old clothes he had. This came first with the bad days. Only once he apologised in the very beginning:

Its so bad to-day, Ill just wear these around.

Eventually these became the permanent thing.

Also, he had been wont to pay fifteen cents for a shave, and a tip of ten cents. In his first distress, he cut down the tip to five, then to nothing. Later, he tried a ten-cent barber shop, and, finding that the shave was satisfactory, patronised regularly. Later still, he put off shaving to every other day, then to every third, and so on, until once a week became the rule. On Saturday he was a sight to see.

Of course, as his own self-respect vanished, it perished for him in Carrie. She could not understand what had gotten into the man. He had some money, he had a decent suit remaining, he was not bad looking when dressed up. She did not forget her own difficult struggle in Chicago, but she did not forget either that she had never ceased trying. He never tried. He did not even consult the ads. in the papers any more.

Finally, a distinct impression escaped from her.

What makes you put so much butter on the steak? he asked her one evening, standing around in the kitchen.

To make it good, of course, she answered.

Butter is awful dear these days, he suggested.

You wouldnt mind it if you were working, she answered.

He shut up after this, and went in to his paper, but the retort rankled in his mind. It was the first cutting remark that had come from her.

That same evening, Carrie, after reading, went off to the front room to bed. This was unusual. When Hurstwood decided to go, he retired, as usual, without a light. It was then that he discovered Carries absence.

Thats funny, he said; maybe shes sitting up.

He gave the matter no more thought, but slept. In the morning she was not beside him. Strange to say, this passed without comment.

Night approaching, and a slightly more conversational feeling prevailing, Carrie said:

I think Ill sleep alone to-night. I have a headache.

All right, said Hurstwood.

The third night she went to her front bed without apologies.

This was a grim blow to Hurstwood, but he never mentioned it.

All right, he said to himself, with an irrepressible frown, let her sleep alone.


CHAPTER XXXVI

A GRIM RETROGRESSION: THE PHANTOM OF CHANCE

The Vances, who had been back in the city ever since Christmas, had not forgotten Carrie; but they, or rather Mrs. Vance, had never called on her, for the very simple reason that Carrie had never sent her address. True to her nature, she corresponded with Mrs. Vance as long as she still lived in Seventy-eighth Street, but when she was compelled to move into Thirteenth, her fear that the latter would take it as an indication of reduced circumstances caused her to study some way of avoiding the necessity of giving her address. Not finding any convenient method, she sorrowfully resigned the privilege of writing to her friend entirely. The latter wondered at this strange silence, thought Carrie must have left the city, and in the end gave her up as lost. So she was thoroughly surprised to encounter her in Fourteenth Street, where she had gone shopping. Carrie was there for the same purpose.

Why, Mrs. Wheeler, said Mrs. Vance, looking Carrie over in a glance, where have you been? Why havent you been to see me? Ive been wondering all this time what had become of you. Really, I  

Im so glad to see you, said Carrie, pleased and yet nonplussed. Of all times, this was the worst to encounter Mrs. Vance. Why, Im living down town here. Ive been intending to come and see you. Where are you living now?

In Fifty-eighth Street, said Mrs. Vance, just off Seventh Avenue  218. Why dont you come and see me?

I will, said Carrie. Really, Ive been wanting to come. I know I ought to. Its a shame. But you know  

Whats your number? said Mrs. Vance.

Thirteenth Street, said Carrie, reluctantly. 112 West.

Oh, said Mrs. Vance, thats right near here, isnt it?

Yes, said Carrie. You must come down and see me some time.

Well, youre a fine one, said Mrs. Vance, laughing, the while noting that Carries appearance had modified somewhat. The address, too, she added to herself. They must be hard up.

Still she liked Carrie well enough to take her in tow.

Come with me in here a minute, she exclaimed, turning into a store.

When Carrie returned home, there was Hurstwood, reading as usual. He seemed to take his condition with the utmost nonchalance. His beard was at least four days old.

Oh, thought Carrie, if she were to come here and see him?

She shook her head in absolute misery. It looked as if her situation was becoming unbearable.

Driven to desperation, she asked at dinner:

Did you ever hear any more from that wholesale house?

No, he said. They dont want an inexperienced man.

Carrie dropped the subject, feeling unable to say more.

I met Mrs. Vance this afternoon, she said, after a time.

Did, eh? he answered.

Theyre back in New York now, Carrie went on. She did look so nice.

Well, she can afford it as long as he puts up for it, returned Hurstwood. Hes got a soft job.

Hurstwood was looking into the paper. He could not see the look of infinite weariness and discontent Carrie gave him.

She said she thought shed call here some day.

Shes been long getting round to it, hasnt she? said Hurstwood, with a kind of sarcasm.

The woman didnt appeal to him from her spending side.

Oh, I dont know, said Carrie, angered by the mans attitude. Perhaps I didnt want her to come.

Shes too gay, said Hurstwood, significantly. No one can keep up with her pace unless theyve got a lot of money.

Mr. Vance doesnt seem to find it very hard.

He may not now, answered Hurstwood, doggedly, well understanding the inference; but his life isnt done yet. You cant tell whatll happen. He may get down like anybody else.

There was something quite knavish in the mans attitude. His eye seemed to be cocked with a twinkle upon the fortunate, expecting their defeat. His own state seemed a thing apart  not considered.

This thing was the remains of his old-time cocksureness and independence. Sitting in his flat, and reading of the doings of other people, sometimes this independent, undefeated mood came upon him. Forgetting the weariness of the streets and the degradation of search, he would sometimes prick up his ears. It was as if he said:

I can do something. Im not down yet. Theres a lot of things coming to me if I want to go after them.

It was in this mood that he would occasionally dress up, go for a shave, and, putting on his gloves, sally forth quite actively. Not with any definite aim. It was more a barometric condition. He felt just right for being outside and doing something.

On such occasions, his money went also. He knew of several poker rooms down town. A few acquaintances he had in down-town resorts and about the City Hall. It was a change to see them and exchange a few friendly commonplaces.

He had once been accustomed to hold a pretty fair hand at poker. Many a friendly game had netted him a hundred dollars or more at the time when that sum was merely sauce to the dish of the game  not the all in all. Now, he thought of playing.

I might win a couple of hundred. Im not out of practice.

It is but fair to say that this thought had occurred to him several times before he acted upon it.

The poker room which he first invaded was over a saloon in West Street, near one of the ferries. He had been there before. Several games were going. These he watched for a time and noticed that the pots were quite large for the ante involved.

Deal me a hand, he said at the beginning of a new shuffle. He pulled up a chair and studied his cards. Those playing made that quiet study of him which is so unapparent, and yet invariably so searching.

Poor fortune was with him at first. He received a mixed collection without progression or pairs. The pot was opened.

I pass, he said.

On the strength of this, he was content to lose his ante. The deals did fairly by him in the long run, causing him to come away with a few dollars to the good.

The next afternoon he was back again, seeking amusement and profit. This time he followed up three of a kind to his doom. There was a better hand across the table, held by a pugnacious Irish youth, who was a political hanger-on of the Tammany district in which they were located. Hurstwood was surprised at the persistence of this individual, whose bets came with a sang-froid which, if a bluff, was excellent art. Hurstwood began to doubt, but kept, or thought to keep, at least, the cool demeanour with which, in olden times, he deceived those psychic students of the gaming table, who seem to read thoughts and moods, rather than exterior evidences, however subtle. He could not down the cowardly thought that this man had something better and would stay to the end, drawing his last dollar into the pot, should he choose to go so far. Still, he hoped to win much  his hand was excellent. Why not raise it five more?

I raise you three, said the youth.

Make it five, said Hurstwood, pushing out his chips.

Come again, said the youth, pushing out a small pile of reds.

Let me have some more chips, said Hurstwood to the keeper in charge, taking out a bill.

A cynical grin lit up the face of his youthful opponent. When the chips were laid out, Hurstwood met the raise.

Five again, said the youth.

Hurstwoods brow was wet. He was deep in now  very deep for him. Sixty dollars of his good money was up. He was ordinarily no coward, but the thought of losing so much weakened him. Finally he gave way. He would not trust to this fine hand any longer.

I call, he said.

A full house! said the youth, spreading out his cards.

Hurstwoods hand dropped.

I thought I had you, he said, weakly.

The youth raked in his chips, and Hurstwood came away, not without first stopping to count his remaining cash on the stair.

Three hundred and forty dollars, he said.

With this loss and ordinary expenses, so much had already gone.

Back in the flat, he decided he would play no more.

Remembering Mrs. Vances promise to call, Carrie made one other mild protest. It was concerning Hurstwoods appearance. This very day, coming home, he changed his clothes to the old togs he sat around in.

What makes you always put on those old clothes? asked Carrie.

Whats the use wearing my good ones around here? he asked.

Well, I should think youd feel better. Then she added: Some one might call.

Who? he said.

Well, Mrs. Vance, said Carrie.

She neednt see me, he answered, sullenly.

This lack of pride and interest made Carrie almost hate him.

Oh, she thought, there he sits. She neednt see me. I should think he would be ashamed of himself.

The real bitterness of this thing was added when Mrs. Vance did call. It was on one of her shopping rounds. Making her way up the commonplace hall, she knocked at Carries door. To her subsequent and agonising distress, Carrie was out. Hurstwood opened the door, half-thinking that the knock was Carries. For once, he was taken honestly aback. The lost voice of youth and pride spoke in him.

Why, he said, actually stammering, how do you do?

How do you do? said Mrs. Vance, who could scarcely believe her eyes. His great confusion she instantly perceived. He did not know whether to invite her in or not.

Is your wife at home? she inquired.

No, he said, Carries out; but wont you step in? Shell be back shortly.

No-o, said Mrs. Vance, realising the change of it all. Im really very much in a hurry. I thought Id just run up and look in, but I couldnt stay. Just tell your wife she must come and see me.

I will, said Hurstwood, standing back, and feeling intense relief at her going. He was so ashamed that he folded his hands weakly, as he sat in the chair afterwards, and thought.

Carrie, coming in from another direction, thought she saw Mrs. Vance going away. She strained her eyes, but could not make sure.

Was anybody here just now? she asked of Hurstwood.

Yes, he said guiltily; Mrs. Vance.

Did she see you? she asked, expressing her full despair.

This cut Hurstwood like a whip, and made him sullen.

If she had eyes, she did. I opened the door.

Oh, said Carrie, closing one hand tightly out of sheer nervousness. What did she have to say?

Nothing, he answered. She couldnt stay.

And you looking like that! said Carrie, throwing aside a long reserve.

What of it? he said, angering. I didnt know she was coming, did I?

You knew she might, said Carrie. I told you she said she was coming. Ive asked you a dozen times to wear your other clothes. Oh, I think this is just terrible.

Oh, let up, he answered. What difference does it make? You couldnt associate with her, anyway. Theyve got too much money.

Who said I wanted to? said Carrie, fiercely.

Well, you act like it, rowing around over my looks. Youd think Id committed  

Carrie interrupted:

Its true, she said. I couldnt if I wanted to, but whose fault is it? Youre very free to sit and talk about who I could associate with. Why dont you get out and look for work?

This was a thunderbolt in camp.

Whats it to you? he said, rising, almost fiercely. I pay the rent, dont I? I furnish the  

Yes, you pay the rent, said Carrie. You talk as if there was nothing else in the world but a flat to sit around in. You havent done a thing for three months except sit around and interfere here. Id like to know what you married me for?

I didnt marry you, he said, in a snarling tone.

Id like to know what you did, then, in Montreal? she answered.

Well, I didnt marry you, he answered. You can get that out of your head. You talk as though you didnt know.

Carrie looked at him a moment, her eyes distending. She had believed it was all legal and binding enough.

What did you lie to me for, then? she asked, fiercely. What did you force me to run away with you for?

Her voice became almost a sob.

Force! he said, with curled lip. A lot of forcing I did.

Oh! said Carrie, breaking under the strain, and turning. Oh, oh! and she hurried into the front room.

Hurstwood was now hot and waked up. It was a great shaking up for him, both mental and moral. He wiped his brow as he looked around, and then went for his clothes and dressed. Not a sound came from Carrie; she ceased sobbing when she heard him dressing. She thought, at first, with the faintest alarm, of being left without money  not of losing him, though he might be going away permanently. She heard him open the top of the wardrobe and take out his hat. Then the dining-room door closed, and she knew he had gone.

After a few moments of silence, she stood up, dry-eyed, and looked out the window. Hurstwood was just strolling up the street, from the flat, toward Sixth Avenue.

The latter made progress along Thirteenth and across Fourteenth Street to Union Square.

Look for work! he said to himself. Look for work! She tells me to get out and look for work.

He tried to shield himself from his own mental accusation, which told him that she was right.

What a cursed thing that Mrs. Vances call was, anyhow, he thought. Stood right there, and looked me over. I know what she was thinking.

He remembered the few times he had seen her in Seventy-eighth Street. She was always a swell-looker; and he had tried to put on the air of being worthy of such as she, in front of her. Now, to think she had caught him looking this way. He wrinkled his forehead in his distress.

The devil! he said a dozen times in an hour.

It was a quarter after four when he left the house. Carrie was in tears. There would be no dinner that night.

What the deuce, he said, swaggering mentally to hide his own shame from himself. Im not so bad. Im not down yet.

He looked around the square, and seeing the several large hotels, decided to go to one for dinner. He would get his papers and make himself comfortable there.

He ascended into the fine parlour of the Morton House, then one of the best New York hotels, and, finding a cushioned seat, read. It did not trouble him much that his decreasing sum of money did not allow of such extravagance. Like the morphine fiend, he was becoming addicted to his ease. Anything to relieve his mental distress, to satisfy his craving for comfort. He must do it. No thoughts for the morrow  he could not stand to think of it any more than he could of any other calamity. Like the certainty of death, he tried to shut the certainty of soon being without a dollar completely out of his mind, and he came very near doing it.

Well-dressed guests moving to and fro over the thick carpets carried him back to the old days. A young lady, a guest of the house, playing a piano in an alcove pleased him. He sat there reading.

His dinner cost him $1.50. By eight oclock he was through, and then, seeing guests leaving and the crowd of pleasure-seekers thickening outside, wondered where he should go. Not home. Carrie would be up. No, he would not go back there this evening. He would stay out and knock around as a man who was independent  not broke  well might. He bought a cigar, and went outside on the corner where other individuals were lounging  brokers, racing people, thespians  his own flesh and blood. As he stood there, he thought of the old evenings in Chicago, and how he used to dispose of them. Manys the game he had had. This took him to poker.

I didnt do that thing right the other day, he thought, referring to his loss of sixty dollars. I shouldnt have weakened. I could have bluffed that fellow down. I wasnt in form, thats what ailed me.

Then he studied the possibilities of the game as it had been played, and began to figure how he might have won, in several instances, by bluffing a little harder.

Im old enough to play poker and do something with it. Ill try my hand to-night.

Visions of a big stake floated before him. Supposing he did win a couple of hundred, wouldnt he be in it? Lots of sports he knew made their living at this game, and a good living, too.

They always had as much as I had, he thought.

So off he went to a poker room in the neighbourhood, feeling much as he had in the old days. In this period of self-forgetfulness, aroused first by the shock of argument and perfected by a dinner in the hotel, with cocktails and cigars, he was as nearly like the old Hurstwood as he would ever be again. It was not the old Hurstwood  only a man arguing with a divided conscience and lured by a phantom.

This poker room was much like the other one, only it was a back room in a better drinking resort. Hurstwood watched a while, and then, seeing an interesting game, joined in. As before, it went easy for a while, he winning a few times and cheering up, losing a few pots and growing more interested and determined on that account. At last the fascinating game took a strong hold on him. He enjoyed its risks and ventured, on a trifling hand, to bluff the company and secure a fair stake. To his self-satisfaction intense and strong, he did it.

In the height of this feeling he began to think his luck was with him. No one else had done so well. Now came another moderate hand, and again he tried to open the jack-pot on it. There were others there who were almost reading his heart, so close was their observation.

I have three of a kind, said one of the players to himself. Ill just stay with that fellow to the finish.

The result was that bidding began.

I raise you ten.

Good.

Ten more.

Good.

Ten again.

Right you are.

It got to where Hurstwood had seventy-five dollars up. The other man really became serious. Perhaps this individual (Hurstwood) really did have a stiff hand.

I call, he said.

Hurstwood showed his hand. He was done. The bitter fact that he had lost seventy-five dollars made him desperate.

Lets have another pot, he said, grimly.

All right, said the man.

Some of the other players quit, but observant loungers took their places. Time passed, and it came to twelve oclock. Hurstwood held on, neither winning nor losing much. Then he grew weary, and on a last hand lost twenty more. He was sick at heart.

At a quarter after one in the morning he came out of the place. The chill, bare streets seemed a mockery of his state. He walked slowly west, little thinking of his row with Carrie. He ascended the stairs and went into his room as if there had been no trouble. It was his loss that occupied his mind. Sitting down on the bedside he counted his money. There was now but a hundred and ninety dollars and some change. He put it up and began to undress.

I wonder whats getting into me, anyhow? he said.

In the morning Carrie scarcely spoke, and he felt as if he must go out again. He had treated her badly, but he could not afford to make up. Now desperation seized him, and for a day or two, going out thus, he lived like a gentleman  or what he conceived to be a gentleman  which took money. For his escapades he was soon poorer in mind and body, to say nothing of his purse, which had lost thirty by the process. Then he came down to cold, bitter sense again.

The rent man comes to-day, said Carrie, greeting him thus indifferently three mornings later.

He does?

Yes; this is the second, answered Carrie.

Hurstwood frowned. Then in despair he got out his purse.

It seems an awful lot to pay for rent, he said.

He was nearing his last hundred dollars.


CHAPTER XXXVII

THE SPIRIT AWAKENS: NEW SEARCH FOR THE GATE

It would be useless to explain how in due time the last fifty dollars was in sight. The seven hundred, by his process of handling, had only carried them into June. Before the final hundred mark was reached he began to indicate that a calamity was approaching.

I dont know, he said one day, taking a trivial expenditure for meat as a text, it seems to take an awful lot for us to live.

It doesnt seem to me, said Carrie, that we spend very much.

My money is nearly gone, he said, and I hardly know where its gone to.

All that seven hundred dollars? asked Carrie.

All but a hundred.

He looked so disconsolate that it scared her. She began to see that she herself had been drifting. She had felt it all the time.

Well, George, she exclaimed, why dont you get out and look for something? You could find something.

I have looked, he said. You cant make people give you a place.

She gazed weakly at him and said: Well, what do you think you will do? A hundred dollars wont last long.

I dont know, he said. I cant do any more than look.

Carrie became frightened over this announcement. She thought desperately upon the subject. Frequently she had considered the stage as a door through which she might enter that gilded state which she had so much craved. Now, as in Chicago, it came as a last resource in distress. Something must be done if he did not get work soon. Perhaps she would have to go out and battle again alone.

She began to wonder how one would go about getting a place. Her experience in Chicago proved that she had not tried the right way. There must be people who would listen to and try you  men who would give you an opportunity.

They were talking at the breakfast table, a morning or two later, when she brought up the dramatic subject by saying that she saw that Sarah Bernhardt was coming to this country. Hurstwood had seen it, too.

How do people get on the stage, George? she finally asked, innocently.

I dont know, he said. There must be dramatic agents.

Carrie was sipping coffee, and did not look up.

Regular people who get you a place?

Yes, I think so, he answered.

Suddenly the air with which she asked attracted his attention.

Youre not still thinking about being an actress, are you? he asked.

No, she answered, I was just wondering.

Without being clear, there was something in the thought which he objected to. He did not believe any more, after three years of observation, that Carrie would ever do anything great in that line. She seemed too simple, too yielding. His idea of the art was that it involved something more pompous. If she tried to get on the stage she would fall into the hands of some cheap manager and become like the rest of them. He had a good idea of what he meant by them. Carrie was pretty. She would get along all right, but where would he be?

Id get that idea out of my head, if I were you. Its a lot more difficult than you think.

Carrie felt this to contain, in some way, an aspersion upon her ability.

You said I did real well in Chicago, she rejoined.

You did, he answered, seeing that he was arousing opposition, but Chicago isnt New York, by a big jump.

Carrie did not answer this at all. It hurt her.

The stage, he went on, is all right if you can be one of the big guns, but theres nothing to the rest of it. It takes a long while to get up.

Oh, I dont know, said Carrie, slightly aroused.

In a flash, he thought he foresaw the result of this thing. Now, when the worst of his situation was approaching, she would get on the stage in some cheap way and forsake him. Strangely, he had not conceived well of her mental ability. That was because he did not understand the nature of emotional greatness. He had never learned that a person might be emotionally  instead of intellectually  great. Avery Hall was too far away for him to look back and sharply remember. He had lived with this woman too long.

Well, I do, he answered. If I were you I wouldnt think of it. Its not much of a profession for a woman.

Its better than going hungry, said Carrie. If you dont want me to do that, why dont you get work yourself?

There was no answer ready for this. He had got used to the suggestion.

Oh, let up, he answered.

The result of this was that she secretly resolved to try. It didnt matter about him. She was not going to be dragged into poverty and something worse to suit him. She could act. She could get something and then work up. What would he say then? She pictured herself already appearing in some fine performance on Broadway; of going every evening to her dressing-room and making up. Then she would come out at eleven oclock and see the carriages ranged about, waiting for the people. It did not matter whether she was the star or not. If she were only once in, getting a decent salary, wearing the kind of clothes she liked, having the money to do with, going here and there as she pleased, how delightful it would all be. Her mind ran over this picture all the day long. Hurstwoods dreary state made its beauty become more and more vivid.

Curiously this idea soon took hold of Hurstwood. His vanishing sum suggested that he would need sustenance. Why could not Carrie assist him a little until he could get something?

He came in one day with something of this idea in his mind.

I met John B. Drake to-day, he said. Hes going to open a hotel here in the fall. He says that he can make a place for me then.

Who is he? asked Carrie.

Hes the man that runs the Grand Pacific in Chicago.

Oh, said Carrie.

Id get about fourteen hundred a year out of that.

That would be good, wouldnt it? she said, sympathetically.

If I can only get over this summer, he added, I think Ill be all right. Im hearing from some of my friends again.

Carrie swallowed this story in all its pristine beauty. She sincerely wished he could get through the summer. He looked so hopeless.

How much money have you left?

Only fifty dollars.

Oh, mercy, she exclaimed, what will we do? Its only twenty days until the rent will be due again.

Hurstwood rested his head on his hands and looked blankly at the floor.

Maybe you could get something in the stage line? he blandly suggested.

Maybe I could, said Carrie, glad that some one approved of the idea.

Ill lay my hand to whatever I can get, he said, now that he saw her brighten up. I can get something.

She cleaned up the things one morning after he had gone, dressed as neatly as her wardrobe permitted, and set out for Broadway. She did not know that thoroughfare very well. To her it was a wonderful conglomeration of everything great and mighty. The theatres were there  these agencies must be somewhere about.

She decided to stop in at the Madison Square Theatre and ask how to find the theatrical agents. This seemed the sensible way. Accordingly, when she reached that theatre she applied to the clerk at the box office.

Eh? he said, looking out. Dramatic agents? I dont know. Youll find them in the Clipper, though. They all advertise in that.

Is that a paper? said Carrie.

Yes, said the clerk, marvelling at such ignorance of a common fact. You can get it at the news-stands, he added politely, seeing how pretty the inquirer was.

Carrie proceeded to get the Clipper, and tried to find the agents by looking over it as she stood beside the stand. This could not be done so easily. Thirteenth Street was a number of blocks off, but she went back, carrying the precious paper and regretting the waste of time.

Hurstwood was already there, sitting in his place.

Where were you? he asked.

Ive been trying to find some dramatic agents.

He felt a little diffident about asking concerning her success. The paper she began to scan attracted his attention.

What have you got there? he asked.

The Clipper. The man said Id find their addresses in here.

Have you been all the way over to Broadway to find that out? I could have told you.

Why didnt you? she asked, without looking up.

You never asked me, he returned.

She went hunting aimlessly through the crowded columns. Her mind was distracted by this mans indifference. The difficulty of the situation she was facing was only added to by all he did. Self-commiseration brewed in her heart. Tears trembled along her eyelids but did not fall. Hurstwood noticed something.

Let me look.

To recover herself she went into the front room while he searched. Presently she returned. He had a pencil, and was writing upon an envelope.

Here re three, he said.

Carrie took it and found that one was Mrs. Bermudez, another Marcus Jenks, a third Percy Weil. She paused only a moment, and then moved toward the door.

I might as well go right away, she said, without looking back.

Hurstwood saw her depart with some faint stirrings of shame, which were the expression of a manhood rapidly becoming stultified. He sat a while, and then it became too much. He got up and put on his hat.

I guess Ill go out, he said to himself, and went, strolling nowhere in particular, but feeling somehow that he must go.

Carries first call was upon Mrs. Bermudez, whose address was quite the nearest. It was an old-fashioned residence turned into offices. Mrs. Bermudezs offices consisted of what formerly had been a back chamber and a hall bedroom, marked Private.

As Carrie entered she noticed several persons lounging about  men, who said nothing and did nothing.

While she was waiting to be noticed, the door of the hall bedroom opened and from it issued two very mannish-looking women, very tightly dressed, and wearing white collars and cuffs. After them came a portly lady of about forty-five, light-haired, sharp-eyed, and evidently good-natured. At least she was smiling.

Now, dont forget about that, said one of the mannish women.

I wont, said the portly woman. Lets see, she added, where are you the first week in February?

Pittsburg, said the woman.

Ill write you there.

All right, said the other, and the two passed out.

Instantly the portly ladys face became exceedingly sober and shrewd. She turned about and fixed on Carrie a very searching eye.

Well, she said, young woman, what can I do for you?

Are you Mrs. Bermudez?

Yes.

Well, said Carrie, hesitating how to begin, do you get places for persons upon the stage?

Yes.

Could you get me one?

Have you ever had any experience?

A very little, said Carrie.

Whom did you play with?

Oh, with no one, said Carrie. It was just a show gotten  

Oh, I see, said the woman, interrupting her. No, I dont know of anything now.

Carries countenance fell.

You want to get some New York experience, concluded the affable Mrs. Bermudez. Well take your name, though.

Carrie stood looking while the lady retired to her office.

What is your address? inquired a young lady behind the counter, taking up the curtailed conversation.

Mrs. George Wheeler, said Carrie, moving over to where she was writing. The woman wrote her address in full and then allowed her to depart at her leisure.

She encountered a very similar experience in the office of Mr. Jenks, only he varied it by saying at the close: If you could play at some local house, or had a programme with your name on it, I might do something.

In the third place the individual asked:

What sort of work do you want to do?

What do you mean? said Carrie.

Well, do you want to get in a comedy or on the vaudeville stage or in the chorus?

Oh, Id like to get a part in a play, said Carrie.

Well, said the man, itll cost you something to do that.

How much? said Carrie, who, ridiculous as it may seem, had not thought of this before.

Well, thats for you to say, he answered shrewdly.

Carrie looked at him curiously. She hardly knew how to continue the inquiry.

Could you get me a part if I paid?

If we didnt youd get your money back.

Oh, she said.

The agent saw he was dealing with an inexperienced soul, and continued accordingly.

Youd want to deposit fifty dollars, any way. No agent would trouble about you for less than that.

Carrie saw a light.

Thank you, she said. Ill think about it.

She started to go, and then bethought herself.

How soon would I get a place? she asked.

Well, thats hard to say, said the man. You might get one in a week, or it might be a month. Youd get the first thing that we thought you could do.

I see, said Carrie, and then, half-smiling to be agreeable, she walked out.

The agent studied a moment, and then said to himself:

Its funny how anxious these women are to get on the stage.

Carrie found ample food for reflection in the fifty-dollar proposition. Maybe theyd take my money and not give me anything, she thought. She had some jewelry  a diamond ring and pin and several other pieces. She could get fifty dollars for those if she went to a pawnbroker.

Hurstwood was home before her. He had not thought she would be so long seeking.

Well? he said, not venturing to ask what news.

I didnt find out anything to-day, said Carrie, taking off her gloves. They all want money to get you a place.

How much? asked Hurstwood.

Fifty dollars.

They dont want anything, do they?

Oh, theyre like everybody else. You cant tell whether theyd ever get you anything after you did pay them.

Well, I wouldnt put up fifty on that basis, said Hurstwood, as if he were deciding, money in hand.

I dont know, said Carrie. I think Ill try some of the managers.

Hurstwood heard this, dead to the horror of it. He rocked a little to and fro, and chewed at his finger. It seemed all very natural in such extreme states. He would do better later on.


CHAPTER XXXVIII

IN ELF LAND DISPORTING: THE GRIM WORLD WITHOUT

When Carrie renewed her search, as she did the next day, going to the Casino, she found that in the opera chorus, as in other fields, employment is difficult to secure. Girls who can stand in a line and look pretty are as numerous as labourers who can swing a pick. She found there was no discrimination between one and the other of applicants, save as regards a conventional standard of prettiness and form. Their own opinion or knowledge of their ability went for nothing.

Where shall I find Mr. Gray? she asked of a sulky doorman at the stage entrance of the Casino.

You cant see him now; hes busy.

Do you know when I can see him?

Got an appointment with him?

No.

Well, youll have to call at his office.

Oh, dear! exclaimed Carrie. Where is his office?

He gave her the number.

She knew there was no need of calling there now. He would not be in. Nothing remained but to employ the intermediate hours in search.

The dismal story of ventures in other places is quickly told. Mr. Daly saw no one save by appointment. Carrie waited an hour in a dingy office, quite in spite of obstacles, to learn this fact of the placid, indifferent Mr. Dorney.

You will have to write and ask him to see you.

So she went away.

At the Empire Theatre she found a hive of peculiarly listless and indifferent individuals. Everything ornately upholstered, everything carefully finished, everything remarkably reserved.

At the Lyceum she entered one of those secluded, under-stairway closets, berugged and bepanneled, which causes one to feel the greatness of all positions of authority. Here was reserve itself done into a box-office clerk, a doorman, and an assistant, glorying in their fine positions.

Ah, be very humble now  very humble indeed. Tell us what it is you require. Tell it quickly, nervously, and without a vestige of self-respect. If no trouble to us in any way, we may see what we can do.

This was the atmosphere of the Lyceum  the attitude, for that matter, of every managerial office in the city. These little proprietors of businesses are lords indeed on their own ground.

Carrie came away wearily, somewhat more abashed for her pains.

Hurstwood heard the details of the weary and unavailing search that evening.

I didnt get to see any one, said Carrie. I just walked, and walked, and waited around.

Hurstwood only looked at her.

I suppose you have to have some friends before you can get in, she added, disconsolately.

Hurstwood saw the difficulty of this thing, and yet it did not seem so terrible. Carrie was tired and dispirited, but now she could rest. Viewing the world from his rocking-chair, its bitterness did not seem to approach so rapidly. To-morrow was another day.

To-morrow came, and the next, and the next.

Carrie saw the manager at the Casino once.

Come around, he said, the first of next week. I may make some changes then.

He was a large and corpulent individual, surfeited with good clothes and good eating, who judged women as another would horseflesh. Carrie was pretty and graceful. She might be put in even if she did not have any experience. One of the proprietors had suggested that the chorus was a little weak on looks.

The first of next week was some days off yet. The first of the month was drawing near. Carrie began to worry as she had never worried before.

Do you really look for anything when you go out? she asked Hurstwood one morning as a climax to some painful thoughts of her own.

Of course I do, he said pettishly, troubling only a little over the disgrace of the insinuation.

Id take anything, she said, for the present. It will soon be the first of the month again.

She looked the picture of despair.

Hurstwood quit reading his paper and changed his clothes.

He would look for something, he thought. He would go and see if some brewery couldnt get him in somewhere. Yes, he would take a position as bartender, if he could get it.

It was the same sort of pilgrimage he had made before. One or two slight rebuffs, and the bravado disappeared.

No use, he thought. I might as well go on back home.

Now that his money was so low, he began to observe his clothes and feel that even his best ones were beginning to look commonplace. This was a bitter thought.

Carrie came in after he did.

I went to see some of the variety managers, she said, aimlessly. You have to have an act. They dont want anybody that hasnt.

I saw some of the brewery people to-day, said Hurstwood. One man told me hed try to make a place for me in two or three weeks.

In the face of so much distress on Carries part, he had to make some showing, and it was thus he did so. It was lassitudes apology to energy.

Monday Carrie went again to the Casino.

Did I tell you to come around to-day? said the manager, looking her over as she stood before him.

You said the first of the week, said Carrie, greatly abashed.

Ever had any experience? he asked again, almost severely.

Carrie owned to ignorance.

He looked her over again as he stirred among some papers. He was secretly pleased with this pretty, disturbed-looking young woman. Come around to the theatre to-morrow morning.

Carries heart bounded to her throat.

I will, she said with difficulty. She could see he wanted her, and turned to go.

Would he really put her to work? Oh, blessed fortune, could it be?

Already the hard rumble of the city through the open windows became pleasant.

A sharp voice answered her mental interrogation, driving away all immediate fears on that score.

Be sure youre there promptly, the manager said roughly. Youll be dropped if youre not.

Carrie hastened away. She did not quarrel now with Hurstwoods idleness. She had a place  she had a place! This sang in her ears.

In her delight she was almost anxious to tell Hurstwood. But, as she walked homeward, and her survey of the facts of the case became larger, she began to think of the anomaly of her finding work in several weeks and his lounging in idleness for a number of months.

Why dont he get something? she openly said to herself. If I can he surely ought to. It wasnt very hard for me.

She forgot her youth and her beauty. The handicap of age she did not, in her enthusiasm, perceive.

Thus, ever, the voice of success.

Still, she could not keep her secret. She tried to be calm and indifferent, but it was a palpable sham.

Well? he said, seeing her relieved face.

I have a place.

You have? he said, breathing a better breath.

Yes.

What sort of a place is it? he asked, feeling in his veins as if now he might get something good also.

In the chorus, she answered.

Is it the Casino show you told me about?

Yes, she answered. I begin rehearsing to-morrow.

There was more explanation volunteered by Carrie, because she was happy. At last Hurstwood said:

Do you know how much youll get?

No, I didnt want to ask, said Carrie. I guess they pay twelve or fourteen dollars a week.

About that, I guess, said Hurstwood.

There was a good dinner in the flat that evening, owing to the mere lifting of the terrible strain. Hurstwood went out for a shave, and returned with a fair-sized sirloin steak.

Now, to-morrow, he thought, Ill look around myself, and with renewed hope he lifted his eyes from the ground.

On the morrow Carrie reported promptly and was given a place in the line. She saw a large, empty, shadowy play-house, still redolent of the perfumes and blazonry of the night, and notable for its rich, oriental appearance. The wonder of it awed and delighted her. Blessed be its wondrous reality. How hard she would try to be worthy of it. It was above the common mass, above idleness, above want, above insignificance. People came to it in finery and carriages to see. It was ever a centre of light and mirth. And here she was of it. Oh, if she could only remain, how happy would be her days!

What is your name? said the manager, who was conducting the drill.

Madenda, she replied, instantly mindful of the name Drouet had selected in Chicago. Carrie Madenda.

Well, now, Miss Madenda, he said, very affably, as Carrie thought, you go over there.

Then he called to a young woman who was already of the company:

Miss Clark, you pair with Miss Madenda.

This young lady stepped forward, so that Carrie saw where to go, and the rehearsal began.

Carrie soon found that while this drilling had some slight resemblance to the rehearsals as conducted at Avery Hall, the attitude of the manager was much more pronounced. She had marvelled at the insistence and superior airs of Mr. Millice, but the individual conducting here had the same insistence, coupled with almost brutal roughness. As the drilling proceeded, he seemed to wax exceedingly wroth over trifles, and to increase his lung power in proportion. It was very evident that he had a great contempt for any assumption of dignity or innocence on the part of these young women.

Clark, he would call  meaning, of course, Miss Clark why dont you catch step there?

By fours, right! Right, I said, right! For heavens sake, get on to yourself! Right! and in saying this he would lift the last sounds into a vehement roar.

Maitland! Maitland! he called once.

A nervous, comely-dressed little girl stepped out. Carrie trembled for her out of the fulness of her own sympathies and fear.

Yes, sir, said Miss Maitland.

Is there anything the matter with your ears?

No, sir.

Do you know what column left means?

Yes, sir.

Well, what are you stumbling around the right for? Want to break up the line?

I was just  

Never mind what you were just. Keep your ears open.

Carrie pitied, and trembled for her turn.

Yet another suffered the pain of personal rebuke.

Hold on a minute, cried the manager, throwing up his hands, as if in despair. His demeanour was fierce.

Elvers, he shouted, what have you got in your mouth?

Nothing, said Miss Elvers, while some smiled and stood nervously by.

Well, are you talking?

No, sir.

Well, keep your mouth still then. Now, all together again.

At last Carries turn came. It was because of her extreme anxiety to do all that was required that brought on the trouble.

She heard some one called.

Mason, said the voice. Miss Mason.

She looked around to see who it could be. A girl behind shoved her a little, but she did not understand.

You, you! said the manager. Cant you hear?

Oh, said Carrie, collapsing, and blushing fiercely.

Isnt your name Mason? asked the manager.

No, sir, said Carrie, its Madenda.

Well, whats the matter with your feet? Cant you dance?

Yes, sir, said Carrie, who had long since learned this art.

Why dont you do it then? Dont go shuffling along as if you were dead. Ive got to have people with life in them.

Carries cheek burned with a crimson heat. Her lips trembled a little.

Yes, sir, she said.

It was this constant urging, coupled with irascibility and energy, for three long hours. Carrie came away worn enough in body, but too excited in mind to notice it. She meant to go home and practise her evolutions as prescribed. She would not err in any way, if she could help it.

When she reached the flat Hurstwood was not there. For a wonder he was out looking for work, as she supposed. She took only a mouthful to eat and then practised on, sustained by visions of freedom from financial distress The sound of glory ringing in her ears.

When Hurstwood returned he was not so elated as when he went away, and now she was obliged to drop practice and get dinner. Here was an early irritation. She would have her work and this. Was she going to act and keep house?

Ill not do it, she said, after I get started. He can take his meals out.

Each day thereafter brought its cares. She found it was not such a wonderful thing to be in the chorus, and she also learned that her salary would be twelve dollars a week. After a few days she had her first sight of those high and mighties  the leading ladies and gentlemen. She saw that they were privileged and deferred to. She was nothing  absolutely nothing at all.

At home was Hurstwood, daily giving her cause for thought. He seemed to get nothing to do, and yet he made bold to inquire how she was getting along. The regularity with which he did this smacked of some one who was waiting to live upon her labour. Now that she had a visible means of support, this irritated her. He seemed to be depending upon her little twelve dollars.

How are you getting along? he would blandly inquire.

Oh, all right, she would reply.

Find it easy?

It will be all right when I get used to it.

His paper would then engross his thoughts.

I got some lard, he would add, as an afterthought. I thought maybe you might want to make some biscuit.

The calm suggestion of the man astonished her a little, especially in the light of recent developments. Her dawning independence gave her more courage to observe, and she felt as if she wanted to say things. Still she could not talk to him as she had to Drouet. There was something in the mans manner of which she had always stood in awe. He seemed to have some invisible strength in reserve.

One day, after her first weeks rehearsal, what she expected came openly to the surface.

Well have to be rather saving, he said, laying down some meat he had purchased. You wont get any money for a week or so yet.

No, said Carrie, who was stirring a pan at the stove.

Ive only got the rent and thirteen dollars more, he added.

Thats it, she said to herself. Im to use my money now.

Instantly she remembered that she had hoped to buy a few things for herself. She needed clothes. Her hat was not nice.

What will twelve dollars do towards keeping up this flat? she thought. I cant do it. Why doesnt he get something to do?

The important night of the first real performance came. She did not suggest to Hurstwood that he come and see. He did not think of going. It would only be money wasted. She had such a small part.

The advertisements were already in the papers; the posters upon the bill-boards. The leading lady and many members were cited. Carrie was nothing.

As in Chicago, she was seized with stage fright as the very first entrance of the ballet approached, but later she recovered. The apparent and painful insignificance of the part took fear away from her. She felt that she was so obscure it did not matter. Fortunately, she did not have to wear tights. A group of twelve were assigned pretty golden-hued skirts which came only to a line about an inch above the knee. Carrie happened to be one of the twelve.

In standing about the stage, marching, and occasionally lifting up her voice in the general chorus, she had a chance to observe the audience and to see the inauguration of a great hit. There was plenty of applause, but she could not help noting how poorly some of the women of alleged ability did.

I could do better than that, Carrie ventured to herself, in several instances. To do her justice, she was right.

After it was over she dressed quickly, and as the manager had scolded some others and passed her, she imagined she must have proved satisfactory. She wanted to get out quickly, because she knew but few, and the stars were gossiping. Outside were carriages and some correct youths in attractive clothing, waiting. Carrie saw that she was scanned closely. The flutter of an eyelash would have brought her a companion. That she did not give.

One experienced youth volunteered, anyhow.

Not going home alone, are you? he said.

Carrie merely hastened her steps and took the Sixth Avenue car. Her head was so full of the wonder of it that she had time for nothing else.

Did you hear any more from the brewery? she asked at the end of the week, hoping by the question to stir him on to action.

No, he answered, theyre not quite ready yet. I think something will come of that, though.

She said nothing more then, objecting to giving up her own money, and yet feeling that such would have to be the case. Hurstwood felt the crisis, and artfully decided to appeal to Carrie. He had long since realised how good-natured she was, how much she would stand. There was some little shame in him at the thought of doing so, but he justified himself with the thought that he really would get something. Rent day gave him his opportunity.

Well, he said, as he counted it out, thats about the last of my money. Ill have to get something pretty soon.

Carrie looked at him askance, half-suspicious of an appeal.

If I could only hold out a little longer I think I could get something. Drake is sure to open a hotel here in September.

Is he? said Carrie, thinking of the short month that still remained until that time.

Would you mind helping me out until then? he said appealingly. I think Ill be all right after that time.

No, said Carrie, feeling sadly handicapped by fate.

We can get along if we economise. Ill pay you back all right.

Oh, Ill help you, said Carrie, feeling quite hard-hearted at thus forcing him to humbly appeal, and yet her desire for the benefit of her earnings wrung a faint protest from her.

Why dont you take anything, George, temporarily? she said. What difference does it make? Maybe, after a while, youll get something better.

I will take anything, he said, relieved, and wincing under reproof. Id just as leave dig on the streets. Nobody knows me here.

Oh, you neednt do that, said Carrie, hurt by the pity of it. But there must be other things.

Ill get something! he said, assuming determination.

Then he went back to his paper.


CHAPTER XXXIX

OF LIGHTS AND OF SHADOWS: THE PARTING OF WORLDS

What Hurstwood got as the result of this determination was more self-assurance that each particular day was not the day. At the same time, Carrie passed through thirty days of mental distress.

Her need of clothes  to say nothing of her desire for ornaments  grew rapidly as the fact developed that for all her work she was not to have them. The sympathy she felt for Hurstwood, at the time he asked her to tide him over, vanished with these newer urgings of decency. He was not always renewing his request, but this love of good appearance was. It insisted, and Carrie wished to satisfy it, wished more and more that Hurstwood was not in the way.

Hurstwood reasoned, when he neared the last ten dollars, that he had better keep a little pocket change and not become wholly dependent for car-fare, shaves, and the like; so when this sum was still in his hand he announced himself as penniless.

Im clear out, he said to Carrie one afternoon. I paid for some coal this morning, and that took all but ten or fifteen cents.

Ive got some money there in my purse.

Hurstwood went to get it, starting for a can of tomatoes. Carrie scarcely noticed that this was the beginning of the new order. He took out fifteen cents and bought the can with it. Thereafter it was dribs and drabs of this sort, until one morning Carrie suddenly remembered that she would not be back until close to dinner time.

Were all out of flour, she said; youd better get some this afternoon. We havent any meat, either. How would it do if we had liver and bacon?

Suits me, said Hurstwood.

Better get a half or three-quarters of a pound of that.

Halfll be enough, volunteered Hurstwood.

She opened her purse and laid down a half dollar. He pretended not to notice it.

Hurstwood bought the flour  which all grocers sold in 3½-pound packages  for thirteen cents and paid fifteen cents for a half-pound of liver and bacon. He left the packages, together with the balance of thirty-two cents, upon the kitchen table, where Carrie found it. It did not escape her that the change was accurate. There was something sad in realising that, after all, all that he wanted of her was something to eat. She felt as if hard thoughts were unjust. Maybe he would get something yet. He had no vices.

That very evening, however, on going into the theatre, one of the chorus girls passed her all newly arrayed in a pretty mottled tweed suit, which took Carries eye. The young woman wore a fine bunch of violets and seemed in high spirits. She smiled at Carrie good-naturedly as she passed, showing pretty, even teeth, and Carrie smiled back.

She can afford to dress well, thought Carrie, and so could I, if I could only keep my money. I havent a decent tie of any kind to wear.

She put out her foot and looked at her shoe reflectively.

Ill get a pair of shoes Saturday, anyhow; I dont care what happens.

One of the sweetest and most sympathetic little chorus girls in the company made friends with her because in Carrie she found nothing to frighten her away. She was a gay little Manon, unwitting of societys fierce conception of morality, but, nevertheless, good to her neighbour and charitable. Little license was allowed the chorus in the matter of conversation, but, nevertheless, some was indulged in.

Its warm to-night, isnt it? said this girl, arrayed in pink fleshings and an imitation golden helmet. She also carried a shining shield.

Yes; it is, said Carrie, pleased that some one should talk to her.

Im almost roasting, said the girl.

Carrie looked into her pretty face, with its large blue eyes, and saw little beads of moisture.

Theres more marching in this opera than ever I did before, added the girl.

Have you been in others? asked Carrie, surprised at her experience.

Lots of them, said the girl; havent you?

This is my first experience.

Oh, is it? I thought I saw you the time they ran The Queens Mate here.

No, said Carrie, shaking her head; not me.

This conversation was interrupted by the blare of the orchestra and the sputtering of the calcium lights in the wings as the line was called to form for a new entrance. No further opportunity for conversation occurred, but the next evening, when they were getting ready for the stage, this girl appeared anew at her side.

They say this show is going on the road next month.

Is it? said Carrie.

Yes; do you think youll go?

I dont know; I guess so, if theyll take me.

Oh, theyll take you. I wouldnt go. They wont give you any more, and it will cost you everything you make to live. I never leave New York. There are too many shows going on here.

Can you always get in another show?

I always have. Theres one going on up at the Broadway this month. Im going to try and get in that if this one really goes.

Carrie heard this with aroused intelligence. Evidently it wasnt so very difficult to get on. Maybe she also could get a place if this show went away.

Do they all pay about the same? she asked.

Yes. Sometimes you get a little more. This show doesnt pay very much.

I get twelve, said Carrie.

Do you? said the girl. They pay me fifteen, and you do more work than I do. I wouldnt stand it if I were you. Theyre just giving you less because they think you dont know. You ought to be making fifteen.

Well, Im not, said Carrie.

Well, youll get more at the next place if you want it, went on the girl, who admired Carrie very much. You do fine, and the manager knows it.

To say the truth, Carrie did unconsciously move about with an air pleasing and somewhat distinctive. It was due wholly to her natural manner and total lack of self-consciousness.

Do you suppose I could get more up at the Broadway?

Of course you can, answered the girl. You come with me when I go. Ill do the talking.

Carrie heard this, flushing with thankfulness. She liked this little gaslight soldier. She seemed so experienced and self-reliant in her tinsel helmet and military accoutrements.

My future must be assured if I can always get work this way, thought Carrie.

Still, in the morning, when her household duties would infringe upon her and Hurstwood sat there, a perfect load to contemplate, her fate seemed dismal and unrelieved. It did not take so very much to feed them under Hurstwoods close-measured buying, and there would possibly be enough for rent, but it left nothing else. Carrie bought the shoes and some other things, which complicated the rent problem very seriously. Suddenly, a week from the fatal day, Carrie realised that they were going to run short.

I dont believe, she exclaimed, looking into her purse at breakfast, that Ill have enough to pay the rent.

How much have you? inquired Hurstwood.

Well, Ive got twenty-two dollars, but theres everything to be paid for this week yet, and if I use all I get Saturday to pay this, there wont be any left for next week. Do you think your hotel man will open his hotel this month?

I think so, returned Hurstwood. He said he would.

After a while, Hurstwood said:

Dont worry about it. Maybe the grocer will wait. He can do that. Weve traded there long enough to make him trust us for a week or two.

Do you think he will? she asked.

I think so.

On this account, Hurstwood, this very day, looked grocer Oeslogge clearly in the eye as he ordered a pound of coffee, and said:

Do you mind carrying my account until the end of every week?

No, no, Mr. Wheeler, said Mr. Oeslogge. Dat iss all right.

Hurstwood, still tactful in distress, added nothing to this. It seemed an easy thing. He looked out of the door, and then gathered up his coffee when ready and came away. The game of a desperate man had begun.

Rent was paid, and now came the grocer. Hurstwood managed by paying out of his own ten and collecting from Carrie at the end of the week. Then he delayed a day next time settling with the grocer, and so soon had his ten back, with Oeslogge getting his pay on this Thursday or Friday for last Saturdays bill.

This entanglement made Carrie anxious for a change of some sort. Hurstwood did not seem to realise that she had a right to anything. He schemed to make what she earned cover all expenses, but seemed not to trouble over adding anything himself.

He talks about worrying, thought Carrie. If he worried enough he couldnt sit there and wait for me. Hed get something to do. No man could go seven months without finding something if he tried.

The sight of him always around in his untidy clothes and gloomy appearance drove Carrie to seek relief in other places. Twice a week there were matinées, and then Hurstwood ate a cold snack, which he prepared himself. Two other days there were rehearsals beginning at ten in the morning and lasting usually until one. Now, to this Carrie added a few visits to one or two chorus girls, including the blue-eyed soldier of the golden helmet. She did it because it was pleasant and a relief from dulness of the home over which her husband brooded.

The blue-eyed soldiers name was Osborne  Lola Osborne. Her room was in Nineteenth Street near Fourth Avenue, a block now given up wholly to office buildings. Here she had a comfortable back room, looking over a collection of back yards in which grew a number of shade trees pleasant to see.

Isnt your home in New York? she asked of Lola one day.

Yes; but I cant get along with my people. They always want me to do what they want. Do you live here?

Yes, said Carrie.

With your family?

Carrie was ashamed to say that she was married. She had talked so much about getting more salary and confessed to so much anxiety about her future, that now, when the direct question of fact was waiting, she could not tell this girl.

With some relatives, she answered.

Miss Osborne took it for granted that, like herself, Carries time was her own. She invariably asked her to stay, proposing little outings and other things of that sort until Carrie began neglecting her dinner hours. Hurstwood noticed it, but felt in no position to quarrel with her. Several times she came so late as scarcely to have an hour in which to patch up a meal and start for the theatre.

Do you rehearse in the afternoons? Hurstwood once asked, concealing almost completely the cynical protest and regret which prompted it.

No; I was looking around for another place, said Carrie.

As a matter of fact she was, but only in such a way as furnished the least straw of an excuse. Miss Osborne and she had gone to the office of the manager who was to produce the new opera at the Broadway and returned straight to the formers room, where they had been since three oclock.

Carrie felt this question to be an infringement on her liberty. She did not take into account how much liberty she was securing. Only the latest step, the newest freedom, must not be questioned.

Hurstwood saw it all clearly enough. He was shrewd after his kind, and yet there was enough decency in the man to stop him from making any effectual protest. In his almost inexplicable apathy he was content to droop supinely while Carrie drifted out of his life, just as he was willing supinely to see opportunity pass beyond his control. He could not help clinging and protesting in a mild, irritating, and ineffectual way, however  a way that simply widened the breach by slow degrees.

A further enlargement of this chasm between them came when the manager, looking between the wings upon the brightly lighted stage where the chorus was going through some of its glittering evolutions, said to the master of the ballet:

Who is that fourth girl there on the right  the one coming round at the end now?

Oh, said the ballet-master, thats Miss Madenda.

Shes good looking. Why dont you let her head that line?

I will, said the man.

Just do that. Shell look better there than the woman youve got.

All right. I will do that, said the master.

The next evening Carrie was called out, much as if for an error.

You lead your company to-night, said the master.

Yes, sir, said Carrie.

Put snap into it, he added. We must have snap.

Yes, sir, replied Carrie.

Astonished at this change, she thought that the heretofore leader must be ill; but when she saw her in the line, with a distinct expression of something unfavourable in her eye, she began to think that perhaps it was merit.

She had a chic way of tossing her head to one side, and holding her arms as if for action  not listlessly. In front of the line this showed up even more effectually.

That girl knows how to carry herself, said the manager, another evening. He began to think that he should like to talk with her. If he hadnt made it a rule to have nothing to do with the members of the chorus, he would have approached her most unbendingly.

Put that girl at the head of the white column, he suggested to the man in charge of the ballet.

This white column consisted of some twenty girls, all in snow-white flannel trimmed with silver and blue. Its leader was most stunningly arrayed in the same colours, elaborated, however, with epaulets and a belt of silver, with a short sword dangling at one side. Carrie was fitted for this costume, and a few days later appeared, proud of her new laurels. She was especially gratified to find that her salary was now eighteen instead of twelve.

Hurstwood heard nothing about this.

Ill not give him the rest of my money, said Carrie. I do enough. I am going to get me something to wear.

As a matter of fact, during this second month she had been buying for herself as recklessly as she dared, regardless of the consequences. There were impending more complications rent day, and more extension of the credit system in the neighbourhood. Now, however, she proposed to do better by herself.

Her first move was to buy a shirt waist, and in studying these she found how little her money would buy  how much, if she could only use all. She forgot that if she were alone she would have to pay for a room and board, and imagined that every cent of her eighteen could be spent for clothes and things that she liked.

At last she picked upon something, which not only used up all her surplus above twelve, but invaded that sum. She knew she was going too far, but her feminine love of finery prevailed. The next day Hurstwood said:

We owe the grocer five dollars and forty cents this week.

Do we? said Carrie, frowning a little.

She looked in her purse to leave it.

Ive only got eight dollars and twenty cents altogether.

We owe the milkman sixty cents, added Hurstwood.

Yes, and theres the coal man, said Carrie.

Hurstwood said nothing. He had seen the new things she was buying; the way she was neglecting household duties; the readiness with which she was slipping out afternoons and staying. He felt that something was going to happen. All at once she spoke:

I dont know, she said; I cant do it all. I dont earn enough.

This was a direct challenge. Hurstwood had to take it up. He tried to be calm.

I dont want you to do it all, he said. I only want a little help until I can get something to do.

Oh, yes, answered Carrie. Thats always the way. It takes more than I can earn to pay for things. I dont see what Im going to do.

Well, Ive tried to get something, he exclaimed. What do you want me to do?

You couldnt have tried so very hard, said Carrie. I got something.

Well, I did, he said, angered almost to harsh words. You neednt throw up your success to me. All I asked was a little help until I could get something. Im not down yet. Ill come up all right.

He tried to speak steadily, but his voice trembled a little.

Carries anger melted on the instant. She felt ashamed.

Well, she said, heres the money, and emptied it out on the table. I havent got quite enough to pay it all. If they can wait until Saturday, though, Ill have some more.

You keep it, said Hurstwood, sadly. I only want enough to pay the grocer.

She put it back, and proceeded to get dinner early and in good time. Her little bravado made her feel as if she ought to make amends.

In a little while their old thoughts returned to both.

Shes making more than she says, thought Hurstwood. She says shes making twelve, but that wouldnt buy all those things. I dont care. Let her keep her money. Ill get something again one of these days. Then she can go to the deuce.

He only said this in his anger, but it prefigured a possible course of action and attitude well enough.

I dont care, thought Carrie. He ought to be told to get out and do something. It isnt right that I should support him.

In these days Carrie was introduced to several youths, friends of Miss Osborne, who were of the kind most aptly described as gay and festive. They called once to get Miss Osborne for an afternoon drive. Carrie was with her at the time.

Come and go along, said Lola.

No, I cant, said Carrie.

Oh, yes, come and go. What have you got to do?

I have to be home by five, said Carrie.

What for?

Oh, dinner.

Theyll take us to dinner, said Lola.

Oh, no, said Carrie. I wont go. I cant.

Oh, do come. Theyre awful nice boys. Well get you back in time. Were only going for a drive in Central Park.

Carrie thought a while, and at last yielded.

Now, I must be back by half-past four, she said.

The information went in one ear of Lola and out the other.

After Drouet and Hurstwood, there was the least touch of cynicism in her attitude toward young men  especially of the gay and frivolous sort. She felt a little older than they. Some of their pretty compliments seemed silly. Still, she was young in heart and body and youth appealed to her.

Oh, well be right back, Miss Madenda, said one of the chaps, bowing. You wouldnt think wed keep you over time, now, would you?

Well, I dont know, said Carrie, smiling.

They were off for a drive  she, looking about and noticing fine clothing, the young men voicing those silly pleasantries and weak quips which pass for humour in coy circles. Carrie saw the great park parade of carriages, beginning at the Fifty-ninth Street entrance and winding past the Museum of Art to the exit at One Hundred and Tenth Street and Seventh Avenue. Her eye was once more taken by the show of wealth  the elaborate costumes, elegant harnesses, spirited horses, and, above all, the beauty. Once more the plague of poverty galled her, but now she forgot in a measure her own troubles so far as to forget Hurstwood. He waited until four, five, and even six. It was getting dark when he got up out of his chair.

I guess she isnt coming home, he said, grimly.

Thats the way, he thought. Shes getting a start now. Im out of it.

Carrie had really discovered her neglect, but only at a quarter after five, and the open carriage was now far up Seventh Avenue, near the Harlem River.

What time is it? she inquired. I must be getting back.

A quarter after five, said her companion, consulting an elegant, open-faced watch.

Oh, dear me! exclaimed Carrie. Then she settled back with a sigh. Theres no use crying over spilt milk, she said. Its too late.

Of course it is, said the youth, who saw visions of a fine dinner now, and such invigorating talk as would result in a reunion after the show. He was greatly taken with Carrie. Well drive down to Delmonicos now and have something there, wont we, Orrin?

To be sure, replied Orrin, gaily.

Carrie thought of Hurstwood. Never before had she neglected dinner without an excuse.

They drove back, and at 6.15 sat down to dine. It was the Sherry incident over again, the remembrance of which came painfully back to Carrie. She remembered Mrs. Vance, who had never called again after Hurstwoods reception, and Ames.

At this figure her mind halted. It was a strong, clean vision. He liked better books than she read, better people than she associated with. His ideals burned in her heart.

Its fine to be a good actress, came distinctly back.

What sort of an actress was she?

What are you thinking about, Miss Madenda? inquired her merry companion. Come, now, lets see if I can guess.

Oh, no, said Carrie. Dont try.

She shook it off and ate. She forgot, in part, and was merry. When it came to the after-theatre proposition, however, she shook her head.

No, she said, I cant. I have a previous engagement.

Oh, now, Miss Madenda, pleaded the youth.

No, said Carrie, I cant. Youve been so kind, but youll have to excuse me.

The youth looked exceedingly crestfallen.

Cheer up, old man, whispered his companion. Well go around, anyhow. She may change her mind.


CHAPTER XL

A PUBLIC DISSENSION: A FINAL APPEAL

There was no after-theatre lark, however, so far as Carrie was concerned. She made her way homeward, thinking about her absence. Hurstwood was asleep, but roused up to look as she passed through to her own bed.

Is that you? he said.

Yes, she answered.

The next morning at breakfast she felt like apologising.

I couldnt get home last evening, she said.

Ah, Carrie, he answered, whats the use saying that? I dont care. You neednt tell me that, though.

I couldnt, said Carrie, her colour rising. Then, seeing that he looked as if he said I know, she exclaimed: Oh, all right. I dont care.

From now on, her indifference to the flat was even greater. There seemed no common ground on which they could talk to one another. She let herself be asked for expenses. It became so with him that he hated to do it. He preferred standing off the butcher and baker. He ran up a grocery bill of sixteen dollars with Oeslogge, laying in a supply of staple articles, so that they would not have to buy any of those things for some time to come. Then he changed his grocery. It was the same with the butcher and several others. Carrie never heard anything of this directly from him. He asked for such as he could expect, drifting farther and farther into a situation which could have but one ending.

In this fashion, September went by.

Isnt Mr. Drake going to open his hotel? Carrie asked several times.

Yes. He wont do it before October, though, now.

Carrie became disgusted. Such a man, she said to herself frequently. More and more she visited. She put most of her spare money in clothes, which, after all, was not an astonishing amount. At last the opera she was with announced its departure within four weeks. Last two weeks of the Great Comic Opera success  The  , etc., was upon all bill-boards and in the newspapers, before she acted.

Im not going out on the road, said Miss Osborne.

Carrie went with her to apply to another manager.

Ever had any experience? was one of his questions.

Im with the company at the Casino now.

Oh, you are? he said.

The end of this was another engagement at twenty per week.

Carrie was delighted. She began to feel that she had a place in the world. People recognised ability.

So changed was her state that the home atmosphere became intolerable. It was all poverty and trouble there, or seemed to be, because it was a load to bear. It became a place to keep away from. Still she slept there, and did a fair amount of work, keeping it in order. It was a sitting place for Hurstwood. He sat and rocked, rocked and read, enveloped in the gloom of his own fate. October went by, and November. It was the dead of winter almost before he knew it, and there he sat.

Carrie was doing better, that he knew. Her clothes were improved now, even fine. He saw her coming and going, sometimes picturing to himself her rise. Little eating had thinned him somewhat. He had no appetite. His clothes, too, were a poor mans clothes. Talk about getting something had become even too threadbare and ridiculous for him. So he folded his hands and waited  for what, he could not anticipate.

At last, however, troubles became too thick. The hounding of creditors, the indifference of Carrie, the silence of the flat, and presence of winter, all joined to produce a climax. It was effected by the arrival of Oeslogge, personally, when Carrie was there.

I call about my bill, said Mr. Oeslogge.

Carrie was only faintly surprised.

How much is it? she asked.

Sixteen dollars, he replied.

Oh, that much? said Carrie. Is this right? she asked, turning to Hurstwood.

Yes, he said.

Well, I never heard anything about it.

She looked as if she thought he had been contracting some needless expense.

Well, we had it all right, he answered. Then he went to the door. I cant pay you anything on that to-day, he said, mildly.

Well, when can you? said the grocer.

Not before Saturday, anyhow, said Hurstwood.

Huh! returned the grocer. This is fine. I must have that. I need the money.

Carrie was standing farther back in the room, hearing it all. She was greatly distressed. It was so bad and commonplace. Hurstwood was annoyed also.

Well, he said, theres no use talking about it now. If youll come in Saturday, Ill pay you something on it.

The grocery man went away.

How are we going to pay it? asked Carrie, astonished by the bill. I cant do it.

Well, you dont have to, he said. He cant get what he cant get. Hell have to wait.

I dont see how we ran up such a bill as that, said Carrie.

Well, we ate it, said Hurstwood.

Its funny, she replied, still doubting.

Whats the use of your standing there and talking like that, now? he asked. Do you think Ive had it alone? You talk as if Id taken something.

Well, its too much, anyhow, said Carrie. I oughtnt to be made to pay for it. Ive got more than I can pay for now.

All right, replied Hurstwood, sitting down in silence. He was sick of the grind of this thing.

Carrie went out, and there he sat, determining to do something.

There had been appearing in the papers about this time rumours and notices of an approaching strike on the trolley lines in Brooklyn. There was general dissatisfaction as to the hours of labour required and the wages paid. As usual  and for some inexplicable reason  the men chose the winter for the forcing of the hand of their employers and the settlement of their difficulties.

Hurstwood had been reading of this thing, and wondering concerning the huge tie-up which would follow. A day or two before this trouble with Carrie, it came. On a cold afternoon, when everything was grey and it threatened to snow, the papers announced that the men had been called out on all the lines.

Being so utterly idle, and his mind filled with the numerous predictions which had been made concerning the scarcity of labour this winter and the panicky state of the financial market, Hurstwood read this with interest. He noted the claims of the striking motormen and conductors, who said that they had been wont to receive two dollars a day in times past, but that for a year or more trippers had been introduced, which cut down their chance of livelihood one-half, and increased their hours of servitude from ten to twelve, and even fourteen. These trippers were men put on during the busy and rush hours, to take a car out for one trip. The compensation paid for such a trip was only twenty-five cents. When the rush or busy hours were over, they were laid off. Worst of all, no man might know when he was going to get a car. He must come to the barns in the morning and wait around in fair and foul weather until such time as he was needed. Two trips were an average reward for so much waiting  a little over three hours work for fifty cents. The work of waiting was not counted.

The men complained that this system was extending, and that the time was not far off when but a few out of 7,000 employees would have regular two-dollar-a-day work at all. They demanded that the system be abolished, and that ten hours be considered a days work, barring unavoidable delays, with $2.25 pay. They demanded immediate acceptance of these terms, which the various trolley companies refused.

Hurstwood at first sympathised with the demands of these men  indeed, it is a question whether he did not always sympathise with them to the end, belie him as his actions might. Reading nearly all the news, he was attracted first by the scare-heads with which the trouble was noted in the World. He read it fully  the names of the seven companies involved, the number of men.

Theyre foolish to strike in this sort of weather, he thought to himself. Let em win if they can, though.

The next day there was even a larger notice of it. Brooklynites Walk, said the World. Knights of Labour Tie up the Trolley Lines Across the Bridge. About Seven Thousand Men Out.

Hurstwood read this, formulating to himself his own idea of what would be the outcome. He was a great believer in the strength of corporations.

They cant win, he said, concerning the men. They havent any money. The police will protect the companies. Theyve got to. The public has to have its cars.

He didnt sympathise with the corporations, but strength was with them. So was property and public utility.

Those fellows cant win, he thought.

Among other things, he noticed a circular issued by one of the companies, which read:

ATLANTIC AVENUE RAILROAD.

SPECIAL NOTICE.

The motormen and conductors and other employees of this company having abruptly left its service, an opportunity is now given to all loyal men who have struck against their will to be reinstated, providing they will make their applications by twelve oclock noon on Wednesday, January 16th. Such men will be given employment (with guaranteed protection) in the order in which such applications are received, and runs and positions assigned them accordingly. Otherwise, they will be considered discharged, and every vacancy will be filled by a new man as soon as his services can be secured.

(Signed)
BENJAMIN NORTON, 
President.

He also noted among the want ads. one which read:

WANTED.  50 skilled motormen, accustomed to Westinghouse system, to run U. S. mail cars only, in the City of Brooklyn; protection guaranteed.

He noted particularly in each the protection guaranteed. It signified to him the unassailable power of the companies.

Theyve got the militia on their side, he thought. There isnt anything those men can do.

While this was still in his mind, the incident with Oeslogge and Carrie occurred. There had been a good deal to irritate him, but this seemed much the worst. Never before had she accused him of stealing  or very near that. She doubted the naturalness of so large a bill. And he had worked so hard to make expenses seem light. He had been doing butcher and baker in order not to call on her. He had eaten very little  almost nothing.

Damn it all! he said. I can get something. Im not down yet.

He thought that he really must do something now. It was too cheap to sit around after such an insinuation as this. Why, after a little, he would be standing anything.

He got up and looked out the window into the chilly street. It came gradually into his mind, as he stood there, to go to Brooklyn.

Why not? his mind said. Any one can get work over there. Youll get two a day.

How about accidents? said a voice. You might get hurt.

Oh, there wont be much of that, he answered. Theyve called out the police. Any one who wants to run a car will be protected all right.

You dont know how to run a car, rejoined the voice.

I wont apply as a motorman, he answered. I can ring up fares all right.

Theyll want motormen mostly.

Theyll take anybody; that I know.

For several hours he argued pro and con with this mental counsellor, feeling no need to act at once in a matter so sure of profit.

In the morning he put on his best clothes, which were poor enough, and began stirring about, putting some bread and meat into a page of a newspaper. Carrie watched him, interested in this new move.

Where are you going? she asked.

Over to Brooklyn, he answered. Then, seeing her still inquisitive, he added: I think I can get on over there.

On the trolley lines? said Carrie, astonished.

Yes, he rejoined.

Arent you afraid? she asked.

What of? he answered. The police are protecting them.

The paper said four men were hurt yesterday.

Yes, he returned; but you cant go by what the papers say. Theyll run the cars all right.

He looked rather determined now, in a desolate sort of way, and Carrie felt very sorry. Something of the old Hurstwood was here  the least shadow of what was once shrewd and pleasant strength. Outside, it was cloudy and blowing a few flakes of snow.

What a day to go over there, thought Carrie.

Now he left before she did, which was a remarkable thing, and tramped eastward to Fourteenth Street and Sixth Avenue, where he took the car. He had read that scores of applicants were applying at the office of the Brooklyn City Railroad building and were being received. He made his way there by horse-car and ferry  a dark, silent man  to the offices in question. It was a long way, for no cars were running, and the day was cold; but he trudged along grimly. Once in Brooklyn, he could clearly see and feel that a strike was on. People showed it in their manner. Along the routes of certain tracks not a car was running. About certain corners and near-by saloons small groups of men were lounging. Several spring wagons passed him, equipped with plain wooden chairs, and labelled Flatbush or Prospect Park. Fare, Ten Cents. He noticed cold and even gloomy faces. Labour was having its little war.

When he came near the office in question, he saw a few men standing about, and some policemen. On the far corners were other men  whom he took to be strikers  watching. All the houses were small and wooden, the streets poorly paved. After New York, Brooklyn looked actually poor and hard-up.

He made his way into the heart of the small group, eyed by policemen and the men already there. One of the officers addressed him.

What are you looking for?

I want to see if I can get a place.

The offices are up those steps, said the bluecoat. His face was a very neutral thing to contemplate. In his heart of hearts, he sympathised with the strikers and hated this scab. In his heart of hearts, also, he felt the dignity and use of the police force, which commanded order. Of its true social significance, he never once dreamed. His was not the mind for that. The two feelings blended in him  neutralised one another and him. He would have fought for this man as determinedly as for himself, and yet only so far as commanded. Strip him of his uniform, and he would have soon picked his side.

Hurstwood ascended a dusty flight of steps and entered a small, dust-coloured office, in which were a railing, a long desk, and several clerks.

Well, sir? said a middle-aged man, looking up at him from the long desk.

Do you want to hire any men? inquired Hurstwood.

What are you  a motorman?

No; Im not anything, said Hurstwood.

He was not at all abashed by his position. He knew these people needed men. If one didnt take him, another would. This man could take him or leave him, just as he chose.

Well, we prefer experienced men, of course, said the man. He paused, while Hurstwood smiled indifferently. Then he added: Still, I guess you can learn. What is your name?

Wheeler, said Hurstwood.

The man wrote an order on a small card. Take that to our barns, he said, and give it to the foreman. Hell show you what to do.

Hurstwood went down and out. He walked straight away in the direction indicated, while the policemen looked after.

Theres another wants to try it, said Officer Kiely to Officer Macey.

I have my mind hell get his fill, returned the latter, quietly.

They had been in strikes before.


CHAPTER XLI

THE STRIKE

The barn at which Hurstwood applied was exceedingly short-handed, and was being operated practically by three men as directors. There were a lot of green hands around  queer, hungry-looking men, who looked as if want had driven them to desperate means. They tried to be lively and willing, but there was an air of hang-dog diffidence about the place.

Hurstwood went back through the barns and out into a large, enclosed lot, where were a series of tracks and loops. A half-dozen cars were there, manned by instructors, each with a pupil at the lever. More pupils were waiting at one of the rear doors of the barn.

In silence Hurstwood viewed this scene, and waited. His companions took his eye for a while, though they did not interest him much more than the cars. They were an uncomfortable-looking gang, however. One or two were very thin and lean. Several were quite stout. Several others were rawboned and sallow, as if they had been beaten upon by all sorts of rough weather.

Did you see by the paper they are going to call out the militia? Hurstwood heard one of them remark.

Oh, theyll do that, returned the other. They always do.

Think were liable to have much trouble? said another, whom Hurstwood did not see.

Not very.

That Scotchman that went out on the last car, put in a voice, told me that they hit him in the ear with a cinder.

A small, nervous laugh accompanied this.

One of those fellows on the Fifth Avenue line must have had a hell of a time, according to the papers, drawled another. They broke his car windows and pulled him off into the street fore the police could stop em.

Yes; but there are more police around to-day, was added by another.

Hurstwood hearkened without much mental comment. These talkers seemed scared to him. Their gabbling was feverish  things said to quiet their own minds. He looked out into the yard and waited.

Two of the men got around quite near him, but behind his back. They were rather social, and he listened to what they said.

Are you a railroad man? said one.

Me? No. Ive always worked in a paper factory.

I had a job in Newark until last October, returned the other, with reciprocal feeling.

There were some words which passed too low to hear. Then the conversation became strong again.

I dont blame these fellers for striking, said one. Theyve got the right of it, all right, but I had to get something to do.

Same here, said the other. If I had any job in Newark I wouldnt be over here takin chances like these.

Its hell these days, aint it? said the man. A poor man aint nowhere. You could starve, by God, right in the streets, and there aint most no one would help you.

Right you are, said the other. The job I had I lost cause they shut down. They run all summer and lay up a big stock, and then shut down.

Hurstwood paid some little attention to this. Somehow, he felt a little superior to these two  a little better off. To him these were ignorant and commonplace, poor sheep in a drivers hand.

Poor devils, he thought, speaking out of the thoughts and feelings of a bygone period of success.

Next, said one of the instructors.

Youre next, said a neighbour, touching him.

He went out and climbed on the platform. The instructor took it for granted that no preliminaries were needed.

You see this handle, he said, reaching up to an electric cut-off, which was fastened to the roof. This throws the current off or on. If you want to reverse the car you turn it over here. If you want to send it forward, you put it over here. If you want to cut off the power, you keep it in the middle.

Hurstwood smiled at the simple information.

Now, this handle here regulates your speed. To here, he said, pointing with his finger, gives you about four miles an hour. This is eight. When its full on, you make about fourteen miles an hour.

Hurstwood watched him calmly. He had seen motormen work before. He knew just about how they did it, and was sure he could do as well, with a very little practice.

The instructor explained a few more details, and then said:

Now, well back her up.

Hurstwood stood placidly by, while the car rolled back into the yard.

One thing you want to be careful about, and that is to start easy. Give one degree time to act before you start another. The one fault of most men is that they always want to throw her wide open. Thats bad. Its dangerous, too. Wears out the motor. You dont want to do that.

I see, said Hurstwood.

He waited and waited, while the man talked on.

Now you take it, he said, finally.

The ex-manager laid hand to the lever and pushed it gently, as he thought. It worked much easier than he imagined, however, with the result that the car jerked quickly forward, throwing him back against the door. He straightened up sheepishly, while the instructor stopped the car with the brake.

You want to be careful about that, was all he said.

Hurstwood found, however, that handling a brake and regulating speed were not so instantly mastered as he had imagined. Once or twice he would have ploughed through the rear fence if it had not been for the hand and word of his companion. The latter was rather patient with him, but he never smiled.

Youve got to get the knack of working both arms at once, he said. It takes a little practice.

One oclock came while he was still on the car practising, and he began to feel hungry. The day set in snowing, and he was cold. He grew weary of running to and fro on the short track.

They ran the car to the end and both got off. Hurstwood went into the barn and sought a car step, pulling out his paper-wrapped lunch from his pocket. There was no water and the bread was dry, but he enjoyed it. There was no ceremony about dining. He swallowed and looked about, contemplating the dull, homely labour of the thing. It was disagreeable  miserably disagreeable  in all its phases. Not because it was bitter, but because it was hard. It would be hard to any one, he thought.

After eating, he stood about as before, waiting until his turn came.

The intention was to give him an afternoon of practice, but the greater part of the time was spent in waiting about.

At last evening came, and with it hunger and a debate with himself as to how he should spend the night. It was half-past five. He must soon eat. If he tried to go home, it would take him two hours and a half of cold walking and riding. Besides, he had orders to report at seven the next morning, and going home would necessitate his rising at an unholy and disagreeable hour. He had only something like a dollar and fifteen cents of Carries money, with which he had intended to pay the two weeks coal bill before the present idea struck him.

They must have some place around here, he thought. Where does that fellow from Newark stay?

Finally he decided to ask. There was a young fellow standing near one of the doors in the cold, waiting a last turn. He was a mere boy in years  twenty-one about  but with a body lank and long, because of privation. A little good living would have made this youth plump and swaggering.

How do they arrange this, if a man hasnt any money? inquired Hurstwood, discreetly.

The fellow turned a keen, watchful face on the inquirer.

You mean eat? he replied.

Yes, and sleep. I cant go back to New York to-night.

The foreman ll fix that if you ask him, I guess. He did me.

That so?

Yes. I just told him I didnt have anything. Gee, I couldnt go home. I live way over in Hoboken.

Hurstwood only cleared his throat by way of acknowledgment.

Theyve got a place upstairs here, I understand. I dont know what sort of a thing it is. Purty tough, I guess. He gave me a meal ticket this noon. I know that wasnt much.

Hurstwood smiled grimly, and the boy laughed.

It aint no fun, is it? he inquired, wishing vainly for a cheery reply.

Not much, answered Hurstwood.

Id tackle him now, volunteered the youth. He may go way.

Hurstwood did so.

Isnt there some place I can stay around here to-night? he inquired. If I have to go back to New York, Im afraid I wont  

Therere some cots upstairs, interrupted the man, if you want one of them.

Thatll do, he assented.

He meant to ask for a meal ticket, but the seemingly proper moment never came, and he decided to pay himself that night.

Ill ask him in the morning.

He ate in a cheap restaurant in the vicinity, and, being cold and lonely, went straight off to seek the loft in question. The company was not attempting to run cars after nightfall. It was so advised by the police.

The room seemed to have been a lounging place for night workers. There were some nine cots in the place, two or three wooden chairs, a soap box, and a small, round-bellied stove, in which a fire was blazing. Early as he was, another man was there before him. The latter was sitting beside the stove warming his hands.

Hurstwood approached and held out his own toward the fire. He was sick of the bareness and privation of all things connected with his venture, but was steeling himself to hold out. He fancied he could for a while.

Cold, isnt it? said the early guest.

Rather.

A long silence.

Not much of a place to sleep in, is it? said the man.

Better than nothing, replied Hurstwood.

Another silence.

I believe Ill turn in, said the man.

Rising, he went to one of the cots and stretched himself, removing only his shoes, and pulling the one blanket and dirty old comforter over him in a sort of bundle. The sight disgusted Hurstwood, but he did not dwell on it, choosing to gaze into the stove and think of something else. Presently he decided to retire, and picked a cot, also removing his shoes.

While he was doing so, the youth who had advised him to come here entered, and, seeing Hurstwood, tried to be genial.

Bettern nothin, he observed, looking around.

Hurstwood did not take this to himself. He thought it to be an expression of individual satisfaction, and so did not answer. The youth imagined he was out of sorts, and set to whistling softly. Seeing another man asleep, he quit that and lapsed into silence.

Hurstwood made the best of a bad lot by keeping on his clothes and pushing away the dirty covering from his head, but at last he dozed in sheer weariness. The covering became more and more comfortable, its character was forgotten, and he pulled it about his neck and slept.

In the morning he was aroused out of a pleasant dream by several men stirring about in the cold, cheerless room. He had been back in Chicago in fancy, in his own comfortable home. Jessica had been arranging to go somewhere, and he had been talking with her about it. This was so clear in his mind, that he was startled now by the contrast of this room. He raised his head, and the cold, bitter reality jarred him into wakefulness.

Guess Id better get up, he said.

There was no water on this floor. He put on his shoes in the cold and stood up, shaking himself in his stiffness. His clothes felt disagreeable, his hair bad.

Hell! he muttered, as he put on his hat.

Downstairs things were stirring again.

He found a hydrant, with a trough which had once been used for horses, but there was no towel here, and his handkerchief was soiled from yesterday. He contented himself with wetting his eyes with the ice-cold water. Then he sought the foreman, who was already on the ground.

Had your breakfast yet? inquired that worthy.

No, said Hurstwood.

Better get it, then; your car wont be ready for a little while.

Hurstwood hesitated.

Could you let me have a meal ticket? he asked, with an effort.

Here you are, said the man, handing him one.

He breakfasted as poorly as the night before on some fried steak and bad coffee. Then he went back.

Here, said the foreman, motioning him, when he came in. You take this car out in a few minutes.

Hurstwood climbed up on the platform in the gloomy barn and waited for a signal. He was nervous, and yet the thing was a relief. Anything was better than the barn.

On this the fourth day of the strike, the situation had taken a turn for the worse. The strikers, following the counsel of their leaders and the newspapers, had struggled peaceably enough. There had been no great violence done. Cars had been stopped, it is true, and the men argued with. Some crews had been won over and led away, some windows broken, some jeering and yelling done; but in no more than five or six instances had men been seriously injured. These by crowds whose acts the leaders disclaimed.

Idleness, however, and the sight of the company, backed by the police, triumphing, angered the men. They saw that each day more cars were going on, each day more declarations were being made by the company officials that the effective opposition of the strikers was broken. This put desperate thoughts in the minds of the men. Peaceful methods meant, they saw, that the companies would soon run all their cars and those who had complained would be forgotten. There was nothing so helpful to the companies as peaceful methods.

All at once they blazed forth, and for a week there was storm and stress. Cars were assailed, men attacked, policemen struggled with, tracks torn up, and shots fired, until at last street fights and mob movements became frequent, and the city was invested with militia.

Hurstwood knew nothing of the change of temper.

Run your car out, called the foreman, waving a vigorous hand at him. A green conductor jumped up behind and rang the bell twice as a signal to start. Hurstwood turned the lever and ran the car out through the door into the street in front of the barn. Here two brawny policemen got up beside him on the platform  one on either hand.

At the sound of a gong near the barn door, two bells were given by the conductor and Hurstwood opened his lever.

The two policemen looked about them calmly.

Tis cold, all right, this morning, said the one on the left, who possessed a rich brogue.

I had enough of it yesterday, said the other. I wouldnt want a steady job of this.

Nor I.

Neither paid the slightest attention to Hurstwood, who stood facing the cold wind, which was chilling him completely, and thinking of his orders.

Keep a steady gait, the foreman had said. Dont stop for any one who doesnt look like a real passenger. Whatever you do, dont stop for a crowd.

The two officers kept silent for a few moments.

The last man must have gone through all right, said the officer on the left. I dont see his car anywhere.

Whos on there? asked the second officer, referring, of course, to its complement of policemen.

Schaeffer and Ryan.

There was another silence, in which the car ran smoothly along. There were not so many houses along this part of the way. Hurstwood did not see many people either. The situation was not wholly disagreeable to him. If he were not so cold, he thought he would do well enough.

He was brought out of this feeling by the sudden appearance of a curve ahead, which he had not expected. He shut off the current and did an energetic turn at the brake, but not in time to avoid an unnaturally quick turn. It shook him up and made him feel like making some apologetic remarks, but he refrained.

You want to look out for them things, said the officer on the left, condescendingly.

Thats right, agreed Hurstwood, shamefacedly.

Theres lots of them on this line, said the officer on the right.

Around the corner a more populated way appeared. One or two pedestrians were in view ahead. A boy coming out of a gate with a tin milk bucket gave Hurstwood his first objectionable greeting.

Scab! he yelled. Scab!

Hurstwood heard it, but tried to make no comment, even to himself. He knew he would get that, and much more of the same sort, probably.

At a corner farther up a man stood by the track and signalled the car to stop.

Never mind him, said one of the officers. Hes up to some game.

Hurstwood obeyed. At the corner he saw the wisdom of it. No sooner did the man perceive the intention to ignore him, than he shook his fist.

Ah, you bloody coward! he yelled.

Some half dozen men, standing on the corner, flung taunts and jeers after the speeding car.

Hurstwood winced the least bit. The real thing was slightly worse than the thoughts of it had been.

Now came in sight, three or four blocks farther on, a heap of something on the track.

Theyve been at work, here, all right, said one of the policemen.

Well have an argument, maybe, said the other.

Hurstwood ran the car close and stopped. He had not done so wholly, however, before a crowd gathered about. It was composed of ex-motormen and conductors in part, with a sprinkling of friends and sympathisers.

Come off the car, pardner, said one of the men in a voice meant to be conciliatory. You dont want to take the bread out of another mans mouth, do you?

Hurstwood held to his brake and lever, pale and very uncertain what to do.

Stand back, yelled one of the officers, leaning over the platform railing. Clear out of this, now. Give the man a chance to do his work.

Listen, pardner, said the leader, ignoring the policeman and addressing Hurstwood. Were all working men, like yourself. If you were a regular motorman, and had been treated as weve been, you wouldnt want any one to come in and take your place, would you? You wouldnt want any one to do you out of your chance to get your rights, would you?

Shut her off! shut her off! urged the other of the policemen, roughly. Get out of this, now, and he jumped the railing and landed before the crowd and began shoving. Instantly the other officer was down beside him.

Stand back, now, they yelled. Get out of this. What the hell do you mean? Out, now.

It was like a small swarm of bees.

Dont shove me, said one of the strikers, determinedly. Im not doing anything.

Get out of this! cried the officer, swinging his club. Ill give ye a bat on the sconce. Back, now.

What the hell! cried another of the strikers, pushing the other way, adding at the same time some lusty oaths.

Crack came an officers club on his forehead. He blinked his eyes blindly a few times, wabbled on his legs, threw up his hands, and staggered back. In return, a swift fist landed on the officers neck.

Infuriated by this, the latter plunged left and right, laying about madly with his club. He was ably assisted by his brother of the blue, who poured ponderous oaths upon the troubled waters. No severe damage was done, owing to the agility of the strikers in keeping out of reach. They stood about the sidewalk now and jeered.

Where is the conductor? yelled one of the officers, getting his eye on that individual, who had come nervously forward to stand by Hurstwood. The latter had stood gazing upon the scene with more astonishment than fear.

Why dont you come down here and get these stones off the track? inquired the officer. What you standing there for? Do you want to stay here all day? Get down.

Hurstwood breathed heavily in excitement and jumped down with the nervous conductor as if he had been called.

Hurry up, now, said the other policeman.

Cold as it was, these officers were hot and mad. Hurstwood worked with the conductor, lifting stone after stone and warming himself by the work.

Ah, you scab, you! yelled the crowd. You coward! Steal a mans job, will you? Rob the poor, will you, you thief? Well get you yet, now. Wait.

Not all of this was delivered by one man. It came from here and there, incorporated with much more of the same sort and curses.

Work, you blackguards, yelled a voice. Do the dirty work. Youre the suckers that keep the poor people down!

May God starve ye yet, yelled an old Irish woman, who now threw open a nearby window and stuck out her head.

Yes, and you, she added, catching the eye of one of the policemen. You bloody, murtherin thafe! Crack my son over the head, will you, you hard-hearted, murtherin divil? Ah, ye  

But the officer turned a deaf ear.

Go to the devil, you old hag, he half muttered as he stared round upon the scattered company.

Now the stones were off, and Hurstwood took his place again amid a continued chorus of epithets. Both officers got up beside him and the conductor rang the bell, when, bang! bang! through window and door came rocks and stones. One narrowly grazed Hurstwoods head. Another shattered the window behind.

Throw open your lever, yelled one of the officers, grabbing at the handle himself.

Hurstwood complied and the car shot away, followed by a rattle of stones and a rain of curses.

That    hit me in the neck, said one of the officers. I gave him a good crack for it, though.

I think I must have left spots on some of them, said the other.

I know that big guy that called us a    , said the first. Ill get him yet for that.

I thought we were in for it sure, once there, said the second.

Hurstwood, warmed and excited, gazed steadily ahead. It was an astonishing experience for him. He had read of these things, but the reality seemed something altogether new. He was no coward in spirit. The fact that he had suffered this much now rather operated to arouse a stolid determination to stick it out. He did not recur in thought to New York or the flat. This one trip seemed a consuming thing.

They now ran into the business heart of Brooklyn uninterrupted. People gazed at the broken windows of the car and at Hurstwood in his plain clothes. Voices called scab now and then, as well as other epithets, but no crowd attacked the car. At the down-town end of the line, one of the officers went to call up his station and report the trouble.

Theres a gang out there, he said, laying for us yet. Better send some one over there and clean them out.

The car ran back more quietly  hooted, watched, flung at, but not attacked. Hurstwood breathed freely when he saw the barns.

Well, he observed to himself, I came out of that all right.

The car was turned in and he was allowed to loaf a while, but later he was again called. This time a new team of officers was aboard. Slightly more confident, he sped the car along the commonplace streets and felt somewhat less fearful. On one side, however, he suffered intensely. The day was raw, with a sprinkling of snow and a gusty wind, made all the more intolerable by the speed of the car. His clothing was not intended for this sort of work. He shivered, stamped his feet, and beat his arms as he had seen other motormen do in the past, but said nothing. The novelty and danger of the situation modified in a way his disgust and distress at being compelled to be here, but not enough to prevent him from feeling grim and sour. This was a dogs life, he thought. It was a tough thing to have to come to.

The one thought that strengthened him was the insult offered by Carrie. He was not down so low as to take all that, he thought. He could do something  this, even  for a while. It would get better. He would save a little.

A boy threw a clod of mud while he was thus reflecting and hit him upon the arm. It hurt sharply and angered him more than he had been any time since morning.

The little cur! he muttered.

Hurt you? asked one of the policemen.

No, he answered.

At one of the corners, where the car slowed up because of a turn, an ex-motorman, standing on the sidewalk, called to him:

Wont you come out, pardner, and be a man? Remember were fighting for decent days wages, thats all. Weve got families to support. The man seemed most peaceably inclined.

Hurstwood pretended not to see him. He kept his eyes straight on before and opened the lever wide. The voice had something appealing in it.

All morning this went on and long into the afternoon. He made three such trips. The dinner he had was no stay for such work and the cold was telling on him. At each end of the line he stopped to thaw out, but he could have groaned at the anguish of it. One of the barnmen, out of pity, loaned him a heavy cap and a pair of sheepskin gloves, and for once he was extremely thankful.

On the second trip of the afternoon he ran into a crowd about half way along the line, that had blocked the cars progress with an old telegraph pole.

Get that thing off the track, shouted the two policemen.

Yah, yah, yah! yelled the crowd. Get it off yourself.

The two policemen got down and Hurstwood started to follow.

You stay there, one called. Some one will run away with your car.

Amid the babel of voices, Hurstwood heard one close beside him.

Come down, pardner, and be a man. Dont fight the poor. Leave that to the corporations.

He saw the same fellow who had called to him from the corner. Now, as before, he pretended not to hear him.

Come down, the man repeated gently. You dont want to fight poor men. Dont fight at all. It was a most philosophic and jesuitical motorman.

A third policeman joined the other two from somewhere and some one ran to telephone for more officers. Hurstwood gazed about, determined but fearful.

A man grabbed him by the coat.

Come off of that, he exclaimed, jerking at him and trying to pull him over the railing.

Let go, said Hurstwood, savagely.

Ill show you  you scab! cried a young Irishman, jumping up on the car and aiming a blow at Hurstwood. The latter ducked and caught it on the shoulder instead of the jaw.

Away from here, shouted an officer, hastening to the rescue, and adding, of course, the usual oaths.

Hurstwood recovered himself, pale and trembling. It was becoming serious with him now. People were looking up and jeering at him. One girl was making faces.

He began to waver in his resolution, when a patrol wagon rolled up and more officers dismounted. Now the track was quickly cleared and the release effected.

Let her go now, quick, said the officer, and again he was off.

The end came with a real mob, which met the car on its return trip a mile or two from the barns. It was an exceedingly poor-looking neighbourhood. He wanted to run fast through it, but again the track was blocked. He saw men carrying something out to it when he was yet a half-dozen blocks away.

There they are again! exclaimed one policeman.

Ill give them something this time, said the second officer, whose patience was becoming worn. Hurstwood suffered a qualm of body as the car rolled up. As before, the crowd began hooting, but now, rather than come near, they threw things. One or two windows were smashed and Hurstwood dodged a stone.

Both policemen ran out toward the crowd, but the latter replied by running toward the car. A woman  a mere girl in appearance  was among these, bearing a rough stick. She was exceedingly wrathful and struck at Hurstwood, who dodged. Thereupon, her companions, duly encouraged, jumped on the car and pulled Hurstwood over. He had hardly time to speak or shout before he fell.

Let go of me, he said, falling on his side.

Ah, you sucker, he heard some one say. Kicks and blows rained on him. He seemed to be suffocating. Then two men seemed to be dragging him off and he wrestled for freedom.

Let up, said a voice, youre all right. Stand up.

He was let loose and recovered himself. Now he recognised two officers. He felt as if he would faint from exhaustion. Something was wet on his chin. He put up his hand and felt, then looked. It was red.

They cut me, he said, foolishly, fishing for his handkerchief.

Now, now, said one of the officers. Its only a scratch.

His senses became cleared now and he looked around. He was standing in a little store, where they left him for the moment. Outside, he could see, as he stood wiping his chin, the car and the excited crowd. A patrol wagon was there, and another.

He walked over and looked out. It was an ambulance, backing in.

He saw some energetic charging by the police and arrests being made.

Come on, now, if you want to take your car, said an officer, opening the door and looking in.

He walked out, feeling rather uncertain of himself. He was very cold and frightened.

Wheres the conductor? he asked.

Oh, hes not here now, said the policeman.

Hurstwood went toward the car and stepped nervously on. As he did so there was a pistol shot. Something stung his shoulder.

Who fired that? he heard an officer exclaim. By God! who did that? Both left him, running toward a certain building. He paused a moment and then got down.

George! exclaimed Hurstwood, weakly, this is too much for me.

He walked nervously to the corner and hurried down a side street.

Whew! he said, drawing in his breath.

A half block away, a small girl gazed at him.

Youd better sneak, she called.

He walked homeward in a blinding snowstorm, reaching the ferry by dusk. The cabins were filled with comfortable souls, who studied him curiously. His head was still in such a whirl that he felt confused. All the wonder of the twinkling lights of the river in a white storm passed for nothing. He trudged doggedly on until he reached the flat. There he entered and found the room warm. Carrie was gone. A couple of evening papers were lying on the table where she left them. He lit the gas and sat down. Then he got up and stripped to examine his shoulder. It was a mere scratch. He washed his hands and face, still in a brown study, apparently, and combed his hair. Then he looked for something to eat, and finally, his hunger gone, sat down in his comfortable rocking-chair. It was a wonderful relief.

He put his hand to his chin, forgetting, for the moment, the papers.

Well, he said, after a time, his nature recovering itself, thats a pretty tough game over there.

Then he turned and saw the papers. With half a sigh he picked up the World.

Strike Spreading in Brooklyn, he read. Rioting Breaks Out in all Parts of the City.

He adjusted his paper very comfortably and continued. It was the one thing he read with absorbing interest.


CHAPTER XLII

A TOUCH OF SPRING: THE EMPTY SHELL

Those who look upon Hurstwoods Brooklyn venture as an error of judgment will none the less realise the negative influence on him of the fact that he had tried and failed. Carrie got a wrong idea of it. He said so little that she imagined he had encountered nothing worse than the ordinary roughness  quitting so soon in the face of this seemed trifling. He did not want to work.

She was now one of a group of oriental beauties who, in the second act of the comic opera, were paraded by the vizier before the new potentate as the treasures of his harem. There was no word assigned to any of them, but on the evening when Hurstwood was housing himself in the loft of the street-car barn, the leading comedian and star, feeling exceedingly facetious, said in a profound voice, which created a ripple of laughter:

Well, who are you?

It merely happened to be Carrie who was courtesying before him. It might as well have been any of the others, so far as he was concerned. He expected no answer and a dull one would have been reproved. But Carrie, whose experience and belief in herself gave her daring, courtesied sweetly again and answered:

I am yours truly.

It was a trivial thing to say, and yet something in the way she did it caught the audience, which laughed heartily at the mock-fierce potentate towering before the young woman. The comedian also liked it, hearing the laughter.

I thought your name was Smith, he returned, endeavouring to get the last laugh.

Carrie almost trembled for her daring after she had said this. All members of the company had been warned that to interpolate lines or business meant a fine or worse. She did not know what to think.

As she was standing in her proper position in the wings, awaiting another entry, the great comedian made his exit past her and paused in recognition.

You can just leave that in hereafter, he remarked, seeing how intelligent she appeared. Dont add any more, though.

Thank you, said Carrie, humbly. When he went on she found herself trembling violently.

Well, youre in luck, remarked another member of the chorus. There isnt another one of us has got a line.

There was no gainsaying the value of this. Everybody in the company realised that she had got a start. Carrie hugged herself when next evening the lines got the same applause. She went home rejoicing, knowing that soon something must come of it. It was Hurstwood who, by his presence, caused her merry thoughts to flee and replaced them with sharp longings for an end of distress.

The next day she asked him about his venture.

Theyre not trying to run any cars except with police. They dont want anybody just now  not before next week.

Next week came, but Carrie saw no change. Hurstwood seemed more apathetic than ever. He saw her off mornings to rehearsals and the like with the utmost calm. He read and read. Several times he found himself staring at an item, but thinking of something else. The first of these lapses that he sharply noticed concerned a hilarious party he had once attended at a driving club, of which he had been a member. He sat, gazing downward, and gradually thought he heard the old voices and the clink of glasses.

Youre a dandy, Hurstwood, his friend Walker said. He was standing again well dressed, smiling, good-natured, the recipient of encores for a good story.

All at once he looked up. The room was so still it seemed ghostlike. He heard the clock ticking audibly and half suspected that he had been dozing. The paper was so straight in his hands, however, and the items he had been reading so directly before him, that he rid himself of the doze idea. Still, it seemed peculiar. When it occurred a second time, however, it did not seem quite so strange.

Butcher and grocery man, baker and coal man  not the group with whom he was then dealing, but those who had trusted him to the limit  called. He met them all blandly, becoming deft in excuse. At last he became bold, pretended to be out, or waved them off.

They cant get blood out of a turnip, he said. If I had it Id pay them.

Carries little soldier friend, Miss Osborne, seeing her succeeding, had become a sort of satellite. Little Osborne could never of herself amount to anything. She seemed to realise it in a sort of pussy-like way and instinctively concluded to cling with her soft little claws to Carrie.

Oh, youll get up, she kept telling Carrie with admiration. Youre so good.

Timid as Carrie was, she was strong in capability. The reliance of others made her feel as if she must, and when she must she dared. Experience of the world and of necessity was in her favour. No longer the lightest word of a man made her head dizzy. She had learned that men could change and fail. Flattery in its most palpable form had lost its force with her. It required superiority  kindly superiority  to move her  the superiority of a genius like Ames.

I dont like the actors in our company, she told Lola one day. Theyre all so struck on themselves.

Dont you think Mr. Barclays pretty nice? inquired Lola, who had received a condescending smile or two from that quarter.

Oh, hes nice enough, answered Carrie; but he isnt sincere. He assumes such an air.

Lola felt for her first hold upon Carrie in the following manner:

Are you paying room-rent where you are?

Certainly, answered Carrie. Why?

I know where I could get the loveliest room and bath, cheap. Its too big for me, but it would be just right for two, and the rent is only six dollars a week for both.

Where? said Carrie.

In Seventeenth Street.

Well, I dont know as Id care to change, said Carrie, who was already turning over the three-dollar rate in her mind. She was thinking if she had only herself to support this would leave her seventeen for herself.

Nothing came of this until after the Brooklyn adventure of Hurstwoods and her success with the speaking part. Then she began to feel as if she must be free. She thought of leaving Hurstwood and thus making him act for himself, but he had developed such peculiar traits she feared he might resist any effort to throw him off. He might hunt her out at the show and hound her in that way. She did not wholly believe that he would, but he might. This, she knew, would be an embarrassing thing if he made himself conspicuous in any way. It troubled her greatly.

Things were precipitated by the offer of a better part. One of the actresses playing the part of a modest sweetheart gave notice of leaving and Carrie was selected.

How much are you going to get? asked Miss Osborne, on hearing the good news.

I didnt ask him, said Carrie.

Well, find out. Goodness, youll never get anything if you dont ask. Tell them you must have forty dollars, anyhow.

Oh, no, said Carrie.

Certainly! exclaimed Lola. Ask em, anyway.

Carrie succumbed to this prompting, waiting, however, until the manager gave her notice of what clothing she must have to fit the part.

How much do I get? she inquired.

Thirty-five dollars, he replied.

Carrie was too much astonished and delighted to think of mentioning forty. She was nearly beside herself, and almost hugged Lola, who clung to her at the news.

It isnt as much as you ought to get, said the latter, especially when youve got to buy clothes.

Carrie remembered this with a start. Where to get the money? She had none laid up for such an emergency. Rent day was drawing near.

Ill not do it, she said, remembering her necessity. I dont use the flat. Im not going to give up my money this time. Ill move.

Fitting into this came another appeal from Miss Osborne, more urgent than ever.

Come live with me, wont you? she pleaded. We can have the loveliest room. It wont cost you hardly anything that way.

Id like to, said Carrie, frankly.

Oh, do, said Lola. Well have such a good time.

Carrie thought a while.

I believe I will, she said, and then added: Ill have to see first, though.

With the idea thus grounded, rent day approaching, and clothes calling for instant purchase, she soon found excuse in Hurstwoods lassitude. He said less and drooped more than ever.

As rent day approached, an idea grew in him. It was fostered by the demands of creditors and the impossibility of holding up many more. Twenty-eight dollars was too much for rent. Its hard on her, he thought. We could get a cheaper place.

Stirred with this idea, he spoke at the breakfast table.

Dont you think we pay too much rent here? he asked.

Indeed I do, said Carrie, not catching his drift.

I should think we could get a smaller place, he suggested. We dont need four rooms.

Her countenance, had he been scrutinising her, would have exhibited the disturbance she felt at this evidence of his determination to stay by her. He saw nothing remarkable in asking her to come down lower.

Oh, I dont know, she answered, growing wary.

There must be places around here where we could get a couple of rooms, which would do just as well.

Her heart revolted. Never! she thought. Who would furnish the money to move? To think of being in two rooms with him! She resolved to spend her money for clothes quickly, before something terrible happened. That very day she did it. Having done so, there was but one other thing to do.

Lola, she said, visiting her friend, I think Ill come.

Oh, jolly! cried the latter.

Can we get it right away? she asked, meaning the room.

Certainly, cried Lola.

They went to look at it. Carrie had saved ten dollars from her expenditures  enough for this and her board beside. Her enlarged salary would not begin for ten days yet  would not reach her for seventeen. She paid half of the six dollars with her friend.

Now, Ive just enough to get on to the end of the week, she confided.

Oh, Ive got some, said Lola. Ive got twenty-five dollars, if you need it.

No, said Carrie. I guess Ill get along.

They decided to move Friday, which was two days away. Now that the thing was settled, Carries heart misgave her. She felt very much like a criminal in the matter. Each day looking at Hurstwood, she had realised that, along with the disagreeableness of his attitude, there was something pathetic.

She looked at him the same evening she had made up her mind to go, and now he seemed not so shiftless and worthless, but run down and beaten upon by chance. His eyes were not keen, his face marked, his hands flabby. She thought his hair had a touch of grey. All unconscious of his doom, he rocked and read his paper, while she glanced at him.

Knowing that the end was so near, she became rather solicitous.

Will you go over and get some canned peaches? she asked Hurstwood, laying down a two-dollar bill.

Certainly, he said, looking in wonder at the money.

See if you can get some nice asparagus, she added. Ill cook it for dinner.

Hurstwood rose and took the money, slipping on his overcoat and getting his hat. Carrie noticed that both of these articles of apparel were old and poor looking in appearance. It was plain enough before, but now it came home with peculiar force. Perhaps he couldnt help it, after all. He had done well in Chicago. She remembered his fine appearance the days he had met her in the park. Then he was so sprightly, so clean. Had it been all his fault?

He came back and laid the change down with the food.

Youd better keep it, she observed. Well need other things.

No, he said, with a sort of pride; you keep it.

Oh, go on and keep it, she replied, rather unnerved. Therell be other things.

He wondered at this, not knowing the pathetic figure he had become in her eyes. She restrained herself with difficulty from showing a quaver in her voice.

To say truly, this would have been Carries attitude in any case. She had looked back at times upon her parting from Drouet and had regretted that she had served him so badly. She hoped she would never meet him again, but she was ashamed of her conduct. Not that she had any choice in the final separation. She had gone willingly to seek him, with sympathy in her heart, when Hurstwood had reported him ill. There was something cruel somewhere, and not being able to track it mentally to its logical lair, she concluded with feeling that he would never understand what Hurstwood had done and would see hard-hearted decision in her deed; hence her shame. Not that she cared for him. She did not want to make any one who had been good to her feel badly.

She did not realise what she was doing by allowing these feelings to possess her. Hurstwood, noticing the kindness, conceived better of her. Carries good-natured, anyhow, he thought.

Going to Miss Osbornes that afternoon, she found that little lady packing and singing.

Why dont you come over with me to-day? she asked.

Oh, I cant, said Carrie. Ill be there Friday. Would you mind lending me the twenty-five dollars you spoke of?

Why, no, said Lola, going for her purse.

I want to get some other things, said Carrie.

Oh, thats all right, answered the little girl, good-naturedly, glad to be of service.

It had been days since Hurstwood had done more than go to the grocery or to the news-stand. Now the weariness of indoors was upon him  had been for two days  but chill, grey weather had held him back. Friday broke fair and warm. It was one of those lovely harbingers of spring, given as a sign in dreary winter that earth is not forsaken of warmth and beauty. The blue heaven, holding its one golden orb, poured down a crystal wash of warm light. It was plain, from the voice of the sparrows, that all was halcyon outside. Carrie raised the front windows, and felt the south wind blowing.

Its lovely out to-day, she remarked.

Is it? said Hurstwood.

After breakfast, he immediately got his other clothes.

Will you be back for lunch? asked Carrie, nervously.

No, he said.

He went out into the streets and tramped north, along Seventh Avenue, idly fixing upon the Harlem River as an objective point. He had seen some ships up there, the time he had called upon the brewers. He wondered how the territory thereabouts was growing.

Passing Fifty-ninth Street, he took the west side of Central Park, which he followed to Seventy-eighth Street. Then he remembered the neighbourhood and turned over to look at the mass of buildings erected. It was very much improved. The great open spaces were filling up. Coming back, he kept to the Park until 110th Street, and then turned into Seventh Avenue again, reaching the pretty river by one oclock.

There it ran winding before his gaze, shining brightly in the clear light, between the undulating banks on the right and the tall, tree-covered heights on the left. The spring-like atmosphere woke him to a sense of its loveliness, and for a few moments he stood looking at it, folding his hands behind his back. Then he turned and followed it toward the east side, idly seeking the ships he had seen. It was four oclock before the waning day, with its suggestion of a cooler evening, caused him to return. He was hungry and would enjoy eating in the warm room.

When he reached the flat by half-past five, it was still dark. He knew that Carrie was not there, not only because there was no light showing through the transom, but because the evening papers were stuck between the outside knob and the door. He opened with his key and went in. Everything was still dark. Lighting the gas, he sat down, preparing to wait a little while. Even if Carrie did come now, dinner would be late. He read until six, then got up to fix something for himself.

As he did so, he noticed that the room seemed a little queer. What was it? He looked around, as if he missed something, and then saw an envelope near where he had been sitting. It spoke for itself, almost without further action on his part.

Reaching over, he took it, a sort of chill settling upon him even while he reached. The crackle of the envelope in his hands was loud. Green paper money lay soft within the note.

Dear George, he read, crunching the money in one hand. Im going away. Im not coming back any more. Its no use trying to keep up the flat; I cant do it. I wouldnt mind helping you, if I could, but I cant support us both, and pay the rent. I need what little I make to pay for my clothes. Im leaving twenty dollars. Its all I have just now. You can do whatever you like with the furniture. I wont want it.  CARRIE.

He dropped the note and looked quietly round. Now he knew what he missed. It was the little ornamental clock, which was hers. It had gone from the mantelpiece. He went into the front room, his bedroom, the parlour, lighting the gas as he went. From the chiffonier had gone the knick-knacks of silver and plate. From the table-top, the lace coverings. He opened the wardrobe  no clothes of hers. He opened the drawers  nothing of hers. Her trunk was gone from its accustomed place. Back in his own room hung his old clothes, just as he had left them. Nothing else was gone.

He stepped into the parlour and stood for a few moments looking vacantly at the floor. The silence grew oppressive. The little flat seemed wonderfully deserted. He wholly forgot that he was hungry, that it was only dinner-time. It seemed later in the night.

Suddenly, he found that the money was still in his hands. There were twenty dollars in all, as she had said. Now he walked back, leaving the lights ablaze, and feeling as if the flat were empty.

Ill get out of this, he said to himself.

Then the sheer loneliness of his situation rushed upon him in full.

Left me! he muttered, and repeated, left me!

The place that had been so comfortable, where he had spent so many days of warmth, was now a memory. Something colder and chillier confronted him. He sank down in his chair, resting his chin in his hand  mere sensation, without thought, holding him.

Then something like a bereaved affection and self-pity swept over him.

She neednt have gone away, he said. Id have got something.

He sat a long while without rocking, and added quite clearly, out loud:

I tried, didnt I?

At midnight he was still rocking, staring at the floor.


CHAPTER XLIII

THE WORLD TURNS FLATTERER: AN EYE IN THE DARK

Installed in her comfortable room, Carrie wondered how Hurstwood had taken her departure. She arranged a few things hastily and then left for the theatre, half expecting to encounter him at the door. Not finding him, her dread lifted, and she felt more kindly toward him. She quite forgot him until about to come out, after the show, when the chance of his being there frightened her. As day after day passed and she heard nothing at all, the thought of being bothered by him passed. In a little while she was, except for occasional thoughts, wholly free of the gloom with which her life had been weighed in the flat.

It is curious to note how quickly a profession absorbs one. Carrie became wise in theatrical lore, hearing the gossip of little Lola. She learned what the theatrical papers were, which ones published items about actresses and the like. She began to read the newspaper notices, not only of the opera in which she had so small a part, but of others. Gradually the desire for notice took hold of her. She longed to be renowned like others, and read with avidity all the complimentary or critical comments made concerning others high in her profession. The showy world in which her interest lay completely absorbed her.

It was about this time that the newspapers and magazines were beginning to pay that illustrative attention to the beauties of the stage which has since become fervid. The newspapers, and particularly the Sunday newspapers, indulged in large decorative theatrical pages, in which the faces and forms of well-known theatrical celebrities appeared, enclosed with artistic scrolls. The magazines also  or at least one or two of the newer ones  published occasional portraits of pretty stars, and now and again photos of scenes from various plays. Carrie watched these with growing interest. When would a scene from her opera appear? When would some paper think her photo worth while?

The Sunday before taking her new part she scanned the theatrical pages for some little notice. It would have accorded with her expectations if nothing had been said, but there in the squibs, tailing off several more substantial items, was a wee notice. Carrie read it with a tingling body:

The part of Katisha, the country maid, in The Wives of Abdul at the Broadway, heretofore played by Inez Carew, will be hereafter filled by Carrie Madenda, one of the cleverest members of the chorus.

Carrie hugged herself with delight. Oh, wasnt it just fine! At last! The first, the long-hoped for, the delightful notice! And they called her clever. She could hardly restrain herself from laughing loudly. Had Lola seen it?

Theyve got a notice here of the part Im going to play to-morrow night, said Carrie to her friend.

Oh, jolly! Have they? cried Lola, running to her. Thats all right, she said, looking. Youll get more now, if you do well. I had my picture in the World once.

Did you? asked Carrie.

Did I? Well, I should say, returned the little girl. They had a frame around it.

Carrie laughed.

Theyve never published my picture.

But they will, said Lola. Youll see. You do better than most that get theirs in now.

Carrie felt deeply grateful for this. She almost loved Lola for the sympathy and praise she extended. It was so helpful to her  so almost necessary.

Fulfilling her part capably brought another notice in the papers that she was doing her work acceptably. This pleased her immensely. She began to think the world was taking note of her.

The first week she got her thirty-five dollars, it seemed an enormous sum. Paying only three dollars for room rent seemed ridiculous. After giving Lola her twenty-five, she still had seven dollars left. With four left over from previous earnings, she had eleven. Five of this went to pay the regular installment on the clothes she had to buy. The next week she was even in greater feather. Now, only three dollars need be paid for room rent and five on her clothes. The rest she had for food and her own whims.

Youd better save a little for summer, cautioned Lola. Well probably close in May.

I intend to, said Carrie.

The regular entrance of thirty-five dollars a week to one who has endured scant allowances for several years is a demoralising thing. Carrie found her purse bursting with good green bills of comfortable denominations. Having no one dependent upon her, she began to buy pretty clothes and pleasing trinkets, to eat well, and to ornament her room. Friends were not long in gathering about. She met a few young men who belonged to Lolas staff. The members of the opera company made her acquaintance without the formality of introduction. One of these discovered a fancy for her. On several occasions he strolled home with her.

Lets stop in and have a rarebit, he suggested one midnight.

Very well, said Carrie.

In the rosy restaurant, filled with the merry lovers of late hours, she found herself criticising this man. He was too stilted, too self-opinionated. He did not talk of anything that lifted her above the common run of clothes and material success. When it was all over, he smiled most graciously.

Got to go straight home, have you? he said.

Yes, she answered, with an air of quiet understanding.

Shes not so inexperienced as she looks, he thought, and thereafter his respect and ardour were increased.

She could not help sharing in Lolas love for a good time. There were days when they went carriage riding, nights when after the show they dined, afternoons when they strolled along Broadway, tastefully dressed. She was getting in the metropolitan whirl of pleasure.

At last her picture appeared in one of the weeklies. She had not known of it, and it took her breath. Miss Carrie Madenda, it was labelled. One of the favourites of The Wives of Abdul company. At Lolas advice she had had some pictures taken by Sarony. They had got one there. She thought of going down and buying a few copies of the paper, but remembered that there was no one she knew well enough to send them to. Only Lola, apparently, in all the world was interested.

The metropolis is a cold place socially, and Carrie soon found that a little money brought her nothing. The world of wealth and distinction was quite as far away as ever. She could feel that there was no warm, sympathetic friendship back of the easy merriment with which many approached her. All seemed to be seeking their own amusement, regardless of the possible sad consequence to others. So much for the lessons of Hurstwood and Drouet.

In April she learned that the opera would probably last until the middle or the end of May, according to the size of the audiences. Next season it would go on the road. She wondered if she would be with it. As usual, Miss Osborne, owing to her moderate salary, was for securing a home engagement.

Theyre putting on a summer play at the Casino, she announced, after figuratively putting her ear to the ground. Lets try and get in that.

Im willing, said Carrie.

They tried in time and were apprised of the proper date to apply again. That was May 16th. Meanwhile their own show closed May 5th.

Those that want to go with the show next season, said the manager, will have to sign this week.

Dont you sign, advised Lola. I wouldnt go.

I know, said Carrie, but maybe I cant get anything else.

Well, I wont, said the little girl, who had a resource in her admirers. I went once and I didnt have anything at the end of the season.

Carrie thought this over. She had never been on the road.

We can get along, added Lola. I always have.

Carrie did not sign.

The manager who was putting on the summer skit at the Casino had never heard of Carrie, but the several notices she had received, her published picture, and the programme bearing her name had some little weight with him. He gave her a silent part at thirty dollars a week.

Didnt I tell you? said Lola. It doesnt do you any good to go away from New York. They forget all about you if you do.

Now, because Carrie was pretty, the gentlemen who made up the advance illustrations of shows about to appear for the Sunday papers selected Carries photo along with others to illustrate the announcement. Because she was very pretty, they gave it excellent space and drew scrolls about it. Carrie was delighted. Still, the management did not seem to have seen anything of it. At least, no more attention was paid to her than before. At the same time there seemed very little in her part. It consisted of standing around in all sorts of scenes, a silent little Quakeress. The author of the skit had fancied that a great deal could be made of such a part, given to the right actress, but now, since it had been doled out to Carrie, he would as leave have had it cut out.

Dont kick, old man, remarked the manager. If it dont go the first week we will cut it out.

Carrie had no warning of this halcyon intention. She practised her part ruefully, feeling that she was effectually shelved. At the dress rehearsal she was disconsolate.

That isnt so bad, said the author, the manager noting the curious effect which Carries blues had upon the part. Tell her to frown a little more when Sparks dances.

Carrie did not know it, but there was the least show of wrinkles between her eyes and her mouth was puckered quaintly.

Frown a little more, Miss Madenda, said the stage manager.

Carrie instantly brightened up, thinking he had meant it as a rebuke.

No; frown, he said. Frown as you did before.

Carrie looked at him in astonishment.

I mean it, he said. Frown hard when Mr. Sparks dances. I want to see how it looks.

It was easy enough to do. Carrie scowled. The effect was something so quaint and droll it caught even the manager.

That is good, he said. If shell do that all through, I think it will take.

Going over to Carrie, he said:

Suppose you try frowning all through. Do it hard. Look mad. Itll make the part really funny.

On the opening night it looked to Carrie as if there were nothing to her part, after all. The happy, sweltering audience did not seem to see her in the first act. She frowned and frowned, but to no effect. Eyes were riveted upon the more elaborate efforts of the stars.

In the second act, the crowd, wearied by a dull conversation, roved with its eyes about the stage and sighted her. There she was, grey-suited, sweet-faced, demure, but scowling. At first the general idea was that she was temporarily irritated, that the look was genuine and not fun at all. As she went on frowning, looking now at one principal and now at the other, the audience began to smile. The portly gentlemen in the front rows began to feel that she was a delicious little morsel. It was the kind of frown they would have loved to force away with kisses. All the gentlemen yearned toward her. She was capital.

At last, the chief comedian, singing in the centre of the stage, noticed a giggle where it was not expected. Then another and another. When the place came for loud applause it was only moderate. What could be the trouble? He realised that something was up.

All at once, after an exit, he caught sight of Carrie. She was frowning alone on the stage and the audience was giggling and laughing.

By George, I wont stand that! thought the thespian. Im not going to have my work cut up by some one else. Either she quits that when I do my turn or I quit.

Why, thats all right, said the manager, when the kick came. Thats what shes supposed to do. You neednt pay any attention to that.

But she ruins my work.

No, she dont, returned the former, soothingly. Its only a little fun on the side.

It is, eh? exclaimed the big comedian. She killed my hand all right. Im not going to stand that.

Well, wait until after the show. Wait until to-morrow. Well see what we can do.

The next act, however, settled what was to be done. Carrie was the chief feature of the play. The audience, the more it studied her, the more it indicated its delight. Every other feature paled beside the quaint, teasing, delightful atmosphere which Carrie contributed while on the stage. Manager and company realised she had made a hit.

The critics of the daily papers completed her triumph. There were long notices in praise of the quality of the burlesque, touched with recurrent references to Carrie. The contagious mirth of the thing was repeatedly emphasised.

Miss Madenda presents one of the most delightful bits of character work ever seen on the Casino stage, observed the sage critic of the Sun. It is a bit of quiet, unassuming drollery which warms like good wine. Evidently the part was not intended to take precedence, as Miss Madenda is not often on the stage, but the audience, with the characteristic perversity of such bodies, selected for itself. The little Quakeress was marked for a favourite the moment she appeared, and thereafter easily held attention and applause. The vagaries of fortune are indeed curious.

The critic of the Evening World, seeking as usual to establish a catch phrase which should go with the town, wound up by advising: If you wish to be merry, see Carrie frown.

The result was miraculous so far as Carries fortune was concerned. Even during the morning she received a congratulatory message from the manager.

You seem to have taken the town by storm, he wrote. This is delightful. I am as glad for your sake as for my own.

The author also sent word.

That evening when she entered the theatre the manager had a most pleasant greeting for her.

Mr. Stevens, he said, referring to the author, is preparing a little song, which he would like you to sing next week.

Oh, I cant sing, returned Carrie.

It isnt anything difficult. Its something that is very simple, he says, and would suit you exactly.

Of course, I wouldnt mind trying, said Carrie, archly.

Would you mind coming to the box-office a few moments before you dress? observed the manager, in addition. Theres a little matter I want to speak to you about.

Certainly, replied Carrie.

In that latter place the manager produced a paper.

Now, of course, he said, we want to be fair with you in the matter of salary. Your contract here only calls for thirty dollars a week for the next three months. How would it do to make it, say, one hundred and fifty a week and extend it for twelve months?

Oh, very well, said Carrie, scarcely believing her ears.

Supposing, then, you just sign this.

Carrie looked and beheld a new contract made out like the other one, with the exception of the new figures of salary and time. With a hand trembling from excitement she affixed her name.

One hundred and fifty a week! she murmured, when she was again alone. She found, after all  as what millionaire has not?  that there was no realising, in consciousness, the meaning of large sums. It was only a shimmering, glittering phrase in which lay a world of possibilities.

Down in a third-rate Bleecker Street hotel, the brooding Hurstwood read the dramatic item covering Carries success, without at first realising who was meant. Then suddenly it came to him and he read the whole thing over again.

Thats her, all right, I guess, he said.

Then he looked about upon a dingy, moth-eaten hotel lobby.

I guess shes struck it, he thought, a picture of the old shiny, plush-covered world coming back, with its lights, its ornaments, its carriages, and flowers. Ah, she was in the walled city now! Its splendid gates had opened, admitting her from a cold, dreary outside. She seemed a creature afar off  like every other celebrity he had known.

Well, let her have it, he said. I wont bother her.

It was the grim resolution of a bent, bedraggled, but unbroken pride.


CHAPTER XLIV

AND THIS IS NOT ELF LAND: WHAT GOLD WILL NOT BUY

When Carrie got back on the stage, she found that over night her dressing-room had been changed.

You are to use this room, Miss Madenda, said one of the stage lackeys.

No longer any need of climbing several flights of steps to a small coop shared with another. Instead, a comparatively large and commodious chamber with conveniences not enjoyed by the small fry overhead. She breathed deeply and with delight. Her sensations were more physical than mental. In fact, she was scarcely thinking at all. Heart and body were having their say.

Gradually the deference and congratulation gave her a mental appreciation of her state. She was no longer ordered, but requested, and that politely. The other members of the cast looked at her enviously as she came out arrayed in her simple habit, which she wore all through the play. All those who had supposedly been her equals and superiors now smiled the smile of sociability, as much as to say: How friendly we have always been. Only the star comedian whose part had been so deeply injured stalked by himself. Figuratively, he could not kiss the hand that smote him.

Doing her simple part, Carrie gradually realised the meaning of the applause which was for her, and it was sweet. She felt mildly guilty of something  perhaps unworthiness. When her associates addressed her in the wings she only smiled weakly. The pride and daring of place were not for her. It never once crossed her mind to be reserved or haughty  to be other than she had been. After the performances she rode to her room with Lola, in a carriage provided.

Then came a week in which the first fruits of success were offered to her lips  bowl after bowl. It did not matter that her splendid salary had not begun. The world seemed satisfied with the promise. She began to get letters and cards. A Mr. Withers  whom she did not know from Adam  having learned by some hook or crook where she resided, bowed himself politely in.

You will excuse me for intruding, he said; but have you been thinking of changing your apartments?

I hadnt thought of it, returned Carrie.

Well, I am connected with the Wellington  the new hotel on Broadway. You have probably seen notices of it in the papers.

Carrie recognised the name as standing for one of the newest and most imposing hostelries. She had heard it spoken of as having a splendid restaurant.

Just so, went on Mr. Withers, accepting her acknowledgment of familiarity. We have some very elegant rooms at present which we would like to have you look at, if you have not made up your mind where you intend to reside for the summer. Our apartments are perfect in every detail  hot and cold water, private baths, special hall service for every floor, elevators, and all that. You know what our restaurant is.

Carrie looked at him quietly. She was wondering whether he took her to be a millionaire.

What are your rates? she inquired.

Well, now, that is what I came to talk with you privately about. Our regular rates are anywhere from three to fifty dollars a day.

Mercy! interrupted Carrie. I couldnt pay any such rate as that.

I know how you feel about it, exclaimed Mr. Withers, halting. But just let me explain. I said those are our regular rates. Like every other hotel we make special ones, however. Possibly you have not thought about it, but your name is worth something to us.

Oh! ejaculated Carrie, seeing at a glance.

Of course. Every hotel depends upon the repute of its patrons. A well-known actress like yourself, and he bowed politely, while Carrie flushed, draws attention to the hotel, and  although you may not believe it  patrons.

Oh, yes, returned Carrie, vacantly, trying to arrange this curious proposition in her mind.

Now, continued Mr. Withers, swaying his derby hat softly and beating one of his polished shoes upon the floor, I want to arrange, if possible, to have you come and stop at the Wellington. You need not trouble about terms. In fact, we need hardly discuss them. Anything will do for the summer  a mere figure  anything that you think you could afford to pay.

Carrie was about to interrupt, but he gave her no chance.

You can come to-day or to-morrow  the earlier the better  and we will give you your choice of nice, light, outside rooms  the very best we have.

Youre very kind, said Carrie, touched by the agents extreme affability. I should like to come very much. I would want to pay what is right, however. I shouldnt want to  

You need not trouble about that at all, interrupted Mr. Withers. We can arrange that to your entire satisfaction at any time. If three dollars a day is satisfactory to you, it will be so to us. All you have to do is to pay that sum to the clerk at the end of the week or month, just as you wish, and he will give you a receipt for what the rooms would cost if charged for at our regular rates.

The speaker paused.

Suppose you come and look at the rooms, he added.

Id be glad to, said Carrie, but I have a rehearsal this morning.

I did not mean at once, he returned. Any time will do. Would this afternoon be inconvenient?

Not at all, said Carrie.

Suddenly she remembered Lola, who was out at the time.

I have a room-mate, she added, who will have to go wherever I do. I forgot about that.

Oh, very well, said Mr. Withers, blandly. It is for you to say whom you want with you. As I say, all that can be arranged to suit yourself.

He bowed and backed toward the door.

At four, then, we may expect you?

Yes, said Carrie.

I will be there to show you, and so Mr. Withers withdrew.

After rehearsal Carrie informed Lola.

Did they really? exclaimed the latter, thinking of the Wellington as a group of managers. Isnt that fine? Oh, jolly! Its so swell. Thats where we dined that night we went with those two Cushing boys. Dont you know?

I remember, said Carrie.

Oh, its as fine as it can be.

Wed better be going up there, observed Carrie, later in the afternoon.

The rooms which Mr. Withers displayed to Carrie and Lola were three and bath  a suite on the parlour floor. They were done in chocolate and dark red, with rugs and hangings to match. Three windows looked down into busy Broadway on the east, three into a side street which crossed there. There were two lovely bedrooms, set with brass and white enamel beds, white, ribbon-trimmed chairs and chiffoniers to match. In the third room, or parlour, was a piano, a heavy piano lamp, with a shade of gorgeous pattern, a library table, several huge easy rockers, some dado book shelves, and a gilt curio case, filled with oddities. Pictures were upon the walls, soft Turkish pillows upon the divan, footstools of brown plush upon the floor. Such accommodations would ordinarily cost a hundred dollars a week.

Oh, lovely! exclaimed Lola, walking about.

It is comfortable, said Carrie, who was lifting a lace curtain and looking down into crowded Broadway.

The bath was a handsome affair, done in white enamel, with a large, blue-bordered stone tub and nickel trimmings. It was bright and commodious, with a bevelled mirror set in the wall at one end and incandescent lights arranged in three places.

Do you find these satisfactory? observed Mr. Withers.

Oh, very, answered Carrie.

Well, then, any time you find it convenient to move in, they are ready. The boy will bring you the keys at the door.

Carrie noted the elegantly carpeted and decorated hall, the marbelled lobby, and showy waiting-room. It was such a place as she had often dreamed of occupying.

I guess wed better move right away, dont you think so? she observed to Lola, thinking of the commonplace chamber in Seventeenth Street.

Oh, by all means, said the latter.

The next day her trunks left for the new abode.

Dressing, after the matinée on Wednesday, a knock came at her dressing-room door.

Carrie looked at the card handed by the boy and suffered a shock of surprise.

Tell her Ill be right out, she said softly. Then, looking at the card, added: Mrs. Vance.

Why, you little sinner, the latter exclaimed, as she saw Carrie coming toward her across the now vacant stage. How in the world did this happen?

Carrie laughed merrily. There was no trace of embarrassment in her friends manner. You would have thought that the long separation had come about accidentally.

I dont know, returned Carrie, warming, in spite of her first troubled feelings, toward this handsome, good-natured young matron.

Well, you know, I saw your picture in the Sunday paper, but your name threw me off. I thought it must be you or somebody that looked just like you, and I said: Well, now, I will go right down there and see. I was never more surprised in my life. How are you anyway?

Oh, very well, returned Carrie. How have you been?

Fine. But arent you a success! Dear, oh! All the papers talking about you. I should think you would be just too proud to breathe. I was almost afraid to come back here this afternoon.

Oh, nonsense, said Carrie, blushing. You know Id be glad to see you.

Well, anyhow, here you are. Cant you come up and take dinner with me now? Where are you stopping?

At the Wellington, said Carrie, who permitted herself a touch of pride in the acknowledgment.

Oh, are you? exclaimed the other, upon whom the name was not without its proper effect.

Tactfully, Mrs. Vance avoided the subject of Hurstwood, of whom she could not help thinking. No doubt Carrie had left him. That much she surmised.

Oh, I dont think I can, said Carrie, to-night. I have so little time. I must be back here by 7.30. Wont you come and dine with me?

Id be delighted, but I cant to-night, said Mrs. Vance, studying Carries fine appearance. The latters good fortune made her seem more than ever worthy and delightful in the others eyes. I promised faithfully to be home at six. Glancing at the small gold watch pinned to her bosom, she added: I must be going, too. Tell me when youre coming up, if at all.

Why, any time you like, said Carrie.

Well, to-morrow then. Im living at the Chelsea now.

Moved again? exclaimed Carrie, laughing.

Yes. You know I cant stay six months in one place. I just have to move. Remember now  half-past five.

I wont forget, said Carrie, casting a glance at her as she went away. Then it came to her that she was as good as this woman now  perhaps better. Something in the others solicitude and interest made her feel as if she were the one to condescend.

Now, as on each preceding day, letters were handed her by the doorman at the Casino. This was a feature which had rapidly developed since Monday. What they contained she well knew. Mash notes were old affairs in their mildest form. She remembered having received her first one far back in Columbia City. Since then, as a chorus girl, she had received others  gentlemen who prayed for an engagement. They were common sport between her and Lola, who received some also. They both frequently made light of them.

Now, however, they came thick and fast. Gentlemen with fortunes did not hesitate to note, as an addition to their own amiable collection of virtues, that they had their horses and carriages. Thus one:

I have a million in my own right. I could give you every luxury. There isnt anything you could ask for that you couldnt have. I say this, not because I want to speak of my money, but because I love you and wish to gratify your every desire. It is love that prompts me to write. Will you not give me one half-hour in which to plead my cause?

Such of these letters as came while Carrie was still in the Seventeenth Street place were read with more interest  though never delight  than those which arrived after she was installed in her luxurious quarters at the Wellington. Even there her vanity  or that self-appreciation which, in its more rabid form, is called vanity  was not sufficiently cloyed to make these things wearisome. Adulation, being new in any form, pleased her. Only she was sufficiently wise to distinguish between her old condition and her new one. She had not had fame or money before. Now they had come. She had not had adulation and affectionate propositions before. Now they had come. Wherefore? She smiled to think that men should suddenly find her so much more attractive. In the least way it incited her to coolness and indifference.

Do look here, she remarked to Lola. See what this man says: If you will only deign to grant me one half-hour, she repeated, with an imitation of languor. The idea. Arent men silly?

He must have lots of money, the way he talks, observed Lola.

Thats what they all say, said Carrie, innocently.

Why dont you see him, suggested Lola, and hear what he has to say?

Indeed I wont, said Carrie. I know what hed say. I dont want to meet anybody that way.

Lola looked at her with big, merry eyes.

He couldnt hurt you, she returned. You might have some fun with him.

Carrie shook her head.

Youre awfully queer, returned the little, blue-eyed soldier.

Thus crowded fortune. For this whole week, though her large salary had not yet arrived, it was as if the world understood and trusted her. Without money  or the requisite sum, at least  she enjoyed the luxuries which money could buy. For her the doors of fine places seemed to open quite without the asking. These palatial chambers, how marvellously they came to her. The elegant apartments of Mrs. Vance in the Chelsea  these were hers. Men sent flowers, love notes, offers of fortune. And still her dreams ran riot. The one hundred and fifty! the one hundred and fifty! What a door to an Aladdins cave it seemed to be. Each day, her head almost turned by developments, her fancies of what her fortune must be, with ample money, grew and multiplied. She conceived of delights which were not  saw lights of joy that never were on land or sea. Then, at last, after a world of anticipation, came her first installment of one hundred and fifty dollars.

It was paid to her in greenbacks  three twenties, six tens, and six fives. Thus collected it made a very convenient roll. It was accompanied by a smile and a salutation from the cashier who paid it.

Ah, yes, said the latter, when she applied; Miss Madenda  one hundred and fifty dollars. Quite a success the show seems to have made.

Yes, indeed, returned Carrie.

Right after came one of the insignificant members of the company, and she heard the changed tone of address.

How much? said the same cashier, sharply. One, such as she had only recently been, was waiting for her modest salary. It took her back to the few weeks in which she had collected  or rather had received  almost with the air of a domestic, four-fifty per week from a lordly foreman in a shoe factory  a man who, in distributing the envelopes, had the manner of a prince doling out favours to a servile group of petitioners. She knew that out in Chicago this very day the same factory chamber was full of poor homely-clad girls working in long lines at clattering machines; that at noon they would eat a miserable lunch in a half-hour; that Saturday they would gather, as they had when she was one of them, and accept the small pay for work a hundred times harder than she was now doing. Oh, it was so easy now! The world was so rosy and bright. She felt so thrilled that she must needs walk back to the hotel to think, wondering what she should do.

It does not take money long to make plain its impotence, providing the desires are in the realm of affection. With her one hundred and fifty in hand, Carrie could think of nothing particularly to do. In itself, as a tangible, apparent thing which she could touch and look upon, it was a diverting thing for a few days, but this soon passed. Her hotel bill did not require its use. Her clothes had for some time been wholly satisfactory. Another day or two and she would receive another hundred and fifty. It began to appear as if this were not so startlingly necessary to maintain her present state. If she wanted to do anything better or move higher she must have more  a great deal more.

Now a critic called to get up one of those tinsel interviews which shine with clever observations, show up the wit of critics, display the folly of celebrities, and divert the public. He liked Carrie, and said so, publicly  adding, however, that she was merely pretty, good-natured, and lucky. This cut like a knife. The Herald, getting up an entertainment for the benefit of its free ice fund, did her the honour to beg her to appear along with celebrities for nothing. She was visited by a young author, who had a play which he thought she could produce. Alas, she could not judge. It hurt her to think it. Then she found she must put her money in the bank for safety, and so moving, finally reached the place where it struck her that the door to lifes perfect enjoyment was not open.

Gradually she began to think it was because it was summer. Nothing was going on much save such entertainments as the one in which she was star. Fifth Avenue was boarded up where the rich had deserted their mansions. Madison Avenue was little better. Broadway was full of loafing thespians in search of next season engagements. The whole city was quiet and her nights were taken up with her work. Hence the feeling that there was little to do.

I dont know, she said to Lola one day, sitting at one of the windows which looked down into Broadway, I get lonely; dont you?

No, said Lola, not very often. You wont go anywhere. Thats whats the matter with you.

Where can I go?

Why, therere lots of places, returned Lola, who was thinking of her own lightsome tourneys with the gay youths. You wont go with anybody.

I dont want to go with these people who write to me. I know what kind they are.

You oughtnt to be lonely, said Lola, thinking of Carries success. Therere lots would give their ears to be in your shoes.

Carrie looked out again at the passing crowd.

I dont know, she said.

Unconsciously her idle hands were beginning to weary.


CHAPTER XLV

CURIOUS SHIFTS OF THE POOR

The gloomy Hurstwood, sitting in his cheap hotel, where he had taken refuge with seventy dollars  the price of his furniture  between him and nothing, saw a hot summer out and a cool fall in, reading. He was not wholly indifferent to the fact that his money was slipping away. As fifty cents after fifty cents were paid out for a days lodging he became uneasy, and finally took a cheaper room  thirty-five cents a day  to make his money last longer. Frequently he saw notices of Carrie. Her picture was in the World once or twice, and an old Herald he found in a chair informed him that she had recently appeared with some others at a benefit for something or other. He read these things with mingled feelings. Each one seemed to put her farther and farther away into a realm which became more imposing as it receded from him. On the bill-boards, too, he saw a pretty poster, showing her as the Quaker Maid, demure and dainty. More than once he stopped and looked at these, gazing at the pretty face in a sullen sort of way. His clothes were shabby, and he presented a marked contrast to all that she now seemed to be.

Somehow, so long as he knew she was at the Casino, though he had never any intention of going near her, there was a sub-conscious comfort for him  he was not quite alone. The show seemed such a fixture that, after a month or two, he began to take it for granted that it was still running. In September it went on the road and he did not notice it. When all but twenty dollars of his money was gone, he moved to a fifteen-cent lodging-house in the Bowery, where there was a bare lounging-room filled with tables and benches as well as some chairs. Here his preference was to close his eyes and dream of other days, a habit which grew upon him. It was not sleep at first, but a mental hearkening back to scenes and incidents in his Chicago life. As the present became darker, the past grew brighter, and all that concerned it stood in relief.

He was unconscious of just how much this habit had hold of him until one day he found his lips repeating an old answer he had made to one of his friends. They were in Fitzgerald and Moys. It was as if he stood in the door of his elegant little office, comfortably dressed, talking to Sagar Morrison about the value of South Chicago real estate in which the latter was about to invest.

How would you like to come in on that with me? he heard Morrison say.

Not me, he answered, just as he had years before. I have my hands full now.

The movement of his lips aroused him. He wondered whether he had really spoken. The next time he noticed anything of the sort he really did talk.

Why dont you jump, you bloody fool? he was saying. Jump!

It was a funny English story he was telling to a company of actors. Even as his voice recalled him, he was smiling. A crusty old codger, sitting near by, seemed disturbed; at least, he stared in a most pointed way. Hurstwood straightened up. The humour of the memory fled in an instant and he felt ashamed. For relief, he left his chair and strolled out into the streets.

One day, looking down the ad. columns of the Evening World, he saw where a new play was at the Casino. Instantly, he came to a mental halt. Carrie had gone! He remembered seeing a poster of her only yesterday, but no doubt it was one left uncovered by the new signs. Curiously, this fact shook him up. He had almost to admit that somehow he was depending upon her being in the city. Now she was gone. He wondered how this important fact had skipped him. Goodness knows when she would be back now. Impelled by a nervous fear, he rose and went into the dingy hall, where he counted his remaining money, unseen. There were but ten dollars in all.

He wondered how all these other lodging-house people around him got along. They didnt seem to do anything. Perhaps they begged  unquestionably they did. Many was the dime he had given to such as they in his day. He had seen other men asking for money on the streets. Maybe he could get some that way. There was horror in this thought.

Sitting in the lodging-house room, he came to his last fifty cents. He had saved and counted until his health was affected. His stoutness had gone. With it, even the semblance of a fit in his clothes. Now he decided he must do something, and, walking about, saw another day go by, bringing him down to his last twenty cents  not enough to eat for the morrow.

Summoning all his courage, he crossed to Broadway and up to the Broadway Central hotel. Within a block he halted, undecided. A big, heavy-faced porter was standing at one of the side entrances, looking out. Hurstwood purposed to appeal to him. Walking straight up, he was upon him before he could turn away.

My friend, he said, recognising even in his plight the mans inferiority, is there anything about this hotel that I could get to do?

The porter stared at him the while he continued to talk.

Im out of work and out of money and Ive got to get something  it doesnt matter what. I dont care to talk about what Ive been, but if youd tell me how to get something to do, Id be much obliged to you. It wouldnt matter if it only lasted a few days just now. Ive got to have something.

The porter still gazed, trying to look indifferent. Then, seeing that Hurstwood was about to go on, he said:

Ive nothing to do with it. Youll have to ask inside.

Curiously, this stirred Hurstwood to further effort.

I thought you might tell me.

The fellow shook his head irritably.

Inside went the ex-manager and straight to an office off the clerks desk. One of the managers of the hotel happened to be there. Hurstwood looked him straight in the eye.

Could you give me something to do for a few days? he said. Im in a position where I have to get something at once.

The comfortable manager looked at him, as much as to say: Well, I should judge so.

I came here, explained Hurstwood, nervously, because Ive been a manager myself in my day. Ive had bad luck in a way, but Im not here to tell you that. I want something to do, if only for a week.

The man imagined he saw a feverish gleam in the applicants eye.

What hotel did you manage? he inquired.

It wasnt a hotel, said Hurstwood. I was manager of Fitzgerald and Moys place in Chicago for fifteen years.

Is that so? said the hotel man. How did you come to get out of that?

The figure of Hurstwood was rather surprising in contrast to the fact.

Well, by foolishness of my own. It isnt anything to talk about now. You could find out if you wanted to. Im broke now and, if you will believe me, I havent eaten anything to-day.

The hotel man was slightly interested in this story. He could hardly tell what to do with such a figure, and yet Hurstwoods earnestness made him wish to do something.

Call Olsen, he said, turning to the clerk.

In reply to a bell and a disappearing hall-boy, Olsen, the head porter, appeared.

Olsen, said the manager, is there anything downstairs you could find for this man to do? Id like to give him something.

I dont know, sir, said Olsen. We have about all the help we need. I think I could find something, sir, though, if you like.

Do. Take him to the kitchen and tell Wilson to give him something to eat.

All right, sir, said Olsen.

Hurstwood followed. Out of the managers sight, the head porters manner changed.

I dont know what the devil there is to do, he observed.

Hurstwood said nothing. To him the big trunk hustler was a subject for private contempt.

Youre to give this man something to eat, he observed to the cook.

The latter looked Hurstwood over, and seeing something keen and intellectual in his eyes, said:

Well, sit down over there.

Thus was Hurstwood installed in the Broadway Central, but not for long. He was in no shape or mood to do the scrub work that exists about the foundation of every hotel. Nothing better offering, he was set to aid the fireman, to work about the basement, to do anything and everything that might offer. Porters, cooks, firemen, clerks  all were over him. Moreover his appearance did not please these individuals  his temper was too lonely  and they made it disagreeable for him.

With the stolidity and indifference of despair, however, he endured it all, sleeping in an attic at the roof of the house, eating what the cook gave him, accepting a few dollars a week, which he tried to save. His constitution was in no shape to endure.

One day the following February he was sent on an errand to a large coal companys office. It had been snowing and thawing and the streets were sloppy. He soaked his shoes in his progress and came back feeling dull and weary. All the next day he felt unusually depressed and sat about as much as possible, to the irritation of those who admired energy in others.

In the afternoon some boxes were to be moved to make room for new culinary supplies. He was ordered to handle a truck. Encountering a big box, he could not lift it.

Whats the matter there? said the head porter. Cant you handle it?

He was straining hard to lift it, but now he quit.

No, he said, weakly.

The man looked at him and saw that he was deathly pale.

Not sick, are you? he asked.

I think I am, returned Hurstwood.

Well, youd better go sit down, then.

This he did, but soon grew rapidly worse. It seemed all he could do to crawl to his room, where he remained for a day.

That man Wheelers sick, reported one of the lackeys to the night clerk.

Whats the matter with him?

I dont know. Hes got a high fever.

The hotel physician looked at him.

Better send him to Bellevue, he recommended. Hes got pneumonia.

Accordingly, he was carted away.

In three weeks the worst was over, but it was nearly the first of May before his strength permitted him to be turned out. Then he was discharged.

No more weakly looking object ever strolled out into the spring sunshine than the once hale, lusty manager. All his corpulency had fled. His face was thin and pale, his hands white, his body flabby. Clothes and all, he weighed but one hundred and thirty-five pounds. Some old garments had been given him  a cheap brown coat and misfit pair of trousers. Also some change and advice. He was told to apply to the charities.

Again he resorted to the Bowery lodging-house, brooding over where to look. From this it was but a step to beggary.

What can a man do? he said. I cant starve.

His first application was in sunny Second Avenue. A well-dressed man came leisurely strolling toward him out of Stuyvesant Park. Hurstwood nerved himself and sidled near.

Would you mind giving me ten cents? he said, directly. Im in a position where I must ask someone.

The man scarcely looked at him, but fished in his vest pocket and took out a dime.

There you are, he said.

Much obliged, said Hurstwood, softly, but the other paid no more attention to him.

Satisfied with his success and yet ashamed of his situation, he decided that he would only ask for twenty-five cents more, since that would be sufficient. He strolled about sizing up people, but it was long before just the right face and situation arrived. When he asked, he was refused. Shocked by this result, he took an hour to recover and then asked again. This time a nickel was given him. By the most watchful effort he did get twenty cents more, but it was painful.

The next day he resorted to the same effort, experiencing a variety of rebuffs and one or two generous receptions. At last it crossed his mind that there was a science of faces, and that a man could pick the liberal countenance if he tried.

It was no pleasure to him, however, this stopping of passers-by. He saw one man taken up for it and now troubled lest he should be arrested. Nevertheless, he went on, vaguely anticipating that indefinite something which is always better.

It was with a sense of satisfaction, then, that he saw announced one morning the return of the Casino Company, with Miss Carrie Madenda. He had thought of her often enough in days past. How successful she was  how much money she must have! Even now, however, it took a severe run of ill-luck to decide him to appeal to her. He was truly hungry before he said:

Ill ask her. She wont refuse me a few dollars.

Accordingly, he headed for the Casino one afternoon, passing it several times in an effort to locate the stage entrance. Then he sat in Bryant Park, a block away, waiting. She cant refuse to help me a little, he kept saying to himself.

Beginning with half-past six, he hovered like a shadow about the Thirty-ninth Street entrance, pretending always to be a hurrying pedestrian and yet fearful lest he should miss his object. He was slightly nervous, too, now that the eventful hour had arrived; but being weak and hungry, his ability to suffer was modified. At last he saw that the actors were beginning to arrive, and his nervous tension increased, until it seemed as if he could not stand much more.

Once he thought he saw Carrie coming and moved forward, only to see that he was mistaken.

She cant be long, now, he said to himself, half fearing to encounter her and equally depressed at the thought that she might have gone in by another way. His stomach was so empty that it ached.

Individual after individual passed him, nearly all well dressed, almost all indifferent. He saw coaches rolling by, gentlemen passing with ladies  the evenings merriment was beginning in this region of theatres and hotels.

Suddenly a coach rolled up and the driver jumped down to open the door. Before Hurstwood could act, two ladies flounced across the broad walk and disappeared in the stage door. He thought he saw Carrie, but it was so unexpected, so elegant and far away, he could hardly tell. He waited a while longer, growing feverish with want, and then seeing that the stage door no longer opened, and that a merry audience was arriving, he concluded it must have been Carrie and turned away.

Lord, he said, hastening out of the street into which the more fortunate were pouring, Ive got to get something.

At that hour, when Broadway is wont to assume its most interesting aspect, a peculiar individual invariably took his stand at the corner of Twenty-sixth Street and Broadway  a spot which is also intersected by Fifth Avenue. This was the hour when the theatres were just beginning to receive their patrons. Fire signs announcing the nights amusements blazed on every hand. Cabs and carriages, their lamps gleaming like yellow eyes, pattered by. Couples and parties of three and four freely mingled in the common crowd, which poured by in a thick stream, laughing and jesting. On Fifth Avenue were loungers  a few wealthy strollers, a gentleman in evening dress with his lady on his arm, some clubmen passing from one smoking-room to another. Across the way the great hotels showed a hundred gleaming windows, their cafés and billiard-rooms filled with a comfortable, well-dressed, and pleasure-loving throng. All about was the night, pulsating with the thoughts of pleasure and exhilaration  the curious enthusiasm of a great city bent upon finding joy in a thousand different ways.

This unique individual was no less than an ex-soldier turned religionist, who, having suffered the whips and privations of our peculiar social system, had concluded that his duty to the God which he conceived lay in aiding his fellow-man. The form of aid which he chose to administer was entirely original with himself. It consisted of securing a bed for all such homeless wayfarers as should apply to him at this particular spot, though he had scarcely the wherewithal to provide a comfortable habitation for himself.

Taking his place amid this lightsome atmosphere, he would stand, his stocky figure cloaked in a great cape overcoat, his head protected by a broad slouch hat, awaiting the applicants who had in various ways learned the nature of his charity. For a while he would stand alone, gazing like any idler upon an ever-fascinating scene. On the evening in question, a policeman passing saluted him as captain, in a friendly way. An urchin who had frequently seen him before, stopped to gaze. All others took him for nothing out of the ordinary, save in the matter of dress, and conceived of him as a stranger whistling and idling for his own amusement.

As the first half-hour waned, certain characters appeared. Here and there in the passing crowds one might see, now and then, a loiterer edging interestedly near. A slouchy figure crossed the opposite corner and glanced furtively in his direction. Another came down Fifth Avenue to the corner of Twenty-sixth Street, took a general survey, and hobbled off again. Two or three noticeable Bowery types edged along the Fifth Avenue side of Madison Square, but did not venture over. The soldier, in his cape overcoat, walked a short line of ten feet at his corner, to and fro, indifferently whistling.

As nine oclock approached, some of the hubbub of the earlier hour passed. The atmosphere of the hotels was not so youthful. The air, too, was colder. On every hand curious figures were moving  watchers and peepers, without an imaginary circle, which they seemed afraid to enter  a dozen in all. Presently, with the arrival of a keener sense of cold, one figure came forward. It crossed Broadway from out the shadow of Twenty-sixth Street, and, in a halting, circuitous way, arrived close to the waiting figure. There was something shamefaced or diffident about the movement, as if the intention were to conceal any idea of stopping until the very last moment. Then suddenly, close to the soldier, came the halt.

The captain looked in recognition, but there was no especial greeting. The newcomer nodded slightly and murmured something like one who waits for gifts. The other simply motioned toward the edge of the walk.

Stand over there, he said.

By this the spell was broken. Even while the soldier resumed his short, solemn walk, other figures shuffled forward. They did not so much as greet the leader, but joined the one, sniffling and hitching and scraping their feet.

Cold, aint it?

Im glad winters over.

Looks as though it might rain.

The motley company had increased to ten. One or two knew each other and conversed. Others stood off a few feet, not wishing to be in the crowd and yet not counted out. They were peevish, crusty, silent, eying nothing in particular and moving their feet.

There would have been talking soon, but the soldier gave them no chance. Counting sufficient to begin, he came forward.

Beds, eh, all of you?

There was a general shuffle and murmur of approval.

Well, line up here. Ill see what I can do. I havent a cent myself.

They fell into a sort of broken, ragged line. One might see, now, some of the chief characteristics by contrast. There was a wooden leg in the line. Hats were all drooping, a group that would ill become a second-hand Hester Street basement collection. Trousers were all warped and frayed at the bottom and coats worn and faded. In the glare of the store lights, some of the faces looked dry and chalky; others were red with blotches and puffed in the cheeks and under the eyes; one or two were rawboned and reminded one of railroad hands. A few spectators came near, drawn by the seemingly conferring group, then more and more, and quickly there was a pushing, gaping crowd. Some one in the line began to talk.

Silence! exclaimed the captain. Now, then, gentlemen, these men are without beds. They have to have some place to sleep to-night. They cant lie out in the streets. I need twelve cents to put one of them to bed. Who will give it to me?

No reply.

Well, well have to wait here, boys, until some one does. Twelve cents isnt so very much for one man.

Heres fifteen, exclaimed a young man, peering forward with strained eyes. Its all I can afford.

All right. Now I have fifteen. Step out of the line, and seizing one by the shoulder, the captain marched him off a little way and stood him up alone.

Coming back, he resumed his place and began again.

I have three cents left. These men must be put to bed somehow. There are  counting one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve men. Nine cents more will put the next man to bed; give him a good, comfortable bed for the night. I go right along and look after that myself. Who will give me nine cents?

One of the watchers, this time a middle-aged man, handed him a five-cent piece.

Now, I have eight cents. Four more will give this man a bed. Come, gentlemen. We are going very slow this evening. You all have good beds. How about these?

Here you are, remarked a bystander, putting a coin into his hand.

That, said the captain, looking at the coin, pays for two beds for two men and gives me five on the next one. Who will give me seven cents more?

I will, said a voice.

Coming down Sixth Avenue this evening, Hurstwood chanced to cross east through Twenty-sixth Street toward Third Avenue. He was wholly disconsolate in spirit, hungry to what he deemed an almost mortal extent, weary, and defeated. How should he get at Carrie now? It would be eleven before the show was over. If she came in a coach, she would go away in one. He would need to interrupt under most trying circumstances. Worst of all, he was hungry and weary, and at best a whole day must intervene, for he had not heart to try again to-night. He had no food and no bed.

When he neared Broadway, he noticed the captains gathering of wanderers, but thinking it to be the result of a street preacher or some patent medicine fakir, was about to pass on. However, in crossing the street toward Madison Square Park, he noticed the line of men whose beds were already secured, stretching out from the main body of the crowd. In the glare of the neighbouring electric light he recognised a type of his own kind  the figures whom he saw about the streets and in the lodging-houses, drifting in mind and body like himself. He wondered what it could be and turned back.

There was the captain curtly pleading as before. He heard with astonishment and a sense of relief the oft-repeated words: These men must have a bed. Before him was the line of unfortunates whose beds were yet to be had, and seeing a newcomer quietly edge up and take a position at the end of the line, he decided to do likewise. What use to contend? He was weary to-night. It was a simple way out of one difficulty, at least. To-morrow, maybe, he would do better.

Back of him, where some of those were whose beds were safe, a relaxed air was apparent. The strain of uncertainty being removed, he heard them talking with moderate freedom and some leaning toward sociability. Politics, religion, the state of the government, some newspaper sensations, and the more notorious facts the world over, found mouthpieces and auditors there. Cracked and husky voices pronounced forcibly upon odd matters. Vague and rambling observations were made in reply.

There were squints, and leers, and some dull, ox-like stares from those who were too dull or too weary to converse.

Standing tells. Hurstwood became more weary waiting. He thought he should drop soon and shifted restlessly from one foot to the other. At last his turn came. The man ahead had been paid for and gone to the blessed line of success. He was now first, and already the captain was talking for him.

Twelve cents, gentlemen  twelve cents puts this man to bed. He wouldnt stand here in the cold if he had any place to go.

Hurstwood swallowed something that rose to his throat. Hunger and weakness had made a coward of him.

Here you are, said a stranger, handing money to the captain.

Now the latter put a kindly hand on the ex-managers shoulder.

Line up over there, he said.

Once there, Hurstwood breathed easier. He felt as if the world were not quite so bad with such a good man in it. Others seemed to feel like himself about this.

Captains a great feller, aint he? said the man ahead  a little, woe-begone, helpless-looking sort of individual, who looked as though he had ever been the sport and care of fortune.

Yes, said Hurstwood, indifferently.

Huh! theres a lot back there yet, said a man farther up, leaning out and looking back at the applicants for whom the captain was pleading.

Yes. Must be over a hundred to-night, said another.

Look at the guy in the cab, observed a third.

A cab had stopped. Some gentleman in evening dress reached out a bill to the captain, who took it with simple thanks and turned away to his line. There was a general craning of necks as the jewel in the white shirt front sparkled and the cab moved off. Even the crowd gaped in awe.

That fixes up nine men for the night, said the captain, counting out as many of the line near him. Line up over there. Now, then, there are only seven. I need twelve cents.

Money came slowly. In the course of time the crowd thinned out to a meagre handful. Fifth Avenue, save for an occasional cab or foot passenger, was bare. Broadway was thinly peopled with pedestrians. Only now and then a stranger passing noticed the small group, handed out a coin, and went away, unheeding.

The captain remained stolid and determined. He talked on, very slowly, uttering the fewest words and with a certain assurance, as though he could not fail.

Come; I cant stay out here all night. These men are getting tired and cold. Some one give me four cents.

There came a time when he said nothing at all. Money was handed him, and for each twelve cents he singled out a man and put him in the other line. Then he walked up and down as before, looking at the ground.

The theatres let out. Fire signs disappeared. A clock struck eleven. Another half-hour and he was down to the last two men.

Come, now, he exclaimed to several curious observers; eighteen cents will fix us all up for the night. Eighteen cents. I have six. Somebody give me the money. Remember, I have to go over to Brooklyn yet to-night. Before that I have to take these men down and put them to bed. Eighteen cents.

No one responded. He walked to and fro, looking down for several minutes, occasionally saying softly: Eighteen cents. It seemed as if this paltry sum would delay the desired culmination longer than all the rest had. Hurstwood, buoyed up slightly by the long line of which he was a part, refrained with an effort from groaning, he was so weak.

At last a lady in opera cape and rustling skirts came down Fifth Avenue, accompanied by her escort. Hurstwood gazed wearily, reminded by her both of Carrie in her new world and of the time when he had escorted his own wife in like manner.

While he was gazing, she turned and, looking at the remarkable company, sent her escort over. He came, holding a bill in his fingers, all elegant and graceful.

Here you are, he said.

Thanks, said the captain, turning to the two remaining applicants. Now we have some for to-morrow night, he added.

Therewith he lined up the last two and proceeded to the head, counting as he went.

One hundred and thirty-seven, he announced. Now, boys, line up. Right dress there. We wont be much longer about this. Steady, now.

He placed himself at the head and called out Forward. Hurstwood moved with the line. Across Fifth Avenue, through Madison Square by the winding paths, east on Twenty-third Street, and down Third Avenue wound the long, serpentine company. Midnight pedestrians and loiterers stopped and stared as the company passed. Chatting policemen, at various corners, stared indifferently or nodded to the leader, whom they had seen before. On Third Avenue they marched, a seemingly weary way, to Eighth Street, where there was a lodging-house, closed, apparently, for the night. They were expected, however.

Outside in the gloom they stood, while the leader parleyed within. Then doors swung open and they were invited in with a Steady, now.

Some one was at the head showing rooms, so that there was no delay for keys. Toiling up the creaky stairs, Hurstwood looked back and saw the captain, watching; the last one of the line being included in his broad solicitude. Then he gathered his cloak about him and strolled out into the night.

I cant stand much of this, said Hurstwood, whose legs ached him painfully, as he sat down upon the miserable bunk in the small, lightless chamber allotted to him. Ive got to eat, or Ill die.


CHAPTER XLVI

STIRRING TROUBLED WATERS

Playing in New York one evening on this her return, Carrie was putting the finishing touches to her toilet before leaving for the night, when a commotion near the stage door caught her ear. It included a familiar voice.

Never mind, now. I want to see Miss Madenda.

Youll have to send in your card.

Oh, come off! Here.

A half-dollar was passed over, and now a knock came at her dressing-room door.

Carrie opened it.

Well, well! said Drouet. I do swear! Why, how are you? I knew that was you the moment I saw you.

Carrie fell back a pace, expecting a most embarrassing conversation.

Arent you going to shake hands with me? Well, youre a dandy! Thats all right, shake hands.

Carrie put out her hand, smiling, if for nothing more than the mans exuberant good-nature. Though older, he was but slightly changed. The same fine clothes, the same stocky body, the same rosy countenance.

That fellow at the door there didnt want to let me in, until I paid him. I knew it was you, all right. Say, youve got a great show. You do your part fine. I knew you would. I just happened to be passing to-night and thought Id drop in for a few minutes. I saw your name on the programme, but I didnt remember it until you came on the stage. Then it struck me all at once. Say, you could have knocked me down with a feather. Thats the same name you used out there in Chicago, isnt it?

Yes, answered Carrie, mildly, overwhelmed by the mans assurance.

I knew it was, the moment I saw you. Well, how have you been, anyhow?

Oh, very well, said Carrie, lingering in her dressing-room. She was rather dazed by the assault. How have you been?

Me? Oh, fine. Im here now.

Is that so? said Carrie.

Yes. Ive been here for six months. Ive got charge of a branch here.

How nice!

Well, when did you go on the stage, anyhow? inquired Drouet.

About three years ago, said Carrie.

You dont say so! Well, sir, this is the first Ive heard of it. I knew you would, though. I always said you could act  didnt I?

Carrie smiled.

Yes, you did, she said.

Well, you do look great, he said. I never saw anybody improve so. Youre taller, arent you?

Me? Oh, a little, maybe.

He gazed at her dress, then at her hair, where a becoming hat was set jauntily, then into her eyes, which she took all occasion to avert. Evidently he expected to restore their old friendship at once and without modification.

Well, he said, seeing her gather up her purse, handkerchief, and the like, preparatory to departing, I want you to come out to dinner with me; wont you? Ive got a friend out here.

Oh, I cant, said Carrie. Not to-night. I have an early engagement to-morrow.

Aw, let the engagement go. Come on. I can get rid of him. I want to have a good talk with you.

No, no, said Carrie; I cant. You mustnt ask me any more. I dont care for a late dinner.

Well, come on and have a talk, then, anyhow.

Not to-night, she said, shaking her head. Well have a talk some other time.

As a result of this, she noticed a shade of thought pass over his face, as if he were beginning to realise that things were changed. Good-nature dictated something better than this for one who had always liked her.

You come around to the hotel to-morrow, she said, as sort of penance for error. You can take dinner with me.

All right, said Drouet, brightening. Where are you stopping?

At the Waldorf, she answered, mentioning the fashionable hostelry then but newly erected.

What time?

Well, come at three, said Carrie, pleasantly.

The next day Drouet called, but it was with no especial delight that Carrie remembered her appointment. However, seeing him, handsome as ever, after his kind, and most genially disposed, her doubts as to whether the dinner would be disagreeable were swept away. He talked as volubly as ever.

They put on a lot of lugs here, dont they? was his first remark.

Yes; they do, said Carrie.

Genial egotist that he was, he went at once into a detailed account of his own career.

Im going to have a business of my own pretty soon, he observed in one place. I can get backing for two hundred thousand dollars.

Carrie listened most good-naturedly.

Say, he said, suddenly; where is Hurstwood now?

Carrie flushed a little.

Hes here in New York, I guess, she said. I havent seen him for some time.

Drouet mused for a moment. He had not been sure until now that the ex-manager was not an influential figure in the background. He imagined not; but this assurance relieved him. It must be that Carrie had got rid of him  as well she ought, he thought.

A man always makes a mistake when he does anything like that, he observed.

Like what? said Carrie, unwitting of what was coming.

Oh, you know, and Drouet waved her intelligence, as it were, with his hand.

No, I dont, she answered. What do you mean?

Why that affair in Chicago  the time he left.

I dont know what you are talking about, said Carrie. Could it be he would refer so rudely to Hurstwoods flight with her?

Oho! said Drouet, incredulously. You knew he took ten thousand dollars with him when he left, didnt you?

What! said Carrie. You dont mean to say he stole money, do you?

Why, said Drouet, puzzled at her tone, you knew that, didnt you?

Why, no, said Carrie. Of course I didnt.

Well, thats funny, said Drouet. He did, you know. It was in all the papers.

How much did you say he took? said Carrie.

Ten thousand dollars. I heard he sent most of it back afterwards, though.

Carrie looked vacantly at the richly carpeted floor. A new light was shining upon all the years since her enforced flight. She remembered now a hundred things that indicated as much. She also imagined that he took it on her account. Instead of hatred springing up there was a kind of sorrow generated. Poor fellow! What a thing to have had hanging over his head all the time.

At dinner Drouet, warmed up by eating and drinking and softened in mood, fancied he was winning Carrie to her old-time good-natured regard for him. He began to imagine it would not be so difficult to enter into her life again, high as she was. Ah, what a prize! he thought. How beautiful, how elegant, how famous! In her theatrical and Waldorf setting, Carrie was to him the all-desirable.

Do you remember how nervous you were that night at the Avery? he asked.

Carrie smiled to think of it.

I never saw anybody do better than you did then, Cad, he added ruefully, as he leaned an elbow on the table; I thought you and I were going to get along fine those days.

You mustnt talk that way, said Carrie, bringing in the least touch of coldness.

Wont you let me tell you  

No, she answered, rising. Besides, its time I was getting ready for the theatre. Ill have to leave you. Come, now.

Oh, stay a minute, pleaded Drouet. Youve got plenty of time.

No, said Carrie, gently.

Reluctantly Drouet gave up the bright table and followed. He saw her to the elevator and, standing there, said:

When do I see you again?

Oh, some time, possibly, said Carrie. Ill be here all summer. Good-night!

The elevator door was open.

Good-night! said Drouet, as she rustled in.

Then he strolled sadly down the hall, all his old longing revived, because she was now so far off. The merry frou-frou of the place spoke all of her. He thought himself hardly dealt with. Carrie, however, had other thoughts.

That night it was that she passed Hurstwood, waiting at the Casino, without observing him.

The next night, walking to the theatre, she encountered him face to face. He was waiting, more gaunt than ever, determined to see her, if he had to send in word. At first she did not recognise the shabby, baggy figure. He frightened her, edging so close, a seemingly hungry stranger.

Carrie, he half whispered, can I have a few words with you?

She turned and recognised him on the instant. If there ever had lurked any feeling in her heart against him, it deserted her now. Still, she remembered what Drouet said about his having stolen the money.

Why, George, she said; whats the matter with you?

Ive been sick, he answered. Ive just got out of the hospital. For Gods sake, let me have a little money, will you?

Of course, said Carrie, her lip trembling in a strong effort to maintain her composure. But whats the matter with you, anyhow?

She was opening her purse, and now pulled out all the bills in it  a five and two twos.

Ive been sick, I told you, he said, peevishly, almost resenting her excessive pity. It came hard to him to receive it from such a source.

Here, she said. Its all I have with me.

All right, he answered, softly. Ill give it back to you some day.

Carrie looked at him, while pedestrians stared at her. She felt the strain of publicity. So did Hurstwood.

Why dont you tell me whats the matter with you? she asked, hardly knowing what to do. Where are you living?

Oh, Ive got a room down in the Bowery, he answered. Theres no use trying to tell you here. Im all right now.

He seemed in a way to resent her kindly inquiries  so much better had fate dealt with her.

Better go on in, he said. Im much obliged, but I wont bother you any more.

She tried to answer, but he turned away and shuffled off toward the east.

For days this apparition was a drag on her soul before it began to wear partially away. Drouet called again, but now he was not even seen by her. His attentions seemed out of place.

Im out, was her reply to the boy.

So peculiar, indeed, was her lonely, self-withdrawing temper, that she was becoming an interesting figure in the public eye  she was so quiet and reserved.

Not long after the management decided to transfer the show to London. A second summer season did not seem to promise well here.

How would you like to try subduing London? asked her manager, one afternoon.

It might be just the other way, said Carrie.

I think well go in June, he answered.

In the hurry of departure, Hurstwood was forgotten. Both he and Drouet were left to discover that she was gone. The latter called once, and exclaimed at the news. Then he stood in the lobby, chewing the ends of his moustache. At last he reached a conclusion  the old days had gone for good.

She isnt so much, he said; but in his heart of hearts he did not believe this.

Hurstwood shifted by curious means through a long summer and fall. A small job as janitor of a dance hall helped him for a month. Begging, sometimes going hungry, sometimes sleeping in the park, carried him over more days. Resorting to those peculiar charities, several of which, in the press of hungry search, he accidentally stumbled upon, did the rest. Toward the dead of winter, Carrie came back, appearing on Broadway in a new play; but he was not aware of it. For weeks he wandered about the city, begging, while the fire sign, announcing her engagement, blazed nightly upon the crowded street of amusements. Drouet saw it, but did not venture in.

About this time Ames returned to New York. He had made a little success in the West, and now opened a laboratory in Wooster Street. Of course, he encountered Carrie through Mrs. Vance; but there was nothing responsive between them. He thought she was still united to Hurstwood, until otherwise informed. Not knowing the facts then, he did not profess to understand, and refrained from comment.

With Mrs. Vance, he saw the new play, and expressed himself accordingly.

She ought not to be in comedy, he said. I think she could do better than that.

One afternoon they met at the Vances accidentally, and began a very friendly conversation. She could hardly tell why the one-time keen interest in him was no longer with her. Unquestionably, it was because at that time he had represented something which she did not have; but this she did not understand. Success had given her the momentary feeling that she was now blessed with much of which he would approve. As a matter of fact, her little newspaper fame was nothing at all to him. He thought she could have done better, by far.

You didnt go into comedy-drama, after all? he said, remembering her interest in that form of art.

No, she answered; I havent, so far.

He looked at her in such a peculiar way that she realised she had failed. It moved her to add: I want to, though.

I should think you would, he said. You have the sort of disposition that would do well in comedy-drama.

It surprised her that he should speak of disposition. Was she, then, so clearly in his mind?

Why? she asked.

Well, he said, I should judge you were rather sympathetic in your nature.

Carrie smiled and coloured slightly. He was so innocently frank with her that she drew nearer in friendship. The old call of the ideal was sounding.

I dont know, she answered, pleased, nevertheless, beyond all concealment.

I saw your play, he remarked. Its very good.

Im glad you liked it.

Very good, indeed, he said, for a comedy.

This is all that was said at the time, owing to an interruption, but later they met again. He was sitting in a corner after dinner, staring at the floor, when Carrie came up with another of the guests. Hard work had given his face the look of one who is weary. It was not for Carrie to know the thing in it which appealed to her.

All alone? she said.

I was listening to the music.

Ill be back in a moment, said her companion, who saw nothing in the inventor.

Now he looked up in her face, for she was standing a moment, while he sat.

Isnt that a pathetic strain? he inquired, listening.

Oh, very, she returned, also catching it, now that her attention was called.

Sit down, he added, offering her the chair beside him.

They listened a few moments in silence, touched by the same feeling, only hers reached her through the heart. Music still charmed her as in the old days.

I dont know what it is about music, she started to say, moved by the inexplicable longings which surged within her; but it always makes me feel as if I wanted something  I  

Yes, he replied; I know how you feel.

Suddenly he turned to considering the peculiarity of her disposition, expressing her feelings so frankly.

You ought not to be melancholy, he said.

He thought a while, and then went off into a seemingly alien observation which, however, accorded with their feelings.

The world is full of desirable situations, but, unfortunately, we can occupy but one at a time. It doesnt do us any good to wring our hands over the far-off things.

The music ceased and he arose, taking a standing position before her, as if to rest himself.

Why dont you get into some good, strong comedy-drama? he said. He was looking directly at her now, studying her face. Her large, sympathetic eyes and pain-touched mouth appealed to him as proofs of his judgment.

Perhaps I shall, she returned.

Thats your field, he added.

Do you think so?

Yes, he said; I do. I dont suppose youre aware of it, but there is something about your eyes and mouth which fits you for that sort of work.

Carrie thrilled to be taken so seriously. For the moment, loneliness deserted her. Here was praise which was keen and analytical.

Its in your eyes and mouth, he went on abstractedly. I remember thinking, the first time I saw you, that there was something peculiar about your mouth. I thought you were about to cry.

How odd, said Carrie, warm with delight. This was what her heart craved.

Then I noticed that that was your natural look, and to-night I saw it again. Theres a shadow about your eyes, too, which gives your face much this same character. Its in the depth of them, I think.

Carrie looked straight into his face, wholly aroused.

You probably are not aware of it, he added.

She looked away, pleased that he should speak thus, longing to be equal to this feeling written upon her countenance. It unlocked the door to a new desire.

She had cause to ponder over this until they met again  several weeks or more. It showed her she was drifting away from the old ideal which had filled her in the dressing-rooms of the Avery stage and thereafter, for a long time. Why had she lost it?

I know why you should be a success, he said, another time, if you had a more dramatic part. Ive studied it out  

What is it? said Carrie.

Well, he said, as one pleased with a puzzle, the expression in your face is one that comes out in different things. You get the same thing in a pathetic song, or any picture which moves you deeply. Its a thing the world likes to see, because its a natural expression of its longing.

Carrie gazed without exactly getting the import of what he meant.

The world is always struggling to express itself, he went on. Most people are not capable of voicing their feelings. They depend upon others. That is what genius is for. One man expresses their desires for them in music; another one in poetry; another one in a play. Sometimes nature does it in a face  it makes the face representative of all desire. Thats what has happened in your case.

He looked at her with so much of the import of the thing in his eyes that she caught it. At least, she got the idea that her look was something which represented the worlds longing. She took it to heart as a creditable thing, until he added:

That puts a burden of duty on you. It so happens that you have this thing. It is no credit to you  that is, I mean, you might not have had it. You paid nothing to get it. But now that you have it, you must do something with it.

What? asked Carrie.

I should say, turn to the dramatic field. You have so much sympathy and such a melodious voice. Make them valuable to others. It will make your powers endure.

Carrie did not understand this last. All the rest showed her that her comedy success was little or nothing.

What do you mean? she asked.

Why, just this. You have this quality in your eyes and mouth and in your nature. You can lose it, you know. If you turn away from it and live to satisfy yourself alone, it will go fast enough. The look will leave your eyes. Your mouth will change. Your power to act will disappear. You may think they wont, but they will. Nature takes care of that.

He was so interested in forwarding all good causes that he sometimes became enthusiastic, giving vent to these preachments. Something in Carrie appealed to him. He wanted to stir her up.

I know, she said, absently, feeling slightly guilty of neglect.

If I were you, he said, Id change.

The effect of this was like roiling helpless waters. Carrie troubled over it in her rocking-chair for days.

I dont believe Ill stay in comedy so very much longer, she eventually remarked to Lola.

Oh, why not? said the latter.

I think, she said, I can do better in a serious play.

What put that idea in your head?

Oh, nothing, she answered; Ive always thought so.

Still, she did nothing  grieving. It was a long way to this better thing  or seemed so  and comfort was about her; hence the inactivity and longing.


CHAPTER XLVII

THE WAY OF THE BEATEN: A HARP IN THE WIND

In the city, at that time, there were a number of charities similar in nature to that of the captains, which Hurstwood now patronised in a like unfortunate way. One was a convent mission-house of the Sisters of Mercy in Fifteenth Street  a row of red brick family dwellings, before the door of which hung a plain wooden contribution box, on which was painted the statement that every noon a meal was given free to all those who might apply and ask for aid. This simple announcement was modest in the extreme, covering, as it did, a charity so broad. Institutions and charities are so large and so numerous in New York that such things as this are not often noticed by the more comfortably situated. But to one whose mind is upon the matter, they grow exceedingly under inspection. Unless one were looking up this matter in particular, he could have stood at Sixth Avenue and Fifteenth Street for days around the noon hour and never have noticed that out of the vast crowd that surged along that busy thoroughfare there turned out, every few seconds, some weather-beaten, heavy-footed specimen of humanity, gaunt in countenance and dilapidated in the matter of clothes. The fact is none the less true, however, and the colder the day the more apparent it became. Space and a lack of culinary room in the mission-house, compelled an arrangement which permitted of only twenty-five or thirty eating at one time, so that a line had to be formed outside and an orderly entrance effected. This caused a daily spectacle which, however, had become so common by repetition during a number of years that now nothing was thought of it. The men waited patiently, like cattle, in the coldest weather  waited for several hours before they could be admitted. No questions were asked and no service rendered. They ate and went away again, some of them returning regularly day after day the winter through.

A big, motherly looking woman invariably stood guard at the door during the entire operation and counted the admissible number. The men moved up in solemn order. There was no haste and no eagerness displayed. It was almost a dumb procession. In the bitterest weather this line was to be found here. Under an icy wind there was a prodigious slapping of hands and a dancing of feet. Fingers and the features of the face looked as if severely nipped by the cold. A study of these men in broad light proved them to be nearly all of a type. They belonged to the class that sit on the park benches during the endurable days and sleep upon them during the summer nights. They frequent the Bowery and those down-at-the-heels East Side streets where poor clothes and shrunken features are not singled out as curious. They are the men who are in the lodging-house sitting-rooms during bleak and bitter weather and who swarm about the cheaper shelters which only open at six in a number of the lower East Side streets. Miserable food, ill-timed and greedily eaten, had played havoc with bone and muscle. They were all pale, flabby, sunken-eyed, hollow-chested, with eyes that glinted and shone and lips that were a sickly red by contrast. Their hair was but half attended to, their ears anæmic in hue, and their shoes broken in leather and run down at heel and toe. They were of the class which simply floats and drifts, every wave of people washing up one, as breakers do driftwood upon a stormy shore.

For nearly a quarter of a century, in another section of the city, Fleischmann, the baker, had given a loaf of bread to any one who would come for it to the side door of his restaurant at the corner of Broadway and Tenth Street, at midnight. Every night during twenty years about three hundred men had formed in line and at the appointed time marched past the doorway, picked their loaf from a great box placed just outside, and vanished again into the night. From the beginning to the present time there had been little change in the character or number of these men. There were two or three figures that had grown familiar to those who had seen this little procession pass year after year. Two of them had missed scarcely a night in fifteen years. There were about forty, more or less, regular callers. The remainder of the line was formed of strangers. In times of panic and unusual hardships there were seldom more than three hundred. In times of prosperity, when little is heard of the unemployed, there were seldom less. The same number, winter and summer, in storm or calm, in good times and bad, held this melancholy midnight rendezvous at Fleischmanns bread box.

At both of these two charities, during the severe winter which was now on, Hurstwood was a frequent visitor. On one occasion it was peculiarly cold, and finding no comfort in begging about the streets, he waited until noon before seeking this free offering to the poor. Already, at eleven oclock of this morning, several such as he had shambled forward out of Sixth Avenue, their thin clothes flapping and fluttering in the wind. They leaned against the iron railing which protects the walls of the Ninth Regiment Armory, which fronts upon that section of Fifteenth Street, having come early in order to be first in. Having an hour to wait, they at first lingered at a respectful distance; but others coming up, they moved closer in order to protect their right of precedence. To this collection Hurstwood came up from the west out of Seventh Avenue and stopped close to the door, nearer than all the others. Those who had been waiting before him, but farther away, now drew near, and by a certain stolidity of demeanour, no words being spoken, indicated that they were first.

Seeing the opposition to his action, he looked sullenly along the line, then moved out, taking his place at the foot. When order had been restored, the animal feeling of opposition relaxed.

Must be pretty near noon, ventured one.

It is, said another. Ive been waiting nearly an hour.

Gee, but its cold!

They peered eagerly at the door, where all must enter. A grocery man drove up and carried in several baskets of eatables. This started some words upon grocery men and the cost of food in general.

I see meats gone up, said one.

If there wuz war, it would help this country a lot.

The line was growing rapidly. Already there were fifty or more, and those at the head, by their demeanour, evidently congratulated themselves upon not having so long to wait as those at the foot. There was much jerking of heads, and looking down the line.

It dont matter how near you get to the front, so long as youre in the first twenty-five, commented one of the first twenty-five. You all go in together.

Humph! ejaculated Hurstwood, who had been so sturdily displaced.

This here Single Tax is the thing, said another. There aint going to be no order till it comes.

For the most part there was silence; gaunt men shuffling, glancing, and beating their arms.

At last the door opened and the motherly-looking sister appeared. She only looked an order. Slowly the line moved up and, one by one, passed in, until twenty-five were counted. Then she interposed a stout arm, and the line halted, with six men on the steps. Of these the ex-manager was one. Waiting thus, some talked, some ejaculated concerning the misery of it; some brooded, as did Hurstwood. At last he was admitted, and, having eaten, came away, almost angered because of his pains in getting it.

At eleven oclock of another evening, perhaps two weeks later, he was at the midnight offering of a loaf  waiting patiently. It had been an unfortunate day with him, but now he took his fate with a touch of philosophy. If he could secure no supper, or was hungry late in the evening, here was a place he could come. A few minutes before twelve, a great box of bread was pushed out, and exactly on the hour a portly, round-faced German took position by it, calling Ready. The whole line at once moved forward, each taking his loaf in turn and going his separate way. On this occasion, the ex-manager ate his as he went, plodding the dark streets in silence to his bed.

By January he had about concluded that the game was up with him. Life had always seemed a precious thing, but now constant want and weakened vitality had made the charms of earth rather dull and inconspicuous. Several times, when fortune pressed most harshly, he thought he would end his troubles; but with a change of weather, or the arrival of a quarter or a dime, his mood would change, and he would wait. Each day he would find some old paper lying about and look into it, to see if there was any trace of Carrie, but all summer and fall he had looked in vain. Then he noticed that his eyes were beginning to hurt him, and this ailment rapidly increased until, in the dark chambers of the lodgings he frequented, he did not attempt to read. Bad and irregular eating was weakening every function of his body. The one recourse left him was to doze when a place offered and he could get the money to occupy it.

He was beginning to find, in his wretched clothing and meagre state of body, that people took him for a chronic type of bum and beggar. Police hustled him along, restaurant and lodging-house keepers turned him out promptly the moment he had his due; pedestrians waved him off. He found it more and more difficult to get anything from anybody.

At last he admitted to himself that the game was up. It was after a long series of appeals to pedestrians, in which he had been refused and refused  every one hastening from contact.

Give me a little something, will you, mister? he said to the last one. For Gods sake, do; Im starving.

Aw, get out, said the man, who happened to be a common type himself. Youre no good. Ill give you nawthin.

Hurstwood put his hands, red from cold, down in his pockets. Tears came into his eyes.

Thats right, he said; Im no good now. I was all right. I had money. Im going to quit this, and, with death in his heart, he started down toward the Bowery. People had turned on the gas before and died; why shouldnt he? He remembered a lodging-house where there were little, close rooms, with gas-jets in them, almost pre-arranged, he thought, for what he wanted to do, which rented for fifteen cents. Then he remembered that he had no fifteen cents.

On the way he met a comfortable-looking gentleman, coming, clean-shaven, out of a fine barber shop.

Would you mind giving me a little something? he asked this man boldly.

The gentleman looked him over and fished for a dime. Nothing but quarters were in his pocket.

Here, he said, handing him one, to be rid of him. Be off, now.

Hurstwood moved on, wondering. The sight of the large, bright coin pleased him a little. He remembered that he was hungry and that he could get a bed for ten cents. With this, the idea of death passed, for the time being, out of his mind. It was only when he could get nothing but insults that death seemed worth while.

One day, in the middle of the winter, the sharpest spell of the season set in. It broke grey and cold in the first day, and on the second snowed. Poor luck pursuing him, he had secured but ten cents by nightfall, and this he had spent for food. At evening he found himself at the Boulevard and Sixty-seventh Street, where he finally turned his face Bowery-ward. Especially fatigued because of the wandering propensity which had seized him in the morning, he now half dragged his wet feet, shuffling the soles upon the sidewalk. An old, thin coat was turned up about his red ears  his cracked derby hat was pulled down until it turned them outward. His hands were in his pockets.

Ill just go down Broadway, he said to himself.

When he reached Forty-second Street, the fire signs were already blazing brightly. Crowds were hastening to dine. Through bright windows, at every corner, might be seen gay companies in luxuriant restaurants. There were coaches and crowded cable cars.

In his weary and hungry state, he should never have come here. The contrast was too sharp. Even he was recalled keenly to better things.

Whats the use? he thought. Its all up with me. Ill quit this.

People turned to look after him, so uncouth was his shambling figure. Several officers followed him with their eyes, to see that he did not beg of anybody.

Once he paused in an aimless, incoherent sort of way and looked through the windows of an imposing restaurant, before which blazed a fire sign, and through the large, plate windows of which could be seen the red and gold decorations, the palms, the white napery, and shining glassware, and, above all, the comfortable crowd. Weak as his mind had become, his hunger was sharp enough to show the importance of this. He stopped stock still, his frayed trousers soaking in the slush, and peered foolishly in.

Eat, he mumbled. Thats right, eat. Nobody else wants any.

Then his voice dropped even lower, and his mind half lost the fancy it had.

Its mighty cold, he said. Awful cold.

At Broadway and Thirty-ninth Street was blazing, in incandescent fire, Carries name. Carrie Madenda, it read, and the Casino Company. All the wet, snowy sidewalk was bright with this radiated fire. It was so bright that it attracted Hurstwoods gaze. He looked up, and then at a large, gilt-framed poster-board, on which was a fine lithograph of Carrie, life-size.

Hurstwood gazed at it a moment, snuffling and hunching one shoulder, as if something were scratching him. He was so run down, however, that his mind was not exactly clear.

Thats you, he said at last, addressing her. Wasnt good enough for you, was I? Huh!

He lingered, trying to think logically. This was no longer possible with him.

Shes got it, he said, incoherently, thinking of money. Let her give me some.

He started around to the side door. Then he forgot what he was going for and paused, pushing his hands deeper to warm the wrists. Suddenly it returned. The stage door! That was it.

He approached that entrance and went in.

Well? said the attendant, staring at him. Seeing him pause, he went over and shoved him. Get out of here, he said.

I want to see Miss Madenda, he said.

You do, eh? the other said, almost tickled at the spectacle. Get out of here, and he shoved him again. Hurstwood had no strength to resist.

I want to see Miss Madenda, he tried to explain, even as he was being hustled away. Im all right. I  

The man gave him a last push and closed the door. As he did so, Hurstwood slipped and fell in the snow. It hurt him, and some vague sense of shame returned. He began to cry and swear foolishly.

God damned dog! he said. Damned old cur, wiping the slush from his worthless coat. I  I hired such people as you once.

Now a fierce feeling against Carrie welled up  just one fierce, angry thought before the whole thing slipped out of his mind.

She owes me something to eat, he said. She owes it to me.

Hopelessly he turned back into Broadway again and slopped onward and away, begging, crying, losing track of his thoughts, one after another, as a mind decayed and disjointed is wont to do.

It was truly a wintry evening, a few days later, when his one distinct mental decision was reached. Already, at four oclock, the sombre hue of night was thickening the air. A heavy snow was falling  a fine picking, whipping snow, borne forward by a swift wind in long, thin lines. The streets were bedded with it  six inches of cold, soft carpet, churned to a dirty brown by the crush of teams and the feet of men. Along Broadway men picked their way in ulsters and umbrellas. Along the Bowery, men slouched through it with collars and hats pulled over their ears. In the former thoroughfare business men and travellers were making for comfortable hotels. In the latter, crowds on cold errands shifted past dingy stores, in the deep recesses of which lights were already gleaming. There were early lights in the cable cars, whose usual clatter was reduced by the mantle about the wheels. The whole city was muffled by this fast-thickening mantle.

In her comfortable chambers at the Waldorf, Carrie was reading at this time Père Goriot, which Ames had recommended to her. It was so strong, and Amess mere recommendation had so aroused her interest, that she caught nearly the full sympathetic significance of it. For the first time, it was being borne in upon her how silly and worthless had been her earlier reading, as a whole. Becoming wearied, however, she yawned and came to the window, looking out upon the old winding procession of carriages rolling up Fifth Avenue.

Isnt it bad? she observed to Lola.

Terrible! said that little lady, joining her. I hope it snows enough to go sleigh riding.

Oh, dear, said Carrie, with whom the sufferings of Father Goriot were still keen. Thats all you think of. Arent you sorry for the people who havent anything to-night?

Of course I am, said Lola; but what can I do? I havent anything.

Carrie smiled.

You wouldnt care, if you had, she returned.

I would, too, said Lola. But people never gave me anything when I was hard up.

Isnt it just awful? said Carrie, studying the winters storm.

Look at that man over there, laughed Lola, who had caught sight of some one falling down. How sheepish men look when they fall, dont they?

Well have to take a coach to-night, answered Carrie, absently.



In the lobby of the Imperial, Mr. Charles Drouet was just arriving, shaking the snow from a very handsome ulster. Bad weather had driven him home early and stirred his desire for those pleasures which shut out the snow and gloom of life. A good dinner, the company of a young woman, and an evening at the theatre were the chief things for him.

Why, hello, Harry! he said, addressing a lounger in one of the comfortable lobby chairs. How are you?

Oh, about six and six, said the other.

Rotten weather, isnt it?

Well, I should say, said the other. Ive been just sitting here thinking where Id go to-night.

Come along with me, said Drouet. I can introduce you to something dead swell.

Who is it? said the other.

Oh, a couple of girls over here in Fortieth Street. We could have a dandy time. I was just looking for you.

Supposing we get em and take em out to dinner?

Sure, said Drouet. Waitll I go upstairs and change my clothes.

Well, Ill be in the barber shop, said the other. I want to get a shave.

All right, said Drouet, creaking off in his good shoes toward the elevator. The old butterfly was as light on the wing as ever.



On an incoming vestibuled Pullman, speeding at forty miles an hour through the snow of the evening, were three others, all related.

First call for dinner in the dining-car, a Pullman servitor was announcing, as he hastened through the aisle in snow-white apron and jacket.

I dont believe I want to play any more, said the youngest, a black-haired beauty, turned supercilious by fortune, as she pushed a euchre hand away from her.

Shall we go into dinner? inquired her husband, who was all that fine raiment can make.

Oh, not yet, she answered. I dont want to play any more, though.

Jessica, said her mother, who was also a study in what good clothing can do for age, push that pin down in your tie  its coming up.

Jessica obeyed, incidentally touching at her lovely hair and looking at a little jewel-faced watch. Her husband studied her, for beauty, even cold, is fascinating from one point of view.

Well, we wont have much more of this weather, he said. It only takes two weeks to get to Rome.

Mrs. Hurstwood nestled comfortably in her corner and smiled. It was so nice to be the mother-in-law of a rich young man  one whose financial state had borne her personal inspection.

Do you suppose the boat will sail promptly? asked Jessica, if it keeps up like this?

Oh, yes, answered her husband. This wont make any difference.

Passing down the aisle came a very fair-haired bankers son, also of Chicago, who had long eyed this supercilious beauty. Even now he did not hesitate to glance at her, and she was conscious of it. With a specially conjured show of indifference, she turned her pretty face wholly away. It was not wifely modesty at all. By so much was her pride satisfied.



At this moment Hurstwood stood before a dirty four-story building in a side street quite near the Bowery, whose one-time coat of buff had been changed by soot and rain. He mingled with a crowd of men  a crowd which had been, and was still, gathering by degrees.

It began with the approach of two or three, who hung about the closed wooden doors and beat their feet to keep them warm. They had on faded derby hats with dents in them. Their misfit coats were heavy with melted snow and turned up at the collars. Their trousers were mere bags, frayed at the bottom and wobbling over big, soppy shoes, torn at the sides and worn almost to shreds. They made no effort to go in, but shifted ruefully about, digging their hands deep in their pockets and leering at the crowd and the increasing lamps. With the minutes, increased the number. There were old men with grizzled beards and sunken eyes, men who were comparatively young but shrunken by diseases, men who were middle-aged. None were fat. There was a face in the thick of the collection which was as white as drained veal. There was another red as brick. Some came with thin, rounded shoulders; others with wooden legs, still others with frames so lean that clothes only flapped about them. There were great ears, swollen noses, thick lips, and, above all, red, blood-shot eyes. Not a normal, healthy face in the whole mass; not a straight figure; not a straightforward, steady glance.

In the drive of the wind and sleet they pushed in on one another. There were wrists, unprotected by coat or pocket, which were red with cold. There were ears, half covered by every conceivable semblance of a hat, which still looked stiff and bitten. In the snow they shifted, now one foot, now another, almost rocking in unison.

With the growth of the crowd about the door came a murmur. It was not conversation, but a running comment directed at any one in general. It contained oaths and slang phrases.

By damn, I wish theyd hurry up.

Look at the copper watchin.

Maybe it aint winter, nuther!

I wisht I was in Sing Sing.

Now a sharper lash of wind cut down and they huddled closer. It was an edging, shifting, pushing throng. There was no anger, no pleading, no threatening words. It was all sullen endurance, unlightened by either wit or good fellowship.

A carriage went jingling by with some reclining figure in it. One of the men nearest the door saw it.

Look at the bloke ridin.

He aint so cold.

Eh, eh, eh! yelled another, the carriage having long since passed out of hearing.

Little by little the night crept on. Along the walk a crowd turned out on its way home. Men and shop-girls went by with quick steps. The cross-town cars began to be crowded. The gas lamps were blazing, and every window bloomed ruddy with a steady flame. Still the crowd hung about the door, unwavering.

Aint they ever goin to open up? queried a hoarse voice, suggestively.

This seemed to renew the general interest in the closed door, and many gazed in that direction. They looked at it as dumb brutes look, as dogs paw and whine and study the knob. They shifted and blinked and muttered, now a curse, now a comment. Still they waited and still the snow whirled and cut them with biting flakes. On the old hats and peaked shoulders it was piling. It gathered in little heaps and curves and no one brushed it off. In the centre of the crowd the warmth and steam melted it, and water trickled off hat rims and down noses, which the owners could not reach to scratch. On the outer rim the piles remained unmelted. Hurstwood, who could not get in the centre, stood with head lowered to the weather and bent his form.

A light appeared through the transom overhead. It sent a thrill of possibility through the watchers. There was a murmur of recognition. At last the bars grated inside and the crowd pricked up its ears. Footsteps shuffled within and it murmured again. Some one called: Slow up there, now, and then the door opened. It was push and jam for a minute, with grim, beast silence to prove its quality, and then it melted inward, like logs floating, and disappeared. There were wet hats and wet shoulders, a cold, shrunken, disgruntled mass, pouring in between bleak walls. It was just six oclock and there was supper in every hurrying pedestrians face. And yet no supper was provided here  nothing but beds.

Hurstwood laid down his fifteen cents and crept off with weary steps to his allotted room. It was a dingy affair  wooden, dusty, hard. A small gas-jet furnished sufficient light for so rueful a corner.

Hm! he said, clearing his throat and locking the door.

Now he began leisurely to take off his clothes, but stopped first with his coat, and tucked it along the crack under the door. His vest he arranged in the same place. His old wet, cracked hat he laid softly upon the table. Then he pulled off his shoes and lay down.

It seemed as if he thought a while, for now he arose and turned the gas out, standing calmly in the blackness, hidden from view. After a few moments, in which he reviewed nothing, but merely hesitated, he turned the gas on again, but applied no match. Even then he stood there, hidden wholly in that kindness which is night, while the uprising fumes filled the room. When the odour reached his nostrils, he quit his attitude and fumbled for the bed.

Whats the use? he said, weakly, as he stretched himself to rest.



And now Carrie had attained that which in the beginning seemed lifes object, or, at least, such fraction of it as human beings ever attain of their original desires. She could look about on her gowns and carriage, her furniture and bank account. Friends there were, as the world takes it  those who would bow and smile in acknowledgment of her success. For these she had once craved. Applause there was, and publicity  once far off, essential things, but now grown trivial and indifferent. Beauty also  her type of loveliness  and yet she was lonely. In her rocking-chair she sat, when not otherwise engaged  singing and dreaming.

Thus in life there is ever the intellectual and the emotional nature  the mind that reasons, and the mind that feels. Of one come the men of action  generals and statesmen; of the other, the poets and dreamers  artists all.

As harps in the wind, the latter respond to every breath of fancy, voicing in their moods all the ebb and flow of the ideal.

Man has not yet comprehended the dreamer any more than he has the ideal. For him the laws and morals of the world are unduly severe. Ever hearkening to the sound of beauty, straining for the flash of its distant wings, he watches to follow, wearying his feet in travelling. So watched Carrie, so followed, rocking and singing.

And it must be remembered that reason had little part in this. Chicago dawning, she saw the city offering more of loveliness than she had ever known, and instinctively, by force of her moods alone, clung to it. In fine raiment and elegant surroundings, men seemed to be contented. Hence, she drew near these things. Chicago, New York; Drouet, Hurstwood; the world of fashion and the world of stage  these were but incidents. Not them, but that which they represented, she longed for. Time proved the representation false.

Oh, the tangle of human life! How dimly as yet we see. Here was Carrie, in the beginning poor, unsophisticated, emotional; responding with desire to everything most lovely in life, yet finding herself turned as by a wall. Laws to say: Be allured, if you will, by everything lovely, but draw not nigh unless by righteousness. Convention to say: You shall not better your situation save by honest labour. If honest labour be unremunerative and difficult to endure; if it be the long, long road which never reaches beauty, but wearies the feet and the heart; if the drag to follow beauty be such that one abandons the admired way, taking rather the despised path leading to her dreams quickly, who shall cast the first stone? Not evil, but longing for that which is better, more often directs the steps of the erring. Not evil, but goodness more often allures the feeling mind unused to reason.

Amid the tinsel and shine of her state walked Carrie, unhappy. As when Drouet took her, she had thought: Now am I lifted into that which is best; as when Hurstwood seemingly offered her the better way: Now am I happy. But since the world goes its way past all who will not partake of its folly, she now found herself alone. Her purse was open to him whose need was greatest. In her walks on Broadway, she no longer thought of the elegance of the creatures who passed her. Had they more of that peace and beauty which glimmered afar off, then were they to be envied.

Drouet abandoned his claim and was seen no more. Of Hurstwoods death she was not even aware. A slow, black boat setting out from the pier at Twenty-seventh Street upon its weekly errand bore, with many others, his nameless body to the Potters Field.

Thus passed all that was of interest concerning these twain in their relation to her. Their influence upon her life is explicable alone by the nature of her longings. Time was when both represented for her all that was most potent in earthly success. They were the personal representatives of a state most blessed to attain  the titled ambassadors of comfort and peace, aglow with their credentials. It is but natural that when the world which they represented no longer allured her, its ambassadors should be discredited. Even had Hurstwood returned in his original beauty and glory, he could not now have allured her. She had learned that in his world, as in her own present state, was not happiness.

Sitting alone, she was now an illustration of the devious ways by which one who feels, rather than reasons, may be led in the pursuit of beauty. Though often disillusioned, she was still waiting for that halcyon day when she should be led forth among dreams become real. Ames had pointed out a farther step, but on and on beyond that, if accomplished, would lie others for her. It was forever to be the pursuit of that radiance of delight which tints the distant hilltops of the world.

Oh, Carrie, Carrie! Oh, blind strivings of the human heart! Onward, onward, it saith, and where beauty leads, there it follows. Whether it be the tinkle of a lone sheep bell oer some quiet landscape, or the glimmer of beauty in sylvan places, or the show of soul in some passing eye, the heart knows and makes answer, following. It is when the feet weary and hope seems vain that the heartaches and the longings arise. Know, then, that for you is neither surfeit nor content. In your rocking-chair, by your window dreaming, shall you long, alone. In your rocking-chair, by your window, shall you dream such happiness as you may never feel.

THE END


Jennie Gerhardt
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Dreisers second novel was published in 1911. Like Sister Carrie, it is written in a realist mode and tells the story of a young womans travails as she attempts to make her way in the city. The plot concerns the eponymous Jennies relationship with a U.S. senator, who becomes infatuated with her while she is working at a hotel. The struggling Jennie accepts the mans offer of marriage and sleeps with him  but he dies before they can marry. Jennie gives birth to a daughter as a result of the union and the novel then examines the consequences of the social stigma of unmarried parenthood and its effects on Jennies subsequent relationship with a wealthy manufacturers son.

Jennie Gerhardt was initially entitled The Transgressor when Dreiser began writing it in 1903. Abandoning the novel when he suffered a nervous breakdown, he took it up again in 1910. It is believed that elements of Jennies character were based on aspects of the authors sisters  and on the central character of Thomas Hardys Tess of the dUrbervilles. As with many of Dreisers controversial novels, material was removed before publication in order to avoid possible censorship, but a new unexpurgated edition was published in the 1990s, which stimulated new academic interest in the novel.
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Cover of the first edition
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Poster for the 1933 film adaptation, directed by Marion Gering


CHAPTER I

One morning, in the fall of 1880, a middle-aged woman, accompanied by a young girl of eighteen, presented herself at the clerks desk of the principal hotel in Columbus, Ohio, and made inquiry as to whether there was anything about the place that she could do. She was of a helpless, fleshy build, with a frank, open countenance and an innocent, diffident manner. Her eyes were large and patient, and in them dwelt such a shadow of distress as only those who have looked sympathetically into the countenances of the distraught and helpless poor know anything about. Any one could see where the daughter behind her got the timidity and shamefacedness which now caused her to stand back and look indifferently away. She was a product of the fancy, the feeling, the innate affection of the untutored but poetic mind of her mother combined with the gravity and poise which were characteristic of her father. Poverty was driving them. Together they presented so appealing a picture of honest necessity that even the clerk was affected.

What is it you would like to do? he said.

Maybe you have some cleaning or scrubbing, she replied, timidly. I could wash the floors.

The daughter, hearing the statement, turned uneasily, not because it irritated her to work, but because she hated people to guess at the poverty that made it necessary. The clerk, manlike, was affected by the evidence of beauty in distress. The innocent helplessness of the daughter made their lot seem hard indeed.

Wait a moment, he said; and, stepping into a back office, he called the head housekeeper.

There was work to be done. The main staircase and parlor hall were unswept because of the absence of the regular scrub-woman.

Is that her daughter with her? asked the housekeeper, who could see them from where she was standing.

Yes, I believe so.

She might come this afternoon if she wants to. The girl helps her, I suppose?

You go see the housekeeper, said the clerk, pleasantly, as he came back to the desk. Right through there  pointing to a near-by door. Shell arrange with you about it.

A succession of misfortunes, of which this little scene might have been called the tragic culmination, had taken place in the life and family of William Gerhardt, a glass-blower by trade. Having suffered the reverses so common in the lower walks of life, this man was forced to see his wife, his six children, and himself dependent for the necessaries of life upon whatever windfall of fortune the morning of each recurring day might bring. He himself was sick in bed. His oldest boy, Sebastian, or Bass, as his associates transformed it, worked as an apprentice to a local freight-car builder, but received only four dollars a week. Genevieve, the oldest of the girls, was past eighteen, but had not as yet been trained to any special work. The other children, George, aged fourteen; Martha, twelve; William ten, and Veronica, eight, were too young to do anything, and only made the problem of existence the more complicated. Their one mainstay was the home, which, barring a six-hundred-dollar mortgage, the father owned. He had borrowed this money at a time when, having saved enough to buy the house, he desired to add three rooms and a porch, and so make it large enough for them to live in. A few years were still to run on the mortgage, but times had been so bad that he had been forced to use up not only the little he had saved to pay off the principal, but the annual interest also. Gerhardt was helpless, and the consciousness of his precarious situation  the doctors bill, the interest due upon the mortgage, together with the sums owed butcher and baker, who, through knowing him to be absolutely honest, had trusted him until they could trust no longer  all these perplexities weighed upon his mind and racked him so nervously as to delay his recovery.

Mrs. Gerhardt was no weakling. For a time she took in washing, what little she could get, devoting the intermediate hours to dressing the children, cooking, seeing that they got off to school, mending their clothes, waiting on her husband, and occasionally weeping. Not infrequently she went personally to some new grocer, each time farther and farther away, and, starting an account with a little cash, would receive credit until other grocers warned the philanthropist of his folly. Corn was cheap. Sometimes she would make a kettle of lye hominy, and this would last, with scarcely anything else, for an entire week. Corn-meal also, when made into mush, was better than nothing, and this, with a little milk, made almost a feast. Potatoes fried was the nearest they ever came to luxurious food, and coffee was an infrequent treat. Coal was got by picking it up in buckets and baskets along the maze of tracks in the near-by railroad yard. Wood, by similar journeys to surrounding lumber-yards. Thus they lived from day to day, each hour hoping that the father would get well and that the glass-works would soon start up. But as the winter approached Gerhardt began to feel desperate.

I must get out of this now pretty soon, was the sturdy Germans regular comment, and his anxiety found but weak expression in the modest quality of his voice.

To add to all this trouble little Veronica took the measles, and, for a few days, it was thought that she would die. The mother neglected everything else to hover over her and pray for the best. Doctor Ellwanger came every day, out of purely human sympathy, and gravely examined the child. The Lutheran minister, Pastor Wundt, called to offer the consolation of the Church. Both of these men brought an atmosphere of grim ecclesiasticism into the house. They were the black-garbed, sanctimonious emissaries of superior forces. Mrs. Gerhardt felt as if she were going to lose her child, and watched sorrowfully by the cot-side. After three days the worst was over, but there was no bread in the house. Sebastians wages had been spent for medicine. Only coal was free for the picking, and several times the children had been scared from the railroad yards. Mrs. Gerhardt thought of all the places to which she might apply, and despairingly hit upon the hotel. Now, by a miracle, she had her chance.

How much do you charge? the housekeeper asked her.

Mrs. Gerhardt had not thought this would be left to her, but need emboldened her.

Would a dollar a day be too much?

No, said the housekeeper; there is only about three days work to do every week. If you would come every afternoon you could do it.

Very well, said the applicant. Shall we start to-day?

Yes; if youll come with me now Ill show you where the cleaning things are.

The hotel, into which they were thus summarily introduced, was a rather remarkable specimen for the time and place. Columbus, being the State capital, and having a population of fifty thousand and a fair passenger traffic, was a good field for the hotel business, and the opportunity had been improved; so at least the Columbus people proudly thought. The structure, five stories in height, and of imposing proportions, stood at one corner of the central public square, where were the Capitol building and principal stores. The lobby was large and had been recently redecorated. Both floor and wainscot were of white marble, kept shiny by frequent polishing. There was an imposing staircase with hand-rails of walnut and toe-strips of brass. An inviting corner was devoted to a news and cigar-stand. Where the staircase curved upward the clerks desk and offices had been located, all done in hardwood and ornamented by novel gas-fixtures. One could see through a door at one end of the lobby to the barbershop, with its chairs and array of shaving-mugs. Outside were usually two or three buses, arriving or departing, in accordance with the movement of the trains.

To this caravanserai came the best of the political and social patronage of the State. Several Governors had made it their permanent abiding place during their terms of office. The two United States Senators, whenever business called them to Columbus, invariably maintained parlor chambers at the hotel. One of them, Senator Brander, was looked upon by the proprietor as more or less of a permanent guest, because he was not only a resident of the city, but an otherwise homeless bachelor. Other and more transient guests included Congressmen, State legislators and lobbyists, merchants, professional men, and, after them, the whole raft of indescribables who, coming and going, make up the glow and stir of this kaleidoscopic world.

Mother and daughter, suddenly flung into this realm of superior brightness, felt immeasurably overawed. They went about too timid to touch anything for fear of giving offense. The great red-carpeted hallway, which they were set to sweep, had for them all the magnificence of a palace; they kept their eyes down and spoke in their lowest tones. When it came to scrubbing the steps and polishing the brass-work of the splendid stairs both needed to steel themselves, the mother against her timidity, the daughter against the shame at so public an exposure. Wide beneath lay the imposing lobby, and men, lounging, smoking, passing constantly in and out, could see them both.

Isnt it fine? whispered Genevieve, and started nervously at the sound of her own voice.

Yes, returned her mother, who, upon her knees, was wringing out her cloth with earnest but clumsy hands.

It must cost a good deal to live here, dont you think?

Yes, said her mother. Dont forget to rub into these little corners. Look here what youve left.

Jennie, mortified by this correction, fell earnestly to her task, and polished vigorously, without again daring to lift her eyes.

With painstaking diligence they worked downward until about five oclock; it was dark outside, and all the lobby was brightly lighted. Now they were very near the bottom of the stairway.

Through the big swinging doors there entered from the chilly world without a tall, distinguished, middle-aged gentleman, whose silk hat and loose military cape-coat marked him at once, among the crowd of general idlers, as some one of importance. His face was of a dark and solemn cast, but broad and sympathetic in its lines, and his bright eyes were heavily shaded with thick, bushy, black eyebrows. Passing to the desk he picked up the key that had already been laid out for him, and coming to the staircase, started up.

The middle-aged woman, scrubbing at his feet, he acknowledged not only by walking around her, but by graciously waving his hand, as much as to say, Dont move for me.

The daughter, however, caught his eye by standing up, her troubled glance showing that she feared she was in his way.

He bowed and smiled pleasantly.

You shouldnt have troubled yourself, he said.

Jennie only smiled.

When he had reached the upper landing an impulsive sidewise glance assured him, more clearly than before, of her uncommonly prepossessing appearance. He noted the high, white forehead, with its smoothly parted and plaited hair. The eyes he saw were blue and the complexion fair. He had even time to admire the mouth and the full cheeks  above all, the well-rounded, graceful form, full of youth, health, and that hopeful expectancy which to the middle-aged is so suggestive of all that is worth begging of Providence. Without another look he went dignifiedly upon his way, but the impression of her charming personality went with him. This was the Hon. George Sylvester Brander, junior Senator.

Wasnt that a fine-looking man who went up just now? observed Jennie a few moments later.

Yes, he was, said her mother.

He had a gold-headed cane.

You mustnt stare at people when they pass, cautioned her mother, wisely. It isnt nice.

I didnt stare at him, returned Jennie, innocently. He bowed to me.

Well, dont you pay any attention to anybody, said her mother. They may not like it.

Jennie fell to her task in silence, but the glamor of the great world was having its effect upon her senses. She could not help giving ear to the sounds, the brightness, the buzz of conversation and laughter surrounding her. In one section of the parlor floor was the dining-room, and from the clink of dishes one could tell that supper was being prepared. In another was the parlor proper, and there some one came to play on the piano. That feeling of rest and relaxation which comes before the evening meal pervaded the place. It touched the heart of the innocent working-girl with hope, for hers were the years, and poverty could not as yet fill her young mind with cares. She rubbed diligently always, and sometimes forgot the troubled mother at her side, whose kindly eyes were becoming invested with crows feet, and whose lips half repeated the hundred cares of the day. She could only think that all of this was very fascinating, and wish that a portion of it might come to her.

At half-past five the housekeeper, remembering them, came and told them that they might go. The fully finished stairway was relinquished by both with a sigh of relief, and, after putting their implements away, they hastened homeward, the mother, at least, pleased to think that at last she had something to do.

As they passed several fine houses Jennie was again touched by that half-defined emotion which the unwonted novelty of the hotel life had engendered in her consciousness.

Isnt it fine to be rich? she said.

Yes, answered her mother, who was thinking of the suffering Veronica.

Did you see what a big dining-room they had there?

Yes.

They went on past the low cottages and among the dead leaves of the year.

I wish we were rich, murmured Jennie, half to herself.

I dont know just what to do, confided her mother with a long-drawn sigh. I dont believe theres a thing to eat in the house.

Lets stop and see Mr. Bauman again, exclaimed Jennie, her natural sympathies restored by the hopeless note in her mothers voice.

Do you think he would trust us any more?

Lets tell him where were working. I will.

Well, said her mother, wearily.

Into the small, dimly lighted grocery store, which was two blocks from their house, they ventured nervously. Mrs. Gerhardt was about to begin, but Jennie spoke first.

Will you let us have some bread to-night, and a little bacon? Were working now at the Columbus House, and well be sure to pay you Saturday.

Yes, added Mrs. Gerhardt, I have something to do.

Bauman, who had long supplied them before illness and trouble began, knew that they told the truth.

How long have you been working there? he asked.

Just this afternoon.

You know, Mrs. Gerhardt, he said, how it is with me. I dont want to refuse you. Mr. Gerhardt is good for it, but I am poor, too. Times are hard, he explained further, I have my family to keep.

Yes, I know, said Mrs. Gerhardt, weakly.

Her old shoddy shawl hid her rough hands, red from the days work, but they were working nervously. Jennie stood by in strained silence.

Well, concluded Mr. Bauman, I guess its all right this time. Do what you can for me Saturday.

He wrapped up the bread and bacon, and, handing Jennie the parcel, he added, with a touch of cynicism:

When you get money again I guess youll go and trade somewhere else.

No, returned Mrs. Gerhardt; you know better than that. But she was too nervous to parley long.

They went out into the shadowy street, and on past the low cottages to their own home.

I wonder, said the mother, wearily, when they neared the door, if theyve got any coal?

Dont worry, said Jennie. If they havent Ill go.

A man run us away, was almost the first greeting that the perturbed George offered when the mother made her inquiry about the coal. I got a little, though. he added. I threw it off a car.

Mrs. Gerhardt only smiled, but Jennie laughed.

How is Veronica? she inquired.

She seems to be sleeping, said the father. I gave her medicine again at five.

While the scanty meal was being prepared the mother went to the sick childs bedside, taking up another long nights vigil quite as a matter of course.

While the supper was being eaten Sebastian offered a suggestion, and his larger experience in social and commercial matters made his proposition worth considering. Though only a car-builders apprentice, without any education except such as pertained to Lutheran doctrine, to which he objected very strongly, he was imbued with American color and energy. His transformed name of Bass suited him exactly. Tall, athletic, and well-featured for his age, he was a typical stripling of the town. Already he had formulated a philosophy of life. To succeed one must do something  one must associate, or at least seem to associate, with those who were foremost in the world of appearances.

For this reason the young boy loved to hang about the Columbus House. It seemed to him that this hotel was the center and circumference of all that was worth while in the social sense. He would go down-town evenings, when he first secured money enough to buy a decent suit of clothes, and stand around the hotel entrance with his friends, kicking his heels, smoking a two-for-five-cent cigar, preening himself on his stylish appearance, and looking after the girls. Others were there with him  town dandies and nobodies, young men who came there to get shaved or to drink a glass of whisky. And all of these he admired and sought to emulate. Clothes were the main touchstone. If men wore nice clothes and had rings and pins, whatever they did seemed appropriate. He wanted to be like them and to act like them, and so his experience of the more pointless forms of life rapidly broadened.

Why dont you get some of those hotel fellows to give you their laundry? he asked of Jennie after she had related the afternoons experiences. It would be better than scrubbing the stairs.

How do you get it? she replied.

Why, ask the clerk, of course.

This plan struck Jennie as very much worth while.

Dont you ever speak to me if you meet me around there, he cautioned her a little later, privately. Dont you let on that you know me.

Why? she asked, innocently.

Well, you know why, he answered, having indicated before that when they looked so poor he did not want to be disgraced by having to own them as relatives. Just you go on by. Do you hear?

All right, she returned, meekly, for although this youth was not much over a year her senior, his superior will dominated.

The next day on their way to the hotel she spoke of it to her mother.

Bass said we might get some of the laundry of the men at the hotel to do.

Mrs. Gerhardt, whose mind had been straining all night at the problem of adding something to the three dollars which her six afternoons would bring her, approved of the idea.

So we might, she said. Ill ask that clerk.

When they reached the hotel, however, no immediate opportunity presented itself. They worked on until late in the afternoon. Then, as fortune would have it, the housekeeper sent them in to scrub up the floor behind the clerks desk. That important individual felt very kindly toward mother and daughter. He liked the formers sweetly troubled countenance and the latters pretty face. So he listened graciously when Mrs. Gerhardt ventured meekly to put the question which she had been revolving in her mind all the afternoon.

Is there any gentleman here, she said, who would give me his washing to do? Id be so very much obliged for it.

The clerk looked at her, and again recognized that absolute want was written all over her anxious face.

Lets see, he answered, thinking of Senator Brander and Marshall Hopkins. Both were charitable men, who would be more than glad to aid a poor woman. You go up and see Senator Brander, he continued. Hes in twenty-two. Here, he added, writing out the number, you go up and tell him I sent you.

Mrs. Gerhardt took the card with a tremor of gratefulness. Her eyes looked the words she could not say.

Thats all right, said the clerk, observing her emotion. You go right up. Youll find him in his room now.

With the greatest diffidence Mrs. Gerhardt knocked at number twenty-two. Jennie stood silently at her side.

After a moment the door was opened, and in the full radiance of the bright room stood the Senator. Attired in a handsome smoking-coat, he looked younger than at their first meeting.

Well, madam, he said, recognizing the couple, and particularly the daughter, what can I do for you?

Very much abashed, the mother hesitated in her reply.

We would like to know if you have any washing you could let us have to do?

Washing? he repeated after her, in a voice which had a peculiarly resonant quality. Washing? Come right in. Let me see.

He stepped aside with much grace, waved them in and closed the door. Let me see, he repeated, opening and closing drawer after drawer of the massive black-walnut bureau. Jennie studied the room with interest. Such an array of nicknacks and pretty things on mantel and dressing-case she had never seen before. The Senators easy-chair, with a green-shaded lamp beside it, the rich heavy carpet and the fine rugs upon the floor  what comfort, what luxury!

Sit down; take those two chairs there, said the Senator, graciously, disappearing into a closet.

Still overawed, mother and daughter thought it more polite to decline, but now the Senator had completed his researches and he reiterated his invitation. Very uncomfortably they yielded and took chairs.

Is this your daughter? he continued, with a smile at Jennie.

Yes, sir, said the mother; shes my oldest girl.

Is your husband alive?

What is his name?

Where does he live?

To all of these questions Mrs. Gerhardt very humbly answered.

How many children have you? he went on.

Six, said Mrs. Gerhardt.

Well, he returned, thats quite a family. Youve certainly done your duty to the nation.

Yes, sir, returned Mrs. Gerhardt, who was touched by his genial and interesting manner.

And you say this is your oldest daughter?

Yes, sir.

What does your husband do?

Hes a glass-blower. But hes sick now.

During the colloquy Jennies large blue eyes were wide with interest. Whenever he looked at her she turned upon him such a frank, unsophisticated gaze, and smiled in such a vague, sweet way, that he could not keep his eyes off of her for more than a minute of the time.

Well, he continued, sympathetically, that is too bad! I have some washing here not very much but you are welcome to it. Next week there may be more.

He went about now, stuffing articles of apparel into a blue cotton bag with a pretty design on the side.

Do you want these any certain day? questioned Mrs. Gerhardt.

No, he said, reflectively; any day next week will do.

She thanked him with a simple phrase, and started to go.

Let me see, he said, stepping ahead of them and opening the door, you may bring them back Monday.

Yes, sir, said Mrs. Gerhardt. Thank you.

They went out and the Senator returned to his reading, but it was with a peculiarly disturbed mind.

Too bad, he said, closing his volume. Theres something very pathetic about those people. Jennies spirit of wonder and appreciation was abroad in the room.

Mrs. Gerhardt and Jennie made their way anew through the shadowy streets. They felt immeasurably encouraged by this fortunate venture.

Didnt he have a fine room? whispered Jennie.

Yes, answered the mother; hes a great man.

Hes a senator, isnt he? continued the daughter.

Yes.

It must be nice to be famous, said the girl, softly.


CHAPTER II

The spirit of Jennie  who shall express it? This daughter of poverty, who was now to fetch and carry the laundry of this distinguished citizen of Columbus, was a creature of a mellowness of temperament which words can but vaguely suggest. There are natures born to the inheritance of flesh that come without understanding, and that go again without seeming to have wondered why. Life, so long as they endure it, is a true wonderland, a thing of infinite beauty, which could they but wander into it wonderingly, would be heaven enough. Opening their eyes, they see a conformable and perfect world. Trees, flowers, the world of sound and the world of color. These are the valued inheritance of their state. If no one said to them Mine, they would wander radiantly forth, singing the song which all the earth may some day hope to hear. It is the song of goodness.

Caged in the world of the material, however, such a nature is almost invariably an anomaly. That other world of flesh into which has been woven pride and greed looks askance at the idealist, the dreamer. If one says it is sweet to look at the clouds, the answer is a warning against idleness. If one seeks to give ear to the winds, it shall be well with his soul, but they will seize upon his possessions. If all the world of the so-called inanimate delay one, calling with tenderness in sounds that seem to be too perfect to be less than understanding, it shall be ill with the body. The hands of the actual are forever reaching toward such as these  forever seizing greedily upon them. It is of such that the bond servants are made.

In the world of the actual, Jennie was such a spirit. From her earliest youth goodness and mercy had molded her every impulse. Did Sebastian fall and injure himself, it was she who struggled with straining anxiety, carried him safely to his mother. Did George complain that he was hungry, she gave him all of her bread. Many were the hours in which she had rocked her younger brothers and sisters to sleep, singing whole-heartedly betimes and dreaming far dreams. Since her earliest walking period she had been as the right hand of her mother. What scrubbing, baking, errand-running, and nursing there had been to do she did. No one had ever heard her rudely complain, though she often thought of the hardness of her lot. She knew that there were other girls whose lives were infinitely freer and fuller, but, it never occurred to her to be meanly envious; her heart might be lonely, but her lips continued to sing. When the days were fair she looked out of her kitchen window and longed to go where the meadows were. Natures fine curves and shadows touched her as a song itself. There were times when she had gone with George and the others, leading them away to where a patch of hickory-trees flourished, because there were open fields, with shade for comfort and a brook of living water. No artist in the formulating of conceptions, her soul still responded to these things, and every sound and every sigh were welcome to her because of their beauty.

When the soft, low call or the wood-doves, those spirits of the summer, came out of the distance, she would incline her head and listen, the whole spiritual quality of it dropping like silver bubbles into her own great heart.

Where the sunlight was warm and the shadows flecked with its splendid radiance she delighted to wonder at the pattern of it, to walk where it was most golden, and follow with instinctive appreciation the holy corridors of the trees.

Color was not lost upon her. That wonderful radiance which fills the western sky at evening touched and unburdened her heart.

I wonder, she said once with girlish simplicity, how it would feel to float away off there among those clouds.

She had discovered a natural swing of a wild grape-vine, and was sitting in it with Martha and George.

Oh, wouldnt it be nice if you had a boat up there, said George.

She was looking with uplifted face at a far-off cloud, a red island in a sea of silver.

Just supposing, she said, people could live on an island like that.

Her soul was already up there, and its elysian paths knew the lightness of her feet.

There goes a bee, said George, noting a bumbler winging by.

Yes, she said, dreamily, its going home.

Does everything have a home? asked Martha.

Nearly everything, she answered.

Do the birds go home? questioned George.

Yes, she said, deeply feeling the poetry of it herself, the birds go home.

Do the bees go home? urged Martha.

Yes, the bees go home.

Do the dogs go home? said George, who saw one traveling lonesomely along the nearby road.

Why, of course, she said, you know that dogs go home.

Do the gnats? he persisted, seeing one of those curious spirals of minute insects turning energetically in the waning light.

Yes, she said, half believing her remark. Listen!

Oho, exclaimed George, incredulously, I wonder what kind of houses they live in.

Listen! she gently persisted, putting out her hand to still him.

It was that halcyon hour when the Angelus falls like a benediction upon the waning day. Far off the notes were sounding gently, and nature, now that she listened, seemed to have paused also. A scarlet-breasted robin was hopping in short spaces upon the grass before her. A humming bee hummed, a cow-bell tinkled, while some suspicious cracklings told of a secretly reconnoitering squirrel. Keeping her pretty hand weighed in the air, she listened until the long, soft notes spread and faded and her heart could hold no more. Then she arose.

Oh, she said, clenching her fingers in an agony of poetic feeling. There were crystal tears overflowing in her eyes. The wondrous sea of feeling in her had stormed its banks. Of such was the spirit of Jennie.


CHAPTER III

The junior Senator, George Sylvester Brander, was a man of peculiar mold. In him there were joined, to a remarkable degree, the wisdom of the opportunist and the sympathetic nature of the true representative of the people. Born a native of southern Ohio, he had been raised and educated there, if one might except the two years in which he had studied law at Columbia University. He knew common and criminal law, perhaps, as well as any citizen of his State, but he had never practised with that assiduity which makes for pre-eminent success at the bar. He had made money, and had had splendid opportunities to make a great deal more if he had been willing to stultify his conscience, but that he had never been able to do. And yet his integrity had not been at all times proof against the claims of friendship. Only in the last presidential election he had thrown his support to a man for Governor who, he well knew, had no claim which a strictly honorable conscience could have recognized.

In the same way, he had been guilty of some very questionable, and one or two actually unsavory, appointments. Whenever his conscience pricked him too keenly he would endeavor to hearten himself with his pet phrase, All in a lifetime. Thinking over things quite alone in his easy-chair, he would sometimes rise up with these words on his lips, and smile sheepishly as he did so. Conscience was not by any means dead in him. His sympathies, if anything, were keener than ever.

This man, three times Congressman from the district of which Columbus was a part, and twice United States Senator, had never married. In his youth he had had a serious love affair, but there was nothing discreditable to him in the fact that it came to nothing. The lady found it inconvenient to wait for him. He was too long in earning a competence upon which they might subsist.

Tall, straight-shouldered, neither lean nor stout, he was to-day an imposing figure. Having received his hard knocks and endured his losses, there was that about him which touched and awakened the sympathies of the imaginative. People thought him naturally agreeable, and his senatorial peers looked upon him as not any too heavy mentally, but personally a fine man.

His presence in Columbus at this particular time was due to the fact that his political fences needed careful repairing. The general election had weakened his party in the State Legislature. There were enough votes to re-elect him, but it would require the most careful political manipulation to hold them together. Other men were ambitious. There were a half-dozen available candidates, any one of whom would have rejoiced to step into his shoes. He realized the exigencies of the occasion. They could not well beat him, he thought; but even if this should happen, surely the President could be induced to give him a ministry abroad.

Yes, he might be called a successful man, but for all that Senator Brander felt that he had missed something. He had wanted to do so many things. Here he was, fifty-two years of age, clean, honorable, highly distinguished, as the world takes it, but single. He could not help looking about him now and then and speculating upon the fact that he had no one to care for him. His chamber seemed strangely hollow at times  his own personality exceedingly disagreeable.

Fifty! he often thought to himself. Alone  absolutely alone.

Sitting in his chamber that Saturday afternoon, a rap at his door aroused him. He had been speculating upon the futility of his political energy in the light of the impermanence of life and fame.

What a great fight we make to sustain ourselves! he thought. How little difference it will make to me a few years hence!

He arose, and opening wide his door, perceived Jennie. She had come, as she had suggested to her mother, at this time, instead of on Monday, in order to give a more favorable impression of promptness.

Come right in, said the Senator; and, as on the first occasion, he graciously made way for her.

Jennie passed in, momentarily expecting some compliment upon the promptitude with which the washing had been done. The Senator never noticed it at all.

Well, my young lady, he said when she had put the bundle down, how do you find yourself this evening?

Very well, replied Jennie. We thought wed better bring your clothes to-day instead of Monday.

Oh, that would not have made any difference, replied Brander lightly. Just leave them on the chair.

Jennie, without considering the fact that she had been offered no payment for the service rendered, was about to retire, had not the Senator detained her.

How is your mother? he asked pleasantly.

Shes very well, said Jennie simply.

And your little sister? Is she any better?

The doctor thinks so, she replied.

Sit down, he continued graciously. I want to talk to you.

Moving to a near-by chair, the young girl seated herself.

Hem! he went on, clearing his throat lightly, What seems to be the matter with her?

She has the measles, returned Jennie. We thought once that she was going to die.

Brander studied her face as she said this, and he thought he saw something exceedingly pathetic there. The girls poor clothes and her wondering admiration for his exalted station in life affected him. It made him feel almost ashamed of the comfort and luxury that surrounded him. How high up he was in the world, indeed!

I am glad she is better now, he said kindly. How old is your father?

Fifty-seven.

And is he any better?

Oh yes, sir; hes around now, although he cant go out just yet.

I believe your mother said he was a glass-blower by trade?

Yes, sir.

Brander well knew the depressed local conditions in this branch of manufacture. It had been part of the political issue in the last campaign. They must be in a bad way truly.

Do all of the children go to school? he inquired.

Why yes, sir, returned Jennie, stammering. She was too shamefaced to own that one of the children had been obliged to leave school for the lack of shoes. The utterance of the falsehood troubled her.

He reflected awhile; then realizing that he had no good excuse for further detaining her, he arose and came over to her. From his pocket he took a thin layer of bills, and removing one, handed it to her.

You take that, he said, and tell your mother that I said she should use it for whatever she wants.

Jennie accepted the money with mingled feelings; it did not occur to her to look and see how much it was. The great man was so near her, the wonderful chamber in which he dwelt so impressive, that she scarcely realized what she was doing.

Thank you, she said. Is there any day you want your washing called for? she added.

Oh yes, he answered; Monday  Monday evenings.

She went away, and in a half reverie he closed the door behind her. The interest that he felt in these people was unusual. Poverty and beauty certainly made up an affecting combination. He sat down in his chair and gave himself over to the pleasant speculations which her coming had aroused. Why should he not help them?

Ill find out where they live, he finally resolved.

In the days that followed Jennie regularly came for the clothes. Senator Brander found himself more and more interested in her, and in time he managed to remove from her mind that timidity and fear which had made her feel uncomfortable in his presence. One thing which helped toward this was his calling her by her first name. This began with her third visit, and thereafter he used it with almost unconscious frequency.

It could scarcely be said that he did this in a fatherly spirit, for he had little of that attitude toward any one. He felt exceedingly young as he talked to this girl, and he often wondered whether it were not possible for her to perceive and appreciate him on his youthful side.

As for Jennie, she was immensely taken with the comfort and luxury surrounding this man, and subconsciously with the man himself, the most attractive she had ever known. Everything he had was fine, everything he did was gentle, distinguished, and considerate. From some far source, perhaps some old German ancestors, she had inherited an understanding and appreciation of all this. Life ought to be lived as he lived it; the privilege of being generous particularly appealed to her.

Part of her attitude was due to that of her mother, in whose mind sympathy was always a more potent factor than reason. For instance, when she brought to her the ten dollars Mrs. Gerhardt was transported with joy.

Oh, said Jennie, I didnt know until I got outside that it was so much. He said I should give it to you.

Mrs. Gerhardt took it, and holding it loosely in her folded hands, saw distinctly before her the tall Senator with his fine manners.

What a fine man he is! she said. He has a good heart.

Frequently throughout the evening and the next day Mrs. Gerhardt commented upon this wonderful treasure-trove, repeating again and again how good he must be or how large must be his heart. When it came to washing his clothes she almost rubbed them to pieces, feeling that whatever she did she could scarcely do enough. Gerhardt was not to know. He had such stern views about accepting money without earning it that even in their distress, she would have experienced some difficulty in getting him to take it. Consequently she said nothing, but used it to buy bread and meat, and going as it did such a little way, the sudden windfall was never noticed.

Jennie, from now on, reflected this attitude toward the Senator, and, feeling so grateful toward him, she began to talk more freely. They came to be on such good terms that he gave her a little leather picture-case from his dresser which he had observed her admiring. Every time she came he found excuse to detain her, and soon discovered that, for all her soft girlishness, there lay deep-seated in her a conscious deprecation of poverty and a shame of having to own any need. He honestly admired her for this, and, seeing that her clothes were poor and her shoes worn, he began to wonder how he could help her without offending.

Not infrequently he thought to follow her some evening, and see for himself what the condition of the family might be. He was a United States Senator, however. The neighborhood they lived in must be very poor. He stopped to consider, and for the time the counsels of prudence prevailed. Consequently the contemplated visit was put off.

Early in December Senator Brander returned to Washington for three weeks, and both Mrs. Gerhardt and Jennie were surprised to learn one day that he had gone. Never had he given them less than two dollars a week for his washing, and several times it had been five. He had not realized, perhaps, what a breach his absence would make in their finances. But there was nothing to do about it; they managed to pinch along. Gerhardt, now better, searched for work at the various mills, and finding nothing, procured a saw-buck and saw, and going from door to door, sought for the privilege of sawing wood. There was not a great deal of this to do, but he managed, by the most earnest labor to earn two, and sometimes three, dollars a week. This added to what his wife earned and what Sebastian gave was enough to keep bread in their mouths, but scarcely more.

It was at the opening of the joyous Christmas-time that the bitterness of their poverty affected them most. The Germans love to make a great display at Christmas. It is the one season of the year when the fullness of their large family affection manifests itself. Warm in the appreciation of the joys of childhood, they love to see the little ones enjoy their toys and games. Father Gerhardt at his saw-buck during the weeks before Christmas thought of this very often. What would little Veronica not deserve after her long illness! How he would have liked to give each of the children a stout pair of shoes, the boys a warm cap, the girls a pretty hood. Toys and games and candy they always had had before. He hated to think of the snow-covered Christmas morning and no table richly piled with what their young hearts would most desire.

As for Mrs. Gerhardt, one could better imagine than describe her feelings. She felt so keenly about it that she could hardly bring herself to speak of the dreaded hour to her husband. She had managed to lay aside three dollars in the hope of getting enough to buy a ton of coal, and so put an end to poor Georges daily pilgrimage to the coal yard, but now as the Christmas week drew near she decided to use it for gifts. Father Gerhardt was also secreting two dollars without the knowledge of his wife, thinking that on Christmas Eve he could produce it at a critical moment, and so relieve her maternal anxiety.

When the actual time arrived, however, there was very little to be said for the comfort that they got out of the occasion. The whole city was rife with Christmas atmosphere. Grocery stores and meat markets were strung with holly. The toy shops and candy stores were radiant with fine displays of everything that a self-respecting Santa Claus should have about him. Both parents and children observed it all  the former with serious thoughts of need and anxiety, the latter with wild fancy and only partially suppressed longings.

Frequently had Gerhardt said in their presence:

Kriss Kringle is very poor this year. He hasnt so very much to give.

But no child, however poverty-stricken, could be made to believe this. Every time after so saying he looked into their eyes, but in spite of the warning, expectation flamed in them undiminished.

Christmas coming on Tuesday, the Monday before there was no school. Before going to the hotel Mrs. Gerhardt had cautioned George that he must bring enough coal from the yards to last over Christmas day. The latter went at once with his two younger sisters, but there being a dearth of good picking, it took them a long time to fill their baskets, and by night they had gathered only a scanty supply.

Did you go for the coal? asked Mrs. Gerhardt the first thing when she returned from the hotel that evening.

Yes, said George.

Did you get enough for to-morrow?

Yes, he replied, I guess so.

Well, now, Ill go and look, she replied. Taking the lamp, they went out into the woodshed where the coal was deposited.

Oh, my! she exclaimed when she saw it; why, that isnt near enough. You must go right off and get some more.

Oh, said George, pouting his lips, I dont want to go. Let Bass go.

Bass, who had returned promptly at a quarter-past six, was already busy in the back bedroom washing and dressing preparatory to going down-town.

No, said Mrs. Gerhardt. Bass has worked hard all day. You must go.

I dont want to, pouted George.

All right, said Mrs. Gerhardt, maybe to-morrow youll be without a fire, and then what?

They went back to the house, but Georges conscience was too troubled to allow him to consider the case as closed.

Bass, you come, too, he called to his elder brother when he was inside.

Go where? said Bass.

To get some coal.

No, said the former, I guess not. What do you take me for?

Well, then, Ill not, said George, with an obstinate jerk of his head.

Why didnt you get it up this afternoon? questioned his brother sharply; youve had all day to do it.

Aw, I did try, said George. We couldnt find enough. I cant get any when there aint any, can I?

I guess you didnt try very hard, said the dandy.

Whats the matter now? asked Jennie, who, coming in after having stopped at the grocers for her mother, saw George with a solemn pout on his face.

Oh, Bass wont go with me to get any coal?

Didnt you get any this afternoon?

Yes, said George, but ma says I didnt get enough.

Ill go with you, said his sister. Bass, will you come along?

No, said the young man, indifferently, I wont. He was adjusting his necktie and felt irritated.

There aint any, said George, unless we get it off the cars. There wasnt any cars where I was.

There are, too, exclaimed Bass.

There aint, said George.

Oh, dont quarrel, said Jennie. Get the baskets and lets go right now before it gets too late.

The other children, who had a fondness for their big sister, got out the implements of supply  Veronica a basket, Martha and William buckets, and George, a big clothes-basket, which he and Jennie were to fill and carry between them. Bass, moved by his sisters willingness and the little regard he still maintained for her, now made a suggestion.

Ill tell you what you do, Jen, he said. You go over there with the kids to Eighth Street and wait around those cars. Ill be along in a minute. When I come by dont any of you pretend to know me. Just you say, Mister, wont you please throw us some coal down? and then Ill get up on the cars and pitch off enough to fill the baskets. Dye understand?

All right, said Jennie, very much pleased.

Out into the snowy night they went, and made their way to the railroad tracks. At the intersection of the street and the broad railroad yard were many heavily laden cars of bituminous coal newly backed in. All of the children gathered within the shadow of one. While they were standing there, waiting the arrival of their brother, the Washington Special arrived, a long, fine train with several of the new style drawing-room cars, the big plate-glass windows shining and the passengers looking out from the depths of their comfortable chairs. The children instinctively drew back as it thundered past.

Oh, wasnt it long? said George.

Wouldnt I like to be a brakeman, though, sighed William.

Jennie, alone, kept silent, but to her particularly the suggestion of travel and comfort had appealed. How beautiful life must be for the rich!

Sebastian now appeared in the distance, a mannish spring in his stride, and with every evidence that he took himself seriously. He was of that peculiar stubbornness and determination that had the children failed to carry out his plan of procedure he would have gone deliberately by and refused to help them at all.

Martha, however, took the situation as it needed to be taken, and piped out childishly, Mister, wont you please throw us down some coal?

Sebastian stopped abruptly, and looking sharply at them as though he were really a stranger, exclaimed, Why, certainly, and proceeded to climb up on the car, from whence he cast down with remarkable celerity more than enough chunks to fill their baskets. Then as though not caring to linger any longer amid such plebeian company, he hastened across the network of tracks and was lost to view.

On their way home they encountered another gentleman, this time a real one, with high hat and distinguished cape coat, whom Jennie immediately recognized. This was the honorable Senator himself, newly returned from Washington, and anticipating a very unprofitable Christmas. He had arrived upon the express which had enlisted the attention of the children, and was carrying his light grip for the pleasure of it to the hotel. As he passed he thought that he recognized Jennie.

Is that you, Jennie? he said, and paused to be more certain.

The latter, who had discovered him even more quickly than he had her, exclaimed, Oh, there is Mr. Brander! Then, dropping her end of the basket, with a caution to the children to take it right home, she hurried away in the opposite direction.

The Senator followed, vainly calling three or four times Jennie! Jennie! Losing hope of overtaking her, and suddenly recognizing, and thereupon respecting, her simple, girlish shame, he stopped, and turning back, decided to follow the children. Again he felt that same sensation which he seemed always to get from this girl  the far cry between her estate and his. It was something to be a Senator to-night, here where these children were picking coal. What could the joyous holiday of the morrow hold for them? He tramped along sympathetically, an honest lightness coming into his step, and soon he saw them enter the gateway of the low cottage. Crossing the street, he stood in the weak shade of the snow-laden trees. The light was burning with a yellow glow in a rear window. All about was the white snow. In the woodshed he could hear the voices of the children, and once he thought he detected the form of Mrs. Gerhardt. After a time another form came shadow-like through the side gate. He knew who it was. It touched him to the quick, and he bit his lip sharply to suppress any further show of emotion. Then he turned vigorously on his heel and walked away.

The chief grocery of the city was conducted by one Manning, a stanch adherent of Brander, and one who felt honored by the Senators acquaintance. To him at his busy desk came the Senator this same night.

Manning, he said, could I get you to undertake a little work for me this evening?

Why, certainly, Senator, certainly, said the grocery-man. When did you get back? Glad to see you. Certainly.

I want you to get everything together that would make a nice Christmas for a family of eight  father and mother and six children  Christmas tree, groceries, toys  you know what I mean.

Certainly, certainly, Senator.

Never mind the cost now. Send plenty of everything. Ill give you the address, and he picked up a note-book to write it.

Why, Ill be delighted, Senator, went on Mr. Manning, rather affected himself. Ill be delighted. You always were generous.

Here you are, Manning, said the Senator, grimly, from the mere necessity of preserving his senatorial dignity. Send everything at once, and the bill to me.

Ill be delighted, was all the astonished and approving grocery-man could say.

The Senator passed out, but remembering the old people, visited a clothier and shoe man, and, finding that he could only guess at what sizes might be required, ordered the several articles with the privilege of exchange. When his labors were over, he returned to his room.

Carrying coal, he thought, over and over. Really, it was very thoughtless in me. I mustnt forget them any more.


CHAPTER IV

The desire to flee which Jennie experienced upon seeing the Senator again was attributable to what she considered the disgrace of her position. She was ashamed to think that he, who thought so well of her, should discover her doing so common a thing. Girl-like, she was inclined to imagine that his interest in her depended upon something else than her mere personality.

When she reached home Mrs. Gerhardt had heard of her flight from the other children.

What was the matter with you, anyhow? asked George, when she came in.

Oh, nothing, she answered, but immediately turned to her mother and said, Mr. Brander came by and saw us.

Oh, did he? softly exclaimed her mother. Hes back then. What made you run, though, you foolish girl?

Well, I didnt want him to see me.

Well, maybe he didnt know you, anyhow, she said, with a certain sympathy for her daughters predicament.

Oh yes, he did, too, whispered Jennie. He called after me three or four times.

Mrs. Gerhardt shook her head.

What is it? said Gerhardt, who had been hearing the conversation from the adjoining room, and now came out.

Oh, nothing, said the mother, who hated to explain the significance which the Senators personality had come to have in their lives. A man frightened them when they were bringing the coal.

The arrival of the Christmas presents later in the evening threw the household into an uproar of excitement. Neither Gerhardt nor the mother could believe their eyes when a grocery wagon halted in front of their cottage and a lusty clerk began to carry in the gifts. After failing to persuade the clerk that he had made a mistake, the large assortment of good things was looked over with very human glee.

Just you never mind, was the clerks authoritative words. I know what Im about. Gerhardt, isnt it? Well, youre the people.

Mrs. Gerhardt moved about, rubbing her hands in her excitement, and giving vent to an occasional Well, isnt that nice now!

Gerhardt himself was melted at the thought of the generosity of the unknown benefactor, and was inclined to lay it all to the goodness of a great local mill owner, who knew him and wished him well. Mrs. Gerhardt tearfully suspected the source, but said nothing. Jennie knew, by instinct, the author of it all.

The afternoon of the day after Christmas Brander encountered the mother in the hotel, Jennie having been left at home to look after the house.

How do you do, Mrs. Gerhardt, he exclaimed genially extending his hand. How did you enjoy your Christmas?

Poor Mrs. Gerhardt took it nervously; her eyes filled rapidly with tears.

There, there, he said, patting her on the shoulder. Dont cry. You mustnt forget to get my laundry to-day.

Oh no, sir, she returned, and would have said more had he not walked away.

From this on, Gerhardt heard continually of the fine Senator at the hotel, how pleasant he was, and how much he paid for his washing. With the simplicity of a German workingman, he was easily persuaded that Mr. Brander must be a very great and a very good man.

Jennie, whose feelings needed no encouragement in this direction, was more than ever prejudiced in his favor.

There was developing in her that perfection of womanhood, the full mold of form, which could not help but attract any man. Already she was well built, and tall for a girl. Had she been dressed in the trailing skirts of a woman of fashion she would have made a fitting companion for a man the height of the Senator. Her eyes were wondrously clear and bright, her skin fair, and her teeth white and even. She was clever, too, in a sensible way, and by no means deficient in observation. All that she lacked was training and the assurance of which the knowledge of utter dependency despoils one. But the carrying of washing and the compulsion to acknowledge almost anything as a favor put her at a disadvantage.

Nowadays when she came to the hotel upon her semi-weekly errand Senator Brander took her presence with easy grace, and to this she responded. He often gave her little presents for herself, or for her brothers and sisters, and he talked to her so unaffectedly that finally the overawing sense of the great difference between them was brushed away, and she looked upon him more as a generous friend than as a distinguished Senator. He asked her once how she would like to go to a seminary, thinking all the while how attractive she would be when she came out. Finally, one evening, he called her to his side.

Come over here, Jennie, he said, and stand by me.

She came, and, moved by a sudden impulse, he took her hand.

Well, Jennie, he said, studying her face in a quizzical, interrogative way, what do you think of me, anyhow?

Oh, she answered, looking consciously away, I dont know. What makes you ask me that?

Oh yes, you do, he returned. You have some opinion of me. Tell me now, what is it?

No, I havent, she said, innocently.

Oh yes, you have, he went on, pleasantly, interested by her transparent evasiveness. You must think something of me. Now, what is it?

Do you mean do I like you? she asked, frankly, looking down at the big mop of black hair well streaked with gray which hung about his forehead, and gave an almost lionine cast to his fine face.

Well, yes, he said, with a sense of disappointment. She was barren of the art of the coquette.

Why, of course I like you, she replied, prettily.

Havent you ever thought anything else about me? he went on.

I think youre very kind, she went on, even more bashfully; she realized now that he was still holding her hand.

Is that all? he asked.

Well, she said, with fluttering eyelids, isnt that enough?

He looked at her, and the playful, companionable directness of her answering gaze thrilled him through and through. He studied her face in silence while she turned and twisted, feeling, but scarcely understanding, the deep import of his scrutiny.

Well, he said at last, I think youre a fine girl. Dont you think Im a pretty nice man?

Yes, said Jennie, promptly.

He leaned back in his chair and laughed at the unconscious drollery of her reply. She looked at him curiously, and smiled.

What made you laugh? she inquired.

Oh, your answer he returned. I really ought not to laugh, though. You dont appreciate me in the least. I dont believe you like me at all.

But I do, though, she replied, earnestly. I think youre so good. Her eyes showed very plainly that she felt what she was saying.

Well, he said, drawing her gently down to him; then, at the same instant, he pressed his lips to her cheek.

Oh! she cried, straightening up, at once startled and frightened.

It was a new note in their relationship. The senatorial quality vanished in an instant. She recognized in him something that she had not felt before. He seemed younger, too. She was a woman to him, and he was playing the part of a lover. She hesitated, but not knowing just what to do, did nothing at all.

Well, he said, did I frighten you?

She looked at him, but moved by her underlying respect for this great man, she said, with a smile, Yes, you did.

I did it because I like you so much.

She meditated upon this a moment, and then said, I think Id better be going.

Now then, he pleaded, are you going to run away because of that?

No, she said, moved by a curious feeling of ingratitude; but I ought to be going. Theyll be wondering where I am.

Youre sure youre not angry about it?

No, she replied, and with more of a womanly air than she had ever shown before. It was a novel experience to be in so authoritative a position. It was so remarkable that it was somewhat confusing to both of them.

Youre my girl, anyhow, the Senator said, rising. Im going to take care of you in the future.

Jennie heard this, and it pleased her. He was so well fitted, she thought, to do wondrous things; he was nothing less than a veritable magician. She looked about her and the thought of coming into such a life and such an atmosphere was heavenly. Not that she fully understood his meaning, however. He meant to be good and generous, and to give her fine things. Naturally she was happy. She took up the package that she had come for, not seeing or feeling the incongruity of her position, while he felt it as a direct reproof.

She ought not to carry that, he thought. A great wave of sympathy swept over him. He took her cheeks between his hands, this time in a superior and more generous way. Never mind, little girl, he said. You wont have to do this always. Ill see what I can do.

The outcome of this was simply a more sympathetic relationship between them. He did not hesitate to ask her to sit beside him on the arm of his chair the next time she came, and to question her intimately about the familys condition and her own desires. Several times he noticed that she was evading his questions, particularly in regard to what her father was doing. She was ashamed to own that he was sawing wood. Fearing lest something more serious was impending, he decided to go out some day and see for himself.

This he did when a convenient morning presented itself and his other duties did not press upon him. It was three days before the great fight in the Legislature began which ended in his defeat. Nothing could be done in these few remaining days. So he took his cane and strolled forth, coming to the cottage in the course of a half hour, and knocked boldly at the door.

Mrs. Gerhardt opened it.

Good-morning, he said, cheerily; then, seeing her hesitate, he added, May I come in?

The good mother, who was all but overcome by his astonishing presence, wiped her hands furtively upon her much-mended apron, and, seeing that he waited for a reply, said:

Oh yes. Come right in.

She hurried forward, forgetting to close the door, and, offering him a chair, asked him to be seated.

Brander, feeling sorry that he was the occasion of so much confusion, said: Dont trouble yourself, Mrs. Gerhardt. I was passing and thought Id come in. How is your husband?

Hes well, thank you, returned the mother. Hes out working to-day.

Then he has found employment?

Yes, sir, said Mrs. Gerhardt, who hesitated, like Jennie, to say what it was.

The children are all well now, and in school, I hope?

Yes, replied Mrs. Gerhardt. She had now unfastened her apron, and was nervously turning it in her lap.

Thats good, and where is Jennie?

The latter, who had been ironing, had abandoned the board and had concealed herself in the bedroom, where she was busy tidying herself in the fear that her mother would not have the forethought to say that she was out, and so let her have a chance for escape.

Shes here, returned the mother. Ill call her.

What did you tell him I was here for? said Jennie, weakly.

What could I do? asked the mother.

Together they hesitated while the Senator surveyed the room. He felt sorry to think that such deserving people must suffer so; he intended, in a vague way, to ameliorate their condition if possible.

Good-morning, the Senator said to Jennie, when finally she came hesitatingly into the room. How do you do to-day?

Jennie came forward, extending her hand and blushing. She found herself so much disturbed by this visit that she could hardly find tongue to answer his questions.

I thought, he said, Id come out and find where you live. This is a quite comfortable house. How many rooms have you?

Five, said Jennie. Youll have to excuse the looks this morning. Weve been ironing, and its all upset.

I know, said Brander, gently. Dont you think I understand, Jennie? You mustnt feel nervous about me.

She noticed the comforting, personal tone he always used with her when she was at his room, and it helped to subdue her flustered senses.

You mustnt think it anything if I come here occasionally. I intend to come. I want to meet your father.

Oh, said Jennie, hes out to-day.

While they were talking, however, the honest woodcutter was coming in at the gate with his buck and saw. Brander saw him, and at once recognized him by a slight resemblance to his daughter.

There he is now, I believe, he said.

Oh, is he? said Jennie, looking out.

Gerhardt, who was given to speculation these days, passed by the window without looking up. He put his wooden buck down, and, hanging his saw on a nail on the side of the house, came in.

Mother, he called, in German, and, then not seeing her, he came to the door of the front room and looked in.

Brander arose and extended his hand. The knotted and weather-beaten German came forward, and took it with a very questioning expression of countenance.

This is my father, Mr. Brander, said Jennie, all her diffidence dissolved by sympathy. This is the gentleman from the hotel, papa, Mr. Brander.

Whats the name? said the German, turning his head.

Brander, said the Senator.

Oh yes, he said, with a considerable German accent.

Since I had the fever I dont hear good. My wife, she spoke to me of you.

Yes, said the Senator, I thought Id come out and make your acquaintance. You have quite a family.

Yes, said the father, who was conscious of his very poor garments and anxious to get away. I have six children  all young. Shes the oldest girl.

Mrs. Gerhardt now came back, and Gerhardt, seeing his chance, said hurriedly:

Well, if youll excuse me, Ill go. I broke my saw, and so I had to stop work.

Certainly, said Brander, graciously, realizing now why Jennie had never wanted to explain. He half wished that she were courageous enough not to conceal anything.

Well, Mrs. Gerhardt, he said, when the mother was stiffly seated, I want to tell you that you mustnt look on me as a stranger. Hereafter I want you to keep me informed of how things are going with you. Jennie wont always do it.

Jennie smiled quietly. Mrs. Gerhardt only rubbed her hands.

Yes, she answered, humbly grateful.

They talked for a few minutes, and then the Senator rose.

Tell your husband, he said, to come and see me next Monday at my office in the hotel. I want to do something for him.

Thank you, faltered Mrs. Gerhardt.

Ill not stay any longer now, he added. Dont forget to have him come.

Oh, hell come, she returned.

Adjusting a glove on one hand, he extended the other to Jennie.

Here is your finest treasure, Mrs. Gerhardt, he said. I think Ill take her.

Well, I dont know, said her mother, whether I could spare her or not.

Well, said the Senator, going toward the door, and giving Mrs. Gerhardt his hand, good-morning.

He nodded and walked out, while a half-dozen neighbors, who had observed his entrance, peeked from behind curtains and drawn blinds at the astonishing sight.

Who can that be, anyhow? was the general query.

See what he gave me, said the innocent mother to her daughter the moment he had closed the door.

It was a ten-dollar bill. He had placed it softly in her hand as he said good-by.


CHAPTER V

Having been led by circumstances into an attitude of obligation toward the Senator, it was not unnatural that Jennie should become imbued with a most generous spirit of appreciation for everything he had done and now continued to do. The Senator gave her father a letter to a local mill owner, who saw that he received something to do. It was not much, to be sure, a mere job as night-watchman, but it helped, and old Gerhardts gratitude was extravagant. Never was there such a great, such a good man!

Nor was Mrs. Gerhardt overlooked. Once Brander sent her a dress, and at another time a shawl. All these benefactions were made in a spirit of mingled charity and self-gratification, but to Mrs. Gerhardt they glowed with but one motive. Senator Brander was good-hearted.

As for Jennie, he drew nearer to her in every possible way, so that at last she came to see him in a light which would require considerable analysis to make clear. This fresh, young soul, however, had too much innocence and buoyancy to consider for a moment the worlds point of view. Since that one notable and halcyon visit upon which he had robbed her her original shyness, and implanted a tender kiss upon her cheek, they had lived in a different atmosphere. Jennie was his companion now, and as he more and more unbended, and even joyously flung aside the habiliments of his dignity, her perception of him grew clearer. They laughed and chatted in a natural way, and he keenly enjoyed this new entrance into the radiant world of youthful happiness.

One thing that disturbed him, however, was the occasional thought, which he could not repress, that he was not doing right. Other people must soon discover that he was not confining himself strictly to conventional relations with this washer-womans daughter. He suspected that the housekeeper was not without knowledge that Jennie almost invariably lingered from a quarter to three-quarters of an hour whenever she came for or returned his laundry. He knew that it might come to the ears of the hotel clerks, and so, in a general way, get about town and work serious injury, but the reflection did not cause him to modify his conduct. Sometimes he consoled himself with the thought that he was not doing her any actual harm, and at other times he would argue that he could not put this one delightful tenderness out of his life. Did he not wish honestly to do her much good?

He thought of these things occasionally, and decided that he could not stop. The self-approval which such a resolution might bring him was hardly worth the inevitable pain of the abnegation. He had not so very many more years to live. Why die unsatisfied?

One evening he put his arm around her and strained her to his breast. Another time he drew her to his knee, and told her of his life at Washington. Always now he had a caress and a kiss for her, but it was still in a tentative, uncertain way. He did not want to reach for her soul too deeply.

Jennie enjoyed it all innocently. Elements of fancy and novelty entered into her life. She was an unsophisticated creature, emotional, totally inexperienced in the matter of the affections, and yet mature enough mentally to enjoy the attentions of this great man who had thus bowed from his high position to make friends with her.

One evening she pushed his hair back from his forehead as she stood by his chair, and, finding nothing else to do, took out his watch. The great man thrilled as he looked at her pretty innocence.

Would you like to have a watch, too? he asked.

Yes, indeed, I would, said Jennie, with a deep breath.

The next day he stopped as he was passing a jewelry store and bought one. It was gold, and had pretty ornamented hands.

Jennie, he said, when she came the next time, I want to show you something. See what time it is by my watch.

Jennie drew out the watch from his waistcoat pocket and started in surprise.

This isnt your watch! she exclaimed, her face full of innocent wonder.

No, he said, delighted with his little deception. Its yours.

Mine! exclaimed Jennie. Mine! Oh, isnt it lovely!

Do you think so? he said.

Her delight touched and pleased him immensely. Her face shone with light and her eyes fairly danced.

Thats yours, he said. See that you wear it now, and dont lose it.

Youre so good! she exclaimed.

No, he said, but he held her at arms length by the waist, to make up his mind what his reward should be. Slowly he drew her toward him until, when very close, she put her arms about his neck, and laid her cheek in gratitude against his own. This was the quintessence of pleasure for him. He felt as he had been longing to feel for years.

The progress of his idyl suffered a check when the great senatorial fight came on in the Legislature. Attacked by a combination of rivals, Brander was given the fight of his life. To his amazement he discovered that a great railroad corporation, which had always been friendly, was secretly throwing its strength in behalf of an already too powerful candidate. Shocked by this defection, he was thrown alternately into the deepest gloom and into paroxysms of wrath. These slings of fortune, however lightly he pretended to receive them, never failed to lacerate him. It had been long since he had suffered a defeat  too long.

During this period Jennie received her earliest lesson in the vagaries of men. For two weeks she did not even see him, and one evening, after an extremely comfortless conference with his leader, he met her with the most chilling formality. When she knocked at his door he only troubled to open it a foot, exclaiming almost harshly: I cant bother about the clothes to-night. Come tomorrow.

Jennie retreated, shocked and surprised by this reception. She did not know what to think of it. He was restored on the instant to his far-off, mighty throne, and left to rule in peace. Why should he not withdraw the light of his countenance if it pleased him. But why  

A day or two later he repented mildly, but had no time to readjust matters. His washing was taken and delivered with considerable formality, and he went on toiling forgetfully, until at last he was miserably defeated by two votes. Astounded by this result, he lapsed into gloomy dejection of soul. What was he to do now?

Into this atmosphere came Jennie, bringing with her the lightness and comfort of her own hopeful disposition. Nagged to desperation by his thoughts, Brander first talked to her to amuse himself; but soon his distress imperceptibly took flight; he found himself actually smiling.

Ah, Jennie, he said, speaking to her as he might have done to a child, youth is on your side. You possess the most valuable thing in life.

Do I?

Yes, but you dont realize it. You never will until it is too late.

I love that girl, he thought to himself that night. I wish I could have her with me always.

But fortune had another fling for him to endure. It got about the hotel that Jennie was, to use the mildest expression, conducting herself strangely. A girl who carries washing must expect criticism if anything not befitting her station is observed in her apparel. Jennie was seen wearing the gold watch. Her mother was informed by the housekeeper of the state of things.

I thought Id speak to you about it, she said. People are talking. Youd better not let your daughter go to his room for the laundry.

Mrs. Gerhardt was too astonished and hurt for utterance. Jennie had told her nothing, but even now she did not believe there was anything to tell. The watch had been both approved of and admired by her. She had not thought that it was endangering her daughters reputation.

Going home she worried almost incessantly, and talked with Jennie about it. The latter did not admit the implication that things had gone too far. In fact, she did not look at it in that light. She did not own, it is true, what really had happened while she was visiting the Senator.

Its so terrible that people should begin to talk! said her mother. Did you really stay so long in the room?

I dont know, returned Jennie, compelled by her conscience to admit at least part of the truth. Perhaps I did.

He has never said anything out of the way to you, has he?

No, answered her daughter, who did not attach any suspicion of evil to what had passed between them.

If the mother had only gone a little bit further she might have learned more, but she was only too glad, for her own peace of mind, to hush the matter up. People were slandering a good man, that she knew. Jennie had been the least bit indiscreet. People were always so ready to talk. How could the poor girl, amid such unfortunate circumstances, do otherwise than she did. It made her cry to think of it.

The result of it all was that she decided to get the washing herself.

She came to his door the next Monday after this decision. Brander, who was expecting Jennie, was both surprised and disappointed.

Why, he said to her, what has become of Jennie?

Having hoped that he would not notice, or, at least, not comment upon the change, Mrs. Gerhardt did not know what to say. She looked up at him weakly in her innocent, motherly way, and said, She couldnt come to-night.

Not ill, is she? he inquired.

No.

Im glad to hear that, he said resignedly. How have you been?

Mrs. Gerhardt answered his kindly inquiries and departed. After she had gone he got to thinking the matter over, and wondered what could have happened. It seemed rather odd that he should be wondering over it.

On Saturday, however, when she returned the clothes he felt that there must be something wrong.

Whats the matter, Mrs. Gerhardt? he inquired. Has anything happened to your daughter?

No, sir, she returned, too troubled to wish to deceive him.

Isnt she coming for the laundry any more?

I  I ventured the mother, stammering in her perturbation; she  they have been talking about her, she at last forced herself to say.

Who has been talking? he asked gravely.

The people here in the hotel.

Who, what people? he interrupted, a touch of annoyance showing in his voice.

The housekeeper.

The housekeeper, eh! he exclaimed. What has she got to say?

The mother related to him her experience.

And she told you that, did she? he remarked in wrath. She ventures to trouble herself about my affairs, does she? I wonder people cant mind their own business without interfering with mine. Your daughter, Mrs. Gerhardt, is perfectly safe with me. I have no intention of doing her an injury. Its a shame, he added indignantly, that a girl cant come to my room in this hotel without having her motive questioned. Ill look into this matter.

I hope you dont think that I have anything to do with it, said the mother apologetically. I know you like Jennie and wouldnt injure her. Youve done so much for her and all of us, Mr. Brander, I feel ashamed to keep her away.

Thats all right, Mrs. Gerhardt, he said quietly. You did perfectly right. I dont blame you in the least. It is the lying accusation passed about in this hotel that I object to. Well see about that.

Mrs. Gerhardt stood there, pale with excitement. She was afraid she had deeply offended this man who had done so much for them. If she could only say something, she thought, that would clear this matter up and make him feel that she was no tattler. Scandal was distressing to her.

I thought I was doing everything for the best, she said at last.

So you were, he replied. I like Jennie very much. I have always enjoyed her coming here. It is my intention to do well by her, but perhaps it will be better to keep her away, at least for the present.

Again that evening the Senator sat in his easy-chair and brooded over this new development. Jennie was really much more precious to him than he had thought. Now that he had no hope of seeing her there any more, he began to realize how much these little visits of hers had meant. He thought the matter over very carefully, realized instantly that there was nothing to be done so far as the hotel gossip was concerned, and concluded that he had really placed the girl in a very unsatisfactory position.

Perhaps I had better end this little affair, he thought. It isnt a wise thing to pursue.

On the strength of this conclusion he went to Washington and finished his term. Then he returned to Columbus to await the friendly recognition from the President which was to send him upon some ministry abroad. Jennie had not been forgotten in the least. The longer he stayed away the more eager he was to get back. When he was again permanently settled in his old quarters he took up his cane one morning and strolled out in the direction of the cottage. Arriving there, he made up his mind to go in, and knocking at the door, he was greeted by Mrs. Gerhardt and her daughter with astonished and diffident smiles. He explained vaguely that he had been away, and mentioned his laundry as if that were the object of his visit. Then, when chance gave him a few moments with Jennie alone, he plunged in boldly.

How would you like to take a drive with me to-morrow evening? he asked.

Id like it, said Jennie, to whom the proposition was a glorious novelty.

He smiled and patted her cheek, foolishly happy to see her again. Every day seemed to add to her beauty. Graced with her clean white apron, her shapely head crowned by the glory of her simply plaited hair, she was a pleasing sight for any man to look upon.

He waited until Mrs. Gerhardt returned, and then, having accomplished the purpose of his visit, he arose.

Im going to take your daughter out riding to-morrow evening, he explained. I want to talk to her about her future.

Wont that be nice? said the mother. She saw nothing incongruous in the proposal. They parted with smiles and much handshaking.

That man has the best heart, commented Mrs. Gerhardt. Doesnt he always speak so nicely of you? He may help you to an education. You ought to be proud.

I am, said Jennie frankly.

I dont know whether we had better tell your father or not, concluded Mrs. Gerhardt. He doesnt like for you to be out evenings.

Finally they decided not to tell him. He might not understand.

Jennie was ready when he called. He could see by the weak-flamed, unpretentious parlor-lamp that she was dressed for him, and that the occasion had called out the best she had. A pale lavender gingham, starched and ironed, until it was a model of laundering, set off her pretty figure to perfection. There were little lace-edged cuffs and a rather high collar attached to it. She had no gloves, nor any jewelry, nor yet a jacket good enough to wear, but her hair was done up in such a dainty way that it set off her well-shaped head better than any hat, and the few ringlets that could escape crowned her as with a halo. When Brander suggested that she should wear a jacket she hesitated a moment; then she went in and borrowed her mothers cape, a plain gray woolen one. Brander realized now that she had no jacket, and suffered keenly to think that she had contemplated going without one.

She would have endured the raw night air, he thought, and said nothing of it.

He looked at her and shook his head reflectively. Then they started, and he quickly forgot everything but the great fact that she was at his side. She talked with freedom and with a gentle girlish enthusiasm that he found irresistibly charming.

Why, Jennie, he said, when she had called upon him to notice how soft the trees looked, where, outlined dimly against the new rising moon, they were touched with its yellow light, youre a great one. I believe you would write poetry if you were schooled a little.

Do you suppose I could? she asked innocently.

Do I suppose, little girl? he said, taking her hand. Do I suppose? Why, I know. Youre the dearest little day-dreamer in the world. Of course you could write poetry. You live it. You are poetry, my dear. Dont you worry about writing any.

This eulogy touched her as nothing else possibly could have done. He was always saying such nice things. No one ever seemed to like or to appreciate her half as much as he did. And how good he was! Everybody said that. Her own father.

They rode still farther, until suddenly remembering, he said: I wonder what time it is. Perhaps we had better be turning back. Have you your watch?

Jennie started, for this watch had been the one thing of which she had hoped he would not speak. Ever since he had returned it had been on her mind.

In his absence the family finances had become so strained that she had been compelled to pawn it. Martha had got to that place in the matter of apparel where she could no longer go to school unless something new were provided for her. And so, after much discussion, it was decided that the watch must go.

Bass took it, and after much argument with the local pawn broker, he had been able to bring home ten dollars. Mrs. Gerhardt expended the money upon her children, and heaved a sigh of relief. Martha looked very much better. Naturally, Jennie was glad.

Now, however, when the Senator spoke of it, her hour of retribution seemed at hand. She actually trembled, and he noticed her discomfiture.

Why, Jennie, he said gently, what made you start like that?

Nothing, she answered.

Havent you your watch?

She paused, for it seemed impossible to tell a deliberate falsehood. There was a strained silence; then she said, with a voice that had too much of a sob in it for him not to suspect the truth, No, sir. He persisted, and she confessed everything.

Well, he said, dearest, dont feel badly about it. There never was such another girl. Ill get your watch for you. Hereafter when you need anything I want you to come to me. Do you hear? I want you to promise me that. If Im not here, I want you to write me. Ill always be in touch with you from now on. You will have my address. Just let me know, and Ill help you. Do you understand?

Yes, said Jennie.

Youll promise to do that now, will you?

Yes, she replied.

For a moment neither of them spoke.

Jennie, he said at last, the spring-like quality of the night moving him to a burst of feeling, Ive about decided that I cant do without you. Do you think you could make up your mind to live with me from now on?

Jennie looked away, not clearly understanding his words as he meant them.

I dont know, she said vaguely.

Well, you think about it, he said pleasantly. Im serious. Would you be willing to marry me, and let me put you away in a seminary for a few years?

Go away to school?

Yes, after you marry me.

I guess so, she replied. Her mother came into her mind. Maybe she could help the family.

He looked around at her, and tried to make out the expression on her face. It was not dark. The moon was now above the trees in the east, and already the vast host of stars were paling before it.

Dont you care for me at all, Jennie? he asked.

Yes!

You never come for my laundry any more, though, he returned pathetically. It touched her to hear him say this.

I didnt do that, she answered. I couldnt help it; Mother thought it was best.

So it was, he assented. Dont feel badly. I was only joking with you. Youd be glad to come if you could, wouldnt you?

Yes, I would, she answered frankly.

He took her hand and pressed it so feelingly that all his kindly words seemed doubly emphasized to her. Reaching up impulsively, she put her arms about him. Youre so good to me, she said with the loving tone of a daughter.

Youre my girl, Jennie, he said with deep feeling. Id do anything in the world for you.


CHAPTER VI

The father of this unfortunate family, William Gerhardt, was a man of considerable interest on his personal side. Born in the kingdom of Saxony, he had had character enough to oppose the army conscription iniquity, and to flee, in his eighteenth year, to Paris. From there he had set forth for America, the land of promise.

Arrived in this country, he had made his way, by slow stages, from New York to Philadelphia, and thence westward, working for a time in the various glass factories in Pennsylvania. In one romantic village of this new world he had found his hearts ideal. With her, a simple American girl of German extraction, he had removed to Youngstown, and thence to Columbus, each time following a glass manufacturer by the name of Hammond, whose business prospered and waned by turns.

Gerhardt was an honest man, and he liked to think that others appreciated his integrity. William, his employer used to say to him, I want you because I can trust you, and this, to him, was more than silver and gold.

This honesty, like his religious convictions, was wholly due to inheritance. He had never reasoned about it. Father and grandfather before him were sturdy German artisans, who had never cheated anybody out of a dollar, and this honesty of intention came into his veins undiminished.

His Lutheran proclivities had been strengthened by years of church-going and the religious observances of home life, In his fathers cottage the influence of the Lutheran minister had been all-powerful; he had inherited the feeling that the Lutheran Church was a perfect institution, and that its teachings were of all-importance when it came to the issue of the future life. His wife, nominally of the Mennonite faith, was quite willing to accept her husbands creed. And so his household became a God-fearing one; wherever they went their first public step was to ally themselves with the local Lutheran church, and the minister was always a welcome guest in the Gerhardt home.

Pastor Wundt, the shepherd of the Columbus church, was a sincere and ardent Christian, but his bigotry and hard-and-fast orthodoxy made him intolerant. He considered that the members of his flock were jeopardizing their eternal salvation if they danced, played cards, or went to theaters, and he did not hesitate to declare vociferously that hell was yawning for those who disobeyed his injunctions. Drinking, even temperately, was a sin. Smoking  well, he smoked himself. Right conduct in marriage, however, and innocence before that state were absolute essentials of Christian living. Let no one talk of salvation, he had said, for a daughter who had failed to keep her chastity unstained, or for the parents who, by negligence, had permitted her to fall. Hell was yawning for all such. You must walk the straight and narrow way if you would escape eternal punishment, and a just God was angry with sinners every day.

Gerhardt and his wife, and also Jennie, accepted the doctrines of their Church as expounded by Mr. Wundt without reserve. With Jennie, however, the assent was little more than nominal. Religion had as yet no striking hold upon her. It was a pleasant thing to know that there was a heaven, a fearsome one to realize that there was a hell. Young girls and boys ought to be good and obey their parents. Otherwise the whole religious problem was badly jumbled in her mind.

Gerhardt was convinced that everything spoken from the pulpit of his church was literally true. Death and the future life were realities to him.

Now that the years were slipping away and the problem of the world was becoming more and more inexplicable, he clung with pathetic anxiety to the doctrines which contained a solution. Oh, if he could only be so honest and upright that the Lord might have no excuse for ruling him out. He trembled not only for himself, but for his wife and children. Would he not some day be held responsible for them? Would not his own laxity and lack of system in inculcating the laws of eternal life to them end in his and their damnation? He pictured to himself the torments of hell, and wondered how it would be with him and his in the final hour.

Naturally, such a deep religious feeling made him stern with his children. He was prone to scan with a narrow eye the pleasures and foibles of youthful desire. Jennie was never to have a lover if her father had any voice in the matter. Any flirtation with the youths she might meet upon the streets of Columbus could have no continuation in her home. Gerhardt forgot that he was once young himself, and looked only to the welfare of her spirit. So the Senator was a novel factor in her life.

When he first began to be a part of their family affairs the conventional standards of Father Gerhardt proved untrustworthy. He had no means of judging such a character. This was no ordinary person coquetting with his pretty daughter. The manner in which the Senator entered the family life was so original and so plausible that he became an active part before any one thought anything about it. Gerhardt himself was deceived, and, expecting nothing but honor and profit to flow to the family from such a source, accepted the interest and the service, and plodded peacefully on. His wife did not tell him of the many presents which had come before and since the wonderful Christmas.

But one morning as Gerhardt was coming home from his night work a neighbor named Otto Weaver accosted him.

Gerhardt, he said, I want to speak a word with you. As a friend of yours, I want to tell you what I hear. The neighbors, you know, they talk now about the man who comes to see your daughter.

My daughter? said Gerhardt, more puzzled and pained by this abrupt attack than mere words could indicate. Whom do you mean? I dont know of any one who comes to see my daughter.

No? inquired Weaver, nearly as much astonished as the recipient of his confidences. The middle-aged man, with gray hair. He carries a cane sometimes. You dont know him?

Gerhardt racked his memory with a puzzled face.

They say he was a senator once, went on Weaver, doubtful of what he had got into; I dont know.

Ah, returned Gerhardt, measurably relieved. Senator Brander. Yes. He has come sometimes  so. Well, what of it?

It is nothing, returned the neighbor, only they talk. He is no longer a young man, you know. Your daughter, she goes out with him now a few times. These people, they see that, and now they talk about her. I thought you might want to know.

Gerhardt was shocked to the depths of his being by these terrible words. People must have a reason for saying such things. Jennie and her mother were seriously at fault. Still he did not hesitate to defend his daughter.

He is a friend of the family, he said confusedly. People should not talk until they know. My daughter has done nothing.

That is so. It is nothing, continued Weaver. People talk before they have any grounds. You and I are old friends. I thought you might want to know.

Gerhardt stood there motionless another minute or so t his jaw fallen and a strange helplessness upon him. The world was such a grim thing to have antagonistic to you. Its opinions and good favor were so essential. How hard he had tried to live up to its rules! Why should it not be satisfied and let him alone?

I am glad you told me, he murmured as he started homeward. I will see about it. Good-by.

Gerhardt took the first opportunity to question his wife.

What is this about Senator Brander coming out to call on Jennie? he asked in German. The neighbors are talking about it.

Why, nothing, answered Mrs. Gerhardt, in the same language. She was decidedly taken aback at his question. He did call two or three times.

You didnt tell me that, he returned, a sense of her frailty in tolerating and shielding such weakness in one of their children irritating him.

No, she replied, absolutely nonplussed. He has only been here two or three times.

Two or three times! exclaimed Gerhardt, the German tendency to talk loud coming upon him. Two or three times! The whole neighborhood talks about it. What is this, then?

He only called two or three times, Mrs. Gerhardt repeated weakly.

Weaver comes to me on the street, continued Gerhardt, and tells me that my neighbors are talking of the man my daughter is going with. I didnt know anything about it. There I stood. I didnt know what to say. What kind of a way is that? What must the man think of me?

There is nothing the matter, declared the mother, using an effective German idiom. Jennie has gone walking with him once or twice. He has called here at the house. What is there now in that for the people to talk about? Cant the girl have any pleasure at all?

But he is an old man, returned Gerhardt, voicing the words of Weaver. He is a public citizen. What should he want to call on a girl like Jennie for?

I dont know, said Mrs. Gerhardt, defensively. He comes here to the house. I dont know anything but good about the man. Can I tell him not to come?

Gerhardt paused at this. All that he knew of the Senator was excellent. What was there now that was so terrible about it?

The neighbors are so ready to talk. They havent got anything else to talk about now, so they talk about Jennie. You know whether she is a good girl or not. Why should they say such things? and tears came into the soft little mothers eyes.

That is all right, grumbled Gerhardt, but he ought not to want to come around and take a girl of her age out walking. It looks bad, even if he dont mean any harm.

At this moment Jennie came in. She had heard the talking in the front bedroom, where she slept with one of the children, but had not suspected its import. Now her mother turned her back and bent over the table where she was making biscuit, in order that her daughter might not see her red eyes.

Whats the matter? she inquired, vaguely troubled by the tense stillness in the attitude of both her parents.

Nothing, said Gerhardt firmly.

Mrs. Gerhardt made no sign, but her very immobility told something. Jennie went over to her and quickly discovered that she had been weeping.

Whats the matter? she repeated wonderingly, gazing at her father.

Gerhardt only stood there, his daughters innocence dominating his terror of evil.

Whats the matter? she urged softly of her mother.

Oh, its the neighbors, returned the mother brokenly.

Theyre always ready to talk about something they dont know anything about.

Is it me again? inquired Jennie, her face flushing faintly.

You see, observed Gerhardt, apparently addressing the world in general, she knows. Now, why didnt you tell me that he was coming here? The neighbors talk, and I hear nothing about it until to-day. What kind of a way is that, anyhow?

Oh, exclaimed Jennie, out of the purest sympathy for her mother, what difference does it make?

What difference? cried Gerhardt, still talking in German, although Jennie answered in English. Is it no difference that men stop me on the street and speak of it? You should be ashamed of yourself to say that. I always thought well of this man, but now, since you dont tell me about him, and the neighbors talk, I dont know what to think. Must I get my knowledge of what is going on in my own home from my neighbors?

Mother and daughter paused. Jennie had already begun to think that their error was serious.

I didnt keep anything from you because it was evil, she said. Why, he only took me out riding once.

Yes, but you didnt tell me that, answered her father.

You know you dont like for me to go out after dark, replied Jennie. Thats why I didnt. There wasnt anything else to hide about it.

He shouldnt want you to go out after dark with him, observed Gerhardt, always mindful of the world outside. What can he want with you. Why does he come here? He is too old, anyhow. I dont think you ought to have anything to do with him  such a young girl as you are.

He doesnt want to do anything except help me, murmured Jennie. He wants to marry me.

Marry you? Ha! Why doesnt he tell me that! exclaimed Gerhardt. I shall look into this. I wont have him running around with my daughter, and the neighbors talking. Besides, he is too old. I shall tell him that. He ought to know better than to put a girl where she gets talked about. It is better he should stay away altogether.

This threat of Gerhardts, that he would tell Brander to stay away, seemed simply terrible to Jennie and to her mother. What good could come of any such attitude? Why must they be degraded before him? Of course Brander did call again, while Gerhardt was away at work, and they trembled lest the father should hear of it. A few days later the Senator came and took Jennie for a long walk. Neither she nor her mother said anything to Gerhardt. But he was not to be put off the scent for long.

Has Jennie been out again with that man? he inquired of Mrs. Gerhardt the next evening.

He was here last night, returned the mother, evasively.

Did she tell him he shouldnt come any more?

I dont know. I dont think so.

Well, now, I will see for myself once whether this thing will be stopped or not, said the determined father. I shall talk with him. Wait till he comes again.

In accordance with this, he took occasion to come up from his factory on three different evenings, each time carefully surveying the house, in order to discover whether any visitor was being entertained. On the fourth evening Brander came, and inquiring for Jennie, who was exceedingly nervous, he took her out for a walk. She was afraid of her father, lest some unseemly things should happen, but did not know exactly what to do.

Gerhardt, who was on his way to the house at the time, observed her departure. That was enough for him. Walking deliberately in upon his wife, he said:

Where is Jennie?

She is out somewhere, said her mother.

Yes, I know where, said Gerhardt. I saw her. Now wait till she comes home. I will tell him.

He sat down calmly, reading a German paper and keeping an eye upon his wife, until, at last, the gate clicked, and the front door opened. Then he got up.

Where have you been? he exclaimed in German.

Brander, who had not suspected that any trouble of this character was pending, felt irritated and uncomfortable. Jennie was covered with confusion. Her mother was suffering an agony of torment in the kitchen.

Why, I have been out for a walk, she answered confusedly.

Didnt I tell you not to go out any more after dark? said Gerhardt, utterly ignoring Brander.

Jennie colored furiously, unable to speak a word.

What is the trouble? inquired Brander gravely. Why should you talk to her like that?

She should not go out after dark, returned the father rudely. I have told her two or three times now. I dont think you ought to come here any more, either.

And why? asked the Senator, pausing to consider and choose his words. Isnt this rather peculiar? What has your daughter done?

What has she done! exclaimed Gerhardt, his excitement growing under the strain he was enduring, and speaking almost unaccented English in consequence. She is running around the streets at night when she oughtnt to be. I dont want my daughter taken out after dark by a man of your age. What do you want with her anyway? She is only a child yet.

Want! said the Senator, straining to regain his ruffled dignity. I want to talk with her, of course. She is old enough to be interesting to me. I want to marry her if she will have me.

I want you to go out of here and stay out of here, returned the father, losing all sense of logic, and descending to the ordinary level of parental compulsion. I dont want you to come around my house any more. I have enough trouble without my daughter being taken out and given a bad name.

I tell you frankly, said the Senator, drawing himself up to his full height, that you will have to make clear your meaning. I have done nothing that I am ashamed of. Your daughter has not come to any harm through me. Now, I want to know what you mean by conducting yourself in this manner.

I mean, said Gerhardt, excitedly repeating himself, I mean, I mean that the whole neighborhood talks about how you come around here, and have buggy-rides and walks with my daughter when I am not here  thats what I mean. I mean that you are no man of honorable intentions, or you would not come taking up with a little girl who is only old enough to be your daughter. People tell me well enough what you are. Just you go and leave my daughter alone.

People! said the Senator. Well, I care nothing for your people. I love your daughter, and I am here to see her because I do love her. It is my intention to marry her, and if your neighbors have anything to say to that, let them say it. There is no reason why you should conduct yourself in this manner before you know what my intentions are.

Unnerved by this unexpected and terrible altercation, Jennie had backed away to the door leading out into the dining-room, and her mother, seeing her, came forward.

Oh, said the latter, breathing excitedly, he came home when you were away. What shall we do? They clung together, as women do, and wept silently. The dispute continued.

Marry, eh, exclaimed the father. Is that it?

Yes, said the Senator, marry, that is exactly it. Your daughter is eighteen years of age and can decide for herself. You have insulted me and outraged your daughters feelings. Now, I wish you to know that it cannot stop here. If you have any cause to say anything against me outside of mere hearsay I wish you to say it.

The Senator stood before him, a very citadel of righteousness. He was neither loud-voiced nor angry-mannered, but there was a tightness about his lips which bespoke the man of force and determination.

I dont want to talk to you any more, returned Gerhardt, who was checked but not overawed. My daughter is my daughter. I am the one who will say whether she shall go out at night, or whether she shall marry you, either. I know what you politicians are. When I first met you I thought you were a fine man, but now, since I see the way you conduct yourself with my daughter, I dont want anything more to do with you. Just you go and stay away from here. Thats all I ask of you.

I am sorry, Mrs. Gerhardt, said Brander, turning deliberately away from the angry father, to have had such an argument in your home. I had no idea that your husband was opposed to my visits. However, I will leave the matter as it stands for the present. You must not take all this as badly as it seems.

Gerhardt looked on in astonishment at his coolness.

I will go now, he said, again addressing Gerhardt, but you mustnt think that I am leaving this matter for good. You have made a serious mistake this evening. I hope you will realize that. I bid you goodnight. He bowed slightly and went out.

Gerhardt closed the door firmly. Now, he said, turning to his daughter and wife, we will see whether we are rid of him or not. I will show you how to go after night upon the streets when everybody is talking already.

In so far as words were concerned, the argument ceased, but looks and feeling ran strong and deep, and for days thereafter scarcely a word was spoken in the little cottage. Gerhardt began to brood over the fact that he had accepted his place from the Senator and decided to give it up. He made it known that no more of the Senators washing was to be done in their house, and if he had not been sure that Mrs. Gerhardts hotel work was due to her own efforts in finding it he would have stopped that. No good would come out of it, anyway. If she had never gone to the hotel all this talk would never have come upon them.

As for the Senator, he went away decidedly ruffled by this crude occurrence. Neighborhood slanders are bad enough on their own plane, but for a man of his standing to descend and become involved in one struck him now as being a little bit unworthy. He did not know what to do about the situation, and while he was trying to come to some decision several days went by. Then he was called to Washington, and he went away without having seen Jennie again.

In the mean time the Gerhardt family struggled along as before. They were poor, indeed, but Gerhardt was willing to face poverty if only it could be endured with honor. The grocery bills were of the same size, however. The childrens clothing was steadily wearing out. Economy had to be practised, and payments stopped on old bills that Gerhardt was trying to adjust.

Then came a day when the annual interest on the mortgage was due, and yet another when two different grocery-men met Gerhardt on the street and asked about their little bills. He did not hesitate to explain just what the situation was, and to tell them with convincing honesty that he would try hard and do the best he could. But his spirit was unstrung by his misfortunes. He prayed for the favor of Heaven while at his labor, and did not hesitate to use the daylight hours that he should have had for sleeping to go about  either looking for a more remunerative position or to obtain such little jobs as he could now and then pick up. One of them was that of cutting grass.

Mrs. Gerhardt protested that he was killing himself, but he explained his procedure by pointing to their necessity.

When people stop me on the street and ask me for money I have no time to sleep.

It was a distressing situation for all of them.

To cap it all, Sebastian got in jail. It was that old coal-stealing ruse of his practised once too often. He got up on a car one evening while Jennie and the children waited for him, and a railroad detective arrested him. There had been a good deal of coal stealing during the past two years, but so long as it was confined to moderate quantities the railroad took no notice. When, however, customers of shippers complained that cars from the Pennsylvania fields lost thousands of pounds in transit to Cleveland, Cincinnati, Chicago, and other points, detectives were set to work. Gerhardts children were not the only ones who preyed upon the railroad in this way. Other families in Columbus  many of them  were constantly doing the same thing, but Sebastian happened to be seized upon as the Columbus example.

You come off that car now, said the detective, suddenly appearing out of the shadow. Jennie and the other children dropped their baskets and buckets and fled for their lives. Sebastians first impulse was to jump and run, but when he tried it the detective grabbed him by the coat.

Hold on here, he exclaimed. I want you.

Aw, let go, said Sebastian savagely, for he was no weakling. There was nerve and determination in him, as well as a keen sense of his awkward predicament.

Let go, I tell you, he reiterated, and giving a jerk, he almost upset his captor.

Come here now, said the detective, pulling him viciously in an effort to establish his authority.

Sebastian came, but it was with a blow which staggered his adversary.

There was more struggling, and then a passing railroad hand came to the detectives assistance. Together they hurried him toward the depot, and there discovering the local officer, turned him over. It was with a torn coat, scarred hands and face, and a black eye that Sebastian was locked up for the night.

When the children came home they could not say what had happened to their brother, but as nine oclock struck, and then ten and eleven, and Sebastian did not return, Mrs. Gerhardt was beside herself. He had stayed out many a night as late as twelve and one, but his mother had a foreboding of something terrible tonight. When half-past one arrived, and no Sebastian, she began to cry.

Some one ought to go up and tell your father, she said. He may be in jail.

Jennie volunteered, but George, who was soundly sleeping, was awakened to go along with her.

What! said Gerhardt, astonished to see his two children.

Bass hasnt come yet, said Jennie, and then told the story of the evenings adventure in explanation.

Gerhardt left his work at once, walking back with his two children to a point where he could turn off to go to the jail. He guessed what had happened, and his heart was troubled.

Is that so, now! he repeated nervously, rubbing his clumsy hands across his wet forehead.

Arrived at the station-house, the sergeant in charge told him curtly that Bass was under arrest.

Sebastian Gerhardt? he said, looking over his blotter; yes, here he is. Stealing coal and resisting an officer. Is he your boy?

Oh, my! said Gerhardt, Ach Gott! He actually wrung his hands in distress.

Want to see him? asked the Sergeant.

Yes, yes, said the father.

Take him back, Fred, said the other to the old watchman in charge, and let him see the boy.

When Gerhardt stood in the back room, and Sebastian was brought out all marked and tousled, he broke down and began to cry. No word could cross his lips because of his emotion.

Dont cry, pop, said Sebastian bravely. I couldnt help it. Its all right. Ill be out in the morning.

Gerhardt only shook with his grief.

Dont cry, continued Sebastian, doing his very best to restrain his own tears. Ill be all right. Whats the use of crying?

I know, I know, said the gray-headed parent brokenly, but I cant help it. It is my fault that I should let you do that.

No, no, it isnt, said Sebastian. You couldnt help it. Does mother know anything about it?

Yes, she knows, he returned. Jennie and George just came up where I was and told me. I didnt know anything about it until just now, and he began to cry again.

Well, dont you feel badly, went on Bass, the finest part of his nature coming to the surface. Ill be all right. Just you go back to work now, and dont worry. Ill be all right.

How did you hurt your eye? asked the father, looking at him with red eyes.

Oh, I had a little wrestling match with the man who nabbed me, said the boy, smiling bravely. I thought I could get away.

You shouldnt do that, Sebastian, said the father. It may go harder with you on that account. When does your case come up?

In the morning, they told me, said Bass. Nine oclock.

Gerhardt stayed with his son for some time, and discussed the question of bail, fine, and the dire possibility of a jail sentence without arriving at any definite conclusion. Finally he was persuaded by Bass to go away, but the departure was the occasion for another outburst of feeling; he was led away shaking and broken with emotion.

Its pretty tough, said Bass to himself as he was led back to his cell. He was thinking solely of his father. I wonder what ma will think.

The thought of this touched him tenderly. I wish Id knocked the dub over the first crack, he said. What a fool I was not to get away.


CHAPTER VII

Gerhardt was in despair; he did not know any one to whom he could appeal between the hours of two and nine oclock in the morning. He went back to talk with his wife, and then to his post of duty. What was to be done? He could think of only one friend who was able, or possibly willing to do anything. This was the glass manufacturer, Hammond; but he was not in the city. Gerhardt did not know this, however.

When nine oclock came, he went alone to the court, for it was thought advisable that the others should stay away. Mrs. Gerhardt was to hear immediately what happened. He would come right back.

When Sebastian was lined up inside the dock he had to wait a long time, for there were several prisoners ahead of him. Finally his name was called, and the boy was pushed forward to the bar. Stealing coal, Your Honor, and resisting arrest, explained the officer who had arrested him.

The magistrate looked at Sebastian closely; he was unfavorably impressed by the lads scratched and wounded face.

Well, young man, he said, what have you to say for yourself? How did you get your black eye?

Sebastian looked at the judge, but did not answer.

I arrested him, said the detective. He was on one of the companys cars. He tried to break away from me, and when I held him he assaulted me. This man here was a witness, he added, turning to the railroad hand who had helped him.

Is that where he struck you? asked the Court, observing the detectives swollen jaw.

Yes, sir, he returned, glad of an opportunity to be further revenged.

If you please, put in Gerhardt, leaning forward, he is my boy. He was sent to get the coal. He

We dont mind what they pick up around the yard, interrupted the detective, but he was throwing it off the cars to half a dozen others.

Cant you earn enough to keep from taking coal off the coal cars? asked the Court; but before either father or son had time to answer he added, What is your business?

Car builder, said Sebastian.

And what do you do? he questioned, addressing Gerhardt.

I am watchman at Millers furniture factory.

Um, said the court, feeling that Sebastians attitude remained sullen and contentious. Well, this young man might be let off on the coal-stealing charge, but he seems to be somewhat too free with his fists. Columbus is altogether too rich in that sort of thing. Ten dollars.

If you please, began Gerhardt, but the court officer was already pushing him away.

I dont want to hear any more about it, said the judge. Hes stubborn, anyhow. Whats the next case?

Gerhardt made his way over to his boy, abashed and yet very glad it was no worse. Somehow, he thought, he could raise the money. Sebastian looked at him solicitously as he came forward.

Its all right, said Bass soothingly. He didnt give me half a chance to say anything.

Im only glad it wasnt more, said Gerhardt nervously. We will try and get the money.

Going home to his wife, Gerhardt informed the troubled household of the result. Mrs. Gerhardt stood white and yet relieved, for ten dollars seemed something that might be had. Jennie heard the whole story with open mouth and wide eyes. It was a terrible blow to her. Poor Bass! He was always so lively and good-natured. It seemed awful that he should be in jail.

Gerhardt went hurriedly to Hammonds fine residence, but he was not in the city. He thought then of a lawyer by the name of Jenkins, whom he knew in a casual way, but Jenkins was not at his office. There were several grocers and coal merchants whom he knew well enough, but he owed them money. Pastor Wundt might let him have it, but the agony such a disclosure to that worthy would entail held him back. He did call on one or two acquaintances, but these, surprised at the unusual and peculiar request, excused themselves. At four oclock he returned home, weary and exhausted.

I dont know what to do, he said despairingly. If I could only think.

Jennie thought of Brander, but the situation had not accentuated her desperation to the point where she could brave her fathers opposition and his terrible insult to the Senator, so keenly remembered, to go and ask. Her watch had been pawned a second time, and she had no other means of obtaining money.

The family council lasted until half-past ten, but still there was nothing decided. Mrs. Gerhardt persistently and monotonously turned one hand over in the other and stared at the floor. Gerhardt ran his hand through his reddish brown hair distractedly. Its no use, he said at last. I cant think of anything.

Go to bed, Jennie, said her mother solicitously; get the others to go. Theres no use their sitting up I may think of something. You go to bed.

Jennie went to her room, but the very thought of repose was insupportable. She had read in the paper, shortly after her fathers quarrel with the Senator, that the latter had departed for Washington. There had been no notice of his return. Still he might be in the city. She stood before a short, narrow mirror that surmounted a shabby bureau, thinking. Her sister Veronica, with whom she slept, was already composing herself to dreams. Finally a grim resolution fixed itself in her consciousness. She would go and see Senator Brander. If he were in town he would help Bass. Why shouldnt she  he loved her. He had asked over and over to marry her. Why should she not go and ask him for help?

She hesitated a little while, then hearing Veronica breathing regularly, she put on her hat and jacket, and noiselessly opened the door into the sitting-room to see if any one were stirring.

There was no sound save that of Gerhardt rocking nervously to and fro in the kitchen. There was no light save that of her own small room-lamp and a gleam from under the kitchen door. She turned and blew the former out  then slipped quietly to the front door, opened it and stepped out into the night.

A waning moon was shining, and a hushed sense of growing life filled the air, for it was nearing spring again. As Jennie hurried along the shadowy streets  the arc light had not yet been invented  she had a sinking sense of fear; what was this rash thing she was about to do? How would the Senator receive her? What would he think? She stood stock-still, wavering and doubtful; then the recollection of Bass in his night cell came over her again, and she hurried on.

The character of the Capitol Hotel was such that it was not difficult for a woman to find ingress through the ladies entrance to the various floors of the hotel at any hour of the night. The hotel, not unlike many others of the time, was in no sense loosely conducted, but its method of supervision in places was lax. Any person could enter, and, by applying at a rear entrance to the lobby, gain the attention of the clerk. Otherwise not much notice was taken of those who came and went.

When she came to the door it was dark save for a low light burning in the entry-way. The distance to the Senators room was only a short way along the hall of the second floor. She hurried up the steps, nervous and pale, but giving no other outward sign of the storm that was surging within her. When she came to his familiar door she paused; she feared that she might not find him in his room; she trembled again to think that he might be there. A light shone through the transom, and, summoning all her courage, she knocked. A man coughed and bestirred himself.

His surprise as he opened the door knew no bounds. Why, Jennie! he exclaimed. How delightful! I was thinking of you. Come in  come in.

He welcomed her with an eager embrace.

I was coming out to see you, believe me, I was. I was thinking all along how I could straighten this matter out. And now you come. But whats the trouble?

He held her at arms length and studied her distressed face. The fresh beauty of her seemed to him like cut lilies wet with dew.

He felt a great surge of tenderness.

I have something to ask you, she at last brought herself to say. My brother is in jail. We need ten dollars to get him out, and I didnt know where else to go.

My poor child! he said, chafing her hands. Where else should you go? Havent I told you always to come to me? Dont you know, Jennie, I would do anything in the world for you?

Yes, she gasped.

Well, then, dont worry about that any more. But wont fate ever cease striking at you, poor child? How did your brother come to get in jail?

They caught him throwing coal down from the cars, she replied.

Ah! he replied, his sympathies touched and awakened. Here was this boy arrested and fined for what fate was practically driving him to do. Here was this girl pleading with him at night, in his room, for what to her was a great necessity  ten dollars; to him, a mere nothing. I will arrange about your brother, he said quickly. Dont worry. I can get him out in half an hour. You sit here now and be comfortable until I return.

He waved her to his easy-chair beside a large lamp, and hurried out of the room.

Brander knew the sheriff who had personal supervision of the county jail. He knew the judge who had administered the fine. It was but a five minutes task to write a note to the judge asking him to revoke the fine, for the sake of the boys character, and send it by a messenger to his home. Another ten minutes task to go personally to the jail and ask his friend, the sheriff, to release the boy then and there.

Here is the money, he said. If the fine is revoked you can return it to me. Let him go now.

The sheriff was only too glad to comply. He hastened below to personally supervise the task, and Bass, a very much astonished boy, was set free. No explanations were vouchsafed him.

Thats all right now, said the turnkey. Youre at liberty. Run along home and dont let them catch you at anything like that again.

Bass went his way wondering, and the ex-Senator returned to his hotel trying to decide just how this delicate situation should be handled. Obviously Jennie had not told her father of her mission. She had come as a last resource. She was now waiting for him in his room.

There are crises in all mens lives when they waver between the strict fulfilment of justice and duty and the great possibilities for personal happiness which another line of conduct seems to assure. And the dividing line is not always marked and clear. He knew that the issue of taking her, even as his wife, was made difficult by the senseless opposition of her father. The opinion of the world brought up still another complication. Supposing he should take her openly, what would the world say? She was a significant type emotionally, that he knew. There was something there  artistically, temperamentally, which was far and beyond the keenest suspicion of the herd. He did not know himself quite what it was, but he felt a largeness of feeling not altogether squared with intellect, or perhaps better yet, experience, which was worthy of any mans desire. This remarkable girl, he thought, seeing her clearly in his minds eye.

Meditating as to what he should do, he returned to his hotel, and the room. As he entered he was struck anew with her beauty, and with the irresistible appeal of her personality. In the glow of the shaded lamp she seemed a figure of marvelous potentiality.

Well, he said, endeavoring to appear calm, I have looked after your brother. He is out.

She rose.

Oh, she exclaimed, clasping her hands and stretching her arms out toward him. There were tears of gratefulness in her eyes.

He saw them and stepped close to her. Jennie, for heavens sake dont cry, he entreated. You angel! You sister of mercy! To think you should have to add tears to your other sacrifices.

He drew her to him, and then all the caution of years deserted him. There was a sense both of need and of fulfilment in his mood. At last, in spite of other losses, fate had brought him what he most desired  love, a woman whom he could love. He took her in his arms, and kissed her again and again.

The English Jefferies has told us that it requires a hundred and fifty years to make a perfect maiden. From all enchanted things of earth and air, this preciousness has been drawn. From the south wind that breathed a century and a half over the green wheat; from the perfume of the growing grasses waving over heavy-laden clover and laughing veronica, hiding the green finches, baffling the bee; from rose-lined hedge, woodbine, and cornflower, azure blue, where yellowing wheat stalks crowd up under the shadow of green firs. All the devious brooklets sweetness where the iris stays the sunlight; all the wild woods hold of beauty; all the broad hills of thyme and freedom thrice a hundred years repeated.

A hundred years of cowslips, bluebells, violets; purple spring and golden autumn; sunshine, shower, and dewy mornings; the night immortal; all the rhythm of time unrolling. A chronicle unwritten and past all power of writing; who shall preserve a record of the petals that fell from the roses a century ago? The swallows to the house-tops three hundred  times think of that! Thence she sprang, and the world yearns toward her beauty as to flowers that are past. The loveliness of seventeen is centuries old. That is why passion is almost sad.

If you have understood and appreciated the beauty of harebells three hundred times repeated; if the quality of the roses, of the music, of the ruddy mornings and evenings of the world has ever touched your heart; if all beauty were passing, and you were given these things to hold in your arms before the world slipped away, would you give them up?


CHAPTER VIII

The significance of the material and spiritual changes which sometimes overtake us are not very clear at the time. A sense of shock, a sense of danger, and then apparently we subside to old ways, but the change has come. Never again, here or elsewhere, will we be the same. Jennie pondering after the subtle emotional turn which her evenings sympathetic expedition had taken, was lost in a vague confusion of emotions. She had no definite realization of what social and physical changes this new relationship to the Senator might entail. She was not conscious as yet of that shock which the possibility of maternity, even under the most favorable conditions, must bring to the average woman. Her present attitude was one of surprise, wonder, uncertainty; and at the same time she experienced a genuine feeling of quiet happiness. Brander was a good man; now he was closer to her than ever. He loved her. Because of this new relationship a change in her social condition was to inevitably follow. Life was to be radically different from now on  was different at this moment. Brander assured her over and over of his enduring affection.

I tell you, Jennie, he repeated, as she was leaving, I dont want you to worry. This emotion of mine got the best of me, but Ill marry you. Ive been carried off my feet, but Ill make it up to you. Go home and say nothing at all. Caution your brother, if it isnt too late. Keep your own counsel, and I will marry you and take you away. I cant do it right now. I dont want to do it here. But Im going to Washington, and Ill send for you. And here  he reached for his purse and took from it a hundred dollars, practically all he had with him, take that. Ill send you more tomorrow. Youre my girl now  remember that. You belong to me.

He embraced her tenderly.

She went out into the night, thinking. No doubt he would do as he said. She dwelt, in imagination, upon the possibilities of a new and fascinating existence. Of course he would marry her. Think of it! She would go to Washington  that far-off place. And her father and mother  they would not need to work so hard any more. And Bass, and Martha  she fairly glowed as she recounted to herself the many ways in which she could help them all.

A block away she waited for Brander, who accompanied her to her own gate, and waited while she made a cautious reconnaissance. She slipped up the steps and tried the door. It was open. She paused a moment to indicate to her lover that she was safe, and entered. All was silent within. She slipped to her own room and heard Veronica breathing. She went quietly to where Bass slept with George. He was in bed, stretched out as if asleep. When she entered he asked, Is that you, Jennie?

Yes.

Where have you been?

Listen, she whispered. Have you seen papa and mamma?

Yes.

Did they know I had gone out?

Ma did. She told me not to ask after you. Where have you been?

I went to see Senator Brander for you.

Oh, that was it. They didnt say why they let me out.

Dont tell any one, she pleaded. I dont want any one to know. You know how papa feels about him.

All right, he replied. But he was curious as to what the ex-Senator thought, what he had done, and how she had appealed to him. She explained briefly, then she heard her mother come to the door.

Jennie, she whispered.

Jennie went out.

Oh, why did you go? she asked.

I couldnt help it, ma, she replied. I thought I must do something.

Why did you stay so long?

He wanted to talk to me, she answered evasively.

Her mother looked at her nervously, wanly.

I have been so afraid, oh, so afraid. Your father went to your room, but I said you were asleep. He locked the front door, but I opened it again. When Bass came in he wanted to call you, but I persuaded him to wait until morning.

Again she looked wistfully at her daughter.

Im all right, mamma, said Jennie encouragingly. Ill tell you all about it to-morrow. Go to bed. How does he think Bass got out?

He doesnt know. He thought maybe they just let him go because he couldnt pay the fine.

Jennie laid her hand lovingly on her mothers shoulder.

Go to bed, she said.

She was already years older in thought and act. She felt as though she must help her mother now as well as herself.

The days which followed were ones of dreamy uncertainty to Jennie. She went over in her mind these dramatic events time and time and time and again. It was not such a difficult matter to tell her mother that the Senator had talked again of marriage, that he proposed to come and get her after his next trip to Washington, that he had given her a hundred dollars and intended to give her more, but of that other matter  the one all-important thing, she could not bring herself to speak. It was too sacred. The balance of the money that he had promised her arrived by messenger the following day, four hundred dollars in bills, with the admonition that she should put it in a local bank. The ex-Senator explained that he was already on his way to Washington, but that he would come back or send for her. Keep a stout heart, he wrote. There are better days in store for you.

Brander was gone, and Jennies fate was really in the balance. But her mind still retained all of the heart-innocence, and unsophistication of her youth; a certain gentle wistfulness was the only outward change in her demeanor. He would surely send for her. There was the mirage of a distant country and wondrous scenes looming up in her mind. She had a little fortune in the bank, more than she had ever dreamed of, with which to help her mother. There were natural, girlish anticipations of good still holding over, which made her less apprehensive than she could otherwise possibly have been. All nature, life, possibility was in the balance. It might turn good, or ill, but with so inexperienced a soul it would not be entirely evil until it was so.

How a mind under such uncertain circumstances could retain so comparatively placid a vein is one of those marvels which find their explanation in the inherent trustfulness of the spirit of youth. It is not often that the minds of men retain the perceptions of their younger days. The marvel is not that one should thus retain, but that any should ever lose them Go the world over, and after you have put away the wonder and tenderness of youth what is there left? The few sprigs of green that sometimes invade the barrenness of your materialism, the few glimpses of summer which flash past the eye of the wintry soul, the half hours off during the long tedium of burrowing, these reveal to the hardened earth-seeker the universe which the youthful mind has with it always. No fear and no favor; the open fields and the light upon the hills; morning, noon, night; stars, the bird-calls, the waters purl  these are the natural inheritance of the mind of the child. Men call it poetic, those who are hardened fanciful. In the days of their youth it was natural, but the receptiveness of youth has departed, and they cannot see.

How this worked out in her personal actions was to be seen only in a slightly accentuated wistfulness, a touch of which was in every task. Sometimes she would wonder that no letter came, but at the same time she would recall the fact that he had specified a few weeks, and hence the six that actually elapsed did not seem so long.

In the meanwhile the distinguished ex-Senator had gone light-heartedly to his conference with the President, he had joined in a pleasant round of social calls, and he was about to pay a short country visit to some friends in Maryland, when he was seized with a slight attack of fever, which confined him to his room for a few days. He felt a little irritated that he should be laid up just at this time, but never suspected that there was anything serious in his indisposition. Then the doctor discovered that he was suffering from a virulent form of typhoid, the ravages of which took away his senses for a time and left him very weak. He was thought to be convalescing, however, when just six weeks after he had last parted with Jennie, he was seized with a sudden attack of heart failure and never regained consciousness. Jennie remained blissfully ignorant of his illness and did not even see the heavy-typed headlines of the announcement of his death until Bass came home that evening.

Look here, Jennie, he said excitedly, Branders dead!

He held up the newspaper, on the first column of Which was printed in heavy block type:

DEATH OF EX-SENATOR BRANDER 

Sudden Passing of Ohios Distinguished Son. Succumbs to Heart Failure at the Arlington, in Washington. 

Recent attack of typhoid, from which he was thought to be recovering, proves fatal. Notable phases of a remarkable career.

Jennie looked at it in blank amazement. Dead? she exclaimed.

There it is in the paper, returned Bass, his tone being that of one who is imparting a very interesting piece of news. He died at ten oclock this morning.


CHAPTER IX

Jennie took the paper with but ill-concealed trembling and went into the adjoining room. There she stood by the front window and looked at it again, a sickening sensation of dread holding her as though in a trance.

He is dead, was all that her mind could formulate for the time, and as she stood there the voice of Bass recounting the fact to Gerhardt in the adjoining room sounded in her ears. Yes, he is dead, she heard him say; and once again she tried to get some conception of what it meant to her. But her mind seemed a blank.

A moment later Mrs. Gerhardt joined her. She had heard Basss announcement and had seen Jennie leave the room, but her trouble with Gerhardt over the Senator had caused her to be careful of any display of emotion. No conception of the real state of affairs ever having crossed her mind, she was only interested in seeing how Jennie would take this sudden annihilation of her hopes.

Isnt it too bad? she said, with real sorrow. To think that he should have to die just when he was going to do so much for you  for us all.

She paused, expecting some word of agreement, but Jennie remained unwontedly dumb.

I wouldnt feel badly, continued Mrs. Gerhardt. It cant be helped. He meant to do a good deal, but you mustnt think of that now. Its all over, and it cant be helped, you know.

She paused again, and still Jennie remained motionless and mute. Mrs. Gerhardt, seeing how useless her words were, concluded that Jennie wished to be alone, and she went away.

Still Jennie stood there, and now, as the real significance of the news began to formulate itself into consecutive thought, she began to realize the wretchedness of her position, its helplessness. She went into her bedroom and sat down upon the side of the bed, from which position she saw a very pale, distraught face staring at her from out of the small mirror. She looked at it uncertainly; could that really be her own countenance? Ill have to go away, she thought, and began, with the courage of despair, to wonder what refuge would be open to her.

In the mean time the evening meal was announced, and, to maintain appearances, she went out and joined the family; the naturalness of her part was very difficult to sustain. Gerhardt observed her subdued condition without guessing the depth of emotion which it covered. Bass was too much interested in his own affairs to pay particular attention to anybody.

During the days that followed Jennie pondered over the difficulties of her position and wondered what she should do. Money she had, it was true; but no friends, no experience, no place to go. She had always lived with her family. She began to feel unaccountable sinkings of spirit, nameless and formless fears seemed to surround and haunt her. Once when she arose in the morning she felt an uncontrollable desire to cry, and frequently thereafter this feeling would seize upon her at the most inopportune times. Mrs. Gerhardt began to note her moods, and one afternoon she resolved to question her daughter.

Now you must tell me whats the matter with you, she said quietly. Jennie, you must tell your mother everything.

Jennie, to whom confession had seemed impossible, under the sympathetic persistence of her mother broke down at last and made the fatal confession. Mrs. Gerhardt stood there, too dumb with misery to give vent to a word.

Oh! she said at last, a great wave of self-accusation sweeping over her, it is all my fault. I might have known. But well do what we can. She broke down and sobbed aloud.

After a time she went back to the washing she had to do, and stood over her tub rubbing and crying. The tears ran down her cheeks and dropped into the suds. Once in a while she stopped and tried to dry her eyes with her apron, but they soon filled again.

Now that the first shock had passed, there came the vivid consciousness of ever-present danger. What would Gerhardt do if he learned the truth? He had often said that if ever one of his daughters should act like some of those he knew he would turn her out of doors. She should not stay under my roof! he had exclaimed.

Im so afraid of your father, Mrs. Gerhardt often said to Jennie in this intermediate period. I dont know what hell say.

Perhaps Id better go away, suggested her daughter.

No, she said; he neednt know just yet. Wait awhile. But in her heart of hearts she knew that the evil day could not be long postponed.

One day, when her own suspense had reached such a pitch that it could no longer be endured, Mrs. Gerhardt sent Jennie away with the children, hoping to be able to tell her husband before they returned. All the morning she fidgeted about, dreading the opportune moment and letting him retire to his slumber without speaking. When afternoon came she did not go out to work, because she could not leave with her painful duty unfulfilled. Gerhardt arose at four, and still she hesitated, knowing full well that Jennie would soon return and that the specially prepared occasion would then be lost. It is almost certain that she would not have had the courage to say anything if he himself had not brought up the subject of Jennies appearance.

She doesnt look well, he said. There seems to be something the matter with her.

Oh, began Mrs. Gerhardt, visibly struggling with her fears, and moved to make an end of it at any cost, Jennie is in trouble. I dont know what to do. She

Gerhardt, who had unscrewed a door-lock and was trying to mend it, looked up sharply from his work.

What do you mean? he asked.

Mrs. Gerhardt had her apron in her hands at the time, her nervous tendency to roll it coming upon her. She tried to summon sufficient courage to explain, but fear mastered her completely; she lifted the apron to her eyes and began to cry.

Gerhardt looked at her and rose. He was a man with the Calvin type of face, rather spare, with skin sallow and discolored as the result of age and work in the wind and rain. When he was surprised or angry sparks of light glittered in his eyes. He frequently pushed his hair back when he was troubled, and almost invariably walked the floor; just now he looked alert and dangerous.

What is that you say? he inquired in German, his voice straining to a hard note. In trouble  has some one He paused and flung his hand upward. Why dont you speak? he demanded.

I never thought, went on Mrs. Gerhardt, frightened, and yet following her own train of thought, that anything like that would happen to her. She was such a good girl. Oh! she concluded, to think he should ruin Jennie.

By thunder! shouted Gerhardt, giving way to a fury of feeling, I thought so! Brander! Ha! Your fine man! That comes of letting her go running around at nights, buggy-riding, walking the streets. I thought so. God in heaven!

He broke from his dramatic attitude and struck out in a fierce stride across the narrow chamber, turning like a caged animal.

Ruined! he exclaimed. Ruined! Ha! So he has ruined her, has he?

Suddenly he stopped like an image jerked by a string. He was directly in front of Mrs. Gerhardt, who had retired to the table at the side of the wall, and was standing there pale with fear.

He is dead now! he shouted, as if this fact had now first occurred to him. He is dead!

He put both hands to his temples, as if he feared his brain would give way, and stood looking at her, the mocking irony of the situation seeming to burn in his brain like fire.

Dead! he repeated, and Mrs. Gerhardt, fearing for the reason of the man, shrank still farther away, her wits taken up rather with the tragedy of the figure he presented than with the actual substance of his woe.

He intended to marry her, she pleaded nervously. He would have married her if he had not died.

Would have! shouted Gerhardt, coming out of his trance at the sound of her voice. Would have! Thats a fine thing to talk about now. Would have! The hound! May his soul burn in hell  the dog! Ah, God, I hope  I hope  If I were not a Christian He clenched his hands, the awfulness of his passion shaking him like a leaf.

Mrs. Gerhardt burst into tears, and her husband turned away, his own feelings far too intense for him to have any sympathy with her. He walked to and fro, his heavy step shaking the kitchen floor. After a time he came back, a new phase of the dread calamity having offered itself to his mind.

When did this happen? he demanded

I dont know, returned Mrs. Gerhardt, too terror-stricken to tell the truth. I only found it out the other day.

You lie! he exclaimed in his excitement. You were always shielding her. It is your fault that she is where she is. If you had let me have my way there would have been no cause for our trouble to-night.

A fine ending, he went on to himself. A fine ending. My boy gets into jail; my daughter walks the streets and gets herself talked about; the neighbors come to me with open remarks about my children; and now this scoundrel ruins her. By the God in heaven, I dont know what has got into my children!

I dont know how it is, he went on, unconsciously commiserating himself. I try, I try! Every night I pray that the Lord will let me do right, but it is no use. I might work and work. My hands  look at them  are rough with work. All my life I have tried to be an honest man. Now  now His voice broke, and it seemed for a moment as if he would give way to tears. Suddenly he turned on his wife, the major passion of anger possessing him.

You are the cause of this, he exclaimed. You are the sole cause. If you had done as I told you to do this would not have happened. No, you wouldnt do that. She must go out! out!! out!!! She has become a street-walker, thats what she has become. She has set herself right to go to hell. Let her go. I wash my hands of the whole thing. This is enough for me.

He made as if to go off to his little bedroom, but he had no sooner reached the door than he came back.

She shall get out! he said electrically. She shall not stay under my roof! To-night! At once! I will not let her enter my door again. I will show her whether she will disgrace me or not!

You mustnt turn her out on the streets to-night, pleaded Mrs. Gerhardt. She has no place to go.

To-night! he repeated. This very minute! Let her find a home. She did not want this one. Let her get out now. We will see how the world treats her. He walked out of the room, inflexible resolution fixed upon his rugged features.

At half-past five, when Mrs. Gerhardt was tearfully going about the duty of getting supper, Jennie returned. Her mother started when she heard the door open, for now she knew the storm would burst afresh. Her father met her on the threshold.

Get out of my sight! he said savagely. You shall not stay another hour in my house. I dont want to see you any more. Get out!

Jennie stood before him, pale, trembling a little, and silent. The children she had brought home with her crowded about in frightened amazement. Veronica and Martha, who loved her dearly, began to cry.

Whats the matter? George asked, his mouth open in wonder.

She shall get out, reiterated Gerhardt. I dont want her under my roof. If she wants to be a street-walker, let her be one, but she shall not stay here. Pack your things, he added, staring at her.

Jennie had no word to say, but the children cried loudly.

Be still, said Gerhardt. Go into the kitchen.

He drove them all out and followed stubbornly himself.

Jennie went quietly to her room. She gathered up her few little belongings and began, with tears, to put them into a valise her mother brought her. The little girlish trinkets that she had accumulated from time to time she did not take. She saw them, but thought of her younger sisters, and let them stay. Martha and Veronica would have assisted her, but their father forbade them to go.

At six oclock Bass came in, and seeing the nervous assembly in the kitchen, inquired what the trouble was.

Gerhardt looked at him grimly, but did not answer.

Whats the trouble? insisted Bass. What are you all sitting around for?

He is driving Jennie away, whispered Mrs. Gerhardt tearfully.

What for? asked Bass, opening his eyes in astonishment.

I shall tell you what for, broke in Gerhardt, still speaking in German. Because shes a street-walker, thats what for. She goes and gets herself ruined by a man thirty years older than she is, a man old enough to be her father. Let her get out of this. She shall not stay here another minute.

Bass looked about him, and the children opened their eyes. All felt clearly that something terrible had happened, even the little ones. None but Bass understood.

What do you want to send her out to-night for? he inquired. This is no time to send a girl out on the streets. Cant she stay here until morning?

No, said Gerhardt.

He oughtnt to do that, put in the mother.

She goes now, said Gerhardt. Let that be an end of it.

Where is she going to go? insisted Bass.

I dont know, Mrs. Gerhardt interpolated weakly.

Bass looked around, but did nothing until Mrs. Gerhardt motioned him toward the front door when her husband was not looking.

Go in! Go in! was the import of her gesture.

Bass went in, and then Mrs. Gerhardt dared to leave her work and follow. The children stayed awhile, but, one by one, even they slipped away, leaving Gerhardt alone. When he thought that time enough had elapsed he arose.

In the interval Jennie had been hastily coached by her mother.

Jennie should go to a private boarding-house somewhere, and send back her address. Bass should not accompany her, but she should wait a little way up the street, and he would follow. When her father was away the mother might get to see her, or Jennie could come home. All else must be postponed until they could meet again.

While the discussion was still going on, Gerhardt came in.

Is she going? he asked harshly.

Yes, answered Mrs. Gerhardt, with her first and only note of defiance.

Bass said, Whats the hurry? But Gerhardt frowned too mightily for him to venture on any further remonstrance.

Jennie entered, wearing her one good dress and carrying her valise. There was fear in her eyes, for she was passing through a fiery ordeal, but she had become a woman. The strength of love was with her, the support of patience and the ruling sweetness of sacrifice. Silently she kissed her mother, while tears fell fast. Then she turned, and the door closed upon her as she went forth to a new life.


CHAPTER X

The world into which Jennie was thus unduly thrust forth was that in which virtue has always vainly struggled since time immemorial; for virtue is the wishing well and the doing well unto others. Virtue is that quality of generosity which offers itself willingly for anothers service, and, being this, it is held by society to be nearly worthless. Sell yourself cheaply and you shall be used lightly and trampled under foot. Hold yourself dearly, however unworthily, and you will be respected. Society, in the mass, lacks woefully in the matter of discrimination. Its one criterion is the opinion of others. Its one test that of self-preservation. Has he preserved his fortune? Has she preserved her purity? Only in rare instances and with rare individuals does there seem to be any guiding light from within.

Jennie had not sought to hold herself dear. Innate feeling in her made for self-sacrifice. She could not be readily corrupted by the worlds selfish lessons on how to preserve oneself from the evil to come.

It is in such supreme moments that growth is greatest. It comes as with a vast surge, this feeling of strength and sufficiency. We may still tremble, the fear of doing wretchedly may linger, but we grow. Flashes of inspiration come to guide the soul. In nature there is no outside. When we are cast from a group or a condition we have still the companionship of all that is. Nature is not ungenerous. Its winds and stars are fellows with you. Let the soul be but gentle and receptive, and this vast truth will come home  not in set phrases, perhaps, but as a feeling, a comfort, which, after all, is the last essence of knowledge. In the universe peace is wisdom.

Jennie had hardly turned from the door when she was overtaken by Bass. Give me your grip, he said; and then seeing that she was dumb with unutterable feeling, he added, I think I know where I can get you a room.

He led the way to the southern part of the city, where they were not known, and up to the door of an old lady whose parlor clock had been recently purchased from the instalment firm by whom he was now employed. She was not well off, he knew, and had a room to rent.

Is that room of yours still vacant? he asked.

Yes, she said, looking at Jennie.

I wish youd let my sister have it. Were moving away, and she cant go yet.

The old lady expressed her willingness, and Jennie was soon temporarily installed.

Dont worry now, said Bass, who felt rather sorry for her. Thisll blow over. Ma said I should tell you not to worry. Come up to-morrow when hes gone.

Jennie said she would, and, after giving her further oral encouragement, he arranged with the old lady about board, and took his leave.

Its all right now, he said encouragingly as he went out. Youll come out all right. Dont worry. Ive got to go back, but Ill come around in the morning.

He went away, and the bitter stress of it blew lightly over his head, for he was thinking that Jennie had made a mistake. This was shown by the manner in which he had asked her questions as they had walked together, and that in the face of her sad and doubtful mood.

Whatd you want to do that for? and Didnt you ever think what you were doing? he persisted.

Please dont ask me to-night, Jennie had said, which put an end to the sharpest form of his queries. She had no excuse to offer and no complaint to make. If any blame attached, very likely it was hers. His own misfortune and the familys and her sacrifice were alike forgotten.

Left alone in her strange abode, Jennie gave way to her saddened feelings. The shock and shame of being banished from her home overcame her, and she wept. Although of a naturally long-suffering and uncomplaining disposition, the catastrophic wind-up of all her hopes was too much for her. What was this element in life that could seize and overwhelm one as does a great wind? Why this sudden intrusion of death to shatter all that had seemed most promising in life?

As she thought over the past, a very clear recollection of the details of her long relationship with Brander came back to her, and for all her suffering she could only feel a loving affection for him. After all, he had not deliberately willed her any harm. His kindness, his generosity  these things had been real. He had been essentially a good man, and she was sorry  more for his sake than for her own that his end had been so untimely.

These cogitations, while not at all reassuring, at least served to pass the night away, and the next morning Bass stopped on his way to work to say that Mrs. Gerhardt wished her to come home that same evening. Gerhardt would not be present, and they could talk it over. She spent the day lonesomely enough, but when night fell her spirits brightened, and at a quarter of eight she set out.

There was not much of comforting news to tell her. Gerhardt was still in a direfully angry and outraged mood. He had already decided to throw up his place on the following Saturday and go to Youngstown. Any place was better than Columbus after this; he could never expect to hold up his head here again. Its memories were odious. He would go away now, and if he succeeded in finding work the family should follow, a decision which meant the abandoning of the little home. He was not going to try to meet the mortgage on the house  he could not hope to.

At the end of the week Gerhardt took his leave, Jennie returned home, and for a time at least there was a restoration of the old order, a condition which, of course, could not endure.

Bass saw it. Jennies trouble and its possible consequences weighed upon him disagreeably. Columbus was no place to stay. Youngstown was no place to go. If they should all move away to some larger city it would be much better.

He pondered over the situation, and hearing that a manufacturing boom was on in Cleveland, he thought it might be wise to try his luck there. If he succeeded, the others might follow. If Gerhardt still worked on in Youngstown, as he was now doing, and the family came to Cleveland, it would save Jennie from being turned out in the streets.

Bass waited a little while before making up his mind, but finally announced his purpose.

I believe Ill go up to Cleveland, he said to his mother one evening as she was getting supper.

Why? she asked, looking up uncertainly. She was rather afraid that Bass would desert her.

I think I can get work there, he returned. We oughtnt to stay in this darned old town.

Dont swear, she returned reprovingly.

Oh, I know, he said, but its enough to make any one swear. Weve never had anything but rotten luck here. Im going to go, and maybe if I get anything we can all move. Wed be better off if wed get some place where people dont know us. We cant be anything here.

Mrs. Gerhardt listened with a strong hope for a betterment of their miserable life creeping into her heart. If Bass would only do this. If he would go and get work, and come to her rescue, as a strong bright young son might, what a thing it would be! They were in the rapids of a life which was moving toward a dreadful calamity. If only something would happen.

Do you think you could get something to do? she asked interestedly.

I ought to, he said. Ive never looked for a place yet that I didnt get it. Other fellows have gone up there and done all right. Look at the Millers.

He shoved his hands into his pockets and looked out the window.

Do you think you could get along until I try my hand up there? he asked.

I guess we could, she replied. Papas at work now and we have some money that, that she hesitated, to name the source, so ashamed was she of their predicament.

Yes, I know, said Bass, grimly.

We wont have to pay any rent here before fall and then well have to give it up anyhow, she added.

She was referring to the mortgage on the house, which fell due the next September and which unquestionably could not be met. If we could move away from here before then, I guess we could get along.

Ill do it, said Bass determinedly. Ill go.

Accordingly, he threw up his place at the end of the month, and the day after he left for Cleveland.


CHAPTER XI

The incidents of the days that followed, relating as they did peculiarly to Jennie, were of an order which the morality of our day has agreed to taboo.

Certain processes of the all-mother, the great artificing wisdom of the power that works and weaves in silence and in darkness, when viewed in the light of the established opinion of some of the little individuals created by it, are considered very vile. We turn our faces away from the creation of life as if that were the last thing that man should dare to interest himself in, openly.

It is curious that a feeling of this sort should spring up in a world whose very essence is generative, the vast process dual, and where wind, water, soil, and light alike minister to the fruition of that which is all that we are. Although the whole earth, not we alone, is moved by passions hymeneal, and everything terrestrial has come into being by the one common road, yet there is that ridiculous tendency to close the eyes and turn away the head as if there were something unclean in nature itself. Conceived in iniquity and born in sin, is the unnatural interpretation put upon the process by the extreme religionist, and the world, by its silence, gives assent to a judgment so marvelously warped.

Surely there is something radically wrong in this attitude. The teachings of philosophy and the deductions of biology should find more practical application in the daily reasoning of man. No process is vile, no condition is unnatural. The accidental variation from a given social practice does not necessarily entail sin. No poor little earthling, caught in the enormous grip of chance, and so swerved from the established customs of men, could possibly be guilty of that depth of vileness which the attitude of the world would seem to predicate so inevitably.

Jennie was now to witness the unjust interpretation of that wonder of nature, which, but for Branders death, might have been consecrated and hallowed as one of the ideal functions of life. Although herself unable to distinguish the separateness of this from every other normal process of life, yet was she made to feel, by the actions of all about her, that degradation was her portion and sin the foundation as well as the condition of her state. Almost, not quite, it was sought to extinguish the affection, the consideration, the care which, afterward, the world would demand of her, for her child. Almost, not quite, was the budding and essential love looked upon as evil. Although her punishment was neither the gibbet nor the jail of a few hundred years before, yet the ignorance and immobility of the human beings about her made it impossible for them to see anything in her present condition but a vile and premeditated infraction of the social code, the punishment of which was ostracism. All she could do now was to shun the scornful gaze of men, and to bear in silence the great change that was coming upon her. Strangely enough, she felt no useless remorse, no vain regrets. Her heart was pure, and she was conscious that it was filled with peace. Sorrow there was, it is true, but only a mellow phase of it, a vague uncertainty and wonder, which would sometimes cause her eyes to fill with tears.

You have heard the wood-dove calling in the lone stillness of the summertime; you have found the unheeded brooklet singing and babbling where no ear comes to hear. Under dead leaves and snow-banks the delicate arbutus unfolds its simple blossom, answering some heavenly call for color. So, too, this other flower of womanhood.

Jennie was left alone, but, like the wood-dove, she was a voice of sweetness in the summer-time. Going about her household duties, she was content to wait, without a murmur, the fulfilment of that process for which, after all, she was but the sacrificial implement. When her duties were lightest she was content to sit in quiet meditation, the marvel of life holding her as in a trance. When she was hardest pressed to aid her mother, she would sometimes find herself quietly singing, the pleasure of work lifting her out of herself. Always she was content to face the future with a serene and unfaltering courage. It is not so with all women. Nature is unkind in permitting the minor type to bear a child at all. The larger natures in their maturity welcome motherhood, see in it the immense possibilities of racial fulfilment, and find joy and satisfaction in being the hand-maiden of so immense a purpose.

Jennie, a child in years, was potentially a woman physically and mentally, but not yet come into rounded conclusions as to life and her place in it. The great situation which had forced her into this anomalous position was from one point of view a tribute to her individual capacity. It proved her courage, the largeness of her sympathy, her willingness to sacrifice for what she considered a worthy cause. That it resulted in an unexpected consequence, which placed upon her a larger and more complicated burden, was due to the fact that her sense of self-protection had not been commensurate with her emotions. There were times when the prospective coming of the child gave her a sense of fear and confusion, because she did not know but that the child might eventually reproach her; but there was always that saving sense of eternal justice in life which would not permit her to be utterly crushed. To her way of thinking, people were not intentionally cruel. Vague thoughts of sympathy and divine goodness permeated her soul. Life at worst or best was beautiful  had always been so.

These thoughts did not come to her all at once, but through the months during which she watched and waited. It was a wonderful thing to be a mother, even under these untoward conditions. She felt that she would love this child, would be a good mother to it if life permitted. That was the problem  what would life permit?

There were many things to be done  clothes to be made; certain provisions of hygiene and diet to be observed. One of her fears was that Gerhardt might unexpectedly return, but he did not. The old family doctor who had nursed the various members of the Gerhardt family through their multitudinous ailments  Doctor Ellwanger  was taken into consultation, and he gave sound and practical advice. Despite his Lutheran upbringing, the practice of medicine in a large and kindly way had led him to the conclusion that there are more things in heaven and earth than are dreamed of in our philosophies and in our small neighborhood relationships. So it is, he observed to Mrs. Gerhardt when she confided to him nervously what the trouble was. Well, you mustnt worry. These things happen in more places than you think. If you knew as much about life as I do, and about your neighbors, you would not cry. Your girl will be all right. She is very healthy. She can go away somewhere afterward, and people will never know. Why should you worry about what your neighbors think. It is not so uncommon as you imagine.

Mrs. Gerhardt marveled. He was such a wise man. It gave her a little courage. As for Jennie, she listened to his advice with interest and without fear. She wanted things not so much for herself as for her child, and she was anxious to do whatever she was told. The doctor was curious to know who the father was; when informed he lifted his eyes. Indeed, he commented. That ought to be a bright baby.

There came the final hour when the child was ushered into the world. It was Doctor Ellwanger who presided, assisted by the mother, who, having brought forth six herself, knew exactly what to do. There was no difficulty, and at the first cry of the new-born infant there awakened in Jennie a tremendous yearning toward it. This was her child! It was weak and feeble  a little girl, and it needed her care. She took it to her breast, when it had been bathed and swaddled, with a tremendous sense of satisfaction and joy. This was her child, her little girl. She wanted to live to be able to work for it, and rejoiced, even in her weakness, that she was so strong. Doctor Ellwanger predicted a quick recovery. He thought two weeks would be the outside limit of her need to stay in bed. As a matter of fact, in ten days she was up and about, as vigorous and healthy as ever. She had been born with strength and with that nurturing quality which makes the ideal mother.

The great crisis had passed, and now life went on much as before. The children, outside of Bass, were too young to understand fully, and had been deceived by the story that Jennie was married to Senator Brander, who had died. They did not know that a child was coming until it was there. The neighbors were feared by Mrs. Gerhardt, for they were ever watchful and really knew all. Jennie would never have braved this local atmosphere except for the advice of Bass, who, having secured a place in Cleveland some time before, had written that he thought when she was well enough it would be advisable for the whole family to seek a new start in Cleveland. Things were flourishing there. Once away they would never hear of their present neighbors and Jennie could find something to do. So she stayed at home.


CHAPTER XII

Bass was no sooner in Cleveland than the marvel of that growing city was sufficient to completely restore his equanimity of soul and to stir up new illusions as to the possibility of rehabilitation for himself and his family. If only they could come here, he thought. If only they could all get work and do right. Here was no evidence of any of their recent troubles, no acquaintances who could suggest by their mere presence the troubles of the past. All was business, all activity. The very turning of the corner seemed to rid one of old times and crimes. It was as if a new world existed in every block.

He soon found a place in a cigar store, and, after working a few weeks, he began to write home the cheering ideas he had in mind. Jennie ought to come as soon as she was able, and then, if she found something to do, the others might follow. There was plenty of work for girls of her age. She could live in the same house with him temporarily; or maybe they could take one of the fifteen-dollar-a-month cottages that were for rent. There were big general furnishing houses, where one could buy everything needful for a small house on very easy monthly terms. His mother could come and keep house for them. They would be in a clean, new atmosphere, unknown and untalked about. They could start life all over again; they could be decent, honorable, prosperous.

Filled with this hope and the glamor which new scenes and new environment invariably throw over the unsophisticated mind, he wrote a final letter, in which he suggested that Jennie should come at once. This was when the baby was six months old. There were theaters here, he said, and beautiful streets. Vessels from the lakes came into the heart of the city. It was a wonderful city, and growing very fast. It was thus that the new life appealed to him.

The effect which all this had upon Mrs. Gerhardt, Jennie, and the rest of the family was phenomenal. Mrs. Gerhardt, long weighed upon by the misery which Jennies error had entailed, was for taking measures for carrying out this plan at once. So buoyant was her natural temperament that she was completely carried away by the glory of Cleveland, and already saw fulfilled therein not only her own desires for a nice home, but the prosperous advancement of her children. Of course they could get work, she said. Bass was right. She had always wanted Gerhardt to go to some large city, but he would not. Now it was necessary, and they would go and become better off than they ever had been.

And Gerhardt did take this view of the situation. In answer to his wifes letter he wrote that it was not advisable for him to leave his place, but if Bass saw a way for them, it might be a good thing to go. He was the more ready to acquiesce in the plan for the simple reason that he was half distracted with the worry of supporting the family and of paying the debts already outstanding. Every week he laid by five dollars out of his salary, which he sent in the form of a postal order to Mrs. Gerhardt. Three dollars he paid for board, and fifty cents he kept for spending money, church dues, a little tobacco and occasionally a glass of beer. Every week he put a dollar and a half in a little iron bank against a rainy day. His room was a bare corner in the topmost loft of the mill. To this he would ascend after sitting alone on the doorstep of the mill in this lonely, foresaken neighborhood, until nine oclock of an evening; and here, amid the odor of machinery wafted up from the floor below, by the light of a single tallow candle, he would conclude his solitary day, reading his German paper, folding his hands and thinking, kneeling by an open window in the shadow of the night to say his prayers, and silently stretching himself to rest. Long were the days, dreary the prospect. Still he lifted his hands in utmost faith to God, praying that his sins might be forgiven and that he might be vouchsafed a few more years of comfort and of happy family life.

So the momentous question was finally decided. There was the greatest longing and impatience among the children, and Mrs. Gerhardt shared their emotions in a suppressed way. Jennie was to go first, as Bass had suggested; later on they would all follow.

When the hour came for Jennies departure there was great excitement in the household.

How long you going to be fore you send for us? was Marthas inquiry, several times repeated.

Tell Bass to hurry up, said the eager George.

I want to go to Cleveland, I want to go to Cleveland, Veronica was caught singing to herself.

Listen to her, exclaimed George, sarcastically.

Aw, you hush up, was her displeased rejoinder.

When the final hour came, however, it required all of Jennies strength to go through with the farewells. Though everything was being done in order to bring them together again under better conditions, she could not help feeling depressed. Her little one, now six months old, was being left behind. The great world was to her one undiscovered bourne. It frightened her.

You mustnt worry, Ma, she found courage enough to say. Ill be all right. Ill write you just as soon as I get there. It wont be so very long.

But when it came to bending over her baby for the last time her courage went out like a blown lamp. Stooping over the cradle in which the little one was resting, she looked into its face with passionate, motherly yearning.

Is it going to be a good little girl? she cooed.

Then she caught it up into her arms, and hugging it closely to her neck and bosom, she buried her face against its little body. Mrs. Gerhardt saw that she was trembling.

Come now, she said, coaxingly, you mustnt carry on so. She will be all right with me. Ill take care of her. If youre going to act this way, youd better not try to go at all.

Jennie lifted her head, her blue eyes wet with tears, and handed the little one to her mother.

I cant help it, she said, half crying, half smiling.

Quickly she kissed her mother and the children; then she hurried out.

As she went down the street with George she looked back and bravely waved her hand. Mrs. Gerhardt responded, noticing how much more like a woman she looked. It had been necessary to invest some of her money in new clothes to wear on the train. She had selected a neat, ready-made suit of brown, which fitted her nicely. She wore the skirt of this with a white shirt-waist, and a sailor hat with a white veil wound around it in such fashion that it could be easily drawn over her face. As she went farther and farther away Mrs. Gerhardt followed her lovingly with her glance; and when she disappeared from view she said tenderly, through her own tears:

Im glad she looked so nice, anyhow.


CHAPTER XIII

Bass met Jennie at the depot in Cleveland and talked hopefully of the prospects. The first thing is to get work, he began, while the jingling sounds and the changing odors which the city thrust upon her were confusing and almost benumbing her senses. Get something to do. It doesnt matter what, so long as you get something. If you dont get more than three or four dollars a week, it will pay the rent. Then, with what George can earn, when he comes, and what Pop sends, we can get along all right. Itll be better than being down in that hole, he concluded.

Yes, said Jennie, vaguely, her mind so hypnotized by the new display of life about her that she could not bring it forcibly to bear upon the topic under discussion. I know what you mean. Ill get something.

She was much older now, in understanding if not in years. The ordeal through which she had so recently passed had aroused in her a clearer conception of the responsibilities of life. Her mother was always in her mind, her mother and the children. In particular Martha and Veronica must have a better opportunity to do for themselves than she had had. They should be dressed better; they ought to be kept longer in school; they must have more companionship, more opportunity to broaden their lives.

Cleveland, like every other growing city at this time, was crowded with those who were seeking employment. New enterprises were constantly springing up, but those who were seeking to fulfil the duties they provided were invariably in excess of the demand. A stranger coming to the city might walk into a small position of almost any kind on the very day he arrived; and he might as readily wander in search of employment for weeks and even months. Bass suggested the shops and department stores as a first field in which to inquire. The factories and other avenues of employment were to be her second choice.

Dont pass a place, though, he had cautioned her, if you think theres any chance of getting anything to do. Go right in.

What must I say? asked Jennie, nervously.

Tell them you want work. You dont care what you do to begin with.

In compliance with this advice, Jennie set out the very first day, and was rewarded by some very chilly experiences. Wherever she went, no one seemed to want any help. She applied at the stores, the factories, the little shops that lined the outlying thoroughfares, but was always met by a rebuff. As a last resource she turned to housework, although she had hoped to avoid that; and, studying the want columns, she selected four which seemed more promising than the others. To these she decided to apply. One had already been filled when she arrived, but the lady who came to the door was so taken by her appearance that she invited her in and questioned her as to her ability.

I wish you had come a little earlier, she said. I like you better than I do the girl I have taken. Leave me your address, anyhow.

Jennie went away, smiling at her reception. She was not quite so youthful looking as she had been before her recent trouble, but the thinner cheeks and the slightly deeper eyes added to the pensiveness and delicacy of her countenance. She was a model of neatness. Her clothes, all newly cleaned and ironed before leaving home, gave her a fresh and inviting appearance. There was growth coming to her in the matter of height, but already in appearance and intelligence she looked to be a young woman of twenty. Best of all, she was of that naturally sunny disposition, which, in spite of toil and privation, kept her always cheerful. Any one in need of a servant-girl or house companion would have been delighted to have had her.

The second place at which she applied was a large residence in Euclid Avenue; it seemed far too imposing for anything she might have to offer in the way of services, but having come so far she decided to make the attempt. The servant who met her at the door directed her to wait a few moments, and finally ushered her into the boudoir of the mistress of the house on the second floor. The latter, a Mrs. Bracebridge, a prepossessing brunette of the conventionally fashionable type, had a keen eye for feminine values and was impressed rather favorably with Jennie. She talked with her a little while, and finally decided to try her in the general capacity of maid.

I will give you four dollars a week, and you can sleep here if you wish, said Mrs. Bracebridge.

Jennie explained that she was living with her brother, and would soon have her family with her.

Oh, very well, replied her mistress. Do as you like about that. Only I expect you to be here promptly.

She wished her to remain for the day and to begin her duties at once, and Jennie agreed. Mrs. Bracebridge provided her a dainty cap and apron, and then spent some little time in instructing her in her duties. Her principal work would be to wait on her mistress, to brush her hair and to help her dress. She was also to answer the bell, wait on the table if need be, and do any other errand which her mistress might indicate. Mrs. Bracebridge seemed a little hard and formal to her prospective servant, but for all that Jennie admired the dash and go and the obvious executive capacity of her employer.

At eight oclock that evening Jennie was dismissed for the day. She wondered if she could be of any use in such a household, and marveled that she had got along as well as she had. Her mistress had set her to cleaning her jewelry and boudoir ornaments as an opening task, and though she had worked steadily and diligently, she had not finished by the time she left. She hurried away to her brothers apartment, delighted to be able to report that she had found a situation. Now her mother could come to Cleveland. Now she could have her baby with her. Now they could really begin that new life which was to be so much better and finer and sweeter than anything they had ever had before.

At Basss suggestion Jennie wrote her mother to come at once, and a week or so later a suitable house was found and rented. Mrs. Gerhardt, with the aid of the children, packed up the simple belongings of the family, including a single vanload of furniture, and at the end of a fortnight they were on their way to the new home.

Mrs. Gerhardt always had had a keen desire for a really comfortable home. Solid furniture, upholstered and trimmed, a thick, soft carpet of some warm, pleasing color, plenty of chairs, settees, pictures, a lounge, and a piano she had wanted these nice things all her life, but her circumstances had never been good enough for her hopes to be realized. Still she did not despair. Some day, maybe, before she died these things would be added to her, and she would be happy. Perhaps her chance was coming now.

Arrived at Cleveland, this feeling of optimism was encouraged by the sight of Jennies cheerful face. Bass assured her that they would get along all right. He took them out to the house, and George was shown the way to go back to the depot and have the freight looked after. Mrs. Gerhardt had still fifty dollars left out of the money which Senator Brander had sent to Jennie, and with this a way of getting a little extra furniture on the instalment plan was provided. Bass had already paid the first months rent, and Jennie had spent her evenings for the last few days in washing the windows and floors of this new house and in getting it into a state of perfect cleanliness. Now, when the first night fell, they had two new mattresses and comfortables spread upon a clean floor; a new lamp, purchased from one of the nearby stores, a single box, borrowed by Jennie from a grocery store, for cleaning purposes, upon which Mrs. Gerhardt could sit, and some sausages and bread to stay them until morning. They talked and planned for the future until nine oclock came, when all but Jennie and her mother retired. These two talked on, the burden of responsibilities resting on the daughter. Mrs. Gerhardt had come to feel in a way dependent upon her.

In the course of a week the entire cottage was in order, with a half-dozen pieces of new furniture, a new carpet, and some necessary kitchen utensils. The most disturbing thing was the need of a new cooking-stove, the cost of which added greatly to the bill. The younger children were entered at the public school, but it was decided that George must find some employment. Both Jennie and her mother felt the injustice of this keenly, but knew no way of preventing the sacrifice.

We will let him go to school next year if we can, said Jennie.

Auspiciously as the new life seemed to have begun, the closeness with which their expenses were matching their income was an ever-present menace. Bass, originally very generous in his propositions, soon announced that he felt four dollars a week for his room and board to be a sufficient contribution from himself. Jennie gave everything she earned, and protested that she did not stand in need of anything, so long as the baby was properly taken care of. George secured a place as an overgrown cash-boy, and brought in two dollars and fifty cents a week, all of which, at first, he gladly contributed. Later on he was allowed the fifty cents for himself as being meet and just. Gerhardt, from his lonely post of labor, contributed five dollars by mail, always arguing that a little money ought to be saved in order that his honest debts back in Columbus might be paid. Out of this total income of fifteen dollars a week all of these individuals had to be fed and clothed, the rent paid, coal purchased, and the regular monthly instalment of three dollars paid on the outstanding furniture bill of fifty dollars.

How it was done, those comfortable individuals, who frequently discuss the social aspects of poverty, might well trouble to inform themselves. Rent, coal, and light alone consumed the goodly sum of twenty dollars a month; food, another unfortunately necessary item, used up twenty-five more; clothes, instalments, dues, occasional items of medicine and the like, were met out of the remaining eleven dollars  how, the ardent imagination of the comfortable reader can guess. It was done, however, and for a time the hopeful members considered that they were doing fairly well.

During this period the little family presented a picture of honorable and patient toil, which was interesting to contemplate. Every day Mrs. Gerhardt, who worked like a servant and who received absolutely no compensation either in clothes, amusements, or anything else, arose in the morning while the others slept, and built the fire. Then she took up the task of getting the breakfast. Often as she moved about noiselessly in her thin, worn slippers, cushioned with pieces of newspaper to make them fit, she looked in on Jennie, Bass, and George, wrapped in their heavy slumbers, and with that divine sympathy which is born in heaven she wished that they did not need to rise so early or to work so hard. Sometimes she would pause before touching her beloved Jennie, gaze at her white face, so calm in sleep, and lament that life had not dealt more kindly with her. Then she would lay her hand gently upon her shoulder and whisper, Jennie, Jennie, until the weary sleeper would wake.

When they arose breakfast was always ready. When they returned at night supper was waiting. Each of the children received a due share of Mrs. Gerhardts attention. The little baby was closely looked after by her. She protested that she needed neither clothes nor shoes so long as one of the children would run errands for her.

Jennie, of all the children, fully understood her mother; she alone strove, with the fullness of a perfect affection, to ease her burden.

Ma, you let me do this.

Now, ma, Ill tend to that.

You go sit down, ma.

These were the every-day expressions of the enduring affection that existed between them. Always there was perfect understanding between Jennie and her mother, and as the days passed this naturally widened and deepened. Jennie could not bear to think of her as being always confined to the house. Daily she thought as she worked of that humble home where her mother was watching and waiting. How she longed to give her those comforts which she had always craved!


CHAPTER XIV

The days spent in the employ of the Bracebridge household were of a broadening character. This great house was a school to Jennie, not only in the matter of dress and manners, but as formulating a theory of existence. Mrs. Bracebridge and her husband were the last word in the matter of self-sufficiency, taste in the matter of appointments, care in the matter of dress, good form in the matter of reception, entertainment, and the various usages of social life. Now and then, apropos of nothing save her own mood, Mrs. Bracebridge would indicate her philosophy of life in an epigram.

Life is a battle, my dear. If you gain anything you will have to fight for it.

In my judgment it is silly not to take advantage of any aid which will help you to be what you want to be. (This while applying a faint suggestion of rouge.)

Most people are born silly. They are exactly what they are capable of being. I despise lack of taste; it is the worst crime.

Most of these worldly-wise counsels were not given directly to Jennie. She overheard them, but to her quiet and reflective mind they had their import. Like seeds fallen upon good ground, they took root and grew. She began to get a faint perception of hierarchies and powers. They were not for her, perhaps, but they were in the world, and if fortune were kind one might better ones state. She worked on, wondering, however, just how better fortune might come to her. Who would have her to wife knowing her history? How could she ever explain the existence of her child?

Her child, her child, the one transcendent, gripping theme of joy and fear. If she could only do something for it  sometime, somehow!

For the first winter things went smoothly enough. By the closest economy the children were clothed and kept in school, the rent paid, and the instalments met. Once it looked as though there might be some difficulty about the continuance of the home life, and that was when Gerhardt wrote that he would be home for Christmas. The mill was to close down for a short period at that time. He was naturally anxious to see what the new life of his family at Cleveland was like.

Mrs. Gerhardt would have welcomed his return with unalloyed pleasure had it not been for the fear she entertained of his creating a scene. Jennie talked it over with her mother, and Mrs. Gerhardt in turn spoke of it to Bass, whose advice was to brave it out.

Dont worry, he said; he wont do anything about it. Ill talk to him if he says anything.

The scene did occur, but it was not so unpleasant as Mrs. Gerhardt had feared. Gerhardt came home during the afternoon, while Bass, Jennie, and George were at work. Two of the younger children went to the train to meet him. When he entered Mrs. Gerhardt greeted him affectionately, but she trembled for the discovery which was sure to come. Her suspense was not for long. Gerhardt opened the front bedroom door only a few minutes after he arrived. On the white counterpane of the bed was a pretty child, sleeping. He could not but know on the instant whose it was, but he pretended ignorance.

Whose child is that? he questioned.

Its Jennies, said Mrs. Gerhardt, weakly.

When did that come here?

Not so very long ago, answered the mother, nervously.

I guess she is here, too, he declared, contemptuously, refusing to pronounce her name, a fact which he had already anticipated.

Shes working in a family, returned his wife in a pleading tone. Shes doing so well now. She had no place to go. Let her alone.

Gerhardt had received a light since he had been away. Certain inexplicable thoughts and feelings had come to him in his religious meditations. In his prayers he had admitted to the All-seeing that he might have done differently by his daughter. Yet he could not make up his mind how to treat her for the future. She had committed a great sin; it was impossible to get away from that.

When Jennie came home that night a meeting was unavoidable. Gerhardt saw her coming, and pretended to be deeply engaged in a newspaper. Mrs. Gerhardt, who had begged him not to ignore Jennie entirely, trembled for fear he would say or do something which would hurt her feelings.

She is coming now, she said, crossing to the door of the front room, where he was sitting; but Gerhardt refused to look up. Speak to her, anyhow, was her last appeal before the door opened; but he made no reply.

When Jennie came in her mother whispered, He is in the front room.

Jennie paled, put her thumb to her lip and stood irresolute, not knowing how to meet the situation.

Has he seen?

Jennie paused as she realized from her mothers face and nod that Gerhardt knew of the childs existence.

Go ahead, said Mrs. Gerhardt; its all right. He wont say anything.

Jennie finally went to the door, and, seeing her father, his brow wrinkled as if in serious but not unkindly thought, she hesitated, but made her way forward.

Papa, she said, unable to formulate a definite sentence.

Gerhardt looked up, his grayish-brown eyes a study under their heavy sandy lashes. At the sight of his daughter he weakened internally; but with the self-adjusted armor of resolve about him he showed no sign of pleasure at seeing her. All the forces of his conventional understanding of morality and his naturally sympathetic and fatherly disposition were battling within him, but, as in so many cases where the average mind is concerned, convention was temporarily the victor.

Yes, he said.

Wont you forgive me, Papa?

I do, he returned grimly.

She hesitated a moment, and then stepped forward, for what purpose he well understood.

There, he said, pushing her gently away, as her lips barely touched his grizzled cheek.

It had been a frigid meeting.

When Jennie went out into the kitchen after this very trying ordeal she lifted her eyes to her waiting mother and tried to make it seem as though all had been well, but her emotional disposition got the better of her.

Did he make up to you? her mother was about to ask; but the words were only half out of her mouth before her daughter sank down into one of the chairs close to the kitchen table and, laying her head on her arm, burst forth into soft, convulsive, inaudible sobs.

Now, now, said Mrs. Gerhardt. There now, dont cry. What did he say?

It was some time before Jennie recovered herself sufficiently to answer. Her mother tried to treat the situation lightly.

I wouldnt feel bad, she said. Hell get over it. Its his way.


CHAPTER XV

The return of Gerhardt brought forward the child question in all its bearings. He could not help considering it from the standpoint of a grandparent, particularly since it was a human being possessed of a soul. He wondered if it had been baptized. Then he inquired.

No, not yet, said his wife, who had not forgotten this duty, but had been uncertain whether the little one would be welcome in the faith.

No, of course not, sneered Gerhardt, whose opinion of his wifes religious devotion was not any too great. Such carelessness! Such irreligion! That is a fine thing.

He thought it over a few moments, and felt that this evil should be corrected at once.

It should be baptized, he said. Why dont she take it and have it baptized?

Mrs. Gerhardt reminded him that some one would have to stand godfather to the child, and there was no way to have the ceremony performed without confessing the fact that it was without a legitimate father.

Gerhardt listened to this, and it quieted him for a few moments, but his religion was something which he could not see put in the background by any such difficulty. How would the Lord look upon quibbling like this? It was not Christian, and it was his duty to attend to the matter. It must be taken, forthwith, to the church, Jennie, himself, and his wife accompanying it as sponsors; or, if he did not choose to condescend thus far to his daughter, he must see that it was baptized when she was not present. He brooded over this difficulty, and finally decided that the ceremony should take place on one of these week-days between Christmas and New Years, when Jennie would be at her work. This proposal he broached to his wife, and, receiving her approval, he made his next announcement. It has no name, he said.

Jennie and her mother had talked over this very matter, and Jennie had expressed a preference for Vesta. Now her mother made bold to suggest it as her own choice.

How would Vesta do?

Gerhardt heard this with indifference. Secretly he had settled the question in his own mind. He had a name in store, left over from the halcyon period of his youth, and never opportunely available in the case of his own children  Wilhelmina. Of course he had no idea of unbending in the least toward his small granddaughter. He merely liked the name, and the child ought to be grateful to get it. With a far-off, gingery air he brought forward this first offering upon the altar of natural affection, for offering it was, after all.

That is nice, he said, forgetting his indifference. But how would Wilhelmina do?

Mrs. Gerhardt did not dare cross him when he was thus unconsciously weakening. Her womans tact came to the rescue.

We might give her both names, she compromised.

It makes no difference to me, he replied, drawing back into the shell of opposition from which he had been inadvertently drawn. Just so she is baptized.

Jennie heard of this with pleasure, for she was anxious that the child should have every advantage, religious or otherwise, that it was possible to obtain. She took great pains to starch and iron the clothes it was to wear on the appointed day.

Gerhardt sought out the minister of the nearest Lutheran church, a round-headed, thick-set theologian of the most formal type, to whom he stated his errand.

Your grandchild? inquired the minister.

Yes, said Gerhardt, her father is not here.

So, replied the minister, looking at him curiously.

Gerhardt was not to be disturbed in his purpose. He explained that he and his wife would bring her. The minister, realizing the probable difficulty, did not question him further.

The church cannot refuse to baptize her so long as you, as grandparent, are willing to stand sponsor for her, he said.

Gerhardt came away, hurt by the shadow of disgrace in which he felt himself involved, but satisfied that he had done his duty. Now he would take the child and have it baptized, and when that was over his present responsibility would cease.

When it came to the hour of the baptism, however, he found that another influence was working to guide him into greater interest and responsibility. The stern religion with which he was enraptured, its insistence upon a higher law, was there, and he heard again the precepts which had helped to bind him to his own children.

Is it your intention to educate this child in the knowledge and love of the gospel? asked the black-gowned minister, as they stood before him in the silent little church whither they had brought the infant; he was reading from the form provided for such occasions. Gerhardt answered Yes, and Mrs. Gerhardt added her affirmative.

Do you engage to use all necessary care and diligence, by prayerful instruction, admonition, example, and discipline that this child may renounce and avoid everything that is evil and that she may keep Gods will and commandments as declared in His sacred word?

A thought flashed through Gerhardts mind as the words were uttered of how it had fared with his own children. They, too, had been thus sponsored. They too, had heard his solemn pledge to care for their spiritual welfare. He was silent.

We do, prompted the minister.

We do, repeated Gerhardt and his wife weakly.

Do you now dedicate this child by the rite of baptism unto the Lord, who brought it?

We do.

And, finally, if you can conscientiously declare before God that the faith to which you have assented is your faith, and that the solemn promises you have made are the serious resolutions of your heart, please to announce the same in the presence of God, by saying Yes.

Yes, they replied.

I baptize thee, Wilhelmina Vesta, concluded the minister, stretching out his hand over her, in the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Ghost. Let us pray.

Gerhardt bent his gray head and followed with humble reverence the beautiful invocation which followed:

Almighty and everlasting God! we adore Thee as the great Parent of the children of men, as the Father of our spirits and the Former of our bodies. We praise Thee for giving existence to this infant and for preserving her until this day. We bless Thee that she is called to virtue and glory, that she has now been dedicated to Thee, and brought within-the pale of the Christian Church. We thank Thee that by the Gospel of the Son she is furnished with everything necessary to her spiritual happiness; that it supplies light for her mind and comfort for her heart, encouragement and power to discharge her duty, and the precious hope of mercy and immortality to sustain and make her faithful. And we beseech Thee, O most merciful God, that this child may be enlightened and sanctified from her early years by the Holy Spirit, and be everlastingly saved by Thy mercy. Direct and bless Thy servants who are intrusted with the care of her in the momentous work of her education. Inspire them with just conception of the absolute necessity of religious instruction and principles. Forbid that they should ever forget that this offspring belongs to Thee, and that, if through their criminal neglect or bad example Thy reasonable creature be lost, Thou wilt require it at their hands. Give them a deep sense of the divinity of her nature, of the worth of her soul, of the dangers to which she will be exposed, of the honor and felicity to which she is capable of ascending with Thy blessing, and of the ruin in this world and the misery in the world to come which springs from wicked passion and conduct. Give them grace to check the first risings of forbidden inclinations in her breast, to be her defense against the temptations incident to childhood and youth, and, as she grows up, to enlarge her understanding and to lead her to an acquaintance with Thee and with Jesus Christ, whom Thou hast sent. Give them grace to cultivate in her heart a supreme reverence and love for Thee, a grateful attachment to the Gospel of Thy Son, her Saviour, a due regard for all its ordinances and institutions, a temper of kindness and goodwill to all mankind, and an invincible love of sincerity and truth. Help them to watch continually over her with tender solicitude, to be studious, that by their conversation and deportment her heart may not be corrupted, and at all times to set before her such an example that she may safely tread in their footsteps. If it please Thee to prolong her days on earth, grant that she may prove an honor and a comfort to her parents and friends, be useful in the world, and find in Thy Providence an unfailing defense and support. Whether she live, let her live to Thee; or whether she die, let her die to Thee. And, at the great day of account, may she and her parents meet each other with rapture and rejoice together in Thy redeeming love, through Jesus Christ, forever and ever, Amen.

As this solemn admonition was read a feeling of obligation descended upon the grandfather of this little outcast; a feeling that he was bound to give the tiny creature lying on his wifes arm the care and attention which God in His sacrament had commanded. He bowed his head in utmost reverence, and when the service was concluded and they left the silent church he was without words to express his feelings. Religion was a consuming thing with him. God was a person, a dominant reality. Religion was not a thing of mere words or of interesting ideas to be listened to on Sunday, but a strong, vital expression of the Divine Will handed down from a time when men were in personal contact with God. Its fulfilment was a matter of joy and salvation with him, the one consolation of a creature sent to wander in a vale whose explanation was not here but in heaven. Slowly Gerhardt walked on, and as he brooded on the words and the duties which the sacrament involved the shade of lingering disgust that had possessed him when he had taken the child to church disappeared and a feeling of natural affection took its place. However much the daughter had sinned, the infant was not to blame. It was a helpless, puling, tender thing, demanding his sympathy and his love. Gerhardt felt his heart go out to the little child, and yet he could not yield his position all in a moment.

That is a nice man, he said of the minister to his wife as they walked along, rapidly softening in his conception of his duty.

Yes, he was, agreed Mrs. Gerhardt timidly.

Its a good-sized little church, he continued.

Yes.

Gerhardt looked around him, at the street, the houses, the show of brisk life on this sunshiny, winters day, and then finally at the child that his wife was carrying.

She must be heavy, he said, in his characteristic German. Let me take her.

Mrs. Gerhardt, who was rather weary, did not refuse.

There! he said, as he looked at her and then fixed her comfortably upon his shoulder. Let us hope she proves worthy of all that has been done to-day.

Mrs. Gerhardt listened, and the meaning in his voice interpreted itself plainly enough. The presence of the child in the house might be the cause of recurring spells of depression and unkind words, but there would be another and greater influence restraining him. There would always be her soul to consider. He would never again be utterly unconscious of her soul.


CHAPTER XVI

During the remainder of Gerhardts stay he was shy in Jennies presence and endeavored to act as though he were unconscious of her existence. When the time came for parting he even went away without bidding her good-by, telling his wife she might do that for him; but after he was actually on his way back to Youngstown he regretted the omission. I might have bade her good-by, he thought to himself as the train rumbled heavily along. But it was too late.

For the time being the affairs of the Gerhardt family drifted. Jennie continued her work with Mrs. Bracebridge. Sebastian fixed himself firmly in his clerkship in the cigar store. George was promoted to the noble sum of three dollars, and then three-fifty. It was a narrow, humdrum life the family led. Coal, groceries, shoes, and clothing were the uppermost topics of their conversation; every one felt the stress and strain of trying to make ends meet.

That which worried Jennie most, and there were many things which weighed upon her sensitive soul, was the outcome of her own life  not so much for herself as for her baby and the family. She could not really see where she fitted in. Who would have me? she asked herself over and over. How was she to dispose of Vesta in the event of a new love affair? Such a contingency was quite possible. She was young, good-looking, and men were inclined to flirt with her, or rather to attempt it. The Bracebridges entertained many masculine guests, and some of them had made unpleasant overtures to her.

My dear, youre a very pretty girl, said one old rake of fifty-odd when she knocked at his door one morning to give him a message from his hostess.

I beg your pardon, she said, confusedly, and colored.

Indeed, youre quite sweet. And you neednt beg my pardon. Id like to talk to you some time.

He attempted to chuck her under the chin, but Jennie hurried away. She would have reported the matter to her mistress but a nervous shame deterred her. Why would men always be doing this? she thought. Could it be because there was something innately bad about her, an inward corruption that attracted its like?

It is a curious characteristic of the non-defensive disposition that it is like a honey-jar to flies. Nothing is brought to it and much is taken away. Around a soft, yielding, unselfish disposition men swarm naturally. They sense this generosity, this non-protective attitude from afar. A girl like Jennie is like a comfortable fire to the average masculine mind; they gravitate to it, seek its sympathy, yearn to possess it. Hence she was annoyed by many unwelcome attentions.

One day there arrived from Cincinnati a certain Lester Kane, the son of a wholesale carriage builder of great trade distinction in that city and elsewhere throughout the country, who was wont to visit this house frequently in a social way. He was a friend of Mrs. Bracebridge more than of her husband, for the former had been raised in Cincinnati and as a girl had visited at his fathers house. She knew his mother, his brother and sisters and to all intents and purposes socially had always been considered one of the family.

Lesters coming to-morrow, Henry, Jennie heard Mrs. Bracebridge tell her husband. I had a wire from him this noon. Hes such a scamp. Im going to give him the big east front room up-stairs. Be sociable and pay him some attention. His father was so good to me.

I know it, said her husband calmly. I like Lester. Hes the biggest one in that family. But hes too indifferent. He doesnt care enough.

I know; but hes so nice. I do think hes one of the nicest men I ever knew.

Ill be decent to him. Dont I always do pretty well by your people?

Yes, pretty well.

Oh, I dont know about that, he replied, dryly.

When this notable person arrived Jennie was prepared to see some one of more than ordinary importance, and she was not disappointed. There came into the reception-hall to greet her mistress a man of perhaps thirty-six years of age, above the medium in height, clear-eyed, firm-jawed, athletic, direct, and vigorous. He had a deep, resonant voice that carried clearly everywhere; people somehow used to stop and listen whether they knew him or not. He was simple and abrupt in his speech.

Oh, there you are, he began. Im glad to see you again. Hows Mr. Bracebridge? Hows Fannie?

He asked his questions forcefully, whole-heartedly, and his hostess answered with an equal warmth. Im glad to see you, Lester, she said. George will take your things up-stairs. Come up into my room. Its more comfy. How are grandpa and Louise?

He followed her up the stairs, and Jennie, who had been standing at the head of the stairs listening, felt the magnetic charm of his personality. It seemed, why she could hardly say, that a real personage had arrived. The house was cheerier. The attitude of her mistress was much more complaisant. Everybody seemed to feel that something must be done for this man.

Jennie went about her work, but the impression persisted; his name ran in her mind. Lester Kane. And he was from Cincinnati. She looked at him now and then on the sly, and felt, for the first time in her life, an interest in a man on his own account. He was so big, so handsome, so forceful. She wondered what his business was. At the same time she felt a little dread of him. Once she caught him looking at her with a steady, incisive stare. She quailed inwardly, and took the first opportunity to get out of his presence. Another time he tried to address a few remarks to her, but she pretended that her duties called her away. She knew that often his eyes were on her when her back was turned, and it made her nervous. She wanted to run away from him, although there was no very definite reason why she should do so.

As a matter of fact, this man, so superior to Jennie in wealth, education, and social position, felt an instinctive interest in her unusual personality. Like the others, he was attracted by the peculiar softness of her disposition and her pre-eminent femininity. There was that about her which suggested the luxury of love. He felt as if somehow she could be reached why, he could not have said. She did not bear any outward marks of her previous experience. There were no evidences of coquetry about her, but still he felt that he might. He was inclined to make the venture on his first visit, but business called him away; he left after four days and was absent from Cleveland for three weeks. Jennie thought he was gone for good, and she experienced a queer sense of relief as well as of regret. Then, suddenly, he returned. He came apparently unexpectedly, explaining to Mrs. Bracebridge that business interests again demanded his presence in Cleveland. As he spoke he looked at Jennie sharply, and she felt as if somehow his presence might also concern her a little.

On this second visit she had various opportunities of seeing him, at breakfast, where she sometimes served, at dinner, when she could see the guests at the table from the parlor or sitting-room, and at odd times when he came to Mrs. Bracebridges boudoir to talk things over. They were very friendly.

Why dont you settle down, Lester, and get married? Jennie heard her say to him the second day he was there. You know its time.

I know, he replied, but Im in no mood for that. I want to browse around a little while yet.

Yes, I know about your browsing. You ought to be ashamed of yourself. Your father is really worried.

He chuckled amusedly. Father doesnt worry much about me. He has got all he can attend to to look after the business.

Jennie looked at him curiously. She scarcely understood what she was thinking, but this man drew her. If she had realized in what way she would have fled his presence then and there.

Now he was more insistent in his observation of her  addressed an occasional remark to her  engaged her in brief, magnetic conversations. She could not help answering him  he was pleasing to her. Once he came across her in the hall on the second floor searching in a locker for some linen. They were all alone, Mrs. Bracebridge having gone out to do some morning shopping and the other servants being below stairs. On this occasion he made short work of the business. He approached her in a commanding, unhesitating, and thoroughly determined way.

I want to talk to you, he said. Where do you live?

I  I she stammered, and blanched perceptibly. I live out on Lorrie Street.

What number? he questioned, as though she were compelled to tell him.

She quailed and shook inwardly. Thirteen fourteen, she replied mechanically.

He looked into her big, soft-blue eyes with his dark, vigorous brown ones. A flash that was hypnotic, significant, insistent passed between them.

You belong to me, he said. Ive been looking for you. When can I see you?

Oh, you mustnt, she said, her fingers going nervously to her lips. I cant see you  I  I

Oh, I mustnt, mustnt I? Look here  he took her arm and drew her slightly closer you and I might as well understand each other right now. I like you. Do you like me? Say?

She looked at him, her eyes wide, filled with wonder, with fear, with a growing terror.

I dont know, she gasped, her lips dry.

Do you? He fixed her grimly, firmly with his eyes.

I dont know.

Look at me, he said.

Yes, she replied.

He pulled her to him quickly. Ill talk to you later, he said, and put his lips masterfully to hers.

She was horrified, stunned, like a bird in the grasp of a cat; but through it all something tremendously vital and insistent was speaking to her. He released her with a short laugh. We wont do any more of this here, but, remember, you belong to me, he said, as he turned and walked nonchalantly down the hall. Jennie, in sheer panic, ran to her mistresss room and locked the door behind her.


CHAPTER XVII

The shock of this sudden encounter was so great to Jennie that she was hours in recovering herself. At first she did not understand clearly just what had happened. Out of clear sky, as it were, this astonishing thing had taken place. She had yielded herself to another man. Why? Why? she asked herself, and yet within her own consciousness there was an answer. Though she could not explain her own emotions, she belonged to him temperamentally and he belonged to her.

There is a fate in love and a fate in fight. This strong, intellectual bear of a man, son of a wealthy manufacturer, stationed, so far as material conditions were concerned, in a world immensely superior to that in which Jennie moved, was, nevertheless, instinctively, magnetically, and chemically drawn to this poor serving-maid. She was his natural affinity, though he did not know it  the one woman who answered somehow the biggest need of his nature. Lester Kane had known all sorts of women, rich and poor, the highly bred maidens of his own class, the daughters of the proletariat, but he had never yet found one who seemed to combine for him the traits of an ideal woman  sympathy, kindliness of judgment, youth, and beauty. Yet this ideal remained fixedly seated in the back of his brain  when the right woman appeared he intended to take her. He had the notion that, for purposes of marriage, he ought perhaps to find this woman on his own plane. For purposes of temporary happiness he might take her from anywhere, leaving marriage, of course, out of the question. He had no idea of making anything like a serious proposal to a servant-girl. But Jennie was different. He had never seen a servant quite like her. And she was lady-like and lovely without appearing to know it. Why, this girl was a rare flower. Why shouldnt he try to seize her? Let us be just to Lester Kane; let us try to understand him and his position. Not every mind is to be estimated by the weight of a single folly; not every personality is to be judged by the drag of a single passion. We live in an age in which the impact of materialized forces is well-nigh irresistible; the spiritual nature is overwhelmed by the shock. The tremendous and complicated development of our material civilization, the multiplicity, and variety of our social forms, the depth, subtlety, and sophistry of our imaginative impressions, gathered, remultiplied, and disseminated by such agencies as the railroad, the express and the post-office, the telephone, the telegraph, the newspaper, and, in short, the whole machinery of social intercourse  these elements of existence combine to produce what may be termed a kaleidoscopic glitter, a dazzling and confusing phantasmagoria of life that wearies and stultifies the mental and moral nature. It induces a sort of intellectual fatigue through which we see the ranks of the victims of insomnia, melancholia, and insanity constantly recruited. Our modern brain-pan does not seem capable as yet of receiving, sorting, and storing the vast army of facts and impressions which present themselves daily. The white light of publicity is too white. We are weighed upon by too many things. It is as if the wisdom of the infinite were struggling to beat itself into finite and cup-big minds.

Lester Kane was the natural product of these untoward conditions. His was a naturally observing mind, Rabelaisian in its strength and tendencies, but confused by the multiplicity of things, the vastness of the panorama of life, the glitter of its details, the unsubstantial nature of its forms, the uncertainty of their justification. Born a Catholic, he was no longer a believer in the divine inspiration of Catholicism; raised a member of the social elect, he had ceased to accept the fetish that birth and station presuppose any innate superiority; brought up as the heir to a comfortable fortune and expected to marry in his own sphere, he was by no means sure that he wanted marriage on any terms. Of course the conjugal state was an institution. It was established. Yes, certainly. But what of it? The whole nation believed in it. True, but other nations believed in polygamy. There were other questions that bothered him  such questions as the belief in a single deity or ruler of the universe, and whether a republican, monarchial, or aristocratic form of government were best. In short, the whole body of things material, social, and spiritual had come under the knife of his mental surgery and been left but half dissected. Life was not proved to him. Not a single idea of his, unless it were the need of being honest, was finally settled. In all other things he wavered, questioned, procrastinated, leaving to time and to the powers back of the universe the solution of the problems that vexed him. Yes, Lester Kane was the natural product of a combination of elements  religious, commercial, social  modified by that pervading atmosphere of liberty in our national life which is productive of almost uncounted freedom of thought and action. Thirty-six years of age, and apparently a man of vigorous, aggressive, and sound personality, he was, nevertheless, an essentially animal-man, pleasantly veneered by education and environment. Like the hundreds of thousands of Irishmen who in his fathers day had worked on the railroad tracks, dug in the mines, picked and shoveled in the ditches, and carried up bricks and mortar on the endless structures of a new land, he was strong, hairy, axiomatic, and witty.

Do you want me to come back here next year? he had asked of Brother Ambrose, when, in his seventeenth year, that ecclesiastical member was about to chastise him for some school-boy misdemeanor.

The other stared at him in astonishment. Your father will have to look after that, he replied.

Well, my father wont look after it, Lester returned. If you touch me with that whip Ill take things into my own hands. Im not committing any punishable offenses, and Im not going to be knocked around any more.

Words, unfortunately, did not avail in this case, but a good, vigorous Irish-American wrestle did, in which the whip was broken and the discipline of the school so far impaired that he was compelled to take his clothes and leave. After that he looked his father in the eye and told him that he was not going to school any more.

Im perfectly willing to jump in and work, he explained. Theres nothing in a classical education for me. Let me go into the office, and I guess Ill pick up enough to carry me through.

Old Archibald Kane, keen, single-minded, of unsullied commercial honor, admired his sons determination, and did not attempt to coerce him.

Come down to the office, he said; perhaps there is something you can do.

Entering upon a business life at the age of eighteen, Lester had worked faithfully, rising in his fathers estimation, until now he had come to be, in a way, his personal representative. Whenever there was a contract to be entered upon, an important move to be decided, or a representative of the manufactory to be sent anywhere to consummate a deal, Lester was the agent selected. His father trusted him implicitly, and so diplomatic and earnest was he in the fulfilment of his duties that this trust had never been impaired.

Business is business, was a favorite axiom with him and the very tone in which he pronounced the words was a reflex of his character and personality.

There were molten forces in him, flames which burst forth now and then in spite of the fact that he was sure that he had them under control. One of these impulses was a taste for liquor, of which he was perfectly sure he had the upper hand. He drank but very little, he thought, and only, in a social way, among friends; never to excess. Another weakness lay in his sensual nature; but here again he believed that he was the master. If he chose to have irregular relations with women, he was capable of deciding where the danger point lay. If men were only guided by a sense of the brevity inherent in all such relationships there would not be so many troublesome consequences growing out of them. Finally, he flattered himself that he had a grasp upon a right method of living, a method which was nothing more than a quiet acceptance of social conditions as they were, tempered by a little personal judgment as to the right and wrong of individual conduct. Not to fuss and fume, not to cry out about anything, not to be mawkishly sentimental; to be vigorous and sustain your personality intact  such was his theory of life, and he was satisfied that it was a good one.

As to Jennie, his original object in approaching her had been purely selfish. But now that he had asserted his masculine prerogatives, and she had yielded, at least in part, he began to realize that she was no common girl, no toy of the passing hour.

There is a time in some mens lives when they unconsciously begin to view feminine youth and beauty not so much in relation to the ideal of happiness, but rather with regard to the social conventions by which they are environed.

Must it be? they ask themselves, in speculating concerning the possibility of taking a maiden to wife, that I shall be compelled to swallow the whole social code, make a covenant with society, sign a pledge of abstinence, and give to another a life interest in all my affairs, when I know too well that I am but taking to my arms a variable creature like myself, whose wishes are apt to become insistent and burdensome in proportion to the decrease of her beauty and interest? These are the men, who, unwilling to risk the manifold contingencies of an authorized connection, are led to consider the advantages of a less-binding union, a temporary companionship. They seek to seize the happiness of life without paying the cost of their indulgence. Later on, they think, the more definite and conventional relationship may be established without reproach or the necessity of radical readjustment.

Lester Kane was past the youthful love period, and he knew it. The innocence and unsophistication of younger ideals had gone. He wanted the comfort of feminine companionship, but he was more and more disinclined to give up his personal liberty in order to obtain it. He would not wear the social shackles if it were possible to satisfy the needs of his heart and nature and still remain free and unfettered. Of course he must find the right woman, and in Jennie he believed that he had discovered her. She appealed to him on every side; he had never known anybody quite like her. Marriage was not only impossible but unnecessary. He had only to say Come and she must obey; it was her destiny.

Lester thought the matter over calmly, dispassionately. He strolled out to the shabby street where she lived; he looked at the humble roof that sheltered her. Her poverty, her narrow and straitened environment touched his heart. Ought he not to treat her generously, fairly, honorably? Then the remembrance of her marvelous beauty swept over him and changed his mood. No, he must possess her if he could  to-day, quickly, as soon as possible. It was in that frame of mind that he returned to Mrs. Bracebridges home from his visit to Lorrie Street.


CHAPTER XVIII

Jennie was now going through the agony of one who has a varied and complicated problem to confront. Her baby, her father, her brothers, and sisters all rose up to confront her. What was this thing that she was doing? Was she allowing herself to slip into another wretched, unsanctified relationship? How was she to explain to her family about this man? He would not marry her, that was sure, if he knew all about her. He would not marry her, anyhow, a man of his station and position. Yet here she was parleying with him. What ought she to do? She pondered over the problem until evening, deciding first that it was best to run away, but remembering painfully that she had told him where she lived. Then she resolved that she would summon up her courage and refuse him  tell him she couldnt, wouldnt have anything to do with him. This last solution of the difficulty seemed simple enough  in his absence. And she would find work where he could not follow her up so easily. It all seemed simple enough as she put on her things in the evening to go home.

Her aggressive lover, however, was not without his own conclusion in this matter. Since leaving Jennie he had thought concisely and to the point. He came to the decision that he must act at once. She might tell her family, she might tell Mrs. Bracebridge, she might leave the city. He wanted to know more of the conditions which surrounded her, and there was only one way to do that  talk to her. He must persuade her to come and live with him. She would, he thought. She admitted that she liked him. That soft, yielding note in her character which had originally attracted him seemed to presage that he could win her without much difficulty, if he wished to try. He decided to do so, anyhow, for truly he desired her greatly.

At half-past five he returned to the Bracebridge home to see if she were still there. At six he had an opportunity to say to her, unobserved, I am going to walk home with you. Wait for me at the next corner, will you?

Yes, she said, a sense of compulsion to do his bidding seizing her. She explained to herself afterward that she ought to talk to him, that she must tell him finally of her decision not to see him again, and this was as good an opportunity as any. At half-past six he left the house on a pretext  a forgotten engagement  and a little after seven he was waiting for her in a closed carriage near the appointed spot. He was calm, absolutely satisfied as to the result, and curiously elated beneath a sturdy, shock-proof exterior. It was as if he breathed some fragrant perfume, soft, grateful, entrancing.

A few minutes after eight he saw Jennie coming along. The flare of the gas-lamp was not strong, but it gave sufficient light for his eyes to make her out. A wave of sympathy passed over him, for there was a great appeal in her personality. He stepped out as she neared the corner and confronted her. Come, he said, and get in this carriage with me. Ill take you home.

No, she replied. I dont think I ought to.

Come with me. Ill take you home. Its a better way to talk.

Once more that sense of dominance on his part, that power of compulsion. She yielded, feeling all the time that she should not; he called out to the cabman, Anywhere for a little while. When she was seated beside him he began at once.

Listen to me, Jennie, I want you. Tell me something about yourself.

I have to talk to you, she replied, trying to stick to her original line of defense.

About what? he inquired, seeking to fathom her expression in the half light.

I cant go on this way, she murmured nervously. I cant act this way. You dont know how it all is. I shouldnt have done what I did this morning. I mustnt see you any more. Really I mustnt.

You didnt do what you did this morning, he remarked, paradoxically, seizing on that one particular expression. I did that. And as for seeing me any more, Im going to see you. He seized her hand. You dont know me, but I like you. Im crazy about you, thats all. You belong to me. Now listen. Im going to have you. Are you going to come to me?

No, no, no! she replied in an agonized voice, I cant do anything like that, Mr. Kane. Please listen to me. It cant be. You dont know. Oh, you dont know. I cant do what you want. I dont want to. I couldnt, even if I wanted to. You dont know how things are. But I dont want to do anything wrong. I mustnt. I cant. I wont. Oh, no! no!! no!!! Please let me go home.

He listened to this troubled, feverish outburst with sympathy, with even a little pity.

What do you mean by you cant? he asked, curiously.

Oh, I cant tell you, she replied. Please dont ask me. You oughtnt to know. But I mustnt see you any more. It wont do any good.

But you like me, he retorted.

Oh yes, yes, I do. I cant help that. But you mustnt come near me any more. Please dont.

He turned his proposition over in his mind with the solemnity of a judge. He knew that this girl liked him  loved him really, brief as their contact had been. And he was drawn to her, perhaps not irrevocably, but with exceeding strength. What prevented her from yielding, especially since she wanted to? He was curious.

See here, Jennie, he replied. I hear what you say. I dont know what you mean by cant if you want to. You say you like me. Why cant you come to me? Youre my sort. We will get along beautifully together. Youre suited to me temperamentally. Id like to have you with me. What makes you say you cant come?

I cant, she replied. I cant. I dont want to. I oughtnt. Oh, please dont ask me any more. You dont know. I cant tell you why. She was thinking of her baby.

The man had a keen sense of justice and fair play. Above all things he wanted to be decent in his treatment of people. In this case he intended to be tender and considerate, and yet he must win her. He turned this over in his mind.

Listen to me, he said finally, still holding her hand. I may not want you to do anything immediately. I want you to think it over. But you belong to me. You say you care for me. You admitted that this morning. I know you do. Now why should you stand out against me? I like you, and I can do a lot of things for you. Why not let us be good friends now? Then we can talk the rest of this over later.

But I mustnt do anything wrong, she insisted. I dont want to. Please dont come near me any more. I cant do what you want.

Now, look here, he said. You dont mean that. Why did you say you liked me? Have you changed your mind? Look at me. (She had lowered her eyes.) Look at me! You havent, have you?

Oh no, no, no, she half sobbed, swept by some force beyond her control.

Well, then, why stand out against me? I love you, I tell you  Im crazy about you. Thats why I came back this time. It was to see you!

Was it? asked Jennie, surprised.

Yes, it was. And I would have come again and again if necessary. I tell you Im crazy about you. Ive got to have you. Now tell me youll come with me.

No, no, no, she pleaded. I cant. I must work. I want to work. I dont want to do anything wrong. Please dont ask me. You mustnt. You must let me go. Really you must. I cant do what you want.

Tell me, Jennie, he said, changing the subject. What does your father do?

Hes a glass-blower.

Here in Cleveland?

No, he works in Youngstown.

Is your mother alive?

Yes, sir.

You live with her?

Yes, sir.

He smiled at the sir. Dont say sir to me, sweet! he pleaded in his gruff way. And dont insist on the Mr. Kane. Im not mister to you any more. You belong to me, little girl, me. And he pulled her close to him.

Please dont, Mr. Kane, she pleaded. Oh, please dont. I cant! I cant! You mustnt.

But he sealed her lips with his own.

Listen to me, Jennie, he repeated, using his favorite expression. I tell you you belong to me. I like you better every moment. I havent had a chance to know you. Im not going to give you up. Youve got to come to me eventually. And Im not going to have you working as a ladys maid. You cant stay in that place except for a little while. Im going to take you somewhere else. And Im going to leave you some money, do you hear? You have to take it.

At the word money she quailed and withdrew her hand.

No, no, no! she repeated. No, I wont take it.

Yes, you will. Give it to your mother. Im not trying to buy you. I know what you think. But Im not. I want to help you. I want to help your family. I know where you live. I saw the place to-day. How many are there of you?

Six, she answered faintly.

The families of the poor, he thought.

Well, you take this from me, he insisted, drawing a purse from his coat. And Ill see you very soon again. Theres no escape, sweet.

No, no, she protested. I wont. I dont need it. No, you mustnt ask me.

He insisted further, but she was firm, and finally he put the money away.

One thing is sure, Jennie, youre not going to escape me, he said soberly. Youll have to come to me eventually. Dont you know you will? Your own attitude shows that. Im not going to leave you alone.

Oh, if you knew the trouble youre causing me.

Im not causing you any real trouble, am I? he asked. Surely not.

Yes. I can never do what you want.

You will! You will! he exclaimed eagerly, the bare thought of this prize escaping him heightening his passion. Youll come to me. And he drew her close in spite of all her protests.

There, he said when, after the struggle, that mystic something between them spoke again, and she relaxed. Tears were in her eyes, but he did not see them. Dont you see how it is? You like me too.

I cant, she repeated, with a sob.

Her evident distress touched him. Youre not crying, little girl, are you? he asked.

She made no answer.

Im sorry, he went on. Ill not say anything more to-night. Were almost at your home. Im leaving to-morrow, but Ill see you again. Yes, I will, sweet. I cant give you up now. Ill do anything in reason to make it easy for you, but I cant, do you hear?

She shook her head.

Heres where you get out, he said, as the carriage drew up near the corner. He could see the evening lamp gleaming behind the Gerhardt cottage curtains.

Good-by, he said as she stepped out.

Good-by, she murmured.

Remember, he said, this is just the beginning.

Oh no, no! she pleaded.

He looked after her as she walked away.

The beauty! he exclaimed.

Jennie stepped into the house weary, discouraged, ashamed. What had she done? There was no denying that she had compromised herself irretrievably. He would come back.

He would come back. And he had offered her money. That was the worst of all.


CHAPTER XIX

The inconclusive nature of this interview, exciting as it was, did not leave any doubt in either Lester Kanes or Jennies mind; certainly this was not the end of the affair. Kane knew that he was deeply fascinated. This girl was lovely. She was sweeter than he had had any idea of. Her hesitancy, her repeated protests, her gentle no, no, no moved him as music might. Depend upon it, this girl was for him, and he would get her. She was too sweet to let go. What did he care about what his family or the world might think?

It was curious that Kane held the well-founded idea that in time Jennie would yield to him physically, as she had already done spiritually. Just why he could not say. Something about her  a warm womanhood, a guileless expression of countenance  intimated a sympathy toward sex relationship which had nothing to do with hard, brutal immorality. She was the kind of a woman who was made for a man  one man. All her attitude toward sex was bound up with love, tenderness, service. When the one man arrived she would love him and she would go to him. That was Jennie as Lester understood her. He felt it. She would yield to him because he was the one man.

On Jennies part there was a great sense of complication and of possible disaster. If he followed her of course he would learn all. She had not told him about Brander, because she was still under the vague illusion that, in the end, she might escape. When she left him she knew that he would come back. She knew, in spite of herself that she wanted him to do so. Yet she felt that she must not yield, she must go on leading her straitened, humdrum life. This was her punishment for having made a mistake. She had made her bed, and she must lie on it.

The Kane family mansion at Cincinnati to which Lester returned after leaving Jennie was an imposing establishment, which contrasted strangely with the Gerhardt home. It was a great, rambling, two-story affair, done after the manner of the French chateaux, but in red brick and brownstone. It was set down, among flowers and trees, in an almost park-like inclosure, and its very stones spoke of a splendid dignity and of a refined luxury. Old Archibald Kane, the father, had amassed a tremendous fortune, not by grabbing and brow-beating and unfair methods, but by seeing a big need and filling it. Early in life he had realized that America was a growing country. There was going to be a big demand for vehicles  wagons, carriages, drays  and he knew that some one would have to supply them. Having founded a small wagon industry, he had built it up into a great business; he made good wagons, and he sold them at a good profit. It was his theory that most men were honest; he believed that at bottom they wanted honest things, and if you gave them these they would buy of you, and come back and buy again and again, until you were an influential and rich man. He believed in the measure heaped full and running over. All through his life and now in his old age he enjoyed the respect and approval of every one who knew him. Archibald Kane, you would hear his competitors say, Ah, there is a fine man. Shrewd, but honest. Hes a big man.

This man was the father of two sons and three daughters, all healthy, all good-looking, all blessed with exceptional minds, but none of them so generous and forceful as their long-living and big-hearted sire. Robert, the eldest, a man forty years of age, was his fathers right-hand man in financial matters, having a certain hard incisiveness which fitted him for the somewhat sordid details of business life. He was of medium height, of a rather spare build, with a high forehead, slightly inclined to baldness, bright, liquid-blue eyes, an eagle nose, and thin, firm, even lips. He was a man of few words, rather slow to action and of deep thought. He sat close to his father as vice-president of the big company which occupied two whole blocks in an outlying section of the city. He was a strong man  a coming man, as his father well knew.

Lester, the second boy, was his fathers favorite. He was not by any means the financier that Robert was, but he had a larger vision of the subtleties that underlie life. He was softer, more human, more good-natured about everything. And, strangely enough, old Archibald admired and trusted him. He knew he had the bigger vision. Perhaps he turned to Robert when it was a question of some intricate financial problem, but Lester was the most loved as a son.

Then there was Amy, thirty-two years of age, married, handsome, the mother of one child  a boy; Imogene, twenty-eight, also married, but as yet without children, and Louise, twenty-five, single, the best-looking of the girls, but also the coldest and most critical. She was the most eager of all for social distinction, the most vigorous of all in her love of family prestige, the most desirous that the Kane family should outshine every other. She was proud to think that the family was so well placed socially, and carried herself with an air and a hauteur which was sometimes amusing, sometimes irritating to Lester! He liked her  in a way she was his favorite sister  but he thought she might take herself with a little less seriousness and not do the family standing any harm.

Mrs. Kane, the mother, was a quiet, refined woman, sixty years of age, who, having come up from comparative poverty with her husband, cared but little for social life. But she loved her children and her husband, and was naively proud of their position and attainments. It was enough for her to shine only in their reflected glory. A good woman, a good wife, and a good mother.

Lester arrived at Cincinnati early in the evening, and drove at once to his home. An old Irish servitor met him at the door.

Ah, Mr. Lester, he began, joyously, sure Im glad to see you back. Ill take your coat. Yes, yes, its been fine weather were having. Yes, yes, the familys all well. Sure your sister Amy is just after leavin the house with the boy. Your mothers up-stairs in her room. Yes, yes.

Lester smiled cheerily and went up to his mothers room. In this, which was done in white and gold and overlooked the garden to the south and east, sat Mrs. Kane, a subdued, graceful, quiet woman, with smoothly laid gray hair. She looked up when the door opened, laid down the volume that she had been reading, and rose to greet him.

There you are, Mother, he said, putting his arms around her and kissing her. How are you?

Oh, Im just about the same, Lester. How have you been?

Fine. I was up with the Bracebridges for a few days again. I had to stop off in Cleveland to see Parsons. They all asked after you.

How is Minnie?

Just the same. She doesnt change any that I can see. Shes just as interested in entertaining as she ever was.

Shes a bright girl, remarked his mother, recalling Mrs. Bracebridge as a girl in Cincinnati. I always liked her. Shes so sensible.

She hasnt lost any of that, I can tell you, replied Lester significantly. Mrs. Kane smiled and went on to speak of various family happenings. Imogenes husband was leaving for St. Louis on some errand. Roberts wife was sick with a cold. Old Zwingle, the yard watchman at the factory, who had been with Mr. Kane for over forty years, had died. Her husband was going to the funeral. Lester listened dutifully, albeit a trifle absently.

Lester, as he walked down the hall, encountered Louise. Smart was the word for her. She was dressed in a beaded black silk dress, fitting close to her form, with a burst of rubies at her throat which contrasted effectively with her dark complexion and black hair. Her eyes were black and piercing.

Oh, there you are, Lester, she exclaimed. When did you get in? Be careful how you kiss me. Im going out, and Im all fixed, even to the powder on my nose. Oh, you bear! Lester had gripped her firmly and kissed her soundly. She pushed him away with her strong hands.

I didnt brush much of it off, he said. You can always dust more on with that puff of yours. He passed on to his own room to dress for dinner. Dressing for dinner was a custom that had been adopted by the Kane family in the last few years. Guests had become so common that in a way it was a necessity, and Louise, in particular, made a point of it. To-night Robert was coming, and a Mr. and Mrs. Burnett, old friends of his father and mother, and so, of course, the meal would be a formal one. Lester knew that his father was around somewhere, but he did not trouble to look him up now. He was thinking of his last two days in Cleveland and wondering when he would see Jennie again.


CHAPTER XX

As Lester came down-stairs after making his toilet he found his father in the library reading.

Hello, Lester, he said, looking up from his paper over the top of his glasses and extending his hand. Where do you come from?

Cleveland, replied his son, shaking hands heartily, and smiling.

Robert tells me youve been to New York.

Yes, I was there.

How did you find my old friend Arnold?

Just about the same, returned Lester. He doesnt look any older.

I suppose not, said Archibald Kane genially, as if the report were a compliment to his own hardy condition. Hes been a temperate man. A fine old gentleman.

He led the way back to the sitting-room where they chatted over business and home news until the chime of the clock in the hall warned the guests up-stairs that dinner had been served.

Lester sat down in great comfort amid the splendors of the great Louis Quinze dining-room. He liked this homey home atmosphere  his mother and father and his sisters  the old family friends. So he smiled and was exceedingly genial.

Louise announced that the Leverings were going to give a dance on Tuesday, and inquired whether he intended to go.

You know I dont dance, he returned dryly. Why should I go?

Dont dance? Wont dance, you mean. Youre getting too lazy to move. If Robert is willing to dance occasionally I think you might.

Roberts got it on me in lightness, Lester replied, airily.

And politeness, retorted Louise.

Be that as it may, said Lester.

Dont try to stir up a fight, Louise, observed Robert, sagely.

After dinner they adjourned to the library, and Robert talked with his brother a little on business. There were some contracts coming up for revision. He wanted to see what suggestions Lester had to make. Louise was going to a party, and the carriage was now announced. So you are not coming? she asked, a trifle complainingly.

Too tired, said Lester lightly. Make my excuses to Mrs. Knowles.

Letty Pace asked about you the other night, Louise called back from the door.

Kind, replied Lester. Im greatly obliged.

Shes a nice girl, Lester, put in his father, who was standing near the open fire. I only wish you would marry her and settle down. Youd have a good wife in her.

Shes charming, testified Mrs. Kane.

What is this? asked Lester jocularly a conspiracy? You know Im not strong on the matrimonial business.

And I well know it, replied his mother semi-seriously. I wish you were.

Lester changed the subject. He really could not stand for this sort of thing any more, he told himself. And as he thought his mind wandered back to Jennie and her peculiar Oh no, no! There was someone that appealed to him. That was a type of womanhood worth while. Not sophisticated, not self-seeking, not watched over and set like a man-trap in the path of men, but a sweet little girl  sweet as a flower, who was without anybody, apparently, to watch over her. That night in his room he composed a letter, which he dated a week later, because he did not want to appear too urgent and because he could not again leave Cincinnati for at least two weeks.

MY DEAR JENNIE, Although it has been a week, and I have said nothing, I have not forgotten you  believe me. Was the impression I gave of myself very bad? I will make it better from now on, for I love you, little girl  I really do. There is a flower on my table which reminds me of you very much  white, delicate, beautiful. Your personality, lingering with me, is just that. You are the essence of everything beautiful to me. It is in your power to strew flowers in my path if you will. 

But what I want to say here is that I shall be in Cleveland on the 18th, and I shall expect to see you. I arrive Thursday night, and I want you to meet me in the ladies parlor of the Dornton at noon Friday. Will you? You can lunch with me. 

You see, I respect your suggestion that I should not call. (I will not  on condition.) These separations are dangerous to good friendship. Write me that you will. I throw myself on your generosity. But I cant take no for an answer, not now. 

With a world of affection. 

LESTER KANE.

He sealed the letter and addressed it. Shes a remarkable girl in her way, he thought. She really is.


CHAPTER XXI

The arrival of this letter, coming after a week of silence and after she had had a chance to think, moved Jennie deeply. What did she want to do? What ought she to do? How did she truly feel about this man? Did she sincerely wish to answer his letter? If she did so, what should she say? Heretofore all her movements, even the one in which she had sought to sacrifice herself for the sake of Bass in Columbus, had not seemed to involve any one but herself. Now, there seemed to be others to consider  her family, above all, her child. The little Vesta was now eighteen months of age; she was an interesting child; her large, blue eyes and light hair giving promise of a comeliness which would closely approximate that of her mother, while her mential traits indicated a clear and intelligent mind. Mrs. Gerhardt had become very fond of her. Gerhardt had unbended so gradually that his interest was not even yet clearly discernible, but he had a distinct feeling of kindliness toward her. And this readjustment of her fathers attitude had aroused in Jennie an ardent desire to so conduct herself that no pain should ever come to him again. Any new folly on her part would not only be base ingratitude to her father, but would tend to injure the prospects of her little one. Her life was a failure, she fancied, but Vestas was a thing apart; she must do nothing to spoil it. She wondered whether it would not be better to write Lester and explain everything. She had told him that she did not wish to do wrong. Suppose she went on to inform him that she had a child, and beg him to leave her in peace. Would he obey her? She doubted it. Did she really want him to take her at her word?

The need of making this confession was a painful thing to Jennie. It caused her to hesitate, to start a letter in which she tried to explain, and then to tear it up. Finally, fate intervened in the sudden home-coming of her father, who had been seriously injured by an accident at the glass-works in Youngstown where he worked.

It was on a Wednesday afternoon, in the latter part of August, when a letter came from Gerhardt. But instead of the customary fatherly communication, written in German and inclosing the regular weekly remittance of five dollars, there was only a brief note, written by another hand, and explaining that the day before Gerhardt had received a severe burn on both hands, due to the accidental overturning of a dipper of molten glass. The letter added that he would be home the next morning.

What do you think of that? exclaimed William, his mouth wide open.

Poor papa! said Veronica, tears welling up in her eyes.

Mrs. Gerhardt sat down, clasped her hands in her lap, and stared at the floor. Now, what to do? she nervously exclaimed. The possibility that Gerhardt was disabled for life opened long vistas of difficulties which she had not the courage to contemplate.

Bass came home at half-past six and Jennie at eight. The former heard the news with an astonished face.

Gee! thats tough, isnt it? he exclaimed. Did the letter say how bad he was hurt?

No, replied Mrs. Gerhardt.

Well, I wouldnt worry about it, said Bass easily. It wont do any good. Well get along somehow. I wouldnt worry like that if I were you.

The truth was, he wouldnt, because his nature was wholly different. Life did not rest heavily upon his shoulders. His brain was not large enough to grasp the significance and weigh the results of things.

I know, said Mrs. Gerhardt, endeavoring to recover herself. I cant help it, though. To think that just when we were getting along fairly well this new calamity should be added. It seems sometimes as if we were under a curse. We have so much bad luck.

When Jennie came her mother turned to her instinctively; here was her one stay.

Whats the matter, ma? asked Jennie as she opened the door and observed her mothers face. What have you been crying about?

Mrs. Gerhardt looked at her, and then turned half away.

Pas had his hands burned, put in Bass solemnly. Hell be home to-morrow.

Jennie turned and stared at him. His hands burned! she exclaimed.

Yes, said Bass.

How did it happen?

A pot of glass was turned over.

Jennie looked at her mother, and her eyes dimmed with tears. Instinctively she ran to her and put her arms around her.

Now, dont you cry, ma, she said, barely able to control herself. Dont you worry. I know how you feel, but well get along. Dont cry now. Then her own lips lost their evenness, and she struggled long before she could pluck up courage to contemplate this new disaster. And now without volition upon her part there leaped into her consciousness a new and subtly persistent thought. What about Lesters offer of assistance now? What about his declaration of love? Somehow it came back to her  his affection, his personality, his desire to help her, his sympathy, so like that which Brander had shown when Bass was in jail. Was she doomed to a second sacrifice? Did it really make any difference? Wasnt her life a failure already? She thought this over as she looked at her mother sitting there so silent, haggard, and distraught. What a pity, she thought, that her mother must always suffer! Wasnt it a shame that she could never have any real happiness?

I wouldnt feel so badly, she said, after a time. Maybe pa isnt burned so badly as we think. Did the letter say hed be home in the morning?

Yes, said Mrs. Gerhardt, recovering herself.

They talked more quietly from now on, and gradually, as the details were exhausted, a kind of dumb peace settled down upon the household.

One of us ought to go to the train to meet him in the morning, said Jennie to Bass. I will. I guess Mrs. Bracebridge wont mind.

No, said Bass gloomily, you mustnt. I can go.

He was sour at this new fling of fate, and he looked his feelings; he stalked off gloomily to his room and shut himself in. Jennie and her mother saw the others off to bed, and then sat out in the kitchen talking.

I dont see whats to become of us now, said Mrs. Gerhardt at last, completely overcome by the financial complications which this new calamity had brought about. She looked so weak and helpless that Jennie could hardly contain herself.

Dont worry, mamma dear, she said, softly, a peculiar resolve coming into her heart. The world was wide. There was comfort and ease in it scattered by others with a lavish hand. Surely, surely misfortune could not press so sharply but that they could live!

She sat down with her mother, the difficulties of the future seeming to approach with audible and ghastly steps.

What do you suppose will become of us now? repeated her mother, who saw how her fanciful conception of this Cleveland home had crumbled before her eyes.

Why, said Jennie, who saw clearly and knew what could be done, it will be all right. I wouldnt worry about it. Something will happen. Well get something.

She realized, as she sat there, that fate had shifted the burden of the situation to her. She must sacrifice herself; there was no other way.

Bass met his father at the railway station in the morning. He looked very pale, and seemed to have suffered a great deal. His cheeks were slightly sunken and his bony profile appeared rather gaunt. His hands were heavily bandaged, and altogether he presented such a picture of distress that many stopped to look at him on the way home from the station.

By chops, he said to Bass, that was a burn I got. I thought once I couldnt stand the pain any longer. Such pain I had! Such pain! By chops! I will never forget it.

He related just how the accident had occurred, and said that he did not know whether he would ever be able to use his hands again. The thumb on his right hand and the first two fingers on the left had been burned to the bone. The latter had been amputated at the first joint  the thumb he might save, but his hands would be in danger of being stiff.

By chops! he added, just at the time when I needed the money most. Too bad! Too bad!

When they reached the house, and Mrs. Gerhardt opened the door, the old mill-worker, conscious of her voiceless sympathy, began to cry. Mrs. Gerhardt sobbed also. Even Bass lost control of himself for a moment or two, but quickly recovered. The other children wept, until Bass called a halt on all of them.

Dont cry now, he said cheeringly. Whats the use of crying? It isnt so bad as all that. Youll be all right again. We can get along.

Basss words had a soothing effect, temporarily, and, now that her husband was home, Mrs. Gerhardt recovered her composure. Though his hands were bandaged, the mere fact that he could walk and was not otherwise injured was some consolation. He might recover the use of his hands and be able to undertake light work again. Anyway, they would hope for the best.

When Jennie came home that night she wanted to run to her father and lay the treasury of her services and affection at his feet, but she trembled lest he might be as cold to her as formerly.

Gerhardt, too, was troubled. Never had he completely recovered from the shame which his daughter had brought upon him. Although he wanted to be kindly, his feelings were so tangled that he hardly knew what to say or do.

Papa, said Jennie, approaching him timidly.

Gerhardt looked confused and tried to say something natural, but it was unavailing. The thought of his helplessness, the knowledge of her sorrow and of his own responsiveness to her affection  it was all too much for him; he broke down again and cried helplessly.

Forgive me, papa, she pleaded, Im so sorry. Oh, Im so sorry.

He did not attempt to look at her, but in the swirl of feeling that their meeting created he thought that he could forgive, and he did.

I have prayed, he said brokenly. It is all right.

When he recovered himself he felt ashamed of his emotion, but a new relationship of sympathy and of understanding had been established. From that time, although there was always a great reserve between them, Gerhardt tried not to ignore her completely, and she endeavored to show him the simple affection of a daughter, just as in the old days.

But while the household was again at peace, there were other cares and burdens to be faced. How were they to get along now with five dollars taken from the weekly budget, and with the cost of Gerhardts presence added? Bass might have contributed more of his weekly earnings, but he did not feel called upon to do it. And so the small sum of nine dollars weekly must meet as best it could the current expenses of rent, food, and coal, to say nothing of incidentals, which now began to press very heavily. Gerhardt had to go to a doctor to have his hands dressed daily. George needed a new pair of shoes. Either more money must come from some source or the family must beg for credit and suffer the old tortures of want. The situation crystallized the half-formed resolve in Jennies mind.

Lesters letter had been left unanswered. The day was drawing near. Should she write? He would help them. Had he not tried to force money on her? She finally decided that it was her duty to avail herself of this proffered assistance. She sat down and wrote him a brief note. She would meet him as he had requested, but he would please not come to the house. She mailed the letter, and then waited, with mingled feelings of trepidation and thrilling expectancy, the arrival of the fateful day.


CHAPTER XXII

The fatal Friday came, and Jennie stood face to face with this new and overwhelming complication in her modest scheme of existence. There was really no alternative, she thought. Her own life was a failure. Why go on fighting? If she could make her family happy, if she could give Vesta a good education, if she could conceal the true nature of this older story and keep Vesta in the background perhaps, perhaps  well, rich men had married poor girls before this, and Lester was very kind, he certainly liked her. At seven oclock she went to Mrs. Bracebridges; at noon she excused herself on the pretext of some work for her mother and left the house for the hotel.

Lester, leaving Cincinnati a few days earlier than he expected, had failed to receive her reply; he arrived at Cleveland feeling sadly out of tune with the world. He had a lingering hope that a letter from Jennie might be awaiting him at the hotel, but there was no word from her. He was a man not easily wrought up, but to-night he felt depressed, and so went gloomily up to his room and changed his linen. After supper he proceeded to drown his dissatisfaction in a game of billiards with some friends, from whom he did not part until he had taken very much more than his usual amount of alcoholic stimulant. The next morning he arose with a vague idea of abandoning the whole affair, but as the hours elapsed and the time of his appointment drew near he decided that it might not be unwise to give her one last chance. She might come. Accordingly, when it still lacked a quarter of an hour of the time, he went down into the parlor. Great was his delight when he beheld her sitting in a chair and waiting  the outcome of her acquiescence. He walked briskly up, a satisfied, gratified smile on his face.

So you did come after all, he said, gazing at her with the look of one who has lost and recovered a prize. What do you mean by not writing me? I thought from the way you neglected me that you had made up your mind not to come at all.

I did write, she replied.

Where?

To the address you gave me. I wrote three days ago.

That explains it. It came too late. You should have written me before. How have you been?

Oh, all right, she replied.

You dont look it! he said. You look worried. Whats the trouble, Jennie? Nothing gone wrong out at your house, has there?

It was a fortuitous question. He hardly knew why lie had asked it. Yet it opened the door to what she wanted to say.

My fathers sick, she replied.

Whats happened to him?

He burned his hands at the glass-works. Weve been terribly worried. It looks as though he would not be able to use them any more.

She paused, looking the distress she felt, and he saw plainly that she was facing a crisis.

Thats too bad, he said. That certainly is. When did this happen?

Oh, almost three weeks ago now.

It certainly is bad. Come in to lunch, though. I want to talk with you. Ive been wanting to get a better understanding of your family affairs ever since I left. He led the way into the dining-room and selected a secluded table. He tried to divert her mind by asking her to order the luncheon, but she was too worried and too shy to do so and he had to make out the menu by himself. Then he turned to her with a cheering air. Now, Jennie, he said, I want you to tell me all about your family. I got a little something of it last time, but I want to get it straight. Your father, you said, was a glass-blower by trade. Now he cant work any more at that, thats obvious.

Yes, she said.

How many other children are there?

Six.

Are you the oldest?

No, my brother Sebastian is. Hes twenty-two.

And what does he do?

Hes a clerk in a cigar store.

Do you know how much he makes?

I think its twelve dollars, she replied thoughtfully.

And the other children?

Martha and Veronica dont do anything yet. Theyre too young. My brother George works at Wilsons. Hes a cash-boy. He gets three dollars and a half.

And how much do you make?

I make four.

He stopped, figuring up mentally just what they had to live on. How much rent do you pay? he continued.

Twelve dollars.

How old is your mother?

Shes nearly fifty now.

He turned a fork in his hands back and forth; he was thinking earnestly.

To tell you the honest truth, I fancied it was something like that, Jennie, he said. Ive been thinking about you a lot. Now, I know. Theres only one answer to your problem, and it isnt such a bad one, if youll only believe me. He paused for an inquiry, but she made none. Her mind was running on her own difficulties.

Dont you want to know? he inquired.

Yes, she answered mechanically.

Its me, he replied. You have to let me help you. I wanted to last time. Now you have to; do you hear?

I thought I wouldnt, she said simply.

I knew what you thought, he replied. Thats all over now. Im going to tend to that family of yours. And Ill do it right now while I think of it.

He drew out his purse and extracted several ten and twenty-dollar bills  two hundred and fifty dollars in all. I want you to take this, he said. Its just the beginning. I will see that your family is provided for from now on. Here, give me your hand.

Oh no, she said. Not so much. Dont give me all that.

Yes, he replied. Dont argue. Here. Give me your hand.

She put it out in answer to the summons of his eyes, and he shut her fingers on the money, pressing them gently at the same time. I want you to have it, sweet. I love you, little girl. Im not going to see you suffer, nor any one belonging to you.

Her eyes looked a dumb thankfulness, and she bit her lips.

I dont know how to thank you, she said.

You dont need to, he replied. The thanks are all the other way  believe me.

He paused and looked at her, the beauty of her face holding him. She looked at the table, wondering what would come next.

How would you like to leave what youre doing and stay at home? he asked. That would give you your freedom day times.

I couldnt do that, she replied. Papa wouldnt allow it. He knows I ought to work.

Thats true enough, he said. But theres so little in what youre doing. Good heavens! Four dollars a week! I would be glad to give you fifty times that sum if I thought there was any way in which you could use it. He idly thrummed the cloth with his fingers.

I couldnt, she said. I hardly know how to use this. Theyll suspect. Ill have to tell mamma.

From the way she said it he judged there must be some bond of sympathy between her and her mother which would permit of a confidence such as this. He was by no means a hard man, and the thought touched him. But he would not relinquish his purpose.

Theres only one thing to be done, as far as I can see, he went on very gently. Youre not suited for the kind of work youre doing. Youre too refined. I object to it. Give it up and come with me down to New York; Ill take good care of you. I love you and want you. As far as your family is concerned, you wont have to worry about them any more. You can take a nice home for them and furnish it in any style you please. Wouldnt you like that?

He paused, and Jennies thoughts reverted quickly to her mother, her dear mother. All her life long Mrs. Gerhardt had been talking of this very thing  a nice home. If they could just have a larger house, with good furniture and a yard filled with trees, how happy she would be. In such a home she would be free of the care of rent, the discomfort of poor furniture, the wretchedness of poverty; she would be so happy. She hesitated there while his keen eye followed her in spirit, and he saw what a power he had set in motion. It had been a happy inspiration  the suggestion of a decent home for the family. He waited a few minutes longer, and then said:

Well, wouldnt you better let me do that?

It would be very nice, she said, but it cant be done now. I couldnt leave home. Papa would want to know all about where I was going. I wouldnt know what to say.

Why couldnt you pretend that you are going down to New York with Mrs. Bracebridge? he suggested. There couldnt be any objection to that, could there?

Not if they didnt find out, she said, her eyes opening in amazement. But if they should!

They wont, he replied calmly. Theyre not watching Mrs. Bracebridges affairs. Plenty of mistresses take their maids on long trips. Why not simply tell them youre invited to go  have to go  and then go?

Do you think I could? she inquired.

Certainly, he replied. What is there peculiar about that?

She thought it over, and the plan did seem feasible. Then she looked at this man and realized that relationship with him meant possible motherhood for her again. The tragedy of giving birth to a child  ah, she could not go through that a second time, at least under the same conditions. She could not bring herself to tell him about Vesta, but she must voice this insurmountable objection.

I she said, formulating the first word of her sentence, and then stopping.

Yes, he said. I  what?

I She paused again.

He loved her shy ways, her sweet, hesitating lips.

What is it, Jennie? he asked helpfully. Youre so delicious. Cant you tell me?

Her hand was on the table. He reached over and laid his strong brown one on top of it.

I couldnt have a baby, she said, finally, and looked down.

He gazed at her, and the charm of her frankness, her innate decency under conditions so anomalous, her simple unaffected recognition of the primal facts of life lifted her to a plane in his esteem which she had not occupied until that moment.

Youre a great girl, Jennie, he said. Youre wonderful. But dont worry about that. It can be arranged. You dont need to have a child unless you want to, and I dont want you to.

He saw the question written in her wondering, shamed face.

Its so, he said. You believe me, dont you? You think I know, dont you?

Yes, she faltered.

Well, I do. But anyway, I wouldnt let any trouble come to you. Ill take you away. Besides, I dont want any children. There wouldnt be any satisfaction in that proposition for me at this time. Id rather wait. But there wont be  dont worry.

Yes, she said faintly. Not for worlds could she have met his eyes.

Look here, Jennie, he said, after a time. You care for me, dont you? You dont think Id sit here and plead with you if I didnt care for you? Im crazy about you, and thats the literal truth. Youre like wine to me. I want you to come with me. I want you to do it quickly. I know how difficult this family business is, but you can arrange it. Come with me down to New York. Well work out something later. Ill meet your family. Well pretend a courtship, anything you like  only come now.

You dont mean right away, do you? she asked, startled.

Yes, to-morrow if possible. Monday sure. You can arrange it. Why, if Mrs. Bracebridge asked you youd go fast enough, and no one would think anything about it. Isnt that so?

Yes, she admitted slowly.

Well, then, why not now?

Its always so much harder to work out a falsehood, she replied thoughtfully.

I know it, but you can come. Wont you?

Wont you wait a little while? she pleaded. Its so very sudden. Im afraid.

Not a day, sweet, that I can help. Cant you see how I feel? Look in my eyes. Will you?

Yes, she replied sorrowfully, and yet with a strange thrill of affection. I will.


CHAPTER XXIII

The business of arranging for this sudden departure was really not so difficult as it first appeared. Jennie proposed to tell her mother the whole truth, and there was nothing to say to her father except that she was going with Mrs. Bracebridge at the latters request. He might question her, but he really could not doubt Before going home that afternoon she accompanied Lester to a department store, where she was fitted out with a trunk, a suit-case, and a traveling suit and hat. Lester was very proud of his prize. When we get to New York I am going to get you some real things, he told her. I am going to show you what you can be made to look like. He had all the purchased articles packed in the trunk and sent to his hotel. Then he arranged to have Jennie come there and dress Monday for the trip which began in the afternoon.

When she came home Mrs. Gerhardt, who was in the kitchen, received her with her usual affectionate greeting. Have you been working very hard? she asked. You look tired.

No, she said, Im not tired. It isnt that. I just dont feel good.

Whats the trouble?

Oh, I have to tell you something, mamma. Its so hard. She paused, looking inquiringly at her mother, and then away.

Why, what is it? asked her mother nervously. So many things had happened in the past that she was always on the alert for some new calamity. You havent lost your place, have you?

No, replied Jennie, with an effort to maintain her mental poise, but Im going to leave it.

No! exclaimed her mother. Why?

Im going to New York.

Her mothers eyes opened widely. Why, when did you decide to do that? she inquired.

To-day.

You dont mean it!

Yes, I do, mamma. Listen. Ive got something I want to tell you. You know how poor we are. There isnt any way we can make things come out right. I have found some one who wants to help us. He says he loves me, and he wants me to go to New York with him Monday. Ive decided to go.

Oh, Jennie! exclaimed her mother. Surely not! You wouldnt do anything like that after all thats happened. Think of your father.

Ive thought it all out, went on Jennie, firmly. Its really for the best. Hes a good man. I know he is. He has lots of money. He wants me to go with him, and Id better go. He will take a new house for us when we come back and help us to get along. No one will ever have me as a wife  you know that. It might as well be this way. He loves me. And I love him. Why shouldnt I go?

Does he know about Vesta? asked her mother cautiously.

No, said Jennie guiltily. I thought Id better not tell him about her. She oughtnt to be brought into it if I can help it.

Im afraid youre storing up trouble for yourself, Jennie, said her mother. Dont you think he is sure to find it out some time?

I thought maybe that she could be kept here, suggested Jennie, until shes old enough to go to school. Then maybe I could send her somewhere.

She might, assented her mother; but dont you think it would be better to tell him now? He wont think any the worse of you.

It isnt that. Its her, said Jennie passionately. I dont want her to be brought into it.

Her mother shook her head. Where did you meet him? she inquired.

At Mrs. Bracebridges.

How long ago?

Oh, its been almost two months now.

And you never said anything about him, protested Mrs. Gerhardt reproachfully.

I didnt know that he cared for me this way, said Jennie defensively.

Why didnt you wait and let him come out here first? asked her mother. It will make things so much easier. You cant go and not have your father find out.

I thought Id say I was going with Mrs. Bracebridge. Papa cant object to my going with her.

No, agreed her mother thoughtfully.

The two looked at each other in silence. Mrs. Gerhardt, with her imaginative nature, endeavored to formulate some picture of this new and wonderful personality that had come into Jennies life. He was wealthy; he wanted to take Jennie; he wanted to give them a good home. What a story!

And he gave me this, put in Jennie, who, with some instinctive psychic faculty, had been following her mothers mood. She opened her dress at the neck, and took out the two hundred and fifty dollars; she placed the money in her mothers hands.

The latter stared at it wide-eyed. Here was the relief for all her woes  food, clothes, rent, coal  all done up in one small package of green and yellow bills. If there were plenty of money in the house Gerhardt need not worry about his burned hands; George and Martha and Veronica could be clothed in comfort and made happy.

Jennie could dress better; there would be a future education for Vesta.

Do you think he might ever want to marry you? asked her mother finally.

I dont know, replied Jennie he might. I know he loves me.

Well, said her mother after a long pause, if youre going to tell your father youd better do it right away. Hell think its strange as it is.

Jennie realized that she had won. Her mother had acquiesced from sheer force of circumstances. She was sorry, but somehow it seemed to be for the best. Ill help you out with it, her mother had concluded, with a little sigh.

The difficulty of telling this lie was very great for Mrs. Gerhardt, but she went through the falsehood with a seeming nonchalance which allayed Gerhardts suspicions. The children were also told, and when, after the general discussion, Jennie repeated the falsehood to her father it seemed natural enough.

How long do you think youll be gone? he inquired.

About two or three weeks, she replied.

Thats a nice trip, he said. I came through New York in 1844. It was a small place then compared to what it is now.

Secretly he was pleased that Jennie should have this fine chance. Her employer must like her.

When Monday came Jennie bade her parents good-by and left early, going straight to the Dornton, where Lester awaited her.

So you came, he said gaily, greeting her as she entered the ladies parlor.

Yes, she said simply.

You are my niece, he went on. I have engaged H room for you near mine. Ill call for the key, and you go dress. When youre ready Ill have the trunk sent to the depot. The train leaves at one oclock.

She went to her room and dressed, while he fidgeted about, read, smoked, and finally knocked at her door.

She replied by opening to him, fully clad.

You look charming, he said with a smile.

She looked down, for she was nervous and distraught. The whole process of planning, lying, nerving herself to carry out her part had been hard on her. She looked tired and worried.

Not grieving, are you? he asked, seeing how things stood.

No-o, she replied.

Come now, sweet. You mustnt feel this way. Its coming out all right. He took her in his arms and kissed her, and they strolled down the hall. He was astonished to see how well she looked in even these simple clothes  the best she had ever had.

They reached the depot after a short carriage ride. The accommodations had been arranged for before hand, and Kane had allowed just enough time to make the train. When they settled themselves in a Pullman state-room it was with a keen sense of satisfaction on his part. Life looked rosy. Jennie was beside him. He had succeeded in what he had started out to do. So might it always be.

As the train rolled out of the depot and the long reaches of the fields succeeded Jennie studied them wistfully. There were the forests, leafless and bare; the wide, brown fields, wet with the rains of winter; the low farm-houses sitting amid flat stretches of prairie, their low roofs making them look as if they were hugging the ground. The train roared past little hamlets, with cottages of white and yellow and drab, their roofs blackened by frost and rain. Jennie noted one in particular which seemed to recall the old neighborhood where they used to live at Columbus; she put her handkerchief to her eyes and began silently to cry.

I hope youre not crying, are you, Jennie? said

Lester, looking up suddenly from the letter he had been reading. Come, come, he went on as he saw a faint tremor shaking her. This wont do. You have to do better than this. Youll never get along if you act that way.

She made no reply, and the depth of her silent grief filled him with strange sympathies.

Dont cry, he continued soothingly; everything will be all right. I told you that. You neednt worry about anything.

Jennie made a great effort to recover herself, and began to dry her eyes.

You dont want to give way like that, he continued. It doesnt do you any good. I know how you feel about leaving home, but tears wont help it any. It isnt as if you were going away for good, you know. Besides, youll be going back shortly. You care for me, dont you, sweet? Im something?

Yes, she said, and managed to smile back at him.

Lester returned to his correspondence and Jennie fell to thinking of Vesta. It troubled her to realize that she was keeping this secret from one who was already very dear to her. She knew that she ought to tell Lester about the child, but she shrank from the painful necessity. Perhaps later on she might find the courage to do it.

Ill have to tell him something, she thought with a sudden upwelling of feeling as regarded the seriousness of this duty. If I dont do it soon and I should go and live with him and he should find it out he would never forgive me. He might turn me out, and then where would I go? I have no home now. What would I do with Vesta?

She turned to contemplate him, a premonitory wave of terror sweeping over her, but she only saw that imposing and comfort-loving soul quietly reading his letters, his smoothly shaved red cheek and comfortable head and body looking anything but militant or like an avenging Nemesis. She was just withdrawing her gaze when he looked up.

Well, have you washed all your sins away? he inquired merrily.

She smiled faintly at the allusion. The touch of fact in it made it slightly piquant.

I expect so, she replied.

He turned to some other topic, while she looked out of the window, the realization that one impulse to tell him had proved unavailing dwelling in her mind. Ill have to do it shortly, she thought, and consoled herself with the idea that she would surely find courage before long.

Their arrival in New York the next day raised the important question in Lesters mind as to where he should stop. New York was a very large place, and he was not in much danger of encountering people who would know him, but he thought it just as well not to take chances. Accordingly he had the cabman drive them to one of the more exclusive apartment hotels, where he engaged a suite of rooms; and they settled themselves for a stay of two or three weeks.

This atmosphere into which Jennie was now plunged was so wonderful, so illuminating, that she could scarcely believe this was the same world that she had inhabited before. Kane was no lover of vulgar display. The appointments with which he surrounded himself were always simple and elegant. He knew at a glance what Jennie needed, and bought for her with discrimination and care. And Jennie, a woman, took a keen pleasure in the handsome gowns and pretty fripperies that he lavished upon her. Could this be really Jennie Gerhardt, the washerwomans daughter, she asked herself, as she gazed in her mirror at the figure of a girl clad in blue velvet, with yellow French lace at her throat and upon her arms? Could these be her feet, clad in soft shapely shoes at ten dollars a pair, these her hands adorned with flashing jewels? What wonderful good fortune she was enjoying! And Lester had promised that her mother would share in it. Tears sprang to her eyes at the thought. The dear mother, how she loved her!

It was Lesters pleasure in these days to see what he could do to make her look like some one truly worthy of im. He exercised his most careful judgment, and the result surprised even himself. People turned in the halls, in the dining-rooms, and on the street to gaze at Jennie.

A stunning woman that man has with him, was a frequent comment.

Despite her altered state Jennie did not lose her judgment of life or her sense of perspective or proportion. She felt as though life were tentatively loaning her something which would be taken away after a time. There was no pretty vanity in her bosom. Lester realized this as he watched her. Youre a big woman, in your way, he said. Youll amount to something. Life hasnt given you much of a deal up to now.

He wondered how he could justify this new relationship to his family, should they chance to hear about it. If he should decide to take a home in Chicago or St. Louis (there was such a thought running in his mind) could he maintain it secretly? Did he want to? He was half persuaded that he really, truly loved her.

As the time drew near for their return he began to counsel her as to her future course of action. You ought to find some way of introducing me, as an acquaintance, to your father, he said. It will ease matters up. I think Ill call. Then if you tell him youre going to marry me hell think nothing of it. Jennie thought of Vesta, and trembled inwardly. But perhaps her father could be induced to remain silent.

Lester had made the wise suggestion that she should retain the clothes she had worn in Cleveland in order that she might wear them home when she reached there. There wont be any trouble about this other stuff, he said. Ill have it cared for until we make some other arrangement. It was all very simple and easy; he was a master strategist.

Jennie had written her mother almost daily since she had been East. She had inclosed little separate notes to be read by Mrs. Gerhardt only. In one she explained Lesters desire to call, and urged her mother to prepare the way by telling her father that she had met some one who liked her. She spoke of the difficulty concerning Vesta, and her mother at once began to plan a campaign o have Gerhardt hold his peace. There must be no hitch now. Jennie must be given an opportunity to better herself. When she returned there was great rejoicing. Of course she could not go back to her work, but Mrs. Gerhardt explained that Mrs. Bracebridge had given Jennie a few weeks vacation in order that she might look for something better, something at which he could make more money.


CHAPTER XXIV

The problem of the Gerhardt family and its relationship to himself comparatively settled, Kane betook himself to Cincinnati and to his business duties. He was heartily interested in the immense plant, which occupied two whole blocks in the outskirts of the city, and its conduct and development was as much a problem and a pleasure to him as to either his father or his brother. He liked to feel that he was a vital part of this great and growing industry. When he saw freight cars going by on the railroads labelled The Kane Manufacturing Company  Cincinnati or chanced to notice displays of the companys products in the windows of carriage sales companies in the different cities he was conscious of a warm glow of satisfaction. It was something to be a factor in an institution so stable, so distinguished, so honestly worth while. This was all very well, but now Kane was entering upon a new phase of his personal existence  in a word, there was Jennie. He was conscious as he rode toward his home city that he was entering on a relationship which might involve disagreeable consequences. He was a little afraid of his fathers attitude; above all, there was his brother Robert.

Robert was cold and conventional in character; an excellent business man; irreproachable in both his public and in his private life. Never overstepping the strict boundaries of legal righteousness, he was neither warm-hearted nor generous  in fact, he would turn any trick which could be speciously, or at best necessitously, recommended to his conscience. How he reasoned Lester did not know  he could not follow the ramifications of a logic which could combine hard business tactics with moral rigidity, but somehow his brother managed to do it. Hes got a Scotch Presbyterian conscience mixed with an Asiatic perception of the main chance. Lester once told somebody, and he had the situation accurately measured. Nevertheless he could not rout his brother from his positions nor defy him, for he had the public conscience with him. He was in line with convention practically, and perhaps sophisticatedly.

The two brothers were outwardly friendly; inwardly they were far apart. Robert liked Lester well enough personally, but he did not trust his financial judgment, and, temperamentally, they did not agree as to how life and its affairs should be conducted. Lester had a secret contempt for his brothers chill, persistent chase of the almighty dollar. Robert was sure that Lesters easy-going ways were reprehensible, and bound to create trouble sooner or later. In the business they did not quarrel much  there was not so much chance with the old gentleman still in charge  but there were certain minor differences constantly cropping up which showed which way the wind blew. Lester was for building up trade through friendly relationship, concessions, personal contact, and favors. Robert was for pulling everything tight, cutting down the cost of production, and offering such financial inducements as would throttle competition.

The old manufacturer always did his best to pour oil on these troubled waters, but he foresaw an eventual clash. One or the other would have to get out or perhaps both. If only you two boys could agree! he used to say.

Another thing which disturbed Lester was his fathers attitude on the subject of marriage  Lesters marriage, to be specific. Archibald Kane never ceased to insist on the fact that Lester ought to get married, and that he was making a big mistake in putting it off. All the other children, save Louise, were safely married. Why not his favorite son? It was doing him injury morally, socially, commercially, that he was sure of.

The world expects it of a man in your position, his father had argued from time to time. It makes for social solidity and prestige. You ought to pick out a good woman and raise a family. Where will you be when you get to my time of life if you havent any children, any home?

Well, if the right woman came along, said Lester, I suppose Id marry her. But she hasnt come along. What do you want me to do? Take anybody?

No, not anybody, of course, but there are lots of good women. You can surely find some one if you try. Theres that Pace girl. What about her? You used to like her. I wouldnt drift on this way, Lester; it cant come to any good.

His son would only smile. There, father, let it go now. Ill come around some time, no doubt. Ive got to be thirsty when Im led to water.

The old gentleman gave over, time and again, but it was a sore point with him. He wanted his son to settle down and be a real man of affairs.

The fact that such a situation as this might militate against any permanent arrangement with Jennie was obvious even to Lester at this time. He thought out his course of action carefully. Of course he would not give Jennie up, whatever the possible consequences. But he must be cautious; he must take no unnecessary risks. Could he bring her to Cincinnati? What a scandal if it were ever found out! Could he install her in a nice home somewhere near the city? The family would probably eventually suspect something. Could he take her along on his numerous business journeys? This first one to New York had been successful. Would it always be so? He turned the question over in his mind.

The very difficulty gave it zest. Perhaps St. Louis, or Pittsburg, or Chicago would be best after all. He went to these places frequently, and particularly to Chicago. He decided finally that it should be Chicago if he could arrange it. He could always make excuses to run up there, and it was only a nights ride. Yes, Chicago was best. The very size and activity of the city made concealment easy. After two weeks stay at Cincinnati Lester wrote Jennie that he was coming to Cleveland soon, and she answered that she thought it would be all right for him to call and see her. Her father had been told about him. She had felt it unwise to stay about the house, and so had secured a position in a store at four dollars a week. He smiled as he thought of her working, and yet the decency and energy of it appealed to him. Shes all right, he said. Shes the best Ive come across yet.

He ran up to Cleveland the following Saturday, and, calling at her place of business, he made an appointment to see her that evening. He was anxious that his introduction, as her beau, should be gotten over with as quickly as possible. When he did call the shabbiness of the house and the manifest poverty of the family rather disgusted him, but somehow Jennie seemed as sweet to him as ever. Gerhardt came in the front-room, after he had been there a few minutes, and shook hands with him, as did also Mrs. Gerhardt, but Lester paid little attention to them. The old German appeared to him to be merely commonplace  the sort of man who was hired by hundreds in common capacities in his fathers factory. After some desultory conversation Lester suggested to Jennie that they should go for a drive. Jennie put on her hat, and together they departed. As a matter of fact, they went to an apartment which he had hired for the storage of her clothes. When she returned at eight in the evening the family considered it nothing amiss.


CHAPTER XXV

A month later Jennie was able to announce that Lester intended to marry her. His visits had of course paved the way for this, and it seemed natural enough. Only Gerhardt seemed a little doubtful. He did not know just how this might be. Perhaps it was all right. Lester seemed a fine enough man in all conscience, and really, after Brander, why not? If a United States Senator could fall in love with Jennie, why not a business man? There was just one thing  the child. Has she told him about Vesta? he asked his wife.

No, said Mrs. Gerhardt, not yet.

Not yet, not yet. Always something underhanded. Do you think he wants her if he knows? Thats what comes of such conduct in the first place. Now she has to slip around like a thief. The child cannot even have an honest name.

Gerhardt went back to his newspaper reading and brooding. His life seemed a complete failure to him and he was only waiting to get well enough to hunt up another job as watchman. He wanted to get out of this mess of deception and dishonesty.

A week or two later Jennie confided to her mother that Lester had written her to join him in Chicago. He was not feeling well, and could not come to Cleveland. The two women explained to Gerhardt that Jennie was going away to be married to Mr. Kane. Gerhardt flared up at this, and his suspicions were again aroused. But he could do nothing but grumble over the situation; it would lead to no good end, of that he was sure.

When the day came for Jennies departure she had to go without saying farewell to her father. He was out looking for work until late in the afternoon, and before he had returned she had been obliged to leave for the station. I will write a note to him when I get there, she said. She kissed her baby over and over. Lester will take a better house for us soon, she went on hopefully. He wants us to move. The night train bore her to Chicago; the old life had ended and the new one had begun.

The curious fact should be recorded here that, although Lesters generosity had relieved the stress upon the family finances, the children and Gerhardt were actually none the wiser. It was easy for Mrs. Gerhardt to deceive her husband as to the purchase of necessities and she had not as yet indulged in any of the fancies which an enlarged purse permitted. Fear deterred her. But, after Jennie had been in Chicago for a few days, she wrote to her mother saying that Lester wanted them to take a new home. This letter was shown to Gerhardt, who had been merely biding her return to make a scene. He frowned, but somehow it seemed an evidence of regularity. If he had not married her why should he want to help them? Perhaps Jennie was well married after all. Perhaps she really had been lifted to a high station in life, and was now able to help the family. Gerhardt almost concluded to forgive her everything once and for all.

The end of it was that a new house was decided upon, and Jennie returned to Cleveland to help her mother move. Together they searched the streets for a nice, quiet neighborhood, and finally found one. A house of nine rooms, with a yard, which rented for thirty dollars, was secured and suitably furnished. There were comfortable fittings for the dining-room and sitting-room, a handsome parlor set and bedroom sets complete for each room. The kitchen was supplied with every convenience, and there was even a bath-room, a luxury the Gerhardts had never enjoyed before. Altogether the house was attractive, though plain, and Jennie was happy to know that her family could be comfortable in it.

When the time came for the actual moving Mrs. Gerhardt was fairly beside herself with joy, for was not this the realization of her dreams? All through the long years of her life she had been waiting, and now it had come. A new house, new furniture, plenty of room  things finer than she had ever even imagined  think of it! Her eyes shone as she looked at the new beds and tables and bureaus and whatnots. Dear, dear, isnt this nice! she exclaimed. Isnt it beautiful! Jennie smiled and tried to pretend satisfaction without emotion, but there were tears in her eyes. She was so glad for her mothers sake. She could have kissed Lesters feet for his goodness to her family.

The day the furniture was moved in Mrs. Gerhardt, Martha, and Veronica were on hand to clean and arrange things. At the sight of the large rooms and pretty yard, bare enough in winter, but giving promise of a delightful greenness in spring, and the array of new furniture standing about in excelsior, the whole family fell into a fever of delight. Such beauty, such spaciousness! George rubbed his feet over the new carpets and Bass examined the quality of the furniture critically. Swell, was his comment. Mrs. Gerhardt roved to and fro like a person in a dream. She could not believe that these bright bedrooms, this beautiful parlor, this handsome dining-room were actually hers.

Gerhardt came last of all. Although he tried hard not to show it, he, too, could scarcely refrain from enthusiastic comment. The sight of an opal-globed chandelier over the dining-room table was the finishing touch.

Gas, yet! he said.

He looked grimly around, under his shaggy eyebrows, at the new carpets under his feet, the long oak extension table covered with a white cloth and set with new dishes, at the pictures on the walls, the bright, clean kitchen. He shook his head. By chops, its fine! he said. Its very nice. Yes, its very nice. We want to be careful now not to break anything. Its so easy to scratch things up, and then its all over. Yes, even Gerhardt was satisfied.


CHAPTER XXVI

It would be useless to chronicle the events of the three years that followed  events and experiences by which the family grew from an abject condition of want to a state of comparative self-reliance, based, of course, on the obvious prosperity of Jennie and the generosity (through her) of her distant husband. Lester was seen now and then, a significant figure, visiting Cleveland, and sometimes coming out to the house where he occupied with Jennie the two best rooms of the second floor. There were hurried trips on her part  in answer to telegraph massages  to Chicago, to St. Louis, to New York. One of his favorite pastimes was to engage quarters at the great resorts  Hot Springs, Mt. Clemens, Saratoga  and for a period of a week or two at a stretch enjoy the luxury of living with Jennie as his wife. There were other times when he would pass through Cleveland only for the privilege of seeing her for a day. All the time he was aware that he was throwing on her the real burden of a rather difficult situation, but he did not see how he could remedy it at this time. He was not sure as yet that he really wanted to. They were getting along fairly well.

The attitude of the Gerhardt family toward this condition of affairs was peculiar. At first, in spite of the irregularity of it, it seemed natural enough. Jennie said she was married. No one had seen her marriage certificate, but she said so, and she seemed to carry herself with the air of one who holds that relationship. Still, she never went to Cincinnati, where his family lived, and none of his relatives ever came near her. Then, too, his attitude, in spite of the money which had first blinded them, was peculiar. He really did not carry himself like a married man. He was so indifferent. There were weeks in which she appeared to receive only perfunctory notes. There were times when she would only go away for a few days to meet him. Then there were the long periods in which she absented herself  the only worthwhile testimony toward a real relationship, and that, in a way, unnatural.

Bass, who had grown to be a young man of twenty-five, with some business judgment and a desire to get out in the world, was suspicious. He had come to have a pretty keen knowledge of life, and intuitively he felt that things were not right. George, nineteen, who had gained a slight foothold in a wall-paper factory and was looking forward to a career in that field, was also restless. He felt that something was wrong. Martha, seventeen, was still in school, as were William and Veronica. Each was offered an opportunity to study indefinitely; but there was unrest with life. They knew about Jennies child. The neighbors were obviously drawing conclusions for themselves. They had few friends. Gerhardt himself finally concluded that there was something wrong, but he had let himself into this situation, and was not in much of a position now to raise an argument. He wanted to ask her at times  proposed to make her do better if he could  but the worst had already been done. It depended on the man now, he knew that.

Things were gradually nearing a state where a general upheaval would have taken place had not life stepped in with one of its fortuitous solutions. Mrs. Gerhardts health failed. Although stout and formerly of a fairly active disposition, she had of late years become decidedly sedentary in her habits and grown weak, which, coupled with a mind naturally given to worry, and weighed upon as it had been by a number of serious and disturbing ills, seemed now to culminate in a slow but very certain case of systemic poisoning. She became decidedly sluggish in her motions, wearied more quickly at the few tasks left for her to do, and finally complained to Jennie that it was very hard for her to climb stairs. Im not feeling well, she said. I think Im going to be sick.

Jennie now took alarm and proposed to take her to some near-by watering-place, but Mrs. Gerhardt wouldnt go. I dont think it would do any good, she said. She sat about or went driving with her daughter, but the fading autumn scenery depressed her. I dont like to get sick in the fall, she said. The leaves coming down make me think I am never going to get well.

Oh, ma, how you talk! said Jennie; but she felt frightened, nevertheless.

How much the average home depends upon the mother was seen when it was feared the end was near. Bass, who had thought of getting married and getting out of this atmosphere, abandoned the idea temporarily. Gerhardt, shocked and greatly depressed, hung about like one expectant of and greatly awed by the possibility of disaster. Jennie, too inexperienced in death to feel that she could possibly lose her mother, felt as if somehow her living depended on her. Hoping in spite of all opposing circumstances, she hung about, a white figure of patience, waiting and serving.

The end came one morning after a month of illness and several days of unconsciousness, during which silence reigned in the house and all the family went about on tiptoe. Mrs. Gerhardt passed away with her dying gaze fastened on Jennies face for the last few minutes of consciousness that life vouchsafed her. Jennie stared into her eyes with a yearning horror. Oh, mamma! mamma! she cried. Oh no, no!

Gerhardt came running in from the yard, and, throwing himself down by the bedside, wrung his bony hands in anguish. I should have gone first! he cried. I should have gone first!

The death of Mrs. Gerhardt hastened the final breaking up of the family. Bass was bent on getting married at once, having had a girl in town for some time. Martha, whose views of life had broadened and hardened, was anxious to get out also. She felt that a sort of stigma attached to the home  to herself, in fact, so long as she remained there. Martha looked to the public schools as a source of income; she was going to be a teacher. Gerhardt alone scarcely knew which way to turn. He was again at work as a night watchman. Jennie found him crying one day alone in the kitchen, and immediately burst into tears herself. Now, papa! she pleaded, it isnt as bad as that. You will always have a home  you know that  as long as I have anything. You can come with me.

No, no, he protested. He really did not want to go with her. It isnt that, he continued. My whole life comes to nothing.

It was some little time before Bass, George and Martha finally left, but, one by one, they got out, leaving Jennie, her father, Veronica, and William, and one other  Jennies child. Of course Lester knew nothing of Vestas parentage, and curiously enough he had never seen the little girl. During the short periods in which he deigned to visit the house  two or three days at most  Mrs. Gerhardt took good care that Vesta was kept in the background. There was a play-room on the top floor, and also a bedroom there, and concealment was easy. Lester rarely left his rooms, he even had his meals served to him in what might have been called the living-room of the suite. He was not at all inquisitive or anxious to meet any one of the other members of the family. He was perfectly willing to shake hands with them or to exchange a few perfunctory words, but perfunctory words only. It was generally understood that the child must not appear, and so it did not.

There is an inexplicable sympathy between old age and childhood, an affinity which is as lovely as it is pathetic. During that first year in Lorrie Street, when no one was looking, Gerhardt often carried Vesta about on his shoulders and pinched her soft, red cheeks. When she got old enough to walk he it was who, with a towel fastened securely under her arms, led her patiently around the room until she was able to take a few steps of her own accord. When she actually reached the point where she could walk he was the one who coaxed her to the effort, shyly, grimly, but always lovingly. By some strange leading of fate this stigma on his familys honor, this blotch on conventional morality, had twined its helpless baby fingers about the tendons of his heart. He loved this little outcast ardently, hopefully. She was the one bright ray in a narrow, gloomy life, and Gerhardt early took upon himself the responsibility of her education in religious matters. Was it not he who had insisted that the infant should be baptized?

Say Our Father, he used to demand of the lisping infant when he had her alone with him.

Ow Fowvaw, was her vowel-like interpretation of his words.

Who art in heaven.

Ooh ah in aven, repeated the child.

Why do you teach her so early? pleaded Mrs. Gerhardt, overhearing the little ones struggles with stubborn consonants and vowels.

Because I want she should learn the Christian faith, returned Gerhardt determinedly. She ought to know her prayers. If she dont begin now she never will know them.

Mrs. Gerhardt smiled. Many of her husbands religious idiosyncrasies were amusing to her. At the same time she liked to see this sympathetic interest he was taking in the childs upbringing. If he were only not so hard, so narrow at times. He made himself a torment to himself and to every one else.

On the earliest bright morning of returning spring he was wont to take her for her first little journeys in the world. Come, now, he would say, we will go for a little walk.

Walk, chirped Vesta.

Yes, walk, echoed Gerhardt.

Mrs. Gerhardt would fasten on one of her little hoods, for in these days Jennie kept Vestas wardrobe beautifully replete. Taking her by the hand, Gerhardt would issue forth, satisfied to drag first one foot and then the other in order to accommodate his gait to her toddling steps.

One beautiful May day, when Vesta was four years old, they started on one of their walks. Everywhere nature was budding and bourgeoning; the birds twittering their arrival from the south; the insects making the best of their brief span of life. Sparrows chirped in the road; robins strutted upon the grass; bluebirds built in the eaves of the cottages. Gerhardt took a keen delight in pointing out the wonders of nature to Vesta, and she was quick to respond. Every new sight and sound interested her.

Ooh!  ooh! exclaimed Vesta, catching sight of a low, flashing touch of red as a robin lighted upon a twig nearby. Her hand was up, and her eyes were wide open.

Yes, said Gerhardt, as happy as if he himself had but newly discovered this marvelous creature. Robin. Bird. Robin. Say robin.

Wobin, said Vesta.

Yes, robin, he answered. It is going to look for a worm now. We will see if we cannot find its nest. I think I saw a nest in one of these trees.

He plodded peacefully on, seeking to rediscover an old abandoned nest that he had observed on a former walk. Here it is, he said at last, coming to a small and leafless tree, in which a winter-beaten remnant of a home was still clinging. Here, come now, see, and he lifted the baby up at arms length.

See, said Gerhardt, indicating the wisp of dead grasses with his free hand, nest. That is a birds nest. See!

Ooh! repeated Vesta, imitating his pointing finger with one of her own. Ness  ooh!

Yes, said Gerhardt, putting her down again. That was a wrens nest. They have all gone now. They will not come any more.

Still further they plodded, he unfolding the simple facts of life, she wondering with the wide wonder of a child. When they had gone a block or two he turned slowly about as if the end of the world had been reached.

We must be going back! he said.

And so she had come to her fifth year, growing in sweetness, intelligence, and vivacity. Gerhardt was fascinated by the questions she asked, the puzzles she pronounced. Such a girl! he would exclaim to his wife. What is it she doesnt want to know? Where is God? What does He do? Where does He keep His feet? she asks me. I gotta laugh sometimes. From rising in the morning, to dress her to laying her down at night after she had said her prayers, she came to be the chief solace and comfort of his days. Without Vesta, Gerhardt would have found his life hard indeed to bear.


CHAPTER XXVII

For three years now Lester had been happy in the companionship of Jennie. Irregular as the connection might be in the eyes of the church and of society, it had brought him peace and comfort, and he was perfectly satisfied with the outcome of the experiment. His interest in the social affairs of Cincinnati was now practically nil, and he had consistently refused to consider any matrimonial proposition which had himself as the object. He looked on his fathers business organization as offering a real chance for himself if he could get control of it; but he saw no way of doing so. Roberts interests were always in the way, and, if anything, the two brothers were farther apart than ever in their ideas and aims. Lester had thought once or twice of entering some other line of business or of allying himself with another carriage company, but he did not feel that ha could conscientiously do this. Lester had his salary  fifteen thousand a year as secretary and treasurer of the company (his brother was vice-president)  and about five thousand from some outside investments. He had not been so lucky or so shrewd in speculation as Robert had been; aside from the principal which yielded his five thousand, he had nothing. Robert, on the other hand, was unquestionably worth between three and four hundred thousand dollars, in addition to his future interest in the business, which both brothers shrewdly suspected would be divided somewhat in their favor. Robert and Lester would get a fourth each, they thought; their sisters a sixth. It seemed natural that Kane senior should take this view, seeing that the brothers were actually in control and doing the work. Still, there was no certainty. The old gentleman might do anything or nothing. The probabilities were that he would be very fair and liberal. At the same time, Robert was obviously beating Lester in the game of life. What did Lester intend to do about it?

There comes a time in every thinking mans life when he pauses and takes stock of his condition; when he asks himself how it fares with his individuality as a whole, mental, moral, physical, material. This time comes after the first heedless flights of youth have passed, when the initiative and more powerful efforts have been made, and he begins to feel the uncertainty of results and final values which attaches itself to everything. There is a deadening thought of uselessness which creeps into many mens minds  the thought which has been best expressed by the Preacher in Ecclesiastes.

Yet Lester strove to be philosophical. What difference does it make? he used to say to himself, whether I live at the White House, or here at home, or at the Grand Pacific? But in the very question was the implication that there were achievements in life which he had failed to realize in his own career. The White House represented the rise and success of a great public character. His home and the Grand Pacific were what had come to him without effort.

He decided for the time being  it was about the period of the death of Jennies mother  that he would make some effort to rehabilitate himself. He would cut out idling  these numerous trips with Jennie had cost him considerable time. He would make some outside investments. If his brother could find avenues of financial profit, so could he. He would endeavor to assert his authority  he would try to make himself of more importance in the business, rather than let Robert gradually absorb everything. Should he forsake Jennie?  that thought also, came to him. She had no claim on him. She could make no protest. Somehow he did not see how it could be done. It seemed cruel, useless; above all (though he disliked to admit it) it would be uncomfortable for himself. He liked her  loved her, perhaps, in a selfish way. He didnt see how he could desert her very well.

Just at this time he had a really serious difference with Robert. His brother wanted to sever relations with an old and well established paint company in New York, which had manufactured paints especially for the house, and invest in a new concern in Chicago, which was growing and had a promising future. Lester, knowing the members of the Eastern firm, their reliability, their long and friendly relations with the house, was in opposition. His father at first seemed to agree with Lester. But Robert argued out the question in his cold, logical way, his blue eyes fixed uncompromisingly upon his brothers face. We cant go on forever, he said, standing by old friends, just because father here has dealt with them, or you like them. We must have a change. The business must be stiffened up; were going to have more and stronger competition.

Its just as father feels about it, said Lester at last. I have no deep feeling in the matter. It wont hurt me one way or the other. You say the house is going to profit eventually. Ive stated the arguments on the other side.

Im inclined to think Robert is right, said Archibald Kane calmly. Most of the things he has suggested so far have worked out.

Lester colored. Well, we wont have any more discussion about it then, he said. He rose and strolled out of the office.

The shock of this defeat, coming at a time when he was considering pulling himself together, depressed Lester considerably. It wasnt much but it was a straw, and his fathers remark about his brothers business acumen was even more irritating. He was beginning to wonder whether his father would discriminate in any way in the distribution of the property. Had he heard anything about his entanglement with Jennie? Had he resented the long vacations he had taken from business? It did not appear to Lester that he could be justly chargeable with either incapacity or indifference, so far as the company was concerned. He had done his work well. He was still the investigator of propositions put up to the house, the student of contracts, the trusted adviser of his father and mother  but he was being worsted. Where would it end? He thought about this, but could reach no conclusion.

Later in this same year Robert came forward with a plan for reorganization in the executive department of the business. He proposed that they should build an immense exhibition and storage warehouse on Michigan Avenue in Chicago, and transfer a portion of their completed stock there. Chicago was more central than Cincinnati. Buyers from the West and country merchants could be more easily reached and dealt with there. It would be a big advertisement for the house, a magnificent evidence of its standing and prosperity. Kane senior and Lester immediately approved of this. Both saw its advantages. Robert suggested that Lester should undertake the construction of the new buildings. It would probably be advisable for him to reside in Chicago a part of the time.

The idea appealed to Lester, even though it took him away from Cincinnati, largely if not entirely. It was dignified and not unrepresentative of his standing in the company. He could live in Chicago and he could have Jennie with him. The scheme he had for taking an apartment could now be arranged without difficulty. He voted yes. Robert smiled. Im sure well get good results from this all around, he said.

As construction work was soon to begin, Lester decided to move to Chicago immediately. He sent word for Jennie to meet him, and together they selected an apartment on the North Side, a very comfortable suite of rooms on a side street near the lake, and he had it fitted up to suit his taste. He figured that living in Chicago he could pose as a bachelor. He would never need to invite his friends to his rooms. There were his offices, where he could always be found, his clubs and the hotels. To his way of thinking the arrangement was practically ideal.

Of course Jennies departure from Cleveland brought the affairs of the Gerhardt family to a climax. Probably the home would be broken up, but Gerhardt himself took the matter philosophically. He was an old man, and it did not matter much where he lived. Bass, Martha, and George were already taking care of themselves. Veronica and William were still in school, but some provision could be made for boarding them with a neighbor. The one real concern of Jennie and Gerhardt was Vesta. It was Gerhardts natural thought that Jennie must take the child with her. What else should a mother do?

Have you told him yet? he asked her, when the day of her contemplated departure had been set.

No; but Im going to soon, she assured him.

Always soon, he said.

He shook his head. His throat swelled.

Its too bad, he went on. Its a great sin. God will punish you, Im afraid. The child needs some one. Im getting old  otherwise I would keep her. There is no one here all day now to look after her right, as she should be. Again he shook his head.

I know, said Jennie weakly. Im going to fix it now. Im going to have her live with me soon. I wont neglect her  you know that.

But the childs name, he insisted. She should have a name. Soon in another year she goes to school. People will want to know who she is. It cant go on forever like this.

Jennie understood well enough that it couldnt. She was crazy about her baby. The heaviest cross she had to bear was the constant separations and the silence she was obliged to maintain about Vestas very existence. It did seem unfair to the child, and yet Jennie did not see clearly how she could have acted otherwise. Vesta had good clothes, everything she needed. She was at least comfortable. Jennie hoped to give her a good education. If only she had told the truth to Lester in the first place. Now it was almost too late, and yet she felt that she had acted for the best. Finally she decided to find some good woman or family in Chicago who would take charge of Vesta for a consideration. In a Swedish colony to the west of La Salle Avenue she came across an old lady who seemed to embody all the virtues she required  cleanliness, simplicity, honesty. She was a widow, doing work by the day, but she was glad to make an arrangement by which she should give her whole time to Vesta. The latter was to go to kindergarten when a suitable one should be found. She was to have toys and kindly attention, and Mrs. Olsen was to inform Jennie of any change in the childs health. Jennie proposed to call every day, and she thought that sometimes, when Lester was out of town, Vesta might be brought to the apartment. She had had her with her at Cleveland, and he had never found out anything.

The arrangements completed, Jennie returned at the first opportunity to Cleveland to take Vesta away. Gerhardt, who had been brooding over his approaching loss, appeared most solicitous about her future. She should grow up to be a fine girl, he said. You should give her a good education  she is so smart. He spoke of the advisability of sending her to a Lutheran school and church, but Jennie was not so sure of that. Time and association with Lester had led her to think that perhaps the public school was better than any private institution. She had no particular objection to the church, but she no longer depended upon its teachings as a guide in the affairs of life. Why should she?

The next day it was necessary for Jennie to return to Chicago. Vesta, excited and eager, was made ready for the journey. Gerhardt had been wandering about, restless as a lost spirit, while the process of dressing was going on; now that the hour had actually struck he was doing his best to control his feelings. He could see that the five-year-old child had no conception of what it meant to him. She was happy and self-interested, chattering about the ride and the train.

Be a good little girl, he said, lifting her up and kissing her. See that you study your catechism and say your prayers. And you wont forget the grandpa  what? He tried to go on, but his voice failed him.

Jennie, whose heart ached for her father, choked back her emotion. There, she said, if Id thought you were going to act like that She stopped.

Go, said Gerhardt, manfully, go. It is best this way. And he stood solemnly by as they went out of the door. Then he turned back to his favorite haunt, the kitchen, and stood there staring at the floor. One by one they were leaving him  Mrs. Gerhardt, Bass, Martha, Jennie, Vesta. He clasped his hands together, after his old-time fashion, and shook his head again and again. So it is! So it is! he repeated. They all leave me. All my life goes to pieces.


CHAPTER XXVIII

During the three years in which Jennie and Lester had been associated there had grown up between them a strong feeling of mutual sympathy and understanding. Lester truly loved her in his own way. It was a strong, self-satisfying, determined kind of way, based solidly on a big natural foundation, but rising to a plane of genuine spiritual affinity. The yielding sweetness of her character both attracted and held him. She was true, and good, and womanly to the very center of her being; he had learned to trust her, to depend upon her, and the feeling had but deepened with the passing of the years.

On her part Jennie had sincerely, deeply, truly learned to love this man. At first when he had swept her off her feet, overawed her soul, and used her necessity as a chain wherewith to bind her to him, she was a little doubtful, a little afraid of him, although she had always liked him. Now, however, by living with him, by knowing him better, by watching his moods, she had come to love him. He was so big, so vocal, so handsome. His point of view and opinions of anything and everything were so positive. His pet motto, Hew to the line, let the chips fall where they may, had clung in her brain as something immensely characteristic. Apparently he was not afraid of anything  God, man, or devil. He used to look at her, holding her chin between the thumb and fingers of his big brown hand, and say: Youre sweet, all right, but you need courage and defiance. You havent enough of those things. And her eyes would meet his in dumb appeal. Never mind, he would add, you have other things. And then he would kiss her.

One of the most appealing things to Lester was the simple way in which she tried to avoid exposure of her various social and educational shortcomings. She could not write very well, and once he found a list of words he had used written out on a piece of paper with the meanings opposite. He smiled, but he liked her better for it. Another time in the Southern hotel in St. Louis he watched her pretending a loss of appetite because she thought that her lack of table manners was being observed by nearby diners. She could not always be sure of the right forks and knives, and the strange-looking dishes bothered her; how did one eat asparagus and artichokes?

Why dont you eat something? he asked good-naturedly. Youre hungry, arent you?

Not very.

You must be. Listen, Jennie. I know what it is. You mustnt feel that way. Your manners are all right. I wouldnt bring you here if they werent. Your instincts are all right. Dont be uneasy. Id tell you quick enough when there was anything wrong. His brown eyes held a friendly gleam.

She smiled gratefully. I do feel a little nervous at times, she admitted.

Dont, he repeated. Youre all right. Dont worry. Ill show you. And he did.

By degrees Jennie grew into an understanding of the usages and customs of comfortable existence. All that the Gerhardt family had ever had were the bare necessities of life. Now she was surrounded with whatever she wanted  trunks, clothes, toilet articles, the whole varied equipment of comfort  and while she liked it all, it did not upset her sense of proportion and her sense of the fitness of things. There was no element of vanity in her, only a sense of joy in privilege and opportunity. She was grateful to Lester for all that he had done and was doing for her. If only she could hold him  always!

The details of getting Vesta established once adjusted, Jennie settled down into the routine of home life. Lester, busy about his multitudinous affairs, was in and out. He had a suite of rooms reserved for himself at the Grand Pacific, which was then the exclusive hotel of Chicago, and this was his ostensible residence. His luncheon and evening appointments were kept at the Union Club. An early patron of the telephone, he had one installed in the apartment, so that he could reach Jennie quickly and at any time. He was home two or three nights a week, sometimes oftener. He insisted at first on Jennie having a girl of general housework, but acquiesced in the more sensible arrangement which she suggested later of letting some one come in to do the cleaning. She liked to work around her own home. Her natural industry and love of order prompted this feeling.

Lester liked his breakfast promptly at eight in the morning. He wanted dinner served nicely at seven. Silverware, cut glass, imported china  all the little luxuries of life appealed to him. He kept his trunks and wardrobe at the apartment.

During the first few months everything went smoothly. He was in the habit of taking Jennie to the theater now and then, and if he chanced to run across an acquaintance he always introduced her as Miss Gerhardt. When he registered her as his wife it was usually under an assumed name; where there was no danger of detection he did not mind using his own signature. Thus far there had been no difficulty or unpleasantness of any kind.

The trouble with this situation was that it was criss-crossed with the danger and consequent worry which the deception in regard to Vesta had entailed, as well as with Jennies natural anxiety about her father and the disorganized home. Jennie feared, as Veronica hinted, that she and William would go to live with Martha, who was installed in a boarding-house in Cleveland, and that Gerhardt would be left alone. He was such a pathetic figure to her, with his injured hands and his one ability  that of being a watchman  that she was hurt to think of his being left alone. Would he come to her? She knew that he would not  feeling as he did at present. Would Lester have him  she was not sure of that. If he came Vesta would have to be accounted for. So she worried.

The situation in regard to Vesta was really complicated. Owing to the feeling that she was doing her daughter a great injustice, Jennie was particularly sensitive in regard to her, anxious to do a thousand things to make up for the one great duty that she could not perform. She daily paid a visit to the home of Mrs. Olsen, always taking with her toys, candy, or whatever came into her mind as being likely to interest and please the child. She liked to sit with Vesta and tell her stories of fairy and giant, which kept the little girl wide-eyed. At last she went so far as to bring her to the apartment, when Lester was away visiting his parents, and she soon found it possible, during his several absences, to do this regularly. After that, as time went on and she began to know his habits, she became more bold  although bold is scarcely the word to use in connection with Jennie. She became venturesome much as a mouse might; she would risk Vestas presence on the assurance of even short absences  two or three days. She even got into the habit of keeping a few of Vestas toys at the apartment, so that she could have something to play with when she came.

During these several visits from her child Jennie could not but realize the lovely thing life would be were she only an honored wife and a happy mother. Vesta was a most observant little girl. She could by her innocent childish questions give a hundred turns to the dagger of self-reproach which was already planted deeply in Jennies heart.

Can I come to live with you? was one of her simplest and most frequently repeated questions. Jennie would reply that mamma could not have her just yet, but that very soon now, just as soon as she possibly could, Vesta should come to stay always.

Dont you know just when? Vesta would ask.

No, dearest, not just when. Very soon now. You wont mind waiting a little while. Dont you like Mrs. Olsen?

Yes, replied Vesta; but then she aint got any nice things now. Shes just got old things. And Jennie, stricken to the heart, would take Vesta to the toy shop, and load her down with a new assortment of playthings.

Of course Lester was not in the least suspicious. His observation of things relating to the home were rather casual. He went about his work and his pleasures believing Jennie to be the soul of sincerity and good-natured service, and it never occurred to him that there was anything underhanded in her actions. Once he did come home sick in the afternoon and found her absent  an absence which endured from two oclock to five. He was a little irritated and grumbled on her return, but his annoyance was as nothing to her astonishment and fright when she found him there. She blanched at the thought of his suspecting something, and explained as best she could. She had gone to see her washerwoman. She was slow about her marketing. She didnt dream he was there. She was sorry, too, that her absence had lost her an opportunity to serve him. It showed her what a mess she was likely to make of it all.

It happened that about three weeks after the above occurrence Lester had occasion to return to Cincinnati for a week, and during this time Jennie again brought Vesta to the flat; for four days there was the happiest goings on between the mother and child.

Nothing would have come of this little reunion had it not been for an oversight on Jennies part, the far-reaching effects of which she could only afterward regret. This was the leaving of a little toy lamb under the large leather divan in the front room, where Lester was wont to lie and smoke. A little bell held by a thread of blue ribbon was fastened about its neck, and this tinkled feebly whenever it was shaken. Vesta, with the unaccountable freakishness of children had deliberately dropped it behind the divan, an action which Jennie did not notice at the time. When she gathered up the various playthings after Vestas departure she overlooked it entirely, and there it rested, its innocent eyes still staring upon the sunlit regions of toyland, when Lester returned.

That same evening, when he was lying on the divan, quietly enjoying his cigar and his newspaper, he chanced to drop the former, fully lighted. Wishing to recover it before it should do any damage, he leaned over and looked under the divan. The cigar was not in sight, so he rose and pulled the lounge out, a move which revealed to him the little lamb still standing where Vesta had dropped it. He picked it up, turning it over and over, and wondering how it had come there.

A lamb! It must belong to some neighbors child in whom Jennie had taken an interest, he thought. He would have to go and tease her about this.

Accordingly he held the toy jovially before him, and, coming out into the dining-room, where Jennie was working at the sideboard, he exclaimed in a mock solemn voice, Where did this come from?

Jennie, who was totally unconscious of the existence of this evidence of her duplicity, turned, and was instantly possessed with the idea that he had suspected all and was about to visit his just wrath upon her. Instantly the blood flamed in her cheeks and as quickly left them.

Why, why! she stuttered, its a little toy I bought.

I see it is, he returned genially, her guilty tremor not escaping his observation, but having at the same time no explicable significance to him. Its frisking around a mighty lone sheepfold.

He touched the little bell at its throat, while Jennie stood there, unable to speak. It tinkled feebly, and then he looked at her again. His manner was so humorous that she could tell he suspected nothing. However, it was almost impossible for her to recover her self-possession.

Whats ailing you? he asked.

Nothing, she replied.

You look as though a lamb was a terrible shock to you.

I forgot to take it out from there, that was all, she went on blindly.

It looks as though it has been played with enough, he added more seriously, and then seeing that the discussion was evidently painful to her, he dropped it. The lamb had not furnished him the amusement that he had expected.

Lester went back into the front room, stretched himself out and thought it over. Why was she nervous? What was there about a toy to make her grow pale? Surely there was no harm in her harboring some youngster of the neighborhood when she was alone  having it come in and play. Why should she be so nervous? He thought it over, but could come to no conclusion.

Nothing more was said about the incident of the toy lamb. Time might have wholly effaced the impression from Lesters memory had nothing else intervened to arouse his suspicions; but a mishap of any kind seems invariably to be linked with others which follow close upon its heels.

One evening when Lester happened to be lingering about the flat later than usual the door bell rang, and, Jennie being busy in the kitchen, Lester went himself to open the door. He was greeted by a middle-aged lady, who frowned very nervously upon him, and inquired in broken Swedish accents for Jennie.

Wait a moment, said Lester; and stepping to the rear door he called her.

Jennie came, and seeing who the visitor was, she stepped nervously out in the hall and closed the door after her. The action instantly struck Lester as suspicious. He frowned and determined to inquire thoroughly into the matter. A moment later Jennie reappeared. Her face was white and her fingers seemed to be nervously seeking something to seize upon.

Whats the trouble? he inquired, the irritation he had felt the moment before giving his voice a touch of gruffness.

Ive got to go out for a little while, she at last managed to reply.

Very well, he assented unwillingly. But you can tell me whats the trouble with you, cant you? Where do you have to go?

I  I, began Jennie, stammering. I  have

Yes, he said grimly.

I have to go on an errand, she stumbled on. I  I cant wait. Ill tell you when I come back, Lester. Please dont ask me now.

She looked vainly at him, her troubled countenance still marked by preoccupation and anxiety to get away, and Lester, who had never seen this look of intense responsibility in her before, was moved and irritated by it.

Thats all right, he said, but whats the use of all this secrecy? Why cant you come out and tell whats the matter with you? Whats the use of this whispering behind doors? Where do you have to go?

He paused, checked by his own harshness, and Jennie, who was intensely wrought up by the information she had received, as well as the unwonted verbal castigation she was now enduring, rose to an emotional state never reached by her before.

I will, Lester, I will, she exclaimed. Only not now. I havent time. Ill tell you everything when I come back. Please dont stop me now.

She hurried to the adjoining chamber to get her wraps, and Lester, who had even yet no clear conception of what it all meant, followed her stubbornly to the door.

See here, he exclaimed in his vigorous, brutal way, youre not acting right. Whats the matter with you? I want to know.

He stood in the doorway, his whole frame exhibiting the pugnacity and settled determination of a man who is bound to be obeyed. Jennie, troubled and driven to bay, turned at last.

Its my child, Lester, she exclaimed. Its dying. I havent time to talk. Oh, please dont stop me. Ill tell you everything when I come back.

Your child! he exclaimed. What the hell are you talking about?

I couldnt help it, she returned. I was afraid  I should have told you long ago. I meant to only  only  Oh, let me go now, and Ill tell you all when I come back!

He stared at her in amazement; then he stepped aside, unwilling to force her any further for the present. Well, go ahead, he said quietly. Dont you want some one to go along with you?

No, she replied. Mrs. Olsen is right here. Ill go with her.

She hurried forth, white-faced, and he stood there, pondering. Could this be the woman he had thought he knew? Why, she had been deceiving him for years. Jennie! The white-faced! The simple!

He choked a little as he muttered:

Well, Ill be damned!


CHAPTER XXIX

The reason why Jennie had been called was nothing more than one of those infantile seizures the coming and result of which no man can predict two hours beforehand. Vesta had been seriously taken with membranous croup only a few hours before, and the development since had been so rapid that the poor old Swedish mother was half frightened to death herself, and hastily despatched a neighbor to say that Vesta was very ill and Mrs. Kane was to come at once. This message, delivered as it was in a very nervous manner by one whose only object was to bring her, had induced the soul-racking fear of death in Jennie and caused her to brave the discovery of Lester in the manner described. Jennie hurried on anxiously, her one thought being to reach her child before the arm of death could interfere and snatch it from her, her mind weighed upon by a legion of fears. What if it should already be too late when she got there; what if Vesta already should be no more. Instinctively she quickened her pace and as the street lamps came and receded in the gloom she forgot all the sting of Lesters words, all fear that he might turn her out and leave her alone in a great city with a little child to care for, and remembered only the fact that her Vesta was very ill, possibly dying, and that she was the direct cause of the childs absence from her; that perhaps but for the want of her care and attention Vesta might be well to-night.

If I can only get there, she kept saying to herself; and then, with that frantic unreason which is the chief characteristic of the instinct-driven mother: I might have known that God would punish me for my unnatural conduct. I might have known  I might have known.

When she reached the gate she fairly sped up the little walk and into the house, where Vesta was lying pale, quiet, and weak, but considerably better. Several Swedish neighbors and a middle-aged physician were in attendance, all of whom looked at her curiously as she dropped beside the childs bed and spoke to her.

Jennies mind had been made up. She had sinned, and sinned grievously, against her daughter, but now she would make amends so far as possible. Lester was very dear to her, but she would no longer attempt to deceive him in anything, even if he left her  she felt an agonized stab, a pain at the thought  she must still do the one right thing. Vesta must not be an outcast any longer. Her mother must give her a home. Where Jennie was, there must Vesta be.

Sitting by the bedside in this humble Swedish cottage, Jennie realized the fruitlessness of her deception, the trouble and pain it had created in her home, the months of suffering it had given her with Lester, the agony it had heaped upon her this night  and to what end? The truth had been discovered anyhow. She sat there and meditated, not knowing what next was to happen, while Vesta quieted down, and then went soundly to sleep.

Lester, after recovering from the first heavy import of this discovery, asked himself some perfectly natural questions. Who was the father of the child? How old was it? How did it chance to be in Chicago, and who was taking care of it? He could ask, but he could not answer; he knew absolutely nothing.

Curiously, now, as he thought, his first meeting with Jennie at Mrs. Bracebridges came back to him. What was it about her then that had attracted him? What made him think, after a few hours observation, that he could seduce her to do his will? What was it  moral looseness, or weakness, or what? There must have been art in the sorry affair, the practised art of the cheat, and, in deceiving such a confiding nature as his, she had done even more than practise deception  she had been ungrateful.

Now the quality of ingratitude was a very objectionable thing to Lester  the last and most offensive trait of a debased nature, and to be able to discover a trace of it in Jennie was very disturbing. It is true that she had not exhibited it in any other way before  quite to the contrary  but nevertheless he saw strong evidences of it now, and it made him very bitter in his feeling toward her. How could she be guilty of any such conduct toward him? Had he not picked her up out of nothing, so to speak, and befriended her?

He moved from his chair in this silent room and began to pace slowly to and fro, the weightiness of this subject exercising to the full his power of decision. She was guilty of a misdeed which he felt able to condemn. The original concealment was evil; the continued deception more. Lastly, there was the thought that her love after all had been divided, part for him, part for the child, a discovery which no man in his position could contemplate with serenity. He moved irritably as he thought of it, shoved his hands in his pockets and walked to and fro across the floor.

That a man of Lesters temperament should consider himself wronged by Jennie merely because she had concealed a child whose existence was due to conduct no more irregular than was involved later in the yielding of herself to him was an example of those inexplicable perversions of judgment to which the human mind, in its capacity of keeper of the honor of others, seems permanently committed. Lester, aside from his own personal conduct (for men seldom judge with that in the balance), had faith in the ideal that a woman should reveal herself completely to the one man with whom she is in love; and the fact that she had not done so was a grief to him. He had asked her once tentatively about her past. She begged him not to press her. That was the time she should have spoken of any child. Now  he shook his head.

His first impulse, after he had thought the thing over, was to walk out and leave her. At the same time he was curious to hear the end of this business. He did put on his hat and coat, however, and went out, stopping at the first convenient saloon to get a drink. He took a car and went down to the club, strolling about the different rooms and chatting with several people whom he encountered. He was restless and irritated; and finally, after three hours of meditation, he took a cab and returned to his apartment.

The distraught Jennie, sitting by her sleeping child, was at last made to realize, by its peaceful breathing that all danger was over. There was nothing more that she could do for Vesta, and now the claims of the home that she had deserted began to reassert themselves, the promise to Lester and the need of being loyal to her duties unto the very end. Lester might possibly be waiting for her. It was just probable that he wished to hear the remainder of her story before breaking with her entirely. Although anguished and frightened by the certainty, as she deemed it, of his forsaking her, she nevertheless felt that it was no more than she deserved  a just punishment for all her misdoings.

When Jennie arrived at the flat it was after eleven, and the hall light was already out. She first tried the door, and then inserted her key. No one stirred, however, and, opening the door, she entered in the expectation of seeing Lester sternly confronting her. He was not there, however. The burning gas had merely been an oversight on his part. She glanced quickly about, but seeing only the empty room, she came instantly to the other conclusion, that he had forsaken her  and so stood there, a meditative, helpless figure.

Gone! she thought.

At this moment his footsteps sounded on the stairs. He came in with his derby hat pulled low over his broad forehead, close to his sandy eyebrows, and with his overcoat buttoned up closely about his neck. He took off the coat without looking at Jennie and hung it on the rack. Then he deliberately took off his hat and hung that up also. When he was through he turned to where she was watching him with wide eyes.

I want to know about this thing now from beginning to end, he began. Whose child is that?

Jennie wavered a moment, as one who might be going to take a leap in the dark, then opened her lips mechanically and confessed:

Its Senator Branders.

Senator Brander! echoed Lester, the familiar name of the dead but still famous statesman ringing with shocking and unexpected force in his ears. How did you come to know him?

We used to do his washing for him, she rejoined simply my mother and I.

Lester paused, the baldness of the statements issuing from her sobering even his rancorous mood. Senator Branders child, he thought to himself. So that great representative of the interests of the common people was the undoer of her  a self-confessed washerwomans daughter. A fine tragedy of low life all this was.

How long ago was this? he demanded, his face the picture of a darkling mood.

Its been nearly six years now, she returned.

He calculated the time that had elapsed since he had known her, and then continued:

How old is the child?

Shes a little over five.

Lester moved a little. The need for serious thought made his tone more peremptory but less bitter.

Where have you been keeping her all this time?

She was at home until you went to Cincinnati last spring. I went down and brought her then.

Was she there the times I came to Cleveland?

Yes, said Jennie; but I didnt let her come out anywhere where you could see her.

I thought you said you told your people that you were married, he exclaimed, wondering how this relationship of the child to the family could have been adjusted.

I did, she replied, but I didnt want to tell you about her. They thought all the time I intended to.

Well, why didnt you?

Because I was afraid.

Afraid of what?

I didnt know what was going to become of me when I went with you, Lester. I didnt want to do her any harm if I could help it. I was ashamed, afterward; when you said you didnt like children I was afraid.

Afraid Id leave you?

Yes.

He stopped, the simplicity of her answers removing a part of the suspicion of artful duplicity which had originally weighed upon him. After all, there was not so much of that in it as mere wretchedness of circumstance and cowardice of morals. What a family she must have! What queer non-moral natures they must have to have brooked any such a combination of affairs!

Didnt you know that youd be found out in the long run? he at last demanded. Surely you might have seen that you couldnt raise her that way. Why didnt you tell me in the first place? I wouldnt have thought anything of it then.

I know, she said. I wanted to protect her.

Where is she now? he asked.

Jennie explained.

She stood there, the contradictory aspect of these questions and of his attitude puzzling even herself. She did try to explain them after a time, but all Lester could gain was that she had blundered along without any artifice at all  a condition that was so manifest that, had he been in any other position than that he was, he might have pitied her. As it was, the revelation concerning Brander was hanging over him, and he finally returned to that.

You say your mother used to do washing for him. How did you come to get in with him?

Jennie, who until now had borne his questions with unmoving pain, winced at this. He was now encroaching upon the period that was by far the most distressing memory of her life. What he had just asked seemed to be a demand upon her to make everything clear.

I was so young, Lester, she pleaded. I was only eighteen. I didnt know. I used to go to the hotel where he was stopping and get his laundry, and at the end of the week Id take it to him again.

She paused, and as he took a chair, looking as if he expected to hear the whole story, she continued: We were so poor. He used to give me money to give to my mother. I didnt know.

She paused again, totally unable to go on, and he, seeing that it would be impossible for her to explain without prompting, took up his questioning again  eliciting by degrees the whole pitiful story. Brander had intended to marry her. He had written to her, but before he could come to her he died.

The confession was complete. It was followed by a period of five minutes, in which Lester said nothing at all; he put his arm on the mantel and stared at the wall, while Jennie waited, not knowing what would follow  not wishing to make a single plea. The clock ticked audibly. Lesters face betrayed no sign of either thought or feeling. He was now quite calm, quite sober, wondering what he should do. Jennie was before him as the criminal at the bar. He, the righteous, the moral, the pure of heart, was in the judgment seat. Now to sentence her  to make up his mind what course of action he should pursue.

It was a disagreeable tangle, to be sure, something that a man of his position and wealth really ought not to have anything to do with. This child, the actuality of it, put an almost unbearable face upon the whole matter  and yet he was not quite prepared to speak. He turned after a time, the silvery tinkle of the French clock on the mantel striking three and causing him to become aware of Jennie, pale, uncertain, still standing as she had stood all this while.

Better go to bed, he said at last, and fell again to pondering this difficult problem.

But Jennie continued to stand there wide-eyed, expectant, ready to hear at any moment his decision as to her fate. She waited in vain, however. After a long time of musing he turned and went to the clothes-rack near the door.

Better go to bed, he said, indifferently. Im going out.

She turned instinctively, feeling that even in this crisis there was some little service that she might render, but he did not see her. He went out, vouchsafing no further speech.

She looked after him, and as his footsteps sounded on the stair she felt as if she were doomed and hearing her own death-knell. What had she done? What would he do now? She stood there a dissonance of despair, and when the lower door clicked moved her hand out of the agony of her suppressed hopelessness.

Gone! she thought. Gone!

In the light of a late dawn she was still sitting there pondering, her state far too urgent for idle tears.


CHAPTER XXX

The sullen, philosophic Lester was not so determined upon his future course of action as he appeared to be. Stern as was his mood, he did not see, after all, exactly what grounds he had for complaint. And yet the childs existence complicated matters considerably. He did not like to see the evidence of Jennies previous misdeeds walking about in the shape of a human being; but, as a matter of fact, he admitted to himself that long ago he might have forced Jennies story out of her if he had gone about it in earnest. She would not have lied, he knew that. At the very outset he might have demanded the history of her past. He had not done so; well, now it was too late. The one thing it did fix in his mind was that it would be useless to ever think of marrying her. It couldnt be done, not by a man in his position. The best solution of the problem was to make reasonable provision for Jennie and then leave her. He went to his hotel with his mind made up, but he did not actually say to himself that he would do it at once.

It is an easy thing for a man to theorize in a situation of this kind, quite another to act. Our comforts, appetites and passions grow with usage, and Jennie was not only a comfort, but an appetite, with him. Almost four years of constant association had taught him so much about her and himself that he was not prepared to let go easily or quickly. It was too much of a wrench. He could think of it bustling about the work of a great organization during the daytime, but when night came it was a different matter. He could be lonely, too, he discovered much to his surprise, and it disturbed him.

One of the things that interested him in this situation was Jennies early theory that the intermingling of Vesta with him and her in this new relationship would injure the child. Just how did she come by that feeling, he wanted to know? His place in the world was better than hers, yet it dawned on him after a time that there might have been something in her point of view. She did not know who he was or what he would do with her. He might leave her shortly. Being uncertain, she wished to protect her baby. That wasnt so bad. Then again, he was curious to know what the child was like. The daughter of a man like Senator Brander might be somewhat of an infant. He was a brilliant man and Jennie was a charming woman. He thought of this, and, while it irritated him, it aroused his curiosity. He ought to go back and see the child  he was really entitled to a view of it  but he hesitated because of his own attitude in the beginning. It seemed to him that he really ought to quit, and here he was parleying with himself.

The truth was that he couldnt. These years of living with Jennie had made him curiously dependent upon her. Who had ever been so close to him before? His mother loved him, but her attitude toward him had not so much to do with real love as with ambition. His father  well, his father was a man, like himself. All of his sisters were distinctly wrapped up in their own affairs; Robert and he were temperamentally uncongenial. With Jennie he had really been happy, he had truly lived. She was necessary to him; the longer he stayed away from her the more he wanted her. He finally decided to have a straight-out talk with her, to arrive at some sort of understanding. She ought to get the child and take care of it. She must understand that he might eventually want to quit. She ought to be made to feel that a definite change had taken place, though no immediate break might occur. That same evening he went out to the apartment. Jennie heard him enter, and her heart began to flutter. Then she took her courage in both hands, and went to meet him.

Theres just one thing to be done about this as far as I can see, began Lester, with characteristic directness.

Get the child and bring her here where you can take care of her. Theres no use leaving her in the hands of strangers.

I will, Lester, said Jennie submissively. I always wanted to.

Very well, then, youd better do it at once. He took an evening newspaper out of his pocket and strolled toward one of the front windows; then he turned to her. You and I might as well understand each other, Jennie, he went on. I can see how this thing came about. It was a piece of foolishness on my part not to have asked you before, and made you tell me. It was silly for you to conceal it, even if you didnt want the childs life mixed with mine. You might have known that it couldnt be done. Thats neither here nor there, though, now. The thing that I want to point out is that one cant live and hold a relationship such as ours without confidence. You and I had that, I thought. I dont see my way clear to ever hold more than a tentative relationship with you on this basis. The thing is too tangled. Theres too much cause for scandal.

I know, said Jennie.

Now, I dont propose to do anything hasty. For my part I dont see why things cant go on about as they are  certainly for the present  but I want you to look the facts in the face.

Jennie sighed. I know, Lester, she said, I know.

He went to the window and stared out. There were some trees in the yard, where the darkness was settling. He wondered how this would really come out, for he liked a home atmosphere. Should he leave the apartment and go to his club?

Youd better get the dinner, he suggested, after a time, turning toward her irritably; but he did not feel so distant as he looked. It was a shame that life could not be more decently organized. He strolled back to his lounge, and Jennie went about her duties. She was thinking of Vesta, of her ungrateful attitude toward Lester, of his final decision never to marry her. So that was how one dream had been wrecked by folly.

She spread the table, lighted the pretty silver candles, made his favorite biscuit, put a small leg of lamb in the oven to roast, and washed some lettuce-leaves for a salad. She had been a diligent student of a cook-book for some time, and she had learned a good deal from her mother. All the time she was wondering how the situation would work out. He would leave her eventually  no doubt of that. He would go away and marry some one else.

Oh, well, she thought finally, he is not going to leave me right away  that is something. And I can bring Vesta here. She sighed as she carried the things to the table. If life would only give her Lester and Vesta together  but that hope was over.


CHAPTER XXXI

There was peace and quiet for some time after this storm. Jennie went the next day and brought Vesta away with her. The joy of the reunion between mother and child made up for many other worries. Now I can do by her as I ought, she thought; and three or four times during the day she found herself humming a little song.

Lester came only occasionally at first. He was trying to make himself believe that he ought to do something toward reforming his life  toward bringing about that eventual separation which he had suggested. He did not like the idea of a child being in this apartment  particularly that particular child. He fought his way through a period of calculated neglect, and then began to return to the apartment more regularly. In spite of all its drawbacks, it was a place of quiet, peace, and very notable personal comfort.

During the first days of Lesters return it was difficult for Jennie to adjust matters so as to keep the playful, nervous, almost uncontrollable child from annoying the staid, emphatic, commercial-minded man. Jennie gave Vesta a severe talking to the first night Lester telephoned that he was coming, telling her that he was a very bad-tempered man who didnt like children, and that she mustnt go near him. You mustnt talk, she said. You mustnt ask questions. Let mamma ask you what you want. And dont reach, ever.

Vesta agreed solemnly, but her childish mind hardly grasped the full significance of the warning.

Lester came at seven. Jennie, who had taken great pains to array Vesta as attractively as possible, had gone into her bedroom to give her own toilet a last touch. Vesta was supposedly in the kitchen. As a matter of fact, she had followed her mother to the door of the sitting-room, where now she could be plainly seen. Lester hung up his hat and coat, then, turning, he caught his first glimpse. The child looked very sweet  he admitted that at a glance. She was arrayed in a blue-dotted, white flannel dress, with a soft roll collar and cuffs, and the costume was completed by white stockings and shoes. Her corn-colored ringlets hung gaily about her face. Blue eyes, rosy lips, rosy cheeks completed the picture. Lester stared, almost inclined to say something, but restrained himself. Vesta shyly retreated.

When Jennie came out he commented on the fact that Vesta had arrived. Rather sweet-looking child, he said. Do you have much trouble in making her mind?

Not much, she returned.

Jennie went on to the dining-room, and Lester overheard a scrap of their conversation.

Who are he? asked Vesta.

Sh! Thats your Uncle Lester. Didnt I tell you you mustnt talk?

Are he your uncle?

No, dear. Dont talk now. Run into the kitchen.

Are he only my uncle?

Yes. Now run along.

All right.

In spite of himself Lester had to smile.

What might have followed if the child had been homely, misshapen, peevish, or all three, can scarcely be conjectured. Had Jennie been less tactful, even in the beginning, he might have obtained a disagreeable impression. As it was, the natural beauty of the child, combined with the mothers gentle diplomacy in keeping her in the background, served to give him that fleeting glimpse of innocence and youth which is always pleasant. The thought struck him that Jennie had been the mother of a child all these years; she had been separated from it for months at a time; she had never even hinted at its existence, and yet her affection for Vesta was obviously great. Its queer, he said. Shes a peculiar woman.

One morning Lester was sitting in the parlor reading his paper when he thought he heard something stir. He turned, and was surprised to see a large blue eye fixed upon him through the crack of a neighboring door  the effect was most disconcerting. It was not like the ordinary eye, which, under such embarrassing circumstances, would have been immediately withdrawn; it kept its position with deliberate boldness. He turned his paper solemnly and looked again. There was the eye. He turned it again. Still was the eye present. He crossed his legs and looked again. Now the eye was gone.

This little episode, unimportant in itself, was yet informed with the saving grace of comedy, a thing to which Lester was especially responsive. Although not in the least inclined to relax his attitude of aloofness, he found his mind, in the minutest degree, tickled by the mysterious appearance; the corners of his mouth were animated by a desire to turn up. He did not give way to the feeling, and stuck by his paper, but the incident remained very clearly in his mind. The young wayfarer had made her first really important impression upon him.

Not long after this Lester was sitting one morning at breakfast, calmly eating his chop and conning his newspaper, when he was aroused by another visitation  this time not quite so simple. Jennie had given Vesta her breakfast, and set her to amuse herself alone until Lester should leave the house. Jennie was seated at the table, pouring out the coffee, when Vesta suddenly appeared, very business-like in manner, and marched through the room. Lester looked up, and Jennie colored and arose.

What is it, Vesta? she inquired, following her.

By this time, however, Vesta had reached the kitchen, secured a little broom, and returned, a droll determination lighting her face.

I want my little broom, she exclaimed and marched sedately past, at which manifestation of spirit Lester again twitched internally, this time allowing the slightest suggestion of a smile to play across his mouth.

The final effect of this intercourse was gradually to break down the feeling of distaste Lester had for the child, and to establish in its place a sort of tolerant recognition of her possibilities as a human being.

The developments of the next six months were of a kind to further relax the strain of opposition which still existed in Lesters mind. Although not at all resigned to the somewhat tainted atmosphere in which he was living, he yet found himself so comfortable that he could not persuade himself to give it up. It was too much like a bed of down. Jennie was too worshipful. The condition of unquestioned liberty, so far as all his old social relationships were concerned, coupled with the privilege of quiet, simplicity, and affection in the home was too inviting. He lingered on, and began to feel that perhaps it would be just as well to let matters rest as they were.

During this period his friendly relations with the little Vesta insensibly strengthened. He discovered that there was a real flavor of humor about Vestas doings, and so came to watch for its development. She was forever doing something interesting, and although Jennie watched over her with a care that was in itself a revelation to him, nevertheless Vesta managed to elude every effort to suppress her and came straight home with her remarks. Once, for example, she was sawing away at a small piece of meat upon her large plate with her big knife, when Lester remarked to Jennie that it might be advisable to get her a little breakfast set.

She can hardly handle these knives.

Yes, said Vesta instantly. I need a little knife. My hand is just so very little.

She held it up. Jennie, who never could tell what was to follow, reached over and put it down, while Lester with difficulty restrained a desire to laugh.

Another morning, not long after, she was watching Jennie put the lumps of sugar in Lesters cup, when she broke in with, I want two lumps in mine, mamma.

No, dearest, replied Jennie, you dont need any in yours. You have milk to drink.

Uncle Lester has two, she protested.

Yes, returned Jennie; but youre only a little girl. Besides you mustnt say anything like that at the table. It isnt nice.

Uncle Lester eats too much sugar, was her immediate rejoinder, at which that fine gourmet smiled broadly.

I dont know about that, he put in, for the first time deigning to answer her directly. That sounds like the fox and grapes to me. Vesta smiled back at him, and now that the ice was broken she chattered on unrestrainedly. One thing led to another, and at last Lester felt as though, in a way, the little girl belonged to him; he was willing even that she should share in such opportunities as his position and wealth might make possible  provided, of course, that he stayed with Jennie, and that they worked out some arrangement which would not put him hopelessly out of touch with the world which was back of him, and which he had to keep constantly in mind.


CHAPTER XXXII

The following spring the show-rooms and warehouse were completed, and Lester removed his office to the new building. Heretofore, he had been transacting all his business affairs at the Grand Pacific and the club. From now on he felt himself to be firmly established in Chicago  as if that was to be his future home. A large number of details were thrown upon him  the control of a considerable office force, and the handling of various important transactions. It took away from him the need of traveling, that duty going to Amys husband, under the direction of Robert. The latter was doing his best to push his personal interests, not only through the influence he was bringing to bear upon his sisters, but through his reorganization of the factory. Several men whom Lester was personally fond of were in danger of elimination. But Lester did not hear of this, and Kane senior was inclined to give Robert a free hand. Age was telling on him. He was glad to see some one with a strong policy come up and take charge. Lester did not seem to mind. Apparently he and Robert were on better terms than ever before.

Matters might have gone on smoothly enough were it not for the fact that Lesters private life with Jennie was not a matter which could be permanently kept under cover. At times he was seen driving with her by people who knew him in a social and commercial way. He was for brazening it out on the ground that he was a single man, and at liberty to associate with anybody he pleased. Jennie might be any young woman of good family in whom he was interested. He did not propose to introduce her to anybody if he could help it, and he always made it a point to be a fast traveler in driving, in order that others might not attempt to detain and talk to him. At the theater, as has been said, she was simply Miss Gerhardt.

The trouble was that many of his friends were also keen observers of life. They had no quarrel to pick with Lesters conduct. Only he had been seen in other cities, in times past, with this same woman. She must be some one whom he was maintaining irregularly. Well, what of it? Wealth and youthful spirits must have their fling. Rumors came to Robert, who, however, kept his own counsel. If Lester wanted to do this sort of thing, well and good. But there must come a time when there would be a show-down.

This came about in one form about a year and a half after Lester and Jennie had been living in the north side apartment. It so happened that, during a stretch of inclement weather in the fall, Lester was seized with a mild form of grip. When he felt the first symptoms he thought that his indisposition would be a matter of short duration, and tried to overcome it by taking a hot bath and a liberal dose of quinine. But the infection was stronger than he counted on; by morning he was flat on his back, with a severe fever and a splitting headache.

His long period of association with Jennie had made him incautious. Policy would have dictated that he should betake himself to his hotel and endure his sickness alone. As a matter of fact, he was very glad to be in the house with her. He had to call up the office to say that he was indisposed and would not be down for a day or so; then he yielded himself comfortably to her patient ministrations.

Jennie, of course, was delighted to have Lester with her, sick or well. She persuaded him to see a doctor and have him prescribe. She brought him potions of hot lemonade, and bathed his face and hands in cold water over and over. Later, when he was recovering, she made him appetizing cups of beef-tea or gruel.

It was during this illness that the first real contretemps occurred. Lesters sister Louise, who had been visiting friends in St. Paul, and who had written him that she might stop off to see him on her way, decided upon an earlier return than she had originally planned. While Lester was sick at his apartment she arrived in Chicago. Calling up the office, and finding that he was not there and would not be down for several days, she asked where he could be reached.

I think he is at his rooms in the Grand Pacific, said an incautious secretary. Hes not feeling well. Louise, a little disturbed, telephoned to the Grand Pacific, and was told that Mr. Kane had not been there for several days  did not, as a matter of fact, occupy his rooms more than one or two days a week. Piqued by this, she telephoned his club.

It so happened that at the club there was a telephone boy who had called up the apartment a number of times for Lester himself. He had not been cautioned not to give its number  as a matter of fact, it had never been asked for by any one else. When Louise stated that she was Lesters sister, and was anxious to find him, the boy replied, I think he lives at 19 Schiller Place.

Whose address is that youre giving? inquired a passing clerk.

Mr. Kanes.

Well, dont be giving out addresses. Dont you know that yet?

The boy apologized, but Louise had hung up the receiver and was gone.

About an hour later, curious as to this third residence of her brother, Louise arrived at Schiller Place. Ascending the steps  it was a two-apartment house  she saw the name of Kane on the door leading to the second floor. Ringing the bell, she was opened to by Jennie, who was surprised to see so fashionably attired a young woman.

This is Mr. Kanes apartment, I believe, began Louise, condescendingly, as she looked in at the open door behind Jennie. She was a little surprised to meet a young woman, but her suspicions were as yet only vaguely aroused.

Yes, replied Jennie.

Hes sick, I believe. Im his sister. May I come in?

Jennie, had she had time to collect her thoughts, would have tried to make some excuse, but Louise, with the audacity of her birth and station, swept past before Jennie could say a word. Once inside Louise looked about her inquiringly. She found herself in the sitting-room, which gave into the bedroom where Lester was lying. Vesta happened to be playing in one corner of the room, and stood up to eye the new-comer. The open bedroom showed Lester quite plainly lying in bed, a window to the left of him, his eyes closed.

Oh, there you are, old fellow! exclaimed Louise. Whats ailing you? she hurried on.

Lester, who at the sound of her voice had opened his eyes, realized in an instant how things were. He pulled himself up on one elbow, but words failed him.

Why, hello, Louise, he finally forced himself to say. Where did you come from?

St. Paul. I came back sooner than I thought, she answered lamely, a sense of something wrong irritating her. I had a hard time finding you, too. Whos your she was about to say pretty housekeeper, but turned to find Jennie dazedly gathering up certain articles in the adjoining room and looking dreadfully distraught.

Lester cleared his throat hopelessly.

His sister swept the place with an observing eye. It took in the home atmosphere, which was both pleasing and suggestive. There was a dress of Jennies lying across a chair, in a familiar way, which caused Miss Kane to draw herself up warily. She looked at her brother, who had a rather curious expression in his eyes  he seemed slightly nonplussed, but cool and defiant.

You shouldnt have come out here, said Lester finally, before Louise could give vent to the rising question in her mind.

Why shouldnt I? she exclaimed, angered at the brazen confession. Youre my brother, arent you? Why should you have any place that I couldnt come. Well, I like that  and from you to me.

Listen, Louise, went on Lester, drawing himself up further on one elbow. You know as much about life as I do. There is no need of our getting into an argument. I didnt know you were coming, or I would have made other arrangements.

Other arrangements, indeed, she sneered. I should think as much. The idea!

She was greatly irritated to think that she had fallen into this trap; it was really disgraceful of Lester.

I wouldnt be so haughty about it, he declared, his color rising. Im not apologizing to you for my conduct. Im saying I would have made other arrangements, which is a very different thing from begging your pardon. If you dont want to be civil, you neednt.

Why, Lester Kane! she exclaimed, her cheeks flaming. I thought better of you, honestly I did. I should think you would be ashamed of yourself living here in open she paused without using the word and our friends scattered all over the city. Its terrible! I thought you had more sense of decency and consideration.

Decency nothing, he flared. I tell you Im not apologizing to you. If you dont like this you know what you can do.

Oh! she exclaimed. This from my own brother! And for the sake of that creature! Whose child is that? she demanded, savagely and yet curiously.

Never mind, its not mine. If it were it wouldnt make any difference. I wish you wouldnt busy yourself about my affairs.

Jennie, who had been moving about the dining-room beyond the sitting-room, heard the cutting references to herself. She winced with pain.

Dont flatter yourself. I wont any more, retorted Louise. I should think, though, that you, of all men, would be above anything like this  and that with a woman so obviously beneath you. Why, I thought she was she was again going to add your housekeeper, but she was interrupted by Lester, who was angry to the point of brutality.

Never mind what you thought she was, he growled. Shes better than some who do the so-called superior thinking. I know what you think. Its neither here nor there, I tell you. Im doing this, and I dont care what you think. I have to take the blame. Dont bother about me.

Well, I wont, I assure you, she flung back. Its quite plain that your family means nothing to you. But if you had any sense of decency, Lester Kane, you would never let your sister be trapped into coming into a place like this. Im disgusted, thats all, and so will the others be when they hear of it.

She turned on her heel and walked scornfully out, a withering look being reserved for Jennie, who had unfortunately stepped near the door of the dining-room. Vesta had disappeared. Jennie came in a little while later and closed the door. She knew of nothing to say. Lester, his thick hair pushed back from his vigorous face, leaned back moodily on his pillow. What a devilish trick of fortune, he thought. Now she would go home and tell it to the family. His father would know, and his mother. Robert, Imogene, Amy all would hear. He would have no explanation to make  she had seen. He stared at the wall meditatively.

Meanwhile Jennie, moving about her duties, also found food for reflection. So this was her real position in another womans eyes. Now she could see what the world thought. This family was as aloof from her as if it lived on another planet. To his sisters and brothers, his father and mother, she was a bad woman, a creature far beneath him socially, far beneath him mentally and morally, a creature of the streets. And she had hoped somehow to rehabilitate herself in the eyes of the world. It cut her as nothing before had ever done. The thought tore a great, gaping wound in her sensibilities. She was really low and vile in her  Louises  eyes, in the worlds eyes, basically so in Lesters eyes. How could it be otherwise? She went about numb and still, but the ache of defeat and disgrace was under it all. Oh, if she could only see some way to make herself right with the world, to live honorably, to be decent. How could that possibly be brought about? It ought to be  she knew that. But how?


CHAPTER XXXIII

Outraged in her family pride, Louise lost no time in returning to Cincinnati, where she told the story of her discovery, embellished with many details. According to her, she was met at the door by a silly-looking, white-faced woman, who did not even offer to invite her in when she announced her name, but stood there looking just as guilty as a person possibly could. Lester also had acted shamefully, having outbrazened the matter to her face. When she had demanded to know whose the child was he had refused to tell her. It isnt mine, was all he would say.

Oh dear, oh dear! exclaimed Mrs. Kane, who was the first to hear the story. My son, my Lester! How could he have done it!

And such a creature! exclaimed Louise emphatically, as though the words needed to be reiterated to give them any shadow of reality.

I went there solely because I thought I could help him, continued Louise. I thought when they said he was indisposed that he might be seriously ill. How should I have known?

Poor Lester! exclaimed her mother. To think he would come to anything like that!

Mrs. Kane turned the difficult problem over in her mind and, having no previous experiences whereby to measure it, telephoned for old Archibald, who came out from the factory and sat through the discussion with a solemn countenance. So Lester was living openly with a woman of whom they had never heard. He would probably be as defiant and indifferent as his nature was strong. The standpoint of parental authority was impossible. Lester was a centralized authority in himself, and if any overtures for a change of conduct were to be made, they would have to be very diplomatically executed.

Archibald Kane returned to the manufactory sore and disgusted, but determined that something ought to be done. He held a consultation with Robert, who confessed that he had heard disturbing rumors from time to time, but had not wanted to say anything. Mrs. Kane suggested that Robert might go to Chicago and have a talk with Lester.

He ought to see that this thing, if continued, is going to do him irreparable damage, said Mr. Kane. He cannot hope to carry it off successfully. Nobody can. He ought to marry her or he ought to quit. I want you to tell him that for me.

All well and good, said Robert, but whos going to convince him? Im sure I dont want the job.

I hope to, said old Archibald, eventually; but youd better go up and try, anyhow. It cant do any harm. He might come to his senses.

I dont believe it, replied Robert. Hes a strong man. You see how much good talk does down here. Still, Ill go if it will relieve your feelings any. Mother wants it.

Yes, yes, said his father distractedly, better go.

Accordingly Robert went. Without allowing himself to anticipate any particular measure of success in this adventure, he rode pleasantly into Chicago confident in the reflection that he had all the powers of morality and justice on his side.

Upon Roberts arrival, the third morning after Louises interview, he called up the warerooms, but Lester was not there. He then telephoned to the house, and tactfully made an appointment. Lester was still indisposed, but he preferred to come down to the office, and he did. He met Robert in his cheerful, nonchalant way, and together they talked business for a time. Then followed a pregnant silence.

Well, I suppose you know what brought me up here, began Robert tentatively.

I think I could make a guess at it, Lester replied.

They were all very much worried over the fact that you were sick  mother particularly. Youre not in any danger of having a relapse, are you?

I think not.

Louise said there was some sort of a peculiar ménage she ran into up here. Youre not married, are you?

No.

The young woman Louise saw is just Robert waved his hand expressively.

Lester nodded.

I dont want to be inquisitive, Lester. I didnt come up for that. Im simply here because the family felt that I ought to come. Mother was so very much distressed that I couldnt do less than see you for her sake  he paused, and Lester, touched by the fairness and respect of his attitude, felt that mere courtesy at least made some explanation due.

I dont know that anything I can say will help matters much, he replied thoughtfully. Theres really nothing to be said. I have the woman and the family has its objections. The chief difficulty about the thing seems to be the bad luck in being found out.

He stopped, and Robert turned over the substance of this worldly reasoning in his mind. Lester was very calm about it. He seemed, as usual, to be most convincingly sane.

Youre not contemplating marrying her, are you? queried Robert hesitatingly.

I hadnt come to that, answered Lester coolly.

They looked at each other quietly for a moment, and then Robert turned his glance to the distant scene of the city.

Its useless to ask whether you are seriously in love with her, I suppose, ventured Robert.

I dont know whether Id be able to discuss that divine afflatus with you or not, returned Lester, with a touch of grim humor. I have never experienced the sensation myself. All I know is that the lady is very pleasing to me.

Well, its all a question of your own well-being and the familys, Lester, went on Robert, after another pause. Morality doesnt seem to figure in it anyway  at least you and I cant discuss that together. Your feelings on that score naturally relate to you alone. But the matter of your own personal welfare seems to me to be substantial enough ground to base a plea on. The familys feelings and pride are also fairly important. Fathers the kind of a man who sets more store by the honor of his family than most men. You know that as well as I do, of course.

I know how father feels about it, returned Lester. The whole business is as clear to me as it is to any of you, though off-hand I dont see just whats to be done about it. These matters arent always of a days growth, and they cant be settled in a day. The girls here. To a certain extent Im responsible that she is here. While Im not willing to go into details, theres always more in these affairs than appears on the court calendar.

Of course I dont know what your relations with her have been, returned Robert, and Im not curious to know, but it does look like a bit of injustice all around, dont you think  unless you intend to marry her? This last was put forth as a feeler.

I might be willing to agree to that, too, was Lesters baffling reply, if anything were to be gained by it. The point is, the woman is here, and the family is in possession of the fact. Now if there is anything to be done I have to do it. There isnt anybody else who can act for me in this matter.

Lester lapsed into a silence, and Robert rose and paced the floor, coming back after a time to say: You say you havent any idea of marrying her  or rather you havent come to it. I wouldnt, Lester. It seems to me you would be making the mistake of your life, from every point of view. I dont want to orate, but a man of your position has so much to lose; you cant afford to do it. Aside from family considerations, you have too much at stake. Youd be simply throwing your life away

He paused, with his right hand held out before him, as was customary when he was deeply in earnest, and Lester felt the candor and simplicity of this appeal. Robert was not criticizing him now. He was making an appeal to him, and this was somewhat different.

The appeal passed without comment, however, and then Robert began on a new tack, this time picturing old Archibalds fondness for Lester and the hope he had always entertained that he would marry some well-to-do Cincinnati girl, Catholic, if agreeable to him, but at least worthy of his station. And Mrs. Kane felt the same way; surely Lester must realize that.

I know just how all of them feel about it, Lester interrupted at last, but I dont see that anythings to be done right now.

You mean that you dont think it would be policy for you to give her up just at present?

I mean that shes been exceptionally good to me, and that Im morally under obligations to do the best I can by her. What that may be, I cant tell.

To live with her? inquired Robert coolly.

Certainly not to turn her out bag and baggage if she has been accustomed to live with me, replied Lester.

Robert sat down again, as if he considered his recent appeal futile.

Cant family reasons persuade you to make some amicable arrangements with her and let her go?

Not without due consideration of the matter; no.

You dont think you could hold out some hope that the thing will end quickly  something that would give me a reasonable excuse for softening down the pain of it to the family?

I would be perfectly willing to do anything which would take away the edge of this thing for the family, but the truths the truth, and I cant see any room for equivocation between you and me. As Ive said before, these relationships are involved with things which make it impossible to discuss them  unfair to me, unfair to the woman. No one can see how they are to be handled, except the people that are in them, and even they cant always see. Id be a damned dog to stand up here and give you my word to do anything except the best I can.

Lester stopped, and now Robert rose and paced the floor again, only to come back after a time and say, You dont think theres anything to be done just at present?

Not at present.

Very well, then, I expect I might as well be going. I dont know that theres anything else we can talk about.

Wont you stay and take lunch with me? I think I might manage to get down to the hotel if youll stay.

No, thank you, answered Robert. I believe I can make that one oclock train for Cincinnati. Ill try, anyhow.

They stood before each other now, Lester pale and rather flaccid, Robert clear, wax-like, well-knit, and shrewd, and one could see the difference time had already made. Robert was the clean, decisive man, Lester the man of doubts. Robert was the spirit of business energy and integrity embodied, Lester the spirit of commercial self-sufficiency, looking at life with an uncertain eye. Together they made a striking picture, which was none the less powerful for the thoughts that were now running through their minds.

Well, said the older brother, after a time, I dont suppose there is anything more I can say. I had hoped to make you feel just as we do about this thing, but of course you are your own best judge of this. If you dont see it now, nothing I could say would make you. It strikes me as a very bad move on your part though.

Lester listened. He said nothing, but his face expressed an unchanged purpose.

Robert turned for his hat, and they walked to the office door together.

Ill put the best face I can on it, said Robert, and walked out.


CHAPTER XXXIV

In this world of ours the activities of animal life seem to be limited to a plane or circle, as if that were an inherent necessity to the creatures of a planet which is perforce compelled to swing about the sun. A fish, for instance, may not pass out of the circle of the seas without courting annihilation; a bird may not enter the domain of the fishes without paying for it dearly. From the parasites of the flowers to the monsters of the jungle and the deep we see clearly the circumscribed nature of their movements  the emphatic manner in which life has limited them to a sphere; and we are content to note the ludicrous and invariably fatal results which attend any effort on their part to depart from their environment.

In the case of man, however, the operation of this theory of limitations has not as yet been so clearly observed. The laws governing our social life are not so clearly understood as to permit of a clear generalization. Still, the opinions, pleas, and judgments of society serve as boundaries which are none the less real for being intangible. When men or women err  that is, pass out from the sphere in which they are accustomed to move  it is not as if the bird had intruded itself into the water, or the wild animal into the haunts of man. Annihilation is not the immediate result. People may do no more than elevate their eyebrows in astonishment, laugh sarcastically, lift up their hands in protest. And yet so well defined is the sphere of social activity that he who departs from it is doomed. Born and bred in this environment, the individual is practically unfitted for any other state. He is like a bird accustomed to a certain density of atmosphere, and which cannot live comfortably at either higher or lower level.

Lester sat down in his easy-chair by the window after his brother had gone and gazed ruminatively out over the flourishing city. Yonder was spread out before him life with its concomitant phases of energy, hope, prosperity, and pleasure, and here he was suddenly struck by a wind of misfortune and blown aside for the time being  his prospects and purposes dissipated. Could he continue as cheerily in the paths he had hitherto pursued? Would not his relations with Jennie be necessarily affected by this sudden tide of opposition? Was not his own home now a thing of the past so far as his old easy-going relationship was concerned? All the atmosphere of unstained affection would be gone out of it now. That hearty look of approval which used to dwell in his fathers eye  would it be there any longer? Robert, his relations with the manufactory, everything that was a part of his old life, had been affected by this sudden intrusion of Louise.

Its unfortunate, was all that he thought to himself, and therewith turned from what he considered senseless brooding to the consideration of what, if anything, was to be done.

Im thinking Id take a run up to Mt. Clemens to-morrow, or Thursday anyhow, if I feel strong enough, he said to Jennie after he had returned. Im not feeling as well as I might. A few days will do me good. He wanted to get off by himself and think. Jennie packed his bag for him at the given time, and he departed, but he was in a sullen, meditative mood.

During the week that followed he had ample time to think it all over, the result of his cogitations being that there was no need of making a decisive move at present. A few weeks more, one way or the other, could not make any practical difference. Neither Robert nor any other member of the family was at all likely to seek another conference with him. His business relations would necessarily go on as usual, since they were coupled with the welfare of the manufactory; certainly no attempt to coerce him would be attempted. But the consciousness that he was at hopeless variance with his family weighed upon him. Bad business, he meditated bad business. But he did not change.

For the period of a whole year this unsatisfactory state of affairs continued. Lester did not go home for six months; then an important business conference demanding his presence, he appeared and carried it off quite as though nothing important had happened. His mother kissed him affectionately, if a little sadly; his father gave him his customary greeting, a hearty handshake; Robert, Louise, Amy, Imogene, concertedly, though without any verbal understanding, agreed to ignore the one real issue. But the feeling of estrangement was there, and it persisted. Hereafter his visits to Cincinnati were as few and far between as he could possibly make them.


CHAPTER XXXV

In the meantime Jennie had been going through a moral crisis of her own. For the first time in her life, aside from the family attitude, which had afflicted her greatly, she realized what the world thought of her. She was bad  she knew that. She had yielded on two occasions to the force of circumstances which might have been fought out differently. If only she had had more courage! If she did not always have this haunting sense of fear! If she could only make up her mind to do the right thing! Lester would never marry her. Why should he? She loved him, but she could leave him, and it would be better for him. Probably her father would live with her if she went back to Cleveland. He would honor her for at last taking a decent stand. Yet the thought of leaving Lester was a terrible one to her  he had been so good. As for her father, she was not sure whether he would receive her or not.

After the tragic visit of Louise she began to think of saving a little money, laying it aside as best she could from her allowance. Lester was generous and she had been able to send home regularly fifteen dollars a week to maintain the family  as much as they had lived on before, without any help from the outside. She spent twenty dollars to maintain the table, for Lester required the best of everything  fruits, meats, desserts, liquors, and what not. The rent was fifty-five dollars, with clothes and extras a varying sum. Lester gave her fifty dollars a week, but somehow it had all gone. She thought how she might economize but this seemed wrong.

Better go without taking anything, if she were going, was the thought that came to her. It was the only decent thing to do.

She thought over this week after week, after the advent of Louise, trying to nerve herself to the point where she could speak or act. Lester was consistently generous and kind, but she felt at times that he himself might wish it. He was thoughtful, abstracted. Since the scene with Louise it seemed to her that he had been a little different. If she could only say to him that she was not satisfied with the way she was living, and then leave. But he himself had plainly indicated after his discovery of Vesta that her feelings on that score could not matter so very much to him, since he thought the presence of the child would definitely interfere with his ever marrying her. It was her presence he wanted on another basis. And he was so forceful, she could not argue with him very well. She decided if she went it would be best to write a letter and tell him why. Then maybe when he knew how she felt he would forgive her and think nothing more about it.

The condition of the Gerhardt family was not improving. Since Jennie had left Martha had married. After several years of teaching in the public schools of Cleveland she had met a young architect, and they were united after a short engagement. Martha had been always a little ashamed of her family, and now, when this new life dawned, she was anxious to keep the connection as slight as possible. She barely notified the members of the family of the approaching marriage  Jennie not at all  and to the actual ceremony she invited only Bass and George. Gerhardt, Veronica, and William resented the slight. Gerhardt ventured upon no comment. He had had too many rebuffs. But Veronica was angry. She hoped that life would give her an opportunity to pay her sister off. William, of course, did not mind particularly. He was interested in the possibilities of becoming an electrical engineer, a career which one of his school-teachers had pointed out to him as being attractive and promising.

Jennie heard of Marthas marriage after it was all over, a note from Veronica giving her the main details. She was glad from one point of view, but realized that her brothers and sisters were drifting away from her.

A little while after Marthas marriage Veronica and William went to reside with George, a break which was brought about by the attitude of Gerhardt himself. Ever since his wifes death and the departure of the other children he had been subject to moods of profound gloom, from which he was not easily aroused. Life, it seemed, was drawing to a close for him, although he was only sixty-five years of age. The earthly ambitions he had once cherished were gone forever. He saw Sebastian, Martha, and George out in the world practically ignoring him, contributing nothing at all to a home which should never have taken a dollar from Jennie. Veronica and William were restless. They objected to leaving school and going to work, apparently preferring to live on money which Gerhardt had long since concluded was not being come by honestly. He was now pretty well satisfied as to the true relations of Jennie and Lester. At first he had believed them to be married, but the way Lester had neglected Jennie for long periods, the humbleness with which she ran at his beck and call, her fear of telling him about Vesta  somehow it all pointed to the same thing. She had not been married at home. Gerhardt had never had sight of her marriage certificate. Since she was away she might have been married, but he did not believe it.

The real trouble was that Gerhardt had grown intensely morose and crotchety, and it was becoming impossible for young people to live with him. Veronica and William felt it. They resented the way in which he took charge of the expenditures after Martha left. He accused them of spending too much on clothes and amusements, he insisted that a smaller house should be taken, and he regularly sequestered a part of the money which Jennie sent, for what purpose they could hardly guess. As a matter of fact, Gerhardt was saving as much as possible in order to repay Jennie eventually. He thought it was sinful to go on in this way, and this was his one method, out side of his meager earnings, to redeem himself. If his other children had acted rightly by him he felt that he would not now be left in his old age the recipient of charity from one, who, despite her other good qualities, was certainly not leading a righteous life. So they quarreled.

It ended one winter month when George agreed to receive his complaining brother and sister on condition that they should get something to do. Gerhardt was nonplussed for a moment, but invited them to take the furniture and go their way. His generosity shamed them for the moment; they even tentatively invited him to come and live with them, but this he would not do. He would ask the foreman of the mill he watched for the privilege of sleeping in some out-of-the-way garret. He was always liked and trusted. And this would save him a little money.

So in a fit of pique he did this, and there was seen the spectacle of an old man watching through a dreary season of nights, in a lonely trafficless neighborhood while the city pursued its gaiety elsewhere. He had a wee small corner in the topmost loft of a warehouse away from the tear and grind of the factory proper. Here Gerhardt slept by day. In the afternoon he would take a little walk, strolling toward the business center, or out along the banks of the Cuyahoga, or the lake. As a rule his hands were below his back, his brow bent in meditation. He would even talk to himself a little  an occasional By chops! or So it is being indicative of his dreary mood. At dusk he would return, taking his stand at the lonely gate which was his post of duty. His meals he secured at a nearby workingmens boarding-house, such as he felt he must have.

The nature of the old Germans reflections at this time were of a peculiarly subtle and somber character. What was this thing  life? What did it all come to after the struggle, and the worry, and the grieving? Where does it all go to? People die; you hear nothing more from them. His wife, now, she had gone. Where had her spirit taken its flight?

Yet he continued to hold some strongly dogmatic convictions. He believed there was a hell, and that people who sinned would go there. How about Mrs. Gerhardt? How about Jennie? He believed that both had sinned woefully. He believed that the just would be rewarded in heaven. But who were the just? Mrs. Gerhardt had not had a bad heart. Jennie was the soul of generosity. Take his son Sebastian. Sebastian was a good boy, but he was cold, and certainly indifferent to his father. Take Martha  she was ambitious, but obviously selfish. Somehow the children, outside of Jennie, seemed self-centered. Bass walked off when he got married, and did nothing more for anybody. Martha insisted that she needed all she made to live on. George had contributed for a little while, but had finally refused to help out. Veronica and William had been content to live on Jennies money so long as he would allow it, and yet they knew it was not right. His very existence, was it not a commentary on the selfishness of his children? And he was getting so old. He shook his head. Mystery of mysteries. Life was truly strange, and dark, and uncertain. Still he did not want to go and live with any of his children. Actually they were not worthy of him  none but Jennie, and she was not good. So he grieved.

This woeful condition of affairs was not made known to Jennie for some time. She had been sending her letters to Martha, but, on her leaving, Jennie had been writing directly to Gerhardt. After Veronicas departure Gerhardt wrote to Jennie saying that there was no need of sending any more money. Veronica and William were going to live with George. He himself had a good place in a factory, and would live there a little while. He returned her a moderate sum that he had saved  one hundred and fifteen dollars  with the word that he would not need it.

Jennie did not understand, but as the others did not write, she was not sure but what it might be all right  her father was so determined. But by degrees, however, a sense of what it really must mean overtook her  a sense of something wrong, and she worried, hesitating between leaving Lester and going to see about her father, whether she left him or not. Would he come with her? Not here certainly. If she were married, yes, possibly. If she were alone  probably. Yet if she did not get some work which paid well they would have a difficult time. It was the same old problem. What could she do? Nevertheless, she decided to act. If she could get five or six dollars a week they could live. This hundred and fifteen dollars which Gerhardt had saved would tide them over the worst difficulties perhaps.


CHAPTER XXXVI

The trouble with Jennies plan was that it did not definitely take into consideration Lesters attitude. He did care for her in an elemental way, but he was hedged about by the ideas of the conventional world in which he had been reared. To say that he loved her well enough to take her for better or worse  to legalize her anomalous position and to face the world bravely with the fact that he had chosen a wife who suited him  was perhaps going a little too far, but he did really care for her, and he was not in a mood, at this particular time, to contemplate parting with her for good.

Lester was getting along to that time of life when his ideas of womanhood were fixed and not subject to change. Thus far, on his own plane and within the circle of his own associates, he had met no one who appealed to him as did Jennie. She was gentle, intelligent, gracious, a handmaiden to his every need; and he had taught her the little customs of polite society, until she was as agreeable a companion as he cared to have. He was comfortable, he was satisfied  why seek further?

But Jennies restlessness increased day by day. She tried writing out her views, and started a half dozen letters before she finally worded one which seemed, partially at least, to express her feelings. It was a long letter for her, and it ran as follows:

Lester dear, When you get this I wont be here, and I want you not to think harshly of me until you have read it all. I am taking Vesta and leaving, and I think it is really better that I should. Lester, I ought to do it. You know when you met me we were very poor, and my condition was such that I didnt think any good man would ever want me. When you came along and told me you loved me I was hardly able to think just what I ought to do. You made me love you, Lester, in spite of myself. 

You know I told you that I oughtnt to do anything wrong any more and that I wasnt good, but somehow when you were near me I couldnt think just right, and I didnt see just how I was to get away from you. Papa was sick at home that time, and there was hardly anything in the house to eat. We were all doing so poorly. My brother George didnt have good shoes, and mamma was so worried. I have often thought, Lester, if mamma had not been compelled to worry so much she might be alive to-day. I thought if you liked me and I really liked you  I love you, Lester  maybe it wouldnt make so much difference about me. You know you told me right away you would like to help my family, and I felt that maybe that would be the right thing to do. We were so terribly poor. 

Lester, dear, I am ashamed to leave you this way; it seems so mean, but if you knew how I have been feeling these days you would forgive me. Oh, I love you, Lester, I do, I do. But for months past  ever since your sister came  I felt that I was doing wrong, and that I oughtnt to go on doing it, for I know how terribly wrong it is. It was wrong for me ever to have anything to do with Senator Brander, but I was such a girl then  I hardly knew what I was doing. It was wrong of me not to tell you about Vesta when I first met you, though I thought I was doing right when I did it. It was terribly wrong of me to keep her here all that time concealed, Lester, but I was afraid of you then  afraid of what you would say and do. When your sister Louise came it all came over me somehow, clearly, and I have never been able to think right about it since. It cant be right, Lester, but I dont blame you. I blame myself. 

I dont ask you to marry me, Lester. I know how you feel about me and how you feel about your family, and I dont think it would be right. They would never want you to do it, and it isnt right that I should ask you. At the same time I know I oughtnt to go on living this way. Vesta is getting along where she understands everything. She thinks you are her really truly uncle. I have thought of it all so much. I have thought a number of times that I would try to talk to you about it, but you frighten me when you get serious, and I dont seem to be able to say what I want to. So I thought if I could just write you this and then go you would understand. You do, Lester, dont you? You wont be angry with me? I know its for the best for you and for me. I ought to do it. Please forgive me, Lester, please; and dont think of me any more. I will get along. But I love you  oh yes, I do  and I will never be grateful enough for all you have done for me. I wish you all the luck that can come to you. Please forgive me, Lester. I love you, yes, I do. I love you. 

JENNIE. 

P. S. I expect to go to Cleveland with papa. He needs me. He is all alone. But dont come for me, Lester. Its best that you shouldnt.

She put this in an envelope, sealed it, and, having hidden it in her bosom, for the time being, awaited the hour when she could conveniently take her departure.

It was several days before she could bring herself to the actual execution of the plan, but one afternoon, Lester, having telephoned that he would not be home for a day or two, she packed some necessary garments for herself and Vesta in several trunks, and sent for an expressman. She thought of telegraphing her father that she was coming; but, seeing he had no home, she thought it would be just as well to go and find him. George and Veronica had not taken all the furniture. The major portion of it was in storage  so Gerhard t had written. She might take that and furnish a little home or flat. She was ready for the end, waiting for the expressman, when the door opened and in walked Lester.

For some unforeseen reason he had changed his mind. He was not in the least psychic or intuitional, but on this occasion his feelings had served him a peculiar turn. He had thought of going for a days duck-shooting with some friends in the Kankakee Marshes south of Chicago, but had finally changed his mind; he even decided to go out to the house early. What prompted this he could not have said.

As he neared the house he felt a little peculiar about coming home so early; then at the sight of the two trunks standing in the middle of the room he stood dumfounded. What did it mean  Jennie dressed and ready to depart? And Vesta in a similar condition? He stared in amazement, his brown eyes keen in inquiry.

Where are you going? he asked.

Why  why she began, falling back. I was going away.

Where to?

I thought I would go to Cleveland, she replied.

What for?

Why  why  I meant to tell you, Lester, that I didnt think I ought to stay here any longer this way. I didnt think it was right. I thought Id tell you, but I couldnt. I wrote you a letter.

A letter, he exclaimed. What the deuce are you talking about? Where is the letter?

There, she said, mechanically pointing to a small center-table where the letter lay conspicuous on a large book.

And you were really going to leave me, Jennie, with just a letter? said Lester, his voice hardening a little as he spoke. I swear to heaven you are beyond me. Whats the point? He tore open the envelope and looked at the beginning. Better send Vesta from the room, he suggested.

She obeyed. Then she came back and stood there pale and wide-eyed, looking at the wall, at the trunks, and at him. Lester read the letter thoughtfully. He shifted his position once or twice, then dropped the paper on the floor.

Well, Ill tell you, Jennie, he said finally, looking at her curiously and wondering just what he was going to say. Here again was his chance to end this relationship if he wished. He couldnt feel that he did wish it, seeing how peacefully things were running. They had gone so far together it seemed ridiculous to quit now. He truly loved her  there was no doubt of that. Still he did not want to marry her  could not very well. She knew that. Her letter said as much. You have this thing wrong, he went on slowly. I dont know what comes over you at times, but you dont view the situation right. Ive told you before that I cant marry you  not now, anyhow. There are too many big things involved in this, which you dont know anything about. I love you, you know that. But my family has to be taken into consideration, and the business. You cant see the difficulties raised on these scores, but I can. Now I dont want you to leave me. I care too much about you. I cant prevent you, of course. You can go if you want to. But I dont think you ought to want to. You dont really, do you? Sit down a minute.

Jennie, who had been counting on getting away without being seen, was now thoroughly nonplussed. To have him begin a quiet argument  a plea as it were. It hurt her. He, Lester, pleading with her, and she loved him so.

She went over to him, and he took her hand.

Now, listen, he said. Theres really nothing to be gained by your leaving me at present. Where did you say you were going?

To Cleveland, she replied.

Well, how did you expect to get along?

I thought Id take papa, if hed come with me  hes alone now  and get something to do, maybe.

Well, what can you do, Jennie, different from what you ever have done? You wouldnt expect to be a ladys maid again, would you? Or clerk in a store?

I thought I might get some place as a housekeeper, she suggested. She had been counting up her possibilities, and this was the most promising idea that had occurred to her.

No, no, he grumbled, shaking his head. Theres nothing to that. Theres nothing in this whole move of yours except a notion. Why, you wont be any better off morally than you are right now. You cant undo the past. It doesnt make any difference, anyhow. I cant marry you now. I might in the future, but I cant tell anything about that, and I dont want to promise anything. Youre not going to leave me though with my consent, and if you were going I wouldnt have you dropping back into any such thing as youre contemplating. Ill make some provision for you. You dont really want to leave me, do you, Jennie?

Against Lesters strong personality and vigorous protest Jennies own conclusions and decisions went to pieces. Just the pressure of his hand was enough to upset her. Now she began to cry.

Dont cry, Jennie, he said. This thing may work out better than you think. Let it rest for a while. Take off your things. Youre not going to leave me any more, are you?

No-o-o! she sobbed.

He took her in his lap. Let things rest as they are, he went on. Its a curious world. Things cant be adjusted in a minute. They may work out. Im putting up with some things myself that I ordinarily wouldnt stand for.

He finally saw her restored to comparative calmness, smiling sadly through her tears.

Now you put those things away, he said genially, pointing to the trunks. Besides, I want you to promise me one thing.

Whats that? asked Jennie.

No more concealment of anything, do you hear? No more thinking things out for yourself, and acting without my knowing anything about it. If you have anything on your mind, I want you to come out with it. Im not going to eat you! Talk to me about whatever is troubling you. Ill help you solve it, or, if I cant, at least there wont be any concealment between us.

I know, Lester, she said earnestly, looking him straight in the eyes. I promise Ill never conceal anything any more  truly I wont. Ive been afraid, but I wont be now. You can trust me.

That sounds like what you ought to be, he replied. I know you will. And he let her go.

A few days later, and in consequence of this agreement, the future of Gerhardt came up for discussion. Jennie had been worrying about him for several days; now it occurred to her that this was something to talk over with Lester. Accordingly, she explained one night at dinner what had happened in Cleveland. I know he is very unhappy there all alone, she said, and I hate to think of it. I was going to get him if I went back to Cleveland. Now I dont know what to do about it.

Why dont you send him some money? he inquired.

He wont take any more money from me, Lester, she explained. He thinks Im not good  not acting right. He doesnt believe Im married.

He has pretty good reason, hasnt he? said Lester calmly.

I hate to think of him sleeping in a factory. Hes so old and lonely.

Whats the matter with the rest of the family in Cleveland? Wont they do anything for him? Wheres your brother Bass?

I think maybe they dont want him, hes so cross, she said simply.

I hardly know what to suggest in that case, smiled Lester. The old gentleman oughtnt to be so fussy.

I know, she said, but hes old now, and he has had so much trouble.

Lester ruminated for a while, toying with his fork. Ill tell you what Ive been thinking, Jennie, he said finally. Theres no use living this way any longer, if were going to stick it out. Ive been thinking that we might take a house out in Hyde Park. Its something of a run from the office, but Im not much for this apartment life. You and Vesta would be better off for a yard. In that case you might bring your father on to live with us. He couldnt do any harm pottering about; indeed, he might help keep things straight.

Oh, that would just suit papa, if hed come, she replied. He loves to fix things, and hed cut the grass and look after the furnace. But he wont come unless hes sure Im married.

I dont know how that could be arranged unless you could show the old gentleman a marriage certificate. He seems to want something that cant be produced very well. A steady job hed have running the furnace of a country house, he added meditatively.

Jennie did not notice the grimness of the jest. She was too busy thinking what a tangle she had made of her life. Gerhardt would not come now, even if they had a lovely home to share with him. And yet he ought to be with Vesta again. She would make him happy.

She remained lost in a sad abstraction, until Lester, following the drift of her thoughts, said: I dont see how it can be arranged. Marriage certificate blanks arent easily procurable. Its bad business  a criminal offense to forge one, I believe. I wouldnt want to be mixed up in that sort of thing.

Oh, I dont want you to do anything like that, Lester. Im just sorry papa is so stubborn. When he gets a notion you cant change him.

Suppose we wait until we get settled after moving, he suggested. Then you can go to Cleveland and talk to him personally. You might be able to persuade him. He liked her attitude toward her father. It was so decent that he rather wished he could help her carry out her scheme. While not very interesting, Gerhardt was not objectionable to Lester, and if the old man wanted to do the odd jobs around a big place, why not?


CHAPTER XXXVII

The plan for a residence in Hyde Park was not long in taking shape. After several weeks had passed, and things had quieted down again, Lester invited Jennie to go with him to South Hyde Park to look for a house. On the first trip they found something which seemed to suit admirably  an old-time home of eleven large rooms, set in a lawn fully two hundred feet square and shaded by trees which had been planted when the city was young. It was ornate, homelike, peaceful. Jennie was fascinated by the sense of space and country, although depressed by the reflection that she was not entering her new home under the right auspices. She had vaguely hoped that in planning to go away she was bringing about a condition under which Lester might have come after her and married her. Now all that was over. She had promised to stay, and she would have to make the best of it. She suggested that they would never know what to do with so much room, but he waved that aside. We will very likely have people in now and then, he said. We can furnish it up anyhow, and see how it looks. He had the agent make out a five-year lease, with an option for renewal, and set at once the forces to work to put the establishment in order.

The house was painted and decorated, the lawn put in order, and everything done to give the place a trim and satisfactory appearance. There was a large, comfortable library and sitting-room, a big dining-room, a handsome reception-hall, a parlor, a large kitchen, serving-room, and in fact all the ground-floor essentials of a comfortable home. On the second floor were bedrooms, baths, and the maids room. It was all very comfortable and harmonious, and Jennie took an immense pride and pleasure in getting things in order.

Immediately after moving in, Jennie, with Lesters permission, wrote to her father asking him to come to her. She did not say that she was married, but left it to be inferred. She descanted on the beauty of the neighborhood, the size of the yard, and the manifold conveniences of the establishment. It is so very nice, she added, you would like it, papa. Vesta is here and goes to school every day. Wont you come and stay with us? Its so much better than living in a factory. And I would like to have you so.

Gerhardt read this letter with a solemn countenance, Was it really true? Would they be taking a larger house if they were not permanently united? After all these years and all this lying? Could he have been mistaken? Well, it was high time  but should he go? He had lived alone this long time now  should he go to Chicago and live with Jennie? Her appeal did touch him, but somehow he decided against it. That would be too generous an acknowledgment of the fact that there had been fault on his side as well as on hers.

Jennie was disappointed at Gerhardts refusal. She talked it over with Lester, and decided that she would go on to Cleveland and see him. Accordingly, she made the trip, hunted up the factory, a great rumbling furniture concern in one of the poorest sections of the city, and inquired at the office for her father. The clerk directed her to a distant warehouse, and Gerhardt was informed that a lady wished to see him. He crawled out of his humble cot and came down, curious as to who it could be. When Jennie saw him in his dusty, baggy clothes, his hair gray, his eye brows shaggy, coming out of the dark door, a keen sense of the pathetic moved her again. Poor papa! she thought. He came toward her, his inquisitorial eye softened a little by his consciousness of the affection that had inspired her visit. What are you come for? he asked cautiously.

I want you to come home with me, papa, she pleaded yearningly. I dont want you to stay here any more. I cant think of you living alone any longer.

So, he said, nonplussed, that brings you?

Yes, she replied; Wont you? Dont stay here.

I have a good bed, he explained by way of apology for his state.

I know, she replied, but we have a good home now and Vesta is there. Wont you come? Lester wants you to.

Tell me one thing, he demanded. Are you married?

Yes, she replied, lying hopelessly. I have been married a long time. You can ask Lester when you come. She could scarcely look him in the face, but she managed somehow, and he believed her.

Well, he said, it is time.

Wont you come, papa? she pleaded.

He threw out his hands after his characteristic manner. The urgency of her appeal touched him to the quick. Yes, I come, he said, and turned; but she saw by his shoulders what was happening. He was crying.

Now, papa? she pleaded.

For answer he walked back into the dark warehouse to get his things.


CHAPTER XXXVIII

Gerhardt, having become an inmate of the Hyde Park home, at once bestirred himself about the labors which he felt instinctively concerned him. He took charge of the furnace and the yard, outraged at the thought that good money should be paid to any outsider when he had nothing to do. The trees, he declared to Jennie, were in a dreadful condition. If Lester would get him a pruning knife and a saw he would attend to them in the spring. In Germany they knew how to care for such things, but these Americans were so shiftless. Then he wanted tools and nails, and in time all the closets and shelves were put in order. He found a Lutheran Church almost two miles away, and declared that it was better than the one in Cleveland. The pastor, of course, was a heaven-sent son of divinity. And nothing would do but that Vesta must go to church with him regularly.

Jennie and Lester settled down into the new order of living with some misgivings; certain difficulties were sure to arise. On the North Side it had been easy for Jennie to shun neighbors and say nothing. Now they were occupying a house of some pretensions; their immediate neighbors would feel it their duty to call, and Jennie would have to play the part of an experienced hostess. She and Lester had talked this situation over. It might as well be understood here, he said, that they were husband and wife. Vesta was to be introduced as Jennies daughter by her first marriage, her husband, a Mr. Stover (her mothers maiden name), having died immediately after the childs birth. Lester, of course, was the stepfather. This particular neighborhood was so far from the fashionable heart of Chicago that Lester did not expect to run into many of his friends. He explained to Jennie the ordinary formalities of social intercourse, so that when the first visitor called Jennie might be prepared to receive her. Within a fortnight this first visitor arrived in the person of Mrs. Jacob Stendahl, a woman of considerable importance in this particular section. She lived five doors from Jennie  the houses of the neighborhood were all set in spacious lawns  and drove up in her carriage, on her return from her shopping, one afternoon.

Is Mrs. Kane in? she asked of Jeannette, the new maid.

I think so, mam, answered the girl. Wont you let me have your card?

The card was given and taken to Jennie, who looked at it curiously.

When Jennie came into the parlor Mrs. Stendahl, a tall dark, inquisitive-looking woman, greeted her most cordially.

I thought I would take the liberty of intruding on you, she said most winningly. I am one of your neighbors. I live on the other side of the street, some few doors up. Perhaps you have seen the house  the one with the white stone gate-posts.

Oh, yes indeed, replied Jennie. I know it well. Mr. Kane and I were admiring it the first day we came out here.

I know of your husband, of course, by reputation. My husband is connected with the Wilkes Frog and Switch Company.

Jennie bowed her head. She knew that the latter concern must be something important and profitable from the way in which Mrs. Stendahl spoke of it.

We have lived here quite a number of years, and I know how you must feel coming as a total stranger to a new section of the city. I hope you will find time to come in and see me some afternoon. I shall be most pleased. My regular reception day is Thursday.

Indeed I shall, answered Jennie, a little nervously, for the ordeal was a trying one. I appreciate your goodness in calling. Mr. Kane is very busy as a rule, but when he is at home I am sure he would be most pleased to meet you and your husband.

You must both come over some evening, replied Mrs. Stendahl. We lead a very quiet life. My husband is not much for social gatherings. But we enjoy our neighborhood friends.

Jennie smiled her assurances of good-will. She accompanied Mrs. Stendahl to the door, and shook hands with her. Im so glad to find you so charming, observed Mrs. Stendahl frankly.

Oh, thank you, said Jennie flushing a little. Im sure I dont deserve so much praise.

Well, now I will expect you some afternoon. Good-by, and she waved a gracious farewell.

That wasnt so bad, thought Jennie as she watched Mrs. Stendahl drive away. She is very nice, I think. Ill tell Lester about her.

Among the other callers were a Mr. and Mrs. Carmichael Burke, a Mrs. Hanson Field, and a Mrs. Timothy Ballinger  all of whom left cards, or stayed to chat a few minutes. Jennie found herself taken quite seriously as a woman of importance, and she did her best to support the dignity of her position. And, indeed, she did exceptionally well. She was most hospitable and gracious. She had a kindly smile and a manner wholly natural; she succeeded in making a most favorable impression. She explained to her guests that she had been living on the North Side until recently, that her husband, Mr. Kane, had long wanted to have a home in Hyde Park, that her father and daughter were living here, and that Lester was the childs stepfather. She said she hoped to repay all these nice attentions and to be a good neighbor.

Lester heard about these calls in the evening, for he did not care to meet these people. Jennie came to enjoy it in a mild way. She liked making new friends, and she was hoping that something definite could be worked out here which would make Lester look upon her as a good wife and an ideal companion. Perhaps, some day, he might really want to marry her.

First impressions are not always permanent, as Jennie was soon to discover. The neighborhood had accepted her perhaps a little too hastily, and now rumors began to fly about. A Mrs. Sommerville, calling on Mrs. Craig, one of Jennies near neighbors, intimated that she knew who Lester was oh, yes, indeed. You know, my dear, she went on, his reputation is just a little she raised her eyebrows and her hand at the same time.

You dont say! commented her friend curiously. He looks like such a staid, conservative person.

Oh, no doubt, in a way, he is, went on Mrs. Sommerville. His family is of the very best. There was some young woman he went with  so my husband tells me. I dont know whether this is the one or not, but she was introduced as a Miss Gorwood, or some such name as that, when they were living together as husband and wife on the North Side.

Tst! Tst! Tst! clicked Mrs. Craig with her tongue at this astonishing news. You dont tell me! Come to think of it, it must be the same woman. Her fathers name is Gerhardt.

Gerhardt! exclaimed Mrs. Sommerville. Yes, thats the name. It seems to me that there was some earlier scandal in connection with her  at least there was a child. Whether he married her afterward or not, I dont know. Anyhow, I understand his family will not have anything to do with her.

How very interesting! exclaimed Mrs. Craig. And to think he should have married her afterward, if he really did. Im sure you cant tell with whom youre coming in contact these days, can you?

Its so true. Life does get badly mixed at times. She appears to be a charming woman.

Delightful! exclaimed Mrs. Craig. Quite naive. I was really taken with her.

Well, it may be, went on her guest, that this isnt the same woman after all. I may be mistaken.

Oh, I hardly think so. Gerhardt! She told me they had been living on the North Side.

Then Im sure its the same person. How curious that you should speak of her!

It is, indeed, went on Mrs. Craig, who was speculating as to what her attitude toward Jennie should be in the future.

Other rumors came from other sources. There were people who had seen Jennie and Lester out driving on the North Side, who had been introduced to her as Miss Gerhardt, who knew what the Kane family thought. Of course her present position, the handsome house, the wealth of Lester, the beauty of Vesta  all these things helped to soften the situation. She was apparently too circumspect, too much the good wife and mother, too really nice to be angry with; but she had a past, and that had to be taken into consideration.

An opening bolt of the coming storm fell upon Jennie one day when Vesta, returning from school, suddenly asked: Mamma, who was my papa?

His name was Stover, dear, replied her mother, struck at once by the thought that there might have been some criticism  that some one must have been saying something. Why do you ask?

Where was I born? continued Vesta, ignoring the last inquiry, and interested in clearing up her own identity.

In Columbus, Ohio, pet. Why?

Anita Ballinger said I didnt have any papa, and that you werent ever married when you had me. She said I wasnt a really, truly girl at all  just a nobody. She made me so mad I slapped her.

Jennies face grew rigid. She sat staring straight before her. Mrs. Ballinger had called, and Jennie had thought her peculiarly gracious and helpful in her offer of assistance, and now her little daughter had said this to Vesta. Where did the child hear it?

You mustnt pay any attention to her, dearie, said Jennie at last. She doesnt know. Your papa was Mr. Stover, and you were born in Columbus. You mustnt fight other little girls. Of course they say nasty things when they fight  sometimes things they dont really mean. Just let her alone and dont go near her any more. Then she wont say anything to you.

It was a lame explanation, but it satisfied Vesta for the time being. Ill slap her if she tries to slap me, she persisted.

You mustnt go near her, pet, do you hear? Then she cant try to slap you, returned her mother. Just go about your studies, and dont mind her. She cant quarrel with you if you dont let her.

Vesta went away leaving Jennie brooding over her words. The neighbors were talking. Her history was becoming common gossip. How had they found out.

It is one thing to nurse a single thrust, another to have the wound opened from time to time by additional stabs. One day Jennie, having gone to call on Mrs. Hanson Field, who was her immediate neighbor, met a Mrs. Williston Baker, who was there taking tea. Mrs. Baker knew of the Kanes, of Jennies history on the North Side, and of the attitude of the Kane family. She was a thin, vigorous, intellectual woman, somewhat on the order of Mrs. Bracebridge, and very careful of her social connections. She had always considered Mrs. Field a woman of the same rigid circumspectness of attitude, and when she found Jennie calling there she was outwardly calm but inwardly irritated. This is Mrs. Kane, Mrs. Baker, said Mrs. Field, introducing her guests with a smiling countenance. Mrs. Baker looked at Jennie ominously.

Mrs. Lester Kane? she inquired.

Yes, replied Mrs. Fields.

Indeed, she went on freezingly. Ive heard a great deal about Mrs. accenting the word Mrs.  Lester Kane.

She turned to Mrs. Field, ignoring Jennie completely, and started an intimate conversation in which Jennie could have no possible share. Jennie stood helplessly by, unable to formulate a thought which would be suitable to so trying a situation. Mrs. Baker soon announced her departure, although she had intended to stay longer. I cant remain another minute, she said; I promised Mrs. Neil that I would stop in to see her to-day. Im sure Ive bored you enough already as it is.

She walked to the door, not troubling to look at Jennie until she was nearly out of the room. Then she looked in her direction, and gave her a frigid nod.

We meet such curious people now and again, she observed finally to her hostess as she swept away.

Mrs. Field did not feel able to defend Jennie, for she herself was in no notable social position, and was endeavoring, like every other middle-class woman of means, to get along. She did not care to offend Mrs. Williston Baker, who was socially so much more important than Jennie. She came back to where Jennie was sitting, smiling apologetically, but she was a little bit flustered. Jennie was out of countenance, of course. Presently she excused herself and went home. She had been cut deeply by the slight offered her, and she felt that Mrs. Field realized that she had made a mistake in ever taking her up. There would be no additional exchange of visits there  that she knew. The old hopeless feeling came over her that her life was a failure. It couldnt be made right, or, if it could, it wouldnt be. Lester was not inclined to marry her and put her right.

Time went on and matters remained very much as they were. To look at this large house, with its smooth lawn and well grown trees, its vines clambering about the pillars of the veranda and interlacing themselves into a transparent veil of green; to see Gerhardt pottering about the yard, Vesta coming home from school, Lester leaving in the morning in his smart trap  one would have said that here is peace and plenty, no shadow of unhappiness hangs over this charming home.

And as a matter of fact existence with Lester and Jennie did run smoothly. It is true that the neighbors did not call any more, or only a very few of them, and there was no social life to speak of; but the deprivation was hardly noticed; there was so much in the home life to please and interest. Vesta was learning to play the piano, and to play quite well. She had a good ear for music. Jennie was a charming figure in blue, lavender, and olive-green house-gowns as she went about her affairs, sewing, dusting, getting Vesta off to school, and seeing that things generally were put to rights. Gerhardt busied himself about his multitudinous duties, for he was not satisfied unless he had his hands into all the domestic economies of the household. One of his self-imposed tasks was to go about the house after Lester, or the servants, turning out the gas-jets or electric-light bulbs which might accidentally have been left burning. That was a sinful extravagance.

Again, Lesters expensive clothes, which he carelessly threw aside after a few months use, were a source of woe to the thrifty old German. Moreover, he grieved over splendid shoes discarded because of a few wrinkles in the leather or a slightly run down heel or sole. Gerhardt was for having them repaired, but Lester answered the old mans querulous inquiry as to what was wrong with them shoes by saying that they werent comfortable any more.

Such extravagance! Gerhardt complained to Jennie. Such waste! No good can come of anything like that, It will mean want one of these days.

He cant help it, papa, Jennie excused. Thats the way he was raised.

Ha! A fine way to be raised. These Americans, they know nothing of economy. They ought to live in Germany awhile. Then they would know what a dollar can do.

Lester heard something of this through Jennie, but he only smiled. Gerhardt was amusing to him.

Another grievance was Lesters extravagant use of matches. He had the habit of striking a match, holding it while he talked, instead of lighting his cigar, and then throwing it away. Sometimes he would begin to light a cigar two or three minutes before he would actually do so, tossing aside match after match. There was a place out in one corner of the veranda where he liked to sit of a spring or summer evening, smoking and throwing away half-burned matches. Jennie would sit with him, and a vast number of matches would be lit and flung out on the lawn. At one time, while engaged in cutting the grass, Gerhardt found, to his horror, not a handful, but literally boxes of half-burned match-sticks lying unconsumed and decaying under the fallen blades. He was discouraged, to say the least. He gathered up this damning evidence in a newspaper and carried it back into the sitting-room where Jennie was sewing.

See here, what I find! he demanded. Just look at that! That man, he has no more sense of economy than a  than a the right term failed him. He sits and smokes, and this is the way he uses matches. Five cents a box they cost  five cents. How can a man hope to do well and carry on like that, I like to know. Look at them.

Jennie looked. She shook her head. Lester is extravagant, she said.

Gerhardt carried them to the basement. At least they should be burned in the furnace. He would have used them as lighters for his own pipe, sticking them in the fire to catch a blaze, only old newspapers were better, and he had stacks of these  another evidence of his lord and masters wretched, spendthrift disposition. It was a sad world to work in. Almost everything was against him. Still he fought as valiantly as he could against waste and shameless extravagance. His own economies were rigid. He would wear the same suit of black  cut down from one of Lesters expensive investments of years before  every Sunday for a couple of years. Lesters shoes, by a little stretch of the imagination, could be made to seem to fit, and these he wore. His old ties also  the black ones  they were fine. If he could have cut down Lesters shirts he would have done so; he did make over the underwear, with the friendly aid of the cooks needle. Lesters socks, of course, were just right. There was never any expense for Gerhardts clothing.

The remaining stock of Lesters discarded clothing  shoes, shirts, collars, suits, ties, and what not  he would store away for weeks and months, and then, in a sad and gloomy frame of mind, he would call in a tailor, or an old-shoe man, or a ragman, and dispose of the lot at the best price he could. He learned that all second-hand clothes men were sharks; that there was no use in putting the least faith in the protests of any rag dealer or old-shoe man. They all lied. They all claimed to be very poor, when as a matter of fact they were actually rolling in wealth. Gerhardt had investigated these stories; he had followed them up; he had seen what they were doing with the things he sold them.

Scoundrels! he declared. They offer me ten cents for a pair of shoes, and then I see them hanging out in front of their places marked two dollars. Such robbery! My God! They could afford to give me a dollar.

Jennie smiled. It was only to her that he complained, for he could expect no sympathy from Lester. So far as his own meager store of money was concerned, he gave the most of it to his beloved church, where he was considered to be a model of propriety, honesty, faith  in fact, the embodiment of all the virtues.

And so, for all the ill winds that were beginning to blow socially, Jennie was now leading the dream years of her existence. Lester, in spite of the doubts which assailed him at times as to the wisdom of his career, was invariably kind and considerate, and he seemed to enjoy his home life.

Everything all right? she would ask when he came in of an evening.

Sure! he would answer, and pinch her chin or cheek.

She would follow him in while Jeannette, always alert, would take his coat and hat. In the winter-time they would sit in the library before the big grate-fire. In the spring, summer, or fall Lester preferred to walk out on the porch, one corner of which commanded a sweeping view of the lawn and the distant street, and light his before-dinner cigar. Jennie would sit on the side of his chair and stroke his head. Your hair is not getting the least bit thin, Lester; arent you glad? she would say; or, Oh, see how your brow is wrinkled now. You mustnt do that. You didnt change your tie, mister, this morning. Why didnt you? I laid one out for you.

Oh, I forgot, he would answer, or he would cause the wrinkles to disappear, or laughingly predict that he would soon be getting bald if he wasnt so now.

In the drawing-room or library, before Vesta and Gerhardt, she was not less loving, though a little more circumspect. She loved odd puzzles like pigs in clover, the spiders hole, baby billiards, and the like. Lester shared in these simple amusements. He would work by the hour, if necessary, to make a difficult puzzle come right. Jennie was clever at solving these mechanical problems. Sometimes she would have to show him the right method, and then she would be immensely pleased with herself. At other times she would stand behind him watching, her chin on his shoulder, her arms about his neck. He seemed not to mind  indeed, he was happy in the wealth of affection she bestowed. Her cleverness, her gentleness, her tact created an atmosphere which was immensely pleasing; above all her youth and beauty appealed to him. It made him feel young, and if there was one thing Lester objected to, it was the thought of drying up into an aimless old age. I want to keep young, or die young, was one of his pet remarks; and Jennie came to understand. She was glad that she was so much younger now for his sake.

Another pleasant feature of the home life was Lesters steadily increasing affection for Vesta. The child would sit at the big table in the library in the evening conning her books, while Jennie would sew, and Gerhardt would read his interminable list of German Lutheran papers. It grieved the old man that Vesta should not be allowed to go to a German Lutheran parochial school, but Lester would listen to nothing of the sort. Well not have any thick-headed German training in this, he said to Jennie, when she suggested that Gerhardt had complained. The public schools are good enough for any child. You tell him to let her alone.

There were really some delightful hours among the four. Lester liked to take the little seven-year-old school-girl between his knees and tease her. He liked to invert the so-called facts of life, to propound its paradoxes, and watch how the childs budding mind took them. Whats water? he would ask; and being informed that it was what we drink, he would stare and say, Thats so, but what is it? Dont they teach you any better than that?

Well, it is what we drink, isnt it? persisted Vesta.

The fact that we drink it doesnt explain what it is, he would retort. You ask your teacher what water is; and then he would leave her with this irritating problem troubling her young soul.

Food, china, her dress, anything was apt to be brought back to its chemical constituents, and he would leave her to struggle with these dark suggestions of something else back of the superficial appearance of things until she was actually in awe of him. She had a way of showing him how nice she looked before she started to school in the morning, a habit that arose because of his constant criticism of her appearance. He wanted her to look smart, he insisted on a big bow of blue ribbon for her hair, he demanded that her shoes be changed from low quarter to high boots with the changing character of the seasons and that her clothing be carried out on a color scheme suited to her complexion and disposition.

That childs light and gay by disposition. Dont put anything somber on her, he once remarked.

Jennie had come to realize that he must be consulted in this, and would say, Run to your papa and show him how you look.

Vesta would come and turn briskly around before him, saying, See.

Yes. Youre all right. Go on; and on she would go.

He grew so proud of her that on Sundays and some week-days when they drove he would always have her in between them. He insisted that Jennie send her to dancing-school, and Gerhardt was beside himself with rage and grief. Such irreligion! he complained to Jennie. Such devils fol-de-rol. Now she goes to dance. What for? To make a no-good out of her  a creature to be ashamed of?

Oh no, papa, replied Jennie. It isnt as bad as that. This is an awful nice school. Lester says she has to go.

Lester, Lester; that man! A fine lot he knows about what is good for a child. A card-player, a whisky-drinker!

Now, hush, papa; I wont have you talk like that, Jennie would reply warmly. Hes a good man, and you know it.

Yes, yes, a good man. In some things, maybe. Not in this. No.

He went away groaning. When Lester was near he said nothing, and Vesta could wind him around her finger.

Oh you, she would say, pulling at his arm or rubbing his grizzled cheek. There was no more fight in Gerhardt when Vesta did this. He lost control of himself  something welled up and choked his throat. Yes, I know how you do, he would exclaim.

Vesta would tweak his ear.

Stop now! he would say. That is enough.

It was noticeable, however, that she did not have to stop unless she herself willed it. Gerhardt adored the child, and she could do anything with him; he was always her devoted servitor.


CHAPTER XXXIX

During this period the dissatisfaction of the Kane family with Lesters irregular habit of life grew steadily stronger. That it could not help but become an open scandal, in the course of time, was sufficiently obvious to them. Rumors were already going about. People seemed to understand in a wise way, though nothing was ever said directly. Kane senior could scarcely imagine what possessed his son to fly in the face of conventions in this manner. If the woman had been some one of distinction  some sorceress of the stage, or of the world of art, or letters, his action would have been explicable if not commendable, but with this creature of very ordinary capabilities, as Louise had described her, this putty-faced nobody  he could not possibly understand it.

Lester was his son, his favorite son; it was too bad that he had not settled down in the ordinary way. Look at the women in Cincinnati who knew him and liked him. Take Letty Pace, for instance. Why in the name of common sense had he not married her? She was good looking, sympathetic, talented. The old man grieved bitterly, and then, by degrees, he began to harden. It seemed a shame that Lester should treat him so. It wasnt natural, or justifiable, or decent. Archibald Kane brooded over it until he felt that some change ought to be enforced, but just what it should be he could not say. Lester was his own boss, and he would resent any criticism of his actions. Apparently, nothing could be done.

Certain changes helped along an approaching denouement. Louise married not many months after her very disturbing visit to Chicago, and then the home property was fairly empty except for visiting grandchildren. Lester did not attend the wedding, though he was invited. For another thing, Mrs. Kane died, making a readjustment of the family will necessary. Lester came home on this occasion, grieved to think he had lately seen so little of his mother  that he had caused her so much pain  but he had no explanation to make. His father thought at the time of talking to him, but put it off because of his obvious gloom. He went back to Chicago, and there were more months of silence.

After Mrs. Kanes death and Louises marriage, the father went to live with Robert, for his three grandchildren afforded him his greatest pleasure in his old age. The business, except for the final adjustment which would come after his death, was in Roberts hands. The latter was consistently agreeable to his sisters and their husbands and to his father, in view of the eventual control he hoped to obtain. He was not a sycophant in any sense of the word, but a shrewd, cold business man, far shrewder than his brother gave him credit for. He was already richer than any two of the other children put together, but he chose to keep his counsel and to pretend modesty of fortune. He realized the danger of envy, and preferred a Spartan form of existence, putting all the emphasis on inconspicuous but very ready and very hard cash. While Lester was drifting Robert was working  working all the time.

Roberts scheme for eliminating his brother from participation in the control of the business was really not very essential, for his father, after long brooding over the details of the Chicago situation, had come to the definite conclusion that any large share of his property ought not to go to Lester. Obviously, Lester was not so strong a man as he had thought him to be. Of the two brothers, Lester might be the bigger intellectually or sympathetically  artistically and socially there was no comparison  but Robert got commercial results in a silent, effective way. If Lester was not going to pull himself together at this stage of the game, when would he? Better leave his property to those who would take care of it. Archibald Kane thought seriously of having his lawyer revise his will in such a way that, unless Lester should reform, he would be cut off with only a nominal income. But he decided to give Lester one more chance  to make a plea, in fact, that he should abandon his false way of living, and put himself on a sound basis before the world. It wasnt too late. He really had a great future. Would he deliberately choose to throw it away? Old Archibald wrote Lester that he would like to have a talk with him at his convenience, and within the lapse of thirty-six hours Lester was in Cincinnati.

I thought Id have one more talk with you, Lester, on a subject thats rather difficult for me to bring up, began the elder Kane. You know what Im referring to?

Yes, I know, replied Lester, calmly.

I used to think, when I was much younger that my sons matrimonial ventures would never concern me, but I changed my views on that score when I got a little farther along. I began to see through my business connections how much the right sort of a marriage helps a man, and then I got rather anxious that my boys should marry well. I used to worry about you, Lester, and Im worrying yet. This recent connection youve made has caused me no end of trouble. It worried your mother up to the very last. It was her one great sorrow. Dont you think you have gone far enough with it? The scandal has reached down here. What it is in Chicago I dont know, but it cant be a secret. That cant help the house in business there. It certainly cant help you. The whole thing has gone on so long that you have injured your prospects all around, and yet you continue. Why do you?

I suppose because I love her, Lester replied.

You cant be serious in that, said his father. If you had loved her, youd have married her in the first place. Surely you wouldnt take a woman and live with her as you have with this woman for years, disgracing her and yourself, and still claim that you love her. You may have a passion for her, but it isnt love.

How do you know I havent married her? inquired Lester coolly. He wanted to see how his father would take to that idea.

Youre not serious! The old gentleman propped himself up on his arms and looked at him.

No, Im not, replied Lester, but I might be. I might marry her.

Impossible! exclaimed his father vigorously. I cant believe it. I cant believe a man of your intelligence would do a thing like that, Lester. Where is your judgment? Why, youve lived in open adultery with her for years, and now you talk of marrying her. Why, in heavens name, if you were going to do anything like that, didnt you do it in the first place? Disgrace your parents, break your mothers heart, injure the business, become a public scandal, and then marry the cause of it? I dont believe it.

Old Archibald got up.

Dont get excited, father, said Lester quickly. We wont get anywhere that way. I say I might marry her. Shes not a bad woman, and I wish you wouldnt talk about her as you do. Youve never seen her. You know nothing about her.

I know enough, insisted old Archibald, determinedly. I know that no good woman would act as she has done. Why, man, shes after your money. What else could she want? Its as plain as the nose on your face.

Father, said Lester, his voice lowering ominously, why do you talk like that? You never saw the woman. You wouldnt know her from Adams off ox. Louise comes down here and gives an excited report, and you people swallow it whole. She isnt as bad as you think she is, and I wouldnt use the language youre using about her if I were you. Youre doing a good woman an injustice, and you wont, for some reason, be fair.

Fair! Fair! interrupted Archibald. Talk about being fair. Is it fair to me, to your family, to your dead mother to take a woman of the streets and live with her? Is it

Stop now, father, exclaimed Lester, putting up his hand. I warn you. I wont listen to talk like that. Youre talking about the woman that Im living with  that I may marry. I love you, but I wont have you saying things that arent so. She isnt a woman of the streets. You know, as well as you know anything, that I wouldnt take up with a woman of that kind. Well have to discuss this in a calmer mood, or I wont stay here. Im sorry. Im awfully sorry. But I wont listen to any such language as that.

Old Archibald quieted himself. In spite of his opposition, he respected his sons point of view. He sat back in his chair and stared at the floor. How was he to handle this thing? he asked himself.

Are you living in the same place? he finally inquired.

No, weve moved out to Hyde Park. Ive taken a house out there.

I hear theres a child. Is that yours?

No.

Have you any children of your own?

No.

Well, thats a Gods blessing.

Lester merely scratched his chin.

And you insist you will marry her? Archibald went on.

I didnt say that, replied his son. I said I might.

Might! Might! exclaimed his father, his anger bubbling again. What a tragedy! You with your prospects! Your outlook! How do you suppose I can seriously contemplate entrusting any share of my fortune to a man who has so little regard for what the world considers as right and proper? Why, Lester, this carriage business, your family, your personal reputation appear to be as nothing at all to you. I cant understand what has happened to your pride. It seems like some wild, impossible fancy.

Its pretty hard to explain, father, and I cant do it very well. I simply know that Im in this affair, and that Im bound to see it through. It may come out all right. I may not marry her  I may. Im not prepared now to say what Ill do. Youll have to wait. Ill do the best I can.

Old Archibald merely shook his head disapprovingly.

Youve made a bad mess of this, Lester, he said finally. Surely you have. But I suppose you are determined to go your way. Nothing that I have said appears to move you.

Not now, father. Im sorry.

Well, I warn you, then, that, unless you show some consideration for the dignity of your family and the honor of your position it will make a difference in my will. I cant go on countenancing this thing, and not be a party to it morally and every other way. I wont do it. You can leave her, or you can marry her. You certainly ought to do one or the other. If you leave her, everything will be all right. You can make any provision for her you like. I have no objection to that. Ill gladly pay whatever you agree to. You will share with the rest of the children, just as I had planned. If you marry her it will make a difference. Now do as you please. But dont blame me. I love you. Im your father. Im doing what I think is my bounden duty. Now you think that over and let me know.

Lester sighed. He saw how hopeless this argument was. He felt that his father probably meant what he said, but how could he leave Jennie, and justify himself to himself? Would his father really cut him off? Surely not. The old gentleman loved him even now  he could see it. Lester felt troubled and distressed; this attempt at coercion irritated him. The idea  he, Lester Kane, being made to do such a thing to throw Jennie down. He stared at the floor.

Old Archibald saw that he had let fly a telling bullet.

Well, said Lester finally, theres no use of our discussing it any further now  thats certain, isnt it? I cant say what Ill do. Ill have to take time and think. I cant decide this offhand.

The two looked at each other. Lester was sorry for the worlds attitude and for his fathers keen feeling about the affair. Kane senior was sorry for his son, but he was determined to see the thing through. He wasnt sure whether he had converted Lester or not, but he was hopeful. Maybe he would come around yet.

Good-by, father, said Lester, holding out his hand. I think Ill try and make that two-ten train. There isnt anything else you wanted to see me about?

No.

The old man sat there after Lester had gone, thinking deeply. What a twisted career! What an end to great possibilities? What a foolhardy persistence in evil and error! He shook his head. Robert was wiser. He was the one to control a business. He was cool and conservative. If Lester were only like that. He thought and thought. It was a long time before he stirred. And still, in the bottom of his heart, his erring son continued to appeal to him.


CHAPTER XL

Lester returned to Chicago. He realized that he had offended his father seriously, how seriously he could not say. In all his personal relations with old Archibald he had never seen him so worked up. But even now Lester did not feel that the breach was irreparable; he hardly realized that it was necessary for him to act decisively if he hoped to retain his fathers affection and confidence. As for the world at large, what did it matter how much people talked or what they said. He was big enough to stand alone. But was he? People turn so quickly from weakness or the shadow of it. To get away from failure  even the mere suspicion of it  that seems to be a subconscious feeling with the average man and woman; we all avoid non-success as though we fear that it may prove contagious. Lester was soon to feel the force of this prejudice.

One day Lester happened to run across Berry Dodge, the millionaire head of Dodge, Holbrook & Kingsbury, a firm that stood in the dry-goods world, where the Kane Company stood in the carriage world. Dodge had been one of Lesters best friends. He knew him as intimately as he knew Henry Bracebridge, of Cleveland, and George Knowles, of Cincinnati. He visited at his handsome home on the North Shore Drive, and they met constantly in a business and social way. But since Lester had moved out to Hyde Park, the old intimacy had lapsed. Now they came face to face on Michigan Avenue near the Kane building.

Why, Lester, Im glad to see you again, said Dodge.

He extended a formal hand, and seemed just a little cool. I hear youve gone and married since I saw you.

No, nothing like that, replied Lester, easily, with the air of one who prefers to be understood in the way of the world sense.

Why so secret about it, if you have? asked Dodge, attempting to smile, but with a wry twist to the corners of his mouth. He was trying to be nice, and to go through a difficult situation gracefully. We fellows usually make a fuss about that sort of thing. You ought to let your friends know.

Well, said Lester, feeling the edge of the social blade that was being driven into him, I thought Id do it in a new way. Im not much for excitement in that direction, anyhow.

It is a matter of taste, isnt it? said Dodge a little absently. Youre living in the city, of course?

In Hyde Park.

Thats a pleasant territory. How are things otherwise? And he deftly changed the subject before waving him a perfunctory farewell.

Lester missed at once the inquiries which a man like Dodge would have made if he had really believed that he was married. Under ordinary circumstances his friend would have wanted to know a great deal about the new Mrs. Kane. There would have been all those little familiar touches common to people living on the same social plane. Dodge would have asked Lester to bring his wife over to see them, would have definitely promised to call. Nothing of the sort happened, and Lester noticed the significant omission.

It was the same with the Burnham Moores, the Henry Aldriches, and a score of other people whom he knew equally well. Apparently they all thought that he had married and settled down. They were interested to know where he was living, and they were rather disposed to joke him about being so very secretive on the subject, but they were not willing to discuss the supposed Mrs. Kane. He was beginning to see that this move of his was going to tell against him notably.

One of the worst stabs  it was the cruelest because, in a way, it was the most unintentional  he received from an old acquaintance, Will Whitney, at the Union Club. Lester was dining there one evening, and Whitney met him in the main reading-room as he was crossing from the cloak-room to the cigar-stand. The latter was a typical society figure, tall, lean, smooth-faced, immaculately garbed, a little cynical, and to-night a little the worse for liquor. Hi, Lester! he called out, whats this talk about a ménage of yours out in Hyde Park? Say, youre going some. How are you going to explain all this to your wife when you get married?

I dont have to explain it, replied Lester irritably. Why should you be so interested in my affairs? Youre not living in a stone house, are you?

Say, ha! ha! thats pretty good now, isnt it? You didnt marry that little beauty you used to travel around with on the North Side, did you? Eh, now! Ha, ha! Well, I swear. You married! You didnt, now, did you?

Cut it out, Whitney, said Lester roughly. Youre talking wild.

Pardon, Lester, said the other aimlessly, but sobering. I beg your pardon. Remember, Im just a little warm. Eight whisky-sours straight in the other room there. Pardon. Ill talk to you some time when Im all right. See, Lester? Eh! Ha! ha! Im a little loose, thats right. Well, so long! Ha! ha!

Lester could not get over that cacophonous ha! ha! It cut him, even though it came from a drunken mans mouth. That little beauty you used to travel with on the North Side. You didnt marry her, did you? He quoted Whitneys impertinences resentfully. George! But this was getting a little rough! He had never endured anything like this before  he, Lester Kane. It set him thinking. Certainly he was paying dearly for trying to do the kind thing by Jennie.


CHAPTER XLI

But worse was to follow. The American public likes gossip about well-known people, and the Kanes were wealthy and socially prominent. The report was that Lester, one of its principal heirs, had married a servant girl. He, an heir to millions! Could it be possible? What a piquant morsel for the newspapers! Very soon the paragraphs began to appear. A small society paper, called the South Side Budget, referred to him anonymously as the son of a famous and wealthy carriage manufacturer of Cincinnati, and outlined briefly what it knew of the story. Of Mrs.   it went on, sagely, not so much is known, except that she once worked in a well-known Cleveland society family as a maid and was, before that, a working-girl in Columbus, Ohio. After such a picturesque love-affair in high society, who shall say that romance is dead?

Lester saw this item. He did not take the paper, but some kind soul took good care to see that a copy was marked and mailed to him. It irritated him greatly, for he suspected at once that it was a scheme to blackmail him. But he did not know exactly what to do about it. He preferred, of course, that such comments should cease, but he also thought that if he made any effort to have them stopped he might make matters worse. So he did nothing. Naturally, the paragraph in the Budget attracted the attention of other newspapers. It sounded like a good story, and one Sunday editor, more enterprising than the others, conceived the notion of having this romance written up. A full-page Sunday story with a scare-head such as Sacrifices Millions for His Servant Girl Love, pictures of Lester, Jennie, the house at Hyde Park, the Kane manufactory at Cincinnati, the warehouse on Michigan Avenue  certainly, such a display would make a sensation. The Kane Company was not an advertiser in any daily or Sunday paper. The newspaper owed him nothing. If Lester had been forewarned he might have put a stop to the whole business by putting an advertisement in the paper or appealing to the publisher. He did not know, however, and so was without power to prevent the publication. The editor made a thorough job of the business. Local newspaper men in Cincinnati, Cleveland, and Columbus were instructed to report by wire whether anything of Jennies history was known in their city. The Bracebridge family in Cleveland was asked whether Jennie had ever worked there. A garbled history of the Gerhardts was obtained from Columbus. Jennies residence on the North Side, for several years prior to her supposed marriage, was discovered and so the whole story was nicely pieced together. It was not the idea of the newspaper editor to be cruel or critical, but rather complimentary. All the bitter things, such as the probable illegitimacy of Vesta, the suspected immorality of Lester and Jennie in residing together as man and wife, the real grounds of the well-known objections of his family to the match, were ignored. The idea was to frame up a Romeo and Juliet story in which Lester should appear as an ardent, self-sacrificing lover, and Jennie as a poor and lovely working-girl, lifted to great financial and social heights by the devotion of her millionaire lover. An exceptional newspaper artist was engaged to make scenes depicting the various steps of the romance and the whole thing was handled in the most approved yellow-journal style. There was a picture of Lester obtained from his Cincinnati photographer for a consideration; Jennie had been surreptitiously snapped by a staff artist while she was out walking.

And so, apparently out of a clear sky, the story appeared  highly complimentary, running over with sugary phrases, but with all the dark, sad facts looming up in the background. Jennie did not see it at first. Lester came across the page accidentally, and tore it out. He was stunned and chagrined beyond words. To think the damned newspaper would do that to a private citizen who was quietly minding his own business! he thought. He went out of the house, the better to conceal his deep inward mortification. He avoided the more populous parts of the town, particularly the down-town section, and rode far out on Cottage Grove Avenue to the open prairie. He wondered, as the trolley-car rumbled along, what his friends were thinking  Dodge, and Burnham Moore, and Henry Aldrich, and the others. This was a smash, indeed. The best he could do was to put a brave face on it and say nothing, or else wave it off with an indifferent motion of the hand. One thing was sure  he would prevent further comment. He returned to the house calmer, his self-poise restored, but he was eager for Monday to come in order that he might get in touch with his lawyer, Mr. Watson. But when he did see Mr. Watson it was soon agreed between the two men that it would be foolish to take any legal action. It was the part of wisdom to let the matter drop. But I wont stand for anything more, concluded Lester.

Ill attend to that, said the lawyer, consolingly.

Lester got up. Its amazing  this damned country of ours! he exclaimed. A man with a little money hasnt any more privacy than a public monument.

A man with a little money, said Mr. Watson, is just like a cat with a bell around its neck. Every rat knows exactly where it is and what it is doing.

Thats an apt simile, assented Lester, bitterly.

Jennie knew nothing of this newspaper story for several days. Lester felt that he could not talk it over, and Gerhardt never read the wicked Sunday newspapers. Finally, one of Jennies neighborhood friends, less tactful than the others, called her attention to the fact of its appearance by announcing that she had seen it. Jennie did not understand at first. A story about me? she exclaimed.

You and Mr. Kane, yes, replied her guest. Your love romance.

Jennie colored swiftly. Why, I hadnt seen it, she said. Are you sure it was about us?

Why, of course, laughed Mrs. Stendahl. How could I be mistaken? I have the paper over at the house. Ill send Marie over with it when I get back. You look very sweet in your picture.

Jennie winced.

I wish you would, she said, weakly.

She was wondering where they had secured her picture, what the article said. Above all, she was dismayed to think of its effect upon Lester. Had he seen the article? Why had he not spoken to her about it?

The neighbors daughter brought over the paper, and Jennies heart stood still as she glanced at the title-page. There it all was  uncompromising and direct. How dreadfully conspicuous the headline This Millionaire Fell in Love With This Ladys Maid, which ran between a picture of Lester on the left and Jennie on the right. There was an additional caption which explained how Lester, son of the famous carriage family of Cincinnati, had sacrificed great social opportunity and distinction to marry his hearts desire. Below were scattered a number of other pictures  Lester addressing Jennie in the mansion of Mrs. Bracebridge, Lester standing with her before an imposing and conventional-looking parson, Lester driving with her in a handsome victoria, Jennie standing beside the window of an imposing mansion (the fact that it was a mansion being indicated by most sumptuous-looking hangings) and gazing out on a very modest working-mans cottage pictured in the distance. Jennie felt as though she must die for very shame. She did not so much mind what it meant to her, but Lester, Lester, how must he feel? And his family? Now they would have another club with which to strike him and her. She tried to keep calm about it, to exert emotional control, but again the tears would rise, only this time they were tears of opposition to defeat. She did not want to be hounded this way. She wanted to be let alone. She was trying to do right now. Why couldnt the world help her, instead of seeking to push her down?


CHAPTER XLII

The fact that Lester had seen this page was made perfectly clear to Jennie that evening, for he brought it home himself, having concluded, after mature deliberation, that he ought to. He had told her once that there was to be no concealment between them, and this thing, coming so brutally to disturb their peace, was nevertheless a case in point. He had decided to tell her not to think anything of it  that it did not make much difference, though to him it made all the difference in the world. The effect of this chill history could never be undone. The wise  and they included all his social world and many who were not of it  could see just how he had been living. The article which accompanied the pictures told how he had followed Jennie from Cleveland to Chicago, how she had been coy and distant and that he had to court her a long time to win her consent. This was to explain their living together on the North Side. Lester realized that this was an asinine attempt to sugar-coat the true story and it made him angry. Still he preferred to have it that way rather than in some more brutal vein. He took the paper out of his pocket when he arrived at the house, spreading it on the library table. Jennie, who was close by, watched him, for she knew what was coming.

Heres something that will interest you, Jennie, he said dryly, pointing to the array of text and pictures.

Ive already seen it, Lester, she said wearily. Mrs. Stendahl showed it to me this afternoon. I was wondering whether you had.

Rather high-flown description of my attitude, isnt it? I didnt know I was such an ardent Romeo.

Im awfully sorry, Lester, said Jennie, reading behind the dry face of humor the serious import of this affair to him. She had long since learned that Lester did not express his real feeling, his big ills in words. He was inclined to jest and make light of the inevitable, the inexorable. This light comment merely meant this matter cannot be helped, so we will make the best of it.

Oh, dont feel badly about it, he went on. It isnt anything which can be adjusted now. They probably meant well enough. We just happen to be in the limelight.

I understand, said Jennie, coming over to him. Im sorry, though, anyway. Dinner was announced a moment later and the incident was closed.

But Lester could not dismiss the thought that matters were getting in a bad way. His father had pointed it out to him rather plainly at the last interview, and now this newspaper notoriety had capped the climax. He might as well abandon his pretension to intimacy with his old world. It would have none of him, or at least the more conservative part of it would not. There were a few bachelors, a few gay married men, some sophisticated women, single and married, who saw through it all and liked him just the same, but they did not make society. He was virtually an outcast, and nothing could save him but to reform his ways; in other words, he must give up Jennie once and for all.

But he did not want to do this. The thought was painful to him  objectionable in every way. Jennie was growing in mental acumen. She was beginning to see things quite as clearly as he did. She was not a cheap, ambitious, climbing creature. She was a big woman and a good one. It would be a shame to throw her down, and besides she was good-looking. He was forty-six and she was twenty-nine; and she looked twenty-four or five. It is an exceptional thing to find beauty, youth, compatibility, intelligence, your own point of view  softened and charmingly emotionalized  in another. He had made his bed, as his father had said. He had better lie on it.

It was only a little while after this disagreeable newspaper incident that Lester had word that his father was quite ill and failing; it might be necessary for him to go to Cincinnati at any moment. Pressure of work was holding him pretty close when the news came that his father was dead. Lester, of course, was greatly shocked and grieved, and he returned to Cincinnati in a retrospective and sorrowful mood. His father had been a great character to him  a fine and interesting old gentleman entirely aside from his relationship to him as his son. He remembered him now dandling him upon his knee as a child, telling him stories of his early life in Ireland, and of his subsequent commercial struggle when he was a little older, impressing the maxims of his business career and his commercial wisdom on him as he grew to manhood. Old Archibald had been radically honest. It was to him that Lester owed his instincts for plain speech and direct statement of fact. Never lie, was Archibalds constant, reiterated statement. Never try to make a thing look different from what it is to you. Its the breath of life  truth  its the basis of real worth, while commercial success  it will make a notable character of any one who will stick to it. Lester believed this. He admired his father intensely for his rigid insistence on truth, and now that he was really gone he felt sorry. He wished he might have been spared to be reconciled to him. He half fancied that old Archibald would have liked Jennie if he had known her. He did not imagine that he would ever have had the opportunity to straighten things out, although he still felt that Archibald would have liked her.

When he reached Cincinnati it was snowing, a windy, blustery snow. The flakes were coming down thick and fast. The traffic of the city had a muffled sound. When he stepped down from the train he was met by Amy, who was glad to see him in spite of all their past differences. Of all the girls she was the most tolerant. Lester put his arms about her, and kissed her.

It seems like old times to see you, Amy, he said, your coming to meet me this way. Hows the family? I suppose theyre all here. Well, poor father, his time had to come. Still, he lived to see everything that he wanted to see. I guess he was pretty well satisfied with the outcome of his efforts.

Yes, replied Amy, and since mother died he was very lonely.

They rode up to the house in kindly good feeling, chatting of old times and places. All the members of the immediate family, and the various relatives, were gathered in the old family mansion. Lester exchanged the customary condolences with the others, realizing all the while that his father had lived long enough. He had had a successful life, and had fallen like a ripe apple from the tree. Lester looked at him where he lay in the great parlor, in his black coffin, and a feeling of the old-time affection swept over him. He smiled at the clean-cut, determined, conscientious face.

The old gentleman was a big man all the way through, he said to Robert, who was present. We wont find a better figure of a man soon.

We will not, said his brother, solemnly.

After the funeral it was decided to read the will at once. Louises husband was anxious to return to Buffalo; Lester was compelled to be in Chicago. A conference of the various members of the family was called for the second day after the funeral, to be held at the offices of Messrs. Knight, Keatley & OBrien, counselors of the late manufacturer.

As Lester rode to the meeting he had the feeling that his father had not acted in any way prejudicial to his interests. It had not been so very long since they had had their last conversation; he had been taking his time to think about things, and his father had given him time. He always felt that he had stood well with the old gentleman, except for his alliance with Jennie. His business judgment had been valuable to the company. Why should there be any discrimination against him? He really did not think it possible.

When they reached the offices of the law firm, Mr. OBrien, a short, fussy, albeit comfortable-looking little person, greeted all the members of the family and the various heirs and assigns with a hearty handshake. He had been personal counsel to Archibald Kane for twenty years. He knew his whims and idiosyncrasies, and considered himself very much in the light of a father confessor. He liked all the children, Lester especially.

Now I believe we are all here, he said, finally, extracting a pair of large horn reading-glasses from his coat pocket and looking sagely about. Very well. We might as well proceed to business. I will just read the will without any preliminary remarks.

He turned to his desk, picked up a paper lying upon it, cleared his throat, and began.

It was a peculiar document, in some respects, for it began with all the minor bequests; first, small sums to old employees, servants, and friends. It then took up a few institutional bequests, and finally came to the immediate family, beginning with the girls. Imogene, as a faithful and loving daughter was left a sixth of the stock of the carriage company and a fourth of the remaining properties of the deceased, which roughly aggregated (the estate  not her share) about eight hundred thousand dollars. Amy and Louise were provided for in exactly the same proportion. The grandchildren were given certain little bonuses for good conduct, when they should come of age. Then it took up the cases of Robert and Lester.

Owing to certain complications which have arisen in the affairs of my son Lester, it began, I deem it my duty to make certain conditions which shall govern the distribution of the remainder of my property, to wit: One-fourth of the stock of the Kane Manufacturing Company and one-fourth of the remainder of my various properties, real, personal, moneys, stocks and bonds, to go to my beloved son Robert, in recognition of the faithful performance of his duty, and one-fourth of the stock of the Kane Manufacturing Company and the remaining fourth of my various properties, real, personal, moneys, stocks and bonds, to be held in trust by him for the benefit of his brother Lester, until such time as such conditions as may hereinafter be set forth shall have been complied with. And it is my wish and desire that my children shall concur in his direction of the Kane Manufacturing Company, and of such other interests as are entrusted to him, until such time as he shall voluntarily relinquish such control, or shall indicate another arrangement which shall be better.

Lester swore under his breath. His cheeks changed color, but he did not move. He was not inclined to make a show. It appeared that he was not even mentioned separately.

The conditions hereinafter set forth dealt very fully with his case, however, though they were not read aloud to the family at the time, Mr. OBrien stating that this was in accordance with their fathers wish. Lester learned immediately afterward that he was to have ten thousand a year for three years, during which time he had the choice of doing either one of two things: First, he was to leave Jennie, if he had not already married her, and so bring his life into moral conformity with the wishes of his father. In this event Lesters share of the estate was to be immediately turned over to him. Secondly, he might elect to marry Jennie, if he had not already done so, in which case the ten thousand a year, specifically set aside to him for three years, was to be continued for life  but for his life only. Jennie was not to have anything of it after his death. The ten thousand in question represented the annual interest on two hundred shares of L. S. and M. S. stock which were also to be held in trust until his decision had been reached and their final disposition effected. If Lester refused to marry Jennie, or to leave her, he was to have nothing at all after the three years were up. At Lesters death the stock on which his interest was drawn was to be divided pro rata among the surviving members of the family. If any heir or assign contested the will, his or her share was thereby forfeited entirely.

It was astonishing to Lester to see how thoroughly his father had taken his case into consideration. He half suspected, on reading these conditions, that his brother Robert had had something to do with the framing of them, but of course he could not be sure. Robert had not given any direct evidence of enmity.

Who drew this will? he demanded of OBrien, a little later.

Well, we all had a hand in it, replied OBrien, a little shamefacedly. It was a very difficult document to draw up. You know, Mr. Kane, there was no budging your father. He was adamant. He has come very near defeating his own wishes in some of these clauses. Of course, you know, we had nothing to do with its spirit. That was between you and him. I hated very much to have to do it.

Oh, I understand all that! said Lester. Dont let that worry you.

Mr. OBrien was very grateful.

During the reading of the will Lester had sat as stolid as an ox.

He got up after a time, as did the others, assuming an air of nonchalance. Robert, Amy, Louise and Imogene all felt shocked, but not exactly, not unqualifiedly regretful. Certainly Lester had acted very badly. He had given his father great provocation.

I think the old gentleman has been a little rough in this, said Robert, who had been sitting next him. I certainly did not expect him to go as far as that. So far as I am concerned some other arrangement would have been satisfactory.

Lester smiled grimly. It doesnt matter, he said.

Imogene, Amy, and Louise were anxious to be consolatory, but they did not know what to say. Lester had brought it all on himself. I dont think papa acted quite right, Lester, ventured Amy, but Lester waved her away almost gruffly.

I can stand it, he said.

He figured out, as he stood there, what his income would be in case he refused to comply with his fathers wishes. Two hundred shares of L. S. and M. S., in open market, were worth a little over one thousand each. They yielded from five to six per cent., sometimes more, sometimes less. At this rate he would have ten thousand a year, not more.

The family gathering broke up, each going his way, and Lester returned to his sisters house. He wanted to get out of the city quickly, gave business as an excuse to avoid lunching with any one, and caught the earliest train back to Chicago. As he rode he meditated.

So this was how much his father really cared for him! Could it really be so? He, Lester Kane, ten thousand a year, for only three years, and then longer only on condition that he married Jennie! Ten thousand a year, he thought, and that for three years! Good Lord! Any smart clerk can earn that. To think he should have done that to me!


CHAPTER XLIII

This attempt at coercion was the one thing which would definitely set Lester in opposition to his family, at least for the time being. He had realized clearly enough of late that he had made a big mistake; first in not having married Jennie, thus avoiding scandal; and in the second place in not having accepted her proposition at the time when she wanted to leave him; There were no two ways about it, he had made a mess of this business. He could not afford to lose his fortune entirely. He did not have enough money of his own. Jennie was unhappy, he could see that. Why shouldnt she be? He was unhappy. Did he want to accept the shabby ten thousand a year, even if he were willing to marry her? Finally, did he want to lose Jennie, to have her go out of his life once and for all? He could not make up his mind; the problem was too complicated.

When Lester returned to his home, after the funeral, Jennie saw at once that something was amiss with him, something beyond a sons natural grief for his fathers death was weighing upon his spirits. What was it, she wondered. She tried to draw near to him sympathetically, but his wounded spirit could not be healed so easily. When hurt in his pride he was savage and sullen  he could have struck any man who irritated him. She watched him interestedly, wishing to do something for him, but he would not give her his confidence. He grieved, and she could only grieve with him.

Days passed, and now the financial situation which had been created by his fathers death came up for careful consideration. The factory management had to be reorganized. Robert would have to be made president, as his father wished. Lesters own relationship to the business would have to come up for adjudication. Unless he changed his mind about Jennie, he was not a stockholder. As a matter of fact, he was not anything. To continue to be secretary and treasurer, it was necessary that he should own at least one share of the companys stock. Would Robert give him any? Would Amy, Louise, or Imogene? Would they sell him any? Would the other members of the family care to do anything which would infringe on Roberts prerogatives under the will? They were all rather unfriendly to Lester at present, and he realized that he was facing a ticklish situation. The solution was  to get rid of Jennie. If he did that he would not need to be begging for stock. If he didnt, he was flying in the face of his fathers last will and testament. He turned the matter over in his mind slowly and deliberately. He could quite see how things were coming out. He must abandon either Jennie or his prospects in life. What a dilemma!

Despite Roberts assertion, that so far as he was concerned another arrangement would have been satisfactory, he was really very well pleased with the situation; his dreams were slowly nearing completion. Robert had long had his plans perfected, not only for a thorough reorganization of the company proper, but for an extension of the business in the direction of a combination of carriage companies. If he could get two or three of the larger organizations in the East and West to join with him, selling costs could be reduced, over-production would be avoided, and the general expenses could be materially scaled down. Through a New York representative, he had been picking up stock in outside carriage companies for some time and he was almost ready to act. In the first place he would have himself elected president of the Kane Company, and since Lester was no longer a factor, he could select Amys husband as vice-president, and possibly some one other than Lester as secretary and treasurer. Under the conditions of the will, the stock and other properties set aside temporarily for Lester, in the hope that he would come to his senses, were to be managed and voted by Robert. His father had meant, obviously, that he, Robert, should help him coerce his brother. He did not want to appear mean, but this was such an easy way. It gave him a righteous duty to perform. Lester must come to his senses or he must let Robert run the business to suit himself.

Lester, attending to his branch duties in Chicago, foresaw the drift of things. He realized now that he was permanently out of the company, a branch manager at his brothers sufferance, and the thought irritated him greatly. Nothing had been said by Robert to indicate that such a change had taken place  things went on very much as before  but Roberts suggestions were now obviously law. Lester was really his brothers employee at so much a year. It sickened his soul.

There came a time, after a few weeks, when he felt as if he could not stand this any longer. Hitherto he had been a free and independent agent. The approaching annual stockholders meeting which hitherto had been a one-man affair and a formality, his father doing all the voting, would be now a combination of voters, his brother presiding, his sisters very likely represented by their husbands, and he not there at all. It was going to be a great come-down, but as Robert had not said anything about offering to give or sell him any stock which would entitle him to sit as a director or hold any official position in the company, he decided to write and resign. That would bring matters to a crisis. It would show his brother that he felt no desire to be under obligations to him in any way or to retain anything which was not his  and gladly so  by right of ability and the desire of those with whom he was associated. If he wanted to move back into the company by deserting Jennie he would come in a very different capacity from that of branch manager. He dictated a simple, straight-forward business letter, saying:

DEAR ROBERT, I know the time is drawing near when the company must be reorganized under your direction. Not having any stock, I am not entitled to sit as a director, or to hold the joint position of secretary and treasurer. I want you to accept this letter as formal notice of my resignation from both positions, and I want to have your directors consider what disposition should be made of this position and my services. I am not anxious to retain the branch-managership as a branch-managership merely; at the same time I do not want to do anything which will embarrass you in your plans for the future. You see by this that I am not ready to accept the proposition laid down in fathers will  at least, not at present. I would like a definite understanding of how you feel in this matter. Will you write and let me know? 

Yours, 

LESTER.

Robert, sitting in his office at Cincinnati, considered this letter gravely. It was like his brother to come down to brass tacks. If Lester were only as cautious as he was straightforward and direct, what a man he would be! But there was no guile in the man  no subtlety. He would never do a snaky thing  and Robert knew, in his own soul, that to succeed greatly one must. You have to be ruthless at times  you have to be subtle, Robert would say to himself. Why not face the facts to yourself when you are playing for big stakes? He would, for one, and he did.

Robert felt that although Lester was a tremendously decent fellow and his brother, he wasnt pliable enough to suit his needs. He was too outspoken, too inclined to take issue. If Lester yielded to his fathers wishes, and took possession of his share of the estate, he would become, necessarily, an active partner in the affairs of the company. Lester would be a barrier in Roberts path. Did Robert want this? Decidedly he did not. He much preferred that Lester should hold fast to Jennie, for the present at least, and so be quietly shelved by his own act.

After long consideration, Robert dictated a politic letter. He hadnt made up his mind yet just what he wanted to do. He did not know what his sisters husbands would like. A consultation would have to be held. For his part, he would be very glad to have Lester remain as secretary and treasurer, if it could be arranged. Perhaps it would be better to let the matter rest for the present.

Lester cursed. What did Robert mean by beating around the bush? He knew well enough how it could be arranged. One share of stock would be enough for Lester to qualify. Robert was afraid of him  that was the basic fact. Well, he would not retain any branch-managership, depend on that. He would resign at once. Lester accordingly wrote back, saying that he had considered all sides, and had decided to look after some interests of his own, for the time being. If Robert could arrange it, he would like to have some one come on to Chicago and take over the branch agency. Thirty days would be time enough. In a few days came a regretful reply, saying that Robert was awfully sorry, but that if Lester was determined he did not want to interfere with any plans he might have in view. Imogenes husband, Jefferson Midgely, had long thought he would like to reside in Chicago. He could undertake the work for the time being.

Lester smiled. Evidently Robert was making the best of a very subtle situation. Robert knew that he, Lester, could sue and tie things up, and also that he would be very loath to do so. The newspapers would get hold of the whole story. This matter of his relationship to Jennie was in the air, anyhow. He could best solve the problem by leaving her. So it all came back to that.


CHAPTER XLIV

For a man of Lesters years  he was now forty-six  to be tossed out in the world without a definite connection, even though he did have a present income (including this new ten thousand) of fifteen thousand a year, was a disturbing and discouraging thing. He realized now that, unless he made some very fortunate and profitable arrangements in the near future, his career was virtually at an end. Of course he could marry Jennie. That would give him the ten thousand for the rest of his life, but it would also end his chance of getting his legitimate share of the Kane estate. Again, he might sell out the seventy-five thousand dollars worth of moderate interest-bearing stocks, which now yielded him about five thousand, and try a practical investment of some kind  say a rival carriage company. But did he want to jump in, at this stage of the game, and begin a running fight on his fathers old organization? Moreover, it would be a hard row to hoe. There was the keenest rivalry for business as it was, with the Kane Company very much in the lead. Lesters only available capital was his seventy-five thousand dollars. Did he want to begin in a picayune, obscure way? It took money to get a foothold in the carriage business as things were now.

The trouble with Lester was that, while blessed with a fine imagination and considerable insight, he lacked the ruthless, narrow-minded insistence on his individual superiority which is a necessary element in almost every great business success. To be a forceful figure in the business world means, as a rule, that you must be an individual of one idea, and that idea the God-given one that life has destined you for a tremendous future in the particular field you have chosen. It means that one thing, a cake of soap, a new can-opener, a safety razor, or speed-accelerator, must seize on your imagination with tremendous force, burn as a raging flame, and make itself the be-all and end-all of your existence. As a rule, a man needs poverty to help him to this enthusiasm, and youth. The thing he has discovered, and with which he is going to busy himself, must be the door to a thousand opportunities and a thousand joys. Happiness must be beyond or the fire will not burn as brightly as it might  the urge will not be great enough to make a great success.

Lester did not possess this indispensable quality of enthusiasm. Life had already shown him the greater part of its so-called joys. He saw through the illusions that are so often and so noisily labeled pleasure. Money, of course, was essential, and he had already had money  enough to keep him comfortably. Did he want to risk it? He looked about him thoughtfully. Perhaps he did. Certainly he could not comfortably contemplate the thought of sitting by and watching other people work for the rest of his days.

In the end he decided that he would bestir himself and look into things. He was, as he said to himself, in no hurry; he was not going to make a mistake. He would first give the trade, the people who were identified with v he manufacture and sale of carriages, time to realize that he was out of the Kane Company, for the time being, anyhow, and open to other connections. So he announced that he was leaving the Kane Company and going to Europe, ostensibly for a rest. He had never been abroad, and Jennie, too, would enjoy it. Vesta could be left at home with Gerhardt and a maid, and he and Jennie would travel around a bit, seeing what Europe had to show. He wanted to visit Venice and Baden-Baden, and the great watering-places that had been recommended to him. Cairo and Luxor and the Parthenon had always appealed to his imagination. After he had had his outing he could come back and seriously gather up the threads of his intentions.

The spring after his father died, he put his plan into execution. He had wound up the work of the warerooms and with a pleasant deliberation had studied out a tour. He made Jennie his confidante, and now, having gathered together their traveling comforts they took a steamer from New York to Liverpool. After a few weeks in the British Isles they went to Egypt. From there they came back, through Greece and Italy, into Austria and Switzerland, and then later, through France and Paris, to Germany and Berlin. Lester was diverted by the novelty of the experience and yet he had an uncomfortable feeling that he was wasting his time. Great business enterprises were not built by travelers, and he was not looking for health.

Jennie, on the other hand, was transported by what she saw, and enjoyed the new life to the full. Before Luxor and Karnak  places which Jennie had never dreamed existed  she learned of an older civilization, powerful, complex, complete. Millions of people had lived and died here, believing in other gods, other forms of government, other conditions of existence. For the first time in her life Jennie gained a clear idea of how vast the world is. Now from this point of view  of decayed Greece, of fallen Rome, of forgotten Egypt, she saw how pointless are our minor difficulties, our minor beliefs. Her fathers Lutheranism  it did not seem so significant any more; and the social economy of Columbus, Ohio  rather pointless, perhaps. Her mother had worried so of what people  her neighbors  thought, but here were dead worlds of people, some bad, some good. Lester explained that their differences in standards of morals were due sometimes to climate, sometimes to religious beliefs, and sometimes to the rise of peculiar personalities like Mohammed. Lester liked to point out how small conventions bulked in this, the larger world, and vaguely she began to see. Admitting that she had been bad  locally it was important, perhaps, but in the sum of civilization, in the sum of big forces, what did it all amount to? They would be dead after a little while, she and Lester and all these people. Did anything matter except goodness  goodness of heart? What else was there that was real?


CHAPTER XLV

It was while traveling abroad that Lester came across, first at the Carlton in London and later at Shepheards in Cairo, the one girl, before Jennie, whom it might have been said he truly admired  Letty Pace. He had not seen her for a long time, and she had been Mrs. Malcolm Gerald for nearly four years, and a charming widow for nearly two years more. Malcolm Gerald had been a wealthy man, having amassed a fortune in banking and stock-brokering in Cincinnati, and he had left Mrs. Malcolm Gerald very well off. She was the mother of one child, a little girl, who was safely in charge of a nurse and maid at all times, and she was invariably the picturesque center of a group of admirers recruited from every capital of the civilized world. Letty Gerald was a talented woman, beautiful, graceful, artistic, a writer of verse, an omnivorous reader, a student of art, and a sincere and ardent admirer of Lester Kane.

In her day she had truly loved him, for she had been a wise observer of men and affairs, and Lester had always appealed to her as a real man. He was so sane, she thought, so calm. He was always intolerant of sham, and she liked him for it. He was inclined to wave aside the petty little frivolities of common society conversation, and to talk of simple and homely things. Many and many a time, in years past, they had deserted a dance to sit out on a balcony somewhere, and talk while Lester smoked. He had argued philosophy with her, discussed books, described political and social conditions in other cities  in a word, he had treated her like a sensible human being, and she had hoped and hoped and hoped that he would propose to her. More than once she had looked at his big, solid head with its short growth of hardy brown hair, and wished that she could stroke it. It was a hard blow to her when he finally moved away to Chicago; at that time she knew nothing of Jennie, but she felt instinctively that her chance of winning him was gone.

Then Malcolm Gerald, always an ardent admirer, proposed for something like the sixty-fifth time, and she took him. She did not love him, but she was getting along, and she had to marry some one. He was forty-four when he married her, and he lived only four years  just long enough to realize that he had married a charming, tolerant, broad-minded woman. Then he died of pneumonia and Mrs. Gerald was a rich widow, sympathetic, attractive, delightful in her knowledge of the world, and with nothing to do except to live and to spend her money.

She was not inclined to do either indifferently. She had long since had her ideal of a man established by Lester. These whipper-snappers of counts, earls, lords, barons, whom she met in one social world and another (for her friendship and connections had broadened notably with the years), did not interest her a particle. She was terribly weary of the superficial veneer of the titled fortune-hunter whom she met abroad. A good judge of character, a student of men and manners, a natural reasoner along sociologic and psychologic lines, she saw through them and through the civilization which they represented. I could have been happy in a cottage with a man I once knew out in Cincinnati, she told one of her titled women friends who had been an American before her marriage. He was the biggest, cleanest, sanest fellow. If he had proposed to me I would have married him if I had had to work for a living myself.

Was he so poor? asked her friend.

Indeed he wasnt. He was comfortably rich, but that did not make any difference to me. It was the man I wanted.

It would have made a difference in the long run, said the other.

You misjudge me, replied Mrs. Gerald. I waited for him for a number of years, and I know.

Lester had always retained pleasant impressions and kindly memories of Letty Pace, or Mrs. Gerald, as she was now. He had been fond of her in a way, very fond. Why hadnt he married her? He had asked himself that question time and again. She would have made him an ideal wife, his father would have been pleased, everybody would have been delighted. Instead he had drifted and drifted, and then he had met Jennie; and somehow, after that, he did not want her any more. Now after six years of separation he met her again. He knew she was married. She was vaguely aware he had had some sort of an affair  she had heard that he had subsequently married the woman and was living on the South Side. She did not know of the loss of his fortune. She ran across him first in the Carlton one June evening. The windows were open, and the flowers were blooming everywhere, odorous with that sense of new life in the air which runs through the world when spring comes back. For the moment she was a little beside herself. Something choked in her throat; but she collected herself and extended a graceful arm and hand.

Why, Lester Kane, she exclaimed. How do you do! I am so glad. And this is Mrs. Kane? Charmed, Im sure. It seems truly like a breath of spring to see you again. I hope youll excuse me, Mrs. Kane, but Im delighted to see your husband. Im ashamed to say how many years it is, Lester, since I saw you last! I feel quite old when I think of it. Why, Lester, think; its been all of six or seven years! And Ive been married and had a child, and poor Mr. Gerald has died, and oh, dear, I dont know what all hasnt happened to me.

You dont look it, commented Lester, smiling. He was pleased to see her again, for they had been good friends. She liked him still  that was evident, and he truly liked her.

Jennie smiled. She was glad to see this old friend of Lesters. This woman, trailing a magnificent yellow lace train over pale, mother-of-pearl satin, her round, smooth arms bare to the shoulder, her corsage cut low and a dark red rose blowing at her waist, seemed to her the ideal of what a woman should be. She liked looking at lovely women quite as much as Lester; she enjoyed calling his attention to them, and teasing him, in the mildest way, about their charms. Wouldnt you like to run and talk to her, Lester, instead of to me? she would ask when some particularly striking or beautiful woman chanced to attract her attention. Lester would examine her choice critically, for he had come to know that her judge of feminine charms was excellent. Oh, Im pretty well off where I am, he would retort, looking into her eyes; or, jestingly, Im not as young as I used to be, or Id get in tow of that.

Run on, was her comment. Ill wait for you.

What would you do if I really should?

Why, Lester, I wouldnt do anything. Youd come back to me, maybe.

Wouldnt you care?

You know Id care. But if you felt that you wanted to, I wouldnt try to stop you. I wouldnt expect to be all in all to one man, unless he wanted me to be.

Where do you get those ideas, Jennie? he asked her once, curious to test the breadth of her philosophy.

Oh, I dont know, why?

Theyre so broad, so good-natured, so charitable. Theyre not common, thats sure.

Why, I dont think we ought to be selfish, Lester. I dont know why. Some women think differently, I know, but a man and a woman ought to want to live together, or they ought not to  dont you think? It doesnt make so much difference if a man goes off for a little while  just so long as he doesnt stay  if he wants to come back at all.

Lester smiled, but he respected her for the sweetness of her point of view  he had to.

To-night, when she saw this woman so eager to talk to Lester, she realized at once that they must have a great deal in common to talk over; whereupon she did a characteristic thing. Wont you excuse me for a little while? she asked, smiling. I left some things uncared for in our rooms. Ill be back.

She went away, remaining in her room as long as she reasonably could, and Lester and Letty fell to discussing old times in earnest. He recounted as much of his experiences as he deemed wise, and Letty brought the history of her life up to date. Now that youre safely married, Lester, she said daringly, Ill confess to you that you were the one man I always wanted to have propose to me  and you never did.

Maybe I never dared, he said, gazing into her superb black eyes, and thinking that perhaps she might know that he was not married. He felt that she had grown more beautiful in every way. She seemed to him now to be an ideal society figure-perfection itself  gracious, natural, witty, the type of woman who mixes and mingles well, meeting each new-comer upon the plane best suited to him or her.

Yes, you thought! I know what you thought. Your real thought just left the table.

Tut, tut, my dear. Not so fast. You dont know what I thought.

Anyhow, I allow you some credit. Shes charming.

Jennie has her good points, he replied simply.

And are you happy?

Oh, fairly so. Yes, I suppose Im happy  as happy as any one can be who sees life as it is. You know Im not troubled with many illusions.

Not any, I think, kind sir, if I know you.

Very likely, not any, Letty; but sometimes I wish I had a few. I think I would be happier.

And I, too, Lester. Really, I look on my life as a kind of failure, you know, in spite of the fact that Im almost as rich as Croesus  not quite. I think he had some more than I have.

What talk from you  you, with your beauty and talent, and money  good heavens!

And what can I do with it? Travel, talk, shoo away silly fortune-hunters. Oh, dear, sometimes I get so tired!

Letty looked at Lester. In spite of Jennie, the old feeling came back. Why should she have been cheated of him? They were as comfortable together as old married people, or young lovers. Jennie had had no better claim. She looked at him, and her eyes fairly spoke. He smiled a little sadly.

Here comes my wife, he said. Well have to brace up and talk of other things. Youll find her interesting  really.

Yes, I know, she replied, and turned on Jennie a radiant smile.

Jennie felt a faint sense of misgiving. She thought vaguely that this might be one of Lesters old flames. This was the kind of woman he should have chosen  not her. She was suited to his station in life, and he would have been as happy  perhaps happier. Was he beginning to realize it? Then she put away the uncomfortable thought; pretty soon she would be getting jealous, and that would be contemptible.

Mrs. Gerald continued to be most agreeable in her attitude toward the Kanes. She invited them the next day to join her on a drive through Rotten Row. There was a dinner later at Claridges, and then she was compelled to keep some engagement which was taking her to Paris. She bade them both an affectionate farewell, and hoped that they would soon meet again. She was envious, in a sad way, of Jennies good fortune. Lester had lost none of his charm for her. If anything, he seemed nicer, more considerate, more wholesome. She wished sincerely that he were free. And Lester  subconsciously perhaps  was thinking the same thing.

No doubt because of the fact that she was thinking of it, he had been led over mentally all of the things which might have happened if he had married her. They were so congenial now, philosophically, artistically, practically. There was a natural flow of conversation between them all the time, like two old comrades among men. She knew everybody in his social sphere, which was equally hers, but Jennie did not. They could talk of certain subtle characteristics of life in a way which was not possible between him and Jennie, for the latter did not have the vocabulary. Her ideas did not flow as fast as those of Mrs. Gerald. Jennie had actually the deeper, more comprehensive, sympathetic, and emotional note in her nature, but she could not show it in light conversation. Actually she was living the thing she was, and that was perhaps the thing which drew Lester to her. Just now, and often in situations of this kind, she seemed at a disadvantage, and she was. It seemed to Lester for the time being as if Mrs. Gerald would perhaps have been a better choice after all  certainly as good, and he would not now have this distressing thought as to his future.

They did not see Mrs. Gerald again until they reached Cairo. In the gardens about the hotel they suddenly encountered her, or rather Lester did, for he was alone at the time, strolling and smoking.

Well, this is good luck, he exclaimed. Where do you come from?

Madrid, if you please. I didnt know I was coming until last Thursday. The Ellicotts are here. I came over with them. You know I wondered where you might be. Then I remembered that you said you were going to Egypt. Where is your wife?

In her bath, I fancy, at this moment. This warm weather makes Jennie take to water. I was thinking of a plunge myself.

They strolled about for a time. Letty was in light blue silk, with a blue and white parasol held daintily over her shoulder, and looked very pretty. Oh, dear! she suddenly ejaculated, I wonder sometimes what I am to do with myself. I cant loaf always this way. I think Ill go back to the States to live.

Why dont you?

What good would it do me? I dont want to get married. I havent any one to marry now  that I want. She glanced at Lester significantly, then looked away.

Oh, youll find some one eventually, he said, somewhat awkwardly. You cant escape for long  not with your looks and money.

Oh, Lester, hush!

All right! Have it otherwise, if you want. Im telling you.

Do you still dance? she inquired lightly, thinking of a ball which was to be given at the hotel that evening. He had danced so well a few years before.

Do I look it?

Now, Lester, you dont mean to say that you have gone and abandoned that last charming art. I still love to dance. Doesnt Mrs. Kane?

No, she doesnt care to. At least she hasnt taken it up. Come to think of it, I suppose that is my fault. I havent thought of dancing in some time.

It occurred to him that he hadnt been going to functions of any kind much for some time. The opposition his entanglement had generated had put a stop to that.

Come and dance with me to-night. Your wife wont object. Its a splendid floor. I saw it this morning.

Ill have to think about that, replied Lester. Im not much in practice. Dancing will probably go hard with me at my time of life.

Oh, hush, Lester, replied Mrs. Gerald. You make me feel old. Dont talk so sedately. Mercy alive, youd think you were an old man!

I am in experience, my dear.

Pshaw, that simply makes us more attractive, replied his old flame.


CHAPTER XLVI

That night after dinner the music was already sounding in the ball-room of the great hotel adjacent to the palm-gardens when Mrs. Gerald found Lester smoking on one of the verandas with Jennie by his side. The latter was in white satin and white slippers, her hair lying a heavy, enticing mass about her forehead and ears. Lester was brooding over the history of Egypt, its successive tides or waves of rather weak-bodied people; the thin, narrow strip of soil along either side of the Nile that had given these successive waves of population sustenance; the wonder of heat and tropic life, and this hotel with its modern conveniences and fashionable crowd set down among ancient, soul-weary, almost despairing conditions. He and Jennie had looked this morning on the pyramids. They had taken a trolley to the Sphinx! They had watched swarms of ragged, half-clad, curiously costumed men and boys moving through narrow, smelly, albeit brightly colored, lanes and alleys.

It all seems such a mess to me, Jennie had said at one place. They are so dirty and oily. I like it, but somehow they seem tangled up, like a lot of worms.

Lester chuckled, Youre almost right. But climate does it. Heat. The tropics. Life is always mushy and sensual under these conditions. They cant help it.

Oh, I know that. I dont blame them. Theyre just queer.

To-night he was brooding over this, the moon shining down into the grounds with an exuberant, sensuous luster.

Well, at last Ive found you! Mrs. Gerald exclaimed. I couldnt get down to dinner, after all. Our party was so late getting back. Ive made your husband agree to dance with me, Mrs. Kane, she went on smilingly. She, like Lester and Jennie, was under the sensuous influence of the warmth, the spring, the moonlight. There were rich odors abroad, floating subtly from groves and gardens; from the remote distance camel-bells were sounding and exotic cries, Ayah! and oosh! oosh! as though a drove of strange animals were being rounded up and driven through the crowded streets.

Youre welcome to him, replied Jennie pleasantly. He ought to dance. I sometimes wish I did.

You ought to take lessons right away then, replied Lester genially. Ill do my best to keep you company. Im not as light on my feet as I was once, but I guess I can get around.

Oh, I dont want to dance that badly, smiled Jennie. But you two go on, Im going up-stairs in a little while, anyway.

Why dont you come sit in the ball-room? I cant do more than a few rounds. Then we can watch the others, said Lester rising.

No. I think Ill stay here. Its so pleasant. You go. Take him, Mrs. Gerald.

Lester and Letty strolled away. They made a striking pair  Mrs. Gerald in dark wine-colored silk, covered with glistening black beads, her shapely arms and neck bare, and a flashing diamond of great size set just above her forehead in her dark hair. Her lips were red, and she had an engaging smile, showing an even row of white teeth between wide, full, friendly lips. Lesters strong, vigorous figure was well set off by his evening clothes, he looked distinguished.

That is the woman he should have married, said Jennie to herself as he disappeared. She fell into a reverie, going over the steps of her past life. Sometimes it seemed to her now as if she had been living in a dream. At other times she felt as though she were in that dream yet. Life sounded in her ears much as this night did. She heard its cries. She knew its large-mass features. But back of it were subtleties that shaded and changed one into the other like the shifting of dreams. Why had she been so attractive to men? Why had Lester been so eager to follow her? Could she have prevented him? She thought of her life in Columbus, when she carried coal; to-night she was in Egypt, at this great hotel, the chatelaine of a suite of rooms, surrounded by every luxury, Lester still devoted to her. He had endured so many things for her! Why? Was she so wonderful? Brander had said so. Lester had told her so. Still she felt humble, out of place, holding handfuls of jewels that did not belong to her. Again she experienced that peculiar feeling which had come over her the first time she went to New York with Lester  namely, that this fairy existence could not endure. Her life was fated. Something would happen. She would go back to simple things, to a side street, a poor cottage, to old clothes.

And then as she thought of her home in Chicago, and the attitude of his friends, she knew it must be so. She would never be received, even if he married her. And she could understand why. She could look into the charming, smiling face of this woman who was now with Lester, and see that she considered her very nice, perhaps, but not of Lesters class. She was saying to herself now no doubt as she danced with Lester that he needed some one like her. He needed some one who had been raised in the atmosphere of the things to which he had been accustomed. He couldnt very well expect to find in her, Jennie, the familiarity with, the appreciation of the niceties to, which he had always been accustomed. She understood what they were. Her mind had awakened rapidly to details of furniture, clothing, arrangement, decorations, manner, forms, customs, but  she was not to the manner born.

If she went away Lester would return to his old world, the world of the attractive, well-bred, clever woman who now hung upon his arm. The tears came into Jennies eyes; she wished, for the moment, that she might die. It would be better so. Meanwhile Lester was dancing with Mrs. Gerald, or sitting out between the waltzes talking over old times, old places, and old friends. As he looked at Letty he marveled at her youth and beauty. She was more developed than formerly, but still as slender and shapely as Diana. She had strength, too, in this smooth body of hers, and her black eyes were liquid and lusterful.

I swear, Letty, he said impulsively, youre really more beautiful than ever. Youre exquisite. Youve grown younger instead of older.

You think so? she smiled, looking up into his face.

You know I do, or I wouldnt say so. Im not much on philandering.

Oh, Lester, you bear, cant you allow a woman just a little coyness? Dont you know we all love to sip our praise, and not be compelled to swallow it in one great mouthful?

Whats the point? he asked. What did I say?

Oh, nothing. Youre such a bear. Youre such a big, determined, straightforward boy. But never mind. I like you. Thats enough, isnt it?

It surely is, he said.

They strolled into the garden as the music ceased, and he squeezed her arm softly. He couldnt help it; she made him feel as if he owned her. She wanted him to feel that way. She said to herself, as they sat looking at the lanterns in the gardens, that if ever he were free, and would come to her, she would take him. She was almost ready to take him anyhow  only he probably wouldnt. He was so straight-laced, so considerate. He wouldnt, like so many other men she knew, do a mean thing. He couldnt. Finally Lester rose and excused himself. He and Jennie were going farther up the Nile in the morning  toward Karnak and Thebes and the water-washed temples at Phylæ. They would have to start at an unearthly early hour, and he must get to bed.

When are you going home? asked Mrs. Gerald, ruefully.

In September.

Have you engaged your passage?

Yes; we sail from Hamburg on the ninth  the Fulda.

I may be going back in the fall, laughed Letty. Dont be surprised if I crowd in on the same boat with you. Im very unsettled in my mind.

Come along, for goodness sake, replied Lester. I hope you do.... Ill see you to-morrow before we leave. He paused, and she looked at him wistfully.

Cheer up, he said, taking her hand. You never can tell what life will do. We sometimes find ourselves right when we thought we were all wrong.

He was thinking that she was sorry to lose him, and he was sorry that she was not in a position to have what she wanted. As for himself, he was saying that here was one solution that probably he would never accept; yet it was a solution. Why had he not seen this years before?

And yet she wasnt as beautiful then as she is now, nor as wise, nor as wealthy. Maybe! Maybe! But he couldnt be unfaithful to Jennie nor wish her any bad luck. She had had enough without his willing, and had borne it bravely.


CHAPTER XLVII

The trip home did bring another week with Mrs. Gerald, for after mature consideration she had decided to venture to America for a while. Chicago and Cincinnati were her destinations, and she hoped to see more of Lester. Her presence was a good deal of a surprise to Jennie, and it started her thinking again. She could see what the point was. If she were out of the way Mrs. Gerald would marry Lester; that was certain. As it was  well, the question was a complicated one. Letty was Lesters natural mate, so far as birth, breeding, and position went. And yet Jennie felt instinctively that, on the large human side, Lester preferred her. Perhaps time would solve the problem; in the mean time the little party of three continued to remain excellent friends. When they reached Chicago Mrs. Gerald went her way, and Jennie and Lester took up the customary thread of their existence.

On his return from Europe Lester set to work in earnest to find a business opening. None of the big companies made him any overtures, principally because he was considered a strong man who was looking for a control in anything he touched. The nature of his altered fortunes had not been made public. All the little companies that he investigated were having a hand-to-mouth existence, or manufacturing a product which was not satisfactory to him. He did find one company in a small town in northern Indiana which looked as though it might have a future. It was controlled by a practical builder of wagons and carriages  such as Lesters father had been in his day  who, however, was not a good business man. He was making some small money on an investment of fifteen thousand dollars and a plant worth, say, twenty-five thousand. Lester felt that something could be done here if proper methods were pursued and business acumen exercised. It would be slow work. There would never be a great fortune in it. Not in his lifetime. He was thinking of making an offer to the small manufacturer when the first rumors of a carriage trust reached him.

Robert had gone ahead rapidly with his scheme for reorganizing the carriage trade. He showed his competitors how much greater profits could be made through consolidation than through a mutually destructive rivalry. So convincing were his arguments that one by one the big carriage manufacturing companies fell into line. Within a few months the deal had been pushed through, and Robert found himself president of the United Carriage and Wagon Manufacturers Association, with a capital stock of ten million dollars, and with assets aggregating nearly three-fourths of that sum at a forced sale. He was a happy man.

While all this was going forward Lester was completely in the dark. His trip to Europe prevented him from seeing three or four minor notices in the newspapers of some of the efforts that were being made to unite the various carriage and wagon manufactories. He returned to Chicago to learn that Jefferson Midgely, Imogenes husband, was still in full charge of the branch and living in Evanston, but because of his quarrel with his family he was in no position to get the news direct. Accident brought it fast enough, however, and that rather irritatingly.

The individual who conveyed this information was none other than Mr. Henry Bracebridge, of Cleveland, into whom he ran at the Union Club one evening after he had been in the city a month.

I hear youre out of the old company, Bracebridge remarked, smiling blandly.

Yes, said Lester, Im out.

What are you up to now?

Oh, I have a deal of my own under consideration, Im thinking something of handling an independent concern.

Surely you wont run counter to your brother? He has a pretty good thing in that combination of his.

Combination! I hadnt heard of it, said Lester. Ive just got back from Europe.

Well, you want to wake up, Lester, replied Bracebridge. Hes got the biggest thing in your line. I thought you knew all about it. The Lyman-Winthrop Company, the Myer-Brooks Company, the Woods Company  in fact, five or six of the big companies are all in. Your brother was elected president of the new concern. I dare say he cleaned up a couple of millions out of the deal.

Lester stared. His glance hardened a little.

Well, thats fine for Robert. Im glad of it.

Bracebridge could see that he had given him a vital stab.

Well, so long, old man, he exclaimed. When youre in Cleveland look us up. You know how fond my wife is of you.

I know, replied Lester. By-by.

He strolled away to the smoking-room, but the news took all the zest out of his private venture. Where would he be with a shabby little wagon company and his brother president of a carriage trust? Good heavens! Robert could put him out of business in a year. Why, he himself had dreamed of such a combination as this. Now his brother had done it.

It is one thing to have youth, courage, and a fighting spirit to meet the blows with which fortune often afflicts the talented. It is quite another to see middle age coming on, your principal fortune possibly gone, and avenue after avenue of opportunity being sealed to you on various sides. Jennies obvious social insufficiency, the quality of newspaper reputation which had now become attached to her, his fathers opposition and death, the loss of his fortune, the loss of his connection with the company, his brothers attitude, this trust, all combined in a way to dishearten and discourage him. He tried to keep a brave face  and he had succeeded thus far, he thought, admirably, but this last blow appeared for the time being a little too much. He went home, the same evening that he heard the news, sorely disheartened. Jennie saw it. She realized it, as a matter of fact, all during the evening that he was away. She felt blue and despondent herself. When he came home she saw what it was  something had happened to him. Her first impulse was to say, What is the matter, Lester? but her next and sounder one was to ignore it until he was ready to speak, if ever. She tried not to let him see that she saw, coming as near as she might affectionately without disturbing him.

Vesta is so delighted with herself to-day, she volunteered by way of diversion. She got such nice marks in school.

Thats good, he replied solemnly.

And she dances beautifully these days. She showed me some of her new dances to-night. You havent any idea how sweet she looks.

Im glad of it, he grumbled. I always wanted her to be perfect in that. Its time she was going into some good girls school, I think.

And papa gets in such a rage. I have to laugh. She teases him about it  the little imp. She offered to teach him to dance to-night. If he didnt love her so hed box her ears.

I can see that, said Lester, smiling. Him dancing! Thats pretty good!

Shes not the least bit disturbed by his storming, either.

Good for her, said Lester. He was very fond of Vesta, who was now quite a girl.

So Jennie tripped on until his mood was modified a little, and then some inkling of what had happened came out. It was when they were retiring for the night. Roberts formulated a pretty big thing in a financial way since weve been away, he volunteered.

What is it? asked Jennie, all ears.

Oh, hes gotten up a carriage trust. Its something which will take in every manufactory of any importance in the country. Bracebridge was telling me that Robert was made president, and that they have nearly eight millions in capital.

You dont say! replied Jennie. Well, then you wont want to do much with your new company, will you?

No; theres nothing in that, just now, he said. Later on I fancy it may be all right. Ill wait and see how this thing comes out. You never can tell what a trust like that will do.

Jennie was intensely sorry. She had never heard Lester complain before. It was a new note. She wished sincerely that she might do something to comfort him, but she knew that her efforts were useless. Oh, well, she said, there are so many interesting things in this world. If I were you I wouldnt be in a hurry to do anything, Lester. You have so much time.

She didnt trust herself to say anything more, and he felt that it was useless to worry. Why should he? After all, he had an ample income that was absolutely secure for two years yet. He could have more if he wanted it. Only his brother was moving so dazzlingly onward, while he was standing still  perhaps drifting would be the better word. It did seem a pity; worst of all, he was beginning to feel a little uncertain of himself.


CHAPTER XLVIII

Lester had been doing some pretty hard thinking, but so far he had been unable to formulate any feasible plan for his re-entrance into active life. The successful organization of Roberts carriage trade trust had knocked in the head any further thought on his part of taking an interest in the small Indiana wagon manufactory. He could not be expected to sink his sense of pride and place, and enter a petty campaign for business success with a man who was so obviously his financial superior. He had looked up the details of the combination, and he found that Bracebridge had barely indicated how wonderfully complete it was. There were millions in the combine. It would have every little manufacturer by the throat. Should he begin now in a small way and pike along in the shadow of his giant brother? He couldnt see it. It was too ignominious. He would be running around the country trying to fight a new trust, with his own brother as his tolerant rival and his own rightful capital arrayed against him. It couldnt be done. Better sit still for the time being. Something else might show up. If not  well, he had his independent income and the right to come back into the Kane Company if he wished. Did he wish? The question was always with him.

It was while Lester was in this mood, drifting, that he received a visit from Samuel E. Ross, a real estate dealer, whose great, wooden signs might be seen everywhere on the windy stretches of prairie about the city. Lester had seen Ross once or twice at the Union Club, where he had been pointed out as a daring and successful real estate speculator, and he had noticed his rather conspicuous offices at La Salle and Washington streets. Ross was a magnetic-looking person of about fifty years of age, tall, black-bearded, black-eyed, an arched, wide-nostriled nose, and hair that curled naturally, almost electrically. Lester was impressed with his lithe, cat-like figure, and his long, thin, impressive white hands.

Mr. Ross had a real estate proposition to lay before Mr. Kane. Of course Mr. Kane knew who he was. And Mr. Ross admitted fully that he knew all about Mr. Kane. Recently, in conjunction with Mr. Norman Yale, of the wholesale grocery firm of Yale, Simpson & Rice, he had developed Yalewood. Mr. Kane knew of that?

Yes, Mr. Kane knew of that.

Only within six weeks the last lots in the Ridgewood section of Yalewood had been closed out at a total profit of forty-two per cent. He went over a list of other deals in real estate which he had put through, all well-known properties. He admitted frankly that there were failures in the business; he had had one or two himself. But the successes far outnumbered the bad speculations, as every one knew. Now Lester was no longer connected with the Kane Company. He was probably looking for a good investment, and Mr. Ross had a proposition to lay before him. Lester consented to listen, and Mr. Ross blinked his cat-like eyes and started in.

The idea was that he and Lester should enter into a one-deal partnership, covering the purchase and development of a forty-acre tract of land lying between Fifty-fifth, Seventy-first, Halstead streets, and Ashland Avenue, on the southwest side. There were indications of a genuine real estate boom there  healthy, natural, and permanent. The city was about to pave Fifty-fifth Street. There was a plan to extend the Halstead Street car line far below its present terminus. The Chicago, Burlington & Quincy, which ran near there, would be glad to put a passenger station on the property. The initial cost of the land would be forty thousand dollars which they would share equally. Grading, paving, lighting, tree planting, surveying would cost, roughly, an additional twenty-five thousand. There would be expenses for advertising  say ten per cent, of the total investment for two years, or perhaps three  a total of nineteen thousand five hundred or twenty thousand dollars. All told, they would stand to invest jointly the sum of ninety-five thousand, or possibly one hundred thousand dollars, of which Lesters share would be fifty thousand. Then Mr. Ross began to figure on the profits.

The character of the land, its salability, and the likelihood of a rise in value could be judged by the property adjacent, the sales that had been made north of Fifty-fifth Street and east of Halstead. Take, for instance, the Mortimer plot, at Halstead and Fifty-fifth streets, on the south-east corner. Here was a piece of land that in 1882 was held at forty-five dollars an acre. In 1886 it had risen to five hundred dollars an acre, as attested by its sale to a Mr. John L. Slosson at that time. In 1889, three years later, it had been sold to Mr. Mortimer for one thousand per acre, precisely the figure at which this tract was now offered. It could be parceled out into lots fifty by one hundred feet at five hundred dollars per lot. Was there any profit in that?

Lester admitted that there was.

Ross went on, somewhat boastfully, to explain just how real estate profits were made. It was useless for any outsider to rush into the game, and imagine that he could do in a few weeks or years what trained real estate speculators like himself had been working on for a quarter of a century. There was something in prestige, something in taste, something in psychic apprehension. Supposing that they went into the deal, he, Ross, would be the presiding genius. He had a trained staff, he controlled giant contractors, he had friends in the tax office, in the water office, and in the various other city departments which made or marred city improvements. If Lester would come in with him he would make him some money  how much he would not say exactly  fifty thousand dollars at the lowest  one hundred and fifty to two hundred thousand in all likelihood. Would Lester let him go into details, and explain just how the scheme could be worked out? After a few days of quiet cogitation, Lester decided to accede to Mr. Rosss request; he would look into this thing.


CHAPTER XLIX

The peculiarity of this particular proposition was that it had the basic elements of success. Mr. Ross had the experience and the judgment which were quite capable of making a success of almost anything he undertook. He was in a field which was entirely familiar. He could convince almost any able man if he could get his ear sufficiently long to lay his facts before him.

Lester was not convinced at first, although, generally speaking, he was interested in real estate propositions. He liked land. He considered it a sound investment providing you did not get too much of it. He had never invested in any, or scarcely any, solely because he had not been in a realm where real estate propositions were talked of. As it was he was landless and, in a way, jobless.

He rather liked Mr. Ross and his way of doing business. It was easy to verify his statements, and he did verify them in several particulars. There were his signs out on the prairie stretches, and here were his ads in the daily papers. It seemed not a bad way at all in his idleness to start and make some money.

The trouble with Lester was that he had reached the time where he was not as keen for details as he had formerly been. All his work in recent years  in fact, from the very beginning  had been with large propositions, the purchasing of great quantities of supplies, the placing of large orders, the discussion of things which were wholesale and which had very little to do with the minor details which make up the special interests of the smaller traders of the world. In the factory his brother Robert had figured the pennies and nickels of labor-cost, had seen to it that all the little leaks were shut off. Lester had been left to deal with larger things, and he had consistently done so. When it came to this particular proposition his interest was in the wholesale phases of it, not the petty details of selling. He could not help seeing that Chicago was a growing city, and that land values must rise. What was now far-out prairie property would soon, in the course of a few years, be well built-up suburban residence territory. Scarcely any land that could be purchased now would fall in value. It might drag in sales or increase, but it couldnt fall. Ross convinced him of this. He knew it of his own judgment to be true.

The several things on which he did not speculate sufficiently were the life or health of Mr. Ross; the chance that some obnoxious neighborhood growth would affect the territory he had selected as residence territory; the fact that difficult money situations might reduce real estate values  in fact, bring about a flurry of real estate liquidation which would send prices crashing down and cause the failure of strong promoters, even such promoters for instance, as Mr. Samuel E. Ross.

For several months he studied the situation as presented by his new guide and mentor, and then, having satisfied himself that he was reasonably safe, decided to sell some of the holdings which were netting him a beggarly six per cent, and invest in this new proposition. The first cash outlay was twenty thousand dollars for the land, which was taken over under an operative agreement between himself and Ross; this was run indefinitely  so long as there was any of this land left to sell. The next thing was to raise twelve thousand five hundred dollars for improvements, which he did, and then to furnish some twenty-five hundred dollars more for taxes and unconsidered expenses, items which had come up in carrying out the improvement work which had been planned. It seemed that hard and soft earth made a difference in grading costs, that trees would not always flourish as expected, that certain members of the city water and gas departments had to be seen and fixed before certain other improvements could be effected. Mr. Ross attended to all this, but the cost of the proceedings was something which had to be discussed, and Lester heard it all.

After the land was put in shape, about a year after the original conversation, it was necessary to wait until spring for the proper advertising and booming of the new section; and this advertising began to call at once for the third payment. Lester disposed of an additional fifteen thousand dollars worth of securities in order to follow this venture to its logical and profitable conclusion.

Up to this time he was rather pleased with his venture. Ross had certainly been thorough and business-like in his handling of the various details. The land was put in excellent shape. It was given a rather attractive title Inwood, although, as Lester noted, there was precious little wood anywhere around there. But Ross assured him that people looking for a suburban residence would be attracted by the name; seeing the vigorous efforts in tree-planting that had been made to provide for shade in the future, they would take the will for the deed. Lester smiled.

The first chill wind that blew upon the infant project came in the form of a rumor that the International Packing Company, one of the big constituent members of the packing house combination at Halstead and Thirty-ninth streets, had determined to desert the old group and lay out a new packing area for itself. The papers explained that the company intended to go farther south, probably below Fifty-fifth Street and west of Ashland Avenue. This was the territory that was located due west of Lesters property, and the mere suspicion that the packing company might invade the territory was sufficient to blight the prospects of any budding real estate deal.

Ross was beside himself with rage. He decided, after quick deliberation, that the best thing to do would be to boom the property heavily, by means of newspaper advertising, and see if it could not be disposed of before any additional damage was likely to be done to it. He laid the matter before Lester, who agreed that this would be advisable. They had already expended six thousand dollars in advertising, and now the additional sum of three thousand dollars was spent in ten days, to make it appear that In wood was an ideal residence section, equipped with every modern convenience for the home-lover, and destined to be one of the most exclusive and beautiful suburbs of the city. It was no go. A few lots were sold, but the rumor that the International Packing Company might come was persistent and deadly; from any point of view, save that of a foreign population neighborhood, the enterprise was a failure.

To say that Lester was greatly disheartened by this blow is to put it mildly. Practically fifty thousand dollars, two-thirds of all his earthly possessions, outside of his stipulated annual income, was tied up here; and there were taxes to pay, repairs to maintain, actual depreciation in value to face. He suggested to Ross that the area might be sold at its cost value, or a loan raised on it, and the whole enterprise abandoned; but that experienced real estate dealer was not so sanguine. He had had one or two failures of this kind before. He was superstitious about anything which did not go smoothly from the beginning. If it didnt go it was a hoodoo  a black shadow  and he wanted no more to do with it. Other real estate men, as he knew to his cost, were of the same opinion.

Some three years later the property was sold under the sheriffs hammer. Lester, having put in fifty thousand dollars all told, recovered a trifle more than eighteen thousand; and some of his wise friends assured him that he was lucky in getting off so easily.


CHAPTER L

While the real estate deal was in progress Mrs. Gerald decided to move to Chicago. She had been staying in Cincinnati for a few months, and had learned a great deal as to the real facts of Lesters irregular mode of life. The question whether or not he was really married to Jennie remained an open one. The garbled details of Jennies early years, the fact that a Chicago paper had written him up as a young millionaire who was sacrificing his fortune for love of her, the certainty that Robert had practically eliminated him from any voice in the Kane Company, all came to her ears. She hated to think that Lester was making such a sacrifice of himself. He had let nearly a year slip by without doing anything. In two more years his chance would be gone. He had said to her in London that he was without many illusions. Was Jennie one? Did he really love her, or was he just sorry for her? Letty wanted very much to find out for sure.

The house that Mrs. Gerald leased in Chicago was a most imposing one on Drexel Boulevard. Im going to take a house in your town this winter, and I hope to see a lot of you, she wrote to Lester. Im awfully bored with life here in Cincinnati. After Europe its so  well, you know. I saw Mrs. Knowles on Saturday. She asked after you. You ought to know that you have a loving friend in her. Her daughter is going to marry Jimmy Severance in the spring.

Lester thought of her coming with mingled feelings of pleasure and uncertainty. She would be entertaining largely, of course. Would she foolishly begin by attempting to invite him and Jennie? Surely not. She must know the truth by this time. Her letter indicated as much. She spoke of seeing a lot of him. That meant that Jennie would have to be eliminated. He would have to make a clean breast of the whole affair to Letty. Then she could do as she pleased about their future intimacy. Seated in Lettys comfortable boudoir one afternoon, facing a vision of loveliness in pale yellow, he decided that he might as well have it out with her. She would understand. Just at this time he was beginning to doubt the outcome of the real estate deal, and consequently he was feeling a little blue, and, as a concomitant, a little confidential. He could not as yet talk to Jennie about his troubles.

You know, Lester, said Letty, by way of helping him to his confession  the maid had brought tea for her and some brandy and soda for him, and departed that I have been hearing a lot of things about you since Ive been back in this country. Arent you going to tell me all about yourself? You know I have your real interests at heart.

What have you been hearing, Letty? he asked, quietly.

Oh, about your fathers will for one thing, and the fact that youre out of the company, and some gossip about Mrs. Kane which doesnt interest me very much. You know what I mean. Arent you going to straighten things out, so that you can have what rightfully belongs to you? It seems to me such a great sacrifice, Lester, unless, of course, you are very much in love. Are you? she asked archly.

Lester paused and deliberated before replying. I really dont know how to answer that last question, Letty, he said. Sometimes I think that I love her; sometimes I wonder whether I do or not. Im going to be perfectly frank with you. I was never in such a curious position in my life before. You like me so much, and I  well, I dont say what I think of you, he smiled. But anyhow, I can talk to you frankly. Im not married.

I thought as much, she said, as he paused.

And Im not married because I have never been able to make up my mind just what to do about it. When I first met Jennie I thought her the most entrancing girl I had ever laid eyes on.

That speaks volumes for my charms at that time, interrupted his vis-a-vis.

Dont interrupt me if you want to hear this, he smiled.

Tell me one thing, she questioned, and then I wont. Was that in Cleveland?

Yes.

So I heard, she assented.

There was something about her so

Love at first sight, again interpolated Letty foolishly. Her heart was hurting her. I know.

Are you going to let me tell this?

Pardon me, Lester. I cant help a twinge or two.

Well, anyhow, I lost my head. I thought she was the most perfect thing under the sun, even if she was a little out of my world. This is a democratic country. I thought that I could just take her, and then  well, you know. That is where I made my mistake. I didnt think that would prove as serious as it did. I never cared for any other woman but you before and  Ill be frank  I didnt know whether I wanted to marry you. I thought I didnt want to marry any woman. I said to myself that I could just take Jennie, and then, after a while, when things had quieted down some, we could separate. She would be well provided for. I wouldnt care very much. She wouldnt care. You understand.

Yes, I understand, replied his confessor.

Well, you see, Letty, it hasnt worked out that way. Shes a woman of a curious temperament. She possesses a world of feeling and emotion. Shes not educated in the sense in which we understand that word, but she has natural refinement and tact. Shes a good housekeeper. Shes an ideal mother. Shes the most affectionate creature under the sun. Her devotion to her mother and father was beyond words. Her love for her  daughter shes hers, not mine  is perfect. She hasnt any of the graces of the smart society woman. She isnt quick at repartee. She cant join in any rapid-fire conversation. She thinks rather slowly, I imagine. Some of her big thoughts never come to the surface at all, but you can feel that she is thinking and that she is feeling.

You pay her a lovely tribute, Lester, said Letty.

I ought to, he replied. Shes a good woman, Letty; but, for all that I have said, I sometimes think that its only sympathy thats holding me.

Dont be too sure, she said warningly.

Yes, but Ive gone through with a great deal. The thing for me to have done was to have married her in the first place. There have been so many entanglements since, so much rowing and discussion, that Ive rather lost my bearings. This will of fathers complicates matters. I stand to lose eight hundred thousand if I marry her  really, a great deal more, now that the company has been organized into a trust. I might better say two millions. If I dont marry her, I lose everything outright in about two more years. Of course, I might pretend that I have separated from her, but I dont care to lie. I cant work it out that way without hurting her feelings, and shes been the soul of devotion. Right down in my heart, at this minute, I dont know whether I want to give her up. Honestly, I dont know what the devil to do.

Lester looked, lit a cigar in a far-off, speculative fashion, and looked out of the window.

Was there ever such a problem? questioned Letty, staring at the floor. She rose, after a few moments of silence, and put her hands on his round, solid head. Her yellow, silken house-gown, faintly scented, touched his shoulders. Poor Lester, she said. You certainly have tied yourself up in a knot. But its a Gordian knot, my dear, and it will have to be cut. Why dont you discuss this whole thing with her, just as you have with me, and see how she feels about it?

It seems such an unkind thing to do, he replied.

You must take some action, Lester dear, she insisted. You cant just drift. You are doing yourself such a great injustice. Frankly, I cant advise you to marry her; and Im not speaking for myself in that, though Ill take you gladly, even if you did forsake me in the first place. Ill be perfectly honest  whether you ever come to me or not  I love you, and always shall love you.

I know it, said Lester, getting up. He took her hands in his, and studied her face curiously. Then he turned away. Letty paused to get her breath. His action discomposed her.

But youre too big a man, Lester, to settle down on ten thousand a year, she continued. Youre too much of a social figure to drift. You ought to get back into the social and financial world where you belong. All thats happened wont injure you, if you reclaim your interest in the company. You can dictate your own terms. And if you tell her the truth she wont object, Im sure. If she cares for you, as you think she does, she will be glad to make this sacrifice. Im positive of that. You can provide for her handsomely, of course.

It isnt the money that Jennie wants, said Lester, gloomily.

Well, even if it isnt, she can live without you and she can live better for having an ample income.

She will never want if I can help it, he said solemnly.

You must leave her, she urged, with a new touch of decisiveness. You must. Every day is precious with you, Lester! Why dont you make up your mind to act at once  to-day, for that matter? Why not?

Not so fast, he protested. This is a ticklish business. To tell you the truth, I hate to do it. It seems so brutal  so unfair. Im not one to run around and discuss my affairs with other people. Ive refused to talk about this to any one heretofore  my father, my mother, any one. But somehow you have always seemed closer to me than any one else, and, since I met you this time, I have felt as though I ought to explain  I have really wanted to. I care for you. I dont know whether you understand how that can be under the circumstances. But I do. Youre nearer to me intellectually and emotionally than I thought you were. Dont frown. You want the truth, dont you? Well, there you have it. Now explain me to myself, if you can.

I dont want to argue with you, Lester, she said softly, laying her hand on his arm. I merely want to love you. I understand quite well how it has all come about. Im sorry for myself. Im sorry for you. Im sorry she hesitated for Mrs. Kane. Shes a charming woman. I like her. I really do. But she isnt the woman for you, Lester; she really isnt. You need another type. It seems so unfair for us two to discuss her in this way, but really it isnt. We all have to stand on our merits. And Im satisfied, if the facts in this case were put before her, as you have put them before me, she would see just how it all is, and agree. She cant want to harm you. Why, Lester, if I were in her position I would let you go. I would, truly. I think you know that I would. Any good woman would. It would hurt me, but Id do it. It will hurt her, but shell do it. Now, mark you my words, she will. I think I understand her as well as you do  better  for I am a woman. Oh, she said, pausing, I wish I were in a position to talk to her. I could make her understand.

Lester looked at Letty, wondering at her eagerness. She was beautiful, magnetic, immensely worth while.

Not so fast, he repeated. I want to think about this. I have some time yet.

She paused, a little crestfallen but determined.

This is the time to act, she repeated, her whole soul in her eyes. She wanted this man, and she was not ashamed to let him see that she wanted him.

Well, Ill think of it, he said uneasily, then, rather hastily, he bade her good-by and went away.


CHAPTER LI

Lester had thought of his predicament earnestly enough, and he would have been satisfied to act soon if it had not been that one of those disrupting influences which sometimes complicate our affairs entered into his Hyde Park domicile. Gerhardts health began rapidly to fail.

Little by little he had been obliged to give up his various duties about the place; finally he was obliged to take to his bed. He lay in his room, devotedly attended by Jennie and visited constantly by Vesta, and occasionally by Lester. There was a window not far from his bed, which commanded a charming view of the lawn and one of the surrounding streets, and through this he would gaze by the hour, wondering how the world was getting on without him. He suspected that Woods, the coachman, was not looking after the horses and harnesses as well as he should, that the newspaper carrier was getting negligent in his delivery of the papers, that the furnace man was wasting coal, or was not giving them enough heat. A score of little petty worries, which were nevertheless real enough to him. He knew how a house should be kept. He was always rigid in his performance of his self-appointed duties, and he was so afraid that things would not go right. Jennie made for him a most imposing and sumptuous dressing-gown of basted wool, covered with dark-blue silk, and bought him a pair of soft, thick, wool slippers to match, but he did not wear them often. He preferred to lie in bed, read his Bible and the Lutheran papers, and ask Jennie how things were getting along.

I want you should go down in the basement and see what that feller is doing. Hes not giving us any heat, he would complain. I bet I know what he does. He sits down there and reads, and then he forgets what the fire is doing until it is almost out. The beer is right there where he can take it. You should lock it up. You dont know what kind of a man he is. He may be no good.

Jennie would protest that the house was fairly comfortable, that the man was a nice, quiet, respectable-looking American  that if he did drink a little beer it would not matter. Gerhardt would immediately become incensed.

That is always the way, he declared vigorously. You have no sense of economy. You are always so ready to let things go if I am not there. He is a nice man! How do you know he is a nice man? Does he keep the fire up? No! Does he keep the walks clean? If you dont watch him he will be just like the others, no good. You should go around and see how things are for yourself.

All right, papa, she would reply in a genial effort to soothe him, I will. Please dont worry. Ill lock up the beer. Dont you want a cup of coffee now and some toast?

No, Gerhardt would sigh immediately, my stomach it dont do right. I dont know how I am going to come out of this.

Dr. Makin, the leading physician of the vicinity, and a man of considerable experience and ability, called at Jennies request and suggested a few simple things  hot milk, a wine tonic, rest, but he told Jennie that she must not expect too much. You know he is quite well along in years now. He is quite feeble. If he were twenty years younger we might do a great deal for him. As it is he is quite well off where he is. He may live for some time. He may get up and be around again, and then he may not. We must all expect these things. I have never any care as to what may happen to me. I am too old myself.

Jennie felt sorry to think that her father might die, but she was pleased to think that if he must it was going to be under such comfortable circumstances. Here at least he could have every care.

It soon became evident that this was Gerhardts last illness, and Jennie thought it her duty to communicate with her brothers and sisters. She wrote Bass that his father was not well, and had a letter from him saying that he was very busy and couldnt come on unless the danger was an immediate one. He went on to say that George was in Rochester, working for a wholesale wall-paper house  the Sheff-Jefferson Company, he thought. Martha and her husband had gone to Boston. Her address was a little suburb named Belmont, just outside the city. William was in Omaha, working for a local electric company. Veronica was married to a man named Albert Sheridan, who was connected with a wholesale drug company in Cleveland. She never comes to see me, complained Bass, but Ill let her know. Jennie wrote each one personally. From Veronica and Martha she received brief replies. They were very sorry, and would she let them know if anything happened. George wrote that he could not think of coming to Chicago unless his father was very ill indeed, but that he would like to be informed from time to time how he was getting along. William, as he told Jennie some time afterward, did not get her letter.

The progress of the old Germans malady toward final dissolution preyed greatly on Jennies mind; for, in spite of the fact that they had been so far apart in times past, they had now grown very close together. Gerhardt had come to realize clearly that his outcast daughter was goodness itself  at least, so far as he was concerned. She never quarreled with him, never crossed him in any way. Now that he was sick, she was in and out of his room a dozen times in an evening or an afternoon, seeing whether he was all right, asking how he liked his breakfast, or his lunch, or his dinner. As he grew weaker she would sit by him and read, or do her sewing in his room. One day when she was straightening his pillow he took her hand and kissed it. He was feeling very weak  and despondent. She looked up in astonishment, a lump in her throat. There were tears in his eyes.

Youre a good girl, Jennie, he said brokenly. Youve been good to me. Ive been hard and cross, but Im an old man. You forgive me, dont you?

Oh, papa, please dont, she pleaded, tears welling from her eyes. You know I have nothing to forgive. Im the one who has been all wrong.

No, no, he said; and she sank down on her knees beside him and cried. He put his thin, yellow hand on her hair. There, there, he said brokenly, I understand a lot of things I didnt. We get wiser as we get older.

She left the room, ostensibly to wash her face and hands, and cried her eyes out. Was he really forgiving her at last? And she had lied to him so! She tried to be more attentive, but that was impossible. But after this reconciliation he seemed happier and more contented, and they spent a number of happy hours together, just talking. Once he said to her, You know I feel just like I did when I was a boy. If it wasnt for my bones I could get up and dance on the grass.

Jennie fairly smiled and sobbed in one breath. Youll get stronger, papa, she said. Youre going to get well. Then Ill take you out driving. She was so glad she had been able to make him comfortable these last few years.

As for Lester, he was affectionate and considerate.

Well, how is it to-night? he would ask the moment he entered the house, and he would always drop in for a few minutes before dinner to see how the old man was getting along. He looks pretty well, he would tell Jennie. Hes apt to live some time yet. I wouldnt worry.

Vesta also spent much time with her grandfather, for she had come to love him dearly. She would bring her books, if it didnt disturb him too much, and recite some of her lessons, or she would leave his door open, and play for him on the piano. Lester had bought her a handsome music-box also, which she would sometimes carry to his room and play for him. At times he wearied of everything and everybody save Jennie; he wanted to be alone with her. She would sit beside him quite still and sew. She could see plainly that the end was only a little way off.

Gerhardt, true to his nature, took into consideration all the various arrangements contingent upon his death. He wished to be buried in the little Lutheran cemetery, which was several miles farther out on the South Side, and he wanted the beloved minister of his church to officiate.

I want everything plain, he said. Just my black suit and those Sunday shoes of mine, and that black string tie. I dont want anything else. I will be all right.

Jennie begged him not to talk of it, but he would. One day at four oclock he had a sudden sinking spell, and at five he was dead. Jennie held his hands, watching his labored breathing; once or twice he opened his eyes to smile at her. I dont mind going, he said, in this final hour. Ive done what I could.

Dont talk of dying, papa, she pleaded.

Its the end, he said. Youve been good to me. Youre a good woman.

She heard no other words from his lips.

The finish which time thus put to this troubled life affected Jennie deeply. Strong in her kindly, emotional relationships, Gerhardt had appealed to her not only as her father, but as a friend and counselor. She saw him now in his true perspective, a hard-working, honest, sincere old German, who had done his best to raise a troublesome family and lead an honest life. Truly she had been his one great burden, and she had never really dealt truthfully with him to the end. She wondered now if where he was he could see that she had lied. And would he forgive her? He had called her a good woman.

Telegrams were sent to all the children. Bass wired that he was coming, and arrived the next day. The others wired that they could not come, but asked for details, which Jennie wrote. The Lutheran minister was called in to say prayers and fix the time of the burial service. A fat, smug undertaker was commissioned to arrange all the details. Some few neighborhood friends called  those who had remained most faithful  and on the second morning following his death the services were held. Lester accompanied Jennie and Vesta and Bass to the little red brick Lutheran church, and sat stolidly through the rather dry services. He listened wearily to the long discourse on the beauties and rewards of a future life and stirred irritably when reference was made to a hell. Bass was rather bored, but considerate. He looked upon his father now much as he would on any other man. Only Jennie wept sympathetically. She saw her father in perspective, the long years of trouble he had had, the days in which he had had to saw wood for a living, the days in which he had lived in a factory loft, the little shabby house they had been compelled to live in in Thirteenth Street, the terrible days of suffering they had spent in Lorrie Street, in Cleveland, his grief over her, his grief over Mrs. Gerhardt, his love and care of Vesta, and finally these last days.

Oh, he was a good man, she thought. He meant so well. They sang a hymn, A Mighty Fortress Is Our God, and then she sobbed.

Lester pulled at her arm. He was moved to the danger-line himself by her grief. Youll have to do better than this, he whispered. My God, I cant stand it. Ill have to get up and get out. Jennie quieted a little, but the fact that the last visible ties were being broken between her and her father was almost too much.

At the grave in the Cemetery of the Redeemer, where Lester had immediately arranged to purchase a lot, they saw the plain coffin lowered and the earth shoveled in. Lester looked curiously at the bare trees, the brown dead grass, and the brown soil of the prairie turned up at this simple graveside. There was no distinction to this burial plot. It was commonplace and shabby, a working-mans resting-place, but so long as he wanted it, it was all right. He studied Basss keen, lean face, wondering what sort of a career he was cutting out for himself. Bass looked to him like some one who would run a cigar store successfully. He watched Jennie wiping her red eyes, and then he said to himself again, Well, there is something to her. The womans emotion was so deep, so real. Theres no explaining a good woman, he said to himself.

On the way home, through the wind-swept, dusty streets, he talked of life in general, Bass and Vesta being present. Jennie takes things too seriously, he said. Shes inclined to be morbid. Life isnt as bad as she makes out with her sensitive feelings. We all have our troubles, and we all have to stand them, some more, some less. We cant assume that any one is so much better or worse off than any one else. We all have our share of troubles.

I cant help it, said Jennie. I feel so sorry for some people.

Jennie always was a little gloomy, put in Bass.

He was thinking what a fine figure of a man Lester was, how beautifully they lived, how Jennie had come up in the world. He was thinking that there must be a lot more to her than he had originally thought. Life surely did turn out queer. At one time he thought Jennie was a hopeless failure and no good.

You ought to try to steel yourself to take things as they come without going to pieces this way, said Lester finally.

Bass thought so too.

Jennie stared thoughtfully out of the carriage window. There was the old house now, large and silent without Gerhardt. Just think, she would never see him any more. They finally turned into the drive and entered the library. Jeannette, nervous and sympathetic, served tea. Jennie went to look after various details. She wondered curiously where she would be when she died.


CHAPTER LII

The fact that Gerhardt was dead made no particular difference to Lester, except as it affected Jennie. He had liked the old German for his many sterling qualities, but beyond that he thought nothing of him one way or the other. He took Jennie to a watering-place for ten days to help her recover her spirits, and it was soon after this that he decided to tell her just how things stood with him; he would put the problem plainly before her. It would be easier now, for Jennie had been informed of the disastrous prospects of the real-estate deal. She was also aware of his continued interest in Mrs. Gerald. Lester did not hesitate to let Jennie know that he was on very friendly terms with her. Mrs. Gerald had, at first, formally requested him to bring Jennie to see her, but she never had called herself, and Jennie understood quite clearly that it was not to be. Now that her father was dead, she was beginning to wonder what was going to become of her; she was afraid that Lester might not marry her. Certainly he showed no signs of intending to do so.

By one of those curious coincidences of thought, Robert also had reached the conclusion that something should be done. He did not, for one moment, imagine that he could directly work upon Lester  he did not care to try  but he did think that some influence might be brought to bear on Jennie. She was probably amenable to reason. If Lester had not married her already, she must realize full well that he did not intend to do so. Suppose that some responsible third person were to approach her, and explain how things were, including, of course, the offer of an independent income? Might she not be willing to leave Lester, and end all this trouble? After all, Lester was his brother, and he ought not to lose his fortune. Robert had things very much in his own hands now, and could afford to be generous. He finally decided that Mr. OBrien, of Knight, Keatley & OBrien, would be the proper intermediary, for OBrien was suave, good-natured, and well-meaning, even if he was a lawyer. He might explain to Jennie very delicately just how the family felt, and how much Lester stood to lose if he continued to maintain his connection with her. If Lester had married Jennie, OBrien would find it out. A liberal provision would be made for her  say fifty or one hundred thousand, or even one hundred and fifty thousand dollars. He sent for Mr. OBrien and gave him his instructions. As one of the executors of Archibald Kanes estate, it was really the lawyers duty to look into the matter of Lesters ultimate decision.

Mr. OBrien journeyed to Chicago. On reaching the city, he called up Lester, and found out to his satisfaction that he was out of town for the day. He went out to the house in Hyde Park, and sent in his card to Jennie. She came down-stairs in a few minutes quite unconscious of the import of his message; he greeted her most blandly.

This is Mrs. Kane? he asked, with an interlocutory jerk of his head.

Yes, replied Jennie.

I am, as you see by my card, Mr. OBrien, of Knight, Keatley & OBrien, he began. We are the attorneys and executors of the late Mr. Kane, your  ah  Mr. Kanes father. Youll think its rather curious, my coming to you, but under your husbands fathers will there were certain conditions stipulated which affect you and Mr. Kane very materially. These provisions are so important that I think you ought to know about them  that is if Mr. Kane hasnt already told you. I  pardon me  but the peculiar nature of them makes me conclude that  possibly  he hasnt. He paused, a very question-mark of a man  every feature of his face an interrogation.

I dont quite understand, said Jennie. I dont know anything about the will. If theres anything that I ought to know, I suppose Mr. Kane will tell me. He hasnt told me anything as yet.

Ah! breathed Mr. OBrien, highly gratified. Just as I thought. Now, if you will allow me Ill go into the matter briefly. Then you can judge for yourself whether you wish to hear the full particulars. Wont you sit down? They had both been standing. Jennie seated herself, and Mr. OBrien pulled up a chair near to hers.

Now to begin, he said. I need not say to you, of course, that there was considerable opposition on the part of Mr. Kanes father, to this  ah  union between yourself and his son.

I know Jennie started to say, but checked herself. She was puzzled, disturbed, and a little apprehensive.

Before Mr. Kane senior died, he went on, he indicated to your  ah  to Mr. Lester Kane, that he felt this way. In his will he made certain conditions governing the distribution of his property which made it rather hard for his son, your  ah  husband, to come into his rightful share. Ordinarily, he would have inherited one-fourth of the Kane Manufacturing Company, worth to-day in the neighborhood of a million dollars, perhaps more; also one-fourth of the other properties, which now aggregate something like five hundred thousand dollars. I believe Mr. Kane senior was really very anxious that his son should inherit this property. But owing to the conditions which your  ah  which Mr. Kanes father made, Mr. Lester Kane cannot possibly obtain his share, except by complying with a  with a  certain wish which his father had expressed.

Mr. OBrien paused, his eyes moving back and forth side wise in their sockets. In spite of the natural prejudice of the situation, he was considerably impressed with Jennies pleasing appearance. He could see quite plainly why Lester might cling to her in the face of all opposition. He continued to study her furtively as he sat there waiting for her to speak.

And what was that wish? she finally asked, her nerves becoming just a little tense under the strain of the silence.

I am glad you were kind enough to ask me that, he went on. The subject is a very difficult one for me to introduce  very difficult. I come as an emissary of the estate, I might say as one of the executors under the will of Mr. Kanes father. I know how keenly your  ah  how keenly Mr. Kane feels about it. I know how keenly you will probably feel about it. But it is one of those very difficult things which cannot be helped  which must be got over somehow. And while I hesitate very much to say so, I must tell you that Mr. Kane senior stipulated in his will that unless, unless  again his eyes were moving sidewise to and fro he saw fit to separate from  ah  you he paused to get breath he could not inherit this or any other sum or, at least, only a very minor income of ten thousand a year; and that only on condition that he should marry you. He paused again. I should add, he went on, that under the will he was given three years in which to indicate his intentions. That time is now drawing to a close.

He paused, half expecting some outburst of feeling from Jennie, but she only looked at him fixedly, her eyes clouded with surprise, distress, unhappiness. Now she understood. Lester was sacrificing his fortune for her. His recent commercial venture was an effort to rehabilitate himself, to put himself in an independent position. The recent periods of preoccupation, of subtle unrest, and of dissatisfaction over which she had grieved were now explained. He was unhappy, he was brooding over this prospective loss, and he had never told her. So his father had really disinherited him!

Mr. OBrien sat before her, troubled himself. He was very sorry for her, now that he saw the expression of her face. Still the truth had to come out. She ought to know.

Im sorry, he said, when he saw that she was not going to make any immediate reply, that I have been the bearer of such unfortunate news. It is a very painful situation that I find myself in at this moment, I assure you. I bear you no ill will personally  of course you understand that. The family really bears you no ill will now  I hope you believe that. As I told your  ah  as I told Mr. Kane, at the time the will was read, I considered it most unfair, but, of course, as a mere executive under it and counsel for his father, I could do nothing. I really think it best that you should know how things stand, in order that you may help your  your husband  he paused, significantly if possible, to some solution. It seems a pity to me, as it does to the various other members of his family, that he should lose all this money.

Jennie had turned her head away and was staring at the floor. She faced him now steadily. He mustnt lose it, she said; it isnt fair that he should.

I am most delighted to hear you say that, Mrs.  Mrs. Kane, he went on, using for the first time her improbable title as Lesters wife, without hesitation. I may as well be very frank with you, and say that I feared you might take this information in quite another spirit. Of course you know to begin with that the Kane family is very clannish. Mrs. Kane, your  ah  your husbands mother, was a very proud and rather distant woman, and his sisters and brothers are rather set in their notions as to what constitute proper family connections. They look upon his relationship to you as irregular, and  pardon me if I appear to be a little cruel  as not generally satisfactory. As you know, there had been so much talk in the last few years that Mr. Kane senior did not believe that the situation could ever be nicely adjusted, so far as the family was concerned. He felt that his son had not gone about it right in the first place. One of the conditions of his will was that if your husband  pardon me  if his son did not accept the proposition in regard to separating from you and taking up his rightful share of the estate, then to inherit anything at all  the mere ten thousand a year I mentioned before  he must  ah  he must pardon me, I seem a little brutal, but not intentionally so  marry you.

Jennie winced. It was such a cruel thing to say this to her face. This whole attempt to live together illegally had proved disastrous at every step. There was only one solution to the unfortunate business  she could see that plainly. She must leave him, or he must leave her. There was no other alternative. Lester living on ten thousand dollars a year! It seemed silly.

Mr. OBrien was watching her curiously. He was thinking that Lester both had and had not made a mistake. Why had he not married her in the first place? She was charming.

There is just one other point which I wish to make in this connection, Mrs. Kane, he went on softly and easily. I see now that it will not make any difference to you, but I am commissioned and in a way constrained to make it. I hope you will take it in the manner in which it is given. I dont know whether you are familiar with your husbands commercial interests or not?

No, said Jennie simply.

Well, in order to simplify matters, and to make it easier for you, should you decide to assist your husband to a solution of this very difficult situation  frankly, in case you might possibly decide to leave on your own account, and maintain a separate establishment of your own I am delighted to say that  ah  any sum, say  ah

Jennie rose and walked dazedly to one of the windows, clasping her hands as she went. Mr. OBrien rose also.

Well, be that as it may. In the event of your deciding to end the connection it has been suggested that any reasonable sum you might name, fifty, seventy-five, a hundred thousand dollars  Mr. OBrien was feeling very generous toward her would be gladly set aside for your benefit  put in trust, as it were, so that you would have it whenever you needed it. You would never want for anything.

Please dont, said Jennie, hurt beyond the power to express herself, unable mentally and physically to listen to another word. Please dont say any more. Please go away. Let me alone now, please. I can go away. I will. It will be arranged. But please dont talk to me any more, will you?

I understand how you feel, Mrs. Kane, went on Mr. OBrien, coming to a keen realization of her sufferings. I know exactly, believe me. I have said all I intend to say. It has been very hard for me to do this  very hard. I regret the necessity. You have my card. Please note the name. I will come any time you suggest, or you can write me. I will not detain you any longer. I am sorry. I hope you will see fit to say nothing to your husband of my visit  it will be advisable that you should keep your own counsel in the matter. I value his friendship very highly, and I am sincerely sorry.

Jennie only stared at the floor.

Mr. OBrien went out into the hall to get his coat. Jennie touched the electric button to summon the maid, and Jeannette came. Jennie went back into the library, and Mr. OBrien paced briskly down the front walk. When she was really alone she put her doubled hands to her chin, and stared at the floor, the queer design of the silken Turkish rug resolving itself into some curious picture. She saw herself in a small cottage somewhere, alone with Vesta; she saw Lester living in another world, and beside him Mrs. Gerald. She saw this house vacant, and then a long stretch of time, and then  

Oh, she sighed, choking back a desire to cry. With her hands she brushed away a hot tear from each eye. Then she got up.

It must be, she said to herself in thought. It must be. It should have been so long ago. And then Oh, thank God that papa is dead Anyhow, he did not live to see this.


CHAPTER LIII

The explanation which Lester had concluded to be inevitable, whether it led to separation or legalization of their hitherto banal condition, followed quickly upon the appearance of Mr. OBrien. On the day Mr. OBrien called he had gone on a journey to Hegewisch, a small manufacturing town in Wisconsin, where he had been invited to witness the trial of a new motor intended to operate elevators  with a view to possible investment. When he came out to the house, interested to tell Jennie something about it even in spite of the fact that he was thinking of leaving her, he felt a sense of depression everywhere, for Jennie, in spite of the serious and sensible conclusion she had reached, was not one who could conceal her feelings easily. She was brooding sadly over her proposed action, realizing that it was best to leave but finding it hard to summon the courage which would let her talk to him about it. She could not go without telling him what she thought. He ought to want to leave her. She was absolutely convinced that this one course of action  separation  was necessary and advisable. She could not think of him as daring to make a sacrifice of such proportions for her sake even if he wanted to. It was impossible. It was astonishing to her that he had let things go along as dangerously and silently as he had.

When he came in Jennie did her best to greet him with her accustomed smile, but it was a pretty poor imitation.

Everything all right? she asked, using her customary phrase of inquiry.

Quite, he answered. How are things with you?

Oh, just the same. She walked with him to the library, and he poked at the open fire with a long-handled poker before turning around to survey the room generally. It was five oclock of a January afternoon. Jennie had gone to one of the windows to lower the shade. As she came back he looked at her critically. Youre not quite your usual self, are you? he asked, sensing something out of the common in her attitude.

Why, yes, I feel all right, she replied, but there was a peculiar uneven motion to the movement of her lips  a rippling tremor which was unmistakable to him.

I think I know better than that, he said, still gazing at her steadily. Whats the trouble? Anything happened?

She turned away from him a moment to get her breath and collect her senses. Then she faced him again. There is something, she managed to say. I have to tell you something.

I know you have, he agreed, half smiling, but with a feeling that there was much of grave import back of this. What is it?

She was silent for a moment, biting her lips. She did not quite know how to begin. Finally she broke the spell with: There was a man here yesterday  a Mr. OBrien, of Cincinnati. Do you know him?

Yes, I know him. What did he want?

He came to talk to me about you and your fathers will.

She paused, for his face clouded immediately. Why the devil should he be talking to you about my fathers will! he exclaimed. What did he have to say?

Please dont get angry, Lester, said Jennie calmly, for she realized that she must remain absolute mistress of herself if anything were to be accomplished toward the resolution of her problem. He wanted to tell me what a sacrifice you are making, she went on. He wished to show me that there was only a little time left before you would lose your inheritance. Dont you want to act pretty soon? Dont you want to leave me.

Damn him! said Lester fiercely. What the devil does he mean by putting his nose in my private affairs? Cant they let me alone? He shook himself angrily. Damn them! he exclaimed again. This is some of Roberts work. Why should Knight, Keatley & OBrien be meddling in my affairs? This whole business is getting to be a nuisance! He was in a boiling rage in a moment, as was shown by his darkening skin and sulphurous eyes.

Jennie trembled before his anger. She did not know what to say.

He came to himself sufficiently after a time to add:

Well. Just what did he tell you?

He said that if you married me you would only get ten thousand a year. That if you didnt and still lived with me you would get nothing at all. If you would leave me, or I would leave you, you would get all of a million and a half. Dont you think you had better leave me now?

She had not intended to propound this leading question so quickly, but it came out as a natural climax to the situation. She realized instantly that if he were really in love with her he would answer with an emphatic no. If he didnt care, he would hesitate, he would delay, he would seek to put off the evil day of reckoning.

I dont see that, he retorted irritably. I dont see that theres any need for either interference or hasty action. What I object to is their coming here and mixing in my private affairs.

Jennie was cut to the quick by his indifference, his wrath instead of affection. To her the main point at issue was her leaving him or his leaving her. To him this recent interference was obviously the chief matter for discussion and consideration. The meddling of others before he was ready to act was the terrible thing. She had hoped, in spite of what she had seen, that possibly, because of the long time they had lived together and the things which (in a way) they had endured together, he might have come to care for her deeply  that she had stirred some emotion in him which would never brook real separation, though some seeming separation might be necessary. He had not married her, of course, but then there had been so many things against them. Now, in this final hour, anyhow, he might have shown that he cared deeply, even if he had deemed it necessary to let her go. She felt for the time being as if, for all that she had lived with him so long, she did not understand him, and yet, in spite of this feeling, she knew also that she did. He cared, in his way. He could not care for any one enthusiastically and demonstratively. He could care enough to seize her and take her to himself as he had, but he could not care enough to keep her if something more important appeared. He was debating her fate now. She was in a quandary, hurt, bleeding, but for once in her life, determined. Whether he wanted to or not, she must not let him make this sacrifice. She must leave him  if he would not leave her. It was not important enough that she should stay. There might be but one answer. But might he not show affection?

Dont you think you had better act soon? she continued, hoping that some word of feeling would come from him. There is only a little time left, isnt there?

Jennie nervously pushed a book to and fro on the table, her fear that she would not be able to keep up appearances troubling her greatly. It was hard for her to know what to do or say. Lester was so terrible when he became angry. Still it ought not to be so hard for him to go, now that he had Mrs. Gerald, if he only wished to do so  and he ought to. His fortune was so much more important to him than anything she could be.

Dont worry about that, he replied stubbornly, his wrath at his brother, and his family, and OBrien still holding him. Theres time enough. I dont know what I want to do yet. I like the effrontery of these people! But I wont talk any more about it; isnt dinner nearly ready? He was so injured in his pride that he scarcely took the trouble to be civil. He was forgetting all about her and what she was feeling. He hated his brother Robert for this affront. He would have enjoyed wringing the necks of Messrs. Knight, Keatley & OBrien, singly and collectively.

The question could not be dropped for good and all, and it came up again at dinner, after Jennie had done her best to collect her thoughts and quiet her nerves. They could not talk very freely because of Vesta and Jeannette, but she managed to get in a word or two.

I could take a little cottage somewhere, she suggested softly, hoping to find him in a modified mood. I would not want to stay here. I would not know what to do with a big house like this alone.

I wish you wouldnt discuss this business any longer, Jennie, he persisted. Im in no mood for it. I dont know that Im going to do anything of the sort. I dont know what Im going to do. He was so sour and obstinate, because of OBrien, that she finally gave it up. Vesta was astonished to see her stepfather, usually so courteous, in so grim a mood.

Jennie felt a curious sense that she might hold him if she would, for he was doubting; but she knew also that she should not wish. It was not fair to him. It was not fair to herself, or kind, or decent.

Oh yes, Lester, you must, she pleaded, at a later time. I wont talk about it any more, but you must. I wont let you do anything else.

There were hours when it came up afterward  every day, in fact  in their boudoir, in the library, in the dining-room, at breakfast, but not always in words. Jennie was worried. She was looking the worry she felt. She was sure that he should be made to act. Since he was showing more kindly consideration for her, she was all the more certain that he should act soon. Just how to go about it she did not know, but she looked at him longingly, trying to help him make up his mind. She would be happy, she assured herself  she would be happy thinking that he was happy once she was away from him. He was a good man, most delightful in everything, perhaps, save his gift of love. He really did not love her  could not perhaps, after all that had happened, even though she loved him most earnestly. But his family had been most brutal in their opposition, and this had affected his attitude. She could understand that, too. She could see now how his big, strong brain might be working in a circle. He was too decent to be absolutely brutal about this thing and leave her, too really considerate to look sharply after his own interests as he should, or hers  but he ought to.

You must decide, Lester, she kept saying to him, from time to time. You must let me go. What difference does it make? I will be all right. Maybe, when this thing is all over you might want to come back to me. If you do, I will be there.

Im not ready to come to a decision, was his invariable reply. I dont know that I want to leave you. This money is important, of course, but money isnt everything. I can live on ten thousand a year if necessary. Ive done it in the past.

Oh, but youre so much more placed in the world now, Lester, she argued. You cant do it. Look how much it costs to run this house alone. And a million and a half of dollars  why, I wouldnt let you think of losing that. Ill go myself first.

Where would you think of going if it came to that? he asked curiously.

Oh, Id find some place. Do you remember that little town of Sandwood, this side of Kenosha? I have often thought it would be a pleasant place to live.

I dont like to think of this, he said finally in an outburst of frankness. It doesnt seem fair. The conditions have all been against this union of ours. I suppose I should have married you in the first place. Im sorry now that I didnt.

Jennie choked in her throat, but said nothing.

Anyhow, this wont be the last of it, if I can help it, he concluded. He was thinking that the storm might blow over; once he had the money, and then  but he hated compromises and subterfuges.

It came by degrees to be understood that, toward the end of February, she should look around at Sandwood and see what she could find. She was to have ample means, he told her, everything that she wanted. After a time he might come out and visit her occasionally. And he was determined in his heart that he would make some people pay for the trouble they had caused him. He decided to send for Mr. OBrien shortly and talk things over. He wanted for his personal satisfaction to tell him what he thought of him.

At the same time, in the background of his mind, moved the shadowy figure of Mrs. Gerald  charming, sophisticated, well placed in every sense of the word. He did not want to give her the broad reality of full thought, but she was always there. He thought and thought. Perhaps Id better, he half concluded. When February came he was ready to act.


CHAPTER LIV

The little town of Sandwood, this side of Kenosha, as Jennie had expressed it, was only a short distance from Chicago, an hour and fifteen minutes by the local train. It had a population of some three hundred families, dwelling in small cottages, which were scattered over a pleasant area of lake-shore property. They were not rich people. The houses were not worth more than from three to five thousand dollars each, but, in most cases, they were harmoniously constructed, and the surrounding trees, green for the entire year, gave them a pleasing summery appearance. Jennie, at the time they had passed by there  it was an outing taken behind a pair of fast horses  had admired the look of a little white church steeple, set down among green trees, and the gentle rocking of the boats upon the summer water.

I should like to live in a place like this some time, she had said to Lester, and he had made the comment that it was a little too peaceful for him. I can imagine getting to the place where I might like this, but not now. Its too withdrawn.

Jennie thought of that expression afterward. It came to her when she thought that the world was trying. If she had to be alone ever and could afford it she would like to live in a place like Sandwood. There she would have a little garden, some chickens, perhaps, a tall pole with a pretty bird-house on it, and flowers and trees and green grass everywhere about. If she could have a little cottage in a place like this which commanded a view of the lake she could sit of a summer evening and sew. Vesta could play about or come home from school. She might have a few friends, or not any. She was beginning to think that she could do very well living alone if it were not for Vestas social needs. Books were pleasant things  she was finding that out  books like Irvings Sketch Book, Lambs Elia, and Hawthornes Twice Told Tales. Vesta was coming to be quite a musician in her way, having a keen sense of the delicate and refined in musical composition. She had a natural sense of harmony and a love for those songs and instrumental compositions which reflect sentimental and passionate moods; and she could sing and play quite well. Her voice was, of course, quite untrained  she was only fourteen  but it was pleasant to listen to. She was beginning to show the combined traits of her mother and father  Jennies gentle, speculative turn of mind, combined with Branders vivacity of spirit and innate executive capacity. She could talk to her mother in a sensible way about things, nature, books, dress, love, and from her developing tendencies Jennie caught keen glimpses of the new worlds which Vesta was to explore. The nature of modern school life, its consideration of various divisions of knowledge, music, science, all came to Jennie watching her daughter take up new themes. Vesta was evidently going to be a woman of considerable ability  not irritably aggressive, but self-constructive. She would be able to take care of herself. All this pleased Jennie and gave her great hopes for Vestas future.

The cottage which was finally secured at Sandwood was only a story and a half in height, but it was raised upon red brick piers between which were set green lattices and about which ran a veranda. The house was long and narrow, its full length  some five rooms in a row  facing the lake. There was a dining-room with windows opening even with the floor, a large library with built-in shelves for books, and a parlor whose three large windows afforded air and sunshine at all times.

The plot of ground in which this cottage stood was one hundred feet square and ornamented with a few trees. The former owner had laid out flower-beds, and arranged green hardwood tubs for the reception of various hardy plants and vines. The house was painted white, with green shutters and green shingles.

It had been Lesters idea, since this thing must be, that Jennie might keep the house in Hyde Park just as it was, but she did not want to do that. She could not think of living there alone. The place was too full of memories. At first, she did not think she would take anything much with her, but she finally saw that it was advisable to do as Lester suggested  to fit out the new place with a selection of silverware, hangings, and furniture from the Hyde Park house.

You have no idea what you will or may want, he said. Take everything. I certainly dont want any of it.

A lease of the cottage was taken for two years, together with an option for an additional five years, including the privilege of purchase. So long as he was letting her go, Lester wanted to be generous. He could not think of her as wanting for anything, and he did not propose that she should. His one troublesome thought was, what explanation was to be made to Vesta. He liked her very much and wanted her life kept free of complications.

Why not send her off to a boarding-school until spring? he suggested once; but owing to the lateness of the season this was abandoned as inadvisable. Later they agreed that business affairs made it necessary for him to travel and for Jennie to move. Later Vesta could be told that Jennie had left him for any reason she chose to give. It was a trying situation, all the more bitter to Jennie because she realized that in spite of the wisdom of it indifference to her was involved. He really did not care enough, as much as he cared.

The relationship of man and woman which we study so passionately in the hope of finding heaven knows what key to the mystery of existence holds no more difficult or trying situation than this of mutual compatibility broken or disrupted by untoward conditions which in themselves have so little to do with the real force and beauty of the relationship itself. These days of final dissolution in which this household, so charmingly arranged, the scene of so many pleasant activities, was literally going to pieces was a period of great trial to both Jennie and Lester. On her part it was one of intense suffering, for she was of that stable nature that rejoices to fix itself in a serviceable and harmonious relationship, and then stay so. For her life was made up of those mystic chords of sympathy and memory which bind up the transient elements of nature into a harmonious and enduring scene. One of those chords  this home was her home, united and made beautiful by her affection and consideration for each person and every object. Now the time had come when it must cease.

If she had ever had anything before in her life which had been like this it might have been easier to part with it now, though, as she had proved, Jennies affections were not based in any way upon material considerations. Her love of life and of personality were free from the taint of selfishness. She went about among these various rooms selecting this rug, that set of furniture, this and that ornament, wishing all the time with all her heart and soul that it need not be. Just to think, in a little while Lester would not come any more of an evening! She would not need to get up first of a morning and see that coffee was made for her lord, that the table in the dining-room looked just so. It had been a habit of hers to arrange a bouquet for the table out of the richest blooming flowers of the conservatory, and she had always felt in doing it that it was particularly for him. Now it would not be necessary any more  not for him. When one is accustomed to wait for the sound of a certain carriage-wheel of an evening grating upon your carriage drive, when one is used to listen at eleven, twelve, and one, waking naturally and joyfully to the echo of a certain step on the stair, the separation, the ending of these things, is keen with pain. These were the thoughts that were running through Jennies brain hour after hour and day after day.

Lester on his part was suffering in another fashion. His was not the sorrow of lacerated affection, of discarded and despised love, but of that painful sense of unfairness which comes to one who knows that he is making a sacrifice of the virtues  kindness, loyalty, affection  to policy. Policy was dictating a very splendid course of action from one point of view. Free of Jennie, providing for her admirably, he was free to go his way, taking to himself the mass of affairs which come naturally with great wealth. He could not help thinking of the thousand and one little things which Jennie had been accustomed to do for him, the hundred and one comfortable and pleasant and delightful things she meant to him. The virtues which she possessed were quite dear to his mind. He had gone over them time and again. Now he was compelled to go over them finally, to see that she was suffering without making a sign. Her manner and attitude toward him in these last days were quite the same as they had always been  no more, no less. She was not indulging in private hysterics, as another woman might have done; she was not pretending a fortitude in suffering she did not feel, showing him one face while wishing him to see another behind it. She was calm, gentle, considerate  thoughtful of him  where he would go and what he would do, without irritating him by her inquiries. He was struck quite favorably by her ability to take a large situation largely, and he admired her. There was something to this woman, let the world think what it might. It was a shame that her life was passed under such a troubled star. Still a great world was calling him. The sound of its voice was in his ears. It had on occasion shown him its bared teeth. Did he really dare to hesitate?

The last hour came, when having made excuses to this and that neighbor, when having spread the information that they were going abroad, when Lester had engaged rooms at the Auditorium, and the mass of furniture which could not be used had gone to storage, that it was necessary to say farewell to this Hyde Park domicile. Jennie had visited Sandwood in company with Lester several times. He had carefully examined the character of the place. He was satisfied that it was nice but lonely. Spring was at hand, the flowers would be something. She was going to keep a gardener and man of all work. Vesta would be with her.

Very well, he said, only I want you to be comfortable.

In the mean time Lester had been arranging his personal affairs. He had notified Messrs. Knight, Keatley & OBrien through his own attorney, Mr. Watson, that he would expect them to deliver his share of his fathers securities on a given date. He had made up his mind that as long as he was compelled by circumstances to do this thing he would do a number of other things equally ruthless. He would probably marry Mrs. Gerald. He would sit as a director in the United Carriage Company  with his share of the stock it would be impossible to keep him out. If he had Mrs. Geralds money he would become a controlling factor in the United Traction of Cincinnati, in which his brother was heavily interested, and in the Western Steel Works, of which his brother was now the leading adviser. What a different figure he would be now from that which he had been during the past few years!

Jennie was depressed to the point of despair. She was tremendously lonely. This home had meant so much to her. When she first came here and neighbors had begun to drop in she had imagined herself on the threshold of a great career, that some day, possibly, Lester would marry her. Now, blow after blow had been delivered, and the home and dream were a ruin. Gerhardt was gone. Jeannette, Harry Ward, and Mrs. Frissell had been discharged, the furniture for a good part was in storage, and for her, practically, Lester was no more. She realized clearly that he would not come back. If he could do this thing now, even considerately, he could do much more when he was free and away later. Immersed in his great affairs, he would forget, of course. And why not? She did not fit in. Had not everything  everything illustrated that to her? Love was not enough in this world  that was so plain. One needed education, wealth, training, the ability to fight and scheme, She did not want to do that. She could not.

The day came when the house was finally closed and the old life was at an end. Lester traveled with Jennie to Sandwood. He spent some little while in the house trying to get her used to the idea of change  it was not so bad. He intimated that he would come again soon, but he went away, and all his words were as nothing against the fact of the actual and spiritual separation. When Jennie saw him going down the brick walk that afternoon, his solid, conservative figure clad in a new tweed suit, his overcoat on his arm, self-reliance and prosperity written all over him, she thought that she would die. She had kissed Lester good-by and had wished him joy, prosperity, peace; then she made an excuse to go to her bedroom. Vesta came after a time, to seek her, but now her eyes were quite dry; everything had subsided to a dull ache. The new life was actually begun for her  a life without Lester, without Gerhardt, without any one save Vesta.

What curious things have happened to me! she thought, as she went into the kitchen, for she had determined to do at least some of her own work. She needed the distraction. She did not want to think. If it were not for Vesta she would have sought some regular outside employment. Anything to keep from brooding, for in that direction lay madness.


CHAPTER LV

The social and business worlds of Chicago, Cincinnati, Cleveland, and other cities saw, during the year or two which followed the breaking of his relationship with Jennie, a curious rejuvenation in the social and business spirit of Lester Kane. He had become rather distant and indifferent to certain personages and affairs while he was living with her, but now he suddenly appeared again, armed with authority from a number of sources, looking into this and that matter with the air of one who has the privilege of power, and showing himself to be quite a personage from the point of view of finance and commerce. He was older of course. It must be admitted that he was in some respects a mentally altered Lester. Up to the time he had met Jennie he was full of the assurance of the man who has never known defeat. To have been reared in luxury as he had been, to have seen only the pleasant side of society, which is so persistent and so deluding where money is concerned, to have been in the run of big affairs not because one has created them, but because one is a part of them and because they are ones birthright, like the air one breathes, could not help but create one of those illusions of solidarity which is apt to befog the clearest brain. It is so hard for us to know what we have not seen. It is so difficult for us to feel what we have not experienced. Like this world of ours, which seems so solid and persistent solely because we have no knowledge of the power which creates it, Lesters world seemed solid and persistent and real enough to him. It was only when the storms set in and the winds of adversity blew and he found himself facing the armed forces of convention that he realized he might be mistaken as to the value of his personality, that his private desires and opinions were as nothing in the face of a public conviction; that he was wrong. The race spirit, or social avatar, the Zeitgeist as the Germans term it, manifested itself as something having a system in charge, and the organization of society began to show itself to him as something based on possibly a spiritual, or, at least, superhuman counterpart. He could not fly in the face of it. He could not deliberately ignore its mandates. The people of his time believed that some particular form of social arrangement was necessary, and unless he complied with that he could, as he saw, readily become a social outcast. His own father and mother had turned on him  his brother and sisters, society, his friends. Dear heaven, what a to-do this action of his had created! Why, even the fates seemed adverse. His real estate venture was one of the most fortuitously unlucky things he had ever heard of. Why? Were the gods battling on the side of a to him unimportant social arrangement? Apparently. Anyhow, he had been compelled to quit, and here he was, vigorous, determined, somewhat battered by the experience, but still forceful and worth while.

And it was a part of the penalty that he had become measurably soured by what had occurred. He was feeling that he had been compelled to do the first ugly, brutal thing of his life. Jennie deserved better of him. It was a shame to forsake her after all the devotion she had manifested. Truly she had played a finer part than he. Worst of all, his deed could not be excused on the grounds of necessity. He could have lived on ten thousand a year; he could have done without the million and more which was now his. He could have done without the society, the pleasures of which had always been a lure. He could have, but he had not, and he had complicated it all with the thought of another woman.

Was she as good as Jennie? That was a question which always rose before him. Was she as kindly? Wasnt she deliberately scheming under his very eyes to win him away from the woman who was as good as his wife? Was that admirable? Was it the thing a truly big woman would do? Was she good enough for him after all? Ought he to marry her? Ought he to marry any one seeing that he really owed a spiritual if not a legal allegiance to Jennie? Was it worth while for any woman to marry him? These things turned in his brain. They haunted him. He could not shut out the fact that he was doing a cruel and unlovely thing.

Material error in the first place was now being complicated with spiritual error. He was attempting to right the first by committing the second. Could it be done to his own satisfaction? Would it pay mentally and spiritually? Would it bring him peace of mind? He was thinking, thinking, all the while he was readjusting his life to the old (or perhaps better yet, new) conditions, and he was not feeling any happier. As a matter of fact he was feeling worse  grim, revengeful. If he married Letty he thought at times it would be to use her fortune as a club to knock other enemies over the head, and he hated to think he was marrying her for that. He took up his abode at the Auditorium, visited Cincinnati in a distant and aggressive spirit, sat in council with the board of directors, wishing that he was more at peace with himself, more interested in life. But he did not change his policy in regard to Jennie.

Of course Mrs. Gerald had been vitally interested in Lesters rehabilitation. She waited tactfully some little time before sending him any word; finally she ventured to write to him at the Hyde Park address (as if she did not know where he was), asking, Where are you? By this time Lester had become slightly accustomed to the change in his life. He was saying to himself that he needed sympathetic companionship, the companionship of a woman, of course. Social invitations had begun to come to him now that he was alone and that his financial connections were so obviously restored. He had made his appearance, accompanied only by a Japanese valet, at several country houses, the best sign that he was once more a single man. No reference was made by any one to the past.

On receiving Mrs. Geralds note he decided that he ought to go and see her. He had treated her rather shabbily. For months preceding his separation from Jennie he had not gone near her. Even now he waited until time brought a phoned invitation to dinner. This he accepted.

Mrs. Gerald was at her best as a hostess at her perfectly appointed dinner-table. Alboni, the pianist, was there on this occasion, together with Adam Rascavage, the sculptor, a visiting scientist from England, Sir Nelson Keyes, and, curiously enough, Mr. and Mrs. Berry Dodge, whom Lester had not met socially in several years. Mrs. Gerald and Lester exchanged the joyful greetings of those who understand each other thoroughly and are happy in each others company. Arent you ashamed of yourself, sir, she said to him when he made his appearance, to treat me so indifferently? You are going to be punished for this.

Whats the damage? he smiled. Ive been extremely rushed. I suppose something like ninety stripes will serve me about right.

Ninety stripes, indeed! she retorted. Youre letting yourself off easy. What is it they do to evil-doers in Siam?

Boil them in oil, I suppose.

Well, anyhow, thats more like. Im thinking of something terrible.

Be sure and tell me when you decide, he laughed, and passed on to be presented to distinguished strangers by Mrs. De Lincum who aided Mrs. Gerald in receiving.

The talk was stimulating. Lester was always at his ease intellectually, and this mental atmosphere revived him. Presently he turned to greet Berry Dodge, who was standing at his elbow.

Dodge was all cordiality. Where are you now? he asked. We havent seen you in  oh, when? Mrs. Dodge is waiting to have a word with you. Lester noticed the change in Dodges attitude.

Some time, thats sure, he replied easily. Im living at the Auditorium.

I was asking after you the other day. You know Jackson Du Bois? Of course you do. We were thinking of running up into Canada for some hunting. Why dont you join us?

I cant, replied Lester. Too many things on hand just now. Later, surely.

Dodge was anxious to continue. He had seen Lesters election as a director of the C. H. & D. Obviously he was coming back into the world. But dinner was announced and Lester sat at Mrs. Geralds right hand.

Arent you coming to pay me a dinner call some afternoon after this? asked Mrs. Gerald confidentially when the conversation was brisk at the other end of the table.

I am, indeed, he replied, and shortly. Seriously, Ive been wanting to look you up. You understand though how things are now?

I do. Ive heard a great deal. Thats why I want you to come. We need to talk together.

Ten days later he did call. He felt as if he must talk with her; he was feeling bored and lonely; his long home life with Jennie had made hotel life objectionable. He felt as though he must find a sympathetic, intelligent ear, and where better than here? Letty was all ears for his troubles. She would have pillowed his solid head upon her breast in a moment if that had been possible.

Well, he said, when the usual fencing preliminaries were over, what will you have me say in explanation?

Have you burned your bridges behind you? she asked.

Im not so sure, he replied gravely. And I cant say that Im feeling any too joyous about the matter as a whole.

I thought as much, she replied. I knew how it would be with you. I can see you wading through this mentally, Lester. I have been watching you, every step of the way, wishing you peace of mind. These things are always so difficult, but dont you know I am still sure its for the best. It never was right the other way. It never could be. You couldnt afford to sink back into a mere shell-fish life. You are not organized temperamentally for that any more than I am. You may regret what you are doing now, but you would have regretted the other thing quite as much and more. You couldnt work your life out that way  now, could you?

I dont know about that, Letty. Really, I dont. Ive wanted to come and see you for a long time, but I didnt think that I ought to. The fight was outside  you know what I mean.

Yes, indeed, I do, she said soothingly.

Its still inside. I havent gotten over it. I dont know whether this financial business binds me sufficiently or not. Ill be frank and tell you that I cant say I love her entirely; but Im sorry, and thats something.

Shes comfortably provided for, of course, she commented rather than inquired.

Everything she wants. Jennie is of a peculiar disposition. She doesnt want much. Shes retiring by nature and doesnt care for show. Ive taken a cottage for her at Sandwood, a little place north of here on the lake; and theres plenty of money in trust, but, of course, she knows she can live anywhere she pleases.

I understand exactly how she feels, Lester. I know how you feel. She is going to suffer very keenly for a while  we all do when we have to give up the thing we love. But we can get over it, and we do. At least, we can live. She will. It will go hard at first, but after a while she will see how it is, and she wont feel any the worse toward you.

Jennie will never reproach me, I know that, he replied. Im the one who will do the reproaching. Ill be abusing myself for some time. The trouble is with my particular turn of mind. I cant tell, for the life of me, how much of this disturbing feeling of mine is habit  the condition that Im accustomed to  and how much is sympathy. I sometimes think Im the the most pointless individual in the world. I think too much.

Poor Lester! she said tenderly. Well, I understand for one. Youre lonely living where you are, arent you?

I am that, he replied.

Why not come and spend a few days down at West Baden? Im going there.

When? he inquired.

Next Tuesday.

Let me see, he replied. Im not sure that I can. He consulted his notebook. I could come Thursday, for a few days.

Why not do that? You need company. We can walk and talk things out down there. Will you?

Yes, I will, he replied.

She came toward him, trailing a lavender lounging robe. Youre such a solemn philosopher, sir, she observed comfortably, working through all the ramifications of things. Why do you? You were always like that.

I cant help it, he replied. Its my nature to think.

Well, one thing I know and she tweaked his ear gently. Youre not going to make another mistake through sympathy if I can help it, she said daringly. Youre going to stay disentangled long enough to give yourself a chance to think out what you want to do. You must. And I wish for one thing youd take over the management of my affairs. You could advise me so much better than my lawyer.

He arose and walked to the window, turning to look back at her solemnly. I know what you want, he said doggedly.

And why shouldnt I? she demanded, again approaching him. She looked at him pleadingly, defiantly. Yes, why shouldnt I?

You dont know what youre doing, he grumbled; but he kept on looking at her; she stood there, attractive as a woman of her age could be, wise, considerate, full of friendship and affection.

Letty, he said. You ought not to want to marry me. Im not worth it. Really Im not. Im too cynical. Too indifferent. It wont be worth anything in the long run.

It will be worth something to me, she insisted. I know what you are. Anyhow, I dont care. I want you!

He took her hands, then her arms. Finally he drew her to him, and put his arms about her waist. Poor Letty! he said; Im not worth it. Youll be sorry.

No, Ill not, she replied. I know what Im doing. I dont care what you think you are worth. She laid her cheek on his shoulder. I want you.

If you keep on I venture to say youll have me, he returned. He bent and kissed her.

Oh, she exclaimed, and hid her hot face against his breast.

This is bad business, he thought, even as he held her within the circle of his arms. It isnt what I ought to be doing.

Still he held her, and now when she offered her lips coaxingly he kissed her again and again.


CHAPTER LVI

It is difficult to say whether Lester might not have returned to Jennie after all but for certain influential factors. After a time, with his control of his portion of the estate firmly settled in his hands and the storm of original feeling forgotten, he was well aware that diplomacy  if he ignored his natural tendency to fulfil even implied obligations  could readily bring about an arrangement whereby he and Jennie could be together. But he was haunted by the sense of what might be called an important social opportunity in the form of Mrs. Gerald. He was compelled to set over against his natural tendency toward Jennie a consciousness of what he was ignoring in the personality and fortunes of her rival, who was one of the most significant and interesting figures on the social horizon. For think as he would, these two women were now persistently opposed in his consciousness. The one polished, sympathetic, philosophic  schooled in all the niceties of polite society, and with the means to gratify her every wish; the other natural, sympathetic, emotional, with no schooling in the ways of polite society, but with a feeling for the beauty of life and the lovely things in human relationship which made her beyond any question an exceptional woman. Mrs. Gerald saw it and admitted it. Her criticism of Lesters relationship with Jennie was not that she was not worth while, but that conditions made it impolitic. On the other hand, union with her was an ideal climax for his social aspirations. This would bring everything out right. He would be as happy with her as he would be with Jennie  almost  and he would have the satisfaction of knowing that this Western social and financial world held no more significant figure than himself. It was not wise to delay either this latter excellent solution of his material problems, and after thinking it over long and seriously he finally concluded that he would not. He had already done Jennie the irreparable wrong of leaving her. What difference did it make if he did this also? She was possessed of everything she could possibly want outside of himself. She had herself deemed it advisable for him to leave. By such figments of the brain, in the face of unsettled and disturbing conditions, he was becoming used to the idea of a new alliance.

The thing which prevented an eventual resumption of relationship in some form with Jennie was the constant presence of Mrs. Gerald. Circumstances conspired to make her the logical solution of his mental quandary at this time. Alone he could do nothing save to make visits here and there, and he did not care to do that. He was too indifferent mentally to gather about him as a bachelor that atmosphere which he enjoyed and which a woman like Mrs. Gerald could so readily provide. United with her it was simple enough. Their home then, wherever it was, would be full of clever people. He would need to do little save to appear and enjoy it. She understood quite as well as any one how he liked to live. She enjoyed to meet the people he enjoyed meeting. There were so many things they could do together nicely. He visited West Baden at the same time she did, as she suggested. He gave himself over to her in Chicago for dinners, parties, drives. Her house was quite as much his own as hers  she made him feel so. She talked to him about her affairs, showing him exactly how they stood and why she wished him to intervene in this and that matter. She did not wish him to be much alone. She did not want him to think or regret. She came to represent to him comfort, forgetfulness, rest from care. With the others he visited at her house occasionally, and it gradually became rumored about that he would marry her. Because of the fact that there had been so much discussion of his previous relationship, Letty decided that if ever this occurred it should be a quiet affair. She wanted a simple explanation in the papers of how it had come about, and then afterward, when things were normal again and gossip had subsided, she would enter on a dazzling social display for his sake.

Why not let us get married in April and go abroad for the summer? she asked once, after they had reached a silent understanding that marriage would eventually follow. Lets go to Japan. Then we can come back in the fall, and take a house on the drive.

Lester had been away from Jennie so long now that the first severe wave of self-reproach had passed. He was still doubtful, but he preferred to stifle his misgivings. Very well, he replied, almost jokingly. Only dont let there be any fuss about it.

Do you really mean that, sweet? she exclaimed, looking over at him; they had been spending the evening together quietly reading and chatting.

Ive thought about it a long while, he replied. I dont see why not.

She came over to him and sat on his knee, putting her arms upon his shoulders.

I can scarcely believe you said that, she said, looking at him curiously.

Shall I take it back? he asked.

No, no. Its agreed for April now. And well go to Japan. You cant change your mind. There wont be any fuss. But my, what a trousseau I will prepare!

He smiled a little constrainedly as she tousled his head; there was a missing note somewhere in this gamut of happiness; perhaps it was because he was getting old.


CHAPTER LVII

In the meantime Jennie was going her way, settling herself in the markedly different world in which henceforth she was to move. It seemed a terrible thing at first  this life without Lester. Despite her own strong individuality, her ways had become so involved with his that there seemed to be no possibility of disentangling them. Constantly she was with him in thought and action, just as though they had never separated. Where was he now? What was he doing? What was he saying? How was he looking? In the mornings when she woke it was with the sense that he must be beside her. At night as if she could not go to bed alone. He would come after a while surely  ah, no, of course he would not come. Dear heaven, think of that! Never any more. And she wanted him so.

Again there were so many little trying things to adjust, for a change of this nature is too radical to be passed over lightly. The explanation she had to make to Vesta was of all the most important. This little girl, who was old enough now to see and think for herself, was not without her surmises and misgivings. Vesta recalled that her mother had been accused of not being married to her father when she was born. She had seen the article about Jennie and Lester in the Sunday paper at the time it had appeared  it had been shown to her at school  but she had had sense enough to say nothing about it, feeling somehow that Jennie would not like it. Lesters disappearance was a complete surprise; but she had learned in the last two or three years that her mother was very sensitive, and that she could hurt her in unexpected ways. Jennie was finally compelled to tell Vesta that Lesters fortune had been dependent on his leaving her, solely because she was not of his station. Vesta listened soberly and half suspected the truth. She felt terribly sorry for her mother, and, because of Jennies obvious distress, she was trebly gay and courageous. She refused outright the suggestion of going to a boarding-school and kept as close to her mother as she could. She found interesting books to read with her, insisted that they go to see plays together, played to her on the piano, and asked for her mothers criticisms on her drawing and modeling. She found a few friends in the excellent Sand wood school, and brought them home of an evening to add lightness and gaiety to the cottage life. Jennie, through her growing appreciation of Vestas fine character, became more and more drawn toward her. Lester was gone, but at least she had Vesta. That prop would probably sustain her in the face of a waning existence.

There was also her history to account for to the residents of Sandwood. In many cases where one is content to lead a secluded life it is not necessary to say much of ones past, but as a rule something must be said. People have the habit of inquiring  if they are no more than butchers and bakers. By degrees one must account for this and that fact, and it was so here. She could not say that her husband was dead. Lester might come back. She had to say that she had left him  to give the impression that it would be she, if any one, who would permit him to return. This put her in an interesting and sympathetic light in the neighborhood. It was the most sensible thing to do. She then settled down to a quiet routine of existence, waiting what dénouement to her life she could not guess.

Sandwood life was not without its charms for a lover of nature, and this, with the devotion of Vesta, offered some slight solace. There was the beauty of the lake, which, with its passing boats, was a never-ending source of joy, and there were many charming drives in the surrounding country. Jennie had her own horse and carryall  one of the horses of the pair they had used in Hyde Park. Other household pets appeared in due course of time, including a collie, that Vesta named Rats; she had brought him from Chicago as a puppy, and he had grown to be a sterling watch-dog, sensible and affectionate. There was also a cat, Jimmy Woods, so called after a boy Vesta knew, and to whom she insisted the cat bore a marked resemblance. There was a singing thrush, guarded carefully against a roving desire for bird-food on the part of Jimmy Woods, and a jar of goldfish. So this little household drifted along quietly and dreamily indeed, but always with the undercurrent of feeling which ran so still because it was so deep.

There was no word from Lester for the first few weeks following his departure; he was too busy following up the threads of his new commercial connections and too considerate to wish to keep Jennie in a state of mental turmoil over communications which, under the present circumstances, could mean nothing. He preferred to let matters rest for the time being; then a little later he would write her sanely and calmly of how things were going. He did this after the silence of a month, saying that he had been pretty well pressed by commercial affairs, that he had been in and out of the city frequently (which was the truth), and that he would probably be away from Chicago a large part of the time in the future. He inquired after Vesta and the condition of affairs generally at Sandwood. I may get up there one of these days, he suggested, but he really did not mean to come, and Jennie knew that he did not.

Another month passed, and then there was a second letter from him, not so long as the first one. Jennie had written him frankly and fully, telling him just how things stood with her. She concealed entirely her own feelings in the matter, saying that she liked the life very much, and that she was glad to be at Sand wood. She expressed the hope that now everything was coming out for the best for him, and tried to show him that she was really glad matters had been settled. You mustnt think of me as being unhappy, she said in one place, for Im not. I am sure it ought to be just as it is, and I wouldnt be happy if it were any other way. Lay out your life so as to give yourself the greatest happiness, Lester, she added. You deserve it. Whatever you do will be just right for me. I wont mind. She had Mrs. Gerald in mind, and he suspected as much, but he felt that her generosity must be tinged greatly with self-sacrifice and secret unhappiness. It was the one thing which made him hesitate about taking that final step.

The written word and the hidden thought  how they conflict! After six months the correspondence was more or less perfunctory on his part, and at eight it had ceased temporarily.

One morning, as she was glancing over the daily paper, she saw among the society notes the following item:

The engagement of Mrs. Malcolm Gerald, of 4044 Drexel Boulevard, to Lester Kane, second son of the late Archibald Kane, of Cincinnati, was formally announced at a party given by the prospective bride on Tuesday to a circle of her immediate friends. The wedding will take place in April.

The paper fell from her hands. For a few minutes she sat perfectly still, looking straight ahead of her. Could this thing be so? she asked herself. Had it really come at last? She had known that it must come, and yet  and yet she had always hoped that it would not. Why had she hoped? Had not she herself sent him away? Had not she herself suggested this very thing in a roundabout way? It had come now. What must she do? Stay here as a pensioner? The idea was objectionable to her. And yet he had set aside a goodly sum to be hers absolutely. In the hands of a trust company in La Salle Street were railway certificates aggregating seventy-five thousand dollars, which yielded four thousand five hundred annually, the income being paid to her direct. Could she refuse to receive this money? There was Vesta to be considered.

Jennie felt hurt through and through by this denouement, and yet as she sat there she realized that it was foolish to be angry. Life was always doing this sort of a thing to her. It would go on doing so. She was sure of it. If she went out in the world and earned her own living what difference would it make to him? What difference would it make to Mrs. Gerald? Here she was walled in this little place, leading an obscure existence, and there was he out in the great world enjoying life in its fullest and freest sense. It was too bad. But why cry? Why?

Her eyes indeed were dry, but her very soul seemed to be torn in pieces within her. She rose carefully, hid the newspaper at the bottom of a trunk, and turned the key upon it.


CHAPTER LVIII

Now that his engagement to Mrs. Gerald was an accomplished, fact, Lester found no particular difficulty in reconciling himself to the new order of things; undoubtedly it was all for the best. He was sorry for Jennie  very sorry. So was Mrs. Gerald; but there was a practical unguent to her grief in the thought that it was best for both Lester and the girl. He would be happier  was so now. And Jennie would eventually realize that she had done a wise and kindly thing; she would be glad in the consciousness that she had acted so unselfishly. As for Mrs. Gerald, because of her indifference to the late Malcolm Gerald, and because she was realizing the dreams of her youth in getting Lester at last  even though a little late  she was intensely happy. She could think of nothing finer than this daily life with him  the places they would go, the things they would see. Her first season in Chicago as Mrs. Lester Kane the following winter was going to be something worth remembering. And as for Japan  that was almost too good to be true.

Lester wrote to Jennie of his coming marriage to Mrs. Gerald. He said that he had no explanation to make. It wouldnt be worth anything if he did make it. He thought he ought to marry Mrs. Gerald. He thought he ought to let her (Jennie) know. He hoped she was well. He wanted her always to feel that he had her real interests at heart. He would do anything in his power to make life as pleasant and agreeable for her as possible. He hoped she would forgive him. And would she remember him affectionately to Vesta? She ought to be sent to a finishing school.

Jennie understood the situation perfectly. She knew that Lester had been drawn to Mrs. Gerald from the time he met her at the Carlton in London. She had been angling for him. Now she had him. It was all right. She hoped he would be happy. She was glad to write and tell him so, explaining that she had seen the announcement in the papers. Lester read her letter thoughtfully; there was more between the lines than the written words conveyed. Her fortitude was a charm to him even in this hour. In spite of all he had done and what he was now going to do, he realized that he still cared for Jennie in a way. She was a noble and a charming woman. If everything else had been all right he would not be going to marry Mrs. Gerald at all. And yet he did marry her.

The ceremony was performed on April fifteenth, at the residence of Mrs. Gerald, a Roman Catholic priest officiating. Lester was a poor example of the faith he occasionally professed. He was an agnostic, but because he had been reared in the church he felt that he might as well be married in it. Some fifty guests, intimate friends, had been invited. The ceremony went off with perfect smoothness. There were jubilant congratulations and showers of rice and confetti. While the guests were still eating and drinking Lester and Letty managed to escape by a side entrance into a closed carriage, and were off. Fifteen minutes later there was pursuit pell-mell on the part of the guests to the Chicago, Rock Island and Pacific depot; but by that time the happy couple were in their private car, and the arrival of the rice throwers made no difference. More champagne was opened; then the starting of the train ended all excitement, and the newly wedded pair were at last safely off.

Well, now you have me, said Lester, cheerfully pulling Letty down beside him into a seat, what of it?

This of it, she exclaimed, and hugged him close, kissing him fervently. In four days they were in San Francisco, and two days later on board a fast steamship bound for the land of the Mikado.

In the meanwhile Jennie was left to brood. The original announcement in the newspapers had said that he was to be married in April, and she had kept close watch for additional information. Finally she learned that the wedding would take place on April fifteenth at the residence of the prospective bride, the hour being high noon. In spite of her feeling of resignation, Jennie followed it all hopelessly, like a child, hungry and forlorn, looking into a lighted window at Christmas time.

On the day of the wedding she waited miserably for twelve oclock to strike; it seemed as though she were really present  and looking on. She could see in her minds eye the handsome residence, the carriages, the guests, the feast, the merriment, the ceremony  all. Telepathically and psychologically she received impressions of the private car and of the joyous journey they were going to take. The papers had stated that they would spend their honeymoon in Japan. Their honeymoon! Her Lester! And Mrs. Gerald was so attractive. She could see her now  the new Mrs. Kane  the only Mrs. Kane that ever was, lying in his arms. He had held her so once. He had loved her. Yes, he had! There was a solid lump in her throat as she thought of this. Oh, dear! She sighed to herself, and clasped her hands forcefully; but it did no good. She was just as miserable as before.

When the day was over she was actually relieved; anyway, the deed was done and nothing could change it. Vesta was sympathetically aware of what was happening, but kept silent. She too had seen the report in the newspaper. When the first and second day after had passed Jennie was much calmer mentally, for now she was face to face with the inevitable. But it was weeks before the sharp pain dulled to the old familiar ache. Then there were months before they would be back again, though, of course, that made no difference now. Only Japan seemed so far off, and somehow she had liked the thought that Lester was near her  somewhere in the city.

The spring and summer passed, and now it was early in October. One chilly day Vesta came home from school complaining of a headache. When Jennie had given her hot milk  a favorite remedy of her mothers  and had advised a cold towel for the back of her head, Vesta went to her room and lay down. The following morning she had a slight fever. This lingered while the local physician, Dr. Emory, treated her tentatively, suspecting that it might be typhoid, of which there were several cases in the village. This doctor told Jennie that Vesta was probably strong enough constitutionally to shake it off, but it might be that she would have a severe siege. Mistrusting her own skill in so delicate a situation, Jennie sent to Chicago for a trained nurse, and then began a period of watchfulness which was a combination of fear, longing, hope, and courage.

Now there could be no doubt; the disease was typhoid. Jennie hesitated about communicating with Lester, who was supposed to be in New York; the papers had said that he intended to spend the winter there. But when the doctor, after watching the case for a week, pronounced it severe, she thought she ought to write anyhow, for no one could tell what would happen. Lester had been so fond of Vesta. He would probably want to know.

The letter sent to him did not reach him, for at the time it arrived he was on his way to the West Indies. Jennie was compelled to watch alone by Vestas sick-bed, for although sympathetic neighbors, realizing the pathos of the situation were attentive, they could not supply the spiritual consolation which only those who truly love us can give. There was a period when Vesta appeared to be rallying, and both the physician and the nurse were hopeful; but afterward she became weaker. It was said by Dr. Emory that her heart and kidneys had become affected.

There came a time when the fact had to be faced that death was imminent. The doctors face was grave, the nurse was non-committal in her opinion. Jennie hovered about, praying the only prayer that is prayer  the fervent desire of her heart concentrated on the one issue  that Vesta should get well. The child had come so close to her during the last few years! She understood her mother. She was beginning to realize clearly what her life had been. And Jennie, through her, had grown to a broad understanding of responsibility. She knew now what it meant to be a good mother and to have children. If Lester had not objected to it, and she had been truly married, she would have been glad to have others. Again, she had always felt that she owed Vesta so much  at least a long and happy life to make up to her for the ignominy of her birth and rearing. Jennie had been so happy during the past few years to see Vesta growing into beautiful, graceful, intelligent womanhood. And now she was dying. Dr. Emory finally sent to Chicago for a physician friend of his, who came to consider the case with him. He was an old man, grave, sympathetic, understanding. He shook his head. The treatment has been correct, he said. Her system does not appear to be strong enough to endure the strain. Some physiques are more susceptible to this malady than others. It was agreed that if within three days a change for the better did not come the end was close at hand.

No one can conceive the strain to which Jennies spirit was subjected by this intelligence, for it was deemed best that she should know. She hovered about white-faced  feeling intensely, but scarcely thinking. She seemed to vibrate consciously with Vestas altering states. If there was the least improvement she felt it physically. If there was a decline her barometric temperament registered the fact.

There was a Mrs. Davis, a fine, motherly soul of fifty, stout and sympathetic, who lived four doors from Jennie, and who understood quite well how she was feeling. She had co-operated with the nurse and doctor from the start to keep Jennies mental state as nearly normal as possible.

Now, you just go to your room and lie down, Mrs. Kane, she would say to Jennie when she found her watching helplessly at the bedside or wandering to and fro, wondering what to do. Ill take charge of everything. Ill do just what you would do. Lord bless you, dont you think I know? Ive been the mother of seven and lost three. Dont you think I understand? Jennie put her head on her big, warm shoulder one day and cried. Mrs. Davis cried with her. I understand, she said. There, there, you poor dear. Now you come with me. And she led her to her sleeping-room.

Jennie could not be away long. She came back after a few minutes unrested and unrefreshed. Finally one midnight, when the nurse had persuaded her that all would be well until morning anyhow, there came a hurried stirring in the sick-room. Jennie was lying down for a few minutes on her bed in the adjoining room. She heard it and arose. Mrs. Davis had come in, and she and the nurse were conferring as to Vestas condition  standing close beside her.

Jennie understood. She came up and looked at her daughter keenly. Vestas pale, waxen face told the story. She was breathing faintly, her eyes closed. Shes very weak, whispered the nurse. Mrs. Davis took Jennies hand.

The moments passed, and after a time the clock in the hall struck one. Miss Murfree, the nurse, moved to the medicine-table several times, wetting a soft piece of cotton cloth with alcohol and bathing Vestas lips. At the striking of the half-hour there was a stir of the weak body  a profound sigh. Jennie bent forward eagerly, but Mrs. Davis drew her back. The nurse came and motioned them away. Respiration had ceased.

Mrs. Davis seized Jennie firmly. There, there, you poor dear, she whispered when she began to shake. It cant be helped. Dont cry.

Jennie sank on her knees beside the bed and caressed Vestas still warm hand. Oh no, Vesta, she pleaded. Not you! Not you!

There, dear, come now, soothed the voice of Mrs. Davis. Cant you leave it all in Gods hands? Cant you believe that everything is for the best?

Jennie felt as if the earth had fallen. All ties were broken. There was no light anywhere in the immense darkness of her existence.


CHAPTER LIX

This added blow from inconsiderate fortune was quite enough to throw Jennie back into that state of hyper-melancholia from which she had been drawn with difficulty during the few years of comfort and affection which she had enjoyed with Lester in Hyde Park. It was really weeks before she could realize that Vesta was gone. The emaciated figure which she saw for a day or two after the end did not seem like Vesta. Where was the joy and lightness, the quickness of motion, the subtle radiance of health? All gone. Only this pale, lily-hued shell  and silence. Jennie had no tears to shed; only a deep, insistent pain to feel. If only some counselor of eternal wisdom could have whispered to her that obvious and convincing truth  there are no dead.

Miss Murfree, Dr. Emory, Mrs. Davis, and some others among the neighbors were most sympathetic and considerate. Mrs. Davis sent a telegram to Lester saying that Vesta was dead, but, being absent, there was no response. The house was looked after with scrupulous care by others, for Jennie was incapable of attending to it herself. She walked about looking at things which Vesta had owned or liked  things which Lester or she had given her  sighing over the fact that Vesta would not need or use them any more. She gave instructions that the body should be taken to Chicago and buried in the Cemetery of the Redeemer, for Lester, at the time of Gerhardts death, had purchased a small plot of ground there. She also expressed her wish that the minister of the little Lutheran church in Cottage Grove Avenue, where Gerhardt had attended, should be requested to say a few words at the grave. There were the usual preliminary services at the house. The local Methodist minister read a portion of the first epistle of Paul to the Thessalonians, and a body of Vestas classmates sang Nearer My God to Thee. There were flowers, a white coffin, a world of sympathetic expressions, and then Vesta was taken away. The coffin was properly incased for transportation, put on the train, and finally delivered at the Lutheran cemetery in Chicago.

Jennie moved as one in a dream. She was dazed, almost to the point of insensibility. Five of her neighborhood friends, at the solicitation of Mrs. Davis, were kind enough to accompany her. At the grave-side when the body was finally lowered she looked at it, one might have thought indifferently, for she was numb from suffering. She returned to Sandwood after it was all over, saying that she would not stay long. She wanted to come back to Chicago, where she could be near Vesta and Gerhardt.

After the funeral Jennie tried to think of her future. She fixed her mind on the need of doing something, even though she did not need to. She thought that she might like to try nursing, and could start at once to obtain the training which was required. She also thought of William. He was unmarried, and perhaps he might be willing to come and live with her. Only she did not know where he was, and Bass was also in ignorance of his whereabouts. She finally concluded that she would try to get work in a store. Her disposition was against idleness. She could not live alone here, and she could not have her neighbors sympathetically worrying over what was to become of her. Miserable as she was, she would be less miserable stopping in a hotel in Chicago, and looking for something to do, or living in a cottage somewhere near the Cemetery of the Redeemer. It also occurred to her that she might adopt a homeless child. There were a number of orphan asylums in the city.

Some three weeks after Vestas death Lester returned to Chicago with his wife, and discovered the first letter, the telegram, and an additional note telling him that Vesta was dead. He was truly grieved, for his affection for the girl had been real. He was very sorry for Jennie, and he told his wife that he would have to go out and see her. He was wondering what she would do. She could not live alone. Perhaps he could suggest something which would help her. He took the train to Sandwood, but Jennie had gone to the Hotel Tremont in Chicago. He went there, but Jennie had gone to her daughters grave; later he called again and found her in. When the boy presented his card she suffered an upwelling of feeling  a wave that was more intense than that with which she had received him in the olden days, for now her need of him was greater.

Lester, in spite of the glamor of his new affection and the restoration of his wealth, power, and dignities, had had time to think deeply of what he had done. His original feeling of doubt and dissatisfaction with himself had never wholly quieted. It did not ease him any to know that he had left Jennie comfortably fixed, for it was always so plain to him that money was not the point at issue with her. Affection was what she craved. Without it she was like a rudderless boat on an endless sea, and he knew it. She needed him, and he was ashamed to think that his charity had not outweighed his sense of self-preservation and his desire for material advantage. To-day as the elevator carried him up to her room he was really sorry, though he knew now that no act of his could make things right. He had been to blame from the very beginning, first for taking her, then for failing to stick by a bad bargain. Well, it could not be helped now. The best thing he could do was to be fair, to counsel with her, to give her the best of his sympathy and advice.

Hello, Jennie, he said familiarly as she opened the door to him in her hotel room, his glance taking in the ravages which death and suffering had wrought. She was thinner, her face quite drawn and colorless, her eyes larger by contrast. Im awfully sorry about Vesta, he said a little awkwardly. I never dreamed anything like that could happen.

It was the first word of comfort which had meant anything to her since Vesta died  since Lester had left her, in fact. It touched her that he had come to sympathize; for the moment she could not speak. Tears welled over her eyelids and down upon her cheeks.

Dont cry, Jennie, he said, putting his arm around her and holding her head to his shoulder. Im sorry. Ive been sorry for a good many things that cant be helped now. Im intensely sorry for this. Where did you bury her?

Beside papa, she said, sobbing.

Too bad, he murmured, and held her in silence. She finally gained control of herself sufficiently to step away from him; then wiping her eyes with her handkerchief, she asked him to sit down.

Im so sorry, he went on, that this should have happened while I was away. I would have been with you if I had been here. I suppose you wont want to live out at Sand wood now?

I cant, Lester, she replied. I couldnt stand it.

Where are you thinking of going?

Oh, I dont know yet. I didnt want to be a bother to those people out there. I thought Id get a little house somewhere and adopt a baby maybe, or get something to do. I dont like to be alone.

That isnt a bad idea, he said, that of adopting a baby. It would be a lot of company for you. You know how to go about getting one?

You just ask at one of these asylums, dont you?

I think theres something more than that, he replied thoughtfully. There are some formalities  I dont know what they are. They try to keep control of the child in some way. You had better consult with Watson and get him to help you. Pick out your baby, and then let him do the rest. Ill speak to him about it.

Lester saw that she needed companionship badly. Where is your brother George? he asked.

Hes in Rochester, but he couldnt come. Bass said he was married, she added.

There isnt any other member of the family you could persuade to come and live with you?

I might get William, but I dont know where he is.

Why not try that new section west of Jackson Park, he suggested, if you want a house here in Chicago? I see some nice cottages out that way. You neednt buy. Just rent until you see how well youre satisfied.

Jennie thought this good advice because it came from Lester. It was good of him to take this much interest in her affairs. She wasnt entirely separated from him after all. He cared a little. She asked him how his wife was, whether he had had a pleasant trip, whether he was going to stay in Chicago. All the while he was thinking that he had treated her badly. He went to the window and looked down into Dearborn Street, the world of traffic below holding his attention. The great mass of trucks and vehicles, the counter streams of hurrying pedestrians, seemed like a puzzle. So shadows march in a dream. It was growing dusk, and lights were springing up here and there.

I want to tell you something, Jennie, said Lester, finally rousing himself from his fit of abstraction. I may seem peculiar to you, after all that has happened, but I still care for you  in my way. Ive thought of you right along since I left. I thought it good business to leave you  the way things were. I thought I liked Letty well enough to marry her. From one point of view it still seems best, but Im not so much happier. I was just as happy with you as I ever will be. It isnt myself thats important in this transaction apparently; the individual doesnt count much in the situation. I dont know whether you see what Im driving at, but all of us are more or less pawns. Were moved about like chessmen by circumstances over which we have no control.

I understand, Lester, she answered. Im not complaining. I know its for the best.

After all, life is more or less of a farce, he went on a little bitterly. Its a silly show. The best we can do is to hold our personality intact. It doesnt appear that integrity has much to do with it.

Jennie did not quite grasp what he was talking about, but she knew it meant that he was not entirely satisfied with himself and was sorry for her.

Dont worry over me, Lester, she consoled. Im all right; Ill get along. It did seem terrible to me for a while  getting used to being alone. Ill be all right now. Ill get along.

I want you to feel that my attitude hasnt changed, he continued eagerly. Im interested in what concerns you. Mrs.  Letty understands that. She knows just how I feel. When you get settled Ill come in and see how youre fixed. Ill come around here again in a few days. You understand how I feel, dont you?

Yes, I do, she said.

He took her hand, turning it sympathetically in his own. Dont worry, he said. I dont want you to do that. Ill do the best I can. Youre still Jennie to me, if you dont mind. Im pretty bad, but Im not all bad.

Its all right, Lester. I wanted you to do as you did. Its for the best. You probably are happy since

Now, Jennie, he interrupted; then he pressed affectionately her hand, her arm, her shoulder. Want to kiss me for old times sake? he smiled.

She put her hands over his shoulders, looked long into his eyes, then kissed him. When their lips met she trembled. Lester also felt unsteady. Jennie saw his agitation, and tried hard to speak.

Youd better go now, she said firmly. Its getting dark.

He went away, and yet he knew that he wanted above all things to remain; she was still the one woman in the world for him. And Jennie felt comforted even though the separation still existed in all its finality. She did not endeavor to explain or adjust the moral and ethical entanglements of the situation. She was not, like so many, endeavoring to put the ocean into a tea-cup, or to tie up the shifting universe in a mess of strings called law. Lester still cared for her a little. He cared for Letty too. That was all right. She had hoped once that he might want her only. Since he did not, was his affection worth nothing? She could not think, she could not feel that. And neither could he.


CHAPTER LX

The drift of events for a period of five years carried Lester and Jennie still farther apart; they settled naturally into their respective spheres, without the renewal of the old time relationship which their several meetings at the Tremont at first seemed to foreshadow. Lester was in the thick of social and commercial affairs; he walked in paths to which Jennies retiring soul had never aspired. Jennies own existence was quiet and uneventful. There was a simple cottage in a very respectable but not showy neighborhood near Jackson Park, on the South Side, where she lived in retirement with a little foster-child  a chestnut-haired girl taken from the Western Home for the Friendless  as her sole companion. Here she was known as Mrs. J. G. Stover, for she had deemed it best to abandon the name of Kane. Mr. and Mrs. Lester Kane when resident in Chicago were the occupants of a handsome mansion on the Lake Shore Drive, where parties, balls, receptions, dinners were given in rapid and at times almost pyrotechnic succession.

Lester, however, had become in his way a lover of a peaceful and well-entertained existence. He had cut from his list of acquaintances and associates a number of people who had been a little doubtful or overfamiliar or indifferent or talkative during a certain period which to him was a memory merely. He was a director, and in several cases the chairman of a board of directors, in nine of the most important financial and commercial organizations of the West  The United Traction Company of Cincinnati, The Western Crucible Company, The United Carriage Company, The Second National Bank of Chicago, the First National Bank of Cincinnati, and several others of equal importance. He was never a personal factor in the affairs of The United Carriage Company, preferring to be represented by counsel  Mr. Dwight L. Watson, but he took a keen interest in its affairs. He had not seen his brother Robert to speak to him in seven years. He had not seen Imogene, who lived in Chicago, in three. Louise, Amy, their husbands, and some of their closest acquaintances were practically strangers. The firm of Knight, Keatley & OBrien had nothing whatever to do with his affairs.

The truth was that Lester, in addition to becoming a little phlegmatic, was becoming decidedly critical in his outlook on life. He could not make out what it was all about. In distant ages a queer thing had come to pass. There had started on its way in the form of evolution a minute cellular organism which had apparently reproduced itself by division, had early learned to combine itself with others, to organize itself into bodies, strange forms of fish, animals, and birds, and had finally learned to organize itself into man. Man, on his part, composed as he was of self-organizing cells, was pushing himself forward into comfort and different aspects of existence by means of union and organization with other men. Why? Heaven only knew. Here he was endowed with a peculiar brain and a certain amount of talent, and he had inherited a certain amount of wealth which he now scarcely believed he deserved, only luck had favored him. But he could not see that any one else might be said to deserve this wealth any more than himself, seeing that his use of it was as conservative and constructive and practical as the next ones. He might have been born poor, in which case he would have been as well satisfied as the next one  not more so. Why should he complain, why worry, why speculate?  the world was going steadily forward of its own volition, whether he would or no. Truly it was. And was there any need for him to disturb himself about it? There was not. He fancied at times that it might as well never have been started at all. The one divine, far-off event of the poet did not appeal to him as having any basis in fact. Mrs. Lester Kane was of very much the same opinion.

Jennie, living on the South Side with her adopted child, Rose Perpetua, was of no fixed conclusion as to the meaning of life. She had not the incisive reasoning capacity of either Mr. or Mrs. Lester Kane. She had seen a great deal, suffered a great deal, and had read some in a desultory way. Her mind had never grasped the nature and character of specialized knowledge. History, physics, chemistry, botany, geology, and sociology were not fixed departments in her brain as they were in Lesters and Lettys. Instead there was the feeling that the world moved in some strange, unstable way. Apparently no one knew clearly what it was all about. People were born and died. Some believed that the world had been made six thousand years before; some that it was millions of years old. Was it all blind chance, or was there some guiding intelligence  a God? Almost in spite of herself she felt there must be something  a higher power which produced all the beautiful things  the flowers, the stars, the trees, the grass. Nature was so beautiful! If at times life seemed cruel, yet this beauty still persisted. The thought comforted her; she fed upon it in her hours of secret loneliness.

It has been said that Jennie was naturally of an industrious turn. She liked to be employed, though she thought constantly as she worked. She was of matronly proportions in these days  not disagreeably large, but full bodied, shapely, and smooth-faced in spite of her cares. Her eyes were gray and appealing. Her hair was still of a rich brown, but there were traces of gray in it. Her neighbors spoke of her as sweet-tempered, kindly, and hospitable. They knew nothing of her history, except that she had formerly resided in Sandwood, and before that in Cleveland. She was very reticent as to her past.

Jennie had fancied, because of her natural aptitude for taking care of sick people, that she might get to be a trained nurse. But she was obliged to abandon that idea, for she found that only young people were wanted. She also thought that some charitable organization might employ her, but she did not understand the new theory of charity which was then coming into general acceptance and practice  namely, only to help others to help themselves. She believed in giving, and was not inclined to look too closely into the credentials of those who asked for help; consequently her timid inquiry at one relief agency after another met with indifference, if not unqualified rebuke. She finally decided to adopt another child for Rose Perpetuas sake; she succeeded in securing a boy, four years old, who was known as Henry  Henry Stover. Her support was assured, for her income was paid to her through a trust company. She had no desire for speculation or for the devious ways of trade. The care of flowers, the nature of children, the ordering of a home were more in her province.

One of the interesting things in connection with this separation once it had been firmly established related to Robert and Lester, for these two since the reading of the will a number of years before had never met. Robert had thought of his brother often. He had followed his success since he had left Jennie with interest. He read of his marriage to Mrs. Gerald with pleasure; he had always considered her an ideal companion for his brother. He knew by many signs and tokens that his brother, since the unfortunate termination of their fathers attitude and his own peculiar movements to gain control of the Kane Company, did not like him. Still they had never been so far apart mentally  certainly not in commercial judgment. Lester was prosperous now. He could afford to be generous. He could afford to make up. And after all, he had done his best to aid his brother to come to his senses  and with the best intentions. There were mutual interests they could share financially if they were friends. He wondered from time to time if Lester would not be friendly with him.

Time passed, and then once, when he was in Chicago, he made the friends with whom he was driving purposely turn into the North Shore in order to see the splendid mansion which the Kanes occupied. He knew its location from hearsay and description.

When he saw it a touch of the old Kane home atmosphere came back to him. Lester in revising the property after purchase had had a conservatory built on one side not unlike the one at home in Cincinnati. That same night he sat down and wrote Lester asking if he would not like to dine with him at the Union Club. He was only in town for a day or two, and he would like to see him again. There was some feeling he knew, but there was a proposition he would like to talk to him about. Would he come, say, on Thursday?

On the receipt of this letter Lester frowned and fell into a brown study. He had never really been healed of the wound that his father had given him. He had never been comfortable in his mind since Robert had deserted him so summarily. He realized now that the stakes his brother had been playing for were big. But, after all, he had been his brother, and if he had been in Roberts place at the time, he would not have done as he had done; at least he hoped not. Now Robert wanted to see him.

He thought once of not answering at all. Then he thought he would write and say no. But a curious desire to see Robert again, to hear what he had to say, to listen to the proposition he had to offer, came over him; he decided to write yes. It could do no harm. He knew it could do no good. They might agree to let by-gones be by-gones, but the damage had been done. Could a broken bowl be mended and called whole? It might be called whole, but what of it? Was it not broken and mended? He wrote and intimated that he would come.

On the Thursday in question Robert called up from the Auditorium to remind him of the engagement. Lester listened curiously to the sound of his voice. All right, he said, Ill be with you. At noon he went down-town, and there, within the exclusive precincts of the Union Club, the two brothers met and looked at each other again. Robert was thinner than when Lester had seen him last, and a little grayer. His eyes were bright and steely, but there were crows-feet on either side. His manner was quick, keen, dynamic. Lester was noticeably of another type  solid, brusque, and indifferent. Men spoke of Lester these days as a little hard. Roberts keen blue eyes did not disturb him in the least  did not affect him in any way. He saw his brother just as he was, for he had the larger philosophic and interpretative insight; but Robert could not place Lester exactly. He could not fathom just what had happened to him in these years. Lester was stouter, not gray, for some reason, but sandy and ruddy, looking like a man who was fairly well satisfied to take life as he found it. Lester looked at his brother with a keen, steady eye. The latter shifted a little, for he was restless. He could see that there was no loss of that mental force and courage which had always been predominant characteristics in Lesters make-up.

I thought Id like to see you again, Lester, Robert remarked, after they had clasped hands in the customary grip. Its been a long time now  nearly eight years, hasnt it?

About that, replied Lester. How are things with you?

Oh, about the same. Youve been fairly well, I see.

Never sick, said Lester. A little cold now and then. I dont often go to bed with anything. Hows your wife?

Oh, Margarets fine.

And the children?

We dont see much of Ralph and Berenice since they married, but the others are around more or less. I suppose your wife is all right, he said hesitatingly. It was difficult ground for Robert.

Lester eyed him without a change of expression.

Yes, he replied. She enjoys pretty fair health. Shes quite well at present.

They drifted mentally for a few moments, while Lester inquired after the business, and Amy, Louise, and Imogene. He admitted frankly that he neither saw nor heard from them nowadays. Robert told him what he could.

The thing that I was thinking of in connection with you, Lester, said Robert finally, is this matter of the Western Crucible Steel Company. You havent been sitting there as a director in person I notice, but your attorney, Watson, has been acting for you. Clever man, that. The management isnt right  we all know that. We need a practical steel man at the head of it, if the thing is ever going to pay properly. I have voted my stock with yours right along because the propositions made by Watson have been right. He agrees with me that things ought to be changed. Now I have a chance to buy seventy shares held by Rossiters widow. That with yours and mine would give us control of the company. I would like to have you take them, though it doesnt make a bit of difference so long as its in the family. You can put any one you please in for president, and well make the thing come out right.

Lester smiled. It was a pleasant proposition. Watson had told him that Roberts interests were co-operating with him. Lester had long suspected that Robert would like to make up. This was the olive branch  the control of a property worth in the neighborhood of a million and a half.

Thats very nice of you, said Lester solemnly. Its a rather liberal thing to do. What makes you want to do it now?

Well, to tell you the honest truth, Lester, replied Robert, I never did feel right about that will business. I never did feel right about that secretary-treasurership and some other things that have happened. I dont want to rake up the past  you smile at that  but I cant help telling you how I feel. Ive been pretty ambitious in the past. I was pretty ambitious just about the time that father died to get this United Carriage scheme under way, and I was afraid you might not like it. I have thought since that I ought not to have done it, but I did. I suppose youre not anxious to hear any more about that old affair. This other thing though

Might be handed out as a sort of compensation, put in Lester quietly.

Not exactly that, Lester  though it may have something of that in it. I know these things dont matter very much to you now. I know that the time to do things was years ago  not now. Still I thought sincerely that you might be interested in this proposition. It might lead to other things. Frankly, I thought it might patch up matters between us. Were brothers after all.

Yes, said Lester, were brothers.

He was thinking as he said this of the irony of the situation. How much had this sense of brotherhood been worth in the past? Robert had practically forced him into his present relationship, and while Jennie had been really the only one to suffer, he could not help feeling angry. It was true that Robert had not cut him out of his one-fourth of his fathers estate, but certainly he had not helped him to get it, and now Robert was thinking that this offer of his might mend things. It hurt him  Lester  a little. It irritated him. Life was strange.

I cant see it, Robert, he said finally and determinedly. I can appreciate the motive that prompts you to make this offer. But I cant see the wisdom of my taking it. Your opportunity is your opportunity. I dont want it. We can make all the changes you suggest if you take the stock. Im rich enough anyhow. Bygones are bygones. Im perfectly willing to talk with you from time to time. Thats all you want. This other thing is simply a sop with which to plaster an old wound. You want my friendship and so far as Im concerned you have that. I dont hold any grudge against you. I wont.

Robert looked at him fixedly. He half smiled. He admired Lester in spite of all that he had done to him  in spite of all that Lester was doing to him now.

I dont know but what youre right, Lester, he admitted finally. I didnt make this offer in any petty spirit though. I wanted to patch up this matter of feeling between us. I wont say anything more about it. Youre not coming down to Cincinnati soon, are you?

I dont expect to, replied Lester.

If you do Id like to have you come and stay with us. Bring your wife. We could talk over old times.

Lester smiled an enigmatic smile.

Ill be glad to, he said, without emotion. But he remembered that in the days of Jennie it was different. They would never have receded from their position regarding her. Well, he thought, perhaps I cant blame them. Let it go.

They talked on about other things. Finally Lester remembered an appointment. Ill have to leave you soon, he said, looking at his watch.

I ought to go, too, said Robert. They rose. Well, anyhow, he added, as they walked toward the cloakroom, we wont be absolute strangers in the future, will we?

Certainly not, said Lester. Ill see you from time to time. They shook hands and separated amicably. There was a sense of unsatisfied obligation and some remorse in Roberts mind as he saw his brother walking briskly away. Lester was an able man. Why was it that there was so much feeling between them  had been even before Jennie had appeared? Then he remembered his old thoughts about snaky deeds. That was what his brother lacked, and that only. He was not crafty; not darkly cruel, hence. What a world! he thought.

On his part Lester went away feeling a slight sense of opposition to, but also of sympathy for, his brother. He was not so terribly bad  not different from other men. Why criticize? What would he have done if he had been in Roberts place? Robert was getting along. So was he. He could see now how it all came about  why he had been made the victim, why his brother had been made the keeper of the great fortune. Its the way the world runs, he thought. What difference does it make? I have enough to live on. Why not let it go at that?


CHAPTER LXI

The days of man under the old dispensation, or, rather, according to that supposedly biblical formula, which persists, are threescore years and ten. It is so ingrained in the race-consciousness by mouth-to-mouth utterance that it seems the profoundest of truths. As a matter of fact, man, even under his mortal illusion, is organically built to live five times the period of his maturity, and would do so if he but knew that it is spirit which endures, that age is an illusion, and that there is no death. Yet the race-thought, gained from what dream of materialism we know not, persists, and the death of man under the mathematical formula so fearfully accepted is daily registered.

Lester was one of those who believed in this formula. He was nearing sixty. He thought he had, say, twenty years more at the utmost to live  perhaps not so long. Well, he had lived comfortably. He felt that he could not complain. If death was coming, let it come. He was ready at any time. No complaint or resistance would issue from him. Life, in most of its aspects, was a silly show anyhow.

He admitted that it was mostly illusion  easily proved to be so. That it might all be one he sometimes suspected. It was very much like a dream in its composition truly  sometimes like a very bad dream. All he had to sustain him in his acceptance of its reality from hour to hour and day to day was apparent contact with this material proposition and that  people, meetings of boards of directors, individuals and organizations planning to do this and that, his wifes social functions Letty loved him as a fine, grizzled example of a philosopher. She admired, as Jennie had, his solid, determined, phlegmatic attitude in the face of troubled circumstance. All the winds of fortune or misfortune could not apparently excite or disturb Lester. He refused to be frightened. He refused to budge from his beliefs and feelings, and usually had to be pushed away from them, still believing, if he were gotten away at all. He refused to do anything save as he always said, Look the facts in the face and fight. He could be made to fight easily enough if imposed upon, but only in a stubborn, resisting way. His plan was to resist every effort to coerce him to the last ditch. If he had to let go in the end he would when compelled, but his views as to the value of not letting go were quite the same even when he had let go under compulsion.

His views of living were still decidedly material, grounded in creature comforts, and he had always insisted upon having the best of everything. If the furnishings of his home became the least dingy he was for having them torn out and sold and the house done over. If he traveled, money must go ahead of him and smooth the way. He did not want argument, useless talk, or silly palaver as he called it. Every one must discuss interesting topics with him or not talk at all. Letty understood him thoroughly. She would chuck him under the chin mornings, or shake his solid head between her hands, telling him he was a brute, but a nice kind of a brute. Yes, yes, he would growl. I know. Im an animal, I suppose. Youre a seraphic suggestion of attenuated thought.

No; you hush, she would reply, for at times he could cut like a knife without really meaning to be unkind. Then he would pet her a little, for, in spite of her vigorous conception of life, he realized that she was more or less dependent upon him. It was always so plain to her that he could get along without her. For reasons of kindliness he was trying to conceal this, to pretend the necessity of her presence, but it was so obvious that he really could dispense with her easily enough. Now Letty did depend upon Lester. It was something, in so shifty and uncertain a world, to be near so fixed and determined a quantity as this bear-man. It was like being close to a warmly glowing lamp in the dark or a bright burning fire in the cold. Lester was not afraid of anything. He felt that he knew how to live and to die.

It was natural that a temperament of this kind should have its solid, material manifestation at every point. Having his financial affairs well in hand, most of his holding being shares of big companies, where boards of solemn directors merely approved the strenuous efforts of ambitious executives to make good, he had leisure for living. He and Letty were fond of visiting the various American and European watering-places. He gambled a little, for he found that there was considerable diversion in risking interesting sums on the spin of a wheel or the fortuitous roll of a ball; and he took more and more to drinking, not in the sense that a drunkard takes to it, but as a high liver, socially, and with all his friends. He was inclined to drink the rich drinks when he did not take straight whiskey  champagne, sparkling Burgundy, the expensive and effervescent white wines. When he drank he could drink a great deal, and he ate in proportion. Nothing must be served but the best  soup, fish, entree, roast, game, dessert  everything that made up a showy dinner and he had long since determined that only a high-priced chef was worth while. They had found an old cordon bleu, Louis Berdot, who had served in the house of one of the great dry goods princes, and this man he engaged. He cost Lester a hundred dollars a week, but his reply to any question was that he only had one life to live.

The trouble with this attitude was that it adjusted nothing, improved nothing, left everything to drift on toward an indefinite end. If Lester had married Jennie and accepted the comparatively meager income of ten thousand a year he would have maintained the same attitude to the end. It would have led him to a stolid indifference to the social world of which now necessarily he was a part. He would have drifted on with a few mentally compatible cronies who would have accepted him for what he was  a good fellow  and Jennie in the end would not have been so much better off than she was now.

One of the changes which was interesting was that the Kanes transferred their residence to New York. Mrs. Kane had become very intimate with a group of clever women in the Eastern four hundred, or nine hundred, and had been advised and urged to transfer the scene of her activities to New York. She finally did so, leasing a house in Seventy-eighth Street, near Madison Avenue. She installed a novelty for her, a complete staff of liveried servants, after the English fashion, and had the rooms of her house done in correlative periods. Lester smiled at her vanity and love of show.

You talk about your democracy, he grunted one day. You have as much democracy as I have religion, and thats none at all.

Why, how you talk! she denied. I am democratic. We all run in classes. You do. Im merely accepting the logic of the situation.

The logic of your grandmother! Do you call a butler and doorman in red velvet a part of the necessity of the occasion?

I certainly do, she replied. Maybe not the necessity exactly, but the spirit surely. Why should you quarrel? Youre the first one to insist on perfection  to quarrel if there is any flaw in the order of things.

You never heard me quarrel.

Oh, I dont mean that literally. But you demand perfection  the exact spirit of the occasion, and you know it.

Maybe I do, but what has that to do with your democracy?

I am democratic. I insist on it. Im as democratic in spirit as any woman. Only I see things as they are, and conform as much as possible for comforts sake, and so do you. Dont you throw rocks at my glass house, Mister Master. Yours is so transparent I can see every move you make inside.

Im democratic and youre not, he teased; but he approved thoroughly of everything she did. She was, he sometimes fancied, a better executive in her world than he was in his.

Drifting in this fashion, wining, dining, drinking the waters of this curative spring and that, traveling in luxurious ease and taking no physical exercise, finally altered his body from a vigorous, quick-moving, well-balanced organism into one where plethora of substance was clogging every essential function. His liver, kidneys, spleen, pancreas  every organ, in fact  had been overtaxed for some time to keep up the process of digestion and elimination. In the past seven years he had become uncomfortably heavy. His kidneys were weak, and so were the arteries of his brain. By dieting, proper exercise, the right mental attitude, he might have lived to be eighty or ninety. As a matter of fact, he was allowing himself to drift into a physical state in which even a slight malady might prove dangerous. The result was inevitable, and it came.

It so happened that he and Letty had gone to the North Cape on a cruise with a party of friends. Lester, in order to attend to some important business, decided to return to Chicago late in November; he arranged to have his wife meet him in New York just before the Christmas holidays. He wrote Watson to expect him, and engaged rooms at the Auditorium, for he had sold the Chicago residence some two years before and was now living permanently in New York.

One late November day, after having attended to a number of details and cleared up his affairs very materially, Lester was seized with what the doctor who was called to attend him described as a cold in the intestines  a disturbance usually symptomatic of some other weakness, either of the blood or of some organ. He suffered great pain, and the usual remedies in that case were applied. There were bandages of red flannel with a mustard dressing, and specifics were also administered. He experienced some relief, but he was troubled with a sense of impending disaster. He had Watson cable his wife  there was nothing serious about it, but he was ill. A trained nurse was in attendance and his valet stood guard at the door to prevent annoyance of any kind. It was plain that Letty could not reach Chicago under three weeks. He had the feeling that he would not see her again.

Curiously enough, not only because he was in Chicago, but because he had never been spiritually separated from Jennie, he was thinking about her constantly at this time. He had intended to go out and see her just as soon as he was through with his business engagements and before he left the city. He had asked Watson how she was getting along, and had been informed that everything was well with her. She was living quietly and looking in good health, so Watson said. Lester wished he could see her.

This thought grew as the days passed and he grew no better. He was suffering from time to time with severe attacks of griping pains that seemed to tie his viscera into knots, and left him very weak. Several times the physician administered cocaine with a needle in order to relieve him of useless pain.

After one of the severe attacks he called Watson to his side, told him to send the nurse away, and then said: Watson, Id like to have you do me a favor. Ask Mrs. Stover if she wont come here to see me. Youd better go and get her. Just send the nurse and Kozo (the valet) away for the afternoon, or while shes here. If she comes at any other time Id like to have her admitted.

Watson understood. He liked this expression of sentiment. He was sorry for Jennie. He was sorry for Lester. He wondered what the world would think if it could know of this bit of romance in connection with so prominent a man. Lester was decent. He had made Watson prosperous. The latter was only too glad to serve him in any way.

He called a carriage and rode out to Jennies residence. He found her watering some plants; her face expressed her surprise at his unusual presence.

I come on a rather troublesome errand, Mrs. Stover, he said, using her assumed name. Your  that is, Mr. Kane is quite sick at the Auditorium. His wife is in Europe, and he wanted to know if I wouldnt come out here and ask you to come and see him. He wanted me to bring you, if possible. Could you come with me now?

Why yes, said Jennie, her face a study. The children were in school. An old Swedish housekeeper was in the kitchen. She could go as well as not. But there was coming back to her in detail a dream she had had several nights before. It had seemed to her that she was out on a dark, mystic body of water over which was hanging something like a fog, or a pall of smoke. She heard the water ripple, or stir faintly, and then out of the surrounding darkness a boat appeared. It was a little boat, oarless, or not visibly propelled, and in it were her mother, and Vesta, and some one whom she could not make out. Her mothers face was pale and sad, very much as she had often seen it in life. She looked at Jennie solemnly, sympathetically, and then suddenly Jennie realized that the third occupant of the boat was Lester. He looked at her gloomily  an expression she had never seen on his face before  and then her mother remarked, Well, we must go now. The boat began to move, a great sense of loss came over her, and she cried, Oh, dont leave me, mamma!

But her mother only looked at her out of deep, sad, still eyes, and the boat was gone.

She woke with a start, half fancying that Lester was beside her. She stretched out her hand to touch his arm; then she drew herself up in the dark and rubbed her eyes, realizing that she was alone. A great sense of depression remained with her, and for two days it haunted her. Then, when it seemed as if it were nothing, Mr. Watson appeared with his ominous message.

She went to dress, and reappeared, looking as troubled as were her thoughts. She was very pleasing in her appearance yet, a sweet, kindly woman, well dressed and shapely. She had never been separated mentally from Lester, just as he had never grown entirely away from her. She was always with him in thought, just as in the years when they were together. Her fondest memories were of the days when he first courted her in Cleveland  the days when he had carried her off, much as the cave-man seized his mate  by force. Now she longed to do what she could for him. For this call was as much a testimony as a shock. He loved her  he loved her, after all.

The carriage rolled briskly through the long streets into the smoky down-town district. It arrived at the Auditorium, and Jennie was escorted to Lesters room. Watson had been considerate. He had talked little, leaving her to her thoughts. In this great hotel she felt diffident after so long a period of complete retirement. As she entered the room she looked at Lester with large, gray, sympathetic eyes. He was lying propped up on two pillows, his solid head with its growth of once dark brown hair slightly grayed. He looked at her curiously out of his wise old eyes, a light of sympathy and affection shining in them  weary as they were. Jennie was greatly distressed. His pale face, slightly drawn from suffering, cut her like a knife. She took his hand, which was outside the coverlet, and pressed it. She leaned over and kissed his lips.

Im so sorry, Lester, she murmured. Im so sorry. Youre not very sick though, are you? You must get well, Lester  and soon! She patted his hand gently.

Yes, Jennie, but Im pretty bad, he said. I dont feel right about this business. I dont seem able to shake it off. But tell me, how have you been?

Oh, just the same, dear, she replied. Im all right. You mustnt talk like that, though. Youre going to be all right very soon now.

He smiled grimly. Do you think so? He shook his head, for he thought differently. Sit down, dear, he went on, Im not worrying about that. I want to talk to you again. I want you near me. He sighed and shut his eyes for a minute.

She drew up a chair close beside the bed, her face toward his, and took his hand. It seemed such a beautiful thing that he should send for her. Her eyes showed the mingled sympathy, affection, and gratitude of her heart. At the same time fear gripped her; how ill he looked!

I cant tell what may happen, he went on. Letty is in Europe. Ive wanted to see you again for some time. I was coming out this trip. We are living in New York, you know. Youre a little stouter, Jennie.

Yes, Im getting old, Lester, she smiled.

Oh, that doesnt make any difference, he replied, looking at her fixedly. Age doesnt count. We are all in that boat. Its how we feel about life.

He stopped and stared at the ceiling. A slight twinge of pain reminded him of the vigorous seizures he had been through. He couldnt stand many more paroxysms like the last one.

I couldnt go, Jennie, without seeing you again, he observed, when the slight twinge ceased and he was free to think again. Ive always wanted to say to you, Jennie, he went on, that I havent been satisfied with the way we parted. It wasnt the right thing, after all. I havent been any happier. Im sorry. I wish now, for my own peace of mind, that I hadnt done it.

Dont say that, Lester, she demurred, going over in her mind all that had been between them. This was such a testimony to their real union  their real spiritual compatibility. Its all right. It doesnt make any difference. Youve been very good to me. I wouldnt have been satisfied to have you lose your fortune. It couldnt be that way. Ive been a lot better satisfied as it is. Its been hard, but, dear, everything is hard at times. She paused.

No, he said. It wasnt right. The thing wasnt worked out right from the start; but that wasnt your fault. Im sorry. I wanted to tell you that. Im glad Im here to do it.

Dont talk that way, Lester  please dont, she pleaded. Its all right. You neednt be sorry. Theres nothing to be sorry for. You have always been so good to me. Why, when I think she stopped, for it was hard for her to speak. She was choking with affection and sympathy. She pressed his hands. She was recalling the house he took for her family in Cleveland, his generous treatment of Gerhardt, all the long ago tokens of love and kindness.

Well, Ive told you now, and I feel better. Youre a good woman, Jennie, and youre kind to come to me this way. I loved you. I love you now. I want to tell you that. It seems strange, but youre the only woman I ever did love truly. We should never have parted.

Jennie caught her breath. It was the one thing she had waited for all these years  this testimony. It was the one thing that could make everything right  this confession of spiritual if not material union. Now she could live happily. Now die so. Oh, Lester, she exclaimed with a sob, and pressed his hand. He returned the pressure. There was a little silence. Then he spoke again.

How are the two orphans? he asked.

Oh, theyre lovely, she answered, entering upon a detailed description of their diminutive personalities. He listened comfortably, for her voice was soothing to him. Her whole personality was grateful to him. When it came time for her to go he seemed desirous of keeping her.

Going, Jennie?

I can stay just as well as not, Lester, she volunteered. Ill take a room. I can send a note out to Mrs. Swenson. It will be all right.

You neednt do that, he said, but she could see that he wanted her, that he did not want to be alone.

From that time on until the hour of his death she was not out of the hotel.


CHAPTER LXII

The end came after four days during which Jennie was by his bedside almost constantly. The nurse in charge welcomed her at first as a relief and company, but the physician was inclined to object. Lester, however, was stubborn. This is my death, he said, with a touch of grim humor. If Im dying I ought to be allowed to die in my own way.

Watson smiled at the mans unfaltering courage. He had never seen anything like it before.

There were cards of sympathy, calls of inquiry, notices in the newspaper. Robert saw an item in the Inquirer and decided to go to Chicago. Imogene called with her husband, and they were admitted to Lesters room for a few minutes after Jennie had gone to hers. Lester had little to say. The nurse cautioned them that he was not to be talked to much. When they were gone Lester said to Jennie, Imogene has changed a good deal. He made no other comment.

Mrs. Kane was on the Atlantic three days out from New York the afternoon Lester died. He had been meditating whether anything more could be done for Jennie, but he could not make up his mind about it. Certainly it was useless to leave her more money. She did not want it. He had been wondering where Letty was and how near her actual arrival might be when he was seized with a tremendous paroxysm of pain. Before relief could be administered in the shape of an anesthetic he was dead. It developed afterward that it was not the intestinal trouble which killed him, but a lesion of a major blood-vessel in the brain.

Jennie, who had been strongly wrought up by watching and worrying, was beside herself with grief. He had been a part of her thought and feeling so long that it seemed now as though a part of herself had died. She had loved him as she had fancied she could never love any one, and he had always shown that he cared for her  at least in some degree. She could not feel the emotion that expresses itself in tears  only a dull ache, a numbness which seemed to make her insensible to pain. He looked so strong  her Lester  lying there still in death. His expression was unchanged  defiant, determined, albeit peaceful. Word had come from Mrs. Kane that she would arrive on the Wednesday following. It was decided to hold the body. Jennie learned from Mr. Watson that it was to be transferred to Cincinnati, where the Paces had a vault. Because of the arrival of various members of the family, Jennie withdrew to her own home; she could do nothing more.

The final ceremonies presented a peculiar commentary on the anomalies of existence. It was arranged with Mrs. Kane by wire that the body should be transferred to Imogenes residence, and the funeral held from there. Robert, who arrived the night Lester died; Berry Dodge, Imogenes husband; Mr. Midgely, and three other citizens of prominence were selected as pall-bearers. Louise and her husband came from Buffalo; Amy and her husband from Cincinnati. The house was full to overflowing with citizens who either sincerely wished or felt it expedient to call. Because of the fact that Lester and his family were tentatively Catholic, a Catholic priest was called in and the ritual of that Church was carried out. It was curious to see him lying in the parlor of this alien residence, candles at his head and feet, burning sepulchrally, a silver cross upon his breast, caressed by his waxen fingers. He would have smiled if he could have seen himself, but the Kane family was too conventional, too set in its convictions, to find anything strange in this.

The Church made no objection, of course. The family was distinguished. What more could be desired?

On Wednesday Mrs. Kane arrived. She was greatly distraught, for her love, like Jennies, was sincere. She left her room that night when all was silent and leaned over the coffin, studying by the light of the burning candles Lesters beloved features. Tears trickled down her cheeks, for she had been happy with him. She caressed his cold cheeks and hands. Poor, dear Lester! she whispered. Poor, brave soul! No one told her that he had sent for Jennie. The Kane family did not know.

Meanwhile in the house on South Park Avenue sat a woman who was enduring alone the pain, the anguish of an irreparable loss. Through all these years the subtle hope had persisted, in spite of every circumstance, that somehow life might bring him back to her. He had come, it is true  he really had in death  but he had gone again. Where? Whither her mother, whither Gerhardt, whither Vesta had gone? She could not hope to see him again, for the papers had informed her of his removal to Mrs. Midgelys residence, and of the fact that he was to be taken from Chicago to Cincinnati for burial. The last ceremonies in Chicago were to be held in one of the wealthy Roman Catholic churches of the South Side, St. Michaels, of which the Midgelys were members.

Jennie felt deeply about this. She would have liked so much to have had him buried in Chicago, where she could go to the grave occasionally, but this was not to be. She was never a master of her fate. Others invariably controlled. She thought of him as being taken from her finally by the removal of the body to Cincinnati, as though distance made any difference. She decided at last to veil herself heavily and attend the funeral at the church. The paper had explained that the services would be at two in the afternoon. Then at four the body would be taken to the depot, and transferred to the train; the members of the family would accompany it to Cincinnati. She thought of this as another opportunity. She might go to the depot.

A little before the time for the funeral cortege to arrive at the church there appeared at one of its subsidiary entrances a woman in black, heavily veiled, who took a seat in an inconspicuous corner. She was a little nervous at first, for, seeing that the church was dark and empty, she feared lest she had mistaken the time and place; but after ten minutes of painful suspense a bell in the church tower began to toll solemnly. Shortly thereafter an acolyte in black gown and white surplice appeared and lighted groups of candles on either side of the altar. A hushed stirring of feet in the choir-loft indicated that the service was to be accompanied by music. Some loiterers, attracted by the bell, some idle strangers, a few acquaintances and citizens not directly invited appeared and took seats.

Jennie watched all this with wondering eyes. Never in her life had she been inside a Catholic church. The gloom, the beauty of the windows, the whiteness of the altar, the golden flames of the candles impressed her. She was suffused with a sense of sorrow, loss, beauty, and mystery. Life in all its vagueness and uncertainty seemed typified by this scene.

As the bell tolled there came from the sacristy a procession of altar-boys. The smallest, an angelic youth of eleven, came first, bearing aloft a magnificent silver cross. In the hands of each subsequent pair of servitors was held a tall, lighted candle. The priest, in black cloth and lace, attended by an acolyte on either hand, followed. The procession passed out the entrance into the vestibule of the church, and was not seen again until the choir began a mournful, responsive chant, the Latin supplication for mercy and peace.

Then, at this sound the solemn procession made its reappearance. There came the silver cross, the candles, the dark-faced priest, reading dramatically to himself as he walked, and the body of Lester in a great black coffin, with silver handles, carried by the pall-bearers, who kept an even pace. Jennie stiffened perceptibly, her nerves responding as though to a shock from an electric current. She did not know any of these men. She did not know Robert. She had never seen Mr. Midgely. Of the long company of notables who followed two by two she recognized only three, whom Lester had pointed out to her in times past. Mrs. Kane she saw, of course, for she was directly behind the coffin, leaning on the arm of a stranger; behind her walked Mr. Watson, solemn, gracious. He gave a quick glance to either side, evidently expecting to see her somewhere; but not finding her, he turned his eyes gravely forward and walked on. Jennie looked with all her eyes, her heart gripped by pain. She seemed so much a part of this solemn ritual, and yet infinitely removed from it all.

The procession reached the altar rail, and the coffin was put down. A white shroud bearing the insignia of suffering, a black cross, was put over it, and the great candles were set beside it. There were the chanted invocations and responses, the sprinkling of the coffin with holy water, the lighting and swinging of the censer and then the mumbled responses of the auditors to the Lords Prayer and to its Catholic addition, the invocation to the Blessed Virgin. Jennie was overawed and amazed, but no show of form colorful, impression imperial, could take away the sting of death, the sense of infinite loss. To Jennie the candles, the incense, the holy song were beautiful. They touched the deep chord of melancholy in her, and made it vibrate through the depths of her being. She was as a house filled with mournful melody and the presence of death. She cried and cried. She could see, curiously, that Mrs. Kane was sobbing convulsively also.

When it was all over the carriages were entered and the body was borne to the station. All the guests and strangers departed, and finally, when all was silent, she arose. Now she would go to the depot also, for she was hopeful of seeing his body put on the train. They would have to bring it out on the platform, just as they did in Vestas case. She took a car, and a little later she entered the waiting-room of the depot. She lingered about, first in the concourse, where the great iron fence separated the passengers from the tracks, and then in the waiting-room, hoping to discover the order of proceedings. She finally observed the group of immediate relatives waiting  Mrs. Kane, Robert, Mrs. Midgely, Louise, Amy, Imogene, and the others. She actually succeeded in identifying most of them, though it was not knowledge in this case, but pure instinct and intuition.

No one had noticed it in the stress of excitement, but it was Thanksgiving Eve. Throughout the great railroad station there was a hum of anticipation, that curious ebullition of fancy which springs from the thought of pleasures to come. People were going away for the holiday. Carriages were at the station entries. Announcers were calling in stentorian voices the destination of each new train as the time of its departure drew near. Jennie heard with a desperate ache the description of a route which she and Lester had taken more than once, slowly and melodiously emphasized. Detroit, Toledo, Cleveland, Buffalo, and New York. There were cries of trains for Fort Wayne, Columbus, Pittsburg, Philadelphia, and points East, and then finally for Indianapolis, Louisville, Columbus, Cincinnati, and points South. The hour had struck.

Several times Jennie had gone to the concourse between the waiting-room and the tracks to see if through the iron grating which separated her from her beloved she could get one last look at the coffin, or the great wooden box which held it, before it was put on the train. Now she saw it coming. There was a baggage porter pushing a truck into position near the place where the baggage car would stop. On it was Lester, that last shadow of his substance, incased in the honors of wood, and cloth, and silver. There was no thought on the part of the porter of the agony of loss which was represented here. He could not see how wealth and position in this hour were typified to her mind as a great fence, a wall, which divided her eternally from her beloved. Had it not always been so? Was not her life a patchwork of conditions made and affected by these things which she saw  wealth and force  which had found her unfit? She had evidently been born to yield, not seek. This panoply of power had been paraded before her since childhood. What could she do now but stare vaguely after it as it marched triumphantly by? Lester had been of it. Him it respected. Of her it knew nothing. She looked through the grating, and once more there came the cry of Indianapolis, Louisville, Columbus, Cincinnati, and points South. A long red train, brilliantly lighted, composed of baggage cars, day coaches, a dining-car, set with white linen and silver, and a half dozen comfortable Pullmans, rolled in and stopped. A great black engine, puffing and glowing, had it all safely in tow.

As the baggage car drew near the waiting truck a train-hand in blue, looking out of the car, called to some one within.

Hey, Jack! Give us a hand here. Theres a stiff outside!

Jennie could not hear.

All she could see was the great box that was so soon to disappear. All she could feel was that this train would start presently, and then it would all be over. The gates opened, the passengers poured out. There were Robert, and Amy, and Louise, and Midgely  all making for the Pullman cars in the rear. They had said their farewells to their friends. No need to repeat them. A trio of assistants gave a hand at getting the great wooden case into the car. Jennie saw it disappear with an acute physical wrench at her heart.

There were many trunks to be put aboard, and then the door of the baggage car half closed, but not before the warning bell of the engine sounded. There was the insistent calling of all aboard from this quarter and that; then slowly the great locomotive began to move. Its bell was ringing, its steam hissing, its smoke-stack throwing aloft a great black plume of smoke that fell back over the cars like a pall. The fireman, conscious of the heavy load behind, flung open a flaming furnace door to throw in coal. Its light glowed like a golden eye.

Jennie stood rigid, staring into the wonder of this picture, her face white, her eyes wide, her hands unconsciously clasped, but one thought in her mind  they were taking his body away. A leaden November sky was ahead, almost dark. She looked, and looked until the last glimmer of the red lamp on the receding sleeper disappeared in the maze of smoke and haze overhanging the tracks of the far-stretching yard.

Yes, said the voice of a passing stranger, gay with the anticipation of coming pleasures. Were going to have a great time down there. Remember Annie? Uncle Jim is coming and Aunt Ella.

Jennie did not hear that or anything else of the chatter and bustle around her. Before her was stretching a vista of lonely years down which she was steadily gazing. Now what? She was not so old yet. There were those two orphan children to raise. They would marry and leave after a while, and then what? Days and days in endless reiteration, and then  ?

THE END
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This novel was first published in 1912 and is the first novel in the Trilogy of Desire, which also includes The Titan (1914) and The Stoic (1947). The protagonist of the trilogy, the eponymous financier Frank Cowperwood, was based on the real-life tycoon, Charles Tyson Yerkes  and the novel makes frequent allusions to actual historical events and personalities. Cowperwood is an unscrupulous, selfish and corrupt businessman intent on profiteering at all costs. The novel narrates Cowperwoods first taste of profit after an auction sale, his marriage to a wealthy widow and the effects of the financial crash following the Chicago fire of 1871.
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Charles Yerkes (1837-1905), the real-life tycoon on whom the novels protagonist is based


Chapter I

The Philadelphia into which Frank Algernon Cowperwood was born was a city of two hundred and fifty thousand and more. It was set with handsome parks, notable buildings, and crowded with historic memories. Many of the things that we and he knew later were not then in existence  the telegraph, telephone, express company, ocean steamer, city delivery of mails. There were no postage-stamps or registered letters. The street car had not arrived. In its place were hosts of omnibuses, and for longer travel the slowly developing railroad system still largely connected by canals.

Cowperwoods father was a bank clerk at the time of Franks birth, but ten years later, when the boy was already beginning to turn a very sensible, vigorous eye on the world, Mr. Henry Worthington Cowperwood, because of the death of the banks president and the consequent moving ahead of the other officers, fell heir to the place vacated by the promoted teller, at the, to him, munificent salary of thirty-five hundred dollars a year. At once he decided, as he told his wife joyously, to remove his family from 21 Buttonwood Street to 124 New Market Street, a much better neighborhood, where there was a nice brick house of three stories in height as opposed to their present two-storied domicile. There was the probability that some day they would come into something even better, but for the present this was sufficient. He was exceedingly grateful.

Henry Worthington Cowperwood was a man who believed only what he saw and was content to be what he was  a banker, or a prospective one. He was at this time a significant figure  tall, lean, inquisitorial, clerkly  with nice, smooth, closely-cropped side whiskers coming to almost the lower lobes of his ears. His upper lip was smooth and curiously long, and he had a long, straight nose and a chin that tended to be pointed. His eyebrows were bushy, emphasizing vague, grayish-green eyes, and his hair was short and smooth and nicely parted. He wore a frock-coat always  it was quite the thing in financial circles in those days  and a high hat. And he kept his hands and nails immaculately clean. His manner might have been called severe, though really it was more cultivated than austere.

Being ambitious to get ahead socially and financially, he was very careful of whom or with whom he talked. He was as much afraid of expressing a rabid or unpopular political or social opinion as he was of being seen with an evil character, though he had really no opinion of great political significance to express. He was neither anti- nor pro-slavery, though the air was stormy with abolition sentiment and its opposition. He believed sincerely that vast fortunes were to be made out of railroads if one only had the capital and that curious thing, a magnetic personality  the ability to win the confidence of others. He was sure that Andrew Jackson was all wrong in his opposition to Nicholas Biddle and the United States Bank, one of the great issues of the day; and he was worried, as he might well be, by the perfect storm of wildcat money which was floating about and which was constantly coming to his bank  discounted, of course, and handed out again to anxious borrowers at a profit. His bank was the Third National of Philadelphia, located in that center of all Philadelphia and indeed, at that time, of practically all national finance  Third Street  and its owners conducted a brokerage business as a side line. There was a perfect plague of State banks, great and small, in those days, issuing notes practically without regulation upon insecure and unknown assets and failing and suspending with astonishing rapidity; and a knowledge of all these was an important requirement of Mr. Cowperwoods position. As a result, he had become the soul of caution. Unfortunately, for him, he lacked in a great measure the two things that are necessary for distinction in any field  magnetism and vision. He was not destined to be a great financier, though he was marked out to be a moderately successful one.

Mrs. Cowperwood was of a religious temperament  a small woman, with light-brown hair and clear, brown eyes, who had been very attractive in her day, but had become rather prim and matter-of-fact and inclined to take very seriously the maternal care of her three sons and one daughter. The former, captained by Frank, the eldest, were a source of considerable annoyance to her, for they were forever making expeditions to different parts of the city, getting in with bad boys, probably, and seeing and hearing things they should neither see nor hear.

Frank Cowperwood, even at ten, was a natural-born leader. At the day school he attended, and later at the Central High School, he was looked upon as one whose common sense could unquestionably be trusted in all cases. He was a sturdy youth, courageous and defiant. From the very start of his life, he wanted to know about economics and politics. He cared nothing for books. He was a clean, stalky, shapely boy, with a bright, clean-cut, incisive face; large, clear, gray eyes; a wide forehead; short, bristly, dark-brown hair. He had an incisive, quick-motioned, self-sufficient manner, and was forever asking questions with a keen desire for an intelligent reply. He never had an ache or pain, ate his food with gusto, and ruled his brothers with a rod of iron. Come on, Joe! Hurry, Ed! These commands were issued in no rough but always a sure way, and Joe and Ed came. They looked up to Frank from the first as a master, and what he had to say was listened to eagerly.

He was forever pondering, pondering  one fact astonishing him quite as much as another  for he could not figure out how this thing he had come into  this life  was organized. How did all these people get into the world? What were they doing here? Who started things, anyhow? His mother told him the story of Adam and Eve, but he didnt believe it. There was a fish-market not so very far from his home, and there, on his way to see his father at the bank, or conducting his brothers on after-school expeditions, he liked to look at a certain tank in front of one store where were kept odd specimens of sea-life brought in by the Delaware Bay fishermen. He saw once there a sea-horse  just a queer little sea-animal that looked somewhat like a horse  and another time he saw an electric eel which Benjamin Franklins discovery had explained. One day he saw a squid and a lobster put in the tank, and in connection with them was witness to a tragedy which stayed with him all his life and cleared things up considerably intellectually. The lobster, it appeared from the talk of the idle bystanders, was offered no food, as the squid was considered his rightful prey. He lay at the bottom of the clear glass tank on the yellow sand, apparently seeing nothing  you could not tell in which way his beady, black buttons of eyes were looking  but apparently they were never off the body of the squid. The latter, pale and waxy in texture, looking very much like pork fat or jade, moved about in torpedo fashion; but his movements were apparently never out of the eyes of his enemy, for by degrees small portions of his body began to disappear, snapped off by the relentless claws of his pursuer. The lobster would leap like a catapult to where the squid was apparently idly dreaming, and the squid, very alert, would dart away, shooting out at the same time a cloud of ink, behind which it would disappear. It was not always completely successful, however. Small portions of its body or its tail were frequently left in the claws of the monster below. Fascinated by the drama, young Cowperwood came daily to watch.

One morning he stood in front of the tank, his nose almost pressed to the glass. Only a portion of the squid remained, and his ink-bag was emptier than ever. In the corner of the tank sat the lobster, poised apparently for action.

The boy stayed as long as he could, the bitter struggle fascinating him. Now, maybe, or in an hour or a day, the squid might die, slain by the lobster, and the lobster would eat him. He looked again at the greenish-copperish engine of destruction in the corner and wondered when this would be. To-night, maybe. He would come back to-night.

He returned that night, and lo! the expected had happened. There was a little crowd around the tank. The lobster was in the corner. Before him was the squid cut in two and partially devoured.

He got him at last, observed one bystander. I was standing right here an hour ago, and up he leaped and grabbed him. The squid was too tired. He wasnt quick enough. He did back up, but that lobster he calculated on his doing that. Hes been figuring on his movements for a long time now. He got him to-day.

Frank only stared. Too bad he had missed this. The least touch of sorrow for the squid came to him as he stared at it slain. Then he gazed at the victor.

Thats the way it has to be, I guess, he commented to himself. That squid wasnt quick enough. He figured it out.

The squid couldnt kill the lobster  he had no weapon. The lobster could kill the squid  he was heavily armed. There was nothing for the squid to feed on; the lobster had the squid as prey. What was the result to be? What else could it be? He didnt have a chance, he concluded finally, as he trotted on homeward.

The incident made a great impression on him. It answered in a rough way that riddle which had been annoying him so much in the past: How is life organized? Things lived on each other  that was it. Lobsters lived on squids and other things. What lived on lobsters? Men, of course! Sure, that was it! And what lived on men? he asked himself. Was it other men? Wild animals lived on men. And there were Indians and cannibals. And some men were killed by storms and accidents. He wasnt so sure about men living on men; but men did kill each other. How about wars and street fights and mobs? He had seen a mob once. It attacked the Public Ledger building as he was coming home from school. His father had explained why. It was about the slaves. That was it! Sure, men lived on men. Look at the slaves. They were men. Thats what all this excitement was about these days. Men killing other men  negroes.

He went on home quite pleased with himself at his solution.

Mother! he exclaimed, as he entered the house, he finally got him!

Got who? What got what? she inquired in amazement. Go wash your hands.

Why, that lobster got that squid I was telling you and pa about the other day.

Well, thats too bad. What makes you take any interest in such things? Run, wash your hands.

Well, you dont often see anything like that. I never did. He went out in the back yard, where there was a hydrant and a post with a little table on it, and on that a shining tin-pan and a bucket of water. Here he washed his face and hands.

Say, papa, he said to his father, later, you know that squid?

Yes.

Well, hes dead. The lobster got him.

His father continued reading. Well, thats too bad, he said, indifferently.

But for days and weeks Frank thought of this and of the life he was tossed into, for he was already pondering on what he should be in this world, and how he should get along. From seeing his father count money, he was sure that he would like banking; and Third Street, where his fathers office was, seemed to him the cleanest, most fascinating street in the world.


Chapter II

The growth of young Frank Algernon Cowperwood was through years of what might be called a comfortable and happy family existence. Buttonwood Street, where he spent the first ten years of his life, was a lovely place for a boy to live. It contained mostly small two and three-story red brick houses, with small white marble steps leading up to the front door, and thin, white marble trimmings outlining the front door and windows. There were trees in the street  plenty of them. The road pavement was of big, round cobblestones, made bright and clean by the rains; and the sidewalks were of red brick, and always damp and cool. In the rear was a yard, with trees and grass and sometimes flowers, for the lots were almost always one hundred feet deep, and the house-fronts, crowding close to the pavement in front, left a comfortable space in the rear.

The Cowperwoods, father and mother, were not so lean and narrow that they could not enter into the natural tendency to be happy and joyous with their children; and so this family, which increased at the rate of a child every two or three years after Franks birth until there were four children, was quite an interesting affair when he was ten and they were ready to move into the New Market Street home. Henry Worthington Cowperwoods connections were increased as his position grew more responsible, and gradually he was becoming quite a personage. He already knew a number of the more prosperous merchants who dealt with his bank, and because as a clerk his duties necessitated his calling at other banking-houses, he had come to be familiar with and favorably known in the Bank of the United States, the Drexels, the Edwards, and others. The brokers knew him as representing a very sound organization, and while he was not considered brilliant mentally, he was known as a most reliable and trustworthy individual.

In this progress of his father young Cowperwood definitely shared. He was quite often allowed to come to the bank on Saturdays, when he would watch with great interest the deft exchange of bills at the brokerage end of the business. He wanted to know where all the types of money came from, why discounts were demanded and received, what the men did with all the money they received. His father, pleased at his interest, was glad to explain so that even at this early age  from ten to fifteen  the boy gained a wide knowledge of the condition of the country financially  what a State bank was and what a national one; what brokers did; what stocks were, and why they fluctuated in value. He began to see clearly what was meant by money as a medium of exchange, and how all values were calculated according to one primary value, that of gold. He was a financier by instinct, and all the knowledge that pertained to that great art was as natural to him as the emotions and subtleties of life are to a poet. This medium of exchange, gold, interested him intensely. When his father explained to him how it was mined, he dreamed that he owned a gold mine and waked to wish that he did. He was likewise curious about stocks and bonds and he learned that some stocks and bonds were not worth the paper they were written on, and that others were worth much more than their face value indicated.

There, my son, said his father to him one day, you wont often see a bundle of those around this neighborhood. He referred to a series of shares in the British East India Company, deposited as collateral at two-thirds of their face value for a loan of one hundred thousand dollars. A Philadelphia magnate had hypothecated them for the use of the ready cash. Young Cowperwood looked at them curiously. They dont look like much, do they? he commented.

They are worth just four times their face value, said his father, archly.

Frank reexamined them. The British East India Company, he read. Ten pounds  thats pretty near fifty dollars.

Forty-eight, thirty-five, commented his father, dryly. Well, if we had a bundle of those we wouldnt need to work very hard. Youll notice there are scarcely any pin-marks on them. They arent sent around very much. I dont suppose these have ever been used as collateral before.

Young Cowperwood gave them back after a time, but not without a keen sense of the vast ramifications of finance. What was the East India Company? What did it do? His father told him.

At home also he listened to considerable talk of financial investment and adventure. He heard, for one thing, of a curious character by the name of Steemberger, a great beef speculator from Virginia, who was attracted to Philadelphia in those days by the hope of large and easy credits. Steemberger, so his father said, was close to Nicholas Biddle, Lardner, and others of the United States Bank, or at least friendly with them, and seemed to be able to obtain from that organization nearly all that he asked for. His operations in the purchase of cattle in Virginia, Ohio, and other States were vast, amounting, in fact, to an entire monopoly of the business of supplying beef to Eastern cities. He was a big man, enormous, with a face, his father said, something like that of a pig; and he wore a high beaver hat and a long frock-coat which hung loosely about his big chest and stomach. He had managed to force the price of beef up to thirty cents a pound, causing all the retailers and consumers to rebel, and this was what made him so conspicuous. He used to come to the brokerage end of the elder Cowperwoods bank, with as much as one hundred thousand or two hundred thousand dollars, in twelve months  post-notes of the United States Bank in denominations of one thousand, five thousand, and ten thousand dollars. These he would cash at from ten to twelve per cent. under their face value, having previously given the United States Bank his own note at four months for the entire amount. He would take his pay from the Third National brokerage counter in packages of Virginia, Ohio, and western Pennsylvania bank-notes at par, because he made his disbursements principally in those States. The Third National would in the first place realize a profit of from four to five per cent. on the original transaction; and as it took the Western bank-notes at a discount, it also made a profit on those.

There was another man his father talked about  one Francis J. Grund, a famous newspaper correspondent and lobbyist at Washington, who possessed the faculty of unearthing secrets of every kind, especially those relating to financial legislation. The secrets of the President and the Cabinet, as well as of the Senate and the House of Representatives, seemed to be open to him. Grund had been about, years before, purchasing through one or two brokers large amounts of the various kinds of Texas debt certificates and bonds. The Republic of Texas, in its struggle for independence from Mexico, had issued bonds and certificates in great variety, amounting in value to ten or fifteen million dollars. Later, in connection with the scheme to make Texas a State of the Union, a bill was passed providing a contribution on the part of the United States of five million dollars, to be applied to the extinguishment of this old debt. Grund knew of this, and also of the fact that some of this debt, owing to the peculiar conditions of issue, was to be paid in full, while other portions were to be scaled down, and there was to be a false or pre-arranged failure to pass the bill at one session in order to frighten off the outsiders who might have heard and begun to buy the old certificates for profit. He acquainted the Third National Bank with this fact, and of course the information came to Cowperwood as teller. He told his wife about it, and so his son, in this roundabout way, heard it, and his clear, big eyes glistened. He wondered why his father did not take advantage of the situation and buy some Texas certificates for himself. Grund, so his father said, and possibly three or four others, had made over a hundred thousand dollars apiece. It wasnt exactly legitimate, he seemed to think, and yet it was, too. Why shouldnt such inside information be rewarded? Somehow, Frank realized that his father was too honest, too cautious, but when he grew up, he told himself, he was going to be a broker, or a financier, or a banker, and do some of these things.

Just at this time there came to the Cowperwoods an uncle who had not previously appeared in the life of the family. He was a brother of Mrs. Cowperwoods  Seneca Davis by name  solid, unctuous, five feet ten in height, with a big, round body, a round, smooth head rather bald, a clear, ruddy complexion, blue eyes, and what little hair he had of a sandy hue. He was exceedingly well dressed according to standards prevailing in those days, indulging in flowered waistcoats, long, light-colored frock-coats, and the invariable (for a fairly prosperous man) high hat. Frank was fascinated by him at once. He had been a planter in Cuba and still owned a big ranch there and could tell him tales of Cuban life  rebellions, ambuscades, hand-to-hand fighting with machetes on his own plantation, and things of that sort. He brought with him a collection of Indian curies, to say nothing of an independent fortune and several slaves  one, named Manuel, a tall, raw-boned black, was his constant attendant, a bodyservant, as it were. He shipped raw sugar from his plantation in boat-loads to the Southwark wharves in Philadelphia. Frank liked him because he took life in a hearty, jovial way, rather rough and offhand for this somewhat quiet and reserved household.

Why, Nancy Arabella, he said to Mrs Cowperwood on arriving one Sunday afternoon, and throwing the household into joyous astonishment at his unexpected and unheralded appearance, you havent grown an inch! I thought when you married old brother Hy here that you were going to fatten up like your brother. But look at you! I swear to Heaven you dont weigh five pounds. And he jounced her up and down by the waist, much to the perturbation of the children, who had never before seen their mother so familiarly handled.

Henry Cowperwood was exceedingly interested in and pleased at the arrival of this rather prosperous relative; for twelve years before, when he was married, Seneca Davis had not taken much notice of him.

Look at these little putty-faced Philadelphians, he continued, They ought to come down to my ranch in Cuba and get tanned up. That would take away this waxy look. And he pinched the cheek of Anna Adelaide, now five years old. I tell you, Henry, you have a rather nice place here. And he looked at the main room of the rather conventional three-story house with a critical eye.

Measuring twenty by twenty-four and finished in imitation cherry, with a set of new Sheraton parlor furniture it presented a quaintly harmonious aspect. Since Henry had become teller the family had acquired a piano  a decided luxury in those days  brought from Europe; and it was intended that Anna Adelaide, when she was old enough, should learn to play. There were a few uncommon ornaments in the room  a gas chandelier for one thing, a glass bowl with goldfish in it, some rare and highly polished shells, and a marble Cupid bearing a basket of flowers. It was summer time, the windows were open, and the trees outside, with their widely extended green branches, were pleasantly visible shading the brick sidewalk. Uncle Seneca strolled out into the back yard.

Well, this is pleasant enough, he observed, noting a large elm and seeing that the yard was partially paved with brick and enclosed within brick walls, up the sides of which vines were climbing. Wheres your hammock? Dont you string a hammock here in summer? Down on my veranda at San Pedro I have six or seven.

We hadnt thought of putting one up because of the neighbors, but it would be nice, agreed Mrs. Cowperwood. Henry will have to get one.

I have two or three in my trunks over at the hotel. My niggers make em down there. Ill send Manuel over with them in the morning.

He plucked at the vines, tweaked Edwards ear, told Joseph, the second boy, he would bring him an Indian tomahawk, and went back into the house.

This is the lad that interests me, he said, after a time, laying a hand on the shoulder of Frank. What did you name him in full, Henry?

Frank Algernon.

Well, you might have named him after me. Theres something to this boy. How would you like to come down to Cuba and be a planter, my boy?

Im not so sure that Id like to, replied the eldest.

Well, thats straight-spoken. What have you against it?

Nothing, except that I dont know anything about it.

What do you know?

The boy smiled wisely. Not very much, I guess.

Well, what are you interested in?

Money!

Aha! Whats bred in the bone, eh? Get something of that from your father, eh? Well, thats a good trait. And spoken like a man, too! Well hear more about that later. Nancy, youre breeding a financier here, I think. He talks like one.

He looked at Frank carefully now. There was real force in that sturdy young body  no doubt of it. Those large, clear gray eyes were full of intelligence. They indicated much and revealed nothing.

A smart boy! he said to Henry, his brother-in-law. I like his get-up. You have a bright family.

Henry Cowperwood smiled dryly. This man, if he liked Frank, might do much for the boy. He might eventually leave him some of his fortune. He was wealthy and single.

Uncle Seneca became a frequent visitor to the house  he and his negro body-guard, Manuel, who spoke both English and Spanish, much to the astonishment of the children; and he took an increasing interest in Frank.

When that boy gets old enough to find out what he wants to do, I think Ill help him to do it, he observed to his sister one day; and she told him she was very grateful. He talked to Frank about his studies, and found that he cared little for books or most of the study he was compelled to pursue. Grammar was an abomination. Literature silly. Latin was of no use. History  well, it was fairly interesting.

I like bookkeeping and arithmetic, he observed. I want to get out and get to work, though. Thats what I want to do.

Youre pretty young, my son, observed his uncle. Youre only how old now? Fourteen?

Thirteen.

Well, you cant leave school much before sixteen. Youll do better if you stay until seventeen or eighteen. It cant do you any harm. You wont be a boy again.

I dont want to be a boy. I want to get to work.

Dont go too fast, son. Youll be a man soon enough. You want to be a banker, do you?

Yes, sir!

Well, when the time comes, if everything is all right and youve behaved yourself and you still want to, Ill help you get a start in business. If I were you and were going to be a banker, Id first spend a year or so in some good grain and commission house. Theres good training to be had there. Youll learn a lot that you ought to know. And, meantime, keep your health and learn all you can. Wherever I am, you let me know, and Ill write and find out how youve been conducting yourself.

He gave the boy a ten-dollar gold piece with which to start a bank-account. And, not strange to say, he liked the whole Cowperwood household much better for this dynamic, self-sufficient, sterling youth who was an integral part of it.


Chapter III

It was in his thirteenth year that young Cowperwood entered into his first business venture. Walking along Front Street one day, a street of importing and wholesale establishments, he saw an auctioneers flag hanging out before a wholesale grocery and from the interior came the auctioneers voice: What am I bid for this exceptional lot of Java coffee, twenty-two bags all told, which is now selling in the market for seven dollars and thirty-two cents a bag wholesale? What am I bid? What am I bid? The whole lot must go as one. What am I bid?

Eighteen dollars, suggested a trader standing near the door, more to start the bidding than anything else. Frank paused.

Twenty-two! called another.

Thirty! a third. Thirty-five! a fourth, and so up to seventy-five, less than half of what it was worth.

Im bid seventy-five! Im bid seventy-five! called the auctioneer, loudly. Any other offers? Going once at seventy-five; am I offered eighty? Going twice at seventy-five, and  he paused, one hand raised dramatically. Then he brought it down with a slap in the palm of the other sold to Mr. Silas Gregory for seventy-five. Make a note of that, Jerry, he called to his red-haired, freckle-faced clerk beside him. Then he turned to another lot of grocery staples  this time starch, eleven barrels of it.

Young Cowperwood was making a rapid calculation. If, as the auctioneer said, coffee was worth seven dollars and thirty-two cents a bag in the open market, and this buyer was getting this coffee for seventy-five dollars, he was making then and there eighty-six dollars and four cents, to say nothing of what his profit would be if he sold it at retail. As he recalled, his mother was paying twenty-eight cents a pound. He drew nearer, his books tucked under his arm, and watched these operations closely. The starch, as he soon heard, was valued at ten dollars a barrel, and it only brought six. Some kegs of vinegar were knocked down at one-third their value, and so on. He began to wish he could bid; but he had no money, just a little pocket change. The auctioneer noticed him standing almost directly under his nose, and was impressed with the stolidity  solidity  of the boys expression.

I am going to offer you now a fine lot of Castile soap  seven cases, no less  which, as you know, if you know anything about soap, is now selling at fourteen cents a bar. This soap is worth anywhere at this moment eleven dollars and seventy-five cents a case. What am I bid? What am I bid? What am I bid? He was talking fast in the usual style of auctioneers, with much unnecessary emphasis; but Cowperwood was not unduly impressed. He was already rapidly calculating for himself. Seven cases at eleven dollars and seventy-five cents would be worth just eighty-two dollars and twenty-five cents; and if it went at half  if it went at half  

Twelve dollars, commented one bidder.

Fifteen, bid another.

Twenty, called a third.

Twenty-five, a fourth.

Then it came to dollar raises, for Castile soap was not such a vital commodity. Twenty-six. Twenty-seven. Twenty-eight. Twenty-nine. There was a pause. Thirty, observed young Cowperwood, decisively.

The auctioneer, a short lean faced, spare man with bushy hair and an incisive eye, looked at him curiously and almost incredulously but without pausing. He had, somehow, in spite of himself, been impressed by the boys peculiar eye; and now he felt, without knowing why, that the offer was probably legitimate enough, and that the boy had the money. He might be the son of a grocer.

Im bid thirty! Im bid thirty! Im bid thirty for this fine lot of Castile soap. Its a fine lot. Its worth fourteen cents a bar. Will any one bid thirty-one? Will any one bid thirty-one? Will any one bid thirty-one?

Thirty-one, said a voice.

Thirty-two, replied Cowperwood. The same process was repeated.

Im bid thirty-two! Im bid thirty-two! Im bid thirty-two! Will anybody bid thirty-three? Its fine soap. Seven cases of fine Castile soap. Will anybody bid thirty-three?

Young Cowperwoods mind was working. He had no money with him; but his father was teller of the Third National Bank, and he could quote him as reference. He could sell all of his soap to the family grocer, surely; or, if not, to other grocers. Other people were anxious to get this soap at this price. Why not he?

The auctioneer paused.

Thirty-two once! Am I bid thirty-three? Thirty-two twice! Am I bid thirty-three? Thirty-two three times! Seven fine cases of soap. Am I bid anything more? Once, twice! Three times! Am I bid anything more?  his hand was up again and sold to Mr.  ? He leaned over and looked curiously into the face of his young bidder.

Frank Cowperwood, son of the teller of the Third National Bank, replied the boy, decisively.

Oh, yes, said the man, fixed by his glance.

Will you wait while I run up to the bank and get the money?

Yes. Dont be gone long. If youre not here in an hour Ill sell it again.

Young Cowperwood made no reply. He hurried out and ran fast; first, to his mothers grocer, whose store was within a block of his home.

Thirty feet from the door he slowed up, put on a nonchalant air, and strolling in, looked about for Castile soap. There it was, the same kind, displayed in a box and looking just as his soap looked.

How much is this a bar, Mr. Dalrymple? he inquired.

Sixteen cents, replied that worthy.

If I could sell you seven boxes for sixty-two dollars just like this, would you take them?

The same soap?

Yes, sir.

Mr. Dalrymple calculated a moment.

Yes, I think I would, he replied, cautiously.

Would you pay me to-day?

Id give you my note for it. Where is the soap?

He was perplexed and somewhat astonished by this unexpected proposition on the part of his neighbors son. He knew Mr. Cowperwood well  and Frank also.

Will you take it if I bring it to you to-day?

Yes, I will, he replied. Are you going into the soap business?

No. But I know where I can get some of that soap cheap.

He hurried out again and ran to his fathers bank. It was after banking hours; but he knew how to get in, and he knew that his father would be glad to see him make thirty dollars. He only wanted to borrow the money for a day.

Whats the trouble, Frank? asked his father, looking up from his desk when he appeared, breathless and red faced.

I want you to loan me thirty-two dollars! Will you?

Why, yes, I might. What do you want to do with it?

I want to buy some soap  seven boxes of Castile soap. I know where I can get it and sell it. Mr. Dalrymple will take it. Hes already offered me sixty-two for it. I can get it for thirty-two. Will you let me have the money? Ive got to run back and pay the auctioneer.

His father smiled. This was the most business-like attitude he had seen his son manifest. He was so keen, so alert for a boy of thirteen.

Why, Frank, he said, going over to a drawer where some bills were, are you going to become a financier already? Youre sure youre not going to lose on this? You know what youre doing, do you?

You let me have the money, father, will you? he pleaded. Ill show you in a little bit. Just let me have it. You can trust me.

He was like a young hound on the scent of game. His father could not resist his appeal.

Why, certainly, Frank, he replied. Ill trust you. And he counted out six five-dollar certificates of the Third Nationals own issue and two ones. There you are.

Frank ran out of the building with a briefly spoken thanks and returned to the auction room as fast as his legs would carry him. When he came in, sugar was being auctioned. He made his way to the auctioneers clerk.

I want to pay for that soap, he suggested.

Now?

Yes. Will you give me a receipt?

Yep.

Do you deliver this?

No. No delivery. You have to take it away in twenty-four hours.

That difficulty did not trouble him.

All right, he said, and pocketed his paper testimony of purchase.

The auctioneer watched him as he went out. In half an hour he was back with a drayman  an idle levee-wharf hanger-on who was waiting for a job.

Frank had bargained with him to deliver the soap for sixty cents. In still another half-hour he was before the door of the astonished Mr. Dalrymple whom he had come out and look at the boxes before attempting to remove them. His plan was to have them carried on to his own home if the operation for any reason failed to go through. Though it was his first great venture, he was cool as glass.

Yes, said Mr. Dalrymple, scratching his gray head reflectively. Yes, thats the same soap. Ill take it. Ill be as good as my word. Whered you get it, Frank?

At Bixoms auction up here, he replied, frankly and blandly.

Mr. Dalrymple had the drayman bring in the soap; and after some formality  because the agent in this case was a boy  made out his note at thirty days and gave it to him.

Frank thanked him and pocketed the note. He decided to go back to his fathers bank and discount it, as he had seen others doing, thereby paying his father back and getting his own profit in ready money. It couldnt be done ordinarily on any day after business hours; but his father would make an exception in his case.

He hurried back, whistling; and his father glanced up smiling when he came in.

Well, Frank, howd you make out? he asked.

Heres a note at thirty days, he said, producing the paper Dalrymple had given him. Do you want to discount that for me? You can take your thirty-two out of that.

His father examined it closely. Sixty-two dollars! he observed. Mr. Dalrymple! Thats good paper! Yes, I can. It will cost you ten per cent., he added, jestingly. Why dont you just hold it, though? Ill let you have the thirty-two dollars until the end of the month.

Oh, no, said his son, you discount it and take your money. I may want mine.

His father smiled at his business-like air. All right, he said. Ill fix it to-morrow. Tell me just how you did this. And his son told him.

At seven oclock that evening Franks mother heard about it, and in due time Uncle Seneca.

Whatd I tell you, Cowperwood? he asked. He has stuff in him, that youngster. Look out for him.

Mrs. Cowperwood looked at her boy curiously at dinner. Was this the son she had nursed at her bosom not so very long before? Surely he was developing rapidly.

Well, Frank, I hope you can do that often, she said.

I hope so, too, ma, was his rather noncommittal reply.

Auction sales were not to be discovered every day, however, and his home grocer was only open to one such transaction in a reasonable period of time, but from the very first young Cowperwood knew how to make money. He took subscriptions for a boys paper; handled the agency for the sale of a new kind of ice-skate, and once organized a band of neighborhood youths into a union for the purpose of purchasing their summer straw hats at wholesale. It was not his idea that he could get rich by saving. From the first he had the notion that liberal spending was better, and that somehow he would get along.

It was in this year, or a little earlier, that he began to take an interest in girls. He had from the first a keen eye for the beautiful among them; and, being good-looking and magnetic himself, it was not difficult for him to attract the sympathetic interest of those in whom he was interested. A twelve-year old girl, Patience Barlow, who lived further up the street, was the first to attract his attention or be attracted by him. Black hair and snapping black eyes were her portion, with pretty pigtails down her back, and dainty feet and ankles to match a dainty figure. She was a Quakeress, the daughter of Quaker parents, wearing a demure little bonnet. Her disposition, however, was vivacious, and she liked this self-reliant, self-sufficient, straight-spoken boy. One day, after an exchange of glances from time to time, he said, with a smile and the courage that was innate in him: You live up my way, dont you?

Yes, she replied, a little flustered  this last manifested in a nervous swinging of her school-bag I live at number one-forty-one.

I know the house, he said. Ive seen you go in there. You go to the same school my sister does, dont you? Arent you Patience Barlow? He had heard some of the boys speak her name. Yes. How do you know?

Oh, Ive heard, he smiled. Ive seen you. Do you like licorice?

He fished in his coat and pulled out some fresh sticks that were sold at the time.

Thank you, she said, sweetly, taking one.

It isnt very good. Ive been carrying it a long time. I had some taffy the other day.

Oh, its all right, she replied, chewing the end of hers.

Dont you know my sister, Anna Cowperwood? he recurred, by way of self-introduction. Shes in a lower grade than you are, but I thought maybe you might have seen her.

I think I know who she is. Ive seen her coming home from school.

I live right over there, he confided, pointing to his own home as he drew near to it, as if she didnt know. Ill see you around here now, I guess.

Do you know Ruth Merriam? she asked, when he was about ready to turn off into the cobblestone road to reach his own door.

No, why?

Shes giving a party next Tuesday, she volunteered, seemingly pointlessly, but only seemingly.

Where does she live?

There in twenty-eight.

Id like to go, he affirmed, warmly, as he swung away from her.

Maybe shell ask you, she called back, growing more courageous as the distance between them widened. Ill ask her.

Thanks, he smiled.

And she began to run gayly onward.

He looked after her with a smiling face. She was very pretty. He felt a keen desire to kiss her, and what might transpire at Ruth Merriams party rose vividly before his eyes.

This was just one of the early love affairs, or puppy loves, that held his mind from time to time in the mixture of after events. Patience Barlow was kissed by him in secret ways many times before he found another girl. She and others of the street ran out to play in the snow of a winters night, or lingered after dusk before her own door when the days grew dark early. It was so easy to catch and kiss her then, and to talk to her foolishly at parties. Then came Dora Fitler, when he was sixteen years old and she was fourteen; and Marjorie Stafford, when he was seventeen and she was fifteen. Dora Fitter was a brunette, and Marjorie Stafford was as fair as the morning, with bright-red cheeks, bluish-gray eyes, and flaxen hair, and as plump as a partridge.

It was at seventeen that he decided to leave school. He had not graduated. He had only finished the third year in high school; but he had had enough. Ever since his thirteenth year his mind had been on finance; that is, in the form in which he saw it manifested in Third Street. There had been odd things which he had been able to do to earn a little money now and then. His Uncle Seneca had allowed him to act as assistant weigher at the sugar-docks in Southwark, where three-hundred-pound bags were weighed into the government bonded warehouses under the eyes of United States inspectors. In certain emergencies he was called to assist his father, and was paid for it. He even made an arrangement with Mr. Dalrymple to assist him on Saturdays; but when his father became cashier of his bank, receiving an income of four thousand dollars a year, shortly after Frank had reached his fifteenth year, it was self-evident that Frank could no longer continue in such lowly employment.

Just at this time his Uncle Seneca, again back in Philadelphia and stouter and more domineering than ever, said to him one day:

Now, Frank, if youre ready for it, I think I know where theres a good opening for you. There wont be any salary in it for the first year, but if you mind your ps and qs, theyll probably give you something as a gift at the end of that time. Do you know of Henry Waterman & Company down in Second Street?

Ive seen their place.

Well, they tell me they might make a place for you as a bookkeeper. Theyre brokers in a way  grain and commission men. You say you want to get in that line. When schools out, you go down and see Mr. Waterman  tell him I sent you, and hell make a place for you, I think. Let me know how you come out.

Uncle Seneca was married now, having, because of his wealth, attracted the attention of a poor but ambitious Philadelphia society matron; and because of this the general connections of the Cowperwoods were considered vastly improved. Henry Cowperwood was planning to move with his family rather far out on North Front Street, which commanded at that time a beautiful view of the river and was witnessing the construction of some charming dwellings. His four thousand dollars a year in these pre-Civil-War times was considerable. He was making what he considered judicious and conservative investments and because of his cautious, conservative, clock-like conduct it was thought he might reasonably expect some day to be vice-president and possibly president, of his bank.

This offer of Uncle Seneca to get him in with Waterman & Company seemed to Frank just the thing to start him off right. So he reported to that organization at 74 South Second Street one day in June, and was cordially received by Mr. Henry Waterman, Sr. There was, he soon learned, a Henry Waterman, Jr., a young man of twenty-five, and a George Waterman, a brother, aged fifty, who was the confidential inside man. Henry Waterman, Sr., a man of fifty-five years of age, was the general head of the organization, inside and out  traveling about the nearby territory to see customers when that was necessary, coming into final counsel in cases where his brother could not adjust matters, suggesting and advising new ventures which his associates and hirelings carried out. He was, to look at, a phlegmatic type of man  short, stout, wrinkled about the eyes, rather protuberant as to stomach, red-necked, red-faced, the least bit popeyed, but shrewd, kindly, good-natured, and witty. He had, because of his naturally common-sense ideas and rather pleasing disposition built up a sound and successful business here. He was getting strong in years and would gladly have welcomed the hearty cooperation of his son, if the latter had been entirely suited to the business.

He was not, however. Not as democratic, as quick-witted, or as pleased with the work in hand as was his father, the business actually offended him. And if the trade had been left to his care, it would have rapidly disappeared. His father foresaw this, was grieved, and was hoping some young man would eventually appear who would be interested in the business, handle it in the same spirit in which it had been handled, and who would not crowd his son out.

Then came young Cowperwood, spoken of to him by Seneca Davis. He looked him over critically. Yes, this boy might do, he thought. There was something easy and sufficient about him. He did not appear to be in the least flustered or disturbed. He knew how to keep books, he said, though he knew nothing of the details of the grain and commission business. It was interesting to him. He would like to try it.

I like that fellow, Henry Waterman confided to his brother the moment Frank had gone with instructions to report the following morning. Theres something to him. Hes the cleanest, briskest, most alive thing thats walked in here in many a day.

Yes, said George, a much leaner and slightly taller man, with dark, blurry, reflective eyes and a thin, largely vanished growth of brownish-black hair which contrasted strangely with the egg-shaped whiteness of his bald head. Yes, hes a nice young man. Its a wonder his father dont take him in his bank.

Well, he may not be able to, said his brother. Hes only the cashier there.

Thats right.

Well, well give him a trial. I bet anything he makes good. Hes a likely-looking youth.

Henry got up and walked out into the main entrance looking into Second Street. The cool cobble pavements, shaded from the eastern sun by the wall of buildings on the east  of which his was a part  the noisy trucks and drays, the busy crowds hurrying to and fro, pleased him. He looked at the buildings over the way  all three and four stories, and largely of gray stone and crowded with life  and thanked his stars that he had originally located in so prosperous a neighborhood. If he had only brought more property at the time he bought this!

I wish that Cowperwood boy would turn out to be the kind of man I want, he observed to himself, meditatively. He could save me a lot of running these days.

Curiously, after only three or four minutes of conversation with the boy, he sensed this marked quality of efficiency. Something told him he would do well.


Chapter IV

The appearance of Frank Cowperwood at this time was, to say the least, prepossessing and satisfactory. Nature had destined him to be about five feet ten inches tall. His head was large, shapely, notably commercial in aspect, thickly covered with crisp, dark-brown hair and fixed on a pair of square shoulders and a stocky body. Already his eyes had the look that subtle years of thought bring. They were inscrutable. You could tell nothing by his eyes. He walked with a light, confident, springy step. Life had given him no severe shocks nor rude awakenings. He had not been compelled to suffer illness or pain or deprivation of any kind. He saw people richer than himself, but he hoped to be rich. His family was respected, his father well placed. He owed no man anything. Once he had let a small note of his become overdue at the bank, but his father raised such a row that he never forgot it. I would rather crawl on my hands and knees than let my paper go to protest, the old gentleman observed; and this fixed in his mind what scarcely needed to be so sharply emphasized  the significance of credit. No paper of his ever went to protest or became overdue after that through any negligence of his.

He turned out to be the most efficient clerk that the house of Waterman & Co. had ever known. They put him on the books at first as assistant bookkeeper, vice Mr. Thomas Trixler, dismissed, and in two weeks George said: Why dont we make Cowperwood head bookkeeper? He knows more in a minute than that fellow Sampson will ever know.

All right, make the transfer, George, but dont fuss so. He wont be a bookkeeper long, though. I want to see if he cant handle some of these transfers for me after a bit.

The books of Messrs. Waterman & Co., though fairly complicated, were childs play to Frank. He went through them with an ease and rapidity which surprised his erstwhile superior, Mr. Sampson.

Why, that fellow, Sampson told another clerk on the first day he had seen Cowperwood work, hes too brisk. Hes going to make a bad break. I know that kind. Wait a little bit until we get one of those rush credit and transfer days. But the bad break Mr. Sampson anticipated did not materialize. In less than a week Cowperwood knew the financial condition of the Messrs. Waterman as well as they did  better  to a dollar. He knew how their accounts were distributed; from what section they drew the most business; who sent poor produce and good  the varying prices for a year told that. To satisfy himself he ran back over certain accounts in the ledger, verifying his suspicions. Bookkeeping did not interest him except as a record, a demonstration of a firms life. He knew he would not do this long. Something else would happen; but he saw instantly what the grain and commission business was  every detail of it. He saw where, for want of greater activity in offering the goods consigned  quicker communication with shippers and buyers, a better working agreement with surrounding commission men  this house, or, rather, its customers, for it had nothing, endured severe losses. A man would ship a tow-boat or a car-load of fruit or vegetables against a supposedly rising or stable market; but if ten other men did the same thing at the same time, or other commission men were flooded with fruit or vegetables, and there was no way of disposing of them within a reasonable time, the price had to fall. Every day was bringing its special consignments. It instantly occurred to him that he would be of much more use to the house as an outside man disposing of heavy shipments, but he hesitated to say anything so soon. More than likely, things would adjust themselves shortly.

The Watermans, Henry and George, were greatly pleased with the way he handled their accounts. There was a sense of security in his very presence. He soon began to call Brother Georges attention to the condition of certain accounts, making suggestions as to their possible liquidation or discontinuance, which pleased that individual greatly. He saw a way of lightening his own labors through the intelligence of this youth; while at the same time developing a sense of pleasant companionship with him.

Brother Henry was for trying him on the outside. It was not always possible to fill the orders with the stock on hand, and somebody had to go into the street or the Exchange to buy and usually he did this. One morning, when way-bills indicated a probable glut of flour and a shortage of grain  Frank saw it first  the elder Waterman called him into his office and said:

Frank, I wish you would see what you can do with this condition that confronts us on the street. By to-morrow were going to be overcrowded with flour. We cant be paying storage charges, and our orders wont eat it up. Were short on grain. Maybe you could trade out the flour to some of those brokers and get me enough grain to fill these orders.

Id like to try, said his employee.

He knew from his books where the various commission-houses were. He knew what the local merchants exchange, and the various commission-merchants who dealt in these things, had to offer. This was the thing he liked to do  adjust a trade difficulty of this nature. It was pleasant to be out in the air again, to be going from door to door. He objected to desk work and pen work and poring over books. As he said in later years, his brain was his office. He hurried to the principal commission-merchants, learning what the state of the flour market was, and offering his surplus at the very rate he would have expected to get for it if there had been no prospective glut. Did they want to buy for immediate delivery (forty-eight hours being immediate) six hundred barrels of prime flour? He would offer it at nine dollars straight, in the barrel. They did not. He offered it in fractions, and some agreed to take one portion, and some another. In about an hour he was all secure on this save one lot of two hundred barrels, which he decided to offer in one lump to a famous operator named Genderman with whom his firm did no business. The latter, a big man with curly gray hair, a gnarled and yet pudgy face, and little eyes that peeked out shrewdly through fat eyelids, looked at Cowperwood curiously when he came in.

Whats your name, young man? he asked, leaning back in his wooden chair.

Cowperwood.

So you work for Waterman & Company? You want to make a record, no doubt. Thats why you came to me?

Cowperwood merely smiled.

Well, Ill take your flour. I need it. Bill it to me.

Cowperwood hurried out. He went direct to a firm of brokers in Walnut Street, with whom his firm dealt, and had them bid in the grain he needed at prevailing rates. Then he returned to the office.

Well, said Henry Waterman, when he reported, you did that quick. Sold old Genderman two hundred barrels direct, did you? Thats doing pretty well. He isnt on our books, is he?

No, sir.

I thought not. Well, if you can do that sort of work on the street you wont be on the books long.

Thereafter, in the course of time, Frank became a familiar figure in the commission district and on change (the Produce Exchange), striking balances for his employer, picking up odd lots of things they needed, soliciting new customers, breaking gluts by disposing of odd lots in unexpected quarters. Indeed the Watermans were astonished at his facility in this respect. He had an uncanny faculty for getting appreciative hearings, making friends, being introduced into new realms. New life began to flow through the old channels of the Waterman company. Their customers were better satisfied. George was for sending him out into the rural districts to drum up trade, and this was eventually done.

Near Christmas-time Henry said to George: Well have to make Cowperwood a liberal present. He hasnt any salary. How would five hundred dollars do?

Thats pretty much, seeing the way times are, but I guess hes worth it. Hes certainly done everything weve expected, and more. Hes cut out for this business.

What does he say about it? Do you ever hear him say whether hes satisfied?

Oh, he likes it pretty much, I guess. You see him as much as I do.

Well, well make it five hundred. That fellow wouldnt make a bad partner in this business some day. He has the real knack for it. You see that he gets the five hundred dollars with a word from both of us.

So the night before Christmas, as Cowperwood was looking over some way-bills and certificates of consignment preparatory to leaving all in order for the intervening holiday, George Waterman came to his desk.

Hard at it, he said, standing under the flaring gaslight and looking at his brisk employee with great satisfaction.

It was early evening, and the snow was making a speckled pattern through the windows in front.

Just a few points before I wind up, smiled Cowperwood.

My brother and I have been especially pleased with the way you have handled the work here during the past six months. We wanted to make some acknowledgment, and we thought about five hundred dollars would be right. Beginning January first well give you a regular salary of thirty dollars a week.

Im certainly much obliged to you, said Frank. I didnt expect that much. Its a good deal. Ive learned considerable here that Im glad to know.

Oh, dont mention it. We know youve earned it. You can stay with us as long as you like. Were glad to have you with us.

Cowperwood smiled his hearty, genial smile. He was feeling very comfortable under this evidence of approval. He looked bright and cheery in his well-made clothes of English tweed.

On the way home that evening he speculated as to the nature of this business. He knew he wasnt going to stay there long, even in spite of this gift and promise of salary. They were grateful, of course; but why shouldnt they be? He was efficient, he knew that; under him things moved smoothly. It never occurred to him that he belonged in the realm of clerkdom. Those people were the kind of beings who ought to work for him, and who would. There was nothing savage in his attitude, no rage against fate, no dark fear of failure. These two men he worked for were already nothing more than characters in his eyes  their business significated itself. He could see their weaknesses and their shortcomings as a much older man might have viewed a boys.

After dinner that evening, before leaving to call on his girl, Marjorie Stafford, he told his father of the gift of five hundred dollars and the promised salary.

Thats splendid, said the older man. Youre doing better than I thought. I suppose youll stay there.

No, I wont. I think Ill quit sometime next year.

Why?

Well, it isnt exactly what I want to do. Its all right, but Id rather try my hand at brokerage, I think. That appeals to me.

Dont you think you are doing them an injustice not to tell them?

Not at all. They need me. All the while surveying himself in a mirror, straightening his tie and adjusting his coat.

Have you told your mother?

No. Im going to do it now.

He went out into the dining-room, where his mother was, and slipping his arms around her little body, said: What do you think, Mammy?

Well, what? she asked, looking affectionately into his eyes.

I got five hundred dollars to-night, and I get thirty a week next year. What do you want for Christmas?

You dont say! Isnt that nice! Isnt that fine! They must like you. Youre getting to be quite a man, arent you?

What do you want for Christmas?

Nothing. I dont want anything. I have my children.

He smiled. All right. Then nothing it is.

But she knew he would buy her something.

He went out, pausing at the door to grab playfully at his sisters waist, and saying that hed be back about midnight, hurried to Marjories house, because he had promised to take her to a show.

Anything you want for Christmas this year, Margy? he asked, after kissing her in the dimly-lighted hall. I got five hundred to-night.

She was an innocent little thing, only fifteen, no guile, no shrewdness.

Oh, you neednt get me anything.

Neednt I? he asked, squeezing her waist and kissing her mouth again.

It was fine to be getting on this way in the world and having such a good time.


Chapter V

The following October, having passed his eighteenth year by nearly six months, and feeling sure that he would never want anything to do with the grain and commission business as conducted by the Waterman Company, Cowperwood decided to sever his relations with them and enter the employ of Tighe & Company, bankers and brokers.

Cowperwoods meeting with Tighe & Company had come about in the ordinary pursuance of his duties as outside man for Waterman & Company. From the first Mr. Tighe took a keen interest in this subtle young emissary.

Hows business with you people? he would ask, genially; or, Find that youre getting many I.O.U.s these days?

Because of the unsettled condition of the country, the over-inflation of securities, the slavery agitation, and so forth, there were prospects of hard times. And Tighe  he could not have told you why  was convinced that this young man was worth talking to in regard to all this. He was not really old enough to know, and yet he did know.

Oh, things are going pretty well with us, thank you, Mr. Tighe, Cowperwood would answer.

I tell you, he said to Cowperwood one morning, this slavery agitation, if it doesnt stop, is going to cause trouble.

A negro slave belonging to a visitor from Cuba had just been abducted and set free, because the laws of Pennsylvania made freedom the right of any negro brought into the state, even though in transit only to another portion of the country, and there was great excitement because of it. Several persons had been arrested, and the newspapers were discussing it roundly.

I dont think the South is going to stand for this thing. Its making trouble in our business, and it must be doing the same thing for others. Well have secession here, sure as fate, one of these days. He talked with the vaguest suggestion of a brogue.

Its coming, I think, said Cowperwood, quietly. It cant be healed, in my judgment. The negro isnt worth all this excitement, but theyll go on agitating for him  emotional people always do this. They havent anything else to do. Its hurting our Southern trade.

I thought so. Thats what people tell me.

He turned to a new customer as young Cowperwood went out, but again the boy struck him as being inexpressibly sound and deep-thinking on financial matters. If that young fellow wanted a place, Id give it to him, he thought.

Finally, one day he said to him: How would you like to try your hand at being a floor man for me in change? I need a young man here. One of my clerks is leaving.

Id like it, replied Cowperwood, smiling and looking intensely gratified. I had thought of speaking to you myself some time.

Well, if youre ready and can make the change, the place is open. Come any time you like.

Ill have to give a reasonable notice at the other place, Cowperwood said, quietly. Would you mind waiting a week or two?

Not at all. It isnt as important as that. Come as soon as you can straighten things out. I dont want to inconvenience your employers.

It was only two weeks later that Frank took his departure from Waterman & Company, interested and yet in no way flustered by his new prospects. And great was the grief of Mr. George Waterman. As for Mr. Henry Waterman, he was actually irritated by this defection.

Why, I thought, he exclaimed, vigorously, when informed by Cowperwood of his decision, that you liked the business. Is it a matter of salary?

No, not at all, Mr. Waterman. Its just that I want to get into the straight-out brokerage business.

Well, that certainly is too bad. Im sorry. I dont want to urge you against your own best interests. You know what you are doing. But George and I had about agreed to offer you an interest in this thing after a bit. Now youre picking up and leaving. Why, damn it, man, theres good money in this business.

I know it, smiled Cowperwood, but I dont like it. I have other plans in view. Ill never be a grain and commission man. Mr. Henry Waterman could scarcely understand why obvious success in this field did not interest him. He feared the effect of his departure on the business.

And once the change was made Cowperwood was convinced that this new work was more suited to him in every way  as easy and more profitable, of course. In the first place, the firm of Tighe & Co., unlike that of Waterman & Co., was located in a handsome green-gray stone building at 66 South Third Street, in what was then, and for a number of years afterward, the heart of the financial district. Great institutions of national and international import and repute were near at hand  Drexel & Co., Edward Clark & Co., the Third National Bank, the First National Bank, the Stock Exchange, and similar institutions. Almost a score of smaller banks and brokerage firms were also in the vicinity. Edward Tighe, the head and brains of this concern, was a Boston Irishman, the son of an immigrant who had flourished and done well in that conservative city. He had come to Philadelphia to interest himself in the speculative life there. Sure, its a right good place for those of us who are awake, he told his friends, with a slight Irish accent, and he considered himself very much awake. He was a medium-tall man, not very stout, slightly and prematurely gray, and with a manner which was as lively and good-natured as it was combative and self-reliant. His upper lip was ornamented by a short, gray mustache.

May heaven preserve me, he said, not long after he came there, these Pennsylvanians never pay for anything they can issue bonds for. It was the period when Pennsylvanias credit, and for that matter Philadelphias, was very bad in spite of its great wealth. If theres ever a war therell be battalions of Pennsylvanians marching around offering notes for their meals. If I could just live long enough I could get rich buyin up Pennsylvania notes and bonds. I think theyll pay some time; but, my God, theyre mortal slow! Ill be dead before the State government will ever catch up on the interest they owe me now.

It was true. The condition of the finances of the state and city was most reprehensible. Both State and city were rich enough; but there were so many schemes for looting the treasury in both instances that when any new work had to be undertaken bonds were necessarily issued to raise the money. These bonds, or warrants, as they were called, pledged interest at six per cent.; but when the interest fell due, instead of paying it, the city or State treasurer, as the case might be, stamped the same with the date of presentation, and the warrant then bore interest for not only its original face value, but the amount then due in interest. In other words, it was being slowly compounded. But this did not help the man who wanted to raise money, for as security they could not be hypothecated for more than seventy per cent. of their market value, and they were not selling at par, but at ninety. A man might buy or accept them in foreclosure, but he had a long wait. Also, in the final payment of most of them favoritism ruled, for it was only when the treasurer knew that certain warrants were in the hands of a friend that he would advertise that such and such warrants  those particular ones that he knew about  would be paid.

What was more, the money system of the United States was only then beginning slowly to emerge from something approximating chaos to something more nearly approaching order. The United States Bank, of which Nicholas Biddle was the progenitor, had gone completely in 1841, and the United States Treasury with its subtreasury system had come in 1846; but still there were many, many wildcat banks, sufficient in number to make the average exchange-counter broker a walking encyclopedia of solvent and insolvent institutions. Still, things were slowly improving, for the telegraph had facilitated stock-market quotations, not only between New York, Boston, and Philadelphia, but between a local brokers office in Philadelphia and his stock exchange. In other words, the short private wire had been introduced. Communication was quicker and freer, and daily grew better.

Railroads had been built to the South, East, North, and West. There was as yet no stock-ticker and no telephone, and the clearing-house had only recently been thought of in New York, and had not yet been introduced in Philadelphia. Instead of a clearing-house service, messengers ran daily between banks and brokerage firms, balancing accounts on pass-books, exchanging bills, and, once a week, transferring the gold coin, which was the only thing that could be accepted for balances due, since there was no stable national currency. On change, when the gong struck announcing the close of the days business, a company of young men, known as settlement clerks, after a system borrowed from London, gathered in the center of the room and compared or gathered the various trades of the day in a ring, thus eliminating all those sales and resales between certain firms which naturally canceled each other. They carried long account books, and called out the transactions Delaware and Maryland sold to Beaumont and Company, Delware and Maryland sold to Tighe and Company, and so on. This simplified the bookkeeping of the various firms, and made for quicker and more stirring commercial transactions.

Seats on change sold for two thousand dollars each. The members of the exchange had just passed rules limiting the trading to the hours between ten and three (before this they had been any time between morning and midnight), and had fixed the rates at which brokers could do business, in the face of cut-throat schemes which had previously held. Severe penalties were fixed for those who failed to obey. In other words, things were shaping up for a great change business, and Edward Tighe felt, with other brokers, that there was a great future ahead.


Chapter VI

The Cowperwood family was by this time established in its new and larger and more tastefully furnished house on North Front Street, facing the river. The house was four stories tall and stood twenty-five feet on the street front, without a yard.

Here the family began to entertain in a small way, and there came to see them, now and then, representatives of the various interests that Henry Cowperwood had encountered in his upward climb to the position of cashier. It was not a very distinguished company, but it included a number of people who were about as successful as himself  heads of small businesses who traded at his bank, dealers in dry-goods, leather, groceries (wholesale), and grain. The children had come to have intimacies of their own. Now and then, because of church connections, Mrs. Cowperwood ventured to have an afternoon tea or reception, at which even Cowperwood attempted the gallant in so far as to stand about in a genially foolish way and greet those whom his wife had invited. And so long as he could maintain his gravity very solemnly and greet people without being required to say much, it was not too painful for him. Singing was indulged in at times, a little dancing on occasion, and there was considerably more company to dinner, informally, than there had been previously.

And here it was, during the first year of the new life in this house, that Frank met a certain Mrs. Semple, who interested him greatly. Her husband had a pretentious shoe store on Chestnut Street, near Third, and was planning to open a second one farther out on the same street.

The occasion of the meeting was an evening call on the part of the Semples, Mr. Semple being desirous of talking with Henry Cowperwood concerning a new transportation feature which was then entering the world  namely, street-cars. A tentative line, incorporated by the North Pennsylvania Railway Company, had been put into operation on a mile and a half of tracks extending from Willow Street along Front to Germantown Road, and thence by various streets to what was then known as the Cohocksink Depot; and it was thought that in time this mode of locomotion might drive out the hundreds of omnibuses which now crowded and made impassable the downtown streets. Young Cowperwood had been greatly interested from the start. Railway transportation, as a whole, interested him, anyway, but this particular phase was most fascinating. It was already creating widespread discussion, and he, with others, had gone to see it. A strange but interesting new type of car, fourteen feet long, seven feet wide, and nearly the same height, running on small iron car-wheels, was giving great satisfaction as being quieter and easier-riding than omnibuses; and Alfred Semple was privately considering investing in another proposed line which, if it could secure a franchise from the legislature, was to run on Fifth and Sixth streets.

Cowperwood, Senior, saw a great future for this thing; but he did not see as yet how the capital was to be raised for it. Frank believed that Tighe & Co. should attempt to become the selling agents of this new stock of the Fifth and Sixth Street Company in the event it succeeded in getting a franchise. He understood that a company was already formed, that a large amount of stock was to be issued against the prospective franchise, and that these shares were to be sold at five dollars, as against an ultimate par value of one hundred. He wished he had sufficient money to take a large block of them.

Meanwhile, Lillian Semple caught and held his interest. Just what it was about her that attracted him at this age it would be hard to say, for she was really not suited to him emotionally, intellectually, or otherwise. He was not without experience with women or girls, and still held a tentative relationship with Marjorie Stafford; but Lillian Semple, in spite of the fact that she was married and that he could have legitimate interest in her, seemed not wiser and saner, but more worth while. She was twenty-four as opposed to Franks nineteen, but still young enough in her thoughts and looks to appear of his own age. She was slightly taller than he  though he was now his full height (five feet ten and one-half inches)  and, despite her height, shapely, artistic in form and feature, and with a certain unconscious placidity of soul, which came more from lack of understanding than from force of character. Her hair was the color of a dried English walnut, rich and plentiful, and her complexion waxen  cream wax  with lips of faint pink, and eyes that varied from gray to blue and from gray to brown, according to the light in which you saw them. Her hands were thin and shapely, her nose straight, her face artistically narrow. She was not brilliant, not active, but rather peaceful and statuesque without knowing it. Cowperwood was carried away by her appearance. Her beauty measured up to his present sense of the artistic. She was lovely, he thought  gracious, dignified. If he could have his choice of a wife, this was the kind of a girl he would like to have.

As yet, Cowperwoods judgment of women was temperamental rather than intellectual. Engrossed as he was by his desire for wealth, prestige, dominance, he was confused, if not chastened by considerations relating to position, presentability and the like. None the less, the homely woman meant nothing to him. And the passionate woman meant much. He heard family discussions of this and that sacrificial soul among women, as well as among men  women who toiled and slaved for their husbands or children, or both, who gave way to relatives or friends in crises or crucial moments, because it was right and kind to do so  but somehow these stories did not appeal to him. He preferred to think of people  even women  as honestly, frankly self-interested. He could not have told you why. People seemed foolish, or at the best very unfortunate not to know what to do in all circumstances and how to protect themselves. There was great talk concerning morality, much praise of virtue and decency, and much lifting of hands in righteous horror at people who broke or were even rumored to have broken the Seventh Commandment. He did not take this talk seriously. Already he had broken it secretly many times. Other young men did. Yet again, he was a little sick of the women of the streets and the bagnio. There were too many coarse, evil features in connection with such contacts. For a little while, the false tinsel-glitter of the house of ill repute appealed to him, for there was a certain force to its luxury  rich, as a rule, with red-plush furniture, showy red hangings, some coarse but showily-framed pictures, and, above all, the strong-bodied or sensuously lymphatic women who dwelt there, to (as his mother phrased it) prey on men. The strength of their bodies, the lust of their souls, the fact that they could, with a show of affection or good-nature, receive man after man, astonished and later disgusted him. After all, they were not smart. There was no vivacity of thought there. All that they could do, in the main, he fancied, was this one thing. He pictured to himself the dreariness of the mornings after, the stale dregs of things when only sleep and thought of gain could aid in the least; and more than once, even at his age, he shook his head. He wanted contact which was more intimate, subtle, individual, personal.

So came Lillian Semple, who was nothing more to him than the shadow of an ideal. Yet she cleared up certain of his ideas in regard to women. She was not physically as vigorous or brutal as those other women whom he had encountered in the lupanars, thus far  raw, unashamed contraveners of accepted theories and notions  and for that very reason he liked her. And his thoughts continued to dwell on her, notwithstanding the hectic days which now passed like flashes of light in his new business venture. For this stock exchange world in which he now found himself, primitive as it would seem to-day, was most fascinating to Cowperwood. The room that he went to in Third Street, at Dock, where the brokers or their agents and clerks gathered one hundred and fifty strong, was nothing to speak of artistically  a square chamber sixty by sixty, reaching from the second floor to the roof of a four-story building; but it was striking to him. The windows were high and narrow; a large-faced clock faced the west entrance of the room where you came in from the stairs; a collection of telegraph instruments, with their accompanying desks and chairs, occupied the northeast corner. On the floor, in the early days of the exchange, were rows of chairs where the brokers sat while various lots of stocks were offered to them. Later in the history of the exchange the chairs were removed and at different points posts or floor-signs indicating where certain stocks were traded in were introduced. Around these the men who were interested gathered to do their trading. From a hall on the third floor a door gave entrance to a visitors gallery, small and poorly furnished; and on the west wall a large blackboard carried current quotations in stocks as telegraphed from New York and Boston. A wicket-like fence in the center of the room surrounded the desk and chair of the official recorder; and a very small gallery opening from the third floor on the west gave place for the secretary of the board, when he had any special announcement to make. There was a room off the southwest corner, where reports and annual compendiums of chairs were removed and at different signs indicating where certain stocks of various kinds were kept and were available for the use of members.

Young Cowperwood would not have been admitted at all, as either a broker or brokers agent or assistant, except that Tighe, feeling that he needed him and believing that he would be very useful, bought him a seat on change  charging the two thousand dollars it cost as a debt and then ostensibly taking him into partnership. It was against the rules of the exchange to sham a partnership in this way in order to put a man on the floor, but brokers did it. These men who were known to be minor partners and floor assistants were derisively called eighth chasers and two-dollar brokers, because they were always seeking small orders and were willing to buy or sell for anybody on their commission, accounting, of course, to their firms for their work. Cowperwood, regardless of his intrinsic merits, was originally counted one of their number, and he was put under the direction of Mr. Arthur Rivers, the regular floor man of Tighe & Company.

Rivers was an exceedingly forceful man of thirty-five, well-dressed, well-formed, with a hard, smooth, evenly chiseled face, which was ornamented by a short, black mustache and fine, black, clearly penciled eyebrows. His hair came to an odd point at the middle of his forehead, where he divided it, and his chin was faintly and attractively cleft. He had a soft voice, a quiet, conservative manner, and both in and out of this brokerage and trading world was controlled by good form. Cowperwood wondered at first why Rivers should work for Tighe  he appeared almost as able  but afterward learned that he was in the company. Tighe was the organizer and general hand-shaker, Rivers the floor and outside man.

It was useless, as Frank soon found, to try to figure out exactly why stocks rose and fell. Some general reasons there were, of course, as he was told by Tighe, but they could not always be depended on.

Sure, anything can make or break a market  Tighe explained in his delicate brogue from the failure of a bank to the rumor that your second cousins grandmother has a cold. Its a most unusual world, Cowperwood. No man can explain it. Ive seen breaks in stocks that you could never explain at all  no one could. It wouldnt be possible to find out why they broke. Ive seen rises the same way. My God, the rumors of the stock exchange! They beat the devil. If theyre going down in ordinary times some one is unloading, or theyre rigging the market. If theyre going up  God knows times must be good or somebody must be buying  thats sure. Beyond that  well, ask Rivers to show you the ropes. Dont you ever lose for me, though. Thats the cardinal sin in this office. He grinned maliciously, even if kindly, at that.

Cowperwood understood  none better. This subtle world appealed to him. It answered to his temperament.

There were rumors, rumors, rumors  of great railway and street-car undertakings, land developments, government revision of the tariff, war between France and Turkey, famine in Russia or Ireland, and so on. The first Atlantic cable had not been laid as yet, and news of any kind from abroad was slow and meager. Still there were great financial figures in the held, men who, like Cyrus Field, or William H. Vanderbilt, or F. X. Drexel, were doing marvelous things, and their activities and the rumors concerning them counted for much.

Frank soon picked up all of the technicalities of the situation. A bull, he learned, was one who bought in anticipation of a higher price to come; and if he was loaded up with a line of stocks he was said to be long. He sold to realize his profit, or if his margins were exhausted he was wiped out. A bear was one who sold stocks which most frequently he did not have, in anticipation of a lower price, at which he could buy and satisfy his previous sales. He was short when he had sold what he did not own, and he covered when he bought to satisfy his sales and to realize his profits or to protect himself against further loss in case prices advanced instead of declining. He was in a corner when he found that he could not buy in order to make good the stock he had borrowed for delivery and the return of which had been demanded. He was then obliged to settle practically at a price fixed by those to whom he and other shorts had sold.

He smiled at first at the air of great secrecy and wisdom on the part of the younger men. They were so heartily and foolishly suspicious. The older men, as a rule, were inscrutable. They pretended indifference, uncertainty. They were like certain fish after a certain kind of bait, however. Snap! and the opportunity was gone. Somebody else had picked up what you wanted. All had their little note-books. All had their peculiar squint of eye or position or motion which meant Done! I take you! Sometimes they seemed scarcely to confirm their sales or purchases  they knew each other so well  but they did. If the market was for any reason active, the brokers and their agents were apt to be more numerous than if it were dull and the trading indifferent. A gong sounded the call to trading at ten oclock, and if there was a noticeable rise or decline in a stock or a group of stocks, you were apt to witness quite a spirited scene. Fifty to a hundred men would shout, gesticulate, shove here and there in an apparently aimless manner; endeavoring to take advantage of the stock offered or called for.

Five-eighths for five hundred P. and W., some one would call  Rivers or Cowperwood, or any other broker.

Five hundred at three-fourths, would come the reply from some one else, who either had an order to sell the stock at that price or who was willing to sell it short, hoping to pick up enough of the stock at a lower figure later to fill his order and make a little something besides. If the supply of stock at that figure was large Rivers would probably continue to bid five-eighths. If, on the other hand, he noticed an increasing demand, he would probably pay three-fourths for it. If the professional traders believed Rivers had a large buying order, they would probably try to buy the stock before he could at three-fourths, believing they could sell it out to him at a slightly higher price. The professional traders were, of course, keen students of psychology; and their success depended on their ability to guess whether or not a broker representing a big manipulator, like Tighe, had an order large enough to affect the market sufficiently to give them an opportunity to get in and out, as they termed it, at a profit before he had completed the execution of his order. They were like hawks watching for an opportunity to snatch their prey from under the very claws of their opponents.

Four, five, ten, fifteen, twenty, thirty, forty, fifty, and sometimes the whole company would attempt to take advantage of the given rise of a given stock by either selling or offering to buy, in which case the activity and the noise would become deafening. Given groups might be trading in different things; but the large majority of them would abandon what they were doing in order to take advantage of a speciality. The eagerness of certain young brokers or clerks to discover all that was going on, and to take advantage of any given rise or fall, made for quick physical action, darting to and fro, the excited elevation of explanatory fingers. Distorted faces were shoved over shoulders or under arms. The most ridiculous grimaces were purposely or unconsciously indulged in. At times there were situations in which some individual was fairly smothered with arms, faces, shoulders, crowded toward him when he manifested any intention of either buying or selling at a profitable rate. At first it seemed quite a wonderful thing to young Cowperwood  the very physical face of it  for he liked human presence and activity; but a little later the sense of the thing as a picture or a dramatic situation, of which he was a part faded, and he came down to a clearer sense of the intricacies of the problem before him. Buying and selling stocks, as he soon learned, was an art, a subtlety, almost a psychic emotion. Suspicion, intuition, feeling  these were the things to be long on.

Yet in time he also asked himself, who was it who made the real money  the stock-brokers? Not at all. Some of them were making money, but they were, as he quickly saw, like a lot of gulls or stormy petrels, hanging on the lee of the wind, hungry and anxious to snap up any unwary fish. Back of them were other men, men with shrewd ideas, subtle resources. Men of immense means whose enterprise and holdings these stocks represented, the men who schemed out and built the railroads, opened the mines, organized trading enterprises, and built up immense manufactories. They might use brokers or other agents to buy and sell on change; but this buying and selling must be, and always was, incidental to the actual fact  the mine, the railroad, the wheat crop, the flour mill, and so on. Anything less than straight-out sales to realize quickly on assets, or buying to hold as an investment, was gambling pure and simple, and these men were gamblers. He was nothing more than a gamblers agent. It was not troubling him any just at this moment, but it was not at all a mystery now, what he was. As in the case of Waterman & Company, he sized up these men shrewdly, judging some to be weak, some foolish, some clever, some slow, but in the main all small-minded or deficient because they were agents, tools, or gamblers. A man, a real man, must never be an agent, a tool, or a gambler  acting for himself or for others  he must employ such. A real man  a financier  was never a tool. He used tools. He created. He led.

Clearly, very clearly, at nineteen, twenty, and twenty-one years of age, he saw all this, but he was not quite ready yet to do anything about it. He was certain, however, that his day would come.


Chapter VII

In the meantime, his interest in Mrs. Semple had been secretly and strangely growing. When he received an invitation to call at the Semple home, he accepted with a great deal of pleasure. Their house was located not so very far from his own, on North Front Street, in the neighborhood of what is now known as No. 956. It had, in summer, quite a wealth of green leaves and vines. The little side porch which ornamented its south wall commanded a charming view of the river, and all the windows and doors were topped with lunettes of small-paned glass. The interior of the house was not as pleasing as he would have had it. Artistic impressiveness, as to the furniture at least, was wanting, although it was new and good. The pictures were  well, simply pictures. There were no books to speak of  the Bible, a few current novels, some of the more significant histories, and a collection of antiquated odds and ends in the shape of books inherited from relatives. The china was good  of a delicate pattern. The carpets and wall-paper were too high in key. So it went. Still, the personality of Lillian Semple was worth something, for she was really pleasing to look upon, making a picture wherever she stood or sat.

There were no children  a dispensation of sex conditions which had nothing to do with her, for she longed to have them. She was without any notable experience in social life, except such as had come to the Wiggin family, of which she was a member  relatives and a few neighborhood friends visiting. Lillian Wiggin, that was her maiden name  had two brothers and one sister, all living in Philadelphia and all married at this time. They thought she had done very well in her marriage.

It could not be said that she had wildly loved Mr. Semple at any time. Although she had cheerfully married him, he was not the kind of man who could arouse a notable passion in any woman. He was practical, methodic, orderly. His shoe store was a good one  well-stocked with styles reflecting the current tastes and a model of cleanliness and what one might term pleasing brightness. He loved to talk, when he talked at all, of shoe manufacturing, the development of lasts and styles. The ready-made shoe  machine-made to a certain extent  was just coming into its own slowly, and outside of these, supplies of which he kept, he employed bench-making shoemakers, satisfying his customers with personal measurements and making the shoes to order.

Mrs. Semple read a little  not much. She had a habit of sitting and apparently brooding reflectively at times, but it was not based on any deep thought. She had that curious beauty of body, though, that made her somewhat like a figure on an antique vase, or out of a Greek chorus. It was in this light, unquestionably, that Cowperwood saw her, for from the beginning he could not keep his eyes off her. In a way, she was aware of this but she did not attach any significance to it. Thoroughly conventional, satisfied now that her life was bound permanently with that of her husband, she had settled down to a staid and quiet existence.

At first, when Frank called, she did not have much to say. She was gracious, but the burden of conversation fell on her husband. Cowperwood watched the varying expression of her face from time to time, and if she had been at all psychic she must have felt something. Fortunately she was not. Semple talked to him pleasantly, because in the first place Frank was becoming financially significant, was suave and ingratiating, and in the next place he was anxious to get richer and somehow Frank represented progress to him in that line. One spring evening they sat on the porch and talked  nothing very important  slavery, street-cars, the panic  it was on then, that of 1857  the development of the West. Mr. Semple wanted to know all about the stock exchange. In return Frank asked about the shoe business, though he really did not care. All the while, inoffensively, he watched Mrs. Semple. Her manner, he thought, was soothing, attractive, delightful. She served tea and cake for them. They went inside after a time to avoid the mosquitoes. She played the piano. At ten oclock he left.

Thereafter, for a year or so, Cowperwood bought his shoes of Mr. Semple. Occasionally also he stopped in the Chestnut Street store to exchange the time of the day. Semple asked his opinion as to the advisability of buying some shares in the Fifth and Sixth Street line, which, having secured a franchise, was creating great excitement. Cowperwood gave him his best judgment. It was sure to be profitable. He himself had purchased one hundred shares at five dollars a share, and urged Semple to do so. But he was not interested in him personally. He liked Mrs. Semple, though he did not see her very often.

About a year later, Mr. Semple died. It was an untimely death, one of those fortuitous and in a way insignificant episodes which are, nevertheless, dramatic in a dull way to those most concerned. He was seized with a cold in the chest late in the fall  one of those seizures ordinarily attributed to wet feet or to going out on a damp day without an overcoat  and had insisted on going to business when Mrs. Semple urged him to stay at home and recuperate. He was in his way a very determined person, not obstreperously so, but quietly and under the surface. Business was a great urge. He saw himself soon to be worth about fifty thousand dollars. Then this cold  nine more days of pneumonia  and he was dead. The shoe store was closed for a few days; the house was full of sympathetic friends and church people. There was a funeral, with burial service in the Callowhill Presbyterian Church, to which they belonged, and then he was buried. Mrs. Semple cried bitterly. The shock of death affected her greatly and left her for a time in a depressed state. A brother of hers, David Wiggin, undertook for the time being to run the shoe business for her. There was no will, but in the final adjustment, which included the sale of the shoe business, there being no desire on anybodys part to contest her right to all the property, she received over eighteen thousand dollars. She continued to reside in the Front Street house, and was considered a charming and interesting widow.

Throughout this procedure young Cowperwood, only twenty years of age, was quietly manifest. He called during the illness. He attended the funeral. He helped her brother, David Wiggin, dispose of the shoe business. He called once or twice after the funeral, then stayed away for a considerable time. In five months he reappeared, and thereafter he was a caller at stated intervals  periods of a week or ten days.

Again, it would be hard to say what he saw in Semple. Her prettiness, wax-like in its quality, fascinated him; her indifference aroused perhaps his combative soul. He could not have explained why, but he wanted her in an urgent, passionate way. He could not think of her reasonably, and he did not talk of her much to any one. His family knew that he went to see her, but there had grown up in the Cowperwood family a deep respect for the mental force of Frank. He was genial, cheerful, gay at most times, without being talkative, and he was decidedly successful. Everybody knew he was making money now. His salary was fifty dollars a week, and he was certain soon to get more. Some lots of his in West Philadelphia, bought three years before, had increased notably in value. His street-car holdings, augmented by still additional lots of fifty and one hundred and one hundred and fifty shares in new lines incorporated, were slowly rising, in spite of hard times, from the initiative five dollars in each case to ten, fifteen, and twenty-five dollars a share  all destined to go to par. He was liked in the financial district and he was sure that he had a successful future. Because of his analysis of the brokerage situation he had come to the conclusion that he did not want to be a stock gambler. Instead, he was considering the matter of engaging in bill-brokering, a business which he had observed to be very profitable and which involved no risk as long as one had capital. Through his work and his fathers connections he had met many people  merchants, bankers, traders. He could get their business, or a part of it, he knew. People in Drexel & Co. and Clark & Co. were friendly to him. Jay Cooke, a rising banking personality, was a personal friend of his.

Meanwhile he called on Mrs. Semple, and the more he called the better he liked her. There was no exchange of brilliant ideas between them; but he had a way of being comforting and social when he wished. He advised her about her business affairs in so intelligent a way that even her relatives approved of it. She came to like him, because he was so considerate, quiet, reassuring, and so ready to explain over and over until everything was quite plain to her. She could see that he was looking on her affairs quite as if they were his own, trying to make them safe and secure.

Youre so very kind, Frank, she said to him, one night. Im awfully grateful. I dont know what I would have done if it hadnt been for you.

She looked at his handsome face, which was turned to hers, with child-like simplicity.

Not at all. Not at all. I want to do it. I wouldnt have been happy if I couldnt.

His eyes had a peculiar, subtle ray in them  not a gleam. She felt warm toward him, sympathetic, quite satisfied that she could lean on him.

Well, I am very grateful just the same. Youve been so good. Come out Sunday again, if you want to, or any evening. Ill be home.

It was while he was calling on her in this way that his Uncle Seneca died in Cuba and left him fifteen thousand dollars. This money made him worth nearly twenty-five thousand dollars in his own right, and he knew exactly what to do with it. A panic had come since Mr. Semple had died, which had illustrated to him very clearly what an uncertain thing the brokerage business was. There was really a severe business depression. Money was so scarce that it could fairly be said not to exist at all. Capital, frightened by uncertain trade and money conditions, everywhere, retired to its hiding-places in banks, vaults, tea-kettles, and stockings. The country seemed to be going to the dogs. War with the South or secession was vaguely looming up in the distance. The temper of the whole nation was nervous. People dumped their holdings on the market in order to get money. Tighe discharged three of his clerks. He cut down his expenses in every possible way, and used up all his private savings to protect his private holdings. He mortgaged his house, his land holdings  everything; and in many instances young Cowperwood was his intermediary, carrying blocks of shares to different banks to get what he could on them.

See if your fathers bank wont loan me fifteen thousand on these, he said to Frank, one day, producing a bundle of Philadelphia & Wilmington shares. Frank had heard his father speak of them in times past as excellent.

They ought to be good, the elder Cowperwood said, dubiously, when shown the package of securities. At any other time they would be. But money is so tight. We find it awfully hard these days to meet our own obligations. Ill talk to Mr. Kugel. Mr. Kugel was the president.

There was a long conversation  a long wait. His father came back to say it was doubtful whether they could make the loan. Eight per cent., then being secured for money, was a small rate of interest, considering its need. For ten per cent. Mr. Kugel might make a call-loan. Frank went back to his employer, whose commercial choler rose at the report.

For Heavens sake, is there no money at all in the town? he demanded, contentiously. Why, the interest they want is ruinous! I cant stand that. Well, take em back and bring me the money. Good God, thisll never do at all, at all!

Frank went back. Hell pay ten per cent., he said, quietly.

Tighe was credited with a deposit of fifteen thousand dollars, with privilege to draw against it at once. He made out a check for the total fifteen thousand at once to the Girard National Bank to cover a shrinkage there. So it went.

During all these days young Cowperwood was following these financial complications with interest. He was not disturbed by the cause of slavery, or the talk of secession, or the general progress or decline of the country, except in so far as it affected his immediate interests. He longed to become a stable financier; but, now that he saw the inside of the brokerage business, he was not so sure that he wanted to stay in it. Gambling in stocks, according to conditions produced by this panic, seemed very hazardous. A number of brokers failed. He saw them rush in to Tighe with anguished faces and ask that certain trades be canceled. Their very homes were in danger, they said. They would be wiped out, their wives and children put out on the street.

This panic, incidentally, only made Frank more certain as to what he really wanted to do  now that he had this free money, he would go into business for himself. Even Tighes offer of a minor partnership failed to tempt him.

I think you have a nice business, he explained, in refusing, but I want to get in the note-brokerage business for myself. I dont trust this stock game. Id rather have a little business of my own than all the floor work in this world.

But youre pretty young, Frank, argued his employer. You have lots of time to work for yourself. In the end he parted friends with both Tighe and Rivers. Thats a smart young fellow, observed Tighe, ruefully.

Hell make his mark, rejoined Rivers. Hes the shrewdest boy of his age I ever saw.


Chapter VIII

Cowperwoods world at this time was of roseate hue. He was in love and had money of his own to start his new business venture. He could take his street-car stocks, which were steadily increasing in value, and raise seventy per cent. of their market value. He could put a mortgage on his lots and get money there, if necessary. He had established financial relations with the Girard National Bank  President Davison there having taken a fancy to him  and he proposed to borrow from that institution some day. All he wanted was suitable investments  things in which he could realize surely, quickly. He saw fine prospective profits in the street-car lines, which were rapidly developing into local ramifications.

He purchased a horse and buggy about this time  the most attractive-looking animal and vehicle he could find  the combination cost him five hundred dollars  and invited Mrs. Semple to drive with him. She refused at first, but later consented. He had told her of his success, his prospects, his windfall of fifteen thousand dollars, his intention of going into the note-brokerage business. She knew his father was likely to succeed to the position of vice-president in the Third National Bank, and she liked the Cowperwoods. Now she began to realize that there was something more than mere friendship here. This erstwhile boy was a man, and he was calling on her. It was almost ridiculous in the face of things  her seniority, her widowhood, her placid, retiring disposition  but the sheer, quiet, determined force of this young man made it plain that he was not to be balked by her sense of convention.

Cowperwood did not delude himself with any noble theories of conduct in regard to her. She was beautiful, with a mental and physical lure for him that was irresistible, and that was all he desired to know. No other woman was holding him like that. It never occurred to him that he could not or should not like other women at the same time. There was a great deal of palaver about the sanctity of the home. It rolled off his mental sphere like water off the feathers of a duck. He was not eager for her money, though he was well aware of it. He felt that he could use it to her advantage. He wanted her physically. He felt a keen, primitive interest in the children they would have. He wanted to find out if he could make her love him vigorously and could rout out the memory of her former life. Strange ambition. Strange perversion, one might almost say.

In spite of her fears and her uncertainty, Lillian Semple accepted his attentions and interest because, equally in spite of herself, she was drawn to him. One night, when she was going to bed, she stopped in front of her dressing table and looked at her face and her bare neck and arms. They were very pretty. A subtle something came over her as she surveyed her long, peculiarly shaded hair. She thought of young Cowperwood, and then was chilled and shamed by the vision of the late Mr. Semple and the force and quality of public opinion.

Why do you come to see me so often? she asked him when he called the following evening.

Oh, dont you know? he replied, looking at her in an interpretive way.

No.

Sure you dont?

Well, I know you liked Mr. Semple, and I always thought you liked me as his wife. Hes gone, though, now.

And youre here, he replied.

And Im here?

Yes. I like you. I like to be with you. Dont you like me that way?

Why, Ive never thought of it. Youre so much younger. Im five years older than you are.

In years, he said, certainly. Thats nothing. Im fifteen years older than you are in other ways. I know more about life in some ways than you can ever hope to learn  dont you think so? he added, softly, persuasively.

Well, thats true. But I know a lot of things you dont know. She laughed softly, showing her pretty teeth.

It was evening. They were on the side porch. The river was before them.

Yes, but thats only because youre a woman. A man cant hope to get a womans point of view exactly. But Im talking about practical affairs of this world. Youre not as old that way as I am.

Well, what of it?

Nothing. You asked why I came to see you. Thats why. Partly.

He relapsed into silence and stared at the water.

She looked at him. His handsome body, slowly broadening, was nearly full grown. His face, because of its full, clear, big, inscrutable eyes, had an expression which was almost babyish. She could not have guessed the depths it veiled. His cheeks were pink, his hands not large, but sinewy and strong. Her pale, uncertain, lymphatic body extracted a form of dynamic energy from him even at this range.

I dont think you ought to come to see me so often. People wont think well of it. She ventured to take a distant, matronly air  the air she had originally held toward him.

People, he said, dont worry about people. People think what you want them to think. I wish you wouldnt take that distant air toward me.

Why?

Because I like you.

But you mustnt like me. Its wrong. I cant ever marry you. Youre too young. Im too old.

Dont say that! he said, imperiously. Theres nothing to it. I want you to marry me. You know I do. Now, when will it be?

Why, how silly! I never heard of such a thing! she exclaimed. It will never be, Frank. It cant be!

Why cant it? he asked.

Because  well, because Im older. People would think it strange. Im not long enough free.

Oh, long enough nothing! he exclaimed, irritably. Thats the one thing I have against you  you are so worried about what people think. They dont make your life. They certainly dont make mine. Think of yourself first. You have your own life to make. Are you going to let what other people think stand in the way of what you want to do?

But I dont want to, she smiled.

He arose and came over to her, looking into her eyes.

Well? she asked, nervously, quizzically.

He merely looked at her.

Well? she queried, more flustered.

He stooped down to take her arms, but she got up.

Now you must not come near me, she pleaded, determinedly. Ill go in the house, and Ill not let you come any more. Its terrible! Youre silly! You mustnt interest yourself in me.

She did show a good deal of determination, and he desisted. But for the time being only. He called again and again. Then one night, when they had gone inside because of the mosquitoes, and when she had insisted that he must stop coming to see her, that his attentions were noticeable to others, and that she would be disgraced, he caught her, under desperate protest, in his arms.

Now, see here! she exclaimed. I told you! Its silly! You mustnt kiss me! How dare you! Oh! oh! oh!

She broke away and ran up the near-by stairway to her room. Cowperwood followed her swiftly. As she pushed the door to he forced it open and recaptured her. He lifted her bodily from her feet and held her crosswise, lying in his arms.

Oh, how could you! she exclaimed. I will never speak to you any more. I will never let you come here any more if you dont put me down this minute. Put me down!

Ill put you down, sweet, he said. Ill take you down, at the same time pulling her face to him and kissing her. He was very much aroused, excited.

While she was twisting and protesting, he carried her down the stairs again into the living-room, and seated himself in the great armchair, still holding her tight in his arms.

Oh! she sighed, falling limp on his shoulder when he refused to let her go. Then, because of the set determination of his face, some intense pull in him, she smiled. How would I ever explain if I did marry you? she asked, weakly. Your father! Your mother!

You dont need to explain. Ill do that. And you neednt worry about my family. They wont care.

But mine, she recoiled.

Dont worry about yours. Im not marrying your family. Im marrying you. We have independent means.

She relapsed into additional protests; but he kissed her the more. There was a deadly persuasion to his caresses. Mr. Semple had never displayed any such fire. He aroused a force of feeling in her which had not previously been there. She was afraid of it and ashamed.

Will you marry me in a month? he asked, cheerfully, when she paused.

You know I wont! she exclaimed, nervously. The idea! Why do you ask?

What difference does it make? Were going to get married eventually. He was thinking how attractive he could make her look in other surroundings. Neither she nor his family knew how to live.

Well, not in a month. Wait a little while. I will marry you after a while  after you see whether you want me.

He caught her tight. Ill show you, he said.

Please stop. You hurt me.

How about it? Two months?

Certainly not.

Three?

Well, maybe.

No maybe in that case. We marry.

But youre only a boy.

Dont worry about me. Youll find out how much of a boy I am.

He seemed of a sudden to open up a new world to her, and she realized that she had never really lived before. This man represented something bigger and stronger than ever her husband had dreamed of. In his young way he was terrible, irresistible.

Well, in three months then, she whispered, while he rocked her cozily in his arms.


Chapter IX

Cowperwood started in the note brokerage business with a small office at No. 64 South Third Street, where he very soon had the pleasure of discovering that his former excellent business connections remembered him. He would go to one house, where he suspected ready money might be desirable, and offer to negotiate their notes or any paper they might issue bearing six per cent. interest for a commission and then he would sell the paper for a small commission to some one who would welcome a secure investment. Sometimes his father, sometimes other people, helped him with suggestions as to when and how. Between the two ends he might make four and five per cent. on the total transaction. In the first year he cleared six thousand dollars over and above all expenses. That wasnt much, but he was augmenting it in another way which he believed would bring great profit in the future.

Before the first street-car line, which was a shambling affair, had been laid on Front Street, the streets of Philadelphia had been crowded with hundreds of springless omnibuses rattling over rough, hard, cobblestones. Now, thanks to the idea of John Stephenson, in New York, the double rail track idea had come, and besides the line on Fifth and Sixth Streets (the cars running out one street and back on another) which had paid splendidly from the start, there were many other lines proposed or under way. The city was as eager to see street-cars replace omnibuses as it was to see railroads replace canals. There was opposition, of course. There always is in such cases. The cry of probable monopoly was raised. Disgruntled and defeated omnibus owners and drivers groaned aloud.

Cowperwood had implicit faith in the future of the street railway. In support of this belief he risked all he could spare on new issues of stock shares in new companies. He wanted to be on the inside wherever possible, always, though this was a little difficult in the matter of the street-railways, he having been so young when they started and not having yet arranged his financial connections to make them count for much. The Fifth and Sixth Street line, which had been but recently started, was paying six hundred dollars a day. A project for a West Philadelphia line (Walnut and Chestnut) was on foot, as were lines to occupy Second and Third Streets, Race and Vine, Spruce and Pine, Green and Coates, Tenth and Eleventh, and so forth. They were engineered and backed by some powerful capitalists who had influence with the State legislature and could, in spite of great public protest, obtain franchises. Charges of corruption were in the air. It was argued that the streets were valuable, and that the companies should pay a road tax of a thousand dollars a mile. Somehow, however, these splendid grants were gotten through, and the public, hearing of the Fifth and Sixth Street line profits, was eager to invest. Cowperwood was one of these, and when the Second and Third Street line was engineered, he invested in that and in the Walnut and Chestnut Street line also. He began to have vague dreams of controlling a line himself some day, but as yet he did not see exactly how it was to be done, since his business was far from being a bonanza.

In the midst of this early work he married Mrs. Semple. There was no vast to-do about it, as he did not want any and his bride-to-be was nervous, fearsome of public opinion. His family did not entirely approve. She was too old, his mother and father thought, and then Frank, with his prospects, could have done much better. His sister Anna fancied that Mrs. Semple was designing, which was, of course, not true. His brothers, Joseph and Edward, were interested, but not certain as to what they actually thought, since Mrs. Semple was good-looking and had some money.

It was a warm October day when he and Lillian went to the altar, in the First Presbyterian Church of Callowhill Street. His bride, Frank was satisfied, looked exquisite in a trailing gown of cream lace  a creation that had cost months of labor. His parents, Mrs. Seneca Davis, the Wiggin family, brothers and sisters, and some friends were present. He was a little opposed to this idea, but Lillian wanted it. He stood up straight and correct in black broadcloth for the wedding ceremony  because she wished it, but later changed to a smart business suit for traveling. He had arranged his affairs for a two weeks trip to New York and Boston. They took an afternoon train for New York, which required five hours to reach. When they were finally alone in the Astor House, New York, after hours of make-believe and public pretense of indifference, he gathered her in his arms.

Oh, its delicious, he exclaimed, to have you all to myself.

She met his eagerness with that smiling, tantalizing passivity which he had so much admired but which this time was tinged strongly with a communicated desire. He thought he should never have enough of her, her beautiful face, her lovely arms, her smooth, lymphatic body. They were like two children, billing and cooing, driving, dining, seeing the sights. He was curious to visit the financial sections of both cities. New York and Boston appealed to him as commercially solid. He wondered, as he observed the former, whether he should ever leave Philadelphia. He was going to be very happy there now, he thought, with Lillian and possibly a brood of young Cowperwoods. He was going to work hard and make money. With his means and hers now at his command, he might become, very readily, notably wealthy.


Chapter X

The home atmosphere which they established when they returned from their honeymoon was a great improvement in taste over that which had characterized the earlier life of Mrs. Cowperwood as Mrs. Semple. They had decided to occupy her house, on North Front Street, for a while at least. Cowperwood, aggressive in his current artistic mood, had objected at once after they were engaged to the spirit of the furniture and decorations, or lack of them, and had suggested that he be allowed to have it brought more in keeping with his idea of what was appropriate. During the years in which he had been growing into manhood he had come instinctively into sound notions of what was artistic and refined. He had seen so many homes that were more distinguished and harmonious than his own. One could not walk or drive about Philadelphia without seeing and being impressed with the general tendency toward a more cultivated and selective social life. Many excellent and expensive houses were being erected. The front lawn, with some attempt at floral gardening, was achieving local popularity. In the homes of the Tighes, the Leighs, Arthur Rivers, and others, he had noticed art objects of some distinction  bronzes, marbles, hangings, pictures, clocks, rugs.

It seemed to him now that his comparatively commonplace house could be made into something charming and for comparatively little money. The dining-room for instance which, through two plain windows set in a hat side wall back of the veranda, looked south over a stretch of grass and several trees and bushes to a dividing fence where the Semple property ended and a neighbors began, could be made so much more attractive. That fence  sharp-pointed, gray palings  could be torn away and a hedge put in its place. The wall which divided the dining-room from the parlor could be knocked through and a hanging of some pleasing character put in its place. A bay-window could be built to replace the two present oblong windows  a bay which would come down to the floor and open out on the lawn via swiveled, diamond-shaped, lead-paned frames. All this shabby, nondescript furniture, collected from heaven knows where  partly inherited from the Semples and the Wiggins and partly bought  could be thrown out or sold and something better and more harmonious introduced. He knew a young man by the name of Ellsworth, an architect newly graduated from a local school, with whom he had struck up an interesting friendship  one of those inexplicable inclinations of temperament. Wilton Ellsworth was an artist in spirit, quiet, meditative, refined. From discussing the quality of a certain building on Chestnut Street which was then being erected, and which Ellsworth pronounced atrocious, they had fallen to discussing art in general, or the lack of it, in America. And it occurred to him that Ellsworth was the man to carry out his decorative views to a nicety. When he suggested the young man to Lillian, she placidly agreed with him and also with his own ideas of how the house could be revised.

So while they were gone on their honeymoon Ellsworth began the revision on an estimated cost of three thousand dollars, including the furniture. It was not completed for nearly three weeks after their return; but when finished made a comparatively new house. The dining-room bay hung low over the grass, as Frank wished, and the windows were diamond-paned and leaded, swiveled on brass rods. The parlor and dining-room were separated by sliding doors; but the intention was to hang in this opening a silk hanging depicting a wedding scene in Normandy. Old English oak was used in the dining-room, an American imitation of Chippendale and Sheraton for the sitting-room and the bedrooms. There were a few simple water-colors hung here and there, some bronzes of Hosmer and Powers, a marble venus by Potter, a now forgotten sculptor, and other objects of art  nothing of any distinction. Pleasing, appropriately colored rugs covered the floor. Mrs. Cowperwood was shocked by the nudity of the Venus which conveyed an atmosphere of European freedom not common to America; but she said nothing. It was all harmonious and soothing, and she did not feel herself capable to judge. Frank knew about these things so much better than she did. Then with a maid and a man of all work installed, a program of entertaining was begun on a small scale.

Those who recall the early years of their married life can best realize the subtle changes which this new condition brought to Frank, for, like all who accept the hymeneal yoke, he was influenced to a certain extent by the things with which he surrounded himself. Primarily, from certain traits of his character, one would have imagined him called to be a citizen of eminent respectability and worth. He appeared to be an ideal home man. He delighted to return to his wife in the evenings, leaving the crowded downtown section where traffic clamored and men hurried. Here he could feel that he was well-stationed and physically happy in life. The thought of the dinner-table with candles upon it (his idea); the thought of Lillian in a trailing gown of pale-blue or green silk  he liked her in those colors; the thought of a large fireplace flaming with solid lengths of cord-wood, and Lillian snuggling in his arms, gripped his immature imagination. As has been said before, he cared nothing for books, but life, pictures, trees, physical contact  these, in spite of his shrewd and already gripping financial calculations, held him. To live richly, joyously, fully  his whole nature craved that.

And Mrs. Cowperwood, in spite of the difference in their years, appeared to be a fit mate for him at this time. She was once awakened, and for the time being, clinging, responsive, dreamy. His mood and hers was for a baby, and in a little while that happy expectation was whispered to him by her. She had half fancied that her previous barrenness was due to herself, and was rather surprised and delighted at the proof that it was not so. It opened new possibilities  a seemingly glorious future of which she was not afraid. He liked it, the idea of self-duplication. It was almost acquisitive, this thought. For days and weeks and months and years, at least the first four or five, he took a keen satisfaction in coming home evenings, strolling about the yard, driving with his wife, having friends in to dinner, talking over with her in an explanatory way the things he intended to do. She did not understand his financial abstrusities, and he did not trouble to make them clear.

But love, her pretty body, her lips, her quiet manner  the lure of all these combined, and his two children, when they came  two in four years  held him. He would dandle Frank, Jr., who was the first to arrive, on his knee, looking at his chubby feet, his kindling eyes, his almost formless yet bud-like mouth, and wonder at the process by which children came into the world. There was so much to think of in this connection  the spermatozoic beginning, the strange period of gestation in women, the danger of disease and delivery. He had gone through a real period of strain when Frank, Jr., was born, for Mrs. Cowperwood was frightened. He feared for the beauty of her body  troubled over the danger of losing her; and he actually endured his first worry when he stood outside the door the day the child came. Not much  he was too self-sufficient, too resourceful; and yet he worried, conjuring up thoughts of death and the end of their present state. Then word came, after certain piercing, harrowing cries, that all was well, and he was permitted to look at the new arrival. The experience broadened his conception of things, made him more solid in his judgment of life. That old conviction of tragedy underlying the surface of things, like wood under its veneer, was emphasized. Little Frank, and later Lillian, blue-eyed and golden-haired, touched his imagination for a while. There was a good deal to this home idea, after all. That was the way life was organized, and properly so  its cornerstone was the home.

It would be impossible to indicate fully how subtle were the material changes which these years involved  changes so gradual that they were, like the lap of soft waters, unnoticeable. Considerable  a great deal, considering how little he had to begin with  wealth was added in the next five years. He came, in his financial world, to know fairly intimately, as commercial relationships go, some of the subtlest characters of the steadily enlarging financial world. In his days at Tighes and on the exchange, many curious figures had been pointed out to him  State and city officials of one grade and another who were making something out of politics, and some national figures who came from Washington to Philadelphia at times to see Drexel & Co., Clark & Co., and even Tighe & Co. These men, as he learned, had tips or advance news of legislative or economic changes which were sure to affect certain stocks or trade opportunities. A young clerk had once pulled his sleeve at Tighes.

See that man going in to see Tighe?

Yes.

Thats Murtagh, the city treasurer. Say, he dont do anything but play a fine game. All that money to invest, and he dont have to account for anything except the principal. The interest goes to him.

Cowperwood understood. All these city and State officials speculated. They had a habit of depositing city and State funds with certain bankers and brokers as authorized agents or designated State depositories. The banks paid no interest  save to the officials personally. They loaned it to certain brokers on the officials secret order, and the latter invested it in sure winners. The bankers got the free use of the money a part of the time, the brokers another part: the officials made money, and the brokers received a fat commission. There was a political ring in Philadelphia in which the mayor, certain members of the council, the treasurer, the chief of police, the commissioner of public works, and others shared. It was a case generally of You scratch my back and Ill scratch yours. Cowperwood thought it rather shabby work at first, but many men were rapidly getting rich and no one seemed to care. The newspapers were always talking about civic patriotism and pride but never a word about these things. And the men who did them were powerful and respected.

There were many houses, a constantly widening circle, that found him a very trustworthy agent in disposing of note issues or note payment. He seemed to know so quickly where to go to get the money. From the first he made it a principle to keep twenty thousand dollars in cash on hand in order to be able to take up a proposition instantly and without discussion. So, often he was able to say, Why, certainly, I can do that, when otherwise, on the face of things, he would not have been able to do so. He was asked if he would not handle certain stock transactions on change. He had no seat, and he intended not to take any at first; but now he changed his mind, and bought one, not only in Philadelphia, but in New York also. A certain Joseph Zimmerman, a dry-goods man for whom he had handled various note issues, suggested that he undertake operating in street-railway shares for him, and this was the beginning of his return to the floor.

In the meanwhile his family life was changing  growing, one might have said, finer and more secure. Mrs. Cowperwood had, for instance, been compelled from time to time to make a subtle readjustment of her personal relationship with people, as he had with his. When Mr. Semple was alive she had been socially connected with tradesmen principally  retailers and small wholesalers  a very few. Some of the women of her own church, the First Presbyterian, were friendly with her. There had been church teas and sociables which she and Mr. Semple attended, and dull visits to his relatives and hers. The Cowperwoods, the Watermans, and a few families of that caliber, had been the notable exceptions. Now all this was changed. Young Cowperwood did not care very much for her relatives, and the Semples had been alienated by her second, and to them outrageous, marriage. His own family was closely interested by ties of affection and mutual prosperity, but, better than this, he was drawing to himself some really significant personalities. He brought home with him, socially  not to talk business, for he disliked that idea  bankers, investors, customers and prospective customers. Out on the Schuylkill, the Wissahickon, and elsewhere, were popular dining places where one could drive on Sunday. He and Mrs. Cowperwood frequently drove out to Mrs. Seneca Daviss, to Judge Kitchens, to the home of Andrew Sharpless, a lawyer whom he knew, to the home of Harper Steger, his own lawyer, and others. Cowperwood had the gift of geniality. None of these men or women suspected the depth of his nature  he was thinking, thinking, thinking, but enjoyed life as he went.

One of his earliest and most genuine leanings was toward paintings. He admired nature, but somehow, without knowing why, he fancied one could best grasp it through the personality of some interpreter, just as we gain our ideas of law and politics through individuals. Mrs. Cowperwood cared not a whit one way or another, but she accompanied him to exhibitions, thinking all the while that Frank was a little peculiar. He tried, because he loved her, to interest her in these things intelligently, but while she pretended slightly, she could not really see or care, and it was very plain that she could not.

The children took up a great deal of her time. However, Cowperwood was not troubled about this. It struck him as delightful and exceedingly worth while that she should be so devoted. At the same time, her lethargic manner, vague smile and her sometimes seeming indifference, which sprang largely from a sense of absolute security, attracted him also. She was so different from him! She took her second marriage quite as she had taken her first  a solemn fact which contained no possibility of mental alteration. As for himself, however, he was bustling about in a world which, financially at least, seemed all alteration  there were so many sudden and almost unheard-of changes. He began to look at her at times, with a speculative eye  not very critically, for he liked her  but with an attempt to weigh her personality. He had known her five years and more now. What did he know about her? The vigor of youth  those first years  had made up for so many things, but now that he had her safely...

There came in this period the slow approach, and finally the declaration, of war between the North and the South, attended with so much excitement that almost all current minds were notably colored by it. It was terrific. Then came meetings, public and stirring, and riots; the incident of John Browns body; the arrival of Lincoln, the great commoner, on his way from Springfield, Illinois, to Washington via Philadelphia, to take the oath of office; the battle of Bull Run; the battle of Vicksburg; the battle of Gettysburg, and so on. Cowperwood was only twenty-five at the time, a cool, determined youth, who thought the slave agitation might be well founded in human rights  no doubt was  but exceedingly dangerous to trade. He hoped the North would win; but it might go hard with him personally and other financiers. He did not care to fight. That seemed silly for the individual man to do. Others might  there were many poor, thin-minded, half-baked creatures who would put themselves up to be shot; but they were only fit to be commanded or shot down. As for him, his life was sacred to himself and his family and his personal interests. He recalled seeing, one day, in one of the quiet side streets, as the working-men were coming home from their work, a small enlisting squad of soldiers in blue marching enthusiastically along, the Union flag flying, the drummers drumming, the fifes blowing, the idea being, of course, to so impress the hitherto indifferent or wavering citizen, to exalt him to such a pitch, that he would lose his sense of proportion, of self-interest, and, forgetting all  wife, parents, home, and children  and seeing only the great need of the country, fall in behind and enlist. He saw one workingman swinging his pail, and evidently not contemplating any such denouement to his days work, pause, listen as the squad approached, hesitate as it drew close, and as it passed, with a peculiar look of uncertainty or wonder in his eyes, fall in behind and march solemnly away to the enlisting quarters. What was it that had caught this man, Frank asked himself. How was he overcome so easily? He had not intended to go. His face was streaked with the grease and dirt of his work  he looked like a foundry man or machinist, say twenty-five years of age. Frank watched the little squad disappear at the end of the street round the corner under the trees.

This current war-spirit was strange. The people seemed to him to want to hear nothing but the sound of the drum and fife, to see nothing but troops, of which there were thousands now passing through on their way to the front, carrying cold steel in the shape of guns at their shoulders, to hear of war and the rumors of war. It was a thrilling sentiment, no doubt, great but unprofitable. It meant self-sacrifice, and he could not see that. If he went he might be shot, and what would his noble emotion amount to then? He would rather make money, regulate current political, social and financial affairs. The poor fool who fell in behind the enlisting squad  no, not fool, he would not call him that  the poor overwrought working-man  well, Heaven pity him! Heaven pity all of them! They really did not know what they were doing.

One day he saw Lincoln  a tall, shambling man, long, bony, gawky, but tremendously impressive. It was a raw, slushy morning of a late February day, and the great war President was just through with his solemn pronunciamento in regard to the bonds that might have been strained but must not be broken. As he issued from the doorway of Independence Hall, that famous birthplace of liberty, his face was set in a sad, meditative calm. Cowperwood looked at him fixedly as he issued from the doorway surrounded by chiefs of staff, local dignitaries, detectives, and the curious, sympathetic faces of the public. As he studied the strangely rough-hewn countenance a sense of the great worth and dignity of the man came over him.

A real man, that, he thought; a wonderful temperament. His every gesture came upon him with great force. He watched him enter his carriage, thinking So that is the railsplitter, the country lawyer. Well, fate has picked a great man for this crisis.

For days the face of Lincoln haunted him, and very often during the war his mind reverted to that singular figure. It seemed to him unquestionable that fortuitously he had been permitted to look upon one of the worlds really great men. War and statesmanship were not for him; but he knew how important those things were  at times.


Chapter XI

It was while the war was on, and after it was perfectly plain that it was not to be of a few days duration, that Cowperwoods first great financial opportunity came to him. There was a strong demand for money at the time on the part of the nation, the State, and the city. In July, 1861, Congress had authorized a loan of fifty million dollars, to be secured by twenty-year bonds with interest not to exceed seven per cent., and the State authorized a loan of three millions on much the same security, the first being handled by financiers of Boston, New York, and Philadelphia, the second by Philadelphia financiers alone. Cowperwood had no hand in this. He was not big enough. He read in the papers of gatherings of men whom he knew personally or by reputation, to consider the best way to aid the nation or the State; but he was not included. And yet his soul yearned to be of them. He noticed how often a rich mans word sufficed  no money, no certificates, no collateral, no anything  just his word. If Drexel & Co., or Jay Cooke & Co., or Gould & Fiske were rumored to be behind anything, how secure it was! Jay Cooke, a young man in Philadelphia, had made a great strike taking this State loan in company with Drexel & Co., and selling it at par. The general opinion was that it ought to be and could only be sold at ninety. Cooke did not believe this. He believed that State pride and State patriotism would warrant offering the loan to small banks and private citizens, and that they would subscribe it fully and more. Events justified Cooke magnificently, and his public reputation was assured. Cowperwood wished he could make some such strike; but he was too practical to worry over anything save the facts and conditions that were before him.

His chance came about six months later, when it was found that the State would have to have much more money. Its quota of troops would have to be equipped and paid. There were measures of defense to be taken, the treasury to be replenished. A call for a loan of twenty-three million dollars was finally authorized by the legislature and issued. There was great talk in the street as to who was to handle it  Drexel & Co. and Jay Cooke & Co., of course.

Cowperwood pondered over this. If he could handle a fraction of this great loan now  he could not possibly handle the whole of it, for he had not the necessary connections  he could add considerably to his reputation as a broker while making a tidy sum. How much could he handle? That was the question. Who would take portions of it? His fathers bank? Probably. Waterman & Co.? A little. Judge Kitchen? A small fraction. The Mills-David Company? Yes. He thought of different individuals and concerns who, for one reason and another  personal friendship, good-nature, gratitude for past favors, and so on  would take a percentage of the seven-percent. bonds through him. He totaled up his possibilities, and discovered that in all likelihood, with a little preliminary missionary work, he could dispose of one million dollars if personal influence, through local political figures, could bring this much of the loan his way.

One man in particular had grown strong in his estimation as having some subtle political connection not visible on the surface, and this was Edward Malia Butler. Butler was a contractor, undertaking the construction of sewers, water-mains, foundations for buildings, street-paving, and the like. In the early days, long before Cowperwood had known him, he had been a garbage-contractor on his own account. The city at that time had no extended street-cleaning service, particularly in its outlying sections and some of the older, poorer regions. Edward Butler, then a poor young Irishman, had begun by collecting and hauling away the garbage free of charge, and feeding it to his pigs and cattle. Later he discovered that some people were willing to pay a small charge for this service. Then a local political character, a councilman friend of his  they were both Catholics  saw a new point in the whole thing. Butler could be made official garbage-collector. The council could vote an annual appropriation for this service. Butler could employ more wagons than he did now  dozens of them, scores. Not only that, but no other garbage-collector would be allowed. There were others, but the official contract awarded him would also, officially, be the end of the life of any and every disturbing rival. A certain amount of the profitable proceeds would have to be set aside to assuage the feelings of those who were not contractors. Funds would have to be loaned at election time to certain individuals and organizations  but no matter. The amount would be small. So Butler and Patrick Gavin Comiskey, the councilman (the latter silently) entered into business relations. Butler gave up driving a wagon himself. He hired a young man, a smart Irish boy of his neighborhood, Jimmy Sheehan, to be his assistant, superintendent, stableman, bookkeeper, and what not. Since he soon began to make between four and five thousand a year, where before he made two thousand, he moved into a brick house in an outlying section of the south side, and sent his children to school. Mrs. Butler gave up making soap and feeding pigs. And since then times had been exceedingly good with Edward Butler.

He could neither read nor write at first; but now he knew how, of course. He had learned from association with Mr. Comiskey that there were other forms of contracting  sewers, water-mains, gas-mains, street-paving, and the like. Who better than Edward Butler to do it? He knew the councilmen, many of them. Het met them in the back rooms of saloons, on Sundays and Saturdays at political picnics, at election councils and conferences, for as a beneficiary of the citys largess he was expected to contribute not only money, but advice. Curiously he had developed a strange political wisdom. He knew a successful man or a coming man when he saw one. So many of his bookkeepers, superintendents, time-keepers had graduated into councilmen and state legislators. His nominees  suggested to political conferences  were so often known to make good. First he came to have influence in his councilmans ward, then in his legislative district, then in the city councils of his party  Whig, of course  and then he was supposed to have an organization.

Mysterious forces worked for him in council. He was awarded significant contracts, and he always bid. The garbage business was now a thing of the past. His eldest boy, Owen, was a member of the State legislature and a partner in his business affairs. His second son, Callum, was a clerk in the city water department and an assistant to his father also. Aileen, his eldest daughter, fifteen years of age, was still in St. Agathas, a convent school in Germantown. Norah, his second daughter and youngest child, thirteen years old, was in attendance at a local private school conducted by a Catholic sisterhood. The Butler family had moved away from South Philadelphia into Girard Avenue, near the twelve hundreds, where a new and rather interesting social life was beginning. They were not of it, but Edward Butler, contractor, now fifty-five years of age, worth, say, five hundred thousand dollars, had many political and financial friends. No longer a rough neck, but a solid, reddish-faced man, slightly tanned, with broad shoulders and a solid chest, gray eyes, gray hair, a typically Irish face made wise and calm and undecipherable by much experience. His big hands and feet indicated a day when he had not worn the best English cloth suits and tanned leather, but his presence was not in any way offensive  rather the other way about. Though still possessed of a brogue, he was soft-spoken, winning, and persuasive.

He had been one of the first to become interested in the development of the street-car system and had come to the conclusion, as had Cowperwood and many others, that it was going to be a great thing. The money returns on the stocks or shares he had been induced to buy had been ample evidence of that, He had dealt through one broker and another, having failed to get in on the original corporate organizations. He wanted to pick up such stock as he could in one organization and another, for he believed they all had a future, and most of all he wanted to get control of a line or two. In connection with this idea he was looking for some reliable young man, honest and capable, who would work under his direction and do what he said. Then he learned of Cowperwood, and one day sent for him and asked him to call at his house.

Cowperwood responded quickly, for he knew of Butler, his rise, his connections, his force. He called at the house as directed, one cold, crisp February morning. He remembered the appearance of the street afterward  broad, brick-paved sidewalks, macadamized roadway, powdered over with a light snow and set with young, leafless, scrubby trees and lamp-posts. Butlers house was not new  he had bought and repaired it  but it was not an unsatisfactory specimen of the architecture of the time. It was fifty feet wide, four stories tall, of graystone and with four wide, white stone steps leading up to the door. The window arches, framed in white, had U-shaped keystones. There were curtains of lace and a glimpse of red plush through the windows, which gleamed warm against the cold and snow outside. A trim Irish maid came to the door and he gave her his card and was invited into the house.

Is Mr. Butler home?

Im not sure, sir. Ill find out. He may have gone out.

In a little while he was asked to come upstairs, where he found Butler in a somewhat commercial-looking room. It had a desk, an office chair, some leather furnishings, and a bookcase, but no completeness or symmetry as either an office or a living room. There were several pictures on the wall  an impossible oil painting, for one thing, dark and gloomy; a canal and barge scene in pink and nile green for another; some daguerreotypes of relatives and friends which were not half bad. Cowperwood noticed one of two girls, one with reddish-gold hair, another with what appeared to be silky brown. The beautiful silver effect of the daguerreotype had been tinted. They were pretty girls, healthy, smiling, Celtic, their heads close together, their eyes looking straight out at you. He admired them casually, and fancied they must be Butlers daughters.

Mr. Cowperwood? inquired Butler, uttering the name fully with a peculiar accent on the vowels. (He was a slow-moving man, solemn and deliberate.) Cowperwood noticed that his body was hale and strong like seasoned hickory, tanned by wind and rain. The flesh of his cheeks was pulled taut and there was nothing soft or flabby about him.

Im that man.

I have a little matter of stocks to talk over with you (matter almost sounded like mather), and I thought youd better come here rather than that I should come down to your office. We can be more private-like, and, besides, Im not as young as I used to be.

He allowed a semi-twinkle to rest in his eye as he looked his visitor over.

Cowperwood smiled.

Well, I hope I can be of service to you, he said, genially.

I happen to be interested just at present in pickin up certain street-railway stocks on change. Ill tell you about them later. Wont you have somethin to drink? Its a cold morning.

No, thanks; I never drink.

Never? Thats a hard word when it comes to whisky. Well, no matter. Its a good rule. My boys dont touch anything, and Im glad of it. As I say, Im interested in pickin up a few stocks on change; but, to tell you the truth, Im more interested in findin some clever young felly like yourself through whom I can work. One thing leads to another, you know, in this world. And he looked at his visitor non-committally, and yet with a genial show of interest.

Quite so, replied Cowperwood, with a friendly gleam in return.

Well, Butler meditated, half to himself, half to Cowperwood, there are a number of things that a bright young man could do for me in the street if he were so minded. I have two bright boys of my own, but I dont want them to become stock-gamblers, and I dont know that they would or could if I wanted them to. But this isnt a matter of stock-gambling. Im pretty busy as it is, and, as I said awhile ago, Im getting along. Im not as light on my toes as I once was. But if I had the right sort of a young man  Ive been looking into your record, by the way, never fear  he might handle a number of little things  investments and loans  which might bring us each a little somethin. Sometimes the young men around town ask advice of me in one way and another  they have a little somethin to invest, and so

He paused and looked tantalizingly out of the window, knowing full well Cowperwood was greatly interested, and that this talk of political influence and connections could only whet his appetite. Butler wanted him to see clearly that fidelity was the point in this case  fidelity, tact, subtlety, and concealment.

Well, if you have been looking into my record, observed Cowperwood, with his own elusive smile, leaving the thought suspended.

Butler felt the force of the temperament and the argument. He liked the young mans poise and balance. A number of people had spoken of Cowperwood to him. (It was now Cowperwood & Co. The company was fiction purely.) He asked him something about the street; how the market was running; what he knew about street-railways. Finally he outlined his plan of buying all he could of the stock of two given lines  the Ninth and Tenth and the Fifteenth and Sixteenth  without attracting any attention, if possible. It was to be done slowly, part on change, part from individual holders. He did not tell him that there was a certain amount of legislative pressure he hoped to bring to bear to get him franchises for extensions in the regions beyond where the lines now ended, in order that when the time came for them to extend their facilities they would have to see him or his sons, who might be large minority stockholders in these very concerns. It was a far-sighted plan, and meant that the lines would eventually drop into his or his sons basket.

Ill be delighted to work with you, Mr. Butler, in any way that you may suggest, observed Cowperwood. I cant say that I have so much of a business as yet  merely prospects. But my connections are good. I am now a member of the New York and Philadelphia exchanges. Those who have dealt with me seem to like the results I get.

I know a little something about your work already, reiterated Butler, wisely.

Very well, then; whenever you have a commission you can call at my office, or write, or I will call here. I will give you my secret operating code, so that anything you say will be strictly confidential.

Well, well not say anything more now. In a few days Ill have somethin for you. When I do, you can draw on my bank for what you need, up to a certain amount. He got up and looked out into the street, and Cowperwood also arose.

Its a fine day now, isnt it?

It surely is.

Well, well get to know each other better, Im sure.

He held out his hand.

I hope so.

Cowperwood went out, Butler accompanying him to the door. As he did so a young girl bounded in from the street, red-cheeked, blue-eyed, wearing a scarlet cape with the peaked hood thrown over her red-gold hair.

Oh, daddy, I almost knocked you down.

She gave her father, and incidentally Cowperwood, a gleaming, radiant, inclusive smile. Her teeth were bright and small, and her lips bud-red.

Youre home early. I thought you were going to stay all day?

I was, but I changed my mind.

She passed on in, swinging her arms.

Yes, well Butler continued, when she had gone. Then well leave it for a day or two. Good day.

Good day.

Cowperwood, warm with this enhancing of his financial prospects, went down the steps; but incidentally he spared a passing thought for the gay spirit of youth that had manifested itself in this red-cheeked maiden. What a bright, healthy, bounding girl! Her voice had the subtle, vigorous ring of fifteen or sixteen. She was all vitality. What a fine catch for some young fellow some day, and her father would make him rich, no doubt, or help to.


Chapter XII

It was to Edward Malia Butler that Cowperwood turned now, some nineteen months later when he was thinking of the influence that might bring him an award of a portion of the State issue of bonds. Butler could probably be interested to take some of them himself, or could help him place some. He had come to like Cowperwood very much and was now being carried on the latters books as a prospective purchaser of large blocks of stocks. And Cowperwood liked this great solid Irishman. He liked his history. He had met Mrs. Butler, a rather fat and phlegmatic Irish woman with a world of hard sense who cared nothing at all for show and who still liked to go into the kitchen and superintend the cooking. He had met Owen and Callum Butler, the boys, and Aileen and Norah, the girls. Aileen was the one who had bounded up the steps the first day he had called at the Butler house several seasons before.

There was a cozy grate-fire burning in Butlers improvised private office when Cowperwood called. Spring was coming on, but the evenings were cool. The older man invited Cowperwood to make himself comfortable in one of the large leather chairs before the fire and then proceeded to listen to his recital of what he hoped to accomplish.

Well, now, that isnt so easy, he commented at the end. You ought to know more about that than I do. Im not a financier, as you well know. And he grinned apologetically.

Its a matter of influence, went on Cowperwood. And favoritism. That I know. Drexel & Company and Cooke & Company have connections at Harrisburg. They have men of their own looking after their interests. The attorney-general and the State treasurer are hand in glove with them. Even if I put in a bid, and can demonstrate that I can handle the loan, it wont help me to get it. Other people have done that. I have to have friends  influence. You know how it is.

Them things, Butler said, is easy enough if you know the right parties to approach. Now theres Jimmy Oliver  he ought to know something about that. Jimmy Oliver was the whilom district attorney serving at this time, and incidentally free adviser to Mr. Butler in many ways. He was also, accidentally, a warm personal friend of the State treasurer.

How much of the loan do you want?

Five million.

Five million! Butler sat up. Man, what are you talking about? Thats a good deal of money. Where are you going to sell all that?

I want to bid for five million, assuaged Cowperwood, softly. I only want one million but I want the prestige of putting in a bona fide bid for five million. It will do me good on the street.

Butler sank back somewhat relieved.

Five million! Prestige! You want one million. Well, now, thats different. Thats not such a bad idea. We ought to be able to get that.

He rubbed his chin some more and stared into the fire.

And Cowperwood felt confident when he left the house that evening that Butler would not fail him but would set the wheels working. Therefore, he was not surprised, and knew exactly what it meant, when a few days later he was introduced to City Treasurer Julian Bode, who promised to introduce him to State Treasurer Van Nostrand and to see that his claims to consideration were put before the people. Of course, you know, he said to Cowperwood, in the presence of Butler, for it was at the latters home that the conference took place, this banking crowd is very powerful. You know who they are. They dont want any interference in this bond issue business. I was talking to Terrence Relihan, who represents them up there  meaning Harrisburg, the State capital and he says they wont stand for it at all. You may have trouble right here in Philadelphia after you get it  theyre pretty powerful, you know. Are you sure just where you can place it?

Yes, Im sure, replied Cowperwood.

Well, the best thing in my judgment is not to say anything at all. Just put in your bid. Van Nostrand, with the governors approval, will make the award. We can fix the governor, I think. After you get it they may talk to you personally, but thats your business.

Cowperwood smiled his inscrutable smile. There were so many ins and outs to this financial life. It was an endless network of underground holes, along which all sorts of influences were moving. A little wit, a little nimbleness, a little luck-time and opportunity  these sometimes availed. Here he was, through his ambition to get on, and nothing else, coming into contact with the State treasurer and the governor. They were going to consider his case personally, because he demanded that it be considered  nothing more. Others more influential than himself had quite as much right to a share, but they didnt take it. Nerve, ideas, aggressiveness, how these counted when one had luck!

He went away thinking how surprised Drexel & Co. and Cooke & Co. would be to see him appearing in the field as a competitor. In his home, in a little room on the second floor next his bedroom, which he had fixed up as an office with a desk, a safe, and a leather chair, he consulted his resources. There were so many things to think of. He went over again the list of people whom he had seen and whom he could count on to subscribe, and in so far as that was concerned  the award of one million dollars  he was safe. He figured to make two per cent. on the total transaction, or twenty thousand dollars. If he did he was going to buy a house out on Girard Avenue beyond the Butlers, or, better yet, buy a piece of ground and erect one; mortgaging house and property so to do. His father was prospering nicely. He might want to build a house next to him, and they could live side by side. His own business, aside from this deal, would yield him ten thousand dollars this year. His street-car investments, aggregating fifty thousand, were paying six per cent. His wifes property, represented by this house, some government bonds, and some real estate in West Philadelphia amounted to forty thousand more. Between them they were rich; but he expected to be much richer. All he needed now was to keep cool. If he succeeded in this bond-issue matter, he could do it again and on a larger scale. There would be more issues. He turned out the light after a while and went into his wifes boudoir, where she was sleeping. The nurse and the children were in a room beyond.

Well, Lillian, he observed, when she awoke and turned over toward him, I think I have that bond matter that I was telling you about arranged at last. I think Ill get a million of it, anyhow. Thatll mean twenty thousand. If I do well build out on Girard Avenue. Thats going to be the street. The college is making that neighborhood.

Thatll be fine, wont it, Frank! she observed, and rubbed his arm as he sat on the side of the bed.

Her remark was vaguely speculative.

Well have to show the Butlers some attention from now on. Hes been very nice to me and hes going to be useful  I can see that. He asked me to bring you over some time. We must go. Be nice to his wife. He can do a lot for me if he wants to. He has two daughters, too. Well have to have them over here.

Ill have them to dinner sometime, she agreed cheerfully and helpfully, and Ill stop and take Mrs. Butler driving if shell go, or she can take me.

She had already learned that the Butlers were rather showy  the younger generation  that they were sensitive as to their lineage, and that money in their estimation was supposed to make up for any deficiency in any other respect. Butler himself is a very presentable man, Cowperwood had once remarked to her, but Mrs. Butler  well, shes all right, but shes a little commonplace. Shes a fine woman, though, I think, good-natured and good-hearted. He cautioned her not to overlook Aileen and Norah, because the Butlers, mother and father, were very proud of them.

Mrs. Cowperwood at this time was thirty-two years old; Cowperwood twenty-seven. The birth and care of two children had made some difference in her looks. She was no longer as softly pleasing, more angular. Her face was hollow-cheeked, like so many of Rossettis and Burne-Joness women. Her health was really not as good as it had been  the care of two children and a late undiagnosed tendency toward gastritis having reduced her. In short she was a little run down nervously and suffered from fits of depression. Cowperwood had noticed this. He tried to be gentle and considerate, but he was too much of a utilitarian and practical-minded observer not to realize that he was likely to have a sickly wife on his hands later. Sympathy and affection were great things, but desire and charm must endure or one was compelled to be sadly conscious of their loss. So often now he saw young girls who were quite in his mood, and who were exceedingly robust and joyous. It was fine, advisable, practical, to adhere to the virtues as laid down in the current social lexicon, but if you had a sickly wife  And anyhow, was a man entitled to only one wife? Must he never look at another woman? Supposing he found some one? He pondered those things between hours of labor, and concluded that it did not make so much difference. If a man could, and not be exposed, it was all right. He had to be careful, though. Tonight, as he sat on the side of his wifes bed, he was thinking somewhat of this, for he had seen Aileen Butler again, playing and singing at her piano as he passed the parlor door. She was like a bright bird radiating health and enthusiasm  a reminder of youth in general.

Its a strange world, he thought; but his thoughts were his own, and he didnt propose to tell any one about them.

The bond issue, when it came, was a curious compromise; for, although it netted him his twenty thousand dollars and more and served to introduce him to the financial notice of Philadelphia and the State of Pennsylvania, it did not permit him to manipulate the subscriptions as he had planned. The State treasurer was seen by him at the office of a local lawyer of great repute, where he worked when in the city. He was gracious to Cowperwood, because he had to be. He explained to him just how things were regulated at Harrisburg. The big financiers were looked to for campaign funds. They were represented by henchmen in the State assembly and senate. The governor and the treasurer were foot-free; but there were other influences  prestige, friendship, social power, political ambitions, etc. The big men might constitute a close corporation, which in itself was unfair; but, after all, they were the legitimate sponsors for big money loans of this kind. The State had to keep on good terms with them, especially in times like these. Seeing that Mr. Cowperwood was so well able to dispose of the million he expected to get, it would be perfectly all right to award it to him; but Van Nostrand had a counter-proposition to make. Would Cowperwood, if the financial crowd now handling the matter so desired, turn over his award to them for a consideration  a sum equal to what he expected to make  in the event the award was made to him? Certain financiers desired this. It was dangerous to oppose them. They were perfectly willing he should put in a bid for five million and get the prestige of that; to have him awarded one million and get the prestige of that was well enough also, but they desired to handle the twenty-three million dollars in an unbroken lot. It looked better. He need not be advertised as having withdrawn. They would be content to have him achieve the glory of having done what he started out to do. Just the same the example was bad. Others might wish to imitate him. If it were known in the street privately that he had been coerced, for a consideration, into giving up, others would be deterred from imitating him in the future. Besides, if he refused, they could cause him trouble. His loans might be called. Various banks might not be so friendly in the future. His constituents might be warned against him in one way or another.

Cowperwood saw the point. He acquiesced. It was something to have brought so many high and mighties to their knees. So they knew of him! They were quite well aware of him! Well and good. He would take the award and twenty thousand or thereabouts and withdraw. The State treasurer was delighted. It solved a ticklish proposition for him.

Im glad to have seen you, he said. Im glad weve met. Ill drop in and talk with you some time when Im down this way. Well have lunch together.

The State treasurer, for some odd reason, felt that Mr. Cowperwood was a man who could make him some money. His eye was so keen; his expression was so alert, and yet so subtle. He told the governor and some other of his associates about him.

So the award was finally made; Cowperwood, after some private negotiations in which he met the officers of Drexel & Co., was paid his twenty thousand dollars and turned his share of the award over to them. New faces showed up in his office now from time to time  among them that of Van Nostrand and one Terrence Relihan, a representative of some other political forces at Harrisburg. He was introduced to the governor one day at lunch. His name was mentioned in the papers, and his prestige grew rapidly.

Immediately he began working on plans with young Ellsworth for his new house. He was going to build something exceptional this time, he told Lillian. They were going to have to do some entertaining  entertaining on a larger scale than ever. North Front Street was becoming too tame. He put the house up for sale, consulted with his father and found that he also was willing to move. The sons prosperity had redounded to the credit of the father. The directors of the bank were becoming much more friendly to the old man. Next year President Kugel was going to retire. Because of his sons noted coup, as well as his long service, he was going to be made president. Frank was a large borrower from his fathers bank. By the same token he was a large depositor. His connection with Edward Butler was significant. He sent his fathers bank certain accounts which it otherwise could not have secured. The city treasurer became interested in it, and the State treasurer. Cowperwood, Sr., stood to earn twenty thousand a year as president, and he owed much of it to his son. The two families were now on the best of terms. Anna, now twenty-one, and Edward and Joseph frequently spent the night at Franks house. Lillian called almost daily at his mothers. There was much interchange of family gossip, and it was thought well to build side by side. So Cowperwood, Sr., bought fifty feet of ground next to his sons thirty-five, and together they commenced the erection of two charming, commodious homes, which were to be connected by a covered passageway, or pergola, which could be inclosed with glass in winter.

The most popular local stone, a green granite was chosen; but Mr. Ellsworth promised to present it in such a way that it would be especially pleasing. Cowperwood, Sr., decided that he could afford to spent seventy-five thousand dollars  he was now worth two hundred and fifty thousand; and Frank decided that he could risk fifty, seeing that he could raise money on a mortgage. He planned at the same time to remove his office farther south on Third Street and occupy a building of his own. He knew where an option was to be had on a twenty-five-foot building, which, though old, could be given a new brownstone front and made very significant. He saw in his minds eye a handsome building, fitted with an immense plate-glass window; inside his hardwood fixtures visible; and over the door, or to one side of it, set in bronze letters, Cowperwood & Co. Vaguely but surely he began to see looming before him, like a fleecy tinted cloud on the horizon, his future fortune. He was to be rich, very, very rich.


Chapter XIII

During all the time that Cowperwood had been building himself up thus steadily the great war of the rebellion had been fought almost to its close. It was now October, 1864. The capture of Mobile and the Battle of the Wilderness were fresh memories. Grant was now before Petersburg, and the great general of the South, Lee, was making that last brilliant and hopeless display of his ability as a strategist and a soldier. There had been times  as, for instance, during the long, dreary period in which the country was waiting for Vicksburg to fall, for the Army of the Potomac to prove victorious, when Pennsylvania was invaded by Lee  when stocks fell and commercial conditions were very bad generally. In times like these Cowperwoods own manipulative ability was taxed to the utmost, and he had to watch every hour to see that his fortune was not destroyed by some unexpected and destructive piece of news.

His personal attitude toward the war, however, and aside from his patriotic feeling that the Union ought to be maintained, was that it was destructive and wasteful. He was by no means so wanting in patriotic emotion and sentiment but that he could feel that the Union, as it had now come to be, spreading its great length from the Atlantic to the Pacific and from the snows of Canada to the Gulf, was worth while. Since his birth in 1837 he had seen the nation reach that physical growth  barring Alaska  which it now possesses. Not so much earlier than his youth Florida had been added to the Union by purchase from Spain; Mexico, after the unjust war of 1848, had ceded Texas and the territory to the West. The boundary disputes between England and the United States in the far Northwest had been finally adjusted. To a man with great social and financial imagination, these facts could not help but be significant; and if they did nothing more, they gave him a sense of the boundless commercial possibilities which existed potentially in so vast a realm. His was not the order of speculative financial enthusiasm which, in the type known as the promoter, sees endless possibilities for gain in every unexplored rivulet and prairie reach; but the very vastness of the country suggested possibilities which he hoped might remain undisturbed. A territory covering the length of a whole zone and between two seas, seemed to him to possess potentialities which it could not retain if the States of the South were lost.

At the same time, the freedom of the negro was not a significant point with him. He had observed that race from his boyhood with considerable interest, and had been struck with virtues and defects which seemed inherent and which plainly, to him, conditioned their experiences.

He was not at all sure, for instance, that the negroes could be made into anything much more significant than they were. At any rate, it was a long uphill struggle for them, of which many future generations would not witness the conclusion. He had no particular quarrel with the theory that they should be free; he saw no particular reason why the South should not protest vigorously against the destruction of their property and their system. It was too bad that the negroes as slaves should be abused in some instances. He felt sure that that ought to be adjusted in some way; but beyond that he could not see that there was any great ethical basis for the contentions of their sponsors. The vast majority of men and women, as he could see, were not essentially above slavery, even when they had all the guarantees of a constitution formulated to prevent it. There was mental slavery, the slavery of the weak mind and the weak body. He followed the contentions of such men as Sumner, Garrison, Phillips, and Beecher, with considerable interest; but at no time could he see that the problem was a vital one for him. He did not care to be a soldier or an officer of soldiers; he had no gift for polemics; his mind was not of the disputatious order  not even in the realm of finance. He was concerned only to see what was of vast advantage to him, and to devote all his attention to that. This fratricidal war in the nation could not help him. It really delayed, he thought, the true commercial and financial adjustment of the country, and he hoped that it would soon end. He was not of those who complained bitterly of the excessive war taxes, though he knew them to be trying to many. Some of the stories of death and disaster moved him greatly; but, alas, they were among the unaccountable fortunes of life, and could not be remedied by him. So he had gone his way day by day, watching the coming in and the departing of troops, seeing the bands of dirty, disheveled, gaunt, sickly men returning from the fields and hospitals; and all he could do was to feel sorry. This war was not for him. He had taken no part in it, and he felt sure that he could only rejoice in its conclusion  not as a patriot, but as a financier. It was wasteful, pathetic, unfortunate.

The months proceeded apace. A local election intervened and there was a new city treasurer, a new assessor of taxes, and a new mayor; but Edward Malia Butler continued to have apparently the same influence as before. The Butlers and the Cowperwoods had become quite friendly. Mrs. Butler rather liked Lillian, though they were of different religious beliefs; and they went driving or shopping together, the younger woman a little critical and ashamed of the elder because of her poor grammar, her Irish accent, her plebeian tastes  as though the Wiggins had not been as plebeian as any. On the other hand the old lady, as she was compelled to admit, was good-natured and good-hearted. She loved to give, since she had plenty, and sent presents here and there to Lillian, the children, and others. Now youse must come over and take dinner with us  the Butlers had arrived at the evening-dinner period  or Youse must come drive with me to-morrow.

Aileen, God bless her, is such a foine girl, or Norah, the darlin, is sick the day.

But Aileen, her airs, her aggressive disposition, her love of attention, her vanity, irritated and at times disgusted Mrs. Cowperwood. She was eighteen now, with a figure which was subtly provocative. Her manner was boyish, hoydenish at times, and although convent-trained, she was inclined to balk at restraint in any form. But there was a softness lurking in her blue eyes that was most sympathetic and human.

St. Timothys and the convent school in Germantown had been the choice of her parents for her education  what they called a good Catholic education. She had learned a great deal about the theory and forms of the Catholic ritual, but she could not understand them. The church, with its tall, dimly radiant windows, its high, white altar, its figure of St. Joseph on one side and the Virgin Mary on the other, clothed in golden-starred robes of blue, wearing haloes and carrying scepters, had impressed her greatly. The church as a whole  any Catholic church  was beautiful to look at  soothing. The altar, during high mass, lit with a half-hundred or more candles, and dignified and made impressive by the rich, lacy vestments of the priests and the acolytes, the impressive needlework and gorgeous colorings of the amice, chasuble, cope, stole, and maniple, took her fancy and held her eye. Let us say there was always lurking in her a sense of grandeur coupled with a love of color and a love of love. From the first she was somewhat sex-conscious. She had no desire for accuracy, no desire for precise information. Innate sensuousness rarely has. It basks in sunshine, bathes in color, dwells in a sense of the impressive and the gorgeous, and rests there. Accuracy is not necessary except in the case of aggressive, acquisitive natures, when it manifests itself in a desire to seize. True controlling sensuousness cannot be manifested in the most active dispositions, nor again in the most accurate.

There is need of defining these statements in so far as they apply to Aileen. It would scarcely be fair to describe her nature as being definitely sensual at this time. It was too rudimentary. Any harvest is of long growth. The confessional, dim on Friday and Saturday evenings, when the church was lighted by but a few lamps, and the priests warnings, penances, and ecclesiastical forgiveness whispered through the narrow lattice, moved her as something subtly pleasing. She was not afraid of her sins. Hell, so definitely set forth, did not frighten her. Really, it had not laid hold on her conscience. The old women and old men hobbling into church, bowed in prayer, murmuring over their beads, were objects of curious interest like the wood-carvings in the peculiar array of wood-reliefs emphasizing the Stations of the Cross. She herself had liked to confess, particularly when she was fourteen and fifteen, and to listen to the priests voice as he admonished her with, Now, my dear child. A particularly old priest, a French father, who came to hear their confessions at school, interested her as being kind and sweet. His forgiveness and blessing seemed sincere  better than her prayers, which she went through perfunctorily. And then there was a young priest at St. Timothys, Father David, hale and rosy, with a curl of black hair over his forehead, and an almost jaunty way of wearing his priestly hat, who came down the aisle Sundays sprinkling holy water with a definite, distinguished sweep of the hand, who took her fancy. He heard confessions and now and then she liked to whisper her strange thoughts to him while she actually speculated on what he might privately be thinking. She could not, if she tried, associate him with any divine authority. He was too young, too human. There was something a little malicious, teasing, in the way she delighted to tell him about herself, and then walk demurely, repentantly out. At St. Agathas she had been rather a difficult person to deal with. She was, as the good sisters of the school had readily perceived, too full of life, too active, to be easily controlled. That Miss Butler, once observed Sister Constantia, the Mother Superior, to Sister Sempronia, Aileens immediate mentor, is a very spirited girl, you may have a great deal of trouble with her unless you use a good deal of tact. You may have to coax her with little gifts. You will get on better. So Sister Sempronia had sought to find what Aileen was most interested in, and bribe her therewith. Being intensely conscious of her fathers competence, and vain of her personal superiority, it was not so easy to do. She had wanted to go home occasionally, though; she had wanted to be allowed to wear the sisters rosary of large beads with its pendent cross of ebony and its silver Christ, and this was held up as a great privilege. For keeping quiet in class, walking softly, and speaking softly  as much as it was in her to do  for not stealing into other girls rooms after lights were out, and for abandoning crushes on this and that sympathetic sister, these awards and others, such as walking out in the grounds on Saturday afternoons, being allowed to have all the flowers she wanted, some extra dresses, jewels, etc., were offered. She liked music and the idea of painting, though she had no talent in that direction; and books, novels, interested her, but she could not get them. The rest  grammar, spelling, sewing, church and general history  she loathed. Deportment  well, there was something in that. She had liked the rather exaggerated curtsies they taught her, and she had often reflected on how she would use them when she reached home.

When she came out into life the little social distinctions which have been indicated began to impress themselves on her, and she wished sincerely that her father would build a better home  a mansion  such as those she saw elsewhere, and launch her properly in society. Failing in that, she could think of nothing save clothes, jewels, riding-horses, carriages, and the appropriate changes of costume which were allowed her for these. Her family could not entertain in any distinguished way where they were, and so already, at eighteen, she was beginning to feel the sting of a blighted ambition. She was eager for life. How was she to get it?

Her room was a study in the foibles of an eager and ambitious mind. It was full of clothes, beautiful things for all occasions  jewelry  which she had small opportunity to wear  shoes, stockings, lingerie, laces. In a crude way she had made a study of perfumes and cosmetics, though she needed the latter not at all, and these were present in abundance. She was not very orderly, and she loved lavishness of display; and her curtains, hangings, table ornaments, and pictures inclined to gorgeousness, which did not go well with the rest of the house.

Aileen always reminded Cowperwood of a high-stepping horse without a check-rein. He met her at various times, shopping with her mother, out driving with her father, and he was always interested and amused at the affected, bored tone she assumed before him  the Oh, dear! Oh, dear! Life is so tiresome, dont you know, when, as a matter of fact, every moment of it was of thrilling interest to her. Cowperwood took her mental measurement exactly. A girl with a high sense of life in her, romantic, full of the thought of love and its possibilities. As he looked at her he had the sense of seeing the best that nature can do when she attempts to produce physical perfection. The thought came to him that some lucky young dog would marry her pretty soon and carry her away; but whoever secured her would have to hold her by affection and subtle flattery and attention if he held her at all.

The little snip  she was not at all she thinks the sun rises and sets in her fathers pocket, Lillian observed one day to her husband. To hear her talk, youd think they were descended from Irish kings. Her pretended interest in art and music amuses me.

Oh, dont be too hard on her, coaxed Cowperwood diplomatically. He already liked Aileen very much. She plays very well, and she has a good voice.

Yes, I know; but she has no real refinement. How could she have? Look at her father and mother.

I dont see anything so very much the matter with her, insisted Cowperwood. Shes bright and good-looking. Of course, shes only a girl, and a little vain, but shell come out of that. She isnt without sense and force, at that.

Aileen, as he knew, was most friendly to him. She liked him. She made a point of playing the piano and singing for him in his home, and she sang only when he was there. There was something about his steady, even gait, his stocky body and handsome head, which attracted her. In spite of her vanity and egotism, she felt a little overawed before him at times  keyed up. She seemed to grow gayer and more brilliant in his presence.

The most futile thing in this world is any attempt, perhaps, at exact definition of character. All individuals are a bundle of contradictions  none more so than the most capable.

In the case of Aileen Butler it would be quite impossible to give an exact definition. Intelligence, of a raw, crude order she had certainly  also a native force, tamed somewhat by the doctrines and conventions of current society, still showed clear at times in an elemental and not entirely unattractive way. At this time she was only eighteen years of age  decidedly attractive from the point of view of a man of Frank Cowperwoods temperament. She supplied something he had not previously known or consciously craved. Vitality and vivacity. No other woman or girl whom he had ever known had possessed so much innate force as she. Her red-gold hair  not so red as decidedly golden with a suggestion of red in it  looped itself in heavy folds about her forehead and sagged at the base of her neck. She had a beautiful nose, not sensitive, but straight-cut with small nostril openings, and eyes that were big and yet noticeably sensuous. They were, to him, a pleasing shade of blue-gray-blue, and her toilet, due to her temperament, of course, suggested almost undue luxury, the bangles, anklets, ear-rings, and breast-plates of the odalisque, and yet, of course, they were not there. She confessed to him years afterward that she would have loved to have stained her nails and painted the palms of her hands with madder-red. Healthy and vigorous, she was chronically interested in men  what they would think of her  and how she compared with other women.

The fact that she could ride in a carriage, live in a fine home on Girard Avenue, visit such homes as those of the Cowperwoods and others, was of great weight; and yet, even at this age, she realized that life was more than these things. Many did not have them and lived.

But these facts of wealth and advantage gripped her; and when she sat at the piano and played or rode in her carriage or walked or stood before her mirror, she was conscious of her figure, her charms, what they meant to men, how women envied her. Sometimes she looked at poor, hollow-chested or homely-faced girls and felt sorry for them; at other times she flared into inexplicable opposition to some handsome girl or woman who dared to brazen her socially or physically. There were such girls of the better families who, in Chestnut Street, in the expensive shops, or on the drive, on horseback or in carriages, tossed their heads and indicated as well as human motions can that they were better-bred and knew it. When this happened each stared defiantly at the other. She wanted ever so much to get up in the world, and yet namby-pamby men of better social station than herself did not attract her at all. She wanted a man. Now and then there was one something like, but not entirely, who appealed to her, but most of them were politicians or legislators, acquaintances of her father, and socially nothing at all  and so they wearied and disappointed her. Her father did not know the truly elite. But Mr. Cowperwood  he seemed so refined, so forceful, and so reserved. She often looked at Mrs. Cowperwood and thought how fortunate she was.


Chapter XIV

The development of Cowperwood as Cowperwood & Co. following his arresting bond venture, finally brought him into relationship with one man who was to play an important part in his life, morally, financially, and in other ways. This was George W. Stener, the new city treasurer-elect, who, to begin with, was a puppet in the hands of other men, but who, also in spite of this fact, became a personage of considerable importance, for the simple reason that he was weak. Stener had been engaged in the real estate and insurance business in a small way before he was made city treasurer. He was one of those men, of whom there are so many thousands in every large community, with no breadth of vision, no real subtlety, no craft, no great skill in anything. You would never hear a new idea emanating from Stener. He never had one in his life. On the other hand, he was not a bad fellow. He had a stodgy, dusty, commonplace look to him which was more a matter of mind than of body. His eye was of vague gray-blue; his hair a dusty light-brown and thin. His mouth  there was nothing impressive there. He was quite tall, nearly six feet, with moderately broad shoulders, but his figure was anything but shapely. He seemed to stoop a little, his stomach was the least bit protuberant, and he talked commonplaces  the small change of newspaper and street and business gossip. People liked him in his own neighborhood. He was thought to be honest and kindly; and he was, as far as he knew. His wife and four children were as average and insignificant as the wives and children of such men usually are.

Just the same, and in spite of, or perhaps, politically speaking, because of all this, George W. Stener was brought into temporary public notice by certain political methods which had existed in Philadelphia practically unmodified for the previous half hundred years. First, because he was of the same political faith as the dominant local political party, he had become known to the local councilman and ward-leader of his ward as a faithful soul  one useful in the matter of drumming up votes. And next  although absolutely without value as a speaker, for he had no ideas  you could send him from door to door, asking the grocer and the blacksmith and the butcher how he felt about things and he would make friends, and in the long run predict fairly accurately the probable vote. Furthermore, you could dole him out a few platitudes and he would repeat them. The Republican party, which was the new-born party then, but dominant in Philadelphia, needed your vote; it was necessary to keep the rascally Democrats out  he could scarcely have said why. They had been for slavery. They were for free trade. It never once occurred to him that these things had nothing to do with the local executive and financial administration of Philadelphia. Supposing they didnt? What of it?

In Philadelphia at this time a certain United States Senator, one Mark Simpson, together with Edward Malia Butler and Henry A. Mollenhauer, a rich coal dealer and investor, were supposed to, and did, control jointly the political destiny of the city. They had representatives, benchmen, spies, tools  a great company. Among them was this same Stener  a minute cog in the silent machinery of their affairs.

In scarcely any other city save this, where the inhabitants were of a deadly average in so far as being commonplace was concerned, could such a man as Stener have been elected city treasurer. The rank and file did not, except in rare instances, make up their political program. An inside ring had this matter in charge. Certain positions were allotted to such and such men or to such and such factions of the party for such and such services rendered  but who does not know politics?

In due course of time, therefore, George W. Stener had become persona grata to Edward Strobik, a quondam councilman who afterward became ward leader and still later president of council, and who, in private life was a stone-dealer and owner of a brickyard. Strobik was a benchman of Henry A. Mollenhauer, the hardest and coldest of all three of the political leaders. The latter had things to get from council, and Strobik was his tool. He had Stener elected; and because he was faithful in voting as he was told the latter was later made an assistant superintendent of the highways department.

Here he came under the eyes of Edward Malia Butler, and was slightly useful to him. Then the central political committee, with Butler in charge, decided that some nice, docile man who would at the same time be absolutely faithful was needed for city treasurer, and Stener was put on the ticket. He knew little of finance, but was an excellent bookkeeper; and, anyhow, was not corporation counsel Regan, another political tool of this great triumvirate, there to advise him at all times? He was. It was a very simple matter. Being put on the ticket was equivalent to being elected, and so, after a few weeks of exceedingly trying platform experiences, in which he had stammered through platitudinous declarations that the city needed to be honestly administered, he was inducted into office; and there you were.

Now it wouldnt have made so much difference what George W. Steners executive and financial qualifications for the position were, but at this time the city of Philadelphia was still hobbling along under perhaps as evil a financial system, or lack of it, as any city ever endured  the assessor and the treasurer being allowed to collect and hold moneys belonging to the city, outside of the citys private vaults, and that without any demand on the part of anybody that the same be invested by them at interest for the citys benefit. Rather, all they were expected to do, apparently, was to restore the principal and that which was with them when they entered or left office. It was not understood or publicly demanded that the moneys so collected, or drawn from any source, be maintained intact in the vaults of the city treasury. They could be loaned out, deposited in banks or used to further private interests of any one, so long as the principal was returned, and no one was the wiser. Of course, this theory of finance was not publicly sanctioned, but it was known politically and journalistically, and in high finance. How were you to stop it?

Cowperwood, in approaching Edward Malia Butler, had been unconsciously let in on this atmosphere of erratic and unsatisfactory speculation without really knowing it. When he had left the office of Tighe & Co., seven years before, it was with the idea that henceforth and forever he would have nothing to do with the stock-brokerage proposition; but now behold him back in it again, with more vim than he had ever displayed, for now he was working for himself, the firm of Cowperwood & Co., and he was eager to satisfy the world of new and powerful individuals who by degrees were drifting to him. All had a little money. All had tips, and they wanted him to carry certain lines of stock on margin for them, because he was known to other political men, and because he was safe. And this was true. He was not, or at least up to this time had not been, a speculator or a gambler on his own account. In fact he often soothed himself with the thought that in all these years he had never gambled for himself, but had always acted strictly for others instead. But now here was George W. Stener with a proposition which was not quite the same thing as stock-gambling, and yet it was.

During a long period of years preceding the Civil War, and through it, let it here be explained and remembered, the city of Philadelphia had been in the habit, as a corporation, when there were no available funds in the treasury, of issuing what were known as city warrants, which were nothing more than notes or I.O.U.s bearing six per cent. interest, and payable sometimes in thirty days, sometimes in three, sometimes in six months  all depending on the amount and how soon the city treasurer thought there would be sufficient money in the treasury to take them up and cancel them. Small tradesmen and large contractors were frequently paid in this way; the small tradesman who sold supplies to the city institutions, for instance, being compelled to discount his notes at the bank, if he needed ready money, usually for ninety cents on the dollar, while the large contractor could afford to hold his and wait. It can readily be seen that this might well work to the disadvantage of the small dealer and merchant, and yet prove quite a fine thing for a large contractor or note-broker, for the city was sure to pay the warrants at some time, and six per cent. interest was a fat rate, considering the absolute security. A banker or broker who gathered up these things from small tradesmen at ninety cents on the dollar made a fine thing of it all around if he could wait.

Originally, in all probability, there was no intention on the part of the city treasurer to do any one an injustice, and it is likely that there really were no funds to pay with at the time. However that may have been, there was later no excuse for issuing the warrants, seeing that the city might easily have been managed much more economically. But these warrants, as can readily be imagined, had come to be a fine source of profit for note-brokers, bankers, political financiers, and inside political manipulators generally and so they remained a part of the citys fiscal policy.

There was just one drawback to all this. In order to get the full advantage of this condition the large banker holding them must be an inside banker, one close to the political forces of the city, for if he was not and needed money and he carried his warrants to the city treasurer, he would find that he could not get cash for them. But if he transferred them to some banker or note-broker who was close to the political force of the city, it was quite another matter. The treasury would find means to pay. Or, if so desired by the note-broker or banker  the right one  notes which were intended to be met in three months, and should have been settled at that time, were extended to run on years and years, drawing interest at six per cent. even when the city had ample funds to meet them. Yet this meant, of course, an illegal interest drain on the city, but that was all right also. No funds could cover that. The general public did not know. It could not find out. The newspapers were not at all vigilant, being pro-political. There were no persistent, enthusiastic reformers who obtained any political credence. During the war, warrants outstanding in this manner arose in amount to much over two million dollars, all drawing six per cent. interest, but then, of course, it began to get a little scandalous. Besides, at least some of the investors began to want their money back.

In order, therefore, to clear up this outstanding indebtedness and make everything shipshape again, it was decided that the city must issue a loan, say for two million dollars  no need to be exact about the amount. And this loan must take the shape of interest-bearing certificates of a par value of one hundred dollars, redeemable in six, twelve, or eighteen months, as the case may be. These certificates of loan were then ostensibly to be sold in the open market, a sinking-fund set aside for their redemption, and the money so obtained used to take up the long-outstanding warrants which were now such a subject of public comment.

It is obvious that this was merely a case of robbing Peter to pay Paul. There was no real clearing up of the outstanding debt. It was the intention of the schemers to make it possible for the financial politicians on the inside to reap the same old harvest by allowing the certificates to be sold to the right parties for ninety or less, setting up the claim that there was no market for them, the credit of the city being bad. To a certain extent this was true. The war was just over. Money was high. Investors could get more than six per cent. elsewhere unless the loan was sold at ninety. But there were a few watchful politicians not in the administration, and some newspapers and non-political financiers who, because of the high strain of patriotism existing at the time, insisted that the loan should be sold at par. Therefore a clause to that effect had to be inserted in the enabling ordinance.

This, as one might readily see, destroyed the politicians little scheme to get this loan at ninety. Nevertheless since they desired that the money tied up in the old warrants and now not redeemable because of lack of funds should be paid them, the only way this could be done would be to have some broker who knew the subtleties of the stock market handle this new city loan on change in such a way that it would be made to seem worth one hundred and to be sold to outsiders at that figure. Afterward, if, as it was certain to do, it fell below that, the politicians could buy as much of it as they pleased, and eventually have the city redeem it at par.

George W. Stener, entering as city treasurer at this time, and bringing no special financial intelligence to the proposition, was really troubled. Henry A. Mollenhauer, one of the men who had gathered up a large amount of the old city warrants, and who now wanted his money, in order to invest it in bonanza offers in the West, called on Stener, and also on the mayor. He with Simpson and Butler made up the Big Three.

I think something ought to be done about these warrants that are outstanding, he explained. I am carrying a large amount of them, and there are others. We have helped the city a long time by saying nothing; but now I think that something ought to be done. Mr. Butler and Mr. Simpson feel the same way. Couldnt these new loan certificates be listed on the stock exchange and the money raised that way? Some clever broker could bring them to par.

Stener was greatly flattered by the visit from Mollenhauer. Rarely did he trouble to put in a personal appearance, and then only for the weight and effect his presence would have. He called on the mayor and the president of council, much as he called on Stener, with a lofty, distant, inscrutable air. They were as office-boys to him.

In order to understand exactly the motive for Mollenhauers interest in Stener, and the significance of this visit and Steners subsequent action in regard to it, it will be necessary to scan the political horizon for some little distance back. Although George W. Stener was in a way a political henchman and appointee of Mollenhauers, the latter was only vaguely acquainted with him. He had seen him before; knew of him; had agreed that his name should be put on the local slate largely because he had been assured by those who were closest to him and who did his bidding that Stener was all right, that he would do as he was told, that he would cause no one any trouble, etc. In fact, during several previous administrations, Mollenhauer had maintained a subsurface connection with the treasury, but never so close a one as could easily be traced. He was too conspicuous a man politically and financially for that. But he was not above a plan, in which Simpson if not Butler shared, of using political and commercial stool-pigeons to bleed the city treasury as much as possible without creating a scandal. In fact, for some years previous to this, various agents had already been employed  Edward Strobik, president of council, Asa Conklin, the then incumbent of the mayors chair, Thomas Wycroft, alderman, Jacob Harmon, alderman, and others  to organize dummy companies under various names, whose business it was to deal in those things which the city needed  lumber, stone, steel, iron, cement  a long list  and of course, always at a fat profit to those ultimately behind the dummy companies, so organized. It saved the city the trouble of looking far and wide for honest and reasonable dealers.

Since the action of at least three of these dummies will have something to do with the development of Cowperwoods story, they may be briefly described. Edward Strobik, the chief of them, and the one most useful to Mollenhauer, in a minor way, was a very spry person of about thirty-five at this time  lean and somewhat forceful, with black hair, black eyes, and an inordinately large black mustache. He was dapper, inclined to noticeable clothing  a pair of striped trousers, a white vest, a black cutaway coat and a high silk hat. His markedly ornamental shoes were always polished to perfection, and his immaculate appearance gave him the nickname of The Dude among some. Nevertheless he was quite able on a small scale, and was well liked by many.

His two closest associates, Messrs. Thomas Wycroft and Jacob Harmon, were rather less attractive and less brilliant. Jacob Harmon was a thick wit socially, but no fool financially. He was big and rather doleful to look upon, with sandy brown hair and brown eyes, but fairly intelligent, and absolutely willing to approve anything which was not too broad in its crookedness and which would afford him sufficient protection to keep him out of the clutches of the law. He was really not so cunning as dull and anxious to get along.

Thomas Wycroft, the last of this useful but minor triumvirate, was a tall, lean man, candle-waxy, hollow-eyed, gaunt of face, pathetic to look at physically, but shrewd. He was an iron-molder by trade and had gotten into politics much as Stener had  because he was useful; and he had managed to make some money  via this triumvirate of which Strobik was the ringleader, and which was engaged in various peculiar businesses which will now be indicated.

The companies which these several henchmen had organized under previous administrations, and for Mollenhauer, dealt in meat, building material, lamp-posts, highway supplies, anything you will, which the city departments or its institutions needed. A city contract once awarded was irrevocable, but certain councilmen had to be fixed in advance and it took money to do that. The company so organized need not actually slaughter any cattle or mold lamp-posts. All it had to do was to organize to do that, obtain a charter, secure a contract for supplying such material to the city from the city council (which Strobik, Harmon, and Wycroft would attend to), and then sublet this to some actual beef-slaughterer or iron-founder, who would supply the material and allow them to pocket their profit which in turn was divided or paid for to Mollenhauer and Simpson in the form of political donations to clubs or organizations. It was so easy and in a way so legitimate. The particular beef-slaughterer or iron-founder thus favored could not hope of his own ability thus to obtain a contract. Stener, or whoever was in charge of the city treasury at the time, for his services in loaning money at a low rate of interest to be used as surety for the proper performance of contract, and to aid in some instances the beef-killer or iron-founder to carry out his end, was to be allowed not only the one or two per cent. which he might pocket (other treasurers had), but a fair proportion of the profits. A complacent, confidential chief clerk who was all right would be recommended to him. It did not concern Stener that Strobik, Harmon, and Wycroft, acting for Mollenhauer, were incidentally planning to use a little of the money loaned for purposes quite outside those indicated. It was his business to loan it.

However, to be going on. Some time before he was even nominated, Stener had learned from Strobik, who, by the way, was one of his sureties as treasurer (which suretyship was against the law, as were those of Councilmen Wycroft and Harmon, the law of Pennsylvania stipulating that one political servant might not become surety for another), that those who had brought about this nomination and election would by no means ask him to do anything which was not perfectly legal, but that he must be complacent and not stand in the way of big municipal perquisites nor bite the hands that fed him. It was also made perfectly plain to him, that once he was well in office a little money for himself was to be made. As has been indicated, he had always been a poor man. He had seen all those who had dabbled in politics to any extent about him heretofore do very well financially indeed, while he pegged along as an insurance and real-estate agent. He had worked hard as a small political henchman. Other politicians were building themselves nice homes in newer portions of the city. They were going off to New York or Harrisburg or Washington on jaunting parties. They were seen in happy converse at road-houses or country hotels in season with their wives or their women favorites, and he was not, as yet, of this happy throng. Naturally now that he was promised something, he was interested and compliant. What might he not get?

When it came to this visit from Mollenhauer, with its suggestion in regard to bringing city loan to par, although it bore no obvious relation to Mollenhauers subsurface connection with Stener, through Strobik and the others, Stener did definitely recognize his own political subservience  his masters stentorian voice  and immediately thereafter hurried to Strobik for information.

Just what would you do about this? he asked of Strobik, who knew of Mollenhauers visit before Stener told him, and was waiting for Stener to speak to him. Mr. Mollenhauer talks about having this new loan listed on change and brought to par so that it will sell for one hundred.

Neither Strobik, Harmon, nor Wycroft knew how the certificates of city loan, which were worth only ninety on the open market, were to be made to sell for one hundred on change, but Mollenhauers secretary, one Abner Sengstack, had suggested to Strobik that, since Butler was dealing with young Cowperwood and Mollenhauer did not care particularly for his private broker in this instance, it might be as well to try Cowperwood.

So it was that Cowperwood was called to Steners office. And once there, and not as yet recognizing either the hand of Mollenhauer or Simpson in this, merely looked at the peculiarly shambling, heavy-cheeked, middle-class man before him without either interest or sympathy, realizing at once that he had a financial baby to deal with. If he could act as adviser to this man  be his sole counsel for four years!

How do you do, Mr. Stener? he said in his soft, ingratiating voice, as the latter held out his hand. I am glad to meet you. I have heard of you before, of course.

Stener was long in explaining to Cowperwood just what his difficulty was. He went at it in a clumsy fashion, stumbling through the difficulties of the situation he was suffered to meet.

The main thing, as I see it, is to make these certificates sell at par. I can issue them in any sized lots you like, and as often as you like. I want to get enough now to clear away two hundred thousand dollars worth of the outstanding warrants, and as much more as I can get later.

Cowperwood felt like a physician feeling a patients pulse  a patient who is really not sick at all but the reassurance of whom means a fat fee. The abstrusities of the stock exchange were as his A B Cs to him. He knew if he could have this loan put in his hands  all of it, if he could have the fact kept dark that he was acting for the city, and that if Stener would allow him to buy as a bull for the sinking-fund while selling judiciously for a rise, he could do wonders even with a big issue. He had to have all of it, though, in order that he might have agents under him. Looming up in his mind was a scheme whereby he could make a lot of the unwary speculators about change go short of this stock or loan under the impression, of course, that it was scattered freely in various persons hands, and that they could buy as much of it as they wanted. Then they would wake to find that they could not get it; that he had it all. Only he would not risk his secret that far. Not he, oh, no. But he would drive the city loan to par and then sell. And what a fat thing for himself among others in so doing. Wisely enough he sensed that there was politics in all this  shrewder and bigger men above and behind Stener. But what of that? And how slyly and shrewdly they were sending Stener to him. It might be that his name was becoming very potent in their political world here. And what might that not mean!

I tell you what Id like to do, Mr. Stener, he said, after he had listened to his explanation and asked how much of the city loan he would like to sell during the coming year. Ill be glad to undertake it. But Id like to have a day or two in which to think it over.

Why, certainly, certainly, Mr. Cowperwood, replied Stener, genially. Thats all right. Take your time. If you know how it can be done, just show me when youre ready. By the way, what do you charge?

Well, the stock exchange has a regular scale of charges which we brokers are compelled to observe. Its one-fourth of one per cent. on the par value of bonds and loans. Of course, I may hav to add a lot of fictitious selling  Ill explain that to you later  but I wont charge you anything for that so long as it is a secret between us. Ill give you the best service I can, Mr. Stener. You can depend on that. Let me have a day or two to think it over, though.

He shook hands with Stener, and they parted. Cowperwood was satisfied that he was on the verge of a significant combination, and Stener that he had found someone on whom he could lean.


Chapter XV

The plan Cowperwood developed after a few days meditation will be plain enough to any one who knows anything of commercial and financial manipulation, but a dark secret to those who do not. In the first place, the city treasurer was to use his (Cowperwoods) office as a bank of deposit. He was to turn over to him, actually, or set over to his credit on the citys books, subject to his order, certain amounts of city loans  two hundred thousand dollars at first, since that was the amount it was desired to raise quickly  and he would then go into the market and see what could be done to have it brought to par. The city treasurer was to ask leave of the stock exchange at once to have it listed as a security. Cowperwood would then use his influence to have this application acted upon quickly. Stener was then to dispose of all city loan certificates through him, and him only. He was to allow him to buy for the sinking-fund, supposedly, such amounts as he might have to buy in order to keep the price up to par. To do this, once a considerable number of the loan certificates had been unloaded on the public, it might be necessary to buy back a great deal. However, these would be sold again. The law concerning selling only at par would have to be abrogated to this extent  i.e., that the wash sales and preliminary sales would have to be considered no sales until par was reached.

There was a subtle advantage here, as Cowperwood pointed out to Stener. In the first place, since the certificates were going ultimately to reach par anyway, there was no objection to Stener or any one else buying low at the opening price and holding for a rise. Cowperwood would be glad to carry him on his books for any amount, and he would settle at the end of each month. He would not be asked to buy the certificates outright. He could be carried on the books for a certain reasonable margin, say ten points. The money was as good as made for Stener now. In the next place, in buying for the sinking-fund it would be possible to buy these certificates very cheap, for, having the new and reserve issue entirely in his hands, Cowperwood could throw such amounts as he wished into the market at such times as he wished to buy, and consequently depress the market. Then he could buy, and, later, up would go the price. Having the issues totally in his hands to boost or depress the market as he wished, there was no reason why the city should not ultimately get par for all its issues, and at the same time considerable money be made out of the manufactured fluctuations. He, Cowperwood, would be glad to make most of his profit that way. The city should allow him his normal percentage on all his actual sales of certificates for the city at par (he would have to have that in order to keep straight with the stock exchange); but beyond that, and for all the other necessary manipulative sales, of which there would be many, he would depend on his knowledge of the stock market to reimburse him. And if Stener wanted to speculate with him  well.

Dark as this transaction may seem to the uninitiated, it will appear quite clear to those who know. Manipulative tricks have always been worked in connection with stocks of which one man or one set of men has had complete control. It was no different from what subsequently was done with Erie, Standard Oil, Copper, Sugar, Wheat, and what not. Cowperwood was one of the first and one of the youngest to see how it could be done. When he first talked to Stener he was twenty-eight years of age. When he last did business with him he was thirty-four.

The houses and the bank-front of Cowperwood & Co. had been proceeding apace. The latter was early Florentine in its decorations with windows which grew narrower as they approached the roof, and a door of wrought iron set between delicately carved posts, and a straight lintel of brownstone. It was low in height and distinguished in appearance. In the center panel had been hammered a hand, delicately wrought, thin and artistic, holding aloft a flaming brand. Ellsworth informed him that this had formerly been a money-changers sign used in old Venice, the significance of which had long been forgotten.

The interior was finished in highly-polished hardwood, stained in imitation of the gray lichens which infest trees. Large sheets of clear, beveled glass were used, some oval, some oblong, some square, and some circular, following a given theory of eye movement. The fixtures for the gas-jets were modeled after the early Roman flame-brackets, and the office safe was made an ornament, raised on a marble platform at the back of the office and lacquered a silver-gray, with Cowperwood & Co. lettered on it in gold. One had a sense of reserve and taste pervading the place, and yet it was also inestimably prosperous, solid and assuring. Cowperwood, when he viewed it at its completion, complimented Ellsworth cheerily. I like this. It is really beautiful. It will be a pleasure to work here. If those houses are going to be anything like this, they will be perfect.

Wait till you see them. I think you will be pleased, Mr. Cowperwood. I am taking especial pains with yours because it is smaller. It is really easier to treat your fathers. But yours He went off into a description of the entrance-hall, reception-room and parlor, which he was arranging and decorating in such a way as to give an effect of size and dignity not really conformable to the actual space.

And when the houses were finished, they were effective and arresting  quite different from the conventional residences of the street. They were separated by a space of twenty feet, laid out as greensward. The architect had borrowed somewhat from the Tudor school, yet not so elaborated as later became the style in many of the residences in Philadelphia and elsewhere. The most striking features were rather deep-recessed doorways under wide, low, slightly floriated arches, and three projecting windows of rich form, one on the second floor of Franks house, two on the facade of his fathers. There were six gables showing on the front of the two houses, two on Franks and four on his fathers. In the front of each house on the ground floor was a recessed window unconnected with the recessed doorways, formed by setting the inner external wall back from the outer face of the building. This window looked out through an arched opening to the street, and was protected by a dwarf parapet or balustrade. It was possible to set potted vines and flowers there, which was later done, giving a pleasant sense of greenery from the street, and to place a few chairs there, which were reached via heavily barred French casements.

On the ground floor of each house was placed a conservatory of flowers, facing each other, and in the yard, which was jointly used, a pool of white marble eight feet in diameter, with a marble Cupid upon which jets of water played. The yard which was enclosed by a high but pierced wall of green-gray brick, especially burnt for the purpose the same color as the granite of the house, and surmounted by a white marble coping which was sown to grass and had a lovely, smooth, velvety appearance. The two houses, as originally planned, were connected by a low, green-columned pergola which could be enclosed in glass in winter.

The rooms, which were now slowly being decorated and furnished in period styles were very significant in that they enlarged and strengthened Frank Cowperwoods idea of the world of art in general. It was an enlightening and agreeable experience  one which made for artistic and intellectual growth  to hear Ellsworth explain at length the styles and types of architecture and furniture, the nature of woods and ornaments employed, the qualities and peculiarities of hangings, draperies, furniture panels, and door coverings. Ellsworth was a student of decoration as well as of architecture, and interested in the artistic taste of the American people, which he fancied would some day have a splendid outcome. He was wearied to death of the prevalent Romanesque composite combinations of country and suburban villa. The time was ripe for something new. He scarcely knew what it would be; but this that he had designed for Cowperwood and his father was at least different, as he said, while at the same time being reserved, simple, and pleasing. It was in marked contrast to the rest of the architecture of the street. Cowperwoods dining-room, reception-room, conservatory, and butlers pantry he had put on the first floor, together with the general entry-hall, staircase, and coat-room under the stairs. For the second floor he had reserved the library, general living-room, parlor, and a small office for Cowperwood, together with a boudoir for Lillian, connected with a dressing-room and bath.

On the third floor, neatly divided and accommodated with baths and dressing-rooms, were the nursery, the servants quarters, and several guest-chambers.

Ellsworth showed Cowperwood books of designs containing furniture, hangings, etageres, cabinets, pedestals, and some exquisite piano forms. He discussed woods with him  rosewood, mahogany, walnut, English oak, birds-eye maple, and the manufactured effects such as ormolu, marquetry, and Boule, or buhl. He explained the latter  how difficult it was to produce, how unsuitable it was in some respects for this climate, the brass and tortoise-shell inlay coming to swell with the heat or damp, and so bulging or breaking. He told of the difficulties and disadvantages of certain finishes, but finally recommended ormolu furniture for the reception room, medallion tapestry for the parlor, French renaissance for the dining-room and library, and birds-eye maple (dyed blue in one instance, and left its natural color in another) and a rather lightly constructed and daintily carved walnut for the other rooms. The hangings, wall-paper, and floor coverings were to harmonize  not match  and the piano and music-cabinet for the parlor, as well as the etagere, cabinets, and pedestals for the reception-rooms, were to be of buhl or marquetry, if Frank cared to stand the expense.

Ellsworth advised a triangular piano  the square shapes were so inexpressibly wearisome to the initiated. Cowperwood listened fascinated. He foresaw a home which would be chaste, soothing, and delightful to look upon. If he hung pictures, gilt frames were to be the setting, large and deep; and if he wished a picture-gallery, the library could be converted into that, and the general living-room, which lay between the library and the parlor on the second-floor, could be turned into a combination library and living-room. This was eventually done; but not until his taste for pictures had considerably advanced.

It was now that he began to take a keen interest in objects of art, pictures, bronzes, little carvings and figurines, for his cabinets, pedestals, tables, and etageres. Philadelphia did not offer much that was distinguished in this realm  certainly not in the open market. There were many private houses which were enriched by travel; but his connection with the best families was as yet small. There were then two famous American sculptors, Powers and Hosmer, of whose work he had examples; but Ellsworth told him that they were not the last word in sculpture and that he should look into the merits of the ancients. He finally secured a head of David, by Thorwaldsen, which delighted him, and some landscapes by Hunt, Sully, and Hart, which seemed somewhat in the spirit of his new world.

The effect of a house of this character on its owner is unmistakable. We think we are individual, separate, above houses and material objects generally; but there is a subtle connection which makes them reflect us quite as much as we reflect them. They lend dignity, subtlety, force, each to the other, and what beauty, or lack of it, there is, is shot back and forth from one to the other as a shuttle in a loom, weaving, weaving. Cut the thread, separate a man from that which is rightfully his own, characteristic of him, and you have a peculiar figure, half success, half failure, much as a spider without its web, which will never be its whole self again until all its dignities and emoluments are restored.

The sight of his new house going up made Cowperwood feel of more weight in the world, and the possession of his suddenly achieved connection with the city treasurer was as though a wide door had been thrown open to the Elysian fields of opportunity. He rode about the city those days behind a team of spirited bays, whose glossy hides and metaled harness bespoke the watchful care of hostler and coachman. Ellsworth was building an attractive stable in the little side street back of the houses, for the joint use of both families. He told Mrs. Cowperwood that he intended to buy her a victoria  as the low, open, four-wheeled coach was then known  as soon as they were well settled in their new home, and that they were to go out more. There was some talk about the value of entertaining  that he would have to reach out socially for certain individuals who were not now known to him. Together with Anna, his sister, and his two brothers, Joseph and Edward, they could use the two houses jointly. There was no reason why Anna should not make a splendid match. Joe and Ed might marry well, since they were not destined to set the world on fire in commerce. At least it would not hurt them to try.

Dont you think you will like that? he asked his wife, referring to his plans for entertaining.

She smiled wanly. I suppose so, she said.


Chapter XVI

It was not long after the arrangement between Treasurer Stener and Cowperwood had been made that the machinery for the carrying out of that political-financial relationship was put in motion. The sum of two hundred and ten thousand dollars in six per cent. interest-bearing certificates, payable in ten years, was set over to the credit of Cowperwood & Co. on the books of the city, subject to his order. Then, with proper listing, he began to offer it in small amounts at more than ninety, at the same time creating the impression that it was going to be a prosperous investment. The certificates gradually rose and were unloaded in rising amounts until one hundred was reached, when all the two hundred thousand dollars worth  two thousand certificates in all  was fed out in small lots. Stener was satisfied. Two hundred shares had been carried for him and sold at one hundred, which netted him two thousand dollars. It was illegitimate gain, unethical; but his conscience was not very much troubled by that. He had none, truly. He saw visions of a halcyon future.

It is difficult to make perfectly clear what a subtle and significant power this suddenly placed in the hands of Cowperwood. Consider that he was only twenty-eight  nearing twenty-nine. Imagine yourself by nature versed in the arts of finance, capable of playing with sums of money in the forms of stocks, certificates, bonds, and cash, as the ordinary man plays with checkers or chess. Or, better yet, imagine yourself one of those subtle masters of the mysteries of the higher forms of chess  the type of mind so well illustrated by the famous and historic chess-players, who could sit with their backs to a group of rivals playing fourteen men at once, calling out all the moves in turn, remembering all the positions of all the men on all the boards, and winning. This, of course, would be an overstatement of the subtlety of Cowperwood at this time, and yet it would not be wholly out of bounds. He knew instinctively what could be done with a given sum of money  how as cash it could be deposited in one place, and yet as credit and the basis of moving checks, used in not one but many other places at the same time. When properly watched and followed this manipulation gave him the constructive and purchasing power of ten and a dozen times as much as his original sum might have represented. He knew instinctively the principles of pyramiding and kiting. He could see exactly not only how he could raise and lower the value of these certificates of loan, day after day and year after year  if he were so fortunate as to retain his hold on the city treasurer  but also how this would give him a credit with the banks hitherto beyond his wildest dreams. His fathers bank was one of the first to profit by this and to extend him loans. The various local politicians and bosses  Mollenhauer, Butler, Simpson, and others  seeing the success of his efforts in this direction, speculated in city loan. He became known to Mollenhauer and Simpson, by reputation, if not personally, as the man who was carrying this city loan proposition to a successful issue. Stener was supposed to have done a clever thing in finding him. The stock exchange stipulated that all trades were to be compared the same day and settled before the close of the next; but this working arrangement with the new city treasurer gave Cowperwood much more latitude, and now he had always until the first of the month, or practically thirty days at times, in which to render an accounting for all deals connected with the loan issue.

And, moreover, this was really not an accounting in the sense of removing anything from his hands. Since the issue was to be so large, the sum at his disposal would always be large, and so-called transfers and balancing at the end of the month would be a mere matter of bookkeeping. He could use these city loan certificates deposited with him for manipulative purposes, deposit them at any bank as collateral for a loan, quite as if they were his own, thus raising seventy per cent. of their actual value in cash, and he did not hesitate to do so. He could take this cash, which need not be accounted for until the end of the month, and cover other stock transactions, on which he could borrow again. There was no limit to the resources of which he now found himself possessed, except the resources of his own energy, ingenuity, and the limits of time in which he had to work. The politicians did not realize what a bonanza he was making of it all for himself, because they were as yet unaware of the subtlety of his mind. When Stener told him, after talking the matter over with the mayor, Strobik, and others that he would formally, during the course of the year, set over on the citys books all of the two millions in city loan, Cowperwood was silent  but with delight. Two millions! His to play with! He had been called in as a financial adviser, and he had given his advice and it had been taken! Well. He was not a man who inherently was troubled with conscientious scruples. At the same time he still believed himself financially honest. He was no sharper or shrewder than any other financier  certainly no sharper than any other would be if he could.

It should be noted here that this proposition of Steners in regard to city money had no connection with the attitude of the principal leaders in local politics in regard to street-railway control, which was a new and intriguing phase of the citys financial life. Many of the leading financiers and financier-politicians were interested in that. For instance, Messrs. Mollenhauer, Butler, and Simpson were interested in street-railways separately on their own account. There was no understanding between them on this score. If they had thought at all on the matter they would have decided that they did not want any outsider to interfere. As a matter of fact the street-railway business in Philadelphia was not sufficiently developed at this time to suggest to any one the grand scheme of union which came later. Yet in connection with this new arrangement between Stener and Cowperwood, it was Strobik who now came forward to Stener with an idea of his own. All were certain to make money through Cowperwood  he and Stener, especially. What was amiss, therefore, with himself and Stener and with Cowperwood as their  or rather Steners secret representative, since Strobik did not dare to appear in the matter  buying now sufficient street-railway shares in some one line to control it, and then, if he, Strobik, could, by efforts of his own, get the city council to set aside certain streets for its extension, why, there you were  they would own it. Only, later, he proposed to shake Stener out if he could. But this preliminary work had to be done by some one, and it might as well be Stener. At the same time, as he saw, this work had to be done very carefully, because naturally his superiors were watchful, and if they found him dabbling in affairs of this kind to his own advantage, they might make it impossible for him to continue politically in a position where he could help himself just the same. Any outside organization such as a street-railway company already in existence had a right to appeal to the city council for privileges which would naturally further its and the citys growth, and, other things being equal, these could not be refused. It would not do for him to appear, however, both as a shareholder and president of the council. But with Cowperwood acting privately for Stener it would be another thing.

The interesting thing about this proposition as finally presented by Stener for Strobik to Cowperwood, was that it raised, without appearing to do so, the whole question of Cowperwoods attitude toward the city administration. Although he was dealing privately for Edward Butler as an agent, and with this same plan in mind, and although he had never met either Mollenhauer or Simpson, he nevertheless felt that in so far as the manipulation of the city loan was concerned he was acting for them. On the other hand, in this matter of the private street-railway purchase which Stener now brought to him, he realized from the very beginning, by Steners attitude, that there was something untoward in it, that Stener felt he was doing something which he ought not to do.

Cowperwood, he said to him the first morning he ever broached this matter  it was in Steners office, at the old city hall at Sixth and Chestnut, and Stener, in view of his oncoming prosperity, was feeling very good indeed isnt there some street-railway property around town here that a man could buy in on and get control of if he had sufficient money?

Cowperwood knew that there were such properties. His very alert mind had long since sensed the general opportunities here. The omnibuses were slowly disappearing. The best routes were already preempted. Still, there were other streets, and the city was growing. The incoming population would make great business in the future. One could afford to pay almost any price for the short lines already built if one could wait and extend the lines into larger and better areas later. And already he had conceived in his own mind the theory of the endless chain, or argeeable formula, as it was later termed, of buying a certain property on a long-time payment and issuing stocks or bonds sufficient not only to pay your seller, but to reimburse you for your trouble, to say nothing of giving you a margin wherewith to invest in other things  allied properties, for instance, against which more bonds could be issued, and so on, ad infinitum. It became an old story later, but it was new at that time, and he kept the thought closely to himself. None the less he was glad to have Stener speak of this, since street-railways were his hobby, and he was convinced that he would be a great master of them if he ever had an opportunity to control them.

Why, yes, George, he said, noncommittally, there are two or three that offer a good chance if a man had money enough. I notice blocks of stock being offered on change now and then by one person and another. It would be good policy to pick these things up as theyre offered, and then to see later if some of the other stockholders wont want to sell out. Green and Coates, now, looks like a good proposition to me. If I had three or four hundred thousand dollars that I thought I could put into that by degrees I would follow it up. It only takes about thirty per cent. of the stock of any railroad to control it. Most of the shares are scattered around so far and wide that they never vote, and I think two or three hundred thousand dollars would control that road. He mentioned one other line that might be secured in the same way in the course of time.

Stener meditated. Thats a good deal of money, he said, thoughtfully. Ill talk to you about that some more later. And he was off to see Strobik none the less.

Cowperwood knew that Stener did not have any two or three hundred thousand dollars to invest in anything. There was only one way that he could get it  and that was to borrow it out of the city treasury and forego the interest. But he would not do that on his own initiative. Some one else must be behind him and who else other than Mollenhauer, or Simpson, or possibly even Butler, though he doubted that, unless the triumvirate were secretly working together. But what of it? The larger politicians were always using the treasury, and he was thinking now, only, of his own attitude in regard to the use of this money. No harm could come to him, if Steners ventures were successful; and there was no reason why they should not be. Even if they were not he would be merely acting as an agent. In addition, he saw how in the manipulation of this money for Stener he could probably eventually control certain lines for himself.

There was one line being laid out to within a few blocks of his new home  the Seventeenth and Nineteenth Street line it was called  which interested him greatly. He rode on it occasionally when he was delayed or did not wish to trouble about a vehicle. It ran through two thriving streets of red-brick houses, and was destined to have a great future once the city grew large enough. As yet it was really not long enough. If he could get that, for instance, and combine it with Butlers lines, once they were secured  or Mollenhauers, or Simpsons, the legislature could be induced to give them additional franchises. He even dreamed of a combination between Butler, Mollenhauer, Simpson, and himself. Between them, politically, they could get anything. But Butler was not a philanthropist. He would have to be approached with a very sizable bird in hand. The combination must be obviously advisable. Besides, he was dealing for Butler in street-railway stocks, and if this particular line were such a good thing Butler might wonder why it had not been brought to him in the first place. It would be better, Frank thought, to wait until he actually had it as his own, in which case it would be a different matter. Then he could talk as a capitalist. He began to dream of a city-wide street-railway system controlled by a few men, or preferably himself alone.


Chapter XVII

The days that had been passing brought Frank Cowperwood and Aileen Butler somewhat closer together in spirit. Because of the pressure of his growing affairs he had not paid so much attention to her as he might have, but he had seen her often this past year. She was now nineteen and had grown into some subtle thoughts of her own. For one thing, she was beginning to see the difference between good taste and bad taste in houses and furnishings.

Papa, why do we stay in this old barn? she asked her father one evening at dinner, when the usual family group was seated at the table.

Whats the matter with this house, Id like to know? demanded Butler, who was drawn up close to the table, his napkin tucked comfortably under his chin, for he insisted on this when company was not present. I dont see anything the matter with this house. Your mother and I manage to live in it well enough.

Oh, its terrible, papa. You know it, supplemented Norah, who was seventeen and quite as bright as her sister, though a little less experienced. Everybody says so. Look at all the nice houses that are being built everywhere about here.

Everybody! Everybody! Who is everybody, Id like to know? demanded Butler, with the faintest touch of choler and much humor. Im somebody, and I like it. Those that dont like it dont have to live in it. Who are they? Whats the matter with it, Id like to know?

The question in just this form had been up a number of times before, and had been handled in just this manner, or passed over entirely with a healthy Irish grin. To-night, however, it was destined for a little more extended thought.

You know its bad, papa, corrected Aileen, firmly. Now whats the use getting mad about it? Its old and cheap and dingy. The furniture is all worn out. That old piano in there ought to be given away. I wont play on it any more. The Cowperwoods

Old is it! exclaimed Butler, his accent sharpening somewhat with his self-induced rage. He almost pronounced it owled. Dingy, hi! Where do you get that? At your convent, I suppose. And where is it worn? Show me where its worn.

He was coming to her reference to Cowperwood, but he hadnt reached that when Mrs. Butler interfered. She was a stout, broad-faced woman, smiling-mouthed most of the time, with blurry, gray Irish eyes, and a touch of red in her hair, now modified by grayness. Her cheek, below the mouth, on the left side, was sharply accented by a large wen.

Children! children! (Mr. Butler, for all his commercial and political responsibility, was as much a child to her as any.) Youse mustnt quarrel now. Come now. Give your father the tomatoes.

There was an Irish maid serving at table; but plates were passed from one to the other just the same. A heavily ornamented chandelier, holding sixteen imitation candles in white porcelain, hung low over the table and was brightly lighted, another offense to Aileen.

Mama, how often have I told you not to say youse? pleaded Norah, very much disheartened by her mothers grammatical errors. You know you said you wouldnt.

And whos to tell your mother what she should say? called Butler, more incensed than ever at this sudden and unwarranted rebellion and assault. Your mother talked before ever you was born, Id have you know. If it werent for her workin and slavin you wouldnt have any fine manners to be paradin before her. Id have you know that. Shes a better woman nor any youll be runnin with this day, you little baggage, you!

Mama, do you hear what hes calling me? complained Norah, hugging close to her mothers arm and pretending fear and dissatisfaction.

Eddie! Eddie! cautioned Mrs. Butler, pleading with her husband. You know he dont mean that, Norah, dear. Dont you know he dont?

She was stroking her babys head. The reference to her grammar had not touched her at all.

Butler was sorry that he had called his youngest a baggage; but these children  God bless his soul  were a great annoyance. Why, in the name of all the saints, wasnt this house good enough for them?

Why dont you people quit fussing at the table? observed Callum, a likely youth, with black hair laid smoothly over his forehead in a long, distinguished layer reaching from his left to close to his right ear, and his upper lip carrying a short, crisp mustache. His nose was short and retrousse, and his ears were rather prominent; but he was bright and attractive. He and Owen both realized that the house was old and poorly arranged; but their father and mother liked it, and business sense and family peace dictated silence on this score.

Well, I think its mean to have to live in this old place when people not one-fourth as good as we are are living in better ones. The Cowperwoods  why, even the Cowperwoods

Yes, the Cowperwoods! What about the Cowperwoods? demanded Butler, turning squarely to Aileen  she was sitting beside him  his big, red face glowing.

Why, even they have a better house than we have, and hes merely an agent of yours.

The Cowperwoods! The Cowperwoods! Ill not have any talk about the Cowperwoods. Im not takin my rules from the Cowperwoods. Suppose they have a fine house, what of it? My house is my house. I want to live here. Ive lived here too long to be pickin up and movin away. If you dont like it you know what else you can do. Move if you want to. Ill not move.

It was Butlers habit when he became involved in these family quarrels, which were as shallow as puddles, to wave his hands rather antagonistically under his wifes or his childrens noses.

Oh, well, I will get out one of these days, Aileen replied. Thank heaven I wont have to live here forever.

There flashed across her mind the beautiful reception-room, library, parlor, and boudoirs of the Cowperwoods, which were now being arranged and about which Anna Cowperwood talked to her so much  their dainty, lovely triangular grand piano in gold and painted pink and blue. Why couldnt they have things like that? Her father was unquestionably a dozen times as wealthy. But no, her father, whom she loved dearly, was of the old school. He was just what people charged him with being, a rough Irish contractor. He might be rich. She flared up at the injustice of things  why couldnt he have been rich and refined, too? Then they could have  but, oh, what was the use of complaining? They would never get anywhere with her father and mother in charge. She would just have to wait. Marriage was the answer  the right marriage. But whom was she to marry?

You surely are not going to go on fighting about that now, pleaded Mrs. Butler, as strong and patient as fate itself. She knew where Aileens trouble lay.

But we might have a decent house, insisted Aileen. Or this one done over, whispered Norah to her mother.

Hush now! In good time, replied Mrs. Butler to Norah. Wait. Well fix it all up some day, sure. You run to your lessons now. Youve had enough.

Norah arose and left. Aileen subsided. Her father was simply stubborn and impossible. And yet he was sweet, too. She pouted in order to compel him to apologize.

Come now, he said, after they had left the table, and conscious of the fact that his daughter was dissatisfied with him. He must do something to placate her. Play me somethin on the piano, somethin nice. He preferred showy, clattery things which exhibited her skill and muscular ability and left him wondering how she did it. That was what education was for  to enable her to play these very difficult things quickly and forcefully. And you can have a new piano any time you like. Go and see about it. This looks pretty good to me, but if you dont want it, all right. Aileen squeezed his arm. What was the use of arguing with her father? What good would a lone piano do, when the whole house and the whole family atmosphere were at fault? But she played Schumann, Schubert, Offenbach, Chopin, and the old gentleman strolled to and fro and mused, smiling. There was real feeling and a thoughtful interpretation given to some of these things, for Aileen was not without sentiment, though she was so strong, vigorous, and withal so defiant; but it was all lost on him. He looked on her, his bright, healthy, enticingly beautiful daughter, and wondered what was going to become of her. Some rich man was going to many her  some fine, rich young man with good business instincts  and he, her father, would leave her a lot of money.

There was a reception and a dance to be given to celebrate the opening of the two Cowperwood homes  the reception to be held in Frank Cowperwoods residence, and the dance later at his fathers. The Henry Cowperwood domicile was much more pretentious, the reception-room, parlor, music-room, and conservatory being in this case all on the ground floor and much larger. Ellsworth had arranged it so that those rooms, on occasion, could be thrown into one, leaving excellent space for promenade, auditorium, dancing  anything, in fact, that a large company might require. It had been the intention all along of the two men to use these houses jointly. There was, to begin with, a combination use of the various servants, the butler, gardener, laundress, and maids. Frank Cowperwood employed a governess for his children. The butler was really not a butler in the best sense. He was Henry Cowperwoods private servitor. But he could carve and preside, and he could be used in either house as occasion warranted. There was also a hostler and a coachman for the joint stable. When two carriages were required at once, both drove. It made a very agreeable and satisfactory working arrangement.

The preparation of this reception had been quite a matter of importance, for it was necessary for financial reasons to make it as extensive as possible, and for social reasons as exclusive. It was therefore decided that the afternoon reception at Franks house, with its natural overflow into Henry W.s, was to be for all  the Tighes, Steners, Butlers, Mollenhauers, as well as the more select groups to which, for instance, belonged Arthur Rivers, Mrs. Seneca Davis, Mr. and Mrs. Trenor Drake, and some of the younger Drexels and Clarks, whom Frank had met. It was not likely that the latter would condescend, but cards had to be sent. Later in the evening a less democratic group if possible was to be entertained, albeit it would have to be extended to include the friends of Anna, Mrs. Cowperwood, Edward, and Joseph, and any list which Frank might personally have in mind. This was to be the list. The best that could be persuaded, commanded, or influenced of the young and socially elect were to be invited here.

It was not possible, however, not to invite the Butlers, parents and children, particularly the children, for both afternoon and evening, since Cowperwood was personally attracted to Aileen and despite the fact that the presence of the parents would be most unsatisfactory. Even Aileen as he knew was a little unsatisfactory to Anna and Mrs. Frank Cowperwood; and these two, when they were together supervising the list of invitations, often talked about it.

Shes so hoidenish, observed Anna, to her sister-in-law, when they came to the name of Aileen. She thinks she knows so much, and she isnt a bit refined. Her father! Well, if I had her father I wouldnt talk so smart.

Mrs. Cowperwood, who was before her secretaire in her new boudoir, lifted her eyebrows.

You know, Anna, I sometimes wish that Franks business did not compel me to have anything to do with them. Mrs. Butler is such a bore. She means well enough, but she doesnt know anything. And Aileen is too rough. Shes too forward, I think. She comes over here and plays upon the piano, particularly when Franks here. I wouldnt mind so much for myself, but I know it must annoy him. All her pieces are so noisy. She never plays anything really delicate and refined.

I dont like the way she dresses, observed Anna, sympathetically. She gets herself up too conspicuously. Now, the other day I saw her out driving, and oh, dear! you should have seen her! She had on a crimson Zouave jacket heavily braided with black about the edges, and a turban with a huge crimson feather, and crimson ribbons reaching nearly to her waist. Imagine that kind of a hat to drive in. And her hands! You should have seen the way she held her hands  oh  just so  self-consciously. They were curved just so  and she showed how. She had on yellow gauntlets, and she held the reins in one hand and the whip in the other. She drives just like mad when she drives, anyhow, and William, the footman, was up behind her. You should just have seen her. Oh, dear! oh, dear! she does think she is so much! And Anna giggled, half in reproach, half in amusement.

I suppose well have to invite her; I dont see how we can get out of it. I know just how shell do, though. Shell walk about and pose and hold her nose up.

Really, I dont see how she can, commented Anna. Now, I like Norah. Shes much nicer. She doesnt think shes so much.

I like Norah, too, added Mrs. Cowperwood. Shes really very sweet, and to me shes prettier.

Oh, indeed, I think so, too.

It was curious, though, that it was Aileen who commanded nearly all their attention and fixed their minds on her so-called idiosyncrasies. All they said was in its peculiar way true; but in addition the girl was really beautiful and much above the average intelligence and force. She was running deep with ambition, and she was all the more conspicuous, and in a way irritating to some, because she reflected in her own consciousness her social defects, against which she was inwardly fighting. She resented the fact that people could justly consider her parents ineligible, and for that reason her also. She was intrinsically as worth while as any one. Cowperwood, so able, and rapidly becoming so distinguished, seemed to realize it. The days that had been passing had brought them somewhat closer together in spirit. He was nice to her and liked to talk to her. Whenever he was at her home now, or she was at his and he was present, he managed somehow to say a word. He would come over quite near and look at her in a warm friendly fashion.

Well, Aileen  she could see his genial eyes how is it with you? How are your father and mother? Been out driving? Thats fine. I saw you to-day. You looked beautiful.

Oh, Mr. Cowperwood!

You did. You looked stunning. A black riding-habit becomes you. I can tell your gold hair a long way off.

Oh, now, you mustnt say that to me. Youll make me vain. My mother and father tell me Im too vain as it is.

Never mind your mother and father. I say you looked stunning, and you did. You always do.

Oh!

She gave a little gasp of delight. The color mounted to her cheeks and temples. Mr. Cowperwood knew of course. He was so informed and intensely forceful. And already he was so much admired by so many, her own father and mother included, and by Mr. Mollenhauer and Mr. Simpson, so she heard. And his own home and office were so beautiful. Besides, his quiet intensity matched her restless force.

Aileen and her sister were accordingly invited to the reception but the Butlers mere and pere were given to understand, in as tactful a manner as possible, that the dance afterward was principally for young people.

The reception brought a throng of people. There were many, very many, introductions. There were tactful descriptions of little effects Mr. Ellsworth had achieved under rather trying circumstances; walks under the pergola; viewings of both homes in detail. Many of the guests were old friends. They gathered in the libraries and dining-rooms and talked. There was much jesting, some slappings of shoulders, some good story-telling, and so the afternoon waned into evening, and they went away.

Aileen had created an impression in a street costume of dark blue silk with velvet pelisse to match, and trimmed with elaborate pleatings and shirrings of the same materials. A toque of blue velvet, with high crown and one large dark-red imitation orchid, had given her a jaunty, dashing air. Beneath the toque her red-gold hair was arranged in an enormous chignon, with one long curl escaping over her collar. She was not exactly as daring as she seemed, but she loved to give that impression.

You look wonderful, Cowperwood said as she passed him.

Ill look different to-night, was her answer.

She had swung herself with a slight, swaggering stride into the dining-room and disappeared. Norah and her mother stayed to chat with Mrs. Cowperwood.

Well, its lovely now, isnt it? breathed Mrs. Butler. Sure youll be happy here. Sure you will. When Eddie fixed the house were in now, says I: Eddie, its almost too fine for us altogether  surely it is, and he says, says e, Norah, nothin this side o heavin or beyond is too good for ye  and he kissed me. Now what dye think of that fer a big, hulkin gossoon?

Its perfectly lovely, I think, Mrs. Butler, commented Mrs. Cowperwood, a little bit nervous because of others.

Mama does love to talk so. Come on, mama. Lets look at the dining-room. It was Norah talking.

Well, may ye always be happy in it. I wish ye that. Ive always been happy in mine. May ye always be happy. And she waddled good-naturedly along.

The Cowperwood family dined hastily alone between seven and eight. At nine the evening guests began to arrive, and now the throng was of a different complexion  girls in mauve and cream-white and salmon-pink and silver-gray, laying aside lace shawls and loose dolmans, and the men in smooth black helping them. Outside in the cold, the carriage doors were slamming, and new guests were arriving constantly. Mrs. Cowperwood stood with her husband and Anna in the main entrance to the reception room, while Joseph and Edward Cowperwood and Mr. and Mrs. Henry W. Cowperwood lingered in the background. Lillian looked charming in a train gown of old rose, with a low, square neck showing a delicate chemisette of fine lace. Her face and figure were still notable, though her face was not as smoothly sweet as it had been years before when Cowperwood had first met her. Anna Cowperwood was not pretty, though she could not be said to be homely. She was small and dark, with a turned-up nose, snapping black eyes, a pert, inquisitive, intelligent, and alas, somewhat critical, air. She had considerable tact in the matter of dressing. Black, in spite of her darkness, with shining beads of sequins on it, helped her complexion greatly, as did a red rose in her hair. She had smooth, white well-rounded arms and shoulders. Bright eyes, a pert manner, clever remarks  these assisted to create an illusion of charm, though, as she often said, it was of little use. Men want the dolly things.

In the evening inpour of young men and women came Aileen and Norah, the former throwing off a thin net veil of black lace and a dolman of black silk, which her brother Owen took from her. Norah was with Callum, a straight, erect, smiling young Irishman, who looked as though he might carve a notable career for himself. She wore a short, girlish dress that came to a little below her shoe-tops, a pale-figured lavender and white silk, with a fluffy hoop-skirt of dainty laced-edged ruffles, against which tiny bows of lavender stood out in odd places. There was a great sash of lavender about her waist, and in her hair a rosette of the same color. She looked exceedingly winsome  eager and bright-eyed.

But behind her was her sister in ravishing black satin, scaled as a fish with glistening crimsoned-silver sequins, her round, smooth arms bare to the shoulders, her corsage cut as low in the front and back as her daring, in relation to her sense of the proprieties, permitted. She was naturally of exquisite figure, erect, full-breasted, with somewhat more than gently swelling hips, which, nevertheless, melted into lovely, harmonious lines; and this low-cut corsage, receding back and front into a deep V, above a short, gracefully draped overskirt of black tulle and silver tissue, set her off to perfection. Her full, smooth, roundly modeled neck was enhanced in its cream-pink whiteness by an inch-wide necklet of black jet cut in many faceted black squares. Her complexion, naturally high in tone because of the pink of health, was enhanced by the tiniest speck of black court-plaster laid upon her cheekbone; and her hair, heightened in its reddish-gold by her dress, was fluffed loosely and adroitly about her eyes. The main mass of this treasure was done in two loose braids caught up in a black spangled net at the back of her neck; and her eyebrows had been emphasized by a pencil into something almost as significant as her hair. She was, for the occasion, a little too emphatic, perhaps, and yet more because of her burning vitality than of her costume. Art for her should have meant subduing her physical and spiritual significance. Life for her meant emphasizing them.

Lillian! Anna nudged her sister-in-law. She was grieved to think that Aileen was wearing black and looked so much better than either of them.

I see, Lillian replied, in a subdued tone.

So youre back again. She was addressing Aileen. Its chilly out, isnt it?

I dont mind. Dont the rooms look lovely?

She was gazing at the softly lighted chambers and the throng before her.

Norah began to babble to Anna. You know, I just thought I never would get this old thing on. She was speaking of her dress. Aileen wouldnt help me  the mean thing!

Aileen had swept on to Cowperwood and his mother, who was near him. She had removed from her arm the black satin ribbon which held her train and kicked the skirts loose and free. Her eyes gleamed almost pleadingly for all her hauteur, like a spirited collies, and her even teeth showed beautifully.

Cowperwood understood her precisely, as he did any fine, spirited animal.

I cant tell you how nice you look, he whispered to her, familiarly, as though there was an old understanding between them. Youre like fire and song.

He did not know why he said this. He was not especially poetic. He had not formulated the phrase beforehand. Since his first glimpse of her in the hall, his feelings and ideas had been leaping and plunging like spirited horses. This girl made him set his teeth and narrow his eyes. Involuntarily he squared his jaw, looking more defiant, forceful, efficient, as she drew near.

But Aileen and her sister were almost instantly surrounded by young men seeking to be introduced and to write their names on dance-cards, and for the time being she was lost to view.


Chapter XVIII

The seeds of change  subtle, metaphysical  are rooted deeply. From the first mention of the dance by Mrs. Cowperwood and Anna, Aileen had been conscious of a desire toward a more effective presentation of herself than as yet, for all her fathers money, she had been able to achieve. The company which she was to encounter, as she well knew, was to be so much more impressive, distinguished than anything she had heretofore known socially. Then, too, Cowperwood appeared as something more definite in her mind than he had been before, and to save herself she could not get him out of her consciousness.

A vision of him had come to her but an hour before as she was dressing. In a way she had dressed for him. She was never forgetful of the times he had looked at her in an interested way. He had commented on her hands once. To-day he had said that she looked stunning, and she had thought how easy it would be to impress him to-night  to show him how truly beautiful she was.

She had stood before her mirror between eight and nine  it was nine-fifteen before she was really ready  and pondered over what she should wear. There were two tall pier-glasses in her wardrobe  an unduly large piece of furniture  and one in her closet door. She stood before the latter, looking at her bare arms and shoulders, her shapely figure, thinking of the fact that her left shoulder had a dimple, and that she had selected garnet garters decorated with heart-shaped silver buckles. The corset could not be made quite tight enough at first, and she chided her maid, Kathleen Kelly. She studied how to arrange her hair, and there was much ado about that before it was finally adjusted. She penciled her eyebrows and plucked at the hair about her forehead to make it loose and shadowy. She cut black court-plaster with her nail-shears and tried different-sized pieces in different places. Finally, she found one size and one place that suited her. She turned her head from side to side, looking at the combined effect of her hair, her penciled brows, her dimpled shoulder, and the black beauty-spot. If some one man could see her as she was now, some time! Which man? That thought scurried back like a frightened rat into its hole. She was, for all her strength, afraid of the thought of the one  the very deadly  the man.

And then she came to the matter of a train-gown. Kathleen laid out five, for Aileen had come into the joy and honor of these things recently, and she had, with the permission of her mother and father, indulged herself to the full. She studied a golden-yellow silk, with cream-lace shoulder-straps, and some gussets of garnet beads in the train that shimmered delightfully, but set it aside. She considered favorably a black-and-white striped silk of odd gray effect, and, though she was sorely tempted to wear it, finally let it go. There was a maroon dress, with basque and overskirt over white silk; a rich cream-colored satin; and then this black sequined gown, which she finally chose. She tried on the cream-colored satin first, however, being in much doubt about it; but her penciled eyes and beauty-spot did not seem to harmonize with it. Then she put on the black silk with its glistening crimsoned-silver sequins, and, lo, it touched her. She liked its coquettish drapery of tulle and silver about the hips. The overskirt, which was at that time just coming into fashion, though avoided by the more conservative, had been adopted by Aileen with enthusiasm. She thrilled a little at the rustle of this black dress, and thrust her chin and nose forward to make it set right. Then after having Kathleen tighten her corsets a little more, she gathered the train over her arm by its train-band and looked again. Something was wanting. Oh, yes, her neck! What to wear  red coral? It did not look right. A string of pearls? That would not do either. There was a necklace made of small cameos set in silver which her mother had purchased, and another of diamonds which belonged to her mother, but they were not right. Finally, her jet necklet, which she did not value very highly, came into her mind, and, oh, how lovely it looked! How soft and smooth and glistening her chin looked above it. She caressed her neck affectionately, called for her black lace mantilla, her long, black silk dolman lined with red, and she was ready.

The ball-room, as she entered, was lovely enough. The young men and young women she saw there were interesting, and she was not wanting for admirers. The most aggressive of these youths  the most forceful  recognized in this maiden a fillip to life, a sting to existence. She was as a honey-jar surrounded by too hungry flies.

But it occurred to her, as her dance-list was filling up, that there was not much left for Mr. Cowperwood, if he should care to dance with her.

Cowperwood was meditating, as he received the last of the guests, on the subtlety of this matter of the sex arrangement of life. Two sexes. He was not at all sure that there was any law governing them. By comparison now with Aileen Butler, his wife looked rather dull, quite too old, and when he was ten years older she would look very much older.

Oh, yes, Ellsworth had made quite an attractive arrangement out of these two houses  better than we ever thought he could do. He was talking to Henry Hale Sanderson, a young banker. He had the advantage of combining two into one, and I think hes done more with my little one, considering the limitations of space, than he has with this big one. Fathers has the advantage of size. I tell the old gentleman hes simply built a lean-to for me.

His father and a number of his cronies were over in the dining-room of his grand home, glad to get away from the crowd. He would have to stay, and, besides, he wanted to. Had he better dance with Aileen? His wife cared little for dancing, but he would have to dance with her at least once. There was Mrs. Seneca Davis smiling at him, and Aileen. By George, how wonderful! What a girl!

I suppose your dance-list is full to overflowing. Let me see. He was standing before her and she was holding out the little blue-bordered, gold-monogrammed booklet. An orchestra was playing in the music room. The dance would begin shortly. There were delicately constructed, gold-tinted chairs about the walls and behind palms.

He looked down into her eyes  those excited, life-loving, eager eyes.

Youre quite full up. Let me see. Nine, ten, eleven. Well, that will be enough. I dont suppose I shall want to dance very much. Its nice to be popular.

Im not sure about number three. I think thats a mistake. You might have that if you wish.

She was falsifying.

It doesnt matter so much about him, does it?

His cheeks flushed a little as he said this.

No.

Her own flamed.

Well, Ill see where you are when its called. Youre darling. Im afraid of you. He shot a level, interpretive glance into her eyes, then left. Aileens bosom heaved. It was hard to breathe sometimes in this warm air.

While he was dancing first with Mrs. Cowperwood and later with Mrs. Seneca Davis, and still later with Mrs. Martyn Walker, Cowperwood had occasion to look at Aileen often, and each time that he did so there swept over him a sense of great vigor there, of beautiful if raw, dynamic energy that to him was irresistible and especially so to-night. She was so young. She was beautiful, this girl, and in spite of his wifes repeated derogatory comments he felt that she was nearer to his clear, aggressive, unblinking attitude than any one whom he had yet seen in the form of woman. She was unsophisticated, in a way, that was plain, and yet in another way it would take so little to make her understand so much. Largeness was the sense he had of her  not physically, though she was nearly as tall as himself  but emotionally. She seemed so intensely alive. She passed close to him a number of times, her eyes wide and smiling, her lips parted, her teeth agleam, and he felt a stirring of sympathy and companionship for her which he had not previously experienced. She was lovely, all of her  delightful.

Im wondering if that dance is open now, he said to her as he drew near toward the beginning of the third set. She was seated with her latest admirer in a far corner of the general living-room, a clear floor now waxed to perfection. A few palms here and there made embrasured parapets of green. I hope youll excuse me, he added, deferentially, to her companion.

Surely, the latter replied, rising.

Yes, indeed, she replied. And youd better stay here with me. Its going to begin soon. You wont mind? she added, giving her companion a radiant smile.

Not at all. Ive had a lovely waltz. He strolled off.

Cowperwood sat down. Thats young Ledoux, isnt it? I thought so. I saw you dancing. You like it, dont you?

Im crazy about it.

Well, I cant say that myself. Its fascinating, though. Your partner makes such a difference. Mrs. Cowperwood doesnt like it as much as I do.

His mention of Lillian made Aileen think of her in a faintly derogative way for a moment.

I think you dance very well. I watched you, too. She questioned afterwards whether she should have said this. It sounded most forward now  almost brazen.

Oh, did you?

Yes.

He was a little keyed up because of her  slightly cloudy in his thoughts  because she was generating a problem in his life, or would if he let her, and so his talk was a little tame. He was thinking of something to say  some words which would bring them a little nearer together. But for the moment he could not. Truth to tell, he wanted to say a great deal.

Well, that was nice of you, he added, after a moment. What made you do it?

He turned with a mock air of inquiry. The music was beginning again. The dancers were rising. He arose.

He had not intended to give this particular remark a serious turn; but, now that she was so near him, he looked into her eyes steadily but with a soft appeal and said, Yes, why?

They had come out from behind the palms. He had put his hand to her waist. His right arm held her left extended arm to arm, palm to palm. Her right hand was on his shoulder, and she was close to him, looking into his eyes. As they began the gay undulations of the waltz she looked away and then down without answering. Her movements were as light and airy as those of a butterfly. He felt a sudden lightness himself, communicated as by an invisible current. He wanted to match the suppleness of her body with his own, and did. Her arms, the flash and glint of the crimson sequins against the smooth, black silk of her closely fitting dress, her neck, her glowing, radiant hair, all combined to provoke a slight intellectual intoxication. She was so vigorously young, so, to him, truly beautiful.

But you didnt answer, he continued.

Isnt this lovely music?

He pressed her fingers.

She lifted shy eyes to him now, for, in spite of her gay, aggressive force, she was afraid of him. His personality was obviously so dominating. Now that he was so close to her, dancing, she conceived of him as something quite wonderful, and yet she experienced a nervous reaction  a momentary desire to run away.

Very well, if you wont tell me, he smiled, mockingly.

He thought she wanted him to talk to her so, to tease her with suggestions of this concealed feeling of his  this strong liking. He wondered what could come of any such understanding as this, anyhow?

Oh, I just wanted to see how you danced, she said, tamely, the force of her original feeling having been weakened by a thought of what she was doing. He noted the change and smiled. It was lovely to be dancing with her. He had not thought mere dancing could hold such charm.

You like me? he said, suddenly, as the music drew to its close.

She thrilled from head to toe at the question. A piece of ice dropped down her back could not have startled her more. It was apparently tactless, and yet it was anything but tactless. She looked up quickly, directly, but his strong eyes were too much for her.

Why, yes, she answered, as the music stopped, trying to keep an even tone to her voice. She was glad they were walking toward a chair.

I like you so much, he said, that I have been wondering if you really like me. There was an appeal in his voice, soft and gentle. His manner was almost sad.

Why, yes, she replied, instantly, returning to her earlier mood toward him. You know I do.

I need some one like you to like me, he continued, in the same vein. I need some one like you to talk to. I didnt think so before  but now I do. You are beautiful  wonderful.

We mustnt, she said. I mustnt. I dont know what Im doing. She looked at a young man strolling toward her, and asked: I have to explain to him. Hes the one I had this dance with.

Cowperwood understood. He walked away. He was quite warm and tense now  almost nervous. It was quite clear to him that he had done or was contemplating perhaps a very treacherous thing. Under the current code of society he had no right to do it. It was against the rules, as they were understood by everybody. Her father, for instance  his father  every one in this particular walk of life. However, much breaking of the rules under the surface of things there might be, the rules were still there. As he had heard one young man remark once at school, when some story had been told of a boy leading a girl astray and to a disastrous end, That isnt the way at all.

Still, now that he had said this, strong thoughts of her were in his mind. And despite his involved social and financial position, which he now recalled, it was interesting to him to see how deliberately and even calculatingly  and worse, enthusiastically  he was pumping the bellows that tended only to heighten the flames of his desire for this girl; to feed a fire that might ultimately consume him  and how deliberately and resourcefully!

Aileen toyed aimlessly with her fan as a black-haired, thin-faced young law student talked to her, and seeing Norah in the distance she asked to be allowed to run over to her.

Oh, Aileen, called Norah, Ive been looking for you everywhere. Where have you been?

Dancing, of course. Where do you suppose Ive been? Didnt you see me on the floor?

No, I didnt, complained Norah, as though it were most essential that she should. How late are you going to stay?

Until its over, I suppose. I dont know.

Owen says hes going at twelve.

Well, that doesnt matter. Some one will take me home. Are you having a good time?

Fine. Oh, let me tell you. I stepped on a ladys dress over there, last dance. She was terribly angry. She gave me such a look.

Well, never mind, honey. She wont hurt you. Where are you going now?

Aileen always maintained a most guardian-like attitude toward her sister.

I want to find Callum. He has to dance with me next time. I know what hes trying to do. Hes trying to get away from me. But he wont.

Aileen smiled. Norah looked very sweet. And she was so bright. What would she think of her if she knew? She turned back, and her fourth partner sought her. She began talking gayly, for she felt that she had to make a show of composure; but all the while there was ringing in her ears that definite question of his, You like me, dont you? and her later uncertain but not less truthful answer, Yes, of course I do.


Chapter XIX

The growth of a passion is a very peculiar thing. In highly organized intellectual and artistic types it is so often apt to begin with keen appreciation of certain qualities, modified by many, many mental reservations. The egoist, the intellectual, gives but little of himself and asks much. Nevertheless, the lover of life, male or female, finding himself or herself in sympathetic accord with such a nature, is apt to gain much.

Cowperwood was innately and primarily an egoist and intellectual, though blended strongly therewith, was a humane and democratic spirit. We think of egoism and intellectualism as closely confined to the arts. Finance is an art. And it presents the operations of the subtlest of the intellectuals and of the egoists. Cowperwood was a financier. Instead of dwelling on the works of nature, its beauty and subtlety, to his material disadvantage, he found a happy mean, owing to the swiftness of his intellectual operations, whereby he could, intellectually and emotionally, rejoice in the beauty of life without interfering with his perpetual material and financial calculations. And when it came to women and morals, which involved so much relating to beauty, happiness, a sense of distinction and variety in living, he was but now beginning to suspect for himself at least that apart from maintaining organized society in its present form there was no basis for this one-life, one-love idea. How had it come about that so many people agreed on this single point, that it was good and necessary to marry one woman and cleave to her until death? He did not know. It was not for him to bother about the subtleties of evolution, which even then was being noised abroad, or to ferret out the curiosities of history in connection with this matter. He had no time. Suffice it that the vagaries of temperament and conditions with which he came into immediate contact proved to him that there was great dissatisfaction with that idea. People did not cleave to each other until death; and in thousands of cases where they did, they did not want to. Quickness of mind, subtlety of idea, fortuitousness of opportunity, made it possible for some people to right their matrimonial and social infelicities; whereas for others, because of dullness of wit, thickness of comprehension, poverty, and lack of charm, there was no escape from the slough of their despond. They were compelled by some devilish accident of birth or lack of force or resourcefulness to stew in their own juice of wretchedness, or to shuffle off this mortal coil  which under other circumstances had such glittering possibilities  via the rope, the knife, the bullet, or the cup of poison.

I would die, too, he thought to himself, one day, reading of a man who, confined by disease and poverty, had lived for twelve years alone in a back bedroom attended by an old and probably decrepit housekeeper. A darning-needle forced into his heart had ended his earthly woes. To the devil with such a life! Why twelve years? Why not at the end of the second or third?

Again, it was so very evident, in so many ways, that force was the answer  great mental and physical force. Why, these giants of commerce and money could do as they pleased in this life, and did. He had already had ample local evidence of it in more than one direction. Worse  the little guardians of so-called law and morality, the newspapers, the preachers, the police, and the public moralists generally, so loud in their denunciation of evil in humble places, were cowards all when it came to corruption in high ones. They did not dare to utter a feeble squeak until some giant had accidentally fallen and they could do so without danger to themselves. Then, O Heavens, the palaver! What beatings of tom-toms! What mouthings of pharisaical moralities  platitudes! Run now, good people, for you may see clearly how evil is dealt with in high places! It made him smile. Such hypocrisy! Such cant! Still, so the world was organized, and it was not for him to set it right. Let it wag as it would. The thing for him to do was to get rich and hold his own  to build up a seeming of virtue and dignity which would pass muster for the genuine thing. Force would do that. Quickness of wit. And he had these. I satisfy myself, was his motto; and it might well have been emblazoned upon any coat of arms which he could have contrived to set forth his claim to intellectual and social nobility.

But this matter of Aileen was up for consideration and solution at this present moment, and because of his forceful, determined character he was presently not at all disturbed by the problem it presented. It was a problem, like some of those knotty financial complications which presented themselves daily; but it was not insoluble. What did he want to do? He couldnt leave his wife and fly with Aileen, that was certain. He had too many connections. He had too many social, and thinking of his children and parents, emotional as well as financial ties to bind him. Besides, he was not at all sure that he wanted to. He did not intend to leave his growing interests, and at the same time he did not intend to give up Aileen immediately. The unheralded manifestation of interest on her part was too attractive. Mrs. Cowperwood was no longer what she should be physically and mentally, and that in itself to him was sufficient to justify his present interest in this girl. Why fear anything, if only he could figure out a way to achieve it without harm to himself? At the same time he thought it might never be possible for him to figure out any practical or protective program for either himself or Aileen, and that made him silent and reflective. For by now he was intensely drawn to her, as he could feel  something chemic and hence dynamic was uppermost in him now and clamoring for expression.

At the same time, in contemplating his wife in connection with all this, he had many qualms, some emotional, some financial. While she had yielded to his youthful enthusiasm for her after her husbands death, he had only since learned that she was a natural conservator of public morals  the cold purity of the snowdrift in so far as the world might see, combined at times with the murky mood of the wanton. And yet, as he had also learned, she was ashamed of the passion that at times swept and dominated her. This irritated Cowperwood, as it would always irritate any strong, acquisitive, direct-seeing temperament. While he had no desire to acquaint the whole world with his feelings, why should there be concealment between them, or at least mental evasion of a fact which physically she subscribed to? Why do one thing and think another? To be sure, she was devoted to him in her quiet way, not passionately (as he looked back he could not say that she had ever been that), but intellectually. Duty, as she understood it, played a great part in this. She was dutiful. And then what people thought, what the time-spirit demanded  these were the great things. Aileen, on the contrary, was probably not dutiful, and it was obvious that she had no temperamental connection with current convention. No doubt she had been as well instructed as many another girl, but look at her. She was not obeying her instructions.

In the next three months this relationship took on a more flagrant form. Aileen, knowing full well what her parents would think, how unspeakable in the mind of the current world were the thoughts she was thinking, persisted, nevertheless, in so thinking and longing. Cowperwood, now that she had gone thus far and compromised herself in intention, if not in deed, took on a peculiar charm for her. It was not his body  great passion is never that, exactly. The flavor of his spirit was what attracted and compelled, like the glow of a flame to a moth. There was a light of romance in his eyes, which, however governed and controlled  was directive and almost all-powerful to her.

When he touched her hand at parting, it was as though she had received an electric shock, and she recalled that it was very difficult for her to look directly into his eyes. Something akin to a destructive force seemed to issue from them at times. Other people, men particularly, found it difficult to face Cowperwoods glazed stare. It was as though there were another pair of eyes behind those they saw, watching through thin, obscuring curtains. You could not tell what he was thinking.

And during the next few months she found herself coming closer and closer to Cowperwood. At his home one evening, seated at the piano, no one else being present at the moment, he leaned over and kissed her. There was a cold, snowy street visible through the interstices of the hangings of the windows, and gas-lamps flickering outside. He had come in early, and hearing Aileen, he came to where she was seated at the piano. She was wearing a rough, gray wool cloth dress, ornately banded with fringed Oriental embroidery in blue and burnt-orange, and her beauty was further enhanced by a gray hat planned to match her dress, with a plume of shaded orange and blue. On her fingers were four or five rings, far too many  an opal, an emerald, a ruby, and a diamond  flashing visibly as she played.

She knew it was he, without turning. He came beside her, and she looked up smiling, the reverie evoked by Schubert partly vanishing  or melting into another mood. Suddenly he bent over and pressed his lips firmly to hers. His mustache thrilled her with its silky touch. She stopped playing and tried to catch her breath, for, strong as she was, it affected her breathing. Her heart was beating like a triphammer. She did not say, Oh, or, You mustnt, but rose and walked over to a window, where she lifted a curtain, pretending to look out. She felt as though she might faint, so intensely happy was she.

Cowperwood followed her quickly. Slipping his arms about her waist, he looked at her flushed cheeks, her clear, moist eyes and red mouth.

You love me? he whispered, stern and compelling because of his desire.

Yes! Yes! You know I do.

He crushed her face to his, and she put up her hands and stroked his hair.

A thrilling sense of possession, mastery, happiness and understanding, love of her and of her body, suddenly overwhelmed him.

I love you, he said, as though he were surprised to hear himself say it. I didnt think I did, but I do. Youre beautiful. Im wild about you.

And I love you she answered. I cant help it. I know I shouldnt, but  oh Her hands closed tight over his ears and temples. She put her lips to his and dreamed into his eyes. Then she stepped away quickly, looking out into the street, and he walked back into the living-room. They were quite alone. He was debating whether he should risk anything further when Norah, having been in to see Anna next door, appeared and not long afterward Mrs. Cowperwood. Then Aileen and Norah left.


Chapter XX

This definite and final understanding having been reached, it was but natural that this liaison should proceed to a closer and closer relationship. Despite her religious upbringing, Aileen was decidedly a victim of her temperament. Current religious feeling and belief could not control her. For the past nine or ten years there had been slowly forming in her mind a notion of what her lover should be like. He should be strong, handsome, direct, successful, with clear eyes, a ruddy glow of health, and a certain native understanding and sympathy  a love of life which matched her own. Many young men had approached her. Perhaps the nearest realization of her ideal was Father David, of St. Timothys, and he was, of course, a priest and sworn to celibacy. No word had ever passed between them but he had been as conscious of her as she of him. Then came Frank Cowperwood, and by degrees, because of his presence and contact, he had been slowly built up in her mind as the ideal person. She was drawn as planets are drawn to their sun.

It is a question as to what would have happened if antagonistic forces could have been introduced just at this time. Emotions and liaisons of this character can, of course, occasionally be broken up and destroyed. The characters of the individuals can be modified or changed to a certain extent, but the force must be quite sufficient. Fear is a great deterrent  fear of material loss where there is no spiritual dread  but wealth and position so often tend to destroy this dread. It is so easy to scheme with means. Aileen had no spiritual dread whatever. Cowperwood was without spiritual or religious feeling. He looked at this girl, and his one thought was how could he so deceive the world that he could enjoy her love and leave his present state undisturbed. Love her he did surely.

Business necessitated his calling at the Butlers quite frequently, and on each occasion he saw Aileen. She managed to slip forward and squeeze his hand the first time he came  to steal a quick, vivid kiss; and another time, as he was going out, she suddenly appeared from behind the curtains hanging at the parlor door.

Honey!

The voice was soft and coaxing. He turned, giving her a warning nod in the direction of her fathers room upstairs.

She stood there, holding out one hand, and he stepped forward for a second. Instantly her arms were about his neck, as he slipped his about her waist.

I long to see you so.

I, too. Ill fix some way. Im thinking.

He released her arms, and went out, and she ran to the window and looked out after him. He was walking west on the street, for his house was only a few blocks away, and she looked at the breadth of his shoulders, the balance of his form. He stepped so briskly, so incisively. Ah, this was a man! He was her Frank. She thought of him in that light already. Then she sat down at the piano and played pensively until dinner.

And it was so easy for the resourceful mind of Frank Cowperwood, wealthy as he was, to suggest ways and means. In his younger gallivantings about places of ill repute, and his subsequent occasional variations from the straight and narrow path, he had learned much of the curious resources of immorality. Being a city of five hundred thousand and more at this time, Philadelphia had its nondescript hotels, where one might go, cautiously and fairly protected from observation; and there were houses of a conservative, residential character, where appointments might be made, for a consideration. And as for safeguards against the production of new life  they were not mysteries to him any longer. He knew all about them. Care was the point of caution. He had to be cautious, for he was so rapidly coming to be an influential and a distinguished man. Aileen, of course, was not conscious, except in a vague way, of the drift of her passion; the ultimate destiny to which this affection might lead was not clear to her. Her craving was for love  to be fondled and caressed  and she really did not think so much further. Further thoughts along this line were like rats that showed their heads out of dark holes in shadowy corners and scuttled back at the least sound. And, anyhow, all that was to be connected with Cowperwood would be beautiful. She really did not think that he loved her yet as he should; but he would. She did not know that she wanted to interfere with the claims of his wife. She did not think she did. But it would not hurt Mrs. Cowperwood if Frank loved her  Aileen  also.

How shall we explain these subtleties of temperament and desire? Life has to deal with them at every turn. They will not down, and the large, placid movements of nature outside of mans little organisms would indicate that she is not greatly concerned. We see much punishment in the form of jails, diseases, failures, and wrecks; but we also see that the old tendency is not visibly lessened. Is there no law outside of the subtle will and power of the individual to achieve? If not, it is surely high time that we knew it  one and all. We might then agree to do as we do; but there would be no silly illusion as to divine regulation. Vox populi, vox Dei.

So there were other meetings, lovely hours which they soon began to spend the moment her passion waxed warm enough to assure compliance, without great fear and without thought of the deadly risk involved. From odd moments in his own home, stolen when there was no one about to see, they advanced to clandestine meetings beyond the confines of the city. Cowperwood was not one who was temperamentally inclined to lose his head and neglect his business. As a matter of fact, the more he thought of this rather unexpected affectional development, the more certain he was that he must not let it interfere with his business time and judgment. His office required his full attention from nine until three, anyhow. He could give it until five-thirty with profit; but he could take several afternoons off, from three-thirty until five-thirty or six, and no one would be the wiser. It was customary for Aileen to drive alone almost every afternoon a spirited pair of bays, or to ride a mount, bought by her father for her from a noted horse-dealer in Baltimore. Since Cowperwood also drove and rode, it was not difficult to arrange meeting-places far out on the Wissahickon or the Schuylkill road. There were many spots in the newly laid-out park, which were as free from interruption as the depths of a forest. It was always possible that they might encounter some one; but it was also always possible to make a rather plausible explanation, or none at all, since even in case of such an encounter nothing, ordinarily, would be suspected.

So, for the time being there was love-making, the usual billing and cooing of lovers in a simple and much less than final fashion; and the lovely horseback rides together under the green trees of the approaching spring were idyllic. Cowperwood awakened to a sense of joy in life such as he fancied, in the blush of this new desire, he had never experienced before. Lillian had been lovely in those early days in which he had first called on her in North Front Street, and he had fancied himself unspeakably happy at that time; but that was nearly ten years since, and he had forgotten. Since then he had had no great passion, no notable liaison; and then, all at once, in the midst of his new, great business prosperity, Aileen. Her young body and soul, her passionate illusions. He could see always, for all her daring, that she knew so little of the calculating, brutal world with which he was connected. Her father had given her all the toys she wanted without stint; her mother and brothers had coddled her, particularly her mother. Her young sister thought she was adorable. No one imagined for one moment that Aileen would ever do anything wrong. She was too sensible, after all, too eager to get up in the world. Why should she, when her life lay open and happy before her  a delightful love-match, some day soon, with some very eligible and satisfactory lover?

When you marry, Aileen, her mother used to say to her, well have a grand time here. Sure well do the house over then, if we dont do it before. Eddie will have to fix it up, or Ill do it meself. Never fear.

Yes  well, Id rather youd fix it now, was her reply.

Butler himself used to strike her jovially on the shoulder in a rough, loving way, and ask, Well, have you found him yet? or Is he hanging around the outside watchin for ye?

If she said, No, he would reply: Well, he will be, never fear  worse luck. Ill hate to see ye go, girlie! You can stay here as long as ye want to, and ye want to remember that you can always come back.

Aileen paid very little attention to this bantering. She loved her father, but it was all such a matter of course. It was the commonplace of her existence, and not so very significant, though delightful enough.

But how eagerly she yielded herself to Cowperwood under the spring trees these days! She had no sense of that ultimate yielding that was coming, for now he merely caressed and talked to her. He was a little doubtful about himself. His growing liberties for himself seemed natural enough, but in a sense of fairness to her he began to talk to her about what their love might involve. Would she? Did she understand? This phase of it puzzled and frightened Aileen a little at first. She stood before him one afternoon in her black riding-habit and high silk riding-hat perched jauntily on her red-gold hair; and striking her riding-skirt with her short whip, pondering doubtfully as she listened. He had asked her whether she knew what she was doing? Whither they were drifting? If she loved him truly enough? The two horses were tethered in a thicket a score of yards away from the main road and from the bank of a tumbling stream, which they had approached. She was trying to discover if she could see them. It was pretense. There was no interest in her glance. She was thinking of him and the smartness of his habit, and the exquisiteness of this moment. He had such a charming calico pony. The leaves were just enough developed to make a diaphanous lacework of green. It was like looking through a green-spangled arras to peer into the woods beyond or behind. The gray stones were already faintly messy where the water rippled and sparkled, and early birds were calling  robins and blackbirds and wrens.

Baby mine, he said, do you understand all about this? Do you know exactly what youre doing when you come with me this way?

I think I do.

She struck her boot and looked at the ground, and then up through the trees at the blue sky.

Look at me, honey.

I dont want to.

But look at me, sweet. I want to ask you something.

Dont make me, Frank, please. I cant.

Oh yes, you can look at me.

No.

She backed away as he took her hands, but came forward again, easily enough.

Now look in my eyes.

I cant.

See here.

I cant. Dont ask me. Ill answer you, but dont make me look at you.

His hand stole to her cheek and fondled it. He petted her shoulder, and she leaned her head against him.

Sweet, youre so beautiful, he said finally, I cant give you up. I know what I ought to do. You know, too, I suppose; but I cant. I must have you. If this should end in exposure, it would be quite bad for you and me. Do you understand?

Yes.

I dont know your brothers very well; but from looking at them I judge theyre pretty determined people. They think a great deal of you.

Indeed, they do. Her vanity prinked slightly at this.

They would probably want to kill me, and very promptly, for just this much. What do you think they would want to do if  well, if anything should happen, some time?

He waited, watching her pretty face.

But nothing need happen. We neednt go any further.

Aileen!

I wont look at you. You neednt ask. I cant.

Aileen! Do you mean that?

I dont know. Dont ask me, Frank.

You know it cant stop this way, dont you? You know it. This isnt the end. Now, if He explained the whole theory of illicit meetings, calmly, dispassionately. You are perfectly safe, except for one thing, chance exposure. It might just so happen; and then, of course, there would be a great deal to settle for. Mrs. Cowperwood would never give me a divorce; she has no reason to. If I should clean up in the way I hope to  if I should make a million  I wouldnt mind knocking off now. I dont expect to work all my days. I have always planned to knock off at thirty-five. Ill have enough by that time. Then I want to travel. It will only be a few more years now. If you were free  if your father and mother were dead  curiously she did not wince at this practical reference it would be a different matter.

He paused. She still gazed thoughtfully at the water below, her mind running out to a yacht on the sea with him, a palace somewhere  just they two. Her eyes, half closed, saw this happy world; and, listening to him, she was fascinated.

Hanged if I see the way out of this, exactly. But I love you! He caught her to him. I love you  love you!

Oh, yes, she replied intensely, I want you to. Im not afraid.

Ive taken a house in North Tenth Street, he said finally, as they walked over to the horses and mounted them. It isnt furnished yet; but it will be soon. I know a woman who will take charge.

Who is she?

An interesting widow of nearly fifty. Very intelligent  she is attractive, and knows a good deal of life. I found her through an advertisement. You might call on her some afternoon when things are arranged, and look the place over. You neednt meet her except in a casual way. Will you?

She rode on, thinking, making no reply. He was so direct and practical in his calculations.

Will you? It will be all right. You might know her. She isnt objectionable in any way. Will you?

Let me know when it is ready, was all she said finally.


Chapter XXI

The vagaries of passion! Subtleties! Risks! What sacrifices are not laid willfully upon its altar! In a little while this more than average residence to which Cowperwood had referred was prepared solely to effect a satisfactory method of concealment. The house was governed by a seemingly recently-bereaved widow, and it was possible for Aileen to call without seeming strangely out of place. In such surroundings, and under such circumstances, it was not difficult to persuade her to give herself wholly to her lover, governed as she was by her wild and unreasoning affection and passion. In a way, there was a saving element of love, for truly, above all others, she wanted this man. She had no thought or feeling toward any other. All her mind ran toward visions of the future, when, somehow, she and he might be together for all time. Mrs. Cowperwood might die, or he might run away with her at thirty-five when he had a million. Some adjustment would be made, somehow. Nature had given her this man. She relied on him implicitly. When he told her that he would take care of her so that nothing evil should befall, she believed him fully. Such sins are the commonplaces of the confessional.

It is a curious fact that by some subtlety of logic in the Christian world, it has come to be believed that there can be no love outside the conventional process of courtship and marriage. One life, one love, is the Christian idea, and into this sluice or mold it has been endeavoring to compress the whole world. Pagan thought held no such belief. A writing of divorce for trivial causes was the theory of the elders; and in the primeval world nature apparently holds no scheme for the unity of two beyond the temporary care of the young. That the modern home is the most beautiful of schemes, when based upon mutual sympathy and understanding between two, need not be questioned. And yet this fact should not necessarily carry with it a condemnation of all love not so fortunate as to find so happy a denouement. Life cannot be put into any mold, and the attempt might as well be abandoned at once. Those so fortunate as to find harmonious companionship for life should congratulate themselves and strive to be worthy of it. Those not so blessed, though they be written down as pariahs, have yet some justification. And, besides, whether we will or not, theory or no theory, the basic facts of chemistry and physics remain. Like is drawn to like. Changes in temperament bring changes in relationship. Dogma may bind some minds; fear, others. But there are always those in whom the chemistry and physics of life are large, and in whom neither dogma nor fear is operative. Society lifts its hands in horror; but from age to age the Helens, the Messalinas, the Du Barrys, the Pompadours, the Maintenons, and the Nell Gwyns flourish and point a freer basis of relationship than we have yet been able to square with our lives.

These two felt unutterably bound to each other. Cowperwood, once he came to understand her, fancied that he had found the one person with whom he could live happily the rest of his life. She was so young, so confident, so hopeful, so undismayed. All these months since they had first begun to reach out to each other he had been hourly contrasting her with his wife. As a matter of fact, his dissatisfaction, though it may be said to have been faint up to this time, was now surely tending to become real enough. Still, his children were pleasing to him; his home beautiful. Lillian, phlegmatic and now thin, was still not homely. All these years he had found her satisfactory enough; but now his dissatisfaction with her began to increase. She was not like Aileen  not young, not vivid, not as unschooled in the commonplaces of life. And while ordinarily, he was not one who was inclined to be querulous, still now on occasion, he could be. He began by asking questions concerning his wifes appearance  irritating little whys which are so trivial and yet so exasperating and discouraging to a woman. Why didnt she get a mauve hat nearer the shade of her dress? Why didnt she go out more? Exercise would do her good. Why didnt she do this, and why didnt she do that? He scarcely noticed that he was doing this; but she did, and she felt the undertone  the real significance  and took umbrage.

Oh, why  why? she retorted, one day, curtly. Why do you ask so many questions? You dont care so much for me any more; thats why. I can tell.

He leaned back startled by the thrust. It had not been based on any evidence of anything save his recent remarks; but he was not absolutely sure. He was just the least bit sorry that he had irritated her, and he said so.

Oh, its all right, she replied. I dont care. But I notice that you dont pay as much attention to me as you used to. Its your business now, first, last, and all the time. You cant get your mind off of that.

He breathed a sigh of relief. She didnt suspect, then.

But after a little time, as he grew more and more in sympathy with Aileen, he was not so disturbed as to whether his wife might suspect or not. He began to think on occasion, as his mind followed the various ramifications of the situation, that it would be better if she did. She was really not of the contentious fighting sort. He now decided because of various calculations in regard to her character that she might not offer as much resistance to some ultimate rearrangement, as he had originally imagined. She might even divorce him. Desire, dreams, even in him were evoking calculations not as sound as those which ordinarily generated in his brain.

No, as he now said to himself, the rub was not nearly so much in his own home, as it was in the Butler family. His relations with Edward Malia Butler had become very intimate. He was now advising with him constantly in regard to the handling of his securities, which were numerous. Butler held stocks in such things as the Pennsylvania Coal Company, the Delaware and Hudson Canal, the Morris and Essex Canal, the Reading Railroad. As the old gentlemans mind had broadened to the significance of the local street-railway problem in Philadelphia, he had decided to close out his other securities at such advantageous terms as he could, and reinvest the money in local lines. He knew that Mollenhauer and Simpson were doing this, and they were excellent judges of the significance of local affairs. Like Cowperwood, he had the idea that if he controlled sufficient of the local situation in this field, he could at last effect a joint relationship with Mollenhauer and Simpson. Political legislation, advantageous to the combined lines, could then be so easily secured. Franchises and necessary extensions to existing franchises could be added. This conversion of his outstanding stock in other fields, and the picking up of odd lots in the local street-railway, was the business of Cowperwood. Butler, through his sons, Owen and Callum, was also busy planning a new line and obtaining a franchise, sacrificing, of course, great blocks of stock and actual cash to others, in order to obtain sufficient influence to have the necessary legislation passed. Yet it was no easy matter, seeing that others knew what the general advantages of the situation were, and because of this Cowperwood, who saw the great source of profit here, was able, betimes, to serve himself  buying blocks, a part of which only went to Butler, Mollenhauer or others. In short he was not as eager to serve Butler, or any one else, as he was to serve himself if he could.

In this connection, the scheme which George W. Stener had brought forward, representing actually in the background Strobik, Wycroft, and Harmon, was an opening wedge for himself. Steners plan was to loan him money out of the city treasury at two per cent., or, if he would waive all commissions, for nothing (an agent for self-protective purposes was absolutely necessary), and with it take over the North Pennsylvania Companys line on Front Street, which, because of the shortness of its length, one mile and a half, and the brevity of the duration of its franchise, was neither doing very well nor being rated very high. Cowperwood in return for his manipulative skill was to have a fair proportion of the stock  twenty per cent. Strobik and Wycroft knew the parties from whom the bulk of the stock could be secured if engineered properly. Their plan was then, with this borrowed treasury money, to extend its franchise and then the line itself, and then later again, by issuing a great block of stock and hypothecating it with a favored bank, be able to return the principal to the city treasury and pocket their profits from the line as earned. There was no trouble in this, in so far as Cowperwood was concerned, except that it divided the stock very badly among these various individuals, and left him but a comparatively small share  for his thought and pains.

But Cowperwood was an opportunist. And by this time his financial morality had become special and local in its character. He did not think it was wise for any one to steal anything from anybody where the act of taking or profiting was directly and plainly considered stealing. That was unwise  dangerous  hence wrong. There were so many situations wherein what one might do in the way of taking or profiting was open to discussion and doubt. Morality varied, in his mind at least, with conditions, if not climates. Here, in Philadelphia, the tradition (politically, mind you  not generally) was that the city treasurer might use the money of the city without interest so long as he returned the principal intact. The city treasury and the city treasurer were like a honey-laden hive and a queen bee around which the drones  the politicians  swarmed in the hope of profit. The one disagreeable thing in connection with this transaction with Stener was that neither Butler, Mollenhauer nor Simpson, who were the actual superiors of Stener and Strobik, knew anything about it. Stener and those behind him were, through him, acting for themselves. If the larger powers heard of this, it might alienate them. He had to think of this. Still, if he refused to make advantageous deals with Stener or any other man influential in local affairs, he was cutting off his nose to spite his face, for other bankers and brokers would, and gladly. And besides it was not at all certain that Butler, Mollenhauer, and Simpson would ever hear.

In this connection, there was another line, which he rode on occasionally, the Seventeenth and Nineteenth Street line, which he felt was a much more interesting thing for him to think about, if he could raise the money. It had been originally capitalized for five hundred thousand dollars; but there had been a series of bonds to the value of two hundred and fifty thousand dollars added for improvements, and the company was finding great difficulty in meeting the interest. The bulk of the stock was scattered about among small investors, and it would require all of two hundred and fifty thousand dollars to collect it and have himself elected president or chairman of the board of directors. Once in, however, he could vote this stock as he pleased, hypothecating it meanwhile at his fathers bank for as much as he could get, and issuing more stocks with which to bribe legislators in the matter of extending the line, and in taking up other opportunities to either add to it by purchase or supplement it by working agreements. The word bribe is used here in this matter-of-fact American way, because bribery was what was in every ones mind in connection with the State legislature. Terrence Relihan  the small, dark-faced Irishman, a dandy in dress and manners  who represented the financial interests at Harrisburg, and who had come to Cowperwood after the five million bond deal had been printed, had told him that nothing could be done at the capital without money, or its equivalent, negotiable securities. Each significant legislator, if he yielded his vote or his influence, must be looked after. If he, Cowperwood, had any scheme which he wanted handled at any time, Relihan had intimated to him that he would be glad to talk with him. Cowperwood had figured on this Seventeenth and Nineteenth Street line scheme more than once, but he had never felt quite sure that he was willing to undertake it. His obligations in other directions were so large. But the lure was there, and he pondered and pondered.

Steners scheme of loaning him money wherewith to manipulate the North Pennsylvania line deal put this Seventeenth and Nineteenth Street dream in a more favorable light. As it was he was constantly watching the certificates of loan issue, for the city treasury,  buying large quantities when the market was falling to protect it and selling heavily, though cautiously, when he saw it rising and to do this he had to have a great deal of free money to permit him to do it. He was constantly fearful of some break in the market which would affect the value of all his securities and result in the calling of his loans. There was no storm in sight. He did not see that anything could happen in reason; but he did not want to spread himself out too thin. As he saw it now, therefore if he took one hundred and fifty thousand dollars of this city money and went after this Seventeenth and Nineteenth Street matter it would not mean that he was spreading himself out too thin, for because of this new proposition could he not call on Stener for more as a loan in connection with these other ventures? But if anything should happen  well  

Frank, said Stener, strolling into his office one afternoon after four oclock when the main rush of the days work was over  the relationship between Cowperwood and Stener had long since reached the Frank and George period Strobik thinks he has that North Pennsylvania deal arranged so that we can take it up if we want to. The principal stockholder, we find, is a man by the name of Coltan  not Ike Colton, but Ferdinand. Hows that for a name? Stener beamed fatly and genially.

Things had changed considerably for him since the days when he had been fortuitously and almost indifferently made city treasurer. His method of dressing had so much improved since he had been inducted into office, and his manner expressed so much more good feeling, confidence, aplomb, that he would not have recognized himself if he had been permitted to see himself as had those who had known him before. An old, nervous shifting of the eyes had almost ceased, and a feeling of restfulness, which had previously been restlessness, and had sprung from a sense of necessity, had taken its place. His large feet were incased in good, square-toed, soft-leather shoes; his stocky chest and fat legs were made somewhat agreeable to the eye by a well-cut suit of brownish-gray cloth; and his neck was now surrounded by a low, wing-point white collar and brown-silk tie. His ample chest, which spread out a little lower in around and constantly enlarging stomach, was ornamented by a heavy-link gold chain, and his white cuffs had large gold cuff-buttons set with rubies of a very notable size. He was rosy and decidedly well fed. In fact, he was doing very well indeed.

He had moved his family from a shabby two-story frame house in South Ninth Street to a very comfortable brick one three stories in height, and three times as large, on Spring Garden Street. His wife had a few acquaintances  the wives of other politicians. His children were attending the high school, a thing he had hardly hoped for in earlier days. He was now the owner of fourteen or fifteen pieces of cheap real estate in different portions of the city, which might eventually become very valuable, and he was a silent partner in the South Philadelphia Foundry Company and the American Beef and Pork Company, two corporations on paper whose principal business was subletting contracts secured from the city to the humble butchers and foundrymen who would carry out orders as given and not talk too much or ask questions.

Well, that is an odd name, said Cowperwood, blandly. So he has it? I never thought that road would pay, as it was laid out. Its too short. It ought to run about three miles farther out into the Kensington section.

Youre right, said Stener, dully.

Did Strobik say what Colton wants for his shares?

Sixty-eight, I think.

The current market rate. He doesnt want much, does he? Well, George, at that rate it will take about  he calculated quickly on the basis of the number of shares Cotton was holding one hundred and twenty thousand to get him out alone. That isnt all. Theres Judge Kitchen and Joseph Zimmerman and Senator Donovan  he was referring to the State senator of that name. Youll be paying a pretty fair price for that stud when you get it. It will cost considerable more to extend the line. Its too much, I think.

Cowperwood was thinking how easy it would be to combine this line with his dreamed-of Seventeenth and Nineteenth Street line, and after a time and with this in view he added:

Say, George, why do you work all your schemes through Strobik and Harmon and Wycroft? Couldnt you and I manage some of these things for ourselves alone instead of for three or four? It seems to me that plan would be much more profitable to you.

It would, it would! exclaimed Stener, his round eyes fixed on Cowperwood in a rather helpless, appealing way. He liked Cowperwood and had always been hoping that mentally as well as financially he could get close to him. Ive thought of that. But these fellows have had more experience in these matters than I have had, Frank. Theyve been longer at the game. I dont know as much about these things as they do.

Cowperwood smiled in his soul, though his face remained passive.

Dont worry about them, George, he continued genially and confidentially. You and I together can know and do as much as they ever could and more. Im telling you. Take this railroad deal youre in on now, George; you and I could manipulate that just as well and better than it can be done with Wycroft, Strobik, and Harmon in on it. Theyre not adding anything to the wisdom of the situation. Theyre not putting up any money. Youre doing that. All theyre doing is agreeing to see it through the legislature and the council, and as far as the legislature is concerned, they cant do any more with that than any one else could  than I could, for instance. Its all a question of arranging things with Relihan, anyhow, putting up a certain amount of money for him to work with. Here in town there are other people who can reach the council just as well as Strobik. He was thinking (once he controlled a road of his own) of conferring with Butler and getting him to use his influence. It would serve to quiet Strobik and his friends. Im not asking you to change your plans on this North Pennsylvania deal. You couldnt do that very well. But there are other things. In the future why not lets see if you and I cant work some one thing together? Youll be much better off, and so will I. Weve done pretty well on the city-loan proposition so far, havent we?

The truth was, they had done exceedingly well. Aside from what the higher powers had made, Steners new house, his lots, his bank-account, his good clothes, and his changed and comfortable sense of life were largely due to Cowperwoods successful manipulation of these city-loan certificates. Already there had been four issues of two hundred thousand dollars each. Cowperwood had bought and sold nearly three million dollars worth of these certificates, acting one time as a bull and another as a bear. Stener was now worth all of one hundred and fifty thousand dollars.

Theres a line that I know of here in the city which could be made into a splendidly paying property, continued Cowperwood, meditatively, if the right things could be done with it. Just like this North Pennsylvania line, it isnt long enough. The territory it serves isnt big enough. It ought to be extended; but if you and I could get it, it might eventually be worked with this North Pennsylvania Company or some other as one company. That would save officers and offices and a lot of things. There is always money to be made out of a larger purchasing power.

He paused and looked out the window of his handsome little hardwood office, speculating upon the future. The window gave nowhere save into a back yard behind another office building which had formerly been a residence. Some grass grew feebly there. The red wall and old-fashioned brick fence which divided it from the next lot reminded him somehow of his old home in New Market Street, to which his Uncle Seneca used to come as a Cuban trader followed by his black Portuguese servitor. He could see him now as he sat here looking at the yard.

Well, asked Stener, ambitiously, taking the bait, why dont we get hold of that  you and me? I suppose I could fix it so far as the money is concerned. How much would it take?

Cowperwood smiled inwardly again.

I dont know exactly, he said, after a time. I want to look into it more carefully. The one trouble is that Im carrying a good deal of the citys money as it is. You see, I have that two hundred thousand dollars against your city-loan deals. And this new scheme will take two or three hundred thousand more. If that were out of the way

He was thinking of one of the inexplicable stock panics  those strange American depressions which had so much to do with the temperament of the people, and so little to do with the basic conditions of the country. If this North Pennsylvania deal were through and done with

He rubbed his chin and pulled at his handsome silky mustache.

Dont ask me any more about it, George, he said, finally, as he saw that the latter was beginning to think as to which line it might be. Dont say anything at all about it. I want to get my facts exactly right, and then Ill talk to you. I think you and I can do this thing a little later, when we get the North Pennsylvania scheme under way. Im so rushed just now Im not sure that I want to undertake it at once; but you keep quiet and well see. He turned toward his desk, and Stener got up.

Ill make any sized deposit with you that you wish, the moment you think youre ready to act, Frank, exclaimed Stener, and with the thought that Cowperwood was not nearly as anxious to do this as he should be, since he could always rely on him (Stener) when there was anything really profitable in the offing. Why should not the able and wonderful Cowperwood be allowed to make the two of them rich? Just notify Stires, and hell send you a check. Strobik thought we ought to act pretty soon.

Ill tend to it, George, replied Cowperwood, confidently. It will come out all right. Leave it to me.

Stener kicked his stout legs to straighten his trousers, and extended his hand. He strolled out in the street thinking of this new scheme. Certainly, if he could get in with Cowperwood right he would be a rich man, for Cowperwood was so successful and so cautious. His new house, this beautiful banking office, his growing fame, and his subtle connections with Butler and others put Stener in considerable awe of him. Another line! They would control it and the North Pennsylvania! Why, if this went on, he might become a magnate  he really might  he, George W. Stener, once a cheap real-estate and insurance agent. He strolled up the street thinking, but with no more idea of the importance of his civic duties and the nature of the social ethics against which he was offending than if they had never existed.


Chapter XXII

The services which Cowperwood performed during the ensuing year and a half for Stener, Strobik, Butler, State Treasurer Van Nostrand, State Senator Relihan, representative of the interests, so-called, at Harrisburg, and various banks which were friendly to these gentlemen, were numerous and confidential. For Stener, Strobik, Wycroft, Harmon and himself he executed the North Pennsylvania deal, by which he became a holder of a fifth of the controlling stock. Together he and Stener joined to purchase the Seventeenth and Nineteenth Street line and in the concurrent gambling in stocks.

By the summer of 1871, when Cowperwood was nearly thirty-four years of age, he had a banking business estimated at nearly two million dollars, personal holdings aggregating nearly half a million, and prospects which other things being equal looked to wealth which might rival that of any American. The city, through its treasurer  still Mr. Stener  was a depositor with him to the extent of nearly five hundred thousand dollars. The State, through its State treasurer, Van Nostrand, carried two hundred thousand dollars on his books. Bode was speculating in street-railway stocks to the extent of fifty thousand dollars. Relihan to the same amount. A small army of politicians and political hangers-on were on his books for various sums. And for Edward Malia Butler he occasionally carried as high as one hundred thousand dollars in margins. His own loans at the banks, varying from day to day on variously hypothecated securities, were as high as seven and eight hundred thousand dollars. Like a spider in a spangled net, every thread of which he knew, had laid, had tested, he had surrounded and entangled himself in a splendid, glittering network of connections, and he was watching all the details.

His one pet idea, the thing he put more faith in than anything else, was his street-railway manipulations, and particularly his actual control of the Seventeenth and Nineteenth Street line. Through an advance to him, on deposit, made in his bank by Stener at a time when the stock of the Seventeenth and Nineteenth Street line was at a low ebb, he had managed to pick up fifty-one per cent. of the stock for himself and Stener, by virtue of which he was able to do as he pleased with the road. To accomplish this, however, he had resorted to some very peculiar methods, as they afterward came to be termed in financial circles, to get this stock at his own valuation. Through agents he caused suits for damages to be brought against the company for non-payment of interest due. A little stock in the hands of a hireling, a request made to a court of record to examine the books of the company in order to determine whether a receivership were not advisable, a simultaneous attack in the stock market, selling at three, five, seven, and ten points off, brought the frightened stockholders into the market with their holdings. The banks considered the line a poor risk, and called their loans in connection with it. His fathers bank had made one loan to one of the principal stockholders, and that was promptly called, of course. Then, through an agent, the several heaviest shareholders were approached and an offer was made to help them out. The stocks would be taken off their hands at forty. They had not really been able to discover the source of all their woes; and they imagined that the road was in bad condition, which it was not. Better let it go. The money was immediately forthcoming, and Cowperwood and Stener jointly controlled fifty-one per cent. But, as in the case of the North Pennsylvania line, Cowperwood had been quietly buying all of the small minority holdings, so that he had in reality fifty-one per cent. of the stock, and Stener twenty-five per cent. more.

This intoxicated him, for immediately he saw the opportunity of fulfilling his long-contemplated dream  that of reorganizing the company in conjunction with the North Pennsylvania line, issuing three shares where one had been before and after unloading all but a control on the general public, using the money secured to buy into other lines which were to be boomed and sold in the same way. In short, he was one of those early, daring manipulators who later were to seize upon other and ever larger phases of American natural development for their own aggrandizement.

In connection with this first consolidation, his plan was to spread rumors of the coming consolidation of the two lines, to appeal to the legislature for privileges of extension, to get up an arresting prospectus and later annual reports, and to boom the stock on the stock exchange as much as his swelling resources would permit. The trouble is that when you are trying to make a market for a stock  to unload a large issue such as his was (over five hundred thousand dollars worth)  while retaining five hundred thousand for yourself, it requires large capital to handle it. The owner in these cases is compelled not only to go on the market and do much fictitious buying, thus creating a fictitious demand, but once this fictitious demand has deceived the public and he has been able to unload a considerable quantity of his wares, he is, unless he rids himself of all his stock, compelled to stand behind it. If, for instance, he sold five thousand shares, as was done in this instance, and retained five thousand, he must see that the public price of the outstanding five thousand shares did not fall below a certain point, because the value of his private shares would fall with it. And if, as is almost always the case, the private shares had been hypothecated with banks and trust companies for money wherewith to conduct other enterprises, the falling of their value in the open market merely meant that the banks would call for large margins to protect their loans or call their loans entirely. This meant that his work was a failure, and he might readily fail. He was already conducting one such difficult campaign in connection with this city-loan deal, the price of which varied from day to day, and which he was only too anxious to have vary, for in the main he profited by these changes.

But this second burden, interesting enough as it was, meant that he had to be doubly watchful. Once the stock was sold at a high price, the money borrowed from the city treasurer could be returned; his own holdings created out of foresight, by capitalizing the future, by writing the shrewd prospectuses and reports, would be worth their face value, or little less. He would have money to invest in other lines. He might obtain the financial direction of the whole, in which case he would be worth millions. One shrewd thing he did, which indicated the foresight and subtlety of the man, was to make a separate organization or company of any extension or addition which he made to his line. Thus, if he had two or three miles of track on a street, and he wanted to extend it two or three miles farther on the same street, instead of including this extension in the existing corporation, he would make a second corporation to control the additional two or three miles of right of way. This corporation he would capitalize at so much, and issue stocks and bonds for its construction, equipment, and manipulation. Having done this he would then take the sub-corporation over into the parent concern, issuing more stocks and bonds of the parent company wherewith to do it, and, of course, selling these bonds to the public. Even his brothers who worked for him did not know the various ramifications of his numerous deals, and executed his orders blindly. Sometimes Joseph said to Edward, in a puzzled way, Well, Frank knows what he is about, I guess.

On the other hand, he was most careful to see that every current obligation was instantly met, and even anticipated, for he wanted to make a great show of regularity. Nothing was so precious as reputation and standing. His forethought, caution, and promptness pleased the bankers. They thought he was one of the sanest, shrewdest men they had ever met.

However, by the spring and summer of 1871, Cowperwood had actually, without being in any conceivable danger from any source, spread himself out very thin. Because of his great success he had grown more liberal  easier  in his financial ventures. By degrees, and largely because of his own confidence in himself, he had induced his father to enter upon his street-car speculations, to use the resources of the Third National to carry a part of his loans and to furnish capital at such times as quick resources were necessary. In the beginning the old gentleman had been a little nervous and skeptical, but as time had worn on and nothing but profit eventuated, he grew bolder and more confident.

Frank, he would say, looking up over his spectacles, arent you afraid youre going a little too fast in these matters? Youre carrying a lot of loans these days.

No more than I ever did, father, considering my resources. You cant turn large deals without large loans. You know that as well as I do.

Yes, I know, but  now that Green and Coates  arent you going pretty strong there?

Not at all. I know the inside conditions there. The stock is bound to go up eventually. Ill bull it up. Ill combine it with my other lines, if necessary.

Cowperwood stared at his boy. Never was there such a defiant, daring manipulator.

You neednt worry about me, father. If you are going to do that, call my loans. Other banks will loan on my stocks. Id like to see your bank have the interest.

So Cowperwood, Sr., was convinced. There was no gainsaying this argument. His bank was loaning Frank heavily, but not more so than any other. And as for the great blocks of stocks he was carrying in his sons companies, he was to be told when to get out should that prove necessary. Franks brothers were being aided in the same way to make money on the side, and their interests were also now bound up indissolubly with his own.

With his growing financial opportunities, however, Cowperwood had also grown very liberal in what might be termed his standard of living. Certain young art dealers in Philadelphia, learning of his artistic inclinations and his growing wealth, had followed him up with suggestions as to furniture, tapestries, rugs, objects of art, and paintings  at first the American and later the foreign masters exclusively. His own and his fathers house had not been furnished fully in these matters, and there was that other house in North Tenth Street, which he desired to make beautiful. Aileen had always objected to the condition of her own home. Love of distinguished surroundings was a basic longing with her, though she had not the gift of interpreting her longings. But this place where they were secretly meeting must be beautiful. She was as keen for that as he was. So it became a veritable treasure-trove, more distinguished in furnishings than some of the rooms of his own home. He began to gather here some rare examples of altar cloths, rugs, and tapestries of the Middle Ages. He bought furniture after the Georgian theory  a combination of Chippendale, Sheraton, and Heppelwhite modified by the Italian Renaissance and the French Louis. He learned of handsome examples of porcelain, statuary, Greek vase forms, lovely collections of Japanese ivories and netsukes. Fletcher Gray, a partner in Cable & Gray, a local firm of importers of art objects, called on him in connection with a tapestry of the fourteenth century weaving. Gray was an enthusiast and almost instantly he conveyed some of his suppressed and yet fiery love of the beautiful to Cowperwood.

There are fifty periods of one shade of blue porcelain alone, Mr. Cowperwood, Gray informed him. There are at least seven distinct schools or periods of rugs  Persian, Armenian, Arabian, Flemish, Modern Polish, Hungarian, and so on. If you ever went into that, it would be a distinguished thing to get a complete  I mean a representative  collection of some one period, or of all these periods. They are beautiful. I have seen some of them, others Ive read about.

Youll make a convert of me yet, Fletcher, replied Cowperwood. You or art will be the ruin of me. Im inclined that way temperamentally as it is, I think, and between you and Ellsworth and Gordon Strake  another young man intensely interested in painting youll complete my downfall. Strake has a splendid idea. He wants me to begin right now  Im using that word right in the sense of properly, he commented and get what examples I can of just the few rare things in each school or period of art which would properly illustrate each. He tells me the great pictures are going to increase in value, and what I could get for a few hundred thousand now will be worth millions later. He doesnt want me to bother with American art.

Hes right, exclaimed Gray, although it isnt good business for me to praise another art man. It would take a great deal of money, though.

Not so very much. At least, not all at once. It would be a matter of years, of course. Strake thinks that some excellent examples of different periods could be picked up now and later replaced if anything better in the same held showed up.

His mind, in spite of his outward placidity, was tinged with a great seeking. Wealth, in the beginning, had seemed the only goal, to which had been added the beauty of women. And now art, for arts sake  the first faint radiance of a rosy dawn  had begun to shine in upon him, and to the beauty of womanhood he was beginning to see how necessary it was to add the beauty of life  the beauty of material background  how, in fact, the only background for great beauty was great art. This girl, this Aileen Butler, her raw youth and radiance, was nevertheless creating in him a sense of the distinguished and a need for it which had never existed in him before to the same degree. It is impossible to define these subtleties of reaction, temperament on temperament, for no one knows to what degree we are marked by the things which attract us. A love affair such as this had proved to be was little less or more than a drop of coloring added to a glass of clear water, or a foreign chemical agent introduced into a delicate chemical formula.

In short, for all her crudeness, Aileen Butler was a definite force personally. Her nature, in a way, a protest against the clumsy conditions by which she found herself surrounded, was almost irrationally ambitious. To think that for so long, having been born into the Butler family, she had been the subject, as well as the victim of such commonplace and inartistic illusions and conditions, whereas now, owing to her contact with, and mental subordination to Cowperwood, she was learning so many wonderful phases of social, as well as financial, refinement of which previously she had guessed nothing. The wonder, for instance, of a future social career as the wife of such a man as Frank Cowperwood. The beauty and resourcefulness of his mind, which, after hours of intimate contact with her, he was pleased to reveal, and which, so definite were his comments and instructions, she could not fail to sense. The wonder of his financial and artistic and future social dreams. And, oh, oh, she was his, and he was hers. She was actually beside herself at times with the glory, as well as the delight of all this.

At the same time, her fathers local reputation as a quondam garbage contractor (slop-collector was the unfeeling comment of the vulgarian cognoscenti); her own unavailing efforts to right a condition of material vulgarity or artistic anarchy in her own home; the hopelessness of ever being admitted to those distinguished portals which she recognized afar off as the last sanctum sanctorum of established respectability and social distinction, had bred in her, even at this early age, a feeling of deadly opposition to her home conditions as they stood. Such a house compared to Cowperwoods! Her dear, but ignorant, father! And this great man, her lover, had now condescended to love her  see in her his future wife. Oh, God, that it might not fail! Through the Cowperwoods at first she had hoped to meet a few people, young men and women  and particularly men  who were above the station in which she found herself, and to whom her beauty and prospective fortune would commend her; but this had not been the case. The Cowperwoods themselves, in spite of Frank Cowperwoods artistic proclivities and growing wealth, had not penetrated the inner circle as yet. In fact, aside from the subtle, preliminary consideration which they were receiving, they were a long way off.

None the less, and instinctively in Cowperwood Aileen recognized a way out  a door  and by the same token a subtle, impending artistic future of great magnificence. This man would rise beyond anything he now dreamed of  she felt it. There was in him, in some nebulous, unrecognizable form, a great artistic reality which was finer than anything she could plan for herself. She wanted luxury, magnificence, social station. Well, if she could get this man they would come to her. There were, apparently, insuperable barriers in the way; but hers was no weakling nature, and neither was his. They ran together temperamentally from the first like two leopards. Her own thoughts  crude, half formulated, half spoken  nevertheless matched his to a degree in the equality of their force and their raw directness.

I dont think papa knows how to do, she said to him, one day. It isnt his fault. He cant help it. He knows that he cant. And he knows that I know it. For years I wanted him to move out of that old house there. He knows that he ought to. But even that wouldnt do much good.

She paused, looking at him with a straight, clear, vigorous glance. He liked the medallion sharpness of her features  their smooth, Greek modeling.

Never mind, pet, he replied. We will arrange all these things later. I dont see my way out of this just now; but I think the best thing to do is to confess to Lillian some day, and see if some other plan cant be arranged. I want to fix it so the children wont suffer. I can provide for them amply, and I wouldnt be at all surprised if Lillian would be willing to let me go. She certainly wouldnt want any publicity.

He was counting practically, and man-fashion, on her love for her children.

Aileen looked at him with clear, questioning, uncertain eyes. She was not wholly without sympathy, but in a way this situation did not appeal to her as needing much. Mrs. Cowperwood was not friendly in her mood toward her. It was not based on anything save a difference in their point of view. Mrs. Cowperwood could never understand how a girl could carry her head so high and put on such airs, and Aileen could not understand how any one could be so lymphatic and lackadaisical as Lillian Cowperwood. Life was made for riding, driving, dancing, going. It was made for airs and banter and persiflage and coquetry. To see this woman, the wife of a young, forceful man like Cowperwood, acting, even though she were five years older and the mother of two children, as though life on its romantic and enthusiastic pleasurable side were all over was too much for her. Of course Lillian was unsuited to Frank; of course he needed a young woman like herself, and fate would surely give him to her. Then what a delicious life they would lead!

Oh, Frank, she exclaimed to him, over and over, if we could only manage it. Do you think we can?

Do I think we can? Certainly I do. Its only a matter of time. I think if I were to put the matter to her clearly, she wouldnt expect me to stay. You look out how you conduct your affairs. If your father or your brother should ever suspect me, thered be an explosion in this town, if nothing worse. Theyd fight me in all my money deals, if they didnt kill me. Are you thinking carefully of what you are doing?

All the time. If anything happens Ill deny everything. They cant prove it, if I deny it. Ill come to you in the long run, just the same.

They were in the Tenth Street house at the time. She stroked his cheeks with the loving fingers of the wildly enamored woman.

Ill do anything for you, sweetheart, she declared. Id die for you if I had to. I love you so.

Well, pet, no danger. You wont have to do anything like that. But be careful.


Chapter XXIII

Then, after several years of this secret relationship, in which the ties of sympathy and understanding grew stronger instead of weaker, came the storm. It burst unexpectedly and out of a clear sky, and bore no relation to the intention or volition of any individual. It was nothing more than a fire, a distant one  the great Chicago fire, October 7th, 1871, which burned that city  its vast commercial section  to the ground, and instantly and incidentally produced a financial panic, vicious though of short duration in various other cities in America. The fire began on Saturday and continued apparently unabated until the following Wednesday. It destroyed the banks, the commercial houses, the shipping conveniences, and vast stretches of property. The heaviest loss fell naturally upon the insurance companies, which instantly, in many cases  the majority  closed their doors. This threw the loss back on the manufacturers and wholesalers in other cities who had had dealings with Chicago as well as the merchants of that city. Again, very grievous losses were borne by the host of eastern capitalists which had for years past partly owned, or held heavy mortgages on, the magnificent buildings for business purposes and residences in which Chicago was already rivaling every city on the continent. Transportation was disturbed, and the keen scent of Wall Street, and Third Street in Philadelphia, and State Street in Boston, instantly perceived in the early reports the gravity of the situation. Nothing could be done on Saturday or Sunday after the exchange closed, for the opening reports came too late. On Monday, however, the facts were pouring in thick and fast; and the owners of railroad securities, government securities, street-car securities, and, indeed, all other forms of stocks and bonds, began to throw them on the market in order to raise cash. The banks naturally were calling their loans, and the result was a stock stampede which equaled the Black Friday of Wall Street of two years before.

Cowperwood and his father were out of town at the time the fire began. They had gone with several friends  bankers  to look at a proposed route of extension of a local steam-railroad, on which a loan was desired. In buggies they had driven over a good portion of the route, and were returning to Philadelphia late Sunday evening when the cries of newsboys hawking an extra reached their ears.

Ho! Extra! Extra! All about the big Chicago fire!

Ho! Extra! Extra! Chicago burning down! Extra! Extra!

The cries were long-drawn-out, ominous, pathetic. In the dusk of the dreary Sunday afternoon, when the city had apparently retired to Sabbath meditation and prayer, with that tinge of the dying year in the foliage and in the air, one caught a sense of something grim and gloomy.

Hey, boy, called Cowperwood, listening, seeing a shabbily clothed misfit of a boy with a bundle of papers under his arm turning a corner. Whats that? Chicago burning!

He looked at his father and the other men in a significant way as he reached for the paper, and then, glancing at the headlines, realized the worst.

ALL CHICAGO BURNING

FIRE RAGES UNCHECKED IN COMMERCIAL SECTION SINCE YESTERDAY EVENING. BANKS, COMMERCIAL HOUSES, PUBLIC BUILDINGS IN RUINS. DIRECT TELEGRAPHIC COMMUNICATION SUSPENDED SINCE THREE OCLOCK TO-DAY. NO END TO PROGRESS OF DISASTER IN SIGHT.

That looks rather serious, he said, calmly, to his companions, a cold, commanding force coming into his eyes and voice. To his father he said a little later, Its panic, unless the majority of the banks and brokerage firms stand together.

He was thinking quickly, brilliantly, resourcefully of his own outstanding obligations. His fathers bank was carrying one hundred thousand dollars worth of his street-railway securities at sixty, and fifty thousand dollars worth of city loan at seventy. His father had up with him over forty thousand dollars in cash covering market manipulations in these stocks. The banking house of Drexel & Co. was on his books as a creditor for one hundred thousand, and that loan would be called unless they were especially merciful, which was not likely. Jay Cooke & Co. were his creditors for another one hundred and fifty thousand. They would want their money. At four smaller banks and three brokerage companies he was debtor for sums ranging from fifty thousand dollars down. The city treasurer was involved with him to the extent of nearly five hundred thousand dollars, and exposure of that would create a scandal; the State treasurer for two hundred thousand. There were small accounts, hundreds of them, ranging from one hundred dollars up to five and ten thousand. A panic would mean not only a withdrawal of deposits and a calling of loans, but a heavy depression of securities. How could he realize on his securities?  that was the question  how without selling so many points off that his fortune would be swept away and he would be ruined?

He figured briskly the while he waved adieu to his friends, who hurried away, struck with their own predicament.

You had better go on out to the house, father, and Ill send some telegrams. (The telephone had not yet been invented.) Ill be right out and well go into this thing together. It looks like black weather to me. Dont say anything to any one until after we have had our talk; then we can decide what to do.

Cowperwood, Sr., was already plucking at his side-whiskers in a confused and troubled way. He was cogitating as to what might happen to him in case his son failed, for he was deeply involved with him. He was a little gray in his complexion now, frightened, for he had already strained many points in his affairs to accommodate his son. If Frank should not be able promptly on the morrow to meet the call which the bank might have to make for one hundred and fifty thousand dollars, the onus and scandal of the situation would be on him.

On the other hand, his son was meditating on the tangled relation in which he now found himself in connection with the city treasurer and the fact that it was not possible for him to support the market alone. Those who should have been in a position to help him were now as bad off as himself. There were many unfavorable points in the whole situation. Drexel & Co. had been booming railway stocks  loaning heavily on them. Jay Cooke & Co. had been backing Northern Pacific  were practically doing their best to build that immense transcontinental system alone. Naturally, they were long on that and hence in a ticklish position. At the first word they would throw over their surest securities  government bonds, and the like  in order to protect their more speculative holdings. The bears would see the point. They would hammer and hammer, selling short all along the line. But he did not dare to do that. He would be breaking his own back quickly, and what he needed was time. If he could only get time  three days, a week, ten days  this storm would surely blow over.

The thing that was troubling him most was the matter of the half-million invested with him by Stener. A fall election was drawing near. Stener, although he had served two terms, was slated for reelection. A scandal in connection with the city treasury would be a very bad thing. It would end Steners career as an official  would very likely send him to the penitentiary. It might wreck the Republican partys chances to win. It would certainly involve himself as having much to do with it. If that happened, he would have the politicians to reckon with. For, if he were hard pressed, as he would be, and failed, the fact that he had been trying to invade the city street-railway preserves which they held sacred to themselves, with borrowed city money, and that this borrowing was liable to cost them the city election, would all come out. They would not view all that with a kindly eye. It would be useless to say, as he could, that he had borrowed the money at two per cent. (most of it, to save himself, had been covered by a protective clause of that kind), or that he had merely acted as an agent for Stener. That might go down with the unsophisticated of the outer world, but it would never be swallowed by the politicians. They knew better than that.

There was another phase to this situation, however, that encouraged him, and that was his knowledge of how city politics were going in general. It was useless for any politician, however loftly, to take a high and mighty tone in a crisis like this. All of them, great and small, were profiting in one way and another through city privileges. Butler, Mollenhauer, and Simpson, he knew, made money out of contracts  legal enough, though they might be looked upon as rank favoritism  and also out of vast sums of money collected in the shape of taxes  land taxes, water taxes, etc.  which were deposited in the various banks designated by these men and others as legal depositories for city money. The banks supposedly carried the citys money in their vaults as a favor, without paying interest of any kind, and then reinvested it  for whom? Cowperwood had no complaint to make, for he was being well treated, but these men could scarcely expect to monopolize all the citys benefits. He did not know either Mollenhauer or Simpson personally  but he knew they as well as Butler had made money out of his own manipulation of city loan. Also, Butler was most friendly to him. It was not unreasonable for him to think, in a crisis like this, that if worst came to worst, he could make a clean breast of it to Butler and receive aid. In case he could not get through secretly with Steners help, Cowperwood made up his mind that he would do this.

His first move, he decided, would be to go at once to Steners house and demand the loan of an additional three or four hundred thousand dollars. Stener had always been very tractable, and in this instance would see how important it was that his shortage of half a million should not be made public. Then he must get as much more as possible. But where to get it? Presidents of banks and trust companies, large stock jobbers, and the like, would have to be seen. Then there was a loan of one hundred thousand dollars he was carrying for Butler. The old contractor might be induced to leave that. He hurried to his home, secured his runabout, and drove rapidly to Steners.

As it turned out, however, much to his distress and confusion, Stener was out of town  down on the Chesapeake with several friends shooting ducks and fishing, and was not expected back for several days. He was in the marshes back of some small town. Cowperwood sent an urgent wire to the nearest point and then, to make assurance doubly sure, to several other points in the same neighborhood, asking him to return immediately. He was not at all sure, however, that Stener would return in time and was greatly nonplussed and uncertain for the moment as to what his next step would be. Aid must be forthcoming from somewhere and at once.

Suddenly a helpful thought occurred to him. Butler and Mollenhauer and Simpson were long on local street-railways. They must combine to support the situation and protect their interests. They could see the big bankers, Drexel & Co. and Cooke & Co., and others and urge them to sustain the market. They could strengthen things generally by organizing a buying ring, and under cover of their support, if they would, he might sell enough to let him out, and even permit him to go short and make something  a whole lot. It was a brilliant thought, worthy of a greater situation, and its only weakness was that it was not absolutely certain of fulfillment.

He decided to go to Butler at once, the only disturbing thought being that he would now be compelled to reveal his own and Steners affairs. So reentering his runabout he drove swiftly to the Butler home.

When he arrived there the famous contractor was at dinner. He had not heard the calling of the extras, and of course, did not understand as yet the significance of the fire. The servants announcement of Cowperwood brought him smiling to the door.

Wont you come in and join us? Were just havin a light supper. Have a cup of coffee or tea, now  do.

I cant, replied Cowperwood. Not to-night, Im in too much of a hurry. I want to see you for just a few moments, and then Ill be off again. I wont keep you very long.

Why, if thats the case, Ill come right out. And Butler returned to the dining-room to put down his napkin. Aileen, who was also dining, had heard Cowperwoods voice, and was on the qui vive to see him. She wondered what it was that brought him at this time of night to see her father. She could not leave the table at once, but hoped to before he went. Cowperwood was thinking of her, even in the face of this impending storm, as he was of his wife, and many other things. If his affairs came down in a heap it would go hard with those attached to him. In this first clouding of disaster, he could not tell how things would eventuate. He meditated on this desperately, but he was not panic-stricken. His naturally even-molded face was set in fine, classic lines; his eyes were as hard as chilled steel.

Well, now, exclaimed Butler, returning, his countenance manifesting a decidedly comfortable relationship with the world as at present constituted. Whats up with you to-night? Nawthin wrong, I hope. Its been too fine a day.

Nothing very serious, I hope myself, replied Cowperwood, But I want to talk with you a few minutes, anyhow. Dont you think we had better go up to your room?

I was just going to say that, replied Butler the cigars are up there.

They started from the reception-room to the stairs, Butler preceding and as the contractor mounted, Aileen came out from the dining-room in a frou-frou of silk. Her splendid hair was drawn up from the base of the neck and the line of the forehead into some quaint convolutions which constituted a reddish-gold crown. Her complexion was glowing, and her bare arms and shoulders shone white against the dark red of her evening gown. She realized there was something wrong.

Oh, Mr. Cowperwood, how do you do? she exclaimed, coming forward and holding out her hand as her father went on upstairs. She was delaying him deliberately in order to have a word with him and this bold acting was for the benefit of the others.

Whats the trouble, honey? she whispered, as soon as her father was out of hearing. You look worried.

Nothing much, I hope, sweet, he said. Chicago is burning up and theres going to be trouble to-morrow. I have to talk to your father.

She had time only for a sympathetic, distressed Oh, before he withdrew his hand and followed Butler upstairs. She squeezed his arm, and went through the reception-room to the parlor. She sat down, thinking, for never before had she seen Cowperwoods face wearing such an expression of stern, disturbed calculation. It was placid, like fine, white wax, and quite as cold; and those deep, vague, inscrutable eyes! So Chicago was burning. What would happen to him? Was he very much involved? He had never told her in detail of his affairs. She would not have understood fully any more than would have Mrs. Cowperwood. But she was worried, nevertheless, because it was her Frank, and because she was bound to him by what to her seemed indissoluble ties.

Literature, outside of the masters, has given us but one idea of the mistress, the subtle, calculating siren who delights to prey on the souls of men. The journalism and the moral pamphleteering of the time seem to foster it with almost partisan zeal. It would seem that a censorship of life had been established by divinity, and the care of its execution given into the hands of the utterly conservative. Yet there is that other form of liaison which has nothing to do with conscious calculation. In the vast majority of cases it is without design or guile. The average woman, controlled by her affections and deeply in love, is no more capable than a child of anything save sacrificial thought  the desire to give; and so long as this state endures, she can only do this. She may change  Hell hath no fury, etc.  but the sacrificial, yielding, solicitous attitude is more often the outstanding characteristic of the mistress; and it is this very attitude in contradistinction to the grasping legality of established matrimony that has caused so many wounds in the defenses of the latter. The temperament of man, either male or female, cannot help falling down before and worshiping this nonseeking, sacrificial note. It approaches vast distinction in life. It appears to be related to that last word in art, that largeness of spirit which is the first characteristic of the great picture, the great building, the great sculpture, the great decoration  namely, a giving, freely and without stint, of itself, of beauty. Hence the significance of this particular mood in Aileen.

All the subtleties of the present combination were troubling Cowperwood as he followed Butler into the room upstairs.

Sit down, sit down. You wont take a little somethin? You never do. I remember now. Well, have a cigar, anyhow. Now, whats this thats troublin you to-night?

Voices could be heard faintly in the distance, far off toward the thicker residential sections.

Extra! Extra! All about the big Chicago fire! Chicago burning down!

Just that, replied Cowperwood, hearkening to them. Have you heard the news?

No. Whats that theyre calling?

Its a big fire out in Chicago.

Oh, replied Butler, still not gathering the significance of it.

Its burning down the business section there, Mr. Butler, went on Cowperwood ominously, and I fancy its going to disturb financial conditions here to-morrow. That is what I have come to see you about. How are your investments? Pretty well drawn in?

Butler suddenly gathered from Cowperwoods expression that there was something very wrong. He put up his large hand as he leaned back in his big leather chair, and covered his mouth and chin with it. Over those big knuckles, and bigger nose, thick and cartilaginous, his large, shaggy-eyebrowed eyes gleamed. His gray, bristly hair stood up stiffly in a short, even growth all over his head.

So thats it, he said. Youre expectin trouble to-morrow. How are your own affairs?

Im in pretty good shape, I think, all told, if the money element of this town doesnt lose its head and go wild. There has to be a lot of common sense exercised to-morrow, or to-night, even. You know we are facing a real panic. Mr. Butler, you may as well know that. It may not last long, but while it does it will be bad. Stocks are going to drop to-morrow ten or fifteen points on the opening. The banks are going to call their loans unless some arrangement can be made to prevent them. No one man can do that. It will have to be a combination of men. You and Mr. Simpson and Mr. Mollenhauer might do it  that is, you could if you could persuade the big banking people to combine to back the market. There is going to be a raid on local street-railways  all of them. Unless they are sustained the bottom is going to drop out. I have always known that you were long on those. I thought you and Mr. Mollenhauer and some of the others might want to act. If you dont I might as well confess that it is going to go rather hard with me. I am not strong enough to face this thing alone.

He was meditating on how he should tell the whole truth in regard to Stener.

Well, now, thats pretty bad, said Butler, calmly and meditatively. He was thinking of his own affairs. A panic was not good for him either, but he was not in a desperate state. He could not fail. He might lose some money, but not a vast amount  before he could adjust things. Still he did not care to lose any money.

How is it youre so bad off? he asked, curiously. He was wondering how the fact that the bottom was going to drop out of local street-railways would affect Cowperwood so seriously. Youre not carryin any of them things, are you? he added.

It was now a question of lying or telling the truth, and Cowperwood was literally afraid to risk lying in this dilemma. If he did not gain Butlers comprehending support he might fail, and if he failed the truth would come out, anyhow.

I might as well make a clean breast of this, Mr. Butler, he said, throwing himself on the old mans sympathies and looking at him with that brisk assurance which Butler so greatly admired. He felt as proud of Cowperwood at times as he did of his own sons. He felt that he had helped to put him where he was.

The fact is that I have been buying street-railway stocks, but not for myself exactly. I am going to do something now which I think I ought not to do, but I cannot help myself. If I dont do it, it will injure you and a lot of people whom I do not wish to injure. I know you are naturally interested in the outcome of the fall election. The truth is I have been carrying a lot of stocks for Mr. Stener and some of his friends. I do not know that all the money has come from the city treasury, but I think that most of it has. I know what that means to Mr. Stener and the Republican party and your interests in case I fail. I dont think Mr. Stener started this of his own accord in the first place  I think I am as much to blame as anybody  but it grew out of other things. As you know, I handled that matter of city loan for him and then some of his friends wanted me to invest in street-railways for them. I have been doing that ever since. Personally I have borrowed considerable money from Mr. Stener at two per cent. In fact, originally the transactions were covered in that way. Now I dont want to shift the blame on any one. It comes back to me and I am willing to let it stay there, except that if I fail Mr. Stener will be blamed and that will reflect on the administration. Naturally, I dont want to fail. There is no excuse for my doing so. Aside from this panic I have never been in a better position in my life. But I cannot weather this storm without assistance, and I want to know if you wont help me. If I pull through I will give you my word that I will see that the money which has been taken from the treasury is put back there. Mr. Stener is out of town or I would have brought him here with me.

Cowperwood was lying out of the whole cloth in regard to bringing Stener with him, and he had no intention of putting the money back in the city treasury except by degrees and in such manner as suited his convenience; but what he had said sounded well and created a great seeming of fairness.

How much money is it Stener has invested with you? asked Butler. He was a little confused by this curious development. It put Cowperwood and Stener in an odd light.

About five hundred thousand dollars, replied Cowperwood.

The old man straightened up. Is it as much as that? he said.

Just about  a little more or a little less; Im not sure which.

The old contractor listened solemnly to all Cowperwood had to say on this score, thinking of the effect on the Republican party and his own contracting interests. He liked Cowperwood, but this was a rough thing the latter was telling him  rough, and a great deal to ask. He was a slow-thinking and a slow-moving man, but he did well enough when he did think. He had considerable money invested in Philadelphia street-railway stocks  perhaps as much as eight hundred thousand dollars. Mollenhauer had perhaps as much more. Whether Senator Simpson had much or little he could not tell. Cowperwood had told him in the past that he thought the Senator had a good deal. Most of their holdings, as in the case of Cowperwoods, were hypothecated at the various banks for loans and these loans invested in other ways. It was not advisable or comfortable to have these loans called, though the condition of no one of the triumvirate was anything like as bad as that of Cowperwood. They could see themselves through without much trouble, though not without probable loss unless they took hurried action to protect themselves.

He would not have thought so much of it if Cowperwood had told him that Stener was involved, say, to the extent of seventy-five or a hundred thousand dollars. That might be adjusted. But five hundred thousand dollars!

Thats a lot of money, said Butler, thinking of the amazing audacity of Stener, but failing at the moment to identify it with the astute machinations of Cowperwood. Thats something to think about. Theres no time to lose if theres going to be a panic in the morning. How much good will it do ye if we do support the market?

A great deal, returned Cowperwood, although of course I have to raise money in other ways. I have that one hundred thousand dollars of yours on deposit. Is it likely that youll want that right away?

It may be, said Butler.

Its just as likely that Ill need it so badly that I cant give it up without seriously injuring myself, added Cowperwood. Thats just one of a lot of things. If you and Senator Simpson and Mr. Mollenhauer were to get together  youre the largest holders of street-railway stocks  and were to see Mr. Drexel and Mr. Cooke, you could fix things so that matters would be considerably easier. I will be all right if my loans are not called, and my loans will not be called if the market does not slump too heavily. If it does, all my securities are depreciated, and I cant hold out.

Old Butler got up. This is serious business, he said. I wish youd never gone in with Stener in that way. It dont look quite right and it cant be made to. Its bad, bad business, he added dourly. Still, Ill do what I can. I cant promise much, but Ive always liked ye and Ill not be turning on ye now unless I have to. But Im sorry  very. And Im not the only one that has a hand in things in this town. At the same time he was thinking it was right decent of Cowperwood to forewarn him this way in regard to his own affairs and the city election, even though he was saving his own neck by so doing. He meant to do what he could.

I dont suppose you could keep this matter of Stener and the city treasury quiet for a day or two until I see how I come out? suggested Cowperwood warily.

I cant promise that, replied Butler. Ill have to do the best I can. I wont lave it go any further than I can help  you can depend on that. He was thinking how the effect of Steners crime could be overcome if Cowperwood failed.

Owen!

He stepped to the door, and, opening it, called down over the banister.

Yes, father.

Have Dan hitch up the light buggy and bring it around to the door. And you get your hat and coat. I want you to go along with me.

Yes, father.

He came back.

Sure thats a nice little storm in a teapot, now, isnt it? Chicago begins to burn, and I have to worry here in Philadelphia. Well, well Cowperwood was up now and moving to the door. And where are you going?

Back to the house. I have several people coming there to see me. But Ill come back here later, if I may.

Yes, yes, replied Butler. To be sure Ill be here by midnight, anyhow. Well, good night. Ill see you later, then, I suppose. Ill tell you what I find out.

He went back in his room for something, and Cowperwood descended the stair alone. From the hangings of the reception-room entryway Aileen signaled him to draw near.

I hope its nothing serious, honey? she sympathized, looking into his solemn eyes.

It was not time for love, and he felt it.

No, he said, almost coldly, I think not.

Frank, dont let this thing make you forget me for long, please. You wont, will you? I love you so.

No, no, I wont! he replied earnestly, quickly and yet absently.

I cant! Dont you know I wont? He had started to kiss her, but a noise disturbed him. Sh!

He walked to the door, and she followed him with eager, sympathetic eyes.

What if anything should happen to her Frank? What if anything could? What would she do? That was what was troubling her. What would, what could she do to help him? He looked so pale  strained.


Chapter XXIV

The condition of the Republican party at this time in Philadelphia, its relationship to George W. Stener, Edward Malia Butler, Henry A. Mollenhauer, Senator Mark Simpson, and others, will have to be briefly indicated here, in order to foreshadow Cowperwoods actual situation. Butler, as we have seen, was normally interested in and friendly to Cowperwood. Stener was Cowperwoods tool. Mollenhauer and Senator Simpson were strong rivals of Butler for the control of city affairs. Simpson represented the Republican control of the State legislature, which could dictate to the city if necessary, making new election laws, revising the city charter, starting political investigations, and the like. He had many influential newspapers, corporations, banks, at his beck and call. Mollenhauer represented the Germans, some Americans, and some large stable corporations  a very solid and respectable man. All three were strong, able, and dangerous politically. The two latter counted on Butlers influence, particularly with the Irish, and a certain number of ward leaders and Catholic politicians and laymen, who were as loyal to him as though he were a part of the church itself. Butlers return to these followers was protection, influence, aid, and good-will generally. The citys return to him, via Mollenhauer and Simpson, was in the shape of contracts  fat ones  street-paving, bridges, viaducts, sewers. And in order for him to get these contracts the affairs of the Republican party, of which he was a beneficiary as well as a leader, must be kept reasonably straight. At the same time it was no more a part of his need to keep the affairs of the party straight than it was of either Mollenhauers or Simpsons, and Stener was not his appointee. The latter was more directly responsible to Mollenhauer than to any one else.

As Butler stepped into the buggy with his son he was thinking about this, and it was puzzling him greatly.

Cowperwoods just been here, he said to Owen, who had been rapidly coming into a sound financial understanding of late, and was already a shrewder man politically and socially than his father, though he had not the latters magnetism. Hes been tellin me that hes in a rather tight place. You hear that? he continued, as some voice in the distance was calling Extra! Extra! Thats Chicago burnin, and theres goin to be trouble on the stock exchange to-morrow. We have a lot of our street-railway stocks around at the different banks. If we dont look sharp theyll be callin our loans. We have to tend to that the first thing in the mornin. Cowperwood has a hundred thousand of mine with him that he wants me to let stay there, and he has some money that belongs to Stener, he tells me.

Stener? asked Owen, curiously. Has he been dabbling in stocks? Owen had heard some rumors concerning Stener and others only very recently, which he had not credited nor yet communicated to his father. How much money of his has Cowperwood? he asked.

Butler meditated. Quite a bit, Im afraid, he finally said. As a matter of fact, its a great deal  about five hundred thousand dollars. If that should become known, it would be makin a good deal of noise, Im thinkin.

Whew! exclaimed Owen in astonishment. Five hundred thousand dollars! Good Lord, father! Do you mean to say Stener has got away with five hundred thousand dollars? Why, I wouldnt think he was clever enough to do that. Five hundred thousand dollars! It will make a nice row if that comes out.

Aisy, now! Aisy, now! replied Butler, doing his best to keep all phases of the situation in mind. We cant tell exactly what the circumstances were yet. He maynt have meant to take so much. It may all come out all right yet. The moneys invested. Cowperwood hasnt failed yet. It may be put back. The thing to be settled on now is whether anything can be done to save him. If hes tellin me the truth  and I never knew him to lie  he can get out of this if street-railway stocks dont break too heavy in the mornin. Im going over to see Henry Mollenhauer and Mark Simpson. Theyre in on this. Cowperwood wanted me to see if I couldnt get them to get the bankers together and have them stand by the market. He thought we might protect our loans by comin on and buyin and holdin up the price.

Owen was running swiftly in his mind over Cowperwoods affairs  as much as he knew of them. He felt keenly that the banker ought to be shaken out. This dilemma was his fault, not Steners  he felt. It was strange to him that his father did not see it and resent it.

You see what it is, father, he said, dramatically, after a time. Cowperwoods been using this money of Steners to pick up stocks, and hes in a hole. If it hadnt been for this fire hed have got away with it; but now he wants you and Simpson and Mollenhauer and the others to pull him out. Hes a nice fellow, and I like him fairly well; but youre a fool if you do as he wants you to. He has more than belongs to him already. I heard the other day that he has the Front Street line, and almost all of Green and Coates; and that he and Stener own the Seventeenth and Nineteenth; but I didnt believe it. Ive been intending to ask you about it. I think Cowperwood has a majority for himself stowed away somewhere in every instance. Stener is just a pawn. He moves him around where he pleases.

Owens eyes gleamed avariciously, opposingly. Cowperwood ought to be punished, sold out, driven out of the street-railway business in which Owen was anxious to rise.

Now you know, observed Butler, thickly and solemnly, I always thought that young felly was clever, but I hardly thought he was as clever as all that. So thats his game. Youre pretty shrewd yourself, arent you? Well, we can fix that, if we think well of it. But theres more than that to all this. You dont want to forget the Republican party. Our success goes with the success of that, you know  and he paused and looked at his son. If Cowperwood should fail and that money couldnt be put back He broke off abstractedly. The thing thats troublin me is this matter of Stener and the city treasury. If somethin aint done about that, it may go hard with the party this fall, and with some of our contracts. You dont want to forget that an election is comin along in November. Im wonderin if I ought to call in that one hundred thousand dollars. Its goin to take considerable money to meet my loans in the mornin.

It is a curious matter of psychology, but it was only now that the real difficulties of the situation were beginning to dawn on Butler. In the presence of Cowperwood he was so influenced by that young mans personality and his magnetic presentation of his need and his own liking for him that he had not stopped to consider all the phases of his own relationship to the situation. Out here in the cool night air, talking to Owen, who was ambitious on his own account and anything but sentimentally considerate of Cowperwood, he was beginning to sober down and see things in their true light. He had to admit that Cowperwood had seriously compromised the city treasury and the Republican party, and incidentally Butlers own private interests. Nevertheless, he liked Cowperwood. He was in no way prepared to desert him. He was now going to see Mollenhauer and Simpson as much to save Cowperwood really as the party and his own affairs. And yet a scandal. He did not like that  resented it. This young scalawag! To think he should be so sly. None the less he still liked him, even here and now, and was feeling that he ought to do something to help the young man, if anything could help him. He might even leave his hundred-thousand-dollar loan with him until the last hour, as Cowperwood had requested, if the others were friendly.

Well, father, said Owen, after a time, I dont see why you need to worry any more than Mollenhauer or Simpson. If you three want to help him out, you can; but for the life of me I dont see why you should. I know this thing will have a bad effect on the election, if it comes out before then; but it could be hushed up until then, couldnt it? Anyhow, your street-railway holdings are more important than this election, and if you can see your way clear to getting the street-railway lines in your hands you wont need to worry about any elections. My advice to you is to call that one-hundred-thousand-dollar loan of yours in the morning, and meet the drop in your stocks that way. It may make Cowperwood fail, but that wont hurt you any. You can go into the market and buy his stocks. I wouldnt be surprised if he would run to you and ask you to take them. You ought to get Mollenhauer and Simpson to scare Stener so that he wont loan Cowperwood any more money. If you dont, Cowperwood will run there and get more. Steners in too far now. If Cowperwood wont sell out, well and good; the chances are he will bust, anyhow, and then you can pick up as much on the market as any one else. I think hell sell. You cant afford to worry about Steners five hundred thousand dollars. No one told him to loan it. Let him look out for himself. It may hurt the party, but you can look after that later. You and Mollenhauer can fix the newspapers so they wont talk about it till after election.

Aisy! Aisy! was all the old contractor would say. He was thinking hard.


Chapter XXV

The residence of Henry A. Mollenhauer was, at that time, in a section of the city which was almost as new as that in which Butler was living. It was on South Broad Street, near a handsome library building which had been recently erected. It was a spacious house of the type usually affected by men of new wealth in those days  a structure four stories in height of yellow brick and white stone built after no school which one could readily identify, but not unattractive in its architectural composition. A broad flight of steps leading to a wide veranda gave into a decidedly ornate door, which was set on either side by narrow windows and ornamented to the right and left with pale-blue jardinieres of considerable charm of outline. The interior, divided into twenty rooms, was paneled and parqueted in the most expensive manner for homes of that day. There was a great reception-hall, a large parlor or drawing-room, a dining-room at least thirty feet square paneled in oak; and on the second floor were a music-room devoted to the talents of Mollenhauers three ambitious daughters, a library and private office for himself, a boudoir and bath for his wife, and a conservatory.

Mollenhauer was, and felt himself to be, a very important man. His financial and political judgment was exceedingly keen. Although he was a German, or rather an American of German parentage, he was a man of a rather impressive American presence. He was tall and heavy and shrewd and cold. His large chest and wide shoulders supported a head of distinguished proportions, both round and long when seen from different angles. The frontal bone descended in a protruding curve over the nose, and projected solemnly over the eyes, which burned with a shrewd, inquiring gaze. And the nose and mouth and chin below, as well as his smooth, hard cheeks, confirmed the impression that he knew very well what he wished in this world, and was very able without regard to let or hindrance to get it. It was a big face, impressive, well modeled. He was an excellent friend of Edward Malia Butlers, as such friendships go, and his regard for Mark Simpson was as sincere as that of one tiger for another. He respected ability; he was willing to play fair when fair was the game. When it was not, the reach of his cunning was not easily measured.

When Edward Butler and his son arrived on this Sunday evening, this distinguished representative of one-third of the citys interests was not expecting them. He was in his library reading and listening to one of his daughters playing the piano. His wife and his other two daughters had gone to church. He was of a domestic turn of mind. Still, Sunday evening being an excellent one for conference purposes generally in the world of politics, he was not without the thought that some one or other of his distinguished confreres might call, and when the combination footman and butler announced the presence of Butler and his son, he was well pleased.

So there you are, he remarked to Butler, genially, extending his hand. Im certainly glad to see you. And Owen! How are you, Owen? What will you gentlemen have to drink, and what will you smoke? I know youll have something. John  to the servitor see if you can find something for these gentlemen. I have just been listening to Caroline play; but I think youve frightened her off for the time being.

He moved a chair into position for Butler, and indicated to Owen another on the other side of the table. In a moment his servant had returned with a silver tray of elaborate design, carrying whiskies and wines of various dates and cigars in profusion. Owen was the new type of young financier who neither smoked nor drank. His father temperately did both.

Its a comfortable place you have here, said Butler, without any indication of the important mission that had brought him. I dont wonder you stay at home Sunday evenings. Whats new in the city?

Nothing much, so far as I can see, replied Mollenhauer, pacifically. Things seem to be running smooth enough. You dont know anything that we ought to worry about, do you?

Well, yes, said Butler, draining off the remainder of a brandy and soda that had been prepared for him. One thing. You havent seen an avenin paper, have you?

No, I havent, said Mollenhauer, straightening up. Is there one out? Whats the trouble anyhow?

Nothing  except Chicagos burning, and it looks as though wed have a little money-storm here in the morning.

You dont say! I didnt hear that. Theres a paper out, is there? Well, well  is it much of a fire?

The city is burning down, so they say, put in Owen, who was watching the face of the distinguished politician with considerable interest.

Well, that is news. I must send out and get a paper. John! he called. His man-servant appeared. See if you can get me a paper somewhere. The servant disappeared. What makes you think that would have anything to do with us? observed Mollenhauer, returning to Butler.

Well, theres one thing that goes with that that I didnt know till a little while ago and that is that our man Stener is apt to be short in his accounts, unless things come out better than some people seem to think, suggested Butler, calmly. That might not look so well before election, would it? His shrewd gray Irish eyes looked into Mollenhauers, who returned his gaze.

Where did you get that? queried Mr. Mollenhauer icily. He hasnt deliberately taken much money, has he? How much has he taken  do you know?

Quite a bit, replied Butler, quietly. Nearly five hundred thousand, so I understand. Only I wouldnt say that it has been taken as yet. Its in danger of being lost.

Five hundred thousand! exclaimed Mollenhauer in amazement, and yet preserving his usual calm. You dont tell me! How long has this been going on? What has he been doing with the money?

Hes loaned a good deal  about five hundred thousand dollars to this young Cowperwood in Third Street, thats been handlin city loan. Theyve been investin it for themselves in one thing and another  mostly in buyin up street-railways. (At the mention of street-railways Mollenhauers impassive countenance underwent a barely perceptible change.) This fire, accordin to Cowperwood, is certain to produce a panic in the mornin, and unless he gets considerable help he doesnt see how hes to hold out. If he doesnt hold out, therell be five hundred thousand dollars missin from the city treasury which cant be put back. Steners out of town and Cowperwoods come to me to see what can be done about it. As a matter of fact, hes done a little business for me in times past, and he thought maybe I could help him now  that is, that I might get you and the Senator to see the big bankers with me and help support the market in the mornin. If we dont hes goin to fail, and he thought the scandal would hurt us in the election. He doesnt appear to me to be workin any game  just anxious to save himself and do the square thing by me  by us, if he can. Butler paused.

Mollenhauer, sly and secretive himself, was apparently not at all moved by this unexpected development. At the same time, never having thought of Stener as having any particular executive or financial ability, he was a little stirred and curious. So his treasurer was using money without his knowing it, and now stood in danger of being prosecuted! Cowperwood he knew of only indirectly, as one who had been engaged to handle city loan. He had profited by his manipulation of city loan. Evidently the banker had made a fool of Stener, and had used the money for street-railway shares! He and Stener must have quite some private holdings then. That did interest Mollenhauer greatly.

Five hundred thousand dollars! he repeated, when Butler had finished. That is quite a little money. If merely supporting the market would save Cowperwood we might do that, although if its a severe panic I do not see how anything we can do will be of very much assistance to him. If hes in a very tight place and a severe slump is coming, it will take a great deal more than our merely supporting the market to save him. Ive been through that before. You dont know what his liabilities are?

I do not, said Butler.

He didnt ask for money, you say?

He wants me to lave a hundred thousand he has of mine until he sees whether he can get through or not.

Stener is really out of town, I suppose? Mollenhauer was innately suspicious.

So Cowperwood says. We can send and find out.

Mollenhauer was thinking of the various aspects of the case. Supporting the market would be all very well if that would save Cowperwood, and the Republican party and his treasurer. At the same time Stener could then be compelled to restore the five hundred thousand dollars to the city treasury, and release his holdings to some one  preferably to him  Mollenhauer. But here was Butler also to be considered in this matter. What might he not want? He consulted with Butler and learned that Cowperwood had agreed to return the five hundred thousand in case he could get it together. The various street-car holdings were not asked after. But what assurance had any one that Cowperwood could be so saved? And could, or would get the money together? And if he were saved would he give the money back to Stener? If he required actual money, who would loan it to him in a time like this  in case a sharp panic was imminent? What security could he give? On the other hand, under pressure from the right parties he might be made to surrender all his street-railway holdings for a song  his and Steners. If he (Mollenhauer) could get them he would not particularly care whether the election was lost this fall or not, although he felt satisfied, as had Owen, that it would not be lost. It could be bought, as usual. The defalcation  if Cowperwoods failure made Steners loan into one  could be concealed long enough, Mollenhauer thought, to win. Personally as it came to him now he would prefer to frighten Stener into refusing Cowperwood additional aid, and then raid the latters street-railway stock in combination with everybody elses, for that matter  Simpsons and Butlers included. One of the big sources of future wealth in Philadelphia lay in these lines. For the present, however, he had to pretend an interest in saving the party at the polls.

I cant speak for the Senator, thats sure, pursued Mollenhauer, reflectively. I dont know what he may think. As for myself, I am perfectly willing to do what I can to keep up the price of stocks, if that will do any good. I would do so naturally in order to protect my loans. The thing that we ought to be thinking about, in my judgment, is how to prevent exposure, in case Mr. Cowperwood does fail, until after election. We have no assurance, of course, that however much we support the market we will be able to sustain it.

We have not, replied Butler, solemnly.

Owen thought he could see Cowperwoods approaching doom quite plainly. At that moment the door-bell rang. A maid, in the absence of the footman, brought in the name of Senator Simpson.

Just the man, said Mollenhauer. Show him up. You can see what he thinks.

Perhaps I had better leave you alone now, suggested Owen to his father. Perhaps I can find Miss Caroline, and she will sing for me. Ill wait for you, father, he added.

Mollenhauer cast him an ingratiating smile, and as he stepped out Senator Simpson walked in.

A more interesting type of his kind than Senator Mark Simpson never flourished in the State of Pennsylvania, which has been productive of interesting types. Contrasted with either of the two men who now greeted him warmly and shook his hand, he was physically unimpressive. He was small  five feet nine inches, to Mollenhauers six feet and Butlers five feet eleven inches and a half, and then his face was smooth, with a receding jaw. In the other two this feature was prominent. Nor were his eyes as frank as those of Butler, nor as defiant as those of Mollenhauer; but for subtlety they were unmatched by either  deep, strange, receding, cavernous eyes which contemplated you as might those of a cat looking out of a dark hole, and suggesting all the artfulness that has ever distinguished the feline family. He had a strange mop of black hair sweeping down over a fine, low, white forehead, and a skin as pale and bluish as poor health might make it; but there was, nevertheless, resident here a strange, resistant, capable force that ruled men  the subtlety with which he knew how to feed cupidity with hope and gain and the ruthlessness with which he repaid those who said him nay. He was a still man, as such a man might well have been  feeble and fish-like in his handshake, wan and slightly lackadaisical in his smile, but speaking always with eyes that answered for every defect.

Avnin, Mark, Im glad to see you, was Butlers greeting.

How are you, Edward? came the quiet reply.

Well, Senator, youre not looking any the worse for wear. Can I pour you something?

Nothing to-night, Henry, replied Simpson. I havent long to stay. I just stopped by on my way home. My wifes over here at the Cavanaghs, and I have to stop by to fetch her.

Well, its a good thing you dropped in, Senator, just when you did, began Mollenhauer, seating himself after his guest. Butler here has been telling me of a little political problem that has arisen since I last saw you. I suppose youve heard that Chicago is burning?

Yes; Cavanagh was just telling me. It looks to be quite serious. I think the market will drop heavily in the morning.

I wouldnt be surprised myself, put in Mollenhauer, laconically.

Heres the paper now, said Butler, as John, the servant, came in from the street bearing the paper in his hand. Mollenhauer took it and spread it out before them. It was among the earliest of the extras that were issued in this country, and contained a rather impressive spread of type announcing that the conflagration in the lake city was growing hourly worse since its inception the day before.

Well, that is certainly dreadful, said Simpson. Im very sorry for Chicago. I have many friends there. I shall hope to hear that it is not so bad as it seems.

The man had a rather grandiloquent manner which he never abandoned under any circumstances.

The matter that Butler was telling me about, continued Mollenhauer, has something to do with this in a way. You know the habit our city treasurers have of loaning out their money at two per cent.?

Yes? said Simpson, inquiringly.

Well, Mr. Stener, it seems, has been loaning out a good deal of the citys money to this young Cowperwood, in Third Street, who has been handling city loans.

You dont say! said Simpson, putting on an air of surprise. Not much, I hope? The Senator, like Butler and Mollenhauer, was profiting greatly by cheap loans from the same source to various designated city depositories.

Well, it seems that Stener has loaned him as much as five hundred thousand dollars, and if by any chance Cowperwood shouldnt be able to weather this storm, Stener is apt to be short that amount, and that wouldnt look so good as a voting proposition to the people in November, do you think? Cowperwood owes Mr. Butler here one hundred thousand dollars, and because of that he came to see him to-night. He wanted Butler to see if something couldnt be done through us to tide him over. If not  he waved one hand suggestively well, he might fail.

Simpson fingered his strange, wide mouth with his delicate hand. What have they been doing with the five hundred thousand dollars? he asked.

Oh, the boys must make a little somethin on the side, said Butler, cheerfully. I think theyve been buyin up street-railways, for one thing. He stuck his thumbs in the armholes of his vest. Both Mollenhauer and Simpson smiled wan smiles.

Quite so, said Mollenhauer. Senator Simpson merely looked the deep things that he thought.

He, too, was thinking how useless it was for any one to approach a group of politicians with a proposition like this, particularly in a crisis such as bid fair to occur. He reflected that if he and Butler and Mollenhauer could get together and promise Cowperwood protection in return for the surrender of his street-railway holdings it would be a very different matter. It would be very easy in this case to carry the city treasury loan along in silence and even issue more money to support it; but it was not sure, in the first place, that Cowperwood could be made to surrender his stocks, and in the second place that either Butler or Mollenhauer would enter into any such deal with him, Simpson. Butler had evidently come here to say a good word for Cowperwood. Mollenhauer and himself were silent rivals. Although they worked together politically it was toward essentially different financial ends. They were allied in no one particular financial proposition, any more than Mollenhauer and Butler were. And besides, in all probability Cowperwood was no fool. He was not equally guilty with Stener; the latter had loaned him money. The Senator reflected on whether he should broach some such subtle solution of the situation as had occurred to him to his colleagues, but he decided not. Really Mollenhauer was too treacherous a man to work with on a thing of this kind. It was a splendid chance but dangerous. He had better go it alone. For the present they should demand of Stener that he get Cowperwood to return the five hundred thousand dollars if he could. If not, Stener could be sacrificed for the benefit of the party, if need be. Cowperwoods stocks, with this tip as to his condition, would, Simpson reflected, offer a good opportunity for a little stock-exchange work on the part of his own brokers. They could spread rumors as to Cowperwoods condition and then offer to take his shares off his hands  for a song, of course. It was an evil moment that led Cowperwood to Butler.

Well, now, said the Senator, after a prolonged silence, I might sympathize with Mr. Cowperwood in his situation, and I certainly dont blame him for buying up street-railways if he can; but I really dont see what can be done for him very well in this crisis. I dont know about you, gentlemen, but I am rather certain that I am not in a position to pick other peoples chestnuts out of the fire if I wanted to, just now. It all depends on whether we feel that the danger to the party is sufficient to warrant our going down into our pockets and assisting him.

At the mention of real money to be loaned Mollenhauer pulled a long face. I cant see that I will be able to do very much for Mr. Cowperwood, he sighed.

Begad, said Buler, with a keen sense of humor, it looks to me as if Id better be gettin in my one hundred thousand dollars. Thats the first business of the early mornin. Neither Simpson nor Mollenhauer condescended on this occasion to smile even the wan smile they had smiled before. They merely looked wise and solemn.

But this matter of the city treasury, now, said Senator Simpson, after the atmosphere had been allowed to settle a little, is something to which we shall have to devote a little thought. If Mr. Cowperwood should fail, and the treasury lose that much money, it would embarrass us no little. What lines are they, he added, as an afterthought, that this man has been particularly interested in?

I really dont know, replied Butler, who did not care to say what Owen had told him on the drive over.

I dont see, said Mollenhauer, unless we can make Stener get the money back before this man Cowperwood fails, how we can save ourselves from considerable annoyance later; but if we did anything which would look as though we were going to compel restitution, he would probably shut up shop anyhow. So theres no remedy in that direction. And it wouldnt be very kind to our friend Edward here to do it until we hear how he comes out on his affair. He was referring to Butlers loan.

Certainly not, said Senator Simpson, with true political sagacity and feeling.

Ill have that one hundred thousand dollars in the mornin, said Butler, and never fear.

I think, said Simpson, if anything comes of this matter that we will have to do our best to hush it up until after the election. The newspapers can just as well keep silent on that score as not. Theres one thing I would suggest  and he was now thinking of the street-railway properties which Cowperwood had so judiciously collected and that is that the city treasurer be cautioned against advancing any more money in a situation of this kind. He might readily be compromised into advancing much more. I suppose a word from you, Henry, would prevent that.

Yes; I can do that, said Mollenhauer, solemnly.

My judgement would be, said Butler, in a rather obscure manner, thinking of Cowperwoods mistake in appealing to these noble protectors of the public, that its best to let sleepin dogs run be thimselves.

Thus ended Frank Cowperwoods dreams of what Butler and his political associates might do for him in his hour of distress.

The energies of Cowperwood after leaving Butler were devoted to the task of seeing others who might be of some assistance to him. He had left word with Mrs. Stener that if any message came from her husband he was to be notified at once. He hunted up Walter Leigh, of Drexel & Co., Avery Stone of Jay Cooke & Co., and President Davison of the Girard National Bank. He wanted to see what they thought of the situation and to negotiate a loan with President Davison covering all his real and personal property.

I cant tell you, Frank, Walter Leigh insisted, I dont know how things will be running by to-morrow noon. Im glad to know how you stand. Im glad youre doing what youre doing  getting all your affairs in shape. It will help a lot. Ill favor you all I possibly can. But if the chief decides on a certain group of loans to be called, theyll have to be called, thats all. Ill do my best to make things look better. If the whole of Chicago is wiped out, the insurance companies  some of them, anyhow  are sure to go, and then look out. I suppose youll call in all your loans?

Not any more than I have to.

Well, thats just the way it is here  or will be.

The two men shook hands. They liked each other. Leigh was of the citys fashionable coterie, a society man to the manner born, but with a wealth of common sense and a great deal of worldly experience.

Ill tell you, Frank, he observed at parting, Ive always thought you were carrying too much street-railway. Its great stuff if you can get away with it, but its just in a pinch like this that youre apt to get hurt. Youve been making money pretty fast out of that and city loans.

He looked directly into his long-time friends eyes, and they smiled.

It was the same with Avery Stone, President Davison, and others. They had all already heard rumors of disaster when he arrived. They were not sure what the morrow would bring forth. It looked very unpromising.

Cowperwood decided to stop and see Butler again for he felt certain his interview with Mollenhauer and Simpson was now over. Butler, who had been meditating what he should say to Cowperwood, was not unfriendly in his manner. So youre back, he said, when Cowperwood appeared.

Yes, Mr. Butler.

Well, Im not sure that Ive been able to do anything for you. Im afraid not, Butler said, cautiously. Its a hard job you set me. Mollenhauer seems to think that hell support the market, on his own account. I think he will. Simpson has interests which he has to protect. Im going to buy for myself, of course.

He paused to reflect.

I couldnt get them to call a conference with any of the big moneyed men as yet, he added, warily. Theyd rather wait and see what happens in the mornin. Still, I wouldnt be down-hearted if I were you. If things turn out very bad they may change their minds. I had to tell them about Stener. Its pretty bad, but theyre hopin youll come through and straighten that out. I hope so. About my own loan  well, Ill see how things are in the mornin. If I raisonably can Ill lave it with you. Youd better see me again about it. I wouldnt try to get any more money out of Stener if I were you. Its pretty bad as it is.

Cowperwood saw at once that he was to get no aid from the politicians. The one thing that disturbed him was this reference to Stener. Had they already communicated with him  warned him? If so, his own coming to Butler had been a bad move; and yet from the point of view of his possible failure on the morrow it had been advisable. At least now the politicians knew where he stood. If he got in a very tight corner he would come to Butler again  the politicians could assist him or not, as they chose. If they did not help him and he failed, and the election were lost, it was their own fault. Anyhow, if he could see Stener first the latter would not be such a fool as to stand in his own light in a crisis like this.

Things look rather dark to-night, Mr. Butler, he said, smartly, but I still think Ill come through. I hope so, anyhow. Im sorry to have put you to so much trouble. I wish, of course, that you gentlemen could see your way clear to assist me, but if you cant, you cant. I have a number of things that I can do. I hope that you will leave your loan as long as you can.

He went briskly out, and Butler meditated. A clever young chap that, he said. Its too bad. But he may come out all right at that.

Cowperwood hurried to his own home only to find his father awake and brooding. To him he talked with that strong vein of sympathy and understanding which is usually characteristic of those drawn by ties of flesh and blood. He liked his father. He sympathized with his painstaking effort to get up in the world. He could not forget that as a boy he had had the loving sympathy and interest of his father. The loan which he had from the Third National, on somewhat weak Union Street Railway shares he could probably replace if stocks did not drop too tremendously. He must replace this at all costs. But his fathers investments in street-railways, which had risen with his own ventures, and which now involved an additional two hundred thousand  how could he protect those? The shares were hypothecated and the money was used for other things. Additional collateral would have to be furnished the several banks carrying them. It was nothing except loans, loans, loans, and the need of protecting them. If he could only get an additional deposit of two or three hundred thousand dollars from Stener. But that, in the face of possible financial difficulties, was rank criminality. All depended on the morrow.

Monday, the ninth, dawned gray and cheerless. He was up with the first ray of light, shaved and dressed, and went over, under the gray-green pergola, to his fathers house. He was up, also, and stirring about, for he had not been able to sleep. His gray eyebrows and gray hair looked rather shaggy and disheveled, and his side-whiskers anything but decorative. The old gentlemans eyes were tired, and his face was gray. Cowperwood could see that he was worrying. He looked up from a small, ornate escritoire of buhl, which Ellsworth had found somewhere, and where he was quietly tabulating a list of his resources and liabilities. Cowperwood winced. He hated to see his father worried, but he could not help it. He had hoped sincerely, when they built their houses together, that the days of worry for his father had gone forever.

Counting up? he asked, familiarly, with a smile. He wanted to hearten the old gentleman as much as possible.

I was just running over my affairs again to see where I stood in case He looked quizzically at his son, and Frank smiled again.

I wouldnt worry, father. I told you how I fixed it so that Butler and that crowd will support the market. I have Rivers and Targool and Harry Eltinge on change helping me sell out, and they are the best men there. Theyll handle the situation carefully. I couldnt trust Ed or Joe in this case, for the moment they began to sell everybody would know what was going on with me. This way my men will seem like bears hammering the market, but not hammering too hard. I ought to be able to unload enough at ten points off to raise five hundred thousand. The market may not go lower than that. You cant tell. It isnt going to sink indefinitely. If I just knew what the big insurance companies were going to do! The morning paper hasnt come yet, has it?

He was going to pull a bell, but remembered that the servants would scarcely be up as yet. He went to the front door himself. There were the Press and the Public Ledger lying damp from the presses. He picked them up and glanced at the front pages. His countenance fell. On one, the Press, was spread a great black map of Chicago, a most funereal-looking thing, the black portion indicating the burned section. He had never seen a map of Chicago before in just this clear, definite way. That white portion was Lake Michigan, and there was the Chicago River dividing the city into three almost equal portions  the north side, the west side, the south side. He saw at once that the city was curiously arranged, somewhat like Philadelphia, and that the business section was probably an area of two or three miles square, set at the juncture of the three sides, and lying south of the main stem of the river, where it flowed into the lake after the southwest and northwest branches had united to form it. This was a significant central area; but, according to this map, it was all burned out. Chicago in Ashes ran a great side-heading set in heavily leaded black type. It went on to detail the sufferings of the homeless, the number of the dead, the number of those whose fortunes had been destroyed. Then it descanted upon the probable effect in the East. Insurance companies and manufacturers might not be able to meet the great strain of all this.

Damn! said Cowperwood gloomily. I wish I were out of this stock-jobbing business. I wish I had never gotten into it. He returned to his drawing-room and scanned both accounts most carefully.

Then, though it was still early, he and his father drove to his office. There were already messages awaiting him, a dozen or more, to cancel or sell. While he was standing there a messenger-boy brought him three more. One was from Stener and said that he would be back by twelve oclock, the very earliest he could make it. Cowperwood was relieved and yet distressed. He would need large sums of money to meet various loans before three. Every hour was precious. He must arrange to meet Stener at the station and talk to him before any one else should see him. Clearly this was going to be a hard, dreary, strenuous day.

Third Street, by the time he reached there, was stirring with other bankers and brokers called forth by the exigencies of the occasion. There was a suspicious hurrying of feet  that intensity which makes all the difference in the world between a hundred people placid and a hundred people disturbed. At the exchange, the atmosphere was feverish. At the sound of the gong, the staccato uproar began. Its metallic vibrations were still in the air when the two hundred men who composed this local organization at its utmost stress of calculation, threw themselves upon each other in a gibbering struggle to dispose of or seize bargains of the hour. The interests were so varied that it was impossible to say at which pole it was best to sell or buy.

Targool and Rivers had been delegated to stay at the center of things, Joseph and Edward to hover around on the outside and to pick up such opportunities of selling as might offer a reasonable return on the stock. The bears were determined to jam things down, and it all depended on how well the agents of Mollenhauer, Simpson, Butler, and others supported things in the street-railway world whether those stocks retained any strength or not. The last thing Butler had said the night before was that they would do the best they could. They would buy up to a certain point. Whether they would support the market indefinitely he would not say. He could not vouch for Mollenhauer and Simpson. Nor did he know the condition of their affairs.

While the excitement was at its highest Cowperwood came in. As he stood in the door looking to catch the eye of Rivers, the change gong sounded, and trading stopped. All the brokers and traders faced about to the little balcony, where the secretary of the change made his announcements; and there he stood, the door open behind him, a small, dark, clerkly man of thirty-eight or forty, whose spare figure and pale face bespoke the methodic mind that knows no venturous thought. In his right hand he held a slip of white paper.

The American Fire Insurance Company of Boston announces its inability to meet its obligations. The gong sounded again.

Immediately the storm broke anew, more voluble than before, because, if after one hour of investigation on this Monday morning one insurance company had gone down, what would four or five hours or a day or two bring forth? It meant that men who had been burned out in Chicago would not be able to resume business. It meant that all loans connected with this concern had been, or would be called now. And the cries of frightened bulls offering thousand and five thousand lot holdings in Northern Pacific, Illinois Central, Reading, Lake Shore, Wabash; in all the local streetcar lines; and in Cowperwoods city loans at constantly falling prices was sufficient to take the heart out of all concerned. He hurried to Arthur Riverss side in the lull; but there was little he could say.

It looks as though the Mollenhauer and Simpson crowds arent doing much for the market, he observed, gravely.

Theyve had advices from New York, explained Rivers solemnly. It cant be supported very well. There are three insurance companies over there on the verge of quitting, I understand. I expect to see them posted any minute.

They stepped apart from the pandemonium, to discuss ways and means. Under his agreement with Stener, Cowperwood could buy up to one hundred thousand dollars of city loan, above the customary wash sales, or market manipulation, by which they were making money. This was in case the market had to be genuinely supported. He decided to buy sixty thousand dollars worth now, and use this to sustain his loans elsewhere. Stener would pay him for this instantly, giving him more ready cash. It might help him in one way and another; and, anyhow, it might tend to strengthen the other securities long enough at least to allow him to realize a little something now at better than ruinous rates. If only he had the means to go short on this market! If only doing so did not really mean ruin to his present position. It was characteristic of the man that even in this crisis he should be seeing how the very thing that of necessity, because of his present obligations, might ruin him, might also, under slightly different conditions, yield him a great harvest. He could not take advantage of it, however. He could not be on both sides of this market. It was either bear or bull, and of necessity he was bull. It was strange but true. His subtlety could not avail him here. He was about to turn and hurry to see a certain banker who might loan him something on his house, when the gong struck again. Once more trading ceased. Arthur Rivers, from his position at the State securities post, where city loan was sold, and where he had started to buy for Cowperwood, looked significantly at him. Newton Targool hurried to Cowperwoods side.

Youre up against it, he exclaimed. I wouldnt try to sell against this market. Its no use. Theyre cutting the ground from under you. The bottoms out. Things are bound to turn in a few days. Cant you hold out? Heres more trouble.

He raised his eyes to the announcers balcony.

The Eastern and Western Fire Insurance Company of New York announces that it cannot meet its obligations.

A low sound something like Haw! broke forth. The announcers gavel struck for order.

The Erie Fire Insurance Company of Rochester announces that it cannot meet its obligations.

Again that H-a-a-a-w!

Once more the gavel.

The American Trust Company of New York has suspended payment.

H-a-a-a-w!

The storm was on.

What do you think? asked Targool. You cant brave this storm. Cant you quit selling and hold out for a few days? Why not sell short?

They ought to close this thing up, Cowperwood said, shortly. It would be a splendid way out. Then nothing could be done.

He hurried to consult with those who, finding themselves in a similar predicament with himself, might use their influence to bring it about. It was a sharp trick to play on those who, now finding the market favorable to their designs in its falling condition, were harvesting a fortune. But what was that to him? Business was business. There was no use selling at ruinous figures, and he gave his lieutenants orders to stop. Unless the bankers favored him heavily, or the stock exchange was closed, or Stener could be induced to deposit an additional three hundred thousand with him at once, he was ruined. He hurried down the street to various bankers and brokers suggesting that they do this  close the exchange. At a few minutes before twelve oclock he drove rapidly to the station to meet Stener; but to his great disappointment the latter did not arrive. It looked as though he had missed his train. Cowperwood sensed something, some trick; and decided to go to the city hall and also to Steners house. Perhaps he had returned and was trying to avoid him.

Not finding him at his office, he drove direct to his house. Here he was not surprised to meet Stener just coming out, looking very pale and distraught. At the sight of Cowperwood he actually blanched.

Why, hello, Frank, he exclaimed, sheepishly, where do you come from?

Whats up, George? asked Cowperwood. I thought you were coming into Broad Street.

So I was, returned Stener, foolishly, but I thought I would get off at West Philadelphia and change my clothes. Ive a lot of things to tend to yet this afternoon. I was coming in to see you. After Cowperwoods urgent telegram this was silly, but the young banker let it pass.

Jump in, George, he said. I have something very important to talk to you about. I told you in my telegram about the likelihood of a panic. Its on. There isnt a moment to lose. Stocks are way down, and most of my loans are being called. I want to know if you wont let me have three hundred and fifty thousand dollars for a few days at four or five per cent. Ill pay it all back to you. I need it very badly. If I dont get it Im likely to fail. You know what that means, George. It will tie up every dollar I have. Those street-car holdings of yours will be tied up with me. I wont be able to let you realize on them, and that will put those loans of mine from the treasury in bad shape. You wont be able to put the money back, and you know what that means. Were in this thing together. I want to see you through safely, but I cant do it without your help. I had to go to Butler last night to see about a loan of his, and Im doing my best to get money from other sources. But I cant see my way through on this, Im afraid, unless youre willing to help me. Cowperwood paused. He wanted to put the whole case clearly and succinctly to him before he had a chance to refuse  to make him realize it as his own predicament.

As a matter of fact, what Cowperwood had keenly suspected was literally true. Stener had been reached. The moment Butler and Simpson had left him the night before, Mollenhauer had sent for his very able secretary, Abner Sengstack, and despatched him to learn the truth about Steners whereabouts. Sengstack had then sent a long wire to Strobik, who was with Stener, urging him to caution the latter against Cowperwood. The state of the treasury was known. Stener and Strobik were to be met by Sengstack at Wilmington (this to forefend against the possibility of Cowperwoods reaching Stener first)  and the whole state of affairs made perfectly plain. No more money was to be used under penalty of prosecution. If Stener wanted to see any one he must see Mollenhauer. Sengstack, having received a telegram from Strobik informing him of their proposed arrival at noon the next day, had proceeded to Wilmington to meet them. The result was that Stener did not come direct into the business heart of the city, but instead got off at West Philadelphia, proposing to go first to his house to change his clothes and then to see Mollenhauer before meeting Cowperwood. He was very badly frightened and wanted time to think.

I cant do it, Frank, he pleaded, piteously. Im in pretty bad in this matter. Mollenhauers secretary met the train out at Wilmington just now to warn me against this situation, and Strobik is against it. They know how much money Ive got outstanding. You or somebody has told them. I cant go against Mollenhauer. I owe everything Ive got to him, in a way. He got me this place.

Listen, George. Whatever you do at this time, dont let this political loyalty stuff cloud your judgment. Youre in a very serious position and so am I. If you dont act for yourself with me now no one is going to act for you  now or later  no one. And later will be too late. I proved that last night when I went to Butler to get help for the two of us. They all know about this business of our street-railway holdings and they want to shake us out and thats the big and little of it  nothing more and nothing less. Its a case of dog eat dog in this game and this particular situation and its up to us to save ourselves against everybody or go down together, and thats just what Im here to tell you. Mollenhauer doesnt care any more for you to-day than he does for that lamp-post. It isnt that money youve paid out to me thats worrying him, but whos getting something for it and what. Well they know that you and I are getting street-railways, dont you see, and they dont want us to have them. Once they get those out of our hands they wont waste another day on you or me. Cant you see that? Once weve lost all weve invested, youre down and so am I  and no one is going to turn a hand for you or me politically or in any other way. I want you to understand that, George, because its true. And before you say you wont or you will do anything because Mollenhauer says so, you want to think over what I have to tell you.

He was in front of Stener now, looking him directly in the eye and by the kinetic force of his mental way attempting to make Stener take the one step that might save him  Cowperwood  however little in the long run it might do for Stener. And, more interesting still, he did not care. Stener, as he saw him now, was a pawn in whosoevers hands he happened to be at the time, and despite Mr. Mollenhauer and Mr. Simpson and Mr. Butler he proposed to attempt to keep him in his own hands if possible. And so he stood there looking at him as might a snake at a bird determined to galvanize him into selfish self-interest if possible. But Stener was so frightened that at the moment it looked as though there was little to be done with him. His face was a grayish-blue: his eyelids and eye rings puffy and his hands and lips moist. God, what a hole he was in now!

Say thats all right, Frank, he exclaimed desperately. I know what you say is true. But look at me and my position, if I do give you this money. What cant they do to me, and wont. If you only look at it from my point of view. If only you hadnt gone to Butler before you saw me.

As though I could see you, George, when you were off duck shooting and when I was wiring everywhere I knew to try to get in touch with you. How could I? The situation had to be met. Besides, I thought Butler was more friendly to me than he proved. But theres no use being angry with me now, George, for going to Butler as I did, and anyhow you cant afford to be now. Were in this thing together. Its a case of sink or swim for just us two  not any one else  just us  dont you get that? Butler couldnt or wouldnt do what I wanted him to do  get Mollenhauer and Simpson to support the market. Instead of that they are hammering it. They have a game of their own. Its to shake us out  cant you see that? Take everything that you and I have gathered. It is up to you and me, George, to save ourselves, and thats what Im here for now. If you dont let me have three hundred and fifty thousand dollars  three hundred thousand, anyhow  you and I are ruined. It will be worse for you, George, than for me, for Im not involved in this thing in any way  not legally, anyhow. But thats not what Im thinking of. What I want to do is to save us both  put us on easy street for the rest of our lives, whatever they say or do, and its in your power, with my help, to do that for both of us. Cant you see that? I want to save my business so then I can help you to save your name and money. He paused, hoping this had convinced Stener, but the latter was still shaking.

But what can I do, Frank? he pleaded, weakly. I cant go against Mollenhauer. They can prosecute me if I do that. They can do it, anyhow. I cant do that. Im not strong enough. If they didnt know, if you hadnt told them, it might be different, but this way He shook his head sadly, his gray eyes filled with a pale distress.

George, replied Cowperwood, who realized now that only the sternest arguments would have any effect here, dont talk about what I did. What I did I had to do. Youre in danger of losing your head and your nerve and making a serious mistake here, and I dont want to see you make it. I have five hundred thousand of the citys money invested for you  partly for me, and partly for you, but more for you than for me  which, by the way, was not true and here you are hesitating in an hour like this as to whether you will protect your interest or not. I cant understand it. This is a crisis, George. Stocks are tumbling on every side  everybodys stocks. Youre not alone in this  neither am I. This is a panic, brought on by a fire, and you cant expect to come out of a panic alive unless you do something to protect yourself. You say you owe your place to Mollenhauer and that youre afraid of what hell do. If you look at your own situation and mine, youll see that it doesnt make much difference what he does, so long as I dont fail. If I fail, where are you? Whos going to save you from prosecution? Will Mollenhauer or any one else come forward and put five hundred thousand dollars in the treasury for you? He will not. If Mollenhauer and the others have your interests at heart, why arent they helping me on change today? Ill tell you why. They want your street-railway holdings and mine, and they dont care whether you go to jail afterward or not. Now if youre wise you will listen to me. Ive been loyal to you, havent I? Youve made money through me  lots of it. If youre wise, George, youll go to your office and write me your check for three hundred thousand dollars, anyhow, before you do a single other thing. Dont see anybody and dont do anything till youve done that. You cant be hung any more for a sheep than you can for a lamb. No one can prevent you from giving me that check. Youre the city treasurer. Once I have that I can see my way out of this, and Ill pay it all back to you next week or the week after  this panic is sure to end in that time. With that put back in the treasury we can see them about the five hundred thousand a little later. In three months, or less, I can fix it so that you can put that back. As a matter of fact, I can do it in fifteen days once I am on my feet again. Time is all I want. You wont have lost your holdings and nobody will cause you any trouble if you put the money back. They dont care to risk a scandal any more than you do. Now whatll you do, George? Mollenhauer cant stop you from doing this any more than I can make you. Your life is in your own hands. What will you do?

Stener stood there ridiculously meditating when, as a matter of fact, his very financial blood was oozing away. Yet he was afraid to act. He was afraid of Mollenhauer, afraid of Cowperwood, afraid of life and of himself. The thought of panic, loss, was not so much a definite thing connected with his own property, his money, as it was with his social and political standing in the community. Few people have the sense of financial individuality strongly developed. They do not know what it means to be a controller of wealth, to have that which releases the sources of social action  its medium of exchange. They want money, but not for moneys sake. They want it for what it will buy in the way of simple comforts, whereas the financier wants it for what it will control  for what it will represent in the way of dignity, force, power. Cowperwood wanted money in that way; Stener not. That was why he had been so ready to let Cowperwood act for him; and now, when he should have seen more clearly than ever the significance of what Cowperwood was proposing, he was frightened and his reason obscured by such things as Mollenhauers probable opposition and rage, Cowperwoods possible failure, his own inability to face a real crisis. Cowperwoods innate financial ability did not reassure Stener in this hour. The banker was too young, too new. Mollenhauer was older, richer. So was Simpson; so was Butler. These men, with their wealth, represented the big forces, the big standards in his world. And besides, did not Cowperwood himself confess that he was in great danger  that he was in a corner. That was the worst possible confession to make to Stener  although under the circumstances it was the only one that could be made  for he had no courage to face danger.

So it was that now, Stener stood by Cowperwood meditating  pale, flaccid; unable to see the main line of his interests quickly, unable to follow it definitely, surely, vigorously  while they drove to his office. Cowperwood entered it with him for the sake of continuing his plea.

Well, George, he said earnestly, I wish youd tell me. Times short. We havent a moment to lose. Give me the money, wont you, and Ill get out of this quick. We havent a moment, I tell you. Dont let those people frighten you off. Theyre playing their own little game; you play yours.

I cant, Frank, said Stener, finally, very weakly, his sense of his own financial future, overcome for the time being by the thought of Mollenhauers hard, controlling face. Ill have to think. I cant do it right now. Strobik just left me before I saw you, and

Good God, George, exclaimed Cowperwood, scornfully, dont talk about Strobik! Whats he got to do with it? Think of yourself. Think of where you will be. Its your future  not Strobiks  that you have to think of.

I know, Frank, persisted Stener, weakly; but, really, I dont see how I can. Honestly I dont. You say yourself youre not sure whether you can come out of things all right, and three hundred thousand more is three hundred thousand more. I cant, Frank. I really cant. It wouldnt be right. Besides, I want to talk to Mollenhauer first, anyhow.

Good God, how you talk! exploded Cowperwood, angrily, looking at him with ill-concealed contempt. Go ahead! See Mollenhauer! Let him tell you how to cut your own throat for his benefit. It wont be right to loan me three hundred thousand dollars more, but it will be right to let the five hundred thousand dollars you have loaned stand unprotected and lose it. Thats right, isnt it? Thats just what you propose to do  lose it, and everything else besides. I want to tell you what it is, George  youve lost your mind. Youve let a single message from Mollenhauer frighten you to death, and because of that youre going to risk your fortune, your reputation, your standing  everything. Do you really realize what this means if I fail? You will be a convict, I tell you, George. You will go to prison. This fellow Mollenhauer, who is so quick to tell you what not to do now, will be the last man to turn a hand for you once youre down. Why, look at me  Ive helped you, havent I? Havent I handled your affairs satisfactorily for you up to now? What in Heavens name has got into you? What have you to be afraid of?

Stener was just about to make another weak rejoinder when the door from the outer office opened, and Albert Stires, Steners chief clerk, entered. Stener was too flustered to really pay any attention to Stires for the moment; but Cowperwood took matters in his own hands.

What is it, Albert? he asked, familiarly.

Mr. Sengstack from Mr. Mollenhauer to see Mr. Stener.

At the sound of this dreadful name Stener wilted like a leaf. Cowperwood saw it. He realized that his last hope of getting the three hundred thousand dollars was now probably gone. Still he did not propose to give up as yet.

Well, George, he said, after Albert had gone out with instructions that Stener would see Sengstack in a moment. I see how it is. This man has got you mesmerized. You cant act for yourself now  youre too frightened. Ill let it rest for the present; Ill come back. But for Heavens sake pull yourself together. Think what it means. Im telling you exactly whats going to happen if you dont. Youll be independently rich if you do. Youll be a convict if you dont.

And deciding he would make one more effort in the street before seeing Butler again, he walked out briskly, jumped into his light spring runabout waiting outside  a handsome little yellow-glazed vehicle, with a yellow leather cushion seat, drawn by a young, high-stepping bay mare  and sent her scudding from door to door, throwing down the lines indifferently and bounding up the steps of banks and into office doors.

But all without avail. All were interested, considerate; but things were very uncertain. The Girard National Bank refused an hours grace, and he had to send a large bundle of his most valuable securities to cover his stock shrinkage there. Word came from his father at two that as president of the Third National he would have to call for his one hundred and fifty thousand dollars due there. The directors were suspicious of his stocks. He at once wrote a check against fifty thousand dollars of his deposits in that bank, took twenty-five thousand of his available office funds, called a loan of fifty thousand against Tighe & Co., and sold sixty thousand Green & Coates, a line he had been tentatively dabbling in, for one-third their value  and, combining the general results, sent them all to the Third National. His father was immensely relieved from one point of view, but sadly depressed from another. He hurried out at the noon-hour to see what his own holdings would bring. He was compromising himself in a way by doing it, but his parental heart, as well as is own financial interests, were involved. By mortgaging his house and securing loans on his furniture, carriages, lots, and stocks, he managed to raise one hundred thousand in cash, and deposited it in his own bank to Franks credit; but it was a very light anchor to windward in this swirling storm, at that. Frank had been counting on getting all of his loans extended three or four days at least. Reviewing his situation at two oclock of this Monday afternoon, he said to himself thoughtfully but grimly: Well, Stener has to loan me three hundred thousand  thats all there is to it. And Ill have to see Butler now, or hell be calling his loan before three.

He hurried out, and was off to Butlers house, driving like mad.


Chapter XXVI

Things had changed greatly since last Cowperwood had talked with Butler. Although most friendly at the time the proposition was made that he should combine with Mollenhauer and Simpson to sustain the market, alas, now on this Monday morning at nine oclock, an additional complication had been added to the already tangled situation which had changed Butlers attitude completely. As he was leaving his home to enter his runabout, at nine oclock in the morning of this same day in which Cowperwood was seeking Steners aid, the postman, coming up, had handed Butler four letters, all of which he paused for a moment to glance at. One was from a sub-contractor by the name of OHiggins, the second was from Father Michel, his confessor, of St. Timothys, thanking him for a contribution to the parish poor fund; a third was from Drexel & Co. relating to a deposit, and the fourth was an anonymous communication, on cheap stationery from some one who was apparently not very literate  a woman most likely  written in a scrawling hand, which read:

DEAR SIR  This is to warn you that your daughter

Aileen is running around with a man that she shouldnt,

Frank A. Cowperwood, the banker. If you dont believe

it, watch the house at 931 North Tenth Street. Then you

can see for yourself.

There was neither signature nor mark of any kind to indicate from whence it might have come. Butler got the impression strongly that it might have been written by some one living in the vicinity of the number indicated. His intuitions were keen at times. As a matter of fact, it was written by a girl, a member of St. Timothys Church, who did live in the vicinity of the house indicated, and who knew Aileen by sight and was jealous of her airs and her position. She was a thin, anemic, dissatisfied creature who had the type of brain which can reconcile the gratification of personal spite with a comforting sense of having fulfilled a moral duty. Her home was some five doors north of the unregistered Cowperwood domicile on the opposite side of the street, and by degrees, in the course of time, she made out, or imagined that she had, the significance of this institution, piecing fact to fancy and fusing all with that keen intuition which is so closely related to fact. The result was eventually this letter which now spread clear and grim before Butlers eyes.

The Irish are a philosophic as well as a practical race. Their first and strongest impulse is to make the best of a bad situation  to put a better face on evil than it normally wears. On first reading these lines the intelligence they conveyed sent a peculiar chill over Butlers sturdy frame. His jaw instinctively closed, and his gray eyes narrowed. Could this be true? If it were not, would the author of the letter say so practically, If you dont believe it, watch the house at 931 North Tenth Street? Wasnt that in itself proof positive  the hard, matter-of-fact realism of it? And this was the man who had come to him the night before seeking aid  whom he had done so much to assist. There forced itself into his naturally slow-moving but rather accurate mind a sense of the distinction and charm of his daughter  a considerably sharper picture than he had ever had before, and at the same time a keener understanding of the personality of Frank Algernon Cowperwood. How was it he had failed to detect the real subtlety of this man? How was it he had never seen any sign of it, if there had been anything between Cowperwood and Aileen?

Parents are frequently inclined, because of a time-flattered sense of security, to take their children for granted. Nothing ever has happened, so nothing ever will happen. They see their children every day, and through the eyes of affection; and despite their natural charm and their own strong parental love, the children are apt to become not only commonplaces, but ineffably secure against evil. Mary is naturally a good girl  a little wild, but what harm can befall her? John is a straight-forward, steady-going boy  how could he get into trouble? The astonishment of most parents at the sudden accidental revelation of evil in connection with any of their children is almost invariably pathetic. My John! My Mary! Impossible! But it is possible. Very possible. Decidedly likely. Some, through lack of experience or understanding, or both, grow hard and bitter on the instant. They feel themselves astonishingly abased in the face of notable tenderness and sacrifice. Others collapse before the grave manifestation of the insecurity and uncertainty of life  the mystic chemistry of our being. Still others, taught roughly by life, or endowed with understanding or intuition, or both, see in this the latest manifestation of that incomprehensible chemistry which we call life and personality, and, knowing that it is quite vain to hope to gainsay it, save by greater subtlety, put the best face they can upon the matter and call a truce until they can think. We all know that life is unsolvable  we who think. The remainder imagine a vain thing, and are full of sound and fury signifying nothing.

So Edward Butler, being a man of much wit and hard, grim experience, stood there on his doorstep holding in his big, rough hand his thin slip of cheap paper which contained such a terrific indictment of his daughter. There came to him now a picture of her as she was when she was a very little girl  she was his first baby girl  and how keenly he had felt about her all these years. She had been a beautiful child  her red-gold hair had been pillowed on his breast many a time, and his hard, rough fingers had stroked her soft cheeks, lo, these thousands of times. Aileen, his lovely, dashing daughter of twenty-three! He was lost in dark, strange, unhappy speculations, without any present ability to think or say or do the right thing. He did not know what the right thing was, he finally confessed to himself. Aileen! Aileen! His Aileen! If her mother knew this it would break her heart. She mustnt! She mustnt! And yet mustnt she?

The heart of a father! The world wanders into many strange by-paths of affection. The love of a mother for her children is dominant, leonine, selfish, and unselfish. It is concentric. The love of a husband for his wife, or of a lover for his sweetheart, is a sweet bond of agreement and exchange trade in a lovely contest. The love of a father for his son or daughter, where it is love at all, is a broad, generous, sad, contemplative giving without thought of return, a hail and farewell to a troubled traveler whom he would do much to guard, a balanced judgment of weakness and strength, with pity for failure and pride in achievement. It is a lovely, generous, philosophic blossom which rarely asks too much, and seeks only to give wisely and plentifully. That my boy may succeed! That my daughter may be happy! Who has not heard and dwelt upon these twin fervors of fatherly wisdom and tenderness?

As Butler drove downtown his huge, slow-moving, in some respects chaotic mind turned over as rapidly as he could all of the possibilities in connection with this unexpected, sad, and disturbing revelation. Why had Cowperwood not been satisfied with his wife? Why should he enter into his (Butlers) home, of all places, to establish a clandestine relationship of this character? Was Aileen in any way to blame? She was not without mental resources of her own. She must have known what she was doing. She was a good Catholic, or, at least, had been raised so. All these years she had been going regularly to confession and communion. True, of late Butler had noticed that she did not care so much about going to church, would sometimes make excuses and stay at home on Sundays; but she had gone, as a rule. And now, now  his thoughts would come to the end of a blind alley, and then he would start back, as it were, mentally, to the center of things, and begin all over again.

He went up the stairs to his own office slowly. He went in and sat down, and thought and thought. Ten oclock came, and eleven. His son bothered him with an occasional matter of interest, but, finding him moody, finally abandoned him to his own speculations. It was twelve, and then one, and he was still sitting there thinking, when the presence of Cowperwood was announced.

Cowperwood, on finding Butler not at home, and not encountering Aileen, had hurried up to the office of the Edward Butler Contracting Company, which was also the center of some of Butlers street-railway interests. The floor space controlled by the company was divided into the usual official compartments, with sections for the bookkeepers, the road-managers, the treasurer, and so on. Owen Butler, and his father had small but attractively furnished offices in the rear, where they transacted all the important business of the company.

During this drive, curiously, by reason of one of those strange psychologic intuitions which so often precede a human difficulty of one sort or another, he had been thinking of Aileen. He was thinking of the peculiarity of his relationship with her, and of the fact that now he was running to her father for assistance. As he mounted the stairs he had a peculiar sense of the untoward; but he could not, in his view of life, give it countenance. One glance at Butler showed him that something had gone amiss. He was not so friendly; his glance was dark, and there was a certain sternness to his countenance which had never previously been manifested there in Cowperwoods memory. He perceived at once that here was something different from a mere intention to refuse him aid and call his loan. What was it? Aileen? It must be that. Somebody had suggested something. They had been seen together. Well, even so, nothing could be proved. Butler would obtain no sign from him. But his loan  that was to be called, surely. And as for an additional loan, he could see now, before a word had been said, that that thought was useless.

I came to see you about that loan of yours, Mr. Butler, he observed, briskly, with an old-time, jaunty air. You could not have told from his manner or his face that he had observed anything out of the ordinary.

Butler, who was alone in the room  Owen having gone into an adjoining room  merely stared at him from under his shaggy brows.

Ill have to have that money, he said, brusquely, darkly.

An old-time Irish rage suddenly welled up in his bosom as he contemplated this jaunty, sophisticated undoer of his daughters virtue. He fairly glared at him as he thought of him and her.

I judged from the way things were going this morning that you might want it, Cowperwood replied, quietly, without sign of tremor. The bottoms out, I see.

The bottoms out, and itll not be put back soon, Im thinkin. Ill have to have whats belongin to me to-day. I havent any time to spare.

Very well, replied Cowperwood, who saw clearly how treacherous the situation was. The old man was in a dour mood. His presence was an irritation to him, for some reason  a deadly provocation. Cowperwood felt clearly that it must be Aileen, that he must know or suspect something.

He must pretend business hurry and end this. Im sorry. I thought I might get an extension; but thats all right. I can get the money, though. Ill send it right over.

He turned and walked quickly to the door.

Butler got up. He had thought to manage this differently.

He had thought to denounce or even assault this man. He was about to make some insinuating remark which would compel an answer, some direct charge; but Cowperwood was out and away as jaunty as ever.

The old man was flustered, enraged, disappointed. He opened the small office door which led into the adjoining room, and called, Owen!

Yes, father.

Send over to Cowperwoods office and get that money.

You decided to call it, eh?

I have.

Owen was puzzled by the old mans angry mood. He wondered what it all meant, but thought he and Cowperwood might have had a few words. He went out to his desk to write a note and call a clerk. Butler went to the window and stared out. He was angry, bitter, brutal in his vein.

The dirty dog! he suddenly exclaimed to himself, in a low voice. Ill take every dollar hes got before Im through with him. Ill send him to jail, I will. Ill break him, I will. Wait!

He clinched his big fists and his teeth.

Ill fix him. Ill show him. The dog! The damned scoundrel!

Never in his life before had he been so bitter, so cruel, so relentless in his mood.

He walked his office floor thinking what he could do. Question Aileen  that was what he would do. If her face, or her lips, told him that his suspicion was true, he would deal with Cowperwood later. This city treasurer business, now. It was not a crime in so far as Cowperwood was concerned; but it might be made to be.

So now, telling the clerk to say to Owen that he had gone down the street for a few moments, he boarded a street-car and rode out to his home, where he found his elder daughter just getting ready to go out. She wore a purple-velvet street dress edged with narrow, flat gilt braid, and a striking gold-and-purple turban. She had on dainty new boots of bronze kid and long gloves of lavender suede. In her ears was one of her latest affectations, a pair of long jet earrings. The old Irishman realized on this occasion, when he saw her, perhaps more clearly than he ever had in his life, that he had grown a bird of rare plumage.

Where are you going, daughter? he asked, with a rather unsuccessful attempt to conceal his fear, distress, and smoldering anger.

To the library, she said easily, and yet with a sudden realization that all was not right with her father. His face was too heavy and gray. He looked tired and gloomy.

Come up to my office a minute, he said. I want to see you before you go.

Aileen heard this with a strange feeling of curiosity and wonder. It was not customary for her father to want to see her in his office just when she was going out; and his manner indicated, in this instance, that the exceptional procedure portended a strange revelation of some kind. Aileen, like every other person who offends against a rigid convention of the time, was conscious of and sensitive to the possible disastrous results which would follow exposure. She had often thought about what her family would think if they knew what she was doing; she had never been able to satisfy herself in her mind as to what they would do. Her father was a very vigorous man. But she had never known him to be cruel or cold in his attitude toward her or any other member of the family, and especially not toward her. Always he seemed too fond of her to be completely alienated by anything that might happen; yet she could not be sure.

Butler led the way, planting his big feet solemnly on the steps as he went up. Aileen followed with a single glance at herself in the tall pier-mirror which stood in the hall, realizing at once how charming she looked and how uncertain she was feeling about what was to follow. What could her father want? It made the color leave her cheeks for the moment, as she thought what he might want.

Butler strolled into his stuffy room and sat down in the big leather chair, disproportioned to everything else in the chamber, but which, nevertheless, accompanied his desk. Before him, against the light, was the visitors chair, in which he liked to have those sit whose faces he was anxious to study. When Aileen entered he motioned her to it, which was also ominous to her, and said, Sit down there.

She took the seat, not knowing what to make of his procedure. On the instant her promise to Cowperwood to deny everything, whatever happened, came back to her. If her father was about to attack her on that score, he would get no satisfaction, she thought. She owed it to Frank. Her pretty face strengthened and hardened on the instant. Her small, white teeth set themselves in two even rows; and her father saw quite plainly that she was consciously bracing herself for an attack of some kind. He feared by this that she was guilty, and he was all the more distressed, ashamed, outraged, made wholly unhappy. He fumbled in the left-hand pocket of his coat and drew forth from among the various papers the fatal communication so cheap in its physical texture. His big fingers fumbled almost tremulously as he fished the letter-sheet out of the small envelope and unfolded it without saying a word. Aileen watched his face and his hands, wondering what it could be that he had here. He handed the paper over, small in his big fist, and said, Read that.

Aileen took it, and for a second was relieved to be able to lower her eyes to the paper. Her relief vanished in a second, when she realized how in a moment she would have to raise them again and look him in the face.

DEAR SIR  This is to warn you that your daughter

Aileen is running around with a man that she shouldnt,

Frank A. Cowperwood, the banker. If you dont believe

it, watch the house at 931 North Tenth Street. Then you

can see for yourself.

In spite of herself the color fled from her cheeks instantly, only to come back in a hot, defiant wave.

Why, what a lie! she said, lifting her eyes to her fathers. To think that any one should write such a thing of me! How dare they! I think its a shame!

Old Butler looked at her narrowly, solemnly. He was not deceived to any extent by her bravado. If she were really innocent, he knew she would have jumped to her feet in her defiant way. Protest would have been written all over her. As it was, she only stared haughtily. He read through her eager defiance to the guilty truth.

How do ye know, daughter, that I havent had the house watched? he said, quizzically. How do ye know that ye havent been seen goin in there?

Only Aileens solemn promise to her lover could have saved her from this subtle thrust. As it was, she paled nervously; but she saw Frank Cowperwood, solemn and distinguished, asking her what she would say if she were caught.

Its a lie! she said, catching her breath. I wasnt at any house at that number, and no one saw me going in there. How can you ask me that, father?

In spite of his mixed feelings of uncertainty and yet unshakable belief that his daughter was guilty, he could not help admiring her courage  she was so defiant, as she sat there, so set in her determination to lie and thus defend herself. Her beauty helped her in his mood, raised her in his esteem. After all, what could you do with a woman of this kind? She was not a ten-year-old girl any more, as in a way he sometimes continued to fancy her.

Ye oughtnt to say that if it isnt true, Aileen, he said. Ye oughtnt to lie. Its against your faith. Why would anybody write a letter like that if it wasnt so?

But its not so, insisted Aileen, pretending anger and outraged feeling, and I dont think you have any right to sit there and say that to me. I havent been there, and Im not running around with Mr. Cowperwood. Why, I hardly know the man except in a social way.

Butler shook his head solemnly.

Its a great blow to me, daughter. Its a great blow to me, he said. Im willing to take your word if ye say so; but I cant help thinkin what a sad thing it would be if ye were lyin to me. I havent had the house watched. I only got this this mornin. And whats written here may not be so. I hope it isnt. But well not say any more about that now. If there is anythin in it, and ye havent gone too far yet to save yourself, I want ye to think of your mother and your sister and your brothers, and be a good girl. Think of the church ye was raised in, and the name weve got to stand up for in the world. Why, if ye were doin anything wrong, and the people of Philadelphy got a hold of it, the city, big as it is, wouldnt be big enough to hold us. Your brothers have got a reputation to make, their work to do here. You and your sister want to get married sometime. How could ye expect to look the world in the face and do anythin at all if ye are doin what this letter says ye are, and it was told about ye?

The old mans voice was thick with a strange, sad, alien emotion. He did not want to believe that his daughter was guilty, even though he knew she was. He did not want to face what he considered in his vigorous, religious way to be his duty, that of reproaching her sternly. There were some fathers who would have turned her out, he fancied. There were others who might possibly kill Cowperwood after a subtle investigation. That course was not for him. If vengeance he was to have, it must be through politics and finance  he must drive him out. But as for doing anything desperate in connection with Aileen, he could not think of it.

Oh, father, returned Aileen, with considerable histrionic ability in her assumption of pettishness, how can you talk like this when you know Im not guilty? When I tell you so?

The old Irishman saw through her make-believe with profound sadness  the feeling that one of his dearest hopes had been shattered. He had expected so much of her socially and matrimonially. Why, any one of a dozen remarkable young men might have married her, and she would have had lovely children to comfort him in his old age.

Well, well not talk any more about it now, daughter, he said, wearily. Yeve been so much to me during all these years that I can scarcely belave anythin wrong of ye. I dont want to, God knows. Yere a grown woman, though, now; and if ye are doin anythin wrong I dont suppose I could do so much to stop ye. I might turn ye out, of course, as many a father would; but I wouldnt like to do anythin like that. But if ye are doin anythin wrong  and he put up his hand to stop a proposed protest on the part of Aileen remember, Im certain to find it out in the long run, and Philadelphy wont be big enough to hold me and the man thats done this thing to me. Ill get him, he said, getting up dramatically. Ill get him, and when I do He turned a livid face to the wall, and Aileen saw clearly that Cowperwood, in addition to any other troubles which might beset him, had her father to deal with. Was this why Frank had looked so sternly at her the night before?

Why, your mother would die of a broken heart if she thought there was anybody could say the least word against ye, pursued Butler, in a shaken voice. This man has a family  a wife and children, Ye oughtnt to want to do anythin to hurt them. Theyll have trouble enough, if Im not mistaken  facin whats comin to them in the future, and Butlers jaw hardened just a little. Yere a beautiful girl. Yere young. Ye have money. Theres dozens of young mend be proud to make ye their wife. Whatever ye may be thinkin or doin, dont throw away your life. Dont destroy your immortal soul. Dont break my heart entirely.

Aileen, not ungenerous  fool of mingled affection and passion  could now have cried. She pitied her father from her heart; but her allegiance was to Cowperwood, her loyalty unshaken. She wanted to say something, to protest much more; but she knew that it was useless. Her father knew that she was lying.

Well, theres no use of my saying anything more, father, she said, getting up. The light of day was fading in the windows. The downstairs door closed with a light slam, indicating that one of the boys had come in. Her proposed trip to the library was now without interest to her. You wont believe me, anyhow. I tell you, though, that Im innocent just the same.

Butler lifted his big, brown hand to command silence. She saw that this shameful relationship, as far as her father was concerned, had been made quite clear, and that this trying conference was now at an end. She turned and walked shamefacedly out. He waited until he heard her steps fading into faint nothings down the hall toward her room. Then he arose. Once more he clinched his big fists.

The scoundrel! he said. The scoundrel! Ill drive him out of Philadelphy, if it takes the last dollar I have in the world.


Chapter XXVII

For the first time in his life Cowperwood felt conscious of having been in the presence of that interesting social phenomenon  the outraged sentiment of a parent. While he had no absolute knowledge as to why Butler had been so enraged, he felt that Aileen was the contributing cause. He himself was a father. His boy, Frank, Jr., was to him not so remarkable. But little Lillian, with her dainty little slip of a body and bright-aureoled head, had always appealed to him. She was going to be a charming woman one day, he thought, and he was going to do much to establish her safely. He used to tell her that she had eyes like buttons, feet like a pussy-cat, and hands that were just five cents worth, they were so little. The child admired her father and would often stand by his chair in the library or the sitting-room, or his desk in his private office, or by his seat at the table, asking him questions.

This attitude toward his own daughter made him see clearly how Butler might feel toward Aileen. He wondered how he would feel if it were his own little Lillian, and still he did not believe he would make much fuss over the matter, either with himself or with her, if she were as old as Aileen. Children and their lives were more or less above the willing of parents, anyhow, and it would be a difficult thing for any parent to control any child, unless the child were naturally docile-minded and willing to be controlled.

It also made him smile, in a grim way, to see how fate was raining difficulties on him. The Chicago fire, Steners early absence, Butler, Mollenhauer, and Simpsons indifference to Steners fate and his. And now this probable revelation in connection with Aileen. He could not be sure as yet, but his intuitive instincts told him that it must be something like this.

Now he was distressed as to what Aileen would do, say if suddenly she were confronted by her father. If he could only get to her! But if he was to meet Butlers call for his loan, and the others which would come yet to-day or on the morrow, there was not a moment to lose. If he did not pay he must assign at once. Butlers rage, Aileen, his own danger, were brushed aside for the moment. His mind concentrated wholly on how to save himself financially.

He hurried to visit George Waterman; David Wiggin, his wifes brother, who was now fairly well to do; Joseph Zimmerman, the wealthy dry-goods dealer who had dealt with him in the past; Judge Kitchen, a private manipulator of considerable wealth; Frederick Van Nostrand, the State treasurer, who was interested in local street-railway stocks, and others. Of all those to whom he appealed one was actually not in a position to do anything for him; another was afraid; a third was calculating eagerly to drive a hard bargain; a fourth was too deliberate, anxious to have much time. All scented the true value of his situation, all wanted time to consider, and he had no time to consider. Judge Kitchen did agree to lend him thirty thousand dollars  a paltry sum. Joseph Zimmerman would only risk twenty-five thousand dollars. He could see where, all told, he might raise seventy-five thousand dollars by hypothecating double the amount in shares; but this was ridiculously insufficient. He had figured again, to a dollar, and he must have at least two hundred and fifty thousand dollars above all his present holdings, or he must close his doors. To-morrow at two oclock he would know. If he didnt he would be written down as failed on a score of ledgers in Philadelphia.

What a pretty pass for one to come to whose hopes had so recently run so high! There was a loan of one hundred thousand dollars from the Girard National Bank which he was particularly anxious to clear off. This bank was the most important in the city, and if he retained its good will by meeting this loan promptly he might hope for favors in the future whatever happened. Yet, at the moment, he did not see how he could do it. He decided, however, after some reflection, that he would deliver the stocks which Judge Kitchen, Zimmerman, and others had agreed to take and get their checks or cash yet this night. Then he would persuade Stener to let him have a check for the sixty thousand dollars worth of city loan he had purchased this morning on change. Out of it he could take twenty-five thousand dollars to make up the balance due the bank, and still have thirty-five thousand for himself.

The one unfortunate thing about such an arrangement was that by doing it he was building up a rather complicated situation in regard to these same certificates. Since their purchase in the morning, he had not deposited them in the sinking-fund, where they belonged (they had been delivered to his office by half past one in the afternoon), but, on the contrary, had immediately hypothecated them to cover another loan. It was a risky thing to have done, considering that he was in danger of failing and that he was not absolutely sure of being able to take them up in time.

But, he reasoned, he had a working agreement with the city treasurer (illegal of course), which would make such a transaction rather plausible, and almost all right, even if he failed, and that was that none of his accounts were supposed necessarily to be put straight until the end of the month. If he failed, and the certificates were not in the sinking-fund, he could say, as was the truth, that he was in the habit of taking his time, and had forgotten. This collecting of a check, therefore, for these as yet undeposited certificates would be technically, if not legally and morally, plausible. The city would be out only an additional sixty thousand dollars  making five hundred and sixty thousand dollars all told, which in view of its probable loss of five hundred thousand did not make so much difference. But his caution clashed with his need on this occasion, and he decided that he would not call for the check unless Stener finally refused to aid him with three hundred thousand more, in which case he would claim it as his right. In all likelihood Stener would not think to ask whether the certificates were in the sinking-fund or not. If he did, he would have to lie  that was all.

He drove rapidly back to his office, and, finding Butlers note, as he expected, wrote a check on his fathers bank for the one hundred thousand dollars which had been placed to his credit by his loving parent, and sent it around to Butlers office. There was another note, from Albert Stires, Steners secretary, advising him not to buy or sell any more city loan  that until further notice such transactions would not be honored. Cowperwood immediately sensed the source of this warning. Stener had been in conference with Butler or Mollenhauer, and had been warned and frightened. Nevertheless, he got in his buggy again and drove directly to the city treasurers office.

Since Cowperwoods visit Stener had talked still more with Sengstack, Strobik, and others, all sent to see that a proper fear of things financial had been put in his heart. The result was decidedly one which spelled opposition to Cowperwood.

Strobik was considerably disturbed himself. He and Wycroft and Harmon had also been using money out of the treasury  much smaller sums, of course, for they had not Cowperwoods financial imagination  and were disturbed as to how they would return what they owed before the storm broke. If Cowperwood failed, and Stener was short in his accounts, the whole budget might be investigated, and then their loans would be brought to light. The thing to do was to return what they owed, and then, at least, no charge of malfeasance would lie against them.

Go to Mollenhauer, Strobik had advised Stener, shortly after Cowperwood had left the latters office, and tell him the whole story. He put you here. He was strong for your nomination. Tell him just where you stand and ask him what to do. Hell probably be able to tell you. Offer him your holdings to help you out. You have to. You cant help yourself. Dont loan Cowperwood another damned dollar, whatever you do. Hes got you in so deep now you can hardly hope to get out. Ask Mollenhauer if he wont help you to get Cowperwood to put that money back. He may be able to influence him.

There was more in this conversation to the same effect, and then Stener hurried as fast as his legs could carry him to Mollenhauers office. He was so frightened that he could scarcely breathe, and he was quite ready to throw himself on his knees before the big German-American financier and leader. Oh, if Mr. Mollenhauer would only help him! If he could just get out of this without going to jail!

Oh, Lord! Oh, Lord! Oh, Lord! he repeated, over and over to himself, as he walked. What shall I do?

The attitude of Henry A. Mollenhauer, grim, political boss that he was  trained in a hard school  was precisely the attitude of every such man in all such trying circumstances.

He was wondering, in view of what Butler had told him, just how much he could advantage himself in this situation. If he could, he wanted to get control of whatever street-railway stock Stener now had, without in any way compromising himself. Steners shares could easily be transferred on change through Mollenhauers brokers to a dummy, who would eventually transfer them to himself (Mollenhauer). Stener must be squeezed thoroughly, though, this afternoon, and as for his five hundred thousand dollars indebtedness to the treasury, Mollenhauer did not see what could be done about that. If Cowperwood could not pay it, the city would have to lose it; but the scandal must be hushed up until after election. Stener, unless the various party leaders had more generosity than Mollenhauer imagined, would have to suffer exposure, arrest, trial, confiscation of his property, and possibly sentence to the penitentiary, though this might easily be commuted by the governor, once public excitement died down. He did not trouble to think whether Cowperwood was criminally involved or not. A hundred to one he was not. Trust a shrewd man like that to take care of himself. But if there was any way to shoulder the blame on to Cowperwood, and so clear the treasurer and the skirts of the party, he would not object to that. He wanted to hear the full story of Steners relations with the broker first. Meanwhile, the thing to do was to seize what Stener had to yield.

The troubled city treasurer, on being shown in Mr. Mollenhauers presence, at once sank feebly in a chair and collapsed. He was entirely done for mentally. His nerve was gone, his courage exhausted like a breath.

Well, Mr. Stener? queried Mr. Mollenhauer, impressively, pretending not to know what brought him.

I came about this matter of my loans to Mr. Cowperwood.

Well, what about them?

Well, he owes me, or the city treasury rather, five hundred thousand dollars, and I understand that he is going to fail and that he cant pay it back.

Who told you that?

Mr. Sengstack, and since then Mr. Cowperwood has been to see me. He tells me he must have more money or he will fail and he wants to borrow three hundred thousand dollars more. He says he must have it.

So! said Mr. Mollenhauer, impressively, and with an air of astonishment which he did not feel. You would not think of doing that, of course. Youre too badly involved as it is. If he wants to know why, refer him to me. Dont advance him another dollar. If you do, and this case comes to trial, no court would have any mercy on you. Its going to be difficult enough to do anything for you as it is. However, if you dont advance him any more  we will see. It may be possible, I cant say, but at any rate, no more money must leave the treasury to bolster up this bad business. Its much too difficult as it now is. He stared at Stener warningly. And he, shaken and sick, yet because of the faint suggestion of mercy involved somewhere in Mollenhauers remarks, now slipped from his chair to his knees and folded his hands in the uplifted attitude of a devotee before a sacred image.

Oh, Mr. Mollenhauer, he choked, beginning to cry, I didnt mean to do anything wrong. Strobik and Wycroft told me it was all right. You sent me to Cowperwood in the first place. I only did what I thought the others had been doing. Mr. Bode did it, just like I have been doing. He dealt with Tighe and Company. I have a wife and four children, Mr. Mollenhauer. My youngest boy is only seven years old. Think of them, Mr. Mollenhauer! Think of what my arrest will mean to them! I dont want to go to jail. I didnt think I was doing anything very wrong  honestly I didnt. Ill give up all Ive got. You can have all my stocks and houses and lots  anything  if youll only get me out of this. You wont let em send me to jail, will you?

His fat, white lips were trembling  wabbling nervously  and big hot tears were coursing down his previously pale but now flushed cheeks. He presented one of those almost unbelievable pictures which are yet so intensely human and so true. If only the great financial and political giants would for once accurately reveal the details of their lives!

Mollenhauer looked at him calmly, meditatively. How often had he seen weaklings no more dishonest than himself, but without his courage and subtlety, pleading to him in this fashion, not on their knees exactly, but intellectually so! Life to him, as to every other man of large practical knowledge and insight, was an inexplicable tangle. What were you going to do about the so-called morals and precepts of the world? This man Stener fancied that he was dishonest, and that he, Mollenhauer, was honest. He was here, self-convicted of sin, pleading to him, Mollenhauer, as he would to a righteous, unstained saint. As a matter of fact, Mollenhauer knew that he was simply shrewder, more far-seeing, more calculating, not less dishonest. Stener was lacking in force and brains  not morals. This lack was his principal crime. There were people who believed in some esoteric standard of right  some ideal of conduct absolutely and very far removed from practical life; but he had never seen them practice it save to their own financial (not moral  he would not say that) destruction. They were never significant, practical men who clung to these fatuous ideals. They were always poor, nondescript, negligible dreamers. He could not have made Stener understand all this if he had wanted to, and he certainly did not want to. It was too bad about Mrs. Stener and the little Steners. No doubt she had worked hard, as had Stener, to get up in the world and be something  just a little more than miserably poor; and now this unfortunate complication had to arise to undo them  this Chicago fire. What a curious thing that was! If any one thing more than another made him doubt the existence of a kindly, overruling Providence, it was the unheralded storms out of clear skies  financial, social, anything you choose  that so often brought ruin and disaster to so many.

Get Up, Stener, he said, calmly, after a few moments. You mustnt give way to your feelings like this. You must not cry. These troubles are never unraveled by tears. You must do a little thinking for yourself. Perhaps your situation isnt so bad.

As he was saying this Stener was putting himself back in his chair, getting out his handkerchief, and sobbing hopelessly in it.

Ill do what I can, Stener. I wont promise anything. I cant tell you what the result will be. There are many peculiar political forces in this city. I may not be able to save you, but I am perfectly willing to try. You must put yourself absolutely under my direction. You must not say or do anything without first consulting with me. I will send my secretary to you from time to time. He will tell you what to do. You must not come to me unless I send for you. Do you understand that thoroughly?

Yes, Mr. Mollenhauer.

Well, now, dry your eyes. I dont want you to go out of this office crying. Go back to your office, and I will send Sengstack to see you. He will tell you what to do. Follow him exactly. And whenever I send for you come at once.

He got up, large, self-confident, reserved. Stener, buoyed up by the subtle reassurance of his remarks, recovered to a degree his equanimity. Mr. Mollenhauer, the great, powerful Mr. Mollenhauer was going to help him out of his scrape. He might not have to go to jail after all. He left after a few moments, his face a little red from weeping, but otherwise free of telltale marks, and returned to his office.

Three-quarters of an hour later, Sengstack called on him for the second time that day  Abner Sengstack, small, dark-faced, club-footed, a great sole of leather three inches thick under his short, withered right leg, his slightly Slavic, highly intelligent countenance burning with a pair of keen, piercing, inscrutable black eyes. Sengstack was a fit secretary for Mollenhauer. You could see at one glance that he would make Stener do exactly what Mollenhauer suggested. His business was to induce Stener to part with his street-railway holdings at once through Tighe & Co., Butlers brokers, to the political sub-agent who would eventually transfer them to Mollenhauer. What little Stener received for them might well go into the treasury. Tighe & Co. would manage the change subtleties of this without giving any one else a chance to bid, while at the same time making it appear an open-market transaction. At the same time Sengstack went carefully into the state of the treasurers office for his masters benefit  finding out what it was that Strobik, Wycroft, and Harmon had been doing with their loans. Via another source they were ordered to disgorge at once or face prosecution. They were a part of Mollenhauers political machine. Then, having cautioned Stener not to set over the remainder of his property to any one, and not to listen to any one, most of all to the Machiavellian counsel of Cowperwood, Sengstack left.

Needless to say, Mollenhauer was greatly gratified by this turn of affairs. Cowperwood was now most likely in a position where he would have to come and see him, or if not, a good share of the properties he controlled were already in Mollenhauers possession. If by some hook or crook he could secure the remainder, Simpson and Butler might well talk to him about this street-railway business. His holdings were now as large as any, if not quite the largest.


Chapter XXVIII

It was in the face of this very altered situation that Cowperwood arrived at Steners office late this Monday afternoon.

Stener was quite alone, worried and distraught. He was anxious to see Cowperwood, and at the same time afraid.

George, began Cowperwood, briskly, on seeing him, I havent much time to spare now, but Ive come, finally, to tell you that youll have to let me have three hundred thousand more if you dont want me to fail. Things are looking very bad today. Theyve caught me in a corner on my loans; but this storm isnt going to last. You can see by the very character of it that it cant.

He was looking at Steners face, and seeing fear and a pained and yet very definite necessity for opposition written there. Chicago is burning, but it will be built up again. Business will be all the better for it later on. Now, I want you to be reasonable and help me. Dont get frightened.

Stener stirred uneasily. Dont let these politicians scare you to death. It will all blow over in a few days, and then well be better off than ever. Did you see Mollenhauer?

Yes.

Well, what did he have to say?

He said just what I thought hed say. He wont let me do this. I cant, Frank, I tell you! exclaimed Stener, jumping up. He was so nervous that he had had a hard time keeping his seat during this short, direct conversation. I cant! Theyve got me in a corner! Theyre after me! They all know what weve been doing. Oh, say, Frank  he threw up his arms wildly youve got to get me out of this. Youve got to let me have that five hundred thousand back and get me out of this. If you dont, and you should fail, theyll send me to the penitentiary. Ive got a wife and four children, Frank. I cant go on in this. Its too big for me. I never should have gone in on it in the first place. I never would have if you hadnt persuaded me, in a way. I never thought when I began that I would ever get in as bad as all this. I cant go on, Frank. I cant! Im willing you should have all my stock. Only give me back that five hundred thousand, and well call it even. His voice rose nervously as he talked, and he wiped his wet forehead with his hand and stared at Cowperwood pleadingly, foolishly.

Cowperwood stared at him in return for a few moments with a cold, fishy eye. He knew a great deal about human nature, and he was ready for and expectant of any queer shift in an individuals attitude, particularly in time of panic; but this shift of Steners was quite too much. Whom else have you been talking to, George, since I saw you? Whom have you seen? What did Sengstack have to say?

He says just what Mollenhauer does, that I mustnt loan any more money under any circumstances, and he says I ought to get that five hundred thousand back as quickly as possible.

And you think Mollenhauer wants to help you, do you? inquired Cowperwood, finding it hard to efface the contempt which kept forcing itself into his voice.

I think he does, yes. I dont know who else will, Frank, if he dont. Hes one of the big political forces in this town.

Listen to me, began Cowperwood, eyeing him fixedly. Then he paused. What did he say you should do about your holdings?

Sell them through Tighe & Company and put the money back in the treasury, if you wont take them.

Sell them to whom? asked Cowperwood, thinking of Steners last words.

To any one on change wholl take them, I suppose. I dont know.

I thought so, said Cowperwood, comprehendingly. I might have known as much. Theyre working you, George. Theyre simply trying to get your stocks away from you. Mollenhauer is leading you on. He knows I cant do what you want  give you back the five hundred thousand dollars. He wants you to throw your stocks on the market so that he can pick them up. Depend on it, thats all arranged for already. When you do, hes got me in his clutches, or he thinks he has  he and Butler and Simpson. They want to get together on this local street-railway situation, and I know it, I feel it. Ive felt it coming all along. Mollenhauer hasnt any more intention of helping you than he has of flying. Once youve sold your stocks hes through with you  mark my word. Do you think hell turn a hand to keep you out of the penitentiary once youre out of this street-railway situation? He will not. And if you think so, youre a bigger fool than I take you to be, George. Dont go crazy. Dont lose your head. Be sensible. Look the situation in the face. Let me explain it to you. If you dont help me now  if you dont let me have three hundred thousand dollars by to-morrow noon, at the very latest, Im through, and so are you. There is not a thing the matter with our situation. Those stocks of ours are as good to-day as they ever were. Why, great heavens, man, the railways are there behind them. Theyre paying. The Seventeenth and Nineteenth Street line is earning one thousand dollars a day right now. What better evidence do you want than that? Green & Coates is earning five hundred dollars. Youre frightened, George. These damned political schemers have scared you. Why, youve as good a right to loan that money as Bode and Murtagh had before you. They did it. Youve been doing it for Mollenhauer and the others, only so long as you do it for them its all right. Whats a designated city depository but a loan?

Cowperwood was referring to the system under which certain portions of city money, like the sinking-fund, were permitted to be kept in certain banks at a low rate of interest or no rate  banks in which Mollenhauer and Butler and Simpson were interested. This was their safe graft.

Dont throw your chances away, George. Dont quit now. Youll be worth millions in a few years, and you wont have to turn a hand. All you will have to do will be to keep what you have. If you dont help me, mark my word, theyll throw you over the moment Im out of this, and theyll let you go to the penitentiary. Whos going to put up five hundred thousand dollars for you, George? Where is Mollenhauer going to get it, or Butler, or anybody, in these times? They cant. They dont intend to. When Im through, youre through, and youll be exposed quicker than any one else. They cant hurt me, George. Im an agent. I didnt ask you to come to me. You came to me in the first place of your own accord. If you dont help me, youre through, I tell you, and youre going to be sent to the penitentiary as sure as there are jails. Why dont you take a stand, George? Why dont you stand your ground? You have your wife and children to look after. You cant be any worse off loaning me three hundred thousand more than you are right now. What difference does it make  five hundred thousand or eight hundred thousand? Its all one and the same thing, if youre going to be tried for it. Besides, if you loan me this, there isnt going to be any trial. Im not going to fail. This storm will blow over in a week or ten days, and well be rich again. For Heavens sake, George, dont go to pieces this way! Be sensible! Be reasonable!

He paused, for Steners face had become a jelly-like mass of woe.

I cant, Frank, he wailed. I tell you I cant. Theyll punish me worse than ever if I do that. Theyll never let up on me. You dont know these people.

In Steners crumpling weakness Cowperwood read his own fate. What could you do with a man like that? How brace him up? You couldnt! And with a gesture of infinite understanding, disgust, noble indifference, he threw up his hands and started to walk out. At the door he turned.

George, he said, Im sorry. Im sorry for you, not for myself. Ill come out of things all right, eventually. Ill be rich. But, George, youre making the one great mistake of your life. Youll be poor; youll be a convict, and youll have only yourself to blame. There isnt a thing the matter with this money situation except the fire. There isnt a thing wrong with my affairs except this slump in stocks  this panic. You sit there, a fortune in your hands, and you allow a lot of schemers, highbinders, who dont know any more of your affairs or mine than a rabbit, and who havent any interest in you except to plan what they can get out of you, to frighten you and prevent you from doing the one thing that will save your life. Three hundred thousand paltry dollars that in three or four weeks from now I can pay back to you four and five times over, and for that you will see me go broke and yourself to the penitentiary. I cant understand it, George. Youre out of your mind. Youre going to rue this the longest day that you live.

He waited a few moments to see if this, by any twist of chance, would have any effect; then, noting that Stener still remained a wilted, helpless mass of nothing, he shook his head gloomily and walked out.

It was the first time in his life that Cowperwood had ever shown the least sign of weakening or despair. He had felt all along as though there were nothing to the Greek theory of being pursued by the furies. Now, however, there seemed an untoward fate which was pursuing him. It looked that way. Still, fate or no fate, he did not propose to be daunted. Even in this very beginning of a tendency to feel despondent he threw back his head, expanded his chest, and walked as briskly as ever.

In the large room outside Steners private office he encountered Albert Stires, Steners chief clerk and secretary. He and Albert had exchanged many friendly greetings in times past, and all the little minor transactions in regard to city loan had been discussed between them, for Albert knew more of the intricacies of finance and financial bookkeeping than Stener would ever know.

At the sight of Stires the thought in regard to the sixty thousand dollars worth of city loan certificates, previously referred to, flashed suddenly through his mind. He had not deposited them in the sinking-fund, and did not intend to for the present  could not, unless considerable free money were to reach him shortly  for he had used them to satisfy other pressing demands, and had no free money to buy them back  or, in other words, release them. And he did not want to just at this moment. Under the law governing transactions of this kind with the city treasurer, he was supposed to deposit them at once to the credit of the city, and not to draw his pay therefor from the city treasurer until he had. To be very exact, the city treasurer, under the law, was not supposed to pay him for any transaction of this kind until he or his agents presented a voucher from the bank or other organization carrying the sinking-fund for the city showing that the certificates so purchased had actually been deposited there. As a matter of fact, under the custom which had grown up between him and Stener, the law had long been ignored in this respect. He could buy certificates of city loan for the sinking-fund up to any reasonable amount, hypothecate them where he pleased, and draw his pay from the city without presenting a voucher. At the end of the month sufficient certificates of city loan could usually be gathered from one source and another to make up the deficiency, or the deficiency could actually be ignored, as had been done on more than one occasion, for long periods of time, while he used money secured by hypothecating the shares for speculative purposes. This was actually illegal; but neither Cowperwood nor Stener saw it in that light or cared.

The trouble with this particular transaction was the note that he had received from Stener ordering him to stop both buying and selling, which put his relations with the city treasury on a very formal basis. He had bought these certificates before receiving this note, but had not deposited them. He was going now to collect his check; but perhaps the old, easy system of balancing matters at the end of the month might not be said to obtain any longer. Stires might ask him to present a voucher of deposit. If so, he could not now get this check for sixty thousand dollars, for he did not have the certificates to deposit. If not, he might get the money; but, also, it might constitute the basis of some subsequent legal action. If he did not eventually deposit the certificates before failure, some charge such as that of larceny might be brought against him. Still, he said to himself, he might not really fail even yet. If any of his banking associates should, for any reason, modify their decision in regard to calling his loans, he would not. Would Stener make a row about this if he so secured this check? Would the city officials pay any attention to him if he did? Could you get any district attorney to take cognizance of such a transaction, if Stener did complain? No, not in all likelihood; and, anyhow, nothing would come of it. No jury would punish him in the face of the understanding existing between him and Stener as agent or broker and principal. And, once he had the money, it was a hundred to one Stener would think no more about it. It would go in among the various unsatisfied liabilities, and nothing more would be thought about it. Like lightning the entire situation hashed through his mind. He would risk it. He stopped before the chief clerks desk.

Albert, he said, in a low voice, I bought sixty thousand dollars worth of city loan for the sinking-fund this morning. Will you give my boy a check for it in the morning, or, better yet, will you give it to me now? I got your note about no more purchases. Im going back to the office. You can just credit the sinking-fund with eight hundred certificates at from seventy-five to eighty. Ill send you the itemized list later.

Certainly, Mr. Cowperwood, certainly, replied Albert, with alacrity. Stocks are getting an awful knock, arent they? I hope youre not very much troubled by it?

Not very, Albert, replied Cowperwood, smiling, the while the chief clerk was making out his check. He was wondering if by any chance Stener would appear and attempt to interfere with this. It was a legal transaction. He had a right to the check provided he deposited the certificates, as was his custom, with the trustee of the fund. He waited tensely while Albert wrote, and finally, with the check actually in his hand, breathed a sigh of relief. Here, at least, was sixty thousand dollars, and to-nights work would enable him to cash the seventy-five thousand that had been promised him. To-morrow, once more he must see Leigh, Kitchen, Jay Cooke & Co., Edward Clark & Co.  all the long list of people to whom he owed loans and find out what could be done. If he could only get time! If he could get just a week!


Chapter XXIX

But time was not a thing to be had in this emergency. With the seventy-five thousand dollars his friends had extended to him, and sixty thousand dollars secured from Stires, Cowperwood met the Girard call and placed the balance, thirty-five thousand dollars, in a private safe in his own home. He then made a final appeal to the bankers and financiers, but they refused to help him. He did not, however, commiserate himself in this hour. He looked out of his office window into the little court, and sighed. What more could he do? He sent a note to his father, asking him to call for lunch. He sent a note to his lawyer, Harper Steger, a man of his own age whom he liked very much, and asked him to call also. He evolved in his own mind various plans of delay, addresses to creditors and the like, but alas! he was going to fail. And the worst of it was that this matter of the city treasurers loans was bound to become a public, and more than a public, a political, scandal. And the charge of conniving, if not illegally, at least morally, at the misuse of the citys money was the one thing that would hurt him most.

How industriously his rivals would advertise this fact! He might get on his feet again if he failed; but it would be uphill work. And his father! His father would be pulled down with him. It was probable that he would be forced out of the presidency of his bank. With these thoughts Cowperwood sat there waiting. As he did so Aileen Butler was announced by his office-boy, and at the same time Albert Stires.

Show in Miss Butler, he said, getting up. Tell Mr. Stires to wait. Aileen came briskly, vigorously in, her beautiful body clothed as decoratively as ever. The street suit that she wore was of a light golden-brown broadcloth, faceted with small, dark-red buttons. Her head was decorated with a brownish-red shake of a type she had learned was becoming to her, brimless and with a trailing plume, and her throat was graced by a three-strand necklace of gold beads. Her hands were smoothly gloved as usual, and her little feet daintily shod. There was a look of girlish distress in her eyes, which, however, she was trying hard to conceal.

Honey, she exclaimed, on seeing him, her arms extended what is the trouble? I wanted so much to ask you the other night. Youre not going to fail, are you? I heard father and Owen talking about you last night.

What did they say? he inquired, putting his arm around her and looking quietly into her nervous eyes.

Oh, you know, I think papa is very angry with you. He suspects. Some one sent him an anonymous letter. He tried to get it out of me last night, but he didnt succeed. I denied everything. I was in here twice this morning to see you, but you were out. I was so afraid that he might see you first, and that you might say something.

Me, Aileen?

Well, no, not exactly. I didnt think that. I dont know what I thought. Oh, honey, Ive been so worried. You know, I didnt sleep at all. I thought I was stronger than that; but I was so worried about you. You know, he put me in a strong light by his desk, where he could see my face, and then he showed me the letter. I was so astonished for a moment I hardly know what I said or how I looked.

What did you say?

Why, I said: What a shame! It isnt so! But I didnt say it right away. My heart was going like a trip-hammer. Im afraid he must have been able to tell something from my face. I could hardly get my breath.

Hes a shrewd man, your father, he commented. He knows something about life. Now you see how difficult these situations are. Its a blessing he decided to show you the letter instead of watching the house. I suppose he felt too bad to do that. He cant prove anything now. But he knows. You cant deceive him.

How do you know he knows?

I saw him yesterday.

Did he talk to you about it?

No; I saw his face. He simply looked at me.

Honey! Im so sorry for him!

I know you are. So am I. But it cant be helped now. We should have thought of that in the first place.

But I love you so. Oh, honey, he will never forgive me. He loves me so. He mustnt know. I wont admit anything. But, oh, dear!

She put her hands tightly together on his bosom, and he looked consolingly into her eyes. Her eyelids, were trembling, and her lips. She was sorry for her father, herself, Cowperwood. Through her he could sense the force of Butlers parental affection; the volume and danger of his rage. There were so many, many things as he saw it now converging to make a dramatic denouement.

Never mind, he replied; it cant be helped now. Where is my strong, determined Aileen? I thought you were going to be so brave? Arent you going to be? I need to have you that way now.

Do you?

Yes.

Are you in trouble?

I think I am going to fail, dear.

Oh, no!

Yes, honey. Im at the end of my rope. I dont see any way out just at present. Ive sent for my father and my lawyer. You mustnt stay here, sweet. Your father may come in here at any time. We must meet somewhere  to-morrow, say  to-morrow afternoon. You remember Indian Rock, out on the Wissahickon?

Yes.

Could you be there at four?

Yes.

Look out for whos following. If Im not there by four-thirty, dont wait. You know why. It will be because I think some one is watching. There wont be, though, if we work it right. And now you must run, sweet. We cant use Nine-thirty-one any more. Ill have to rent another place somewhere else.

Oh, honey, Im so sorry.

Arent you going to be strong and brave? You see, I need you to be.

He was almost, for the first time, a little sad in his mood.

Yes, dear, yes, she declared, slipping her arms under his and pulling him tight. Oh, yes! You can depend on me. Oh, Frank, I love you so! Im so sorry. Oh, I do hope you dont fail! But it doesnt make any difference, dear, between you and me, whatever happens, does it? We will love each other just the same. Ill do anything for you, honey! Ill do anything you say. You can trust me. They shant know anything from me.

She looked at his still, pale face, and a sudden strong determination to fight for him welled up in her heart. Her love was unjust, illegal, outlawed; but it was love, just the same, and had much of the fiery daring of the outcast from justice.

I love you! I love you! I love you, Frank! she declared. He unloosed her hands.

Run, sweet. To-morrow at four. Dont fail. And dont talk. And dont admit anything, whatever you do.

I wont.

And dont worry about me. Ill be all right.

He barely had time to straighten his tie, to assume a nonchalant attitude by the window, when in hurried Steners chief clerk  pale, disturbed, obviously out of key with himself.

Mr. Cowperwood! You know that check I gave you last night? Mr. Stener says its illegal, that I shouldnt have given it to you, that he will hold me responsible. He says I can be arrested for compounding a felony, and that he will discharge me and have me sent to prison if I dont get it back. Oh, Mr. Cowperwood, I am only a young man! Im just really starting out in life. Ive got my wife and little boy to look after. You wont let him do that to me? Youll give me that check back, wont you? I cant go back to the office without it. He says youre going to fail, and that you knew it, and that you havent any right to it.

Cowperwood looked at him curiously. He was surprised at the variety and character of these emissaries of disaster. Surely, when troubles chose to multiply they had great skill in presenting themselves in rapid order. Stener had no right to make any such statement. The transaction was not illegal. The man had gone wild. True, he, Cowperwood, had received an order after these securities were bought not to buy or sell any more city loan, but that did not invalidate previous purchases. Stener was browbeating and frightening his poor underling, a better man than himself, in order to get back this sixty-thousand-dollar check. What a petty creature he was! How true it was, as somebody had remarked, that you could not possibly measure the petty meannesses to which a fool could stoop!

You go back to Mr. Stener, Albert, and tell him that it cant be done. The certificates of loan were purchased before his order arrived, and the records of the exchange will prove it. There is no illegality here. I am entitled to that check and could have collected it in any qualified court of law. The man has gone out of his head. I havent failed yet. You are not in any danger of any legal proceedings; and if you are, Ill help defend you. I cant give you the check back because I havent it to give; and if I had, I wouldnt. That would be allowing a fool to make a fool of me. Im sorry, very, but I cant do anything for you.

Oh, Mr. Cowperwood! Tears were in Stiress eyes. Hell discharge me! Hell forfeit my sureties. Ill be turned out into the street. I have only a little property of my own  outside of my salary!

He wrung his hands, and Cowperwood shook his head sadly.

This isnt as bad as you think, Albert. He wont do what he says. He cant. Its unfair and illegal. You can bring suit and recover your salary. Ill help you in that as much as Im able. But I cant give you back this sixty-thousand-dollar check, because I havent it to give. I couldnt if I wanted to. It isnt here any more. Ive paid for the securities I bought with it. The securities are not here. Theyre in the sinking-fund, or will be.

He paused, wishing he had not mentioned that fact. It was a slip of the tongue, one of the few he ever made, due to the peculiar pressure of the situation. Stires pleaded longer. It was no use, Cowperwood told him. Finally he went away, crestfallen, fearsome, broken. There were tears of suffering in his eyes. Cowperwood was very sorry. And then his father was announced.

The elder Cowperwood brought a haggard face. He and Frank had had a long conversation the evening before, lasting until early morning, but it had not been productive of much save uncertainty.

Hello, father! exclaimed Cowperwood, cheerfully, noting his fathers gloom. He was satisfied that there was scarcely a coal of hope to be raked out of these ashes of despair, but there was no use admitting it.

Well? said his father, lifting his sad eyes in a peculiar way.

Well, it looks like stormy weather, doesnt it? Ive decided to call a meeting of my creditors, father, and ask for time. There isnt anything else to do. I cant realize enough on anything to make it worth while talking about. I thought Stener might change his mind, but hes worse rather than better. His head bookkeeper just went out of here.

What did he want? asked Henry Cowperwood.

He wanted me to give him back a check for sixty thousand that he paid me for some city loan I bought yesterday morning. Frank did not explain to his father, however, that he had hypothecated the certificates this check had paid for, and used the check itself to raise money enough to pay the Girard National Bank and to give himself thirty-five thousand in cash besides.

Well, I declare! replied the old man. Youd think hed have better sense than that. Thats a perfectly legitimate transaction. When did you say he notified you not to buy city loan?

Yesterday noon.

Hes out of his mind, Cowperwood, Sr., commented, laconically.

Its Mollenhauer and Simpson and Butler, I know. They want my street-railway lines. Well, they wont get them. Theyll get them through a receivership, and after the panics all over. Our creditors will have first chance at these. If they buy, theyll buy from them. If it werent for that five-hundred-thousand-dollar loan I wouldnt think a thing of this. My creditors would sustain me nicely. But the moment that gets noised around!... And this election! I hypothecated those city loan certificates because I didnt want to get on the wrong side of Davison. I expected to take in enough by now to take them up. They ought to be in the sinking-fund, really.

The old gentleman saw the point at once, and winced.

They might cause you trouble, there, Frank.

Its a technical question, replied his son. I might have been intending to take them up. As a matter of fact, I will if I can before three. Ive been taking eight and ten days to deposit them in the past. In a storm like this Im entitled to move my pawns as best I can.

Cowperwood, the father, put his hand over his mouth again. He felt very disturbed about this. He saw no way out, however. He was at the end of his own resources. He felt the side-whiskers on his left cheek. He looked out of the window into the little green court. Possibly it was a technical question, who should say. The financial relations of the city treasury with other brokers before Frank had been very lax. Every banker knew that. Perhaps precedent would or should govern in this case. He could not say. Still, it was dangerous  not straight. If Frank could get them out and deposit them it would be so much better.

Id take them up if I were you and I could, he added.

I will if I can.

How much money have you?

Oh, twenty thousand, all told. If I suspend, though, Ill have to have a little ready cash.

I have eight or ten thousand, or will have by night, I hope.

He was thinking of some one who would give him a second mortgage on his house.

Cowperwood looked quietly at him. There was nothing more to be said to his father. Im going to make one more appeal to Stener after you leave here, he said. Im going over there with Harper Steger when he comes. If he wont change Ill send out notice to my creditors, and notify the secretary of the exchange. I want you to keep a stiff upper lip, whatever happens. I know you will, though. Im going into the thing head down. If Stener had any sense He paused. But whats the use talking about a damn fool?

He turned to the window, thinking of how easy it would have been, if Aileen and he had not been exposed by this anonymous note, to have arranged all with Butler. Rather than injure the party, Butler, in extremis, would have assisted him. Now...!

His father got up to go. He was as stiff with despair as though he were suffering from cold.

Well, he said, wearily.

Cowperwood suffered intensely for him. What a shame! His father! He felt a great surge of sorrow sweep over him but a moment later mastered it, and settled to his quick, defiant thinking. As the old man went out, Harper Steger was brought in. They shook hands, and at once started for Steners office. But Stener had sunk in on himself like an empty gas-bag, and no efforts were sufficient to inflate him. They went out, finally, defeated.

I tell you, Frank, said Steger, I wouldnt worry. We can tie this thing up legally until election and after, and that will give all this row a chance to die down. Then you can get your people together and talk sense to them. Theyre not going to give up good properties like this, even if Stener does go to jail.

Steger did not know of the sixty thousand dollars worth of hypothecated securities as yet. Neither did he know of Aileen Butler and her fathers boundless rage.


Chapter XXX

There was one development in connection with all of this of which Cowperwood was as yet unaware. The same day that brought Edward Butler the anonymous communication in regard to his daughter, brought almost a duplicate of it to Mrs. Frank Algernon Cowperwood, only in this case the name of Aileen Butler had curiously been omitted.

Perhaps you dont know that your husband is running with another woman. If you dont believe it, watch the house at 931 North Tenth Street.

Mrs. Cowperwood was in the conservatory watering some plants when this letter was brought by her maid Monday morning. She was most placid in her thoughts, for she did not know what all the conferring of the night before meant. Frank was occasionally troubled by financial storms, but they did not see to harm him.

Lay it on the table in the library, Annie. Ill get it.

She thought it was some social note.

In a little while (such was her deliberate way), she put down her sprinkling-pot and went into the library. There it was lying on the green leather sheepskin which constituted a part of the ornamentation of the large library table. She picked it up, glanced at it curiously because it was on cheap paper, and then opened it. Her face paled slightly as she read it; and then her hand trembled  not much. Hers was not a soul that ever loved passionately, hence she could not suffer passionately. She was hurt, disgusted, enraged for the moment, and frightened; but she was not broken in spirit entirely. Thirteen years of life with Frank Cowperwood had taught her a number of things. He was selfish, she knew now, self-centered, and not as much charmed by her as he had been. The fear she had originally felt as to the effect of her preponderance of years had been to some extent justified by the lapse of time. Frank did not love her as he had  he had not for some time; she had felt it. What was it?  she had asked herself at times  almost, who was it? Business was engrossing him so.

Finance was his master. Did this mean the end of her regime, she queried. Would he cast her off? Where would she go? What would she do? She was not helpless, of course, for she had money of her own which he was manipulating for her. Who was this other woman? Was she young, beautiful, of any social position? Was it  ? Suddenly she stopped. Was it? Could it be, by any chance  her mouth opened  Aileen Butler?

She stood still, staring at this letter, for she could scarcely countenance her own thought. She had observed often, in spite of all their caution, how friendly Aileen had been to him and he to her. He liked her; he never lost a chance to defend her. Lillian had thought of them at times as being curiously suited to each other temperamentally. He liked young people. But, of course, he was married, and Aileen was infinitely beneath him socially, and he had two children and herself. And his social and financial position was so fixed and stable that he did not dare trifle with it. Still she paused; for forty years and two children, and some slight wrinkles, and the suspicion that we may be no longer loved as we once were, is apt to make any woman pause, even in the face of the most significant financial position. Where would she go if she left him? What would people think? What about the children? Could she prove this liaison? Could she entrap him in a compromising situation? Did she want to?

She saw now that she did not love him as some women love their husbands. She was not wild about him. In a way she had been taking him for granted all these years, had thought that he loved her enough not to be unfaithful to her; at least fancied that he was so engrossed with the more serious things of life that no petty liaison such as this letter indicated would trouble him or interrupt his great career. Apparently this was not true. What should she do? What say? How act? Her none too brilliant mind was not of much service in this crisis. She did not know very well how either to plan or to fight.

The conventional mind is at best a petty piece of machinery. It is oyster-like in its functioning, or, perhaps better, clam-like. It has its little siphon of thought-processes forced up or down into the mighty ocean of fact and circumstance; but it uses so little, pumps so faintly, that the immediate contiguity of the vast mass is not disturbed. Nothing of the subtlety of life is perceived. No least inkling of its storms or terrors is ever discovered except through accident. When some crude, suggestive fact, such as this letter proved to be, suddenly manifests itself in the placid flow of events, there is great agony or disturbance and clogging of the so-called normal processes. The siphon does not work right. It sucks in fear and distress. There is great grinding of maladjusted parts  not unlike sand in a machine  and life, as is so often the case, ceases or goes lamely ever after.

Mrs. Cowperwood was possessed of a conventional mind. She really knew nothing about life. And life could not teach her. Reaction in her from salty thought-processes was not possible. She was not alive in the sense that Aileen Butler was, and yet she thought that she was very much alive. All illusion. She wasnt. She was charming if you loved placidity. If you did not, she was not. She was not engaging, brilliant, or forceful. Frank Cowperwood might well have asked himself in the beginning why he married her. He did not do so now because he did not believe it was wise to question the past as to ones failures and errors. It was, according to him, most unwise to regret. He kept his face and thoughts to the future.

But Mrs. Cowperwood was truly distressed in her way, and she went about the house thinking, feeling wretchedly. She decided, since the letter asked her to see for herself, to wait. She must think how she would watch this house, if at all. Frank must not know. If it were Aileen Butler by any chance  but surely not  she thought she would expose her to her parents. Still, that meant exposing herself. She determined to conceal her mood as best she could at dinner-time  but Cowperwood was not able to be there. He was so rushed, so closeted with individuals, so closely in conference with his father and others, that she scarcely saw him this Monday night, nor the next day, nor for many days.

For on Tuesday afternoon at two-thirty he issued a call for a meeting of his creditors, and at five-thirty he decided to go into the hands of a receiver. And yet, as he stood before his principal creditors  a group of thirty men  in his office, he did not feel that his life was ruined. He was temporarily embarrassed. Certainly things looked very black. The city-treasurership deal would make a great fuss. Those hypothecated city loan certificates, to the extent of sixty thousand, would make another, if Stener chose. Still, he did not feel that he was utterly destroyed.

Gentlemen, he said, in closing his address of explanation at the meeting, quite as erect, secure, defiant, convincing as he had ever been, you see how things are. These securities are worth just as much as they ever were. There is nothing the matter with the properties behind them. If you will give me fifteen days or twenty, I am satisfied that I can straighten the whole matter out. I am almost the only one who can, for I know all about it. The market is bound to recover. Business is going to be better than ever. Its time I want. Time is the only significant factor in this situation. I want to know if you wont give me fifteen or twenty days  a month, if you can. That is all I want.

He stepped aside and out of the general room, where the blinds were drawn, into his private office, in order to give his creditors an opportunity to confer privately in regard to his situation. He had friends in the meeting who were for him. He waited one, two, nearly three hours while they talked. Finally Walter Leigh, Judge Kitchen, Avery Stone, of Jay Cooke & Co., and several others came in. They were a committee appointed to gather further information.

Nothing more can be done to-day, Frank, Walter Leigh informed him, quietly. The majority want the privilege of examining the books. There is some uncertainty about this entanglement with the city treasurer which you say exists. They feel that youd better announce a temporary suspension, anyhow; and if they want to let you resume later they can do so.

Im sorry for that, gentlemen, replied Cowperwood, the least bit depressed. I would rather do anything than suspend for one hour, if I could help it, for I know just what it means. You will find assets here far exceeding the liabilities if you will take the stocks at their normal market value; but that wont help any if I close my doors. The public wont believe in me. I ought to keep open.

Sorry, Frank, old boy, observed Leigh, pressing his hand affectionately. If it were left to me personally, you could have all the time you want. Theres a crowd of old fogies out there that wont listen to reason. Theyre panic-struck. I guess theyre pretty hard hit themselves. You can scarcely blame them. Youll come out all right, though I wish you didnt have to shut up shop. We cant do anything with them, however. Why, damn it, man, I dont see how you can fail, really. In ten days these stocks will be all right.

Judge Kitchen commiserated with him also; but what good did that do? He was being compelled to suspend. An expert accountant would have to come in and go over his books. Butler might spread the news of this city-treasury connection. Stener might complain of this last city-loan transaction. A half-dozen of his helpful friends stayed with him until four oclock in the morning; but he had to suspend just the same. And when he did that, he knew he was seriously crippled if not ultimately defeated in his race for wealth and fame.

When he was really and finally quite alone in his private bedroom he stared at himself in the mirror. His face was pale and tired, he thought, but strong and effective. Pshaw! he said to himself, Im not whipped. Im still young. Ill get out of this in some way yet. Certainly I will. Ill find some way out.

And so, cogitating heavily, wearily, he began to undress. Finally he sank upon his bed, and in a little while, strange as it may seem, with all the tangle of trouble around him, slept. He could do that  sleep and gurgle most peacefully, the while his father paced the floor in his room, refusing to be comforted. All was dark before the older man  the future hopeless. Before the younger man was still hope.

And in her room Lillian Cowperwood turned and tossed in the face of this new calamity. For it had suddenly appeared from news from her father and Frank and Anna and her mother-in-law that Frank was about to fail, or would, or had  it was almost impossible to say just how it was. Frank was too busy to explain. The Chicago fire was to blame. There was no mention as yet of the city treasurership. Frank was caught in a trap, and was fighting for his life.

In this crisis, for the moment, she forgot about the note as to his infidelity, or rather ignored it. She was astonished, frightened, dumbfounded, confused. Her little, placid, beautiful world was going around in a dizzy ring. The charming, ornate ship of their fortune was being blown most ruthlessly here and there. She felt it a sort of duty to stay in bed and try to sleep; but her eyes were quite wide, and her brain hurt her. Hours before Frank had insisted that she should not bother about him, that she could do nothing; and she had left him, wondering more than ever what and where was the line of her duty. To stick by her husband, convention told her; and so she decided. Yes, religion dictated that, also custom. There were the children. They must not be injured. Frank must be reclaimed, if possible. He would get over this. But what a blow!


Chapter XXXI

The suspension of the banking house of Frank A. Cowperwood & Co. created a great stir on change and in Philadelphia generally. It was so unexpected, and the amount involved was comparatively so large. Actually he failed for one million two hundred and fifty thousand dollars; and his assets, under the depressed condition of stock values, barely totaled seven hundred and fifty thousand dollars. There had been considerable work done on the matter of his balance-sheet before it was finally given to the public; but when it was, stocks dropped an additional three points generally, and the papers the next day devoted notable headlines to it. Cowperwood had no idea of failing permanently; he merely wished to suspend temporarily, and later, if possible, to persuade his creditors to allow him to resume. There were only two things which stood in the way of this: the matter of the five hundred thousand dollars borrowed from the city treasury at a ridiculously low rate of interest, which showed plainer than words what had been going on, and the other, the matter of the sixty-thousand-dollar check. His financial wit had told him there were ways to assign his holdings in favor of his largest creditors, which would tend to help him later to resume; and he had been swift to act. Indeed, Harper Steger had drawn up documents which named Jay Cooke & Co., Edward Clark & Co., Drexel & Co., and others as preferred. He knew that even though dissatisfied holders of smaller shares in his company brought suit and compelled readjustment or bankruptcy later, the intention shown to prefer some of his most influential aids was important. They would like it, and might help him later when all this was over. Besides, suits in plenty are an excellent way of tiding over a crisis of this kind until stocks and common sense are restored, and he was for many suits. Harper Steger smiled once rather grimly, even in the whirl of the financial chaos where smiles were few, as they were figuring it out.

Frank, he said, youre a wonder. Youll have a network of suits spread here shortly, which no one can break through. Theyll all be suing each other.

Cowperwood smiled.

I only want a little time, thats all, he replied. Nevertheless, for the first time in his life he was a little depressed; for now this business, to which he had devoted years of active work and thought, was ended.

The thing that was troubling him most in all of this was not the five hundred thousand dollars which was owing the city treasury, and which he knew would stir political and social life to the center once it was generally known  that was a legal or semi-legal transaction, at least  but rather the matter of the sixty thousand dollars worth of unrestored city loan certificates which he had not been able to replace in the sinking-fund and could not now even though the necessary money should fall from heaven. The fact of their absence was a matter of source. He pondered over the situation a good deal. The thing to do, he thought, if he went to Mollenhauer or Simpson, or both (he had never met either of them, but in view of Butlers desertion they were his only recourse), was to say that, although he could not at present return the five hundred thousand dollars, if no action were taken against him now, which would prevent his resuming his business on a normal scale a little later, he would pledge his word that every dollar of the involved five hundred thousand dollars would eventually be returned to the treasury. If they refused, and injury was done him, he proposed to let them wait until he was good and ready, which in all probability would be never. But, really, it was not quite clear how action against him was to be prevented  even by them. The money was down on his books as owing the city treasury, and it was down on the city treasurys books as owing from him. Besides, there was a local organization known as the Citizens Municipal Reform Association which occasionally conducted investigations in connection with public affairs. His defalcation would be sure to come to the ears of this body and a public investigation might well follow. Various private individuals knew of it already. His creditors, for instance, who were now examining his books.

This matter of seeing Mollenhauer or Simpson, or both, was important, anyhow, he thought; but before doing so he decided to talk it all over with Harper Steger. So several days after he had closed his doors, he sent for Steger and told him all about the transaction, except that he did not make it clear that he had not intended to put the certificates in the sinking-fund unless he survived quite comfortably.

Harper Steger was a tall, thin, graceful, rather elegant man, of gentle voice and perfect manners, who walked always as though he were a cat, and a dog were prowling somewhere in the offing. He had a longish, thin face of a type that is rather attractive to women. His eyes were blue, his hair brown, with a suggestion of sandy red in it. He had a steady, inscrutable gaze which sometimes came to you over a thin, delicate hand, which he laid meditatively over his mouth. He was cruel to the limit of the word, not aggressively but indifferently; for he had no faith in anything. He was not poor. He had not even been born poor. He was just innately subtle, with the rather constructive thought, which was about the only thing that compelled him to work, that he ought to be richer than he was  more conspicuous. Cowperwood was an excellent avenue toward legal prosperity. Besides, he was a fascinating customer. Of all his clients, Steger admired Cowperwood most.

Let them proceed against you, he said on this occasion, his brilliant legal mind taking in all the phases of the situation at once. I dont see that there is anything more here than a technical charge. If it ever came to anything like that, which I dont think it will, the charge would be embezzlement or perhaps larceny as bailee. In this instance, you were the bailee. And the only way out of that would be to swear that you had received the check with Steners knowledge and consent. Then it would only be a technical charge of irresponsibility on your part, as I see it, and I dont believe any jury would convict you on the evidence of how this relationship was conducted. Still, it might; you never can tell what a jury is going to do. All this would have to come out at a trial, however. The whole thing, it seems to me, would depend on which of you two  yourself or Stener  the jury would be inclined to believe, and on how anxious this city crowd is to find a scapegoat for Stener. This coming election is the rub. If this panic had come at any other time

Cowperwood waved for silence. He knew all about that. It all depends on what the politicians decide to do. Im doubtful. The situation is too complicated. It cant be hushed up. They were in his private office at his house. What will be will be, he added.

What would that mean, Harper, legally, if I were tried on a charge of larceny as bailee, as you put it, and convicted? How many years in the penitentiary at the outside?

Steger thought a minute, rubbing his chin with his hand. Let me see, he said, that is a serious question, isnt it? The law says one to five years at the outside; but the sentences usually average from one to three years in embezzlement cases. Of course, in this case

I know all about that, interrupted Cowperwood, irritably. My case isnt any different from the others, and you know it. Embezzlement is embezzlement if the politicians want to have it so. He fell to thinking, and Steger got up and strolled about leisurely. He was thinking also.

And would I have to go to jail at any time during the proceedings  before a final adjustment of the case by the higher courts? Cowperwood added, directly, grimly, after a time.

Yes, there is one point in all legal procedure of the kind, replied Steger, cautiously, now rubbing his ear and trying to put the matter as delicately as possible. You can avoid jail sentences all through the earlier parts of a case like this; but if you are once tried and convicted its pretty hard to do anything  as a matter of fact, it becomes absolutely necessary then to go to jail for a few days, five or so, pending the motion for a new trial and the obtaining of a certificate of reasonable doubt. It usually takes that long.

The young banker sat there staring out of the window, and Steger observed, It is a bit complicated, isnt it?

Well, I should say so, returned Frank, and he added to himself: Jail! Five days in prison! That would be a terrific slap, all things considered. Five days in jail pending the obtaining of a certificate of reasonable doubt, if one could be obtained! He must avoid this! Jail! The penitentiary! His commercial reputation would never survive that.


Chapter XXXII

The necessity of a final conference between Butler, Mollenhauer, and Simpson was speedily reached, for this situation was hourly growing more serious. Rumors were floating about in Third Street that in addition to having failed for so large an amount as to have further unsettled the already panicky financial situation induced by the Chicago fire, Cowperwood and Stener, or Stener working with Cowperwood, or the other way round, had involved the city treasury to the extent of five hundred thousand dollars. And the question was how was the matter to be kept quiet until after election, which was still three weeks away. Bankers and brokers were communicating odd rumors to each other about a check that had been taken from the city treasury after Cowperwood knew he was to fail, and without Steners consent. Also that there was danger that it would come to the ears of that very uncomfortable political organization known as the Citizens Municipal Reform Association, of which a well-known iron-manufacturer of great probity and moral rectitude, one Skelton C. Wheat, was president. Wheat had for years been following on the trail of the dominant Republican administration in a vain attempt to bring it to a sense of some of its political iniquities. He was a serious and austere man  one of those solemn, self-righteous souls who see life through a peculiar veil of duty, and who, undisturbed by notable animal passions of any kind, go their way of upholding the theory of the Ten Commandments over the order of things as they are.

The committee in question had originally been organized to protest against some abuses in the tax department; but since then, from election to election, it had been drifting from one subject to another, finding an occasional evidence of its worthwhileness in some newspaper comment and the frightened reformation of some minor political official who ended, usually, by taking refuge behind the skirts of some higher political power  in the last reaches, Messrs. Butler, Mollenhauer, and Simpson. Just now it was without important fuel or ammunition; and this assignment of Cowperwood, with its attendant crime, so far as the city treasury was concerned, threatened, as some politicians and bankers saw it, to give it just the club it was looking for.

However, the decisive conference took place between Cowperwood and the reigning political powers some five days after Cowperwoods failure, at the home of Senator Simpson, which was located in Rittenhouse Square  a region central for the older order of wealth in Philadelphia. Simpson was a man of no little refinement artistically, of Quaker extraction, and of great wealth-breeding judgment which he used largely to satisfy his craving for political predominance. He was most liberal where money would bring him a powerful or necessary political adherent. He fairly showered offices  commissionerships, trusteeships, judgeships, political nominations, and executive positions generally  on those who did his bidding faithfully and without question. Compared with Butler and Mollenhauer he was more powerful than either, for he represented the State and the nation. When the political authorities who were trying to swing a national election were anxious to discover what the State of Pennsylvania would do, so far as the Republican party was concerned, it was to Senator Simpson that they appealed. In the literal sense of the word, he knew. The Senator had long since graduated from State to national politics, and was an interesting figure in the United States Senate at Washington, where his voice in all the conservative and moneyed councils of the nation was of great weight.

The house that he occupied, of Venetian design, and four stories in height, bore many architectural marks of distinction, such as the floriated window, the door with the semipointed arch, and medallions of colored marble set in the walls. The Senator was a great admirer of Venice. He had been there often, as he had to Athens and Rome, and had brought back many artistic objects representative of the civilizations and refinements of older days. He was fond, for one thing, of the stern, sculptured heads of the Roman emperors, and the fragments of gods and goddesses which are the best testimony of the artistic aspirations of Greece. In the entresol of this house was one of his finest treasures  a carved and floriated base bearing a tapering monolith some four feet high, crowned by the head of a peculiarly goatish Pan, by the side of which were the problematic remains of a lovely nude nymph  just the little feet broken off at the ankles. The base on which the feet of the nymph and the monolith stood was ornamented with carved ox-skulls intertwined with roses. In his reception hall were replicas of Caligula, Nero, and other Roman emperors; and on his stair-walls reliefs of dancing nymphs in procession, and priests bearing offerings of sheep and swine to the sacrificial altars. There was a clock in some corner of the house which chimed the quarter, the half, the three-quarters, and the hour in strange, euphonious, and pathetic notes. On the walls of the rooms were tapestries of Flemish origin, and in the reception-hall, the library, the living-room, and the drawing-room, richly carved furniture after the standards of the Italian Renaissance. The Senators taste in the matter of paintings was inadequate, and he mistrusted it; but such as he had were of distinguished origin and authentic. He cared more for his curio-cases filled with smaller imported bronzes, Venetian glass, and Chinese jade. He was not a collector of these in any notable sense  merely a lover of a few choice examples. Handsome tiger and leopard skin rugs, the fur of a musk-ox for his divan, and tanned and brown-stained goat and kid skins for his tables, gave a sense of elegance and reserved profusion. In addition the Senator had a dining-room done after the Jacobean idea of artistic excellence, and a wine-cellar which the best of the local vintners looked after with extreme care. He was a man who loved to entertain lavishly; and when his residence was thrown open for a dinner, a reception, or a ball, the best of local society was to be found there.

The conference was in the Senators library, and he received his colleagues with the genial air of one who has much to gain and little to lose. There were whiskies, wines, cigars on the table, and while Mollenhauer and Simpson exchanged the commonplaces of the day awaiting the arrival of Butler, they lighted cigars and kept their inmost thoughts to themselves.

It so happened that upon the previous afternoon Butler had learned from Mr. David Pettie, the district attorney, of the sixty-thousand-dollar-check transaction. At the same time the matter had been brought to Mollenhauers attention by Stener himself. It was Mollenhauer, not Butler who saw that by taking advantage of Cowperwoods situation, he might save the local party from blame, and at the same time most likely fleece Cowperwood out of his street-railway shares without letting Butler or Simpson know anything about it. The thing to do was to terrorize him with a private threat of prosecution.

Butler was not long in arriving, and apologized for the delay. Concealing his recent grief behind as jaunty an air as possible, he began with:

Its a lively life Im leadin, what with every bank in the city wantin to know how their loans are goin to be taken care of. He took a cigar and struck a match.

It does look a little threatening, said Senator Simpson, smiling. Sit down. I have just been talking with Avery Stone, of Jay Cooke & Company, and he tells me that the talk in Third Street about Steners connection with this Cowperwood failure is growing very strong, and that the newspapers are bound to take up the matter shortly, unless something is done about it. I am sure that the news will also reach Mr. Wheat, of the Citizens Reform Association, very shortly. We ought to decide now, gentlemen, what we propose to do. One thing, I am sure, is to eliminate Stener from the ticket as quietly as possible. This really looks to me as if it might become a very serious issue, and we ought to be doing what we can now to offset its effect later.

Mollenhauer pulled a long breath through his cigar, and blew it out in a rolling steel-blue cloud. He studied the tapestry on the opposite wall but said nothing.

There is one thing sure, continued Senator Simpson, after a time, seeing that no one else spoke, and that is, if we do not begin a prosecution on our own account within a reasonable time, some one else is apt to; and that would put rather a bad face on the matter. My own opinion would be that we wait until it is very plain that prosecution is going to be undertaken by some one else  possibly the Municipal Reform Association  but that we stand ready to step in and act in such a way as to make it look as though we had been planning to do it all the time. The thing to do is to gain time; and so I would suggest that it be made as difficult as possible to get at the treasurers books. An investigation there, if it begins at all  as I think is very likely  should be very slow in producing the facts.

The Senator was not at all for mincing words with his important confreres, when it came to vital issues. He preferred, in his grandiloquent way, to call a spade a spade.

Now that sounds like very good sense to me, said Butler, sinking a little lower in his chair for comforts sake, and concealing his true mood in regard to all this. The boys could easily make that investigation last three weeks, I should think. Theyre slow enough with everything else, if me memory doesnt fail me. At the same time he was cogitating as to how to inject the personality of Cowperwood and his speedy prosecution without appearing to be neglecting the general welfare of the local party too much.

Yes, that isnt a bad idea, said Mollenhauer, solemnly, blowing a ring of smoke, and thinking how to keep Cowperwoods especial offense from coming up at this conference and until after he had seen him.

We ought to map out our program very carefully, continued Senator Simpson, so that if we are compelled to act we can do so very quickly. I believe myself that this thing is certain to come to an issue within a week, if not sooner, and we have no time to lose. If my advice were followed now, I should have the mayor write the treasurer a letter asking for information, and the treasurer write the mayor his answer, and also have the mayor, with the authority of the common council, suspend the treasurer for the time being  I think we have the authority to do that  or, at least, take over his principal duties but without for the time being, anyhow, making any of these transactions public  until we have to, of course. We ought to be ready with these letters to show to the newspapers at once, in case this action is forced upon us.

I could have those letters prepared, if you gentlemen have no objection, put in Mollenhauer, quietly, but quickly.

Well, that strikes me as sinsible, said Butler, easily. Its about the only thing we can do under the circumstances, unless we could find some one else to blame it on, and I have a suggestion to make in that direction. Maybe were not as helpless as we might be, all things considered.

There was a slight gleam of triumph in his eye as he said this, at the same time that there was a slight shadow of disappointment in Mollenhauers. So Butler knew, and probably Simpson, too.

Just what do you mean? asked the Senator, looking at Butler interestedly. He knew nothing of the sixty-thousand-dollar check transaction. He had not followed the local treasury dealings very closely, nor had he talked to either of his confreres since the original conference between them. There havent been any outside parties mixed up with this, have there? His own shrewd, political mind was working.

No-o. I wouldnt call him an outside party, exactly, Senator, went on Butler suavely. Its Cowperwood himself Im thinkin of. Theres somethin that has come up since I saw you gentlemen last that makes me think that perhaps that young man isnt as innocent as he might be. It looks to me as though he was the ringleader in this business, as though he had been leadin Stener on against his will. Ive been lookin into the matter on me own account, and as far as I can make out this man Stener isnt as much to blame as I thought. From all I can learn, Cowperwoods been threatenin Stener with one thing and another if he didnt give him more money, and only the other day he got a big sum on false pretinses, which might make him equally guilty with Stener. Theres sixty-thousand dollars of city loan certificates that has been paid for that arent in the sinking-fund. And since the reputation of the partys in danger this fall, I dont see that we need to have any particular consideration for him. He paused, strong in the conviction that he had sent a most dangerous arrow flying in the direction of Cowperwood, as indeed he had. Yet at this moment, both the Senator and Mollenhauer were not a little surprised, seeing at their last meeting he had appeared rather friendly to the young banker, and this recent discovery seemed scarcely any occasion for a vicious attitude on his part. Mollenhauer in particular was surprised, for he had been looking on Butlers friendship for Cowperwood as a possible stumbling block.

Um-m, you dont tell me, observed Senator Simpson, thoughtfully, stroking his mouth with his pale hand.

Yes, I can confirm that, said Mollenhauer, quietly, seeing his own little private plan of browbeating Cowperwood out of his street-railway shares going glimmering. I had a talk with Stener the other day about this very matter, and he told me that Cowperwood had been trying to force him to give him three hundred thousand dollars more, and that when he refused Cowperwood managed to get sixty thousand dollars further without his knowledge or consent.

How could he do that? asked Senator Simpson, incredulously. Mollenhauer explained the transaction.

Oh, said the Senator, when Mollenhauer had finished, that indicates a rather sharp person, doesnt it? And the certificates are not in the sinking-fund, eh?

Theyre not, chimed in Butler, with considerable enthusiasm.

Well, I must say, said Simpson, rather relieved in his manner, this looks like a rather good thing than not to me. A scapegoat possibly. We need something like this. I see no reason under the circumstances for trying to protect Mr. Cowperwood. We might as well try to make a point of that, if we have to. The newspapers might just as well talk loud about that as anything else. They are bound to talk; and if we give them the right angle, I think that the election might well come and go before the matter could be reasonably cleared up, even though Mr. Wheat does interfere. I will be glad to undertake to see what can be done with the papers.

Well, that bein the case, said Butler, I dont see that theres so much more we can do now; but I do think it will be a mistake if Cowperwood isnt punished with the other one. Hes equally guilty with Stener, if not more so, and I for one want to see him get what he deserves. He belongs in the penitentiary, and thats where hell go if I have my say. Both Mollenhauer and Simpson turned a reserved and inquiring eye on their usually genial associate. What could be the reason for his sudden determination to have Cowperwood punished? Cowperwood, as Mollenhauer and Simpson saw it, and as Butler would ordinarily have seen it, was well within his human, if not his strictly legal rights. They did not blame him half as much for trying to do what he had done as they blamed Stener for letting him do it. But, since Butler felt as he did, and there was an actual technical crime here, they were perfectly willing that the party should have the advantage of it, even if Cowperwood went to the penitentiary.

You may be right, said Senator Simpson, cautiously. You might have those letters prepared, Henry; and if we have to bring any action at all against anybody before election, it would, perhaps, be advisable to bring it against Cowperwood. Include Stener if you have to but not unless you have to. I leave it to you two, as I am compelled to start for Pittsburg next Friday; but I know you will not overlook any point.

The Senator arose. His time was always valuable. Butler was highly gratified by what he had accomplished. He had succeeded in putting the triumvirate on record against Cowperwood as the first victim, in case of any public disturbance or demonstration against the party. All that was now necessary was for that disturbance to manifest itself; and, from what he could see of local conditions, it was not far off. There was now the matter of Cowperwoods disgruntled creditors to look into; and if by buying in these he should succeed in preventing the financier from resuming business, he would have him in a very precarious condition indeed. It was a sad day for Cowperwood, Butler thought  the day he had first tried to lead Aileen astray  and the time was not far off when he could prove it to him.


Chapter XXXIII

In the meantime Cowperwood, from what he could see and hear, was becoming more and more certain that the politicians would try to make a scapegoat of him, and that shortly. For one thing, Stires had called only a few days after he closed his doors and imparted a significant bit of information. Albert was still connected with the city treasury, as was Stener, and engaged with Sengstack and another personal appointee of Mollenhauers in going over the treasurers books and explaining their financial significance. Stires had come to Cowperwood primarily to get additional advice in regard to the sixty-thousand-dollar check and his personal connection with it. Stener, it seemed, was now threatening to have his chief clerk prosecuted, saying that he was responsible for the loss of the money and that his bondsmen could be held responsible. Cowperwood had merely laughed and assured Stires that there was nothing to this.

Albert, he had said, smilingly, I tell you positively, theres nothing in it. Youre not responsible for delivering that check to me. Ill tell you what you do, now. Go and consult my lawyer  Steger. It wont cost you a cent, and hell tell you exactly what to do. Now go on back and dont worry any more about it. I am sorry this move of mine has caused you so much trouble, but its a hundred to one you couldnt have kept your place with a new city treasurer, anyhow, and if I see any place where you can possibly fit in later, Ill let you know.

Another thing that made Cowperwood pause and consider at this time was a letter from Aileen, detailing a conversation which had taken place at the Butler dinner table one evening when Butler, the elder, was not at home. She related how her brother Owen in effect had stated that they  the politicians  her father, Mollenhauer, and Simpson, were going to get him yet (meaning Cowperwood), for some criminal financial manipulation of something  she could not explain what  a check or something. Aileen was frantic with worry. Could they mean the penitentiary, she asked in her letter? Her dear lover! Her beloved Frank! Could anything like this really happen to him?

His brow clouded, and he set his teeth with rage when he read her letter. He would have to do something about this  see Mollenhauer or Simpson, or both, and make some offer to the city. He could not promise them money for the present  only notes  but they might take them. Surely they could not be intending to make a scapegoat of him over such a trivial and uncertain matter as this check transaction! When there was the five hundred thousand advanced by Stener, to say nothing of all the past shady transactions of former city treasurers! How rotten! How political, but how real and dangerous.

But Simpson was out of the city for a period of ten days, and Mollenhauer, having in mind the suggestion made by Butler in regard to utilizing Cowperwoods misdeed for the benefit of the party, had already moved as they had planned. The letters were ready and waiting. Indeed, since the conference, the smaller politicians, taking their cue from the overlords, had been industriously spreading the story of the sixty-thousand-dollar check, and insisting that the burden of guilt for the treasury defalcation, if any, lay on the banker. The moment Mollenhauer laid eyes on Cowperwood he realized, however, that he had a powerful personality to deal with. Cowperwood gave no evidence of fright. He merely stated, in his bland way, that he had been in the habit of borrowing money from the city treasury at a low rate of interest, and that this panic had involved him so that he could not possibly return it at present.

I have heard rumors, Mr. Mollenhauer, he said, to the effect that some charge is to be brought against me as a partner with Mr. Stener in this matter; but I am hoping that the city will not do that, and I thought I might enlist your influence to prevent it. My affairs are not in a bad way at all, if I had a little time to arrange matters. I am making all of my creditors an offer of fifty cents on the dollar now, and giving notes at one, two, and three years; but in this matter of the city treasury loans, if I could come to terms, I would be glad to make it a hundred cents  only I would want a little more time. Stocks are bound to recover, as you know, and, barring my losses at this time, I will be all right. I realize that the matter has gone pretty far already. The newspapers are likely to start talking at any time, unless they are stopped by those who can control them. (He looked at Mollenhauer in a complimentary way.) But if I could be kept out of the general proceedings as much as possible, my standing would not be injured, and I would have a better chance of getting on my feet. It would be better for the city, for then I could certainly pay it what I owe it. He smiled his most winsome and engaging smile. And Mollenhauer seeing him for the first time, was not unimpressed. Indeed he looked at this young financial David with an interested eye. If he could have seen a way to accept this proposition of Cowperwoods, so that the money offered would have been eventually payable to him, and if Cowperwood had had any reasonable prospect of getting on his feet soon, he would have considered carefully what he had to say. For then Cowperwood could have assigned his recovered property to him. As it was, there was small likelihood of this situation ever being straightened out. The Citizens Municipal Reform Association, from all he could hear, was already on the move  investigating, or about to, and once they had set their hands to this, would unquestionably follow it closely to the end.

The trouble with this situation, Mr. Cowperwood, he said, affably, is that it has gone so far that it is practically out of my hands. I really have very little to do with it. I dont suppose, though, really, it is this matter of the five-hundred-thousand-dollar loan that is worrying you so much, as it is this other matter of the sixty-thousand-dollar check you received the other day. Mr. Stener insists that you secured that illegally, and he is very much wrought up about it. The mayor and the other city officials know of it now, and they may force some action. I dont know.

Mollenhauer was obviously not frank in his attitude  a little bit evasive in his sly reference to his official tool, the mayor; and Cowperwood saw it. It irritated him greatly, but he was tactful enough to be quite suave and respectful.

I did get a check for sixty thousand dollars, thats true, he replied, with apparent frankness, the day before I assigned. It was for certificates I had purchased, however, on Mr. Steners order, and was due me. I needed the money, and asked for it. I dont see that there is anything illegal in that.

Not if the transaction was completed in all its details, replied Mollenhauer, blandly. As I understand it, the certificates were bought for the sinking-fund, and they are not there. How do you explain that?

An oversight, merely, replied Cowperwood, innocently, and quite as blandly as Mollenhauer. They would have been there if I had not been compelled to assign so unexpectedly. It was not possible for me to attend to everything in person. It has not been our custom to deposit them at once. Mr. Stener will tell you that, if you ask him.

You dont say, replied Mollenhauer. He did not give me that impression. However, they are not there, and I believe that that makes some difference legally. I have no interest in the matter one way or the other, more than that of any other good Republican. I dont see exactly what I can do for you. What did you think I could do?

I dont believe you can do anything for me, Mr. Mollenhauer, replied Cowperwood, a little tartly, unless you are willing to deal quite frankly with me. I am not a beginner in politics in Philadelphia. I know something about the powers in command. I thought that you could stop any plan to prosecute me in this matter, and give me time to get on my feet again. I am not any more criminally responsible for that sixty thousand dollars than I am for the five hundred thousand dollars that I had as loan before it  not as much so. I did not create this panic. I did not set Chicago on fire. Mr. Stener and his friends have been reaping some profit out of dealing with me. I certainly was entitled to make some effort to save myself after all these years of service, and I cant understand why I should not receive some courtesy at the hands of the present city administration, after I have been so useful to it. I certainly have kept city loan at par; and as for Mr. Steners money, he has never wanted for his interest on that, and more than his interest.

Quite so, replied Mollenhauer, looking Cowperwood in the eye steadily and estimating the force and accuracy of the man at their real value. I understand exactly how it has all come about, Mr. Cowperwood. No doubt Mr. Stener owes you a debt of gratitude, as does the remainder of the city administration. Im not saying what the city administration ought or ought not do. All I know is that you find yourself wittingly or unwittingly in a dangerous situation, and that public sentiment in some quarters is already very strong against you. I personally have no feeling one way or the other, and if it were not for the situation itself, which looks to be out of hand, would not be opposed to assisting you in any reasonable way. But how? The Republican party is in a very bad position, so far as this election is concerned. In a way, however innocently, you have helped to put it there, Mr. Cowperwood. Mr. Butler, for some reason to which I am not a party, seems deeply and personally incensed. And Mr. Butler is a great power here (Cowperwood began to wonder whether by any chance Butler had indicated the nature of his social offense against himself, but he could not bring himself to believe that. It was not probable.) I sympathize with you greatly, Mr. Cowperwood, but what I suggest is that you first See Mr. Butler and Mr. Simpson. If they agree to any program of aid, I will not be opposed to joining. But apart from that I do not know exactly what I can do. I am only one of those who have a slight say in the affairs of Philadelphia.

At this point, Mollenhauer rather expected Cowperwood to make an offer of his own holdings, but he did not. Instead he said, Im very much obliged to you, Mr. Mollenhauer, for the courtesy of this interview. I believe you would help me if you could. I shall just have to fight it out the best way I can. Good day.

And he bowed himself out. He saw clearly how hopeless was his quest.

In the meanwhile, finding that the rumors were growing in volume and that no one appeared to be willing to take steps to straighten the matter out, Mr. Skelton C. Wheat, President of the Citizens Municipal Reform Association, was, at last and that by no means against his will, compelled to call together the committee of ten estimable Philadelphians of which he was chairman, in a local committee-hall on Market Street, and lay the matter of the Cowperwood failure before it.

It strikes me, gentlemen, he announced, that this is an occasion when this organization can render a signal service to the city and the people of Philadelphia, and prove the significance and the merit of the title originally selected for it, by making such a thoroughgoing investigation as will bring to light all the facts in this case, and then by standing vigorously behind them insist that such nefarious practices as we are informed were indulged in in this case shall cease. I know it may prove to be a difficult task. The Republican party and its local and State interests are certain to be against us. Its leaders are unquestionably most anxious to avoid comment and to have their ticket go through undisturbed, and they will not contemplate with any equanimity our opening activity in this matter; but if we persevere, great good will surely come of it. There is too much dishonesty in public life as it is. There is a standard of right in these matters which cannot permanently be ignored, and which must eventually be fulfilled. I leave this matter to your courteous consideration.

Mr. Wheat sat down, and the body before him immediately took the matter which he proposed under advisement. It was decided to appoint a subcommittee to investigate (to quote the statement eventually given to the public) the peculiar rumors now affecting one of the most important and distinguished offices of our municipal government, and to report at the next meeting, which was set for the following evening at nine oclock. The meeting adjourned, and the following night at nine reassembled, four individuals of very shrewd financial judgment having meantime been about the task assigned them. They drew up a very elaborate statement, not wholly in accordance with the facts, but as nearly so as could be ascertained in so short a space of time.

It appears [read the report, after a preamble which explained why the committee had been appointed] that it has been the custom of city treasurers for years, when loans have been authorized by councils, to place them in the hands of some favorite broker for sale, the broker accounting to the treasurer for the moneys received by such sales at short periods, generally the first of each month. In the present case Frank A. Cowperwood has been acting as such broker for the city treasurer. But even this vicious and unbusiness-like system appears not to have been adhered to in the case of Mr. Cowperwood. The accident of the Chicago fire, the consequent depression of stock values, and the subsequent failure of Mr. Frank A. Cowperwood have so involved matters temporarily that the committee has not been able to ascertain with accuracy that regular accounts have been rendered; but from the manner in which Mr. Cowperwood has had possession of bonds (city loan) for hypothecation, etc., it would appear that he has been held to no responsibility in these matters, and that there have always been under his control several hundred thousand dollars of cash or securities belonging to the city, which he has manipulated for various purposes; but the details of the results of these transactions are not easily available.

Some of the operations consisted of hypothecation of large amounts of these loans before the certificates were issued, the lender seeing that the order for the hypothecated securities was duly made to him on the books of the treasurer. Such methods appear to have been occurring for a long time, and it being incredible that the city treasurer could be unaware of the nature of the business, there is indication of a complicity between him and Mr. Cowperwood to benefit by the use of the city credit, in violation of the law.

Furthermore, at the very time these hypothecations were being made, and the city paying interest upon such loans, the money representing them was in the hands of the treasurers broker and bearing no interest to the city. The payment of municipal warrants was postponed, and they were being purchased at a discount in large amounts by Mr. Cowperwood with the very money that should have been in the city treasury. The bona fide holders of the orders for certificates of loans are now unable to obtain them, and thus the citys credit is injured to a greater extent than the present defalcation, which amounts to over five hundred thousand dollars. An accountant is now at work on the treasurers books, and a few days should make clear the whole modus operandi. It is hoped that the publicity thus obtained will break up such vicious practices.

There was appended to this report a quotation from the law governing the abuse of a public trust; and the committee went on to say that, unless some taxpayer chose to initiate proceedings for the prosecution of those concerned, the committee itself would be called upon to do so, although such action hardly came within the object for which it was formed.

This report was immediately given to the papers. Though some sort of a public announcement had been anticipated by Cowperwood and the politicians, this was, nevertheless, a severe blow. Stener was beside himself with fear. He broke into a cold sweat when he saw the announcement which was conservatively headed, Meeting of the Municipal Reform Association. All of the papers were so closely identified with the political and financial powers of the city that they did not dare to come out openly and say what they thought. The chief facts had already been in the hands of the various editors and publishers for a week and more, but word had gone around from Mollenhauer, Simpson, and Butler to use the soft pedal for the present. It was not good for Philadelphia, for local commerce, etc., to make a row. The fair name of the city would be smirched. It was the old story.

At once the question was raised as to who was really guilty, the city treasurer or the broker, or both. How much money had actually been lost? Where had it gone? Who was Frank Algernon Cowperwood, anyway? Why was he not arrested? How did he come to be identified so closely with the financial administration of the city? And though the day of what later was termed yellow journalism had not arrived, and the local papers were not given to such vital personal comment as followed later, it was not possible, even bound as they were, hand and foot, by the local political and social magnates, to avoid comment of some sort. Editorials had to be written. Some solemn, conservative references to the shame and disgrace which one single individual could bring to a great city and a noble political party had to be ventured upon.

That desperate scheme to cast the blame on Cowperwood temporarily, which had been concocted by Mollenhauer, Butler, and Simpson, to get the odium of the crime outside the party lines for the time being, was now lugged forth and put in operation. It was interesting and strange to note how quickly the newspapers, and even the Citizens Municipal Reform Association, adopted the argument that Cowperwood was largely, if not solely, to blame. Stener had loaned him the money, it is true  had put bond issues in his hands for sale, it is true, but somehow every one seemed to gain the impression that Cowperwood had desperately misused the treasurer. The fact that he had taken a sixty-thousand-dollar check for certificates which were not in the sinking-fund was hinted at, though until they could actually confirm this for themselves both the newspapers and the committee were too fearful of the State libel laws to say so.

In due time there were brought forth several noble municipal letters, purporting to be a stern call on the part of the mayor, Mr. Jacob Borchardt, on Mr. George W. Stener for an immediate explanation of his conduct, and the latters reply, which were at once given to the newspapers and the Citizens Municipal Reform Association. These letters were enough to show, so the politicians figured, that the Republican party was anxious to purge itself of any miscreant within its ranks, and they also helped to pass the time until after election.

OFFICE OF THE MAYOR OF THE CITY OF PHILADELPHIA



GEORGE W. STENER, ESQ., October 18,

1871. City Treasurer.



DEAR SIR,  Information has been given

me that certificates of city loan to a large amount, issued

by you for sale on account of the city, and, I presume,

after the usual requisition from the mayor of the city, have

passed out of your custody, and that the proceeds of the

sale of said certificates have not been paid into the city

treasury.



I have also been informed that a large amount of the citys

money has been permitted to pass into the hands of some one

or more brokers or bankers doing business on Third Street,

and that said brokers or bankers have since met with

financial difficulties, whereby, and by reason of the above

generally, the interests of the city are likely to be very

seriously affected.



I have therefore to request that you will promptly advise me

of the truth or falsity of these statements, so that such

duties as devolve upon me as the chief magistrate of the

city, in view of such facts, if they exist, may be

intelligently discharged. Yours respectfully,



JACOB BORCHARDT, Mayor of Philadelphia.

OFFICE OF THE TREASURER OF THE CITY OF PHILADELPHIA



HON. JACOB BORCHARDT. October 19, 1871.



DEAR SIR,  I have to acknowledge the receipt of your

communication of the 21st instant, and to express my regret

that I cannot at this time give you the information you ask.

There is undoubtedly an embarrassment in the city treasury,

owing to the delinquency of the broker who for several years

past has negotiated the city loans, and I have been, since

the discovery of this fact, and still am occupied in

endeavoring to avert or lessen the loss with which the city

is threatened. I am, very respectfully, GEORGE W. STENER.

OFFICE OF THE MAYOR OF THE CITY OF PHILADELPHIA



GEORGE W. STENER, ESQ., October 21, 1871.

City Treasurer.



DEAR SIR  Under the existing

circumstances you will consider this as a notice of

withdrawal and revocation of any requisition or authority by

me for the sale of loan, so far as the same has not been

fulfilled. Applications for loans may for the present be

made at this office. Very respectfully,



JACOB BORCHARDT, Mayor of Philadelphia.

And did Mr. Jacob Borchardt write the letters to which his name was attached? He did not. Mr. Abner Sengstack wrote them in Mr. Mollenhauers office, and Mr. Mollenhauers comment when he saw them was that he thought they would do  that they were very good, in fact. And did Mr. George W. Stener, city treasurer of Philadelphia, write that very politic reply? He did not. Mr. Stener was in a state of complete collapse, even crying at one time at home in his bathtub. Mr. Abner Sengstack wrote that also, and had Mr. Stener sign it. And Mr. Mollenhauers comment on that, before it was sent, was that he thought it was all right. It was a time when all the little rats and mice were scurrying to cover because of the presence of a great, fiery-eyed public cat somewhere in the dark, and only the older and wiser rats were able to act.

Indeed, at this very time and for some days past now, Messrs. Mollenhauer, Butler, and Simpson were, and had been, considering with Mr. Pettie, the district attorney, just what could be done about Cowperwood, if anything, and in order to further emphasize the blame in that direction, and just what defense, if any, could be made for Stener. Butler, of course, was strong for Cowperwoods prosecution. Pettie did not see that any defense could be made for Stener, since various records of street-car stocks purchased for him were spread upon Cowperwoods books; but for Cowperwood Let me see, he said. They were speculating, first of all, as to whether it might not be good policy to arrest Cowperwood, and if necessary try him, since his mere arrest would seem to the general public, at least, positive proof of his greater guilt, to say nothing of the virtuous indignation of the administration, and in consequence might tend to divert attention from the evil nature of the party until after election.

So finally, on the afternoon of October 26, 1871, Edward Strobik, president of the common council of Philadelphia, appeared before the mayor, as finally ordered by Mollenhauer, and charged by affidavit that Frank A. Cowperwood, as broker, employed by the treasurer to sell the bonds of the city, had committed embezzlement and larceny as bailee. It did not matter that he charged George W. Stener with embezzlement at the same time. Cowperwood was the scapegoat they were after.


Chapter XXXIV

The contrasting pictures presented by Cowperwood and Stener at this time are well worth a moments consideration. Steners face was grayish-white, his lips blue. Cowperwood, despite various solemn thoughts concerning a possible period of incarceration which this hue and cry now suggested, and what that meant to his parents, his wife and children, his business associates, and his friends, was as calm and collected as one might assume his great mental resources would permit him to be. During all this whirl of disaster he had never once lost his head or his courage. That thing conscience, which obsesses and rides some people to destruction, did not trouble him at all. He had no consciousness of what is currently known as sin. There were just two faces to the shield of life from the point of view of his peculiar mind-strength and weakness. Right and wrong? He did not know about those. They were bound up in metaphysical abstrusities about which he did not care to bother. Good and evil? Those were toys of clerics, by which they made money. And as for social favor or social ostracism which, on occasion, so quickly followed upon the heels of disaster of any kind, well, what was social ostracism? Had either he or his parents been of the best society as yet? And since not, and despite this present mix-up, might not the future hold social restoration and position for him? It might. Morality and immorality? He never considered them. But strength and weakness  oh, yes! If you had strength you could protect yourself always and be something. If you were weak  pass quickly to the rear and get out of the range of the guns. He was strong, and he knew it, and somehow he always believed in his star. Something  he could not say what  it was the only metaphysics he bothered about  was doing something for him. It had always helped him. It made things come out right at times. It put excellent opportunities in his way. Why had he been given so fine a mind? Why always favored financially, personally? He had not deserved it  earned it. Accident, perhaps, but somehow the thought that he would always be protected  these intuitions, the hunches to act which he frequently had  could not be so easily explained. Life was a dark, insoluble mystery, but whatever it was, strength and weakness were its two constituents. Strength would win  weakness lose. He must rely on swiftness of thought, accuracy, his judgment, and on nothing else. He was really a brilliant picture of courage and energy  moving about briskly in a jaunty, dapper way, his mustaches curled, his clothes pressed, his nails manicured, his face clean-shaven and tinted with health.

In the meantime, Cowperwood had gone personally to Skelton C. Wheat and tried to explain his side of the situation, alleging that he had done no differently from many others before him, but Wheat was dubious. He did not see how it was that the sixty thousand dollars worth of certificates were not in the sinking-fund. Cowperwoods explanation of custom did not avail. Nevertheless, Mr. Wheat saw that others in politics had been profiting quite as much as Cowperwood in other ways and he advised Cowperwood to turn states evidence. This, however, he promptly refused to do  he was no squealer, and indicated as much to Mr. Wheat, who only smiled wryly.

Butler, Sr., was delighted (concerned though he was about party success at the polls), for now he had this villain in the toils and he would have a fine time getting out of this. The incoming district attorney to succeed David Pettie if the Republican party won would be, as was now planned, an appointee of Butlers  a young Irishman who had done considerable legal work for him  one Dennis Shannon. The other two party leaders had already promised Butler that. Shannon was a smart, athletic, good-looking fellow, all of five feet ten inches in height, sandy-haired, pink-cheeked, blue-eyed, considerable of an orator and a fine legal fighter. He was very proud to be in the old mans favor  to be promised a place on the ticket by him  and would, he said, if elected, do his bidding to the best of his knowledge and ability.

There was only one fly in the ointment, so far as some of the politicians were concerned, and that was that if Cowperwood were convicted, Stener must needs be also. There was no escape in so far as any one could see for the city treasurer. If Cowperwood was guilty of securing by trickery sixty thousand dollars worth of the city money, Stener was guilty of securing five hundred thousand dollars. The prison term for this was five years. He might plead not guilty, and by submitting as evidence that what he did was due to custom save himself from the odious necessity of pleading guilty; but he would be convicted nevertheless. No jury could get by the fact in regard to him. In spite of public opinion, when it came to a trial there might be considerable doubt in Cowperwoods case. There was none in Steners.

The practical manner in which the situation was furthered, after Cowperwood and Stener were formally charged may be quickly noted. Steger, Cowperwoods lawyer, learned privately beforehand that Cowperwood was to be prosecuted. He arranged at once to have his client appear before any warrant could be served, and to forestall the newspaper palaver which would follow it if he had to be searched for.

The mayor issued a warrant for Cowperwoods arrest, and, in accordance with Stegers plan, Cowperwood immediately appeared before Borchardt in company with his lawyer and gave bail in twenty thousand dollars (W. C. Davison, president of the Girard National Bank, being his surety), for his appearance at the central police station on the following Saturday for a hearing. Marcus Oldslaw, a lawyer, had been employed by Strobik as president of the common council, to represent him in prosecuting the case for the city. The mayor looked at Cowperwood curiously, for he, being comparatively new to the political world of Philadelphia, was not so familiar with him as others were; and Cowperwood returned the look pleasantly enough.

This is a great dumb show, Mr. Mayor, he observed once to Borchardt, quietly, and the latter replied, with a smile and a kindly eye, that as far as he was concerned, it was a form of procedure which was absolutely unavoidable at this time.

You know how it is, Mr. Cowperwood, he observed. The latter smiled. I do, indeed, he said.

Later there followed several more or less perfunctory appearances in a local police court, known as the Central Court, where when arraigned he pleaded not guilty, and finally his appearance before the November grand jury, where, owing to the complicated nature of the charge drawn up against him by Pettie, he thought it wise to appear. He was properly indicted by the latter body (Shannon, the newly elected district attorney, making a demonstration in force), and his trial ordered for December 5th before a certain Judge Payderson in Part I of Quarter Sessions, which was the local branch of the State courts dealing with crimes of this character. His indictment did not occur, however, before the coming and going of the much-mooted fall election, which resulted, thanks to the clever political manipulations of Mollenhauer and Simpson (ballot-box stuffing and personal violence at the polls not barred), in another victory, by, however, a greatly reduced majority. The Citizens Municipal Reform Association, in spite of a resounding defeat at the polls, which could not have happened except by fraud, continued to fire courageously away at those whom it considered to be the chief malefactors.

Aileen Butler, during all this time, was following the trend of Cowperwoods outward vicissitudes as heralded by the newspapers and the local gossip with as much interest and bias and enthusiasm for him as her powerful physical and affectional nature would permit. She was no great reasoner where affection entered in, but shrewd enough without it; and, although she saw him often and he told her much  as much as his natural caution would permit  she yet gathered from the newspapers and private conversation, at her own familys table and elsewhere, that, as bad as they said he was, he was not as bad as he might be. One item only, clipped from the Philadelphia Public Ledger soon after Cowperwood had been publicly accused of embezzlement, comforted and consoled her. She cut it out and carried it in her bosom; for, somehow, it seemed to show that her adored Frank was far more sinned against than sinning. It was a part of one of those very numerous pronunciamientos or reports issued by the Citizens Municipal Reform Association, and it ran:

The aspects of the case are graver than have yet been allowed to reach the public. Five hundred thousand dollars of the deficiency arises not from city bonds sold and not accounted for, but from loans made by the treasurer to his broker. The committee is also informed, on what it believes to be good authority, that the loans sold by the broker were accounted for in the monthly settlements at the lowest prices current during the month, and that the difference between this rate and that actually realized was divided between the treasurer and the broker, thus making it to the interest of both parties to bear the market at some time during the month, so as to obtain a low quotation for settlement. Nevertheless, the committee can only regard the prosecution instituted against the broker, Mr. Cowperwood, as an effort to divert public attention from more guilty parties while those concerned may be able to fix matters to suit themselves.

There, thought Aileen, when she read it, there you have it. These politicians  her father among them as she gathered after his conversation with her  were trying to put the blame of their own evil deeds on her Frank. He was not nearly as bad as he was painted. The report said so. She gloated over the words an effort to divert public attention from more guilty parties. That was just what her Frank had been telling her in those happy, private hours when they had been together recently in one place and another, particularly the new rendezvous in South Sixth Street which he had established, since the old one had to be abandoned. He had stroked her rich hair, caressed her body, and told her it was all a prearranged political scheme to cast the blame as much as possible on him and make it as light as possible for Stener and the party generally. He would come out of it all right, he said, but he cautioned her not to talk. He did not deny his long and profitable relations with Stener. He told her exactly how it was. She understood, or thought she did. Anyhow, her Frank was telling her, and that was enough.

As for the two Cowperwood households, so recently and pretentiously joined in success, now so gloomily tied in failure, the life was going out of them. Frank Algernon was that life. He was the courage and force of his father: the spirit and opportunity of his brothers, the hope of his children, the estate of his wife, the dignity and significance of the Cowperwood name. All that meant opportunity, force, emolument, dignity, and happiness to those connected with him, he was. And his marvelous sun was waning apparently to a black eclipse.

Since the fatal morning, for instance, when Lillian Cowperwood had received that utterly destructive note, like a cannonball ripping through her domestic affairs, she had been walking like one in a trance. Each day now for weeks she had been going about her duties placidly enough to all outward seeming, but inwardly she was running with a troubled tide of thought. She was so utterly unhappy. Her fortieth year had come for her at a time when life ought naturally to stand fixed and firm on a solid base, and here she was about to be torn bodily from the domestic soil in which she was growing and blooming, and thrown out indifferently to wither in the blistering noonday sun of circumstance.

As for Cowperwood, Senior, his situation at his bank and elsewhere was rapidly nearing a climax. As has been said, he had had tremendous faith in his son; but he could not help seeing that an error had been committed, as he thought, and that Frank was suffering greatly for it now. He considered, of course, that Frank had been entitled to try to save himself as he had; but he so regretted that his son should have put his foot into the trap of any situation which could stir up discussion of the sort that was now being aroused. Frank was wonderfully brilliant. He need never have taken up with the city treasurer or the politicians to have succeeded marvelously. Local street-railways and speculative politicians were his undoing. The old man walked the floor all of the days, realizing that his sun was setting, that with Franks failure he failed, and that this disgrace  these public charges  meant his own undoing. His hair had grown very gray in but a few weeks, his step slow, his face pallid, his eyes sunken. His rather showy side-whiskers seemed now like flags or ornaments of a better day that was gone. His only consolation through it all was that Frank had actually got out of his relationship with the Third National Bank without owing it a single dollar. Still as he knew the directors of that institution could not possibly tolerate the presence of a man whose son had helped loot the city treasury, and whose name was now in the public prints in this connection. Besides, Cowperwood, Sr., was too old. He ought to retire.

The crisis for him therefore came on the day when Frank was arrested on the embezzlement charge. The old man, through Frank, who had it from Steger, knew it was coming, still had the courage to go to the bank but it was like struggling under the weight of a heavy stone to do it. But before going, and after a sleepless night, he wrote his resignation to Frewen Kasson, the chairman of the board of directors, in order that he should be prepared to hand it to him, at once. Kasson, a stocky, well-built, magnetic man of fifty, breathed an inward sigh of relief at the sight of it.

I know its hard, Mr. Cowperwood, he said, sympathetically. We  and I can speak for the other members of the board  we feel keenly the unfortunate nature of your position. We know exactly how it is that your son has become involved in this matter. He is not the only banker who has been involved in the citys affairs. By no means. It is an old system. We appreciate, all of us, keenly, the services you have rendered this institution during the past thirty-five years. If there were any possible way in which we could help to tide you over the difficulties at this time, we would be glad to do so, but as a banker yourself you must realize just how impossible that would be. Everything is in a turmoil. If things were settled  if we knew how soon this would blow over He paused, for he felt that he could not go on and say that he or the bank was sorry to be forced to lose Mr. Cowperwood in this way at present. Mr. Cowperwood himself would have to speak.

During all this Cowperwood, Sr., had been doing his best to pull himself together in order to be able to speak at all. He had gotten out a large white linen handkerchief and blown his nose, and had straightened himself in his chair, and laid his hands rather peacefully on his desk. Still he was intensely wrought up.

I cant stand this! he suddenly exclaimed. I wish you would leave me alone now.

Kasson, very carefully dressed and manicured, arose and walked out of the room for a few moments. He appreciated keenly the intensity of the strain he had just witnessed. The moment the door was closed Cowperwood put his head in his hands and shook convulsively. I never thought Id come to this, he muttered. I never thought it. Then he wiped away his salty hot tears, and went to the window to look out and to think of what else to do from now on.


Chapter XXXV

As time went on Butler grew more and more puzzled and restive as to his duty in regard to his daughter. He was sure by her furtive manner and her apparent desire to avoid him, that she was still in touch with Cowperwood in some way, and that this would bring about a social disaster of some kind. He thought once of going to Mrs. Cowperwood and having her bring pressure to bear on her husband, but afterwards he decided that that would not do. He was not really positive as yet that Aileen was secretly meeting Cowperwood, and, besides, Mrs. Cowperwood might not know of her husbands duplicity. He thought also of going to Cowperwood personally and threatening him, but that would be a severe measure, and again, as in the other case, he lacked proof. He hesitated to appeal to a detective agency, and he did not care to take the other members of the family into his confidence. He did go out and scan the neighborhood of 931 North Tenth Street once, looking at the house; but that helped him little. The place was for rent, Cowperwood having already abandoned his connection with it.

Finally he hit upon the plan of having Aileen invited to go somewhere some distance off  Boston or New Orleans, where a sister of his wife lived. It was a delicate matter to engineer, and in such matters he was not exactly the soul of tact; but he undertook it. He wrote personally to his wifes sister at New Orleans, and asked her if she would, without indicating in any way that she had heard from him, write his wife and ask if she would not permit Aileen to come and visit her, writing Aileen an invitation at the same time; but he tore the letter up. A little later he learned accidentally that Mrs. Mollenhauer and her three daughters, Caroline, Felicia, and Alta, were going to Europe early in December to visit Paris, the Riviera, and Rome; and he decided to ask Mollenhauer to persuade his wife to invite Norah and Aileen, or Aileen only, to go along, giving as an excuse that his own wife would not leave him, and that the girls ought to go. It would be a fine way of disposing of Aileen for the present. The party was to be gone six months. Mollenhauer was glad to do so, of course. The two families were fairly intimate. Mrs. Mollenhauer was willing  delighted from a politic point of view  and the invitation was extended. Norah was overjoyed. She wanted to see something of Europe, and had always been hoping for some such opportunity. Aileen was pleased from the point of view that Mrs. Mollenhauer should invite her. Years before she would have accepted in a flash. But now she felt that it only came as a puzzling interruption, one more of the minor difficulties that were tending to interrupt her relations with Cowperwood. She immediately threw cold water on the proposition, which was made one evening at dinner by Mrs. Butler, who did not know of her husbands share in the matter, but had received a call that afternoon from Mrs. Mollenhauer, when the invitation had been extended.

Shes very anxious to have you two come along, if your father dont mind, volunteered the mother, and I should think yed have a fine time. Theyre going to Paris and the Riveera.

Oh, fine! exclaimed Norah. Ive always wanted to go to Paris. Havent you, Ai? Oh, wouldnt that be fine?

I dont know that I want to go, replied Aileen. She did not care to compromise herself by showing any interest at the start. Its coming on winter, and I havent any clothes. Id rather wait and go some other time.

Oh, Aileen Butler! exclaimed Norah. How you talk! Ive heard you say a dozen times youd like to go abroad some winter. Now when the chance comes  besides you can get your clothes made over there.

Couldnt you get somethin over there? inquired Mrs. Butler. Besides, youve got two or three weeks here yet.

They wouldnt want a man around as a sort of guide and adviser, would they, mother? put in Callum.

I might offer my services in that capacity myself, observed Owen, reservedly.

Im sure I dont know, returned Mrs. Butler, smiling, and at the same time chewing a lusty mouthful. Youll have to ast em, my sons.

Aileen still persisted. She did not want to go. It was too sudden. It was this. It was that. Just then old Butler came in and took his seat at the head of the table. Knowing all about it, he was most anxious to appear not to.

You wouldnt object, Edward, would you? queried his wife, explaining the proposition in general.

Object! he echoed, with a well simulated but rough attempt at gayety. A fine thing Id be doing for meself  objectin. Id be glad if I could get shut of the whole pack of ye for a time.

What talk ye have! said his wife. A fine mess youd make of it livin alone.

Id not be alone, belave me, replied Butler. Theres many a place Id be welcome in this town  no thanks to ye.

And theres many a place ye wouldnt have been if it hadnt been for me. Im tellin ye that, retorted Mrs. Butler, genially.

And thats not stretchin the troot much, aither, he answered, fondly.

Aileen was adamant. No amount of argument both on the part of Norah and her mother had any effect whatever. Butler witnessed the failure of his plan with considerable dissatisfaction, but he was not through. When he was finally convinced that there was no hope of persuading her to accept the Mollenhauer proposition, he decided, after a while, to employ a detective.

At that time, the reputation of William A. Pinkerton, of detective fame, and of his agency was great. The man had come up from poverty through a series of vicissitudes to a high standing in his peculiar and, to many, distasteful profession; but to any one in need of such in themselves calamitous services, his very famous and decidedly patriotic connection with the Civil War and Abraham Lincoln was a recommendation. He, or rather his service, had guarded the latter all his stormy incumbency at the executive mansion. There were offices for the management of the companys business in Philadelphia, Washington, and New York, to say nothing of other places. Butler was familiar with the Philadelphia sign, but did not care to go to the office there. He decided, once his mind was made up on this score, that he would go over to New York, where he was told the principal offices were.

He made the simple excuse one day of business, which was common enough in his case, and journeyed to New York  nearly five hours away as the trains ran then  arriving at two oclock. At the offices on lower Broadway, he asked to see the manager, whom he found to be a large, gross-featured, heavy-bodied man of fifty, gray-eyed, gray-haired, puffily outlined as to countenance, but keen and shrewd, and with short, fat-fingered hands, which drummed idly on his desk as he talked. He was dressed in a suit of dark-brown wool cloth, which struck Butler as peculiarly showy, and wore a large horseshoe diamond pin. The old man himself invariably wore conservative gray.

How do you do? said Butler, when a boy ushered him into the presence of this worthy, whose name was Martinson  Gilbert Martinson, of American and Irish extraction. The latter nodded and looked at Butler shrewdly, recognizing him at once as a man of force and probably of position. He therefore rose and offered him a chair.

Sit down, he said, studying the old Irishman from under thick, bushy eyebrows. What can I do for you?

Youre the manager, are you? asked Butler, solemnly, eyeing the man with a shrewd, inquiring eye.

Yes, sir, replied Martinson, simply. Thats my position here.

This Mr. Pinkerton that runs this agency  he wouldnt be about this place, now, would he? asked Butler, carefully. Id like to talk to him personally, if I might, meaning no offense to you.

Mr. Pinkerton is in Chicago at present, replied Mr. Martinson. I dont expect him back for a week or ten days. You can talk to me, though, with the same confidence that you could to him. Im the responsible head here. However, youre the best judge of that.

Butler debated with himself in silence for a few moments, estimating the man before him. Are you a family man yourself? he asked, oddly.

Yes, sir, Im married, replied Martinson, solemnly. I have a wife and two children.

Martinson, from long experience conceived that this must be a matter of family misconduct  a son, daughter, wife. Such cases were not infrequent.

I thought I would like to talk to Mr. Pinkerton himself, but if youre the responsible head Butler paused.

I am, replied Martinson. You can talk to me with the same freedom that you could to Mr. Pinkerton. Wont you come into my private office? We can talk more at ease in there.

He led the way into an adjoining room which had two windows looking down into Broadway; an oblong table, heavy, brown, smoothly polished; four leather-backed chairs; and some pictures of the Civil War battles in which the North had been victorious. Butler followed doubtfully. He hated very much to take any one into his confidence in regard to Aileen. He was not sure that he would, even now. He wanted to look these fellys over, as he said in his mind. He would decide then what he wanted to do. He went to one of the windows and looked down into the street, where there was a perfect swirl of omnibuses and vehicles of all sorts. Mr. Martinson quietly closed the door.

Now then, if theres anything I can do for you, Mr. Martinson paused. He thought by this little trick to elicit Buders real name  it often worked  but in this instance the name was not forthcoming. Butler was too shrewd.

Im not so sure that I want to go into this, said the old man solemnly. Certainly not if theres any risk of the thing not being handled in the right way. Theres somethin I want to find out about  somethin that I ought to know; but its a very private matter with me, and He paused to think and conjecture, looking at Mr. Martinson the while. The latter understood his peculiar state of mind. He had seen many such cases.

Let me say right here, to begin with, Mr.

Scanlon, interpolated Butler, easily; thats as good a name as any if you want to use one. Im keepin me own to meself for the present.

Scanlon, continued Martinson, easily. I really dont care whether its your right name or not. I was just going to say that it might not be necessary to have your right name under any circumstances  it all depends upon what you want to know. But, so far as your private affairs are concerned, they are as safe with us, as if you had never told them to any one. Our business is built upon confidence, and we never betray it. We wouldnt dare. We have men and women who have been in our employ for over thirty years, and we never retire any one except for cause, and we dont pick people who are likely to need to be retired for cause. Mr. Pinkerton is a good judge of men. There are others here who consider that they are. We handle over ten thousand separate cases in all parts of the United States every year. We work on a case only so long as we are wanted. We try to find out only such things as our customers want. We do not pry unnecessarily into anybodys affairs. If we decide that we cannot find out what you want to know, we are the first to say so. Many cases are rejected right here in this office before we ever begin. Yours might be such a one. We dont want cases merely for the sake of having them, and we are frank to say so. Some matters that involve public policy, or some form of small persecution, we dont touch at all  we wont be a party to them. You can see how that is. You look to me to be a man of the world. I hope I am one. Does it strike you that an organization like ours would be likely to betray any ones confidence? He paused and looked at Butler for confirmation of what he had just said.

It wouldnt seem likely, said the latter; thats the truth. Its not aisy to bring your private affairs into the light of day, though, added the old man, sadly.

They both rested.

Well, said Butler, finally, you look to me to be all right, and Id like some advice. Mind ye, Im willing to pay for it well enough; and it isnt anything thatll be very hard to find out. I want to know whether a certain man where I live is goin with a certain woman, and where. You could find that out aisy enough, I belave  couldnt you?

Nothing easier, replied Martinson. We are doing it all the time. Let me see if I can help you just a moment, Mr. Scanlon, in order to make it easier for you. It is very plain to me that you dont care to tell any more than you can help, and we dont care to have you tell any more than we absolutely need. We will have to have the name of the city, of course, and the name of either the man or the woman; but not necessarily both of them, unless you want to help us in that way. Sometimes if you give us the name of one party  say the man, for illustration  and the description of the woman  an accurate one  or a photograph, we can tell you after a little while exactly what you want to know. Of course, its always better if we have full information. You suit yourself about that. Tell me as much or as little as you please, and Ill guarantee that we will do our best to serve you, and that you will be satisfied afterward.

He smiled genially.

Well, that bein the case, said Butler, finally taking the leap, with many mental reservations, however, Ill be plain with you. My names not Scanlon. Its Butler. I live in Philadelphy. Theres a man there, a banker by the name of Cowperwood  Frank A. Cowperwood

Wait a moment, said Martinson, drawing an ample pad out of his pocket and producing a lead-pencil; I want to get that. How do you spell it?

Butler told him.

Yes; now go on.

He has a place in Third Street  Frank A. Cowperwood  any one can show you where it is. Hes just failed there recently.

Oh, thats the man, interpolated Martinson. Ive heard of him. Hes mixed up in some city embezzlement case over there. I suppose the reason you didnt go to our Philadelphia office is because you didnt want our local men over there to know anything about it. Isnt that it?

Thats the man, and thats the reason, said Butler. I dont care to have anything of this known in Philadelphy. Thats why Im here. This man has a house on Girard Avenue  Nineteen-thirty-seven. You can find that out, too, when you get over there.

Yes, agreed Mr. Martinson.

Well, its him that I want to know about  him  and a certain woman, or girl, rather. The old man paused and winced at this necessity of introducing Aileen into the case. He could scarcely think of it  he was so fond of her. He had been so proud of Aileen. A dark, smoldering rage burned in his heart against Cowperwood.

A relative of yours  possibly, I suppose, remarked Martinson, tactfully. You neednt tell me any more  just give me a description if you wish. We may be able to work from that. He saw quite clearly what a fine old citizen in his way he was dealing with here, and also that the man was greatly troubled. Butlers heavy, meditative face showed it. You can be quite frank with me, Mr. Butler, he added; I think I understand. We only want such information as we must have to help you, nothing more.

Yes, said the old man, dourly. She is a relative. Shes me daughter, in fact. You look to me like a sensible, honest man. Im her father, and I wouldnt do anything for the world to harm her. Its tryin to save her I am. Its him I want. He suddenly closed one big fist forcefully.

Martinson, who had two daughters of his own, observed the suggestive movement.

I understand how you feel, Mr. Butler, he observed. I am a father myself. Well do all we can for you. If you can give me an accurate description of her, or let one of my men see her at your house or office, accidentally, of course, I think we can tell you in no time at all if they are meeting with any regularity. Thats all you want to know, is it  just that?

Thats all, said Butler, solemnly.

Well, that oughtnt to take any time at all, Mr. Butler  three or four days possibly, if we have any luck  a week, ten days, two weeks. It depends on how long you want us to shadow him in case there is no evidence the first few days.

I want to know, however long it takes, replied Butler, bitterly. I want to know, if it takes a month or two months or three to find out. I want to know. The old man got up as he said this, very positive, very rugged. And dont send me men that havent sinse  lots of it, plase. I want men that are fathers, if youve got em  and that have sinse enough to hold their tongues  not bys.

I understand, Mr. Butler, Martinson replied. Depend on it, youll have the best we have, and you can trust them. Theyll be discreet. You can depend on that. The way Ill do will be to assign just one man to the case at first, some one you can see for yourself whether you like or not. Ill not tell him anything. You can talk to him. If you like him, tell him, and hell do the rest. Then, if he needs any more help, he can get it. What is your address?

Butler gave it to him.

And therell be no talk about this?

None whatever  I assure you.

And whenll he be comin along?

To-morrow, if you wish. I have a man I could send to-night. He isnt here now or Id have him talk with you. Ill talk to him, though, and make everything clear. You neednt worry about anything. Your daughters reputation will be safe in his hands.

Thank you kindly, commented Butler, softening the least bit in a gingerly way. Im much obliged to you. Ill take it as a great favor, and pay you well.

Never mind about that, Mr. Butler, replied Martinson. Youre welcome to anything this concern can do for you at its ordinary rates.

He showed Butler to the door, and the old man went out. He was feeling very depressed over this  very shabby. To think he should have to put detectives on the track of his Aileen, his daughter!


Chapter XXXVI

The very next day there called at Butlers office a long, preternaturally solemn man of noticeable height and angularity, dark-haired, dark-eyed, sallow, with a face that was long and leathery, and particularly hawk-like, who talked with Butler for over an hour and then departed. That evening he came to the Butler house around dinner-time, and, being shown into Butlers room, was given a look at Aileen by a ruse. Butler sent for her, standing in the doorway just far enough to one side to yield a good view of her. The detective stood behind one of the heavy curtains which had already been put up for the winter, pretending to look out into the street.

Did any one drive Sissy this mornin? asked Butler of Aileen, inquiring after a favorite family horse. Butlers plan, in case the detective was seen, was to give the impression that he was a horseman who had come either to buy or to sell. His name was Jonas Alderson, and be looked sufficiently like a horsetrader to be one.

I dont think so, father, replied Aileen. I didnt. Ill find out.

Never mind. What I want to know is did you intend using her to-morrow?

No, not if you want her. Jerry suits me just as well.

Very well, then. Leave her in the stable. Butler quietly closed the door. Aileen concluded at once that it was a horse conference. She knew he would not dispose of any horse in which she was interested without first consulting her, and so she thought no more about it.

After she was gone Alderson stepped out and declared that he was satisfied. Thats all I need to know, he said. Ill let you know in a few days if I find out anything.

He departed, and within thirty-six hours the house and office of Cowperwood, the house of Butler, the office of Harper Steger, Cowperwoods lawyer, and Cowperwood and Aileen separately and personally were under complete surveillance. It took six men to do it at first, and eventually a seventh, when the second meeting-place, which was located in South Sixth Street, was discovered. All the detectives were from New York. In a week all was known to Alderson. It bad been agreed between him and Butler that if Aileen and Cowperwood were discovered to have any particular rendezvous Butler was to be notified some time when she was there, so that he might go immediately and confront her in person, if he wished. He did not intend to kill Cowperwood  and Alderson would have seen to it that he did not in his presence at least, but he would give him a good tongue-lashing, fell him to the floor, in all likelihood, and march Aileen away. There would be no more lying on her part as to whether she was or was not going with Cowperwood. She would not be able to say after that what she would or would not do. Butler would lay down the law to her. She would reform, or he would send her to a reformatory. Think of her influence on her sister, or on any good girl  knowing what she knew, or doing what she was doing! She would go to Europe after this, or any place he chose to send her.

In working out his plan of action it was necessary for Butler to take Alderson into his confidence and the detective made plain his determination to safeguard Cowperwoods person.

We couldnt allow you to strike any blows or do any violence, Alderson told Butler, when they first talked about it. Its against the rules. You can go in there on a search-warrant, if we have to have one. I can get that for you without anybodys knowing anything about your connection with the case. We can say its for a girl from New York. But youll have to go in in the presence of my men. They wont permit any trouble. You can get your daughter all right  well bring her away, and him, too, if you say so; but youll have to make some charge against him, if we do. Then theres the danger of the neighbors seeing. You cant always guarantee you wont collect a crowd that way. Butler had many misgivings about the matter. It was fraught with great danger of publicity. Still he wanted to know. He wanted to terrify Aileen if he could  to reform her drastically.

Within a week Alderson learned that Aileen and Cowperwood were visiting an apparently private residence, which was anything but that. The house on South Sixth Street was one of assignation purely; but in its way it was superior to the average establishment of its kind  of red brick, white-stone trimmings, four stories high, and all the rooms, some eighteen in number, furnished in a showy but cleanly way. Its patronage was highly exclusive, only those being admitted who were known to the mistress, having been introduced by others. This guaranteed that privacy which the illicit affairs of this world so greatly required. The mere phrase, I have an appointment, was sufficient, where either of the parties was known, to cause them to be shown to a private suite. Cowperwood had known of the place from previous experiences, and when it became necessary to abandon the North Tenth Street house, he had directed Aileen to meet him here.

The matter of entering a place of this kind and trying to find any one was, as Alderson informed Butler on hearing of its character, exceedingly difficult. It involved the right of search, which was difficult to get. To enter by sheer force was easy enough in most instances where the business conducted was in contradistinction to the moral sentiment of the community; but sometimes one encountered violent opposition from the tenants themselves. It might be so in this case. The only sure way of avoiding such opposition would be to take the woman who ran the place into ones confidence, and by paying her sufficiently insure silence. But I do not advise that in this instance, Alderson had told Butler, for I believe this woman is particularly friendly to your man. It might be better, in spite of the risk, to take it by surprise. To do that, he explained, it would be necessary to have at least three men in addition to the leader  perhaps four, who, once one man had been able to make his entrance into the hallway, on the door being opened in response to a ring, would appear quickly and enter with and sustain him. Quickness of search was the next thing  the prompt opening of all doors. The servants, if any, would have to be overpowered and silenced in some way. Money sometimes did this; force accomplished it at other times. Then one of the detectives simulating a servant could tap gently at the different doors  Butler and the others standing by  and in case a face appeared identify it or not, as the case might be. If the door was not opened and the room was not empty, it could eventually be forced. The house was one of a solid block, so that there was no chance of escape save by the front and rear doors, which were to be safe-guarded. It was a daringly conceived scheme. In spite of all this, secrecy in the matter of removing Aileen was to be preserved.

When Butler heard of this he was nervous about the whole terrible procedure. He thought once that without going to the house he would merely talk to his daughter declaring that he knew and that she could not possibly deny it. He would then give her her choice between going to Europe or going to a reformatory. But a sense of the raw brutality of Aileens disposition, and something essentially coarse in himself, made him eventually adopt the other method. He ordered Alderson to perfect his plan, and once he found Aileen or Cowperwood entering the house to inform him quickly. He would then drive there, and with the assistance of these men confront her.

It was a foolish scheme, a brutalizing thing to do, both from the point of view of affection and any corrective theory he might have had. No good ever springs from violence. But Butler did not see that. He wanted to frighten Aileen, to bring her by shock to a realization of the enormity of the offense she was committing. He waited fully a week after his word had been given; and then, one afternoon, when his nerves were worn almost thin from fretting, the climax came. Cowperwood had already been indicted, and was now awaiting trial. Aileen had been bringing him news, from time to time, of just how she thought her father was feeling toward him. She did not get this evidence direct from Butler, of course  he was too secretive, in so far as she was concerned, to let her know how relentlessly he was engineering Cowperwoods final downfall  but from odd bits confided to Owen, who confided them to Callum, who in turn, innocently enough, confided them to Aileen. For one thing, she had learned in this way of the new district attorney elect  his probable attitude  for he was a constant caller at the Butler house or office. Owen had told Callum that he thought Shannon was going to do his best to send Cowperwood up  that the old man thought he deserved it.

In the next place she had learned that her father did not want Cowperwood to resume business  did not feel he deserved to be allowed to. It would be a Gods blessing if the community were shut of him, he had said to Owen one morning, apropos of a notice in the papers of Cowperwoods legal struggles; and Owen had asked Callum why he thought the old man was so bitter. The two sons could not understand it. Cowperwood heard all this from her, and more  bits about Judge Payderson, the judge who was to try him, who was a friend of Butlers  also about the fact that Stener might be sent up for the full term of his crime, but that he would be pardoned soon afterward.

Apparently Cowperwood was not very much frightened. He told her that he had powerful financial friends who would appeal to the governor to pardon him in case he was convicted; and, anyhow, that he did not think that the evidence was strong enough to convict him. He was merely a political scapegoat through public clamor and her fathers influence; since the latters receipt of the letter about them he had been the victim of Butlers enmity, and nothing more. If it werent for your father, honey, he declared, I could have this indictment quashed in no time. Neither Mollenhauer nor Simpson has anything against me personally, I am sure. They want me to get out of the street-railway business here in Philadelphia, and, of course, they wanted to make things look better for Stener at first; but depend upon it, if your father hadnt been against me they wouldnt have gone to any such length in making me the victim. Your father has this fellow Shannon and these minor politicians just where he wants them, too. Thats where the trouble lies. They have to go on.

Oh, I know, replied Aileen. Its me, just me, thats all. If it werent for me and what he suspects hed help you in a minute. Sometimes, you know, I think Ive been very bad for you. I dont know what I ought to do. If I thought it would help you any Id not see you any more for a while, though I dont see what good that would do now. Oh, I love you, love you, Frank! I would do anything for you. I dont care what people think or say. I love you.

Oh, you just think you do, he replied, jestingly. Youll get over it. There are others.

Others! echoed Aileen, resentfully and contemptuously. After you there arent any others. I just want one man, my Frank. If you ever desert me, Ill go to hell. Youll see.

Dont talk like that, Aileen, he replied, almost irritated. I dont like to hear you. You wouldnt do anything of the sort. I love you. You know Im not going to desert you. It would pay you to desert me just now.

Oh, how you talk! she exclaimed. Desert you! Its likely, isnt it? But if ever you desert me, Ill do just what I say. I swear it.

Dont talk like that. Dont talk nonsense.

I swear it. I swear by my love. I swear by your success  my own happiness. Ill do just what I say. Ill go to hell.

Cowperwood got up. He was a little afraid now of this deep-seated passion he had aroused. It was dangerous. He could not tell where it would lead.

It was a cheerless afternoon in November, when Alderson, duly informed of the presence of Aileen and Cowperwood in the South Sixth Street house by the detective on guard drove rapidly up to Butlers office and invited him to come with him. Yet even now Butler could scarcely believe that he was to find his daughter there. The shame of it. The horror. What would he say to her? How reproach her? What would he do to Cowperwood? His large hands shook as he thought. They drove rapidly to within a few doors of the place, where a second detective on guard across the street approached. Butler and Alderson descended from the vehicle, and together they approached the door. It was now almost four-thirty in the afternoon. In a room within the house, Cowperwood, his coat and vest off, was listening to Aileens account of her troubles.

The room in which they were sitting at the time was typical of the rather commonplace idea of luxury which then prevailed. Most of the sets of furniture put on the market for general sale by the furniture companies were, when they approached in any way the correct idea of luxury, imitations of one of the Louis periods. The curtains were always heavy, frequently brocaded, and not infrequently red. The carpets were richly flowered in high colors with a thick, velvet nap. The furniture, of whatever wood it might be made, was almost invariably heavy, floriated, and cumbersome. This room contained a heavily constructed bed of walnut, with washstand, bureau, and wardrobe to match. A large, square mirror in a gold frame was hung over the washstand. Some poor engravings of landscapes and several nude figures were hung in gold frames on the wall. The gilt-framed chairs were upholstered in pink-and-white-flowered brocade, with polished brass tacks. The carpet was of thick Brussels, pale cream and pink in hue, with large blue jardinieres containing flowers woven in as ornaments. The general effect was light, rich, and a little stuffy.

You know I get desperately frightened, sometimes, said Aileen. Father might be watching us, you know. Ive often wondered what Id do if he caught us. I couldnt lie out of this, could I?

You certainly couldnt, said Cowperwood, who never failed to respond to the incitement of her charms. She had such lovely smooth arms, a full, luxuriously tapering throat and neck; her golden-red hair floated like an aureole about her head, and her large eyes sparkled. The wondrous vigor of a full womanhood was hers  errant, ill-balanced, romantic, but exquisite, but you might as well not cross that bridge until you come to it, he continued. I myself have been thinking that we had better not go on with this for the present. That letter ought to have been enough to stop us for the time.

He came over to where she stood by the dressing-table, adjusting her hair.

Youre such a pretty minx, he said. He slipped his arm about her and kissed her pretty mouth. Nothing sweeter than you this side of Paradise, he whispered in her ear.

While this was enacting, Butler and the extra detective had stepped out of sight, to one side of the front door of the house, while Alderson, taking the lead, rang the bell. A negro servant appeared.

Is Mrs. Davis in? he asked, genially, using the name of the woman in control. Id like to see her.

Just come in, said the maid, unsuspectingly, and indicated a reception-room on the right. Alderson took off his soft, wide-brimmed hat and entered. When the maid went up-stairs he immediately returned to the door and let in Butler and two detectives. The four stepped into the reception-room unseen. In a few moments the madam as the current word characterized this type of woman, appeared. She was tall, fair, rugged, and not at all unpleasant to look upon. She had light-blue eyes and a genial smile. Long contact with the police and the brutalities of sex in her early life had made her wary, a little afraid of how the world would use her. This particular method of making a living being illicit, and she having no other practical knowledge at her command, she was as anxious to get along peacefully with the police and the public generally as any struggling tradesman in any walk of life might have been. She had on a loose, blue-flowered peignoir, or dressing-gown, open at the front, tied with blue ribbons and showing a little of her expensive underwear beneath. A large opal ring graced her left middle finger, and turquoises of vivid blue were pendent from her ears. She wore yellow silk slippers with bronze buckles; and altogether her appearance was not out of keeping with the character of the reception-room itself, which was a composite of gold-flowered wall-paper, blue and cream-colored Brussels carpet, heavily gold-framed engravings of reclining nudes, and a gilt-framed pier-glass, which rose from the floor to the ceiling. Needless to say, Butler was shocked to the soul of him by this suggestive atmosphere which was supposed to include his daughter in its destructive reaches.

Alderson motioned one of his detectives to get behind the woman  between her and the door  which he did.

Sorry to trouble you, Mrs. Davis, he said, but we are looking for a couple who are in your house here. Were after a runaway girl. We dont want to make any disturbance  merely to get her and take her away. Mrs. Davis paled and opened her mouth. Now dont make any noise or try to scream, or well have to stop you. My men are all around the house. Nobody can get out. Do you know anybody by the name of Cowperwood?

Mrs. Davis, fortunately from one point of view, was not of a particularly nervous nor yet contentious type. She was more or less philosophic. She was not in touch with the police here in Philadelphia, hence subject to exposure. What good would it do to cry out? she thought. The place was surrounded. There was no one in the house at the time to save Cowperwood and Aileen. She did not know Cowperwood by his name, nor Aileen by hers. They were a Mr. and Mrs. Montague to her.

I dont know anybody by that name, she replied nervously.

Isnt there a girl here with red hair? asked one of Aldersons assistants. And a man with a gray suit and a light-brown mustache? They came in here half an hour ago. You remember them, dont you?

Theres just one couple in the house, but Im not sure whether theyre the ones you want. Ill ask them to come down if you wish. Oh, I wish you wouldnt make any disturbance. This is terrible.

Well not make any disturbance, replied Alderson, if you dont. Just you be quiet. We merely want to see the girl and take her away. Now, you stay where you are. What room are they in?

In the second one in the rear up-stairs. Wont you let me go, though? It will be so much better. Ill just tap and ask them to come out.

No. Well tend to that. You stay where you are. Youre not going to get into any trouble. You just stay where you are, insisted Alderson.

He motioned to Butler, who, however, now that he had embarked on his grim task, was thinking that he had made a mistake. What good would it do him to force his way in and make her come out, unless he intended to kill Cowperwood? If she were made to come down here, that would be enough. She would then know that he knew all. He did not care to quarrel with Cowperwood, in any public way, he now decided. He was afraid to. He was afraid of himself.

Let her go, he said grimly, doggedly referring to Mrs. Davis, But watch her. Tell the girl to come down-stairs to me.

Mrs. Davis, realizing on the moment that this was some family tragedy, and hoping in an agonized way that she could slip out of it peacefully, started upstairs at once with Alderson and his assistants who were close at his heels. Reaching the door of the room occupied by Cowperwood and Aileen, she tapped lightly. At the time Aileen and Cowperwood were sitting in a big arm-chair. At the first knock Aileen blanched and leaped to her feet. Usually not nervous, to-day, for some reason, she anticipated trouble. Cowperwoods eyes instantly hardened.

Dont be nervous, he said, no doubt its only the servant. Ill go.

He started, but Aileen interfered. Wait, she said. Somewhat reassured, she went to the closet, and taking down a dressing-gown, slipped it on. Meanwhile the tap came again. Then she went to the door and opened it the least bit.

Mrs. Montague, exclaimed Mrs. Davis, in an obviously nervous, forced voice, theres a gentleman downstairs who wishes to see you.

A gentleman to see me! exclaimed Aileen, astonished and paling. Are you sure?

Yes; he says he wants to see you. There are several other men with him. I think its some one who belongs to you, maybe.

Aileen realized on the instant, as did Cowperwood, what had in all likelihood happened. Butler or Mrs. Cowperwood had trailed them  in all probability her father. He wondered now what he should do to protect her, not himself. He was in no way deeply concerned for himself, even here. Where any woman was concerned he was too chivalrous to permit fear. It was not at all improbable that Butler might want to kill him; but that did not disturb him. He really did not pay any attention to that thought, and he was not armed.

Ill dress and go down, he said, when he saw Aileens pale face. You stay here. And dont you worry in any way for Ill get you out of this  now, dont worry. This is my affair. I got you in it and Ill get you out of it. He went for his hat and coat and added, as he did so, You go ahead and dress; but let me go first.

Aileen, the moment the door closed, had begun to put on her clothes swiftly and nervously. Her mind was working like a rapidly moving machine. She was wondering whether this really could be her father. Perhaps it was not. Might there be some other Mrs. Montague  a real one? Supposing it was her father  he had been so nice to her in not telling the family, in keeping her secret thus far. He loved her  she knew that. It makes all the difference in the world in a childs attitude on an occasion like this whether she has been loved and petted and spoiled, or the reverse. Aileen had been loved and petted and spoiled. She could not think of her father doing anything terrible physically to her or to any one else. But it was so hard to confront him  to look into his eyes. When she had attained a proper memory of him, her fluttering wits told her what to do.

No, Frank, she whispered, excitedly; if its father, youd better let me go. I know how to talk to him. He wont say anything to me. You stay here. Im not afraid  really, Im not. If I want you, Ill call you.

He had come over and taken her pretty chin in his hands, and was looking solemnly into her eyes.

You mustnt be afraid, he said. Ill go down. If its your father, you can go away with him. I dont think hell do anything either to you or to me. If it is he, write me something at the office. Ill be there. If I can help you in any way, I will. We can fix up something. Theres no use trying to explain this. Say nothing at all.

He had on his coat and overcoat, and was standing with his hat in his hand. Aileen was nearly dressed, struggling with the row of red current-colored buttons which fastened her dress in the back. Cowperwood helped her. When she was ready  hat, gloves, and all  he said:

Now let me go first. I want to see.

No; please, Frank, she begged, courageously. Let me, I know its father. Who else could it be? She wondered at the moment whether her father had brought her two brothers but would not now believe it. He would not do that, she knew. You can come if I call. She went on. Nothings going to happen, though. I understand him. He wont do anything to me. If you go it will only make him angry. Let me go. You stand in the door here. If I dont call, its all right. Will you?

She put her two pretty hands on his shoulders, and he weighed the matter very carefully. Very well, he said, only Ill go to the foot of the stairs with you.

They went to the door and he opened it. Outside were Alderson with two other detectives and Mrs. Davis, standing perhaps five feet away.

Well, said Cowperwood, commandingly, looking at Alderson.

Theres a gentleman down-stairs wishes to see the lady, said Alderson. Its her father, I think, he added quietly.

Cowperwood made way for Aileen, who swept by, furious at the presence of men and this exposure. Her courage had entirely returned. She was angry now to think her father would make a public spectacle of her. Cowperwood started to follow.

Id advise you not to go down there right away, cautioned Alderson, sagely. Thats her father. Butlers her name, isnt it? He dont want you so much as he wants her.

Cowperwood nevertheless walked slowly toward the head of the stairs, listening.

What made you come here, father? he heard Aileen ask.

Butlers reply he could not hear, but he was now at ease for he knew how much Butler loved his daughter.

Confronted by her father, Aileen was now attempting to stare defiantly, to look reproachful, but Butlers deep gray eyes beneath their shaggy brows revealed such a weight of weariness and despair as even she, in her anger and defiance, could not openly flaunt. It was all too sad.

I never expected to find you in a place like this, daughter, he said. I should have thought you would have thought better of yourself. His voice choked and he stopped.

I know who youre here with, he continued, shaking his head sadly. The dog! Ill get him yet. Ive had men watchin you all the time. Oh, the shame of this day! The shame of this day! Youll be comin home with me now.

Thats just it, father, began Aileen. Youve had men watching me. I should have thought She stopped, because he put up his hand in a strange, agonized, and yet dominating way.

None of that! none of that! he said, glowering under his strange, sad, gray brows. I cant stand it! Dont tempt me! Were not out of this place yet. Hes not! Youll come home with me now.

Aileen understood. It was Cowperwood he was referring to. That frightened her.

Im ready, she replied, nervously.

The old man led the way broken-heartedly. He felt he would never live to forget the agony of this hour.


Chapter XXXVII

In spite of Butlers rage and his determination to do many things to the financier, if he could, he was so wrought up and shocked by the attitude of Aileen that he could scarcely believe he was the same man he had been twenty-four hours before. She was so nonchalant, so defiant. He had expected to see her wilt completely when confronted with her guilt. Instead, he found, to his despair, after they were once safely out of the house, that he had aroused a fighting quality in the girl which was not incomparable to his own. She had some of his own and Owens grit. She sat beside him in the little runabout  not his own  in which he was driving her home, her face coloring and blanching by turns, as different waves of thought swept over her, determined to stand her ground now that her father had so plainly trapped her, to declare for Cowperwood and her love and her position in general. What did she care, she asked herself, what her father thought now? She was in this thing. She loved Cowperwood; she was permanently disgraced in her fathers eyes. What difference could it all make now? He had fallen so low in his parental feeling as to spy on her and expose her before other men  strangers, detectives, Cowperwood. What real affection could she have for him after this? He had made a mistake, according to her. He had done a foolish and a contemptible thing, which was not warranted however bad her actions might have been. What could he hope to accomplish by rushing in on her in this way and ripping the veil from her very soul before these other men  these crude detectives? Oh, the agony of that walk from the bedroom to the reception-room! She would never forgive her father for this  never, never, never! He had now killed her love for him  that was what she felt. It was to be a battle royal between them from now on. As they rode  in complete silence for a while  her hands clasped and unclasped defiantly, her nails cutting her palms, and her mouth hardened.

It is an open question whether raw opposition ever accomplishes anything of value in this world. It seems so inherent in this mortal scheme of things that it appears to have a vast validity. It is more than likely that we owe this spectacle called life to it, and that this can be demonstrated scientifically; but when that is said and done, what is the value? What is the value of the spectacle? And what the value of a scene such as this enacted between Aileen and her father?

The old man saw nothing for it, as they rode on, save a grim contest between them which could end in what? What could he do with her? They were riding away fresh from this awful catastrophe, and she was not saying a word! She had even asked him why he had come there! How was he to subdue her, when the very act of trapping her had failed to do so? His ruse, while so successful materially, had failed so utterly spiritually. They reached the house, and Aileen got out. The old man, too nonplussed to wish to go further at this time, drove back to his office. He then went out and walked  a peculiar thing for him to do; he had done nothing like that in years and years  walking to think. Coming to an open Catholic church, he went in and prayed for enlightenment, the growing dusk of the interior, the single everlasting lamp before the repository of the chalice, and the high, white altar set with candles soothing his troubled feelings.

He came out of the church after a time and returned home. Aileen did not appear at dinner, and he could not eat. He went into his private room and shut the door  thinking, thinking, thinking. The dreadful spectacle of Aileen in a house of ill repute burned in his brain. To think that Cowperwood should have taken her to such a place  his Aileen, his and his wifes pet. In spite of his prayers, his uncertainty, her opposition, the puzzling nature of the situation, she must be got out of this. She must go away for a while, give the man up, and then the law should run its course with him. In all likelihood Cowperwood would go to the penitentiary  if ever a man richly deserved to go, it was he. Butler would see that no stone was left unturned. He would make it a personal issue, if necessary. All he had to do was to let it be known in judicial circles that he wanted it so. He could not suborn a jury, that would be criminal; but he could see that the case was properly and forcefully presented; and if Cowperwood were convicted, Heaven help him. The appeal of his financial friends would not save him. The judges of the lower and superior courts knew on which side their bread was buttered. They would strain a point in favor of the highest political opinion of the day, and he certainly could influence that. Aileen meanwhile was contemplating the peculiar nature of her situation. In spite of their silence on the way home, she knew that a conversation was coming with her father. It had to be. He would want her to go somewhere. Most likely he would revive the European trip in some form  she now suspected the invitation of Mrs. Mollenhauer as a trick; and she had to decide whether she would go. Would she leave Cowperwood just when he was about to be tried? She was determined she would not. She wanted to see what was going to happen to him. She would leave home first  run to some relative, some friend, some stranger, if necessary, and ask to be taken in. She had some money  a little. Her father had always been very liberal with her. She could take a few clothes and disappear. They would be glad enough to send for her after she had been gone awhile. Her mother would be frantic; Norah and Callum and Owen would be beside themselves with wonder and worry; her father  she could see him. Maybe that would bring him to his senses. In spite of all her emotional vagaries, she was the pride and interest of this home, and she knew it.

It was in this direction that her mind was running when her father, a few days after the dreadful exposure in the Sixth Street house, sent for her to come to him in his room. He had come home from his office very early in the afternoon, hoping to find Aileen there, in order that he might have a private interview with her, and by good luck found her in. She had had no desire to go out into the world these last few days  she was too expectant of trouble to come. She had just written Cowperwood asking for a rendezvous out on the Wissahickon the following afternoon, in spite of the detectives. She must see him. Her father, she said, had done nothing; but she was sure he would attempt to do something. She wanted to talk to Cowperwood about that.

Ive been thinkin about ye, Aileen, and what ought to be done in this case, began her father without preliminaries of any kind once they were in his office room in the house together. Youre on the road to ruin if any one ever was. I tremble when I think of your immortal soul. I want to do somethin for ye, my child, before its too late. Ive been reproachin myself for the last month and more, thinkin, perhaps, it was somethin I had done, or maybe had failed to do, aither me or your mother, that has brought ye to the place where ye are to-day. Needless to say, its on me conscience, me child. Its a heartbroken man youre lookin at this day. Ill never be able to hold me head up again. Oh, the shame  the shame! That I should have lived to see it!

But father, protested Aileen, who was a little distraught at the thought of having to listen to a long preachment which would relate to her duty to God and the Church and her family and her mother and him. She realized that all these were important in their way; but Cowperwood and his point of view had given her another outlook on life. They had discussed this matter of families  parents, children, husbands, wives, brothers, sisters  from almost every point of view. Cowperwoods laissez-faire attitude had permeated and colored her mind completely. She saw things through his cold, direct I satisfy myself attitude. He was sorry for all the little differences of personality that sprang up between people, causing quarrels, bickerings, oppositions, and separation; but they could not be helped. People outgrew each other. Their points of view altered at varying ratios  hence changes. Morals  those who had them had them; those who hadnt, hadnt. There was no explaining. As for him, he saw nothing wrong in the sex relationship. Between those who were mutually compatible it was innocent and delicious. Aileen in his arms, unmarried, but loved by him, and he by her, was as good and pure as any living woman  a great deal purer than most. One found oneself in a given social order, theory, or scheme of things. For purposes of social success, in order not to offend, to smooth ones path, make things easy, avoid useless criticism, and the like, it was necessary to create an outward seeming  ostensibly conform. Beyond that it was not necessary to do anything. Never fail, never get caught. If you did, fight your way out silently and say nothing. That was what he was doing in connection with his present financial troubles; that was what he had been ready to do the other day when they were caught. It was something of all this that was coloring Aileens mood as she listened at present.

But father, she protested, I love Mr. Cowperwood. Its almost the same as if I were married to him. He will marry me some day when he gets a divorce from Mrs. Cowperwood. You dont understand how it is. Hes very fond of me, and I love him. He needs me.

Butler looked at her with strange, non-understanding eyes. Divorce, did you say, he began, thinking of the Catholic Church and its dogma in regard to that. Hell divorce his own wife and children  and for you, will he? He needs you, does he? he added, sarcastically. What about his wife and children? I dont suppose they need him, do they? What talk have ye?

Aileen flung her head back defiantly. Its true, nevertheless, she reiterated. You just dont understand.

Butler could scarcely believe his ears. He had never heard such talk before in his life from any one. It amazed and shocked him. He was quite aware of all the subtleties of politics and business, but these of romance were too much for him. He knew nothing about them. To think a daughter of his should be talking like this, and she a Catholic! He could not understand where she got such notions unless it was from the Machiavellian, corrupting brain of Cowperwood himself.

How long have ye had these notions, my child? he suddenly asked, calmly and soberly. Where did ye get them? Ye certainly never heard anything like that in this house, I warrant. Ye talk as though ye had gone out of yer mind.

Oh, dont talk nonsense, father, flared Aileen, angrily, thinking how hopeless it was to talk to her father about such things anyhow. Im not a child any more. Im twenty-four years of age. You just dont understand. Mr. Cowperwood doesnt like his wife. Hes going to get a divorce when he can, and will marry me. I love him, and he loves me, and thats all there is to it.

Is it, though? asked Butler, grimly determined by hook or by crook, to bring this girl to her senses. Yell be takin no thought of his wife and children then? The fact that hes goin to jail, besides, is nawthin to ye, I suppose. Yed love him just as much in convict stripes, I suppose  more, maybe. (The old man was at his best, humanly speaking, when he was a little sarcastic.) Yell have him that way, likely, if at all.

Aileen blazed at once to a furious heat. Yes, I know, she sneered. Thats what you would like. I know what youve been doing. Frank does, too. Youre trying to railroad him to prison for something he didnt do  and all on account of me. Oh, I know. But you wont hurt him. You cant! Hes bigger and finer than you think he is and you wont hurt him in the long run. Hell get out again. You want to punish him on my account; but he doesnt care. Ill marry him anyhow. I love him, and Ill wait for him and marry him, and you can do what you please. So there!

Yell marry him, will you? asked Butler, nonplussed and further astounded. So yell wait for him and marry him? Yell take him away from his wife and children, where, if he were half a man, hed be stayin this minute instead of gallivantin around with you. And marry him? Yed disgrace your father and yer mother and yer family? Yell stand here and say this to me, I that have raised ye, cared for ye, and made somethin of ye? Where would you be if it werent for me and your poor, hard-workin mother, schemin and plannin for you year in and year out? Yere smarter than I am, I suppose. Ye know more about the world than I do, or any one else that might want to say anythin to ye. Ive raised ye to be a fine lady, and this is what I get. Talk about me not bein able to understand, and ye lovin a convict-to-be, a robber, an embezzler, a bankrupt, a lyin, thavin

Father! exclaimed Aileen, determinedly. Ill not listen to you talking that way. Hes not any of the things that you say. Ill not stay here. She moved toward the door; but Butler jumped up now and stopped her. His face for the moment was flushed and swollen with anger.

But Im not through with him yet, he went on, ignoring her desire to leave, and addressing her direct  confident now that she was as capable as another of understanding him. Ill get him as sure as I have a name. Theres law in this land, and Ill have it on him. Ill show him whether hell come sneakin into dacent homes and robbin parents of their children.

He paused after a time for want of breath and Aileen stared, her face tense and white. Her father could be so ridiculous. He was, contrasted with Cowperwood and his views, so old-fashioned. To think he could be talking of some one coming into their home and stealing her away from him, when she had been so willing to go. What silliness! And yet, why argue? What good could be accomplished, arguing with him here in this way? And so for the moment, she said nothing more  merely looked. But Butler was by no means done. His mood was too stormy even though he was doing his best now to subdue himself.

Its too bad, daughter, he resumed quietly, once he was satisfied that she was going to have little, if anything, to say. Im lettin my anger get the best of me. It wasnt that I intended talkin to ye about when I ast ye to come in. Its somethin else I have on me mind. I was thinkin, perhaps, yed like to go to Europe for the time bein to study music. Yere not quite yourself just at present. Yere needin a rest. It would be good for ye to go away for a while. Ye could have a nice time over there. Norah could go along with ye, if you would, and Sister Constantia that taught you. Ye wouldnt object to havin her, I suppose?

At the mention of this idea of a trip of Europe again, with Sister Constantia and music thrown in to give it a slightly new form, Aileen bridled, and yet half-smiled to herself now. It was so ridiculous  so tactless, really, for her father to bring up this now, and especially after denouncing Cowperwood and her, and threatening all the things he had. Had he no diplomacy at all where she was concerned? It was really too funny! But she restrained herself here again, because she felt as well as saw, that argument of this kind was all futile now.

I wish you wouldnt talk about that, father, she began, having softened under his explanation. I dont want to go to Europe now. I dont want to leave Philadelphia. I know you want me to go; but I dont want to think of going now. I cant.

Butlers brow darkened again. What was the use of all this opposition on her part? Did she really imagine that she was going to master him  her father, and in connection with such an issue as this? How impossible! But tempering his voice as much as possible, he went on, quite softly, in fact. But it would be so fine for ye, Aileen. Ye surely cant expect to stay here after He paused, for he was going to say what has happened. He knew she was very sensitive on that point. His own conduct in hunting her down had been such a breach of fatherly courtesy that he knew she felt resentful, and in a way properly so. Still, what could be greater than her own crime? After, he concluded, ye have made such a mistake ye surely wouldnt want to stay here. Ye wont be wantin to keep up that  committin a mortal sin. Its against the laws of God and man.

He did so hope the thought of sin would come to Aileen  the enormity of her crime from a spiritual point of view  but Aileen did not see it at all.

You dont understand me, father, she exclaimed, hopelessly toward the end. You cant. I have one idea, and you have another. But I dont seem to be able to make you understand now. The fact is, if you want to know it, I dont believe in the Catholic Church any more, so there.

The moment Aileen had said this she wished she had not. It was a slip of the tongue. Butlers face took on an inexpressibly sad, despairing look.

Ye dont believe in the Church? he asked.

No, not exactly  not like you do.

He shook his head.

The harm that has come to yer soul! he replied. Its plain to me, daughter, that somethin terrible has happened to ye. This man has ruined ye, body and soul. Somethin must be done. I dont want to be hard on ye, but ye must leave Philadelphy. Ye cant stay here. I cant permit ye. Ye can go to Europe, or ye can go to yer aunts in New Orleans; but ye must go somewhere. I cant have ye stayin here  its too dangerous. Its sure to be comin out. The papersll be havin it next. Yere young yet. Yer life is before you. I tremble for yer soul; but so long as yere young and alive ye may come to yer senses. Its me duty to be hard. Its my obligation to you and the Church. Ye must quit this life. Ye must lave this man. Ye must never see him any more. I cant permit ye. Hes no good. He has no intintion of marrying ye, and it would be a crime against God and man if he did. No, no! Never that! The mans a bankrupt, a scoundrel, a thafe. If ye had him, yed soon be the unhappiest woman in the world. He wouldnt be faithful to ye. No, he couldnt. Hes not that kind. He paused, sick to the depths of his soul. Ye must go away. I say it once and for all. I mane it kindly, but I want it. I have yer best interests at heart. I love ye; but ye must. Im sorry to see ye go  Id rather have ye here. No one will be sorrier; but ye must. Ye must make it all seem natcheral and ordinary to yer mother; but ye must go  dye hear? Ye must.

He paused, looking sadly but firmly at Aileen under his shaggy eyebrows. She knew he meant this. It was his most solemn, his most religious expression. But she did not answer. She could not. What was the use? Only she was not going. She knew that  and so she stood there white and tense.

Now get all the clothes ye want, went on Butler, by no means grasping her true mood. Fix yourself up in any way you plase. Say where ye want to go, but get ready.

But I wont, father, finally replied Aileen, equally solemnly, equally determinedly. I wont go! I wont leave Philadelphia.

Ye dont mane to say ye will deliberately disobey me when Im asking ye to do somethin thats intended for yer own good, will ye daughter?

Yes, I will, replied Aileen, determinedly. I wont go! Im sorry, but I wont!

Ye really mane that, do ye? asked Butler, sadly but grimly.

Yes, I do, replied Aileen, grimly, in return.

Then Ill have to see what I can do, daughter, replied the old man. Yere still my daughter, whatever ye are, and Ill not see ye come to wreck and ruin for want of doin what I know to be my solemn duty. Ill give ye a few more days to think this over, but go ye must. Theres an end of that. There are laws in this land still. There are things that can be done to those who wont obey the law. I found ye this time  much as it hurt me to do it. Ill find ye again if ye try to disobey me. Ye must change yer ways. I cant have ye goin on as ye are. Ye understand now. Its the last word. Give this man up, and ye can have anything ye choose. Yere my girl  Ill do everything I can in this world to make ye happy. Why, why shouldnt I? What else have I to live for but me children? Its ye and the rest of them that Ive been workin and plannin for all these years. Come now, be a good girl. Ye love your old father, dont ye? Why, I rocked ye in my arms as a baby, Aileen. Ive watched over ye when ye were not bigger than what would rest in me two fists here. Ive been a good father to ye  ye cant deny that. Look at the other girls youve seen. Have any of them had more nor what ye have had? Ye wont go against me in this. Im sure ye wont. Ye cant. Ye love me too much  surely ye do  dont ye? His voice weakened. His eyes almost filled.

He paused and put a big, brown, horny hand on Aileens arm. She had listened to his plea not unmoved  really more or less softened  because of the hopelessness of it. She could not give up Cowperwood. Her father just did not understand. He did not know what love was. Unquestionably he had never loved as she had.

She stood quite silent while Butler appealed to her.

Id like to, father, she said at last and softly, tenderly. Really I would. I do love you. Yes, I do. I want to please you; but I cant in this  I cant! I love Frank Cowperwood. You dont understand  really you dont!

At the repetition of Cowperwoods name Butlers mouth hardened. He could see that she was infatuated  that his carefully calculated plea had failed. So he must think of some other way.

Very well, then, he said at last and sadly, oh, so sadly, as Aileen turned away. Have it yer own way, if ye will. Ye must go, though, willy-nilly. It cant be any other way. I wish to God it could.

Aileen went out, very solemn, and Butler went over to his desk and sat down. Such a situation! he said to himself. Such a complication!


Chapter XXXVIII

The situation which confronted Aileen was really a trying one. A girl of less innate courage and determination would have weakened and yielded. For in spite of her various social connections and acquaintances, the people to whom Aileen could run in an emergency of the present kind were not numerous. She could scarcely think of any one who would be likely to take her in for any lengthy period, without question. There were a number of young women of her own age, married and unmarried, who were very friendly to her, but there were few with whom she was really intimate. The only person who stood out in her mind, as having any real possibility of refuge for a period, was a certain Mary Calligan, better known as Mamie among her friends, who had attended school with Aileen in former years and was now a teacher in one of the local schools.

The Calligan family consisted of Mrs. Katharine Calligan, the mother, a dressmaker by profession and a widow  her husband, a house-mover by trade, having been killed by a falling wall some ten years before  and Mamie, her twenty-three-year-old daughter. They lived in a small two-story brick house in Cherry Street, near Fifteenth. Mrs. Calligan was not a very good dressmaker, not good enough, at least, for the Butler family to patronize in their present exalted state. Aileen went there occasionally for gingham house-dresses, underwear, pretty dressing-gowns, and alterations on some of her more important clothing which was made by a very superior modiste in Chestnut Street. She visited the house largely because she had gone to school with Mamie at St. Agathas, when the outlook of the Calligan family was much more promising. Mamie was earning forty dollars a month as the teacher of a sixth-grade room in one of the nearby public schools, and Mrs. Calligan averaged on the whole about two dollars a day  sometimes not so much. The house they occupied was their own, free and clear, and the furniture which it contained suggested the size of their joint income, which was somewhere near eighty dollars a month.

Mamie Calligan was not good-looking, not nearly as good-looking as her mother had been before her. Mrs. Calligan was still plump, bright, and cheerful at fifty, with a fund of good humor. Mamie was somewhat duller mentally and emotionally. She was serious-minded  made so, perhaps, as much by circumstances as by anything else, for she was not at all vivid, and had little sex magnetism. Yet she was kindly, honest, earnest, a good Catholic, and possessed of that strangely excessive ingrowing virtue which shuts so many people off from the world  a sense of duty. To Mamie Calligan duty (a routine conformity to such theories and precepts as she had heard and worked by since her childhood) was the all-important thing, her principal source of comfort and relief; her props in a queer and uncertain world being her duty to her Church; her duty to her school; her duty to her mother; her duty to her friends, etc. Her mother often wished for Mamies sake that she was less dutiful and more charming physically, so that the men would like her.

In spite of the fact that her mother was a dressmaker, Mamies clothes never looked smart or attractive  she would have felt out of keeping with herself if they had. Her shoes were rather large, and ill-fitting; her skirt hung in lifeless lines from her hips to her feet, of good material but seemingly bad design. At that time the colored jersey, so-called, was just coming into popular wear, and, being close-fitting, looked well on those of good form. Alas for Mamie Calligan! The mode of the time compelled her to wear one; but she had neither the arms nor the chest development which made this garment admirable. Her hat, by choice, was usually a pancake affair with a long, single feather, which somehow never seemed to be in exactly the right position, either to her hair or her face. At most times she looked a little weary; but she was not physically weary so much as she was bored. Her life held so little of real charm; and Aileen Butler was unquestionably the most significant element of romance in it.

Mamies mothers very pleasant social disposition, the fact that they had a very cleanly, if poor little home, that she could entertain them by playing on their piano, and that Mrs. Calligan took an adoring interest in the work she did for her, made up the sum and substance of the attraction of the Calligan home for Aileen. She went there occasionally as a relief from other things, and because Mamie Calligan had a compatible and very understanding interest in literature. Curiously, the books Aileen liked she liked  Jane Eyre, Kenelm Chillingly, Tricotrin, and A Bow of Orange Ribbon. Mamie occasionally recommended to Aileen some latest effusion of this character; and Aileen, finding her judgment good, was constrained to admire her.

In this crisis it was to the home of the Calligans that Aileen turned in thought. If her father really was not nice to her, and she had to leave home for a time, she could go to the Calligans. They would receive her and say nothing. They were not sufficiently well known to the other members of the Butler family to have the latter suspect that she had gone there. She might readily disappear into the privacy of Cherry Street and not be seen or heard of for weeks. It is an interesting fact to contemplate that the Calligans, like the various members of the Butler family, never suspected Aileen of the least tendency toward a wayward existence. Hence her flight from her own family, if it ever came, would be laid more to the door of a temperamental pettishness than anything else.

On the other hand, in so far as the Butler family as a unit was concerned, it needed Aileen more than she needed it. It needed the light of her countenance to keep it appropriately cheerful, and if she went away there would be a distinct gulf that would not soon be overcome.

Butler, senior, for instance, had seen his little daughter grow into radiantly beautiful womanhood. He had seen her go to school and convent and learn to play the piano  to him a great accomplishment. Also he had seen her manner change and become very showy and her knowledge of life broaden, apparently, and become to him, at least, impressive. Her smart, dogmatic views about most things were, to him, at least, well worth listening to. She knew more about books and art than Owen or Callum, and her sense of social manners was perfect. When she came to the table  breakfast, luncheon, or dinner  she was to him always a charming object to see. He had produced Aileen  he congratulated himself. He had furnished her the money to be so fine. He would continue to do so. No second-rate upstart of a man should be allowed to ruin her life. He proposed to take care of her always  to leave her so much money in a legally involved way that a failure of a husband could not possibly affect her. Youre the charming lady this evenin, Im thinkin, was one of his pet remarks; and also, My, but were that fine! At table almost invariably she sat beside him and looked out for him. That was what he wanted. He had put her there beside him at his meals years before when she was a child.

Her mother, too, was inordinately fond of her, and Callum and Owen appropriately brotherly. So Aileen had thus far at least paid back with beauty and interest quite as much as she received, and all the family felt it to be so. When she was away for a day or two the house seemed glum  the meals less appetizing. When she returned, all were happy and gay again.

Aileen understood this clearly enough in a way. Now, when it came to thinking of leaving and shifting for herself, in order to avoid a trip which she did not care to be forced into, her courage was based largely on this keen sense of her own significance to the family. She thought over what her father had said, and decided she must act at once. She dressed for the street the next morning, after her father had gone, and decided to step in at the Calligans about noon, when Mamie would be at home for luncheon. Then she would take up the matter casually. If they had no objection, she would go there. She sometimes wondered why Cowperwood did not suggest, in his great stress, that they leave for some parts unknown; but she also felt that he must know best what he could do. His increasing troubles depressed her.

Mrs. Calligan was alone when she arrived and was delighted to see her. After exchanging the gossip of the day, and not knowing quite how to proceed in connection with the errand which had brought her, she went to the piano and played a melancholy air.

Sure, its lovely the way you play, Aileen, observed Mrs. Calligan who was unduly sentimental herself. I love to hear you. I wish youd come oftener to see us. Youre so rarely here nowadays.

Oh, Ive been so busy, Mrs. Calligan, replied Aileen. Ive had so much to do this fall, I just couldnt. They wanted me to go to Europe; but I didnt care to. Oh, dear! she sighed, and in her playing swept off with a movement of sad, romantic significance. The door opened and Mamie came in. Her commonplace face brightened at the sight of Aileen.

Well, Aileen Butler! she exclaimed. Where did you come from? Where have you been keeping yourself so long?

Aileen rose to exchange kisses. Oh, Ive been very busy, Mamie. Ive just been telling your mother. How are you, anyway? How are you getting along in your work?

Mamie recounted at once some school difficulties which were puzzling her  the growing size of classes and the amount of work expected. While Mrs. Calligan was setting the table Mamie went to her room and Aileen followed her.

As she stood before her mirror arranging her hair Aileen looked at her meditatively.

Whats the matter with you, Aileen, to-day? Mamie asked. You look so She stopped to give her a second glance.

How do I look? asked Aileen.

Well, as if you were uncertain or troubled about something. I never saw you look that way before. Whats the matter?

Oh, nothing, replied Aileen. I was just thinking. She went to one of the windows which looked into the little yard, meditating on whether she could endure living here for any length of time. The house was so small, the furnishings so very simple.

There is something the matter with you to-day, Aileen, observed Mamie, coming over to her and looking in her face. Youre not like yourself at all.

Ive got something on my mind, replied Aileen something thats worrying me. I dont know just what to do  thats whats the matter.

Well, whatever can it be? commented Mamie. I never saw you act this way before. Cant you tell me? What is it?

No, I dont think I can  not now, anyhow. Aileen paused. Do you suppose your mother would object, she asked, suddenly, if I came here and stayed a little while? I want to get away from home for a time for a certain reason.

Why, Aileen Butler, how you talk! exclaimed her friend. Object! You know shed be delighted, and so would I. Oh, dear  can you come? But what makes you want to leave home?

Thats just what I cant tell you  not now, anyhow. Not you, so much, but your mother. You know, Im afraid of what shed think, replied Aileen. But, you mustnt ask me yet, anyhow. I want to think. Oh, dear! But I want to come, if youll let me. Will you speak to your mother, or shall I?

Why, I will, said Mamie, struck with wonder at this remarkable development; but its silly to do it. I know what shell say before I tell her, and so do you. You can just bring your things and come. Thats all. Shed never say anything or ask anything, either, and you know that  if you didnt want her to. Mamie was all agog and aglow at the idea. She wanted the companionship of Aileen so much.

Aileen looked at her solemnly, and understood well enough why she was so enthusiastic  both she and her mother. Both wanted her presence to brighten their world. But neither of you must tell anybody that Im here, do you hear? I dont want any one to know  particularly no one of my family. Ive a reason, and a good one, but I cant tell you what it is  not now, anyhow. Youll promise not to tell any one.

Oh, of course, replied Mamie eagerly. But youre not going to run away for good, are you, Aileen? she concluded curiously and gravely.

Oh, I dont know; I dont know what Ill do yet. I only know that I want to get away for a while, just now  thats all. She paused, while Mamie stood before her, agape.

Well, of all things, replied her friend. Wonders never cease, do they, Aileen? But it will be so lovely to have you here. Mama will be so pleased. Of course, we wont tell anybody if you dont want us to. Hardly any one ever comes here; and if they do, you neednt see them. You could have this big room next to me. Oh, wouldnt that be nice? Im perfectly delighted. The young school-teachers spirits rose to a decided height. Come on, why not tell mama right now?

Aileen hesitated because even now she was not positive whether she should do this, but finally they went down the stairs together, Aileen lingering behind a little as they neared the bottom. Mamie burst in upon her mother with: Oh, mama, isnt it lovely? Aileens coming to stay with us for a while. She doesnt want any one to know, and shes coming right away. Mrs. Calligan, who was holding a sugarbowl in her hand, turned to survey her with a surprised but smiling face. She was immediately curious as to why Aileen should want to come  why leave home. On the other hand, her feeling for Aileen was so deep that she was greatly and joyously intrigued by the idea. And why not? Was not the celebrated Edward Butlers daughter a woman grown, capable of regulating her own affairs, and welcome, of course, as the honored member of so important a family. It was very flattering to the Calligans to think that she would want to come under any circumstances.

I dont see how your parents can let you go, Aileen; but youre certainly welcome here as long as you want to stay, and thats forever, if you want to. And Mrs. Calligan beamed on her welcomingly. The idea of Aileen Butler asking to be permitted to come here! And the hearty, comprehending manner in which she said this, and Mamies enthusiasm, caused Aileen to breathe a sigh of relief. The matter of the expense of her presence to the Calligans came into her mind.

I want to pay you, of course, she said to Mrs. Calligan, if I come.

The very idea, Aileen Butler! exclaimed Mamie. Youll do nothing of the sort. Youll come here and live with me as my guest.

No, I wont! If I cant pay I wont come, replied Aileen. Youll have to let me do that. She knew that the Calligans could not afford to keep her.

Well, well not talk about that now, anyhow, replied Mrs. Calligan. You can come when you like and stay as long as you like. Reach me some clean napkins, Mamie. Aileen remained for luncheon, and left soon afterward to keep her suggested appointment with Cowperwood, feeling satisfied that her main problem had been solved. Now her way was clear. She could come here if she wanted to. It was simply a matter of collecting a few necessary things or coming without bringing anything. Perhaps Frank would have something to suggest.

In the meantime Cowperwood made no effort to communicate with Aileen since the unfortunate discovery of their meeting place, but had awaited a letter from her, which was not long in coming. And, as usual, it was a long, optimistic, affectionate, and defiant screed in which she related all that had occurred to her and her present plan of leaving home. This last puzzled and troubled him not a little.

Aileen in the bosom of her family, smart and well-cared for, was one thing. Aileen out in the world dependent on him was another. He had never imagined that she would be compelled to leave before he was prepared to take her; and if she did now, it might stir up complications which would be anything but pleasant to contemplate. Still he was fond of her, very, and would do anything to make her happy. He could support her in a very respectable way even now, if he did not eventually go to prison, and even there he might manage to make some shift for her. It would be so much better, though, if he could persuade her to remain at home until he knew exactly what his fate was to be. He never doubted but that some day, whatever happened, within a reasonable length of time, he would be rid of all these complications and well-to-do again, in which case, if he could get a divorce, he wanted to marry Aileen. If not, he would take her with him anyhow, and from this point of view it might be just as well as if she broke away from her family now. But from the point of view of present complications  the search Butler would make  it might be dangerous. He might even publicly charge him with abduction. He therefore decided to persuade Aileen to stay at home, drop meetings and communications for the time being, and even go abroad. He would be all right until she came back and so would she  common sense ought to rule in this case.

With all this in mind he set out to keep the appointment she suggested in her letter, nevertheless feeling it a little dangerous to do so.

Are you sure, he asked, after he had listened to her description of the Calligan homestead, that you would like it there? It sounds rather poor to me.

Yes, but I like them so much, replied Aileen.

And youre sure they wont tell on you?

Oh, no; never, never!

Very well, he concluded. You know what youre doing. I dont want to advise you against your will. If I were you, though, Id take your fathers advice and go away for a while. Hell get over this then, and Ill still be here. I can write you occasionally, and you can write me.

The moment Cowperwood said this Aileens brow clouded. Her love for him was so great that there was something like a knife thrust in the merest hint at an extended separation. Her Frank here and in trouble  on trial maybe and she away! Never! What could he mean by suggesting such a thing? Could it be that he didnt care for her as much as she did for him? Did he really love her? she asked herself. Was he going to desert her just when she was going to do the thing which would bring them nearer together? Her eyes clouded, for she was terribly hurt.

Why, how you talk! she exclaimed. You know I wont leave Philadelphia now. You certainly dont expect me to leave you.

Cowperwood saw it all very clearly. He was too shrewd not to. He was immensely fond of her. Good heaven, he thought, he would not hurt her feelings for the world!

Honey, he said, quickly, when he saw her eyes, you dont understand. I want you to do what you want to do. Youve planned this out in order to be with me; so now you do it. Dont think any more about me or anything Ive said. I was merely thinking that it might make matters worse for both of us; but I dont believe it will. You think your father loves you so much that after youre gone hell change his mind. Very good; go. But we must be very careful, sweet  you and I  really we must. This thing is getting serious. If you should go and your father should charge me with abduction  take the public into his confidence and tell all about this, it would be serious for both of us  as much for you as for me, for Id be convicted sure then, just on that account, if nothing else. And then what? Youd better not try to see me often for the present  not any oftener than we can possibly help. If we had used common sense and stopped when your father got that letter, this wouldnt have happened. But now that it has happened, we must be as wise as we can, dont you see? So, think it over, and do what you think best and then write me and whatever you do will be all right with me  do you hear? He drew her to him and kissed her. You havent any money, have you? he concluded wisely.

Aileen, deeply moved by all he had just said, was none the less convinced once she had meditated on it a moment, that her course was best. Her father loved her too much. He would not do anything to hurt her publicly and so he would not attack Cowperwood through her openly. More than likely, as she now explained to Frank, he would plead with her to come back. And he, listening, was compelled to yield. Why argue? She would not leave him anyhow.

He went down in his pocket for the first time since he had known Aileen and produced a layer of bills. Heres two hundred dollars, sweet, he said, until I see or hear from you. Ill see that you have whatever you need; and now dont think that I dont love you. You know I do. Im crazy about you.

Aileen protested that she did not need so much  that she did not really need any  she had some at home; but he put that aside. He knew that she must have money.

Dont talk, honey, he said. I know what you need. She had been so used to receiving money from her father and mother in comfortable amounts from time to time that she thought nothing of it. Frank loved her so much that it made everything right between them. She softened in her mood and they discussed the matter of letters, reaching the conclusion that a private messenger would be safest. When finally they parted, Aileen, from being sunk in the depths by his uncertain attitude, was now once more on the heights. She decided that he did love her, and went away smiling. She had her Frank to fall back on  she would teach her father. Cowperwood shook his head, following her with his eyes. She represented an additional burden, but give her up, he certainly could not. Tear the veil from this illusion of affection and make her feel so wretched when he cared for her so much? No. There was really nothing for him to do but what he had done. After all, he reflected, it might not work out so badly. Any detective work that Butler might choose to do would prove that she had not run to him. If at any moment it became necessary to bring common sense into play to save the situation from a deadly climax, he could have the Butlers secretly informed as to Aileens whereabouts. That would show he had little to do with it, and they could try to persuade Aileen to come home again. Good might result  one could not tell. He would deal with the evils as they arose. He drove quickly back to his office, and Aileen returned to her home determined to put her plan into action. Her father had given her some little time in which to decide  possibly he would give her longer  but she would not wait. Having always had her wish granted in everything, she could not understand why she was not to have her way this time. It was about five oclock now. She would wait until all the members of the family were comfortably seated at the dinner-table, which would be about seven oclock, and then slip out.

On arriving home, however, she was greeted by an unexpected reason for suspending action. This was the presence of a certain Mr. and Mrs. Steinmetz  the former a well-known engineer who drew the plans for many of the works which Butler undertook. It was the day before Thanksgiving, and they were eager to have Aileen and Norah accompany them for a fortnights stay at their new home in West Chester  a structure concerning the charm of which Aileen had heard much. They were exceedingly agreeable people  comparatively young and surrounded by a coterie of interesting friends. Aileen decided to delay her flight and go. Her father was most cordial. The presence and invitation of the Steinmetzes was as much a relief to him as it was to Aileen. West Chester being forty miles from Philadelphia, it was unlikely that Aileen would attempt to meet Cowperwood while there.

She wrote Cowperwood of the changed condition and departed, and he breathed a sigh of relief, fancying at the time that this storm had permanently blown over.


Chapter XXXIX

In the meanwhile the day of Cowperwoods trial was drawing near. He was under the impression that an attempt was going to be made to convict him whether the facts warranted it or not. He did not see any way out of his dilemma, however, unless it was to abandon everything and leave Philadelphia for good, which was impossible. The only way to guard his future and retain his financial friends was to stand trial as quickly as possible, and trust them to assist him to his feet in the future in case he failed. He discussed the possibilities of an unfair trial with Steger, who did not seem to think that there was so much to that. In the first place, a jury could not easily be suborned by any one. In the next place, most judges were honest, in spite of their political cleavage, and would go no further than party bias would lead them in their rulings and opinions, which was, in the main, not so far. The particular judge who was to sit in this case, one Wilbur Payderson, of the Court of Quarter Sessions, was a strict party nominee, and as such beholden to Mollenhauer, Simpson, and Butler; but, in so far as Steger had ever heard, he was an honest man.

What I cant understand, said Steger, is why these fellows should be so anxious to punish you, unless it is for the effect on the State at large. The elections over. I understand theres a movement on now to get Stener out in case he is convicted, which he will be. They have to try him. He wont go up for more than a year, or two or three, and if he does hell be pardoned out in half the time or less. It would be the same in your case, if you were convicted. They couldnt keep you in and let him out. But it will never get that far  take my word for it. Well win before a jury, or well reverse the judgment of conviction before the State Supreme Court, certain. Those five judges up there are not going to sustain any such poppycock idea as this.

Steger actually believed what he said, and Cowperwood was pleased. Thus far the young lawyer had done excellently well in all of his cases. Still, he did not like the idea of being hunted down by Butler. It was a serious matter, and one of which Steger was totally unaware. Cowperwood could never quite forget that in listening to his lawyers optimistic assurances.

The actual beginning of the trial found almost all of the inhabitants of this city of six hundred thousand keyed up. None of the women of Cowperwoods family were coming into court. He had insisted that there should be no family demonstration for the newspapers to comment upon. His father was coming, for he might be needed as a witness. Aileen had written him the afternoon before saying she had returned from West Chester and wishing him luck. She was so anxious to know what was to become of him that she could not stay away any longer and had returned  not to go to the courtroom, for he did not want her to do that, but to be as near as possible when his fate was decided, adversely or otherwise. She wanted to run and congratulate him if he won, or to console with him if he lost. She felt that her return would be likely to precipitate a collision with her father, but she could not help that.

The position of Mrs. Cowperwood was most anomalous. She had to go through the formality of seeming affectionate and tender, even when she knew that Frank did not want her to be. He felt instinctively now that she knew of Aileen. He was merely awaiting the proper hour in which to spread the whole matter before her. She put her arms around him at the door on the fateful morning, in the somewhat formal manner into which they had dropped these later years, and for a moment, even though she was keenly aware of his difficulties, she could not kiss him. He did not want to kiss her, but he did not show it. She did kiss him, though, and added: Oh, I do hope things come out all right.

You neednt worry about that, I think, Lillian, he replied, buoyantly. Ill be all right.

He ran down the steps and walked out on Girard Avenue to his former car line, where he boarded a car. He was thinking of Aileen and how keenly she was feeling for him, and what a mockery his married life now was, and whether he would face a sensible jury, and so on and so forth. If he didnt  if he didnt  this day was crucial!

He stepped off the car at Third and Market and hurried to his office. Steger was already there. Well, Harper, observed Cowperwood, courageously, todays the day.

The Court of Quarter Sessions, Part I, where this trial was to take place, was held in famous Independence Hall, at Sixth and Chestnut Streets, which was at this time, as it had been for all of a century before, the center of local executive and judicial life. It was a low two-story building of red brick, with a white wooden central tower of old Dutch and English derivation, compounded of the square, the circle, and the octagon. The total structure consisted of a central portion and two T-shaped wings lying to the right and left, whose small, oval-topped old-fashioned windows and doors were set with those many-paned sashes so much admired by those who love what is known as Colonial architecture. Here, and in an addition known as State House Row (since torn down), which extended from the rear of the building toward Walnut Street, were located the offices of the mayor, the chief of police, the city treasurer, the chambers of council, and all the other important and executive offices of the city, together with the four branches of Quarter Sessions, which sat to hear the growing docket of criminal cases. The mammoth city hall which was subsequently completed at Broad and Market Streets was then building.

An attempt had been made to improve the reasonably large courtrooms by putting in them raised platforms of dark walnut surmounted by large, dark walnut desks, behind which the judges sat; but the attempt was not very successful. The desks, jury-boxes, and railings generally were made too large, and so the general effect was one of disproportion. A cream-colored wall had been thought the appropriate thing to go with black walnut furniture, but time and dust had made the combination dreary. There were no pictures or ornaments of any kind, save the stalky, over-elaborated gas-brackets which stood on his honors desk, and the single swinging chandelier suspended from the center of the ceiling. Fat bailiffs and court officers, concerned only in holding their workless jobs, did not add anything to the spirit of the scene. Two of them in the particular court in which this trial was held contended hourly as to which should hand the judge a glass of water. One preceded his honor like a fat, stuffy, dusty majordomo to and from his dressing-room. His business was to call loudly, when the latter entered, His honor the Court, hats off. Everybody please rise, while a second bailiff, standing at the left of his honor when he was seated, and between the jury-box and the witness-chair, recited in an absolutely unintelligible way that beautiful and dignified statement of collective societys obligation to the constituent units, which begins, Hear ye! hear ye! hear ye! and ends, All those of you having just cause for complaint draw near and ye shall be heard. However, you would have thought it was of no import here. Custom and indifference had allowed it to sink to a mumble. A third bailiff guarded the door of the jury-room; and in addition to these there were present a court clerk  small, pale, candle-waxy, with colorless milk-and-water eyes, and thin, pork-fat-colored hair and beard, who looked for all the world like an Americanized and decidedly decrepit Chinese mandarin  and a court stenographer.

Judge Wilbur Payderson, a lean herring of a man, who had sat in this case originally as the examining judge when Cowperwood had been indicted by the grand jury, and who had bound him over for trial at this term, was a peculiarly interesting type of judge, as judges go. He was so meager and thin-blooded that he was arresting for those qualities alone. Technically, he was learned in the law; actually, so far as life was concerned, absolutely unconscious of that subtle chemistry of things that transcends all written law and makes for the spirit and, beyond that, the inutility of all law, as all wise judges know. You could have looked at his lean, pedantic body, his frizzled gray hair, his fishy, blue-gray eyes, without any depth of speculation in them, and his nicely modeled but unimportant face, and told him that he was without imagination; but he would not have believed you  would have fined you for contempt of court. By the careful garnering of all his little opportunities, the furbishing up of every meager advantage; by listening slavishly to the voice of party, and following as nearly as he could the behests of intrenched property, he had reached his present state. It was not very far along, at that. His salary was only six thousand dollars a year. His little fame did not extend beyond the meager realm of local lawyers and judges. But the sight of his name quoted daily as being about his duties, or rendering such and such a decision, was a great satisfaction to him. He thought it made him a significant figure in the world. Behold I am not as other men, he often thought, and this comforted him. He was very much flattered when a prominent case came to his calendar; and as he sat enthroned before the various litigants and lawyers he felt, as a rule, very significant indeed. Now and then some subtlety of life would confuse his really limited intellect; but in all such cases there was the letter of the law. He could hunt in the reports to find out what really thinking men had decided. Besides, lawyers everywhere are so subtle. They put the rules of law, favorable or unfavorable, under the judges thumb and nose. Your honor, in the thirty-second volume of the Revised Reports of Massachusetts, page so and so, line so and so, in Arundel versus Bannerman, you will find, etc. How often have you heard that in a court of law? The reasoning that is left to do in most cases is not much. And the sanctity of the law is raised like a great banner by which the pride of the incumbent is strengthened.

Payderson, as Steger had indicated, could scarcely be pointed to as an unjust judge. He was a party judge  Republican in principle, or rather belief, beholden to the dominant party councils for his personal continuance in office, and as such willing and anxious to do whatever he considered that he reasonably could do to further the party welfare and the private interests of his masters. Most people never trouble to look into the mechanics of the thing they call their conscience too closely. Where they do, too often they lack the skill to disentangle the tangled threads of ethics and morals. Whatever the opinion of the time is, whatever the weight of great interests dictates, that they conscientiously believe. Some one has since invented the phrase a corporation-minded judge. There are many such.

Payderson was one. He fairly revered property and power. To him Butler and Mollenhauer and Simpson were great men  reasonably sure to be right always because they were so powerful. This matter of Cowperwoods and Steners defalcation he had long heard of. He knew by associating with one political light and another just what the situation was. The party, as the leaders saw it, had been put in a very bad position by Cowperwoods subtlety. He had led Stener astray  more than an ordinary city treasurer should have been led astray  and, although Stener was primarily guilty as the original mover in the scheme, Cowperwood was more so for having led him imaginatively to such disastrous lengths. Besides, the party needed a scapegoat  that was enough for Payderson, in the first place. Of course, after the election had been won, and it appeared that the party had not suffered so much, he did not understand quite why it was that Cowperwood was still so carefully included in the Proceedings; but he had faith to believe that the leaders had some just grounds for not letting him off. From one source and another he learned that Butler had some private grudge against Cowperwood. What it was no one seemed to know exactly. The general impression was that Cowperwood had led Butler into some unwholesome financial transactions. Anyhow, it was generally understood that for the good of the party, and in order to teach a wholesome lesson to dangerous subordinates  it had been decided to allow these several indictments to take their course. Cowperwood was to be punished quite as severely as Stener for the moral effect on the community. Stener was to be sentenced the maximum sentence for his crime in order that the party and the courts should appear properly righteous. Beyond that he was to be left to the mercy of the governor, who could ease things up for him if he chose, and if the leaders wished. In the silly mind of the general public the various judges of Quarter Sessions, like girls incarcerated in boarding-schools, were supposed in their serene aloofness from life not to know what was going on in the subterranean realm of politics; but they knew well enough, and, knowing particularly well from whence came their continued position and authority, they were duly grateful.


Chapter XL

When Cowperwood came into the crowded courtroom with his father and Steger, quite fresh and jaunty (looking the part of the shrewd financier, the man of affairs), every one stared. It was really too much to expect, most of them thought, that a man like this would be convicted. He was, no doubt, guilty; but, also, no doubt, he had ways and means of evading the law. His lawyer, Harper Steger, looked very shrewd and canny to them. It was very cold, and both men wore long, dark, bluish-gray overcoats, cut in the latest mode. Cowperwood was given to small boutonnieres in fair weather, but to-day he wore none. His tie, however, was of heavy, impressive silk, of lavender hue, set with a large, clear, green emerald. He wore only the thinnest of watch-chains, and no other ornament of any kind. He always looked jaunty and yet reserved, good-natured, and yet capable and self-sufficient. Never had he looked more so than he did to-day.

He at once took in the nature of the scene, which had a peculiar interest for him. Before him was the as yet empty judges rostrum, and at its right the empty jury-box, between which, and to the judges left, as he sat facing the audience, stood the witness-chair where he must presently sit and testify. Behind it, already awaiting the arrival of the court, stood a fat bailiff, one John Sparkheaver whose business it was to present the aged, greasy Bible to be touched by the witnesses in making oath, and to say, Step this way, when the testimony was over. There were other bailiffs  one at the gate giving into the railed space before the judges desk, where prisoners were arraigned, lawyers sat or pleaded, the defendant had a chair, and so on; another in the aisle leading to the jury-room, and still another guarding the door by which the public entered. Cowperwood surveyed Stener, who was one of the witnesses, and who now, in his helpless fright over his own fate, was without malice toward any one. He had really never borne any. He wished if anything now that he had followed Cowperwoods advice, seeing where he now was, though he still had faith that Mollenhauer and the political powers represented by him would do something for him with the governor, once he was sentenced. He was very pale and comparatively thin. Already he had lost that ruddy bulk which had been added during the days of his prosperity. He wore a new gray suit and a brown tie, and was clean-shaven. When his eye caught Cowperwoods steady beam, it faltered and drooped. He rubbed his ear foolishly. Cowperwood nodded.

You know, he said to Steger, I feel sorry for George. Hes such a fool. Still I did all I could.

Cowperwood also watched Mrs. Stener out of the tail of his eye  an undersized, peaked, and sallow little woman, whose clothes fitted her abominably. It was just like Stener to marry a woman like that, he thought. The scrubby matches of the socially unelect or unfit always interested, though they did not always amuse, him. Mrs. Stener had no affection for Cowperwood, of course, looking on him, as she did, as the unscrupulous cause of her husbands downfall. They were now quite poor again, about to move from their big house into cheaper quarters; and this was not pleasing for her to contemplate.

Judge Payderson came in after a time, accompanied by his undersized but stout court attendant, who looked more like a pouter-pigeon than a human being; and as they came, Bailiff Sparkheaver rapped on the judges desk, beside which he had been slumbering, and mumbled, Please rise! The audience arose, as is the rule of all courts. Judge Payderson stirred among a number of briefs that were lying on his desk, and asked, briskly, Whats the first case, Mr. Protus? He was speaking to his clerk.

During the long and tedious arrangement of the days docket and while the various minor motions of lawyers were being considered, this courtroom scene still retained interest for Cowperwood. He was so eager to win, so incensed at the outcome of untoward events which had brought him here. He was always intensely irritated, though he did not show it, by the whole process of footing delays and queries and quibbles, by which legally the affairs of men were too often hampered. Law, if you had asked him, and he had accurately expressed himself, was a mist formed out of the moods and the mistakes of men, which befogged the sea of life and prevented plain sailing for the little commercial and social barques of men; it was a miasma of misinterpretation where the ills of life festered, and also a place where the accidentally wounded were ground between the upper and the nether millstones of force or chance; it was a strange, weird, interesting, and yet futile battle of wits where the ignorant and the incompetent and the shrewd and the angry and the weak were made pawns and shuttlecocks for men  lawyers, who were playing upon their moods, their vanities, their desires, and their necessities. It was an unholy and unsatisfactory disrupting and delaying spectacle, a painful commentary on the frailties of life, and men, a trick, a snare, a pit and gin. In the hands of the strong, like himself when he was at his best, the law was a sword and a shield, a trap to place before the feet of the unwary; a pit to dig in the path of those who might pursue. It was anything you might choose to make of it  a door to illegal opportunity; a cloud of dust to be cast in the eyes of those who might choose, and rightfully, to see; a veil to be dropped arbitrarily between truth and its execution, justice and its judgment, crime and punishment. Lawyers in the main were intellectual mercenaries to be bought and sold in any cause. It amused him to hear the ethical and emotional platitudes of lawyers, to see how readily they would lie, steal, prevaricate, misrepresent in almost any cause and for any purpose. Great lawyers were merely great unscrupulous subtleties, like himself, sitting back in dark, close-woven lairs like spiders and awaiting the approach of unwary human flies. Life was at best a dark, inhuman, unkind, unsympathetic struggle built of cruelties and the law, and its lawyers were the most despicable representatives of the whole unsatisfactory mess. Still he used law as he would use any other trap or weapon to rid him of a human ill; and as for lawyers, he picked them up as he would any club or knife wherewith to defend himself. He had no particular respect for any of them  not even Harper Steger, though he liked him. They were tools to be used  knives, keys, clubs, anything you will; but nothing more. When they were through they were paid and dropped  put aside and forgotten. As for judges, they were merely incompetent lawyers, at a rule, who were shelved by some fortunate turn of chance, and who would not, in all likelihood, be as efficient as the lawyers who pleaded before them if they were put in the same position. He had no respect for judges  he knew too much about them. He knew how often they were sycophants, political climbers, political hacks, tools, time-servers, judicial door-mats lying before the financially and politically great and powerful who used them as such. Judges were fools, as were most other people in this dusty, shifty world. Pah! His inscrutable eyes took them all in and gave no sign. His only safety lay, he thought, in the magnificent subtley of his own brain, and nowhere else. You could not convince Cowperwood of any great or inherent virtue in this mortal scheme of things. He knew too much; he knew himself.

When the judge finally cleared away the various minor motions pending, he ordered his clerk to call the case of the City of Philadelphia versus Frank A. Cowperwood, which was done in a clear voice. Both Dennis Shannon, the new district attorney, and Steger, were on their feet at once. Steger and Cowperwood, together with Shannon and Strobik, who had now come in and was standing as the representative of the State of Pennsylvania  the complainant  had seated themselves at the long table inside the railing which inclosed the space before the judges desk. Steger proposed to Judge Payderson, for effects sake more than anything else, that this indictment be quashed, but was overruled.

A jury to try the case was now quickly impaneled  twelve men out of the usual list called to serve for the month  and was then ready to be challenged by the opposing counsel. The business of impaneling a jury was a rather simple thing so far as this court was concerned. It consisted in the mandarin-like clerk taking the names of all the jurors called to serve in this court for the month  some fifty in all  and putting them, each written on a separate slip of paper, in a whirling drum, spinning it around a few times, and then lifting out the first slip which his hand encountered, thus glorifying chance and settling on who should be juror No. 1. His hand reaching in twelve times drew out the names of the twelve jurymen, who as their names were called, were ordered to take their places in the jury-box.

Cowperwood observed this proceeding with a great deal of interest. What could be more important than the men who were going to try him? The process was too swift for accurate judgment, but he received a faint impression of middle-class men. One man in particular, however, an old man of sixty-five, with iron-gray hair and beard, shaggy eyebrows, sallow complexion, and stooped shoulders, struck him as having that kindness of temperament and breadth of experience which might under certain circumstances be argumentatively swayed in his favor. Another, a small, sharp-nosed, sharp-chinned commercial man of some kind, he immediately disliked.

I hope I dont have to have that man on my jury, he said to Steger, quietly.

You dont, replied Steger. Ill challenge him. We have the right to fifteen peremptory challenges on a case like this, and so has the prosecution.

When the jury-box was finally full, the two lawyers waited for the clerk to bring them the small board upon which slips of paper bearing the names of the twelve jurors were fastened in rows in order of their selection  jurors one, two, and three being in the first row; four, five, and six in the second, and so on. It being the prerogative of the attorney for the prosecution to examine and challenge the jurors first, Shannon arose, and, taking the board, began to question them as to their trades or professions, their knowledge of the case before the court, and their possible prejudice for or against the prisoner.

It was the business of both Steger and Shannon to find men who knew a little something of finance and could understand a peculiar situation of this kind without any of them (looking at it from Stegers point of view) having any prejudice against a mans trying to assist himself by reasonable means to weather a financial storm or (looking at it from Shannons point of view) having any sympathy with such means, if they bore about them the least suspicion of chicanery, jugglery, or dishonest manipulation of any kind. As both Shannon and Steger in due course observed for themselves in connection with this jury, it was composed of that assorted social fry which the dragnets of the courts, cast into the ocean of the city, bring to the surface for purposes of this sort. It was made up in the main of managers, agents, tradesmen, editors, engineers, architects, furriers, grocers, traveling salesmen, authors, and every other kind of working citizen whose experience had fitted him for service in proceedings of this character. Rarely would you have found a man of great distinction; but very frequently a group of men who were possessed of no small modicum of that interesting quality known as hard common sense.

Throughout all this Cowperwood sat quietly examining the men. A young florist, with a pale face, a wide speculative forehead, and anemic hands, struck him as being sufficiently impressionable to his personal charm to be worth while. He whispered as much to Steger. There was a shrewd Jew, a furrier, who was challenged because he had read all of the news of the panic and had lost two thousand dollars in street-railway stocks. There was a stout wholesale grocer, with red cheeks, blue eyes, and flaxen hair, who Cowperwood said he thought was stubborn. He was eliminated. There was a thin, dapper manager of a small retail clothing store, very anxious to be excused, who declared, falsely, that he did not believe in swearing by the Bible. Judge Payderson, eyeing him severely, let him go. There were some ten more in all  men who knew of Cowperwood, men who admitted they were prejudiced, men who were hidebound Republicans and resentful of this crime, men who knew Stener  who were pleasantly eliminated.

By twelve oclock, however, a jury reasonably satisfactory to both sides had been chosen.


Chapter XLI

At two oclock sharp Dennis Shannon, as district attorney, began his opening address. He stated in a very simple, kindly way  for he had a most engaging manner  that the indictment as here presented charged Mr. Frank A. Cowperwood, who was sitting at the table inside the jury-rail, first with larceny, second with embezzlement, third with larceny as bailee, and fourth with embezzlement of a certain sum of money  a specific sum, to wit, sixty thousand dollars  on a check given him (drawn to his order) October 9, 1871, which was intended to reimburse him for a certain number of certificates of city loan, which he as agent or bailee of the check was supposed to have purchased for the city sinking-fund on the order of the city treasurer (under some form of agreement which had been in existence between them, and which had been in force for some time)  said fund being intended to take up such certificates as they might mature in the hands of holders and be presented for payment  for which purpose, however, the check in question had never been used.

Now, gentlemen, said Mr. Shannon, very quietly, before we go into this very simple question of whether Mr. Cowperwood did or did not on the date in question get from the city treasurer sixty thousand dollars, for which he made no honest return, let me explain to you just what the people mean when they charge him first with larceny, second with embezzlement, third with larceny as bailee, and fourth with embezzlement on a check. Now, as you see, there are four counts here, as we lawyers term them, and the reason there are four counts is as follows: A man may be guilty of larceny and embezzlement at the same time, or of larceny or embezzlement separately, and without being guilty of the other, and the district attorney representing the people might be uncertain, not that he was not guilty of both, but that it might not be possible to present the evidence under one count, so as to insure his adequate punishment for a crime which in a way involved both. In such cases, gentlemen, it is customary to indict a man under separate counts, as has been done in this case. Now, the four counts in this case, in a way, overlap and confirm each other, and it will be your duty, after we have explained their nature and character and presented the evidence, to say whether the defendant is guilty on one count or the other, or on two or three of the counts, or on all four, just as you see fit and proper  or, to put it in a better way, as the evidence warrants. Larceny, as you may or may not know, is the act of taking away the goods or chattels of another without his knowledge or consent, and embezzlement is the fraudulent appropriation to ones own use of what is intrusted to ones care and management, especially money. Larceny as bailee, on the other hand, is simply a more definite form of larceny wherein one fixes the act of carrying away the goods of another without his knowledge or consent on the person to whom the goods were delivered in trust that is, the agent or bailee. Embezzlement on a check, which constitutes the fourth charge, is simply a more definite form of fixing charge number two in an exact way and signifies appropriating the money on a check given for a certain definite purpose. All of these charges, as you can see, gentlemen, are in a way synonymous. They overlap and overlay each other. The people, through their representative, the district attorney, contend that Mr. Cowperwood, the defendant here, is guilty of all four charges. So now, gentlemen, we will proceed to the history of this crime, which proves to me as an individual that this defendant has one of the most subtle and dangerous minds of the criminal financier type, and we hope by witnesses to prove that to you, also.

Shannon, because the rules of evidence and court procedure here admitted of no interruption of the prosecution in presenting a case, then went on to describe from his own point of view how Cowperwood had first met Stener; how he had wormed himself into his confidence; how little financial knowledge Stener had, and so forth; coming down finally to the day the check for sixty thousand dollars was given Cowperwood; how Stener, as treasurer, claimed that he knew nothing of its delivery, which constituted the base of the charge of larceny; how Cowperwood, having it, misappropriated the certificates supposed to have been purchased for the sinking-fund, if they were purchased at all  all of which Shannon said constituted the crimes with which the defendant was charged, and of which he was unquestionably guilty.

We have direct and positive evidence of all that we have thus far contended, gentlemen, Mr. Shannon concluded violently. This is not a matter of hearsay or theory, but of fact. You will be shown by direct testimony which cannot be shaken just how it was done. If, after you have heard all this, you still think this man is innocent  that he did not commit the crimes with which he is charged  it is your business to acquit him. On the other hand, if you think the witnesses whom we shall put on the stand are telling the truth, then it is your business to convict him, to find a verdict for the people as against the defendant. I thank you for your attention.

The jurors stirred comfortably and took positions of ease, in which they thought they were to rest for the time; but their idle comfort was of short duration for Shannon now called out the name of George W. Stener, who came hurrying forward very pale, very flaccid, very tired-looking. His eyes, as he took his seat in the witness-chair, laying his hand on the Bible and swearing to tell the truth, roved in a restless, nervous manner.

His voice was a little weak as he started to give his testimony. He told first how he had met Cowperwood in the early months of 1866  he could not remember the exact day; it was during his first term as city treasurer  he had been elected to the office in the fall of 1864. He had been troubled about the condition of city loan, which was below par, and which could not be sold by the city legally at anything but par. Cowperwood had been recommended to him by some one  Mr. Strobik, he believed, though he couldnt be sure. It was the custom of city treasurers to employ brokers, or a broker, in a crisis of this kind, and he was merely following what had been the custom. He went on to describe, under steady promptings and questions from the incisive mind of Shannon, just what the nature of this first conversation was  he remembered it fairly well; how Mr. Cowperwood had said he thought he could do what was wanted; how he had gone away and drawn up a plan or thought one out; and how he had returned and laid it before Stener. Under Shannons skillful guidance Stener elucidated just what this scheme was  which wasnt exactly so flattering to the honesty of men in general as it was a testimonial to their subtlety and skill.

After much discussion of Steners and Cowperwoods relations the story finally got down to the preceding October, when by reason of companionship, long business understanding, mutually prosperous relationship, etc., the place had been reached where, it was explained, Cowperwood was not only handling several millions of city loan annually, buying and selling for the city and trading in it generally, but in the bargain had secured one five hundred thousand dollars worth of city money at an exceedingly low rate of interest, which was being invested for himself and Stener in profitable street-car ventures of one kind and another. Stener was not anxious to be altogether clear on this point; but Shannon, seeing that he was later to prosecute Stener himself for this very crime of embezzlement, and that Steger would soon follow in cross-examination, was not willing to let him be hazy. Shannon wanted to fix Cowperwood in the minds of the jury as a clever, tricky person, and by degrees he certainly managed to indicate a very subtle-minded man. Occasionally, as one sharp point after another of Cowperwoods skill was brought out and made moderately clear, one juror or another turned to look at Cowperwood. And he noting this and in order to impress them all as favorably as possible merely gazed Stenerward with a steady air of intelligence and comprehension.

The examination now came down to the matter of the particular check for sixty thousand dollars which Albert Stires had handed Cowperwood on the afternoon  late  of October 9, 1871. Shannon showed Stener the check itself. Had he ever seen it? Yes. Where? In the office of District Attorney Pettie on October 20th, or thereabouts last. Was that the first time he had seen it? Yes. Had he ever heard about it before then? Yes. When? On October 10th last. Would he kindly tell the jury in his own way just how and under what circumstances he first heard of it then? Stener twisted uncomfortably in his chair. It was a hard thing to do. It was not a pleasant commentary on his own character and degree of moral stamina, to say the least. However, he cleared his throat again and began a description of that small but bitter section of his lifes drama in which Cowperwood, finding himself in a tight place and about to fail, had come to him at his office and demanded that he loan him three hundred thousand dollars more in one lump sum.

There was considerable bickering just at this point between Steger and Shannon, for the former was very anxious to make it appear that Stener was lying out of the whole cloth about this. Steger got in his objection at this point, and created a considerable diversion from the main theme, because Stener kept saying he thought or he believed.

Object! shouted Steger, repeatedly. I move that that be stricken from the record as incompetent, irrelevant, and immaterial. The witness is not allowed to say what he thinks, and the prosecution knows it very well.

Your honor, insisted Shannon, I am doing the best I can to have the witness tell a plain, straightforward story, and I think that it is obvious that he is doing so.

Object! reiterated Steger, vociferously. Your honor, I insist that the district attorney has no right to prejudice the minds of the jury by flattering estimates of the sincerity of the witness. What he thinks of the witness and his sincerity is of no importance in this case. I must ask that your honor caution him plainly in this matter.

Objection sustained, declared Judge Payderson, the prosecution will please be more explicit; and Shannon went on with his case.

Steners testimony, in one respect, was most important, for it made plain what Cowperwood did not want brought out  namely, that he and Stener had had a dispute before this; that Stener had distinctly told Cowperwood that he would not loan him any more money; that Cowperwood had told Stener, on the day before he secured this check, and again on that very day, that he was in a very desperate situation financially, and that if he were not assisted to the extent of three hundred thousand dollars he would fail, and that then both he and Stener would be ruined. On the morning of this day, according to Stener, he had sent Cowperwood a letter ordering him to cease purchasing city loan certificates for the sinking-fund. It was after their conversation on the same afternoon that Cowperwood surreptitiously secured the check for sixty thousand dollars from Albert Stires without his (Steners) knowledge; and it was subsequent to this latter again that Stener, sending Albert to demand the return of the check, was refused, though the next day at five oclock in the afternoon Cowperwood made an assignment. And the certificates for which the check had been purloined were not in the sinking-fund as they should have been. This was dark testimony for Cowperwood.

If any one imagines that all this was done without many vehement objections and exceptions made and taken by Steger, and subsequently when he was cross-examining Stener, by Shannon, he errs greatly. At times the chamber was coruscating with these two gentlemens bitter wrangles, and his honor was compelled to hammer his desk with his gavel, and to threaten both with contempt of court, in order to bring them to a sense of order. Indeed while Payderson was highly incensed, the jury was amused and interested.

You gentlemen will have to stop this, or I tell you now that you will both be heavily fined. This is a court of law, not a bar-room. Mr. Steger, I expect you to apologize to me and your colleague at once. Mr. Shannon, I must ask that you use less aggressive methods. Your manner is offensive to me. It is not becoming to a court of law. I will not caution either of you again.

Both lawyers apologized as lawyers do on such occasions, but it really made but little difference. Their individual attitudes and moods continued about as before.

What did he say to you, asked Shannon of Stener, after one of these troublesome interruptions, on that occasion, October 9th last, when he came to you and demanded the loan of an additional three hundred thousand dollars? Give his words as near as you can remember  exactly, if possible.

Object! interposed Steger, vigorously. His exact words are not recorded anywhere except in Mr. Steners memory, and his memory of them cannot be admitted in this case. The witness has testified to the general facts.

Judge Payderson smiled grimly. Objection overruled, he returned.

Exception! shouted Steger.

He said, as near as I can remember, replied Stener, drumming on the arms of the witness-chair in a nervous way, that if I didnt give him three hundred thousand dollars he was going to fail, and I would be poor and go to the penitentiary.

Object! shouted Stager, leaping to his feet. Your honor, I object to the whole manner in which this examination is being conducted by the prosecution. The evidence which the district attorney is here trying to extract from the uncertain memory of the witness is in defiance of all law and precedent, and has no definite bearing on the facts of the case, and could not disprove or substantiate whether Mr. Cowperwood thought or did not think that he was going to fail. Mr. Stener might give one version of this conversation or any conversation that took place at this time, and Mr. Cowperwood another. As a matter of fact, their versions are different. I see no point in Mr. Shannons line of inquiry, unless it is to prejudice the jurys minds towards accepting certain allegations which the prosecution is pleased to make and which it cannot possibly substantiate. I think you ought to caution the witness to testify only in regard to things that he recalls exactly, not to what he thinks he remembers; and for my part I think that all that has been testified to in the last five minutes might be well stricken out.

Objection overruled, replied Judge Payderson, rather indifferently; and Steger who had been talking merely to overcome the weight of Steners testimony in the minds of the jury, sat down.

Shannon once more approached Stener.

Now, as near as you can remember, Mr. Stener, I wish you would tell the jury what else it was that Mr. Cowperwood said on that occasion. He certainly didnt stop with the remark that you would be ruined and go to the penitentiary. Wasnt there other language that was employed on that occasion?

He said, as far as I can remember, replied Stener, that there were a lot of political schemers who were trying to frighten me, that if I didnt give him three hundred thousand dollars we would both be ruined, and that I might as well be tried for stealing a sheep as a lamb.

Ha! yelled Shannon. He said that, did he?

Yes, sir; he did, said Stener.

How did he say it, exactly? What were his exact words? Shannon demanded, emphatically, pointing a forceful forefinger at Stener in order to key him up to a clear memory of what had transpired.

Well, as near as I can remember, he said just that, replied Stener, vaguely. You might as well be tried for stealing a sheep as a lamb.

Exactly! exclaimed Shannon, whirling around past the jury to look at Cowperwood. I thought so.

Pure pyrotechnics, your honor, said Steger, rising to his feet on the instant. All intended to prejudice the minds of the jury. Acting. I wish you would caution the counsel for the prosecution to confine himself to the evidence in hand, and not act for the benefit of his case.

The spectators smiled; and Judge Payderson, noting it, frowned severely. Do you make that as an objection, Mr. Steger? he asked.

I certainly do, your honor, insisted Steger, resourcefully.

Objection overruled. Neither counsel for the prosecution nor for the defense is limited to a peculiar routine of expression.

Steger himself was ready to smile, but he did not dare to.

Cowperwood fearing the force of such testimony and regretting it, still looked at Stener, pityingly. The feebleness of the man; the weakness of the man; the pass to which his cowardice had brought them both!

When Shannon was through bringing out this unsatisfactory data, Steger took Stener in hand; but he could not make as much out of him as he hoped. In so far as this particular situation was concerned, Stener was telling the exact truth; and it is hard to weaken the effect of the exact truth by any subtlety of interpretation, though it can, sometimes, be done. With painstaking care Steger went over all the ground of Steners long relationship with Cowperwood, and tried to make it appear that Cowperwood was invariably the disinterested agent  not the ringleader in a subtle, really criminal adventure. It was hard to do, but he made a fine impression. Still the jury listened with skeptical minds. It might not be fair to punish Cowperwood for seizing with avidity upon a splendid chance to get rich quick, they thought; but it certainly was not worth while to throw a veil of innocence over such palpable human cupidity. Finally, both lawyers were through with Stener for the time being, anyhow, and then Albert Stires was called to the stand.

He was the same thin, pleasant, alert, rather agreeable soul that he had been in the heyday of his clerkly prosperity  a little paler now, but not otherwise changed. His small property had been saved for him by Cowperwood, who had advised Steger to inform the Municipal Reform Association that Stires bondsmen were attempting to sequestrate it for their own benefit, when actually it should go to the city if there were any real claim against him  which there was not. That watchful organization had issued one of its numerous reports covering this point, and Albert had had the pleasure of seeing Strobik and the others withdraw in haste. Naturally he was grateful to Cowperwood, even though once he had been compelled to cry in vain in his presence. He was anxious now to do anything he could to help the banker, but his naturally truthful disposition prevented him from telling anything except the plain facts, which were partly beneficial and partly not.

Stires testified that he recalled Cowperwoods saying that he had purchased the certificates, that he was entitled to the money, that Stener was unduly frightened, and that no harm would come to him, Albert. He identified certain memoranda in the city treasurers books, which were produced, as being accurate, and others in Cowperwoods books, which were also produced, as being corroborative. His testimony as to Steners astonishment on discovering that his chief clerk had given Cowperwood a check was against the latter; but Cowperwood hoped to overcome the effect of this by his own testimony later.

Up to now both Steger and Cowperwood felt that they were doing fairly well, and that they need not be surprised if they won their case.


Chapter XLII

The trial moved on. One witness for the prosecution after another followed until the State had built up an arraignment that satisfied Shannon that he had established Cowperwoods guilt, whereupon he announced that he rested. Steger at once arose and began a long argument for the dismissal of the case on the ground that there was no evidence to show this, that and the other, but Judge Payderson would have none of it. He knew how important the matter was in the local political world.

I dont think you had better go into all that now, Mr. Steger, he said, wearily, after allowing him to proceed a reasonable distance. I am familiar with the custom of the city, and the indictment as here made does not concern the custom of the city. Your argument is with the jury, not with me. I couldnt enter into that now. You may renew your motion at the close of the defendants case. Motion denied.

District-Attorney Shannon, who had been listening attentively, sat down. Steger, seeing there was no chance to soften the judges mind by any subtlety of argument, returned to Cowperwood, who smiled at the result.

Well just have to take our chances with the jury, he announced.

I was sure of it, replied Cowperwood.

Steger then approached the jury, and, having outlined the case briefly from his angle of observation, continued by telling them what he was sure the evidence would show from his point of view.

As a matter of fact, gentlemen, there is no essential difference in the evidence which the prosecution can present and that which we, the defense, can present. We are not going to dispute that Mr. Cowperwood received a check from Mr. Stener for sixty thousand dollars, or that he failed to put the certificate of city loan which that sum of money represented, and to which he was entitled in payment as agent, in the sinking-fund, as the prosecution now claims he should have done; but we are going to claim and prove also beyond the shadow of a reasonable doubt that he had a right, as the agent of the city, doing business with the city through its treasury department for four years, to withhold, under an agreement which he had with the city treasurer, all payments of money and all deposits of certificates in the sinking-fund until the first day of each succeeding month  the first month following any given transaction. As a matter of fact we can and will bring many traders and bankers who have had dealings with the city treasury in the past in just this way to prove this. The prosecution is going to ask you to believe that Mr. Cowperwood knew at the time he received this check that he was going to fail; that he did not buy the certificates, as he claimed, with the view of placing them in the sinking-fund; and that, knowing he was going to fail, and that he could not subsequently deposit them, he deliberately went to Mr. Albert Stires, Mr. Steners secretary, told him that he had purchased such certificates, and on the strength of a falsehood, implied if not actually spoken, secured the check, and walked away.

Now, gentlemen, I am not going to enter into a long-winded discussion of these points at this time, since the testimony is going to show very rapidly what the facts are. We have a number of witnesses here, and we are all anxious to have them heard. What I am going to ask you to remember is that there is not one scintilla of testimony outside of that which may possibly be given by Mr. George W. Stener, which will show either that Mr. Cowperwood knew, at the time he called on the city treasurer, that he was going to fail, or that he had not purchased the certificates in question, or that he had not the right to withhold them from the sinking-fund as long as he pleased up to the first of the month, the time he invariably struck a balance with the city. Mr. Stener, the ex-city treasurer, may possibly testify one way. Mr. Cowperwood, on his own behalf, will testify another. It will then be for you gentlemen to decide between them, to decide which one you prefer to believe  Mr. George W. Stener, the ex-city treasurer, the former commercial associate of Mr. Cowperwood, who, after years and years of profit, solely because of conditions of financial stress, fire, and panic, preferred to turn on his one-time associate from whose labors he had reaped so much profit, or Mr. Frank A. Cowperwood, the well-known banker and financier, who did his best to weather the storm alone, who fulfilled to the letter every agreement he ever had with the city, who has even until this hour been busy trying to remedy the unfair financial difficulties forced upon him by fire and panic, and who only yesterday made an offer to the city that, if he were allowed to continue in uninterrupted control of his affairs he would gladly repay as quickly as possible every dollar of his indebtedness (which is really not all his), including the five hundred thousand dollars under discussion between him and Mr. Stener and the city, and so prove by his works, not talk, that there was no basis for this unfair suspicion of his motives. As you perhaps surmise, the city has not chosen to accept his offer, and I shall try and tell you why later, gentlemen. For the present we will proceed with the testimony, and for the defense all I ask is that you give very close attention to all that is testified to here to-day. Listen very carefully to Mr. W. C. Davison when he is put on the stand. Listen equally carefully to Mr. Cowperwood when we call him to testify. Follow the other testimony closely, and then you will be able to judge for yourselves. See if you can distinguish a just motive for this prosecution. I cant. I am very much obliged to you for listening to me, gentlemen, so attentively.

He then put on Arthur Rivers, who had acted for Cowperwood on change as special agent during the panic, to testify to the large quantities of city loan he had purchased to stay the market; and then after him, Cowperwoods brothers, Edward and Joseph, who testified to instructions received from Rivers as to buying and selling city loan on that occasion  principally buying.

The next witness was President W. C. Davison of the Girard National Bank. He was a large man physically, not so round of body as full and broad. His shoulders and chest were ample. He had a big blond head, with an ample breadth of forehead, which was high and sane-looking. He had a thick, squat nose, which, however, was forceful, and thin, firm, even lips. There was the faintest touch of cynical humor in his hard blue eyes at times; but mostly he was friendly, alert, placid-looking, without seeming in the least sentimental or even kindly. His business, as one could see plainly, was to insist on hard financial facts, and one could see also how he would naturally be drawn to Frank Algernon Cowperwood without being mentally dominated or upset by him. As he took the chair very quietly, and yet one might say significantly, it was obvious that he felt that this sort of legal-financial palaver was above the average man and beneath the dignity of a true financier  in other words, a bother. The drowsy Sparkheaver holding up a Bible beside him for him to swear by might as well have been a block of wood. His oath was a personal matter with him. It was good business to tell the truth at times. His testimony was very direct and very simple.

He had known Mr. Frank Algernon Cowperwood for nearly ten years. He had done business with or through him nearly all of that time. He knew nothing of his personal relations with Mr. Stener, and did not know Mr. Stener personally. As for the particular check of sixty thousand dollars  yes, he had seen it before. It had come into the bank on October 10th along with other collateral to offset an overdraft on the part of Cowperwood & Co. It was placed to the credit of Cowperwood & Co. on the books of the bank, and the bank secured the cash through the clearing-house. No money was drawn out of the bank by Cowperwood & Co. after that to create an overdraft. The banks account with Cowperwood was squared.

Nevertheless, Mr. Cowperwood might have drawn heavily, and nothing would have been thought of it. Mr. Davison did not know that Mr. Cowperwood was going to fail  did not suppose that he could, so quickly. He had frequently overdrawn his account with the bank; as a matter of fact, it was the regular course of his business to overdraw it. It kept his assets actively in use, which was the height of good business. His overdrafts were protected by collateral, however, and it was his custom to send bundles of collateral or checks, or both, which were variously distributed to keep things straight. Mr. Cowperwoods account was the largest and most active in the bank, Mr. Davison kindly volunteered. When Mr. Cowperwood had failed there had been over ninety thousand dollars worth of certificates of city loan in the banks possession which Mr Cowperwood had sent there as collateral. Shannon, on cross-examination, tried to find out for the sake of the effect on the jury, whether Mr. Davison was not for some ulterior motive especially favorable to Cowperwood. It was not possible for him to do that. Steger followed, and did his best to render the favorable points made by Mr. Davison in Cowperwoods behalf perfectly clear to the jury by having him repeat them. Shannon objected, of course, but it was of no use. Steger managed to make his point.

He now decided to have Cowperwood take the stand, and at the mention of his name in this connection the whole courtroom bristled.

Cowperwood came forward briskly and quickly. He was so calm, so jaunty, so defiant of life, and yet so courteous to it. These lawyers, this jury, this straw-and-water judge, these machinations of fate, did not basically disturb or humble or weaken him. He saw through the mental equipment of the jury at once. He wanted to assist his counsel in disturbing and confusing Shannon, but his reason told him that only an indestructible fabric of fact or seeming would do it. He believed in the financial rightness of the thing he had done. He was entitled to do it. Life was war  particularly financial life; and strategy was its keynote, its duty, its necessity. Why should he bother about petty, picayune minds which could not understand this? He went over his history for Steger and the jury, and put the sanest, most comfortable light on it that he could. He had not gone to Mr. Stener in the first place, he said  he had been called. He had not urged Mr. Stener to anything. He had merely shown him and his friends financial possibilities which they were only too eager to seize upon. And they had seized upon them. (It was not possible for Shannon to discover at this period how subtly he had organized his street-car companies so that he could have shaken out Stener and his friends without their being able to voice a single protest, so he talked of these things as opportunities which he had made for Stener and others. Shannon was not a financier, neither was Steger. They had to believe in a way, though they doubted it, partly  particularly Shannon.) He was not responsible for the custom prevailing in the office of the city treasurer, he said. He was a banker and broker.

The jury looked at him, and believed all except this matter of the sixty-thousand-dollar check. When it came to that he explained it all plausibly enough. When he had gone to see Stener those several last days, he had not fancied that he was really going to fail. He had asked Stener for some money, it is true  not so very much, all things considered  one hundred and fifty thousand dollars; but, as Stener should have testified, he (Cowperwood) was not disturbed in his manner. Stener had merely been one resource of his. He was satisfied at that time that he had many others. He had not used the forceful language or made the urgent appeal which Stener said he had, although he had pointed out to Stener that it was a mistake to become panic-stricken, also to withhold further credit. It was true that Stener was his easiest, his quickest resource, but not his only one. He thought, as a matter of fact, that his credit would be greatly extended by his principal money friends if necessary, and that he would have ample time to patch up his affairs and keep things going until the storm should blow over. He had told Stener of his extended purchase of city loan to stay the market on the first day of the panic, and of the fact that sixty thousand dollars was due him. Stener had made no objection. It was just possible that he was too mentally disturbed at the time to pay close attention. After that, to his, Cowperwoods, surprise, unexpected pressure on great financial houses from unexpected directions had caused them to be not willingly but unfortunately severe with him. This pressure, coming collectively the next day, had compelled him to close his doors, though he had not really expected to up to the last moment. His call for the sixty-thousand-dollar check at the time had been purely fortuitous. He needed the money, of course, but it was due him, and his clerks were all very busy. He merely asked for and took it personally to save time. Stener knew if it had been refused him he would have brought suit. The matter of depositing city loan certificates in the sinking-fund, when purchased for the city, was something to which he never gave any personal attention whatsoever. His bookkeeper, Mr. Stapley, attended to all that. He did not know, as a matter of fact, that they had not been deposited. (This was a barefaced lie. He did know.) As for the check being turned over to the Girard National Bank, that was fortuitous. It might just as well have been turned over to some other bank if the conditions had been different.

Thus on and on he went, answering all of Stegers and Shannons searching questions with the most engaging frankness, and you could have sworn from the solemnity with which he took it all  the serious business attention  that he was the soul of so-called commercial honor. And to say truly, he did believe in the justice as well as the necessity and the importance of all that he had done and now described. He wanted the jury to see it as he saw it  put itself in his place and sympathize with him.

He was through finally, and the effect on the jury of his testimony and his personality was peculiar. Philip Moultrie, juror No. 1, decided that Cowperwood was lying. He could not see how it was possible that he could not know the day before that he was going to fail. He must have known, he thought. Anyhow, the whole series of transactions between him and Stener seemed deserving of some punishment, and all during this testimony he was thinking how, when he got in the jury-room, he would vote guilty. He even thought of some of the arguments he would use to convince the others that Cowperwood was guilty. Juror No. 2, on the contrary, Simon Glassberg, a clothier, thought he understood how it all came about, and decided to vote for acquittal. He did not think Cowperwood was innocent, but he did not think he deserved to be punished. Juror No. 3, Fletcher Norton, an architect, thought Cowperwood was guilty, but at the same time that he was too talented to be sent to prison. Juror No. 4, Charles Hillegan, an Irishman, a contractor, and a somewhat religious-minded person, thought Cowperwood was guilty and ought to be punished. Juror No. 5, Philip Lukash, a coal merchant, thought he was guilty. Juror No. 6, Benjamin Fraser, a mining expert, thought he was probably guilty, but he could not be sure. Uncertain what he would do, juror No. 7, J. J. Bridges, a broker in Third Street, small, practical, narrow, thought Cowperwood was shrewd and guilty and deserved to be punished. He would vote for his punishment. Juror No. 8, Guy E. Tripp, general manager of a small steamboat company, was uncertain. Juror No. 9, Joseph Tisdale, a retired glue manufacturer, thought Cowperwood was probably guilty as charged, but to Tisdale it was no crime. Cowperwood was entitled to do as he had done under the circumstances. Tisdale would vote for his acquittal. Juror No. 10, Richard Marsh, a young florist, was for Cowperwood in a sentimental way. He had, as a matter of fact, no real convictions. Juror No. 11, Richard Webber, a grocer, small financially, but heavy physically, was for Cowperwoods conviction. He thought him guilty. Juror No. 12, Washington B. Thomas, a wholesale flour merchant, thought Cowperwood was guilty, but believed in a recommendation to mercy after pronouncing him so. Men ought to be reformed, was his slogan.

So they stood, and so Cowperwood left them, wondering whether any of his testimony had had a favorable effect.


Chapter XLIII

Since it is the privilege of the lawyer for the defense to address the jury first, Steger bowed politely to his colleague and came forward. Putting his hands on the jury-box rail, he began in a very quiet, modest, but impressive way:

Gentlemen of the jury, my client, Mr. Frank Algernon Cowperwood, a well-known banker and financier of this city, doing business in Third Street, is charged by the State of Pennsylvania, represented by the district attorney of this district, with fraudulently transferring from the treasury of the city of Philadelphia to his own purse the sum of sixty thousand dollars, in the form of a check made out to his order, dated October 9, 1871, and by him received from one Albert Stires, the private secretary and head bookkeeper of the treasurer of this city, at the time in question. Now, gentlemen, what are the facts in this connection? You have heard the various witnesses and know the general outlines of the story. Take the testimony of George W. Stener, to begin with. He tells you that sometime back in the year 1866 he was greatly in need of some one, some banker or broker, who would tell him how to bring city loan, which was selling very low at the time, to par  who would not only tell him this, but proceed to demonstrate that his knowledge was accurate by doing it. Mr. Stener was an inexperienced man at the time in the matter of finance. Mr. Cowperwood was an active young man with an enviable record as a broker and a trader on change. He proceeded to demonstrate to Mr. Stener not only in theory, but in fact, how this thing of bringing city loan to par could be done. He made an arrangement at that time with Mr. Stener, the details of which you have heard from Mr. Stener himself, the result of which was that a large amount of city loan was turned over to Mr. Cowperwood by Mr. Stener for sale, and by adroit manipulation  methods of buying and selling which need not be gone into here, but which are perfectly sane and legitimate in the world in which Mr. Cowperwood operated, did bring that loan to par, and kept it there year after year as you have all heard here testified to.

Now what is the bone of contention here, gentlemen, the significant fact which brings Mr. Stener into this court at this time charging his old-time agent and broker with larceny and embezzlement, and alleging that he has transferred to his own use without a shadow of return sixty thousand dollars of the money which belongs to the city treasury? What is it? Is it that Mr. Cowperwood secretly, with great stealth, as it were, at some time or other, unknown to Mr. Stener or to his assistants, entered the office of the treasurer and forcibly, and with criminal intent, carried away sixty thousand dollars worth of the citys money? Not at all. The charge is, as you have heard the district attorney explain, that Mr. Cowperwood came in broad daylight at between four and five oclock of the afternoon preceeding the day of his assignment; was closeted with Mr. Stener for a half or three-quarters of an hour; came out; explained to Mr. Albert Stires that he had recently bought sixty thousand dollars worth of city loan for the city sinking-fund, for which he had not been paid; asked that the amount be credited on the citys books to him, and that he be given a check, which was his due, and walked out. Anything very remarkable about that, gentlemen? Anything very strange? Has it been testified here to-day that Mr. Cowperwood was not the agent of the city for the transaction of just such business as he said on that occasion that he had transacted? Did any one say here on the witness-stand that he had not bought city loan as he said he had?

Why is it then that Mr. Stener charges Mr. Cowperwood with larcenously securing and feloniously disposing of a check for sixty thousand dollars for certificates which he had a right to buy, and which it has not been contested here that he did buy? The reason lies just here  listen  just here. At the time my client asked for the check and took it away with him and deposited it in his own bank to his own account, he failed, so the prosecution insists, to put the sixty thousand dollars worth of certificates for which he had received the check, in the sinking-fund; and having failed to do that, and being compelled by the pressure of financial events the same day to suspend payment generally, he thereby, according to the prosecution and the anxious leaders of the Republican party in the city, became an embezzler, a thief, a this or that  anything you please so long as you find a substitute for George W. Stener and the indifferent leaders of the Republican party in the eyes of the people.

And here Mr. Steger proceeded boldly and defiantly to outline the entire political situation as it had manifested itself in connection with the Chicago fire, the subsequent panic and its political consequences, and to picture Cowperwood as the unjustly maligned agent, who before the fire was valuable and honorable enough to suit any of the political leaders of Philadelphia, but afterward, and when political defeat threatened, was picked upon as the most available scapegoat anywhere within reach.

And it took him a half hour to do that. And afterward but only after he had pointed to Stener as the true henchman and stalking horse, who had, in turn, been used by political forces above him to accomplish certain financial results, which they were not willing to have ascribed to themselves, he continued with:

But now, in the light of all this, only see how ridiculous all this is! How silly! Frank A. Cowperwood had always been the agent of the city in these matters for years and years. He worked under certain rules which he and Mr. Stener had agreed upon in the first place, and which obviously came from others, who were above Mr. Stener, since they were hold-over customs and rules from administrations, which had been long before Mr. Stener ever appeared on the scene as city treasurer. One of them was that he could carry all transactions over until the first of the month following before he struck a balance. That is, he need not pay any money over for anything to the city treasurer, need not send him any checks or deposit any money or certificates in the sinking-fund until the first of the month because  now listen to this carefully, gentlemen; it is important  because his transactions in connection with city loan and everything else that he dealt in for the city treasurer were so numerous, so swift, so uncalculated beforehand, that he had to have a loose, easy system of this kind in order to do his work properly  to do business at all. Otherwise he could not very well have worked to the best advantage for Mr. Stener, or for any one else. It would have meant too much bookkeeping for him  too much for the city treasurer. Mr. Stener has testified to that in the early part of his story. Albert Stires has indicated that that was his understanding of it. Well, then what? Why, just this. Would any jury suppose, would any sane business man believe that if such were the case Mr. Cowperwood would be running personally with all these items of deposit, to the different banks or the sinking-fund or the city treasurers office, or would be saying to his head bookkeeper, Here, Stapley, here is a check for sixty thousand dollars. See that the certificates of loan which this represents are put in the sinking-fund to-day? And why not? What a ridiculous supposition any other supposition is! As a matter of course and as had always been the case, Mr. Cowperwood had a system. When the time came, this check and these certificates would be automatically taken care of. He handed his bookkeeper the check and forgot all about it. Would you imagine a banker with a vast business of this kind doing anything else?

Mr. Steger paused for breath and inquiry, and then, having satisfied himself that his point had been sufficiently made, he continued:

Of course the answer is that he knew he was going to fail. Well, Mr. Cowperwoods reply is that he didnt know anything of the sort. He has personally testified here that it was only at the last moment before it actually happened that he either thought or knew of such an occurrence. Why, then, this alleged refusal to let him have the check to which he was legally entitled? I think I know. I think I can give a reason if you will hear me out.

Steger shifted his position and came at the jury from another intellectual angle:

It was simply because Mr. George W. Stener at that time, owing to a recent notable fire and a panic, imagined for some reason  perhaps because Mr. Cowperwood cautioned him not to become frightened over local developments generally  that Mr. Cowperwood was going to close his doors; and having considerable money on deposit with him at a low rate of interest, Mr. Stener decided that Mr. Cowperwood must not have any more money  not even the money that was actually due him for services rendered, and that had nothing whatsoever to do with the money loaned him by Mr. Stener at two and one-half per cent. Now isnt that a ridiculous situation? But it was because Mr. George W. Stener was filled with his own fears, based on a fire and a panic which had absolutely nothing to do with Mr. Cowperwoods solvency in the beginning that he decided not to let Frank A. Cowperwood have the money that was actually due him, because he, Stener, was criminally using the citys money to further his own private interests (through Mr. Cowperwood as a broker), and in danger of being exposed and possibly punished. Now where, I ask you, does the good sense of that decision come in? Is it apparent to you, gentlemen? Was Mr. Cowperwood still an agent for the city at the time he bought the loan certificates as here testified? He certainly was. If so, was he entitled to that money? Who is going to stand up here and deny it? Where is the question then, as to his right or his honesty in this matter? How does it come in here at all? I can tell you. It sprang solely from one source and from nowhere else, and that is the desire of the politicians of this city to find a scapegoat for the Republican party.

Now you may think I am going rather far afield for an explanation of this very peculiar decision to prosecute Mr. Cowperwood, an agent of the city, for demanding and receiving what actually belonged to him. But Im not. Consider the position of the Republican party at that time. Consider the fact that an exposure of the truth in regard to the details of a large defalcation in the city treasury would have a very unsatisfactory effect on the election about to be held. The Republican party had a new city treasurer to elect, a new district attorney. It had been in the habit of allowing its city treasurers the privilege of investing the funds in their possession at a low rate of interest for the benefit of themselves and their friends. Their salaries were small. They had to have some way of eking out a reasonable existence. Was Mr. George Stener responsible for this custom of loaning out the city money? Not at all. Was Mr. Cowperwood? Not at all. The custom had been in vogue long before either Mr. Cowperwood or Mr. Stener came on the scene. Why, then, this great hue and cry about it now? The entire uproar sprang solely from the fear of Mr. Stener at this juncture, the fear of the politicians at this juncture, of public exposure. No city treasurer had ever been exposed before. It was a new thing to face exposure, to face the risk of having the publics attention called to a rather nefarious practice of which Mr. Stener was taking advantage, that was all. A great fire and a panic were endangering the security and well-being of many a financial organization in the city  Mr. Cowperwoods among others. It meant many possible failures, and many possible failures meant one possible failure. If Frank A. Cowperwood failed, he would fail owing the city of Philadelphia five hundred thousand dollars, borrowed from the city treasurer at the very low rate of interest of two and one-half per cent. Anything very detrimental to Mr. Cowperwood in that? Had he gone to the city treasurer and asked to be loaned money at two and one-half per cent.? If he had, was there anything criminal in it from a business point of view? Isnt a man entitled to borrow money from any source he can at the lowest possible rate of interest? Did Mr. Stener have to loan it to Mr. Cowperwood if he did not want to? As a matter of fact didnt he testify here to-day that he personally had sent for Mr. Cowperwood in the first place? Why, then, in Heavens name, this excited charge of larceny, larceny as bailee, embezzlement, embezzlement on a check, etc., etc.?

Once more, gentlemen, listen. Ill tell you why. The men who stood behind Stener, and whose bidding he was doing, wanted to make a political scapegoat of some one  of Frank Algernon Cowperwood, if they couldnt get any one else. Thats why. No other reason under Gods blue sky, not one. Why, if Mr. Cowperwood needed more money just at that time to tide him over, it would have been good policy for them to have given it to him and hushed this matter up. It would have been illegal  though not any more illegal than anything else that has ever been done in this connection  but it would have been safer. Fear, gentlemen, fear, lack of courage, inability to meet a great crisis when a great crisis appears, was all that really prevented them from doing this. They were afraid to place confidence in a man who had never heretofore betrayed their trust and from whose loyalty and great financial ability they and the city had been reaping large profits. The reigning city treasurer of the time didnt have the courage to go on in the face of fire and panic and the rumors of possible failure, and stick by his illegal guns; and so he decided to draw in his horns as testified here to-day  to ask Mr. Cowperwood to return all or at least a big part of the five hundred thousand dollars he had loaned him, and which Cowperwood had been actually using for his, Steners benefit, and to refuse him in addition the money that was actually due him for an authorized purchase of city loan. Was Cowperwood guilty as an agent in any of these transactions? Not in the least. Was there any suit pending to make him return the five hundred thousand dollars of city money involved in his present failure? Not at all. It was simply a case of wild, silly panic on the part of George W. Stener, and a strong desire on the part of the Republican party leaders, once they discovered what the situation was, to find some one outside of Stener, the party treasurer, upon whom they could blame the shortage in the treasury. You heard what Mr. Cowperwood testified to here in this case to-day  that he went to Mr. Stener to forfend against any possible action of this kind in the first place. And it was because of this very warning that Mr. Stener became wildly excited, lost his head, and wanted Mr. Cowperwood to return him all his money, all the five hundred thousand dollars he had loaned him at two and one-half per cent. Isnt that silly financial business at the best? Wasnt that a fine time to try to call a perfectly legal loan?

But now to return to this particular check of sixty thousand dollars. When Mr. Cowperwood called that last afternoon before he failed, Mr. Stener testified that he told him that he couldnt have any more money, that it was impossible, and that then Mr. Cowperwood went out into his general office and without his knowledge or consent persuaded his chief clerk and secretary, Mr. Albert Stires, to give him a check for sixty thousand dollars, to which he was not entitled and on which he, Stener, would have stopped payment if he had known.

What nonsense! Why didnt he know? The books were there, open to him. Mr. Stires told him the first thing the next morning. Mr. Cowperwood thought nothing of it, for he was entitled to it, and could collect it in any court of law having jurisdiction in such cases, failure or no failure. It is silly for Mr. Stener to say he would have stopped payment. Such a claim was probably an after-thought of the next morning after he had talked with his friends, the politicians, and was all a part, a trick, a trap, to provide the Republican party with a scapegoat at this time. Nothing more and nothing less; and you may be sure no one knew it better than the people who were most anxious to see Mr. Cowperwood convicted.

Steger paused and looked significantly at Shannon.

Gentlemen of the jury [he finally concluded, quietly and earnestly], you are going to find, when you think it over in the jury-room this evening, that this charge of larceny and larceny as bailee, and embezzlement of a check for sixty thousand dollars, which are contained in this indictment, and which represent nothing more than the eager effort of the district attorney to word this one act in such a way that it will look like a crime, represents nothing more than the excited imagination of a lot of political refugees who are anxious to protect their own skirts at the expense of Mr. Cowperwood, and who care for nothing  honor, fair play, or anything else, so long as they are let off scot-free. They dont want the Republicans of Pennsylvania to think too ill of the Republican party management and control in this city. They want to protect George W. Stener as much as possible and to make a political scapegoat of my client. It cant be done, and it wont be done. As honorable, intelligent men you wont permit it to be done. And I think with that thought I can safely leave you.

Steger suddenly turned from the jury-box and walked to his seat beside Cowperwood, while Shannon arose, calm, forceful, vigorous, much younger.

As between man and man, Shannon was not particularly opposed to the case Steger had made out for Cowperwood, nor was he opposed to Cowperwoods having made money as he did. As a matter of fact, Shannon actually thought that if he had been in Cowperwoods position he would have done exactly the same thing. However, he was the newly elected district attorney. He had a record to make; and, besides, the political powers who were above him were satisfied that Cowperwood ought to be convicted for the looks of the thing. Therefore he laid his hands firmly on the rail at first, looked the jurors steadily in the eyes for a time, and, having framed a few thoughts in his mind began:

Now, gentlemen of the jury, it seems to me that if we all pay strict attention to what has transpired here to-day, we will have no difficulty in reaching a conclusion; and it will be a very satisfactory one, if we all try to interpret the facts correctly. This defendant, Mr. Cowperwood, comes into this court to-day charged, as I have stated to you before, with larceny, with larceny as bailee, with embezzlement, and with embezzlement of a specific check  namely, one dated October 9, 1871, drawn to the order of Frank A. Cowperwood & Company for the sum of sixty thousand dollars by the secretary of the city treasurer for the city treasurer, and by him signed, as he had a perfect right to sign it, and delivered to the said Frank A. Cowperwood, who claims that he was not only properly solvent at the time, but had previously purchased certificates of city loan to the value of sixty thousand dollars, and had at that time or would shortly thereafter, as was his custom, deposit them to the credit of the city in the city sinking-fund, and thus close what would ordinarily be an ordinary transaction  namely, that of Frank A. Cowperwood & Company as bankers and brokers for the city buying city loan for the city, depositing it in the sinking-fund, and being promptly and properly reimbursed. Now, gentlemen, what are the actual facts in this case? Was the said Frank A. Cowperwood & Company  there is no company, as you well know, as you have heard testified here to-day, only Frank A. Cowperwood  was the said Frank A. Cowperwood a fit person to receive the check at this time in the manner he received it  that is, was he authorized agent of the city at the time, or was he not? Was he solvent? Did he actually himself think he was going to fail, and was this sixty-thousand-dollar check a last thin straw which he was grabbing at to save his financial life regardless of what it involved legally, morally, or otherwise; or had he actually purchased certificates of city loan to the amount he said he had in the way he said he had, at the time he said he had, and was he merely collecting his honest due? Did he intend to deposit these certificates of loans in the city sinking-fund, as he said he would  as it was understood naturally and normally that he would  or did he not? Were his relations with the city treasurer as broker and agent the same as they had always been on the day that he secured this particular check for sixty thousand dollars, or were they not? Had they been terminated by a conversation fifteen minutes before or two days before or two weeks before  it makes no difference when, so long as they had been properly terminated  or had they not? A business man has a right to abrogate an agreement at any time where there is no specific form of contract and no fixed period of operation entered into  as you all must know. You must not forget that in considering the evidence in this case. Did George W. Stener, knowing or suspecting that Frank A. Cowperwood was in a tight place financially, unable to fulfill any longer properly and honestly the duties supposedly devolving on him by this agreement, terminate it then and there on October 9, 1871, before this check for sixty thousand dollars was given, or did he not? Did Mr. Frank A. Cowperwood then and there, knowing that he was no longer an agent of the city treasurer and the city, and knowing also that he was insolvent (having, as Mr. Stener contends, admitted to him that he was so), and having no intention of placing the certificates which he subsequently declared he had purchased in the sinking-fund, go out into Mr. Steners general office, meet his secretary, tell him he had purchased sixty thousand dollars worth of city loan, ask for the check, get it, put it in his pocket, walk off, and never make any return of any kind in any manner, shape, or form to the city, and then, subsequently, twenty-four hours later, fail, owing this and five hundred thousand dollars more to the city treasury, or did he not? What are the facts in this case? What have the witnesses testified to? What has George W. Stener testified to, Albert Stires, President Davison, Mr. Cowperwood himself? What are the interesting, subtle facts in this case, anyhow? Gentlemen, you have a very curious problem to decide.

He paused and gazed at the jury, adjusting his sleeves as he did so, and looking as though he knew for certain that he was on the trail of a slippery, elusive criminal who was in a fair way to foist himself upon an honorable and decent community and an honorable and innocent jury as an honest man.

Then he continued:

Now, gentlemen, what are the facts? You can see for yourselves exactly how this whole situation has come about. You are sensible men. I dont need to tell you. Here are two men, one elected treasurer of the city of Philadelphia, sworn to guard the interests of the city and to manipulate its finances to the best advantage, and the other called in at a time of uncertain financial cogitation to assist in unraveling a possibly difficult financial problem; and then you have a case of a quiet, private financial understanding being reached, and of subsequent illegal dealings in which one man who is shrewder, wiser, more versed in the subtle ways of Third Street leads the other along over seemingly charming paths of fortunate investment into an accidental but none the less criminal mire of failure and exposure and public calumny and what not. And then they get to the place where the more vulnerable individual of the two  the man in the most dangerous position, the city treasurer of Philadelphia, no less  can no longer reasonably or, let us say, courageously, follow the other fellow; and then you have such a spectacle as was described here this afternoon in the witness-chair by Mr. Stener  that is, you have a vicious, greedy, unmerciful financial wolf standing over a cowering, unsophisticated commercial lamb, and saying to him, his white, shiny teeth glittering all the while, If you dont advance me the money I ask for  the three hundred thousand dollars I now demand  you will be a convict, your children will be thrown in the street, you and your wife and your family will be in poverty again, and there will be no one to turn a hand for you. That is what Mr. Stener says Mr. Cowperwood said to him. I, for my part, havent a doubt in the world that he did. Mr. Steger, in his very guarded references to his client, describes him as a nice, kind, gentlemanly agent, a broker merely on whom was practically forced the use of five hundred thousand dollars at two and a half per cent. when money was bringing from ten to fifteen per cent. in Third Street on call loans, and even more. But I for one dont choose to believe it. The thing that strikes me as strange in all of this is that if he was so nice and kind and gentle and remote  a mere hired and therefore subservient agent  how is it that he could have gone to Mr. Steners office two or three days before the matter of this sixty-thousand-dollar check came up and say to him, as Mr. Stener testifies under oath that he did say to him, If you dont give me three hundred thousand dollars worth more of the citys money at once, to-day, I will fail, and you will be a convict. You will go to the penitentiary.? Thats what he said to him. I will fail and you will be a convict. They cant touch me, but they will arrest you. I am an agent merely. Does that sound like a nice, mild, innocent, well-mannered agent, a hired broker, or doesnt it sound like a hard, defiant, contemptuous master  a man in control and ready to rule and win by fair means or foul?

Gentlemen, I hold no brief for George W. Stener. In my judgment he is as guilty as his smug co-partner in crime  if not more so  this oily financier who came smiling and in sheeps clothing, pointing out subtle ways by which the citys money could be made profitable for both; but when I hear Mr. Cowperwood described as I have just heard him described, as a nice, mild, innocent agent, my gorge rises. Why, gentlemen, if you want to get a right point of view on this whole proposition you will have to go back about ten or twelve years and see Mr. George W. Stener as he was then, a rather poverty-stricken beginner in politics, and before this very subtle and capable broker and agent came along and pointed out ways and means by which the citys money could be made profitable; George W. Stener wasnt very much of a personage then, and neither was Frank A. Cowperwood when he found Stener newly elected to the office of city treasurer. Cant you see him arriving at that time nice and fresh and young and well dressed, as shrewd as a fox, and saying: Come to me. Let me handle city loan. Loan me the citys money at two per cent. or less. Cant you hear him suggesting this? Cant you see him?

George W. Stener was a poor man, comparatively a very poor man, when he first became city treasurer. All he had was a small real-estate and insurance business which brought him in, say, twenty-five hundred dollars a year. He had a wife and four children to support, and he had never had the slightest taste of what for him might be called luxury or comfort. Then comes Mr. Cowperwood  at his request, to be sure, but on an errand which held no theory of evil gains in Mr. Steners mind at the time  and proposes his grand scheme of manipulating all the city loan to their mutual advantage. Do you yourselves think, gentlemen, from what you have seen of George W. Stener here on the witness-stand, that it was he who proposed this plan of ill-gotten wealth to that gentleman over there?

He pointed to Cowperwood.

Does he look to you like a man who would be able to tell that gentleman anything about finance or this wonderful manipulation that followed? I ask you, does he look clever enough to suggest all the subtleties by which these two subsequently made so much money? Why, the statement of this man Cowperwood made to his creditors at the time of his failure here a few weeks ago showed that he considered himself to be worth over one million two hundred and fifty thousand dollars, and he is only a little over thirty-four years old to-day. How much was he worth at the time he first entered business relations with the ex-city treasurer? Have you any idea? I can tell. I had the matter looked up almost a month ago on my accession to office. Just a little over two hundred thousand dollars, gentlemen  just a little over two hundred thousand dollars. Here is an abstract from the files of Dun & Company for that year. Now you can see how rapidly our Caesar has grown in wealth since then. You can see how profitable these few short years have been to him. Was George W. Stener worth any such sum up to the time he was removed from his office and indicted for embezzlement? Was he? I have here a schedule of his liabilities and assets made out at the time. You can see it for yourselves, gentlemen. Just two hundred and twenty thousand dollars measured the sum of all his property three weeks ago; and it is an accurate estimate, as I have reason to know. Why was it, do you suppose, that Mr. Cowperwood grew so fast in wealth and Mr. Stener so slowly? They were partners in crime. Mr. Stener was loaning Mr. Cowperwood vast sums of the citys money at two per cent. when call-rates for money in Third Street were sometimes as high as sixteen and seventeen per cent. Dont you suppose that Mr. Cowperwood sitting there knew how to use this very cheaply come-by money to the very best advantage? Does he look to you as though he didnt? You have seen him on the witness-stand. You have heard him testify. Very suave, very straightforward-seeming, very innocent, doing everything as a favor to Mr. Stener and his friends, of course, and yet making a million in a little over six years and allowing Mr. Stener to make one hundred and sixty thousand dollars or less, for Mr. Stener had some little money at the time this partnership was entered into  a few thousand dollars.

Shannon now came to the vital transaction of October 9th, when Cowperwood called on Stener and secured the check for sixty thousand dollars from Albert Stires. His scorn for this (as he appeared to think) subtle and criminal transaction was unbounded. It was plain larceny, stealing, and Cowperwood knew it when he asked Stires for the check.

Think of it! [Shannon exclaimed, turning and looking squarely at Cowperwood, who faced him quite calmly, undisturbed and unashamed.] Think of it! Think of the colossal nerve of the man  the Machiavellian subtlety of his brain. He knew he was going to fail. He knew after two days of financial work  after two days of struggle to offset the providential disaster which upset his nefarious schemes  that he had exhausted every possible resource save one, the city treasury, and that unless he could compel aid there he was going to fail. He already owed the city treasury five hundred thousand dollars. He had already used the city treasurer as a cats-paw so much, had involved him so deeply, that the latter, because of the staggering size of the debt, was becoming frightened. Did that deter Mr. Cowperwood? Not at all.

He shook his finger ominously in Cowperwoods face, and the latter turned irritably away. He is showing off for the benefit of his future, he whispered to Steger. I wish you could tell the jury that.

I wish I could, replied Steger, smiling scornfully, but my hour is over.

Why [continued Mr. Shannon, turning once more to the jury], think of the colossal, wolfish nerve that would permit a man to say to Albert Stires that he had just purchased sixty thousand dollars worth additional of city loan, and that he would then and there take the check for it! Had he actually purchased this city loan as he said he had? Who can tell? Could any human being wind through all the mazes of the complicated bookkeeping system which he ran, and actually tell? The best answer to that is that if he did purchase the certificates he intended that it should make no difference to the city, for he made no effort to put the certificates in the sinking-fund, where they belonged. His counsel says, and he says, that he didnt have to until the first of the month, although the law says that he must do it at once, and he knew well enough that legally he was bound to do it. His counsel says, and he says, that he didnt know he was going to fail. Hence there was no need of worrying about it. I wonder if any of you gentlemen really believed that? Had he ever asked for a check like that so quick before in his life? In all the history of these nefarious transactions was there another incident like that? You know there wasnt. He had never before, on any occasion, asked personally for a check for anything in this office, and yet on this occasion he did it. Why? Why should he ask for it this time? A few hours more, according to his own statement, wouldnt have made any difference one way or the other, would it? He could have sent a boy for it, as usual. That was the way it had always been done before. Why anything different now? Ill tell you why! [Shannon suddenly shouted, varying his voice tremendously.] Ill tell you why! He knew that he was a ruined man! He knew that his last semi-legitimate avenue of escape  the favor of George W. Stener  had been closed to him! He knew that honestly, by open agreement, he could not extract another single dollar from the treasury of the city of Philadelphia. He knew that if he left the office without this check and sent a boy for it, the aroused city treasurer would have time to inform his clerks, and that then no further money could be obtained. Thats why! Thats why, gentlemen, if you really want to know.

Now, gentlemen of the jury, I am about done with my arraignment of this fine, honorable, virtuous citizen whom the counsel for the defense, Mr. Steger, tells you you cannot possibly convict without doing a great injustice. All I have to say is that you look to me like sane, intelligent men  just the sort of men that I meet everywhere in the ordinary walks of life, doing an honorable American business in an honorable American way. Now, gentlemen of the jury [he was very soft-spoken now], all I have to say is that if, after all you have heard and seen here to-day, you still think that Mr. Frank A. Cowperwood is an honest, honorable man  that he didnt steal, willfully and knowingly, sixty thousand dollars from the Philadelphia city treasury; that he had actually bought the certificates he said he had, and had intended to put them in the sinking-fund, as he said he did, then dont you dare to do anything except turn him loose, and that speedily, so that he can go on back to-day into Third Street, and start to straighten out his much-entangled financial affairs. It is the only thing for honest, conscientious men to do  to turn him instantly loose into the heart of this community, so that some of the rank injustice that my opponent, Mr. Steger, alleges has been done him will be a little made up to him. You owe him, if that is the way you feel, a prompt acknowledgment of his innocence. Dont worry about George W. Stener. His guilt is established by his own confession. He admits he is guilty. He will be sentenced without trial later on. But this man  he says he is an honest, honorable man. He says he didnt think he was going to fail. He says he used all that threatening, compelling, terrifying language, not because he was in danger of failing, but because he didnt want the bother of looking further for aid. What do you think? Do you really think that he had purchased sixty thousand dollars more of certificates for the sinking-fund, and that he was entitled to the money? If so, why didnt he put them in the sinking-fund? Theyre not there now, and the sixty thousand dollars is gone. Who got it? The Girard National Bank, where he was overdrawn to the extent of one hundred thousand dollars! Did it get it and forty thousand dollars more in other checks and certificates? Certainly. Why? Do you suppose the Girard National Bank might be in any way grateful for this last little favor before he closed his doors? Do you think that President Davison, whom you saw here testifying so kindly in this case feels at all friendly, and that that may possibly  I dont say that it does  explain his very kindly interpretation of Mr. Cowperwoods condition? It might be. You can think as well along that line as I can. Anyhow, gentlemen, President Davison says Mr. Cowperwood is an honorable, honest man, and so does his counsel, Mr. Steger. You have heard the testimony. Now you think it over. If you want to turn him loose  turn him loose. [He waved his hand wearily.] Youre the judges. I wouldnt; but then I am merely a hard-working lawyer  one person, one opinion. You may think differently  thats your business. [He waved his hand suggestively, almost contemptuously.] However, Im through, and I thank you for your courtesy. Gentlemen, the decision rests with you.

He turned away grandly, and the jury stirred  so did the idle spectators in the court. Judge Payderson sighed a sigh of relief. It was now quite dark, and the flaring gas forms in the court were all brightly lighted. Outside one could see that it was snowing. The judge stirred among his papers wearily, and turning to the jurors solemnly, began his customary explanation of the law, after which they filed out to the jury-room.

Cowperwood turned to his father who now came over across the fast-emptying court, and said:

Well, well know now in a little while.

Yes, replied Cowperwood, Sr., a little wearily. I hope it comes out right. I saw Butler back there a little while ago.

Did you? queried Cowperwood, to whom this had a peculiar interest.

Yes, replied his father. Hes just gone.

So, Cowperwood thought, Butler was curious enough as to his fate to want to come here and watch him tried. Shannon was his tool. Judge Payderson was his emissary, in a way. He, Cowperwood, might defeat him in the matter of his daughter, but it was not so easy to defeat him here unless the jury should happen to take a sympathetic attitude. They might convict him, and then Butlers Judge Payderson would have the privilege of sentencing him  giving him the maximum sentence. That would not be so nice  five years! He cooled a little as he thought of it, but there was no use worrying about what had not yet happened. Steger came forward and told him that his bail was now ended  had been the moment the jury left the room  and that he was at this moment actually in the care of the sheriff, of whom he knew  Sheriff Adlai Jaspers. Unless he were acquitted by the jury, Steger added, he would have to remain in the sheriffs care until an application for a certificate of reasonable doubt could be made and acted upon.

It would take all of five days, Frank, Steger said, but Jaspers isnt a bad sort. Hed be reasonable. Of course if were lucky you wont have to visit him. You will have to go with this bailiff now, though. Then if things come out right well go home. Say, Id like to win this case, he said. Id like to give them the laugh and see you do it. I consider youve been pretty badly treated, and I think I made that perfectly clear. I can reverse this verdict on a dozen grounds if they happen to decide against you.

He and Cowperwood and the latters father now stalked off with the sheriffs subordinate  a small man by the name of Eddie Zanders, who had approached to take charge. They entered a small room called the pen at the back of the court, where all those on trial whose liberty had been forfeited by the jurys leaving the room had to wait pending its return. It was a dreary, high-ceiled, four-square place, with a window looking out into Chestnut Street, and a second door leading off into somewhere  one had no idea where. It was dingy, with a worn wooden floor, some heavy, plain, wooden benches lining the four sides, no pictures or ornaments of any kind. A single two-arm gas-pipe descended from the center of the ceiling. It was permeated by a peculiarly stale and pungent odor, obviously redolent of all the flotsam and jetsam of life  criminal and innocent  that had stood or sat in here from time to time, waiting patiently to learn what a deliberating fate held in store.

Cowperwood was, of course, disgusted; but he was too self-reliant and capable to show it. All his life he had been immaculate, almost fastidious in his care of himself. Here he was coming, perforce, in contact with a form of life which jarred upon him greatly. Steger, who was beside him, made some comforting, explanatory, apologetic remarks.

Not as nice as it might be, he said, but you wont mind waiting a little while. The jury wont be long, I fancy.

That may not help me, he replied, walking to the window. Afterward he added: What must be, must be.

His father winced. Suppose Frank was on the verge of a long prison term, which meant an atmosphere like this? Heavens! For a moment, he trembled, then for the first time in years he made a silent prayer.


Chapter XLIV

Meanwhile the great argument had been begun in the jury-room, and all the points that had been meditatively speculated upon in the jury-box were now being openly discussed.

It is amazingly interesting to see how a jury will waver and speculate in a case like this  how curious and uncertain is the process by which it makes up its so-called mind. So-called truth is a nebulous thing at best; facts are capable of such curious inversion and interpretation, honest and otherwise. The jury had a strongly complicated problem before it, and it went over it and over it.

Juries reach not so much definite conclusions as verdicts, in a curious fashion and for curious reasons. Very often a jury will have concluded little so far as its individual members are concerned and yet it will have reached a verdict. The matter of time, as all lawyers know, plays a part in this. Juries, speaking of the members collectively and frequently individually, object to the amount of time it takes to decide a case. They do not enjoy sitting and deliberating over a problem unless it is tremendously fascinating. The ramifications or the mystery of a syllogism can become a weariness and a bore. The jury-room itself may and frequently does become a dull agony.

On the other hand, no jury contemplates a disagreement with any degree of satisfaction. There is something so inherently constructive in the human mind that to leave a problem unsolved is plain misery. It haunts the average individual like any other important task left unfinished. Men in a jury-room, like those scientifically demonstrated atoms of a crystal which scientists and philosophers love to speculate upon, like finally to arrange themselves into an orderly and artistic whole, to present a compact, intellectual front, to be whatever they have set out to be, properly and rightly  a compact, sensible jury. One sees this same instinct magnificently displayed in every other phase of nature  in the drifting of sea-wood to the Sargasso Sea, in the geometric interrelation of air-bubbles on the surface of still water, in the marvelous unreasoned architecture of so many insects and atomic forms which make up the substance and the texture of this world. It would seem as though the physical substance of life  this apparition of form which the eye detects and calls real were shot through with some vast subtlety that loves order, that is order. The atoms of our so-called being, in spite of our so-called reason  the dreams of a mood  know where to go and what to do. They represent an order, a wisdom, a willing that is not of us. They build orderly in spite of us. So the subconscious spirit of a jury. At the same time, one does not forget the strange hypnotic effect of one personality on another, the varying effects of varying types on each other, until a solution  to use the word in its purely chemical sense  is reached. In a jury-room the thought or determination of one or two or three men, if it be definite enough, is likely to pervade the whole room and conquer the reason or the opposition of the majority. One man standing out for the definite thought that is in him is apt to become either the triumphant leader of a pliant mass or the brutally battered target of a flaming, concentrated intellectual fire. Men despise dull opposition that is without reason. In a jury-room, of all places, a man is expected to give a reason for the faith that is in him  if one is demanded. It will not do to say, I cannot agree. Jurors have been known to fight. Bitter antagonisms lasting for years have been generated in these close quarters. Recalcitrant jurors have been hounded commercially in their local spheres for their unreasoned oppositions or conclusions.

After reaching the conclusion that Cowperwood unquestionably deserved some punishment, there was wrangling as to whether the verdict should be guilty on all four counts, as charged in the indictment. Since they did not understand how to differentiate between the various charges very well, they decided it should be on all four, and a recommendation to mercy added. Afterward this last was eliminated, however; either he was guilty or he was not. The judge could see as well as they could all the extenuating circumstances  perhaps better. Why tie his hands? As a rule no attention was paid to such recommendations, anyhow, and it only made the jury look wabbly.

So, finally, at ten minutes after twelve that night, they were ready to return a verdict; and Judge Payderson, who, because of his interest in the case and the fact that he lived not so far away, had decided to wait up this long, was recalled. Steger and Cowperwood were sent for. The court-room was fully lighted. The bailiff, the clerk, and the stenographer were there. The jury filed in, and Cowperwood, with Steger at his right, took his position at the gate which gave into the railed space where prisoners always stand to hear the verdict and listen to any commentary of the judge. He was accompanied by his father, who was very nervous.

For the first time in his life he felt as though he were walking in his sleep. Was this the real Frank Cowperwood of two months before  so wealthy, so progressive, so sure? Was this only December 5th or 6th now (it was after midnight)? Why was it the jury had deliberated so long? What did it mean? Here they were now, standing and gazing solemnly before them; and here now was Judge Payderson, mounting the steps of his rostrum, his frizzled hair standing out in a strange, attractive way, his familiar bailiff rapping for order. He did not look at Cowperwood  it would not be courteous  but at the jury, who gazed at him in return. At the words of the clerk, Gentlemen of the jury, have you agreed upon a verdict? the foreman spoke up, We have.

Do you find the defendant guilty or not guilty?

We find the defendant guilty as charged in the indictment.

How had they come to do this? Because he had taken a check for sixty thousand dollars which did not belong to him? But in reality it did. Good Lord, what was sixty thousand dollars in the sum total of all the money that had passed back and forth between him and George W. Stener? Nothing, nothing! A mere bagatelle in its way; and yet here it had risen up, this miserable, insignificant check, and become a mountain of opposition, a stone wall, a prison-wall barring his further progress. It was astonishing. He looked around him at the court-room. How large and bare and cold it was! Still he was Frank A. Cowperwood. Why should he let such queer thoughts disturb him? His fight for freedom and privilege and restitution was not over yet. Good heavens! It had only begun. In five days he would be out again on bail. Steger would take an appeal. He would be out, and he would have two long months in which to make an additional fight. He was not down yet. He would win his liberty. This jury was all wrong. A higher court would say so. It would reverse their verdict, and he knew it. He turned to Steger, where the latter was having the clerk poll the jury, in the hope that some one juror had been over-persuaded, made to vote against his will.

Is that your verdict? he heard the clerk ask of Philip Moultrie, juror No. 1.

It is, replied that worthy, solemnly.

Is that your verdict? The clerk was pointing to Simon Glassberg.

Yes, sir.

Is that your verdict? He pointed to Fletcher Norton.

Yes.

So it went through the whole jury. All the men answered firmly and clearly, though Steger thought it might barely be possible that one would have changed his mind. The judge thanked them and told them that in view of their long services this night, they were dismissed for the term. The only thing remaining to be done now was for Steger to persuade Judge Payderson to grant a stay of sentence pending the hearing of a motion by the State Supreme Court for a new trial.

The Judge looked at Cowperwood very curiously as Steger made this request in proper form, and owing to the importance of the case and the feeling he had that the Supreme Court might very readily grant a certificate of reasonable doubt in this case, he agreed. There was nothing left, therefore, but for Cowperwood to return at this late hour with the deputy sheriff to the county jail, where he must now remain for five days at least  possibly longer.

The jail in question, which was known locally as Moyamensing Prison, was located at Tenth and Reed Streets, and from an architectural and artistic point of view was not actually displeasing to the eye. It consisted of a central portion  prison, residence for the sheriff or what you will  three stories high, with a battlemented cornice and a round battlemented tower about one-third as high as the central portion itself, and two wings, each two stories high, with battlemented turrets at either end, giving it a highly castellated and consequently, from the American point of view, a very prison-like appearance. The facade of the prison, which was not more than thirty-five feet high for the central portion, nor more than twenty-five feet for the wings, was set back at least a hundred feet from the street, and was continued at either end, from the wings to the end of the street block, by a stone wall all of twenty feet high. The structure was not severely prison-like, for the central portion was pierced by rather large, unbarred apertures hung on the two upper stories with curtains, and giving the whole front a rather pleasant and residential air. The wing to the right, as one stood looking in from the street, was the section known as the county jail proper, and was devoted to the care of prisoners serving short-term sentences on some judicial order. The wing to the left was devoted exclusively to the care and control of untried prisoners. The whole building was built of a smooth, light-colored stone, which on a snowy night like this, with the few lamps that were used in it glowing feebly in the dark, presented an eery, fantastic, almost supernatural appearance.

It was a rough and blowy night when Cowperwood started for this institution under duress. The wind was driving the snow before it in curious, interesting whirls. Eddie Zanders, the sheriffs deputy on guard at the court of Quarter Sessions, accompanied him and his father and Steger. Zanders was a little man, dark, with a short, stubby mustache, and a shrewd though not highly intelligent eye. He was anxious first to uphold his dignity as a deputy sheriff, which was a very important position in his estimation, and next to turn an honest penny if he could. He knew little save the details of his small world, which consisted of accompanying prisoners to and from the courts and the jails, and seeing that they did not get away. He was not unfriendly to a particular type of prisoner  the well-to-do or moderately prosperous  for he had long since learned that it paid to be so. To-night he offered a few sociable suggestions  viz., that it was rather rough, that the jail was not so far but that they could walk, and that Sheriff Jaspers would, in all likelihood, be around or could be aroused. Cowperwood scarcely heard. He was thinking of his mother and his wife and of Aileen.

When the jail was reached he was led to the central portion, as it was here that the sheriff, Adlai Jaspers, had his private office. Jaspers had recently been elected to office, and was inclined to conform to all outward appearances, in so far as the proper conduct of his office was concerned, without in reality inwardly conforming. Thus it was generally known among the politicians that one way he had of fattening his rather lean salary was to rent private rooms and grant special privileges to prisoners who had the money to pay for the same. Other sheriffs had done it before him. In fact, when Jaspers was inducted into office, several prisoners were already enjoying these privileges, and it was not a part of his scheme of things to disturb them. The rooms that he let to the right parties, as he invariably put it, were in the central portion of the jail, where were his own private living quarters. They were unbarred, and not at all cell-like. There was no particular danger of escape, for a guard stood always at his private door instructed to keep an eye on the general movements of all the inmates. A prisoner so accommodated was in many respects quite a free person. His meals were served to him in his room, if he wished. He could read or play cards, or receive guests; and if he had any favorite musical instrument, that was not denied him. There was just one rule that had to be complied with. If he were a public character, and any newspaper men called, he had to be brought down-stairs into the private interviewing room in order that they might not know that he was not confined in a cell like any other prisoner.

Nearly all of these facts had been brought to Cowperwoods attention beforehand by Steger; but for all that, when he crossed the threshold of the jail a peculiar sensation of strangeness and defeat came over him. He and his party were conducted to a little office to the left of the entrance, where were only a desk and a chair, dimly lighted by a low-burning gas-jet. Sheriff Jaspers, rotund and ruddy, met them, greeting them in quite a friendly way. Zanders was dismissed, and went briskly about his affairs.

A bad night, isnt it? observed Jaspers, turning up the gas and preparing to go through the routine of registering his prisoner. Steger came over and held a short, private conversation with him in his corner, over his desk which resulted presently in the sheriffs face lighting up.

Oh, certainly, certainly! Thats all right, Mr. Steger, to be sure! Why, certainly!

Cowperwood, eyeing the fat sheriff from his position, understood what it was all about. He had regained completely his critical attitude, his cool, intellectual poise. So this was the jail, and this was the fat mediocrity of a sheriff who was to take care of him. Very good. He would make the best of it. He wondered whether he was to be searched  prisoners usually were  but he soon discovered that he was not to be.

Thats all right, Mr. Cowperwood, said Jaspers, getting up. I guess I can make you comfortable, after a fashion. Were not running a hotel here, as you know  he chuckled to himself but I guess I can make you comfortable. John, he called to a sleepy factotum, who appeared from another room, rubbing his eyes, is the key to Number Six down here?

Yes, sir.

Let me have it.

John disappeared and returned, while Steger explained to Cowperwood that anything he wanted in the way of clothing, etc., could be brought in. Steger himself would stop round next morning and confer with him, as would any of the members of Cowperwoods family whom he wished to see. Cowperwood immediately explained to his father his desire for as little of this as possible. Joseph or Edward might come in the morning and bring a grip full of underwear, etc.; but as for the others, let them wait until he got out or had to remain permanently. He did think of writing Aileen, cautioning her to do nothing; but the sheriff now beckoned, and he quietly followed. Accompanied by his father and Steger, he ascended to his new room.

It was a simple, white-walled chamber fifteen by twenty feet in size, rather high-ceiled, supplied with a high-backed, yellow wooden bed, a yellow bureau, a small imitation-cherry table, three very ordinary cane-seated chairs with carved hickory-rod backs, cherry-stained also, and a wash-stand of yellow-stained wood to match the bed, containing a washbasin, a pitcher, a soap-dish, uncovered, and a small, cheap, pink-flowered tooth and shaving brush mug, which did not match the other ware and which probably cost ten cents. The value of this room to Sheriff Jaspers was what he could get for it in cases like this  twenty-five to thirty-five dollars a week. Cowperwood would pay thirty-five.

Cowperwood walked briskly to the window, which gave out on the lawn in front, now embedded in snow, and said he thought this was all right. Both his father and Steger were willing and anxious to confer with him for hours, if he wished; but there was nothing to say. He did not wish to talk.

Let Ed bring in some fresh linen in the morning and a couple of suits of clothes, and I will be all right. George can get my things together. He was referring to a family servant who acted as valet and in other capacities. Tell Lillian not to worry. Im all right. Id rather she would not come here so long as Im going to be out in five days. If Im not, it will be time enough then. Kiss the kids for me. And he smiled good-naturedly.

After his unfulfilled predictions in regard to the result of this preliminary trial Steger was almost afraid to suggest confidently what the State Supreme Court would or would not do; but he had to say something.

I dont think you need worry about what the outcome of my appeal will be, Frank. Ill get a certificate of reasonable doubt, and thats as good as a stay of two months, perhaps longer. I dont suppose the bail will be more than thirty thousand dollars at the outside. Youll be out again in five or six days, whatever happens.

Cowperwood said that he hoped so, and suggested that they drop matters for the night. After a few fruitless parleys his father and Steger finally said good night, leaving him to his own private reflections. He was tired, however, and throwing off his clothes, tucked himself in his mediocre bed, and was soon fast asleep.


Chapter XLV

Say what one will about prison life in general, modify it ever so much by special chambers, obsequious turnkeys, a general tendency to make one as comfortable as possible, a jail is a jail, and there is no getting away from that. Cowperwood, in a room which was not in any way inferior to that of the ordinary boarding-house, was nevertheless conscious of the character of that section of this real prison which was not yet his portion. He knew that there were cells there, probably greasy and smelly and vermin-infested, and that they were enclosed by heavy iron bars, which would have as readily clanked on him as on those who were now therein incarcerated if he had not had the price to pay for something better. So much for the alleged equality of man, he thought, which gave to one man, even within the grim confines of the machinery of justice, such personal liberty as he himself was now enjoying, and to another, because he chanced to lack wit or presence or friends or wealth, denied the more comfortable things which money would buy.

The morning after the trial, on waking, he stirred curiously, and then it suddenly came to him that he was no longer in the free and comfortable atmosphere of his own bedroom, but in a jail-cell, or rather its very comfortable substitute, a sheriffs rented bedroom. He got up and looked out the window. The ground outside and Passayunk Avenue were white with snow. Some wagons were silently lumbering by. A few Philadelphians were visible here and there, going to and fro on morning errands. He began to think at once what he must do, how he must act to carry on his business, to rehabilitate himself; and as he did so he dressed and pulled the bell-cord, which had been indicated to him, and which would bring him an attendant who would build him a fire and later bring him something to eat. A shabby prison attendant in a blue uniform, conscious of Cowperwoods superiority because of the room he occupied, laid wood and coal in the grate and started a fire, and later brought him his breakfast, which was anything but prison fare, though poor enough at that.

After that he was compelled to wait in patience several hours, in spite of the sheriffs assumption of solicitous interest, before his brother Edward was admitted with his clothes. An attendant, for a consideration, brought him the morning papers, and these, except for the financial news, he read indifferently. Late in the afternoon Steger arrived, saying he had been busy having certain proceedings postponed, but that he had arranged with the sheriff for Cowperwood to be permitted to see such of those as had important business with him.

By this time, Cowperwood had written Aileen under no circumstances to try to see him, as he would be out by the tenth, and that either that day, or shortly after, they would meet. As he knew, she wanted greatly to see him, but he had reason to believe she was under surveillance by detectives employed by her father. This was not true, but it was preying on her fancy, and combined with some derogatory remarks dropped by Owen and Callum at the dinner table recently, had proved almost too much for her fiery disposition. But, because of Cowperwoods letter reaching her at the Calligans, she made no move until she read on the morning of the tenth that Cowperwoods plea for a certificate of reasonable doubt had been granted, and that he would once more, for the time being at least, be a free man. This gave her courage to do what she had long wanted to do, and that was to teach her father that she could get along without him and that he could not make her do anything she did not want to do. She still had the two hundred dollars Cowperwood had given her and some additional cash of her own  perhaps three hundred and fifty dollars in all. This she thought would be sufficient to see her to the end of her adventure, or at least until she could make some other arrangement for her personal well-being. From what she knew of the feeling of her family for her, she felt that the agony would all be on their side, not hers. Perhaps when her father saw how determined she was he would decide to let her alone and make peace with her. She was determined to try it, anyhow, and immediately sent word to Cowperwood that she was going to the Calligans and would welcome him to freedom.

In a way, Cowperwood was rather gratified by Aileens message, for he felt that his present plight, bitter as it was, was largely due to Butlers opposition and he felt no compunction in striking him through his daughter. His former feeling as to the wisdom of not enraging Butler had proved rather futile, he thought, and since the old man could not be placated it might be just as well to have Aileen demonstrate to him that she was not without resources of her own and could live without him. She might force him to change his attitude toward her and possibly even to modify some of his political machinations against him, Cowperwood. Any port in a storm  and besides, he had now really nothing to lose, and instinct told him that her move was likely to prove more favorable than otherwise  so he did nothing to prevent it.

She took her jewels, some underwear, a couple of dresses which she thought would be serviceable, and a few other things, and packed them in the most capacious portmanteau she had. Shoes and stockings came into consideration, and, despite her efforts, she found that she could not get in all that she wished. Her nicest hat, which she was determined to take, had to be carried outside. She made a separate bundle of it, which was not pleasant to contemplate. Still she decided to take it. She rummaged in a little drawer where she kept her money and jewels, and found the three hundred and fifty dollars and put it in her purse. It wasnt much, as Aileen could herself see, but Cowperwood would help her. If he did not arrange to take care of her, and her father would not relent, she would have to get something to do. Little she knew of the steely face the world presents to those who have not been practically trained and are not economically efficient. She did not understand the bitter reaches of life at all. She waited, humming for effect, until she heard her father go downstairs to dinner on this tenth day of December, then leaned over the upper balustrade to make sure that Owen, Callum, Norah, and her mother were at the table, and that Katy, the housemaid, was not anywhere in sight. Then she slipped into her fathers den, and, taking a note from inside her dress, laid it on his desk, and went out. It was addressed to Father, and read:

Dear Father,  I just cannot do what you want me to. I have

made up my mind that I love Mr. Cowperwood too much, so I am

going away. Dont look for me with him. You wont find me

where you think. I am not going to him; I will not be

there. I am going to try to get along by myself for a

while, until he wants me and can marry me. Im terribly

sorry; but I just cant do what you want. I cant ever

forgive you for the way you acted to me. Tell mama and Norah

and the boys good-by for me.



Aileen

To insure its discovery, she picked up Butlers heavy-rimmed spectacles which he employed always when reading, and laid them on it. For a moment she felt very strange, somewhat like a thief  a new sensation for her. She even felt a momentary sense of ingratitude coupled with pain. Perhaps she was doing wrong. Her father had been very good to her. Her mother would feel so very bad. Norah would be sorry, and Callum and Owen. Still, they did not understand her any more. She was resentful of her fathers attitude. He might have seen what the point was; but no, he was too old, too hidebound in religion and conventional ideas  he never would. He might never let her come back. Very well, she would get along somehow. She would show him. She might get a place as a school-teacher, and live with the Calligans a long while, if necessary, or teach music.

She stole downstairs and out into the vestibule, opening the outer door and looking out into the street. The lamps were already flaring in the dark, and a cool wind was blowing. Her portmanteau was heavy, but she was quite strong. She walked briskly to the corner, which was some fifty feet away, and turned south, walking rather nervously and irritably, for this was a new experience for her, and it all seemed so undignified, so unlike anything she was accustomed to doing. She put her bag down on a street corner, finally, to rest. A boy whistling in the distance attracted her attention, and as he drew near she called to him: Boy! Oh, boy!

He came over, looking at her curiously.

Do you want to earn some money?

Yes, maam, he replied politely, adjusting a frowsy cap over one ear.

Carry this bag for me, said Aileen, and he picked it up and marched off.

In due time she arrived at the Calligans, and amid much excitement was installed in the bosom of her new home. She took her situation with much nonchalance, once she was properly placed, distributing her toilet articles and those of personal wear with quiet care. The fact that she was no longer to have the services of Kathleen, the maid who had served her and her mother and Norah jointly, was odd, though not trying. She scarcely felt that she had parted from these luxuries permanently, and so made herself comfortable.

Mamie Calligan and her mother were adoring slaveys, so she was not entirely out of the atmosphere which she craved and to which she was accustomed.


Chapter XLVI

Meanwhile, in the Butler home the family was assembling for dinner. Mrs. Butler was sitting in rotund complacency at the foot of the table, her gray hair combed straight back from her round, shiny forehead. She had on a dark-gray silk dress, trimmed with gray-and-white striped ribbon. It suited her florid temperament admirably. Aileen had dictated her mothers choice, and had seen that it had been properly made. Norah was refreshingly youthful in a pale-green dress, with red-velvet cuffs and collar. She looked young, slender, gay. Her eyes, complexion and hair were fresh and healthy. She was trifling with a string of coral beads which her mother had just given her.

Oh, look, Callum, she said to her brother opposite her, who was drumming idly on the table with his knife and fork. Arent they lovely? Mama gave them to me.

Mama does more for you than I would. You know what youd get from me, dont you?

What?

He looked at her teasingly. For answer Norah made a face at him. Just then Owen came in and took his place at the table. Mrs. Butler saw Norahs grimace.

Well, thatll win no love from your brother, ye can depend on that, she commented.

Lord, what a day! observed Owen, wearily, unfolding his napkin. Ive had my fill of work for once.

Whats the trouble? queried his mother, feelingly.

No real trouble, mother, he replied. Just everything  ducks and drakes, thats all.

Well, ye must ate a good, hearty meal now, and thatll refresh ye, observed his mother, genially and feelingly. Thompson  she was referring to the family grocer brought us the last of his beans. You must have some of those.

Sure, beansll fix it, whatever it is, Owen, joked Callum. Mothers got the answer.

Theyre fine, Id have ye know, replied Mrs. Butler, quite unconscious of the joke.

No doubt of it, mother, replied Callum. Real brain-food. Lets feed some to Norah.

Youd better eat some yourself, smarty. My, but youre gay! I suppose youre going out to see somebody. Thats why.

Right you are, Norah. Smart girl, you. Five or six. Ten to fifteen minutes each. Id call on you if you were nicer.

You would if you got the chance, mocked Norah. Id have you know I wouldnt let you. Id feel very bad if I couldnt get somebody better than you.

As good as, you mean, corrected Callum.

Children, children! interpolated Mrs. Butler, calmly, looking about for old John, the servant. Youll be losin your tempers in a minute. Hush now. Here comes your father. Wheres Aileen?

Butler walked heavily in and took his seat.

John, the servant, appeared bearing a platter of beans among other things, and Mrs. Butler asked him to send some one to call Aileen.

Its gettin colder, Im thinkin, said Butler, by way of conversation, and eyeing Aileens empty chair. She would come soon now  his heavy problem. He had been very tactful these last two months  avoiding any reference to Cowperwood in so far as he could help in her presence.

Its colder, remarked Owen, much colder. Well soon see real winter now.

Old John began to offer the various dishes in order; but when all had been served Aileen had not yet come.

See where Aileen is, John, observed Mrs. Butler, interestedly. The meal will be gettin cold.

Old John returned with the news that Aileen was not in her room.

Sure she must be somewhere, commented Mrs. Butler, only slightly perplexed. Shell be comin, though, never mind, if she wants to. She knows its meal-time.

The conversation drifted from a new water-works that was being planned to the new city hall, then nearing completion; Cowperwoods financial and social troubles, and the state of the stock market generally; a new gold-mine in Arizona; the departure of Mrs. Mollenhauer the following Tuesday for Europe, with appropriate comments by Norah and Callum; and a Christmas ball that was going to be given for charity.

Aileenll be wantin to go to that, commented Mrs. Butler.

Im going, you bet, put in Norah.

Whos going to take you? asked Callum.

Thats my affair, mister, she replied, smartly.

The meal was over, and Mrs. Butler strolled up to Aileens room to see why she had not come down to dinner. Butler entered his den, wishing so much that he could take his wife into his confidence concerning all that was worrying him. On his desk, as he sat down and turned up the light, he saw the note. He recognized Aileens handwriting at once. What could she mean by writing him? A sense of the untoward came to him, and he tore it open slowly, and, putting on his glasses, contemplated it solemnly.

So Aileen was gone. The old man stared at each word as if it had been written in fire. She said she had not gone with Cowperwood. It was possible, just the same, that he had run away from Philadelphia and taken her with him. This was the last straw. This ended it. Aileen lured away from home  to where  to what? Butler could scarcely believe, though, that Cowperwood had tempted her to do this. He had too much at stake; it would involve his own and Butlers families. The papers would be certain to get it quickly. He got up, crumpling the paper in his hand, and turned about at a noise. His wife was coming in. He pulled himself together and shoved the letter in his pocket.

Aileens not in her room, she said, curiously. She didnt say anything to you about going out, did she?

No, he replied, truthfully, wondering how soon he should have to tell his wife.

Thats odd, observed Mrs. Butler, doubtfully. She must have gone out after somethin. Its a wonder she wouldnt tell somebody.

Butler gave no sign. He dared not. Shell be back, he said, more in order to gain time than anything else. He was sorry to have to pretend. Mrs. Butler went out, and he closed the door. Then he took out the letter and read it again. The girl was crazy. She was doing an absolutely wild, inhuman, senseless thing. Where could she go, except to Cowperwood? She was on the verge of a public scandal, and this would produce it. There was just one thing to do as far as he could see. Cowperwood, if he were still in Philadelphia, would know. He would go to him  threaten, cajole, actually destroy him, if necessary. Aileen must come back. She need not go to Europe, perhaps, but she must come back and behave herself at least until Cowperwood could legitimately marry her. That was all he could expect now. She would have to wait, and some day perhaps he could bring himself to accept her wretched proposition. Horrible thought! It would kill her mother, disgrace her sister. He got up, took down his hat, put on his overcoat, and started out.

Arriving at the Cowperwood home he was shown into the reception-room. Cowperwood at the time was in his den looking over some private papers. When the name of Butler was announced he immediately went down-stairs. It was characteristic of the man that the announcement of Butlers presence created no stir in him whatsoever. So Butler had come. That meant, of course, that Aileen had gone. Now for a battle, not of words, but of weights of personalities. He felt himself to be intellectually, socially, and in every other way the more powerful man of the two. That spiritual content of him which we call life hardened to the texture of steel. He recalled that although he had told his wife and his father that the politicians, of whom Butler was one, were trying to make a scapegoat of him, Butler, nevertheless, was not considered to be wholly alienated as a friend, and civility must prevail. He would like very much to placate him if he could, to talk out the hard facts of life in a quiet and friendly way. But this matter of Aileen had to be adjusted now once and for all. And with that thought in his mind he walked quickly into Butlers presence.

The old man, when he learned that Cowperwood was in and would see him, determined to make his contact with the financier as short and effective as possible. He moved the least bit when he heard Cowperwoods step, as light and springy as ever.

Good evening, Mr. Butler, said Cowperwood, cheerfully, when he saw him, extending his hand. What can I do for you?

Ye can take that away from in front of me, for one thing, said Butler, grimly referring to his hand. I have no need of it. Its my daughter Ive come to talk to ye about, and I want plain answers. Where is she?

You mean Aileen? said Cowperwood, looking at him with steady, curious, unrevealing eyes, and merely interpolating this to obtain a moment for reflection. What can I tell you about her?

Ye can tell me where she is, that I know. And ye can make her come back to her home, where she belongs. It was bad fortune that ever brought ye across my doorstep; but Ill not bandy words with ye here. Yell tell me where my daughter is, and yell leave her alone from now, or Ill The old mans fists closed like a vise, and his chest heaved with suppressed rage. Yell not be drivin me too far, man, if yere wise, he added, after a time, recovering his equanimity in part. I want no truck with ye. I want my daughter.

Listen, Mr. Butler, said Cowperwood, quite calmly, relishing the situation for the sheer sense of superiority it gave him. I want to be perfectly frank with you, if you will let me. I may know where your daughter is, and I may not. I may wish to tell you, and I may not. She may not wish me to. But unless you wish to talk with me in a civil way there is no need of our going on any further. You are privileged to do what you like. Wont you come up-stairs to my room? We can talk more comfortably there.

Butler looked at his former protege in utter astonishment. He had never before in all his experience come up against a more ruthless type  suave, bland, forceful, unterrified. This man had certainly come to him as a sheep, and had turned out to be a ravening wolf. His incarceration had not put him in the least awe.

Ill not come up to your room, Butler said, and yell not get out of Philadelphy with her if thats what yere plannin. I can see to that. Ye think ye have the upper hand of me, I see, and yere anxious to make something of it. Well, yere not. It wasnt enough that ye come to me as a beggar, cravin the help of me, and that I took ye in and helped ye all I could  ye had to steal my daughter from me in the bargain. If it wasnt for the girls mother and her sister and her brothers  dacenter men than ever yell know how to be  Id brain ye where ye stand. Takin a young, innocent girl and makin an evil woman out of her, and ye a married man! Its a Gods blessin for ye that its me, and not one of me sons, thats here talkin to ye, or ye wouldnt be alive to say what yed do.

The old man was grim but impotent in his rage.

Im sorry, Mr. Butler, replied Cowperwood, quietly. Im willing to explain, but you wont let me. Im not planning to run away with your daughter, nor to leave Philadelphia. You ought to know me well enough to know that Im not contemplating anything of that kind; my interests are too large. You and I are practical men. We ought to be able to talk this matter over together and reach an understanding. I thought once of coming to you and explaining this; but I was quite sure you wouldnt listen to me. Now that you are here I would like to talk to you. If you will come up to my room I will be glad to  otherwise not. Wont you come up?

Butler saw that Cowperwood had the advantage. He might as well go up. Otherwise it was plain he would get no information.

Very well, he said.

Cowperwood led the way quite amicably, and, having entered his private office, closed the door behind him.

We ought to be able to talk this matter over and reach an understanding, he said again, when they were in the room and he had closed the door. I am not as bad as you think, though I know I appear very bad. Butler stared at him in contempt. I love your daughter, and she loves me. I know you are asking yourself how I can do this while I am still married; but I assure you I can, and that I do. I am not happily married. I had expected, if this panic hadnt come along, to arrange with my wife for a divorce and marry Aileen. My intentions are perfectly good. The situation which you can complain of, of course, is the one you encountered a few weeks ago. It was indiscreet, but it was entirely human. Your daughter does not complain  she understands. At the mention of his daughter in this connection Butler flushed with rage and shame, but he controlled himself.

And ye think because she doesnt complain that its all right, do ye? he asked, sarcastically.

From my point of view, yes; from yours no. You have one view of life, Mr. Butler, and I have another.

Yere right there, put in Butler, for once, anyhow.

That doesnt prove that either of us is right or wrong. In my judgment the present end justifies the means. The end I have in view is to marry Aileen. If I can possibly pull myself out of this financial scrape that I am in I will do so. Of course, I would like to have your consent for that  so would Aileen; but if we cant, we cant. (Cowperwood was thinking that while this might not have a very soothing effect on the old contractors point of view, nevertheless it must make some appeal to his sense of the possible or necessary. Aileens present situation was quite unsatisfactory without marriage in view. And even if he, Cowperwood, was a convicted embezzler in the eyes of the public, that did not make him so. He might get free and restore himself  would certainly  and Aileen ought to be glad to marry him if she could under the circumstances. He did not quite grasp the depth of Butlers religious and moral prejudices.) Lately, he went on, you have been doing all you can, as I understand it, to pull me down, on account of Aileen, I suppose; but that is simply delaying what I want to do.

Yed like me to help ye do that, I suppose? suggested Butler, with infinite disgust and patience.

I want to marry Aileen, Cowperwood repeated, for emphasis sake. She wants to marry me. Under the circumstances, however you may feel, you can have no real objection to my doing that, I am sure; yet you go on fighting me  making it hard for me to do what you really know ought to be done.

Yere a scoundrel, said Butler, seeing through his motives quite clearly. Yere a sharper, to my way of thinkin, and its no child of mine I want connected with ye. Im not sayin, seein that things are as they are, that if ye were a free man it wouldnt be better that she should marry ye. Its the one dacent thing ye could do  if ye would, which I doubt. But thats nayther here nor there now. What can ye want with her hid away somewhere? Ye cant marry her. Ye cant get a divorce. Yeve got your hands full fightin your lawsuits and kapin yourself out of jail. Shell only be an added expense to ye, and yell be wantin all the money ye have for other things, Im thinkin. Why should ye want to be takin her away from a dacent home and makin something out of her that yed be ashamed to marry if you could? The laist ye could do, if ye were any kind of a man at all, and had any of that thing that yere plased to call love, would be to lave her at home and keep her as respectable as possible. Mind ye, Im not thinkin she isnt ten thousand times too good for ye, whatever yeve made of her. But if ye had any sinse of dacency left, ye wouldnt let her shame her family and break her old mothers heart, and that for no purpose except to make her worse than she is already. What good can ye get out of it, now? What good can ye expect to come of it? Be hivins, if ye had any sinse at all I should think ye could see that for yerself. Yere only addin to your troubles, not takin away from them  and shell not thank ye for that later on.

He stopped, rather astonished that he should have been drawn into an argument. His contempt for this man was so great that he could scarcely look at him, but his duty and his need was to get Aileen back. Cowperwood looked at him as one who gives serious attention to another. He seemed to be thinking deeply over what Butler had said.

To tell you the truth, Mr. Butler, he said, I did not want Aileen to leave your home at all; and she will tell you so, if you ever talk to her about it. I did my best to persuade her not to, and when she insisted on going the only thing I could do was to be sure she would be comfortable wherever she went. She was greatly outraged to think you should have put detectives on her trail. That, and the fact that you wanted to send her away somewhere against her will, was the principal reasons for her leaving. I assure you I did not want her to go. I think you forget sometimes, Mr. Butler, that Aileen is a grown woman, and that she has a will of her own. You think I control her to her great disadvantage. As a matter of fact, I am very much in love with her, and have been for three or four years; and if you know anything about love you know that it doesnt always mean control. Im not doing Aileen any injustice when I say that she has had as much influence on me as I have had on her. I love her, and thats the cause of all the trouble. You come and insist that I shall return your daughter to you. As a matter of fact, I dont know whether I can or not. I dont know that she would go if I wanted her to. She might turn on me and say that I didnt care for her any more. That is not true, and I would not want her to feel that way. She is greatly hurt, as I told you, by what you did to her, and the fact that you want her to leave Philadelphia. You can do as much to remedy that as I can. I could tell you where she is, but I do not know that I want to. Certainly not until I know what your attitude toward her and this whole proposition is to be.

He paused and looked calmly at the old contractor, who eyed him grimly in return.

What proposition are ye talkin about? asked Butler, interested by the peculiar developments of this argument. In spite of himself he was getting a slightly different angle on the whole situation. The scene was shifting to a certain extent. Cowperwood appeared to be reasonably sincere in the matter. His promises might all be wrong, but perhaps he did love Aileen; and it was possible that he did intend to get a divorce from his wife some time and marry her. Divorce, as Butler knew, was against the rules of the Catholic Church, which he so much revered. The laws of God and any sense of decency commanded that Cowperwood should not desert his wife and children and take up with another woman  not even Aileen, in order to save her. It was a criminal thing to plan, sociologically speaking, and showed what a villain Cowperwood inherently was; but, nevertheless, Cowperwood was not a Catholic, his views of life were not the same as his own, Butlers, and besides and worst of all (no doubt due in part to Aileens own temperament), he had compromised her situation very materially. She might not easily be restored to a sense of the normal and decent, and so the matter was worth taking into thought. Butler knew that ultimately he could not countenance any such thing  certainly not, and keep his faith with the Church  but he was human enough none the less to consider it. Besides, he wanted Aileen to come back; and Aileen from now on, he knew, would have some say as to what her future should be.

Well, its simple enough, replied Cowperwood. I should like to have you withdraw your opposition to Aileens remaining in Philadelphia, for one thing; and for another, I should like you to stop your attacks on me. Cowperwood smiled in an ingratiating way. He hoped really to placate Butler in part by his generous attitude throughout this procedure. I cant make you do that, of course, unless you want to. I merely bring it up, Mr. Butler, because I am sure that if it hadnt been for Aileen you would not have taken the course you have taken toward me. I understood you received an anonymous letter, and that afternoon you called your loan with me. Since then I have heard from one source and another that you were strongly against me, and I merely wish to say that I wish you wouldnt be. I am not guilty of embezzling any sixty thousand dollars, and you know it. My intentions were of the best. I did not think I was going to fail at the time I used those certificates, and if it hadnt been for several other loans that were called I would have gone on to the end of the month and put them back in time, as I always had. I have always valued your friendship very highly, and I am very sorry to lose it. Now I have said all I am going to say.

Butler looked at Cowperwood with shrewd, calculating eyes. The man had some merit, but much unconscionable evil in him. Butler knew very well how he had taken the check, and a good many other things in connection with it. The manner in which he had played his cards to-night was on a par with the way he had run to him on the night of the fire. He was just shrewd and calculating and heartless.

Ill make ye no promise, he said. Tell me where my daughter is, and Ill think the matter over. Ye have no claim on me now, and I owe ye no good turn. But Ill think it over, anyhow.

Thats quite all right, replied Cowperwood. Thats all I can expect. But what about Aileen? Do you expect her to leave Philadelphia?

Not if she settles down and behaves herself: but there must be an end of this between you and her. Shes disgracin her family and ruinin her soul in the bargain. And thats what you are doin with yours. Itll be time enough to talk about anything else when youre a free man. More than that Ill not promise.

Cowperwood, satisfied that this move on Aileens part had done her a real service if it had not aided him especially, was convinced that it would be a good move for her to return to her home at once. He could not tell how his appeal to the State Supreme Court would eventuate. His motion for a new trial which was now to be made under the privilege of the certificate of reasonable doubt might not be granted, in which case he would have to serve a term in the penitentiary. If he were compelled to go to the penitentiary she would be safer  better off in the bosom of her family. His own hands were going to be exceedingly full for the next two months until he knew how his appeal was coming out. And after that  well, after that he would fight on, whatever happened.

During all the time that Cowperwood had been arguing his case in this fashion he had been thinking how he could adjust this compromise so as to retain the affection of Aileen and not offend her sensibilities by urging her to return. He knew that she would not agree to give up seeing him, and he was not willing that she should. Unless he had a good and sufficient reason, he would be playing a wretched part by telling Butler where she was. He did not intend to do so until he saw exactly how to do it  the way that would make it most acceptable to Aileen. He knew that she would not long be happy where she was. Her flight was due in part to Butlers intense opposition to himself and in part to his determination to make her leave Philadelphia and behave; but this last was now in part obviated. Butler, in spite of his words, was no longer a stern Nemesis. He was a melting man  very anxious to find his daughter, very willing to forgive her. He was whipped, literally beaten, at his own game, and Cowperwood could see it in the old mans eyes. If he himself could talk to Aileen personally and explain just how things were, he felt sure he could make her see that it would be to their mutual advantage, for the present at least, to have the matter amicably settled. The thing to do was to make Butler wait somewhere  here, possibly  while he went and talked to her. When she learned how things were she would probably acquiesce.

The best thing that I can do under the circumstances, he said, after a time, would be to see Aileen in two or three days, and ask her what she wishes to do. I can explain the matter to her, and if she wants to go back, she can. I will promise to tell her anything that you say.

Two or three days! exclaimed Butler, irritably. Two or three fiddlesticks! She must come home to-night. Her mother doesnt know shes left the place yet. To-night is the time! Ill go and fetch her meself to-night.

No, that wont do, said Cowperwood. I shall have to go myself. If you wish to wait here I will see what can be done, and let you know.

Very well, grunted Butler, who was now walking up and down with his hands behind his back. But for Heavens sake be quick about it. Theres no time to lose. He was thinking of Mrs. Butler. Cowperwood called the servant, ordered his runabout, and told George to see that his private office was not disturbed. Then, as Butler strolled to and fro in this, to him, objectionable room, Cowperwood drove rapidly away.


Chapter XLVII

Although it was nearly eleven oclock when he arrived at the Calligans, Aileen was not yet in bed. In her bedroom upstairs she was confiding to Mamie and Mrs. Calligan some of her social experiences when the bell rang, and Mrs. Calligan went down and opened the door to Cowperwood.

Miss Butler is here, I believe, he said. Will you tell her that there is some one here from her father? Although Aileen had instructed that her presence here was not to be divulged even to the members of her family the force of Cowperwoods presence and the mention of Butlers name cost Mrs. Calligan her presence of mind. Wait a moment, she said; Ill see.

She stepped back, and Cowperwood promptly stepped in, taking off his hat with the air of one who was satisfied that Aileen was there. Say to her that I only want to speak to her for a few moments, he called, as Mrs. Calligan went up-stairs, raising his voice in the hope that Aileen might hear. She did, and came down promptly. She was very much astonished to think that he should come so soon, and fancied, in her vanity, that there must be great excitement in her home. She would have greatly grieved if there had not been.

The Calligans would have been pleased to hear, but Cowperwood was cautious. As she came down the stairs he put his finger to his lips in sign for silence, and said, This is Miss Butler, I believe.

Yes, replied Aileen, with a secret smile. Her one desire was to kiss him. Whats the trouble darling? she asked, softly.

Youll have to go back, dear, Im afraid, whispered Cowperwood. Youll have everything in a turmoil if you dont. Your mother doesnt know yet, it seems, and your father is over at my place now, waiting for you. It may be a good deal of help to me if you do. Let me tell you He went off into a complete description of his conversation with Butler and his own views in the matter. Aileens expression changed from time to time as the various phases of the matter were put before her; but, persuaded by the clearness with which he put the matter, and by his assurance that they could continue their relations as before uninterrupted, once this was settled, she decided to return. In a way, her fathers surrender was a great triumph. She made her farewells to the Calligans, saying, with a smile, that they could not do without her at home, and that she would send for her belongings later, and returned with Cowperwood to his own door. There he asked her to wait in the runabout while he sent her father down.

Well? said Butler, turning on him when he opened the door, and not seeing Aileen.

Youll find her outside in my runabout, observed Cowperwood. You may use that if you choose. I will send my man for it.

No, thank you; well walk, said Butler.

Cowperwood called his servant to take charge of the vehicle, and Butler stalked solemnly out.

He had to admit to himself that the influence of Cowperwood over his daughter was deadly, and probably permanent. The best he could do would be to keep her within the precincts of the home, where she might still, possibly, be brought to her senses. He held a very guarded conversation with her on his way home, for fear that she would take additional offense. Argument was out of the question.

Ye might have talked with me once more, Aileen, he said, before ye left. Yer mother would be in a terrible state if she knew ye were gone. She doesnt know yet. Yell have to say ye stayed somewhere to dinner.

I was at the Calligans, replied Aileen. Thats easy enough. Mama wont think anything about it.

Its a sore heart I have, Aileen. I hope yell think over your ways and do better. Ill not say anythin more now.

Aileen returned to her room, decidedly triumphant in her mood for the moment, and things went on apparently in the Butler household as before. But those who imagine that this defeat permanently altered the attitude of Butler toward Cowperwood are mistaken.

In the meanwhile between the day of his temporary release and the hearing of his appeal which was two months off, Cowperwood was going on doing his best to repair his shattered forces. He took up his work where he left off; but the possibility of reorganizing his business was distinctly modified since his conviction. Because of his action in trying to protect his largest creditors at the time of his failure, he fancied that once he was free again, if ever he got free, his credit, other things being equal, would be good with those who could help him most  say, Cooke & Co., Clark & Co., Drexel & Co., and the Girard National Bank  providing his personal reputation had not been too badly injured by his sentence. Fortunately for his own hopefulness of mind, he failed fully to realize what a depressing effect a legal decision of this character, sound or otherwise, had on the minds of even his most enthusiastic supporters.

His best friends in the financial world were by now convinced that his was a sinking ship. A student of finance once observed that nothing is so sensitive as money, and the financial mind partakes largely of the quality of the thing in which it deals. There was no use trying to do much for a man who might be going to prison for a term of years. Something might be done for him possibly in connection with the governor, providing he lost his case before the Supreme Court and was actually sentenced to prison; but that was two months off, or more, and they could not tell what the outcome of that would be. So Cowperwoods repeated appeals for assistance, extension of credit, or the acceptance of some plan he had for his general rehabilitation, were met with the kindly evasions of those who were doubtful. They would think it over. They would see about it. Certain things were standing in the way. And so on, and so forth, through all the endless excuses of those who do not care to act. In these days he went about the money world in his customary jaunty way, greeting all those whom he had known there many years and pretending, when asked, to be very hopeful, to be doing very well; but they did not believe him, and he really did not care whether they did or not. His business was to persuade or over-persuade any one who could really be of assistance to him, and at this task he worked untiringly, ignoring all others.

Why, hello, Frank, his friends would call, on seeing him. How are you getting on?

Fine! Fine! he would reply, cheerfully. Never better, and he would explain in a general way how his affairs were being handled. He conveyed much of his own optimism to all those who knew him and were interested in his welfare, but of course there were many who were not.

In these days also, he and Steger were constantly to be met with in courts of law, for he was constantly being reexamined in some petition in bankruptcy. They were heartbreaking days, but he did not flinch. He wanted to stay in Philadelphia and fight the thing to a finish  putting himself where he had been before the fire; rehabilitating himself in the eyes of the public. He felt that he could do it, too, if he were not actually sent to prison for a long term; and even then, so naturally optimistic was his mood, when he got out again. But, in so far as Philadelphia was concerned, distinctly he was dreaming vain dreams.

One of the things militating against him was the continued opposition of Butler and the politicians. Somehow  no one could have said exactly why  the general political feeling was that the financier and the former city treasurer would lose their appeals and eventually be sentenced together. Stener, in spite of his original intention to plead guilty and take his punishment without comment, had been persuaded by some of his political friends that it would be better for his futures sake to plead not guilty and claim that his offense had been due to custom, rather than to admit his guilt outright and so seem not to have had any justification whatsoever. This he did, but he was convicted nevertheless. For the sake of appearances, a trumped-up appeal was made which was now before the State Supreme Court.

Then, too, due to one whisper and another, and these originating with the girl who had written Butler and Cowperwoods wife, there was at this time a growing volume of gossip relating to the alleged relations of Cowperwood with Butlers daughter, Aileen. There had been a house in Tenth Street. It had been maintained by Cowperwood for her. No wonder Butler was so vindictive. This, indeed, explained much. And even in the practical, financial world, criticism was now rather against Cowperwood than his enemies. For, was it not a fact, that at the inception of his career, he had been befriended by Butler? And what a way to reward that friendship! His oldest and firmest admirers wagged their heads. For they sensed clearly that this was another illustration of that innate I satisfy myself attitude which so regulated Cowperwoods conduct. He was a strong man, surely  and a brilliant one. Never had Third Street seen a more pyrotechnic, and yet fascinating and financially aggressive, and at the same time, conservative person. Yet might one not fairly tempt Nemesis by a too great daring and egotism? Like Death, it loves a shining mark. He should not, perhaps, have seduced Butlers daughter; unquestionably he should not have so boldly taken that check, especially after his quarrel and break with Stener. He was a little too aggressive. Was it not questionable whether  with such a record  he could be restored to his former place here? The bankers and business men who were closest to him were decidedly dubious.

But in so far as Cowperwood and his own attitude toward life was concerned, at this time  the feeling he had to satisfy myself  when combined with his love of beauty and love and women, still made him ruthless and thoughtless. Even now, the beauty and delight of a girl like Aileen Butler were far more important to him than the good-will of fifty million people, if he could evade the necessity of having their good-will. Previous to the Chicago fire and the panic, his star had been so rapidly ascending that in the helter-skelter of great and favorable events he had scarcely taken thought of the social significance of the thing he was doing. Youth and the joy of life were in his blood. He felt so young, so vigorous, so like new grass looks and feels. The freshness of spring evenings was in him, and he did not care. After the crash, when one might have imagined he would have seen the wisdom of relinquishing Aileen for the time being, anyhow, he did not care to. She represented the best of the wonderful days that had gone before. She was a link between him and the past and a still-to-be triumphant future.

His worst anxiety was that if he were sent to the penitentiary, or adjudged a bankrupt, or both, he would probably lose the privilege of a seat on change, and that would close to him the most distinguished avenue of his prosperity here in Philadelphia for some time, if not forever. At present, because of his complications, his seat had been attached as an asset, and he could not act. Edward and Joseph, almost the only employees he could afford, were still acting for him in a small way; but the other members on change naturally suspected his brothers as his agents, and any talk that they might raise of going into business for themselves merely indicated to other brokers and bankers that Cowperwood was contemplating some concealed move which would not necessarily be advantageous to his creditors, and against the law anyhow. Yet he must remain on change, whatever happened, potentially if not actively; and so in his quick mental searchings he hit upon the idea that in order to forfend against the event of his being put into prison or thrown into bankruptcy, or both, he ought to form a subsidiary silent partnership with some man who was or would be well liked on change, and whom he could use as a cats-paw and a dummy.

Finally he hit upon a man who he thought would do. He did not amount to much  had a small business; but he was honest, and he liked Cowperwood. His name was Wingate  Stephen Wingate  and he was eking out a not too robust existence in South Third Street as a broker. He was forty-five years of age, of medium height, fairly thick-set, not at all unprepossessing, and rather intelligent and active, but not too forceful and pushing in spirit. He really needed a man like Cowperwood to make him into something, if ever he was to be made. He had a seat on change, and was well thought of; respected, but not so very prosperous. In times past he had asked small favors of Cowperwood  the use of small loans at a moderate rate of interest, tips, and so forth; and Cowperwood, because he liked him and felt a little sorry for him, had granted them. Now Wingate was slowly drifting down toward a none too successful old age, and was as tractable as such a man would naturally be. No one for the time being would suspect him of being a hireling of Cowperwoods, and the latter could depend on him to execute his orders to the letter. He sent for him and had a long conversation with him. He told him just what the situation was, what he thought he could do for him as a partner, how much of his business he would want for himself, and so on, and found him agreeable.

Ill be glad to do anything you say, Mr. Cowperwood, he assured the latter. I know whatever happens that youll protect me, and theres nobody in the world I would rather work with or have greater respect for. This storm will all blow over, and youll be all right. We can try it, anyhow. If it dont work out you can see what you want to do about it later.

And so this relationship was tentatively entered into and Cowperwood began to act in a small way through Wingate.


Chapter XLVIII

By the time the State Supreme Court came to pass upon Cowperwoods plea for a reversal of the lower court and the granting of a new trial, the rumor of his connection with Aileen had spread far and wide. As has been seen, it had done and was still doing him much damage. It confirmed the impression, which the politicians had originally tried to create, that Cowperwood was the true criminal and Stener the victim. His semi-legitimate financial subtlety, backed indeed by his financial genius, but certainly on this account not worse than that being practiced in peace and quiet and with much applause in many other quarters  was now seen to be Machiavellian trickery of the most dangerous type. He had a wife and two children; and without knowing what his real thoughts had been the fruitfully imaginative public jumped to the conclusion that he had been on the verge of deserting them, divorcing Lillian, and marrying Aileen. This was criminal enough in itself, from the conservative point of view; but when taken in connection with his financial record, his trial, conviction, and general bankruptcy situation, the public was inclined to believe that he was all the politicians said he was. He ought to be convicted. The Supreme Court ought not to grant his prayer for a new trial. It is thus that our inmost thoughts and intentions burst at times via no known material agency into public thoughts. People know, when they cannot apparently possibly know why they know. There is such a thing as thought-transference and transcendentalism of ideas.

It reached, for one thing, the ears of the five judges of the State Supreme Court and of the Governor of the State.

During the four weeks Cowperwood had been free on a certificate of reasonable doubt both Harper Steger and Dennis Shannon appeared before the judges of the State Supreme Court, and argued pro and con as to the reasonableness of granting a new trial. Through his lawyer, Cowperwood made a learned appeal to the Supreme Court judges, showing how he had been unfairly indicted in the first place, how there was no real substantial evidence on which to base a charge of larceny or anything else. It took Steger two hours and ten minutes to make his argument, and District-Attorney Shannon longer to make his reply, during which the five judges on the bench, men of considerable legal experience but no great financial understanding, listened with rapt attention. Three of them, Judges Smithson, Rainey, and Beckwith, men most amenable to the political feeling of the time and the wishes of the bosses, were little interested in this story of Cowperwoods transaction, particularly since his relations with Butlers daughter and Butlers consequent opposition to him had come to them. They fancied that in a way they were considering the whole matter fairly and impartially; but the manner in which Cowperwood had treated Butler was never out of their minds. Two of them, Judges Marvin and Rafalsky, who were men of larger sympathies and understanding, but of no greater political freedom, did feel that Cowperwood had been badly used thus far, but they did not see what they could do about it. He had put himself in a most unsatisfactory position, politically and socially. They understood and took into consideration his great financial and social losses which Steger described accurately; and one of them, Judge Rafalsky, because of a similar event in his own life in so far as a girl was concerned, was inclined to argue strongly against the conviction of Cowperwood; but, owing to his political connections and obligations, he realized that it would not be wise politically to stand out against what was wanted. Still, when he and Marvin learned that Judges Smithson, Rainey, and Beckwith were inclined to convict Cowperwood without much argument, they decided to hand down a dissenting opinion. The point involved was a very knotty one. Cowperwood might carry it to the Supreme Court of the United States on some fundamental principle of liberty of action. Anyhow, other judges in other courts in Pennsylvania and elsewhere would be inclined to examine the decision in this case, it was so important. The minority decided that it would not do them any harm to hand down a dissenting opinion. The politicians would not mind as long as Cowperwood was convicted  would like it better, in fact. It looked fairer. Besides, Marvin and Rafalsky did not care to be included, if they could help it, with Smithson, Rainey, and Beckwith in a sweeping condemnation of Cowperwood. So all five judges fancied they were considering the whole matter rather fairly and impartially, as men will under such circumstances. Smithson, speaking for himself and Judges Rainey and Beckwith on the eleventh of February, 1872, said:

The defendant, Frank A. Cowperwood, asks that the finding of the jury in the lower court (the State of Pennsylvania vs. Frank A. Cowperwood) be reversed and a new trial granted. This court cannot see that any substantial injustice has been done the defendant. [Here followed a rather lengthy resume of the history of the case, in which it was pointed out that the custom and precedent of the treasurers office, to say nothing of Cowperwoods easy method of doing business with the city treasury, could have nothing to do with his responsibility for failure to observe both the spirit and the letter of the law.] The obtaining of goods under color of legal process [went on Judge Smithson, speaking for the majority] may amount to larceny. In the present case it was the province of the jury to ascertain the felonious intent. They have settled that against the defendant as a question of fact, and the court cannot say that there was not sufficient evidence to sustain the verdict. For what purpose did the defendant get the check? He was upon the eve of failure. He had already hypothecated for his own debts the loan of the city placed in his hands for sale  he had unlawfully obtained five hundred thousand dollars in cash as loans; and it is reasonable to suppose that he could obtain nothing more from the city treasury by any ordinary means. Then it is that he goes there, and, by means of a falsehood implied if not actual, obtains sixty thousand dollars more. The jury has found the intent with which this was done.

It was in these words that Cowperwoods appeal for a new trial was denied by the majority.

For himself and Judge Rafalsky, Judge Marvin, dissenting, wrote:

It is plain from the evidence in the case that Mr. Cowperwood did not receive the check without authority as agent to do so, and it has not been clearly demonstrated that within his capacity as agent he did not perform or intend to perform the full measure of the obligation which the receipt of this check implied. It was shown in the trial that as a matter of policy it was understood that purchases for the sinking-fund should not be known or understood in the market or by the public in that light, and that Mr. Cowperwood as agent was to have an absolutely free hand in the disposal of his assets and liabilities so long as the ultimate result was satisfactory. There was no particular time when the loan was to be bought, nor was there any particular amount mentioned at any time to be purchased. Unless the defendant intended at the time he received the check fraudulently to appropriate it he could not be convicted even on the first count. The verdict of the jury does not establish this fact; the evidence does not show conclusively that it could be established; and the same jury, upon three other counts, found the defendant guilty without the semblance of shadow of evidence. How can we say that their conclusions upon the first count are unerring when they so palpably erred on the other counts? It is the opinion of the minority that the verdict of the jury in charging larceny on the first count is not valid, and that that verdict should be set aside and a new trial granted.

Judge Rafalsky, a meditative and yet practical man of Jewish extraction but peculiarly American appearance, felt called upon to write a third opinion which should especially reflect his own cogitation and be a criticism on the majority as well as a slight variation from and addition to the points on which he agreed with Judge Marvin. It was a knotty question, this, of Cowperwoods guilt, and, aside from the political necessity of convicting him, nowhere was it more clearly shown than in these varying opinions of the superior court. Judge Rafalsky held, for instance, that if a crime had been committed at all, it was not that known as larceny, and he went on to add:

It is impossible, from the evidence, to come to the conclusion either that Cowperwood did not intend shortly to deliver the loan or that Albert Stires, the chief clerk, or the city treasurer did not intend to part not only with the possession, but also and absolutely with the property in the check and the money represented by it. It was testified by Mr. Stires that Mr. Cowperwood said he had bought certificates of city loan to this amount, and it has not been clearly demonstrated that he had not. His non-placement of the same in the sinking-fund must in all fairness, the letter of the law to the contrary notwithstanding, be looked upon and judged in the light of custom. Was it his custom so to do? In my judgment the doctrine now announced by the majority of the court extends the crime of constructive larceny to such limits that any business man who engages in extensive and perfectly legitimate stock transactions may, before he knows it, by a sudden panic in the market or a fire, as in this instance, become a felon. When a principle is asserted which establishes such a precedent, and may lead to such results, it is, to say the least, startling.

While he was notably comforted by the dissenting opinions of the judges in minority, and while he had been schooling himself to expect the worst in this connection and had been arranging his affairs as well as he could in anticipation of it, Cowperwood was still bitterly disappointed. It would be untrue to say that, strong and self-reliant as he normally was, he did not suffer. He was not without sensibilities of the highest order, only they were governed and controlled in him by that cold iron thing, his reason, which never forsook him. There was no further appeal possible save to the United States Supreme Court, as Steger pointed out, and there only on the constitutionality of some phase of the decision and his rights as a citizen, of which the Supreme Court of the United States must take cognizance. This was a tedious and expensive thing to do. It was not exactly obvious at the moment on what point he could make an appeal. It would involve a long delay  perhaps a year and a half, perhaps longer, at the end of which period he might have to serve his prison term anyhow, and pending which he would certainly have to undergo incarceration for a time.

Cowperwood mused speculatively for a few moments after hearing Stegers presentation of the case. Then he said: Well, it looks as if I have to go to jail or leave the country, and Ive decided on jail. I can fight this out right here in Philadelphia in the long run and win. I can get that decision reversed in the Supreme Court, or I can get the Governor to pardon me after a time, I think. Im not going to run away, and everybody knows Im not. These people who think they have me down havent got one corner of me whipped. Ill get out of this thing after a while, and when I do Ill show some of these petty little politicians what it means to put up a real fight. Theyll never get a damned dollar out of me now  not a dollar! I did intend to pay that five hundred thousand dollars some time if they had let me go. Now they can whistle!

He set his teeth and his gray eyes fairly snapped their determination.

Well, Ive done all I can, Frank, pleaded Steger, sympathetically. Youll do me the justice to say that I put up the best fight I knew how. I may not know how  youll have to answer for that  but within my limits Ive done the best I can. I can do a few things more to carry this thing on, if you want me to, but Im going to leave it to you now. Whatever you say goes.

Dont talk nonsense at this stage, Harper, replied Cowperwood almost testily. I know whether Im satisfied or not, and Id soon tell you if I wasnt. I think you might as well go on and see if you can find some definite grounds for carrying it to the Supreme Court, but meanwhile Ill begin my sentence. I suppose Payderson will be naming a day to have me brought before him now shortly.

It depends on how youd like to have it, Frank. I could get a stay of sentence for a week maybe, or ten days, if it will do you any good. Shannon wont make any objection to that, Im sure. Theres only one hitch. Jaspers will be around here tomorrow looking for you. Its his duty to take you into custody again, once hes notified that your appeal has been denied. Hell be wanting to lock you up unless you pay him, but we can fix that. If you do want to wait, and want any time off, I suppose hell arrange to let you out with a deputy; but Im afraid youll have to stay there nights. Theyre pretty strict about that since that Albertson case of a few years ago.

Steger referred to the case of a noted bank cashier who, being let out of the county jail at night in the alleged custody of a deputy, was permitted to escape. There had been emphatic and severe condemnation of the sheriffs office at the time, and since then, repute or no repute, money or no money, convicted criminals were supposed to stay in the county jail at night at least.

Cowperwood meditated this calmly, looking out of the lawyers window into Second Street. He did not much fear anything that might happen to him in Jasperss charge since his first taste of that gentlemans hospitality, although he did object to spending nights in the county jail when his general term of imprisonment was being reduced no whit thereby. All that he could do now in connection with his affairs, unless he could have months of freedom, could be as well adjusted from a prison cell as from his Third Street office  not quite, but nearly so. Anyhow, why parley? He was facing a prison term, and he might as well accept it without further ado. He might take a day or two finally to look after his affairs; but beyond that, why bother?

When, in the ordinary course of events, if you did nothing at all, would I come up for sentence?

Oh, Friday or Monday, I fancy, replied Steger. I dont know what move Shannon is planning to make in this matter. I thought Id walk around and see him in a little while.

I think youd better do that, replied Cowperwood. Friday or Monday will suit me, either way. Im really not particular. Better make it Monday if you can. You dont suppose there is any way you can induce Jaspers to keep his hands off until then? He knows Im perfectly responsible.

I dont know, Frank, Im sure; Ill see. Ill go around and talk to him to-night. Perhaps a hundred dollars will make him relax the rigor of his rules that much.

Cowperwood smiled grimly.

I fancy a hundred dollars would make Jaspers relax a whole lot of rules, he replied, and he got up to go.

Steger arose also. Ill see both these people, and then Ill call around at your house. Youll be in, will you, after dinner?

Yes.

They slipped on their overcoats and went out into the cold February day, Cowperwood back to his Third Street office, Steger to see Shannon and Jaspers.


Chapter XLIX

The business of arranging Cowperwoods sentence for Monday was soon disposed of through Shannon, who had no personal objection to any reasonable delay.

Steger next visited the county jail, close on to five oclock, when it was already dark. Sheriff Jaspers came lolling out from his private library, where he had been engaged upon the work of cleaning his pipe.

How are you, Mr. Steger? he observed, smiling blandly. How are you? Glad to see you. Wont you sit down? I suppose youre round here again on that Cowperwood matter. I just received word from the district attorney that he had lost his case.

Thats it, Sheriff, replied Steger, ingratiatingly. He asked me to step around and see what you wanted him to do in the matter. Judge Payderson has just fixed the sentence time for Monday morning at ten oclock. I dont suppose youll be much put out if he doesnt show up here before Monday at eight oclock, will you, or Sunday night, anyhow? Hes perfectly reliable, as you know. Steger was sounding Jaspers out, politely trying to make the time of Cowperwoods arrival a trivial matter in order to avoid paying the hundred dollars, if possible. But Jaspers was not to be so easily disposed of. His fat face lengthened considerably. How could Steger ask him such a favor and not even suggest the slightest form of remuneration?

Its agin the law, Mr. Steger, as you know, he began, cautiously and complainingly. Id like to accommodate him, everything else being equal, but since that Albertson case three years ago weve had to run this office much more careful, and

Oh, I know, Sheriff, interrupted Steger, blandly, but this isnt an ordinary case in any way, as you can see for yourself. Mr. Cowperwood is a very important man, and he has a great many things to attend to. Now if it were only a mere matter of seventy-five or a hundred dollars to satisfy some court clerk with, or to pay a fine, it would be easy enough, but He paused and looked wisely away, and Mr. Jasperss face began to relax at once. The law against which it was ordinarily so hard to offend was not now so important. Steger saw that it was needless to introduce any additional arguments.

Its a very ticklish business, this, Mr. Steger, put in the sheriff, yieldingly, and yet with a slight whimper in his voice. If anything were to happen, it would cost me my place all right. I dont like to do it under any circumstances, and I wouldnt, only I happen to know both Mr. Cowperwood and Mr. Stener, and I like em both. I don think they got their rights in this matter, either. I dont mind making an exception in this case if Mr. Cowperwood dont go about too publicly. I wouldnt want any of the men in the district attorneys office to know this. I dont suppose hell mind if I keep a deputy somewhere near all the time for looks sake. I have to, you know, really, under the law. He wont bother him any. Just keep on guard like. Jaspers looked at Mr. Steger very flatly and wisely  almost placatingly under the circumstances  and Steger nodded.

Quite right, Sheriff, quite right. Youre quite right, and he drew out his purse while the sheriff led the way very cautiously back into his library.

Id like to show you the line of law-books Im fixing up for myself in here, Mr. Steger, he observed, genially, but meanwhile closing his fingers gently on the small roll of ten-dollar bills Steger was handing him. We have occasional use for books of that kind here, as you see. I thought it a good sort of thing to have them around. He waved one arm comprehensively at the line of State reports, revised statutes, prison regulations, etc., the while he put the money in his pocket and Steger pretended to look.

A good idea, I think, Sheriff. Very good, indeed. So you think if Mr. Cowperwood gets around here very early Monday morning, say eight or eight-thirty, that it will be all right?

I think so, replied the sheriff, curiously nervous, but agreeable, anxious to please. I dont think that anything will come up that will make me want him earlier. If it does Ill let you know, and you can produce him. I dont think so, though, Mr. Steger; I think everything will be all right. They were once more in the main hall now. Glad to have seen you again, Mr. Steger  very glad, he added. Call again some day.

Waving the sheriff a pleasant farewell, he hurried on his way to Cowperwoods house.

You would not have thought, seeing Cowperwood mount the front steps of his handsome residence in his neat gray suit and well-cut overcoat on his return from his office that evening, that he was thinking that this might be his last night here. His air and walk indicated no weakening of spirit. He entered the hall, where an early lamp was aglow, and encountered Wash Sims, an old negro factotum, who was just coming up from the basement, carrying a bucket of coal for one of the fireplaces.

Mahty cold out, dis evenin, Mistah Coppahwood, said Wash, to whom anything less than sixty degrees was very cold. His one regret was that Philadelphia was not located in North Carolina, from whence he came.

Tis sharp, Wash, replied Cowperwood, absentmindedly. He was thinking for the moment of the house and how it had looked, as he came toward it west along Girard Avenue  what the neighbors were thinking of him, too, observing him from time to time out of their windows. It was clear and cold. The lamps in the reception-hall and sitting-room had been lit, for he had permitted no air of funereal gloom to settle down over this place since his troubles had begun. In the far west of the street a last tingling gleam of lavender and violet was showing over the cold white snow of the roadway. The house of gray-green stone, with its lighted windows, and cream-colored lace curtains, had looked especially attractive. He had thought for the moment of the pride he had taken in putting all this here, decorating and ornamenting it, and whether, ever, he could secure it for himself again. Where is your mistress? he added to Wash, when he bethought himself.

In the sitting-room, Mr. Coppahwood, ah think.

Cowperwood ascended the stairs, thinking curiously that Wash would soon be out of a job now, unless Mrs. Cowperwood, out of all the wreck of other things, chose to retain him, which was not likely. He entered the sitting-room, and there sat his wife by the oblong center-table, sewing a hook and eye on one of Lillian, seconds, petticoats. She looked up, at his step, with the peculiarly uncertain smile she used these days  indication of her pain, fear, suspicion  and inquired, Well, what is new with you, Frank? Her smile was something like a hat or belt or ornament which one puts on or off at will.

Nothing in particular, he replied, in his offhand way, except that I understand I have lost that appeal of mine. Steger is coming here in a little while to let me know. I had a note from him, and I fancy its about that.

He did not care to say squarely that he had lost. He knew that she was sufficiently distressed as it was, and he did not care to be too abrupt just now.

You dont say! replied Lillian, with surprise and fright in her voice, and getting up.

She had been so used to a world where prisons were scarcely thought of, where things went on smoothly from day to day without any noticeable intrusion of such distressing things as courts, jails, and the like, that these last few months had driven her nearly mad. Cowperwood had so definitely insisted on her keeping in the background  he had told her so very little that she was all at sea anyhow in regard to the whole procedure. Nearly all that she had had in the way of intelligence had been from his father and mother and Anna, and from a close and almost secret scrutiny of the newspapers.

At the time he had gone to the county jail she did not even know anything about it until his father had come back from the court-room and the jail and had broken the news to her. It had been a terrific blow to her. Now to have this thing suddenly broken to her in this offhand way, even though she had been expecting and dreading it hourly, was too much.

She was still a decidedly charming-looking woman as she stood holding her daughters garment in her hand, even if she was forty years old to Cowperwoods thirty-five. She was robed in one of the creations of their late prosperity, a cream-colored gown of rich silk, with dark brown trimmings  a fetching combination for her. Her eyes were a little hollow, and reddish about the rims, but otherwise she showed no sign of her keen mental distress. There was considerable evidence of the former tranquil sweetness that had so fascinated him ten years before.

Isnt that terrible? she said, weakly, her hands trembling in a nervous way. Isnt it dreadful? Isnt there anything more you can do, truly? You wont really have to go to prison, will you? He objected to her distress and her nervous fears. He preferred a stronger, more self-reliant type of woman, but still she was his wife, and in his day he had loved her much.

It looks that way, Lillian, he said, with the first note of real sympathy he had used in a long while, for he felt sorry for her now. At the same time he was afraid to go any further along that line, for fear it might give her a false sense as to his present attitude toward her which was one essentially of indifference. But she was not so dull but what she could see that the consideration in his voice had been brought about by his defeat, which meant hers also. She choked a little  and even so was touched. The bare suggestion of sympathy brought back the old days so definitely gone forever. If only they could be brought back!

I dont want you to feel distressed about me, though, he went on, before she could say anything to him. Im not through with my fighting. Ill get out of this. I have to go to prison, it seems, in order to get things straightened out properly. What I would like you to do is to keep up a cheerful appearance in front of the rest of the family  father and mother particularly. They need to be cheered up. He thought once of taking her hand, then decided not. She noted mentally his hesitation, the great difference between his attitude now and that of ten or twelve years before. It did not hurt her now as much as she once would have thought. She looked at him, scarcely knowing what to say. There was really not so much to say.

Will you have to go soon, if you do have to go? she ventured, wearily.

I cant tell yet. Possibly to-night. Possibly Friday. Possibly not until Monday. Im waiting to hear from Steger. I expect him here any minute.

To prison! To prison! Her Frank Cowperwood, her husband  the substance of their home here  and all their soul destruction going to prison. And even now she scarcely grasped why! She stood there wondering what she could do.

Is there anything I can get for you? she asked, starting forward as if out of a dream. Do you want me to do anything? Dont you think perhaps you had better leave Philadelphia, Frank? You neednt go to prison unless you want to.

She was a little beside herself, for the first time in her life shocked out of a deadly calm.

He paused and looked at her for a moment in his direct, examining way, his hard commercial business judgment restored on the instant.

That would be a confession of guilt, Lillian, and Im not guilty, he replied, almost coldly. I havent done anything that warrants my running away or going to prison, either. Im merely going there to save time at present. I cant be litigating this thing forever. Ill get out  be pardoned out or sued out in a reasonable length of time. Just now its better to go, I think. I wouldnt think of running away from Philadelphia. Two of five judges found for me in the decision. Thats pretty fair evidence that the State has no case against me.

His wife saw she had made a mistake. It clarified her judgment on the instant. I didnt mean in that way, Frank, she replied, apologetically. You know I didnt. Of course I know youre not guilty. Why should I think you were, of all people?

She paused, expecting some retort, some further argument  a kind word maybe. A trace of the older, baffling love, but he had quietly turned to his desk and was thinking of other things.

At this point the anomaly of her own state came over her again. It was all so sad and so hopeless. And what was she to do in the future? And what was he likely to do? She paused half trembling and yet decided, because of her peculiarly nonresisting nature  why trespass on his time? Why bother? No good would really come of it. He really did not care for her any more  that was it. Nothing could make him, nothing could bring them together again, not even this tragedy. He was interested in another woman  Aileen  and so her foolish thoughts and explanations, her fear, sorrow, distress, were not important to him. He could take her agonized wish for his freedom as a comment on his probable guilt, a doubt of his innocence, a criticism of him! She turned away for a minute, and he started to leave the room.

Ill be back again in a few moments, he volunteered. Are the children here?

Yes, theyre up in the play-room, she answered, sadly, utterly nonplussed and distraught.

Oh, Frank! she had it on her lips to cry, but before she could utter it he had bustled down the steps and was gone. She turned back to the table, her left hand to her mouth, her eyes in a queer, hazy, melancholy mist. Could it be, she thought, that life could really come to this  that love could so utterly, so thoroughly die? Ten years before  but, oh, why go back to that? Obviously it could, and thoughts concerning that would not help now. Twice now in her life her affairs had seemed to go to pieces  once when her first husband had died, and now when her second had failed her, had fallen in love with another and was going to be sent off to prison. What was it about her that caused such things? Was there anything wrong with her? What was she going to do? Where go? She had no idea, of course, for how long a term of years he would be sent away. It might be one year or it might be five years, as the papers had said. Good heavens! The children could almost come to forget him in five years. She put her other hand to her mouth, also, and then to her forehead, where there was a dull ache. She tried to think further than this, but somehow, just now, there was no further thought. Suddenly quite outside of her own volition, with no thought that she was going to do such a thing, her bosom began to heave, her throat contracted in four or five short, sharp, aching spasms, her eyes burned, and she shook in a vigorous, anguished, desperate, almost one might have said dry-eyed, cry, so hot and few were the tears. She could not stop for the moment, just stood there and shook, and then after a while a dull ache succeeded, and she was quite as she had been before.

Why cry? she suddenly asked herself, fiercely  for her. Why break down in this stormy, useless way? Would it help?

But, in spite of her speculative, philosophic observations to herself, she still felt the echo, the distant rumble, as it were, of the storm in her own soul. Why cry? Why not cry? She might have said  but wouldnt, and in spite of herself and all her logic, she knew that this tempest which had so recently raged over her was now merely circling around her souls horizon and would return to break again.


Chapter L

The arrival of Steger with the information that no move of any kind would be made by the sheriff until Monday morning, when Cowperwood could present himself, eased matters. This gave him time to think  to adjust home details at his leisure. He broke the news to his father and mother in a consoling way and talked with his brothers and father about getting matters immediately adjusted in connection with the smaller houses to which they were now shortly to be compelled to move. There was much conferring among the different members of this collapsing organization in regard to the minor details; and what with his conferences with Steger, his seeing personally Davison, Leigh, Avery Stone, of Jay Cooke & Co., George Waterman (his old-time employer Henry was dead), ex-State Treasurer Van Nostrand, who had gone out with the last State administration, and others, he was very busy. Now that he was really going into prison, he wanted his financial friends to get together and see if they could get him out by appealing to the Governor. The division of opinion among the judges of the State Supreme Court was his excuse and strong point. He wanted Steger to follow this up, and he spared no pains in trying to see all and sundry who might be of use to him  Edward Tighe, of Tighe & Co., who was still in business in Third Street; Newton Targool; Arthur Rivers; Joseph Zimmerman, the dry-goods prince, now a millionaire; Judge Kitchen; Terrence Relihan, the former representative of the money element at Harrisburg; and many others.

Cowperwood wanted Relihan to approach the newspapers and see if he could not readjust their attitude so as to work to get him out, and he wanted Walter Leigh to head the movement of getting up a signed petition which should contain all the important names of moneyed people and others, asking the Governor to release him. Leigh agreed to this heartily, as did Relihan, and many others.

And, afterwards there was really nothing else to do, unless it was to see Aileen once more, and this, in the midst of his other complications and obligations, seemed all but impossible at times  and yet he did achieve that, too  so eager was he to be soothed and comforted by the ignorant and yet all embracing volume of her love. Her eyes these days! The eager, burning quest of him and his happiness that blazed in them. To think that he should be tortured so  her Frank! Oh, she knew  whatever he said, and however bravely and jauntily he talked. To think that her love for him should have been the principal cause of his being sent to jail, as she now believed. And the cruelty of her father! And the smallness of his enemies  that fool Stener, for instance, whose pictures she had seen in the papers. Actually, whenever in the presence of her Frank, she fairly seethed in a chemic agony for him  her strong, handsome lover  the strongest, bravest, wisest, kindest, handsomest man in the world. Oh, didnt she know! And Cowperwood, looking in her eyes and realizing this reasonless, if so comforting fever for him, smiled and was touched. Such love! That of a dog for a master; that of a mother for a child. And how had he come to evoke it? He could not say, but it was beautiful.

And so, now, in these last trying hours, he wished to see her much  and did  meeting her at least four times in the month in which he had been free, between his conviction and the final dismissal of his appeal. He had one last opportunity of seeing her  and she him  just before his entrance into prison this last time  on the Saturday before the Monday of his sentence. He had not come in contact with her since the decision of the Supreme Court had been rendered, but he had had a letter from her sent to a private mail-box, and had made an appointment for Saturday at a small hotel in Camden, which, being across the river, was safer, in his judgment, than anything in Philadelphia. He was a little uncertain as to how she would take the possibility of not seeing him soon again after Monday, and how she would act generally once he was where she could not confer with him as often as she chose. And in consequence, he was anxious to talk to her. But on this occasion, as he anticipated, and even feared, so sorry for her was he, she was not less emphatic in her protestations than she had ever been; in fact, much more so. When she saw him approaching in the distance, she went forward to meet him in that direct, forceful way which only she could attempt with him, a sort of mannish impetuosity which he both enjoyed and admired, and slipping her arms around his neck, said: Honey, you neednt tell me. I saw it in the papers the other morning. Dont you mind, honey. I love you. Ill wait for you. Ill be with you yet, if it takes a dozen years of waiting. It doesnt make any difference to me if it takes a hundred, only Im so sorry for you, sweetheart. Ill be with you every day through this, darling, loving you with all my might.

She caressed him while he looked at her in that quiet way which betokened at once his self-poise and yet his interest and satisfaction in her. He couldnt help loving Aileen, he thought who could? She was so passionate, vibrant, desireful. He couldnt help admiring her tremendously, now more than ever, because literally, in spite of all his intellectual strength, he really could not rule her. She went at him, even when he stood off in a calm, critical way, as if he were her special property, her toy. She would talk to him always, and particularly when she was excited, as if he were just a baby, her pet; and sometimes he felt as though she would really overcome him mentally, make him subservient to her, she was so individual, so sure of her importance as a woman.

Now on this occasion she went babbling on as if he were broken-hearted, in need of her greatest care and tenderness, although he really wasnt at all; and for the moment she actually made him feel as though he was.

It isnt as bad as that, Aileen, he ventured to say, eventually; and with a softness and tenderness almost unusual for him, even where she was concerned, but she went on forcefully, paying no heed to him.

Oh, yes, it is, too, honey. I know. Oh, my poor Frank! But Ill see you. I know how to manage, whatever happens. How often do they let visitors come out to see the prisoners there?

Only once in three months, pet, so they say, but I think we can fix that after I get there; only do you think you had better try to come right away, Aileen? You know what the feeling now is. Hadnt you better wait a while? Arent you in danger of stirring up your father? He might cause a lot of trouble out there if he were so minded.

Only once in three months! she exclaimed, with rising emphasis, as he began this explanation. Oh, Frank, no! Surely not! Once in three months! Oh, I cant stand that! I wont! Ill go and see the warden myself. Hell let me see you. Im sure he will, if I talk to him.

She fairly gasped in her excitement, not willing to pause in her tirade, but Cowperwood interposed with her, Youre not thinking what youre saying, Aileen. Youre not thinking. Remember your father! Remember your family! Your father may know the warden out there. You dont want it to get all over town that youre running out there to see me, do you? Your father might cause you trouble. Besides you dont know the small party politicians as I do. They gossip like a lot of old women. Youll have to be very careful what you do and how you do it. I dont want to lose you. I want to see you. But youll have to mind what youre doing. Dont try to see me at once. I want you to, but I want to find out how the land lies, and I want you to find out too. You wont lose me. Ill be there, well enough.

He paused as he thought of the long tier of iron cells which must be there, one of which would be his  for how long?  and of Aileen seeing him through the door of it or in it. At the same time he was thinking, in spite of all his other calculations, how charming she was looking to-day. How young she kept, and how forceful! While he was nearing his full maturity she was a comparatively young girl, and as beautiful as ever. She was wearing a black-and-white-striped silk in the curious bustle style of the times, and a set of sealskin furs, including a little sealskin cap set jauntily on top her red-gold hair.

I know, I know, replied Aileen, firmly. But think of three months! Honey, I cant! I wont! Its nonsense. Three months! I know that my father wouldnt have to wait any three months if he wanted to see anybody out there, nor anybody else that he wanted to ask favors for. And I wont, either. Ill find some way.

Cowperwood had to smile. You could not defeat Aileen so easily.

But youre not your father, honey; and you dont want him to know.

I know I dont, but they dont need to know who I am. I can go heavily veiled. I dont think that the warden knows my father. He may. Anyhow, he doesnt know me; and he wouldnt tell on me if he did if I talked to him.

Her confidence in her charms, her personality, her earthly privileges was quite anarchistic. Cowperwood shook his head.

Honey, youre about the best and the worst there is when it comes to a woman, he observed, affectionately, pulling her head down to kiss her, but youll have to listen to me just the same. I have a lawyer, Steger  you know him. Hes going to take up this matter with the warden out there  is doing it today. He may be able to fix things, and he may not. Ill know to-morrow or Sunday, and Ill write you. But dont go and do anything rash until you hear. Im sure I can cut that visiting limit in half, and perhaps down to once a month or once in two weeks even. They only allow me to write one letter in three months  Aileen exploded again and Im sure I can have that made different  some; but dont write me until you hear, or at least dont sign any name or put any address in. They open all mail and read it. If you see me or write me youll have to be cautious, and youre not the most cautious person in the world. Now be good, will you?

They talked much more  of his family, his court appearance Monday, whether he would get out soon to attend any of the suits still pending, or be pardoned. Aileen still believed in his future. She had read the opinions of the dissenting judges in his favor, and that of the three agreed judges against him. She was sure his day was not over in Philadelphia, and that he would some time reestablish himself and then take her with him somewhere else. She was sorry for Mrs. Cowperwood, but she was convinced that she was not suited to him  that Frank needed some one more like herself, some one with youth and beauty and force  her, no less. She clung to him now in ecstatic embraces until it was time to go. So far as a plan of procedure could have been adjusted in a situation so incapable of accurate adjustment, it had been done. She was desperately downcast at the last moment, as was he, over their parting; but she pulled herself together with her usual force and faced the dark future with a steady eye.


Chapter LI

Monday came and with it his final departure. All that could be done had been done. Cowperwood said his farewells to his mother and father, his brothers and sister. He had a rather distant but sensible and matter-of-fact talk with his wife. He made no special point of saying good-by to his son or his daughter; when he came in on Thursday, Friday, Saturday, and Sunday evenings, after he had learned that he was to depart Monday, it was with the thought of talking to them a little in an especially affectionate way. He realized that his general moral or unmoral attitude was perhaps working them a temporary injustice. Still he was not sure. Most people did fairly well with their lives, whether coddled or deprived of opportunity. These children would probably do as well as most children, whatever happened  and then, anyhow, he had no intention of forsaking them financially, if he could help it. He did not want to separate his wife from her children, nor them from her. She should keep them. He wanted them to be comfortable with her. He would like to see them, wherever they were with her, occasionally. Only he wanted his own personal freedom, in so far as she and they were concerned, to go off and set up a new world and a new home with Aileen. So now on these last days, and particularly this last Sunday night, he was rather noticeably considerate of his boy and girl, without being too openly indicative of his approaching separation from them.

Frank, he said to his notably lackadaisical son on this occasion, arent you going to straighten up and be a big, strong, healthy fellow? You dont play enough. You ought to get in with a gang of boys and be a leader. Why dont you fit yourself up a gymnasium somewhere and see how strong you can get?

They were in the senior Cowperwoods sitting-room, where they had all rather consciously gathered on this occasion.

Lillian, second, who was on the other side of the big library table from her father, paused to survey him and her brother with interest. Both had been carefully guarded against any real knowledge of their fathers affairs or his present predicament. He was going away on a journey for about a month or so they understood. Lillian was reading in a Chatterbox book which had been given her the previous Christmas.

He wont do anything, she volunteered, looking up from her reading in a peculiarly critical way for her. Why, he wont ever run races with me when I want him to.

Aw, who wants to run races with you, anyhow? returned Frank, junior, sourly. You couldnt run if I did want to run with you.

Couldnt I? she replied. I could beat you, all right.

Lillian! pleaded her mother, with a warning sound in her voice.

Cowperwood smiled, and laid his hand affectionately on his sons head. Youll be all right, Frank, he volunteered, pinching his ear lightly. Dont worry  just make an effort.

The boy did not respond as warmly as he hoped. Later in the evening Mrs. Cowperwood noticed that her husband squeezed his daughters slim little waist and pulled her curly hair gently. For the moment she was jealous of her daughter.

Going to be the best kind of a girl while Im away? he said to her, privately.

Yes, papa, she replied, brightly.

Thats right, he returned, and leaned over and kissed her mouth tenderly. Button Eyes, he said.

Mrs. Cowperwood sighed after he had gone. Everything for the children, nothing for me, she thought, though the children had not got so vastly much either in the past.

Cowperwoods attitude toward his mother in this final hour was about as tender and sympathetic as any he could maintain in this world. He understood quite clearly the ramifications of her interests, and how she was suffering for him and all the others concerned. He had not forgotten her sympathetic care of him in his youth; and if he could have done anything to have spared her this unhappy breakdown of her fortunes in her old age, he would have done so. There was no use crying over spilled milk. It was impossible at times for him not to feel intensely in moments of success or failure; but the proper thing to do was to bear up, not to show it, to talk little and go your way with an air not so much of resignation as of self-sufficiency, to whatever was awaiting you. That was his attitude on this morning, and that was what he expected from those around him  almost compelled, in fact, by his own attitude.

Well, mother, he said, genially, at the last moment  he would not let her nor his wife nor his sister come to court, maintaining that it would make not the least difference to him and would only harrow their own feelings uselessly Im going now. Dont worry. Keep up your spirits.

He slipped his arm around his mothers waist, and she gave him a long, unrestrained, despairing embrace and kiss.

Go on, Frank, she said, choking, when she let him go. God bless you. Ill pray for you. He paid no further attention to her. He didnt dare.

Good-by, Lillian, he said to his wife, pleasantly, kindly. Ill be back in a few days, I think. Ill be coming out to attend some of these court proceedings.

To his sister he said: Good-by, Anna. Dont let the others get too down-hearted.

Ill see you three afterward, he said to his father and brothers; and so, dressed in the very best fashion of the time, he hurried down into the reception-hall, where Steger was waiting, and was off. His family, hearing the door close on him, suffered a poignant sense of desolation. They stood there for a moment, his mother crying, his father looking as though he had lost his last friend but making a great effort to seem self-contained and equal to his troubles, Anna telling Lillian not to mind, and the latter staring dumbly into the future, not knowing what to think. Surely a brilliant sun had set on their local scene, and in a very pathetic way.


Chapter LII

When Cowperwood reached the jail, Jaspers was there, glad to see him but principally relieved to feel that nothing had happened to mar his own reputation as a sheriff. Because of the urgency of court matters generally, it was decided to depart for the courtroom at nine oclock. Eddie Zanders was once more delegated to see that Cowperwood was brought safely before Judge Payderson and afterward taken to the penitentiary. All of the papers in the case were put in his care to be delivered to the warden.

I suppose you know, confided Sheriff Jaspers to Steger, that Stener is here. He aint got no money now, but I gave him a private room just the same. I didnt want to put a man like him in no cell. Sheriff Jaspers sympathized with Stener.

Thats right. Im glad to hear that, replied Steger, smiling to himself.

I didnt suppose from what Ive heard that Mr. Cowperwood would want to meet Stener here, so Ive kept em apart. George just left a minute ago with another deputy.

Thats good. Thats the way it ought to be, replied Steger. He was glad for Cowperwoods sake that the sheriff had so much tact. Evidently George and the sheriff were getting along in a very friendly way, for all the formers bitter troubles and lack of means.

The Cowperwood party walked, the distance not being great, and as they did so they talked of rather simple things to avoid the more serious.

Things arent going to be so bad, Edward said to his father. Steger says the Governor is sure to pardon Stener in a year or less, and if he does hes bound to let Frank out too.

Cowperwood, the elder, had heard this over and over, but he was never tired of hearing it. It was like some simple croon with which babies are hushed to sleep. The snow on the ground, which was enduring remarkably well for this time of year, the fineness of the day, which had started out to be clear and bright, the hope that the courtroom might not be full, all held the attention of the father and his two sons. Cowperwood, senior, even commented on some sparrows fighting over a piece of bread, marveling how well they did in winter, solely to ease his mind. Cowperwood, walking on ahead with Steger and Zanders, talked of approaching court proceedings in connection with his business and what ought to be done.

When they reached the court the same little pen in which Cowperwood had awaited the verdict of his jury several months before was waiting to receive him.

Cowperwood, senior, and his other sons sought places in the courtroom proper. Eddie Zanders remained with his charge. Stener and a deputy by the name of Wilkerson were in the room; but he and Cowperwood pretended now not to see each other. Frank had no objection to talking to his former associate, but he could see that Stener was diffident and ashamed. So he let the situation pass without look or word of any kind. After some three-quarters of an hour of dreary waiting the door leading into the courtroom proper opened and a bailiff stepped in.

All prisoners up for sentence, he called.

There were six, all told, including Cowperwood and Stener. Two of them were confederate housebreakers who had been caught red-handed at their midnight task.

Another prisoner was no more and no less than a plain horse-thief, a young man of twenty-six, who had been convicted by a jury of stealing a grocers horse and selling it. The last man was a negro, a tall, shambling, illiterate, nebulous-minded black, who had walked off with an apparently discarded section of lead pipe which he had found in a lumber-yard. His idea was to sell or trade it for a drink. He really did not belong in this court at all; but, having been caught by an undersized American watchman charged with the care of the property, and having at first refused to plead guilty, not quite understanding what was to be done with him, he had been perforce bound over to this court for trial. Afterward he had changed his mind and admitted his guilt, so he now had to come before Judge Payderson for sentence or dismissal. The lower court before which he had originally been brought had lost jurisdiction by binding him over to to higher court for trial. Eddie Zanders, in his self-appointed position as guide and mentor to Cowperwood, had confided nearly all of this data to him as he stood waiting.

The courtroom was crowded. It was very humiliating to Cowperwood to have to file in this way along the side aisle with these others, followed by Stener, well dressed but sickly looking and disconsolate.

The negro, Charles Ackerman, was the first on the list.

How is it this man comes before me? asked Payderson, peevishly, when he noted the value of the property Ackerman was supposed to have stolen.

Your honor, the assistant district attorney explained, promptly, this man was before a lower court and refused, because he was drunk, or something, to plead guilty. The lower court, because the complainant would not forego the charge, was compelled to bind him over to this court for trial. Since then he has changed his mind and has admitted his guilt to the district attorney. He would not be brought before you except we have no alternative. He has to be brought here now in order to clear the calendar.

Judge Payderson stared quizzically at the negro, who, obviously not very much disturbed by this examination, was leaning comfortably on the gate or bar before which the average criminal stood erect and terrified. He had been before police-court magistrates before on one charge and another  drunkenness, disorderly conduct, and the like  but his whole attitude was one of shambling, lackadaisical, amusing innocence.

Well, Ackerman, inquired his honor, severely, did you or did you not steal this piece of lead pipe as charged here  four dollars and eighty cents worth?

Yassah, I did, he began. I tell you how it was, jedge. I was a-comin along past dat lumber-yard one Saturday afternoon, and I hadnt been wuckin, an I saw dat piece o pipe thoo de fence, lyin inside, and I jes reached thoo with a piece o boad I found dey and pulled it over to me an tuck it. An aftahwahd dis Mistah Watchman man  he waved his hand oratorically toward the witness-chair, where, in case the judge might wish to ask him some questions, the complainant had taken his stand come around tuh where I live an accused me of done takin it.

But you did take it, didnt you?

Yassah, I done tuck it.

What did you do with it?

I traded it foh twenty-five cents.

You mean you sold it, corrected his honor.

Yassah, I done sold it.

Well, dont you know its wrong to do anything like that? Didnt you know when you reached through that fence and pulled that pipe over to you that you were stealing? Didnt you?

Yassah, I knowed it was wrong, replied Ackerman, sheepishly. I didn think twuz stealin like zackly, but I done knowed it was wrong. I done knowed I oughtn take it, I guess.

Of course you did. Of course you did. Thats just it. You knew you were stealing, and still you took it. Has the man to whom this negro sold the lead pipe been apprehended yet? the judge inquired sharply of the district attorney. He should be, for hes more guilty than this negro, a receiver of stolen goods.

Yes, sir, replied the assistant. His case is before Judge Yawger.

Quite right. It should be, replied Payderson, severely. This matter of receiving stolen property is one of the worst offenses, in my judgment.

He then turned his attention to Ackerman again. Now, look here, Ackerman, he exclaimed, irritated at having to bother with such a pretty case, I want to say something to you, and I want you to pay strict attention to me. Straighten up, there! Dont lean on that gate! You are in the presence of the law now. Ackerman had sprawled himself comfortably down on his elbows as he would have if he had been leaning over a back-fence gate talking to some one, but he immediately drew himself straight, still grinning foolishly and apologetically, when he heard this. You are not so dull but that you can understand what I am going to say to you. The offense you have committed  stealing a piece of lead pipe  is a crime. Do you hear me? A criminal offense  one that I could punish you very severely for. I could send you to the penitentiary for one year if I chose  the law says I may  one year at hard labor for stealing a piece of lead pipe. Now, if you have any sense you will pay strict attention to what I am going to tell you. I am not going to send you to the penitentiary right now. Im going to wait a little while. I am going to sentence you to one year in the penitentiary  one year. Do you understand? Ackerman blanched a little and licked his lips nervously. And then I am going to suspend that sentence  hold it over your head, so that if you are ever caught taking anything else you will be punished for this offense and the next one also at one and the same time. Do you understand that? Do you know what I mean? Tell me. Do you?

Yessah! I does, sir, replied the negro. Youse gwine to let me go now  thas it.

The audience grinned, and his honor made a wry face to prevent his own grim grin.

Im going to let you go only so long as you dont steal anything else, he thundered. The moment you steal anything else, back you come to this court, and then you go to the penitentiary for a year and whatever more time you deserve. Do you understand that? Now, I want you to walk straight out of this court and behave yourself. Dont ever steal anything. Get something to do! Dont steal, do you hear? Dont touch anything that doesnt belong to you! Dont come back here! If you do, Ill send you to the penitentiary, sure.

Yassah! No, sah, I wont, replied Ackerman, nervously. I wont take nothin more that dont belong tuh me.

He shuffled away, after a moment, urged along by the guiding hand of a bailiff, and was put safely outside the court, amid a mixture of smiles and laughter over his simplicity and Paydersons undue severity of manner. But the next case was called and soon engrossed the interest of the audience.

It was that of the two housebreakers whom Cowperwood had been and was still studying with much curiosity. In all his life before he had never witnessed a sentencing scene of any kind. He had never been in police or criminal courts of any kind  rarely in any of the civil ones. He was glad to see the negro go, and gave Payderson credit for having some sense and sympathy  more than he had expected.

He wondered now whether by any chance Aileen was here. He had objected to her coming, but she might have done so. She was, as a matter of fact, in the extreme rear, pocketed in a crowd near the door, heavily veiled, but present. She had not been able to resist the desire to know quickly and surely her beloveds fate  to be near him in his hour of real suffering, as she thought. She was greatly angered at seeing him brought in with a line of ordinary criminals and made to wait in this, to her, shameful public manner, but she could not help admiring all the more the dignity and superiority of his presence even here. He was not even pale, as she saw, just the same firm, calm soul she had always known him to be. If he could only see her now; if he would only look so she could lift her veil and smile! He didnt, though; he wouldnt. He didnt want to see her here. But she would tell him all about it when she saw him again just the same.

The two burglars were quickly disposed of by the judge, with a sentence of one year each, and they were led away, uncertain, and apparently not knowing what to think of their crime or their future.

When it came to Cowperwoods turn to be called, his honor himself stiffened and straightened up, for this was a different type of man and could not be handled in the usual manner. He knew exactly what he was going to say. When one of Mollenhauers agents, a close friend of Butlers, had suggested that five years for both Cowperwood and Stener would be about right, he knew exactly what to do. Frank Algernon Cowperwood, called the clerk.

Cowperwood stepped briskly forward, sorry for himself, ashamed of his position in a way, but showing it neither in look nor manner. Payderson eyed him as he had the others.

Name? asked the bailiff, for the benefit of the court stenographer.

Frank Algernon Cowperwood.

Residence?

1937 Girard Avenue.

Occupation?

Banker and broker.

Steger stood close beside him, very dignified, very forceful, ready to make a final statement for the benefit of the court and the public when the time should come. Aileen, from her position in the crowd near the door, was for the first time in her life biting her fingers nervously and there were great beads of perspiration on her brow. Cowperwoods father was tense with excitement and his two brothers looked quickly away, doing their best to hide their fear and sorrow.

Ever convicted before?

Never, replied Steger for Cowperwood, quietly.

Frank Algernon Cowperwood, called the clerk, in his nasal, singsong way, coming forward, have you anything to say why judgment should not now be pronounced upon you? If so, speak.

Cowperwood started to say no, but Steger put up his hand.

If the court pleases, my client, Mr. Cowperwood, the prisoner at the bar, is neither guilty in his own estimation, nor in that of two-fifths of the Pennsylvania State Supreme Court  the court of last resort in this State, he exclaimed, loudly and clearly, so that all might hear.

One of the interested listeners and spectators at this point was Edward Malia Butler, who had just stepped in from another courtroom where he had been talking to a judge. An obsequious court attendant had warned him that Cowperwood was about to be sentenced. He had really come here this morning in order not to miss this sentence, but he cloaked his motive under the guise of another errand. He did not know that Aileen was there, nor did he see her.

As he himself testified at the time of his trial, went on Steger, and as the evidence clearly showed, he was never more than an agent for the gentleman whose offense was subsequently adjudicated by this court; and as an agent he still maintains, and two-fifths of the State Supreme Court agree with him, that he was strictly within his rights and privileges in not having deposited the sixty thousand dollars worth of city loan certificates at the time, and in the manner which the people, acting through the district attorney, complained that he should have. My client is a man of rare financial ability. By the various letters which have been submitted to your honor in his behalf, you will see that he commands the respect and the sympathy of a large majority of the most forceful and eminent men in his particular world. He is a man of distinguished social standing and of notable achievements. Only the most unheralded and the unkindest thrust of fortune has brought him here before you today  a fire and its consequent panic which involved a financial property of the most thorough and stable character. In spite of the verdict of the jury and the decision of three-fifths of the State Supreme Court, I maintain that my client is not an embezzler, that he has not committed larceny, that he should never have been convicted, and that he should not now be punished for something of which he is not guilty.

I trust that your honor will not misunderstand me or my motives when I point out in this situation that what I have said is true. I do not wish to cast any reflection on the integrity of the court, nor of any court, nor of any of the processes of law. But I do condemn and deplore the untoward chain of events which has built up a seeming situation, not easily understood by the lay mind, and which has brought my distinguished client within the purview of the law. I think it is but fair that this should be finally and publicly stated here and now. I ask that your honor be lenient, and that if you cannot conscientiously dismiss this charge you will at least see that the facts, as I have indicated them, are given due weight in the measure of the punishment inflicted.

Steger stepped back and Judge Payderson nodded, as much as to say he had heard all the distinguished lawyer had to say, and would give it such consideration as it deserved  no more. Then he turned to Cowperwood, and, summoning all his judicial dignity to his aid, he began:

Frank Algernon Cowperwood, you have been convicted by a jury of your own selection of the offense of larceny. The motion for a new trial, made in your behalf by your learned counsel, has been carefully considered and overruled, the majority of the court being entirely satisfied with the propriety of the conviction, both upon the law and the evidence. Your offense was one of more than usual gravity, the more so that the large amount of money which you obtained belonged to the city. And it was aggravated by the fact that you had in addition thereto unlawfully used and converted to your own use several hundred thousand dollars of the loan and money of the city. For such an offense the maximum punishment affixed by the law is singularly merciful. Nevertheless, the facts in connection with your hitherto distinguished position, the circumstances under which your failure was brought about, and the appeals of your numerous friends and financial associates, will be given due consideration by this court. It is not unmindful of any important fact in your career. Payderson paused as if in doubt, though he knew very well how he was about to proceed. He knew what his superiors expected of him.

If your case points no other moral, he went on, after a moment, toying with the briefs, it will at least teach the lesson much needed at the present time, that the treasury of the city is not to be invaded and plundered with impunity under the thin disguise of a business transaction, and that there is still a power in the law to vindicate itself and to protect the public.

The sentence of the court, he added, solemnly, the while Cowperwood gazed unmoved, is, therefore, that you pay a fine of five thousand dollars to the commonwealth for the use of the county, that you pay the costs of prosecution, and that you undergo imprisonment in the State Penitentiary for the Eastern District by separate or solitary confinement at labor for a period of four years and three months, and that you stand committed until this sentence is complied with.

Cowperwoods father, on hearing this, bowed his head to hide his tears. Aileen bit her lower lip and clenched her hands to keep down her rage and disappointment and tears. Four years and three months! That would make a terrible gap in his life and hers. Still, she could wait. It was better than eight or ten years, as she had feared it might be. Perhaps now, once this was really over and he was in prison, the Governor would pardon him.

The judge now moved to pick up the papers in connection with Steners case, satisfied that he had given the financiers no chance to say he had not given due heed to their plea in Cowperwoods behalf and yet certain that the politicians would be pleased that he had so nearly given Cowperwood the maximum while appearing to have heeded the pleas for mercy. Cowperwood saw through the trick at once, but it did not disturb him. It struck him as rather weak and contemptible. A bailiff came forward and started to hurry him away.

Allow the prisoner to remain for a moment, called the judge.

The name, of George W. Stener had been called by the clerk and Cowperwood did not quite understand why he was being detained, but he soon learned. It was that he might hear the opinion of the court in connection with his copartner in crime. The latters record was taken. Roger OMara, the Irish political lawyer who had been his counsel all through his troubles, stood near him, but had nothing to say beyond asking the judge to consider Steners previously honorable career.

George W. Stener, said his honor, while the audience, including Cowperwood, listened attentively. The motion for a new trial as well as an arrest of judgment in your case having been overruled, it remains for the court to impose such sentence as the nature of your offense requires. I do not desire to add to the pain of your position by any extended remarks of my own; but I cannot let the occasion pass without expressing my emphatic condemnation of your offense. The misapplication of public money has become the great crime of the age. If not promptly and firmly checked, it will ultimately destroy our institutions. When a republic becomes honeycombed with corruption its vitality is gone. It must crumble upon the first pressure.

In my opinion, the public is much to blame for your offense and others of a similar character. Heretofore, official fraud has been regarded with too much indifference. What we need is a higher and purer political morality  a state of public opinion which would make the improper use of public money a thing to be execrated. It was the lack of this which made your offense possible. Beyond that I see nothing of extenuation in your case. Judge Payderson paused for emphasis. He was coming to his finest flight, and he wanted it to sink in.

The people had confided to you the care of their money, he went on, solemnly. It was a high, a sacred trust. You should have guarded the door of the treasury even as the cherubim protected the Garden of Eden, and should have turned the flaming sword of impeccable honesty against every one who approached it improperly. Your position as the representative of a great community warranted that.

In view of all the facts in your case the court can do no less than impose a major penalty. The seventy-fourth section of the Criminal Procedure Act provides that no convict shall be sentenced by the court of this commonwealth to either of the penitentiaries thereof, for any term which shall expire between the fifteenth of November and the fifteenth day of February of any year, and this provision requires me to abate three months from the maximum of time which I would affix in your case  namely, five years. The sentence of the court is, therefore, that you pay a fine of five thousand dollars to the commonwealth for the use of the county  Payderson knew well enough that Stener could never pay that sum and that you undergo imprisonment in the State Penitentiary for the Eastern District, by separate and solitary confinement at labor, for the period of four years and nine months, and that you stand committed until this sentence is complied with. He laid down the briefs and rubbed his chin reflectively while both Cowperwood and Stener were hurried out. Butler was the first to leave after the sentence  quite satisfied. Seeing that all was over so far as she was concerned, Aileen stole quickly out; and after her, in a few moments, Cowperwoods father and brothers. They were to await him outside and go with him to the penitentiary. The remaining members of the family were at home eagerly awaiting intelligence of the mornings work, and Joseph Cowperwood was at once despatched to tell them.

The day had now become cloudy, lowery, and it looked as if there might be snow. Eddie Zanders, who had been given all the papers in the case, announced that there was no need to return to the county jail. In consequence the five of them  Zanders, Steger, Cowperwood, his father, and Edward  got into a street-car which ran to within a few blocks of the prison. Within half an hour they were at the gates of the Eastern Penitentiary.


Chapter LIII

The Eastern District Penitentiary of Pennsylvania, standing at Fairmount Avenue and Twenty-first Street in Philadelphia, where Cowperwood was now to serve his sentence of four years and three months, was a large, gray-stone structure, solemn and momentous in its mien, not at all unlike the palace of Sforzas at Milan, although not so distinguished. It stretched its gray length for several blocks along four different streets, and looked as lonely and forbidding as a prison should. The wall which inclosed its great area extending over ten acres and gave it so much of its solemn dignity was thirty-five feet high and some seven feet thick. The prison proper, which was not visible from the outside, consisted of seven arms or corridors, ranged octopus-like around a central room or court, and occupying in their sprawling length about two-thirds of the yard inclosed within the walls, so that there was but little space for the charm of lawn or sward. The corridors, forty-two feet wide from outer wall to outer wall, were one hundred and eighty feet in length, and in four instances two stories high, and extended in their long reach in every direction. There were no windows in the corridors, only narrow slits of skylights, three and one-half feet long by perhaps eight inches wide, let in the roof; and the ground-floor cells were accompanied in some instances by a small yard ten by sixteen  the same size as the cells proper  which was surrounded by a high brick wall in every instance. The cells and floors and roofs were made of stone, and the corridors, which were only ten feet wide between the cells, and in the case of the single-story portion only fifteen feet high, were paved with stone. If you stood in the central room, or rotunda, and looked down the long stretches which departed from you in every direction, you had a sense of narrowness and confinement not compatible with their length. The iron doors, with their outer accompaniment of solid wooden ones, the latter used at times to shut the prisoner from all sight and sound, were grim and unpleasing to behold. The halls were light enough, being whitewashed frequently and set with the narrow skylights, which were closed with frosted glass in winter; but they were, as are all such matter-of-fact arrangements for incarceration, bare  wearisome to look upon. Life enough there was in all conscience, seeing that there were four hundred prisoners here at that time, and that nearly every cell was occupied; but it was a life of which no one individual was essentially aware as a spectacle. He was of it; but he was not. Some of the prisoners, after long service, were used as trusties or runners, as they were locally called; but not many. There was a bakery, a machine-shop, a carpenter-shop, a store-room, a flour-mill, and a series of gardens, or truck patches; but the manipulation of these did not require the services of a large number.

The prison proper dated from 1822, and it had grown, wing by wing, until its present considerable size had been reached. Its population consisted of individuals of all degrees of intelligence and crime, from murderers to minor practitioners of larceny. It had what was known as the Pennsylvania System of regulation for its inmates, which was nothing more nor less than solitary confinement for all concerned  a life of absolute silence and separate labor in separate cells.

Barring his comparatively recent experience in the county jail, which after all was far from typical, Cowperwood had never been in a prison in his life. Once, when a boy, in one of his perambulations through several of the surrounding towns, he had passed a village lock-up, as the town prisons were then called  a small, square, gray building with long iron-barred windows, and he had seen, at one of these rather depressing apertures on the second floor, a none too prepossessing drunkard or town neer-do-well who looked down on him with bleary eyes, unkempt hair, and a sodden, waxy, pallid face, and called  for it was summer and the jail window was open:

Hey, sonny, get me a plug of tobacco, will you?

Cowperwood, who had looked up, shocked and disturbed by the mans disheveled appearance, had called back, quite without stopping to think:

Naw, I cant.

Look out you dont get locked up yourself sometime, you little runt, the man had replied, savagely, only half recovered from his debauch of the day before.

He had not thought of this particular scene in years, but now suddenly it came back to him. Here he was on his way to be locked up in this dull, somber prison, and it was snowing, and he was being cut out of human affairs as much as it was possible for him to be cut out.

No friends were permitted to accompany him beyond the outer gate  not even Steger for the time being, though he might visit him later in the day. This was an inviolable rule. Zanders being known to the gate-keeper, and bearing his commitment paper, was admitted at once. The others turned solemnly away. They bade a gloomy if affectionate farewell to Cowperwood, who, on his part, attempted to give it all an air of inconsequence  as, in part and even here, it had for him.

Well, good-by for the present, he said, shaking hands. Ill be all right and Ill get out soon. Wait and see. Tell Lillian not to worry.

He stepped inside, and the gate clanked solemnly behind him. Zanders led the way through a dark, somber hall, wide and high-ceiled, to a farther gate, where a second gateman, trifling with a large key, unlocked a barred door at his bidding. Once inside the prison yard, Zanders turned to the left into a small office, presenting his prisoner before a small, chest-high desk, where stood a prison officer in uniform of blue. The latter, the receiving overseer of the prison  a thin, practical, executive-looking person with narrow gray eyes and light hair, took the paper which the sheriffs deputy handed him and read it. This was his authority for receiving Cowperwood. In his turn he handed Zanders a slip, showing that he had so received the prisoner; and then Zanders left, receiving gratefully the tip which Cowperwood pressed in his hand.

Well, good-by, Mr. Cowperwood, he said, with a peculiar twist of his detective-like head. Im sorry. I hope you wont find it so bad here.

He wanted to impress the receiving overseer with his familiarity with this distinguished prisoner, and Cowperwood, true to his policy of make-believe, shook hands with him cordially.

Im much obliged to you for your courtesy, Mr. Zanders, he said, then turned to his new master with the air of a man who is determined to make a good impression. He was now in the hands of petty officials, he knew, who could modify or increase his comfort at will. He wanted to impress this man with his utter willingness to comply and obey  his sense of respect for his authority  without in any way demeaning himself. He was depressed but efficient, even here in the clutch of that eventual machine of the law, the State penitentiary, which he had been struggling so hard to evade.

The receiving overseer, Roger Kendall, though thin and clerical, was a rather capable man, as prison officials go  shrewd, not particularly well educated, not over-intelligent naturally, not over-industrious, but sufficiently energetic to hold his position. He knew something about convicts  considerable  for he had been dealing with them for nearly twenty-six years. His attitude toward them was cold, cynical, critical.

He did not permit any of them to come into personal contact with him, but he saw to it that underlings in his presence carried out the requirements of the law.

When Cowperwood entered, dressed in his very good clothing  a dark gray-blue twill suit of pure wool, a light, well-made gray overcoat, a black derby hat of the latest shape, his shoes new and of good leather, his tie of the best silk, heavy and conservatively colored, his hair and mustache showing the attention of an intelligent barber, and his hands well manicured  the receiving overseer saw at once that he was in the presence of some one of superior intelligence and force, such a man as the fortune of his trade rarely brought into his net.

Cowperwood stood in the middle of the room without apparently looking at any one or anything, though he saw all. Convict number 3633, Kendall called to a clerk, handing him at the same time a yellow slip of paper on which was written Cowperwoods full name and his record number, counting from the beginning of the penitentiary itself.

The underling, a convict, took it and entered it in a book, reserving the slip at the same time for the penitentiary runner or trusty, who would eventually take Cowperwood to the manners gallery.

You will have to take off your clothes and take a bath, said Kendall to Cowperwood, eyeing him curiously. I dont suppose you need one, but its the rule.

Thank you, replied Cowperwood, pleased that his personality was counting for something even here. Whatever the rules are, I want to obey.

When he started to take off his coat, however, Kendall put up his hand delayingly and tapped a bell. There now issued from an adjoining room an assistant, a prison servitor, a weird-looking specimen of the genus trusty. He was a small, dark, lopsided individual, one leg being slightly shorter, and therefore one shoulder lower, than the other. He was hollow-chested, squint-eyed, and rather shambling, but spry enough withal. He was dressed in a thin, poorly made, baggy suit of striped jeans, the prison stripes of the place, showing a soft roll-collar shirt underneath, and wearing a large, wide-striped cap, peculiarly offensive in its size and shape to Cowperwood. He could not help thinking how uncanny the mans squint eyes looked under its straight outstanding visor. The trusty had a silly, sycophantic manner of raising one hand in salute. He was a professional second-story man, up for ten years, but by dint of good behavior he had attained to the honor of working about this office without the degrading hood customary for prisoners to wear over the cap. For this he was properly grateful. He now considered his superior with nervous dog-like eyes, and looked at Cowperwood with a certain cunning appreciation of his lot and a show of initial mistrust.

One prisoner is as good as another to the average convict; as a matter of fact, it is their only consolation in their degradation that all who come here are no better than they. The world may have misused them; but they misuse their confreres in their thoughts. The holier than thou attitude, intentional or otherwise, is quite the last and most deadly offense within prison walls. This particular trusty could no more understand Cowperwood than could a fly the motions of a fly-wheel; but with the cocky superiority of the underling of the world he did not hesitate to think that he could. A crook was a crook to him  Cowperwood no less than the shabbiest pickpocket. His one feeling was that he would like to demean him, to pull him down to his own level.

You will have to take everything you have out of your pockets, Kendall now informed Cowperwood. Ordinarily he would have said, Search the prisoner.

Cowperwood stepped forward and laid out a purse with twenty-five dollars in it, a pen-knife, a lead-pencil, a small note-book, and a little ivory elephant which Aileen had given him once, for luck, and which he treasured solely because she gave it to him. Kendall looked at the latter curiously. Now you can go on, he said to the trusty, referring to the undressing and bathing process which was to follow.

This way, said the latter, addressing Cowperwood, and preceding him into an adjoining room, where three closets held three old-fashioned, iron-bodied, wooden-top bath-tubs, with their attendant shelves for rough crash towels, yellow soap, and the like, and hooks for clothes.

Get in there, said the trusty, whose name was Thomas Kuby, pointing to one of the tubs.

Cowperwood realized that this was the beginning of petty official supervision; but he deemed it wise to appear friendly even here.

I see, he said. I will.

Thats right, replied the attendant, somewhat placated. What did you bring?

Cowperwood looked at him quizzically. He did not understand. The prison attendant realized that this man did not know the lingo of the place. What did you bring? he repeated. How many years did you get?

Oh! exclaimed Cowperwood, comprehendingly. I understand. Four and three months.

He decided to humor the man. It would probably be better so.

What for? inquired Kuby, familiarly.

Cowperwoods blood chilled slightly. Larceny, he said.

Yuh got off easy, commented Kuby. Im up for ten. A rube judge did that to me.

Kuby had never heard of Cowperwoods crime. He would not have understood its subtleties if he had. Cowperwood did not want to talk to this man; he did not know how. He wished he would go away; but that was not likely. He wanted to be put in his cell and let alone.

Thats too bad, he answered; and the convict realized clearly that this man was really not one of them, or he would not have said anything like that. Kuby went to the two hydrants opening into the bath-tub and turned them on. Cowperwood had been undressing the while, and now stood naked, but not ashamed, in front of this eighth-rate intelligence.

Dont forget to wash your head, too, said Kuby, and went away.

Cowperwood stood there while the water ran, meditating on his fate. It was strange how life had dealt with him of late  so severely. Unlike most men in his position, he was not suffering from a consciousness of evil. He did not think he was evil. As he saw it, he was merely unfortunate. To think that he should be actually in this great, silent penitentiary, a convict, waiting here beside this cheap iron bathtub, not very sweet or hygienic to contemplate, with this crackbrained criminal to watch over him!

He stepped into the tub and washed himself briskly with the biting yellow soap, drying himself on one of the rough, only partially bleached towels. He looked for his underwear, but there was none. At this point the attendant looked in again. Out here, he said, inconsiderately.

Cowperwood followed, naked. He was led through the receiving overseers office into a room, where were scales, implements of measurement, a record-book, etc. The attendant who stood guard at the door now came over, and the clerk who sat in a corner automatically took down a record-blank. Kendall surveyed Cowperwoods decidedly graceful figure, already inclining to a slight thickening around the waist, and approved of it as superior to that of most who came here. His skin, as he particularly noted, was especially white.

Step on the scale, said the attendant, brusquely.

Cowperwood did so, The former adjusted the weights and scanned the record carefully.

Weight, one hundred and seventy-five, he called. Now step over here.

He indicated a spot in the side wall where was fastened in a thin slat  which ran from the floor to about seven and one half feet above, perpendicularly  a small movable wooden indicator, which, when a man was standing under it, could be pressed down on his head. At the side of the slat were the total inches of height, laid off in halves, quarters, eighths, and so on, and to the right a length measurement for the arm. Cowperwood understood what was wanted and stepped under the indicator, standing quite straight.

Feet level, back to the wall, urged the attendant. So. Height, five feet nine and ten-sixteenths, he called. The clerk in the corner noted it. He now produced a tape-measure and began measuring Cowperwoods arms, legs, chest, waist, hips, etc. He called out the color of his eyes, his hair, his mustache, and, looking into his mouth, exclaimed, Teeth, all sound.

After Cowperwood had once more given his address, age, profession, whether he knew any trade, etc.  which he did not  he was allowed to return to the bathroom, and put on the clothing which the prison provided for him  first the rough, prickly underwear, then the cheap soft roll-collar, white-cotton shirt, then the thick bluish-gray cotton socks of a quality such as he had never worn in his life, and over these a pair of indescribable rough-leather clogs, which felt to his feet as though they were made of wood or iron  oily and heavy. He then drew on the shapeless, baggy trousers with their telltale stripes, and over his arms and chest the loose-cut shapeless coat and waistcoat. He felt and knew of course that he looked very strange, wretched. And as he stepped out into the overseers room again he experienced a peculiar sense of depression, a gone feeling which before this had not assailed him and which now he did his best to conceal. This, then, was what society did to the criminal, he thought to himself. It took him and tore away from his body and his life the habiliments of his proper state and left him these. He felt sad and grim, and, try as he would  he could not help showing it for a moment. It was always his business and his intention to conceal his real feelings, but now it was not quite possible. He felt degraded, impossible, in these clothes, and he knew that he looked it. Nevertheless, he did his best to pull himself together and look unconcerned, willing, obedient, considerate of those above him. After all, he said to himself, it was all a play of sorts, a dream even, if one chose to view it so, a miasma even, from which, in the course of time and with a little luck one might emerge safely enough. He hoped so. It could not last. He was only acting a strange, unfamiliar part on the stage, this stage of life that he knew so well.

Kendall did not waste any time looking at him, however. He merely said to his assistant, See if you can find a cap for him, and the latter, going to a closet containing numbered shelves, took down a cap  a high-crowned, straight-visored, shabby, striped affair which Cowperwood was asked to try on. It fitted well enough, slipping down close over his ears, and he thought that now his indignities must be about complete. What could be added? There could be no more of these disconcerting accoutrements. But he was mistaken. Now, Kuby, you take him to Mr. Chapin, said Kendall.

Kuby understood. He went back into the wash-room and produced what Cowperwood had heard of but never before seen  a blue-and-white-striped cotton bag about half the length of an ordinary pillow-case and half again as wide, which Kuby now unfolded and shook out as he came toward him. It was a custom. The use of this hood, dating from the earliest days of the prison, was intended to prevent a sense of location and direction and thereby obviate any attempt to escape. Thereafter during all his stay he was not supposed to walk with or talk to or see another prisoner  not even to converse with his superiors, unless addressed. It was a grim theory, and yet one definitely enforced here, although as he was to learn later even this could be modified here.

Youll have to put this on, Kuby said, and opened it in such a way that it could be put over Cowperwoods head.

Cowperwood understood. He had heard of it in some way, in times past. He was a little shocked  looked at it first with a touch of real surprise, but a moment after lifted his hands and helped pull it down.

Never mind, cautioned the guard, put your hands down. Ill get it over.

Cowperwood dropped his arms. When it was fully on, it came to about his chest, giving him little means of seeing anything. He felt very strange, very humiliated, very downcast. This simple thing of a blue-and-white striped bag over his head almost cost him his sense of self-possession. Why could not they have spared him this last indignity, he thought?

This way, said his attendant, and he was led out to where he could not say.

If you hold it out in front you can see to walk, said his guide; and Cowperwood pulled it out, thus being able to discern his feet and a portion of the floor below. He was thus conducted  seeing nothing in his transit  down a short walk, then through a long corridor, then through a room of uniformed guards, and finally up a narrow flight of iron steps, leading to the overseers office on the second floor of one of the two-tier blocks. There, he heard the voice of Kuby saying: Mr. Chapin, heres another prisoner for you from Mr. Kendall.

Ill be there in a minute, came a peculiarly pleasant voice from the distance. Presently a big, heavy hand closed about his arm, and he was conducted still further.

You haint got far to go now, the voice said, and then Ill take that bag off, and Cowperwood felt for some reason a sense of sympathy, perhaps  as though he would choke. The further steps were not many.

A cell door was reached and unlocked by the inserting of a great iron key. It was swung open, and the same big hand guided him through. A moment later the bag was pulled easily from his head, and he saw that he was in a narrow, whitewashed cell, rather dim, windowless, but lighted from the top by a small skylight of frosted glass three and one half feet long by four inches wide. For a night light there was a tin-bodied lamp swinging from a hook near the middle of one of the side walls. A rough iron cot, furnished with a straw mattress and two pairs of dark blue, probably unwashed blankets, stood in one corner. There was a hydrant and small sink in another. A small shelf occupied the wall opposite the bed. A plain wooden chair with a homely round back stood at the foot of the bed, and a fairly serviceable broom was standing in one corner. There was an iron stool or pot for excreta, giving, as he could see, into a large drain-pipe which ran along the inside wall, and which was obviously flushed by buckets of water being poured into it. Rats and other vermin infested this, and it gave off an unpleasant odor which filled the cell. The floor was of stone. Cowperwoods clear-seeing eyes took it all in at a glance. He noted the hard cell door, which was barred and cross-barred with great round rods of steel, and fastened with a thick, highly polished lock. He saw also that beyond this was a heavy wooden door, which could shut him in even more completely than the iron one. There was no chance for any clear, purifying sunlight here. Cleanliness depended entirely on whitewash, soap and water and sweeping, which in turn depended on the prisoners themselves.

He also took in Chapin, the homely, good-natured, cell overseer whom he now saw for the first time  a large, heavy, lumbering man, rather dusty and misshapen-looking, whose uniform did not fit him well, and whose manner of standing made him look as though he would much prefer to sit down. He was obviously bulky, but not strong, and his kindly face was covered with a short growth of grayish-brown whiskers. His hair was cut badly and stuck out in odd strings or wisps from underneath his big cap. Nevertheless, Cowperwood was not at all unfavorably impressed  quite the contrary  and he felt at once that this man might be more considerate of him than the others had been. He hoped so, anyhow. He did not know that he was in the presence of the overseer of the manners squad, who would have him in charge for two weeks only, instructing him in the rules of the prison, and that he was only one of twenty-six, all told, who were in Chapins care.

That worthy, by way of easy introduction, now went over to the bed and seated himself on it. He pointed to the hard wooden chair, which Cowperwood drew out and sat on.

Well, now youre here, haint yuh? he asked, and answered himself quite genially, for he was an unlettered man, generously disposed, of long experience with criminals, and inclined to deal kindly with kindly temperament and a form of religious belief  Quakerism  had inclined him to be merciful, and yet his official duties, as Cowperwood later found out, seemed to have led him to the conclusion that most criminals were innately bad. Like Kendall, he regarded them as weaklings and neer-do-wells with evil streaks in them, and in the main he was not mistaken. Yet he could not help being what he was, a fatherly, kindly old man, having faith in those shibboleths of the weak and inexperienced mentally  human justice and human decency.

Yes, Im here, Mr. Chapin, Cowperwood replied, simply, remembering his name from the attendant, and flattering the keeper by the use of it.

To old Chapin the situation was more or less puzzling. This was the famous Frank A. Cowperwood whom he had read about, the noted banker and treasury-looter. He and his co-partner in crime, Stener, were destined to serve, as he had read, comparatively long terms here. Five hundred thousand dollars was a large sum of money in those days, much more than five million would have been forty years later. He was awed by the thought of what had become of it  how Cowperwood managed to do all the things the papers had said he had done. He had a little formula of questions which he usually went through with each new prisoner  asking him if he was sorry now for the crime he had committed, if he meant to do better with a new chance, if his father and mother were alive, etc.; and by the manner in which they answered these questions  simply, regretfully, defiantly, or otherwise  he judged whether they were being adequately punished or not. Yet he could not talk to Cowperwood as he now saw or as he would to the average second-story burglar, store-looter, pickpocket, and plain cheap thief and swindler. And yet he scarcely knew how else to talk.

Well, now, he went on, I dont suppose you ever thought youd get to a place like this, did you, Mr. Cowperwood?

I never did, replied Frank, simply. I wouldnt have believed it a few months ago, Mr. Chapin. I dont think I deserve to be here now, though of course there is no use of my telling you that.

He saw that old Chapin wanted to moralize a little, and he was only too glad to fall in with his mood. He would soon be alone with no one to talk to perhaps, and if a sympathetic understanding could be reached with this man now, so much the better. Any port in a storm; any straw to a drowning man.

Well, no doubt all of us makes mistakes, continued Mr. Chapin, superiorly, with an amusing faith in his own value as a moral guide and reformer. We cant just always tell how the plans we think so fine are coming out, can we? Youre here now, an I suppose youre sorry certain things didnt come out just as you thought; but if you had a chance I dont suppose youd try to do just as you did before, now would yuh?

No, Mr. Chapin, I wouldnt, exactly, said Cowperwood, truly enough, though I believed I was right in everything I did. I dont think legal justice has really been done me.

Well, thats the way, continued Chapin, meditatively, scratching his grizzled head and looking genially about. Sometimes, as I allers says to some of these here young fellers that comes in here, we dont know as much as we thinks we does. We forget that others are just as smart as we are, and that there are allers people that are watchin us all the time. These here courts and jails and detectives  theyre here all the time, and they get us. I gad  Chapins moral version of by God they do, if we dont behave.

Yes, Cowperwood replied, thats true enough, Mr. Chapin.

Well, continued the old man after a time, after he had made a few more solemn, owl-like, and yet well-intentioned remarks, now heres your bed, and theres your chair, and theres your wash-stand, and theres your water-closet. Now keep em all clean and use em right. (You would have thought he was making Cowperwood a present of a fortune.) Youre the ones got to make up your bed every mornin and keep your floor swept and your toilet flushed and your cell clean. There haint anybody herell do that for yuh. You want to do all them things the first thing in the mornin when you get up, and afterward youll get sumpin to eat, about six-thirty. Youre supposed to get up at five-thirty.

Yes, Mr. Chapin, Cowperwood said, politely. You can depend on me to do all those things promptly.

There haint so much more, added Chapin. Youre supposed to wash yourself all over once a week an Ill give you a clean towel for that. Next you gotta wash this floor up every Friday mornin. Cowperwood winced at that. You kin have hot water for that if you want it. Ill have one of the runners bring it to you. An as for your friends and relations  he got up and shook himself like a big Newfoundland dog. You gotta wife, haint you?

Yes, replied Cowperwood.

Well, the rules here are that your wife or your friends kin come to see you once in three months, and your lawyer  you gotta lawyer haint yuh?

Yes, sir, replied Cowperwood, amused.

Well, he kin come every week or so if he likes  every day, I guess  there haint no rules about lawyers. But you kin only write one letter once in three months yourself, an if you want anything like tobaccer or the like o that, from the store-room, you gotta sign an order for it, if you got any money with the warden, an then I can git it for you.

The old man was really above taking small tips in the shape of money. He was a hold-over from a much more severe and honest regime, but subsequent presents or constant flattery were not amiss in making him kindly and generous. Cowperwood read him accurately.

Very well, Mr. Chapin; I understand, he said, getting up as the old man did.

Then when you have been here two weeks, added Chapin, rather ruminatively (he had forgot to state this to Cowperwood before), the warden ll come and git yuh and give yuh yer regular cell summers down-stairs. Yuh kin make up yer mind by that time what yud like tuh do, what yud like to work at. If you behave yourself proper, moren like theyll give yuh a cell with a yard. Yuh never can tell.

He went out, locking the door with a solemn click; and Cowperwood stood there, a little more depressed than he had been, because of this latest intelligence. Only two weeks, and then he would be transferred from this kindly old mans care to anothers, whom he did not know and with whom he might not fare so well.

If ever you want me for anything  if yere sick or sumpin like that, Chapin now returned to say, after he had walked a few paces away, we have a signal here of our own. Just hang your towel out through these here bars. Ill see it, and Ill stop and find out what yuh want, when Im passin.

Cowperwood, whose spirits had sunk, revived for the moment.

Yes, sir, he replied; thank you, Mr. Chapin.

The old man walked away, and Cowperwood heard his steps dying down the cement-paved hall. He stood and listened, his ears being greeted occasionally by a distant cough, a faint scraping of some ones feet, the hum or whir of a machine, or the iron scratch of a key in a lock. None of the noises was loud. Rather they were all faint and far away. He went over and looked at the bed, which was not very clean and without linen, and anything but wide or soft, and felt it curiously. So here was where he was to sleep from now on  he who so craved and appreciated luxury and refinement. If Aileen or some of his rich friends should see him here. Worse, he was sickened by the thought of possible vermin. How could he tell? How would he do? The one chair was abominable. The skylight was weak. He tried to think of himself as becoming accustomed to the situation, but he re-discovered the offal pot in one corner, and that discouraged him. It was possible that rats might come up here  it looked that way. No pictures, no books, no scene, no person, no space to walk  just the four bare walls and silence, which he would be shut into at night by the thick door. What a horrible fate!

He sat down and contemplated his situation. So here he was at last in the Eastern Penitentiary, and doomed, according to the judgment of the politicians (Butler among others), to remain here four long years and longer. Stener, it suddenly occurred to him, was probably being put through the same process he had just gone through. Poor old Stener! What a fool he had made of himself. But because of his foolishness he deserved all he was now getting. But the difference between himself and Stener was that they would let Stener out. It was possible that already they were easing his punishment in some way that he, Cowperwood, did not know. He put his hand to his chin, thinking  his business, his house, his friends, his family, Aileen. He felt for his watch, but remembered that they had taken that. There was no way of telling the time. Neither had he any notebook, pen, or pencil with which to amuse or interest himself. Besides he had had nothing to eat since morning. Still, that mattered little. What did matter was that he was shut up here away from the world, quite alone, quite lonely, without knowing what time it was, and that he could not attend to any of the things he ought to be attending to  his business affairs, his future. True, Steger would probably come to see him after a while. That would help a little. But even so  think of his position, his prospects up to the day of the fire and his state now. He sat looking at his shoes; his suit. God! He got up and walked to and fro, to and fro, but his own steps and movements sounded so loud. He walked to the cell door and looked out through the thick bars, but there was nothing to see  nothing save a portion of two cell doors opposite, something like his own. He came back and sat in his single chair, meditating, but, getting weary of that finally, stretched himself on the dirty prison bed to try it. It was not uncomfortable entirely. He got up after a while, however, and sat, then walked, then sat. What a narrow place to walk, he thought. This was horrible  something like a living tomb. And to think he should be here now, day after day and day after day, until  until what? Until the Governor pardoned him or his time was up, or his fortune eaten away  or  

So he cogitated while the hours slipped by. It was nearly five oclock before Steger was able to return, and then only for a little while. He had been arranging for Cowperwoods appearance on the following Thursday, Friday, and Monday in his several court proceedings. When he was gone, however, and the night fell and Cowperwood had to trim his little, shabby oil-lamp and to drink the strong tea and eat the rough, poor bread made of bran and white flour, which was shoved to him through the small aperture in the door by the trencher trusty, who was accompanied by the overseer to see that it was done properly, he really felt very badly. And after that the center wooden door of his cell was presently closed and locked by a trusty who slammed it rudely and said no word. Nine oclock would be sounded somewhere by a great bell, he understood, when his smoky oil-lamp would have to be put out promptly and he would have to undress and go to bed. There were punishments, no doubt, for infractions of these rules  reduced rations, the strait-jacket, perhaps stripes  he scarcely knew what. He felt disconsolate, grim, weary. He had put up such a long, unsatisfactory fight. After washing his heavy stone cup and tin plate at the hydrant, he took off the sickening uniform and shoes and even the drawers of the scratching underwear, and stretched himself wearily on the bed. The place was not any too warm, and he tried to make himself comfortable between the blankets  but it was of little use. His soul was cold.

This will never do, he said to himself. This will never do. Im not sure whether I can stand much of this or not. Still he turned his face to the wall, and after several hours sleep eventually came.


Chapter LIV

Those who by any pleasing courtesy of fortune, accident of birth, inheritance, or the wisdom of parents or friends, have succeeded in avoiding making that anathema of the prosperous and comfortable, a mess of their lives, will scarcely understand the mood of Cowperwood, sitting rather gloomily in his cell these first days, wondering what, in spite of his great ingenuity, was to become of him. The strongest have their hours of depression. There are times when life to those endowed with the greatest intelligence  perhaps mostly to those  takes on a somber hue. They see so many phases of its dreary subtleties. It is only when the soul of man has been built up into some strange self-confidence, some curious faith in its own powers, based, no doubt, on the actual presence of these same powers subtly involved in the body, that it fronts life unflinchingly. It would be too much to say that Cowperwoods mind was of the first order. It was subtle enough in all conscience  and involved, as is common with the executively great, with a strong sense of personal advancement. It was a powerful mind, turning, like a vast searchlight, a glittering ray into many a dark corner; but it was not sufficiently disinterested to search the ultimate dark. He realized, in a way, what the great astronomers, sociologists, philosophers, chemists, physicists, and physiologists were meditating; but he could not be sure in his own mind that, whatever it was, it was important for him. No doubt life held many strange secrets. Perhaps it was essential that somebody should investigate them. However that might be, the call of his own soul was in another direction. His business was to make money  to organize something which would make him much money, or, better yet, save the organization he had begun.

But this, as he now looked upon it, was almost impossible. It had been too disarranged and complicated by unfortunate circumstances. He might, as Steger pointed out to him, string out these bankruptcy proceedings for years, tiring out one creditor and another, but in the meantime the properties involved were being seriously damaged. Interest charges on his unsatisfied loans were making heavy inroads; court costs were mounting up; and, to cap it all, he had discovered with Steger that there were a number of creditors  those who had sold out to Butler, and incidentally to Mollenhauer  who would never accept anything except the full value of their claims. His one hope now was to save what he could by compromise a little later, and to build up some sort of profitable business through Stephen Wingate. The latter was coming in a day or two, as soon as Steger had made some working arrangement for him with Warden Michael Desmas who came the second day to have a look at the new prisoner.

Desmas was a large man physically  Irish by birth, a politician by training  who had been one thing and another in Philadelphia from a policeman in his early days and a corporal in the Civil War to a ward captain under Mollenhauer. He was a canny man, tall, raw-boned, singularly muscular-looking, who for all his fifty-seven years looked as though he could give a splendid account of himself in a physical contest. His hands were large and bony, his face more square than either round or long, and his forehead high. He had a vigorous growth of short-clipped, iron-gray hair, and a bristly iron-gray mustache, very short, keen, intelligent blue-gray eyes; a florid complexion; and even-edged, savage-looking teeth, which showed the least bit in a slightly wolfish way when he smiled. However, he was not as cruel a person as he looked to be; temperamental, to a certain extent hard, and on occasions savage, but with kindly hours also. His greatest weakness was that he was not quite mentally able to recognize that there were mental and social differences between prisoners, and that now and then one was apt to appear here who, with or without political influences, was eminently worthy of special consideration. What he could recognize was the differences pointed out to him by the politicians in special cases, such as that of Stener  not Cowperwood. However, seeing that the prison was a public institution apt to be visited at any time by lawyers, detectives, doctors, preachers, propagandists, and the public generally, and that certain rules and regulations had to be enforced (if for no other reason than to keep a moral and administrative control over his own help), it was necessary to maintain  and that even in the face of the politician  a certain amount of discipline, system, and order, and it was not possible to be too liberal with any one. There were, however, exceptional cases  men of wealth and refinement, victims of those occasional uprisings which so shocked the political leaders generally  who had to be looked after in a friendly way.

Desmas was quite aware, of course, of the history of Cowperwood and Stener. The politicians had already given him warning that Stener, because of his past services to the community, was to be treated with special consideration. Not so much was said about Cowperwood, although they did admit that his lot was rather hard. Perhaps he might do a little something for him but at his own risk.

Butler is down on him, Strobik said to Desmas, on one occasion. Its that girl of his thats at the bottom of it all. If you listened to Butler youd feed him on bread and water, but he isnt a bad fellow. As a matter of fact, if George had had any sense Cowperwood wouldnt be where he is to-day. But the big fellows wouldnt let Stener alone. They wouldnt let him give Cowperwood any money.

Although Strobik had been one of those who, under pressure from Mollenhauer, had advised Stener not to let Cowperwood have any more money, yet here he was pointing out the folly of the victims course. The thought of the inconsistency involved did not trouble him in the least.

Desmas decided, therefore, that if Cowperwood were persona non grata to the Big Three, it might be necessary to be indifferent to him, or at least slow in extending him any special favors. For Stener a good chair, clean linen, special cutlery and dishes, the daily papers, privileges in the matter of mail, the visits of friends, and the like. For Cowperwood  well, he would have to look at Cowperwood and see what he thought. At the same time, Stegers intercessions were not without their effect on Desmas. So the morning after Cowperwoods entrance the warden received a letter from Terrence Relihan, the Harrisburg potentate, indicating that any kindness shown to Mr. Cowperwood would be duly appreciated by him. Upon the receipt of this letter Desmas went up and looked through Cowperwoods iron door. On the way he had a brief talk with Chapin, who told him what a nice man he thought Cowperwood was.

Desmas had never seen Cowperwood before, but in spite of the shabby uniform, the clog shoes, the cheap shirt, and the wretched cell, he was impressed. Instead of the weak, anaemic body and the shifty eyes of the average prisoner, he saw a man whose face and form blazed energy and power, and whose vigorous erectness no wretched clothes or conditions could demean. He lifted his head when Desmas appeared, glad that any form should have appeared at his door, and looked at him with large, clear, examining eyes  those eyes that in the past had inspired so much confidence and surety in all those who had known him. Desmas was stirred. Compared with Stener, whom he knew in the past and whom he had met on his entry, this man was a force. Say what you will, one vigorous man inherently respects another. And Desmas was vigorous physically. He eyed Cowperwood and Cowperwood eyed him. Instinctively Desmas liked him. He was like one tiger looking at another.

Instinctively Cowperwood knew that he was the warden. This is Mr. Desmas, isnt it? he asked, courteously and pleasantly.

Yes, sir, Im the man, replied Desmas interestedly. These rooms are not as comfortable as they might be, are they? The wardens even teeth showed in a friendly, yet wolfish, way.

They certainly are not, Mr. Desmas, replied Cowperwood, standing very erect and soldier-like. I didnt imagine I was coming to a hotel, however. He smiled.

There isnt anything special I can do for you, is there, Mr. Cowperwood? began Desmas curiously, for he was moved by a thought that at some time or other a man such as this might be of service to him. Ive been talking to your lawyer. Cowperwood was intensely gratified by the Mr. So that was the way the wind was blowing. Well, then, within reason, things might not prove so bad here. He would see. He would sound this man out.

I dont want to be asking anything, Warden, which you cannot reasonably give, he now returned politely. But there are a few things, of course, that I would change if I could. I wish I might have sheets for my bed, and I could afford better underwear if you would let me wear it. This that I have on annoys me a great deal.

Theyre not the best wool, thats true enough, replied Desmas, solemnly. Theyre made for the State out here in Pennsylvania somewhere. I suppose theres no objection to your wearing your own underwear if you want to. Ill see about that. And the sheets, too. We might let you use them if you have them. Well have to go a little slow about this. There are a lot of people that take a special interest in showing the warden how to tend to his business.

I can readily understand that, Warden, went on Cowperwood briskly, and Im certainly very much obliged to you. You may be sure that anything you do for me here will be appreciated, and not misused, and that I have friends on the outside who can reciprocate for me in the course of time. He talked slowly and emphatically, looking Desmas directly in the eye all of the time. Desmas was very much impressed.

Thats all right, he said, now that he had gone so far as to be friendly. I cant promise much. Prison rules are prison rules. But there are some things that can be done, because its the rule to do them for other men when they behave themselves. You can have a better chair than that, if you want it, and something to read too. If youre in business yet, I wouldnt want to do anything to stop that. We cant have people running in and out of here every fifteen minutes, and you cant turn a cell into a business office  thats not possible. It would break up the order of the place. Still, theres no reason why you shouldnt see some of your friends now and then. As for your mail  well, that will have to be opened in the ordinary way for the time being, anyhow. Ill have to see about that. I cant promise too much. Youll have to wait until you come out of this block and down-stairs. Some of the cells have a yard there; if there are any empty The warden cocked his eye wisely, and Cowperwood saw that his tot was not to be as bad as he had anticipated  though bad enough. The warden spoke to him about the different trades he might follow, and asked him to think about the one he would prefer. You want to have something to keep your hands busy, whatever else you want. Youll find youll need that. Everybody here wants to work after a time. I notice that.

Cowperwood understood and thanked Desmas profusely. The horror of idleness in silence and in a cell scarcely large enough to turn around in comfortably had already begun to creep over him, and the thought of being able to see Wingate and Steger frequently, and to have his mail reach him, after a time, untampered with, was a great relief. He was to have his own underwear, silk and wool  thank God!  and perhaps they would let him take off these shoes after a while. With these modifications and a trade, and perhaps the little yard which Desmas had referred to, his life would be, if not ideal, at least tolerable. The prison was still a prison, but it looked as though it might not be so much of a terror to him as obviously it must be to many.

During the two weeks in which Cowperwood was in the manners squad, in care of Chapin, he learned nearly as much as he ever learned of the general nature of prison life; for this was not an ordinary penitentiary in the sense that the prison yard, the prison squad, the prison lock-step, the prison dining-room, and prison associated labor make the ordinary penitentiary. There was, for him and for most of those confined there, no general prison life whatsoever. The large majority were supposed to work silently in their cells at the particular tasks assigned them, and not to know anything of the remainder of the life which went on around them, the rule of this prison being solitary confinement, and few being permitted to work at the limited number of outside menial tasks provided. Indeed, as he sensed and as old Chapin soon informed him, not more than seventy-five of the four hundred prisoners confined here were so employed, and not all of these regularly  cooking, gardening in season, milling, and general cleaning being the only avenues of escape from solitude. Even those who so worked were strictly forbidden to talk, and although they did not have to wear the objectionable hood when actually employed, they were supposed to wear it in going to and from their work. Cowperwood saw them occasionally tramping by his cell door, and it struck him as strange, uncanny, grim. He wished sincerely at times since old Chapin was so genial and talkative that he were to be under him permanently; but it was not to be.

His two weeks soon passed  drearily enough in all conscience but they passed, interlaced with his few commonplace tasks of bed-making, floor-sweeping, dressing, eating, undressing, rising at five-thirty, and retiring at nine, washing his several dishes after each meal, etc. He thought he would never get used to the food. Breakfast, as has been said, was at six-thirty, and consisted of coarse black bread made of bran and some white flour, and served with black coffee. Dinner was at eleven-thirty, and consisted of bean or vegetable soup, with some coarse meat in it, and the same bread. Supper was at six, of tea and bread, very strong tea and the same bread  no butter, no milk, no sugar. Cowperwood did not smoke, so the small allowance of tobacco which was permitted was without value to him. Steger called in every day for two or three weeks, and after the second day, Stephen Wingate, as his new business associate, was permitted to see him also  once every day, if he wished, Desmas stated, though the latter felt he was stretching a point in permitting this so soon. Both of these visits rarely occupied more than an hour, or an hour and a half, and after that the day was long. He was taken out on several days on a court order, between nine and five, to testify in the bankruptcy proceedings against him, which caused the time in the beginning to pass quickly.

It was curious, once he was in prison, safely shut from the world for a period of years apparently, how quickly all thought of assisting him departed from the minds of those who had been most friendly. He was done, so most of them thought. The only thing they could do now would be to use their influence to get him out some time; how soon, they could not guess. Beyond that there was nothing. He would really never be of any great importance to any one any more, or so they thought. It was very sad, very tragic, but he was gone  his place knew him not.

A bright young man, that, observed President Davison of the Girard National, on reading of Cowperwoods sentence and incarceration. Too bad! Too bad! He made a great mistake.

Only his parents, Aileen, and his wife  the latter with mingled feelings of resentment and sorrow  really missed him. Aileen, because of her great passion for him, was suffering most of all. Four years and three months; she thought. If he did not get out before then she would be nearing twenty-nine and he would be nearing forty. Would he want her then? Would she be so attractive? And would nearly five years change his point of view? He would have to wear a convict suit all that time, and be known as a convict forever after. It was hard to think about, but only made her more than ever determined to cling to him, whatever happened, and to help him all she could.

Indeed the day after his incarceration she drove out and looked at the grim, gray walls of the penitentiary. Knowing nothing absolutely of the vast and complicated processes of law and penal servitude, it seemed especially terrible to her. What might not they be doing to her Frank? Was he suffering much? Was he thinking of her as she was of him? Oh, the pity of it all! The pity! The pity of herself  her great love for him! She drove home, determined to see him; but as he had originally told her that visiting days were only once in three months, and that he would have to write her when the next one was, or when she could come, or when he could see her on the outside, she scarcely knew what to do. Secrecy was the thing.

The next day, however, she wrote him just the same, describing the drive she had taken on the stormy afternoon before  the terror of the thought that he was behind those grim gray walls  and declaring her determination to see him soon. And this letter, under the new arrangement, he received at once. He wrote her in reply, giving the letter to Wingate to mail. It ran:

My sweet girl:  I fancy you are a little downhearted to think I cannot be with you any more soon, but you mustnt be. I suppose you read all about the sentence in the paper. I came out here the same morning  nearly noon. If I had time, dearest, Id write you a long letter describing the situation so as to ease your mind; but I havent. Its against the rules, and I am really doing this secretly. Im here, though, safe enough, and wish I were out, of course. Sweetest, you must be careful how you try to see me at first. You cant do me much service outside of cheering me up, and you may do yourself great harm. Besides, I think I have done you far more harm than I can ever make up to you and that you had best give me up, although I know you do not think so, and I would be sad, if you did. I am to be in the Court of Special Pleas, Sixth and Chestnut, on Friday at two oclock; but you cannot see me there. Ill be out in charge of my counsel. You must be careful. Perhaps youll think better, and not come here.

This last touch was one of pure gloom, the first Cowperwood had ever introduced into their relationship but conditions had changed him. Hitherto he had been in the position of the superior being, the one who was being sought  although Aileen was and had been well worth seeking  and he had thought that he might escape unscathed, and so grow in dignity and power until she might not possibly be worthy of him any longer. He had had that thought. But here, in stripes, it was a different matter. Aileens position, reduced in value as it was by her long, ardent relationship with him, was now, nevertheless, superior to his  apparently so. For after all, was she not Edward Butlers daughter, and might she, after she had been away from him a while, wish to become a convicts bride. She ought not to want to, and she might not want to, for all he knew; she might change her mind. She ought not to wait for him. Her life was not yet ruined. The public did not know, so he thought  not generally anyhow  that she had been his mistress. She might marry. Why not, and so pass out of his life forever. And would not that be sad for him? And yet did he not owe it to her, to a sense of fair play in himself to ask her to give him up, or at least think over the wisdom of doing so?

He did her the justice to believe that she would not want to give him up; and in his position, however harmful it might be to her, it was an advantage, a connecting link with the finest period of his past life, to have her continue to love him. He could not, however, scribbling this note in his cell in Wingates presence, and giving it to him to mail (Overseer Chapin was kindly keeping a respectful distance, though he was supposed to be present), refrain from adding, at the last moment, this little touch of doubt which, when she read it, struck Aileen to the heart. She read it as gloom on his part  as great depression. Perhaps, after all, the penitentiary and so soon, was really breaking his spirit, and he had held up so courageously so long. Because of this, now she was madly eager to get to him, to console him, even though it was difficult, perilous. She must, she said.

In regard to visits from the various members of his family  his mother and father, his brother, his wife, and his sister  Cowperwood made it plain to them on one of the days on which he was out attending a bankruptcy hearing, that even providing it could be arranged he did not think they should come oftener than once in three months, unless he wrote them or sent word by Steger. The truth was that he really did not care to see much of any of them at present. He was sick of the whole social scheme of things. In fact he wanted to be rid of the turmoil he had been in, seeing it had proved so useless. He had used nearly fifteen thousand dollars thus far in defending himself  court costs, family maintenance, Steger, etc.; but he did not mind that. He expected to make some little money working through Wingate. His family were not utterly without funds, sufficient to live on in a small way. He had advised them to remove into houses more in keeping with their reduced circumstances, which they had done  his mother and father and brothers and sister to a three-story brick house of about the caliber of the old Buttonwood Street house, and his wife to a smaller, less expensive two-story one on North Twenty-first Street, near the penitentiary, a portion of the money saved out of the thirty-five thousand dollars extracted from Stener under false pretenses aiding to sustain it. Of course all this was a terrible descent from the Girard Avenue mansion for the elder Cowperwood; for here was none of the furniture which characterized the other somewhat gorgeous domicile  merely store-bought, ready-made furniture, and neat but cheap hangings and fixtures generally. The assignees, to whom all Cowperwoods personal property belonged, and to whom Cowperwood, the elder, had surrendered all his holdings, would not permit anything of importance to be removed. It had all to be sold for the benefit of creditors. A few very small things, but only a few, had been kept, as everything had been inventoried some time before. One of the things which old Cowperwood wanted was his own desk which Frank had had designed for him; but as it was valued at five hundred dollars and could not be relinquished by the sheriff except on payment of that sum, or by auction, and as Henry Cowperwood had no such sum to spare, he had to let the desk go. There were many things they all wanted, and Anna Adelaide had literally purloined a few though she did not admit the fact to her parents until long afterward.

There came a day when the two houses in Girard Avenue were the scene of a sheriffs sale, during which the general public, without let or hindrance, was permitted to tramp through the rooms and examine the pictures, statuary, and objects of art generally, which were auctioned off to the highest bidder. Considerable fame had attached to Cowperwoods activities in this field, owing in the first place to the real merit of what he had brought together, and in the next place to the enthusiastic comment of such men as Wilton Ellsworth, Fletcher Norton, Gordon Strake  architects and art dealers whose judgment and taste were considered important in Philadelphia. All of the lovely things by which he had set great store  small bronzes, representative of the best period of the Italian Renaissance; bits of Venetian glass which he had collected with great care  a full curio case; statues by Powers, Hosmer, and Thorwaldsen  things which would be smiled at thirty years later, but which were of high value then; all of his pictures by representative American painters from Gilbert to Eastman Johnson, together with a few specimens of the current French and English schools, went for a song. Art judgment in Philadelphia at this time was not exceedingly high; and some of the pictures, for lack of appreciative understanding, were disposed of at much too low a figure. Strake, Norton, and Ellsworth were all present and bought liberally. Senator Simpson, Mollenhauer, and Strobik came to see what they could see. The small-fry politicians were there, en masse. But Simpson, calm judge of good art, secured practically the best of all that was offered. To him went the curio case of Venetian glass; one pair of tall blue-and-white Mohammedan cylindrical vases; fourteen examples of Chinese jade, including several artists water-dishes and a pierced window-screen of the faintest tinge of green. To Mollenhauer went the furniture and decorations of the entry-hall and reception-room of Henry Cowperwoods house, and to Edward Strobik two of Cowperwoods birds-eye maple bedroom suites for the most modest of prices. Adam Davis was present and secured the secretaire of buhl which the elder Cowperwood prized so highly. To Fletcher Norton went the four Greek vases  a kylix, a water-jar, and two amphorae  which he had sold to Cowperwood and which he valued highly. Various objects of art, including a Sevres dinner set, a Gobelin tapestry, Barye bronzes and pictures by Detaille, Fortuny, and George Inness, went to Walter Leigh, Arthur Rivers, Joseph Zimmerman, Judge Kitchen, Harper Steger, Terrence Relihan, Trenor Drake, Mr. and Mrs. Simeon Jones, W. C. Davison, Frewen Kasson, Fletcher Norton, and Judge Rafalsky.

Within four days after the sale began the two houses were bare of their contents. Even the objects in the house at 931 North Tenth Street had been withdrawn from storage where they had been placed at the time it was deemed advisable to close this institution, and placed on sale with the other objects in the two homes. It was at this time that the senior Cowperwoods first learned of something which seemed to indicate a mystery which had existed in connection with their son and his wife. No one of all the Cowperwoods was present during all this gloomy distribution; and Aileen, reading of the disposition of all the wares, and knowing their value to Cowperwood, to say nothing of their charm for her, was greatly depressed; yet she was not long despondent, for she was convinced that Cowperwood would some day regain his liberty and attain a position of even greater significance in the financial world. She could not have said why but she was sure of it.


Chapter LV

In the meanwhile Cowperwood had been transferred to a new overseer and a new cell in Block 3 on the ground door, which was like all the others in size, ten by sixteen, but to which was attached the small yard previously mentioned. Warden Desmas came up two days before he was transferred, and had another short conversation with him through his cell door.

Youll be transferred on Monday, he said, in his reserved, slow way. Theyll give you a yard, though it wont be much good to you  we only allow a half-hour a day in it. Ive told the overseer about your business arrangements. Hell treat you right in that matter. Just be careful not to take up too much time that way, and things will work out. Ive decided to let you learn caning chairs. Thatll be the best for you. Its easy, and itll occupy your mind.

The warden and some allied politicians made a good thing out of this prison industry. It was really not hard labor  the tasks set were simple and not oppressive, but all of the products were promptly sold, and the profits pocketed. It was good, therefore, to see all the prisoners working, and it did them good. Cowperwood was glad of the chance to do something, for he really did not care so much for books, and his connection with Wingate and his old affairs were not sufficient to employ his mind in a satisfactory way. At the same time, he could not help thinking, if he seemed strange to himself, now, how much stranger he would seem then, behind these narrow bars working at so commonplace a task as caning chairs. Nevertheless, he now thanked Desmas for this, as well as for the sheets and the toilet articles which had just been brought in.

Thats all right, replied the latter, pleasantly and softly, by now much intrigued by Cowperwood. I know that there are men and men here, the same as anywhere. If a man knows how to use these things and wants to be clean, I wouldnt be one to put anything in his way.

The new overseer with whom Cowperwood had to deal was a very different person from Elias Chapin. His name was Walter Bonhag, and he was not more than thirty-seven years of age  a big, flabby sort of person with a crafty mind, whose principal object in life was to see that this prison situation as he found it should furnish him a better income than his normal salary provided. A close study of Bonhag would have seemed to indicate that he was a stool-pigeon of Desmas, but this was really not true except in a limited way. Because Bonhag was shrewd and sycophantic, quick to see a point in his or anybody elses favor, Desmas instinctively realized that he was the kind of man who could be trusted to be lenient on order or suggestion. That is, if Desmas had the least interest in a prisoner he need scarcely say so much to Bonhag; he might merely suggest that this man was used to a different kind of life, or that, because of some past experience, it might go hard with him if he were handled roughly; and Bonhag would strain himself to be pleasant. The trouble was that to a shrewd man of any refinement his attentions were objectionable, being obviously offered for a purpose, and to a poor or ignorant man they were brutal and contemptuous. He had built up an extra income for himself inside the prison by selling the prisoners extra allowances of things which he secretly brought into the prison. It was strictly against the rules, in theory at least, to bring in anything which was not sold in the store-room  tobacco, writing paper, pens, ink, whisky, cigars, or delicacies of any kind. On the other hand, and excellently well for him, it was true that tobacco of an inferior grade was provided, as well as wretched pens, ink and paper, so that no self-respecting man, if he could help it, would endure them. Whisky was not allowed at all, and delicacies were abhorred as indicating rank favoritism; nevertheless, they were brought in. If a prisoner had the money and was willing to see that Bonhag secured something for his trouble, almost anything would be forthcoming. Also the privilege of being sent into the general yard as a trusty, or being allowed to stay in the little private yard which some cells possessed, longer than the half-hour ordinarily permitted, was sold.

One of the things curiously enough at this time, which worked in Cowperwoods favor, was the fact that Bonhag was friendly with the overseer who had Stener in charge, and Stener, because of his political friends, was being liberally treated, and Bonhag knew of this. He was not a careful reader of newspapers, nor had he any intellectual grasp of important events; but he knew by now that both Stener and Cowperwood were, or had been, individuals of great importance in the community; also that Cowperwood had been the more important of the two. Better yet, as Bonhag now heard, Cowperwood still had money. Some prisoner, who was permitted to read the paper, told him so. And so, entirely aside from Warden Desmass recommendation, which was given in a very quiet, noncommittal way, Bonhag was interested to see what he could do for Cowperwood for a price.

The day Cowperwood was installed in his new cell, Bonhag lolled up to the door, which was open, and said, in a semi-patronizing way, Got all your things over yet? It was his business to lock the door once Cowperwood was inside it.

Yes, sir, replied Cowperwood, who had been shrewd enough to get the new overseers name from Chapin; this is Mr. Bonhag, I presume?

Thats me, replied Bonhag, not a little flattered by the recognition, but still purely interested by the practical side of this encounter. He was anxious to study Cowperwood, to see what type of man he was.

Youll find it a little different down here from up there, observed Bonhag. It aint so stuffy. These doors out in the yards make a difference.

Oh, yes, said Cowperwood, observantly and shrewdly, that is the yard Mr. Desmas spoke of.

At the mention of the magic name, if Bonhag had been a horse, his ears would have been seen to lift. For, of course, if Cowperwood was so friendly with Desmas that the latter had described to him the type of cell he was to have beforehand, it behooved Bonhag to be especially careful.

Yes, thats it, but it aint much, he observed. They only allow a half-hour a day in it. Still it would be all right if a person could stay out there longer.

This was his first hint at graft, favoritism; and Cowperwood distinctly caught the sound of it in his voice.

Thats too bad, he said. I dont suppose good conduct helps a person to get more. He waited to hear a reply, but instead Bonhag continued with: Id better teach you your new trade now. Youve got to learn to cane chairs, so the warden says. If you want, we can begin right away. But without waiting for Cowperwood to acquiesce, he went off, returning after a time with three unvarnished frames of chairs and a bundle of cane strips or withes, which he deposited on the floor. Having so done  and with a flourish  he now continued: Now Ill show you if youll watch me, and he began showing Cowperwood how the strips were to be laced through the apertures on either side, cut, and fastened with little hickory pegs. This done, he brought a forcing awl, a small hammer, a box of pegs, and a pair of clippers. After several brief demonstrations with different strips, as to how the geometric forms were designed, he allowed Cowperwood to take the matter in hand, watching over his shoulder. The financier, quick at anything, manual or mental, went at it in his customary energetic fashion, and in five minutes demonstrated to Bonhag that, barring skill and speed, which could only come with practice, he could do it as well as another. Youll make out all right, said Bonhag. Youre supposed to do ten of those a day. We wont count the next few days, though, until you get your hand in. After that Ill come around and see how youre getting along. You understand about the towel on the door, dont you? he inquired.

Yes, Mr. Chapin explained that to me, replied Cowperwood. I think I know what most of the rules are now. Ill try not to break any of them.

The days which followed brought a number of modifications of his prison lot, but not sufficient by any means to make it acceptable to him. Bonhag, during the first few days in which he trained Cowperwood in the art of caning chairs, managed to make it perfectly clear that there were a number of things he would be willing to do for him. One of the things that moved him to this, was that already he had been impressed by the fact that Steners friends were coming to see him in larger numbers than Cowperwoods, sending him an occasional basket of fruit, which he gave to the overseers, and that his wife and children had been already permitted to visit him outside the regular visiting-day. This was a cause for jealousy on Bonhags part. His fellow-overseer was lording it over him  telling him, as it were, of the high jinks in Block 4. Bonhag really wanted Cowperwood to spruce up and show what he could do, socially or otherwise.

And so now he began with: I see you have your lawyer and your partner here every day. There aint anybody else youd like to have visit you, is there? Of course, its against the rules to have your wife or sister or anybody like that, except on visiting days And here he paused and rolled a large and informing eye on Cowperwood  such an eye as was supposed to convey dark and mysterious things. But all the rules aint kept around here by a long shot.

Cowperwood was not the man to lose a chance of this kind. He smiled a little  enough to relieve himself, and to convey to Bonhag that he was gratified by the information, but vocally he observed: Ill tell you how it is, Mr. Bonhag. I believe you understand my position better than most men would, and that I can talk to you. There are people who would like to come here, but I have been afraid to let them come. I did not know that it could be arranged. If it could be, I would be very grateful. You and I are practical men  I know that if any favors are extended some of those who help to bring them about must be looked after. If you can do anything to make it a little more comfortable for me here I will show you that I appreciate it. I havent any money on my person, but I can always get it, and I will see that you are properly looked after.

Bonhags short, thick ears tingled. This was the kind of talk he liked to hear. I can fix anything like that, Mr. Cowperwood, he replied, servilely. You leave it to me. If theres any one you want to see at any time, just let me know. Of course I have to be very careful, and so do you, but thats all right, too. If you want to stay out in that yard a little longer in the mornings or get out there afternoons or evenings, from now on, why, go ahead. Its all right. Ill just leave the door open. If the warden or anybody else should be around, Ill just scratch on your door with my key, and you come in and shut it. If theres anything you want from the outside I can get it for you  jelly or eggs or butter or any little thing like that. You might like to fix up your meals a little that way.

Im certainly most grateful, Mr. Bonhag, returned Cowperwood in his grandest manner, and with a desire to smile, but he kept a straight face.

In regard to that other matter, went on Bonhag, referring to the matter of extra visitors, I can fix that any time you want to. I know the men out at the gate. If you want anybody to come here, just write em a note and give it to me, and tell em to ask for me when they come. Thatll get em in all right. When they get here you can talk to em in your cell. See! Only when I tap they have to come out. You want to remember that. So just you let me know.

Cowperwood was exceedingly grateful. He said so in direct, choice language. It occurred to him at once that this was Aileens opportunity, and that he could now notify her to come. If she veiled herself sufficiently she would probably be safe enough. He decided to write her, and when Wingate came he gave him a letter to mail.

Two days later, at three oclock in the afternoon  the time appointed by him  Aileen came to see him. She was dressed in gray broadcloth with white-velvet trimmings and cut-steel buttons which glistened like silver, and wore, as additional ornaments, as well as a protection against the cold, a cap, stole, and muff of snow-white ermine. Over this rather striking costume she had slipped a long dark circular cloak, which she meant to lay off immediately upon her arrival. She had made a very careful toilet as to her shoes, gloves, hair, and the gold ornaments which she wore. Her face was concealed by a thick green veil, as Cowperwood had suggested; and she arrived at an hour when, as near as he had been able to prearrange, he would be alone. Wingate usually came at four, after business, and Steger in the morning, when he came at all. She was very nervous over this strange adventure, leaving the street-car in which she had chosen to travel some distance away and walking up a side street. The cold weather and the gray walls under a gray sky gave her a sense of defeat, but she had worked very hard to look nice in order to cheer her lover up. She knew how readily he responded to the influence of her beauty when properly displayed.

Cowperwood, in view of her coming, had made his cell as acceptable as possible. It was clean, because he had swept it himself and made his own bed; and besides he had shaved and combed his hair, and otherwise put himself to rights. The caned chairs on which he was working had been put in the corner at the end of the bed. His few dishes were washed and hung up, and his clogs brushed with a brush which he now kept for the purpose. Never before, he thought to himself, with a peculiar feeling of artistic degradation, had Aileen seen him like this. She had always admired his good taste in clothes, and the way he carried himself in them; and now she was to see him in garments which no dignity of body could make presentable. Only a stoic sense of his own soul-dignity aided him here. After all, as he now thought, he was Frank A. Cowperwood, and that was something, whatever he wore. And Aileen knew it. Again, he might be free and rich some day, and he knew that she believed that. Best of all, his looks under these or any other circumstances, as he knew, would make no difference to Aileen. She would only love him the more. It was her ardent sympathy that he was afraid of. He was so glad that Bonhag had suggested that she might enter the cell, for it would be a grim procedure talking to her through a barred door.

When Aileen arrived she asked for Mr. Bonhag, and was permitted to go to the central rotunda, where he was sent for. When he came she murmured: I wish to see Mr. Cowperwood, if you please; and he exclaimed, Oh, yes, just come with me. As he came across the rotunda floor from his corridor he was struck by the evident youth of Aileen, even though he could not see her face. This now was something in accordance with what he had expected of Cowperwood. A man who could steal five hundred thousand dollars and set a whole city by the ears must have wonderful adventures of all kinds, and Aileen looked like a true adventure. He led her to the little room where he kept his desk and detained visitors, and then bustled down to Cowperwoods cell, where the financier was working on one of his chairs and scratching on the door with his key, called: Theres a young lady here to see you. Do you want to let her come inside?

Thank you, yes, replied Cowperwood; and Bonhag hurried away, unintentionally forgetting, in his boorish incivility, to unlock the cell door, so that he had to open it in Aileens presence. The long corridor, with its thick doors, mathematically spaced gratings and gray-stone pavement, caused Aileen to feel faint at heart. A prison, iron cells! And he was in one of them. It chilled her usually courageous spirit. What a terrible place for her Frank to be! What a horrible thing to have put him here! Judges, juries, courts, laws, jails seemed like so many foaming ogres ranged about the world, glaring down upon her and her love-affair. The clank of the key in the lock, and the heavy outward swinging of the door, completed her sense of the untoward. And then she saw Cowperwood.

Because of the price he was to receive, Bonhag, after admitting her, strolled discreetly away. Aileen looked at Cowperwood from behind her veil, afraid to speak until she was sure Bonhag had gone. And Cowperwood, who was retaining his self-possession by an effort, signaled her but with difficulty after a moment or two. Its all right, he said. Hes gone away. She lifted her veil, removed her cloak, and took in, without seeming to, the stuffy, narrow thickness of the room, his wretched shoes, the cheap, misshapen suit, the iron door behind him leading out into the little yard attached to his cell. Against such a background, with his partially caned chairs visible at the end of the bed, he seemed unnatural, weird even. Her Frank! And in this condition. She trembled and it was useless for her to try to speak. She could only put her arms around him and stroke his head, murmuring: My poor boy  my darling. Is this what they have done to you? Oh, my poor darling. She held his head while Cowperwood, anxious to retain his composure, winced and trembled, too. Her love was so full  so genuine. It was so soothing at the same time that it was unmanning, as now he could see, making of him a child again. And for the first time in his life, some inexplicable trick of chemistry  that chemistry of the body, of blind forces which so readily supersedes reason at times  he lost his self-control. The depth of Aileens feelings, the cooing sound of her voice, the velvety tenderness of her hands, that beauty that had drawn him all the time  more radiant here perhaps within these hard walls, and in the face of his physical misery, than it had ever been before  completely unmanned him. He did not understand how it could; he tried to defy the moods, but he could not. When she held his head close and caressed it, of a sudden, in spite of himself, his breast felt thick and stuffy, and his throat hurt him. He felt, for him, an astonishingly strange feeling, a desire to cry, which he did his best to overcome; it shocked him so. There then combined and conspired to defeat him a strange, rich picture of the great world he had so recently lost, of the lovely, magnificent world which he hoped some day to regain. He felt more poignantly at this moment than ever he had before the degradation of the clog shoes, the cotton shirt, the striped suit, the reputation of a convict, permanent and not to be laid aside. He drew himself quickly away from her, turned his back, clinched his hands, drew his muscles taut; but it was too late. He was crying, and he could not stop.

Oh, damn it! he exclaimed, half angrily, half self-commiseratingly, in combined rage and shame. Why should I cry? What the devils the matter with me, anyhow?

Aileen saw it. She fairly flung herself in front of him, seized his head with one hand, his shabby waist with the other, and held him tight in a grip that he could not have readily released.

Oh, honey, honey, honey! she exclaimed, pityingly feverishly. I love you, I adore you. They could cut my body into bits if it would do you any good. To think that they should make you cry! Oh, my sweet, my sweet, my darling boy!

She pulled his still shaking body tighter, and with her free hand caressed his head. She kissed his eyes, his hair, his cheeks. He pulled himself loose again after a moment, exclaiming, What the devils got into me? but she drew him back.

Never mind, honey darling, dont you be ashamed to cry. Cry here on my shoulder. Cry here with me. My baby  my honey pet!

He quieted down after a few moments, cautioning her against Bonhag, and regaining his former composure, which he was so ashamed to have lost.

Youre a great girl, pet, he said, with a tender and yet apologetic smile. Youre all right  all that I need  a great help to me; but dont worry any longer about me, dear. Im all right. It isnt as bad as you think. How are you?

Aileen on her part was not to be soothed so easily. His many woes, including his wretched position here, outraged her sense of justice and decency. To think her fine, wonderful Frank should be compelled to come to this  to cry. She stroked his head, tenderly, while wild, deadly, unreasoning opposition to life and chance and untoward opposition surged in her brain. Her father  damn him! Her family  pooh! What did she care? Her Frank  her Frank. How little all else mattered where he was concerned. Never, never, never would she desert him  never  come what might. And now she clung to him in silence while she fought in her brain an awful battle with life and law and fate and circumstance. Law  nonsense! People  they were brutes, devils, enemies, hounds! She was delighted, eager, crazy to make a sacrifice of herself. She would go anywhere for or with her Frank now. She would do anything for him. Her family was nothing  life nothing, nothing, nothing. She would do anything he wished, nothing more, nothing less; anything she could do to save him, to make his life happier, but nothing for any one else.


Chapter LVI

The days passed. Once the understanding with Bonhag was reached, Cowperwoods wife, mother and sister were allowed to appear on occasions. His wife and the children were now settled in the little home for which he was paying, and his financial obligations to her were satisfied by Wingate, who paid her one hundred and twenty five dollars a month for him. He realized that he owed her more, but he was sailing rather close to the wind financially, these days. The final collapse of his old interests had come in March, when he had been legally declared a bankrupt, and all his properties forfeited to satisfy the claims against him. The citys claim of five hundred thousand dollars would have eaten up more than could have been realized at the time, had not a pro rata payment of thirty cents on the dollar been declared. Even then the city never received its due, for by some hocus-pocus it was declared to have forfeited its rights. Its claims had not been made at the proper time in the proper way. This left larger portions of real money for the others.

Fortunately by now Cowperwood had begun to see that by a little experimenting his business relations with Wingate were likely to prove profitable. The broker had made it clear that he intended to be perfectly straight with him. He had employed Cowperwoods two brothers, at very moderate salaries  one to take care of the books and look after the office, and the other to act on change with him, for their seats in that organization had never been sold. And also, by considerable effort, he had succeeded in securing Cowperwood, Sr., a place as a clerk in a bank. For the latter, since the day of his resignation from the Third National had been in a deep, sad quandary as to what further to do with his life. His sons disgrace! The horror of his trial and incarceration. Since the day of Franks indictment and more so, since his sentence and commitment to the Eastern Penitentiary, he was as one who walked in a dream. That trial! That charge against Frank! His own son, a convict in stripes  and after he and Frank had walked so proudly in the front rank of the successful and respected here. Like so many others in his hour of distress, he had taken to reading the Bible, looking into its pages for something of that mind consolation that always, from youth up, although rather casually in these latter years, he had imagined was to be found there. The Psalms, Isaiah, the Book of Job, Ecclesiastes. And for the most part, because of the fraying nature of his present ills, not finding it.

But day after day secreting himself in his room  a little hall-bedroom office in his newest home, where to his wife, he pretended that he had some commercial matters wherewith he was still concerned  and once inside, the door locked, sitting and brooding on all that had befallen him  his losses; his good name. Or, after months of this, and because of the new position secured for him by Wingate  a bookkeeping job in one of the outlying banks  slipping away early in the morning, and returning late at night, his mind a gloomy epitome of all that had been or yet might be.

To see him bustling off from his new but very much reduced home at half after seven in the morning in order to reach the small bank, which was some distance away and not accessible by street-car line, was one of those pathetic sights which the fortunes of trade so frequently offer. He carried his lunch in a small box because it was inconvenient to return home in the time allotted for this purpose, and because his new salary did not permit the extravagance of a purchased one. It was his one ambition now to eke out a respectable but unseen existence until he should die, which he hoped would not be long. He was a pathetic figure with his thin legs and body, his gray hair, and his snow-white side-whiskers. He was very lean and angular, and, when confronted by a difficult problem, a little uncertain or vague in his mind. An old habit which had grown on him in the years of his prosperity of putting his hand to his mouth and of opening his eyes in an assumption of surprise, which had no basis in fact, now grew upon him. He really degenerated, although he did not know it, into a mere automaton. Life strews its shores with such interesting and pathetic wrecks.

One of the things that caused Cowperwood no little thought at this time, and especially in view of his present extreme indifference to her, was how he would bring up this matter of his indifference to his wife and his desire to end their relationship. Yet apart from the brutality of the plain truth, he saw no way. As he could plainly see, she was now persisting in her pretense of devotion, uncolored, apparently, by any suspicion of what had happened. Yet since his trial and conviction, she had been hearing from one source and another that he was still intimate with Aileen, and it was only her thought of his concurrent woes, and the fact that he might possibly be spared to a successful financial life, that now deterred her from speaking. He was shut up in a cell, she said to herself, and she was really very sorry for him, but she did not love him as she once had. He was really too deserving of reproach for his general unseemly conduct, and no doubt this was what was intended, as well as being enforced, by the Governing Power of the world.

One can imagine how much such an attitude as this would appeal to Cowperwood, once he had detected it. By a dozen little signs, in spite of the fact that she brought him delicacies, and commiserated on his fate, he could see that she felt not only sad, but reproachful, and if there was one thing that Cowperwood objected to at all times it was the moral as well as the funereal air. Contrasted with the cheerful combative hopefulness and enthusiasm of Aileen, the wearied uncertainty of Mrs. Cowperwood was, to say the least, a little tame. Aileen, after her first burst of rage over his fate, which really did not develop any tears on her part, was apparently convinced that he would get out and be very successful again. She talked success and his future all the time because she believed in it. Instinctively she seemed to realize that prison walls could not make a prison for him. Indeed, on the first day she left she handed Bonhag ten dollars, and after thanking him in her attractive voice  without showing her face, however  for his obvious kindness to her, bespoke his further favor for Cowperwood a very great man, as she described him, which sealed that ambitious materialists fate completely. There was nothing the overseer would not do for the young lady in the dark cloak. She might have stayed in Cowperwoods cell for a week if the visiting-hours of the penitentiary had not made it impossible.

The day that Cowperwood decided to discuss with his wife the weariness of his present married state and his desire to be free of it was some four months after he had entered the prison. By that time he had become inured to his convict life. The silence of his cell and the menial tasks he was compelled to perform, which had at first been so distressing, banal, maddening, in their pointless iteration, had now become merely commonplace  dull, but not painful. Furthermore he had learned many of the little resources of the solitary convict, such as that of using his lamp to warm up some delicacy which he had saved from a previous meal or from some basket which had been sent him by his wife or Aileen. He had partially gotten rid of the sickening odor of his cell by persuading Bonhag to bring him small packages of lime; which he used with great freedom. Also he succeeded in defeating some of the more venturesome rats with traps; and with Bonhags permission, after his cell door had been properly locked at night, and sealed with the outer wooden door, he would take his chair, if it were not too cold, out into the little back yard of his cell and look at the sky, where, when the nights were clear, the stars were to be seen. He had never taken any interest in astronomy as a scientific study, but now the Pleiades, the belt of Orion, the Big Dipper and the North Star, to which one of its lines pointed, caught his attention, almost his fancy. He wondered why the stars of the belt of Orion came to assume the peculiar mathematical relation to each other which they held, as far as distance and arrangement were concerned, and whether that could possibly have any intellectual significance. The nebulous conglomeration of the suns in Pleiades suggested a soundless depth of space, and he thought of the earth floating like a little ball in immeasurable reaches of ether. His own life appeared very trivial in view of these things, and he found himself asking whether it was all really of any significance or importance. He shook these moods off with ease, however, for the man was possessed of a sense of grandeur, largely in relation to himself and his affairs; and his temperament was essentially material and vital. Something kept telling him that whatever his present state he must yet grow to be a significant personage, one whose fame would be heralded the world over  who must try, try, try. It was not given all men to see far or to do brilliantly; but to him it was given, and he must be what he was cut out to be. There was no more escaping the greatness that was inherent in him than there was for so many others the littleness that was in them.

Mrs. Cowperwood came in that afternoon quite solemnly, bearing several changes of linen, a pair of sheets, some potted meat and a pie. She was not exactly doleful, but Cowperwood thought that she was tending toward it, largely because of her brooding over his relationship to Aileen, which he knew that she knew. Something in her manner decided him to speak before she left; and after asking her how the children were, and listening to her inquiries in regard to the things that he needed, he said to her, sitting on his single chair while she sat on his bed:

Lillian, theres something Ive been wanting to talk with you about for some time. I should have done it before, but its better late than never. I know that you know that there is something between Aileen Butler and me, and we might as well have it open and aboveboard. Its true I am very fond of her and she is very devoted to me, and if ever I get out of here I want to arrange it so that I can marry her. That means that you will have to give me a divorce, if you will; and I want to talk to you about that now. This cant be so very much of a surprise to you, because you must have seen this long while that our relationship hasnt been all that it might have been, and under the circumstances this cant prove such a very great hardship to you  I am sure. He paused, waiting, for Mrs. Cowperwood at first said nothing.

Her thought, when he first broached this, was that she ought to make some demonstration of astonishment or wrath: but when she looked into his steady, examining eyes, so free from the illusion of or interest in demonstrations of any kind, she realized how useless it would be. He was so utterly matter-of-fact in what seemed to her quite private and secret affairs  very shameless. She had never been able to understand quite how he could take the subtleties of life as he did, anyhow. Certain things which she always fancied should be hushed up he spoke of with the greatest nonchalance. Her ears tingled sometimes at his frankness in disposing of a social situation; but she thought this must be characteristic of notable men, and so there was nothing to be said about it. Certain men did as they pleased; society did not seem to be able to deal with them in any way. Perhaps God would, later  she was not sure. Anyhow, bad as he was, direct as he was, forceful as he was, he was far more interesting than most of the more conservative types in whom the social virtues of polite speech and modest thoughts were seemingly predominate.

I know, she said, rather peacefully, although with a touch of anger and resentment in her voice. Ive known all about it all this time. I expected you would say something like this to me some day. Its a nice reward for all my devotion to you; but its just like you, Frank. When you are set on something, nothing can stop you. It wasnt enough that you were getting along so nicely and had two children whom you ought to love, but you had to take up with this Butler creature until her name and yours are a by-word throughout the city. I know that she comes to this prison. I saw her out here one day as I was coming in, and I suppose every one else knows it by now. She has no sense of decency and she does not care  the wretched, vain thing  but I would have thought that you would be ashamed, Frank, to go on the way that you have, when you still have me and the children and your father and mother and when you are certain to have such a hard fight to get yourself on your feet, as it is. If she had any sense of decency she would not have anything to do with you  the shameless thing.

Cowperwood looked at his wife with unflinching eyes. He read in her remarks just what his observation had long since confirmed  that she was sympathetically out of touch with him. She was no longer so attractive physically, and intellectually she was not Aileens equal. Also that contact with those women who had deigned to grace his home in his greatest hour of prosperity had proved to him conclusively she was lacking in certain social graces. Aileen was by no means so vastly better, still she was young and amenable and adaptable, and could still be improved. Opportunity as he now chose to think, might make Aileen, whereas for Lillian  or at least, as he now saw it  it could do nothing.

Ill tell you how it is, Lillian, he said; Im not sure that you are going to get what I mean exactly, but you and I are not at all well suited to each other any more.

You didnt seem to think that three or four years ago, interrupted his wife, bitterly.

I married you when I was twenty-one, went on Cowperwood, quite brutally, not paying any attention to her interruption, and I was really too young to know what I was doing. I was a mere boy. It doesnt make so much difference about that. I am not using that as an excuse. The point that I am trying to make is this  that right or wrong, important or not important, I have changed my mind since. I dont love you any more, and I dont feel that I want to keep up a relationship, however it may look to the public, that is not satisfactory to me. You have one point of view about life, and I have another. You think your point of view is the right one, and there are thousands of people who will agree with you; but I dont think so. We have never quarreled about these things, because I didnt think it was important to quarrel about them. I dont see under the circumstances that I am doing you any great injustice when I ask you to let me go. I dont intend to desert you or the children  you will get a good living-income from me as long as I have the money to give it to you  but I want my personal freedom when I come out of here, if ever I do, and I want you to let me have it. The money that you had and a great deal more, once I am out of here, you will get back when I am on my feet again. But not if you oppose me  only if you help me. I want, and intend to help you always  but in my way.

He smoothed the leg of his prison trousers in a thoughtful way, and plucked at the sleeve of his coat. Just now he looked very much like a highly intelligent workman as he sat here, rather than like the important personage that he was. Mrs. Cowperwood was very resentful.

Thats a nice way to talk to me, and a nice way to treat me! she exclaimed dramatically, rising and walking the short space  some two steps  that lay between the wall and the bed. I might have known that you were too young to know your own mind when you married me. Money, of course, thats all you think of and your own gratification. I dont believe you have any sense of justice in you. I dont believe you ever had. You only think of yourself, Frank. I never saw such a man as you. You have treated me like a dog all through this affair; and all the while you have been running with that little snip of an Irish thing, and telling her all about your affairs, I suppose. You let me go on believing that you cared for me up to the last moment, and then you suddenly step up and tell me that you want a divorce. Ill not do it. Ill not give you a divorce, and you neednt think it.

Cowperwood listened in silence. His position, in so far as this marital tangle was concerned, as he saw, was very advantageous. He was a convict, constrained by the exigencies of his position to be out of personal contact with his wife for a long period of time to come, which should naturally tend to school her to do without him. When he came out, it would be very easy for her to get a divorce from a convict, particularly if she could allege misconduct with another woman, which he would not deny. At the same time, he hoped to keep Aileens name out of it. Mrs. Cowperwood, if she would, could give any false name if he made no contest. Besides, she was not a very strong person, intellectually speaking. He could bend her to his will. There was no need of saying much more now; the ice had been broken, the situation had been put before her, and time should do the rest.

Dont be dramatic, Lillian, he commented, indifferently. Im not such a loss to you if you have enough to live on. I dont think I want to live in Philadelphia if ever I come out of here. My idea now is to go west, and I think I want to go alone. I shant get married right away again even if you do give me a divorce. I dont care to take anybody along. It would be better for the children if you would stay here and divorce me. The public would think better of them and you.

Ill not do it, declared Mrs. Cowperwood, emphatically. Ill never do it, never; so there! You can say what you choose. You owe it to me to stick by me and the children after all Ive done for you, and Ill not do it. You neednt ask me any more; Ill not do it.

Very well, replied Cowperwood, quietly, getting up. We neednt talk about it any more now. Your time is nearly up, anyhow. (Twenty minutes was supposed to be the regular allotment for visitors.) Perhaps youll change your mind sometime.

She gathered up her muff and the shawl-strap in which she had carried her gifts, and turned to go. It had been her custom to kiss Cowperwood in a make-believe way up to this time, but now she was too angry to make this pretense. And yet she was sorry, too  sorry for herself and, she thought, for him.

Frank, she declared, dramatically, at the last moment, I never saw such a man as you. I dont believe you have any heart. Youre not worthy of a good wife. Youre worthy of just such a woman as youre getting. The idea! Suddenly tears came to her eyes, and she flounced scornfully and yet sorrowfully out.

Cowperwood stood there. At least there would be no more useless kissing between them, he congratulated himself. It was hard in a way, but purely from an emotional point of view. He was not doing her any essential injustice, he reasoned  not an economic one  which was the important thing. She was angry to-day, but she would get over it, and in time might come to see his point of view. Who could tell? At any rate he had made it plain to her what he intended to do and that was something as he saw it. He reminded one of nothing so much, as he stood there, as of a young chicken picking its way out of the shell of an old estate. Although he was in a cell of a penitentiary, with nearly four years more to serve, yet obviously he felt, within himself, that the whole world was still before him. He could go west if he could not reestablish himself in Philadelphia; but he must stay here long enough to win the approval of those who had known him formerly  to obtain, as it were, a letter of credit which he could carry to other parts.

Hard words break no bones, he said to himself, as his wife went out. A mans never done till hes done. Ill show some of these people yet. Of Bonhag, who came to close the cell door, he asked whether it was going to rain, it looked so dark in the hall.

Its sure to before night, replied Bonhag, who was always wondering over Cowperwoods tangled affairs as he heard them retailed here and there.


Chapter LVII

The time that Cowperwood spent in the Eastern Penitentiary of Pennsylvania was exactly thirteen months from the day of his entry to his discharge. The influences which brought about this result were partly of his willing, and partly not. For one thing, some six months after his incarceration, Edward Malia Butler died, expired sitting in his chair in his private office at his home. The conduct of Aileen had been a great strain on him. From the time Cowperwood had been sentenced, and more particularly after the time he had cried on Aileens shoulder in prison, she had turned on her father in an almost brutal way. Her attitude, unnatural for a child, was quite explicable as that of a tortured sweetheart. Cowperwood had told her that he thought Butler was using his influence to withhold a pardon for him, even though one were granted to Stener, whose life in prison he had been following with considerable interest; and this had enraged her beyond measure. She lost no chance of being practically insulting to her father, ignoring him on every occasion, refusing as often as possible to eat at the same table, and when she did, sitting next her mother in the place of Norah, with whom she managed to exchange. She refused to sing or play any more when he was present, and persistently ignored the large number of young political aspirants who came to the house, and whose presence in a way had been encouraged for her benefit. Old Butler realized, of course, what it was all about. He said nothing. He could not placate her.

Her mother and brothers did not understand it at all at first. (Mrs. Butler never understood.) But not long after Cowperwoods incarceration Callum and Owen became aware of what the trouble was. Once, when Owen was coming away from a reception at one of the houses where his growing financial importance made him welcome, he heard one of two men whom he knew casually, say to the other, as they stood at the door adjusting their coats, You saw where this fellow Cowperwood got four years, didnt you?

Yes, replied the other. A clever devil that  wasnt he? I knew that girl he was in with, too  you know who I mean. Miss Butler  wasnt that her name?

Owen was not sure that he had heard right. He did not get the connection until the other guest, opening the door and stepping out, remarked: Well, old Butler got even, apparently. They say he sent him up.

Owens brow clouded. A hard, contentious look came into his eyes. He had much of his fathers force. What in the devil were they talking about? What Miss Butler did they have in mind? Could this be Aileen or Norah, and how could Cowperwood come to be in with either of them? It could not possibly be Norah, he reflected; she was very much infatuated with a young man whom he knew, and was going to marry him. Aileen had been most friendly with the Cowperwoods, and had often spoken well of the financier. Could it be she? He could not believe it. He thought once of overtaking the two acquaintances and demanding to know what they meant, but when he came out on the step they were already some distance down the street and in the opposite direction from that in which he wished to go. He decided to ask his father about this.

On demand, old Butler confessed at once, but insisted that his son keep silent about it.

I wish Id have known, said Owen, grimly. Id have shot the dirty dog.

Aisy, aisy, said Butler. Yer own lifes worth more than his, and yed only be draggin the rest of yer family in the dirt with him. Hes had somethin to pay him for his dirty trick, and hell have more. Just ye say nothin to no one. Wait. Hell be wantin to get out in a year or two. Say nothin to her aither. Talkin wont help there. Shell come to her sinses when hes been away long enough, Im thinkin. Owen had tried to be civil to his sister after that, but since he was a stickler for social perfection and advancement, and so eager to get up in the world himself, he could not understand how she could possibly have done any such thing. He resented bitterly the stumbling-block she had put in his path. Now, among other things, his enemies would have this to throw in his face if they wanted to  and they would want to, trust life for that.

Callum reached his knowledge of the matter in quite another manner, but at about the same time. He was a member of an athletic club which had an attractive building in the city, and a fine country club, where he went occasionally to enjoy the swimming-pool and the Turkish bath connected with it. One of his friends approached him there in the billiard-room one evening and said, Say, Butler, you know Im a good friend of yours, dont you?

Why, certainly, I know it, replied Callum. Whats the matter?

Well, you know, said the young individual, whose name was Richard Pethick, looking at Callum with a look of almost strained affection, I wouldnt come to you with any story that I thought would hurt your feelings or that you oughtnt to know about, but I do think you ought to know about this. He pulled at a high white collar which was choking his neck.

I know you wouldnt, Pethick, replied Callum; very much interested. What is it? Whats the point?

Well, I dont like to say anything, replied Pethick, but that fellow Hibbs is saying things around here about your sister.

Whats that? exclaimed Callum, straightening up in the most dynamic way and bethinking him of the approved social procedure in all such cases. He should be very angry. He should demand and exact proper satisfaction in some form or other  by blows very likely if his honor had been in any way impugned. What is it he says about my sister? What right has he to mention her name here, anyhow? He doesnt know her.

Pethick affected to be greatly concerned lest he cause trouble between Callum and Hibbs. He protested that he did not want to, when, in reality, he was dying to tell. At last he came out with, Why, hes circulated the yarn that your sister had something to do with this man Cowperwood, who was tried here recently, and that thats why hes just gone to prison.

Whats that? exclaimed Callum, losing the make-believe of the unimportant, and taking on the serious mien of some one who feels desperately. He says that, does he? Where is he? I want to see if hell say that to me.

Some of the stern fighting ability of his father showed in his slender, rather refined young face.

Now, Callum, insisted Pethick, realizing the genuine storm he had raised, and being a little fearful of the result, do be careful what you say. You mustnt have a row in here. You know its against the rules. Besides he may be drunk. Its just some foolish talk hes heard, Im sure. Now, for goodness sake, dont get so excited. Pethick, having evoked the storm, was not a little nervous as to its results in his own case. He, too, as well as Callum, himself as the tale-bearer, might now be involved.

But Callum by now was not so easily restrained. His face was quite pale, and he was moving toward the old English grill-room, where Hibbs happened to be, consuming a brandy-and-soda with a friend of about his own age. Callum entered and called him.

Oh, Hibbs! he said.

Hibbs, hearing his voice and seeing him in the door, arose and came over. He was an interesting youth of the collegiate type, educated at Princeton. He had heard the rumor concerning Aileen from various sources  other members of the club, for one  and had ventured to repeat it in Pethicks presence.

Whats that you were just saying about my sister? asked Callum, grimly, looking Hibbs in the eye.

Why  I hesitated Hibbs, who sensed trouble and was eager to avoid it. He was not exceptionally brave and looked it. His hair was straw-colored, his eyes blue, and his cheeks pink. Why  nothing in particular. Who said I was talking about her? He looked at Pethick, whom he knew to be the tale-bearer, and the latter exclaimed, excitedly:

Now dont you try to deny it, Hibbs. You know I heard you?

Well, what did I say? asked Hibbs, defiantly.

Well, what did you say? interrupted Callum, grimly, transferring the conversation to himself. Thats just what I want to know.

Why, stammered Hibbs, nervously, I dont think Ive said anything that anybody else hasnt said. I just repeated that some one said that your sister had been very friendly with Mr. Cowperwood. I didnt say any more than I have heard other people say around here.

Oh, you didnt, did you? exclaimed Callum, withdrawing his hand from his pocket and slapping Hibbs in the face. He repeated the blow with his left hand, fiercely. Perhaps thatll teach you to keep my sisters name out of your mouth, you pup!

Hibbss arms flew up. He was not without pugilistic training, and he struck back vigorously, striking Callum once in the chest and once in the neck. In an instant the two rooms of this suite were in an uproar. Tables and chairs were overturned by the energy of men attempting to get to the scene of action. The two combatants were quickly separated; sides were taken by the friends of each, excited explanations attempted and defied. Callum was examining the knuckles of his left hand, which were cut from the blow he had delivered. He maintained a gentlemanly calm. Hibbs, very much flustered and excited, insisted that he had been most unreasonably used. The idea of attacking him here. And, anyhow, as he maintained now, Pethick had been both eavesdropping and lying about him. Incidentally, the latter was protesting to others that he had done the only thing which an honorable friend could do. It was a nine days wonder in the club, and was only kept out of the newspapers by the most strenuous efforts on the part of the friends of both parties. Callum was so outraged on discovering that there was some foundation for the rumor at the club in a general rumor which prevailed that he tendered his resignation, and never went there again.

I wish to heaven you hadnt struck that fellow, counseled Owen, when the incident was related to him. It will only make more talk. She ought to leave this place; but she wont. Shes struck on that fellow yet, and we cant tell Norah and mother. We will never hear the last of this, you and I  believe me.

Damn it, she ought to be made to go, exclaimed Callum.

Well, she wont, replied Owen. Father has tried making her, and she wont go. Just let things stand. Hes in the penitentiary now, and thats probably the end of him. The public seem to think that father put him there, and thats something. Maybe we can persuade her to go after a while. I wish to God we had never had sight of that fellow. If ever he comes out, Ive a good notion to kill him.

Oh, I wouldnt do anything like that, replied Callum. Its useless. It would only stir things up afresh. Hes done for, anyhow.

They planned to urge Norah to marry as soon as possible. And as for their feelings toward Aileen, it was a very chilly atmosphere which Mrs. Butler contemplated from now on, much to her confusion, grief, and astonishment.

In this divided world it was that Butler eventually found himself, all at sea as to what to think or what to do. He had brooded so long now, for months, and as yet had found no solution. And finally, in a form of religious despair, sitting at his desk, in his business chair, he had collapsed  a weary and disconsolate man of seventy. A lesion of the left ventricle was the immediate physical cause, although brooding over Aileen was in part the mental one. His death could not have been laid to his grief over Aileen exactly, for he was a very large man  apoplectic and with sclerotic veins and arteries. For a great many years now he had taken very little exercise, and his digestion had been considerably impaired thereby. He was past seventy, and his time had been reached. They found him there the next morning, his hands folded in his lap, his head on his bosom, quite cold.

He was buried with honors out of St. Timothys Church, the funeral attended by a large body of politicians and city officials, who discussed secretly among themselves whether his grief over his daughter had anything to do with his end. All his good deeds were remembered, of course, and Mollenhauer and Simpson sent great floral emblems in remembrance. They were very sorry that he was gone, for they had been a cordial three. But gone he was, and that ended their interest in the matter. He left all of his property to his wife in one of the shortest wills ever recorded locally.

I give and bequeath to my beloved wife, Norah, all my property of whatsoever kind to be disposed of as she may see fit.

There was no misconstruing this. A private paper drawn secretly for her sometime before by Butler, explained how the property should be disposed of by her at her death. It was Butlers real will masquerading as hers, and she would not have changed it for worlds; but he wanted her left in undisturbed possession of everything until she should die. Aileens originally assigned portion had never been changed. According to her fathers will, which no power under the sun could have made Mrs. Butler alter, she was left $250,000 to be paid at Mrs. Butlers death. Neither this fact nor any of the others contained in the paper were communicated by Mrs. Butler, who retained it to be left as her will. Aileen often wondered, but never sought to know, what had been left her. Nothing she fancied  but felt that she could not help this.

Butlers death led at once to a great change in the temper of the home. After the funeral the family settled down to a seemingly peaceful continuance of the old life; but it was a matter of seeming merely. The situation stood with Callum and Owen manifesting a certain degree of contempt for Aileen, which she, understanding, reciprocated. She was very haughty. Owen had plans of forcing her to leave after Butlers death, but he finally asked himself what was the use. Mrs. Butler, who did not want to leave the old home, was very fond of Aileen, so therein lay a reason for letting her remain. Besides, any move to force her out would have entailed an explanation to her mother, which was not deemed advisable. Owen himself was interested in Caroline Mollenhauer, whom he hoped some day to marry  as much for her prospective wealth as for any other reason, though he was quite fond of her. In the January following Butlers death, which occurred in August, Norah was married very quietly, and the following spring Callum embarked on a similar venture.

In the meanwhile, with Butlers death, the control of the political situation had shifted considerably. A certain Tom Collins, formerly one of Butlers henchmen, but latterly a power in the First, Second, Third, and Fourth Wards, where he had numerous saloons and control of other forms of vice, appeared as a claimant for political recognition. Mollenhauer and Simpson had to consult him, as he could make very uncertain the disposition of some hundred and fifteen thousand votes, a large number of which were fraudulent, but which fact did not modify their deadly character on occasion. Butlers sons disappeared as possible political factors, and were compelled to confine themselves to the street-railway and contracting business. The pardon of Cowperwood and Stener, which Butler would have opposed, because by keeping Stener in he kept Cowperwood in, became a much easier matter. The scandal of the treasury defalcation was gradually dying down; the newspapers had ceased to refer to it in any way. Through Steger and Wingate, a large petition signed by all important financiers and brokers had been sent to the Governor pointing out that Cowperwoods trial and conviction had been most unfair, and asking that he be pardoned. There was no need of any such effort, so far as Stener was concerned; whenever the time seemed ripe the politicians were quite ready to say to the Governor that he ought to let him go. It was only because Butler had opposed Cowperwoods release that they had hesitated. It was really not possible to let out the one and ignore the other; and this petition, coupled with Butlers death, cleared the way very nicely.

Nevertheless, nothing was done until the March following Butlers death, when both Stener and Cowperwood had been incarcerated thirteen months  a length of time which seemed quite sufficient to appease the anger of the public at large. In this period Stener had undergone a considerable change physically and mentally. In spite of the fact that a number of the minor aldermen, who had profited in various ways by his largess, called to see him occasionally, and that he had been given, as it were, almost the liberty of the place, and that his family had not been allowed to suffer, nevertheless he realized that his political and social days were over. Somebody might now occasionally send him a basket of fruit and assure him that he would not be compelled to suffer much longer; but when he did get out, he knew that he had nothing to depend on save his experience as an insurance agent and real-estate dealer. That had been precarious enough in the days when he was trying to get some small political foothold. How would it be when he was known only as the man who had looted the treasury of five hundred thousand dollars and been sent to the penitentiary for five years? Who would lend him the money wherewith to get a little start, even so much as four or five thousand dollars? The people who were calling to pay their respects now and then, and to assure him that he had been badly treated? Never. All of them could honestly claim that they had not so much to spare. If he had good security to offer  yes; but if he had good security he would not need to go to them at all. The man who would have actually helped him if he had only known was Frank A. Cowperwood. Stener could have confessed his mistake, as Cowperwood saw it, and Cowperwood would have given him the money gladly, without any thought of return. But by his poor understanding of human nature, Stener considered that Cowperwood must be an enemy of his, and he would not have had either the courage or the business judgment to approach him.

During his incarceration Cowperwood had been slowly accumulating a little money through Wingate. He had paid Steger considerable sums from time to time, until that worthy finally decided that it would not be fair to take any more.

If ever you get on your feet, Frank, he said, you can remember me if you want to, but I dont think youll want to. Its been nothing but lose, lose, lose for you through me. Ill undertake this matter of getting that appeal to the Governor without any charge on my part. Anything I can do for you from now on is free gratis for nothing.

Oh, dont talk nonsense, Harper, replied Cowperwood. I dont know of anybody that could have done better with my case. Certainly there isnt anybody that I would have trusted as much. I dont like lawyers you know.

Yes  well, said Steger, theyve got nothing on financiers, so well call it even. And they shook hands.

So when it was finally decided to pardon Stener, which was in the early part of March, 1873  Cowperwoods pardon was necessarily but gingerly included. A delegation, consisting of Strobik, Harmon, and Winpenny, representing, as it was intended to appear, the unanimous wishes of the council and the city administration, and speaking for Mollenhauer and Simpson, who had given their consent, visited the Governor at Harrisburg and made the necessary formal representations which were intended to impress the public. At the same time, through the agency of Steger, Davison, and Walter Leigh, the appeal in behalf of Cowperwood was made. The Governor, who had had instructions beforehand from sources quite superior to this committee, was very solemn about the whole procedure. He would take the matter under advisement. He would look into the history of the crimes and the records of the two men. He could make no promises  he would see. But in ten days, after allowing the petitions to gather considerable dust in one of his pigeonholes and doing absolutely nothing toward investigating anything, he issued two separate pardons in writing. One, as a matter of courtesy, he gave into the hands of Messrs. Strobik, Harmon, and Winpenny, to bear personally to Mr. Stener, as they desired that he should. The other, on Stegers request, he gave to him. The two committees which had called to receive them then departed; and the afternoon of that same day saw Strobik, Harmon, and Winpenny arrive in one group, and Steger, Wingate, and Walter Leigh in another, at the prison gate, but at different hours.


Chapter LVIII

This matter of the pardon of Cowperwood, the exact time of it, was kept a secret from him, though the fact that he was to be pardoned soon, or that he had a very excellent chance of being, had not been denied  rather had been made much of from time to time. Wingate had kept him accurately informed as to the progress being made, as had Steger; but when it was actually ascertained, from the Governors private secretary, that a certain day would see the pardon handed over to them, Steger, Wingate, and Walter Leigh had agreed between themselves that they would say nothing, taking Cowperwood by surprise. They even went so far  that is, Steger and Wingate did  as to indicate to Cowperwood that there was some hitch to the proceedings and that he might not now get out so soon. Cowperwood was somewhat depressed, but properly stoical; he assured himself that he could wait, and that he would be all right sometime. He was rather surprised therefore, one Friday afternoon, to see Wingate, Steger, and Leigh appear at his cell door, accompanied by Warden Desmas.

The warden was quite pleased to think that Cowperwood should finally be going out  he admired him so much  and decided to come along to the cell, to see how he would take his liberation. On the way Desmas commented on the fact that he had always been a model prisoner. He kept a little garden out there in that yard of his, he confided to Walter Leigh. He had violets and pansies and geraniums out there, and they did very well, too.

Leigh smiled. It was like Cowperwood to be industrious and tasteful, even in prison. Such a man could not be conquered. A very remarkable man, that, he remarked to Desmas.

Very, replied the warden. You can tell that by looking at him.

The four looked in through the barred door where he was working, without being observed, having come up quite silently.

Hard at it, Frank? asked Steger.

Cowperwood glanced over his shoulder and got up. He had been thinking, as always these days, of what he would do when he did get out.

What is this, he asked a political delegation? He suspected something on the instant. All four smiled cheeringly, and Bonhag unlocked the door for the warden.

Nothing very much, Frank, replied Stager, gleefully, only youre a free man. You can gather up your traps and come right along, if you wish.

Cowperwood surveyed his friends with a level gaze. He had not expected this so soon after what had been told him. He was not one to be very much interested in the practical joke or the surprise, but this pleased him  the sudden realization that he was free. Still, he had anticipated it so long that the charm of it had been discounted to a certain extent. He had been unhappy here, and he had not. The shame and humiliation of it, to begin with, had been much. Latterly, as he had become inured to it all, the sense of narrowness and humiliation had worn off. Only the consciousness of incarceration and delay irked him. Barring his intense desire for certain things  success and vindication, principally  he found that he could live in his narrow cell and be fairly comfortable. He had long since become used to the limy smell (used to defeat a more sickening one), and to the numerous rats which he quite regularly trapped. He had learned to take an interest in chair-caning, having become so proficient that he could seat twenty in a day if he chose, and in working in the little garden in spring, summer, and fall. Every evening he had studied the sky from his narrow yard, which resulted curiously in the gift in later years of a great reflecting telescope to a famous university. He had not looked upon himself as an ordinary prisoner, by any means  had not felt himself to be sufficiently punished if a real crime had been involved. From Bonhag he had learned the history of many criminals here incarcerated, from murderers up and down, and many had been pointed out to him from time to time. He had been escorted into the general yard by Bonhag, had seen the general food of the place being prepared, had heard of Steners modified life here, and so forth. It had finally struck him that it was not so bad, only that the delay to an individual like himself was wasteful. He could do so much now if he were out and did not have to fight court proceedings. Courts and jails! He shook his head when he thought of the waste involved in them.

Thats all right, he said, looking around him in an uncertain way. Im ready.

He stepped out into the hall, with scarcely a farewell glance, and to Bonhag, who was grieving greatly over the loss of so profitable a customer, he said: I wish you would see that some of these things are sent over to my house, Walter. Youre welcome to the chair, that clock, this mirror, those pictures  all of these things in fact, except my linen, razors, and so forth.

The last little act of beneficence soothed Bonhags lacerated soul a little. They went out into the receiving overseers office, where Cowperwood laid aside his prison suit and the soft shirt with a considerable sense of relief. The clog shoes had long since been replaced by a better pair of his own. He put on the derby hat and gray overcoat he had worn the year before, on entering, and expressed himself as ready. At the entrance of the prison he turned and looked back  one last glance  at the iron door leading into the garden.

You dont regret leaving that, do you, Frank? asked Steger, curiously.

I do not, replied Cowperwood. It wasnt that I was thinking of. It was just the appearance of it, thats all.

In another minute they were at the outer gate, where Cowperwood shook the warden finally by the hand. Then entering a carriage outside the large, impressive, Gothic entrance, the gates were locked behind them and they were driven away.

Well, theres an end of that, Frank, observed Steger, gayly; that will never bother you any more.

Yes, replied Cowperwood. Its worse to see it coming than going.

It seems to me we ought to celebrate this occasion in some way, observed Walter Leigh. It wont do just to take Frank home. Why dont we all go down to Greens? Thats a good idea.

Id rather not, if you dont mind, replied Cowperwood, feelingly. Ill get together with you all, later. Just now Id like to go home and change these clothes.

He was thinking of Aileen and his children and his mother and father and of his whole future. Life was going to broaden out for him considerably from now on, he was sure of it. He had learned so much about taking care of himself in those thirteen months. He was going to see Aileen, and find how she felt about things in general, and then he was going to resume some such duties as he had had in his own concern, with Wingate & Co. He was going to secure a seat on change again, through his friends; and, to escape the effect of the prejudice of those who might not care to do business with an ex-convict, he was going to act as general outside man, and floor man on charge, for Wingate & Co. His practical control of that could not be publicly proved. Now for some important development in the market  some slump or something. He would show the world whether he was a failure or not.

They let him down in front of his wifes little cottage, and he entered briskly in the gathering gloom.

On September 18, 1873, at twelve-fifteen of a brilliant autumn day, in the city of Philadelphia, one of the most startling financial tragedies that the world has ever seen had its commencement. The banking house of Jay Cooke & Co., the foremost financial organization of America, doing business at Number 114 South Third Street in Philadelphia, and with branches in New York, Washington, and London, closed its doors. Those who know anything about the financial crises of the United States know well the significance of the panic which followed. It is spoken of in all histories as the panic of 1873, and the widespread ruin and disaster which followed was practically unprecedented in American history.

At this time Cowperwood, once more a broker  ostensibly a brokers agent  was doing business in South Third Street, and representing Wingate & Co. on change. During the six months which had elapsed since he had emerged from the Eastern Penitentiary he had been quietly resuming financial, if not social, relations with those who had known him before.

Furthermore, Wingate & Co. were prospering, and had been for some time, a fact which redounded to his credit with those who knew. Ostensibly he lived with his wife in a small house on North Twenty-first Street. In reality he occupied a bachelor apartment on North Fifteenth Street, to which Aileen occasionally repaired. The difference between himself and his wife had now become a matter of common knowledge in the family, and, although there were some faint efforts made to smooth the matter over, no good resulted. The difficulties of the past two years had so inured his parents to expect the untoward and exceptional that, astonishing as this was, it did not shock them so much as it would have years before. They were too much frightened by life to quarrel with its weird developments. They could only hope and pray for the best.

The Butler family, on the other hand, what there was of it, had become indifferent to Aileens conduct. She was ignored by her brothers and Norah, who now knew all; and her mother was so taken up with religious devotions and brooding contemplation of her loss that she was not as active in her observation of Aileens life as she might have been. Besides, Cowperwood and his mistress were more circumspect in their conduct than they had ever been before. Their movements were more carefully guarded, though the result was the same. Cowperwood was thinking of the West  of reaching some slight local standing here in Philadelphia, and then, with perhaps one hundred thousand dollars in capital, removing to the boundless prairies of which he had heard so much  Chicago, Fargo, Duluth, Sioux City, places then heralded in Philadelphia and the East as coming centers of great life  and taking Aileen with him. Although the problem of marriage with her was insoluble unless Mrs. Cowperwood should formally agree to give him up  a possibility which was not manifest at this time, neither he nor Aileen were deterred by that thought. They were going to build a future together  or so they thought, marriage or no marriage. The only thing which Cowperwood could see to do was to take Aileen away with him, and to trust to time and absence to modify his wifes point of view.

This particular panic, which was destined to mark a notable change in Cowperwoods career, was one of those peculiar things which spring naturally out of the optimism of the American people and the irrepressible progress of the country. It was the result, to be accurate, of the prestige and ambition of Jay Cooke, whose early training and subsequent success had all been acquired in Philadelphia, and who had since become the foremost financial figure of his day. It would be useless to attempt to trace here the rise of this man to distinction; it need only be said that by suggestions which he made and methods which he devised the Union government, in its darkest hours, was able to raise the money wherewith to continue the struggle against the South. After the Civil War this man, who had built up a tremendous banking business in Philadelphia, with great branches in New York and Washington, was at a loss for some time for some significant thing to do, some constructive work which would be worthy of his genius. The war was over; the only thing which remained was the finances of peace, and the greatest things in American financial enterprise were those related to the construction of transcontinental railway lines. The Union Pacific, authorized in 1860, was already building; the Northern Pacific and the Southern Pacific were already dreams in various pioneer minds. The great thing was to connect the Atlantic and the Pacific by steel, to bind up the territorially perfected and newly solidified Union, or to enter upon some vast project of mining, of which gold and silver were the most important. Actually railway-building was the most significant of all, and railroad stocks were far and away the most valuable and important on every exchange in America. Here in Philadelphia, New York Central, Rock Island, Wabash, Central Pacific, St. Paul, Hannibal & St. Joseph, Union Pacific, and Ohio & Mississippi were freely traded in. There were men who were getting rich and famous out of handling these things; and such towering figures as Cornelius Vanderbilt, Jay Gould, Daniel Drew, James Fish, and others in the East, and Fair, Crocker, W. R. Hearst, and Collis P. Huntington, in the West, were already raising their heads like vast mountains in connection with these enterprises. Among those who dreamed most ardently on this score was Jay Cooke, who without the wolfish cunning of a Gould or the practical knowledge of a Vanderbilt, was ambitious to thread the northern reaches of America with a band of steel which should be a permanent memorial to his name.

The project which fascinated him most was one that related to the development of the territory then lying almost unexplored between the extreme western shore of Lake Superior, where Duluth now stands, and that portion of the Pacific Ocean into which the Columbia River empties  the extreme northern one-third of the United States. Here, if a railroad were built, would spring up great cities and prosperous towns. There were, it was suspected, mines of various metals in the region of the Rockies which this railroad would traverse, and untold wealth to be reaped from the fertile corn and wheat lands. Products brought only so far east as Duluth could then be shipped to the Atlantic, via the Great Lakes and the Erie Canal, at a greatly reduced cost. It was a vision of empire, not unlike the Panama Canal project of the same period, and one that bade fair apparently to be as useful to humanity. It had aroused the interest and enthusiasm of Cooke. Because of the fact that the government had made a grant of vast areas of land on either side of the proposed track to the corporation that should seriously undertake it and complete it within a reasonable number of years, and because of the opportunity it gave him of remaining a distinguished public figure, he had eventually shouldered the project. It was open to many objections and criticisms; but the genius which had been sufficient to finance the Civil War was considered sufficient to finance the Northern Pacific Railroad. Cooke undertook it with the idea of being able to put the merits of the proposition before the people direct  not through the agency of any great financial corporation  and of selling to the butcher, the baker, and the candlestick-maker the stock or shares that he wished to dispose of.

It was a brilliant chance. His genius had worked out the sale of great government loans during the Civil War to the people direct in this fashion. Why not Northern Pacific certificates? For several years he conducted a pyrotechnic campaign, surveying the territory in question, organizing great railway-construction corps, building hundreds of miles of track under most trying conditions, and selling great blocks of his stock, on which interest of a certain percentage was guaranteed. If it had not been that he knew little of railroad-building, personally, and that the project was so vast that it could not well be encompassed by one man, even so great a man it might have proved successful, as under subsequent management it did. However, hard times, the war between France and Germany, which tied up European capital for the time being and made it indifferent to American projects, envy, calumny, a certain percentage of mismanagement, all conspired to wreck it. On September 18, 1873, at twelve-fifteen noon, Jay Cooke & Co. failed for approximately eight million dollars and the Northern Pacific for all that had been invested in it  some fifty million dollars more.

One can imagine what the result was  the most important financier and the most distinguished railway enterprise collapsing at one and the same time. A financial thunderclap in a clear sky, said the Philadelphia Press. No one could have been more surprised, said the Philadelphia Inquirer, if snow had fallen amid the sunshine of a summer noon. The public, which by Cookes previous tremendous success had been lulled into believing him invincible, could not understand it. It was beyond belief. Jay Cooke fail? Impossible, or anything connected with him. Nevertheless, he had failed; and the New York Stock Exchange, after witnessing a number of crashes immediately afterward, closed for eight days. The Lake Shore Railroad failed to pay a call-loan of one million seven hundred and fifty thousand dollars; and the Union Trust Company, allied to the Vanderbilt interests, closed its doors after withstanding a prolonged run. The National Trust Company of New York had eight hundred thousand dollars of government securities in its vaults, but not a dollar could be borrowed upon them; and it suspended. Suspicion was universal, rumor affected every one.

In Philadelphia, when the news reached the stock exchange, it came first in the form of a brief despatch addressed to the stock board from the New York Stock Exchange Rumor on street of failure of Jay Cooke & Co. Answer. It was not believed, and so not replied to. Nothing was thought of it. The world of brokers paid scarcely any attention to it. Cowperwood, who had followed the fortunes of Jay Cooke & Co. with considerable suspicion of its presidents brilliant theory of vending his wares direct to the people  was perhaps the only one who had suspicions. He had once written a brilliant criticism to some inquirer, in which he had said that no enterprise of such magnitude as the Northern Pacific had ever before been entirely dependent upon one house, or rather upon one man, and that he did not like it. I am not sure that the lands through which the road runs are so unparalleled in climate, soil, timber, minerals, etc., as Mr. Cooke and his friends would have us believe. Neither do I think that the road can at present, or for many years to come, earn the interest which its great issues of stock call for. There is great danger and risk there. So when the notice was posted, he looked at it, wondering what the effect would be if by any chance Jay Cooke & Co. should fail.

He was not long in wonder. A second despatch posted on change read: New York, September 18th. Jay Cooke & Co. have suspended.

Cowperwood could not believe it. He was beside himself with the thought of a great opportunity. In company with every other broker, he hurried into Third Street and up to Number 114, where the famous old banking house was located, in order to be sure. Despite his natural dignity and reserve, he did not hesitate to run. If this were true, a great hour had struck. There would be wide-spread panic and disaster. There would be a terrific slump in prices of all stocks. He must be in the thick of it. Wingate must be on hand, and his two brothers. He must tell them how to sell and when and what to buy. His great hour had come!


Chapter LIX

The banking house of Jay Cooke & Co., in spite of its tremendous significance as a banking and promoting concern, was a most unpretentious affair, four stories and a half in height of gray stone and red brick. It had never been deemed a handsome or comfortable banking house. Cowperwood had been there often. Wharf-rats as long as the forearm of a man crept up the culverted channels of Dock Street to run through the apartments at will. Scores of clerks worked under gas-jets, where light and air were not any too abundant, keeping track of the firms vast accounts. It was next door to the Girard National Bank, where Cowperwoods friend Davison still flourished, and where the principal financial business of the street converged. As Cowperwood ran he met his brother Edward, who was coming to the stock exchange with some word for him from Wingate.

Run and get Wingate and Joe, he said. Theres something big on this afternoon. Jay Cooke has failed.

Edward waited for no other word, but hurried off as directed.

Cowperwood reached Cooke & Co. among the earliest. To his utter astonishment, the solid brown-oak doors, with which he was familiar, were shut, and a notice posted on them, which he quickly read, ran:

September 18, 1873.

To the Public  



We regret to be obliged to announce that, owing to

unexpected demands on us, our firm has been obliged to

suspend payment. In a few days we will be able to present a

statement to our creditors. Until which time we must ask

their patient consideration. We believe our assets to be

largely in excess of our liabilities.



Jay Cooke & Co.

A magnificent gleam of triumph sprang into Cowperwoods eye. In company with many others he turned and ran back toward the exchange, while a reporter, who had come for information knocked at the massive doors of the banking house, and was told by a porter, who peered out of a diamond-shaped aperture, that Jay Cooke had gone home for the day and was not to be seen.

Now, thought Cowperwood, to whom this panic spelled opportunity, not ruin, Ill get my innings. Ill go short of this  of everything.

Before, when the panic following the Chicago fire had occurred, he had been long  had been compelled to stay long of many things in order to protect himself. To-day he had nothing to speak of  perhaps a paltry seventy-five thousand dollars which he had managed to scrape together. Thank God! he had only the reputation of Wingates old house to lose, if he lost, which was nothing. With it as a trading agency behind him  with it as an excuse for his presence, his right to buy and sell  he had everything to gain. Where many men were thinking of ruin, he was thinking of success. He would have Wingate and his two brothers under him to execute his orders exactly. He could pick up a fourth and a fifth man if necessary. He would give them orders to sell  everything  ten, fifteen, twenty, thirty points off, if necessary, in order to trap the unwary, depress the market, frighten the fearsome who would think he was too daring; and then he would buy, buy, buy, below these figures as much as possible, in order to cover his sales and reap a profit.

His instinct told him how widespread and enduring this panic would be. The Northern Pacific was a hundred-million-dollar venture. It involved the savings of hundreds of thousands of people  small bankers, tradesmen, preachers, lawyers, doctors, widows, institutions all over the land, and all resting on the faith and security of Jay Cooke. Once, not unlike the Chicago fire map, Cowperwood had seen a grand prospectus and map of the location of the Northern Pacific land-grant which Cooke had controlled, showing a vast stretch or belt of territory extending from Duluth The Zenith City of the Unsalted Seas, as Proctor Knott, speaking in the House of Representatives, had sarcastically called it  through the Rockies and the headwaters of the Missouri to the Pacific Ocean. He had seen how Cooke had ostensibly managed to get control of this government grant, containing millions upon millions of acres and extending fourteen hundred miles in length; but it was only a vision of empire. There might be silver and gold and copper mines there. The land was usable  would some day be usable. But what of it now? It would do to fire the imaginations of fools with  nothing more. It was inaccessible, and would remain so for years to come. No doubt thousands had subscribed to build this road; but, too, thousands would now fail if it had failed. Now the crash had come. The grief and the rage of the public would be intense. For days and days and weeks and months, normal confidence and courage would be gone. This was his hour. This was his great moment. Like a wolf prowling under glittering, bitter stars in the night, he was looking down into the humble folds of simple men and seeing what their ignorance and their unsophistication would cost them.

He hurried back to the exchange, the very same room in which only two years before he had fought his losing fight, and, finding that his partner and his brother had not yet come, began to sell everything in sight. Pandemonium had broken loose. Boys and men were fairly tearing in from all sections with orders from panic-struck brokers to sell, sell, sell, and later with orders to buy; the various trading-posts were reeling, swirling masses of brokers and their agents. Outside in the street in front of Jay Cooke & Co., Clark & Co., the Girard National Bank, and other institutions, immense crowds were beginning to form. They were hurrying here to learn the trouble, to withdraw their deposits, to protect their interests generally. A policeman arrested a boy for calling out the failure of Jay Cooke & Co., but nevertheless the news of the great disaster was spreading like wild-fire.

Among these panic-struck men Cowperwood was perfectly calm, deadly cold, the same Cowperwood who had pegged solemnly at his ten chairs each day in prison, who had baited his traps for rats, and worked in the little garden allotted him in utter silence and loneliness. Now he was vigorous and energetic. He had been just sufficiently about this exchange floor once more to have made his personality impressive and distinguished. He forced his way into the center of swirling crowds of men already shouting themselves hoarse, offering whatever was being offered in quantities which were astonishing, and at prices which allured the few who were anxious to make money out of the tumbling prices to buy. New York Central had been standing at 104 7/8 when the failure was announced; Rhode Island at 108 7/8; Western Union at 92 1/2; Wabash at 70 1/4; Panama at 117 3/8; Central Pacific at 99 5/8; St. Paul at 51; Hannibal & St. Joseph at 48; Northwestern at 63; Union Pacific at 26 3/4; Ohio and Mississippi at 38 3/4. Cowperwoods house had scarcely any of the stocks on hand. They were not carrying them for any customers, and yet he sold, sold, sold, to whoever would take, at prices which he felt sure would inspire them.

Five thousand of New York Central at ninety-nine, ninety-eight, ninety-seven, ninety-six, ninety-five, ninety-four, ninety-three, ninety-two, ninety-one, ninety, eighty-nine, you might have heard him call; and when his sales were not sufficiently brisk he would turn to something else  Rock Island, Panama, Central Pacific, Western Union, Northwestern, Union Pacific. He saw his brother and Wingate hurrying in, and stopped in his work long enough to instruct them. Sell everything you can, he cautioned them quietly, at fifteen points off if you have to  no lower than that now  and buy all you can below it. Ed, you see if you cannot buy up some local street-railways at fifteen off. Joe, you stay near me and buy when I tell you.

The secretary of the board appeared on his little platform.

E. W. Clark & Company, he announced, at one-thirty, have just closed their doors.

Tighe & Company, he called at one-forty-five, announce that they are compelled to suspend.

The First National Bank of Philadelphia, he called, at two oclock, begs to state that it cannot at present meet its obligations.

After each announcement, always, as in the past, when the gong had compelled silence, the crowd broke into an ominous Aw, aw, aw.

Tighe & Company, thought Cowperwood, for a single second, when he heard it. Theres an end of him. And then he returned to his task.

When the time for closing came, his coat torn, his collar twisted loose, his necktie ripped, his hat lost, he emerged sane, quiet, steady-mannered.

Well, Ed, he inquired, meeting his brother, howd you make out? The latter was equally torn, scratched, exhausted.

Christ, he replied, tugging at his sleeves, I never saw such a place as this. They almost tore my clothes off.

Buy any local street-railways?

About five thousand shares.

Wed better go down to Greens, Frank observed, referring to the lobby of the principal hotel. Were not through yet. Therell be more trading there.

He led the way to find Wingate and his brother Joe, and together they were off, figuring up some of the larger phases of their purchases and sales as they went.

And, as he predicted, the excitement did not end with the coming of the night. The crowd lingered in front of Jay Cooke & Co.s on Third Street and in front of other institutions, waiting apparently for some development which would be favorable to them. For the initiated the center of debate and agitation was Greens Hotel, where on the evening of the eighteenth the lobby and corridors were crowded with bankers, brokers, and speculators. The stock exchange had practically adjourned to that hotel en masse. What of the morrow? Who would be the next to fail? From whence would money be forthcoming? These were the topics from each mind and upon each tongue. From New York was coming momentarily more news of disaster. Over there banks and trust companies were falling like trees in a hurricane. Cowperwood in his perambulations, seeing what he could see and hearing what he could hear, reaching understandings which were against the rules of the exchange, but which were nevertheless in accord with what every other person was doing, saw about him men known to him as agents of Mollenhauer and Simpson, and congratulated himself that he would have something to collect from them before the week was over. He might not own a street-railway, but he would have the means to. He learned from hearsay, and information which had been received from New York and elsewhere, that things were as bad as they could be, and that there was no hope for those who expected a speedy return of normal conditions. No thought of retiring for the night entered until the last man was gone. It was then practically morning.

The next day was Friday, and suggested many ominous things. Would it be another Black Friday? Cowperwood was at his office before the street was fairly awake. He figured out his program for the day to a nicety, feeling strangely different from the way he had felt two years before when the conditions were not dissimilar. Yesterday, in spite of the sudden onslaught, he had made one hundred and fifty thousand dollars, and he expected to make as much, if not more, to-day. There was no telling what he could make, he thought, if he could only keep his small organization in perfect trim and get his assistants to follow his orders exactly. Ruin for others began early with the suspension of Fisk & Hatch, Jay Cookes faithful lieutenants during the Civil War. They had calls upon them for one million five hundred thousand dollars in the first fifteen minutes after opening the doors, and at once closed them again, the failure being ascribed to Collis P. Huntingtons Central Pacific Railroad and the Chesapeake & Ohio. There was a long-continued run on the Fidelity Trust Company. News of these facts, and of failures in New York posted on change, strengthened the cause Cowperwood was so much interested in; for he was selling as high as he could and buying as low as he could on a constantly sinking scale. By twelve oclock he figured with his assistants that he had cleared one hundred thousand dollars; and by three oclock he had two hundred thousand dollars more. That afternoon between three and seven he spent adjusting his trades, and between seven and one in the morning, without anything to eat, in gathering as much additional information as he could and laying his plans for the future. Saturday morning came, and he repeated his performance of the day before, following it up with adjustments on Sunday and heavy trading on Monday. By Monday afternoon at three oclock he figured that, all losses and uncertainties to one side, he was once more a millionaire, and that now his future lay clear and straight before him.

As he sat at his desk late that afternoon in his office looking out into Third Street, where a hurrying of brokers, messengers, and anxious depositors still maintained, he had the feeling that so far as Philadelphia and the life here was concerned, his day and its day with him was over. He did not care anything about the brokerage business here any more or anywhere. Failures such as this, and disasters such as the Chicago fire, that had overtaken him two years before, had cured him of all love of the stock exchange and all feeling for Philadelphia. He had been very unhappy here in spite of all his previous happiness; and his experience as a convict had made, him, he could see quite plainly, unacceptable to the element with whom he had once hoped to associate. There was nothing else to do, now that he had reestablished himself as a Philadelphia business man and been pardoned for an offense which he hoped to make people believe he had never committed, but to leave Philadelphia to seek a new world.

If I get out of this safely, he said to himself, this is the end. I am going West, and going into some other line of business. He thought of street-railways, land speculation, some great manufacturing project of some kind, even mining, on a legitimate basis.

I have had my lesson, he said to himself, finally getting up and preparing to leave. I am as rich as I was, and only a little older. They caught me once, but they will not catch me again. He talked to Wingate about following up the campaign on the lines in which he had started, and he himself intended to follow it up with great energy; but all the while his mind was running with this one rich thought: I am a millionaire. I am a free man. I am only thirty-six, and my future is all before me.

It was with this thought that he went to visit Aileen, and to plan for the future.

It was only three months later that a train, speeding through the mountains of Pennsylvania and over the plains of Ohio and Indiana, bore to Chicago and the West the young financial aspirant who, in spite of youth and wealth and a notable vigor of body, was a solemn, conservative speculator as to what his future might be. The West, as he had carefully calculated before leaving, held much. He had studied the receipts of the New York Clearing House recently and the disposition of bank-balances and the shipment of gold, and had seen that vast quantities of the latter metal were going to Chicago. He understood finance accurately. The meaning of gold shipments was clear. Where money was going trade was  a thriving, developing life. He wished to see clearly for himself what this world had to offer.

Two years later, following the meteoric appearance of a young speculator in Duluth, and after Chicago had seen the tentative opening of a grain and commission company labeled Frank A. Cowperwood & Co., which ostensibly dealt in the great wheat crops of the West, a quiet divorce was granted Mrs. Frank A. Cowperwood in Philadelphia, because apparently she wished it. Time had not seemingly dealt badly with her. Her financial affairs, once so bad, were now apparently all straightened out, and she occupied in West Philadelphia, near one of her sisters, a new and interesting home which was fitted with all the comforts of an excellent middle-class residence. She was now quite religious once more. The two children, Frank and Lillian, were in private schools, returning evenings to their mother. Wash Sims was once more the negro general factotum. Frequent visitors on Sundays were Mr. and Mrs. Henry Worthington Cowperwood, no longer distressed financially, but subdued and wearied, the wind completely gone from their once much-favored sails. Cowperwood, senior, had sufficient money wherewith to sustain himself, and that without slaving as a petty clerk, but his social joy in life was gone. He was old, disappointed, sad. He could feel that with his quondam honor and financial glory, he was the same  and he was not. His courage and his dreams were gone, and he awaited death.

Here, too, came Anna Adelaide Cowperwood on occasion, a clerk in the city water office, who speculated much as to the strange vicissitudes of life. She had great interest in her brother, who seemed destined by fate to play a conspicuous part in the world; but she could not understand him. Seeing that all those who were near to him in any way seemed to rise or fall with his prosperity, she did not understand how justice and morals were arranged in this world. There seemed to be certain general principles  or people assumed there were  but apparently there were exceptions. Assuredly her brother abided by no known rule, and yet he seemed to be doing fairly well once more. What did this mean? Mrs. Cowperwood, his former wife, condemned his actions, and yet accepted of his prosperity as her due. What were the ethics of that?

Cowperwoods every action was known to Aileen Butler, his present whereabouts and prospects. Not long after his wifes divorce, and after many trips to and from this new world in which he was now living, these two left Philadelphia together one afternoon in the winter. Aileen explained to her mother, who was willing to go and live with Norah, that she had fallen in love with the former banker and wished to marry him. The old lady, gathering only a garbled version of it at first, consented.

Thus ended forever for Aileen this long-continued relationship with this older world. Chicago was before her  a much more distinguished career, Frank told her, than ever they could have had in Philadelphia.

Isnt it nice to be finally going? she commented.

It is advantageous, anyhow, he said.


Concerning Mycteroperca Bonaci

There is a certain fish, the scientific name of which is Mycteroperca Bonaci, its common name Black Grouper, which is of considerable value as an afterthought in this connection, and which deserves to be better known. It is a healthy creature, growing quite regularly to a weight of two hundred and fifty pounds, and lives a comfortable, lengthy existence because of its very remarkable ability to adapt itself to conditions. That very subtle thing which we call the creative power, and which we endow with the spirit of the beatitudes, is supposed to build this mortal life in such fashion that only honesty and virtue shall prevail. Witness, then, the significant manner in which it has fashioned the black grouper. One might go far afield and gather less forceful indictments  the horrific spider spinning his trap for the unthinking fly; the lovely Drosera (Sundew) using its crimson calyx for a smothering-pit in which to seal and devour the victim of its beauty; the rainbow-colored jellyfish that spreads its prismed tentacles like streamers of great beauty, only to sting and torture all that falls within their radiant folds. Man himself is busy digging the pit and fashioning the snare, but he will not believe it. His feet are in the trap of circumstance; his eyes are on an illusion.

Mycteroperca moving in its dark world of green waters is as fine an illustration of the constructive genius of nature, which is not beatific, as any which the mind of man may discover. Its great superiority lies in an almost unbelievable power of simulation, which relates solely to the pigmentation of its skin. In electrical mechanics we pride ourselves on our ability to make over one brilliant scene into another in the twinkling of an eye, and flash before the gaze of an onlooker picture after picture, which appear and disappear as we look. The directive control of Mycteroperca over its appearance is much more significant. You cannot look at it long without feeling that you are witnessing something spectral and unnatural, so brilliant is its power to deceive. From being black it can become instantly white; from being an earth-colored brown it can fade into a delightful water-colored green. Its markings change as the clouds of the sky. One marvels at the variety and subtlety of its power.

Lying at the bottom of a bay, it can simulate the mud by which it is surrounded. Hidden in the folds of glorious leaves, it is of the same markings. Lurking in a flaw of light, it is like the light itself shining dimly in water. Its power to elude or strike unseen is of the greatest.

What would you say was the intention of the overruling, intelligent, constructive force which gives to Mycteroperca this ability? To fit it to be truthful? To permit it to present an unvarying appearance which all honest life-seeking fish may know? Or would you say that subtlety, chicanery, trickery, were here at work? An implement of illusion one might readily suspect it to be, a living lie, a creature whose business it is to appear what it is not, to simulate that with which it has nothing in common, to get its living by great subtlety, the power of its enemies to forefend against which is little. The indictment is fair.

Would you say, in the face of this, that a beatific, beneficent creative, overruling power never wills that which is either tricky or deceptive? Or would you say that this material seeming in which we dwell is itself an illusion? If not, whence then the Ten Commandments and the illusion of justice? Why were the Beatitudes dreamed of and how do they avail?


The Magic Crystal

If you had been a mystic or a soothsayer or a member of that mysterious world which divines by incantations, dreams, the mystic bowl, or the crystal sphere, you might have looked into their mysterious depths at this time and foreseen a world of happenings which concerned these two, who were now apparently so fortunately placed. In the fumes of the witches pot, or the depths of the radiant crystal, might have been revealed cities, cities, cities; a world of mansions, carriages, jewels, beauty; a vast metropolis outraged by the power of one man; a great state seething with indignation over a force it could not control; vast halls of priceless pictures; a palace unrivaled for its magnificence; a whole world reading with wonder, at times, of a given name. And sorrow, sorrow, sorrow.

The three witches that hailed Macbeth upon the blasted heath might in turn have called to Cowperwood, Hail to you, Frank Cowperwood, master of a great railway system! Hail to you, Frank Cowperwood, builder of a priceless mansion! Hail to you, Frank Cowperwood, patron of arts and possessor of endless riches! You shall be famed hereafter. But like the Weird Sisters, they would have lied, for in the glory was also the ashes of Dead Sea fruit  an understanding that could neither be inflamed by desire nor satisfied by luxury; a heart that was long since wearied by experience; a soul that was as bereft of illusion as a windless moon. And to Aileen, as to Macduff, they might have spoken a more pathetic promise, one that concerned hope and failure. To have and not to have! All the seeming, and yet the sorrow of not having! Brilliant society that shone in a mirage, yet locked its doors; love that eluded as a will-o-the-wisp and died in the dark. Hail to you, Frank Cowperwood, master and no master, prince of a world of dreams whose reality was disillusion! So might the witches have called, the bowl have danced with figures, the fumes with vision, and it would have been true. What wise man might not read from such a beginning, such an end?


 

The Titan
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This sequel to The Financier was published in 1914. It is the second book in Dreisers Trilogy of Desire and details Frank Cowperoods rise back to wealth after being released from prison and his relationships with his wife and lovers. The novel epitomises what critics see as Dreisers resolutely amoral attitude, which realistically depicts characters succeeding (or failing) in a way that does not necessarily tie up with poetic ideas of morality.
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Title page of the first edition, showing the putative reading list for the planned Trilogy of Desire  Dreiser worked on the final volume, The Stoic, until shortly before his death in 1945. It was published posthumously in 1947.


Chapter I

The New City

When Frank Algernon Cowperwood emerged from the Eastern District Penitentiary in Philadelphia he realized that the old life he had lived in that city since boyhood was ended. His youth was gone, and with it had been lost the great business prospects of his earlier manhood. He must begin again.

It would be useless to repeat how a second panic following upon a tremendous failure  that of Jay Cooke & Co.  had placed a second fortune in his hands. This restored wealth softened him in some degree. Fate seemed to have his personal welfare in charge. He was sick of the stock-exchange, anyhow, as a means of livelihood, and now decided that he would leave it once and for all. He would get in something else  street-railways, land deals, some of the boundless opportunities of the far West. Philadelphia was no longer pleasing to him. Though now free and rich, he was still a scandal to the pretenders, and the financial and social world was not prepared to accept him. He must go his way alone, unaided, or only secretly so, while his quondam friends watched his career from afar. So, thinking of this, he took the train one day, his charming mistress, now only twenty-six, coming to the station to see him off. He looked at her quite tenderly, for she was the quintessence of a certain type of feminine beauty.

By-by, dearie, he smiled, as the train-bell signaled the approaching departure. You and I will get out of this shortly. Dont grieve. Ill be back in two or three weeks, or Ill send for you. Id take you now, only I dont know how that country is out there. Well fix on some place, and then you watch me settle this fortune question. Well not live under a cloud always. Ill get a divorce, and well marry, and things will come right with a bang. Money will do that.

He looked at her with his large, cool, penetrating eyes, and she clasped his cheeks between her hands.

Oh, Frank, she exclaimed, Ill miss you so! Youre all I have.

In two weeks, he smiled, as the train began to move, Ill wire or be back. Be good, sweet.

She followed him with adoring eyes  a fool of love, a spoiled child, a family pet, amorous, eager, affectionate, the type so strong a man would naturally like  she tossed her pretty red gold head and waved him a kiss. Then she walked away with rich, sinuous, healthy strides  the type that men turn to look after.

Thats her  thats that Butler girl, observed one railroad clerk to another. Gee! a man wouldnt want anything better than that, would he?

It was the spontaneous tribute that passion and envy invariably pay to health and beauty. On that pivot swings the world.

Never in all his life until this trip had Cowperwood been farther west than Pittsburg. His amazing commercial adventures, brilliant as they were, had been almost exclusively confined to the dull, staid world of Philadelphia, with its sweet refinement in sections, its pretensions to American social supremacy, its cool arrogation of traditional leadership in commercial life, its history, conservative wealth, unctuous respectability, and all the tastes and avocations which these imply. He had, as he recalled, almost mastered that pretty world and made its sacred precincts his own when the crash came. Practically he had been admitted. Now he was an Ishmael, an ex-convict, albeit a millionaire. But wait! The race is to the swift, he said to himself over and over. Yes, and the battle is to the strong. He would test whether the world would trample him under foot or no.

Chicago, when it finally dawned on him, came with a rush on the second morning. He had spent two nights in the gaudy Pullman then provided  a car intended to make up for some of the inconveniences of its arrangements by an over-elaboration of plush and tortured glass  when the first lone outposts of the prairie metropolis began to appear. The side-tracks along the road-bed over which he was speeding became more and more numerous, the telegraph-poles more and more hung with arms and strung smoky-thick with wires. In the far distance, cityward, was, here and there, a lone working-mans cottage, the home of some adventurous soul who had planted his bare hut thus far out in order to reap the small but certain advantage which the growth of the city would bring.

The land was flat  as flat as a table  with a waning growth of brown grass left over from the previous year, and stirring faintly in the morning breeze. Underneath were signs of the new green  the New Years flag of its disposition. For some reason a crystalline atmosphere enfolded the distant hazy outlines of the city, holding the latter like a fly in amber and giving it an artistic subtlety which touched him. Already a devotee of art, ambitious for connoisseurship, who had had his joy, training, and sorrow out of the collection he had made and lost in Philadelphia, he appreciated almost every suggestion of a delightful picture in nature.

The tracks, side by side, were becoming more and more numerous. Freight-cars were assembled here by thousands from all parts of the country  yellow, red, blue, green, white. (Chicago, he recalled, already had thirty railroads terminating here, as though it were the end of the world.) The little low one and two story houses, quite new as to wood, were frequently unpainted and already smoky  in places grimy. At grade-crossings, where ambling street-cars and wagons and muddy-wheeled buggies waited, he noted how flat the streets were, how unpaved, how sidewalks went up and down rhythmically  here a flight of steps, a veritable platform before a house, there a long stretch of boards laid flat on the mud of the prairie itself. What a city! Presently a branch of the filthy, arrogant, self-sufficient little Chicago River came into view, with its mass of sputtering tugs, its black, oily water, its tall, red, brown, and green grain-elevators, its immense black coal-pockets and yellowish-brown lumber-yards.

Here was life; he saw it at a flash. Here was a seething city in the making. There was something dynamic in the very air which appealed to his fancy. How different, for some reason, from Philadelphia! That was a stirring city, too. He had thought it wonderful at one time, quite a world; but this thing, while obviously infinitely worse, was better. It was more youthful, more hopeful. In a flare of morning sunlight pouring between two coal-pockets, and because the train had stopped to let a bridge swing and half a dozen great grain and lumber boats go by  a half-dozen in either direction  he saw a group of Irish stevedores idling on the bank of a lumber-yard whose wall skirted the water. Healthy men they were, in blue or red shirt-sleeves, stout straps about their waists, short pipes in their mouths, fine, hardy, nutty-brown specimens of humanity. Why were they so appealing, he asked himself. This raw, dirty town seemed naturally to compose itself into stirring artistic pictures. Why, it fairly sang! The world was young here. Life was doing something new. Perhaps he had better not go on to the Northwest at all; he would decide that question later.

In the mean time he had letters of introduction to distinguished Chicagoans, and these he would present. He wanted to talk to some bankers and grain and commission men. The stock-exchange of Chicago interested him, for the intricacies of that business he knew backward and forward, and some great grain transactions had been made here.

The train finally rolled past the shabby backs of houses into a long, shabbily covered series of platforms  sheds having only roofs  and amidst a clatter of trucks hauling trunks, and engines belching steam, and passengers hurrying to and fro he made his way out into Canal Street and hailed a waiting cab  one of a long line of vehicles that bespoke a metropolitan spirit. He had fixed on the Grand Pacific as the most important hotel  the one with the most social significance  and thither he asked to be driven. On the way he studied these streets as in the matter of art he would have studied a picture. The little yellow, blue, green, white, and brown street-cars which he saw trundling here and there, the tired, bony horses, jingling bells at their throats, touched him. They were flimsy affairs, these cars, merely highly varnished kindling-wood with bits of polished brass and glass stuck about them, but he realized what fortunes they portended if the city grew. Street-cars, he knew, were his natural vocation. Even more than stock-brokerage, even more than banking, even more than stock-organization he loved the thought of street-cars and the vast manipulative life it suggested.


Chapter II

A Reconnoiter

The city of Chicago, with whose development the personality of Frank Algernon Cowperwood was soon to be definitely linked! To whom may the laurels as laureate of this Florence of the West yet fall? This singing flame of a city, this all America, this poet in chaps and buckskin, this rude, raw Titan, this Burns of a city! By its shimmering lake it lay, a king of shreds and patches, a maundering yokel with an epic in its mouth, a tramp, a hobo among cities, with the grip of Caesar in its mind, the dramatic force of Euripides in its soul. A very bard of a city this, singing of high deeds and high hopes, its heavy brogans buried deep in the mire of circumstance. Take Athens, oh, Greece! Italy, do you keep Rome! This was the Babylon, the Troy, the Nineveh of a younger day. Here came the gaping West and the hopeful East to see. Here hungry men, raw from the shops and fields, idyls and romances in their minds, builded them an empire crying glory in the mud.

From New York, Vermont, New Hampshire, Maine had come a strange company, earnest, patient, determined, unschooled in even the primer of refinement, hungry for something the significance of which, when they had it, they could not even guess, anxious to be called great, determined so to be without ever knowing how. Here came the dreamy gentleman of the South, robbed of his patrimony; the hopeful student of Yale and Harvard and Princeton; the enfranchised miner of California and the Rockies, his bags of gold and silver in his hands. Here was already the bewildered foreigner, an alien speech confounding him  the Hun, the Pole, the Swede, the German, the Russian  seeking his homely colonies, fearing his neighbor of another race.

Here was the negro, the prostitute, the blackleg, the gambler, the romantic adventurer par excellence. A city with but a handful of the native-born; a city packed to the doors with all the riffraff of a thousand towns. Flaring were the lights of the bagnio; tinkling the banjos, zithers, mandolins of the so-called gin-mill; all the dreams and the brutality of the day seemed gathered to rejoice (and rejoice they did) in this new-found wonder of a metropolitan life in the West.

The first prominent Chicagoan whom Cowperwood sought out was the president of the Lake City National Bank, the largest financial organization in the city, with deposits of over fourteen million dollars. It was located in Dearborn Street, at Munroe, but a block or two from his hotel.

Find out who that man is, ordered Mr. Judah Addison, the president of the bank, on seeing him enter the presidents private waiting-room.

Mr. Addisons office was so arranged with glass windows that he could, by craning his neck, see all who entered his reception-room before they saw him, and he had been struck by Cowperwoods face and force. Long familiarity with the banking world and with great affairs generally had given a rich finish to the ease and force which the latter naturally possessed. He looked strangely replete for a man of thirty-six  suave, steady, incisive, with eyes as fine as those of a Newfoundland or a Collie and as innocent and winsome. They were wonderful eyes, soft and spring-like at times, glowing with a rich, human understanding which on the instant could harden and flash lightning. Deceptive eyes, unreadable, but alluring alike to men and to women in all walks and conditions of life.

The secretary addressed came back with Cowperwoods letter of introduction, and immediately Cowperwood followed.

Mr. Addison instinctively arose  a thing he did not always do. Im pleased to meet you, Mr. Cowperwood, he said, politely. I saw you come in just now. You see how I keep my windows here, so as to spy out the country. Sit down. You wouldnt like an apple, would you? He opened a left-hand drawer, producing several polished red winesaps, one of which he held out. I always eat one about this time in the morning.

Thank you, no, replied Cowperwood, pleasantly, estimating as he did so his hosts temperament and mental caliber. I never eat between meals, but I appreciate your kindness. I am just passing through Chicago, and I thought I would present this letter now rather than later. I thought you might tell me a little about the city from an investment point of view.

As Cowperwood talked, Addison, a short, heavy, rubicund man with grayish-brown sideburns extending to his ear-lobes and hard, bright, twinkling gray eyes  a proud, happy, self-sufficient man  munched his apple and contemplated Cowperwood. As is so often the case in life, he frequently liked or disliked people on sight, and he prided himself on his judgment of men. Almost foolishly, for one so conservative, he was taken with Cowperwood  a man immensely his superior  not because of the Drexel letter, which spoke of the latters undoubted financial genius and the advantage it would be to Chicago to have him settle there, but because of the swimming wonder of his eyes. Cowperwoods personality, while maintaining an unbroken outward reserve, breathed a tremendous humanness which touched his fellow-banker. Both men were in their way walking enigmas, the Philadelphian far the subtler of the two. Addison was ostensibly a church-member, a model citizen; he represented a point of view to which Cowperwood would never have stooped. Both men were ruthless after their fashion, avid of a physical life; but Addison was the weaker in that he was still afraid  very much afraid  of what life might do to him. The man before him had no sense of fear. Addison contributed judiciously to charity, subscribed outwardly to a dull social routine, pretended to love his wife, of whom he was weary, and took his human pleasure secretly. The man before him subscribed to nothing, refused to talk save to intimates, whom he controlled spiritually, and did as he pleased.

Why, Ill tell you, Mr. Cowperwood, Addison replied. We people out here in Chicago think so well of ourselves that sometimes were afraid to say all we think for fear of appearing a little extravagant. Were like the youngest son in the family that knows he can lick all the others, but doesnt want to do it  not just yet. Were not as handsome as we might be  did you ever see a growing boy that was?  but were absolutely sure that were going to be. Our pants and shoes and coat and hat get too small for us every six months, and so we dont look very fashionable, but there are big, strong, hard muscles and bones underneath, Mr. Cowperwood, as youll discover when you get to looking around. Then you wont mind the clothes so much.

Mr. Addisons round, frank eyes narrowed and hardened for a moment. A kind of metallic hardness came into his voice. Cowperwood could see that he was honestly enamoured of his adopted city. Chicago was his most beloved mistress. A moment later the flesh about his eyes crinkled, his mouth softened, and he smiled. Ill be glad to tell you anything I can, he went on. There are a lot of interesting things to tell.

Cowperwood beamed back on him encouragingly. He inquired after the condition of one industry and another, one trade or profession and another. This was somewhat different from the atmosphere which prevailed in Philadelphia  more breezy and generous. The tendency to expatiate and make much of local advantages was Western. He liked it, however, as one aspect of life, whether he chose to share in it or not. It was favorable to his own future. He had a prison record to live down; a wife and two children to get rid of  in the legal sense, at least (he had no desire to rid himself of financial obligation toward them). It would take some such loose, enthusiastic Western attitude to forgive in him the strength and freedom with which he ignored and refused to accept for himself current convention. I satisfy myself was his private law, but so to do he must assuage and control the prejudices of other men. He felt that this banker, while not putty in his hands, was inclined to a strong and useful friendship.

My impressions of the city are entirely favorable, Mr. Addison, he said, after a time, though he inwardly admitted to himself that this was not entirely true; he was not sure whether he could bring himself ultimately to live in so excavated and scaffolded a world as this or not. I only saw a portion of it coming in on the train. I like the snap of things. I believe Chicago has a future.

You came over the Fort Wayne, I presume, replied Addison, loftily. You saw the worst section. You must let me show you some of the best parts. By the way, where are you staying?

At the Grand Pacific.

How long will you be here?

Not more than a day or two.

Let me see, and Mr. Addison drew out his watch. I suppose you wouldnt mind meeting a few of our leading men  and we have a little luncheon-room over at the Union League Club where we drop in now and then. If youd care to do so, Id like to have you come along with me at one. Were sure to find a few of them  some of our lawyers, business men, and judges.

That will be fine, said the Philadelphian, simply. Youre more than generous. There are one or two other people I want to meet in between, and  he arose and looked at his own watch Ill find the Union Club. Where is the office of Arneel & Co.?

At the mention of the great beef-packer, who was one of the banks heaviest depositors, Addison stirred slightly with approval. This young man, at least eight years his junior, looked to him like a future grand seigneur of finance.

At the Union Club, at this noontime luncheon, after talking with the portly, conservative, aggressive Arneel and the shrewd director of the stock-exchange, Cowperwood met a varied company of men ranging in age from thirty-five to sixty-five gathered about the board in a private dining-room of heavily carved black walnut, with pictures of elder citizens of Chicago on the walls and an attempt at artistry in stained glass in the windows. There were short and long men, lean and stout, dark and blond men, with eyes and jaws which varied from those of the tiger, lynx, and bear to those of the fox, the tolerant mastiff, and the surly bulldog. There were no weaklings in this selected company.

Mr. Arneel and Mr. Addison Cowperwood approved of highly as shrewd, concentrated men. Another who interested him was Anson Merrill, a small, polite, recherche soul, suggesting mansions and footmen and remote luxury generally, who was pointed out by Addison as the famous dry-goods prince of that name, quite the leading merchant, in the retail and wholesale sense, in Chicago.

Still another was a Mr. Rambaud, pioneer railroad man, to whom Addison, smiling jocosely, observed: Mr. Cowperwood is on from Philadelphia, Mr. Rambaud, trying to find out whether he wants to lose any money out here. Cant you sell him some of that bad land you have up in the Northwest?

Rambaud  a spare, pale, black-bearded man of much force and exactness, dressed, as Cowperwood observed, in much better taste than some of the others  looked at Cowperwood shrewdly but in a gentlemanly, retiring way, with a gracious, enigmatic smile. He caught a glance in return which he could not possibly forget. The eyes of Cowperwood said more than any words ever could. Instead of jesting faintly Mr. Rambaud decided to explain some things about the Northwest. Perhaps this Philadelphian might be interested.

To a man who has gone through a great life struggle in one metropolis and tested all the phases of human duplicity, decency, sympathy, and chicanery in the controlling group of men that one invariably finds in every American city at least, the temperament and significance of another group in another city is not so much, and yet it is. Long since Cowperwood had parted company with the idea that humanity at any angle or under any circumstances, climatic or otherwise, is in any way different. To him the most noteworthy characteristic of the human race was that it was strangely chemic, being anything or nothing, as the hour and the condition afforded. In his leisure moments  those free from practical calculation, which were not many  he often speculated as to what life really was. If he had not been a great financier and, above all, a marvelous organizer he might have become a highly individualistic philosopher  a calling which, if he had thought anything about it at all at this time, would have seemed rather trivial. His business as he saw it was with the material facts of life, or, rather, with those third and fourth degree theorems and syllogisms which control material things and so represent wealth. He was here to deal with the great general needs of the Middle West  to seize upon, if he might, certain well-springs of wealth and power and rise to recognized authority. In his morning talks he had learned of the extent and character of the stock-yards enterprises, of the great railroad and ship interests, of the tremendous rising importance of real estate, grain speculation, the hotel business, the hardware business. He had learned of universal manufacturing companies  one that made cars, another elevators, another binders, another windmills, another engines. Apparently, any new industry seemed to do well in Chicago. In his talk with the one director of the Board of Trade to whom he had a letter he had learned that few, if any, local stocks were dealt in on change. Wheat, corn, and grains of all kinds were principally speculated in. The big stocks of the East were gambled in by way of leased wires on the New York Stock Exchange  not otherwise.

As he looked at these men, all pleasantly civil, all general in their remarks, each safely keeping his vast plans under his vest, Cowperwood wondered how he would fare in this community. There were such difficult things ahead of him to do. No one of these men, all of whom were in their commercial-social way agreeable, knew that he had only recently been in the penitentiary. How much difference would that make in their attitude? No one of them knew that, although he was married and had two children, he was planning to divorce his wife and marry the girl who had appropriated to herself the role which his wife had once played.

Are you seriously contemplating looking into the Northwest? asked Mr. Rambaud, interestedly, toward the close of the luncheon.

That is my present plan after I finish here. I thought Id take a short run up there.

Let me put you in touch with an interesting party that is going as far as Fargo and Duluth. There is a private car leaving Thursday, most of them citizens of Chicago, but some Easterners. I would be glad to have you join us. I am going as far as Minneapolis.

Cowperwood thanked him and accepted. A long conversation followed about the Northwest, its timber, wheat, land sales, cattle, and possible manufacturing plants.

What Fargo, Minneapolis, and Duluth were to be civically and financially were the chief topics of conversation. Naturally, Mr. Rambaud, having under his direction vast railroad lines which penetrated this region, was confident of the future of it. Cowperwood gathered it all, almost by instinct. Gas, street-railways, land speculations, banks, wherever located, were his chief thoughts.

Finally he left the club to keep his other appointments, but something of his personality remained behind him. Mr. Addison and Mr. Rambaud, among others, were sincerely convinced that he was one of the most interesting men they had met in years. And he scarcely had said anything at all  just listened.


Chapter III

A Chicago Evening

After his first visit to the bank over which Addison presided, and an informal dinner at the latters home, Cowperwood had decided that he did not care to sail under any false colors so far as Addison was concerned. He was too influential and well connected. Besides, Cowperwood liked him too much. Seeing that the mans leaning toward him was strong, in reality a fascination, he made an early morning call a day or two after he had returned from Fargo, whither he had gone at Mr. Rambauds suggestion, on his way back to Philadelphia, determined to volunteer a smooth presentation of his earlier misfortunes, and trust to Addisons interest to make him view the matter in a kindly light. He told him the whole story of how he had been convicted of technical embezzlement in Philadelphia and had served out his term in the Eastern Penitentiary. He also mentioned his divorce and his intention of marrying again.

Addison, who was the weaker man of the two and yet forceful in his own way, admired this courageous stand on Cowperwoods part. It was a braver thing than he himself could or would have achieved. It appealed to his sense of the dramatic. Here was a man who apparently had been dragged down to the very bottom of things, his face forced in the mire, and now he was coming up again strong, hopeful, urgent. The banker knew many highly respected men in Chicago whose early careers, as he was well aware, would not bear too close an inspection, but nothing was thought of that. Some of them were in society, some not, but all of them were powerful. Why should not Cowperwood be allowed to begin all over? He looked at him steadily, at his eyes, at his stocky body, at his smooth, handsome, mustached face. Then he held out his hand.

Mr. Cowperwood, he said, finally, trying to shape his words appropriately, I neednt say that I am pleased with this interesting confession. It appeals to me. Im glad you have made it to me. You neednt say any more at any time. I decided the day I saw you walking into that vestibule that you were an exceptional man; now I know it. You neednt apologize to me. I havent lived in this world fifty years and more without having my eye-teeth cut. Youre welcome to the courtesies of this bank and of my house as long as you care to avail yourself of them. Well cut our cloth as circumstances dictate in the future. Id like to see you come to Chicago, solely because I like you personally. If you decide to settle here Im sure I can be of service to you and you to me. Dont think anything more about it; I shant ever say anything one way or another. You have your own battle to fight, and I wish you luck. Youll get all the aid from me I can honestly give you. Just forget that you told me, and when you get your matrimonial affairs straightened out bring your wife out to see us.

With these things completed Cowperwood took the train back to Philadelphia.

Aileen, he said, when these two met again  she had come to the train to meet him I think the West is the answer for us. I went up to Fargo and looked around up there, but I dont believe we want to go that far. Theres nothing but prairie-grass and Indians out in that country. Howd you like to live in a board shanty, Aileen, he asked, banteringly, with nothing but fried rattlesnakes and prairie-dogs for breakfast? Do you think you could stand that?

Yes, she replied, gaily, hugging his arm, for they had entered a closed carriage; I could stand it if you could. Id go anywhere with you, Frank. Id get me a nice Indian dress with leather and beads all over it and a feather hat like they wear, and

There you go! Certainly! Pretty clothes first of all in a miners shack. Thats the way.

You wouldnt love me long if I didnt put pretty clothes first, she replied, spiritedly. Oh, Im so glad to get you back!

The trouble is, he went on, that that country up there isnt as promising as Chicago. I think were destined to live in Chicago. I made an investment in Fargo, and well have to go up there from time to time, but well eventually locate in Chicago. I dont want to go out there alone again. It isnt pleasant for me. He squeezed her hand. If we cant arrange this thing at once Ill just have to introduce you as my wife for the present.

You havent heard anything more from Mr. Steger? she put in. She was thinking of Stegers efforts to get Mrs. Cowperwood to grant him a divorce.

Not a word.

Isnt it too bad? she sighed.

Well, dont grieve. Things might be worse.

He was thinking of his days in the penitentiary, and so was she. After commenting on the character of Chicago he decided with her that so soon as conditions permitted they would remove themselves to the Western city.

It would be pointless to do more than roughly sketch the period of three years during which the various changes which saw the complete elimination of Cowperwood from Philadelphia and his introduction into Chicago took place. For a time there were merely journeys to and fro, at first more especially to Chicago, then to Fargo, where his transported secretary, Walter Whelpley, was managing under his direction the construction of Fargo business blocks, a short street-car line, and a fair-ground. This interesting venture bore the title of the Fargo Construction and Transportation Company, of which Frank A. Cowperwood was president. His Philadelphia lawyer, Mr. Harper Steger, was for the time being general master of contracts.

For another short period he might have been found living at the Tremont in Chicago, avoiding for the time being, because of Aileens company, anything more than a nodding contact with the important men he had first met, while he looked quietly into the matter of a Chicago brokerage arrangement  a partnership with some established broker who, without too much personal ambition, would bring him a knowledge of Chicago Stock Exchange affairs, personages, and Chicago ventures. On one occasion he took Aileen with him to Fargo, where with a haughty, bored insouciance she surveyed the state of the growing city.

Oh, Frank! she exclaimed, when she saw the plain, wooden, four-story hotel, the long, unpleasing business street, with its motley collection of frame and brick stores, the gaping stretches of houses, facing in most directions unpaved streets. Aileen in her tailored spick-and-spanness, her self-conscious vigor, vanity, and tendency to over-ornament, was a strange contrast to the rugged self-effacement and indifference to personal charm which characterized most of the men and women of this new metropolis. You didnt seriously think of coming out here to live, did you?

She was wondering where her chance for social exchange would come in  her opportunity to shine. Suppose her Frank were to be very rich; suppose he did make very much money  much more than he had ever had even in the past  what good would it do her here? In Philadelphia, before his failure, before she had been suspected of the secret liaison with him, he had been beginning (at least) to entertain in a very pretentious way. If she had been his wife then she might have stepped smartly into Philadelphia society. Out here, good gracious! She turned up her pretty nose in disgust. What an awful place! was her one comment at this most stirring of Western boom towns.

When it came to Chicago, however, and its swirling, increasing life, Aileen was much interested. Between attending to many financial matters Cowperwood saw to it that she was not left alone. He asked her to shop in the local stores and tell him about them; and this she did, driving around in an open carriage, attractively arrayed, a great brown hat emphasizing her pink-and-white complexion and red-gold hair. On different afternoons of their stay he took her to drive over the principal streets. When Aileen was permitted for the first time to see the spacious beauty and richness of Prairie Avenue, the North Shore Drive, Michigan Avenue, and the new mansions on Ashland Boulevard, set in their grassy spaces, the spirit, aspirations, hope, tang of the future Chicago began to work in her blood as it had in Cowperwoods. All of these rich homes were so very new. The great people of Chicago were all newly rich like themselves. She forgot that as yet she was not Cowperwoods wife; she felt herself truly to be so. The streets, set in most instances with a pleasing creamish-brown flagging, lined with young, newly planted trees, the lawns sown to smooth green grass, the windows of the houses trimmed with bright awnings and hung with intricate lace, blowing in a June breeze, the roadways a gray, gritty macadam  all these things touched her fancy. On one drive they skirted the lake on the North Shore, and Aileen, contemplating the chalky, bluish-green waters, the distant sails, the gulls, and then the new bright homes, reflected that in all certitude she would some day be the mistress of one of these splendid mansions. How haughtily she would carry herself; how she would dress! They would have a splendid house, much finer, no doubt, than Franks old one in Philadelphia, with a great ball-room and dining-room where she could give dances and dinners, and where Frank and she would receive as the peers of these Chicago rich people.

Do you suppose we will ever have a house as fine as one of these, Frank? she asked him, longingly.

Ill tell you what my plan is, he said. If you like this Michigan Avenue section well buy a piece of property out here now and hold it. Just as soon as I make the right connections here and see what I am going to do well build a house  something really nice  dont worry. I want to get this divorce matter settled, and then well begin. Meanwhile, if we have to come here, wed better live rather quietly. Dont you think so?

It was now between five and six, that richest portion of a summer day. It had been very warm, but was now cooling, the shade of the western building-line shadowing the roadway, a moted, wine-like air filling the street. As far as the eye could see were carriages, the one great social diversion of Chicago, because there was otherwise so little opportunity for many to show that they had means. The social forces were not as yet clear or harmonious. Jingling harnesses of nickel, silver, and even plated gold were the sign manual of social hope, if not of achievement. Here sped homeward from the city  from office and manufactory  along this one exceptional southern highway, the Via Appia of the South Side, all the urgent aspirants to notable fortunes. Men of wealth who had met only casually in trade here nodded to each other. Smart daughters, society-bred sons, handsome wives came down-town in traps, Victorias, carriages, and vehicles of the latest design to drive home their trade-weary fathers or brothers, relatives or friends. The air was gay with a social hope, a promise of youth and affection, and that fine flush of material life that recreates itself in delight. Lithe, handsome, well-bred animals, singly and in jingling pairs, paced each other down the long, wide, grass-lined street, its fine homes agleam with a rich, complaisant materiality.

Oh! exclaimed Aileen, all at once, seeing the vigorous, forceful men, the handsome matrons, and young women and boys, the nodding and the bowing, feeling a touch of the romance and wonder of it all. I should like to live in Chicago. I believe its nicer than Philadelphia.

Cowperwood, who had fallen so low there, despite his immense capacity, set his teeth in two even rows. His handsome mustache seemed at this moment to have an especially defiant curl. The pair he was driving was physically perfect, lean and nervous, with spoiled, petted faces. He could not endure poor horse-flesh. He drove as only a horse-lover can, his body bolt upright, his own energy and temperament animating his animals. Aileen sat beside him, very proud, consciously erect.

Isnt she beautiful? some of the women observed, as they passed, going north. What a stunning young woman! thought or said the men.

Did you see her? asked a young brother of his sister. Never mind, Aileen, commented Cowperwood, with that iron determination that brooks no defeat. We will be a part of this. Dont fret. You will have everything you want in Chicago, and more besides.

There was tingling over his fingers, into the reins, into the horses, a mysterious vibrating current that was his chemical product, the off-giving of his spirit battery that made his hired horses prance like children. They chafed and tossed their heads and snorted. Aileen was fairly bursting with hope and vanity and longing. Oh, to be Mrs. Frank Algernon Cowperwood here in Chicago, to have a splendid mansion, to have her cards of invitation practically commands which might not be ignored!

Oh, dear! she sighed to herself, mentally. If only it were all true  now.

It is thus that life at its topmost toss irks and pains. Beyond is ever the unattainable, the lure of the infinite with its infinite ache.

Oh, life! oh, youth! oh, hope! oh, years! Oh pain-winged fancy, beating forth with fears.


Chapter IV

Peter Laughlin & Co.

The partnership which Cowperwood eventually made with an old-time Board of Trade operator, Peter Laughlin, was eminently to his satisfaction. Laughlin was a tall, gaunt speculator who had spent most of his living days in Chicago, having come there as a boy from western Missouri. He was a typical Chicago Board of Trade operator of the old school, having an Andrew Jacksonish countenance, and a Henry Clay  Davy Crockett Long John Wentworth build of body.

Cowperwood from his youth up had had a curious interest in quaint characters, and he was interesting to them; they took to him. He could, if he chose to take the trouble, fit himself in with the odd psychology of almost any individual. In his early peregrinations in La Salle Street he inquired after clever traders on change, and then gave them one small commission after another in order to get acquainted. Thus he stumbled one morning on old Peter Laughlin, wheat and corn trader, who had an office in La Salle Street near Madison, and who did a modest business gambling for himself and others in grain and Eastern railway shares. Laughlin was a shrewd, canny American, originally, perhaps, of Scotch extraction, who had all the traditional American blemishes of uncouthness, tobacco-chewing, profanity, and other small vices. Cowperwood could tell from looking at him that he must have a fund of information concerning every current Chicagoan of importance, and this fact alone was certain to be of value. Then the old man was direct, plain-spoken, simple-appearing, and wholly unpretentious  qualities which Cowperwood deemed invaluable.

Once or twice in the last three years Laughlin had lost heavily on private corners that he had attempted to engineer, and the general feeling was that he was now becoming cautious, or, in other words, afraid. Just the man, Cowperwood thought. So one morning he called upon Laughlin, intending to open a small account with him.

Henry, he heard the old man say, as he entered Laughlins fair-sized but rather dusty office, to a young, preternaturally solemn-looking clerk, a fit assistant for Peter Laughlin, git me them there Pittsburg and Lake Erie sheers, will you? Seeing Cowperwood waiting, he added, What kin I do for ye?

Cowperwood smiled. So he calls them sheers, does he? he thought. Good! I think Ill like him.

He introduced himself as coming from Philadelphia, and went on to say that he was interested in various Chicago ventures, inclined to invest in any good stock which would rise, and particularly desirous to buy into some corporation  public utility preferred  which would be certain to grow with the expansion of the city.

Old Laughlin, who was now all of sixty years of age, owned a seat on the Board, and was worth in the neighborhood of two hundred thousand dollars, looked at Cowperwood quizzically.

Well, now, if youd a come along here ten or fifteen years ago you might a got in on the ground floor of a lot of things, he observed. There was these here gas companies, now, that them Otway and Apperson boys got in on, and then all these here street-railways. Why, Im the feller that told Eddie Parkinson what a fine thing he could make out of it if he would go and organize that North State Street line. He promised me a bunch of sheers if he ever worked it out, but he never give em to me. I didnt expect him to, though, he added, wisely, and with a glint. Im too old a trader for that. Hes out of it now, anyway. That Michaels-Kennelly crowd skinned him. Yep, if youd a been here ten or fifteen years ago you might a got in on that. Taint no use a-thinkin about that, though, any more. Them sheers is sellin fer clost onto a hundred and sixty.

Cowperwood smiled. Well, Mr. Laughlin, he observed, you must have been on change a long time here. You seem to know a good deal of what has gone on in the past.

Yep, ever since 1852, replied the old man. He had a thick growth of upstanding hair looking not unlike a roosters comb, a long and what threatened eventually to become a Punch-and-Judy chin, a slightly aquiline nose, high cheek-bones, and hollow, brown-skinned cheeks. His eyes were as clear and sharp as those of a lynx.

To tell you the truth, Mr. Laughlin, went on Cowperwood, what Im really out here in Chicago for is to find a man with whom I can go into partnership in the brokerage business. Now Im in the banking and brokerage business myself in the East. I have a firm in Philadelphia and a seat on both the New York and Philadelphia exchanges. I have some affairs in Fargo also. Any trade agency can tell you about me. You have a Board of Trade seat here, and no doubt you do some New York and Philadelphia exchange business. The new firm, if you would go in with me, could handle it all direct. Im a rather strong outside man myself. Im thinking of locating permanently in Chicago. What would you say now to going into business with me? Do you think we could get along in the same office space?

Cowperwood had a way, when he wanted to be pleasant, of beating the fingers of his two hands together, finger for finger, tip for tip. He also smiled at the same time  or, rather, beamed  his eyes glowing with a warm, magnetic, seemingly affectionate light.

As it happened, old Peter Laughlin had arrived at that psychological moment when he was wishing that some such opportunity as this might appear and be available. He was a lonely man, never having been able to bring himself to trust his peculiar temperament in the hands of any woman. As a matter of fact, he had never understood women at all, his relations being confined to those sad immoralities of the cheapest character which only money  grudgingly given, at that  could buy. He lived in three small rooms in West Harrison Street, near Throup, where he cooked his own meals at times. His one companion was a small spaniel, simple and affectionate, a she dog, Jennie by name, with whom he slept. Jennie was a docile, loving companion, waiting for him patiently by day in his office until he was ready to go home at night. He talked to this spaniel quite as he would to a human being (even more intimately, perhaps), taking the dogs glances, tail-waggings, and general movements for answer. In the morning when he arose, which was often as early as half past four, or even four  he was a brief sleeper  he would begin by pulling on his trousers (he seldom bathed any more except at a down-town barber shop) and talking to Jennie.

Git up, now, Jinnie, he would say. Its time to git up. Weve got to make our coffee now and git some breakfast. I can see yuh, lyin there, pertendin to be asleep. Come on, now! Youve had sleep enough. Youve been sleepin as long as I have.

Jennie would be watching him out of the corner of one loving eye, her tail tap-tapping on the bed, her free ear going up and down.

When he was fully dressed, his face and hands washed, his old string tie pulled around into a loose and convenient knot, his hair brushed upward, Jennie would get up and jump demonstratively about, as much as to say, You see how prompt I am.

Thats the way, old Laughlin would comment. Allers last. Yuh never git up first, do yuh, Jinnie? Allers let yer old man do that, dont you?

On bitter days, when the car-wheels squeaked and ones ears and fingers seemed to be in danger of freezing, old Laughlin, arrayed in a heavy, dusty greatcoat of ancient vintage and a square hat, would carry Jennie down-town in a greenish-black bag along with some of his beloved sheers which he was meditating on. Only then could he take Jennie in the cars. On other days they would walk, for he liked exercise. He would get to his office as early as seven-thirty or eight, though business did not usually begin until after nine, and remain until four-thirty or five, reading the papers or calculating during the hours when there were no customers. Then he would take Jennie and go for a walk or to call on some business acquaintance. His home room, the newspapers, the floor of the exchange, his offices, and the streets were his only resources. He cared nothing for plays, books, pictures, music  and for women only in his one-angled, mentally impoverished way. His limitations were so marked that to a lover of character like Cowperwood he was fascinating  but Cowperwood only used character. He never idled over it long artistically.

As Cowperwood suspected, what old Laughlin did not know about Chicago financial conditions, deals, opportunities, and individuals was scarcely worth knowing. Being only a trader by instinct, neither an organizer nor an executive, he had never been able to make any great constructive use of his knowledge. His gains and his losses he took with reasonable equanimity, exclaiming over and over, when he lost: Shucks! I hadnt orter have done that, and snapping his fingers. When he won heavily or was winning he munched tobacco with a seraphic smile and occasionally in the midst of trading would exclaim: You fellers better come in. Its a-gonta rain some more. He was not easy to trap in any small gambling game, and only lost or won when there was a free, open struggle in the market, or when he was engineering some little scheme of his own.

The matter of this partnership was not arranged at once, although it did not take long. Old Peter Laughlin wanted to think it over, although he had immediately developed a personal fancy for Cowperwood. In a way he was the latters victim and servant from the start. They met day after day to discuss various details and terms; finally, true to his instincts, old Peter demanded a full half interest.

Now, you dont want that much, Laughlin, Cowperwood suggested, quite blandly. They were sitting in Laughlins private office between four and five in the afternoon, and Laughlin was chewing tobacco with the sense of having a fine, interesting problem before him. I have a seat on the New York Stock Exchange, he went on, and thats worth forty thousand dollars. My seat on the Philadelphia exchange is worth more than yours here. They will naturally figure as the principal assets of the firm. Its to be in your name. Ill be liberal with you, though. Instead of a third, which would be fair, Ill make it forty-nine per cent., and well call the firm Peter Laughlin & Co. I like you, and I think you can be of a lot of use to me. I know you will make more money through me than you have alone. I could go in with a lot of these silk-stocking fellows around here, but I dont want to. Youd better decide right now, and lets get to work.

Old Laughlin was pleased beyond measure that young Cowperwood should want to go in with him. He had become aware of late that all of the young, smug newcomers on change considered him an old fogy. Here was a strong, brave young Easterner, twenty years his junior, evidently as shrewd as himself  more so, he feared  who actually proposed a business alliance. Besides, Cowperwood, in his young, healthy, aggressive way, was like a breath of spring.

I aint keerin so much about the name, rejoined Laughlin. You can fix it that-a-way if you want to. Givin you fifty-one per cent. gives you charge of this here shebang. All right, though; I aint a-kickin. I guess I can manage allus to git whats a-comin to me.

Its a bargain, then, said Cowperwood. Well want new offices, Laughlin, dont you think? This ones a little dark.

Fix it up any way you like, Mr. Cowperwood. Its all the same to me. Ill be glad to see how yer do it.

In a week the details were completed, and two weeks later the sign of Peter Laughlin & Co., grain and commission merchants, appeared over the door of a handsome suite of rooms on the ground floor of a corner at La Salle and Madison, in the heart of the Chicago financial district.

Get onto old Laughlin, will you? one broker observed to another, as they passed the new, pretentious commission-house with its splendid plate-glass windows, and observed the heavy, ornate bronze sign placed on either side of the door, which was located exactly on the corner. Whats struck him? I thought he was almost all through. Whos the Company?

I dont know. Some fellow from the East, I think.

Well, hes certainly moving up. Look at the plate glass, will you?

It was thus that Frank Algernon Cowperwoods Chicago financial career was definitely launched.


Chapter V

Concerning A Wife And Family

If any one fancies for a moment that this commercial move on the part of Cowperwood was either hasty or ill-considered they but little appreciate the incisive, apprehensive psychology of the man. His thoughts as to life and control (tempered and hardened by thirteen months of reflection in the Eastern District Penitentiary) had given him a fixed policy. He could, should, and would rule alone. No man must ever again have the least claim on him save that of a suppliant. He wanted no more dangerous combinations such as he had had with Stener, the man through whom he had lost so much in Philadelphia, and others. By right of financial intellect and courage he was first, and would so prove it. Men must swing around him as planets around the sun.

Moreover, since his fall from grace in Philadelphia he had come to think that never again, perhaps, could he hope to become socially acceptable in the sense in which the so-called best society of a city interprets the phrase; and pondering over this at odd moments, he realized that his future allies in all probability would not be among the rich and socially important  the clannish, snobbish elements of society  but among the beginners and financially strong men who had come or were coming up from the bottom, and who had no social hopes whatsoever. There were many such. If through luck and effort he became sufficiently powerful financially he might then hope to dictate to society. Individualistic and even anarchistic in character, and without a shred of true democracy, yet temperamentally he was in sympathy with the mass more than he was with the class, and he understood the mass better. Perhaps this, in a way, will explain his desire to connect himself with a personality so naive and strange as Peter Laughlin. He had annexed him as a surgeon selects a special knife or instrument for an operation, and, shrewd as old Laughlin was, he was destined to be no more than a tool in Cowperwoods strong hands, a mere hustling messenger, content to take orders from this swiftest of moving brains. For the present Cowperwood was satisfied to do business under the firm name of Peter Laughlin & Co.  as a matter of fact, he preferred it; for he could thus keep himself sufficiently inconspicuous to avoid undue attention, and gradually work out one or two coups by which he hoped to firmly fix himself in the financial future of Chicago.

As the most essential preliminary to the social as well as the financial establishment of himself and Aileen in Chicago, Harper Steger, Cowperwoods lawyer, was doing his best all this while to ingratiate himself in the confidence of Mrs. Cowperwood, who had no faith in lawyers any more than she had in her recalcitrant husband. She was now a tall, severe, and rather plain woman, but still bearing the marks of the former passive charm that had once interested Cowperwood. Notable crows-feet had come about the corners of her nose, mouth, and eyes. She had a remote, censorious, subdued, self-righteous, and even injured air.

The cat-like Steger, who had all the graceful contemplative air of a prowling Tom, was just the person to deal with her. A more suavely cunning and opportunistic soul never was. His motto might well have been, speak softly and step lightly.

My dear Mrs. Cowperwood, he argued, seated in her modest West Philadelphia parlor one spring afternoon, I need not tell you what a remarkable man your husband is, nor how useless it is to combat him. Admitting all his faults  and we can agree, if you please, that they are many  Mrs. Cowperwood stirred with irritation still it is not worth while to attempt to hold him to a strict account. You know  and Mr. Steger opened his thin, artistic hands in a deprecatory way what sort of a man Mr. Cowperwood is, and whether he can be coerced or not. He is not an ordinary man, Mrs. Cowperwood. No man could have gone through what he has and be where he is to-day, and be an average man. If you take my advice you will let him go his way. Grant him a divorce. He is willing, even anxious to make a definite provision for you and your children. He will, I am sure, look liberally after their future. But he is becoming very irritable over your unwillingness to give him a legal separation, and unless you do I am very much afraid that the whole matter will be thrown into the courts. If, before it comes to that, I could effect an arrangement agreeable to you, I would be much pleased. As you know, I have been greatly grieved by the whole course of your recent affairs. I am intensely sorry that things are as they are.

Mr. Steger lifted his eyes in a very pained, deprecatory way. He regretted deeply the shifty currents of this troubled world.

Mrs. Cowperwood for perhaps the fifteenth or twentieth time heard him to the end in patience. Cowperwood would not return. Steger was as much her friend as any other lawyer would be. Besides, he was socially agreeable to her. Despite his Machiavellian profession, she half believed him. He went over, tactfully, a score of additional points. Finally, on the twenty-first visit, and with seemingly great distress, he told her that her husband had decided to break with her financially, to pay no more bills, and do nothing until his responsibility had been fixed by the courts, and that he, Steger, was about to retire from the case. Mrs. Cowperwood felt that she must yield; she named her ultimatum. If he would fix two hundred thousand dollars on her and the children (this was Cowperwoods own suggestion) and later on do something commercially for their only son, Frank, junior, she would let him go. She disliked to do it. She knew that it meant the triumph of Aileen Butler, such as it was. But, after all, that wretched creature had been properly disgraced in Philadelphia. It was not likely she could ever raise her head socially anywhere any more. She agreed to file a plea which Steger would draw up for her, and by that oily gentlemans machinations it was finally wormed through the local court in the most secret manner imaginable. The merest item in three of the Philadelphia papers some six weeks later reported that a divorce had been granted. When Mrs. Cowperwood read it she wondered greatly that so little attention had been attracted by it. She had feared a much more extended comment. She little knew the cat-like prowlings, legal and journalistic, of her husbands interesting counsel. When Cowperwood read it on one of his visits to Chicago he heaved a sigh of relief. At last it was really true. Now he could make Aileen his wife. He telegraphed her an enigmatic message of congratulation. When Aileen read it she thrilled from head to foot. Now, shortly, she would become the legal bride of Frank Algernon Cowperwood, the newly enfranchised Chicago financier, and then  

Oh, she said, in her Philadelphia home, when she read it, isnt that splendid! Now Ill be Mrs. Cowperwood. Oh, dear!

Mrs. Frank Algernon Cowperwood number one, thinking over her husbands liaison, failure, imprisonment, pyrotechnic operations at the time of the Jay Cooke failure, and his present financial ascendancy, wondered at the mystery of life. There must be a God. The Bible said so. Her husband, evil though he was, could not be utterly bad, for he had made ample provision for her, and the children liked him. Certainly, at the time of the criminal prosecution he was no worse than some others who had gone free. Yet he had been convicted, and she was sorry for that and had always been. He was an able and ruthless man. She hardly knew what to think. The one person she really did blame was the wretched, vain, empty-headed, ungodly Aileen Butler, who had been his seductress and was probably now to be his wife. God would punish her, no doubt. He must. So she went to church on Sundays and tried to believe, come what might, that all was for the best.


Chapter VI

The New Queen of the Home

The day Cowperwood and Aileen were married  it was in an obscure village called Dalston, near Pittsburg, in western Pennsylvania, where they had stopped off to manage this matter  he had said to her: I want to tell you, dear, that you and I are really beginning life all over. Now it depends on how well we play this game as to how well we succeed. If you will listen to me we wont try to do anything much socially in Chicago for the present. Of course well have to meet a few people. That cant be avoided. Mr. and Mrs. Addison are anxious to meet you, and Ive delayed too long in that matter as it is. But what I mean is that I dont believe its advisable to push this social exchange too far. People are sure to begin to make inquiries if we do. My plan is to wait a little while and then build a really fine house so that we wont need to rebuild. Were going to go to Europe next spring, if things go right, and we may get some ideas over there. Im going to put in a good big gallery, he concluded. While were traveling we might as well see what we can find in the way of pictures and so on.

Aileen was thrilling with anticipation. Oh, Frank, she said to him, quite ecstatically, youre so wonderful! You do everything you want, dont you?

Not quite, he said, deprecatingly; but it isnt for not wanting to. Chance has a little to say about some of these chings, Aileen.

She stood in front of him, as she often did, her plump, ringed hands on his shoulders, and looked into those steady, lucid pools  his eyes. Another man, less leonine, and with all his shifting thoughts, might have had to contend with the handicap of a shifty gaze; he fronted the queries and suspicions of the world with a seeming candor that was as disarming as that of a child. The truth was he believed in himself, and himself only, and thence sprang his courage to think as he pleased. Aileen wondered, but could get no answer.

Oh, you big tiger! she said. You great, big lion! Boo!

He pinched her cheek and smiled. Poor Aileen! he thought. She little knew the unsolvable mystery that he was even to himself  to himself most of all.

Immediately after their marriage Cowperwood and Aileen journeyed to Chicago direct, and took the best rooms that the Tremont provided, for the time being. A little later they heard of a comparatively small furnished house at Twenty-third and Michigan Avenue, which, with horses and carriages thrown in, was to be had for a season or two on lease. They contracted for it at once, installing a butler, servants, and the general service of a well-appointed home. Here, because he thought it was only courteous, and not because he thought it was essential or wise at this time to attempt a social onslaught, he invited the Addisons and one or two others whom he felt sure would come  Alexander Rambaud, president of the Chicago & Northwestern, and his wife, and Taylor Lord, an architect whom he had recently called into consultation and whom he found socially acceptable. Lord, like the Addisons, was in society, but only as a minor figure.

Trust Cowperwood to do the thing as it should be done. The place they had leased was a charming little gray-stone house, with a neat flight of granite, balustraded steps leading up to its wide-arched door, and a judicious use of stained glass to give its interior an artistically subdued atmosphere. Fortunately, it was furnished in good taste. Cowperwood turned over the matter of the dinner to a caterer and decorator. Aileen had nothing to do but dress, and wait, and look her best.

I neednt tell you, he said, in the morning, on leaving, that I want you to look nice to-night, pet. I want the Addisons and Mr. Rambaud to like you.

A hint was more than sufficient for Aileen, though really it was not needed. On arriving at Chicago she had sought and discovered a French maid. Although she had brought plenty of dresses from Philadelphia, she had been having additional winter costumes prepared by the best and most expensive mistress of the art in Chicago  Theresa Donovan. Only the day before she had welcomed home a golden-yellow silk under heavy green lace, which, with her reddish-gold hair and her white arms and neck, seemed to constitute an unusual harmony. Her boudoir on the night of the dinner presented a veritable riot of silks, satins, laces, lingerie, hair ornaments, perfumes, jewels  anything and everything which might contribute to the feminine art of being beautiful. Once in the throes of a toilet composition, Aileen invariably became restless and energetic, almost fidgety, and her maid, Fadette, was compelled to move quickly. Fresh from her bath, a smooth, ivory Venus, she worked quickly through silken lingerie, stockings and shoes, to her hair. Fadette had an idea to suggest for the hair. Would Madame let her try a new swirl she had seen? Madame would  yes. So there were movings of her mass of rich glinting tresses this way and that. Somehow it would not do. A braided effect was then tried, and instantly discarded; finally a double looping, without braids, low over the forehead, caught back with two dark-green bands, crossing like an X above the center of her forehead and fastened with a diamond sunburst, served admirably. In her filmy, lacy boudoir costume of pink silk Aileen stood up and surveyed herself in the full-length mirror.

Yes, she said, turning her head this way and that.

Then came the dress from Donovans, rustling and crisping. She slipped into it wonderingly, critically, while Fadette worked at the back, the arms, about her knees, doing one little essential thing after another.

Oh, Madame! she exclaimed. Oh, charmant! Ze hair, it go weeth it perfect. It ees so full, so beyutiful here  she pointed to the hips, where the lace formed a clinging basque. Oh, tees varee, varee nize.

Aileen glowed, but with scarcely a smile. She was concerned. It wasnt so much her toilet, which must be everything that it should be  but this Mr. Addison, who was so rich and in society, and Mr. Rambaud, who was very powerful, Frank said, must like her. It was the necessity to put her best foot forward now that was really troubling her. She must interest these men mentally, perhaps, as well as physically, and with social graces, and that was not so easy. For all her money and comfort in Philadelphia she had never been in society in its best aspects, had never done social entertaining of any real importance. Frank was the most important man who had ever crossed her path. No doubt Mr. Rambaud had a severe, old-fashioned wife. How would she talk to her? And Mrs. Addison! She would know and see everything. Aileen almost talked out loud to herself in a consoling way as she dressed, so strenuous were her thoughts; but she went on, adding the last touches to her physical graces.

When she finally went down-stairs to see how the dining and reception rooms looked, and Fadette began putting away the welter of discarded garments  she was a radiant vision  a splendid greenish-gold figure, with gorgeous hair, smooth, soft, shapely ivory arms, a splendid neck and bust, and a swelling form. She felt beautiful, and yet she was a little nervous  truly. Frank himself would be critical. She went about looking into the dining-room, which, by the caterers art, had been transformed into a kind of jewel-box glowing with flowers, silver, gold, tinted glass, and the snowy whiteness of linen. It reminded her of an opal flashing all its soft fires. She went into the general reception-room, where was a grand piano finished in pink and gold, upon which, with due thought to her one accomplishment  her playing  she had arranged the songs and instrumental pieces she did best. Aileen was really not a brilliant musician. For the first time in her life she felt matronly  as if now she were not a girl any more, but a woman grown, with some serious responsibilities, and yet she was not really suited to the role. As a matter of fact, her thoughts were always fixed on the artistic, social, and dramatic aspects of life, with unfortunately a kind of nebulosity of conception which permitted no condensation into anything definite or concrete. She could only be wildly and feverishly interested. Just then the door clicked to Franks key  it was nearing six  and in he came, smiling, confident, a perfect atmosphere of assurance.

Well! he observed, surveying her in the soft glow of the reception-room lighted by wall candles judiciously arranged. Whos the vision floating around here? Im almost afraid to touch you. Much powder on those arms?

He drew her into his arms, and she put up her mouth with a sense of relief. Obviously, he must think that she looked charming.

I am chalky, I guess. Youll just have to stand it, though. Youre going to dress, anyhow.

She put her smooth, plump arms about his neck, and he felt pleased. This was the kind of a woman to have  a beauty. Her neck was resplendent with a string of turquoise, her fingers too heavily jeweled, but still beautiful. She was faintly redolent of hyacinth or lavender. Her hair appealed to him, and, above all, the rich yellow silk of her dress, flashing fulgurously through the closely netted green.

Charming, girlie. Youve outdone yourself. I havent seen this dress before. Where did you get it?

Here in Chicago.

He lifted her warm fingers, surveying her train, and turned her about.

You dont need any advice. You ought to start a school.

Am I all right? she queried, smartly, but with a sense of self-distrust for the moment, and all because of him.

Youre perfect. Couldnt be nicer. Splendid!

She took heart.

I wish your friends would think so. Youd better hurry.

He went up-stairs, and she followed, looking first into the dining-room again. At least that was right. Surely Frank was a master.

At seven the plop of the feet of carriage-horses was heard, and a moment later Louis, the butler, was opening the door. Aileen went down, a little nervous, a little frigid, trying to think of many pleasant things, and wondering whether she would really succeed in being entertaining. Cowperwood accompanied her, a very different person in so far as mood and self-poise were concerned. To himself his own future was always secure, and that of Aileens if he wished to make it so. The arduous, upward-ascending rungs of the social ladder that were troubling her had no such significance to him.

The dinner, as such simple things go, was a success from what might be called a managerial and pictorial point of view. Cowperwood, because of his varied tastes and interests, could discuss railroading with Mr. Rambaud in a very definite and illuminating way; could talk architecture with Mr. Lord as a student, for instance, of rare promise would talk with a master; and with a woman like Mrs. Addison or Mrs. Rambaud he could suggest or follow appropriate leads. Aileen, unfortunately, was not so much at home, for her natural state and mood were remote not so much from a serious as from an accurate conception of life. So many things, except in a very nebulous and suggestive way, were sealed books to Aileen  merely faint, distant tinklings. She knew nothing of literature except certain authors who to the truly cultured might seem banal. As for art, it was merely a jingle of names gathered from Cowperwoods private comments. Her one redeeming feature was that she was truly beautiful herself  a radiant, vibrating objet dart. A man like Rambaud, remote, conservative, constructive, saw the place of a woman like Aileen in the life of a man like Cowperwood on the instant. She was such a woman as he would have prized himself in a certain capacity.

Sex interest in all strong men usually endures unto the end, governed sometimes by a stoic resignation. The experiment of such attraction can, as they well know, be made over and over, but to what end? For many it becomes too troublesome. Yet the presence of so glittering a spectacle as Aileen on this night touched Mr. Rambaud with an ancient ambition. He looked at her almost sadly. Once he was much younger. But alas, he had never attracted the flaming interest of any such woman. As he studied her now he wished that he might have enjoyed such good fortune.

In contrast with Aileens orchid glow and tinted richness Mrs. Rambauds simple gray silk, the collar of which came almost to her ears, was disturbing  almost reproving  but Mrs. Rambauds ladylike courtesy and generosity made everything all right. She came out of intellectual New England  the Emerson-Thoreau-Channing Phillips school of philosophy  and was broadly tolerant. As a matter of fact, she liked Aileen and all the Orient richness she represented. Such a sweet little house this is, she said, smilingly. Weve noticed it often. Were not so far removed from you but what we might be called neighbors.

Aileens eyes spoke appreciation. Although she could not fully grasp Mrs. Rambaud, she understood her, in a way, and liked her. She was probably something like her own mother would have been if the latter had been highly educated. While they were moving into the reception-room Taylor Lord was announced. Cowperwood took his hand and brought him forward to the others.

Mrs. Cowperwood, said Lord, admiringly  a tall, rugged, thoughtful person let me be one of many to welcome you to Chicago. After Philadelphia you will find some things to desire at first, but we all come to like it eventually.

Oh, Im sure I shall, smiled Aileen.

I lived in Philadelphia years ago, but only for a little while, added Lord. I left there to come here.

The observation gave Aileen the least pause, but she passed it over lightly. This sort of accidental reference she must learn to expect; there might be much worse bridges to cross.

I find Chicago all right, she replied, briskly. Theres nothing the matter with it. It has more snap than Philadelphia ever had.

Im glad to hear you say that. I like it so much. Perhaps its because I find such interesting things to do here.

He was admiring the splendor of her arms and hair. What need had beautiful woman to be intellectual, anyhow, he was saying to himself, sensing that Aileen might be deficient in ultimate refinement.

Once more an announcement from the butler, and now Mr. and Mrs. Addison entered. Addison was not at all concerned over coming here  liked the idea of it; his own position and that of his wife in Chicago was secure. How are you, Cowperwood? he beamed, laying one hand on the latters shoulder. This is fine of you to have us in to-night. Mrs. Cowperwood, Ive been telling your husband for nearly a year now that he should bring you out here. Did he tell you? (Addison had not as yet confided to his wife the true history of Cowperwood and Aileen.)

Yes, indeed, replied Aileen, gaily, feeling that Addison was charmed by her beauty. Ive been wanting to come, too. Its his fault that I wasnt here sooner.

Addison, looking circumspectly at Aileen, said to himself that she was certainly a stunning-looking woman. So she was the cause of the first wifes suit. No wonder. What a splendid creature! He contrasted her with Mrs. Addison, and to his wifes disadvantage. She had never been as striking, as stand-upish as Aileen, though possibly she might have more sense. Jove! if he could find a woman like Aileen to-day. Life would take on a new luster. And yet he had women  very carefully, very subterraneously. But he had them.

Its such a pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Addison, a corpulent, bejeweled lady, was saying to Aileen. My husband and yours have become the best of friends, apparently. We must see more of each other.

She babbled on in a puffy social way, and Aileen felt as though she were getting along swiftly. The butler brought in a great tray of appetizers and cordials, and put them softly on a remote table. Dinner was served, and the talk flowed on; they discussed the growth of the city, a new church that Lord was building ten blocks farther out; Rambaud told about some humorous land swindles. It was quite gay. Meanwhile Aileen did her best to become interested in Mrs. Rambaud and Mrs. Addison. She liked the latter somewhat better, solely because it was a little easier to talk to her. Mrs. Rambaud Aileen knew to be the wiser and more charitable woman, but she frightened her a little; presently she had to fall back on Mr. Lords help. He came to her rescue gallantly, talking of everything that came into his mind. All the men outside of Cowperwood were thinking how splendid Aileen was physically, how white were her arms, how rounded her neck and shoulders, how rich her hair.


Chapter VII

Chicago Gas

Old Peter Laughlin, rejuvenated by Cowperwoods electric ideas, was making money for the house. He brought many bits of interesting gossip from the floor, and such shrewd guesses as to what certain groups and individuals were up to, that Cowperwood was able to make some very brilliant deductions.

By Gosh! Frank, I think I know exactly what them fellers are trying to do, Laughlin would frequently remark of a morning, after he had lain in his lonely Harrison Street bed meditating the major portion of the night. That there Stock Yards gang (and by gang he meant most of the great manipulators, like Arneel, Hand, Schryhart and others) are after corn again. We want to git long o that now, or I miss my guess. What do you think, huh?

Cowperwood, schooled by now in many Western subtleties which he had not previously known, and daily becoming wiser, would as a rule give an instantaneous decision.

Youre right. Risk a hundred thousand bushels. I think New York Central is going to drop a point or two in a few days. Wed better go short a point.

Laughlin could never figure out quite how it was that Cowperwood always seemed to know and was ready to act quite as quickly in local matters as he was himself. He understood his wisdom concerning Eastern shares and things dealt in on the Eastern exchange, but these Chicago matters?

Whut makes you think that? he asked Cowperwood, one day, quite curiously.

Why, Peter, Cowperwood replied, quite simply, Anton Videra (one of the directors of the Wheat and Corn Bank) was in here yesterday while you were on change, and he was telling me. He described a situation which Videra had outlined.

Laughlin knew Videra as a strong, wealthy Pole who had come up in the last few years. It was strange how Cowperwood naturally got in with these wealthy men and won their confidence so quickly. Videra would never have become so confidential with him.

Huh! he exclaimed. Well, if he says it its moren likely so.

So Laughlin bought, and Peter Laughlin & Co. won.

But this grain and commission business, while it was yielding a profit which would average about twenty thousand a year to each partner, was nothing more to Cowperwood than a source of information.

He wanted to get in on something that was sure to bring very great returns within a reasonable time and that would not leave him in any such desperate situation as he was at the time of the Chicago fire  spread out very thin, as he put it. He had interested in his ventures a small group of Chicago men who were watching him  Judah Addison, Alexander Rambaud, Millard Bailey, Anton Videra  men who, although not supreme figures by any means, had free capital. He knew that he could go to them with any truly sound proposition. The one thing that most attracted his attention was the Chicago gas situation, because there was a chance to step in almost unheralded in an as yet unoccupied territory; with franchises once secured  the reader can quite imagine how  he could present himself, like a Hamilcar Barca in the heart of Spain or a Hannibal at the gates of Rome, with a demand for surrender and a division of spoils.

There were at this time three gas companies operating in the three different divisions of the city  the three sections, or sides, as they were called  South, West, and North, and of these the Chicago Gas, Light, and Coke Company, organized in 1848 to do business on the South Side, was the most flourishing and important. The Peoples Gas, Light, and Coke Company, doing business on the West Side, was a few years younger than the South Chicago company, and had been allowed to spring into existence through the foolish self-confidence of the organizer and directors of the South Side company, who had fancied that neither the West Side nor the North Side was going to develop very rapidly for a number of years to come, and had counted on the city councils allowing them to extend their mains at any time to these other portions of the city. A third company, the North Chicago Gas Illuminating Company, had been organized almost simultaneously with the West Side company by the same process through which the other companies had been brought into life  their avowed intention, like that of the West Side company, being to confine their activities to the sections from which the organizers presumably came.

Cowperwoods first project was to buy out and combine the three old city companies. With this in view he looked up the holders in all three corporations  their financial and social status. It was his idea that by offering them three for one, or even four for one, for every dollar represented by the market value of their stock he might buy in and capitalize the three companies as one. Then, by issuing sufficient stock to cover all his obligations, he would reap a rich harvest and at the same time leave himself in charge. He approached Judah Addison first as the most available man to help float a scheme of this kind. He did not want him as a partner so much as he wanted him as an investor.

Well, Ill tell you how I feel about this, said Addison, finally. Youve hit on a great idea here. Its a wonder it hasnt occurred to some one else before. And youll want to keep rather quiet about it, or some one else will rush in and do it. We have a lot of venturesome men out here. But I like you, and Im with you. Now it wouldnt be advisable for me to go in on this personally  not openly, anyhow  but Ill promise to see that you get some of the money you want. I like your idea of a central holding company, or pool, with you in charge as trustee, and Im perfectly willing that you should manage it, for I think you can do it. Anyhow, that leaves me out, apparently, except as an Investor. But you will have to get two or three others to help carry this guarantee with me. Have you any one in mind?

Oh yes, replied Cowperwood. Certainly. I merely came to you first. He mentioned Rambaud, Videra, Bailey, and others.

Theyre all right, said Addison, if you can get them. But Im not sure, even then, that you can induce these other fellows to sell out. Theyre not investors in the ordinary sense. Theyre people who look on this gas business as their private business. They started it. They like it. They built the gas-tanks and laid the mains. It wont be easy.

Cowperwood found, as Addison predicted, that it was not such an easy matter to induce the various stock-holders and directors in the old companies to come in on any such scheme of reorganization. A closer, more unresponsive set of men he was satisfied he had never met. His offer to buy outright at three or four for one they refused absolutely. The stock in each case was selling from one hundred and seventy to two hundred and ten, and intrinsically was worth more every year, as the city was growing larger and its need of gas greater. At the same time they were suspicious  one and all  of any combination scheme by an outsider. Who was he? Whom did he represent? He could make it clear that he had ample capital, but not who his backers were. The old officers and directors fancied that it was a scheme on the part of some of the officers and directors of one of the other companies to get control and oust them. Why should they sell? Why be tempted by greater profits from their stock when they were doing very well as it was? Because of his newness to Chicago and his lack of connection as yet with large affairs Cowperwood was eventually compelled to turn to another scheme  that of organizing new companies in the suburbs as an entering-wedge of attack upon the city proper. Suburbs such as Lake View and Hyde Park, having town or village councils of their own, were permitted to grant franchises to water, gas, and street-railway companies duly incorporated under the laws of the state. Cowperwood calculated that if he could form separate and seemingly distinct companies for each of the villages and towns, and one general company for the city later, he would be in a position to dictate terms to the older organizations. It was simply a question of obtaining his charters and franchises before his rivals had awakened to the situation.

The one difficulty was that he knew absolutely nothing of the business of gas  its practical manufacture and distribution  and had never been particularly interested init. Street-railroading, his favorite form of municipal profit-seeking, and one upon which he had acquired an almost endless fund of specialized information, offered no present practical opportunity for him here in Chicago. He meditated on the situation, did some reading on the manufacture of gas, and then suddenly, as was his luck, found an implement ready to his hand.

It appeared that in the course of the life and growth of the South Side company there had once been a smaller organization founded by a man by the name of Sippens  Henry De Soto Sippens  who had entered and actually secured, by some hocus-pocus, a franchise to manufacture and sell gas in the down-town districts, but who had been annoyed by all sorts of legal processes until he had finally been driven out or persuaded to get out. He was now in the real-estate business in Lake View. Old Peter Laughlin knew him.

Hes a smart little cuss, Laughlin told Cowperwood. I thort onct hed make a go of it, but they ketched him where his hair was short, and he had to let go. There was an explosion in his tank over here near the river onct, an I think he thort them fellers blew him up. Anyhow, he got out. I aint seen ner heard sight of him fer years.

Cowperwood sent old Peter to look up Mr. Sippens and find out what he was really doing, and whether he would be interested to get back in the gas business. Enter, then, a few days later into the office of Peter Laughlin & Co. Henry De Soto Sippens. He was a very little man, about fifty years of age; he wore a high, four-cornered, stiff felt hat, with a short brown business coat (which in summer became seersucker) and square-toed shoes; he looked for all the world like a country drug or book store owner, with perhaps the air of a country doctor or lawyer superadded. His cuffs protruded too far from his coat-sleeves, his necktie bulged too far out of his vest, and his high hat was set a little too far back on his forehead; otherwise he was acceptable, pleasant, and interesting. He had short side-burns  reddish brown  which stuck out quite defiantly, and his eyebrows were heavy.

Mr. Sippens, said Cowperwood, blandly, you were once in the gas manufacturing and distributing business here in Chicago, werent you?

I think I know as much about the manufacture of gas as any one, replied Sippens, almost contentiously. I worked at it for a number of years.

Well, now, Mr. Sippens, I was thinking that it might be interesting to start a little gas company in one of these outlying villages that are growing so fast and see if we couldnt make some money out of it. Im not a practical gas man myself, but I thought I might interest some one who was. He looked at Sippens in a friendly, estimating way. I have heard of you as some one who has had considerable experience in this field here in Chicago. If I should get up a company of this kind, with considerable backing, do you think you might be willing to take the management of it?

Oh, I know all about this gas field, Mr. Sippens was about to say. It cant be done. But he changed his mind before opening his lips. If I were paid enough, he said, cautiously. I suppose you know what you have to contend with?

Oh yes, Cowperwood replied, smiling. What would you consider paid enough to mean?

Oh, if I were given six thousand a year and a sufficient interest in the company  say, a half, or something like that  I might consider it, replied Sippens, determined, as he thought, to frighten Cowperwood off by his exorbitant demands. He was making almost six thousand dollars a year out of his present business.

You wouldnt think that four thousand in several companies  say up to fifteen thousand dollars  and an interest of about a tenth in each would be better?

Mr. Sippens meditated carefully on this. Plainly, the man before him was no trifling beginner. He looked at Cowperwood shrewdly and saw at once, without any additional explanation of any kind, that the latter was preparing a big fight of some sort. Ten years before Sippens had sensed the immense possibilities of the gas business. He had tried to get in on it, but had been sued, waylaid, enjoined, financially blockaded, and finally blown up. He had always resented the treatment he had received, and he had bitterly regretted his inability to retaliate. He had thought his days of financial effort were over, but here was a man who was subtly suggesting a stirring fight, and who was calling him, like a hunter with horn, to the chase.

Well, Mr. Cowperwood, he replied, with less defiance and more camaraderie, if you could show me that you have a legitimate proposition in hand I am a practical gas man. I know all about mains, franchise contracts, and gas-machinery. I organized and installed the plant at Dayton, Ohio, and Rochester, New York. I would have been rich if I had got here a little earlier. The echo of regret was in his voice.

Well, now, heres your chance, Mr. Sippens, urged Cowperwood, subtly. Between you and me theres going to be a big new gas company in the field. Well make these old fellows step up and see us quickly. Doesnt that interest you? Therell be plenty of money. It isnt that thats wanting  its an organizer, a fighter, a practical gas man to build the plant, lay the mains, and so on. Cowperwood rose suddenly, straight and determined  a trick with him when he wanted to really impress any one. He seemed to radiate force, conquest, victory. Do you want to come in?

Yes, I do, Mr. Cowperwood! exclaimed Sippens, jumping to his feet, putting on his hat and shoving it far back on his head. He looked like a chest-swollen bantam rooster.

Cowperwood took his extended hand.

Get your real-estate affairs in order. Ill want you to get me a franchise in Lake View shortly and build me a plant. Ill give you all the help you need. Ill arrange everything to your satisfaction within a week or so. We will want a good lawyer or two.

Sippens smiled ecstatically as he left the office. Oh, the wonder of this, and after ten years! Now he would show those crooks. Now he had a real fighter behind him  a man like himself. Now, by George, the fur would begin to fly! Who was this man, anyhow? What a wonder! He would look him up. He knew that from now on he would do almost anything Cowperwood wanted him to do.


Chapter VIII

Now This is Fighting

When Cowperwood, after failing in his overtures to the three city gas companies, confided to Addison his plan of organizing rival companies in the suburbs, the banker glared at him appreciatively. Youre a smart one! he finally exclaimed. Youll do! I back you to win! He went on to advise Cowperwood that he would need the assistance of some of the strong men on the various village councils. Theyre all as crooked as eels teeth, he went on. But there are one or two that are more crooked than others and safer  bell-wethers. Have you got your lawyer?

I havent picked one yet, but I will. Im looking around for the right man now.

Well, of course, I neednt tell you how important that is. There is one man, old General Van Sickle, who has had considerable training in these matters. Hes fairly reliable.

The entrance of Gen. Judson P. Van Sickle threw at the very outset a suggestive light on the whole situation. The old soldier, over fifty, had been a general of division during the Civil War, and had got his real start in life by filing false titles to property in southern Illinois, and then bringing suits to substantiate his fraudulent claims before friendly associates. He was now a prosperous go-between, requiring heavy retainers, and yet not over-prosperous. There was only one kind of business that came to the General  this kind; and one instinctively compared him to that decoy sheep at the stock-yards that had been trained to go forth into nervous, frightened flocks of its fellow-sheep, balking at being driven into the slaughtering-pens, and lead them peacefully into the shambles, knowing enough always to make his own way quietly to the rear during the onward progress and thus escape. A dusty old lawyer, this, with Heaven knows what welter of altered wills, broken promises, suborned juries, influenced judges, bribed councilmen and legislators, double-intentioned agreements and contracts, and a whole world of shifty legal calculations and false pretenses floating around in his brain. Among the politicians, judges, and lawyers generally, by reason of past useful services, he was supposed to have some powerful connections. He liked to be called into any case largely because it meant something to do and kept him from being bored. When compelled to keep an appointment in winter, he would slip on an old greatcoat of gray twill that he had worn until it was shabby, then, taking down a soft felt hat, twisted and pulled out of shape by use, he would pull it low over his dull gray eyes and amble forth. In summer his clothes looked as crinkled as though he had slept in them for weeks. He smoked. In cast of countenance he was not wholly unlike General Grant, with a short gray beard and mustache which always seemed more or less unkempt and hair that hung down over his forehead in a gray mass. The poor General! He was neither very happy nor very unhappy  a doubting Thomas without faith or hope in humanity and without any particular affection for anybody.

Ill tell you how it is with these small councils, Mr. Cowperwood, observed Van Sickle, sagely, after the preliminaries of the first interview had been dispensed with.

Theyre worse than the city council almost, and thats about as bad as it can be. You cant do anything without money where these little fellows are concerned. I dont like to be too hard on men, but these fellows He shook his head.

I understand, commented Cowperwood. Theyre not very pleasing, even after you make all allowances.

Most of them, went on the General, wont stay put when you think you have them. They sell out. Theyre just as apt as not to run to this North Side Gas Company and tell them all about the whole thing before you get well under way. Then you have to pay them more money, rival bills will be introduced, and all that. The old General pulled a long face. Still, there are one or two of them that are all right, he added, if you can once get them interested  Mr. Duniway and Mr. Gerecht.

Im not so much concerned with how it has to be done, General, suggested Cowperwood, amiably, but I want to be sure that it will be done quickly and quietly. I dont want to be bothered with details. Can it be done without too much publicity, and about what do you think it is going to cost?

Well, thats pretty hard to say until I look into the matter, said the General, thoughtfully. It might cost only four and it might cost all of forty thousand dollars  even more. I cant tell. Id like to take a little time and look into it. The old gentleman was wondering how much Cowperwood was prepared to spend.

Well, we wont bother about that now. Im willing to be as liberal as necessary. Ive sent for Mr. Sippens, the president of the Lake View Gas and Fuel Company, and hell be here in a little while. You will want to work with him as closely as you can. The energetic Sippens came after a few moments, and he and Van Sickle, after being instructed to be mutually helpful and to keep Cowperwoods name out of all matters relating to this work, departed together. They were an odd pair  the dusty old General phlegmatic, disillusioned, useful, but not inclined to feel so; and the smart, chipper Sippens, determined to wreak a kind of poetic vengeance on his old-time enemy, the South Side Gas Company, via this seemingly remote Northside conspiracy. In ten minutes they were hand in glove, the General describing to Sippens the penurious and unscrupulous brand of Councilman Duniways politics and the friendly but expensive character of Jacob Gerecht. Such is life.

In the organization of the Hyde Park company Cowperwood, because he never cared to put all his eggs in one basket, decided to secure a second lawyer and a second dummy president, although he proposed to keep De Soto Sippens as general practical adviser for all three or four companies. He was thinking this matter over when there appeared on the scene a very much younger man than the old General, one Kent Barrows McKibben, the only son of ex-Judge Marshall Scammon McKibben, of the State Supreme Court. Kent McKibben was thirty-three years old, tall, athletic, and, after a fashion, handsome. He was not at all vague intellectually  that is, in the matter of the conduct of his business  but dandified and at times remote. He had an office in one of the best blocks in Dearborn Street, which he reached in a reserved, speculative mood every morning at nine, unless something important called him down-town earlier. It so happened that he had drawn up the deeds and agreements for the real-estate company that sold Cowperwood his lots at Thirty-seventh Street and Michigan Avenue, and when they were ready he journeyed to the latters office to ask if there were any additional details which Cowperwood might want to have taken into consideration. When he was ushered in, Cowperwood turned to him his keen, analytical eyes and saw at once a personality he liked. McKibben was just remote and artistic enough to suit him. He liked his clothes, his agnostic unreadableness, his social air. McKibben, on his part, caught the significance of the superior financial atmosphere at once. He noted Cowperwoods light-brown suit picked out with strands of red, his maroon tie, and small cameo cuff-links. His desk, glass-covered, looked clean and official. The woodwork of the rooms was all cherry, hand-rubbed and oiled, the pictures interesting steel-engravings of American life, appropriately framed. The typewriter  at that time just introduced  was in evidence, and the stock-ticker  also new  was ticking volubly the prices current. The secretary who waited on Cowperwood was a young Polish girl named Antoinette Nowak, reserved, seemingly astute, dark, and very attractive.

What sort of business is it you handle, Mr. McKibben? asked Cowperwood, quite casually, in the course of the conversation. And after listening to McKibbens explanation he added, idly: You might come and see me some time next week. It is just possible that I may have something in your line.

In another man McKibben would have resented this remote suggestion of future aid. Now, instead, he was intensely pleased. The man before him gripped his imagination. His remote intellectuality relaxed. When he came again and Cowperwood indicated the nature of the work he might wish to have done McKibben rose to the bait like a fish to a fly.

I wish you would let me undertake that, Mr. Cowperwood, he said, quite eagerly. Its something Ive never done, but Im satisfied I can do it. I live out in Hyde Park and know most of the councilmen. I can bring considerable influence to bear for you.

Cowperwood smiled pleasantly.

So a second company, officered by dummies of McKibbens selection, was organized. De Soto Sippens, without old General Van Sickles knowledge, was taken in as practical adviser. An application for a franchise was drawn up, and Kent Barrows McKibben began silent, polite work on the South Side, coming into the confidence, by degrees, of the various councilmen.

There was still a third lawyer, Burton Stimson, the youngest but assuredly not the least able of the three, a pale, dark-haired Romeoish youth with burning eyes, whom Cowperwood had encountered doing some little work for Laughlin, and who was engaged to work on the West Side with old Laughlin as ostensible organizer and the sprightly De Soto Sippens as practical adviser. Stimson was no mooning Romeo, however, but an eager, incisive soul, born very poor, eager to advance himself. Cowperwood detected that pliability of intellect which, while it might spell disaster to some, spelled success for him. He wanted the intellectual servants. He was willing to pay them handsomely, to keep them busy, to treat them with almost princely courtesy, but he must have the utmost loyalty. Stimson, while maintaining his calm and reserve, could have kissed the arch-episcopal hand. Such is the subtlety of contact.

Behold then at once on the North Side, the South Side, the West Side  dark goings to and fro and walkings up and down in the earth. In Lake View old General Van Sickle and De Soto Sippens, conferring with shrewd Councilman Duniway, druggist, and with Jacob Gerecht, ward boss and wholesale butcher, both of whom were agreeable but exacting, holding pleasant back-room and drug-store confabs with almost tabulated details of rewards and benefits. In Hyde Park, Mr. Kent Barrows McKibben, smug and well dressed, a Chesterfield among lawyers, and with him one J. J. Bergdoll, a noble hireling, long-haired and dusty, ostensibly president of the Hyde Park Gas and Fuel Company, conferring with Councilman Alfred B. Davis, manufacturer of willow and rattan ware, and Mr. Patrick Gilgan, saloon-keeper, arranging a prospective distribution of shares, offering certain cash consideration, lots, favors, and the like. Observe also in the village of Douglas and West Park on the West Side, just over the city line, the angular, humorous Peter Laughlin and Burton Stimson arranging a similar deal or deals.

The enemy, the city gas companies, being divided into three factions, were in no way prepared for what was now coming. When the news finally leaked out that applications for franchises had been made to the several corporate village bodies each old company suspected the other of invasion, treachery, robbery. Pettifogging lawyers were sent, one by each company, to the village council in each particular territory involved, but no one of the companies had as yet the slightest idea who was back of it all or of the general plan of operations. Before any one of them could reasonably protest, before it could decide that it was willing to pay a very great deal to have the suburb adjacent to its particular territory left free, before it could organize a legal fight, councilmanic ordinances were introduced giving the applying company what it sought; and after a single reading in each case and one open hearing, as the law compelled, they were almost unanimously passed. There were loud cries of dismay from minor suburban papers which had almost been forgotten in the arrangement of rewards. The large city newspapers cared little at first, seeing these were outlying districts; they merely made the comment that the villages were beginning well, following in the steps of the city council in its distinguished career of crime.

Cowperwood smiled as he saw in the morning papers the announcement of the passage of each ordinance granting him a franchise. He listened with comfort thereafter on many a day to accounts by Laughlin, Sippens, McKibben, and Van Sickle of overtures made to buy them out, or to take over their franchises. He worked on plans with Sippens looking to the actual introduction of gas-plants. There were bond issues now to float, stock to be marketed, contracts for supplies to be awarded, actual reservoirs and tanks to be built, and pipes to be laid. A pumped-up public opposition had to be smoothed over. In all this De Soto Sippens proved a trump. With Van Sickle, McKibben, and Stimson as his advisers in different sections of the city he would present tabloid propositions to Cowperwood, to which the latter had merely to bow his head in assent or say no. Then De Soto would buy, build, and excavate. Cowperwood was so pleased that he was determined to keep De Soto with him permanently. De Soto was pleased to think that he was being given a chance to pay up old scores and to do large things; he was really grateful.

Were not through with those sharpers, he declared to Cowperwood, triumphantly, one day. Theyll fight us with suits. They may join hands later. They blew up my gas-plant. They may blow up ours.

Let them blow, said Cowperwood. We can blow, too, and sue also. I like lawsuits. Well tie them up so that theyll beg for quarter. His eyes twinkled cheerfully.


Chapter IX

In Search of Victory

In the mean time the social affairs of Aileen had been prospering in a small way, for while it was plain that they were not to be taken up at once  that was not to be expected  it was also plain that they were not to be ignored entirely. One thing that helped in providing a nice harmonious working atmosphere was the obvious warm affection of Cowperwood for his wife. While many might consider Aileen a little brash or crude, still in the hands of so strong and capable a man as Cowperwood she might prove available. So thought Mrs. Addison, for instance, and Mrs. Rambaud. McKibben and Lord felt the same way. If Cowperwood loved her, as he seemed to do, he would probably put her through successfully. And he really did love her, after his fashion. He could never forget how splendid she had been to him in those old days when, knowing full well the circumstances of his home, his wife, his children, the probable opposition of her own family, she had thrown over convention and sought his love. How freely she had given of hers! No petty, squeamish bickering and dickering here. He had been her Frank from the start, and he still felt keenly that longing in her to be with him, to be his, which had produced those first wonderful, almost terrible days. She might quarrel, fret, fuss, argue, suspect, and accuse him of flirtation with other women; but slight variations from the norm in his case did not trouble her  at least she argued that they wouldnt. She had never had any evidence. She was ready to forgive him anything, she said, and she was, too, if only he would love her.

You devil, she used to say to him, playfully. I know you. I can see you looking around. Thats a nice stenographer you have in the office. I suppose its her.

Dont be silly, Aileen, he would reply. Dont be coarse. You know I wouldnt take up with a stenographer. An office isnt the place for that sort of thing.

Oh, isnt it? Dont silly me. I know you. Any old place is good enough for you.

He laughed, and so did she. She could not help it. She loved him so. There was no particular bitterness in her assaults. She loved him, and very often he would take her in his arms, kiss her tenderly, and coo: Are you my fine big baby? Are you my red-headed doll? Do you really love me so much? Kiss me, then. Frankly, pagan passion in these two ran high. So long as they were not alienated by extraneous things he could never hope for more delicious human contact. There was no reaction either, to speak of, no gloomy disgust. She was physically acceptable to him. He could always talk to her in a genial, teasing way, even tender, for she did not offend his intellectuality with prudish or conventional notions. Loving and foolish as she was in some ways, she would stand blunt reproof or correction. She could suggest in a nebulous, blundering way things that would be good for them to do. Most of all at present their thoughts centered upon Chicago society, the new house, which by now had been contracted for, and what it would do to facilitate their introduction and standing. Never did a womans life look more rosy, Aileen thought. It was almost too good to be true. Her Frank was so handsome, so loving, so generous. There was not a small idea about him. What if he did stray from her at times? He remained faithful to her spiritually, and she knew as yet of no single instance in which he had failed her. She little knew, as much as she knew, how blandly he could lie and protest in these matters. But he was fond of her just the same, and he really had not strayed to any extent.

By now also, Cowperwood had invested about one hundred thousand dollars in his gas-company speculations, and he was jubilant over his prospects; the franchises were good for twenty years. By that time he would be nearly sixty, and he would probably have bought, combined with, or sold out to the older companies at a great profit. The future of Chicago was all in his favor. He decided to invest as much as thirty thousand dollars in pictures, if he could find the right ones, and to have Aileens portrait painted while she was still so beautiful. This matter of art was again beginning to interest him immensely. Addison had four or five good pictures  a Rousseau, a Greuze, a Wouverman, and one Lawrence  picked up Heaven knows where. A hotel-man by the name of Collard, a dry-goods and real-estate merchant, was said to have a very striking collection. Addison had told him of one Davis Trask, a hardware prince, who was now collecting. There were many homes, he knew where art was beginning to be assembled. He must begin, too.

Cowperwood, once the franchises had been secured, had installed Sippens in his own office, giving him charge for the time being. Small rented offices and clerks were maintained in the region where practical plant-building was going on. All sorts of suits to enjoin, annul, and restrain had been begun by the various old companies, but McKibben, Stimson, and old General Van Sickle were fighting these with Trojan vigor and complacency. It was a pleasant scene. Still no one knew very much of Cowperwoods entrance into Chicago as yet. He was a very minor figure. His name had not even appeared in connection with this work. Other men were being celebrated daily, a little to his envy. When would he begin to shine? Soon, now, surely. So off they went in June, comfortable, rich, gay, in the best of health and spirits, intent upon enjoying to the full their first holiday abroad.

It was a wonderful trip. Addison was good enough to telegraph flowers to New York for Mrs. Cowperwood to be delivered on shipboard. McKibben sent books of travel. Cowperwood, uncertain whether anybody would send flowers, ordered them himself  two amazing baskets, which with Addisons made three  and these, with attached cards, awaited them in the lobby of the main deck. Several at the captains table took pains to seek out the Cowperwoods. They were invited to join several card-parties and to attend informal concerts. It was a rough passage, however, and Aileen was sick. It was hard to make herself look just nice enough, and so she kept to her room. She was very haughty, distant to all but a few, and to these careful of her conversation. She felt herself coming to be a very important person.

Before leaving she had almost exhausted the resources of the Donovan establishment in Chicago. Lingerie, boudoir costumes, walking-costumes, riding-costumes, evening-costumes she possessed in plenty. She had a jewel-bag hidden away about her person containing all of thirty thousand dollars worth of jewels. Her shoes, stockings, hats, and accessories in general were innumerable. Because of all this Cowperwood was rather proud of her. She had such a capacity for life. His first wife had been pale and rather anemic, while Aileen was fairly bursting with sheer physical vitality. She hummed and jested and primped and posed. There are some souls that just are, without previous revision or introspection. The earth with all its long past was a mere suggestion to Aileen, dimly visualized if at all. She may have heard that there were once dinosaurs and flying reptiles, but if so it made no deep impression on her. Somebody had said, or was saying, that we were descended from monkeys, which was quite absurd, though it might be true enough. On the sea the thrashing hills of green water suggested a kind of immensity and terror, but not the immensity of the poets heart. The ship was safe, the captain at table in brass buttons and blue uniform, eager to be nice to her  told her so. Her faith really, was in the captain. And there with her, always, was Cowperwood, looking at this whole, moving spectacle of life with a suspicious, not apprehensive, but wary eye, and saying nothing about it.

In London letters given them by Addison brought several invitations to the opera, to dinner, to Goodwood for a weekend, and so on. Carriages, tallyhoes, cabs for riding were invoked. A week-end invitation to a houseboat on the Thames was secured. Their English hosts, looking on all this as a financial adventure, good financial wisdom, were courteous and civil, nothing more. Aileen was intensely curious. She noted servants, manners, forms. Immediately she began to think that America was not good enough, perhaps; it wanted so many things.

Now, Aileen, you and I have to live in Chicago for years and years, commented Cowperwood. Dont get wild. These people dont care for Americans, cant you see that? They wouldnt accept us if we were over here  not yet, anyhow. Were merely passing strangers, being courteously entertained. Cowperwood saw it all.

Aileen was being spoiled in a way, but there was no help. She dressed and dressed. The Englishmen used to look at her in Hyde Park, where she rode and drove; at Claridges where they stayed; in Bond Street, where she shopped. The Englishwomen, the majority of them remote, ultra-conservative, simple in their tastes, lifted their eyes. Cowperwood sensed the situation, but said nothing. He loved Aileen, and she was satisfactory to him, at least for the present, anyhow, beautiful. If he could adjust her station in Chicago, that would be sufficient for a beginning. After three weeks of very active life, during which Aileen patronized the ancient and honorable glories of England, they went on to Paris.

Here she was quickened to a child-like enthusiasm. You know, she said to Cowperwood, quite solemnly, the second morning, the English dont know how to dress. I thought they did, but the smartest of them copy the French. Take those men we saw last night in the Cafe dAnglais. There wasnt an Englishman I saw that compared with them.

My dear, your tastes are exotic, replied Cowperwood, who was watching her with pleased interest while he adjusted his tie. The French smart crowd are almost too smart, dandified. I think some of those young fellows had on corsets.

What of it? replied Aileen. I like it. If youre going to be smart, why not be very smart?

I know thats your theory, my dear, he said, but it can be overdone. There is such a thing as going too far. You have to compromise even if you dont look as well as you might. You cant be too very conspicuously different from your neighbors, even in the right direction.

You know, she said, stopping and looking at him, I believe youre going to get very conservative some day  like my brothers.

She came over and touched his tie and smoothed his hair.

Well, one of us ought to be, for the good of the family, he commented, half smiling.

Im not so sure, though, that it will be you, either.

Its a charming day. See how nice those white-marble statues look. Shall we go to the Cluny or Versailles or Fontainbleau? To-night we ought to see Bernhardt at the Francaise.

Aileen was so gay. It was so splendid to be traveling with her true husband at last.

It was on this trip that Cowperwoods taste for art and life and his determination to possess them revived to the fullest. He made the acquaintance in London, Paris, and Brussels of the important art dealers. His conception of great masters and the older schools of art shaped themselves. By one of the dealers in London, who at once recognized in him a possible future patron, he was invited with Aileen to view certain private collections, and here and there was an artist, such as Lord Leighton, Dante Gabriel Rossetti, or Whistler, to whom he was introduced casually, an interested stranger. These men only saw a strong, polite, remote, conservative man. He realized the emotional, egotistic, and artistic soul. He felt on the instant that there could be little in common between such men and himself in so far as personal contact was concerned, yet there was mutual ground on which they could meet. He could not be a slavish admirer of anything, only a princely patron. So he walked and saw, wondering how soon his dreams of grandeur were to be realized.

In London he bought a portrait by Raeburn; in Paris a plowing scene by Millet, a small Jan Steen, a battle piece by Meissonier, and a romantic courtyard scene by Isabey. Thus began the revival of his former interest in art; the nucleus of that future collection which was to mean so much to him in later years.

On their return, the building of the new Chicago mansion created the next interesting diversion in the lives of Aileen and Cowperwood. Because of some chateaux they saw in France that form, or rather a modification of it as suggested by Taylor Lord, was adopted. Mr. Lord figured that it would take all of a year, perhaps a year and a half, to deliver it in perfect order, but time was of no great importance in this connection. In the mean while they could strengthen their social connections and prepare for that interesting day when they should be of the Chicago elite.

There were, at this time, several elements in Chicago  those who, having grown suddenly rich from dull poverty, could not so easily forget the village church and the village social standards; those who, having inherited wealth, or migrated from the East where wealth was old, understood more of the savoir faire of the game; and those who, being newly born into wealth and seeing the drift toward a smarter American life, were beginning to wish they might shine in it  these last the very young people. The latter were just beginning to dream of dances at Kinsleys, a stated Kirmess, and summer diversions of the European kind, but they had not arrived as yet. The first class, although by far the dullest and most bovine, was still the most powerful because they were the richest, money as yet providing the highest standard. The functions which these people provided were stupid to the verge of distraction; really they were only the week-day receptions and Sunday-afternoon calls of Squeedunk and Hohokus raised to the Nth power. The purpose of the whole matter was to see and be seen. Novelty in either thought or action was decidedly eschewed. It was, as a matter of fact, customariness of thought and action and the quintessence of convention that was desired. The idea of introducing a play actress, for instance, as was done occasionally in the East or in London  never; even a singer or an artist was eyed askance. One could easily go too far! But if a European prince should have strayed to Chicago (which he never did) or if an Eastern social magnate chanced to stay over a train or two, then the topmost circle of local wealth was prepared to strain itself to the breaking-point. Cowperwood had sensed all this on his arrival, but he fancied that if he became rich and powerful enough he and Aileen, with their fine house to help them, might well be the leaven which would lighten the whole lump. Unfortunately, Aileen was too obviously on the qui vive for those opportunities which might lead to social recognition and equality, if not supremacy. Like the savage, unorganized for protection and at the mercy of the horrific caprice of nature, she was almost tremulous at times with thoughts of possible failure. Almost at once she had recognized herself as unsuited temperamentally for association with certain types of society women. The wife of Anson Merrill, the great dry-goods prince, whom she saw in one of the down-town stores one day, impressed her as much too cold and remote. Mrs. Merrill was a woman of superior mood and education who found herself, in her own estimation, hard put to it for suitable companionship in Chicago. She was Eastern-bred-Boston  and familiar in an offhand way with the superior world of London, which she had visited several times. Chicago at its best was to her a sordid commercial mess. She preferred New York or Washington, but she had to live here. Thus she patronized nearly all of those with whom she condescended to associate, using an upward tilt of the head, a tired droop of the eyelids, and a fine upward arching of the brows to indicate how trite it all was.

It was a Mrs. Henry Huddlestone who had pointed out Mrs. Merrill to Aileen. Mrs. Huddlestone was the wife of a soap manufacturer living very close to the Cowperwoods temporary home, and she and her husband were on the outer fringe of society. She had heard that the Cowperwoods were people of wealth, that they were friendly with the Addisons, and that they were going to build a two-hundred-thousand-dollar mansion. (The value of houses always grows in the telling.) That was enough. She had called, being three doors away, to leave her card; and Aileen, willing to curry favor here and there, had responded. Mrs. Huddlestone was a little woman, not very attractive in appearance, clever in a social way, and eminently practical.

Speaking of Mrs. Merrill, commented Mrs. Huddlestone, on this particular day, there she is  near the dress-goods counter. She always carries that lorgnette in just that way.

Aileen turned and examined critically a tall, dark, slender woman of the high world of the West, very remote, disdainful, superior.

You dont know her? questioned Aileen, curiously, surveying her at leisure.

No, replied Mrs. Huddlestone, defensively. They live on the North Side, and the different sets dont mingle so much.

As a matter of fact, it was just the glory of the principal families that they were above this arbitrary division of sides, and could pick their associates from all three divisions.

Oh! observed Aileen, nonchalantly. She was secretly irritated to think that Mrs. Huddlestone should find it necessary to point out Mrs. Merrill to her as a superior person.

You know, she darkens her eyebrows a little, I think, suggested Mrs. Huddlestone, studying her enviously. Her husband, they say, isnt the most faithful person in the world. Theres another woman, a Mrs. Gladdens, that lives very close to them that hes very much interested in.

Oh! said Aileen, cautiously. After her own Philadelphia experience she had decided to be on her guard and not indulge in too much gossip. Arrows of this particular kind could so readily fly in her direction.

But her set is really much the smartest, complimented Aileens companion.

Thereafter it was Aileens ambition to associate with Mrs. Anson Merrill, to be fully and freely accepted by her. She did not know, although she might have feared, that that ambition was never to be realized.

But there were others who had called at the first Cowperwood home, or with whom the Cowperwoods managed to form an acquaintance. There were the Sunderland Sledds, Mr. Sledd being general traffic manager of one of the southwestern railways entering the city, and a gentleman of taste and culture and some wealth; his wife an ambitious nobody. There were the Walter Rysam Cottons, Cotton being a wholesale coffee-broker, but more especially a local social litterateur; his wife a graduate of Vassar. There were the Norrie Simmses, Simms being secretary and treasurer of the Douglas Trust and Savings Company, and a power in another group of financial people, a group entirely distinct from that represented by Addison and Rambaud.

Others included the Stanislau Hoecksemas, wealthy furriers; the Duane Kingslands, wholesale flour; the Webster Israelses, packers; the Bradford Candas, jewelers. All these people amounted to something socially. They all had substantial homes and substantial incomes, so that they were worthy of consideration. The difference between Aileen and most of the women involved a difference between naturalism and illusion. But this calls for some explanation.

To really know the state of the feminine mind at this time, one would have to go back to that period in the Middle Ages when the Church flourished and the industrious poet, half schooled in the facts of life, surrounded women with a mystical halo. Since that day the maiden and the matron as well has been schooled to believe that she is of a finer clay than man, that she was born to uplift him, and that her favors are priceless. This rose-tinted mist of romance, having nothing to do with personal morality, has brought about, nevertheless, a holier-than-thou attitude of women toward men, and even of women toward women. Now the Chicago atmosphere in which Aileen found herself was composed in part of this very illusion. The ladies to whom she had been introduced were of this high world of fancy. They conceived themselves to be perfect, even as they were represented in religious art and in fiction. Their husbands must be models, worthy of their high ideals, and other women must have no blemish of any kind. Aileen, urgent, elemental, would have laughed at all this if she could have understood. Not understanding, she felt diffident and uncertain of herself in certain presences.

Instance in this connection Mrs. Norrie Simms, who was a satellite of Mrs. Anson Merrill. To be invited to the Anson Merrills for tea, dinner, luncheon, or to be driven down-town by Mrs. Merrill, was paradise to Mrs. Simms. She loved to recite the bon mots of her idol, to discourse upon her astonishing degree of culture, to narrate how people refused on occasion to believe that she was the wife of Anson Merrill, even though she herself declared it  those old chestnuts of the social world which must have had their origin in Egypt and Chaldea. Mrs. Simms herself was of a nondescript type, not a real personage, clever, good-looking, tasteful, a social climber. The two Simms children (little girls) had been taught all the social graces of the day  to pose, smirk, genuflect, and the like, to the immense delight of their elders. The nurse in charge was in uniform, the governess was a much put-upon person. Mrs. Simms had a high manner, eyes for those above her only, a serene contempt for the commonplace world in which she had to dwell.

During the first dinner at which she entertained the Cowperwoods Mrs. Simms attempted to dig into Aileens Philadelphia history, asking if she knew the Arthur Leighs, the Trevor Drakes, Roberta Willing, or the Martyn Walkers. Mrs. Simms did not know them herself, but she had heard Mrs. Merrill speak of them, and that was enough of a handle whereby to swing them. Aileen, quick on the defense, ready to lie manfully on her own behalf, assured her that she had known them, as indeed she had  very casually  and before the rumor which connected her with Cowperwood had been voiced abroad. This pleased Mrs. Simms.

I must tell Nellie, she said, referring thus familiarly to Mrs. Merrill.

Aileen feared that if this sort of thing continued it would soon be all over town that she had been a mistress before she had been a wife, that she had been the unmentioned corespondent in the divorce suit, and that Cowperwood had been in prison. Only his wealth and her beauty could save her; and would they?

One night they had been to dinner at the Duane Kingslands, and Mrs. Bradford Canda had asked her, in what seemed a very significant way, whether she had ever met her friend Mrs. Schuyler Evans, of Philadelphia. This frightened Aileen.

Dont you suppose they must know, some of them, about us? she asked Cowperwood, on the way home.

I suppose so, he replied, thoughtfully. Im sure I dont know. I wouldnt worry about that if I were you. If you worry about it youll suggest it to them. I havent made any secret of my term in prison in Philadelphia, and I dont intend to. It wasnt a square deal, and they had no right to put me there.

I know, dear, replied Aileen, it might not make so much difference if they did know. I dont see why it should. We are not the only ones that have had marriage troubles, Im sure.

Theres just one thing about this; either they accept us or they dont. If they dont, well and good; we cant help it. Well go on and finish the house, and give them a chance to be decent. If they wont be, there are other cities. Money will arrange matters in New York  that I know. We can build a real place there, and go in on equal terms if we have money enough  and I will have money enough, he added, after a moments pondering. Never fear. Ill make millions here, whether they want me to or not, and after that  well, after that, well see what well see. Dont worry. I havent seen many troubles in this world that money wouldnt cure.

His teeth had that even set that they always assumed when he was dangerously in earnest. He took Aileens hand, however, and pressed it gently.

Dont worry, he repeated. Chicago isnt the only city, and we wont be the poorest people in America, either, in ten years. Just keep up your courage. It will all come out right. Its certain to.

Aileen looked out on the lamp-lit length of Michigan Avenue, down which they were rolling past many silent mansions. The tops of all the lamps were white, and gleamed through the shadows, receding to a thin point. It was dark, but fresh and pleasant. Oh, if only Franks money could buy them position and friendship in this interesting world; if it only would! She did not quite realize how much on her own personality, or the lack of it, this struggle depended.


Chapter X

A Test

The opening of the house in Michigan Avenue occurred late in November in the fall of eighteen seventy-eight. When Aileen and Cowperwood had been in Chicago about two years. Altogether, between people whom they had met at the races, at various dinners and teas, and at receptions of the Union and Calumet Clubs (to which Cowperwood, through Addisons backing, had been admitted) and those whom McKibben and Lord influenced, they were able to send invitations to about three hundred, of whom some two hundred and fifty responded. Up to this time, owing to Cowperwoods quiet manipulation of his affairs, there had been no comment on his past  no particular interest in it. He had money, affable ways, a magnetic personality. The business men of the city  those whom he met socially  were inclined to consider him fascinating and very clever. Aileen being beautiful and graceful for attention, was accepted at more or less her own value, though the kingly high world knew them not.

It is amazing what a showing the socially unplaced can make on occasion where tact and discrimination are used. There was a weekly social paper published in Chicago at this time, a rather able publication as such things go, which Cowperwood, with McKibbens assistance, had pressed into service. Not much can be done under any circumstances where the cause is not essentially strong; but where, as in this case, there is a semblance of respectability, considerable wealth, and great force and magnetism, all things are possible. Kent McKibben knew Horton Biggers, the editor, who was a rather desolate and disillusioned person of forty-five, gray, and depressed-looking  a sort of human sponge or barnacle who was only galvanized into seeming interest and cheerfulness by sheer necessity. Those were the days when the society editor was accepted as a member of society  de facto  and treated more as a guest than a reporter, though even then the tendency was toward elimination. Working for Cowperwood, and liking him, McKibben said to Biggers one evening:

You know the Cowperwoods, dont you, Biggers?

No, replied the latter, who devoted himself barnacle-wise to the more exclusive circles. Who are they?

Why, hes a banker over here in La Salle Street. Theyre from Philadelphia. Mrs. Cowperwoods a beautiful woman  young and all that. Theyre building a house out here on Michigan Avenue. You ought to know them. Theyre going to get in, I think. The Addisons like them. If you were to be nice to them now I think theyd appreciate it later. Hes rather liberal, and a good fellow.

Biggers pricked up his ears. This social journalism was thin picking at best, and he had very few ways of turning an honest penny. The would bes and half-ins who expected nice things said of them had to subscribe, and rather liberally, to his paper. Not long after this brief talk Cowperwood received a subscription blank from the business office of the Saturday Review, and immediately sent a check for one hundred dollars to Mr. Horton Biggers direct. Subsequently certain not very significant personages noticed that when the Cowperwoods dined at their boards the function received comment by the Saturday Review, not otherwise. It looked as though the Cowperwoods must be favored; but who were they, anyhow?

The danger of publicity, and even moderate social success, is that scandal loves a shining mark. When you begin to stand out the least way in life, as separate from the mass, the cognoscenti wish to know who, what, and why. The enthusiasm of Aileen, combined with the genius of Cowperwood, was for making their opening entertainment a very exceptional affair, which, under the circumstances, and all things considered, was a dangerous thing to do. As yet Chicago was exceedingly slow socially. Its movements were, as has been said, more or less bovine and phlegmatic. To rush in with something utterly brilliant and pyrotechnic was to take notable chances. The more cautious members of Chicago society, even if they did not attend, would hear, and then would come ultimate comment and decision.

The function began with a reception at four, which lasted until six-thirty, and this was followed by a dance at nine, with music by a famous stringed orchestra of Chicago, a musical programme by artists of considerable importance, and a gorgeous supper from eleven until one in a Chinese fairyland of lights, at small tables filling three of the ground-floor rooms. As an added fillip to the occasion Cowperwood had hung, not only the important pictures which he had purchased abroad, but a new one  a particularly brilliant Gerome, then in the heyday of his exotic popularity  a picture of nude odalisques of the harem, idling beside the highly colored stone marquetry of an oriental bath. It was more or less loose art for Chicago, shocking to the uninitiated, though harmless enough to the illuminati; but it gave a touch of color to the art-gallery which the latter needed. There was also, newly arrived and newly hung, a portrait of Aileen by a Dutch artist, Jan van Beers, whom they had encountered the previous summer at Brussels. He had painted Aileen in nine sittings, a rather brilliant canvas, high in key, with a summery, out-of-door world behind her  a low stone-curbed pool, the red corner of a Dutch brick palace, a tulip-bed, and a blue sky with fleecy clouds. Aileen was seated on the curved arm of a stone bench, green grass at her feet, a pink-and-white parasol with a lacy edge held idly to one side; her rounded, vigorous figure clad in the latest mode of Paris, a white and blue striped-silk walking-suit, with a blue-and-white-banded straw hat, wide-brimmed, airy, shading her lusty, animal eyes. The artist had caught her spirit quite accurately, the dash, the assumption, the bravado based on the courage of inexperience, or lack of true subtlety. A refreshing thing in its way, a little showy, as everything that related to her was, and inclined to arouse jealousy in those not so liberally endowed by life, but fine as a character piece. In the warm glow of the guttered gas-jets she looked particularly brilliant here, pampered, idle, jaunty  the well-kept, stall-fed pet of the world. Many stopped to see, and many were the comments, private and otherwise.

This day began with a flurry of uncertainty and worried anticipation on the part of Aileen. At Cowperwoods suggestion she had employed a social secretary, a poor hack of a girl, who had sent out all the letters, tabulated the replies, run errands, and advised on one detail and another. Fadette, her French maid, was in the throes of preparing for two toilets which would have to be made this day, one by two oclock at least, another between six and eight. Her mon dieus and par bleus could be heard continuously as she hunted for some article of dress or polished an ornament, buckle, or pin. The struggle of Aileen to be perfect was, as usual, severe. Her meditations, as to the most becoming gown to wear were trying. Her portrait was on the east wall in the art-gallery, a spur to emulation; she felt as though all society were about to judge her. Theresa Donovan, the local dressmaker, had given some advice; but Aileen decided on a heavy brown velvet constructed by Worth, of Paris  a thing of varying aspects, showing her neck and arms to perfection, and composing charmingly with her flesh and hair. She tried amethyst ear-rings and changed to topaz; she stockinged her legs in brown silk, and her feet were shod in brown slippers with red enamel buttons.

The trouble with Aileen was that she never did these things with that ease which is a sure sign of the socially efficient. She never quite so much dominated a situation as she permitted it to dominate her. Only the superior ease and graciousness of Cowperwood carried her through at times; but that always did. When he was near she felt quite the great lady, suited to any realm. When she was alone her courage, great as it was, often trembled in the balance. Her dangerous past was never quite out of her mind.

At four Kent McKibben, smug in his afternoon frock, his quick, receptive eyes approving only partially of all this show and effort, took his place in the general reception-room, talking to Taylor Lord, who had completed his last observation and was leaving to return later in the evening. If these two had been closer friends, quite intimate, they would have discussed the Cowperwoods social prospects; but as it was, they confined themselves to dull conventionalities. At this moment Aileen came down-stairs for a moment, radiant. Kent McKibben thought he had never seen her look more beautiful. After all, contrasted with some of the stuffy creatures who moved about in society, shrewd, hard, bony, calculating, trading on their assured position, she was admirable. It was a pity she did not have more poise; she ought to be a little harder  not quite so genial. Still, with Cowperwood at her side, she might go far.

Really, Mrs. Cowperwood, he said, it is all most charming. I was just telling Mr. Lord here that I consider the house a triumph.

From McKibben, who was in society, and with Lord, another in standing by, this was like wine to Aileen. She beamed joyously.

Among the first arrivals were Mrs. Webster Israels, Mrs. Bradford Canda, and Mrs. Walter Rysam Cotton, who were to assist in receiving. These ladies did not know that they were taking their future reputations for sagacity and discrimination in their hands; they had been carried away by the show of luxury of Aileen, the growing financial repute of Cowperwood, and the artistic qualities of the new house. Mrs. Webster Israelss mouth was of such a peculiar shape that Aileen was always reminded of a fish; but she was not utterly homely, and to-day she looked brisk and attractive. Mrs. Bradford Canda, whose old rose and silver-gray dress made up in part for an amazing angularity, but who was charming withal, was the soul of interest, for she believed this to be a very significant affair. Mrs. Walter Rysam Cotton, a younger woman than either of the others, had the polish of Vassar life about her, and was above many things. Somehow she half suspected the Cowperwoods might not do, but they were making strides, and might possibly surpass all other aspirants. It behooved her to be pleasant.

Life passes from individuality and separateness at times to a sort of Monticelliesque mood of color, where individuality is nothing, the glittering totality all. The new house, with its charming French windows on the ground floor, its heavy bands of stone flowers and deep-sunk florated door, was soon crowded with a moving, colorful flow of people.

Many whom Aileen and Cowperwood did not know at all had been invited by McKibben and Lord; they came, and were now introduced. The adjacent side streets and the open space in front of the house were crowded with champing horses and smartly veneered carriages. All with whom the Cowperwoods had been the least intimate came early, and, finding the scene colorful and interesting, they remained for some time. The caterer, Kinsley, had supplied a small army of trained servants who were posted like soldiers, and carefully supervised by the Cowperwood butler. The new dining-room, rich with a Pompeian scheme of color, was aglow with a wealth of glass and an artistic arrangement of delicacies. The afternoon costumes of the women, ranging through autumnal grays, purples, browns, and greens, blended effectively with the brown-tinted walls of the entry-hall, the deep gray and gold of the general living-room, the old-Roman red of the dining-room, the white-and-gold of the music-room, and the neutral sepia of the art-gallery.

Aileen, backed by the courageous presence of Cowperwood, who, in the dining-room, the library, and the art-gallery, was holding a private levee of men, stood up in her vain beauty, a thing to see  almost to weep over, embodying the vanity of all seeming things, the mockery of having and yet not having. This parading throng that was more curious than interested, more jealous than sympathetic, more critical than kind, was coming almost solely to observe.

Do you know, Mrs. Cowperwood, Mrs. Simms remarked, lightly, your house reminds me of an art exhibit to-day. I hardly know why.

Aileen, who caught the implied slur, had no clever words wherewith to reply. She was not gifted in that way, but she flared with resentment.

Do you think so? she replied, caustically.

Mrs. Simms, not all dissatisfied with the effect she had produced, passed on with a gay air, attended by a young artist who followed amorously in her train.

Aileen saw from this and other things like it how little she was really in. The exclusive set did not take either her or Cowperwood seriously as yet. She almost hated the comparatively dull Mrs. Israels, who had been standing beside her at the time, and who had heard the remark; and yet Mrs. Israels was much better than nothing. Mrs. Simms had condescended a mild howd do to the latter.

It was in vain that the Addisons, Sledds, Kingslands, Hoecksemas, and others made their appearance; Aileen was not reassured. However, after dinner the younger set, influenced by McKibben, came to dance, and Aileen was at her best in spite of her doubts. She was gay, bold, attractive. Kent McKibben, a past master in the mazes and mysteries of the grand march, had the pleasure of leading her in that airy, fairy procession, followed by Cowperwood, who gave his arm to Mrs. Simms. Aileen, in white satin with a touch of silver here and there and necklet, bracelet, ear-rings, and hair-ornament of diamonds, glittered in almost an exotic way. She was positively radiant. McKibben, almost smitten, was most attentive.

This is such a pleasure, he whispered, intimately. You are very beautiful  a dream!

You would find me a very substantial one, returned Aileen. Would that I might find, he laughed, gaily; and Aileen, gathering the hidden significance, showed her teeth teasingly. Mrs. Simms, engrossed by Cowperwood, could not hear as she would have liked.

After the march Aileen, surrounded by a half-dozen of gay, rudely thoughtless young bloods, escorted them all to see her portrait. The conservative commented on the flow of wine, the intensely nude Gerome at one end of the gallery, and the sparkling portrait of Aileen at the other, the enthusiasm of some of the young men for her company. Mrs. Rambaud, pleasant and kindly, remarked to her husband that Aileen was very eager for life, she thought. Mrs. Addison, astonished at the material flare of the Cowperwoods, quite transcending in glitter if not in size and solidity anything she and Addison had ever achieved, remarked to her husband that he must be making money very fast.

The mans a born financier, Ella, Addison explained, sententiously. Hes a manipulator, and hes sure to make money. Whether they can get into society I dont know. He could if he were alone, thats sure. Shes beautiful, but he needs another kind of woman, Im afraid. Shes almost too good-looking.

Thats what I think, too. I like her, but Im afraid shes not going to play her cards right. Its too bad, too.

Just then Aileen came by, a smiling youth on either side, her own face glowing with a warmth of joy engendered by much flattery. The ball-room, which was composed of the music and drawing rooms thrown into one, was now the objective. It glittered before her with a moving throng; the air was full of the odor of flowers, and the sound of music and voices.

Mrs. Cowperwood, observed Bradford Canda to Horton Biggers, the society editor, is one of the prettiest women I have seen in a long time. Shes almost too pretty.

How do you think shes taking? queried the cautious Biggers. Charming, but shes hardly cold enough, Im afraid; hardly clever enough. It takes a more serious type. Shes a little too high-spirited. These old women would never want to get near her; she makes them look too old. Shed do better if she were not so young and so pretty.

Thats what I think exactly, said Biggers. As a matter of fact, he did not think so at all; he had no power of drawing any such accurate conclusions. But he believed it now, because Bradford Canda had said it.


Chapter XI

The Fruits of Daring

Next morning, over the breakfast cups at the Norrie Simmses and elsewhere, the import of the Cowperwoods social efforts was discussed and the problem of their eventual acceptance or non-acceptance carefully weighed.

The trouble with Mrs. Cowperwood, observed Mrs. Simms, is that she is too gauche. The whole thing was much too showy. The idea of her portrait at one end of the gallery and that Gerome at the other! And then this item in the Press this morning! Why, youd really think they were in society. Mrs. Simms was already a little angry at having let herself be used, as she now fancied she had been, by Taylor Lord and Kent McKibben, both friends of hers.

What did you think of the crowd? asked Norrie, buttering a roll.

Why, it wasnt representative at all, of course. We were the most important people they had there, and Im sorry now that we went. Who are the Israelses and the Hoecksemas, anyhow? That dreadful woman! (She was referring to Mrs. Hoecksema.) I never listened to duller remarks in my life.

I was talking to Haguenin of the Press in the afternoon, observed Norrie. He says that Cowperwood failed in Philadelphia before he came here, and that there were a lot of lawsuits. Did you ever hear that?

No. But she says she knows the Drakes and the Walkers there. Ive been intending to ask Nellie about that. I have often wondered why he should leave Philadelphia if he was getting along so well. People dont usually do that.

Simms was envious already of the financial showing Cowperwood was making in Chicago. Besides, Cowperwoods manner bespoke supreme intelligence and courage, and that is always resented by all save the suppliants or the triumphant masters of other walks in life. Simms was really interested at last to know something more about Cowperwood, something definite.

Before this social situation had time to adjust itself one way or the other, however, a matter arose which in its way was far more vital, though Aileen might not have thought so. The feeling between the new and old gas companies was becoming strained; the stockholders of the older organization were getting uneasy. They were eager to find out who was back of these new gas companies which were threatening to poach on their exclusive preserves. Finally one of the lawyers who had been employed by the North Chicago Gas Illuminating Company to fight the machinations of De Soto Sippens and old General Van Sickle, finding that the Lake View Council had finally granted the franchise to the new company and that the Appellate Court was about to sustain it, hit upon the idea of charging conspiracy and wholesale bribery of councilmen. Considerable evidence had accumulated that Duniway, Jacob Gerecht, and others on the North Side had been influenced by cash, and to bring legal action would delay final approval of the franchises and give the old company time to think what else to do. This North Side company lawyer, a man by the name of Parsons, had been following up the movements of Sippens and old General Van Sickle, and had finally concluded that they were mere dummies and pawns, and that the real instigator in all this excitement was Cowperwood, or, if not he, then men whom he represented. Parsons visited Cowperwoods office one day in order to see him; getting no satisfaction, he proceeded to look up his record and connections. These various investigations and counter-schemings came to a head in a court proceeding filed in the United States Circuit Court late in November, charging Frank Algernon Cowperwood, Henry De Soto Sippens, Judson P. Van Sickle, and others with conspiracy; this again was followed almost immediately by suits begun by the West and South Side companies charging the same thing. In each case Cowperwoods name was mentioned as the secret power behind the new companies, conspiring to force the old companies to buy him out. His Philadelphia history was published, but only in part  a highly modified account he had furnished the newspapers some time before. Though conspiracy and bribery are ugly words, still lawyers charges prove nothing. But a penitentiary record, for whatever reason served, coupled with previous failure, divorce, and scandal (though the newspapers made only the most guarded reference to all this), served to whet public interest and to fix Cowperwood and his wife in the public eye.

Cowperwood himself was solicited for an interview, but his answer was that he was merely a financial agent for the three new companies, not an investor; and that the charges, in so far as he was concerned, were untrue, mere legal fol-de-rol trumped up to make the situation as annoying as possible. He threatened to sue for libel. Nevertheless, although these suits eventually did come to nothing (for he had fixed it so that he could not be traced save as a financial agent in each case), yet the charges had been made, and he was now revealed as a shrewd, manipulative factor, with a record that was certainly spectacular.

I see, said Anson Merrill to his wife, one morning at breakfast, that this man Cowperwood is beginning to get his name in the papers. He had the Times on the table before him, and was looking at a headline which, after the old-fashioned pyramids then in vogue, read: Conspiracy charged against various Chicago citizens. Frank Algernon Cowperwood, Judson P. Van Sickle, Henry De Soto Sippens, and others named in Circuit Court complaint. It went on to specify other facts. I supposed he was just a broker.

I dont know much about them, replied his wife, except what Bella Simms tells me. What does it say?

He handed her the paper.

I have always thought they were merely climbers, continued Mrs. Merrill. From what I hear she is impossible. I never saw her.

He begins well for a Philadelphian, smiled Merrill. Ive seen him at the Calumet. He looks like a very shrewd man to me. Hes going about his work in a brisk spirit, anyhow.

Similarly Mr. Norman Schryhart, a man who up to this time had taken no thought of Cowperwood, although he had noted his appearance about the halls of the Calumet and Union League Clubs, began to ask seriously who he was. Schryhart, a man of great physical and mental vigor, six feet tall, hale and stolid as an ox, a very different type of man from Anson Merrill, met Addison one day at the Calumet Club shortly after the newspaper talk began. Sinking into a great leather divan beside him, he observed:

Who is this man Cowperwood whose name is in the papers these days, Addison? You know: all these people. Didnt you introduce him to me once?

I surely did, replied Addison, cheerfully, who, in spite of the attacks on Cowperwood, was rather pleased than otherwise. It was quite plain from the concurrent excitement that attended all this struggle, that Cowperwood must be managing things rather adroitly, and, best of all, he was keeping his backers names from view. Hes a Philadelphian by birth. He came out here several years ago, and went into the grain and commission business. Hes a banker now. A rather shrewd man, I should say. He has a lot of money.

Is it true, as the papers say, that he failed for a million in Philadelphia in 1871?

In so far as I know, it is.

Well, was he in the penitentiary down there?

I think so  yes. I believe it was for nothing really criminal, though. There appears to have been some political-financial mix-up, from all I can learn.

And is he only forty, as the papers say?

About that, I should judge. Why?

Oh, this scheme of his looks rather pretentious to me  holding up the old gas companies here. Do you suppose hell manage to do it?

I dont know that. All I know is what I have read in the papers, replied Addison, cautiously. As a matter of fact, he did not care to talk about this business at all. Cowperwood was busy at this very time, through an agent, attempting to effect a compromise and union of all interests concerned. It was not going very well.

Humph! commented Schryhart. He was wondering why men like himself, Merrill, Arneel, and others had not worked into this field long ago or bought out the old companies. He went away interested, and a day or two later  even the next morning  had formulated a scheme. Not unlike Cowperwood, he was a shrewd, hard, cold man. He believed in Chicago implicitly and in all that related to its future. This gas situation, now that Cowperwood had seen the point, was very clear to him. Even yet it might not be impossible for a third party to step in and by intricate manipulation secure the much coveted rewards. Perhaps Cowperwood himself could be taken over  who could tell?

Mr. Schryhart, being a very dominating type of person, did not believe in minor partnerships or investments. If he went into a thing of this kind it was his preference to rule. He decided to invite Cowperwood to visit the Schryhart office and talk matters over. Accordingly, he had his secretary pen a note, which in rather lofty phrases invited Cowperwood to call on a matter of importance.

Now just at this time, it so chanced, Cowperwood was feeling rather secure as to his place in the Chicago financial world, although he was still smarting from the bitterness of the aspersions recently cast upon him from various quarters. Under such circumstances it was his temperament to evince a rugged contempt for humanity, rich and poor alike. He was well aware that Schryhart, although introduced, had never previously troubled to notice him.

Mr. Cowperwood begs me to say, wrote Miss Antoinette Nowak, at his dictation, that he finds himself very much pressed for time at present, but he would be glad to see Mr. Schryhart at his office at any time.

This irritated the dominating, self-sufficient Schryhart a little, but nevertheless he was satisfied that a conference could do no harm in this instance  was advisable, in fact. So one Wednesday afternoon he journeyed to the office of Cowperwood, and was most hospitably received.

How do you do, Mr. Schryhart, observed Cowperwood, cordially, extending his hand. Im glad to see you again. I believe we met once before several years ago.

I think so myself, replied Mr. Schryhart, who was broad-shouldered, square-headed, black-eyed, and with a short black mustache gracing a firm upper lip. He had hard, dark, piercing eyes. I see by the papers, if they can be trusted, he said, coming direct to the point, that you are interesting yourself in local gas. Is that true?

Im afraid the papers cannot be generally relied on, replied Cowperwood, quite blandly. Would you mind telling me what makes you interested to know whether I am or not?

Well, to tell the truth, replied Schryhart, staring at the financier, I am interested in this local gas situation myself. It offers a rather profitable field for investment, and several members of the old companies have come to me recently to ask me to help them combine. (This was not true at all.) I have been wondering what chance you thought you had of winning along the lines you are now taking.

Cowperwood smiled. I hardly care to discuss that, he said, unless I know much more of your motives and connections than I do at present. Do I understand that you have really been appealed to by stockholders of the old companies to come in and help adjust this matter?

Exactly, said Schryhart.

And you think you can get them to combine? On what basis?

Oh, I should say it would be a simple matter to give each of them two or three shares of a new company for one in each of the old. We could then elect one set of officers, have one set of offices, stop all these suits, and leave everybody happy.

He said this in an easy, patronizing way, as though Cowperwood had not really thought it all out years before. It amazed the latter no little to see his own scheme patronizingly brought back to him, and that, too, by a very powerful man locally  one who thus far had chosen to overlook him utterly.

On what basis, asked Cowperwood, cautiously, would you expect these new companies to come in?

On the same basis as the others, if they are not too heavily capitalized. I havent thought out all the details. Two or three for one, according to investment. Of course, the prejudices of these old companies have to be considered.

Cowperwood meditated. Should or should he not entertain this offer? Here was a chance to realize quickly by selling out to the old companies. Only Schryhart, not himself, would be taking the big end in this manipulative deal. Whereas if he waited  even if Schryhart managed to combine the three old companies into one  he might be able to force better terms. He was not sure. Finally he asked, How much stock of the new company would be left in your hands  or in the hands of the organizing group  after each of the old and new companies had been provided for on this basis?

Oh, possibly thirty-five or forty per cent. of the whole, replied Schryhart, ingratiatingly. The laborer is worthy of his hire.

Quite so, replied Cowperwood, smiling, but, seeing that I am the man who has been cutting the pole to knock this persimmon it seems to me that a pretty good share of that should come to me; dont you think so?

Just what do you mean?

Just what I have said. I personally have organized the new companies which have made this proposed combination possible. The plan you propose is nothing more than what I have been proposing for some time. The officers and directors of the old companies are angry at me merely because I am supposed to have invaded the fields that belong to them. Now, if on account of that they are willing to operate through you rather than through me, it seems to me that I should have a much larger share in the surplus. My personal interest in these new companies is not very large. I am really more of a fiscal agent than anything else. (This was not true, but Cowperwood preferred to have his guest think so.)

Schryhart smiled. But, my dear sir, he explained, you forget that I will be supplying nearly all the capital to do this.

You forget, retorted Cowperwood, that I am not a novice. I will guarantee to supply all the capital myself, and give you a good bonus for your services, if you want that. The plants and franchises of the old and new companies are worth something. You must remember that Chicago is growing.

I know that, replied Schryhart, evasively, but I also know that you have a long, expensive fight ahead of you. As things are now you cannot, of yourself, expect to bring these old companies to terms. They wont work with you, as I understand it. It will require an outsider like myself  some one of influence, or perhaps, I had better say, of old standing in Chicago, some one who knows these people  to bring about this combination. Have you any one, do you think, who can do it better than I?

It is not at all impossible that I will find some one, replied Cowperwood, quite easily.

I hardly think so; certainly not as things are now. The old companies are not disposed to work through you, and they are through me. Dont you think you had better accept my terms and allow me to go ahead and close this matter up?

Not at all on that basis, replied Cowperwood, quite simply. We have invaded the enemies country too far and done too much. Three for one or four for one  whatever terms are given the stockholders of the old companies  is the best I will do about the new shares, and I must have one-half of whatever is left for myself. At that I will have to divide with others. (This was not true either.)

No, replied Schryhart, evasively and opposingly, shaking his square head. It cant be done. The risks are too great. I might allow you one-fourth, possibly  I cant tell yet.

One-half or nothing, said Cowperwood, definitely.

Schryhart got up. Thats the best you will do, is it? he inquired.

The very best.

Im afraid then, he said, we cant come to terms. Im sorry. You may find this a rather long and expensive fight.

I have fully anticipated that, replied the financier.


Chapter XII

A New Retainer

Cowperwood, who had rebuffed Schryhart so courteously but firmly, was to learn that he who takes the sword may well perish by the sword. His own watchful attorney, on guard at the state capitol, where certificates of incorporation were issued in the city and village councils, in the courts and so forth, was not long in learning that a counter-movement of significance was under way. Old General Van Sickle was the first to report that something was in the wind in connection with the North Side company. He came in late one afternoon, his dusty greatcoat thrown loosely about his shoulders, his small, soft hat low over his shaggy eyes, and in response to Cowperwoods Evening, General, what can I do for you? seated himself portentously.

I think youll have to prepare for real rough weather in the future, Captain, he remarked, addressing the financier with a courtesy title that he had fallen in the habit of using.

Whats the trouble now? asked Cowperwood.

No real trouble as yet, but there may be. Some one  I dont know who  is getting these three old companies together in one. Theres a certificate of incorporation been applied for at Springfield for the United Gas and Fuel Company of Chicago, and there are some directors meetings now going on at the Douglas Trust Company. I got this from Duniway, who seems to have friends somewhere that know.

Cowperwood put the ends of his fingers together in his customary way and began to tap them lightly and rhythmically.

Let me see  the Douglas Trust Company. Mr. Simms is president of that. He isnt shrewd enough to organize a thing of that kind. Who are the incorporators?

The General produced a list of four names, none of them officers or directors of the old companies.

Dummies, every one, said Cowperwood, succinctly. I think I know, he said, after a few moments reflection, who is behind it, General; but dont let that worry you. They cant harm us if they do unite. Theyre bound to sell out to us or buy us out eventually.

Still it irritated him to think that Schryhart had succeeded in persuading the old companies to combine on any basis; he had meant to have Addison go shortly, posing as an outside party, and propose this very thing. Schryhart, he was sure, had acted swiftly following their interview. He hurried to Addisons office in the Lake National.

Have you heard the news? exclaimed that individual, the moment Cowperwood appeared. Theyre planning to combine. Its Schryhart. I was afraid of that. Simms of the Douglas Trust is going to act as the fiscal agent. I had the information not ten minutes ago.

So did I, replied Cowperwood, calmly. We should have acted a little sooner. Still, it isnt our fault exactly. Do you know the terms of agreement?

Theyre going to pool their stock on a basis of three to one, with about thirty per cent. of the holding company left for Schryhart to sell or keep, as he wants to. He guarantees the interest. We did that for him  drove the game right into his bag.

Nevertheless, replied Cowperwood, he still has us to deal with. I propose now that we go into the city council and ask for a blanket franchise. It can be had. If we should get it, it will bring them to their knees. We will really be in a better position than they are with these smaller companies as feeders. We can unite with ourselves.

That will take considerable money, wont it?

Not so much. We may never need to lay a pipe or build a plant. They will offer to sell out, buy, or combine before that. We can fix the terms. Leave it to me. You dont happen to know by any chance this Mr. McKenty, who has so much say in local affairs here  John J. McKenty?

Cowperwood was referring to a man who was at once gambler, rumored owner or controller of a series of houses of prostitution, rumored maker of mayors and aldermen, rumored financial backer of many saloons and contracting companies  in short, the patron saint of the political and social underworld of Chicago, and who was naturally to be reckoned with in matters which related to the city and state legislative programme.

I dont, said Addison; but I can get you a letter. Why?

Dont trouble to ask me that now. Get me as strong an introduction as you can.

Ill have one for you to-day some time, replied Addison, efficiently. Ill send it over to you.

Cowperwood went out while Addison speculated as to this newest move. Trust Cowperwood to dig a pit into which the enemy might fall. He marveled sometimes at the mans resourcefulness. He never quarreled with the directness and incisiveness of Cowperwoods action.

The man, McKenty, whom Cowperwood had in mind in this rather disturbing hour, was as interesting and forceful an individual as one would care to meet anywhere, a typical figure of Chicago and the West at the time. He was a pleasant, smiling, bland, affable person, not unlike Cowperwood in magnetism and subtlety, but different by a degree of animal coarseness (not visible on the surface) which Cowperwood would scarcely have understood, and in a kind of temperamental pull drawing to him that vast pathetic life of the underworld in which his soul found its solution. There is a kind of nature, not artistic, not spiritual, in no way emotional, nor yet unduly philosophical, that is nevertheless a sphered content of life; not crystalline, perhaps, and yet not utterly dark  an agate temperament, cloudy and strange. As a three-year-old child McKenty had been brought from Ireland by his emigrant parents during a period of famine. He had been raised on the far South Side in a shanty which stood near a maze of railroad-tracks, and as a naked baby he had crawled on its earthen floor. His father had been promoted to a section boss after working for years as a day-laborer on the adjoining railroad, and John, junior, one of eight other children, had been sent out early to do many things  to be an errand-boy in a store, a messenger-boy for a telegraph company, an emergency sweep about a saloon, and finally a bartender. This last was his true beginning, for he was discovered by a keen-minded politician and encouraged to run for the state legislature and to study law. Even as a stripling what things had he not learned  robbery, ballot-box stuffing, the sale of votes, the appointive power of leaders, graft, nepotism, vice exploitation  all the things that go to make up (or did) the American world of politics and financial and social strife. There is a strong assumption in the upper walks of life that there is nothing to be learned at the bottom. If you could have looked into the capacious but balanced temperament of John J. McKenty you would have seen a strange wisdom there and stranger memories  whole worlds of brutalities, tendernesses, errors, immoralities suffered, endured, even rejoiced in  the hardy, eager life of the animal that has nothing but its perceptions, instincts, appetites to guide it. Yet the man had the air and the poise of a gentleman.

To-day, at forty-eight, McKenty was an exceedingly important personage. His roomy house on the West Side, at Harrison Street and Ashland Avenue, was visited at sundry times by financiers, business men, office-holders, priests, saloon-keepers  in short, the whole range and gamut of active, subtle, political life. From McKenty they could obtain that counsel, wisdom, surety, solution which all of them on occasion were anxious to have, and which in one deft way and another  often by no more than gratitude and an acknowledgment of his leadership  they were willing to pay for. To police captains and officers whose places he occasionally saved, when they should justly have been discharged; to mothers whose erring boys or girls he took out of prison and sent home again; to keepers of bawdy houses whom he protected from a too harsh invasion of the grafting propensities of the local police; to politicians and saloon-keepers who were in danger of being destroyed by public upheavals of one kind and another, he seemed, in hours of stress, when his smooth, genial, almost artistic face beamed on them, like a heaven-sent son of light, a kind of Western god, all-powerful, all-merciful, perfect. On the other hand, there were ingrates, uncompromising or pharasaical religionists and reformers, plotting, scheming rivals, who found him deadly to contend with. There were many henchmen  runners from an almost imperial throne  to do his bidding. He was simple in dress and taste, married and (apparently) very happy, a professing though virtually non-practising Catholic, a suave, genial Buddha-like man, powerful and enigmatic.

When Cowperwood and McKenty first met, it was on a spring evening at the latters home. The windows of the large house were pleasantly open, though screened, and the curtains were blowing faintly in a light air. Along with a sense of the new green life everywhere came a breath of stock-yards.

On the presentation of Addisons letter and of another, secured through Van Sickle from a well-known political judge, Cowperwood had been invited to call. On his arrival he was offered a drink, a cigar, introduced to Mrs. McKenty  who, lacking an organized social life of any kind, was always pleased to meet these celebrities of the upper world, if only for a moment  and shown eventually into the library. Mrs. McKenty, as he might have observed if he had had the eye for it, was plump and fifty, a sort of superannuated Aileen, but still showing traces of a former hardy beauty, and concealing pretty well the evidences that she had once been a prostitute. It so happened that on this particular evening McKenty was in a most genial frame of mind. There were no immediate political troubles bothering him just now. It was early in May. Outside the trees were budding, the sparrows and robins were voicing their several moods. A delicious haze was in the air, and some early mosquitoes were reconnoitering the screens which protected the windows and doors. Cowperwood, in spite of his various troubles, was in a complacent state of mind himself. He liked life  even its very difficult complications  perhaps its complications best of all. Nature was beautiful, tender at times, but difficulties, plans, plots, schemes to unravel and make smooth  these things were what made existence worth while.

Well now, Mr. Cowperwood, McKenty began, when they finally entered the cool, pleasant library, what can I do for you?

Well, Mr. McKenty, said Cowperwood, choosing his words and bringing the finest resources of his temperament into play, it isnt so much, and yet it is. I want a franchise from the Chicago city council, and I want you to help me get it if you will. I know you may say to me why not go to the councilmen direct. I would do that, except that there are certain other elements  individuals  who might come to you. It wont offend you, I know, when I say that I have always understood that you are a sort of clearing-house for political troubles in Chicago.

Mr. McKenty smiled. Thats flattering, he replied, dryly.

Now, I am rather new myself to Chicago, went on Cowperwood, softly. I have been here only a year or two. I come from Philadelphia. I have been interested as a fiscal agent and an investor in several gas companies that have been organized in Lake View, Hyde Park, and elsewhere outside the city limits, as you may possibly have seen by the papers lately. I am not their owner, in the sense that I have provided all or even a good part of the money invested in them. I am not even their manager, except in a very general way. I might better be called their promoter and guardian; but I am that for other people and myself.

Mr. McKenty nodded.

Now, Mr. McKenty, it was not very long after I started out to get franchises to do business in Lake View and Hyde Park before I found myself confronted by the interests which control the three old city gas companies. They were very much opposed to our entering the field in Cook County anywhere, as you may imagine, although we were not really crowding in on their field. Since then they have fought me with lawsuits, injunctions, and charges of bribery and conspiracy.

I know, put in Mr. McKenty. I have heard something of it.

Quite so, replied Cowperwood. Because of their opposition I made them an offer to combine these three companies and the three new ones into one, take out a new charter, and give the city a uniform gas service. They would not do that  largely because I was an outsider, I think. Since then another person, Mr. Schryhart  McKenty nodded who has never had anything to do with the gas business here, has stepped in and offered to combine them. His plan is to do exactly what I wanted to do; only his further proposition is, once he has the three old companies united, to invade this new gas field of ours and hold us up, or force us to sell by obtaining rival franchises in these outlying places. There is talk of combining these suburbs with Chicago, as you know, which would allow these three down-town franchises to become mutually operative with our own. This makes it essential for us to do one of several things, as you may see  either to sell out on the best terms we can now, or to continue the fight at a rather heavy expense without making any attempt to strike back, or to get into the city council and ask for a franchise to do business in the down-town section  a general blanket franchise to sell gas in Chicago alongside of the old companies  with the sole intention of protecting ourselves, as one of my officers is fond of saying, added Cowperwood, humorously.

McKenty smiled again. I see, he said. Isnt that a rather large order, though, Mr. Cowperwood, seeking a new franchise? Do you suppose the general public would agree that the city needs an extra gas company? Its true the old companies havent been any too generous. My own gas isnt of the best. He smiled vaguely, prepared to listen further.

Now, Mr. McKenty, I know that you are a practical man, went on Cowperwood, ignoring this interruption, and so am I. I am not coming to you with any vague story concerning my troubles and expecting you to be interested as a matter of sympathy. I realize that to go into the city council of Chicago with a legitimate proposition is one thing. To get it passed and approved by the city authorities is another. I need advice and assistance, and I am not begging it. If I could get a general franchise, such as I have described, it would be worth a very great deal of money to me. It would help me to close up and realize on these new companies which are entirely sound and needed. It would help me to prevent the old companies from eating me up. As a matter of fact, I must have such a franchise to protect my interests and give me a running fighting chance. Now, I know that none of us are in politics or finance for our health. If I could get such a franchise it would be worth from one-fourth to one-half of all I personally would make out of it, providing my plan of combining these new companies with the old ones should go through  say, from three to four hundred thousand dollars. (Here again Cowperwood was not quite frank, but safe.) It is needless to say to you that I can command ample capital. This franchise would do that. Briefly, I want to know if you wont give me your political support in this matter and join in with me on the basis that I propose? I will make it perfectly clear to you beforehand who my associates are. I will put all the data and details on the table before you so that you can see for yourself how things are. If you should find at any time that I have misrepresented anything you are at full liberty, of course, to withdraw. As I said before, he concluded, I am not a beggar. I am not coming here to conceal any facts or to hide anything which might deceive you as to the worth of all this to us. I want you to know the facts. I want you to give me your aid on such terms as you think are fair and equitable. Really the only trouble with me in this situation is that I am not a silk stocking. If I were this gas war would have been adjusted long ago. These gentlemen who are so willing to reorganize through Mr. Schryhart are largely opposed to me because I am  comparatively  a stranger in Chicago and not in their set. If I were  he moved his hand slightly I dont suppose I would be here this evening asking for your favor, although that does not say that I am not glad to be here, or that I would not be glad to work with you in any way that I might. Circumstances simply have not thrown me across your path before.

As he talked his eye fixed McKenty steadily, almost innocently; and the latter, following him clearly, felt all the while that he was listening to a strange, able, dark, and very forceful man. There was no beating about the bush here, no squeamishness of spirit, and yet there was subtlety  the kind McKenty liked. While he was amused by Cowperwoods casual reference to the silk stockings who were keeping him out, it appealed to him. He caught the point of view as well as the intention of it. Cowperwood represented a new and rather pleasing type of financier to him. Evidently, he was traveling in able company if one could believe the men who had introduced him so warmly. McKenty, as Cowperwood was well aware, had personally no interest in the old companies and also  though this he did not say  no particular sympathy with them. They were just remote financial corporations to him, paying political tribute on demand, expecting political favors in return. Every few weeks now they were in council, asking for one gas-main franchise after another (special privileges in certain streets), asking for better (more profitable) light-contracts, asking for dock privileges in the river, a lower tax rate, and so forth and so on. McKenty did not pay much attention to these things personally. He had a subordinate in council, a very powerful henchman by the name of Patrick Dowling, a meaty, vigorous Irishman and a true watch-dog of graft for the machine, who worked with the mayor, the city treasurer, the city tax receiver  in fact, all the officers of the current administration  and saw that such minor matters were properly equalized. Mr. McKenty had only met two or three of the officers of the South Side Gas Company, and that quite casually. He did not like them very well. The truth was that the old companies were officered by men who considered politicians of the McKenty and Dowling stripe as very evil men; if they paid them and did other such wicked things it was because they were forced to do so.

Well, McKenty replied, lingering his thin gold watch-chain in a thoughtful manner, thats an interesting scheme you have. Of course the old companies wouldnt like your asking for a rival franchise, but once you had it they couldnt object very well, could they? He smiled. Mr. McKenty spoke with no suggestion of a brogue. From one point of view it might be looked upon as bad business, but not entirely. They would be sure to make a great cry, though they havent been any too kind to the public themselves. But if you offered to combine with them I see no objection. Its certain to be as good for them in the long run as it is for you. This merely permits you to make a better bargain.

Exactly, said Cowperwood.

And you have the means, you tell me, to lay mains in every part of the city, and fight with them for business if they wont give in?

I have the means, said Cowperwood, or if I havent I can get them.

Mr. McKenty looked at Mr. Cowperwood very solemnly. There was a kind of mutual sympathy, understanding, and admiration between the two men, but it was still heavily veiled by self-interest. To Mr. McKenty Cowperwood was interesting because he was one of the few business men he had met who were not ponderous, pharasaical, even hypocritical when they were dealing with him.

Well, Ill tell you what Ill do, Mr. Cowperwood, he said, finally. Ill take it all under consideration. Let me think it over until Monday, anyhow. There is more of an excuse now for the introduction of a general gas ordinance than there would be a little later  I can see that. Why dont you draw up your proposed franchise and let me see it? Then we might find out what some of the other gentlemen of the city council think.

Cowperwood almost smiled at the word gentlemen.

I have already done that, he said. Here it is.

McKenty took it, surprised and yet pleased at this evidence of business proficiency. He liked a strong manipulator of this kind  the more since he was not one himself, and most of those that he did know were thin-blooded and squeamish.

Let me take this, he said. Ill see you next Monday again if you wish. Come Monday.

Cowperwood got up. I thought Id come and talk to you direct, Mr. McKenty, he said, and now Im glad that I did. You will find, if you will take the trouble to look into this matter, that it is just as I represent it. There is a very great deal of money here in one way and another, though it will take some little time to work it out.

Mr. McKenty saw the point. Yes, he said, sweetly, to be sure.

They looked into each others eyes as they shook hands.

Im not sure but you havent hit upon a very good idea here, concluded McKenty, sympathetically. A very good idea, indeed. Come and see me again next Monday, or about that time, and Ill let you know what I think. Come any time you have anything else you want of me. Ill always be glad to see you. Its a fine night, isnt it? he added, looking out as they neared the door. A nice moon that! he added. A sickle moon was in the sky. Good night.


Chapter XIII

The Die is Cast

The significance of this visit was not long in manifesting itself. At the top, in large affairs, life goes off into almost inexplicable tangles of personalities. Mr. McKenty, now that the matter had been called to his attention, was interested to learn about this gas situation from all sides  whether it might not be more profitable to deal with the Schryhart end of the argument, and so on. But his eventual conclusion was that Cowperwoods plan, as he had outlined it, was the most feasible for political purposes, largely because the Schryhart faction, not being in a position where they needed to ask the city council for anything at present, were so obtuse as to forget to make overtures of any kind to the bucaneering forces at the City Hall.

When Cowperwood next came to McKentys house the latter was in a receptive frame of mind. Well, he said, after a few genial preliminary remarks, Ive been learning whats going on. Your proposition is fair enough. Organize your company, and arrange your plan conditionally. Then introduce your ordinance, and well see what can be done. They went into a long, intimate discussion as to how the forthcoming stock should be divided, how it was to be held in escrow by a favorite bank of Mr. McKentys until the terms of the agreement under the eventual affiliation with the old companies or the new union company should be fulfilled, and details of that sort. It was rather a complicated arrangement, not as satisfactory to Cowperwood as it might have been, but satisfactory in that it permitted him to win. It required the undivided services of General Van Sickle, Henry De Soto Sippens, Kent Barrows McKibben, and Alderman Dowling for some little time. But finally all was in readiness for the coup.

On a certain Monday night, therefore, following the Thursday on which, according to the rules of the city council, an ordinance of this character would have to be introduced, the plan, after being publicly broached but this very little while, was quickly considered by the city council and passed. There had been really no time for public discussion. This was just the thing, of course, that Cowperwood and McKenty were trying to avoid. On the day following the particular Thursday on which the ordinance had been broached in council as certain to be brought up for passage, Schryhart, through his lawyers and the officers of the old individual gas companies, had run to the newspapers and denounced the whole thing as plain robbery; but what were they to do? There was so little time for agitation. True the newspapers, obedient to this larger financial influence, began to talk of fair play to the old companies, and the uselessness of two large rival companies in the field when one would serve as well. Still the public, instructed or urged by the McKenty agents to the contrary, were not prepared to believe it. They had not been so well treated by the old companies as to make any outcry on their behalf.

Standing outside the city council door, on the Monday evening when the bill was finally passed, Mr. Samuel Blackman, president of the South Side Gas Company, a little, wispy man with shoe-brush whiskers, declared emphatically:

This is a scoundrelly piece of business. If the mayor signs that he should be impeached. There is not a vote in there to-night that has not been purchased  not one. This is a fine element of brigandage to introduce into Chicago; why, people who have worked years and years to build up a business are not safe!

Its true, every word of it, complained Mr. Jordan Jules, president of the North Side company, a short, stout man with a head like an egg lying lengthwise, a mere fringe of hair, and hard, blue eyes. He was with Mr. Hudson Baker, tall and ambling, who was president of the West Chicago company. All of these had come to protest.

Its that scoundrel from Philadelphia. Hes the cause of all our troubles. Its high time the respectable business element of Chicago realized just what sort of a man they have to deal with in him. He ought to be driven out of here. Look at his Philadelphia record. They sent him to the penitentiary down there, and they ought to do it here.

Mr. Baker, very recently the guest of Schryhart, and his henchman, too, was also properly chagrined. The man is a charlatan, he protested to Blackman. He doesnt play fair. It is plain that he doesnt belong in respectable society.

Nevertheless, and in spite of this, the ordinance was passed. It was a bitter lesson for Mr. Norman Schryhart, Mr. Norrie Simms, and all those who had unfortunately become involved. A committee composed of all three of the old companies visited the mayor; but the latter, a tool of McKenty, giving his future into the hands of the enemy, signed it just the same. Cowperwood had his franchise, and, groan as they might, it was now necessary, in the language of a later day, to step up and see the captain. Only Schryhart felt personally that his score with Cowperwood was not settled. He would meet him on some other ground later. The next time he would try to fight fire with fire. But for the present, shrewd man that he was, he was prepared to compromise.

Thereafter, dissembling his chagrin as best he could, he kept on the lookout for Cowperwood at both of the clubs of which he was a member; but Cowperwood had avoided them during this period of excitement, and Mahomet would have to go to the mountain. So one drowsy June afternoon Mr. Schryhart called at Cowperwoods office. He had on a bright, new, steel-gray suit and a straw hat. From his pocket, according to the fashion of the time, protruded a neat, blue-bordered silk handkerchief, and his feet were immaculate in new, shining Oxford ties.

Im sailing for Europe in a few days, Mr. Cowperwood, he remarked, genially, and I thought Id drop round to see if you and I could reach some agreement in regard to this gas situation. The officers of the old companies naturally feel that they do not care to have a rival in the field, and Im sure that you are not interested in carrying on a useless rate war that wont leave anybody any profit. I recall that you were willing to compromise on a half-and-half basis with me before, and I was wondering whether you were still of that mind.

Sit down, sit down, Mr. Schryhart, remarked Cowperwood, cheerfully, waving the new-comer to a chair. Im pleased to see you again. No, Im no more anxious for a rate war than you are. As a matter of fact, I hope to avoid it; but, as you see, things have changed somewhat since I saw you. The gentlemen who have organized and invested their money in this new city gas company are perfectly willing  rather anxious, in fact  to go on and establish a legitimate business. They feel all the confidence in the world that they can do this, and I agree with them. A compromise might be effected between the old and the new companies, but not on the basis on which I was willing to settle some time ago. A new company has been organized since then, stock issued, and a great deal of money expended. (This was not true.) That stock will have to figure in any new agreement. I think a general union of all the companies is desirable, but it will have to be on a basis of one, two, three, or four shares  whatever is decided  at par for all stock involved.

Mr. Schryhart pulled a long face. Dont you think thats rather steep? he said, solemnly.

Not at all, not at all! replied Cowperwood. You know these new expenditures were not undertaken voluntarily. (The irony of this did not escape Mr. Schryhart, but he said nothing.)

I admit all that, but dont you think, since your shares are worth practically nothing at present, that you ought to be satisfied if they were accepted at par?

I cant see why, replied Cowperwood. Our future prospects are splendid. There must be an even adjustment here or nothing. What I want to know is how much treasury stock you would expect to have in the safe for the promotion of this new organization after all the old stockholders have been satisfied?

Well, as I thought before, from thirty to forty per cent. of the total issue, replied Schryhart, still hopeful of a profitable adjustment. I should think it could be worked on that basis.

And who gets that?

Why, the organizer, said Schryhart, evasively. Yourself, perhaps, and myself.

And how would you divide it? Half and half, as before?

I should think that would be fair.

It isnt enough, returned Cowperwood, incisively. Since I talked to you last I have been compelled to shoulder obligations and make agreements which I did not anticipate then. The best I can do now is to accept three-fourths.

Schryhart straightened up determinedly and offensively. This was outrageous, he thought, impossible! The effrontery of it!

It can never be done, Mr. Cowperwood, he replied, forcefully. You are trying to unload too much worthless stock on the company as it is. The old companies stock is selling right now, as you know, for from one-fifty to two-ten. Your stock is worth nothing. If you are to be given two or three for one for that, and three-fourths of the remainder in the treasury, I for one want nothing to do with the deal. You would be in control of the company, and it will be water-logged, at that. Talk about getting something for nothing! The best I would suggest to the stockholders of the old companies would be half and half. And I may say to you frankly, although you may not believe it, that the old companies will not join in with you in any scheme that gives you control. They are too much incensed. Feeling is running too high. It will mean a long, expensive fight, and they will never compromise. Now, if you have anything really reasonable to offer I would be glad to hear it. Otherwise I am afraid these negotiations are not going to come to anything.

Share and share alike, and three-fourths of the remainder, repeated Cowperwood, grimly. I do not want to control. If they want to raise the money and buy me out on that basis I am willing to sell. I want a decent return for investments I have made, and I am going to have it. I cannot speak for the others behind me, but as long as they deal through me that is what they will expect.

Mr. Schryhart went angrily away. He was exceedingly wroth. This proposition as Cowperwood now outlined it was bucaneering at its best. He proposed for himself to withdraw from the old companies if necessary, to close out his holdings and let the old companies deal with Cowperwood as best they could. So long as he had anything to do with it, Cowperwood should never gain control of the gas situation. Better to take him at his suggestion, raise the money and buy him out, even at an exorbitant figure. Then the old gas companies could go along and do business in their old-fashioned way without being disturbed. This bucaneer! This upstart! What a shrewd, quick, forceful move he had made! It irritated Mr. Schryhart greatly.

The end of all this was a compromise in which Cowperwood accepted one-half of the surplus stock of the new general issue, and two for one of every share of stock for which his new companies had been organized, at the same time selling out to the old companies  clearing out completely. It was a most profitable deal, and he was enabled to provide handsomely not only for Mr. McKenty and Addison, but for all the others connected with him. It was a splendid coup, as McKenty and Addison assured him. Having now done so much, he began to turn his eyes elsewhere for other fields to conquer.

But this victory in one direction brought with it corresponding reverses in another: the social future of Cowperwood and Aileen was now in great jeopardy. Schryhart, who was a force socially, having met with defeat at the hands of Cowperwood, was now bitterly opposed to him. Norrie Simms naturally sided with his old associates. But the worst blow came through Mrs. Anson Merrill. Shortly after the housewarming, and when the gas argument and the conspiracy charges were rising to their heights, she had been to New York and had there chanced to encounter an old acquaintance of hers, Mrs. Martyn Walker, of Philadelphia, one of the circle which Cowperwood once upon a time had been vainly ambitious to enter. Mrs. Merrill, aware of the interest the Cowperwoods had aroused in Mrs. Simms and others, welcomed the opportunity to find out something definite.

By the way, did you ever chance to hear of a Frank Algernon Cowperwood or his wife in Philadelphia? she inquired of Mrs. Walker.

Why, my dear Nellie, replied her friend, nonplussed that a woman so smart as Mrs. Merrill should even refer to them, have those people established themselves in Chicago? His career in Philadelphia was, to say the least, spectacular. He was connected with a city treasurer there who stole five hundred thousand dollars, and they both went to the penitentiary. That wasnt the worst of it! He became intimate with some young girl  a Miss Butler, the sister of Owen Butler, by the way, who is now such a power down there, and She merely lifted her eyes. While he was in the penitentiary her father died and the family broke up. I even heard it rumored that the old gentleman killed himself. (She was referring to Aileens father, Edward Malia Butler.) When he came out of the penitentiary Cowperwood disappeared, and I did hear some one say that he had gone West, and divorced his wife and married again. His first wife is still living in Philadelphia somewhere with his two children.

Mrs. Merrill was properly astonished, but she did not show it. Quite an interesting story, isnt it? she commented, distantly, thinking how easy it would be to adjust the Cowperwood situation, and how pleased she was that she had never shown any interest in them. Did you ever see her  his new wife?

I think so, but I forget where. I believe she used to ride and drive a great deal in Philadelphia.

Did she have red hair?

Oh yes. She was a very striking blonde.

I fancy it must be the same person. They have been in the papers recently in Chicago. I wanted to be sure.

Mrs. Merrill was meditating some fine comments to be made in the future.

I suppose now theyre trying to get into Chicago society? Mrs. Walker smiled condescendingly and contemptuously  as much at Chicago society as at the Cowperwoods.

Its possible that they might attempt something like that in the East and succeed  Im sure I dont know, replied Mrs. Merrill, caustically, resenting the slur, but attempting and achieving are quite different things in Chicago.

The answer was sufficient. It ended the discussion. When next Mrs. Simms was rash enough to mention the Cowperwoods, or, rather, the peculiar publicity in connection with him, her future viewpoint was definitely fixed for her.

If you take my advice, commented Mrs. Merrill, finally, the less you have to do with these friends of yours the better. I know all about them. You might have seen that from the first. They can never be accepted.

Mrs. Merrill did not trouble to explain why, but Mrs. Simms through her husband soon learned the whole truth, and she was righteously indignant and even terrified. Who was to blame for this sort of thing, anyhow? she thought. Who had introduced them? The Addisons, of course. But the Addisons were socially unassailable, if not all-powerful, and so the best had to be made of that. But the Cowperwoods could be dropped from the lists of herself and her friends instantly, and that was now done. A sudden slump in their social significance began to manifest itself, though not so swiftly but what for the time being it was slightly deceptive.

The first evidence of change which Aileen observed was when the customary cards and invitations for receptions and the like, which had come to them quite freely of late, began to decline sharply in number, and when the guests to her own Wednesday afternoons, which rather prematurely she had ventured to establish, became a mere negligible handful. At first she could not understand this, not being willing to believe that, following so soon upon her apparent triumph as a hostess in her own home, there could be so marked a decline in her local importance. Of a possible seventy-five or fifty who might have called or left cards, within three weeks after the housewarming only twenty responded. A week later it had declined to ten, and within five weeks, all told, there was scarcely a caller. It is true that a very few of the unimportant  those who had looked to her for influence and the self-protecting Taylor Lord and Kent McKibben, who were commercially obligated to Cowperwood  were still faithful, but they were really worse than nothing. Aileen was beside herself with disappointment, opposition, chagrin, shame. There are many natures, rhinoceros-bided and iron-souled, who can endure almost any rebuff in the hope of eventual victory, who are almost too thick-skinned to suffer, but hers was not one of these. Already, in spite of her original daring in regard to the opinion of society and the rights of the former Mrs. Cowperwood, she was sensitive on the score of her future and what her past might mean to her. Really her original actions could be attributed to her youthful passion and the powerful sex magnetism of Cowperwood. Under more fortunate circumstances she would have married safely enough and without the scandal which followed. As it was now, her social future here needed to end satisfactorily in order to justify herself to herself, and, she thought, to him.

You may put the sandwiches in the ice-box, she said to Louis, the butler, after one of the earliest of the at home failures, referring to the undue supply of pink-and-blue-ribboned titbits which, uneaten, honored some fine Sevres with their presence. Send the flowers to the hospital. The servants may drink the claret cup and lemonade. Keep some of the cakes fresh for dinner.

The butler nodded his head. Yes, Madame, he said. Then, by way of pouring oil on what appeared to him to be a troubled situation, he added: Eets a rough day. I suppose zat has somepsing to do weeth it.

Aileen was aflame in a moment. She was about to exclaim: Mind your business! but changed her mind. Yes, I presume so, was her answer, as she ascended to her room. If a single poor at home was to be commented on by servants, things were coming to a pretty pass. She waited until the next week to see whether this was the weather or a real change in public sentiment. It was worse than the one before. The singers she had engaged had to be dismissed without performing the service for which they had come. Kent McKibben and Taylor Lord, very well aware of the rumors now flying about, called, but in a remote and troubled spirit. Aileen saw that, too. An affair of this kind, with only these two and Mrs. Webster Israels and Mrs. Henry Huddlestone calling, was a sad indication of something wrong. She had to plead illness and excuse herself. The third week, fearing a worse defeat than before, Aileen pretended to be ill. She would see how many cards were left. There were just three. That was the end. She realized that her at homes were a notable failure.

At the same time Cowperwood was not to be spared his share in the distrust and social opposition which was now rampant.

His first inkling of the true state of affairs came in connection with a dinner which, on the strength of an old invitation, they unfortunately attended at a time when Aileen was still uncertain. It had been originally arranged by the Sunderland Sledds, who were not so much socially, and who at the time it occurred were as yet unaware of the ugly gossip going about, or at least of societys new attitude toward the Cowperwoods. At this time it was understood by nearly all  the Simms, Candas, Cottons, and Kingslands  that a great mistake had been made, and that the Cowperwoods were by no means admissible.

To this particular dinner a number of people, whom the latter knew, had been invited. Uniformly all, when they learned or recalled that the Cowperwoods were expected, sent eleventh-hour regrets so sorry. Outside the Sledds there was only one other couple  the Stanislau Hoecksemas, for whom the Cowperwoods did not particularly care. It was a dull evening. Aileen complained of a headache, and they went home.

Very shortly afterward, at a reception given by their neighbors, the Haatstaedts, to which they had long since been invited, there was an evident shyness in regard to them, quite new in its aspect, although the hosts themselves were still friendly enough. Previous to this, when strangers of prominence had been present at an affair of this kind they were glad to be brought over to the Cowperwoods, who were always conspicuous because of Aileens beauty. On this day, for no reason obvious to Aileen or Cowperwood (although both suspected), introductions were almost uniformly refused. There were a number who knew them, and who talked casually, but the general tendency on the part of all was to steer clear of them. Cowperwood sensed the difficulty at once. I think wed better leave early, he remarked to Aileen, after a little while. This isnt very interesting.

They returned to their own home, and Cowperwood to avoid discussion went down-town. He did not care to say what he thought of this as yet.

It was previous to a reception given by the Union League that the first real blow was struck at him personally, and that in a roundabout way. Addison, talking to him at the Lake National Bank one morning, had said quite confidentially, and out of a clear sky:

I want to tell you something, Cowperwood. You know by now something about Chicago society. You also know where I stand in regard to some things you told me about your past when I first met you. Well, theres a lot of talk going around about you now in regard to all that, and these two clubs to which you and I belong are filled with a lot of two-faced, double-breasted hypocrites whove been stirred up by this talk of conspiracy in the papers. There are four or five stockholders of the old companies who are members, and they are trying to drive you out. Theyve looked up that story you told me, and theyre talking about filing charges with the house committees at both places. Now, nothing can come of it in either case  theyve been talking to me; but when this next reception comes along youll know what to do. Theyll have to extend you an invitation; but they wont mean it. (Cowperwood understood.) This whole thing is certain to blow over, in my judgment; it will if I have anything to do with it; but for the present

He stared at Cowperwood in a friendly way.

The latter smiled. I expected something like this, Judah, to tell you the truth, he said, easily. Ive expected it all along. You neednt worry about me. I know all about this. Ive seen which way the wind is blowing, and I know how to trim my sails.

Addison reached out and took his hand. But dont resign, whatever you do, he said, cautiously. That would be a confession of weakness, and they dont expect you to. I wouldnt want you to. Stand your ground. This whole thing will blow over. Theyre jealous, I think.

I never intended to, replied Cowperwood. Theres no legitimate charge against me. I know it will all blow over if Im given time enough. Nevertheless he was chagrined to think that he should be subjected to such a conversation as this with any one.

Similarly in other ways society  so called  was quite able to enforce its mandates and conclusions.

The one thing that Cowperwood most resented, when he learned of it much later, was a snub direct given to Aileen at the door of the Norrie Simmses; she called there only to be told that Mrs. Simms was not at home, although the carriages of others were in the street. A few days afterward Aileen, much to his regret and astonishment  for he did not then know the cause  actually became ill.

If it had not been for Cowperwoods eventual financial triumph over all opposition  the complete routing of the enemy  in the struggle for control in the gas situation  the situation would have been hard, indeed. As it was, Aileen suffered bitterly; she felt that the slight was principally directed at her, and would remain in force. In the privacy of their own home they were compelled eventually to admit, the one to the other, that their house of cards, resplendent and forceful looking as it was, had fallen to the ground. Personal confidences between people so closely united are really the most trying of all. Human souls are constantly trying to find each other, and rarely succeeding.

You know, he finally said to her once, when he came in rather unexpectedly and found her sick in bed, her eyes wet, and her maid dismissed for the day, I understand what this is all about. To tell you the truth, Aileen, I rather expected it. We have been going too fast, you and I. We have been pushing this matter too hard. Now, I dont like to see you taking it this way, dear. This battle isnt lost. Why, I thought you had more courage than this. Let me tell you something which you dont seem to remember. Money will solve all this sometime. Im winning in this fight right now, and Ill win in others. They are coming to me. Why, dearie, you oughtnt to despair. Youre too young. I never do. Youll win yet. We can adjust this matter right here in Chicago, and when we do we will pay up a lot of scores at the same time. Were rich, and were going to be richer. That will settle it. Now put on a good face and look pleased; there are plenty of things to live for in this world besides society. Get up now and dress, and well go for a drive and dinner down-town. You have me yet. Isnt that something?

Oh yes, sighed Aileen, heavily; but she sank back again. She put her arms about his neck and cried, as much out of joy over the consolation he offered as over the loss she had endured. It was as much for you as for me, she sighed.

I know that, he soothed; but dont worry about it now. You will come out all right. We both will. Come, get up. Nevertheless, he was sorry to see her yield so weakly. It did not please him. He resolved some day to have a grim adjustment with society on this score. Meanwhile Aileen was recovering her spirits. She was ashamed of her weakness when she saw how forcefully he faced it all.

Oh, Frank, she exclaimed, finally, youre always so wonderful. Youre such a darling.

Never mind, he said, cheerfully. If we dont win this game here in Chicago, we will somewhere.

He was thinking of the brilliant manner in which he had adjusted his affairs with the old gas companies and Mr. Schryhart, and how thoroughly he would handle some other matters when the time came.


Chapter XIV

Undercurrents

It was during the year that followed their social repudiation, and the next and the next, that Cowperwood achieved a keen realization of what it would mean to spend the rest of his days in social isolation, or at least confined in his sources of entertainment to a circle or element which constantly reminded him of the fact that he was not identified with the best, or, at least, not the most significant, however dull that might be. When he had first attempted to introduce Aileen into society it was his idea that, however tame they might chance to find it to begin with, they themselves, once admitted, could make it into something very interesting and even brilliant. Since the time the Cowperwoods had been repudiated, however, they had found it necessary, if they wished any social diversion at all, to fall back upon such various minor elements as they could scrape an acquaintance with  passing actors and actresses, to whom occasionally they could give a dinner; artists and singers whom they could invite to the house upon gaining an introduction; and, of course, a number of the socially unimportant, such as the Haatstaedts, Hoecksemas, Videras, Baileys, and others still friendly and willing to come in a casual way. Cowperwood found it interesting from time to time to invite a business friend, a lover of pictures, or some young artist to the house to dinner or for the evening, and on these occasions Aileen was always present. The Addisons called or invited them occasionally. But it was a dull game, the more so since their complete defeat was thus all the more plainly indicated.

This defeat, as Cowperwood kept reflecting, was really not his fault at all. He had been getting along well enough personally. If Aileen had only been a somewhat different type of woman! Nevertheless, he was in no way prepared to desert or reproach her. She had clung to him through his stormy prison days. She had encouraged him when he needed encouragement. He would stand by her and see what could be done a little later; but this ostracism was a rather dreary thing to endure. Besides, personally, he appeared to be becoming more and more interesting to men and to women. The men friends he had made he retained  Addison, Bailey, Videra, McKibben, Rambaud, and others. There were women in society, a number of them, who regretted his disappearance if not that of Aileen. Occasionally the experiment would be tried of inviting him without his wife. At first he refused invariably; later he went alone occasionally to a dinner-party without her knowledge.

It was during this interregnum that Cowperwood for the first time clearly began to get the idea that there was a marked difference between him and Aileen intellectually and spiritually; and that while he might be in accord with her in many ways  emotionally, physically, idyllicly  there were, nevertheless, many things which he could do alone which she could not do  heights to which he could rise where she could not possibly follow. Chicago society might be a negligible quantity, but he was now to contrast her sharply with the best of what the Old World had to offer in the matter of femininity, for following their social expulsion in Chicago and his financial victory, he once more decided to go abroad. In Rome, at the Japanese and Brazilian embassies (where, because of his wealth, he gained introduction), and at the newly established Italian Court, he encountered at a distance charming social figures of considerable significance  Italian countesses, English ladies of high degree, talented American women of strong artistic and social proclivities. As a rule they were quick to recognize the charm of his manner, the incisiveness and grip of his mind, and to estimate at all its worth the high individuality of his soul; but he could also always see that Aileen was not so acceptable. She was too rich in her entourage, too showy. Her glowing health and beauty was a species of affront to the paler, more sublimated souls of many who were not in themselves unattractive.

Isnt that the typical American for you, he heard a woman remark, at one of those large, very general court receptions to which so many are freely admitted, and to which Aileen had been determined to go. He was standing aside talking to an acquaintance he had made  an English-speaking Greek banker stopping at the Grand Hotel  while Aileen promenaded with the bankers wife. The speaker was an Englishwoman. So gaudy, so self-conscious, and so naive!

Cowperwood turned to look. It was Aileen, and the lady speaking was undoubtedly well bred, thoughtful, good-looking. He had to admit that much that she said was true, but how were you to gage a woman like Aileen, anyhow? She was not reprehensible in any way  just a full-blooded animal glowing with a love of life. She was attractive to him. It was too bad that people of obviously more conservative tendencies were so opposed to her. Why could they not see what he saw  a kind of childish enthusiasm for luxury and show which sprang, perhaps, from the fact that in her youth she had not enjoyed the social opportunities which she needed and longed for. He felt sorry for her. At the same time he was inclined to feel that perhaps now another type of woman would be better for him socially. If he had a harder type, one with keener artistic perceptions and a penchant for just the right social touch or note, how much better he would do! He came home bringing a Perugino, brilliant examples of Luini, Previtali, and Pinturrichio (this last a portrait of Caesar Borgia), which he picked up in Italy, to say nothing of two red African vases of great size that he found in Cairo, a tall gilt Louis Fifteenth standard of carved wood that he discovered in Rome, two ornate candelabra from Venice for his walls, and a pair of Italian torcheras from Naples to decorate the corners of his library. It was thus by degrees that his art collection was growing.

At the same time it should be said, in the matter of women and the sex question, his judgment and views had begun to change tremendously. When he had first met Aileen he had many keen intuitions regarding life and sex, and above all clear faith that he had a right to do as he pleased. Since he had been out of prison and once more on his upward way there had been many a stray glance cast in his direction; he had so often had it clearly forced upon him that he was fascinating to women. Although he had only so recently acquired Aileen legally, yet she was years old to him as a mistress, and the first engrossing  it had been almost all-engrossing  enthusiasm was over. He loved her not only for her beauty, but for her faithful enthusiasm; but the power of others to provoke in him a momentary interest, and passion even, was something which he did not pretend to understand, explain, or moralize about. So it was and so he was. He did not want to hurt Aileens feelings by letting her know that his impulses thus wantonly strayed to others, but so it was.

Not long after he had returned from the European trip he stopped one afternoon in the one exclusive drygoods store in State Street to purchase a tie. As he was entering a woman crossed the aisle before him, from one counter to another  a type of woman which he was coming to admire, but only from a rather distant point of view, seeing them going here and there in the world. She was a dashing type, essentially smart and trig, with a neat figure, dark hair and eyes, an olive skin, small mouth, quaint nose  all in all quite a figure for Chicago at the time. She had, furthermore, a curious look of current wisdom in her eyes, an air of saucy insolence which aroused Cowperwoods sense of mastery, his desire to dominate. To the look of provocation and defiance which she flung him for the fraction of a second he returned a curiously leonine glare which went over her like a dash of cold water. It was not a hard look, however, merely urgent and full of meaning. She was the vagrom-minded wife of a prosperous lawyer who was absorbed in his business and in himself. She pretended indifference for a moment after the first glance, but paused a little way off as if to examine some laces. Cowperwood looked after her to catch a second fleeting, attracted look. He was on his way to several engagements which he did not wish to break, but he took out a note-book, wrote on a slip of paper the name of a hotel, and underneath: Parlor, second floor, Tuesday, 1 P.M. Passing by where she stood, he put it into her gloved hand, which was hanging by her side. The fingers closed over it automatically. She had noted his action. On the day and hour suggested she was there, although he had given no name. That liaison, while delightful to him, was of no great duration. The lady was interesting, but too fanciful.

Similarly, at the Henry Huddlestones, one of their neighbors at the first Michigan Avenue house they occupied, he encountered one evening at a small dinner-party a girl of twenty-three who interested him greatly  for the moment. Her name was not very attractive  Ella F. Hubby, as he eventually learned  but she was not unpleasing. Her principal charm was a laughing, hoydenish countenance and roguish eyes. She was the daughter of a well-to-do commission merchant in South Water Street. That her interest should have been aroused by that of Cowperwood in her was natural enough. She was young, foolish, impressionable, easily struck by the glitter of a reputation, and Mrs. Huddlestone had spoken highly of Cowperwood and his wife and the great things he was doing or was going to do. When Ella saw him, and saw that he was still young-looking, with the love of beauty in his eyes and a force of presence which was not at all hard where she was concerned, she was charmed; and when Aileen was not looking her glance kept constantly wandering to his with a laughing signification of friendship and admiration. It was the most natural thing in the world for him to say to her, when they had adjourned to the drawing-room, that if she were in the neighborhood of his office some day she might care to look in on him. The look he gave her was one of keen understanding, and brought a look of its own kind, warm and flushing, in return. She came, and there began a rather short liaison. It was interesting but not brilliant. The girl did not have sufficient temperament to bind him beyond a period of rather idle investigation.

There was still, for a little while, another woman, whom he had known  a Mrs. Josephine Ledwell, a smart widow, who came primarily to gamble on the Board of Trade, but who began to see at once, on introduction, the charm of a flirtation with Cowperwood. She was a woman not unlike Aileen in type, a little older, not so good-looking, and of a harder, more subtle commercial type of mind. She rather interested Cowperwood because she was so trig, self-sufficient, and careful. She did her best to lure him on to a liaison with her, which finally resulted, her apartment on the North Side being the center of this relationship. It lasted perhaps six weeks. Through it all he was quite satisfied that he did not like her so very well. Any one who associated with him had Aileens present attractiveness to contend with, as well as the original charm of his first wife. It was no easy matter.

It was during this period of social dullness, however, which somewhat resembled, though it did not exactly parallel his first years with his first wife, that Cowperwood finally met a woman who was destined to leave a marked impression on his life. He could not soon forget her. Her name was Rita Sohlberg. She was the wife of Harold Sohlberg, a Danish violinist who was then living in Chicago, a very young man; but she was not a Dane, and he was by no means a remarkable violinist, though he had unquestionably the musical temperament.

You have perhaps seen the would-bes, the nearlys, the pretenders in every field  interesting people all  devoted with a kind of mad enthusiasm to the thing they wish to do. They manifest in some ways all the externals or earmarks of their professional traditions, and yet are as sounding brass and tinkling cymbals. You would have had to know Harold Sohlberg only a little while to appreciate that he belonged to this order of artists. He had a wild, stormy, November eye, a wealth of loose, brownish-black hair combed upward from the temples, with one lock straggling Napoleonically down toward the eyes; cheeks that had almost a babyish tint to them; lips much too rich, red, and sensuous; a nose that was fine and large and full, but only faintly aquiline; and eyebrows and mustache that somehow seemed to flare quite like his errant and foolish soul. He had been sent away from Denmark (Copenhagen) because he had been a never-do-well up to twenty-five and because he was constantly falling in love with women who would not have anything to do with him. Here in Chicago as a teacher, with his small pension of forty dollars a month sent him by his mother, he had gained a few pupils, and by practising a kind of erratic economy, which kept him well dressed or hungry by turns, he had managed to make an interesting showing and pull himself through. He was only twenty-eight at the time he met Rita Greenough, of Wichita, Kansas, and at the time they met Cowperwood Harold was thirty-four and she twenty-seven.

She had been a student at the Chicago Fine Arts School, and at various student affairs had encountered Harold when he seemed to play divinely, and when life was all romance and art. Given the spring, the sunshine on the lake, white sails of ships, a few walks and talks on pensive afternoons when the city swam in a golden haze, and the thing was done. There was a sudden Saturday afternoon marriage, a runaway day to Milwaukee, a return to the studio now to be fitted out for two, and then kisses, kisses, kisses until love was satisfied or eased.

But life cannot exist on that diet alone, and so by degrees the difficulties had begun to manifest themselves. Fortunately, the latter were not allied with sharp financial want. Rita was not poor. Her father conducted a small but profitable grain elevator at Wichita, and, after her sudden marriage, decided to continue her allowance, though this whole idea of art and music in its upper reaches was to him a strange, far-off, uncertain thing. A thin, meticulous, genial person interested in small trade opportunities, and exactly suited to the rather sparse social life of Wichita, he found Harold as curious as a bomb, and preferred to handle him gingerly. Gradually, however, being a very human if simple person, he came to be very proud of it  boasted in Wichita of Rita and her artist husband, invited them home to astound the neighbors during the summer-time, and the fall brought his almost farmer-like wife on to see them and to enjoy trips, sight-seeing, studio teas. It was amusing, typically American, naive, almost impossible from many points of view.

Rita Sohlberg was of the semi-phlegmatic type, soft, full-blooded, with a body that was going to be fat at forty, but which at present was deliciously alluring. Having soft, silky, light-brown hair, the color of light dust, and moist gray-blue eyes, with a fair skin and even, white teeth, she was flatteringly self-conscious of her charms. She pretended in a gay, childlike way to be unconscious of the thrill she sent through many susceptible males, and yet she knew well enough all the while what she was doing and how she was doing it; it pleased her so to do. She was conscious of the wonder of her smooth, soft arms and neck, the fullness and seductiveness of her body, the grace and perfection of her clothing, or, at least, the individuality and taste which she made them indicate. She could take an old straw-hat form, a ribbon, a feather, or a rose, and with an innate artistry of feeling turn it into a bit of millinery which somehow was just the effective thing for her. She chose naive combinations of white and blues, pinks and white, browns and pale yellows, which somehow suggested her own soul, and topped them with great sashes of silky brown (or even red) ribbon tied about her waist, and large, soft-brimmed, face-haloing hats. She was a graceful dancer, could sing a little, could play feelingly  sometimes brilliantly  and could draw. Her art was a makeshift, however; she was no artist. The most significant thing about her was her moods and her thoughts, which were uncertain, casual, anarchic. Rita Sohlberg, from the conventional point of view, was a dangerous person, and yet from her own point of view at this time she was not so at all  just dreamy and sweet.

A part of the peculiarity of her state was that Sohlberg had begun to disappoint Rita  sorely. Truth to tell, he was suffering from that most terrible of all maladies, uncertainty of soul and inability to truly find himself. At times he was not sure whether he was cut out to be a great violinist or a great composer, or merely a great teacher, which last he was never willing really to admit. I am an arteest, he was fond of saying. Ho, how I suffer from my temperament! And again: These dogs! These cows! These pigs! This of other people. The quality of his playing was exceedingly erratic, even though at times it attained to a kind of subtlety, tenderness, awareness, and charm which brought him some attention. As a rule, however, it reflected the chaotic state of his own brain. He would play violently, feverishly, with a wild passionateness of gesture which robbed him of all ability to control his own technic.

Oh, Harold! Rita used to exclaim at first, ecstatically. Later she was not so sure.

Life and character must really get somewhere to be admirable, and Harold, really and truly, did not seem to be getting anywhere. He taught, stormed, dreamed, wept; but he ate his three meals a day, Rita noticed, and he took an excited interest at times in other women. To be the be-all and end-all of some one mans life was the least that Rita could conceive or concede as the worth of her personality, and so, as the years went on and Harold began to be unfaithful, first in moods, transports, then in deeds, her mood became dangerous. She counted them up  a girl music pupil, then an art student, then the wife of a banker at whose house Harold played socially. There followed strange, sullen moods on the part of Rita, visits home, groveling repentances on the part of Harold, tears, violent, passionate reunions, and then the same thing over again. What would you?

Rita was not jealous of Harold any more; she had lost faith in his ability as a musician. But she was disappointed that her charms were not sufficient to blind him to all others. That was the fly in the ointment. It was an affront to her beauty, and she was still beautiful. She was unctuously full-bodied, not quite so tall as Aileen, not really as large, but rounder and plumper, softer and more seductive. Physically she was not well set up, so vigorous; but her eyes and mouth and the roving character of her mind held a strange lure. Mentally she was much more aware than Aileen, much more precise in her knowledge of art, music, literature, and current events; and in the field of romance she was much more vague and alluring. She knew many things about flowers, precious stones, insects, birds, characters in fiction, and poetic prose and verse generally.

At the time the Cowperwoods first met the Sohlbergs the latter still had their studio in the New Arts Building, and all was seemingly as serene as a May morning, only Harold was not getting along very well. He was drifting. The meeting was at a tea given by the Haatstaedts, with whom the Cowperwoods were still friendly, and Harold played. Aileen, who was there alone, seeing a chance to brighten her own life a little, invited the Sohlbergs, who seemed rather above the average, to her house to a musical evening. They came.

On this occasion Cowperwood took one look at Sohlberg and placed him exactly. An erratic, emotional temperament, he thought. Probably not able to place himself for want of consistency and application. But he liked him after a fashion. Sohlberg was interesting as an artistic type or figure  quite like a character in a Japanese print might be. He greeted him pleasantly.

And Mrs. Sohlberg, I suppose, he remarked, feelingly, catching a quick suggestion of the rhythm and sufficiency and naive taste that went with her. She was in simple white and blue  small blue ribbons threaded above lacy flounces in the skin. Her arms and throat were deliciously soft and bare. Her eyes were quick, and yet soft and babyish  petted eyes.

You know, she said to him, with a peculiar rounded formation of the mouth, which was a characteristic of her when she talked  a pretty, pouty mouth, I thought we would never get heah at all. There was a fire  she pronounced it fy-yah at Twelfth Street (the Twelfth was Twalfth in her mouth) and the engines were all about there. Oh, such sparks and smoke! And the flames coming out of the windows! The flames were a very dark red  almost orange and black. Theyre pretty when theyre that way  dont you think so?

Cowperwood was charmed. Indeed, I do, he said, genially, using a kind of superior and yet sympathetic air which he could easily assume on occasion. He felt as though Mrs. Sohlberg might be a charming daughter to him  she was so cuddling and shy  and yet he could see that she was definite and individual. Her arms and face, he told himself, were lovely. Mrs. Sohlberg only saw before her a smart, cold, exact man  capable, very, she presumed  with brilliant, incisive eyes. How different from Harold, she thought, who would never be anything much  not even famous.

Im so glad you brought your violin, Aileen was saying to Harold, who was in another corner. Ive been looking forward to your coming to play for us.

Very nize ov you, Im sure, Sohlberg replied, with his sweety drawl. Such a nize plaze you have here  all these loafly books, and jade, and glass.

He had an unctuous, yielding way which was charming, Aileen thought. He should have a strong, rich woman to take care of him. He was like a stormy, erratic boy.

After refreshments were served Sohlberg played. Cowperwood was interested by his standing figure  his eyes, his hair  but he was much more interested in Mrs. Sohlberg, to whom his look constantly strayed. He watched her hands on the keys, her fingers, the dimples at her elbows. What an adorable mouth, he thought, and what light, fluffy hair! But, more than that, there was a mood that invested it all  a bit of tinted color of the mind that reached him and made him sympathetic and even passionate toward her. She was the kind of woman he would like. She was somewhat like Aileen when she was six years younger (Aileen was now thirty-three, and Mrs. Sohlberg twenty-seven), only Aileen had always been more robust, more vigorous, less nebulous. Mrs. Sohlberg (he finally thought it out for himself) was like the rich tinted interior of a South Sea oyster-shell  warm, colorful, delicate. But there was something firm there, too. Nowhere in society had he seen any one like her. She was rapt, sensuous, beautiful. He kept his eyes on her until finally she became aware that he was gazing at her, and then she looked back at him in an arch, smiling way, fixing her mouth in a potent line. Cowperwood was captivated. Was she vulnerable? was his one thought. Did that faint smile mean anything more than mere social complaisance? Probably not, but could not a temperament so rich and full be awakened to feeling by his own? When she was through playing he took occasion to say: Wouldnt you like to stroll into the gallery? Are you fond of pictures? He gave her his arm.

Now, you know, said Mrs. Sohlberg, quaintly  very captivatingly, he thought, because she was so pretty at one time I thought I was going to be a great artist. Isnt that funny! I sent my father one of my drawings inscribed to whom I owe it all. You would have to see the drawing to see how funny that is.

She laughed softly.

Cowperwood responded with a refreshed interest in life. Her laugh was as grateful to him as a summer wind. See, he said, gently, as they entered the room aglow with the soft light produced by guttered jets, here is a Luini bought last winter. It was The Mystic Marriage of St. Catharine. He paused while she surveyed the rapt expression of the attenuated saint. And here, he went on, is my greatest find so far. They were before the crafty countenance of Caesar Borgia painted by Pinturrichio.

What a strange face! commented Mrs. Sohlberg, naively. I didnt know any one had ever painted him. He looks somewhat like an artist himself, doesnt he? She had never read the involved and quite Satanic history of this man, and only knew the rumor of his crimes and machinations.

He was, in his way, smiled Cowperwood, who had had an outline of his life, and that of his father, Pope Alexander VI., furnished him at the time of the purchase. Only so recently had his interest in Caesar Borgia begun. Mrs. Sohlberg scarcely gathered the sly humor of it.

Oh yes, and here is Mrs. Cowperwood, she commented, turning to the painting by Van Beers. Its high in key, isnt it? she said, loftily, but with an innocent loftiness that appealed to him. He liked spirit and some presumption in a woman. What brilliant colors! I like the idea of the garden and the clouds.

She stepped back, and Cowperwood, interested only in her, surveyed the line of her back and the profile of her face. Such co-ordinated perfection of line and color!

Where every motion weaves and sings, he might have commented. Instead he said: That was in Brussels. The clouds were an afterthought, and that vase on the wall, too.

Its very good, I think, commented Mrs. Sohlberg, and moved away.

How do you like this Israels? he asked. It was the painting called The Frugal Meal.

I like it, she said, and also your Bastien Le-Page, referring to The Forge. But I think your old masters are much more interesting. If you get many more you ought to put them together in a room. Dont you think so? I dont care for your Gerome very much. She had a cute drawl which he considered infinitely alluring.

Why not? asked Cowperwood.

Oh, its rather artificial; dont you think so? I like the color, but the womens bodies are too perfect, I should say. Its very pretty, though.

He had little faith in the ability of women aside from their value as objects of art; and yet now and then, as in this instance, they revealed a sweet insight which sharpened his own. Aileen, he reflected, would not be capable of making a remark such as this. She was not as beautiful now as this woman  not as alluringly simple, naive, delicious, nor yet as wise. Mrs. Sohlberg, he reflected shrewdly, had a kind of fool for a husband. Would she take an interest in him, Frank Cowperwood? Would a woman like this surrender on any basis outside of divorce and marriage? He wondered. On her part, Mrs. Sohlberg was thinking what a forceful man Cowperwood was, and how close he had stayed by her. She felt his interest, for she had often seen these symptoms in other men and knew what they meant. She knew the pull of her own beauty, and, while she heightened it as artfully as she dared, yet she kept aloof, too, feeling that she had never met any one as yet for whom it was worth while to be different. But Cowperwood  he needed someone more soulful than Aileen, she thought.


Chapter XV

A New Affection

The growth of a relationship between Cowperwood and Rita Sohlberg was fostered quite accidentally by Aileen, who took a foolishly sentimental interest in Harold which yet was not based on anything of real meaning. She liked him because he was a superlatively gracious, flattering, emotional man where women  pretty women  were concerned. She had some idea she could send him pupils, and, anyhow, it was nice to call at the Sohlberg studio. Her social life was dull enough as it was. So she went, and Cowperwood, mindful of Mrs. Sohlberg, came also. Shrewd to the point of destruction, he encouraged Aileen in her interest in them. He suggested that she invite them to dinner, that they give a musical at which Sohlberg could play and be paid. There were boxes at the theaters, tickets for concerts sent, invitations to drive Sundays or other days.

The very chemistry of life seems to play into the hands of a situation of this kind. Once Cowperwood was thinking vividly, forcefully, of her, Rita began to think in like manner of him. Hourly he grew more attractive, a strange, gripping man. Beset by his mood, she was having the devils own time with her conscience. Not that anything had been said as yet, but he was investing her, gradually beleaguering her, sealing up, apparently, one avenue after another of escape. One Thursday afternoon, when neither Aileen nor he could attend the Sohlberg tea, Mrs. Sohlberg received a magnificent bunch of Jacqueminot roses. For your nooks and corners, said a card. She knew well enough from whom it came and what it was worth. There were all of fifty dollars worth of roses. It gave her breath of a world of money that she had never known. Daily she saw the name of his banking and brokerage firm advertised in the papers. Once she met him in Merrills store at noon, and he invited her to lunch; but she felt obliged to decline. Always he looked at her with such straight, vigorous eyes. To think that her beauty had done or was doing this! Her mind, quite beyond herself, ran forward to an hour when perhaps this eager, magnetic man would take charge of her in a way never dreamed of by Harold. But she went on practising, shopping, calling, reading, brooding over Harolds inefficiency, and stopping oddly sometimes to think  the etherealized grip of Cowperwood upon her. Those strong hands of his  how fine they were  and those large, soft-hard, incisive eyes. The puritanism of Wichita (modified sometime since by the art life of Chicago, such as it was) was having a severe struggle with the manipulative subtlety of the ages  represented in this man.

You know you are very elusive, he said to her one evening at the theater when he sat behind her during the entracte, and Harold and Aileen had gone to walk in the foyer. The hubbub of conversation drowned the sound of anything that might be said. Mrs. Sohlberg was particularly pleasing in a lacy evening gown.

No, she replied, amusedly, flattered by his attention and acutely conscious of his physical nearness. By degrees she had been yielding herself to his mood, thrilling at his every word. It seems to me I am very stable, she went on. Im certainly substantial enough.

She looked at her full, smooth arm lying on her lap.

Cowperwood, who was feeling all the drag of her substantiality, but in addition the wonder of her temperament, which was so much richer than Aileens, was deeply moved. Those little blood moods that no words ever (or rarely) indicate were coming to him from her  faint zephyr-like emanations of emotions, moods, and fancies in her mind which allured him. She was like Aileen in animality, but better, still sweeter, more delicate, much richer spiritually. Or was he just tired of Aileen for the present, he asked himself at times. No, no, he told himself that could not be. Rita Sohlberg was by far the most pleasing woman he had ever known.

Yes, but elusive, just the same, he went on, leaning toward her. You remind me of something that I can find no word for  a bit of color or a perfume or tone  a flash of something. I follow you in my thoughts all the time now. Your knowledge of art interests me. I like your playing  it is like you. You make me think of delightful things that have nothing to do with the ordinary run of my life. Do you understand?

It is very nice, she said, if I do. She took a breath, softly, dramatically. You make me think vain things, you know. (Her mouth was a delicious O.) You paint a pretty picture. She was warm, flushed, suffused with a burst of her own temperament.

You are like that, he went on, insistently. You make me feel like that all the time. You know, he added, leaning over her chair, I sometimes think you have never lived. There is so much that would complete your perfectness. I should like to send you abroad or take you  anyhow, you should go. You are very wonderful to me. Do you find me at all interesting to you?

Yes, but  she paused you know I am afraid of all this and of you. Her mouth had that same delicious formation which had first attracted him. I dont think we had better talk like this, do you? Harold is very jealous, or would be. What do you suppose Mrs. Cowperwood would think?

I know very well, but we neednt stop to consider that now, need we? It will do her no harm to let me talk to you. Life is between individuals, Rita. You and I have very much in common. Dont you see that? You are infinitely the most interesting woman I have ever known. You are bringing me something I have never known. Dont you see that? I want you to tell me something truly. Look at me. You are not happy as you are, are you? Not perfectly happy?

No. She smoothed her fan with her fingers.

Are you happy at all?

I thought I was once. Im not any more, I think.

It is so plain why, he commented. You are so much more wonderful than your place gives you scope for. You are an individual, not an acolyte to swing a censer for another. Mr. Sohlberg is very interesting, but you cant be happy that way. It surprises me you havent seen it.

Oh, she exclaimed, with a touch of weariness, but perhaps I have.

He looked at her keenly, and she thrilled. I dont think wed better talk so here, she replied. Youd better be

He laid his hand on the back of her chair, almost touching her shoulder.

Rita, he said, using her given name again, you wonderful woman!

Oh! she breathed.

Cowperwood did not see Mrs. Sohlberg again for over a week  ten days exactly  when one afternoon Aileen came for him in a new kind of trap, having stopped first to pick up the Sohlbergs. Harold was up in front with her and she had left a place behind for Cowperwood with Rita. She did not in the vaguest way suspect how interested he was  his manner was so deceptive. Aileen imagined that she was the superior woman of the two, the better-looking, the better-dressed, hence the more ensnaring. She could not guess what a lure this womans temperament had for Cowperwood, who was so brisk, dynamic, seemingly unromantic, but who, just the same, in his nature concealed (under a very forceful exterior) a deep underlying element of romance and fire.

This is charming, he said, sinking down beside Rita. What a fine evening! And the nice straw hat with the roses, and the nice linen dress. My, my! The roses were red; the dress white, with thin, green ribbon run through it here and there. She was keenly aware of the reason for his enthusiasm. He was so different from Harold, so healthy and out-of-doorish, so able. To-day Harold had been in tantrums over fate, life, his lack of success.

Oh, I shouldnt complain so much if I were you, she had said to him, bitterly. You might work harder and storm less.

This had produced a scene which she had escaped by going for a walk. Almost at the very moment when she had returned Aileen had appeared. It was a way out.

She had cheered up, and accepted, dressed. So had Sohlberg. Apparently smiling and happy, they had set out on the drive. Now, as Cowperwood spoke, she glanced about her contentedly. Im lovely, she thought, and he loves me. How wonderful it would be if we dared. But she said aloud: Im not so very nice. Its just the day  dont you think so? Its a simple dress. Im not very happy, though, to-night, either.

Whats the matter? he asked, cheeringly, the rumble of the traffic destroying the carrying-power of their voices. He leaned toward her, very anxious to solve any difficulty which might confront her, perfectly willing to ensnare her by kindness. Isnt there something I can do? Were going now for a long ride to the pavilion in Jackson Park, and then, after dinner, well come back by moonlight. Wont that be nice? You must be smiling now and like yourself  happy. You have no reason to be otherwise that I know of. I will do anything for you that you want done  that can be done. You can have anything you want that I can give you. What is it? You know how much I think of you. If you leave your affairs to me you would never have any troubles of any kind.

Oh, it isnt anything you can do  not now, anyhow. My affairs! Oh yes. What are they? Very simple, all.

She had that delicious atmosphere of remoteness even from herself. He was enchanted.

But you are not simple to me, Rita, he said, softly, nor are your affairs. They concern me very much. You are so important to me. I have told you that. Dont you see how true it is? You are a strange complexity to me  wonderful. Im mad over you. Ever since I saw you last I have been thinking, thinking. If you have troubles let me share them. You are so much to me  my only trouble. I can fix your life. Join it with mine. I need you, and you need me.

Yes, she said, I know. Then she paused. Its nothing much, she went on just a quarrel.

What over?

Over me, really. The mouth was delicious. I cant swing the censer always, as you say. That thought of his had stuck. Its all right now, though. Isnt the day lovely, be-yoot-i-ful!

Cowperwood looked at her and shook his head. She was such a treasure  so inconsequential. Aileen, busy driving and talking, could not see or hear. She was interested in Sohlberg, and the southward crush of vehicles on Michigan Avenue was distracting her attention. As they drove swiftly past budding trees, kempt lawns, fresh-made flower-beds, open windows  the whole seductive world of spring  Cowperwood felt as though life had once more taken a fresh start. His magnetism, if it had been visible, would have enveloped him like a glittering aura. Mrs. Sohlberg felt that this was going to be a wonderful evening.

The dinner was at the Park  an open-air chicken a la Maryland affair, with waffles and champagne to help out. Aileen, flattered by Sohlbergs gaiety under her spell, was having a delightful time, jesting, toasting, laughing, walking on the grass. Sohlberg was making love to her in a foolish, inconsequential way, as many men were inclined to do; but she was putting him off gaily with silly boy and hush. She was so sure of herself that she was free to tell Cowperwood afterward how emotional he was and how she had to laugh at him. Cowperwood, quite certain that she was faithful, took it all in good part. Sohlberg was such a dunce and such a happy convenience ready to his hand. Hes not a bad sort, he commented. I rather like him, though I dont think hes so much of a violinist.

After dinner they drove along the lake-shore and out through an open bit of tree-blocked prairie land, the moon shining in a clear sky, filling the fields and topping the lake with a silvery effulgence. Mrs. Sohlberg was being inoculated with the virus Cowperwood, and it was taking deadly effect. The tendency of her own disposition, however lethargic it might seem, once it was stirred emotionally, was to act. She was essentially dynamic and passionate. Cowperwood was beginning to stand out in her mind as the force that he was. It would be wonderful to be loved by such a man. There would be an eager, vivid life between them. It frightened and drew her like a blazing lamp in the dark. To get control of herself she talked of art, people, of Paris, Italy, and he responded in like strain, but all the while he smoothed her hand, and once, under the shadow of some trees, he put his hand to her hair, turned her face, and put his mouth softly to her cheek. She flushed, trembled, turned pale, in the grip of this strange storm, but drew herself together. It was wonderful  heaven. Her old life was obviously going to pieces.

Listen, he said, guardedly. Will you meet me to-morrow at three just beyond the Rush Street bridge? I will pick you up promptly. You wont have to wait a moment.

She paused, meditating, dreaming, almost hypnotized by his strange world of fancy.

Will you? he asked, eagerly.

Wait, she said, softly. Let me think. Can I?

She paused.

Yes, she said, after a time, drawing in a deep breath. Yes  as if she had arranged something in her mind.

My sweet, he whispered, pressing her arm, while he looked at her profile in the moonlight.

But Im doing a great deal, she replied, softly, a little breathless and a little pale.


Chapter XVI

A Fateful Interlude

Cowperwood was enchanted. He kept the proposed tryst with eagerness and found her all that he had hoped. She was sweeter, more colorful, more elusive than anybody he had ever known. In their charming apartment on the North Side which he at once engaged, and where he sometimes spent mornings, evenings, afternoons, as opportunity afforded, he studied her with the most critical eye and found her almost flawless. She had that boundless value which youth and a certain insouciance of manner contribute. There was, delicious to relate, no melancholy in her nature, but a kind of innate sufficiency which neither looked forward to nor back upon troublesome ills. She loved beautiful things, but was not extravagant; and what interested him and commanded his respect was that no urgings of his toward prodigality, however subtly advanced, could affect her. She knew what she wanted, spent carefully, bought tastefully, arrayed herself in ways which appealed to him as the flowers did. His feeling for her became at times so great that he wished, one might almost have said, to destroy it  to appease the urge and allay the pull in himself, but it was useless. The charm of her endured. His transports would leave her refreshed apparently, prettier, more graceful than ever, it seemed to him, putting back her ruffled hair with her hand, mouthing at herself prettily in the glass, thinking of many remote delicious things at once.

Do you remember that picture we saw in the art store the other day, Algernon? she would drawl, calling him by his second name, which she had adopted for herself as being more suited to his moods when with her and more pleasing to her. Cowperwood had protested, but she held to it. Do you remember that lovely blue of the old mans coat? (It was an Adoration of the Magi.) Wasnt that be-yoot-i-ful?

She drawled so sweetly and fixed her mouth in such an odd way that he was impelled to kiss her. You clover blossom, he would say to her, coming over and taking her by the arms. You sprig of cherry bloom. You Dresden china dream.

Now, are you going to muss my hair, when Ive just managed to fix it?

The voice was the voice of careless, genial innocence  and the eyes.

Yes, I am, minx.

Yes, but you mustnt smother me, you know. Really, you know you almost hurt me with your mouth. Arent you going to be nice to me?

Yes, sweet. But I want to hurt you, too.

Well, then, if you must.

But for all his transports the lure was still there. She was like a butterfly, he thought, yellow and white or blue and gold, fluttering over a hedge of wild rose.

In these intimacies it was that he came quickly to understand how much she knew of social movements and tendencies, though she was just an individual of the outer fringe. She caught at once a clear understanding of his social point of view, his art ambition, his dreams of something better for himself in every way. She seemed to see clearly that he had not as yet realized himself, that Aileen was not just the woman for him, though she might be one. She talked of her own husband after a time in a tolerant way  his foibles, defects, weaknesses. She was not unsympathetic, he thought, just weary of a state that was not properly balanced either in love, ability, or insight. Cowperwood had suggested that she could take a larger studio for herself and Harold  do away with the petty economies that had hampered her and him  and explain it all on the grounds of a larger generosity on the part of her family. At first she objected; but Cowperwood was tactful and finally brought it about. He again suggested a little while later that she should persuade Harold to go to Europe. There would be the same ostensible reason  additional means from her relatives. Mrs. Sohlberg, thus urged, petted, made over, assured, came finally to accept his liberal rule  to bow to him; she became as contented as a cat. With caution she accepted of his largess, and made the cleverest use of it she could. For something over a year neither Sohlberg nor Aileen was aware of the intimacy which had sprung up. Sohlberg, easily bamboozled, went back to Denmark for a visit, then to study in Germany. Mrs. Sohlberg followed Cowperwood to Europe the following year. At Aix-les-Bains, Biarritz, Paris, even London, Aileen never knew that there was an additional figure in the background. Cowperwood was trained by Rita into a really finer point of view. He came to know better music, books, even the facts. She encouraged him in his idea of a representative collection of the old masters, and begged him to be cautious in his selection of moderns. He felt himself to be delightfully situated indeed.

The difficulty with this situation, as with all such where an individual ventures thus bucaneeringly on the sea of sex, is the possibility of those storms which result from misplaced confidence, and from our built-up system of ethics relating to property in women. To Cowperwood, however, who was a law unto himself, who knew no law except such as might be imposed upon him by his lack of ability to think, this possibility of entanglement, wrath, rage, pain, offered no particular obstacle. It was not at all certain that any such thing would follow. Where the average man might have found one such liaison difficult to manage, Cowperwood, as we have seen, had previously entered on several such affairs almost simultaneously; and now he had ventured on yet another; in the last instance with much greater feeling and enthusiasm. The previous affairs had been emotional makeshifts at best  more or less idle philanderings in which his deeper moods and feelings were not concerned. In the case of Mrs. Sohlberg all this was changed. For the present at least she was really all in all to him. But this temperamental characteristic of his relating to his love of women, his artistic if not emotional subjection to their beauty, and the mystery of their personalities led him into still a further affair, and this last was not so fortunate in its outcome.

Antoinette Nowak had come to him fresh from a West Side high school and a Chicago business college, and had been engaged as his private stenographer and secretary. This girl had blossomed forth into something exceptional, as American children of foreign parents are wont to do. You would have scarcely believed that she, with her fine, lithe body, her good taste in dress, her skill in stenography, bookkeeping, and business details, could be the daughter of a struggling Pole, who had first worked in the Southwest Chicago Steel Mills, and who had later kept a fifth-rate cigar, news, and stationery store in the Polish district, the merchandise of playing-cards and a back room for idling and casual gaming being the principal reasons for its existence. Antoinette, whose first name had not been Antoinette at all, but Minka (the Antoinette having been borrowed by her from an article in one of the Chicago Sunday papers), was a fine dark, brooding girl, ambitious and hopeful, who ten days after she had accepted her new place was admiring Cowperwood and following his every daring movement with almost excited interest. To be the wife of such a man, she thought  to even command his interest, let alone his affection  must be wonderful. After the dull world she had known  it seemed dull compared to the upper, rarefied realms which she was beginning to glimpse through him  and after the average men in the real-estate office over the way where she had first worked, Cowperwood, in his good clothes, his remote mood, his easy, commanding manner, touched the most ambitious chords of her being. One day she saw Aileen sweep in from her carriage, wearing warm brown furs, smart polished boots, a street-suit of corded brown wool, and a fur toque sharpened and emphasized by a long dark-red feather which shot upward like a dagger or a quill pen. Antoinette hated her. She conceived herself to be better, or as good at least. Why was life divided so unfairly? What sort of a man was Cowperwood, anyhow? One night after she had written out a discreet but truthful history of himself which he had dictated to her, and which she had sent to the Chicago newspapers for him soon after the opening of his brokerage office in Chicago, she went home and dreamed of what he had told her, only altered, of course, as in dreams. She thought that Cowperwood stood beside her in his handsome private office in La Salle Street and asked her:

Antoinette, what do you think of me? Antoinette was nonplussed, but brave. In her dream she found herself intensely interested in him.

Oh, I dont know what to think. Im so sorry, was her answer. Then he laid his hand on hers, on her cheek, and she awoke. She began thinking, what a pity, what a shame that such a man should ever have been in prison. He was so handsome. He had been married twice. Perhaps his first wife was very homely or very mean-spirited. She thought of this, and the next day went to work meditatively. Cowperwood, engrossed in his own plans, was not thinking of her at present. He was thinking of the next moves in his interesting gas war. And Aileen, seeing her one day, merely considered her an underling. The woman in business was such a novelty that as yet she was declasse. Aileen really thought nothing of Antoinette at all.

Somewhat over a year after Cowperwood had become intimate with Mrs. Sohlberg his rather practical business relations with Antoinette Nowak took on a more intimate color. What shall we say of this  that he had already wearied of Mrs. Sohlberg? Not in the least. He was desperately fond of her. Or that he despised Aileen, whom he was thus grossly deceiving? Not at all. She was to him at times as attractive as ever  perhaps more so for the reason that her self-imagined rights were being thus roughly infringed upon. He was sorry for her, but inclined to justify himself on the ground that these other relations  with possibly the exception of Mrs. Sohlherg  were not enduring. If it had been possible to marry Mrs. Sohlberg he might have done so, and he did speculate at times as to whether anything would ever induce Aileen to leave him; but this was more or less idle speculation. He rather fancied they would live out their days together, seeing that he was able thus easily to deceive her. But as for a girl like Antoinette Nowak, she figured in that braided symphony of mere sex attraction which somehow makes up that geometric formula of beauty which rules the world. She was charming in a dark way, beautiful, with eyes that burned with an unsatisfied fire; and Cowperwood, although at first only in the least moved by her, became by degrees interested in her, wondering at the amazing, transforming power of the American atmosphere.

Are your parents English, Antoinette? he asked her, one morning, with that easy familiarity which he assumed to all underlings and minor intellects  an air that could not be resented in him, and which was usually accepted as a compliment.

Antoinette, clean and fresh in a white shirtwaist, a black walking-skirt, a ribbon of black velvet about her neck, and her long, black hair laid in a heavy braid low over her forehead and held close by a white celluloid comb, looked at him with pleased and grateful eyes. She had been used to such different types of men  the earnest, fiery, excitable, sometimes drunken and swearing men of her childhood, always striking, marching, praying in the Catholic churches; and then the men of the business world, crazy over money, and with no understanding of anything save some few facts about Chicago and its momentary possibilities. In Cowperwoods office, taking his letters and hearing him talk in his quick, genial way with old Laughlin, Sippens, and others, she had learned more of life than she had ever dreamed existed. He was like a vast open window out of which she was looking upon an almost illimitable landscape.

No, sir, she replied, dropping her slim, firm, white hand, holding a black lead-pencil restfully on her notebook. She smiled quite innocently because she was pleased.

I thought not, he said, and yet youre American enough.

I dont know how it is, she said, quite solemnly. I have a brother who is quite as American as I am. We dont either of us look like our father or mother.

What does your brother do? he asked, indifferently.

Hes one of the weighers at Arneel & Co. He expects to be a manager sometime. She smiled.

Cowperwood looked at her speculatively, and after a momentary return glance she dropped her eyes. Slowly, in spite of herself, a telltale flush rose and mantled her brown cheeks. It always did when he looked at her.

Take this letter to General Van Sickle, he began, on this occasion quite helpfully, and in a few minutes she had recovered. She could not be near Cowperwood for long at a time, however, without being stirred by a feeling which was not of her own willing. He fascinated and suffused her with a dull fire. She sometimes wondered whether a man so remarkable would ever be interested in a girl like her.

The end of this essential interest, of course, was the eventual assumption of Antoinette. One might go through all the dissolving details of days in which she sat taking dictation, receiving instructions, going about her office duties in a state of apparently chill, practical, commercial single-mindedness; but it would be to no purpose. As a matter of fact, without in any way affecting the preciseness and accuracy of her labor, her thoughts were always upon the man in the inner office  the strange master who was then seeing his men, and in between, so it seemed, a whole world of individuals, solemn and commercial, who came, presented their cards, talked at times almost interminably, and went away. It was the rare individual, however, she observed, who had the long conversation with Cowperwood, and that interested her the more. His instructions to her were always of the briefest, and he depended on her native intelligence to supply much that he scarcely more than suggested.

You understand, do you? was his customary phrase.

Yes, she would reply.

She felt as though she were fifty times as significant here as she had ever been in her life before.

The office was clean, hard, bright, like Cowperwood himself. The morning sun, streaming in through an almost solid glass east front shaded by pale-green roller curtains, came to have an almost romantic atmosphere for her. Cowperwoods private office, as in Philadelphia, was a solid cherry-wood box in which he could shut himself completely  sight-proof, sound-proof. When the door was closed it was sacrosanct. He made it a rule, sensibly, to keep his door open as much as possible, even when he was dictating, sometimes not. It was in these half-hours of dictation  the door open, as a rule, for he did not care for too much privacy  that he and Miss Nowak came closest. After months and months, and because he had been busy with the other woman mentioned, of whom she knew nothing, she came to enter sometimes with a sense of suffocation, sometimes of maidenly shame. It would never have occurred to her to admit frankly that she wanted Cowperwood to make love to her. It would have frightened her to have thought of herself as yielding easily, and yet there was not a detail of his personality that was not now burned in her brain. His light, thick, always smoothly parted hair, his wide, clear, inscrutable eyes, his carefully manicured hands, so full and firm, his fresh clothing of delicate, intricate patterns  how these fascinated her! He seemed always remote except just at the moment of doing something, when, curiously enough, he seemed intensely intimate and near.

One day, after many exchanges of glances in which her own always fell sharply  in the midst of a letter  he arose and closed the half-open door. She did not think so much of that, as a rule  it had happened before  but now, to-day, because of a studied glance he had given her, neither tender nor smiling, she felt as though something unusual were about to happen. Her own body was going hot and cold by turns  her neck and hands. She had a fine figure, finer than she realized, with shapely limbs and torso. Her head had some of the sharpness of the old Greek coinage, and her hair was plaited as in ancient cut stone. Cowperwood noted it. He came back and, without taking his seat, bent over her and intimately took her hand.

Antoinette, he said, lifting her gently.

She looked up, then arose  for he slowly drew her  breathless, the color gone, much of the capable practicality that was hers completely eliminated. She felt limp, inert. She pulled at her hand faintly, and then, lifting her eyes, was fixed by that hard, insatiable gaze of his. Her head swam  her eyes were filled with a telltale confusion.

Antoinette!

Yes, she murmured.

You love me, dont you?

She tried to pull herself together, to inject some of her native rigidity of soul into her air  that rigidity which she always imagined would never desert her  but it was gone. There came instead to her a picture of the far Blue Island Avenue neighborhood from which she emanated  its low brown cottages, and then this smart, hard office and this strong man. He came out of such a marvelous world, apparently. A strange foaming seemed to be in her blood. She was deliriously, deliciously numb and happy.

Antoinette!

Oh, I dont know what I think, she gasped. I  Oh yes, I do, I do.

I like your name, he said, simply. Antoinette. And then, pulling her to him, he slipped his arm about her waist.

She was frightened, numb, and then suddenly, not so much from shame as shock, tears rushed to her eyes. She turned and put her hand on the desk and hung her head and sobbed.

Why, Antoinette, he asked, gently, bending over her, are you so much unused to the world? I thought you said you loved me. Do you want me to forget all this and go on as before? I can, of course, if you can, you know.

He knew that she loved him, wanted him.

She heard him plainly enough, shaking.

Do you? he said, after a time, giving her moments in which to recover.

Oh, let me cry! she recovered herself sufficiently to say, quite wildly. I dont know why Im crying. Its just because Im nervous, I suppose. Please dont mind me now.

Antoinette, he repeated, look at me! Will you stop?

Oh no, not now. My eyes are so bad.

Antoinette! Come, look! He put his hand under her chin. See, Im not so terrible.

Oh, she said, when her eyes met his again, I And then she folded her arms against his breast while he petted her hand and held her close.

Im not so bad, Antoinette. Its you as much as it is me. You do love me, then?

Yes, yes  oh yes!

And you dont mind?

No. Its all so strange. Her face was hidden.

Kiss me, then.

She put up her lips and slipped her arms about him. He held her close.

He tried teasingly to make her say why she cried, thinking the while of what Aileen or Rita would think if they knew, but she would not at first  admitting later that it was a sense of evil. Curiously she also thought of Aileen, and how, on occasion, she had seen her sweep in and out. Now she was sharing with her (the dashing Mrs. Cowperwood, so vain and superior) the wonder of his affection. Strange as it may seem, she looked on it now as rather an honor. She had risen in her own estimation  her sense of life and power. Now, more than ever before, she knew something of life because she knew something of love and passion. The future seemed tremulous with promise. She went back to her machine after a while, thinking of this. What would it all come to? she wondered, wildly. You could not have told by her eyes that she had been crying. Instead, a rich glow in her brown cheeks heightened her beauty. No disturbing sense of Aileen was involved with all this. Antoinette was of the newer order that was beginning to privately question ethics and morals. She had a right to her life, lead where it would. And to what it would bring her. The feel of Cowperwoods lips was still fresh on hers. What would the future reveal to her now? What?


Chapter XVII

An Overture to Conflict

The result of this understanding was not so important to Cowperwood as it was to Antoinette. In a vagrant mood he had unlocked a spirit here which was fiery, passionate, but in his case hopelessly worshipful. However much she might be grieved by him, Antoinette, as he subsequently learned, would never sin against his personal welfare. Yet she was unwittingly the means of first opening the flood-gates of suspicion on Aileen, thereby establishing in the latters mind the fact of Cowperwoods persistent unfaithfulness.

The incidents which led up to this were comparatively trivial  nothing more, indeed, at first than the sight of Miss Nowak and Cowperwood talking intimately in his office one afternoon when the others had gone and the fact that she appeared to be a little bit disturbed by Aileens arrival. Later came the discovery  though of this Aileen could not be absolutely sure  of Cowperwood and Antoinette in a closed carriage one stormy November afternoon in State Street when he was supposed to be out of the city. She was coming out of Merrills store at the time, and just happened to glance at the passing vehicle, which was running near the curb. Aileen, although uncertain, was greatly shocked. Could it be possible that he had not left town? She journeyed to his office on the pretext of taking old Laughlins dog, Jennie, a pretty collar she had found; actually to find if Antoinette were away at the same time. Could it be possible, she kept asking herself, that Cowperwood had become interested in his own stenographer? The fact that the office assumed that he was out of town and that Antoinette was not there gave her pause. Laughlin quite innocently informed her that he thought Miss Nowak had gone to one of the libraries to make up certain reports. It left her in doubt.

What was Aileen to think? Her moods and aspirations were linked so closely with the love and success of Cowperwood that she could not, in spite of herself, but take fire at the least thought of losing him. He himself wondered sometimes, as he threaded the mesh-like paths of sex, what she would do once she discovered his variant conduct. Indeed, there had been little occasional squabbles, not sharp, but suggestive, when he was trifling about with Mrs. Kittridge, Mrs. Ledwell, and others. There were, as may be imagined, from time to time absences, brief and unimportant, which he explained easily, passional indifferences which were not explained so easily, and the like; but since his affections were not really involved in any of those instances, he had managed to smooth the matter over quite nicely.

Why do you say that? he would demand, when she suggested, apropos of a trip or a day when she had not been with him, that there might have been another. You know there hasnt. If I am going in for that sort of thing youll learn it fast enough. Even if I did, it wouldnt mean that I was unfaithful to you spiritually.

Oh, wouldnt it? exclaimed Aileen, resentfully, and with some disturbance of spirit. Well, you can keep your spiritual faithfulness. Im not going to be content with any sweet thoughts.

Cowperwood laughed even as she laughed, for he knew she was right and he felt sorry for her. At the same time her biting humor pleased him. He knew that she did not really suspect him of actual infidelity; he was obviously so fond of her. But she also knew that he was innately attractive to women, and that there were enough of the philandering type to want to lead him astray and make her life a burden. Also that he might prove a very willing victim.

Sex desire and its fruition being such an integral factor in the marriage and every other sex relation, the average woman is prone to study the periodic manifestations that go with it quite as one dependent on the weather  a sailor, or example  might study the barometer. In this Aileen was no exception. She was so beautiful herself, and had been so much to Cowperwood physically, that she had followed the corresponding evidences of feeling in him with the utmost interest, accepting the recurring ebullitions of his physical emotions as an evidence of her own enduring charm. As time went on, however  and that was long before Mrs. Sohlberg or any one else had appeared  the original flare of passion had undergone a form of subsidence, though not noticeable enough to be disturbing. Aileen thought and thought, but she did not investigate. Indeed, because of the precariousness of her own situation as a social failure she was afraid to do so.

With the arrival of Mrs. Sohlberg and then of Antoinette Nowak as factors in the potpourri, the situation became more difficult. Humanly fond of Aileen as Cowperwood was, and because of his lapses and her affection, desirous of being kind, yet for the time being he was alienated almost completely from her. He grew remote according as his clandestine affairs were drifting or blazing, without, however, losing his firm grip on his financial affairs, and Aileen noticed it. It worried her. She was so vain that she could scarcely believe that Cowperwood could long be indifferent, and for a while her sentimental interest in Sohlbergs future and unhappiness of soul beclouded her judgment; but she finally began to feel the drift of affairs. The pathos of all this is that it so quickly descends into the realm of the unsatisfactory, the banal, the pseudo intimate. Aileen noticed it at once. She tried protestations. You dont kiss me the way you did once, and then a little later, You havent noticed me hardly for four whole days. Whats the matter?

Oh, I dont know, replied Cowperwood, easily; I guess I want you as much as ever. I dont see that I am any different. He took her in his arms and petted and caressed her; but Aileen was suspicious, nervous.

The psychology of the human animal, when confronted by these tangles, these ripping tides of the heart, has little to do with so-called reason or logic. It is amazing how in the face of passion and the affections and the changing face of life all plans and theories by which we guide ourselves fall to the ground. Here was Aileen talking bravely at the time she invaded Mrs. Lillian Cowperwoods domain of the necessity of her Frank finding a woman suitable to his needs, tastes, abilities, but now that the possibility of another woman equally or possibly better suited to him was looming in the offing  although she had no idea who it might be  she could not reason in the same way. Her ox, God wot, was the one that was being gored. What if he should find some one whom he could want more than he did her? Dear heaven, how terrible that would be! What would she do? she asked herself, thoughtfully. She lapsed into the blues one afternoon  almost cried  she could scarcely say why. Another time she thought of all the terrible things she would do, how difficult she would make it for any other woman who invaded her preserves. However, she was not sure. Would she declare war if she discovered another? She knew she would eventually; and yet she knew, too, that if she did, and Cowperwood were set in his passion, thoroughly alienated, it would do no good. It would be terrible, but what could she do to win him back? That was the issue. Once warned, however, by her suspicious questioning, Cowperwood was more mechanically attentive than ever. He did his best to conceal his altered mood  his enthusiasms for Mrs. Sohlberg, his interest in Antoinette Nowak  and this helped somewhat.

But finally there was a detectable change. Aileen noticed it first after they had been back from Europe nearly a year. At this time she was still interested in Sohlberg, but in a harmlessly flirtatious way. She thought he might be interesting physically, but would he be as delightful as Cowperwood? Never! When she felt that Cowperwood himself might be changing she pulled herself up at once, and when Antoinette appeared  the carriage incident  Sohlberg lost his, at best, unstable charm. She began to meditate on what a terrible thing it would be to lose Cowperwood, seeing that she had failed to establish herself socially. Perhaps that had something to do with his defection. No doubt it had. Yet she could not believe, after all his protestations of affection in Philadelphia, after all her devotion to him in those dark days of his degradation and punishment, that he would really turn on her. No, he might stray momentarily, but if she protested enough, made a scene, perhaps, he would not feel so free to injure her  he would remember and be loving and devoted again. After seeing him, or imagining she had seen him, in the carriage, she thought at first that she would question him, but later decided that she would wait and watch more closely. Perhaps he was beginning to run around with other women. There was safety in numbers  that she knew. Her heart, her pride, was hurt, but not broken.


Chapter XVIII

The Clash

The peculiar personality of Rita Sohlberg was such that by her very action she ordinarily allayed suspicion, or rather distracted it. Although a novice, she had a strange ease, courage, or balance of soul which kept her whole and self-possessed under the most trying of circumstances. She might have been overtaken in the most compromising of positions, but her manner would always have indicated ease, a sense of innocence, nothing unusual, for she had no sense of moral degradation in this matter  no troublesome emotion as to what was to flow from a relationship of this kind, no worry as to her own soul, sin, social opinion, or the like. She was really interested in art and life  a pagan, in fact. Some people are thus hardily equipped. It is the most notable attribute of the hardier type of personalities  not necessarily the most brilliant or successful. You might have said that her soul was naively unconscious of the agony of others in loss. She would have taken any loss to herself with an amazing equableness  some qualms, of course, but not many  because her vanity and sense of charm would have made her look forward to something better or as good.

She had called on Aileen quite regularly in the past, with or without Harold, and had frequently driven with the Cowperwoods or joined them at the theater or elsewhere. She had decided, after becoming intimate with Cowperwood, to study art again, which was a charming blind, for it called for attendance at afternoon or evening classes which she frequently skipped. Besides, since Harold had more money he was becoming gayer, more reckless and enthusiastic over women, and Cowperwood deliberately advised her to encourage him in some liaison which, in case exposure should subsequently come to them, would effectually tie his hands.

Let him get in some affair, Cowperwood told Rita. Well put detectives on his trail and get evidence. He wont have a word to say.

We dont really need to do that, she protested sweetly, naively. Hes been in enough scrapes as it is. Hes given me some of the letters (she pronounced it lettahs) written him.

But well need actual witnesses if we ever need anything at all. Just tell me when hes in love again, and Ill do the rest.

You know I think, she drawled, amusingly, that he is now. I saw him on the street the other day with one of his students  rather a pretty girl, too.

Cowperwood was pleased. Under the circumstances he would almost have been willing  not quite  for Aileen to succumb to Sohlberg in order to entrap her and make his situation secure. Yet he really did not wish it in the last analysis  would have been grieved temporarily if she had deserted him. However, in the case of Sohlberg, detectives were employed, the new affair with the flighty pupil was unearthed and sworn to by witnesses, and this, combined with the lettahs held by Rita, constituted ample material wherewith to hush up the musician if ever he became unduly obstreperous. So Cowperwood and Ritas state was quite comfortable.

But Aileen, meditating over Antoinette Nowak, was beside herself with curiosity, doubt, worry. She did not want to injure Cowperwood in any way after his bitter Philadelphia experience, and yet when she thought of his deserting her in this way she fell into a great rage. Her vanity, as much as her love, was hurt. What could she do to justify or set at rest her suspicions? Watch him personally? She was too dignified and vain to lurk about street-corners or offices or hotels. Never! Start a quarrel without additional evidence  that would be silly. He was too shrewd to give her further evidence once she spoke. He would merely deny it. She brooded irritably, recalling after a time, and with an aching heart, that her father had put detectives on her track once ten years before, and had actually discovered her relations with Cowperwood and their rendezvous. Bitter as that memory was  torturing  yet now the same means seemed not too abhorrent to employ under the circumstances. No harm had come to Cowperwood in the former instance, she reasoned to herself  no especial harm  from that discovery (this was not true), and none would come to him now. (This also was not true.) But one must forgive a fiery, passionate soul, wounded to the quick, some errors of judgment. Her thought was that she would first be sure just what it was her beloved was doing, and then decide what course to take. But she knew that she was treading on dangerous ground, and mentally she recoiled from the consequences which might follow. He might leave her if she fought him too bitterly. He might treat her as he had treated his first wife, Lillian.

She studied her liege lord curiously these days, wondering if it were true that he had deserted her already, as he had deserted his first wife thirteen years before, wondering if he could really take up with a girl as common as Antoinette Nowak  wondering, wondering, wondering  half afraid and yet courageous. What could be done with him? If only he still loved her all would be well yet  but oh!

The detective agency to which she finally applied, after weeks of soul-racking suspense, was one of those disturbingly human implements which many are not opposed to using on occasion, when it is the only means of solving a troublous problem of wounded feelings or jeopardized interests. Aileen, being obviously rich, was forthwith shamefully overcharged; but the services agreed upon were well performed. To her amazement, chagrin, and distress, after a few weeks of observation Cowperwood was reported to have affairs not only with Antoinette Nowak, whom she did suspect, but also with Mrs. Sohlberg. And these two affairs at one and the same time. For the moment it left Aileen actually stunned and breathless.

The significance of Rita Sohlberg to her in this hour was greater than that of any woman before or after. Of all living things, women dread women most of all, and of all women the clever and beautiful. Rita Sohlberg had been growing on Aileen as a personage, for she had obviously been prospering during this past year, and her beauty had been amazingly enhanced thereby. Once Aileen had encountered Rita in a light trap on the Avenue, very handsome and very new, and she had commented on it to Cowperwood, whose reply had been: Her father must be making some money. Sohlberg could never earn it for her.

Aileen sympathized with Harold because of his temperament, but she knew that what Cowperwood said was true.

Another time, at a box-party at the theater, she had noted the rich elaborateness of Mrs. Sohlbergs dainty frock, the endless pleatings of pale silk, the startling charm of the needlework and the ribbons  countless, rosetted, small  that meant hard work on the part of some one.

How lovely this is, she had commented.

Yes, Rita had replied, airily; I thought, dont you know, my dressmaker would never get done working on it.

It had cost, all told, two hundred and twenty dollars, and Cowperwood had gladly paid the bill.

Aileen went home at the time thinking of Ritas taste and of how well she had harmonized her materials to her personality. She was truly charming.

Now, however, when it appeared that the same charm that had appealed to her had appealed to Cowperwood, she conceived an angry, animal opposition to it all. Rita Sohlberg! Ha! A lot of satisfaction shed get knowing as she would soon, that Cowperwood was sharing his affection for her with Antoinette Nowak  a mere stenographer. And a lot of satisfaction Antoinette would get  the cheap upstart  when she learned, as she would, that Cowperwood loved her so lightly that he would take an apartment for Rita Sohlberg and let a cheap hotel or an assignation-house do for her.

But in spite of this savage exultation her thoughts kept coming back to herself, to her own predicament, to torture and destroy her. Cowperwood, the liar! Cowperwood, the pretender! Cowperwood, the sneak! At one moment she conceived a kind of horror of the man because of all his protestations to her; at the next a rage  bitter, swelling; at the next a pathetic realization of her own altered position. Say what one will, to take the love of a man like Cowperwood away from a woman like Aileen was to leave her high and dry on land, as a fish out of its native element, to take all the wind out of her sails  almost to kill her. Whatever position she had once thought to hold through him, was now jeopardized. Whatever joy or glory she had had in being Mrs. Frank Algernon Cowperwood, it was now tarnished. She sat in her room, this same day after the detectives had given their report, a tired look in her eyes, the first set lines her pretty mouth had ever known showing about it, her past and her future whirling painfully and nebulously in her brain. Suddenly she got up, and, seeing Cowperwoods picture on her dresser, his still impressive eyes contemplating her, she seized it and threw it on the floor, stamping on his handsome face with her pretty foot, and raging at him in her heart. The dog! The brute! Her brain was full of the thought of Ritas white arms about him, of his lips to hers. The spectacle of Ritas fluffy gowns, her enticing costumes, was in her eyes. Rita should not have him; she should not have anything connected with him, nor, for that matter, Antoinette Nowak, either  the wretched upstart, the hireling. To think he should stoop to an office stenographer! Once on that thought, she decided that he should not be allowed to have a woman as an assistant any more. He owed it to her to love her after all she had done for him, the coward, and to let other women alone. Her brain whirled with strange thoughts. She was really not sane in her present state. She was so wrought up by her prospective loss that she could only think of rash, impossible, destructive things to do. She dressed swiftly, feverishly, and, calling a closed carriage from the coach-house, ordered herself to be driven to the New Arts Building. She would show this rosy cat of a woman, this smiling piece of impertinence, this she-devil, whether she would lure Cowperwood away. She meditated as she rode. She would not sit back and be robbed as Mrs. Cowperwood had been by her. Never! He could not treat her that way. She would die first! She would kill Rita Sohlberg and Antoinette Nowak and Cowperwood and herself first. She would prefer to die that way rather than lose his love. Oh yes, a thousand times! Fortunately, Rita Sohlberg was not at the New Arts Building, or Sohlberg, either. They had gone to a reception. Nor was she at the apartment on the North Side, where, under the name of Jacobs, as Aileen had been informed by the detectives, she and Cowperwood kept occasional tryst. Aileen hesitated for a moment, feeling it useless to wait, then she ordered the coachman to drive to her husbands office. It was now nearly five oclock. Antoinette and Cowperwood had both gone, but she did not know it. She changed her mind, however, before she reached the office  for it was Rita Sohlberg she wished to reach first  and ordered her coachman to drive back to the Sohlberg studio. But still they had not returned. In a kind of aimless rage she went home, wondering how she should reach Rita Sohlberg first and alone. Then, to her savage delight, the game walked into her bag. The Sohlbergs, returning home at six oclock from some reception farther out Michigan Avenue, had stopped, at the wish of Harold, merely to pass the time of day with Mrs. Cowperwood. Rita was exquisite in a pale-blue and lavender concoction, with silver braid worked in here and there. Her gloves and shoes were pungent bits of romance, her hat a dream of graceful lines. At the sight of her, Aileen, who was still in the hall and had opened the door herself, fairly burned to seize her by the throat and strike her; but she restrained herself sufficiently to say, Come in. She still had sense enough and self-possession enough to conceal her wrath and to close the door. Beside his wife Harold was standing, offensively smug and inefficient in the fashionable frock-coat and silk hat of the time, a restraining influence as yet. He was bowing and smiling:

Oh. This sound was neither an oh nor an ah, but a kind of Danish inflected awe, which was usually not unpleasing to hear. How are you, once more, Meeses Cowperwood? It eez sudge a pleasure to see you again  awe.

Wont you two just go in the reception-room a moment, said Aileen, almost hoarsely. Ill be right in. I want to get something. Then, as an afterthought, she called very sweetly: Oh, Mrs. Sohlberg, wont you come up to my room for a moment? I have something I want to show you.

Rita responded promptly. She always felt it incumbent upon her to be very nice to Aileen.

We have only a moment to stay, she replied, archly and sweetly, and coming out in the hall, but Ill come up.

Aileen stayed to see her go first, then followed up-stairs swiftly, surely, entered after Rita, and closed the door. With a courage and rage born of a purely animal despair, she turned and locked it; then she wheeled swiftly, her eyes lit with a savage fire, her cheeks pale, but later aflame, her hands, her fingers working in a strange, unconscious way.

So, she said, looking at Rita, and coming toward her quickly and angrily, youll steal my husband, will you? Youll live in a secret apartment, will you? Youll come here smiling and lying to me, will you? You beast! You cat! You prostitute! Ill show you now! You tow-headed beast! I know you now for what you are! Ill teach you once for all! Take that, and that, and that!

Suiting action to word, Aileen had descended upon her whirlwind, animal fashion, striking, scratching, choking, tearing her visitors hat from her head, ripping the laces from her neck, beating her in the face, and clutching violently at her hair and throat to choke and mar her beauty if she could. For the moment she was really crazy with rage.

By the suddenness of this onslaught Rita Sohlberg was taken back completely. It all came so swiftly, so terribly, she scarcely realized what was happening before the storm was upon her. There was no time for arguments, pleas, anything. Terrified, shamed, nonplussed, she went down quite limply under this almost lightning attack. When Aileen began to strike her she attempted in vain to defend herself, uttering at the same time piercing screams which could be heard throughout the house. She screamed shrilly, strangely, like a wild dying animal. On the instant all her fine, civilized poise had deserted her. From the sweetness and delicacy of the reception atmosphere  the polite cooings, posturings, and mouthings so charming to contemplate, so alluring in her  she had dropped on the instant to that native animal condition that shows itself in fear. Her eyes had a look of hunted horror, her lips and cheeks were pale and drawn. She retreated in a staggering, ungraceful way; she writhed and squirmed, screaming in the strong clutch of the irate and vigorous Aileen.

Cowperwood entered the hall below just before the screams began. He had followed the Sohlbergs almost immediately from his office, and, chancing to glance in the reception-room, he had observed Sohlberg smiling, radiant, an intangible air of self-ingratiating, social, and artistic sycophancy about him, his long black frock-coat buttoned smoothly around his body, his silk hat still in his hands.

Awe, how do you do, Meezter Cowperwood, he was beginning to say, his curly head shaking in a friendly manner, Im soa glad to see you again when  but who can imitate a scream of terror? We have no words, no symbols even, for those essential sounds of fright and agony. They filled the hall, the library, the reception-room, the distant kitchen even, and basement with a kind of vibrant terror.

Cowperwood, always the man of action as opposed to nervous cogitation, braced up on the instant like taut wire. What, for heavens sake, could that be? What a terrible cry! Sohlberg the artist, responding like a chameleon to the various emotional complexions of life, began to breathe stertorously, to blanch, to lose control of himself.

My God! he exclaimed, throwing up his hands, thats Rita! Shes up-stairs in your wifes room! Something must have happened. Oh On the instant he was quite beside himself, terrified, shaking, almost useless. Cowperwood, on the contrary, without a moments hesitation had thrown his coat to the floor, dashed up the stairs, followed by Sohlberg. What could it be? Where was Aileen? As he bounded upward a clear sense of something untoward came over him; it was sickening, terrifying. Scream! Scream! Scream! came the sounds. Oh, my God! dont kill me! Help! Help! SCREAM  this last a long, terrified, ear-piercing wail.

Sohlberg was about to drop from heart failure, he was so frightened. His face was an ashen gray. Cowperwood seized the door-knob vigorously and, finding the door locked, shook, rattled, and banged at it.

Aileen! he called, sharply. Aileen! Whats the matter in there? Open this door, Aileen!

Oh, my God! Oh, help! help! Oh, mercy  o-o-o-o-oh! It was the moaning voice of Rita.

Ill show you, you she-devil! he heard Aileen calling. Ill teach you, you beast! You cat, you prostitute! There! there! there!

Aileen! he called, hoarsely. Aileen! Then, getting no response, and the screams continuing, he turned angrily.

Stand back! he exclaimed to Sohlberg, who was moaning helplessly. Get me a chair, get me a table  anything. The butler ran to obey, but before he could return Cowperwood had found an implement. Here! he said, seizing a long, thin, heavily carved and heavily wrought oak chair which stood at the head of the stairs on the landing. He whirled it vigorously over his head. Smash! The sound rose louder than the screams inside.

Smash! The chair creaked and almost broke, but the door did not give.

Smash! The chair broke and the door flew open. He had knocked the lock loose and had leaped in to where Aileen, kneeling over Rita on the floor, was choking and beating her into insensibility. Like an animal he was upon her.

Aileen, he shouted, fiercely, in a hoarse, ugly, guttural voice, you fool! You idiot  let go! What the devils the matter with you? What are you trying to do? Have you lost your mind?  you crazy idiot!

He seized her strong hands and ripped them apart. He fairly dragged her back, half twisting and half throwing her over his knee, loosing her clutching hold. She was so insanely furious that she still struggled and cried, saying: Let me at her! Let me at her! Ill teach her! Dont you try to hold me, you dog! Ill show you, too, you brute  oh

Pick up that woman, called Cowperwood, firmly, to Sohlberg and the butler, who had entered. Get her out of here quick! My wife has gone crazy. Get her out of here, I tell you! This woman doesnt know what shes doing. Take her out and get a doctor. What sort of a hells melee is this, anyway?

Oh, moaned Rita, who was torn and fainting, almost unconscious from sheer terror.

Ill kill her! screamed Aileen. Ill murder her! Ill murder you too, you dog! Oh  she began striking at him Ill teach you how to run around with other women, you dog, you brute!

Cowperwood merely gripped her hands and shook her vigorously, forcefully.

What the devil has got into you, anyway, you fool? he said to her, bitterly, as they carried Rita out. What are you trying to do, anyway  murder her? Do you want the police to come in here? Stop your screaming and behave yourself, or Ill shove a handkerchief in your mouth! Stop, I tell you! Stop! Do you hear me? This is enough, you fool! He clapped his hand over her mouth, pressing it tight and forcing her back against him. He shook her brutally, angrily. He was very strong. Now will you stop, he insisted, or do you want me to choke you quiet? I will, if you dont. Youre out of your mind. Stop, I tell you! So this is the way you carry on when things dont go to suit you? She was sobbing, struggling, moaning, half screaming, quite beside herself.

Oh, you crazy fool! he said, swinging her round, and with an effort getting out a handkerchief, which he forced over her face and in her mouth. There, he said, relievedly, now will you shut up? holding her tight in an iron grip, he let her struggle and turn, quite ready to put an end to her breathing if necessary.

Now that he had conquered her, he continued to hold her tightly, stooping beside her on one knee, listening and meditating. Hers was surely a terrible passion. From some points of view he could not blame her. Great was her provocation, great her love. He knew her disposition well enough to have anticipated something of this sort. Yet the wretchedness, shame, scandal of the terrible affair upset his customary equilibrium. To think any one should give way to such a storm as this! To think that Aileen should do it! To think that Rita should have been so mistreated! It was not at all unlikely that she was seriously injured, marred for life  possibly even killed. The horror of that! The ensuing storm of public rage! A trial! His whole career gone up in one terrific explosion of woe, anger, death! Great God!

He called the butler to him by a nod of his head, when the latter, who had gone out with Rita, hurried back.

How is she? he asked, desperately. Seriously hurt?

No, sir; I think not. I believe shes just fainted. Shell be all right in a little while, sir. Can I be of any service, sir?

Ordinarily Cowperwood would have smiled at such a scene. Now he was cold, sober.

Not now, he replied, with a sigh of relief, still holding Aileen firmly. Go out and close the door. Call a doctor. Wait in the hall. When he comes, call me.

Aileen, conscious of things being done for Rita, of sympathy being extended to her, tried to get up, to scream again; but she couldnt; her lord and master held her in an ugly hold. When the door was closed he said again: Now, Aileen, will you hush? Will you let me get up and talk to you, or must we stay here all night? Do you want me to drop you forever after to-night? I understand all about this, but I am in control now, and I am going to stay so. You will come to your senses and be reasonable, or I will leave you to-morrow as sure as I am here. His voice rang convincingly. Now, shall we talk sensibly, or will you go on making a fool of yourself  disgracing me, disgracing the house, making yourself and myself the laughing-stock of the servants, the neighborhood, the city? This is a fine showing youve made to-day. Good God! A fine showing, indeed! A brawl in this house, a fight! I thought you had better sense  more self-respect  really I did. You have seriously jeopardized my chances here in Chicago. You have seriously injured and possibly killed a woman. You could even be hanged for that. Do you hear me?

Oh, let them hang me, groaned Aileen. I want to die.

He took away his hand from her mouth, loosened his grip upon her arms, and let her get to her feet. She was still torrential, impetuous, ready to upbraid him, but once standing she was confronted by him, cold, commanding, fixing her with a fishy eye. He wore a look now she had never seen on his face before  a hard, wintry, dynamic flare, which no one but his commercial enemies, and only those occasionally, had seen.

Now stop! he exclaimed. Not one more word! Not one! Do you hear me?

She wavered, quailed, gave way. All the fury of her tempestuous soul fell, as the sea falls under a lapse of wind. She had had it in heart, on her lips, to cry again, You dog! you brute! and a hundred other terrible, useless things, but somehow, under the pressure of his gaze, the hardness of his heart, the words on her lips died away. She looked at him uncertainly for a moment, then, turning, she threw herself on the bed near by, clutched her cheeks and mouth and eyes, and, rocking back and forth in an agony of woe, she began to sob:

Oh, my God! my God! My heart! My life! I want to die! I want to die!

Standing there watching her, there suddenly came to Cowperwood a keen sense of her soul hurt, her heart hurt, and he was moved.

Aileen, he said, after a moment or two, coming over and touching her quite gently, Aileen! Dont cry so. I havent left you yet. Your life isnt utterly ruined. Dont cry. This is bad business, but perhaps it is not without remedy. Come now, pull yourself together, Aileen!

For answer she merely rocked and moaned, uncontrolled and uncontrollable.

Being anxious about conditions elsewhere, he turned and stepped out into the hall. He must make some show for the benefit of the doctor and the servants; he must look after Rita, and offer some sort of passing explanation to Sohlherg.

Here, he called to a passing servant, shut that door and watch it. If Mrs. Cowperwood comes out call me instantly.


Chapter XIX

Hell Hath No Fury

Rita was not dead by any means  only seriously bruised, scratched, and choked. Her scalp was cut in one place. Aileen had repeatedly beaten her head on the floor, and this might have resulted seriously if Cowperwood had not entered as quickly as he had. Sohlberg for the moment  for some little time, in fact  was under the impression that Aileen had truly lost her mind, had suddenly gone crazy, and that those shameless charges he had heard her making were the emanations of a disordered brain. Nevertheless the things she had said haunted him. He was in a bad state himself  almost a subject for the doctor. His lips were bluish, his cheeks blanched. Rita had been carried into an adjoining bedroom and laid upon a bed; cold water, ointments, a bottle of arnica had been procured; and when Cowperwood appeared she was conscious and somewhat better. But she was still very weak and smarting from her wounds, both mental and physical. When the doctor arrived he had been told that a lady, a guest, had fallen down-stairs; when Cowperwood came in the physician was dressing her wounds.

As soon as he had gone Cowperwood said to the maid in attendance, Go get me some hot water. As the latter disappeared he bent over and kissed Ritas bruised lips, putting his finger to his own in warning sign.

Rita, he asked, softly, are you fully conscious?

She nodded weakly.

Listen, then, he said, bending over and speaking slowly. Listen carefully. Pay strict attention to what Im saying. You must understand every word, and do as I tell you. You are not seriously injured. You will be all right. This will blow over. I have sent for another doctor to call on you at your studio. Your husband has gone for some fresh clothes. He will come back in a little while. My carriage will take you home when you are a little stronger. You mustnt worry. Everything will be all right, but you must deny everything, do you hear? Everything! In so far as you know, Mrs. Cowperwood is insane. I will talk to your husband to-morrow. I will send you a trained nurse. Meantime you must be careful of what you say and how you say it. Be perfectly calm. Dont worry. You are perfectly safe here, and you will be there. Mrs. Cowperwood will not trouble you any more. I will see to that. I am so sorry; but I love you. I am near you all the while. You must not let this make any difference. You will not see her any more.

Still he knew that it would make a difference.

Reassured as to Ritas condition, he went back to Aileens room to plead with her again  to soothe her if he could. He found her up and dressing, a new thought and determination in her mind. Since she had thrown herself on the bed sobbing and groaning, her mood had gradually changed; she began to reason that if she could not dominate him, could not make him properly sorry, she had better leave. It was evident, she thought, that he did not love her any more, seeing that his anxiety to protect Rita had been so great; his brutality in restraining her so marked; and yet she did not want to believe that this was so. He had been so wonderful to her in times past. She had not given up all hope of winning a victory over him, and these other women  she loved him too much  but only a separation would do it. That might bring him to his senses. She would get up, dress, and go down-town to a hotel. He should not see her any more unless he followed her. She was satisfied that she had broken up the liaison with Rita Sohlberg, anyway for the present, and as for Antoinette Nowak, she would attend to her later. Her brain and her heart ached. She was so full of woe and rage, alternating, that she could not cry any more now. She stood before her mirror trying with trembling fingers to do over her toilet and adjust a street-costume. Cowperwood was disturbed, nonplussed at this unexpected sight.

Aileen, he said, finally, coming up behind her, cant you and I talk this thing over peacefully now? You dont want to do anything that youll be sorry for. I dont want you to. Im sorry. You dont really believe that Ive ceased to love you, do you? I havent, you know. This thing isnt as bad as it looks. I should think you would have a little more sympathy with me after all we have been through together. You havent any real evidence of wrong-doing on which to base any such outburst as this.

Oh, havent I? she exclaimed, turning from the mirror, where, sorrowfully and bitterly, she was smoothing her red-gold hair. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes red. Just now she seemed as remarkable to him as she had seemed that first day, years ago, when in a red cape he had seen her, a girl of sixteen, running up the steps of her fathers house in Philadelphia. She was so wonderful then. It mellowed his mood toward her.

Thats all you know about it, you liar! she declared. Its little you know what I know. I havent had detectives on your trail for weeks for nothing. You sneak! Youd like to smooth around now and find out what I know. Well, I know enough, let me tell you that. You wont fool me any longer with your Rita Sohlbergs and your Antoinette Nowaks and your apartments and your houses of assignation. I know what you are, you brute! And after all your protestations of love for me! Ugh!

She turned fiercely to her task while Cowperwood stared at her, touched by her passion, moved by her force. It was fine to see what a dramatic animal she was  really worthy of him in many ways.

Aileen, he said, softly, hoping still to ingratiate himself by degrees, please dont be so bitter toward me. Havent you any understanding of how life works  any sympathy with it? I thought you were more generous, more tender. Im not so bad.

He eyed her thoughtfully, tenderly, hoping to move her through her love for him.

Sympathy! Sympathy! She turned on him blazing. A lot you know about sympathy! I suppose I didnt give you any sympathy when you were in the penitentiary in Philadelphia, did I? A lot of good it did me  didnt it? Sympathy! Bah! To have you come out here to Chicago and take up with a lot of prostitutes  cheap stenographers and wives of musicians! You have given me a lot of sympathy, havent you?  with that woman lying in the next room to prove it!

She smoothed her lithe waist and shook her shoulders preparatory to putting on a hat and adjusting her wrap. She proposed to go just as she was, and send Fadette back for all her belongings.

Aileen, he pleaded, determined to have his way, I think youre very foolish. Really I do. There is no occasion for all this  none in the world. Here you are talking at the top of your voice, scandalizing the whole neighborhood, fighting, leaving the house. Its abominable. I dont want you to do it. You love me yet, dont you? You know you do. I know you dont mean all you say. You cant. You really dont believe that I have ceased to love you, do you, Aileen?

Love! fired Aileen. A lot you know about love! A lot you have ever loved anybody, you brute! I know how you love. I thought you loved me once. Humph! I see how you loved me  just as youve loved fifty other women, as you love that snippy little Rita Sohlberg in the next room  the cat!  the dirty little beast!  the way you love Antoinette Nowak  a cheap stenographer! Bah! You dont know what the word means. And yet her voice trailed off into a kind of sob and her eyes filled with tears, hot, angry, aching. Cowperwood saw them and came over, hoping in some way to take advantage of them. He was truly sorry now  anxious to make her feel tender toward him once more.

Aileen, he pleaded, please dont be so bitter. You shouldnt be so hard on me. Im not so bad. Arent you going to be reasonable? He put out a smoothing hand, but she jumped away.

Dont you touch me, you brute! she exclaimed, angrily. Dont you lay a hand on me. I dont want you to come near me. Ill not live with you. Ill not stay in the same house with you and your mistresses. Go and live with your dear, darling Rita on the North Side if you want to. I dont care. I suppose youve been in the next room comforting her  the beast! I wish I had killed her  Oh, God! She tore at her throat in a violent rage, trying to adjust a button.

Cowperwood was literally astonished. Never had he seen such an outburst as this. He had not believed Aileen to be capable of it. He could not help admiring her. Nevertheless he resented the brutality of her assault on Rita and on his own promiscuous tendency, and this feeling vented itself in one last unfortunate remark.

I wouldnt be so hard on mistresses if I were you, Aileen, he ventured, pleadingly. I should have thought your own experience would have

He paused, for he saw on the instant that he was making a grave mistake. This reference to her past as a mistress was crucial. On the instant she straightened up, and her eyes filled with a great pain. So thats the way you talk to me, is it? she asked. I knew it! I knew it! I knew it would come!

She turned to a tall chest of drawers as high as her breasts, laden with silverware, jewel-boxes, brushes and combs, and, putting her arms down, she laid her head upon them and began to cry. This was the last straw. He was throwing up her lawless girlhood love to her as an offense.

Oh! she sobbed, and shook in a hopeless, wretched paroxysm. Cowperwood came over quickly. He was distressed, pained. I didnt mean that, Aileen, he explained. I didnt mean it in that way  not at all. You rather drew that out of me; but I didnt mean it as a reproach. You were my mistress, but good Lord, I never loved you any the less for that  rather more. You know I did. I want you to believe that; its true. These other matters havent been so important to me  they really havent

He looked at her helplessly as she moved away to avoid him; he was distressed, nonplussed, immensely sorry. As he walked to the center of the room again she suddenly suffered a great revulsion of feeling, but only in the direction of more wrath. This was too much.

So this is the way you talk to me, she exclaimed, after all I have done for you! You say that to me after I waited for you and cried over you when you were in prison for nearly two years? Your mistress! Thats my reward, is it? Oh!

Suddenly she observed her jewel-case, and, resenting all the gifts he had given her in Philadelphia, in Paris, in Rome, here in Chicago, she suddenly threw open the lid and, grabbing the contents by handfuls, began to toss them toward him  to actually throw them in his face. Out they came, handfuls of gauds that he had given her in real affection: a jade necklace and bracelet of pale apple-green set in spun gold, with clasps of white ivory; a necklace of pearls, assorted as to size and matched in color, that shone with a tinted, pearly flame in the evening light; a handful of rings and brooches, diamonds, rubies, opals, amethysts; a dog-collar of emeralds, and a diamond hair-ornament. She flung them at him excitedly, strewing the floor, striking him on the neck, the face, the hands. Take that! and that! and that! There they are! I dont want anything more of yours. I dont want anything more to do with you. I dont want anything that belongs to you. Thank God, I have money enough of my own to live on! I hate you  I despise you  I never want to see you any more. Oh And, trying to think of something more, but failing, she dashed swiftly down the hall and down the stairs, while he stood for just one moment overwhelmed. Then he hurried after.

Aileen! he called. Aileen, come back here! Dont go, Aileen! But she only hurried faster; she opened and closed the door, and actually ran out in the dark, her eyes wet, her heart bursting. So this was the end of that youthful dream that had begun so beautifully. She was no better than the others  just one of his mistresses. To have her past thrown up to her as a defense for the others! To be told that she was no better than they! This was the last straw. She choked and sobbed as she walked, vowing never to return, never to see him any more. But as she did so Cowperwood came running after, determined for once, as lawless as he was, that this should not be the end of it all. She had loved him, he reflected. She had laid every gift of passion and affection on the altar of her love. It wasnt fair, really. She must be made to stay. He caught up at last, reaching her under the dark of the November trees.

Aileen, he said, laying hold of her and putting his arms around her waist. Aileen, dearest, this is plain madness. It is insanity. Youre not in your right mind. Dont go! Dont leave me! I love you! Dont you know I do? Cant you really see that? Dont run away like this, and dont cry. I do love you, and you know it. I always shall. Come back now. Kiss me. Ill do better. Really I will. Give me another chance. Wait and see. Come now  wont you? Thats my girl, my Aileen. Do come. Please!

She pulled on, but he held her, smoothing her arms, her neck, her face.

Aileen! he entreated.

She tugged so that he was finally compelled to work her about into his arms; then, sobbing, she stood there agonized but happy once more, in a way.

But I dont want to, she protested. You dont love me any more. Let me go.

But he kept hold of her, urging, and finally she said, her head upon his shoulder as of old, Dont make me come back to-night. I dont want to. I cant. Let me go down-town. Ill come back later, maybe.

Then Ill go with you, he said, endearingly. It isnt right. There are a lot of things I should be doing to stop this scandal, but Ill go.

And together they sought a street-car.


Chapter XX

Man and Superman

It is a sad commentary on all save the most chemic unions  those dark red flowers of romance that bloom most often only for a tragic end  that they cannot endure the storms of disaster that are wont to overtake them. A woman like Rita Sohlberg, with a seemingly urgent feeling for Cowperwood, was yet not so charmed by him but that this shock to her pride was a marked sedative. The crushing weight of such an exposure as this, the Homeric laughter inherent, if not indicated in the faulty planning, the failure to take into account beforehand all the possibilities which might lead to such a disaster, was too much for her to endure. She was stung almost to desperation, maddened, at the thought of the gay, idle way in which she had walked into Mrs. Cowperwoods clutches and been made into a spectacle and a laughing-stock by her. What a brute she was  what a demon! Her own physical weakness under the circumstances was no grief to her  rather a salve to her superior disposition; but just the same she had been badly beaten, her beauty turned into a ragamuffin show, and that was enough. This evening, in the Lake Shore Sanitarium, where she had been taken, she had but one thought  to get away when it should all be over and rest her wearied brain. She did not want to see Sohlberg any more; she did not want to see Cowperwood any more. Already Harold, suspicious and determined to get at the truth, was beginning to question her as to the strangeness of Aileens attack  her probable reason. When Cowperwood was announced, Sohlbergs manner modified somewhat, for whatever his suspicions were, he was not prepared to quarrel with this singular man as yet.

I am so sorry about this unfortunate business, said Cowperwood, coming in with brisk assurance. I never knew my wife to become so strangely unbalanced before. It was most fortunate that I arrived when I did. I certainly owe you both every amend that can be made. I sincerely hope, Mrs. Sohlberg, that you are not seriously injured. If there is anything I can possibly do  anything either of you can suggest  he looked around solicitously at Sohlberg I shall only be too glad to do it. How would it do for you to take Mrs. Sohlberg away for a little while for a rest? I shall so gladly pay all expenses in connection with her recovery.

Sohlberg, brooding and heavy, remained unresponsive, smoldering; Rita, cheered by Cowperwoods presence, but not wholly relieved by any means, was questioning and disturbed. She was afraid there was to be a terrific scene between them. She declared she was better and would be all right  that she did not need to go away, but that she preferred to be alone.

Its very strange, said Sohlberg, sullenly, after a little while. I daunt onderstand it! I daunt onderstand it at all. Why should she do soach a thing? Why should she say soach things? Here we have been the best of friends opp to now. Then suddenly she attacks my wife and sais all these strange things.

But I have assured you, my dear Mr. Sohlberg, that my wife was not in her right mind. She has been subject to spells of this kind in the past, though never to anything so violent as this to-night. Already she has recovered her normal state, and she does not remember. But, perhaps, if we are going to discuss things now we had better go out in the hall. Your wife will need all the rest she can get.

Once outside, Cowperwood continued with brilliant assurance: Now, my dear Sohlberg, what is it I can say? What is it you wish me to do? My wife has made a lot of groundless charges, to say nothing of injuring your wife most seriously and shamefully. I cannot tell you, as I have said, how sorry I am. I assure you Mrs. Cowperwood is suffering from a gross illusion. There is absolutely nothing to do, nothing to say, so far as I can see, but to let the whole matter drop. Dont you agree with me?

Harold was twisting mentally in the coils of a trying situation. His own position, as he knew, was not formidable. Rita had reproached him over and over for infidelity. He began to swell and bluster at once.

That is all very well for you to say, Mr. Cowperwood, he commented, defiantly, but how about me? Where do I come in? I daunt know what to theenk yet. It ees very strange. Supposing what your wife sais was true? Supposing my wife has been going around weeth some one? That ees what I want to find out. Eef she has! Eef eet is what I theenk it ees I shall  I shall  I daunt know what I shall do. I am a very violent man.

Cowperwood almost smiled, concerned as he was over avoiding publicity; he had no fear of Sohlberg physically.

See here, he exclaimed, suddenly, looking sharply at the musician and deciding to take the bull by the horns, you are in quite as delicate a situation as I am, if you only stop to think. This affair, if it gets out, will involve not only me and Mrs. Cowperwood, but yourself and your wife, and if I am not mistaken, I think your own affairs are not in any too good shape. You cannot blacken your wife without blackening yourself  that is inevitable. None of us is exactly perfect. For myself I shall be compelled to prove insanity, and I can do this easily. If there is anything in your past which is not precisely what it should be it could not long be kept a secret. If you are willing to let the matter drop I will make handsome provision for you both; if, instead, you choose to make trouble, to force this matter into the daylight, I shall leave no stone unturned to protect myself, to put as good a face on this matter as I can.

What! exclaimed Sohlberg. You threaten me? You try to frighten me after your wife charges that you have been running around weeth my wife? You talk about my past! I like that. Haw! We shall see about dis! What is it you knaw about me?

Well, Mr. Sohlberg, rejoined Cowperwood, calmly, I know, for instance, that for a long while your wife has not loved you, that you have been living on her as any pensioner might, that you have been running around with as many as six or seven women in as many years or less. For months I have been acting as your wifes financial adviser, and in that time, with the aid of detectives, I have learned of Anna Stelmak, Jessie Laska, Bertha Reese, Georgia Du Coin  do I need to say any more? As a matter of fact, I have a number of your letters in my possession.

Saw that ees it! exclaimed Sohlberg, while Cowperwood eyed him fixedly. You have been running around weeth my wife? Eet ees true, then. A fine situation! And you come here now weeth these threats, these lies to booldoze me. Haw! We weel see about them. We weel see what I can do. Wait teel I can consult a lawyer first. Then we weel see!

Cowperwood surveyed him coldly, angrily. What an ass! he thought.

See here, he said, urging Sohlberg, for privacys sake, to come down into the lower hall, and then into the street before the sanitarium, where two gas-lamps were fluttering fitfully in the dark and wind, I see very plainly that you are bent on making trouble. It is not enough that I have assured you that there is nothing in this  that I have given you my word. You insist on going further. Very well, then. Supposing for arguments sake that Mrs. Cowperwood was not insane; that every word she said was true; that I had been misconducting myself with your wife? What of it? What will you do?

He looked at Sohlberg smoothly, ironically, while the latter flared up.

Haw! he shouted, melodramatically. Why, I would keel you, thats what I would do. I would keel her. I weel make a terrible scene. Just let me knaw that this is so, and then see!

Exactly, replied Cowperwood, grimly. I thought so. I believe you. For that reason I have come prepared to serve you in just the way you wish. He reached in his coat and took out two small revolvers, which he had taken from a drawer at home for this very purpose. They gleamed in the dark. Do you see these? he continued. I am going to save you the trouble of further investigation, Mr. Sohlberg. Every word that Mrs. Cowperwood said to-night  and I am saying this with a full understanding of what this means to you and to me  is true. She is no more insane than I am. Your wife has been living in an apartment with me on the North Side for months, though you cannot prove that. She does not love you, but me. Now if you want to kill me here is a gun. He extended his hand. Take your choice. If I am to die you might as well die with me.

He said it so coolly, so firmly, that Sohlberg, who was an innate coward, and who had no more desire to die than any other healthy animal, paled. The look of cold steel was too much. The hand that pressed them on him was hard and firm. He took hold of one, but his fingers trembled. The steely, metallic voice in his ear was undermining the little courage that he had. Cowperwood by now had taken on the proportions of a dangerous man  the lineaments of a demon. He turned away mortally terrified.

My God! he exclaimed, shaking like a leaf. You want to keel me, do you? I weel not have anything to do with you! I weel not talk to you! I weel see my lawyer. I weel talk to my wife first.

Oh, no you wont, replied Cowperwood, intercepting him as he turned to go and seizing him firmly by the arm. I am not going to have you do anything of the sort. I am not going to kill you if you are not going to kill me; but I am going to make you listen to reason for once. Now here is what else I have to say, and then I am through. I am not unfriendly to you. I want to do you a good turn, little as I care for you. To begin with, there is nothing in those charges my wife made, not a thing. I merely said what I did just now to see if you were in earnest. You do not love your wife any more. She doesnt love you. You are no good to her. Now, I have a very friendly proposition to make to you. If you want to leave Chicago and stay away three years or more, I will see that you are paid five thousand dollars every year on January first  on the nail  five thousand dollars! Do you hear? Or you can stay here in Chicago and hold your tongue and I will make it three thousand  monthly or yearly, just as you please. But  and this is what I want you to remember  if you dont get out of town or hold your tongue, if you make one single rash move against me, I will kill you, and I will kill you on sight. Now, I want you to go away from here and behave yourself. Leave your wife alone. Come and see me in a day or two  the money is ready for you any time. He paused while Sohlberg stared  his eyes round and glassy. This was the most astonishing experience of his life. This man was either devil or prince, or both. Good God! he thought. He will do that, too. He will really kill me. Then the astounding alternative  five thousand dollars a year  came to his mind. Well, why not? His silence gave consent.

If I were you I wouldnt go up-stairs again to-night, continued Cowperwood, sternly. Dont disturb her. She needs rest. Go on down-town and come and see me to-morrow  or if you want to go back I will go with you. I want to say to Mrs. Sohlberg what I have said to you. But remember what Ive told you.

Nau, thank you, replied Sohlberg, feebly. I will go down-town. Good night. And he hurried away.

Im sorry, said Cowperwood to himself, defensively. It is too bad, but it was the only way.


Chapter XXI

A Matter of Tunnels

The question of Sohlberg adjusted thus simply, if brutally, Cowperwood turned his attention to Mrs. Sohlberg. But there was nothing much to be done. He explained that he had now completely subdued Aileen and Sohlberg, that the latter would make no more trouble, that he was going to pension him, that Aileen would remain permanently quiescent. He expressed the greatest solicitude for her, but Rita was now sickened of this tangle. She had loved him, as she thought, but through the rage of Aileen she saw him in a different light, and she wanted to get away. His money, plentiful as it was, did not mean as much to her as it might have meant to some women; it simply spelled luxuries, without which she could exist if she must. His charm for her had, perhaps, consisted mostly in the atmosphere of flawless security, which seemed to surround him  a glittering bubble of romance. That, by one fell attack, was now burst. He was seen to be quite as other men, subject to the same storms, the same danger of shipwreck. Only he was a better sailor than most. She recuperated gradually; left for home; left for Europe; details too long to be narrated. Sohlberg, after much meditating and fuming, finally accepted the offer of Cowperwood and returned to Denmark. Aileen, after a few days of quarreling, in which he agreed to dispense with Antoinette Nowak, returned home.

Cowperwood was in no wise pleased by this rough denouement. Aileen had not raised her own attractions in his estimation, and yet, strange to relate, he was not unsympathetic with her. He had no desire to desert her as yet, though for some time he had been growing in the feeling that Rita would have been a much better type of wife for him. But what he could not have, he could not have. He turned his attention with renewed force to his business; but it was with many a backward glance at those radiant hours when, with Rita in his presence or enfolded by his arms, he had seen life from a new and poetic angle. She was so charming, so naive  but what could he do?

For several years thereafter Cowperwood was busy following the Chicago street-railway situation with increasing interest. He knew it was useless to brood over Rita Sohlberg  she would not return  and yet he could not help it; but he could work hard, and that was something. His natural aptitude and affection for street-railway work had long since been demonstrated, and it was now making him restless. One might have said of him quite truly that the tinkle of car-bells and the plop of plodding horses feet was in his blood. He surveyed these extending lines, with their jingling cars, as he went about the city, with an almost hungry eye. Chicago was growing fast, and these little horse-cars on certain streets were crowded night and morning  fairly bulging with people at the rush-hours. If he could only secure an octopus-grip on one or all of them; if he could combine and control them all! What a fortune! That, if nothing else, might salve him for some of his woes  a tremendous fortune  nothing less. He forever busied himself with various aspects of the scene quite as a poet might have concerned himself with rocks and rills. To own these street-railways! To own these street-railways! So rang the song of his mind.

Like the gas situation, the Chicago street-railway situation was divided into three parts  three companies representing and corresponding with the three different sides or divisions of the city. The Chicago City Railway Company, occupying the South Side and extending as far south as Thirty-ninth Street, had been organized in 1859, and represented in itself a mine of wealth. Already it controlled some seventy miles of track, and was annually being added to on Indiana Avenue, on Wabash Avenue, on State Street, and on Archer Avenue. It owned over one hundred and fifty cars of the old-fashioned, straw-strewn, no-stove type, and over one thousand horses; it employed one hundred and seventy conductors, one hundred and sixty drivers, a hundred stablemen, and blacksmiths, harness-makers, and repairers in interesting numbers. Its snow-plows were busy on the street in winter, its sprinkling-cars in summer. Cowperwood calculated its shares, bonds, rolling-stock, and other physical properties as totaling in the vicinity of over two million dollars. The trouble with this company was that its outstanding stock was principally controlled by Norman Schryhart, who was now decidedly inimical to Cowperwood, or anything he might wish to do, and by Anson Merrill, who had never manifested any signs of friendship. He did not see how he was to get control of this property. Its shares were selling around two hundred and fifty dollars.

The North Chicago City Railway was a corporation which had been organized at the same time as the South Side company, but by a different group of men. Its management was old, indifferent, and incompetent, its equipment about the same. The Chicago West Division Railway had originally been owned by the Chicago City or South Side Railway, but was now a separate corporation. It was not yet so profitable as the other divisions of the city, but all sections of the city were growing. The horse-bell was heard everywhere tinkling gaily.

Standing on the outside of this scene, contemplating its promise, Cowperwood much more than any one else connected financially with the future of these railways at this time was impressed with their enormous possibilities  their enormous future if Chicago continued to grow, and was concerned with the various factors which might further or impede their progress.

Not long before he had discovered that one of the chief handicaps to street-railway development, on the North and West Sides, lay in the congestion of traffic at the bridges spanning the Chicago River. Between the street ends that abutted on it and connected the two sides of the city ran this amazing stream  dirty, odorous, picturesque, compact of a heavy, delightful, constantly crowding and moving boat traffic, which kept the various bridges momentarily turning, and tied up the street traffic on either side of the river until it seemed at times as though the tangle of teams and boats would never any more be straightened out. It was lovely, human, natural, Dickensesque  a fit subject for a Daumier, a Turner, or a Whistler. The idlest of bridge-tenders judged for himself when the boats and when the teams should be made to wait, and how long, while in addition to the regular pedestrians a group of idlers stood at gaze fascinated by the crowd of masts, the crush of wagons, and the picturesque tugs in the foreground below. Cowperwood, as he sat in his light runabout, annoyed by a delay, or dashed swiftly forward to get over before a bridge turned, had long since noted that the street-car service in the North and West Sides was badly hampered. The unbroken South Side, unthreaded by a river, had no such problem, and was growing rapidly.

Because of this he was naturally interested to observe one day, in the course of his peregrinations, that there existed in two places under the Chicago River  in the first place at La Salle Street, running north and south, and in the second at Washington Street, running east and west  two now soggy and rat-infested tunnels which were never used by anybody  dark, dank, dripping affairs only vaguely lighted with oil-lamp, and oozing with water. Upon investigation he learned that they had been built years before to accommodate this same tide of wagon traffic, which now congested at the bridges, and which even then had been rapidly rising. Being forced to pay a toll in time to which a slight toll in cash, exacted for the privilege of using a tunnel, had seemed to the investors and public infinitely to be preferred, this traffic had been offered this opportunity of avoiding the delay. However, like many another handsome commercial scheme on paper or bubbling in the human brain, the plan did not work exactly. These tunnels might have proved profitable if they had been properly built with long, low-per-cent. grades, wide roadways, and a sufficiency of light and air; but, as a matter of fact, they had not been judiciously adapted to public convenience. Norman Schryharts father had been an investor in these tunnels, and Anson Merrill. When they had proved unprofitable, after a long period of pointless manipulation  cost, one million dollars  they had been sold to the city for exactly that sum each, it being poetically deemed that a growing city could better afford to lose so disturbing an amount than any of its humble, ambitious, and respectable citizens. That was a little affair by which members of council had profited years before; but that also is another story.

After discovering these tunnels Cowperwood walked through them several times  for though they were now boarded up, there was still an uninterrupted footpath  and wondered why they could not be utilized. It seemed to him that if the street-car traffic were heavy enough, profitable enough, and these tunnels, for a reasonable sum, could be made into a lower grade, one of the problems which now hampered the growth of the North and West Sides would be obviated. But how? He did not own the tunnels. He did not own the street-railways. The cost of leasing and rebuilding the tunnels would be enormous. Helpers and horses and extra drivers on any grade, however slight, would have to be used, and that meant an extra expense. With street-car horses as the only means of traction, and with the long, expensive grades, he was not so sure that this venture would be a profitable one.

However, in the fall of 1880, or a little earlier (when he was still very much entangled with the preliminary sex affairs that led eventually to Rita Sohlberg), he became aware of a new system of traction relating to street-cars which, together with the arrival of the arc-light, the telephone, and other inventions, seemed destined to change the character of city life entirely.

Recently in San Francisco, where the presence of hills made the movement of crowded street-railway cars exceedingly difficult, a new type of traction had been introduced  that of the cable, which was nothing more than a traveling rope of wire running over guttered wheels in a conduit, and driven by immense engines, conveniently located in adjacent stations or power-houses. The cars carried a readily manipulated grip-lever, or steel hand, which reached down through a slot into a conduit and gripped the moving cable. This invention solved the problem of hauling heavily laden street-cars up and down steep grades. About the same time he also heard, in a roundabout way, that the Chicago City Railway, of which Schryhart and Merrill were the principal owners, was about to introduce this mode of traction on its lines  to cable State Street, and attach the cars of other lines running farther out into unprofitable districts as trailers. At once the solution of the North and West Side problems flashed upon him  cables.

Outside of the bridge crush and the tunnels above mentioned, there was one other special condition which had been for some time past attracting Cowperwoods attention. This was the waning energy of the North Chicago City Railway Company  the lack of foresight on the part of its directors which prevented them from perceiving the proper solution of their difficulties. The road was in a rather unsatisfactory state financially  really open to a coup of some sort. In the beginning it had been considered unprofitable, so thinly populated was the territory they served, and so short the distance from the business heart. Later, however, as the territory filled up, they did better; only then the long waits at the bridges occurred. The management, feeling that the lines were likely to be poorly patronized, had put down poor, little, light-weight rails, and run slimpsy cars which were as cold as ice in winter and as hot as stove-ovens in summer. No attempt had been made to extend the down-town terminus of the several lines into the business center  they stopped just over the river which bordered it at the north. (On the South Side Mr. Schryhart had done much better for his patrons. He had already installed a loop for his cable about Merrills store.) As on the West Side, straw was strewn in the bottom of all the cars in winter to keep the feet of the passengers warm, and but few open cars were used in summer. The directors were averse to introducing them because of the expense. So they had gone on and on, adding lines only where they were sure they would make a good profit from the start, putting down the same style of cheap rail that had been used in the beginning, and employing the same antique type of car which rattled and trembled as it ran, until the patrons were enraged to the point of anarchy. Only recently, because of various suits and complaints inaugurated, the company had been greatly annoyed, but they scarcely knew what to do, how to meet the onslaught. Though there was here and there a man of sense  such as Terrence Mulgannon, the general superintendent; Edwin Kaffrath, a director; William Johnson, the constructing engineer of the company  yet such other men as Onias C. Skinner, the president, and Walter Parker, the vice-president, were reactionaries of an elderly character, conservative, meditative, stingy, and, worst of all, fearful or without courage for great adventure. It is a sad commentary that age almost invariably takes away the incentive to new achievement and makes Let well enough alone the most appealing motto.

Mindful of this, Cowperwood, with a now splendid scheme in his mind, one day invited John J. McKenty over to his house to dinner on a social pretext. When the latter, accompanied by his wife, had arrived, and Aileen had smiled on them both sweetly, and was doing her best to be nice to Mrs. McKenty, Cowperwood remarked:

McKenty, do you know anything about these two tunnels that the city owns under the river at Washington and La Salle streets?

I know that the city took them over when it didnt need them, and that theyre no good for anything. That was before my time, though, explained McKenty, cautiously. I think the city paid a million for them. Why?

Oh, nothing much, replied Cowperwood, evading the matter for the present. I was wondering whether they were in such condition that they couldnt be used for anything. I see occasional references in the papers to their uselessness.

Theyre in pretty bad shape, Im afraid, replied McKenty. I havent been through either of them in years and years. The idea was originally to let the wagons go through them and break up the crowding at the bridges. But it didnt work. They made the grade too steep and the tolls too high, and so the drivers preferred to wait for the bridges. They were pretty hard on horses. I can testify to that myself. Ive driven a wagon-load through them more than once. The city should never have taken them over at all by rights. It was a deal. I dont know who all was in it. Carmody was mayor then, and Aldrich was in charge of public works.

He relapsed into silence, and Cowperwood allowed the matter of the tunnels to rest until after dinner when they had adjourned to the library. There he placed a friendly hand on McKentys arm, an act of familiarity which the politician rather liked.

You felt pretty well satisfied with the way that gas business came out last year, didnt you? he inquired.

I did, replied McKenty, warmly. Never more so. I told you that at the time. The Irishman liked Cowperwood, and was grateful for the swift manner in which he had been made richer by the sum of several hundred thousand dollars.

Well, now, McKenty, continued Cowperwood, abruptly, and with a seeming lack of connection, has it ever occurred to you that things are shaping up for a big change in the street-railway situation here? I can see it coming. Theres going to be a new motor power introduced on the South Side within a year or two. Youve heard of it?

I read something of it, replied McKenty, surprised and a little questioning. He took a cigar and prepared to listen. Cowperwood, never smoking, drew up a chair.

Well, Ill tell you what that means, he explained. It means that eventually every mile of street-railway track in this city  to say nothing of all the additional miles that will be built before this change takes place  will have to be done over on an entirely new basis. I mean this cable-conduit system. These old companies that are hobbling along now with an old equipment will have to make the change. Theyll have to spend millions and millions before they can bring their equipment up to date. If youve paid any attention to the matter you must have seen what a condition these North and West Side lines are in.

Its pretty bad; I know that, commented McKenty.

Just so, replied Cowperwood, emphatically. Well, now, if I know anything about these old managements from studying them, theyre going to have a hard time bringing themselves to do this. Two to three million are two to three million, and it isnt going to be an easy matter for them to raise the money  not as easy, perhaps, as it would be for some of the rest of us, supposing we wanted to go into the street-railway business.

Yes, supposing, replied McKenty, jovially. But how are you to get in it? Theres no stock for sale that I know of.

Just the same, said Cowperwood, we can if we want to, and Ill show you how. But at present theres just one thing in particular Id like you to do for me. I want to know if there is any way that we can get control of either of those two old tunnels that I was talking to you about a little while ago. Id like both if I might. Do you suppose that is possible?

Why, yes, replied McKenty, wondering; but what have they got to do with it? Theyre not worth anything. Some of the boys were talking about filling them in some time ago  blowing them up. The police think crooks hide in them.

Just the same, dont let any one touch them  dont lease them or anything, replied Cowperwood, forcefully. Ill tell you frankly what I want to do. I want to get control, just as soon as possible, of all the street-railway lines I can on the North and West Sides  new or old franchises. Then youll see where the tunnels come in.

He paused to see whether McKenty caught the point of all he meant, but the latter failed.

You dont want much, do you? he said, cheerfully. But I dont see how you can use the tunnels. However, thats no reason why I shouldnt take care of them for you, if you think thats important.

Its this way, said Cowperwood, thoughtfully. Ill make you a preferred partner in all the ventures that I control if you do as I suggest. The street-railways, as they stand now, will have to be taken up lock, stock, and barrel, and thrown into the scrap heap within eight or nine years at the latest. You see what the South Side company is beginning to do now. When it comes to the West and North Side companies they wont find it so easy. They arent earning as much as the South Side, and besides they have those bridges to cross. That means a severe inconvenience to a cable line. In the first place, the bridges will have to be rebuilt to stand the extra weight and strain. Now the question arises at once  at whose expense? The citys?

That depends on whos asking for it, replied Mr. McKenty, amiably.

Quite so, assented Cowperwood. In the next place, this river traffic is becoming impossible from the point of view of a decent street-car service. There are waits now of from eight to fifteen minutes while these tows and vessels get through. Chicago has five hundred thousand population to-day. How much will it have in 1890? In 1900? How will it be when it has eight hundred thousand or a million?

Youre quite right, interpolated McKenty. It will be pretty bad.

Exactly. But what is worse, the cable lines will carry trailers, or single cars, from feeder lines. There wont be single cars waiting at these draws  there will be trains, crowded trains. It wont be advisable to delay a cable-train from eight to fifteen minutes while boats are making their way through a draw. The public wont stand for that very long, will it, do you think?

Not without making a row, probably, replied McKenty.

Well, that means what, then? asked Cowperwood. Is the traffic going to get any lighter? Is the river going to dry up?

Mr. McKenty stared. Suddenly his face lighted. Oh, I see, he said, shrewdly. Its those tunnels youre thinking about. Are they in any shape to be used?

They can be made over cheaper than new ones can be built.

True for you, replied McKenty, and if theyre in any sort of repair theyd be just what youd want. He was emphatic, almost triumphant. They belong to the city. They cost pretty near a million apiece, those things.

I know it, said Cowperwood. Now, do you see what Im driving at?

Do I see! smiled McKenty. Thats a real idea you have, Cowperwood. I take off my hat to you. Say what you want.

Well, then, in the first place, replied Cowperwood, genially, it is agreed that the city wont part with those two tunnels under any circumstances until we can see what can be done about this other matter?

It will not.

In the next place, it is understood, is it, that you wont make it any easier than you can possibly help for the North and West Side companies to get ordinances extending their lines, or anything else, from now on? I shall want to introduce some franchises for feeders and outlying lines myself.

Bring in your ordinances, replied McKenty, and Ill do whatever you say. Ive worked with you before. I know that you keep your word.

Thanks, said Cowperwood, warmly. I know the value of keeping it. In the mean while Ill go ahead and see what can be done about the other matter. I dont know just how many men I will need to let in on this, or just what form the organization will take. But you may depend upon it that your interests will be properly taken care of, and that whatever is done will be done with your full knowledge and consent.

All very good, answered McKenty, thinking of the new field of activity before them. A combination between himself and Cowperwood in a matter like this must prove very beneficial to both. And he was satisfied, because of their previous relations, that his own interests would not be neglected.

Shall we go and see if we can find the ladies? asked Cowperwood, jauntily, laying hold of the politicians arm.

To be sure, assented McKenty, gaily. Its a fine house you have here  beautiful. And your wife is as pretty a woman as I ever saw, if youll pardon the familiarity.

I have always thought she was rather attractive myself, replied Cowperwood, innocently.


Chapter XXII

Street-railways at Last

Among the directors of the North Chicago City company there was one man, Edwin L. Kaffrath, who was young and of a forward-looking temperament. His father, a former heavy stockholder of this company, had recently died and left all his holdings and practically his directorship to his only son. Young Kaffrath was by no means a practical street-railway man, though he fancied he could do very well at it if given a chance. He was the holder of nearly eight hundred of the five thousand shares of stock; but the rest of it was so divided that he could only exercise a minor influence. Nevertheless, from the day of his entrance into the company  which was months before Cowperwood began seriously to think over the situation  he had been strong for improvements  extensions, more franchises, better cars, better horses, stoves in the cars in winter, and the like, all of which suggestions sounded to his fellow-directors like mere manifestations of the reckless impetuosity of youth, and were almost uniformly opposed.

Whats the matter with them cars? asked Albert Thorsen, one of the elder directors, at one of the meetings at which Kaffrath was present and offering his usual protest. I dont see anything the matter with em. I ride in em.

Thorsen was a heavy, dusty, tobacco-bestrewn individual of sixty-six, who was a little dull but genial. He was in the paint business, and always wore a very light steel-gray suit much crinkled in the seat and arms.

Perhaps thats whats the matter with them, Albert, chirped up Solon Kaempfaert, one of his cronies on the board.

The sally drew a laugh.

Oh, I dont know. I see the rest of you on board often enough.

Why, I tell you whats the matter with them, replied Kaffrath. Theyre dirty, and theyre flimsy, and the windows rattle so you cant hear yourself think. The track is no good, and the filthy straw we keep in them in winter is enough to make a person sick. We dont keep the track in good repair. I dont wonder people complain. Id complain myself.

Oh, I dont think things are as bad as all that, put in Onias C. Skinner, the president, who had a face which with its very short side-whiskers was as bland as a Chinese god. He was sixty-eight years of age. Theyre not the best cars in the world, but theyre good cars. They need painting and varnishing pretty badly, some of them, but outside of that theres many a good years wear in them yet. Id be very glad if we could put in new rolling-stock, but the item of expense will be considerable. Its these extensions that we have to keep building and the long hauls for five cents which eat up the profits. The so-called long hauls were only two or three miles at the outside, but they seemed long to Mr. Skinner.

Well, look at the South Side, persisted Kaffrath. I dont know what you people are thinking of. Heres a cable system introduced in Philadelphia. Theres another in San Francisco. Some one has invented a car, as I understand it, thats going to run by electricity, and here we are running cars  barns, I call them  with straw in them. Good Lord, I should think it was about time that some of us took a tumble to ourselves!

Oh, I dont know, commented Mr. Skinner. It seems to me we have done pretty well by the North Side. We have done a good deal.

Directors Solon Kaempfaert, Albert Thorsen, Isaac White, Anthony Ewer, Arnold C. Benjamin, and Otto Matjes, being solemn gentlemen all, merely sat and stared.

The vigorous Kaffrath was not to be so easily repressed, however. He repeated his complaints on other occasions. The fact that there was also considerable complaint in the newspapers from time to time in regard to this same North Side service pleased him in a way. Perhaps this would be the proverbial fire under the terrapin which would cause it to move along.

By this time, owing to Cowperwoods understanding with McKenty, all possibility of the North Side companys securing additional franchises for unoccupied streets, or even the use of the La Salle Street tunnel, had ended. Kaffrath did not know this. Neither did the directors or officers of the company, but it was true. In addition, McKenty, through the aldermen, who were at his beck and call on the North Side, was beginning to stir up additional murmurs and complaints in order to discredit the present management. There was a great to-do in council over a motion on the part of somebody to compel the North Side company to throw out its old cars and lay better and heavier tracks. Curiously, this did not apply so much to the West and South Sides, which were in the same condition. The rank and file of the city, ignorant of the tricks which were constantly being employed in politics to effect one end or another, were greatly cheered by this so-called public uprising. They little knew the pawns they were in the game, or how little sincerity constituted the primal impulse.

Quite by accident, apparently, one day Addison, thinking of the different men in the North Side company who might be of service to Cowperwood, and having finally picked young Kaffrath as the ideal agent, introduced himself to the latter at the Union League.

Thats a pretty heavy load of expense thats staring you North and West Side street-railway people in the face, he took occasion to observe.

Hows that? asked Kaffrath, curiously, anxious to hear anything which concerned the development of the business.

Well, unless Im greatly mistaken, you, all of you, are going to be put to the expense of doing over your lines completely in a very little while  so I hear  introducing this new motor or cable system that they are getting on the South Side. Addison wanted to convey the impression that the city council or public sentiment or something was going to force the North Chicago company to indulge in this great and expensive series of improvements.

Kaffrath pricked up his ears. What was the city Council going to do? He wanted to know all about it. They discussed the whole situation  the nature of the cable-conduits, the cost of the power-houses, the need of new rails, and the necessity of heavier bridges, or some other means of getting over or under the river. Addison took very good care to point out that the Chicago City or South Side Railway was in a much more fortunate position than either of the other two by reason of its freedom from the river-crossing problem. Then he again commiserated the North Side company on its rather difficult position. Your company will have a very great deal to do, I fancy, he reiterated.

Kaffrath was duly impressed and appropriately depressed, for his eight hundred shares would be depressed in value by the necessity of heavy expenditures for tunnels and other improvements. Nevertheless, there was some consolation in the thought that such betterment, as Addison now described, would in the long run make the lines more profitable. But in the mean time there might be rough sailing. The old directors ought to act soon now, he thought. With the South Side company being done over, they would have to follow suit. But would they? How could he get them to see that, even though it were necessary to mortgage the lines for years to come, it would pay in the long run? He was sick of old, conservative, cautious methods.

After the lapse of a few weeks Addison, still acting for Cowperwood, had a second and private conference with Kaffrath. He said, after exacting a promise of secrecy for the present, that since their previous conversation he had become aware of new developments. In the interval he had been visited by several men of long connection with street-railways in other localities. They had been visiting various cities, looking for a convenient outlet for their capital, and had finally picked on Chicago. They had looked over the various lines here, and had decided that the North Chicago City Railway was as good a field as any. He then elaborated with exceeding care the idea which Cowperwood had outlined to him. Kaffrath, dubious at first, was finally won over. He had too long chafed under the dusty, poky attitude of the old regime. He did not know who these new men were, but this scheme was in line with his own ideas. It would require, as Addison pointed out, the expenditure of several millions of dollars, and he did not see how the money could be raised without outside assistance, unless the lines were heavily mortgaged. If these new men were willing to pay a high rate for fifty-one per cent. of this stock for ninety-nine years and would guarantee a satisfactory rate of interest on all the stock as it stood, besides inaugurating a forward policy, why not let them? It would be just as good as mortgaging the soul out of the old property, and the management was of no value, anyhow. Kaffrath could not see how fortunes were to be made for these new investors out of subsidiary construction and equipment companies, in which Cowperwood would be interested, how by issuing watered stock on the old and new lines the latter need scarcely lay down a dollar once he had the necessary opening capital (the talking capital, as he was fond of calling it) guaranteed. Cowperwood and Addison had by now agreed, if this went through, to organize the Chicago Trust Company with millions back of it to manipulate all their deals. Kaffrath only saw a better return on his stock, possibly a chance to get in on the ground plan, as a new phrase expressed it, of the new company.

Thats what Ive been telling these fellows for the past three years, he finally exclaimed to Addison, flattered by the latters personal attention and awed by his great influence; but they never have been willing to listen to me. The way this North Side system has been managed is a crime. Why, a child could do better than we have done. Theyve saved on track and rolling-stock, and lost on population. People are what we want up there, and there is only one way that I know of to get them, and that is to give them decent car service. Ill tell you frankly weve never done it.

Not long after this Cowperwood had a short talk with Kaffrath, in which he promised the latter not only six hundred dollars a share for all the stock he possessed or would part with on lease, but a bonus of new company stock for his influence. Kaffrath returned to the North Side jubilant for himself and for his company. He decided after due thought that a roundabout way would best serve Cowperwoods ends, a line of subtle suggestion from some seemingly disinterested party. Consequently he caused William Johnson, the directing engineer, to approach Albert Thorsen, one of the most vulnerable of the directors, declaring he had heard privately that Isaac White, Arnold C. Benjamin, and Otto Matjes, three other directors and the heaviest owners, had been offered a very remarkable price for their stock, and that they were going to sell, leaving the others out in the cold.

Thorsen was beside himself with grief. When did you hear that? he asked.

Johnson told him, but for the time being kept the source of his information secret. Thorsen at once hurried to his friend, Solon Kaempfaert, who in turn went to Kaffrath for information.

I have heard something to that effect, was Kaffraths only comment, but really I do not know.

Thereupon Thorsen and Kaempfaert imagined that Kaffrath was in the conspiracy to sell out and leave them with no particularly valuable pickings. It was very sad.

Meanwhile, Cowperwood, on the advice of Kaffrath, was approaching Isaac White, Arnold C. Benjamin, and Otto Matjes direct  talking with them as if they were the only three he desired to deal with. A little later Thorsen and Kaempfaert were visited in the same spirit, and agreed in secret fear to sell out, or rather lease at the very advantageous terms Cowperwood offered, providing he could get the others to do likewise. This gave the latter a strong backing of sentiment on the board. Finally Isaac White stated at one of the meetings that he had been approached with an interesting proposition, which he then and there outlined. He was not sure what to think, he said, but the board might like to consider it. At once Thorsen and Kaempfaert were convinced that all Johnson had suggested was true. It was decided to have Cowperwood come and explain to the full board just what his plan was, and this he did in a long, bland, smiling talk. It was made plain that the road would have to be put in shape in the near future, and that this proposed plan relieved all of them of work, worry, and care. Moreover, they were guaranteed more interest at once than they had expected to earn in the next twenty or thirty years. Thereupon it was agreed that Cowperwood and his plan should be given a trial. Seeing that if he did not succeed in paying the proposed interest promptly the property once more became theirs, so they thought, and that he assumed all obligations  taxes, water rents, old claims, a few pensions  it appeared in the light of a rather idyllic scheme.

Well, boys, I think this is a pretty good days work myself, observed Anthony Ewer, laying a friendly hand on the shoulder of Mr. Albert Thorsen. Im sure we can all unite in wishing Mr. Cowperwood luck with his adventure. Mr. Ewers seven hundred and fifteen shares, worth seventy-one thousand five hundred dollars, having risen to a valuation of four hundred and twenty-nine thousand dollars, he was naturally jubilant.

Youre right, replied Thorsen, who was parting with four hundred and eighty shares out of a total of seven hundred and ninety, and seeing them all bounce in value from two hundred to six hundred dollars. Hes an interesting man. I hope he succeeds.

Cowperwood, waking the next morning in Aileens room  he had been out late the night before with McKenty, Addison, Videra, and others  turned and, patting her neck where she was dozing, said: Well, pet, yesterday afternoon I wound up that North Chicago Street Railway deal. Im president of the new North Side company just as soon as I get my board of directors organized. Were going to be of some real consequence in this village, after all, in a year or two.

He was hoping that this fact, among other things, would end in mollifying Aileen toward him. She had been so gloomy, remote, weary these many days  ever since the terrific assault on Rita.

Yes? she replied, with a half-hearted smile, rubbing her waking eyes. She was clad in a foamy nightgown of white and pink. Thats nice, isnt it?

Cowperwood brought himself up on one elbow and looked at her, smoothing her round, bare arms, which he always admired. The luminous richness of her hair had never lost its charm completely.

That means that I can do the same thing with the Chicago West Division Company in a year or so, he went on. But theres going to be a lot of talk about this, Im afraid, and I dont want that just now. It will work out all right. I can see Schryhart and Merrill and some of these other people taking notice pretty soon. Theyve missed out on two of the biggest things Chicago ever had  gas and railways.

Oh yes, Frank, Im glad for you, commented Aileen, rather drearily, who, in spite of her sorrow over his defection, was still glad that he was going on and forward. Youll always do all right.

I wish you wouldnt feel so badly, Aileen, he said, with a kind of affectional protest. Arent you going to try and be happy with me? This is as much for you as for me. You will be able to pay up old scores even better than I will.

He smiled winningly.

Yes, she replied, reproachfully but tenderly at that, a little sorrowfully, a lot of good money does me. It was your love I wanted.

But you have that, he insisted. Ive told you that over and over. I never ceased to care for you really. You know I didnt.

Yes, I know, she replied, even as he gathered her close in his arms. I know how you care. But that did not prevent her from responding to him warmly, for back of all her fuming protest was heartache, the wish to have his love intact, to restore that pristine affection which she had once assumed would endure forever.


Chapter XXIII

The Power of the Press

The morning papers, in spite of the efforts of Cowperwood and his friends to keep this transfer secret, shortly thereafter were full of rumors of a change in North Chicago. Frank Algernon Cowperwood, hitherto unmentioned in connection with Chicago street-railways, was pointed to as the probable successor to Onias C. Skinner, and Edwin L. Kaffrath, one of the old directors, as future vice-president. The men back of the deal were referred to as in all likelihood Eastern capitalists. Cowperwood, as he sat in Aileens room examining the various morning papers, saw that before the day was over he would be sought out for an expression of opinion and further details. He proposed to ask the newspaper men to wait a few days until he could talk to the publishers of the papers themselves  win their confidence  and then announce a general policy; it would be something that would please the city, and the residents of the North Side in particular. At the same time he did not care to promise anything which he could not easily and profitably perform. He wanted fame and reputation, but he wanted money even more; he intended to get both.

To one who had been working thus long in the minor realms of finance, as Cowperwood considered that he had so far been doing, this sudden upward step into the more conspicuous regions of high finance and control was an all-inspiring thing. So long had he been stirring about in a lesser region, paving the way by hours and hours of private thought and conference and scheming, that now when he actually had achieved his end he could scarcely believe for the time being that it was true. Chicago was such a splendid city. It was growing so fast. Its opportunities were so wonderful. These men who had thus foolishly parted with an indefinite lease of their holdings had not really considered what they were doing. This matter of Chicago street-railways, once he had them well in hand, could be made to yield such splendid profits! He could incorporate and overcapitalize. Many subsidiary lines, which McKenty would secure for him for a song, would be worth millions in the future, and they should be his entirely; he would not be indebted to the directors of the old North Chicago company for any interest on those. By degrees, year by year, as the city grew, the lines which were still controlled by this old company, but were practically his, would become a mere item, a central core, in the so very much larger system of new lines which he would build up about it. Then the West Side, and even the South Side sections  but why dream? He might readily become the sole master of street-railway traffic in Chicago! He might readily become the most princely financial figure in the city  and one of the few great financial magnates of the nation.

In any public enterprise of any kind, as he knew, where the suffrages of the people or the privileges in their possessions are desired, the newspapers must always be considered. As Cowperwood even now was casting hungry eyes in the direction of the two tunnels  one to be held in view of an eventual assumption of the Chicago West Division Company, the other to be given to the North Chicago Street Railway, which he had now organized, it was necessary to make friends with the various publishers. How to go about it?

Recently, because of the influx of a heavy native and foreign-born population (thousands and thousands of men of all sorts and conditions looking for the work which the growth of the city seemed to promise), and because of the dissemination of stirring ideas through radical individuals of foreign groups concerning anarchism, socialism, communism, and the like, the civic idea in Chicago had become most acute. This very May, in which Cowperwood had been going about attempting to adjust matters in his favor, there had been a tremendous national flare-up, when in a great public place on the West Side known as the Haymarket, at one of a number of labor meetings, dubbed anarchistic because of the principles of some of the speakers, a bomb had been hurled by some excited fanatic, which had exploded and maimed or killed a number of policemen, injuring slightly several others. This had brought to the fore, once and for all, as by a flash of lightning, the whole problem of mass against class, and had given it such an airing as in view of the cheerful, optimistic, almost inconsequential American mind had not previously been possible. It changed, quite as an eruption might, the whole face of the commercial landscape. Man thought thereafter somewhat more accurately of national and civic things. What was anarchism? What socialism? What rights had the rank and file, anyhow, in economic and governmental development? Such were interesting questions, and following the bomb  which acted as a great stone cast in the water  these ripple-rings of thought were still widening and emanating until they took in such supposedly remote and impregnable quarters as editorial offices, banks and financial institutions generally, and the haunts of political dignitaries and their jobs.

In the face of this, however, Cowperwood was not disturbed. He did not believe in either the strength of the masses or their ultimate rights, though he sympathized with the condition of individuals, and did believe that men like himself were sent into the world to better perfect its mechanism and habitable order. Often now, in these preliminary days, he looked at the large companies of men with their horses gathered in and about the several carbarns of the company, and wondered at their state. So many of them were so dull. They were rather like animals, patient, inartistic, hopeless. He thought of their shabby homes, their long hours, their poor pay, and then concluded that if anything at all could be done for them it would be pay them decent living wages, which he proposed to do  nothing more. They could not be expected to understand his dreams or his visions, or to share in the magnificence and social dominance which he craved. He finally decided that it would be as well for him to personally visit the various newspaper publishers and talk the situation over with them. Addison, when consulted as to this project, was somewhat dubious. He had small faith in the newspapers.

He had seen them play petty politics, follow up enmities and personal grudges, and even sell out, in certain cases, for pathetically small rewards.

I tell you how it is, Frank, remarked Addison, on one occasion. You will have to do all this business on cotton heels, practically. You know that old gas crowd are still down on you, in spite of the fact that you are one of their largest stockholders. Schryhart isnt at all friendly, and he practically owns the Chronicle. Ricketts will just about say what he wants him to say. Hyssop, of the Mail and the Transcript, is an independent man, but hes a Presbyterian and a cold, self-righteous moralist. Braxtons paper, the Globe, practically belongs to Merrill, but Braxtons a nice fellow, at that. Old General MacDonald, of the Inquirer, is old General MacDonald. Its all according to how he feels when he gets up in the morning. If he should chance to like your looks he might support you forever and forever until you crossed his conscience in some way. Hes a fine old walrus. I like him. Neither Schryhart nor Merrill nor any one else can get anything out of him unless he wants to give it. He may not live so many years, however, and I dont trust that son of his. Haguenin, of the Press, is all right and friendly to you, as I understand. Other things being equal, I think hed naturally support you in anything he thought was fair and reasonable. Well, there you have them. Get them all on your side if you can. Dont ask for the LaSalle Street tunnel right away. Let it come as an afterthought  a great public need. The main thing will be to avoid having the other companies stirring up a real fight against you. Depend on it, Schryhart will be thinking pretty hard about this whole business from now on. As for Merrill  well, if you can show him where he can get something out of it for his store, I guess hell be for you.

It is one of the splendid yet sinister fascinations of life that there is no tracing to their ultimate sources all the winds of influence that play upon a given barque  all the breaths of chance that fill or desert our bellied or our sagging sails. We plan and plan, but who by taking thought can add a cubit to his stature? Who can overcome or even assist the Providence that shapes our ends, rough hew them as we may. Cowperwood was now entering upon a great public career, and the various editors and public personalities of the city were watching him with interest. Augustus M. Haguenin, a free agent with his organ, the Press, and yet not free, either, because he was harnessed to the necessity of making his paper pay, was most interested. Lacking the commanding magnetism of a man like MacDonald, he was nevertheless an honest man, well-intentioned, thoughtful, careful. Haguenin, ever since the outcome of Cowperwoods gas transaction, had been intensely interested in the latters career. It seemed to him that Cowperwood was probably destined to become a significant figure. Raw, glittering force, however, compounded of the cruel Machiavellianism of nature, if it be but Machiavellian, seems to exercise a profound attraction for the conventionally rooted. Your cautious citizen of average means, looking out through the eye of his dull world of seeming fact, is often the first to forgive or condone the grim butcheries of theory by which the strong rise. Haguenin, observing Cowperwood, conceived of him as a man perhaps as much sinned against as sinning, a man who would be faithful to friends, one who could be relied upon in hours of great stress. As it happened, the Haguenins were neighbors of the Cowperwoods, and since those days when the latter had attempted unsuccessfully to enter Chicago society this family had been as acceptable as any of those who had remained friendly.

And so, when Cowperwood arrived one day at the office of the Press in a blowing snow-storm  it was just before the Christmas holidays  Haguenin was glad to see him. Its certainly real winter weather were having now, isnt it? he observed, cheerfully. How goes the North Chicago Street Railway business? For months he, with the other publishers, had been aware that the whole North Side was to be made over by fine cable-tracks, power-houses, and handsome cars; and there already was talk that some better arrangement was to be made to bring the passengers into the down-town section.

Mr. Haguenin, said Cowperwood, smilingly  he was arrayed in a heavy fur coat, with a collar of beaver and driving-gauntlets of dogskin we have reached the place in this street-railway problem on the North Side where we are going to require the assistance of the newspapers, or at least their friendly support. At present our principal difficulty is that all our lines, when they come down-town, stop at Lake Street  just this side of the bridges. That means a long walk for everybody to all the streets south of it, and, as you probably know, there has been considerable complaint. Besides that, this river traffic is becoming more and more what I may say it has been for years  an intolerable nuisance. We have all suffered from it. No effort has ever been made to regulate it, and because it is so heavy I doubt whether it ever can be systematized in any satisfactory way. The best thing in the long run would be to tunnel under the river; but that is such an expensive proposition that, as things are now, we are in no position to undertake it. The traffic on the North Side does not warrant it. It really does not warrant the reconstruction of the three bridges which we now use at State, Dearborn, and Clark; yet, if we introduce the cable system, which we now propose, these bridges will have to be done over. It seems to me, seeing that this is an enterprise in which the public is as much interested almost as we are, that it would only be fair if the city should help pay for this reconstruction work. All the land adjacent to these lines, and the property served by them, will be greatly enhanced in value. The citys taxing power will rise tremendously. I have talked to several financiers here in Chicago, and they agree with me; but, as is usual in all such cases, I find that some of the politicians are against me. Since I have taken charge of the North Chicago company the attitude of one or two papers has not been any too friendly. (In the Chronicle, controlled by Schryhart, there had already been a number of references to the probability that now, since Cowperwood and his friends were in charge, the sky-rocketing tactics of the old Lake View, Hyde Park, and other gas organizations would be repeated. Braxtons Globe, owned by Merrill, being semi-neutral, had merely suggested that it hoped that no such methods would be repeated here.) Perhaps you may know, Cowperwood continued, that we have a very sweeping programme of improvement in mind, if we can obtain proper public consideration and assistance.

At this point he reached down in one of his pockets and drew forth astutely drafted maps and blue-prints, especially prepared for this occasion. They showed main cable lines on North Clark, La Salle, and Wells streets. These lines coming down-town converged at Illinois and La Salle streets on the North Side  and though Cowperwood made no reference to it at the moment, they were indicated on the map in red as running over or under the river at La Salle Street, where was no bridge, and emerging therefrom, following a loop along La Salle to Munroe, to Dearborn, to Randolph, and thence into the tunnel again. Cowperwood allowed Haguenin to gather the very interesting traffic significance of it all before he proceeded.

On the map, Mr. Haguenin, I have indicated a plan which, if we can gain the consent of the city, will obviate any quarrel as to the great expense of reconstructing the bridges, and will make use of a piece of property which is absolutely without value to the city at present, but which can be made into something of vast convenience to the public. I am referring, as you see  he laid an indicative finger on the map in Mr. Haguenins hands to the old La Salle Street tunnel, which is now boarded up and absolutely of no use to any one. It was built apparently under a misapprehension as to the grade the average loaded wagon could negotiate. When it was found to be unprofitable it was sold to the city and locked up. If you have ever been through it you know what condition it is in. My engineers tell me the walls are leaking, and that there is great danger of a cave-in unless it is very speedily repaired. I am also told that it will require about four hundred thousand dollars to put it in suitable condition for use. My theory is that if the North Chicago Street Railway is willing to go to this expense for the sake of solving this bridge-crush problem, and giving the residents of the North Side a sensible and uninterrupted service into the business heart, the city ought to be willing to make us a present of this tunnel for the time being, or at least a long lease at a purely nominal rental.

Cowperwood paused to see what Haguenin would say.

The latter was looking at the map gravely, wondering whether it was fair for Cowperwood to make this demand, wondering whether the city should grant it to him without compensation, wondering whether the bridge-traffic problem was as serious as he pointed out, wondering, indeed, whether this whole move was not a clever ruse to obtain something for nothing.

And what is this? he asked, laying a finger on the aforementioned loop.

That, replied Cowperwood, is the only method we have been able to figure out of serving the down-town business section and the North Side, and of solving this bridge problem. If we obtain the tunnel, as I hope we shall, all the cars of these North Side lines will emerge here  he pointed to La Salle and Randolph and swing around  that is, they will if the city council give us the right of way. I think, of course, there can be no reasonable objection to that. There is no reason why the citizens of the North Side shouldnt have as comfortable an access to the business heart as those of the West or South Side.

None in the world, Mr. Haguenin was compelled to admit. Are you satisfied, however, that the council and the city should sanction the gift of a loop of this kind without some form of compensation?

I see no reason why they shouldnt, replied Cowperwood, in a somewhat injured tone. There has never been any question of compensation where other improvements have been suggested for the city in the past. The South Side company has been allowed to turn in a loop around State and Wabash. The Chicago City Passenger Railway has a loop in Adams and Washington streets.

Quite so, said Mr. Haguenin, vaguely. That is true. But this tunnel, now  do you think that should fall in the same category of public beneficences?

At the same time he could not help thinking, as he looked at the proposed loop indicated on the map, that the new cable line, with its string of trailers, would give down-town Chicago a truly metropolitan air and would provide a splendid outlet for the North Side. The streets in question were magnificent commercial thoroughfares, crowded even at this date with structures five, six, seven, and even eight stories high, and brimming with heavy streams of eager life  young, fresh, optimistic. Because of the narrow area into which the commercial life of the city tended to congest itself, this property and these streets were immensely valuable  among the most valuable in the whole city. Also he observed that if this loop did come here its cars, on their return trip along Dearborn Street, would pass by his very door  the office of the Press  thereby enhancing the value of that property of which he was the owner.

I certainly do, Mr. Haguenin, returned Cowperwood, emphatically, in answer to his query. Personally, I should think Chicago would be glad to pay a bonus to get its street-railway service straightened out, especially where a corporation comes forward with a liberal, conservative programme such as this. It means millions in growth of property values on the North Side. It means millions to the business heart to have this loop system laid down just as I suggest.

He put his finger firmly on the map which he had brought, and Haguenin agreed with him that the plan was undoubtedly a sound business proposition. Personally, I should be the last to complain, he added, for the line passes my door. At the same time this tunnel, as I understand it, cost in the neighborhood of eight hundred thousand or a million dollars. It is a delicate problem. I should like to know what the other editors think of it, and how the city council itself would feel toward it.

Cowperwood nodded. Certainly, certainly, he said. With pleasure. I would not come here at all if I did not feel that I had a perfectly legitimate proposition  one that the press of the city should unite in supporting. Where a corporation such as ours is facing large expenditures, which have to be financed by outside capital, it is only natural that we should wish to allay useless, groundless opposition in advance. I hope we may command your support.

I hope you may, smiled Mr. Haguenin. They parted the best of friends.

The other publishers, guardians of the citys privileges, were not quite so genial as Haguenin in their approval of Cowperwoods proposition. The use of a tunnel and several of the most important down-town streets might readily be essential to the development of Cowperwoods North Side schemes, but the gift of them was a different matter. Already, as a matter of fact, the various publishers and editors had been consulted by Schryhart, Merrill, and others with a view to discovering how they felt as to this new venture, and whether Cowperwood would be cheerfully indorsed or not. Schryhart, smarting from the wounds he had received in the gas war, viewed this new activity on Cowperwoods part with a suspicious and envious eye. To him much more than to the others it spelled a new and dangerous foe in the street-railway field, although all the leading citizens of Chicago were interested.

I suppose now, he said one evening to the Hon. Walter Melville Hyssop, editor and publisher of the Transcript and the Evening Mail, whom he met at the Union League, that this fellow Cowperwood will attempt some disturbing coup in connection with street-railway affairs. He is just the sort. I think, from an editorial point of view, his political connections will bear watching. Already there were rumors abroad that McKenty might have something to do with the new company.

Hyssop, a medium-sized, ornate, conservative person, was not so sure. We shall find out soon enough, no doubt, what propositions Mr. Cowperwood has in hand, he remarked. He is very energetic and capable, as I understand it.

Hyssop and Schryhart, as well as the latter and Merrill, had been social friends for years and years.

After his call on Mr. Haguenin, Cowperwoods naturally selective and self-protective judgment led him next to the office of the Inquirer, old General MacDonalds paper, where he found that because of rhuematism and the severe, inclement weather of Chicago, the old General had sailed only a few days before for Italy. His son, an aggressive, mercantile type of youth of thirty-two, and a managing editor by the name of Du Bois were acting in his stead. In the son, Truman Leslie MacDonald, an intense, calm, and penetrating young man, Cowperwood encountered some one who, like himself, saw life only from the point of view of sharp, self-centered, personal advantage. What was he, Truman Leslie MacDonald, to derive from any given situation, and how was he to make the Inquirer an even greater property than it had been under his father before him? He did not propose to be overwhelmed by the old Generals rather flowery reputation. At the same time he meant to become imposingly rich. An active member of a young and very smart set which had been growing up on the North Side, he rode, drove, was instrumental in organizing a new and exclusive country club, and despised the rank and file as unsuited to the fine atmosphere to which he aspired. Mr. Clifford Du Bois, the managing editor, was a cool reprobate of forty, masquerading as a gentleman, and using the Inquirer in subtle ways for furthering his personal ends, and that under the old Generals very nose. He was osseous, sandy-haired, blue-eyed, with a keen, formidable nose and a solid chin. Clifford Du Bois was always careful never to let his left hand know what his right hand did.

It was this sapient pair that received Cowperwood in the old Generals absence, first in Mr. Du Boiss room and then in that of Mr. MacDonald. The latter had already heard much of Cowperwoods doings. Men who had been connected with the old gas war  Jordan Jules, for instance, president of the old North Chicago Gas Company, and Hudson Baker, president of the old West Chicago Gas Company  had denounced him long before as a bucaneer who had pirated them out of very comfortable sinecures. Here he was now invading the North Chicago street-railway field and coming with startling schemes for the reorganization of the down-town business heart. Why shouldnt the city have something in return; or, better yet, those who helped to formulate the public opinion, so influential in the success of Cowperwoods plans? Truman Leslie MacDonald, as has been said, did not see life from his fathers point of view at all. He had in mind a sharp bargain, which he could drive with Cowperwood during the old gentlemans absence. The General need never know.

I understand your point of view, Mr. Cowperwood, he commented, loftily, but where does the city come in? I see very clearly how important this is to the people of the North Side, and even to the merchants and real-estate owners in the down-town section; but that simply means that it is ten times as important to you. Undoubtedly, it will help the city, but the city is growing, anyhow, and that will help you. Ive said all along that these public franchises were worth more than they used to be worth. Nobody seems to see it very clearly as yet, but its true just the same. That tunnel is worth more now than the day it was built. Even if the city cant use it, somebody can.

He was meaning to indicate a rival car line.

Cowperwood bristled internally.

Thats all very well, he said, preserving his surface composure, but why make fish of one and flesh of another? The South Side company has a loop for which it never paid a dollar. So has the Chicago City Passenger Railway. The North Side company is planning more extensive improvements than were ever undertaken by any single company before. I hardly think it is fair to raise the question of compensation and a franchise tax at this time, and in connection with this one company only.

Um  well, that may be true of the other companies. The South Side company had those streets long ago. They merely connected them up. But this tunnel, now  thats a different matter, isnt it? The city bought and paid for that, didnt it?

Quite true  to help out men who saw that they couldnt make another dollar out of it, said Cowperwood, acidly. But its of no use to the city. It will cave in pretty soon if it isnt repaired. Why, the consent of property-owners alone, along the line of this loop, is going to aggregate a considerable sum. It seems to me instead of hampering a great work of this kind the public ought to do everything in its power to assist it. It means giving a new metropolitan flavor to this down-town section. It is time Chicago was getting out of its swaddling clothes.

Mr. MacDonald, the younger, shook his head. He saw clearly enough the significance of the points made, but he was jealous of Cowperwood and of his success. This loop franchise and tunnel gift meant millions for some one. Why shouldnt there be something in it for him? He called in Mr. Du Bois and went over the proposition with him. Quite without effort the latter sensed the drift of the situation.

Its an excellent proposition, he said. I dont see but that the city should have something, though. Public sentiment is rather against gifts to corporations just at present.

Cowperwood caught the drift of what was in young MacDonalds mind.

Well, what would you suggest as a fair rate of compensation to the city? he asked, cautiously, wondering whether this aggressive youth would go so far as to commit himself in any way.

Oh, well, as to that, MacDonald replied, with a deprecatory wave of his hand, I couldnt say. It ought to bear a reasonable relationship to the value of the utility as it now stands. I should want to think that over. I shouldnt want to see the city demand anything unreasonable. Certainly, though, there is a privilege here that is worth something.

Cowperwood flared inwardly. His greatest weakness, if he had one, was that he could but ill brook opposition of any kind. This young upstart, with his thin, cool face and sharp, hard eyes! He would have liked to tell him and his paper to go to the devil. He went away, hoping that he could influence the Inquirer in some other way upon the old Generals return.

As he was sitting next morning in his office in North Clark Street he was aroused by the still novel-sounding bell of the telephone  one of the earliest in use  on the wall back of him. After a parley with his secretary, he was informed that a gentleman connected with the Inquirer wished to speak with him.

This is the Inquirer, said a voice which Cowperwood, his ear to the receiver, thought he recognized as that of young Truman MacDonald, the Generals son. You wanted to know, continued the voice, what would be considered adequate compensation so far as that tunnel matter is concerned. Can you hear me?

Yes, replied Cowperwood.

Well, I should not care to influence your judgment one way or the other; but if my opinion were asked I should say about fifty thousand dollars worth of North Chicago Street Railway stock would be satisfactory.

The voice was young, clear, steely.

To whom would you suggest that it might be paid? Cowperwood asked, softly, quite genially.

That, also, I would suggest, might be left to your very sound judgment.

The voice ceased. The receiver was hung up.

Well, Ill be damned! Cowperwood said, looking at the floor reflectively. A smile spread over his face. Im not going to be held up like that. I dont need to be. It isnt worth it. Not at present, anyhow. His teeth set.

He was underestimating Mr. Truman Leslie MacDonald, principally because he did not like him. He thought his father might return and oust him. It was one of the most vital mistakes he ever made in his life.


Chapter XXIV

The Coming of Stephanie Platow

During this period of what might have been called financial and commercial progress, the affairs of Aileen and Cowperwood had been to a certain extent smoothed over. Each summer now, partly to take Aileens mind off herself and partly to satisfy his own desire to see the world and collect objects of art, in which he was becoming more and more interested, it was Cowperwoods custom to make with his wife a short trip abroad or to foreign American lands, visiting in these two years Russia, Scandinavia, Argentine, Chili, and Mexico. Their plan was to leave in May or June with the outward rush of traffic, and return in September or early October. His idea was to soothe Aileen as much as possible, to fill her mind with pleasing anticipations as to her eventual social triumph somewhere  in New York or London, if not Chicago  to make her feel that in spite of his physical desertion he was still spiritually loyal.

By now also Cowperwood was so shrewd that he had the ability to simulate an affection and practise a gallantry which he did not feel, or, rather, that was not backed by real passion. He was the soul of attention; he would buy her flowers, jewels, knickknacks, and ornaments; he would see that her comfort was looked after to the last detail; and yet, at the very same moment, perhaps, he would be looking cautiously about to see what life might offer in the way of illicit entertainment. Aileen knew this, although she could not prove it to be true. At the same time she had an affection and an admiration for the man which gripped her in spite of herself.

You have, perhaps, pictured to yourself the mood of some general who has perhaps suffered a great defeat; the employee who after years of faithful service finds himself discharged. What shall life say to the loving when their love is no longer of any value, when all that has been placed upon the altar of affection has been found to be a vain sacrifice? Philosophy? Give that to dolls to play with. Religion? Seek first the metaphysical-minded. Aileen was no longer the lithe, forceful, dynamic girl of 1865, when Cowperwood first met her. She was still beautiful, it is true, a fair, full-blown, matronly creature not more than thirty-five, looking perhaps thirty, feeling, alas, that she was a girl and still as attractive as ever. It is a grim thing to a woman, however fortunately placed, to realize that age is creeping on, and that love, that singing will-o-the-wisp, is fading into the ultimate dark. Aileen, within the hour of her greatest triumph, had seen love die. It was useless to tell herself, as she did sometimes, that it might come back, revive. Her ultimately realistic temperament told her this could never be. Though she had routed Rita Sohlberg, she was fully aware that Cowperwoods original constancy was gone. She was no longer happy. Love was dead. That sweet illusion, with its pearly pink for heart and borders, that laughing cherub that lures with Cupids mouth and misty eye, that young tendril of the vine of life that whispers of eternal spring-time, that calls and calls where aching, wearied feet by legion follow, was no longer in existence.

In vain the tears, the storms, the self-tortures; in vain the looks in the mirror, the studied examination of plump, sweet features still fresh and inviting. One day, at the sight of tired circles under her eyes, she ripped from her neck a lovely ruche that she was adjusting and, throwing herself on her bed, cried as though her heart would break. Why primp? Why ornament? Her Frank did not love her. What to her now was a handsome residence in Michigan Avenue, the refinements of a French boudoir, or clothing that ran the gamut of the dressmakers art, hats that were like orchids blooming in serried rows? In vain, in vain! Like the raven that perched above the lintel of the door, sad memory was here, grave in her widow weeds, crying never more. Aileen knew that the sweet illusion which had bound Cowperwood to her for a time had gone and would never come again. He was here. His step was in the room mornings and evenings; at night for long prosaic, uninterrupted periods she could hear him breathing by her side, his hand on her body. There were other nights when he was not there  when he was out of the city  and she resigned herself to accept his excuses at their face value. Why quarrel? she asked herself. What could she do? She was waiting, waiting, but for what?

And Cowperwood, noting the strange, unalterable changes which time works in us all, the inward lap of the marks of age, the fluted recession of that splendor and radiance which is youth, sighed at times perhaps, but turned his face to that dawn which is forever breaking where youth is. Not for him that poetic loyalty which substitutes for the perfection of young love its memories, or takes for the glitter of passion and desire that once was the happy thoughts of companionship  the crystal memories that like early dews congealed remain beaded recollections to comfort or torture for the end of former joys. On the contrary, after the vanishing of Rita Sohlberg, with all that she meant in the way of a delicate insouciance which Aileen had never known, his temperament ached, for he must have something like that. Truth to say, he must always have youth, the illusion of beauty, vanity in womanhood, the novelty of a new, untested temperament, quite as he must have pictures, old porcelain, music, a mansion, illuminated missals, power, the applause of the great, unthinking world.

As has been said, this promiscuous attitude on Cowperwoods part was the natural flowering out of a temperament that was chronically promiscuous, intellectually uncertain, and philosophically anarchistic. From one point of view it might have been said of him that he was seeking the realization of an ideal, yet to ones amazement our very ideals change at times and leave us floundering in the dark. What is an ideal, anyhow? A wraith, a mist, a perfume in the wind, a dream of fair water. The soul-yearning of a girl like Antoinette Nowak was a little too strained for him. It was too ardent, too clinging, and he had gradually extricated himself, not without difficulty, from that particular entanglement. Since then he had been intimate with other women for brief periods, but to no great satisfaction  Dorothy Ormsby, Jessie Belle Hinsdale, Toma Lewis, Hilda Jewell; but they shall be names merely. One was an actress, one a stenographer, one the daughter of one of his stock patrons, one a church-worker, a solicitor for charity coming to him to seek help for an orphans home. It was a pathetic mess at times, but so are all defiant variations from the accustomed drift of things. In the hardy language of Napoleon, one cannot make an omelette without cracking a number of eggs.

The coming of Stephanie Platow, Russian Jewess on one side of her family, Southwestern American on the other, was an event in Cowperwoods life. She was tall, graceful, brilliant, young, with much of the optimism of Rita Sohlberg, and yet endowed with a strange fatalism which, once he knew her better, touched and moved him. He met her on shipboard on the way to Goteborg. Her father, Isadore Platow, was a wealthy furrier of Chicago. He was a large, meaty, oily type of man  a kind of ambling, gelatinous formula of the male, with the usual sound commercial instincts of the Jew, but with an errant philosophy which led him to believe first one thing and then another so long as neither interfered definitely with his business. He was an admirer of Henry George and of so altruistic a programme as that of Robert Owen, and, also, in his way, a social snob. And yet he had married Susetta Osborn, a Texas girl who was once his bookkeeper. Mrs. Platow was lithe, amiable, subtle, with an eye always to the main social chance  in other words, a climber. She was shrewd enough to realize that a knowledge of books and art and current events was essential, and so she went in for these things.

It is curious how the temperaments of parents blend and revivify in their children. As Stephanie grew up she had repeated in her very differing body some of her fathers and mothers characteristics  an interesting variability of soul. She was tall, dark, sallow, lithe, with a strange moodiness of heart and a recessive, fulgurous gleam in her chestnut-brown, almost brownish-black eyes. She had a full, sensuous, Cupids mouth, a dreamy and even languishing expression, a graceful neck, and a heavy, dark, and yet pleasingly modeled face. From both her father and mother she had inherited a penchant for art, literature, philosophy, and music. Already at eighteen she was dreaming of painting, singing, writing poetry, writing books, acting  anything and everything. Serene in her own judgment of what was worth while, she was like to lay stress on any silly mood or fad, thinking it exquisite  the last word. Finally, she was a rank voluptuary, dreaming dreams of passionate union with first one and then another type of artist, poet, musician  the whole gamut of the artistic and emotional world.

Cowperwood first saw her on board the Centurion one June morning, as the ship lay at dock in New York. He and Aileen were en route for Norway, she and her father and mother for Denmark and Switzerland. She was hanging over the starboard rail looking at a flock of wide-winged gulls which were besieging the port of the cooks galley. She was musing soulfully  conscious (fully) that she was musing soulfully. He paid very little attention to her, except to note that she was tall, rhythmic, and that a dark-gray plaid dress, and an immense veil of gray silk wound about her shoulders and waist and over one arm, after the manner of a Hindu shawl, appeared to become her much. Her face seemed very sallow, and her eyes ringed as if indicating dyspepsia. Her black hair under a chic hat did not escape his critical eye. Later she and her father appeared at the captains table, to which the Cowperwoods had also been invited.

Cowperwood and Aileen did not know how to take this girl, though she interested them both. They little suspected the chameleon character of her soul. She was an artist, and as formless and unstable as water. It was a mere passing gloom that possessed her. Cowperwood liked the semi-Jewish cast of her face, a certain fullness of the neck, her dark, sleepy eyes. But she was much too young and nebulous, he thought, and he let her pass. On this trip, which endured for ten days, he saw much of her, in different moods, walking with a young Jew in whom she seemed greatly interested, playing at shuffleboard, reading solemnly in a corner out of the reach of the wind or spray, and usually looking naive, preternaturally innocent, remote, dreamy. At other times she seemed possessed of a wild animation, her eyes alight, her expression vigorous, an intense glow in her soul. Once he saw her bent over a small wood block, cutting a book-plate with a thin steel graving tool.

Because of Stephanies youth and seeming unimportance, her lack of what might be called compelling rosy charm, Aileen had become reasonably friendly with the girl. Far subtler, even at her years, than Aileen, Stephanie gathered a very good impression of the former, of her mental girth, and how to take her. She made friends with her, made a book-plate for her, made a sketch of her. She confided to Aileen that in her own mind she was destined for the stage, if her parents would permit; and Aileen invited her to see her husbands pictures on their return. She little knew how much of a part Stephanie would play in Cowperwoods life.

The Cowperwoods, having been put down at Goteborg, saw no more of the Platows until late October. Then Aileen, being lonely, called to see Stephanie, and occasionally thereafter Stephanie came over to the South Side to see the Cowperwoods. She liked to roam about their house, to dream meditatively in some nook of the rich interior, with a book for company. She liked Cowperwoods pictures, his jades, his missals, his ancient radiant glass. From talking with Aileen she realized that the latter had no real love for these things, that her expressions of interest and pleasure were pure make-believe, based on their value as possessions. For Stephanie herself certain of the illuminated books and bits of glass had a heavy, sensuous appeal, which only the truly artistic can understand. They unlocked dark dream moods and pageants for her. She responded to them, lingered over them, experienced strange moods from them as from the orchestrated richness of music.

And in doing so she thought of Cowperwood often. Did he really like these things, or was he just buying them to be buying them? She had heard much of the pseudo artistic  the people who made a show of art. She recalled Cowperwood as he walked the deck of the Centurion. She remembered his large, comprehensive, embracing blue-gray eyes that seemed to blaze with intelligence. He seemed to her quite obviously a more forceful and significant man than her father, and yet she could not have said why. He always seemed so trigly dressed, so well put together. There was a friendly warmth about all that he said or did, though he said or did little. She felt that his eyes were mocking, that back in his soul there was some kind of humor over something which she did not understand quite.

After Stephanie had been back in Chicago six months, during which time she saw very little of Cowperwood, who was busy with his street-railway programme, she was swept into the net of another interest which carried her away from him and Aileen for the time being. On the West Side, among a circle of her mothers friends, had been organized an Amateur Dramatic League, with no less object than to elevate the stage. That world-old problem never fails to interest the new and the inexperienced. It all began in the home of one of the new rich of the West Side  the Timberlakes. They, in their large house on Ashland Avenue, had a stage, and Georgia Timberlake, a romantic-minded girl of twenty with flaxen hair, imagined she could act. Mrs. Timberlake, a fat, indulgent mother, rather agreed with her. The whole idea, after a few discursive performances of Miltons The Masque of Comus, Pyramus and Thisbe, and an improved Harlequin and Columbine, written by one of the members, was transferred to the realm of the studios, then quartered in the New Arts Building. An artist by the name of Lane Cross, a portrait-painter, who was much less of an artist than he was a stage director, and not much of either, but who made his living by hornswaggling society into the belief that he could paint, was induced to take charge of these stage performances.

By degrees the Garrick Players, as they chose to call themselves, developed no little skill and craftsmanship in presenting one form and another of classic and semi-classic play. Romeo and Juliet, with few properties of any kind, The Learned Ladies of Moliere, Sheridans The Rivals, and the Elektra of Sophocles were all given. Considerable ability of one kind and another was developed, the group including two actresses of subsequent repute on the American stage, one of whom was Stephanie Platow. There were some ten girls and women among the active members, and almost as many men  a variety of characters much too extended to discuss here. There was a dramatic critic by the name of Gardner Knowles, a young man, very smug and handsome, who was connected with the Chicago Press. Whipping his neatly trousered legs with his bright little cane, he used to appear at the rooms of the players at the Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday teas which they inaugurated, and discuss the merits of the venture. Thus the Garrick Players were gradually introduced into the newspapers. Lane Cross, the smooth-faced, pasty-souled artist who had charge, was a rake at heart, a subtle seducer of women, who, however, escaped detection by a smooth, conventional bearing. He was interested in such girls as Georgia Timberlake, Irma Ottley, a rosy, aggressive maiden who essayed comic roles, and Stephanie Platow. These, with another girl, Ethel Tuckerman, very emotional and romantic, who could dance charmingly and sing, made up a group of friends which became very close. Presently intimacies sprang up, only in this realm, instead of ending in marriage, they merely resulted in sex liberty. Thus Ethel Tuckerman became the mistress of Lane Cross; an illicit attachment grew up between Irma Ottley and a young society idler by the name of Bliss Bridge; and Gardner Knowles, ardently admiring Stephanie Platow literally seized upon her one afternoon in her own home, when he went ostensibly to interview her, and overpersuaded her. She was only reasonably fond of him, not in love; but, being generous, nebulous, passionate, emotional, inexperienced, voiceless, and vainly curious, without any sense of the meums and teums that govern society in such matters, she allowed this rather brutal thing to happen. She was not a coward  was too nebulous and yet forceful to be such. Her parents never knew. And once so launched, another world  that of sex satisfaction  began to dawn on her.

Were these young people evil? Let the social philosopher answer. One thing is certain: They did not establish homes and raise children. On the contrary, they led a gay, butterfly existence for nearly two years; then came a gift in the lute. Quarrels developed over parts, respective degrees of ability, and leadership. Ethel Tuckerman fell out with Lane Cross, because she discovered him making love to Irma Ottley. Irma and Bliss Bridge released each other, the latter transferring his affections to Georgia Timberlake. Stephanie Platow, by far the most individual of them all, developed a strange inconsequence as to her deeds. It was when she was drawing near the age of twenty that the affair with Gardner Knowles began. After a time Lane Cross, with his somewhat earnest attempt at artistic interpretation and his superiority in the matter of years  he was forty, and young Knowles only twenty-four  seemed more interesting to Stephanie, and he was quick to respond. There followed an idle, passionate union with this man, which seemed important, but was not so at all. And then it was that Stephanie began dimly to perceive that it was on and on that the blessings lie, that somewhere there might be some man much more remarkable than either of these; but this was only a dream. She thought of Cowperwood at times; but he seemed to her to be too wrapped up in grim tremendous things, far apart from this romantic world of amateur dramatics in which she was involved.


Chapter XXV

Airs from the Orient

Cowperwood gained his first real impression of Stephanie at the Garrick Players, where he went with Aileen once to witness a performance of Elektra. He liked Stephanie particularly in this part, and thought her beautiful. One evening not long afterward he noticed her in his own home looking at his jades, particularly a row of bracelets and ear-rings. He liked the rhythmic outline of her body, which reminded him of a letter S in motion. Quite suddenly it came over him that she was a remarkable girl  very  destined, perhaps, to some significant future. At the same time Stephanie was thinking of him.

Do you find them interesting? he asked, stopping beside her.

I think theyre wonderful. Those dark-greens, and that pale, fatty white! I can see how beautiful they would be in a Chinese setting. I have always wished we could find a Chinese or Japanese play to produce sometime.

Yes, with your black hair those ear-rings would look well, said Cowperwood.

He had never deigned to comment on a feature of hers before. She turned her dark, brown-black eyes on him  velvety eyes with a kind of black glow in them  and now he noticed how truly fine they were, and how nice were her hands  brown almost as a Malays.

He said nothing more; but the next day an unlabeled box was delivered to Stephanie at her home containing a pair of jade ear-rings, a bracelet, and a brooch with Chinese characters intagliated. Stephanie was beside herself with delight. She gathered them up in her hands and kissed them, fastening the ear-rings in her ears and adjusting the bracelet and ring. Despite her experience with her friends and relatives, her stage associates, and her paramours, she was still a little unschooled in the world. Her heart was essentially poetic and innocent. No one had ever given her much of anything  not even her parents. Her allowance thus far in life had been a pitiful six dollars a week outside of her clothing. As she surveyed these pretty things in the privacy of her room she wondered oddly whether Cowperwood was growing to like her. Would such a strong, hard business man be interested in her? She had heard her father say he was becoming very rich. Was she a great actress, as some said she was, and would strong, able types of men like Cowperwood take to her  eventually? She had heard of Rachel, of Nell Gwynne, of the divine Sarah and her loves. She took the precious gifts and locked them in a black-iron box which was sacred to her trinkets and her secrets.

The mere acceptance of these things in silence was sufficient indication to Cowperwood that she was of a friendly turn of mind. He waited patiently until one day a letter came to his office  not his house  addressed, Frank Algernon Cowperwood, Personal. It was written in a small, neat, careful hand, almost printed.



I dont know how to thank you for your wonderful present. I didnt mean you should give them to me, and I know you sent them. I shall keep them with pleasure and wear them with delight. It was so nice of you to do this. 

STEPHANIE PLATOW.



Cowperwood studied the handwriting, the paper, the phraseology. For a girl of only a little over twenty this was wise and reserved and tactful. She might have written to him at his residence. He gave her the benefit of a weeks time, and then found her in his own home one Sunday afternoon. Aileen had gone calling, and Stephanie was pretending to await her return.

Its nice to see you there in that window, he said. You fit your background perfectly.

Do I? The black-brown eyes burned soulfully. The panneling back of her was of dark oak, burnished by the rays of an afternoon winter sun.

Stephanie Platow had dressed for this opportunity. Her full, rich, short black hair was caught by a childish band of blood-red ribbon, holding it low over her temples and ears. Her lithe body, so harmonious in its graven roundness, was clad in an apple-green bodice, and a black skirt with gussets of red about the hem; her smooth arms, from the elbows down, were bare. On one wrist was the jade bracelet he had given her. Her stockings were apple-green silk, and, despite the chill of the day, her feet were shod in enticingly low slippers with brass buckles.

Cowperwood retired to the hall to hang up his overcoat and came back smiling.

Isnt Mrs. Cowperwood about?

The butler says shes out calling, but I thought Id wait a little while, anyhow. She may come back.

She turned up a dark, smiling face to him, with languishing, inscrutable eyes, and he recognized the artist at last, full and clear.

I see you like my bracelet, dont you?

Its beautiful, she replied, looking down and surveying it dreamily. I dont always wear it. I carry it in my muff. Ive just put it on for a little while. I carry them all with me always. I love them so. I like to feel them.

She opened a small chamois bag beside her  lying with her handkerchief and a sketch-book which she always carried  and took out the ear-rings and brooch.

Cowperwood glowed with a strange feeling of approval and enthusiasm at this manifestation of real interest. He liked jade himself very much, but more than that the feeling that prompted this expression in another. Roughly speaking, it might have been said of him that youth and hope in women  particularly youth when combined with beauty and ambition in a girl  touched him. He responded keenly to her impulse to do or be something in this world, whatever it might be, and he looked on the smart, egoistic vanity of so many with a kindly, tolerant, almost parental eye. Poor little organisms growing on the tree of life  they would burn out and fade soon enough. He did not know the ballad of the roses of yesteryear, but if he had it would have appealed to him. He did not care to rifle them, willy-nilly; but should their temperaments or tastes incline them in his direction, they would not suffer vastly in their lives because of him. The fact was, the man was essentially generous where women were concerned.

How nice of you! he commented, smiling. I like that. And then, seeing a note-book and pencil beside her, he asked, What are you doing?

Just sketching.

Let me see?

Its nothing much, she replied, deprecatingly. I dont draw very well.

Gifted girl! he replied, picking it up. Paints, draws, carves on wood, plays, sings, acts.

All rather badly, she sighed, turning her head languidly and looking away. In her sketch-book she had put all of her best drawings; there were sketches of nude women, dancers, torsos, bits of running figures, sad, heavy, sensuous heads and necks of sleeping girls, chins up, eyelids down, studies of her brothers and sister, and of her father and mother.

Delightful! exclaimed Cowperwood, keenly alive to a new treasure. Good heavens, where had been his eyes all this while? Here was a jewel lying at his doorstep  innocent, untarnished  a real jewel. These drawings suggested a fire of perception, smoldering and somber, which thrilled him.

These are beautiful to me, Stephanie, he said, simply, a strange, uncertain feeling of real affection creeping over him. The mans greatest love was for art. It was hypnotic to him. Did you ever study art? he asked.

No.

And you never studied acting?

No.

She shook her head in a slow, sad, enticing way. The black hair concealing her ears moved him strangely.

I know the art of your stage work is real, and you have a natural art which I just seem to see. What has been the matter with me, anyhow?

Oh no, she sighed. It seems to me that I merely play at everything. I could cry sometimes when I think how I go on.

At twenty?

That is old enough, she smiled, archly.

Stephanie, he asked, cautiously, how old are you, exactly?

I will be twenty-one in April, she answered.

Have your parents been very strict with you?

She shook her head dreamily. No; what makes you ask? They havent paid very much attention to me. Theyve always liked Lucille and Gilbert and Ormond best. Her voice had a plaintive, neglected ring. It was the voice she used in her best scenes on the stage.

Dont they realize that you are very talented?

I think perhaps my mother feels that I may have some ability. My father doesnt, Im sure. Why?

She lifted those languorous, plaintive eyes.

Why, Stephanie, if you want to know, I think youre wonderful. I thought so the other night when you were looking at those jades. It all came over me. You are an artist, truly, and I have been so busy I have scarcely seen it. Tell me one thing.

Yes.

She drew in a soft breath, filling her chest and expanding her bosom, while she looked at him from under her black hair. Her hands were crossed idly in her lap. Then she looked demurely down.

Look, Stephanie! Look up! I want to ask you something. You have known something of me for over a year. Do you like me?

I think youre very wonderful, she murmured.

Is that all?

Isnt that much? she smiled, shooting a dull, black-opal look in his direction.

You wore my bracelet to-day. Were you very glad to get it?

Oh yes, she sighed, with aspirated breath, pretending a kind of suffocation.

How beautiful you really are! he said, rising and looking down at her.

She shook her head.

No.

Yes!

No.

Come, Stephanie! Stand by me and look at me. You are so tall and slender and graceful. You are like something out of Asia.

She sighed, turning in a sinuous way, as he slipped his arm her. I dont think we should, should we? she asked, naively, after a moment, pulling away from him.

Stephanie!

I think Id better go, now, please.


Chapter XXVI

Love and War

It was during the earlier phases of his connection with Chicago street-railways that Cowperwood, ardently interesting himself in Stephanie Platow, developed as serious a sex affair as any that had yet held him. At once, after a few secret interviews with her, he adopted his favorite ruse in such matters and established bachelor quarters in the down-town section as a convenient meeting-ground. Several conversations with Stephanie were not quite as illuminating as they might have been, for, wonderful as she was  a kind of artistic godsend in this dull Western atmosphere  she was also enigmatic and elusive, very. He learned speedily, in talking with her on several days when they met for lunch, of her dramatic ambitions, and of the seeming spiritual and artistic support she required from some one who would have faith in her and inspire her by his or her confidence. He learned all about the Garrick Players, her home intimacies and friends, the growing quarrels in the dramatic organization. He asked her, as they sat in a favorite and inconspicuous resort of his finding, during one of those moments when blood and not intellect was ruling between them, whether she had ever  

Once, she naively admitted.

It was a great shock to Cowperwood. He had fancied her refreshingly innocent. But she explained it was all so accidental, so unintentional on her part, very. She described it all so gravely, soulfully, pathetically, with such a brooding, contemplative backward searching of the mind, that he was astonished and in a way touched. What a pity! It was Gardner Knowles who had done this, she admitted. But he was not very much to blame, either. It just happened. She had tried to protest, but  Wasnt she angry? Yes, but then she was sorry to do anything to hurt Gardner Knowles. He was such a charming boy, and he had such a lovely mother and sister, and the like.

Cowperwood was astonished. He had reached that point in life where the absence of primal innocence in a woman was not very significant; but in Stephanie, seeing that she was so utterly charming, it was almost too bad. He thought what fools the Platows must be to tolerate this art atmosphere for Stephanie without keeping a sharp watch over it. Nevertheless, he was inclined to believe from observation thus far that Stephanie might be hard to watch. She was ingrainedly irresponsible, apparently  so artistically nebulous, so non-self-protective. To go on and be friends with this scamp! And yet she protested that never after that had there been the least thing between them. Cowperwood could scarcely believe it. She must be lying, and yet he liked her so. The very romantic, inconsequential way in which she narrated all this staggered, amused, and even fascinated him.

But, Stephanie, he argued, curiously, there must been some aftermath to all this. What happened? What did you do?

Nothing. She shook her head.

He had to smile.

But oh, dont lets talk about it! she pleaded. I dont want to. It hurts me. There was nothing more.

She sighed, and Cowperwood meditated. The evil was now done, and the best that he could do, if he cared for her at all  and he did  was to overlook it. He surveyed her oddly, wonderingly. What a charming soul she was, anyhow! How naive  how brooding! She had art  lots of it. Did he want to give her up?

As he might have known, it was dangerous to trifle with a type of this kind, particularly once awakened to the significance of promiscuity, and unless mastered by some absorbing passion. Stephanie had had too much flattery and affection heaped upon her in the past two years to be easily absorbed. Nevertheless, for the time being, anyhow, she was fascinated by the significance of Cowperwood. It was wonderful to have so fine, so powerful a man care for her. She conceived of him as a very great artist in his realm rather than as a business man, and he grasped this fact after a very little while and appreciated it. To his delight, she was even more beautiful physically than he had anticipated  a smoldering, passionate girl who met him with a fire which, though somber, quite rivaled his own. She was different, too, in her languorous acceptance of all that he bestowed from any one he had ever known. She was as tactful as Rita Sohlberg  more so  but so preternaturally silent at times.

Stephanie, he would exclaim, do talk. What are you thinking of? You dream like an African native.

She merely sat and smiled in a dark way or sketched or modeled him. She was constantly penciling something, until moved by the fever of her blood, when she would sit and look at him or brood silently, eyes down. Then, when he would reach for her with seeking hands, she would sigh, Oh yes, oh yes!

Those were delightful days with Stephanie.

In the matter of young MacDonalds request for fifty thousand dollars in securities, as well as the attitude of the other editors  Hyssop, Braxton, Ricketts, and so on  who had proved subtly critical, Cowperwood conferred with Addison and McKenty.

A likely lad, that, commented McKenty, succintly, when he heard it. Hell do better than his father in one way, anyhow. Hell probably make more money.

McKenty had seen old General MacDonald just once in his life, and liked him.

I should like to know what the General would think of that if he knew, commented Addison, who admired the old editor greatly. Im afraid he wouldnt sleep very well.

There is just one thing, observed Cowperwood, thoughtfully. This young man will certainly come into control of the Inquirer sometime. He looks to me like some one who would not readily forget an injury. He smiled sardonically. So did McKenty and Addison.

Be that as it may, suggested the latter, he isnt editor yet. McKenty, who never revealed his true views to any one but Cowperwood, waited until he had the latter alone to observe:

What can they do? Your request is a reasonable one. Why shouldnt the city give you the tunnel? Its no good to anyone as it is. And the loop is no more than the other roads have now. Im thinking its the Chicago City Railway and that silk-stocking crowd on State Street or that gas crowd thats talking against you. Ive heard them before. Give them what they want, and its a fine moral cause. Give it to anyone else, and theres something wrong with it. Its little attention I pay to them. We have the council, let it pass the ordinances. It cant be proved that they dont do it willingly. The mayor is a sensible man. Hell sign them. Let young MacDonald talk if he wants to. If he says too much you can talk to his father. As for Hyssop, hes an old grandmother anyhow. Ive never known him to be for a public improvement yet that was really good for Chicago unless Schryhart or Merrill or Arneel or someone else of that crowd wanted it. I know them of old. My advice is to go ahead and never mind them. To hell with them! Things will be sweet enough, once you are as powerful as they are. Theyll get nothing in the future without paying for it. Its little enough theyve ever done to further anything that I wanted.

Cowperwood, however, remained cool and thoughtful. Should he pay young MacDonald? he asked himself. Addison knew of no influence that he could bring to bear. Finally, after much thought, he decided to proceed as he had planned. Consequently, the reporters around the City Hall and the council-chamber, who were in touch with Alderman Thomas Dowling, McKentys leader on the floor of council, and those who called occasionally  quite regularly, in fact  at the offices of the North Chicago Street Railway Company, Cowperwoods comfortable new offices in the North Side, were now given to understand that two ordinances  one granting the free use of the La Salle Street tunnel for an unlimited period (practically a gift of it), and another granting a right of way in La Salle, Munroe, Dearborn, and Randolph streets for the proposed loop  would be introduced in council very shortly. Cowperwood granted a very flowery interview, in which he explained quite enthusiastically all that the North Chicago company was doing and proposed to do, and made clear what a splendid development it would assure to the North Side and to the business center.

At once Schryhart, Merrill, and some individuals connected with the Chicago West Division Company, began to complain in the newspaper offices and at the clubs to Ricketts, Braxton, young MacDonald, and the other editors. Envy of the pyrotechnic progress of the man was as much a factor in this as anything else. It did not make the slightest difference, as Cowperwood had sarcastically pointed out, that every other corporation of any significance in Chicago had asked and received without money and without price. Somehow his career in connection with Chicago gas, his venturesome, if unsuccessful effort to enter Chicago society, his self-acknowledged Philadelphia record, rendered the sensitive cohorts of the ultra-conservative exceedingly fearful. In Schryharts Chronicle appeared a news column which was headed, Plain Grab of City Tunnel Proposed. It was a very truculent statement, and irritated Cowperwood greatly. The Press (Mr. Haguenins paper), on the other hand, was most cordial to the idea of the loop, while appearing to be a little uncertain as to whether the tunnel should be granted without compensation or not. Editor Hyssop felt called upon to insist that something more than merely nominal compensation should be made for the tunnel, and that riders should be inserted in the loop ordinance making it incumbent upon the North Chicago company to keep those thoroughfares in full repair and well lighted. The Inquirer, under Mr. MacDonald, junior, and Mr. Du Bois, was in rumbling opposition. No free tunnels, it cried; no free ordinances for privileges in the down-town heart. It had nothing to say about Cowperwood personally. The Globe, Mr. Braxtons paper, was certain that no free rights to the tunnel should be given, and that a much better route for the loop could be found  one larger and more serviceable to the public, one that might be made to include State Street or Wabash Avenue, or both, where Mr. Merrills store was located. So it went, and one could see quite clearly to what extent the interests of the public figured in the majority of these particular viewpoints.

Cowperwood, individual, reliant, utterly indifferent to opposition of any kind, was somewhat angered by the manner in which his overtures had been received, but still felt that the best way out of his troubles was to follow McKentys advice and get power first. Once he had his cable-conduit down, his new cars running, the tunnel rebuilt, brilliantly lighted, and the bridge crush disposed of, the public would see what a vast change for the better had been made and would support him. Finally all things were in readiness and the ordinance jammed through. McKenty, being a little dubious of the outcome, had a rocking-chair brought into the council-chamber itself during the hours when the ordinances were up for consideration. In this he sat, presumably as a curious spectator, actually as a master dictating the course of liquidation in hand. Neither Cowperwood nor any one else knew of McKentys action until too late to interfere with it. Addison and Videra, when they read about it as sneeringly set forth in the news columns of the papers, lifted and then wrinkled their eyebrows.

That looks like pretty rough work to me, commented Addison. I thought McKenty had more tact. Thats his early Irish training.

Alexander Rambaud, who was an admirer and follower of Cowperwoods, wondered whether the papers were lying, whether it really could be true that Cowperwood had a serious political compact with McKenty which would allow him to walk rough-shod over public opinion. Rambaud considered Cowperwoods proposition so sane and reasonable that he could not understand why there should be serious opposition, or why Cowperwood and McKenty should have to resort to such methods.

However, the streets requisite for the loop were granted. The tunnel was leased for nine hundred and ninety-nine years at the nominal sum of five thousand dollars per year. It was understood that the old bridges over State, Dearborn, and Clark streets should be put in repair or removed; but there was a joker inserted elsewhere which nullified this. Instantly there were stormy outbursts in the Chronicle, Inquirer, and Globe; but Cowperwood, when he read them, merely smiled. Let them grumble, he said to himself. I put a very reasonable proposition before them. Why should they complain? Im doing more now than the Chicago City Railway. Its jealousy, thats all. If Schryhart or Merrill had asked for it, there would have been no complaint.

McKenty called at the offices of the Chicago Trust Company to congratulate Cowperwood. The boys did as I thought they would, he said. I had to be there, though, for I heard some one say that about ten of them intended to ditch us at the last moment.

Good work, good work! replied Cowperwood, cheerfully. This row will all blow over. It would be the same whenever we asked. The air will clear up. Well give them such a fine service that theyll forget all about this, and be glad they gave us the tunnel.

Just the same, the morning after the enabling ordinances had passed, there was much derogatory comment in influential quarters. Mr. Norman Schryhart, who, through his publisher, had been fulminating defensively against Cowperwood, stared solemnly at Mr. Ricketts when they met.

Well, said the magnate, who imagined he foresaw a threatened attack on his Chicago City Street Railway preserves, I see our friend Mr. Cowperwood has managed to get his own way with the council. I am morally certain he uses money to get what he is after as freely as a fireman uses water. Hes as slippery as an eel. I should be glad if we could establish that there is a community of interest between him and these politicians around City Hall, or between him and Mr. McKenty. I believe he has set out to dominate this city politically as well as financially, and hell need constant watching. If public opinion can be aroused against him he may be dislodged in the course of time. Chicago may get too uncomfortable for him. I know Mr. McKenty personally, but he is not the kind of man I care to do business with.

Mr. Schryharts method of negotiating at City Hall was through certain reputable but somewhat slow-going lawyers who were in the employ of the South Side company. They had never been able to reach Mr. McKenty at all. Ricketts echoed a hearty approval. Youre very right, he said, with owlish smugness, adjusting a waistcoat button that had come loose, and smoothing his cuffs. Hes a prince of politicians. Well have to look sharp if we ever trap him Mr. Ricketts would have been glad to sell out to Mr. Cowperwood, if he had not been so heavily obligated to Mr. Schryhart. He had no especial affection for Cowperwood, but he recognized in him a coming man.

Young MacDonald, talking to Clifford Du Bois in the office of the Inquirer, and reflecting how little his private telephone message had availed him, was in a waspish, ironic frame of mind.

Well, he said, it seems our friend Cowperwood hasnt taken our advice. He may make his mark, but the Inquirer isnt through with him by a long shot. Hell be wanting other things from the city in the future.

Clifford Du Bois regarded his acid young superior with a curious eye. He knew nothing of MacDonalds private telephone message to Cowperwood; but he knew how he himself would have dealt with the crafty financier had he been in MacDonalds position.

Yes, Cowperwood is shrewd, was his comment. Pritchard, our political man, says the ways of the City Hall are greased straight up to the mayor and McKenty, and that Cowperwood can have anything he wants at any time. Tom Dowling eats out of his hand, and you know what that means. Old General Van Sickle is working for him in some way. Did you ever see that old buzzard flying around if there wasnt something dead in the woods?

Hes a slick one, remarked MacDonald. But as for Cowperwood, he cant get away with this sort of thing very long. Hes going too fast. He wants too much.

Mr. Du Bois smiled quite secretly. It amused him to see how Cowperwood had brushed MacDonald and his objections aside  dispensed for the time being with the services of the Inquirer. Du Bois confidently believed that if the old General had been at home he would have supported the financier.

Within eight months after seizing the La Salle Street tunnel and gobbling four of the principal down-town streets for his loop, Cowperwood turned his eyes toward the completion of the second part of the programme  that of taking over the Washington Street tunnel and the Chicago West Division Company, which was still drifting along under its old horse-car regime. It was the story of the North Side company all over again. Stockholders of a certain type  the average  are extremely nervous, sensitive, fearsome. They are like that peculiar bivalve, the clam, which at the slightest sense of untoward pressure withdraws into its shell and ceases all activity. The city tax department began by instituting proceedings against the West Division company, compelling them to disgorge various unpaid street-car taxes which had hitherto been conveniently neglected. The city highway department was constantly jumping on them for neglect of street repairs. The city water department, by some hocus-pocus, made it its business to discover that they had been stealing water. On the other hand were the smiling representatives of Cowperwood, Kaifrath, Addison, Videra, and others, approaching one director or stockholder after another with glistening accounts of what a splendid day would set in for the Chicago West Division Company if only it would lease fifty-one per cent. of its holdings  fifty-one per cent. of twelve hundred and fifty shares, par value two hundred dollars  for the fascinating sum of six hundred dollars per share, and thirty per cent. interest on all stock not assumed.

Who could resist? Starve and beat a dog on the one hand; wheedle, pet, and hold meat in front of it on the other, and it can soon be brought to perform. Cowperwood knew this. His emissaries for good and evil were tireless. In the end  and it was not long in coming  the directors and chief stockholders of the Chicago West Division Company succumbed; and then, ho! the sudden leasing by the Chicago West Division Company of all its property  to the North Chicago Street Railway Company, lessee in turn of the Chicago City Passenger Railway, a line which Cowperwood had organized to take over the Washington Street tunnel. How had he accomplished it? The question was on the tip of every financial tongue. Who were the men or the organization providing the enormous sums necessary to pay six hundred dollars per share for six hundred and fifty shares of the twelve hundred and fifty belonging to the old West Division company, and thirty per cent. per year on all the remainder? Where was the money coming from to cable all these lines? It was simple enough if they had only thought. Cowperwood was merely capitalizing the future.

Before the newspapers or the public could suitably protest, crowds of men were at work day and night in the business heart of the city, their flaring torches and resounding hammers making a fitful bedlamic world of that region; they were laying the first great cable loop and repairing the La Salle Street tunnel. It was the same on the North and West Sides, where concrete conduits were being laid, new grip and trailer cars built, new car-barns erected, and large, shining power-houses put up. The city, so long used to the old bridge delays, the straw-strewn, stoveless horse-cars on their jumping rails, was agog to see how fine this new service would be. The La Salle Street tunnel was soon aglow with white plaster and electric lights. The long streets and avenues of the North Side were threaded with concrete-lined conduits and heavy street-rails. The powerhouses were completed and the system was started, even while the contracts for the changes on the West Side were being let.

Schryhart and his associates were amazed at this swiftness of action, this dizzy phantasmagoria of financial operations. It looked very much to the conservative traction interests of Chicago as if this young giant out of the East had it in mind to eat up the whole city. The Chicago Trust Company, which he, Addison, McKenty, and others had organized to manipulate the principal phases of the local bond issues, and of which he was rumored to be in control, was in a flourishing condition. Apparently he could now write his check for millions, and yet he was not beholden, so far as the older and more conservative multimillionaires of Chicago were concerned, to any one of them. The worst of it was that this Cowperwood  an upstart, a jail-bird, a stranger whom they had done their best to suppress financially and ostracize socially, had now become an attractive, even a sparkling figure in the eyes of the Chicago public. His views and opinions on almost any topic were freely quoted; the newspapers, even the most antagonistic, did not dare to neglect him. Their owners were now fully alive to the fact that a new financial rival had appeared who was worthy of their steel.


Chapter XXVII

A Financier Bewitched

It was interesting to note how, able though he was, and bound up with this vast street-railway enterprise which was beginning to affect several thousand men, his mind could find intense relief and satisfaction in the presence and actions of Stephanie Platow. It is not too much to say that in her, perhaps, he found revivified the spirit and personality of Rita Sohlberg. Rita, however, had not contemplated disloyalty  it had never occurred to her to be faithless to Cowperwood so long as he was fond of her any more than for a long time it had been possible for her, even after all his philanderings, to be faithless to Sohlberg. Stephanie, on the other hand, had the strange feeling that affection was not necessarily identified with physical loyalty, and that she could be fond of Cowperwood and still deceive him  a fact which was based on her lack as yet of a true enthusiasm for him. She loved him and she didnt. Her attitude was not necessarily identified with her heavy, lizardish animality, though that had something to do with it; but rather with a vague, kindly generosity which permitted her to feel that it was hard to break with Gardner Knowles and Lane Cross after they had been so nice to her. Gardner Knowles had sung her praises here, there, and everywhere, and was attempting to spread her fame among the legitimate theatrical enterprises which came to the city in order that she might be taken up and made into a significant figure. Lane Cross was wildly fond of her in an inadequate way which made it hard to break with him, and yet certain that she would eventually. There was still another man  a young playwright and poet by the name of Forbes Gurney  tall, fair, passionate  who had newly arrived on the scene and was courting her, or, rather, being courted by her at odd moments, for her time was her own. In her artistically errant way she had refused to go to school like her sister, and was idling about, developing, as she phrased it, her artistic possibilities.

Cowperwood, as was natural, heard much of her stage life. At first he took all this palaver with a grain of salt, the babbling of an ardent nature interested in the flighty romance of the studio world. By degrees, however, he became curious as to the freedom of her actions, the ease with which she drifted from place to place  Lane Crosss studio; Bliss Bridges bachelor rooms, where he appeared always to be receiving his theatrical friends of the Garrick Players; Mr. Gardner Knowless home on the near North Side, where he was frequently entertaining a party after the theater. It seemed to Cowperwood, to say the least, that Stephanie was leading a rather free and inconsequential existence, and yet it reflected her exactly  the color of her soul. But he began to doubt and wonder.

Where were you, Stephanie, yesterday? he would ask, when they met for lunch, or in the evenings early, or when she called at his new offices on the North Side, as she sometimes did to walk or drive with him.

Oh, yesterday morning I was at Lane Crosss studio trying on some of his Indian shawls and veils. He has such a lot of those things  some of the loveliest oranges and blues. You just ought to see me in them. I wish you might.

Alone?

For a while. I thought Ethel Tuckerman and Bliss Bridge would be there, but they didnt come until later. Lane Cross is such a dear. Hes sort of silly at times, but I like him. His portraits are so bizarre.

She went off into a description of his pretentious but insignificant art.

Cowperwood marveled, not at Lane Crosss art nor his shawls, but at this world in which Stephanie moved. He could not quite make her out. He had never been able to make her explain satisfactorily that first single relationship with Gardner Knowles, which she declared had ended so abruptly. Since then he had doubted, as was his nature; but this girl was so sweet, childish, irreconcilable with herself, like a wandering breath of air, or a pale-colored flower, that he scarcely knew what to think. The artistically inclined are not prone to quarrel with an enticing sheaf of flowers. She was heavenly to him, coming in, as she did at times when he was alone, with bland eyes and yielding herself in a kind of summery ecstasy. She had always something artistic to tell of storms, winds, dust, clouds, smoke forms, the outline of buildings, the lake, the stage. She would cuddle in his arms and quote long sections from Romeo and Juliet, Paolo and Francesca, The Ring and the Book, Keatss Eve of St. Agnes. He hated to quarrel with her, because she was like a wild rose or some art form in nature. Her sketch-book was always full of new things. Her muff, or the light silk shawl she wore in summer, sometimes concealed a modeled figure of some kind which she would produce with a look like that of a doubting child, and if he wanted it, if he liked it, he could have it. Cowperwood meditated deeply. He scarcely knew what to think.

The constant atmosphere of suspicion and doubt in which he was compelled to remain, came by degrees to distress and anger him. While she was with him she was clinging enough, but when she was away she was ardently cheerful and happy. Unlike the station he had occupied in so many previous affairs, he found himself, after the first little while, asking her whether she loved him instead of submitting to the same question from her.

He thought that with his means, his position, his future possibilities he had the power to bind almost any woman once drawn to his personality; but Stephanie was too young and too poetic to be greatly impaired by wealth and fame, and she was not yet sufficiently gripped by the lure of him. She loved him in her strange way; but she was interested also by the latest arrival, Forbes Gurney. This tall, melancholy youth, with brown eyes and pale-brown hair, was very poor. He hailed from southern Minnesota, and what between a penchant for journalism, verse-writing, and some dramatic work, was somewhat undecided as to his future. His present occupation was that of an instalment collector for a furniture company, which set him free, as a rule, at three oclock in the afternoon. He was trying, in a mooning way, to identify himself with the Chicago newspaper world, and was a discovery of Gardner Knowles.

Stephanie had seen him about the rooms of the Garrick Players. She had looked at his longish face with its aureole of soft, crinkly hair, his fine wide mouth, deep-set eyes, and good nose, and had been touched by an atmosphere of wistfulness, or, let us say, life-hunger. Gardner Knowles brought a poem of his once, which he had borrowed from him, and read it to the company, Stephanie, Ethel Tuckerman, Lane Cross, and Irma Ottley assembled.

Listen to this, Knowles had suddenly exclaimed, taking it out of his pocket.

It concerned a garden of the moon with the fragrance of pale blossoms, a mystic pool, some ancient figures of joy, a quavered Lucidian tune.

With eerie flute and rhythmic thrum Of muted strings and beaten drum.

Stephanie Platow had sat silent, caught by a quality that was akin to her own. She asked to see it, and read it in silence.

I think its charming, she said.

Thereafter she hovered in the vicinity of Forbes Gurney. Why, she could scarcely say. It was not coquetry. She just drew near, talked to him of stage work and her plays and her ambitions. She sketched him as she had Cowperwood and others, and one day Cowperwood found three studies of Forbes Gurney in her note-book idyllicly done, a note of romantic feeling about them.

Who is this? he asked.

Oh, hes a young poet who comes up to the Players  Forbes Gurney. Hes so charming; hes so pale and dreamy.

Cowperwood contemplated the sketches curiously. His eyes clouded.

Another one of Stephanies adherents, he commented, teasingly. Its a long procession Ive joined. Gardner Knowles, Lane Cross, Bliss Bridge, Forbes Gurney.

Stephanie merely pouted moodily.

How you talk! Bliss Bridge, Gardner Knowles! I admit I like them all, but thats all I do do. Theyre just sweet and dear. Youd like Lane Cross yourself; hes such a foolish old Polly. As for Forbes Gurney, he just drifts up there once in a while as one of the crowd. I scarcely know him.

Exactly, said Cowperwood, dolefully; but you sketch him. For some reason Cowperwood did not believe this. Back in his brain he did not believe Stephanie at all, he did not trust her. Yet he was intensely fond of her  the more so, perhaps, because of this.

Tell me truly, Stephanie, he said to her one day, urgently, and yet very diplomatically. I dont care at all, so far as your past is concerned. You and I are close enough to reach a perfect understanding. But you didnt tell me the whole truth about you and Knowles, did you? Tell me truly now. I shant mind. I can understand well enough how it could have happened. It doesnt make the least bit of difference to me, really.

Stephanie was off her guard for once, in no truly fencing mood. She was troubled at times about her various relations, anxious to put herself straight with Cowperwood or with any one whom she truly liked. Compared to Cowperwood and his affairs, Cross and Knowles were trivial, and yet Knowles was interesting to her. Compared to Cowperwood, Forbes Gurney was a stripling beggar, and yet Gurney had what Cowperwood did not have  a sad, poetic lure. He awakened her sympathies. He was such a lonely boy. Cowperwood was so strong, brilliant, magnetic.

Perhaps it was with some idea of clearing up her moral status generally that she finally said: Well, I didnt tell you the exact truth about it, either. I was a little ashamed to.

At the close of her confession, which involved only Knowles, and was incomplete at that, Cowperwood burned with a kind of angry resentment. Why trifle with a lying prostitute? That she was an inconsequential free lover at twenty-one was quite plain. And yet there was something so strangely large about the girl, so magnetic, and she was so beautiful after her kind, that he could not think of giving her up. She reminded him of himself.

Well, Stephanie, he said, trampling under foot an impulse to insult or rebuke and dismiss her, you are strange. Why didnt you tell me this before? I have asked and asked. Do you really mean to say that you care for me at all?

How can you ask that? she demanded, reproachfully, feeling that she had been rather foolish in confessing. Perhaps she would lose him now, and she did not want to do that. Because his eyes blazed with a jealous hardness she burst into tears. Oh, I wish I had never told you! There is nothing to tell, anyhow. I never wanted to.

Cowperwood was nonplussed. He knew human nature pretty well, and woman nature; his common sense told him that this girl was not to be trusted, and yet he was drawn to her. Perhaps she was not lying, and these tears were real.

And you positively assure me that this was all  that there wasnt any one else before, and no one since?

Stephanie dried her eyes. They were in his private rooms in Randolph Street, the bachelor rooms he had fitted for himself as a changing place for various affairs.

I dont believe you care for me at all, she observed, dolefully, reproachfully. I dont believe you understand me. I dont think you believe me. When I tell you how things are you dont understand. I dont lie. I cant. If you are so doubting now, perhaps you had better not see me any more. I want to be frank with you, but if you wont let me

She paused heavily, gloomily, very sorrowfully, and Cowperwood surveyed her with a kind of yearning. What an unreasoning pull she had for him! He did not believe her, and yet he could not let her go.

Oh, I dont know what to think, he commented, morosely. I certainly dont want to quarrel with you, Stephanie, for telling me the truth. Please dont deceive me. You are a remarkable girl. I can do so much for you if you will let me. You ought to see that.

But Im not deceiving you, she repeated, wearily. I should think you could see.

I believe you, he went on, trying to deceive himself against his better judgment. But you lead such a free, unconventional life.

Ah, thought Stephanie, perhaps I talk too much.

I am very fond of you. You appeal to me so much. I love you, really. Dont deceive me. Dont run with all these silly simpletons. They are really not worthy of you. I shall be able to get a divorce one of these days, and then I would be glad to marry you.

But Im not running with them in the sense that you think. Theyre not anything to me beyond mere entertainment. Oh, I like them, of course. Lane Cross is a dear in his way, and so is Gardner Knowles. They have all been nice to me.

Cowperwoods gorge rose at her calling Lane Cross dear. It incensed him, and yet he held his peace.

Do give me your word that there will never be anything between you and any of these men so long as you are friendly with me? he almost pleaded  a strange role for him. I dont care to share you with any one else. I wont. I dont mind what you have done in the past, but I dont want you to be unfaithful in the future.

What a question! Of course I wont. But if you dont believe me  oh, dear

Stephanie sighed painfully, and Cowperwoods face clouded with angry though well-concealed suspicion and jealousy.

Well, Ill tell you, Stephanie, I believe you now. Im going to take your word. But if you do deceive me, and I should find it out, I will quit you the same day. I do not care to share you with any one else. What I cant understand, if you care for me, is how you can take so much interest in all these affairs? It certainly isnt devotion to your art thats impelling you, is it?

Oh, are you going to go on quarreling with me? asked Stephanie, naively. Wont you believe me when I say that I love you? Perhaps But here her histrionic ability came to her aid, and she sobbed violently.

Cowperwood took her in his arms. Never mind, he soothed. I do believe you. I do think you care for me. Only I wish you werent such a butterfly temperament, Stephanie.

So this particular lesion for the time being was healed.


Chapter XXVIII

The Exposure of Stephanie

At the same time the thought of readjusting her relations so that they would avoid disloyalty to Cowperwood was never further from Stephanies mind. Let no one quarrel with Stephanie Platow. She was an unstable chemical compound, artistic to her finger-tips, not understood or properly guarded by her family. Her interest in Cowperwood, his force and ability, was intense. So was her interest in Forbes Gurney  the atmosphere of poetry that enveloped him. She studied him curiously on the various occasions when they met, and, finding him bashful and recessive, set out to lure him. She felt that he was lonely and depressed and poor, and her womanly capacity for sympathy naturally bade her be tender.

Her end was easily achieved. One night, when they were all out in Bliss Bridges single-sticker  a fast-sailing saucer  Stephanie and Forbes Gurney sat forward of the mast looking at the silver moon track which was directly ahead. The rest were in the cockpit cutting up  laughing and singing. It was very plain to all that Stephanie was becoming interested in Forbes Gurney; and since he was charming and she wilful, nothing was done to interfere with them, except to throw an occasional jest their way. Gurney, new to love and romance, scarcely knew how to take his good fortune, how to begin. He told Stephanie of his home life in the wheat-fields of the Northwest, how his family had moved from Ohio when he was three, and how difficult were the labors he had always undergone. He had stopped in his plowing many a day to stand under a tree and write a poem  such as it was  or to watch the birds or to wish he could go to college or to Chicago. She looked at him with dreamy eyes, her dark skin turned a copper bronze in the moonlight, her black hair irradiated with a strange, luminous grayish blue. Forbes Gurney, alive to beauty in all its forms, ventured finally to touch her hand  she of Knowles, Cross, and Cowperwood  and she thrilled from head to toe. This boy was so sweet. His curly brown hair gave him a kind of Greek innocence and aspect. She did not move, but waited, hoping he would do more.

I wish I might talk to you as I feel, he finally said, hoarsely, a catch in his throat.

She laid one hand on his.

You dear! she said.

He realized now that he might. A great ecstasy fell upon him. He smoothed her hand, then slipped his arm about her waist, then ventured to kiss the dark cheek turned dreamily from him. Artfully her head sunk to his shoulder, and he murmured wild nothings  how divine she was, how artistic, how wonderful! With her view of things, it could only end one way. She manoeuvered him into calling on her at her home, into studying her books and plays on the top-floor sitting-room, into hearing her sing. Once fully in his arms, the rest was easy by suggestion. He learned she was no longer innocent, and then  In the mean time Cowperwood mingled his speculations concerning large power-houses, immense reciprocating engines, the problem of a wage scale for his now two thousand employees, some of whom were threatening to strike, the problem of securing, bonding, and equipping the La Salle Street tunnel and a down-town loop in La Salle, Munroe, Dearborn, and Randolph streets, with mental inquiries and pictures as to what possibly Stephanie Platow might be doing. He could only make appointments with her from time to time. He did not fail to note that, after he began to make use of information she let drop as to her whereabouts from day to day and her free companionship, he heard less of Gardner Knowles, Lane Cross, and Forbes Gurney, and more of Georgia Timberlake and Ethel Tuckerman. Why this sudden reticence? On one occasion she did say of Forbes Gurney that he was having such a hard time, and that his clothes werent as nice as they should be, poor dear! Stephanie herself, owing to gifts made to her by Cowperwood, was resplendent these days. She took just enough to complete her wardrobe according to her taste.

Why not send him to me? Cowperwood asked. I might find something to do for him. He would have been perfectly willing to put him in some position where he could keep track of his time. However, Mr. Gurney never sought him for a position, and Stephanie ceased to speak of his poverty. A gift of two hundred dollars, which Cowperwood made her in June, was followed by an accidental meeting with her and Gurney in Washington Street. Mr. Gurney, pale and pleasant, was very well dressed indeed. He wore a pin which Cowperwood knew had once belonged to Stephanie. She was in no way confused. Finally Stephanie let it out that Lane Cross, who had gone to New Hampshire for the summer, had left his studio in her charge. Cowperwood decided to have this studio watched.

There was in Cowperwoods employ at this time a young newspaper man, an ambitious spark aged twenty-six, by the name of Francis Kennedy. He had written a very intelligent article for the Sunday Inquirer, describing Cowperwood and his plans, and pointing out what a remarkable man he was. This pleased Cowperwood. When Kennedy called one day, announcing smartly that he was anxious to get out of reportorial work, and inquiring whether he couldnt find something to do in the street-railway world, Cowperwood saw in him a possibly useful tool.

Ill try you out as secretary for a while, he said, pleasantly. There are a few special things I want done. If you succeed in those, I may find something else for you later.

Kennedy had been working for him only a little while when he said to him one day: Francis, did you ever hear of a young man by the name of Forbes Gurney in the newspaper world?

They were in Cowperwoods private office.

No, sir, replied Francis, briskly.

You have heard of an organization called the Garrick Players, havent you?

Yes, sir.

Well, Francis, do you suppose you could undertake a little piece of detective work for me, and handle it intelligently and quietly?

I think so, said Francis, who was the pink of perfection this morning in a brown suit, garnet tie, and sard sleeve-links. His shoes were immaculately polished, and his young, healthy face glistened.

Ill tell you what I want you to do. There is a young actress, or amateur actress, by the name of Stephanie Platow, who frequents the studio of an artist named Cross in the New Arts Building. She may even occupy it in his absence  I dont know. I want you to find out for me what the relations of Mr. Gurney and this woman are. I have certain business reasons for wanting to know.

Young Kennedy was all attention.

You couldnt tell me where I could find out anything about this Mr. Gurney to begin with, could you? he asked.

I think he is a friend of a critic here by the name of Gardner Knowles. You might ask him. I need not say that you must never mention me.

Oh, I understand that thoroughly, Mr. Cowperwood. Young Kennedy departed, meditating. How was he to do this? With true journalistic skill he first sought other newspaper men, from whom he learned  a bit from one and a scrap from another  of the character of the Garrick Players, and of the women who belonged to it. He pretended to be writing a one-act play, which he hoped to have produced.

He then visited Lane Crosss studio, posing as a newspaper interviewer. Mr. Cross was out of town, so the elevator man said. His studio was closed.

Mr. Kennedy meditated on this fact for a moment.

Does any one use his studio during the summer months? he asked.

I believe there is a young woman who comes here  yes.

You dont happen to know who it is?

Yes, I do. Her name is Platow. What do you want to know for?

Looky here, exclaimed Kennedy, surveying the rather shabby attendant with a cordial and persuasive eye, do you want to make some money  five or ten dollars, and without any trouble to you?

The elevator man, whose wages were exactly eight dollars a week, pricked up his ears.

I want to know who comes here with this Miss Platow, when they come  all about it. Ill make it fifteen dollars if I find out what I want, and Ill give you five right now.

The elevator factotum had just sixty-five cents in his pocket at the time. He looked at Kennedy with some uncertainty and much desire.

Well, what can I do? he repeated. Im not here after six. The janitor runs this elevator from six to twelve.

There isnt a room vacant anywhere near this one, is there? Kennedy asked, speculatively.

The factotum thought. Yes, there is. One just across the hall.

What time does she come here as a rule?

I dont know anything about nights. In the day she sometimes comes mornings, sometimes in the afternoon.

Anybody with her?

Sometimes a man, sometimes a girl or two. I havent really paid much attention to her, to tell you the truth.

Kennedy walked away whistling.

From this day on Mr. Kennedy became a watcher over this very unconventional atmosphere. He was in and out, principally observing the comings and goings of Mr. Gurney. He found what he naturally suspected, that Mr. Gurney and Stephanie spent hours here at peculiar times  after a company of friends had jollified, for instance, and all had left, including Gurney, when the latter would quietly return, with Stephanie sometimes, if she had left with the others, alone if she had remained behind. The visits were of varying duration, and Kennedy, to be absolutely accurate, kept days, dates, the duration of the hours, which he left noted in a sealed envelope for Cowperwood in the morning. Cowperwood was enraged, but so great was his interest in Stephanie that he was not prepared to act. He wanted to see to what extent her duplicity would go.

The novelty of this atmosphere and its effect on him was astonishing. Although his mind was vigorously employed during the day, nevertheless his thoughts kept returning constantly. Where was she? What was she doing? The bland way in which she could lie reminded him of himself. To think that she should prefer any one else to him, especially at this time when he was shining as a great constructive factor in the city, was too much. It smacked of age, his ultimate displacement by youth. It cut and hurt.

One morning, after a peculiarly exasperating night of thought concerning her, he said to young Kennedy: I have a suggestion for you. I wish you would get this elevator man you are working with down there to get you a duplicate key to this studio, and see if there is a bolt on the inside. Let me know when you do. Bring me the key. The next time she is there of an evening with Mr. Gurney step out and telephone me.

The climax came one night several weeks after this discouraging investigation began. There was a heavy yellow moon in the sky, and a warm, sweet summer wind was blowing. Stephanie had called on Cowperwood at his office about four to say that instead of staying down-town with him, as they had casually planned, she was going to her home on the West Side to attend a garden-party of some kind at Georgia Timberlakes. Cowperwood looked at her with  for him  a morbid eye. He was all cheer, geniality, pleasant badinage; but he was thinking all the while what a shameless enigma she was, how well she played her part, what a fool she must take him to be. He gave her youth, her passion, her attractiveness, her natural promiscuity of soul due credit; but he could not forgive her for not loving him perfectly, as had so many others. She had on a summery black-and-white frock and a fetching brown Leghorn hat, which, with a rich-red poppy ornamenting a flare over her left ear and a peculiar ruching of white-and-black silk about the crown, made her seem strangely young, debonair, a study in Hebraic and American origins.

Going to have a nice time, are you? he asked, genially, politically, eying her in his enigmatic and inscrutable way. Going to shine among that charming company you keep! I suppose all the standbys will be there  Bliss Bridge, Mr. Knowles, Mr. Cross  dancing attendance on you?

He failed to mention Mr. Gurney.

Stephanie nodded cheerfully. She seemed in an innocent outing mood.

Cowperwood smiled, thinking how one of these days  very shortly, perhaps  he was certain to take a signal revenge. He would catch her in a lie, in a compromising position somewhere  in this studio, perhaps  and dismiss her with contempt. In an elder day, if they had lived in Turkey, he would have had her strangled, sewn in a sack, and thrown into the Bosporus. As it was, he could only dismiss her. He smiled and smiled, smoothing her hand. Have a good time, he called, as she left. Later, at his own home  it was nearly midnight  Mr. Kennedy called him up.

Mr. Cowperwood?

Yes.

You know the studio in the New Arts Building?

Yes.

It is occupied now.

Cowperwood called a servant to bring him his runabout. He had had a down-town locksmith make a round keystem with a bored clutch at the end of it  a hollow which would fit over the end of such a key as he had to the studio and turn it easily from the outside. He felt in his pocket for it, jumped in his runabout, and hurried away. When he reached the New Arts Building he found Kennedy in the hall and dismissed him. Thanks, he observed, brusquely. I will take care of this.

He hurried up the stairs, avoiding the elevator, to the vacant room opposite, and thence reconnoitered the studio door. It was as Kennedy had reported. Stephanie was there, and with Gurney. The pale poet had been brought there to furnish her an evening of delight. Because of the stillness of the building at this hour he could hear their muffled voices speaking alternately, and once Stephanie singing the refrain of a song. He was angry and yet grateful that she had, in her genial way, taken the trouble to call and assure him that she was going to a summer lawn-party and dance. He smiled grimly, sarcastically, as he thought of her surprise. Softly he extracted the clutch-key and inserted it, covering the end of the key on the inside and turning it. It gave solidly without sound. He next tried the knob and turned it, feeling the door spring slightly as he did so. Then inaudibly, because of a gurgled laugh with which he was thoroughly familiar, he opened it and stepped in.

At his rough, firm cough they sprang up  Gurney to a hiding position behind a curtain, Stephanie to one of concealment behind draperies on the couch. She could not speak, and could scarcely believe that her eyes did not deceive her. Gurney, masculine and defiant, but by no means well composed, demanded: Who are you? What do you want here? Cowperwood replied very simply and smilingly: Not very much. Perhaps Miss Platow there will tell you. He nodded in her direction.

Stephanie, fixed by his cold, examining eye, shrank nervously, ignoring Gurney entirely. The latter perceived on the instant that he had a previous liaison to deal with  an angry and outraged lover  and he was not prepared to act either wisely or well.

Mr. Gurney, said Cowperwood, complacently, after staring at Stephanie grimly and scorching her with his scorn, I have no concern with you, and do not propose to do anything to disturb you or Miss Platow after a very few moments. I am not here without reason. This young woman has been steadily deceiving me. She has lied to me frequently, and pretended an innocence which I did not believe. To-night she told me she was to be at a lawn-party on the West Side. She has been my mistress for months. I have given her money, jewelry, whatever she wanted. Those jade ear-rings, by the way, are one of my gifts. He nodded cheerfully in Stephanies direction. I have come here simply to prove to her that she cannot lie to me any more. Heretofore, every time I have accused her of things like this she has cried and lied. I do not know how much you know of her, or how fond you are of her. I merely wish her, not you, to know  and he turned and stared at Stephanie that the day of her lying to me is over.

During this very peculiar harangue Stephanie, who, nervous, fearful, fixed, and yet beautiful, remained curled up in the corner of the suggestive oriental divan, had been gazing at Cowperwood in a way which plainly attested, trifle as she might with others, that she was nevertheless fond of him  intensely so. His strong, solid figure, confronting her so ruthlessly, gripped her imagination, of which she had a world. She had managed to conceal her body in part, but her brown arms and shoulders, her bosom, trim knees, and feet were exposed in part. Her black hair and naive face were now heavy, distressed, sad. She was frightened really, for Cowperwood at bottom had always overawed her  a strange, terrible, fascinating man. Now she sat and looked, seeking still to lure him by the pathetic cast of her face and soul, while Cowperwood, scornful of her, and almost openly contemptuous of her lover, and his possible opposition, merely stood smiling before them. It came over her very swiftly now just what it was she was losing  a grim, wonderful man. Beside him Gurney, the pale poet, was rather thin  a mere breath of romance. She wanted to say something, to make a plea; but it was so plain Cowperwood would have none of it, and, besides, here was Gurney. Her throat clogged, her eyes filled, even here, and a mystical bog-fire state of emotion succeeded the primary one of opposition. Cowperwood knew the look well. It gave him the only sense of triumph he had.

Stephanie, he remarked, I have just one word to say to you now. We will not meet any more, of course. You are a good actress. Stick to your profession. You may shine in it if you do not merge it too completely with your loves. As for being a free lover, it isnt incompatible with what you are, perhaps, but it isnt socially advisable for you. Good night.

He turned and walked quickly out.

Oh, Frank, called Stephanie, in a strange, magnetized, despairing way, even in the face of her astonished lover. Gurney stared with his mouth open.

Cowperwood paid no heed. Out he went through the dark hall and down the stairs. For once the lure of a beautiful, enigmatic, immoral, and promiscuous woman  poison flower though she was  was haunting him. D  her! he exclaimed. D  the little beast, anyhow! The  ! The  ! He used terms so hard, so vile, so sad, all because he knew for once what it was to love and lose  to want ardently in his way and not to have  now or ever after. He was determined that his path and that of Stephanie Platow should never be allowed to cross again.


Chapter XXIX

A Family Quarrel

It chanced that shortly before this liaison was broken off, some troubling information was quite innocently conveyed to Aileen by Stephanie Platows own mother. One day Mrs. Platow, in calling on Mrs. Cowperwood, commented on the fact that Stephanie was gradually improving in her art, that the Garrick Players had experienced a great deal of trouble, and that Stephanie was shortly to appear in a new role  something Chinese.

That was such a charming set of jade you gave her, she volunteered, genially. I only saw it the other day for the first time. She never told me about it before. She prizes it so very highly, that I feel as though I ought to thank you myself.

Aileen opened her eyes. Jade! she observed, curiously. Why, I dont remember. Recalling Cowperwoods proclivities on the instant, she was suspicious, distraught. Her face showed her perplexity.

Why, yes, replied Mrs. Platow, Aileens show of surprise troubling her. The ear-rings and necklet, you know. She said you gave them to her.

To be sure, answered Aileen, catching herself as by a hair. I do recall it now. But it was Frank who really gave them. I hope she likes them.

She smiled sweetly.

She thinks theyre beautiful, and they do become her, continued Mrs. Platow, pleasantly, understanding it all, as she fancied. The truth was that Stephanie, having forgotten, had left her make-up box open one day at home, and her mother, rummaging in her room for something, had discovered them and genially confronted her with them, for she knew the value of jade. Nonplussed for the moment, Stephanie had lost her mental, though not her outward, composure and referred them back casually to an evening at the Cowperwood home when Aileen had been present and the gauds had been genially forced upon her.

Unfortunately for Aileen, the matter was not to be allowed to rest just so, for going one afternoon to a reception given by Rhees Crier, a young sculptor of social proclivities, who had been introduced to her by Taylor Lord, she was given a taste of what it means to be a neglected wife from a public point of view. As she entered on this occasion she happened to overhear two women talking in a corner behind a screen erected to conceal wraps. Oh, here comes Mrs. Cowperwood, said one. Shes the street-railway magnates wife. Last winter and spring he was running with that Platow girl  of the Garrick Players, you know.

The other nodded, studying Aileens splendiferous green  velvet gown with envy.

I wonder if shes faithful to him? she queried, while Aileen strained to hear. She looks daring enough.

Aileen managed to catch a glimpse of her observers later, when they were not looking, and her face showed her mingled resentment and feeling; but it did no good. The wretched gossipers had wounded her in the keenest way. She was hurt, angry, nonplussed. To think that Cowperwood by his variability should expose her to such gossip as this!

One day not so long after her conversation with Mrs. Platow, Aileen happened to be standing outside the door of her own boudoir, the landing of which commanded the lower hall, and there overheard two of her servants discussing the Cowperwood menage in particular and Chicago life in general. One was a tall, angular girl of perhaps twenty-seven or eight, a chambermaid, the other a short, stout woman of forty who held the position of assistant housekeeper. They were pretending to dust, though gossip conducted in a whisper was the matter for which they were foregathered. The tall girl had recently been employed in the family of Aymar Cochrane, the former president of the Chicago West Division Railway, and now a director of the new West Chicago Street Railway Company.

And I was that surprised, Aileen heard this girl saying, to think I should be coming here. I cud scarcely believe me ears when they told me. Why, Miss Florence was runnin out to meet him two and three times in the week. The wonder to me was that her mother never guessed.

Och, replied the other, hes the very divil and all when it comes to the wimmin. (Aileen did not see the upward lift of the hand that accompanied this). There was a little girl that used to come here. Her father lives up the street here. Haguenin is his name. He owns that morning paper, the Press, and has a fine house up the street here a little way. Well, I havent seen her very often of late, but more than once I saw him kissing her in this very room. Sure his wife knows all about it. Depend on it. She had an awful fight with some woman here onct, so I hear, some woman that he was runnin with and bringin here to the house. I hear its somethin terrible the way she beat her up  screamin and carryin on. Oh, theyre the divil, these men, when it comes to the wimmin.

A slight rustling sound from somewhere sent the two gossipers on their several ways, but Aileen had heard enough to understand. What was she to do? How was she to learn more of these new women, of whom she had never heard at all? She at once suspected Florence Cochrane, for she knew that this servant had worked in the Cochrane family. And then Cecily Haguenin, the daughter of the editor with whom they were on the friendliest terms! Cowperwood kissing her! Was there no end to his liaisons  his infidelity?

She returned, fretting and grieving, to her room, where she meditated and meditated, wondering whether she should leave him, wondering whether she should reproach him openly, wondering whether she should employ more detectives. What good would it do? She had employed detectives once. Had it prevented the Stephanie Platow incident? Not at all. Would it prevent other liaisons in the future? Very likely not. Obviously her home life with Cowperwood was coming to a complete and disastrous end. Things could not go on in this way. She had done wrong, possibly, in taking him away from Mrs. Cowperwood number one, though she could scarcely believe that, for Mrs. Lillian Cowperwood was so unsuited to him  but this repayment! If she had been at all superstitious or religious, and had known her Bible, which she didnt, she might have quoted to herself that very fatalistic statement of the New Testament, With what measure ye mete it shall be measured unto you again.

The truth was that Cowperwoods continued propensity to rove at liberty among the fair sex could not in the long run fail of some results of an unsatisfactory character. Coincident with the disappearance of Stephanie Platow, he launched upon a variety of episodes, the charming daughter of so worthy a man as Editor Haguenin, his sincerest and most sympathetic journalistic supporter; and the daughter of Aymar Cochrane, falling victims, among others, to what many would have called his wiles. As a matter of fact, in most cases he was as much sinned against as sinning, since the provocation was as much offered as given.

The manner in which he came to get in with Cecily Haguenin was simple enough. Being an old friend of the family, and a frequent visitor at her fathers house, he found this particular daughter of desire an easy victim. She was a vigorous blonde creature of twenty at this time, very full and plump, with large, violet eyes, and with considerable alertness of mind  a sort of doll girl with whom Cowperwood found it pleasant to amuse himself. A playful gamboling relationship had existed between them when she was a mere child attending school, and had continued through her college years whenever she happened to be at home on a vacation. In these very latest days when Cowperwood on occasion sat in the Haguenin library consulting with the journalist-publisher concerning certain moves which he wished to have put right before the public he saw considerably more of Cecily. One night, when her father had gone out to look up the previous action of the city council in connection with some matter of franchises, a series of more or less sympathetic and understanding glances suddenly culminated in Cecilys playfully waving a new novel, which she happened to have in her hand, in Cowperwoods face; and he, in reply, laid hold caressingly of her arms.

You cant stop me so easily, she observed, banteringly.

Oh yes, I can, he replied.

A slight struggle ensued, in which he, with her semiwilful connivance, managed to manoeuver her into his arms, her head backward against his shoulder.

Well, she said, looking up at him with a semi-nervous, semi-provocative glance, now what? Youll just have to let me go.

Not very soon, though.

Oh yes, you will. My father will be here in a moment.

Well, not until then, anyhow. Youre getting to be the sweetest girl.

She did not resist, but remained gazing half nervously, half dreamily at him, whereupon he smoothed her cheek, and then kissed her. Her fathers returning step put an end to this; but from this point on ascent or descent to a perfect understanding was easily made.

In the matter of Florence Cochrane, the daughter of Aymar Cochrane, the president of the Chicago West Division Company  a second affair of the period  the approach was only slightly different, the result the same. This girl, to furnish only a brief impression, was a blonde of a different type from Cecily  delicate, picturesque, dreamy. She was mildly intellectual at this time, engaged in reading Marlowe and Jonson; and Cowperwood, busy in the matter of the West Chicago Street Railway, and conferring with her father, was conceived by her as a great personage of the Elizabethan order. In a tentative way she was in revolt against an apple-pie order of existence which was being forced upon her. Cowperwood recognized the mood, trifled with her spiritedly, looked into her eyes, and found the response he wanted. Neither old Aymar Cochrane nor his impeccably respectable wife ever discovered.

Subsequently Aileen, reflecting upon these latest developments, was from one point of view actually pleased or eased. There is always safety in numbers, and she felt that if Cowperwood were going to go on like this it would not be possible for him in the long run to take a definite interest in any one; and so, all things considered, and other things being equal, he would probably just as leave remain married to her as not.

But what a comment, she could not help reflecting, on her own charms! What an end to an ideal union that had seemed destined to last all their days! She, Aileen Butler, who in her youth had deemed herself the peer of any girl in charm, force, beauty, to be shoved aside thus early in her life  she was only forty  by the younger generation. And such silly snips as they were  Stephanie Platow! and Cecily Haguenin! and Florence Cochrane, in all likelihood another pasty-faced beginner! And here she was  vigorous, resplendent, smooth of face and body, her forehead, chin, neck, eyes without a wrinkle, her hair a rich golden reddish glow, her step springing, her weight no more than one hundred and fifty pounds for her very normal height, with all the advantages of a complete toilet cabinet, jewels, clothing, taste, and skill in material selection  being elbowed out by these upstarts. It was almost unbelievable. It was so unfair. Life was so cruel, Cowperwood so temperamentally unbalanced. Dear God! to think that this should be true! Why should he not love her? She studied her beauty in the mirror from time to time, and raged and raged. Why was her body not sufficient for him? Why should he deem any one more beautiful? Why should he not be true to his reiterated protestations that he cared for her? Other men were true to other women. Her father had been faithful to her mother. At the thought of her own father and his opinion of her conduct she winced, but it did not change her point of view as to her present rights. See her hair! See her eyes! See her smooth, resplendent arms! Why should Cowperwood not love her? Why, indeed?

One night, shortly afterward, she was sitting in her boudoir reading, waiting for him to come home, when the telephone-bell sounded and he informed her that he was compelled to remain at the office late. Afterward he said he might be obliged to run on to Pittsburg for thirty-six hours or thereabouts; but he would surely be back on the third day, counting the present as one. Aileen was chagrined. Her voice showed it. They had been scheduled to go to dinner with the Hoecksemas, and afterward to the theater. Cowperwood suggested that she should go alone, but Aileen declined rather sharply; she hung up the receiver without even the pretense of a good-by. And then at ten oclock he telephoned again, saying that he had changed his mind, and that if she were interested to go anywhere  a later supper, or the like  she should dress, otherwise he would come home expecting to remain.

Aileen immediately concluded that some scheme he had had to amuse himself had fallen through. Having spoiled her evening, he was coming home to make as much hay as possible out of this bit of sunshine. This infuriated her. The whole business of uncertainty in the matter of his affections was telling on her nerves. A storm was in order, and it had come. He came bustling in a little later, slipped his arms around her as she came forward and kissed her on the mouth. He smoothed her arms in a make-believe and yet tender way, and patted her shoulders. Seeing her frown, he inquired, Whats troubling Babykins?

Oh, nothing more than usual, replied Aileen, irritably. Lets not talk about that. Have you had your dinner?

Yes, we had it brought in. He was referring to McKenty, Addison, and himself, and the statement was true. Being in an honest position for once, he felt called upon to justify himself a little. It couldnt be avoided to-night. Im sorry that this business takes up so much of my time, but Ill get out of it some day soon. Things are bound to ease up.

Aileen withdrew from his embrace and went to her dressing-table. A glance showed her that her hair was slightly awry, and she smoothed it into place. She looked at her chin, and then went back to her book  rather sulkily, he thought.

Now, Aileen, whats the trouble? he inquired. Arent you glad to have me up here? I know you have had a pretty rough road of it of late, but arent you willing to let bygones be bygones and trust to the future a little?

The future! The future! Dont talk to me about the future. Its little enough it holds in store for me, she replied.

Cowperwood saw that she was verging on an emotional storm, but he trusted to his powers of persuasion, and her basic affection for him, to soothe and quell her.

I wish you wouldnt act this way, pet, he went on. You know I have always cared for you. You know I always shall. Ill admit that there are a lot of little things which interfere with my being at home as much as I would like at present; but that doesnt alter the fact that my feeling is the same. I should think you could see that.

Feeling! Feeling! taunted Aileen, suddenly. Yes, I know how much feeling you have. You have feeling enough to give other women sets of jade and jewels, and to run around with every silly little snip you meet. You neednt come home here at ten oclock, when you cant go anywhere else, and talk about feeling for me. I know how much feeling you have. Pshaw!

She flung herself irritably back in her chair and opened her book. Cowperwood gazed at her solemnly, for this thrust in regard to Stephanie was a revelation. This woman business could grow peculiarly exasperating at times.

What do you mean, anyhow? he observed, cautiously and with much seeming candor. I havent given any jade or jewels to any one, nor have I been running around with any little snips, as you call them. I dont know what you are talking about, Aileen.

Oh, Frank, commented Aileen, wearily and incredulously, you lie so! Why do you stand there and lie? Im so tired of it; Im so sick of it all. How should the servants know of so many things to talk of here if they werent true? I didnt invite Mrs. Platow to come and ask me why you had given her daughter a set of jade. I know why you lie; you want to hush me up and keep quiet. Youre afraid Ill go to Mr. Haguenin or Mr. Cochrane or Mr. Platow, or to all three. Well, you can rest your soul on that score. I wont. Im sick of you and your lies. Stephanie Platow  the thin stick! Cecily Haguenin  the little piece of gum! And Florence Cochrane  she looks like a dead fish! (Aileen had a genius for characterization at times.) If it just werent for the way I acted toward my family in Philadelphia, and the talk it would create, and the injury it would do you financially, Id act to-morrow. Id leave you  thats what Id do. And to think that I should ever have believed that you really loved me, or could care for any woman permanently. Bosh! But I dont care. Go on! Only Ill tell you one thing. You neednt think Im going to go on enduring all this as I have in the past. Im not. Youre not going to deceive me always. Im not going to stand it. Im not so old yet. There are plenty of men who will be glad to pay me attention if you wont. I told you once that I wouldnt be faithful to you if you werent to me, and I wont be. Ill show you. Ill go with other men. I will! I will! I swear it.

Aileen, he asked, softly, pleadingly, realizing the futility of additional lies under such circumstances, wont you forgive me this time? Bear with me for the present. I scarcely understand myself at times. I am not like other men. You and I have run together a long time now. Why not wait awhile? Give me a chance! See if I do not change. I may.

Oh yes, wait! Change. You may change. Havent I waited? Havent I walked the floor night after night! when you havent been here? Bear with you  yes, yes! Whos to bear with me when my heart is breaking? Oh, God! she suddenly added, with passionate vigor, Im miserable! Im miserable! My heart aches! It aches!

She clutched her breast and swung from the room, moving with that vigorous stride that had once appealed to him so, and still did. Alas, alas! it touched him now, but only as a part of a very shifty and cruel world. He hurried out of the room after her, and (as at the time of the Rita Sohlberg incident) slipped his arm about her waist; but she pulled away irritably. No, no! she exclaimed. Let me alone. Im tired of that.

Youre really not fair to me, Aileen, with a great show of feeling and sincerity. Youre letting one affair that came between us blind your whole point of view. I give you my word I havent been unfaithful to you with Stephanie Platow or any other woman. I may have flirted with them a little, but that is really nothing. Why not be sensible? Im not as black as you paint me. Im moving in big matters that are as much for your concern and future as for mine. Be sensible, be liberal.

There was much argument  the usual charges and countercharges  but, finally, because of her weariness of heart, his petting, the unsolvability of it all, she permitted him for the time being to persuade her that there were still some crumbs of affection left. She was soul-sick, heartsick. Even he, as he attempted to soothe her, realized clearly that to establish the reality of his love in her belief he would have to make some much greater effort to entertain and comfort her, and that this, in his present mood, and with his leaning toward promiscuity, was practically impossible. For the time being a peace might be patched up, but in view of what she expected of him  her passion and selfish individuality  it could not be. He would have to go on, and she would have to leave him, if needs be; but he could not cease or go back. He was too passionate, too radiant, too individual and complex to belong to any one single individual alone.


Chapter XXX

Obstacles

The impediments that can arise to baffle a great and swelling career are strange and various. In some instances all the cross-waves of life must be cut by the strong swimmer. With other personalities there is a chance, or force, that happily allies itself with them; or they quite unconsciously ally themselves with it, and find that there is a tide that bears them on. Divine will? Not necessarily. There is no understanding of it. Guardian spirits? There are many who so believe, to their utter undoing. (Witness Macbeth). An unconscious drift in the direction of right, virtue, duty? These are banners of mortal manufacture. Nothing is proved; all is permitted.

Not long after Cowperwoods accession to control on the West Side, for instance, a contest took place between his corporation and a citizen by the name of Redmond Purdy  real-estate investor, property-trader, and money-lender  which set Chicago by the ears. The La Salle and Washington Street tunnels were now in active service, but because of the great north and south area of the West Side, necessitating the cabling of Van Buren Street and Blue Island Avenue, there was need of a third tunnel somewhere south of Washington Street, preferably at Van Buren Street, because the business heart was thus more directly reached. Cowperwood was willing and anxious to build this tunnel, though he was puzzled how to secure from the city a right of way under Van Buren Street, where a bridge loaded with heavy traffic now swung. There were all sorts of complications. In the first place, the consent of the War Department at Washington had to be secured in order to tunnel under the river at all. Secondly, the excavation, if directly under the bridge, might prove an intolerable nuisance, necessitating the closing or removal of the bridge. Owing to the critical, not to say hostile, attitude of the newspapers which, since the La Salle and Washington tunnel grants, were following his every move with a searchlight, Cowperwood decided not to petition the city for privileges in this case, but instead to buy the property rights of sufficient land just north of the bridge, where the digging of the tunnel could proceed without interference.

The piece of land most suitable for this purpose, a lot 150 x 150, lying a little way from the river-bank, and occupied by a seven-story loft-building, was owned by the previously mentioned Redmond Purdy, a long, thin, angular, dirty person, who wore celluloid collars and cuffs and spoke with a nasal intonation.

Cowperwood had the customary overtures made by seemingly disinterested parties endeavoring to secure the land at a fair price. But Purdy, who was as stingy as a miser and as incisive as a rat-trap, had caught wind of the proposed tunnel scheme. He was all alive for a fine profit. No, no, no, he declared, over and over, when approached by the representatives of Mr. Sylvester Toomey, Cowperwoods ubiquitous land-agent. I dont want to sell. Go away.

Mr. Sylvester Toomey was finally at his wits end, and complained to Cowperwood, who at once sent for those noble beacons of dark and stormy waters, General Van Sickle and the Hon. Kent Barrows McKibben. The General was now becoming a little dolty, and Cowperwood was thinking of pensioning him; but McKibben was in his prime  smug, handsome, deadly, smooth. After talking it over with Mr. Toomey they returned to Cowperwoods office with a promising scheme. The Hon. Nahum Dickensheets, one of the judges of the State Court of Appeals, and a man long since attached, by methods which need not here be described, to Cowperwoods star, had been persuaded to bring his extensive technical knowledge to bear on the emergency. At his suggestion the work of digging the tunnel was at once begun  first at the east or Franklin Street end; then, after eight months digging, at the west or Canal Street end. A shaft was actually sunk some thirty feet back of Mr. Purdys building  between it and the river  while that gentleman watched with a quizzical gleam in his eye this defiant procedure. He was sure that when it came to the necessity of annexing his property the North and West Chicago Street Railways would be obliged to pay through the nose.

Well, Ill be cussed, he frequently observed to himself, for he could not see how his exaction of a pound of flesh was to be evaded, and yet he felt strangely restless at times. Finally, when it became absolutely necessary for Cowperwood to secure without further delay this coveted strip, he sent for its occupant, who called in pleasant anticipation of a profitable conversation; this should be worth a small fortune to him.

Mr. Purdy, observed Cowperwood, glibly, you have a piece of land on the other side of the river that I need. Why dont you sell it to me? Cant we fix this up now in some amicable way?

He smiled while Purdy cast shrewd, wolfish glances about the place, wondering how much he could really hope to exact. The building, with all its interior equipment, land, and all, was worth in the neighborhood of two hundred thousand dollars.

Why should I sell? The building is a good building. Its as useful to me as it would be to you. Im making money out of it.

Quite true, replied Cowperwood, but I am willing to pay you a fair price for it. A public utility is involved. This tunnel will be a good thing for the West Side and any other land you may own over there. With what I will pay you you can buy more land in that neighborhood or elsewhere, and make a good thing out of it. We need to put this tunnel just where it is, or I wouldnt trouble to argue with you.

Thats just it, replied Purdy, fixedly. Youve gone ahead and dug your tunnel without consulting me, and now you expect me to get out of the way. Well, I dont see that Im called on to get out of there just to please you.

But Ill pay you a fair price.

How much will you pay me?

How much do you want?

Mr. Purdy scratched a fox-like ear. One million dollars.

One million dollars! exclaimed Cowperwood. Dont you think thats a little steep, Mr. Purdy?

No, replied Purdy, sagely. Its not any more than its worth.

Cowperwood sighed.

Im sorry, he replied, meditatively, but this is really too much. Wouldnt you take three hundred thousand dollars in cash now and consider this thing closed?

One million, replied Purdy, looking sternly at the ceiling. Very well, Mr. Purdy, replied Cowperwood. Im very sorry. Its plain to me that we cant do business as I had hoped. Im willing to pay you a reasonable sum; but what you ask is far too much  preposterous! Dont you think youd better reconsider? We might move the tunnel even yet.

One million dollars, said Purdy.

It cant be done, Mr. Purdy. It isnt worth it. Why wont you be fair? Call it three hundred and twenty-five thousand dollars cash, and my check to-night.

I wouldnt take five or six hundred thousand dollars if you were to offer it to me, Mr. Cowperwood, to-night or any other time. I know my rights.

Very well, then, replied Cowperwood, thats all I can say. If you wont sell, you wont sell. Perhaps youll change your mind later.

Mr. Purdy went out, and Cowperwood called in his lawyers and his engineers. One Saturday afternoon, a week or two later, when the building in question had been vacated for the day, a company of three hundred laborers, with wagons, picks, shovels, and dynamite sticks, arrived. By sundown of the next day (which, being Sunday, was a legal holiday, with no courts open or sitting to issue injunctions) this comely structure, the private property of Mr. Redmond Purdy, was completely razed and a large excavation substituted in its stead. The gentleman of the celluloid cuffs and collars, when informed about nine oclock of this same Sunday morning that his building had been almost completely removed, was naturally greatly perturbed. A portion of the wall was still standing when he arrived, hot and excited, and the police were appealed to.

But, strange to say, this was of little avail, for they were shown a writ of injunction issued by the court of highest jurisdiction, presided over by the Hon. Nahum Dickensheets, which restrained all and sundry from interfering. (Subsequently on demand of another court this remarkable document was discovered to have disappeared; the contention was that it had never really existed or been produced at all.)

The demolition and digging proceeded. Then began a scurrying of lawyers to the door of one friendly judge after another. There were apoplectic cheeks, blazing eyes, and gasps for breath while the enormity of the offense was being noised abroad. Law is law, however. Procedure is procedure, and no writ of injunction was either issuable or returnable on a legal holiday, when no courts were sitting. Nevertheless, by three oclock in the afternoon an obliging magistrate was found who consented to issue an injunction staying this terrible crime. By this time, however, the building was gone, the excavation complete. It remained merely for the West Chicago Street Railway Company to secure an injunction vacating the first injunction, praying that its rights, privileges, liberties, etc., be not interfered with, and so creating a contest which naturally threw the matter into the State Court of Appeals, where it could safely lie. For several years there were numberless injunctions, writs of errors, doubts, motions to reconsider, threats to carry the matter from the state to the federal courts on a matter of constitutional privilege, and the like. The affair was finally settled out of court, for Mr. Purdy by this time was a more sensible man. In the mean time, however, the newspapers had been given full details of the transaction, and a storm of words against Cowperwood ensued.

But more disturbing than the Redmond Purdy incident was the rivalry of a new Chicago street-railway company. It appeared first as an idea in the brain of one James Furnivale Woolsen, a determined young Westerner from California, and developed by degrees into consents and petitions from fully two-thirds of the residents of various streets in the extreme southwest section of the city where it was proposed the new line should be located. This same James Furnivale Woolsen, being an ambitious person, was not to be so easily put down. Besides the consent and petitions, which Cowperwood could not easily get away from him, he had a new form of traction then being tried out in several minor cities  a form of electric propulsion by means of an overhead wire and a traveling pole, which was said to be very economical, and to give a service better than cables and cheaper even than horses.

Cowperwood had heard all about this new electric system some time before, and had been studying it for several years with the greatest interest, since it promised to revolutionize the whole business of street-railroading. However, having but so recently completed his excellent cable system, he did not see that it was advisable to throw it away. The trolley was as yet too much of a novelty; certainly it was not advisable to have it introduced into Chicago until he was ready to introduce it himself  first on his outlying feeder lines, he thought, then perhaps generally.

But before he could take suitable action against Woolsen, that engaging young upstart, who was possessed of a high-power imagination and a gift of gab, had allied himself with such interested investors as Truman Leslie MacDonald, who saw here a heaven-sent opportunity of mulcting Cowperwood, and Jordan Jules, once the president of the North Chicago Gas Company, who had lost money through Cowperwood in the gas war. Two better instruments for goading a man whom they considered an enemy could not well be imagined  Truman Leslie with his dark, waspish, mistrustful, jealous eyes, and his slim, vital body; and Jordan Jules, short, rotund, sandy, a sickly crop of thin, oily, light hair growing down over his coat-collar, his forehead and crown glisteningly bald, his eyes a seeking, searching, revengeful blue. They in turn brought in Samuel Blackman, once president of the South Side Gas Company; Sunderland Sledd, of local railroad management and stock-investment fame; and Norrie Simms, president of the Douglas Trust Company, who, however, was little more than a fiscal agent. The general feeling was that Cowperwoods defensive tactics  which consisted in having the city council refuse to act  could be easily met.

Well, I think we can soon fix that, exclaimed young MacDonald, one morning at a meeting. We ought to be able to smoke them out. A little publicity will do it.

He appealed to his father, the editor of the Inquirer, but the latter refused to act for the time being, seeing that his son was interested. MacDonald, enraged at the do-nothing attitude of the council, invaded that body and demanded of Alderman Dowling, still leader, why this matter of the Chicago general ordinances was still lying unconsidered. Mr. Dowling, a large, mushy, placid man with blue eyes, an iron frame, and a beefy smile, vouchsafed the information that, although he was chairman of the committee on streets and alleys, he knew nothing about it. I havent been payin much attention to things lately, he replied.

Mr. MacDonald went to see the remaining members of this same committee. They were non-committal. They would have to look into the matter. Somebody claimed that there was a flaw in the petitions.

Evidently there was crooked work here somewhere. Cowperwood was to blame, no doubt. MacDonald conferred with Blackman and Jordan Jules, and it was determined that the council should be harried into doing its duty. This was a legitimate enterprise. A new and better system of traction was being kept out of the city. Schryhart, since he was offered an interest, and since there was considerable chance of his being able to dominate the new enterprise, agreed that the ordinances ought to be acted upon. In consequence there was a renewed hubbub in the newspapers.

It was pointed out through Schryharts Chronicle, through Hyssops and Merrills papers, and through the Inquirer that such a situation was intolerable. If the dominant party, at the behest of so sinister an influence as Cowperwood, was to tie up all outside traction legislation, there could be but one thing left  an appeal to the voters of the city to turn the rascals out. No party could survive such a record of political trickery and financial jugglery. McKenty, Dowling, Cowperwood, and others were characterized as unreasonable obstructionists and debasing influences. But Cowperwood merely smiled. These were the caterwaulings of the enemy. Later, when young MacDonald threatened to bring legal action to compel the council to do its duty, Cowperwood and his associates were not so cheerful. A mandamus proceeding, however futile, would give the newspapers great opportunity for chatter; moreover, a city election was drawing near. However, McKenty and Cowperwood were by no means helpless. They had offices, jobs, funds, a well-organized party system, the saloons, the dives, and those dark chambers where at late hours ballot-boxes are incontinently stuffed.

Did Cowperwood share personally in all this? Not at all. Or McKenty? No. In good tweed and fine linen they frequently conferred in the offices of the Chicago Trust Company, the presidents office of the North Chicago Street Railway System, and Mr. Cowperwoods library. No dark scenes were ever enacted there. But just the same, when the time came, the Schryhart-Simms-MacDonald editorial combination did not win. Mr. McKentys party had the votes. A number of the most flagrantly debauched aldermen, it is true, were defeated; but what is an alderman here and there? The newly elected ones, even in the face of pre-election promises and vows, could be easily suborned or convinced. So the anti-Cowperwood element was just where it was before; but the feeling against him was much stronger, and considerable sentiment generated in the public at large that there was something wrong with the Cowperwood method of street-railway control.


Chapter XXXI

Untoward Disclosures

Coincident with these public disturbances and of subsequent hearing upon them was the discovery by Editor Haguenin of Cowperwoods relationship with Cecily. It came about not through Aileen, who was no longer willing to fight Cowperwood in this matter, but through Haguenins lady society editor, who, hearing rumors in the social world, springing from heaven knows where, and being beholden to Haguenin for many favors, had carried the matter to him in a very direct way. Haguenin, a man of insufficient worldliness in spite of his journalistic profession, scarcely believed it. Cowperwood was so suave, so commercial. He had heard many things concerning him  his past  but Cowperwoods present state in Chicago was such, it seemed to him, as to preclude petty affairs of this kind. Still, the name of his daughter being involved, he took the matter up with Cecily, who under pressure confessed. She made the usual plea that she was of age, and that she wished to live her own life  logic which she had gathered largely from Cowperwoods attitude. Haguenin did nothing about it at first, thinking to send Cecily off to an aunt in Nebraska; but, finding her intractable, and fearing some counter-advice or reprisal on the part of Cowperwood, who, by the way, had indorsed paper to the extent of one hundred thousand dollars for him, he decided to discuss matters first. It meant a cessation of relations and some inconvenient financial readjustments; but it had to be. He was just on the point of calling on Cowperwood when the latter, unaware as yet of the latest development in regard to Cecily, and having some variation of his council programme to discuss with Haguenin, asked him over the phone to lunch. Haguenin was much surprised, but in a way relieved. I am busy, he said, very heavily, but cannot you come to the office some time to-day? There is something I would like to see you about.

Cowperwood, imagining that there was some editorial or local political development on foot which might be of interest to him, made an appointment for shortly after four. He drove to the publishers office in the Press Building, and was greeted by a grave and almost despondent man.

Mr. Cowperwood, began Haguenin, when the financier entered, smart and trig, his usual air of genial sufficiency written all over him, I have known you now for something like fourteen years, and during this time I have shown you nothing but courtesy and good will. It is true that quite recently you have done me various financial favors, but that was more due, I thought, to the sincere friendship you bore me than to anything else. Quite accidentally I have learned of the relationship that exists between you and my daughter. I have recently spoken to her, and she admitted all that I need to know. Common decency, it seems to me, might have suggested to you that you leave my child out of the list of women you have degraded. Since it has not, I merely wish to say to you  and Mr. Haguenins face was very tense and white that the relationship between you and me is ended. The one hundred thousand dollars you have indorsed for me will be arranged for otherwise as soon as possible, and I hope you will return to me the stock of this paper that you hold as collateral. Another type of man, Mr. Cowperwood, might attempt to make you suffer in another way. I presume that you have no children of your own, or that if you have you lack the parental instinct; otherwise you could not have injured me in this fashion. I believe that you will live to see that this policy does not pay in Chicago or anywhere else.

Haguenin turned slowly on his heel toward his desk. Cowperwood, who had listened very patiently and very fixedly, without a tremor of an eyelash, merely said: There seems to be no common intellectual ground, Mr. Haguenin, upon which you and I can meet in this matter. You cannot understand my point of view. I could not possibly adopt yours. However, as you wish it, the stock will be returned to you upon receipt of my indorsements. I cannot say more than that.

He turned and walked unconcernedly out, thinking that it was too bad to lose the support of so respectable a man, but also that he could do without it. It was silly the way parents insisted on their daughters being something that they did not wish to be.

Haguenin stood by his desk after Cowperwood had gone, wondering where he should get one hundred thousand dollars quickly, and also what he should do to make his daughter see the error of her ways. It was an astonishing blow he had received, he thought, in the house of a friend. It occurred to him that Walter Melville Hyssop, who was succeeding mightily with his two papers, might come to his rescue, and that later he could repay him when the Press was more prosperous. He went out to his house in a quandary concerning life and chance; while Cowperwood went to the Chicago Trust Company to confer with Videra, and later out to his own home to consider how he should equalize this loss. The state and fate of Cecily Haguenin was not of so much importance as many other things on his mind at this time.

Far more serious were his cogitations with regard to a liaison he had recently ventured to establish with Mrs. Hosmer Hand, wife of an eminent investor and financier. Hand was a solid, phlegmatic, heavy-thinking person who had some years before lost his first wife, to whom he had been eminently faithful. After that, for a period of years he had been a lonely speculator, attending to his vast affairs; but finally because of his enormous wealth, his rather presentable appearance and social rank, he had been entrapped by much social attention on the part of a Mrs. Jessie Drew Barrett into marrying her daughter Caroline, a dashing skip of a girl who was clever, incisive, calculating, and intensely gay. Since she was socially ambitious, and without much heart, the thought of Hands millions, and how advantageous would be her situation in case he should die, had enabled her to overlook quite easily his heavy, unyouthful appearance and to see him in the light of a lover. There was criticism, of course. Hand was considered a victim, and Caroline and her mother designing minxes and cats; but since the wealthy financier was truly ensnared it behooved friends and future satellites to be courteous, and so they were. The wedding was very well attended. Mrs. Hand began to give house-parties, teas, musicales, and receptions on a lavish scale.

Cowperwood never met either her or her husband until he was well launched on his street-car programme. Needing two hundred and fifty thousand dollars in a hurry, and finding the Chicago Trust Company, the Lake City Bank, and other institutions heavily loaded with his securities, he turned in a moment of inspirational thought to Hand. Cowperwood was always a great borrower. His paper was out in large quantities. He introduced himself frequently to powerful men in this way, taking long or short loans at high or low rates of interest, as the case might be, and sometimes finding some one whom he could work with or use. In the case of Hand, though the latter was ostensibly of the enemies camp  the Schryhart-Union-Gas-Douglas-Trust-Company crowd  nevertheless Cowperwood had no hesitation in going to him. He wished to overcome or forestall any unfavorable impression. Though Hand, a solemn man of shrewd but honest nature, had heard a number of unfavorable rumors, he was inclined to be fair and think the best. Perhaps Cowperwood was merely the victim of envious rivals.

When the latter first called on him at his office in the Rookery Building, he was most cordial. Come in, Mr. Cowperwood, he said. I have heard a great deal about you from one person and another  mostly from the newspapers. What can I do for you?

Cowperwood exhibited five hundred thousand dollars worth of West Chicago Street Railway stock. I want to know if I can get two hundred and fifty thousand dollars on those by to-morrow morning.

Hand, a placid man, looked at the securities peacefully. Whats the matter with your own bank? He was referring to the Chicago Trust Company. Cant it take care of them for you?

Loaded up with other things just now, smiled Cowperwood, ingratiatingly.

Well, if I can believe all the papers say, youre going to wreck these roads or Chicago or yourself; but I dont live by the papers. How long would you want it for?

Six months, perhaps. A year, if you choose.

Hand turned over the securities, eying their gold seals. Five hundred thousand dollars worth of six per cent. West Chicago preferred, he commented. Are you earning six per cent.?

Were earning eight right now. Youll live to see the day when these shares will sell at two hundred dollars and pay twelve per cent. at that.

And youve quadrupled the issue of the old company? Well, Chicagos growing. Leave them here until to-morrow or bring them back. Send over or call me, and Ill tell you.

They talked for a little while on street-railway and corporation matters. Hand wanted to know something concerning West Chicago land  a region adjoining Ravenswood. Cowperwood gave him his best advice.

The next day he phoned, and the stocks, so Hand informed him, were available. He would send a check over. So thus a tentative friendship began, and it lasted until the relationship between Cowperwood and Mrs. Hand was consummated and discovered.

In Caroline Barrett, as she occasionally preferred to sign herself, Cowperwood encountered a woman who was as restless and fickle as himself, but not so shrewd. Socially ambitious, she was anything but socially conventional, and she did not care for Hand. Once married, she had planned to repay herself in part by a very gay existence. The affair between her and Cowperwood had begun at a dinner at the magnificent residence of Hand on the North Shore Drive overlooking the lake. Cowperwood had gone to talk over with her husband various Chicago matters. Mrs. Hand was excited by his risque reputation. A little woman in stature, with intensely white teeth, red lips which she did not hesitate to rouge on occasion, brown hair, and small brown eyes which had a gay, searching, defiant twinkle in them, she did her best to be interesting, clever, witty, and she was.

I know Frank Cowperwood by reputation, anyhow, she exclaimed, holding out a small, white, jeweled hand, the nails of which at their juncture with the flesh were tinged with henna, and the palms of which were slightly rouged. Her eyes blazed, and her teeth gleamed. One can scarcely read of anything else in the Chicago papers.

Cowperwood returned his most winning beam. Im delighted to meet you, Mrs. Hand. I have read of you, too. But I hope you dont believe all the papers say about me.

And if I did it wouldnt hurt you in my estimation. To do is to be talked about in these days.

Cowperwood, because of his desire to employ the services of Hand, was at his best. He kept the conversation within conventional lines; but all the while he was exchanging secret, unobserved smiles with Mrs. Hand, whom he realized at once had married Hand for his money, and was bent, under a somewhat jealous espionage, to have a good time anyhow. There is a kind of eagerness that goes with those who are watched and wish to escape that gives them a gay, electric awareness and sparkle in the presence of an opportunity for release. Mrs. Hand had this. Cowperwood, a past master in this matter of femininity, studied her hands, her hair, her eyes, her smile. After some contemplation he decided, other things being equal, that Mrs. Hand would do, and that he could be interested if she were very much interested in him. Her telling eyes and smiles, the heightened color of her cheeks indicated after a time that she was.

Meeting him on the street one day not long after they had first met, she told him that she was going for a visit to friends at Oconomowoc, in Wisconsin.

I dont suppose you ever get up that far north in summer, do you? she asked, with an air, and smiled.

I never have, he replied; but theres no telling what I might do if I were bantered. I suppose you ride and canoe?

Oh yes; and play tennis and golf, too.

But where would a mere idler like me stay?

Oh, there are several good hotels. Theres never any trouble about that. I suppose you ride yourself?

After a fashion, replied Cowperwood, who was an expert.

Witness then the casual encounter on horseback, early one Sunday morning in the painted hills of Wisconsin, of Frank Algernon Cowperwood and Caroline Hand. A jaunty, racing canter, side by side; idle talk concerning people, scenery, conveniences; his usual direct suggestions and love-making, and then, subsequently  

The day of reckoning, if such it might be called, came later.

Caroline Hand was, perhaps, unduly reckless. She admired Cowperwood greatly without really loving him. He found her interesting, principally because she was young, debonair, sufficient  a new type. They met in Chicago after a time instead of in Wisconsin, then in Detroit (where she had friends), then in Rockford, where a sister had gone to live. It was easy for him with his time and means. Finally, Duane Kingsland, wholesale flour merchant, religious, moral, conventional, who knew Cowperwood and his repute, encountered Mrs. Hand and Cowperwood first near Oconomowoc one summers day, and later in Randolph Street, near Cowperwoods bachelor rooms. Being the man that he was and knowing old Hand well, he thought it was his duty to ask the latter if his wife knew Cowperwood intimately. There was an explosion in the Hand home. Mrs. Hand, when confronted by her husband, denied, of course, that there was anything wrong between her and Cowperwood. Her elderly husband, from a certain telltale excitement and resentment in her manner, did not believe this. He thought once of confronting Cowperwood; but, being heavy and practical, he finally decided to sever all business relationships with him and fight him in other ways. Mrs. Hand was watched very closely, and a suborned maid discovered an old note she had written to Cowperwood. An attempt to persuade her to leave for Europe  as old Butler had once attempted to send Aileen years before  raised a storm of protest, but she went. Hand, from being neutral if not friendly, became quite the most dangerous and forceful of all Cowperwoods Chicago enemies. He was a powerful man. His wrath was boundless. He looked upon Cowperwood now as a dark and dangerous man  one of whom Chicago would be well rid.


Chapter XXXII

A Supper Party

Since the days in which Aileen had been left more or less lonely by Cowperwood, however, no two individuals had been more faithful in their attentions than Taylor Lord and Kent McKibben. Both were fond of her in a general way, finding her interesting physically and temperamentally; but, being beholden to the magnate for many favors, they were exceedingly circumspect in their attitude toward her, particularly during those early years in which they knew that Cowperwood was intensely devoted to her. Later they were not so careful.

It was during this latter period that Aileen came gradually, through the agency of these two men, to share in a form of mid-world life that was not utterly dull. In every large city there is a kind of social half world, where artists and the more adventurous of the socially unconventional and restless meet for an exchange of things which cannot be counted mere social form and civility. It is the age-old world of Bohemia. Hither resort those accidentals of fancy that make the stage, the drawing-room, and all the schools of artistic endeavor interesting or peculiar. In a number of studios in Chicago such as those of Lane Cross and Rhees Crier, such little circles were to be found. Rhees Crier, for instance, a purely parlor artist, with all the airs, conventions, and social adaptability of the tribe, had quite a following. Here and to several other places by turns Taylor Lord and Kent McKibben conducted Aileen, both asking and obtaining permission to be civil to her when Cowperwood was away.

Among the friends of these two at this time was a certain Polk Lynde, an interesting society figure, whose father owned an immense reaper works, and whose time was spent in idling, racing, gambling, socializing  anything, in short, that it came into his head to do. He was tall, dark, athletic, straight, muscular, with a small dark mustache, dark, black-brown eyes, kinky black hair, and a fine, almost military carriage  which he clothed always to the best advantage. A clever philanderer, it was quite his pride that he did not boast of his conquests. One look at him, however, by the initiated, and the story was told. Aileen first saw him on a visit to the studio of Rhees Grier. Being introduced to him very casually on this occasion, she was nevertheless clearly conscious that she was encountering a fascinating man, and that he was fixing her with a warm, avid eye. For the moment she recoiled from him as being a little too brazen in his stare, and yet she admired the general appearance of him. He was of that smart world that she admired so much, and from which now apparently she was hopelessly debarred. That trig, bold air of his realized for her at last the type of man, outside of Cowperwood, whom she would prefer within limits to admire her. If she were going to be bad, as she would have phrased it to herself, she would be bad with a man such as he. He would be winsome and coaxing, but at the same time strong, direct, deliciously brutal, like her Frank. He had, too, what Cowperwood could not have, a certain social air or swagger which came with idleness, much loafing, a sense of social superiority and security  a devil-may-care insouciance which recks little of other peoples will or whims.

When she next saw him, which was several weeks later at an affair of the Courtney Tabors, friends of Lords, he exclaimed:

Oh yes. By George! Youre the Mrs. Cowperwood I met several weeks ago at Rhees Griers studio. Ive not forgotten you. Ive seen you in my eye all over Chicago. Taylor Lord introduced me to you. Say, but youre a beautiful woman!

He leaned ingratiatingly, whimsically, admiringly near.

Aileen realized that for so early in the afternoon, and considering the crowd, he was curiously enthusiastic. The truth was that because of some rounds he had made elsewhere he was verging toward too much liquor. His eye was alight, his color coppery, his air swagger, devil-may-care, bacchanal. This made her a little cautious; but she rather liked his brown, hard face, handsome mouth, and crisp Jovian curls. His compliment was not utterly improper; but she nevertheless attempted coyly to avoid him.

Come, Polk, heres an old friend of yours over here  Sadie Boutwell  she wants to meet you again, some one observed, catching him by the arm.

No, you dont, he exclaimed, genially, and yet at the same time a little resentfully  the kind of disjointed resentment a man who has had the least bit too much is apt to feel on being interrupted. Im not going to walk all over Chicago thinking of a woman Ive seen somewhere only to be carried away the first time I do meet her. Im going to talk to her first.

Aileen laughed. Its charming of you, but we can meet again, perhaps. Besides, theres some one here  Lord was tactfully directing her attention to another woman. Rhees Grier and McKibben, who were present also, came to her assistance. In the hubbub that ensued Aileen was temporarily extricated and Lynde tactfully steered out of her way. But they had met again, and it was not to be the last time. Subsequent to this second meeting, Lynde thought the matter over quite calmly, and decided that he must make a definite effort to become more intimate with Aileen. Though she was not as young as some others, she suited his present mood exactly. She was rich physically  voluptuous and sentient. She was not of his world precisely, but what of it? She was the wife of an eminent financier, who had been in society once, and she herself had a dramatic record. He was sure of that. He could win her if he wanted to. It would be easy, knowing her as he did, and knowing what he did about her.

So not long after, Lynde ventured to invite her, with Lord, McKibben, Mr. and Mrs. Rhees Grier, and a young girl friend of Mrs. Grier who was rather attractive, a Miss Chrystobel Lanman, to a theater and supper party. The programme was to hear a reigning farce at Hooleys, then to sup at the Richelieu, and finally to visit a certain exclusive gambling-parlor which then flourished on the South Side  the resort of actors, society gamblers, and the like  where roulette, trente-et-quarante, baccarat, and the honest game of poker, to say nothing of various other games of chance, could be played amid exceedingly recherche surroundings.

The party was gay, especially after the adjournment to the Richelieu, where special dishes of chicken, lobster, and a bucket of champagne were served. Later at the Alcott Club, as the gambling resort was known, Aileen, according to Lynde, was to be taught to play baccarat, poker, and any other game that she wished. You follow my advice, Mrs. Cowperwood, he observed, cheerfully, at dinner  being host, he had put her between himself and McKibben and Ill show you how to get your money back anyhow. Thats more than some others can do, he added, spiritedly, recalling by a look a recent occasion when he and McKibben, being out with friends, the latter had advised liberally and had seen his advice go wrong.

Have you been gambling, Kent? asked Aileen, archly, turning to her long-time social mentor and friend.

No, I can honestly say I havent, replied McKibben, with a bland smile. I may have thought I was gambling, but I admit I dont know how. Now Polk, here, wins all the time, dont you, Polk? Just follow him.

A wry smile spread over Lyndes face at this, for it was on record in certain circles that he had lost as much as ten and even fifteen thousand in an evening. He also had a record of winning twenty-five thousand once at baccarat at an all-night and all-day sitting, and then losing it.

Lynde all through the evening had been casting hard, meaning glances into Aileens eyes. She could not avoid this, and she did not feel that she wanted to. He was so charming. He was talking to her half the time at the theater, without apparently addressing or even seeing her. Aileen knew well enough what was in his mind. At times, quite as in those days when she had first met Cowperwood, she felt an unwilled titillation in her blood. Her eyes brightened. It was just possible that she could come to love a man like this, although it would be hard. It would serve Cowperwood right for neglecting her. Yet even now the shadow of Cowperwood was over her, but also the desire for love and a full sex life.

In the gambling-rooms was gathered an interested and fairly smart throng  actors, actresses, clubmen, one or two very emancipated women of the high local social world, and a number of more or less gentlemanly young gamblers. Both Lord and McKibben began suggesting column numbers for first plays to their proteges, while Lynde leaned caressingly over Aileens powdered shoulders. Let me put this on quatre premier for you, he suggested, throwing down a twenty-dollar gold piece.

Oh, but let it be my money, complained Aileen. I want to play with my money. I wont feel that its mine if I dont.

Very well, but you cant just now. You cant play with bills. She was extracting a crisp roll from her purse. Ill have to exchange them later for you for gold. You can pay me then. Hes going to call now, anyhow. There you are. Hes done it. Wait a moment. You may win. And he paused to study the little ball as it circled round and round above the receiving pockets.

Let me see. How much do I get if I win quatre premier? She was trying to recall her experiences abroad.

Ten for one, replied Lynde; but you didnt get it. Lets try it once more for luck. It comes up every so often  once in ten or twelve. Ive made it often on a first play. How long has it been since the last quatre premier? he asked of a neighbor whom he recognized.

Seven, I think, Polk. Six or seven. Hows tricks?

Oh, so so. He turned again to Aileen. It ought to come up now soon. I always make it a rule to double my plays each time. It gets you back all youve lost, some time or other. He put down two twenties.

Goodness, she exclaimed, that will be two hundred! I had forgotten that.

Just then the call came for all placements to cease, and Aileen directed her attention to the ball. It circled and circled in its dizzy way and then suddenly dropped.

Lost again, commented Lynde. Well, now well make it eighty, and he threw down four twenties. Just for luck well put something on thirty-six, and thirteen, and nine. With an easy air he laid one hundred dollars in gold on each number.

Aileen liked his manner. This was like Frank. Lynde had the cool spirit of a plunger. His father, recognizing his temperament, had set over a large fixed sum to be paid to him annually. She recognized, as in Cowperwood, the spirit of adventure, only working out in another way. Lynde was perhaps destined to come to some startlingly reckless end, but what of it? He was a gentleman. His position in life was secure. That had always been Aileens sad, secret thought. Hers had not been and might never be now.

Oh, Im getting foozled already, she exclaimed, gaily reverting to a girlhood habit of clapping her hands. How much will I win if I win? The gesture attracted attention even as the ball fell.

By George, you have it! exclaimed Lynde, who was watching the croupier. Eight hundred, two hundred, two hundred  he was counting to himself but we lose thirteen. Very good, that makes us nearly one thousand ahead, counting out what we put down. Rather nice for a beginning, dont you think? Now, if youll take my advice youll not play quatre premier any more for a while. Suppose you double a thirteen  you lost on that  and play Batess formula. Ill show you what that is.

Already, because he was known to be a plunger, Lynde was gathering a few spectators behind him, and Aileen, fascinated, and not knowing these mysteries of chance, was content to watch him. At one stage of the playing Lynde leaned over and, seeing her smile, whispered:

What adorable hair and eyes you have! You glow like a great rose. You have a radiance that is wonderful.

Oh, Mr. Lynde! How you talk! Does gambling always affect you this way?

No, you do. Always, apparently! And he stared hard into her upturned eyes. Still playing ostensibly for Aileens benefit, he now doubled the cash deposit on his system, laying down a thousand in gold. Aileen urged him to play for himself and let her watch. Ill just put a little money on these odd numbers here and there, and you play any system you want. How will that do?

No, not at all, he replied, feelingly. Youre my luck. I play with you. You keep the gold for me. Ill make you a fine present if I win. The losses are mine.

Just as you like. I dont know really enough about it to play. But I surely get the nice present if you win?

You do, win or lose, he murmured. And now you put the money on the numbers I call. Twenty on seven. Eighty on thirteen. Eighty on thirty. Twenty on nine. Fifty on twenty-four. He was following a system of his own, and in obedience Aileens white, plump arm reached here and there while the spectators paused, realizing that heavier playing was being done by this pair than by any one else. Lynde was plunging for effect. He lost a thousand and fifty dollars at one clip.

Oh, all that good money! exclaimed Aileen, mock-pathetically, as the croupier raked it in.

Never mind, well get it back, exclaimed Lynde, throwing two one-thousand-dollar bills to the cashier. Give me gold for those.

The man gave him a double handful, which he put down between Aileens white arms.

One hundred on two. One hundred on four. One hundred on six. One hundred on eight.

The pieces were five-dollar gold pieces, and Aileen quickly built up the little yellow stacks and shoved them in place. Again the other players stopped and began to watch the odd pair. Aileens red-gold head, and pink cheeks, and swimming eyes, her body swathed in silks and rich laces; and Lynde, erect, his shirt bosom snowy white, his face dark, almost coppery, his eyes and hair black  they were indeed a strikingly assorted pair.

Whats this? Whats this? asked Grier, coming up. Whos plunging? You, Mrs. Cowperwood?

Not plunging, replied Lynde, indifferently. Were merely working out a formula  Mrs. Cowperwood and I. Were doing it together.

Aileen smiled. She was in her element at last. She was beginning to shine. She was attracting attention.

One hundred on twelve. One hundred on eighteen. One hundred on twenty-six.

Good heavens, what are you up to, Lynde? exclaimed Lord, leaving Mrs. Rhees and coming over. She followed. Strangers also were gathering. The business of the place was at its topmost toss  it being two oclock in the morning  and the rooms were full.

How interesting! observed Miss Lanman, at the other end of the table, pausing in her playing and staring. McKibben, who was beside her, also paused. Theyre plunging. Do look at all the money! Goodness, isnt she daring-looking  and he? Aileens shining arm was moving deftly, showily about.

Look at the bills hes breaking! Lynde was taking out a thick layer of fresh, yellow bills which he was exchanging for gold. They make a striking pair, dont they?

The board was now practically covered with Lyndes gold in quaint little stacks. He had followed a system called Mazarin, which should give him five for one, and possibly break the bank. Quite a crowd swarmed about the table, their faces glowing in the artificial light. The exclamation plunging! plunging! was to be heard whispered here and there. Lynde was delightfully cool and straight. His lithe body was quite erect, his eyes reflective, his teeth set over an unlighted cigarette. Aileen was excited as a child, delighted to be once more the center of comment. Lord looked at her with sympathetic eyes. He liked her. Well, let her he amused. It was good for her now and then; but Lynde was a fool to make a show of himself and risk so much money.

Table closed! called the croupier, and instantly the little ball began to spin. All eyes followed it. Round and round it went  Aileen as keen an observer as any. Her face was flushed, her eyes bright.

If we lose this, said Lynde, we will make one more bet double, and then if we dont win that well quit. He was already out nearly three thousand dollars.

Oh yes, indeed! Only I think we ought to quit now. Here goes two thousand if we dont win. Dont you think thats quite enough? I havent brought you much luck, have I?

You are luck, he whispered. All the luck I want. One more. Stand by me for one more try, will you? If we win Ill quit.

The little ball clicked even as she nodded, and the croupier, paying out on a few small stacks here and there, raked all the rest solemnly into the receiving orifice, while murmurs of sympathetic dissatisfaction went up here and there.

How much did they have on the board? asked Miss Lanman of McKibben, in surprise. It must have been a great deal, wasnt it?

Oh, two thousand dollars, perhaps. That isnt so high here, though. People do plunge for as much as eight or ten thousand. It all depends. McKibben was in a belittling, depreciating mood.

Oh yes, but not often, surely.

For the love of heavens, Polk! exclaimed Rhees Grier, coming up and plucking at his sleeve; if you want to give your money away give it to me. I can gather it in just as well as that croupier, and Ill go get a truck and haul it home, where it will do some good. Its perfectly terrible the way you are carrying on.

Lynde took his loss with equanimity. Now to double it, he observed, and get all our losses back, or go downstairs and have a rarebit and some champagne. What form of a present would please you best?  but never mind. I know a souvenir for this occasion.

He smiled and bought more gold. Aileen stacked it up showily, if a little repentantly. She did not quite approve of this  his plunging  and yet she did; she could not help sympathizing with the plunging spirit. In a few moments it was on the board  the same combination, the same stacks, only doubled  four thousand all told. The croupier called, the ball rolled and fell. Barring three hundred dollars returned, the bank took it all.

Well, now for a rarebit, exclaimed Lynde, easily, turning to Lord, who stood behind him smiling. You havent a match, have you? Weve had a run of bad luck, thats sure.

Lynde was secretly the least bit disgruntled, for if he had won he had intended to take a portion of the winnings and put it in a necklace or some other gewgaw for Aileen. Now he must pay for it. Yet there was some satisfaction in having made an impression as a calm and indifferent, though heavy loser. He gave Aileen his arm.

Well, my lady, he observed, we didnt win; but we had a little fun out of it, I hope? That combination, if it had come out, would have set us up handsomely. Better luck next time, eh?

He smiled genially.

Yes, but I was to have been your luck, and I wasnt, replied Aileen.

You are all the luck I want, if youre willing to be. Come to the Richelieu to-morrow with me for lunch  will you?

Let me see, replied Aileen, who, observing his ready and somewhat iron fervor, was doubtful. I cant do that, she said, finally, I have another engagement.

How about Tuesday, then?

Aileen, realizing of a sudden that she was making much of a situation that ought to be handled with a light hand, answered readily: Very well  Tuesday! Only call me up before. I may have to change my mind or the time. And she smiled good-naturedly.

After this Lynde had no opportunity to talk to Aileen privately; but in saying good night he ventured to press her arm suggestively. She suffered a peculiar nervous thrill from this, but decided curiously that she had brought it upon herself by her eagerness for life and revenge, and must make up her mind. Did she or did she not wish to go on with this? This was the question uppermost, and she felt that she must decide. However, as in most such cases, circumstances were to help decide for her, and, unquestionably, a portion of this truth was in her mind as she was shown gallantly to her door by Taylor Lord.


Chapter XXXIII

Mr. Lynde to the Rescue

The interested appearance of a man like Polk Lynde at this stage of Aileens affairs was a bit of fortuitous or gratuitous humor on the part of fate, which is involved with that subconscious chemistry of things of which as yet we know nothing. Here was Aileen brooding over her fate, meditating over her wrongs, as it were; and here was Polk Lynde, an interesting, forceful Lothario of the city, who was perhaps as well suited to her moods and her tastes at this time as any male outside of Cowperwood could be.

In many respects Lynde was a charming man. He was comparatively young  not more than Aileens own age  schooled, if not educated, at one of the best American colleges, of excellent taste in the matter of clothes, friends, and the details of living with which he chose to surround himself, but at heart a rake. He loved, and had from his youth up, to gamble. He was in one phase of the word a HARD and yet by no means a self-destructive drinker, for he had an iron constitution and could consume spirituous waters with the minimum of ill effect. He had what Gibbon was wont to call the most amiable of our vices, a passion for women, and he cared no more for the cool, patient, almost penitent methods by which his father had built up the immense reaper business, of which he was supposedly the heir, than he cared for the mysteries or sacred rights of the Chaldees. He realized that the business itself was a splendid thing. He liked on occasion to think of it with all its extent of ground-space, plain red-brick buildings, tall stacks and yelling whistles; but he liked in no way to have anything to do with the rather commonplace routine of its manipulation.

The principal difficulty with Aileen under these circumstances, of course, was her intense vanity and self-consciousness. Never was there a vainer or more sex-troubled woman. Why, she asked herself, should she sit here in loneliness day after day, brooding about Cowperwood, eating her heart out, while he was flitting about gathering the sweets of life elsewhere? Why should she not offer her continued charms as a solace and a delight to other men who would appreciate them? Would not such a policy have all the essentials of justice in it? Yet even now, so precious had Cowperwood been to her hitherto, and so wonderful, that she was scarcely able to think of serious disloyalty. He was so charming when he was nice  so splendid. When Lynde sought to hold her to the proposed luncheon engagement she at first declined. And there, under slightly differing conditions, the matter might easily have stood. But it so happened that just at this time Aileen was being almost daily harassed by additional evidence and reminders of Cowperwoods infidelity.

For instance, going one day to call on the Haguenins  for she was perfectly willing to keep up the pretense of amity in so long as they had not found out the truth  she was informed that Mrs. Haguenin was not at home. Shortly thereafter the Press, which had always been favorable to Cowperwood, and which Aileen regularly read because of its friendly comment, suddenly veered and began to attack him. There were solemn suggestions at first that his policy and intentions might not be in accord with the best interests of the city. A little later Haguenin printed editorials which referred to Cowperwood as the wrecker, the Philadelphia adventurer, a conscienceless promoter, and the like. Aileen guessed instantly what the trouble was, but she was too disturbed as to her own position to make any comment. She could not resolve the threats and menaces of Cowperwoods envious world any more than she could see her way through her own grim difficulties.

One day, in scanning the columns of that faithful chronicle of Chicago social doings, the Chicago Saturday Review, she came across an item which served as a final blow. For some time in high social circles, the paragraph ran, speculation has been rife as to the amours and liaisons of a certain individual of great wealth and pseudo social prominence, who once made a serious attempt to enter Chicago society. It is not necessary to name the man, for all who are acquainted with recent events in Chicago will know who is meant. The latest rumor to affect his already nefarious reputation relates to two women  one the daughter, and the other the wife, of men of repute and standing in the community. In these latest instances it is more than likely that he has arrayed influences of the greatest importance socially and financially against himself, for the husband in the one case and the father in the other are men of weight and authority. The suggestion has more than once been made that Chicago should and eventually would not tolerate his bucaneering methods in finance and social matters; but thus far no definite action has been taken to cast him out. The crowning wonder of all is that the wife, who was brought here from the East, and who  so rumor has it  made a rather scandalous sacrifice of her own reputation and another womans heart and home in order to obtain the privilege of living with him, should continue so to do.

Aileen understood perfectly what was meant. The father of the so-called one was probably Haguenin or Cochrane, more than likely Haguenin. The husband of the other  but who was the husband of the other? She had not heard of any scandal with the wife of anybody. It could not be the case of Rita Sohlberg and her husband  that was too far back. It must be some new affair of which she had not the least inkling, and so she sat and reflected. Now, she told herself, if she received another invitation from Lynde she would accept it.

It was only a few days later that Aileen and Lynde met in the gold-room of the Richelieu. Strange to relate, for one determined to be indifferent she had spent much time in making a fetching toilet. It being February and chill with glittering snow on the ground, she had chosen a dark-green broadcloth gown, quite new, with lapis-lazuli buttons that worked a Y pattern across her bosom, a seal turban with an emerald plume which complemented a sealskin jacket with immense wrought silver buttons, and bronze shoes. To perfect it all, Aileen had fastened lapis-lazuli ear-rings of a small flower-form in her ears, and wore a plain, heavy gold bracelet. Lynde came up with a look of keen approval written on his handsome brown face. Will you let me tell you how nice you look? he said, sinking into the chair opposite. You show beautiful taste in choosing the right colors. Your ear-rings go so well with your hair.

Although Aileen feared because of his desperateness, she was caught by his sleek force  that air of iron strength under a parlor mask. His long, brown, artistic hands, hard and muscular, indicated an idle force that might be used in many ways. They harmonized with his teeth and chin.

So you came, didnt you? he went on, looking at her steadily, while she fronted his gaze boldly for a moment, only to look evasively down.

He still studied her carefully, looking at her chin and mouth and piquant nose. In her colorful cheeks and strong arms and shoulders, indicated by her well-tailored suit, he recognized the human vigor he most craved in a woman. By way of diversion he ordered an old-fashioned whisky cocktail, urging her to join him. Finding her obdurate, he drew from his pocket a little box.

We agreed when we played the other night on a memento, didnt we? he said. A sort of souvenir? Guess?

Aileen looked at it a little nonplussed, recognizing the contents of the box to be jewelry. Oh, you shouldnt have done that, she protested. The understanding was that we were to win. You lost, and that ended the bargain. I should have shared the losses. I havent forgiven you for that yet, you know.

How ungallant that would make me! he said, smilingly, as he trifled with the long, thin, lacquered case. You wouldnt want to make me ungallant, would you? Be a good fellow  a good sport, as they say. Guess, and its yours.

Aileen pursed her lips at this ardent entreaty.

Oh, I dont mind guessing, she commented, superiorly, though I shant take it. It might be a pin, it might be a set of ear-rings, it might be a bracelet

He made no comment, but opened it, revealing a necklace of gold wrought into the form of a grape-vine of the most curious workmanship, with a cluster of leaves artistically carved and arranged as a breastpiece, the center of them formed by a black opal, which shone with an enticing luster. Lynde knew well enough that Aileen was familiar with many jewels, and that only one of ornate construction and value would appeal to her sense of what was becoming to her. He watched her face closely while she studied the details of the necklace.

Isnt it exquisite! she commented. What a lovely opal  what an odd design. She went over the separate leaves. You shouldnt be so foolish. I couldnt take it. I have too many things as it is, and besides She was thinking of what she would say if Cowperwood chanced to ask her where she got it. He was so intuitive.

And besides? he queried.

Nothing, she replied, except that I mustnt take it, really. Wont you take it as a souvenir even if  our agreement, you know.

Even if what? she queried.

Even if nothing else comes of it. A memento, then  truly  you know.

He laid hold of her fingers with his cool, vigorous ones. A year before, even six months, Aileen would have released her hand smilingly. Now she hesitated. Why should she be so squeamish with other men when Cowperwood was so unkind to her?

Tell me something, Lynde asked, noting the doubt and holding her fingers gently but firmly, do you care for me at all?

I like you, yes. I cant say that it is anything more than that.

She flushed, though, in spite of herself.

He merely gazed at her with his hard, burning eyes. The materiality that accompanies romance in so many temperaments awakened in her, and quite put Cowperwood out of her mind for the moment. It was an astonishing and revolutionary experience for her. She quite burned in reply, and Lynde smiled sweetly, encouragingly.

Why wont you be friends with me, my sweetheart? I know youre not happy  I can see that. Neither am I. I have a wreckless, wretched disposition that gets me into all sorts of hell. I need some one to care for me. Why wont you? Youre just my sort. I feel it. Do you love him so much  he was referring to Cowperwood that you cant love any one else?

Oh, him! retorted Aileen, irritably, almost disloyally. He doesnt care for me any more. He wouldnt mind. It isnt him.

Well, then, what is it? Why wont you? Am I not interesting enough? Dont you like me? Dont you feel that Im really suited to you? His hand sought hers softly.

Aileen accepted the caress.

Oh, it isnt that, she replied, feelingly, running back in her mind over her long career with Cowperwood, his former love, his keen protestations. She had expected to make so much out of her life with him, and here she was sitting in a public restaurant flirting with and extracting sympathy from a comparative stranger. It cut her to the quick for the moment and sealed her lips. Hot, unbidden tears welled to her eyes.

Lynde saw them. He was really very sorry for her, though her beauty made him wish to take advantage of her distress. Why should you cry, dearest? he asked, softly, looking at her flushed cheeks and colorful eyes. You have beauty; you are young; youre lovely. Hes not the only man in the world. Why should you be faithful when he isnt faithful to you? This Hand affair is all over town. When you meet some one that really would care for you, why shouldnt you? If he doesnt want you, there are others.

At the mention of the Hand affair Aileen straightened up. The Hand affair? she asked, curiously. What is that?

Dont you know? he replied, a little surprised. I thought you did, or I certainly wouldnt have mentioned it.

Oh, I know about what it is, replied Aileen, wisely, and with a touch of sardonic humor. There have been so many or the same kind. I suppose it must be the case the Chicago Review was referring to  the wife of the prominent financier. Has he been trifling with Mrs. Hand?

Something like that, replied Lynde. Im sorry that I spoke, though? really I am. I didnt mean to be carrying tales.

Soldiers in a common fight, eh? taunted Aileen, gaily.

Oh, not that, exactly. Please dont be mean. Im not so bad. Its just a principle with me. We all have our little foibles.

Yes, I know, replied Aileen; but her mind was running on Mrs. Hand. So she was the latest. Well, I admire his taste, anyway, in this case, she said, archly. There have been so many, though. She is just one more.

Lynde smiled. He himself admired Cowperwoods taste. Then he dropped the subject.

But lets forget that, he said. Please dont worry about him any more. You cant change that. Pull yourself together. He squeezed her fingers. Will you? he asked, lifting his eyebrows in inquiry.

Will I what? replied Aileen, meditatively.

Oh, you know. The necklace for one thing. Me, too. His eyes coaxed and laughed and pleaded.

Aileen smiled. Youre a bad boy, she said, evasively. This revelation in regard to Mrs. Hand had made her singularly retaliatory in spirit. Let me think. Dont ask me to take the necklace to-day. I couldnt. I couldnt wear it, anyhow. Let me see you another time. She moved her plump hand in an uncertain way, and he smoothed her wrist.

I wonder if you wouldnt like to go around to the studio of a friend of mine here in the tower? he asked, quite nonchalantly. He has such a charming collection of landscapes. Youre interested in pictures, I know. Your husband has some of the finest.

Instantly Aileen understood what was meant  quite by instinct. The alleged studio must be private bachelor quarters.

Not this afternoon, she replied, quite wrought up and disturbed. Not to-day. Another time. And I must be going now. But I will see you.

And this? he asked, picking up the necklace.

You keep it until I do come, she replied. I may take it then.

She relaxed a little, pleased that she was getting safely away; but her mood was anything but antagonistic, and her spirits were as shredded as wind-whipped clouds. It was time she wanted  a little time  that was all.


Chapter XXXIV

Enter Hosmer Hand

It is needless to say that the solemn rage of Hand, to say nothing of the pathetic anger of Haguenin, coupled with the wrath of Redmond Purdy, who related to all his sad story, and of young MacDonald and his associates of the Chicago General Company, constituted an atmosphere highly charged with possibilities and potent for dramatic results. The most serious element in this at present was Hosmer Hand, who, being exceedingly wealthy and a director in a number of the principal mercantile and financial institutions of the city, was in a position to do Cowperwood some real financial harm. Hand had been extremely fond of his young wife. Being a man of but few experiences with women, it astonished and enraged him that a man like Cowperwood should dare to venture on his preserves in this reckless way, should take his dignity so lightly. He burned now with a hot, slow fire of revenge.

Those who know anything concerning the financial world and its great adventures know how precious is that reputation for probity, solidarity, and conservatism on which so many of the successful enterprises of the world are based. If men are not absolutely honest themselves they at least wish for and have faith in the honesty of others. No set of men know more about each other, garner more carefully all the straws of rumor which may affect the financial and social well being of an individual one way or another, keep a tighter mouth concerning their own affairs and a sharper eye on that of their neighbors. Cowperwoods credit had hitherto been good because it was known that he had a soft thing in the Chicago street-railway field, that he paid his interest charges promptly, that he had organized the group of men who now, under him, controlled the Chicago Trust Company and the North and West Chicago Street Railways, and that the Lake City Bank, of which Addison was still president, considered his collateral sound. Nevertheless, even previous to this time there had been a protesting element in the shape of Schryhart, Simms, and others of considerable import in the Douglas Trust, who had lost no chance to say to one and all that Cowperwood was an interloper, and that his course was marked by political and social trickery and chicanery, if not by financial dishonesty. As a matter of fact, Schryhart, who had once been a director of the Lake City National along with Hand, Arneel, and others, had resigned and withdrawn all his deposits sometime before because he found, as he declared, that Addison was favoring Cowperwood and the Chicago Trust Company with loans, when there was no need of so doing  when it was not essentially advantageous for the bank so to do. Both Arneel and Hand, having at this time no personal quarrel with Cowperwood on any score, had considered this protest as biased. Addison had maintained that the loans were neither unduly large nor out of proportion to the general loans of the bank. The collateral offered was excellent. I dont want to quarrel with Schryhart, Addison had protested at the time; but I am afraid his charge is unfair. He is trying to vent a private grudge through the Lake National. That is not the way nor this the place to do it.

Both Hand and Arneel, sober men both, agreed with this  admiring Addison  and so the case stood. Schryhart, however, frequently intimated to them both that Cowperwood was merely building up the Chicago Trust Company at the expense of the Lake City National, in order to make the former strong enough to do without any aid, at which time Addison would resign and the Lake City would be allowed to shift for itself. Hand had never acted on this suggestion but he had thought.

It was not until the incidents relating to Cowperwood and Mrs. Hand had come to light that things financial and otherwise began to darken up. Hand, being greatly hurt in his pride, contemplated only severe reprisal. Meeting Schryhart at a directors meeting one day not long after his difficulty had come upon him, he remarked:

I thought a few years ago, Norman, when you talked to me about this man Cowperwood that you were merely jealous  a dissatisfied business rival. Recently a few things have come to my notice which cause me to think differently. It is very plain to me now that the man is thoroughly bad  from the crown of his head to the soles of his feet. Its a pity the city has to endure him.

So youre just beginning to find that out, are you, Hosmer? answered Schryhart. Well, Ill not say I told you so. Perhaps youll agree with me now that the responsible people of Chicago ought to do something about it.

Hand, a very heavy, taciturn man, merely looked at him. Ill be ready enough to do, he said, when I see how and whats to be done.

A little later Schryhart, meeting Duane Kingsland, learned the true source of Hands feeling against Cowperwood, and was not slow in transferring this titbit to Merrill, Simms, and others. Merrill, who, though Cowperwood had refused to extend his La Salle Street tunnel loop about State Street and his store, had hitherto always liked him after a fashion  remotely admired his courage and daring  was now appropriately shocked.

Why, Anson, observed Schryhart, the man is no good. He has the heart of a hyena and the friendliness of a scorpion. You heard how he treated Hand, didnt you?

No, replied Merrill, I didnt.

Well, its this way, so I hear. And Schryhart leaned over and confidentially communicated considerable information into Mr. Merrills left ear.

The latter raised his eyebrows. Indeed! he said.

And the way he came to meet her, added Schryhart, contemptuously, was this. He went to Hand originally to borrow two hundred and fifty thousand dollars on West Chicago Street Railway. Angry? The word is no name for it.

You dont say so, commented Merrill, dryly, though privately interested and fascinated, for Mrs. Hand had always seemed very attractive to him. I dont wonder.

He recalled that his own wife had recently insisted on inviting Cowperwood once.

Similarly Hand, meeting Arneel not so long afterward, confided to him that Cowperwood was trying to repudiate a sacred agreement. Arneel was grieved and surprised. It was enough for him to know that Hand had been seriously injured. Between the two of them they now decided to indicate to Addison, as president of the Lake City Bank, that all relations with Cowperwood and the Chicago Trust Company must cease. The result of this was, not long after, that Addison, very suave and gracious, agreed to give Cowperwood due warning that all his loans would have to be taken care of and then resigned  to become, seven months later, president of the Chicago Trust Company. This desertion created a great stir at the time, astonishing the very men who had suspected that it might come to pass. The papers were full of it.

Well, let him go, observed Arneel to Hand, sourly, on the day that Addison notified the board of directors of the Lake City of his contemplated resignation. If he wants to sever his connection with a bank like this to go with a man like that, its his own lookout. He may live to regret it.

It so happened that by now another election was pending Chicago, and Hand, along with Schryhart and Arneel  who joined their forces because of his friendship for Hand  decided to try to fight Cowperwood through this means.

Hosmer Hand, feeling that he had the burden of a great duty upon him, was not slow in acting. He was always, when aroused, a determined and able fighter. Needing an able lieutenant in the impending political conflict, he finally bethought himself of a man who had recently come to figure somewhat conspicuously in Chicago politics  one Patrick Gilgan, the same Patrick Gilgan of Cowperwoods old Hyde Park gas-war days. Mr. Gilgan was now a comparatively well-to-do man. Owing to a genial capacity for mixing with people, a close mouth, and absolutely no understanding of, and consequently no conscience in matters of large public import (in so far as they related to the so-called rights of the mass), he was a fit individual to succeed politically. His saloon was the finest in all Wentworth Avenue. It fairly glittered with the newly introduced incandescent lamp reflected in a perfect world of beveled and faceted mirrors. His ward, or district, was full of low, rain-beaten cottages crowded together along half-made streets; but Patrick Gilgan was now a state senator, slated for Congress at the next Congressional election, and a possible successor of the Hon. John J. McKenty as dictator of the city, if only the Republican party should come into power. (Hyde Park, before it had been annexed to the city, had always been Republican, and since then, although the larger city was normally Democratic, Gilgan could not conveniently change.) Hearing from the political discussion which preceded the election that Gilgan was by far the most powerful politician on the South Side, Hand sent for him. Personally, Hand had far less sympathy with the polite moralistic efforts of men like Haguenin, Hyssop, and others, who were content to preach morality and strive to win by the efforts of the unco good, than he had with the cold political logic of a man like Cowperwood himself. If Cowperwood could work through McKenty to such a powerful end, he, Hand, could find some one else who could be made as powerful as McKenty.

Mr. Gilgan, said Hand, when the Irishman came in, medium tall, beefy, with shrewd, twinkling gray eyes and hairy hands, you dont know me

I know of you well enough, smiled the Irishman, with a soft brogue. You dont need an introduction to talk to me.

Very good, replied Hand, extending his hand. I know of you, too. Then we can talk. Its the political situation here in Chicago Id like to discuss with you. Im not a politician myself, but I take some interest in whats going on. I want to know what you think will be the probable outcome of the present situation here in the city.

Gilgan, having no reason for laying his private political convictions bare to any one whose motive he did not know, merely replied: Oh, I think the Republicans may have a pretty good show. They have all but one or two of the papers with them, I see. I dont know much outside of what I read and hear people talk.

Mr. Hand knew that Gilgan was sparring, and was glad to find his man canny and calculating.

I havent asked you to come here just to be talking over politics in general, as you may imagine, Mr. Gilgan. I want to put a particular problem before you. Do you happen to know either Mr. McKenty or Mr. Cowperwood?

I never met either of them to talk to, replied Gilgan. I know Mr. McKenty by sight, and Ive seen Mr. Cowperwood once. He said no more.

Well, said Mr. Hand, suppose a group of influential men here in Chicago were to get together and guarantee sufficient funds for a city-wide campaign; now, if you had the complete support of the newspapers and the Republican organization in the bargain, could you organize the opposition here so that the Democratic party could be beaten this fall? Im not talking about the mayor merely and the principal city officers, but the council, too  the aldermen. I want to fix things so that the McKenty-Cowperwood crowd couldnt get an alderman or a city official to sell out, once they are elected. I want the Democratic party beaten so thoroughly that there wont be any question in anybodys mind as to the fact that it has been done. There will be plenty of money forthcoming if you can prove to me, or, rather, to the group of men I am thinking of, that the thing can be done.

Mr. Gilgan blinked his eyes solemnly. He rubbed his knees, put his thumbs in the armholes of his vest, took out a cigar, lit it, and gazed poetically at the ceiling. He was thinking very, very hard. Mr. Cowperwood and Mr. McKenty, as he knew, were very powerful men. He had always managed to down the McKenty opposition in his ward, and several others adjacent to it, and in the Eighteenth Senatorial District, which he represented. But to be called upon to defeat him in Chicago, that was different. Still, the thought of a large amount of cash to be distributed through him, and the chance of wresting the city leadership from McKenty by the aid of the so-called moral forces of the city, was very inspiring. Mr. Gilgan was a good politician. He loved to scheme and plot and make deals  as much for the fun of it as anything else. Just now he drew a solemn face, which, however, concealed a very light heart.

I have heard, went on Hand, that you have built up a strong organization in your ward and district.

Ive managed to hold me own, suggested Gilgan, archly. But this winning all over Chicago, he went on, after a moment, now, thats a pretty large order. There are thirty-one wards in Chicago this election, and all but eight of them are nominally Democratic. I know most of the men that are in them now, and some of them are pretty shrewd men, too. This man Dowling in council is nobodys fool, let me tell you that. Then theres Duvanicki and Ungerich and Tiernan and Kerrigan  all good men. He mentioned four of the most powerful and crooked aldermen in the city. You see, Mr. Hand, the way things are now the Democrats have the offices, and the small jobs to give out. That gives them plenty of political workers to begin with. Then they have the privilege of collecting money from those in office to help elect themselves. Thats another great privilege. He smiled. Then this man Cowperwood employs all of ten thousand men at present, and any ward boss thats favorable to him can send a man out of work to him and hell find a place for him. Thats a gre-a-eat help in building up a party following. Then theres the money a man like Cowperwood and others can contribute at election time. Say what you will, Mr. Hand, but its the two, and five, and ten dollar bills paid out at the last moment over the saloon bars and at the polling-places that do the work. Give me enough money  and at this noble thought Mr. Gilgan straightened up and slapped one fist lightly in the other, adjusting at the same time his half-burned cigar so that it should not burn his hand and I can carry every ward in Chicago, bar none. If I have money enough, he repeated, emphasizing the last two words. He put his cigar back in his mouth, blinked his eyes defiantly, and leaned back in his chair.

Very good, commented Hand, simply; but how much money?

Ah, thats another question, replied Gilgan, straightening up once more. Some wards require more than others. Counting out the eight that are normally Republican as safe, you would have to carry eighteen others to have a majority in council. I dont see how anything under ten to fifteen thousand dollars to a ward would be safe to go on. I should say three hundred thousand dollars would be safer, and that wouldnt be any too much by any means.

Mr. Gilgan restored his cigar and puffed heavily the while he leaned back and lifted his eyes once more.

And how would that money be distributed exactly? inquired Mr. Hand.

Oh, well, its never wise to look into such matters too closely, commented Mr. Gilgan, comfortably. Theres such a thing as cutting your cloth too close in politics. There are ward captains, leaders, block captains, workers. They all have to have money to do with  to work up sentiment  and you cant be too inquiring as to just how they do it. Its spent in saloons, and buying coal for mother, and getting Johnnie a new suit here and there. Then there are torch-light processions and club-rooms and jobs to look after. Sure, theres plenty of places for it. Some men may have to be brought into these wards to live  kept in boarding-houses for a week or ten days. He waved a hand deprecatingly.

Mr. Hand, who had never busied himself with the minutiae of politics, opened his eyes slightly. This colonizing idea was a little liberal, he thought.

Who distributes this money? he asked, finally.

Nominally, the Republican County Committee, if its in charge; actually, the man or men who are leading the fight. In the case of the Democratic party its John J. McKenty, and dont you forget it. In my district its me, and no one else.

Mr. Hand, slow, solid, almost obtuse at times, meditated under lowering brows. He had always been associated with a more or less silk-stocking crew who were unused to the rough usage of back-room saloon politics, yet every one suspected vaguely, of course, at times that ballot-boxes were stuffed and ward lodging-houses colonized. Every one (at least every one of any worldly intelligence) knew that political capital was collected from office-seekers, office-holders, beneficiaries of all sorts and conditions under the reigning city administration. Mr. Hand had himself contributed to the Republican party for favors received or about to be. As a man who had been compelled to handle large affairs in a large way he was not inclined to quarrel with this. Three hundred thousand dollars was a large sum, and he was not inclined to subscribe it alone, but fancied that at his recommendation and with his advice it could be raised. Was Gilgan the man to fight Cowperwood? He looked him over and decided  other things being equal  that he was. And forthwith the bargain was struck. Gilgan, as a Republican central committeeman  chairman, possibly  was to visit every ward, connect up with every available Republican force, pick strong, suitable anti-Cowperwood candidates, and try to elect them, while he, Hand, organized the money element and collected the necessary cash. Gilgan was to be given money personally. He was to have the undivided if secret support of all the high Republican elements in the city. His business was to win at almost any cost. And as a reward he was to have the Republican support for Congress, or, failing that, the practical Republican leadership in city and county.

Anyhow, said Hand, after Mr. Gilgan finally took his departure, things wont be so easy for Mr. Cowperwood in the future as they were in the past. And when it comes to getting his franchises renewed, if Im alive, well see whether he will or not.

The heavy financier actually growled a low growl as he spoke out loud to himself. He felt a boundless rancor toward the man who had, as he supposed, alienated the affections of his smart young wife.


Chapter XXXV

A Political Agreement

In the first and second wards of Chicago at this time  wards including the business heart, South Clark Street, the water-front, the river-levee, and the like  were two men, Michael (alias Smiling Mike) Tiernan and Patrick (alias Emerald Pat) Kerrigan, who, for picturequeness of character and sordidness of atmosphere, could not be equaled elsewhere in the city, if in the nation at large. Smiling Mike Tiernan, proud possessor of four of the largest and filthiest saloons of this area, was a man of large and genial mold  perhaps six feet one inch in height, broad-shouldered in proportion, with a bovine head, bullet-shaped from one angle, and big, healthy, hairy hands and large feet. He had done many things from digging in a ditch to occupying a seat in the city council from this his beloved ward, which he sold out regularly for one purpose and another; but his chief present joy consisted in sitting behind a solid mahogany railing at a rosewood desk in the back portion of his largest Clark Street hostelry The Silver Moon. Here he counted up the returns from his various properties  salons, gambling resorts, and houses of prostitution  which he manipulated with the connivance or blinking courtesy of the present administration, and listened to the pleas and demands of his henchmen and tenants.

The character of Mr. Kerrigan, Mr. Tiernans only rival in this rather difficult and sordid region, was somewhat different. He was a small man, quite dapper, with a lean, hollow, and somewhat haggard face, but by no means sickly body, a large, strident mustache, a wealth of coal-black hair parted slickly on one side, and a shrewd, genial brown-black eye  constituting altogether a rather pleasing and ornate figure whom it was not at all unsatisfactory to meet. His ears were large and stood out bat-wise from his head; and his eyes gleamed with a smart, evasive light. He was cleverer financially than Tiernan, richer, and no more than thirty-five, whereas Mr. Tiernan was forty-five years of age. Like Mr. Tiernan in the first ward, Mr. Kerrigan was a power in the second, and controlled a most useful and dangerous floating vote. His saloons harbored the largest floating element that was to be found in the city  longshoremen, railroad hands, stevedores, tramps, thugs, thieves, pimps, rounders, detectives, and the like. He was very vain, considered himself handsome, a killer with the ladies. Married, and with two children and a sedate young wife, he still had his mistress, who changed from year to year, and his intermediate girls. His clothes were altogether noteworthy, but it was his pride to eschew jewelry, except for one enormous emerald, value fourteen thousand dollars, which he wore in his necktie on occasions, and the wonder of which, pervading all Dearborn Street and the city council, had won him the soubriquet of Emerald Pat. At first he rejoiced heartily in this title, as he did in a gold and diamond medal awarded him by a Chicago brewery for selling the largest number of barrels of beer of any saloon in Chicago. More recently, the newspapers having begun to pay humorous attention to both himself and Mr. Tiernan, because of their prosperity and individuality, he resented it.

The relation of these two men to the present political situation was peculiar, and, as it turned out, was to constitute the weak spot in the Cowperwood-McKenty campaign. Tiernan and Kerrigan, to begin with, being neighbors and friends, worked together in politics and business, on occasions pooling their issues and doing each other favors. The enterprises in which they were engaged being low and shabby, they needed counsel and consolation. Infinitely beneath a man like McKenty in understanding and a politic grasp of life, they were, nevertheless, as they prospered, somewhat jealous of him and his high estate. They saw with speculative and somewhat jealous eyes how, after his union with Cowperwood, he grew and how he managed to work his will in many ways  by extracting tolls from the police department, and heavy annual campaign contributions from manufacturers favored by the city gas and water departments. McKenty  a born manipulator in this respect  knew where political funds were to be had in an hour of emergency, and he did not hesitate to demand them. Tiernan and Kerrigan had always been fairly treated by him as politics go; but they had never as yet been included in his inner council of plotters. When he was down-town on one errand or another, he stopped in at their places to shake hands with them, to inquire after business, to ask if there was any favor he could do them; but never did he stoop to ask a favor of them or personally to promise any form of reward. That was the business of Dowling and others through whom he worked.

Naturally men of strong, restive, animal disposition, finding no complete outlet for all their growing capacity, Tiernan and Kerrigan were both curious to see in what way they could add to their honors and emoluments. Their wards, more than any in the city, were increasing in what might be called a vote-piling capacity, the honest, legitimate vote not being so large, but the opportunities afforded for colonizing, repeating, and ballot-box stuffing being immense. In a doubtful mayoralty campaign the first and second wards alone, coupled with a portion of the third adjoining them, would register sufficient illegitimate votes (after voting-hours, if necessary) to completely change the complexion of the city as to the general officers nominated. Large amounts of money were sent to Tiernan and Kerrigan around election time by the Democratic County Committee to be disposed of as they saw fit. They merely sent in a rough estimate of how much they would need, and always received a little more than they asked for. They never made nor were asked to make accounting afterward. Tiernan would receive as high as fifteen and eighteen, Kerrigan sometimes as much as twenty to twenty-five thousand dollars, his being the pivotal ward under such circumstances.

McKenty had recently begun to recognize that these two men would soon have to be given fuller consideration, for they were becoming more or less influential. But how? Their personalities, let alone the reputation of their wards and the methods they employed, were not such as to command public confidence. In the mean time, owing to the tremendous growth of the city, the growth of their own private business, and the amount of ballot-box stuffing, repeating, and the like which was required of them, they were growing more and more restless. Why should not they be slated for higher offices? they now frequently asked themselves. Tiernan would have been delighted to have been nominated for sheriff or city treasurer. He considered himself eminently qualified. Kerrigan at the last city convention had privately urged on Dowling the wisdom of nominating him for the position of commissioner of highways and sewers, which office he was anxious to obtain because of its reported commercial perquisites; but this year, of all times, owing to the need of nominating an unblemished ticket to defeat the sharp Republican opposition, such a nomination was not possible. It would have drawn the fire of all the respectable elements in the city. As a result both Tiernan and Kerrigan, thinking over their services, past and future, felt very much disgruntled. They were really not large enough mentally to understand how dangerous  outside of certain fields of activity  they were to the party.

After his conference with Hand, Gilgan, going about the city with the promise of ready cash on his lips, was able to arouse considerable enthusiasm for the Republican cause. In the wards and sections where the so-called better element prevailed it seemed probable, because of the heavy moral teaching of the newspapers, that the respectable vote would array itself almost solidly this time against Cowperwood. In the poorer wards it would not be so easy. True, it was possible, by a sufficient outlay of cash, to find certain hardy bucaneers who could be induced to knife their own brothers, but the result was not certain. Having heard through one person and another of the disgruntled mood of both Kerrigan and Tiernan, and recognizing himself, even if he was a Republican, to be a man much more of their own stripe than either McKenty or Dowling, Gilgan decided to visit that lusty pair and see what could be done by way of alienating them from the present center of power.

After due reflection he first sought out Emerald Pat Kerrigan, whom he knew personally but with whom he was by no means intimate politically, at his Emporium Bar in Dearborn Street. This particular saloon, a feature of political Chicago at this time, was a large affair containing among other marvelous saloon fixtures a circular bar of cherry wood twelve feet in diameter, which glowed as a small mountain with the customary plain and colored glasses, bottles, labels, and mirrors. The floor was a composition of small, shaded red-and-green marbles; the ceiling a daub of pinky, fleshy nudes floating among diaphanous clouds; the walls were alternate panels of cerise and brown set in rosewood. Mr. Kerrigan, when other duties were not pressing, was usually to be found standing chatting with several friends and surveying the wonders of his bar trade, which was very large. On the day of Mr. Gilgans call he was resplendent in a dark-brown suit with a fine red stripe in it, Cordovan leather shoes, a wine-colored tie ornamented with the emerald of so much renown, and a straw hat of flaring proportions and novel weave. About his waist, in lieu of a waistcoat, was fastened one of the eccentricities of the day, a manufactured silk sash. He formed an interesting contrast with Mr. Gilgan, who now came up very moist, pink, and warm, in a fine, light tweed of creamy, showy texture, straw hat, and yellow shoes.

How are you, Kerrigan? he observed, genially, there being no political enmity between them. Hows the first, and hows trade? I see you havent lost the emerald yet?

No. No danger of that. Oh, trades all right. And sos the first. Hows Mr. Gilgan? Kerrigan extended his hand cordially.

I have a word to say to you. Have you any time to spare?

For answer Mr. Kerrigan led the way into the back room. Already he had heard rumors of a strong Republican opposition at the coming election.

Mr. Gilgan sat down. Its about things this fall Ive come to see you, of course, he began, smilingly. You and I are supposed to be on opposite sides of the fence, and we are as a rule, but I am wondering whether we need be this time or not?

Mr. Kerrigan, shrewd though seemingly simple, fixed him with an amiable eye. Whats your scheme? he said. Im always open to a good idea.

Well, its just this, began Mr. Gilgan, feeling his way. You have a fine big ward here that you carry in your vest pocket, and so has Tiernan, as we all know; and we all know, too, that if it wasnt for what you and him can do there wouldnt always be a Democratic mayor elected. Now, I have an idea, from looking into the thing, that neither you nor Tiernan have got as much out of it so far as you might have.

Mr. Kerrigan was too cautious to comment as to that, though Mr. Gilgan paused for a moment.

Now, I have a plan, as I say, and you can take it or leave it, just as you want, and no hard feelings one way or the other. I think the Republicans are going to win this fall  McKenty or no McKenty  first, second, and third wards with us or not, as they choose. The doings of the big fellow  he was referring to McKenty with the other fellow in North Clark Street  Mr. Gilgan preferred to be a little enigmatic at times are very much in the wind just now. You see how the papers stand. I happen to know where theres any quantity of money coming into the game from big financial quarters who have no use for this railroad man. Its a solid La Salle and Dearborn Street line-up, so far as I can see. Why, I dont know. But so it is. Maybe you know better than I do. Anyhow, thats the way it stands now. Add to that the fact that there are eight naturally Republican wards as it is, and ten more where there is always a fighting chance, and you begin to see what Im driving at. Count out these last ten, though, and bet only on the eight that are sure to stand. That leaves twenty-three wards that we Republicans always conceded to you people; but if we manage to carry thirteen of them along with the eight Im talking about, well have a majority in council, and  flick! he snapped his fingers out you go  you, McKenty, Cowperwood, and all the rest. No more franchises, no more street-paving contracts, no more gas deals. Nothing  for two years, anyhow, and maybe longer. If we win well take the jobs and the fat deals. He paused and surveyed Kerrigan cheerfully but defiantly.

Now, Ive just been all over the city, he continued, in every ward and precinct, so I know something of what I am talking about. I have the men and the cash to put up a fight all along the line this time. This fall we win  me and the big fellows over there in La Salle Street, and all the Republicans or Democrats or Prohibitionists, or whoever else comes in with us  do you get me? Were going to put up the biggest political fight Chicago has ever seen. Im not naming any names just yet, but when the time comes youll see. Now, what I want to ask of you is this, and Ill not mince me words nor beat around the bush. Will you and Tiernan come in with me and Edstrom to take over the city and run it during the next two years? If you will, we can win hands down. It will be a case of share and share alike on everything  police, gas, water, highways, street-railways, everything  or well divide beforehand and put it down in black and white. I know that you and Tiernan work together, or I wouldnt talk about this. Edstrom has the Swedes where he wants them, and hell poll twenty thousand of them this fall. Theres Ungerich with his Germans; one of us might make a deal with him afterward, give him most any office he wants. If we win this time we can hold the city for six or eight years anyhow, most likely, and after that  well, theres no use lookin too far in the future  Anyhow wed have a majority of the council and carry the mayor along with it.

If commented Mr. Kerrigan, dryly.

If, replied Mr. Gilgan, sententiously. Youre very right. Theres a big if in there, Ill admit. But if these two wards  yours and Tiernans  could by any chance be carried for the Republicans theyd be equal to any four or five of the others.

Very true, replied Mr. Kerrigan, if they could be carried for the Republicans. But they cant be. What do you want me to do, anyhow? Lose me seat in council and be run out of the Democratic party? Whats your game? You dont take me for a plain damn fool, do you?

Sorry the man that ever took Emerald Pat for that, answered Gilgan, with honeyed compliment. I never would. But no one is askin ye to lose your seat in council and be run out of the Democratic party. Whats to hinder you from electin yourself and droppin the rest of the ticket? He had almost said knifing.

Mr. Kerrigan smiled. In spite of all his previous dissatisfaction with the Chicago situation he had not thought of Mr. Gilgans talk as leading to this. It was an interesting idea. He had knifed people before  here and there a particular candidate whom it was desirable to undo. If the Democratic party was in any danger of losing this fall, and if Gilgan was honest in his desire to divide and control, it might not be such a bad thing. Neither Cowperwood, McKenty, nor Dowling had ever favored him in any particular way. If they lost through him, and he could still keep himself in power, they would have to make terms with him. There was no chance of their running him out. Why shouldnt he knife the ticket? It was worth thinking over, to say the least.

Thats all very fine, he observed, dryly, after his meditations had run their course; but how do I know that you wouldnt turn around and welch on the agreement afterward? (Mr. Gilgan stirred irritably at the suggestion.) Dave Morrissey came to me four years ago to help him out, and a lot of satisfaction I got afterward. Kerrigan was referring to a man whom he had helped make county clerk, and who had turned on him when he asked for return favors and his support for the office of commissioner of highways. Morrissey had become a prominent politician.

Thats very easy to say, replied Gilgan, irritably, but its not true of me. Ask any man in my district. Ask the men who know me. Ill put my part of the bargain in black and white if youll put yours. If I dont make good, show me up afterward. Ill take you to the people that are backing me. Ill show you the money. Ive got the goods this time. What do you stand to lose, anyhow? They cant run you out for cutting the ticket. They cant prove it. Well bring police in here to make it look like a fair vote. Ill put up as much money as they will to carry this district, and more.

Mr. Kerrigan suddenly saw a grand coup here. He could draw down from the Democrats, as he would have expressed it, twenty to twenty-five thousand dollars to do the dirty work here. Gilgan would furnish him as much and more  the situation being so critical. Perhaps fifteen or eighteen thousand would be necessary to poll the number of votes required either way. At the last hour, before stuffing the boxes, he would learn how the city was going. If it looked favorable for the Republicans it would be easy to complete the victory and complain that his lieutenants had been suborned. If it looked certain for the Democrats he could throw Gilgan and pocket his funds. In either case he would be in twenty-five to thirty thousand dollars, and he would still be councilman.

All very fine, replied Mr. Kerrigan, pretending a dullness which he did not feel; but its damned ticklish business at best. I dont know that I want anything to do with it even if we could win. Its true the City Hall crowd have never played into my hands very much; but this is a Democratic district, and Im a Democrat. If it ever got out that I had thrown the party it would be pretty near all day with me.

Im a man of my word, declared Mr. Gilgan, emphatically, getting up. I never threw a man or a bet in my life. Look at me record in the eighteenth. Did you ever hear any one say that I had?

No, I never did, returned Kerrigan, mildly. But its a pretty large thing youre proposing, Mr. Gilgan. I wouldnt want to say what I thought about it offhand. This ward is supposed to be Democratic. It couldnt be swung over into the Republican column without a good bit of fuss being made about it. Youd better see Mr. Tiernan first and hear what he has to say. Afterward I might be willing to talk about it further. Not now, though  not now.

Mr. Gilgan went away quite jauntily and cheerfully. He was not at all downcast.


Chapter XXXVI

An Election Draws Near

Subsequently Mr. Kerrigan called on Mr. Tiernan casually. Mr. Tiernan returned the call. A little later Messrs. Tiernan, Kerrigan, and Gilgan, in a parlor-room in a small hotel in Milwaukee (in order not to be seen together), conferred. Finally Messrs. Tiernan, Edstrom, Kerrigan, and Gilgan met and mapped out a programme of division far too intricate to be indicated here. Needless to say, it involved the division of chief clerks, pro rata, of police graft, of gambling and bawdy-house perquisites, of returns from gas, street-railway, and other organizations. It was sealed with many solemn promises. If it could be made effective this quadrumvirate was to endure for years. Judges, small magistrates, officers large and small, the shrievalty, the water office, the tax office, all were to come within its purview. It was a fine, handsome political dream, and as such worthy of every courtesy and consideration but it was only a political dream in its ultimate aspects, and as such impressed the participants themselves at times.

The campaign was now in full blast. The summer and fall (September and October) went by to the tune of Democratic and Republican marching club bands, to the sound of lusty political voices orating in parks, at street-corners, in wooden wigwams, halls, tents, and parlors  wherever a meager handful of listeners could be drummed up and made by any device to keep still. The newspapers honked and bellowed, as is the way with those profit-appointed advocates and guardians of right and justice. Cowperwood and McKenty were denounced from nearly every street-corner in Chicago. Wagons and sign-boards on wheels were hauled about labeled Break the partnership between the street-railway corporations and the city council. Do you want more streets stolen? Do you want Cowperwood to own Chicago? Cowperwood himself, coming down-town of a morning or driving home of an evening, saw these things. He saw the huge signs, listened to speeches denouncing himself, and smiled. By now he was quite aware as to whence this powerful uprising had sprung. Hand was back of it, he knew  for so McKenty and Addison had quickly discovered  and with Hand was Schryhart, Arneel, Merrill, the Douglas Trust Company, the various editors, young Truman Leslie MacDonald, the old gas crowd, the Chicago General Company  all. He even suspected that certain aldermen might possibly be suborned to desert him, though all professed loyalty. McKenty, Addison, Videra, and himself were planning the details of their defenses as carefully and effectively as possible. Cowperwood was fully alive to the fact that if he lost this election  the first to be vigorously contested  it might involve a serious chain of events; but he did not propose to be unduly disturbed, since he could always fight in the courts by money, and by preferment in the council, and with the mayor and the city attorney. There is more than one way to kill a cat, was one of his pet expressions, and it expressed his logic and courage exactly. Yet he did not wish to lose.

One of the amusing features of the campaign was that the McKenty orators had been instructed to shout as loudly for reforms as the Republicans, only instead of assailing Cowperwood and McKenty they were to point out that Schryharts Chicago City Railway was far more rapacious, and that this was a scheme to give it a blanket franchise of all streets not yet covered by either the Cowperwood or the Schryhart-Hand-Arneel lines. It was a pretty argument. The Democrats could point with pride to a uniformly liberal interpretation of some trying Sunday laws, whereby under Republican and reform administrations it had been occasionally difficult for the honest working-man to get his glass or pail of beer on Sunday. On the other hand it was possible for the Republican orators to show how the low dives and gin-mills were everywhere being operated in favor of McKenty, and that under the highly respectable administration of the Republican candidate for mayor this partnership between the city government and vice and crime would be nullified.

If I am elected, declared the Honorable Chaffee Thayer Sluss, the Republican candidate, neither Frank Cowperwood nor John McKenty will dare to show his face in the City Hall unless he comes with clean hands and an honest purpose.

Hooray! yelled the crowd.

I know that ass, commented Addison, when he read this in the Transcript. He used to be a clerk in the Douglas Trust Company. Hes made a little money recently in the paper business. Hes a mere tool for the Arneel-Schryhart interests. He hasnt the courage of a two-inch fish-worm.

When McKenty read it he simply observed: There are other ways of going to City Hall than by going yourself. He was depending upon a councilmanic majority at least.

However, in the midst of this uproar the goings to and fro of Gilgan, Edstrom, Kerrigan, and Tiernan were nor fully grasped. A more urbanely shifty pair than these latter were never seen. While fraternizing secretly with both Gilgan and Edstrom, laying out their political programme most neatly, they were at the same time conferring with Dowling, Duvanicki, even McKenty himself. Seeing that the outcome was, for some reason  he could scarcely see why  looking very uncertain, McKenty one day asked the two of them to come to see him. On getting the letter Mr. Tiernan strolled over to Mr. Kerrigans place to see whether he also had received a message.

Sure, sure! I did! replied Mr. Kerrigan, gaily. Here it is now in me outside coat pocket. Dear Mr. Kerrigan, he read, wont you do me the favor to come over to-morrow evening at seven and dine with me? Mr. Ungerich, Mr. Duvanicki, and several others will very likely drop in afterward. I have asked Mr. Tiernan to come at the same time. Sincerely, John J. McKenty. Thats the way he does it, added Mr. Kerrigan; just like that.

He kissed the letter mockingly and put it back into his pocket.

Sure I got one, jist the same way. The very same langwidge, nearly, commented Mr. Tiernan, sweetly. Hes beginning to wake up, eh? What! The little old first and second are beginning to look purty big just now, eh? What!

Tush! observed Mr. Kerrigan to Mr. Tiernan, with a marked sardonic emphasis, that combination wont last forever. Theyve been getting too big for their pants, Im thinking. Well, its a long road, eh? Its pretty near time, what?

Youre right, responded Mr. Tiernan, feelingly. It is a long road. These are the two big wards of the city, and everybody knows it. If we turn on them at the last moment where will they be, eh?

He put a fat finger alongside of his heavy reddish nose and looked at Mr. Kerrigan out of squinted eyes.

Youre damned right, replied the little politician, cheerfully.

They went to the dinner separately, so as not to appear to have conferred before, and greeted each other on arriving as though they had not seen each other for days.

Hows business, Mike?

Oh, fair, Pat. Hows things with you?

So so.

Things lookin all right in your ward for November?

Mr. Tiernan wrinkled a fat forehead. Cant tell yet. All this was for the benefit of Mr. McKenty, who did not suspect rank party disloyalty.

Nothing much came of this conference, except that they sat about discussing in a general way wards, pluralities, what Zeigler was likely to do with the twelfth, whether Pinski could make it in the sixth, Schlumbohm in the twentieth, and so on. New Republican contestants in old, safe Democratic wards were making things look dubious.

And how about the first, Kerrigan? inquired Ungerich, a thin, reflective German-American of shrewd presence. Ungerich was one who had hitherto wormed himself higher in McKentys favor than either Kerrigan or Tiernan.

Oh, the firsts all right, replied Kerrigan, archly. Of course you never can tell. This fellow Scully may do something, but I dont think it will be much. If we have the same police protection

Ungerich was gratified. He was having a struggle in his own ward, where a rival by the name of Glover appeared to be pouring out money like water. He would require considerably more money than usual to win. It was the same with Duvanicki.

McKenty finally parted with his lieutenants  more feelingly with Kerrigan and Tiernan than he had ever done before. He did not wholly trust these two, and he could not exactly admire them and their methods, which were the roughest of all, but they were useful.

Im glad to learn, he said, at parting, that things are looking all right with you, Pat, and you, Mike, nodding to each in turn. Were going to need the most we can get out of everybody. I depend on you two to make a fine showing  the best of any. The rest of us will not forget it when the plums are being handed around afterward.

Oh, you can depend on me to do the best I can always, commented Mr. Kerrigan, sympathetically. Its a tough year, but we havent failed yet.

And me, Chief! That goes for me, observed Mr. Tiernan, raucously. I guess I can do as well as I have.

Good for you, Mike! soothed McKenty, laying a gentle hand on his shoulder. And you, too, Kerrigan. Yours are the key wards, and we understand that. Ive always been sorry that the leaders couldnt agree on you two for something better than councilmen; but next time there wont be any doubt of it, if I have any influence then. He went in and closed the door. Outside a cool October wind was whipping dead leaves and weed stalks along the pavements. Neither Tiernan nor Kerrigan spoke, though they had come away together, until they were two hundred feet down the avenue toward Van Buren.

Some talk, that, eh? commented Mr. Tiernan, eying Mr. Kerrigan in the flare of a passing gas-lamp.

Sure. Thats the stuff they always hand out when theyre up against it. Pretty kind words, eh?

And after ten years of about the roughest work thats done, eh? Its about time, what? Say, its a wonder he didnt think of that last June when the convention was in session.

Tush! Mikey, smiled Mr. Kerrigan, grimly. Youre a bad little boy. You want your pie too soon. Wait another two or four or six years, like Paddy Kerrigan and the others.

Yes, I will  not, growled Mr. Tiernan. Waitll the sixth.

No more, will I, replied Mr. Kerrigan. Say, we know a trick that beats that next-year business to a pulp. What?

Youre dead right, commented Mr. Tiernan.

And so they went peacefully home.


Chapter XXXVII

Aileens Revenge

The interesting Polk Lynde, rising one morning, decided that his affair with Aileen, sympathetic as it was, must culminate in the one fashion satisfactory to him here and now  this day, if possible, or the next. Since the luncheon some considerable time had elapsed, and although he had tried to seek her out in various ways, Aileen, owing to a certain feeling that she must think and not jeopardize her future, had evaded him. She realized well enough that she was at the turning of the balance, now that opportunity was knocking so loudly at her door, and she was exceedingly coy and distrait. In spite of herself the old grip of Cowperwood was over her  the conviction that he was such a tremendous figure in the world  and this made her strangely disturbed, nebulous, and meditative. Another type of woman, having troubled as much as she had done, would have made short work of it, particularly since the details in regard to Mrs. Hand had been added. Not so Aileen. She could not quite forget the early vows and promises exchanged between them, nor conquer the often-fractured illusions that he might still behave himself.

On the other hand, Polk Lynde, marauder, social adventurer, a bucaneer of the affections, was not so easily to be put aside, delayed, and gainsaid. Not unlike Cowperwood, he was a man of real force, and his methods, in so far as women were concerned, were even more daring. Long trifling with the sex had taught him that they were coy, uncertain, foolishly inconsistent in their moods, even with regard to what they most desired. If one contemplated victory, it had frequently to be taken with an iron hand.

From this attitude on his part had sprung his rather dark fame. Aileen felt it on the day that she took lunch with him. His solemn, dark eyes were treacherously sweet. She felt as if she might be paving the way for some situation in which she would find herself helpless before his sudden mood  and yet she had come.

But Lynde, meditating Aileens delay, had this day decided that he should get a definite decision, and that it should be favorable. He called her up at ten in the morning and chafed her concerning her indecision and changeable moods. He wanted to know whether she would not come and see the paintings at his friends studio  whether she could not make up her mind to come to a barn-dance which some bachelor friends of his had arranged. When she pleaded being out of sorts he urged her to pull herself together. Youre making things very difficult for your admirers, he suggested, sweetly.

Aileen fancied she had postponed the struggle diplomatically for some little time without ending it, when at two oclock in the afternoon her door-bell was rung and the name of Lynde brought up. He said he was sure you were in, commented the footman, on whom had been pressed a dollar, and would you see him for just a moment? He would not keep you more than a moment.

Aileen, taken off her guard by this effrontery, uncertain as to whether there might not be something of some slight import concerning which he wished to speak to her, quarreling with herself because of her indecision, really fascinated by Lynde as a rival for her affections, and remembering his jesting, coaxing voice of the morning, decided to go down. She was lonely, and, clad in a lavender housegown with an ermine collar and sleeve cuffs, was reading a book.

Show him into the music-room, she said to the lackey. When she entered she was breathing with some slight difficulty, for so Lynde affected her. She knew she had displayed fear by not going to him before, and previous cowardice plainly manifested does not add to ones power of resistance.

Oh! she exclaimed, with an assumption of bravado which she did not feel. I didnt expect to see you so soon after your telephone message. You have never been in our house before, have you? Wont you put up your coat and hat and come into the gallery? Its brighter there, and you might be interested in some of the pictures.

Lynde, who was seeking for any pretext whereby he might prolong his stay and overcome her nervous mood, accepted, pretending, however, that he was merely passing and with a moment to spare.

Thought Id get just one glimpse of you again. Couldnt resist the temptation to look in. Stunning room, isnt it? Spacious  and there you are! Who did that? Oh, I see  Van Beers. And a jolly fine piece of work it is, too, charming.

He surveyed her and then turned back to the picture where, ten years younger, buoyant, hopeful, carrying her blue-and-white striped parasol, she sat on a stone bench against the Dutch background of sky and clouds. Charmed by the picture she presented in both cases, he was genially complimentary. To-day she was stouter, ruddier  the fiber of her had hardened, as it does with so many as the years come on; but she was still in full bloom  a little late in the summer, but in full bloom.

Oh yes; and this Rembrandt  Im surprised! I did not know your husbands collection was so representative. Israels, I see, and Gerome, and Meissonier! Gad! It is a representative collection, isnt it?

Some of the things are excellent, she commented, with an air, aping Cowperwood and others, but a number will be weeded out eventually  that Paul Potter and this Goy  as better examples come into the market.

She had heard Cowperwood say as much, over and over.

Finding that conversation was possible between them in this easy, impersonal way, Aileen became quite natural and interested, pleased and entertained by his discreet and charming presence. Evidently he did not intend to pay much more than a passing social call. On the other hand, Lynde was studying her, wondering what effect his light, distant air was having. As he finished a very casual survey of the gallery he remarked:

I have always wondered about this house. I knew Lord did it, of course, and I always heard it was well done. That is the dining-room, I suppose?

Aileen, who had always been inordinately vain of the house in spite of the fact that it had proved of small use socially, was delighted to show him the remainder of the rooms. Lynde, who was used, of course, to houses of all degrees of material splendor  that of his own family being one of the best  pretended an interest he did not feel. He commented as he went on the taste of the decorations and wood-carving, the charm of the arrangement that permitted neat brief vistas, and the like.

Just wait a moment, said Aileen, as they neared the door of her own boudoir. Ive forgotten whether mine is in order. I want you to see that.

She opened it and stepped in.

Yes, you may come, she called.

He followed. Oh yes, indeed. Very charming. Very graceful  those little lacy dancing figures  arent they? A delightful color scheme. It harmonizes with you exactly. It is quite like you.

He paused, looking at the spacious rug, which was of warm blues and creams, and at the gilt ormolu bed. Well done, he said, and then, suddenly changing his mood and dropping his talk of decoration (Aileen was to his right, and he was between her and the door), he added: Tell me now why wont you come to the barn-dance to-night? It would be charming. You will enjoy it.

Aileen saw the sudden change in his mood. She recognized that by showing him the rooms she had led herself into an easily made disturbing position. His dark engaging eyes told their own story.

Oh, I dont feel in the mood to. I havent for a number of things for some time. I

She began to move unconcernedly about him toward the door, but he detained her with his hand. Dont go just yet, he said. Let me talk to you. You always evade me in such a nervous way. Dont you like me at all?

Oh yes, I like you; but cant we talk just as well down in the music-room as here? Cant I tell you why I evade you down there just as well as I can here? She smiled a winning and now fearless smile.

Lynde showed his even white teeth in two gleaming rows. His eyes filled with a gay maliciousness. Surely, surely, he replied; but youre so nice in your own room here. I hate to leave it.

Just the same, replied Aileen, still gay, but now slightly disturbed also, I think we might as well. You will find me just as entertaining downstairs.

She moved, but his strength, quite as Cowperwoods, was much too great for her. He was a strong man.

Really, you know, she said, you mustnt act this way here. Some one might come in. What cause have I given you to make you think you could do like this with me?

What cause? he asked, bending over her and smoothing her plump arms with his brown hands. Oh, no definite cause, perhaps. You are a cause in yourself. I told you how sweet I thought you were, the night we were at the Alcott. Didnt you understand then? I thought you did.

Oh, I understood that you liked me, and all that, perhaps. Any one might do that. But as for anything like  well  taking such liberties with me  I never dreamed of it. But listen. I think I hear some one coming. Aileen, making a sudden vigorous effort to free herself and failing, added: Please let me go, Mr. Lynde. It isnt very gallant of you, I must say, restraining a woman against her will. If I had given you any real cause  I shall be angry in a moment.

Again the even smiling teeth and dark, wrinkling, malicious eyes.

Really! How you go on! You would think I was a perfect stranger. Dont you remember what you said to me at lunch? You didnt keep your promise. You practically gave me to understand that you would come. Why didnt you? Are you afraid of me, or dont you like me, or both? I think youre delicious, splendid, and I want to know.

He shifted his position, putting one arm about her waist, pulling her close to him, looking into her eyes. With the other he held her free arm. Suddenly he covered her mouth with his and then kissed her cheeks. You care for me, dont you? What did you mean by saying you might come, if you didnt?

He held her quite firm, while Aileen struggled. It was a new sensation this  that of the other man, and this was Polk Lynde, the first individual outside of Cowperwood to whom she had ever felt drawn. But now, here, in her own room  and it was within the range of possibilities that Cowperwood might return or the servants enter.

Oh, but think what you are doing, she protested, not really disturbed as yet as to the outcome of the contest with him, and feeling as though he were merely trying to make her be sweet to him without intending anything more at present here in my own room! Really, youre not the man I thought you were at all, if you dont instantly let me go. Mr. Lynde! Mr. Lynde! (He had bent over and was kissing her). Oh, you shouldnt do this! Really! I  I said I might come, but that was far from doing it. And to have you come here and take advantage of me in this way! I think youre horrid. If I ever had any interest in you, it is quite dead now, I can assure you. Unless you let me go at once, I give you my word I will never see you any more. I wont! Really, I wont! I mean it! Oh, please let me go! Ill scream, I tell you! Ill never see you again after this day! Oh It was an intense but useless struggle.

Coming home one evening about a week later, Cowperwood found Aileen humming cheerfully, and yet also in a seemingly deep and reflective mood. She was just completing an evening toilet, and looked young and colorful  quite her avid, seeking self of earlier days.

Well, he asked, cheerfully, how have things gone to-day? Aileen, feeling somehow, as one will on occasions, that if she had done wrong she was justified and that sometime because of this she might even win Cowperwood back, felt somewhat kindlier toward him. Oh, very well, she replied. I stopped in at the Hoecksemas this afternoon for a little while. Theyre going to Mexico in November. She has the darlingest new basket-carriage  if she only looked like anything when she rode in it. Etta is getting ready to enter Bryn Mawr. She is all fussed up about leaving her dog and cat. Then I went down to one of Lane Crosss receptions, and over to Merrills  she was referring to the great store and home. I saw Taylor Lord and Polk Lynde together in Wabash Avenue.

Polk Lynde? commented Cowperwood. Is he interesting?

Yes, he is, replied Aileen. I never met a man with such perfect manners. Hes so fascinating. Hes just like a boy, and yet, Heaven knows, he seems to have had enough worldly experience.

So Ive heard, commented Cowperwood. Wasnt he the one that was mixed up in that Carmen Torriba case here a few years ago? Cowperwood was referring to the matter of a Spanish dancer traveling in America with whom Lynde had been apparently desperately in love.

Oh yes, replied Aileen, maliciously; but that oughtnt to make any difference to you. Hes charming, anyhow. I like him.

I didnt say it did, did I? You dont object to my mentioning a mere incident?

Oh, I know about the incident, replied Aileen, jestingly. I know you.

What do you mean by that? he asked, studying her face.

Oh, I know you, she replied, sweetly and yet defensively. You think Ill stay here and be content while you run about with other women  play the sweet and loving wife? Well, I wont. I know why you say this about Lynde. Its to keep me from being interested in him, possibly. Well, I will be if I want to. I told you I would be, and I will. You can do what you please about that. You dont want me, so why should you be disturbed as to whether other men are interested in me or not?

The truth was that Cowperwood was not clearly thinking of any probable relation between Lynde and Aileen any more than he was in connection with her and any other man, and yet in a remote way he was sensing some one. It was this that Aileen felt in him, and that brought forth her seemingly uncalled-for comment. Cowperwood, under the circumstances, attempted to be as suave as possible, having caught the implication clearly.

Aileen, he cooed, how you talk! Why do you say that? You know I care for you. I cant prevent anything you want to do, and Im sure you know I dont want to. Its you that I want to see satisfied. You know that I care.

Yes, I know how you care, replied Aileen, her mood changing for the moment. Dont start that old stuff, please. Im sick of it. I know how youre running around. I know about Mrs. Hand. Even the newspapers make that plain. Youve been home just one evening in the last eight days, long enough for me to get more than a glimpse of you. Dont talk to me. Dont try to bill and coo. Ive always known. Dont think I dont know who your latest flame is. But dont begin to whine, and dont quarrel with me if I go about and get interested in other men, as I certainly will. It will be all your fault if I do, and you know it. Dont begin and complain. It wont do you any good. Im not going to sit here and be made a fool of. Ive told you that over and over. You dont believe it, but Im not. I told you that Id find some one one of these days, and I will. As a matter of fact, I have already.

At this remark Cowperwood surveyed her coolly, critically, and yet not unsympathetically; but she swung out of the room with a defiant air before anything could be said, and went down to the music-room, from whence a few moments later there rolled up to him from the hall below the strains of the second Hungarian Rhapsodie, feelingly and for once movingly played. Into it Aileen put some of her own wild woe and misery. Cowperwood hated the thought for the moment that some one as smug as Lynde  so good-looking, so suave a society rake  should interest Aileen; but if it must be, it must be. He could have no honest reason for complaint. At the same time a breath of real sorrow for the days that had gone swept over him. He remembered her in Philadelphia in her red cape as a school-girl  in his fathers house  out horseback-riding, driving. What a splendid, loving girl she had been  such a sweet fool of love. Could she really have decided not to worry about him any more? Could it be possible that she might find some one else who would be interested in her, and in whom she would take a keen interest? It was an odd thought for him.

He watched her as she came into the dining-room later, arrayed in green silk of the shade of copper patina, her hair done in a high coil  and in spite of himself he could not help admiring her. She looked very young in her soul, and yet moody  loving (for some one), eager, and defiant. He reflected for a moment what terrible things passion and love are  how they make fools of us all. All of us are in the grip of a great creative impulse, he said to himself. He talked of other things for a while  the approaching election, a poster-wagon he had seen bearing the question, Shall Cowperwood own the city? Pretty cheap politics, I call that, he commented. And then he told of stopping in a so-called Republican wigwam at State and Sixteenth streets  a great, cheaply erected, unpainted wooden shack with seats, and of hearing himself bitterly denounced by the reigning orator. I was tempted once to ask that donkey a few questions, he added, but I decided I wouldnt.

Aileen had to smile. In spite of all his faults he was such a wonderful man  to set a city thus by the ears. Yet, what care I how fair he be, if he be not fair to me.

Did you meet any one else besides Lynde you liked? he finally asked, archly, seeking to gather further data without stirring up too much feeling.

Aileen, who had been studying him, feeling sure the subject would come up again, replied: No, I havent; but I dont need to. One is enough.

What do you mean by that? he asked, gently.

Oh, just what I say. One will do.

You mean you are in love with Lynde?

I mean  oh! She stopped and surveyed him defiantly. What difference does it make to you what I mean? Yes, I am. But what do you care? Why do you sit there and question me? It doesnt make any difference to you what I do. You dont want me. Why should you sit there and try to find out, or watch? It hasnt been any consideration for you that has restrained me so far. Suppose I am in love? What difference would it make to you?

Oh, I care. You know I care. Why do you say that?

Yes, you care, she flared. I know how you care. Well, Ill just tell you one thing  rage at his indifference was driving her on I am in love with Lynde, and whats more, Im his mistress. And Ill continue to be. But what do you care? Pshaw!

Her eyes blazed hotly, her color rose high and strong. She breathed heavily.

At this announcement, made in the heat of spite and rage generated by long indifference, Cowperwood sat up for a moment, and his eyes hardened with quite that implacable glare with which he sometimes confronted an enemy. He felt at once there were many things he could do to make her life miserable, and to take revenge on Lynde, but he decided after a moment he would not. It was not weakness, but a sense of superior power that was moving him. Why should he be jealous? Had he not been unkind enough? In a moment his mood changed to one of sorrow for Aileen, for himself, for life, indeed  its tangles of desire and necessity. He could not blame Aileen. Lynde was surely attractive. He had no desire to part with her or to quarrel with him  merely to temporarily cease all intimate relations with her and allow her mood to clear itself up. Perhaps she would want to leave him of her own accord. Perhaps, if he ever found the right woman, this might prove good grounds for his leaving her. The right woman  where was she? He had never found her yet.

Aileen, he said, quite softly, I wish you wouldnt feel so bitterly about this. Why should you? When did you do this? Will you tell me that?

No, Ill not tell you that, she replied, bitterly. Its none of your affair, and Ill not tell you. Why should you ask? You dont care.

But I do care, I tell you, he returned, irritably, almost roughly. When did you? You can tell me that, at least. His eyes had a hard, cold look for the moment, dying away, though, into kindly inquiry.

Oh, not long ago. About a week, Aileen answered, as though she were compelled.

How long have you known him? he asked, curiously.

Oh, four or five months, now. I met him last winter.

And did you do this deliberately  because you were in love with him, or because you wanted to hurt me?

He could not believe from past scenes between them that she had ceased to love him.

Aileen stirred irritably. I like that, she flared. I did it because I wanted to, and not because of any love for you  I can tell you that. I like your nerve sitting here presuming to question me after the way you have neglected me. She pushed back her plate, and made as if to get up.

Wait a minute, Aileen, he said, simply, putting down his knife and fork and looking across the handsome table where Sevres, silver, fruit, and dainty dishes were spread, and where under silk-shaded lights they sat opposite each other. I wish you wouldnt talk that way to me. You know that I am not a petty, fourth-rate fool. You know that, whatever you do, I am not going to quarrel with you. I know what the trouble is with you. I know why you are acting this way, and how you will feel afterward if you go on. It isnt anything I will do He paused, caught by a wave of feeling.

Oh, isnt it? she blazed, trying to overcome the emotion that was rising in herself. The calmness of him stirred up memories of the past. Well, you keep your sympathy for yourself. I dont need it. I will get along. I wish you wouldnt talk to me.

She shoved her plate away with such force that she upset a glass in which was champagne, the wine making a frayed, yellowish splotch on the white linen, and, rising, hurried toward the door. She was choking with anger, pain, shame, regret.

Aileen! Aileen! he called, hurrying after her, regardless of the butler, who, hearing the sound of stirring chairs, had entered. These family woes were an old story to him. Its love you want  not revenge. I know  I can tell. You want to be loved by some one completely. Im sorry. You mustnt be too hard on me. I shant be on you. He seized her by the arm and detained her as they entered the next room. By this time Aileen was too ablaze with emotion to talk sensibly or understand what he was doing.

Let me go! she exclaimed, angrily, hot tears in her eyes. Let me go! I tell you I dont love you any more. I tell you I hate you! She flung herself loose and stood erect before him. I dont want you to talk to me! I dont want you to speak to me! Youre the cause of all my troubles. Youre the cause of whatever I do, when I do it, and dont you dare to deny it! Youll see! Youll see! Ill show you what Ill do!

She twisted and turned, but he held her firmly until, in his strong grasp, as usual, she collapsed and began to cry. Oh, I cry, she declared, even in her tears, but it will be just the same. Its too late! too late!


Chapter XXXVIII

An Hour of Defeat

The stoic Cowperwood, listening to the blare and excitement that went with the fall campaign, was much more pained to learn of Aileens desertion than to know that he had arrayed a whole social element against himself in Chicago. He could not forget the wonder of those first days when Aileen was young, and love and hope had been the substance of her being. The thought ran through all his efforts and cogitations like a distantly orchestrated undertone. In the main, in spite of his activity, he was an introspective man, and art, drama, and the pathos of broken ideals were not beyond him. He harbored in no way any grudge against Aileen  only a kind of sorrow over the inevitable consequences of his own ungovernable disposition, the will to freedom within himself. Change! Change! the inevitable passing of things! Who parts with a perfect thing, even if no more than an unreasoning love, without a touch of self-pity?

But there followed swiftly the sixth of November, with its election, noisy and irrational, and the latter resulted in a resounding defeat. Out of the thirty-two Democratic aldermen nominated only ten were elected, giving the opposition a full two-thirds majority in council, Messrs. Tiernan and Kerrigan, of course, being safely in their places. With them came a Republican mayor and all his Republican associates on the ticket, who were now supposed to carry out the theories of the respectable and the virtuous. Cowperwood knew what it meant and prepared at once to make overtures to the enemy. From McKenty and others he learned by degrees the full story of Tiernans and Kerrigans treachery, but he did not store it up bitterly against them. Such was life. They must be looked after more carefully in future, or caught in some trap and utterly undone. According to their own accounts, they had barely managed to scrape through.

Look at meself! I only won by three hundred votes, archly declared Mr. Kerrigan, on divers and sundry occasions. By God, I almost lost me own ward!

Mr. Tiernan was equally emphatic. The police was no good to me, he declared, firmly. They let the other fellows beat up me men. I only polled six thousand when I should have had nine.

But no one believed them.

While McKenty meditated as to how in two years he should be able to undo this temporary victory, and Cowperwood was deciding that conciliation was the best policy for him, Schryhart, Hand, and Arneel, joining hands with young MacDonald, were wondering how they could make sure that this party victory would cripple Cowperwood and permanently prevent him from returning to power. It was a long, intricate fight that followed, but it involved (before Cowperwood could possibly reach the new aldermen) a proposed reintroduction and passage of the much-opposed General Electric franchise, the granting of rights and privileges in outlying districts to various minor companies, and last and worst  a thing which had not previously dawned on Cowperwood as in any way probable  the projection of an ordinance granting to a certain South Side corporation the privilege of erecting and operating an elevated road. This was as severe a blow as any that had yet been dealt Cowperwood, for it introduced a new factor and complication into the Chicago street-railway situation which had hitherto, for all its troubles, been comparatively simple.

In order to make this plain it should be said that some eighteen or twenty years before in New York there had been devised and erected a series of elevated roads calculated to relieve the congestion of traffic on the lower portion of that long and narrow island, and they had proved an immense success. Cowperwood had been interested in them, along with everything else which pertained to public street traffic, from the very beginning. In his various trips to New York he had made a careful physical inspection of them. He knew all about their incorporation, backers, the expense connected with them, their returns, and so forth. Personally, in so far as New York was concerned, he considered them an ideal solution of traffic on that crowded island. Here in Chicago, where the population was as yet comparatively small  verging now toward a million, and widely scattered over a great area  he did not feel that they would be profitable  certainly not for some years to come. What traffic they gained would be taken from the surface lines, and if he built them he would be merely doubling his expenses to halve his profits. From time to time he had contemplated the possibility of their being built by other men  providing they could secure a franchise, which previous to the late election had not seemed probable  and in this connection he had once said to Addison: Let them sink their money, and about the time the population is sufficient to support the lines they will have been driven into the hands of receivers. That will simply chase the game into my bag, and I can buy them for a mere song. With this conclusion Addison had agreed. But since this conversation circumstances made the construction of these elevated roads far less problematic.

In the first place, public interest in the idea of elevated roads was increasing. They were a novelty, a factor in the life of New York; and at this time rivalry with the great cosmopolitan heart was very keen in the mind of the average Chicago citizen. Public sentiment in this direction, however naive or unworthy, was nevertheless sufficient to make any elevated road in Chicago popular for the time being. In the second place, it so happened that because of this swelling tide of municipal enthusiasm, this renaissance of the West, Chicago had finally been chosen, at a date shortly preceding the present campaign, as the favored city for an enormous international fair  quite the largest ever given in America. Men such as Hand, Schryhart, Merrill, and Arneel, to say nothing of the various newspaper publishers and editors, had been enthusiastic supporters of the project, and in this Cowperwood had been one with them. No sooner, however, had the award actually been granted than Cowperwoods enemies made it their first concern to utilize the situation against him.

To begin with, the site of the fair, by aid of the new anti-Cowperwood council, was located on the South Side, at the terminus of the Schryhart line, thus making the whole city pay tribute to that corporation. Simultaneously the thought suddenly dawned upon the Schryhart faction that it would be an excellent stroke of business if the New York elevated-road idea were now introduced into the city  not so much with the purpose of making money immediately, but in order to bring the hated magnate to an understanding that he had a formidable rival which might invade the territory that he now monopolized, curtailing his and thus making it advisable for him to close out his holdings and depart. Bland and interesting were the conferences held by Mr. Schryhart with Mr. Hand, and by Mr. Hand with Mr. Arneel on this subject. Their plan as first outlined was to build an elevated road on the South Side  south of the proposed fair-grounds  and once that was popular  having previously secured franchises which would cover the entire field, West, South, and North  to construct the others at their leisure, and so to bid Mr. Cowperwood a sweet and smiling adieu.

Cowperwood, awaiting the assembling of the new city council one month after election, did not propose to wait in peace and quiet until the enemy should strike at him unprepared. Calling those familiar agents, his corporation attorneys, around him, he was shortly informed of the new elevated-road idea, and it gave him a real shock. Obviously Hand and Schryhart were now in deadly earnest. At once he dictated a letter to Mr. Gilgan asking him to call at his office. At the same time he hurriedly adjured his advisers to use due diligence in discovering what influences could be brought to bear on the new mayor, the honorable Chaffee Thayer Sluss, to cause him to veto the ordinances in case they came before him  to effect in him, indeed, a total change of heart.

The Hon. Chaffee Thayer Sluss, whose attitude in this instance was to prove crucial, was a tall, shapely, somewhat grandiloquent person who took himself and his social and commercial opportunities and doings in the most serious and, as it were, elevated light. You know, perhaps, the type of man or woman who, raised in an atmosphere of comparative comfort and some small social pretension, and being short of those gray convolutions in the human brain-pan which permit an individual to see life in all its fortuitousness and uncertainty, proceed because of an absence of necessity and the consequent lack of human experience to take themselves and all that they do in the most reverential and Providence-protected spirit. The Hon. Chaffee Thayer Sluss reasoned that, because of the splendid ancestry on which he prided himself, he was an essentially honest man. His father had amassed a small fortune in the wholesale harness business. The wife whom at the age of twenty-eight he had married  a pretty but inconsequential type of woman  was the daughter of a pickle manufacturer, whose wares were in some demand and whose children had been considered good catches in the neighborhood from which the Hon. Chaffee Sluss emanated. There had been a highly conservative wedding feast, and a honeymoon trip to the Garden of the Gods and the Grand Canon. Then the sleek Chaffee, much in the grace of both families because of his smug determination to rise in the world, had returned to his business, which was that of a paper-broker, and had begun with the greatest care to amass a competence on his own account.

The Honorable Chaffee, be it admitted, had no particular faults, unless those of smugness and a certain over-carefulness as to his own prospects and opportunities can be counted as such. But he had one weakness, which, in view of his young wifes stern and somewhat Puritanic ideas and the religious propensities of his father and father-in-law, was exceedingly disturbing to him. He had an eye for the beauty of women in general, and particularly for plump, blonde women with corn-colored hair. Now and then, in spite of the fact that he had an ideal wife and two lovely children, he would cast a meditative and speculative eye after those alluring forms that cross the path of all men and that seem to beckon slyly by implication if not by actual, open suggestion.

However, it was not until several years after Mr. Sluss had married, and when he might have been considered settled in the ways of righteousness, that he actually essayed to any extent the role of a gay Lothario. An experience or two with the less vigorous and vicious girls of the streets, a tentative love affair with a girl in his office who was not new to the practices she encouraged, and he was fairly launched. He lent himself at first to the great folly of pretending to love truly; but this was taken by one and another intelligent young woman with a grain of salt. The entertainment and preferment he could provide were accepted as sufficient reward. One girl, however, actually seduced, had to be compensated by five thousand dollars  and that after such terrors and heartaches (his wife, her family, and his own looming up horribly in the background) as should have cured him forever of a penchant for stenographers and employees generally. Thereafter for a long time he confined himself strictly to such acquaintances as he could make through agents, brokers, and manufacturers who did business with him, and who occasionally invited him to one form of bacchanalian feast or another.

As time went on he became wiser, if, alas, a little more eager. By association with merchants and some superior politicians whom he chanced to encounter, and because the ward in which he lived happened to be a pivotal one, he began to speak publicly on occasion and to gather dimly the import of that logic which sees life as a pagan wild, and religion and convention as the forms man puts on or off to suit his fancy, mood, and whims during the onward drift of the ages. Not for Chaffee Thayer Sluss to grasp the true meaning of it all. His brain was not big enough. Men led dual lives, it was true; but say what you would, and in the face of his own erring conduct, this was very bad. On Sunday, when he went to church with his wife, he felt that religion was essential and purifying. In his own business he found himself frequently confronted by various little flaws of logic relating to undue profits, misrepresentations, and the like; but say what you would, nevertheless and notwithstanding, God was God, morality was superior, the church was important. It was wrong to yield to ones impulses, as he found it so fascinating to do. One should be better than his neighbor, or pretend to be.

What is to be done with such a rag-bag, moralistic ass as this? In spite of all his philanderings, and the resultant qualms due to his fear of being found out, he prospered in business and rose to some eminence in his own community. As he had grown more lax he had become somewhat more genial and tolerant, more generally acceptable. He was a good Republican, a follower in the wake of Norrie Simms and young Truman Leslie MacDonald. His father-in-law was both rich and moderately influential. Having lent himself to some campaign speaking, and to party work in general, he proved quite an adept. Because of all these things  his ability, such as it was, his pliability, and his thoroughly respectable savor  he had been slated as candidate for mayor on the Republican ticket, which had subsequently been elected.

Cowperwood was well aware, from remarks made in the previous campaign, of the derogatory attitude of Mayor Sluss. Already he had discussed it in a conversation with the Hon. Joel Avery (ex-state senator), who was in his employ at the time. Avery had recently been in all sorts of corporation work, and knew the ins and outs of the courts  lawyers, judges, politicians  as he knew his revised statutes. He was a very little man  not more than five feet one inch tall  with a wide forehead, saffron hair and brows, brown, cat-like eyes and a mushy underlip that occasionally covered the upper one as he thought. After years and years Mr. Avery had learned to smile, but it was in a strange, exotic way. Mostly he gazed steadily, folded his lower lip over his upper one, and expressed his almost unchangeable conclusions in slow Addisonian phrases. In the present crisis it was Mr. Avery who had a suggestion to make.

One thing that I think could be done, he said to Cowperwood one day in a very confidential conference, would be to have a look into the  the  shall I say the heart affairs  of the Hon. Chaffee Thayer Sluss. Mr. Averys cat-like eyes gleamed sardonically. Unless I am greatly mistaken, judging the man by his personal presence merely, he is the sort of person who probably has had, or if not might readily be induced to have, some compromising affair with a woman which would require considerable sacrifice on his part to smooth over. We are all human and vulnerable  up went Mr. Averys lower lip covering the upper one, and then down again and it does not behoove any of us to be too severely ethical and self-righteous. Mr. Sluss is a well-meaning man, but a trifle sentimental, as I take it.

As Mr. Avery paused Cowperwood merely contemplated him, amused no less by his personal appearance than by his suggestion.

Not a bad idea, he said, though I dont like to mix heart affairs with politics.

Yes, said Mr. Avery, soulfully, there may be something in it. I dont know. You never can tell.

The upshot of this was that the task of obtaining an account of Mr. Slusss habits, tastes, and proclivities was assigned to that now rather dignified legal personage, Mr. Burton Stimson, who in turn assigned it to an assistant, a Mr. Marchbanks. It was an amazing situation in some respects, but those who know anything concerning the intricacies of politics, finance, and corporate control, as they were practised in those palmy days, would never marvel at the wells of subtlety, sinks of misery, and morasses of disaster which they represented.

From another quarter, the Hon. Patrick Gilgan was not slow in responding to Cowperwoods message. Whatever his political connections and proclivities, he did not care to neglect so powerful a man.

And what can I be doing for you to-day, Mr. Cowperwood? he inquired, when he arrived looking nice and fresh, very spick and span after his victory.

Listen, Mr. Gilgan, said Cowperwood, simply, eying the Republican county chairman very fixedly and twiddling his thumbs with fingers interlocked, are you going to let the city council jam through the General Electric and that South Side L road ordinance without giving me a chance to say a word or do anything about it?

Mr. Gilgan, so Cowperwood knew, was only one of a new quadrumvirate setting out to rule the city, but he pretended to believe that he was the last word  an all power and authority  after the fashion of McKenty. Me good man, replied Gilgan, archly, you flatter me. I havent the city council in me vest pocket. Ive been county chairman, its true, and helped to elect some of these men, but I dont own em. Why shouldnt they pass the General Electric ordinance? Its an honest ordinance, as far as I know. All the newspapers have been for it. As for this L road ordinance, I havent anything to do with it. It isnt anything I know much about. Young MacDonald and Mr. Schryhart are looking after that.

As a matter of fact, all that Mr. Gilgan was saying was decidedly true. A henchman of young MacDonalds who was beginning to learn to play politics  an alderman by the name of Klemm  had been scheduled as a kind of field-marshal, and it was MacDonald  not Gilgan, Tiernan, Kerrigan, or Edstrom  who was to round up the recalcitrant aldermen, telling them their duty. Gilgans quadrumvirate had not as yet got their machine in good working order, though they were doing their best to bring this about. I helped to elect every one of these men, its true; but that doesnt mean Im running em by any means, concluded Gilgan. Not yet, anyhow.

At the not yet Cowperwood smiled.

Just the same, Mr. Gilgan, he went on, smoothly, youre the nominal head and front of this whole movement in opposition to me at present, and youre the one I have to look to. You have this present Republican situation almost entirely in your own fingers, and you can do about as you like if youre so minded. If you choose you can persuade the members of council to take considerable more time than they otherwise would in passing these ordinances  of that Im sure. I dont know whether you know or not, Mr. Gilgan, though I suppose you do, that this whole fight against me is a strike campaign intended to drive me out of Chicago. Now youre a man of sense and judgment and considerable business experience, and I want to ask you if you think that is fair. I came here some sixteen or seventeen years ago and went into the gas business. It was an open field, the field I undertook to develop  outlying towns on the North, South, and West sides. Yet the moment I started the old-line companies began to fight me, though I wasnt invading their territory at all at the time.

I remember it well enough, replied Gilgan. I was one of the men that helped you to get your Hyde Park franchise. Youd never have got it if it hadnt been for me. That fellow McKibben, added Gilgan, with a grin, a likely chap, him. He always walked as if he had on rubber shoes. Hes with you yet, I suppose?

Yes, hes around here somewhere, replied Cowperwood, loftily. But to go back to this other matter, most of the men that are behind this General Electric ordinance and this L road franchise were in the gas business  Blackman, Jules, Baker, Schryhart, and others  and they are angry because I came into their field, and angrier still because they had eventually to buy me out. Theyre angry because I reorganized these old-fashioned street-railway companies here and put them on their feet. Merrill is angry because I didnt run a loop around his store, and the others are angry because I ever got a loop at all. Theyre all angry because I managed to step in and do the things that they should have done long before. I came here  and thats the whole story in a nutshell. Ive had to have the city council with me to be able to do anything at all, and because I managed to make it friendly and keep it so theyve turned on me in that section and gone into politics. I know well enough, Mr. Gilgan, concluded Cowperwood, who has been behind you in this fight. Ive known all along where the money has been coming from. Youve won, and youve won handsomely, and I for one dont begrudge you your victory in the least; but what I want to know now is, are you going to help them carry this fight on against me in this way, or are you not? Are you going to give me a fighting chance? Theres going to be another election in two years. Politics isnt a bed of roses that stays made just because you make it once. These fellows that you have got in with are a crowd of silk stockings. They havent any sympathy with you or any one like you. Theyre willing to be friendly with you now  just long enough to get something out of you and club me to death. But after that how long do you think they will have any use for you  how long?

Not very long, maybe, replied Gilgan, simply and contemplatively, but the world is the world, and we have to take it as we find it.

Quite so, replied Cowperwood, undismayed; but Chicago is Chicago, and I will be here as long as they will. Fighting me in this fashion  building elevated roads to cut into my profits and giving franchises to rival companies  isnt going to get me out or seriously injure me, either. Im here to stay, and the political situation as it is to-day isnt going to remain the same forever and ever. Now, you are an ambitious man; I can see that. Youre not in politics for your health  that I know. Tell me exactly what it is you want and whether I cant get it for you as quick if not quicker than these other fellows? What is it I can do for you that will make you see that my side is just as good as theirs and better? I am playing a legitimate game in Chicago. Ive been building up an excellent street-car service. I dont want to be annoyed every fifteen minutes by a rival company coming into the field. Now, what can I do to straighten this out? Isnt there some way that you and I can come together without fighting at every step? Cant you suggest some programme we can both follow that will make things easier?

Cowperwood paused, and Gilgan thought for a long time. It was true, as Cowperwood said, that he was not in politics for his health. The situation, as at present conditioned, was not inherently favorable for the brilliant programme he had originally mapped out for himself. Tiernan, Kerrigan, and Edstrom were friendly as yet; but they were already making extravagant demands; and the reformers  those who had been led by the newspapers to believe that Cowperwood was a scoundrel and all his works vile  were demanding that a strictly moral programme be adhered to in all the doings of council, and that no jobs, contracts, or deals of any kind be entered into without the full knowledge of the newspapers and of the public. Gilgan, even after the first post-election conference with his colleagues, had begun to feel that he was between the devil and the deep sea, but he was feeling his way, and not inclined to be in too much of a hurry.

Its rather a flat proposition youre makin me, he said softly, after a time, askin me to throw down me friends the moment Ive won a victory for em. Its not the way Ive been used to playin politics. There may be a lot of truth in what you say. Still, a man cant be jumpin around like a cat in a bag. He has to be faithful to somebody sometime. Mr. Gilgan paused, considerably nonplussed by his own position.

Well, replied Cowperwood, sympathetically, think it over. Its difficult business, this business of politics. Im in it, for one, only because I have to be. If you see any way you can help me, or I can help you, let me know. In the mean time dont take in bad part what Ive just said. Im in the position of a man with his hack to the wall. Im fighting for my life. Naturally, Im going to fight. But you and I neednt be the worse friends for that. We may become the best of friends yet.

Its well I know that, said Gilgan, and its the best of friends Id like to be with you. But even if I could take care of the aldermen, which I couldnt alone as yet, theres the mayor. I dont know him at all except to say how-do-ye-do now and then; but hes very much opposed to you, as I understand it. Hell be running around most likely and talking in the papers. A man like that can do a good deal.

I may be able to arrange for that, replied Cowperwood. Perhaps Mr. Sluss can be reached. It may be that he isnt as opposed to me as he thinks he is. You never can tell.


Chapter XXXIX

The New Administration

Oliver Marchbanks, the youthful fox to whom Stimson had assigned the task of trapping Mr. Sluss in some legally unsanctioned act, had by scurrying about finally pieced together enough of a story to make it exceedingly unpleasant for the Honorable Chaffee in case he were to become the too willing tool of Cowperwoods enemies. The principal agent in this affair was a certain Claudia Carlstadt  adventuress, detective by disposition, and a sort of smiling prostitute and hireling, who was at the same time a highly presentable and experienced individual. Needless to say, Cowperwood knew nothing of these minor proceedings, though a genial nod from him in the beginning had set in motion the whole machinery of trespass in this respect.

Claudia Carlstadt  the instrument of the Honorable Chaffees undoing  was blonde, slender, notably fresh as yet, being only twenty-six, and as ruthless and unconsciously cruel as only the avaricious and unthinking type  unthinking in the larger philosophic meaning of the word  can be. To grasp the reason for her being, one would have had to see the spiritless South Halstead Street world from which she had sprung  one of those neighborhoods of old, cracked, and battered houses where slatterns trudge to and fro with beer-cans and shutters swing on broken hinges. In her youth Claudia had been made to rush the growler, to sell newspapers at the corner of Halstead and Harrison streets, and to buy cocaine at the nearest drug store. Her little dresses and underclothing had always been of the poorest and shabbiest material  torn and dirty, her ragged stockings frequently showed the white flesh of her thin little legs, and her shoes were worn and cracked, letting the water and snow seep through in winter. Her companions were wretched little street boys of her own neighborhood, from whom she learned to swear and to understand and indulge in vile practices, though, as is often the case with children, she was not utterly depraved thereby, at that. At eleven, when her mother died, she ran away from the wretched childrens home to which she had been committed, and by putting up a piteous tale she was harbored on the West Side by an Irish family whose two daughters were clerks in a large retail store. Through these Claudia became a cash-girl. Thereafter followed an individual career as strange and checkered as anything that had gone before. Sufficient to say that Claudias native intelligence was considerable. At the age of twenty she had managed  through her connections with the son of a shoe manufacturer and with a rich jeweler  to amass a little cash and an extended wardrobe. It was then that a handsome young Western Congressman, newly elected, invited her to Washington to take a position in a government bureau. This necessitated a knowledge of stenography and typewriting, which she soon acquired. Later she was introduced by a Western Senator into that form of secret service which has no connection with legitimate government, but which is profitable. She was used to extract secrets by flattery and cajolery where ordinary bribery would not avail. A matter of tracing the secret financial connections of an Illinois Congressman finally brought her back to Chicago, and here young Stimson encountered her. From him she learned of the political and financial conspiracy against Cowperwood, and was in an odd manner fascinated. From her Congressmen friends she already knew something of Sluss. Stimson indicated that it would be worth two or three thousand dollars and expenses if the mayor were successfully compromised. Thus Claudia Carlstadt was gently navigated into Mr. Slusss glowing life.

The matter was not so difficult of accomplishment. Through the Hon. Joel Avery, Marchbanks secured a letter from a political friend of Mr. Sluss in behalf of a young widow  temporarily embarrassed, a competent stenographer, and the like  who wished a place under the new administration. Thus equipped, Claudia presented herself at the mayors office armed for the fray, as it were, in a fetching black silk of a strangely heavy grain, her throat and fingers ornamented with simple pearls, her yellow hair arranged about her temples in exquisite curls. Mr. Sluss was very busy, but made an appointment. The next time she appeared a yellow and red velvet rose had been added to her corsage. She was a shapely, full-bosomed young woman who had acquired the art of walking, sitting, standing, and bending after the most approved theories of the Washington cocotte. Mr. Sluss was interested at once, but circumspect and careful. He was now mayor of a great city, the cynosure of all eyes. It seemed to him he remembered having already met Mrs. Brandon, as the lady styled herself, and she reminded him where. It had been two years before in the grill of the Richelieu. He immediately recalled details of the interesting occasion.

Ah, yes, and since then, as I understand it, you married and your husband died. Most unfortunate.

Mr. Sluss had a large international manner suited, as he thought, to a man in so exalted a position.

Mrs. Brandon nodded resignedly. Her eyebrows and lashes were carefully darkened so as to sweeten the lines of her face, and a dimple had been made in one cheek by the aid of an orange stick. She was the picture of delicate femininity appealingly distressful, and yet to all appearance commercially competent.

At the time I met you you were connected with the government service in Washington, I believe.

Yes, I had a small place in the Treasury Department, but this new administration put me out.

She lifted her eyes and leaned forward, thus bringing her torso into a ravishing position. She had the air of one who has done many things besides work in the Treasury Department. No least detail, as she observed, was lost on Mr. Sluss. He noted her shoes, which were button patent leather with cloth tops; her gloves, which were glace black kid with white stitching at the back and fastened by dark-gamet buttons; the coral necklace worn on this occasion, and her yellow and red velvet rose. Evidently a trig and hopeful widow, even if so recently bereaved.

Let me see, mused Mr. Sluss, where are you living? Just let me make a note of your address. This is a very nice letter from Mr. Barry. Suppose you give me a few days to think what I can do? This is Tuesday. Come in again on Friday. Ill see if anything suggests itself.

He strolled with her to the official door, and noted that her step was light and springy. At parting she turned a very melting gaze upon him, and at once he decided that if he could he would find her something. She was the most fascinating applicant that had yet appeared.

The end of Chaffee Thayer Sluss was not far distant after this. Mrs. Brandon returned, as requested, her costume enlivened this time by a red-silk petticoat which contrived to show its ingratiating flounces beneath the glistening black broadcloth of her skirt.

Say, did you get on to that? observed one of the doormen, a hold-over from the previous regime, to another of the same vintage. Some style to the new administration, hey? Were not so slow, do you think?

He pulled his coat together and fumbled at his collar to give himself an air of smartness, and gazed gaily at his partner, both of them over sixty and dusty specimens, at that.

The other poked him in the stomach. Hold your horses there, Bill. Not so fast. We aint got a real start yet. Give us another six months, and then watch out.

Mr. Sluss was pleased to see Mrs. Brandon. He had spoken to John Bastienelli, the new commissioner of taxes, whose offices were directly over the way on the same hall, and the latter, seeing that he might want favors of the mayor later on, had volubly agreed to take care of the lady.

I am very glad to be able to give you this letter to Mr. Bastienelli, commented Mr. Sluss, as he rang for a stenographer, not only for the sake of my old friend Mr. Barry, but for your own as well. Do you know Mr. Barry very well? he asked, curiously.

Only slightly, admitted Mrs. Brandon, feeling that Mr. Sluss would be glad to know she was not very intimate with those who were recommending her. I was sent to him by a Mr. Amerman. (She named an entirely fictitious personage.)

Mr. Sluss was relieved. As he handed her the note she once more surveyed him with those grateful, persuasive, appealing eyes. They made him almost dizzy, and set up a chemical perturbation in his blood which quite dispelled his good resolutions in regard to the strange woman and his need of being circumspect.

You say you are living on the North Side? he inquired, smiling weakly, almost foolishly.

Yes, I have taken such a nice little apartment over-looking Lincoln Park. I didnt know whether I was going to be able to keep it up, but now that I have this position  Youve been so very kind to me, Mr. Sluss, she concluded, with the same I-need-to-be-cared-for air. I hope you wont forget me entirely. If I could be of any personal service to you at any time

Mr. Sluss was rather beside himself at the thought that this charming baggage of femininity, having come so close for the minute, was now passing on and might disappear entirely. By a great effort of daring, as they walked toward the door, he managed to say: I shall have to look into that little place of yours sometime and see how you are getting along. I live up that way myself.

Oh, do! she exclaimed, warmly. It would be so kind. I am practically alone in the world. Perhaps you play cards. I know how to make a most wonderful punch. I should like you to see how cozily I am settled.

At this Mr. Sluss, now completely in tow of his principal weakness, capitulated. I will, he said, I surely will. And that sooner than you expect, perhaps. You must let me know how you are getting along.

He took her hand. She held his quite warmly. Now Ill hold you to your promise, she gurgled, in a throaty, coaxing way. A few days later he encountered her at lunch-time in his hall, where she had been literally lying in wait for him in order to repeat her invitation. Then he came.

The hold-over employees who worked about the City Hall in connection with the mayors office were hereafter instructed to note as witnesses the times of arrival and departure of Mrs. Brandon and Mr. Sluss. A note that he wrote to Mrs. Brandon was carefully treasured, and sufficient evidence as to their presence at hotels and restaurants was garnered to make out a damaging case. The whole affair took about four months; then Mrs. Brandon suddenly received an offer to return to Washington, and decided to depart. The letters that followed her were a part of the data that was finally assembled in Mr. Stimsons office to be used against Mr. Sluss in case he became too obstreperous in his opposition to Cowperwood.

In the mean time the organization which Mr. Gilgan had planned with Mr. Tiernan, Mr. Kerrigan, and Mr. Edstrom was encountering what might be called rough sledding. It was discovered that, owing to the temperaments of some of the new aldermen, and to the self-righteous attitude of their political sponsors, no franchises of any kind were to be passed unless they had the moral approval of such men as Hand, Sluss, and the other reformers; above all, no money of any kind was to be paid to anybody for anything.

Whaddye think of those damn four-flushers and come-ons, anyhow? inquired Mr. Kerrigan of Mr. Tiernan, shortly subsequent to a conference with Gilgan, from which Tiernan had been unavoidably absent. Theyve got an ordinance drawn up covering the whole city in an elevated-road scheme, and there aint anything in it for anybody. Say, whaddye think they think we are, anyhow? Hey?

Mr. Tiernan himself, after his own conference with Edstrom, had been busy getting the lay of the land, as he termed it; and his investigations led him to believe that a certain alderman by the name of Klemm, a clever and very respectable German-American from the North Side, was to be the leader of the Republicans in council, and that he and some ten or twelve others were determined, because of moral principles alone, that only honest measures should be passed. It was staggering.

At this news Mr. Kerrigan, who had been calculating on a number of thousands of dollars for his vote on various occasions, stared incredulously. Well, Ill be damned! he commented. Theyve got a nerve! What?

Ive been talking to this fellow Klemm of the twentieth, said Mr. Tiernan, sardonically. Say, hes a real one! I met him over at the Tremont talkin to Hvranek. He shakes hands like a dead fish. Whaddye think he had the nerve to say to me. This isnt the Mr. Tiernan of the second? he says.

Im the same, says I.

Well, you dont look as savage as I thought you did, says he. Haw-haw! I felt like sayin, If you dont go way Ill give you a slight tap on the wrist. Id like just one pass at a stiff like that up a dark alley. (Mr. Tiernan almost groaned in anguish.) And then he begins to say he doesnt see how there can be any reasonable objection to allowin various new companies to enter the street-car field. Its sufficiently clear, he says, that the public is against monopolies in any form. (Mr. Tiernan was mocking Mr. Klemms voice and language.) My eye! he concluded, sententiously. Wait till he tries to throw that dope into Gumble and Pinski and Schlumbohm  haw, haw, haw!

Mr. Kerrigan, at the thought of these hearty aldermen accustomed to all the perquisites of graft and rake-off, leaned back and gave vent to a burst of deep-chested laughter. Ill tell you what it is, Mike, he said, archly, hitching up his tight, very artistic, and almost English trousers, were up against a bunch of pikers in this Gilgan crowd, and theyve gotta be taught a lesson. He knows it as well as anybody else. None o that Christian con game goes around where I am. I believe this man Cowperwoods right when he says them fellows are a bunch of soreheads and jealous. If Cowperwoods willing to put down good hard money to keep em out of his game, let them do as much to stay in it. This aint no charity grab-bag. We ought to be able to round up enough of these new fellows to make Schryhart and MacDonald come down good and plenty for what they want. From what Gilgan said all along, I thought he was dealing with live ones. They paid to win the election. Now let em pay to pull off a swell franchise if they want it, eh?

Youre damn right, echoed Tiernan. Im with you to a T.

It was not long after this conversation that Mr. Truman Leslie MacDonald, acting through Alderman Klemm, proceeded to make a count of noses, and found to his astonishment that he was not as strong as he had thought he was. Political loyalty is such a fickle thing. A number of aldermen with curious names  Horback, Fogarty, McGrane, Sumulsky  showed signs of being tampered with. He hurried at once to Messrs. Hand, Schryhart, and Arneel with this disconcerting information. They had been congratulating themselves that the recent victory, if it resulted in nothing else, would at least produce a blanket L road franchise, and that this would be sufficient to bring Cowperwood to his knees.

Upon receiving MacDonalds message Hand sent at once for Gilgan. When he inquired as to how soon a vote on the General Electric franchise  which had been introduced by Mr. Klemm  could reasonably be expected, Gilgan declared himself much grieved to admit that in one direction or other considerable opposition seemed to have developed to the measure.

Whats that? said Hand, a little savagely. Didnt we make a plain bargain in regard to this? You had all the money you asked for, didnt you? You said you could give me twenty-six aldermen who would vote as we agreed. Youre not going to go back on your bargain, are you?

Bargain! bargain! retorted Gilgan, irritated because of the spirit of the assault. I agreed to elect twenty-six Republican aldermen, and that I did. I dont own em body and soul. I didnt name em in every case. I made deals with the men in the different wards that had the best chance, and that the people wanted. Im not responsible for any crooked work thats going on behind my back, am I? Im not responsible for mens not being straight if theyre not?

Mr. Gilgans face was an aggrieved question-mark.

But you had the picking of these men, insisted Mr. Hand, aggressively. Every one of them had your personal indorsement. You made the deals with them. You dont mean to say theyre going back on their sacred agreement to fight Cowperwood tooth and nail? There cant be any misunderstanding on their part as to what they were elected to do. The newspapers have been full of the fact that nothing favorable to Cowperwood was to be put through.

Thats all true enough, replied Mr. Gilgan; but I cant be held responsible for the private honesty of everybody. Sure I selected these men. Sure I did! But I selected them with the help of the rest of the Republicans and some of the Democrats. I had to make the best terms I could  to pick the men that could win. As far as I can find out most of em are satisfied not to do anything for Cowperwood. Its passing these ordinances in favor of other people thats stirring up the trouble.

Mr. Hands broad forehead wrinkled, and his blue eyes surveyed Mr. Gilgan with suspicion. Who are these men, anyhow? he inquired. Id like to get a list of them.

Mr. Gilgan, safe in his own subtlety, was ready with a toll of the supposed recalcitrants. They must fight their own battles. Mr. Hand wrote down the names, determining meanwhile to bring pressure to bear. He decided also to watch Mr. Gilgan. If there should prove to be a hitch in the programme the newspapers should be informed and commanded to thunder appropriately. Such aldermen as proved unfaithful to the great trust imposed on them should be smoked out, followed back to the wards which had elected them, and exposed to the people who were behind them. Their names should be pilloried in the public press. The customary hints as to Cowperwoods deviltry and trickery should be redoubled.

But in the mean time Messrs. Stimson, Avery, McKibben, Van Sickle, and others were on Cowperwoods behalf acting separately upon various unattached aldermen  those not temperamentally and chronically allied with the reform idea  and making them understand that if they could find it possible to refrain from supporting anti-Cowperwood measures for the next two years, a bonus in the shape of an annual salary of two thousand dollars or a gift in some other form  perhaps a troublesome note indorsed or a mortgage taken care of  would be forthcoming, together with a guarantee that the general public should never know. In no case was such an offer made direct. Friends or neighbors, or suave unidentified strangers, brought mysterious messages. By this method some eleven aldermen  quite apart from the ten regular Democrats who, because of McKenty and his influence, could be counted upon  had been already suborned. Although Schryhart, Hand, and Arneel did not know it, their plans  even as they planned  were being thus undermined, and, try as they would, the coveted ordinance for a blanket franchise persistently eluded them. They had to content themselves for the time being with a franchise for a single L road line on the South Side in Schryharts own territory, and with a franchise to the General Electric covering only one unimportant line, which it would be easy for Cowperwood, if he continued in power, to take over at some later time.


Chapter XL

A Trip to Louisville

The most serious difficulty confronting Cowperwood from now on was really not so much political as financial. In building up and financing his Chicago street-railway enterprises he had, in those days when Addison was president of the Lake City National, used that bank as his chief source of supply. Afterward, when Addison had been forced to retire from the Lake City to assume charge of the Chicago Trust Company, Cowperwood had succeeded in having the latter designated as a central reserve and in inducing a number of rural banks to keep their special deposits in its vaults. However, since the war on him and his interests had begun to strengthen through the efforts of Hand and Arneel  men most influential in the control of the other central-reserve banks of Chicago, and in close touch with the money barons of New York  there were signs not wanting that some of the country banks depositing with the Chicago Trust Company had been induced to withdraw because of pressure from outside inimical forces, and that more were to follow. It was some time before Cowperwood fully realized to what an extent this financial opposition might be directed against himself. In its very beginning it necessitated speedy hurryings to New York, Philadelphia, Cincinnati, Baltimore, Boston  even London at times  on the chance that there would be loose and ready cash in someones possession. It was on one of these peregrinations that he encountered a curious personality which led to various complications in his life, sentimental and otherwise, which he had not hitherto contemplated.

In various sections of the country Cowperwood had met many men of wealth, some grave, some gay, with whom he did business, and among these in Louisville, Kentucky, he encountered a certain Col. Nathaniel Gillis, very wealthy, a horseman, inventor, roue, from whom he occasionally extracted loans. The Colonel was an interesting figure in Kentucky society; and, taking a great liking to Cowperwood, he found pleasure, during the brief periods in which they were together, in piloting him about. On one occasion in Louisville he observed: To-night, Frank, with your permission, I am going to introduce you to one of the most interesting women I know. She isnt good, but shes entertaining. She has had a troubled history. She is the ex-wife of two of my best friends, both dead, and the ex-mistress of another. I like her because I knew her father and mother, and because she was a clever little girl and still is a nice woman, even if she is getting along. She keeps a sort of house of convenience here in Louisville for a few of her old friends. You havent anything particular to do to-night, have you? Suppose we go around there?

Cowperwood, who was always genially sportive when among strong men  a sort of bounding collie  and who liked to humor those who could be of use to him, agreed.

It sounds interesting to me. Certainly Ill go. Tell me more about her. Is she good-looking?

Rather. But better yet, she is connected with a number of women who are. The Colonel, who had a small, gray goatee and sportive dark eyes, winked the latter solemnly.

Cowperwood arose.

Take me there, he said.

It was a rainy night. The business on which he was seeing the Colonel required another day to complete. There was little or nothing to do. On the way the Colonel retailed more of the life history of Nannie Hedden, as he familiarly called her, and explained that, although this was her maiden name, she had subsequently become first Mrs. John Alexander Fleming, then, after a divorce, Mrs. Ira George Carter, and now, alas! was known among the exclusive set of fast livers, to which he belonged, as plain Hattie Starr, the keeper of a more or less secret house of ill repute. Cowperwood did not take so much interest in all this until he saw her, and then only because of two children the Colonel told him about, one a girl by her first marriage, Berenice Fleming, who was away in a New York boarding-school, the other a boy, Rolfe Carter, who was in a military school for boys somewhere in the West.

That daughter of hers, observed the Colonel, is a chip of the old block, unless I miss my guess. I only saw her two or three times a few years ago when I was down East at her mothers summer home; but she struck me as having great charm even for a girl of ten. Shes a lady born, if ever there was one. How her mother is to keep her straight, living as she does, is more than I know. How she keeps her in that school is a mystery. Theres apt to be a scandal here at any time. Im very sure the girl doesnt know anything about her mothers business. She never lets her come out here.

Berenice Fleming, Cowperwood thought to himself. What a pleasing name, and what a peculiar handicap in life.

How old is the daughter now? he inquired.

Oh, she must be about fifteen  not more than that.

When they reached the house, which was located in a rather somber, treeless street, Cowperwood was surprised to find the interior spacious and tastefully furnished. Presently Mrs. Carter, as she was generally known in society, or Hattie Starr, as she was known to a less satisfying world, appeared. Cowperwood realized at once that he was in the presence of a woman who, whatever her present occupation, was not without marked evidences of refinement. She was exceedingly intelligent, if not highly intellectual, trig, vivacious, anything but commonplace. A certain spirited undulation in her walk, a seeming gay, frank indifference to her position in life, an obvious accustomedness to polite surroundings took his fancy. Her hair was built up in a loose Frenchy way, after the fashion of the empire, and her cheeks were slightly mottled with red veins. Her color was too high, and yet it was not utterly unbecoming. She had friendly gray-blue eyes, which went well with her light-brown hair; along with a pink flowered house-gown, which became her fulling figure, she wore pearls.

The widow of two husbands, thought Cowperwood; the mother of two children! With the Colonels easy introduction began a light conversation. Mrs. Carter gracefully persisted that she had known of Cowperwood for some time. His strenuous street-railway operations were more or less familiar to her.

It would be nice, she suggested, since Mr. Cowperwood is here, if we invited Grace Deming to call.

The latter was a favorite of the Colonels.

I would be very glad if I could talk to Mrs. Carter, gallantly volunteered Cowperwood  he scarcely knew why. He was curious to learn more of her history. On subsequent occasions, and in more extended conversation with the Colonel, it was retailed to him in full.

Nannie Hedden, or Mrs. John Alexander Fleming, or Mrs. Ira George Carter, or Hattie Starr, was by birth a descendant of a long line of Virginia and Kentucky Heddens and Colters, related in a definite or vague way to half the aristocracy of four or five of the surrounding states. Now, although still a woman of brilliant parts, she was the keeper of a select house of assignation in this meager city of perhaps two hundred thousand population. How had it happened? How could it possibly have come about? She had been in her day a reigning beauty. She had been born to money and had married money. Her first husband, John Alexander Fleming, who had inherited wealth, tastes, privileges, and vices from a long line of slave-holding, tobacco-growing Flemings, was a charming man of the Kentucky-Virginia society type. He had been trained in the law with a view to entering the diplomatic service, but, being an idler by nature, had never done so. Instead, horse-raising, horse-racing, philandering, dancing, hunting, and the like, had taken up his time. When their wedding took place the Kentucky-Virginia society world considered it a great match. There was wealth on both sides. Then came much more of that idle social whirl which had produced the marriage. Even philanderings of a very vital character were not barred, though deception, in some degree at least, would be necessary. As a natural result there followed the appearance in the mountains of North Carolina during a charming autumn outing of a gay young spark by the name of Tucker Tanner, and the bestowal on him by the beautiful Nannie Fleming  as she was then called  of her temporary affections. Kind friends were quick to report what Fleming himself did not see, and Fleming, roue that he was, encountering young Mr. Tanner on a high mountain road one evening, said to him, You get out of this party by night, or I will let daylight through you in the morning. Tucker Tanner, realizing that however senseless and unfair the exaggerated chivalry of the South might be, the end would be bullets just the same, departed. Mrs. Fleming, disturbed but unrepentant, considered herself greatly abused. There was much scandal. Then came quarrels, drinking on both sides, finally a divorce. Mr. Tucker Tanner did not appear to claim his damaged love, but the aforementioned Ira George Carter, a penniless never-do-well of the same generation and social standing, offered himself and was accepted. By the first marriage there had been one child, a girl. By the second there was another child, a boy. Ira George Carter, before the children were old enough to impress Mrs. Carter with the importance of their needs or her own affection for them, had squandered, in one ridiculous venture after another, the bulk of the property willed to her by her father, Major Wickham Hedden. Ultimately, after drunkenness and dissipation on the husbands side, and finally his death, came the approach of poverty. Mrs. Carter was not practical, and still passionate and inclined to dissipation. However, the aimless, fatuous going to pieces of Ira George Carter, the looming pathos of the future of the children, and a growing sense of affection and responsibility had finally sobered her. The lure of love and life had not entirely disappeared, but her chance of sipping at those crystal founts had grown sadly slender. A woman of thirty-eight and still possessing some beauty, she was not content to eat the husks provided for the unworthy. Her gorge rose at the thought of that neglected state into which the pariahs of society fall and on which the inexperienced so cheerfully comment. Neglected by her own set, shunned by the respectable, her fortune quite gone, she was nevertheless determined that she would not be a back-street seamstress or a pensioner upon the bounty of quondam friends. By insensible degrees came first unhallowed relationships through friendship and passing passion, then a curious intermediate state between the high world of fashion and the half world of harlotry, until, finally, in Louisville, she had become, not openly, but actually, the mistress of a house of ill repute. Men who knew how these things were done, and who were consulting their own convenience far more than her welfare, suggested the advisability of it. Three or four friends like Colonel Gillis wished rooms  convenient place in which to loaf, gamble, and bring their women. Hattie Starr was her name now, and as such she had even become known in a vague way to the police  but only vaguely  as a woman whose home was suspiciously gay on occasions.

Cowperwood, with his appetite for the wonders of life, his appreciation of the dramas which produce either failure or success, could not help being interested in this spoiled woman who was sailing so vaguely the seas of chance. Colonel Gillis once said that with some strong man to back her, Nannie Fleming could be put back into society. She had a pleasant appeal  she and her two children, of whom she never spoke. After a few visits to her home Cowperwood spent hours talking with Mrs. Carter whenever he was in Louisville. On one occasion, as they were entering her boudoir, she picked up a photograph of her daughter from the dresser and dropped it into a drawer. Cowperwood had never seen this picture before. It was that of a girl of fifteen or sixteen, of whom he obtained but the most fleeting glance. Yet, with that instinct for the essential and vital which invariably possessed him, he gained a keen impression of it. It was of a delicately haggard child with a marvelously agreeable smile, a fine, high-poised head upon a thin neck, and an air of bored superiority. Combined with this was a touch of weariness about the eyelids which drooped in a lofty way. Cowperwood was fascinated. Because of the daughter he professed an interest in the mother, which he really did not feel.

A little later Cowperwood was moved to definite action by the discovery in a photographers window in Louisville of a second picture of Berenice  a rather large affair which Mrs. Carter had had enlarged from a print sent her by her daughter some time before. Berenice was standing rather indifferently posed at the corner of a colonial mantel, a soft straw outing-hat held negligently in one hand, one hip sunk lower than the other, a faint, elusive smile playing dimly around her mouth. The smile was really not a smile, but only the wraith of one, and the eyes were wide, disingenuous, mock-simple. The picture because of its simplicity, appealed to him. He did not know that Mrs. Carter had never sanctioned its display. A personage, was Cowperwoods comment to himself, and he walked into the photographers office to see what could be done about its removal and the destruction of the plates. A half-hundred dollars, he found, would arrange it all  plates, prints, everything. Since by this ruse he secured a picture for himself, he promptly had it framed and hung in his Chicago rooms, where sometimes of an afternoon when he was hurrying to change his clothes he stopped to look at it. With each succeeding examination his admiration and curiosity grew. Here was perhaps, he thought, the true society woman, the high-born lady, the realization of that ideal which Mrs. Merrill and many another grande dame had suggested.

It was not so long after this again that, chancing to be in Louisville, he discovered Mrs. Carter in a very troubled social condition. Her affairs had received a severe setback. A certain Major Hagenback, a citizen of considerable prominence, had died in her home under peculiar circumstances. He was a man of wealth, married, and nominally living with his wife in Lexington. As a matter of fact, he spent very little time there, and at the time of his death of heart failure was leading a pleasurable existence with a Miss Trent, an actress, whom he had introduced to Mrs. Carter as his friend. The police, through a talkative deputy coroner, were made aware of all the facts. Pictures of Miss Trent, Mrs. Carter, Major Hagenback, his wife, and many curious details concerning Mrs. Carters home were about to appear in the papers when Colonel Gillis and others who were powerful socially and politically interfered; the affair was hushed up, but Mrs. Carter was in distress. This was more than she had bargained for.

Her quondam friends were frightened away for the nonce. She herself had lost courage. When Cowperwood saw her she had been in the very human act of crying, and her eyes were red.

Well, well, he commented, on seeing her  she was in moody gray in the bargain you dont mean to tell me youre worrying about anything, are you?

Oh, Mr. Cowperwood, she explained, pathetically, I have had so much trouble since I saw you. You heard of Major Hagenbacks death, didnt you? Cowperwood, who had heard something of the story from Colonel Gillis, nodded. Well, I have just been notified by the police that I will have to move, and the landlord has given me notice, too. If it just werent for my two children

She dabbed at her eyes pathetically.

Cowperwood meditated interestedly.

Havent you any place you can go? he asked.

I have a summer place in Pennsylvania, she confessed; but I cant go there very well in February. Besides, its my living Im worrying about. I have only this to depend on.

She waved her hand inclusively toward the various rooms. Dont you own that place in Pennsylvania? he inquired.

Yes, but it isnt worth much, and I couldnt sell it. Ive been trying to do that anyhow for some time, because Berenice is getting tired of it.

And havent you any money laid away?

Its taken all I have to run this place and keep the children in school. Ive been trying to give Berenice and Rolfe a chance to do something for themselves.

At the repetition of Berenices name Cowperwood consulted his own interest or mood in the matter. A little assistance for her would not bother him much. Besides, it would probably eventually bring about a meeting with the daughter.

Why dont you clear out of this? he observed, finally. Its no business to be in, anyhow, if you have any regard for your children. They cant survive anything like this. You want to put your daughter back in society, dont you?

Oh yes, almost pleaded Mrs. Carter.

Precisely, commented Cowperwood, who, when he was thinking, almost invariably dropped into a short, cold, curt, business manner. Yet he was humanely inclined in this instance.

Well, then, why not live in your Pennsylvania place for the present, or, if not that, go to New York? You cant stay here. Ship or sell these things. He waved a hand toward the rooms.

I would only too gladly, replied Mrs. Carter, if I knew what to do.

Take my advice and go to New York for the present. You will get rid of your expenses here, and I will help you with the rest  for the present, anyhow. You can get a start again. It is too bad about these children of yours. I will take care of the boy as soon as he is old enough. As for Berenice  he used her name softly if she can stay in her school until she is nineteen or twenty the chances are that she will make social connections which will save her nicely. The thing for you to do is to avoid meeting any of this old crowd out here in the future if you can. It might be advisable to take her abroad for a time after she leaves school.

Yes, if I just could, sighed Mrs. Carter, rather lamely.

Well, do what I suggest now, and we will see, observed Cowperwood. It would be a pity if your two children were to have their lives ruined by such an accident as this.

Mrs. Carter, realizing that here, in the shape of Cowperwood, if he chose to be generous, was the open way out of a lowering dungeon of misery, was inclined to give vent to a bit of grateful emotion, but, finding him subtly remote, restrained herself. His manner, while warmly generous at times, was also easily distant, except when he wished it to be otherwise. Just now he was thinking of the high soul of Berenice Fleming and of its possible value to him.


Chapter XLI

The Daughter of Mrs. Fleming

Berenice Fleming, at the time Cowperwood first encountered her mother, was an inmate of the Misses Brewsters School for Girls, then on Riverside Drive, New York, and one of the most exclusive establishments of its kind in America. The social prestige and connections of the Heddens, Flemings, and Carters were sufficient to gain her this introduction, though the social fortunes of her mother were already at this time on the down grade. A tall girl, delicately haggard, as he had imagined her, with reddish-bronze hair of a tinge but distantly allied to that of Aileens, she was unlike any woman Cowperwood had ever known. Even at seventeen she stood up and out with an inexplicable superiority which brought her the feverish and exotic attention of lesser personalities whose emotional animality found an outlet in swinging a censer at her shrine.

A strange maiden, decidedly! Even at this age, when she was, as one might suppose, a mere slip of a girl, she was deeply conscious of herself, her sex, her significance, her possible social import. Armed with a fair skin, a few freckles, an almost too high color at times, strange, deep, night-blue, cat-like eyes, a long nose, a rather pleasant mouth, perfect teeth, and a really good chin, she moved always with a feline grace that was careless, superior, sinuous, and yet the acme of harmony and a rhythmic flow of lines. One of her mess-hall tricks, when unobserved by her instructors, was to walk with six plates and a water-pitcher all gracefully poised on the top of her head after the fashion of the Asiatic and the African, her hips moving, her shoulders, neck, and head still. Girls begged weeks on end to have her repeat this stunt, as they called it. Another was to put her arms behind her and with a rush imitate the Winged Victory, a copy of which graced the library hall.

You know, one little rosy-cheeked satellite used to urge on her, adoringly, she must have been like you. Her head must have been like yours. You are lovely when you do it.

For answer Berenices deep, almost black-blue eyes turned on her admirer with solemn unflattered consideration. She awed always by the something that she did not say.

The school, for all the noble dames who presided over it  solemn, inexperienced owl-like conventionalists who insisted on the last tittle and jot of order and procedure  was a joke to Berenice. She recognized the value of its social import, but even at fifteen and sixteen she was superior to it. She was superior to her superiors and to the specimens of maidenhood  supposed to be perfect socially  who gathered about to hear her talk, to hear her sing, declaim, or imitate. She was deeply, dramatically, urgently conscious of the value of her personality in itself, not as connected with any inherited social standing, but of its innate worth, and of the artistry and wonder of her body. One of her chief delights was to walk alone in her room  sometimes at night, the lamp out, the moon perhaps faintly illuminating her chamber  and to pose and survey her body, and dance in some naive, graceful, airy Greek way a dance that was singularly free from sex consciousness  and yet was it? She was conscious of her body  of every inch of it  under the ivory-white clothes which she frequently wore. Once she wrote in a secret diary which she maintained  another art impulse or an affectation, as you will: My skin is so wonderful. It tingles so with rich life. I love it and my strong muscles underneath. I love my hands and my hair and my eyes. My hands are long and thin and delicate; my eyes are a dark, deep blue; my hair is a brown, rusty red, thick and sleepy. My long, firm, untired limbs can dance all night. Oh, I love life! I love life!

You would not have called Berenice Fleming sensuous  though she was  because she was self-controlled. Her eyes lied to you. They lied to all the world. They looked you through and through with a calm savoir faire, a mocking defiance, which said with a faint curl of the lips, barely suggested to help them out, You cannot read me, you cannot read me. She put her head to one side, smiled, lied (by implication), assumed that there was nothing. And there was nothing, as yet. Yet there was something, too  her inmost convictions, and these she took good care to conceal. The world  how little it should ever, ever know! How little it ever could know truly!

The first time Cowperwood encountered this Circe daughter of so unfortunate a mother was on the occasion of a trip to New York, the second spring following his introduction to Mrs. Carter in Louisville. Berenice was taking some part in the closing exercises of the Brewster School, and Mrs. Carter, with Cowperwood for an escort, decided to go East. Cowperwood having located himself at the Netherlands, and Mrs. Carter at the much humbler Grenoble, they journeyed together to visit this paragon whose picture he had had hanging in his rooms in Chicago for months past. When they were introduced into the somewhat somber reception parlor of the Brewster School, Berenice came slipping in after a few moments, a noiseless figure of a girl, tall and slim, and deliciously sinuous. Cowperwood saw at first glance that she fulfilled all the promise of her picture, and was delighted. She had, he thought, a strange, shrewd, intelligent smile, which, however, was girlish and friendly. Without so much as a glance in his direction she came forward, extending her arms and hands in an inimitable histrionic manner, and exclaimed, with a practised and yet natural inflection: Mother, dear! So here you are really! You know, Ive been thinking of you all morning. I wasnt sure whether you would come to-day, you change about so. I think I even dreamed of you last night.

Her skirts, still worn just below the shoe-tops, had the richness of scraping silk then fashionable. She was also guilty of using a faint perfume of some kind.

Cowperwood could see that Mrs. Carter, despite a certain nervousness due to the girls superior individuality and his presence, was very proud of her. Berenice, he also saw quickly, was measuring him out of the tail of her eye  a single sweeping glance which she vouchsafed from beneath her long lashes sufficing; but she gathered quite accurately the totality of Cowperwoods age, force, grace, wealth, and worldly ability. Without hesitation she classed him as a man of power in some field, possibly finance, one of the numerous able men whom her mother seemed to know. She always wondered about her mother. His large gray eyes, that searched her with lightning accuracy, appealed to her as pleasant, able eyes. She knew on the instant, young as she was, that he liked women, and that probably he would think her charming; but as for giving him additional attention it was outside her code. She preferred to be interested in her dear mother exclusively.

Berenice, observed Mrs. Carter, airily, let me introduce Mr. Cowperwood.

Berenice turned, and for the fraction of a second leveled a frank and yet condescending glance from wells of what Cowperwood considered to be indigo blue.

Your mother has spoken of you from time to time, he said, pleasantly.

She withdrew a cool, thin hand as limp and soft as wax, and turned to her mother again without comment, and yet without the least embarrassment. Cowperwood seemed in no way important to her.

What would you say, dear, pursued Mrs. Carter, after a brief exchange of commonplaces, if I were to spend next winter in New York?

It would be charming if I could live at home. Im sick of this silly boarding-school.

Why, Berenice! I thought you liked it.

I hate it, but only because its so dull. The girls here are so silly.

Mrs. Carter lifted her eyebrows as much as to say to her escort, Now what do you think? Cowperwood stood solemnly by. It was not for him to make a suggestion at present. He could see that for some reason  probably because of her disordered life  Mrs. Carter was playing a game of manners with her daughter; she maintained always a lofty, romantic air. With Berenice it was natural  the expression of a vain, self-conscious, superior disposition.

A rather charming garden here, he observed, lifting a curtain and looking out into a blooming plot.

Yes, the flowers are nice, commented Berenice.

Wait; Ill get some for you. Its against the rules, but they cant do more than send me away, and thats what I want.

Berenice! Come back here!

It was Mrs. Carter calling.

The daughter was gone in a fling of graceful lines and flounces. Now what do you make of her? asked Mrs. Carter, turning to her friend.

Youth, individuality, energy  a hundred things. I see nothing wrong with her.

If I could only see to it that she had her opportunities unspoiled.

Already Berenice was returning, a subject for an artist in almost studied lines. Her arms were full of sweet-peas and roses which she had ruthlessly gathered.

You wilful girl! scolded her mother, indulgently. I shall have to go and explain to your superiors. Whatever shall I do with her, Mr. Cowperwood?

Load her with daisy chains and transport her to Cytherea, commented Cowperwood, who had once visited this romantic isle, and therefore knew its significance.

Berenice paused. What a pretty speech that is! she exclaimed. I have a notion to give you a special flower for that. I will, too. She presented him with a rose.

For a girl who had slipped in shy and still, Cowperwood commented, her mood had certainly changed. Still, this was the privilege of the born actress, to change. And as he viewed Berenice Fleming now he felt her to be such  a born actress, lissome, subtle, wise, indifferent, superior, taking the world as she found it and expecting it to obey  to sit up like a pet dog and be told to beg. What a charming character! What a pity it should not be allowed to bloom undisturbed in its make-believe garden! What a pity, indeed!


Chapter XLII

F. A. Cowperwood, Guardian

It was some time after this first encounter before Cowperwood saw Berenice again, and then only for a few days in that region of the Pocono Mountains where Mrs. Carter had her summer home. It was an idyllic spot on a mountainside, some three miles from Stroudsburg, among a peculiar juxtaposition of hills which, from the comfortable recesses of a front veranda, had the appearance, as Mrs. Carter was fond of explaining, of elephants and camels parading in the distance. The humps of the hills  some of them as high as eighteen hundred feet  rose stately and green. Below, quite visible for a mile or more, moved the dusty, white road descending to Stroudsburg. Out of her Louisville earnings Mrs. Carter had managed to employ, for the several summer seasons she had been here, a gardener, who kept the sloping front lawn in seasonable flowers. There was a trig two-wheeled trap with a smart horse and harness, and both Rolfe and Berenice were possessed of the latest novelty of the day  low-wheeled bicycles, which had just then superseded the old, high-wheel variety. For Berenice, also, was a music-rack full of classic music and song collections, a piano, a shelf of favorite books, painting-materials, various athletic implements, and several types of Greek dancing-tunics which she had designed herself, including sandals and fillet for her hair. She was an idle, reflective, erotic person dreaming strange dreams of a near and yet far-off social supremacy, at other times busying herself with such social opportunities as came to her. A more safely calculating and yet wilful girl than Berenice Fleming would have been hard to find. By some trick of mental adjustment she had gained a clear prevision of how necessary it was to select the right socially, and to conceal her true motives and feelings; and yet she was by no means a snob, mentally, nor utterly calculating. Certain things in her own and in her mothers life troubled her  quarrels in her early days, from her seventh to her eleventh year, between her mother and her stepfather, Mr. Carter; the latters drunkenness verging upon delirium tremens at times; movings from one place to another  all sorts of sordid and depressing happenings. Berenice had been an impressionable child. Some things had gripped her memory mightily  once, for instance, when she had seen her stepfather, in the presence of her governess, kick a table over, and, seizing the toppling lamp with demoniac skill, hurl it through a window. She, herself, had been tossed by him in one of these tantrums, when, in answer to the cries of terror of those about her, he had shouted: Let her fall! It wont hurt the little devil to break a few bones. This was her keenest memory of her stepfather, and it rather softened her judgment of her mother, made her sympathetic with her when she was inclined to be critical. Of her own father she only knew that he had divorced her mother  why, she could not say. She liked her mother on many counts, though she could not feel that she actually loved her  Mrs. Carter was too fatuous at times, and at other times too restrained. This house at Pocono, or Forest Edge, as Mrs. Carter had named it, was conducted after a peculiar fashion. From June to October only it was open, Mrs. Carter, in the past, having returned to Louisville at that time, while Berenice and Rolfe went back to their respective schools. Rolfe was a cheerful, pleasant-mannered youth, well bred, genial, and courteous, but not very brilliant intellectually. Cowperwoods judgment of him the first time he saw him was that under ordinary circumstances he would make a good confidential clerk, possibly in a bank. Berenice, on the other hand, the child of the first husband, was a creature of an exotic mind and an opalescent heart. After his first contact with her in the reception-room of the Brewster School Cowperwood was deeply conscious of the import of this budding character. He was by now so familiar with types and kinds of women that an exceptional type  quite like an exceptional horse to a judge of horse-flesh  stood out in his mind with singular vividness. Quite as in some great racing-stable an ambitious horseman might imagine that he detected in some likely filly the signs and lineaments of the future winner of a Derby, so in Berenice Fleming, in the quiet precincts of the Brewster School, Cowperwood previsioned the central figure of a Newport lawn fete or a London drawing-room. Why? She had the air, the grace, the lineage, the blood  that was why; and on that score she appealed to him intensely, quite as no other woman before had ever done.

It was on the lawn of Forest Edge that Cowperwood now saw Berenice. The latter had had the gardener set up a tall pole, to which was attached a tennis-ball by a cord, and she and Rolfe were hard at work on a game of tether-ball. Cowperwood, after a telegram to Mrs. Carter, had been met at the station in Pocono by her and rapidly driven out to the house. The green hills pleased him, the up-winding, yellow road, the silver-gray cottage with the brown-shingle roof in the distance. It was three in the afternoon, and bright for a sinking sun.

There they are now, observed Mrs. Carter, cheerful and smiling, as they came out from under a low ledge that skirted the road a little way from the cottage. Berenice, executing a tripping, running step to one side, was striking the tethered ball with her racquet. They are hard at it, as usual. Two such romps!

She surveyed them with pleased motherly interest, which Cowperwood considered did her much credit. He was thinking that it would be too bad if her hopes for her children should not be realized. Yet possibly they might not be. Life was very grim. How strange, he thought, was this type of woman  at once a sympathetic, affectionate mother and a panderer to the vices of men. How strange that she should have these children at all. Berenice had on a white skirt, white tennis-shoes, a pale-cream silk waist or blouse, which fitted her very loosely. Because of exercise her color was high  quite pink  and her dusty, reddish hair was blowy. Though they turned into the hedge gate and drove to the west entrance, which was at one side of the house, there was no cessation of the game, not even a glance from Berenice, so busy was she.

He was merely her mothers friend to her. Cowperwood noted, with singular vividness of feeling, that the lines of her movements  the fleeting, momentary positions she assumed  were full of a wondrous natural charm. He wanted to say so to Mrs. Carter, but restrained himself.

Its a brisk game, he commented, with a pleased glance. You play, do you?

Oh, I did. I dont much any more. Sometimes I try a set with Rolfe or Bevy; but they both beat me so badly.

Bevy? Who is Bevy?

Oh, thats short of Berenice. Its what Rolfe called her when he was a baby.

Bevy! I think that rather nice.

I always like it, too. Somehow it seems to suit her, and yet I dont know why.

Before dinner Berenice made her appearance, freshened by a bath and clad in a light summer dress that appeared to Cowperwood to be all flounces, and the more graceful in its lines for the problematic absence of a corset. Her face and hands, however  a face thin, long, and sweetly hollow, and hands that were slim and sinewy  gripped and held his fancy. He was reminded in the least degree of Stephanie; but this girls chin was firmer and more delicately, though more aggressively, rounded. Her eyes, too, were shrewder and less evasive, though subtle enough.

So I meet you again, he observed, with a somewhat aloof air, as she came out on the porch and sank listlessly into a wicker chair. The last time I met you you were hard at work in New York.

Breaking the rules. No, I forget; that was my easiest work. Oh, Rolfe, she called over her shoulder, indifferently, I see your pocket-knife out on the grass.

Cowperwood, properly suppressed, waited a brief space. Who won that exciting game?

I did, of course. I always win at tether-ball.

Oh, do you? commented Cowperwood.

I mean with brother, of course. He plays so poorly. She turned to the west  the house faced south  and studied the road which came up from Stroudsburg. I do believe thats Harry Kemp, she added, quite to herself. If so, hell have my mail, if there is any.

She got up again and disappeared into the house, coming out a few moments later to saunter down to the gate, which was over a hundred feet away. To Cowperwood she seemed to float, so hale and graceful was she. A smart youth in blue serge coat, white trousers, and white shoes drove by in a high-seated trap.

Two letters for you, he called, in a high, almost falsetto voice. I thought you would have eight or nine. Blessed hot, isnt it? He had a smart though somewhat effeminate manner, and Cowperwood at once wrote him down as an ass. Berenice took the mail with an engaging smile. She sauntered past him reading, without so much as a glance. Presently he heard her voice within.

Mother, the Haggertys have invited me for the last week in August. I have half a mind to cut Tuxedo and go. I like Bess Haggerty.

Well, youll have to decide that, dearest. Are they going to be at Tarrytown or Loon Lake?

Loon Lake, of course, came Berenices voice.

What a world of social doings she was involved in, thought Cowperwood. She had begun well. The Haggertys were rich coal-mine operators in Pennsylvania. Harris Haggerty, to whose family she was probably referring, was worth at least six or eight million. The social world they moved in was high.

They drove after dinner to The Saddler, at Saddlers Run, where a dance and moonlight promenade was to be given. On the way over, owing to the remoteness of Berenice, Cowperwood for the first time in his life felt himself to be getting old. In spite of the vigor of his mind and body, he realized constantly that he was over fifty-two, while she was only seventeen. Why should this lure of youth continue to possess him? She wore a white concoction of lace and silk which showed a pair of smooth young shoulders and a slender, queenly, inimitably modeled neck. He could tell by the sleek lines of her arms how strong she was.

It is perhaps too late, he said to himself, in comment. I am getting old.

The freshness of the hills in the pale night was sad.

Saddlers, when they reached there after ten, was crowded with the youth and beauty of the vicinity. Mrs. Carter, who was prepossessing in a ball costume of silver and old rose, expected that Cowperwood would dance with her. And he did, but all the time his eyes were on Berenice, who was caught up by one youth and another of dapper mien during the progress of the evening and carried rhythmically by in the mazes of the waltz or schottische. There was a new dance in vogue that involved a gay, running step  kicking first one foot and then the other forward, turning and running backward and kicking again, and then swinging with a smart air, back to back, with ones partner. Berenice, in her lithe, rhythmic way, seemed to him the soul of spirited and gracious ease  unconscious of everybody and everything save the spirit of the dance itself as a medium of sweet emotion, of some far-off, dreamlike spirit of gaiety. He wondered. He was deeply impressed.

Berenice, observed Mrs. Carter, when in an intermission she came forward to where Cowperwood and she were sitting in the moonlight discussing New York and Kentucky social life, havent you saved one dance for Mr. Cowperwood?

Cowperwood, with a momentary feeling of resentment, protested that he did not care to dance any more. Mrs. Carter, he observed to himself, was a fool.

I believe, said her daughter, with a languid air, that I am full up. I could break one engagement, though, somewhere.

Not for me, though, please, pleaded Cowperwood. I dont care to dance any more, thank you.

He almost hated her at the moment for a chilly cat. And yet he did not.

Why, Bevy, how you talk! I think you are acting very badly this evening.

Please, please, pleaded Cowperwood, quite sharply. Not any more. I dont care to dance any more.

Bevy looked at him oddly for a moment  a single thoughtful glance.

But I have a dance, though, she pleaded, softly. I was just teasing. Wont you dance it with me?

I cant refuse, of course, replied Cowperwood, coldly.

Its the next one, she replied.

They danced, but he scarcely softened to her at first, so angry was he. Somehow, because of all that had gone before, he felt stiff and ungainly. She had managed to break in upon his natural savoir faire  this chit of a girl. But as they went on through a second half the spirit of her dancing soul caught him, and he felt more at ease, quite rhythmic. She drew close and swept him into a strange unison with herself.

You dance beautifully, he said.

I love it, she replied. She was already of an agreeable height for him.

It was soon over. I wish you would take me where the ices are, she said to Cowperwood.

He led her, half amused, half disturbed at her attitude toward him.

You are having a pleasant time teasing me, arent you? he asked.

I am only tired, she replied. The evening bores me. Really it does. I wish we were all home.

We can go when you say, no doubt.

As they reached the ices, and she took one from his hand, she surveyed him with those cool, dull blue eyes of hers  eyes that had the flat quality of unglazed Dutch tiles.

I wish you would forgive me, she said. I was rude. I couldnt help it. I am all out of sorts with myself.

I hadnt felt you were rude, he observed, lying grandly, his mood toward her changing entirely.

Oh yes I was, and I hope you will forgive me. I sincerely wish you would.

I do with all my heart  the little that there is to forgive.

He waited to take her back, and yielded her to a youth who was waiting. He watched her trip away in a dance, and eventually led her mother to the trap. Berenice was not with them on the home drive; some one else was bringing her. Cowperwood wondered when she would come, and where was her room, and whether she was really sorry, and  As he fell asleep Berenice Fleming and her slate-blue eyes were filling his mind completely.


Chapter XLIII

The Planet Mars

The banking hostility to Cowperwood, which in its beginning had made necessary his trip to Kentucky and elsewhere, finally reached a climax. It followed an attempt on his part to furnish funds for the building of elevated roads. The hour for this new form of transit convenience had struck. The public demanded it. Cowperwood saw one elevated road, the South Side Alley Line, being built, and another, the West Side Metropolitan Line, being proposed, largely, as he knew, in order to create sentiment for the idea, and so to make his opposition to a general franchise difficult. He was well aware that if he did not choose to build them others would. It mattered little that electricity had arrived finally as a perfected traction factor, and that all his lines would soon have to be done over to meet that condition, or that it was costing him thousands and thousands to stay the threatening aspect of things politically. In addition he must now plunge into this new realm, gaining franchises by the roughest and subtlest forms of political bribery. The most serious aspect of this was not political, but rather financial. Elevated roads in Chicago, owing to the sparseness of the population over large areas, were a serious thing to contemplate. The mere cost of iron, right of way, rolling-stock, and power-plants was immense. Being chronically opposed to investing his private funds where stocks could just as well be unloaded on the public, and the management and control retained by him, Cowperwood, for the time being, was puzzled as to where he should get credit for the millions to be laid down in structural steel, engineering fees, labor, and equipment before ever a dollar could be taken out in passenger fares. Owing to the advent of the Worlds Fair, the South Side L  to which, in order to have peace and quiet, he had finally conceded a franchise  was doing reasonably well. Yet it was not making any such return on the investment as the New York roads. The new lines which he was preparing would traverse even less populous sections of the city, and would in all likelihood yield even a smaller return. Money had to be forthcoming  something between twelve and fifteen million dollars  and this on the stocks and bonds of a purely paper corporation which might not yield paying dividends for years to come. Addison, finding that the Chicago Trust Company was already heavily loaded, called upon various minor but prosperous local banks to take over the new securities (each in part, of course). He was astonished and chagrined to find that one and all uniformly refused.

Ill tell you how it is, Judah, one bank president confided to him, in great secrecy. We owe Timothy Arneel at least three hundred thousand dollars that we only have to pay three per cent. for. Its a call-loan. Besides, the Lake National is our main standby when it comes to quick trades, and hes in on that. I understand from one or two friends that hes at outs with Cowperwood, and we cant afford to offend him. Id like to, but no more for me  not at present, anyhow.

Why, Simmons, replied Addison, these fellows are simply cutting off their noses to spite their faces. These stock and bond issues are perfectly good investments, and no one knows it better than you do. All this hue and cry in the newspapers against Cowperwood doesnt amount to anything. Hes perfectly solvent. Chicago is growing. His lines are becoming more valuable every year.

I know that, replied Simmons. But what about this talk of a rival elevated system? Wont that injure his lines for the time being, anyhow, if it comes into the field?

If I know anything about Cowperwood, replied Addison, simply, there isnt going to be any rival elevated road. Its true they got the city council to give them a franchise for one line on the South Side; but thats out of his territory, anyhow, and that other one to the Chicago General Company doesnt amount to anything. It will be years and years before it can be made to pay a dollar, and when the time comes he will probably take it over if he wants it. Another election will be held in two years, and then the city administration may not be so unfavorable. As it is, they havent been able to hurt him through the council as much as they thought they would.

Yes; but he lost the election.

True; but it doesnt follow hes going to lose the next one, or every one.

Just the same, replied Simmons, very secretively, I understand theres a concerted effort on to drive him out. Schryhart, Hand, Merrill, Arneel  theyre the most powerful men we have. I understand Hand says that hell never get his franchises renewed except on terms thatll make his lines unprofitable. Theres going to be an awful smash here one of these days if thats true. Mr. Simmons looked very wise and solemn.

Never believe it, replied Addison, contemptuously. Hand isnt Chicago, neither is Schryhart, nor Arneel. Cowperwood is a brainy man. He isnt going to be put under so easily. Did you ever hear what was the real bottom cause of all this disturbance?

Yes, Ive heard, replied Simmons.

Do you believe it?

Oh, I dont know. Yes, I suppose I do. Still, I dont know that that need have anything to do with it. Money envy is enough to make any man fight. This man Hand is very powerful.

Not long after this Cowperwood, strolling into the presidents office of the Chicago Trust Company, inquired: Well, Judah, how about those Northwestern L bonds?

Its just as I thought, Frank, replied Addison, softly. Well have to go outside of Chicago for that money. Hand, Arneel, and the rest of that crowd have decided to combine against us. Thats plain. Something has started them off in full cry. I suppose my resignation may have had something to do with it. Anyhow, every one of the banks in which they have any hand has uniformly refused to come in. To make sure that I was right I even called up the little old Third National of Lake View and the Drovers and Traders on Forty-seventh Street. Thats Charlie Wallins bank. When I was over in the Lake National he used to hang around the back door asking for anything I could give him that was sound. Now he says his orders are from his directors not to share in anything we have to offer. Its the same story everywhere  they darent. I asked Wallin if he knew why the directors were down on the Chicago Trust or on you, and at first he said he didnt. Then he said hed stop in and lunch with me some day. Theyre the silliest lot of old ostriches I ever heard of. As if refusing to let us have money on any loan here was going to prevent us from getting it! They can take their little old one-horse banks and play blockhouses with them if they want to. I can go to New York and in thirty-six hours raise twenty million dollars if we need it.

Addison was a little warm. It was a new experience for him. Cowperwood merely curled his mustaches and smiled sardonically.

Well, never mind, he said. Will you go down to New York, or shall I?

It was decided, after some talk, that Addison should go. When he reached New York he found, to his surprise, that the local opposition to Cowperwood had, for some mysterious reason, begun to take root in the East.

Ill tell you how it is, observed Joseph Haeckelheimer, to whom Addison applied  a short, smug, pussy person who was the head of Haeckelheimer, Gotloeb & Co., international bankers. We hear odd things concerning Mr. Cowperwood out in Chicago. Some people say he is sound  some not. He has some very good franchises covering a large portion of the city, but they are only twenty-year franchises, and they will all run out by 1903 at the latest. As I understand it, he has managed to stir up all the local elements  some very powerful ones, too  and he is certain to have a hard time to get his franchises renewed. I dont live in Chicago, of course. I dont know much about it, but our Western correspondent tells me this is so. Mr. Cowperwood is a very able man, as I understand it, but if all these influential men are opposed to him they can make him a great deal of trouble. The public is very easily aroused.

You do a very able man a great injustice, Mr. Haeckelheimer, Addison retorted. Almost any one who starts out to do things successfully and intelligently is sure to stir up a great deal of feeling. The particular men you mention seem to feel that they have a sort of proprietors interest in Chicago. They really think they own it. As a matter of fact, the city made them; they didnt make the city.

Mr. Haeckelheimer lifted his eyebrows. He laid two fine white hands, plump and stubby, over the lower buttons of his protuberant waistcoat. Public favor is a great factor in all these enterprises, he almost sighed. As you know, part of a mans resources lies in his ability to avoid stirring up opposition. It may be that Mr. Cowperwood is strong enough to overcome all that. I dont know. Ive never met him. Im just telling you what I hear.

This offish attitude on the part of Mr. Haeckelheimer was indicative of a new trend. The man was enormously wealthy. The firm of Haeckelheimer, Gotloeb & Co. represented a controlling interest in some of the principal railways and banks in America. Their favor was not to be held in light esteem.

It was plain that these rumors against Cowperwood in New York, unless offset promptly by favorable events in Chicago, might mean  in the large banking quarters, anyhow  the refusal of all subsequent Cowperwood issues. It might even close the doors of minor banks and make private investors nervous.

Addisons report of all this annoyed Cowperwood no little. It made him angry. He saw in it the work of Schryhart, Hand, and others who were trying their best to discredit him. Let them talk, he declared, crossly. I have the street-railways. Theyre not going to rout me out of here. I can sell stocks and bonds to the public direct if need be! There are plenty of private people who are glad to invest in these properties.

At this psychological moment enter, as by the hand of Fate, the planet Mars and the University. This latter, from having been for years a humble Baptist college of the cheapest character, had suddenly, through the beneficence of a great Standard Oil multimillionaire, flared upward into a great university, and was causing a stir throughout the length and breadth of the educational world.

It was already a most noteworthy spectacle, one of the sights of the city. Millions were being poured into it; new and beautiful buildings were almost monthly erected. A brilliant, dynamic man had been called from the East as president. There were still many things needed  dormitories, laboratories of one kind and another, a great library; and, last but not least, a giant telescope  one that would sweep the heavens with a hitherto unparalleled receptive eye, and wring from it secrets not previously decipherable by the eye and the mind of man.

Cowperwood had always been interested in the heavens and in the giant mathematical and physical methods of interpreting them. It so happened that the war-like planet, with its sinister aspect, was just at this time to be seen hanging in the west, a fiery red; and the easily aroused public mind was being stirred to its shallow depth by reflections and speculations regarding the famous canals of the luminary. The mere thought of the possibility of a larger telescope than any now in existence, which might throw additional light on this evasive mystery, was exciting not only Chicago, but the whole world. Late one afternoon Cowperwood, looking over some open fields which faced his new power-house in West Madison Street, observed the planet hanging low and lucent in the evening sky, a warm, radiant bit of orange in a sea of silver. He paused and surveyed it. Was it true that there were canals on it, and people? Life was surely strange.

One day not long after this Alexander Rambaud called him up on the phone and remarked, jocosely:

I say, Cowperwood, Ive played a rather shabby trick on you just now. Doctor Hooper, of the University, was in here a few minutes ago asking me to be one of ten to guarantee the cost of a telescope lens that he thinks he needs to run that one-horse school of his out there. I told him I thought you might possibly be interested. His idea is to find some one who will guarantee forty thousand dollars, or eight or ten men who will guarantee four or five thousand each. I thought of you, because Ive heard you discuss astronomy from time to time.

Let him come, replied Cowperwood, who was never willing to be behind others in generosity, particularly where his efforts were likely to be appreciated in significant quarters.

Shortly afterward appeared the doctor himself  short, rotund, rubicund, displaying behind a pair of clear, thick, gold-rimmed glasses, round, dancing, incisive eyes. Imaginative grip, buoyant, self-delusive self-respect were written all over him. The two men eyed each other  one with that broad-gage examination which sees even universities as futile in the endless shift of things; the other with that faith in the balance for right which makes even great personal forces, such as financial magnates, serve an idealistic end.

Its not a very long story I have to tell you, Mr. Cowperwood, said the doctor. Our astronomical work is handicapped just now by the simple fact that we have no lens at all, no telescope worthy of the name. I should like to see the University do original work in this field, and do it in a great way. The only way to do it, in my judgment, is to do it better than any one else can. Dont you agree with me? He showed a row of shining white teeth.

Cowperwood smiled urbanely.

Will a forty-thousand-dollar lens be a better lens than any other lens? he inquired.

Made by Appleman Brothers, of Dorchester, it will, replied the college president. The whole story is here, Mr. Cowperwood. These men are practical lens-makers. A great lens, in the first place, is a matter of finding a suitable crystal. Large and flawless crystals are not common, as you may possibly know. Such a crystal has recently been found, and is now owned by Mr. Appleman. It takes about four or five years to grind and polish it. Most of the polishing, as you may or may not know, is done by the hand  smoothing it with the thumb and forefinger. The time, judgment, and skill of an optical expert is required. To-day, unfortunately, that is not cheap. The laborer is worthy of his hire, however, I suppose  he waved a soft, full, white hand and forty thousand is little enough. It would be a great honor if the University could have the largest, most serviceable, and most perfect lens in the world. It would reflect great credit, I take it, on the men who would make this possible.

Cowperwood liked the mans artistically educational air; obviously here was a personage of ability, brains, emotion, and scientific enthusiasm. It was splendid to him to see any strong man in earnest, for himself or others.

And forty thousand will do this? he asked.

Yes, sir. Forty thousand will guarantee us the lens, anyhow.

And how about land, buildings, a telescope frame? Have you all those things prepared for it?

Not as yet, but, since it takes four years at least to grind the lens, there will be time enough, when the lens is nearing completion, to look after the accessories. We have picked our site, however  Lake Geneva  and we would not refuse either land or accessories if we knew where to get them.

Again the even, shining teeth, the keen eyes boring through the glasses.

Cowperwood saw a great opportunity. He asked what would be the cost of the entire project. Dr. Hooper presumed that three hundred thousand would do it all handsomely  lens, telescope, land, machinery, building  a great monument.

And how much have you guaranteed on the cost of your lens? Sixteen thousand dollars, so far.

To be paid when?

In instalments  ten thousand a year for four years. Just enough to keep the lens-maker busy for the present.

Cowperwood reflected. Ten thousand a year for four years would be a mere salary item, and at the end of that time he felt sure that he could supply the remainder of the money quite easily. He would be so much richer; his plans would be so much more mature. On such a repute (the ability to give a three-hundred-thousand-dollar telescope out of hand to be known as the Cowperwood telescope) he could undoubtedly raise money in London, New York, and elsewhere for his Chicago enterprise. The whole world would know him in a day. He paused, his enigmatic eyes revealing nothing of the splendid vision that danced before them. At last! At last!

How would it do, Mr. Hooper, he said, sweetly, if, instead of ten men giving you four thousand each, as you plan, one man were to give you forty thousand in annual instalments of ten thousand each? Could that be arranged as well?

My dear Mr. Cowperwood, exclaimed the doctor, glowing, his eyes alight, do I understand that you personally might wish to give the money for this lens?

I might, yes. But I should have to exact one pledge, Mr. Hooper, if I did any such thing.

And what would that be?

The privilege of giving the land and the building  the whole telescope, in fact. I presume no word of this will be given out unless the matter is favorably acted upon? he added, cautiously and diplomatically.

The new president of the university arose and eyed him with a peculiarly approbative and grateful gaze. He was a busy, overworked man. His task was large. Any burden taken from his shoulders in this fashion was a great relief.

My answer to that, Mr. Cowperwood, if I had the authority, would be to agree now in the name of the University, and thank you. For forms sake, I must submit the matter to the trustees of the University, but I have no doubt as to the outcome. I anticipate nothing but grateful approbation. Let me thank you again.

They shook hands warmly, and the solid collegian bustled forth. Cowperwood sank quietly in his chair. He pressed his fingers together, and for a moment or two permitted himself to dream. Then he called a stenographer and began a bit of dictation. He did not care to think even to himself how universally advantageous all this might yet prove to be.

The result was that in the course of a few weeks the proffer was formally accepted by the trustees of the University, and a report of the matter, with Cowperwoods formal consent, was given out for publication. The fortuitous combination of circumstances already described gave the matter a unique news value. Giant reflectors and refractors had been given and were in use in other parts of the world, but none so large or so important as this. The gift was sufficient to set Cowperwood forth in the light of a public benefactor and patron of science. Not only in Chicago, but in London, Paris, and New York, wherever, indeed, in the great capitals scientific and intellectual men were gathered, this significant gift of an apparently fabulously rich American became the subject of excited discussion. Banking men, among others, took sharp note of the donor, and when Cowperwoods emissaries came around later with a suggestion that the fifty-year franchises about to be voted him for elevated roads should be made a basis of bond and mortgage loans, they were courteously received. A man who could give three-hundred-thousand-dollar telescopes in the hour of his greatest difficulties must be in a rather satisfactory financial condition. He must have great wealth in reserve. After some preliminaries, during which Cowperwood paid a flying visit to Threadneedle Street in London, and to Wall Street in New York, an arrangement was made with an English-American banking company by which the majority of the bonds for his proposed roads were taken over by them for sale in Europe and elsewhere, and he was given ample means wherewith to proceed. Instantly the stocks of his surface lines bounded in price, and those who had been scheming to bring about Cowperwoods downfall gnashed impotent teeth. Even Haeckelheimer & Co. were interested.

Anson Merrill, who had only a few weeks before given a large field for athletic purposes to the University, pulled a wry face over this sudden eclipse of his glory. Hosmer Hand, who had given a chemical laboratory, and Schryhart, who had presented a dormitory, were depressed to think that a benefaction less costly than theirs should create, because of the distinction of the idea, so much more notable comment. It was merely another example of the brilliant fortune which seemed to pursue the man, the star that set all their plans at defiance.


Chapter XLIV

A Franchise Obtained

The money requisite for the construction of elevated roads having been thus pyrotechnically obtained, the acquisition of franchises remained no easy matter. It involved, among other problems, the taming of Chaffee Thayer Sluss, who, quite unconscious of the evidence stored up against him, had begun to fulminate the moment it was suggested in various secret political quarters that a new ordinance was about to be introduced, and that Cowperwood was to be the beneficiary. Dont you let them do that, Mr. Sluss, observed Mr. Hand, who for purposes of conference had courteously but firmly bidden his hireling, the mayor, to lunch. Dont you let them pass that if you can help it. (As chairman or president of the city council Mr. Sluss held considerable manipulative power over the machinery of procedure.) Raise such a row that they wont try to pass it over your head. Your political future really depends on it  your standing with the people of Chicago. The newspapers and the respectable financial and social elements will fully support you in this. Otherwise they will wholly desert you. Things have come to a handsome pass when men sworn and elected to perform given services turn on their backers and betray them in this way!

Mr. Hand was very wroth.

Mr. Sluss, immaculate in black broadcloth and white linen, was very sure that he would fulfil to the letter all of Mr. Hands suggestions. The proposed ordinance should be denounced by him; its legislative progress heartily opposed in council.

They shall get no quarter from me! he declared, emphatically. I know what the scheme is. They know that I know it.

He looked at Mr. Hand quite as one advocate of righteousness should look at another, and the rich promoter went away satisfied that the reins of government were in safe hands. Immediately afterward Mr. Sluss gave out an interview in which he served warning on all aldermen and councilmen that no such ordinance as the one in question would ever be signed by him as mayor.

At half past ten on the same morning on which the interview appeared  the hour at which Mr. Sluss usually reached his office  his private telephone bell rang, and an assistant inquired if he would be willing to speak with Mr. Frank A. Cowperwood. Mr. Sluss, somehow anticipating fresh laurels of victory, gratified by the front-page display given his announcement in the morning papers, and swelling internally with civic pride, announced, solemnly: Yes; connect me.

Mr. Sluss, began Cowperwood, at the other end, this is Frank A. Cowperwood.

Yes. What can I do for you, Mr. Cowperwood?

I see by the morning papers that you state that you will have nothing to do with any proposed ordinance which looks to giving me a franchise for any elevated road on the North or West Side?

That is quite true, replied Mr. Sluss, loftily. I will not.

Dont you think it is rather premature, Mr. Sluss, to denounce something which has only a rumored existence? (Cowperwood, smiling sweetly to himself, was quite like a cat playing with an unsuspicious mouse.) I should like very much to talk this whole matter over with you personally before you take an irrevocable attitude. It is just possible that after you have heard my side you may not be so completely opposed to me. From time to time I have sent to you several of my personal friends, but apparently you do not care to receive them.

Quite true, replied Mr. Sluss, loftily; but you must remember that I am a very busy man, Mr. Cowperwood, and, besides, I do not see how I can serve any of your purposes. You are working for a set of conditions to which I am morally and temperamentally opposed. I am working for another. I do not see that we have any common ground on which to meet. In fact, I do not see how I can be of any service to you whatsoever.

Just a moment, please, Mr. Mayor, replied Cowperwood, still very sweetly, and fearing that Sluss might choose to hang up the receiver, so superior was his tone. There may be some common ground of which you do not know. Wouldnt you like to come to lunch at my residence or receive me at yours? Or let me come to your office and talk this matter over. I believe you will find it the part of wisdom as well as of courtesy to do this.

I cannot possibly lunch with you to-day, replied Sluss, and I cannot see you, either. There are a number of things pressing for my attention. I must say also that I cannot hold any back-room conferences with you or your emissaries. If you come you must submit to the presence of others.

Very well, Mr. Sluss, replied Cowperwood, cheerfully. I will not come to your office. But unless you come to mine before five oclock this afternoon you will face by noon to-morrow a suit for breach of promise, and your letters to Mrs. Brandon will be given to the public. I wish to remind you that an election is coming on, and that Chicago favors a mayor who is privately moral as well as publicly so. Good morning.

Mr. Cowperwood hung up his telephone receiver with a click, and Mr. Sluss sensibly and visibly stiffened and paled. Mrs. Brandon! The charming, lovable, discreet Mrs. Brandon who had so ungenerously left him! Why should she be thinking of suing him for breach of promise, and how did his letter to her come to be in Cowperwoods hands? Good heavens  those mushy letters! His wife! His children! His church and the owlish pastor thereof! Chicago! And its conventional, moral, religious atmosphere! Come to think of it, Mrs. Brandon had scarcely if ever written him a note of any kind. He did not even know her history.

At the thought of Mrs. Sluss  her hard, cold, blue eyes  Mr. Sluss arose, tall and distrait, and ran his hand through his hair. He walked to the window, snapping his thumb and middle finger and looking eagerly at the floor. He thought of the telephone switchboard just outside his private office, and wondered whether his secretary, a handsome young Presbyterian girl, had been listening, as usual. Oh, this sad, sad world! If the North Side ever learned of this  Hand, the newspapers, young MacDonald  would they protect him? They would not. Would they run him for mayor again? Never! Could the public be induced to vote for him with all the churches fulminating against private immorality, hypocrites, and whited sepulchers? Oh, Lord! Oh, Lord! And he was so very, very much respected and looked up to  that was the worst of it all. This terrible demon Cowperwood had descended on him, and he had thought himself so secure. He had not even been civil to Cowperwood. What if the latter chose to avenge the discourtesy?

Mr. Sluss went back to his chair, but he could not sit in it. He went for his coat, took it down, hung it up again, took it down, announced over the phone that he could not see any one for several hours, and went out by a private door. Wearily he walked along North Clark Street, looking at the hurly-burly of traffic, looking at the dirty, crowded river, looking at the sky and smoke and gray buildings, and wondering what he should do. The world was so hard at times; it was so cruel. His wife, his family, his political career. He could not conscientiously sign any ordinances for Mr. Cowperwood  that would be immoral, dishonest, a scandal to the city. Mr. Cowperwood was a notorious traitor to the public welfare. At the same time he could not very well refuse, for here was Mrs. Brandon, the charming and unscrupulous creature, playing into the hands of Cowperwood. If he could only meet her, beg of her, plead; but where was she? He had not seen her for months and months. Could he go to Hand and confess all? But Hand was a hard, cold, moral man also. Oh, Lord! Oh, Lord! He wondered and thought, and sighed and pondered  all without avail.

Pity the poor earthling caught in the toils of the moral law. In another country, perhaps, in another day, another age, such a situation would have been capable of a solution, one not utterly destructive to Mr. Sluss, and not entirely favorable to a man like Cowperwood. But here in the United States, here in Chicago, the ethical verities would all, as he knew, be lined up against him. What Lake View would think, what his pastor would think, what Hand and all his moral associates would think  ah, these were the terrible, the incontrovertible consequences of his lapse from virtue.

At four oclock, after Mr. Sluss had wandered for hours in the snow and cold, belaboring himself for a fool and a knave, and while Cowperwood was sitting at his desk signing papers, contemplating a glowing fire, and wondering whether the mayor would deem it advisable to put in an appearance, his office door opened and one of his trim stenographers entered announcing Mr. Chaffee Thayer Sluss. Enter Mayor Sluss, sad, heavy, subdued, shrunken, a very different gentleman from the one who had talked so cavalierly over the wires some five and a half hours before. Gray weather, severe cold, and much contemplation of seemingly irreconcilable facts had reduced his spirits greatly. He was a little pale and a little restless. Mental distress has a reducing, congealing effect, and Mayor Sluss seemed somewhat less than his usual self in height, weight, and thickness. Cowperwood had seen him more than once on various political platforms, but he had never met him. When the troubled mayor entered he arose courteously and waved him to a chair.

Sit down, Mr. Sluss, he said, genially. Its a disagreeable day out, isnt it? I suppose you have come in regard to the matter we were discussing this morning?

Nor was this cordiality wholly assumed. One of the primal instincts of Cowperwoods nature  for all his chicane and subtlety  was to take no rough advantage of a beaten enemy. In the hour of victory he was always courteous, bland, gentle, and even sympathetic; he was so to-day, and quite honestly, too.

Mayor Sluss put down the high sugar-loaf hat he wore and said, grandiosely, as was his manner even in the direst extremity: Well, you see, I am here, Mr. Cowperwood. What is it you wish me to do, exactly?

Nothing unreasonable, I assure you, Mr. Sluss, replied Cowperwood. Your manner to me this morning was a little brusque, and, as I have always wanted to have a sensible private talk with you, I took this way of getting it. I should like you to dismiss from your mind at once the thought that I am going to take an unfair advantage of you in any way. I have no present intention of publishing your correspondence with Mrs. Brandon. (As he said this he took from his drawer a bundle of letters which Mayor Sluss recognized at once as the enthusiastic missives which he had sometime before penned to the fair Claudia. Mr. Sluss groaned as he beheld this incriminating evidence.) I am not trying, continued Cowperwood, to wreck your career, nor to make you do anything which you do not feel that you can conscientiously undertake. The letters that I have here, let me say, have come to me quite by accident. I did not seek them. But, since I do have them, I thought I might as well mention them as a basis for a possible talk and compromise between us.

Cowperwood did not smile. He merely looked thoughtfully at Sluss; then, by way of testifying to the truthfulness of what he had been saying, thumped the letters up and down, just to show that they were real.

Yes, said Mr. Sluss, heavily, I see.

He studied the bundle  a small, solid affair  while Cowperwood looked discreetly elsewhere. He contemplated his own shoes, the floor. He rubbed his hands and then his knees.

Cowperwood saw how completely he had collapsed. It was ridiculous, pitiable.

Come, Mr. Sluss, said Cowperwood, amiably, cheer up. Things are not nearly as desperate as you think. I give you my word right now that nothing which you yourself, on mature thought, could say was unfair will be done. You are the mayor of Chicago. I am a citizen. I merely wish fair play from you. I merely ask you to give me your word of honor that from now on you will take no part in this fight which is one of pure spite against me. If you cannot conscientiously aid me in what I consider to be a perfectly legitimate demand for additional franchises, you will, at least, not go out of your way to publicly attack me. I will put these letters in my safe, and there they will stay until the next campaign is over, when I will take them out and destroy them. I have no personal feeling against you  none in the world. I do not ask you to sign any ordinance which the council may pass giving me elevated-road rights. What I do wish you to do at this time is to refrain from stirring up public sentiment against me, especially if the council should see fit to pass an ordinance over your veto. Is that satisfactory?

But my friends? The public? The Republican party? Dont you see it is expected of me that I should wage some form of campaign against you? queried Sluss, nervously.

No, I dont, replied Cowperwood, succinctly, and, anyhow, there are ways and ways of waging a public campaign. Go through the motions, if you wish, but dont put too much heart in it. And, anyhow, see some one of my lawyers from time to time when they call on you. Judge Dickensheets is an able and fair man. So is General Van Sickle. Why not confer with them occasionally?  not publicly, of course, but in some less conspicuous way. You will find both of them most helpful.

Cowperwood smiled encouragingly, quite beneficently, and Chaffee Thayer Sluss, his political hopes gone glimmering, sat and mused for a few moments in a sad and helpless quandary.

Very well, he said, at last, rubbing his hands feverishly. It is what I might have expected. I should have known. There is no other way, but Hardly able to repress the hot tears now burning beneath his eyelids, the Hon. Mr. Sluss picked up his hat and left the room. Needless to add that his preachings against Cowperwood were permanently silenced.


Chapter XLV

Changing Horizons

The effect of all this was to arouse in Cowperwood the keenest feelings of superiority he had ever yet enjoyed. Hitherto he had fancied that his enemies might worst him, but at last his path seemed clear. He was now worth, all in all, the round sum of twenty million dollars. His art-collection had become the most important in the West  perhaps in the nation, public collections excluded. He began to envision himself as a national figure, possibly even an international one. And yet he was coming to feel that, no matter how complete his financial victory might ultimately be, the chances were that he and Aileen would never be socially accepted here in Chicago. He had done too many boisterous things  alienated too many people. He was as determined as ever to retain a firm grip on the Chicago street-railway situation. But he was disturbed for a second time in his life by the thought that, owing to the complexities of his own temperament, he had married unhappily and would find the situation difficult of adjustment. Aileen, whatever might be said of her deficiencies, was by no means as tractable or acquiescent as his first wife. And, besides, he felt that he owed her a better turn. By no means did he actually dislike her as yet; though she was no longer soothing, stimulating, or suggestive to him as she had formerly been. Her woes, because of him, were too many; her attitude toward him too censorious. He was perfectly willing to sympathize with her, to regret his own change of feeling, but what would you? He could not control his own temperament any more than Aileen could control hers.

The worst of this situation was that it was now becoming complicated on Cowperwoods part with the most disturbing thoughts concerning Berenice Fleming. Ever since the days when he had first met her mother he had been coming more and more to feel for the young girl a soul-stirring passion  and that without a single look exchanged or a single word spoken. There is a static something which is beauty, and this may be clothed in the habiliments of a ragged philosopher or in the silks and satins of pampered coquetry. It was a suggestion of this beauty which is above sex and above age and above wealth that shone in the blowing hair and night-blue eyes of Berenice Fleming. His visit to the Carter family at Pocono had been a disappointment to him, because of the apparent hopelessness of arousing Berenices interest, and since that time, and during their casual encounters, she had remained politely indifferent. Nevertheless, he remained true to his persistence in the pursuit of any game he had fixed upon.

Mrs. Carter, whose relations with Cowperwood had in the past been not wholly platonic, nevertheless attributed much of his interest in her to her children and their vital chance. Berenice and Rolfe themselves knew nothing concerning the nature of their mothers arrangements with Cowperwood. True to his promise of protectorship and assistance, he had established her in a New York apartment adjacent to her daughters school, and where he fancied that he himself might spend many happy hours were Berenice but near. Proximity to Berenice! The desire to arouse her interest and command her favor! Cowperwood would scarcely have cared to admit to himself how great a part this played in a thought which had recently been creeping into his mind. It was that of erecting a splendid house in New York.

By degrees this idea of building a New York house had grown upon him. His Chicago mansion was a costly sepulcher in which Aileen sat brooding over the woes which had befallen her. Moreover, aside from the social defeat which it represented, it was becoming merely as a structure, but poorly typical of the splendor and ability of his imaginations. This second dwelling, if he ever achieved it, should be resplendent, a monument to himself. In his speculative wanderings abroad he had seen many such great palaces, designed with the utmost care, which had housed the taste and culture of generations of men. His art-collection, in which he took an immense pride, had been growing, until it was the basis if not the completed substance for a very splendid memorial. Already in it were gathered paintings of all the important schools; to say nothing of collections of jade, illumined missals, porcelains, rugs, draperies, mirror frames, and a beginning at rare originals of sculpture. The beauty of these strange things, the patient laborings of inspired souls of various times and places, moved him, on occasion, to a gentle awe. Of all individuals he respected, indeed revered, the sincere artist. Existence was a mystery, but these souls who set themselves to quiet tasks of beauty had caught something of which he was dimly conscious. Life had touched them with a vision, their hearts and souls were attuned to sweet harmonies of which the common world knew nothing. Sometimes, when he was weary after a strenuous day, he would enter  late in the night  his now silent gallery, and turning on the lights so that the whole sweet room stood revealed, he would seat himself before some treasure, reflecting on the nature, the mood, the time, and the man that had produced it. Sometimes it would be one of Rembrandts melancholy heads  the sad Portrait of a Rabbi  or the sweet introspection of a Rousseau stream. A solemn Dutch housewife, rendered with the bold fidelity and resonant enameled surfaces of a Hals or the cold elegance of an Ingres, commanded his utmost enthusiasm. So he would sit and wonder at the vision and skill of the original dreamer, exclaiming at times: A marvel! A marvel!

At the same time, so far as Aileen was concerned things were obviously shaping up for additional changes. She was in that peculiar state which has befallen many a woman  trying to substitute a lesser ideal for a greater, and finding that the effort is useless or nearly so. In regard to her affair with Lynde, aside from the temporary relief and diversion it had afforded her, she was beginning to feel that she had made a serious mistake. Lynde was delightful, after his fashion. He could amuse her with a different type of experience from any that Cowperwood had to relate. Once they were intimate he had, with an easy, genial air, confessed to all sorts of liaisons in Europe and America. He was utterly pagan  a faun  and at the same time he was truly of the smart world. His open contempt of all but one or two of the people in Chicago whom Aileen had secretly admired and wished to associate with, and his easy references to figures of importance in the East and in Paris and London, raised him amazingly in her estimation; it made her feel, sad to relate, that she had by no means lowered herself in succumbing so readily to his forceful charms.

Nevertheless, because he was what he was  genial, complimentary, affectionate, but a playboy, merely, and a soldier of fortune, with no desire to make over her life for her on any new basis  she was now grieving over the futility of this romance which had got her nowhere, and which, in all probability, had alienated Cowperwood for good. He was still outwardly genial and friendly, but their relationship was now colored by a sense of mistake and uncertainty which existed on both sides, but which, in Aileens case, amounted to a subtle species of soul-torture. Hitherto she had been the aggrieved one, the one whose loyalty had never been in question, and whose persistent affection and faith had been greatly sinned against. Now all this was changed. The manner in which he had sinned against her was plain enough, but the way in which, out of pique, she had forsaken him was in the other balance. Say what one will, the loyalty of woman, whether a condition in nature or an evolved accident of sociology, persists as a dominating thought in at least a section of the race; and women themselves, be it said, are the ones who most loudly and openly subscribe to it. Cowperwood himself was fully aware that Aileen had deserted him, not because she loved him less or Lynde more, but because she was hurt  and deeply so. Aileen knew that he knew this. From one point of view it enraged her and made her defiant; from another it grieved her to think she had uselessly sinned against his faith in her. Now he had ample excuse to do anything he chose. Her best claim on him  her wounds  she had thrown away as one throws away a weapon. Her pride would not let her talk to him about this, and at the same time she could not endure the easy, tolerant manner with which he took it. His smiles, his forgiveness, his sometimes pleasant jesting were all a horrible offense.

To complete her mental quandary, she was already beginning to quarrel with Lynde over this matter of her unbreakable regard for Cowperwood. With the sufficiency of a man of the world Lynde intended that she should succumb to him completely and forget her wonderful husband. When with him she was apparently charmed and interested, yielding herself freely, but this was more out of pique at Cowperwoods neglect than from any genuine passion for Lynde. In spite of her pretensions of anger, her sneers, and criticisms whenever Cowperwoods name came up, she was, nevertheless, hopelessly fond of him and identified with him spiritually, and it was not long before Lynde began to suspect this. Such a discovery is a sad one for any master of women to make. It jolted his pride severely.

You care for him still, dont you? he asked, with a wry smile, upon one occasion. They were sitting at dinner in a private room at Kinsleys, and Aileen, whose color was high, and who was becomingly garbed in metallic-green silk, was looking especially handsome. Lynde had been proposing that she should make special arrangements to depart with him for a three-months stay in Europe, but she would have nothing to do with the project. She did not dare. Such a move would make Cowperwood feel that she was alienating herself forever; it would give him an excellent excuse to leave her.

Oh, it isnt that, she had declared, in reply to Lyndes query. I just dont want to go. I cant. Im not prepared. Its nothing but a notion of yours, anyhow. Youre tired of Chicago because its getting near spring. You go and Ill be here when you come back, or I may decide to come over later. She smiled.

Lynde pulled a dark face.

Hell! he said. I know how it is with you. You still stick to him, even when he treats you like a dog. You pretend not to love him when as a matter of fact youre mad about him. Ive seen it all along. You dont really care anything about me. You cant. Youre too crazy about him.

Oh, shut up! replied Aileen, irritated greatly for the moment by this onslaught. You talk like a fool. Im not anything of the sort. I admire him. How could any one help it? (At this time, of course, Cowperwoods name was filling the city.) Hes a very wonderful man. He was never brutal to me. Hes a full-sized man  Ill say that for him.

By now Aileen had become sufficiently familiar with Lynde to criticize him in her own mind, and even outwardly by innuendo, for being a loafer and idler who had never created in any way the money he was so freely spending. She had little power to psychologize concerning social conditions, but the stalwart constructive persistence of Cowperwood along commercial lines coupled with the current American contempt of leisure reflected somewhat unfavorably upon Lynde, she thought.

Lyndes face clouded still more at this outburst. You go to the devil, he retorted. I dont get you at all. Sometimes you talk as though you were fond of me. At other times youre all wrapped up in him. Now you either care for me or you dont. Which is it? If youre so crazy about him that you cant leave home for a month or so you certainly cant care much about me.

Aileen, however, because of her long experience with Cowperwood, was more than a match for Lynde. At the same time she was afraid to let go of him for fear that she should have no one to care for her. She liked him. He was a happy resource in her misery, at least for the moment. Yet the knowledge that Cowperwood looked upon this affair as a heavy blemish on her pristine solidarity cooled her. At the thought of him and of her whole tarnished and troubled career she was very unhappy.

Hell! Lynde had repeated, irritably, stay if you want to. Ill not be trying to over-persuade you  depend on that.

They quarreled still further over this matter, and, though they eventually made up, both sensed the drift toward an ultimately unsatisfactory conclusion.

It was one morning not long after this that Cowperwood, feeling in a genial mood over his affairs, came into Aileens room, as he still did on occasions, to finish dressing and pass the time of day.

Well, he observed, gaily, as he stood before the mirror adjusting his collar and tie, how are you and Lynde getting along these days  nicely?

Oh, you go to the devil! replied Aileen, flaring up and struggling with her divided feelings, which pained her constantly. If it hadnt been for you there wouldnt be any chance for your smarty how-am-I-getting-alongs. I am getting along all right  fine  regardless of anything you may think. Hes as good a man as you are any day, and better. I like him. At least hes fond of me, and thats more than you are. Why should you care what I do? You dont, so why talk about it? I want you to let me alone.

Aileen, Aileen, how you carry on! Dont flare up so. I meant nothing by it. Im sorry as much for myself as for you. Ive told you Im not jealous. You think Im critical. Im not anything of the kind. I know how you feel. Thats all very good.

Oh yes, yes, she replied. Well, you can keep your feelings to yourself. Go to the devil! Go to the devil, I tell you! Her eyes blazed.

He stood now, fully dressed, in the center of the rug before her, and Aileen looked at him, keen, valiant, handsome  her old Frank. Once again she regretted her nominal faithlessness, and raged at him in her heart for his indifference. You dog, she was about to add, you have no heart! but she changed her mind. Her throat tightened and her eyes filled. She wanted to run to him and say: Oh, Frank, dont you understand how it all is, how it all came about? Wont you love me again  cant you? But she restrained herself. It seemed to her that he might understand  that he would, in fact  but that he would never again be faithful, anyhow. And she would so gladly have discarded Lynde and any and all men if he would only have said the word, would only have really and sincerely wished her to do so.

It was one day not long after their morning quarrel in her bedroom that Cowperwood broached the matter of living in New York to Aileen, pointing out that thereby his art-collection, which was growing constantly, might be more suitably housed, and that it would give her a second opportunity to enter social life.

So that you can get rid of me out here, commented Aileen, little knowing of Berenice Fleming.

Not at all, replied Cowperwood, sweetly. You see how things are. Theres no chance of our getting into Chicago society. Theres too much financial opposition against me here. If we had a big house in New York, such as I would build, it would be an introduction in itself. After all, these Chicagoans arent even a snapper on the real society whip. Its the Easterners who set the pace, and the New-Yorkers most of all. If you want to say the word, I can sell this place and we can live down there, part of the time, anyhow. I could spend as much of my time with you there as I have been doing here  perhaps more.

Because of her soul of vanity Aileens mind ran forward in spite of herself to the wider opportunities which his words suggested. This house had become a nightmare to her  a place of neglect and bad memories. Here she had fought with Rita Sohlberg; here she had seen society come for a very little while only to disappear; here she had waited this long time for the renewal of Cowperwoods love, which was now obviously never to be restored in its original glamour. As he spoke she looked at him quizzically, almost sadly in her great doubt. At the same time she could not help reflecting that in New York where money counted for so much, and with Cowperwoods great and growing wealth and prestige behind her, she might hope to find herself socially at last. Nothing venture, nothing have had always been her motto, nailed to her mast, though her equipment for the life she now craved had never been more than the veriest make-believe  painted wood and tinsel. Vain, radiant, hopeful Aileen! Yet how was she to know?

Very well, she observed, finally. Do as you like. I can live down there as well as I can here, I presume  alone.

Cowperwood knew the nature of her longings. He knew what was running in her mind, and how futile were her dreams. Life had taught him how fortuitous must be the circumstances which could enable a woman of Aileens handicaps and defects to enter that cold upper world. Yet for all the courage of him, for the very life of him, he could not tell her. He could not forget that once, behind the grim bars in the penitentiary for the Eastern District of Pennsylvania, he had cried on her shoulder. He could not be an ingrate and wound her with his inmost thoughts any more than he could deceive himself. A New York mansion and the dreams of social supremacy which she might there entertain would soothe her ruffled vanity and assuage her disappointed heart; and at the same time he would be nearer Berenice Fleming. Say what one will of these ferret windings of the human mind, they are, nevertheless, true and characteristic of the average human being, and Cowperwood was no exception. He saw it all, he calculated on it  he calculated on the simple humanity of Aileen.


Chapter XLVI

Depths and Heights

The complications which had followed his various sentimental affairs left Cowperwood in a quandary at times as to whether there could be any peace or satisfaction outside of monogamy, after all. Although Mrs. Hand had gone to Europe at the crisis of her affairs, she had returned to seek him out. Cecily Haguenin found many opportunities of writing him letters and assuring him of her undying affection. Florence Cochrane persisted in seeing or attempting to see him even after his interest in her began to wane. For another thing Aileen, owing to the complication and general degeneracy of her affairs, had recently begun to drink. Owing to the failure of her affair with Lynde  for in spite of her yielding she had never had any real heart interest in it  and to the cavalier attitude with which Cowperwood took her disloyalty, she had reached that state of speculative doldrums where the human animal turns upon itself in bitter self-analysis; the end with the more sensitive or the less durable is dissipation or even death. Woe to him who places his faith in illusion  the only reality  and woe to him who does not. In one way lies disillusion with its pain, in the other way regret.

After Lyndes departure for Europe, whither she had refused to follow him, Aileen took up with a secondary personage by the name of Watson Skeet, a sculptor. Unlike most artists, he was the solitary heir of the president of an immense furniture-manufacturing company in which he refused to take any interest. He had studied abroad, but had returned to Chicago with a view to propagating art in the West. A large, blond, soft-fleshed man, he had a kind of archaic naturalness and simplicity which appealed to Aileen. They had met at the Rhees Griers. Feeling herself neglected after Lyndes departure, and dreading loneliness above all things, Aileen became intimate with Skeet, but to no intense mental satisfaction. That driving standard within  that obsessing ideal which requires that all things be measured by it  was still dominant. Who has not experienced the chilling memory of the better thing? How it creeps over the spirit of ones current dreams! Like the specter at the banquet it stands, its substanceless eyes viewing with a sad philosophy the makeshift feast. The what-might-have-been of her life with Cowperwood walked side by side with her wherever she went. Once occasionally indulging in cigarettes, she now smoked almost constantly. Once barely sipping at wines, cocktails, brandy-and-soda, she now took to the latter, or, rather, to a new whisky-and-soda combination known as highball with a kind of vehemence which had little to do with a taste for the thing itself. True, drinking is, after all, a state of mind, and not an appetite. She had found on a number of occasions when she had been quarreling with Lynde or was mentally depressed that in partaking of these drinks a sort of warm, speculative indifference seized upon her. She was no longer so sad. She might cry, but it was in a soft, rainy, relieving way. Her sorrows were as strange, enticing figures in dreams. They moved about and around her, not as things actually identical with her, but as ills which she could view at a distance. Sometimes both she and they (for she saw herself also as in a kind of mirage or inverted vision) seemed beings of another state, troubled, but not bitterly painful. The old nepenthe of the bottle had seized upon her. After a few accidental lapses, in which she found it acted as a solace or sedative, the highball visioned itself to her as a resource. Why should she not drink if it relieved her, as it actually did, of physical and mental pain? There were apparently no bad after-effects. The whisky involved was diluted to an almost watery state. It was her custom now when at home alone to go to the butlers pantry where the liquors were stored and prepare a drink for herself, or to order a tray with a siphon and bottle placed in her room. Cowperwood, noticing the persistence of its presence there and the fact that she drank heavily at table, commented upon it.

Youre not taking too much of that, are you, Aileen? he questioned one evening, watching her drink down a tumbler of whisky and water as she sat contemplating a pattern of needlework with which the table was ornamented.

Certainly Im not, she replied, irritably, a little flushed and thick of tongue. Why do you ask? She herself had been wondering whether in the course of time it might not have a depreciating effect on her complexion. This was the only thing that still concerned her  her beauty.

Well, I see you have that bottle in your room all the time. I was wondering if you might not be forgetting how much you are using it.

Because she was so sensitive he was trying to be tactful.

Well, she answered, crossly, what if I am? It wouldnt make any particular difference if I did. I might as well drink as do some other things that are done.

It was a kind of satisfaction to her to bait him in this way. His inquiry, being a proof of continued interest on his part, was of some value. At least he was not entirely indifferent to her.

I wish you wouldnt talk that way, Aileen, he replied. I have no objection to your drinking some. I dont suppose it makes any difference to you now whether I object or not. But you are too good-looking, too well set up physically, to begin that. You dont need it, and its such a short road to hell. Your state isnt so bad. Good heavens! many another woman has been in your position. Im not going to leave you unless you want to leave me. Ive told you that over and over. Im just sorry people change  we all do. I suppose Ive changed some, but thats no reason for your letting yourself go to pieces. I wish you wouldnt be desperate about this business. It may come out better than you think in the long run.

He was merely talking to console her.

Oh! oh! oh! Aileen suddenly began to rock and cry in a foolish drunken way, as though her heart would break, and Cowperwood got up. He was horrified after a fashion.

Oh, dont come near me! Aileen suddenly exclaimed, sobering in an equally strange way. I know why you come. I know how much you care about me or my looks. Dont you worry whether I drink or not. Ill drink if I please, or do anything else if I choose. If it helps me over my difficulties, thats my business, not yours, and in defiance she prepared another glass and drank it.

Cowperwood shook his head, looking at her steadily and sorrowfully. Its too bad, Aileen, he said. I dont know what to do about you exactly. You oughtnt to go on this way. Whisky wont get you anywhere. It will simply ruin your looks and make you miserable in the bargain.

Oh, to hell with my looks! she snapped. A lot of good theyve done me. And, feeling contentious and sad, she got up and left the table. Cowperwood followed her after a time, only to see her dabbing at her eyes and nose with powder. A half-filled glass of whisky and water was on the dressing-table beside her. It gave him a strange feeling of responsibility and helplessness.

Mingled with his anxiety as to Aileen were thoughts of the alternate rise and fall of his hopes in connection with Berenice. She was such a superior girl, developing so definitely as an individual. To his satisfaction she had, on a few recent occasions when he had seen her, unbent sufficiently to talk to him in a friendly and even intimate way, for she was by no means hoity-toity, but a thinking, reasoning being of the profoundest intellectual, or, rather, the highest artistic tendencies. She was so care-free, living in a high and solitary world, at times apparently enwrapt in thoughts serene, at other times sharing vividly in the current interests of the social world of which she was a part, and which she dignified as much as it dignified her.

One Sunday morning at Pocono, in late June weather, when he had come East to rest for a few days, and all was still and airy on the high ground which the Carter cottage occupied, Berenice came out on the veranda where Cowperwood was sitting, reading a fiscal report of one of his companies and meditating on his affairs. By now they had become somewhat more sympatica than formerly, and Berenice had an easy, genial way in his presence. She liked him, rather. With an indescribable smile which wrinkled her nose and eyes, and played about the corners of her mouth, she said: Now I am going to catch a bird.

A what? asked Cowperwood, looking up and pretending he had not heard, though he had. He was all eyes for any movement of hers. She was dressed in a flouncy morning gown eminently suitable for the world in which she was moving.

A bird, she replied, with an airy toss of her head. This is June-time, and the sparrows are teaching their young to fly.

Cowperwood, previously engrossed in financial speculations, was translated, as by the wave of a fairy wand, into another realm where birds and fledglings and grass and the light winds of heaven were more important than brick and stone and stocks and bonds. He got up and followed her flowing steps across the grass to where, near a clump of alder bushes, she had seen a mother sparrow enticing a fledgling to take wing. From her room upstairs, she had been watching this bit of outdoor sociology. It suddenly came to Cowperwood, with great force, how comparatively unimportant in the great drift of life were his own affairs when about him was operative all this splendid will to existence, as sensed by her. He saw her stretch out her hands downward, and run in an airy, graceful way, stooping here and there, while before her fluttered a baby sparrow, until suddenly she dived quickly and then, turning, her face agleam, cried: See, I have him! He wants to fight, too! Oh, you little dear!

She was holding him, as she chose to characterize it, in the hollow of her hand, the head between her thumb and forefinger, with the forefinger of her free hand petting it the while she laughed and kissed it. It was not so much bird-love as the artistry of life and of herself that was moving her. Hearing the parent bird chirping distractedly from a nearby limb, she turned and called: Dont make such a row! I shant keep him long.

Cowperwood laughed  trig in the morning sun. You can scarcely blame her, he commented.

Oh, she knows well enough I wouldnt hurt him, Berenice replied, spiritedly, as though it were literally true.

Does she, indeed? inquired Cowperwood. Why do you say that?

Because its true. Dont you think they know when their children are really in danger?

But why should they? persisted Cowperwood, charmed and interested by the involute character of her logic. She was quite deceptive to him. He could not be sure what she thought.

She merely fixed him a moment with her cool, slate-blue eyes. Do you think the senses of the world are only five? she asked, in the most charming and non-reproachful way. Indeed, they know well enough. She knows. She turned and waved a graceful hand in the direction of the tree, where peace now reigned. The chirping had ceased. She knows I am not a cat.

Again that enticing, mocking smile that wrinkled her nose, her eye-corners, her mouth. The word cat had a sharp, sweet sound in her mouth. It seemed to be bitten off closely with force and airy spirit. Cowperwood surveyed her as he would have surveyed the ablest person he knew. Here was a woman, he saw, who could and would command the utmost reaches of his soul in every direction. If he interested her at all, he would need them all. The eyes of her were at once so elusive, so direct, so friendly, so cool and keen. You will have to be interesting, indeed, to interest me, they seemed to say; and yet they were by no means averse, apparently, to a hearty camaraderie. That nose-wrinkling smile said as much. Here was by no means a Stephanie Platow, nor yet a Rita Sohlberg. He could not assume her as he had Ella Hubby, or Florence Cochrane, or Cecily Haguenin. Here was an iron individuality with a soul for romance and art and philosophy and life. He could not take her as he had those others. And yet Berenice was really beginning to think more than a little about Cowperwood. He must be an extraordinary man; her mother said so, and the newspapers were always mentioning his name and noting his movements.

A little later, at Southampton, whither she and her mother had gone, they met again. Together with a young man by the name of Greanelle, Cowperwood and Berenice had gone into the sea to bathe. It was a wonderful afternoon.

To the east and south and west spread the sea, a crinkling floor of blue, and to their left, as they faced it, was a lovely outward-curving shore of tawny sand. Studying Berenice in blue-silk bathing costume and shoes, Cowperwood had been stung by the wonder of passing life  how youth comes in, ever fresh and fresh, and age goes out. Here he was, long crowded years of conflict and experience behind him, and yet this twenty-year-old girl, with her incisive mind and keen tastes, was apparently as wise in matters of general import as himself. He could find no flaw in her armor in those matters which they could discuss. Her knowledge and comments were so ripe and sane, despite a tendency to pose a little, which was quite within her rights. Because Greanelle had bored her a little she had shunted him off and was amusing herself talking to Cowperwood, who fascinated her by his compact individuality.

Do you know, she confided to him, on this occasion, I get so very tired of young men sometimes. They can be so inane. I do declare, they are nothing more than shoes and ties and socks and canes strung together in some unimaginable way. Vaughn Greanelle is for all the world like a perambulating manikin to-day. He is just an English suit with a cane attached walking about.

Well, bless my soul, commented Cowperwood, what an indictment!

Its true, she replied. He knows nothing at all except polo, and the latest swimming-stroke, and where everybody is, and who is going to marry who. Isnt it dull?

She tossed her head back and breathed as though to exhale the fumes of the dull and the inane from her inmost being.

Did you tell him that? inquired Cowperwood, curiously.

Certainly I did.

I dont wonder he looks so solemn, he said, turning and looking back at Greanelle and Mrs. Carter; they were sitting side by side in sand-chairs, the former beating the sand with his toes. Youre a curious girl, Berenice, he went on, familiarly. You are so direct and vital at times.

Not any more than you are, from all I can hear, she replied, fixing him with those steady eyes. Anyhow, why should I be bored? He is so dull. He follows me around out here all the time, and I dont want him.

She tossed her head and began to run up the beach to where bathers were fewer and fewer, looking back at Cowperwood as if to say, Why dont you follow? He developed a burst of enthusiasm and ran quite briskly, overtaking her near some shallows where, because of a sandbar offshore, the waters were thin and bright.

Oh, look! exclaimed Berenice, when he came up. See, the fish! O-oh!

She dashed in to where a few feet offshore a small school of minnows as large as sardines were playing, silvery in the sun. She ran as she had for the bird, doing her best to frighten them into a neighboring pocket or pool farther up on the shore. Cowperwood, as gay as a boy of ten, joined in the chase. He raced after them briskly, losing one school, but pocketing another a little farther on and calling to her to come.

Oh! exclaimed Berenice at one point. Here they are now. Come quick! Drive them in here!

Her hair was blowy, her face a keen pink, her eyes an electric blue by contrast. She was bending low over the water  Cowperwood also  their hands outstretched, the fish, some five in all, nervously dancing before them in their efforts to escape. All at once, having forced them into a corner, they dived; Berenice actually caught one. Cowperwood missed by a fraction, but drove the fish she did catch into her hands.

Oh, she exclaimed, jumping up, how wonderful! Its alive. I caught it.

She danced up and down, and Cowperwood, standing before her, was sobered by her charm. He felt an impulse to speak to her of his affection, to tell her how delicious she was to him.

You, he said, pausing over the word and giving it special emphasis you are the only thing here that is wonderful to me.

She looked at him a moment, the live fish in her extended hands, her eyes keying to the situation. For the least fraction of a moment she was uncertain, as he could see, how to take this. Many men had been approximative before. It was common to have compliments paid to her. But this was different. She said nothing, but fixed him with a look which said quite plainly, You had better not say anything more just now, I think. Then, seeing that he understood, that his manner softened, and that he was troubled, she crinkled her nose gaily and added: Its like fairyland. I feel as though I had caught it out of another world. Cowperwood understood. The direct approach was not for use in her case; and yet there was something, a camaraderie, a sympathy which he felt and which she felt. A girls school, conventions, the need of socially placing herself, her conservative friends, and their viewpoint  all were working here. If he were only single now, she told herself, she would be willing to listen to him in a very different spirit, for he was charming. But this way  And he, for his part, concluded that here was one woman whom he would gladly marry if she would have him.


Chapter XLVII

American Match

Following Cowperwoods coup in securing cash by means of his seeming gift of three hundred thousand dollars for a telescope his enemies rested for a time, but only because of a lack of ideas wherewith to destroy him. Public sentiment  created by the newspapers  was still against him. Yet his franchises had still from eight to ten years to run, and meanwhile he might make himself unassailably powerful. For the present he was busy, surrounded by his engineers and managers and legal advisers, constructing his several elevated lines at a whirlwind rate. At the same time, through Videra, Kaffrath, and Addison, he was effecting a scheme of loaning money on call to the local Chicago banks  the very banks which were most opposed to him  so that in a crisis he could retaliate. By manipulating the vast quantity of stocks and bonds of which he was now the master he was making money hand over fist, his one rule being that six per cent. was enough to pay any holder who had merely purchased his stock as an outsider. It was most profitable to himself. When his stocks earned more than that he issued new ones, selling them on change and pocketing the difference. Out of the cash-drawers of his various companies he took immense sums, temporary loans, as it were, which later he had charged by his humble servitors to construction, equipment, or operation. He was like a canny wolf prowling in a forest of trees of his own creation.

The weak note in this whole project of elevated lines was that for some time it was destined to be unprofitable. Its very competition tended to weaken the value of his surface-line companies. His holdings in these as well as in elevated-road shares were immense. If anything happened to cause them to fall in price immense numbers of these same stocks held by others would be thrown on the market, thus still further depreciating their value and compelling him to come into the market and buy. With the most painstaking care he began at once to pile up a reserve in government bonds for emergency purposes, which he decided should be not less than eight or nine million dollars, for he feared financial storms as well as financial reprisal, and where so much was at stake he did not propose to be caught napping.

At the time that Cowperwood first entered on elevated-road construction there was no evidence that any severe depression in the American money-market was imminent. But it was not long before a new difficulty began to appear. It was now the day of the trust in all its watery magnificence. Coal, iron, steel, oil, machinery, and a score of other commercial necessities had already been trustified, and others, such as leather, shoes, cordage, and the like, were, almost hourly, being brought under the control of shrewd and ruthless men. Already in Chicago Schryhart, Hand, Arneel, Merrill, and a score of others were seeing their way to amazing profits by underwriting these ventures which required ready cash, and to which lesser magnates, content with a portion of the leavings of Divess table, were glad to bring to their attention. On the other hand, in the nation at large there was growing up a feeling that at the top there were a set of giants  Titans  who, without heart or soul, and without any understanding of or sympathy with the condition of the rank and file, were setting forth to enchain and enslave them. The vast mass, writhing in ignorance and poverty, finally turned with pathetic fury to the cure-all of a political leader in the West. This latter prophet, seeing gold becoming scarcer and scarcer and the cash and credits of the land falling into the hands of a few who were manipulating them for their own benefit, had decided that what was needed was a greater volume of currency, so that credits would be easier and money cheaper to come by in the matter of interest. Silver, of which there was a superabundance in the mines, was to be coined at the ratio of sixteen dollars of silver for every one of gold in circulation, and the parity of the two metals maintained by fiat of government. Never again should the few be able to make a weapon of the peoples medium of exchange in order to bring about their undoing. There was to be ample money, far beyond the control of central banks and the men in power over them. It was a splendid dream worthy of a charitable heart, but because of it a disturbing war for political control of the government was shortly threatened and soon began. The money element, sensing the danger of change involved in the theories of the new political leader, began to fight him and the element in the Democratic party which he represented. The rank and file of both parties  the more or less hungry and thirsty who lie ever at the bottom on both sides  hailed him as a heaven-sent deliverer, a new Moses come to lead them out of the wilderness of poverty and distress. Woe to the political leader who preaches a new doctrine of deliverance, and who, out of tenderness of heart, offers a panacea for human ills. His truly shall be a crown of thorns.

Cowperwood, no less than other men of wealth, was opposed to what he deemed a crack-brained idea  that of maintaining a parity between gold and silver by law. Confiscation was his word for it  the confiscation of the wealth of the few for the benefit of the many. Most of all was he opposed to it because he feared that this unrest, which was obviously growing, foreshadowed a class war in which investors would run to cover and money be locked in strong-boxes. At once he began to shorten sail, to invest only in the soundest securities, and to convert all his weaker ones into cash.

To meet current emergencies, however, he was compelled to borrow heavily here and there, and in doing so he was quick to note that those banks representing his enemies in Chicago and elsewhere were willing to accept his various stocks as collateral, providing he would accept loans subject to call. He did so gladly, at the same time suspecting Hand, Schryhart, Arneel, and Merrill of some scheme to wreck him, providing they could get him where the calling of his loans suddenly and in concert would financially embarrass him. I think I know what that crew are up to, he once observed to Addison, at this period. Well, they will have to rise very early in the morning if they catch me napping.

The thing that he suspected was really true. Schryhart, Hand, and Arneel, watching him through their agents and brokers, had soon discovered  in the very earliest phases of the silver agitation and before the real storm broke  that he was borrowing in New York, in London, in certain quarters of Chicago, and elsewhere. It looks to me, said Schryhart, one day, to his friend Arneel, as if our friend has gotten in a little too deep. He has overreached himself. These elevated-road schemes of his have eaten up too much capital. There is another election coming on next fall, and he knows we are going to fight tooth and nail. He needs money to electrify his surface lines. If we could trace out exactly where he stands, and where he has borrowed, we might know what to do.

Unless I am greatly mistaken, replied Arneel, he is in a tight place or is rapidly getting there. This silver agitation is beginning to weaken stocks and tighten money. I suggest that our banks here loan him all the money he wants on call. When the time comes, if he isnt ready, we can shut him up tighter than a drum. If we can pick up any other loans hes made anywhere else, well and good.

Mr. Arneel said this without a shadow of bitterness or humor. In some tight hour, perhaps, now fast approaching, Mr. Cowperwood would be promised salvation saved on condition that he should leave Chicago forever. There were those who would take over his property in the interest of the city and upright government and administer it accordingly.

Unfortunately, at this very time Messrs. Hand, Schryhart, and Arneel were themselves concerned in a little venture to which the threatened silver agitation could bode nothing but ill. This concerned so simple a thing as matches, a commodity which at this time, along with many others, had been trustified and was yielding a fine profit. American Match was a stock which was already listed on every exchange and which was selling steadily around one hundred and twenty.

The geniuses who had first planned a combination of all match concerns and a monopoly of the trade in America were two men, Messrs. Hull and Stackpole  bankers and brokers, primarily. Mr. Phineas Hull was a small, ferret-like, calculating man with a sparse growth of dusty-brown hair and an eyelid, the right one, which was partially paralyzed and drooped heavily, giving him a characterful and yet at times a sinister expression.

His partner, Mr. Benoni Stackpole, had been once a stage-driver in Arkansas, and later a horse-trader. He was a man of great force and calculation  large, oleaginous, politic, and courageous. Without the ultimate brain capacity of such men as Arneel, Hand, and Merrill, he was, nevertheless, resourceful and able. He had started somewhat late in the race for wealth, but now, with all his strength, he was endeavoring to bring to fruition this plan which, with the aid of Hull, he had formulated. Inspired by the thought of great wealth, they had first secured control of the stock of one match company, and had then put themselves in a position to bargain with the owners of others. The patents and processes controlled by one company and another had been combined, and the field had been broadened as much as possible.

But to do all this a great deal of money had been required, much more than was in possession of either Hull or Stackpole. Both of them being Western men, they looked first to Western capital. Hand, Schryhart, Arneel, and Merrill were in turn appealed to, and great blocks of the new stock were sold to them at inside figures. By the means thus afforded the combination proceeded apace. Patents for exclusive processes were taken over from all sides, and the idea of invading Europe and eventually controlling the market of the world had its inception. At the same time it occurred to each and all of their lordly patrons that it would be a splendid thing if the stock they had purchased at forty-five, and which was now selling in open market at one hundred and twenty, should go to three hundred, where, if these monopolistic dreams were true, it properly belonged. A little more of this stock  the destiny of which at this time seemed sure and splendid  would not be amiss. And so there began a quiet campaign on the part of each capitalist to gather enough of it to realize a true fortune on the rise.

A game of this kind is never played with the remainder of the financial community entirely unaware of what is on foot. In the inner circles of brokerage life rumors were soon abroad that a tremendous boom was in store for American Match. Cowperwood heard of it through Addison, always at the center of financial rumor, and the two of them bought heavily, though not so heavily but that they could clear out at any time with at least a slight margin in their favor. During a period of eight months the stock slowly moved upward, finally crossing the two-hundred mark and reaching two-twenty, at which figure both Addison and Cowperwood sold, realizing nearly a million between them on their investment.

In the mean time the foreshadowed political storm was brewing. At first a cloud no larger than a mans hand, it matured swiftly in the late months of 1895, and by the spring of 1896 it had become portentous and was ready to burst. With the climacteric nomination of the Apostle of Free Silver for President of the United States, which followed in July, a chill settled down over the conservative and financial elements of the country. What Cowperwood had wisely proceeded to do months before, others less far-seeing, from Maine to California and from the Gulf to Canada, began to do now. Bank-deposits were in part withdrawn; feeble or uncertain securities were thrown upon the market. All at once Schryhart, Arneel, Hand, and Merrill realized that they were in more or less of a trap in regard to their large holdings in American Match. Having gathered vast quantities of this stock, which had been issued in blocks of millions, it was now necessary to sustain the market or sell at a loss. Since money was needed by many holders, and this stock was selling at two-twenty, telegraphic orders began to pour in from all parts of the country to sell on the Chicago Exchange, where the deal was being engineered and where the market obviously existed. All of the instigators of the deal conferred, and decided to sustain the market. Messrs. Hull and Stackpole, being the nominal heads of the trust, were delegated to buy, they in turn calling on the principal investors to take their share, pro rata. Hand, Schryhart, Arneel, and Merrill, weighted with this inpouring flood of stock, which they had to take at two-twenty, hurried to their favorite banks, hypothecating vast quantities at one-fifty and over, and using the money so obtained to take care of the additional shares which they were compelled to buy.

At last, however, their favorite banks were full to overflowing and at the danger-point. They could take no more.

No, no, no! Hand declared to Phineas Hull over the phone. I cant risk another dollar in this venture, and I wont! Its a perfect proposition. I realize all its merits just as well as you do. But enough is enough. I tell you a financial slump is coming. Thats the reason all this stock is coming out now. I am willing to protect my interests in this thing up to a certain point. As I told you, I agree not to throw a single share on the market of all that I now have. But more than that I cannot do. The other gentlemen in this agreement will have to protect themselves as best they can. I have other things to look out for that are just as important to me, and more so, than American Match.

It was the same with Mr. Schryhart, who, stroking a crisp, black mustache, was wondering whether he had not better throw over what holdings he had and clear out; however, he feared the rage of Hand and Arneel for breaking the market and thus bringing on a local panic. It was risky business. Arneel and Merrill finally agreed to hold firm to what they had; but, as they told Mr. Hull, nothing could induce them to protect another share, come what might.

In this crisis naturally Messrs. Hull and Stackpole  estimable gentlemen both  were greatly depressed. By no means so wealthy as their lofty patrons, their private fortunes were in much greater jeopardy. They were eager to make any port in so black a storm. Witness, then, the arrival of Benoni Stackpole at the office of Frank Algernon Cowperwood. He was at the end of his tether, and Cowperwood was the only really rich man in the city not yet involved in this speculation. In the beginning he had heard both Hand and Schryhart say that they did not care to become involved if Cowperwood was in any way, shape, or manner to be included, but that had been over a year ago, and Schryhart and Hand were now, as it were, leaving both him and his partner to their fates. They could have no objection to his dealing with Cowperwood in this crisis if he could make sure that the magnate would not sell him out. Mr. Stackpole was six feet one in his socks and weighed two hundred and thirty pounds. Clad in a brown linen suit and straw hat (for it was late July), he carried a palm-leaf fan as well as his troublesome stocks in a small yellow leather bag. He was wet with perspiration and in a gloomy state of mind. Failure was staring him in the face  giant failure. If American Match fell below two hundred he would have to close his doors as banker and broker and, in view of what he was carrying, he and Hull would fail for approximately twenty million dollars. Messrs. Hand, Schryhart, Arneel, and Merrill would lose in the neighborhood of six or eight millions between them. The local banks would suffer in proportion, though not nearly so severely, for, loaning at one-fifty, they would only sacrifice the difference between that and the lowest point to which the stock might fall.

Cowperwood eyed the new-comer, when he entered, with an equivocal eye, for he knew well now what was coming. Only a few days before he had predicted an eventual smash to Addison.

Mr. Cowperwood, began Stackpole, in this bag I have fifteen thousand shares of American Match, par value one million five hundred thousand dollars, market value three million three hundred thousand at this moment, and worth every cent of three hundred dollars a share and more. I dont know how closely you have been following the developments of American Match. We own all the patents on labor-saving machines and, whats more, were just about to close contracts with Italy and France to lease our machines and processes to them for pretty nearly one million dollars a year each. Were dickering with Austria and England, and of course well take up other countries later. The American Match Company will yet make matches for the whole world, whether Im connected with it or not. This silver agitation has caught us right in mid-ocean, and were having a little trouble weathering the storm. Im a perfectly frank man when it comes to close business relations of this kind, and Im going to tell you just how things stand. If we can scull over this rough place that has come up on account of the silver agitation our stock will go to three hundred before the first of the year. Now, if you want to take it you can have it outright at one hundred and fifty dollars  that is, providing youll agree not to throw any of it back on the market before next December; or, if you wont promise that (he paused to see if by any chance he could read Cowperwoods inscrutable face) I want you to loan me one hundred and fifty dollars a share on these for thirty days at least at ten or fifteen, or whatever rate you care to fix.

Cowperwood interlocked his fingers and twiddled his thumbs as he contemplated this latest evidence of earthly difficulty and uncertainty. Time and chance certainly happened to all men, and here was one opportunity of paying out those who had been nagging him. To take this stock at one-fifty on loan and peddle it out swiftly and fully at two-twenty or less would bring American Match crumbling about their ears. When it was selling at one-fifty or less he could buy it back, pocket his profit, complete his deal with Mr. Stackpole, pocket his interest, and smile like the well-fed cat in the fable. It was as simple as twiddling his thumbs, which he was now doing.

Who has been backing this stock here in Chicago besides yourself and Mr. Hull? he asked, pleasantly. I think that I already know, but I should like to be certain if you have no objection.

None in the least, none in the least, replied Mr. Stackpole, accommodatingly. Mr. Hand, Mr. Schryhart, Mr. Arneel, and Mr. Merrill.

That is what I thought, commented Cowperwood, easily. They cant take this up for you? Is that it? Saturated?

Saturated, agreed Mr. Stackpole, dully. But theres one thing Id have to stipulate in accepting a loan on these. Not a share must be thrown on the market, or, at least, not before I have failed to respond to your call. I have understood that there is a little feeling between you and Mr. Hand and the other gentlemen I have mentioned. But, as I say  and Im talking perfectly frankly now  Im in a corner, and its any port in a storm. If you want to help me Ill make the best terms I can, and I wont forget the favor.

He opened the bag and began to take out the securities  long greenish-yellow bundles, tightly gripped in the center by thick elastic bands. They were in bundles of one thousand shares each. Since Stackpole half proffered them to him, Cowperwood took them in one hand and lightly weighed them up and down.

Im sorry, Mr. Stackpole, he said, sympathetically, after a moment of apparent reflection, but I cannot possibly help you in this matter. Im too involved in other things myself, and I do not often indulge in stock-peculations of any kind. I have no particular malice toward any one of the gentlemen you mention. I do not trouble to dislike all who dislike me. I might, of course, if I chose, take these stocks and pay them out and throw them on the market to-morrow, but I have no desire to do anything of the sort. I only wish I could help you, and if I thought I could carry them safely for three or four months I would. As it is He lifted his eyebrows sympathetically. Have you tried all the bankers in town?

Practically every one.

And they cant help you?

They are carrying all they can stand now.

Too bad. Im sorry, very. By the way, do you happen, by any chance, to know Mr. Millard Bailey or Mr. Edwin Kaffrath?

No, I dont, replied Stackpole, hopefully.

Well, now, there are two men who are much richer than is generally supposed. They often have very large sums at their disposal. You might look them up on a chance. Then theres my friend Videra. I dont know how he is fixed at present. You can always find him at the Twelfth Ward Bank. He might be inclined to take a good portion of that  I dont know. Hes much better off than most people seem to think. I wonder you havent been directed to some one of these men before. (As a matter of fact, no one of the individuals in question would have been interested to take a dollar of this loan except on Cowperwoods order, but Stackpole had no reason for knowing this. They were not prominently identified with the magnate.)

Thank you very much. I will, observed Stackpole, restoring his undesired stocks to his bag.

Cowperwood, with an admirable show of courtesy, called a stenographer, and pretended to secure for his guest the home addresses of these gentlemen. He then bade Mr. Stackpole an encouraging farewell. The distrait promoter at once decided to try not only Bailey and Kaffrath, but Videra; but even as he drove toward the office of the first-mentioned Cowperwood was personally busy reaching him by telephone.

I say, Bailey, he called, when he had secured the wealthy lumberman on the wire, Benoni Stackpole, of Hull & Stackpole, was here to see me just now.

Yes.

He has with him fifteen thousand shares of American Match  par value one hundred, market value to-day two-twenty.

Yes.

He is trying to hypothecate the lot or any part of it at one-fifty.

Yes.

You know what the trouble with American Match is, dont you?

No. I only know its being driven up to where it is now by a bull campaign.

Well, listen to me. Its going to break. American Match is going to bust.

Yes.

But I want you to loan this man five hundred thousand dollars at one-twenty or less and then recommend that he go to Edwin Kaffrath or Anton Videra for the balance.

But, Frank, I havent any five hundred thousand to spare. You say American Match is going to bust.

I know you havent, but draw the check on the Chicago Trust, and Addison will honor it. Send the stock to me and forget all about it. I will do the rest. But under no circumstances mention my name, and dont appear too eager. Not more than one-twenty at the outside, do you hear? and less if you can get it. You recognize my voice, do you?

Perfectly.

Drive over afterward if you have time and let me know what happens.

Very good, commented Mr. Bailey, in a businesslike way.

Cowperwood next called for Mr. Kaffrath. Conversing to similar effect with that individual and with Videra, before three-quarters of an hour Cowperwood had arranged completely for Mr. Stackpoles tour. He was to have his total loan at one-twenty or less. Checks were to be forthcoming at once. Different banks were to be drawn on  banks other than the Chicago Trust Company. Cowperwood would see, in some roundabout way, that these checks were promptly honored, whether the cash was there or not. In each case the hypothecated stocks were to be sent to him. Then, having seen to the perfecting of this little programme, and that the banks to be drawn upon in this connection understood perfectly that the checks in question were guaranteed by him or others, he sat down to await the arrival of his henchmen and the turning of the stock into his private safe.


Chapter XLVIII

Panic

On August 4, 1896, the city of Chicago, and for that matter the entire financial world, was startled and amazed by the collapse of American Match, one of the strongest of market securities, and the coincident failure of Messrs. Hull and Stackpole, its ostensible promoters, for twenty millions. As early as eleven oclock of the preceding day the banking and brokerage world of Chicago, trading in this stock, was fully aware that something untoward was on foot in connection with it. Owing to the high price at which the stock was protected, and the need of money to liquidate, blocks of this stock from all parts of the country were being rushed to the market with the hope of realizing before the ultimate break. About the stock-exchange, which frowned like a gray fortress at the foot of La Salle Street, all was excitement  as though a giant anthill had been ruthlessly disturbed. Clerks and messengers hurried to and fro in confused and apparently aimless directions. Brokers whose supply of American Match had been apparently exhausted on the previous day now appeared on change bright and early, and at the clang of the gong began to offer the stock in sizable lots of from two hundred to five hundred shares. The agents of Hull & Stackpole were in the market, of course, in the front rank of the scrambling, yelling throng, taking up whatever stock appeared at the price they were hoping to maintain. The two promoters were in touch by phone and wire not only with those various important personages whom they had induced to enter upon this bull campaign, but with their various clerks and agents on change. Naturally, under the circumstances both were in a gloomy frame of mind. This game was no longer moving in those large, easy sweeps which characterize the more favorable aspects of high finance. Sad to relate, as in all the troubled flumes of life where vast currents are compressed in narrow, tortuous spaces, these two men were now concerned chiefly with the momentary care of small but none the less heartbreaking burdens. Where to find fifty thousand to take care of this or that burden of stock which was momentarily falling upon them? They were as two men called upon, with their limited hands and strength, to seal up the ever-increasing crevices of a dike beyond which raged a mountainous and destructive sea.

At eleven oclock Mr. Phineas Hull rose from the chair which sat before his solid mahogany desk, and confronted his partner.

Ill tell you, Ben, he said, Im afraid we cant make this. Weve hypothecated so much of this stock around town that we cant possibly tell whos doing what. I know as well as Im standing on this floor that some one, I cant say which one, is selling us out. You dont suppose it could be Cowperwood or any of those people he sent to us, do you?

Stackpole, worn by his experiences of the past few weeks, was inclined to be irritable.

How should I know, Phineas? he inquired, scowling in troubled thought. I dont think so. I didnt notice any signs that they were interested in stock-gambling. Anyhow, we had to have the money in some form. Any one of the whole crowd is apt to get frightened now at any moment and throw the whole thing over. Were in a tight place, thats plain.

For the fortieth time he plucked at a too-tight collar and pulled up his shirt-sleeves, for it was stifling, and he was coatless and waistcoatless. Just then Mr. Hulls telephone bell rang  the one connecting with the firms private office on change, and the latter jumped to seize the receiver.

Yes? he inquired, irritably.

Two thousand shares of American offered at two-twenty! Shall I take them?

The man who was phoning was in sight of another man who stood at the railing of the brokers gallery overlooking the pit, or central room of the stock-exchange, and who instantly transferred any sign he might receive to the man on the floor. So Mr. Hulls yea or nay would be almost instantly transmuted into a cash transaction on change.

What do you think of that? asked Hull of Stackpole, putting his hand over the receivers mouth, his right eyelid drooping heavier than ever. Two thousand more to take up! Where dyou suppose they are coming from? Tch!

Well, the bottoms out, thats all, replied Stackpole, heavily and gutturally. We cant do what we cant do. I say this, though: support it at two-twenty until three oclock. Then well figure up where we stand and what we owe. And meanwhile Ill see what I can do. If the banks wont help us and Arneel and that crowd want to get from under, well fail, thats all; but not before Ive had one more try, by Jericho! They may not help us, but

Actually Mr. Stackpole did not see what was to be done unless Messrs. Hand, Schryhart, Merrill, and Arneel were willing to risk much more money, but it grieved and angered him to think he and Hull should be thus left to sink without a sigh. He had tried Kaffrath, Videra, and Bailey, but they were adamant. Thus cogitating, Stackpole put on his wide-brimmed straw hat and went out. It was nearly ninety-six in the shade. The granite and asphalt pavements of the down-town district reflected a dry, Turkish-bath-room heat. There was no air to speak of. The sky was a burning, milky blue, with the sun gleaming feverishly upon the upper walls of the tall buildings.

Mr. Hand, in his seventh-story suite of offices in the Rookery Building, was suffering from the heat, but much more from mental perturbation. Though not a stingy or penurious man, it was still true that of all earthly things he suffered most from a financial loss. How often had he seen chance or miscalculation sweep apparently strong and valiant men into the limbo of the useless and forgotten! Since the alienation of his wifes affections by Cowperwood, he had scarcely any interest in the world outside his large financial holdings, which included profitable investments in a half-hundred companies. But they must pay, pay, pay heavily in interest  all of them  and the thought that one of them might become a failure or a drain on his resources was enough to give him an almost physical sensation of dissatisfaction and unrest, a sort of spiritual and mental nausea which would cling to him for days and days or until he had surmounted the difficulty. Mr. Hand had no least corner in his heart for failure.

As a matter of fact, the situation in regard to American Match had reached such proportions as to be almost numbing. Aside from the fifteen thousand shares which Messrs. Hull and Stackpole had originally set aside for themselves, Hand, Arneel, Schryhart, and Merrill had purchased five thousand shares each at forty, but had since been compelled to sustain the market to the extent of over five thousand shares more each, at prices ranging from one-twenty to two-twenty, the largest blocks of shares having been bought at the latter figure. Actually Hand was caught for nearly one million five hundred thousand dollars, and his soul was as gray as a bats wing. At fifty-seven years of age men who are used only to the most successful financial calculations and the credit that goes with unerring judgment dread to be made a mark by chance or fate. It opens the way for comment on their possibly failing vitality or judgment. And so Mr. Hand sat on this hot August afternoon, ensconced in a large carved mahogany chair in the inner recesses of his inner offices, and brooded. Only this morning, in the face of a falling market, he would have sold out openly had he not been deterred by telephone messages from Arneel and Schryhart suggesting the advisability of a pool conference before any action was taken. Come what might on the morrow, he was determined to quit unless he saw some clear way out  to be shut of the whole thing unless the ingenuity of Stackpole and Hull should discover a way of sustaining the market without his aid. While he was meditating on how this was to be done Mr. Stackpole appeared, pale, gloomy, wet with perspiration.

Well, Mr. Hand, he exclaimed, wearily, Ive done all I can. Hull and I have kept the market fairly stable so far. You saw what happened between ten and eleven this morning. The jigs up. Weve borrowed our last dollar and hypothecated our last share. My personal fortune has gone into the balance, and so has Hulls. Some one of the outside stockholders, or all of them, are cutting the ground from under us. Fourteen thousand shares since ten oclock this morning! That tells the story. It cant be done just now  not unless you gentlemen are prepared to go much further than you have yet gone. If we could organize a pool to take care of fifteen thousand more shares

Mr. Stackpole paused, for Mr. Hand was holding up a fat, pink digit.

No more of that, he was saying, solemnly. It cant be done. I, for one, wont sink another dollar in this proposition at this time. Id rather throw what I have on the market and take what I can get. I am sure the others feel the same way.

Mr. Hand, to play safe, had hypothecated nearly all his shares with various banks in order to release his money for other purposes, and he knew he would not dare to throw over all his holdings, just as he knew he would have to make good at the figure at which they had been margined. But it was a fine threat to make.

Mr. Stackpole stared ox-like at Mr. Hand.

Very well, he said, I might as well go back, then, and post a notice on our front door. We bought fourteen thousand shares and held the market where it is, but we havent a dollar to pay for them with. Unless the banks or some one will take them over for us were gone  were bankrupt.

Mr. Hand, who knew that if Mr. Stackpole carried out this decision it meant the loss of his one million five hundred thousand, halted mentally. Have you been to all the banks? he asked. What does Lawrence, of the Prairie National, have to say?

Its the same with all of them, replied Stackpole, now quite desperate, as it is with you. They have all they can carry  every one. Its this damned silver agitation  thats it, and nothing else. Theres nothing the matter with this stock. It will right itself in a few months. Its sure to.

Will it? commented Mr. Hand, sourly. That depends on what happens next November. (He was referring to the coming national election.)

Yes, I know, sighed Mr. Stackpole, seeing that it was a condition, and not a theory, that confronted him. Then, suddenly clenching his right hand, he exclaimed, Damn that upstart! (He was thinking of the Apostle of Free Silver.) Hes the cause of all this. Well, if theres nothing to be done I might as well be going. Theres all those shares we bought to-day which we ought to be able to hypothecate with somebody. It would be something if we could get even a hundred and twenty on them.

Very true, replied Hand. I wish it could be done. I, personally, cannot sink any more money. But why dont you go and see Schryhart and Arneel? Ive been talking to them, and they seem to be in a position similar to my own; but if they are willing to confer, I am. I dont see whats to be done, but it may be that all of us together might arrange some way of heading off the slaughter of the stock to-morrow. I dont know. If only we dont have to suffer too great a decline.

Mr. Hand was thinking that Messrs. Hull and Stackpole might be forced to part with all their remaining holdings at fifty cents on the dollar or less. Then if it could possibly be taken and carried by the united banks for them (Schryhart, himself, Arneel) and sold at a profit later, he and his associates might recoup some of their losses. The local banks at the behest of the big quadrumvirate might be coerced into straining their resources still further. But how was this to be done? How, indeed?

It was Schryhart who, in pumping and digging at Stackpole when he finally arrived there, managed to extract from him the truth in regard to his visit to Cowperwood. As a matter of fact, Schryhart himself had been guilty this very day of having thrown two thousand shares of American Match on the market unknown to his confreres. Naturally, he was eager to learn whether Stackpole or any one else had the least suspicion that he was involved. As a consequence he questioned Stackpole closely, and the latter, being anxious as to the outcome of his own interests, was not unwilling to make a clean breast. He had the justification in his own mind that the quadrumvirate had been ready to desert him anyhow.

Why did you go to him? exclaimed Schryhart, professing to be greatly astonished and annoyed, as, indeed, in one sense he was. I thought we had a distinct understanding in the beginning that under no circumstances was he to be included in any portion of this. You might as well go to the devil himself for assistance as go there. At the same time he was thinking How fortunate! Here was not only a loophole for himself in connection with his own subtle side-plays, but also, if the quadrumvirate desired, an excuse for deserting the troublesome fortunes of Hull & Stackpole.

Well, the truth is, replied Stackpole, somewhat sheepishly and yet defiantly, last Thursday I had fifteen thousand shares on which I had to raise money. Neither you nor any of the others wanted any more. The banks wouldnt take them. I called up Rambaud on a chance, and he suggested Cowperwood.

As has been related, Stackpole had really gone to Cowperwood direct, but a lie under the circumstances seemed rather essential.

Rambaud! sneered Schryhart. Cowperwoods man  he and all the others. You couldnt have gone to a worse crowd if you had tried. So thats where this stock is coming from, beyond a doubt. That fellow or his friends are selling us out. You might have known hed do it. He hates us. So youre through, are you?  not another single trick to turn?

Not one, replied Stackpole, solemnly.

Well, thats too bad. You have acted most unwisely in going to Cowperwood; but we shall have to see what can be done.

Schryharts idea, like that of Hand, was to cause Hull & Stackpole to relinquish all their holdings for nothing to the banks in order that, under pressure, the latter might carry the stocks he and the others had hypothecated with them until such a time as the company might be organized at a profit. At the same time he was intensely resentful against Cowperwood for having by any fluke of circumstance reaped so large a profit as he must have done. Plainly, the present crisis had something to do with him. Schryhart was quick to call up Hand and Arneel, after Stackpole had gone, suggesting a conference, and together, an hour later, at Arneels office, they foregathered along with Merrill to discuss this new and very interesting development. As a matter of fact, during the course of the afternoon all of these gentlemen had been growing more and more uneasy. Not that between them they were not eminently capable of taking care of their own losses, but the sympathetic effect of such a failure as this (twenty million dollars), to say nothing of its reaction upon the honor of themselves and the city as a financial center, was a most unsatisfactory if not disastrous thing to contemplate, and now this matter of Cowperwoods having gained handsomely by it all was added to their misery. Both Hand and Arneel growled in opposition when they heard, and Merrill meditated, as he usually did, on the wonder of Cowperwoods subtlety. He could not help liking him.

There is a sort of municipal pride latent in the bosoms of most members of a really thriving community which often comes to the surface under the most trying circumstances. These four men were by no means an exception to this rule. Messrs. Schryhart, Hand, Arneel, and Merrill were concerned as to the good name of Chicago and their united standing in the eyes of Eastern financiers. It was a sad blow to them to think that the one great enterprise they had recently engineered  a foil to some of the immense affairs which had recently had their genesis in New York and elsewhere  should have come to so untimely an end. Chicago finance really should not be put to shame in this fashion if it could be avoided. So that when Mr. Schryhart arrived, quite warm and disturbed, and related in detail what he had just learned, his friends listened to him with eager and wary ears.

It was now between five and six oclock in the afternoon and still blazing outside, though the walls of the buildings on the opposite side of the street were a cool gray, picked out with pools of black shadow. A newsboys strident voice was heard here and there calling an extra, mingled with the sound of homing feet and street-cars  Cowperwoods street-cars.

Ill tell you what it is, said Schryhart, finally. It seems to me we have stood just about enough of this mans beggarly interference. Ill admit that neither Hull nor Stackpole had any right to go to him. They laid themselves and us open to just such a trick as has been worked in this case. Mr. Schryhart was righteously incisive, cold, immaculate, waspish. At the same time, he continued, any other moneyed man of equal standing with ourselves would have had the courtesy to confer with us and give us, or at least our banks, an opportunity for taking over these securities. He would have come to our aid for Chicagos sake. He had no occasion for throwing these stocks on the market, considering the state of things. He knows very well what the effect of their failure will be. The whole city is involved, but its little he cares. Mr. Stackpole tells me that he had an express understanding with him, or, rather, with the men who it is plain have been representing him, that not a single share of this stock was to be thrown on the market. As it is, I venture to say not a single share of it is to be found anywhere in any of their safes. I can sympathize to a certain extent with poor Stackpole. His position, of course, was very trying. But there is no excuse  none in the world  for such a stroke of trickery on Cowperwoods part. Its just as weve known all along  the man is nothing but a wrecker. We certainly ought to find some method of ending his career here if possible.

Mr. Schryhart kicked out his well-rounded legs, adjusted his soft-roll collar, and smoothed his short, crisp, wiry, now blackish-gray mustache. His black eyes flashed an undying hate.

At this point Mr. Arneel, with a cogency of reasoning which did not at the moment appear on the surface, inquired: Do any of you happen to know anything in particular about the state of Mr. Cowperwoods finances at present? Of course we know of the Lake Street L and the Northwestern. I hear hes building a house in New York, and I presume thats drawing on him somewhat. I know he has four hundred thousand dollars in loans from the Chicago Central; but what else has he?

Well, theres the two hundred thousand he owes the Prairie National, piped up Schrybart, promptly. From time to time Ive heard of several other sums that escape my mind just now.

Mr. Merrill, a diplomatic mouse of a man  gray, Parisian, dandified  was twisting in his large chair, surveying the others with shrewd though somewhat propitiatory eyes. In spite of his old grudge against Cowperwood because of the latters refusal to favor him in the matter of running street-car lines past his store, he had always been interested in the man as a spectacle. He really disliked the thought of plotting to injure Cowperwood. Just the same, he felt it incumbent to play his part in such a council as this. My financial agent, Mr. Hill, loaned him several hundred thousand not long ago, he volunteered, a little doubtfully. I presume he has many other outstanding obligations.

Mr. Hand stirred irritably.

Well, hes owing the Third National and the Lake City as much if not more, he commented. I know where there are five hundred thousand dollars of his loans that havent been mentioned here. Colonel Ballinger has two hundred thousand. He must owe Anthony Ewer all of that. He owes the Drovers and Traders all of one hundred and fifty thousand.

On the basis of these suggestions Arneel made a mental calculation, and found that Cowperwood was indebted apparently to the tune of about three million dollars on call, if not more.

I havent all the facts, he said, at last, slowly and distinctly. If we could talk with some of the presidents of our banks to-night, we should probably find that there are other items of which we do not know. I do not like to be severe on any one, but our own situation is serious. Unless something is done to-night Hull & Stackpole will certainly fail in the morning. We are, of course, obligated to the various banks for our loans, and we are in honor bound to do all we can for them. The good name of Chicago and its rank as a banking center is to a certain extent involved. As I have already told Mr. Stackpole and Mr. Hull, I personally have gone as far as I can in this matter. I suppose it is the same with each of you. The only other resources we have under the circumstances are the banks, and they, as I understand it, are pretty much involved with stock on hypothecation. I know at least that this is true of the Lake City and the Douglas Trust.

Its true of nearly all of them, said Hand. Both Schryhart and Merrill nodded assent.

We are not obligated to Mr. Cowperwood for anything so far as I know, continued Mr. Arneel, after a slight but somewhat portentous pause. As Mr. Schryhart has suggested here to-day, he seems to have a tendency to interfere and disturb on every occasion. Apparently he stands obligated to the various banks in the sums we have mentioned. Why shouldnt his loans be called? It would help strengthen the local banks, and possibly permit them to aid in meeting this situation for us. While he might be in a position to retaliate, I doubt it.

Mr. Arneel had no personal opposition to Cowperwood  none, at least, of a deep-seated character. At the same time Hand, Merrill, and Schryhart were his friends. In him, they felt, centered the financial leadership of the city. The rise of Cowperwood, his Napoleonic airs, threatened this. As Mr. Arneel talked he never raised his eyes from the desk where he was sitting. He merely drummed solemnly on the surface with his fingers. The others contemplated him a little tensely, catching quite clearly the drift of his proposal.

An excellent idea  excellent! exclaimed Schryhart. I will join in any programme that looks to the elimination of this man. The present situation may be just what is needed to accomplish this. Anyhow, it may help to solve our difficulty. If so, it will certainly be a case of good coming out of evil.

I see no reason why these loans should not be called, Hand commented. Im willing to meet the situation on that basis.

And I have no particular objection, said Merrill. I think, however, it would be only fair to give as much notice as possible of any decision we may reach, he added.

Why not send for the various bankers now, suggested Schryhart, and find out exactly where he stands, and how much it will take to carry Hull & Stackpole? Then we can inform Mr. Cowperwood of what we propose to do.

To this proposition Mr. Hand nodded an assent, at the same time consulting a large, heavily engraved gold watch of the most ponderous and inartistic design. I think, he said, that we have found the solution to this situation at last. I suggest that we get Candish and Kramer, of the stock-exchange (he was referring to the president and secretary, respectively, of that organization), and Simmons, of the Douglas Trust. We should soon be able to tell what we can do.

The library of Mr. Arneels home was fixed upon as the most suitable rendezvous. Telephones were forthwith set ringing and messengers and telegrams despatched in order that the subsidiary financial luminaries and the watch-dogs of the various local treasuries might come and, as it were, put their seal on this secret decision, which it was obviously presumed no minor official or luminary would have the temerity to gainsay.


Chapter XLIX

Mount Olympus

By eight oclock, at which hour the conference was set, the principal financial personages of Chicago were truly in a great turmoil. Messrs. Hand, Schryhart, Merrill, and Arneel were personally interested! What would you? As early as seven-thirty there was a pattering of horses hoofs and a jingle of harness, as splendid open carriages were drawn up in front of various exclusive mansions and a bank president, or a director at least, issued forth at the call of one of the big quadrumvirate to journey to the home of Mr. Arneel. Such interesting figures as Samuel Blackman, once president of the old Chicago Gas Company, and now a director of the Prairie National; Hudson Baker, once president of the West Chicago Gas Company, and now a director of the Chicago Central National; Ormonde Ricketts, publisher of the Chronicle and director of the Third National; Norrie Simms, president of the Douglas Trust Company; Walter Rysam Cotton, once an active wholesale coffee-broker, but now a director principally of various institutions, were all en route. It was a procession of solemn, superior, thoughtful gentlemen, and all desirous of giving the right appearance and of making the correct impression. For, be it known, of all men none are so proud or vainglorious over the minor trappings of materialism as those who have but newly achieved them. It is so essential apparently to fulfil in manner and air, if not in fact, the principle of presence which befits the role of conservator of society and leader of wealth. Every one of those named and many more  to the number of thirty  rode thus loftily forth in the hot, dry evening air and were soon at the door of the large and comfortable home of Mr. Timothy Arneel.

That important personage was not as yet present to receive his guests, and neither were Messrs. Schryhart, Hand, nor Merrill. It would not be fitting for such eminent potentates to receive their underlings in person on such an occasion. At the hour appointed these four were still in their respective offices, perfecting separately the details of the plan upon which they had agreed and which, with a show of informality and of momentary inspiration, they would later present. For the time being their guests had to make the best of their absence. Drinks and liquors were served, but these were of small comfort. A rack provided for straw hats was for some reason not used, every one preferring to retain his own head-gear. Against the background of wood panneling and the chairs covered with summer linen the company presented a galleryesque variety and interest. Messrs. Hull and Stackpole, the corpses or victims over which this serious gathering were about to sit in state, were not actually present within the room, though they were within call in another part of the house, where, if necessary, they could be reached and their advice or explanations heard. This presumably brilliant assemblage of the financial weight and intelligence of the city appeared as solemn as owls under the pressure of a rumored impending financial crisis. Before Arneels appearance there was a perfect buzz of minor financial gossip, such as:

You dont say?

Is it as serious as that?

I knew things were pretty shaky, but I was by no means certain how shaky.

Fortunately, we are not carrying much of that stock. (This from one of the few really happy bankers.)

This is a rather serious occasion, isnt it?

You dont tell me!

Dear, dear!

Never a word in criticism from any source of either Hand or Schryhart or Arneel or Merrill, though the fact that they were back of the pool was well known. Somehow they were looked upon as benefactors who were calling this conference with a view of saving others from disaster rather than for the purpose of assisting themselves. Such phrases as, Oh, Mr. Hand! Marvelous man! Marvelous! or, Mr. Schryhart  very able  very able indeed! or, You may depend on it these men are not going to allow anything serious to overtake the affairs of the city at this time, were heard on every hand. The fact that immense quantities of cash or paper were involved in behalf of one or other of these four was secretly admitted by one banker to another. No rumor that Cowperwood or his friends had been profiting or were in any way involved had come to any one present  not as yet.

At eight-thirty exactly Mr. Arneel first ambled in quite informally, Hand, Schryhart, and Merrill appearing separately very shortly after. Rubbing their hands and mopping their faces with their handkerchiefs, they looked about them, making an attempt to appear as nonchalant and cheerful as possible under such trying circumstances. There were many old acquaintances and friends to greet, inquiries to be made as to the health of wives and children. Mr. Arneel, clad in yellowish linen, with a white silk shirt of lavender stripe, and carrying a palm-leaf fan, seemed quite refreshed; his fine expanse of neck and bosom looked most paternal, and even Abrahamesque. His round, glistening pate exuded beads of moisture. Mr. Schryhart, on the contrary, for all the heat, appeared quite hard and solid, as though he might be carved out of some dark wood. Mr. Hand, much of Mr. Arneels type, but more solid and apparently more vigorous, had donned for the occasion a blue serge coat with trousers of an almost gaudy, bright stripe. His ruddy, archaic face was at once encouraging and serious, as though he were saying, My dear children, this is very trying, but we will do the best we can. Mr. Merrill was as cool and ornate and lazy as it was possible for a great merchant to be. To one person and another he extended a cool, soft hand, nodding and smiling half the time in silence. To Mr. Arneel as the foremost citizen and the one of largest wealth fell the duty (by all agreed as most appropriate) of assuming the chair  which in this case was an especially large one at the head of the table.

There was a slight stir as he finally, at the suggestion of Schryhart, went forward and sat down. The other great men found seats.

Well, gentlemen, began Mr. Arneel, dryly (he had a low, husky voice), Ill be as brief as I can. This is a very unusual occasion which brings us together. I suppose you all know how it is with Mr. Hull and Mr. Stackpole. American Match is likely to come down with a crash in the morning if something very radical isnt done to-night. It is at the suggestion of a number of men and banks that this meeting is called.

Mr. Arneel had an informal, tete-a-tete way of speaking as if he were sitting on a chaise-longue with one other person.

The failure, he went on, firmly, if it comes, as I hope it wont, will make a lot of trouble for a number of banks and private individuals which we would like to avoid, I am sure. The principal creditors of American Match are our local banks and some private individuals who have loaned money on the stock. I have a list of them here, along with the amounts for which they are responsible. It is in the neighborhood of ten millions of dollars.

Mr. Arneel, with the unconscious arrogance of wealth and power, did not trouble to explain how he got the list, neither did he show the slightest perturbation. He merely fished down in one pocket in a heavy way and produced it, spreading it out on the table before him. The company wondered whose names and what amounts were down, and whether it was his intention to read it.

Now, resumed Mr. Arneel, seriously, I want to say here that Mr. Stackpole, Mr. Merrill, Mr. Hand, and myself have been to a certain extent investors in this stock, and up to this afternoon we felt it to be our duty, not so much to ourselves as to the various banks which have accepted this stock as collateral and to the city at large, to sustain it as much as possible. We believed in Mr. Hull and Mr. Stackpole. We might have gone still further if there had been any hope that a number of others could carry the stock without seriously injuring themselves; but in view of recent developments we know that this cant be done. For some time Mr. Hull and Mr. Stackpole and the various bank officers have had reason to think that some one has been cutting the ground from under them, and now they know it. It is because of this, and because only concerted action on the part of banks and individuals can save the financial credit of the city at this time, that this meeting is called. Stocks are going to continue to be thrown on the market. It is possible that Hull & Stackpole may have to liquidate in some way. One thing is certain: unless a large sum of money is gathered to meet the claim against them in the morning, they will fail. The trouble is due indirectly, of course, to this silver agitation; but it is due a great deal more, we believe, to a piece of local sharp dealing which has just come to light, and which has really been the cause of putting the financial community in the tight place where it stands to-night. I might as well speak plainly as to this matter. It is the work of one man  Mr. Cowperwood. American Match might have pulled through and the city been have spared the danger which now confronts it if Mr. Hull and Mr. Stackpole had not made the mistake of going to this man.

Mr. Arneel paused, and Mr. Norrie Simms, more excitable than most by temperament, chose to exclaim, bitterly: The wrecker! A stir of interest passed over the others accompanied by murmurs of disapproval.

The moment he got the stock in his hands as collateral, continued Mr. Arneel, solemnly, and in the face of an agreement not to throw a share on the market, he has been unloading steadily. That is what has been happening yesterday and to-day. Over fifteen thousand shares of this stock, which cannot very well be traced to outside sources, have been thrown on the market, and we have every reason to believe that all of it comes from the same place. The result is that American Match, and Mr. Hull and Mr. Stackpole, are on the verge of collapse.

The scoundrel! repeated Mr. Norrie Simms, bitterly, almost rising to his feet. The Douglas Trust Company was heavily interested in American Match.

What an outrage! commented Mr. Lawrence, of the Prairie National, which stood to lose at least three hundred thousand dollars in shrinkage of values on hypothecated stock alone. To this bank that Cowperwood owed at least three hundred thousand dollars on call.

Depend on it to find his devils hoof in it somewhere, observed Jordan Jules, who had never been able to make any satisfactory progress in his fight on Cowperwood in connection with the city council and the development of the Chicago General Company. The Chicago Central, of which he was now a director, was one of the banks from which Cowperwood had judiciously borrowed.

Its a pity he should be allowed to go on bedeviling the town in this fashion, observed Mr. Sunderland Sledd to his neighbor, Mr. Duane Kingsland, who was a director in a bank controlled by Mr. Hand.

The latter, as well as Schryhart, observed with satisfaction the effect of Mr. Arneels words on the company.

Mr. Arneel now again fished in his pocket laboriously, and drew forth a second slip of paper which he spread out before him. This is a time when frankness must prevail, he went on, solemnly, if anything is to be done, and I am in hopes that we can do something. I have here a memorandum of some of the loans which the local banks have made to Mr. Cowperwood and which are still standing on their books. I want to know if there are any further loans of which any of you happen to know and which you are willing to mention at this time.

He looked solemnly around.

Immediately several loans were mentioned by Mr. Cotton and Mr. Osgood which had not been heard of previously. The company was now very well aware, in a general way, of what was coming.

Well, gentlemen, continued Mr. Arneel, I have, previous to this meeting, consulted with a number of our leading men. They agree with me that, since so many banks are in need of funds to carry this situation, and since there is no particular obligation on anybodys part to look after the interests of Mr. Cowperwood, it might be just as well if these loans of his, which are outstanding, were called and the money used to aid the banks and the men who have been behind Mr. Hull and Mr. Stackpole. I have no personal feeling against Mr. Cowperwood  that is, he has never done me any direct injury  but naturally I cannot approve of the course he has seen fit to take in this case. Now, if there isnt money available from some source to enable you gentlemen to turn around, there will be a number of other failures. Runs may be started on a half-dozen banks. Time is the essence of a situation like this, and we havent any time.

Mr. Arneel paused and looked around. A slight buzz of conversation sprang up, mostly bitter and destructive criticism of Cowperwood.

It would be only just if he could be made to pay for this, commented Mr. Blackman to Mr. Sledd. He has been allowed to play fast and loose long enough. It is time some one called a halt on him.

Well, it looks to me as though it would be done tonight, Mr. Sledd returned.

Meanwhile Mr. Schryhart was again rising to his feet. I think, he was saying, if there is no objection on any ones part, Mr. Arneel, as chairman, might call for a formal expression of opinion from the different gentlemen present which will be on record as the sense of this meeting.

At this point Mr. Kingsland, a tall, whiskered gentleman, arose to inquire exactly how it came that Cowperwood had secured these stocks, and whether those present were absolutely sure that the stock has been coming from him or from his friends. I would not like to think we were doing any man an injustice, he concluded.

In reply to this Mr. Schryhart called in Mr. Stackpole to corroborate him. Some of the stocks had been positively identified. Stackpole related the full story, which somehow seemed to electrify the company, so intense was the feeling against Cowperwood.

It is amazing that men should be permitted to do things like this and still hold up their heads in the business world, said one, Mr. Vasto, president of the Third National, to his neighbor.

I should think there would be no difficulty in securing united action in a case of this kind, said Mr. Lawrence, president of the Prairie National, who was very much beholden to Hand for past and present favors.

Here is a case, put in Schryhart, who was merely waiting for an opportunity to explain further, in which an unexpected political situation develops an unexpected crisis, and this man uses it for his personal aggrandizement and to the detriment of every other person. The welfare of the city is nothing to him. The stability of the very banks he borrows from is nothing. He is a pariah, and if this opportunity to show him what we think of him and his methods is not used we will be doing less than our duty to the city and to one another.

Gentlemen, said Mr. Arneel, finally, after Cowperwoods different loans had been carefully tabulated, dont you think it would be wise to send for Mr. Cowperwood and state to him directly the decision we have reached and the reasons for it? I presume all of us would agree that he should be notified.

I think he should be notified, said Mr. Merrill, who saw behind this smooth talk the iron club that was being brandished.

Both Hand and Schryhart looked at each other and Arneel while they politely waited for some one else to make a suggestion. When no one ventured, Hand, who was hoping this would prove a ripping blow to Cowperwood, remarked, viciously:

He might as well be told  if we can reach him. Its sufficient notice, in my judgment. He might as well understand that this is the united action of the leading financial forces of the city.

Quite so, added Mr. Schryhart. It is time he understood, I think, what the moneyed men of this community think of him and his crooked ways.

A murmur of approval ran around the room.

Very well, said Mr. Arneel. Anson, you know him better than some of the rest of us. Perhaps you had better see if you can get him on the telephone and ask him to call. Tell him that we are here in executive session.

I think he might take it more seriously if you spoke to him, Timothy, replied Merrill.

Arneel, being always a man of action, arose and left the room, seeking a telephone which was located in a small workroom or office den on the same floor, where he could talk without fear of being overheard.

Sitting in his library on this particular evening, and studying the details of half a dozen art-catalogues which had accumulated during the week, Cowperwood was decidedly conscious of the probable collapse of American Match on the morrow. Through his brokers and agents he was well aware that a conference was on at this hour at the house of Arneel. More than once during the day he had seen bankers and brokers who were anxious about possible shrinkage in connection with various hypothecated securities, and to-night his valet had called him to the phone half a dozen times to talk with Addison, with Kaffrath, with a broker by the name of Prosser who had succeeded Laughlin in active control of his private speculations, and also, be it said, with several of the banks whose presidents were at this particular conference. If Cowperwood was hated, mistrusted, or feared by the overlords of these institutions, such was by no means the case with the underlings, some of whom, through being merely civil, were hopeful of securing material benefits from him at some future time. With a feeling of amused satisfaction he was meditating upon how heavily and neatly he had countered on his enemies. Whereas they were speculating as to how to offset their heavy losses on the morrow, he was congratulating himself on corresponding gains. When all his deals should be closed up he would clear within the neighborhood of a million dollars. He did not feel that he had worked Messrs. Hull and Stackpole any great injustice. They were at their wits end. If he had not seized this opportunity to undercut them Schryhart or Arneel would have done so, anyhow.

Mingled with thoughts of a forthcoming financial triumph were others of Berenice Fleming. There are such things as figments of the brain, even in the heads of colossi. He thought of Berenice early and late; he even dreamed of her. He laughed at himself at times for thus being taken in the toils of a mere girl  the strands of her ruddy hair  but working in Chicago these days he was always conscious of her, of what she was doing, of where she was going in the East, of how happy he would be if they were only together, happily mated.

It had so happened, unfortunately, that in the course of this summers stay at Narragansett Berenice, among other diversions, had assumed a certain interest in one Lieutenant Lawrence Braxmar, U.S.N., whom she found loitering there, and who was then connected with the naval station at Portsmouth, New Hampshire. Cowperwood, coming East at this time for a few days stay in order to catch another glimpse of his ideal, had been keenly disturbed by the sight of Braxmar and by what his presence might signify. Up to this time he had not given much thought to younger men in connection with her. Engrossed in her personality, he could think of nothing as being able to stand long between him and the fulfilment of his dreams. Berenice must be his. That radiant spirit, enwrapt in so fair an outward seeming, must come to see and rejoice in him. Yet she was so young and airy in her mood that he sometimes wondered. How was he to draw near? What say exactly? What do? Berenice was in no way hypnotized by either his wealth or fame. She was accustomed (she little knew to what extent by his courtesy) to a world more resplendent in its social security than his own. Surveying Braxmar keenly upon their first meeting, Cowperwood had liked his face and intelligence, had judged him to be able, but had wondered instantly how he could get rid of him. Viewing Berenice and the Lieutenant as they strolled off together along a summery seaside veranda, he had been for once lonely, and had sighed. These uncertain phases of affection could become very trying at times. He wished he were young again, single.

To-night, therefore, this thought was haunting him like a gloomy undertone, when at half past eleven the telephone rang once more, and he heard a low, even voice which said:

Mr. Cowperwood? This is Mr. Arneel.

Yes.

A number of the principal financial men of the city are gathered here at my house this evening. The question of ways and means of preventing a panic to-morrow is up for discussion. As you probably know, Hull & Stackpole are in trouble. Unless something is done for them tonight they will certainly fail to-morrow for twenty million dollars. It isnt so much their failure that we are considering as it is the effect on stocks in general, and on the banks. As I understand it, a number of your loans are involved. The gentlemen here have suggested that I call you up and ask you to come here, if you will, to help us decide what ought to be done. Something very drastic will have to be decided on before morning.

During this speech Cowperwoods brain had been reciprocating like a well-oiled machine.

My loans? he inquired, suavely. What have they to do with the situation? I dont owe Hull & Stackpole anything.

Very true. But a number of the banks are carrying securities for you. The idea is that a number of these will have to be called  the majority of them  unless some other way can be devised to-night. We thought you might possibly wish to come and talk it over, and that you might be able to suggest some other way out.

I see, replied Cowperwood, caustically. The idea is to sacrifice me in order to save Hull & Stackpole. Is that it?

His eyes, quite as though Arneel were before him, emitted malicious sparks.

Well, not precisely that, replied Arneel, conservatively; but something will have to be done. Dont you think you had better come over?

Very good. Ill come, was the cheerful reply. It isnt anything that can be discussed over the phone, anyhow.

He hung up the receiver and called for his runabout. On the way over he thanked the prevision which had caused him, in anticipation of some such attack as this, to set aside in the safety vaults of the Chicago Trust Company several millions in low-interest-bearing government bonds. Now, if worst came to worst, these could be drawn on and hypothecated. These men should see at last how powerful he was and how secure.

As he entered the home of Arneel he was a picturesque and truly representative figure of his day. In a light summer suit of cream and gray twill, with a straw hat ornamented by a blue-and-white band, and wearing yellow quarter-shoes of the softest leather, he appeared a very model of trig, well-groomed self-sufficiency. As he was ushered into the room he gazed about him in a brave, leonine way.

A fine night for a conference, gentlemen, he said, walking toward a chair indicated by Mr. Arneel. I must say I never saw so many straw hats at a funeral before. I understand that my obsequies are contemplated. What can I do?

He beamed in a genial, sufficient way, which in any one else would have brought a smile to the faces of the company. In him it was an implication of basic power which secretly enraged and envenomed nearly all those present. They merely stirred in a nervous and wholly antagonistic way. A number of those who knew him personally nodded  Merrill, Lawrence, Simms; but there was no friendly light in their eyes.

Well, gentlemen? he inquired, after a moment or two of ominous silence, observing Hands averted face and Schryharts eyes, which were lifted ceilingward.

Mr. Cowperwood, began Mr. Arneel, quietly, in no way disturbed by Cowperwoods jaunty air, as I told you over the phone, this meeting is called to avert, if possible, what is likely to be a very serious panic in the morning. Hull & Stackpole are on the verge of failure. The outstanding loans are considerable  in the neighborhood of seven or eight million here in Chicago. On the other hand, there are assets in the shape of American Match stocks and other properties sufficient to carry them for a while longer if the banks can only continue their loans. As you know, we are all facing a falling market, and the banks are short of ready money. Something has to be done. We have canvassed the situation here to-night as thoroughly as possible, and the general conclusion is that your loans are among the most available assets which can be reached quickly. Mr. Schryhart, Mr. Merrill, Mr. Hand, and myself have done all we can thus far to avert a calamity, but we find that some one with whom Hull & Stackpole have been hypothecating stocks has been feeding them out in order to break the market. We shall know how to avoid that in the future (and he looked hard at Cowperwood), but the thing at present is immediate cash, and your loans are the largest and the most available. Do you think you can find the means to pay them back in the morning?

Arneel blinked his keen, blue eyes solemnly, while the rest, like a pack of genial but hungry wolves, sat and surveyed this apparently whole but now condemned scapegoat and victim. Cowperwood, who was keenly alive to the spirit of the company, looked blandly and fearlessly around. On his knee he held his blue  banded straw hat neatly balanced on one edge. His full mustache curled upward in a jaunty, arrogant way.

I can meet my loans, he replied, easily. But I would not advise you or any of the gentlemen present to call them. His voice, for all its lightness, had an ominous ring.

Why not? inquired Hand, grimly and heavily, turning squarely about and facing him. It doesnt appear that you have extended any particular courtesy to Hull or Stackpole. His face was red and scowling.

Because, replied Cowperwood, smiling, and ignoring the reference to his trick, I know why this meeting was called. I know that these gentlemen here, who are not saying a word, are mere catspaws and rubber stamps for you and Mr. Schryhart and Mr. Arneel and Mr. Merrill. I know how you four gentlemen have been gambling in this stock, and what your probable losses are, and that it is to save yourselves from further loss that you have decided to make me the scapegoat. I want to tell you here  and he got up, so that in his full stature he loomed over the room you cant do it. You cant make me your catspaw to pull your chestnuts out of the fire, and no rubber-stamp conference can make any such attempt successful. If you want to know what to do, Ill tell you  close the Chicago Stock Exchange to-morrow morning and keep it closed. Then let Hull & Stackpole fail, or if not you four put up the money to carry them. If you cant, let your banks do it. If you open the day by calling a single one of my loans before I am ready to pay it, Ill gut every bank from here to the river. Youll have panic, all the panic you want. Good evening, gentlemen.

He drew out his watch, glanced at it, and quickly walked to the door, putting on his hat as he went. As he bustled jauntily down the wide interior staircase, preceded by a footman to open the door, a murmur of dissatisfaction arose in the room he had just left.

The wrecker! re-exclaimed Norrie Simms, angrily, astounded at this demonstration of defiance.

The scoundrel! declared Mr. Blackman. Where does he get the wealth to talk like that?

Gentlemen, said Mr. Arneel, stung to the quick by this amazing effrontery, and yet made cautious by the blazing wrath of Cowperwood, it is useless to debate this question in anger. Mr. Cowperwood evidently refers to loans which can be controlled in his favor, and of which I for one know nothing. I do not see what can be done until we do know. Perhaps some of you can tell us what they are.

But no one could, and after due calculation advice was borrowed of caution. The loans of Frank Algernon Cowperwood were not called.


Chapter L

A New York Mansion

The failure of American Match the next morning was one of those events that stirred the city and the nation and lingered in the minds of men for years. At the last moment it was decided that in lieu of calling Cowperwoods loans Hull & Stackpole had best be sacrificed, the stock-exchange closed, and all trading ended. This protected stocks from at least a quotable decline and left the banks free for several days (ten all told) in which to repair their disrupted finances and buttress themselves against the eventual facts. Naturally, the minor speculators throughout the city  those who had expected to make a fortune out of this crash  raged and complained, but, being faced by an adamantine exchange directorate, a subservient press, and the alliance between the big bankers and the heavy quadrumvirate, there was nothing to be done. The respective bank presidents talked solemnly of a mere temporary flurry, Hand, Schryhart, Merrill, and Arneel went still further into their pockets to protect their interests, and Cowperwood, triumphant, was roundly denounced by the smaller fry as a bucaneer, a pirate, a wolf  indeed, any opprobrious term that came into their minds. The larger men faced squarely the fact that here was an enemy worthy of their steel. Would he master them? Was he already the dominant money power in Chicago? Could he thus flaunt their helplessness and his superiority in their eyes and before their underlings and go unwhipped?

I must give in! Hosmer Hand had declared to Arneel and Schryhart, at the close of the Arneel house conference and as they stood in consultation after the others had departed. We seem to be beaten to-night, but I, for one, am not through yet. He has won to-night, but he wont win always. This is a fight to a finish between me and him. The rest of you can stay in or drop out, just as you wish.

Hear, hear! exclaimed Schryhart, laying a fervently sympathetic hand on his shoulder. Every dollar that I have is at your service, Hosmer. This fellow cant win eventually. Im with you to the end.

Arneel, walking with Merrill and the others to the door, was silent and dour. He had been cavalierly affronted by a man who, but a few short years before, he would have considered a mere underling. Here was Cowperwood bearding the lion in his den, dictating terms to the principal financial figures of the city, standing up trig and resolute, smiling in their faces and telling them in so many words to go to the devil. Mr. Arneel glowered under lowering brows, but what could he do? We must see, he said to the others, what time will bring. Just now there is nothing much to do. This crisis has been too sudden. You say you are not through with him, Hosmer, and neither am I. But we must wait. We shall have to break him politically in this city, and I am confident that in the end we can do it. The others were grateful for his courage even though to-morrow he and they must part with millions to protect themselves and the banks. For the first time Merrill concluded that he would have to fight Cowperwood openly from now on, though even yet he admired his courage. But he is too defiant, too cavalier! A very lion of a man, he said to himself. A man with the heart of a Numidian lion.

It was true.

From this day on for a little while, and because there was no immediate political contest in sight, there was comparative peace in Chicago, although it more resembled an armed camp operating under the terms of some agreed neutrality than it did anything else. Schryhart, Hand, Arneel, and Merrill were quietly watchful. Cowperwoods chief concern was lest his enemies might succeed in their project of worsting him politically in one or all three of the succeeding elections which were due to occur every two years between now and 1903, at which time his franchises would have to be renewed. As in the past they had made it necessary for him to work against them through bribery and perjury, so in ensuing struggles they might render it more and more difficult for him or his agents to suborn the men elected to office. The subservient and venal councilmen whom he now controlled might be replaced by men who, if no more honest, would be more loyal to the enemy, thus blocking the extension of his franchises. Yet upon a renewal period of at least twenty and preferably fifty years depended the fulfilment of all the colossal things he had begun  his art-collection, his new mansion, his growing prestige as a financier, his rehabilitation socially, and the celebration of his triumph by a union, morganatic or otherwise, with some one who would be worthy to share his throne.

It is curious how that first and most potent tendency of the human mind, ambition, becomes finally dominating. Here was Cowperwood at fifty-seven, rich beyond the wildest dream of the average man, celebrated in a local and in some respects in a national way, who was nevertheless feeling that by no means had his true aims been achieved. He was not yet all-powerful as were divers Eastern magnates, or even these four or five magnificently moneyed men here in Chicago who, by plodding thought and labor in many dreary fields such as Cowperwood himself frequently scorned, had reaped tremendous and uncontended profits. How was it, he asked himself, that his path had almost constantly been strewn with stormy opposition and threatened calamity? Was it due to his private immorality? Other men were immoral; the mass, despite religious dogma and fol-de-rol theory imposed from the top, was generally so. Was it not rather due to his inability to control without dominating personally  without standing out fully and clearly in the sight of all men? Sometimes he thought so. The humdrum conventional world could not brook his daring, his insouciance, his constant desire to call a spade a spade. His genial sufficiency was a taunt and a mockery to many. The hard implication of his eye was dreaded by the weaker as fire is feared by a burnt child. Dissembling enough, he was not sufficiently oily and make-believe.

Well, come what might, he did not need to be or mean to be so, and there the game must lie; but he had not by any means attained the height of his ambition. He was not yet looked upon as a money prince. He could not rank as yet with the magnates of the East  the serried Sequoias of Wall Street. Until he could stand with these men, until he could have a magnificent mansion, acknowledged as such by all, until he could have a world-famous gallery, Berenice, millions  what did it avail?

The character of Cowperwoods New York house, which proved one of the central achievements of his later years, was one of those flowerings  out of disposition which eventuate in the case of men quite as in that of plants. After the passing of the years neither a modified Gothic (such as his Philadelphia house had been), nor a conventionalized Norman-French, after the style of his Michigan Avenue home, seemed suitable to him. Only the Italian palaces of medieval or Renaissance origin which he had seen abroad now appealed to him as examples of what a stately residence should be. He was really seeking something which should not only reflect his private tastes as to a home, but should have the more enduring qualities of a palace or even a museum, which might stand as a monument to his memory. After much searching Cowperwood had found an architect in New York who suited him entirely  one Raymond Pyne, rake, raconteur, man-about-town  who was still first and foremost an artist, with an eye for the exceptional and the perfect. These two spent days and days together meditating on the details of this home museum. An immense gallery was to occupy the west wing of the house and be devoted to pictures; a second gallery should occupy the south wing and be given over to sculpture and large whorls of art; and these two wings were to swing as an L around the house proper, the latter standing in the angle between them. The whole structure was to be of a rich brownstone, heavily carved. For its interior decoration the richest woods, silks, tapestries, glass, and marbles were canvassed. The main rooms were to surround a great central court with a colonnade of pink-veined alabaster, and in the center there would be an electrically lighted fountain of alabaster and silver. Occupying the east wall a series of hanging baskets of orchids, or of other fresh flowers, were to give a splendid glow of color, a morning-sun effect, to this richly artificial realm. One chamber  a lounge on the second floor  was to be entirely lined with thin-cut transparent marble of a peach-blow hue, the lighting coming only through these walls and from without. Here in a perpetual atmosphere of sunrise were to be racks for exotic birds, a trellis of vines, stone benches, a central pool of glistening water, and an echo of music. Pyne assured him that after his death this room would make an excellent chamber in which to exhibit porcelains, jades, ivories, and other small objects of value.

Cowperwood was now actually transferring his possessions to New York, and had persuaded Aileen to accompany him. Fine compound of tact and chicane that he was, he had the effrontery to assure her that they could here create a happier social life. His present plan was to pretend a marital contentment which had no basis solely in order to make this transition period as undisturbed as possible. Subsequently he might get a divorce, or he might make an arrangement whereby his life would be rendered happy outside the social pale.

Of all this Berenice Fleming knew nothing at all. At the same time the building of this splendid mansion eventually awakened her to an understanding of the spirit of art that occupied the center of Cowperwoods iron personality and caused her to take a real interest in him. Before this she had looked on him as a kind of Western interloper coming East and taking advantage of her mothers good nature to scrape a little social courtesy. Now, however, all that Mrs. Carter had been telling her of his personality and achievements was becoming crystallized into a glittering chain of facts. This house, the papers were fond of repeating, would be a jewel of rare workmanship. Obviously the Cowperwoods were going to try to enter society. What a pity it is, Mrs. Carter once said to Berenice, that he couldnt have gotten a divorce from his wife before he began all this. I am so afraid they will never be received. He would be if he only had the right woman; but she Mrs. Carter, who had once seen Aileen in Chicago, shook her head doubtfully. She is not the type, was her comment. She has neither the air nor the understanding.

If he is so unhappy with her, observed Berenice, thoughtfully, why doesnt he leave her? She can be happy without him. It is so silly  this cat-and-dog existence. Still I suppose she values the position he gives her, she added, since she isnt so interesting herself.

I suppose, said Mrs. Carter, that he married her twenty years ago, when he was a very different man from what he is to-day. She is not exactly coarse, but not clever enough. She cannot do what he would like to see done. I hate to see mismatings of this kind, and yet they are so common. I do hope, Bevy, that when you marry it will be some one with whom you can get along, though I do believe I would rather see you unhappy than poor.

This was delivered as an early breakfast peroration in Central Park South, with the morning sun glittering on one of the nearest park lakes. Bevy, in spring-green and old-gold, was studying the social notes in one of the morning papers.

I think I should prefer to be unhappy with wealth than to be without it, she said, idly, without looking up.

Her mother surveyed her admiringly, conscious of her imperious mood. What was to become of her? Would she marry well? Would she marry in time? Thus far no breath of the wretched days in Louisville had affected Berenice. Most of those with whom Mrs. Carter had found herself compelled to deal would be kind enough to keep her secret. But there were others. How near she had been to drifting on the rocks when Cowperwood had appeared!

After all, observed Berenice, thoughtfully, Mr. Cowperwood isnt a mere money-grabber, is he? So many of these Western moneyed men are so dull.

My dear, exclaimed Mrs. Carter, who by now had become a confirmed satellite of her secret protector, you dont understand him at all. He is a very astonishing man, I tell you. The world is certain to hear a lot more of Frank Cowperwood before he dies. You can say what you please, but some one has to make the money in the first place. Its little enough that good breeding does for you in poverty. I know, because Ive seen plenty of our friends come down.

In the new house, on a scaffold one day, a famous sculptor and his assistants were at work on a Greek frieze which represented dancing nymphs linked together by looped wreaths. Berenice and her mother happened to be passing. They stopped to look, and Cowperwood joined them. He waved his hand at the figures of the frieze, and said to Berenice, with his old, gay air, If they had copied you they would have done better.

How charming of you! she replied, with her cool, strange, blue eyes fixed on him. They are beautiful. In spite of her earlier prejudices she knew now that he and she had one god in common  Art; and that his mind was fixed on things beautiful as on a shrine.

He merely looked at her.

This house can be little more than a museum to me, he remarked, simply, when her mother was out of hearing; but I shall build it as perfectly as I can. Perhaps others may enjoy it if I do not.

She looked at him musingly, understandingly, and he smiled. She realized, of course, that he was trying to convey to her that he was lonely.


Chapter LI

The Revival of Hattie Starr

Engrossed in the pleasures and entertainments which Cowperwoods money was providing, Berenice had until recently given very little thought to her future. Cowperwood had been most liberal. She is young, he once said to Mrs. Carter, with an air of disinterested liberality, when they were talking about Berenice and her future. She is an exquisite. Let her have her day. If she marries well she can pay you back, or me. But give her all she needs now. And he signed checks with the air of a gardener who is growing a wondrous orchid.

The truth was that Mrs. Carter had become so fond of Berenice as an object of beauty, a prospective grande dame, that she would have sold her soul to see her well placed; and as the money to provide the dresses, setting, equipage had to come from somewhere, she had placed her spirit in subjection to Cowperwood and pretended not to see the compromising position in which she was placing all that was near and dear to her.

Oh, youre so good, she more than once said to him a mist of gratitude commingled with joy in her eyes. I would never have believed it of any one. But Bevy

An esthete is an esthete, Cowperwood replied. They are rare enough. I like to see a spirit as fine as hers move untroubled. She will make her way.

Seeing Lieutenant Braxmar in the foreground of Berenices affairs, Mrs. Carter was foolish enough to harp on the matter in a friendly, ingratiating way. Braxmar was really interesting after his fashion. He was young, tall, muscular, and handsome, a graceful dancer; but, better yet, he represented in his moods lineage, social position, a number of the things which engaged Berenice most. He was intelligent, serious, with a kind of social grace which was gay, courteous, wistful. Berenice met him first at a local dance, where a new step was being practised dancing in the barn, as it was called  and so airily did he tread it with her in his handsome uniform that she was half smitten for the moment.

You dance delightfully, she said. Is this a part of your life on the ocean wave?

Deep-sea-going dancing, he replied, with a heavenly smile. All battles are accompanied by balls, dont you know?

Oh, what a wretched jest! she replied. Its unbelievably bad.

Not for me. I can make much worse ones.

Not for me, she replied, I cant stand them. And they went prancing on. Afterward he came and sat by her; they walked in the moonlight, he told her of naval life, his Southern home and connections.

Mrs. Carter, seeing him with Berenice, and having been introduced, observed the next morning, I like your Lieutenant, Bevy. I know some of his relatives well. They come from the Carolinas. Hes sure to come into money. The whole family is wealthy. Do you think he might be interested in you?

Oh, possibly  yes, I presume so, replied Berenice, airily, for she did not take too kindly to this evidence of parental interest. She preferred to see life drift on in some nebulous way at present, and this was bringing matters too close to home. Still, he has so much machinery on his mind I doubt whether he could take any serious interest in a woman. He is almost more of a battle-ship than he is a man.

She made a mouth, and Mrs. Carter commented gaily: You rogue! All the men take an interest in you. You dont think you could care for him, then, at all?

Why, mother, what a question! Why do you ask? Is it so essential that I should?

Oh, not that exactly, replied Mrs. Carter, sweetly, bracing herself for a word which she felt incumbent upon her; but think of his position. He comes of such a good family, and he must be heir to a considerable fortune in his own right. Oh, Bevy, I dont want to hurry or spoil your life in any way, but do keep in mind the future. With your tastes and instincts money is so essential, and unless you marry it I dont know where you are to get it. Your father was so thoughtless, and Rolfes was even worse.

She sighed.

Berenice, for almost the first time in her life, took solemn heed of this thought. She pondered whether she could endure Braxmar as a life partner, follow him around the world, perhaps retransferring her abode to the South; but she could not make up her mind. This suggestion on the part of her mother rather poisoned the cup for her. To tell the truth, in this hour of doubt her thoughts turned vaguely to Cowperwood as one who represented in his avid way more of the things she truly desired. She remembered his wealth, his plaint that his new house could be only a museum, the manner in which he approached her with looks and voiceless suggestions. But he was old and married  out of the question, therefore  and Braxmar was young and charming. To think her mother should have been so tactless as to suggest the necessity for consideration in his case! It almost spoiled him for her. And was their financial state, then, as uncertain as her mother indicated?

In this crisis some of her previous social experiences became significant. For instance, only a few weeks previous to her meeting with Braxmar she had been visiting at the country estate of the Corscaden Batjers, at Redding Hills, Long Island, and had been sitting with her hostess in the morning room of Hillcrest, which commanded a lovely though distant view of Long Island Sound.

Mrs. Fredericka Batjer was a chestnut blonde, fair, cool, quiescent  a type out of Dutch art. Clad in a morning gown of gray and silver, her hair piled in a Psyche knot, she had in her lap on this occasion a Java basket filled with some attempt at Norwegian needlework.

Bevy, she said, you remember Kilmer Duelma, dont you? Wasnt he at the Haggertys last summer when you were there?

Berenice, who was seated at a small Chippendale writing-desk penning letters, glanced up, her mind visioning for the moment the youth in question. Kilmer Duelma  tall, stocky, swaggering, his clothes the loose, nonchalant perfection of the season, his walk ambling, studied, lackadaisical, aimless, his color high, his cheeks full, his eyes a little vacuous, his mind acquiescing in a sort of genial, inconsequential way to every query and thought that was put to him. The younger of the two sons of Auguste Duelma, banker, promoter, multimillionaire, he would come into a fortune estimated roughly at between six and eight millions. At the Haggertys the year before he had hung about her in an aimless fashion.

Mrs. Batjer studied Berenice curiously for a moment, then returned to her needlework. Ive asked him down over this week-end, she suggested.

Yes? queried Berenice, sweetly. Are there others?

Of course, assented Mrs. Batjer, remotely. Kilmer doesnt interest you, I presume.

Berenice smiled enigmatically.

You remember Clarissa Faulkner, dont you, Bevy? pursued Mrs. Batjer. She married Romulus Garrison.

Perfectly. Where is she now?

They have leased the Chateau Brieul at Ars for the winter. Romulus is a fool, but Clarissa is so clever. You know she writes that she is holding a veritable court there this season. Half the smart set of Paris and London are dropping in. It is so charming for her to be able to do those things now. Poor dear! At one time I was quite troubled over her.

Without giving any outward sign Berenice did not fail to gather the full import of the analogy. It was all true. One must begin early to take thought of ones life. She suffered a disturbing sense of duty. Kilmer Duelma arrived at noon Friday with six types of bags, a special valet, and a preposterous enthusiasm for polo and hunting (diseases lately acquired from a hunting set in the Berkshires). A cleverly contrived compliment supposed to have emanated from Miss Fleming and conveyed to him with tact by Mrs. Batjer brought him ambling into Berenices presence suggesting a Sunday drive to Saddle Rock.

Haw! haw! You know, Im delighted to see you again. Haw! haw! Its been an age since Ive seen the Haggertys. We missed you after you left. Haw! haw! I did, you know. Since I saw you I have taken up polo  three ponies with me all the time now  haw! haw!  a regular stable nearly.

Berenice strove valiantly to retain a serene interest. Duty was in her mind, the Chateau Brieul, the winter court of Clarissa Garrison, some first premonitions of the flight of time. Yet the drive was a bore, conversation a burden, the struggle to respond titanic, impossible. When Monday came she fled, leaving three days between that and a week-end at Morristown. Mrs. Batjer  who read straws most capably  sighed. Her own Corscaden was not much beyond his money, but life must be lived and the ambitious must inherit wealth or gather it wisely. Some impossible scheming silly would soon collect Duelma, and then  She considered Berenice a little difficult.

Berenice could not help piecing together the memory of this incident with her mothers recent appeal in behalf of Lieutenant Braxmar. A great, cloying, disturbing, disintegrating factor in her life was revealed by the dawning discovery that she and her mother were without much money, that aside from her lineage she was in a certain sense an interloper in society. There were never rumors of great wealth in connection with her  no flattering whispers or public notices regarding her station as an heiress. All the smug minor manikins of the social world were on the qui vive for some cotton-headed doll of a girl with an endless bank-account. By nature sybaritic, an intense lover of art fabrics, of stately functions, of power and success in every form, she had been dreaming all this while of a great soul-freedom and art-freedom under some such circumstances as the greatest individual wealth of the day, and only that, could provide. Simultaneously she had vaguely cherished the idea that if she ever found some one who was truly fond of her, and whom she could love or even admire intensely  some one who needed her in a deep, sincere way  she would give herself freely and gladly. Yet who could it be? She had been charmed by Braxmar, but her keen, analytic intelligence required some one harder, more vivid, more ruthless, some one who would appeal to her as an immense force. Yet she must be conservative, she must play what cards she had to win.

During his summer visit at Narragansett Cowperwood had not been long disturbed by the presence of Braxmar, for, having received special orders, the latter was compelled to hurry away to Hampton Roads. But the following November, forsaking temporarily his difficult affairs in Chicago for New York and the Carter apartment in Central Park South, Cowperwood again encountered the Lieutenant, who arrived one evening brilliantly arrayed in full official regalia in order to escort Berenice to a ball. A high military cap surmounting his handsome face, his epaulets gleaming in gold, the lapels of his cape thrown back to reveal a handsome red silken lining, his sword clanking by his side, he seemed a veritable singing flame of youth. Cowperwood, caught in the drift of circumstance  age, unsuitableness, the flaring counter-attractions of romance and vigor  fairly writhed in pain.

Berenice was so beautiful in a storm of diaphanous clinging garments. He stared at them from an adjacent room, where he pretended to be reading, and sighed. Alas, how was his cunning and foresight  even his  to overcome the drift of life itself? How was he to make himself appealing to youth? Braxmar had the years, the color, the bearing. Berenice seemed to-night, as she prepared to leave, to be fairly seething with youth, hope, gaiety. He arose after a few moments and, giving business as an excuse, hurried away. But it was only to sit in his own rooms in a neighboring hotel and meditate. The logic of the ordinary man under such circumstances, compounded of the age-old notions of chivalry, self-sacrifice, duty to higher impulses, and the like, would have been to step aside in favor of youth, to give convention its day, and retire in favor of morality and virtue. Cowperwood saw things in no such moralistic or altruistic light. I satisfy myself, had ever been his motto, and under that, however much he might sympathize with Berenice in love or with love itself, he was not content to withdraw until he was sure that the end of hope for him had really come. There had been moments between him and Berenice  little approximations toward intimacy  which had led him to believe that by no means was she seriously opposed to him. At the same time this business of the Lieutenant, so Mrs. Carter confided to him a little later, was not to be regarded lightly. While Berenice might not care so much, obviously Braxmar did.

Ever since he has been away he has been storming her with letters, she remarked to Cowperwood, one afternoon. I dont think he is the kind that can be made to take no for an answer.

A very successful kind, commented Cowperwood, dryly. Mrs. Carter was eager for advice in the matter. Braxmar was a man of parts. She knew his connections. He would inherit at least six hundred thousand dollars at his fathers death, if not more. What about her Louisville record? Supposing that should come out later? Would it not be wise for Berenice to marry, and have the danger over with?

It is a problem, isnt it? observed Cowperwood, calmly. Are you sure shes in love?

Oh, I wouldnt say that, but such things so easily turn into love. I have never believed that Berenice could be swept off her feet by any one  she is so thoughtful  but she knows she has her own way to make in the world, and Mr. Braxmar is certainly eligible. I know his cousins, the Clifford Porters, very well.

Cowperwood knitted his brows. He was sick to his soul with this worry over Berenice. He felt that he must have her, even at the cost of inflicting upon her a serious social injury. Better that she should surmount it with him than escape it with another. It so happened, however, that the final grim necessity of acting on any such idea was spared him.

Imagine a dining-room in one of the principal hotels of New York, the hour midnight, after an evening at the opera, to which Cowperwood, as host, had invited Berenice, Lieutenant Braxmar, and Mrs. Carter. He was now playing the role of disinterested host and avuncular mentor.

His attitude toward Berenice, meditating, as he was, a course which should be destructive to Braxmar, was gentle, courteous, serenely thoughtful. Like a true Mephistopheles he was waiting, surveying Mrs. Carter and Berenice, who were seated in front chairs clad in such exotic draperies as opera-goers affect  Mrs. Carter in pale-lemon silk and diamonds; Berenice in purple and old-rose, with a jeweled comb in her hair. The Lieutenant in his dazzling uniform smiled and talked blandly, complimented the singers, whispered pleasant nothings to Berenice, descanted at odd moments to Cowperwood on naval personages who happened to be present. Coming out of the opera and driving through blowy, windy streets to the Waldorf, they took the table reserved for them, and Cowperwood, after consulting with regard to the dishes and ordering the wine, went back reminiscently to the music, which had been La Boheme. The death of Mimi and the grief of Rodolph, as voiced by the splendid melodies of Puccini, interested him.

That makeshift studio world may have no connection with the genuine professional artist, but its very representative of life, he remarked.

I dont know, Im sure, said Braxmar, seriously.

All I know of Bohemia is what I have read in books  Trilby, for instance, and He could think of no other, and stopped. I suppose it is that way in Paris.

He looked at Berenice for confirmation and to win a smile. Owing to her mobile and sympathetic disposition, she had during the opera been swept from period to period by surges of beauty too gay or pathetic for words, but clearly comprehended of the spirit. Once when she had been lost in dreamy contemplation, her hands folded on her knees, her eyes fixed on the stage, both Braxmar and Cowperwood had studied her parted lips and fine profile with common impulses of emotion and enthusiasm. Realizing after the mood was gone that they had been watching her, Berenice had continued the pose for a moment, then had waked as from a dream with a sigh. This incident now came back to her as well as her feeling in regard to the opera generally.

It is very beautiful, she said; I do not know what to say. People are like that, of course. It is so much better than just dull comfort. Life is really finest when its tragic, anyhow.

She looked at Cowperwood, who was studying her; then at Braxmar, who saw himself for the moment on the captains bridge of a battle-ship commanding in time of action. To Cowperwood came back many of his principal moments of difficulty. Surely his life had been sufficiently dramatic to satisfy her.

I dont think I care so much for it, interposed Mrs. Carter. One gets tired of sad happenings. We have enough drama in real life.

Cowperwood and Braxmar smiled faintly. Berenice looked contemplatively away. The crush of diners, the clink of china and glass, the bustling to and fro of waiters, and the strumming of the orchestra diverted her somewhat, as did the nods and smiles of some entering guests who recognized Braxmar and herself, but not Cowperwood.

Suddenly from a neighboring door, opening from the mens cafe and grill, there appeared the semi-intoxicated figure of an ostensibly swagger society man, his clothing somewhat awry, an opera-coat hanging loosely from one shoulder, a crush-opera-hat dangling in one hand, his eyes a little bloodshot, his under lip protruding slightly and defiantly, and his whole visage proclaiming that devil-may-care, superior, and malicious aspect which the drunken rake does not so much assume as achieve. He looked sullenly, uncertainly about; then, perceiving Cowperwood and his party, made his way thither in the half-determined, half-inconsequential fashion of one not quite sound after his cups. When he was directly opposite Cowperwoods table  the cynosure of a number of eyes  he suddenly paused as if in recognition, and, coming over, laid a genial and yet condescending hand on Mrs. Carters bare shoulder.

Why, hello, Hattie! he called, leeringly and jeeringly. What are you doing down here in New York? You havent given up your business in Louisville, have you, eh, old sport? Say, lemme tell you something. I havent had a single decent girl since you left  not one. If you open a house down here, let me know, will you?

He bent over her smirkingly and patronizingly the while he made as if to rummage in his white waistcoat pocket for a card. At the same moment Cowperwood and Braxmar, realizing quite clearly the import of his words, were on their feet. While Mrs. Carter was pulling and struggling back from the stranger, Braxmars hand (he being the nearest) was on him, and the head waiter and two assistants had appeared.

What is the trouble here? What has he done? they demanded.

Meanwhile the intruder, leering contentiously at them all, was exclaiming in very audible tones: Take your hands off. Who are you? What the devil have you got to do with this? Dont you think I know what Im about? She knows me  dont you, Hattie? Thats Hattie Starr, of Louisville  ask her! She kept one of the swellest ever run in Louisville. What do you people want to be so upset about? I know what Im doing. She knows me.

He not only protested, but contested, and with some vehemence. Cowperwood, Braxmar, and the waiters forming a cordon, he was shoved and hustled out into the lobby and the outer entranceway, and an officer was called.

This man should be arrested, Cowperwood protested, vigorously, when the latter appeared. He has grossly insulted lady guests of mine. He is drunk and disorderly, and I wish to make that charge. Here is my card. Will you let me know where to come? He handed it over, while Braxmar, scrutinizing the stranger with military care, added: I should like to thrash you within an inch of your life. If you werent drunk I would. If you are a gentleman and have a card I want you to give it to me. I want to talk to you later. He leaned over and presented a cold, hard face to that of Mr. Beales Chadsey, of Louisville, Kentucky.

Thas all right, Captain, leered Chadsey, mockingly. I got a card. No harm done. Here you are. You cn see me any time you want  Hotel Buckingham, Fifth Avenue and Fiftieth Street. I got a right to speak to anybody I please, where I please, when I please. See?

He fumbled and protested while the officer stood by read to take him in charge. Not finding a card, he added: Thas all right. Write it down. Beales Chadsey, Hotel Buckingham, or Louisville, Kentucky. See me any time you want to. Thas Hattie Starr. She knows me. I couldnt make a mistake about her  not once in a million. Manys the night I spent in her house.

Braxmar was quite ready to lunge at him had not the officer intervened.

Back in the dining-room Berenice and her mother were sitting, the latter quite flustered, pale, distrait, horribly taken aback  by far too much distressed for any convincing measure of deception.

Why, the very idea! she was saying. That dreadful man! How terrible! I never saw him before in my life.

Berenice, disturbed and nonplussed, was thinking of the familiar and lecherous leer with which the stranger had addressed her mother  the horror, the shame of it. Could even a drunken man, if utterly mistaken, be so defiant, so persistent, so willing to explain? What shameful things had she been hearing?

Come, mother, she said, gently, and with dignity; never mind, it is all right. We can go home at once. You will feel better when you are out of here.

She called a waiter and asked him to say to the gentlemen that they had gone to the womens dressing-room. She pushed an intervening chair out of the way and gave her mother her arm.

To think I should be so insulted, Mrs. Carter mumbled on, here in a great hotel, in the presence of Lieutenant Braxmar and Mr. Cowperwood! This is too dreadful. Well, I never.

She half whimpered as she walked; and Berenice, surveying the room with dignity, a lofty superiority in her face, led solemnly forth, a strange, lacerating pain about her heart. What was at the bottom of these shameful statements? Why should this drunken roisterer have selected her mother, of all other women in the dining-room, for the object of these outrageous remarks? Why should her mother be stricken, so utterly collapsed, if there were not some truth in what he had said? It was very strange, very sad, very grim, very horrible. What would that gossiping, scandal-loving world of which she knew so much say to a scene like this? For the first time in her life the import and horror of social ostracism flashed upon her.

The following morning, owing to a visit paid to the Jefferson Market Police Court by Lieutenant Braxmar, where he proposed, if satisfaction were not immediately guaranteed, to empty cold lead into Mr. Beales Chadseys stomach, the following letter on Buckingham stationery was written and sent to Mrs. Ira George Carter  36 Central Park South:

DEAR MADAM:

Last evening, owing to a drunken debauch, for which I have no satisfactory or suitable explanation to make, I was the unfortunate occasion of an outrage upon your feelings and those of your daughter and friends, for which I wish most humbly to apologize. I cannot tell you how sincerely I regret whatever I said or did, which I cannot now clearly recall. My mental attitude when drinking is both contentious and malicious, and while in this mood and state I was the author of statements which I know to be wholly unfounded. In my drunken stupor I mistook you for a certain notorious woman of Louisville  why, I have not the slightest idea. For this wholly shameful and outrageous conduct I sincerely ask your pardon  beg your forgiveness. I do not know what amends I can make, but anything you may wish to suggest I shall gladly do. In the mean while I hope you will accept this letter in the spirit in which it is written and as a slight attempt at recompense which I know can never fully be made.

Very sincerely, 
BEALES CHADSEY.

At the same time Lieutenant Braxmar was fully aware before this letter was written or sent that the charges implied against Mrs. Carter were only too well founded. Beales Chadsey had said drunk what twenty men in all sobriety and even the police at Louisville would corroborate. Chadsey had insisted on making this clear to Braxmar before writing the letter.


Chapter LII

Behind the Arras

Berenice, perusing the apology from Beales Chadsey, which her mother  very much fagged and weary  handed her the next morning, thought that it read like the overnight gallantry of some one who was seeking to make amends without changing his point of view. Mrs. Carter was too obviously self-conscious. She protested too much. Berenice knew that she could find out for herself if she chose, but would she choose? The thought sickened her, and yet who was she to judge too severely?

Cowperwood came in bright and early to put as good a face on the matter as he could. He explained how he and Braxmar had gone to the police station to make a charge; how Chadsey, sobered by arrest, had abandoned his bravado and humbly apologized. When viewing the letter handed him by Mrs. Carter he exclaimed:

Oh yes. He was very glad to promise to write that if we would let him off. Braxmar seemed to think it was necessary that he should. I wanted the judge to impose a fine and let it go at that. He was drunk, and thats all there was to it.

He assumed a very unknowing air when in the presence of Berenice and her mother, but when alone with the latter his manner changed completely.

Brazen it out, he commanded. It doesnt amount to anything. Braxmar doesnt believe that this man really knows anything. This letter is enough to convince Berenice. Put a good face on it; more depends on your manner than on anything else. Youre much too upset. That wont do at all; youll tell the whole story that way.

At the same time he privately regarded this incident as a fine windfall of chance  in all likelihood the one thing which would serve to scare the Lieutenant away. Outwardly, however, he demanded effrontery, assumption; and Mrs. Carter was somewhat cheered, but when she was alone she cried. Berenice, coming upon her accidentally and finding her eyes wet, exclaimed:

Oh, mother, please dont be foolish. How can you act this way? We had better go up in the country and rest a little while if you are so unstrung.

Mrs. Carter protested that it was merely nervous reaction, but to Berenice it seemed that where there was so much smoke there must be some fire.

Her manner in the aftermath toward Braxmar was gracious, but remote. He called the next day to say how sorry he was, and to ask her to a new diversion. She was sweet, but distant. In so far as she was concerned it was plain that the Beales Chadsey incident was closed, but she did not accept his invitation.

Mother and I are planning to go to the country for a few days, she observed, genially. I cant say just when we shall return, but if you are still here we shall meet, no doubt. You must be sure and come to see us. She turned to an east court-window, where the morning sun was gleaming on some flowers in a window-box, and began to pinch off a dead leaf here and there.

Braxmar, full of the tradition of American romance, captivated by her vibrant charm, her poise and superiority under the circumstances, her obvious readiness to dismiss him, was overcome, as the human mind frequently is, by a riddle of the spirit, a chemical reaction as mysterious to its victim as to one who is its witness. Stepping forward with a motion that was at once gallant, reverent, eager, unconscious, he exclaimed:

Berenice! Miss Fleming! Please dont send me away like this. Dont leave me. It isnt anything I have done, is it? I am mad about you. I cant bear to think that anything that has happened could make any difference between you and me. I havent had the courage to tell you before, but I want to tell you now. I have been in love with you from the very first night I saw you. You are such a wonderful girl! I dont feel that I deserve you, but I love you. I love you with all the honor and force in me. I admire and respect you. Whatever may or may not be true, it is all one and the same to me. Be my wife, will you? Marry me, please! Oh, Im not fit to be the lacer of your shoes, but I have position and Ill make a name for myself, I hope. Oh, Berenice! He extended his arms in a dramatic fashion, not outward, but downward, stiff and straight, and declared: I dont know what I shall do without you. Is there no hope for me at all?

An artist in all the graces of sex  histrionic, plastic, many-faceted  Berenice debated for the fraction of a minute what she should do and say. She did not love the Lieutenant as he loved her by any means, and somehow this discovery concerning her mother shamed her pride, suggesting an obligation to save herself in one form or another, which she resented bitterly. She was sorry for his tactless proposal at this time, although she knew well enough the innocence and virtue of the emotion from which it sprung.

Really, Mr. Braxmar, she replied, turning on him with solemn eyes, you mustnt ask me to decide that now. I know how you feel. Im afraid, though, that I may have been a little misleading in my manner. I didnt mean to be. Im quite sure youd better forget your interest in me for the present anyhow. I could only make up my mind in one way if you should insist. I should have to ask you to forget me entirely. I wonder if you can see how I feel  how it hurts me to say this?

She paused, perfectly poised, yet quite moved really, as charming a figure as one would have wished to see  part Greek, part Oriental  contemplative, calculating.

In that moment, for the first time, Braxmar realized that he was talking to some one whom he could not comprehend really. She was strangely self-contained, enigmatic, more beautiful perhaps because more remote than he had ever seen her before. In a strange flash this young American saw the isles of Greece, Cytherea, the lost Atlantis, Cyprus, and its Paphian shrine. His eyes burned with a strange, comprehending luster; his color, at first high, went pale.

I cant believe you dont care for me at all, Miss Berenice, he went on, quite strainedly. I felt you did care about me. But here, he added, all at once, with a real, if summoned, military force, I wont bother you. You do understand me. You know how I feel. I wont change. Cant we be friends, anyhow?

He held out his hand, and she took it, feeling now that she was putting an end to what might have been an idyllic romance.

Of course we can, she said. I hope I shall see you again soon.

After he was gone she walked into the adjoining room and sat down in a wicker chair, putting her elbows on her knees and resting her chin in her hands. What a denouement to a thing so innocent, so charming! And now he was gone. She would not see him any more, would not want to see him  not much, anyhow. Life had sad, even ugly facts. Oh yes, yes, and she was beginning to perceive them clearly.

Some two days later, when Berenice had brooded and brooded until she could endure it no longer, she finally went to Mrs. Carter and said: Mother, why dont you tell me all about this Louisville matter so that I may really know? I can see something is worrying you. Cant you trust me? I am no longer a child by any means, and I am your daughter. It may help me to straighten things out, to know what to do.

Mrs. Carter, who had always played a game of lofty though loving motherhood, was greatly taken aback by this courageous attitude. She flushed and chilled a little; then decided to lie.

I tell you there was nothing at all, she declared, nervously and pettishly. It is all an awful mistake. I wish that dreadful man could be punished severely for what he said to me. To be outraged and insulted this way before my own child!

Mother, questioned Berenice, fixing her with those cool, blue eyes, why dont you tell me all about Louisville? You and I shouldnt have things between us. Maybe I can help you.

All at once Mrs. Carter, realizing that her daughter was no longer a child nor a mere social butterfly, but a woman superior, cool, sympathetic, with intuitions much deeper than her own, sank into a heavily flowered wing-chair behind her, and, seeking a small pocket-handkerchief with one hand, placed the other over her eyes and began to cry.

I was so driven, Bevy, I didnt know which way to turn. Colonel Gillis suggested it. I wanted to keep you and Rolfe in school and give you a chance. It isnt true  anything that horrible man said. It wasnt anything like what he suggested. Colonel Gillis and several others wanted me to rent them bachelor quarters, and thats the way it all came about. It wasnt my fault; I couldnt help myself, Bevy.

And what about Mr. Cowperwood? inquired Berenice curiously. She had begun of late to think a great deal about Cowperwood. He was so cool, deep, dynamic, in a way resourceful, like herself.

Theres nothing about him, replied Mrs. Carter, looking up defensively. Of all her men friends she best liked Cowperwood. He had never advised her to evil ways or used her house as a convenience to himself alone. He never did anything but help me out. He advised me to give up my house in Louisville and come East and devote myself to looking after you and Rolfe. He offered to help me until you two should be able to help yourselves, and so I came. Oh, if I had only not been so foolish  so afraid of life! But your father and Mr. Carter just ran through everything.

She heaved a deep, heartfelt sigh.

Then we really havent anything at all, have we, mother  property or anything else?

Mrs. Carter shook her head, meaning no.

And the money we have been spending is Mr. Cowperwoods?

Yes.

Berenice paused and looked out the window over the wide stretch of park which it commanded. Framed in it like a picture were a small lake, a hill of trees, with a Japanese pagoda effect in the foreground. Over the hill were the yellow towering walls of a great hotel in Central Park West. In the street below could be heard the jingle of street-cars. On a road in the park could be seen a moving line of pleasure vehicles  society taking an airing in the chill November afternoon.

Poverty, ostracism, she thought. And should she marry rich? Of course, if she could. And whom should she marry? The Lieutenant? Never. He was really not masterful enough mentally, and he had witnessed her discomfiture. And who, then? Oh, the long line of sillies, light-weights, rakes, neer-do-wells, who, combined with sober, prosperous, conventional, muddle-headed oofs, constituted society. Here and there, at far jumps, was a real man, but would he be interested in her if he knew the whole truth about her?

Have you broken with Mr. Braxmar? asked her mother, curiously, nervously, hopefully, hopelessly.

I havent seen him since, replied Berenice, lying conservatively. I dont know whether I shall or not. I want to think. She arose. But dont you mind, mother. Only I wish we had some other way of living besides being dependent on Mr. Cowperwood.

She walked into her boudoir, and before her mirror began to dress for a dinner to which she had been invited. So it was Cowperwoods money that had been sustaining them all during the last few years; and she had been so liberal with his means  so proud, vain, boastful, superior. And he had only fixed her with those inquiring, examining eyes. Why? But she did not need to ask herself why. She knew now. What a game he had been playing, and what a silly she had been not to see it. Did her mother in any way suspect? She doubted it. This queer, paradoxical, impossible world! The eyes of Cowperwood burned at her as she thought.


Chapter LIII

A Declaration of Love

For the first time in her life Berenice now pondered seriously what she could do. She thought of marriage, but decided that instead of sending for Braxmar or taking up some sickening chase of an individual even less satisfactory it might be advisable to announce in a simple social way to her friends that her mother had lost her money, and that she herself was now compelled to take up some form of employment  the teaching of dancing, perhaps, or the practice of it professionally. She suggested this calmly to her mother one day. Mrs. Carter, who had been long a parasite really, without any constructive monetary notions of real import, was terrified. To think that she and Bevy, her wonderful daughter, and by reaction her son, should come to anything so humdrum and prosaic as ordinary struggling life, and after all her dreams. She sighed and cried in secret, writing Cowperwood a cautious explanation and asking him to see her privately in New York when he returned.

Dont you think we had best go on a little while longer? she suggested to Berenice. It just wrings my heart to think that you, with your qualifications, should have to stoop to giving dancing-lessons. We had better do almost anything for a while yet. You can make a suitable marriage, and then everything will be all right for you. It doesnt matter about me. I can live. But you Mrs. Carters strained eyes indicated the misery she felt. Berenice was moved by this affection for her, which she knew to be genuine; but what a fool her mother had been, what a weak reed, indeed, she was to lean upon! Cowperwood, when he conferred with Mrs. Carter, insisted that Berenice was quixotic, nervously awry, to wish to modify her state, to eschew society and invalidate her wondrous charm by any sort of professional life. By prearrangement with Mrs. Carter he hurried to Pocono at a time when he knew that Berenice was there alone. Ever since the Beales Chadsey incident she had been evading him.

When he arrived, as he did about one in the afternoon of a crisp January day, there was snow on the ground, and the surrounding landscape was bathed in a crystalline light that gave back to the eye endless facets of luster  jewel beams that cut space with a flash. The automobile had been introduced by now, and he rode in a touring-car of eighty horse-power that gave back from its dark-brown, varnished surface a lacquered light. In a great fur coat and cap of round, black lambs-wool he arrived at the door.

Well, Bevy, he exclaimed, pretending not to know of Mrs. Carters absence, how are you? Hows your mother? Is she in?

Berenice fixed him with her cool, steady-gazing eyes, as frank and incisive as they were daring, and smiled him an equivocal welcome. She wore a blue denim painters apron, and a palette of many colors glistened under her thumb. She was painting and thinking  thinking being her special occupation these days, and her thoughts had been of Braxmar, Cowperwood, Kilmer Duelma, a half-dozen others, as well as of the stage, dancing, painting. Her life was in a melting-pot, as it were, before her; again it was like a disarranged puzzle, the pieces of which might be fitted together into some interesting picture if she could but endure.

Do come in, she said. Its cold, isnt it? Well, theres a nice fire here for you. No, mother isnt here. She went down to New York. I should think you might have found her at the apartment. Are you in New York for long?

She was gay, cheerful, genial, but remote. Cowperwood felt the protective gap that lay between him and her. It had always been there. He felt that, even though she might understand and like him, yet there was something  convention, ambition, or some deficiency on his part  that was keeping her from him, keeping her eternally distant.

He looked about the room, at the picture she was attempting (a snow-scape, of a view down a slope), at the view itself which he contemplated from the window, at some dancing sketches she had recently executed and hung on the wall for the time being  lovely, short tunic motives. He looked at her in her interesting and becoming painters apron. Well, Berenice, he said, always the artist first. It is your world. You will never escape it. These things are beautiful. He waved an ungloved hand in the direction of a choric line. It wasnt your mother I came to see, anyhow. It is you. I had such a curious letter from her. She tells me you want to give up society and take to teaching or something of that sort. I came because I wanted to talk to you about that. Dont you think you are acting rather hastily?

He spoke now as though there were some reason entirely disassociated from himself that was impelling him to this interest in her.

Berenice, brush in hand, standing by her picture, gave him a look that was cool, curious, defiant, equivocal.

No, I dont think so, she replied, quietly. You know how things have been, so I may speak quite frankly. I know that mothers intentions were always of the best.

Her mouth moved with the faintest touch of sadness. Her heart, I am afraid, is better than her head. As for your motives, I am satisfied to believe that they have been of the best also. I know that they have been, in fact  it would be ungenerous of me to suggest anything else. (Cowperwoods fixed eyes, it seemed to her, had moved somewhere in their deepest depths.) Yet I dont feel we can go on as we have been doing. We have no money of our own. Why shouldnt I do something? What else can I really do?

She paused, and Cowperwood gazed at her, quite still. In her informal, bunchy painters apron, and with her blue eyes looking out at him from beneath her loose red hair, it seemed to him she was the most perfect thing he had ever known. Such a keen, fixed, enthroned mind. She was so capable, so splendid, and, like his own, her eyes were unafraid. Her spiritual equipoise was undisturbed.

Berenice, he said, quietly, let me tell you something. You did me the honor just now to speak of my motives ingiving your mother money as of the best. They were  from my own point of view  the best I have ever known. I will not say what I thought they were in the beginning. I know what they were now. I am going to speak quite frankly with you, if you will let me, as long as we are here together. I dont know whether you know this or not, but when I first met your mother I only knew by chance that she had a daughter, and it was of no particular interest to me then. I went to her house as the guest of a financial friend of mine who admired her greatly. From the first I myself admired her, because I found her to be a lady to the manner born  she was interesting. One day I happened to see a photograph of you in her home, and before I could mention it she put it away. Perhaps you recall the one. It is in profile  taken when you were about sixteen.

Yes, I remember, replied Berenice, simply  as quietly as though she were hearing a confession.

Well, that picture interested me intensely. I inquired about you, and learned all I could. After that I saw another picture of you, enlarged, in a Louisville photographers window. I bought it. It is in my office now  my private office  in Chicago. You are standing by a mantelpiece.

I remember, replied Berenice, moved, but uncertain.

Let me tell you a little something about my life, will you? It wont take long. I was born in Philadelphia. My family had always belonged there. I have been in the banking and street-railway business all my life. My first wife was a Presbyterian girl, religious, conventional. She was older than I by six or seven years. I was happy for a while  five or six years. We had two children  both still living. Then I met my present wife. She was younger than myself  at least ten years, and very good-looking. She was in some respects more intelligent than my first wife  at least less conventional, more generous, I thought. I fell in love with her, and when I eventually left Philadelphia I got a divorce and married her. I was greatly in love with her at the time. I thought she was an ideal mate for me, and I still think she has many qualities which make her attractive. But my own ideals in regard to women have all the time been slowly changing. I have come to see, through various experiments, that she is not the ideal woman for me at all. She does not understand me. I dont pretend to understand myself, but it has occurred to me that there might be a woman somewhere who would understand me better than I understand myself, who would see the things that I dont see about myself, and would like me, anyhow. I might as well tell you that I have been a lover of women always. There is just one ideal thing in this world to me, and that is the woman that I would like to have.

I should think it would make it rather difficult for any one woman to discover just which woman you would like to have? smiled Berenice, whimsically. Cowperwood was unabashed.

It would, I presume, unless she should chance to be the very one woman I am talking about, he replied, impressively.

I should think she would have her work cut out for her under any circumstances, added Berenice, lightly, but with a touch of sympathy in her voice.

I am making a confession, replied Cowperwood, seriously and a little heavily. I am not apologizing for myself. The women I have known would make ideal wives for some men, but not for me. Life has taught me that much. It has changed me.

And do you think the process has stopped by any means? she replied, quaintly, with that air of superior banter which puzzled, fascinated, defied him.

No, I will not say that. My ideal has become fixed, though, apparently. I have had it for a number of years now. It spoils other matters for me. There is such a thing as an ideal. We do have a pole-star in physics.

As he said this Cowperwood realized that for him he was making a very remarkable confession. He had come here primarily to magnetize her and control her judgment. As a matter of fact, it was almost the other way about. She was almost dominating him. Lithe, slender, resourceful, histrionic, she was standing before him making him explain himself, only he did not see her so much in that light as in the way of a large, kindly, mothering intelligence which could see, feel, and understand. She would know how it was, he felt sure. He could make himself understood if he tried. Whatever he was or had been, she would not take a petty view. She could not. Her answers thus far guaranteed as much.

Yes, she replied, we do have a pole-star, but you do not seem able to find it. Do you expect to find your ideal in any living woman?

I have found it, he answered, wondering at the ingenuity and complexity of her mind  and of his own, for that matter  of all mind indeed. Deep below deep it lay, staggering him at times by its fathomless reaches. I hope you will take seriously what I am going to say, for it will explain so much. When I began to be interested in your picture I was so because it coincided with the ideal I had in mind  the thing that you think changes swiftly. That was nearly seven years ago. Since then it has never changed. When I saw you at your school on Riverside Drive I was fully convinced. Although I have said nothing, I have remained so. Perhaps you think I had no right to any such feelings. Most people would agree with you. I had them and do have them just the same, and it explains my relation to your mother. When she came to me once in Louisville and told me of her difficulties I was glad to help her for your sake. That has been my reason ever since, although she does not know that. In some respects, Berenice, your mother is a little dull. All this while I have been in love with you  intensely so. As you stand there now you seem to me amazingly beautiful  the ideal I have been telling you about. Dont be disturbed; I shant press any attentions on you. (Berenice had moved very slightly. She was concerned as much for him as for herself. His power was so wide, his power so great. She could not help taking him seriously when he was so serious.) I have done whatever I have done in connection with you and your mother because I have been in love with you and because I wanted you to become the splendid thing I thought you ought to become. You have not known it, but you are the cause of my building the house on Fifth Avenue  the principal reason. I wanted to build something worthy of you. A dream? Certainly. Everything we do seems to have something of that quality. Its beauty, if there is any, is due to you. I made it beautiful thinking of you.

He paused, and Berenice gave no sign. Her first impulse had been to object, but her vanity, her love of art, her love of power  all were touched. At the same time she was curious now as to whether he had merely expected to take her as his mistress or to wait until he could honor her as his wife.

I suppose you are wondering whether I ever expected to marry you or not, he went on, getting the thought out of her mind. I am no different from many men in that respect, Berenice. I will be frank. I wanted you in any way that I could get you. I was living in the hope all along that you would fall in love with me  as I had with you. I hated Braxmar here, not long ago, when he appeared on the scene, but I could never have thought of interfering. I was quite prepared to give you up. I have envied every man I have ever seen with you  young and old. I have even envied your mother for being so close to you when I could not be. At the same time I have wanted you to have everything that would help you in any way. I did not want to interfere with you in case you found some one whom you could truly love if I knew that you could not love me. There is the whole story outside of anything you may know. But it is not because of this that I came to-day. Not to tell you this.

He paused, as if expecting her to say something, though she made no comment beyond a questioning Yes?

The thing that I have come to say is that I want you to go on as you were before. Whatever you may think of me or of what I have just told you, I want you to believe that I am sincere and disinterested in what I am telling you now. My dream in connection with you is not quite over. Chance might make me eligible if you should happen to care. But I want you to go on and be happy, regardless of me. I have dreamed, but I dare say it has been a mistake. Hold your head high  you have a right to. Be a lady. Marry any one you really love. I will see that you have a suitable marriage portion. I love you, Berenice, but I will make it a fatherly affection from now on. When I die I will put you in my will. But go on now in the spirit you were going before. I really cant be happy unless I think you are going to be.

He paused, still looking at her, believing for the time being what he said. If he should die she would find herself in his will. If she were to go on and socialize and seek she might find some one to love, but also she might think of him more kindly before she did so. What would be the cost of her as a ward compared to his satisfaction and delight in having her at least friendly and sympathetic and being in her good graces and confidence?

Berenice, who had always been more or less interested in him, temperamentally biased, indeed, in his direction because of his efficiency, simplicity, directness, and force, was especially touched in this instance by his utter frankness and generosity. She might question his temperamental control over his own sincerity in the future, but she could scarcely question that at present he was sincere. Moreover, his long period of secret love and admiration, the thought of so powerful a man dreaming of her in this fashion, was so flattering. It soothed her troubled vanity and shame in what had gone before. His straightforward confession had a kind of nobility which was electric, moving. She looked at him as he stood there, a little gray about the temples  the most appealing ornament of some men to some women  and for the life of her she could not help being moved by a kind of tenderness, sympathy, mothering affection. Obviously he did need the woman his attitude seemed to show that he needed, some woman of culture, spirit, taste, amorousness; or, at least, he was entitled to dream of her. As he stood before her he seemed a kind of superman, and yet also a bad boy  handsome, powerful, hopeful, not so very much older than herself now, impelled by some blazing internal force which harried him on and on. How much did he really care for her? How much could he? How much could he care for any one? Yet see all he had done to interest her. What did that mean? To say all this? To do all this? Outside was his car brown and radiant in the snow. He was the great Frank Algernon Cowperwood, of Chicago, and he was pleading with her, a mere chit of a girl, to be kind to him, not to put him out of her life entirely. It touched her intellect, her pride, her fancy.

Aloud she said: I like you better now. I really believe in you. I never did, quite, before. Not that I think I ought to let you spend your money on me or mother  I dont. But I admire you. You make me. I understand how it is, I think. I know what your ambitions are. I have always felt that I did, in part. But you mustnt talk to me any more now. I want to think. I want to think over what you have said. I dont know whether I can bring myself to it or not. (She noticed that his eyes seemed to move somehow in their deepest depths again.) But we wont talk about it any more at present.

But, Berenice, he added, with a real plea in his voice, I wonder if you do understand. I have been so lonely  I am

Yes, I do, she replied, holding out her hand. We are going to be friends, whatever happens, from now on, because I really like you. You mustnt ask me to decide about the other, though, to-day. I cant do it. I dont want to. I dont care to.

Not when I would so gladly give you everything  when I need it so little?

Not until I think it out for myself. I dont think so, though. No, she replied, with an air. There, Mr. Guardian Father, she laughed, pushing his hand away.

Cowperwoods heart bounded. He would have given millions to take her close in his arms. As it was he smiled appealingly.

Dont you want to jump in and come to New York with me? If your mother isnt at the apartment you could stop at the Netherland.

No, not to-day. I expect to be in soon. I will let you know, or mother will.

He bustled out and into the machine after a moment of parley, waving to her over the purpling snow of the evening as his machine tore eastward, planning to make New York by dinner-time. If he could just keep her in this friendly, sympathetic attitude. If he only could!


Chapter LIV

Wanted  Fifty-year Franchises

Whatever his momentary satisfaction in her friendly acceptance of his confession, the uncertain attitude of Berenice left Cowperwood about where he was before. By a strange stroke of fate Braxmar, his young rival, had been eliminated, and Berenice had been made to see him, Cowperwood, in his true colors of love and of service for her. Yet plainly she did not accept them at his own valuation. More than ever was he conscious of the fact that he had fallen in tow of an amazing individual, one who saw life from a distinct and peculiar point of view and who was not to be bent to his will. That fact more than anything else  for her grace and beauty merely emblazoned it  caused him to fall into a hopeless infatuation.

He said to himself over and over, Well, I can live without her if I must, but at this stage the mere thought was an actual stab in his vitals. What, after all, was life, wealth, fame, if you couldnt have the woman you wanted  love, that indefinable, unnamable coddling of the spirit which the strongest almost more than the weakest crave? At last he saw clearly, as within a chalice-like nimbus, that the ultimate end of fame, power, vigor was beauty, and that beauty was a compound of the taste, the emotion, the innate culture, passion, and dreams of a woman like Berenice Fleming. That was it: that was it. And beyond was nothing save crumbling age, darkness, silence.

In the mean time, owing to the preliminary activity and tact of his agents and advisers, the Sunday newspapers were vying with one another in describing the wonders of his new house in New York  its cost, the value of its ground, the wealthy citizens with whom the Cowperwoods would now be neighbors. There were double-column pictures of Aileen and Cowperwood, with articles indicating them as prospective entertainers on a grand scale who would unquestionably be received because of their tremendous wealth. As a matter of fact, this was purely newspaper gossip and speculation. While the general columns made news and capital of his wealth, special society columns, which dealt with the ultra-fashionable, ignored him entirely. Already the machination of certain Chicago social figures in distributing information as to his past was discernible in the attitude of those clubs, organizations, and even churches, membership in which constitutes a form of social passport to better and higher earthly, if not spiritual, realms. His emissaries were active enough, but soon found that their end was not to be gained in a day. Many were waiting locally, anxious enough to get in, and with social equipments which the Cowperwoods could scarcely boast. After being blackballed by one or two exclusive clubs, seeing his application for a pew at St. Thomass quietly pigeon-holed for the present, and his invitations declined by several multimillionaires whom he met in the course of commercial transactions, he began to feel that his splendid home, aside from its final purpose as an art-museum, could be of little value.

At the same time Cowperwoods financial genius was constantly being rewarded by many new phases of materiality chiefly by an offensive and defensive alliance he was now able to engineer between himself and the house of Haeckelheimer, Gotloeb & Co. Seeing the iron manner in which he had managed to wrest victory out of defeat after the first seriously contested election, these gentlemen had experienced a change of heart and announced that they would now gladly help finance any new enterprise which Cowperwood might undertake. Among many other financiers, they had heard of his triumph in connection with the failure of American Match.

Dot must be a right cleffer man, dot Cowperwood, Mr. Gotloeb told several of his partners, rubbing his hands and smiling. I shouldt like to meet him.

And so Cowperwood was manoeuvered into the giant banking office, where Mr. Gotloeb extended a genial hand.

I hear much of Chicawkgo, he explained, in his semi-German, semi-Hebraic dialect, but almozd more uff you. Are you goink to swallow up all de street-railwaiss unt elefated roats out dere?

Cowperwood smiled his most ingenuous smile.

Why? Would you like me to leave a few for you?

Not dot exzagly, but I might not mint sharink in some uff dem wit you.

You can join with me at any time, Mr. Gotloeb, as you must know. The door is always very, very wide open for you.

I musd look into dot some more. It loogs very promising to me. I am gladt to meet you.

The great external element in Cowperwoods financial success  and one which he himself had foreseen from the very beginning  was the fact that Chicago was developing constantly. What had been when he arrived a soggy, messy plain strewn with shanties, ragged sidewalks, a higgledy-piggledy business heart, was now truly an astounding metropolis which had passed the million mark in population and which stretched proud and strong over the greater part of Cook County. Where once had been a meager, makeshift financial section, with here and there only a splendid business building or hotel or a public office of some kind, there were now canon-like streets lined with fifteen and even eighteen story office buildings, from the upper stories of which, as from watch-towers, might be surveyed the vast expanding regions of simple home life below. Farther out were districts of mansions, parks, pleasure resorts, great worlds of train-yards and manufacturing areas. In the commercial heart of this world Frank Algernon Cowperwood had truly become a figure of giant significance. How wonderful it is that men grow until, like colossi, they bestride the world, or, like banyan-trees, they drop roots from every branch and are themselves a forest  a forest of intricate commercial life, of which a thousand material aspects are the evidence. His street-railway properties were like a net  the parasite Gold Thread  linked together as they were, and draining two of the three important sides of the city.

In 1886, when he had first secured a foothold, they had been capitalized at between six and seven millions (every device for issuing a dollar on real property having been exhausted). To-day, under his management, they were capitalized at between sixty and seventy millions. The majority of the stock issued and sold was subject to a financial device whereby twenty per cent. controlled eighty per cent., Cowperwood holding that twenty per cent. and borrowing money on it as hypothecated collateral. In the case of the West Side corporation, a corporate issue of over thirty millions had been made, and these stocks, owing to the tremendous carrying power of the roads and the swelling traffic night and morning of poor sheep who paid their hard-earned nickels, had a market value which gave the road an assured physical value of about three times the sum for which it could have been built. The North Chicago company, which in 1886 had a physical value of little more than a million, could not now be duplicated for less than seven millions, and was capitalized at nearly fifteen millions. The road was valued at over one hundred thousand dollars more per mile than the sum for which it could actually have been replaced. Pity the poor groveling hack at the bottom who has not the brain-power either to understand or to control that which his very presence and necessities create.

These tremendous holdings, paying from ten to twelve per cent. on every hundred-dollar share, were in the control, if not in the actual ownership, of Cowperwood. Millions in loans that did not appear on the books of the companies he had converted into actual cash, wherewith he had bought houses, lands, equipages, paintings, government bonds of the purest gold value, thereby assuring himself to that extent of a fortune vaulted and locked, absolutely secure. After much toiling and moiling on the part of his overworked legal department he had secured a consolidation, under the title of the Consolidated Traction Company of Illinois, of all outlying lines, each having separate franchises and capitalized separately, yet operated by an amazing hocus-pocus of contracts and agreements in single, harmonious union with all his other properties. The North and West Chicago companies he now proposed to unite into a third company to be called the Union Traction Company. By taking up the ten and twelve per cent. issues of the old North and West companies and giving two for one of the new six-per-cent one-hundred-dollar-share Union Traction stocks in their stead, he could satisfy the current stockholders, who were apparently made somewhat better off thereby, and still create and leave for himself a handsome margin of nearly eighty million dollars. With a renewal of his franchises for twenty, fifty, or one hundred years he would have fastened on the city of Chicago the burden of yielding interest on this somewhat fictitious value and would leave himself personally worth in the neighborhood of one hundred millions.

This matter of extending his franchises was a most difficult and intricate business, however. It involved overcoming or outwitting a recent and very treacherous increase of local sentiment against him. This had been occasioned by various details which related to his elevated roads. To the two lines already built he now added a third property, the Union Loop. This he prepared to connect not only with his own, but with other outside elevated properties, chief among which was Mr. Schryharts South Side L. He would then farm out to his enemies the privilege of running trains on this new line. However unwillingly, they would be forced to avail themselves of the proffered opportunity, because within the region covered by the new loop was the true congestion  here every one desired to come either once or twice during the day or night. By this means Cowperwood would secure to his property a paying interest from the start.

This scheme aroused a really unprecedented antagonism in the breasts of Cowperwoods enemies. By the Arneel-Hand-Schryhart contingent it was looked upon as nothing short of diabolical. The newspapers, directed by such men as Haguenin, Hyssop, Ormonde Ricketts, and Truman Leslie MacDonald (whose father was now dead, and whose thoughts as editor of the Inquirer were almost solely directed toward driving Cowperwood out of Chicago), began to shout, as a last resort, in the interests of democracy. Seats for everybody (on Cowperwoods lines), no more straps in the rush hours, three-cent fares for workingmen, morning and evening, free transfers from all of Cowperwoods lines north to west and west to north, twenty per cent. of the gross income of his lines to be paid to the city. The masses should be made cognizant of their individual rights and privileges. Such a course, while decidedly inimical to Cowperwoods interests at the present time, and as such strongly favored by the majority of his opponents, had nevertheless its disturbing elements to an ultra-conservative like Hosmer Hand.

I dont know about this, Norman, he remarked to Schryhart, on one occasion. I dont know about this. Its one thing to stir up the public, but its another to make them forget. This is a restless, socialistic country, and Chicago is the very hotbed and center of it. Still, if it will serve to trip him up I suppose it will do for the present. The newspapers can probably smooth it all over later. But I dont know.

Mr. Hand was of that order of mind that sees socialism as a horrible importation of monarchy-ridden Europe. Why couldnt the people be satisfied to allow the strong, intelligent, God-fearing men of the community to arrange things for them? Wasnt that what democracy meant? Certainly it was  he himself was one of the strong. He could not help distrusting all this radical palaver. Still, anything to hurt Cowperwood  anything.

Cowperwood was not slow to realize that public sentiment was now in danger of being thoroughly crystallized against him by newspaper agitation. Although his franchises would not expire  the large majority of them  before January 1, 1903, yet if things went on at this rate it would be doubtful soon whether ever again he would be able to win another election by methods legitimate or illegitimate. Hungry aldermen and councilmen might be venal and greedy enough to do anything he should ask, provided he was willing to pay enough, but even the thickest-hided, the most voracious and corrupt politician could scarcely withstand the searching glare of publicity and the infuriated rage of a possibly aroused public opinion. By degrees this last, owing to the untiring efforts of the newspapers, was being whipped into a wild foam. To come into council at this time and ask for a twenty-year extension of franchises not destined to expire for seven years was too much. It could not be done. Even suborned councilmen would be unwilling to undertake it just now. There are some things which even politically are impossible.

To make matters worse, the twenty-year-franchise limit was really not at all sufficient for his present needs. In order to bring about the consolidation of his North and West surface lines, which he was now proposing and on the strength of which he wished to issue at least two hundred million dollars worth of one-hundred-dollar-six-per-cent. shares in place of the seventy million dollars current of ten and twelve per cents., it was necessary for him to secure a much more respectable term of years than the brief one now permitted by the state legislature, even providing that this latter could be obtained.

Peeble are not ferry much indrested in tees short-time frangizes, observed Mr. Gotloeb once, when Cowperwood was talking the matter over with him. He wanted Haeckelheimer & Co. to underwrite the whole issue. Dey are so insigure. Now if you couldt get, say, a frangize for fifty or one hunnert years or something like dot your stocks wouldt go off like hot cakes. I know where I couldt dispose of fifty million dollars off dem in Cermany alone.

He was most unctuous and pleading.

Cowperwood understood this quite as well as Gotloeb, if not better. He was not at all satisfied with the thought of obtaining a beggarly twenty-year extension for his giant schemes when cities like Philadelphia, Boston, New York, and Pittsburg were apparently glad to grant their corporations franchises which would not expire for ninety-nine years at the earliest, and in most cases were given in perpetuity. This was the kind of franchise favored by the great moneyed houses of New York and Europe, and which Gotloeb, and even Addison, locally, were demanding.

It is certainly important that we get these franchises renewed for fifty years, Addison used to say to him, and it was seriously and disagreeably true.

The various lights of Cowperwoods legal department, constantly on the search for new legislative devices, were not slow to grasp the import of the situation. It was not long before the resourceful Mr. Joel Avery appeared with a suggestion.

Did you notice what the state legislature of New York is doing in connection with the various local transit problems down there? asked this honorable gentleman of Cowperwood, one morning, ambling in when announced and seating himself in the great presence. A half-burned cigar was between his fingers, and a little round felt hat looked peculiarly rakish above his sinister, intellectual, constructive face and eyes.

No, I didnt, replied Cowperwood, who had actually noted and pondered upon the item in question, but who did not care to say so. I saw something about it, but I didnt pay much attention to it. What of it?

Well, it plans to authorize a body of four or five men  one branch in New York, one in Buffalo, I presume  to grant all new franchises and extend old ones with the consent of the various local communities involved. They are to fix the rate of compensation to be paid to the state or the city, and the rates of fare. They can regulate transfers, stock issues, and all that sort of thing. I was thinking if at any time we find this business of renewing the franchises too uncertain here we might go into the state legislature and see what can be done about introducing a public-service commission of that kind into this state. We are not the only corporation that would welcome it. Of course, it would be better if there were a general or special demand for it outside of ourselves. It ought not to originate with us.

He stared at Cowperwood heavily, the latter returning a reflective gaze.

Ill think it over, he said. There may be something in that.

Henceforth the thought of instituting such a commission never left Cowperwoods mind. It contained the germ of a solution  the possibility of extending his franchises for fifty or even a hundred years.

This plan, as Cowperwood was subsequently to discover, was a thing more or less expressly forbidden by the state constitution of Illinois. The latter provided that no special or exclusive privilege, immunity, or franchise whatsoever should be granted to any corporation, association, or individual. Yet, What is a little matter like the constitution between friends, anyhow? some one had already asked. There are fads in legislation as well as dusty pigeonholes in which phases of older law are tucked away and forgotten. Many earlier ideals of the constitution-makers had long since been conveniently obscured or nullified by decisions, appeals to the federal government, appeals to the state government, communal contracts, and the like  fine cobwebby figments, all, but sufficient, just the same, to render inoperative the original intention. Besides, Cowperwood had but small respect for either the intelligence or the self-protective capacity of such men as constituted the rural voting element of the state. From his lawyers and from others he had heard innumerable droll stories of life in the state legislature, and the state counties and towns  on the bench, at the rural huskings where the state elections were won, in country hotels, on country roads and farms. One day as I was getting on the train at Petunkey, old General Van Sickle, or Judge Dickensheets, or ex-Judge Avery would begin  and then would follow some amazing narration of rural immorality or dullness, or political or social misconception. Of the total population of the state at this time over half were in the city itself, and these he had managed to keep in control. For the remaining million, divided between twelve small cities and an agricultural population, he had small respect. What did this handful of yokels amount to, anyhow?  dull, frivoling, barn-dancing boors.

The great state of Illinois  a territory as large as England proper and as fertile as Egypt, bordered by a great lake and a vast river, and with a population of over two million free-born Americans  would scarcely seem a fit subject for corporate manipulation and control. Yet a more trade-ridden commonwealth might not have been found anywhere at this time within the entire length and breadth of the universe. Cowperwood personally, though contemptuous of the bucolic mass when regarded as individuals, had always been impressed by this great community of his election. Here had come Marquette and Joliet, La Salle and Hennepin, dreaming a way to the Pacific. Here Lincoln and Douglas, antagonist and protagonist of slavery argument, had contested; here had arisen Joe Smith, propagator of that strange American dogma of the Latter-Day Saints. What a state, Cowperwood sometimes thought; what a figment of the brain, and yet how wonderful! He had crossed it often on his way to St. Louis, to Memphis, to Denver, and had been touched by its very simplicity  the small, new wooden towns, so redolent of American tradition, prejudice, force, and illusion. The white-steepled church, the lawn-faced, tree-shaded village streets, the long stretches of flat, open country where corn grew in serried rows or where in winter the snow bedded lightly  it all reminded him a little of his own father and mother, who had been in many respects suited to such a world as this. Yet none the less did he hesitate to press on the measure which was to adjust his own future, to make profitable his issue of two hundred million dollars worth of Union Traction, to secure him a fixed place in the financial oligarchy of America and of the world.

The state legislature at this time was ruled over by a small group of wire-pulling, pettifogging, corporation-controlled individuals who came up from the respective towns, counties, and cities of the state, but who bore the same relation to the communities which they represented and to their superiors and equals in and out of the legislative halls at Springfield that men do to such allies anywhere in any given field. Why do we call them pettifogging and dismiss them? Perhaps they were pettifogging, but certainly no more so than any other shrewd rat or animal that burrows its way onward  and shall we say upward? The deepest controlling principle which animated these individuals was the oldest and first, that of self-preservation. Picture, for example, a common occurrence  that of Senator John H. Southack, conversing with, perhaps, Senator George Mason Wade, of Gallatin County, behind a legislative door in one of the senate conference chambers toward the close of a session  Senator Southack, blinking, buttonholing his well-dressed colleague and drawing very near; Senator Wade, curious, confidential, expectant (a genial, solid, experienced, slightly paunchy but well-built Senator Wade  and handsome, too).

You know, George, I told you there would be something eventually in the Quincy water-front improvement if it ever worked out. Well, here it is. Ed Truesdale was in town yesterday. (This with a knowing eye, as much as to say, Mums the word.) Heres five hundred; count it.

A quick flashing out of some green and yellow bills from a vest pocket, a light thumbing and counting on the part of Senator Wade. A flare of comprehension, approval, gratitude, admiration, as though to signify, This is something like. Thanks, John. I had pretty near forgot all about it. Nice people, eh? If you see Ed again give him my regards. When that Bellville contest comes up let me know.

Mr. Wade, being a good speaker, was frequently in request to stir up the populace to a sense of pro or con in connection with some legislative crisis impending, and it was to some such future opportunity that he now pleasantly referred. O life, O politics, O necessity, O hunger, O burning human appetite and desire on every hand!

Mr. Southack was an unobtrusive, pleasant, quiet man of the type that would usually be patronized as rural and pettifogging by men high in commercial affairs. He was none the less well fitted to his task, a capable and diligent beneficiary and agent. He was well dressed, middle-aged,  only forty-five  cool, courageous, genial, with eyes that were material, but not cold or hard, and a light, springy, energetic step and manner. A holder of some C. W. & I. R.R. shares, a director of one of his local county banks, a silent partner in the Effingham Herald, he was a personage in his district, one much revered by local swains. Yet a more game and rascally type was not to be found in all rural legislation.

It was old General Van Sickle who sought out Southack, having remembered him from his earlier legislative days. It was Avery who conducted the negotiations. Primarily, in all state scheming at Springfield, Senator Southack was supposed to represent the C. W. I., one of the great trunk-lines traversing the state, and incidentally connecting Chicago with the South, West, and East. This road, having a large local mileage and being anxious to extend its franchises in Chicago and elsewhere, was deep in state politics. By a curious coincidence it was mainly financed by Haeckelheimer, Gotloeb & Co., of New York, though Cowperwoods connection with that concern was not as yet known. Going to Southack, who was the Republican whip in the senate, Avery proposed that he, in conjunction with Judge Dickensheets and one Gilson Bickel, counsel for the C. W. I., should now undertake to secure sufficient support in the state senate and house for a scheme introducing the New York idea of a public-service commission into the governing machinery of the state of Illinois. This measure, be it noted, was to be supplemented by one very interesting and important little proviso to the effect that all franchise-holding corporations should hereby, for a period of fifty years from the date of the enactment of the bill into law, be assured of all their rights, privileges, and immunities  including franchises, of course. This was justified on the ground that any such radical change as that involved in the introduction of a public-service commission might disturb the peace and well-being of corporations with franchises which still had years to run.

Senator Southack saw nothing very wrong with this idea, though he naturally perceived what it was all about and whom it was truly designed to protect.

Yes, he said, succinctly, I see the lay of that land, but what do I get out of it?

Fifty thousand dollars for yourself if its successful, ten thousand if it isnt  provided you make an honest effort; two thousand dollars apiece for any of the boys who see fit to help you if we win. Is that perfectly satisfactory?

Perfectly, replied Senator Southack.


Chapter LV

Cowperwood and the Governor

A Public-service-commission law might, ipso facto, have been quietly passed at this session, if the arbitrary franchise-extending proviso had not been introduced, and this on the thin excuse that so novel a change in the working scheme of the state government might bring about hardship to some. This redounded too obviously to the benefit of one particular corporation. The newspaper men  as thick as flies about the halls of the state capitol at Springfield, and essentially watchful and loyal to their papers  were quick to sense the true state of affairs. Never were there such hawks as newspapermen. These wretches (employed by sniveling, mud-snouting newspapers of the opposition) were not only in the councils of politicians, in the pay of rival corporations, in the confidence of the governor, in the secrets of the senators and local representatives, but were here and there in one anothers confidence. A piece of news  a rumor, a dream, a fancy  whispered by Senator Smith to Senator Jones, or by Representative Smith to Representative Jones, and confided by him in turn to Charlie White, of the Globe, or Eddie Burns, of the Democrat, would in turn be communicated to Robert Hazlitt, of the Press, or Harry Emonds, of the Transcript.

All at once a disturbing announcement in one or other of the papers, no one knowing whence it came. Neither Senator Smith nor Senator Jones had told any one. No word of the confidence imposed in Charlie White or Eddie Burns had ever been breathed. But there you were  the thing was in the papers, the storm of inquiry, opinion, opposition was on. No one knew, no one was to blame, but it was on, and the battle had henceforth to be fought in the open.

Consider also the governor who presided at this time in the executive chamber at Springfield. He was a strange, tall, dark, osseous man who, owing to the brooding, melancholy character of his own disposition, had a checkered and a somewhat sad career behind him. Born in Sweden, he had been brought to America as a child, and allowed or compelled to fight his own way upward under all the grinding aspects of poverty. Owing to an energetic and indomitable temperament, he had through years of law practice and public labors of various kinds built up for himself a following among Chicago Swedes which amounted to adoration. He had been city tax-collector, city surveyor, district attorney, and for six or eight years a state circuit judge. In all these capacities he had manifested a tendency to do the right as he saw it and play fair  qualities which endeared him to the idealistic. Honest, and with a hopeless brooding sympathy for the miseries of the poor, he had as circuit judge, and also as district attorney, rendered various decisions which had made him very unpopular with the rich and powerful  decisions in damage cases, fraud cases, railroad claim cases, where the city or the state was seeking to oust various powerful railway corporations from possession of property  yards, water-frontages, and the like, to which they had no just claim. At the same time the populace, reading the news items of his doings and hearing him speak on various and sundry occasions, conceived a great fancy for him. He was primarily soft-hearted, sweet-minded, fiery, a brilliant orator, a dynamic presence. In addition he was woman-hungry  a phase which homely, sex-starved intellectuals the world over will understand, to the shame of a lying age, that because of quixotic dogma belies its greatest desire, its greatest sorrow, its greatest joy. All these factors turned an ultra-conservative element in the community against him, and he was considered dangerous. At the same time he had by careful economy and investment built up a fair sized fortune. Recently, however, owing to the craze for sky-scrapers, he had placed much of his holdings in a somewhat poorly constructed and therefore unprofitable office building. Because of this error financial wreck was threatening him. Even now he was knocking at the doors of large bonding companies for assistance.

This man, in company with the antagonistic financial element and the newspapers, constituted, as regards Cowperwoods public-service-commission scheme, a triumvirate of difficulties not easy to overcome. The newspapers, in due time, catching wind of the true purport of the plan, ran screaming to their readers with the horrible intelligence. In the offices of Schryhart, Arneel, Hand, and Merrill, as well as in other centers of finance, there was considerable puzzling over the situation, and then a shrewd, intelligent deduction was made.

Do you see what hes up to, Hosmer? inquired Schryhart of Hand. He sees that we have him scotched here in Chicago. As things stand now he cant go into the city council and ask for a franchise for more than twenty years under the state law, and he cant do that for three or four years yet, anyhow. His franchises dont expire soon enough. He knows that by the time they do expire we will have public sentiment aroused to such a point that no council, however crooked it may be, will dare to give him what he asks unless he is willing to make a heavy return to the city. If he does that it will end his scheme of selling any two hundred million dollars of Union Traction at six per cent. The market wont back him up. He cant pay twenty per cent. to the city and give universal transfers and pay six per cent. on two hundred million dollars, and everybody knows it. He has a fine scheme of making a cool hundred million out of this. Well, he cant do it. We must get the newspapers to hammer this legislative scheme of his to death. When he comes into the local council he must pay twenty or thirty per cent. of the gross receipts of his roads to the city. He must give free transfers from every one of his lines to every other one. Then we have him. I dislike to see socialistic ideas fostered, but it cant be helped. We have to do it. If we ever get him out of here we can hush up the newspapers, and the public will forget about it; at least we can hope so.

In the mean time the governor had heard the whisper of boodle  a word of the day expressive of a corrupt legislative fund. Not at all a small-minded man, nor involved in the financial campaign being waged against Cowperwood, nor inclined to be influenced mentally or emotionally by superheated charges against the latter, he nevertheless speculated deeply. In a vague way he sensed the dreams of Cowperwood. The charge of seducing women so frequently made against the street-railway magnate, so shocking to the yoked conventionalists, did not disturb him at all. Back of the onward sweep of the generations he himself sensed the mystic Aphrodite and her magic. He realized that Cowperwood had traveled fast  that he was pressing to the utmost a great advantage in the face of great obstacles. At the same time he knew that the present street-car service of Chicago was by no means bad. Would he be proving unfaithful to the trust imposed on him by the great electorate of Illinois if he were to advantage Cowperwoods cause? Must he not rather in the sight of all men smoke out the animating causes here  greed, over-weening ambition, colossal self-interest as opposed to the selflessness of a Christian ideal and of a democratic theory of government?

Life rises to a high plane of the dramatic, and hence of the artistic, whenever and wherever in the conflict regarding material possession there enters a conception of the ideal. It was this that lit forever the beacon fires of Troy, that thundered eternally in the horses hoofs at Arbela and in the guns at Waterloo. Ideals were here at stake  the dreams of one man as opposed perhaps to the ultimate dreams of a city or state or nation  the grovelings and wallowings of a democracy slowly, blindly trying to stagger to its feet. In this conflict  taking place in an inland cottage-dotted state where men were clowns and churls, dancing fiddlers at country fairs  were opposed, as the governor saw it, the ideals of one man and the ideals of men.

Governor Swanson decided after mature deliberation to veto the bill. Cowperwood, debonair as ever, faithful as ever to his logic and his conception of individuality, was determined that no stone should be left unturned that would permit him to triumph, that would carry him finally to the gorgeous throne of his own construction. Having first engineered the matter through the legislature by a tortuous process, fired upon at every step by the press, he next sent various individuals  state legislators, representatives of the C. W. & I., members of outside corporations to see the governor, but Swanson was adamant. He did not see how he could conscientiously sanction the bill. Finally, one day, as he was seated in his Chicago business office  a fateful chamber located in the troublesome building which was subsequently to wreck his fortune and which was the raison detre of a present period of care and depression  enter the smug, comfortable presence of Judge Nahum Dickensheets, at present senior counsel of the North Chicago Street Railway. He was a very mountain of a man physically  smooth-faced, agreeably clothed, hard and yet ingratiating of eye, a thinker, a reasoner. Swanson knew much of him by reputation and otherwise, although personally they were no more than speaking acquaintances.

How are you, Governor? Im glad to see you again. I heard you were back in Chicago. I see by the morning papers that you have that Southack public-service bill up before you. I thought I would come over and have a few words with you about it if you have no objection. Ive been trying to get down to Springfield for the last three weeks to have a little chat with you before you reached a conclusion one way or the other. Do you mind if I inquire whether you have decided to veto it?

The ex-judge, faintly perfumed, clean and agreeable, carried in his hand a large-sized black hand-satchel which he put down beside him on the floor.

Yes, Judge, replied Swanson, Ive practically decided to veto it. I can see no practical reason for supporting it. As I look at it now, its specious and special, not particularly called for or necessary at this time.

The governor talked with a slight Swedish accent, intellectual, individual.

A long, placid, philosophic discussion of all the pros and cons of the situation followed. The governor was tired, distrait, but ready to listen in a tolerant way to more argument along a line with which he was already fully familiar. He knew, of course, that Dickensheets was counsel for the North Chicago Street Railway Company.

Im very glad to have heard what you have to say, Judge, finally commented the governor. I dont want you to think I havent given this matter serious thought  I have. I know most of the things that have been done down at Springfield. Mr. Cowperwood is an able man; I dont charge any more against him than I do against twenty other agencies that are operating down there at this very moment. I know what his difficulties are. I can hardly be accused of sympathizing with his enemies, for they certainly do not sympathize with me. I am not even listening to the newspapers. This is a matter of faith in democracy  a difference in ideals between myself and many other men. I havent vetoed the bill yet. I dont say that something may not arise to make me sign it. My present intention, unless I hear something much more favorable in its behalf than I have already heard, is to veto it.

Governor, said Dickensheets, rising, let me thank you for your courtesy. I would be the last person in the world to wish to influence you outside the line of your private convictions and your personal sense of fair play. At the same time I have tried to make plain to you how essential it is, how only fair and right, that this local street-railway-franchise business should be removed out of the realm of sentiment, emotion, public passion, envy, buncombe, and all the other influences that are at work to frustrate and make difficult the work of Mr. Cowperwood. All envy, I tell you. His enemies are willing to sacrifice every principle of justice and fair play to see him eliminated. That sums it up.

That may all be true, replied Swanson. Just the same, there is another principle involved here which you do not seem to see or do not care to consider  the right of the people under the state constitution to a consideration, a revaluation, of their contracts at the time and in the manner agreed upon under the original franchise. What you propose is sumptuary legislation; it makes null and void an agreement between the people and the street-railway companies at a time when the people have a right to expect a full and free consideration of this matter aside from state legislative influence and control. To persuade the state legislature, by influence or by any other means, to step in at this time and interfere is unfair. The propositions involved in those bills should be referred to the people at the next election for approval or not, just as they see fit. That is the way this matter should be arranged. It will not do to come into the legislature and influence or buy votes, and then expect me to write my signature under the whole matter as satisfactory.

Swanson was not heated or antipathetic. He was cool, firm, well-intentioned.

Dickensheets passed his hand over a wide, high temple. He seemed to be meditating something  some hitherto untried statement or course of action.

Well, Governor, he repeated, I want to thank you, anyhow. You have been exceedingly kind. By the way, I see you have a large, roomy safe here. He had picked up the bag he was carrying. I wonder if I might leave this here for a day or two in your care? It contains some papers that I do not wish to carry into the country with me. Would you mind locking it up in your safe and letting me have it when I send for it?

With pleasure, replied the governor.

He took it, placed it in lower storage space, and closed and locked the door. The two men parted with a genial hand-shake. The governor returned to his meditations, the judge hurried to catch a car.

About eleven oclock the next morning Swanson was still working in his office, worrying greatly over some method whereby he could raise one hundred thousand dollars to defray interest charges, repairs, and other payments, on a structure that was by no means meeting expenses and was hence a drain. At this juncture his office door opened, and his very youthful office-boy presented him the card of F. A. Cowperwood. The governor had never seen him before. Cowperwood entered brisk, fresh, forceful. He was as crisp as a new dollar bill  as clean, sharp, firmly limned.

Governor Swanson, I believe?

Yes, sir.

The two were scrutinizing each other defensively.

I am Mr. Cowperwood. I come to have a very few words with you. I will take very little of your time. I do not wish to go over any of the arguments that have been gone over before. I am satisfied that you know all about them.

Yes, I had a talk with Judge Dickensheets yesterday.

Just so, Governor. Knowing all that you do, permit me to put one more matter before you. I know that you are, comparatively, a poor man  that every dollar you have is at present practically tied in this building. I know of two places where you have applied for a loan of one hundred thousand dollars and have been refused because you havent sufficient security to offer outside of this building, which is mortgaged up to its limit as it stands. The men, as you must know, who are fighting you are fighting me. I am a scoundrel because I am selfish and ambitious  a materialist. You are not a scoundrel, but a dangerous person because you are an idealist. Whether you veto this bill or not, you will never again be elected Governor of Illinois if the people who are fighting me succeed, as they will succeed, in fighting you.

Swansons dark eyes burned illuminatively. He nodded his head in assent.

Governor, I have come here this morning to bribe you, if I can. I do not agree with your ideals; in the last analysis I do not believe that they will work. I am sure I do not believe in most of the things that you believe in. Life is different at bottom perhaps from what either you or I may think. Just the same, as compared with other men, I sympathize with you. I will loan you that one hundred thousand dollars and two or three or four hundred thousand dollars more besides if you wish. You need never pay me a dollar  or you can if you wish. Suit yourself. In that black bag which Judge Dickensheets brought here yesterday, and which is in your safe, is three hundred thousand dollars in cash. He did not have the courage to mention it. Sign the bill and let me beat the men who are trying to beat me. I will support you in the future with any amount of money or influence that I can bring to bear in any political contest you may choose to enter, state or national.

Cowperwoods eyes glowed like a large, genial collies. There was a suggestion of sympathetic appeal in them, rich and deep, and, even more than that, a philosophic perception of ineffable things. Swanson arose. You really dont mean to say that you are trying to bribe me openly, do you? he inquired. In spite of a conventional impulse to burst forth in moralistic denunciation, solemnly phrased, he was compelled for the moment to see the other mans viewpoint. They were working in different directions, going different ways, to what ultimate end?

Mr. Cowperwood, continued the governor, his face a physiognomy out of Goya, his eye alight with a kind of understanding sympathy, I suppose I ought to resent this, but I cant. I see your point of view. Im sorry, but I cant help you nor myself. My political belief, my ideals, compel me to veto this bill; when I forsake these I am done politically with myself. I may not be elected governor again, but that does not matter, either. I could use your money, but I wont. I shall have to bid you good morning.

He moved toward the safe, slowly, opened it, took out the bag and brought it over.

You must take that with you, he added.

The two men looked at each other a moment curiously, sadly  the one with a burden of financial, political, and moral worry on his spirit, the other with an unconquerable determination not to be worsted even in defeat.

Governor, concluded Cowperwood, in the most genial, contented, undisturbed voice, you will live to see another legislature pass and another governor sign some such bill. It will not be done this session, apparently, but it will be done. I am not through, because my case is right and fair. Just the same, after you have vetoed the bill, come and see me, and I will loan you that one hundred thousand if you want it.

Cowperwood went out. Swanson vetoed the bill. It is on record that subsequently he borrowed one hundred thousand dollars from Cowperwood to stay him from ruin.


Chapter LVI

The Ordeal of Berenice

At the news that Swanson had refused to sign the bill and that the legislature lacked sufficient courage to pass it over his veto both Schryhart and Hand literally rubbed their hands in comfortable satisfaction.

Well, Hosmer, said Schryhart the next day, when they met at their favorite club  the Union League it looks as though we were making some little progress, after all, doesnt it? Our friend didnt succeed in turning that little trick, did he?

He beamed almost ecstatically upon his solid companion.

Not this time. I wonder what move he will decide to make next.

I dont see very well what it can be. He knows now that he cant get his franchises without a compromise that will eat into his profits, and if that happens he cant sell his Union Traction stock. This legislative scheme of his must have cost him all of three hundred thousand dollars, and what has he to show for it? The new legislature, unless Im greatly mistaken, will be afraid to touch anything in connection with him. Its hardly likely that any of the Springfield politicians will want to draw the fire of the newspapers again.

Schryhart felt very powerful, imposing  sleek, indeed  now that his theory of newspaper publicity as a cure was apparently beginning to work. Hand, more saturnine, more responsive to the uncertainty of things mundane  the shifty undercurrents that are perpetually sapping and mining below  was agreeable, but not sure. Perhaps so.

In regard to his Eastern life during this interlude, Cowperwood had been becoming more and more keenly alive to the futility of the attempt to effect a social rescue for Aileen. What was the use? he often asked himself, as he contemplated her movements, thoughts, plans, as contrasted with the natural efficiency, taste, grace, and subtlety of a woman like Berenice. He felt that the latter could, if she would, smooth over in an adroit way all the silly social antagonisms which were now afflicting him. It was a womans game, he frequently told himself, and would never be adjusted till he had the woman.

Simultaneously Aileen, looking at the situation from her own point of view and nonplussed by the ineffectiveness of mere wealth when not combined with a certain social something which she did not appear to have, was, nevertheless, unwilling to surrender her dream. What was it, she asked herself over and over, that made this great difference between women and women? The question contained its own answer, but she did not know that. She was still good-looking  very  and an adept in self-ornamentation, after her manner and taste. So great had been the newspaper palaver regarding the arrival of a new multimillionaire from the West and the palace he was erecting that even tradesmen, clerks, and hall-boys knew of her. Almost invariably, when called upon to state her name in such quarters, she was greeted by a slight start of recognition, a swift glance of examination, whispers, even open comment. That was something. Yet how much more, and how different were those rarefied reaches of social supremacy to which popular repute bears scarcely any relationship at all. How different, indeed? From what Cowperwood had said in Chicago she had fancied that when they took up their formal abode in New York he would make an attempt to straighten out his life somewhat, to modify the number of his indifferent amours and to present an illusion of solidarity and unity. Yet, now that they had actually arrived, she noticed that he was more concerned with his heightened political and financial complications in Illinois and with his art-collection than he was with what might happen to be going on in the new home or what could be made to happen there. As in the days of old, she was constantly puzzled by his persistent evenings out and his sudden appearances and disappearances. Yet, determine as she might, rage secretly or openly as she would, she could not cure herself of the infection of Cowperwood, the lure that surrounded and substantiated a mind and spirit far greater than any other she had ever known. Neither honor, virtue, consistent charity, nor sympathy was there, but only a gay, foamy, unterrified sufficiency and a creative, constructive sense of beauty that, like sunlit spray, glowing with all the irradiative glories of the morning, danced and fled, spun driftwise over a heavy sea of circumstance. Life, however dark and somber, could never apparently cloud his soul. Brooding and idling in the wonder palace of his construction, Aileen could see what he was like. The silver fountain in the court of orchids, the peach-like glow of the pink marble chamber, with its birds and flowers, the serried brilliance of his amazing art-collections were all like him, were really the color of his soul. To think that after all she was not the one to bind him to subjection, to hold him by golden yet steely threads of fancy to the hem of her garment! To think that he should no longer walk, a slave of his desire, behind the chariot of her spiritual and physical superiority. Yet she could not give up.

By this time Cowperwood had managed through infinite tact and a stoic disregard of his own aches and pains to re-establish at least a temporary working arrangement with the Carter household. To Mrs. Carter he was still a Heaven-sent son of light. Actually in a mournful way she pleaded for Cowperwood, vouching for his disinterestedness and long-standing generosity. Berenice, on the other hand, was swept between her craving for a great state for herself  luxury, power  and her desire to conform to the current ethics and morals of life. Cowperwood was married, and because of his attitude of affection for her his money was tainted. She had long speculated on his relation to Aileen, the basis of their differences, had often wondered why neither she nor her mother had ever been introduced. What type of woman was the second Mrs. Cowperwood? Beyond generalities Cowperwood had never mentioned her. Berenice actually thought to seek her out in some inconspicuous way, but, as it chanced, one night her curiosity was rewarded without effort. She was at the opera with friends, and her escort nudged her arm.

Have you noticed Box 9  the lady in white satin with the green lace shawl?

Yes. Berenice raised her glasses.

Mrs. Frank Algernon Cowperwood, the wife of the Chicago millionaire. They have just built that house at 68th Street. He has part lease of number 9, I believe.

Berenice almost started, but retained her composure, giving merely an indifferent glance. A little while after, she adjusted her glasses carefully and studied Mrs. Cowperwood. She noted curiously that Aileens hair was somewhat the color of her own  more carroty red. She studied her eyes, which were slightly ringed, her smooth cheeks and full mouth, thickened somewhat by drinking and dissipation. Aileen was good-looking, she thought  handsome in a material way, though so much older than herself. Was it merely age that was alienating Cowperwood, or was it some deep-seated intellectual difference? Obviously Mrs. Cowperwood was well over forty  a fact which did not give Berenice any sense of satisfaction or of advantage. She really did not care enough. It did occur to her, however, that this woman whom she was observing had probably given the best years of her life to Cowperwood  the brilliant years of her girlhood. And now he was tired of her! There were small carefully powdered lines at the tails of Aileens eyes and at the corners of her mouth. At the same time she seemed preternaturally gay, kittenish, spoiled. With her were two men  one a well-known actor, sinisterly handsome, a man with a brutal, unclean reputation, the other a young social pretender  both unknown to Berenice. Her knowledge was to come from her escort, a loquacious youth, more or less versed, as it happened, in the gay life of the city.

I hear that she is creating quite a stir in Bohemia, he observed. If she expects to enter society its a poor way to begin, dont you think?

Do you know that she expects to?

All the usual signs are out  a box here, a house on Fifth Avenue.

This study of Aileen puzzled and disturbed Berenice a little. Nevertheless, she felt immensely superior. Her soul seemed to soar over the plain Aileen inhabited. The type of the latters escorts suggested error  a lack of social discrimination. Because of the high position he had succeeded in achieving Cowperwood was entitled, no doubt, to be dissatisfied. His wife had not kept pace with him, or, rather, had not eluded him in his onward flight  had not run swiftly before, like a winged victory. Berenice reflected that if she were dealing with such a man he should never know her truly  he should be made to wonder and to doubt. Lines of care and disappointment should never mar her face. She would scheme and dream and conceal and evade. He should dance attendance, whoever he was.

Nevertheless, here she herself was, at twenty-two, unmarried, her background insecure, the very ground on which she walked treacherous. Braxmar knew, and Beales Chadsey, and Cowperwood. At least three or four of her acquaintances must have been at the Waldorf on that fatal night. How long would it be before others became aware? She tried eluding her mother, Cowperwood, and the situation generally by freely accepting more extended invitations and by trying to see whether there was not some opening for her in the field of art. She thought of painting and essayed several canvases which she took to dealers. The work was subtle, remote, fanciful  a snow scene with purple edges; a thinking satyr, iron-like in his heaviness, brooding over a cloudy valley; a lurking devil peering at a praying Marguerite; a Dutch interior inspired by Mrs. Batjer, and various dancing figures. Phlegmatic dealers of somber mien admitted some promise, but pointed out the difficulty of sales. Beginners were numerous. Art was long. If she went on, of course.... Let them see other things. She turned her thoughts to dancing.

This art in its interpretative sense was just being introduced into America, a certain Althea Baker having created a good deal of stir in society by this means. With the idea of duplicating or surpassing the success of this woman Berenice conceived a dance series of her own. One was to be The Terror  a nymph dancing in the spring woods, but eventually pursued and terrorized by a faun; another, The Peacock, a fantasy illustrative of proud self-adulation; another, The Vestal, a study from Roman choric worship. After spending considerable time at Pocono evolving costumes, poses, and the like, Berenice finally hinted at the plan to Mrs. Batjer, declaring that she would enjoy the artistic outlet it would afford, and indicating at the same time that it might provide the necessary solution of a problem of ways and means.

Why, Bevy, how you talk! commented Mrs. Batjer. And with your possibilities. Why dont you marry first, and do your dancing afterward? You might compel a certain amount of attention that way.

Because of hubby? How droll! Whom would you suggest that I marry at once?

Oh, when it comes to that replied Mrs. Batjer, with a slight reproachful lift in her voice, and thinking of Kilmer Duelma. But surely your need isnt so pressing. If you were to take up professional dancing I might have to cut you afterward  particularly if any one else did.

She smiled the sweetest, most sensible smile. Mrs. Batjer accompanied her suggestions nearly always with a slight sniff and cough. Berenice could see that the mere fact of this conversation made a slight difference. In Mrs. Batjers world poverty was a dangerous topic. The mere odor of it suggested a kind of horror  perhaps the equivalent of error or sin. Others, Berenice now suspected, would take affright even more swiftly.

Subsequent to this, however, she made one slight investigation of those realms that govern professional theatrical engagements. It was a most disturbing experience. The mere color and odor of the stuffy offices, the gauche, material attendants, the impossible aspirants and participants in this make-believe world! The crudeness! The effrontery! The materiality! The sensuality! It came to her as a sickening breath and for the moment frightened her. What would become of refinement there? What of delicacy? How could one rise and sustain an individual dignity and control in such a world as this?

Cowperwood was now suggesting as a binding link that he should buy a home for them in Park Avenue, where such social functions as would be of advantage to Berenice and in some measure to himself as an occasional guest might be indulged in. Mrs. Carter, a fool of comfort, was pleased to welcome this idea. It promised to give her absolute financial security for the future.

I know how it is with you, Frank, she declared. I know you need some place that you can call a home. The whole difficulty will be with Bevy. Ever since that miserable puppy made those charges against me I havent been able to talk to her at all. She doesnt seem to want to do anything I suggest. You have much more influence with her than I have. If you explain, it may be all right.

Instantly Cowperwood saw an opportunity. Intensely pleased with this confession of weakness on the part of the mother, he went to Berenice, but by his usual method of indirect direction.

You know, Bevy, he said, one afternoon when he found her alone, I have been wondering if it wouldnt be better if I bought a large house for you and your mother here in New York, where you and she could do entertaining on a large scale. Since I cant spend my money on myself, I might as well spend it on some one who would make an interesting use of it. You might include me as an uncle or fathers cousin or something of that sort, he added, lightly.

Berenice, who saw quite clearly the trap he was setting for her, was nonplussed. At the same time she could not help seeing that a house, if it were beautifully furnished, would be an interesting asset. People in society loved fixed, notable dwellings; she had observed that. What functions could not be held if only her mothers past were not charged against her! That was the great difficulty. It was almost an Arabian situation, heightened by the glitter of gold. And Cowperwood was always so diplomatic. He came forward with such a bland, engaging smile. His hands were so shapely and seeking.

A house such as you speak of would enlarge the debt beyond payment, I presume, she remarked, sardonically and with a sad, almost contemptuous gesture. Cowperwood realized how her piercing intellect was following his shifty trail, and winced. She must see that her fate was in his hands, but oh! if she would only surrender, how swiftly every dollar of his vast fortune should be piled humbly at her feet. She should have her hearts desire, if money would buy it. She could say to him go, and he would go; come, and he would come.

Berenice, he said, getting up, I know what you think. You fancy I am trying to further my own interests in this way, but Im not. I wouldnt compromise you ultimately for all the wealth of India. I have told you where I stand. Every dollar that I have is yours to do with as you choose on any basis that you may care to name. I have no future outside of you, none except art. I do not expect you to marry me. Take all that I have. Wipe society under your feet. Dont think that I will ever charge it up as a debt. I wont. I want you to hold your own. Just answer me one question; I wont ever ask another.

Yes?

If I were single now, and you were not in love or married, would you consider me at all?

His eyes pleaded as never had they pleaded before.

She started, looked concerned, severe, then relaxed as suddenly. Let me see, she said, with a slight brightening of the eyes and a toss of her head. That is a second cousin to a proposal, isnt it? You have no right to make it. You arent single, and arent likely to be. Why should I try to read the future?

She walked indifferently out of the room, and Cowperwood stayed a moment to think. Obviously he had triumphed in a way. She had not taken great offense. She must like him and would marry him if only...

Only Aileen.

And now he wished more definitely and forcefully than ever that he were really and truly free. He felt that if ever he wished to attain Berenice he must persuade Aileen to divorce him.


Chapter LVII

Aileens Last Card

It was not until some little time after they were established in the new house that Aileen first came upon any evidence of the existence of Berenice Fleming. In a general way she assumed that there were women  possibly some of whom she had known  Stephanie, Mrs. Hand, Florence Cochrane, or later arrivals  yet so long as they were not obtruded on her she permitted herself the semi-comforting thought that things were not as bad as they might be. So long, indeed, as Cowperwood was genuinely promiscuous, so long as he trotted here and there, not snared by any particular siren, she could not despair, for, after all, she had ensnared him and held him deliciously  without variation, she believed, for all of ten years  a feat which no other woman had achieved before or after. Rita Sohlberg might have succeeded  the beast! How she hated the thought of Rita! By this time, however, Cowperwood was getting on in years. The day must come when he would be less keen for variability, or, at least, would think it no longer worth while to change. If only he did not find some one woman, some Circe, who would bind and enslave him in these Later years as she had herself done in his earlier ones all might yet be well. At the same time she lived in daily terror of a discovery which was soon to follow.

She had gone out one day to pay a call on some one to whom Rhees Grier, the Chicago sculptor, had given her an introduction. Crossing Central Park in one of the new French machines which Cowperwood had purchased for her indulgence, her glance wandered down a branch road to where another automobile similar to her own was stalled. It was early in the afternoon, at which time Cowperwood was presumably engaged in Wall Street. Yet there he was, and with him two women, neither of whom, in the speed of passing, could Aileen quite make out. She had her car halted and driven to within seeing-distance behind a clump of bushes. A chauffeur whom she did not know was tinkering at a handsome machine, while on the grass near by stood Cowperwood and a tall, slender girl with red hair somewhat like Aileens own. Her expression was aloof, poetic, rhapsodical. Aileen could not analyze it, but it fixed her attention completely. In the tonneau sat an elderly lady, whom Aileen at once assumed to be the girls mother. Who were they? What was Cowperwood doing here in the Park at this hour? Where were they going? With a horrible retch of envy she noted upon Cowperwoods face a smile the like and import of which she well knew. How often she had seen it years and years before! Having escaped detection, she ordered her chauffeur to follow the car, which soon started, at a safe distance. She saw Cowperwood and the two ladies put down at one of the great hotels, and followed them into the dining-room, where, from behind a screen, after the most careful manoeuvering, she had an opportunity of studying them at her leisure. She drank in every detail of Berenices face  the delicately pointed chin, the clear, fixed blue eyes, the straight, sensitive nose and tawny hair. Calling the head waiter, she inquired the names of the two women, and in return for a liberal tip was informed at once. Mrs. Ira Carter, I believe, and her daughter, Miss Fleming, Miss Berenice Fleming. Mrs. Carter was Mrs. Fleming once. Aileen followed them out eventually, and in her own car pursued them to their door, into which Cowperwood also disappeared. The next day, by telephoning the apartment to make inquiry, she learned that they actually lived there. After a few days of brooding she employed a detective, and learned that Cowperwood was a constant visitor at the Carters, that the machine in which they rode was his maintained at a separate garage, and that they were of society truly. Aileen would never have followed the clue so vigorously had it not been for the look she had seen Cowperwood fix on the girl in the Park and in the restaurant  an air of soul-hunger which could not be gainsaid.

Let no one ridicule the terrors of unrequited love. Its tentacles are cancerous, its grip is of icy death. Sitting in her boudoir immediately after these events, driving, walking, shopping, calling on the few with whom she had managed to scrape an acquaintance, Aileen thought morning, noon, and night of this new woman. The pale, delicate face haunted her. What were those eyes, so remote in their gaze, surveying? Love? Cowperwood? Yes! Yes! Gone in a flash, and permanently, as it seemed to Aileen, was the value of this house, her dream of a new social entrance. And she had already suffered so much; endured so much. Cowperwood being absent for a fortnight, she moped in her room, sighed, raged, and then began to drink. Finally she sent for an actor who had once paid attention to her in Chicago, and whom she had later met here in the circle of the theaters. She was not so much burning with lust as determined in her drunken gloom that she would have revenge. For days there followed an orgy, in which wine, bestiality, mutual recrimination, hatred, and despair were involved. Sobering eventually, she wondered what Cowperwood would think of her now if he knew this? Could he ever love her any more? Could he even tolerate her? But what did he care? It served him right, the dog! She would show him, she would wreck his dream, she would make her own life a scandal, and his too! She would shame him before all the world. He should never have a divorce! He should never be able to marry a girl like that and leave her alone  never, never, never! When Cowperwood returned she snarled at him without vouchsafing an explanation.

He suspected at once that she had been spying upon his manoeuvers. Moreover, he did not fail to notice her heavy eyes, superheated cheeks, and sickly breath. Obviously she had abandoned her dream of a social victory of some kind, and was entering on a career of what  debauchery? Since coming to New York she had failed utterly, he thought, to make any single intelligent move toward her social rehabilitation. The banal realms of art and the stage, with which in his absence or neglect she had trifled with here, as she had done in Chicago, were worse than useless; they were destructive. He must have a long talk with her one of these days, must confess frankly to his passion for Berenice, and appeal to her sympathy and good sense. What scenes would follow! Yet she might succumb, at that. Despair, pride, disgust might move her. Besides, he could now bestow upon her a very large fortune. She could go to Europe or remain here and live in luxury. He would always remain friendly with her  helpful, advisory  if she would permit it.

The conversation which eventually followed on this topic was of such stuff as dreams are made of. It sounded hollow and unnatural within the walls where it took place. Consider the great house in upper Fifth Avenue, its magnificent chambers aglow, of a stormy Sunday night. Cowperwood was lingering in the city at this time, busy with a group of Eastern financiers who were influencing his contest in the state legislature of Illinois. Aileen was momentarily consoled by the thought that for him perhaps love might, after all, be a thing apart  a thing no longer vital and soul-controlling. To-night he was sitting in the court of orchids, reading a book  the diary of Cellini, which some one had recommended to him  stopping to think now and then of things in Chicago or Springfield, or to make a note. Outside the rain was splashing in torrents on the electric-lighted asphalt of Fifth Avenue  the Park opposite a Corot-like shadow. Aileen was in the music-room strumming indifferently. She was thinking of times past  Lynde, from whom she had not heard in half a year; Watson Skeet, the sculptor, who was also out of her ken at present. When Cowperwood was in the city and in the house she was accustomed from habit to remain indoors or near. So great is the influence of past customs of devotion that they linger long past the hour when the act ceases to become valid.

What an awful night! she observed once, strolling to a window to peer out from behind a brocaded valance.

It is bad, isnt it? replied Cowperwood, as she returned. Hadnt you thought of going anywhere this evening?

No  oh no, replied Aileen, indifferently. She rose restlessly from the piano, and strolled on into the great picture-gallery. Stopping before one of Raphael Sanzios Holy Families, only recently hung, she paused to contemplate the serene face  medieval, Madonnaesque, Italian.

The lady seemed fragile, colorless, spineless  without life. Were there such women? Why did artists paint them? Yet the little Christ was sweet. Art bored Aileen unless others were enthusiastic. She craved only the fanfare of the living  not painted resemblances. She returned to the music-room, to the court of orchids, and was just about to go up-stairs to prepare herself a drink and read a novel when Cowperwood observed:

Youre bored, arent you?

Oh no; Im used to lonely evenings, she replied, quietly and without any attempt at sarcasm.

Relentless as he was in hewing life to his theory  hammering substance to the form of his thought  yet he was tender, too, in the manner of a rainbow dancing over an abyss. For the moment he wanted to say, Poor girlie, you do have a hard time, dont you, with me? but he reflected instantly how such a remark would be received. He meditated, holding his book in his hand above his knee, looking at the purling water that flowed and flowed in sprinkling showers over the sportive marble figures of mermaids, a Triton, and nymphs astride of fishes.

Youre really not happy in this state, any more, are you? he inquired. Would you feel any more comfortable if I stayed away entirely?

His mind had turned of a sudden to the one problem that was fretting him and to the opportunities of this hour.

You would, she replied, for her boredom merely concealed her unhappiness in no longer being able to command in the least his interest or his sentiment.

Why do you say that in just that way? he asked.

Because I know you would. I know why you ask. You know well enough that it isnt anything I want to do that is concerned. Its what you want to do. Youd like to turn me off like an old horse now that you are tired of me, and so you ask whether I would feel any more comfortable. What a liar you are, Frank! How really shifty you are! I dont wonder youre a multimillionaire. If you could live long enough you would eat up the whole world. Dont you think for one moment that I dont know of Berenice Fleming here in New York, and how youre dancing attendance on her  because I do. I know how you have been hanging about her for months and months  ever since we have been here, and for long before. You think shes wonderful now because shes young and in society. Ive seen you in the Waldorf and in the Park hanging on her every word, looking at her with adoring eyes. What a fool you are, to be so big a man! Every little snip, if she has pink cheeks and a dolls face, can wind you right around her finger. Rita Sohlberg did it; Stephanie Platow did it; Florence Cochrane did it; Cecily Haguenin  and Heaven knows how many more that I never heard of. I suppose Mrs. Hand still lives with you in Chicago  the cheap strumpet! Now its Berenice Fleming and her frump of a mother. From all I can learn you havent been able to get her yet  because her mothers too shrewd, perhaps  but you probably will in the end. It isnt you so much as your money that theyre after. Pah! Well, Im unhappy enough, but it isnt anything you can remedy any more. Whatever you could do to make me unhappy you have done, and now you talk of my being happier away from you. Clever boy, you! I know you the way I know my ten fingers. You dont deceive me at any time in any way any more. I cant do anything about it. I cant stop you from making a fool of yourself with every woman you meet, and having people talk from one end of the country to the other. Why, for a woman to be seen with you is enough to fix her reputation forever. Right now all Broadway knows youre running after Berenice Fleming. Her name will soon be as sweet as those of the others youve had. She might as well give herself to you. If she ever had a decent reputation its gone by now, you can depend upon that.

These remarks irritated Cowperwood greatly  enraged him  particularly her references to Berenice. What were you to do with such a woman? he thought. Her tongue was becoming unbearable; her speech in its persistence and force was that of a termagant. Surely, surely, he had made a great mistake in marrying her. At the same time the control of her was largely in his own hands even yet.

Aileen, he said, coolly, at the end of her speech, you talk too much. You rave. Youre growing vulgar, I believe. Now let me tell you something. And he fixed her with a hard, quieting eye. I have no apologies to make. Think what you please. I know why you say what you do. But here is the point. I want you to get it straight and clear. It may make some difference eventually if youre any kind of a woman at all. I dont care for you any more. If you want to put it another way  Im tired of you. I have been for a long while. Thats why Ive run with other women. If I hadnt been tired of you I wouldnt have done it. Whats more, Im in love with somebody else  Berenice Fleming, and I expect to stay in love. I wish I were free so I could rearrange my life on a different basis and find a little comfort before I die. You dont really care for me any more. You cant. Ill admit I have treated you badly; but if I had really loved you I wouldnt have done it, would I? It isnt my fault that love died in me, is it? It isnt your fault. Im not blaming you. Love isnt a bunch of coals that can be blown by an artificial bellows into a flame at any time. Its out, and thats an end of it. Since I dont love you and cant, why should you want me to stay near you? Why shouldnt you let me go and give me a divorce? Youll be just as happy or unhappy away from me as with me. Why not? I want to be free again. Im miserable here, and have been for a long time. Ill make any arrangement that seems fair and right to you. Ill give you this house  these pictures, though I really dont see what youd want with them. (Cowperwood had no intention of giving up the gallery if he could help it.) Ill settle on you for life any income you desire, or Ill give you a fixed sum outright. I want to be free, and I want you to let me be. Now why wont you be sensible and let me do this?

During this harangue Cowperwood had first sat and then stood. At the statement that his love was really dead  the first time he had ever baldly and squarely announced it  Aileen had paled a little and put her hand to her forehead over her eyes. It was then he had arisen. He was cold, determined, a little revengeful for the moment. She realized now that he meant this  that in his heart was no least feeling for all that had gone before  no sweet memories, no binding thoughts of happy hours, days, weeks, years, that were so glittering and wonderful to her in retrospect. Great Heavens, it was really true! His love was dead; he had said it! But for the nonce she could not believe it; she would not. It really couldnt be true.

Frank, she began, coming toward him, the while he moved away to evade her. Her eyes were wide, her hands trembling, her lips moving in an emotional, wavy, rhythmic way. You really dont mean that, do you? Love isnt wholly dead, is it? All the love you used to feel for me? Oh, Frank, I have raged, I have hated, I have said terrible, ugly things, but it has been because I have been in love with you! All the time I have. You know that. I have felt so bad  O God, how bad I have felt! Frank, you dont know it  but my pillow has been wet many and many a night. I have cried and cried. I have got up and walked the floor. I have drunk whisky  plain, raw whisky  because something hurt me and I wanted to kill the pain. I have gone with other men, one after another  you know that  but, oh! Frank, Frank, you know that I didnt want to, that I didnt mean to! I have always despised the thought of them afterward. It was only because I was lonely and because you wouldnt pay any attention to me or be nice to me. Oh, how I have longed and longed for just one loving hour with you  one night, one day! There are women who could suffer in silence, but I cant. My mind wont let me alone, Frank  my thoughts wont. I cant help thinking how I used to run to you in Philadelphia, when you would meet me on your way home, or when I used to come to you in Ninth Street or on Eleventh. Oh, Frank, I probably did wrong to your first wife. I see it now  how she must have suffered! But I was just a silly girl then, and I didnt know. Dont you remember how I used to come to you in Ninth Street and how I saw you day after day in the penitentiary in Philadelphia? You said then you would love me always and that you would never forget. Cant you love me any more  just a little? Is it really true that your love is dead? Am I so old, so changed? Oh, Frank, please dont say that  please dont  please, please please! I beg of you!

She tried to reach him and put a hand on his arm, but he stepped aside. To him, as he looked at her now, she was the antithesis of anything he could brook, let alone desire artistically or physically. The charm was gone, the spell broken. It was another type, another point of view he required, but, above all and principally, youth, youth  the spirit, for instance, that was in Berenice Fleming. He was sorry  in his way. He felt sympathy, but it was like the tinkling of a far-off sheep-bell  the moaning of a whistling buoy heard over the thrash of night-black waves on a stormy sea.

You dont understand how it is, Aileen, he said. I cant help myself. My love is dead. It is gone. I cant recall it. I cant feel it. I wish I could, but I cant; you must understand that. Some things are possible and some are not.

He looked at her, but with no relenting. Aileen, for her part, saw in his eyes nothing, as she believed, save cold philosophic logic  the man of business, the thinker, the bargainer, the plotter. At the thought of the adamantine character of his soul, which could thus definitely close its gates on her for ever and ever, she became wild, angry, feverish  not quite sane.

Oh, dont say that! she pleaded, foolishly. Please dont. Please dont say that. It might come back a little if  if  you would only believe in it. Dont you see how I feel? Dont you see how it is?

She dropped to her knees and clasped him about the waist. Oh, Frank! Oh, Frank! Oh, Frank! she began to call, crying. I cant stand it! I cant! I cant! I cant! I shall die.

Dont give way like that, Aileen, he pleaded. It doesnt do any good. I cant lie to myself. I dont want to lie to you. Life is too short. Facts are facts. If I could say and believe that I loved you I would say so now, but I cant. I dont love you. Why should I say that I do?

In the content of Aileens nature was a portion that was purely histrionic, a portion that was childish  petted and spoiled  a portion that was sheer unreason, and a portion that was splendid emotion  deep, dark, involved. At this statement of Cowperwoods which seemed to throw her back on herself for ever and ever to be alone, she first pleaded willingness to compromise  to share. She had not fought Stephanie Platow, she had not fought Florence Cochrane, nor Cecily Haguenin, nor Mrs. Hand, nor, indeed, anybody after Rita, and she would fight no more. She had not spied on him in connection with Berenice  she had accidentally met them. True, she had gone with other men, but? Berenice was beautiful, she admitted it, but so was she in her way still  a little, still. Couldnt he find a place for her yet in his life? Wasnt there room for both?

At this expression of humiliation and defeat Cowperwood was sad, sick, almost nauseated. How could one argue? How make her understand?

I wish it were possible, Aileen, he concluded, finally and heavily, but it isnt.

All at once she arose, her eyes red but dry.

You dont love me, then, at all, do you? Not a bit?

No, Aileen, I dont. I dont mean by that that I dislike you. I dont mean to say that you arent interesting in your way as a woman and that I dont sympathize with you. I do. But I dont love you any more. I cant. The thing I used to feel I cant feel any more.

She paused for a moment, uncertain how to take this, the while she whitened, grew more tense, more spiritual than she had been in many a day. Now she felt desperate, angry, sick, but like the scorpion that ringed by fire can turn only on itself. What a hell life was, she told herself. How it slipped away and left one aging, horribly alone! Love was nothing, faith nothing  nothing, nothing!

A fine light of conviction, intensity, intention lit her eye for the moment. Very well, then, she said, coolly, tensely. I know what Ill do. Ill not live this way. Ill not live beyond to-night. I want to die, anyhow, and I will.

It was by no means a cry, this last, but a calm statement. It should prove her love. To Cowperwood it seemed unreal, bravado, a momentary rage intended to frighten him. She turned and walked up the grand staircase, which was near  a splendid piece of marble and bronze fifteen feet wide, with marble nereids for newel-posts, and dancing figures worked into the stone. She went into her room quite calmly and took up a steel paper-cutter of dagger design  a knife with a handle of bronze and a point of great sharpness. Coming out and going along the balcony over the court of orchids, where Cowperwood still was seated, she entered the sunrise room with its pool of water, its birds, its benches, its vines. Locking the door, she sat down and then, suddenly baring an arm, jabbed a vein  ripped it for inches  and sat there to bleed. Now she would see whether she could die, whether he would let her.

Uncertain, astonished, not able to believe that she could be so rash, not believing that her feeling could be so great, Cowperwood still remained where she had left him wondering. He had not been so greatly moved  the tantrums of women were common  and yet  Could she really be contemplating death? How could she? How ridiculous! Life was so strange, so mad. But this was Aileen who had just made this threat, and she had gone up the stairs to carry it out, perhaps. Impossible! How could it be? Yet back of all his doubts there was a kind of sickening feeling, a dread. He recalled how she had assaulted Rita Sohlberg.

He hurried up the steps now and into her room. She was not there. He went quickly along the balcony, looking here and there, until he came to the sunrise room. She must be there, for the door was shut. He tried it  it was locked.

Aileen, he called. Aileen! Are you in there? No answer. He listened. Still no answer. Aileen! he repeated. Are you in there? What damned nonsense is this, anyhow?

George! he thought to himself, stepping back; she might do it, too  perhaps she has. He could not hear anything save the odd chattering of a toucan aroused by the light she had switched on. Perspiration stood out on his brow. He shook the knob, pushed a bell for a servant, called for keys which had been made for every door, called for a chisel and hammer.

Aileen, he said, if you dont open the door this instant I will see that it is opened. It can be opened quick enough.

Still no sound.

Damn it! he exclaimed, becoming wretched, horrified. A servant brought the keys. The right one would not enter. A second was on the other side. There is a bigger hammer somewhere, Cowperwood said. Get it! Get me a chair! Meantime, with terrific energy, using a large chisel, he forced the door.

There on one of the stone benches of the lovely room sat Aileen, the level pool of water before her, the sunrise glow over every thing, tropic birds in their branches, and she, her hair disheveled, her face pale, one arm  her left  hanging down, ripped and bleeding, trickling a thick stream of rich, red blood. On the floor was a pool of blood, fierce, scarlet, like some rich cloth, already turning darker in places.

Cowperwood paused  amazed. He hurried forward, seized her arm, made a bandage of a torn handkerchief above the wound, sent for a surgeon, saying the while: How could you, Aileen? How impossible! To try to take your life! This isnt love. It isnt even madness. Its foolish acting.

Dont you really care? she asked.

How can you ask? How could you really do this?

He was angry, hurt, glad that she was alive, shamed  many things.

Dont you really care? she repeated, wearily.

Aileen, this is nonsense. I will not talk to you about it now. Have you cut yourself anywhere else? he asked, feeling about her bosom and sides.

Then why not let me die? she replied, in the same manner. I will some day. I want to.

Well, you may, some day, he replied, but not to-night. I scarcely think you want to now. This is too much, Aileen  really impossible.

He drew himself up and looked at her  cool, unbelieving, the light of control, even of victory, in his eyes. As he had suspected, it was not truly real. She would not have killed herself. She had expected him to come  to make the old effort. Very good. He would see her safely in bed and in a nurses hands, and would then avoid her as much as possible in the future. If her intention was genuine she would carry it out in his absence, but he did not believe she would.


Chapter LVIII

A Marauder Upon the Commonwealth

The spring and summer months of 1897 and the late fall of 1898 witnessed the final closing battle between Frank Algernon Cowperwood and the forces inimical to him in so far as the city of Chicago, the state of Illinois, and indeed the United States of America, were concerned. When in 1896 a new governor and a new group of state representatives were installed Cowperwood decided that it would be advisable to continue the struggle at once. By the time this new legislature should convene for its labors a year would have passed since Governor Swanson had vetoed the original public-service-commission bill. By that time public sentiment as aroused by the newspapers would have had time to cool. Already through various favorable financial interests  particularly Haeckelheimer, Gotloeb & Co. and all the subsurface forces they represented  he had attempted to influence the incoming governor, and had in part succeeded.

The new governor in this instance  one Corporal A. E. Archer  or ex-Congressman Archer, as he was sometimes called  was, unlike Swanson, a curious mixture of the commonplace and the ideal  one of those shiftily loyal and loyally shifty who make their upward way by devious, if not too reprehensible methods. He was a little man, stocky, brown-haired, brown-eyed, vigorous, witty, with the ordinary politicians estimate of public morality  namely, that there is no such thing. A drummer-boy at fourteen in the War of the Rebellion, a private at sixteen and eighteen, he had subsequently been breveted for conspicuous military service. At this later time he was head of the Grand Army of the Republic, and conspicuous in various stirring eleemosynary efforts on behalf of the old soldiers, their widows and orphans. A fine American, flag-waving, tobacco-chewing, foul-swearing little man was this  and one with noteworthy political ambitions. Other Grand Army men had been conspicuous in the lists for Presidential nominations. Why not he? An excellent orator in a high falsetto way, and popular because of good-fellowship, presence, force, he was by nature materially and commercially minded  therefore without basic appeal to the higher ranks of intelligence. In seeking the nomination for governorship he had made the usual overtures and had in turn been sounded by Haeckelheimer, Gotloeb, and various other corporate interests who were in league with Cowperwood as to his attitude in regard to a proposed public-service commission. At first he had refused to commit himself. Later, finding that the C. W. & I. and the Chicago & Pacific (very powerful railroads both) were interested, and that other candidates were running him a tight chase in the gubernatorial contest, he succumbed in a measure, declaring privately that in case the legislature proved to be strongly in favor of the idea and the newspapers not too crushingly opposed he might be willing to stand as its advocate. Other candidates expressed similar views, but Corporal Archer proved to have the greater following, and was eventually nominated and comfortably elected.

Shortly after the new legislature had convened, it so chanced that a certain A. S. Rotherhite, publisher of the South Chicago Journal, was one day accidentally sitting as a visitor in the seat of a state representative by the name of Clarence Mulligan. While so occupied Rotherhite was familiarly slapped on the back by a certain Senator Ladrigo, of Menard, and was invited to come out into the rotunda, where, posing as Representative Mulligan, he was introduced by Senator Ladrigo to a stranger by the name of Gerard. The latter, with but few preliminary remarks, began as follows:

Mr. Mulligan, I want to fix it with you in regard to this Southack bill which is soon to come up in the house. We have seventy votes, but we want ninety. The fact that the bill has gone to a second reading in the senate shows our strength. I am authorized to come to terms with you this morning if you would like. Your vote is worth two thousand dollars to you the moment the bill is signed.

Mr. Rotherhite, who happened to be a newly recruited member of the Opposition press, proved very canny in this situation.

Excuse me, he stammered, I did not understand your name?

Gerard. G-er-ard. Henry A. Gerard, replied this other.

Thank you. I will think it over, was the response of the presumed Representative Mulligan.

Strange to state, at this very instant the authentic Mulligan actually appeared  heralded aloud by several of his colleagues who happened to be lingering near by in the lobby. Whereupon the anomalous Mr. Gerard and the crafty Senator Ladrigo discreetly withdrew. Needless to say that Mr. Rotherhite hurried at once to the forces of righteousness. The press should spread this little story broadcast. It was a very meaty incident; and it brought the whole matter once more into the fatal, poisonous field of press discussion.

At once the Chicago papers flew to arms. The cry was raised that the same old sinister Cowperwoodian forces were at work. The members of the senate and the house were solemnly warned. The sterling attitude of ex-Governor Swanson was held up as an example to the present Governor Archer. The whole idea, observed an editorial in Truman Leslie MacDonalds Inquirer, smacks of chicane, political subtlety, and political jugglery. Well do the citizens of Chicago and the people of Illinois know who and what particular organization would prove the true beneficiaries. We do not want a public-service commission at the behest of a private street-railway corporation. Are the tentacles of Frank A. Cowperwood to envelop this legislature as they did the last?

This broadside, coming in conjunction with various hostile rumblings in other papers, aroused Cowperwood to emphatic language.

They can all go to the devil, he said to Addison, one day at lunch. I have a right to an extension of my franchises for fifty years, and I am going to get it. Look at New York and Philadelphia. Why, the Eastern houses laugh. They dont understand such a situation. Its all the inside work of this Hand-Schryhart crowd. I know what theyre doing and whos pulling the strings. The newspapers yap-yap every time they give an order. Hyssop waltzes every time Arneel moves. Little MacDonald is a stool-pigeon for Hand. Its got down so low now that its anything to beat Cowperwood. Well, they wont beat me. Ill find a way out. The legislature will pass a bill allowing for a fifty-year franchise, and the governor will sign it. Ill see to that personally. I have at least eighteen thousand stockholders who want a decent run for their money, and I propose to give it to them. Arent other men getting rich? Arent other corporations earning ten and twelve per cent? Why shouldnt I? Is Chicago any the worse? Dont I employ twenty thousand men and pay them well? All this palaver about the rights of the people and the duty to the public  rats! Does Mr. Hand acknowledge any duty to the public where his special interests are concerned? Or Mr. Schryhart? Or Mr. Arneel? The newspapers be damned! I know my rights. An honest legislature will give me a decent franchise to save me from the local political sharks.

By this time, however, the newspapers had become as subtle and powerful as the politicians themselves. Under the great dome of the capitol at Springfield, in the halls and conference chambers of the senate and house, in the hotels, and in the rural districts wherever any least information was to be gathered, were their representatives  to see, to listen, to pry. Out of this contest they were gaining prestige and cash. By them were the reform aldermen persuaded to call mass-meetings in their respective districts. Property-owners were urged to organize; a committee of one hundred prominent citizens led by Hand and Schryhart was formed. It was not long before the halls, chambers, and committee-rooms of the capitol at Springfield and the corridors of the one principal hotel were being tramped over almost daily by rampant delegations of ministers, reform aldermen, and civil committeemen, who arrived speechifying, threatening, and haranguing, and departed, only to make room for another relay.

Say, what do you think of these delegations, Senator? inquired a certain Representative Greenough of Senator George Christian, of Grundy, one morning, the while a group of Chicago clergymen accompanied by the mayor and several distinguished private citizens passed through the rotunda on their way to the committee on railroads, where the house bill was privily being discussed. Dont you think they speak well for our civic pride and moral upbringing? He raised his eyes and crossed his fingers over his waistcoat in the most sanctimonious and reverential attitude.

Yes, dear Pastor, replied the irreverent Christian, without the shadow of a smile. He was a little sallow, wiry man with eyes like a ferret, a small mustache and goatee ornamenting his face. But do not forget that the Lord has called us also to this work.

Even so, acquiesced Greenough. We must not weary in well doing. The harvest is truly plenteous and the laborers are few.

Tut, tut, Pastor. Dont overdo it. You might make me larf, replied Christian; and the twain parted with knowing and yet weary smiles.

Yet how little did the accommodating attitude of these gentlemen avail in silencing the newspapers. The damnable newspapers! They were here, there, and everywhere reporting each least fragment of rumor, conversation, or imaginary programme. Never did the citizens of Chicago receive so keen a drilling in statecraft  its subtleties and ramifications. The president of the senate and the speaker of the house were singled out and warned separately as to their duty. A page a day devoted to legislative proceeding in this quarter was practically the custom of the situation. Cowperwood was here personally on the scene, brazen, defiant, logical, the courage of his convictions in his eyes, the power of his magnetism fairly enslaving men. Throwing off the mask of disinterestedness  if any might be said to have covered him  he now frankly came out in the open and, journeying to Springfield, took quarters at the principal hotel. Like a general in time of battle, he marshaled his forces about him. In the warm, moonlit atmosphere of June nights when the streets of Springfield were quiet, the great plain of Illinois bathed for hundreds of miles from north to south in a sweet effulgence and the rurals slumbering in their simple homes, he sat conferring with his lawyers and legislative agents.

Pity in such a crisis the poor country-jake legislator torn between his desire for a justifiable and expedient gain and his fear lest he should be assailed as a betrayer of the peoples interests. To some of these small-town legislators, who had never seen as much as two thousand dollars in cash in all their days, the problem was soul-racking. Men gathered in private rooms and hotel parlors to discuss it. They stood in their rooms at night and thought about it alone. The sight of big business compelling its desires the while the people went begging was destructive. Many a romantic, illusioned, idealistic young country editor, lawyer, or statesman was here made over into a minor cynic or bribe-taker. Men were robbed of every vestige of faith or even of charity; they came to feel, perforce, that there was nothing outside the capacity for taking and keeping. The surface might appear commonplace  ordinary men of the state of Illinois going here and there  simple farmers and small-town senators and representatives conferring and meditating and wondering what they could do  yet a jungle-like complexity was present, a dark, rank growth of horrific but avid life  life at the full, life knife in hand, life blazing with courage and dripping at the jaws with hunger.

However, because of the terrific uproar the more cautious legislators were by degrees becoming fearful. Friends in their home towns, at the instigation of the papers, were beginning to write them. Political enemies were taking heart. It meant too much of a sacrifice on the part of everybody. In spite of the fact that the bait was apparently within easy reach, many became evasive and disturbed. When a certain Representative Sparks, cocked and primed, with the bill in his pocket, arose upon the floor of the house, asking leave to have it spread upon the minutes, there was an instant explosion. The privilege of the floor was requested by a hundred. Another representative, Disback, being in charge of the opposition to Cowperwood, had made a count of noses and was satisfied in spite of all subtlety on the part of the enemy that he had at least one hundred and two votes, the necessary two-thirds wherewith to crush any measure which might originate on the floor. Nevertheless, his followers, because of caution, voted it to a second and a third reading. All sorts of amendments were made  one for a three-cent fare during the rush-hours, another for a 20 per cent. tax on gross receipts. In amended form the measure was sent to the senate, where the changes were stricken out and the bill once more returned to the house. Here, to Cowperwoods chagrin, signs were made manifest that it could not be passed. It cant be done, Frank, said Judge Dickensheets. Its too grilling a game. Their home papers are after them. They cant live.

Consequently a second measure was devised  more soothing and lulling to the newspapers, but far less satisfactory to Cowperwood. It conferred upon the Chicago City Council, by a trick of revising the old Horse and Dummy Act of 1865, the right to grant a franchise for fifty instead of for twenty years. This meant that Cowperwood would have to return to Chicago and fight out his battle there. It was a severe blow, yet better than nothing. Providing that he could win one more franchise battle within the walls of the city council in Chicago, it would give him all that he desired. But could he? Had he not come here to the legislature especially to evade such a risk? His motives were enduring such a blistering exposure. Yet perhaps, after all, if the price were large enough the Chicago councilmen would have more real courage than these country legislators  would dare more. They would have to.

So, after Heaven knows what desperate whisperings, conferences, arguments, and heartening of members, there was originated a second measure which  after the defeat of the first bill, 104 to 49  was introduced, by way of a very complicated path, through the judiciary committee. It was passed; and Governor Archer, after heavy hours of contemplation and self-examination, signed it. A little man mentally, he failed to estimate an aroused popular fury at its true import to him. At his elbow was Cowperwood in the clear light of day, snapping his fingers in the face of his enemies, showing by the hard, cheerful glint in his eye that he was still master of the situation, giving all assurance that he would yet live to whip the Chicago papers into submission. Besides, in the event of the passage of the bill, Cowperwood had promised to make Archer independently rich  a cash reward of five hundred thousand dollars.


Chapter LIX

Capital and Public Rights

Between the passage on June 5, 1897, of the Mears bill  so christened after the doughty representative who had received a small fortune for introducing it  and its presentation to the Chicago City Council in December of the same year, what broodings, plottings, politickings, and editorializings on the part of all and sundry! In spite of the intense feeling of opposition to Cowperwood there was at the same time in local public life one stratum of commercial and phlegmatic substance that could not view him in an altogether unfavorable light. They were in business themselves. His lines passed their doors and served them. They could not see wherein his street-railway service differed so much from that which others might give. Here was the type of materialist who in Cowperwoods defiance saw a justification of his own material point of view and was not afraid to say so. But as against these there were the preachers  poor wind-blown sticks of unreason who saw only what the current palaver seemed to indicate. Again there were the anarchists, socialists, single-taxers, and public-ownership advocates. There were the very poor who saw in Cowperwoods wealth and in the fabulous stories of his New York home and of his art-collection a heartless exploitation of their needs. At this time the feeling was spreading broadcast in America that great political and economic changes were at hand  that the tyranny of iron masters at the top was to give way to a richer, freer, happier life for the rank and file. A national eight-hour-day law was being advocated, and the public ownership of public franchises. And here now was a great street-railway corporation, serving a population of a million and a half, occupying streets which the people themselves created by their presence, taking toll from all these humble citizens to the amount of sixteen or eighteen millions of dollars in the year and giving in return, so the papers said, poor service, shabby cars, no seats at rush-hours, no universal transfers (as a matter of fact, there were in operation three hundred and sixty-two separate transfer points) and no adequate tax on the immense sums earned. The workingman who read this by gas or lamp light in the kitchen or parlor of his shabby flat or cottage, and who read also in other sections of his paper of the free, reckless, glorious lives of the rich, felt himself to be defrauded of a portion of his rightful inheritance. It was all a question of compelling Frank A. Cowperwood to do his duty by Chicago. He must not again be allowed to bribe the aldermen; he must not be allowed to have a fifty-year franchise, the privilege of granting which he had already bought from the state legislature by the degradation of honest men. He must be made to succumb, to yield to the forces of law and order. It was claimed  and with a justice of which those who made the charge were by no means fully aware  that the Mears bill had been put through the house and senate by the use of cold cash, proffered even to the governor himself. No legal proof of this was obtainable, but Cowperwood was assumed to be a briber on a giant scale. By the newspaper cartoons he was represented as a pirate commander ordering his men to scuttle another vessel  the ship of Public Rights. He was pictured as a thief, a black mask over his eyes, and as a seducer, throttling Chicago, the fair maiden, while he stole her purse. The fame of this battle was by now becoming world-wide. In Montreal, in Cape Town, in Buenos Ayres and Melbourne, in London and Paris, men were reading of this singular struggle. At last, and truly, he was a national and international figure. His original dream, however, modified by circumstances, had literally been fulfilled.

Meanwhile be it admitted that the local elements in finance which had brought about this terrific onslaught on Cowperwood were not a little disturbed as to the eventual character of the child of their own creation. Here at last was a public opinion definitely inimical to Cowperwood; but here also were they themselves, tremendous profit-holders, with a desire for just such favors as Cowperwood himself had exacted, deliberately setting out to kill the goose that could lay the golden egg. Men such as Haeckelheimer, Gotloeb, Fishel, tremendous capitalists in the East and foremost in the directorates of huge transcontinental lines, international banking-houses, and the like, were amazed that the newspapers and the anti-Cowperwood element should have gone so far in Chicago. Had they no respect for capital? Did they not know that long-time franchises were practically the basis of all modern capitalistic prosperity? Such theories as were now being advocated here would spread to other cities unless checked. America might readily become anti-capitalistic  socialistic. Public ownership might appear as a workable theory  and then what?

Those men out there are very foolish, observed Mr. Haeckelheimer at one time to Mr. Fishel, of Fishel, Stone & Symons. I cant see that Mr. Cowperwood is different from any other organizer of his day. He seems to me perfectly sound and able. All his companies pay. There are no better investments than the North and West Chicago railways. It would be advisable, in my judgment, that all the lines out there should be consolidated and be put in his charge. He would make money for the stockholders. He seems to know how to run street-railways.

You know, replied Mr. Fishel, as smug and white as Mr. Haeckelheimer, and in thorough sympathy with his point of view, I have been thinking of something like that myself. All this quarreling should be hushed up. Its very bad for business  very. Once they get that public-ownership nonsense started, it will be hard to stop. There has been too much of it already.

Mr. Fishel was stout and round like Mr. Haeckelheimer, but much smaller. He was little more than a walking mathematical formula. In his cranium were financial theorems and syllogisms of the second, third, and fourth power only.

And now behold a new trend of affairs. Mr. Timothy Arneel, attacked by pneumonia, dies and leaves his holdings in Chicago City to his eldest son, Edward Arneel. Mr. Fishel and Mr. Haeckelheimer, through agents and then direct, approach Mr. Merrill in behalf of Cowperwood. There is much talk of profits  how much more profitable has been the Cowperwood regime over street-railway lines than that of Mr. Schryhart. Mr. Fishel is interested in allaying socialistic excitement. So, by this time, is Mr. Merrill. Directly hereafter Mr. Haeckelheimer approaches Mr. Edward Arneel, who is not nearly so forceful as his father, though he would like to be so. He, strange to relate, has come rather to admire Cowperwood and sees no advantage in a policy that can only tend to municipalize local lines. Mr. Merrill, for Mr. Fishel, approaches Mr. Hand. Never! never! never! says Hand. Mr. Haeckelheimer approaches Mr. Hand. Never! never! never! To the devil with Mr. Cowperwood! But as a final emissary for Mr. Haeckelheimer and Mr. Fishel there now appears Mr. Morgan Frankhauser, the partner of Mr. Hand in a seven-million-dollar traction scheme in Minneapolis and St. Paul. Why will Mr. Hand be so persistent? Why pursue a scheme of revenge which only stirs up the masses and makes municipal ownership a valid political idea, thus disturbing capital elsewhere? Why not trade his Chicago holdings to him, Frankhauser, for Pittsburg traction stock  share and share alike  and then fight Cowperwood all he pleases on the outside?

Mr. Hand, puzzled, astounded, scratching his round head, slaps a heavy hand on his desk. Never! he exclaims. Never, by God  as long as I am alive and in Chicago! And then he yields. Life does shifty things, he is forced to reflect in a most puzzled way. Never would he have believed it! Schryhart, he declared to Frankhauser, will never come in. He will die first. Poor old Timothy  if he were alive  he wouldnt either.

Leave Mr. Schryhart out of it, for Heavens sake, pleaded Mr. Frankhauser, a genial American German. Havent I troubles enough?

Mr. Schryhart is enraged. Never! never! never! He will sell out first  but he is in a minority, and Mr. Frankhauser, for Mr. Fishel or Mr. Haeckelheimer, will gladly take his holdings.

Now behold in the autumn of 1897 all rival Chicago street-railway lines brought to Mr. Cowperwood on a platter, as it were  a golden platter.

Ve haff it fixed, confidentially declared Mr. Gotloeb to Mr. Cowperwood, over an excellent dinner in the sacred precincts of the Metropolitan Club in New York. Time, 8.30 P.M. Wine  sparkling burgundy. A telegram come shusst to-day from Frankhauser. A nice man dot. You shouldt meet him sometime. Hant  he sells out his stock to Frankhauser. Merrill unt Edward Arneel vork vit us. Ve hantle efferyting for dem. Mr. Fishel vill haff his friends pick up all de local shares he can, unt mit dees tree ve control de board. Schryhart iss out. He sess he vill resign. Very goot. I dont subbose dot vill make you veep any. It all hintges now on vether you can get dot fifty-year-franchise ordinance troo de city council or not. Haeckelheimer sess he prefers you to all utters to run tings. He vill leef everytink positifely in your hands. Frankhauser sess de same. Vot Haeckelheimer sess he doess. Now dere you are. Its up to you. I vish you much choy. It is no small chop you haff, beating de newspapers, unt you still haff Hant unt Schryhart against you. Mr. Haeckelheimer askt me to pay his complimends to you unt to say vill you dine vit him next veek, or may he dine vit you  vicheffer iss most conveniend. So.

In the mayors chair of Chicago at this time sat a man named Walden H. Lucas. Aged thirty-eight, he was politically ambitious. He had the elements of popularity  the knack or luck of fixing public attention. A fine, upstanding, healthy young buck he was, subtle, vigorous, a cool, direct, practical thinker and speaker, an eager enigmatic dreamer of great political honors to come, anxious to play his cards just right, to make friends, to be the pride of the righteous, and yet the not too uncompromising foe of the wicked. In short, a youthful, hopeful Western Machiavelli, and one who could, if he chose, serve the cause of the anti-Cowperwood struggle exceedingly well indeed.

Cowperwood, disturbed, visits the mayor in his office.

Mr. Lucas, what is it you personally want? What can I do for you? Is it future political preferment you are after?

Mr. Cowperwood, there isnt anything you can do for me. You do not understand me, and I do not understand you. You cannot understand me because I am an honest man.

Ye gods! replied Cowperwood. This is certainly a case of self-esteem and great knowledge. Good afternoon.

Shortly thereafter the mayor was approached by one Mr. Carker, who was the shrewd, cold, and yet magnetic leader of Democracy in the state of New York. Said Carker:

You see, Mr. Lucas, the great money houses of the East are interested in this local contest here in Chicago. For example, Haeckelheimer, Gotloeb & Co. would like to see a consolidation of all the lines on a basis that will make them an attractive investment for buyers generally and will at the same time be fair and right to the city. A twenty-year contract is much too short a term in their eyes. Fifty is the least they could comfortably contemplate, and they would prefer a hundred. It is little enough for so great an outlay. The policy now being pursued here can lead only to the public ownership of public utilities, and that is something which the national Democratic party at large can certainly not afford to advocate at present. It would antagonize the money element from coast to coast. Any man whose political record was definitely identified with such a movement would have no possible chance at even a state nomination, let alone a national one. He could never be elected. I make myself clear, do I not?

You do.

A man can just as easily be taken from the mayors office in Chicago as from the governors office at Springfield, pursued Mr. Carker. Mr. Haeckelheimer and Mr. Fishel have personally asked me to call on you. If you want to be mayor of Chicago again for two years or governor next year, until the time for picking a candidate for the Presidency arrives, suit yourself. In the mean time you will be unwise, in my judgment, to saddle yourself with this public-ownership idea. The newspapers in fighting Mr. Cowperwood have raised an issue which never should have been raised.

After Mr. Carkers departure, arrived Mr. Edward Arneel, of local renown, and then Mr. Jacob Bethal, the Democratic leader in San Francisco, both offering suggestions which if followed might result in mutual support. There were in addition delegations of powerful Republicans from Minneapolis and from Philadelphia. Even the president of the Lake City Bank and the president of the Prairie National  once anti-Cowperwood  arrived to say what had already been said. So it went. Mr. Lucas was greatly nonplussed. A political career was surely a difficult thing to effect. Would it pay to harry Mr. Cowperwood as he had set out to do? Would a steadfast policy advocating the cause of the people get him anywhere? Would they be grateful? Would they remember? Suppose the current policy of the newspapers should be modified, as Mr. Carker had suggested that it might be. What a mess and tangle politics really were!

Well, Bessie, he inquired of his handsome, healthy, semi-blonde wife, one evening, what would you do if you were I?

She was gray-eyed, gay, practical, vain, substantially connected in so far as family went, and proud of her husbands position and future. He had formed the habit of talking over his various difficulties with her.

Well, Ill tell you, Wally, she replied. Youve got to stick to something. It looks to me as though the winning side was with the people this time. I dont see how the newspapers can change now after all theyve done. You dont have to advocate public ownership or anything unfair to the money element, but just the same Id stick to my point that the fifty-year franchise is too much. You ought to make them pay the city something and get their franchise without bribery. They cant do less than that. Id stick to the course youve begun on. You cant get along without the people, Wally. You just must have them. If you lose their good will the politicians cant help you much, nor anybody else.

Plainly there were times when the people had to be considered. They just had to be!


Chapter LX

The Net

The storm which burst in connection with Cowperwoods machinations at Springfield early in 1897, and continued without abating until the following fall, attracted such general attention that it was largely reported in the Eastern papers. F. A. Cowperwood versus the state of Illinois  thus one New York daily phrased the situation. The magnetizing power of fame is great. Who can resist utterly the luster that surrounds the individualities of some men, causing them to glow with a separate and special effulgence? Even in the case of Berenice this was not without its value. In a Chicago paper which she found lying one day on a desk which Cowperwood had occupied was an extended editorial which interested her greatly. After reciting his various misdeeds, particularly in connection with the present state legislature, it went on to say: He has an innate, chronic, unconquerable contempt for the rank and file. Men are but slaves and thralls to draw for him the chariot of his greatness. Never in all his history has he seen fit to go to the people direct for anything. In Philadelphia, when he wanted public-franchise control, he sought privily and by chicane to arrange his affairs with a venal city treasurer. In Chicago he has uniformly sought to buy and convert to his own use the splendid privileges of the city, which should really redound to the benefit of all. Frank Algernon Cowperwood does not believe in the people; he does not trust them. To him they constitute no more than a field upon which corn is to be sown, and from which it is to be reaped. They present but a mass of bent backs, their knees and faces in the mire, over which as over a floor he strides to superiority. His private and inmost faith is in himself alone. Upon the majority he shuts the gates of his glory in order that the sight of their misery and their needs may not disturb nor alloy his selfish bliss. Frank Algernon Cowperwood does not believe in the people.

This editorial battle-cry, flung aloft during the latter days of the contest at Springfield and taken up by the Chicago papers generally and by those elsewhere, interested Berenice greatly. As she thought of him  waging his terrific contests, hurrying to and fro between New York and Chicago, building his splendid mansion, collecting his pictures, quarreling with Aileen  he came by degrees to take on the outlines of a superman, a half-god or demi-gorgon. How could the ordinary rules of life or the accustomed paths of men be expected to control him? They could not and did not. And here he was pursuing her, seeking her out with his eyes, grateful for a smile, waiting as much as he dared on her every wish and whim.

Say what one will, the wish buried deep in every womans heart is that her lover should be a hero. Some, out of the veriest stick or stone, fashion the idol before which they kneel, others demand the hard reality of greatness; but in either case the illusion of paragon-worship is maintained.

Berenice, by no means ready to look upon Cowperwood as an accepted lover, was nevertheless gratified that his erring devotion was the tribute of one able apparently to command thought from the whole world. Moreover, because the New York papers had taken fire from his great struggle in the Middle West and were charging him with bribery, perjury, and intent to thwart the will of the people, Cowperwood now came forward with an attempt to explain his exact position to Berenice and to justify himself in her eyes. During visits to the Carter house or in entractes at the opera or the theater, he recounted to her bit by bit his entire history. He described the characters of Hand, Schryhart, Arneel, and the motives of jealousy and revenge which had led to their attack upon him in Chicago. No human being could get anything through the Chicago City Council without paying for it, he declared. Its simply a question of whos putting up the money. He told how Truman Leslie MacDonald had once tried to shake him down for fifty thousand dollars, and how the newspapers had since found it possible to make money, to increase their circulation, by attacking him. He frankly admitted the fact of his social ostracism, attributing it partially to Aileens deficiencies and partially to his own attitude of Promethean defiance, which had never yet brooked defeat.

And I will defeat them now, he said, solemnly, to Berenice one day over a luncheon-table at the Plaza when the room was nearly empty. His gray eyes were a study in colossal enigmatic spirit. The governor hasnt signed my fifty-year franchise bill (this was before the closing events at Springfield), but he will sign it. Then I have one more fight ahead of me. Im going to combine all the traffic lines out there under one general system. I am the logical person to provide it. Later on, if public ownership ever arrives, the city can buy it.

And then asked Berenice sweetly, flattered by his confidences.

Oh, I dont know. I suppose Ill live abroad. You dont seem to be very much interested in me. Ill finish my picture collection

But supposing you should lose?

I dont contemplate losing, he remarked, coolly. Whatever happens, Ill have enough to live on. Im a little tired of contest.

He smiled, but Berenice saw that the thought of defeat was a gray one. With victory was his heart, and only there. Owing to the national publicity being given to Cowperwoods affairs at this time the effect upon Berenice of these conversations with him was considerable. At the same time another and somewhat sinister influence was working in his favor. By slow degrees she and her mother were coming to learn that the ultra-conservatives of society were no longer willing to accept them. Berenice had become at last too individual a figure to be overlooked. At an important luncheon given by the Harris Haggertys, some five months after the Beales Chadsey affair, she had been pointed out to Mrs. Haggerty by a visiting guest from Cincinnati as some one with whom rumor was concerning itself. Mrs. Haggerty wrote to friends in Louisville for information, and received it. Shortly after, at the coming-out party of a certain Geraldine Borga, Berenice, who had been her sisters schoolmate, was curiously omitted. She took sharp note of that. Subsequently the Haggertys failed to include her, as they had always done before, in their generous summer invitations. This was true also of the Lanman Zeiglers and the Lucas Demmigs. No direct affront was offered; she was simply no longer invited. Also one morning she read in the Tribune that Mrs. Corscaden Batjer had sailed for Italy. No word of this had been sent to Berenice. Yet Mrs. Batjer was supposedly one of her best friends. A hint to some is of more avail than an open statement to others. Berenice knew quite well in which direction the tide was setting.

True, there were a number  the ultra-smart of the smart world  who protested. Mrs. Patrick Gilbennin, for instance: No! You dont tell me? What a shame! Well, I like Bevy and shall always like her. Shes clever, and she can come here just as long as she chooses. It isnt her fault. Shes a lady at heart and always will be. Life is so cruel. Mrs. Augustus Tabreez: Is that really true? I cant believe it. Just the same, shes too charming to be dropped. I for one propose to ignore these rumors just as long as I dare. She can come here if she cant go anywhere else. Mrs. Pennington Drury: That of Bevy Fleming! Who says so? I dont believe it. I like her anyhow. The idea of the Haggertys cutting her  dull fools! Well, she can be my guest, the dear thing, as long as she pleases. As though her mothers career really affected her!

Nevertheless, in the world of the dull rich  those who hold their own by might of possession, conformity, owl-eyed sobriety, and ignorance  Bevy Fleming had become persona non grata. How did she take all this? With that air of superior consciousness which knows that no shift of outer material ill-fortune can detract one jot from an inward mental superiority. The truly individual know themselves from the beginning and rarely, if ever, doubt. Life may play fast and loose about them, running like a racing, destructive tide in and out, but they themselves are like a rock, still, serene, unmoved. Bevy Fleming felt herself to be so immensely superior to anything of which she was a part that she could afford to hold her head high even now Just the same, in order to remedy the situation she now looked about her with an eye single to a possible satisfactory marriage. Braxmar had gone for good. He was somewhere in the East  in China, she heard  his infatuation for her apparently dead. Kilmer Duelma was gone also  snapped up  an acquisition on the part of one of those families who did not now receive her. However, in the drawing-rooms where she still appeared  and what were they but marriage markets?  one or two affairs did spring up  tentative approachments on the part of scions of wealth. They were destined to prove abortive. One of these youths, Pedro Ricer Marcado, a Brazilian, educated at Oxford, promised much for sincerity and feeling until he learned that Berenice was poor in her own right  and what else? Some one had whispered something in his ear. Again there was a certain William Drake Bowdoin, the son of a famous old family, who lived on the north side of Washington Square. After a ball, a morning musicale, and one other affair at which they met Bowdoin took Berenice to see his mother and sister, who were charmed. Oh, you serene divinity! he said to her, ecstatically, one day. Wont you marry me? Bevy looked at him and wondered. Let us wait just a little longer, my dear, she counseled. I want you to be sure that you really love me. Shortly thereafter, meeting an old classmate at a club, Bowdoin was greeted as follows:

Look here, Bowdoin. Youre a friend of mine. I see you with that Miss Fleming. Now, I dont know how far things have gone, and I dont want to intrude, but are you sure you are aware of all the aspects of the case?

What do you mean? demanded Bowdoin. I want you to speak out.

Oh, pardon, old man. No offense, really. You know me. I couldnt. College  and all that. Just this, though, before you go any further. Inquire about. You may hear things. If theyre true you ought to know. If not, the talking ought to stop. If Im wrong call on me for amends. I hear talk, I tell you. Best intentions in the world, old man. I do assure you.

More inquiries. The tongues of jealousy and envy. Mr. Bowdoin was sure to inherit three million dollars. Then a very necessary trip to somewhere, and Berenice stared at herself in the glass. What was it? What were people saying, if anything? This was strange. Well, she was young and beautiful. There were others. Still, she might have come to love Bowdoin. He was so airy, artistic in an unconscious way. Really, she had thought better of him.

The effect of all this was not wholly depressing. Enigmatic, disdainful, with a touch of melancholy and a world of gaiety and courage, Berenice heard at times behind joy the hollow echo of unreality. Here was a ticklish business, this living. For want of light and air the finest flowers might die. Her mothers error was not so inexplicable now. By it had she not, after all, preserved herself and her family to a certain phase of social superiority? Beauty was of such substance as dreams are made of, and as fleeting. Not ones self alone  ones inmost worth, the splendor of ones dreams  but other things  name, wealth, the presence or absence of rumor, and of accident  were important. Berenices lip curled. But life could be lived. One could lie to the world. Youth is optimistic, and Berenice, in spite of her splendid mind, was so young. She saw life as a game, a good chance, that could be played in many ways. Cowperwoods theory of things began to appeal to her. One must create ones own career, carve it out, or remain horribly dull or bored, dragged along at the chariot wheels of others. If society was so finicky, if men were so dull  well, there was one thing she could do. She must have life, life  and money would help some to that end.

Besides, Cowperwood by degrees was becoming attractive to her; he really was. He was so much better than most of the others, so very powerful. She was preternaturally gay, as one who says, Victory shall be mine anyhow.


Chapter LXI

The Cataclysm

And now at last Chicago is really facing the thing which it has most feared. A giant monopoly is really reaching out to enfold it with an octopus-like grip. And Cowperwood is its eyes, its tentacles, its force! Embedded in the giant strength and good will of Haeckelheimer, Gotloeb & Co., he is like a monument based on a rock of great strength. A fifty-year franchise, to be delivered to him by a majority of forty-eight out of a total of sixty-eight aldermen (in case the ordinance has to be passed over the mayors veto), is all that now stands between him and the realization of his dreams. What a triumph for his iron policy of courage in the face of all obstacles! What a tribute to his ability not to flinch in the face of storm and stress! Other men might have abandoned the game long before, but not he. What a splendid windfall of chance that the money element should of its own accord take fright at the Chicago idea of the municipalization of public privilege and should hand him this giant South Side system as a reward for his stern opposition to fol-de-rol theories.

Through the influence of these powerful advocates he was invited to speak before various local commercial bodies  the Board of Real Estate Dealers, the Property Owners Association, the Merchants League, the Bankers Union, and so forth, where he had an opportunity to present his case and justify his cause. But the effect of his suave speechifyings in these quarters was largely neutralized by newspaper denunciation. Can any good come out of Nazareth? was the regular inquiry. That section of the press formerly beholden to Hand and Schryhart stood out as bitterly as ever; and most of the other newspapers, being under no obligation to Eastern capital, felt it the part of wisdom to support the rank and file. The most searching and elaborate mathematical examinations were conducted with a view to showing the fabulous profits of the streetcar trust in future years. The fine hand of Eastern banking-houses was detected and their sinister motives noised abroad. Millions for everybody in the trust, but not one cent for Chicago, was the Inquirers way of putting it. Certain altruists of the community were by now so aroused that in the destruction of Cowperwood they saw their duty to God, to humanity, and to democracy straight and clear. The heavens had once more opened, and they saw a great light. On the other hand the politicians  those in office outside the mayor  constituted a petty band of guerrillas or free-booters who, like hungry swine shut in a pen, were ready to fall upon any and all propositions brought to their attention with but one end in view: that they might eat, and eat heartily. In times of great opportunity and contest for privilege life always sinks to its lowest depths of materialism and rises at the same time to its highest reaches of the ideal. When the waves of the sea are most towering its hollows are most awesome.

Finally the summer passed, the council assembled, and with the first breath of autumn chill the very air of the city was touched by a premonition of contest. Cowperwood, disappointed by the outcome of his various ingratiatory efforts, decided to fall back on his old reliable method of bribery. He fixed on his price  twenty thousand dollars for each favorable vote, to begin with. Later, if necessary, he would raise it to twenty-five thousand, or even thirty thousand, making the total cost in the neighborhood of a million and a half. Yet it was a small price indeed when the ultimate return was considered. He planned to have his ordinance introduced by an alderman named Ballenberg, a trusted lieutenant, and handed thereafter to the clerk, who would read it, whereupon another henchman would rise to move that it be referred to the joint committee on streets and alleys, consisting of thirty-four members drawn from all the standing committees. By this committee it would be considered for one week in the general council-chamber, where public hearings would be held. By keeping up a bold front Cowperwood thought the necessary iron could be put into his followers to enable them to go through with the scorching ordeal which was sure to follow. Already aldermen were being besieged at their homes and in the precincts of the ward clubs and meeting-places. Their mail was being packed with importuning or threatening letters. Their very children were being derided, their neighbors urged to chastise them. Ministers wrote them in appealing or denunciatory vein. They were spied upon and abused daily in the public prints. The mayor, shrewd son of battle that he was, realizing that he had a whip of terror in his hands, excited by the long contest waged, and by the smell of battle, was not backward in urging the most drastic remedies.

Wait till the thing comes up, he said to his friends, in a great central music-hall conference in which thousands participated, and when the matter of ways and means to defeat the venal aldermen was being discussed. We have Mr. Cowperwood in a corner, I think. He cannot do anything for two weeks, once his ordinance is in, and by that time we shall be able to organize a vigilance committee, ward meetings, marching clubs, and the like. We ought to organize a great central mass-meeting for the Sunday night before the Monday when the bill comes up for final hearing. We want overflow meetings in every ward at the same time. I tell you, gentlemen, that, while I believe there are enough honest voters in the city council to prevent the Cowperwood crowd from passing this bill over my veto, yet I dont think the matter ought to be allowed to go that far. You never can tell what these rascals will do once they see an actual cash bid of twenty or thirty thousand dollars before them. Most of them, even if they were lucky, would never make the half of that in a lifetime. They dont expect to be returned to the Chicago City Council. Once is enough. There are too many others behind them waiting to get their noses in the trough. Go into your respective wards and districts and organize meetings. Call your particular alderman before you. Dont let him evade you or quibble or stand on his rights as a private citizen or a public officer. Threaten  dont cajole. Soft or kind words wont go with that type of man. Threaten, and when you have managed to extract a promise be on hand with ropes to see that he keeps his word. I dont like to advise arbitrary methods, but what else is to be done? The enemy is armed and ready for action right now. Theyre just waiting for a peaceful moment. Dont let them find it. Be ready. Fight. Im your mayor, and ready to do all I can, but I stand alone with a mere pitiful veto right. You help me and Ill help you. You fight for me and Ill fight for you.

Witness hereafter the discomfiting situation of Mr. Simon Pinski at 9 P.M. on the second evening following the introduction of the ordinance, in the ward house of the Fourteenth Ward Democratic Club. Rotund, flaccid, red-faced, his costume a long black frock-coat and silk hat, Mr. Pinski was being heckled by his neighbors and business associates. He had been called here by threats to answer for his prospective high crimes and misdemeanors. By now it was pretty well understood that nearly all the present aldermen were criminal and venal, and in consequence party enmities were practically wiped out. There were no longer for the time being Democrats and Republicans, but only pro or anti Cowperwoods  principally anti. Mr. Pinski, unfortunately, had been singled out by the Transcript, the Inquirer, and the Chronicle as one of those open to advance questioning by his constituents. Of mixed Jewish and American extraction, he had been born and raised in the Fourteenth and spoke with a decidedly American accent. He was neither small nor large  sandy-haired, shifty-eyed, cunning, and on most occasions amiable. Just now he was decidedly nervous, wrathy, and perplexed, for he had been brought here against his will. His slightly oleaginous eye  not unlike that of a small pig  had been fixed definitely and finally on the munificent sum of thirty thousand dollars, no less, and this local agitation threatened to deprive him of his almost unalienable right to the same. His ordeal took place in a large, low-ceiled room illuminated by five very plain, thin, two-armed gas-jets suspended from the ceiling and adorned by posters of prizefights, raffles, games, and the Simon Pinski Pleasure Association plastered here and there freely against dirty, long-unwhitewashed walls. He stood on the low raised platform at the back of the room, surrounded by a score or more of his ward henchmen, all more or less reliable, all black-frocked, or at least in their Sunday clothes; all scowling, nervous, defensive, red-faced, and fearing trouble. Mr. Pinski has come armed. This talk of the mayors concerning guns, ropes, drums, marching clubs, and the like has been given very wide publicity, and the public seems rather eager for a Chicago holiday in which the slaughter of an alderman or so might furnish the leading and most acceptable feature.

Hey, Pinski! yells some one out of a small sea of new and decidedly unfriendly faces. (This is no meeting of Pinski followers, but a conglomerate outpouring of all those elements of a distrait populace bent on enforcing for once the principles of aldermanic decency. There are even women here  local church-members, and one or two advanced civic reformers and W. C. T. U. bar-room smashers. Mr. Pinski has been summoned to their presence by the threat that if he didnt come the noble company would seek him out later at his own house.)

Hey, Pinski! You old boodler! How much do you expect to get out of this traction business? (This from a voice somewhere in the rear.)

Mr. Pinski (turning to one side as if pinched in the neck). The man that says I am a boodler is a liar! I never took a dishonest dollar in my life, and everybody in the Fourteenth Ward knows it.

The Five Hundred People Assembled. Ha! ha! ha! Pinski never took a dollar! Ho! ho! ho! Whoop-ee!

Mr. Pinski (very red-faced, rising). It is so. Why should I talk to a lot of loafers that come here because the papers tell them to call me names? I have been an alderman for six years now. Everybody knows me.

A Voice. You call us loafers. You crook!

Another Voice (referring to his statement of being known). You bet they do!

Another Voice (this from a small, bony plumber in workclothes). Hey, you old grafter! Which way do you expect to vote? For or against this franchise? Which way?

Still Another Voice (an insurance clerk). Yes, which way?

Mr. Pinski (rising once more, for in his nervousness he is constantly rising or starting to rise, and then sitting down again). I have a right to my own mind, aint I? I got a right to think. What for am I an alderman, then? The constitution...

An Anti-Pinski Republican (a young law clerk). To hell with the constitution! No fine words now, Pinski. Which way do you expect to vote? For or against? Yes or no?

A Voice (that of a bricklayer, anti-Pinski). He daresnt say. Hes got some of that bastards money in his jeans now, Ill bet.

A Voice from Behind (one of Pinskis henchmen  a heavy, pugilistic Irishman). Dont let them frighten you, Sim. Stand your ground. They cant hurt you. Were here.

Pinski (getting up once more). This is an outrage, I say. Aint I gon to be allowed to say what I think? There are two sides to every question. Now, I think whatever the newspapers say that Cowperwood

A Journeyman Carpenter (a reader of the Inquirer). Youre bribed, you thief! Youre beating about the bush. You want to sell out.

The Bony Plumber. Yes, you crook! You want to get away with thirty thousand dollars, thats what you want, you boodler!

Mr. Pinski (defiantly, egged on by voices from behind). I want to be fair  thats what. I want to keep my own mind. The constitution gives everybody the right of free speech  even me. I insist that the street-car companies have some rights; at the same time the people have rights too.

A Voice. What are those rights?

Another Voice. He dont know. He wouldnt know the peoples rights from a sawmill.

Another Voice. Or a load of hay.

Pinski (continuing very defiantly now, since he has not yet been slain). I say the people have their rights. The companies ought to be made to pay a fair tax. But this twenty-year-franchise idea is too little, I think. The Mears bill now gives them fifty years, and I think all told

The Five Hundred (in chorus). Ho, you robber! You thief! You boodler! Hang him! Ho! ho! ho! Get a rope!

Pinski (retreating within a defensive circle as various citizens approach him, their eyes blazing, their teeth showing, their fists clenched). My friends, wait! Aint I goin to be allowed to finish?

A Voice. Well finish you, you stiff!

A Citizen (advancing; a bearded Pole). How will you vote, hey? Tell us that! How? Hey?

A Second Citizen (a Jew). Youre a no-good, you robber. I know you for ten years now already. You cheated me when you were in the grocery business.

A Third Citizen (a Swede. In a sing-song voice). Answer me this, Mr. Pinski. If a majority of the citizens of the Fourteenth Ward dont want you to vote for it, will you still vote for it?

Pinski (hesitating).

The Five Hundred. Ho! look at the scoundrel! Hes afraid to say. He dont know whether hell do what the people of this ward want him to do. Kill him! Brain him!

A Voice from Behind. Aw, stand up, Pinski. Dont be afraid. Pinski (terrorized as the five hundred make a rush for the stage). If the people dont want me to do it, of course I wont do it. Why should I? Aint I their representative?

A Voice. Yes, when you think youre going to get the wadding kicked out of you.

Another Voice. You wouldnt be honest with your mother, you bastard. You couldnt be!

Pinski. If one-half the voters should ask me not to do it I wouldnt do it.

A Voice. Well, well get the voters to ask you, all right. Well get nine-tenths of them to sign before to-morrow night.

An Irish-American (aged twenty-six; a gas collector; coming close to Pinski). If you dont vote right well hang you, and Ill be there to help pull the rope myself.

One of Pinskis Lieutenants. Say, who is that freshie? We want to lay for him. One good kick in the right place will just about finish him.

The Gas Collector. Not from you, you carrot-faced terrier. Come outside and see. (Business of friends interfering).

The meeting becomes disorderly. Pinski is escorted out by friends  completely surrounded  amid shrieks and hisses, cat-calls, cries of Boodler! Thief! Robber!

There were many such little dramatic incidents after the ordinance had been introduced.

Henceforth on the streets, in the wards and outlying sections, and even, on occasion, in the business heart, behold the marching clubs  those sinister, ephemeral organizations which on demand of the mayor had cropped out into existence  great companies of the unheralded, the dull, the undistinguished  clerks, working-men, small business men, and minor scions of religion or morality; all tramping to and fro of an evening, after working-hours, assembling in cheap halls and party club-houses, and drilling themselves to what end? That they might march to the city hall on the fateful Monday night when the street-railway ordinances should be up for passage and demand of unregenerate lawmakers that they do their duty. Cowperwood, coming down to his office one morning on his own elevated lines, was the observer of a button or badge worn upon the coat lapel of stolid, inconsequential citizens who sat reading their papers, unconscious of that presence which epitomized the terror and the power they all feared. One of these badges had for its device a gallows with a free noose suspended; another was blazoned with the query: Are we going to be robbed? On sign-boards, fences, and dead walls huge posters, four by six feet in dimension, were displayed.

WALDEN H. LUCAS

against the

BOODLERS

===========================

Every citizen of Chicago should

come down to the City Hall

TO-NIGHT

MONDAY, DEC. 12

===========================

and every Monday night

thereafter while the Street-car

Franchises are under consideration,

and see that the interests

of the city are protected against

BOODLEISM

=========

Citizens, Arouse and Defeat the Boodlers!

In the papers were flaring head-lines; in the clubs, halls, and churches fiery speeches could nightly be heard. Men were drunk now with a kind of fury of contest. They would not succumb to this Titan who was bent on undoing them. They would not be devoured by this gorgon of the East. He should be made to pay an honest return to the city or get out. No fifty-year franchise should be granted him. The Mears law must be repealed, and he must come into the city council humble and with clean hands. No alderman who received as much as a dollar for his vote should in this instance be safe with his life.

Needless to say that in the face of such a campaign of intimidation only great courage could win. The aldermen were only human. In the council committee-chamber Cowperwood went freely among them, explaining as he best could the justice of his course and making it plain that, although willing to buy his rights, he looked on them as no more than his due. The rule of the council was barter, and he accepted it. His unshaken and unconquerable defiance heartened his followers greatly, and the thought of thirty thousand dollars was as a buttress against many terrors. At the same time many an alderman speculated solemnly as to what he would do afterward and where he would go once he had sold out.

At last the Monday night arrived which was to bring the final test of strength. Picture the large, ponderous structure of black granite  erected at the expense of millions and suggesting somewhat the somnolent architecture of ancient Egypt  which served as the city hall and county court-house combined. On this evening the four streets surrounding it were packed with thousands of people. To this throng Cowperwood has become an astounding figure: his wealth fabulous, his heart iron, his intentions sinister  the acme of cruel, plotting deviltry. Only this day, the Chronicle, calculating well the hour and the occasion, has completely covered one of its pages with an intimate, though exaggerated, description of Cowperwoods house in New York: his court of orchids, his sunrise room, the baths of pink and blue alabaster, the finishings of marble and intaglio. Here Cowperwood was represented as seated in a swinging divan, his various books, art treasures, and comforts piled about him. The idea was vaguely suggested that in his sybaritic hours odalesques danced before him and unnamable indulgences and excesses were perpetrated.

At this same hour in the council-chamber itself were assembling as hungry and bold a company of gray wolves as was ever gathered under one roof. The room was large, ornamented to the south by tall windows, its ceiling supporting a heavy, intricate chandelier, its sixty-six aldermanic desks arranged in half-circles, one behind the other; its woodwork of black oak carved and highly polished; its walls a dark blue-gray decorated with arabesques in gold  thus giving to all proceedings an air of dignity and stateliness. Above the speakers head was an immense portrait in oil of a former mayor  poorly done, dusty, and yet impressive. The size and character of the place gave on ordinary occasions a sort of resonance to the voices of the speakers. To-night through the closed windows could be heard the sound of distant drums and marching feet. In the hall outside the council door were packed at least a thousand men with ropes, sticks, a fife-and-drum corps which occasionally struck up Hail! Columbia, Happy Land, My Country, Tis of Thee, and Dixie. Alderman Schlumbohm, heckled to within an inch of his life, followed to the council door by three hundred of his fellow-citizens, was there left with the admonition that they would be waiting for him when he should make his exit. He was at last seriously impressed.

What is this? he asked of his neighbor and nearest associate, Alderman Gavegan, when he gained the safety of his seat. A free country?

Search me! replied his compatriot, wearily. I never seen such a band as I have to deal with out in the Twentieth. Why, my God! a man cant call his name his own any more out here. Its got so now the newspapers tell everybody what to do.

Alderman Pinski and Alderman Hoherkorn, conferring together in one corner, were both very dour. Ill tell you what, Joe, said Pinski to his confrere; its this fellow Lucas that has got the people so stirred up. I didnt go home last night because I didnt want those fellows to follow me down there. Me and my wife stayed down-town. But one of the boys was over here at Jakes a little while ago, and he says there must a been five hundred people around my house at six oclock, already. Whad ye think o that?

Same here. I dont take much stock in this lynching idea. Still, you cant tell. I dont know whether the police could help us much or not. Its a damned outrage. Cowperwood has a fair proposition. Whats the matter with them, anyhow?

Renewed sounds of Marching Through Georgia from without.

Enter at this time Aldermen Ziner, Knudson, Revere, Rogers, Tiernan, and Kerrigan. Of all the aldermen perhaps Messrs. Tiernan and Kerrigan were as cool as any. Still the spectacle of streets blocked with people who carried torches and wore badges showing slip-nooses attached to a gallows was rather serious.

Ill tell you, Pat, said Smiling Mike, as they eventually made the door through throngs of jeering citizens; it does look a little rough. Whad ye think?

To hell with them! replied Kerrigan, angry, waspish, determined. They dont run me or my ward. Ill vote as I damn please.

Same here, replied Tiernan, with a great show of courage. That goes for me. But its putty warm, anyhow, eh?

Yes, its warm, all right, replied Kerrigan, suspicious lest his companion in arms might be weakening, but thatll never make a quitter out of me.

Nor me, either, replied the Smiling One.

Enter now the mayor, accompanied by a fife-and-drum corps rendering Hail to the Chief. He ascends the rostrum. Outside in the halls the huzzas of the populace. In the gallery overhead a picked audience. As the various aldermen look up they contemplate a sea of unfriendly faces. Get on to the mayors guests, commented one alderman to another, cynically.

A little sparring for time while minor matters are considered, and the gallery is given opportunity for comment on the various communal lights, identifying for itself first one local celebrity and then another. Theres Johnnie Dowling, that big blond fellow with the round head; theres Pinski  look at the little rat; theres Kerrigan. Get on to the emerald. Eh, Pat, hows the jewelry? You wont get any chance to do any grafting to-night, Pat. You wont pass no ordinance to-night.

Alderman Winkler (pro-Cowperwood). If the chair pleases, I think something ought to be done to restore order in the gallery and keep these proceedings from being disturbed. It seems to me an outrage, that, on an occasion of this kind, when the interests of the people require the most careful attention

A Voice. The interests of the people!

Another Voice. Sit down. Youre bought!

Alderman Winkler. If the chair pleases

The Mayor. I shall have to ask the audience in the gallery to keep quiet in order that the business in hand may be considered. (Applause, and the gallery lapses into silence.)

Alderman Guigler (to Alderman Sumulsky). Well trained, eh?

Alderman Ballenberg (pro-Cowperwood, getting up  large, brown, florid, smooth-faced). Before calling up an ordinance which bears my name I should like to ask permission of the council to make a statement. When I introduced this ordinance last week I said

A Voice. We know what you said.

Alderman Ballenberg. I said that I did so by request. I want to explain that it was at the request of a number of gentlemen who have since appeared before the committee of this council that now has this ordinance

A Voice. Thats all right, Ballenberg. We know by whose request you introduced it. Youve said your little say.

Alderman Ballenberg. If the chair pleases

A Voice. Sit down, Ballenberg. Give some other boodler a chance.

The Mayor. Will the gallery please stop interrupting.

Alderman Horanek (jumping to his feet). This is an outrage. The gallery is packed with people come here to intimidate us. Here is a great public corporation that has served this city for years, and served it well, and when it comes to this body with a sensible proposition we aint even allowed to consider it. The mayor packs the gallery with his friends, and the papers stir up people to come down here by thousands and try to frighten us. I for one

A Voice. Whats the matter, Billy? Havent you got your money yet?

Alderman Hvranek (Polish-American, intelligent, even artistic looking, shaking his fist at the gallery). You dare not come down here and say that, you coward!

A Chorus of Fifty Voices. Rats! (also) Billy, you ought to have wings.

Alderman Tiernan (rising). I say now, Mr. Mayor, dont you think weve had enough of this?

A Voice. Well, look whos here. If it aint Smiling Mike.

Another Voice. How much do you expect to get, Mike?

Alderman Tiernan (turning to gallery). I want to say I can lick any man that wants to come down here and talk to me to my face. Im not afraid of no ropes and no guns. These corporations have done everything for the city

A Voice. Aw!

Alderman Tiernan. If it wasnt for the street-car companies we wouldnt have any city.

Ten Voices. Aw!

Alderman Tiernan (bravely). My mind aint the mind of some people.

A Voice. I should say not.

Alderman Tiernan. Im talking for compensation for the privileges we expect to give.

A Voice. Youre talking for your pocket-book.

Alderman Tiernan. I dont give a damn for these cheap skates and cowards in the gallery. I say treat these corporations right. They have helped make the city.

A Chorus of Fifty Voices. Aw! You want to treat yourself right, thats what you want. You vote right to-night or youll be sorry.

By now the various aldermen outside of the most hardened characters were more or less terrified by the grilling contest. It could do no good to battle with this gallery or the crowd outside. Above them sat the mayor, before them reporters, ticking in shorthand every phrase and word. I dont see what we can do, said Alderman Pinski to Alderman Hvranek, his neighbor. It looks to me as if we might just as well not try.

At this point arose Alderman Gilleran, small, pale, intelligent, anti-Cowperwood. By prearrangement he had been scheduled to bring the second, and as it proved, the final test of strength to the issue. If the chair pleases, he said, I move that the vote by which the Ballenberg fifty-year ordinance was referred to the joint committee of streets and alleys be reconsidered, and that instead it be referred to the committee on city hall.

This was a committee that hitherto had always been considered by members of council as of the least importance. Its principal duties consisted in devising new names for streets and regulating the hours of city-hall servants. There were no perquisites, no graft. In a spirit of ribald defiance at the organization of the present session all the mayors friends  the reformers  those who could not be trusted  had been relegated to this committee. Now it was proposed to take this ordinance out of the hands of friends and send it here, from whence unquestionably it would never reappear. The great test had come.

Alderman Hoberkorn (mouthpiece for his gang because the most skilful in a parliamentary sense). The vote cannot be reconsidered. He begins a long explanation amid hisses.

A Voice. How much have you got?

A Second Voice. Youve been a boodler all your life.

Alderman Hoberkorn (turning to the gallery, a light of defiance in his eye). You come here to intimidate us, but you cant do it. Youre too contemptible to notice.

A Voice. You hear the drums, dont you?

A Second Voice. Vote wrong, Hoberkorn, and see. We know you.

Alderman Tiernan (to himself). Say, thats pretty rough, aint it?

The Mayor. Motion overruled. The point is not well taken.

Alderman Guigler (rising a little puzzled). Do we vote now on the Gilleran resolution?

A Voice. You bet you do, and you vote right.

The Mayor. Yes. The clerk will call the roll.

The Clerk (reading the names, beginning with the As). Altvast? (pro-Cowperwood).

Alderman Altvast. Yea. Fear had conquered him.

Alderman Tiernan (to Alderman Kerrigan). Well, theres one baby down.

Alderman Kerrigan. Yep.

Ballenberg? (Pro-Cowperwood; the man who had introduced the ordinance.)

Yea.

Alderman Tiernan. Say, has Ballenberg weakened?

Alderman Kerrigan. It looks that way.

Canna?

Yea.

Fogarty?

Yea.

Alderman Tiernan (nervously). There goes Fogarty.

Hvranek?

Yea.

Alderman Tiernan. And Hvranek!

Alderman Kerrigan (referring to the courage of his colleagues). Its coming out of their hair.

In exactly eighty seconds the roll-call was in and Cowperwood had lost  41 to 25. It was plain that the ordinance could never be revived.


Chapter LXII

The Recompense

You have seen, perhaps, a man whose heart was weighted by a great woe. You have seen the eye darken, the soul fag, and the spirit congeal under the breath of an icy disaster. At ten-thirty of this particular evening Cowperwood, sitting alone in the library of his Michigan Avenue house, was brought face to face with the fact that he had lost. He had built so much on the cast of this single die. It was useless to say to himself that he could go into the council a week later with a modified ordinance or could wait until the storm had died out. He refused himself these consolations. Already he had battled so long and so vigorously, by every resource and subtlety which his mind had been able to devise. All week long on divers occasions he had stood in the council-chamber where the committee had been conducting its hearings. Small comfort to know that by suits, injunctions, appeals, and writs to intervene he could tie up this transit situation and leave it for years and years the prey of lawyers, the despair of the city, a hopeless muddle which would not be unraveled until he and his enemies should long be dead. This contest had been so long in the brewing, he had gone about it with such care years before. And now the enemy had been heartened by a great victory. His aldermen, powerful, hungry, fighting men all  like those picked soldiers of the ancient Roman emperors  ruthless, conscienceless, as desperate as himself, had in their last redoubt of personal privilege fallen, weakened, yielded. How could he hearten them to another struggle  how face the blazing wrath of a mighty populace that had once learned how to win? Others might enter here  Haeckelheimer, Fishel, any one of a half-dozen Eastern giants  and smooth out the ruffled surface of the angry sea that he had blown to fury. But as for him, he was tired, sick of Chicago, sick of this interminable contest. Only recently he had promised himself that if he were to turn this great trick he would never again attempt anything so desperate or requiring so much effort. He would not need to. The size of his fortune made it of little worth. Besides, in spite of his tremendous vigor, he was getting on.

Since he had alienated Aileen he was quite alone, out of touch with any one identified with the earlier years of his life. His all-desired Berenice still evaded him. True, she had shown lately a kind of warming sympathy; but what was it? Gracious tolerance, perhaps  a sense of obligation? Certainly little more, he felt. He looked into the future, deciding heavily that he must fight on, whatever happened, and then  

While he sat thus drearily pondering, answering a telephone call now and then, the door-bell rang and the servant brought a card which he said had been presented by a young woman who declared that it would bring immediate recognition. Glancing at it, Cowperwood jumped to his feet and hurried down-stairs into the one presence he most craved.

There are compromises of the spirit too elusive and subtle to be traced in all their involute windings. From that earliest day when Berenice Fleming had first set eyes on Cowperwood she had been moved by a sense of power, an amazing and fascinating individuality. Since then by degrees he had familiarized her with a thought of individual freedom of action and a disregard of current social standards which were destructive to an earlier conventional view of things. Following him through this Chicago fight, she had been caught by the wonder of his dreams; he was on the way toward being one of the worlds greatest money giants. During his recent trips East she had sometimes felt that she was able to read in the cast of his face the intensity of this great ambition, which had for its ultimate aim  herself. So he had once assured her. Always with her he had been so handsome, so pleading, so patient.

So here she was in Chicago to-night, the guest of friends at the Richelieu, and standing in Cowperwoods presence.

Why, Berenice! he said, extending a cordial hand.

When did you arrive in town? Whatever brings you here? He had once tried to make her promise that if ever her feeling toward him changed she would let him know of it in some way. And here she was to-night  on what errand? He noted her costume of brown silk and velvet  how well it seemed to suggest her cat-like grace!

You bring me here, she replied, with an indefinable something in her voice which was at once a challenge and a confession. I thought from what I had just been reading that you might really need me now.

You mean  ? he inquired, looking at her with vivid eyes. There he paused.

That I have made up my mind. Besides, I ought to pay some time.

Berenice! he exclaimed, reproachfully.

No, I dont mean that, either, she replied. I am sorry now. I think I understand you better. Besides, she added, with a sudden gaiety that had a touch of self-consolation in it, I want to.

Berenice! Truly?

Cant you tell? she queried.

Well, then, he smiled, holding out his hands; and, to his amazement, she came forward.

I cant explain myself to myself quite, she added, in a hurried low, eager tone, but I couldnt stay away any longer. I had the feeling that you might be going to lose here for the present. But I want you to go somewhere else if you have to  London or Paris. The world wont understand us quite  but I do.

Berenice! He smothered her cheek and hair.

Not so close, please. And there arent to be any other ladies, unless you want me to change my mind.

Not another one, as I hope to keep you. You will share everything I have...

For answer  

How strange are realities as opposed to illusion!


In Retrospect

The world is dosed with too much religion. Life is to be learned from life, and the professional moralist is at best but a manufacturer of shoddy wares. At the ultimate remove, God or the life force, if anything, is an equation, and at its nearest expression for man  the contract social  it is that also. Its method of expression appears to be that of generating the individual, in all his glittering variety and scope, and through him progressing to the mass with its problems. In the end a balance is invariably struck wherein the mass subdues the individual or the individual the mass  for the time being. For, behold, the sea is ever dancing or raging.

In the mean time there have sprung up social words and phrases expressing a need of balance  of equation. These are right, justice, truth, morality, an honest mind, a pure heart  all words meaning: a balance must be struck. The strong must not be too strong; the weak not too weak. But without variation how could the balance be maintained? Nirvana! Nirvana! The ultimate, still, equation.

Rushing like a great comet to the zenith, his path a blazing trail, Cowperwood did for the hour illuminate the terrors and wonders of individuality. But for him also the eternal equation  the pathos of the discovery that even giants are but pygmies, and that an ultimate balance must be struck. Of the strange, tortured, terrified reflection of those who, caught in his wake, were swept from the normal and the commonplace, what shall we say? Legislators by the hundred, who were hounded from politics into their graves; a half-hundred aldermen of various councils who were driven grumbling or whining into the limbo of the dull, the useless, the commonplace. A splendid governor dreaming of an ideal on the one hand, succumbing to material necessity on the other, traducing the spirit that aided him the while he tortured himself with his own doubts. A second governor, more amenable, was to be greeted by the hisses of the populace, to retire brooding and discomfited, and finally to take his own life. Schryhart and Hand, venomous men both, unable to discover whether they had really triumphed, were to die eventually, puzzled. A mayor whose greatest hour was in thwarting one who contemned him, lived to say: It is a great mystery. He was a strange man. A great city struggled for a score of years to untangle that which was all but beyond the power of solution  a true Gordian knot.

And this giant himself, rushing on to new struggles and new difficulties in an older land, forever suffering the goad of a restless heart  for him was no ultimate peace, no real understanding, but only hunger and thirst and wonder. Wealth, wealth, wealth! A new grasp of a new great problem and its eventual solution. Anew the old urgent thirst for life, and only its partial quenchment. In Dresden a palace for one woman, in Rome a second for another. In London a third for his beloved Berenice, the lure of beauty ever in his eye. The lives of two women wrecked, a score of victims despoiled; Berenice herself weary, yet brilliant, turning to others for recompense for her lost youth. And he resigned, and yet not  loving, understanding, doubting, caught at last by the drug of a personality which he could not gainsay.

What shall we say of life in the last analysis Peace, be still? Or shall we battle sternly for that equation which we know will be maintained whether we battle or no, in order that the strong become not too strong or the weak not too weak? Or perchance shall we say (sick of dullness): Enough of this. I will have strong meat or die! And die? Or live?

Each according to his temperament  that something which he has not made and cannot always subdue, and which may not always be subdued by others for him. Who plans the steps that lead lives on to splendid glories, or twist them into gnarled sacrifices, or make of them dark, disdainful, contentious tragedies? The soul within? And whence comes it? Of God?

What thought engendered the spirit of Circe, or gave to a Helen the lust of tragedy? What lit the walls of Troy? Or prepared the woes of an Andromache? By what demon counsel was the fate of Hamlet prepared? And why did the weird sisters plan ruin to the murderous Scot?

Double, double toil and trouble,
Fire burn and cauldron bubble.

In a mulch of darkness are bedded the roots of endless sorrows  and of endless joys. Canst thou fix thine eye on the morning? Be glad. And if in the ultimate it blind thee, be glad also! Thou hast lived.


The Genius
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This semi-autobiographical novel was published in 1915 and concerns Eugene Witla, a talented painter with strong sexual desires, who grapples with his commitment to his art and the force of his erotic needs. The book sold 8,000 copies in the months immediately following publication, but encountered legal difficulties when it was declared potentially obscene. Dreisers publisher was nervous about continuing publication and recalled the book from bookstores; the novel did not receive broad distribution until 1923. When The Genius was reissued by a different publisher, the firm of Horace Liveright, it immediately sold more than 40,000 copies.

His fifth published novel, The Genius was actually the third novel Dreiser began work on and, as his most autobiographical work, remained the work closest to his heart. He worked on it in stages over a four-year period. The credit he felt he deserved (and, for the most part, did not receive) for his honesty about sexual urges contributed to his lifelong feeling that the book had never been given its due, not helped by the original publishers decision to withdraw the title. After An American Tragedy, it is his longest book; the final draft ran to over 700 pages in a close-set type.

While the protagonist of the book is in many ways a portrait of its author, Dreiser also loosely based Eugene Witla on some of the painters working in an Ashcan realist style, whom he knew in New York at the time and whose studios he visited. The most likely candidate for a model is Everett Shinn, who painted urban scenes of the kind attributed to Witla and who was known as a promiscuous man.

Reviews of the novel were mixed, but many writers and critics, including John Cowper Powys, Willa Cather and the Dreisers friend James Gibbons Huneker praised and defended the authors candour about sexual matters in the face of widespread public controversy.
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The cover of the first edition
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Title page of the first edition


Eugene Witla, wilt thou have this woman to thy wedded wife, to live together after Gods ordinance in the holy estate of matrimony? Wilt thou love her, comfort her, honour her, and keep her in sickness and in health; and forsaking all others, keep thee only unto her, so long as ye both shall live?

I will.


BOOK I. YOUTH


CHAPTER I

This story has its beginnings in the town of Alexandria, Illinois, between 1884 and 1889, at the time when the place had a population of somewhere near ten thousand. There was about it just enough of the air of a city to relieve it of the sense of rural life. It had one street-car line, a theatre,  or rather, an opera house, so-called (why no one might say, for no opera was ever performed there)  two railroads, with their stations, and a business district, composed of four brisk sides to a public square. In the square were the county court-house and four newspapers. These two morning and two evening papers made the population fairly aware of the fact that life was full of issues, local and national, and that there were many interesting and varied things to do. On the edge of town, several lakes and a pretty stream  perhaps Alexandrias most pleasant feature  gave it an atmosphere not unakin to that of a moderate-priced summer resort. Architecturally the town was not new. It was mostly built of wood, as all American towns were at this time, but laid out prettily in some sections, with houses that sat back in great yards, far from the streets, with flower beds, brick walks, and green trees as concomitants of a comfortable home life. Alexandria was a city of young Americans. Its spirit was young. Life was all before almost everybody. It was really good to be alive.

In one part of this city there lived a family which in its character and composition might well have been considered typically American and middle western. It was not by any means poor  or, at least, did not consider itself so; it was in no sense rich. Thomas Jefferson Witla, the father, was a sewing machine agent with the general agency in that county of one of the best known and best selling machines made. From each twenty, thirty-five or sixty-dollar machine which he sold, he took a profit of thirty-five per cent. The sale of machines was not great, but it was enough to yield him nearly two thousand dollars a year; and on that he had managed to buy a house and lot, to furnish it comfortably, to send his children to school, and to maintain a local store on the public square where the latest styles of machines were displayed. He also took old machines of other makes in exchange, allowing ten to fifteen dollars on the purchase price of a new machine. He also repaired machines,  and with that peculiar energy of the American mind, he tried to do a little insurance business in addition. His first idea was that his son, Eugene Tennyson Witla, might take charge of this latter work, once he became old enough and the insurance trade had developed sufficiently. He did not know what his son might turn out to be, but it was always well to have an anchor to windward.

He was a quick, wiry, active man of no great stature, sandy-haired, with blue eyes with noticeable eye-brows, an eagle nose, and a rather radiant and ingratiating smile. Service as a canvassing salesman, endeavoring to persuade recalcitrant wives and indifferent or conservative husbands to realize that they really needed a new machine in their home, had taught him caution, tact, savoir faire. He knew how to approach people pleasantly. His wife thought too much so.

Certainly he was honest, hard working, and thrifty. They had been waiting a long time for the day when they could say they owned their own home and had a little something laid away for emergencies. That day had come, and life was not half bad. Their house was neat,  white with green shutters, surrounded by a yard with well kept flower beds, a smooth lawn, and some few shapely and broad spreading trees. There was a front porch with rockers, a swing under one tree, a hammock under another, a buggy and several canvassing wagons in a nearby stable. Witla liked dogs, so there were two collies. Mrs. Witla liked live things, so there were a canary bird, a cat, some chickens, and a bird house set aloft on a pole where a few blue-birds made their home. It was a nice little place, and Mr. and Mrs. Witla were rather proud of it.

Miriam Witla was a good wife to her husband. A daughter of a hay and grain dealer in Wooster, a small town near Alexandria in McLean County, she had never been farther out into the world than Springfield and Chicago. She had gone to Springfield as a very young girl, to see Lincoln buried, and once with her husband she had gone to the state fair or exposition which was held annually in those days on the lake front in Chicago. She was well preserved, good looking, poetic under a marked outward reserve. It was she who had insisted upon naming her only son Eugene Tennyson, a tribute at once to a brother Eugene, and to the celebrated romanticist of verse, because she had been so impressed with his Idylls of the King.

Eugene Tennyson seemed rather strong to Witla père, as the name of a middle-western American boy, but he loved his wife and gave her her way in most things. He rather liked the names of Sylvia and Myrtle with which she had christened the two girls. All three of the children were good looking,  Sylvia, a girl of twenty-one, with black hair, dark eyes, full blown like a rose, healthy, active, smiling. Myrtle was of a less vigorous constitution, small, pale, shy, but intensely sweet  like the flower she was named after, her mother said. She was inclined to be studious and reflective, to read verse and dream. The young bloods of the high school were all crazy to talk to Myrtle and to walk with her, but they could find no words. And she herself did not know what to say to them.

Eugene Witla was the apple of his familys eye, younger than either of his two sisters by two years. He had straight smooth black hair, dark almond-shaped eyes, a straight nose, a shapely but not aggressive chin; his teeth were even and white, showing with a curious delicacy when he smiled, as if he were proud of them. He was not very strong to begin with, moody, and to a notable extent artistic. Because of a weak stomach and a semi-anæmic condition, he did not really appear as strong as he was. He had emotion, fire, longings, that were concealed behind a wall of reserve. He was shy, proud, sensitive, and very uncertain of himself.

When at home he lounged about the house, reading Dickens, Thackeray, Scott and Poe. He browsed idly through one book after another, wondering about life. The great cities appealed to him. He thought of travel as a wonderful thing. In school he read Taine and Gibbon between recitation hours, wondering at the luxury and beauty of the great courts of the world. He cared nothing for grammar, nothing for mathematics, nothing for botany or physics, except odd bits here and there. Curious facts would strike him  the composition of clouds, the composition of water, the chemical elements of the earth. He liked to lie in the hammock at home, spring, summer or fall, and look at the blue sky showing through the trees. A soaring buzzard poised in speculative flight held his attention fixedly. The wonder of a snowy cloud, high piled like wool, and drifting as an island, was like a song to him. He had wit, a keen sense of humor, a sense of pathos. Sometimes he thought he would draw; sometimes write. He had a little talent for both, he thought, but did practically nothing with either. He would sketch now and then, but only fragments  a small roof-top, with smoke curling from a chimney and birds flying; a bit of water with a willow bending over it and perhaps a boat anchored; a mill pond with ducks afloat, and a boy or woman on the bank. He really had no great talent for interpretation at this time, only an intense sense of beauty. The beauty of a bird in flight, a rose in bloom, a tree swaying in the wind  these held him. He would walk the streets of his native town at night, admiring the brightness of the store windows, the sense of youth and enthusiasm that went with a crowd; the sense of love and comfort and home that spoke through the glowing windows of houses set back among trees.

He admired girls,  was mad about them,  but only about those who were truly beautiful. There were two or three in his school who reminded him of poetic phrases he had come across beauty like a tightened bow, thy hyacinth hair, thy classic face, a dancing shape, an image gay  but he could not talk to them with ease. They were beautiful but so distant. He invested them with more beauty than they had; the beauty was in his own soul. But he did not know that. One girl whose yellow hair lay upon her neck in great yellow braids like ripe corn, was constantly in his thoughts. He worshiped her from afar but she never knew. She never knew what solemn black eyes burned at her when she was not looking. She left Alexandria, her family moving to another town, and in time he recovered, for there is much of beauty. But the color of her hair and the wonder of her neck stayed with him always.

There was some plan on the part of Witla to send these children to college, but none of them showed any great desire for education. They were perhaps wiser than books, for they were living in the realm of imagination and feeling. Sylvia longed to be a mother, and was married at twenty-one to Henry Burgess, the son of Benjamin C. Burgess, editor of the Morning Appeal. There was a baby the first year. Myrtle was dreaming through algebra and trigonometry, wondering whether she would teach or get married, for the moderate prosperity of the family demanded that she do something. Eugene mooned through his studies, learning nothing practical. He wrote a little, but his efforts at sixteen were puerile. He drew, but there was no one to tell him whether there was any merit in the things he did or not. Practical matters were generally without significance to him. But he was overawed by the fact that the world demanded practical service  buying and selling like his father, clerking in stores, running big business. It was a confusing maze, and he wondered, even at this age, what was to become of him. He did not object to the kind of work his father was doing, but it did not interest him. For himself he knew it would be a pointless, dreary way of making a living, and as for insurance, that was equally bad. He could hardly bring himself to read through the long rigamarole of specifications which each insurance paper itemized. There were times  evenings and Saturdays  when he clerked in his fathers store, but it was painful work. His mind was not in it.

As early as his twelfth year his father had begun to see that Eugene was not cut out for business, and by the time he was sixteen he was convinced of it. From the trend of his reading and his percentage marks at school, he was equally convinced that the boy was not interested in his studies. Myrtle, who was two classes ahead of him but sometimes in the same room, reported that he dreamed too much. He was always looking out of the window.

Eugenes experience with girls had not been very wide. There were those very minor things that occur in early youth  girls whom we furtively kiss, or who furtively kiss us  the latter had been the case with Eugene. He had no particular interest in any one girl. At fourteen he had been picked by a little girl at a party as an affinity, for the evening at least, and in a game of post-office had enjoyed the wonder of a girls arms around him in a dark room and a girls lips against his; but since then there had been no re-encounter of any kind. He had dreamed of love, with this one experience as a basis, but always in a shy, distant way. He was afraid of girls, and they, to tell the truth, were afraid of him. They could not make him out.

But in the fall of his seventeenth year Eugene came into contact with one girl who made a profound impression on him. Stella Appleton was a notably beautiful creature. She was very fair, Eugenes own age, with very blue eyes and a slender sylph-like body. She was gay and debonair in an enticing way, without really realizing how dangerous she was to the average, susceptible male heart. She liked to flirt with the boys because it amused her, and not because she cared for anyone in particular. There was no petty meanness about it, however, for she thought they were all rather nice, the less clever appealing to her almost more than the sophisticated. She may have liked Eugene originally because of his shyness.

He saw her first at the beginning of his last school year when she came to the city and entered the second high school class. Her father had come from Moline, Illinois, to take a position as manager of a new pulley manufactory which was just starting. She had quickly become friends with his sister Myrtle, being perhaps attracted by her quiet ways, as Myrtle was by Stellas gaiety.

One afternoon, as Myrtle and Stella were on Main Street, walking home from the post office, they met Eugene, who was on his way to visit a boy friend. He was really bashful; and when he saw them approaching he wanted to escape, but there was no way. They saw him, and Stella approached confidently enough. Myrtle was anxious to intercept him, because she had her pretty companion with her.

You havent been home, have you? she asked, stopping. This was her chance to introduce Stella; Eugene couldnt escape. Miss Appleton, this is my brother Eugene.

Stella gave him a sunny encouraging smile, and her hand, which he took gingerly. He was plainly nervous.

Im not very clean, he said apologetically. Ive been helping father fix a buggy.

Oh, we dont mind, said Myrtle. Where are you going?

Over to Harry Morriss, he explained.

What for?

Were going for hickory nuts.

Oh, I wish I had some, said Stella.

Ill bring you some, he volunteered gallantly.

She smiled again. I wish you would.

She almost proposed that they should be taken along, but inexperience hindered her.

Eugene was struck with all her charm at once. She seemed like one of those unattainable creatures who had swum into his ken a little earlier and disappeared. There was something of the girl with the corn-colored hair about her, only she had been more human, less like a dream. This girl was fine, delicate, pink, like porcelain. She was fragile and yet virile. He caught his breath, but he was more or less afraid of her. He did not know what she might be thinking of him.

Well, were going on to the house, said Myrtle.

Id go along if I hadnt promised Harry Id come over.

Oh, thats all right, replied Myrtle. We dont mind.

He withdrew, feeling that he had made a very poor impression. Stellas eyes had been on him in a very inquiring way. She looked after him when he had gone.

Isnt he nice? she said to Myrtle frankly.

I think so, replied Myrtle; kind o. Hes too moody, though.

What makes him?

He isnt very strong.

I think he has a nice smile.

Ill tell him! 

No, please dont! You wont, will you?

No.

But he has a nice smile.

Ill ask you round to the house some evening and you can meet him again.

Id like to, said Stella. It would be a lot of fun.

Come out Saturday evening and stay all night. Hes home then.

I will, said Stella. Wont that be fine!

I believe you like him! laughed Myrtle.

I think hes awfully nice, said Stella, simply.

The second meeting happened on Saturday evening as arranged, when he came home from his odd day at his fathers insurance office. Stella had come to supper. Eugene saw her through the open sitting room door, as he bounded upstairs to change his clothes, for he had a fire of youth which no sickness of stomach or weakness of lungs could overcome at this age. A thrill of anticipation ran over his body. He took especial pains with his toilet, adjusting a red tie to a nicety, and parting his hair carefully in the middle. He came down after a while, conscious that he had to say something smart, worthy of himself, or she would not see how attractive he was; and yet he was fearful as to the result. When he entered the sitting room she was sitting with his sister before an open fire-place, the glow of a lamp with a red-flowered shade warmly illuminating the room. It was a commonplace room, with its blue cloth-covered center table, its chairs of stereotyped factory design, and its bookcase of novels and histories, but it was homey, and the sense of hominess was strong.

Mrs. Witla was in and out occasionally, looking for things which appertained to her functions as house-mother. The father was not home yet; he would get there by supper-time, having been to some outlying town of the county trying to sell a machine. Eugene was indifferent to his presence or absence. Mr. Witla had a fund of humor which extended to joking with his son and daughters, when he was feeling good, to noting their budding interest in the opposite sex; to predicting some commonplace climax to their one grand passion when it should come. He was fond of telling Myrtle that she would one day marry a horse-doctor. As for Eugene, he predicted a certain Elsa Brown, who, his wife said, had greasy curls. This did not irritate either Myrtle or Eugene. It even brought a wry smile to Eugenes face for he was fond of a jest; but he saw his father pretty clearly even at this age. He saw the smallness of his business, the ridiculousness of any such profession having any claim on him. He never wanted to say anything, but there was in him a burning opposition to the commonplace, a molten pit in a crater of reserve, which smoked ominously now and then for anyone who could have read. Neither his father nor his mother understood him. To them he was a peculiar boy, dreamy, sickly, unwitting, as yet, of what he really wanted.

Oh, here you are! said Myrtle, when he came in. Come and sit down.

Stella gave him an enticing smile.

He walked to the mantel-piece and stood there, posing. He wanted to impress this girl, and he did not quite know how. He was almost lost for anything to say.

You cant guess what weve been doing! his sister chirped helpfully.

Well  what? he replied blankly.

You ought to guess. Cant you be nice and guess?

One guess, anyhow, put in Stella.

Toasting pop-corn, he ventured with a half smile.

Youre warm. It was Myrtle speaking.

Stella looked at him with round blue eyes. One more guess, she suggested.

Chestnuts! he guessed.

She nodded her head gaily. What hair! he thought. Then Where are they?

Heres one, laughed his new acquaintance, holding out a tiny hand.

Under her laughing encouragement he was finding his voice. Stingy! he said.

Now isnt that mean, she exclaimed. I gave him the only one I had. Dont you give him any of yours, Myrtle.

I take it back, he pleaded. I didnt know.

I wont! exclaimed Myrtle. Here, Stella, and she held out the few nuts she had left, take these, and dont you give him any! She put them in Stellas eager hands.

He saw her meaning. It was an invitation to a contest. She wanted him to try to make her give him some. He fell in with her plan.

Here! He stretched out his palm. Thats not right!

She shook her head.

One, anyhow, he insisted.

Her head moved negatively from side to side slowly.

One, he pleaded, drawing near.

Again the golden negative. But her hand was at the side nearest him, where he could seize it. She started to pass its contents behind her to the other hand but he jumped and caught it.

Myrtle! Quick! she called.

Myrtle came. It was a three-handed struggle. In the midst of the contest Stella twisted and rose to her feet. Her hair brushed his face. He held her tiny hand firmly. For a moment he looked into her eyes. What was it? He could not say. Only he half let go and gave her the victory.

There, she smiled. Now Ill give you one.

He took it, laughing. What he wanted was to take her in his arms.

A little while before supper his father came in and sat down, but presently took a Chicago paper and went into the dining room to read. Then his mother called them to the table, and he sat by Stella. He was intensely interested in what she did and said. If her lips moved he noted just how. When her teeth showed he thought they were lovely. A little ringlet on her forehead beckoned him like a golden finger. He felt the wonder of the poetic phrase, the shining strands of her hair.

After dinner he and Myrtle and Stella went back to the sitting room. His father stayed behind to read, his mother to wash dishes. Myrtle left the room after a bit to help her mother, and then these two were left alone. He hadnt much to say, now that they were together  he couldnt talk. Something about her beauty kept him silent.

Do you like school? she asked after a time. She felt as if they must talk.

Only fairly well, he replied. Im not much interested. I think Ill quit one of these days and go to work.

What do you expect to do?

I dont know yet  Id like to be an artist. He confessed his ambition for the first time in his life  why, he could not have said.

Stella took no note of it.

I was afraid they wouldnt let me enter second year high school, but they did, she remarked. The superintendent at Moline had to write the superintendent here.

Theyre mean about those things, he cogitated.

She got up and went to the bookcase to look at the books. He followed after a little.

Do you like Dickens? she asked.

He nodded his head solemnly in approval. Pretty much, he said.

I cant like him. Hes too long drawn out. I like Scott better.

I like Scott, he said.

Ill tell you a lovely book that I like. She paused, her lips parted trying to remember the name. She lifted her hand as though to pick the title out of the air. The Fair God, she exclaimed at last.

Yes  its fine, he approved. I thought the scene in the old Aztec temple where they were going to sacrifice Ahwahee was so wonderful!

Oh, yes, I liked that, she added. She pulled out Ben Hur and turned its leaves idly. And this was so good.

Wonderful!

They paused and she went to the window, standing under the cheap lace curtains. It was a moonlight night. The rows of trees that lined the street on either side were leafless; the grass brown and dead. Through the thin, interlaced twigs that were like silver filigree they could see the lamps of other houses shining through half-drawn blinds. A man went by, a black shadow in the half-light.

Isnt it lovely? she said.

Eugene came near. Its fine, he answered.

I wish it were cold enough to skate. Do you skate? She turned to him.

Yes, indeed, he replied.

My, its so nice on a moonlit night. I used to skate a lot at Moline.

We skate a lot here. Therere two lakes, you know.

He thought of the clear crystal nights when the ice of Green Lake had split every so often with a great resounding rumble. He thought of the crowds of boys and girls shouting, the distant shadows, the stars. Up to now he had never found any girl to skate with successfully. He had never felt just easy with anyone. He had tried it, but once he had fallen with a girl, and it had almost cured him of skating forever. He felt as though he could skate with Stella. He felt that she might like to skate with him.

When it gets colder we might go, he ventured. Myrtle skates.

Oh, thatll be fine! she applauded.

Still she looked out into the street.

After a bit she came back to the fire and stood before him, pensively looking down.

Do you think your father will stay here? he asked.

He says so. He likes it very much.

Do you?

Yes  now.

Why now?

Oh, I didnt like it at first.

Why?

Oh, I guess it was because I didnt know anybody. I like it though, now. She lifted her eyes.

He drew a little nearer.

Its a nice place, he said, but there isnt much for me here. I think Ill leave next year.

Where do you think youll go?

To Chicago. I dont want to stay here.

She turned her body toward the fire and he moved to a chair behind her, leaning on its back. She felt him there rather close, but did not move. He was surprising himself.

Arent you ever coming back? she asked.

Maybe. It all depends. I suppose so.

I shouldnt think youd want to leave yet.

Why?

You say its so nice.

He made no answer and she looked over her shoulder. He was leaning very much toward her.

Will you skate with me this winter? he asked meaningly.

She nodded her head.

Myrtle came in.

What are you two talking about? she asked.

The fine skating we have here, he said.

I love to skate, she exclaimed.

So do I, added Stella. Its heavenly.


CHAPTER II

Some of the incidents of this courtship that followed, ephemeral as it was, left a profound impression on Eugenes mind. They met to skate not long after, for the snow came and the ice and there was wonderful skating on Green Lake. The frost was so prolonged that men with horses and ice-saws were cutting blocks a foot thick over at Millers Point, where the ice houses were. Almost every day after Thanksgiving there were crowds of boys and girls from the schools scooting about like water skippers. Eugene could not always go on week evenings and Saturdays because he had to assist his father at the store. But at regular intervals he could ask Myrtle to get Stella and let them all go together at night. And at other times he would ask her to go alone. Not infrequently she did.

On one particular occasion they were below a group of houses which crept near the lake on high ground. The moon was up, its wooing rays reflected in the polished surfaces of the ice. Through the black masses of trees that lined the shore could be seen the glow of windows, yellow and homey. Eugene and Stella had slowed up to turn about, having left the crowd of skaters some distance back. Stellas golden curls were covered, except for a few ringlets, with a French cap; her body, to below the hips, encased in a white wool Jersey, close-fitting and shapely. The skirt below was a grey mixture of thick wool and the stockings were covered by white woolen leggings. She looked tempting and knew it.

Suddenly, as they turned, one of her skates came loose and she hobbled and exclaimed about it. Wait, said Eugene, Ill fix it.

She stood before him and he fell to his knees, undoing the twisted strap. When he had the skate off and ready for her foot he looked up, and she looked down on him, smiling. He dropped the skate and flung his arms around her hips, laying his head against her waist.

Youre a bad boy, she said.

For a few minutes she kept silent, for as the center of this lovely scene she was divine. While he held her she pulled off his wool cap and laid her hand on his hair. It almost brought tears to his eyes, he was so happy. At the same time it awakened a tremendous passion. He clutched her significantly.

Fix my skate, now, she said wisely.

He got up to hug her but she would not let him.

No, no, she protested. You mustnt do like that. I wont come with you if you do.

Oh, Stella! he pleaded.

I mean it, she insisted. You mustnt do like that.

He subsided, hurt, half angry. But he feared her will. She was really not as ready for caresses as he had thought.

Another time a sleighing party was given by some school girls, and Stella, Eugene and Myrtle were invited. It was a night of snow and stars, not too cold but bracing. A great box-wagon had been dismantled of its body and the latter put on runners and filled with straw and warm robes. Eugene and Myrtle, like the others, had been picked up at their door after the sleigh had gone the rounds of some ten peaceful little homes. Stella was not in yet, but in a little while her house was reached.

Get in here, called Myrtle, though she was half the length of the box away from Eugene. Her request made him angry. Sit by me, he called, fearful that she would not. She climbed in by Myrtle but finding the space not to her liking moved farther down. Eugene made a special effort to have room by him, and she came there as though by accident. He drew a buffalo robe around her and thrilled to think that she was really there. The sleigh went jingling around the town for others, and finally struck out into the country. It passed great patches of dark woods silent in the snow, little white frame farmhouses snuggled close to the ground, and with windows that gleamed in a vague romantic way. The stars were countless and keen. The whole scene made a tremendous impression on him, for he was in love, and here beside him, in the shadow, her face palely outlined, was this girl. He could make out the sweetness of her cheek, her eyes, the softness of her hair.

There was a good deal of chatter and singing, and in the midst of these distractions he managed to slip an arm about her waist, to get her hand in his, to look close into her eyes, trying to divine their expression. She was always coy with him, not wholly yielding. Three or four times he kissed her cheek furtively and once her mouth. In a dark place he pulled her vigorously to him, putting a long, sensuous kiss on her lips that frightened her.

No, she protested, nervously. You mustnt.

He ceased for a time, feeling that he had pressed his advantage too closely. But the night in all its beauty, and she in hers made a lasting impression.



I think we ought to get Eugene into newspaper work or something like that, Witla senior suggested to his wife.

It looks as though thats all he would be good for, at least now, replied Mrs. Witla, who was satisfied that her boy had not yet found himself. I think hell do something better later on. His health isnt very good, you know.

Witla half suspected that his boy was naturally lazy, but he wasnt sure. He suggested that Benjamin C. Burgess, the prospective father-in-law of Sylvia and the editor and proprietor of the Morning Appeal, might give him a place as a reporter or type-setter in order that he might learn the business from the ground up. The Appeal carried few employees, but Mr. Burgess might have no objections to starting Eugene as a reporter if he could write, or as a student of type-setting, or both. He appealed to Burgess one day on the street.

Say, Burgess, he said, you wouldnt have a place over in your shop for that boy of mine, would you? He likes to scribble a little, I notice. I think he pretends to draw a little, too, though I guess it doesnt amount to much. He ought to get into something. He isnt doing anything at school. Maybe he could learn type-setting. It wouldnt hurt him to begin at the bottom if hes going to follow that line. It wouldnt matter what you paid him to begin with.

Burgess thought. He had seen Eugene around town, knew no harm of him except that he was lackadaisical and rather moody.

Send him in to see me some day, he replied noncommittally. I might do something for him.

Id certainly be much obliged to you if you would, said Witla. He is not doing much good as it is now, and the two men parted.

He went home and told Eugene. Burgess says he might give you a position as a type-setter or a reporter on the Appeal if youd come in and see him some day, he explained, looking over to where his son was reading by the lamp.

Does he? replied Eugene calmly. Well, I cant write. I might set type. Did you ask him?

Yes, said Witla. Youd better go to him some day.

Eugene bit his lip. He realized this was a commentary on his loafing propensities. He wasnt doing very well, that was certain. Still type-setting was no bright field for a person of his temperament. I will, he concluded, when schools over.

Better speak before school ends. Some of the other fellows might ask for it around that time. It wouldnt hurt you to try your hand at it.

I will, said Eugene obediently.

He stopped in one sunny April afternoon at Mr. Burgess office. It was on the ground floor of the three-story Appeal building in the public square. Mr. Burgess, a fat man, slightly bald, looked at him quizzically over his steel rimmed spectacles. What little hair he had was gray.

So you think you would like to go into the newspaper business, do you? queried Burgess.

Id like to try my hand at it, replied the boy. Id like to see whether I like it.

I can tell you right now theres very little in it. Your father says you like to write.

Id like to well enough, but I dont think I can. I wouldnt mind learning type-setting. If I ever could write Id be perfectly willing to.

When do you think youd like to start?

At the end of school, if its all the same to you.

It doesnt make much difference. Im not really in need of anybody, but I could use you. Would you be satisfied with five a week?

Yes, sir.

Well, come in when you are ready. Ill see what I can do.

He waved the prospective type-setter away with a movement of his fat hand, and turned to his black walnut desk, dingy, covered with newspapers, and lit by a green shaded electric light. Eugene went out, the smell of fresh printing ink in his nose, and the equally aggressive smell of damp newspapers. It was going to be an interesting experience, he thought, but perhaps a waste of time. He did not think so much of Alexandria. Some time he was going to get out of it.

The office of the Appeal was not different from that of any other country newspaper office within the confines of our two hemispheres. On the ground floor in front was the business office, and in the rear the one large flat bed press and the job presses. On the second floor was the composing room with its rows of type cases on their high racks  for this newspaper was, like most other country newspapers, still set by hand; and in front was the one dingy office of the so-called editor, or managing editor, or city editor  for all three were the same person, a Mr. Caleb Williams whom Burgess had picked up in times past from heaven knows where. Williams was a small, lean, wiry man, with a black pointed beard and a glass eye which fixed you oddly with its black pupil. He was talkative, skipped about from duty to duty, wore most of the time a green shade pulled low over his forehead, and smoked a brown briar pipe. He had a fund of knowledge, piled up in metropolitan journalistic experience, but he was anchored here with a wife and three children, after sailing, no doubt, a chartless sea of troubles, and was glad to talk life and experiences after office hours with almost anybody. It took him from eight in the morning until two in the afternoon to gather what local news there was, and either write it or edit it. He seemed to have a number of correspondents who sent him weekly batches of news from surrounding points. The Associated Press furnished him with a few minor items by telegraph, and there was a patent insides, two pages of fiction, household hints, medicine ads. and what not, which saved him considerable time and stress. Most of the news which came to him received short shrift in the matter of editing. In Chicago we used to give a lot of attention to this sort of thing, Williams was wont to declare to anyone who was near, but you cant do it down here. The readers really dont expect it. Theyre looking for local items. I always look after the local items pretty sharp.

Mr. Burgess took care of the advertising sections. In fact he solicited advertising personally, saw that it was properly set up as the advertiser wanted it, and properly placed according to the convenience of the day and the rights and demands of others. He was the politician of the concern, the handshaker, the guider of its policy. He wrote editorials now and then, or, with Williams, decided just what their sense must be, met the visitors who came to the office to see the editor, and arbitrated all known forms of difficulties. He was at the beck and call of certain Republican party-leaders in the county; but that seemed natural, for he was a Republican himself by temperament and disposition. He was appointed postmaster once to pay him for some useful services, but he declined because he was really making more out of his paper than his postmastership would have brought. He received whatever city or county advertising it was in the power of the Republican leaders to give him, and so he did very well. The complications of his political relationships Williams knew in part, but they never troubled that industrious soul. He dispensed with moralizing. I have to make a living for myself, my wife and three children. Thats enough to keep me going without bothering my head about other people. So this office was really run very quietly, efficiently, and in most ways pleasantly. It was a sunny place to work.

Witla, who came here at the end of his eleventh school year and when he had just turned seventeen, was impressed with the personality of Mr. Williams. He liked him. He came to like a Jonas Lyle who worked at what might be called the head desk of the composing room, and a certain John Summers who worked at odd times  whenever there was an extra rush of job printing. He learned very quickly that John Summers, who was fifty-five, grey, and comparatively silent, was troubled with weak lungs and drank. Summers would slip out of the office at various times in the day and be gone from five to fifteen minutes. No one ever said anything, for there was no pressure here. What work was to be done was done. Jonas Lyle was of a more interesting nature. He was younger by ten years, stronger, better built, but still a character. He was semi-phlegmatic, philosophic, feebly literary. He had worked, as Eugene found out in the course of time, in nearly every part of the United States  Denver, Portland, St. Paul, St. Louis, where not, and had a fund of recollections of this proprietor and that. Whenever he saw a name of particular distinction in the newspapers he was apt to bring the paper to Williams  and later, when they became familiar, to Eugene  and say, I knew that fellow out in  . He was postmaster (or what not) at X  . Hes come up considerably since I knew him. In most cases he did not know these celebrities personally at all, but he knew of them, and the echo of their fame sounding in this out-of-the-way corner of the world impressed him. He was a careful reader of proof for Williams in a rush, a quick type-setter, a man who stayed by his tasks faithfully. But he hadnt got anywhere in the world, for, after all, he was little more than a machine. Eugene could see that at a glance.

It was Lyle who taught him the art of type-setting. He demonstrated the first day the theory of the squares or pockets in a case, how some letters were placed more conveniently to the hand than others, why some letters were well represented as to quantity, why capitals were used in certain offices for certain purposes, in others not. Now on the Chicago Tribune we used to italicize the names of churches, boats, books, hotels, and things of that sort. Thats the only paper I ever knew to do that, he remarked. What slugs, sticks, galleys, turnovers, meant, came rapidly to the surface. That the fingers would come to recognize weights of leads by the touch, that a letter would almost instinctively find its way back to its proper pocket, even though you were not thinking, once you became expert, were facts which he cheerfully communicated. He wanted his knowledge taken seriously, and this serious attention, Eugene, because of his innate respect for learning of any kind, was only too glad to give him. He did not know what he wanted to do, but he knew quite well that he wanted to see everything. This shop was interesting to him for some little time for this reason, for though he soon found that he did not want to be a type-setter or a reporter, or indeed anything much in connection with a country newspaper, he was learning about life. He worked at his desk cheerfully, smiling out upon the world, which indicated its presence to him through an open window, read the curious bits of news or opinion or local advertisements as he set them up, and dreamed of what the world might have in store for him. He was not vastly ambitious as yet, but hopeful and, withal, a little melancholy. He could see boys and girls whom he knew, idling in the streets or on the corner squares; he could see where Ted Martinwood was driving by in his fathers buggy, or George Anderson was going up the street with the air of someone who would never need to work. Georges father owned the one and only hotel. There were thoughts in his mind of fishing, boating, lolling somewhere with some pretty girl, but alas, girls did not apparently take to him so very readily. He was too shy. He thought it must be nice to be rich. So he dreamed.

Eugene was at that age when he wished to express himself in ardent phrases. He was also at the age when bashfulness held him in reserve, even though he were in love and intensely emotional. He could only say to Stella what seemed trivial things, and look his intensity, whereas it was the trivial things that were most pleasing to her, not the intensity. She was even then beginning to think he was a little strange, a little too tense for her disposition. Yet she liked him. It became generally understood around town that Stella was his girl. School day mating usually goes that way in a small city or village. He was seen to go out with her. His father teased him. Her mother and father deemed this a manifestation of calf love, not so much on her part, for they were aware of her tendency to hold lightly any manifestation of affection on the part of boys, but on his. They thought his sentimentalism would soon be wearisome to Stella. And they were not far wrong about her. On one occasion at a party given by several high school girls, a country post office was organized. That was one of those games which mean kissing only. A system of guessing results in a series of forfeits. If you miss you must be postmaster, and call someone for mail. Mail means to be kissed in a dark room (where the postmaster stands) by someone whom you like or who likes you. You, as postmaster, have authority or compulsion  however you feel about it  to call whom you please.

In this particular instance Stella, who was caught before Eugene, was under compulsion to call someone to kiss. Her first thought was of him, but on account of the frankness of the deed, and because there was a lurking fear in her of his eagerness, the name she felt impelled to speak was Harvey Rutter. Harvey was a handsome boy whom Stella had met after her first encounter with Eugene. He was not as yet fascinating to her, but pleasing. She had a coquettish desire to see what he was like. This was her first direct chance.

He stepped gaily in, and Eugene was at once insane with jealousy. He could not understand why she should treat him in that way. When it came to his turn he called for Bertha Shoemaker, whom he admired, and who was sweet in a way, but who was as nothing to Stella in his estimation. The pain of kissing her when he really wanted the other girl was great. When he came out Stella saw moodiness in his eyes, but chose to ignore it. He was obviously half-hearted and downcast in his simulation of joy.

A second chance came to her and this time she called him. He went, but was in a semi-defiant mood. He wanted to punish her. When they met in the dark she expected him to put his arms around her. Her own hands were up to about where his shoulders should be. Instead he only took hold of one of her arms with his hand and planted a chilly kiss on her lips. If he had only asked, Why did you? or held her close and pleaded with her not to treat him so badly, the relationship might have lasted longer. Instead he said nothing, and she grew defiant and she went out gaily. There was a strain of reserve running between them until the party broke up and he took her home.

You must be melancholy tonight, she remarked, after they had walked two blocks in complete silence. The streets were dark, and their feet sounded hollowly on the brick pavement.

Oh, Im feeling all right, he replied moodily.

I think its awfully nice at the Weimers, we always have so much fun there.

Yes, lots of fun, he echoed contemptuously.

Oh, dont be so cross! she flared. You havent any reason for fussing.

Havent I?

No, you havent.

Well if thats the way you feel about it I suppose I havent. I dont see it that way.

Well, it doesnt make any difference to me how you see it.

Oh, doesnt it?

No, it doesnt. Her head was up and she was angry.

Well Im sure then it doesnt to me.

There was another silence which endured until they were almost home.

Are you coming to the sociable next Thursday? he inquired. He was referring to a Methodist evening entertainment which, although he cared very little about it, was a convenience as it enabled him to see her and take her home. He was prompted to ask by the fear that an open rupture was impending.

No, she said. I dont think I will.

Why not?

I dont care to.

I think youre mean, he said reprovingly.

I dont care, she replied. I think youre too bossy. I dont think I like you very much anyhow.

His heart contracted ominously.

You can do as you please, he persisted.

They reached her gate. It was his wont to kiss her in the shadow  to hold her tight for a few minutes in spite of her protests. Tonight, as they approached, he thought of doing it, but she gave him no chance. When they reached the gate she opened it quickly and slipped in. Good-night, she called.

Good-night, he said, and then as she reached her door, Stella!

It was open, and she slipped in. He stood in the dark, hurt, sore, oppressed. What should he do? He strolled home cudgelling his brain whether never to speak to or look at her again until she came to him, or to hunt her up and fight it all out with her. She was in the wrong, he knew that. When he went to bed he was grieving over it, and when he awoke it was with him all day.

He had been gaining rather rapidly as a student of type-setting, and to a certain extent of the theory of reporting, and he worked diligently and earnestly at his proposed trade. He loved to look out of the window and draw, though of late, after knowing Stella so well and coming to quarrel with her because of her indifference, there was little heart in it. This getting to the office, putting on an apron, and starting in on some local correspondence left over from the day before, or some telegraph copy which had been freshly filed on his hook, had its constructive value. Williams endeavored to use him on some local items of news as a reporter, but he was a slow worker and almost a failure at getting all the facts. He did not appear to know how to interview anybody, and would come back with a story which needed to be filled in from other sources. He really did not understand the theory of news, and Williams could only make it partially clear to him. Mostly he worked at his case, but he did learn some things.

For one thing, the theory of advertising began to dawn on him. These local merchants put in the same ads. day after day, and many of them did not change them noticeably. He saw Lyle and Summers taking the same ads. which had appeared unchangingly from month to month in so far as their main features were concerned, and alter only a few words before returning them to the forms. He wondered at the sameness of them, and when, at last, they were given to him to revise he often wished he could change them a little. The language seemed so dull.

Why dont they ever put little drawings in these ads? he asked Lyle one day. Dont you think theyd look a little better?

Oh, I dont know, replied Jonas. They look pretty good. These people around here wouldnt want anything like that. Theyd think it was too fancy. Eugene had seen and in a way studied the ads. in the magazines. They seemed so much more fascinating to him. Why couldnt newspaper ads. be different?

Still it was never given to him to trouble over this problem. Mr. Burgess dealt with the advertisers. He settled how the ads were to be. He never talked to Eugene or Summers about them, not always to Lyle. He would sometimes have Williams explain just what their character and layout was to be. Eugene was so young that Williams at first did not pay very much attention to him, but after a while he began to realize that there was a personality here, and then he would explain things,  why space had to be short for some items and long for others, why county news, news of small towns around Alexandria, and about people, was much more important financially to the paper than the correct reporting of the death of the sultan of Turkey. The most important thing was to get the local names right. Dont ever misspell them, he once cautioned him. Dont ever leave out a part of a name if you can help it. People are awfully sensitive about that. Theyll stop their subscription if you dont watch out, and you wont know whats the matter.

Eugene took all these things to heart. He wanted to see how the thing was done, though basically it seemed to be a little small. In fact people seemed a little small, mostly.

One of the things that did interest him was to see the paper put on the press and run off. He liked to help lock up the forms, and to see how they were imposed and registered. He liked to hear the press run, and to help carry the wet papers to the mailing tables and the distributing counter out in front. The paper hadnt a very large circulation but there was a slight hum of life about that time and he liked it. He liked the sense of getting his hands and face streaked and not caring, and of seeing his hair tousled, in the mirror. He tried to be useful and the various people on the paper came to like him, though he was often a little awkward and slow. He was not strong at this period and his stomach troubled him. He thought, too, that the smell of the ink might affect his lungs, though he did not seriously fear it. In the main it was interesting but small; there was a much larger world outside, he knew that. He hoped to go to it some day; he hoped to go to Chicago.


CHAPTER III

Eugene grew more and more moody and rather restless under Stellas increasing independence. She grew steadily more indifferent because of his moods. The fact that other boys were crazy for her consideration was a great factor; the fact that one particular boy, Harvey Rutter, was persistently genial, not insistent, really better looking than Eugene and much better tempered, helped a great deal. Eugene saw her with him now and then, saw her go skating with him, or at least with a crowd of which he was a member. Eugene hated him heartily; he hated her at times for not yielding to him wholly; but he was none the less wild over her beauty. It stamped his brain with a type or ideal. Thereafter he knew in a really definite way what womanhood ought to be, to be really beautiful.

Another thing it did was to bring home to him a sense of his position in the world. So far he had always been dependent on his parents for food, clothes and spending money, and his parents were not very liberal. He knew other boys who had money to run up to Chicago or down to Springfield  the latter was nearer  to have a Saturday and Sunday lark. No such gaieties were for him. His father would not allow it, or rather would not pay for it. There were other boys who, in consequence of amply provided spending money, were the town dandies. He saw them kicking their heels outside the corner book store, the principal loafing place of the elite, on Wednesdays and Saturdays and sometimes on Sunday evenings preparatory to going somewhere, dressed in a luxury of clothing which was beyond his wildest dreams. Ted Martinwood, the son of the principal drygoods man, had a frock coat in which he sometimes appeared when he came down to the barber shop for a shave before he went to call on his girl. George Anderson was possessed of a dress suit, and wore dancing pumps at all dances. There was Ed Waterbury, who was known to have a horse and runabout of his own. These youths were slightly older, and were interested in girls of a slightly older set, but the point was the same. These things hurt him.

He himself had no avenue of progress which, so far as he could see, was going to bring him to any financial prosperity. His father was never going to be rich, anybody could see that. He himself had made no practical progress in schoolwork  he knew that. He hated insurance  soliciting or writing, despised the sewing machine business, and did not know where he would get with anything which he might like to do in literature or art. His drawing seemed a joke, his writing, or wish for writing, pointless. He was broodingly unhappy.

One day Williams, who had been watching him for a long time, stopped at his desk.

I say, Witla, why dont you go to Chicago? he said. Theres a lot more up there for a boy like you than down here. Youll never get anywhere working on a country newspaper.

I know it, said Eugene.

Now with me its different, went on Williams. Ive had my rounds. Ive got a wife and three children and when a mans got a family he cant afford to take chances. But youre young yet. Why dont you go to Chicago and get on a paper? You could get something.

What could I get? asked Eugene.

Well, you might get a job as type-setter if youd join the union. I dont know how good youd be as a reporter  I hardly think thats your line. But you might study art and learn to draw. Newspaper artists make good money.

Eugene thought of his art. It wasnt much. He didnt do much with it. Still he thought of Chicago; the world appealed to him. If he could only get out of here  if he could only make more than seven or eight dollars a week. He brooded about this.

One Sunday afternoon he and Stella went with Myrtle to Sylvias home, and after a brief stay Stella announced that she would have to be going; her mother would be expecting her back. Myrtle was for going with her, but altered her mind when Sylvia asked her to stay to tea. Let Eugene take her home, Sylvia said. Eugene was delighted in his persistent, hopeless way. He was not yet convinced that she could not be won to love. When they walked out in the fresh sweet air  it was nearing spring  he felt that now he should have a chance of saying something which would be winning  which would lure her to him.

They went out on a street next to the one she lived on quite to the confines of the town. She wanted to turn off at her street, but he had urged her not to. Do you have to go home just yet? he asked, pleadingly.

No, I can walk a little way, she replied.

They reached a vacant place  the last house a little distance back  talking idly. It was getting hard to make talk. In his efforts to be entertaining he picked up three twigs to show her how a certain trick in balancing was performed. It consisted in laying two at right angles with each other and with a third, using the latter as an upright. She could not do it, of course. She was not really very much interested. He wanted her to try and when she did, took hold of her right hand to steady her efforts.

No, dont, she said, drawing her hand away. I can do it.

She trifled with the twigs unsuccessfully and was about to let them fall, when he took hold of both her hands. It was so sudden that she could not free herself, and so she looked him straight in the eye.

Let go, Eugene, please let go.

He shook his head, gazing at her.

Please let go, she went on. You mustnt do this. I dont want you to.

Why?

Because.

Because why?

Well, because I dont.

Dont you like me any more, Stella, really? he asked.

I dont think I do, not that way.

But you did.

I thought I did.

Have you changed your mind?

Yes, I think I have.

He dropped her hands and looked at her fixedly and dramatically. The attitude did not appeal to her. They strolled back to the street, and when they neared her door he said, Well, I suppose theres no use in my coming to see you any more.

I think youd better not, she said simply.

She walked in, never looking back, and instead of going back to his sisters he went home. He was in a very gloomy mood, and after sitting around for a while went to his room. The night fell, and he sat there looking out at the trees and grieving about what he had lost. Perhaps he was not good enough for her  he could not make her love him. Was it that he was not handsome enough  he did not really consider himself good looking  or what was it, a lack of courage or strength?

After a time he noticed that the moon was hanging over the trees like a bright shield in the sky. Two layers of thin clouds were moving in different directions on different levels. He stopped in his cogitations to think where these clouds came from. On sunny days when there were great argosies of them he had seen them disappear before his eyes, and then, marvel of marvels, reappear out of nothingness. The first time he ever saw this it astonished him greatly, for he had never known up to then what clouds were. Afterward he read about them in his physical geography. Tonight he thought of that, and of the great plains over which these winds swept, and of the grass and trees  great forests of them  miles and miles. What a wonderful world! Poets wrote about these things, Longfellow, and Bryant, and Tennyson. He thought of Thanatopsis, and of the Elegy, both of which he admired greatly. What was this thing, life?

Then he came back to Stella with an ache. She was actually gone, and she was so beautiful. She would never really talk to him any more. He would never get to hold her hand or kiss her. He clenched his hands with the hurt. Oh, that night on the ice; that night in the sleigh! How wonderful they were! Finally he undressed and went to bed. He wanted to be alone  to be lonely. On his clean white pillow he lay and dreamed of the things that might have been, kisses, caresses, a thousand joys.

One Sunday afternoon he was lying in his hammock thinking, thinking of what a dreary place Alexandria was, anyhow, when he opened a Chicago Saturday afternoon paper, which was something like a Sunday one because it had no Sunday edition,  and went gloomily through it. It was as he had always found, full of a subtle wonder, the wonder of the city, which drew him like a magnet. Here was the drawing of a big hotel someone was going to build; there was a sketch of a great pianist who was coming to play. An account of a new comedy drama; of a little romantic section of Goose Island in the Chicago river, with its old decayed boats turned into houses and geese waddling about; an item of a man falling through a coal hole on South Halstead street fascinated him. This last was at sixty-two hundred and something and the idea of such a long street seized on his imagination. What a tremendous city Chicago must be. The thought of car lines, crowds, trains, came to him with almost a yearning appeal.

All at once the magnet got him. It gripped his very soul, this wonder, this beauty, this life.

Im going to Chicago, he thought, and got up.

There was his nice, quiet little home laid out before him. Inside were his mother, his father, Myrtle. Still he was going. He could come back. Sure I can come back, he thought. Propelled by this magnetic power he went in and upstairs to his room, and got a little grip or portmanteau he had. He put in it the things he thought he would immediately need. In his pocket were nine dollars, money he had been saving for some time. Finally he came downstairs and stood in the door of the sitting room.

Whats the matter? asked his mother, looking at his solemn introspective face.

Im going to Chicago, he said.

When? she asked, astonished, a little uncertain of just what he meant.

Today, he said.

No, youre joking. She smiled unbelievingly. This was a boyish prank.

Im going today, he said. Im going to catch that four oclock train.

Her face saddened. Youre not? she said.

I can come back, he replied, if I want to. I want to get something else to do.

His father came in at this time. He had a little work room out in the barn where he sometimes cleaned machines and repaired vehicles. He was fresh from such a task now.

Whats up? he asked, seeing his wife close to her boy.

Eugenes going to Chicago.

Since when? he inquired amusedly.

Today. He says hes going right now.

You dont mean it, said Witla, astonished. He really did not believe it. Why dont you take a little time and think it over? What are you going to live on?

Ill live, said Eugene. Im going. Ive had enough of this place. Im going to get out.

All right, said his father, who, after all, believed in initiative. Evidently after all he hadnt quite understood this boy. Got your trunk packed?

No, but mother can send me that.

Dont go today, pleaded his mother. Wait until you get something ready, Eugene. Wait and do a little thinking about it. Wait until tomorrow.

I want to go today, ma. He slipped his arm around her. Little ma. He was bigger than she by now, and still growing.

All right, Eugene, she said softly, but I wish you wouldnt. Her boy was leaving her  her heart was hurt.

I can come back, ma. Its only a hundred miles.

Well, all right, she said finally, trying to brighten. Ill pack your bag.

I have already.

She went to look.

Well, itll soon be time, said Witla, who was thinking that Eugene might back down. Im sorry. Still it may be a good thing for you. Youre always welcome here, you know.

I know, said Eugene.

They went finally to the train together, he and his father and Myrtle. His mother couldnt. She stayed to cry.

On the way to the depot they stopped at Sylvias.

Why, Eugene, she exclaimed, how ridiculous! Dont go.

Hes set, said Witla.

Eugene finally got loose. He seemed to be fighting love, home ties, everything, every step of the way. Finally he reached the depot. The train came. Witla grabbed his hand affectionately. Be a good boy, he said, swallowing a gulp.

Myrtle kissed him. Youre so funny, Eugene. Write me.

I will.

He stepped on the train. The bell rang. Out the cars rolled  out and on. He looked out on the familiar scenes and then a real ache came to him  Stella, his mother, his father, Myrtle, the little home. They were all going out of his life.

Hm, he half groaned, clearing his throat. Gee!

And then he sank back and tried, as usual, not to think. He must succeed. Thats what the world was made for. That was what he was made for. That was what he would have to do....


CHAPTER IV

The city of Chicago  who shall portray it! This vast ruck of life that had sprung suddenly into existence upon the dank marshes of a lake shore. Miles and miles of dreary little houses; miles and miles of wooden block-paved streets, with gas lamps placed and water mains laid, and empty wooden walks set for pedestrians; the beat of a hundred thousand hammers; the ring of a hundred thousand trowels! Long, converging lines of telegraph poles; thousands upon thousands of sentinel cottages, factory plants, towering smoke stacks, and here and there a lone, shabby church steeple, sitting out pathetically upon vacant land. The raw prairie stretch was covered with yellow grass; the great broad highways of the tracks of railroads, ten, fifteen, twenty, thirty, laid side by side and strung with thousands upon thousands of shabby cars, like beads upon a string. Engines clanging, trains moving, people waiting at street crossings  pedestrians, wagon drivers, street car drivers, drays of beer, trucks of coal, brick, stone, sand  a spectacle of new, raw, necessary life!

As Eugene began to draw near it he caught for the first time the sense and significance of a great city. What were these newspaper shadows he had been dealing with in his reading compared to this vivid, articulate, eager thing? Here was the substance of a new world, substantial, fascinating, different. The handsome suburban station at South Chicago, the first of its kind he had ever seen, took his eye, as the train rolled cityward. He had never before seen a crowd of foreigners  working men  and here were Lithuanians, Poles, Czechs, waiting for a local train. He had never seen a really large factory plant, and here was one, and another, and another  steel works, potteries, soap-factories, foundries, all gaunt and hard in the Sunday evening air. There seemed to be, for all it was Sunday, something youthful, energetic and alive about the streets. He noted the streetcars waiting; at one place a small river was crossed on a draw,  dirty, gloomy, but crowded with boats and lined with great warehouses, grain elevators, coal pockets  that architecture of necessity and utility. His imagination was fired by this for here was something that could be done brilliantly in black  a spot of red or green for ship and bridge lights. There were some men on the magazines who did things like this, only not so vivid.

The train threaded its way through long lines of cars coming finally into an immense train shed where arc lights were spluttering  a score under a great curved steel and glass roof, where people were hurrying to and fro. Engines were hissing; bells clanging raucously. He had no relatives, no soul to turn to, but somehow he did not feel lonely. This picture of life, this newness, fascinated him. He stepped down and started leisurely to the gate, wondering which way he should go. He came to a corner where a lamp post already lit blazoned the name Madison. He looked out on this street and saw, as far as the eye could reach, two lines of stores, jingling horse cars, people walking. What a sight, he thought, and turned west. For three miles he walked, musing, and then as it was dark, and he had arranged for no bed, he wondered where he should eat and sleep. A fat man sitting outside a livery stable door in a tilted, cane-seated chair offered a possibility of information.

Do you know where I can get a room around here? asked Eugene.

The lounger looked him over. He was the proprietor of the place.

Theres an old lady living over there at seven-thirty-two, he said, who has a room, I think. She might take you in. He liked Eugenes looks.

Eugene crossed over and rang a downstairs bell. The door was opened shortly by a tall, kindly woman, of a rather matriarchal turn. Her hair was gray.

Yes? she inquired.

The gentleman at the livery stable over there said I might get a room here. Im looking for one.

She smiled pleasantly. This boy looked his strangeness, his wide-eyed interest, his freshness from the country. Come in, she said. I have a room. You can look at it.

It was a front room  a little bed-room off the one main living room, clean, simple, convenient. This looks all right, he said.

She smiled.

You can have it for two dollars a week, she proffered.

Thats all right, he said, putting down his grip. Ill take it.

Have you had supper? she asked.

No, but Im going out soon. I want to see the streets. Ill find some place.

Ill give you something, she said.

Eugene thanked her, and she smiled. This was what Chicago did to the country. It took the boys.

He opened the closed shutters of his window and knelt before it, leaning on the sill. He looked out idly, for it was all so wonderful. Bright lights were burning in store windows. These people hurrying  how their feet sounded  clap, clap, clap. And away east and away west it was all like this. It was all like this everywhere, a great big, wonderful city. It was nice to be here. He felt that now. It was all worth while. How could he have stayed in Alexandria so long! He would get along here. Certainly he would. He was perfectly sure of that. He knew.

Chicago at this time certainly offered a world of hope and opportunity to the beginner. It was so new, so raw; everything was in the making. The long lines of houses and stores were mostly temporary make-shifts  one and two story frame affairs  with here and there a three and four story brick building which spoke of better days to come. Down in the business heart which lay between the lake and the river, the North Side and the South Side, was a region which spoke of a tremendous future, for here were stores which served the buying public, not only of Chicago, but of the Middle West. There were great banks, great office buildings, great retail stores, great hotels. The section was running with a tide of people which represented the youth, the illusions, the untrained aspirations, of millions of souls. When you walked into this area you could feel what Chicago meant  eagerness, hope, desire. It was a city that put vitality into almost every wavering heart: it made the beginner dream dreams; the aged to feel that misfortune was never so grim that it might not change.

Underneath, of course, was struggle. Youth and hope and energy were setting a terrific pace. You had to work here, to move, to step lively. You had to have ideas. This city demanded of you your very best, or it would have little to do with you. Youth in its search for something  and age  were quickly to feel this. It was no fools paradise.

Eugene, once he was settled, realized this. He had the notion, somehow, that the printers trade was all over for him. He wanted no more of that. He wanted to be an artist or something like that, although he hardly knew how to begin. The papers offered one way, but he was not sure that they took on beginners. He had had no training whatever. His sister Myrtle had once said that some of his little thumb-nail sketches were pretty, but what did she know? If he could study somewhere, find someone who would teach him.... Meanwhile he would have to work.

He tried the newspapers first of course, for those great institutions seemed the ideal resort for anyone who wanted to get up in the world, but the teeming offices with frowning art directors and critical newspaper workers frightened him. One art director did see something in the three or four little sketches he showed, but he happened to be in a crusty mood, and did not want anybody anyway. He simply said no, there was nothing. Eugene thought that perhaps as an artist also, he was destined to be a failure.

The trouble with this boy was really that he was not half awake yet. The beauty of life, its wonder, had cast a spell over him, but he could not yet interpret it in line and color. He walked about these wonderful streets, gazing in the windows, looking at the boats on the river, looking at the ships on the lake. One day, while he was standing on the lake shore, there came a ship in full sail in the offing  the first he had ever seen. It gripped his sense of beauty. He clasped his hands nervously and thrilled to it. Then he sat down on the lake wall and looked and looked and looked until it gradually sank below the horizon. So this was how the great lakes were; and how the great seas must be  the Atlantic and the Pacific and the Indian Ocean. Ah, the sea! Some day, perhaps he would go to New York. That was where the sea was. But here it was also, in miniature, and it was wonderful.

One cannot moon by lake shores and before store windows and at bridge draws and live, unless one is provided with the means of living, and this Eugene was not. He had determined when he left home that he would be independent. He wanted to get a salary in some way that he could at least live on. He wanted to write back and be able to say that he was getting along nicely. His trunk came, and a loving letter from his mother, and some money, but he sent that back. It was only ten dollars, but he objected to beginning that way. He thought he ought to earn his own way, and he wanted to try, anyhow.

After ten days his funds were very low, a dollar and seventy-five cents, and he decided that any job would have to do. Never mind about art or type-setting now. He could not get the last without a union card, he must take anything, and so he applied from store to store. The cheap little shops in which he asked were so ugly they hurt, but he tried to put his artistic sensibilities aside. He asked for anything, to be made a clerk in a bakery, in a dry goods store, in a candy store. After a time a hardware store loomed up, and he asked there. The man looked at him curiously. I might give you a place at storing stoves.

Eugene did not understand, but he accepted gladly. It only paid six dollars a week, but he could live on that. He was shown to a loft in charge of two rough men, stove fitters, polishers, and repairers, who gruffly explained to him that his work was to brush the rust off the decayed stoves, to help piece and screw them together, to polish and lift things, for this was a second hand stove business which bought and repaired stoves from junk dealers all over the city. Eugene had a low bench near a window where he was supposed to do his polishing, but he very frequently wasted his time here looking out into the green yards of some houses in a side street. The city was full of wonder to him  its every detail fascinating. When a rag-picker would go by calling rags, old iron, or a vegetable vender crying tomatoes, potatoes, green corn, peas, he would stop and listen, the musical pathos of the cries appealing to him. Alexandria had never had anything like this. It was all so strange. He saw himself making pen and ink sketches of things, of the clothes lines in the back yards and of the maids with baskets.

On one of the days when he thought he was working fairly well (he had been there two weeks), one of the two repairers said, Hey, get a move on you. Youre not paid to look out the window. Eugene stopped. He had not realized that he was loafing.

What have you got to do with it? he asked, hurt and half defiant. He was under the impression that he was working with these men, not under them.

Ill show you, you fresh kid, said the older of the two, who was an individual built on the order of Bill Sykes. Youre under me. You get a move on you, and dont give me any more of your lip.

Eugene was startled. It was a flash of brutality out of a clear sky. The animal, whom he had been scanning as an artist would, as a type, out of the corner of his eye, was revealing himself.

You go to the devil, said Eugene, only half awake to the grim reality of the situation.

Whats that! exclaimed the man, making for him. He gave him a shove toward the wall, and attempted to kick him with his big, hob-nailed boot. Eugene picked up a stove leg. His face was wax white.

Dont you try that again, he said darkly. He fixed the leg in his hand firmly.

Call it off, Jim, said the other man, who saw the uselessness of so much temper. Dont hit him. Send him down stairs if you dont like him.

You get to hell out of here, then, said Eugenes noble superior.

Eugene walked to a nail where his hat and coat were, carrying the stove leg. He edged past his assailant cautiously, fearing a second attack. The man was inclined to kick at him again because of his stubbornness, but forebore.

Youre too fresh, Willie. You want to wake up, you dough face, he said as Eugene went.

Eugene slipped out quietly. His spirit was hurt and torn. What a scene! He, Eugene Witla, kicked at, and almost kicked out, and that in a job that paid six dollars a week. A great lump came up in his throat, but it went down again. He wanted to cry but he could not. He went downstairs, stovepolish on his hands and face and slipped up to the desk.

I want to quit, he said to the man who had hired him.

All right, whats the matter?

That big brute up there tried to kick me, he explained.

Theyre pretty rough men, answered the employer. I was afraid you wouldnt get along. I guess youre not strong enough. Here you are. He laid out three dollars and a half. Eugene wondered at this queer interpretation of his complaint. He must get along with these men? They musnt get along with him? So the city had that sort of brutality in it.

He went home and washed up, and then struck out again, for it was no time now to be without a job. After a week he found one,  as a house runner for a real estate concern, a young man to bring in the numbers of empty houses and post up the For Rent signs in the windows. It paid eight dollars and seemed to offer opportunities of advancement. Eugene might have stayed there indefinitely had it not failed after three months. He had reached the season of fall clothes then, and the need of a winter overcoat, but he made no complaint to his family. He wanted to appear to be getting along well, whether he was or not.

One of the things which tended to harden and sharpen his impressions of life at this time was the show of luxury seen in some directions. On Michigan Avenue and Prairie Avenue, on Ashland Avenue and Washington Boulevard, were sections which were crowded with splendid houses such as Eugene had never seen before. He was astonished at the magnificence of their appointments, the beauty of the lawns, the show of the windows, the distinction of the equipages which accompanied them and served them. For the first time in his life he saw liveried footmen at doors: he saw at a distance girls and women grown who seemed marvels of beauty to him  they were so distinguished in their dress; he saw young men carrying themselves with an air of distinction which he had never seen before. These must be the society people the newspapers were always talking about. His mind made no distinctions as yet. If there were fine clothes, fine trappings, of course social prestige went with them. It made him see for the first time what far reaches lay between the conditions of a beginner from the country and what the world really had to offer  or rather what it showered on some at the top. It subdued and saddened him a little. Life was unfair.

These fall days, too, with their brown leaves, sharp winds, scudding smoke and whirls of dust showed him that the city could be cruel. He met shabby men, sunken eyed, gloomy, haggard, who looked at him, apparently out of a deep despair. These creatures all seemed to be brought where they were by difficult circumstances. If they begged at all,  and they rarely did of him, for he did not look prosperous enough, it was with the statement that unfortunate circumstances had brought them where they were. You could fail so easily. You could really starve if you didnt look sharp,  the city quickly taught him that.

During these days he got immensely lonely. He was not very sociable, and too introspective. He had no means of making friends, or thought he had none. So he wandered about the streets at night, marveling at the sights he saw, or staying at home in his little room. Mrs. Woodruff, the landlady, was nice and motherly enough, but she was not young and did not fit into his fancies. He was thinking about girls and how sad it was not to have one to say a word to him. Stella was gone  that dream was over. When would he find another like her?

After wandering around for nearly a month, during which time he was compelled to use some money his mother sent him to buy a suit of clothes on an instalment plan, he got a place as driver of a laundry, which, because it paid ten dollars a week, seemed very good. He sketched now and then when he was not tired, but what he did seemed pointless. So he worked here, driving a wagon, when he should have been applying for an art opening, or taking art lessons.

During this winter Myrtle wrote him that Stella Appleton had moved to Kansas, whither her father had gone; and that his mothers health was bad, and that she did so want him to come home and stay awhile. It was about this time that he became acquainted with a little Scotch girl named Margaret Duff, who worked in the laundry, and became quickly involved in a relationship which established a precedent in his experiences with women. Before this he had never physically known a girl. Now, and of a sudden, he was plunged into something which awakened a new, and if not evil, at least disrupting and disorganizing propensity of his character. He loved women, the beauty of the curves of their bodies. He loved beauty of feature and after a while was to love beauty of mind,  he did now, in a vague, unformed way,  but his ideal was as yet not clear to him. Margaret Duff represented some simplicity of attitude, some generosity of spirit, some shapeliness of form, some comeliness of feature,  it was not more. But, growing by what it fed on, his sex appetite became powerful. In a few weeks it had almost mastered him. He burned to be with this girl daily  and she was perfectly willing that he should, so long as the relationship did not become too conspicuous. She was a little afraid of her parents, although those two, being working people, retired early and slept soundly. They did not seem to mind her early philanderings with boys. This latest one was no novelty. It burned fiercely for three months  Eugene was eager, insatiable: the girl not so much so, but complaisant. She liked this evidence of fire in him,  the hard, burning flame she had aroused, and yet after a time she got a little tired. Then little personal differences arose,  differences of taste, differences of judgment, differences of interest. He really could not talk to her of anything serious, could not get a response to his more delicate emotions. For her part she could not find in him any ready appreciation of the little things she liked  theater jests, and the bright remarks of other boys and girls. She had some conception of what was tasteful in dress, but as for anything else, art, literature, public affairs, she knew nothing at all, while Eugene, for all his youth, was intensely alive to what was going on in the great world. The sound of great names and great fames was in his ears,  Carlyle, Emerson, Thoreau, Whitman. He read of great philosophers, painters, musicians, meteors that sped across the intellectual sky of the western world, and he wondered. He felt as though some day he would be called to do something  in his youthful enthusiasm he half-thought it might be soon. He knew that this girl he was trifling with could not hold him. She had lured him, but once lured he was master, judge, critic. He was beginning to feel that he could get along without her,  that he could find someone better.

Naturally such an attitude would make for the death of passion, as the satiation of passion would make for the development of such an attitude. Margaret became indifferent. She resented his superior airs, his top-lofty tone at times. They quarreled over little things. One night he suggested something that she ought to do in the haughty manner customary with him.

Oh, dont be so smart! she said. You always talk as though you owned me.

I do, he said jestingly.

Do you? she flared. There are others.

Well, whenever youre ready you can have them. Im willing.

The tone cut her, though actually it was only an ill-timed bit of teasing, more kindly meant than it sounded.

Well, Im ready now. You neednt come to see me unless you want to. I can get along.

She tossed her head.

Dont be foolish, Margy, he said, seeing the ill wind he had aroused. You dont mean that.

Dont I? Well, well see. She walked away from him to another corner of the room. He followed her, but her anger re-aroused his opposition. Oh, all right, he said after a time. I guess Id better be going.

She made no response, neither pleas nor suggestions. He went and secured his hat and coat and came back. Want to kiss me good-bye? he inquired.

No, she said simply.

Good-night, he called.

Good-night, she replied indifferently.

The relationship was never amicably readjusted after this, although it did endure for some time.


CHAPTER V

For the time being this encounter stirred to an almost unbridled degree Eugenes interest in women. Most men are secretly proud of their triumph with woman  their ability to triumph  and any evidence of their ability to attract, entertain, hold, is one of those things which tends to give them an air of superiority and self-sufficiency which is sometimes lacking in those who are not so victorious. This was, in its way, his first victory of the sort, and it pleased him mightily. He felt much more sure of himself instead of in any way ashamed. What, he thought, did the silly boys back in Alexandria know of life compared to this? Nothing. He was in Chicago now. The world was different. He was finding himself to be a man, free, individual, of interest to other personalities. Margaret Duff had told him many pretty things about himself. She had complimented his looks, his total appearance, his taste in the selection of particular things. He had felt what it is to own a woman. He strutted about for a time, the fact that he had been dismissed rather arbitrarily having little weight with him because he was so very ready to be dismissed, sudden dissatisfaction with his job now stirred up in him, for ten dollars a week was no sum wherewith any self-respecting youth could maintain himself,  particularly with a view to sustaining any such relationship as that which had just ended. He felt that he ought to get a better place.

Then one day a woman to whom he was delivering a parcel at her home in Warren Avenue, stopped him long enough to ask: What do you drivers get a week for your work?

I get ten dollars, said Eugene. I think some get more.

You ought to make a good collector, she went on. She was a large, homely, incisive, straight-talking woman. Would you like to change to that kind of work?

Eugene was sick of the laundry business. The hours were killing. He had worked as late as one oclock Sunday morning.

I think I would, he exclaimed. I dont know anything about it, but this work is no fun.

My husband is the manager of The Peoples Furniture Company, she went on. He needs a good collector now and then. I think hes going to make a change very soon. Ill speak to him.

Eugene smiled joyously and thanked her. This was surely a windfall. He was anxious to know what collectors were paid but he thought it scarcely tactful to ask.

If he gives you a job you will probably get fourteen dollars to begin with, she volunteered.

Eugene thrilled. That would be really a rise in the world. Four dollars more! He could get some nice clothes out of that and have spending money besides. He might get a chance to study art. His visions began to multiply. One could get up in the world by trying. The energetic delivery he had done for this laundry had brought him this. Further effort in the other field might bring him more. And he was young yet.

He had been working for the laundry company for six months. Six weeks later, Mr. Henry Mitchly, manager of the Peoples Furniture, wrote him care of the laundry company to call at his home any evening after eight and he would see him. My wife has spoken to me of you, he added.

Eugene complied the same day that he received the note, and was looked over by a lean, brisk, unctuous looking man of forty, who asked him various questions as to his work, his home, how much money he took in as a driver, and what not. Finally he said, I need a bright young man down at my place. Its a good job for one who is steady and honest and hardworking. My wife seems to think you work pretty well, so Im willing to give you a trial. I can put you to work at fourteen dollars. I want you to come to see me a week from Monday.

Eugene thanked him. He decided, on Mr. Mitchlys advice, to give his laundry manager a full weeks notice. He told Margaret that he was leaving and she was apparently glad for his sake. The management was slightly sorry, for Eugene was a good driver. During his last week he helped break in a new man in his place, and on Monday appeared before Mr. Mitchly.

Mr. Mitchly was glad to have him, for he had seen him as a young man of energy and force. He explained the simple nature of the work, which was to take bills for clocks, silverware, rugs, anything which the company sold, and go over the various routes collecting the money due,  which would average from seventy five to a hundred and twenty-five dollars a day. Most companies in our line require a bond, he explained, but we havent come to that yet. I think I know honest young men when I see them. Anyhow we have a system of inspection. If a mans inclined to be dishonest he cant get very far with us.

Eugene had never thought of this question of honesty very much. He had been raised where he did not need to worry about the matter of a little pocket change, and he had made enough at the Appeal to supply his immediate wants. Besides, among the people he had always associated with it was considered a very right and necessary thing to be honest. Men were arrested for not being. He remembered one very sad case of a boy he knew being arrested at Alexandria for breaking into a store at night. That seemed a terrible thing to him at the time. Since then he had been speculating a great deal, in a vague way as to what honesty was, but he had not yet decided. He knew that it was expected of him to account for the last penny of anything that was placed in his keeping and he was perfectly willing to do so. The money he earned seemed enough if he had to live on it. There was no need for him to aid in supporting anyone else. So he slipped along rather easily and practically untested.

Eugene took the first days package of bills as laid out for him, and carefully went from door to door. In some places money was paid him for which he gave a receipt, in others he was put off or refused because of previous difficulties with the company. In a number of places people had moved, leaving no trace of themselves, and packing the unpaid for goods with them. It was his business, as Mr. Mitchly explained, to try to get track of them from the neighbors.

Eugene saw at once that he was going to like the work. The fresh air, the out-door life, the walking, the quickness with which his task was accomplished, all pleased him. His routes took him into strange and new parts of the city, where he had never been before, and introduced him to types he had never met. His laundry work, taking him from door to door, had been a freshening influence, and this was another. He saw scenes that he felt sure he could, when he had learned to draw a little better, make great things of,  dark, towering factory-sites, great stretches of railroad yards laid out like a puzzle in rain, snow, or bright sunlight; great smoke-stacks throwing their black heights athwart morning or evening skies. He liked them best in the late afternoon when they stood out in a glow of red or fading purple. Wonderful, he used to exclaim to himself, and think how the world would marvel if he could ever come to do great pictures like those of Doré. He admired the mans tremendous imagination. He never thought of himself as doing anything in oils or water colors or chalk  only pen and ink, and that in great, rude splotches of black and white. That was the way. That was the way force was had.

But he could not do them. He could only think them.

One of his chief joys was the Chicago river, its black, mucky water churned by puffing tugs and its banks lined by great red grain elevators and black coal chutes and yellow lumber yards. Here was real color and life  the thing to draw; and then there were the low, drab, rain-soaked cottages standing in lonely, shabby little rows out on flat prairie land, perhaps a scrubby tree somewhere near. He loved these. He would take an envelope and try to get the sense of them  the feel, as he called it  but it wouldnt come. All he did seemed cheap and commonplace, mere pointless lines and stiff wooden masses. How did the great artists get their smoothness and ease? He wondered.


CHAPTER VI

Eugene collected and reported faithfully every day, and had managed to save a little money. Margaret was now a part of his past. His landlady, Mrs. Woodruff, had gone to live with a daughter in Sedalia, Missouri, and he had moved to a comparatively nice house in East Twenty-first Street on the South Side. It had taken his eye because of a tree in a fifty foot space of ground before it. Like his other room it cost him little, and he was in a private family. He arranged a twenty cent rate per meal for such meals as he took there, and thus he managed to keep his bare living expenses down to five dollars a week. The remaining nine he spent sparingly for clothes, car-fare, and amusements  almost nothing of the latter. When he saw he had a little money in reserve he began to think of looking up the Art Institute, which had been looming up in his mind as an avenue of advancement, and find out on what condition he could join a night class in drawing. They were very reasonable, he heard, only fifteen dollars a quarter, and he decided to begin if the conditions were not too severe. He was beginning to be convinced that he was born to be an artist  how soon he could not tell.

The old Art Institute, which preceded the present impressive structure, was located at Michigan Avenue and Monroe Street, and presented an atmosphere of distinction which was not present in most of the structures representing the public taste of the period. It was a large six storey building of brown stone, and contained a number of studios for painters, sculptors, and music teachers, besides the exhibition rooms and the rooms for the classes. There were both day and evening classes, and even at that time a large number of students. The western soul, to a certain extent, was fired by the wonder of art. There was so little of it in the life of the people  the fame of those who could accomplish things in this field and live in a more refined atmosphere was great. To go to Paris! To be a student in any one of the great ateliers of that city! Or of Munich or Rome, to know the character of the artistic treasures of Europe  the life of the Art quarter  that was something. There was what might have been termed a wild desire in the breast of many an untutored boy and girl to get out of the ranks of the commonplace; to assume the character and the habiliments of the artistic temperament as they were then supposed to be; to have a refined, semi-languorous, semi-indifferent manner; to live in a studio, to have a certain freedom in morals and temperament not accorded to the ordinary person  these were the great things to do and be. Of course, art composition was a part of this. You were supposed ultimately to paint great pictures or do noble sculptures, but in the meanwhile you could and should live the life of the artist. And that was beautiful and wonderful and free.

Eugene had long had some sense of this. He was aware that there were studios in Chicago; that certain men were supposed to be doing good work  he saw it in the papers. There were mentions now and then of exhibitions, mostly free, which the public attended but sparingly. Once there was an exhibition of some of the war pictures of Verestchagin, a great Russian painter who had come West for some purpose. Eugene saw them one Sunday afternoon, and was enthralled by the magnificence of their grasp of the elements of battle; the wonder of color; the truth of character; the dramatic quality; the sense of force and danger and horror and suffering which was somehow around and in and through everything that was shown. This man had virility and insight; stupendous imagination and temperament. Eugene stood and stared, wondering how such things could be done. Ever afterward the name of Verestchagin was like a great call to his imagination; that was the kind of an artist to be if you were going to be one.

Another picture came there once, which appealed to another side of his nature, although primarily the basis of its appeal was artistic. It was a great, warm tinted nude by Bouguereau, a French artist who was startling his day with his daring portrayal of the nude. The types he depicted were not namby-pamby little slim-bodied women with spindling qualities of strength and passion, but great, full-blown women whose voluptuous contour of neck and arms and torso and hip and thigh was enough to set the blood of youth at fever heat. The man obviously understood and had passion, love of form, love of desire, love of beauty. He painted with a sense of the bridal bed in the background; of motherhood and of fat, growing babies, joyously nursed. These women stood up big in their sense of beauty and magnetism, the soft lure of desire in their eyes, their full lips parted, their cheeks flushed with the blood of health. As such they were anathema to the conservative and puritanical in mind, the religious in temperament, the cautious in training or taste. The very bringing of this picture to Chicago as a product for sale was enough to create a furore of objection. Such pictures should not be painted, was the cry of the press; or if painted, not exhibited. Bouguereau was conceived of by many as one of those dastards of art who were endeavoring to corrupt by their talent the morals of the world; there was a cry raised that the thing should be suppressed; and as is always the case in all such outbursts of special class opposition, the interest of the general public was aroused.

Eugene was one of those who noted the discussion. He had never seen a picture by Bouguereau or, indeed, an original nude by any other artist. Being usually at liberty after three oclock, he was free to visit some of these things, and having found it possible to do his work in good clothes he had come to wear his best suit every day. He was a fairly presentable youth with a solemn mien, and his request to be shown anything in any art store would have aroused no surprise. He looked as though he belonged to the intellectual and artistic classes.

Not being sure of what reception would be accorded one so young  he was now nearing twenty  he nevertheless ventured to stop at the gallery where the Bouguereau was being exhibited and ask to see it. The attendant in charge eyed him curiously, but led him back to a room hung in dark red, and turning on a burst of incandescent bulbs set in the ceiling of a red plush hung cabinet, pulled back the curtain revealing the picture. Eugene had never seen such a figure and face. It was a dream of beauty  his ideal come to life. He studied the face and neck, the soft mass of brown, sensuous hair massed at the back of the head, the flowerlike lips and soft cheeks. He marveled at the suggestion of the breasts and the abdomen, that potentiality of motherhood that is so firing to the male. He could have stood there hours dreaming, luxuriating, but the attendant who had left him alone with it for a few minutes returned.

What is the price of this? Eugene asked.

Ten thousand dollars, was the reply.

He smiled solemnly. Its a wonderful thing, he said, and turned to go. The attendant put out the light.

This picture, like those of Verestchagin, made a sharp impression on him. Curiously he had no longing to paint anything of this kind. He only rejoiced to look at it. It spoke to him of his present ideal of womanhood  physical beauty, and he longed with all his heart to find a creature like that who would look on him with favor.

There were other exhibitions  one containing a genuine Rembrandt  which impressed him, but none like these that had definitely stirred him. His interest in art was becoming eager. He wanted to find out all about it  to do something himself. One day he ventured to call at the Art Institute building and consult the secretary, who explained to him what the charges were. He learned from her, for she was a woman of a practical, clerical turn, that the classes ran from October to May, that he could enter a life or antique class or both, though the antique alone was advisable for the time, and a class in illustration, where costumes of different periods were presented on different models. He found that each class had an instructor of supposed note, whom it was not necessary for him to see. Each class had a monitor and each student was supposed to work faithfully for his own benefit. Eugene did not get to see the class rooms, but he gained a sense of the art of it all, nevertheless, for the halls and offices were decorated in an artistic way, and there were many plaster casts of arms, legs, busts, and thighs and heads. It was as though one stood in an open doorway and looked out upon a new world. The one thing that gratified him was that he could study pen and ink or brush in the illustration class, and that he could also join a sketch class from five to six every afternoon without extra charges if he preferred to devote his evening hours to studying drawing in the life class. He was a little astonished to learn from a printed prospectus given him that the life class meant nude models to work from  both men and women. He was surely approaching a different world now. It seemed necessary and natural enough, and yet there was an aloof atmosphere about it, something that suggested the inner precincts of a shrine, to which only talent was admitted. Was he talented? Wait! He would show the world, even if he was a raw country boy.

The classes which he decided to enter were first a life class which convened Monday, Wednesday and Friday evenings at seven in one of the study rooms and remained in session until ten oclock, and second a sketch class which met from five to six every afternoon. Eugene felt that he knew little or nothing about figure and anatomy and had better work at that. Costume and illustration would have to wait, and as for the landscapes, or rather city-scapes, of which he was so fond, he could afford to defer those until he learned something of the fundamentals of art.

Heretofore he had rarely attempted the drawing of a face or figure except in miniature and as details of a larger scene. Now he was confronted with the necessity of sketching in charcoal the head or body of a living person, and it frightened him a little. He knew that he would be in a class with fifteen or twenty other male students. They would be able to see and comment on what he was doing. Twice a week an instructor would come around and pass upon his work. There were honors for those who did the best work during any one month, he learned from the prospectus, namely: first choice of seats around the model at the beginning of each new pose. The class instructors must be of considerable significance in the American art world, he thought, for they were N. A.s, and that meant National Academicians. He little knew with what contempt this honor was received in some quarters, or he would not have attached so much significance to it.

One Monday evening in October, armed with the several sheets of paper which he had been told to purchase by his all-informing prospectus, he began his work. He was a little nervous at sight of the brightly lighted halls and class rooms, and the moving crowd of young men and women did not tend to allay his fears. He was struck at once with the quality of gaiety, determination and easy grace which marked the different members of this company. The boys struck him as interesting, virile, in many cases good looking; the girls as graceful, rather dashing and confident. One or two whom he noted were beautiful in a dark way. This was a wonderful world.

The rooms too, were exceptional. They were old enough in use to be almost completely covered, as to the walls, with the accumulation of paint scraped from the palettes. There were no easels or other paraphernalia, but simply chairs and little stools  the former, as Eugene learned, to be turned upside down for easels, the latter for the students to sit on. In the center of the room was a platform, the height of an ordinary table, for the model to pose on, and in one corner a screen which constituted a dressing room. There were no pictures or statuary  just the bare walls  but curiously, in one corner, a piano. Out in the halls and in the general lounging center were pictures of nude figures or parts of figures posed in all sorts of ways which Eugene, in his raw, youthful way, thought suggestive. He secretly rejoiced to look at them but he felt that he must not say anything about what he thought. An art student, he felt sure, must appear to be indifferent to such suggestion  to be above such desire. They were here to work, not to dream of women.

When the time came for the classes to assemble there was a scurrying to and fro, conferring between different students, and then the men found themselves in one set of rooms and the women in another. Eugene saw a young girl in his room, sitting up near the screen, idly gazing about. She was pretty, of a slightly Irish cast of countenance, with black hair and black eyes. She wore a cap that was an imitation of the Polish national head-dress, and a red cape. Eugene assumed her to be the class model and secretly wondered if he was really to see her in the nude. In a few minutes all the students were gathered, and then there was a stir as there strolled in a rather vigorous and picturesque man of thirty-six or thereabouts, who sauntered to the front of the room and called the class to order. He was clad in a shabby suit of grey tweed and crowned with a little brown hat, shoved rakishly over one ear, which he did not trouble to take off. He wore a soft blue hickory shirt without collar or tie, and looked immensely self-sufficient. He was tall and lean and raw-boned, with a face which was long and narrow; his eyes were large and wide set, his mouth big and firm in its lines; he had big hands and feet, and an almost rolling gait. Eugene assumed instinctively that this was Mr. Temple Boyle, N. A., the class instructor, and he imagined there would be an opening address of some kind. But the instructor merely announced that Mr. William Ray had been appointed monitor and that he hoped that there would be no disorder or wasting of time. There would be regular criticism days by him  Wednesdays and Fridays. He hoped that each pupil would be able to show marked improvement. The class would now begin work. Then he strolled out.

Eugene soon learned from one of the students that this really was Mr. Boyle. The young Irish girl had gone behind the screen. Eugene could see partially, from where he was sitting, that she was disrobing. It shocked him a little, but he kept his courage and his countenance because of the presence of so many others. He turned a chair upside down as he saw the others do, and sat down on a stool. His charcoal was lying in a little box beside him. He straightened his paper on its board and fidgeted, keeping as still as he could. Some of the students were talking. Suddenly he saw the girl divest herself of a thin, gauze shirt, and the next moment she came out, naked and composed, to step upon the platform and stand perfectly erect, her arms by her side, her head thrown back. Eugene tingled and blushed and was almost afraid to look directly at her. Then he took a stick of charcoal and began sketching feebly, attempting to convey something of this personality and this pose to paper. It seemed a wonderful thing for him to be doing  to be in this room, to see this girl posing so; in short, to be an art student. So this was what it was, a world absolutely different from anything he had ever known. And he was self-called to be a member of it.


CHAPTER VII

It was after he had decided to enter the art class that Eugene paid his first visit to his family. Though they were only a hundred miles away, he had never felt like going back, even at Christmas. Now it seemed to him he had something definite to proclaim. He was going to be an artist; and as to his work, he was getting along well in that. Mr. Mitchly appeared to like him. It was to Mr. Mitchly that he reported daily with his collections and his unsatisfied bills. The collections were checked up by Mr. Mitchly with the cash, and the unpaid bills certified. Sometimes Eugene made a mistake, having too much or too little, but the too much was always credited against the too little, so that in the main he came out even. In money matters there was no tendency on Eugenes part to be dishonest. He thought of lots of things he wanted, but he was fairly well content to wait and come by them legitimately. It was this note in him that appealed to Mitchly. He thought that possibly something could be made of Eugene in a trade way.

He left the Friday night preceding Labor Day, the first Monday in September, which was a holiday throughout the city. He had told Mr. Mitchly that he thought of leaving Saturday after work for over Sunday and Monday, but Mr. Mitchly suggested that he might double up his Saturdays work with Thursdays and Fridays if he wished, and go Friday evening.

Saturdays a short day, anyhow, he said. That would give three days at home and still you wouldnt be behind in your work.

Eugene thanked his employer and did as suggested. He packed his bag with the best he had in the way of clothes, and journeyed homeward, wondering how he would find things. How different it all was! Stella was gone. His youthful unsophistication had passed. He could go home as a city man with some prospects. He had no idea of how boyish he looked  how much the idealist he was  how far removed from hard, practical judgment which the world values so highly.

When the train reached Alexandria, his father and Myrtle and Sylvia were at the depot to greet him  the latter with her two year old son. They had all come down in the family carryall, which left one seat for Eugene. He greeted them warmly and received their encomiums on his looks with a befitting sense of humility.

Youre bigger, his father exclaimed. Youre going to be a tall man after all, Eugene. I was afraid you had stopped growing.

I hadnt noticed that I had grown any, said Eugene.

Ah, yes, put in Myrtle. Youre much bigger, Gene. It makes you look a little thinner. Are you good and strong?

I ought to be, laughed Eugene. I walk about fifteen or twenty miles a day, and Im out in the air all the time. If I dont get strong now I never will.

Sylvia asked him about his stomach trouble. About the same, he told her. Sometimes he thought it was better, sometimes worse. A doctor had told him to drink hot water in the morning but he didnt like to do it. It was so hard to swallow the stuff.

While they were talking, asking questions, they reached the front gate of the house, and Mrs. Witla came out on the front porch. Eugene, at sight of her in the late dusk, jumped over the front wheel and ran to meet her.

Little ma, he exclaimed. Didnt expect me back so soon, did you?

So soon, she said, her arms around his neck. Then she held him so, quite still for a few moments. Youre getting to be a big man, she said when she released him.

He went into the old sitting room and looked around. It was all quite the same  no change. There were the same books, the same table, the same chairs, the same pulley lamp hanging from the center of the ceiling. In the parlor there was nothing new, nor in the bed rooms or the kitchen. His mother looked a little older  his father not. Sylvia had changed greatly  being slightly peaked in the face compared to her former plumpness; it was due to motherhood, he thought. Myrtle seemed a little more calm and happy. She had a real steady now, Frank Bangs, the superintendent of the local furniture factory. He was quite young, good-looking, going to be well-off some day, so they thought. Old Bill, one of the big horses, had been sold. Rover, one of the two collies, was dead. Jake the cat had been killed in a night brawl somewhere.

Somehow, as Eugene stood in the kitchen watching his mother fry a big steak and make biscuits and gravy in honor of his coming, he felt that he did not belong to this world any more. It was smaller, narrower than he had ever thought. The town had seemed smaller as he had come through its streets, the houses too; and yet it was nice. The yards were sweet and simple, but countrified. His father, running a sewing machine business, seemed tremendously limited. He had a country or small town mind. It struck Eugene as curious now, that they had never had a piano. And Myrtle liked music, too. As for himself, he had learned that he was passionately fond of it. There were organ recitals in the Central Music Hall, of Chicago, on Tuesday and Friday afternoons, and he had managed to attend some after his work. There were great preachers like Prof. Swing and the Rev. H. W. Thomas and the Rev. F. W. Gunsaulus and Prof. Saltus, liberal thinkers all, whose public services in the city were always accompanied by lovely music. Eugene had found all these men and their services in his search for life and to avoid being lonely. Now they had taught him that his old world was no world at all. It was a small town. He would never come to this any more.

After a sound nights rest in his old room he went down the next day to see Mr. Caleb Williams at the Appeal office, and Mr. Burgess, and Jonas Lyle, and John Summers. As he went, on the court house square he met Ed Mitchell and George Taps and Will Groniger, and four or five others whom he had known in school. From them he learned how things were. It appeared that George Anderson had married a local girl and was in Chicago, working out in the stock yards. Ed Waterbury had gone to San Francisco. The pretty Sampson girl, Bessie Sampson, who had once gone with Ted Martinwood so much, had run away with a man from Anderson, Indiana. There had been a lot of talk about it at the time. Eugene listened.

It all seemed less, though, than the new world that he had entered. Of these fellows none knew the visions that were now surging in his brain. Paris  no less  and New York  by what far route he could scarcely tell. And Will Groniger had got to be a baggage clerk at one of the two depots and was proud of it. Good Heavens!

At the office of the Appeal things were unchanged. Somehow Eugene had had the feeling that two years would make a lot of difference, whereas the difference was in him only. He was the one who had undergone cataclysmic changes. He had a been a stove polisher, a real estate assistant, a driver and a collector. He had known Margaret Duff, and Mr. Redwood, of the laundry, and Mr. Mitchly. The great city had dawned on him; Verestchagin, and Bouguereau, and the Art Institute. He was going on at one pace, the town was moving at another one  a slower, but quite as fast as it had ever gone.

Caleb Williams was there, skipping about as of yore, cheerful, communicative, interested. Im glad to see you back, Eugene, he declared, fixing him with the one good eye which watered. Im glad youre getting along  thats fine. Going to be an artist, eh? Well, I think thats what you were cut out for. I wouldnt advise every young fellow to go to Chicago, but thats where you belong. If it wasnt for my wife and three children I never would have left it. When you get a wife and family though he paused and shook his head. I gad! You got to do the best you can. Then he went to look up some missing copy.

Jonas Lyle was as portly, phlegmatic and philosophic as ever. He greeted Eugene with a solemn eye in which there was inquiry. Well, how is it? he asked.

Eugene smiled. Oh, pretty good.

Not going to be a printer, then?

No, I think not.

Well, its just as well, therere an awful lot of them.

While they were talking John Summers sidled up.

How are you, Mr. Witla? he inquired.

Eugene looked at him. John was certainly marked for the grave in the near future. He was thinner, of a bluish-grey color, bent at the shoulders.

Why, Im fine, Mr. Summers, Eugene said.

Im not so good, said the old printer. He tapped his chest significantly. This things getting the best of me.

Dont you believe it, put in Lyle. Johns always gloomy. Hes just as good as ever. I tell him hell live twenty years yet.

No, no, said Summers, shaking his head, I know.

He left after a bit to go across the street, his customary drinking excuse.

He cant last another year, Lyle observed the moment the door was closed. Burgess only keeps him because it would be a shame to turn him out. But hes done for.

Anyone can see that, said Eugene. He looks terrible.

So they talked.

At noon he went home. Myrtle announced that he was to come with her and Mr. Bangs to a party that evening. There were going to be games and refreshments. It never occurred to him that in this town there had never been dancing among the boys and girls he moved with, and scarcely any music. People did not have pianos  or at least only a few of them.

After supper Mr. Bangs called, and the three of them went to a typical small town party. It was not much different from the ones Eugene had attended with Stella, except that the participants were, in the main, just that much older. Two years make a great deal of difference in youth. There were some twenty-two young men and women all crowded into three fair sized rooms and on a porch, the windows and doors leading to which were open. Outside were brown grass and some autumn flowers. Early crickets were chirping, and there were late fire-flies. It was warm and pleasant.

The opening efforts to be sociable were a little stiff. There were introductions all around, much smart badinage among town dandies, for most of them were here. There were a number of new faces  girls who had moved in from other towns or blossomed into maturity since Eugene had left.

If youll marry me, Madge, Ill buy you a nice new pair of seal skin earrings, he heard one of the young bloods remark.

Eugene smiled, and the girl laughed back. He always thinks hes so cute.

It was almost impossible for Eugene to break through the opening sense of reserve which clogged his actions at everything in the way of social diversion. He was a little nervous because he was afraid of criticism. That was his vanity and deep egotism. He stood about, trying to get into the swing of the thing with a bright remark or two. Just as he was beginning to bubble, a girl came in from one of the other rooms. Eugene had not met her. She was with his prospective brother-in-law, Bangs, and was laughing in a sweet, joyous way which arrested his attention. She was dressed in white, he noticed, with a band of golden brown ribbon pulled through the loops above the flounces at the bottom of her dress. Her hair was a wonderful ashen yellow, a great mass of it  and laid in big, thick braids above her forehead and ears. Her nose was straight, her lips were thin and red, her cheek-bones faintly but curiously noticeable. Somehow there was a sense of distinction about her  a faint aroma of personality which Eugene did not understand. It appealed to him.

Bangs brought her over. He was a tight, smiling youth, as sound as oak, as clear as good water.

Heres Miss Blue, Eugene. Shes from up in Wisconsin, and comes down to Chicago occasionally. I told her you ought to know her. You might meet up there sometime.

Say, but thats good luck, isnt it? smiled Eugene. Im sure Im glad to know you. What part of Wisconsin do you come from?

Blackwood, she laughed, her greenish-blue eyes dancing.

Her hair is yellow, her eyes are blue, and she comes from Blackwood, commented Bangs. Hows that? His big mouth, with its even teeth, was wide with a smile.

You left out the blue name and the white dress. She ought to wear white all the time.

Oh, it does harmonize with my name, doesnt it? she cried. At home I do wear white mostly. You see Im just a country girl, and I make most of my things.

Did you make that? asked Eugene.

Of course I did.

Bangs moved away a little, looking at her as if critically. Well, thats really pretty, he pronounced.

Mr. Bangs is such a flatterer, she smiled at Eugene. He doesnt mean any thing he says. He just tells me one thing after another.

Hes right, said Eugene. I agree as to the dress, and it fits the hair wonderfully.

You see, hes lost, too, laughed Bangs. Thats the way they all do. Well, Im going to leave you two. Ive got to get back. I left your sister in the hands of a rival of mine.

Eugene turned to this girl and laughed his reserved laugh. I was just thinking what was going to become of me. Ive been away for two years, and Ive lost track of some of these people.

Im worse yet. Ive only been here two weeks and I scarcely know anybody. Mrs. King takes me around everywhere, but its all so new I cant get hold of it. I think Alexandria is lovely.

It is nice. I suppose youve been out on the lakes?

Oh, yes. Weve fished and rowed and camped. I have had a lovely time but I have to go back tomorrow.

Do you? said Eugene. Why I do too. Im going to take the four-fifteen.

So am I! she laughed. Perhaps we can go together.

Why, certainly. Thats fine. I thought Id have to go back alone. I only came down for over Sunday. Ive been working up in Chicago.

They fell to telling each other their histories. She was from Blackwood, only eighty-five miles from Chicago, and had lived there all her life. There were several brothers and sisters. Her father was evidently a farmer and politician and what not, and Eugene gleaned from stray remarks that they must be well thought of, though poor. One brother-in-law was spoken of as a banker; another as the owner of a grain elevator; she herself was a school teacher at Blackwood  had been for several years.

Eugene did not realize it, but she was fully five years older than himself, with the tact and the superior advantage which so much difference in years brings. She was tired of school-teaching, tired of caring for the babies of married sisters, tired of being left to work and stay at home when the ideal marrying age was rapidly passing. She was interested in able people, and silly village boys did not appeal to her. There was one who was begging her to marry him at this moment, but he was a slow soul up in Blackwood, not actually worthy of her nor able to support her well. She was hopefully, sadly, vaguely, madly longing for something better, and as yet nothing had ever turned up. This meeting with Eugene was not anything which promised a way out to her. She was not seeking so urgently  nor did she give introductions that sort of a twist in her consciousness. But this young man had an appeal for her beyond anyone she had met recently. They were in sympathetic accord, apparently. She liked his clear, big eyes, his dark hair, his rather waxen complexion. He seemed something better than she had known, and she hoped that he would be nice to her.


CHAPTER VIII

The rest of that evening Eugene spent not exactly with, but near Miss Blue  Miss Angela Blue, as he found her name to be. He was interested in her not so much from the point of view of looks, though she was charming enough, but because of some peculiarity of temperament which lingered with him as a grateful taste might dwell on the palate. He thought her young; and was charmed by what he considered her innocence and unsophistication. As a matter of fact she was not so much young and unsophisticated as an unconscious simulator of simplicity. In the conventional sense she was a thoroughly good girl, loyal, financially honest, truthful in all commonplace things, and thoroughly virtuous, moreover, in that she considered marriage and children the fate and duty of all women. Having had so much trouble with other peoples children she was not anxious to have any, or at least many, of her own. Of course, she did not believe that she would escape with what seemed to be any such good fortune. She fancied that she would be like her sisters, the wife of a good business or professional man; the mother of three or four or five healthy children; the keeper of an ideal middle class home; the handmaiden of her husbands needs. There was a deep current of passion in her which she had come to feel would never be satisfied. No man would ever understand, no man at least whom she was likely to meet; but she knew she had a great capacity to love. If someone would only come along and arouse that  be worthy of it  what a whirlwind of affection she would return to him! How she would love, how sacrifice! But it seemed now that her dreams were destined never to be fulfilled, because so much time had slipped by and she had not been courted by the right one. So here she was now at twenty-five, dreaming and longing  the object of her ideals thus accidentally brought before her, and no immediate consciousness that that was the case.

It does not take sexual affinity long to manifest itself, once its subjects are brought near to each other. Eugene was older in certain forms of knowledge, broader in a sense, potentially greater than she would ever comprehend; but nevertheless, swayed helplessly by emotion and desire. Her own emotions, though perhaps stronger than his, were differently aroused. The stars, the night, a lovely scene, any exquisite attribute of nature could fascinate him to the point of melancholy. With her, nature in its largest aspects passed practically unnoticed. She responded to music feelingly, as did Eugene. In literature, only realism appealed to him; for her, sentiment, strained though not necessarily unreal, had the greatest charm. Art in its purely æsthetic forms meant nothing at all to her. To Eugene it was the last word in the matter of emotional perception. History, philosophy, logic, psychology, were sealed books to her. To Eugene they were already open doors, or, better yet, flowery paths of joy, down which he was wandering. Yet in spite of these things they were being attracted toward each other.

And there were other differences. With Eugene convention meant nothing at all, and his sense of evil and good was something which the ordinary person would not have comprehended. He was prone to like all sorts and conditions of human beings  the intellectual, the ignorant, the clean, the dirty, the gay, the sorrowful, white, yellow, black. As for Angela, she had a distinct preference for those who conducted themselves according to given standards of propriety. She was brought up to think of those people as best who worked the hardest, denied themselves the most, and conformed to the ordinary notions of right and wrong. There was no questioning of current standards in her mind. As it was written socially and ethically upon the tables of the law, so was it. There might be charming characters outside the pale, but they were not admitted to association or sympathy. To Eugene a human being was a human being. The ruck of misfits or neer-do-wells he could laugh joyously with or at. It was all wonderful, beautiful, amusing. Even its grimness and tragedy were worth while, although they hurt him terribly at times. Why, under these circumstances, he should have been so thoroughly attracted to Angela remains a mystery. Perhaps they complemented each other at this time as a satellite complements a larger luminary  for Eugenes egoism required praise, sympathy, feminine coddling; and Angela caught fire from the warmth and geniality of his temperament.

On the train next day Eugene had nearly three hours of what he deemed most delightful talk with her. They had not journeyed far before he had told her how he had traveled this way, on this train, at this hour, two years before; how he had walked about the streets of the big city, looking for a place to sleep, how he had got work and stayed away until he felt that he had found himself. Now he was going to study art and then to New York or Paris, and do magazine illustrating and possibly paint pictures. He was truly your flamboyant youth of talent when he got to talking  when he had a truly sympathetic ear. He loved to boast to someone who really admired him, and he felt that he had admiration here. Angela looked at him with swimming eyes. He was really different from anything she had ever known, young, artistic, imaginative, ambitious. He was going out into a world which she had longed for but never hoped to see  that of art. Here he was telling her of his prospective art studies, and talking of Paris. What a wonderful thing!

As the train neared Chicago she explained that she would have to make an almost immediate connection with one which left over the Chicago Milwaukee and St. Paul, for Blackwood. She was a little lonely, to tell the truth, a little sick at heart, for the summer vacation was over and she was going back to teach school. Alexandria, for the two weeks she had been there visiting Mrs. King (formerly a Blackwood girl and school-day chum of hers), was lovely. Her girlhood friend had tried to make things most pleasant and now it was all over. Even Eugene was over, for he said nothing much of seeing her again, or had not so far. She was wishing she might see more of this world he painted in such glowing colors, when he said:

Mr. Bangs said that you come down to Chicago every now and then?

I do, she replied. I sometimes come down to go to the theatres and shop. She did not say that there was an element of practical household commercialism in it, for she was considered one of the best buyers in the family and that she was sent to buy by various members of the family in quantities. From a practical household point of view she was a thoroughbred and was valued by her sisters and friends as someone who loved to do things. She might have come to be merely a family pack horse, solely because she loved to work. It was instinct to do everything she did thoroughly, but she worked almost exclusively in minor household matters.

How soon do you expect to come down again? he asked.

Oh, I cant tell. I sometimes come down when Opera is on in the winter. I may be here around Thanksgiving.

Not before that?

I dont think so, she replied archly.

Thats too bad. I thought maybe Id see you a few times this fall. When you do come I wish you could let me know. Id like to take you to the theatre.

Eugene spent precious little money on any entertainment, but he thought he could venture this. She would not be down often. Then, too, he had the notion that he might get a rise one of these days  that would make a difference. When she came again he would be in art school, opening up another field for himself. Life looked hopeful.

Thats so nice of you, she replied. And when I come Ill let you know. Im just a country girl, she added, with a toss of her head, and I dont get to the city often.

Eugene liked what he considered the guileless naïveté of her confessions  the frankness with which she owned up to simplicity and poverty. Most girls didnt. She almost made a virtue out of these thing  at least they were charming as a confession in her.

Ill hold you to that, he assured her.

Oh, you neednt. Ill be glad to let you know.

They were nearing the station. He forgot, for the moment that she was not as remote and delicate in her beauty as Stella, that she was apparently not as passionate temperamentally as Margaret. He saw her wonderfully dull hair and her thin lips and peculiar blue eyes, and admired her honesty and simplicity. He picked up her grip and helped her to find her train. When they came to part he pressed her hand warmly, for she had been very nice to him, so attentive and sympathetic and interested.

Now remember! he said gaily, after he had put her in her seat in the local.

I wont forget.

You wouldnt mind if I wrote you now and then?

Not at all. Id like it.

Then I will, he said, and went out.

He stood outside and looked at her through the train window as it pulled out. He was glad to have met her. This was the right sort of girl, clean, honest, simple, attractive. That was the way the best women were  good and pure  not wild pieces of fire like Margaret; nor unconscious, indifferent beauties like Stella, he was going to add, but couldnt. There was a voice within him that said that artistically Stella was perfect and even now it hurt him a little to remember. But Stella was gone forever, there was no doubt about that.

During the days that followed he thought of the girl often. He wondered what sort of a town Blackwood was; what sort of people she moved with, what sort of a house she lived in. They must be nice, simple people like his own in Alexandria. These types of city bred people whom he saw  girls particularly  and those born to wealth, had no appeal for him as yet. They were too distant, too far removed from anything he could aspire to. A good woman such as Miss Blue obviously was, must be a treasure anywhere in the world. He kept thinking he would write to her  he had no other girl acquaintance now; and just before he entered art school he did this, penning a little note saying that he remembered so pleasantly their ride; and when was she coming? Her answer, after a week, was that she expected to be in the city about the middle or the end of October and that she would be glad to have him call. She gave him the number of an aunt who lived out on the North Side in Ohio Street, and said she would notify him further. She was hard at work teaching school now, and didnt even have time to think of the lovely summer she had had.

Poor little girl, he thought. She deserved a better fate. When she comes Ill surely look her up, he thought, and there was a lot that went with the idea. Such wonderful hair!


CHAPTER IX

The succeeding days in the art school after his first admission revealed many new things to Eugene. He understood now, or thought he did, why artists were different from the rank and file of mankind. This Art Institute atmosphere was something so refreshing after his days rambling among poor neighborhoods collecting, that he could hardly believe that he, Eugene Witla, belonged there. These were exceptional young people; some of them, anyhow. If they werent cut out to be good artists they still had imagination  the dream of the artist. They came, as Eugene gradually learned, from all parts of the West and South, from Chicago and St. Louis  from Kansas, Nebraska and Iowa  from Texas and California and Minnesota. One boy was in from Saskatchewan of the Canadian north west, another from the then territory of New Mexico. Because his name was Gill they called him the Gila monster  the difference in the pronunciation of the Gs not troubling them at all. A boy who came down from Minnesota was a farmers son, and talked about going back to plow and sow and reap during the next spring and summer. Another boy was the son of a Kansas City millionaire.

The mechanics of drawing interested Eugene from the first. He learned the first night that there was some defect in his understanding of light and shade as it related to the human form. He could not get any roundness or texture in his drawings.

The darkest shadow is always closest to the high light, observed his instructor laconically on Wednesday evening, looking over his shoulder. Youre making everything a dull, even tone. So that was it.

Youre drawing this figure as a bricklayer who isnt an architect might start to build a house. Youre laying bricks without having a plan. Wheres your plan? The voice was that of Mr. Boyle looking over his shoulder.

Eugene looked up. He had begun to draw the head only.

A plan! A plan! said his instructor, making a peculiar motion with his hands which described the outline of the pose in a single motion. Get your general lines first. Then you can put in the details afterward.

Eugene saw at once.

Another time his instructor was watching him draw the female breast. He was doing it woodenly  without much beauty of contour.

Theyre round! Theyre round! I tell you! exclaimed Boyle. If you ever see any square ones let me know.

This caught Eugenes sense of humor. It made him laugh, even though he flushed painfully, for he knew he had a lot to learn.

The cruelest thing he heard this man say was to a boy who was rather thick and fat but conscientious. You cant draw, he said roughly. Take my advice and go home. Youll make more money driving a wagon.

The class winced, but this man was ugly in his intolerance of futility. The idea of anybody wasting his time was obnoxious to him. He took art as a business man takes business, and he had no time for the misfit, the fool, or the failure. He wanted his class to know that art meant effort.

Aside from this brutal insistence on the significance of art, there was another side to the life which was not so hard and in a way more alluring. Between the twenty-five minute poses which the model took, there were some four or five minute rests during the course of the evening in which the students talked, relighted their pipes and did much as they pleased. Sometimes students from other classes came in for a few moments.

The thing that astonished Eugene though, was the freedom of the model with the students and the freedom of the students with her. After the first few weeks he observed some of those who had been there the year before going up to the platform where the girl sat, and talking with her. She had a little pink gauze veil which she drew around her shoulders or waist that instead of reducing the suggestiveness of her attitudes heightened them.

Say, aint that enough to make everything go black in front of your eyes, said one boy sitting next to Eugene.

Well, I guess, he laughed. Theres some edge to that.

The boys would sit and laugh and jest with this girl, and she would laugh and coquette in return. He saw her strolling about looking at some of the students drawings of her over their shoulders, standing face to face with others  and so calmly. The strong desire which it invariably aroused in Eugene he quelled and concealed, for these things were not to be shown on the surface. Once, while he was looking at some photographs that a student had brought, she came and looked over his shoulder, this little flower of the streets, her body graced by the thin scarf, her lips and cheeks red with color. She came so close that she leaned against his shoulder and arm with her soft flesh. It pulled him tense, like a great current; but he made no sign, pretending that it was the veriest commonplace. Several times, because the piano was there, and because students would sing and play in the interludes, she came and sat on the piano stool herself, strumming out an accompaniment to which some one or three or four would sing. Somehow this, of all things, seemed most sensuous to him  most oriental. It set him wild. He felt his teeth click without volition on his part. When she resumed her pose, his passion subsided, for then the cold, æsthetic value of her beauty became uppermost. It was only the incidental things that upset him.

In spite of these disturbances, Eugene was gradually showing improvement as a draughtsman and an artist. He liked to draw the figure. He was not as quick at that as he was at the more varied outlines of landscapes and buildings, but he could give lovely sensuous touches to the human form  particularly to the female form  which were beginning to be impressive. Hed got past the place where Boyle had ever to say Theyre round. He gave a sweep to his lines that attracted the instructors attention.

Youre getting the thing as a whole, I see, he said quietly, one day. Eugene thrilled with satisfaction. Another Wednesday he said: A little colder, my boy, a little colder. Theres sex in that. It isnt in the figure. You ought to make a good mural decorator some day, if you have the inclination, Boyle went on; youve got the sense of beauty. The roots of Eugenes hair tingled. So art was coming to him. This man saw his capacity. He really had art in him.

One evening a paper sign pasted up on the bulletin board bore the significant legend: Artists! Attention! We eat! We eat! Nov. 16th. at Sofronis. All those who want to get in give their names to the monitor.

Eugene had heard nothing of this, but he judged that it originated in one of the other classes. He spoke to the monitor and learned that only seventy-five cents was required of him. Students could bring girls if they wished. Most of them would. He decided that he would go. But where to get a girl? Sofronis was an Italian restaurant in lower Clark Street, which had originally started out as an eating place for Italian laborers, because it was near an Italian boarding house section. It was located in an old house that was not exactly homely. A yard in the back had been set with plain wooden tables, and benches had been placed for use in the summer time and, later, this had been covered with a mouldy tent-cloth to protect the diners from rain. Still later this became glass and was used in winter. The place was clean and the food good. Some struggling craftsman in journalism and art had found it and by degrees Signor Sofroni had come to realize that he was dealing with a better element. He began to exchange greetings with these people to set aside a little corner for them. Finally he entertained a small group of them at dinner  charging them hardly more than cost price  and so he was launched. One student told another. Sofroni now had his yard covered in so that he could entertain a hundred at dinner, even in winter. He could serve several kinds of wines and liquors with a dinner for seventy-five cents a piece. So he was popular.

The dinner was the culmination of several other class treats. It was the custom of a class, whenever a stranger, or even a new member appeared, to yell Treat! Treat! at which the victim or new member was supposed to produce two dollars as a contribution to a beer fund. If the money was not produced  the stranger was apt to be thrown out or some ridiculous trick played upon him  if it was forthcoming, work for the evening ceased. A collection was immediately taken up. Kegs of beer were sent for, with sandwiches and cheese. Drinking, singing, piano playing, jesting followed. Once, to Eugenes utter astonishment, one of the students  a big, good natured, carousing boy from Omaha  lifted the nude model to his shoulders, set her astride his neck and proceeded around the room, jigging as he went  the girl meantime pulling his black hair, the other students following and shouting uproariously. Some of the girls in an adjoining room, studying in an evening life class, stopped their work to peep through a half dozen small holes which had been punched in the intervening partition. The sight of Showalter carrying the girl so astonished the eavesdroppers that the news of it was soon all over the building. Knowledge of the escapade reached the Secretary and the next day the student was dropped. But the Bacchic dance had been enacted  its impression was left.

There were other treats like this in which Eugene was urged to drink, and he did  a very little. He had no taste for beer. He also tried to smoke, but he did not care for it. He could become nervously intoxicated at times, by the mere sight of such revelry, and then he grew witty, easy in his motions, quick to say bright things. On one of these occasions one of the models said to him: Why, youre nicer than I thought. I imagined you were very solemn.

Oh, no, he said, only at times. You dont know me.

He seized her about the waist, but she pushed him away. He wished now that he danced, for he saw that he might have whirled her about the room then and there. He decided to learn at once.

The question of a girl for the dinner, troubled him. He knew of no one except Margaret, and he did not know that she danced. There was Miss Blue, of Blackwood  whom he had seen when she made her promised visit to the city  but the thought of her in connection with anything like this was to him incongruous. He wondered what she would think if she saw such scenes as he had witnessed.

It chanced that one day when he was in the members room, he met Miss Kenny, the girl whom he had seen posing the night he had entered the school. Eugene remembered her fascination, for she was the first nude model he had ever seen and she was pretty. She was also the one who had come and stood by him when she was posing. He had not seen her since then. She had liked Eugene, but he had seemed a little distant and, at first, a little commonplace. Lately he had taken to a loose, flowing tie and a soft round hat which became him. He turned his hair back loosely and emulated the independent swing of Mr. Temple Boyle. That man was a sort of god to him  strong and successful. To be like that!

The girl noted a change for what she deemed the better. He was so nice now, she thought, so white-skinned and clear-eyed and keen.

She pretended to be looking at the drawing of a nude when she saw him.

How are you? he asked, smiling, venturing to speak to her because he was lonely and because he knew no other girl.

She turned gaily, and returned the question, facing him with smiling lips and genial eyes.

I havent seen you for some time, he said. Are you back here now?

For this week, she said. Im doing studio work. I dont care for classes when I can get the other.

I thought you liked them! he replied, recalling her gaiety of mood.

Oh, I dont dislike it. Only, studio work is better.

Weve missed you, he said. The others havent been nearly as nice.

Arent you complimentary, she laughed, her black eyes looking into his with a twinkle.

No, its so, he returned, and then asked hopefully, Are you going to the dinner on the 16th?

Maybe, she said. I havent made up my mind. It all depends.

On what?

On how I feel and who asks me.

I shouldnt think thered be any trouble about that, he observed. If I had a girl Id go, he went on, making a terrific effort to reach the point where he could ask her. She saw his intention.

Well? she laughed.

Would you go with me? he ventured, thus so shamelessly assisted.

Sure! she said, for she liked him.

Thats fine! he exclaimed. Where do you live? Ill want to know that. He searched for a pencil.

She gave him her number on West Fifty-seventh Street.

Because of his collecting he knew the neighborhood. It was a street of shabby frame houses far out on the South Side. He remembered great mazes of trade near it, and unpaved streets and open stretches of wet prairie land. Somehow it seemed fitting to him that this little flower of the muck and coal yard area should be a model.

Ill be sure and get you, he laughed. You wont forget, will you, Miss

Just Ruby, she interrupted. Ruby Kenny.

Its a pretty name, isnt it? he said. Its euphonious. You wouldnt let me come out some Sunday and see just where it is?

Yes, you may, she replied, pleased by his comment on her name. Im home most every Sunday. Come out next Sunday afternoon, if you want to.

I will, said Eugene.

He walked out to the street with her in a very buoyant mood.


CHAPTER X

Ruby Kenny was the adopted child of an old Irish laborer and his wife who had taken her from a quarrelling couple when they had practically deserted her at the age of four years. She was bright, good natured, not at all informed as to the social organization of the world, just a simple little girl with a passion for adventure and no saving insight which would indicate beforehand whither adventure might lead. She began life as a cash girl in a department store and was spoiled of her virtue at fifteen. She was rather fortunate in that her smartness attracted the rather superior, capable, self-protecting type of man; and these were fortunate too, in that she was not utterly promiscuous, appetite with her waiting on strong liking, and in one or two cases real affection, and culminating only after a period of dalliance which made her as much a victim of her moods as were her lovers. Her foster parents provided no guidance of any intelligent character. They liked her, and since she was brighter than they were, submitted to her rule, her explanations of conduct, her taste. She waved aside with a laughing rejoinder any slight objections they might make, and always protested that she did not care what the neighbors thought.

The visits which Eugene paid, and the companionship which ensued, were of a piece with every other relationship of this character which he ever entered into. He worshiped beauty as beauty, and he never wholly missed finding a certain quality of mind and heart for which he longed. He sought in women, besides beauty, good nature and sympathy; he shunned criticism and coldness, and was never apt to select for a sweetheart anyone who could outshine him either in emotion or rapidity or distinction of ideas.

He liked, at this time, simple things, simple homes, simple surroundings, the commonplace atmosphere of simple life, for the more elegant and imposing overawed him. The great mansions which he saw, the great trade structures, the great, significant personalities, seemed artificial and cold. He liked little people  people who were not known, but who were sweet and kindly in their moods. If he could find female beauty with anything like that as a background he was happy and settled down near it, if he could, in comfort. His drawing near to Ruby was governed by this mood.

The Sunday Eugene called, it rained and the neighborhood in which she lived was exceedingly dreary. Looking around here and there one could see in the open spaces between the houses pools of water standing in the brown, dead grass. He had crossed a great maze of black cindered car tracks, where engines and cars were in great masses, and speculated on the drawings such scenes would make  big black engines throwing up clouds of smoke and steam in a grey, wet air; great mazes of parti-colored cars dank in the rain but lovely. At night the switch lights in these great masses of yards bloomed like flowers. He loved the sheer yellows, reds, greens, blues, that burned like eyes. Here was the stuff that touched him magnificently, and somehow he was glad that this raw flowering girl lived near something like this.

When he reached the door and rang the bell he was greeted by an old shaky Irish-American who seemed to him rather low in the scale of intelligence  the kind of a man who would make a good crossing guard, perhaps. He had on common, characterful clothes, the kind that from long wear have taken the natural outlines of the body. In his fingers was a short pipe which he had been smoking.

Is Miss Kenny in? Eugene inquired.

Yus, said the man. Come in. Ill git her. He poked back through a typical workingmans parlor to a rear room. Someone had seen to it that almost everything in the room was red  the big silk-shaded lamp, the family album, the carpet and the red flowered wall paper.

While he was waiting he opened the album and looked at what he supposed were her relatives  commonplace people, all  clerks, salesmen, store-keepers. Presently Ruby came, and then his eye lighted, for there was about her a smartness of youth  she was not more than nineteen  which captivated his fancy. She had on a black cashmere dress with touches of red velvet at the neck and elsewhere, and she wore a loose red tie, much as a boy might. She looked gay and cheerful and held out her hand.

Did you have much trouble in getting here? she asked.

He shook his head. I know this country pretty well. I collect all through here week days. I work for the Peoples Furniture Company, you know.

Oh, then its all right, she said, enjoying his frankness. I thought youd have a hard time finding it. Its a pretty bad day, isnt it?

Eugene admitted that it was, but commented on the car tracks he had seen. If I could paint at all Id like to paint those things. Theyre so big and wonderful.

He went to the window and gazed out at the neighborhood.

Ruby watched him with interest. His movements were pleasing to her. She felt at home in his company  as though she were going to like him very much. It was so easy to talk to him. There were the classes, her studio work, his own career, this neighborhood, to give her a feeling of congeniality with him.

Are there many big studios in Chicago? he asked when they finally got around to that phase of her work. He was curious to know what the art life of the city was.

No, not so very many  not, at least, of the good ones. There are a lot of fellows who think they can paint.

Who are the big ones? he asked.

Well, I only know by what I hear artists say. Mr. Rose is pretty good. Byam Jones is pretty fine on genre subjects, so they say. Walter Low is a good portrait painter, and so is Manson Steele. And lets see  theres Arthur Biggs  he does landscapes only; Ive never been in his studio; and Finley Wood, hes another portrait man; and Wilson Brooks, he does figures  Oh! I dont know, there are quite a number.

Eugene listened entranced. This patter of art matters was more in the way of definite information about personalities than he had heard during all the time he had been in the city. The girl knew these things. She was in the movement. He wondered what her relationship to these various people was?

He got up after a time and looked out of the window again. She came also. Its not very nice around here, she explained, but papa and mamma like to live here. Its near papas work.

Was that your father I met at the door?

Theyre not my real parents, she explained. Im an adopted child. Theyre just like real parents to me, though, I certainly owe them a lot.

You cant have been posing in art very long, said Eugene thoughtfully, thinking of her age.

No; I only began about a year ago.

She told how she had been a clerk in The Fair and how she and another girl had got the idea from seeing articles in the Sunday papers. There was once a picture in the Tribune of a model posing in the nude before the local life class. This had taken her eye and she had consulted with the other girl as to whether they had not better try posing, too. Her friend, like herself, was still posing. She was coming to the dinner.

Eugene listened entranced. It reminded him of how he was caught by the picture of Goose Island in the Chicago River, of the little tumble-down huts and upturned hulls of boats used for homes. He told her of that and of how he came, and it touched her fancy. She thought he was sentimental but nice  and then he was big, too, and she was so much smaller.

You play? he asked, dont you?

Oh, just a little. But we havent got a piano. I learned what I know by practising at the different studios.

Do you dance? asked Eugene.

Yes, indeed, she replied.

I wish I did, he commented ruefully.

Why dont you? Its easy. You could learn in no time. I could teach you in a lesson.

I wish you would, he said persuasively.

It isnt hard, she went on, moving away from him. I can show you the steps. They always begin with the waltz.

She lifted her skirts and exposed her little feet. She explained what to do and how to do it. He tried it alone, but failed; so she got him to put his arm around her and placed her hand in his. Now, follow me, she said.

It was so delightful to find her in his arms! And she was apparently in no hurry to conclude the lesson, for she worked with him quite patiently, explaining the steps, stopping and correcting him, laughing at her mistakes and his. Youre getting it, though, she said, after they had turned around a few times.

They had looked into each others eyes a number of times and she gave him frank smiles in return for his. He thought of the time when she stood by him in the studio, looking over his shoulder. Surely, surely this gap of formalities might be bridged over at once if he tried if he had the courage. He pulled her a little closer and when they stopped he did not let go.

Youre mighty sweet to me, he said with an effort.

No, Im just good natured, she laughed, not endeavoring to break away.

He became emotionally tense, as always.

She rather liked what seemed the superiority of his mood. It was different, stronger than was customary in the men she knew.

Do you like me? he asked, looking at her.

She studied his face and hair and eyes.

I dont know, she returned calmly.

Are you sure you dont?

There was another pause in which she looked almost mockingly at him and then, sobering, away at the hall door.

Yes, I think I do, she said.

He picked her up in his arms. Youre as cute as a doll, he said and carried her to the red settee. She spent the rest of the rainy afternoon resting in his arms and enjoying his kisses. He was a new and peculiar kind of boy.


CHAPTER XI

A little while before, Angela Blue at Eugenes earnest solicitation had paid her first Fall visit to Chicago. She had made a special effort to come, lured by a certain poignancy of expression which he could give to any thought, particularly when it concerned his desires. In addition to the art of drawing he had the gift of writing  very slow in its development from a structural and interpretative point of view, but powerful already on its descriptive side. He could describe anything, people, houses, horses, dogs, landscapes, much as he could draw them and give a sense of tenderness and pathos in the bargain which was moving. He could describe city scenes and the personal atmosphere which surrounded him in the most alluring fashion. He had little time to write, but he took it in this instance to tell this girl what he was doing and how he was doing it. She was captivated by the quality of the world in which he was moving, and the distinction of his own personality, which he indicated rather indirectly than otherwise. By contrast her own little world began to look very shabby indeed.

She came shortly after his art school opened, and at her invitation he went out to the residence of her aunt on the North Side, a nice, pleasant brick house in a quiet side street, which had all the airs of middle class peace and comfort. He was impressed with what seemed to him a sweet, conservative atmosphere  a fitting domicile for a girl so dainty and refined as Angela. He paid his respects early Saturday morning because her neighborhood happened to be in the direction of his work.

She played for him  better than anyone he had ever known. It seemed to him a great accomplishment. Her temperament attracted her to music of a high emotional order and to songs and instrumental compositions of indefinable sweetness. In the half hour he stayed she played several things, and he noted with a new pleasure her small shapely body in a dress of a very simple, close fitting design; her hair hung in two great braids far below her waist. She reminded him the least bit of Marguerite in Faust.

He went again in the evening, shining and eager, and arrayed in his best. He was full of the sense of his art prospects, and happy to see her again, for he was satisfied that he was going to fall in love with her. She had a strong, sympathetic attitude which allured him. She wanted to be nice to this youth  wanted him to like her  and so the atmosphere was right.

That evening he took her to the Chicago Opera House, where there was playing an extravaganza. This fantasy, so beautiful in its stage-craft, so gorgeous in its show of costumes and pretty girls, so idle in its humor and sweet in its love songs, captivated both Eugene and Angela. Neither had been to a theatre for a long time; both were en rapport with some such fantastic interpretation of existence. After the short acquaintance at Alexandria it was a nice coming together. It gave point to their reunion.

After the performance he guided her through the surging crowds to a North Division Street car  they had laid cables since his arrival  and together they went over the beauties and humor of the thing they had seen. He asked permission to call again next day, and at the end of an afternoon in her company, proposed that they go to hear a famous preacher who was speaking in Central Music Hall evenings.

Angela was pleased at Eugenes resourcefulness. She wanted to be with him; this was a good excuse. They went early and enjoyed it. Eugene liked the sermon as an expression of youth and beauty and power to command. He would have liked to be an orator like that, and he told Angela so. And he confided more and more of himself to her. She was impressed by his vivid interest in life, his selective power, and felt that he was destined to be a notable personality.

There were other meetings. She came again in early November and before Christmas and Eugene was fast becoming lost in the meshes of her hair. Although he met Ruby in November and took up a tentative relation on a less spiritual basis  as he would have said at the time  he nevertheless held this acquaintanceship with Angela in the background as a superior and more significant thing. She was purer than Ruby; there was in her certainly a deeper vein of feeling, as expressed in her thoughts and music. Moreover she represented a country home, something like his own, a nice simple country town, nice people. Why should he part with her, or ever let her know anything of this other world that he touched? He did not think he ought to. He was afraid that he would lose her, and he knew that she would make any man an ideal wife. She came again in December and he almost proposed to her  he must not be free with her or draw too near too rapidly. She made him feel the sacredness of love and marriage. And he did propose in January.

The artist is a blend of subtleties in emotion which can not be classified. No one woman could have satisfied all sides of Eugenes character at that time. Beauty was the point with him. Any girl who was young, emotional or sympathetic to the right degree and beautiful would have attracted and held him for a while. He loved beauty  not a plan of life. He was interested in an artistic career, not in the founding of a family. Girlhood  the beauty of youth  was artistic, hence he craved it.

Angelas mental and emotional composition was stable. She had learned to believe from childhood that marriage was a fixed thing. She believed in one life and one love. When you found that, every other relationship which did not minister to it was ended. If children came, very good; if not, very good; marriage was permanent anyhow. And if you did not marry happily it was nevertheless your duty to endure and suffer for whatever good might remain. You might suffer badly in such a union, but it was dangerous and disgraceful to break it. If you could not stand it any more, your life was a failure.

Of course, Eugene did not know what he was trifling with. He had no conception of the nature of the relationship he was building up. He went on blindly dreaming of this girl as an ideal, and anticipating eventual marriage with her. When that would be, he had no idea, for though his salary had been raised at Christmas he was getting only eighteen dollars a week; but he deemed it would come within a reasonable time.

Meanwhile, his visits to Ruby had brought the inevitable result. The very nature of the situation seemed to compel it. She was young, brimming over with a love of adventure, admiring youth and strength in men. Eugene, with his pale face, which had just a touch of melancholy about it, his sex magnetism, his love of beauty, appealed to her. Uncurbed passion was perhaps uppermost to begin with; very shortly it was confounded with affection, for this girl could love. She was sweet, good natured, ignorant of life from many points of view. Eugene represented the most dramatic imagination she had yet seen. She described to him the character of her foster parents, told how simple they were and how she could do about as she pleased. They did not know that she posed in the nude. She confided to him her particular friendship for certain artists, denying any present intimacies. She admitted them in the past, but asserted that they were bygones. Eugene really did not believe this. He suspected her of meeting other approaches in the spirit in which she had met his own. It aroused his jealousy, and he wished at once that she were not a model. He said as much and she laughed. She knew he would act like that, it was the first proof of real, definite interest in her on his part.

From that time on there were lovely days and evenings spent in her company. Before the dinner she invited him over to breakfast one Sunday. Her foster parents were to be away and she was to have the house to herself. She wanted to cook Eugene a breakfast  principally to show him she could cook  and then it was novel. She waited till he arrived at nine to begin operations and then, arrayed in a neat little lavender, close fitting house dress, and a ruffled white apron, went about her work, setting the table, making biscuit, preparing a kidney ragout with strong wine, and making coffee.

Eugene was delighted. He followed her about, delaying her work by taking her in his arms and kissing her. She got flour on her nose and he brushed it off with his lips.

It was on this occasion that she showed him a very pleasing little dance she could do  a clog dance, which had a running, side-ways motion, with frequent and rapid clicking of the heels. She gathered her skirts a little way above her ankles and twinkled her feet through a maze of motions. Eugene was beside himself with admiration. He told himself he had never met such a girl  to be so clever at posing, playing and dancing, and so young. He thought she would make a delightful creature to live with, and he wished now he had money enough to make it possible. At this high-flown moment and at some others he thought he might almost marry her.

On the night of the dinner he took her to Sofronis, and was surprised to find her arrayed in a red dress with a row of large black leather buttons cutting diagonally across the front. She had on red stockings and shoes and wore a red carnation in her hair. The bodice was cut low in the neck and the sleeves were short. Eugene thought she looked stunning and told her so. She laughed. They went in a cab, for she had warned him beforehand that they would have to. It cost him two dollars each way but he excused his extravagance on the ground of necessity. It was little things like this that were beginning to make him think strongly of the problem of getting on.

The students who had got up this dinner were from all the art classes, day and night. There were over two hundred of them, all of them young, and there was a mixed collection of girl art students, artists models and girl friends of various grades of thought and condition, who were brought as companions. The big dining-room was tempestuous with the rattling of dishes, the shouting of jests, the singing of songs and the exchange of greetings. Eugene knew a few of these people outside his own classes, enough to give him the chance to be sociable and not appear lonely or out of it.

From the outset it was apparent that she, Ruby, was generally known and liked. Her costume  a little bold  made her conspicuous. From various directions there were cries of Hey! Rube! which was a familiar interpretation of her first name, Ruby.

Eugene was surprised at this  it shocked him a little. All sorts of boys he did not know came and talked to her, exchanging familiar gossip. She was called away from him a dozen times in as many minutes. He saw her laughing and chatting at the other end of the hall, surrounded by half a dozen students. It made him jealous.

As the evening progressed the attitude of each toward the other and all toward anyone became more and more familiar. When the courses were over, a space was cleared at one end and a screen of green cloth rigged up in one corner as a dressing room for stunts. Eugene saw one of the students called with much applause to do an Irish monologue, wearing green whiskers, which he adjusted in the presence of the crowd. There was another youth who pretended to have with him an immense roll of verse  an epic, no less  wound in so tight a manner that it looked as though it might take all night to read it. The crowd groaned. With amazing savoir faire he put up one hand for silence, dropped the roll, holding, of course, to the outer end and began reading. It was not bad verse, but the amusing part was that it was really short, not more than twenty lines. The rest of the paper had been covered with scribbling to deceive the crowd. It secured a round of applause. There was one second-year man who sang a song Down in the Lehigh Valley  and another who gave imitations of Temple Boyle and other instructors at their work of criticising and painting for the benefit of the class. These were greatly enjoyed. Finally one of the models, after much calling by the crowd of Desmond! Desmond!  her last name  went behind the green cloth screen and in a few moments reappeared in the short skirt of a Spanish dancer, with black and silver spangles, and castanets. Some friendly student had brought a mandolin and La Paloma was danced.

Eugene had little of Rubys company during all these doings. She was too much sought after. As the other girl was concluding her dance he heard the cry of Hey, Rube! Why dont you do your turn? Someone else, eager to see her dance, called Come on, Ruby! The rest of the room, almost unthinkingly took it up. Some boys surrounding her had started to push her toward the dancing space. Before Eugene knew it she was up in someones arms being passed from group to group for a joke. The crowd cheered. Eugene, however, having come so close to her, was irritated by this familiarity. She did not appear to belong to him, but to the whole art-student body. And she was laughing. When she was put down in the clear space she lifted her skirts as she had done for him and danced. A crowd of students got very close. He had to draw near to see her at all. And there she was, unconscious of him, doing her gay clog dance. When she stopped, three or four of the more daring youths urged her, seizing her by the hands and arms, to do something else. Someone cleared a table and someone else picked her up and put her on it. She did still other dances. Someone cried, Hey, Kenny, do you need the red dress? So this was his temporary sweetheart.

When she was finally ready to go home at four oclock in the morning, or when the others were agreed to let her go, she hardly remembered that she had Eugene with her. She saw him waiting as two students were asking for the privilege of taking her home.

No, she exclaimed, seeing him, I have my escort. Im going now. Good-bye, and came toward him. He felt rather frozen and out of it.

Are you ready? she asked.

He nodded gloomily, reproachfully.


CHAPTER XII

From drawing from the nude, which Eugene came to do very successfully that winter, his interest switched to his work in the illustration class where costume figures were used. Here, for the first time, he tried his hand at wash drawings, the current medium for magazine work, and was praised after a time for his execution. Not always, however; for the instructors, feeling that harsh criticism would make for steadier effort, pooh-poohed some of his best work. But he had faith in what he was destined to do, and after sinking to depths of despair he would rise to great heights of self-confidence.

His labor for the Peoples Furniture Company was becoming a rather dreary grind when Vincent Beers, the instructor in the illustration class, looking over his shoulder one Wednesday afternoon said: You ought to be able to make a little money by your work pretty soon, Witla.

Do you think so? questioned Eugene.

Its pretty good. There ought to be a place on one of the newspapers here for a man like you  an afternoon newspaper possibly. Did you ever try to get on?

I did when I first came to the city, but they didnt want anyone. Im rather glad they didnt now. I guess they wouldnt have kept me very long.

You draw in pen and ink pretty well, dont you?

I thought I liked that best of all at first.

Well, then, they ought to be able to use you. I wouldnt stay very long at it though. You ought to go to New York to get in the magazine illustration field  theres nothing out here. But a little newspaper work now wouldnt hurt you.

Eugene decided to try the afternoon papers, for he knew that if he got work on one of these he could still continue his night classes. He could give the long evening session to the illustration class and take an occasional night off to work on the life studies. That would make an admirable arrangement. For several days he took an hour after his work to make inquiry, taking with him some examples of his pen and inks. Several of the men he saw liked what he had to show, but he found no immediate opening. There was only one paper, one of the poorest, that offered him any encouragement. The editor-in-chief said he might be in need of a man shortly. If Eugene would come in again in three or four weeks he could tell him. They did not pay very much  twenty-five dollars to beginners.

Eugene thought of this as a great opportunity, and when he went back in three weeks and actually secured the place, he felt that he was now fairly on the road to prosperity. He was given a desk in a small back room on a fourth floor where there was accidentally west and north light. He was in a department which held two other men, both several years older than himself, one of whom posed as dean of the staff.

The work here was peculiar in that it included not only pen and ink but the chalk plate process which was a method of drawing with a steel point upon a zinc plate covered with a deposit of chalk, which left a design which was easily reproduced. Eugene had never done this, he had to be shown by the dean, but he soon picked it up. He found it hard on his lungs, for he had constantly to keep blowing the chalk away as he scratched the surface of the plate, and sometimes the dust went up into his nostrils. He hoped sincerely there would not be much of this work, but there was rather an undue proportion at first owing to the fact that it was shouldered on to him by the other two  he being the beginner. He suspected as much after a little time, but by that time he was beginning to make friends with his companions and things were not so bad.

These two, although they did not figure vastly in his life, introduced him to conditions and personalities in the Chicago newspaper world which broadened him and presented points of view which were helpful. The elder of the two, the dean, was dressy and art-y; his name was Horace Howe. The other, Jeremiah Mathews, Jerry for short, was short and fat, with a round, cheerful, smiling countenance and a wealth of coarse black hair. He loved chewing tobacco, was a little mussy about his clothes, but studious, generous and good natured. Eugene found that he had several passions, one for good food, another for oriental curios and a third for archæology. He was alive to all that was going on in the world, and was utterly without any prejudices, social, moral or religious. He liked his work, and whistled or talked as he did it. Eugene took a secret like for him from the beginning.

It was while working on this paper that Eugene first learned that he really could write. It came about accidentally for he had abandoned the idea that he could ever do anything in newspaper work, which was the field he had originally contemplated. Here there was great need for cheap Sunday specials of a local character, and in reading some of these, which were given to him for illustration, he came to the conclusion that he could do much better himself.

Say, he asked Mathews, who writes the articles in here? He was looking over the Sunday issue.

Oh, the reporters on the staff  anyone that wants to. I think they buy some from outsiders. They only pay four dollars a column.

Eugene wondered if they would pay him, but pay or no pay he wanted to do them. Maybe they would let him sign his name. He saw that some were signed. He suggested he believed he could do that sort of thing but Howe, as a writer himself, frowned on this. He wrote and drew. Howes opposition piqued Eugene who decided to try when the opportunity offered. He wanted to write about the Chicago River, which he thought he could illustrate effectively. Goose Island, because of the description he had read of it several years before, the simple beauties of the city parks where he liked to stroll and watch the lovers on Sundays. There were many things, but these stood as susceptible of delicious, feeling illustration and he wanted to try his hand. He suggested to the Sunday Editor, Mitchell Goldfarb, with whom he had become friendly, that he thought something nice in an illustrative way could be done on the Chicago River.

Go ahead, try your hand, exclaimed that worthy, who was a vigorous, robust, young American of about thirty-one, with a gaspy laugh that sounded as if someone had thrown cold water down his back. We need all that stuff. Can you write?

I sometimes think I might if I practiced a little.

Why not, went on the other, who saw visions of a little free copy. Try your hand. You might make a good thing of it. If your writing is anything like your drawing it will be all right. We dont pay people on the staff, but you can sign your name to it.

This was enough for Eugene. He tried his hand at once. His art work had already begun to impress his companions. It was rough, daring, incisive, with a touch of soul to it. Howe was already secretly envious, Mathews full of admiration. Encouraged thus by Goldfarb Eugene took a Sunday afternoon and followed up the branches of the Chicago River, noting its wonders and peculiarities, and finally made his drawings. Afterward he went to the Chicago library and looked up its history  accidentally coming across the reports of some government engineers who dwelt on the oddities of its traffic. He did not write an article so much as a panegyric on its beauty and littleness, finding the former where few would have believed it to exist. Goldfarb was oddly surprised when he read it. He had not thought Eugene could do it.

The charm of Eugenes writing was that while his mind was full of color and poetry he had logic and a desire for facts which gave what he wrote stability. He liked to know the history of things and to comment on the current phases of life. He wrote of the parks, Goose Island, the Bridewell, whatever took his fancy.

His real passion was for art, however. It was a slightly easier medium for him  quicker. He thrilled to think, sometimes, that he could tell a thing in words and then actually draw it. It seemed a beautiful privilege and he loved the thought of making the commonplace dramatic. It was all dramatic to him  the wagons in the streets, the tall buildings, the street lamps  anything, everything.

His drawing was not neglected meantime, but seemed to get stronger.

I dont know what there is about your stuff, Witla, that gets me, Mathews said to him one day, but you do something to it. Now why did you put those birds flying above that smokestack?

Oh, I dont know, replied Eugene. Its just the way I feel about it. Ive seen pigeons flying like that.

Its all to the good, replied Mathews. And then you handle your masses right. I dont see anybody doing this sort of thing over here.

He meant in America, for these two art workers considered themselves connoisseurs of pen and ink and illustration generally. They were subscribers to Jugend, Simplicissimus, Pick-Me-Up and the radical European art journals. They were aware of Steinlen and Cheret and Mucha and the whole rising young school of French poster workers. Eugene was surprised to hear of these men and these papers. He began to gain confidence in himself  to think of himself as somebody.

It was while he was gaining this knowledge  finding out who was who and what and why that he followed up his relationship with Angela Blue to its logical conclusion  he became engaged to her. In spite of his connection with Ruby Kenny, which continued unbroken after the dinner, he nevertheless felt that he must have Angela; partly because she offered more resistance than any girl since Stella, and partly because she appeared to be so innocent, simple and good hearted. And she was altogether lovely. She had a beautiful figure, which no crudity of country dressmaking could conceal. She had her wonderful wealth of hair and her large, luring, water-clear blue eyes. She had colorful lips and cheeks, a natural grace in walking, could dance and play the piano. Eugene looked at her and came to the conclusion after a time that she was as beautiful as any girl he had ever seen  that she had more soul, more emotion, more sweetness. He tried to hold her hand, to kiss her, to take her in his arms, but she eluded him in a careful, wary and yet half yielding way. She wanted him to propose to her, not because she was anxious to trap him, but because her conventional conscience told her these things were not right outside a definite engagement and she wanted to be engaged first. She was already in love with him. When he pleaded, she was anxious to throw herself in his arms in a mad embrace, but she restrained herself, waiting. At last he flung his arms about her as she was sitting at the piano one evening and holding her tight pressed his lips to her cheek.

She struggled to her feet. You musnt, she said. It isnt right. I cant let you do that.

But I love you, he exclaimed, pursuing her. I want to marry you. Will you have me, Angela? Will you be mine?

She looked at him yearningly, for she realized that she had made him do things her way  this wild, unpractical, artistic soul. She wanted to yield then and there but something told her to wait.

I wont tell you now, she said, I want to talk to papa and mamma. I havent told them anything as yet. I want to ask them about you, and then Ill tell you when I come again.

Oh, Angela, he pleaded.

Now, please wait, Mr. Witla, she pleaded. She had never yet called him Eugene. Ill come again in two or three weeks. I want to think it over. Its better.

He curbed his desire and waited, but it made all the more vigorous and binding the illusion that she was the one woman in the world for him. She aroused more than any woman yet a sense of the necessity of concealing the eagerness of his senses  of pretending something higher. He even tried to deceive himself into the belief that this was a spiritual relationship, but underneath all was a burning sense of her beauty, her physical charm, her passion. She was sleeping as yet, bound in convention and a semi-religious interpretation of life. If she were aroused! He closed his eyes and dreamed.


CHAPTER XIII

In two weeks Angela came back, ready to plight her faith; and Eugene was waiting, eager to receive it. He had planned to meet her under the smoky train shed of the Chicago, Milwaukee and St. Paul depot, to escort her to Kinsleys for dinner, to bring her some flowers, to give her a ring he had secured in anticipation, a ring which had cost him seventy-five dollars and consumed quite all his savings; but she was too regardful of the drama of the situation to meet him anywhere but in the parlor of her aunts house, where she could look as she wished. She wrote that she must come down early and when he arrived at eight of a Saturday evening she was dressed in the dress that seemed most romantic to her, the one she had worn when she first met him at Alexandria. She half suspected that he would bring flowers and so wore none, and when he came with pink roses, she added those to her corsage. She was a picture of rosy youth and trimness and not unlike the character by whose name he had christened her  the fair Elaine of Arthurs court. Her yellow hair was done in a great mass that hung sensuously about her neck; her cheeks were rosy with the elation of the hour; her lips moist; her eyes bright. She fairly sparkled her welcome as he entered.

At the sight of her Eugene was beside himself. He was always at the breaking point over any romantic situation. The beauty of the idea  the beauty of love as love; the delight of youth filled his mind as a song might, made him tense, feverish, enthusiastic.

Youre here at last, Angela! he said, trying to keep hold of her hands. What word?

Oh, you musnt ask so soon, she replied. I want to talk to you first. Ill play you something.

No, he said, following her as she backed toward the piano. I want to know. I must. I cant wait.

I havent made up my mind, she pleaded evasively. I want to think. You had better let me play.

Oh, no, he urged.

Yes, let me play.

She ignored him and swept into the composition, but all the while she was conscious of him hovering over her  a force. At the close, when she had been made even more emotionally responsive by the suggestion of the music, he slipped his arms about her as he had once before, but she struggled away again, slipping to a corner and standing at bay. He liked her flushed face, her shaken hair, the roses awry at her waist.

You must tell me now, he said, standing before her. Will you have me?

She dropped her head down as though doubting, and fearing familiarities; he slipped to one knee to see her eyes. Then, looking up, he caught her about the waist. Will you? he asked.

She looked at his soft hair, dark and thick, his smooth pale brow, his black eyes and even chin. She wanted to yield dramatically and this was dramatic enough. She put her hands to his head, bent over and looked into his eyes; her hair fell forward about her face. Will you be good to me? she asked, yearning into his eyes.

Yes, yes, he declared. You know that. Oh, I love you so.

She put his head far back and laid her lips to his. There was fire, agony in it. She held him so and then he stood up heaping kisses upon her cheeks, her lips, her eyes, her neck.

Good God! he exclaimed, how wonderful you are!

The expression shocked her.

You mustnt, she said.

I cant help it. You are so beautiful!

She forgave him for the compliment.

There were burning moments after this, moments in which they clung to each other desperately, moments in which he took her in his arms, moments in which he whispered his dreams of the future. He took the ring he had bought and put it on her finger. He was going to be a great artist, she was going to be an artists bride; he was going to paint her lovely face, her hair, her form. If he wanted love scenes he would paint these which they were now living together. They talked until one in the morning and then she begged him to go, but he would not. At two he left, only to come early the next morning to take her to church.

There ensued for Eugene a rather astonishing imaginative and emotional period in which he grew in perception of things literary and artistic and in dreams of what marriage with Angela would mean to him. There was a peculiar awareness about Eugene at this time, which was leading him into an understanding of things. The extraordinary demands of some phases of dogma in the matter of religion; the depths of human perversity in the matter of morality; the fact that there were worlds within worlds of our social organism; that really basically and actually there was no fixed and definite understanding of anything by anybody. From Mathews he learned of philosophies  Kant, Hegel, Schopenhauer  faint inklings of what they believed. From association with Howe he heard of current authors who expressed new moods, Pierre Loti, Thomas Hardy, Maeterlinck, Tolstoi. Eugene was no person to read  he was too eager to live,  but he gained much by conversation and he liked to talk. He began to think he could do almost anything if he tried  write poems, write plays, write stories, paint, illustrate, etc. He used to conceive of himself as a general, an orator, a politician  thinking how wonderful he would be if he could set himself definitely to any one thing. Sometimes he would recite passages from great speeches he had composed in his imagination as he walked. The saving grace in his whole make-up was that he really loved to work and he would work at the things he could do. He would not shirk his assignments or dodge his duties.

After his evening class Eugene would sometimes go out to Rubys house, getting there by eleven and being admitted by an arrangement with her that the front door be left open so that he could enter quietly. More than once he found her sleeping in her little room off the front room, arrayed in a red silk dressing gown and curled up like a little black-haired child. She knew he liked her art instincts and she strove to gratify them, affecting the peculiar and the exceptional. She would place a candle under a red shade on a small table by her bed and pretend to have been reading, the book being usually tossed to one side on the coverlet where he would see it lying when he came. He would enter silently, gathering her up in his arms as she dozed, kissing her lips to waken her, carrying her in his arms into the front room to caress her and whisper his passion. There was no cessation of this devotion to Ruby the while he was declaring his love for Angela, and he really did not see that the two interfered greatly. He loved Angela, he thought. He liked Ruby, thought she was sweet. He felt sorry for her at times because she was such a little thing, so unthinking. Who was going to marry her eventually? What was going to become of her?

Because of this very attitude he fascinated the girl who was soon ready to do anything for him. She dreamed dreams of how nice it would be if they could live in just a little flat together  all alone. She would give up her art posing and just keep house for him. He talked to her of this  imagining it might possibly come to pass  realizing quite fully that it probably wouldnt. He wanted Angela for his wife, but if he had money he thought Ruby and he might keep a separate place  somehow. What Angela would think of this did not trouble him  only that she should not know. He never breathed anything to either of the other, but there were times when he wondered what they would think each of the other if they knew. Money, money, that was the great deterrent. For lack of money he could not marry anybody at present  neither Angela nor Ruby nor anyone else. His first duty, he thought, was so to place himself financially that he could talk seriously to any girl. That was what Angela expected of him, he knew. That was what he would have to have if he wanted Ruby.

There came a time when the situation began to grow irksome. He had reached the point where he began to understand how limited his life was. Mathews and Howe, who drew more money, were able to live better than he. They went out to midnight suppers, theatre parties, and expeditions to the tenderloin section (not yet known by that name). They had time to browse about the sections of the city which had peculiar charms for them as Bohemians after dark  the levee, as a certain section of the Chicago River was called; Gamblers Row in South Clark Street; the Whitechapel Club, as a certain organization of newspaper men was called, and other places frequented by the literati and the more talented of the newspaper makers. Eugene, first because of a temperament which was introspective and reflective, and second because of his æsthetic taste, which was offended by much that he thought was tawdry and cheap about these places, and third by what he considered his lack of means, took practically no part in these diversions. While he worked in his class he heard of these things  usually the next day  and they were amplified and made more showy and interesting by the narrative powers of the participants. Eugene hated coarse, vulgar women and ribald conduct, but he felt that he was not even permitted to see them at close range had he wanted to. It took money to carouse and he did not have it.

Perhaps, because of his youth and a certain air of unsophistication and impracticability which went with him, his employers were not inclined to consider money matters in connection with him. They seemed to think he would work for little and would not mind. He was allowed to drift here six months without a sign of increase, though he really deserved more than any one of those who worked with him during the same period. He was not the one to push his claims personally but he grew restless and slightly embittered under the strain and ached to be free, though his work was as effective as ever.

It was this indifference on their part which fixed his determination to leave Chicago, although Angela, his art career, his natural restlessness and growing judgment of what he might possibly become were deeper incentives. Angela haunted him as a dream of future peace. If he could marry her and settle down he would be happy. He felt now, having fairly satiated himself in the direction of Ruby, that he might leave her. She really would not care so very much. Her sentiments were not deep enough. Still, he knew she would care, and when he began going less regularly to her home, really becoming indifferent to what she did in the artists world, he began also to feel ashamed of himself, for he knew that it was a cruel thing to do. He saw by her manner when he absented himself that she was hurt and that she knew he was growing cold.

Are you coming out Sunday night? she asked him once, wistfully.

I cant, he apologized; I have to work.

Yes, I know how you have to work. But go on. I dont mind, I know.

Oh, Ruby, how you talk. I cant always be here.

I know what it is, Eugene, she replied. You dont care any more. Oh, well, dont mind me.

Now, sweet, dont talk like that, he would say, but after he was gone she would stand by her window and look out upon the shabby neighborhood and sigh sadly. He was more to her than anyone she had met yet, but she was not the kind that cried.

He is going to leave me, was her one thought. He is going to leave me.

Goldfarb had watched Eugene a long time, was interested in him, realized that he had talent. He was leaving shortly to take a better Sunday-Editorship himself on a larger paper, and he thought Eugene was wasting his time and ought to be told so.

I think you ought to try to get on one of the bigger papers here, Witla, he said to him one Saturday afternoon when things were closing up. Youll never amount to anything on this paper. It isnt big enough. You ought to get on one of the big ones. Why dont you try the Tribune  or else go to New York? I think you ought to do magazine work.

Eugene drank it all in. Ive been thinking of that, he said. I think Ill go to New York. Ill be better off there.

I would either do one or the other. If you stay too long in a place like this its apt to do you harm.

Eugene went back to his desk with the thought of change ringing in his ears. He would go. He would save up his money until he had one hundred and fifty or two hundred dollars and then try his luck in the East. He would leave Ruby and Angela, the latter only temporarily, the former for good very likely, though he only vaguely confessed this to himself. He would make some money and then he would come back and marry his dream from Blackwood. Already his imaginative mind ran forward to a poetic wedding in a little country church, with Angela standing beside him in white. Then he would bring her back with him to New York  he, Eugene Witla, already famous in the East. Already the lure of the big eastern city was in his mind, its palaces, its wealth, its fame. It was the great world he knew, this side of Paris and London. He would go to it now, shortly. What would he be there? How great? How soon?

So he dreamed.


CHAPTER XIV

Once this idea of New York was fixed in his mind as a necessary step in his career, it was no trouble for him to carry it out. He had already put aside sixty dollars in a savings bank since he had given Angela the ring and he decided to treble it as quickly as possible and then start. He fancied that all he needed was just enough to live on for a little while until he could get a start. If he could not sell drawings to the magazines he might get a place on a newspaper and anyhow he felt confident that he could live. He communicated to Howe and Mathews his intention of going East pretty soon and aroused in their respective bosoms the emotions which were characteristic of each. Howe, envious from the start, was glad to have him off the paper, but regretful of the stellar career which his determination foreboded. He half suspected now that Eugene would do something exceptional  he was so loose in his moods  so eccentric. Mathews was glad for Eugene and a little sorry for himself. He wished he had Eugenes courage, his fire, his talent.

Youll make good when you get down there, Mathews said to him one afternoon when Howe was out of the room, for he realized that the latter was jealous. Youve got the stuff. Some of the work you have done here will give you a fine introduction. I wish I were going.

Why dont you? suggested Eugene.

Who? me? What good would it do me? Im not ready yet. I cant do that sort of stuff. I might go down some time.

I think you do good work, said Eugene generously. He really did not believe it was good art, but it was fair newspaper sketching.

Oh, no, you dont mean that, Witla, replied Mathews. I know what I can do.

Eugene was silent.

I wish when you get down there, went on Mathews, you would write us occasionally. I would like to know how you are getting along.

Sure, Ill write, replied Eugene, flattered by the interest his determination had aroused. Sure I will. But he never did.

In Ruby and Angela he had two problems to adjust which were not so easy. In the one case it was sympathy, regret, sorrow for her helplessness, her hopelessness. She was so sweet and lovely in her way, but not quite big enough mentally or emotionally for him. Could he really live with her if he wanted to? Could he substitute her for a girl like Angela? Could he? And now he had involved Angela, for since her return to tell him that she accepted him as her affianced lover, there had been some scenes between them in which a new standard of emotion had been set for him. This girl who looked so simple and innocent was burning at times with a wild fire. It snapped in her eyes when Eugene undid her wonderful hair and ran his hands through its heavy strands. The Rhine Maiden, he would say. Little Lorelei! You are like the mermaid waiting to catch the young lover in the strands of her hair. You are Marguerite and I Faust. You are a Dutch Gretchen. I love this wonderful hair when it is braided. Oh, sweet, you perfect creature! I will put you in a painting yet. I will make you famous.

Angela thrilled to this. She burned in a flame which was of his fanning. She put her lips to his in long hot kisses, sat on his knee and twined her hair about his neck; rubbed his face with it as one might bathe a face in strands of silk. Finding such a response he went wild, kissed her madly, would have been still more masterful had she not, at the slightest indication of his audacity, leaped from his embrace, not opposition but self protection in her eyes. She pretended to think better of his love, and Eugene, checked by her ideal of him, tried to restrain himself. He did manage to desist because he was sure that he could not do what he wanted to. Daring such as that would end her love. So they wrestled in affection.

It was the fall following his betrothal to Angela that he actually took his departure. He had drifted through the summer, pondering. He had stayed away from Ruby more and more, and finally left without saying good-bye to her, though he thought up to the last that he intended to go out and see her.

As for Angela, when it came to parting from her, he was in a depressed and downcast mood. He thought now that he did not really want to go to New York, but was being drawn by fate. There was no money for him in the West; they could not live on what he could earn there. Hence he must go and in doing so must lose her. It looked very tragic.

Out at her aunts house, where she came for the Saturday and Sunday preceding his departure, he walked the floor with her gloomily, counted the lapse of the hours after which he would be with her no more, pictured the day when he would return successful to fetch her. Angela had a faint foreboding fear of the events which might intervene. She had read stories of artists who had gone to the city and had never come back. Eugene seemed such a wonderful person, she might not hold him; and yet he had given her his word and he was madly in love with her  no doubt of that. That fixed, passionate, yearning look in his eyes  what did it mean if not enduring, eternal love? Life had brought her a great treasure  a great love and an artist for a lover.

Go, Eugene! she cried at last tragically, almost melodramatically. His face was in her hands. I will wait for you. You need never have one uneasy thought. When you are ready I will be here, only, come soon  you will, wont you?

Will I! he declared, kissing her, will I? Look at me. Dont you know?

Yes! Yes! Yes! she exclaimed, of course I know. Oh, yes! yes!

The rest was a passionate embrace. And then they parted. He went out brooding over the subtlety and the tragedy of life. The sharp October stars saddened him more. It was a wonderful world but bitter to endure at times. Still it could be endured and there was happiness and peace in store for him probably. He and Angela would find it together living in each others company, living in each others embrace and by each others kisses. It must be so. The whole world believed it  even he, after Stella and Margaret and Ruby and Angela. Even he.

The train which bore him to New York bore a very meditative young man. As it pulled out through the great railroad yards of the city, past the shabby back yards of the houses, the street crossings at grade, the great factories and elevators, he thought of that other time when he had first ventured in the city. How different! Then he was so green, so raw. Since then he had become a newspaper artist, he could write, he could find his tongue with women, he knew a little something about the organization of the world. He had not saved any money, true, but he had gone through the art school, had given Angela a diamond ring, had this two hundred dollars with which he was venturing to reconnoitre the great social metropolis of the country. He was passing Fifty-seventh Street; he recognized the neighborhood he traversed so often in visiting Ruby. He had not said good-bye to her and there in the distance were the rows of commonplace, two family frame dwellings, one of which she occupied with her foster parents. Poor little Ruby! and she liked him. It was a shame, but what was he to do about it? He didnt care for her. It really hurt him to think and then he tried not to remember. These tragedies of the world could not be healed by thinking.

The train passed out into the flat fields of northern Indiana and as little country towns flashed past he thought of Alexandria and how he had pulled up his stakes and left it. What was Jonas Lyle doing and John Summers? Myrtle wrote that she was going to be married in the spring. She had delayed solely because she wanted to delay. He thought sometimes that Myrtle was a little like himself, fickle in her moods. He was sure he would never want to go back to Alexandria except for a short visit, and yet the thought of his father and his mother and his old home were sweet to him. His father! How little he knew of the real world!

As they passed out of Pittsburgh he saw for the first time the great mountains, raising their heads in solemn majesty in the dark, and great lines of coke ovens, flaming red tongues of fire. He saw men working, and sleeping towns succeeding one another. What a great country America was! What a great thing to be an artist here! Millions of people and no vast artistic voice to portray these things  these simple dramatic things like the coke ovens in the night. If he could only do it! If he could only stir the whole country, so that his name would be like that of Doré in France or Verestchagin in Russia. If he could but get fire into his work, the fire he felt!

He got into his berth after a time and looked out on the dark night and the stars, longing, and then he dozed. When he awoke again the train had already passed Philadelphia. It was morning and the cars were speeding across the flat meadows toward Trenton. He arose and dressed, watching the array of towns the while, Trenton, New Brunswick, Metuchen, Elizabeth. Somehow this country was like Illinois, flat. After Newark they rushed out upon a great meadow and he caught the sense of the sea. It was beyond this. These were tide-water streams, the Passaic and the Hackensack, with small ships and coal and brick barges tied at the water side. The thrill of something big overtook him as the brakeman began to call Jersey City, and as he stepped out into the vast train shed his heart misgave him a little. He was all alone in New York. It was wealthy, cold and critical. How should he prosper here? He walked out through the gates to where low arches concealed ferry boats, and in another moment it was before him, sky line, bay, the Hudson, the Statue of Liberty, ferry boats, steamers, liners, all in a grey mist of fierce rain and the tugs and liners blowing mournfully upon great whistles. It was something he could never have imagined without seeing it, and this swish of real salt water, rolling in heavy waves, spoke to him as music might, exalting his soul. What a wonderful thing this was, this sea  where ships were and whales and great mysteries. What a wonderful thing New York was, set down by it, surrounded by it, this metropolis of the country. Here was the sea; yonder were the great docks that held the vessels that sailed to the ports of all the world. He saw them  great grey and black hulls, tied to long piers jutting out into the water. He listened to the whistles, the swish of the water, saw the circling gulls, realized emotionally the mass of people. Here were Jay Gould and Russell Sage and the Vanderbilts and Morgan  all alive and all here. Wall Street, Fifth Avenue, Madison Square, Broadway  he knew of these by reputation. How would he do here  how fare? Would the city ever acclaim him as it did some? He looked wide eyed, with an open heart, with intense and immense appreciation. Well, he was going to enter, going to try. He could do that  perhaps, perhaps. But he felt lonely. He wished he were back with Angela where her soft arms could shut him safe. He wished he might feel her hands on his cheeks, his hair. He would not need to fight alone then. But now he was alone, and the city was roaring about him, a great noise like the sea. He must enter and do battle.


CHAPTER XV

Not knowing routes or directions in New York, Eugene took a Desbrosses Street ferry, and coming into West Street wandered along that curious thoroughfare staring at the dock entrances. Manhattan Island seemed a little shabby to him from this angle but he thought that although physically, perhaps, it might not be distinguished, there must be other things which made it wonderful. Later when he saw the solidity of it, the massed houses, the persistent streams of people, the crush of traffic, it dawned on him that mere humanity in packed numbers makes a kind of greatness, and this was the islands first characteristic. There were others, like the prevailing lowness of the buildings in its old neighborhoods, the narrowness of the streets in certain areas, the shabbiness of brick and stone when they have seen an hundred years of weather, which struck him as curious or depressing. He was easily touched by exterior conditions.

As he wandered he kept looking for some place where he might like to live, some house that had a yard or a tree. At length he found a row of houses in lower Seventh Avenue with an array of iron balconies in front which appealed to him. He applied here and in one house found a room for four dollars which he thought he had better take for the present. It was cheaper than any hotel. His hostess was a shabby woman in black who made scarcely any impression on him as a personality, merely giving him a thought as to what a dreary thing it was to keep roomers and the room itself was nothing, a commonplace, but he had a new world before him and all his interests were outside. He wanted to see this city. He deposited his grip and sent for his trunk and then took to the streets, having come to see and hear things which would be of advantage to him.

He went about this early relationship to the city in the right spirit. For a little while he did not try to think what he would do, but struck out and walked, here, there and everywhere, this very first day down Broadway to the City Hall and up Broadway from 14th to 42nd street the same night. Soon he knew all Third Avenue and the Bowery, the wonders of Fifth Avenue and Riverside Drive, the beauties of the East River, the Battery, Central Park and the lower East Side. He sought out quickly the wonders of metropolitan life  its crowds at dinner and theatre time in Broadway, its tremendous throngs morning and afternoon in the shopping district, its amazing world of carriages in Fifth Avenue and Central Park. He had marveled at wealth and luxury in Chicago, but here it took his breath away. It was obviously so much more fixed, so definite and comprehensible. Here one felt intuitively the far reaches which separate the ordinary man from the scion of wealth. It curled him up like a frozen leaf, dulled his very soul, and gave him a clear sense of his position in the social scale. He had come here with a pretty high estimate of himself, but daily, as he looked, he felt himself crumbling. What was he? What was art? What did the city care? It was much more interested in other things, in dressing, eating, visiting, riding abroad. The lower part of the island was filled with cold commercialism which frightened him. In the upper half, which concerned only women and show  a voluptuous sybaritism  caused him envy. He had but two hundred dollars with which to fight his way, and this was the world he must conquer.

Men of Eugenes temperament are easily depressed. He first gorged the spectacle of life and then suffered from mental indigestion. He saw too much of it too quickly. He wandered about for weeks, looking in the shop windows, the libraries, the museums, the great streets, growing all the while more despondent. At night he would return to his bare room and indite long epistles to Angela, describing what he had seen and telling her of his undying love for her  largely because he had no other means of ridding himself of his superabundant vitality and moods. They were beautiful letters, full of color and feeling, but to Angela they gave a false impression of emotion and sincerity because they appeared to be provoked by absence from her. In part of course they were, but far more largely they were the result of loneliness and the desire for expression which this vast spectacle of life itself incited. He also sent her some tentative sketches of things he had seen  a large crowd in the dark at 34th Street; a boat off 86th Street in the East River in the driving rain; a barge with cars being towed by a tug. He could not think exactly what to do with these things at that time, but he wanted to try his hand at illustrating for the magazines. He was a little afraid of these great publications, however, for now that he was on the ground with them his art did not appear so significant.

It was during the first few weeks that he received his only letter from Ruby. His parting letter to her, written when he reached New York, had been one of those makeshift affairs which faded passion indites. He was so sorry he had to leave without seeing her. He had intended to come out but the rush of preparation at the last moment, and so forth; he hoped to come back to Chicago one of these days and he would look her up. He still loved her, but it was necessary for him to leave  to come where the greatest possibilities were. I remember how sweet you were when I first saw you, he added. I shall never forget my first impressions, little Ruby.

It was cruel to add this touch of remembrance, but the artist in him could not refrain. It cut Ruby as a double edged sword, for she understood that he cared well enough that way  æsthetically. It was not her but beauty that he loved, and her particular beauty had lost its appeal.

She wrote after a time, intending to be defiant, indifferent, but she really could not be. She tried to think of something sharp to say, but finally put down the simple truth.

Dear Eugene: she wrote, I got your note several weeks ago, but I could not bring myself to answer it before this. I know everything is over between us and that is all right, for I suppose it has to be. You couldnt love any woman long, I think. I know what you say about your having to go to New York to broaden your field is true. You ought to, but Im sorry you didnt come out. You might have. Still I dont blame you, Eugene. It isnt much different from what has been going on for some time. I have cared but Ill get over that, I know, and I wont ever think hard of you. Wont you return me the notes I have sent you from time to time and my pictures? You wont want them now.

Ruby.

There was a little blank space on the paper and then:  

I stood by the window last night and looked out on the street. The moon was shining and those dead trees were waving in the wind. I saw the moon on that pool of water over in the field. It looked like silver. Oh, Eugene, I wish I were dead.

He jumped up as he read these words and clenched the letter in his hands. The pathos of it all cut him to the quick, raised his estimate of her, made him feel as if he had made a mistake in leaving her. He really cared for her after all. She was sweet. If she were here now he could live with her. She might as well be a model in New York as in Chicago. He was on the verge of writing this, when one of the long, almost daily epistles Angela was sending arrived and changed his mood. He did not see how, in the face of so great and clean a love as hers, he could go on with Ruby. His affection had obviously been dying. Should he try to revive it now?

This conflict of emotions was so characteristic of Eugenes nature, that had he been soundly introspective, he would have seen that he was an idealist by temperament, in love with the æsthetic, in love with love, and that there was no permanent faith in him for anybody  except the impossible she.

As it was, he wrote Ruby a letter breathing regret and sorrow but not inviting her to come. He could not have supported her long if she had, he thought. Besides he was anxious to secure Angela. So that affair lapsed.

In the meantime he visited the magazine offices. On leaving Chicago he had put in the bottom of his trunk a number of drawings which he had done for the Globe  his sketches of the Chicago River, of Blue Island Avenue, of which he had once made a study as a street, of Goose Island and of the Lake front. There were some street scenes, too, all forceful in the peculiar massing of their blacks, the unexpected, almost flashing, use of a streak of white at times. There was emotion in them, a sense of life. He should have been appreciated at once, but, oddly, there was just enough of the radically strange about what he did to make his work seem crude, almost coarse. He drew a mans coat with a single dash of his pen. He indicated a face by a spot. If you looked close there was seldom any detail, frequently none at all. From the praise he had received at the art school and from Mathews and Goldfarb he was slowly coming to the conclusion that he had a way of his own. Being so individual he was inclined to stick to it. He walked with an air of conviction which had nothing but his own belief in himself to back it up, and it was not an air which drew anybody to him. When he showed his pictures at the Century, Harpers, Scribners, they were received with an air of weary consideration. Dozens of magnificent drawings were displayed on their walls signed by men whom Eugene now knew to be leaders in the illustration world. He returned to his room convinced that he had made no impression at all. They must be familiar with artists a hundred times better than himself.

As a matter of fact Eugene was simply overawed by the material face of things. These men whose pictures he saw displayed on the walls of the art and editorial rooms of the magazines were really not, in many instances, any better than himself, if as good. They had the advantage of solid wood frames and artistic acceptance. He was a long way as yet from magazine distinction but the work he did later had no more of the fire than had this early stuff. It was a little broader in treatment, a little less intolerant of detail, but no more vigorous if as much so. The various art directors were weary of smart young artists showing drawings. A little suffering was good for them in the beginning. So Eugene was incontinently turned away with a little faint praise which was worse than opposition. He sank very low in spirits.

There were still the smaller magazines and the newspapers, however, and he hunted about faithfully, trying to get something to do. From one or two of the smaller magazines, he secured commissions, after a time, three or four drawings for thirty-five dollars; and from that had to be extracted models fees. He had to have a room where he could work as an artist, receiving models to pose, and he finally found one in West 14th Street, a back bedroom, looking out over an open court and with a public stair which let all come who might without question. This cost him twenty-five dollars a month, but he thought he had better risk it. If he could get a few commissions he could live.


CHAPTER XVI

The art world of New York is peculiar. It was then and for some time after, broken up into cliques with scarcely any unity. There was a world of sculptors, for instance, in which some thirty or forty sculptors had part  but they knew each other slightly, criticised each other severely and retired for the most part into a background of relatives and friends. There was a painting world, as distinguished from an illustrating world, in which perhaps a thousand alleged artists, perhaps more, took part. Most of these were men and women who had some ability  enough to have their pictures hung at the National Academy of Design exhibition  to sell some pictures, get some decorative work to do, paint some portraits. There were studio buildings scattered about various portions of the city; in Washington Square; in Ninth and Tenth Streets; in odd places, such as Macdougal Alley and occasional cross streets from Washington Square to Fifty-ninth Street, which were filled with painters, illustrators, sculptors and craftsmen in art generally. This painting world had more unity than the world of sculptors and, in a way, included the latter. There were several art clubs  the Salmagundi, the Kit-Kat and the Lotus  and there were a number of exhibitions, ink, water color, oil, with their reception nights where artists could meet and exchange the courtesies and friendship of their world. In addition to this there were little communal groups such as those who resided in the Tenth Street studios; the Twenty-third Street Y. M. C. A.; the Van Dyck studios, and so on. It was possible to find little crowds, now and then, that harmonized well enough for a time and to get into a group, if, to use a colloquialism, one belonged. If you did not, art life in New York might be a very dreary thing and one might go a long time without finding just the particular crowd with which to associate.

Beside the painting world there was the illustrating world, made up of beginners and those who had established themselves firmly in editorial favor. These were not necessarily a part of the painting or sculpture worlds and yet, in spirit, were allied to them, had their clubs also, and their studios were in the various neighborhoods where the painters and sculptors were. The only difference was that in the case of the embryo illustrators they were to be found living three or four in one studio, partly because of the saving in expense, but also because of the love of companionship and because they could hearten and correct one another in their work. A number of such interesting groups were in existence when Eugene arrived, but of course he did not know of them.

It takes time for the beginner to get a hearing anywhere. We all have to serve an apprenticeship, whatever field we enter. Eugene had talent and determination, but no experience, no savoir faire, no circle of friends and acquaintances. The whole city was strange and cold, and if he had not immediately fallen desperately in love with it as a spectacle he would have been unconscionably lonely and unhappy. As it was the great fresh squares, such as Washington, Union and Madison; the great streets, such as Broadway, Fifth Avenue and Sixth Avenue; the great spectacles, such as the Bowery at night, the East River, the water front, the Battery, all fascinated him with an unchanging glamor.

He was hypnotized by the wonder of this thing  the beauty of it. Such seething masses of people! such whirlpools of life! The great hotels, the opera, the theatres, the restaurants, all gripped him with a sense of beauty. These lovely women in magnificent gowns; these swarms of cabs, with golden eyes, like monstrous insects; this ebb and surge of life at morning and evening, made him forget his loneliness. He had no money to spend, no immediate hope of a successful career, he could walk these streets, look in these windows, admire these beautiful women; thrill at the daily newspaper announcements of almost hourly successes in one field or another. Here and there in the news an author had made a great success with a book; a scientist with a discovery; a philosopher with a new theory; a financier with an investment. There was news of great plays being put on; great actors and actresses coming from abroad; great successes being made by débutantes in society; great movements forwarded generally. Youth and ambition had the call  he saw that. It was only a question of time, if you had talent, when you would get your hearing. He longed ardently for his but he had no feeling that it was coming to him quickly, so he got the blues. It was a long road to travel.

One of his pet diversions these days and nights was to walk the streets in rain or fog or snow. The city appealed to him, wet or white, particularly the public squares. He saw Fifth Avenue once in a driving snowstorm and under sputtering arc lights, and he hurried to his easel next morning to see if he could not put it down in black and white. It was unsuccessful, or at least he felt so, for after an hour of trying he threw it aside in disgust. But these spectacles were drawing him. He was wanting to do them  wanting to see them shown somewhere in color. Possible success was a solace at a time when all he could pay for a meal was fifteen cents and he had no place to go and not a soul with whom to talk.

It was an interesting phase of Eugenes character that he had a passion for financial independence. He might have written home from Chicago at times when he was hard pressed; he might have borrowed some money from his father now, but preferred to earn it  to appear to be further along than he was. If anyone had asked him he would have said he was doing fine. Practically he so wrote to Angela, giving as an excuse for further delay that he wanted to wait until he had ample means. He was trying all this time to make his two hundred dollars go as far as possible and to add to it by any little commissions he could get, however small. He figured his expenses down to ten dollars a week and managed to stay within that sum.

The particular building in which he had settled was really not a studio building but an old, run-down boarding and apartment house turned partially to uses of trade. The top floor contained three fair sized rooms and two hall bedrooms, all occupied by lonely individuals plying some craft or other. Eugenes next door neighbor chanced to be a hack illustrator, who had had his training in Boston and had set up his easel here in the hope of making a living. There were not many exchanges of courtesies between them at first, although, the door being open the second day he arrived, he saw that an artist worked there, for the easel was visible.

No models applying at first he decided to appeal to the Art Students League. He called on the Secretary and was given the names of four, who replied to postal cards from him. One he selected, a young Swedish American girl who looked somewhat like the character in the story he had in mind. She was neat and attractive, with dark hair, a straight nose and pointed chin, and Eugene immediately conceived a liking for her. He was ashamed of his surroundings, however, and consequently diffident. This particular model was properly distant, and he finished his pictures with as much expedition and as little expense as he possibly could.

Eugene was not given to scraping odd acquaintances, though he made friends fast enough when the balance of intellect was right. In Chicago he had become friendly with several young artists as a result of working with them at the Institute, but here he knew no one, having come without introductions. He did become acquainted with his neighbor, Philip Shotmeyer. He wanted to find out about local art life from him, but Shotmeyer was not brilliant, and could not supply him with more than minor details of what Eugene desired to know. Through him he learnt a little of studio regions, art personalities; the fact that young beginners worked in groups. Shotmeyer had been in such a group the year before, though why he was alone now he did not say. He sold drawings to some of the minor magazines, better magazines than Eugene had yet had dealings with. One thing he did at once for Eugene which was very helpful: he admired his work. He saw, as had others before him, something of his peculiar distinction as an artist, attended every show and one day he gave him a suggestion which was the beginning of Eugenes successful magazine career. Eugene was working on one of his street scenes  a task which he invariably essayed when he had nothing else to do. Shotmeyer had drifted in and was following the strokes of his brush as he attempted to portray a mass of East Side working girls flooding the streets after six oclock. There were dark walls of buildings, a flaring gas lamp or two, some yellow lighted shop windows, and many shaded, half seen faces  bare suggestions of souls and pulsing life.

Say, said Shotmeyer at one point, that kind o looks like the real thing to me. Ive seen a crowd like that.

Have you? replied Eugene.

You ought to be able to get some magazine to use that as a frontispiece. Why dont you try Truth with that?

Truth was a weekly which Eugene, along with many others in the West, had admired greatly because it ran a double page color insert every week and occasionally used scenes of this character. Somehow he always needed a shove of this kind to make him act when he was drifting. He put more enthusiasm into his work because of Shotmeyers remark, and when it was done decided to carry it to the office of Truth. The Art Director approved it on sight, though he said nothing, but carried it in to the Editor.

Heres a thing that I consider a find in its way.

He set it proudly upon the editorial desk.

Say, said the Editor, laying down a manuscript, thats the real thing, isnt it? Who did that?

A young fellow by the name of Witla, who has just blown in here. He looks like the real thing to me.

Say, went on the Editor, look at the suggestion of faces back there! What? Reminds me just a little of the masses in Doré stuff  Its good, isnt it?

Its fine, echoed the Art Director. I think hes a comer, if nothing happens to him. We ought to get a few centre pages out of him.

How much does he want for this?

Oh, he doesnt know. Hell take almost anything. Ill give him seventy-five dollars.

Thats all right, said the Editor as the Art Director took the drawing down. Theres something new there. You ought to hang on to him.

I will, replied his associate. Hes young yet. He doesnt want to be encouraged too much.

He went out, pulling a solemn countenance.

I like this fairly well, he said. We may be able to find room for it. Ill send you a check shortly if youll let me have your address.

Eugene gave it. His heart was beating a gay tattoo in his chest. He did not think anything of price, in fact it did not occur to him. All that was in his mind was the picture as a double page spread. So he had really sold one after all and to Truth! Now he could honestly say he had made some progress. Now he could write Angela and tell her. He could send her copies when it came out. He could really have something to point to after this and best of all, now he knew he could do street scenes.

He went out into the street treading not the grey stone pavement but air. He threw back his head and breathed deep. He thought of other scenes like this which he could do. His dreams were beginning to be realized  he, Eugene Witla, the painter of a double page spread in Truth! Already he was doing a whole series in his imagination, all he had ever dreamed of. He wanted to run and tell Shotmeyer  to buy him a good meal. He almost loved him, commonplace hack that he was  because he had suggested to him the right thing to do.

Say, Shotmeyer, he said, sticking his head in that worthys door, you and I eat tonight. Truth took that drawing.

Isnt that fine, said his floor-mate, without a trace of envy. Well, Im glad. I thought theyd like it.

Eugene could have cried. Poor Shotmeyer! He wasnt a good artist, but he had a good heart. He would never forget him.


CHAPTER XVII

This one significant sale with its subsequent check of seventy-five dollars and later the appearance of the picture in color, gave Eugene such a lift in spirit that he felt, for the time being, as though his art career had reached a substantial basis, and he began to think of going to Blackwood to visit Angela. But first he must do some more work.

He concentrated his attention on several additional scenes, doing a view of Greeley Square in a sopping drizzle, and a picture of an L train speeding up the Bowery on its high, thin trestle of steel. He had an eye for contrasts, picking out lights and shadows sharply, making wonderful blurs that were like colors in precious stones, confused and suggestive. He took one of these after a month to Truth, and again the Art Director was his victim. He tried to be indifferent, but it was hard. The young man had something that he wanted.

You might show me anything else you do in this line, he said. I can use a few if they come up to these two.

Eugene went away with his head in the air. He was beginning to get the courage of his ability.

It takes quite a number of drawings at seventy-five and one hundred dollars each to make a living income, and artists were too numerous to make anyones opportunity for immediate distinction easy. Eugene waited months to see his first drawing come out. He stayed away from the smaller magazines in the hope that he would soon be able to contribute to the larger ones, but they were not eagerly seeking new artists. He met, through Shotmeyer, two artists who were living in one studio in Waverly Place and took a great liking to them. One of them, McHugh, was an importation from Wyoming with delicious stories of mountain farming and mining; the other, Smite, was a fisher lad from Nova Scotia. McHugh, tall and lean, with a face that looked like that of a raw yokel, but with some gleam of humor and insight in the eyes which redeemed it instantly, was Eugenes first choice of a pleasing, genial personality. Joseph Smite had a sense of the sea about him. He was short and stout, and rather solidly put together, like a blacksmith. He had big hands and feet, a big mouth, big, bony eye sockets and coarse brown hair. When he talked, ordinarily, it was with a slow, halting air and when he smiled or laughed it was with his whole face. When he became excited or gay something seemed to happen distinctly to every part of his body. His face became a curious cross-hatch of genial lines. His tongue loosened and he talked fast. He had a habit of emphasizing his language with oaths on these occasions  numerous and picturesque, for he had worked with sea-faring men and had accumulated a vast vocabulary of picturesque expressions. They were vacant of evil intent so far as he was concerned, for there was no subtlety or guile in him. He was kindly and genial all through. Eugene wanted to be friendly and struck a gay relationship with these two. He found that he got along excellently well with them and could swap humorous incidents and character touches by the hour. It was some months before he could actually say that he was intimate with them, but he began to visit them regularly and after a time they called on him.

It was during this year that he came to know several models passingly well, to visit the various art exhibitions, to be taken up by Hudson Dula, the Art Director of Truth and invited to two or three small dinners given to artists and girls. He did not find anyone he liked exceptionally well barring one Editor of a rather hopeless magazine called Craft, devoted to art subjects, a young blond, of poetic temperament, who saw in him a spirit of beauty and tried to make friends with him. Eugene responded cheerfully and thereafter Richard Wheeler was a visitor at his studio from time to time. He was not making enough to house himself much better these days, but he did manage to buy a few plaster casts and to pick up a few nice things in copper and brass for his studio. His own drawings, his street scenes, were hung here and there. The way in which the exceptionally clever looked at them convinced him by degrees that he had something big to say.

It was while he was settling himself in this atmosphere  the spring of the second year  that he decided to go back and visit Angela and incidentally Alexandria and Chicago. He had been away now sixteen months, had not seen anyone who had won his affections or alienated him from his love of Angela. He wrote in March that he thought he would be coming in May or June. He did get away in July  a season when the city was suffering from a wave of intense heat. He had not done so much  illustrated eight or ten stories and drawn four double page pictures for Truth, one of which had appeared; but he was getting along. Just as he was starting for Chicago and Blackwood a second one was put on the news-stand and he proudly carried a copy of it with him on the train. It was the Bowery by night, with the L train rushing overhead and, as reproduced, it had color and life. He felt intensely proud and knew that Angela would also. She had written him such a glowing appreciation of the East Side picture called Six Oclock.

As he rode he dreamed.

He reached it at last, the long stretch between New York and Chicago traversed; he arrived in the Lake city in the afternoon, and without pausing to revisit the scenes of his earlier efforts took a five oclock train for Blackwood. It was sultry, and on the way heavy thunder clouds gathered and broke in a short, splendid summer rain. The trees and grass were thoroughly wet and the dust of the roads was laid. There was a refreshing coolness about the air which caressed the weary flesh. Little towns nestling among green trees came into view and passed again, and at last Blackwood appeared. It was smaller than Alexandria, but not so different. Like the other it was marked by a church steeple, a saw mill, a pretty brick business street and many broad branching green trees. Eugene felt drawn to it at sight. It was such a place as Angela should live in.

It was seven oclock and nearing dusk when he arrived. He had not given Angela the definite hour of his arrival and so decided to stay over night at the little inn or so-called hotel which he saw up the street. He had brought only a large suit case and a traveling bag. He inquired of the proprietor the direction and distance of the Blue house from the town, found that he could get a vehicle any time in the morning which would take him over, as the phrase ran, for a dollar. He ate his supper of fried steak and poor coffee and fried potatoes and then sat out on the front porch facing the street in a rocking chair, to see how the village of Blackwood wagged and to enjoy the cool of the evening. As he sat he thought of Angelas home and how nice it must be. This town was such a little place  so quiet. There would not be another train coming up from the city until after eleven.

After a time he rose and took a short walk, breathing the night air. Later he came back and throwing wide the windows of the stuffy room sat looking out. The summer night with its early rain, its wet trees, its smell of lush, wet, growing things, was impressing itself on Eugene as one might impress wet clay with a notable design. Eugenes mood was soft toward the little houses with their glowing windows, the occasional pedestrians with their howdy Jakes and evenin Henrys. He was touched by the noise of the crickets, the chirp of the tree toads, the hang of the lucent suns and planets above the tree tops. The whole night was quick with the richness of fertility, stirring subtly about some work which concerned man very little or not at all, yet of which he was at least a part, till his eyelids drooped after a time and he went to bed to sleep deeply and dreamlessly.

Next morning he was up early, eager for the hour to arrive when he might start. He did not think it advisable to leave before nine oclock, and attracted considerable attention by strolling about, his tall, spare, graceful figure and forceful profile being an unusual sight to the natives. At nine oclock a respectable carryall was placed at his disposal and he was driven out over a long yellow road, damp with the rain of the night before and shaded in places by overhanging trees. There were so many lovely wild flowers growing in the angles of the rail fences  wild yellow and pink roses, elder flower, Queen Annes lace, dozens of beautiful blooms, that Eugene was lost in admiration. His heart sang over the beauty of yellowing wheatfields, the young corn, already three feet high, the vistas of hay and clover, with patches of woods enclosing them, and over all, house martens and swallows scudding after insects and high up in the air his boyhood dream of beauty, a soaring buzzard.

As he rode the moods of his boyhood days came back to him  his love of winging butterflies and birds; his passion for the voice of the wood-dove (there was one crying in the still distance now)  his adoration for the virile strength of the men of the countryside. He thought as he rode that he would like to paint a series of country scenes that would be as simple as those cottage dooryards that they now and then passed; this little stream that cut the road at right angles and made a drinking place for the horses; this skeleton of an old abandoned home, doorless and windowless, where the roof sagged and hollyhocks and morning glories grew high under the eaves. We city dwellers do not know, he sighed, as though he had not taken the country in his heart and carried it to town as had every other boy and girl who had gone the way of the metropolis.

The Blue homestead was located in the centre of a rather wide rolling stretch of country which lay between two gently rising ridges of hill covered with trees. One corner of the farm, and that not so very far from the house, was cut by a stream, a little shallow thing, singing over pebbles and making willows and hazel bushes to grow in profusion along its banks, and there was a little lake within a mile of the house. In front of it was a ten acre field of wheat, to the right of it a grazing patch of several acres, to the left a field of clover; and near the house by a barn, a well, a pig pen, a corn crib and some smaller sheds. In front of the house was a long open lawn, down the centre of which ran a gravel path, lined on either side by tall old elm trees. The immediate dooryard was shut from this noble lawn by a low picket fence along the length of which grew lilac bushes and inside which, nearer the house, were simple beds of roses, calycanthus and golden glow. Over an arbor leading from the backdoor to a rather distant summer kitchen flourished a grapevine, and there was a tall remnant of a tree trunk covered completely with a yellow blooming trumpet vine. The dooryards lawn was smooth enough, and the great lawn was a dream of green grass, graced with the shadows of a few great trees. The house was long and of no great depth, the front a series of six rooms ranged in a row, without an upper storey. The two middle rooms which had originally, perhaps seventy years before, been all there was of the house. Since then all the other rooms had been added, and there was in addition to these a lean-to containing a winter kitchen and dining room, and to the west of the arbor leading to the summer kitchen, an old unpainted frame storehouse. In all its parts the place was shabby and run down but picturesque and quaint.

Eugene was surprised to find the place so charming. It appealed to him, the long, low front, with doors opening from the centre and end rooms direct upon the grass, with windows set in climbing vines and the lilac bushes forming a green wall between the house and the main lawn. The great rows of elm trees throwing a grateful shade seemed like sentinel files. As the carryall turned in at the wagon gate in front he thought What a place for love! and to think Angela should live here.

The carryall rattled down the pebble road to the left of the lawn and stopped at the garden gate. Marietta came out. Marietta was twenty-two years old, and as gay and joyous as her elder sister Angela was sober and in a way morbid. Light souled as a kitten, looking always on the bright side of things, she made hosts of friends everywhere she went, having a perfect swarm of lovers who wrote her eager notes, but whom she rebuffed with good natured, sympathetic simplicity. Here on this farm there was not supposed to be so much opportunity for social life as in town, but beaux made their way here on one pretext and another. Marietta was the magnet, and in the world of gaiety which she created Angela shared.

Angela was now in the dining room  easy to be called  but Marietta wanted to see for herself what sort of lover her sister had captured. She was surprised at his height, his presence, the keenness of his eyes. She hardly understood so fine a lover for her own sister, but held out her hand smilingly.

This is Mr. Witla, isnt it? she asked.

The same, he replied, a little pompously. Isnt it a lovely drive over here?

We think it nice in nice weather, she laughed. You wouldnt like it so much in winter. Wont you come in and put your grip here in the hall? David will take it to your room.

Eugene obeyed, but he was thinking of Angela and when she would appear and how she would look. He stepped into the large, low ceiled, dark, cool parlor and was delighted to see a piano and some music piled on a rack. Through an open window he saw several hammocks out on the main lawn, under the trees. It seemed a wonderful place to him, the substance of poetry  and then Angela appeared. She was dressed in plain white linen. Her hair, braided as he liked it in a great rope, lay as a band across her forehead. She had picked a big pink rose and put it in her waist. At sight of her Eugene held out his arms and she flew to them. He kissed her vigorously, for Marietta had discreetly retired and they were left alone.

So I have you at last, he whispered, and kissed her again.

Oh, yes, yes, and it has been so long, she sighed.

You couldnt have suffered any more than I have, he consoled. Every minute has been torture, waiting, waiting, waiting!

Lets not think of that now, she urged. We have each other. You are here.

Yes, here I am, he laughed, all the virtues done up in one brown suit. Isnt it lovely  these great trees, that beautiful lawn?

He paused from kissing to look out of the window.

Im glad you like it, she replied joyously. We think its nice, but this place is so old.

I love it for that, he cried appreciatively. Those bushes are so nice  those roses. Oh, dear, you dont know how sweet it all seems  and you  you are so nice.

He held her off at arms length and surveyed her while she blushed becomingly. His eager, direct, vigorous onslaught confused her at times  caused her pulse to beat at a high rate.

They went out into the dooryard after a time and then Marietta appeared again, and with her Mrs. Blue, a comfortable, round bodied mother of sixty, who greeted Eugene cordially. He could feel in her what he felt in his own mother  in every good mother  love of order and peace, love of the well being of her children, love of public respect and private honor and morality. All these things Eugene heartily respected in others. He was glad to see them, believed they had a place in society, but was uncertain whether they bore any fixed or important relationship to him. He was always thinking in his private conscience that life was somehow bigger and subtler and darker than any given theory or order of living. It might well be worth while for a man or woman to be honest and moral within a given condition or quality of society, but it did not matter at all in the ultimate substance and composition of the universe. Any form or order of society which hoped to endure must have individuals like Mrs. Blue, who would conform to the highest standards and theories of that society, and when found they were admirable, but they meant nothing in the shifting, subtle forces of nature. They were just accidental harmonies blossoming out of something which meant everything here to this order, nothing to the universe at large. At twenty-two years of age he was thinking these things, wondering whether it would be possible ever to express them; wondering what people would think of him if they actually knew what he did think; wondering if there was anything, anything, which was really stable  a rock to cling to  and not mere shifting shadow and unreality.

Mrs. Blue looked at her daughters young lover with a kindly eye. She had heard a great deal about him. Having raised her children to be honest, moral and truthful she trusted them to associate only with those who were equally so. She assumed that Eugene was such a man, and his frank open countenance and smiling eyes and mouth convinced her that he was basically good. Also, what to her were his wonderful drawings, sent to Angela in the form of proofs from time to time, particularly the one of the East Side crowd, had been enough to prejudice her in his favor. No other daughter of the family, and there were three married, had approximated to this type of man in her choice. Eugene was looked upon as a prospective son-in-law who would fulfill all the conventional obligations joyfully and as a matter of course.

Its very good of you to put me up, Mrs. Blue, Eugene said pleasantly. Ive always wanted to come out here for a visit  Ive heard so much of the family from Angela.

Its just a country home we have, not much to look at, but we like it, replied his hostess. She smiled blandly, asked if he wouldnt make himself comfortable in one of the hammocks, wanted to know how he was getting along with his work in New York and then returned to her cooking, for she was already preparing his first meal. Eugene strolled with Angela to the big lawn under the trees and sat down. He was experiencing the loftiest of human emotions on earth  love in youth, accepted and requited, hope in youth, justified in action by his success in New York; peace in youth, for he had a well earned holiday in his grasp, was resting with the means to do so and with love and beauty and admiration and joyous summer weather to comfort him.

As he rocked to and fro in the hammock gazing at the charming lawn and realizing all these things, his glance rested at last upon Angela, and he thought, Life can really hold no finer thing than this.


CHAPTER XVIII

Toward noon old Jotham Blue came in from a cornfield where he had been turning the earth between the rows. Although sixty-five and with snowy hair and beard he looked to be vigorous, and good to live until ninety or a hundred. His eyes were blue and keen, his color rosy. He had great broad shoulders set upon a spare waist, for he had been a handsome figure of a man in his youth.

How do you do, Mr. Witla, he inquired with easy grace as he strolled up, the yellow mud of the fields on his boots. He had pulled a big jackknife out of his pocket and begun whittling a fine twig he had picked up. Im glad to see you. My daughter, Angela, has been telling me one thing and another about you.

He smiled as he looked at Eugene. Angela, who was sitting beside him, rose and strolled toward the house.

Im glad to see you, said Eugene. I like your country around here. It looks prosperous.

It is prosperous, said the old patriarch, drawing up a chair which stood at the foot of a tree and seating himself. Eugene sank back into the hammock.

Its a soil thats rich in lime and carbon and sodium  the things which make plant life grow. We need very little fertilizer here  very little. The principal thing is to keep the ground thoroughly cultivated and to keep out the bugs and weeds.

He cut at his stick meditatively. Eugene noted the chemical and physical knowledge relative to farming. It pleased him to find brain coupled with crop cultivation.

I noticed some splendid fields of wheat as I came over, he observed.

Yes, wheat does well here, Blue went on, when the weather is moderately favorable. Corn does well. We have a splendid apple crop and grapes are generally successful in this state. I have always thought that Wisconsin had a little the best of the other valley states, for we are blessed with a moderate climate, plenty of streams and rivers and a fine, broken landscape. There are good mines up north and lots of lumber. We are a prosperous people, we Wisconsiners, decidedly prosperous. This state has a great future.

Eugene noted the wide space between his clear blue eyes as he talked. He liked the bigness of his conception of his state and of his country. No petty little ground-harnessed ploughman this, but a farmer in the big sense of the word  a cultivator of the soil, with an understanding of it  an American who loved his state and his country.

I have always thought of the Mississippi valley as the country of the future, said Eugene. We have had the Valley of the Nile and the Valley of the Euphrates with big populations, but this is something larger. I rather feel as though a great wave of population were coming here in the future.

It is the new paradise of the world, said Jotham Blue, pausing in his whittling and holding up his right hand for emphasis. We havent come to realize its possibilities. The fruit, the corn, the wheat, to feed the nations of the world can be raised here. I sometimes marvel at the productivity of the soil. It is so generous. It is like a great mother. It only asks to be treated kindly to give all that it has.

Eugene smiled. The bigness of his prospective father-in-laws feelings lured him. He felt as though he could love this man.

They talked on about other things, the character of the surrounding population, the growth of Chicago, the recent threat of a war with Venezuela, the rise of a new leader in the Democratic party, a man whom Jotham admired very much. As he was telling of the latters exploits  it appeared he had recently met him at Blackwood  Mrs. Blue appeared in the front door.

Jotham! she called.

He rose. My wife must want a bucket of water, he said, and strolled away.

Eugene smiled. This was lovely. This was the way life should be  compounded of health, strength, good nature, understanding, simplicity. He wished he were a man like Jotham, as sound, as hearty, as clean and strong. To think he had raised eight children. No wonder Angela was lovely. They all were, no doubt.

While he was rocking, Marietta came back smiling, her blond hair blowing about her face. Like her father she had blue eyes, like him a sanguine temperament, warm and ruddy. Eugene felt drawn to her. She reminded him a little of Ruby  a little of Margaret. She was bursting with young health.

Youre stronger than Angela, he said, looking at her.

Oh, yes, I can always outrun Angel-face, she exclaimed. We fight sometimes but I can get things away from her. She has to give in. Sometimes I feel older  I always take the lead.

Eugene rejoiced in the sobriquet of Angel-face. It suited Angela, he thought. She looked like pictures of Angels in the old prints and in the stained glass windows he had seen. He wondered in a vague way, however, whether Marietta did not have the sweeter temperament  were not really more lovable and cosy. But he put the thought forcefully out of his mind. He felt he must be loyal to Angela here.

While they were talking the youngest boy, David, came up and sat down on the grass. He was short and stocky for his years  sixteen  with an intelligent face and an inquiring eye. Eugene noted stability and quiet force in his character at once. He began to see that these children had inherited character as well as strength from their parents. This was a home in which successful children were being reared. Benjamin came up after awhile, a tall, overgrown, puritanical youth, with western modifications and then Samuel, the oldest of the living boys and the most impressive. He was big and serene like his father, of brown complexion and hickory strength. Eugene learned in the conversation that he was a railroad man in St. Paul  home for a brief vacation, after three years of absence. He was with a road called the Great Northern, already a Second Assistant Passenger Agent and with great prospects, so the family thought. Eugene could see that all the boys and girls, like Angela, were ruggedly and honestly truthful. They were written all over with Christian precept  not church dogma  but Christian precept, lightly and good naturedly applied. They obeyed the ten commandments in so far as possible and lived within the limits of what people considered sane and decent. Eugene wondered at this. His own moral laxity was a puzzle to him. He wondered whether he were not really all wrong and they all right. Yet the subtlety of the universe was always with him  the mystery of its chemistry. For a given order of society no doubt he was out of place  for life in general, well, he could not say.

At 12.30 dinner was announced from the door by Mrs. Blue and they all rose. It was one of those simple home feasts common to any intelligent farming family. There was a generous supply of fresh vegetables, green peas, new potatoes, new string beans. A steak had been secured from the itinerant butcher who served these parts and Mrs. Blue had made hot light biscuit. Eugene expressed a predilection for fresh buttermilk and they brought him a pitcherful, saying that as a rule it was given to the pigs; the children did not care for it. They talked and jested and he heard odd bits of information concerning people here and there  some farmer who had lost a horse by colic; some other farmer who was preparing to cut his wheat. There were frequent references to the three oldest sisters, who lived in other Wisconsin towns. Their children appeared to be numerous and fairly troublesome. They all came home frequently, it appeared, and were bound up closely with the interests of the family as a whole.

The more you know about the Blue family, observed Samuel to Eugene, who expressed surprise at the solidarity of interest, the more you realize that theyre a clan not a family. They stick together like glue.

Thats a rather nice trait, I should say, laughed Eugene, who felt no such keen interest in his relatives.

Well, if you want to find out how the Blue family stick together just do something to one of them, observed Jake Doll, a neighbor who had entered.

Thats sure true, isnt it, Sis, observed Samuel, who was sitting next to Angela, putting his hand affectionately on his sisters arm. Eugene noted the movement. She nodded her head affectionately.

Yes, we Blues all hang together.

Eugene almost begrudged him his sisters apparent affection. Could such a girl be cut out of such an atmosphere  separated from it completely, brought into a radically different world, he wondered. Would she understand him; would he stick by her. He smiled at Jotham and Mrs. Blue and thought he ought to, but life was strange. You never could tell what might happen.

During the afternoon there were more lovely impressions. He and Angela sat alone in the cool parlor for two hours after dinner while he restated his impressions of her over and over. He told her how charming he thought her home was, how nice her father and mother, what interesting brothers she had. He made a genial sketch of Jotham as he had strolled up to him at noon, which pleased Angela and she kept it to show to her father. He made her pose in the window and sketched her head and her halo of hair. He thought of his double page illustration of the Bowery by night and went to fetch it, looking for the first time at the sweet cool room at the end of the house which he was to occupy. One window, a west one, had hollyhocks looking in, and the door to the north gave out on the cool, shady grass. He moved in beauty, he thought; was treading on showered happiness. It hurt him to think that such joy might not always be, as though beauty were not everywhere and forever present.

When Angela saw the picture which Truth had reproduced, she was beside herself with joy and pride and happiness. It was such a testimony to her lovers ability. He had written almost daily of the New York art world, so she was familiar with that in exaggerated ideas, but these actual things, like reproduced pictures, were different. The whole world would see this picture. He must be famous already, she imagined.

That evening and the next and the next as they sat in the parlor alone he drew nearer and nearer to that definite understanding which comes between a man and woman when they love. Eugene could never stop with mere kissing and caressing in a reserved way, if not persistently restrained. It seemed natural to him that love should go on. He had not been married. He did not know what its responsibilities were. He had never given a thought to what his parents had endured to make him worth while. There was no instinct in him to tell him. He had no yearnings for parenthood, that normal desire which gives visions of a home and the proper social conditions for rearing a family. All he thought of was the love making period  the billing and cooing and the transports of delight which come with it. With Angela he felt that these would be super-normal precisely because she was so slow in yielding  so on the defensive against herself. He could look in her eyes at times and see a swooning veil which foreshadowed a storm of emotion. He would sit by her stroking her hands, touching her cheek, smoothing her hair, or at other times holding her in his arms. It was hard for her to resist those significant pressures he gave, to hold him at arms length, for she herself was eager for the delights of love.

It was on the third night of his stay and in the face of his growing respect for every member of this family, that he swept Angela to the danger line  would have carried her across it had it not been for a fortuitous wave of emotion, which was not of his creation, but of hers.

They had been to the little lake, Okoonee, a little way from the house during the afternoon for a swim.

Afterward he and Angela and David and Marietta had taken a drive. It was one of those lovely afternoons that come sometimes in summer and speak direct to the heart of love and beauty. It was so fair and warm, the shadows of the trees so comforting that they fairly made Eugenes heart ache. He was young now, life was beautiful, but how would it be when he was old? A morbid anticipation of disaster seemed to harrow his soul.

The sunset had already died away when they drew near home. Insects hummed, a cow-bell tinkled now and then; breaths of cool air, those harbingers of the approaching eve, swept their cheeks as they passed occasional hollows. Approaching the house they saw the blue smoke curls rising from the kitchen chimney, foretelling the preparation of the evening meal. Eugene clasped Angelas hand in an ecstasy of emotion.

He wanted to dream  sitting in the hammock with Angela as the dusk fell, watching the pretty scene. Life was all around. Jotham and Benjamin came in from the fields and the sound of their voices and of the splashing water came from the kitchen door where they were washing. There was an anticipatory stamping of horses feet in the barn, the lowing of a distant cow, the hungry grunt of pigs. Eugene shook his head  it was so pastoral, so sweet.

At supper he scarcely touched what was put before him, the group at the dining table holding his attention as a spectacle. Afterwards he sat with the family on the lawn outside the door, breathing the odor of flowers, watching the stars over the trees, listening to Jotham and Mrs. Blue, to Samuel, Benjamin, David, Marietta and occasionally Angela. Because of his mood, sad in the face of exquisite beauty, she also was subdued. She said little, listening to Eugene and her father, but when she did talk her voice was sweet.

Jotham arose, after a time, and went to bed, and one by one the others followed. David and Marietta went into the sitting room and then Samuel and Benjamin left. They gave as an excuse hard work for the morning. Samuel was going to try his hand again at thrashing. Eugene took Angela by the hand and led her out where some hydrangeas were blooming, white as snow by day, but pale and silvery in the dark. He took her face in his hands, telling her again of love.

Its been such a wonderful day Im all wrought up, he said. Life is so beautiful here. This place is so sweet and peaceful. And you! oh, you! kisses ended his words.

They stood there a little while, then went back into the parlor where she lighted a lamp. It cast a soft yellow glow over the room, just enough to make it warm, he thought. They sat first side by side on two rocking chairs and then later on a settee, he holding her in his arms. Before supper she had changed to a loose cream colored house gown. Now Eugene persuaded her to let her hair hang in the two braids.

Real passion is silent. It was so intense with him that he sat contemplating her as if in a spell. She leaned back against his shoulder stroking his hair, but finally ceased even that, for her own feeling was too intense to make movement possible. She thought of him as a young god, strong, virile, beautiful  a brilliant future before him. All these years she had waited for someone to truly love her and now this splendid youth had apparently cast himself at her feet. He stroked her hands, her neck, cheeks, then slowly gathered her close and buried his head against her bosom.

Angela was strong in convention, in the precepts of her parents, in the sense of her family and its attitude, but this situation was more than she could resist. She accepted first the pressure of his arm, then the slow subtlety with which he caressed her. Resistance seemed almost impossible now for he held her close  tight within the range of his magnetism. When finally she felt the pressure of his hand upon her quivering limbs, she threw herself back in a transport of agony and delight.

No, no, Eugene, she begged. No, no! Save me from myself. Save me from myself. Oh, Eugene!

He paused a moment to look at her face. It was wrought in lines of intense suffering  pale as though she were ill. Her body was quite limp. Only the hot, moist lips told the significant story. He could not stop at once. Slowly he drew his hand away, then let his sensitive artists fingers rest gently on her neck  her bosom.

She struggled lamely at this point and slipped to her knees, her dress loosened at the neck.

Dont, Eugene, she begged, dont. Think of my father, my mother. I, who have boasted so. I of whom they feel so sure. Oh, Eugene, I beg of you!

He stroked her hair, her cheeks, looking into her face as Abélard might have looked at Héloïse.

Oh, I know why it is, she exclaimed, convulsively. I am no better than any other, but I have waited so long, so long! But I mustnt! Oh, Eugene, I mustnt! Help me!

Vaguely Eugene understood. She had been without lovers. Why? he thought. She was beautiful. He got up, half intending to carry her to his room, but he paused, thinking. She was such a pathetic figure. Was he really as bad as this? Could he not be fair in this one instance? Her father had been so nice to him  her mother  He saw Jotham Blue before him, Mrs. Blue, her admiring brothers and sisters, as they had been a little while before. He looked at her and still the prize lured him  almost swept him on in spite of himself, but he stayed.

Stand up, Angela, he said at last, pulling himself together, looking at her intensely. She did so. Leave me now, he went on, right away! I wont answer for myself if you dont. I am really trying. Please go.

She paused, looking at him fearfully, regretfully.

Oh, forgive me, Eugene, she pleaded.

Forgive me, he said. Im the one. But you go now, sweet. You dont know how hard this is. Help me by going.

She moved away and he followed her with his eyes, yearningly, burningly, until she reached the door. When she closed it softly he went into his own room and sat down. His body was limp and weary. He ached from head to foot from the intensity of the mood he had passed through. He went over the recent incidents, almost stunned by his experience and then went outside and stood under the stairs, listening. Tree toads were chirping, there were suspicious cracklings in the grass as of bugs stirring. A duck quacked somewhere feebly. The bell of the family cow tinkled somewhere over near the water of the little stream. He saw the great dipper in the sky, Sirius, Canopus, the vast galaxy of the Milky Way.

What is life anyway? he asked himself. What is the human body? What produces passion? Here we are for a few years surging with a fever of longing and then we burn out and die. He thought of some lines he might write, of pictures he might paint. All the while, reproduced before his minds eye like a cinematograph, were views of Angela as she had been tonight in his arms, on her knees. He had seen her true form. He had held her in his arms. He had voluntarily resigned her charms for tonight; anyhow, no harm had come. It never should.


CHAPTER XIX

It would be hard to say in what respect, if any, the experiences of this particular night altered Eugenes opinion of Angela. He was inclined to like her better for what he would have called her humanness. Thus frankly to confess her weakness and inability to save herself was splendid. That he was given the chance to do a noble deed was fortunate and uplifting. He knew now that he could take her if he wished, but once calm again he resolved to be fair and not to insist. He could wait.

The state of Angelas mind, on the contrary, once she had come out of her paroxysm and gained the privacy of her own room, or rather the room she shared with Marietta at the other extreme of the house, was pitiable. She had for so long considered herself an estimable and virtuous girl. There was in her just a faint trace of prudery which might readily have led to an unhappy old maid existence for her if Eugene, with his superiority, or non-understanding, or indifference to conventional theories and to old-maidish feelings, had not come along and with his customary blindness to material prosperity and age limitations, seized upon and made love to her. He had filled her brain with a whirlwind of notions hitherto unfamiliar to her world and set himself up in her brain as a law unto himself. He was not like other men  she could see that. He was superior to them. He might not make much money, being an artist, but he could make other things which to her seemed more desirable. Fame, beautiful pictures, notable friends, were not these things far superior to money? She had had little enough money in all conscience, and if Eugene made anything at all it would be enough for her. He seemed to be under the notion that he needed a lot to get married, whereas she would have been glad to risk it on almost anything at all.

This latest revelation of herself, besides tearing her mind from a carefully nurtured belief in her own virtuous impregnability, raised at the same time a spectre of disaster in so far as Eugenes love for her was concerned. Would he, now that she had allowed him those precious endearments which should have been reserved for the marriage bed only, care for her as much as he had before? Would he not think of her as a light minded, easily spoiled creature who was waiting only for a propitious moment to yield herself? She had been lost to all sense of right and wrong in that hour, that she knew. Her fathers character and what he stood for, her mothers decency and love of virtue, her cleanly-minded, right-living brothers and sisters,  all had been forgotten and here she was, a tainted maiden, virtuous in technical sense it is true, but tainted. Her convention-trained conscience smote her vigorously and she groaned in her heart. She went outside the door of her own room and sat down on the damp grass in the early morning to think. It was so cool and calm everywhere but in her own soul. She held her face in her hands, feeling her hot cheeks, wondering what Eugene was thinking now. What would her father think, her mother? She wrung her hands more than once and finally went inside to see if she could not rest. She was not unconscious of the beauty and joy of the episode, but she was troubled by what she felt she ought to think, what the consequences to her future might be. To hold Eugene now  that was a subtle question. To hold up her head in front of him as she had, could she? To keep him from going further. It was a difficult situation and she tossed restlessly all night, getting little sleep. In the morning she arose weary and disturbed, but more desperately in love than ever. This wonderful youth had revealed an entirely new and intensely dramatic world to her.

When they met on the lawn again before breakfast, Angela was garbed in white linen. She looked waxen and delicate and her eyes showed dark rings as well as the dark thoughts that were troubling her. Eugene took her hand sympathetically.

Dont worry, he said, I know. It isnt as bad as you think. And he smiled tenderly.

Oh, Eugene, I dont understand myself now, she said sorrowfully. I thought I was better than that.

Were none of us better than that, he replied simply. We just think we are sometimes. You are not any different to me. You just think you are.

Oh, are you sure? she asked eagerly.

Quite sure, he replied. Love isnt a terrible thing between any two. Its just lovely. Why should I think worse of you?

Oh, because good girls dont do what I have done. I have been raised to know better  to do better.

All a belief, my dear, which you get from what has been taught you. You think it wrong. Why? Because your father and mother told you so. Isnt that it?

Oh, not that alone. Everybody thinks its wrong. The Bible teaches that it is. Everybody turns his back on you when he finds out.

Wait a minute, pleaded Eugene argumentatively. He was trying to solve this puzzle for himself. Lets leave the Bible out of it, for I dont believe in the Bible  not as a law of action anyhow. The fact that everybody thinks its wrong wouldnt necessarily make it so, would it? He was ignoring completely the significance of everybody as a reflection of those principles which govern the universe.

No-o-o, ventured Angela doubtfully.

Listen, went on Eugene. Everybody in Constantinople believes that Mahomet is the Prophet of God. That doesnt make him so, does it?

No.

Well, then, everyone here might believe that what we did last night was wrong without making it so. Isnt that true?

Yes, replied Angela confusedly. She really did not know. She could not argue with him. He was too subtle, but her innate principles and instincts were speaking plainly enough, nevertheless.

Now what youre really thinking about is what people will do. Theyll turn their backs on you, you say. That is a practical matter. Your father might turn you out of doors

I think he would, replied Angela, little understanding the bigness of the heart of her father.

I think he wouldnt, said Eugene, but thats neither here nor there. Men might refuse to marry you. Those are material considerations. You wouldnt say they had anything to do with real right or wrong, would you?

Eugene had no convincing end to his argument. He did not know any more than anyone else what was right or wrong in this matter. He was merely talking to convince himself, but he had enough logic to confuse Angela.

I dont know, she said vaguely.

Right, he went on loftily, is something which is supposed to be in accordance with a standard of truth. Now no one in all the world knows what truth is, no one. There is no way of telling. You can only act wisely or unwisely as regards your personal welfare. If thats what youre worrying about, and it is, I can tell you that youre no worse off. Theres nothing the matter with your welfare. I think youre better off, for I like you better.

Angela wondered at the subtlety of his brain. She was not sure but that what he said might be true. Could her fears be baseless? She felt sure she had lost some of the bloom of her youth anyhow.

How can you? she asked, referring to his saying that he liked her better.

Easily enough, he replied. I know more about you. I admire your frankness. Youre lovely  altogether so. You are sweet beyond compare. He started to particularize.

Dont, Eugene, she pleaded, putting her finger over her lips. The color was leaving her cheeks. Please dont, I cant stand it.

All right, he said, I wont. But youre altogether lovely. Lets go and sit in the hammock.

No. Im going to get you your breakfast. Its time you had something.

He took comfort in his privileges, for the others had all gone. Jotham, Samuel, Benjamin and David were in the fields. Mrs. Blue was sewing and Marietta had gone to see a girl friend up the road. Angela, as Ruby before her, bestirred herself about the youths meal, mixing biscuit, broiling him some bacon, cleaning a basket of fresh dewberries for him.

I like your man, said her mother, coming out where she was working. He looks to be good-natured. But dont spoil him. If you begin wrong youll be sorry.

You spoiled papa, didnt you? asked Angela sagely, recalling all the little humorings her father had received.

Your father has a keen sense of duty, retorted her mother. It didnt hurt him to be spoiled a little.

Maybe Eugene has, replied her daughter, turning her slices of bacon.

Her mother smiled. All her daughters had married well. Perhaps Angela was doing the best of all. Certainly her lover was the most distinguished. Yet, well to be careful, she suggested.

Angela thought. If her mother only knew, or her father. Dear Heaven! And yet Eugene was altogether lovely. She wanted to wait on him, to spoil him. She wished she could be with him every day from now on  that they need not part any more.

Oh, if he would only marry me, she sighed. It was the one divine event which would complete her life.

Eugene would have liked to linger in this atmosphere indefinitely. Old Jotham, he found, liked to talk to him. He took an interest in national and international affairs, was aware of distinguished and peculiar personalities, seemed to follow world currents everywhere. Eugene began to think of him as a distinguished personality in himself, but old Jotham waved the suggestion blandly aside.

Im a farmer, he said. Ive seen my greatest success in raising good children. My boys will do well, I know.

For the first time Eugene caught the sense of fatherhood, of what it means to live again in your children, but only vaguely. He was too young, too eager for a varied life, too lustful. So its true import was lost for the time.

Sunday came and with it the necessity to leave. He had been here nine days, really two days more than he had intended to stay. It was farewell to Angela, who had come so close, so much in his grasp that she was like a child in his hands. It was farewell, moreover, to an ideal scene, a bit of bucolic poetry. When would he see again an old patriarch like Jotham, clean, kindly, intelligent, standing upright amid his rows of corn, proud to be a good father, not ashamed to be poor, not afraid to be old or to die. Eugene had drawn so much from him. It was like sitting at the feet of Isaiah. It was farewell to the lovely fields and the blue hills, the long rows of trees down the lawn walk, the white and red and blue flowers about the dooryard. He had slept so sweetly in his clean room, he had listened so joyously to the voices of birds, the wood dove and the poet thrush; he had heard the water in the Blues branch rippling over its clean pebbles. The pigs in the barnyard pen, the horses, the cows, all had appealed to him. He thought of Grays Elegy  of Goldsmiths Deserted Village and The Traveller. This was something like the things those men had loved.

He walked down the lawn with Angela, when the time came, repeating how sorry he was to go. David had hitched up a little brown mare and was waiting at the extreme end of the lawn.

Oh, Sweet, he sighed. I shall never be happy until I have you.

I will wait, sighed Angela, although she was wishing to exclaim: Oh, take me, take me! When he was gone she went about her duties mechanically, for it was as if all the fire and joy had gone out of her life. Without this brilliant imagination of his to illuminate things, life seemed dull.

And he rode, parting in his mind with each lovely thing as he went  the fields of wheat, the little stream, Lake Okoonee, the pretty Blue farmhouse, all.

He said to himself: Nothing more lovely will ever come again. Angela in my arms in her simple little parlor. Dear God! and there are only seventy years of life  not more than ten or fifteen of true youth, all told.


CHAPTER XX

Eugene carried home with him not only a curiously deepened feeling for Angela, due to their altered and more intimate relationship, but moreover a growing respect for her family. Old Jotham was so impressive a figure of a man; his wife so kindly and earnest. Their attitude toward their children and to each other was so sound, and their whole relationship to society so respectable. Another observer might have been repelled by the narrowness and frugality of their lives. But Eugene had not known enough of luxury to be scornful of the material simplicity of such existence. Here he had found character, poetry of location, poetry of ambition, youth and happy prospects. These boys, so sturdy and independent, were sure to make for themselves such places in the world as they desired. Marietta, so charming a girl, could not but make a good marriage. Samuel was doing well in his position with the railroad company; Benjamin was studying to be a lawyer and David was to be sent to West Point. He liked them for their familiar, sterling worth. And they all treated him as the destined husband of Angela. By the end of his stay he had become as much en rapport with the family as if he had known it all his life.

Before going back to New York he had stopped in Chicago, where he had seen Howe and Mathews grinding away at their old tasks, and then for a few days in Alexandria, where he found his father busy about his old affairs. Sewing machines were still being delivered by him in person, and the long roads of the country were as briskly traversed by his light machine-carrying buggy as in his earliest days. Eugene saw him now as just a little futile, and yet he admired him, his patience, his industry. The brisk sewing machine agent was considerably impressed by his sons success, and was actually trying to take an interest in art. One evening coming home from the post office he pointed out a street scene in Alexandria as a subject for a painting. Eugene knew that art had only been called to his fathers attention by his own efforts. He had noticed these things all his life, no doubt, but attached no significance to them until he had seen his sons work in the magazines. If you ever paint country things, you ought to paint Cooks Mill, over here by the falls. Thats one of the prettiest things I know anywhere, he said to him one evening, trying to make his son feel the interest he took. Eugene knew the place. It was attractive, a little branch of bright water running at the base of a forty foot wall of red sandstone and finally tumbling down a fifteen foot declivity of grey mossy stones. It was close to a yellow road which carried a good deal of traffic and was surrounded by a company of trees which ornamented it and sheltered it on all sides. Eugene had admired it in his youth as beautiful and peaceful.

It is nice, he replied to his father. Ill take a look at it some day.

Witla senior felt set up. His son was doing him honor. Mrs. Witla, like her husband, was showing the first notable traces of the flight of time. The crows-feet at the sides of her eyes were deeper, the wrinkles in her forehead longer. At the sight of Eugene the first night she fairly thrilled, for he was so well developed now, so self-reliant. He had come through his experiences to a kind of poise which she realized was manhood. Her boy, requiring her careful guidance, was gone. This was someone who could guide her, tease her as a man would a child.

Youve got so big I hardly know you, she said, as he folded her in his arms.

No, youre just getting little, ma. I used to think Id never get to the point where you couldnt shake me, but thats all over, isnt it?

You never did need much shaking, she said fondly.

Myrtle, who had married Frank Bangs the preceding year, had gone with her husband to live in Ottumwa, Iowa, where he had taken charge of a mill, so Eugene did not see her, but he spent some little time with Sylvia, now the mother of two children. Her husband was the same quiet, conservative plodder Eugene had first noted him to be. Revisiting the office of the Appeal he found that John Summers had recently died. Otherwise things were as they had been. Jonas Lyle and Caleb Williams were still in charge  quite the same as before. Eugene was glad when his time was up, and took the train back to Chicago with a light heart.

Again as on his entrance to Chicago from the East, and on his return to it from Blackwood, he was touched keenly by the remembrance of Ruby. She had been so sweet to him. His opening art experiences had in a way been centred about her. But in spite of all, he did not want to go out and see her. Or did he? He asked himself this question with a pang of sorrow, for in a way he cared. He cared for her as one might care for a girl in a play or book. She had the quality of a tragedy about her. She  her life, her surroundings, her misfortune in loving him, constituted an artistic composition. He thought he might be able to write a poem about it some time. He was able to write rather charming verse which he kept to himself. He had the knack of saying things in a simple way and with feeling  making you see a picture. The trouble with his verse was that it lacked as yet any real nobility of thought  was not as final in understanding as it might have been.

He did not go to see Ruby. The reason he assigned to himself was that it would not be nice. She might not want him to now. She might be trying to forget. And he had Angela. It really wasnt fair to her. But he looked over toward the region in which she lived, as he travelled out of the city eastward and wished that some of those lovely moments he had spent with her might be lived again.

Back in New York, life seemed to promise a repetition of the preceding year, with some minor modifications. In the fall Eugene went to live with McHugh and Smite, the studio they had consisting of one big working room and three bed-rooms. They agreed that they could get along together, and for a while it was good for them all. The criticism they furnished each other was of real value. And they found it pleasant to dine together, to walk, to see the exhibitions. They stimulated each other with argument, each having a special point of view. It was much as it had been with Howe and Mathews in Chicago.

During this winter Eugene made his first appearance in one of the leading publications of the time  Harpers Magazine. He had gone to the Art Director with some proofs of his previous work, and had been told that it was admirable; if some suitable story turned up he would be considered. Later a letter came asking him to call, and a commission involving three pictures for $125 was given him. He worked them out successfully with models and was complimented on the result. His associates cheered him on also, for they really admired what he was doing. He set out definitely to make Scribners and the Century, as getting into those publications was called, and after a time he succeeded in making an impression on their respective Art Directors, though no notable commissions were given him. From one he secured a poem, rather out of his mood to decorate, and from the other a short story; but somehow he could not feel that either was a real opportunity. He wanted an appropriate subject or to sell them some of his scenes.

Building up a paying reputation was slow work. Although he was being mentioned here and there among artists, his name was anything but a significant factor with the public or with the Art Directors. He was still a promising beginner  growing, but not yet arrived by a long distance.

There was one editor who was inclined to see him at his real worth, but had no money to offer. This was Richard Wheeler, editor of Craft, a rather hopeless magazine in a commercial sense, but devoted sincerely enough to art. Wheeler was a blond young man of poetic temperament, whose enthusiasm for Eugenes work made it easy for them to become friends.

It was through Wheeler that he met that winter Miriam Finch and Christina Channing, two women of radically different temperaments and professions, who opened for Eugene two entirely new worlds.

Miriam Finch was a sculptor by profession  a critic by temperament, with no great capacity for emotion in herself but an intense appreciation of its significance in others. To see her was to be immediately impressed with a vital force in womanhood. She was a woman who had never had a real youth or a real love affair, but clung to her ideal of both with a passionate, almost fatuous, faith that they could still be brought to pass. Wheeler had invited him to go round to her studio with him one evening. He was interested to know what Eugene would think of her. Miriam, already thirty-two when Eugene met her  a tiny, brown haired, brown eyed girl, with a slender, rather cat-like figure and a suavity of address and manner which was artistic to the finger tips. She had none of that budding beauty that is the glory of eighteen, but she was altogether artistic and delightful. Her hair encircled her head in a fluffy cloudy mass; her eyes moved quickly, with intense intelligence, feeling, humor, sympathy. Her lips were sweetly modelled after the pattern of a Cupids bow and her smile was subtly ingratiating. Her sallow complexion matched her brown hair and the drab velvet or corduroy of her dress. There was a striking simplicity about the things she wore which gave her a distinctive air. Her clothes were seldom fashionable but always exceedingly becoming, for she saw herself as a whole and arrayed herself as a decorative composition from head to foot, with a sense of fitness in regard to self and life.

To such a nature as Eugenes, an intelligent, artistic, self-regulating and self-poised human being was always intensely magnetic and gratifying. He turned to the capable person as naturally as a flower turns toward the light, finding a joy in contemplating the completeness and sufficiency of such a being. To have ideas of your own seemed to him a marvellous thing. To be able definitely to formulate your thoughts and reach positive and satisfying conclusions was a great and beautiful thing. From such personalities Eugene drank admiringly until his thirst was satiated  then he would turn away. If his thirst for what they had to give returned, he might come back  not otherwise.

Hitherto all his relationships with personages of this quality had been confined to the male sex, for he had not known any women of distinction. Beginning with Temple Boyle, instructor in the life class in Chicago, and Vincent Beers, instructor in the illustration class, he had encountered successively Jerry Mathews, Mitchell Goldfarb, Peter McHugh, David Smite and Jotham Blue, all men of intense personal feeling and convictions and men who had impressed him greatly. Now he was to encounter for the first time some forceful, really exceptional women of the same calibre. Stella Appleton, Margaret Duff, Ruby Kenny and Angela Blue were charming girls in their way, but they did not think for themselves. They were not organized, self-directed, self-controlled personalities in the way that Miriam Finch was. She would have recognized herself at once as being infinitely superior intellectually and artistically to any or all of them, while entertaining at the same time a sympathetic, appreciative understanding of their beauty, fitness, equality of value in the social scheme. She was a student of life, a critic of emotions and understanding, with keen appreciative intelligence, and yet longing intensely for just what Stella and Margaret and Ruby and even Angela had  youth, beauty, interest for men, the power or magnetism or charm of face and form to compel the impetuous passion of a lover. She wanted to be loved by someone who could love madly and beautifully, and this had never come to her.

Miss Finchs home, or rather studio, was with her family in East Twenty-sixth Street, where she occupied a north room on the third floor, but her presence in the bosom of that family did not prevent her from attaining an individuality and an exclusiveness which was most illuminating to Eugene. Her room was done in silver, brown and grey, with a great wax-festooned candlestick fully five feet high standing in one corner and a magnificent carved chest of early Flemish workmanship standing in another. There was a brown combination writing desk and book-shelf which was arrayed with some of the most curious volumes  Paters Marius the Epicurean, Daudets Wives of Men of Genius, Richard Jefferies Story of My Heart, Stevensons Aes Triplex, The Kasidah of Richard Burton, The House of Life by Dante Gabriel Rossetti, Also sprach Zarathustra by Friedrich Nietzsche. The fact that they were here, after he had taken one look at the woman and the room, was to Eugene sufficient proof that they were important. He handled them curiously, reading odd paragraphs, nosing about, looking at pictures, and making rapid notes in his mental notebook. This was someone worth knowing, he felt that. He wanted to make a sufficiently favorable impression to be permitted to know her better.

Miriam Finch was at once taken with Eugene. There was such an air of vigor, inquiry, appreciation and understanding about him that she could not help being impressed. He seemed somewhat like a lighted lamp casting a soft, shaded, velvety glow. He went about her room, after his introduction, looking at her pictures, her bronzes and clays, asking after the creator of this, the painter of that, where a third thing came from.

I never heard of one of these books, he said frankly, when he looked over the small, specially selected collection.

There are some very interesting things here, she volunteered, coming to his side. His simple confession appealed to her. He was like a breath of fresh air. Richard Wheeler, who had brought him in, made no objection to being neglected. He wanted her to enjoy his find.

You know, said Eugene, looking up from Burtons Kasidah and into her brown eyes, New York gets me dizzy. Its so wonderful!

Just how? she asked.

Its so compact of wonderful things. I saw a shop the other day full of old jewelry and ornaments and quaint stones and clothes, and O Heaven! I dont know what all  more things than I had ever seen in my whole life before; and here in this quiet side street and this unpretentious house I find this room. Nothing seems to show on the outside; everything seems crowded to suffocation with luxury or art value on the inside.

Are you talking about this room? she ventured.

Why, yes, he replied.

Take note, Mr. Wheeler, she called, over her shoulder to her young editor friend. This is the first time in my life that I have been accused of possessing luxury. When you write me up again I want you to give me credit for luxury. I like it.

Ill certainly do it, said Wheeler.

Yes. Art values too.

Yes. Art values. I have it, said Wheeler.

Eugene smiled. He liked her vivacity. I know what you mean, she added. Ive felt the same thing about Paris. You go into little unpretentious places there and come across such wonderful things  heaps and heaps of fine clothes, antiques, jewels. Where was it I read such an interesting article about that?

Not in Craft I hope? ventured Wheeler.

No, I dont think so. Harpers Bazaar, I believe.

Oh, pshaw! exclaimed Wheeler. Harpers Bazaar! What rot!

But thats just what you ought to have. Why dont you do it  right?

I will, he said.

Eugene went to the piano and turned over a pile of music. Again he came across the unfamiliar, the strange, the obviously distinguished  Griegs Arabian Dance; Es war ein Traum by Lassen; Elegie by Massenet; Otidi by Davydoff; Nymphs and Shepherds by Purcell  things whose very titles smacked of color and beauty. Gluck, Sgambati, Rossini, Tschaikowsky  the Italian Scarlatti  Eugene marvelled at what he did not know about music.

Play something, he pleaded, and with a smile Miriam stepped to the piano.

Do you know Es war ein Traum? she inquired.

No, said he.

Thats lovely, put in Wheeler. Sing it!

Eugene had thought that possibly she sang, but he was not prepared for the burst of color that came with her voice. It was not a great voice, but sweet and sympathetic, equal to the tasks she set herself. She selected her music as she selected her clothes  to suit her capacity. The poetic, sympathetic reminiscence of the song struck home. Eugene was delighted.

Oh, he exclaimed, bringing his chair close to the piano and looking into her face, you sing beautifully.

She gave him a glittering smile.

Now Ill sing anything you want for you if you go on like that.

Im crazy about music, he said; I dont know anything about it, but I like this sort of thing.

You like the really good things. I know. So do I.

He felt flattered and grateful. They went through Otidi, The Nightingale, Elegie, The Last Spring  music Eugene had never heard before. But he knew at once that he was listening to playing which represented a better intelligence, a keener selective judgment, a finer artistic impulse than anyone he had ever known had possessed. Ruby played and Angela, the latter rather well, but neither had ever heard of these things he was sure. Ruby had only liked popular things; Angela the standard melodies  beautiful but familiar. Here was someone who ignored popular taste  was in advance of it. In all her music he had found nothing he knew. It grew on him as a significant fact. He wanted to be nice to her, to have her like him. So he drew close and smiled and she always smiled back. Like the others she liked his face, his mouth, his eyes, his hair.

Hes charming, she thought, when he eventually left; and his impression of her was of a woman who was notably and significantly distinguished.


CHAPTER XXI

But Miriam Finchs family, of which she seemed so independent, had not been without its influence on her. This family was of Middle West origin, and did not understand or sympathize very much with the artistic temperament. Since her sixteenth year, when Miriam had first begun to exhibit a definite striving toward the artistic, her parents had guarded her jealously against what they considered the corrupting atmosphere of the art world. Her mother had accompanied her from Ohio to New York, and lived with her while she studied art in the art school, chaperoning her everywhere. When it became advisable, as she thought, for Miriam to go abroad, she went with her. Miriams artistic career was to be properly supervised. When she lived in the Latin Quarter in Paris her mother was with her; when she loitered in the atmosphere of the galleries and palaces in Rome it was with her mother at her side. At Pompeii and Herculaneum  in London and in Berlin  her mother, an iron-willed little woman at forty-five at that time, was with her. She was convinced that she knew exactly what was good for her daughter and had more or less made the girl accept her theories. Later, Miriams personal judgment began to diverge slightly from that of her mother and then trouble began.

It was vague at first, hardly a definite, tangible thing in the daughters mind, but later it grew to be a definite feeling that her life was being cramped. She had been warned off from association with this person and that; had been shown the pitfalls that surround the free, untrammelled life of the art studio. Marriage with the average artist was not to be considered. Modelling from the nude, particularly the nude of a man, was to her mother at first most distressing. She insisted on being present and for a long time her daughter thought that was all right. Finally the presence, the viewpoint, the intellectual insistence of her mother, became too irksome, and an open break followed. It was one of those family tragedies which almost kill conservative parents. Mrs. Finchs heart was practically broken.

The trouble with this break was that it came a little too late for Miriams happiness. In the stress of this insistent chaperonage she had lost her youth  the period during which she felt she should have had her natural freedom. She had lost the interest of several men who in her nineteenth, twentieth and twenty-first years had approached her longingly, but who could not stand the criticism of her mother. At twenty-eight when the break came the most delightful love period was over and she felt grieved and resentful.

At that time she had insisted on a complete and radical change for herself. She had managed to get, through one art dealer and another, orders for some of her spirited clay figurines. There was a dancing girl, a visualization of one of the moods of Carmencita, a celebrated dancer of the period, which had caught the public fancy  at least the particular art dealer who was handling her work for her had managed to sell some eighteen replicas of it at $175 each. Miss Finchs share of this was $100, each. There was another little thing, a six-inch bronze called Sleep, which had sold some twenty replicas at $150 each, and was still selling. The Wind, a figure crouching and huddling as if from cold, was also selling. It looked as though she might be able to make from three to four thousand dollars a year steadily.

She demanded of her mother at this time the right to a private studio, to go and come when she pleased, to go about alone wherever she wished, to have men and women come to her private apartment, and be entertained by her in her own manner. She objected to supervision in any form, cast aside criticism and declared roundly that she would lead her own life. She realized sadly while she was doing it, however, that the best was gone  that she had not had the wit or the stamina to do as she pleased at the time she most wanted to do so. Now she would be almost automatically conservative. She could not help it.

Eugene when he first met her felt something of this. He felt the subtlety of her temperament, her philosophic conclusions, what might be called her emotional disappointment. She was eager for life, which seemed to him odd, for she appeared to have so much. By degrees he got it out of her, for they came to be quite friendly and then he understood clearly just how things were.

By the end of three months and before Christina Channing appeared, Eugene had come to the sanest, cleanest understanding with Miss Finch that he had yet reached with any woman. He had dropped into the habit of calling there once and sometimes twice a week. He had learned to understand her point of view, which was detachedly æsthetic and rather removed from the world of the sensuous. Her ideal of a lover had been fixed to a certain extent by statues and poems of Greek youth  Hylas, Adonis, Perseus, and by those men of the Middle Ages painted by Millais, Burne-Jones, Dante Gabriel Rossetti and Ford Madox Brown. She had hoped for a youth with a classic outline of face, distinction of form, graciousness of demeanor and an appreciative intellect. He must be manly but artistic. It was a rather high ideal, not readily capable of attainment by a woman already turned thirty, but nevertheless worth dreaming about.

Although she had surrounded herself with talented youth as much as possible  both young men and young women  she had not come across the one. There had been a number of times when, for a very little while, she had imagined she had found him, but had been compelled to see her fancies fail. All the youths she knew had been inclined to fall in love with girls younger than themselves  some to the interesting maidens she had introduced them to. It is hard to witness an ideal turning from yourself, its spiritual counterpart, and fixing itself upon some mere fleshly vision of beauty which a few years will cause to fade. Such had been her fate, however, and she was at times inclined to despair. When Eugene appeared she had almost concluded that love was not for her, and she did not flatter herself that he would fall in love with her. Nevertheless she could not help but be interested in him and look at times with a longing eye at his interesting face and figure. It was so obvious that if he loved at all it would be dramatically, in all probability, beautifully.

As time went on she took pains to be agreeable to him. He had, as it were, the freedom of her room. She knew of exhibitions, personalities, movements  in religion, art, science, government, literature. She was inclined to take an interest in socialism, and believed in righting the wrongs of the people. Eugene thought he did, but he was so keenly interested in life as a spectacle that he hadnt as much time to sympathize as he thought he ought to have. She took him to see exhibitions, and to meet people, being rather proud of a boy with so much talent; and she was pleased to find that he was so generally acceptable. People, particularly writers, poets, musicians  beginners in every field, were inclined to remember him. He was an easy talker, witty, quick to make himself at home and perfectly natural. He tried to be accurate in his judgments of things, and fair, but he was young and subject to strong prejudices. He appreciated her friendship, and did not seek to make their relationship more intimate. He knew that only a sincere proposal of marriage could have won her, and he did not care enough for her for that. He felt himself bound to Angela and, curiously, he felt Miriams age as a bar between them. He admired her tremendously and was learning in part through her what his ideal ought to be, but he was not drawn sufficiently to want to make love to her.

But in Christina Channing, whom he met shortly afterward, he found a woman of a more sensuous and lovable type, though hardly less artistic. Christina Channing was a singer by profession, living also in New York with her mother, but not, as Miss Finch had been, dominated by her so thoroughly, although she was still at the age when her mother could and did have considerable influence with her. She was twenty-seven years of age and so far, had not yet attained the eminence which subsequently was hers, though she was full of that buoyant self-confidence which makes for eventual triumph. So far she had studied ardently under various teachers, had had several love affairs, none serious enough to win her away from her chosen profession, and had gone through the various experiences of those who begin ignorantly to do something in art and eventually reach experience and understanding of how the world is organized and what they will have to do to succeed.

Although Miss Channings artistic sense did not rise to that definite artistic expression in her material surroundings which characterized Miss Finchs studio atmosphere, it went much farther in its expression of her joy in life. Her voice, a rich contralto, deep, full, colorful, had a note of pathos and poignancy which gave a touch of emotion to her gayest songs. She could play well enough to accompany herself with delicacy and emphasis. She was at present one of the soloists with the New York Symphony Orchestra, with the privilege of accepting occasional outside engagements. The following Fall she was preparing to make a final dash to Germany to see if she could not get an engagement with a notable court opera company and so pave the way for a New York success. She was already quite well known in musical circles as a promising operatic candidate and her eventual arrival would be not so much a question of talent as of luck.

While these two women fascinated Eugene for the time being, his feeling for Angela continued unchanged; for though she suffered in an intellectual or artistic comparison, he felt that she was richer emotionally. There was a poignancy in her love letters, an intensity about her personal feelings when in his presence which moved him in spite of himself  an ache went with her which brought a memory of the tales of Sappho and Marguerite Gautier. It occurred to him now that if he flung her aside it might go seriously with her. He did not actually think of doing anything of the sort, but he was realizing that there was a difference between her and intellectual women like Miriam Finch. Besides that, there was a whole constellation of society women swimming into his ken  women whom he only knew, as yet, through the newspapers and the smart weeklies like Town Topics and Vogue, who were presenting still a third order of perfection. Vaguely he was beginning to see that the world was immense and subtle, and that there were many things to learn about women that he had never dreamed of.

Christina Channing was a rival of Angelas in one sense, that of bodily beauty. She had a tall perfectly rounded form, a lovely oval face, a nut brown complexion with the rosy glow of health showing in cheeks and lips, and a mass of blue black hair. Her great brown eyes were lustrous and sympathetic.

Eugene met her through the good offices of Shotmeyer, who had been given by some common friend in Boston a letter of introduction to her. He had spoken of Eugene as being a very brilliant young artist and his friend, and remarked that he would like to bring him up some evening to hear her sing. Miss Channing acquiesced, for she had seen some of his drawings and was struck by the poetic note in them. Shotmeyer, vain of his notable acquaintances  who in fact tolerated him for his amusing gossip  described Miss Channings voice to Eugene and asked him if he did not want to call on her some evening. Delighted, said Eugene.

The appointment was made and together they went to Miss Channings suite in a superior Nineteenth Street boarding house. Miss Channing received them, arrayed in a smooth, close fitting dress of black velvet, touched with red. Eugene was reminded of the first costume in which he had seen Ruby. He was dazzled. As for her, as she told him afterward, she was conscious of a peculiar illogical perturbation.

When I put on my ribbon that night, she told him, I was going to put on a dark blue silk one I had just bought and then I thought No, hell like me better in a red one. Isnt that curious? I just felt as though you were going to like me  as though we might know each other better. That young man  whats his name  described you so accurately. It was months afterward when she confessed that.

When Eugene entered it was with the grand air he had acquired since his life had begun to broaden in the East. He took his relationship with talent, particularly female talent, seriously. He stood up very straight, walked with a noticeable stride, drove an examining glance into the very soul of the person he was looking at. He was quick to get impressions, especially of talent. He could feel ability in another. When he looked at Miss Channing he felt it like a strong wave  the vibrating wave of an intense consciousness.

She greeted him, extending a soft white hand. They spoke of how they had heard of each other. Eugene somehow made her feel his enthusiasm for her art. Music is the finer thing, he said, when she spoke of his own gift.

Christinas dark brown eyes swept him from head to foot. He was like his pictures, she thought  and as good to look at.

He was introduced to her mother. They sat down, talking, and presently Miss Channing sang Che faro senza Euridice. Eugene felt as if she were singing to him. Her cheeks were flushed and her lips red.

Her mother remarked after she had finished, Youre in splendid voice this evening, Christina.

I feel particularly fit, she replied.

A wonderful voice  its like a big red poppy or a great yellow orchid! cried Eugene.

Christina thrilled. The description caught her fancy. It seemed true. She felt something of that in the sounds to which she gave utterance.

Please sing Who is Sylvia, he begged a little later. She complied gladly.

That was written for you, he said softly as she ceased, for he had come close to the piano. You image Sylvia for me. Her cheeks colored warmly.

Thanks, she nodded, and her eyes spoke too. She welcomed his daring and she was glad to let him know it.


CHAPTER XXII

The chief trouble with his present situation, and with the entrance of these two women into his life, and it had begun to be a serious one to him, was that he was not making money. He had been able to earn about $1200 the first year; the second he made a little over two thousand, and this third year he was possibly doing a little better. But in view of what he saw around him and what he now knew of life, it was nothing. New York presented a spectacle of material display such as he had never known existed. The carriages on Fifth Avenue, the dinners at the great hotels, the constant talk of society functions in the newspapers, made his brain dizzy. He was inclined to idle about the streets, to watch the handsomely dressed crowds, to consider the evidences of show and refinement everywhere, and he came to the conclusion that he was not living at all, but existing. Art as he had first dreamed of it, art had seemed not only a road to distinction but also to affluence. Now, as he studied those about him, he found that it was not so. Artists were never tremendously rich, he learned. He remembered reading in Balzacs story Cousin Betty, of a certain artist of great distinction who had been allowed condescendingly by one of the rich families of Paris to marry a daughter, but it was considered a great come down for her. He had hardly been able to credit the idea at the time, so exalted was his notion of the artist. But now he was beginning to see that it represented the worlds treatment of artists. There were in America a few who were very popular  meretriciously so he thought in certain cases  who were said to be earning from ten to fifteen thousand a year. How high would that place them, he asked himself, in that world of real luxury which was made up of the so-called four hundred  the people of immense wealth and social position. He had read in the papers that it took from fifteen to twenty-five thousand dollars a year to clothe a débutante. It was nothing uncommon, he heard, for a man to spend from fifteen to twenty dollars on his dinner at the restaurant. The prices he heard that tailors demanded  that dressmakers commanded, the display of jewels and expensive garments at the opera, made the poor little income of an artist look like nothing at all. Miss Finch was constantly telling him of the show and swagger she met with in her circle of acquaintances, for her tact and adaptability had gained her the friendship of a number of society people. Miss Channing, when he came to know her better, made constant references to things she came in contact with  great singers or violinists paid $1000 a night, or the tremendous salaries commanded by the successful opera stars. He began, as he looked at his own meagre little income, to feel shabby again, and run down, much as he had during those first days in Chicago. Why, art, outside the fame, was nothing. It did not make for real living. It made for a kind of mental blooming, which everybody recognized, but you could be a poor, sick, hungry, shabby genius  you actually could. Look at Verlaine, who had recently died in Paris.

A part of this feeling was due to the opening of a golden age of luxury in New York, and the effect the reiterated sight of it was having on Eugene. Huge fortunes had been amassed in the preceding fifty years and now there were thousands of residents in the great new city who were worth anything from one to fifty and in some instances a hundred million dollars. The metropolitan area, particularly Manhattan Island above Fifty-ninth Street, was growing like a weed. Great hotels were being erected in various parts of the so-called white light district. There was beginning, just then, the first organized attempt of capital to supply a new need  the modern sumptuous, eight, ten and twelve story apartment house, which was to house the world of newly rich middle class folk who were pouring into New York from every direction. Money was being made in the West, the South and the North, and as soon as those who were making it had sufficient to permit them to live in luxury for the rest of their days they were moving East, occupying these expensive apartments, crowding the great hotels, patronizing the sumptuous restaurants, giving the city its air of spendthrift luxury. All the things which catered to showy material living were beginning to flourish tremendously, art and curio shops, rug shops, decorative companies dealing with the old and the new in hangings, furniture, objects of art; dealers in paintings, jewelry stores, china and glassware houses  anything and everything which goes to make life comfortable and brilliant. Eugene, as he strolled about the city, saw this, felt the change, realized that the drift was toward greater population, greater luxury, greater beauty. His mind was full of the necessity of living now. He was young now; he was vigorous now; he was keen now; in a few years he might not be  seventy years was the allotted span and twenty-five of his had already gone. How would it be if he never came into this luxury, was never allowed to enter society, was never permitted to live as wealth was now living! The thought hurt him. He felt an eager desire to tear wealth and fame from the bosom of the world. Life must give him his share. If it did not he would curse it to his dying day. So he felt when he was approaching twenty-six.

The effect of Christina Channings friendship for him was particularly to emphasize this. She was not so much older than he, was possessed of very much the same temperament, the same hopes and aspirations, and she discerned almost as clearly as he did the current of events. New York was to witness a golden age of luxury. It was already passing into it. Those who rose to distinction in any field, particularly music or the stage, were likely to share in a most notable spectacle of luxury. Christina hoped to. She was sure she would. After a few conversations with Eugene she was inclined to feel that he would. He was so brilliant, so incisive.

You have such a way with you, she said the second time he came. You are so commanding. You make me think you can do almost anything you want to.

Oh, no, he deprecated. Not as bad as that. I have just as much trouble as anyone getting what I want.

Oh, but you will though. You have ideas.

It did not take these two long to reach an understanding. They confided to each other their individual histories, with reservations, of course, at first. Christina told him of her musical history, beginning at Hagerstown, Maryland, and he went back to his earliest days in Alexandria. They discussed the differences in parental control to which they had been subject. He learned of her fathers business, which was that of oyster farming, and confessed on his part to being the son of a sewing machine agent. They talked of small town influences, early illusions, the different things they had tried to do. She had sung in the local Methodist church, had once thought she would like to be a milliner, had fallen in the hands of a teacher who tried to get her to marry him and she had been on the verge of consenting. Something happened  she went away for the summer, or something of that sort, and changed her mind.

After an evening at the theatre with her, a late supper one night and a third call, to spend a quiet evening in her room, he took her by the hand. She was standing by the piano and he was looking at her cheeks, her large inquiring eyes, her smooth rounded neck and chin.

You like me, he said suddenly à propos of nothing save the mutual attraction that was always running strong between them.

Without hesitation she nodded her head, though the bright blood mounted to her neck and cheeks.

You are so lovely to me, he went on, that words are of no value. I can paint you. Or you can sing me what you are, but mere words wont show it. I have been in love before, but never with anyone like you.

Are you in love? she asked naïvely.

What is this? he asked and slipped his arms about her, drawing her close.

She turned her head away, leaving her rosy cheek near his lips. He kissed that, then her mouth and her neck. He held her chin and looked into her eyes.

Be careful, she said, mamma may come in.

Hang mamma! he laughed.

Shell hang you if she sees you. Mamma would never suspect me of anything like this.

That shows how little mamma knows of her Christina, he answered.

She knows enough at that, she confessed gaily. Oh, if we were only up in the mountains now, she added.

What mountains, he inquired curiously.

The Blue Ridge. We have a bungalow up at Florizel. You must come up when we go there next summer.

Will mamma be there? he asked.

And papa, she laughed.

And I suppose Cousin Annie.

No, brother George will be.

Nix for the bungalow, he replied, using a slang word that had become immensely popular.

Oh, but I know all the country round there. There are some lovely walks and drives. She said this archly, naïvely, suggestively, her bright face lit with an intelligence that seemed perfection.

Well  such being the case! he smiled, and meanwhile

Oh, meanwhile you just have to wait. You see how things are. She nodded her head towards an inside room where Mrs. Channing was lying down with a slight headache. Mamma doesnt leave me very often.

Eugene did not know exactly how to take Christina. He had never encountered this attitude before. Her directness, in connection with so much talent, such real ability, rather took him by surprise. He did not expect it  did not think she would confess affection for him; did not know just what she meant by speaking in the way she did of the bungalow and Florizel. He was flattered, raised in his own self-esteem. If such a beautiful, talented creature as this could confess her love for him, what a personage he must be. And she was thinking of freer conditions  just what?

He did not want to press the matter too closely then and she was not anxious to have him do so  she preferred to be enigmatic. But there was a light of affection and admiration in her eye which made him very proud and happy with things just as they were.

As she said, there was little chance for love-making under conditions then existing. Her mother was with her most of the time. Christina invited Eugene to come and hear her sing at the Philharmonic Concerts; so once in a great ball-room at the Waldorf-Astoria and again in the imposing auditorium of Carnegie Hall and a third time in the splendid auditorium of the Arion Society, he had the pleasure of seeing her walk briskly to the footlights, the great orchestra waiting, the audience expectant, herself arch, assured  almost defiant, he thought, and so beautiful. When the great house thundered its applause he was basking in one delicious memory of her.

Last night she had her arms about my neck. Tonight when I call and we are alone she will kiss me. That beautiful, distinguished creature standing there bowing and smiling loves me and no one else. If I were to ask her she would marry me  if I were in a position and had the means.

If I were in a position that thought cut him, for he knew that he was not. He could not marry her. In reality she would not have him knowing how little he made  or would she? He wondered.


CHAPTER XXIII

Towards the end of spring Eugene concluded he would rather go up in the mountains near Christinas bungalow this summer, than back to see Angela. The memory of that precious creature was, under the stress and excitement of metropolitan life, becoming a little tarnished. His recollections of her were as delightful as ever, as redolent of beauty, but he was beginning to wonder. The smart crowd in New York was composed of a different type. Angela was sweet and lovely, but would she fit in?

Meanwhile Miriam Finch with her subtle eclecticism continued her education of Eugene. She was as good as a school. He would sit and listen to her descriptions of plays, her appreciation of books, her summing up of current philosophies, and he would almost feel himself growing. She knew so many people, could tell him where to go to see just such and such an important thing. All the startling personalities, the worth while preachers, the new actors, somehow she knew all about them.

Now, Eugene, she would exclaim on seeing him, you positively must go and see Haydon Boyd in The Signet, or see Elmina Deming in her new dances, or look at the pictures of Winslow Homer that are being shown at Knoedlers.

She would explain with exactness why she wanted him to see them, what she thought they would do for him. She frankly confessed to him that she considered him a genius and always insisted on knowing what new thing he was doing. When any work of his appeared and she liked it she was swift to tell him. He almost felt as if he owned her room and herself, as if all that she was  her ideas, her friends, her experiences  belonged to him. He could go and draw on them by sitting at her feet or going with her somewhere. When spring came she liked to walk with him, to listen to his comments on nature and life.

Thats splendid! she would exclaim. Now, why dont you write that? or why dont you paint that?

He showed her some of his poems once and she had made copies of them and pasted them in a book of what she called exceptional things. So he was coddled by her.

In another way Christina was equally nice. She was fond of telling Eugene how much she thought of him, how nice she thought he was. Youre so big and smarty, she said to him once, affectionately, pinioning his arms and looking into his eyes. I like the way you part your hair, too! Youre kind o like an artist ought to be!

Thats the way to spoil me, he replied. Let me tell you how nice you are. Want to know how nice you are?

Uh-uh, she smiled, shaking her head to mean no.

Wait till we get to the mountains. Ill tell you. He sealed her lips with his, holding her until her breath was almost gone.

Oh, she exclaimed; youre terrible. Youre like steel.

And youre like a big red rose. Kiss me!

From Christina he learned all about the musical world and musical personalities. He gained an insight into the different forms of music, operatic, symphonic, instrumental. He learned of the different forms of composition, the terminology, the mystery of the vocal cords, the methods of training. He learned of the jealousies within the profession, and what the best musical authorities thought of such and such composers, or singers. He learned how difficult it was to gain a place in the operatic world, how bitterly singers fought each other, how quick the public was to desert a fading star. Christina took it all so unconcernedly that he almost loved her for her courage. She was so wise and so good natured.

You have to give up a lot of things to be a good artist, she said to Eugene one day. You cant have the ordinary life, and art too.

Just what do you mean, Chrissy? he asked, petting her hand, for they were alone together.

Why, you cant get married very well and have children, and you cant do much in a social way. Oh, I know they do get married, but sometimes I think it is a mistake. Most of the singers I know dont do so very well tied down by marriage.

Dont you intend to get married? asked Eugene curiously.

I dont know, she replied, realizing what he was driving at. Id want to think about that. A woman artist is in a d  of a position anyway, using the letter d only to indicate the word devil. She has so many things to think about.

For instance?

Oh, what people think and her family think, and I dont know what all. They ought to get a new sex for artists  like they have for worker bees.

Eugene smiled. He knew what she was driving at. But he did not know how long she had been debating the problem of her virginity as conflicting with her love of distinction in art. She was nearly sure she did not want to complicate her art life with marriage. She was almost positive that success on the operatic stage  particularly the great opportunity for the beginner abroad  was complicated with some liaison. Some escaped, but it was not many. She was wondering in her own mind whether she owed it to current morality to remain absolutely pure. It was assumed generally that girls should remain virtuous and marry, but this did not necessarily apply to her  should it apply to the artistic temperament? Her mother and her family troubled her. She was virtuous, but youth and desire had given her some bitter moments. And here was Eugene to emphasize it.

It is a difficult problem, he said sympathetically, wondering what she would eventually do. He felt keenly that her attitude in regard to marriage affected his relationship to her. Was she wedded to her art at the expense of love?

Its a big problem, she said and went to the piano to sing.

He half suspected for a little while after this that she might be contemplating some radical step  what, he did not care to say to himself, but he was intensely interested in her problem. This peculiar freedom of thought astonished him  broadened his horizon. He wondered what his sister Myrtle would think of a girl discussing marriage in this way  the to be or not to be of it  what Sylvia? He wondered if many girls did that. Most of the women he had known seemed to think more logically along these lines than he did. He remembered asking Ruby once whether she didnt think illicit love was wrong and hearing her reply, No. Some people thought it was wrong, but that didnt make it so to her. Here was another girl with another theory.

They talked more of love, and he wondered why she wanted him to come up to Florizel in the summer. She could not be thinking  no, she was too conservative. He began to suspect, though, that she would not marry him  would not marry anyone at present. She merely wanted to be loved for awhile, no doubt.

May came and with it the end of Christinas concert work and voice study so far as New York was concerned. She had been in and out of the city all the winter  to Pittsburgh, Buffalo, Chicago, St. Paul and now after a winters hard work retired to Hagerstown with her mother for a few weeks prior to leaving for Florizel.

You ought to come down here, she wrote to Eugene early in June. There is a sickle moon that shines in my garden and the roses are in bloom. Oh, the odors are so sweet, and the dew! Some of our windows open out level with the grass and I sing! I sing!! I sing!!!

He had a notion to run down but restrained himself, for she told him that they were leaving in two weeks for the mountains. He had a set of drawings to complete for a magazine for which they were in a hurry. So he decided to wait till that was done.

In late June he went up to the Blue Ridge, in Southern Pennsylvania, where Florizel was situated. He thought at first he would be invited to stay at the Channing bungalow, but Christina warned him that it would be safer and better for him to stay at one of the adjoining hotels. There were several on the slope of adjacent hills at prices ranging from five to ten dollars a day. Though this was high for Eugene he decided to go. He wanted to be with this marvellous creature  to see just what she did mean by wishing they were in the mountains together.

He had saved some eight hundred dollars, which was in a savings bank and he withdrew three hundred for his little outing. He took Christina a very handsomely bound copy of Villon, of whom she was fond, and several volumes of new verse. Most of these, chosen according to his most recent mood, were sad in their poetic texture; they all preached the nothingness of life, its sadness, albeit the perfection of its beauty.

At this time Eugene had quite reached the conclusion that there was no hereafter  there was nothing save blind, dark force moving aimlessly  where formerly he had believed vaguely in a heaven and had speculated as to a possible hell. His reading had led him through some main roads and some odd by-paths of logic and philosophy. He was an omnivorous reader now and a fairly logical thinker. He had already tackled Spencers First Principles, which had literally torn him up by the roots and set him adrift and from that had gone back to Marcus Aurelius, Epictetus, Spinoza and Schopenhauer  men who ripped out all his private theories and made him wonder what life really was. He had walked the streets for a long time after reading some of these things, speculating on the play of forces, the decay of matter, the fact that thought-forms had no more stability than cloud-forms. Philosophies came and went, governments came and went, races arose and disappeared. He walked into the great natural history museum of New York once to discover enormous skeletons of prehistoric animals  things said to have lived two, three, five millions of years before his day and he marvelled at the forces which produced them, the indifference, apparently, with which they had been allowed to die. Nature seemed lavish of its types and utterly indifferent to the persistence of anything. He came to the conclusion that he was nothing, a mere shell, a sound, a leaf which had no general significance, and for the time being it almost broke his heart. It tended to smash his egotism, to tear away his intellectual pride. He wandered about dazed, hurt, moody, like a lost child. But he was thinking persistently.

Then came Darwin, Huxley, Tyndall, Lubbock  a whole string of British thinkers who fortified the original conclusions of the others, but showed him a beauty, a formality, a lavishness of form and idea in natures methods which fairly transfixed him. He was still reading  poets, naturalists, essayists, but he was still gloomy. Life was nothing save dark forces moving aimlessly.

The manner in which he applied this thinking to his life was characteristic and individual. To think that beauty should blossom for a little while and disappear for ever seemed sad. To think that his life should endure but for seventy years and then be no more was terrible. He and Angela were chance acquaintances  chemical affinities  never to meet again in all time. He and Christina, he and Ruby  he and anyone  a few bright hours were all they could have together, and then would come the great silence, dissolution, and he would never be anymore. It hurt him to think of this, but it made him all the more eager to live, to be loved while he was here. If he could only have a lovely girls arms to shut him in safely always!

It was while he was in this mood that he reached Florizel after a long nights ride, and Christina who was a good deal of a philosopher and thinker herself at times was quick to notice it. She was waiting at the depot with a dainty little trap of her own to take him for a drive.

The trap rolled out along the soft, yellow, dusty roads. The mountain dew was still in the earth though and the dust was heavy with damp and not flying. Green branches of trees hung low over them, charming vistas came into view at every turn. Eugene kissed her, for there was no one to see, twisting her head to kiss her lips at leisure.

Its a blessed thing this horse is tame or wed be in for some accident. What makes you so moody? she said.

Im not moody  or am I? Ive been thinking a lot of things of late  of you principally.

Do I make you sad?

From one point of view, yes.

And what is that, sir? she asked with an assumption of severity.

You are so beautiful, so wonderful, and life is so short.

You have only fifty years to love me in, she laughed, calculating his age. Oh, Eugene, what a boy you are!  Wait a minute, she added after a pause, drawing the horse to a stop under some trees. Hold these, she said, offering him the reins. He took them and she put her arms about his neck. Now, you silly, she exclaimed, I love you, love you, love you! There was never anyone quite like you. Will that help you? she smiled into his eyes.

Yes, he answered, but it isnt enough. Seventy years isnt enough. Eternity isnt enough of life as it is now.

As it is now, she echoed and then took the reins, for she felt what he felt, the need of persistent youth and persistent beauty to keep it as it should be, and these things would not stay.


CHAPTER XXIV

The days spent in the mountains were seventeen exactly, and during that time with Christina, Eugene reached a curious exaltation of spirit different from anything he had experienced before. In the first place he had never known a girl like Christina, so beautiful, so perfect physically, so incisive mentally, so full of a fine artistic perception. She was so quick to perceive exactly what he meant. She was so suggestive to him in her own thoughts and feelings. The mysteries of life employed her mind quite as fully as they did his. She thought much of the subtlety of the human body, of its mysterious emotions, of its conscious and subconscious activities and relationships. The passions, the desires, the necessities of life, were as a fine tapestry for her mind to contemplate. She had no time to sit down and formulate her thoughts; she did not want to write  but she worked out through her emotions and through her singing the beautiful and pathetic things she felt. And she could talk in a fine, poetic melancholy vein on occasion, though there was so much courage and strength in her young blood that she was not afraid of any phase of life or what nature might do with the little substance which she called herself, when it should dissolve. Time and change happeneth to us all, she would quote to Eugene and he would gravely nod his head.

The hotel where he stopped was more pretentious than any he had been previously acquainted with. He had never had so much money in his life before, nor had he ever felt called upon to spend it lavishly. The room he took was  because of what Christina might think  one of the best. He took Christinas suggestion and invited her, her mother and her brother to dinner on several occasions; the remainder of the family had not arrived yet. In return he was invited to breakfast, to lunch and dinner at the bungalow.

Christina showed on his arrival that she had planned to be with him alone as much as possible, for she suggested that they make expeditions to High Hill, to Bold Face, and The Chimney  three surrounding mountains. She knew of good hotels at seven, ten, fifteen miles distance to which they could go by train, or else they drive and return by moonlight. She had selected two or three secluded spots in thickets and groves where the trees gave way to little open spaces of grass, and in these they would string a hammock, scatter their books of verse about and sit down to enjoy the delights of talk and love-making.

Under the influence of this companionship, under cloudless skies and in the heart of the June weather, Christina finally yielded to an arrangement which brought Eugene into a relationship which he had never dreamed possible with her. They had progressed by degrees through all the subtleties of courtship. They had come to discuss the nature of passion and emotion, and had swept aside as negligible the conviction that there was any inherent evil in the most intimate relationship. At last Christina said frankly:

I dont want to be married. It isnt for me  not until Ive thoroughly succeeded, anyhow. Id rather wait  If I could just have you and singleness too.

Why do you want to yield yourself to me? Eugene asked curiously.

I dont know that I exactly want to. I could do with just your love  if you were satisfied. Its you that I want to make happy. I want to give you anything you want.

Curious girl, observed her lover, smoothing her high forehead with his hand. I dont understand you, Christina. I dont know how your mind works. Why should you? You have everything to lose if worst came to worst.

Oh, no, she smiled. Id marry you then.

But to do this out of hand, because you love me, because you want me to be happy! he paused.

I dont understand it either, honey boy, she offered, I just do.

But why, if you are willing to do this, you wouldnt prefer to live with me, is what I dont understand.

She took his face between her hands. I think I understand you better than you do yourself. I dont think youd be happy married. You might not always love me. I might not always love you. You might come to regret. If we could be happy now you might reach the point where you wouldnt care any more. Then you see I wouldnt be remorseful thinking that we had never known happiness.

What logic! he exclaimed. Do you mean to say you wouldnt care any more?

Oh, Id care, but not in the same way. Dont you see, Eugene, I would have the satisfaction of knowing that even if we did separate you had had the best of me.

It seemed astounding to Eugene that she should talk in this way  reason this way. What a curious, sacrificial, fatalistic turn of mind. Could a young, beautiful, talented girl really be like this? Would anybody on earth really believe it if they knew? He looked at her and shook his head sorrowfully.

To think that the quintessence of life should not stay with us always. He sighed.

No, honey boy, she replied, you want too much. You think you want it to stay, but you dont. You want it to go. You wouldnt be satisfied to live with me always, I know it. Take what the gods provide and have no regrets. Refuse to think; you can, you know.

Eugene gathered her up in his arms. He kissed her over and over, forgetting in her embrace all the loves he had ever known. She yielded herself to him gladly, joyously, telling him over and over that it made her happy.

If you could only see how nice you are to me you wouldnt wonder, she explained.

He concluded she was the most wonderful being he had ever known. No woman had ever revealed herself to him so unselfishly in love. No woman he had ever known appeared to have the courage and the insight to go thus simply and directly to what she desired. To hear an artist of her power, a girl of her beauty, discussing calmly whether she should sacrifice her virtue to love; whether marriage in the customary form was good for her art; whether she should take him now when they were young or bow to the conventions and let youth pass, was enough to shock his still trammelled soul. For after all, and despite his desire for personal freedom, his intellectual doubts and mental exceptions, he still had a profound reverence for a home such as that maintained by Jotham Blue and his wife, and for its results in the form of normal, healthy, dutiful children. Nature had no doubt attained to this standard through a long series of difficulties and experiments, and she would not readily relinquish it. Was it really necessary to abandon it entirely? Did he want to see a world in which a woman would take him for a little while as Christina was doing now, and then leave him? His experience here was making him think, throwing his theories and ideas up in the air, making a mess of all the notions he had ever formed about things. He racked his brain over the intricacies of sex and life, sitting on the great verandas of the hotel and wondering over and over just what the answer was, and why he could not like other men be faithful to one woman and be happy. He wondered whether this was really so, and whether he could not. It seemed to him then that he might. He knew that he did not understand himself very clearly; that he had no grasp on himself at all as yet  his tendencies, his possibilities.

These days, under such halcyon conditions, made a profound impression on him. He was struck with the perfection life could reach at odd moments. These great quiet hills, so uniform in their roundness, so green, so peaceful, rested his soul. He and Christina climbed, one day, two thousand feet to a ledge which jutted out over a valley and commanded what seemed to him the kingdoms and the powers of the earth  vast stretches of green land and subdivided fields, little cottage settlements and towns, great hills that stood up like friendly brothers to this one in the distance.

See that man down in that yard, said Christina, pointing to a speck of a being chopping wood in a front space serving as a garden to a country cottage fully a mile distant.

Where? asked Eugene.

See where that red barn is, just this side of that clump of trees?  dont you see? there, where the cows are in that field.

I dont see any cows.

Oh, Eugene, whats the matter with your eyes?

Oh, now I see, he replied, squeezing her fingers. He looks like a cockroach, doesnt he?

Yes, she laughed.

How wide the earth is and how small we are. Now think of that speck with all his hopes and ambitions  all the machinery of his brain and nerves and tell me whether any God can care. How can He, Christina?

He cant care for any one particular speck much, sweet. He might care for the idea of man or a race of men as a whole. Still, Im not sure, honey. All I know is that Im happy now.

And I, he echoed.

Still they dug at this problem, the question of the origin of life  its why. The tremendous and wearisome age of the earth; the veritable storms of birth and death that seemed to have raged at different periods, held them in discussion.

We cant solve it, Eugenio mio, she laughed. We might as well go home. Poor, dear mamma will be wondering where her Christina is. You know I think she suspects that Im falling in love with you. She doesnt care how many men fall in love with me, but if I show the least sign of a strong preference she begins to worry.

Have there been many preferences? he inquired.

No, but dont ask. What difference does it make? Oh, Eugene, what difference does it make? I love you now.

I dont know what difference it makes, he replied, only there is an ache that goes with the thought of previous experience. I cant tell you why it is. It just is.

She looked thoughtfully away.

Anyhow, no man ever was to me before what you have been. Isnt that enough? Doesnt that speak?

Yes, yes, sweet, it does. Oh, yes it does. Forgive me. I wont grieve any more.

Dont, please, she said, you hurt me as much as you hurt yourself.

There were evenings when he sat on some one of the great verandas and watched them trim and string the interspaces between the columns with soft, glowing, Chinese lanterns, preparatory to the evenings dancing. He loved to see the girls and men of the summer colony arrive, the former treading the soft grass in filmy white gowns and white slippers, the latter in white ducks and flannels, gaily chatting as they came. Christina would come to these affairs with her mother and brother, beautifully clad in white linen or lawns and laces, and he would be beside himself with chagrin that he had not practised dancing to the perfection of the art. He could dance now, but not like her brother or scores of men he saw upon the waxen floor. It hurt him. At times he would sit all alone after his splendid evenings with his love, dreaming of the beauty of it all. The stars would be as a great wealth of diamond seed flung from the lavish hand of an aimless sower. The hills would loom dark and tall. There was peace and quiet everywhere.

Why may not life be always like this? he would ask, and then he would answer himself out of his philosophy that it would become deadly after awhile, as does all unchanging beauty. The call of the soul is for motion, not peace. Peace after activity for a little while, then activity again. So must it be. He understood that.

Just before he left for New York, Christina said to him:

Now, when you see me again I will be Miss Channing of New York. You will be Mr. Witla. We will almost forget that we were ever here together. We will scarcely believe that we have seen what we have seen and done what we have done.

But, Christina, you talk as though everything were over. It isnt, is it?

We cant do anything like this in New York, she sighed. I havent time and you must work.

There was a shade of finality in her tone.

Oh, Christina, dont talk so. I cant think that way. Please dont.

I wont, she said. Well see. Wait till I get back.

He kissed her a dozen farewells and at the door held her close once more.

Will you forsake me? he asked.

No, you will forsake me. But remember, dear! Dont you see? Youve had all. Let me be your wood nymph. The rest is commonplace.

He went back to his hotel with an ache in his heart, for he knew they had gone through all they ever would. She had had her summer with him. She had given him of herself fully. She wanted to be free to work now. He could not understand it, but he knew it to be so.


CHAPTER XXV

It is a rather dreary thing to come back into the hot city in the summer after a period of beauty in the mountains. The quiet of the hills was in Eugenes mind, the glisten and babble of mountain streams, the soar and poise of hawks and buzzards and eagles sailing the crystal blue. He felt lonely and sick for awhile, out of touch with work and with practical life generally. There were little souvenirs of his recent happiness in the shape of letters and notes from Christina, but he was full of the premonition of the end which had troubled him on leaving.

He must write to Angela. He had not thought of her all the time he had been gone. He had been in the habit of writing to her every third or fourth day at least; while of late his letters had been less passionate they had remained fairly regular. But now this sudden break coming  it was fully three weeks  made her think he must be ill, although she had begun to feel also that he might be changing. His letters had grown steadily less reminiscent of the joys they had experienced together and of the happiness they were anticipating, and more inclined to deal with the color and character of city life and of what he hoped to achieve. Angela was inclined to excuse much of this on the grounds of the special effort he was making to achieve distinction and a living income for themselves. But it was hard to explain three weeks of silence without something quite serious having happened.

Eugene understood this. He tried to explain it on the grounds of illness, stating that he was now up and feeling much better. But when his explanation came, it had the hollow ring of insincerity. Angela wondered what the truth could be. Was he yielding to the temptation of that looser life that all artists were supposed to lead? She wondered and worried, for time was slipping away and he was setting no definite date for their much discussed nuptials.

The trouble with Angelas position was that the delay involved practically everything which was important in her life. She was five years older than Eugene. She had long since lost that atmosphere of youth and buoyancy which is so characteristic of a girl between eighteen and twenty-two. Those few short years following, when the body of maidenhood blooms like a rose and there is about it the freshness and color of all rich, new, lush life, were behind her. Ahead was that persistent decline towards something harder, shrewder and less beautiful. In the case of some persons the decline is slow and the fragrance of youth lingers for years, the artifices of the dressmaker, the chemist, and the jeweller being but little needed. In others it is fast and no contrivance will stay the ravages of a restless, eager, dissatisfied soul. Sometimes art combines with slowness of decay to make a woman of almost perennial charm, loveliness of mind matching loveliness of body, and taste and tact supplementing both. Angela was fortunate in being slow to fade and she had a loveliness of imagination and emotion to sustain her; but she had also a restless, anxious disposition of mind which, if it had not been stayed by the kindly color of her home life and by the fortunate or unfortunate intervention of Eugene at a time when she considered her ideal of love to have fairly passed out of the range of possibility, would already have set on her face the signs of old maidenhood. She was not of the newer order of femininity, eager to get out in the world and follow some individual line of self-development and interest. Rather was she a home woman wanting some one man to look after and love. The wonder and beauty of her dream of happiness with Eugene now made the danger of its loss and the possible compulsory continuance of a humdrum, underpaid, backwoods existence, heart-sickening.

Meanwhile, as the summer passed, Eugene was casually enlarging his acquaintance with women. MacHugh and Smite had gone back home for the summer, and it was a relief from his loneliness to encounter one day in an editorial office, Norma Whitmore, a dark, keen, temperamental and moody but brilliant writer and editor who, like others before her, took a fancy to Eugene. She was introduced to him by Jans Jansen, Art Director of the paper, and after some light banter she offered to show him her office.

She led the way to a little room no larger than six by eight where she had her desk. Eugene noticed that she was lean and sallow, about his own age or older, and brilliant and vivacious. Her hands took his attention for they were thin, shapely and artistic. Her eyes burned with a peculiar lustre and her loose-fitting clothes were draped artistically about her. A conversation sprang up as to his work, which she knew and admired, and he was invited to her apartment. He looked at Norma with an unconsciously speculative eye.

Christina was out of the city, but the memory of her made it impossible for him to write to Angela in his old vein of devotion. Nevertheless he still thought of her as charming. He thought that he ought to write more regularly. He thought that he ought pretty soon to go back and marry her. He was approaching the point where he could support her in a studio if they lived economically. But he did not want to exactly.

He had known her now for three years. It was fully a year and a half since he had seen her last. In the last year his letters had been less and less about themselves and more and more about everything else. He was finding the conventional love letters difficult. But he did not permit himself to realize just what that meant  to take careful stock of his emotions. That would have compelled him to the painful course of deciding that he could not marry her, and asking her to be released from his promise. He did not want to do that. Instead he parleyed, held by pity for her passing youth and her undeniable affection for him, by his sense of the unfairness of having taken up so much of her time to the exclusion of every other person who might have proposed to her, by sorrow for the cruelty of her position in being left to explain to her family that she had been jilted. He hated to hurt any persons feelings. He did not want to be conscious of the grief of any person who had come to suffering through him and he could not make them suffer very well and not be conscious. He was too tender hearted. He had pledged himself to Angela, giving her a ring, begging her to wait, writing her fulsome letters of protest and desire. Now, after three years, to shame her before her charming family  old Jotham, her mother, her sisters and brothers  it seemed a cruel thing to do, and he did not care to contemplate it.

Angela, with her morbid, passionate, apprehensive nature, did not fail to see disaster looming in the distance. She loved Eugene passionately and the pent-up fires of her nature had been waiting all these years the warrant to express their ardor which marriage alone could confer. Eugene, by the charm of his manner and person, no less than by the sensuous character of some of his moods and the subtleties and refinements of his references to the ties of sex, had stirred her to anticipate a perfect fruition of her dreams, and she was now eager for that fruition almost to the point of being willing to sacrifice virginity itself. The remembrance of the one significant scene between her and Eugene tormented her. She felt that if his love was to terminate in indifference now it would have been better to have yielded then. She wished that she had not tried to save herself. Perhaps there would have been a child, and he would have been true to her out of a sense of sympathy and duty. At least she would have had that crowning glory of womanhood, ardent union with her lover, and if worst had come to worst she could have died.

She thought of the quiet little lake near her home, its glassy bosom a mirror to the sky, and how, in case of failure, she would have looked lying on its sandy bottom, her pale hair diffused by some aimless motion of the water, her eyes sealed by the end of consciousness, her hands folded. Her fancy outran her daring. She would not have done this, but she could dream about it, and it made her distress all the more intense.

As time went by and Eugenes ardor did not revive, this problem of her love became more harrassing and she began to wonder seriously what she could do to win him back to her. He had expressed such a violent desire for her on his last visit, had painted his love in such glowing terms that she felt convinced he must love her still, though absence and the excitements of city life had dimmed the memory of her temporarily. She remembered a line in a comic opera which she and Eugene had seen together: Absence is the dark room in which lovers develop negatives and this seemed a case in point. If she could get him back, if he could be near her again, his old fever would develop and she would then find some way of making him take her, perhaps. It did not occur to her quite clearly just how this could be done at this time but some vague notion of self-immolation was already stirring vaguely and disturbingly in her brain.

The trying and in a way disheartening conditions of her home went some way to sustain this notion. Her sister Marietta was surrounded by a score of suitors who were as eager for her love as a bee is for the honey of a flower, and Angela could see that they were already looking upon herself as an elderly chaperon. Her mother and father watched her going about her work and grieved because so good a girl should be made to suffer for want of a proper understanding. She could not conceal her feelings entirely and they could see at times that she was unhappy. She could see that they saw it. It was hard to have to explain to her sisters and brothers, who occasionally asked after Eugene, that he was doing all right, and never be able to say that he was coming for her some day soon.

At first Marietta had been envious of her. She thought she would like to win Eugene for herself, and only consideration for Angelas age and the fact that she had not been so much sought after had deterred her. Now that Eugene was obviously neglecting her, or at least delaying beyond any reasonable period, she was deeply sorry. Once, before she had grown into the age of courtship, she had said to Angela: Im going to be nice to the men. Youre too cold. Youll never get married. And Angela had realized that it was not a matter of too cold, but an innate prejudice against most of the types she met. And then the average man did not take to her. She could not spur herself to pleasure in their company. It took a fire like Eugenes to stir her mightily, and once having known that she could brook no other. Marietta realized this too. Now because of these three years she had cut herself off from other men, particularly the one who had been most attentive to her  faithful Victor Dean. The one thing that might save Angela from being completely ignored was a spirit of romance which kept her young in looks as in feelings.

With the fear of desertion in her mind Angela began to hint in her letters to Eugene that he should come back to see her, to express the hope in her letters that their marriage need not  because of any difficulty of establishing himself  be postponed much longer. She said to him over and over that she could be happy with him in a cottage and that she so longed to see him again. Eugene began to ask himself what he wanted to do.

The fact that on the passional side Angela appealed to him more than any woman he had ever known was a saving point in her favor at this juncture. There was a note in her make-up which was stronger, deeper, more suggestive of joy to come than anything he had found elsewhere. He remembered keenly the wonderful days he had spent with her  the one significant night when she begged him to save her against herself. All the beauty of the season with which she was surrounded at that time; the charm of her family, the odor of flowers and the shade of trees served to make a setting for her delightfulness which still endured with him as fresh as yesterday. Now, without having completed that romance  a very perfect flower  could he cast it aside?

At this time he was not entangled with any woman. Miriam Finch was too conservative and intellectual; Norma Whitmore not attractive enough. As for some other charming examples of femininity whom he had met here and there, he had not been drawn to them or they to him. Emotionally he was lonely and this for him was always a very susceptible mood. He could not make up his mind that the end had come with Angela.

It so happened that Marietta, after watching her sisters love affair some time, reached the conclusion that she ought to try to help her. Angela was obviously concealing a weariness of heart which was telling on her peace of mind and her sweetness of disposition. She was unhappy and it grieved her sister greatly. The latter loved her in a whole-hearted way, in spite of the fact that their affections might possibly have clashed over Eugene, and she thought once of writing in a sweet way and telling him how things were. She thought he was good and kind, that he loved Angela, that perhaps he was delaying as her sister said until he should have sufficient means to marry well, and that if the right word were said now he would cease chasing a phantom fortune long enough to realize that it were better to take Angela while they were still young, than to wait until they were so old that the romance of marriage would for them be over. She revolved this in her mind a long time, picturing to herself how sweet Angela really was, and finally nerved herself to pen the following letter, which she sent.

Dear Eugene: 

You will be surprised to get a letter from me and I want you to promise me that you will never say anything about it to anyone  above all never to Angela. Eugene, I have been watching her for a long time now and I know she is not happy. She is so desperately in love with you. I notice when a letter does not come promptly she is downcast and I cant help seeing that she is longing to have you here with her. Eugene, why dont you marry Angela? She is lovely and attractive now and she is as good as she is beautiful. She doesnt want to wait for a fine house and luxuries  no girl wants to do that, Eugene, when she loves as I know Angela does you. She would rather have you now when you are both young and can enjoy life than any fine house or nice things you might give her later. Now, I havent talked to her at all, Eugene  never one word  and I know it would hurt her terribly if she thought I had written to you. She would never forgive me. But I cant help it. I cant bear to see her grieving and longing, and I know that when you know you will come and get her. Dont ever indicate in any way, please, that I wrote to you. Dont write to me unless you want to very much. I would rather you didnt. And tear up this letter. But do come for her soon, Eugene, please do. She wants you. And she will make you a perfectly wonderful wife for she is a wonderful girl. We all love her so  papa and mamma and all. I hope you will forgive me. I cant help it.

With love I am yours,

Marietta.

When Eugene received this letter he was surprised and astonished, but also distressed for himself and Angela and Marietta and the whole situation. The tragedy of this situation appealed to him perhaps as much from the dramatic as from the personal point of view. Little Angela, with her yellow hair and classic face. What a shame that they could not be together as she wished; as really, in a way, he wished. She was beautiful  no doubt of that. And there was a charm about her which was as alluring as that of any girl barring the intellectually exceptional. Her emotions in a way were deeper than those of Miriam Finch and Christina Channing. She could not reason about them  that was all. She just felt them. He saw all the phases of her anguish  the probable attitude of her parents, her own feelings at being looked at by them, the way her friends wondered. It was a shame, no doubt of that  a cruel situation. Perhaps he had better go back. He could be happy with her. They could live in a studio and no doubt things would work out all right. Had he better be cruel and not go? He hated to think of it.

Anyhow he did not answer Mariettas letter, and he did tear it up into a thousand bits, as she requested. If Angela knew no doubt she would feel wretched, he thought.

In the meanwhile Angela was thinking, and her brooding led her to the conclusion that it might be advisable, if ever her lover came back, to yield herself in order that he might feel compelled to take her. She was no reasoner about life in any big sense. Her judgment of affairs was more confused at this time than at a later period. She had no clear conception of how foolish any trickery of this sort would be. She loved Eugene, felt that she must have him, felt that she would be willing to die rather than lose him and the thought of trickery came only as a last resource. If he refused her she was determined on one thing  the lake. She would quit this dreary world where love was crossed with despair in its finest moments; she would forget it all. If only there were rest and silence on the other side that would be enough.

The year moved on toward spring and because of some note of this, reiterated in pathetic phrases, he came to feel that he must go back. Mariettas letter preyed on his mind. The intensity of Angelas attitude made him feel that something desperate would happen. He could not, in cold blood, sit down and write her that he would not see her any more. The impressions of Blackwood were too fresh in his mind  the summer incense and green beauty of the world in which she lived. He wrote in April that he would come again in June, and Angela was beside herself with joy.

One of the things which helped Eugene to this conclusion was the fact that Christina Channing was not coming back from Europe that year. She had written a few times during the winter, but very guardedly. A casual reader could not have drawn from what she said that there had ever been anything between them. He had written much more ardently, of course, but she had chosen to ignore his eager references, making him feel by degrees that he was not to know much of her in the future. They were going to be good friends, but not necessarily lovers nor eventually husband and wife. It irritated him to think she could be so calm about a thing which to him seemed so important. It hurt his pride to think she could so deliberately throw him over. Finally he began to be incensed, and then Angelas fidelity appeared in a much finer light. There was a girl who would not treat him so. She really loved him. She was faithful and true. So his promised trip began to look much more attractive, and by June he was in a fever to see her.


CHAPTER XXVI

The beautiful June weather arrived and with it Eugene took his departure once more for Blackwood. He was in a peculiar mood, for while he was anxious to see Angela again it was with the thought that perhaps he was making a mistake. A notion of fatality was beginning to run through his mind. Perhaps he was destined to take her! and yet, could anything be more ridiculous? He could decide. He had deliberately decided to go back there  or had he? He admitted to himself that his passion was drawing him  in fact he could not see that there was anything much in love outside of passion. Desire! Wasnt that all that pulled two people together? There was some little charm of personality above that, but desire was the keynote. And if the physical attraction were strong enough, wasnt that sufficient to hold two people together? Did you really need so much more? It was logic based on youth, enthusiasm and inexperience, but it was enough to hold him for the time being  to soothe him. To Angela he was not drawn by any of the things which drew him to Miriam Finch and Norma Whitmore, nor was there the wonderful art of Christina Channing. Still he was going.

His interest in Norma Whitmore had increased greatly as the winter passed. In this woman he had found an intellect as broadening and refining as any he had encountered. Her taste for the exceptional in literature and art was as great as that of anyone he had ever known and it was just as individual. She ran to impressive realistic fiction in literature and to the kind of fresh-from-the-soil art which Eugene represented. Her sense of just how big and fresh was the thing he was trying to do was very encouraging, and she was carrying the word about town to all her friends that he was doing it. She had even gone so far as to speak to two different art dealers asking them why they had not looked into what seemed to her his perfectly wonderful drawings.

Why, theyre astonishing in their newness, she told Eberhard Zang, one of the important picture dealers on Fifth Avenue. She knew him from having gone there to borrow pictures for reproduction.

Witla! Witla! he commented in his conservative German way, rubbing his chin, I doand remember seeing anything by him.

Of course you dont, replied Norma persistently. Hes new, I tell you. He hasnt been here so very long. You get Truth for some week in last month  I forget which one  and see that picture of Greeley Square. It will show you what I mean.

Witla! Witla! repeated Zang, much as a parrot might fix a sound in its memory. Tell him to come in here and see me some day. I should like to see some of his things.

I will, said Norma, genially. She was anxious to have Eugene go, but he was more anxious to get a lot of things done before he had an exhibition. He did not want to risk an impression with anything short of a rather extensive series. And his collection of views was not complete at that time. Besides he had a much more significant art dealer in mind.

He and Norma had reached the point by this time where they were like brother and sister, or better yet, two good men friends. He would slip his arm about her waist when entering her rooms and was free to hold her hands or pat her on the arm or shoulder. There was nothing more than strong good feeling on his part, while on hers a burning affection might have been inspired, but his genial, brotherly attitude convinced her that it was useless. He had never told her of any of his other women friends and he was wondering as he rode west how she and Miriam Finch would take his marriage with Angela, supposing that he ever did marry her. As for Christina Channing, he did not want to think  really did not dare to think of her very much. Some sense of lost beauty came to him out of that experience  a touch of memory that had a pang in it.

Chicago in June was just a little dreary to him with its hurry of life, its breath of past experience, the Art Institute, the Daily Globe building, the street and house in which Ruby had lived. He wondered about her (as he had before) the moment he neared the city, and had a strong desire to go and look her up. Then he visited the Globe offices, but Mathews had gone. Genial, cheerful Jerry had moved to Philadelphia recently, taking a position on the Philadelphia North American, leaving Howe alone, more finicky and picayune than ever. Goldfarb, of course, was gone and Eugene felt out of it. He was glad to take the train for Blackwood, for he felt lonesome. He left the city with quite an ache for old times in his heart and the feeling that life was a jumble of meaningless, strange and pathetic things.

To think that we should grow old, he pondered, that things that were as real as these things were to me, should become mere memories.

The time just before he reached Blackwood was one of great emotional stress for Angela. Now she was to learn whether he really loved her as much as he had. She was to feel the joy of his presence, the subtle influence of his attitude. She was to find whether she could hold him or not. Marietta, who on hearing that he was coming, had rather plumed herself that her letter had had something to do with it, was afraid that her sister would not make good use of this opportune occasion. She was anxious that Angela should look her best, and made suggestions as to things she might wear, games she might play (they had installed tennis and croquet as part of the home pleasures since he had been there last) and places they might go to. Marietta was convinced that Angela was not artful enough  not sufficiently subtle in her presentation of her charms. He could be made to feel very keen about her if she dressed right and showed herself to the best advantage. Marietta herself intended to keep out of the way as much as possible when Eugene arrived, and to appear at great disadvantage in the matter of dress and appearance when seen; for she had become a perfect beauty and was a breaker of hearts without conscious effort.

You know that string of coral beads I have, Angel Face, she asked Angela one morning some ten days before Eugene arrived. Wear them with that tan linen dress of mine and your tan shoes some day for Eugene. Youll look stunning in those things and hell like you. Why dont you take the new buggy and drive over to Blackwood to meet him? Thats it. You must meet him.

Oh, I dont think I want to, Babyette, she replied. She was afraid of this first impression. She did not want to appear to run after him. Babyette was a nickname which had been applied to Marietta in childhood and had never been dropped.

Oh, pshaw, Angel Face, dont be so backward! Youre the shyest thing I know. Why thats nothing. Hell like you all the better for treating him just a little smartly. You do that now, will you?

I cant, replied Angela. I cant do it that way. Let him come over here first; then Ill drive him over some afternoon.

Oh, Angel Face! Well, anyhow, when he comes you must wear that little rose flowered house dress and put a wreath of green leaves in your hair.

Oh, I wont do anything of the sort, Babyette, exclaimed Angela.

Yes, you will, replied her sister. Now you just have to do what I tell you for once. That dress looks beautiful on you and the wreath will make it perfect.

It isnt the dress. I know thats nice. Its the wreath.

Marietta was incensed by this bit of pointless reserve.

Oh, Angela, she exclaimed, dont be so silly. Youre older than I am, but I know more about men in a minute than youll ever know. Dont you want him to like you? Youll have to be more daring  goodness! Lots of girls would go a lot farther than that.

She caught her sister about the waist and looked into her eyes. Now youve got to wear it, she added finally, and Angela understood that Marietta wanted her to entice Eugene by any means in her power to make him declare himself finally and set a definite date or take her back to New York with him.

There were other conversations in which a trip to the lake was suggested, games of tennis, with Angela wearing her white tennis suit and shoes, a country dance which might be got up  there were rumors of one to be given in the new barn of a farmer some seven miles away. Marietta was determined that Angela should appear youthful, gay, active, just the things which she knew instinctively would fascinate Eugene.

Finally Eugene came. He arrived at Blackwood at noon. Despite her objections Angela met him, dressed smartly and, as urged by Marietta, carrying herself with an air. She hoped to impress Eugene with a sense of independence, but when she saw him stepping down from the train in belted corduroy travelling suit with a grey English travelling cap, carrying a green leather bag of the latest design, her heart misgave her. He was so worldly now, so experienced. You could see by his manner that this country place meant little or nothing to him. He had tasted of the world at large.

Angela had stayed in her buggy at the end of the depot platform and she soon caught Eugenes eye and waved to him. He came briskly forward.

Why, sweet, he exclaimed, here you are. How nice you look! He jumped up beside her, surveying her critically and she could feel his examining glance. After the first pleasant impression he sensed the difference between his new world and hers and was a little depressed by it. She was a little older, no doubt of that. You cannot hope and yearn and worry for three years and not show it. And yet she was fine and tender and sympathetic and emotional. He felt all this. It hurt him a little for her sake and his too.

Well, how have you been? he asked. They were in the confines of the village and no demonstration could be made. Until the quiet of a country road could be reached all had to be formal.

Oh, just the same, Eugene, longing to see you.

She looked into his eyes and he felt the impact of that emotional force which governed her when she was near him. There was something in the chemistry of her being which roused to blazing the ordinarily dormant forces of his sympathies. She tried to conceal her real feeling  to pretend gaiety and enthusiasm, but her eyes betrayed her. Something roused in him now at her look  a combined sense of emotion and desire.

Its so fine to be out in the country again, he said, pressing her hand, for he was letting her drive. After the city, to see you and the green fields! He looked about at the little one-storey cottages, each with a small plot of grass, a few trees, a neat confining fence. After New York and Chicago, a village like this was quaint.

Do you love me just as much as ever?

She nodded her head. They reached a strip of yellow road, he asking after her father, her mother, her brothers and sisters, and when he saw that they were unobserved he slipped his arm about her and drew her head to him.

Now we can, he said.

She felt the force of his desire but she missed that note of adoration which had seemed to characterize his first lovemaking. How true it was he had changed! He must have. The city had made her seem less significant. It hurt her to think that life should treat her so. But perhaps she could win him back  could hold him anyhow.

They drove over toward Okoonee, a little crossroads settlement, near a small lake of the same name, a place which was close to the Blue house, and which the Blues were wont to speak of as home. On the way Eugene learned that her youngest brother David was a cadet at West Point now and doing splendidly. Samuel had become western freight agent of the Great Northern and was on the way to desirable promotion. Benjamin had completed his law studies and was practising in Racine. He was interested in politics and was going to run for the state legislature. Marietta was still the gay carefree girl she had always been, not at all inclined to choose yet among her many anxious suitors. Eugene thought of her letter to him  wondered if she would look her thoughts into his eyes when he saw her.

Oh, Marietta, Angela replied when Eugene asked after her, shes just as dangerous as ever. She makes all the men make love to her.

Eugene smiled. Marietta was always a pleasing thought to him. He wished for the moment that it was Marietta instead of Angela that he was coming to see.

She was as shrewd as she was kind in this instance. Her appearance on meeting Eugene was purposely indifferent and her attitude anything but coaxing and gay. At the same time she suffered a genuine pang of feeling, for Eugene appealed to her. If it were anybody but Angela, she thought, how she would dress and how quickly she would be coquetting with him. Then his love would be won by her and she felt that she could hold it. She had great confidence in her ability to keep any man, and Eugene was a man she would have delighted to hold. As it was she kept out of his way, took sly glances at him here and there, wondered if Angela would truly win him. She was so anxious for Angelas sake. Never, never, she told herself, would she cross her sisters path.

At the Blue homestead he was received as cordially as before. After an hour it quite brought back the feeling of three years before. These open fields, this old house and its lovely lawn, all served to awaken the most poignant sensations. One of Mariettas beaux, over from Waukesha, appeared after Eugene had greeted Mrs. Blue and Marietta, and the latter persuaded him to play a game of tennis with Angela. She invited Eugene to make it a four with her, but not knowing how he refused.

Angela changed to her tennis suit and Eugene opened his eyes to her charms. She was very attractive on the court, quick, flushed, laughing. And when she laughed she had a charming way of showing her even, small, white teeth. She quite awakened a feeling of interest  she looked so dainty and frail. When he saw her afterward in the dark, quiet parlor, he gathered her to his heart with much of the old ardour. She felt the quick change of feeling. Marietta was right. Eugene loved gaiety and color. Although on the way home she had despaired this was much more promising.

Eugene rarely entered on anything half heartedly. If interested at all he was greatly interested. He could so yield himself to the glamour of a situation as to come finally to believe that he was something which he was not. Thus, now he was beginning to accept this situation as Angela and Marietta wished he should, and to see her in somewhat the old light. He overlooked things which in his New York studio, surrounded by the influences which there modified his judgment, he would have seen. Angela was not young enough for him. She was not liberal in her views. She was charming, no doubt of that, but he could not bring her to an understanding of his casual acceptance of life. She knew nothing of his real disposition and he did not tell her. He played the part of a seemingly single-minded Romeo, and as such he was from a womans point of view beautiful to contemplate. In his own mind he was coming to see that he was fickle but he still did not want to admit it to himself.

There was a night of stars after an evening of June perfection. At five old Jotham came in from the fields, as dignified and patriarchal as ever. He greeted Eugene with a hearty handshake, for he admired him. I see some of your work now and then, he said, in these monthly magazines. Its fine. Theres a young minister down here near the lake thats very anxious to meet you. He likes to get hold of anything you do, and I always send the books down as soon as Angela gets through with them.

He used the words books and magazines interchangeably, and spoke as though they were not much more important to him than the leaves of the trees, as indeed, they were not. To a mind used to contemplating the succession of crops and seasons, all life with its multitudinous interplay of shapes and forms seemed passing shadows. Even men were like leaves that fall.

Eugene was drawn to old Jotham as a filing to a magnet. His was just the type of mind that appealed to him, and Angela gained by the radiated glory of her father. If he was so wonderful she must be something above the average of womanhood. Such a man could not help but produce exceptional children.

Left alone together it was hardly possible for Angela and Eugene not to renew the old relationship on the old basis. Having gone as far as he had the first time it was natural that he should wish to go as far again and further. After dinner, when she turned to him from her room, arrayed in a soft evening dress of clinging texture  somewhat low in the neck by request of Marietta, who had helped her to dress  Eugene was conscious of her emotional perturbation. He himself was distraught, for he did not know what he would do  how far he would dare to trust himself. He was always troubled when dealing with his physical passion, for it was a raging lion at times. It seemed to overcome him quite as a drug might or a soporific fume. He would mentally resolve to control himself, but unless he instantly fled there was no hope, and he did not seem able to run away. He would linger and parley, and in a few moments it was master and he was following its behest blindly, desperately, to the point almost of exposure and destruction.

Tonight when Angela came back he was cogitating, wondering what it might mean. Should he? Would he marry her? Could he escape? They sat down to talk, but presently he drew her to him. It was the old story  moment after moment of increasing feeling. Presently she, from the excess of longing and waiting was lost to all sense of consideration. And he  

I shall have to go away, Eugene, she pleaded, when he carried her recklessly into his room, if anything happens. I cannot stay here.

Dont talk, he said. You can come to me.

You mean it, Eugene, surely? she begged.

As sure as Im holding you here, he replied.

At midnight Angela lifted frightened, wondering, doubting eyes, feeling herself the most depraved creature. Two pictures were in her mind alternately and with pendulum-like reiteration. One was a composite of a marriage altar and a charming New York studio with friends coming in to see them much as he had often described to her. The other was of the still blue waters of Okoonee with herself lying there pale and still. Yes, she would die if he did not marry her now. Life would not be worth while. She would not force him. She would slip out some night when it was too late and all hope had been abandoned  when exposure was near  and the next day they would find her.

Little Marietta how she would cry. And old Jotham  she could see him, but he would never be really sure of the truth. And her mother. Oh God in heaven, she thought, how hard life is! How terrible it can be.


CHAPTER XXVII

The atmosphere of the house after this night seemed charged with reproach to Eugene, although it took on no semblance of reality in either look or word. When he awoke in the morning and looked through the half closed shutters to the green world outside he felt a sense of freshness and of shame. It was cruel to come into such a home as this and do a thing as mean as he had done. After all, philosophy or no philosophy, didnt a fine old citizen like Jotham, honest, upright, genuine in his moral point of view and his observance of the golden rule, didnt he deserve better from a man whom he so sincerely admired? Jotham had been so nice to him. Their conversations together were so kindly and sympathetic. Eugene felt that Jotham believed him to be an honest man. He knew he had that appearance. He was frank, genial, considerate, not willing to condemn anyone  but this sex question  that was where he was weak. And was not the whole world keyed to that? Did not the decencies and the sanities of life depend on right moral conduct? Was not the world dependent on how the homes were run? How could anyone be good if his mother and father had not been good before him? How could the children of the world expect to be anything if people rushed here and there holding illicit relations? Take his sister Myrtle, now  would he have wanted her rifled in this manner? In the face of this question he was not ready to say exactly what he wanted or was willing to countenance. Myrtle was a free agent, as was every other girl. She could do as she pleased. It might not please him exactly but  he went round and round from one problem to another, trying to untie this Gordian knot. One thing, this home had appeared sweet and clean when he came into it; now it was just a little tarnished, and by him! Or was it? His mind was always asking this question. There was nothing that he was actually accepting as true any more. He was going round in a ring asking questions of this proposition and that. Are you true? And are you true? And are you true? And all the while he was apparently not getting anywhere. It puzzled him, this life. Sometimes it shamed him. This deed shamed him. And he asked himself whether he was wrong to be ashamed or not. Perhaps he was just foolish. Was not life made for living, not worrying? He had not created his passions and desires.

He threw open the shutters and there was the bright day. Everything was so green outside, the flowers in bloom, the trees casting a cool, lovely shade, the birds twittering. Bees were humming. He could smell the lilacs. Dear God, he exclaimed, throwing his arms above his head, How lovely life is! How beautiful! Oh! He drew in a deep breath of the flower and privet laden air. If only he could live always like this  for ever and ever.

When he had sponged himself with cold water and dressed, putting on a soft negligée shirt with turn-down collar and dark flowing tie, he issued forth clean and fresh. Angela was there to greet him. Her face was pale but she looked intensely sweet because of her sadness.

There, there, he said, touching her chin, less of that now!

I told them that I had a headache, she said. So I have. Do you understand?

I understand your headache, he laughed. But everything is all right  very much all right. Isnt this a lovely day!

Beautiful, replied Angela sadly.

Cheer up, he insisted. Dont worry. Everything is coming out fine. He walked to the window and stared out.

Ill have your breakfast ready in a minute, she said, and, pressing his hand, left him.

Eugene went out to the hammock. He was so deliciously contented and joyous now that he saw the green world about him, that he felt that everything was all right again. The vigorous blooming forces of nature everywhere present belied the sense of evil and decay to which mortality is so readily subject. He felt that everything was justified in youth and love, particularly where mutual affection reigned. Why should he not take Angela? Why should they not be together? He went in to breakfast at her call, eating comfortably of the things she provided. He felt the easy familiarity and graciousness of the conqueror. Angela on her part felt the fear and uncertainty of one who has embarked upon a dangerous voyage. She had set sail  whither? At what port would she land? Was it the lake or his studio? Would she live and be happy or would she die to face a black uncertainty? Was there a hell as some preachers insisted? Was there a gloomy place of lost souls such as the poets described? She looked into the face of this same world which Eugene found so beautiful and its very beauty trembled with forebodings of danger.

And there were days and days yet to be lived of this. For all her fear, once having tasted of the forbidden fruit, it was sweet and inviting. She could not go near Eugene, nor he near her but this flush of emotion would return.

In the daylight she was too fearful, but when the night came with its stars, its fresh winds, its urge to desire, her fears could not stand in their way. Eugene was insatiable and she was yearning. The slightest touch was as fire to tow. She yielded saying she would not yield.

The Blue family were of course blissfully ignorant of what was happening. It seemed so astonishing to Angela at first that the very air did not register her actions in some visible way. That they should be able thus to be alone was not so remarkable, seeing that Eugenes courtship was being aided and abetted, for her sake, but that her lapse should not be exposed by some sinister influence seemed strange  accidental and subtly ominous. Something would happen  that was her fear. She had not the courage of her desire or need.

By the end of the week, though Eugene was less ardent and more or less oppressed by the seeming completeness with which he had conquered, he was not ready to leave. He was sorry to go, for it ended a honeymoon of sweetness and beauty  all the more wonderful and enchanting because so clandestine  yet he was beginning to be aware that he had bound himself in chains of duty and responsibility. Angela had thrown herself on his mercy and his sense of honor to begin with. She had exacted a promise of marriage  not urgently, and as one who sought to entrap him, but with the explanation that otherwise life must end in disaster for her. Eugene could look in her face and see that it would. And now that he had had his way and plumbed the depths of her emotions and desires he had a higher estimate of her personality. Despite the fact that she was older than he, there was a breath of youth and beauty here that held him. Her body was exquisite. Her feeling about life and love was tender and beautiful. He wished he could make true her dreams of bliss without injury to himself.

It so turned out that as his visit was drawing to a close Angela decided that she ought to go to Chicago, for there were purchases which must be made. Her mother wanted her to go and she decided that she would go with Eugene. This made the separation easier, gave them more time to talk. Her usual plan was to stay with her aunt and she was going there now.

On the way she asked over and over what he would think of her in the future; whether what had passed would not lower her in his eyes. He did not feel that it would. Once she said to him sadly only death or marriage can help me now.

What do you mean? he asked, her yellow head pillowed on his shoulder, her dark blue eyes looking sadly into his.

That if you dont marry me Ill have to kill myself. I cant stay at home.

He thought of her with her beautiful body, her mass of soft hair all tarnished in death.

You wouldnt do that? he asked unbelievingly.

Yes, I would, she said sadly. I must, I will.

Hush, Angel Face, he pleaded. You wont do anything like that. You wont have to. Ill marry you  How would you do it?

Oh, Ive thought it all out, she continued gloomily. You know that little lake. Id drown myself.

Dont, sweetheart, he pleaded. Dont talk that way. Its terrible. You wont have to do anything like that.

To think of her under the waters of little Okoonee, with its green banks, and yellow sandy shores. All her love come to this! All her passion! Her death would be upon his head and he could not stand the thought of that. It frightened him. Such tragedies occasionally appeared in the papers with all the pathetic details convincingly set forth, but this should not enter his life. He would marry her. She was lovely after all. He would have to. He might as well make up his mind to that now. He began to speculate how soon it might be. For the sake of her family she wanted no secret marriage but one which, if they could not be present at it, they could at least know was taking place. She was willing to come East  that could be arranged. But they must be married. Eugene realized the depth of her conventional feeling so keenly that it never occurred to him to suggest an alternative. She would not consent, would scorn him for it. The only alternative, she appeared to believe, was death.

One evening  the last  when it was necessary for her to return to Blackwood, and he had seen her off on the train, her face a study in sadness, he rode out gloomily to Jackson Park where he had once seen a beautiful lake in the moonlight. When he reached there the waters of the lake were still suffused and tinged with lovely suggestions of lavender, pink and silver, for this was near the twenty-first of June. The trees to the east and west were dark. The sky showed a last blush of orange. Odours were about  warm June fragrance. He thought now, as he walked about the quiet paths where the sand and pebbles crunched lightly beneath his feet, of all the glory of this wonderful week. How dramatic was life; how full of romance. This love of Angelas, how beautiful. Youth was with him  love. Would he go on to greater days of beauty or would he stumble, idling his time, wasting his substance in riotous living? Was this riotous living? Would there be evil fruition of his deeds? Would he really love Angela after he married her? Would they be happy?

Thus he stood by the bank of this still lake, studying the water, marvelling at the subtleties of reflected radiance, feeling the artists joy in perfect natural beauty, twining and intertwining it all with love, death, failure, fame. It was romantic to think that in such a lake, if he were unkind, would Angela be found. By such a dark as was now descending would all her bright dreams be submerged. It would be beautiful as romance. He could imagine a great artist like Daudet or Balzac making a great story out of it. It was even a subject for some form of romantic expression in art. Poor Angela! If he were a great portrait painter he would paint her. He thought of some treatment of her in the nude with that mass of hair of hers falling about her neck and breasts. It would be beautiful. Should he marry her? Yes, though he was not sure of the outcome, he must. It might be a mistake but  

He stared at the fading surface of the lake, silver, lavender, leaden gray. Overhead a vivid star was already shining. How would it be with her if she were really below those still waters? How would it be with him? It would be too desperate, too regretful. No, he must marry her. It was in this mood that he returned to the city, the ache of life in his heart. It was in this mood that he secured his grip from the hotel and sought the midnight train for New York. For once Ruby, Miriam, Christina, were forgotten. He was involved in a love drama which meant life or death to Angela, peace or reproach of conscience to himself in the future. He could not guess what the outcome would be, but he felt that he must marry her  how soon he could not say. Circumstances would dictate that. From present appearances it must be immediately. He must see about a studio, announce the news of his departure to Smite and MacHugh; make a special effort to further his art ambitions so that he and Angela would have enough to live on. He had talked so glowingly of his art life that now, when the necessity for demonstrating it was at hand, he was troubled as to what the showing might be. The studio had to be attractive. He would need to introduce his friends. All the way back to New York he turned this over in his mind  Smite, MacHugh, Miriam, Norma, Wheeler, Christina  what would Christina think if she ever returned to New York and found him married? There was no question but that there was a difference between Angela and these. It was something  a matter of courage  more soul, more daring, more awareness, perhaps  something. When they saw her would they think he had made a mistake, would they put him down as a fool? MacHugh was going with a girl, but she was a different type  intellectual, smart. He thought and thought, but he came back to the same conclusion always. He would have to marry her. There was no way out. He would have to.


CHAPTER XXVIII

The studio of Messrs. Smite, MacHugh and Witla in Waverley Place was concerned the following October with a rather picturesque event. Even in the city the time when the leaves begin to yellow and fall brings a sense of melancholy, augmented by those preliminaries of winter, gray, lowery days, with scraps of paper, straws, bits of wood blown about by gusty currents of air through the streets, making it almost disagreeable to be abroad. The fear of cold and storm and suffering among those who have little was already apparent. Apparent too was the air of renewed vitality common to those who have spent an idle summer and are anxious to work again. Shopping and marketing and barter and sale were at high key. The art world, the social world, the manufacturing world, the professional worlds of law, medicine, finance, literature, were bubbling with a feeling of the necessity to do and achieve. The whole city, stung by the apprehension of winter, had an atmosphere of emprise and energy.

In this atmosphere, with a fairly clear comprehension of the elements which were at work making the colour of the life about him, was Eugene, digging away at the task he had set himself. Since leaving Angela he had come to the conclusion that he must complete the jointings for the exhibition which had been running in his mind during the last two years. There was no other way for him to make a notable impression  he saw that. Since he had returned he had gone through various experiences: the experience of having Angela tell him that she was sure there was something wrong with her; an impression sincere enough, but based on an excited and overwrought imagination of evil to follow, and having no foundation in fact. Eugene was as yet, despite his several experiences, not sufficiently informed in such affairs to know. His lack of courage would have delayed him from asking if he had known. In the next place, facing this crisis, he had declared that he would marry her, and because of her distressed condition he thought he might as well do it now. He had wanted time to do some of the pictures he was working on, to take in a little money for drawing, to find a suitable place to live in. He had looked at various studios in various sections of the city and had found nothing, as yet, which answered to his taste or his purse. Anything with a proper light, a bath, a suitable sleeping room, and an inconspicuous chamber which might be turned into a kitchen, was difficult to find. Prices were high, ranging from fifty to one hundred and twenty-five and one hundred and fifty a month. There were some new studios being erected for the rich loungers and idlers which commanded, so he understood, three or four thousand dollars a year. He wondered if he should ever attain to any such magnificence through his art.

Again, in taking a studio for Angela and himself there was the matter of furniture. The studio he had with Smite and MacHugh was more or less of a camp. The work room was bare of carpets or rugs. The two folding beds and the cot which graced their individual chambers were heirlooms from ancient predecessors  substantial but shabby. Beyond various drawings, three easels, and a chest of drawers for each, there was no suitable household equipment. A woman came twice a week to clean, send out the linen, and make up the beds.

To live with Angela required, in his judgment, many and much more significant things. His idea of a studio was some such one as that now occupied by Miriam Finch or Norma Whitmore. There ought to be furniture of a period  old Flemish or Colonial, Heppelwhite or Chippendale or Sheraton, such as he saw occasionally knocking about in curio shops and second hand stores. It could be picked up if he had time. He was satisfied that Angela knew nothing of these things. There ought to be rugs, hangings of tapestry, bits of brass, pewter, copper, old silver, if he could afford it. He had an idea of some day obtaining a figure of the Christ in brass or plaster, hung upon a rough cross of walnut or teak, which he could hang or stand in some corner as one might a shrine and place before it two great candlesticks with immense candles smoked and dripping with wax. These lighted in a dark studio, with the outlines of the Christ flickering in the shadows behind would give the desired atmosphere to his studio. Such an equipment as he dreamed of would have cost in the neighborhood of two thousand dollars.

Of course this was not to be thought of at this period. He had no more than that in ready cash. He was writing to Angela about his difficulties in finding a suitable place, when he heard of a studio in Washington Square South, which its literary possessor was going to quit for the winter. It was, so he understood, handsomely furnished, and was to be let for the rent of the studio. The owner wanted someone who would take care of it by occupying it for him until he should return the following fall. Eugene hurried round to look at it and, taken with the location, the appearance of the square from the windows, the beauty of the furnishings, felt that he would like to live here. This would be the way to introduce Angela to New York. This would be the first and proper impression to give her. Here, as in every well arranged studio he had yet seen were books, pictures, bits of statuary, implements of copper and some few of silver. There was a great fish net dyed green and spangled with small bits of mirror to look like scales which hung as a veil between the studio proper and an alcove. There was a piano done in black walnut, and odd pieces of furniture, Mission, Flemish, Venetian of the sixteenth century and English of the seventeenth, which, despite that diversity offered a unity of appearance and a harmony of usefulness. There was one bed room, a bath, and a small partitioned section which could be used as a kitchen. With a few of his pictures judiciously substituted he could see a perfect abode here for himself and his wife. The rent was fifty dollars. He decided that he would risk it.

Having gone so far as to indicate that he would take it  he was made to feel partially resigned to marriage by the very appearance of this place  he decided that he would marry in October. Angela could come to New York or Buffalo  she had never seen Niagara Falls  and they could be married there. She had spoken recently of visiting her brother at West Point. Then they could come here and settle down. He decided that this must be so, wrote to her to that effect, and vaguely hinted to Smite and MacHugh that he might get married shortly.

This was a great blow to his partners in art, for Eugene was very popular with them. He had the habit, with those he liked, of jesting constantly. Look at the look of noble determination on Smites brow this morning, he would comment cheerfully on getting up; or MacHugh, you lazy lout, crawl out and earn your living.

MacHughs nose, eyes and ears would be comfortably buried in the folds of a blanket.

These hack artists, Eugene would sigh disconsolately. Theres not much to be made out of them. A pile of straw and a couple of boiled potatoes a day is all they need.

Aw, cut it out, MacHugh would grunt.

To hell, to hell, I yell, I yell, would come from somewhere in the voice of Smite.

If it werent for me, Eugene would go on, God knows what would become of this place. A lot of farmers and fishermen trying to be artists.

And laundry wagon drivers, dont forget that, MacHugh would add, sitting up and rubbing his tousled head, for Eugene had related some of his experiences. Dont forget the contribution made by the American Steam Laundry Company to the world of true art.

Collars and cuffs I would have you know is artistic, Eugene at once declared with mock dignity, whereas plows and fish is trash.

Sometimes this kidding would continue for a quarter of an hour at a stretch, when some one remark really brighter than any other would dissolve the whole in laughter. Work began after breakfast, to which they usually sallied forth together, and would continue unbroken save for necessary engagements or periods of entertainment, lunch and so on, until five in the afternoon.

They had worked together now for a couple of years. They had, by experience, learned of each others reliability, courtesy, kindness and liberality. Criticism was free, generous, and sincerely intended to be helpful. Pleasure trips, such as walks on grey, lowery days, or in rain or brilliant sunshine, or trips to Coney Island, Far Rockaway, the theatres, the art exhibitions, the odd and peculiar restaurants of different nationalities, were always undertaken in a spirit of joyous camaraderie. Jesting as to morality, their respective abilities, their tendencies and characteristics were all taken and given in good part. At one time it would be Joseph Smite who would come in for a united drubbing and excoriation on the part of Eugene and MacHugh. At another time Eugene or MacHugh would be the victim, the other two joining forces vigorously. Art, literature, personalities, phases of life, philosophy, were discussed by turn. As with Jerry Mathews, Eugene had learned of new things from these men  the life of fisher-folk, and the characteristics of the ocean from Joseph Smite; the nature and spirit of the great West from MacHugh. Each appeared to have an inexhaustible fund of experiences and reminiscences which refreshed and entertained the trio day by day year in and year out. They were at their best strolling through some exhibit or preliminary view of an art collection offered for sale, when all their inmost convictions of what was valuable and enduring in art would come to the surface. All three were intolerant of reputations as such, but were strong for individual merit whether it carried a great name or not. They were constantly becoming acquainted with the work of some genius little known here, and celebrating his talents, each to the others. Thus Monet, Degas, Manet, Ribera, Monticelli, by turns came up for examination and praise.

When Eugene then, toward the end of September, announced that he might be leaving them shortly, there was a united wail of opposition. Joseph Smite was working on a sea scene at the time, doing his best to get the proper colour harmony between the worm-eaten deck of a Gold Coast trading ship, a half naked West Coast negro handling a broken wheel, and a mass of blue black undulations in the distance which represented the boundless sea.

Gwan! said Smite, incredulously, for he assumed that Eugene was jesting. There had been a steady stream of letters issuing from somewhere in the West and delivered here week after week, as there had been for MacHugh, but this by now was a commonplace, and apparently meant nothing. You marry? What the hell do you want to get married for? A fine specimen you will make! Ill come around and tell your wife.

Sure, returned Eugene. Its true, I may get married. He was amused at Smites natural assumption that it was a jest.

Stow that, called MacHugh, from his easel. He was working on a country corner picture, a group of farmers before a country post office. You dont want to break up this shack, do you? Both of these men were fond of Eugene. They found him inspiring, helpful, always intensely vigorous and apparently optimistic.

I dont want to break up any shack. But havent I a right to get married?

I vote no, by God! said Smite emphatically. Youll never go out of here with my consent. Peter, are we going to stand for anything like that?

We are not, replied MacHugh. Well call out the reserves if he tries any game like that on us. Ill prefer charges against him. Whos the lady, Eugene?

I bet I know, suggested Smite. Hes been running up to Twenty-sixth Street pretty regularly. Joseph was thinking of Miriam Finch, to whom Eugene had introduced both him and MacHugh.

Nothing like that, surely, inquired MacHugh, looking over at Eugene to see if it possibly could be so.

Its all true, fellers, replied Eugene,   as God is my judge. Im going to leave you soon.

Youre not really talking seriously, are you, Witla? inquired Joseph soberly.

I am, Joe, said Eugene quietly. He was studying the perspective of his sixteenth New York view,  three engines coming abreast into a great yard of cars. The smoke, the haze, the dingy reds and blues and yellows and greens of kicked about box cars were showing with beauty  the vigor and beauty of raw reality.

Soon? asked MacHugh, equally quietly. He was feeling that touch of pensiveness which comes with a sense of vanishing pleasures.

I think some time in October, very likely, replied Eugene.

Jesus Christ, Im sorry to hear that, put in Smite.

He laid down his brush and strolled over to the window. MacHugh, less expressive in extremes, worked on medatively.

Whend you reach that conclusion, Witla? he asked after a time.

Oh, Ive been thinking it over for a long time, Peter, he returned. I should really have married before if I could have afforded it. I know how things are here or I wouldnt have sprung this so suddenly. Ill hold up my end on the rent here until you get someone else.

To hell with the rent, said Smite. We dont want anyone else, do we, Peter? We didnt have anyone else before.

Smite was rubbing his square chin and contemplating his partner as if they were facing a catastrophe.

Theres no use talking about that, said Peter. You know we dont care about the rent. Do you mind telling us who youre going to marry? Do we know her?

You dont, returned Eugene. Shes out in Wisconsin. Its the one who writes the letters. Angela Blue is her name.

Well, heres to Angela Blue, by God, say I, said Smite, recovering his spirits and picking up his paint brush from his board to hold aloft. Heres to Mrs. Eugene Witla, and may she never reef a sail to a storm or foul an anchor, as they say up Nova Scotia way.

Right oh, added MacHugh, catching the spirit of Smites generous attitude. Thems my sentiments. When dyou expect to get married really, Eugene?

Oh I havent fixed the time exactly. About November first, I should say. I hope you wont say anything about it though, either of you. I dont want to go through any explanations.

We wont, but its tough, you old walrus. Why the hell didnt you give us time to think it over? Youre a fine jellyfish, you are.

He poked him reprimandingly in the ribs.

There isnt anyone any more sorry than I am, said Eugene. I hate to leave here, I do. But we wont lose track of each other. Ill still be around here.

Where do you expect to live? Here in the city? asked MacHugh, still a little gloomy.

Sure. Right here in Washington Square. Remember that Dexter studio Weaver was telling about? The one in the third floor at sixty-one? Thats it.

You dont say! exclaimed Smite. Youre in right. Howd you get that?

Eugene explained.

Well, you sure are a lucky man, observed MacHugh. Your wife ought to like that. I suppose therell be a cozy corner for an occasional strolling artist?

No farmers, no sea-faring men, no artistic hacks  nothing! declared Eugene dramatically.

You to Hell, said Smite. When Mrs. Witla sees us

Shell wish shed never come to New York, put in Eugene.

Shell wish shed seen us first, said MacHugh.


BOOK II. THE STRUGGLE


CHAPTER I

The marriage ceremony between Eugene and Angela was solemnized at Buffalo on November second. As planned, Marietta was with them. They would go, the three of them, to the Falls, and to West Point, where the girls would see their brother David, and then Marietta would return to tell the family about it. Naturally, under the circumstances, it was a very simple affair, for there were no congratulations to go through with and no gifts  at least immediately  to consider and acknowledge. Angela had explained to her parents and friends that it was quite impossible for Eugene to come West at this time. She knew that he objected to a public ceremony where he would have to run the gauntlet of all her relatives, and so she was quite willing to meet him in the East and be married there. Eugene had not troubled to take his family into his confidence as yet. He had indicated on his last visit home that he might get married, and that Angela was the girl in question, but since Myrtle was the only one of his family who had seen her and she was now in Ottumwa, Iowa, they could not recall anything about her. Eugenes father was a little disappointed, for he expected to hear some day that Eugene had made a brilliant match. His boy, whose pictures were in the magazines so frequently and whose appearance was so generally distinguished, ought in New York, where opportunities abounded, to marry an heiress at least. It was all right of course if Eugene wanted to marry a girl from the country, but it robbed the family of a possible glory.

The spirit of this marriage celebration, so far as Eugene was concerned, was hardly right. There was the consciousness, always with him, of his possibly making a mistake; the feeling that he was being compelled by circumstances and his own weakness to fulfil an agreement which might better remain unfulfilled. His only urge was his desire, in the gratification of which he might find compensation, for saving Angela from an unhappy spinsterhood. It was a thin reed to lean on; there could be no honest satisfaction in it. Angela was sweet, devoted, painstaking in her attitude toward life, toward him, toward everything with which she came in contact, but she was not what he had always fancied his true mate would be  the be all and the end all of his existence. Where was the divine fire which on this occasion should have animated him; the lofty thoughts of future companionship; that intense feeling he had first felt about her when he had called on her at her aunts house in Chicago? Something had happened. Was it that he had cheapened his ideal by too close contact with it? Had he taken a beautiful flower and trailed it in the dust? Was passion all there was to marriage? Or was it that true marriage was something higher  a union of fine thoughts and feelings? Did Angela share his with him? Angela did have exalted feelings and moods at times. They were not sensibly intellectual  but she seemed to respond to the better things in music and to some extent in literature. She knew nothing about art, but she was emotionally responsive to many fine things. Why was not this enough to make life durable and comfortable between them? Was it not really enough? After he had gone over all these points, there was still the thought that there was something wrong in this union. Despite his supposedly laudable conduct in fulfilling an obligation which, in a way, he had helped create or created, he was not happy. He went to his marriage as a man goes to fulfil an uncomfortable social obligation. It might turn out that he would have an enjoyable and happy life and it might turn out very much otherwise. He could not face the weight and significance of the social theory that this was for life  that if he married her today he would have to live with her all the rest of his days. He knew that was the generally accepted interpretation of marriage, but it did not appeal to him. Union ought in his estimation to be based on a keen desire to live together and on nothing else. He did not feel the obligation which attaches to children, for he had never had any and did not feel the desire for any. A child was a kind of a nuisance. Marriage was a trick of Natures by which you were compelled to carry out her scheme of race continuance. Love was a lure; desire a scheme of propagation devised by the way. Nature, the race spirit, used you as you would use a work-horse to pull a load. The load in this case was race progress and man was the victim. He did not think he owed anything to nature, or to this race spirit. He had not asked to come here. He had not been treated as generously as he might have been since he arrived. Why should he do what nature bid?

When he met Angela he kissed her fondly, for of course the sight of her aroused the feeling of desire which had been running in his mind so keenly for some time. Since last seeing Angela he had touched no woman, principally because the right one had not presented herself and because the memories and the anticipations in connection with Angela were so close. Now that he was with her again the old fire came over him and he was eager for the completion of the ceremony. He had seen to the marriage license in the morning,  and from the train on which Angela and Marietta arrived they proceeded in a carriage direct to the Methodist preacher. The ceremony which meant so much to Angela meant practically nothing to him. It seemed a silly formula  this piece of paper from the marriage clerks office and this instructed phraseology concerning love, honor and cherish. Certainly he would love, honor and cherish if it were possible  if not, then not. Angela, with the marriage ring on her finger and the words with this ring I thee wed echoing in her ears, felt that all her dreams had come true. Now she was, really, truly, Mrs. Eugene Witla. She did not need to worry about drowning herself, or being disgraced, or enduring a lonely, commiserated old age. She was the wife of an artist  a rising one, and she was going to live in New York. What a future stretched before her! Eugene loved her after all. She imagined she could see that. His slowness in marrying her was due to the difficulty of establishing himself properly. Otherwise he would have done it before. They drove to the Iroquois hotel and registered as man and wife, securing a separate room for Marietta. The latter pretending an urgent desire to bathe after her railroad journey, left them, promising to be ready in time for dinner. Eugene and Angela were finally alone.

He now saw how, in spite of his fine theories, his previous experiences with Angela had deadened to an extent his joy in this occasion. He had her again it was true. His desire that he had thought of so keenly was to be gratified, but there was no mystery connected with it. His real nuptials had been celebrated at Blackwood months before. This was the commonplace of any marriage relation. It was intense and gratifying, but the original, wonderful mystery of unexplored character was absent. He eagerly took her in his arms, but there was more of crude desire than of awed delight in the whole proceeding.

Nevertheless Angela was sweet to him. Hers was a loving disposition and Eugene was the be all and end all of her love. His figure was of heroic proportions to her. His talent was divine fire. No one could know as much as Eugene, of course! No one could be as artistic. True, he was not as practical as some men  her brothers and brothers-in-law, for instance  but he was a man of genius. Why should he be practical? She was beginning to think already of how thoroughly she would help him shape his life toward success  what a good wife she would be to him. Her training as a teacher, her experience as a buyer, her practical judgment, would help him so much. They spent the two hours before dinner in renewed transports and then dressed and made their public appearance. Angela had had designed a number of dresses for this occasion, representing the saving of years, and tonight at dinner she looked exceptionally pretty in a dress of black silk with neck piece and half sleeves of mother-of-pearl silk, set off with a decoration of seed pearls and black beads in set designs. Marietta, in a pale pink silk of peachblow softness of hue with short sleeves and a low cut bodice was, with all her youth and natural plumpness and gaiety of soul, ravishing. Now that she had Angela safely married, she was under no obligations to keep out of Eugenes way nor to modify her charms in order that her sisters might shine. She was particularly ebullient in her mood and Eugene could not help contrasting, even in this hour, the qualities of the two sisters. Mariettas smile, her humor, her unconscious courage, contrasted so markedly with Angelas quietness.

The luxuries of the modern hotel have become the commonplaces of ordinary existence, but to the girls they were still strange enough to be impressive. To Angela they were a foretaste of what was to be an enduring higher life. These carpets, hangings, elevators, waiters, seemed in their shabby materialism to speak of superior things.

One day in Buffalo, with a view of the magnificent falls at Niagara, and then came West Point with a dress parade accidentally provided for a visiting general and a ball for the cadets. Marietta, because of her charm and her brothers popularity, found herself so much in demand at West Point that she extended her stay to a week, leaving Eugene and Angela free to come to New York together and have a little time to themselves. They only stayed long enough to see Marietta safely housed and then came to the city and the apartment in Washington Square.

It was dark when they arrived and Angela was impressed with the glittering galaxy of lights the city presented across the North River from Forty-second Street. She had no idea of the nature of the city, but as the cab at Eugenes request turned into Broadway at Forty-second Street and clattered with interrupted progress south to Fifth Avenue she had her first glimpse of that tawdry world which subsequently became known as the Great White Way. Already its make-believe and inherent cheapness had come to seem to Eugene largely characteristic of the city and of life, but it still retained enough of the lure of the flesh and of clothes and of rush-light reputations to hold his attention. Here were dramatic critics and noted actors and actresses and chorus girls, the gods and toys of avid, inexperienced, unsatisfied wealth. He showed Angela the different theatres, called her attention to distinguished names; made much of restaurants and hotels and shops and stores that sell trifles and trash, and finally turned into lower Fifth Avenue, where the dignity of great houses and great conservative wealth still lingered. At Fourteenth Street Angela could already see Washington Arch glowing cream white in the glare of electric lights.

What is that? she asked interestedly.

Its Washington Arch, he replied. We live in sight of that on the south side of the Square.

Oh! but it is beautiful! she exclaimed.

It seemed very wonderful to her, and as they passed under it, and the whole Square spread out before her, it seemed a perfect world in which to live.

Is this where it is? she asked, as they stopped in front of the studio building.

Yes, this is it. How do you like it?

I think its beautiful, she said.

They went up the white stone steps of the old Bride house in which was Eugenes leased studio, up two flights of red-carpeted stairs and finally into the dark studio where he struck a match and lit, for the art of it, candles. A soft waxen glow irradiated the place as he proceeded and then Angela saw old Chippendale chairs, a Heppelwhite writing-table, a Flemish strong box containing used and unused drawings, the green stained fish-net studded with bits of looking glass in imitation of scales, a square, gold-framed mirror over the mantel, and one of Eugenes drawings  the three engines in the gray, lowering weather, standing large and impressive upon an easel. It seemed to Angela the perfection of beauty. She saw the difference now between the tawdry gorgeousness of a commonplace hotel and this selection and arrangement of individual taste. The glowing candelabrum of seven candles on either side of the square mirror surprised her deeply. The black walnut piano in the alcove behind the half draped net drew forth an exclamation of delight. Oh, how lovely it all is! she exclaimed and ran to Eugene to be kissed. He fondled her for a few minutes and then she left again to examine in detail pictures, pieces of furniture, ornaments of brass and copper.

When did you get all this? she asked, for Eugene had not told her of his luck in finding the departing Dexter and leasing it for the rent of the studio and its care. He was lighting the fire in the grate which had been prepared by the house attendant.

Oh, it isnt mine, he replied easily. I leased this from Russell Dexter. Hes going to be in Europe until next winter. I thought that would be easier than waiting around to fix up a place after you came. We can get our things together next fall.

He was thinking he would be able to have his exhibition in the spring, and perhaps that would bring some notable sales. Anyhow it might bring a few, increase his repute and give him a greater earning power.

Angelas heart sank just a little but she recovered in a moment, for after all it was very exceptional even to be able to lease a place of this character. She went to the window and looked out. There was the great square with its four walls of houses, the spread of trees, still decorated with a few dusty leaves, and the dozens of arc lights sputtering their white radiance in between, the graceful arch, cream white over at the entrance of Fifth Avenue.

Its so beautiful, she exclaimed again, coming back to Eugene and putting her arms about him. I didnt think it would be anything as fine as this. Youre so good to me. She put up her lips and he kissed her, pinching her cheeks. Together they walked to the kitchen, the bedroom, the bathroom. Then after a time they blew out the candles and retired for the night.


CHAPTER II

After the quiet of a small town, the monotony and simplicity of country life, the dreary, reiterated weariness of teaching a country school, this new world into which Angela was plunged seemed to her astonished eyes to be compounded of little save beauties, curiosities and delights. The human senses, which weary so quickly of reiterated sensory impressions, exaggerate with equal readiness the beauty and charm of the unaccustomed. If it is new, therefore it must be better than that which we have had of old. The material details with which we are able to surround ourselves seem at times to remake our point of view. If we have been poor, wealth will seem temporarily to make us happy; when we have been amid elements and personages discordant to our thoughts, to be put among harmonious conditions seems, for the time being, to solve all our woes. So little do we have that interior peace which no material conditions can truly affect or disturb.

When Angela awoke the next morning, this studio in which she was now to live seemed the most perfect habitation which could be devised by man. The artistry of the arrangement of the rooms, the charm of the conveniences  a bathroom with hot and cold water next to the bedroom; a kitchen with an array of necessary utensils. In the rear portion of the studio used as a dining-room a glimpse of the main studio gave her the sense of art which dealt with nature, the beauty of the human form, colors, tones  how different from teaching school. To her the difference between the long, low rambling house at Blackwood with its vine ornamented windows, its somewhat haphazard arrangement of flowers and its great lawn, and this peculiarly compact and ornate studio apartment looking out upon Washington Square, was all in favor of the latter. In Angelas judgment there was no comparison. She could not have understood if she could have seen into Eugenes mind at this time how her home town, her fathers single farm, the blue waters of the little lake near her door, the shadows of the tall trees on her lawn were somehow, compounded for him not only with classic beauty itself, but with her own charm. When she was among these things she partook of their beauty and was made more beautiful thereby. She did not know how much she had lost in leaving them behind. To her all these older elements of her life were shabby and unimportant, pointless and to be neglected.

This new world was in its way for her an Aladdins cave of delight. When she looked out on the great square for the first time the next morning, seeing it bathed in sunlight, a dignified line of red brick dwellings to the north, a towering office building to the east, trucks, carts, cars and vehicles clattering over the pavement below, it all seemed gay with youth and energy.

Well have to dress and go out to breakfast, said Eugene. I didnt think to lay anything in. As a matter of fact I wouldnt have known what to buy if I had wanted to. I never tried housekeeping for myself.

Oh, thats all right, said Angela, fondling his hands, only lets not go out to breakfast unless we have to. Lets see whats here, and she went back to the very small room devoted to cooking purposes to see what cooking utensils had been provided. She had been dreaming of housekeeping and cooking for Eugene, of petting and spoiling him, and now the opportunity had arrived. She found that Mr. Dexter, their generous lessor, had provided himself with many conveniences  breakfast and dinner sets of brown and blue porcelain, a coffee percolator, a charming dull blue teapot with cups to match, a chafing dish, a set of waffle irons, griddles, spiders, skillets, stew and roasting pans and knives and forks of steel and silver in abundance. Obviously he had entertained from time to time, for there were bread, cake, sugar, flour and salt boxes and a little chest containing, in small drawers, various spices.

Oh, it will be easy to get something here, said Angela, lighting the burners of the gas stove to see whether it was in good working order. We can just go out to market if youll come and show me once and get what we want. It wont take a minute. Ill know after that. Eugene consented gladly.

She had always fancied she would be an ideal housekeeper and now that she had her Eugene she was anxious to begin. It would be such a pleasure to show him what a manager she was, how everything would go smoothly in her hands, how careful she would be of his earnings  their joint possessions.

She was sorry, now that she saw that art was no great producer of wealth, that she had no money to bring him, but she knew that Eugene in the depth of his heart thought nothing of that. He was too impractical. He was a great artist, but when it came to practical affairs she felt instinctively that she was much the wiser. She had bought so long, calculated so well for her sisters and brothers.

Out of her bag (for her trunks had not yet arrived) she extracted a neat house dress of pale green linen which she put on after she had done up her hair in a cosy coil, and together with Eugene for a temporary guide, they set forth to find the stores. He had told her, looking out the windows, that there were lines of Italian grocers, butchers and vegetable men in the side streets, leading south from the square, and into one of these they now ventured. The swarming, impressive life of the street almost took her breath away, it was so crowded. Potatoes, tomatoes, eggs, flour, butter, lamb chops, salt  a dozen little accessories were all purchased in small quantities, and then they eagerly returned to the studio. Angela was a little disgusted with the appearance of some of the stores, but some of them were clean enough. It seemed so strange to her to be buying in an Italian street, with Italian women and children about, their swarthy leathern faces set with bright, almost feverish eyes. Eugene in his brown corduroy suit and soft green hat, watching and commenting at her side, presented such a contrast. He was so tall, so exceptional, so laconic.

I like them when they wear rings in their ears, he said at one time.

Get the coal man who looks like a bandit, he observed at another.

This old woman here might do for the witch of Endor.

Angela attended strictly to her marketing. She was gay and smiling, but practical. She was busy wondering in what quantities she should buy things, how she would keep fresh vegetables, whether the ice box was really clean; how much delicate dusting the various objects in the studio would require. The raw brick walls of the street, the dirt and slops in the gutter, the stray cats and dogs hungry and lean, the swarming stream of people, did not appeal to her as picturesque at all. Only when she heard Eugene expatiating gravely did she begin to realize that all this must have artistic significance. If Eugene said so it did. But it was a fascinating world whatever it was, and it was obvious that she was going to be very, very happy.

There was a breakfast in the studio then of hot biscuit with fresh butter, an omelette with tomatoes, potatoes stewed in cream, and coffee. After the long period of commonplace restaurant dining which Eugene had endured, this seemed ideal. To sit in your own private apartment with a charming wife opposite you ready to render you any service, and with an array of food before you which revived the finest memories in your gustatory experience, seemed perfect. Nothing could be better. He saw visions of a happy future if he could finance this sort of thing. It would require a lot of money, more than he had been making, but he thought he could make out. After breakfast Angela played on the piano, and then, Eugene wanting to work, she started housekeeping in earnest. The trunks arriving gave her the task of unpacking and with that and lunch and dinner to say nothing of love she had sufficient to do.

It was a charming existence for a little while. Eugene suggested that they should have Smite and MacHugh to dinner first of all, these being his closest friends. Angela agreed heartily for she was only too anxious to meet the people he knew. She wanted to show him she knew how to receive and entertain as well as anyone. She made great preparations for the Wednesday evening following  the night fixed for the dinner  and when it came was on the qui vive to see what his friends were like and what they would think of her.

The occasion passed off smoothly enough and was the occasion of considerable jollity. These two cheerful worthies were greatly impressed with the studio. They were quick to praise it before Angela, and to congratulate him on his good fortune in having married her. Angela, in the same dress in which she had appeared at dinner in Buffalo, was impressive. Her mass of yellow hair fascinated the gaze of both Smite and MacHugh.

Gee, what hair! Smite observed secretly to MacHugh when neither Angela nor Eugene were within hearing distance.

Youre right, returned MacHugh. Shes not at all bad looking, is she?

I should say not, returned Smite who admired Angelas simple, good-natured western manners. A little later, more subtly, they expressed their admiration to her, and she was greatly pleased.

Marietta, who had arrived late that afternoon, had not made her appearance yet. She was in the one available studio bedroom making her toilet. Angela, in spite of her fine raiment, was busy superintending the cooking, for although through the janitor she had managed to negotiate the loan of a girl to serve, she could not get anyone to cook. A soup, a fish, a chicken and a salad, were the order of procedure. Marietta finally appeared, ravishing in pink silk. Both Smite and MacHugh sat up and Marietta proceeded to bewitch them. Marietta knew no order or distinctions in men. They were all slaves to her  victims to be stuck on the spit of her beauty and broiled in their amorous uncertainties at her leisure. In after years Eugene learned to speak of Mariettas smile as the dagger. The moment she appeared smiling he would say, Ah, we have it out again, have we? Who gets the blade this evening? Poor victim!

Being her brother-in-law now, he was free to slip his arm about her waist and she took this family connection as license to kiss him. There was something about Eugene which held her always. During these very first days she gratified her desire to be in his arms, but always with a sense of reserve which kept him in check. She wondered secretly how much he liked her.

Smite and MacHugh, when she appeared, both rose to do her service. MacHugh offered her his chair by the fire. Smite bestirred himself in an aimless fashion.

Ive just had such a dandy week up at West Point, began Marietta cheerfully, dancing, seeing dress parades, walking with the soldier boys.

I warn you two, here and now, began Eugene, who had already learned to tease Marietta, that youre not safe. This woman here is dangerous. As artists in good standing you had better look out for yourselves.

Oh, Eugene, how you talk, laughed Marietta, her teeth showing effectively. Mr. Smite, I leave it to you. Isnt that a mean way to introduce a sister-in-law? Im here for just a few days too, and have so little time. I think it cruel!

Its a shame! said Smite, who was plainly a willing victim. You ought to have another kind of brother-in-law. If you had some people I know now

Its an outrage, commented MacHugh. Theres one thing though. You may not require so very much time.

Now I think thats ungallant, Marietta laughed. I see Im all alone here except for Mr. Smite. Never mind. You all will be sorry when Im gone.

I believe that, replied MacHugh, feelingly.

Smite simply stared. He was lost in admiration of her cream and peach complexion, her fluffy, silky brown hair, her bright blue eyes and plump rounded arms. Such radiant good nature would be heavenly to live with. He wondered what sort of a family this was that Eugene had become connected with. Angela, Marietta, a brother at West Point. They must be nice, conservative, well-to-do western people. Marietta went to help her sister, and Smite, in the absence of Eugene, said: Say, hes in right, isnt he? Shes a peach. Shes got it a little on her sister.

MacHugh merely stared at the room. He was taken with the complexion and arrangement of things generally. The old furniture, the rugs, the hangings, the pictures, Eugenes borrowed maid servant in a white apron and cap, Angela, Marietta, the bright table set with colored china and an arrangement of silver candlesticks  Eugene had certainly changed the tenor of his life radically within the last ten days. Why he was marvellously fortunate. This studio was a wonderful piece of luck. Some people  and he shook his head meditatively.

Well, said Eugene, coming back after some final touches to his appearance, what do you think of it, Peter?

Youre certainly moving along, Eugene. I never expected to see it. You ought to praise God. Youre plain lucky.

Eugene smiled enigmatically. He was wondering whether he was. Neither Smite nor MacHugh nor anyone could dream of the conditions under which this came about. What a sham the world was anyhow. Its surface appearances so ridiculously deceptive! If anyone had known of the apparent necessity when he first started to look for an apartment, of his own mood toward it!

Marietta came back, and Angela. The latter had taken kindly to both these men, or boys as she already considered them. Eugene had a talent for reducing everybody to simply folks, as he called them. So these two capable and talented men were mere country boys like himself  and Angela caught his attitude.

Id like to have you let me make a sketch of you some day, Mrs. Witla, MacHugh said to Angela when she came back to the fire. He was essaying portraiture as a side line and he was anxious for good opportunities to practice.

Angela thrilled at the invitation, and the use of her new name, Mrs. Witla, by Eugenes old friends.

Id be delighted, she replied, flushing.

My word, you look nice, Angel-Face, exclaimed Marietta, catching her about the waist. You paint her with her hair down in braids, Mr. MacHugh. She makes a stunning Gretchen.

Angela flushed anew.

Ive been reserving that for myself, Peter, said Eugene, but you try your hand at it. Im not much in portraiture anyhow.

Smite smiled at Marietta. He wished he could paint her, but he was poor at figure work except as incidental characters in sea scenes. He could do men better than he could women.

If you were an old sea captain now, Miss Blue, he said to Marietta gallantly, I could make a striking thing out of you.

Ill try to be, if you want to paint me, she replied gaily. Id look fine in a big pair of boots and a raincoat, wouldnt I, Eugene?

You certainly would, if Im any judge, replied Smite. Come over to the studio and Ill rig you out. I have all those things on hand.

I will, she replied, laughing. You just say the word.

MacHugh felt as if Smite were stealing a march on him. He wanted to be nice to Marietta, to have her take an interest in him.

Now, looky, Joseph, he protested. I was going to suggest making a study of Miss Blue myself.

Well, youre too late, replied Smite. You didnt speak quick enough.

Marietta was greatly impressed with this atmosphere in which Angela and Eugene were living. She expected to see something artistic, but nothing so nice as this particular studio. Angela explained to her that Eugene did not own it, but that made small difference in Mariettas estimate of its significance. Eugene had it. His art and social connections brought it about. They were beginning excellently well. If she could have as nice a home when she started on her married career she would be satisfied.

They sat down about the round teak table which was one of Dexters prized possessions, and were served by Angelas borrowed maid. The conversation was light and for the most part pointless, serving only to familiarize these people with each other. Both Angela and Marietta were taken with the two artists because they felt in them a note of homely conservatism. These men spoke easily and naturally of the trials and triumphs of art life, and the difficulty of making a good living, and seemed to be at home with personages of repute in one world and another, its greatest reward.

During the dinner Smite narrated experiences in his sea-faring life, and MacHugh of his mountain camping experiences in the West. Marietta described experiences with her beaux in Wisconsin and characteristics of her yokel neighbors at Blackwood, Angela joining in. Finally MacHugh drew a pencil sketch of Marietta followed by a long train of admiring yokels, her eyes turned up in a very shy, deceptive manner.

Now I think thats cruel, she declared, when Eugene laughed heartily. I never look like that.

Thats just the way you look and do, he declared. Youre the broad and flowery path that leadeth to destruction.

Never mind, Babyette, put in Angela, Ill take your part if no one else will. Youre a nice, demure, shrinking girl and you wouldnt look at anyone, would you?

Angela got up and was holding Mariettas head mock sympathetically in her arms.

Say, thats a dandy pet name, called Smite, moved by Mariettas beauty.

Poor Marietta, observed Eugene. Come over here to me and Ill sympathize with you.

You dont take my drawing in the right spirit, Miss Blue, put in MacHugh cheerfully. Its simply to show how popular you are.

Angela stood beside Eugene as her guests departed, her slender arm about his waist. Marietta was coquetting finally with MacHugh. These two friends of his, thought Eugene, had the privilege of singleness to be gay and alluring to her. With him that was over now. He could not be that way to any girl any more. He had to behave  be calm and circumspect. It cut him, this thought. He saw at once it was not in accord with his nature. He wanted to do just as he had always done  make love to Marietta if she would let him, but he could not. He walked to the fire when the studio door was closed.

Theyre such nice boys, exclaimed Marietta. I think Mr. MacHugh is as funny as he can be. He has such droll wit.

Smite is nice too, replied Eugene defensively.

Theyre both lovely  just lovely, returned Marietta.

I like Mr. MacHugh a little the best  hes quainter, said Angela, but I think Mr. Smite is just as nice as he can be. Hes so old fashioned. Theres not anyone as nice as my Eugene, though, she said affectionately, putting her arm about him.

Oh, dear, you two! exclaimed Marietta. Well, Im going to bed.

Eugene sighed.

They had arranged a couch for her which could be put behind the silver-spangled fish net in the alcove when company was gone.

Eugene thought what a pity that already this affection of Angelas was old to him. It was not as it would be if he had taken Marietta or Christina. They went to their bed room to retire and then he saw that all he had was passion. Must he be satisfied with that? Could he be? It started a chain of thought which, while persistently interrupted or befogged, was really never broken. Momentary sympathy, desire, admiration, might obscure it, but always fundamentally it was there. He had made a mistake. He had put his head in a noose. He had subjected himself to conditions which he did not sincerely approve of. How was he going to remedy this  or could it ever be remedied?


CHAPTER III

Whatever were Eugenes secret thoughts, he began his married life with the outward air of one who takes it seriously enough. Now that he was married, was actually bound by legal ties, he felt that he might as well make the best of it. He had once had the notion that it might be possible to say nothing of his marriage, and keep Angela in the background, but this notion had been dispelled by the attitude of MacHugh and Smite, to say nothing of Angela. So he began to consider the necessity of notifying his friends  Miriam Finch and Norma Whitmore and possibly Christina Channing, when she should return. These three women offered the largest difficulty to his mind. He felt the commentary which their personalities represented. What would they think of him? What of Angela? Now that she was right here in the city he could see that she represented a different order of thought. He had opened the campaign by suggesting that they invite Smite and MacHugh. The thing to do now was to go further in this matter.

The one thing that troubled him was the thought of breaking the news to Miriam Finch, for Christina Channing was away, and Norma Whitmore was not of sufficient importance. He argued now that he should have done this beforehand, but having neglected that it behoved him to act at once. He did so, finally, writing to Norma Whitmore and saying, for he had no long explanation to make Yours truly is married. May I bring my wife up to see you? Miss Whitmore was truly taken by surprise. She was sorry at first  very  because Eugene interested her greatly and she was afraid he would make a mistake in his marriage; but she hastened to make the best of a bad turn on the part of fate and wrote a note which ran as follows:

Dear Eugene and Eugenes Wife: 

This is news as is news. Congratulations. And I am coming right down as soon as I get my breath. And then you two must come to see me.

Norma Whitmore.

Eugene was pleased and grateful that she took it so nicely, but Angela was the least big chagrined secretly that he had not told her before. Why hadnt he? Was this someone that he was interested in? Those three years in which she had doubtingly waited for Eugene had whetted her suspicions and nurtured her fears. Still she tried to make little of it and to put on an air of joyousness. She would be so glad to meet Miss Whitmore. Eugene told her how kind she had been to him, how much she admired his art, how helpful she was in bringing together young literary and artistic people and how influential with those who counted. She could do him many a good turn. Angela listened patiently, but she was just the least bit resentful that he should think so much of any one woman outside of herself. Why should he, Eugene Witla, be dependent on the favor of any woman? Of course she must be very nice and they would be good friends, but  

Norma came one afternoon two days later with the atmosphere of enthusiasm trailing, as it seemed to Eugene, like a cloud of glory about her. She was both fire and strength to him in her regard and sympathy, even though she resented, ever so slightly, his affectional desertion.

You piggy-wiggy Eugene Witla, she exclaimed. What do you mean by running off and getting married and never saying a word. I never even had a chance to get you a present and now I have to bring it. Isnt this a charming place  why its perfectly delightful, and as she laid her present down unopened she looked about to see where Mrs. Eugene Witla might be.

Angela was in the bedroom finishing her toilet. She was expecting this descent and so was prepared, being suitably dressed in the light green house gown. When she heard Miss Whitmores familiar mode of address she winced, for this spoke volumes for a boon companionship of long endurance. Eugene hadnt said so much of Miss Whitmore in the past as he had recently, but she could see that they were very intimate. She looked out and saw her  this tall, not very shapely, but graceful woman, whose whole being represented dynamic energy, awareness, subtlety of perception. Eugene was shaking her hand and looking genially into her face.

Why should Eugene like her so much? she asked herself instantly. Why did his face shine with that light of intense enthusiasm? The piggy-wiggy Eugene Witla expression irritated her. It sounded as though she might be in love with him. She came out after a moment with a glad smile on her face and approached with every show of good feeling, but Miss Whitmore could sense opposition.

So this is Mrs. Witla, she exclaimed, kissing her. Im delighted to know you. I have always wondered what sort of a girl Mr. Witla would marry. Youll just have to pardon my calling him Eugene. Ill get over it after a bit, I suppose, now that hes married. But weve been such good friends and I admire his work so much. How do you like studio life  or are you used to it?

Angela, who was taking in every detail of Eugenes old friend, replied in what seemed an affected tone that no, she wasnt used to studio life: she was just from the country, you know  a regular farmer girl  Blackwood, Wisconsin, no less! She stopped to let Norma express friendly surprise, and then went on to say that she supposed Eugene had not said very much about her, but he wrote her often enough. She was rejoicing in the fact that whatever slight Eugenes previous silence seemed to put upon her, she had the satisfaction that she had won him after all and Miss Whitmore had not. She fancied from Miss Whitmores enthusiastic attitude that she must like Eugene very much, and she could see now what sort of women might have made him wish to delay. Who were the others, she wondered?

They talked of metropolitan experiences generally. Marietta came in from a shopping expedition with a Mrs. Link, wife of an army captain acting as an instructor at West Point, and tea was served immediately afterward. Miss Whitmore was insistent that they should come and take dinner with her some evening. Eugene confided that he was sending a painting to the Academy.

Theyll hang it, of course, assured Norma, but you ought to have an exhibition of your own.

Marietta gushed about the wonder of the big stores and so it finally came time for Miss Whitmore to go.

Now you will come up, wont you? she said to Angela, for in spite of a certain feeling of incompatibility and difference she was determined to like her. She thought Angela a little inexperienced and presumptuous in marrying Eugene. She was afraid she was not up to his standard. Still she was quaint, piquant. Perhaps she would do very well. Angela was thinking all the while that Miss Whitmore was presuming on her old acquaintance with Eugene  that she was too affected and enthusiastic.

There was another day on which Miriam Finch called. Richard Wheeler, having learned at Smites and MacHughs studio of Eugenes marriage and present whereabouts, had hurried over, and then immediately afterwards off to Miriam Finchs studio. Surprised himself, he knew that she would be more so.

Witlas married! he exclaimed, bursting into her room, and for the moment Miriam lost her self-possession sufficiently to reply almost dramatically: Richard Wheeler, what are you talking about! You dont mean that, do you?

Hes married, insisted Wheeler, and hes living down in Washington Square, 61 is the number. He has the cutest yellow-haired wife you ever saw.

Angela had been nice to Wheeler and he liked her. He liked the air of this domicile and thought it was going to be a good thing for Eugene. He needed to settle down and work hard.

Miriam winced mentally at the picture. She was hurt by this deception of Eugenes, chagrined because he had not thought enough of her even to indicate that he was going to get married.

Hes been married ten days, communicated Wheeler, and this added force to her temporary chagrin. The fact that Angela was yellow-haired and cute was also disturbing.

Well, she finally exclaimed cheerfully, he might have said something to us, mightnt he? and she covered her own original confusion by a gay nonchalance which showed nothing of what she was really thinking. This was certainly indifference on Eugenes part, and yet, why shouldnt he? He had never proposed to her. Still they had been so intimate mentally.

She was interested to see Angela. She wondered what sort of a woman she really was. Yellow-haired! Cute! Of course, like all men, Eugene had sacrificed intellect and mental charm for a dainty form and a pretty face. It seemed queer, but she had fancied that he would not do that  that his wife, if he ever took one, would be tall perhaps, and gracious, and of a beautiful mind  someone distinguished. Why would men, intellectual men, artistic men, any kind of men, invariably make fools of themselves! Well, she would go and see her.

Because Wheeler informed him that he had told Miriam, Eugene wrote, saying as briefly as possible that he was married and that he wanted to bring Angela to her studio. For reply she came herself, gay, smiling, immaculately dressed, anxious to hurt Angela because she had proved the victor. She also wanted to show Eugene how little difference it all made to her.

You certainly are a secretive young man, Mr. Eugene Witla, she exclaimed, when she saw him. Why didnt you make him tell us, Mrs. Witla? she demanded archly of Angela, but with a secret dagger thrust in her eyes. Youd think he didnt want us to know.

Angela cowered beneath the sting of this whip cord. Miriam made her feel as though Eugene had attempted to conceal his relationship to her  as though he was ashamed of her. How many more women were there like Miriam and Norma Whitmore?

Eugene was gaily unconscious of the real animus in Miriams conversation, and now that the first cruel moment was over, was talking glibly of things in general, anxious to make everything seem as simple and natural as possible. He was working at one of his pictures when Miriam came in and was eager to obtain her critical opinion, since it was nearly done. She squinted at it narrowly but said nothing when he asked. Ordinarily she would have applauded it vigorously. She did think it exceptional, but was determined to say nothing. She walked indifferently about, examining this and that object in a superior way, asking how he came to obtain the studio, congratulating him upon his good luck. Angela, she decided, was interesting, but not in Eugenes class mentally, and should be ignored. He had made a mistake, that was plain.

Now you must bring Mrs. Witla up to see me, she said on leaving. Ill play and sing all my latest songs for you. I have made some of the daintest discoveries in old Italian and Spanish pieces.

Angela, who had posed to Eugene as knowing something about music, resented this superior invitation, without inquiry as to her own possible ability or taste, as she did Miriams entire attitude. Why was she so haughty  so superior? What was it to her whether Eugene had said anything about her or not?

She said nothing to show that she herself played, but she wondered that Eugene said nothing. It seemed neglectful and inconsiderate of him. He was busy wondering what Miriam thought of his picture. Miriam took his hand warmly at parting, looked cheerfully into his eyes, and said, I know you two are going to be irrationally happy, and went out.

Eugene felt the irritation at last. He knew Angela felt something. Miriam was resentful, that was it. She was angry at him for his seeming indifference. She had commented to herself on Angelas appearance and to her disadvantage. In her manner had been the statement that his wife was not very important after all, not of the artistic and superior world to which she and he belonged.

How do you like her? he asked tentatively after she had gone, feeling a strong current of opposition, but not knowing on what it might be based exactly.

I dont like her, returned Angela petulantly. She thinks shes sweet. She treats you as though she thought you were her personal property. She openly insulted me about your not telling her. Miss Whitmore did the same thing  they all do! They all will! Oh!!

She suddenly burst into tears and ran crying toward their bedroom.

Eugene followed, astonished, ashamed, rebuked, guilty minded, almost terror-stricken  he hardly knew what.

Why, Angela, he urged pleadingly, leaning over her and attempting to raise her. You know that isnt true.

It is! It is!! she insisted. Dont touch me! Dont come near me! You know it is true! You dont love me. You havent treated me right at all since Ive been here. You havent done anything that you should have done. She insulted me openly to my face.

She was speaking with sobs, and Eugene was at once pained and terrorized by the persistent and unexpected display of emotion. He had never seen Angela like this before. He had never seen any woman so.

Why, Angelface, he urged, how can you go on like this? You know what you say isnt true. What have I done?

You havent told your friends  thats what you havent done, she exclaimed between gasps. They still think youre single. You keep me here hidden in the background as though I were a  were a  I dont know what! Your friends come and insult me openly to my face. They do! They do! Oh! and she sobbed anew.

She knew very well what she was doing in her anger and rage. She felt that she was acting in the right way. Eugene needed a severe reproof; he had acted very badly, and this was the way to administer it to him now in the beginning. His conduct was indefensible, and only the fact that he was an artist, immersed in cloudy artistic thoughts and not really subject to the ordinary conventions of life, saved him in her estimation. It didnt matter that she had urged him to marry her. It didnt absolve him that he had done so. She thought he owed her that. Anyhow they were married now, and he should do the proper thing.

Eugene stood there cut as with a knife by this terrific charge. He had not meant anything by concealing her presence, he thought. He had only endeavored to protect himself very slightly, temporarily.

You oughtnt to say that, Angela, he pleaded. There arent any more that dont know  at least any more that I care anything about. I didnt think. I didnt mean to conceal anything. Ill write to everybody that might be interested.

He still felt hurt that she should brutally attack him this way even in her sorrow. He was wrong, no doubt, but she? Was this a way to act, this the nature of true love? He mentally writhed and twisted.

Taking her up in his arms, smoothing her hair, he asked her to forgive him. Finally, when she thought she had punished him enough, and that he was truly sorry and would make amends in the future, she pretended to listen and then of a sudden threw her arms about his neck and began to hug and kiss him. Passion, of course, was the end of this, but the whole thing left a disagreeable taste in Eugenes mouth. He did not like scenes. He preferred the lofty indifference of Miriam, the gay subterfuge of Norma, the supreme stoicism of Christina Channing. This noisy, tempestuous, angry emotion was not quite the thing to have introduced into his life. He did not see how that would make for love between them.

Still Angela was sweet, he thought. She was a little girl  not as wise as Norma Whitmore, not as self-protective as Miriam Finch or Christina Channing. Perhaps after all she needed his care and affection. Maybe it was best for her and for him that he had married her.

So thinking he rocked her in his arms, and Angela, lying there, was satisfied. She had won a most important victory. She was starting right. She was starting Eugene right. She would get the moral, mental and emotional upper hand of him and keep it. Then these women, who thought themselves so superior, could go their way. She would have Eugene and he would be a great man and she would be his wife. That was all she wanted.


CHAPTER IV

The result of Angelas outburst was that Eugene hastened to notify those whom he had not already informed  Shotmeyer, his father and mother, Sylvia, Myrtle, Hudson Dula  and received in return cards and letters of congratulation expressing surprise and interest, which he presented to Angela in a conciliatory spirit. She realized, after it was all over, that she had given him an unpleasant shock, and was anxious to make up to him in personal affection what she had apparently compelled him to suffer for policys sake. Eugene did not know that in Angela, despite her smallness of body and what seemed to him her babyishness of spirit, he had to deal with a thinking woman who was quite wise as to ways and means of handling her personal affairs. She was, of course, whirled in the maelstrom of her affection for Eugene and this was confusing, and she did not understand the emotional and philosophic reaches of his mind; but she did understand instinctively what made for a stable relationship between husband and wife and between any married couple and the world. To her the utterance of the marriage vow meant just what it said, that they would cleave each to the other; there should be henceforth no thoughts, feelings, or emotions, and decidedly no actions which would not conform with the letter and the spirit of the marriage vow.

Eugene had sensed something of this, but not accurately or completely. He did not correctly estimate either the courage or the rigidity of her beliefs and convictions. He thought that her character might possibly partake of some of his own easy tolerance and good nature. She must know that people  men particularly  were more or less unstable in their make-up. Life could not be governed by hard and fast rules. Why, everybody knew that. You might try, and should hold yourself in check as much as possible for the sake of self-preservation and social appearances, but if you erred  and you might easily  it was no crime. Certainly it was no crime to look at another woman longingly. If you went astray, overbalanced by your desires, wasnt it after all in the scheme of things? Did we make our desires? Certainly we did not, and if we did not succeed completely in controlling them  well  

The drift of life into which they now settled was interesting enough, though for Eugene it was complicated with the thought of possible failure, for he was, as might well be expected of such a temperament, of a worrying nature, and inclined, in his hours of ordinary effort, to look on the dark side of things. The fact that he had married Angela against his will, the fact that he had no definite art connections which produced him as yet anything more than two thousand dollars a year, the fact that he had assumed financial obligations which doubled the cost of food, clothing, entertainment, and rent  for their studio was costing him thirty dollars more than had his share of the Smite-MacHugh chambers  weighed on him. The dinner which he had given to Smite and MacHugh had cost about eight dollars over and above the ordinary expenses of the week. Others of a similar character would cost as much and more. He would have to take Angela to the theatre occasionally. There would be the need of furnishing a new studio the following fall, unless another such windfall as this manifested itself. Although Angela had equipped herself with a varied and serviceable trousseau, her clothes would not last forever. Odd necessities began to crop up not long after they were married, and he began to see that if they lived with anything like the freedom and care with which he had before he was married, his income would have to be larger and surer.

The energy which these thoughts provoked was not without result. For one thing he sent the original of the East Side picture, Six Oclock to the American Academy of Design exhibition  a thing which he might have done long before but failed to do.

Angela had heard from Eugene that the National Academy of Design was a forum for the display of art to which the public was invited or admitted for a charge. To have a picture accepted by this society and hung on the line was in its way a mark of merit and approval, though Eugene did not think very highly of it. All the pictures were judged by a jury of artists which decided whether they should be admitted or rejected, and if admitted whether they should be given a place of honor or hung in some inconspicuous position. To be hung on the line was to have your picture placed in the lower tier where the light was excellent and the public could get a good view of it. Eugene had thought the first two years he was in New York that he was really not sufficiently experienced or meritorious, and the previous year he had thought that he would hoard all that he was doing for his first appearance in some exhibition of his own, thinking the National Academy commonplace and retrogressive. The exhibitions he had seen thus far had been full of commonplace, dead-and-alive stuff, he thought. It was no great honor to be admitted to such a collection. Now, because MacHugh was trying, and because he had accumulated nearly enough pictures for exhibition at a private gallery which he hoped to interest, he was anxious to see what the standard body of American artists thought of his work. They might reject him. If so that would merely prove that they did not recognize a radical departure from accepted methods and subject matter as art. The impressionists, he understood, were being so ignored. Later they would accept him. If he were admitted it would simply mean that they knew better than he believed they did.

I believe I will do it, he said; Id like to know what they think of my stuff anyhow.

The picture was sent as he had planned, and to his immense satisfaction it was accepted and hung. It did not, for some reason, attract as much attention as it might, but it was not without its modicum of praise. Owen Overman, the poet, met him in the general reception entrance of the Academy on the opening night, and congratulated him sincerely. I remember seeing that in Truth, he said, but its much better in the original. Its fine. You ought to do a lot of those things.

I am, replied Eugene. I expect to have a show of my own one of these days.

He called Angela, who had wandered away to look at a piece of statuary, and introduced her.

I was just telling your husband how much I like his picture, Overman informed her.

Angela was flattered that her husband was so much of a personage that he could have his picture hung in a great exhibition such as this, with its walls crowded with what seemed to her magnificent canvases, and its rooms filled with important and distinguished people. As they strolled about Eugene pointed out to her this well known artist and that writer, saying almost always that they were very able. He knew three or four of the celebrated collectors, prize givers, and art patrons by sight, and told Angela who they were. There were a number of striking looking models present whom Eugene knew either by reputation, whispered comment of friends, or personally  Zelma Desmond, who had posed for Eugene, Hedda Anderson, Anna Magruder and Laura Matthewson among others. Angela was struck and in a way taken by the dash and beauty of these girls. They carried themselves with an air of personal freedom and courage which surprised her. Hedda Anderson was bold in her appearance but immensely smart. Her manner seemed to comment on the ordinary woman as being indifferent and not worth while. She looked at Angela walking with Eugene and wondered who she was.

Isnt she striking, observed Angela, not knowing she was anyone whom Eugene knew.

I know her well, he replied; shes a model.

Just then Miss Anderson in return for his nod gave him a fetching smile. Angela chilled.

Elizabeth Stein passed by and he nodded to her.

Who is she? asked Angela.

Shes a socialist agitator and radical. She sometimes speaks from a soap-box on the East Side.

Angela studied her carefully. Her waxen complexion, smooth black hair laid in even plaits over her forehead, her straight, thin, chiseled nose, even red lips and low forehead indicated a daring and subtle soul. Angela did not understand her. She could not understand a girl as good looking as that doing any such thing as Eugene said, and yet she had a bold, rather free and easy air. She thought Eugene certainly knew strange people. He introduced to her William McConnell, Hudson Dula, who had not yet been to see them, Jan Jansen, Louis Deesa, Leonard Baker and Paynter Stone.

In regard to Eugenes picture the papers, with one exception, had nothing to say, but this one in both Eugenes and Angelas minds made up for all the others. It was the Evening Sun, a most excellent medium for art opinion, and it was very definite in its conclusions in regard to this particular work. The statement was:

A new painter, Eugene Witla, has an oil entitled Six Oclock which for directness, virility, sympathy, faithfulness to detail and what for want of a better term we may call totality of spirit, is quite the best thing in the exhibition. It looks rather out of place surrounded by the weak and spindling interpretations of scenery and water which so readily find a place in the exhibition of the Academy, but it is none the weaker for that. The artist has a new, crude, raw and almost rough method, but his picture seems to say quite clearly what he sees and feels. He may have to wait  if this is not a single burst of ability  but he will have a hearing. There is no question of that. Eugene Witla is an artist.

Eugene thrilled when he read this commentary. It was quite what he would have said himself if he had dared. Angela was beside herself with joy. Who was the critic who had said this, they wondered? What was he like? He must be truly an intellectual personage. Eugene wanted to go and look him up. If one saw his talent now, others would see it later. It was for this reason  though the picture subsequently came back to him unsold, and unmentioned so far as merit or prizes were concerned  that he decided to try for an exhibition of his own.


CHAPTER V

The hope of fame  what hours of speculation, what pulses of enthusiasm, what fevers of effort, are based on that peculiarly subtle illusion! It is yet the lure, the ignis fatuus of almost every breathing heart. In the young particularly it burns with the sweetness and perfume of spring fires. Then most of all does there seem substantial reality in the shadow of fame  those deep, beautiful illusions which tremendous figures throw over the world. Attainable, it seems, must be the peace and plenty and sweet content of fame  that glamour of achievement that never was on sea or land. Fame partakes of the beauty and freshness of the morning. It has in it the odour of the rose, the feel of rich satin, the color of the cheeks of youth. If we could but be famous when we dream of fame, and not when locks are tinged with grey, faces seamed with the lines that speak of past struggles, and eyes wearied with the tensity, the longings and the despairs of years! To bestride the world in the morning of life, to walk amid the plaudits and the huzzahs when love and faith are young; to feel youth and the worlds affection when youth and health are sweet  what dream is that, of pure sunlight and moonlight compounded. A sun-kissed breath of mist in the sky; the reflection of moonlight upon water; the remembrance of dreams to the waking mind  of such is fame in our youth, and never afterward.

By such an illusion was Eugenes mind possessed. He had no conception of what life would bring him for his efforts. He thought if he could have his pictures hung in a Fifth Avenue gallery much as he had seen Bouguereaus Venus in Chicago, with people coming as he had come on that occasion  it would be of great comfort and satisfaction to him. If he could paint something which would be purchased by the Metropolitan Museum in New York he would then be somewhat of a classic figure, ranking with Corot and Daubigny and Rousseau of the French or with Turner and Watts and Millais of the English, the leading artistic figures of his pantheon. These men seemed to have something which he did not have, he thought, a greater breadth of technique, a finer comprehension of color and character, a feeling for the subtleties at the back of life which somehow showed through what they did. Larger experience, larger vision, larger feeling  these things seemed to be imminent in the great pictures exhibited here, and it made him a little uncertain of himself. Only the criticism in the Evening Sun fortified him against all thought of failure. He was an artist.

He gathered up the various oils he had done  there were some twenty-six all told now, scenes of the rivers, the streets, the night life, and so forth  and went over them carefully, touching up details which in the beginning he had merely sketched or indicated, adding to the force of a spot of color here, modifying a tone or shade there, and finally, after much brooding over the possible result, set forth to find a gallery which would give them place and commercial approval.

Eugenes feeling was that they were a little raw and sketchy  that they might not have sufficient human appeal, seeing that they dealt with factory architecture at times, scows, tugs, engines, the elevated roads in raw reds, yellows and blacks; but MacHugh, Dula, Smite, Miss Finch, Christina, the Evening Sun, Norma Whitmore, all had praised them, or some of them. Was not the world much more interested in the form and spirit of classic beauty such as that represented by Sir John Millais? Would it not prefer Rossettis Blessed Damozel to any street scene ever painted? He could never be sure. In the very hour of his triumph when the Sun had just praised his picture, there lurked the spectre of possible intrinsic weakness. Did the world wish this sort of thing? Would it ever buy of him? Was he of any real value?

No, artist heart! one might have answered, of no more value than any other worker of existence and no less. The sunlight on the corn, the color of dawn in the maids cheek, the moonlight on the water  these are of value and of no value according to the soul to whom is the appeal. Fear not. Of dreams and the beauty of dreams is the world compounded.

Kellner and Son, purveyors of artistic treasures by both past and present masters, with offices in Fifth Avenue near Twenty-eighth Street, was the one truly significant firm of art-dealers in the city. The pictures in the windows of Kellner and Son, the exhibitions in their very exclusive show rooms, the general approval which their discriminating taste evoked, had attracted the attention of artists and the lay public for fully thirty years. Eugene had followed their shows with interest ever since he had been in New York. He had seen, every now and then, a most astonishing picture of one school or another displayed in their imposing shop window, and had heard artists comment from time to time on other things there with considerable enthusiasm. The first important picture of the impressionistic school  a heavy spring rain in a grove of silver poplars by Winthrop  had been shown in the window of this firm, fascinating Eugene with its technique. He had encountered here collections of Aubrey Beardsleys decadent drawings, of Helleus silverpoints, of Rodins astonishing sculptures and Thaulows solid Scandinavian eclecticism. This house appeared to have capable artistic connections all over the world, for the latest art force in Italy, Spain, Switzerland, or Sweden, was quite as likely to find its timely expression here as the more accredited work of England, Germany or France. Kellner and Son were art connoisseurs in the best sense of the word, and although the German founder of the house had died many years before, its management and taste had never deteriorated.

Eugene did not know at this time how very difficult it was to obtain an exhibition under Kellners auspices, they being over-crowded with offers of art material and appeals for display from celebrated artists who were quite willing and able to pay for the space and time they occupied. A fixed charge was made, never deviated from except in rare instances where the talent of the artist, his poverty, and the advisability of the exhibition were extreme. Two hundred dollars was considered little enough for the use of one of their show rooms for ten days.

Eugene had no such sum to spare, but one day in January, without any real knowledge as to what the conditions were, he carried four of the reproductions which had been made from time to time in Truth to the office of Mr. Kellner, certain that he had something to show. Miss Whitmore had indicated to him that Eberhard Zang wanted him to come and see him, but he thought if he was going anywhere he would prefer to go to Kellner and Son. He wanted to explain to Mr. Kellner, if there were such a person, that he had many more paintings which he considered even better  more expressive of his growing understanding of American life and of himself and his technique. He went in timidly, albeit with quite an air, for this adventure disturbed him much.

The American manager of Kellner and Son, M. Anatole Charles, was a Frenchman by birth and training, familiar with the spirit and history of French art, and with the drift and tendency of art in various other sections of the world. He had been sent here by the home office in Berlin not only because of his very thorough training in English art ways, and because of his ability to select that type of picture which would attract attention and bring credit and prosperity to the house here and abroad; but also because of his ability to make friends among the rich and powerful wherever he was, and to sell one type of important picture after another  having some knack or magnetic capacity for attracting to him those who cared for good art and were willing to pay for it. His specialties, of course, were the canvases of the eminently successful artists in various parts of the world  the living successful. He knew by experience what sold  here, in France, in England, in Germany. He was convinced that there was practically nothing of value in American art as yet  certainly not from the commercial point of view, and very little from the artistic. Beyond a few canvases by Inness, Homer, Sargent, Abbey, Whistler, men who were more foreign, or rather universal, than American in their attitude, he considered that the American art spirit was as yet young and raw and crude. They do not seem to be grown up as yet over here, he said to his intimate friends. They paint little things in a forceful way, but they do not seem as yet to see things as a whole. I miss that sense of the universe in miniature which we find in the canvases of so many of the great Europeans. They are better illustrators than artists over here  why I dont know.

M. Anatole Charles spoke English almost more than perfectly. He was an example of your true man of the world  polished, dignified, immaculately dressed, conservative in thought and of few words in expression. Critics and art enthusiasts were constantly running to him with this and that suggestion in regard to this and that artist, but he only lifted his sophisticated eyebrows, curled his superior mustachios, pulled at his highly artistic goatee, and exclaimed: Ah! or So? He asserted always that he was most anxious to find talent  profitable talent  though on occasion (and he would demonstrate that by an outward wave of his hands and a shrug of his shoulders), the house of Kellner and Son was not averse to doing what it could for art  and that for arts sake without any thought of profit whatsoever. Where are your artists? he would ask. I look and look. Whistler, Abbey, Inness, Sargent  ah  they are old, where are the new ones?

Well, this one  the critic would probably persist.

Well, well, I go. I shall look. But I have little hope  very, very little hope.

He was constantly appearing under such pressure, at this studio and that  examining, criticising. Alas, he selected the work of but few artists for purposes of public exhibition and usually charged them well for it.

It was this man, polished, artistically superb in his way, whom Eugene was destined to meet this morning. When he entered the sumptuously furnished office of M. Charles the latter arose. He was seated at a little rosewood desk lighted by a lamp with green silk shade. One glance told him that Eugene was an artist  very likely of ability, more than likely of a sensitive, high-strung nature. He had long since learned that politeness and savoir faire cost nothing. It was the first essential so far as the good will of an artist was concerned. Eugenes card and message brought by a uniformed attendant had indicated the nature of his business. As he approached, M. Charles raised eyebrows indicated that he would be very pleased to know what he could do for Mr. Witla.

I should like to show you several reproductions of pictures of mine, began Eugene in his most courageous manner. I have been working on a number with a view to making a show and I thought that possibly you might be interested in looking at them with a view to displaying them for me. I have twenty-six all told and

Ah! that is a difficult thing to suggest, replied M. Charles cautiously. We have a great many exhibitions scheduled now  enough to carry us through two years if we considered nothing more. Obligations to artists with whom we have dealt in the past take up a great deal of our time. Contracts, which our Berlin and Paris branches enter into, sometimes crowd out our local shows entirely. Of course, we are always anxious to make interesting exhibitions if opportunity should permit. You know our charges?

No, said Eugene, surprised that there should be any.

Two hundred dollars for two weeks. We do not take exhibitions for less than that time.

Eugenes countenance fell. He had expected quite a different reception. Nevertheless, since he had brought them, he untied the tape of the portfolio in which the prints were laid.

M. Charles looked at them curiously. He was much impressed with the picture of the East Side Crowd at first, but looking at one of Fifth Avenue in a snow storm, the battered, shabby bus pulled by a team of lean, unkempt, bony horses, he paused, struck by its force. He liked the delineation of swirling, wind-driven snow. The emptiness of this thoroughfare, usually so crowded, the buttoned, huddled, hunched, withdrawn look of those who traveled it, the exceptional details of piles of snow sifted on to window sills and ledges and into doorways and on to the windows of the bus itself, attracted his attention.

An effective detail, he said to Eugene, as one critic might say to another, pointing to a line of white snow on the window of one side of the bus. Another dash of snow on a mans hat rim took his eye also. I can feel the wind, he added.

Eugene smiled.

M. Charles passed on in silence to the steaming tug coming up the East River in the dark hauling two great freight barges. He was saying to himself that after all Eugenes art was that of merely seizing upon the obviously dramatic. It wasnt so much the art of color composition and life analysis as it was stage craft. The man before him had the ability to see the dramatic side of life. Still  

He turned to the last reproduction which was that of Greeley Square in a drizzling rain. Eugene by some mystery of his art had caught the exact texture of seeping water on gray stones in the glare of various electric lights. He had caught the values of various kinds of lights, those in cabs, those in cable cars, those in shop windows, those in the street lamp  relieving by them the black shadows of the crowds and of the sky. The color work here was unmistakably good.

How large are the originals of these? he asked thoughtfully.

Nearly all of them thirty by forty.

Eugene could not tell by his manner whether he were merely curious or interested.

All of them done in oil, I fancy.

Yes, all.

They are not bad, I must say, he observed cautiously. A little persistently dramatic but

These reproductions began Eugene, hoping by criticising the press work to interest him in the superior quality of the originals.

Yes, I see, M. Charles interrupted, knowing full well what was coming. They are very bad. Still they show well enough what the originals are like. Where is your studio?

61 Washington Square.

As I say, went on M. Charles, noting the address on Eugenes card, the opportunity for exhibition purposes is very limited and our charge is rather high. We have so many things we would like to exhibit  so many things we must exhibit. It is hard to say when the situation would permit  If you are interested I might come and see them sometime.

Eugene looked perturbed. Two hundred dollars! Two hundred dollars! Could he afford it? It would mean so much to him. And yet the man was not at all anxious to rent him the show room even at this price.

I will come, said M. Charles, seeing his mood, if you wish. That is what you want me to do. We have to be careful of what we exhibit here. It isnt as if it were an ordinary show room. I will drop you a card some day when occasion offers, if you wish, and you can let me know whether the time I suggest is all right. I am rather anxious to see these scenes of yours. They are very good of their kind. It may be  one never can tell  an opportunity might offer  a week or ten days, somewhere in between other things.

Eugene sighed inwardly. So this was how these things were done. It wasnt very flattering. Still, he must have an exhibition. He could afford two hundred if he had to. An exhibition elsewhere would not be so valuable. He had expected to make a better impression than this.

I wish you would come, he said at last meditatively. I think I should like the space if I can get it. I would like to know what you think.

M. Charles raised his eyebrows.

Very well, he said, I will communicate with you.

Eugene went out.

What a poor thing this exhibiting business was, he thought. Here he had been dreaming of an exhibition at Kellners which should be brought about without charge to him because they were tremendously impressed with his work. Now they did not even want his pictures  would charge him two hundred dollars to show them. It was a great come down  very discouraging.

Still he went home thinking it would do him some good. The critics would discuss his work just as they did that of other artists. They would have to see what he could do should it be that at last this thing which he had dreamed of and so deliberately planned had come true. He had thought of an exhibition at Kellners as the last joyous thing to be attained in the world of rising art and now it looked as though he was near it. It might actually be coming to pass. This man wanted to see the rest of his work. He was not opposed to looking at them. What a triumph even that was!


CHAPTER VI

It was some little time before M. Charles condescended to write saying that if it was agreeable he would call Wednesday morning, January 16th, at 10 A. M., but the letter finally did come and this dispelled all his intermediary doubts and fears. At last he was to have a hearing! This man might see something in his work, possibly take a fancy to it. Who could tell? He showed the letter to Angela with an easy air as though it were quite a matter of course, but he felt intensely hopeful.

Angela put the studio in perfect order for she knew what this visit meant to Eugene, and in her eager, faithful way was anxious to help him as much as possible. She bought flowers from the Italian florist at the corner and put them in vases here and there. She swept and dusted, dressed herself immaculately in her most becoming house dress and waited with nerves at high tension for the fateful ring of the door bell. Eugene pretended to work at one of his pictures which he had done long before  the raw jangling wall of an East Side street with its swarms of children, its shabby push-carts, its mass of eager, shuffling, pushing mortals, the sense of rugged ground life running all through it, but he had no heart for the work. He was asking himself over and over what M. Charles would think. Thank heaven this studio looked so charming! Thank heaven Angela was so dainty in her pale green gown with a single red coral pin at her throat. He walked to the window and stared out at Washington Square, with its bare, wind-shaken branches of trees, its snow, its ant-like pedestrians hurrying here and there. If he were only rich  how peacefully he would paint! M. Charles could go to the devil.

The door bell rang.

Angela clicked a button and up came M. Charles quietly. They could hear his steps in the hall. He knocked and Eugene answered, decidedly nervous in his mind, but outwardly calm and dignified. M. Charles entered, clad in a fur-lined overcoat, fur cap and yellow chamois gloves.

Ah, good morning! said M. Charles in greeting. A fine bracing day, isnt it? What a charming view you have here. Mrs. Witla! Im delighted to meet you. I am a little late but I was unavoidably detained. One of our German associates is in the city.

He divested himself of his great coat and rubbed his hands before the fire. He tried, now that he had unbent so far, to be genial and considerate. If he and Eugene were to do any business in the future it must be so. Besides the picture on the easel before him, near the window, which for the time being he pretended not to see, was an astonishingly virile thing. Of whose work did it remind him  anybodys? He confessed to himself as he stirred around among his numerous art memories that he recalled nothing exactly like it. Raw reds, raw greens, dirty grey paving stones  such faces! Why this thing fairly shouted its facts. It seemed to say: Im dirty, I am commonplace, I am grim, I am shabby, but I am life. And there was no apologizing for anything in it, no glossing anything over. Bang! Smash! Crack! came the facts one after another, with a bitter, brutal insistence on their so-ness. Why, on moody days when he had felt sour and depressed he had seen somewhere a street that looked like this, and there it was  dirty, sad, slovenly, immoral, drunken  anything, everything, but here it was. Thank God for a realist, he said to himself as he looked, for he knew life, this cold connoisseur; but he made no sign. He looked at the tall, slim frame of Eugene, his cheeks slightly sunken, his eyes bright  an artist every inch of him, and then at Angela, small, eager, a sweet, loving, little woman, and he was glad that he was going to be able to say that he would exhibit these things.

Well, he said, pretending to look at the picture on the easel for the first time, we might as well begin to look at these things. I see you have one here. Very good, I think, quite forceful. What others have you?

Eugene was afraid this one hadnt appealed to him as much as he hoped it would, and set it aside quickly, picking up the second in the stock which stood against the wall, covered by a green curtain. It was the three engines entering the great freight yard abreast, the smoke of the engines towering straight up like tall whitish-grey plumes, in the damp, cold air, the sky lowering with blackish-grey clouds, the red and yellow and blue cars standing out in the sodden darkness because of the water. You could feel the cold, wet drizzle, the soppy tracks, the weariness of throwing switches. There was a lone brakeman in the foreground, throwing a red brake signal. He was quite black and evidently wet.

A symphony in grey, said M. Charles succinctly.

They came swiftly after this, without much comment from either, Eugene putting one canvas after another before him, leaving it for a few moments and replacing it with another. His estimate of his own work did not rise very rapidly, for M. Charles was persistently distant, but the latter could not help voicing approval of After The Theatre, a painting full of the wonder and bustle of a night crowd under sputtering electric lamps. He saw that Eugene had covered almost every phase of what might be called the dramatic spectacle in the public life of the city and much that did not appear dramatic until he touched it  the empty canyon of Broadway at three oclock in the morning; a long line of giant milk wagons, swinging curious lanterns, coming up from the docks at four oclock in the morning; a plunging parade of fire vehicles, the engines steaming smoke, the people running or staring open-mouthed; a crowd of polite society figures emerging from the opera; the bread line; an Italian boy throwing pigeons in the air from a basket on his arm in a crowded lower West-side street. Everything he touched seemed to have romance and beauty, and yet it was real and mostly grim and shabby.

I congratulate you, Mr. Witla, finally exclaimed M. Charles, moved by the ability of the man and feeling that caution was no longer necessary. To me this is wonderful material, much more effective than the reproductions show, dramatic and true. I question whether you will make any money out of it. There is very little sale for American art in this country. It might almost do better in Europe. It ought to sell, but that is another matter. The best things do not always sell readily. It takes time. Still I will do what I can. I will give these pictures a two weeks display early in April without any charge to you whatever. (Eugene started.) I will call them to the attention of those who know. I will speak to those who buy. It is an honor, I assure you, to do this. I consider you an artist in every sense of the word  I might say a great artist. You ought, if you preserve yourself sanely and with caution, to go far, very far. I shall be glad to send for these when the time comes.

Eugene did not know how to reply to this. He did not quite understand the European seriousness of method, its appreciation of genius, which was thus so easily and sincerely expressed in a formal way. M. Charles meant every word he said. This was one of those rare and gratifying moments of his life when he was permitted to extend to waiting and unrecognized genius the assurance of the consideration and approval of the world. He stood there waiting to hear what Eugene would say, but the latter only flushed under his pale skin.

Im very glad, he said at last, in his rather commonplace, off-hand, American way. I thought they were pretty good but I wasnt sure. Im very grateful to you.

You need not feel gratitude toward me, returned M. Charles, now modifying his formal manner. You can congratulate yourself  your art. I am honored, as I tell you. We will make a fine display of them. You have no frames for these? Well, never mind, I will lend you frames.

He smiled and shook Eugenes hand and congratulated Angela. She had listened to this address with astonishment and swelling pride. She had perceived, despite Eugenes manner, the anxiety he was feeling, the intense hopes he was building on the outcome of this meeting. M. Charles opening manner had deceived her. She had felt that he did not care so much after all, and that Eugene was going to be disappointed. Now, when this burst of approval came, she hardly knew what to make of it. She looked at Eugene and saw that he was intensely moved by not only a sense of relief, but pride and joy. His pale, dark face showed it. To see this load of care taken off him whom she loved so deeply was enough to unsettle Angela. She found herself stirred in a pathetic way and now, when M. Charles turned to her, tears welled to her eyes.

Dont cry, Mrs. Witla, he said grandly on seeing this. You have a right to be proud of your husband. He is a great artist. You should take care of him.

Oh, Im so happy, half-laughed and half-sobbed Angela, I cant help it.

She went over to where Eugene was and put her face against his coat. Eugene slipped his arm about her and smiled sympathetically. M. Charles smiled also, proud of the effect of his words. You both have a right to feel very happy, he said.

Little Angela! thought Eugene. This was your true wife for you, your good woman. Her husbands success meant all to her. She had no life of her own  nothing outside of him and his good fortune.

M. Charles smiled. Well, I will be going now, he said finally. I will send for the pictures when the time comes. And meanwhile you two must come with me to dinner. I will let you know.

He bowed himself out with many assurances of good will, and then Angela and Eugene looked at each other.

Oh, isnt it lovely, Honeybun, she cried, half giggling, half crying. (She had begun to call him Honeybun the first day they were married.) My Eugene a great artist. He said it was a great honor! Isnt that lovely? And all the world is going to know it soon, now. Isnt that fine! Oh dear, Im so proud. And she threw her arms ecstatically about his neck.

Eugene kissed her affectionately. He was not thinking so much of her though as he was of Kellner and Son  their great exhibit room, the appearance of these twenty-seven or thirty great pictures in gold frames; the spectators who might come to see; the newspaper criticisms; the voices of approval. Now all his artist friends would know that he was considered a great artist; he was to have a chance to associate on equal terms with men like Sargent and Whistler if he ever met them. The world would hear of him widely. His fame might go to the uttermost parts of the earth.

He went to the window after a time and looked out. There came back to his mind Alexandria, the printing shop, the Peoples Furniture Company in Chicago, the Art Students League, the Daily Globe. Surely he had come by devious paths.

Gee! he exclaimed at last simply. Smite and MacHughll be glad to hear this. Ill have to go over and tell them.


CHAPTER VII

The exhibition which followed in April was one of those things which happen to fortunate souls  a complete flowering out before the eyes of the world of its feelings, emotions, perceptions, and understanding. We all have our feelings and emotions, but lack the power of self-expression. It is true, the work and actions of any man are to some degree expressions of character, but this is a different thing. The details of most lives are not held up for public examination at any given time. We do not see succinctly in any given place just what an individual thinks and feels. Even the artist is not always or often given the opportunity of collected public expression under conspicuous artistic auspices. Some are so fortunate  many are not. Eugene realized that fortune was showering its favors upon him.

When the time came, M. Charles was so kind as to send for the pictures and to arrange all the details. He had decided with Eugene that because of the vigor of treatment and the prevailing color scheme black frames would be the best. The principal exhibition room on the ground floor in which these paintings were to be hung was heavily draped in red velvet and against this background the different pictures stood out effectively. Eugene visited the show room at the time the pictures were being hung, with Angela, with Smite and MacHugh, Shotmeyer and others. He had long since notified Norma Whitmore and Miriam Finch, but not the latter until after Wheeler had had time to tell her. This also chagrined her, for she felt in this as she had about his marriage, that he was purposely neglecting her.

The dream finally materialized  a room eighteen by forty, hung with dark red velvet, irradiated with a soft, illuminating glow from hidden lamps in which Eugenes pictures stood forth in all their rawness and reality  almost as vigorous as life itself. To some people, those who do not see life clearly and directly, but only through other peoples eyes, they seemed more so.

For this reason Eugenes exhibition of pictures was an astonishing thing to most of those who saw it. It concerned phases of life which in the main they had but casually glanced at, things which because they were commonplace and customary were supposedly beyond the pale of artistic significance. One picture in particular, a great hulking, ungainly negro, a positively animal man, his ears thick and projecting, his lips fat, his nose flat, his cheek bones prominent, his whole body expressing brute strength and animal indifference to dirt and cold, illustrated this point particularly. He was standing in a cheap, commonplace East Side street. The time evidently was a January or February morning. His business was driving an ash cart, and his occupation at the moment illustrated by the picture was that of lifting a great can of mixed ashes, paper and garbage to the edge of the ungainly iron wagon. His hands were immense and were covered with great red patched woolen and leather gloves  dirty, bulbous, inconvenient, one would have said. His head and ears were swaddled about by a red flannel shawl or strip of cloth which was knotted under his pugnacious chin, and his forehead, shawl and all, surmounted by a brown canvas cap with his badge and number as a garbage driver on it. About his waist was tied a great piece of rough coffee sacking and his arms and legs looked as though he might have on two or three pairs of trousers and as many vests. He was looking purblindly down the shabby street, its hard crisp snow littered with tin cans, paper, bits of slop and offal. Dust  gray ash dust, was flying from his upturned can. In the distance behind him was a milk wagon, a few pedestrians, a little thinly clad girl coming out of a delicatessen store. Over head were dull small-paned windows, some shutters with a few of their slats broken out, a frowsy headed man looking out evidently to see whether the day was cold.

Eugene was so cruel in his indictment of life. He seemed to lay on his details with bitter lack of consideration. Like a slavedriver lashing a slave he spared no least shade of his cutting brush. Thus, and thus and thus (he seemed to say) is it. What do you think of this? and this? and this?

People came and stared. Young society matrons, art dealers, art critics, the literary element who were interested in art, some musicians, and, because the newspapers made especial mention of it, quite a number of those who run wherever they imagine there is something interesting to see. It was quite a notable two weeks display. Miriam Finch (though she never admitted to Eugene that she had seen it  she would not give him that satisfaction) Norma Whitmore, William McConnell, Louis Deesa, Owen Overman, Paynter Stone, the whole ruck and rabble of literary and artistic life, came. There were artists of great ability there whom Eugene had never seen before. It would have pleased him immensely if he had chanced to see several of the citys most distinguished social leaders looking, at one time and another, at his pictures. All his observers were astonished at his virility, curious as to his personality, curious as to what motive, or significance, or point of view it might have. The more eclectically cultured turned to the newspapers to see what the art critics would say of this  how they would label it. Because of the force of the work, the dignity and critical judgment of Kellner and Son, the fact that the public of its own instinct and volition was interested, most of the criticisms were favorable. One art publication, connected with and representative of the conservative tendencies of a great publishing house, denied the merit of the collection as a whole, ridiculed the artists insistence on shabby details as having artistic merit, denied that he could draw accurately, denied that he was a lover of pure beauty, and accused him of having no higher ideal than that of desire to shock the current mass by painting brutal things brutally.

Mr. Witla, wrote this critic, would no doubt be flattered if he were referred to as an American Millet. The brutal exaggeration of that painters art would probably testify to him of his own merit. He is mistaken. The great Frenchman was a lover of humanity, a reformer in spirit, a master of drawing and composition. There was nothing of this cheap desire to startle and offend by what he did. If we are to have ash cans and engines and broken-down bus-horses thrust down our throats as art, Heaven preserve us. We had better turn to commonplace photography at once and be done with it. Broken window shutters, dirty pavements, half frozen ash cart drivers, overdrawn, heavily exaggerated figures of policemen, tenement harridans, beggars, panhandlers, sandwich men  of such is Art according to Eugene Witla.

Eugene winced when he read this. For the time being it seemed true enough. His art was shabby. Yet there were others like Luke Severas who went to the other extreme.

A true sense of the pathetic, a true sense of the dramatic, the ability to endow color  not with its photographic value, though to the current thought it may seem so  but with its higher spiritual significance; the ability to indict life with its own grossness, to charge it prophetically with its own meanness and cruelty in order that mayhap it may heal itself; the ability to see wherein is beauty  even in shame and pathos and degradation; of such is this mans work. He comes from the soil apparently, fresh to a great task. There is no fear here, no bowing to traditions, no recognition of any of the accepted methods. It is probable that he may not know what the accepted methods are. So much the better. We have a new method. The world is the richer for that. As we have said before, Mr. Witla may have to wait for his recognition. It is certain that these pictures will not be quickly purchased and hung in parlors. The average art lover does not take to a new thing so readily. But if he persevere, if his art does not fail him, his turn will come. It cannot fail. He is a great artist. May he live to realize it consciously and in his own soul.

Tears leaped to Eugenes eyes when he read this. The thought that he was a medium for some noble and super-human purpose thickened the cords in his throat until they felt like a lump. He wanted to be a great artist, he wanted to be worthy of the appreciation that was thus extended to him. He thought of all the writers and artists and musicians and connoisseurs of pictures who would read this and remember him. It was just possible that from now onwards some of his pictures would sell. He would be so glad to devote himself to this sort of thing  to quit magazine illustration entirely. How ridiculous the latter was, how confined and unimportant. Henceforth, unless driven by sheer necessity, he would do it no more. They should beg in vain. He was an artist in the true sense of the word  a great painter, ranking with Whistler, Sargent, Velasquez and Turner. Let the magazines with their little ephemeral circulation go their way. He was for the whole world.

He stood at the window of his studio one day while the exhibition was still in progress, Angela by his side, thinking of all the fine things that had been said. No picture had been sold, but M. Charles had told him that some might be taken before it was all over.

I think if I make any money out of this, he said to Angela, we will go to Paris this summer. I have always wanted to see Paris. In the fall well come back and take a studio up town. They are building some dandy ones up in Sixty-fifth Street. He was thinking of the artists who could pay three and four thousand dollars a year for a studio. He was thinking of men who made four, five, six and even eight hundred dollars out of every picture they painted. If he could do that! Or if he could get a contract for a mural decoration for next winter. He had very little money laid by. He had spent most of his time this winter working with these pictures.

Oh, Eugene, exclaimed Angela, it seems so wonderful. I can hardly believe it. You a really, truly, great artist! And us going to Paris! Oh, isnt that beautiful. It seems like a dream. I think and think, but its hard to believe that I am here sometimes, and that your pictures are up at Kellners and oh! she clung to him in an ecstasy of delight.

Out in the park the leaves were just budding. It looked as though the whole square were hung with a transparent green net, spangled, as was the net in his room, with tiny green leaves. Songsters were idling in the sun. Sparrows were flying noisily about in small clouds. Pigeons were picking lazily between the car tracks of the street below.

I might get a group of pictures illustrative of Paris. You cant tell what well find. Charles says he will have another exhibition for me next spring, if Ill get the material ready. He pushed his arms above his head and yawned deliciously.

He wondered what Miss Finch thought now. He wondered where Christina Channing was. There was never a word in the papers yet as to what had become of her. He knew what Norma Whitmore thought. She was apparently as happy as though the exhibition had been her own.

Well, I must go and get your lunch, Honeybun! exclaimed Angela. I have to go to Mr. Gioletti, the grocer, and to Mr. Ruggiere, the vegetable man. She laughed, for the Italian names amused her.

Eugene went back to his easel. He was thinking of Christina  where was she? At that moment, if he had known, she was looking at his pictures, only newly returned from Europe. She had seen a notice in the Evening Post.

Such work! Christina thought, such force! Oh, what a delightful artist. And he was with me.

Her mind went back to Florizel and the amphitheatre among the trees. He called me Diana of the Mountains, she thought, his hamadryad, his huntress of the morn. She knew he was married. An acquaintance of hers had written in December. The past was past with her  she wanted no more of it. But it was beautiful to think upon  a delicious memory.

What a queer girl I am, she thought.

Still she wished she could see him again  not face to face, but somewhere where he could not see her. She wondered if he was changing  if he would ever change. He was so beautiful then  to her.


CHAPTER VIII

Paris now loomed bright in Eugenes imagination, the prospect mingling with a thousand other delightful thoughts. Now that he had attained to the dignity of a public exhibition, which had been notably commented upon by the newspapers and art journals and had been so generally attended by the elect, artists, critics, writers generally, seemed to know of him. There were many who were anxious to meet and greet him, to speak approvingly of his work. It was generally understood, apparently, that he was a great artist, not exactly arrived to the fullness of his stature as yet, being so new, but on his way. Among those who knew him he was, by this one exhibition, lifted almost in a day to a lonely height, far above the puny efforts of such men as Smite and MacHugh, McConnell and Deesa, the whole world of small artists whose canvases packed the semi-annual exhibition of the National Academy of Design and the Water color society, and with whom in a way, he had been associated. He was a great artist now  recognized as such by the eminent critics who knew; and as such, from now on, would be expected to do the work of a great artist. One phrase in the criticisms of Luke Severas in the Evening Sun as it appeared during the run of his exhibition remained in his memory clearly If he perseveres, if his art does not fail him. Why should his art fail him?  he asked himself. He was immensely pleased to hear from M. Charles at the close of the exhibition that three of his pictures had been sold  one for three hundred dollars to Henry McKenna, a banker; another, the East Side street scene which M. Charles so greatly admired, to Isaac Wertheim, for five hundred dollars; a third, the one of the three engines and the railroad yard, to Robert C. Winchon, a railroad man, first vice-president of one of the great railroads entering New York, also for five hundred dollars. Eugene had never heard of either Mr. McKenna or Mr. Winchon, but he was assured that they were men of wealth and refinement. At Angelas suggestion he asked M. Charles if he would not accept one of his pictures as a slight testimony of his appreciation for all he had done for him. Eugene would not have thought to do this, he was so careless and unpractical. But Angela thought of it, and saw that he did it. M. Charles was greatly pleased, and took the picture of Greeley Square, which he considered a masterpiece of color interpretation. This somehow sealed the friendship between these two, and M. Charles was anxious to see Eugenes interests properly forwarded. He asked him to leave three of his scenes on sale for a time and he would see what he could do. Meanwhile, Eugene, with thirteen hundred added to the thousand and some odd dollars he had left in his bank from previous earnings, was convinced that his career was made, and decided, as he had planned to go to Paris, for the summer at least.

This trip, so exceptional to him, so epoch-making, was easily arranged. All the time he had been in New York he had heard more in his circle of Paris than of any other city. Its streets, its quarters, its museums, its theatres and opera were already almost a commonplace to him. The cost of living, the ideal methods of living, the way to travel, what to see  how often he had sat and listened to descriptions of these things. Now he was going. Angela took the initiative in arranging all the practical details  such as looking up the steamship routes, deciding on the size of trunks required, what to take, buying the tickets, looking up the rates of the different hotels and pensions at which they might possibly stay. She was so dazed by the glory that had burst upon her husbands life that she scarcely knew what to do or what to make of it.

That Mr. Bierdat, she said to Eugene, referring to one of the assistant steam-ship agents with whom she had taken counsel, tells me that if we are just going for the summer its foolish to take anything but absolute necessaries. He says we can buy so many nice little things to wear over there if we need them, and then I can bring them back duty free in the fall.

Eugene approved of this. He thought Angela would like to see the shops. They finally decided to go via London, returning direct from Havre, and on the tenth of May they departed, arriving in London a week later and in Paris on the first of June. Eugene was greatly impressed with London. He had arrived in time to miss the British damp and cold and to see London through a golden haze which was entrancing. Angela objected to the shops, which she described as punk, and to the condition of the lower classes, who were so poor and wretchedly dressed. She and Eugene discussed the interesting fact that all Englishmen looked exactly alike, dressed, walked, and wore their hats and carried their canes exactly alike. Eugene was impressed with the apparent go of the men  their smartness and dapperness. The women he objected to in the main as being dowdy and homely and awkward.

But when he reached Paris, what a difference! In London, because of the lack of sufficient means (he did not feel that as yet he had sufficient to permit him to indulge in the more expensive comforts and pleasures of the city) and for the want of someone to provide him with proper social introductions, he was compelled to content himself with that superficial, exterior aspect of things which only the casual traveler sees  the winding streets, the crush of traffic, London Tower, Windsor Castle, the Inns of court, the Strand, Piccadilly, St. Pauls and, of course, the National Gallery and the British Museum. South Kensington and all those various endowed palaces where objects of art are displayed pleased him greatly. In the main he was struck with the conservatism of London, its atmosphere of Empire, its soldiery and the like, though he considered it drab, dull, less strident than New York, and really less picturesque. When he came to Paris, however, all this was changed. Paris is of itself a holiday city  one whose dress is always gay, inviting, fresh, like one who sets forth to spend a day in the country. As Eugene stepped onto the dock at Calais and later as he journeyed across and into the city, he could feel the vast difference between France and England. The one country seemed young, hopeful, American, even foolishly gay, the other serious, speculative, dour.

Eugene had taken a number of letters from M. Charles, Hudson Dula, Louis Deesa, Leonard Baker and others, who, on hearing that he was going, had volunteered to send him to friends in Paris who might help him. The principal thing, if he did not wish to maintain a studio of his own, and did wish to learn, was to live with some pleasant French family where he could hear French and pick it up quickly. If he did not wish to do this, the next best thing was to settle in the Montmartre district in some section or court where he could obtain a nice studio, and where there were a number of American or English students. Some of the Americans to whom he had letters were already domiciled here. With a small calling list of friends who spoke English he would do very well.

You will be surprised, Witla, said Deesa to him one day, how much English you can get understood by making intelligent signs.

Eugene had laughed at Deesas descriptions of his own difficulties and successes, but he found that Deesa was right. Signs went very far and they were, as a rule, thoroughly intelligible.

The studio which he and Angela eventually took after a few days spent at an hotel, was a comfortable one on the third floor of a house which Eugene found ready to his hand, recommended by M. Arkquin, of the Paris branch of Kellner and Son. Another artist, Finley Wood, whom afterwards Eugene recalled as having been mentioned to him by Ruby Kenny, in Chicago, was leaving Paris for the summer. Because of M. Charles impressive letter, M. Arkquin was most anxious that Eugene should be comfortably installed and suggested that he take this, the charge being anything he cared to pay  forty francs the month. Eugene looked at it and was delighted. It was in the back of the house, looking out on a little garden, and because of a westward slope of the ground from this direction and an accidental breach in the building line, commanded a wide sweep of the city of Paris, the twin towers of Notre Dame, the sheer rise of the Eiffel tower. It was fascinating to see the lights of the city blinking of an evening. Eugene would invariably draw his chair close to his favorite window when he came in, while Angela made lemonade or iced tea or practised her culinary art on a chafing dish. In presenting to him an almost standard American menu she exhibited the executive ability and natural industry which was her chief characteristic. She would go to the neighboring groceries, rotisseries, patisseries, green vegetable stands, and get the few things she needed in the smallest quantities, always selecting the best and preparing them with the greatest care. She was an excellent cook and loved to set a dainty and shining table. She saw no need of company, for she was perfectly happy alone with Eugene and felt that he must be with her. She had no desire to go anywhere by herself  only with him; and she would hang on every thought and motion waiting for him to say what his pleasure would be.

The wonder of Paris to Eugene was its freshness and the richness of its art spirit as expressed on every hand. He was never weary of looking at the undersized French soldiery with their wide red trousers, blue coats and red caps, or the police with their capes and swords and the cab drivers with their air of leisurely superiority. The Seine, brisk with boats at this season of the year, the garden of the Tuileries, with its white marble nudes and formal paths and stone benches, the Bois, the Champ de Mars, the Trocadero Museum, the Louvre  all the wonder streets and museums held him as in a dream.

Gee, he exclaimed to Angela one afternoon as he followed the banks of the Seine toward Issy, this is certainly the home of the blessed for all good artists. Smell that perfume. (It was from a perfume factory in the distance.) See that barge! He leaned on the river wall. Ah, he sighed, this is perfect.

They went back in the dusk on the roof of an open car. When I die, he sighed, I hope I come to Paris. It is all the heaven I want.

Yet like all perfect delights, it lost some of its savour after a time, though not much. Eugene felt that he could live in Paris if his art would permit him  though he must go back, he knew, for the present anyhow.

Angela, he noticed after a time, was growing in confidence, if not in mentality. From a certain dazed uncertainty which had characterized her the preceding fall when she had first come to New York, heightened and increased for the time being by the rush of art life and strange personalities she had encountered there and here she was blossoming into a kind of assurance born of experience. Finding that Eugenes ideas, feelings and interests were of the upper world of thought entirely  concerned with types, crowds, the aspect of buildings, streets, skylines, the humors and pathetic aspects of living, she concerned herself solely with the managerial details. It did not take her long to discover that if anyone would relieve Eugene of all care for himself he would let him do it. It was no satisfaction to him to buy himself anything. He objected to executive and commercial details. If tickets had to be bought, time tables consulted, inquiries made, any labor of argument or dispute engaged in, he was loath to enter on it. You get these, will you, Angela? he would plead, or you see him about that. I cant now. Will you?

Angela would hurry to the task, whatever it was, anxious to show that she was of real use and necessity. On the busses of London or Paris, as in New York, he was sketching, sketching, sketching  cabs, little passenger boats of the Seine, characters in the cafes, parks, gardens, music halls, anywhere, anything, for he was practically tireless. All that he wanted was not to be bothered very much, to be left to his own devices. Sometimes Angela would pay all the bills for him for a day. She carried his purse, took charge of all the express orders into which their cash had been transferred, kept a list of all their expenditures, did the shopping, buying, paying. Eugene was left to see the thing that he wanted to see, to think the things that he wanted to think. During all those early days Angela made a god of him and he was very willing to cross his legs, Buddha fashion, and act as one.

Only at night when there were no alien sights or sounds to engage his attention, when not even his art could come between them, and she could draw him into her arms and submerge his restless spirit in the tides of her love did she feel his equal  really worthy of him. These transports which came with the darkness, or with the mellow light of the little oil lamp that hung in chains from the ceiling near their wide bed, or in the faint freshness of dawn with the birds cheeping in the one tree of the little garden below  were to her at once utterly generous and profoundly selfish. She had eagerly absorbed Eugenes philosophy of self-indulgent joy where it concerned themselves  all the more readily as it coincided with her own vague ideas and her own hot impulses.

Angela had come to marriage through years of self-denial, years of bitter longing for the marriage that perhaps would never be, and out of those years she had come to the marriage bed with a cumulative and intense passion. Without any knowledge either of the ethics or physiology of sex, except as pertained to her state as a virgin, she was vastly ignorant of marriage itself; the hearsay of girls, the equivocal confessions of newly married women, and the advice of her elder sister (conveyed by Heaven only knows what process of conversation) had left her almost as ignorant as before, and now she explored its mysteries with abandon, convinced that the unrestrained gratification of passion was normal and excellent  in addition to being, as she came to find, a universal solvent for all differences of opinion or temperament that threatened their peace of mind. Beginning with their life in the studio on Washington Square, and continuing with even greater fervor now in Paris, there was what might be described as a prolonged riot of indulgence between them, bearing no relation to any necessity in their natures, and certainly none to the demands which Eugenes intellectual and artistic tasks laid upon him. She was to Eugene astonishing and delightful; and yet perhaps not so much delightful as astonishing. Angela was in a sense elemental, but Eugene was not: he was the artist, in this as in other things, rousing himself to a pitch of appreciation which no strength so undermined by intellectual subtleties could continuously sustain. The excitement of adventure, of intrigue in a sense, of discovering the secrets of feminine personality  these were really what had constituted the charm, if not the compelling urge, of his romances. To conquer was beautiful: but it was in essence an intellectual enterprise. To see his rash dreams come true in the yielding of the last sweetness possessed by the desired woman, had been to him imaginatively as well as physically an irresistible thing. But these enterprises were like thin silver strands spun out across an abyss, whose beauty but not whose dangers were known to him. Still, he rejoiced in this magnificent creature-joy which Angela supplied; it was, so far as it was concerned, what he thought he wanted. And Angela interpreted her power to respond to what seemed his inexhaustible desire as not only a kindness but a duty.

Eugene set up his easel here, painted from nine to noon some days, and on others from two to five in the afternoon. If it were dark, he would walk or ride with Angela or visit the museums, the galleries and the public buildings or stroll in the factory or railroad quarters of the city. Eugene sympathized most with sombre types and was constantly drawing something which represented grim care. Aside from the dancers in the music halls, the toughs, in what later became known as the Apache district, the summer picnicking parties at Versailles and St. Cloud, the boat crowds on the Seine, he drew factory throngs, watchmen and railroad crossings, market people, market in the dark, street sweepers, newspaper vendors, flower merchants, always with a memorable street scene in the background. Some of the most interesting bits of Paris, its towers, bridges, river views, façades, appeared in backgrounds to the grim or picturesque or pathetic character studies. It was his hope that he could interest America in these things  that his next exhibition would not only illustrate his versatility and persistence of talent, but show an improvement in his art, a surer sense of color values, a greater analytical power in the matter of character, a surer selective taste in the matter of composition and arrangement. He did not realize that all this might be useless  that he was, aside from his art, living a life which might rob talent of its finest flavor, discolor the aspect of the world for himself, take scope from imagination and hamper effort with nervous irritation, and make accomplishment impossible. He had no knowledge of the effect of ones sexual life upon ones work, nor what such a life when badly arranged can do to a perfect art  how it can distort the sense of color, weaken that balanced judgment of character which is so essential to a normal interpretation of life, make all striving hopeless, take from art its most joyous conception, make life itself seem unimportant and death a relief.


CHAPTER IX

The summer passed, and with it the freshness and novelty of Paris, though Eugene never really wearied of it. The peculiarities of a different national life, the variations between this and his own country in national ideals, an obviously much more complaisant and human attitude toward morals, a matter-of-fact acceptance of the ills, weaknesses and class differences, to say nothing of the general physical appearance, the dress, habitations and amusements of the people, astonished as much as they entertained him. He was never weary of studying the differences between American and European architecture, noting the pacific manner in which the Frenchman appeared to take life, listening to Angelas unwearied comments on the cleanliness, economy, thoroughness with which the French women kept house, rejoicing in the absence of the American leaning to incessant activity. Angela was struck by the very moderate prices for laundry, the skill with which their concierge  who governed this quarter and who knew sufficient English to talk to her  did her marketing, cooking, sewing and entertaining. The richness of supply and aimless waste of Americans was alike unknown. Because she was naturally of a domestic turn Angela became very intimate with Madame Bourgoche and learned of her a hundred and one little tricks of domestic economy and arrangement.

Youre a peculiar girl, Angela, Eugene once said to her. I believe you would rather sit down stairs and talk to that French-woman than meet the most interesting literary or artistic personage that ever was. What do you find thats so interesting to talk about?

Oh, nothing much, replied Angela, who was not unconscious of the implied hint of her artistic deficiencies. Shes such a smart woman. Shes so practical. She knows more in a minute about saving and buying and making a little go a long way than any American woman I ever saw. Im not interested in her any more than I am in anyone else. All the artistic people do, that I can see, is to run around and pretend that theyre a whole lot when theyre not.

Eugene saw that he had made an irritating reference, not wholly intended in the way it was being taken.

Im not saying she isnt able, he went on. One talent is as good as another, I suppose. She certainly looks clever enough to me. Where is her husband?

He was killed in the army, returned Angela dolefully.

Well I suppose youll learn enough from her to run a hotel when you get back to New York. You dont know enough about housekeeping now, do you?

Eugene smiled with his implied compliment. He was anxious to get Angelas mind off the art question. He hoped she would feel or see that he meant nothing, but she was not so easily pacified.

You dont think Im so bad, Eugene, do you? she asked after a moment. You dont think it makes so much difference whether I talk to Madame Bourgoche? She isnt so dull. Shes awfully smart. You just havent talked to her. She says she can tell by looking at you that youre a great artist. Youre different. You remind her of a Mr. Degas that once lived here. Was he a great artist?

Was he! said Eugene. Well I guess yes. Did he have this studio?

Oh, a long time ago  fifteen years ago.

Eugene smiled beatifically. This was a great compliment. He could not help liking Madame Bourgoche for it. She was bright, no doubt of that, or she would not be able to make such a comparison. Angela drew from him, as before, that her domesticity and housekeeping skill was as important as anything else in the world, and having done this was satisfied and cheerful once more. Eugene thought how little art or conditions or climate or country altered the fundamental characteristics of human nature. Here he was in Paris, comparatively well supplied with money, famous, or in process of becoming so, and quarreling with Angela over little domestic idiosyncrasies, just as in Washington Square.

By late September Eugene had most of his Paris sketches so well laid in that he could finish them anywhere. Some fifteen were as complete as they could be made. A number of others were nearly so. He decided that he had had a profitable summer. He had worked hard and here was the work to show for it  twenty-six canvases which were as good, in his judgment, as those he had painted in New York. They had not taken so long, but he was surer of himself  surer of his method. He parted reluctantly with all the lovely things he had seen, believing that this collection of Parisian views would be as impressive to Americans as had been his New York views. M. Arkquin for one, and many others, including the friends of Deesa and Dula were delighted with them. The former expressed the belief that some of them might be sold in France.

Eugene returned to America with Angela, and learning that he might stay in the old studio until December first, settled down to finish the work for his exhibition there.

The first suggestion that Eugene had that anything was wrong with him, aside from a growing apprehensiveness as to what the American people would think of his French work, was in the fall, when he began to imagine  or perhaps it was really true  that coffee did not agree with him. He had for several years now been free of his old-time complaint,  stomach trouble; but gradually it was beginning to reappear and he began to complain to Angela that he was feeling an irritation after his meals, that coffee came up in his throat. I think Ill have to try tea or something else if this doesnt stop, he observed. She suggested chocolate and he changed to that, but this merely resulted in shifting the ill to another quarter. He now began to quarrel with his work  not being able to get a certain effect, and having sometimes altered and re-altered and re-re-altered a canvas until it bore little resemblance to the original arrangement, he would grow terribly discouraged; or believe that he had attained perfection at last, only to change his mind the following morning.

Now, he would say, I think I have that thing right at last, thank heaven!

Angela would heave a sigh of relief, for she could feel instantly any distress or inability that he felt, but her joy was of short duration. In a few hours she would find him working at the same canvas changing something. He grew thinner and paler at this time and his apprehensions as to his future rapidly became morbid.

By George! Angela, he said to her one day, it would be a bad thing for me if I were to become sick now. Its just the time that I dont want to. I want to finish this exhibition up right and then go to London. If I could do London and Chicago as I did New York I would be just about made, but if Im going to get sick

Oh, youre not going to get sick, Eugene, replied Angela, you just think you are. You want to remember that youve worked very hard this summer. And think how hard you worked last winter! You need a good rest, thats what you need. Why dont you stop after you get this exhibition ready and rest awhile? You have enough to live on for a little bit. M. Charles will probably sell a few more of those pictures, or some of those will sell and then you can wait. Dont try to go to London in the spring. Go on a walking tour or go down South or just rest awhile, anywhere,  thats what you need.

Eugene realized vaguely that it wasnt rest that he needed so much as peace of mind. He was not tired. He was merely nervously excited and apprehensive. He began to sleep badly, to have terrifying dreams, to feel that his heart was failing him. At two oclock in the morning, the hour when for some reason human vitality appears to undergo a peculiar disturbance, he would wake with a sense of sinking physically. His pulse would appear to be very low, and he would feel his wrists nervously. Not infrequently he would break out in a cold perspiration and would get up and walk about to restore himself. Angela would rise and walk with him. One day at his easel he was seized with a peculiar nervous disturbance  a sudden glittering light before his eyes, a rumbling in his ears, and a sensation which was as if his body were being pricked with ten million needles. It was as though his whole nervous system had given way at every minute point and division. For the time being he was intensely frightened, believing that he was going crazy, but he said nothing. It came to him as a staggering truth that the trouble with him was over-indulgence physically; that the remedy was abstinence, complete or at least partial; that he was probably so far weakened mentally and physically that it would be very difficult for him to recover; that his ability to paint might be seriously affected  his life blighted.

He stood before his canvas holding his brush, wondering. When the shock had completely gone he laid the brush down with a trembling hand. He walked to the window, wiped his cold, damp forehead with his hand and then turned to get his coat from the closet.

Where are you going? asked Angela.

For a little walk. Ill be back soon. I dont feel just as fresh as I might.

She kissed him good-bye at the door and let him go, but her heart troubled her.

Im afraid Eugene is going to get sick, she thought. He ought to stop work.


CHAPTER X

It was the beginning of a period destined to last five or six years, in which, to say the least, Eugene was not himself. He was not in any sense out of his mind, if power to reason clearly, jest sagely, argue and read intelligently are any evidences of sanity; but privately his mind was a maelstrom of contradictory doubts, feelings and emotions. Always of a philosophic and introspective turn, this peculiar faculty of reasoning deeply and feeling emotionally were now turned upon himself and his own condition and, as in all such cases where we peer too closely into the subtleties of creation, confusion was the result. Previously he had been well satisfied that the world knew nothing. Neither in religion, philosophy nor science was there any answer to the riddle of existence. Above and below the little scintillating plane of mans thought was  what? Beyond the optic strength of the greatest telescope,  far out upon the dim horizon of space  were clouds of stars. What were they doing out there? Who governed them? When were their sidereal motions calculated? He figured life as a grim dark mystery, a sad semiconscious activity turning aimlessly in the dark. No one knew anything. God knew nothing  himself least of all. Malevolence, life living on death, plain violence  these were the chief characteristics of existence. If one failed of strength in any way, if life were not kind in its bestowal of gifts, if one were not born to fortunes pampering care  the rest was misery. In the days of his strength and prosperity the spectacle of existence had been sad enough: in the hours of threatened delay and defeat it seemed terrible. Why, if his art failed him now, what had he? Nothing. A little puny reputation which he could not sustain, no money, a wife to take care of, years of possible suffering and death. The abyss of death! When he looked into that after all of life and hope, how it shocked him, how it hurt! Here was life and happiness and love in health  there was death and nothingness  æons and æons of nothingness.

He did not immediately give up hope  immediately succumb to the evidences of a crumbling reality. For months and months he fancied each day that this was a temporary condition; that drugs and doctors could heal him. There were various remedies that were advertised in the papers, blood purifiers, nerve restorers, brain foods, which were announced at once as specifics and cures, and while he did not think that the ordinary patent medicine had anything of value in it, he did imagine that some good could be had from tonics, or the tonic. A physician whom he consulted recommended rest and an excellent tonic which he knew of. He asked whether he was subject to any wasting disease. Eugene told him no. He confessed to an over-indulgence in the sex-relationship, but the doctor did not believe that ordinarily this should bring about a nervous decline. Hard work must have something to do with it, over-anxiety. Some temperaments such as his were predisposed at birth to nervous breakdowns; they had to guard themselves. Eugene would have to be very careful. He should eat regularly, sleep as long as possible, observe regular hours. A system of exercise might not be a bad thing for him. He could get him a pair of Indian clubs or dumb-bells or an exerciser and bring himself back to health that way.

Eugene told Angela that he believed he would try exercising and joined a gymnasium. He took a tonic, walked with her a great deal, sought to ignore the fact that he was nervously depressed. These things were of practically no value, for the body had apparently been drawn a great distance below normal and all the hell of a subnormal state had to be endured before it could gradually come into its own again.

In the meantime he was continuing his passional relations with Angela, in spite of a growing judgment that they were in some way harmful to him. But it was not easy to refrain, and each failure to do so made it harder. It was a customary remark of his that he must quit this, but it was like the self-apologetic assurance of the drunkard that he must reform.

Now that he had stepped out into the limelight of public observation  now that artists and critics and writers somewhat knew of him, and in their occasional way were wondering what he was doing, it was necessary that he should bestir himself to especial effort in order to satisfy the public as to the enduring quality of his art. He was glad, once he realized that he was in for a siege of bad weather, that his Paris drawings had been so nearly completed before the break came. By the day he suffered the peculiar nervousness which seemed to mark the opening of his real decline, he had completed twenty-two paintings, which Angela begged him not to touch; and by sheer strength of will, though he misdoubted gravely, he managed to complete five more. All of these M. Charles came to see on occasion, and he approved of them highly. He was not so sure that they would have the appeal of the American pictures, for after all the city of Paris had been pretty well done over and over in illustration and genré work. It was not so new as New York; the things Eugene chose were not as unconventional. Still, he could say truly they were exceptional. They might try an exhibition of them later in Paris if they did not take here. He was very sorry to see that Eugene was in poor health and urged him to take care of himself.

It seemed as if some malign planetary influence were affecting him. Eugene knew of astrology and palmistry and one day, in a spirit of curiosity and vague apprehensiveness, consulted a practitioner of the former, receiving for his dollar the statement that he was destined to great fame in either art or literature but that he was entering a period of stress which would endure for a number of years. Eugenes spirits sank perceptibly. The musty old gentleman who essayed his books of astrological lore shook his head. He had a rather noble growth of white hair and a white beard, but his coffee-stained vest was covered with tobacco ash and his collar and cuffs were dirty.

It looks pretty bad between your twenty-eighth and your thirty-second years, but after that there is a notable period of prosperity. Somewhere around your thirty-eighth or thirty-ninth year there is some more trouble  a little  but you will come out of that  that is, it looks as though you would. Your stars show you to be of a nervous, imaginative character, inclined to worry; and I see that your kidneys are weak. You ought never to take much medicine. Your sign is inclined to that but it is without benefit to you. You will be married twice, but I dont see any children.

He rambled on dolefully and Eugene left in great gloom. So it was written in the stars that he was to suffer a period of decline and there was to be more trouble for him in the future. But he did see a period of great success for him between his thirty-second and his thirty-eighth years. That was some comfort. Who was the second woman he was to marry? Was Angela going to die? He walked the streets this early December afternoon, thinking, thinking.

The Blue family had heard a great deal of Eugenes success since Angela had come to New York. There had never been a week but at least one letter, and sometimes two, had gone the rounds of the various members of the family. It was written to Marietta primarily, but Mrs. Blue, Jotham, the boys and the several sisters all received it by turns. Thus the whole regiment of Blue connections knew exactly how it was with Angela and even better than it was; for although things had looked prosperous enough, Angela had not stayed within the limits of bare fact in describing her husbands success. She added atmosphere, not fictitious, but the seeming glory which dwelt in her mind, until the various connections of the Blue family, Marietta in particular, were convinced that there was nothing but dignity and bliss in store for the wife of so talented a man. The studio life which Angela had seen, here and in Paris, the picturesque descriptions which came home from London and Paris, the personalities of M. Charles, M. Arkquin, Isaac Wertheim, Henry L. Tomlins, Luke Severas  all the celebrities whom they met, both in New York and abroad, had been described at length. There was not a dinner, a luncheon, a reception, a tea party, which was not pictured in all its native colors and more. Eugene had become somewhat of a demi-god to his Western connections. The quality of his art was never questioned. It was only a little time now before he would be rich or at least well-to-do.

All the relatives hoped that he would bring Angela home some day on a visit. To think that she should have married such a distinguished man!

In the Witla family it was quite the same. Eugene had not been home to see his parents since his last visit to Blackwood, but they had not been without news. For one thing, Eugene had been neglectful, and somewhat because of this Angela had taken it upon herself to open up a correspondence with his mother. She wrote that of course she didnt know her but that she was terribly fond of Eugene, that she hoped to make him a good wife and that she hoped to make her a satisfactory daughter-in-law. Eugene was so dilatory about writing. She would write for him now and his mother should hear every week. She asked if she and her husband couldnt manage to come and see them sometime. She would be so glad and it would do Eugene so much good. She asked if she couldnt have Myrtles address  they had moved from Ottumwa  and if Sylvia wouldnt write occasionally. She sent a picture of herself and Eugene, a sketch of the studio which Eugene had made one day, a sketch of herself looking pensively out of the window into Washington Square. Pictures from his first show published in the newspapers, accounts of his work, criticisms,  all reached the members of both families impartially and they were kept well aware of how things were going.

During the time that Eugene was feeling so badly and because, if he were going to lose his health, it might be necessary to economize greatly, it occurred to Angela that it might be advisable for them to go home for a visit. While her family were not rich, they had sufficient means to live on. Eugenes mother also was constantly writing, wanting to know why they didnt come out there for a while. She could not see why Eugene could not paint his pictures as well in Alexandria as in New York or Paris. Eugene listened to this willingly, for it occurred to him that instead of going to London he might do Chicago next, and he and Angela could stay awhile at Blackwood and another while at his own home. They would be welcome guests.

The condition of his finances at this time was not exactly bad, but it was not very good. Of the thirteen hundred dollars he had received for the first three pictures sold, eleven hundred had been used on the foreign trip. He had since used three hundred dollars of his remaining capital of twelve hundred, but M. Charles sale of two pictures at four hundred each had swelled his bank balance to seventeen hundred dollars; however, on this he had to live now until additional pictures were disposed of. He daily hoped to hear of additional sales, but none occurred.

Moreover, his exhibition in January did not produce quite the impression he thought it would. It was fascinating to look at; the critics and the public imagined that by now he must have created a following for himself, else why should M. Charles make a feature of his work. But Charles pointed out that these foreign studies could not hope to appeal to Americans as did the American things. He indicated that they might take better in France. Eugene was depressed by the general tone of the opinions, but this was due more to his unhealthy state of mind than to any inherent reason for feeling so. There was still Paris to try and there might be some sales of his work here. The latter were slow in materializing, however, and because by February he had not been able to work and because it was necessary that he should husband his resources as carefully as possible, he decided to accept Angelas familys invitation as well as that of his own parents and spend some time in Illinois and Wisconsin. Perhaps his health would become better. He decided also that, if his health permitted, he would work in Chicago.


CHAPTER XI

It was in packing the trunks and leaving the studio in Washington Square (owing to the continued absence of Mr. Dexter they had never been compelled to vacate it) that Angela came across the first evidence of Eugenes duplicity. Because of his peculiar indifference to everything except matters which related to his art, he had put the letters which he had received in times past from Christina Channing, as well as the one and only one from Ruby Kenny, in a box which had formerly contained writing paper and which he threw carelessly in a corner of his trunk. He had by this time forgotten all about them, though his impression was that he had placed them somewhere where they would not be found. When Angela started to lay out the various things which occupied it she came across this box and opening it took out the letters.

Curiosity as to things relative to Eugene was at this time the dominant characteristic of her life. She could neither think nor reason outside of this relationship which bound her to him. He and his affairs were truly the sum and substance of her existence. She looked at the letters oddly and then opened one  the first from Christina. It was dated Florizel, the summer of three years before when she was waiting so patiently for him at Blackwood. It began conservatively enough Dear E  , but it concerned itself immediately with references to an apparently affectionate relationship. I went this morning to see if by chance there were any tell-tale evidences of either Diana or Adonis in Arcady. There were none of importance. A hairpin or two, a broken mother-of-pearl button from a summer waist, the stub of a lead-pencil wherewith a certain genius sketched. The trees seemed just as unconscious of any nymphs or hamadryads as they could be. The smooth grass was quite unruffled of any feet. It is strange how much the trees and forest know and keep their counsel.

And how is the hot city by now? Do you miss a certain evenly-swung hammock? Oh, the odor of leaves and the dew! Dont work too hard. You have an easy future and almost too much vitality. More repose for you, sir, and considerably more optimism of thought. I send you good wishes.  Diana.

Angela wondered at once who Diana was, for before she had begun the letter she had looked for the signature on the succeeding page. Then after reading this she hurried feverishly from letter to letter, seeking a name. There was none. Diana of the Mountains, The Hamadryad, The Wood-Nymph, C, C C  so they ran, confusing, badgering, enraging her until all at once it came to light  her first name at least. It was on the letter from Baltimore suggesting that he come to Florizel Christina.

Ah, she thought, Christina! That is her name. Then she hurried back to read the remaining epistles, hoping to find some clue to her surname. They were all of the same character, in the manner of writing she despised,  top-lofty, make-believe, the nasty, hypocritical, cant and make-believe superiority of the studios. How Angela hated her from that moment. How she could have taken her by the throat and beaten her head against the trees she described. Oh, the horrid creature! How dare she! And Eugene  how could he! What a way to reward her love! What an answer to make to all her devotion! At the very time when she was waiting so patiently, he was in the mountains with this Diana. And here she was packing his trunk for him like the little slave that she was when he cared so little, had apparently cared so little all this time. How could he ever have cared for her and done anything like this! He didnt! He never had! Dear Heaven!

She began clenching and unclenching her hands dramatically, working herself into that frenzy of emotion and regret which was her most notable characteristic. All at once she stopped. There was another letter in another handwriting on cheaper paper. Ruby was the signature.

Dear Eugene:  she read I got your note several weeks ago, but I couldnt bring myself to answer it before this. I know everything is over between us and that is all right I suppose. It has to be. You couldnt love any woman long, I think. I know what you say about having to go to New York to broaden your field is true. You ought to, but Im sorry you didnt come out. You might have. Still I dont blame you, Eugene. It isnt much different from what has been going on for some time. I have cared, but Ill get over that, I know, and I wont ever think hard of you. Wont you return me the notes I have sent you from time to time, and my picture? You wont want them now.  Ruby.

I stood by the window last night and looked out on the street. The moon was shining and those dead trees were waving in the wind. I saw the moon on that pool of water over in the field. It looked like silver. Oh, Eugene, I wish that I were dead.

Angela got up (as Eugene had) when she read this. The pathos struck home, for somehow it matched her own. Ruby! Who was she? Where had she been concealed while she, Angela, was coming to Chicago? Was this the fall and winter of their engagement? It certainly was. Look at the date. He had given her the diamond ring on her finger that fall! He had sworn eternal affection! He had sworn there was never another girl like her in all the world and yet, at that very time, he was apparently paying court to this woman if nothing worse. Heaven! Could anything like this really be? He was telling her that he loved her and making love to this Ruby at the same time. He was kissing and fondling her and Ruby too!! Was there ever such a situation? He, Eugene Witla, to deceive her this way. No wonder he wanted to get rid of her when he came to New York. He would have treated her as he had this Ruby. And Christina! This Christina!! Where was she? Who was she? What was she doing now? She jumped up prepared to go to Eugene and charge him with his iniquities, but remembered that he was out of the studio  that he had gone for a walk. He was sick now, very sick. Would she dare to reproach him with these reprehensible episodes?

She came back to the trunk where she was working and sat down. Her eyes were hard and cold for the time, but at the same time there was a touch of terror and of agonized affection. A face that, in the ordinary lines of its repose, was very much like that of a madonna, was now drawn and peaked and gray. Apparently Christina had forsaken him, or it might be that they still corresponded secretly. She got up again at that thought. Still the letters were old. It looked as though all communication had ceased two years ago. What had he written to her?  love notes. Letters full of wooing phrases such as he had written to her. Oh, the instability of men, the insincerity, the lack of responsibility and sense of duty. Her father,  what a different man he was; her brothers,  their word was their bond. And here was she married to a man who, even in the days of his most ardent wooing, had been deceiving her. She had let him lead her astray, too,  disgrace her own home. Tears came after a while, hot, scalding tears that seared her cheeks. And now she was married to him and he was sick and she would have to make the best of it. She wanted to make the best of it, for after all she loved him.

But oh, the cruelty, the insincerity, the unkindness, the brutality of it all.

The fact that Eugene was out for several hours following her discovery gave her ample time to reflect as to a suitable course of action. Being so impressed by the genius of the man, as imposed upon her by the opinion of others and her own affection, she could not readily think of anything save some method of ridding her soul of this misery and him of his evil tendencies, of making him ashamed of his wretched career, of making him see how badly he had treated her and how sorry he ought to be. She wanted him to feel sorry, very sorry, so that he would be a long time repenting in suffering, but she feared at the same time that she could not make him do that. He was so ethereal, so indifferent, so lost in the contemplation of life that he could not be made to think of her. That was her one complaint. He had other gods before her  the god of his art, the god of nature, the god of people as a spectacle. Frequently she had complained to him in this last year you dont love me! you dont love me! but he would answer, oh, yes I do. I cant be talking to you all the time, Angel-face. I have work to do. My art has to be cultivated. I cant be making love all the time.

Oh, it isnt that, it isnt that! she would exclaim passionately. You just dont love me, like you ought to. You just dont care. If you did Id feel it.

Oh, Angela, he answered, why do you talk so? Why do you carry on so? Youre the funniest girl I ever knew. Now be reasonable. Why dont you bring a little philosophy to bear? We cant be billing and cooing all the time!

Billing and cooing! Thats the way you think of it. Thats the way you talk of it! As though it were something you had to do. Oh, I hate love! I hate life! I hate philosophy! I wish I could die.

Now, Angela, for Heavens sake, why will you take on so? I cant stand this. I cant stand these tantrums of yours. Theyre not reasonable. You know I love you. Why, havent I shown it? Why should I have married you if I didnt? I wasnt obliged to marry you!

Oh, dear! oh, dear! Angela would sob on, wringing her hands. Oh, you really dont love me! You dont care! And it will go on this way, getting worse and worse, with less and less of love and feeling until after awhile you wont even want to see me any more  youll hate me! Oh, dear! oh, dear!

Eugene felt keenly the pathos involved in this picture of decaying love. In fact, her fear of the disaster which might overtake her little bark of happiness was sufficiently well founded. It might be that his affection would cease  it wasnt even affection now in the true sense of the word,  a passionate intellectual desire for her companionship. He never had really loved her for her mind, the beauty of her thoughts. As he meditated he realized that he had never reached an understanding with her by an intellectual process at all. It was emotional, subconscious, a natural drawing together which was not based on reason and spirituality of contemplation apparently, but on grosser emotions and desires. Physical desire had been involved  strong, raging, uncontrollable. And for some reason he had always felt sorry for her  he always had. She was so little, so conscious of disaster, so afraid of life and what it might do to her. It was a shame to wreck her hopes and desires. At the same time he was sorry now for this bondage he had let himself into  this yoke which he had put about his neck. He could have done so much better. He might have married a woman of wealth or a woman with artistic perceptions and philosophic insight like Christina Channing, who would be peaceful and happy with him. Angela couldnt be. He really didnt admire her enough, couldnt fuss over her enough. Even while he was soothing her in these moments, trying to make her believe that there was no basis for her fears, sympathizing with her subconscious intuitions that all was not well, he was thinking of how different his life might have been.

It wont end that way, he would soothe. Dont cry. Come now, dont cry. Were going to be very happy. Im going to love you always, just as Im loving you now, and youre going to love me. Wont that be all right? Come on, now. Cheer up. Dont be so pessimistic. Come on, Angela. Please do. Please!

Angela would brighten after a time, but there were spells of apprehension and gloom; they were common, apt to burst forth like a summer storm when neither of them was really expecting it.

The discovery of these letters now checked the feeling, with which she tried to delude herself at times, that there might be anything more than kindness here. They confirmed her suspicions that there was not and brought on that sense of defeat and despair which so often and so tragically overcame her. It did it at a time, too, when Eugene needed her undivided consideration and feeling, for he was in a wretched state of mind. To have her quarrel with him now, lose her temper, fly into rages and compel him to console her, was very trying. He was in no mood for it; could not very well endure it without injury to himself. He was seeking for an atmosphere of joyousness, wishing to find a cheerful optimism somewhere which would pull him out of himself and make him whole. Not infrequently he dropped in to see Norma Whitmore, Isadora Crane, who was getting along very well on the stage, Hedda Andersen, who had a natural charm of intellect with much vivacity, even though she was a model, and now and then Miriam Finch. The latter was glad to see him alone, almost as a testimony against Angela, though she would not go out of her way to conceal from Angela the fact that he had been there. The others, though he said nothing, assumed that since Angela did not come with him he wanted nothing said and observed his wish. They were inclined to think that he had made a matrimonial mistake and was possibly artistically or intellectually lonely. All of them noted his decline in health with considerate apprehension and sorrow. It was too bad, they thought, if his health was going to fail him just at this time. Eugene lived in fear lest Angela should become aware of any of these visits. He thought he could not tell her because in the first place she would resent his not having taken her with him; and in the next, if he had proposed it first, she would have objected, or set another date, or asked pointless questions. He liked the liberty of going where he pleased, saying nothing, not feeling it necessary to say anything. He longed for the freedom of his old pre-matrimonial days. Just at this time, because he could not work artistically and because he was in need of diversion and of joyous artistic palaver, he was especially miserable. Life seemed very dark and ugly.

Eugene, returning and feeling, as usual, depressed about his state, sought to find consolation in her company. He came in at one oclock, their usual lunch hour, and finding Angela still working, said, George! but you like to keep at things when you get started, dont you? Youre a regular little work-horse. Having much trouble?

No-o, replied Angela, dubiously.

Eugene noted the tone of her voice. He thought she was not very strong and this packing was getting on her nerves. Fortunately there were only some trunks to look after, for the vast mass of their housekeeping materials belonged to the studio. Still no doubt she was weary.

Are you very tired? he asked.

No-o, she replied.

You look it, he said, slipping his arm about her. Her face, which he turned up with his hand, was pale and drawn.

It isnt anything physical, she replied, looking away from him in a tragic way. Its just my heart. Its here! and she laid her hand over her heart.

Whats the matter now? he asked, suspecting something emotional, though for the life of him he could not imagine what. Does your heart hurt you?

It isnt my real heart, she returned, its just my mind, my feelings; though I dont suppose they ought to matter.

Whats the matter now, Angel-face, he persisted, for he was sorry for her. This emotional ability of hers had the power to move him. It might have been acting, or it might not have been. It might be either a real or a fancied woe;  in either case it was real to her. Whats come up? he continued. Arent you just tired? Suppose we quit this and go out somewhere and get something to eat. Youll feel better.

No, I couldnt eat, she replied. Ill stop now and get your lunch, but I dont want anything.

Oh, whats the matter, Angela? he begged. I know theres something. Now what is it? Youre tired, or youre sick, or something has happened. Is it anything that I have done? Look at me! Is it?

Angela held away from him, looking down. She did not know how to begin this but she wanted to make him terribly sorry if she could, as sorry as she was for herself. She thought he ought to be; that if he had any true feeling of shame and sympathy in him he would be. Her own condition in the face of his shameless past was terrible. She had no one to love her. She had no one to turn to. Her own family did not understand her life any more  it had changed so. She was a different woman now, greater, more important, more distinguished. Her experiences with Eugene here in New York, in Paris, in London and even before her marriage, in Chicago and Blackwood, had changed her point of view. She was no longer the same in her ideas, she thought, and to find herself deserted in this way emotionally  not really loved, not ever having been really loved but just toyed with, made a doll and a plaything, was terrible.

Oh, dear! she exclaimed in a shrill staccato, I dont know what to do! I dont know what to say! I dont know what to think! If I only knew how to think or what to do!

Whats the matter? begged Eugene, releasing his hold and turning his thoughts partially to himself and his own condition as well as to hers. His nerves were put on edge by these emotional tantrums  his brain fairly ached. It made his hands tremble. In his days of physical and nervous soundness it did not matter, but now, when he was sick, when his own heart was weak, as he fancied, and his nerves set to jangling by the least discord, it was almost more than he could bear. Why dont you speak? he insisted. You know I cant stand this. Im in no condition. Whats the trouble? Whats the use of carrying on this way? Are you going to tell me?

There! Angela said, pointing her finger at the box of letters she had laid aside on the window-sill. She knew he would see them, would remember instantly what they were about.

Eugene looked. The box came to his memory instantly. He picked it up nervously, sheepishly, for this was like a blow in the face which he had no power to resist. The whole peculiar nature of his transactions with Ruby and with Christina came back to him, not as they had looked to him at the time, but as they were appearing to Angela now. What must she think of him? Here he was protesting right along that he loved her, that he was happy and satisfied to live with her, that he was not interested in any of these other women whom she knew to be interested in him and of whom she was inordinately jealous, that he had always loved her and her only, and yet here were these letters suddenly come to light, giving the lie to all these protestations and asseverations  making him look like the coward, the blackguard, the moral thief that he knew himself to be. To be dragged out of the friendly darkness of lack of knowledge and understanding on her part and set forth under the clear white light of positive proof  he stared helplessly, his nerves trembling, his brain aching, for truly he was in no condition for an emotional argument.

And yet Angela was crying now. She had walked away from him and was leaning against the mantel-piece sobbing as if her heart would break. There was a real convincing ache in the sound  the vibration expressing the sense of loss and defeat and despair which she felt. He was staring at the box wondering why he had been such an idiot as to leave them in his trunk, to have saved them at all.

Well, I dont know that there is anything to say to that, he observed finally, strolling over to where she was. There wasnt anything that he could say  that he knew. He was terribly sorry  sorry for her, sorry for himself. Did you read them all? he asked, curiously.

She nodded her head in the affirmative.

Well, I didnt care so much for Christina Channing, he observed, deprecatingly. He wanted to say something, anything which would relieve her depressed mood. He knew it couldnt be much. If he could only make her believe that there wasnt anything vital in either of these affairs, that his interests and protestations had been of a light, philandering character. Still the Ruby Kenny letter showed that she cared for him desperately. He could not say anything against Ruby.

Angela caught the name of Christina Channing clearly. It seared itself in her brain. She recalled now that it was she of whom she had heard him speak in a complimentary way from time to time. He had told in studios of what a lovely voice she had, what a charming platform presence she had, how she could sing so feelingly, how intelligently she looked upon life, how good looking she was, how she was coming back to grand opera some day. And he had been in the mountains with her  had made love to her while she, Angela, was out in Blackwood waiting for him patiently. It aroused on the instant all the fighting jealousy that was in her breast; it was the same jealousy that had determined her once before to hold him in spite of the plotting and scheming that appeared to her to be going on about her. They should not have him  these nasty studio superiorities  not any one of them, nor all of them combined, if they were to unite and try to get him. They had treated her shamefully since she had been in the East. They had almost uniformly ignored her. They would come to see Eugene, of course, and now that he was famous they could not be too nice to him, but as for her  well, they had no particular use for her. Hadnt she seen it! Hadnt she watched the critical, hypocritical, examining expressions in their eyes! She wasnt smart enough! She wasnt literary enough or artistic enough. She knew as much about life as they did and more  ten times as much; and yet because she couldnt strut and pose and stare and talk in an affected voice they thought themselves superior. And so did Eugene, the wretched creature! Superior! The cheap, mean, nasty, selfish upstarts! Why, the majority of them had nothing. Their clothes were mere rags and tags, when you came to examine them closely  badly sewed, of poor material, merely slung together, and yet they wore them with such a grand air! She would show them. She would dress herself too, one of these days, when Eugene had the means. She was doing it now  a great deal more than when she first came, and she would do it a great deal more before long. The nasty, mean, cheap, selfish, make-belief things. She would show them! O-oh! how she hated them.

Now as she cried she also thought of the fact that Eugene could write love letters to this horrible Christina Channing  one of the same kind, no doubt; her letters showed it. O-oh! how she hated her! If she could only get at her to poison her. And her sobs sounded much more of the sorrow she felt than of the rage. She was helpless in a way and she knew it. She did not dare to show him exactly what she felt. She was afraid of him. He might possibly leave her. He really did not care for her enough to stand everything from her  or did he? This doubt was the one terrible, discouraging, annihilating feature of the whole thing  if he only cared.

I wish you wouldnt cry, Angela, said Eugene appealingly, after a time. It isnt as bad as you think. It looks pretty bad, but I wasnt married then, and I didnt care so very much for these people  not as much as you think; really I didnt. It may look that way to you, but I didnt.

Didnt care! sneered Angela, all at once, flaring up. Didnt care! It looks as though you didnt care, with one of them calling you Honey Boy and Adonis, and the other saying she wishes she were dead. A fine time youd have convincing anyone that you didnt care. And I out in Blackwood at that very time, longing and waiting for you to come, and you up in the mountains making love to another woman. Oh, I know how much you cared. You showed how much you cared when you could leave me out there to wait for you eating my heart out while you were off in the mountains having a good time with another woman. Dear E  , and Precious Honey Boy, and Adonis! That shows how much you cared, doesnt it!

Eugene stared before him helplessly. Her bitterness and wrath surprised and irritated him. He did not know that she was capable of such an awful rage as showed itself in her face and words at this moment, and yet he did not know but that she was well justified. Why so bitter though  so almost brutal? He was sick. Had she no consideration for him?

I tell you it wasnt as bad as you think, he said stolidly, showing for the first time a trace of temper and opposition. I wasnt married then. I did like Christina Channing; I did like Ruby Kenny. What of it? I cant help it now. What am I going to say about it? What do you want me to say? What do you want me to do?

Oh, whimpered Angela, changing her tone at once from helpless accusing rage to pleading, self-commiserating misery. And you can stand there and say to me what of it? What of it! What of it! What shall you say? What do you think you ought to say? And me believing that you were so honorable and faithful! Oh, if I had only known! If I had only known! I had better have drowned myself a hundred times over than have waked and found that I wasnt loved. Oh, dear, oh, dear! I dont know what I ought to do! I dont know what I can do!

But I do love you, protested Eugene soothingly, anxious to say or do anything which would quiet this terrific storm. He could not imagine how he could have been so foolish as to leave these letters lying around. Dear Heaven! What a mess he had made of this! If only he had put them safely outside the home or destroyed them. Still he had wanted to keep Christinas letters; they were so charming.

Yes, you love me! flared Angela. I see how you love me. Those letters show it! Oh, dear! oh, dear! I wish I were dead.

Listen to me, Angela, replied Eugene desperately, I know this correspondence looks bad. I did make love to Miss Kenny and to Christina Channing, but you see I didnt care enough to marry either of them. If I had I would have. I cared for you. Believe it or not. I married you. Why did I marry you? Answer me that? I neednt have married you. Why did I? Because I loved you, of course. What other reason could I have?

Because you couldnt get Christina Channing, snapped Angela, angrily, with the intuitive sense of one who reasons from one material fact to another, thats why. If you could have, you would have. I know it. Her letters show it.

Her letters dont show anything of the sort, returned Eugene angrily. I couldnt get her? I could have had her, easily enough. I didnt want her. If I had wanted her, I would have married her  you can bet on that.

He hated himself for lying in this way, but he felt for the time being that he had to do it. He did not care to stand in the rôle of a jilted lover. He half-fancied that he could have married Christina if he had really tried.

Anyhow, he said, Im not going to argue that point with you. I didnt marry her, so there you are; and I didnt marry Ruby Kenny either. Well you can think all you want; but I know. I cared for them, but I didnt marry them. I married you instead. I ought to get credit for something on that score. I married you because I loved you, I suppose. Thats perfectly plain, isnt it? He was half convincing himself that he had loved her  in some degree.

Yes, I see how you love me, persisted Angela, cogitating this very peculiar fact which he was insisting on and which it was very hard intellectually to overcome. You married me because you couldnt very well get out of it, thats why. Oh, I know. You didnt want to marry me. Thats very plain. You wanted to marry someone else. Oh, dear! oh, dear!

Oh, how you talk! replied Eugene defiantly. Marry someone else! Who did I want to marry? I could have married often enough if I had wanted to. I didnt want to marry, thats all. Believe it or not. I wanted to marry you and I did. I dont think you have any right to stand there and argue so. What you say isnt so, and you know it.

Angela cogitated this argument further. He had married her! Why had he? He might have cared for Christina and Ruby, but he must have cared for her too. Why hadnt she thought of that? There was something in it  something besides a mere desire to deceive her. Perhaps he did care for her a little. Anyway it was plain that she could not get very far by arguing with him  he was getting stubborn, argumentative, contentious. She had not seen him that way before.

Oh! she sobbed, taking refuge from this very difficult realm of logic in the safer and more comfortable one of illogical tears. I dont know what to do! I dont know what to think!

She was badly treated, no doubt of that. Her life was a failure, but even so there was some charm about him. As he stood there, looking aimlessly around, defiant at one moment, appealing at another, she could not help seeing that he was not wholly bad. He was just weak on this one point. He loved pretty women. They were always trying to win him to them. He was probably not wholly to blame. If he would only be repentant enough, this thing might be allowed to blow over. It couldnt be forgiven. She never could forgive him for the way he had deceived her. Her ideal of him had been pretty hopelessly shattered  but she might live with him on probation.

Angela! he said, while she was still sobbing, and feeling that he ought to apologize to her. Wont you believe me? Wont you forgive me? I dont like to hear you cry this way. Theres no use saying that I didnt do anything. Theres no use my saying anything at all, really. You wont believe me. I dont want you to; but Im sorry. Wont you believe that? Wont you forgive me?

Angela listened to this curiously, her thoughts going around in a ring for she was at once despairing, regretful, revengeful, critical, sympathetic toward him, desirous of retaining her state, desirous of obtaining and retaining his love, desirous of punishing him, desirous of doing any one of a hundred things. Oh, if he had only never done this! And he was sickly, too. He needed her sympathy.

Wont you forgive me, Angela? he pleaded softly, laying his hand on her arm. Im not going to do anything like that any more. Wont you believe me? Come on now. Quit crying, wont you?

Angela hesitated for a while, lingering dolefully. She did not know what to do, what to say. It might be that he would not sin against her any more. He had not thus far, in so far as she knew. Still this was a terrible revelation. All at once, because he manœuvred himself into a suitable position and because she herself was weary of fighting and crying, and because she was longing for sympathy, she allowed herself to be pulled into his arms, her head to his shoulder, and there she cried more copiously than ever. Eugene for the moment felt terribly grieved. He was really sorry for her. It wasnt right. He ought to be ashamed of himself. He should never have done anything like that.

Im sorry, he whispered, really I am. Wont you forgive me?

Oh, I dont know what to do! what to think! moaned Angela after a time.

Please do, Angela, he urged, holding her questioningly.

There was more of this pleading and emotional badgering until finally out of sheer exhaustion Angela said yes. Eugenes nerves were worn to a thread by the encounter. He was pale, exhausted, distraught. Many scenes like this, he thought, would set him crazy; and still he had to go through a world of petting and love-making even now. It was not easy to bring her back to her normal self. It was bad business, this philandering, he thought. It seemed to lead to all sorts of misery for him, and Angela was jealous. Dear Heaven! what a wrathful, vicious, contentious nature she had when she was aroused. He had never suspected that. How could he truly love her when she acted like that? How could he sympathize with her? He recalled how she sneered at him  how she taunted him with Christinas having discarded him. He was weary, excited, desirous of rest and sleep, but now he must make more love. He fondled her, and by degrees she came out of her blackest mood; but he was not really forgiven even then. He was just understood better. And she was not truly happy again but only hopeful  and watchful.


CHAPTER XII

Spring, summer and fall came and went with Eugene and Angela first in Alexandria and then in Blackwood. In suffering this nervous breakdown and being compelled to leave New York, Eugene missed some of the finest fruits of his artistic efforts, for M. Charles, as well as a number of other people, were interested in him and were prepared to entertain him in an interesting and conspicuous way. He could have gone out a great deal, but his mental state was such that he was poor company for anyone. He was exceedingly morbid, inclined to discuss gloomy subjects, to look on life as exceedingly sad and to believe that people generally were evil. Lust, dishonesty, selfishness, envy, hypocrisy, slander, hate, theft, adultery, murder, dementia, insanity, inanity  these and death and decay occupied his thoughts. There was no light anywhere. Only a storm of evil and death. These ideas coupled with his troubles with Angela, the fact that he could not work, the fact that he felt he had made a matrimonial mistake, the fact that he feared he might die or go crazy, made a terrible and agonizing winter for him.

Angelas attitude, while sympathetic enough, once the first storm of feeling was over, was nevertheless involved with a substratum of criticism. While she said nothing, agreed that she would forget, Eugene had the consciousness all the while that she wasnt forgetting, that she was secretly reproaching him and that she was looking for new manifestations of weakness in this direction, expecting them and on the alert to prevent them.

The spring-time in Alexandria, opening as it did shortly after they reached there, was in a way a source of relief to Eugene. He had decided for the time being to give up trying to work, to give up his idea of going either to London or Chicago, and merely rest. Perhaps it was true that he was tired. He didnt feel that way. He couldnt sleep and he couldnt work, but he felt brisk enough. It was only because he couldnt work that he was miserable. Still he decided to try sheer idleness. Perhaps that would revive his wonderful art for him. Meantime he speculated ceaselessly on the time he was losing, the celebrities he was missing, the places he was not seeing. Oh, London, London! If he could only do that.

Mr. and Mrs. Witla were immensely pleased to have their boy back with them again. Being in their way simple, unsophisticated people, they could not understand how their sons health could have undergone such a sudden reverse.

I never saw Gene looking so bad in all his life, observed Witla pére to his wife the day Eugene arrived. His eyes are so sunken. What in the world do you suppose is ailing him?

How should I know? replied his wife, who was greatly distressed over her boy. I suppose hes just tired out, thats all. Hell probably be all right after he rests awhile. Dont let on that you think hes looking out of sorts. Just pretend that hes all right. What do you think of his wife?

She appears to be a very nice little woman, replied Witla. Shes certainly devoted to him. I never thought Eugene would marry just that type, but hes the judge. I suppose people thought that I would never marry anybody like you, either, he added jokingly.

Yes, you did make a terrible mistake, jested his wife in return. You worked awfully hard to make it.

I was young! I was young! You want to remember that, retorted Witla. I didnt know much in those days.

You dont appear to know much better yet, she replied, do you?

He smiled and patted her on the back. Well, anyhow Ill have to make the best of it, wont I? Its too late now.

It certainly is, replied his wife.

Eugene and Angela were given his old room on the second floor, commanding a nice view of the yard and the street corner, and they settled down to spend what the Witla parents hoped would be months of peaceful days. It was a curious sensation to Eugene to find himself back here in Alexandria looking out upon the peaceful neighborhood in which he had been raised, the trees, the lawn, the hammock replaced several times since he had left, but still in its accustomed place. The thought of the little lakes and the small creek winding about the town were a comfort to him. He could go fishing now and boating, and there were some interesting walks here and there. He began to amuse himself by going fishing the first week, but it was still a little cold, and he decided, for the time being, to confine himself to walking.

Days of this kind grow as a rule quickly monotonous. To a man of Eugenes turn of mind there was so little in Alexandria to entertain him. After London and Paris, Chicago and New York, the quiet streets of his old home town were a joke. He visited the office of the Appeal but both Jonas Lyle and Caleb Williams had gone, the former to St. Louis, the latter to Bloomington. Old Benjamin Burgess, his sisters husbands father, was unchanged except in the matter of years. He told Eugene that he was thinking of running for Congress in the next campaign  the Republican organization owed it to him. His son Henry, Sylvias husband, had become a treasurer of the local bank. He was working as patiently and quietly as ever, going to church Sundays, going to Chicago occasionally on business, consulting with farmers and business men about small loans. He was a close student of the several banking journals of the country, and seemed to be doing very well financially. Sylvia had little to say of how he was getting along. Having lived with him for eleven years, she had become somewhat close-mouthed like himself. Eugene could not help smiling at the lean, slippered subtlety of the man, young as he was. He was so quiet, so conservative, so intent on all the little things which make a conventionally successful life. Like a cabinet maker, he was busy inlaying the little pieces which would eventually make the perfect whole.

Angela took up the household work, which Mrs. Witla grudgingly consented to share with her, with a will. She liked to work and would put the house in order while Mrs. Witla was washing the dishes after breakfast. She would make special pies and cakes for Eugene when she could without giving offense, and she tried to conduct herself so that Mrs. Witla would like her. She did not think so much of the Witla household. It wasnt so much better than her own  hardly as good. Still it was Eugenes birthplace and for that reason important. There was a slight divergence of view-point though, between his mother and herself, over the nature of life and how to live it. Mrs. Witla was of an easier, more friendly outlook on life than Angela. She liked to take things as they came without much worry, while Angela was of a naturally worrying disposition. The two had one very human failing in common  they could not work with anyone else at anything. Each preferred to do all that was to be done rather than share it at all. Both being so anxious to be conciliatory for Eugenes sake and for permanent peace in the family, there was small chance for any disagreement, for neither was without tact. But there was just a vague hint of something in the air  that Angela was a little hard and selfish, on Mrs. Witlas part; that Mrs. Witla was just the least bit secretive, or shy or distant  from Angelas point of view. All was serene and lovely on the surface, however, with many wont-you-let-mes and please-do-nows on both sides. Mrs. Witla, being so much older, was, of course, calmer and in the family seat of dignity and peace.

To be able to sit about in a chair, lie in a hammock, stroll in the woods and country fields and be perfectly happy in idle contemplation and loneliness, requires an exceptional talent for just that sort of thing. Eugene once fancied he had it, as did his parents, but since he had heard the call of fame he could never be still any more. And just at this time he was not in need of solitude and idle contemplation but of diversion and entertainment. He needed companionship of the right sort, gayety, sympathy, enthusiasm. Angela had some of this, when she was not troubled about anything, his parents, his sister, his old acquaintances had a little more to offer. They could not, however, be forever talking to him or paying him attention, and beyond them there was nothing. The town had no resources. Eugene would walk the long country roads with Angela or go boating or fishing sometimes, but still he was lonely. He would sit on the porch or in the hammock and think of what he had seen in London and Paris  how he might be at work. St. Pauls in a mist, the Thames Embankment, Piccadilly, Blackfriars Bridge, the muck of Whitechapel and the East End  how he wished he was out of all this and painting them. If he could only paint. He rigged up a studio in his fathers barn, using a north loft door for light and essayed certain things from memory, but there was no making anything come out right. He had this fixed belief, which was a notion purely, that there was always something wrong. Angela, his mother, his father, whom he occasionally asked for an opinion, might protest that it was beautiful or wonderful, but he did not believe it. After a few altering ideas of this kind, under the influences of which he would change and change and change things, he would find himself becoming wild in his feelings, enraged at his condition, intensely despondent and sorry for himself.

Well, he would say, throwing down his brush, I shall simply have to wait until I come out of this. I cant do anything this way. Then he would walk or read or row on the lakes or play solitaire, or listen to Angela playing on the piano that his father had installed for Myrtle long since. All the time though he was thinking of his condition, what he was missing, how the gay world was surging on rapidly elsewhere, how long it would be before he got well, if ever. He talked of going to Chicago and trying his hand at scenes there, but Angela persuaded him to rest for a while longer. In June she promised him they would go to Blackwood for the summer, coming back here in the fall if he wished, or going on to New York or staying in Chicago, just as he felt about it. Now he needed rest.

Eugene will probably be all right by then, Angela volunteered to his mother, and he can make up his mind whether he wants to go to Chicago or London.

She was very proud of her ability to talk of where they would go and what they would do.


CHAPTER XIII

If it had not been for the lurking hope of some fresh exciting experience with a woman, he would have been unconscionably lonely. As it was, this thought with him  quite as the confirmed drunkards thought of whiskey  buoyed him up, kept him from despairing utterly, gave his mind the only diversion it had from the ever present thought of failure. If by chance he should meet some truly beautiful girl, gay, enticing, who would fall in love with him! that would be happiness. Only, Angela was constantly watching him these days and, besides, more girls would simply mean that his condition would be aggravated. Yet so powerful was the illusion of desire, the sheer animal magnetism of beauty, that when it came near him in the form of a lovely girl of his own temperamental inclinations he could not resist it. One look into an inviting eye, one glance at a face whose outlines were soft and delicate  full of that subtle suggestion of youth and health which is so characteristic of girlhood  and the spell was cast. It was as though the very form of the face, without will or intention on the part of the possessor, acted hypnotically upon its beholder. The Arabians believed in the magic power of the word Abracadabra to cast a spell. For Eugene the form of a womans face and body was quite as powerful.

While he and Angela were in Alexandria from February to May, he met one night at his sisters house a girl who, from the point of view of the beauty which he admired and to which he was so susceptible, was extremely hypnotic, and who for the ease and convenience of a flirtation was very favorably situated. She was the daughter of a traveling man, George Roth by name, whose wife, the childs mother, was dead, but who lived with his sister in an old tree-shaded house on the edge of Green Lake not far from the spot where Eugene had once attempted to caress his first love, Stella Appleton. Frieda was the girls name. She was extremely attractive, not more than eighteen years of age, with large, clear, blue eyes, a wealth of yellowish-brown hair and a plump but shapely figure. She was a graduate of the local high school, well developed for her years, bright, rosy-cheeked, vivacious and with a great deal of natural intelligence which attracted the attention of Eugene at once. Normally he was extremely fond of a natural, cheerful, laughing disposition. In his present state he was abnormally so. This girl and her foster mother had heard of him a long time since through his parents and his sister, whom they knew well and whom they visited frequently. George Roth had moved here since Eugene had first left for Chicago, and because he was so much on the road he had not seen him since. Frieda, on all his previous visits, had been too young to take an interest in men, but now at this age, when she was just blossoming into womanhood, her mind was fixed on them. She did not expect to be interested in Eugene because she knew he was married, but because of his reputation as an artist she was curious about him. Everybody knew who he was. The local papers had written up his success and published his portrait. Frieda expected to see a man of about forty, stern and sober. Instead she met a smiling youth of twenty-nine, rather gaunt and hollow-eyed, but none the less attractive for that. Eugene, with Angelas approval, still affected a loose, flowing tie, a soft turn-down collar, brown corduroy suits as a rule, the coat cut with a belt, shooting jacket fashion, a black iron ring of very curious design upon one of his fingers, and a soft hat. His hands were very thin and white, his skin pale. Frieda, rosy, as thoughtless as a butterfly, charmingly clothed in a dress of blue linen, laughing, afraid of him because of his reputation, attracted his attention at once. She was like all the young, healthy, laughing girls he had ever known, delightful. He wished he were single again that he might fall into a jesting conversation with her. She seemed inclined to be friendly from the first.

Angela being present, however, and Friedas foster mother, it was necessary for him to be circumspect and distant. The latter, Sylvia and Angela, talked of art and listened to Angelas descriptions of Eugenes eccentricities, idiosyncrasies and experiences, which were a never-failing source of interest to the common run of mortals whom they met. Eugene would sit by in a comfortable chair with a weary, genial or indifferent look on his face as his mood happened to be. To-night he was bored and a little indifferent in his manner. No one here interested him save this girl, the beauty of whose face nourished his secret dreams. He longed to have some such spirit of youth near him always. Why could not women remain young?

While they were laughing and talking, Eugene picked up a copy of Howard Pyles Knights of the Round Table with its warm heavy illustrations of the Arthurian heroes and heroines, and began to study the stately and exaggerated characteristics of the various characters. Sylvia had purchased it for her seven-year old boy Jack, asleep upstairs, but Frieda had read it in her girlhood a few years before. She had been moving restlessly about, conscious of an interest in Eugene but not knowing how to find an opportunity for conversation. His smile, which he sometimes directed toward her, was to her entrancing.

Oh, I read that, she said, when she saw him looking at it. She had drifted to a position not far behind his chair and near one of the windows. She pretended to be looking out at first, but now began to talk to him. I used to be crazy about every one of the Knights and Ladies  Sir Launcelot, Sir Galahad, Sir Tristram, Sir Gawaine, Queen Guinevere.

Did you ever hear of Sir Bluff? he asked teasingly, or Sir Stuff? or Sir Dub? He looked at her with a mocking light of humor in his eyes.

Oh, there arent such people, laughed Frieda, surprised at the titles but tickled at the thought of them.

Dont you let him mock you, Frieda, put in Angela, who was pleased at the girls gayety and glad that Eugene had found someone in whom he could take an interest. She did not fear the simple Western type of girl like Frieda and her own sister Marietta. They were franker, more kindly, better intentioned than the Eastern studio type, and besides they did not consider themselves superior. She was playing the rôle of the condescending leader here.

Certainly there are, replied Eugene solemnly, addressing Frieda. They are the new Knights of the Round Table. Havent you ever heard of that book?

No, I havent, answered Frieda gaily, and there isnt any such. Youre just teasing me.

Teasing you? Why I wouldnt think of such a thing. And there is such a book. Its published by Harper and Brothers and is called The New Knights of the Round Table. You simply havent heard of it, thats all.

Frieda was impressed. She didnt know whether to believe him or not. She opened her eyes in a curiously inquiring girlish way which appealed to Eugene strongly. He wished he were free to kiss her pretty, red, thoughtlessly-parted lips. Angela herself was faintly doubtful as to whether he was speaking of a real book or not.

Sir Stuff is a very famous Knight, he went on, and so is Sir Bluff. Theyre inseparable companions in the book. As for Sir Dub and Sir Hack, and the Lady Dope

Oh, hush, Eugene, called Angela gaily. Just listen to what hes telling Frieda, she remarked to Miss Roth. You mustnt mind him though. Hes always teasing someone. Why didnt you raise him better, Sylvia? she asked of Eugenes sister.

Oh, dont ask me. We never could do anything with Gene. I never knew he had much jesting in him until he came back this time.

Theyre very wonderful, they heard him telling Frieda, all fine rosy gentlemen and ladies.

Frieda was impressed by this charming, good-natured man. His spirit was evidently as youthful and gay as her own. She sat before him looking into his smiling eyes while he teased her about this, that and the other foible of youth. Who were her sweethearts? How did she make love? How many boys lined up to see her come out of church on Sunday? He knew. Ill bet they look like a line of soldiers on dress parade, he volunteered, all with nice new ties and clean pocket handkerchiefs and their shoes polished and

Oh, ha! ha! laughed Frieda. The idea appealed to her immensely. She started giggling and bantering with him and their friendship was definitely sealed. She thought he was delightful.


CHAPTER XIV

The opportunity for further meetings seemed to come about quite naturally. The Witla boathouse, where the family kept one small boat, was at the foot of the Roth lawn, reached by a slightly used lane which came down that side of the house; and also by a grape-arbor which concealed the lake from the lower end of the house and made a sheltered walk to the waterside, at the end of which was a weather-beaten wooden bench. Eugene came here sometimes to get the boat to row or to fish. On several occasions Angela had accompanied him, but she did not care much for rowing or fishing and was perfectly willing that he should go alone if he wanted to. There was also the friendship of Miss Roth for Mr. and Mrs. Witla, which occasionally brought her and Frieda to the house. And Frieda came from time to time to his studio in the barn, to see him paint. Because of her youth and innocence Angela thought very little of her presence there, which struck Eugene as extremely fortunate. He was interested in her charms, anxious to make love to her in a philandering sort of way, without intending to do her any harm. It struck him as a little curious that he should find her living so near the spot where once upon a winters night he had made love to Stella. There was something not unlike Stella about her, though she was softer, more whole souledly genial and pliable to his moods.

He saw her one day, when he went for his boat, standing out in the yard, and she came down to the waterside to greet him.

Well, he said, smiling at her fresh morning appearance, and addressing her with that easy familiarity with which he knew how to take youth and life generally, were looking as bright as a butterfly. I dont suppose we butterflies have to work very hard, do we?

Oh, dont we, replied Frieda. Thats all you know.

Well, I dont know, thats true, but perhaps one of these butterflies will tell me. Now you, for instance.

Frieda smiled. She scarcely knew how to take him, but she thought he was delightful. She hadnt the faintest conception either of the depth and subtlety of his nature or of the genial, kindly inconstancy of it. She only saw him as a handsome, smiling man, not at all too old, witty, good-natured, here by the bright green waters of this lake, pulling out his boat. He looked so cheerful to her, so care free. She had him indissolubly mixed in her impressions with the freshness of the ground, the newness of the grass, the brightness of the sky, the chirping of the birds and even the little scintillating ripples on the water.

Butterflies never work, that I know, he said, refusing to take her seriously. They just dance around in the sunlight and have a good time. Did you ever talk to a butterfly about that?

Frieda merely smiled at him.

He pushed his boat into the water, holding it lightly by a rope, got down a pair of oars from a rack and stepped into it. Then he stood there looking at her.

Have you lived in Alexandria long? he asked.

About eight years now.

Do you like it?

Sometimes, not always. I wish we lived in Chicago. O-oh! she sniffed, turning up her pretty nose, isnt that lovely! She was smelling some odor of flowers blown from a garden.

Yes, I get it too. Geraniums, isnt it? Theyre blooming here, I see. A day like this sets me crazy. He sat down in his boat and put his oars in place.

Well, I have to go and try my luck for whales. Wouldnt you like to go fishing?

I would, all right, said Frieda, only aunt wouldnt let me, I think. Id just love to go. Its lots of fun, catching fish.

Yes, catching fish, laughed Eugene. Well, Ill bring you a nice little shark  one that bites. Would you like that? Down in the Atlantic Ocean they have sharks that bite and bark. They come up out of the water at night and bark like a dog.

O-o-oh, dear! how funny! giggled Frieda, and Eugene began slowly rowing his boat lakeward.

Be sure you bring me a nice fish, she called.

Be sure youre here to get it when I come back, he answered.

He saw her with the lattice of spring leaves behind her, the old house showing pleasantly on its rise of ground, some house-martens turning in the morning sky.

What a lovely girl, he thought. Shes beautiful  as fresh as a flower. That is the one great thing in the world  the beauty of girlhood.

He came back after a time expecting to find her, but her foster-mother had sent her on an errand. He felt a keen sense of disappointment.

There were other meetings after this, once on a day when he came back practically fishless and she laughed at him; once when he saw her sunning her hair on the back porch after she had washed it and she came down to stand under the trees near the water, looking like a naiad. He wished then he could take her in his arms, but he was a little uncertain of her and of himself. Once she came to his studio in the barn to bring him a piece of left-over dough which his mother had turned on the top of the stove.

Eugene used to be crazy about that when he was a boy, his mother had remarked.

Oh, let me take it to him, said Frieda gaily, gleeful over the idea of the adventure.

Thats a good idea, said Angela innocently. Wait, Ill put it on this saucer.

Frieda took it and ran. She found Eugene staring oddly at his canvas, his face curiously dark. When her head came above the loft floor his expression changed immediately. His guileless, kindly smile returned.

Guess what, she said, pulling a little white apron she had on over the dish.

Strawberries. They were in season.

Oh, no.

Peaches and cream.

Where would we get peaches now?

At the grocery store.

Ill give you one more guess.

Angel cake! He was fond of that, and Angela occasionally made it.

Your guesses are all gone. You cant have any.

He reached out his hand, but she drew back. He followed and she laughed. No, no, you cant have any now.

He caught her soft arm and drew her close to him. Sure I cant?

Their faces were close together.

She looked into his eyes for a moment, then dropped her lashes. Eugenes brain swirled with the sense of her beauty. It was the old talisman. He covered her sweet lips with his own and she yielded feverishly.

There now, eat your dough, she exclaimed when he let her go, pushing it shamefacedly toward him. She was flustered  so much so that she failed to jest about it. What would Mrs. Witla think, she added, if she could see us?

Eugene paused solemnly and listened. He was afraid of Angela.

Ive always liked this stuff, ever since I was a boy, he said in an offhand way.

So your mother said, replied Frieda, somewhat recovered. Let me see what youre painting. She came round to his side and he took her hand. Ill have to go now, she said wisely. Theyll be expecting me back.

Eugene speculated on the intelligence of girls  at least on that of those he liked. Somehow they were all wise under these circumstances  cautious. He could see that instinctively Frieda was prepared to protect him and herself. She did not appear to be suffering from any shock from this revelation. Rather she was inclined to make the best of it.

He folded her in his arms again.

Youre the angel cake and the strawberries and the peaches and cream, he said.

Dont! she pleaded. Dont! I have to go now.

And when he released her she ran quickly down the stairs, giving him a swift, parting smile.

So Frieda was added to the list of his conquests and he pondered over it gravely. If Angela could have seen this scene, what a storm there would have been! If she ever became conscious of what was going on, what a period of wrath there would be! It would be terrible. After her recent discovery of his letters he hated to think of that. Still this bliss of caressing youth  was it not worth any price? To have a bright, joyous girl of eighteen put her arms about you  could you risk too much for it? The world said one life, one love. Could he accede to that? Could any one woman satisfy him? Could Frieda if he had her? He did not know. He did not care to think about it. Only this walking in a garden of flowers  how delicious it was. This having a rose to your lips!

Angela saw nothing of this attraction for some time. She was not prepared yet to believe, poor little depender on the conventions as she understood them, that the world was full of plots and counter-plots, snares, pitfalls and gins. The way of the faithful and well-meaning woman in marriage should be simple and easy. She should not be harassed by uncertainty of affection, infelicities of temper, indifference or infidelity. If she worked hard, as Angela was trying to do, trying to be a good wife, saving, serving, making a sacrifice of her time and services and moods and wishes for her husbands sake, why shouldnt he do the same for her? She knew of no double standard of virtue. If she had she would not have believed in it. Her parents had raised her to see marriage in a different light. Her father was faithful to her mother. Eugenes father was faithful to his wife  that was perfectly plain. Her brothers-in-law were faithful to her sisters, Eugenes brothers-in-law were faithful to his sisters. Why should not Eugene be faithful to her?

So far, of course, she had no evidence to the contrary. He probably was faithful and would remain so. He had said so, but this pre-matrimonial philandering of his looked very curious. It was an astonishing thing that he could have deceived her so. She would never forget it. He was a genius to be sure. The world was waiting to hear what he had to say. He was a great man and should associate with great men, or, failing that, should not want to associate with anyone at all. It was ridiculous for him to be running around after silly women. She thought of this and decided to do her best to prevent it. The seat of the mighty was in her estimation the place for Eugene, with her in the foreground as a faithful and conspicuous acolyte, swinging the censer of praise and delight.

The days went on and various little meetings  some accidental, some premeditated  took place between Eugene and Frieda. There was one afternoon when he was at his sisters and she came there to get a pattern for her foster-mother from Sylvia. She lingered for over an hour, during which time Eugene had opportunities to kiss her a dozen times. The beauty of her eyes and her smile haunted him after she was gone. There was another time when he saw her at dusk near his boathouse, and kissed her in the shadow of the sheltering grape-arbor. In his own home there were clandestine moments and in his studio, the barn loft, for Frieda made occasion a few times to come to him  a promise to make a sketch of her being the excuse. Angela resented this, but she could not prevent it. In the main Frieda exhibited that curious patience in love which women so customarily exhibit and which a man can never understand. She could wait for her own to come to her  for him to find her; while he, with that curious avidness of the male in love, burned as a fed fire to see her. He was jealous of the little innocent walks she took with boys she knew. The fact that it was necessary for her to be away from him was a great deprivation. The fact that he was married to Angela was a horrible disaster. He would look at Angela, when she was with him, preventing him from his freedom in love, with almost calculated hate in his eyes. Why had he married her? As for Frieda, when she was near, and he could not draw near her, his eyes followed her movements with a yearning, devouring glance. He was fairly beside himself with anguish under the spell of her beauty. Frieda had no notion of the consuming flame she had engendered.

It was a simple thing to walk home with her from the post-office  quite accidentally on several occasions. It was a fortuitous thing that Anna Roth should invite Angela and himself, as well as his father and mother, to her house to dinner. On one occasion when Frieda was visiting at the Witla homestead, Angela thought Frieda stepped away from Eugene in a curiously disturbed manner when she came into the parlor. She was not sure. Frieda hung round him in a good-natured way most of the time when various members of the family were present. She wondered if by any chance he was making love to her, but she could not prove it. She tried to watch them from then on, but Eugene was so subtle, Frieda so circumspect, that she never did obtain any direct testimony. Nevertheless, before they left Alexandria there was a weeping scene over this, hysterical, tempestuous, in which she accused him of making love to Frieda, he denying it stoutly.

If it wasnt for your relatives sake, she declared, I would accuse her to her face, here before your eyes. She couldnt dare deny it.

Oh, youre crazy, said Eugene. Youre the most suspicious woman I ever knew. Good Lord! Cant I look at a woman any more? This little girl! Cant I even be nice to her?

Nice to her? Nice to her? I know how youre nice to her. I can see! I can feel! Oh, God! Why cant you give me a faithful husband!

Oh, cut it out! demanded Eugene defiantly. Youre always watching. I cant turn around but you have your eye on me. I can tell. Well, you go ahead and watch. Thats all the good it will do you. Ill give you some real reason for watching one of these days. You make me tired!

Oh, hear how he talks to me, moaned Angela, and were only married one year! Oh, Eugene, how can you? Have you no pity, no shame? Here in your own home, too! Oh! oh! oh!

To Eugene such hysterics were maddening. He could not understand how anyone should want or find it possible to carry on in this fashion. He was lying out of the whole cloth about Frieda, but Angela didnt know and he knew she didnt know. All these tantrums were based on suspicion. If she would do this on a mere suspicion, what would she not do when she had a proved cause?

Still by her tears she as yet had the power of rousing his sympathies and awakening his sense of shame. Her sorrow made him slightly ashamed of his conduct or rather sorry, for the tougher nature was constantly presenting itself. Her suspicions made the further pursuit of this love quest practically impossible. Secretly he already cursed the day he had married her, for Friedas face was ever before him, a haunting lure to love and desire. In this hour life looked terribly sad to him. He couldnt help feeling that all the perfect things one might seek or find were doomed to the searing breath of an inimical fate. Ashes of roses  that was all life had to offer. Dead sea fruit, turning to ashes upon the lips. Oh, Frieda! Frieda! Oh, youth, youth! That there should dance before him for evermore an unattainable desire  the holy grail of beauty. Oh life, oh death! Which was really better, waking or sleeping? If he could only have Frieda now it would be worth living, but without her  


CHAPTER XV

The weakness of Eugene was that he was prone in each of these new conquests to see for the time being the sum and substance of bliss, to rise rapidly in the scale of uncontrollable, exaggerated affection, until he felt that here and nowhere else, now and in this particular form was ideal happiness. He had been in love with Stella, with Margaret, with Ruby, with Angela, with Christina, and now with Frieda, quite in this way, and it had taught him nothing as yet concerning love except that it was utterly delightful. He wondered at times how it was that the formation of a particular face could work this spell. There was plain magic in the curl of a lock of hair, the whiteness or roundness of a forehead, the shapeliness of a nose or ear, the arched redness of full-blown petal lips. The cheek, the chin, the eye  in combination with these things  how did they work this witchery? The tragedies to which he laid himself open by yielding to these spells  he never stopped to think of them.

It is a question whether the human will, of itself alone, ever has cured or ever can cure any human weakness. Tendencies are subtle things. They are involved in the chemistry of ones being, and those who delve in the mysteries of biology frequently find that curious anomaly, a form of minute animal life born to be the prey of another form of animal life  chemically and physically attracted to its own disaster. Thus, to quote Calkins, some protozoa are apparently limited to special kinds of food. The slipper-animal (Paramecium) and the bell-animal (Vorticella) live on certain kinds of bacteria, and many others, which live upon smaller protozoa, seem to have a marked affinity for certain kinds. I have watched one of these creatures (Actinobolus) lie perfectly quiet while hundreds of bacteria and smaller kinds of protozoa bumped against it, until a certain variety (Halteria grandinella) came near, when a minute dart, or trochocyst, attached to a relatively long thread, was launched. The victim was invariably hit, and after a short struggle was drawn in and devoured. The results of many experiments indicate that the apparently willful selection in these cases is the inevitable action of definite chemical and physical laws which the individual organism can no more change than it can change the course of gravitation. The killing dart mentioned above is called out by the particular kind of prey with the irresistible attraction of an iron filing for a magnet.

Eugene did not know of these curious biologic experiments at this time, but he suspected that these attractions were deeper than human will. He thought at times that he ought to resist his impulses. At other times he asked himself why. If his treasure was in this and he lost it by resistance, what had he? A sense of personal purity? It did not appeal to him. The respect of his fellow-citizens? He believed that most of his fellow-citizens were whited sepulchres. What good did their hypocritical respect do him? Justice to others? Others were not concerned, or should not be in the natural affinity which might manifest itself between two people. That was for them to settle. Besides, there was very little justice in the world. As for his wife  well, he had given her his word, but he had not done so willingly. Might one swear eternal fealty and abide by it when the very essence of nature was lack of fealty, inconsiderateness, destruction, change? A gloomy Hamlet to be sure, asking can honor set a leg?  a subtle Machiavelli believing that might made right, sure that it was a matter of careful planning, not ethics which brought success in this world, and yet one of the poorest planners in it. An anarchistic manifestation of selfishness surely; but his additional plea was that he did not make his own mind, nor his emotions, nor anything else. And worst of all, he counselled himself that he was not seizing anything ruthlessly. He was merely accepting that which was thrust temptingly before him by fate.

Hypnotic spells of this character like contagion and fever have their period of duration, their beginning, climax and end. It is written that love is deathless, but this was not written of the body nor does it concern the fevers of desire. The marriage of true minds to which Shakespeare would admit no impediment is of a different texture and has little sex in it. The friendship of Damon and Pythias was a marriage in the best sense, though it concerned two men. The possibilities of intellectual union between a man and a woman are quite the same. This is deathless in so far as it reflects the spiritual ideals of the universe  not more so. All else is illusion of short duration and vanishes in thin air.

When the time came for Eugene to leave Alexandria as he had originally wanted to do, he was not at all anxious to depart; rather it was an occasion of great suffering for him. He could not see any solution to the problem which confronted him in connection with Friedas love for him. As a matter of fact, when he thought about it at all he was quite sure that she did not understand or appreciate the nature of her affection for him or his for her. It had no basis in responsibility. It was one of those things born of thin air  sunlight, bright waters, the reflection of a bright room  things which are intangible and insubstantial. Eugene was not one who, if he thought anything at all about it, would persuade a girl to immorality for the mere sake of indulgence. His feelings were invariably compounded of finer things, love of companionship, love of beauty, a variable sense of the consequences which must ensue, not so much to him as to her, though he took himself into consideration. If she were not already experienced and he had no method of protecting her, if he could not take her as his wife or give her the advantages of his presence and financial support, secretly or openly, if he could not keep all their transactions a secret from the world, he was inclined to hesitate. He did not want to do anything rash  as much for her sake as for his. In this case, the fact that he could not marry her, that he could not reasonably run away with her, seeing that he was mentally sick and of uncertain financial condition, the fact that he was surrounded by home conditions which made it of the greatest importance that he should conduct himself circumspectly, weighed greatly with him. Nevertheless a tragedy could easily have resulted here. If Frieda had been of a headstrong, unthinking nature; if Angela had been less watchful, morbid, appealing in her mood; if the family and town conditions had been less weighty; if Eugene had had health and ample means, he would probably have deserted Angela, taken Frieda to some European city  he dreamed of Paris in this connection  and found himself confronted later by an angry father or a growing realization that Friedas personal charms were not the sum and substance of his existence, or both. George Roth, for all he was a traveling salesman, was a man of considerable determination. He might readily have ended the life of his daughters betrayer  art reputation or no. He worshiped Frieda as the living image of his dead wife, and at best he would have been heartbroken.

As it was, there was not much chance of this, for Eugene was not rash. He was too philosophic. Conditions might have arisen in which he would have shown the most foolhardy bravado, but not in his present state. There was not sufficient anguish in his own existence to drive him to action. He saw no clear way. So, in June, with Angela he took his departure for Blackwood, pretending, to her, outward indifference as to his departure, but inwardly feeling as though his whole life were coming to nothing.

When he reached Blackwood he was now, naturally, disgusted with the whole atmosphere of it. Frieda was not there. Alexandria, from having been the most wearisome sidepool of aimless inactivity, had suddenly taken on all the characteristics of paradise. The little lakes, the quiet streets, the court house square, his sisters home, Friedas home, his own home, had been once more invested for him with the radiance of romance  that intangible glory of feeling which can have no existence outside the illusion of love. Friedas face was everywhere in it, her form, the look of her eyes. He could see nothing there now save the glory of Frieda. It was as though the hard, weary face of a barren landscape were suddenly bathed in the soft effulgence of a midnight moon.

As for Blackwood, it was as lovely as ever but he could not see it. The fact that his attitude had changed toward Angela for the time being made all the difference. He did not really hate her  he told himself that. She was not any different from that she had been, that was perfectly plain. The difference was in him. He really could not be madly in love with two people at once. He had entertained joint affections for Angela and Ruby, and Angela and Christina, but those were not the dominating fevers which this seemed to be. He could not for the time get the face of this girl out of his mind. He was sorry for Angela at moments. Then, because of her insistence on his presence with her  on her being in his company, following him around as he put it, he hated her. Dear Heaven! if he could only be free without injuring her. If he could only get loose. Think, at this moment he might be with Frieda walking in the sun somewhere, rowing on the lake at Alexandria, holding her in his arms. He would never forget how she looked the first morning she came into his barn studio at home  how enticing she was the first night he saw her at Sylvias. What a rotten mess living was, anyhow. And so he sat about in the hammock at the Blue homestead, or swung in a swing that old Jotham had since put up for Mariettas beaux, or dreamed in a chair in the shade of the house, reading. He was dreary and lonely with just one ambition in the world  Frieda.

Meanwhile, as might be expected, his health was not getting any better. Instead of curing himself of those purely carnal expressions of passion which characterized his life with Angela, the latter went on unbroken. One would have thought that his passion for Frieda would have interrupted this, but the presence of Angela, the comparatively enforced contact, her insistence on his attentions, broke down again and again the protecting barrier of distaste. Had he been alone, he would have led a chaste life until some new and available infatuation seized him. As it was there was no refuge either from himself or Angela, and the at times almost nauseating relationship went on and on.

Those of the Blue family, who were in the home or near it, were delighted to see him. The fact that he had achieved such a great success, as the papers had reported, with his first exhibition and had not lost ground with the second  a very interesting letter had come from M. Charles saying that the Paris pictures would be shown in Paris in July  gave them a great estimate of him. Angela was a veritable queen in this home atmosphere; and as for Eugene, he was given the privilege of all geniuses to do as he pleased. On this occasion Eugene was the centre of interest, though he appeared not to be, for his four solid Western brothers-in-law gave no indication that they thought he was unusual. He was not their type  banker, lawyer, grain merchant and real estate dealer  but they felt proud of him just the same. He was different, and at the same time natural, genial, modest, inclined to appear far more interested in their affairs than he really was. He would listen by the hour to the details of their affairs, political, financial, agricultural, social. The world was a curious compost to Eugene and he was always anxious to find out how other people lived. He loved a good story, and while he rarely told one he made a splendid audience for those who did. His eyes would sparkle and his whole face light with the joy of the humor he felt.

Through all this  the attention he was receiving, the welcome he was made to feel, the fact that his art interests were not yet dead (the Paris exhibition being the expiring breath of his original burst of force), he was nevertheless feeling the downward trend of his affairs most keenly. His mind was not right. That was surely true. His money affairs were getting worse, not better, for while he could hope for a few sales yet (the Paris pictures did not sell in New York) he was not certain that this would be the case. This homeward trip had cost him two hundred of his seventeen hundred dollars and there would be additional expenses if he went to Chicago, as he planned in the fall. He could not live a single year on fifteen hundred dollars  scarcely more than six months, and he could not paint or illustrate anything new in his present state. Additional sales of the pictures of the two original exhibitions must be effected in a reasonable length of time or he would find himself in hard straits.

Meanwhile, Angela, who had obtained such a high estimate of his future by her experience in New York and Paris, was beginning to enjoy herself again, for after all, in her judgment, she seemed to be able to manage Eugene very well. He might have had some slight understanding with Frieda Roth  it couldnt have been much or she would have seen it, she thought  but she had managed to break it up. Eugene was cross, naturally, but that was due more to her quarreling than anything else. These storms of feeling on her part  not always premeditated  seemed very essential. Eugene must be made to understand that he was married now; that he could not look upon or run after girls as he had in the old days. She was well aware that he was considerably younger than she was in temperament, inclined to be exceedingly boyish, and this was apt to cause trouble anywhere. But if she watched over him, kept his attention fixed on her, everything would come out all right. And then there were all these other delightful qualities  his looks, his genial manner, his reputation, his talent. What a delightful thing it had become to announce herself as Mrs. Eugene Witla and how those who knew about him sat up. Big people were his friends, artists admired him, common, homely, everyday people thought he was nice and considerate and able and very worth while. He was generally liked everywhere. What more could one want?

Angela knew nothing of his real thoughts, for because of sympathy, a secret sense of injustice toward her on his part, a vigorous, morbid impression of the injustice of life as a whole, a desire to do things in a kindly or at least a secret and not brutal way, he was led to pretend at all times that he really cared for her; to pose as being comfortable and happy; to lay all his moods to his inability to work. Angela, who could not read him clearly, saw nothing of this. He was too subtle for her understanding at times. She was living in a fools paradise; playing over a sleeping volcano.

He grew no better and by fall began to get the notion that he could do better by living in Chicago. His health would come back to him there perhaps. He was terribly tired of Blackwood. The long tree-shaded lawn was nothing to him now. The little lake, the stream, the fields that he had rejoiced in at first were to a great extent a commonplace. Old Jotham was a perpetual source of delight to him with his kindly, stable, enduring attitude toward things and his interesting comment on life, and Marietta entertained him with her wit, her good nature, her intuitive understanding; but he could not be happy just talking to everyday, normal, stable people, interesting and worthwhile as they might be. The doing of simple things, living a simple life, was just now becoming irritating. He must go to London, Paris  do things. He couldnt loaf this way. It mattered little that he could not work. He must try. This isolation was terrible.

There followed six months spent in Chicago in which he painted not one picture that was satisfactory to him, that was not messed into nothingness by changes and changes and changes. There were then three months in the mountains of Tennessee because someone told him of a wonderfully curative spring in a delightful valley where the spring came as a dream of color and the expense of living was next to nothing. There were four months of summer in southern Kentucky on a ridge where the air was cool, and after that five months on the Gulf of Mexico, at Biloxi, in Mississippi, because some comfortable people in Kentucky and Tennessee told Angela of this delightful winter resort farther South. All this time Eugenes money, the fifteen hundred dollars he had when he left Blackwood, several sums of two hundred, one hundred and fifty and two hundred and fifty, realized from pictures sold in New York and Paris during the fall and winter following his Paris exhibition, and two hundred which had come some months afterward from a fortuitous sale by M. Charles of one of his old New York views, had been largely dissipated. He still had five hundred dollars, but with no pictures being sold and none painted he was in a bad way financially in so far as the future was concerned. He could possibly return to Alexandria with Angela and live cheaply there for another six months, but because of the Frieda incident both he and she objected to it. Angela was afraid of Frieda and was resolved that she would not go there so long as Frieda was in the town, and Eugene was ashamed because of the light a return would throw on his fading art prospects. Blackwood was out of the question to him. They had lived on her parents long enough. If he did not get better he must soon give up this art idea entirely, for he could not live on trying to paint.

He began to think that he was possessed  obsessed of a devil  and that some people were pursued by evil spirits, fated by stars, doomed from their birth to failure or accident. How did the astrologer in New York know that he was to have four years of bad luck? He had seen three of them already. Why did a man who read his palm in Chicago once say that his hand showed two periods of disaster, just as the New York astrologer had and that he was likely to alter the course of his life radically in the middle portion of it? Were there any fixed laws of being? Did any of the so-called naturalistic school of philosophers and scientists whom he had read know anything at all? They were always talking about the fixed laws of the universe  the unalterable laws of chemistry and physics. Why didnt chemistry or physics throw some light on his peculiar physical condition, on the truthful prediction of the astrologer, on the signs and portents which he had come to observe for himself as foretelling trouble or good fortune for himself. If his left eye twitched he had observed of late he was going to have a quarrel with someone  invariably Angela. If he found a penny or any money, he was going to get money; for every notification of a sale of a picture with the accompanying check had been preceded by the discovery of a coin somewhere: once a penny in State Street, Chicago, on a rainy day  M. Charles wrote that a picture had been sold in Paris for two hundred; once a three-cent piece of the old American issue in the dust of a road in Tennessee  M. Charles wrote that one of his old American views had brought one hundred and fifty; once a penny in sands by the Gulf in Biloxi  another notification of a sale. So it went. He found that when doors squeaked, people were apt to get sick in the houses where they were; and a black dog howling in front of a house was a sure sign of death. He had seen this with his own eyes, this sign which his mother had once told him of as having been verified in her experience, in connection with the case of a man who was sick in Biloxi. He was sick, and a dog came running along the street and stopped in front of this place  a black dog  and the man died. Eugene saw this with his own eyes,  that is, the dog and the sick mans death notice. The dog howled at four oclock in the afternoon and the next morning the man was dead. He saw the crape on the door. Angela mocked at his superstition, but he was convinced. There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, than are dreamt of in your philosophy.


CHAPTER XVI

Eugene was reaching the point where he had no more money and was compelled to think by what process he would continue to make a living in the future. Worry and a hypochondriacal despair had reduced his body to a comparatively gaunt condition. His eyes had a nervous, apprehensive look. He would walk about speculating upon the mysteries of nature, wondering how he was to get out of this, what was to become of him, how soon, if ever, another picture would be sold, when? Angela, from having fancied that his illness was a mere temporary indisposition, had come to feel that he might be seriously affected for some time. He was not sick physically: he could walk and eat and talk vigorously enough, but he could not work and he was worrying, worrying, worrying.

Angela was quite as well aware as Eugene that their finances were in a bad way or threatening to become so, though he said nothing at all about them. He was ashamed to confess at this day, after their very conspicuous beginning in New York, that he was in fear of not doing well. How silly  he with all his ability! Surely he would get over this, and soon.

Angelas economical upbringing and naturally saving instinct stood her in good stead now, for she could market with the greatest care, purchase to the best advantage, make every scrap and penny count. She knew how to make her own clothes, as Eugene had found out when he first visited Blackwood, and was good at designing hats. Although she had thought in New York, when Eugene first began to make money, that now she would indulge in tailor-made garments and the art of an excellent dressmaker, she had never done so. With true frugality she had decided to wait a little while, and then Eugenes health having failed she had not the chance any more. Fearing the possible long duration of this storm she had begun to mend and clean and press and make over whatever seemed to require it. Even when Eugene suggested that she get something new she would not do it. Her consideration for their future  the difficulty he might have in making a living, deterred her.

Eugene noted this, though he said nothing. He was not unaware of the fear that she felt, the patience she exhibited, the sacrifice she made of her own whims and desires to his, and he was not entirely unappreciative. It was becoming very apparent to him that she had no life outside his own  no interests. She was his shadow, his alter ego, his servant, his anything he wanted her to be. Little Pigtail was one of his jesting pet names for her because in the West as a boy they had always called anyone who ran errands for others a pigtailer. In playing one old cat, if one wanted another to chase the struck balls he would say: You pig-tail for me, Willie, will you? And Angela was his little pigtail.

There were no further grounds for jealousy during the time, almost two years, in which they were wandering around together, for the reason that she was always with him, almost his sole companion, and that they did not stay long enough in any one place and under sufficiently free social conditions to permit him to form those intimacies which might have resulted disastrously. Some girls did take his eye  the exceptional in youth and physical perfection were always doing that, but he had no chance or very little of meeting them socially. They were not living with people they knew, were not introduced in the local social worlds, which they visited. Eugene could only look at these maidens whom he chanced to spy from time to time, and wish that he might know them better. It was hard to be tied down to a conventional acceptance of matrimony  to pretend that he was interested in beauty only in a sociological way. He had to do it before Angela though (and all conventional people for that matter), for she objected strenuously to the least interest he might manifest in any particular woman. All his remarks had to be general and guarded in their character. At the least show of feeling or admiration Angela would begin to criticize his choice and to show him wherein his admiration was ill-founded. If he were especially interested she would attempt to tear his latest ideal to pieces. She had no mercy, and he could see plainly enough on what her criticism was based. It made him smile but he said nothing. He even admired her for her heroic efforts to hold her own, though every victory she seemed to win served only to strengthen the bars of his own cage.

It was during this time that he could not help learning and appreciating just how eager, patient and genuine was her regard for his material welfare. To her he was obviously the greatest man in the world, a great painter, a great thinker, a great lover, a great personality every way. It didnt make so much difference to her at this time that he wasnt making any money. He would sometime, surely, and wasnt she getting it all in fame anyhow, now? Why, to be Mrs. Eugene Witla, after what she had seen of him in New York and Paris, what more could she want? Wasnt it all right for her to rake and scrape now, to make her own clothes and hats, save, mend, press and patch? He would come out of all this silly feeling about other women once he became a little older, and then he would be all right. Anyhow he appeared to love her now; and that was something. Because he was lonely, fearsome, uncertain of himself, uncertain of the future, he welcomed these unsparing attentions on her part, and this deceived her. Who else would give them to him, he thought; who else would be so faithful in times like these? He almost came to believe that he could love her again, be faithful to her, if he could keep out of the range of these other enticing personalities. If only he could stamp out this eager desire for other women, their praise and their beauty!

But this was more because he was sick and lonely than anything else. If he had been restored to health then and there, if prosperity had descended on him as he so eagerly dreamed, it would have been the same as ever. He was as subtle as nature itself; as changeable as a chameleon. But two things were significant and real  two things to which he was as true and unvarying as the needle to the pole  his love of the beauty of life which was coupled with his desire to express it in color, and his love of beauty in the form of the face of a woman, or rather that of a girl of eighteen. That blossoming of life in womanhood at eighteen!  there was no other thing under the sun like it to him. It was like the budding of the trees in spring; the blossoming of flowers in the early morning; the odor of roses and dew, the color of bright waters and clear jewels. He could not be faithless to that. He could not get away from it. It haunted him like a joyous vision, and the fact that the charms of Stella and Ruby and Angela and Christina and Frieda in whom it had been partially or wholly shadowed forth at one time or another had come and gone, made little difference. It remained clear and demanding. He could not escape it  the thought; he could not deny it. He was haunted by this, day after day, and hour after hour; and when he said to himself that he was a fool, and that it would lure him as a will-o-the-wisp to his destruction and that he could find no profit in it ultimately, still it would not down. The beauty of youth; the beauty of eighteen! To him life without it was a joke, a shabby scramble, a work-horse job, with only silly material details like furniture and houses and steel cars and stores all involved in a struggle for what? To make a habitation for more shabby humanity? Never! To make a habitation for beauty? Certainly! What beauty? The beauty of old age?  How silly! The beauty of middle age? Nonsense! The beauty of maturity? No! The beauty of youth? Yes. The beauty of eighteen. No more and no less. That was the standard, and the history of the world proved it. Art, literature, romance, history, poetry  if they did not turn on this and the lure of this and the wars and sins because of this, what did they turn on? He was for beauty. The history of the world justified him. Who could deny it?


CHAPTER XVII

From Biloxi, because of the approach of summer when it would be unbearably warm there, and because his funds were so low that it was necessary to make a decisive move of some kind whether it led to complete disaster or not, he decided to return to New York. In storage with Kellners (M. Charles had kindly volunteered to take care of them for him) were a number of the pictures left over from the original show, and nearly all the paintings of the Paris exhibition. The latter had not sold well. Eugenes idea was that he could slip into New York quietly, take a room in some side street or in Jersey City or Brooklyn where he would not be seen, have the pictures in the possession of M. Charles returned to him, and see if he could not get some of the minor art dealers or speculators of whom he had heard to come and look at them and buy them outright. Failing that, he might take them himself, one by one, to different dealers here and there and dispose of them. He remembered now that Eberhard Zang had, through Norma Whitmore, asked him to come and see him. He fancied that, as Kellners had been so interested, and the newspaper critics had spoken of him so kindly the smaller dealers would be eager to take up with him. Surely they would buy this material. It was exceptional  very. Why not?

Eugene forgot or did not know the metaphysical side of prosperity and failure. He did not realize that as a man thinketh so is he, and so also is the estimate of the whole world at the time he is thinking of himself thus  not as he is but as he thinks he is. The sense of it is abroad  by what processes we know not, but so it is.

Eugenes mental state, so depressed, so helpless, so fearsome  a rudderless boat in the dark, transmitted itself as an impression, a wireless message to all those who knew him or knew of him. His breakdown, which had first astonished M. Charles, depressed and then weakened the latters interest in him. Like all other capable, successful men in the commercial world M. Charles was for strong men  men in the heyday of their success, the zenith of their ability. The least variation from this standard of force and interest was noticeable to him. If a man was going to fail  going to get sick and lose his interest in life or have his viewpoint affected, it might be very sad, but there was just one thing to do under such circumstances  get away from him. Failures of any kind were dangerous things to countenance. One must not have anything to do with them. They were very unprofitable. Such people as Temple Boyle and Vincent Beers, who had been his instructors in the past and who had heard of him in Chicago at the time of his success, Luke Severas, William McConnell, Oren Benedict, Hudson Dula, and others wondered what had become of him. Why did he not paint any more? He was never seen in the New York haunts of art! It was rumored at the time of the Paris exhibition that he was going to London to do a similar group of views, but the London exhibition never came off. He had told Smite and MacHugh the spring he left that he might do Chicago next, but that came to nothing. There was no evidence of it. There were rumors that he was very rich, that his art had failed him, that he had lost his mind even, and so the art world that knew him and was so interested in him no longer cared very much. It was too bad but  so thought the rival artists  there was one less difficult star to contend with. As for his friends, they were sorry, but such was life. He might recover. If not,  well  .

As time went on, one year, another year, another year, the strangeness of his suddenly brilliant burst and disappearance became to the talented in this field a form of classic memory. He was a man of such promise! Why did he not go on painting? There was an occasional mention in conversation or in print, but Eugene to all intents and purposes was dead.

When he came to New York it was after his capital had been reduced to three hundred dollars and he had given Angela one hundred and twenty-five of this to take her back to Blackwood and keep her there until he could make such arrangements as would permit her to join him. After a long discussion they had finally agreed that this would be best, for, seeing that he could neither paint nor illustrate, there was no certainty as to what he would do. To come here on so little money with her was not advisable. She had her home where she was welcome to stay for a while anyhow. Meanwhile he figured he could weather any storm alone.

The appearance of the metropolis, after somewhat over two years of absence during which he had wandered everywhere, was most impressive to Eugene. It was a relief after the mountains of Kentucky and Tennessee and the loneliness of the Biloxi coast, to get back to this swarming city where millions were hurrying to and fro, and where ones misery as well as ones prosperity was apparently swallowed up in an inconceivable mass of life. A subway was being built. The automobile, which only a few years before was having a vague, uncertain beginning, was now attaining a tremendous vogue. Magnificent cars of new design were everywhere. From the ferry-house in Jersey City he could see notable changes in the skyline, and a single walk across Twenty-third Street and up Seventh Avenue showed him a changing world  great hotels, great apartment houses, a tremendous crush of vainglorious life which was moulding the city to its desires. It depressed him greatly, for he had always hoped to be an integral part of this magnificence and display and now he was not  might never be again.

It was still raw and cold, for the spring was just beginning to break, and Eugene was compelled to buy a light overcoat, his own imperishable great coat having been left behind, and he had no other fit to wear. Appearances, he thought, demanded this. He had spent forty of his closely-guarded one hundred and seventy-five dollars coming from Biloxi to New York, and now an additional fifteen was required for this coat, leaving him one hundred and twenty-five dollars with which to begin his career anew. He was greatly worried as to the outcome, but curiously also he had an abiding subconscious feeling that it could not be utterly destructive to him.

He rented a cheap room in a semi-respectable neighborhood in West Twenty-fourth Street near Eleventh Avenue solely because he wanted to keep out of the run of intellectual life and hide until he could get on his feet. It was an old and shabby residence in an old and shabby red brick neighborhood such as he had drawn in one of his views, but it was not utterly bad. The people were poor but fairly intellectual. He chose this particular neighborhood with all its poverty because it was near the North River where the great river traffic could be seen, and where, because of some open lots in which were stored wagons, his one single west window gave him a view of all this life. About the corner in Twenty-third Street, in another somewhat decayed residence, was a moderate priced restaurant and boarding house. Here he could get a meal for twenty-five cents. He cared nothing for the life that was about him. It was cheap, poor, from a money point of view, dingy, but he would not be here forever he hoped. These people did not know him. Besides the number 552 West 24th Street did not sound bad. It might be one of the old neighborhoods with which New York was dotted, and which artists were inclined to find and occupy.

After he had secured this room from a semi-respectable Irish landlady, a dock weighers wife, he decided to call upon M. Charles. He knew that he looked quite respectable as yet, despite his poverty and decline. His clothes were good, his overcoat new, his manner brisk and determined. But what he could not see was that his face in its thin sallowness, and his eyes with their semi-feverish lustre bespoke a mind that was harassed by trouble of some kind. He stood outside the office of Kellner and Son in Fifth Avenue  a half block from the door, wondering whether he should go in, and just what he should say. He had written to M. Charles from time to time that his health was bad and that he couldnt work  always that he hoped to be better soon. He had always hoped that a reply would come that another of his pictures had been sold. One year had gone and then two, and now a third was under way and still he was not any better. M. Charles would look at him searchingly. He would have to bear his gaze unflinchingly. In his present nervous state this was difficult and yet he was not without a kind of defiance even now. He would force himself back into favor with life sometime.

He finally mustered up his courage and entered and M. Charles greeted him warmly.

This certainly is good,  to see you again. I had almost given up hope that you would ever come back to New York. How is your health now? And how is Mrs. Witla? It doesnt seem as though it had been three years. Youre looking excellent. And how is painting going now? Getting to the point where you can do something again?

Eugene felt for the moment as though M. Charles believed him to be in excellent condition, whereas that shrewd observer of men was wondering what could have worked so great a change. Eugene appeared to be eight years older. There were marked wrinkles between his eyes and an air of lassitude and weariness. He thought to himself, Why, this man may possibly be done for artistically. Something has gone from him which I noted the first time I met him: that fire and intense enthusiasm which radiated force after the fashion of an arclight. Now he seems to be seeking to draw something in,  to save himself from drowning as it were. He is making a voiceless appeal for consideration. What a pity!

The worst of it all was that in his estimation nothing could be done in such a case. You couldnt do anything for an artist who could do nothing for himself. His art was gone. The sanest thing for him to do would be to quit trying, go at some other form of labor and forget all about it. It might be that he would recover, but it was a question. Nervous breakdowns were not infrequently permanent.

Eugene noticed something of this in his manner. He couldnt tell exactly what it was, but M. Charles seemed more than ordinarily preoccupied, careful and distant. He wasnt exactly chilly in his manner, but reserved, as though he were afraid he might be asked to do something which he could not very well do.

I noticed that the Paris scenes did not do very well either here or in Paris, observed Eugene with an air of nonchalance, as though it were a matter of small importance, at the same time hoping that he would have some favorable word. I had the idea that they would take better than they did. Still I dont suppose I ought to expect everything to sell. The New York ones did all right.

They did very well indeed, much better than I expected. I didnt think as many would be sold as were. They were very new and considerably outside the lines of current interest. The Paris pictures, on the other hand, were foreign to Americans in the wrong sense. By that I mean they werent to be included in that genre art which comes from abroad, but is not based on any locality and is universal in its appeal  thematically speaking. Your Paris pictures were, of course, pictures in the best sense to those who see art as color and composition and idea, but to the ordinary lay mind they were, I take it, merely Paris scenes. You get what I mean. In that sense they were foreign, and Paris has been done illustratively anyhow. You might have done better with London or Chicago. Still you have every reason to congratulate yourself. Your work made a distinct impression both here and in France. When you feel able to return to it I have no doubt you will find that time has done you no harm.

He tried to be polite and entertaining, but he was glad when Eugene went away again.

The latter turned out into the street disconsolate. He could see how things were. He was down and out for the present and would have to wait.


CHAPTER XVIII

The next thing was to see what could be done with the other art dealers and the paintings that were left. There were quite a number of them. If he could get any reasonable price at all he ought to be able to live quite awhile  long enough anyhow to get on his feet again. When they came to his quiet room and were unpacked by him in a rather shamefaced and disturbed manner and distributed about, they seemed wonderful things. Why, if the critics had raved over them and M. Charles had thought they were so fine, could they not be sold? Art dealers would surely buy them! Still, now that he was on the ground again and could see the distinctive art shops from the sidewalks his courage failed him. They were not running after pictures. Exceptional as he might be, there were artists in plenty  good ones. He could not run to other well known art dealers very well for his work had become identified with the house of Kellner and Son. Some of the small dealers might buy them but they would not buy them all  probably one or two at the most, and that at a sacrifice. What a pass to come to!  he, Eugene Witla, who three years before had been in the heyday of his approaching prosperity, wondering as he stood in the room of a gloomy side-street house how he was going to raise money to live through the summer, and how he was going to sell the paintings which had seemed the substance of his fortune but two years before. He decided that he would ask several of the middle class dealers whether they would not come and look at what he had to show. To a number of the smaller dealers in Fourth, Sixth, Eighth Avenues and elsewhere he would offer to sell several outright when necessity pinched. Still he had to raise money soon. Angela could not be left at Blackwood indefinitely.

He went to Jacob Bergman, Henry LaRue, Pottle Frères and asked if they would be interested to see what he had. Henry Bergman, who was his own manager, recalled his name at once. He had seen the exhibition but was not eager. He asked curiously how the pictures of the first and second exhibitions had sold, how many there were of them, what prices they brought. Eugene told him.

You might bring one or two here and leave them on sale. You know how that is. Someone might take a fancy to them. You never can tell.

He explained that his commission was twenty-five per cent, and that he would report when a sale was made. He was not interested to come and see them. Eugene could select any two pictures he pleased. It was the same with Henry LaRue and Pottle Frères, though the latter had never heard of him. They asked him to show them one of his pictures. Eugenes pride was touched the least bit by this lack of knowledge on their part, though seeing how things were going with him he felt as though he might expect as much and more.

Other art dealers he did not care to trust with his paintings on sale, and he was now ashamed to start carrying them about to the magazines, where at least one hundred and twenty-five to one hundred and fifty per picture might be expected for them, if they were sold at all. He did not want the magazine art world to think that he had come to this. His best friend was Hudson Dula, and he might no longer be Art Director of Truth. As a matter of fact Dula was no longer there. Then there were Jan Jansen and several others, but they were no doubt thinking of him now as a successful painter. It seemed as though his natural pride were building insurmountable barriers for him. How was he to live if he could not do this and could not paint? He decided on trying the small art dealers with a single picture, offering to sell it outright. They might not recognize him and so might buy it direct. He could accept, in such cases, without much shock to his pride, anything which they might offer, if it were not too little.

He tried this one bright morning in May, and though it was not without result it spoiled the beautiful day for him. He took one picture, a New York scene, and carried it to a third rate art dealer whose place he had seen in upper Sixth Avenue, and without saying anything about himself asked if he would like to buy it. The proprietor, a small, dark individual of Semitic extraction, looked at him curiously and at his picture. He could tell from a single look that Eugene was in trouble, that he needed money and that he was anxious to sell his picture. He thought of course that he would take anything for it and he was not sure that he wanted the picture at that. It was not very popular in theme, a view of a famous Sixth Avenue restaurant showing behind the track of the L road, with a driving rain pouring in between the interstices of light. Years after this picture was picked up by a collector from Kansas City at an old furniture sale and hung among his gems, but this morning its merits were not very much in evidence.

I see that you occasionally exhibit a painting in your window for sale. Do you buy originals?

Now and again, said the man indifferently not often. What have you?

I have an oil here that I painted not so long ago. I occasionally do these things. I thought maybe you would like to buy it.

The proprietor stood by indifferently while Eugene untied the string, took off the paper and stood the picture up for inspection. It was striking enough in its way but it did not appeal to him as being popular. I dont think its anything that I could sell here, he remarked, shrugging his shoulders. Its good, but we dont have much call for pictures of any kind. If it were a straight landscape or a marine or a figure of some kind  . Figures sell best. But this  I doubt if I could get rid of it. You might leave it on sale if you want to. Somebody might like it. I dont think Id care to buy it.

I dont care to leave it on sale, replied Eugene irritably. Leave one of his pictures in a cheap side-street art store  and that on sale! He would not. He wanted to say something cutting in reply but he curbed his welling wrath to ask,

How much do you think it would be worth if you did want it?

Oh, replied the proprietor, pursing his lips reflectively, not more than ten dollars. We cant ask much for anything we have on view here. The Fifth Avenue stores take all the good trade.

Eugene winced. Ten dollars! Why, what a ridiculous sum! What was the use of coming to a place like this anyhow? He could do better dealing with the art directors or the better stores. But where were they? Whom could he deal with? Where were there any stores much better than this outside the large ones which he had already canvassed. He had better keep his pictures and go to work now at something else. He only had thirty-five of them all told and at this rate he would have just three hundred and fifty dollars when they were all gone. What good would that do him? His mood and this preliminary experience convinced him that they could not be sold for any much greater sum. Fifteen dollars or less would probably be offered and he would be no better off at the end. His pictures would be gone and he would have nothing. He ought to get something to do and save his pictures. But what?

To a man in Eugenes position  he was now thirty-one years of age, with no training outside what he had acquired in developing his artistic judgment and ability  this proposition of finding something else which he could do was very difficult. His mental sickness was, of course, the first great bar. It made him appear nervous and discouraged and so more or less objectionable to anyone who was looking for vigorous healthy manhood in the shape of an employee. In the next place, his look and manner had become decidedly that of the artist  refined, retiring, subtle. He also had an air at times of finicky standoffishness, particularly in the presence of those who appeared to him commonplace or who by their look or manner appeared to be attempting to set themselves over him. In the last place, he could think of nothing that he really wanted to do  the idea that his art ability would come back to him or that it ought to serve him in this crisis, haunting him all the time. Once he had thought he might like to be an art director; he was convinced that he would be a good one. And another time he had thought he would like to write, but that was long ago. He had never written anything since the Chicago newspaper specials, and several efforts at concentrating his mind for this quickly proved to him that writing was not for him now. It was hard for him to formulate an intelligent consecutive-idead letter to Angela. He harked back to his old Chicago days and remembering that he had been a collector and a driver of a laundry wagon, he decided that he might do something of that sort. Getting a position as a street-car conductor or a drygoods clerk appealed to him as possibilities. The necessity of doing something within regular hours and in a routine way appealed to him as having curative properties. How should he get such a thing?

If it had not been for the bedeviled state of his mind this would not have been such a difficult matter, for he was physically active enough to hold any ordinary position. He might have appealed frankly and simply to M. Charles or Isaac Wertheim and through influence obtained something which would have tided him over, but he was too sensitive to begin with and his present weakness made him all the more fearful and retiring. He had but one desire when he thought of doing anything outside his creative gift, and that was to slink away from the gaze of men. How could he, with his appearance, his reputation, his tastes and refinement, hobnob with conductors, drygoods clerks, railroad hands or drivers? It wasnt possible  he hadnt the strength. Besides all that was a thing of the past, or he thought it was. He had put it behind him in his art student days. Now to have to get out and look for a job! How could he? He walked the streets for days and days, coming back to his room to see if by any chance he could paint yet, writing long, rambling, emotional letters to Angela. It was pitiful. In fits of gloom he would take out an occasional picture and sell it, parting with it for ten or fifteen dollars after he had carried it sometimes for miles. His one refuge was in walking, for somehow he could not walk and feel very, very bad. The beauty of nature, the activity of people entertained and diverted his mind. He would come back to his room some evenings feeling as though a great change had come over him, as though he were going to do better now; but this did not last long. A little while and he would be back in his old mood again. He spent three months this way, drifting, before he realized that he must do something  that fall and winter would be coming on again in a little while and he would have nothing at all.

In his desperation he first attempted to get an art directorship, but two or three interviews with publishers of magazines proved to him pretty quickly that positions of this character were not handed out to the inexperienced. It required an apprenticeship, just as anything else did, and those who had positions in this field elsewhere had the first call. His name or appearance did not appear to strike any of these gentlemen as either familiar or important in any way. They had heard of him as an illustrator and a painter, but his present appearance indicated that this was a refuge in ill health which he was seeking, not a vigorous, constructive position, and so they would have none of him. He next tried at three of the principal publishing houses, but they did not require anyone in that capacity. Truth to tell he knew very little of the details and responsibilities of the position, though he thought he did. After that there was nothing save drygoods stores, street-car registration offices, the employment offices of the great railroads and factories. He looked at sugar refineries, tobacco factories, express offices, railroad freight offices, wondering whether in any of these it would be possible for him to obtain a position which would give him a salary of ten dollars a week. If he could get that, and any of the pictures now on show with Jacob Bergman, Henry LaRue and Pottle Frères should be sold, he could get along. He might even live on this with Angela if he could sell an occasional picture for ten or fifteen dollars. But he was paying seven dollars a week for nothing save food and room, and scarcely managing to cling to the one hundred dollars which had remained of his original traveling fund after he had paid all his opening expenses here in New York. He was afraid to part with all his pictures in this way for fear he would be sorry for it after a while.

Work is hard to get under the most favorable conditions of health and youth and ambition, and the difficulties of obtaining it under unfavorable ones need not be insisted on. Imagine if you can the crowds of men, forty, fifty, one hundred strong, that wait at the door of every drygoods employment office, every street-car registration bureau, on the special days set aside for considering applications, at every factory, shop or office where an advertisement calling for a certain type of man or woman was inserted in the newspapers. On a few occasions that Eugene tried or attempted to try, he found himself preceded by peculiar groups of individuals who eyed him curiously as he approached, wondering, as he thought, whether a man of his type could be coming to apply for a job. They seemed radically different from himself to his mind, men with little education and a grim consciousness of the difficulties of life; young men, vapid looking men, shabby, stale, discouraged types  men who, like himself, looked as though they had seen something very much better, and men who looked as though they had seen things a great deal worse. The evidence which frightened him was the presence of a group of bright, healthy, eager looking boys of nineteen, twenty, twenty-one and twenty-two who, like himself when he first went to Chicago years before, were everywhere he went. When he drew near he invariably found it impossible to indicate in any way that he was looking for anything. He couldnt. His courage failed him; he felt that he looked too superior; self-consciousness and shame overcame him.

He learned now that men rose as early as four oclock in the morning to buy a newspaper and ran quickly to the address mentioned in order to get the place at the head of the line, thus getting the first consideration as an applicant. He learned that some other men, such as waiters, cooks, hotel employees and so on, frequently stayed up all night in order to buy a paper at two in the morning, winter or summer, rain or snow, heat or cold, and hurry to the promising addresses they might find. He learned that the crowds of applicants were apt to become surly or sarcastic or contentious as their individual chances were jeopardized by ever-increasing numbers. And all this was going on all the time, in winter or summer, heat or cold, rain or snow. Pretending interest as a spectator, he would sometimes stand and watch, hearing the ribald jests, the slurs cast upon life, fortune, individuals in particular and in general by those who were wearily or hopelessly waiting. It was a horrible picture to him in his present condition. It was like the grinding of the millstones, upper and nether. These were the chaff. He was a part of the chaff at present, or in danger of becoming so. Life was winnowing him out. He might go down, down, and there might never be an opportunity for him to rise any more.

Few, if any of us, understand thoroughly the nature of the unconscious stratification which takes place in life, the layers and types and classes into which it assorts itself and the barriers which these offer to a free migration of individuals from one class to another. We take on so naturally the material habiliments of our temperaments, necessities and opportunities. Priests, doctors, lawyers, merchants, appear to be born with their particular mental attitude and likewise the clerk, the ditch-digger, the janitor. They have their codes, their guilds and their class feelings. And while they may be spiritually closely related, they are physically far apart. Eugene, after hunting for a place for a month, knew a great deal more about this stratification than he had ever dreamed of knowing. He found that he was naturally barred by temperament from some things, from others by strength and weight, or rather the lack of them; from others, by inexperience; from others, by age; and so on. And those who were different from him in any or all of these respects were inclined to look at him askance. You are not as we are, their eyes seemed to say; why do you come here?

One day he approached a gang of men who were waiting outside a car barn and sought to find out where the registration office was. He did not lay off his natural manner of superiority  could not, but asked a man near him if he knew. It had taken all his courage to do this.

He wouldnt be after lookin fer a place as a conductor now, would he? he heard someone say within his hearing. For some reason this remark took all his courage away. He went up the wooden stairs to the little office where the application blanks were handed out, but did not even have the courage to apply for one. He pretended to be looking for someone and went out again. Later, before a drygoods superintendents office, he heard a youth remark, Look what wants to be a clerk. It froze him.

It is a question how long this aimless, nervous wandering would have continued if it had not been for the accidental recollection of an experience which a fellow artist once related to him of a writer who had found himself nervously depressed and who, by application to the president of a railroad, had secured as a courtesy to the profession which he represented so ably a position as an apprentice in a surveying corps, being given transportation to a distant section of the country and employed at a laborers wages until he was well. Eugene now thought of this as quite an idea for himself. Why it had not occurred to him before he did not know. He could apply as an artist  his appearance would bear him out, and being able to speak from the vantage point of personal ability temporarily embarrassed by ill health, his chances of getting something would be so much better. It would not be the same as a position which he had secured for himself without fear or favor, but it would be a position, different from farming with Angelas father because it would command a salary.


CHAPTER XIX

This idea of appealing to the president of one of the great railroads that entered New York was not so difficult to execute. Eugene dressed himself very carefully the next morning, and going to the office of the company in Forty-second Street, consulted the list of officers posted in one of the halls, and finding the president to be on the third floor, ascended. He discovered, after compelling himself by sheer will power to enter, that this so-called office was a mere anteroom to a force of assistants serving the president, and that no one could see him except by appointment.

You might see his secretary if he isnt busy, suggested the clerk who handled his card gingerly.

Eugene was for the moment undetermined what to do but decided that maybe the secretary could help him. He asked that his card might be taken to him and that no explanation be demanded of him except by the secretary in person. The latter came out after a while, an under secretary of perhaps twenty-eight years of age, short and stout. He was bland and apparently good natured.

What is it I can do for you? he asked.

Eugene had been formulating his request in his mind  some method of putting it briefly and simply.

I came up to see Mr. Wilson, he said, to see if he would not send me out as a day-laborer of some kind in connection with some department of the road. I am an artist by profession and I am suffering from neurasthenia. All the doctors I have consulted have recommended that I get a simple, manual position of some kind and work at it until I am well. I know of an instance in which Mr. Wilson, assisted, in this way, Mr. Savin the author, and I thought he might be willing to interest himself in my case.

At the sound of Henry Savins name the under-secretary pricked up his ears. He had, fortunately, read one of his books, and this together with Eugenes knowledge of the case, his personal appearance, a certain ring of sincerity in what he was saying, caused him to be momentarily interested.

There is no position in connection with any clerical work which the president could give you, I am sure, he replied. All of these things are subject to a system of promotion. It might be that he could place you with one of the construction gangs in one of the departments under a foreman. I dont know. Its very hard work, though. He might consider your case. He smiled commiseratingly. I question whether youre strong enough to do anything of that sort. It takes a pretty good man to wield a pick or a shovel.

I dont think I had better worry about that now, replied Eugene in return, smiling wearily. Ill take the work and see if it wont help me. I think I need it badly enough.

He was afraid the under-secretary would repent of his suggestion and refuse him entirely.

Can you wait a little while? asked the latter curiously. He had the idea that Eugene was someone of importance, for he had suggested as a parting argument that he could give a number of exceptional references.

Certainly, said Eugene, and the secretary went his way, coming back in half an hour to hand him an enveloped letter.

We have the idea, he said quite frankly waiving any suggestion of the presidents influence in the matter and speaking for himself and the secretary-in-chief, with whom he had agreed that Eugene ought to be assisted, that you had best apply to the engineering department. Mr. Hobsen, the chief-engineer, can arrange for you. This letter I think will get you what you want.

Eugenes heart bounded. He looked at the superscription and saw it addressed to Mr. Woodruff Hobsen, Chief Engineer, and putting it in his pocket without stopping to read it, but thanking the under-secretary profusely, went out. In the hall at a safe distance he stopped and opened it, finding that it spoke of him familiarly as Mr. Eugene Witla, an artist, temporarily incapacitated by neurasthenia, and went on to say that he was desirous of being appointed to some manual toil in some construction corps. The presidents office recommends this request to your favor.

When he read this he knew it meant a position. It roused curious feelings as to the nature and value of stratification. As a laborer he was nothing: as an artist he could get a position as a laborer. After all, his ability as an artist was worth something. It obtained him this refuge. He hugged it joyously, and a few moments later handed it to an under-secretary in the Chief-Engineers office. Without being seen by anyone in authority he was in return given a letter to Mr. William Haverford, Engineer of Maintenance of Way, a pale, anæmic gentleman of perhaps forty years of age, who, as Eugene learned from him when he was eventually ushered into his presence a half hour later, was a captain of thirteen thousand men. The latter read the letter from the Engineers office curiously. He was struck by Eugenes odd mission and his appearance as a man. Artists were queer. This was like one. Eugene reminded him of himself a little in his appearance.

An artist, he said interestedly. So you want to work as a day laborer? He fixed Eugene with clear, coal-black eyes looking out of a long, pear-shaped face. Eugene noticed that his hands were long and thin and white and that his high, pale forehead was crowned by a mop of black hair.

Neurasthenia. Ive heard a great deal about that of late, but have never been troubled that way myself. I find that I derive considerable benefit when I am nervous from the use of a rubber exerciser. You have seen them perhaps?

Yes, Eugene replied, I have. My case is much too grave for that, I think. I have traveled a great deal. But it doesnt seem to do me any good. I want work at something manual, I fancy  something at which I have to work. Exercise in a room would not help me. I think I need a complete change of environment. I will be much obliged if you will place me in some capacity.

Well, this will very likely be it, suggested Mr. Haverford blandly. Working as a day-laborer will certainly not strike you as play. To tell you the truth, I dont think you can stand it. He reached for a glass-framed map showing the various divisions of the railroad stretching from New England to Chicago and St. Louis, and observed quietly. I could send you to a great many places, Pennsylvania, New York, Ohio, Michigan, Canada. His finger roved idly about. I have thirteen thousand men in my department and they are scattered far and wide.

Eugene marveled. Such a position! Such authority! This pale, dark man sitting as an engineer at a switch board directing so large a machine.

You have a large force, he said simply. Mr. Haverford smiled wanly.

I think, if you will take my advice, you will not go in a construction corps right away. You can hardly do manual labor. There is a little carpenter shop which we have at Speonk, not very far outside the city, which I should think would answer your needs admirably. A little creek joins the Hudson there and its out on a point of land, the shop is. Its summer now, and to put you in a broiling sun with a gang of Italians would be a little rough. Take my advice and go here. It will be hard enough. After you are broken in and you think you want a change I can easily arrange it for you. The money may not make so much difference to you but you may as well have it. It will be fifteen cents an hour. I will give you a letter to Mr. Litlebrown, our division engineer, and he will see that you are properly provided for.

Eugene bowed. Inwardly he smiled at the thought that the money would not be acceptable to him. Anything would be acceptable. Perhaps this would be best. It was near the city. The description of the little carpenter shop out on the neck of land appealed to him. It was, as he found when he looked at the map of the immediate division to which this belonged, almost within the city limits. He could live in New York  the upper portion of it anyhow.

Again there was a letter, this time to Mr. Henry C. Litlebrown, a tall, meditative, philosophic man whom Eugene found two days later in the division offices at Yonkers, who in turn wrote a letter to Mr. Joseph Brooks, Superintendent of Buildings, at Mott Haven, whose secretary finally gave Eugene a letter to Mr. Jack Stix, foreman carpenter at Speonk. This letter, when presented on a bright Friday afternoon, brought him the advice to come Monday at seven A. M., and so Eugene saw a career as a day laborer stretching very conspicuously before him.

The little shop in question was located in the most charming manner possible. If it had been set as a stage scene for his especial artistic benefit it could not have been better. On a point of land between the river and the main line of the railroad and a little creek, which was east of the railroad and which the latter crossed on a trestle to get back to the mainland again, it stood, a long, low two-storey structure, green as to its roof, red as to its body, full of windows which commanded picturesque views of passing yachts and steamers and little launches and row-boats anchored safely in the waters of the cove which the creek formed. There was a veritable song of labor which arose from this shop, for it was filled with planes, lathes and wood-turning instruments of various kinds, to say nothing of a great group of carpenters who could make desks, chairs, tables, in short, office furniture of various kinds, and who kept the companys needs of these fittings for its depots and offices well supplied. Each carpenter had a bench before a window on the second floor, and in the centre were the few necessary machines they were always using, small jig, cross cut, band and rip saws, a plane, and four or five lathes. On the ground floor was the engine room, the blacksmiths shop, the giant plane, the great jig and cross cut saws, and the store room and supply closets. Out in the yard were piles of lumber, with tracks in between, and twice every day a local freight called The Dinky stopped to switch in or take out loaded cars of lumber or finished furniture and supplies. Eugene, as he approached on the day he presented his letter, stopped to admire the neatness of the low board fence which surrounded it all, the beauty of the water, the droning sweetness of the saws.

Why, the work here couldnt be very hard, he thought. He saw carpenters looking out of the upper windows, and a couple of men in brown overalls and jumpers unloading a car. They were carrying great three-by-six joists on their shoulders. Would he be asked to do anything like that. He scarcely thought so. Mr. Haverford had distinctly indicated in his letter to Mr. Litlebrown that he was to be built up by degrees. Carrying great joists did not appeal to him as the right way, but he presented his letter. He had previously looked about on the high ground which lay to the back of the river and which commanded this point of land, to see if he could find a place to board and lodge, but had seen nothing. The section was very exclusive, occupied by suburban New Yorkers of wealth, and they were not interested in the proposition which he had formulated in his own mind, namely his temporary reception somewhere as a paying guest. He had visions of a comfortable home somewhere now with nice people, for strangely enough the securing of this very minor position had impressed him as the beginning of the end of his bad luck. He was probably going to get well now, in the course of time. If he could only live with some nice family for the summer. In the fall if he were improving, and he thought he might be, Angela could come on. It might be that one of the dealers, Pottle Frères or Jacob Bergman or Henry LaRue would have sold a picture. One hundred and fifty or two hundred dollars joined to his salary would go a long way towards making their living moderately comfortable. Besides Angelas taste and economy, coupled with his own art judgment, could make any little place look respectable and attractive.

The problem of finding a room was not so easy. He followed the track south to a settlement which was visible from the shop windows a quarter of a mile away, and finding nothing which suited his taste as to location, returned to Speonk proper and followed the little creek inland half a mile. This adventure delighted him for it revealed a semi-circle of charming cottages ranged upon a hill slope which had for its footstool the little silvery-bosomed stream. Between the stream and the hill slope ran a semi-circular road and above that another road. Eugene could see at a glance that here was middle class prosperity, smooth lawns, bright awnings, flower pots of blue and yellow and green upon the porches, doorsteps and verandas. An auto standing in front of one house indicated a certain familiarity with the ways of the rich, and a summer road house, situated at the intersection of a road leading out from New York and the little stream where it was crossed by a bridge, indicated that the charms of this village were not unknown to those who came touring and seeking for pleasure. The road house itself was hung with awnings and one dining balcony out over the water. Eugenes desire was fixed on this village at once. He wanted to live here  anywhere in it. He walked about under the cool shade of the trees looking at first one door yard and then another wishing that he might introduce himself by letter and be received. They ought to welcome an artist of his ability and refinement and would, he thought, if they knew. His working in a furniture factory or for the railroad as a day laborer for his health simply added to his picturesque character. In his wanderings he finally came upon a Methodist church quaintly built of red brick and grey stone trimmings, and the sight of its tall, stained glass windows and square fortress-like bell-tower gave him an idea. Why not appeal to the minister? He could explain to him what he wanted, show him his credentials  for he had with him old letters from editors, publishers and art houses  and give him a clear understanding as to why he wanted to come here at all. His ill health and distinction ought to appeal to this man, and he would probably direct him to some one who would gladly have him. At five in the afternoon he knocked at the door and was received in the pastors study  a large still room in which a few flies were buzzing in the shaded light. In a few moments the minister himself came in  a tall, grey-headed man, severely simple in his attire and with the easy air of one who is used to public address. He was about to ask what he could do for him when Eugene began with his explanation.

You dont know me at all. I am a stranger in this section. I am an artist by profession and I am coming to Speonk on Monday to work in the railroad shop there for my health. I have been suffering from a nervous breakdown and am going to try day labor for awhile. I want to find a convenient, pleasant place to live, and I thought you might know of someone here, or near here, who might be willing to take me in for a little while. I can give excellent references. There doesnt appear to be anything in the immediate neighborhood of the shop.

It is rather isolated there, replied the old minister, studying Eugene carefully. I have often wondered how all those men like it, traveling so far. None of them live about here. He looked at Eugene solemnly, taking in his various characteristics. He was not badly impressed. He seemed to be a reserved, thoughtful, dignified young man and decidedly artistic. It struck him as very interesting that he should be trying so radical a thing as day labor for his nerves.

Let me see, he said thoughtfully. He sat down in his chair near his table and put his hand over his eyes. I dont think of anyone just at the moment. There are plenty of families who have room to take you if they would, but I question very much whether they would. In fact Im rather sure they wouldnt. Let me see now.

He thought again.

Eugene studied his big aquiline nose, his shaggy grey eyebrows, his thick, crisp, grey hair. Already his mind was sketching him, the desk, the dim walls, the whole atmosphere of the room.

No, no, he said slowly. I dont think of anyone. There is one family  Mrs. Hibberdell. She lives in the  let me see  first, second, third, tenth house above here. She has one nephew with her at present, a young man of about your age, and I dont think anyone else. I dont know that she would consider taking you in, but she might. Her house is quite large. She did have her daughter with her at one time, but Im not sure that shes there now. I think not.

He talked as though he were reporting his own thoughts to himself audibly.

Eugene pricked up his ears at the mention of a daughter. During all the time he had been out of New York he had not, with the exception of Frieda, had a single opportunity to talk intimately with any girl. Angela had been with him all the time. Here in New York since he had been back he had been living under such distressing conditions that he had not thought of either youth or love. He had no business to be thinking of it now, but this summer air, this tree-shaded village, the fact that he had a position, small as it was, on which he could depend and which would no doubt benefit him mentally, and that he was somehow feeling better about himself because he was going to work, made him feel that he might look more interestedly on life again. He was not going to die; he was going to get well. Finding this position proved it. And he might go to the house now and find some charming girl who would like him very much. Angela was away. He was alone. He had again the freedom of his youth. If he were only well and working!

He thanked the old minister very politely and went his way, recognizing the house by certain details given him by the minister, a double balconied veranda, some red rockers, two yellow jardinières at the doorstep, a greyish white picket fence and gate. He walked up smartly and rang the bell. A very intelligent woman of perhaps fifty-five or sixty with bright grey hair and clear light blue eyes was coming out with a book in her hand. Eugene stated his case. She listened with keen interest, looking him over the while. His appearance took her fancy, for she was of a strong intellectual and literary turn of mind.

I wouldnt ordinarily consider anything of the kind, but I am alone here with my nephew and the house could easily accommodate a dozen. I dont want to do anything which will irritate him, but if you will come back in the morning I will let you know. It would not disturb me to have you about. Do you happen to know of an artist by the name of Deesa?

I know him well, replied Eugene. Hes an old friend of mine.

He is a friend of my daughters, I think. Have you enquired anywhere else here in the village?

No, said Eugene.

That is just as well, she replied.

He took the hint.

So there was no daughter here. Well, what matter? The view was beautiful. Of an evening he could sit out here in one of the rocking chairs and look at the water. The evening sun, already low in the west was burnishing it a bright gold. The outline of the hill on the other side was dignified and peaceful. He could sleep and work as a day laborer and take life easy for a while. He could get well now and this was the way to do it. Day laborer! How fine, how original, how interesting. He felt somewhat like a knight-errant reconnoitring a new and very strange world.


CHAPTER XX

The matter of securing admission to this house was quickly settled. The nephew, a genial, intelligent man of thirty-four, as Eugene discovered later, had no objection. It appeared to Eugene that in some way he contributed to the support of this house, though Mrs. Hibberdell obviously had some money of her own. A charmingly furnished room on the second floor adjoining one of the several baths was assigned him, and he was at once admitted to the freedom of the house. There were books, a piano (but no one to play it), a hammock, a maid-of-all-work, and an atmosphere of content and peace. Mrs. Hibberdell, a widow, presumably of some years of widowhood, was of that experience and judgment in life which gave her intellectual poise. She was not particularly inquisitive about anything in connection with him, and so far as he could see from surface indications was refined, silent, conservative. She could jest, and did, in a subtle understanding way. He told her quite frankly at the time he applied that he was married, that his wife was in the West and that he expected her to return after his health was somewhat improved. She talked with him about art and books and life in general. Music appeared to be to her a thing apart. She did not care much for it. The nephew, Davis Simpson, was neither literary nor artistic, and apparently cared little for music. He was a buyer for one of the larger department stores, a slight, dapper, rather dandified type of man, with a lean, not thin but tight-muscled face, and a short black mustache, and he appeared to be interested only in the humors of character, trade, baseball and methods of entertaining himself. The things that pleased Eugene about him were that he was clean, simple, direct, good-natured and courteous. He had apparently no desire to infringe on anybodys privacy, but was fond of stirring up light discussions and interpolating witty remarks. He liked also to grow flowers and to fish. The care of a border of flowers which glorified a short gravel path in the back yard received his especial attention evenings and mornings.

It was a great pleasure for Eugene to come into this atmosphere after the storm which had been assailing him for the past three years, and particularly for the past ninety days. He was only asked to pay eight dollars a week by Mrs. Hibberdell, though he realized that what he was obtaining in home atmosphere here was not ordinarily purchasable at any price in the public market. The maid saw to it that a little bouquet of flowers was put on his dressing table daily. He was given fresh towels and linen in ample quantities. The bath was his own. He could sit out on the porch of an evening and look at the water uninterrupted or he could stay in the library and read. Breakfast and dinner were invariably delightful occasions, for though he rose at five-forty-five in order to have his bath, breakfast, and be able to walk to the factory and reach it by seven, Mrs. Hibberdell was invariably up, as it was her habit to rise thus early, had been so for years. She liked it. Eugene in his weary mood could scarcely understand this. Davis came to the table some few moments before he would be leaving. He invariably had some cheery remark to offer, for he was never sullen or gloomy. His affairs, whatever they were, did not appear to oppress him. Mrs. Hibberdell would talk to Eugene genially about his work, this small, social centre of which they were a part and which was called Riverwood, the current movements in politics, religion, science and so forth. There were references sometimes to her one daughter, who was married and living in New York. It appeared that she occasionally visited her mother here. Eugene was delighted to think he had been so fortunate as to find this place. He hoped to make himself so agreeable that there would be no question as to his welcome, and he was not disappointed.

Between themselves Mrs. Hibberdell and Davis discussed him, agreeing that he was entirely charming, a good fellow, and well worth having about. At the factory where Eugene worked and where the conditions were radically different, he made for himself an atmosphere which was almost entirely agreeable to him, though he quarreled at times with specific details. On the first morning, for instance, he was put to work with two men, heavy clods of souls he thought at first, familiarly known about the yard as John and Bill. These two, to his artistic eye, appeared machines, more mechanical than humanly self-directive. They were of medium height, not more than five feet, nine inches tall and weighed about one hundred and eighty pounds each. One had a round, poorly modeled face very much the shape of an egg, to which was attached a heavy yellowish mustache. He had a glass eye, complicated in addition by a pair of spectacles which were fastened over his large, protruding red ears with steel hooks. He wore a battered brown hat, now a limp shapeless mass. His name was Bill Jeffords and he responded sometimes to the sobriquet of One Eye.

The other man was John alias Jack Duncan, an individual of the same height and build with but slightly more modeling to his face and with little if any greater intelligence. He looked somewhat the shrewder  Eugene fancied there might be lurking in him somewhere a spark of humor, but he was mistaken. Unquestionably in Jeffords there was none. Jack Stix, the foreman-carpenter, a tall, angular, ambling man with red hair, a red mustache, shifty, uncertain blue eyes and noticeably big hands and feet, had suggested to Eugene that he work with these men for a little while. It was his idea to try him out, as he told one of the associate foremen who was in charge of a gang of Italians working in the yard for the morning, and he was quite equal to doing it. He thought Eugene had no business here and might possibly be scared off by a little rough work.

Hes up here for his health, he told him. I dont know where he comes from. Mr. Brooks sent him up here with orders to put him on. I want to see how he takes to real work for awhile.

Look out you dont hurt him, suggested the other. He dont look very strong to me.

Hes strong enough to carry a few spiles, I guess. If Jimmy can carry em, he can. I dont intend to keep him at it long.

Eugene knew nothing of this, but when he was told to come along, new man and shown a pile of round, rough ash trunk cutting six inches in diameter and eight feet long, his courage failed him. He was suffered to carry some of these to the second floor, how many he did not know.

Take em to Thompson up there in the corner, said Jeffords dully.

Eugene grasped one uncertainly in the middle with his thin, artistic hands. He did not know that there were ways of handling lumber just as there were ways of handling a brush. He tried to lift it but could not. The rough bark scratched his fingers cruelly.

Yah gotta learn somepin about that before yuh begin, I guess, said Jack Duncan, who had been standing by eyeing him narrowly.

Jeffords had gone about some other work.

I suppose I dont know very much about it, replied Eugene shamefacedly stopping and waiting for further instructions.

Lemme show you a trick, said his associate. Theres tricks in all these here trades. Take it by the end this-a-way, and push it along until you can stand it up. Stoop down now and put your shoulder right next the middle. Gotta pad under your shirt? You oughtta have one. Now put your right arm out ahead oyuh, on the spile. Now youre all right.

Eugene straightened up and the rough post balanced itself evenly but crushingly on his shoulder. It appeared to grind his muscles and his back and legs ached instantly. He started bravely forward straining to appear at ease but within fifty feet he was suffering agony. He walked the length of the shop, however, up the stairs and back again to the window where Thompson was, his forehead bursting with perspiration and his ears red with blood. He fairly staggered as he neared the machine and dropped the post heavily.

Look what youre doin, said a voice behind him. It was Thompson, the lathe worker. Cant you put that down easy?

No, I cant, replied Eugene angrily, his face tinged with a faint blush from his extreme exertion. He was astonished and enraged to think they should put him to doing work like this, especially since Mr. Haverford had told him it would be easy. He suspected at once a plot to drive him away. He would have added these are too damn heavy for me, but he restrained himself. He went down stairs wondering how he was to get up the others. He fingered about the pole gingerly hoping that the time taken this way would ease his pain and give him strength for the next one. Finally he picked up another and staggered painfully to the loft again. The foreman had his eye on him but said nothing. It amused him a little to think Eugene was having such a hard time. It wouldnt hurt him for a change, would do him good. When he gets four carried up let him go, he said to Thompson, however, feeling that he had best lighten the situation a little. The latter watched Eugene out of the tail of his eye noting the grimaces he made and the strain he was undergoing, but he merely smiled. When four had been dropped on the floor he said: Thatll do for the present, and Eugene, heaving a groan of relief, went angrily away. In his nervous, fantastic, imaginative and apprehensive frame of mind, he imagined he had been injured for life. He feared he had strained a muscle or broken a blood vessel somewhere.

Good heavens, I cant stand anything like this, he thought. If the work is going to be this hard Ill have to quit. I wonder what they mean by treating me this way. I didnt come here to do this.

Visions of days and weeks of back-breaking toil stretched before him. It would never do. He couldnt stand it. He saw his old search for work coming back, and this frightened him in another direction. I mustnt give up so easily, he counseled himself in spite of his distress. I have to stick this out a little while anyhow. It seemed in this first trying hour as though he were between the devil and the deep sea. He went slowly down into the yard to find Jeffords and Duncan. They were working at a car, one inside receiving lumber to be piled, the other bringing it to him.

Get down, Bill, said John, who was on the ground looking up at his partner indifferently. You get up there, new man. Whats your name?

Witla, said Eugene.

Well, my names Duncan. Well bring this stuff to you and you pile it.

It was more heavy lumber, as Eugene apprehensively observed, quarter cut joists for some building four by fours they called them  but after he was shown the art of handling them they were not unmanageable. There were methods of sliding and balancing them which relieved him of a great quantity of labor. Eugene had not thought to provide himself with gloves though, and his hands were being cruelly torn. He stopped once to pick a splinter out of his thumb and Jeffords, who was coming up, asked, Aint cha got no gloves?

No, said Eugene, I didnt think to get any.

Your handsll get pretty well bunged up, Im afraid. Maybe Josephll let you have his for to-day, you might go in and ask him.

Wheres Joseph? asked Eugene.

Hes inside there. Hes taking from the plane.

Eugene did not understand this quite. He knew what a plane was, had been listening to it sing mightily all the morning, the shavings flying as it smoothed the boards, but taking?

Wheres Joseph? he asked of the plane driver.

He nodded his head to a tall hump-shouldered boy of perhaps twenty-two. He was a big, simple, innocent looking fellow. His face was long and narrow, his mouth wide, his eyes a watery blue, his hair a shock of brown, loose and wavy, with a good sprinkling of sawdust in it. About his waist was a big piece of hemp bagging tied by a grass rope. He wore an old faded wool cap with a long visor in order to shield his eyes from the flying chips and dust, and when Eugene came in one hand was lifted protectingly to shield his eyes. Eugene approached him deprecatingly.

One of the men out in the yard said that you might have a pair of gloves you would lend me for to-day. Im piling lumber and its tearing my hands. I forgot to get a pair.

Sure, said Joseph genially waving his hand to the driver to stop. Theyre over here in my locker. I know what that is. I been there. When I come here they rubbed it into me jist as theyre doin to you. Doncher mind. Youll come out all right. Up here for your health, are you? It aint always like that. Somedays there aint most nothin to do here. Then somedays agin theres a whole lot. Well, its good healthy work, I can say that. I aint most never sick. Nice fresh air we git here and all that.

He rambled on, fumbling under his bagging apron for his keys, unlocking his locker and producing a great pair of old yellow lumber gloves. He gave them to Eugene cheerfully and the latter thanked him. He liked Eugene at once and Eugene liked him. A nice fellow that, he said, as he went back to his car. Think of how genially he gave me these. Lovely! If only all men were as genial and kindly disposed as this boy, how nice the world would be. He put on the gloves and found his work instantly easier for he could grasp the joists firmly and without pain. He worked on until noon when the whistle blew and he ate a dreary lunch sitting by himself on one side, pondering. After one he was called to carry shavings, one basket after another back through the blacksmith shop to the engine room in the rear where was a big shaving bin. By four oclock he had seen almost all the characters he was going to associate with for the time that he stayed there. Harry Fornes, the blacksmith or the village smith, as Eugene came to call him later on, Jimmy Sudds, the blacksmiths helper or maid-of-all-work as he promptly named him; John Peters, the engineer, Malachi Dempsey, the driver of the great plane, Joseph Mews and, in addition, carpenters, tin-smiths, plumbers, painters, and those few exceptional cabinet makers who passed through the lower floor now and then, men who were about the place from time to time and away from it at others all of whom took note of Eugene at first as a curiosity.

Eugene was himself intensely interested in the men. Harry Fornes and Jimmy Sudds attracted him especially. The former was an undersized American of distant Irish extraction who was so broad chested, swollen armed, square-jawed and generally self-reliant and forceful as to seem a minor Titan. He was remarkably industrious, turning out a great deal of work and beating a piece of iron with a resounding lick which could be heard all about the hills and hollows outside. Jimmy Sudds, his assistant, was like his master equally undersized, dirty, gnarled, twisted, his teeth showing like a row of yellow snags, his ears standing out like small fans, his eye askew, but nevertheless with so genial a look in his face as to disarm criticism at once. Every body liked Jimmy Sudds because he was honest, single-minded and free of malicious intent. His coat was three and his trousers two times too large for him, and his shoes were obviously bought at a second-hand store, but he had the vast merit of being a picture. Eugene was fascinated with him. He learned shortly that Jimmy Sudds truly believed that buffaloes were to be shot around Buffalo, New York.

John Peters, the engineer, was another character who fixed his attention. John was almost helplessly fat and was known for this reason as Big John. He was a veritable whale of a man. Six feet tall, weighing over three hundred pounds and standing these summer days in his hot engine room, his shirt off, his suspenders down, his great welts of fat showing through his thin cotton undershirt, he looked as though he might be suffering, but he was not. John, as Eugene soon found out, did not take life emotionally. He stood mostly in his engine room door when the shade was there staring out on the glistening water of the river, occasionally wishing that he didnt need to work but could lie and sleep indefinitely instead.

Wouldja think them fellers would feel purty good sittin out there on the poop deck of them there yachts smokin their perfectos? he once asked Eugene, apropos of the magnificent private vessels that passed up and down the river.

I certainly would, laughed Eugene.

Aw! Haw! Thats the life fer yer uncle Dudley. I could do that there with any of em. Aw! Haw!

Eugene laughed joyously.

Yes, thats the life, he said. We all could stand our share.

Malachi Dempsey, the driver of the great plane, was dull, tight-mouthed, silent, more from lack of ideas than anything else, though oyster-wise he had learned to recede from all manner of harm by closing his shell tightly. He knew no way to avoid earthly harm save by being preternaturally silent, and Eugene saw this quickly. He used to stare at him for long periods at a time, marvelling at the curiosity his attitude presented. Eugene himself, though, was a curiosity to the others, even more so than they to him. He did not look like a workingman and could not be made to do so. His spirit was too high, his eye too flashing and incisive. He smiled at himself carrying basketful after basketful of shavings from the planing room, where it rained shavings and from which, because of the lack of a shaving blower, they had to be removed back to the hot engine room where Big John presided. The latter took a great fancy to Eugene, but something after the fashion of a dog for a master. He did not have a single idea above his engine, his garden at home, his wife, his children and his pipe. These and sleep  lots of it  were his joys, his recreations, the totality of his world.


CHAPTER XXI

There were many days now, three months all told, in which Eugene obtained insight into the workaday world such as he had not previously had. It is true he had worked before in somewhat this fashion, but his Chicago experience was without the broad philosophic insight which had come to him since. Formerly the hierarchies of power in the universe and on earth were inexplicable to him  all out of order; but here, where he saw by degrees ignorant, almost animal intelligence, being directed by greater, shrewder, and at times it seemed to him possibly malicious intelligences  he was not quite sure about that  who were so strong that the weaker ones must obey them, he began to imagine that in a rough way life might possibly be ordered to the best advantage even under this system. It was true that men quarreled here with each other as to who should be allowed to lead. There was here as elsewhere great seeking for the privileges and honors of direction and leadership in such petty things as the proper piling of lumber, the planing of boards, the making of desks and chairs, and men were grimly jealous of their talents and abilities in these respects, but in the main it was the jealousy that makes for ordered, intelligent control. All were striving to do the work of intelligence, not of unintelligence. Their pride, however ignorant it might be, was in the superior, not the inferior. They might complain of their work, snarl at each other, snarl at their bosses, but after all it was because they were not able or permitted to do the higher work and carry out the orders of the higher mind. All were striving to do something in a better way, a superior way, and to obtain the honors and emoluments that come from doing anything in a superior way. If they were not rewarded according to their estimate of their work there was wrath and opposition and complaint and self-pity, but the work of the superior intelligence was the thing which each in his blind, self-seeking way was apparently trying to do.

Because he was not so far out of his troubles that he could be forgetful of them, and because he was not at all certain that his talent to paint was ever coming back to him, he was not as cheerful at times as he might have been; but he managed to conceal it pretty well. This one thought with its attendant ills of probable poverty and obscurity were terrible to him. Time was slipping away and youth. But when he was not thinking of this he was cheerful enough. Besides he had the ability to simulate cheerfulness even when he did not feel it. Because he did not permanently belong to this world of day labor and because his position which had been given him as a favor was moderately secure, he felt superior to everything about him. He did not wish to show this feeling in any way  was very anxious as a matter of fact to conceal it, but his sense of superiority and ultimate indifference to all these petty details was an abiding thought with him. He went to and fro carrying a basket of shavings, jesting with the village smith, making friends with Big John, the engineer, with Joseph, Malachi Dempsey, little Jimmy Sudds, in fact anyone and everyone who came near him who would be friends. He took a pencil one day at the noon hour and made a sketch of Harry Fornes, the blacksmith, his arm upraised at the anvil, his helper, Jimmy Sudds, standing behind him, the fire glowing in the forge. Fornes, who was standing beside him, looking over his shoulder, could scarcely believe his eyes.

Wotcha doin? he asked Eugene curiously, looking over his shoulder, for it was at the blacksmiths table, in the sun of his window that he was sitting, looking out at the water. Eugene had bought a lunch box and was carrying with him daily a delectable lunch put up under Mrs. Hibberdells direction. He had eaten his noonday meal and was idling, thinking over the beauty of the scene, his peculiar position, the curiosities of this shop  anything and everything that came into his head.

Wait a minute, he said genially, for he and the smith were already as thick as thieves.

The latter gazed interestedly and finally exclaimed:

Wy thats me, aint it?

Yep! said Eugene.

Wat are you goin to do with that wen you get through with it? asked the latter avariciously.

Im going to give it to you, of course.

Say, Im much obliged fer that, replied the smith delightedly. Gee, the wifell be tickled to see that. Youre a artist, aint cher? I hearda them fellers. I never saw one. Gee, thats good, that looks just like me, dont it?

Something, said Eugene quietly, still working.

The helper came in.

Watcha doin? he asked.

Hes drawin a pitcher, ya rube, watchye suppose hes doin, informed the blacksmith authoritatively. Dont git too close. Hes gotta have room.

Aw, whose crowdin? asked the helper irritably. He realized at once that his superior was trying to shove him in the background, this being a momentous occasion. He did not propose that any such thing should happen. The blacksmith glared at him irritably but the progress of the art work was too exciting to permit of any immediate opportunities for hostilities, so Jimmy was allowed to crowd close and see.

Ho, ho! thats you, aint it, he asked the smith curiously, indicating with a grimy thumb the exact position of that dignitary on the drawing.

Dont, said the latter, loftily sure! Hes gotta have room.

An theres me. Ho! Ho! Gee, I look swell, dont I? Ho! ho!

The little helpers tushes were showing joyously  a smile that extended far about either side of his face. He was entirely unconscious of the rebuke administered by the smith.

If youre perfectly good, Jimmy, observed Eugene cheerfully still working, I may make a sketch of you, sometime!

Na! Will you? Go on! Say, hully chee. Datll be fine, wont it? Say, ho! ho! De folks at home wont know me. Id like to have a ting like dat, say!

Eugene smiled. The smith was regretful. This dividing of honors was not quite all that it might be. Still his own picture was delightful. It looked exactly like the shop. Eugene worked until the whistle blew and the belts began to slap and the wheels to whirr. Then he got up.

There you are, Fornes, he said. Like it?

Gee, its swell, said the latter and carried it to the locker. He took it out after a bit though and hung it up over his bench on the wall opposite his forge, for he wanted everyone to see. It was one of the most significant events in his life. This sketch was the subject immediately of a perfect storm of discussion. Eugene was an artist  could draw pictures  that was a revelation in itself. Then this picture was so life-like. It looked like Fornes and Sudds and the shop. Everyone was interested. Everyone jealous. They could not understand how God had favored the smith in this manner. Why hadnt Eugene sketched them before he did him? Why didnt he immediately offer to sketch them now? Big John came first, tipped off and piloted by Jimmy Sudds.

Say! he said his big round eyes popping with surprise. Theres some class to that, what? That looks like you, Fornes. Jinged if it dont! An Suddsy! Bless me if there aint Suddsy. Say, there you are, kid, natural as life, damned if you aint. Thats fine. You oughta keep that, smith.

I intend to, said the latter proudly.

Big John went back to his engine room regretfully. Next came Joseph Mews, his shoulders humped, his head bobbing like a duck, for he had this habit of nodding when he walked.

Say, wot dye thinka that? he asked. Aint that fine. He kin drawr jist as good as they do in them there magazines. I see them there things in them, now an then. Aint that swell? Lookit Suddsy back in there. Eh, Suddsy, youre in right, all right. I wisht hed make a picture o us out there. Were just as good as you people. Wats the matter with us, eh?

Oh, he aint goin to be bothered makin pitchers of you mokes, replied the smith jestingly. He only draws real ones. You want to remember that, Mews. Hes gotta have good people to make sketches of. None o your half-class plane-drivers and jig-saw operators.

Is that so? Is that so? replied Joseph contemptuously, his love of humor spurred by the slight cast upon his ability. Well if he was lookin for real ones he made a mistake wen he come here. Theyre all up front. You dont want to forget that, smith. They dont live in no blacksmiths shop as I ever seen it.

Cut it out! Cut it out! called little Sudds from a position of vantage near the door. Here comes the boss, and Joseph immediately pretended to be going to the engine room for a drink. The smith blew up his fire as though it were necessary to heat the iron he had laid in the coals. Jack Stix came ambling by.

Who did that? he asked, stopping after a single general, glance and looking at the sketch on the wall.

Mr. Witla, the new man, replied the smith, reverently.

Say, thats pretty good, aint it? the foreman replied pleasantly. He did that well. He must be an artist.

I think he is, replied the smith, cautiously. He was always eager to curry favor with the boss. He came near to his side and looked over his arm. He done it here today at noon in about a half an hour.

Say, thats pretty good now, and the foreman went on his way, thinking.

If Eugene could do that, why was he here? It must be his run down condition, sure enough. And he must be the friend of someone high in authority. He had better be civil. Hitherto he had stood in suspicious awe of Eugene, not knowing what to make of him. He could not figure out just why he was here  a spy possibly. Now he thought that he might be mistaken.

Dont let him work too hard, he told Bill and John. He aint any too strong yet. He came up here for his health.

He was obeyed in this respect, for there was no gain-saying the wishes of a foreman, but this open plea for consideration was the one thing if any which could have weakened Eugenes popularity. The men did not like the foreman. He would have been stronger at any time in the affections of the men if the foreman had been less markedly considerate or against him entirely.



The days which followed were restful enough though hard, for Eugene found that the constant whirl of work which went on here, and of which he had naturally to do his share, was beneficial to him. For the first time in several years he slept soundly. He would don his suit of blue overalls and jumper in the morning a few minutes before the whistle blew at seven and from then on until noon, and from one oclock until six he would carry shavings, pile lumber for one or several of the men in the yard, load or unload cars, help Big John stoke his boilers, or carry chips and shavings from the second floor. He wore an old hat which he had found in a closet at Mrs. Hibberdells, a faded, crumpled memory of a soft tan-colored sombrero which he punched jauntily to a peak and wore over one ear. He had big new yellow gloves which he kept on his hands all day, which were creased and frayed, but plenty good enough for this shop and yard. He learned to handle lumber nicely, to pile with skill, to take for Malachi Dempsey from the plane, to drive the jig-saw, and other curious bits. He was tireless in his energy because he was weary of thinking and hoped by sheer activity to beat down and overcome his notion of artistic inability  to forget that he believed that he couldnt paint and so be able to paint again. He had surprised himself in these sketches he had made, for his first feeling under the old régime would have been that he could not make them. Here, because the men were so eager and he was so much applauded, he found it rather easy and, strange to say, he thought they were good.

At the home of Mrs. Hibberdell at night he would lay off all his working clothes before dinner, take a cold bath and don a new brown suit, which because of the assurance of this position he had bought for eighteen dollars, ready made. He found it hard to get off to buy anything, for his pay ceased (fifteen cents an hour) the moment he left the shop. He had put his pictures in storage in New York and could not get off (or at least did not want to take the time off) to go and sell any. He found that he could leave without question if he wanted no pay, but if he wanted pay and had a good reason he could sometimes be excused. His appearance about the house and yard after six-thirty in the evening and on Sundays was attractive enough. He looked delicate, refined, conservative, and, when not talking to someone, rather wistful. He was lonely and restless, for he felt terribly out of it. This house was lonely. As at Alexandria, before he met Frieda, he was wishing there were some girls about. He wondered where Frieda was, what she was doing, whether she had married. He hoped not. If life had only given him a girl like Frieda  so young, so beautiful! He would sit and gaze at the water after dark in the moonlight, for this was his one consolation  the beauty of nature  thinking. How lovely it all was! How lovely life was,  this village, the summer trees, the shop where he worked, the water, Joseph, little Jimmy, Big John, the stars. If he could paint again, if he could be in love again. In love! In love! Was there any other sensation in the world like that of being in love?

A spring evening, say, some soft sweet odours blowing as they were tonight, the dark trees bending down, or the twilight angelically silver, hyacinth, orange, some soothing murmurs of the wind; some faint chirping of the tree-toads or frogs and then your girl. Dear God! Could anything be finer than that? Was anything else in life worth while? Your girl, her soft young arms about your neck, her lips to yours in pure love, her eyes speaking like twin pools of color here in the night.

So had it been only a little while ago with Frieda. So had it been once with Angela. So long ago with Stella! Dear, sweet Stella, how nice she was. And now here he was sick and lonely and married and Angela would be coming back soon  and  He would get up frequently to shut out these thoughts, and either read or walk or go to bed. But he was lonely, almost irritably so. There was only one true place of comfort for Eugene anywhere and that was in the spring time in love.


CHAPTER XXII

It was while he was mooning along in this mood, working, dreaming, wishing, that there came, one day to her mothers house at Riverwood, Carlotta Wilson  Mrs. Norman Wilson, in the world in which she moved  a tall brunette of thirty-two, handsome after the English fashion, shapely, graceful, with a knowledge of the world which was not only compounded of natural intelligence and a sense of humor, but experiences fortunate and unfortunate which had shown her both the showy and the seamy sides of life. To begin with she was the wife of a gambler  a professional gambler  of that peculiar order which essays the rôle of a gentleman, looks the part, and fleeces unmercifully the unwary partakers of their companionship. Carlotta Hibberdell, living with her mother at that time in Springfield, Massachusetts, had met him at a local series of races, which she was attending with her father and mother, where Wilson happened to be accidentally upon another mission. Her father, a real estate dealer, and fairly successful at one time, was very much interested in racing horses, and owned several of worthy records though of no great fame. Norman Wilson had posed as a real estate speculator himself, and had handled several fairly successful deals in land, but his principal skill and reliance was in gambling. He was familiar with all the gambling opportunities of the city, knew a large circle of those who liked to gamble, men and women in New York and elsewhere, and his luck or skill at times was phenomenal. At other times it was very bad. There were periods when he could afford to live in the most expensive apartment houses, dine at the best restaurants, visit the most expensive country pleasure resorts and otherwise disport himself in the companionship of friends. At other times, because of bad luck, he could not afford any of these things and though he held to his estate grimly had to borrow money to do it. He was somewhat of a fatalist in his interpretation of affairs and would hang on with the faith that his luck would turn. It did turn invariably, of course, for when difficulties began to swarm thick and fast he would think vigorously and would usually evolve some idea which served to help him out. His plan was always to spin a web like a spider and await the blundering flight of some unwary fly.

At the time she married him Carlotta Hibberdell did not know of the peculiar tendencies and subtle obsession of her ardent lover. Like all men of his type he was suave, persuasive, passionate, eager. There was a certain cat-like magnetism about him also which fascinated her. She could not understand him at that time and she never did afterwards. The license which he subsequently manifested not only with her but with others astonished and disgusted her. She found him selfish, domineering, outside his own particular field shallow, not at all artistic, emotional, or poetic. He was inclined to insist on the last touch of material refinement in surroundings (so far as he understood them) when he had money, but she found to her regret that he did not understand them. In his manner with her and everyone else he was top-lofty, superior, condescending. His stilted language at times enraged and at other times amused her, and when her original passion passed and she began to see through his pretence to his motives and actions she became indifferent and then weary. She was too big a woman mentally to quarrel with him much. She was too indifferent to life in its totality to really care. Her one passion was for an ideal lover of some type, and having been thoroughly mistaken in him she looked abroad wondering whether there were any ideal men.

Various individuals came to their apartments. There were gamblers, blasé society men, mining experts, speculators, sometimes with, sometimes without a wife. From these and from her husband and her own observation she learned of all sorts of scoundrels, mes-alliances, [sic] queer manifestations of incompatibility of temper, queer freaks of sex desire. Because she was good looking, graceful, easy in her manners, there were no end of proposals, overtures, hints and luring innuendos cast in her direction. She had long been accustomed to them. Because her husband deserted her openly for other women and confessed it in a blasé way she saw no valid reason for keeping herself from other men. She chose her lovers guardedly and with subtle taste, beginning after mature deliberation with one who pleased her greatly. She was seeking refinement, emotion, understanding coupled with some ability and they were not so easy to find. The long record of her liaisons is not for this story, but their impress on her character was important.

She was indifferent in her manner at most times and to most people. A good jest or story drew from her a hearty laugh. She was not interested in books except those of a very exceptional character  the realistic school  and these she thought ought not to be permitted except to private subscribers, nevertheless she cared for no others. Art was fascinating  really great art. She loved the pictures of Rembrandt, Frans Hals, Correggio, Titian. And with less discrimination, and more from a sensual point of view the nudes of Cabanel, Bouguereau and Gerome. To her there was reality in the works of these men, lightened by great imagination. Mostly people interested her, the vagaries of their minds, the idiosyncrasies of their characters, their lies, their subterfuges, their pretences, their fears. She knew that she was a dangerous woman and went softly, like a cat, wearing a half-smile not unlike that seen on the lips of Monna Lisa, but she did not worry about herself. She had too much courage. At the same time she was tolerant, generous to a fault, charitable. When someone suggested that she overdid the tolerance, she replied, Why shouldnt I? I live in such a magnificent glass house.

The reason for her visit home on this occasion was that her husband had practically deserted her for the time being. He was in Chicago for some reason principally because the atmosphere in New York was getting too hot for him, as she suspected. Because she hated Chicago and was weary of his company she refused to go with him. He was furious for he suspected her of liaisons, but he could not help himself. She was indifferent. Besides she had other resources than those he represented, or could get them.

A certain wealthy Jew had been importuning her for years to get a divorce in order that he might marry her. His car and his resources were at her command but she condescended only the vaguest courtesies. It was within the ordinary possibilities of the day for him to call her up and ask if he could not come with his car. He had three. She waved most of this aside indifferently. Whats the use? was her pet inquiry. Her husband was not without his car at times. She had means to drive when she pleased, dress as she liked, and was invited to many interesting outings. Her mother knew well of her peculiar attitude, her marital troubles, her quarrels and her tendency to flirt. She did her best to keep her in check, for she wanted to retain for her the privilege of obtaining a divorce and marrying again, the next time successfully. Norman Wilson, however, would not readily give her a legal separation even though the preponderance of evidence was against him and, if she compromised herself, there would be no hope. She half suspected that her daughter might already have compromised herself, but she could not be sure. Carlotta was too subtle. Norman made open charges in their family quarrels, but they were based largely on jealousy. He did not know for sure.

Carlotta Wilson had heard of Eugene. She did not know of him by reputation, but her mothers guarded remarks in regard to him and his presence, the fact that he was an artist, that he was sick and working as a laborer for his health aroused her interest. She had intended to spend the period of her husbands absence at Narragansett with some friends, but before doing so she decided to come home for a few days just to see for herself. Instinctively her mother suspected curiosity on her part in regard to Eugene. She threw out the remark that he might not stay long, in the hope that her daughter might lose interest. His wife was coming back. Carlotta discerned this opposition  this desire to keep her away. She decided that she would come.

I dont know that I want to go to Narragansett just now, she told her mother. Im tired. Norman has just worn my nerves to a frazzle. I think Ill come up home for a week or so.

All right, said her mother, but do be careful how you act now. This Mr. Witla appears to be a very nice man and hes happily married. Dont you go casting any looks in his direction. If you do I wont let him stay here at all.

Oh, how you talk, replied Carlotta irritably. Do give me a little credit for something. Im not going up there to see him. Im tired, I tell you. If you dont want me to come I wont.

It isnt that, I do want you. But you know how you are. How do you ever expect to get free if you dont conduct yourself circumspectly? You know that you

Oh, for heavens sake, I hope youre not going to start that old argument again, exclaimed Carlotta defensively. Whats the use beginning on that? Weve been all over it a thousand times. I cant go anywhere or do anything but what you want to fuss. Now Im not coming up there to do anything but rest. Why will you always start in to spoil everything?

Well now, you know well enough, Carlotta reiterated her mother.

Oh, chuck it. Ill not come. To hell with the house. Ill go to Narragansett. You make me tired!

Her mother looked at her tall daughter, graceful, handsome, her black hair parted in rich folds, irritated and yet pleased with her force and ability. If she would only be prudent and careful, what a figure she might yet become! Her complexion was like old rose-tinted ivory, her lips the color of dark raspberries, her eyes bluish grey, wide set, large, sympathetic, kindly. What a pity she had not married some big, worthy man to begin with. To be tied up to this gambler, even though they did live in Central Park West and had a comparatively sumptuous apartment, was a wretched thing. Still it was better than poverty or scandal, though if she did not take care of herself both might ensue. She wanted her to come to Riverwood for she liked her company, but she wanted her to behave herself. Perhaps Eugene would save the day. He was certainly restrained enough in his manner and remarks. She went back to Riverwood, and Carlotta, the quarrel smoothed over, followed her.

Eugene did not see her during the day she arrived, for he was at work; and she did not see him as he came in at night. He had on his old peaked hat and carried his handsome leather lunch box jauntily in one hand. He went to his room, bathed, dressed and then out on the porch to await the call of the dinner gong. Mrs. Hibberdell was in her room on the second floor and Cousin Dave, as Carlotta called Simpson, was in the back yard. It was a lovely twilight. He was in the midst of deep thoughts about the beauty of the scene, his own loneliness, the characters at the shop-work, Angela and what not, when the screen door opened and she stepped out. She had on a short-sleeved house dress of spotted blue silk with yellow lace set about the neck and the ends of the sleeves. Her shapely figure, beautifully proportioned to her height, was set in a smooth, close fitting corset. Her hair, laid in great braids at the back, was caught in a brown spangled net. She carried herself with thoughtfulness and simplicity, seeming naturally indifferent.

Eugene rose. Im in your way, I think. Wont you have this chair?

No, thanks. The one in the corner will do. But I might as well introduce myself, since there isnt anyone here to do it. Im Mrs. Wilson, Mrs. Hibberdells daughter. Youre Mr. Witla?

Yes, I answer to that, said Eugene, smiling. He was not very much impressed at first. She seemed nice and he fancied intelligent  a little older than he would have preferred any woman to be who was to interest him. She sat down and looked at the water. He took his chair and held his peace. He was not even interested to talk to her. She was nice to look at, however. Her presence lightened the scene for him.

I always like to come up here, she volunteered finally. Its so warm in the city these days. I dont think many people know of this place. Its out of the beaten track.

I enjoy it, said Eugene. Its such a rest for me. I dont know what I would have done if your mother hadnt taken me in. Its rather hard to find any place, doing what I am.

Youve taken a pretty strenuous way to get health, I should say, she observed. Day labor sounds rough to me. Do you mind it?

Not at all. I like it. The work is interesting and not so very hard. Its all so new to me, thats what makes it easy. I like the idea of being a day laborer and associating with laborers. Its only because Im run down in health that I worry. I dont like to be sick.

It is bad, she replied, but this will probably put you on your feet. I think were always inclined to look on our present troubles as the worst. I know I am.

Thanks for the consolation, he said.

She did not look at him and he rocked to and fro silently. Finally the dinner gong struck. Mrs. Hibberdell came down stairs and they went in.

The conversation at dinner turned on his work for a few moments and he described accurately the personalities of John and Bill and Big John the engineer, and little Suddsy and Harry Fornes, the blacksmith. Carlotta listened attentively without appearing to, for everything about Eugene seemed singular and exceptional to her. She liked his tall, spare body, his lean hands, his dark hair and eyes. She liked the idea of his dressing as a laboring man in the morning, working all day in the shop, and yet appearing so neat and trim at dinner. He was easy in his manner, apparently lethargic in his movements and yet she could feel a certain swift force that filled the room. It was richer for his presence. She understood at a glance that he was an artist, in all probability a good one. He said nothing of that, avoided carefully all reference to his art, and listened attentively. She felt though as if he were studying her and everyone else, and it made her gayer. At the same time she had a strong leaning toward him. What an ideal man to be associated with, was one of her repeated thoughts.

Although she was about the house for ten days and he met her after the third morning not only at dinner, which was natural enough, but at breakfast (which surprised him a little), he paid not so very much attention to her. She was nice, very, but Eugene was thinking of another type. He thought she was uncommonly pleasant and considerate and he admired her style of dressing and her beauty, studying her with interest, wondering what sort of a life she led, for from various bits of conversation he overheard not only at table but at other times he judged she was fairly well to do. There was an apartment in Central Park West, card parties, automobile parties, theatre parties and a general sense of people  acquaintances anyhow, who were making money. He heard her tell of a mining engineer, Dr. Rowland; of a successful coal-mining speculator, Gerald Woods; of a Mrs. Hale who was heavily interested in copper mines and apparently very wealthy. Its a pity Norman couldnt connect with something like that and make some real money, he heard her say to her mother one evening. He understood that Norman was her husband and that he probably would be back soon. So he kept his distance  interested and curious but hardly more.

Mrs. Wilson was not so easily baffled, however. A car appeared one evening at the door immediately after dinner, a great red touring car, and Mrs. Wilson announced easily, Were going for a little spin after dinner, Mr. Witla. Dont you want to come along?

Eugene had never ridden in an automobile at that time. Id be very pleased, he said, for the thought of a lonely evening in an empty house had sprung up when he saw it appear.

There was a chauffeur in charge  a gallant figure in a brown straw cap and tan duster, but Mrs. Wilson manœuvred for place.

You sit with the driver, coz, she said to Simpson, and when her mother stepped in she followed after, leaving Eugene the place to the right of her.

There must be a coat and cap in the locker, she said to the chauffeur; let Mr. Witla have it.

The latter extracted a spare linen coat and straw cap which Eugene put on.

I like automobiling, dont you? she said to Eugene good-naturedly. Its so refreshing. If there is any rest from care on this earth its in traveling fast.

Ive never ridden before, replied Eugene simply. Something about the way he said it touched her. She felt sorry for him because he appeared lonely and gloomy. His indifference to her piqued her curiosity and irritated her pride. Why shouldnt he take an interest in her? As they sped under leafy lanes, up hill and down dale, she made out his face in the starlight. It was pale, reflective, indifferent. These deep thinkers! she chided him. Its terrible to be a philosopher. Eugene smiled.

When they reached home he went to his room as did all the others to theirs. He stepped out into the hall a few minutes later to go to the library for a book, and found that her door which he had to pass was wide open. She was sitting back in a Morris chair, her feet upon another chair, her skirts slightly drawn up revealing a trim foot and ankle. She did not stir but looked up and smiled winningly.

Arent you tired enough to sleep? he asked.

Not quite yet, she smiled.

He went down stairs and turning on a light in the library stood looking at a row of books reading the titles. He heard a step and there she was looking at the books also.

Dont you want a bottle of beer? she asked. I think there is some in the ice box. I forgot that you might be thirsty.

I really dont care, he said. Im not much for drinks of any kind.

Thats not very sociable, she laughed.

Lets have the beer then, he said.

She threw herself back languidly in one of the big dining room chairs when she had brought the drinks and some Swiss cheese and crackers, and said: I think youll find some cigarettes on the table in the corner if you like.

He struck her a match and she puffed her cigarette comfortably. I suppose you find it lonely up here away from all your friends and companions, she volunteered.

Oh, Ive been sick so long I scarcely know whether I have any.

He described some of his imaginary ailments and experiences and she listened to him attentively. When the beer was gone she asked him if he would have more but he said no. After a time because he stirred wearily, she got up.

Your mother will think were running some sort of a midnight game down here, he volunteered.

Mother cant hear, she said. Her room is on the third floor and besides she doesnt hear very well. Dave dont mind. He knows me well enough by now to know that I do as I please.

She stood closer to Eugene but still he did not see. When he moved away she put out the lights and followed him to the stairs.

Hes either the most bashful or the most indifferent of men, she thought, but she said softly, Good-night. Pleasant dreams to you, and went her way.

Eugene thought of her now as a good fellow, a little gay for a married woman, but probably circumspect withal. She was simply being nice to him. All this was simply because, as yet, he was not very much interested.

There were other incidents. One morning he passed her door. Her mother had already gone down to breakfast and there was the spectacle of a smooth, shapely arm and shoulder quite bare to his gaze as she lay on her pillow apparently unconscious that her door was open. It thrilled him as something sensuously beautiful for it was a perfect arm. Another time he saw her of an evening just before dinner buttoning her shoes. Her dress was pulled three-quarters of the way to her knees and her shoulders and arms were bare, for she was still in her corset and short skirts. She seemed not to know that he was near. One night after dinner he started to whistle something and she went to the piano to keep him company. Another time he hummed on the porch and she started the same song, singing with him. He drew his chair near the window where there was a couch after her mother had retired for the night, and she came and threw herself on it. You dont mind if I lie here? she said, Im tired tonight.

Not at all. Im glad of your company. Im lonely.

She lay and stared at him, smiling. He hummed and she sang. Let me see your palm, she said, I want to learn something. He held it out. She fingered it temptingly. Even this did not wake him.

She left for five days because of some necessity in connection with her engagements and when she returned he was glad to see her. He had been lonesome, and he knew now that she made the house gayer. He greeted her genially.

Im glad to see you back, he said.

Are you really? she replied. I dont believe it.

Why not? he asked.

Oh, signs, omens and portents. You dont like women very well I fancy.

Dont I!

No, I think not, she replied.

She was charming in a soft grayish green satin. He noticed that her neck was beautiful and that her hair looped itself gracefully upon the back of it. Her nose was straight and fine, sensitive because of its thin partitioning walls. He followed her into the library and they went out on the porch. Presently he returned  it was ten oclock  and she came also. Davis had gone to his room, Mrs. Hibberdell to hers.

I think Ill read, he said, aimlessly.

Why anything like that? she jested. Never read when you can do anything else.

What else can I do?

Oh, lots of things. Play cards, tell fortunes, read palms, drink beer She looked at him wilfully.

He went to his favorite chair near the window, side by side with the window-seat couch. She came and threw herself on it.

Be gallant and fix my pillows for me, will you? she asked.

Of course I will, he said.

He took a pillow and raised her head, for she did not deign to move.

Is that enough? he inquired.

One more.

He put his hand under the first pillow and lifted it up. She took hold of his free hand to raise herself. When she had it she held it and laughed a curious excited laugh. It came over him all at once, the full meaning of all the things she had been doing. He dropped the pillow he was holding and looked at her steadfastly. She relaxed her hold and leaned back, languorous, smiling. He took her left hand, then her right and sat down beside her. In a moment he slipped one arm under her waist and bending over put his lips to hers. She twined her arms about his neck tightly and hugged him close; then looking in his eyes she heaved a great sigh.

You love me, dont you? he asked.

I thought you never would, she sighed, and clasped him to her again.


CHAPTER XXIII

The form of Carlotta Wilson was perfect, her passion eager, her subtlety a match for almost any situation. She had deliberately set out to win Eugene because he was attractive to her and because, by his early indifference, he had piqued her vanity and self-love. She liked him though, liked every one of his characteristics, and was as proud of her triumph as a child with a new toy. When he had finally slipped his arm under her waist she had thrilled with a burning, vibrating thrill throughout her frame and when she came to him it was with the eagerness of one wild for his caresses. She threw herself on him, kissed him sensuously scores of times, whispered her desire and her affection. Eugene thought, now that he saw her through the medium of an awakened passion, that he had never seen anything more lovely. For the time being he forgot Frieda, Angela, his loneliness, the fact that he was working in supposed prudent self-restraint to effect his recovery, and gave himself up to the full enjoyment of this situation.

Carlotta was tireless in her attentions. Once she saw that he really cared, or imagined he did, she dwelt in the atmosphere of her passion and affection. There was not a moment that she was not with or thinking of Eugene when either was possible. She lay in wait for him at every turn, gave him every opportunity which her skill could command. She knew the movements of her mother and cousin to the least fraction  could tell exactly where they were, how long they were likely to remain, how long it would take them to reach a certain door or spot from where they were standing. Her step was noiseless, her motions and glances significant and interpretative. For a month or thereabouts she guided Eugene through the most perilous situations, keeping her arms about him to the last possible moment, kissing him silently and swiftly at the most unexpected times and in the most unexpected surroundings. Her weary languor, her seeming indifference, disappeared, and she was very much alive  except in the presence of others. There her old manner remained, intensified even, for she was determined to throw a veil of darkness over her mother and her cousins eyes. She succeeded admirably for the time being, for she lied to her mother out of the whole cloth, pretending that Eugene was nice but a little slow so far as the ways of the world were concerned. He may be a good artist, she volunteered, but he isnt very much of a ladies man. He hasnt the first trace of gallantry.

Mrs. Hibberdell was glad. At least there would be no disturbance here. She feared Carlotta, feared Eugene, but she saw no reason for complaint. In her presence all was seemingly formal and at times almost distant. She did not like to say to her daughter that she should not come to her own home now that Eugene was here, and she did not like to tell him to leave. Carlotta said she liked him fairly well, but that was nothing. Any married woman might do that. Yet under her very eyes was going forward the most disconcerting license. She would have been astounded if she had known the manner in which the bath, Carlottas chamber and Eugenes room were being used. The hour never struck when they were beyond surveillance but what they were together.

Eugene grew very indifferent in the matter of his work. From getting to the point where he was enjoying it because he looked upon it as a form of exercise which was benefiting him, and feeling that he might not have to work indefinitely if he kept up physical rehabilitation at this pace, he grew languid about it and moody over the time he had to give to it. Carlotta had the privilege of a certain automobile and besides she could afford to hire one of her own. She began by suggesting that he meet her at certain places and times for a little spin and this took him away from his work a good portion of the time.

You dont have to work every day, do you? she asked him one Sunday afternoon when they were alone. Simpson and Mrs. Hibberdell had gone out for a walk and they were in her room on the second floor. Her mothers was on the third.

I dont have to, he said, if I dont mind losing the money they pay. Its fifteen cents an hour and I need that. Im not working at my regular profession, you must remember.

Oh, chuck that, she said. Whats fifteen cents an hour? Ill give you ten times that to come and be with me.

No, you wont, he said. You wont give me anything. We wont go anywhere on that basis.

Oh, Eugene, how you talk. Why wont you? she asked. I have lots of it  at least lots more than you have just now. And it might as well be spent this way as some other. It wont be spent right anyhow  that is not for any exceptional purpose. Why shouldnt you have some of it? You can pay it back to me.

I wont do it, said Eugene. We wont go anywhere on that basis. Id rather go and work. Its all right, though. I can sell a picture maybe. I expect to hear any day of something being sold. What is it you want to do?

I want you to come automobiling with me tomorrow. Ma is going over to her sister Ellas in Brooklyn. Has that shop of yours a phone?

Sure it has. I dont think youd better call me up there though.

Once wouldnt hurt.

Well, perhaps not. But wed better not begin that, or at least not make a practice of it. These people are very strict. They have to be.

I know, said Carlotta. I wont. I was just thinking. Ill let you know. You know that river road that runs on the top of the hill over there?

Yes.

You be walking along there tomorrow at one oclock and Ill pick you up. You can come this once, cant you?

Sure, said Eugene. I can come. I was just joking. I can get some money. He had still his hundred dollars which he had not used when he first started looking for work. He had been clinging to it grimly, but now in this lightened atmosphere he thought he might spend some of it. He was going to get well. Everything was pointing that way. His luck was with him.

Well, Ill get the car. You dont mind riding in that, do you?

No, he said. Ill wear a good suit to the shop and change over there.

She laughed gaily, for his scruples and simplicity amused her.

Youre a prince  my Prince Charming, she said and she flung herself in his lap. Oh, you angel man, heaven-born! Ive been waiting for you I dont know how long. Wise man! Prince Charming! I love you! I love you! I think youre the nicest thing that ever was.

Eugene caressed her gently.

And youre my wise girl. But we are no good, neither you nor I. Youre a wastrel and a stray. And I  I hesitate to think what I am.

What is a wastrel? she asked. Thats a new one on me. I dont remember.

Something or someone that can be thrown away as useless. A stray is a pigeon that wont stay with the flock.

Thats me, said Carlotta, holding out her firm, smooth arms before her and grinning mischievously. I wont stay with any flock. Nix for the flocks. Id rather be off with my wise man. He is nice enough for me. Hes better nor nine or ten flocks. She was using corrupt English for the joy of it. Just me and you, Prince Charming. Am I your lovely wastrel? Do you like strays? Say you do. Listen! Do you like strays?

Eugene had been turning his head away, saying scandalous! terrible, youre the worst ever, but she stopped his mouth with her lips.

Do you?

This wastrel, yes. This stray, he replied, smoothing her cheek. Ah, youre lovely, Carlotta, youre beautiful. What a wonderful woman you are.

She gave herself to him completely.

Whatever I am, Im yours, wise man, she went on. You can have anything you want of me, do anything you please with me. Youre like an opiate to me, Eugene, sweet! You stop my mouth and close my eyes and seal my ears. You make me forget everything I suppose I might think now and then but I dont want to. I dont want to! And I dont care. I wish you were single. I wish I were free. I wish we had an island somewhere together. Oh, hell! Life is a wearisome tangle, isnt it? Take the cash and let the credit go.

By this time Carlotta had heard enough of Eugenes life to understand what his present condition was. She knew he was sick though not exactly why. She thought it was due to overwork. She knew he was out of funds except for certain pictures he had on sale, but that he would regain his art ability and re-establish himself she did not doubt. She knew something of Angela and thought it was all right that she should be away from him, but now she wished the separation might be permanent. She went into the city and asking about at various art stores learned something of Eugenes art history and his great promise. It made him all the more fascinating in her eyes. One of his pictures on exhibition at Pottle Frères was bought by her after a little while and the money sent to Eugene, for she had learned from him how these pictures, any pictures, were exhibited on sale and the painter paid, minus the commission, when the sale was made. She took good care to make it clear to the manager at Pottle Frères that she was doing this so that Eugene could have the money and saw to it that the check reached him promptly. If Eugene had been alone this check of three hundred dollars would have served to bring Angela to him. As it was it gave him funds to disport himself with in her company. He did not know that she had been the means of his getting it, or to whom the picture had been sold. A fictitious name was given. This sale somewhat restored Eugenes faith in his future, for if one of his pictures would sell so late in the day for this price, others would.

There were days thereafter of the most curious composition. In the morning he would leave dressed in his old working suit and carrying his lunch box, Carlotta waving him a farewell from her window, or, if he had an engagement outside with Carlotta, wearing a good suit, and trusting to his overalls and jumper to protect it, working all day with John and Bill, or Malachi Dempsey and Joseph  for there was rivalry between these two groups as to which should have his company  or leaving the shop early and riding with her a part of the time, coming home at night to be greeted by Carlotta as though she had not seen him at all. She watched for his coming as patiently as a wife and was as eager to see if there was anything she could do for him. In the shop Malachi and Joseph or John and Bill and sometimes some of the carpenters up stairs would complain of a rush of work in order that they might have his assistance or presence. Malachi and Joseph could always enter the complaint that they were in danger of being hampered by shavings, for the latter were constantly piling up in great heaps, beautiful shavings of ash and yellow pine and walnut which smelled like resin and frankincense and had the shape of girls curls or dry breakfast food, or rich damp sawdust. Or John and Bill would complain that they were being overworked and needed someone in the car to receive. Even Big John, the engineer, tried to figure out some scheme by which he could utilize Eugene as a fireman, but that was impossible; there was no call for any such person. The foreman understood well enough what the point was but said nothing, placing Eugene with the particular group which seemed to need him most. Eugene was genial enough about the matter. Wherever he was was right. He liked to be in the cars or on a lumber pile or in the plane room. He also liked to stand and talk to Big John or Harry Fornes, his basket under his arm kidding, as he called it. His progress to and fro was marked by endless quips and jests and he was never weary.

When his work was done at night he would hurry home, following the right bank of the little stream until he reached a path which led up to the street whereon was the Hibberdell house. On his way he would sometimes stop and study the water, its peaceful current bearing an occasional stick or straw upon its bosom, and contrasting the seeming peace of its movement with his own troubled life. The subtlety of nature as expressed in water appealed to him. The difference between this idyllic stream bank and his shop and all who were of it, struck him forcefully. Malachi Dempsey had only the vaguest conception of the beauty of nature. Jack Stix was scarcely more artistic than the raw piles of lumber with which he dealt. Big John had no knowledge of the rich emotions of love or of beauty which troubled Eugenes brain. They lived on another plane, apparently.

And at the other end of the stream awaiting him was Carlotta, graceful, sophisticated, eager in her regard for him, lukewarm in her interest in morals, sybaritic in her moods, representing in a way a world which lived upon the fruits of this exploited toil and caring nothing about it. If he said anything to Carlotta about the condition of Joseph Mews, who carried bundles of wood home to his sister of an evening to help save the expense of fuel, she merely smiled. If he talked of the poverty of the masses she said, Dont be doleful, Eugene. She wanted to talk of art and luxury and love, or think of them at least. Her love of the beauty of nature was keen. There were certain inns they could reach by automobile where they could sit and dine and drink a bottle of wine or a pitcher of claret cup, and here she would muse on what they would do if they were only free. Angela was frequently in Carlottas thoughts, persistently in Eugenes, for he could not help feeling that he was doing her a rank injustice.

She had been so patient and affectionate all this long time past, had tended him as a mother, waited on him as a servant. Only recently he had been writing in most affectionate terms, wishing she were with him. Now all that was dead again. It was hard work to write. Everything he said seemed a lie and he did not want to say it. He hated to pretend. Still, if he did not write Angela would be in a state of mortal agony, he thought, and would shortly come to look him up. It was only by writing, protesting his affection, explaining why in his judgment it was unadvisable for her to come at present, that she could be made to stay where she was. And now that he was so infatuated with Carlotta this seemed very desirable. He did not delude himself that he would ever be able to marry her. He knew that he could not get a divorce, there being no grounds, and the injustice to Angela being such a bar to his conscience; and as for Carlotta, her future was very uncertain. Norman Wilson, for all that he disregarded her at times, did not want to give her up. He was writing, threatening to come back to New York if she did not come to him, though the fact that she was in her mothers home, where he considered her safe, was some consolation to him. Angela was begging Eugene to let her come. They would get along, she argued, on whatever he got and he would be better off with her than alone. She pictured him living in some uncomfortable boarding house where he was not half attended to and intensely lonely. Her return meant the leaving of this lovely home  for Mrs. Hibberdell had indicated that she would not like to keep him and his wife  and so the end of this perfect romance with Carlotta. An end to lovely country inns and summer balconies where they were dining together! An end to swift tours in her automobile, which she guided skilfully herself, avoiding the presence of a chauffeur. An end to lovely trysts under trees and by pretty streams where he kissed and fondled her and where she lingered joyously in his arms!

If ma could only see us now, she would jest; or,

Do you suppose Bill and John would recognize you here if they saw you?

Once she said: This is better than the engine room, isnt it?

Youre a bad lot, Carlotta, he would declare, and then would come to her lips the enigmatic smile of Monna Lisa.

You like bad lots, dont you? Strays make fine hunting.

In her own philosophy she was taking the cash and letting the credit go.


CHAPTER XXIV

Days like this could not go on forever. The seed of their destruction was in their beginning. Eugene was sad. He used to show his mood at times and if she asked him what was the matter, would say: We cant keep this thing up much longer. It must come to an end soon.

Youre certainly a gloomy philosopher, Genie, she would say, reproachfully, for she had hopes that it could be made to last a long while under any circumstances. Eugene had the feeling that no pretence would escape Angelas psychology. She was too sensitive to his unspoken moods and feelings. She would come soon, willynilly, and then all this would be ended. As a matter of fact several things combined to bring about change and conclusion.

For one thing Mrs. Hibberdell had been more and more impressed with the fact that Carlotta was not merely content to stay but that once having come she was fairly determined to remain. She had her own apartment in the city, ostensibly closed for the summer, for she had protested that it was too hot to live in town when she first proposed going to Narragansett. After seeing Eugene she figured out a possible use for it, though that use was dangerous, for Norman Wilson might return at any time. Nevertheless, they had been there on occasions  this with the double effect of deceiving her mother and entertaining Eugene. If she could remain away from Riverwood a percentage of the time, she argued with Eugene, it would make her stay less suspicious and would not jeopardize their joy in companionship. So she did this. At the same time she could not stay away from Riverwood entirely, for Eugene was there necessarily morning and evening.

Nevertheless, toward the end of August Mrs. Hibberdell was growing suspicious. She had seen an automobile entering Central Park once when Carlotta had phoned her that she had a sick headache and could not come up. It looked to Mrs. Hibberdell, who had gone down town shopping on the strength of this ailment and who had phoned Carlotta that she was going to call at her apartment in the evening, as though Eugene and Carlotta were in it. Eugene had gone to work that morning, which made it seem doubtful, but it certainly looked very much like him. Still she did not feel sure it was he or Carlotta either. When she came to the latters apartment Carlotta was there, feeling better, but stating that she had not been out. Mrs. Hibberdell concluded thoughtfully that she must have been mistaken.

Her own room was on the third floor, and several times after all had retired and she had come down to the kitchen or dining room or library for something, she had heard a peculiar noise as of someone walking lightly. She thought it was fancy on her part, for invariably when she reached the second floor all was dark and still. Nevertheless she wondered whether Eugene and Carlotta could be visiting. Twice, between breakfast and the time Eugene departed, she thought she heard Eugene and Carlotta whispering on the second floor, but there was no proof. Carlottas readiness to rise for breakfast at six-thirty in order to be at the same table with Eugene was peculiar, and her giving up Narragansett for Riverwood was most significant. It remained for one real discovery to resolve all her suspicions into the substance of fact and convict Carlotta of being the most conscienceless of deceivers.

It came about in this fashion. One Sunday morning Davis and Mrs. Hibberdell had decided to go automobiling. Eugene and Carlotta were invited but had refused, for Carlotta on hearing the discussion several days before had warned Eugene and planned to have the day for herself and her lover. She cautioned him to pretend the need of making visits down town. As for herself she had said she would go, but on the day in question did not feel well enough. Davis and Mrs. Hibberdell departed, their destination being Long Island. It was an all day tour. After an hour their machine broke, however, and after sitting in it two hours waiting for repairs  long enough to spoil their plans  they came back by trolley. Eugene had not gone down town. He was not even dressed when the door opened on the ground floor and Mrs. Hibberdell came in.

Oh, Carlotta, she called, standing at the foot of the stairs and expecting Carlotta to appear from her own room or a sort of lounging and sewing room which occupied the front of the house on the second floor and where she frequently stayed. Carlotta unfortunately was with Eugene and the door to this room was commanded from where Mrs. Hibberdell was standing. She did not dare to answer.

Oh, Carlotta, called her mother again.

The latters first thought was to go back in the kitchen and look there, but on second thoughts she ascended the steps and started for the sewing room. Carlotta thought she had entered. In an instant she had seized the opportunity to step into the bath which was next to Eugenes room but she was scarcely quick enough. Her mother had not gone into the room  only opened the door and looked in. She did not see Carlotta step out of Eugenes room, but she did see her entering the bath, in negligee, and she could scarcely have come from anywhere else. Her own door which was between Eugenes room and the sewing room was ten feet away. It did not seem possible that she could have come from there: she had not had time enough, and anyhow why had she not answered?

The first impulse of Mrs. Hibberdell was to call to her. Her second thought was to let the ruse seem successful. She was convinced that Eugene was in his room, and a few moments later a monitory cough on his part  coughed for a purpose  convinced her.

Are you in the bath, Carlotta? she called quietly, after looking into Carlottas room.

Yes, came the reply, easily enough now. Did your machine break down?

A few remarks were exchanged through the door and then Mrs. Hibberdell went to her room. She thought over the situation steadily for it greatly irritated her. It was not the same as the discovered irregularity of a trusted and virtuous daughter. Carlotta had not been led astray. She was a grown woman, married, experienced. In every way she knew as much about life as her mother  in some respects more. The difference between them was in ethical standards and the policy that aligns itself with common sense, decency, self preservation, as against its opposite. Carlotta had so much to look out for. Her future was in her own hands. Besides, Eugenes future, his wifes rights and interests, her mothers home, her mothers standards, were things which she ought to respect  ought to want to respect. To find her lying as she had been this long time, pretending indifference, pretending absence, and no doubt associating with Eugene all the while, was disgusting. She was very angry, not so much at Eugene, though her respect for him was greatly lowered, artist though he was, as at Carlotta. She ought to do better. She ought to be ashamed not to guard herself against a man like Eugene, instead of luring him on. It was Carlottas fault, and she determined to reproach her bitterly and to break up this wretched alliance at once.

There was an intense and bitter quarrel the next morning, for Mrs. Hibberdell decided to hold her peace until Eugene and Davis should be out of the house. She wanted to have this out with Carlotta alone, and the clash came shortly after breakfast when both the others had left. Carlotta had already warned Eugene that something might happen on account of this, but under no circumstances was he to admit anything unless she told him to. The maid was in the kitchen out of ear shot, and Mrs. Hibberdell and Carlotta were in the library when the opening gun was fired. In a way Carlotta was prepared, for she fancied her mother might have seen other things  what or how much she could not guess. She was not without the dignity of a Circe, for she had been through scenes like this before. Her own husband had charged her with infidelity more than once, and she had been threatened with physical violence by him. Her face was pale but calm.

Now, Carlotta, observed her mother vigorously, I saw what was going on yesterday morning when I came home. You were in Mr. Witlas room with your clothes off. I saw you come out. Please dont deny it. I saw you come out. Arent you ashamed of yourself? How can you treat me that way after your promise not to do anything out of the way here?

You didnt see me come out of his room and I wasnt in there, said Carlotta brazenly. Her face was pale, but she was giving a fair imitation of righteous surprise. Why do you make any such statement as that?

Why, Carlotta Hibberdell, how dare you contradict me; how dare you lie! You came out of that room. You know you did. You know that you were in there. You know that I saw you. I should think you would be ashamed of yourself, slipping about this house like a street girl and your own mother in it. Arent you ashamed of yourself? Have you no sense of decency left? Oh, Carlotta, I know you are bad, but why will you come here to be so? Why couldnt you let this man alone? He was doing well enough. Its a shame, the thing you have done. Its an outrage. Mrs. Witla ought to come here and whip you within an inch of your life.

Oh, how you talk, said Carlotta, irritably. You make me tired. You didnt see me. Its the old story  suspicion. Youre always full of suspicion. You didnt see me and I wasnt in there. Why do you start a fuss for nothing!

A fuss! A fuss for nothing  the idea, you evil woman. A fuss for nothing. How can you talk that way! I can hardly believe my senses. I can hardly believe you would dare to brazenly face me in this way. I saw you and now you deny it.

Mrs. Hibberdell had not seen her, but she was convinced that what she said was true.

Carlotta brazened it out. You didnt, she insisted.

Mrs. Hibberdell stared. The effrontery of it took her breath away.

Carlotta, she exclaimed, I honestly think you are the worst woman in the world. I cant think of you as my daughter  you are too brazen. Youre the worst because youre calculating. You know what youre doing, and you are deliberate in your method of doing it. Youre evil-minded. You know exactly what you want and you set out deliberately to get it. You have done it in this case. You started out to get this man and you have succeeded in doing it. You have no sense of shame, no pride, no honesty, no honor, no respect for me or anyone else. You do not love this man. You know you dont. If you did you would never degrade him and yourself and me as you have done. Youve simply indulged in another vile relationship because you wanted to, and now when youre caught you brazen it out. Youre evil, Carlotta. Youre as low as a woman can be, even if you are my daughter.

It isnt true, said Carlotta. Youre just talking to hear yourself talk.

It is true and you know it, reproved her mother. You talk about Norman. He never did a thing worse in his life than you have done. He may be a gambler and immoral and inconsiderate and selfish. What are you? Can you stand there and tell me youre any better? Pah! If you only had a sense of shame something could be done for you, but you havent any. Youre just vile, thats all.

How you talk, ma, she observed, calmly; how you carry on, and that on a mere suspicion. You didnt see me. I might have been in there but you didnt see me and I wasnt. Youre making a storm just because you want to. I like Mr. Witla. I think hes very nice, but Im not interested in him and I havent done anything to harm him. You can turn him out if you want to. Thats none of my affairs. Youre simply raging about as usual without any facts to go upon.

Carlotta stared at her mother, thinking. She was not greatly disturbed. It was pretty bad, no doubt of that, but she was not thinking so much of that as of the folly of being found out. Her mother knew for certain, though she would not admit to her that she knew. Now all this fine summer romance would end  the pleasant convenience of it, anyhow. Eugene would be put to the trouble of moving. Her mother might say something disagreeable to him. Besides, she knew she was better than Norman because she did not associate with the same evil type of people. She was not coarse, she was not thick-witted, she was not cruel, she was not a user of vile language or an expresser of vile ideas, and Norman was at times. She might lie and she might be calculating, but not to anyones disadvantage  she was simply passion driven  boldly so and only toward love or romance. Am I evil? she often asked herself. Her mother said she was evil. Well, she was in one way; but her mother was angry, that was all. She did not mean all she said. She would come round. Still Carlotta did not propose to admit the truth of her mothers charges or to go through this situation without some argument. There were charges which her mother was making which were untenable  points which were inexcusable.

Carlotta Hibberdell, youre the most brazen creature I ever knew! Youre a terrible liar. How can you stand there and look me in the eye and say that, when you know that I know? Why lie in addition to everything else? Oh! Carlotta, the shame of it. If you only had some sense of honor! How can you lie like that? How can you?

Im not lying, declared Carlotta, and I wish you would quit fussing. You didnt see me. You know you didnt. I came out of my room and you were in the front room. Why do you say you werent. You didnt see me. Supposing I am a liar. Im your daughter. I may be vile. I didnt make myself so. Certainly Im not in this instance. Whatever I am I come by it honestly. My life hasnt been a bed of roses. Why do you start a silly fight? You havent a thing to go on except suspicion and now you want to raise a row. I dont care what you think of me. Im not guilty in this case and you can think what you please. You ought to be ashamed to charge me with something of which you are not sure.

She walked to the window and stared out. Her mother shook her head. Such effrontery was beyond her. It was like her daughter, though. She took after her father and herself. Both were self-willed and determined when aroused. At the same time she was sorry for her girl, for Carlotta was a capable woman in her way and very much dissatisfied with life.

I should think you would be ashamed of yourself, Carlotta, whether you admit it to me or not, she went on. The truth is the truth and it must hurt you a little. You were in that room. We wont argue that, though. You set out deliberately to do this and you have done it. Now what I have to say is this: You are going back to your apartment today, and Mr. Witla is going to leave here as quick as he can get a room somewhere else. Youre not going to continue this wretched relationship any longer if I can help it. Im going to write to his wife and to Norman too, if I cant do anything else to break this up. Youre going to let this man alone. You have no right to come between him and Mrs. Witla. Its an outrage, and no one but a vile, conscienceless woman would do it. Im not going to say anything to him now, but hes going to leave here and so are you. When its all over you can come back if you want to. Im ashamed for you. Im ashamed for myself. If it hadnt been for my own feelings and those of Davis, I would have ordered you both out of the house yesterday and you know it. Its consideration for myself thats made me smooth it over as much as I have. He, the vile thing, after all the courtesy I have shown him. Still I dont blame him as much as I do you, for he would never have looked at you if you hadnt made him. My own daughter! My own house! Tch! Tch! Tch!

There was more conversation  that fulgurous, coruscating reiteration of charges. Eugene was no good. Carlotta was vile. Mrs. Hibberdell wouldnt have believed it possible if she hadnt seen it with her own eyes. She was going to tell Norman if Carlotta didnt reform  over and over, one threat after another.

Well, she said, finally, youre going to get your things ready and go into the city this afternoon. Im not going to have you here another day.

No Im not, said Carlotta boldly, pondering over all that had been said. It was a terrible ordeal, but she would not go today. Im going in the morning. Im not going to pack that fast. Its too late. Im not going to be ordered out of here like a servant.

Her mother groaned, but she gave in. Carlotta could not be made to do anything she did not want to do. She went to her room, and presently Mrs. Hibberdell heard her singing. She shook her head. Such a personality. No wonder Eugene succumbed to her blandishments. What man wouldnt?


CHAPTER XXV

The sequel of this scene was not to be waited for. At dinner time Mrs. Hibberdell announced in the presence of Carlotta and Davis that the house was going to be closed up for the present, and very quickly. She and Carlotta were going to Narragansett for the month of September and a part of October. Eugene, having been forewarned by Carlotta, took it with a show of polite surprise. He was sorry. He had spent such a pleasant time here. Mrs. Hibberdell could not be sure whether Carlotta had told him or not, he seemed so innocent, but she assumed that she had and that he like Carlotta was putting on. She had informed Davis that for reasons of her own she wanted to do this. He suspected what they were, for he had seen signs and slight demonstrations which convinced him that Carlotta and Eugene had reached an understanding. He did not consider it anything very much amiss, for Carlotta was a woman of the world, her own boss and a good fellow. She had always been nice to him. He did not want to put any obstacles in her way. In addition, he liked Eugene. Once he had said to Carlotta jestingly, Well, his arms are almost as long as Normans  not quite maybe.

You go to the devil, was her polite reply.

Tonight a storm came up, a brilliant, flashing summer storm. Eugene went out on the porch to watch it. Carlotta came also.

Well, wise man, she said, as the thunder rolled. Its all over up here. Dont let on. Ill see you wherever you go, but this was so nice. It was fine to have you near me. Dont get blue, will you? She says she may write your wife, but I dont think she will. If she thinks Im behaving, she wont. Ill try and fool her. Its too bad, though. Im crazy about you, Genie.

Now that he was in danger of losing Carlotta, her beauty took on a special significance for Eugene. He had come into such close contact with her, had seen her under such varied conditions, that he had come to feel a profound admiration for not only her beauty but her intellect and ability as well. One of his weaknesses was that he was inclined to see much more in those he admired than was really there. He endowed them with the romance of his own moods  saw in them the ability to do things which he only could do. In doing this of course he flattered their vanity, aroused their self-confidence, made them feel themselves the possessors of latent powers and forces which before him they had only dreamed of. Margaret, Ruby, Angela, Christina and Carlotta had all gained this feeling from him. They had a better opinion of themselves for having known him. Now as he looked at Carlotta he was intensely sorry, for she was so calm, so affable, so seemingly efficient and self reliant, and such a comfort to him in these days.

Circe! he said, this is too bad. Im sorry. Im going to hate to lose you.

You wont lose me, she replied. You cant. I wont let you. Ive found you now and Im going to keep you. This dont mean anything. We can find places to meet. Get a place where they have a phone if you can. When do you think youll go?

Right away, said Eugene. Ill take tomorrow morning off and look.

Poor Eugene, she said sympathetically. Its too bad. Never mind though. Everything will come out right.

She was still not counting on Angela. She thought that even if Angela came back, as Eugene told her she would soon, a joint arrangement might possibly be made. Angela could be here, but she, Carlotta, could share Eugene in some way. She thought she would rather live with him than any other man on earth.

It was only about noon the next morning when Eugene had found another room, for, in living here so long, he had thought of several methods by which he might have obtained a room in the first place. There was another church, a library, the postmaster and the ticket agent at Speonk who lived in the village. He went first to the postmaster and learned of two families, one the home of a civil engineer, where he might be welcome, and it was here that he eventually settled. The view was not quite so attractive, but it was charming, and he had a good room and good meals. He told them that he might not stay long, for his wife was coming back soon. The letters from Angela were becoming most importunate.

He gathered up his belongings at Mrs. Hibberdells and took a polite departure. After he was gone Mrs. Hibberdell of course changed her mind, and Carlotta returned to her apartment in New York. She communicated with Eugene not only by phone but by special delivery, and had him meet her at a convenient inn the second evening of his departure. She was planning some sort of a separate apartment for them, when Eugene informed her that Angela was already on her way to New York and that nothing could be done at present.

Since Eugene had left her at Biloxi, Angela had spent a most miserable period of seven months. She had been grieving her heart out, for she imagined him to be most lonely, and at the same time she was regretful that she had ever left him. She might as well have been with him. She figured afterward that she might have borrowed several hundred dollars from one of her brothers, and carried out the fight for his mental recovery by his side. Once he had gone she fancied she might have made a mistake matrimonially, for he was so impressionable  but his condition was such that she did not deem him to be interested in anything save his recovery. Besides, his attitude toward her of late had been so affectionate and in a way dependent. All her letters since he had left had been most tender, speaking of his sorrow at this necessary absence and hoping that the time would soon come when they could be together. The fact that he was lonely finally decided her and she wrote that she was coming whether he wanted her to or not.

Her arrival would have made little difference except that by now he was thoroughly weaned away from her again, had obtained a new ideal and was interested only to see and be with Carlotta. The latters easy financial state, her nice clothes, her familiarity with comfortable and luxurious things  better things than Eugene had ever dreamed of enjoying  her use of the automobile, her freedom in the matter of expenditures  taking the purchase of champagne and expensive meals as a matter of course  dazzled and fascinated him. It was rather an astonishing thing, he thought, to have so fine a woman fall in love with him. Besides, her tolerance, her indifference to petty conventions, her knowledge of life and literature and art  set her in marked contrast to Angela, and in all ways she seemed rare and forceful to him. He wished from his heart that he could be free and could have her.

Into this peculiar situation Angela precipitated herself one bright Saturday afternoon in September. She was dying to see Eugene again. Full of grave thoughts for his future, she had come to share it whatever it might be. Her one idea was that he was sick and depressed and lonely. None of his letters had been cheerful or optimistic, for of course he did not dare to confess the pleasure he was having in Carlottas company. In order to keep her away he had to pretend that lack of funds made it inadmissible for her to be here. The fact that he was spending, and by the time she arrived had spent, nearly the whole of the three hundred dollars his picture sold to Carlotta had brought him, had troubled him  not unduly, of course, or he would not have done it. He had qualms of conscience, severe ones, but they passed with the presence of Carlotta or the reading of his letters from Angela.

I dont know whats the matter with me, he said to himself from time to time. I guess Im no good. He thought it was a blessing that the world could not see him as he was.

One of the particular weaknesses of Eugenes which should be set forth here and which will help to illuminate the bases of his conduct was that he was troubled with a dual point of view  a condition based upon a peculiar power of analysis  self-analysis in particular, which was constantly permitting him to tear himself up by the roots in order to see how he was getting along. He would daily and hourly when not otherwise employed lift the veil from his inner mental processes as he might lift the covering from a well, and peer into its depths. What he saw was not very inviting and vastly disconcerting, a piece of machinery that was not going as a true man should, clock fashion, and corresponding in none of its moral characteristics to the recognized standard of a man. He had concluded by now, from watching various specimens, that sane men were honest, some inherently moral, some regulated by a keen sense of duty, and occasionally all of these virtues and others were bound up in one man. Angelas father was such an one. M. Charles appeared to be another. He had concluded from his association with Jerry Mathews, Philip Shotmeyer, Peter MacHugh and Joseph Smite that they were all rather decent in respect to morals. He had never seen them under temptation but he imagined they were. Such a man as William Haverford, the Engineer of Maintenance of Way, and Henry C. Litlebrown, the Division Engineer of this immense road, struck him as men who must have stuck close to a sense of duty and the conventions of the life they represented, working hard all the time, to have attained the positions they had. All this whole railroad system which he was watching closely from day to day from his little vantage point of connection with it, seemed a clear illustration of the need of a sense of duty and reliability. All of these men who worked for this company had to be in good health, all had to appear at their posts on the tick of the clock, all had to perform faithfully the duties assigned them, or there would be disasters. Most of them had climbed by long, arduous years of work to very modest positions of prominence, as conductors, engineers, foremen, division superintendents. Others more gifted or more blessed by fortune became division engineers, superintendents, vice-presidents and presidents. They were all slow climbers, rigid in their sense of duty, tireless in their energy, exact, thoughtful. What was he?

He looked into the well of his being and there he saw nothing but shifty and uncertain currents. It was very dark down there. He was not honest, he said to himself, except in money matters  he often wondered why. He was not truthful. He was not moral. This love of beauty which haunted him seemed much more important than anything else in the world, and his pursuit of that seemed to fly in the face of everything else which was established and important. He found that men everywhere did not think much of a man who was crazy after women. They might joke about an occasional lapse as an amiable vice or one which could be condoned, but they wanted little to do with a man who was overpowered by it. There was a case over in the railroad yard at Speonk recently which he had noted, of a foreman who had left his wife and gone after some hoyden in White Plains, and because of this offense he was promptly discharged. It appeared, though, that before this he had occasionally had such lapses and that each time he had been discharged, but had been subsequently forgiven. This one weakness, and no other, had given him a bad reputation among his fellow railroad men  much as that a drunkard might have. Big John Peters, the engineer, had expressed it aptly to Eugene one day when he told him in confidence that Ed Bowers would go to hell for his hide, the latter being the local expression for women. Everybody seemed to pity him, and the man seemed in a way to pity himself. He had a hang-dog look when he was re-instated, and yet everybody knew that apart from this he was a fairly competent foreman. Still it was generally understood that he would never get anywhere.

From that Eugene argued to himself that a man who was cursed with this peculiar vice could not get anywhere; that he, if he kept it up, would not. It was like drinking and stealing, and the face of the world was against it. Very frequently it went hand in hand with those things birds of a feather he thought. Still he was cursed with it, and he no more than Ed Bowers appeared to be able to conquer it. At least he was yielding to it now as he had before. It mattered not that the women he chose were exceptionally beautiful and fascinating. They were women, and ought he to want them? He had one. He had taken a solemn vow to love and cherish her, or at least had gone through the formality of such a vow, and here he was running about with Carlotta, as he had with Christina and Ruby before her. Was he not always looking for some such woman as this? Certainly he was. Had he not far better be seeking for wealth, distinction, a reputation for probity, chastity, impeccable moral honor? Certainly he had. It was the way to distinction apparently, assuming the talent, and here he was doing anything but take that way. Conscience was his barrier, a conscience unmodified by cold self-interest. Shame upon himself! Shame upon his weak-kneed disposition, not to be able to recover from this illusion of beauty. Such were some of the thoughts which his moments of introspection brought him.

On the other hand, there came over him that other phase of his duality  the ability to turn his terrible searchlight of intelligence which swept the heavens and the deep as with a great white ray  upon the other side of the question. It revealed constantly the inexplicable subtleties and seeming injustices of nature. He could not help seeing how the big fish fed upon the little ones, the strong were constantly using the weak as pawns; the thieves, the grafters, the murderers were sometimes allowed to prey on society without let or hindrance. Good was not always rewarded  frequently terribly ill-rewarded. Evil was seen to flourish beautifully at times. It was all right to say that it would be punished, but would it? Carlotta did not think so. She did not think the thing she was doing with him was very evil. She had said to him over and over that it was an open question, that he was troubled with an ingrowing conscience. I dont think its so bad, she once told him. It depends somewhat on how you were raised. There was a system apparently in society, but also apparently it did not work very well. Only fools were held by religion, which in the main was an imposition, a graft and a lie. The honest man might be very fine but he wasnt very successful. There was a great to-do about morals, but most people were immoral or unmoral. Why worry? Look to your health! Dont let a morbid conscience get the better of you. Thus she counselled, and he agreed with her. For the rest the survival of the fittest was the best. Why should he worry? He had talent.

It was thus that Eugene floundered to and fro, and it was in this state, brooding and melancholy, that Angela found him on her arrival. He was as gay as ever at times, when he was not thinking, but he was very thin and hollow-eyed, and Angela fancied that it was overwork and worry which kept him in this state. Why had she left him? Poor Eugene! She had clung desperately to the money he had given her, and had most of it with her ready to be expended now for his care. She was so anxious for his recovery and his peace of mind that she was ready to go to work herself at anything she could find, in order to make his path more easy. She was thinking that fate was terribly unjust to him, and when he had gone to sleep beside her the first night she lay awake and cried. Poor Eugene! To think he should be tried so by fate. Nevertheless, he should not be tortured by anything which she could prevent. She was going to make him as comfortable and happy as she could. She set about to find some nice little apartment or rooms where they could live in peace and where she could cook Eugenes meals for him. She fancied that maybe his food had not been exactly right, and when she got him where she could manifest a pretence of self-confidence and courage that he would take courage from her and grow better. So she set briskly about her task, honeying Eugene the while, for she was confident that this above all things was the thing he needed. She little suspected what a farce it all appeared to him, how mean and contemptible he appeared to himself. He did not care to be mean  to rapidly disillusion her and go his way; and yet this dual existence sickened him. He could not help but feel that from a great many points of view Angela was better than Carlotta. Yet the other woman was wider in her outlook, more gracious in her appearance, more commanding, more subtle. She was a princess of the world, subtle, deadly Machiavellian, but a princess nevertheless. Angela was better described by the current and acceptable phrase of the time  a thoroughly good woman, honest, energetic, resourceful, in all things obedient to the race spirit and the conventional feelings of the time. He knew that society would support her thoroughly and condemn Carlotta, and yet Carlotta interested him more. He wished that he might have both and no fussing. Then all would be beautiful. So he thought.


CHAPTER XXVI

The situation which here presented itself was subject to no such gracious and generous development. Angela was the soul of watchfulness, insistence on duty, consideration for right conduct and for the privileges, opportunities and emoluments which belonged to her as the wife of a talented artist, temporarily disabled, it is true, but certain to be distinguished in the future. She was deluding herself that this recent experience of reverses had probably hardened and sharpened Eugenes practical instincts, made him less indifferent to the necessity of looking out for himself, given him keener instincts of self-protection and economy. He had done very well to live on so little she thought, but they were going to do better  they were going to save. She was going to give up those silly dreams she had entertained of a magnificent studio and hosts of friends, and she was going to start now saving a fraction of whatever they made, however small it might be, if it were only ten cents a week. If Eugene could only make nine dollars a week by working every day, they were going to live on that. He still had ninety-seven of the hundred dollars he had brought with him, he told her, and this was going in the bank. He did not tell her of the sale of one of his pictures and of the subsequent dissipation of the proceeds. In the bank, too, they were going to put any money from subsequent sales until he was on his feet again. One of these days if they ever made any money, they were going to buy a house somewhere in which they could live without paying rent. Some of the money in the bank, a very little of it, might go for clothes if worst came to worst, but it would not be touched unless it was absolutely necessary. She needed clothes now, but that did not matter. To Eugenes ninety-seven was added Angelas two hundred and twenty-eight which she brought with her, and this total sum of three hundred and twenty-five dollars was promptly deposited in the Bank of Riverwood.

Angela by personal energy and explanation found four rooms in the house of a furniture manufacturer; it had been vacated by a daughter who had married, and they were glad to let it to an artist and his wife for practically nothing so far as real worth was concerned, for this was a private house in a lovely lawn. Twelve dollars per month was the charge. Mrs. Witla seemed very charming to Mrs. Desenas, who was the wife of the manufacturer, and for her especial benefit a little bedroom on the second floor adjoining a bath was turned into a kitchen, with a small gas stove, and Angela at once began housekeeping operations on the tiny basis necessitated by their income. Some furniture had to be secured, for the room was not completely furnished, but Angela by haunting the second-hand stores in New York, looking through all the department stores, and visiting certain private sales, managed to find a few things which she could buy cheaply and which would fit in with the dressing table, library table, dining table and one bed which were already provided. The necessary curtains for the bath and kitchen windows she cut, decorated and hung for herself. She went down to the storage company where the unsold and undisplayed portion of Eugenes pictures were and brought back seven, which she placed in the general living-room and dining-room. All Eugenes clothes, his underwear and socks particularly, received her immediate attention, and she soon had his rather attenuated wardrobe in good condition. From the local market she bought good vegetables and a little meat and made delightful stews, ragouts, combinations of eggs and tasty meat juices after the French fashion. All her housekeeping art was employed to the utmost to make everything look clean and neat, to maintain a bountiful supply of varied food on the table and yet to keep the cost down, so that they could not only live on nine dollars a week, but set aside a dollar or more of that for what Angela called their private bank account. She had a little hollow brown jug, calculated to hold fifteen dollars in change, which could be opened when full, which she conscientiously endeavored to fill and refill. Her one desire was to rehabilitate her husband in the eyes of the world  this time to stay  and she was determined to do it.

For another thing, reflection and conversation with one person and another had taught her that it was not well for herself or for Eugene for her to encourage him in his animal passions. Some woman in Blackwood had pointed out a local case of locomotor-ataxia which had resulted from lack of self-control, and she had learned that it was believed that many other nervous troubles sprang from the same source. Perhaps Eugenes had. She had resolved to protect him from himself. She did not believe she could be injured, but Eugene was so sensitive, so emotional.

The trouble with the situation was that it was such a sharp change from his recent free and to him delightful mode of existence that it was almost painful. He could see that everything appeared to be satisfactory to her, that she thought all his days had been moral and full of hard work. Carlottas presence in the background was not suspected. Her idea was that they would work hard together now along simple, idealistic lines to the one end  success for him, and of course, by reflection, for her.

Eugene saw the charm of it well enough, but it was only as something quite suitable for others. He was an artist. The common laws of existence could not reasonably apply to an artist. The latter should have intellectual freedom, the privilege of going where he pleased, associating with whom he chose. This marriage business was a galling yoke, cutting off all rational opportunity for enjoyment, and he was now after a brief period of freedom having that yoke heavily adjusted to his neck again. Gone were all the fine dreams of pleasure and happiness which so recently had been so real  the hope of living with Carlotta  the hope of associating with her on easy and natural terms in that superior world which she represented. Angelas insistence on the thought that he should work every day and bring home nine dollars a week, or rather its monthly equivalent, made it necessary for him to take sharp care of the little money he had kept out of the remainder of the three hundred in order to supply any deficiency which might occur from his taking time off. For there was no opportunity now of seeing Carlotta of an evening, and it was necessary to take a regular number of afternoons or mornings off each week, in order to meet her. He would leave the little apartment as usual at a quarter to seven in the morning, dressed suitably for possible out-door expeditions, for in anticipation of difficulty he had told Angela that it was his custom to do this, and sometimes he would go to the factory and sometimes he would not. There was a car line which carried him rapidly cityward to a rendezvous, and he would either ride or walk with her as the case might be. There was constant thought on his and her part of the risk involved, but still they persisted. By some stroke of ill or good fortune Norman Wilson returned from Chicago, so that Carlottas movements had to be calculated to a nicety, but she did not care. She trusted most to the automobiles which she could hire at convenient garages and which would carry them rapidly away from the vicinity where they might be seen and recognized.

It was a tangled life, difficult and dangerous. There was no peace in it, for there is neither peace nor happiness in deception. A burning joy at one time was invariably followed by a disturbing remorse afterward. There was Carlottas mother, Norman Wilson, and Angela, to guard against, to say nothing of the constant pricking of his own conscience.

It is almost a foregone conclusion in any situation of this kind that it cannot endure. The seed of its undoing is in itself. We think that our actions when unseen of mortal eyes resolve themselves into nothingness, but this is not true. They are woven indefinably into our being, and shine forth ultimately as the real self, in spite of all our pretences. One could almost accept the Brahmanistic dogma of a psychic body which sees and is seen where we dream all to be darkness. There is no other supposition on which to explain the facts of intuition. So many individuals have it. They know so well without knowing why they know.

Angela had this intuitive power in connection with Eugene. Because of her great affection for him she divined or apprehended many things in connection with him long before they occurred. Throughout her absence from him she had been haunted by the idea that she ought to be with him, and now that she was here and the first excitement of contact and adjustment was over, she was beginning to be aware of something. Eugene was not the same as he had been a little while before he had left her. His attitude, in spite of a kindly show of affection, was distant and preoccupied. He had no real power of concealing anything. He appeared at times  at most times when he was with her  to be lost in a mist of speculation. He was lonely and a little love-sick, because under the pressure of home affairs Carlotta was not able to see him quite so much. At the same time, now that the fall was coming on, he was growing weary of the shop at Speonk, for the gray days and slight chill which settled upon the earth at times caused the shop windows to be closed and robbed the yard of that air of romance which had characterized it when he first came there. He could not take his way of an evening along the banks of the stream to the arms of Carlotta. The novelty of Big John and Joseph Mews and Malachi Dempsey and Little Suddsy had worn off. He was beginning now to see also that they were nothing but plain workingmen after all, worrying over the fact that they were not getting more than fifteen or seventeen and a half cents an hour; jealous of each other and their superiors, full of all the frailties and weaknesses to which the flesh is heir.

His coming had created a slight diversion for them, for he was very strange, but his strangeness was no longer a novelty. They were beginning to see him also as a relatively commonplace human being. He was an artist, to be sure, but his actions and intentions were not so vastly different from those of other men.

A shop of this kind, like any other institution where people are compelled by force of circumstances to work together whether the weather be fair or foul, or the mood grave or gay, can readily become and frequently does become a veritable hell. Human nature is a subtle, irritable, irrational thing. It is not so much governed by rules of ethics and conditions of understanding as a thing of moods and temperament. Eugene could easily see, philosopher that he was, that these people would come here enveloped in some mist of home trouble or secret illness or grief and would conceive that somehow it was not their state of mind but the things around them which were the cause of all their woe. Sour looks would breed sour looks in return; a gruff question would beget a gruff answer; there were long-standing grudges between one man and another, based on nothing more than a grouchy observation at one time in the past. He thought by introducing gaiety and persistent, if make-believe, geniality that he was tending to obviate and overcome the general condition, but this was only relatively true. His own gaiety was capable of becoming as much of a weariness to those who were out of the spirit of it, as was the sour brutality with which at times he was compelled to contend. So he wished that he might arrange to get well and get out of here, or at least change his form of work, for it was plain to be seen that this condition would not readily improve. His presence was a commonplace. His power to entertain and charm was practically gone.

This situation, coupled with Angelas spirit of honest conservatism was bad, but it was destined to be much worse. From watching him and endeavoring to decipher his moods, Angela came to suspect something  she could not say what. He did not love her as much as he had. There was a coolness in his caresses which was not there when he left her. What could have happened, she asked herself. Was it just absence, or what? One day when he had returned from an afternoons outing with Carlotta and was holding her in his arms in greeting, she asked him solemnly:

Do you love me, Honeybun?

You know I do, he asseverated, but without any energy, for he could not regain his old original feeling for her. There was no trace of it, only sympathy, pity, and a kind of sorrow that she was being so badly treated after all her efforts.

No, you dont, she replied, detecting the hollow ring in what he said. Her voice was sad, and her eyes showed traces of that wistful despair into which she could so readily sink at times.

Why, yes I do, Angelface, he insisted. What makes you ask? Whats come over you? He was wondering whether she had heard anything or seen anything and was concealing her knowledge behind this preliminary inquiry.

Nothing, she replied. Only you dont love me. I dont know what it is. I dont know why. But I can feel it right here, and she laid her hand on her heart.

The action was sincere, unstudied. It hurt him, for it was like that of a little child.

Oh, hush! Dont say that, he pleaded. You know I do. Dont look so gloomy. I love you  dont you know I do? and he kissed her.

No, no! said Angela. I know! You dont. Oh, dear; oh, dear; I feel so bad!

Eugene was dreading another display of the hysteria with which he was familiar, but it did not come. She conquered her mood, inasmuch as she had no real basis for suspicion, and went about the work of getting him his dinner. She was depressed, though, and he was fearful. What if she should ever find out!

More days passed. Carlotta called him up at the shop occasionally, for there was no phone where he lived, and she would not have risked it if there had been. She sent him registered notes to be signed for, addressed to Henry Kingsland and directed to the post office at Speonk. Eugene was not known there as Witla and easily secured these missives, which were usually very guarded in their expressions and concerned appointments  the vaguest, most mysterious directions, which he understood. They made arrangements largely from meeting to meeting, saying, If I cant keep it Thursday at two it will be Friday at the same time; and if not then, Saturday. If anything happens Ill send you a registered special. So it went on.

One noontime Eugene walked down to the little post office at Speonk to look for a letter, for Carlotta had not been able to meet him the previous day and had phoned instead that she would write the following day. He found it safely enough, and after glancing at it  it contained but few words  decided to tear it up as usual and throw the pieces away. A mere expression, Ashes of Roses, which she sometimes used to designate herself, and the superscription, Oh, Genie! made it, however, inexpressibly dear to him. He thought he would hold it in his possession just a little while  a few hours longer. It was enigmatic enough to anyone but himself, he thought, even if found. The bridge, two, Wednesday. The bridge referred to was one over the Harlem at Morris Heights. He kept the appointment that day as requested, but by some necromancy of fate he forgot the letter until he was within his own door. Then he took it out, tore it up into four or five pieces quickly, put it in his vest pocket, and went upstairs intending at the first opportunity to dispose of it.

Meanwhile, Angela, for the first time since they had been living at Riverwood, had decided to walk over toward the factory about six oclock and meet Eugene on his way home. She heard him discourse on the loveliness of this stream and what a pleasure it was to stroll along its banks morning and evening. He was so fond of the smooth water and the overhanging leaves! She had walked with him there already on several Sundays. When she went this evening she thought what a pleasant surprise it would be for him, for she had prepared everything on leaving so that his supper would not be delayed when they reached home. She heard the whistle blow as she neared the shop, and, standing behind a clump of bushes on the thither side of the stream, she waited, expecting to pounce out on Eugene with a loving Boo! He did not come.

The forty or fifty men who worked here trickled out like a little stream of black ants, and then, Eugene not appearing, Angela went over to the gate which Joseph Mews in the official capacity of gateman, after the whistle blew, was closing.

Is Mr. Witla here? asked Angela, peering through the bars at him. Eugene had described Joseph so accurately to her that she recognized him at sight.

No, maam, replied Joseph, quite taken back by this attractive arrival, for good-looking women were not common at the shop gate of the factory. He left four or five hours ago. I think he left at one oclock, if I remember right. He wasnt working with us today. He was working out in the yard.

You dont know where he went, do you? asked Angela, who was surprised at this novel information. Eugene had not said anything about going anywhere. Where could he have gone?

Nom, I dont, replied Joseph volubly. He sometimes goes off this way  quite frequent, maam. His wife calls him up  er  now, maybe youre his wife.

I am, said Angela; but she was no longer thinking of what she was saying, her words on the instant were becoming mechanical. Eugene going away frequently? He had never said anything to her! His wife calling him up! Could there be another woman! Instantly all her old suspicions, jealousies, fears, awoke, and she was wondering why she had not fixed on this fact before. That explained Eugenes indifference, of course. That explained his air of abstraction. He wasnt thinking of her, the miserable creature! He was thinking of someone else. Still she could not be sure, for she had no proof. Two adroit questions elicited the fact that no one in the shop had ever seen his wife. He had just gone out. A woman had called up.

Angela took her way home amid a whirling fire of conjecture. When she reached it Eugene was not there yet, for he sometimes delayed his coming, lingering, as he said, to look at the water. It was natural enough in an artist. She went upstairs and hung the broad-brimmed straw she had worn in the closet, and went into the kitchen to await his coming. Experience with him and the nature of her own temperament determined her to enact a rôle of subtlety. She would wait until he spoke, pretending that she had not been out. She would ask whether he had had a hard day, and see whether he disclosed the fact that he had been away from the factory. That would show her positively what he was doing and whether he was deliberately deceiving her.

Eugene came up the stairs, gay enough but anxious to deposit the scraps of paper where they would not be seen. No opportunity came for Angela was there to greet him.

Did you have a hard job today? she asked, noting that he made no preliminary announcement of any absence.

Not very, he replied; no. I dont look tired?

No, she said bitterly, but concealing her feelings; she wanted to see how thoroughly and deliberately he would lie. But I thought maybe you might have. Did you stop to look at the water tonight?

Yes, he replied smoothly. Its very lovely over there. I never get tired of it. The sun on the leaves these days now that they are turning yellow is so beautiful. They look a little like stained glass at certain angles.

Her first impulse after hearing this was to exclaim, Why do you lie to me, Eugene? for her temper was fiery, almost uncontrollable at times; but she restrained herself. She wanted to find out more  how she did not know, but time, if she could only wait a little, would help her. Eugene went to the bath, congratulating himself on the ease of his escape  the comfortable fact that he was not catechised very much; but in this temporary feeling of satisfaction he forgot the scraps of paper in his vest pocket  though not for long. He hung his coat and vest on a hook and started into the bedroom to get himself a fresh collar and tie. While he was in there Angela passed the bathroom door. She was always interested in Eugenes clothes, how they were wearing, but tonight there were other thoughts in her mind. Hastily and by intuition she went through his pockets, finding the torn scraps, then for excuse took his coat and vest down to clean certain spots. At the same moment Eugene thought of his letter. He came hurrying out to get it, or the pieces, rather, but Angela already had them and was looking at them curiously.

What was that? she asked, all her suspicious nature on the qui vive for additional proof. Why should he keep the torn fragments of a letter in his pocket? For days she had had a psychic sense of something impending. Everything about him seemed strangely to call for investigation. Now it was all coming out.

Nothing, he said nervously. A memorandum. Throw it in the paper box.

Angela noted the peculiarity of his voice and manner. She was taken by the guilty expression of his eyes. Something was wrong. It concerned these scraps of paper. Maybe it was in these she would be able to read the riddle of his conduct. The womans name might be in here. Like a flash it came to her that she might piece these scraps together, but there was another thought equally swift which urged her to pretend indifference. That might help her. Pretend now and she would know more later. She threw them in the paper box, thinking to piece them together at her leisure. Eugene noted her hesitation, her suspicion. He was afraid she would do something, what he could not guess. He breathed more easily when the papers fluttered into the practically empty box, but he was nervous. If they were only burned! He did not think she would attempt to put them together, but he was afraid. He would have given anything if his sense of romance had not led him into this trap.


CHAPTER XXVII

Angela was quick to act upon her thought. No sooner had Eugene entered the bath than she gathered up the pieces, threw other bits of paper like them in their place and tried quickly to piece them together on the ironing board where she was. It was not difficult; the scraps were not small. On one triangular bit were the words, Oh, Genie! with a colon after it; on another the words, The bridge, and on another Roses. There was no doubt in her mind from this preliminary survey that this was a love note, and every nerve in her body tingled to the terrible import of it. Could it really be true? Could Eugene have found someone else? Was this the cause of his coolness and his hypocritical pretence of affection? and of his not wanting her to come to him? Oh, God! Would her sufferings never cease! She hurried into the front room, her face white, her hand clenching the tell-tale bits, and there set to work to complete her task. It did not take her long. In four minutes it was all together, and then she saw it all. A love note! From some demon of a woman. No doubt of it! Some mysterious woman in the background. Ashes of Roses! Now God curse her for a siren, a love thief, a hypnotizing snake, fascinating men with her evil eyes. And Eugene! The dog! The scoundrel! The vile coward! The traitor! Was there no decency, no morality, no kindness, no gratitude in his soul? After all her patience, all her suffering, all her loneliness, her poverty. To treat her like this! Writing that he was sick and lonely and unable to have her with him, and at the same time running around with a strange woman. Ashes of Roses! Oh, curses, curses, curses on her harlots heart and brain! Might God strike her dead for her cynical, brutal seizing upon that sacred possession which belonged to another. She wrung her hands desperately.

Angela was fairly beside herself. Through her dainty little head ran a foaming torrent of rage, hate, envy, sorrow, self-commiseration, brutal desire for revenge. If she could only get at this woman! If she could only denounce Eugene now to his face! If she could only find them together and kill them! How she would like to strike her on the mouth! How tear her hair and her eyes out! Something of the forest cats cruel rage shone in her gleaming eyes as she thought of her, for if she could have had Carlotta there alone she would have tortured her with hot irons, torn her tongue and teeth from their roots, beaten her into insensibility and an unrecognizable mass. She was a real tigress now, her eyes gleaming, her red lips wet. She would kill her! kill her!! kill her!!! As God was judge, she would kill her if she could find her, and Eugene and herself. Yes, yes, she would. Better death than this agony of suffering. Better a thousand times to be dead with this beast of a woman dead beside her and Eugene than to suffer this way. She didnt deserve it. Why did God torture her so? Why was she made to bleed at every step by this her sacrificial love? Had she not been a good wife? Had she not laid every tribute of tenderness, patience, self-abnegation, self-sacrifice and virtue on the altar of love? What more could God ask? What more could man want? Had she not waited on Eugene in sickness and health? She had gone without clothes, gone without friends, hidden herself away in Blackwood the seven months while he was here frittering away his health and time in love and immorality, and what was her reward? In Chicago, in Tennessee, in Mississippi, had she not waited on him, sat up with him of nights, walked the floor with him when he was nervous, consoled him in his fear of poverty and failure, and here she was now, after seven long months of patient waiting and watching  eating her lonely heart out  forsaken. Oh, the inconceivable inhumanity of the human heart! To think anybody could be so vile, so low, so unkind, so cruel! To think that Eugene with his black eyes, his soft hair, his smiling face, could be so treacherous, so subtle, so dastardly! Could he really be as mean as this note proved him to be? Could he be as brutal, as selfish? Was she awake or asleep? Was this a dream? Ah, God! no, no it was not a dream. It was a cold, bitter, agonizing reality. And the cause of all her suffering was there in the bathroom now shaving himself.

For one moment she thought she would go in and strike him where he stood. She thought she could tear his heart out, cut him up, but then suddenly the picture of him bleeding and dead came to her and she recoiled. No, no, she could not do that! Oh, no, not Eugene  and yet and yet  

Oh, God, let me get my hands on that woman! she said to herself. Let me get my hands on her. Ill kill her, Ill kill her! Ill kill her!

This torrent of fury and self-pity was still raging in her heart when the bathroom knob clicked and Eugene came out. He was in his undershirt, trousers and shoes, looking for a clean white shirt. He was very nervous over the note which had been thrown in scraps into the box, but looking in the kitchen and seeing the pieces still there he was slightly reassured. Angela was not there; he could come back and get them when he found out where she was. He went on into the bedroom, looking into the front room as he did so. She appeared to be at the window waiting for him. After all, she was probably not as suspicious as he thought. It was his own imagination. He was too nervous and sensitive. Well, he would get those pieces now if he could and throw them out of the window. Angela should not have a chance to examine them if she wanted to. He slipped out into the kitchen, made a quick grab for the little heap, and sent the pieces flying. Then he felt much better. He would never bring another letter home from anybody, that was a certainty. Fate was too much against him.

Angela came out after a bit, for the click of the bathroom knob had sobered her a little. Her rage was high, her pulse abnormal, her whole being shaken to its roots, but still she realized that she must have time to think. She must see who this woman was first. She must have time to find her. Eugene mustnt know. Where was she now? Where was this bridge? Where did they meet? Where did she live? She wondered for the moment why she couldnt think it all out, why it didnt come to her in a flash, a revelation. If she could only know!

In a few minutes Eugene came in, clean-shaven, smiling, his equanimity and peace of mind fairly well restored. The letter was gone. Angela could never know. She might suspect, but this possible burst of jealousy had been nipped in the bud. He came over toward her to put his arm round her, but she slipped away from him, pretending to need the sugar. He let this effort at love making go  the will for the deed, and sat down at the snow-white little table, set with tempting dishes and waited to be served. The day had been very pleasant, being early in October, and he was pleased to see a last lingering ray of light falling on some red and yellow leaves. This yard was very beautiful. This little flat, for all their poverty, very charming. Angela was neat and trim in a dainty house dress of mingled brown and green. A dark blue studio apron shielded her bosom and skirt. She was very pale and distraught-looking, but Eugene for the time was almost unconscious of it  he was so relieved.

Are you very tired, Angela? he finally asked sympathetically.

Yes, Im not feeling so well today, she replied.

What have you been doing, ironing?

Oh, yes, and cleaning. I worked on the cupboard.

You oughtnt to try to do so much, he said cheerfully. Youre not strong enough. You think youre a little horse, but you are only a colt. Better go slow, hadnt you?

I will after I get everything straightened out to suit me, she replied.

She was having the struggle of her life to conceal her real feelings. Never at any time had she undergone such an ordeal as this. Once in the studio, when she discovered those two letters, she thought she was suffering  but that, what was that to this? What were her suspicions concerning Frieda? What were the lonely longings at home, her grieving and worrying over his illness? Nothing, nothing! Now he was actually faithless to her. Now she had the evidence. This woman was here. She was somewhere in the immediate background. After these years of marriage and close companionship he was deceiving her. It was possible that he had been with this woman today, yesterday, the day before. The letter was not dated. Could it be that she was related to Mrs. Hibberdell? Eugene had said that there was a married daughter, but never that she was there. If she was there, why should he have moved? He wouldnt have. Was it the wife of the man he was last living with? No; she was too homely. Angela had seen her. Eugene would never associate with her. If she could only know! Ashes of Roses! The world went red before her eyes. There was no use bursting into a storm now, though. If she could only be calm it would be better. If she only had someone to talk to  if there were a minister or a bosom friend! She might go to a detective agency. They might help her. A detective could trace this woman and Eugene. Did she want to do this? It cost money. They were very poor now. Paugh! Why should she worry about their poverty, mending her dresses, going without hats, going without decent shoes, and he wasting his time and being upon some shameless strumpet! If he had money, he would spend it on her. Still, he had handed her almost all the money he had brought East with him intact. How was that?

All the time Eugene was sitting opposite her eating with fair heartiness. If the trouble about the letter had not come out so favorably he would have been without appetite, but now he felt at ease. Angela said she was not hungry and could not eat. She passed him the bread, the butter, the hashed brown potatoes, the tea, and he ate cheerfully.

I think I am going to try and get out of that shop over there, he volunteered affably.

Why? asked Angela mechanically.

Im tired of it. The men are not so interesting to me now. Im tired of them. I think Mr. Haverford will transfer me if I write to him. He said he would. Id rather be outside with some section gang if I could. Its going to be very dreary in the shop when they close it up.

Well, if youre tired youd better, replied Angela. Your mind needs diversion, I know that. Why dont you write to Mr. Haverford?

I will, he said, but he did not immediately. He went into the front room and lit the gas eventually, reading a paper, then a book, then yawning wearily. Angela came in after a time and sat down pale and tired. She went and secured a little workbasket in which were socks undarned and other odds and ends and began on those, but she revolted at the thought of doing anything for him and put them up. She got out a skirt of hers which she was making. Eugene watched her a little while lazily, his artistic eye measuring the various dimensions of her features. She had a well-balanced face, he finally concluded. He noted the effect of the light on her hair  the peculiar hue it gave it  and wondered if he could get that in oil. Night scenes were harder than those of full daylight. Shadows were so very treacherous. He got up finally.

Well, Im going to turn in, he said. Im tired. I have to get up at six. Oh, dear, this darn day labor business gives me a pain. I wish it were over.

Angela did not trust herself to speak. She was so full of pain and despair that she thought if she spoke she would cry. He went out, saying: Coming soon? She nodded her head. When he was gone the storm burst and she broke into a blinding flood of tears. They were not only tears of sorrow, but of rage and helplessness. She went out on a little balcony which was there and cried alone, the night lights shining wistfully about. After the first storm she began to harden and dry up again, for helpless tears were foreign to her in a rage. She dried her eyes and became white-faced and desperate as before.

The dog, the scoundrel, the brute, the hound! she thought. How could she ever have loved him? How could she love him now? Oh, the horror of life, its injustice, its cruelty, its shame! That she should be dragged through the mire with a man like this. The pity of it! The shame! If this was art, death take it! And yet hate him as she might  hate this hellish man-trap who signed herself Ashes of Roses  she loved him, too. She could not help it. She knew she loved him. Oh, to be crossed by two fevers like this! Why might she not die? Why not die, right now?


CHAPTER XXVIII

The hells of love are bitter and complete. There were days after that when she watched him, followed him down the pleasant lane from the house to the waters edge, slipping out unceremoniously after he had gone not more than eight hundred feet. She watched the bridge at Riverwood at one and six, expecting that Eugene and his paramour might meet there. It just happened that Carlotta was compelled to leave town for ten days with her husband, and so Eugene was safe. On two occasions he went downtown  into the heart of the great city, anxious to get a breath of the old life that so fascinated him, and Angela followed him only to lose track of him quickly. He did nothing evil, however, merely walked, wondering what Miriam Finch and Christina Channing and Norma Whitmore were doing these days and what they were thinking of him in his long absence. Of all the people he had known, he had only seen Norma Whitmore once and that was not long after he returned to New York. He had given her a garbled explanation of his illness, stated that he was going to work now and proposed to come and see her. He did his best to avoid observation, however, for he dreaded explaining the reason of his non-productive condition. Miriam Finch was almost glad that he had failed, since he had treated her so badly. Christina Channing was in opera, as he quickly discovered, for he saw her name blazoned one day the following November in the newspapers. She was a star of whose talent great hopes were entertained, and was interested almost exclusively in her career. She was to sing in Bohème and Rigoletto.

Another thing, fortunate for Eugene at this time, was that he changed his work. There came to the shop one day an Irish foreman, Timothy Deegan, master of a score of guineas, as he called the Italian day laborers who worked for him, who took Eugenes fancy greatly. He was of medium height, thick of body and neck, with a cheerful, healthy red face, a keen, twinkling gray eye, and stiff, closely cropped gray hair and mustache. He had come to lay the foundation for a small dynamo in the engine room at Speonk, which was to supply the plant with light in case of night work, and a car of his had been backed in, a tool car, full of boards, barrows, mortar boards, picks and shovels. Eugene was amused and astonished at his insistent, defiant attitude and the brisk manner in which he was handing out orders to his men.

Come, Matt! Come, Jimmie! Get the shovels now! Get the picks! he heard him shout. Bring some sand here! Bring some stone! Wheres the cement now? Wheres the cement? Jasus Christ! I must have some cement. What arre ye all doing? Hurry now, hurry! Bring the cement.

Well, he knows how to give orders, commented Eugene to Big John, who was standing near. He certainly does, replied the latter.

To himself Eugene observed, hearing only the calls at first, the Irish brute. Later he discovered a subtle twinkle in Deegans eyes as he stood brazenly in the door, looking defiantly about. There was no brutality in it, only self-confidence and a hearty Irish insistence on the necessity of the hour.

Well, youre a dandy! commented Eugene boldly after a time, and laughed.

Ha! ha! ha! mocked Deegan in return. If you had to work as harred as these men you wouldnt laugh.

Im not laughing at them. Im laughing at you, explained Eugene.

Laugh, said Deegan. Shure youre as funny to me as I am to you.

Eugene laughed again. The Irishman agreed with himself that there was humor in it. He laughed too. Eugene patted his big rough shoulder with his hands and they were friends immediately. It did not take Deegan long to find out from Big John why he was there and what he was doing.

An arrtist! he commented. Shewer hed better be outside than in. The loikes of him packin shavins and him laughin at me.

Big John smiled.

I believe he wants to get outside, he said.

Why dont he come with me, then? Hed have a foine time workin with the guineas. Shewer twould make a man av him  a few months of that  and he pointed to Angelo Esposito shoveling clay.

Big John thought this worth reporting to Eugene. He did not think that he wanted to work with the guineas, but he might like to be with Deegan. Eugene saw his opportunity. He liked Deegan.

Would you like to have an artist whos looking for health come and work for you, Deegan? Eugene asked genially. He thought Deegan might refuse, but it didnt matter. It was worth the trial.

Shewer! replied the latter.

Will I have to work with the Italians?

Therell be plenty av work for ye to do without ever layin yer hand to pick or shovel unless ye want to. Shewer thats no work fer a white man to do.

And what do you call them, Deegan? Arent they white?

Shewer theyre naat.

What are they, then? Theyre not black.

Nagurs, of coorse.

But theyre not negroes.

Will, begad, theyre naat white. Any man kin tell that be lookin at thim.

Eugene smiled. He understood at once the solid Irish temperament which could draw this hearty conclusion. There was no malice in it. Deegan did not underestimate these Italians. He liked his men, but they werent white. He didnt know what they were exactly, but they werent white. He was standing over them a moment later shouting, Up with it! Up with it! Down with it! Down with it! as though his whole soul were intent on driving the last scrap of strength out of these poor underlings, when as a matter of fact they were not working very hard at all. His glance was roving about in a general way as he yelled and they paid little attention to him. Once in a while he would interpolate a Come, Matt! in a softer key  a key so soft that it was entirely out of keeping with his other voice. Eugene saw it all clearly. He understood Deegan.

I think Ill get Mr. Haverford to transfer me to you, if youll let me come, he said at the close of the day when Deegan was taking off his overalls and the Eyetalians, as he called them, were putting the things back in the car.

Shewer! said Deegan, impressed by the great name of Haverford. If Eugene could accomplish that through such a far-off, wondrous personality, he must be a remarkable man himself. Come along. Ill be glad to have ye. Ye can just make out the O. K. blanks and the repoarts and watch over the min sich times as Ill naat be there and  well  all told, yell have enough to keep ye busy.

Eugene smiled. This was a pleasant prospect. Big John had told him during the morning that Deegan went up and down the road from Peekskill on the main line, Chatham on the Midland Division, and Mt. Kisco on a third branch to New York City. He built wells, culverts, coal bins, building piers  small brick buildings  anything and everything, in short, which a capable foreman-mason ought to be able to build, and in addition he was fairly content and happy in his task. Eugene could see it. The atmosphere of the man was wholesome. He was like a tonic  a revivifying dynamo to this sickly overwrought sentimentalist.

That night he went home to Angela full of the humor and romance of his new situation. He liked the idea of it. He wanted to tell her about Deegan  to make her laugh. He was destined unfortunately to another kind of reception.

For Angela, by this time, had endured the agony of her discovery to the breaking point. She had listened to his pretences, knowing them to be lies, until she could endure it no longer. In following him she had discovered nothing, and the change in his work would make the chase more difficult. It was scarcely possible for anyone to follow him, for he himself did not know where he would be from day to day. He would be here, there, and everywhere. His sense of security as well as of his unfairness made him sensitive about being nice in the unimportant things. When he thought at all he was ashamed of what he was doing  thoroughly ashamed. Like the drunkard he appeared to be mastered by his weakness, and the psychology of his attitude is so best interpreted. He caressed her sympathetically, for he thought from her drawn, weary look that she was verging on some illness. She appeared to him to be suffering from worry for him, overwork, or approaching malady.

But Eugene in spite of his unfaithfulness did sympathize with Angela greatly. He appreciated her good qualities  her truthfulness, economy, devotion and self-sacrifice in all things which related to him. He was sorry that his own yearning for freedom crossed with her desire for simple-minded devotion on his part. He could not love her as she wanted him to, that he knew, and yet he was at times sorry for it, very. He would look at her when she was not looking at him, admiring her industry, her patience, her pretty figure, her geniality in the face of many difficulties, and wish that she could have had a better fate than to have met and married him.

Because of these feelings on his part for her he could not bear to see her suffer. When she appeared to be ill he could not help drawing near to her, wanting to know how she was, endeavoring to make her feel better by those sympathetic, emotional demonstrations which he knew meant so much to her. On this particular evening, noting the still drawn agony of her face, he was moved to insist. Whats the matter with you, Angelface, these days? You look so tired. Youre not right. Whats troubling you?

Oh, nothing, replied Angela wearily.

But I know there is, he replied. You cant be feeling well. Whats ailing you? Youre not like yourself at all. Wont you tell me, sweet? Whats the trouble?

He was thinking because Angela said nothing that it must be a real physical illness. Any emotional complaint vented itself quickly.

Why should you care? she asked cautiously, breaking her self-imposed vow of silence. She was thinking that Eugene and this woman, whoever she was, were conspiring to defeat her and that they were succeeding. Her voice had changed from one of weary resignation to subtle semi-concealed complaint and offense, and Eugene noted it. Before she could add any more, he had observed, Why shouldnt I? Why, how you talk! Whats the matter now?

Angela really did not intend to go on. Her query was dragged out of her by his obvious sympathy. He was sorry for her in some general way. It made her pain and wrath all the greater. And his additional inquiry irritated her the more.

Why should you? she asked weepingly. You dont want me. You dont like me. You pretend sympathy when I look a little bad, but thats all. But you dont care for me. If you could get rid of me, you would. That is so plain.

Why, what are you talking about? he asked, astonished. Had she found out anything? Was the incident of the scraps of paper really closed? Had anybody been telling her anything about Carlotta? Instantly he was all at sea. Still he had to pretend.

You know I care, he said. How can you say that?

You dont. You know you dont! she flared up suddenly. Why do you lie? You dont care. Dont touch me. Dont come near me. Im sick of your hypocritical pretences! Oh! And she straightened up with her finger nails cutting into her palms.

Eugene at the first expression of disbelief on her part had laid his hand soothingly on her arm. That was why she had jumped away from him. Now he drew back, nonplussed, nervous, a little defiant. It was easier to combat rage than sorrow; but he did not want to do either.

Whats the matter with you? he asked, assuming a look of bewildered innocence. What have I done now?

What havent you done, youd better ask. You dog! You coward! flared Angela. Leaving me to stay out in Wisconsin while you go running around with a shameless woman. Dont deny it! Dont dare to deny it!  this apropos of a protesting movement on the part of Eugenes head I know all! I know more than I want to know. I know how youve been acting. I know what youve been doing. I know how youve been lying to me. Youve been running around with a low, vile wretch of a woman while I have been staying out in Blackwood eating my heart out, thats what youve been doing. Dear Angela! Dear Angelface! Dear Madonna Doloroso! Ha! What have you been calling her, you lying, hypocritical coward! What names have you for her, Hypocrite! Brute! Liar! I know what youve been doing. Oh, how well I know! Why was I ever born?  oh, why, why?

Her voice trailed off in a wail of agony. Eugene stood there astonished to the point of inefficiency. He could not think of a single thing to do or say. He had no idea upon what evidence she based her complaint. He fancied that it must be much more than had been contained in that little note which he had torn up. She had not seen that  of that he was reasonably sure  or was he? Could she have taken it out of the box while he was in the bath and then put it back again? This sounded like it. She had looked very bad that night. How much did she know? Where had she secured this information? Mrs. Hibberdell? Carlotta? No! Had she seen her? Where? When?

Youre talking through your hat, he said aimlessly and largely in order to get time. Youre crazy! Whats got into you, anyhow? I havent been doing anything of the sort.

Oh, havent you! she sneered. You havent been meeting her at bridges and road houses and street cars, have you? You liar! You havent been calling her Ashes of Roses and River Nymph and Angel Girl. Angela was making up names and places out of her own mind. I suppose you used some of the pet names on her that you gave to Christina Channing, didnt you? Shed like those, the vile strumpet! And you, you dog, pretending to me  pretending sympathy, pretending loneliness, pretending sorrow that I couldnt be here! A lot you cared what I was doing or thinking or suffering. Oh, I hate you, you horrible coward! I hate her! I hope something terrible happens to you. If I could get at her now I would kill her and you both  and myself. I would! I wish I could die! I wish I could die!

Eugene was beginning to get the measure of his iniquity as Angela interpreted it. He could see now how cruelly he had hurt her. He could see now how vile what he was doing looked in her eyes. It was bad business  running with other women  no doubt of it. It always ended in something like this  a terrible storm in which he had to sit by and hear himself called brutal names to which there was no legitimate answer. He had heard of this in connection with other people, but he had never thought it would come to him. And the worst of it was that he was guilty and deserving of it. No doubt of that. It lowered him in his own estimation. It lowered her in his and her own because she had to fight this way. Why did he do it? Why did he drag her into such a situation? It was breaking down that sense of pride in himself which was the only sustaining power a man had before the gaze of the world. Why did he let himself into these situations? Did he really love Carlotta? Did he want pleasure enough to endure such abuse as this? This was a terrible scene. And where would it end? His nerves were tingling, his brain fairly aching. If he could only conquer this desire for another type and be faithful, and yet how dreadful that seemed! To confine himself in all his thoughts to just Angela! It was not possible. He thought of these things, standing there enduring the brunt of this storm. It was a terrible ordeal, but it was not wholly reformatory even at that.

Whats the use of your carrying on like that, Angela? he said grimly, after he had listened to all this. It isnt as bad as you think. Im not a liar, and Im not a dog! You must have pieced that note I threw in the paper box together and read it. When did you do it?

He was curious about that and about how much she knew. What were her intentions in regard to him? What in regard to Carlotta? What would she do next?

When did I do it? she replied. When did I do it? What has that to do with it? What right have you to ask? Where is this woman, thats what I want to know? I want to find her. I want to face her. I want to tell her what a wretched beast she is. Ill show her how to come and steal another womans husband. Ill kill her. Ill kill her and Ill kill you, too. Do you hear? Ill kill you! And she advanced on him defiantly, blazingly.

Eugene was astounded. He had never seen such rage in any woman. It was wonderful, fascinating, something like a great lightning-riven storm. Angela was capable of hurling thunderbolts of wrath. He had not known that. It raised her in his estimation  made her really more attractive than she would otherwise have been, for power, however displayed, is fascinating. She was so little, so grim, so determined! It was in its way a test of great capability. And he liked her for it even though he resented her abuse.

No, no, Angela, he said sympathetically and with a keen wish to alleviate her sorrow. You would not do anything like that. You couldnt!

I will! I will! she declared. Ill kill her and you, too!

And then having reached this tremendous height she suddenly broke. Eugenes big, sympathetic understanding was after all too much for her. His brooding patience in the midst of her wrath, his innate sorrow for what he could not or would not help (it was written all over his face), his very obvious presentation of the fact by his attitude that he knew that she loved him in spite of this, was too much for her. It was like beating her hands against a stone. She might kill him and this woman, whoever she was, but she would not have changed his attitude toward her, and that was what she wanted. A great torrent of heart-breaking sobs broke from her, shaking her frame like a reed. She threw her arms and head upon the kitchen table, falling to her knees, and cried and cried. Eugene stood there contemplating the wreck he had made of her dreams. Certainly it was hell, he said to himself; certainly it was. He was a liar, as she said, a dog, a scoundrel. Poor little Angela! Well, the damage had been done. What could he do now? Anything? Certainly not. Not a thing. She was broken  heart-broken. There was no earthly remedy for that. Priests might shrive for broken laws, but for a broken heart what remedy was there?

Angela! he called gently. Angela! Im sorry! Dont cry! Angela!! Dont cry!

But she did not hear him. She did not hear anything. Lost in the agony of her situation, she could only sob convulsively until it seemed that her pretty little frame would break to pieces.


CHAPTER XXIX

Eugenes feelings on this occasion were of reasonable duration. It is always possible under such circumstances to take the victim of our brutalities in our arms and utter a few sympathetic or repentant words. The real kindness and repentance which consists in reformation is quite another matter. One must see with eyes too pure to behold evil to do that. Eugene was not to be reformed by an hour or many hours of agony on anyones part. Angela was well within the range of his sympathetic interests. He suffered with her keenly, but not enough to outrun or offset his own keen desire for what he considered his spiritual right to enjoy beauty. What harm did it do, he would have asked himself, if he secretly exchanged affectionate looks and feelings with Carlotta or any other woman who fascinated him and in turn was fascinated by him? Could an affinity of this character really be called evil? He was not giving her any money which Angela ought to have, or very little. He did not want to marry her  and she really did not want to marry him, he thought  there was no chance of that, anyhow. He wanted to associate with her. And what harm did that do Angela? None, if she did not know. Of course, if she knew, it was very sad for her and for him. But, if the shoe were on the other foot, and Angela was the one who was acting as he was acting now he would not care, he thought. He forgot to add that if he did not care it would be because he was not in love, and Angela was in love. Such reasoning runs in circles. Only it is not reasoning. It is sentimental and emotional anarchy. There is no will toward progress in it.

When Angela recovered from her first burst of rage and grief it was only to continue it further, though not in quite the same vein. There can only be one superlative in any field of endeavor. Beyond that may be mutterings and thunderings or a shining after-glow, but no second superlative. Angela charged him with every weakness and evil tendency, only to have him look at her in a solemn way, occasionally saying: Oh, no! You know Im not as bad as that, or Why do you abuse me in that way? That isnt true, or Why do you say that?

Because it is so, and you know its so, Angela would declare.

Listen, Angela, he replied once, with a certain amount of logic, there is no use in brow-beating me in this way. It doesnt do any good to call me names. You want me to love you, dont you? Thats all that you want. You dont want anything else. Will calling me names make me do it? If I cant I cant, and if I can I can. How will fighting help that?

She listened to him pitifully, for she knew that her rage was useless, or practically so. He was in the position of power. She loved him. That was the sad part of it. To think that tears and pleadings and wrath might not really avail, after all! He could only love her out of a desire that was not self-generated. That was something she was beginning to see in a dim way as a grim truth.

Once she folded her hands and sat white and drawn, staring at the floor. Well, I dont know what to do, she declared. I suppose I ought to leave you. If it just werent for my family! They all think so highly of the marriage state. They are so naturally faithful and decent. I suppose these qualities have to be born in people. They cant be acquired. You would have to be made over.

Eugene knew she would not leave him. He smiled at the superior condescension of the last remark, though it was not intended as such by her. To think of his being made over after the model Angela and her relatives would lay down!

I dont know where Id go or what Id do, she observed. I cant go back to my family. I dont want to go there. I havent been trained in anything except school teaching, and I hate to think of that again. If I could only study stenography or book-keeping! She was talking as much to clear her own mind as his. She really did not know what to do.

Eugene listened to this self-demonstrated situation with a shamed face. It was hard for him to think of Angela being thrown out on the world as a book-keeper or a stenographer. He did not want to see her doing anything like that. In a way, he wanted to live with her, if it could be done in his way  much as the Mormons might, perhaps. What a lonely life hers would be if she were away from him! And she was not suited to it. She was not suited to the commercial world  she was too homey, too housewifely. He wished he could assure her now that she would not have further cause for grief and mean it, but he was like a sick man wishing he could do the things a hale man might. There was no self-conviction in his thoughts, only the idea that if he tried to do right in this matter he might succeed, but he would be unhappy. So he drifted.

In the meanwhile Eugene had taken up his work with Deegan and was going through a very curious experience. At the time Deegan had stated that he would take him he had written to Haverford, making a polite request for transfer, and was immediately informed that his wishes would be granted. Haverford remembered Eugene kindly. He hoped he was improving. He understood from inquiry of the Superintendent of Buildings that Deegan was in need of a capable assistant, anyhow, and that Eugene could well serve in that capacity. The foreman was always in trouble about his reports. An order was issued to Deegan commanding him to receive Eugene, and another to Eugene from the office of the Superintendent of Buildings ordering him to report to Deegan. Eugene went, finding him working on the problem of constructing a coal bin under the depot at Fords Centre, and raising as much storm as ever. He was received with a grin of satisfaction.

So here ye arre. Will, yere just in time. I want ye to go down to the ahffice.

Eugene laughed. Sure, he said. Deegan was down in a freshly excavated hole and his clothes were redolent of the freshly turned earth which surrounded him. He had a plumb bob in his hand and a spirit level, but he laid them down. Under the neat train shed to which he crawled when Eugene appeared and where they stood, he fished from a pocket of his old gray coat a soiled and crumpled letter which he carefully unfolded with his thick and clumsy fingers. Then he held it up and looked at it defiantly.

I want ye to go to Woodlawn, he continued, and look after some bolts that arre theyer  theres a keg av thim  an sign the bill fer thim, an ship thim down to me. Theyre not miny. An thin I waant ye to go down to the ahffice an take thim this O. K. And here he fished around and produced another crumpled slip. Its nonsinse! he exclaimed, when he saw it. Its onraisonable! Theyre aalways yillen fer thim O. K. blanks. Yed think, begad, I was goin to steal thim from thim. Yed think I lived on thim things. O. K. blanks, O. K. blanks. From mornin til night O. K. blanks. Its nonsinse! Its onraisonable! And his face flushed a defiant red.

Eugene could see that some infraction of the railroads rules had occurred and that Deegan had been called down, or jacked up about it, as the railroad men expressed it. He was in a high state of dudgeon  as defiant and pugnacious as his royal Irish temper would allow.

Ill fix it, said Eugene. Thats all right. Leave it to me.

Deegan showed some signs of approaching relief. At last he had a man of intilligence, as he would have expressed it. He flung a parting shot though at his superior as Eugene departed.

Tell thim Ill sign fer thim when I git thim and naat before! he rumbled.

Eugene laughed. He knew no such message would be accepted, but he was glad to give Deegan an opportunity to blow off steam. He entered upon his new tasks with vim, pleased with the out-of-doors, the sunshine, the opportunity for brief trips up and down the road like this. It was delightful. He would soon be all right now, that he knew.

He went to Woodlawn and signed for the bolts; went to the office and met the chief clerk (delivering the desired O. K. blanks in person) who informed him of the chief difficulty in Deegans life. It appeared that there were some twenty-five of these reports to be made out monthly, to say nothing of endless O. K. blanks to be filled in with acknowledgments of material received. Everything had to be signed for in this way, it mattered not whether it was a section of a bridge or a single bolt or a pound of putty. If a man could sit down and reel off a graphic report of what he was doing, he was the pride of the chief clerks heart. His doing the work properly was taken as a matter of course. Deegan was not efficient at this, though he was assisted at times by his wife and all three of his children, a boy and two girls. He was constantly in hot water.

My God! exclaimed the chief clerk, when Eugene explained that Deegan had thought that he might leave the bolts at the station where they would be safe until he needed them and then sign for them when he took them out. He ran his hands distractedly through his hair. What do you think of that? he exclaimed. Hell leave them there until he needs them, will he? What becomes of my reports? Ive got to have those O. K.s. You tell Deegan he ought to know better than that; hes been long enough on the road. You tell him that I said that I want a signed form for everything consigned to him the moment he learns that its waiting for him. And I want it without fail. Let him go and get it. The gall! Hes got to come to time about this, or somethings going to drop. Im not going to stand it any longer. Youd better help him in this. Ive got to make out my reports on time.

Eugene agreed that he would. This was his field. He could help Deegan. He could be really useful.

Time passed. The weather grew colder, and while the work was interesting at first, like all other things it began after a time to grow monotonous. It was nice enough when the weather was fine to stand out under the trees, where some culvert was being built to bridge a small rivulet or some well to supply the freight engines with water, and survey the surrounding landscape; but when the weather grew colder it was not so nice. Deegan was always interesting. He was forever raising a ruction. He lived a life of hard, narrow activity laid among boards, wheelbarrows, cement, stone, a life which concerned construction and had no particular joy in fruition. The moment a thing was nicely finished they had to leave it and go where everything would be torn up again. Eugene used to look at the wounded ground, the piles of yellow mud, the dirty Italians, clean enough in their spirit, but soiled and gnarled by their labor, and wonder how much longer he could stand it. To think that he, of all men, should be here working with Deegan and the guineas! He became lonesome at times  terribly, and sad. He longed for Carlotta, longed for a beautiful studio, longed for a luxurious, artistic life. It seemed that life had wronged him terribly, and yet he could do nothing about it. He had no money-making capacity.

About this time the construction of a rather pretentious machine shop, two hundred by two hundred feet and four storeys high was assigned to Deegan, largely because of the efficiency which Eugene contributed to Deegans work. Eugene handled his reports and accounts with rapidity and precision, and this so soothed the division management that they had an opportunity to see Deegans real worth. The latter was beside himself with excitement, anticipating great credit and distinction for the work he was now to be permitted to do.

Tis the foine time well have, Eugene, me bye, he exclaimed, puttin up that buildin. Tis no culvert well be afther buildin now. Nor no coal bin. Wait till the masons come. Then yell see somethin.

Eugene was pleased that their work was progressing so successfully, but of course there was no future in it for him. He was lonely and disheartened.

Besides, Angela was complaining, and rightfully enough, that they were leading a difficult life  and to what end, so far as she was concerned? He might recover his health and his art (by reason of his dramatic shake-up and changes he appeared to be doing so), but what would that avail her? He did not love her. If he became prosperous again it might be to forsake her, and at best he could only give her money and position if he ever attained these, and how would that help? It was love that she wanted  his love. And she did not have that, or only a mere shadow of it. He had made up his mind after this last fatal argument that he would not pretend to anything he did not feel in regard to her, and this made it even harder. She did believe that he sympathized with her in his way, but it was an intellectual sympathy and had very little to do with the heart. He was sorry for her. Sorry! Sorry! How she hated the thought of that! If he could not do any better than that, what was there in all the years to come but misery?

A curious fact to be noted about this period was that suspicion had so keyed up Angelas perceptions that she could almost tell, and that without knowing, when Eugene was with Carlotta or had been. There was something about his manner when he came in of an evening, to say nothing of those subtler thought waves which passed from him to her when he was with Carlotta, which told her instantly where he had been and what he had been doing. She would ask him where he had been and he would say: Oh, up to White Plains or out to Scarborough, but nearly always when he had been with Carlotta she would flare up with, Yes, I know where youve been. Youve been out again with that miserable beast of a woman. Oh, God will punish her yet! You will be punished! Wait and see.

Tears would flood her eyes and she would berate him roundly.

Eugene stood in profound awe before these subtle outbreaks. He could not understand how it was that Angela came to know or suspect so accurately. To a certain extent he was a believer in spiritualism and the mysteries of a subconscious mind or self. He fancied that there must be some way of this subconscious self seeing or apprehending what was going on and of communicating its knowledge in the form of fear and suspicion to Angelas mind. If the very subtleties of nature were in league against him, how was he to continue or profit in this career? Obviously it could not be done. He would probably be severely punished for it. He was half terrified by the vague suspicion that there might be some laws which tended to correct in this way all the abuses in nature. There might be much vice and crime going seemingly unpunished, but there might also be much correction going on, as the suicides and deaths and cases of insanity seemed to attest. Was this true? Was there no escape from the results of evil except by abandoning it entirely? He pondered over this gravely.

Getting on his feet again financially was not such an easy thing. He had been out of touch now so long with things artistic  the magazine world and the art agencies  that he felt as if he might not readily be able to get in touch again. Besides he was not at all sure of himself. He had made sketches of men and things at Speonk, and of Deegan and his gang on the road, and of Carlotta and Angela, but he felt that they were weak in their import  lacking in the force and feeling which had once characterized his work. He thought of trying his hand at newspaper work if he could make any sort of a connection  working in some obscure newspaper art department until he should feel himself able to do better; but he did not feel at all confident that he could get that. His severe breakdown had made him afraid of life  made him yearn for the sympathy of a woman like Carlotta, or of a larger more hopeful, more tender attitude, and he dreaded looking for anything anywhere. Besides he hated to spare the time unless he were going to get somewhere. His work was so pressing. But he knew he must quit it. He thought about it wearily, wishing he were better placed in this world; and finally screwed up his courage to leave this work, though it was not until something else was quite safely in his hands.


CHAPTER XXX

It was only after a considerable lapse of time, when trying to live on nine dollars a week and seeing Angela struggle almost hopelessly in her determination to live on what he earned and put a little aside, that he came to his senses and made a sincere effort to find something better. During all this time he had been watching her narrowly, seeing how systematically she did all her own house work, even under these adverse and trying circumstances, cooking, cleaning, marketing. She made over her old clothes, reshaping them so that they would last longer and still look stylish. She made her own hats, doing everything in short that she could to make the money in the bank hold out until Eugene should be on his feet. She was willing that he should take money and buy himself clothes when she was not willing to spend it on herself. She was living in the hope that somehow he would reform. Consciousness of what she was worth to him might some day strike him. Still she did not feel that things could ever be quite the same again. She could never forget, and neither could he.

The affair between Eugene and Carlotta, because of the various forces that were militating against it, was now slowly drawing to a close. It had not been able to endure all the storm and stress which followed its discovery. For one thing, Carlottas mother, without telling her husband, made him feel that he had good cause to stay about, which made it difficult for Carlotta to act. Besides she charged her daughter constantly, much as Angela was charging Eugene, with the utmost dissoluteness of character and was as constantly putting her on the defensive. She was too hedged about to risk a separate apartment, and Eugene would not accept money from her to pay for expensive indoor entertainment. She wanted to see him but she kept hoping he would get to the point where he would have a studio again and she could see him as a star in his own field. That would be so much nicer.

By degrees their once exciting engagements began to lapse, and despite his grief Eugene was not altogether sorry. To tell the truth, great physical discomfort recently had painted his romantic tendencies in a very sorry light for him. He thought he saw in a way where they were leading him. That there was no money in them was obvious. That the affairs of the world were put in the hands of those who were content to get their lifes happiness out of their management, seemed quite plain. Idlers had nothing as a rule, not even the respect of their fellow men. The licentious were worn threadbare and disgraced by their ridiculous and psychologically diseased propensities. Women and men who indulged in these unbridled relations were sickly sentimentalists, as a rule, and were thrown out or ignored by all forceful society. One had to be strong, eager, determined and abstemious if wealth was to come, and then it had to be held by the same qualities. One could not relax. Otherwise one became much what he was now, a brooding sentimentalist  diseased in mind and body.

So out of love-excitement and poverty and ill health and abuse he was coming to see or thought he was this one fact clearly,  namely that he must behave himself if he truly wished to succeed. Did he want to? He could not say that. But he had to  that was the sad part of it  and since apparently he had to, he would do the best he could. It was grim but it was essential.

At this time Eugene still retained that rather ultra artistic appearance which had characterized his earlier years, but he began to suspect that on this score he was a little bizarre and out of keeping with the spirit of the times. Certain artists whom he met in times past and recently, were quite commercial in their appearance  the very successful ones  and he decided that it was because they put the emphasis upon the hard facts of life and not upon the romance connected with their work. It impressed him and he decided to do likewise, abandoning the flowing tie and the rather indiscriminate manner he had of combing his hair, and thereafter affected severe simplicity. He still wore a soft hat because he thought it became him best, but otherwise he toned himself down greatly. His work with Deegan had given him a sharp impression of what hard, earnest labor meant. Deegan was nothing but a worker. There was no romance in him. He knew nothing about romance. Picks and shovels and mortar boards and concrete forms  such was his life, and he never complained. Eugene remembered commiserating him once on having to get up at four A. M. in order to take a train which would get to work by seven. Darkness and cold made no difference to him, however.

Shewer, I have to be theyre, he had replied with his quizzical Irish grin. Theyre not payin me me wages fer lyin in bed. If ye were to get up that way every day fer a year it would make a man of ye!

Oh, no, said Eugene teasingly.

Oh, yes, said Deegan, it would. An yere the wan thats needin it. I can tell that by the cut av ye.

Eugene resented this but it stayed by him. Deegan had the habit of driving home salutary lessons in regard to work and abstemiousness without really meaning to. The two were wholly representative of him  just those two things and nothing more.

One day he went down into Printing House Square to see if he could not make up his mind to apply at one of the newspaper art departments, when he ran into Hudson Dula whom he had not seen for a long while. The latter was delighted to see him.

Why, hello, Witla! he exclaimed, shocked to see that he was exceptionally thin and pale. Where have you been all these years? Im delighted to see you. What have you been doing? Lets go over here to Hahns and you tell me all about yourself.

Ive been sick, Dula, said Eugene frankly. I had a severe case of nervous breakdown and Ive been working on the railroad for a change. I tried all sorts of specialists, but they couldnt help me. So I decided to go to work by the day and see what that would do. I got all out of sorts with myself and Ive been pretty near four years getting back. I think I am getting better, though. Im going to knock off on the road one of these days and try my hand at painting again. I think I can do it.

Isnt that curious, replied Dula reminiscently, I was just thinking of you the other day and wondering where you were. You know Ive quit the art director game. Truth failed and I went into the lithographic business. I have a small interest in a plant that Im managing down in Bond Street. I wish youd come in and see me some day.

I certainly will, said Eugene.

Now this nervousness of yours, said Dula, as they strolled into the restaurant where they were dining. I have a brother-in-law that was hit that way. Hes still doctoring around. Im going to tell him about your case. You dont look so bad.

Im feeling much better, said Eugene. I really am but Ive had a bad spell of it. Im going to come back in the game, though, I feel sure of it. When I do Ill know better how to take care of myself. I over-worked on that first burst of pictures.

I must say that was the best stuff of that kind I ever saw done in this country, said Dula. I saw both your shows, as you remember. They were splendid. What became of all those pictures?

Oh, some were sold and the rest are in storage, replied Eugene.

Curious, isnt it, said Dula. I should have thought all those things would have been purchased. They were so new and forceful in treatment. You want to pull yourself together and stay pulled. Youre going to have a great future in that field.

Oh, I dont know, replied Eugene pessimistically. Its all right to obtain a big reputation, but you cant live on that, you know. Pictures dont sell very well over here. I have most of mine left. A grocer with one delivery wagon has the best artist that ever lived backed right off the board for financial results.

Not quite as bad as that, said Dula smilingly. An artist has something which a tradesman can never have  you want to remember that. His point of view is worth something. He lives in a different world spiritually. And then financially you can do well enough  you can live, and what more do you want? Youre received everywhere. You have what the tradesman cannot possibly attain  distinction; and you give the world a standard of merit  you will, at least. If I had your ability I would never sit about envying any butcher or baker. Why, all the artists know you now  the good ones, anyhow. It only remains for you to do more, to obtain more. There are lots of things you can do.

What, for instance? asked Eugene.

Why, ceilings, mural decorations. I was saying to someone the other day what a mistake it was the Boston Library did not assign some of their panels to you. You would make splendid things of them.

You certainly have a world of faith in me, replied Eugene, tingling warmly. It was like a glowing fire to hear this after all the dreary days. Then the world still remembered him. He was worth while.

Do you remember Oren Benedict  you used to know him out in Chicago, didnt you?

I certainly did, replied Eugene. I worked with him.

Hes down on the World now, in charge of the art department there. Hes just gone there. Then as Eugene exclaimed over the curious shifts of time, he suddenly added, Why wouldnt that be a good idea for you? You say youre just about to knock off. Why dont you go down and do some pen work to get your hand in? It would be a good experience for you. Benedict would be glad to put you on, Im sure.

Dula suspected that Eugene might be out of funds, and this would be an easy way for him to slip into something which would lead back to studio work. He liked Eugene. He was anxious to see him get along. It flattered him to think he had been the first to publish his work in color.

That isnt a bad idea, said Eugene. I was really thinking of doing something like that if I could. Ill go up and see him maybe today. It would be just the thing I need now,  a little preliminary practise. I feel rather rusty and uncertain.

Ill call him up, if you want, said Dula generously. I know him well. He was asking me the other day if I knew one or two exceptional men. You wait here a minute.

Eugene leaned back in his chair as Dula left. Could it be that he was going to be restored thus easily to something better? He had thought it would be so hard. Now this chance was coming to lift him out of his sufferings at the right time.

Dula came back. He says Sure, he exclaimed. Come right down! Youd better go down there this afternoon. Thatll be just the thing for you. And when you are placed again, come around and see me. Where are you living?

Eugene gave him his address.

Thats right, youre married, he added, when Eugene spoke of himself and Angela having a small place. How is Mrs. Witla? I remember her as a very charming woman. Mrs. Dula and I have an apartment in Gramercy Place. You didnt know I had tied up, did you? Well, I have. Bring your wife and come to see us. Well be delighted. Ill make a dinner date for you two.

Eugene was greatly pleased and elated. He knew Angela would be. They had seen nothing of artistic life lately. He hurried down to see Benedict and was greeted as an old acquaintance. They had never been very chummy but always friendly. Benedict had heard of Eugenes nervous breakdown.

Well, Ill tell you, he said, after greeting and reminiscences were over, I cant pay very much  fifty dollars is high here just at present, and I have just one vacancy now at twenty-five which you can have if you want to try your hand. Theres a good deal of hurry up about at times, but you dont mind that. When I get things straightened out here I may have something better.

Oh, thats all right, replied Eugene cheerfully. Im glad to get that. (He was very glad indeed.) And I dont mind the hurry. It will be good for a change.

Benedict gave him a friendly handshake in farewell. He was glad to have him, for he knew what he could do.

I dont think I can come before Monday. I have to give a few days notice. Is that all right?

I could use you earlier, but Monday will do, said Benedict, and they parted genially.

Eugene hurried back home. He was delighted to tell Angela, for this would rob their condition of part of its gloom. It was no great comfort to him to be starting in as a newspaper artist again at twenty-five dollars a week, but it couldnt be helped, and it was better than nothing. At least it was putting him back on the track again. He was sure to do still better after this. He could hold this newspaper job, he felt, and outside that he didnt care very much for the time being; his pride had received some severe jolts. It was vastly better than day labor, anyway. He hurried up the four flights of stairs to the cheap little quarters they occupied, saying when he saw Angela at the gas range: Well, I guess our railroad days are over.

Whats the trouble? asked Angela apprehensively.

No trouble, he replied. I have a better job.

What is it?

Im going to be a newspaper artist for a while on the World.

When did you find that out? she asked, brightening, for she had been terribly depressed over their state.

This afternoon. Im going to work Monday. Twenty-five dollars will be some better than nine, wont it?

Angela smiled. It certainly will, she said, and tears of thanksgiving filled her eyes.

Eugene knew what those tears stood for. He was anxious to avoid painful reminiscences.

Dont cry, he said. Things are going to be much better from now on.

Oh, I hope so, I hope so, she murmured, and he patted her head affectionately as it rested on his shoulder.

There now. Cheer up, girlie, will you! Were going to be all right from now on.

Angela smiled through her tears. She set the table, exceedingly cheerful.

That certainly is good news, she laughed afterward. But were not going to spend any more money for a long while, anyhow. Were going to save something. We dont want to get in this hole again.

No more for mine, replied Eugene gaily, not if I know my business, and he went into the one little combination parlor, sitting room, reception room and general room of all work, to open his evening newspaper and whistle. In his excitement he almost forgot his woes over Carlotta and the love question in general. He was going to climb again in the world and be happy with Angela. He was going to be an artist or a business man or something. Look at Hudson Dula. Owning a lithographic business and living in Gramercy Place. Could any artist he knew do that? Scarcely. He would see about this. He would think this art business over. Maybe he could be an art director or a lithographer or something. He had often thought while he was with the road that he could be a good superintendent of buildings if he could only give it time enough.

Angela, for her part, was wondering what this change really spelled for her. Would he behave now? Would he set himself to the task of climbing slowly and surely? He was getting along in life. He ought to begin to place himself securely in the world if he ever was going to. Her love was not the same as it had formerly been. It was crossed with dislike and opposition at times, but still she felt that he needed her to help him. Poor Eugene  if he only were not cursed with this weakness. Perhaps he would overcome it? So she mused.


CHAPTER XXXI

The work which Eugene undertook in connection with the art department of the World was not different from that which he had done ten years before in Chicago. It seemed no less difficult for all his experience  more so if anything, for he felt above it these days and consequently out of place. He wished at once that he could get something which would pay him commensurately with his ability. To sit down among mere boys  there were men there as old as himself and older, though, of course, he did not pay so much attention to them  was galling. He thought Benedict should have had more respect for his talent than to have offered him so little, though at the same time he was grateful for what he had received. He undertook energetically to carry out all the suggestions given him, and surprised his superior with the speed and imagination with which he developed everything. He surprised Benedict the second day with a splendid imaginative interpretation of the Black Death, which was to accompany a Sunday newspaper article upon the modern possibilities of plagues. The latter saw at once that Eugene could probably only be retained a very little while at the figure he had given him. He had made the mistake of starting him low, thinking that Eugenes talent after so severe an illness might be at a very low ebb. He did not know, being new to the art directorship of a newspaper, how very difficult it was to get increases for those under him. An advance of ten dollars to anyone meant earnest representation and an argument with the business manager, and to double and treble the salary, which should have been done in this case, was out of the question. Six months was a reasonable length of time for anyone to wait for an increase  such was the dictate of the business management  and in Eugenes case it was ridiculous and unfair. However, being still sick and apprehensive, he was content to abide by the situation, hoping with returning strength and the saving of a little money to put himself right eventually.

Angela, of course, was pleased with the turn of affairs. Having suffered so long with only prospects of something worse in store, it was a great relief to go to the bank every Tuesday  Eugene was paid on Monday  and deposit ten dollars against a rainy day. It was agreed between them that they might use six for clothing, which Angela and Eugene very much needed, and some slight entertainment. It was not long before Eugene began to bring an occasional newspaper artist friend up to dinner, and they were invited out. They had gone without much clothing, with scarcely a single visit to the theatre, without friends  everything. Now the tide began slowly to change; in a little while, because they were more free to go to places, they began to encounter people whom they knew.

There was six months of the drifting journalistic work, in which as in his railroad work he grew more and more restless, and then there came a time when he felt as if he could not stand that for another minute. He had been raised to thirty-five dollars and then fifty, but it was a terrific grind of exaggerated and to him thoroughly meretricious art. The only valuable results in connection with it were that for the first time in his life he was drawing a moderately secure living salary, and that his mind was fully occupied with details which gave him no time to think about himself. He was in a large room surrounded by other men who were as sharp as knives in their thrusts of wit, and restless and greedy in their attitude toward the world. They wanted to live brilliantly, just as he did, only they had more self-confidence and in many cases that extreme poise which comes of rare good health. They were inclined to think he was somewhat of a poseur at first, but later they came to like him  all of them. He had a winning smile and his love of a joke, so keen, so body-shaking, drew to him all those who had a good story to tell.

Tell that to Witla, was a common phrase about the office and Eugene was always listening to someone. He came to lunching with first one and then another, then three or four at a time; and by degrees Angela was compelled to entertain Eugene and two or three of his friends twice and sometimes three times a week. She objected greatly, and there was some feeling over that, for she had no maid and she did not think that Eugene ought to begin so soon to put the burden of entertainment upon their slender income. She wanted him to make these things very formal and by appointment, but Eugene would stroll in genially, explaining that he had Irving Nelson with him, or Henry Hare, or George Beers, and asking nervously at the last minute whether it was all right. Angela would say, Certainly, to be sure, in front of the guests, but when they were alone there would be tears and reproaches and firm declarations that she would not stand it.

Well, I wont do it any more, Eugene would apologize. I forgot, you know.

Still he wanted Angela to get a maid and let him bring all who would come. It was a great relief to get back into the swing of things and see life broadening out once more.

It was not so long after he had grown exceedingly weary of his underpaid relationship to the World that he heard of something which promised a much better avenue of advancement. Eugene had been hearing for some time from one source and another of the development of art in advertising. He had read one or two articles on the subject in the smaller magazines, had seen from time to time curious and sometimes beautiful series of ads run by first one corporation and then another, advertising some product. He had always fancied in looking at these things that he could get up a notable series on almost any subject, and he wondered who handled these things. He asked Benedict one night, going up on the car with him, what he knew about it.

Why so far as I know, said Benedict, that is coming to be quite a business. There is a man out in Chicago, Saljerian, an American Syrian  his father was a Syrian, but he was born over here  who has built up a tremendous business out of designing series of ads like that for big corporations. He got up that Molly Maguire series for the new cleaning fluid. I dont think he does any of the work himself. He hires artists to do it. Some of the best men, I understand, have done work for him. He gets splendid prices. Then some of the big advertising agencies are taking up that work. One of them I know. The Summerville Company has a big art department in connection with it. They employ fifteen to eighteen men all the time, sometimes more. They turn out some fine ads, too, to my way of thinking. Do you remember that Korno series?  Benedict was referring to a breakfast food which had been advertised by a succession of ten very beautiful and very clever pictures.

Yes, replied Eugene.

Well, they did that.

Eugene thought of this as a most interesting development. Since the days in which he worked on the Alexandria Appeal he had been interested in ads. The thought of ad creation took his fancy. It was newer than anything else he had encountered recently. He wondered if there would not be some chance in that field for him. His paintings were not selling. He had not the courage to start a new series. If he could make some money first, say ten thousand dollars, so that he could get an interest income of say six or seven hundred dollars a year, he might be willing to risk art for arts sake. He had suffered too much  poverty had scared him so that he was very anxious to lean on a salary or a business income for the time being.

It was while he was speculating over this almost daily that there came to him one day a young artist who had formerly worked on the World  a youth by the name of Morgenbau  Adolph Morgenbau  who admired Eugene and his work greatly and who had since gone to another paper. He was very anxious to tell Eugene something, for he had heard of a change coming in the art directorship of the Summerville Company and he fancied for one reason and another that Eugene might be glad to know of it. Eugene had never looked to Morgenbau like a man who ought to be working in a newspaper art department. He was too self-poised, too superior, too wise. Morgenbau had conceived the idea that Eugene was destined to make a great hit of some kind and with that kindling intuition that sometimes saves us whole he was anxious to help Eugene in some way and so gain his favor.

I have something Id like to tell you, Mr. Witla, he observed.

Well, what is it? smiled Eugene.

Are you going out to lunch?

Certainly, come along.

They went out together and Morgenbau communicated to Eugene what he had heard  that the Summerfield Company had just dismissed, or parted company with, or lost, a very capable director by the name of Freeman, and that they were looking for a new man.

Why dont you apply for that? asked Morgenbau. You could hold it. Youre doing just the sort of work that would make great ads. You know how to handle men, too. They like you. All the young fellows around here do. Why dont you go and see Mr. Summerfield? Hes up in Thirty-fourth Street. You might be just the man hes looking for, and then youd have a department of your own.

Eugene looked at this boy, wondering what had put this idea in his head. He decided to call up Dula and did so at once, asking him what he thought would be the best move to make. The latter did not know Summerville [sic], but he knew someone who did.

Ill tell you what you do, Eugene, he said. You go and see Baker Bates of the Satina Company. Thats at the corner of Broadway and Fourth Street. We do a big business with the Satina Company, and they do a big business with Summerfield. Ill send a letter over to you by a boy and you take that. Then Ill call Bates up on the phone, and if hes favorable he can speak to Summerfield. Hell want to see you, though.

Eugene was very grateful and eagerly awaited the arrival of the letter. He asked Benedict for a little time off and went to Mr. Baker Bates. The latter had heard enough from Dula to be friendly. He had been told by the latter that Eugene was potentially a great artist, slightly down on his luck, but that he was doing exceedingly well where he was and would do better in the new place. He was impressed by Eugenes appearance, for the latter had changed his style from the semi-artistic to the practical. He thought Eugene looked capable. He was certainly pleasant.

Ill talk to Mr. Summerfield for you, he said, though I wouldnt put much hope in what will come of it if I were you. Hes a difficult man and its best not to appear too eager in this matter. If he can be induced to send for you it will be much better. You let this rest until tomorrow. Ill call him up on another matter and take him out to lunch, and then Ill see how he stands and who he has in mind, if he has anyone. He may have, you know. If there is a real opening Ill speak of you. Well see.

Eugene went away once more, very grateful. He was thinking that Dula had always meant good luck to him. He had taken his first important drawing. The pictures he had published for him had brought him the favor of M. Charles. Dula had secured him the position that he now had. Would he be the cause of his getting this one?

On the way down town on the car he encountered a cross-eyed boy. He had understood from someone recently that cross-eyed boys were good luck  cross-eyed women bad luck. A thrill of hopeful prognostication passed over him. In all likelihood he was going to get this place. If this sign came true this time, he would believe in signs. They had come true before, but this would be a real test. He stared cheerfully at the boy and the latter looked him full in the eyes and grinned.

That settles it! said Eugene. Im going to get it.

Still he was far from being absolutely sure.


CHAPTER XXXII

The Summerfield Advertising Agency, of which Mr. Daniel C. Summerfield was president, was one of those curious exfoliations or efflorescences of the personality of a single individual which is so often met with in the business world, and which always means a remarkable individual behind them. The ideas, the enthusiasm, the strength of Mr. Daniel C. Summerfield was all there was to the Summerfield Advertising Agency. It was true there was a large force of men working for him, advertising canvassers, advertising writers, financial accountants, artists, stenographers, book-keepers and the like, but they were all as it were an emanation or irradiation of the personality of Mr. Daniel C. Summerfield. He was small, wiry, black-haired, black-eyed, black-mustached, with an olive complexion and even, pleasing, albeit at times wolfish, white teeth which indicated a disposition as avid and hungry as a disposition well might be.

Mr. Summerfield had come up into his present state of affluence or comparative affluence from the direst poverty and by the directest route  his personal efforts. In the State in which he had originated, Alabama, his family had been known, in the small circle to which they were known at all, as poor white trash. His father had been a rather lackadaisical, half-starved cotton planter who had been satisfied with a single bale or less of cotton to the acre on the ground which he leased, and who drove a lean mule very much the worse for age and wear, up and down the furrows of his leaner fields the while he complained of the misery in his breast. He was afflicted with slow consumption or thought he was, which was just as effective, and in addition had hook-worm, though that parasitic producer of hopeless tiredness was not yet discovered and named.

Daniel Christopher, his eldest son, had been raised with scarcely any education, having been put in a cotton mill at the age of seven, but nevertheless he soon manifested himself as the brain of the family. For four years he worked in the cotton mill, and then, because of his unusual brightness, he had been given a place in the printing shop of the Wickham Union, where he was so attractive to the slow-going proprietor that he soon became foreman of the printing department and then manager. He knew nothing of printing or newspapers at the time, but the little contact he obtained here soon cleared his vision. He saw instantly what the newspaper business was, and decided to enter it. Later, as he grew older, he suspected that no one knew very much about advertising as yet, or very little, and that he was called by God to revise it. With this vision of a still wider field of usefulness in his mind, he began at once to prepare himself for it, reading all manner of advertising literature and practicing the art of display and effective statement. He had been through such bitter things as personal fights with those who worked under him, knocking one man down with a heavy iron form key; personal altercation with his own father and mother in which he frankly told them that they were failures, and that they had better let him show them something about regulating their hopeless lives. He had quarreled with his younger brothers, trying to dominate them, and had succeeded in controlling the youngest, principally for the very good reason that he had become foolishly fond of him; this younger brother he later introduced into his advertising business. He had religiously saved the little he had earned thus far, invested a part of it in the further development of the Wickham Union, bought his father an eight acre farm, which he showed him how to work, and finally decided to come to New York to see if he could not connect himself with some important advertising concern where he could learn something more about the one thing that interested him. He was already married, and he brought his young wife with him from the South.

He soon connected himself as a canvasser with one of the great agencies and advanced rapidly. He was so smiling, so bland, so insistent, so magnetic, that business came to him rapidly. He became the star man in this New York concern and Alfred Cookman, who was its owner and manager, was soon pondering what he could do to retain him. No individual or concern could long retain Daniel C. Summerfield, however, once he understood his personal capabilities. In two years he had learned all that Alfred Cookman had to teach him and more than he could teach him. He knew his customers and what their needs were, and where the lack was in the service which Mr. Cookman rendered them. He foresaw the drift toward artistic representation of saleable products, and decided to go into that side of it. He would start an agency which would render a service so complete and dramatic that anyone who could afford to use his service would make money.

When Eugene first heard of this agency, the Summerfield concern was six years old and rapidly growing. It was already very large and profitable and as hard and forceful as its owner. Daniel C. Summerfield, sitting in his private office, was absolutely ruthless in his calculations as to men. He had studied the life of Napoleon and had come to the conclusion that no individual life was important. Mercy was a joke to be eliminated from business. Sentiment was silly twaddle. The thing to do was to hire men as cheaply as possible, to drive them as vigorously as possible, and to dispose of them quickly when they showed signs of weakening under the strain. He had already had five art directors in as many years, had hired and fired, as he termed it, innumerable canvassers, ad writers, book-keepers, stenographers, artists  getting rid of anyone and everyone who showed the least sign of incapacity or inefficiency. The great office floor which he maintained was a model of cleanliness, order  one might almost say beauty of a commercial sort, but it was the cleanliness, order and beauty of a hard, polished and well-oiled machine. Daniel C. Summerfield was not much more than that, but he had long ago decided that was what he must be in order not to be a failure, a fool, and as he called it, a mark, and he admired himself for being so.

When Mr. Baker Bates at Hudson Dulas request went to Mr. Summerfield in regard to the rumored vacancy which really existed, the latter was in a most receptive frame of mind. He had just come into two very important advertising contracts which required a lot of imagination and artistic skill to execute, and he had lost his art director because of a row over a former contract. It was true that in very many cases  in most cases, in fact  his customers had very definite ideas as to what they wanted to say and how they wanted to say it, but not always. They were almost always open to suggestions as to modifications and improvements, and in a number of very important cases they were willing to leave the entire theory of procedure to the Summerfield Advertising Company. This called for rare good judgment not only in the preparation, but in the placing of these ads, and it was in the matter of their preparation  the many striking ideas which they should embody  that the judgment and assistance of a capable art director of real imagination was most valuable.

As has already been said, Mr. Summerfield had had five art directors in almost as many years. In each case he had used the Napoleonic method of throwing a fresh, unwearied mind into the breach of difficulty, and when it wearied or broke under the strain, tossing it briskly out. There was no compunction or pity connected with any detail of this method. I hire good men and I pay them good wages, was his favorite comment. Why shouldnt I expect good results? If he was wearied or angered by failure he was prone to exclaim These Goddamned cattle of artists! What can you expect of them? They dont know anything outside their little theory of how things ought to look. They dont know anything about life. Why, God damn it, theyre like a lot of children. Why should anybody pay any attention to what they think? Who cares what they think? They give me a pain in the neck. Mr. Daniel C. Summerfield was very much given to swearing, more as a matter of habit than of foul intention, and no picture of him would be complete without the interpolation of his favorite expressions.

When Eugene appeared on the horizon as a possible applicant for this delightful position, Mr. Daniel C. Summerfield was debating with himself just what he should do in connection with the two new contracts in question. The advertisers were awaiting his suggestions eagerly. One was for the nation-wide advertising of a new brand of sugar, the second for the international display of ideas in connection with a series of French perfumes, the sale of which depended largely upon the beauty with which they could be interpreted to the lay mind. The latter were not only to be advertised in the United States and Canada, but in Mexico also, and the fulfilment of the contracts in either case was dependent upon the approval given by the advertisers to the designs for newspaper, car and billboard advertising which he should submit. It was a ticklish business, worth two hundred thousand dollars in ultimate profits, and naturally he was anxious that the man who should sit in the seat of authority in his art department should be one of real force and talent  a genius if possible, who should, through his ideas, help him win his golden harvest.

The right man naturally was hard to find. The last man had been only fairly capable. He was dignified, meditative, thoughtful, with considerable taste and apprehension as to what the material situation required in driving home simple ideas, but he had no great imaginative grasp of life. In fact no man who had ever sat in the directors chair had ever really suited Mr. Summerfield. According to him they had all been weaklings. Dubs; fakes; hot air artists, were some of his descriptions of them. Their problem, however, was a hard one, for they had to think very vigorously in connection with any product which he might be trying to market, and to offer him endless suggestions as to what would be the next best thing for a manufacturer to say or do to attract attention to what he had to sell. It might be a catch phrase such as Have You Seen This New Soap? or Do You Know Soresda?  Its Red. It might be that a novelty in the way of hand or finger, eye or mouth was all that was required, carrying some appropriate explanation in type. Sometimes, as in the case of very practical products, their very practical display in some clear, interesting, attractive way was all that was needed. In most cases, though, something radically new was required, for it was the theory of Mr. Summerfield that his ads must not only arrest the eye, but fix themselves in the memory, and convey a fact which was or at least could be made to seem important to the reader. It was a struggling with one of the deepest and most interesting phases of human psychology.

The last man, Older Freeman, had been of considerable use to him in his way. He had collected about him a number of fairly capable artists  men temporarily down on their luck  who like Eugene were willing to take a working position of this character, and from them he had extracted by dint of pleading, cajoling, demonstrating and the like a number of interesting ideas. Their working hours were from nine to five-thirty, their pay meagre  eighteen to thirty-five, with experts drawing in several instances fifty and sixty dollars, and their tasks innumerable and really never-ending. Their output was regulated by a tabulated record system which kept account of just how much they succeeded in accomplishing in a week, and how much it was worth to the concern. The ideas on which they worked were more or less products of the brains of the art director and his superior, though they occasionally themselves made important suggestions, but for their proper execution, the amount of time spent on them, the failures sustained, the art director was more or less responsible. He could not carry to his employer a poor drawing of a good idea, or a poor idea for something which required a superior thought, and long hope to retain his position. Mr. Daniel C. Summerfield was too shrewd and too exacting. He was really tireless in his energy. It was his art directors business, he thought, to get him good ideas for good drawings and then to see that they were properly and speedily executed.

Anything less than this was sickening failure in the eyes of Mr. Summerfield, and he was not at all bashful in expressing himself. As a matter of fact, he was at times terribly brutal. Why the hell do you show me a thing like that? he once exclaimed to Freeman. Jesus Christ; I could hire an ashman and get better results. Why, God damn it, look at the drawing of the arm of that woman. Look at her ear. Whose going to take a thing like that? Its tame! Its punk! Its a joke! What sort of cattle have you got out there working for you, anyhow? Why, if the Summerfield Advertising Company cant do better than that I might as well shut up the place and go fishing. Well be a joke in six weeks. Dont try to hand me any such God damned tripe as that, Freeman. You know better. You ought to know our advertisers wouldnt stand for anything like that. Wake up! Im paying you five thousand a year. How do you expect Im going to get my money back out of any such arrangement as that? Youre simply wasting my money and your time letting a man draw a thing like that. Hell!!

The art director, whoever he was, having been by degrees initiated into the brutalities of the situation, and having  by reason of the time he had been employed and the privileges he had permitted himself on account of his comfortable and probably never before experienced salary  sold himself into bondage to his now fancied necessities, was usually humble and tractable under the most galling fire. Where could he go and get five thousand dollars a year for his services? How could he live at the rate he was living if he lost this place? Art directorships were not numerous. Men who could fill them fairly acceptably were not impossible to find. If he thought at all and was not a heaven-born genius serene in the knowledge of his God-given powers, he was very apt to hesitate, to worry, to be humble and to endure a good deal. Most men under similar circumstances do the same thing. They think before they fling back into the teeth of their oppressors some of the slurs and brutal characterizations which so frequently issue therefrom. Most men do. Besides there is almost always a high percentage of truth in the charges made. Usually the storm is for the betterment of mankind. Mr. Summerfield knew this. He knew also the yoke of poverty and the bondage of fear which most if not all his men were under. He had no compunctions about using these weapons, much as a strong man might use a club. He had had a hard life himself. No one had sympathized with him very much. Besides you couldnt sympathize and succeed. Better look the facts in the face, deal only with infinite capacity, roughly weed out the incompetents and proceed along the line of least resistance, in so far as your powerful enemies were concerned. Men might theorize and theorize until the crack of doom, but this was the way the thing had to be done and this was the way he preferred to do it.

Eugene had never heard of any of these facts in connection with the Summerfield Company. The idea had been flung at him so quickly he had no time to think, and besides if he had had time it would have made no difference. A little experience of life had taught him as it teaches everyone else to mistrust rumor. He had applied for the place on hearing and he was hoping to get it. At noon the day following his visit to Mr. Baker Bates, the latter was speaking for him to Mr. Summerfield, but only very casually.

Say, he asked, quite apropos of nothing apparently, for they were discussing the chances of his introducing his product into South America, do you ever have need of an art director over in your place?

Occasionally, replied Summerfield guardedly, for his impression was that Mr. Baker Bates knew very little of art directors or anything else in connection with the art side of advertising life. He might have heard of his present need and be trying to palm off some friend of his, an incompetent, of course, on him. What makes you ask?

Why, Hudson Dula, the manager of the Triple Lithographic Company, was telling me of a man who is connected with the World who might make a good one for you. I know something of him. He painted some rather remarkable views of New York and Paris here a few years ago. Dula tells me they were very good.

Is he young? interrupted Summerfield, calculating.

Yes, comparatively. Thirty-one or two, I should say.

And he wants to be an art director, does he. Where is he?

Hes down on the World, and I understand he wants to get out of there. I heard you say last year that you were looking for a man, and I thought this might interest you.

Whats he doing down on the World?

Hes been sick, I understand, and is just getting on his feet again.

The explanation sounded sincere enough to Summerfield.

Whats his name? he asked.

Witla, Eugene Witla. He had an exhibition at one of the galleries here a few years ago.

Im afraid of these regular high-brow artists, observed Summerfield suspiciously. Theyre usually so set up about their art that theres no living with them. I have to have someone with hard, practical sense in my work. Someone that isnt a plain damn fool. He has to be a good manager  a good administrator, mere talent for drawing wont do  though he has to have that, or know it when he sees it. You might send this fellow around sometime if you know him. I wouldnt mind looking at him. I may need a man pretty soon. Im thinking of making certain changes.

If I see him I will, said Baker indifferently and dropped the matter. Summerfield, however, for some psychological reason was impressed with the name. Where had he heard it? Somewhere apparently. Perhaps he had better find out something about him.

If you send him youd better give him a letter of introduction, he added thoughtfully, before Bates should have forgotten the matter. So many people try to get in to see me, and I may forget.

Baker knew at once that Summerfield wished to look at Witla. He dictated a letter of introduction that afternoon to his stenographer and mailed it to Eugene.

I find Mr. Summerfield apparently disposed to see you, he wrote. You had better go and see him if you are interested. Present this letter. Very truly yours.

Eugene looked at it with astonishment and a sense of foregoneness so far as what was to follow. Fate was fixing this for him. He was going to get it. How strange life was! Here he was down on the World working for fifty dollars a week, and suddenly an art directorship, a thing he had thought of for years, was coming to him out of nowhere! Then he decided to telephone Mr. Daniel Summerfield, saying that he had a letter from Mr. Baker Bates and asking when he could see him. Later he decided to waste no time, but to present the letter direct without phoning. At three in the afternoon he received permission from Benedict to be away from the office between three and five, and at three-thirty he was in the anteroom of the general offices of the Summerfield Advertising Company, waiting for a much desired permission to enter.


CHAPTER XXXIII

When Eugene called, Mr. Daniel C. Summerfield was in no great rush about any particular matter, but he had decided in this case as he had in many others that it was very important that anyone who wanted anything from him should be made to wait. Eugene was made to wait a solid hour before he was informed by an underling that he was very sorry but that other matters had so detained Mr. Summerfield that it was now impossible for him to see him at all this day, but that tomorrow at twelve he would be glad to see him. Eugene was finally admitted on the morrow, however, and then, at the first glance, Mr. Summerfield liked him. A man of intelligence, he thought, as he leaned back in his chair and stared at him. A man of force. Young still, wide-eyed, quick, clean looking. Perhaps I have found someone in this man who will make a good art director. He smiled, for Summerfield was always good-natured in his opening relationships  usually so in all of them, and took most people (his employees and prospective employees particularly) with an air of superior but genial condescension.

Sit down! Sit down! he exclaimed cheerfully and Eugene did so, looking about at the handsomely decorated walls, the floor which was laid with a wide, soft, light brown rug, and the mahogany desk, flat-topped, glass covered, on which lay handsome ornaments of silver, ivory and bronze. This man looked so keen, so dynamic, like a polished Japanese carving, hard and smooth.

Now tell me all about yourself, began Summerfield. Where do you come from? Who are you? What have you done?

Hold! Hold! said Eugene easily and tolerantly. Not so fast. My history isnt so much. The short and simple annals of the poor. Ill tell you in two or three sentences.

Summerfield was a little taken back at this abruptness which was generated by his own attitude; still he liked it. This was something new to him. His applicant wasnt frightened or apparently even nervous so far as he could judge. He is droll, he thought, sufficiently so  a man who has seen a number of things evidently. He is easy in manner, too, and kindly.

Well, he said smilingly, for Eugenes slowness appealed to him. His humor was something new in art directors. So far as he could recall, his predecessors had never had any to speak of.

Well, Im an artist, said Eugene, working on the World. Lets hope that dont militate against me very much.

It dont, said Summerfield.

And I want to become an art director because I think Id make a good one.

Why? asked Summerfield, his even teeth showing amiably.

Well, because I like to manage men, or I think I do. And they take to me.

You know that?

I do. In the next place I know too much about art to want to do the little things that Im doing. I can do bigger things.

I like that also, applauded Summerfield. He was thinking that Eugene was nice and good looking, a little pale and thin to be wholly forceful, perhaps, he wasnt sure. His hair a little too long. His manner, perhaps, a bit too deliberate. Still he was nice. Why did he wear a soft hat? Why did artists always insist on wearing soft hats, most of them? It was so ridiculous, so unbusinesslike.

How much do you get? he added, if its a fair question.

Less than Im worth, said Eugene. Only fifty dollars. But I took it as a sort of health cure. I had a nervous breakdown several years ago  better now, as Mulvaney used to say  and I dont want to stay at that. Im an art director by temperament, or I think I am. Anyhow, here I am.

You mean, said Summerfield, you never ran an art department before?

Never.

Know anything about advertising?

I used to think so.

How long ago was that?

When I worked on the Alexandria, Illinois, Daily Appeal.

Summerfield smiled. He couldnt help it.

Thats almost as important as the Wickham Union, I fancy. It sounds as if it might have the same wide influence.

Oh, much more, much more, returned Eugene quietly. The Alexandria Appeal had the largest exclusively country circulation of any county south of the Sangamon.

I see! I see! replied Summerfield good-humoredly. Its all day with the Wickham Union. Well, how was it you came to change your mind?

Well, I got a few years older for one thing, said Eugene. And then I decided that I was cut out to be the greatest living artist, and then I came to New York, and in the excitement I almost lost the idea.

I see.

But I have it again, thank heaven, tied up back of the house, and here I am.

Well, Witla, to tell you the truth you dont look like a real live, every day, sure-enough art director, but you might make good. Youre not quite art-y enough according to the standards that prevail around this office. Still I might be willing to take one gosh-awful chance. I suppose if I do Ill get stung as usual, but Ive been stung so often that I ought to be used to it by now. I feel sort of spotted at times from the hornets Ive hired in the past. But, be that as it may, what do you think you could do with a real live art directorship if you had it?

Eugene mused. This persiflage entertained him. He thought Summerfield would hire him now that they were together.

Oh, Id draw my salary first and then Id see that I had the proper system of approach so that any one who came to see me would think I was the King of England, and then Id  

I was really busy yesterday, interpolated Summerfield apologetically.

Im satisfied of that, replied Eugene gaily. And finally I might condescend, if I were coaxed enough, to do a little work.

This speech at once irritated and amused Mr. Summerfield. He liked a man of spirit. You could do something with someone who wasnt afraid, even if he didnt know so much to begin with. And Eugene knew a good deal, he fancied. Besides, his talk was precisely in his own sarcastic, semi-humorous vein. Coming from Eugene it did not sound so hard as it would have coming from himself, but it had his own gay, bantering attitude of mind in it. He believed Eugene could make good. He wanted to try him, instanter, anyhow.

Well, Ill tell you what, Witla, he finally observed. I dont know whether you can run this thing or not  the probabilities are all against you as I have said, but you seem to have some ideas or what might be made some under my direction, and I think Ill give you a chance. Mind you, I havent much confidence. My personal likes usually prove very fatal to me. Still, youre here, and I like your looks and I havent seen anyone else, and so  

Thanks, said Eugene.

Dont thank me. You have a hard job ahead of you if I take you. Its no childs play. Youd better come with me first and look over the place, and he led the way out into the great central room where, because it was still noon time, there were few people working, but where one could see just how imposing this business really was.

Seventy-two stenographers, book-keepers, canvassers and writers and trade-aid people at their desks, he observed with an easy wave of his hand, and moved on into the art department, which was in another wing of the building where a north and east light could be secured. Heres where you come in, he observed, throwing open the door where thirty-two artists desks and easels were ranged. Eugene was astonished.

You dont employ that many, do you? he asked interestedly. Most of the men were out to lunch.

From twenty to twenty-five all the time, sometimes more, he said. Some on the outside. It depends on the condition of business.

And how much do you pay them, as a rule?

Well, that depends. I think Ill give you seventy-five dollars a week to begin with, if we come to an understanding. If you make good Ill make it a hundred dollars a week inside of three months. It all depends. The others we dont pay so much. The business manager can tell you.

Eugene noticed the evasion. His eyes narrowed. Still there was a good chance here. Seventy-five dollars was considerably better than fifty and it might lead to more. He would be his own boss  a man of some consequence. He could not help stiffening with pride a little as he looked at the room which Summerfield pointed out to him as his own if he came  a room where a large, highly polished oak desk was placed and where some of the Summerfield Advertising Companys art products were hung on the walls. There was a nice rug on the floor and some leather-backed chairs.

Heres where you will be if you come here, said Summerfield.

Eugene gazed round. Certainly life was looking up. How was he to get this place? On what did it depend? His mind was running forward to various improvements in his affairs, a better apartment for Angela, better clothes for her, more entertainment for both of them, freedom from worry over the future; for a little bank account would soon result from a place like this.

Do you do much business a year? Eugene asked curiously.

Oh, about two million dollars worth.

And you have to make drawings for every ad?

Exactly, not one but six or eight sometimes. It depends upon the ability of the art director. If he does his work right I save money.

Eugene saw the point.

What became of the other man? he asked, noting the name of Older Freeman on the door.

Oh, he quit, said Summerville, or rather he saw what was coming and got out of the way. He was no good. He was too weak. He was turning out work here which was a joke  some things had to be done over eight and nine times.

Eugene discovered the wrath and difficulties and opposition which went with this. Summerfield was a hard man, plainly. He might smile and joke now, but anyone who took that chair would hear from him constantly. For a moment Eugene felt as though he could not do it, as though he had better not try it, and then he thought, Why shouldnt I? It cant hurt me. If worst comes to worst, I have my art to fall back on.

Well, so it goes, he said. If I dont make good, the door for mine, I suppose?

No, no, nothing so easy, chuckled Summerfield; the coal chute.

Eugene noticed that he champed his teeth like a nervous horse, and that he seemed fairly to radiate waves of energy. For himself he winced the least bit. This was a grim, fighting atmosphere he was coming into. He would have to fight for his life here  no doubt of that.

Now, said Summerfield, when they were strolling back to his own office. Ill tell you what you might do. I have two propositions, one from the Sand Perfume Company and another from the American Crystal Sugar Refining Company which may mean big contracts for me if I can present them the right line of ideas for advertising. They want to advertise. The Sand Company wants suggestions for bottles, labels, car ads, newspaper ads, posters, and so on. The American Crystal Company wants to sell its sugar in small packages, powdered, grained, cubed, hexagoned. We want package forms, labels, posters ads, and so on for that. Its a question of how much novelty, simplicity and force we can put in the smallest possible space. Now I depend upon my art director to tell me something about these things. I dont expect him to do everything. Im here and Ill help him. I have men in the trade aid department out there who are wonders at making suggestions along this line, but the art director is supposed to help. Hes the man who is supposed to have the taste and can execute the proposition in its last form. Now suppose you take these two ideas and see what you can do with them. Bring me some suggestions. If they suit me and I think you have the right note, Ill hire you. If not, well then I wont, and no harm done. Is that all right?

Thats all right, said Eugene.

Mr. Summerfield handed him a bundle of papers, catalogues, prospectuses, communications. You can look these over if you want to. Take them along and then bring them back.

Eugene rose.

Id like to have two or three days for this, he said. Its a new proposition to me. I think I can give you some ideas  Im not sure. Anyhow, Id like to try.

Go ahead! Go ahead! said Summerfield, the more the merrier. And Ill see you any time youre ready. I have a man out there  Freemans assistant  whos running things for me temporarily. Heres luck, and he waved his hand indifferently.

Eugene went out. Was there ever such a man, so hard, so cold, so practical! It was a new note to him. He was simply astonished, largely because he was inexperienced. He had not yet gone up against the business world as those who try to do anything in a big way commercially must. This man was getting on his nerves already, making him feel that he had a tremendous problem before him, making him think that the quiet realms of art were merely the backwaters of oblivion. Those who did anything, who were out in the front row of effort, were fighters such as this man was, raw products of the soil, ruthless, superior, indifferent. If only he could be that way, he thought. If he could be strong, defiant, commanding, what a thing it would be. Not to wince, not to quail, but to stand up firm, square to the world and make people obey. Oh, what a splendid vision of empire was here before him.


CHAPTER XXXIV

The designs or suggestions which Eugene offered his prospective employer for the advertising of the products of M. Sand et Cie and the American Crystal Sugar Refining Company, were peculiar. As has been indicated, Eugene had one of those large, effervescent intelligences which when he was in good physical condition fairly bubbled ideas. His imaginings, without any effort on his part, naturally took all forms and shapes. The call of Mr. Summerfield was for street car cards, posters and newspaper ads of various sizes, and what he wanted Eugene specifically to supply was not so much the lettering or rather wording of the ads as it was their artistic form and illustrative point: what one particular suggestion in the form of a drawing or design could be made in each case which would arrest public attention. Eugene went home and took the sugar proposition under consideration first. He did not say anything of what he was really doing to Angela, because he did not want to disappoint her. He pretended that he was making sketches which he might offer to some company for a little money and because it amused him. By the light of his green shaded working lamp at home he sketched designs of hands holding squares of sugar, either in the fingers or by silver and gold sugar tongs, urns piled high with crystalline concoctions, a blue and gold after-dinner cup with one lump of the new form on the side against a section of snow white table cloth, and things of that character. He worked rapidly and with ease until he had some thirty-five suggestions on this one proposition alone, and then he turned his attention to the matter of the perfumery.

His first thought was that he did not know all the designs of the companys bottles, but he originated peculiar and delightful shapes of his own, some of which were afterwards adopted by the company. He designed boxes and labels to amuse himself and then made various still-life compositions such as a box, a bottle, a dainty handkerchief and a small white hand all showing in a row. His mind slipped to the manufacture of perfume, the growing of flowers, the gathering of blossoms, the type of girls and men that might possibly be employed, and then he hurried to the great public library the next day to see if he could find a book or magazine article which would tell him something about it. He found this and several articles on sugar growing and refining which gave him new ideas in that direction. He decided that in each case he would put a beautifully designed bottle of perfume or a handsome package of sugar, say, in the upper right or lower left-hand corner of the design, and then for the rest show some scene in the process of its manufacture. He began to think of men who could carry out his ideas brilliantly if they were not already on his staff, letterers, character artists, men with a keen sense of color combination whom he might possibly hire cheaply. He thought of Jerry Mathews of the old Chicago Globe days  where was he now?  and Philip Shotmeyer, who would be almost ideal to work under his direction, for he was a splendid letterer, and Henry Hare, still of the World, with whom he had frequently talked on the subject of ads and posters. Then there was young Morgenbau, who was a most excellent character man, looking to him for some opportunity, and eight or ten men whose work he had admired in the magazines  the best known ones. He decided first to see what could be done with the staff that he had, and then to eliminate and fill in as rapidly as possible until he had a capable working group. He had already caught by contact with Summerfield some of that eager personages ruthlessness and began to manifest it in his own attitude. He was most impressionable to things advantageous to himself, and this chance to rise to a higher level out of the slough of poverty in which he had so greatly suffered nerved him to the utmost effort. In two days he had a most impressive mass of material to show his prospective employer, and he returned to his presence with considerable confidence. The latter looked over his ideas carefully and then began to warm to his attitude of mind.

I should say! he said generously, theres some life to this stuff. I can see you getting the five thousand a year all right if you keep on. Youre a little new, but youve caught the drift. And he sat down to show him where some improvements from a practical point of view could be made.

Now, professor, he said finally when he was satisfied that Eugene was the man he wanted, you and I might as well call this a deal. Its pretty plain to me that youve got something that I want. Some of these things are fine. I dont know how youre going to make out as a master of men, but you might as well take that desk out there and well begin right now. I wish you luck. I really do. Youre a live wire, I think.

Eugene thrilled with satisfaction. This was the result he wanted. No half-hearted commendation, but enthusiastic praise. He must have it. He always felt that he could command it. People naturally ran after him. He was getting used to it by now  taking it as a matter of course. If he hadnt broken down, curse the luck, think where he could have been today. He had lost five years and he was not quite well yet, but thank God he was getting steadily better, and he would try and hold himself in check from now on. The world demanded it.

He went out with Summerfield into the art room and was there introduced by him to the various men employed. Mr. Davis, Mr. Witla; Mr. Hart, Mr. Witla; Mr. Clemens, Mr. Witla, so it went, and the staff was soon aware of who he was. Summerfield then took him into the next room and introduced him to the various heads of departments, the business manager who fixed his and his artists salaries, the cashier who paid him, the manager of the ad writing department, the manager of the trade aid department, and the head of the stenographic department, a woman. Eugene was a little disgusted with what he considered the crassness of these people. After the quality of the art atmosphere in which he had moved these people seemed to him somewhat raw and voracious, like fish. They had no refinement. Their looks and manners were unduly aggressive. He resented particularly the fact that one canvasser with whom he shook hands wore a bright red tie and had on yellow shoes. The insistence on department store models for suits and floor-walker manners pained him.

To hell with such cattle, he thought, but on the surface he smiled and shook hands and said how glad he would be to work with them. Finally when all the introductions were over he went back to his own department, to take up the work which rushed through here like a living stream, pellmell. His own staff was, of course, much more agreeable to him. These artists who worked for him interested him, for they were as he suspected men very much like himself, in poor health probably, or down on their luck and compelled to do this. He called for his assistant, Mr. Davis, whom Summerfield had introduced to him as such, and asked him to let him see how the work stood.

Have you a schedule of the work in hand? he asked easily.

Yes, sir, said his new attendant.

Let me see it.

The latter brought what he called his order book and showed him just how things worked. Each particular piece of work, or order as it was called, was given a number when it came in, the time of its entry marked on the slip, the name of the artist to whom it was assigned, the time taken to execute it, and so forth. If one artist only put two hours on it and another took it and put four, this was noted. If the first drawing was a failure and a second begun, the records would show all, the slips and errors of the office as well as its speed and capacity. Eugene perceived that he must see to it that his men did not make many mistakes.

After this order book had been carefully inspected by him, he rose and strolled about among the men to see how they were getting on. He wanted to familiarize himself at once with the styles and methods of his men. Some were working on clothing ads, some on designs illustrative of the beef industry, some on a railroad travel series for the street cars, and so forth. Eugene bent over each one graciously, for he wanted to make friends with these people and win their confidence. He knew from experience how sensitive artists were  how they could be bound by feelings of good fellowship. He had a soft, easy, smiling manner which he hoped would smooth his way for him. He leaned over this mans shoulder and that asking what the point was, how long a piece of work of that character ought to take, suggesting where a man appeared to be in doubt what he thought would be advisable. He was not at all certain of himself  this line of work being so new  but he was hopeful and eager. It was a fine sensation, this being a boss, if one could only triumph at it. He hoped to help these men to help themselves; to make them make good in ways which would bring them and him more money. He wanted more money  that five thousand, no less.

I think you have the right idea there, he said to one pale, anæmic worker who looked as though he might have a lot of talent.

The man, whose name was Dillon, responded to the soothing, caressing tone of his voice. He liked Eugenes appearance, though he was not at all disposed to pass favorable judgment as yet. It was already rumored that he had had an exceptional career as an artist. Summerfield had attended to that. He looked up and smiled and said, Do you think so?

I certainly do, said Eugene cheerfully. Try a touch of yellow next to that blue. See if you dont like that.

The artist did as requested and squinted at it narrowly. It helps it a lot, dont it, he observed, as though it were his own.

It certainly does, said Eugene, thats a good idea, and somehow Dillon felt as though he had thought of it. Inside of twenty minutes the whole staff was agreeing with itself that he was a nice man to all outward appearances and that he might make good. He appeared to be so sure. They little knew how perturbed he was inwardly, how anxious he was to get all the threads of this in his hand and to see that everything came to an ideal fruition. He dreaded the hour when he might have something to contend with which was not quite right.

Days passed at this new work and then weeks, and by degrees he grew moderately sure of himself and comparatively easy in his seat, though he realized that he had not stepped into a bed of roses. He found this a most tempestuous office to work in, for Summerfield was, as he expressed it, on the job early and late, and tireless in his insistence and enthusiasm. He came down from his residence in the upper portion of the city at eight-fifty in the morning and remained almost invariably until six-thirty and seven and not infrequently until eight and nine in the evening. He had the inconsiderate habit of keeping such of his staff as happened to be working upon the thing in which he was interested until all hours of the night; sometimes transferring his deliberations to his own home and that without dinner or the proffer of it to those whom he made to work. He would talk advertising with one big merchant or another until it was time to go home, and would then call in the weary members of his staff before they had time to escape and begin a long and important discussion of something he wanted done. At times, when anything went wrong, he would fly into an insane fury, rave and curse and finally, perhaps, discharge the one who was really not to blame. There were no end of labored and irritating conferences in which hard words and sarcastic references would fly about, for he had no respect for the ability or personality of anyone who worked for him. They were all more or less machines in his estimation and rather poorly constructed ones at that. Their ideas were not good enough unless for the time being they happened to be new, or as in Eugenes case displaying pronounced talent.

He could not fathom Eugene so readily, for he had never met anyone of his kind. He was looking closely in his case, as he was in that of all the others, to see if he could not find some weakness in his ideas. He had a gleaming, insistent, almost demoniac eye, a habit of chewing incessantly and even violently the stub end of a cigar, the habit of twitching, getting up and walking about, stirring things on his desk, doing anything and everything to give his restless, generative energy a chance to escape.

Now, professor, he would say when Eugene came in and seated himself quietly and unobtrusively in some corner, we have a very difficult thing here to solve today. I want to know what you think could be done in such and such a case, describing a particular condition.

Eugene would brace himself up and begin to consider, but rumination was not what Summerfield wanted from anyone.

Well, professor! well! well! he would exclaim.

Eugene would stir irritably. This was so embarrassing  in a way so degrading to him.

Come to life, professor, Summerfield would go on. He seemed to have concluded long before that the gad was the most effective commercial weapon.

Eugene would then make some polite suggestion, wishing instead that he could tell him to go to the devil, but that was not the end of it. Before all the old writers, canvassers, trade aid men  sometimes one or two of his own artists who might be working upon the particular task in question, he would exclaim: Lord! what a poor suggestion! or cant you do any better than that, professor? or good heavens, I have three or four ideas better than that myself. The best he would ever say in conference was, Well, there may be something in that, though privately, afterwards, he might possibly express great pleasure. Past achievements counted for nothing; that was so plain. One might bring in gold and silver all day long; the next day there must be more gold and silver and in larger quantities. There was no end to the mans appetite. There was no limit to the speed at which he wished to drive his men. There was no limit to the venomous commercial idea as an idea. Summerfield set an example of nagging and irritating insistence, and he urged all his employees to the same policy. The result was a bear-garden, a den of prize-fighters, liars, cutthroats and thieves in which every man was for himself openly and avowedly and the devil take the hindmost.


CHAPTER XXXV

Still time went by, and although things did not improve very much in his office over the standards which he saw prevailing when he came there, he was obviously getting things much better arranged in his private life. In the first place Angelas attitude was getting much better. The old agony which had possessed her in the days when he was acting so badly had modified as day by day she saw him working and conducting himself with reasonable circumspection. She did not trust him as yet. She was not sure that he had utterly broken with Carlotta Wilson (she had never found out who his paramour was), but all the evidence seemed to attest it. There was a telephone down stairs in a drug store by which, during his days on the World, Angela would call him up at any time, and whenever she had called him up he was always in the office. He seemed to have plenty of time to take her to the theatre if she wished to go, and to have no especial desire to avoid her company. He had once told her frankly that he did not propose to pretend to love her any more, though he did care for her, and this frightened her. In spite of her wrath and suffering she cared for him, and she believed that he still sympathized with her and might come to care for her again  that he ought to.

She decided to play the rôle of the affectionate wife whether it was true or not, and to hug and kiss him and fuss over him if he would let her, just as though nothing had happened. Eugene did not understand this. He did not see how Angela could still love him. He thought she must hate him, having such just grounds, for having by dint of hard work and absence come out of his vast excitement about Carlotta he was beginning to feel that he had done her a terrific injustice and to wish to make amends. He did not want to love her, he did not feel that he could, but he was perfectly willing to behave himself, to try to earn a good living, to take her to theatre and opera as opportunity permitted, and to build up and renew a social relationship with others which should act as a substitute for love. He was beginning to think that there was no honest or happy solution to any affair of the heart in the world. Most people so far as he could see were unhappily married. It seemed to be the lot of mankind to make mistakes in its matrimonial selections. He was probably no more unhappy than many others. Let the world wag as it would for a time. He would try to make some money now, and restore himself in the eyes of the world. Later, life might bring him something  who could tell?

In the next place their financial condition, even before he left the World, was so much better than it had been. By dint of saving and scraping, refusing to increase their expenses more than was absolutely necessary, Angela had succeeded by the time he left the World in laying by over one thousand dollars, and since then it had gone up to three thousand. They had relaxed sufficiently so that now they were wearing reasonably good clothes, were going out and receiving company regularly. It was not possible in their little apartment which they still occupied to entertain more than three or four at the outside, and two was all that Angela ever cared to consider as either pleasurable or comfortable; but they entertained this number frequently. There were some slight recoveries of friendship and of the old life  Hudson Dula, Jerry Mathews, who had moved to Newark; William McConnell, Philip Shotmeyer. MacHugh and Smite were away, one painting in Nova Scotia, the other working in Chicago. As for the old art crowd, socialists and radicals included, Eugene attempted to avoid them as much as possible. He knew nothing of the present whereabouts of Miriam Finch and Norma Whitmore. Of Christina Channing he heard much, for she was singing in Grand Opera, her pictures displayed in the paper and upon the billboards. There were many new friends, principally young newspaper artists like Adolph Morgenbau, who took to Eugene and were in a sense his disciples.

Angelas relations showed up from time to time, among them David Blue, now a sub-lieutenant in the army, with all the army officers pride of place and station. There were women friends of Angelas for whom Eugene cared little  Mrs. Desmas, the wife of the furniture manufacturer at Riverwood, from whom they had rented their four rooms there; Mrs. Wertheim, the wife of the multimillionaire, to whom M. Charles had introduced them; Mrs. Link, the wife of the West Point army captain who had come to the old Washington Square studio with Marietta and who was now stationed at Fort Hamilton in Brooklyn; and a Mrs. Juergens, living in a neighboring apartment. As long as they were very poor, Angela was very careful how she revived acquaintances; but when they began to have a little money she decided that she might indulge her predilection and so make life less lonesome for herself. She had always been anxious to build up solid social connections for Eugene, but as yet she did not see how it was to be done.

When Eugenes new connection with the Summerfield company was consummated, Angela was greatly astonished and rather delighted to think that if he had to work in this practical field for long it was to be under such comforting auspices  that is, as a superior and not as an underling. Long ago she had come to feel that Eugene would never make any money in a commercial way. To see him mounting in this manner was curious, but not wholly reassuring. They must save money; that was her one cry. They had to move soon, that was very plain, but they mustnt spend any more than they had to. She delayed until the attitude of Summerfield, upon an accidental visit to their flat, made it commercially advisable.

Summerfield was a great admirer of Eugenes artistic ability. He had never seen any of his pictures, but he was rather keen to, and once when Eugene told him that they were still on display, one or two of them at Pottle Frères, Jacob Bergmans and Henry LaRues, he decided to visit these places, but put it off. One night when he was riding uptown on the L road with Eugene he decided because he was in a vagrom mood to accompany him home and see his pictures there. Eugene did not want this. He was chagrined to be compelled to take him into their very little apartment, but there was apparently no way of escaping it. He tried to persuade him to visit Pottle Frères instead, where one picture was still on view, but Summerfield would none of that.

I dont like you to see this place, finally he said apologetically, as they were going up the steps of the five-story apartment house. We are going to get out of here pretty soon. I came here when I worked on the road.

Summerfield looked about at the poor neighborhood, the inlet of a canal some two blocks east where a series of black coal pockets were and to the north where there was flat open country and a railroad yard.

Why, thats all right, he said, in his direct, practical way. It doesnt make any difference to me. It does to you, though, Witla. You know, I believe in spending money, everybody spending money. Nobody gets anywhere by saving anything. Pay out! Pay out  thats the idea. I found that out for myself long ago. Youd better move when you get a chance soon and surround yourself with clever people.

Eugene considered this the easy talk of a man who was successful and lucky, but he still thought there was much in it. Summerfield came in and viewed the pictures. He liked them, and he liked Angela, though he wondered how Eugene ever came to marry her. She was such a quiet little home body. Eugene looked more like a Bohemian or a club man now that he had been worked upon by Summerfield. The soft hat had long since been discarded for a stiff derby, and Eugenes clothes were of the most practical business type he could find. He looked more like a young merchant than an artist. Summerfield invited them over to dinner at his house, refusing to stay to dinner here, and went his way.

Before long, because of his advice they moved. They had practically four thousand by now, and because of his salary Angela figured that they could increase their living expenses to say two thousand five hundred or even three thousand dollars. She wanted Eugene to save two thousand each year against the day when he should decide to return to art. They sought about together Saturday afternoons and Sundays and finally found a charming apartment in Central Park West overlooking the park, where they thought they could live and entertain beautifully. It had a large dining-room and living-room which when the table was cleared away formed one great room. There was a handsomely equipped bathroom, a nice kitchen with ample pantry, three bedrooms, one of which Angela turned into a sewing room, and a square hall or entry which answered as a temporary reception room. There were plenty of closets, gas and electricity, elevator service with nicely uniformed elevator men, and a house telephone. It was very different from their last place, where they only had a long dark hall, stairways to climb, gas only, and no phone. The neighborhood, too, was so much better. Here were automobiles and people walking in the park or promenading on a Sunday afternoon, and obsequious consideration or polite indifference to your affairs from everyone who had anything to do with you.

Well, the tide is certainly turning, said Eugene, as they entered it the first day.

He had the apartment redecorated in white and delft-blue and dark blue, getting a set of library and dining-room furniture in imitation rosewood. He bought a few choice pictures which he had seen at various exhibitions to mix with his own, and set a cut-glass bowl in the ceiling where formerly the commonplace chandelier had been. There were books enough, accumulated during a period of years, to fill the attractive white bookcase with its lead-paned doors. Attractive sets of bedroom furniture in birds-eye maple and white enamel were secured, and the whole apartment given a very cosy and tasteful appearance. A piano was purchased outright and dinner and breakfast sets of Haviland china. There were many other dainty accessories, such as rugs, curtains, portières, and so forth, the hanging of which Angela supervised. Here they settled down to a comparatively new and attractive life.

Angela had never really forgiven him his indiscretions of the past, his radical brutality in the last instance, but she was not holding them up insistently against him. There were occasional scenes even yet, the echoes of a far-off storm; but as long as they were making money and friends were beginning to come back she did not propose to quarrel. Eugene was very considerate. He was very, very hard-working. Why should she nag him? He would sit by a window overlooking the park at night and toil over his sketches and ideas until midnight. He was up and dressed by seven, down to his office by eight-thirty, out to lunch at one or later, and only back home at eight or nine oclock at night. Sometimes Angela would be cross with him for this, sometimes rail at Mr. Summerfield for an inhuman brute, but seeing that the apartment was so lovely and that Eugene was getting along so well, how could she quarrel? It was for her benefit as much as for his that he appeared to be working. He did not think about spending money. He did not seem to care. He would work, work, work, until she actually felt sorry for him.

Certainly Mr. Summerfield ought to like you, she said to him one day, half in compliment, half in a rage at a man who would exact so much from him. Youre valuable enough to him. I never saw a man who could work like you can. Dont you ever want to stop?

Dont bother about me, Angelface, he said. I have to do it. I dont mind. Its better than walking the streets and wondering how Im going to get along  and he fell to his ideas again.

Angela shook her head. Poor Eugene! If ever a man deserved success for working, he certainly did. And he was really getting nice again  getting conventional. Perhaps it was because he was getting a little older. It might turn out that he would become a splendid man, after all.


CHAPTER XXXVI

There came a time, however, when all this excitement and wrath and quarreling began to unnerve Eugene and to make him feel that he could not indefinitely stand the strain. After all, his was the artistic temperament, not that of a commercial or financial genius. He was too nervous and restless. For one thing he was first astonished, then amused, then embittered by the continual travesty on justice, truth, beauty, sympathy, which he saw enacted before his eyes. Life stripped of its illusion and its seeming becomes a rather deadly thing to contemplate. Because of the ruthless, insistent, inconsiderate attitude of this employer, all the employees of this place followed his example, and there was neither kindness nor courtesy  nor even raw justice anywhere. Eugene was compelled to see himself looked upon from the beginning, not so much by his own staff as by the other employees of the company, as a man who could not last long. He was disliked forsooth because Summerfield displayed some liking for him, and because his manners did not coincide exactly with the prevailing standard of the office. Summerfield did not intend to allow his interest in Eugene to infringe in any way upon his commercial exactions, but this was not enough to save or aid Eugene in any way. The others disliked him, some because he was a true artist to begin with, because of his rather distant air, and because in spite of himself he could not take them all as seriously as he should.

Most of them seemed little mannikins to him  little second, third, and fourth editions or copies of Summerfield. They all copied that worthys insistent air. They all attempted to imitate his briskness. Like children, they were inclined to try to imitate his bitter persiflage and be smart; and they demanded, as he said they should, the last ounce of consideration and duty from their neighbors. Eugene was too much of a philosopher not to take much of this with a grain of salt, but after all his position depended on his activity and his ability to get results, and it was a pity, he thought, that he could expect neither courtesy nor favor from anyone. Departmental chiefs stormed his room daily, demanding this, that, and the other work immediately. Artists complained that they were not getting enough pay, the business manager railed because expenses were not kept low, saying that Eugene might be an improvement in the matter of the quality of the results obtained and the speed of execution, but that he was lavish in his expenditure. Others cursed openly in his presence at times, and about him to his employer, alleging that the execution of certain ideas was rotten, or that certain work was delayed, or that he was slow or discourteous. There was little in these things, as Summerfield well knew from watching Eugene, but he was too much a lover of quarrels and excitement as being productive of the best results in the long run to wish to interfere. Eugene was soon accused of delaying work generally, of having incompetent men (which was true), of being slow, of being an artistic snob. He stood it all calmly because of his recent experience with poverty, but he was determined to fight ultimately. He was no longer, or at least not going to be, he thought, the ambling, cowardly, dreaming Witla he had been. He was going to stand up, and he did begin to.

Remember, you are the last word here, Witla, Summerfield had told him on one occasion. If anything goes wrong here, youre to blame. Dont make any mistakes. Dont let anyone accuse you falsely. Dont run to me. I wont help you.

It was such a ruthless attitude that it shocked Eugene into an attitude of defiance. In time he thought he had become a hardened and a changed man  aggressive, contentious, bitter.

They can all go to hell! he said one day to Summerfield, after a terrific row about some delayed pictures, in which one man who was animated by personal animosity more than anything else had said hard things about him. The thing thats been stated here isnt so. My work is up to and beyond the mark. This individual here  pointing to the man in question simply doesnt like me. The next time he comes into my room nosing about Ill throw him out. Hes a damned fakir, and you know it. He lied here today, and you know that.

Good for you, Witla! exclaimed Summerfield joyously. The idea of a fighting attitude on Eugenes part pleased him. Youre coming to life. Youll get somewhere now. Youve got the ideas, but if you let these wolves run over you theyll do it, and theyll eat you. I cant help it. Theyre all no good. I wouldnt trust a single God-damned man in the place!

So it went. Eugene smiled. Could he ever get used to such a life? Could he ever learn to live with such cheap, inconsiderate, indecent little pups? Summerfield might like them, but he didnt. This might be a marvellous business policy, but he couldnt see it. Somehow it seemed to reflect the mental attitude and temperament of Mr. Daniel C. Summerfield and nothing more. Human nature ought to be better than that.

It is curious how fortune sometimes binds up the wounds of the past, covers over the broken places as with clinging vines, gives to the miseries and mental wearinesses of life a look of sweetness and comfort. An illusion of perfect joy is sometimes created where still, underneath, are cracks and scars. Here were Angela and Eugene living together now, beginning to be visited by first one and then the other of those they had known in the past, seemingly as happy as though no storm had ever beset the calm of their present sailing. Eugene, despite all his woes, was interested in this work. He liked to think of himself as the captain of a score of men, having a handsome office desk, being hailed as chief by obsequious subordinates and invited here and there by Summerfield, who still liked him. The work was hard, but it was so much more profitable than anything he had ever had before. Angela was happier, too, he thought, than she had been in a long time, for she did not need to worry about money and his prospects were broadening. Friends were coming back to them in a steady stream, and they were creating new ones. It was possible to go to a seaside resort occasionally, winter or summer, or to entertain three or four friends at dinner. Angela had a maid. The meals were served with considerable distinction under her supervision. She was flattered to hear nice things said about her husband in her presence, for it was whispered abroad in art circles with which they were now slightly in touch again that half the effectiveness of the Summerfield ads was due to Eugenes talent. It was no shame for him to come out now and say where he was, for he was getting a good salary and was a department chief. He, or rather the house through him, had made several great hits, issuing series of ads which attracted the attention of the public generally to the products which they advertised. Experts in the advertising world first, and then later the public generally, were beginning to wonder who it was that was primarily responsible for the hits.

The Summerfield company had not had them during the previous six years of its history. There were too many of them coming close together not to make a new era in the history of the house. Summerfield, it was understood about the office, was becoming a little jealous of Eugene, for he could not brook the presence of a man with a reputation; and Eugene, with his five thousand dollars in cash in two savings banks, with practically two thousand five hundred dollars worth of tasteful furniture in his apartment and with a ten-thousand life-insurance policy in favor of Angela, was carrying himself with quite an air. He was not feeling so anxious about his future.

Angela noted it. Summerfield also. The latter felt that Eugene was beginning to show his artistic superiority in a way which was not entirely pleasant. He was coming to have a direct, insistent, sometimes dictatorial manner. All the driving Summerfield had done had not succeeded in breaking his spirit. Instead, it had developed him. From a lean, pale, artistic soul, wearing a soft hat, he had straightened up and filled out until now he looked more like a business man than an artist, with a derby hat, clothes of the latest cut, a ring of oriental design on his middle finger, and pins and ties which reflected the prevailing modes.

Eugenes attitude had not as yet changed completely, but it was changing. He was not nearly so fearsome as he had been. He was beginning to see that he had talents in more directions than one, and to have the confidence of this fact. Five thousand dollars in cash, with two or three hundred dollars being added monthly, and interest at four per cent, being paid upon it, gave him a reserve of self-confidence. He began to joke Summerfield himself, for he began to realize that other advertising concerns might be glad to have him. Word had been brought to him once that the Alfred Cookman Company, of which Summerfield was a graduate, was considering making him an offer, and the Twine-Campbell Company, the largest in the field, was also interested in what he was doing. His own artists, mostly faithful because he had sought to pay them well and to help them succeed, had spread his fame greatly. According to them, he was the sole cause of all the recent successes which had come to the house, which was not true at all.

A number, perhaps the majority, of things recently had started with him; but they had been amplified by Summerfield, worked over by the ad-writing department, revised by the advertisers themselves, and so on and so forth, until notable changes had been effected and success achieved. There was no doubt that Eugene was directly responsible for a share of this. His presence was inspiring, constructive. He keyed up the whole tone of the Summerfield Company merely by being there; but he was not all there was to it by many a long step. He realized this himself.

He was not at all offensively egotistic  simply surer, calmer, more genial, less easily ruffled; but even this was too much. Summerfield wanted a frightened man, and seeing that Eugene might be getting strong enough to slip away from him, he began to think how he should either circumvent his possible sudden flight, or discredit his fame, so that if he did leave he would gain nothing by it. Neither of them was directly manifesting any ill-will or indicating his true feelings, but such was the situation just the same. The things which Summerfield thought he might do were not easy to do under any circumstances. It was particularly hard in Eugenes case. The man was beginning to have an air. People liked him. Advertisers who met him, the big manufacturers, took note of him. They did not understand him as a trade figure, but thought he must have real force. One man  a great real estate plunger in New York, who saw him once in Summerfields office  spoke to the latter about him.

Thats a most interesting man you have there, that man Witla, he said, when they were out to lunch together. Where does he come from?

Oh, the West somewhere! replied Summerfield evasively. I dont know. Ive had so many art directors I dont pay much attention to them.

Winfield (ex-Senator Kenyon C. Winfield, of Brooklyn) perceived a slight undercurrent of opposition and belittling. He looks like a bright fellow, he said, intending to drop the subject.

He is, he is, returned Summerfield; but like all artists, hes flighty. Theyre the most unstable people in the world. You cant depend upon them. Good for one idea today  worth nothing tomorrow  I have to handle them like a lot of children. The weather sometimes makes all the difference in the world.

Winfield fancied this was true. Artists generally were worth nothing in business. Still, he remembered Eugene pleasantly.

As Summerfield talked here, so was it in the office and elsewhere. He began to say in the office and out that Eugene was really not doing as well as he might, and that in all likelihood he would have to drop him. It was sad; but all directors, even the best of them, had their little day of ability and usefulness, and then ran to seed. He did not see why it was that all these directors failed so, but they did. They never really made good in the company. By this method, his own undiminished ability was made to stand out free and clear, and Eugene was not able to appear as important. No one who knew anything about Eugene, however, at this time believed this; but they did believe  in the office  that he might lose his position. He was too bright  too much of a leader. They felt that this condition could not continue in a one-man concern; and this made the work harder, for it bred disloyalty in certain quarters. Some of his men were disposed to counsel with the enemy.

But as time passed and in spite of the change of attitude which was coming over Summerfield, Eugene became even stronger in his own self-esteem. He was not getting vainglorious as yet  merely sure. Because of his art work his art connections had revived considerably, and he had heard again from such men as Louis Deesa, M. Charles, Luke Severas, and others who now knew where he was and wondered why he did not come back to painting proper. M. Charles was disgusted. A great error, he said. He always spoke of him to others as a great loss to art. Strange to relate, one of his pictures was sold the spring following his entry into the Summerfield Company, and another the following winter. Each netted him two hundred and fifty dollars, Pottle Frères being the agents in one case, Jacob Bergman in the other. These sales with their consequent calls for additional canvases to show, cheered him greatly. He felt satisfied now that if anything happened to him he could go back to his art and that he could make a living, anyhow.

There came a time when he was sent for by Mr. Alfred Cookman, the advertising agent for whom Summerfield had worked; but nothing came of that, for the latter did not care to pay more than six thousand a year and Summerfield had once told Eugene that he would eventually pay him ten thousand if he stayed with him. He did not think it was fair to leave him just then, and, besides, Cookmans firm had not the force and go and prestige which Summerfield had at this time. His real chance came some six months later, when one of the publishing houses of Philadelphia having an important weekly to market, began looking for an advertising manager.

It was the policy of this house to select young men and to select from among all the available candidates just the one particular one to suit the fancy of the owner and who had a record of successful effort behind him. Now Eugene was not any more an advertising manager by experience than he was an art director, but having worked for Summerfield for nearly two years he had come to know a great deal about advertising, and the public thought he knew a great deal more. He knew by now just how Summerfield had his business organized. He knew how he specialized his forces, giving this line to one and that line to another. He had been able to learn by sitting in conferences and consultations what it was that advertisers wanted, how they wanted their goods displayed, what they wanted said. He had learned that novelty, force and beauty were the keynotes and he had to work these elements out under the most galling fire so often that he knew how it ought to be done. He knew also about commissions, rebates, long-time contracts, and so forth. He had fancied more than once that he might run a little advertising business of his own to great profit if he only could find an honest and capable business manager or partner. Since this person was not forthcoming, he was content to bide his time.

But the Kalvin Publishing Company of Philadelphia had heard of him. In his search for a man, Obadiah Kalvin, the founder of the company, had examined many individuals through agents in Chicago, in St. Louis, in Baltimore, Boston, and New York, but he had not yet made up his mind. He was slow in his decisions, and always flattered himself that once he made a selection he was sure of a good result. He had not heard of Eugene until toward the end of his search, but one day in the Union Club in Philadelphia, when he was talking to a big advertising agent with whom he did considerable business, the latter said:

I hear you are looking for an advertising manager for your weekly.

I am, he said.

I heard of a man the other day who might suit you. Hes with the Summerfield Company in New York. Theyve been getting up some very striking ads of late, as you may have noticed.

I think I have seen some of them, replied Kalvin.

Im not sure of the mans name  Witla, or Gitla, or some such thing as that; but, anyhow, hes over there, and they say hes pretty good. Just what he is in the house I dont know. You might look him up.

Thanks; I will, replied Kalvin. He was really quite grateful, for he was not quite satisfied with any of those he had seen or heard of. He was an old man, extremely sensitive to ability, wanting to combine force with refinement if he could; he was a good Christian, and was running Christian, or rather their happy correlatives, decidedly conservative publications. When he went back to his office he consulted with his business partner, a man named Fredericks, who held but a minor share in the company, and asked him if he couldnt find out something about this promising individual. Fredericks did so. He called up Cookman, in New York, who was delighted to injure his old employee, Summerfield, to the extent of taking away his best man if he could. He told Fredericks that he thought Eugene was very capable, probably the most capable young man in the field, and in all likelihood the man he was looking for  a hustler.

I thought once of hiring him myself here not long ago, he told Fredericks. He has ideas, you can see that.

The next thing was a private letter from Mr. Fredericks to Mr. Witla asking if by any chance he could come over to Philadelphia the following Saturday afternoon, indicating that there was a business proposition of considerable importance which he wished to lay before him.

From the paper on which it was written Eugene could see that there was something important in the wind, and laid the matter before Angela. The latters eyes glistened.

Id certainly go if I were you, she advised. He might want to make you business manager or art director or something. You can be sure they dont intend to offer you less than youre getting now, and Mr. Summerfield certainly has not treated you very well, anyhow. Youve worked like a slave for him, and hes never kept his agreement to raise your salary as much as he said he would. It may mean our having to leave New York; but that doesnt make any difference for a while. You dont intend to stay in this field, anyhow. You only want to stay long enough to get a good sound income of your own.

Angelas longing for Eugenes art career was nevertheless being slightly stilled these days by the presence and dangled lure of money. It was a great thing to be able to go downtown and buy dresses and hats to suit the seasons. It was a fine thing to be taken by Eugene Saturday afternoons and Sundays in season to Atlantic City, to Spring Lake, and Shelter Island.

I think I will go over, he said; and he wrote Mr. Fredericks a favorable reply.

The latter met him at the central station in Philadelphia with his auto and took him out to his country place in the Haverford district. On the way he talked of everything but business  the state of the weather, the condition of the territory through which they were traveling, the days news, the nature and interest of Eugenes present work. When they were in the Fredericks house, where they arrived in time for dinner, and while they were getting ready for it, Mr. Obadiah Kalvin dropped in  ostensibly to see his partner, but really to look at Eugene without committing himself. He was introduced to Eugene, and shook hands with him cordially. During the meal he talked with Eugene a little, though not on business, and Eugene wondered why he had been called. He suspected, knowing as he did that Kalvin was the president of the company, that the latter was there to look at him. After dinner Mr. Kalvin left, and Eugene noted that Mr. Fredericks was then quite ready to talk with him.

The thing that I wanted you to come over and see me about is in regard to our weekly and the advertising department. We have a great paper over here, as you know, he said. We are intending to do much more with it in the future than we have in the past even. Mr. Kalvin is anxious to get just the man to take charge of the advertising department. We have been looking for someone for quite a little while. Several people have suggested your name, and Im rather inclined to think that Mr. Kalvin would be pleased to see you take it. His visit here today was purely accidental, but it was fortunate. He had a chance to look at you, so that if I should propose your name he will know just who you are. I think you would find this company a fine background for your efforts. We have no penny-wise-and-pound-foolish policy over here. We know that any successful thing is made by the men behind it, and we are willing to pay good money for good men. I dont know what you are getting where you are, and I dont care very much. If you are interested I should like to talk to Mr. Kalvin about you, and if he is interested I should like to bring you two together for a final conference. The salary will be made right, you neednt worry about that. Mr. Kalvin isnt a small man. If he likes a man  and I think he might like you  hell offer you what he thinks youre worth and you can take it or leave it. I never heard anyone complain about the salary he offered.

Eugene listened with extreme self-gratulation. He was thrilling from head to toe. This was the message he had been expecting to hear for so long. He was getting five thousand now, he had been offered six thousand. Mr. Kalvin could do no less than offer him seven or eight  possibly ten. He could easily ask seven thousand five hundred.

I must say, he said innocently, the proposition sounds attractive to me. Its a different kind of thing  somewhat  from what I have been doing, but I think I could handle it successfully. Of course, the salary will determine the whole thing. Im not at all badly placed where I am. Ive just got comfortably settled in New York, and Im not anxious to move. But I would not be opposed to coming. I have no contract with Mr. Summerfield. He has never been willing to give me one.

Well, we are not keen upon contracts ourselves, said Mr. Fredericks. Its not a very strong reed to lean upon, anyhow, as you know. Still a contract might be arranged if you wish it. Supposing we talk a little further to Mr. Kalvin today. He doesnt live so far from here, and with Eugenes consent he went to the phone.

The latter had supposed that the conversation with Mr. Kalvin was something which would necessarily have to take place at some future date; but from the conversation then and there held over the phone it appeared not. Mr. Fredericks explained elaborately over the phone  as though it was necessary  that he had been about the work of finding an advertising manager for some time, as Mr. Kalvin knew, and that he had some difficulty in finding the right man.

I have been talking to Mr. Witla, whom you met here today, and he is interested in what I have been telling him about the Weekly. He strikes me from my talk with him here as being possibly the man you are looking for. I thought that you might like to talk with him further.

Mr. Kalvin evidently signified his assent, for the machine was called out and they traveled to his house, perhaps a mile away. On the way Eugenes mind was busy with the possibilities of the future. It was all so nebulous, this talk of a connection with the famous Kalvin Publishing Company; but at the same time it was so significant, so potential. Could it be possible that he was going to leave Summerfield, after all, and under such advantageous circumstances? It seemed like a dream.

Mr. Kalvin met them in the library of his house, which stood in a spacious lawn and which save for the lights in the library was quite dark and apparently lonely. And here their conversation was continued. He was a quiet man  small, gray-haired, searching in his gaze. He had, as Eugene noted, little hands and feet, and appeared as still and composed as a pool in dull weather. He said slowly and quietly that he was glad that Eugene and Mr. Fredericks had had a talk. He had heard a little something of Eugene in the past; not much. He wanted to know what Eugene thought of current advertising policies, what he thought of certain new developments in advertising method, and so on, at some length.

So you think you might like to come with us, he observed drily toward the end, as though Eugene had proposed coming.

I dont think I would object to coming under certain conditions, he replied.

And what are those conditions?

Well, I would rather hear what you have to suggest, Mr. Kalvin. I really am not sure that I want to leave where I am. Im doing pretty well as it is.

Well, you seem a rather likely young man to me, said Mr. Kalvin. You have certain qualities which I think I need. Ill say eight thousand for this year, and if everything is satisfactory one year from this time Ill make it ten. After that well let the future take care of itself.

Eight thousand! Ten next year! thought Eugene. The title of advertising manager of a great publication! This was certainly a step forward!

Well, that isnt so bad, he said, after a moments apparent reflection. Id be willing to take that, I think.

I thought you would, said Mr. Kalvin, with a dry smile. Well, you and Mr. Fredericks can arrange the rest of the details. Let me wish you good luck, and he extended his hand cordially.

Eugene took it.

It did not seem as he rode back in the machine with Mr. Fredericks to the latters house  for he was invited to stay for the night  that it could really be true. Eight thousand a year! Was he eventually going to become a great business man instead of an artist? He could scarcely flatter himself that this was true, but the drift was strange. Eight thousand this year! Ten the next if he made good; twelve, fifteen, eighteen  He had heard of such salaries in the advertising field alone, and how much more would his investments bring him. He foresaw an apartment on Riverside Drive in New York, a house in the country perhaps, for he fancied he would not always want to live in the city. An automobile of his own, perhaps; a grand piano for Angela; Sheraton or Chippendale furniture; friends, fame  what artists career could compare to this? Did any artist he knew enjoy what he was enjoying now, even? Why should he worry about being an artist? Did they ever get anywhere? Would the approval of posterity let him ride in an automobile now? He smiled as he recalled Dulas talk about class superiority  the distinction of being an artist, even though poor. Poverty be hanged! Posterity could go to the devil! He wanted to live now  not in the approval of posterity.


CHAPTER XXXVII

The best positions are not always free from the most disturbing difficulties, for great responsibility goes with great opportunity; but Eugene went gaily to this new task, for he knew that it could not possibly be much more difficult than the one he was leaving. Truly, Summerfield had been a terrible man to work for. He had done his best by petty nagging, insisting on endless variations, the most frank and brutal criticism, to break down Eugenes imperturbable good nature and make him feel that he could not reasonably hope to handle the situation without Summerfields co-operation and assistance. But he had only been able, by so doing, to bring out Eugenes better resources. His self-reliance, coolness under fire, ability to work long and ardently even when his heart was scarcely in it, were all strengthened and developed.

Well, luck to you, Witla, he said, when Eugene informed him one morning that he was going to leave and wished to give him notice.

You neednt take me into consideration. I dont want you to stay if youre going to go. The quicker the better. These long drawn-out agonies over leaving dont interest me. Theres nothing in that. Clinch the job today if you want it. Ill find someone.

Eugene resented his indifference, but he only smiled a cordial smile in reply. Ill stay a little while if you want me to  one or two weeks  I dont want to tie up your work in any way.

Oh, no, no! You wont tie up my work. On your way, and good luck!

The little devil! thought Eugene; but he shook hands and said he was sorry. Summerfield grinned imperturbably. He wound up his affairs quickly and got out. Thank God, he said the day he left, Im out of that hell hole! But he came to realize afterward that Summerfield had rendered him a great service. He had forced him to do his best and utmost, which no one had ever done before. It had told in his character, his spiritual make-up, his very appearance. He was no longer timid and nervous, but rather bold and determined-looking. He had lost that fear of very little things, for he had been sailing through stormy seas. Little storms did not  could never again  really frighten him. He had learned to fight. That was the one great thing Summerfield had done for him.

In the offices of the Kalvin Company it was radically different. Here was comparative peace and quiet. Kalvin had not fought his way up by clubbing little people through little difficulties, but had devoted himself to thinking out a few big things, and letting them because of their very bigness and newness make their own way and his. He believed in big men, honest men  the biggest and most honest he could find. He saw something in Eugene, a tendency toward perfection perhaps which attracted him.

The formalities of this new arrangement were soon concluded, and Eugene came into his new and beautiful offices, heralded by the word recently passed about that he was a most charming man. He was greeted by the editor, Townsend Miller, in the most cordial manner. He was met by his assembled staff in the most friendly spirit. It quite took Eugenes breath away to realize that he was the responsible head of some fifteen capable advertising men here in Philadelphia alone, to say nothing of eight more in a branch office in Chicago and traveling canvassers in the different parts of the country  the far West, the South, the Southwest, the Canadian Northwest. His material surroundings were much more imposing than they had been with the Summerfield Company. The idea of all these men was to follow up business, to lay interesting propositions before successful merchants and manufacturers who had not yet tried the columns of the North American Weekly, to make contracts which should be mutually advantageous to the advertiser and the Weekly, and to gain and retain good-will according to the results rendered. It was no very difficult task in connection with the North American Weekly to do this, because owing to a novel and appealing editorial policy it was already in possession of a circulation of five hundred thousand a week, and was rapidly gaining more. It was not difficult, as Eugene soon found, to show advertisers in most cases that this was a proposition in which worth-while results could be obtained. What with Eugenes fertility in suggesting new methods of advertising, his suaveness of approach and geniality in laying before the most recalcitrant his very desirable schemes, his ability to get ideas and suggestions out of his men in conference, he was really in no danger of not being able to hold his own, and indeed was destined to make a rather remarkable showing.

Eugene and Angela settled into what might have been deemed a fixed attitude of comfort and refinement. Without much inconvenience to himself and with little friction among those about, he had succeeded in reorganizing his staff along lines which were eminently satisfactory to himself. Some men who were formerly with the Summerfield Company were now with him. He had brought them because he found he could inculcate in them the spirit of sympathetic relationship and good understanding such as Kalvin desired. He was not making the progress which Summerfield was making with really less means at his command, but then, on the other hand, this was a rich company which did not ask or expect any such struggle as that which Summerfield had been and was still compelled to make for himself. The business ethics of this company were high. It believed in clean methods, good salaries, honest service. Kalvin liked him, and he had one memorable conversation with Eugene some time after he came there  almost a year  which stuck in his memory and did him much good. Kalvin saw clearly wherein both his strength and his weakness lay, and once said to Fredericks, his business manager: The one thing I like about that man is his readiness with ideas. He always has one, and hes the most willing man to try I ever knew. He has imagination. He needs to be steadied in the direction of sober thought, so that he doesnt promise more than he can fulfil. Outside this I see nothing the matter with him.

Fredericks agreed. He liked Eugene also. He did as much as he could to make things smooth, but of course Eugenes task was personal and to be worked out by him solely. Kalvin said to him when it became necessary to raise his salary:

Ive watched your work for a year now and Im going to keep my word and raise your salary. Youre a good man. You have many excellent qualities which I want and need in the man who sits at that desk; but you have also some failings. I dont want you to get offended. A man in my position is always like a father who sits at the head of a family, and my lieutenants are like my sons. I have to take an interest in them because they take an interest in me. Now youve done your work well  very well, but you are subject to one fault which may sometime lead into trouble. Youre a little too enthusiastic. I dont think you stop to think enough. You have a lot of ideas. They swarm in your head like bees, and sometimes you let them all out at once and they buzz around you and confuse you and everyone else connected with you. You would really be a better man if you had, not less ideas  I wouldnt say that  but better control of them. You want to do too many things at once. Go slow. Take your time. You have lots of time. Youre young yet. Think! If youre in doubt, come down and consult with me. Im older in this business than you are, and Ill help you all I can.

Eugene smiled and said: I think thats true.

It is true, said Kalvin; and now I want to speak of another thing which is a little more of a personal matter, and I dont want you to take offence, for Im saying it for your benefit. If Im any judge of men, and I flatter myself sometimes that I am, youre a man whose greatest weakness lies  and, mind you, I have no actual evidence to go upon, not one scrap  your greatest weakness lies perhaps not so much in the direction of women as in a love of luxury generally, of which women might become, and usually are, a very conspicuous part.

Eugene flushed the least bit nervously and resentfully, for he thought he had conducted himself in the most circumspect manner here  in fact, everywhere since the days he had begun to put the Riverwood incident behind him.

Now I suppose you wonder why I say that. Well, I raised two boys, both dead now, and one was just a little like you. You have so much imagination that it runs not only to ideas in business, but ideas in dress and comfort and friends and entertainment. Be careful of the kind of people you get in with. Stick to the conservative element. It may be hard for you, but its best for you, materially speaking. Youre the kind of man, if my observations and intuitions are correct, who is apt to be carried away by his ideals of anything  beauty, women, show. Now I have no ascetic objections to women, but to you they are dangerous, as yet. At bottom, I dont think you have the making of a real cold business man in you, but youre a splendid lieutenant. Ill tell you frankly I dont think a better man than you has ever sat, or could sit, in that chair. You are very exceptional, but your very ability makes you an uncertain quantity. Youre just on the threshold of your career. This additional two thousand dollars is going to open up new opportunities to you. Keep cool. Keep out of the hands of clever people. Dont let subtle women come near. Youre married, and for your sake I hope you love your wife. If you dont, pretend to, and stay within the bounds of convention. Dont let any scandal ever attach to you. If you do it will be absolutely fatal so far as I am concerned. I have had to part with a number of excellent men in my time because a little money turned their heads and they went wild over some one woman, or many women. Dont you be that way. I like you. Id like to see you get along. Be cold if you can. Be careful. Think. Thats the best advice I can give you, and I wish you luck.

He waved him a dismissal, and Eugene rose. He wondered how this man had seen so clearly into his character. It was the truth, and he knew it was. His inmost thoughts and feelings were evidently written where this man could see them. Fittingly was he president of a great company. He could read men.

He went back into his office and decided to take this lesson to heart. He must keep cool and sane always. I guess Ive had enough experience to know that, though, by now, he said and dismissed the idea from his mind.

For this year and the year following, when his salary was raised to twelve thousand, Eugene flourished prodigiously. He and Miller became better friends than ever. Miller had advertising ideas which were of value to Eugene. Eugene had art and editorial ideas which were of value to Miller. They were together a great deal at social functions, and were sometimes hailed by their companions as the Kalvin Kids, and the Limelight Twins. Eugene learned to play golf with Miller, though he was a slow student and never good, and also tennis. He and Mrs. Miller, Angela and Townsend, frequently made a set on their own court or over at Millers. They automobiled and rode a great deal. Eugene met some charming women, particularly young ones, at dances, of which he had become very fond, and at dinners and receptions. They and the Millers were invited to a great many affairs, but by degrees it became apparent to him, as it did to Miller and Mrs. Miller, that his presence was much more desired by a certain type of smart woman than was that of his wife.

Oh, he is so clever! was an observation which might have been heard in various quarters. Frequently the compliment stopped there and nothing was said of Angela, or later on it would come up that she was not quite so nice. Not that she was not charming and worthy and all that, But you know, my dear, she isnt quite so available. You cant use her as you can some women.

It was at this time that Angela first conceived the notion seriously that a child might have a sobering effect on Eugene. She had, in spite of the fact that for some time now they had been well able to support one or more, and in spite also of the fact that Eugenes various emotional lapses indicated that he needed a sobering weight of some kind, steadily objected in her mind to the idea of subjecting herself to this ordeal. To tell the truth, aside from the care and worry which always, owing to her early experience with her sisters children, had been associated in her mind with the presence of them, she was decidedly afraid of the result. She had heard her mother say that most girls in their infancy showed very clearly whether they were to be good healthy mothers or not  whether they were to have children  and her recollection was that her mother had once said that she would not have any children. She half believed it to be impossible in her case, though she had never told this to Eugene, and she had guarded herself jealously against the chance of having any.

Now, however, after watching Eugene all these years, seeing the drift of his present mood, feeling the influence of prosperity on him, she wished sincerely that she might have one, without great danger or discomfort to herself, in order that she might influence and control him. He might learn to love it. The sense of responsibility involved would have its effect. People would look to him to conduct himself soberly under these circumstances, and he probably would  he was so subject to public opinion now. She thought of this a long time, wondering, for fear and annoyance were quite strong influences with her, and she did nothing immediately. She listened to various women who talked with her from time to time about the child question, and decided that perhaps it was very wrong not to have children  at least one or two; that it was very likely possible that she could have one, if she wanted to. A Mrs. Sanifore who called on her quite frequently in Philadelphia  she met her at the Millers  told her that she was sure she could have one even if she was past the usual age for first babies; for she had known so many women who had.

If I were you, Mrs. Witla, I would see a doctor, she suggested one day. He can tell you. Im sure you can if you want to. They have so many ways of dieting and exercising you which make all the difference in the world. Id like to have you come some day and see my doctor, if you will.

Angela decided that she would, for curiositys sake, and in case she wished to act in the matter some time; and was informed by the wiseacre who examined her that in his opinion there was no doubt that she could. She would have to subject herself to a strict regimen. Her muscles would have to be softened by some form of manipulation. Otherwise, she was apparently in a healthy, normal condition and would suffer no intolerable hardship. This pleased and soothed Angela greatly. It gave her a club wherewith to strike her lord  a chain wherewith to bind him. She did not want to act at once. It was too serious a matter. She wanted time to think. But it was pleasant to know that she could do this. Unless Eugene sobered down now  

During the time in which he had been working for the Summerfield Company and since then for the Kalvin Company here in Philadelphia, Eugene, in spite of the large salary he was receiving  more each year  really had not saved so much money. Angela had seen to it that some of his earnings were invested in Pennsylvania Railroad stock, which seemed to her safe enough, and in a plot of ground two hundred by two hundred feet at Upper Montclair, New Jersey, near New York, where she and Eugene might some day want to live. His business engagements had necessitated considerable personal expenditures, his opportunity to enter the Baltusrol Golf Club, the Yere Tennis Club, the Philadelphia Country Club, and similar organizations had taken annual sums not previously contemplated, and the need of having a modest automobile, not a touring car, was obvious. His short experience with that served as a lesson, however, for it was found to be a terrific expense, entirely disproportionate to his income. After paying for endless repairs, salarying a chauffeur wearisomely, and meeting with an accident which permanently damaged the looks of his machine, he decided to give it up. They could rent autos for all the uses they would have. And so that luxury ended there.

It was curious, too, how during this time their Western home relations fell rather shadowily into the background. Eugene had not been home now for nearly two years, and Angela had seen only David of all her family since she had been in Philadelphia. In the fall of their third year there Angelas mother died and she returned to Blackwood for a short time. The following spring Eugenes father died. Myrtle moved to New York; her husband, Frank Bangs, was connected with a western furniture company which was maintaining important show rooms in New York. Myrtle had broken down nervously and taken up Christian Science, Eugene heard. Henry Burgess, Sylvias husband, had become president of the bank with which he had been so long connected, and had sold his fathers paper, the Alexandria Appeal, when the latter suddenly died. Marietta was promising to come to Philadelphia next year, in order, as she said, that Eugene might get her a rich husband; but Angela informed him privately that Marietta was now irrevocably engaged and would, the next year, marry a wealthy Wisconsin lumber man. Everyone was delighted to hear that Eugene was doing so well, though all regretted the lapse of his career as an artist. His fame as an advertising man was growing, and he was thought to have considerable weight in the editorial direction of the North American Weekly. So he flourished.


CHAPTER XXXVIII

It was in the fall of the third year that the most flattering offer of any was made him, and that without any seeking on his part, for he was convinced that he had found a fairly permanent berth and was happy among his associates. Publishing and other trade conditions were at this time in a peculiar condition, in which lieutenants of any importance in any field might well be called to positions of apparently extraordinary prominence and trust. Most of the great organizations of Eugenes day were already reaching a point where they were no longer controlled by the individuals who had founded and constructed them, but had passed into the hands of sons or holding companies, or groups of stockholders, few of whom knew much, if anything, of the businesses which they were called to engineer and protect.

Hiram C. Colfax was not a publisher at all at heart. He had come into control of the Swinton-Scudder-Davis Company by one of those curious manipulations of finance which sometimes give the care of sheep into the hands of anything but competent or interested shepherds. Colfax was sufficiently alert to handle anything in such a way that it would eventually make money for him, even if that result were finally attained by parting with it. In other words, he was a financier. His father had been a New England soap manufacturer, and having accumulated more or less radical ideas along with his wealth, had decided to propagandize in favor of various causes, the Single Tax theory of Henry George for one, Socialism for another, the promotion of reform ideas in politics generally. He had tried in various ways to get his ideas before the public, but had not succeeded very well. He was not a good speaker, not a good writer, simply a good money maker and fairly capable thinker, and this irritated him. He thought once of buying or starting a newspaper in Boston, but investigation soon showed him that this was a rather hazardous undertaking. He next began subsidizing small weeklies which should advocate his reforms, but this resulted in little. His interest in pamphleteering did bring his name to the attention of Martin W. Davis of the Swinton-Scudder-Davis Company, whose imprint on books, magazines and weeklies was as common throughout the length and breadth of the land as that of Oxford is upon the English bible.

The Swinton-Scudder-Davis Company was in sad financial straits. Intellectually, for various reasons, it had run to seed. John Jacob Swinton and Owen V. Scudder, the men with book, magazine and true literary instincts, were long since dead. Mr. Davis had tried for the various heirs and assigns involved to run it intelligently and honestly, but intelligence and honesty were of little value in this instance without great critical judgment. This he had not. The house had become filled with editors, readers, critics, foremen of manufacturing and printing departments, business managers, art directors, traveling salesmen and so on without end, each of whom might be reasonably efficient if left alone, but none of whom worked well together and all of whom used up a great deal of money.

The principal literary publication, a magazine of great prestige, was in the hands of an old man who had been editor for nearly forty years. A weekly was being run by a boy, comparatively, a youth of twenty-nine. A second magazine, devoted to adventure fiction, was in the hands of another young man of twenty-six, a national critical monthly was in the hands of salaried critics of great repute and uncompromising attitude. The book department was divided into the hands of a juvenile editor, a fiction editor, a scientific and educational editor and so on. It was Mr. Davis task to see that competent overseers were in charge of all departments so that they might flourish and work harmoniously under him, but he was neither sufficiently wise or forceful to fill the rôle. He was old and was veered about first by one theory and then by another, and within the house were rings and cliques. One of the most influential of these  the most influential, in fact  was one which was captained and led by Florence J. White, an Irish-American, who as business manager (and really more than that, general manager under Davis) was in charge of the manufacturing and printing departments, and who because of his immense budgets for paper, ink, printing, mailing and distribution generally, was in practical control of the business.

He it was who with Davis approval said how much was to be paid for paper, ink, composition, press work, and salaries generally. He it was who through his henchman, the head of the printing department, arranged the working schedules by which the magazines and books were to reach the presses, with the practical power to say whether they were to be on time or not. He it was who through another superintendent supervised the mailing and the stock room, and by reason of his great executive ability was coming to have a threatening control over the advertising and circulation departments.

The one trouble with White, and this was something which would affect any man who should come in through Davis auspices, was that he knew nothing of art, literature, or science, and cared less, his only interest being in manufacture. He had risen so rapidly on the executive side that his power had outrun his financial means. Davis, the present head above him, had no means beyond his own depreciated share. Because of poor editorial judgment, the books and magazines were tottering through a serious loss of prestige to eventual failure. Something had to be done, for at that time the expenditure for three years past had been much greater than the receipts.

So Marshall P. Colfax, the father of Hiram Colfax, had been appealed to, because of his interest in reform ideas which might be to a certain extent looked upon as related to literature, and because he was reported to be a man of great wealth. Rumor reported his fortune as being anywhere between six and eight millions. The proposition which Davis had to put before him was this: that he buy from the various heirs and assigns the whole of the stock outside his (Davis) own, which amounted to somewhere about sixty-five per cent, and then come in as managing director and reorganize the company to suit himself. Davis was old. He did not want to trouble himself about the future of this company or risk his own independent property. He realized as well as anyone that what the company needed was new blood. A receivership at this juncture would injure the value of the house imprint very much indeed. White had no money, and besides he was so new and different that Davis scarcely understood what his ambitions or his true importance might be. There was no real intellectual sympathy between them. In the main, he did not like Whites temperament, and so in considering what might be done for the company he passed him by.

Various consultations were held. Colfax was greatly flattered to think that this proposition should be brought to his attention at all. He had three sons, only one of whom was interested in the soap business. Edward and Hiram, the two youngest, wanted nothing to do with it. He thought this might be an outlet for the energies of one or both of them, preferably Hiram, who was more of an intellectual and scientific turn than the others, though his chief interests were financial; and besides these books and publications would give him the opportunity which he had long been seeking. His personal prestige might be immensely heightened thereby. He examined carefully into the financial phases of the situation, using his son Hiram, whose financial judgment he had faith in, as an accountant and mouthpiece, and finally, after seeing that he could secure the stock on a long-time consideration for a very moderate valuation  $1,500,000, while it was worth $3,000,000  he had his son Hiram elected director and president and proceeded to see what could be done with the company.

In this approaching transaction Florence J. White had seen his opportunity and seized it. He had realized on sight that Hiram would need and possibly appreciate all the information and assistance he could get, and being in a position to know he had laid all the facts in connection with the house plainly before him. He saw clearly where the trouble lay, the warring factions, the lack of editorial judgment, the poor financial manipulations. He knew exactly where the stock was and by what representations it could be best frightened and made to release itself cheaply. He worked vigorously for Hiram because he liked him and the latter reciprocated his regard.

Youve been a prince in this transaction, White, he said to that individual one day. Youve put things practically in my hands. Im not going to forget it.

Dont mention it, said White. Its to my interest to see a real live man come in here.

When I become president, you become vice-president, and that means twenty-five thousand a year. White was then getting twelve.

When I become vice-president nothing will ever happen to your interests, returned the other man grimly. White was six feet tall, lean, savage, only semi-articulate. Colfax was small, wiry, excitable, with enough energy to explode a cartridge by yelling at it. He was eager, vainglorious, in many respects brilliant. He wanted to shine in the world, and he did not know how to do it as yet exactly.

The two shook hands firmly.

Some three months later Colfax was duly elected director and president, and the same meeting that elected him president elected Florence J. White vice-president. The latter was for clearing out all the old elements and letting in new blood. Colfax was for going slow, until he could see for himself what he wanted to do. One or two men were eliminated at once, an old circulation man and an old advertising man. In six months, while they were still contemplating additional changes and looking for new men, Colfax senior died, and the Swinton-Scudder-Davis Company, or at least Mr. Colfaxs control of it, was willed to Hiram. So he sat there, accidentally president, and in full charge, wondering how he should make it a great success, and Florence J. White was his henchman and sworn ally.

At the time that Colfax first heard of Eugene he had been in charge of the Swinton-Scudder-Davis Company (which he was planning to reincorporate as The United Magazines Corporation) for three years. He had made a number of changes, some radical, some conservative. He had put in an advertising man whom he was now finding unsatisfactory, and had made changes in the art and editorial departments which were more the result of the suggestions of others, principally of White, than the thoughts of his own brain. Martin W. Davis had retired. He was old and sick, and unwilling to ruminate in a back-room position. Such men as the editor of the National Review, Swintons Magazine, and Scudders Weekly were the only figures of importance about the place, and they were now of course immensely subsidiary to Hiram Colfax and Florence White.

The latter had introduced a rather hard, bitter atmosphere into the place. He had been raised under difficult conditions himself in a back street in Brooklyn, and had no sympathy with the airs and intellectual insipidities which characterized the editorial and literary element which filled the place. He had an Irishmans love of organization and politics, but far and away above that he had an Irishmans love of power. Because of the trick he had scored in winning the favor of Hiram Colfax at the time when the tremendous affairs of the concern were in a state of transition, he had become immensely ambitious. He wanted to be not nominally but actually director of the affairs of this house under Colfax, and he saw his way clear to do it by getting editors, art directors, department heads and assistants generally who were agreeable to him. But unfortunately he could not do this directly, for while Colfax cared little about the details of the business his hobby was just this one thing  men. Like Obadiah Kalvin, of the Kalvin Publishing Company, who, by the way, was now his one great rival, Colfax prided himself on his ability to select men. His general idea was that if he could find one more man as good as Florence White to take charge of the art, editorial and book end of the business, not from the manufacturing and commercial, but from the intellectual and spiritual ends  a man with ideas who would draw to him authors, editors, scientific writers and capable assistants generally  the fortune of the house would be made. He thought, sanely enough from some points of view, that this publishing world could be divided in this way. White bringing the inside manufacturing, purchasing and selling interests to a state of perfection; the new man, whoever he might be, bringing the ideas of the house and their literary and artistic representation up to such a state of efficiency that the whole country would know that it was once more powerful and successful. He wanted to be called the foremost publisher of his day, and then he could retire gracefully or devote himself to other financial matters as he pleased.

He really did not understand Florence J. White as well as he did himself. White was a past master at dissembling. He had no desire to see any such thing as Colfax was now planning come to pass. He could not do the things intellectually and spiritually which Colfax wanted done, nevertheless he wanted to be king under this emperor, the real power behind the throne, and he did not propose to brook any interference if he could help it. It was in his power, having the printing and composing room in his hands, to cause any man whom he greatly disliked to suffer severely. Forms could be delayed, material lost, complaints lodged as to dilatoriness in the matter of meeting schedules, and so on, ad infinitum. He had the Irishmans love of chicanery in the matter of morals. If he could get at an enemys record and there was a flaw in it, the facts were apt to become mysteriously known at the most inconvenient times. He demanded the utmost loyalty of those who worked under him. If a man did not know enough instinctively to work intelligently for his interests, while at the same time appearing to serve the interests of the house at large only, he was soon dismissed on one pretext or another. Intelligent department heads, not sure of their own strength and seeing which way the wind was blowing, soon lined up in his course. Those whom he liked and who did his will prospered. Those whom he disliked suffered greatly in their duties, and were forever explaining or complaining to Colfax, who was not aware of Whites subtlety and who therefore thought them incompetent.

Colfax, when he first heard of Eugene, was still cherishing his dream of a literary and artistic primate who should rank in power with White. He had not found him as yet, for all the men he sincerely admired and thought fitted for the position were in business for themselves. He had sounded one man after another, but to no satisfactory end. Then it became necessary to fill the position of advertising manager with someone who would make a conspicuous success of it, and he began to sound various authorities. Naturally he looked at the different advertising men working for various publications, and quickly came to the name of Eugene Witla. The latter was rumored to be making a shining success of his work. He was well liked where he was. Two different business men told Colfax that they had met him and that he was exceptionally clever. A third told him of his record with Summerfield, and through a fourth man who knew Eugene, and who was having him to lunch at the Hardware Club a few weeks later, Colfax had a chance to meet him without appearing to be interested in him in any way.

Not knowing who Colfax was, or rather very little, other than that he was president of this great rival publishing concern, Eugene was perfectly free and easy in his manner. He was never affected at any time, decidedly eager to learn things from anybody and supremely good natured.

So youre Swinton, Scudder and Davis, are you? he said to Colfax on introduction. That trinity must have shrunk some to get condensed into you, but I suppose the power is all there.

I dont know about that! I dont know about that! exclaimed Colfax electrically. He was always ready like a greyhound to run another a race. They tell me Swinton and Scudder were exceptionally big men. If you have as much force as you have length theres nothing the matter with you, though.

Oh, Im all right, said Eugene, when Im by myself. These little men worry me, though. They are so darned smart.

Colfax cackled ecstatically. He liked Eugenes looks. The latters manner, easy and not in any way nervous or irritable but coupled with a heavenly alertness of eye, took his fancy. It was a fit companion for his own terrific energy, and it was not unduly soft or yielding.

So youre the advertising manager of the North American. Howd they ever come to tie you down to that?

They didnt tie me, said Eugene. I just lay down. But they put a nice fat salary on top of me to keep me there. I wouldnt lie down for anything except a salary.

He grinned smartly.

Colfax cackled.

Well, my boy, it doesnt seem to be hurting your ribs, does it? Theyve not caved in yet. Ha! Ha!  Ha! Ha! Theyve not, have they? Ha! Ha!

Eugene studied this little man with great interest. He was taken by his sharp, fierce, examining eye. He was so different from Kalvin, who was about his size, but so much more quiet, peaceful, dignified. Colfax was electric, noisy, insistent, like a pert jack-in-the-box; he seemed to be nothing but energy. Eugene thought of him as having an electric body coated over with some thin veneer of skin. He seemed as direct as a flash of lightning.

Doing pretty good over there, are you? he asked. Ive heard a little something about you from time to time. Not much. Not much. Just a little. Not unfavorable, though. Not unfavorable.

I hope not, said Eugene easily. He wondered why Colfax was so interested in him. The latter kept looking him over much as one might examine a prize animal. Their eyes would meet and Colfaxs would gleam with a savage but friendly fire.

Well? said Eugene to him finally.

Im just thinking, my boy! Im just thinking! he returned, and that was all Eugene could get out of him.

It was not long after this very peculiar meeting which stuck in Eugenes memory that Colfax invited him over to his house in New York to dinner. I wish, he wrote one day not long after this meeting, that the next time you are in New York you would let me know. I would like to have you come to my house to dine. You and I ought to be pretty good friends. There are a number of things I would like to talk to you about.

This was written on the paper of the United Magazines Corporation, which had just been organized to take over the old company of Swinton, Scudder and Davis, and was labeled The Office of the President.

Eugene thought this was significant. Could Colfax be going to make him an offer of some kind? Well, the more the merrier! He was doing very well indeed, and liked Mr. Kalvin very much, in fact, all his surroundings, but, as an offer was a testimonial to merit and could be shown as such, he would not be opposed to receiving it. It might strengthen him with Kalvin if it did nothing else. He made an occasion to go over, first talking the letter over with Angela, who was simply curious about the whole thing. He told her how much interested Colfax appeared to be the first time they met and that he fancied it might mean an offer from the United Magazines Corporation at some time or other.

Im not particularly anxious about it, said Eugene, but Id like to see what is there.

Angela was not sure that it was wise to bother with it. Its a big firm, she said, but it isnt bigger than Mr. Kalvins, and hes been mighty nice to you. Youd better not do anything to injure yourself with him.

Eugene thought of this. It was sound advice. Still he wanted to hear.

I wont do anything, he said. I would like to hear what he has to say, though.

A little later he wrote that he was coming on the twentieth and that he would be glad to take dinner with Colfax.

The first meeting between Eugene and Colfax had been conclusive so far as future friendship was concerned. These two, like Eugene and Summerfield, were temperamentally in accord, though Colfax was very much superior to Summerfield in his ability to command men.

This night when they met at dinner at Colfaxs house the latter was most cordial. Colfax had invited him to come to his office, and together they went uptown in his automobile. His residence was in upper Fifth Avenue, a new, white marble fronted building with great iron gates at the door and a splendid entry set with small palms and dwarf cedars. Eugene saw at once that this man was living in that intense atmosphere of commercial and financial rivalry which makes living in New York so keen. You could feel the air of hard, cold order about the place, the insistence on perfection of appointment, the compulsion toward material display which was held in check only by that sense of fitness, which knowledge of current taste and the mode in everything demanded. His automobile was very large and very new, the latest model, a great dark blue affair which ran as silently as a sewing machine. The footman who opened the door was six feet tall, dressed in knee breeches and a swallow-tailed coat. The valet was a Japanese, silent, polite, attentive. Eugene was introduced to Mrs. Colfax, a most graceful but somewhat self-conscious woman. A French maid later presented two children, a boy and a girl.

Eugene by now had become used to luxury in various forms, and this house was not superior to many he had seen; but it ranked with the best. Colfax was most free in it. He threw his overcoat to the valet carelessly and tossed his babies in the air by turn, when they were presented to him by the French maid. His wife, slightly taller than himself, received a resounding smack.

There, Ceta, he exclaimed (a diminutive for Cecile, as Eugene subsequently learned), how do you like that, eh? Meet Mr. Witla. Hes an artist and an art director and an advertising manager and  

A most humble person, put in Eugene smilingly. Not half as bad as you may think. His report is greatly exaggerated.

Mrs. Colfax smiled sweetly. I discount much that he says at once, she returned. More later. Wont you come up into the library?

They ascended together, jesting. Eugene was pleased with what he saw. Mrs. Colfax liked him. She excused herself after a little while and Colfax talked life in general. Im going to show you my house now, and after dinner Im going to talk a little business to you. You interest me. I may as well tell you that.

Well, you interest me, Colfax, said Eugene genially, I like you.

You dont like me any more than I like you, thats a sure thing, replied the other.


CHAPTER XXXIX

The results of this evening were most pleasant, but in some ways disconcerting. It became perfectly plain that Colfax was anxious to have Eugene desert the Kalvin Company and come over to him.

You people over there, he said to him at one stage of the conversation, have an excellent company, but it doesnt compare with this organization which we are revising. Why, what are your two publications to our seven? You have one eminently successful one  the one youre on  and no book business whatsoever! We have seven publications all doing excellently well, and a book business that is second to none in the country. You know that. If it hadnt been that the business had been horribly mismanaged it would never have come into my hands at all. Why, Witla, I want to tell you one little fact in connection with that organization which will illustrate everything else which might be said in connection with it before I came here! They were wasting twenty thousand dollars a year on ink alone. We were publishing a hundred absolutely useless books that did not sell enough to pay for the cost of printing, let alone the paper, plates, typework and cost of distribution. I think its safe to say we lost over a hundred thousand dollars a year that way. The magazines were running down. They havent waked up sufficiently yet to suit me. But Im looking for men. Im really looking for one man eventually who will take charge of all that editorial and art work and make it into something exceptional. He wants to be a man who can handle men. If I can get the right man I will even include the advertising department, for that really belongs with the literary and art sections. It depends on the man.

He looked significantly at Eugene, who sat there stroking his upper lip with his hand.

Well, he said thoughtfully, that ought to make a very nice place for someone. Who have you in mind?

No one as yet that Im absolutely sure of. I have one man in mind who I think might come to fill the position after he had had a look about the organization and a chance to study its needs a little. Its a hard position to hold. It requires a man with imagination, tact, judgment. He would have to be a sort of vice-Colfax, for I cant give my attention permanently to that business. I dont want to. I have bigger fish to fry. But I want someone who will eventually be my other self in these departments, who can get along with Florence White and the men under him and hold his own in his own world. I want a sort of bi-partisan commission down there  each man supreme in his own realm.

It sounds interesting, said Eugene thoughtfully. Whos your man?

As I say, he isnt quite ready yet, in my judgment, but he is near it, and hes the right man! Hes in this room now. Youre the man Im thinking about, Witla.

No, said Eugene quietly.

Yes; you, replied Colfax.

You flatter me, he said, with a deprecatory wave of his hand. Im not so sure that he is.

Oh, yes, he is, if he thinks he is! replied Colfax emphatically. Opportunity doesnt knock in vain at a real mans door. At least, I dont believe it will knock here and not be admitted. Why the advertising department of this business alone is worth eighteen thousand dollars a year to begin with.

Eugene sat up. He was getting twelve. Could he afford to ignore that offer? Could the Kalvin Company afford to pay him that much? They were paying him pretty well as it was. Could the Kalvin Company offer him the prospects which this company was offering him?

What is more, I might say, went on Colfax, the general publishing control of this organization  the position of managing publisher, which I am going to create and which when you are fitted for it you can have, will be worth twenty-five thousand dollars a year, and that oughtnt to be so very far away, either.

Eugene turned that over in his mind without saying anything. This offer coming so emphatically and definitely at this time actually made him nervous and fearsome. It was such a tremendous thing to talk about  the literary, art and advertising control of the United Magazines Corporation. Who was this man White? What was he like? Would he be able to agree with him? This man beside him was so hard, so brilliant, so dynamic! He would expect so much.

And then his work with Townsend Miller and under Mr. Kalvin. How much he had learned of the editorial game by merely talking and planning with those two men! He had got the whole idea of timely topics, of big progressive, national forecasts and features, of odd departments and interesting pieces of fiction and personality studies, from talking with Miller alone. Kalvin had made clear to him what constituted great craftsmen. Of course, long before, he had suspected just how it was, but in Philadelphia he had sat in conference with Miller and Kalvin, and knew. He had practically managed the formers little art department for him without paying much attention to it either. Couldnt he really handle this greater thing if he tried? If he didnt, someone else would. Would the man who would, be so much greater than himself?

Im not anxious that you should act hastily, said Colfax soothingly, after a little bit, for he saw that Eugene was debating the question solemnly and that it was a severe problem for him. I know how you feel. You have gone into the Kalvin Company and youve made good. Theyve been nice to you. Its only natural that they should be. You hate to leave. Well, think it over. I wont tempt you beyond your best judgment. Think it over. Theres a splendid chance here. Just the same, I like you, and I think you are the man to get away with it. Come down to my place tomorrow and let me show you what we have. I want to show our resources. I dont think you know how big this thing really is.

Yes, I do, replied Eugene, smiling. It certainly is a fascinating proposition. But I cant make up my mind about it now. Its something I want to think about. Id like to take my time, and Ill let you know.

Take all the time you want, my boy! Take all the time you want! exclaimed Colfax. Ill wait for you a little while. Im in no life-or-death hurry. This position cant be filled satisfactorily in a minute. When youre ready, let me know what you decide. And now lets go to the theatre  what do you say?

The automobile was called, Mrs. Colfax and her guest, Miss Genier, appeared. There was an interesting evening in a box, with Eugene talking gaily and entertainingly to all, and then an after-theatre bite at Sherrys. The next morning, for he stayed all night at Colfaxs, they visited the United Magazines Corporation building together, and at noon Eugene returned to Philadelphia.

His head was fairly seething and ringing with all he had seen and heard. Colfax was a great man, he thought, greater in some respects than Kalvin. He was more forceful, more enthusiastic, younger  more like himself, than Kalvin. He could never fail, he was too rich. He would make a success of this great corporation  a tremendous success  and if he went he might help make it with him. What a thing that would be! Very different from working for a corporation with whose success he had never had anything to do. Should he ignore this offer? New York, a true art and literary standing; a great executive and social standing; fame; money  all these were calling. Why, on eighteen or twenty-five thousand he could have a splendid studio apartment of his own, say on Riverside Drive; he could entertain magnificently; he could keep an automobile without worrying about it. Angela would cease feeling that they had to be careful. It would be the apex of lieutenantship for him. Beyond that he would take stock in the company, or a business of his own. What a long distance he had come from the days when, here as a boy, he had walked the streets, wondering where he would find a $3 room, and when as an art failure he carried his paintings about and sold them for ten and fifteen dollars. Dear Heaven, what peculiar tricks fortune could play!

The discussion with Angela of this proposition led to some additional uncertainty, for although she was greatly impressed with what Colfax offered, she was afraid Eugene might be making a mistake in leaving Kalvin. The latter had been so nice to Eugene. He had never associated with him in any intimate way, but he and Angela had been invited to his home on several formal occasions, and Eugene had reported that Kalvin was constantly giving him good advice. His attitude in the office was not critical but analytic and considerate.

Hes been mighty nice to me, Eugene said to her one morning at breakfast; they all have. Its a shame to leave him. And yet, now that I look at it, I can see very plainly that there is never going to be the field here that there will be with the United Company. They have the publications and the book business, and the Kalvin Company hasnt and wont have. Kalvin is too old. Theyre in New York, too; thats one thing I like about it. Id like to live in New York again. Wouldnt you?

It would be fine, said Angela, who had never really cared for Philadelphia and who saw visions of tremendous superiority in this situation. Philadelphia had always seemed a little out of the way of things after New York and Paris. Only Eugenes good salary and the comforts they had experienced here had made it tolerable. Why dont you speak to Mr. Kalvin and tell him just what Mr. Colfax says, she asked. It may be that hell offer to raise your salary so much that youll want to stay when he hears of this.

No danger, replied Eugene. He may raise it a bit, but he never can pay me twenty-five thousand dollars a year. There isnt any reason for paying it. It takes a corporation like the United to do it. There isnt a man in our place gets that, unless it is Fredericks. Besides, I could never be anything more here, or much more, than advertising manager. Miller has that editorial job sewed up. He ought to have it, too, hes a good man. This thing that Colfax offers lets me out into a new field. I dont want to be an advertising manager all my days if I can help it!

I dont want you to be, either, Eugene, sighed Angela. Its a shame you cant quit entirely and take up your art work. Ive always thought that if you were to stop now and go to painting you would make a success of it. Theres nothing the matter with your nerves now. Its just a question of whether we want to live more simply for a while and let you work at that. Im sure youd make a big success of it.

Art doesnt appeal to me so much as it did once, replied Eugene. Ive lived too well and I know a lot more about living than I once did. Where could I make twelve thousand a year painting? If I had a hundred thousand or a couple of hundred thousand laid aside, it would be a different thing, but I havent. All we have is that Pennsylvania Railroad stock and those lots in Montclair eating their merry little heads off in taxes, and that Steel common stock. If we go back to New York we ought to build on that Montclair property, and rent it if we dont want to live in it. If I quit now we wouldnt have more than two thousand dollars a year outside of what I could earn, and what sort of a life can you live on that?

Angela saw, disappearing under those circumstances, the rather pleasant world of entertainment in which they were disporting themselves. Art distinction might be delightful, but would it furnish such a table as they were sitting at this morning? Would they have as nice a home and as many friends? Art was glorious, but would they have as many rides and auto trips as they had now? Would she be able to dress as nicely? It took money to produce a variety of clothing  house, street, evening, morning and other wear. Hats at thirty-five and forty dollars were not in the range of artists wives, as a rule. Did she want to go back to a simpler life for his arts sake? Wouldnt it be better to have him go with Mr. Colfax and make $25,000 a year for a while and then have him retire?

Youd better talk to Mr. Kalvin, she counseled. Youll have to do that, anyhow. See what he says. After that you can decide what you must do.

Eugene hesitated, but after thinking it all over he decided that he would.

One morning not long after, when he met Mr. Kalvin in the main hall on the editorial floor, he said, Id like to talk to you for a few moments some time today alone, Mr. Kalvin, if you can spare me the time.

Certainly. Im not busy now, returned the president. Come right down. What is it you want to see me about?

Well, Ill tell you, said Eugene, when they had reached the formers office and he had closed the door. Ive had an offer that I feel that I ought to talk to you about. Its a pretty fascinating proposition and its troubling me. I owe it to you as well as to myself to speak about it.

Yes; what is it? said Kalvin considerately.

Mr. Colfax of the United Magazines Corporation came to me not long ago and wanted to know if I would not come with him. He offers me eighteen thousand dollars a year as advertising manager to begin with, and a chance to take charge of all the art and editorial ends as well a little later at twenty-five thousand dollars. He calls it the managing-publishing end of the business. Ive been thinking of it seriously, for Ive handled the art and advertising ends here and at the Summerfield Company, and I have always imagined that I knew something of the book and magazine business. I know its a rather large proposition, but Im not at all sure that I couldnt handle it..

Mr. Kalvin listened quietly. He saw what Colfaxs scheme was and liked it as a proposition. It was a good idea, but needed an exceptional man for the position. Was Eugene the man? He wasnt sure of that, and yet perchance he might be. Colfax, he thought, was a man of excellent financial if not publishing judgment. He might, if he could get the proper person, make an excellent success of his business. Eugene interested him, perhaps more at first flash than he would later. This man before him had a most promising appearance. He was clean, quick, with an alert mind and eye. He could see how, because of Eugenes success here, Colfax was thinking of him being even more exceptional than he was. He was a good man, a fine man, under direction. Would Colfax have the patience, the interest, the sympathy, to work with and understand him?

Now, lets think about that a little, Witla, he said quietly. Its a flattering offer. Youd be foolish if you didnt give it careful consideration. Do you know anything about the organization of that place over there?

No, replied Eugene, nothing except what I learned by casually going over it with Mr. Colfax.

Do you know much about Colfax as a man?

Very little. Ive only met him twice. Hes forceful, dramatic, a man with lots of ideas. I understand hes very rich, three or four millions, someone told me.

Kalvins hand moved indifferently. Do you like him?

Well, I cant say yet absolutely whether I do or dont. He interests me a lot. Hes wonderfully dynamic. Im sure Im favorably impressed with him.

And he wants to give you charge eventually of all the magazines and books, the publishing end?

So he says, said Eugene.

Id go a little slow if I were saddling myself with that responsibility. Id want to be sure that I knew all about it. You want to remember, Witla, that running one department under the direction and with the sympathetic assistance and consideration of someone over you is very different from running four or five departments on your own responsibility and with no one over you except someone who wants intelligent guidance from you. Colfax, as I understand him, isnt a publisher, either by tendency or training or education. Hes a financier. Hell want you, if you take that position, to tell him how it shall be done. Now, unless you know a great deal about the publishing business, you have a difficult task in that. I dont want to appear to be throwing cold water on your natural ambition to get up in the world. Youre entitled to go higher if you can. No one in your circle of acquaintances would wish you more luck than I will if you decide to go. I want you to think carefully of what you are doing. Where you are here you are perfectly safe, or as nearly safe as any man is who behaves himself and maintains his natural force and energy can be. Its only natural that you should expect more money in the face of this offer, and I shall be perfectly willing to give it to you. I intended, as you possibly expected, to do somewhat better for you by January. Ill say now that if you want to stay here you can have fourteen thousand now and possibly sixteen thousand in a year or a year and a half from now. I dont want to overload this department with what I consider an undue salary. I think sixteen thousand dollars, when it is paid, will be high for the work that is done here, but youre a good man and Im perfectly willing to pay it to you.

The thing for you to do is to make up your mind whether this proposition which I now make you is safer and more in accord with your desires than the one Mr. Colfax makes you. With him your eighteen thousand begins at once. With me sixteen thousand is a year away, anyhow. With him you have promise of an outlook which is much more glittering than any you can reasonably hope for here, but you want to remember that the difficulties will be, of course, proportionately greater. You know something about me by now. You still  and dont think I want to do him any injustice; I dont  have to learn about Mr. Colfax. Now, Id advise you to think carefully before you act. Study the situation over there before you accept it. The United Magazines Corporation is a great concern. I have no doubt that under Mr. Colfaxs management it has a brilliant future in store for it. He is an able man. If you finally decide to go, come and tell me and there will be no hard feelings one way or the other. If you decide to stay, the new salary arrangement goes into effect at once. As a matter of fact, I might as well have Mr. Fredericks credit that up to you so that you can say that you have drawn that sum here. It wont do you any harm. Then we can run along as before. I know it isnt good business as a rule to try and keep a man who has been poisoned by a bigger offer, and because I know that is the reason why I am only offering you fourteen thousand dollars this year. I want to be sure that you are sure that you want to stay. See?

He smiled.

Eugene arose. I see, he said. You are one of the best men I have ever known, Mr. Kalvin. You have constantly treated me with more consideration than I ever expected to receive anywhere. It has been a pleasure and a privilege to work for you. If I stay, it will be because I want to because I value your friendship.

Well, said Kalvin quietly, thats very nice, Im sure, and I appreciate it. But dont let your friendship for me or your sense of gratitude stop you from doing something you think you ought to do. Go ahead if you feel like it. I wont feel the least bit angry with you. Ill feel sorry, but thats neither here nor there. Life is a constant condition of readjustment, and every good business man knows it.

He took Eugenes extended hand.

Good luck, he said, whatever you do  his favorite expression.


CHAPTER XL

The upshot of Eugenes final speculation was that he accepted the offer of the United Magazines Corporation and left Mr. Kalvin. Colfax had written one day to his house asking him what he thought he would do about it. The more he had turned it over in his mind, the more it had grown in attraction. The Colfax company was erecting a tremendous building, eighteen stories high, in the heart of the middle business district in New York near Union Square, to house all their departments. Colfax had said at the time Eugene took dinner with him that the sixteenth, seventeenth and eighteenth floors would be devoted to the editorial, publication, circulation, art, and advertising departments. He had asked Eugene what he had thought would be a good floor arrangement, and the latter, with his usual facility for scheming such things, had scratched on a piece of paper a tentative layout for the various departments. He had put the editorial and art departments on the topmost floor, giving the publisher, whoever he might eventually prove to be, a commanding position in a central room on the western side of the building which overlooked all the city between the Square and Hudson River, and showed that magnificent body of water as a panorama for the eye to feast upon. He had put the advertising and some overflow editorial rooms on the seventeenth floor, and the circulation with its attendant mailing and cabinet record rooms on the sixteenth. The publishers and editors rooms he laid out after an old Flemish scheme he had long had in mind, in which green, dark blue, blood-red and black walnut shades contrasted richly with the flood of light which would be available.

You might as well do this thing right if you do it at all, he had said to Colfax. Nearly all the editorial offices I have ever seen have been the flimsiest makeshifts. A rich-looking editorial, art and advertising department would help your company a great deal. It has advertising value.

He recalled as he spoke Summerfields theory that a look of prosperity was about the most valuable asset a house could have.

Colfax agreed with him, and said when the time came that he wished Eugene would do him the favor to come and look the thing over. I have two good architects on the job, he explained, but I would rather trust your ideas as to how those rooms should be laid out.

When he was considering this final call for a decision he was thinking how this floor would look  how rich it would be. Eventually, if he succeeded, his office would be the most sumptuous thing in it. He would be the most conspicuous figure in the great, new building, apart from Colfax himself.

Thoughts of this kind, which ought to have had but very little share in any commercial speculation, were nevertheless uppermost in Eugenes mind; for he was not a business man  he was primarily an artist, and for all his floundering round in the commercial world he remained an artist still. His sense of his coming dignity and standing before the world was almost greater than his sense of the terrifying responsibility which it involved. Colfax was a hard man, he knew, harder even than Summerfield, for he talked less and acted more; but this did not sink into Eugenes consciousness sufficiently to worry him. He fancied he was a strong man, able to hold his own anywhere.

Angela was really not very much opposed to the change, though her natural conservatism made her worry and hesitate to approve. It was a great step forward if Eugene succeeded, but if he failed it would be such a loss.

Colfax has so much faith in me, he told her. Hes convinced that I can do it, and faith like that is a great help. Id like to try it, anyhow. It cant do me any harm. If I think I cant handle the publishing proposition Ill stick to the advertising end.

All right, said Angela, but I scarcely know what to advise. Theyve been so nice to you over here.

Ill try it, said Eugene determinedly. Nothing venture, nothing have, and he informed Kalvin the same day.

The latter looked at him solemnly, his keen gray eyes contemplating the situation from all points of view. Well, Eugene, he said, youre shouldering a great responsibility. Its difficult. Think carefully of everything that you do. Im sorry to see you go. Good-bye.

He had the feeling that Eugene was making a mistake  that he would do better to rest a while where he was; but persuasion was useless. It would only give Eugene the notion that he was more important than he was  make matters more difficult in the future.

Kalvin had heard a number of things concerning Colfax recently, and he fancied that Eugene might find it hard to deal with him later. The general impression was that he was subject to sudden likes and dislikes which did not bear the test of time. He was said to be scarcely human enough to be the effective head of a great working corporation.

The truth was that this general opinion was quite correct. Colfax was as hard as steel but of a smiling and delightful presence to those he fancied. Vanity was really his other name, and ambition with him knew no bounds. He hoped to make a tremendous success of his life, to be looked up to as an imposing financier, and he wanted men  only strong men about him. Eugene seemed to Colfax to be a strong man, and the day he finally communicated with him saying that he thought that he would accept his offer but that he wished to talk to him further, Colfax threw his hat up in the air, slapped his side partner White on the back, and exclaimed: Whee! Florrie! Theres a trick Ive scored for this corporation. Theres a man, unless I am greatly mistaken, will do something here. Hes young but hes all right. Hes got the looks on you and me, Florrie, but we can stand that, cant we?

White eyed him, with a show of joy and satisfaction which was purely simulated. He had seen many editors and many advertising men in his time. To his judgment they were nearly all lightweights, men who were easily satisfied with the little toy wherewith he or anyone might decide to gratify their vanity. This was probably another case in point, but if a real publisher were coming in here it would not be so well with him. He might attempt to crowd in on his authority or at least divide it with him. That did not appeal to his personal vanity. It really put a stumbling block in his path, for he hoped to rule here some day alone. Why was it that Colfax was so eager to have the authority in this house divided? Was it because he was somewhat afraid of him? He thought so, and he was exceedingly close to the truth when he thought so.

Florries a good lieutenant, Colfax said to himself, but he needs to be counterbalanced here by someone who will represent the refinements and that intellectual superiority which the world respects.

He wanted this refinement and intellectual superiority to be popular with the public, and to produce results in the shape of increased circulation for his magazines and books. These two would then act as checks each to the other, thus preventing the house from becoming overweighted in either direction. Then he could drive this team as a grand master  the man who had selected both, whose ideas they represented, and whose judgment they respected. The world of finance and trade would know they were nothing without him.

What Eugene thought and what White thought of this prospective situation was that the other would naturally be the minor figure, and that he under Colfax would be the shining light. Eugene was convinced that the house without proper artistic and intellectual dominance was nothing. White was convinced that without sane commercial management it was a failure and that this was the thing to look to. Money could buy brains.

Colfax introduced Eugene to White on the morning he arrived to take charge, for on the previous occasions when he had been there White was absent. The two looked at each other and immediately suspended judgment, for both were able men. Eugene saw White as an interesting type  tall, leathery, swaggering, a back-street bully evolved into the semblance of a gentleman. White saw in Eugene a nervous, refined, semi-emotional literary and artistic type who had, however, a curious versatility and virility not common among those whom he had previously encountered. He was exceedingly forceful but not poised. That he could eventually undermine him if he could not dominate him he did not doubt. Still he was coming in with the backing of Colfax and a great reputation, and it might not be easy. Eugene made him feel nervous. He wondered as he looked at him whether Colfax would really make him general literary, artistic and advertising administrator, or whether he would remain simply advertising manager as he now entered. Colfax had not accepted Eugene for more than that.

Here he is, Florrie, Colfax had said of Eugene, in introducing him to White. This is the man Ive been talking about. Witla  Mr. White. White  Mr. Witla. You two want to get together for the good of this house in the future. What do you think of each other?

Eugene had previously noted the peculiarity of this rowdy, rah! rah! attitude on the part of Colfax. He seemed to have no sense of the conventions of social address and conference at any time.

Now, by God, Colfax exclaimed, striking his right fist against his left palm, unless I am greatly mistaken, this house is going to begin to move! Im not positive that I have the man I want, but I think I have. White, lets stroll around and introduce him.

White swaggered to the office door.

Sure, he said quietly. An exceptional man, he said to himself.

Colfax was almost beside himself with satisfaction, for he was subject to emotional flushes which, however, related to self-aggrandizement only. He walked with a great stride (little as he was), which was his wont when he was feeling particularly satisfied. He talked in a loud voice, for he wanted everyone to know that he, Hiram Colfax, was about and as forceful as the lord of so great an institution should be. He could yell and scream something like a woman in a paroxysm of rage when he was thwarted or irritated. Eugene did not know that as yet.

Heres one of the printing floors, he said to Eugene, throwing open a door which revealed a room full of thundering presses of giant size. Wheres Dodson, boy? Wheres Dodson? Tell him to come here. Hes foreman of our printing department, he added, turning to Eugene, as the printers devil, who had been working at a press, scurried away to find his master. I told you, I guess, that we have thirty of these presses. There are four more floors just like this.

So you did, replied Eugene. It certainly is a great concern. I can see that the possibilities of a thing like this are almost limitless.

Limitless  I should say! It depends on what you can do with this, and he tapped Eugenes forehead. If you do your part right, and he does his  turning to White there wont be any limit to what this house can do. That remains to be seen.

Just then Dodson came bustling up, a shrewd, keen henchman of Whites, and looked at Eugene curiously.

Dodson, Mr. Witla, the new advertising manager. Hes going to try to help pay for all this wasteful presswork youre doing. Witla, Mr. Dodson, manager of the printing department.

The two men shook hands. Eugene felt in a way as though he were talking to an underling, and did not pay very definite attention to him. Dodson resented his attitude somewhat, but gave no sign. His loyalty was to White, and he felt himself perfectly safe under that mans supervision.

The next visit was to the composing room where a vast army of men were working away at type racks and linotype machines. A short, fat, ink-streaked foreman in a green striped apron that looked as though it might have been made of bed ticking came forward to greet them ingratiatingly. He was plainly nervous at their presence, and withdrew his hand when Eugene offered to take it.

Its too dirty, he said. Ill take the will for the deed, Mr. Witla.

More explanations and laudations of the extent of the business followed.

Then came the circulation department with its head, a tall dark man who looked solemnly at Eugene, uncertain as to what place he was to have in the organization and uncertain as to what attitude he should ultimately have to take. White was butting into his affairs, as he told his wife, and he did not know where it would end. He had heard rumors to the effect that there was to be a new man soon who was to have great authority over various departments. Was this he?

There came next the editors of the various magazines, who viewed this triumphal procession with more or less contempt, for to them both Colfax and White were raw, uncouth upstarts blazoning their material superiority in loud-mouthed phrases. Colfax talked too loud and was too vainglorious. White was too hard, bitter and unreasoning. They hated them both with a secret hate but there was no escaping their domination. The need of living salaries held all in obsequious subjection.

Heres Mr. Marchwood, Colfax said inconsiderately of the editor of the International Review. He thinks hes making a wonderful publication of that, but we dont know whether he is yet or not.

Eugene winced for Marchwood. He was so calm, so refined, so professional.

I suppose we can only go by the circulation department, he replied simply, attracted by Eugenes sympathetic smile.

Thats all! Thats all! exclaimed Colfax.

That is probably true, said Eugene, but a good thing ought to be as easily circulated as a poor one. At least its worth trying.

Mr. Marchwood smiled. It was a bit of intellectual kindness in a world of cruel comment.

Its a great institution, said Eugene finally, on reaching the presidents office again. Ill begin now and see what I can do.

Good luck, my boy. Good luck! said Colfax loudly. Im laying great stress on what youre going to do, you know.

Dont lean too hard, returned Eugene. Remember, Im just one in a great organization.

I know, I know, but the one is all I need up there  the one, see?

Yes, yes, laughed Eugene, cheer up. Well be able to do a little something, Im sure.

A great man, that, Colfax declared to White as he went away. The real stuff in that fellow, no flinching there you notice. He knows how to think. Now, Florrie, unless I miss my guess you and I are going to get somewhere with this thing.

White smiled gloomily, almost cynically. He was not so sure. Eugene was pretty good, but he was obviously too independent, too artistic, to be really stable and dependable. He would never run to him for advice, but he would probably make mistakes. He might lose his head. What must he do to offset this new invasion of authority? Discredit him? Certainly. But he neednt worry about that. Eugene would do something. He would make mistakes of some kind. He felt sure of it. He was almost positive of it.


CHAPTER XLI

The opening days of this their second return to New York were a period of great joy to Angela. Unlike that first time when she was returning after seven months of loneliness and unhappiness to a sick husband and a gloomy outlook, she was now looking forward to what, in spite of her previous doubts, was a glorious career of dignity, prosperity and abundance. Eugene was such an important man now. His career was so well marked and in a way almost certified. They had a good bit of money in the bank. Their investments in stocks, on which they obtained a uniform rate of interest of about seven per cent., aggregated $30,000. They had two lots, two hundred by two hundred, in Montclair, which were said to be slowly increasing in value and which Eugene now estimated to be worth about six thousand. He was talking about investing what additional money he might save in stocks bearing better interest or some sound commercial venture. When the proper time came, a little later, he might even abandon the publishing field entirely and renew his interest in art. He was certainly getting near the possibility of this.

The place which they selected for their residence in New York was in a new and very sumptuous studio apartment building on Riverside Drive near Seventy-ninth Street, where Eugene had long fancied he would like to live. This famous thoroughfare and show place with its restricted park atmosphere, its magnificent and commanding view of the lordly Hudson, its wondrous woods of color and magnificent sunsets had long taken his eye. When he had first come to New York it had been his delight to stroll here watching the stream of fashionable equipages pour out towards Grants Tomb and return. He had sat on a park bench many an afternoon at this very spot or farther up, and watched the gay company of horsemen and horsewomen riding cheerfully by, nodding to their social acquaintances, speaking to the park keepers and road scavengers in a condescending and superior way, taking their leisure in a comfortable fashion and looking idly at the river. It seemed a wonderful world to him at that time. Only millionaires could afford to live there, he thought  so ignorant was he of the financial tricks of the world. These handsomely garbed men in riding coats and breeches; the chic looking girls in stiff black hats, trailing black riding skirts, yellow gloved, and sporting short whips which looked more like dainty canes than anything else, took his fancy greatly. It was his idea at that time that this was almost the apex of social glory  to be permitted to ride here of an afternoon.

Since then he had come a long way and learned a great deal, but he still fancied this street as one of the few perfect expressions of the elegance and luxury of metropolitan life, and he wanted to live on it. Angela was given authority, after discussion, to see what she could find in the way of an apartment of say nine or eleven rooms with two baths or more, which should not cost more than three thousand or three thousand five hundred. As a matter of fact, a very handsome apartment of nine rooms and two baths including a studio room eighteen feet high, forty feet long and twenty-two feet wide was found at the now, to them, comparatively moderate sum of three thousand two hundred. The chambers were beautifully finished in old English oak carved and stained after a very pleasing fifteenth century model, and the walls were left to the discretion of the incoming tenant. Whatever was desired in the way of tapestries, silks or other wall furnishing would be supplied.

Eugene chose green-brown tapestries representing old Rhine Castles for his studio, and blue and brown silks for his wall furnishings elsewhere. He now realized a long cherished dream of having the great wooden cross of brown stained oak, ornamented with a figure of the bleeding Christ, which he set in a dark shaded corner behind two immense wax candles set in tall heavy bronze candlesticks, the size of small bed posts. These when lighted in an otherwise darkened room and flickering ruefully, cast a peculiar spell of beauty over the gay throngs which sometimes assembled here. A grand piano in old English oak occupied one corner, a magnificent music cabinet in French burnt woodwork, stood near by. There were a number of carved and fluted high back chairs, a carved easel with one of his best pictures displayed, a black marble pedestal bearing a yellow stained marble bust of Nero, with his lascivious, degenerate face, scowling grimly at the world, and two gold plated candelabra of eleven branches each hung upon the north wall.

Two wide, tall windows with storm sashes, which reached from the floor to the ceiling, commanded the West view of the Hudson. Outside one was a small stone balcony wide enough to accommodate four chairs, which gave a beautiful, cool view of the drive. It was shielded by an awning in summer and was nine storeys above the ground. Over the water of the more or less peaceful stream were the stacks and outlines of a great factory, and in the roadstead lay boats always, war vessels, tramp freighters, sail boats, and up and down passed the endless traffic of small craft always so pleasant to look upon in fair or foul weather. It was a beautiful apartment, beautifully finished in which most of their furniture, brought from Philadelphia, fitted admirably. It was here that at last they settled down to enjoy the fruit of that long struggle and comparative victory which brought them so near their much desired goal  an indestructible and unchangeable competence which no winds of ill fortune could readily destroy.

Eugene was quite beside himself with joy and satisfaction at thus finding himself and Angela eventually surrounded by those tokens of luxury, comfort and distinction which had so long haunted his brain. Most of us go through life with the furniture of our prospective castle well outlined in mind, but with never the privilege of seeing it realized. We have our pictures, our hangings, our servitors well and ably selected. Eugenes were real at last.


CHAPTER XLII

The affairs of the United Magazines Corporation, so far as the advertising, commercial and manufacturing ends at least were concerned, were not in such an unfortunate condition by any means as to preclude their being quickly restored by tact, good business judgment and hard work. Since the accession to power of Florence White in the commercial and financial ends, things in that quarter at least had slowly begun to take a turn for the better. Although he had no judgment whatsoever as to what constituted a timely article, an important book or a saleable art feature, he had that peculiar intuition for right methods of manufacture, right buying and right selling of stock, right handling of labor from the cost and efficiency point of view, which made him a power to be reckoned with. He knew a good manufacturing man to employ at sight. He knew where books could be sold and how. He knew how to buy paper in large quantities and at the cheapest rates, and how to print and manufacture at a cost which was as low as could possibly be figured. All waste was eliminated. He used his machines to their utmost capacity, via a series of schedules which saved an immense amount of waste and demanded the least possible help. He was constantly having trouble with the labor unions on this score, for they objected to a policy which cut out duplication of effort and so eliminated their men. He was an iron master, however, coarse, brutal, foul when dealing with them, and they feared and respected him.

In the advertising end of the business things had been going rather badly, for the reason that the magazines for which this department was supposed to get business had not been doing so well editorially. They were out of touch with the times to a certain extent  not in advance of the feelings and emotions of the period, and so the public was beginning to be inclined to look elsewhere for its mental pabulum. They had had great circulation and great prestige. That was when they were younger, and the original publishers and editors in their prime. Since then days of weariness, indifference and confusion had ensued. Only with the accession of Colfax to power had hope begun to return. As has been said, he was looking for strong men in every quarter of this field, but in particular he was looking for one man who would tell him how to govern them after he had them. Who was to dream out the things which would interest the public in each particular magazine proposition? Who was to draw great and successful authors to the book end of the house? Who was to inspire the men who were directing the various departments with the spirit which would bring public interest and success? Eugene might be the man eventually he hoped, but how soon? He was anxious to hurry his progress now that he had him.

It was not long after Eugene was seated in his advertising managerial chair that he saw how things lay. His men, when he gathered them in conference, complained that they were fighting against falling circulations.

You can talk all you want, Mr. Witla, said one of his men gloomily, but circulation and circulation only is the answer. They have to keep up the magazines here. All these manufacturers know when they get results. We go out and get new business all the time, but we dont keep it. We cant keep it. The magazines dont bring results. What are you going to do about that?

Ill tell you what we are going to do, replied Eugene calmly, were going to key up the magazines. I understand that a number of changes are coming in that direction. They are doing better already. The manufacturing department, for one thing, is in splendid shape. I know that. In a short time the editorial departments will be. I want you people to put up, at this time, the best fight you know how under the conditions as they are. Im not going to make any changes here if I can help it. Im going to show you how it can be done  each one separately. I want you to believe that we have the greatest organization in the world, and it can be made to sweep everything before it. Take a look at Mr. Colfax. Do you think he is ever going to fail? We may, but he wont.

The men liked Eugenes manner and confidence. They liked his faith in them, and it was not more than ten days before he had won their confidence completely. He took home to the hotel where he and Angela were stopping temporarily all the magazines, and examined them carefully. He took home a number of the latest books issued, and asked Angela to read them. He tried to think just what it was each magazine should represent, and who and where was the man who would give to each its proper life and vigor. At once, for the adventure magazine, he thought of a man whom he had met years before who had since been making a good deal of a success editing a Sunday newspaper magazine supplement, Jack Bezenah. He had started out to be a radical writer, but had tamed down and become a most efficient newspaper man. Eugene had met him several times in the last few years and each time had been impressed by the force and subtlety of his judgment of life. Once he had said to him, Jack, you ought to be editing a magazine of your own.

I will be, I will be, returned that worthy. Now as he looked at this particular proposition Bezenah stuck in his mind as the man who should be employed. He had seen the present editor, but he seemed to have no force at all.

The weekly needed a man like Townsend Miller  where would he find him? The present mans ideas were interesting but not sufficiently general in their appeal. Eugene went about among the various editors looking at them, ostensibly making their acquaintance, but he was not satisfied with any one of them.

He waited to see that his own department was not needing any vast effort on his part before he said to Colfax one day:

Things are not right with your editorial department. Ive looked into my particular job to see that there is nothing so radically behindhand there but what it can be remedied, but your magazines are not right. I wish, aside from salary proposition entirely, that you would let me begin to make a few changes. You havent the right sort of people upstairs. Ill try not to move too fast, but you couldnt be worse off than you are now in some instances.

I know it! said Colfax. I know it! What do you suggest?

Simply better men, thats all, replied Eugene. Better men with newer ideas. It may cost you a little more money at present, but it will bring you more back in the long run.

Youre right! Youre right! insisted Colfax enthusiastically. Ive been waiting for someone whose judgment I thought was worth two whoops to come and tell me that for a long time. So far as Im concerned you can take charge right now! The salary that I promised you goes with it. I want to tell you something, though! I want to tell you something! Youre going in there now with full authority, but dont you fall or stub your toe or get sick or make any mistakes. If you do, God help you! if you do, Ill eat you alive! Im a good employer, Witla. Ill pay any price for good men, within reason, but if I think Im being done, or made a fool of, or a man is making a mistake, then theres no mercy in me  not a single bit. Im a plain, everyday blank, blank, blank (and he used a term so foul that it would not bear repetition in print), and thats all there is to me. Now we understand each other.

Eugene looked at the man in astonishment. There was a hard, cold gleam in his blue eyes which he had seen there before. His presence was electric  his look demoniac.

Ive had a remark somewhat of that nature made to me before, commented Eugene. He was thinking of Summerfields the coal shute for yours. He had hardly expected to hear so cold and definite a proposition laid down so soon after his entry upon his new duties, but here it was, and he had to face it. He was sorry for the moment that he had ever left Kalvin.

Im not at all afraid of responsibility, replied Eugene grimly. Im not going to fall down or stub my toe or make any mistakes if I can help it. And if I do I wont complain to you.

Well, Im only telling you, said Colfax, smiling and good-natured again. The cold light was gone. And I mean it in the best way in the world. Ill back you up with all power and authority, but if you fail, God help you; I cant.

He went back to his desk and Eugene went upstairs. He felt as though the red cap of a cardinal had been put upon his head, and at the same time an axe suspended over him. He would have to think carefully of what he was doing from now on. He would have to go slow, but he would have to go. All power had been given him  all authority. He could go upstairs now and discharge everybody in the place. Colfax would back him up, but he would have to replace them. And that quickly and effectively. It was a trying hour, notable but grim.

His first move was to send for Bezenah. He had not seen him for some time, but his stationery which he now had headed The United Magazines Corporation, and in one corner Office of the Managing Publisher, brought him fast enough. It was a daring thing to do in a way thus to style himself managing publisher, when so many able men were concerned in the work, but this fact did not disturb him. He was bound and determined to begin, and this stationery  the mere engraving of it  was as good a way as any of serving notice that he was in the saddle. The news flew like wild fire about the building, for there were many in his office, even his private stenographer, to carry the news. All the editors and assistants wondered what it could mean, but they asked no questions, except among themselves. No general announcement had been made. On the same stationery he sent for Adolph Morgenbau, who had exhibited marked skill at Summerfields as his assistant, and who had since become art editor of The Sphere, a magazine of rising importance. He thought that Morgenbau might now be fitted to handle the art work under him, and he was not mistaken. Morgenbau had developed into a man of considerable force and intelligence, and was only too glad to be connected with Eugene again. He also talked with various advertising men, artists and writers as to just who were the most live editorial men in the field at that time, and these he wrote to, asking if they would come to see him. One by one they came, for the fact that he had come to New York to take charge not only of the advertising but the editorial ends of the United Magazines Corporation spread rapidly over the city. All those interested in art, writing, editing and advertising heard of it. Those who had known something of him in the past could scarcely believe their ears. Where did he get the skill?

Eugene stated to Colfax that he deemed it advisable that a general announcement be made to the staff that he was in charge. I have been looking about, he said, and I think I know what I want to do.

The various editors, art directors, advertising men and book workers were called to the main office and Colfax announced that he wished to make a statement which affected all those present. Mr. Witla here will be in charge of all the publishing ends of this business from now on. I am withdrawing from any say in the matter, for I am satisfied that I do not know as much about it as he does. I want you all to look to him for advice and counsel just as you have to me in the past. Mr. White will continue in charge of the manufacturing and distributing end of the business. Mr. White and Mr. Witla will work together. Thats all I have to say.

The company departed, and once more Eugene returned to his office. He decided at once to find an advertising man who could work under him and run that branch of the business as well as he would. He spent some time looking for this man, and finally found him working for the Hays-Rickert Company, a man whom he had known something of in the past as an exceptional worker. He was a strong, forceful individual of thirty-two, Carter Hayes by name, who was very anxious to succeed in his chosen work, and who saw a great opportunity here. He did not like Eugene so very well  he thought that he was over-estimated  but he decided to work for him. The latter put him in at ten thousand a year and then turned his attention to his new duties completely.

The editorial and publishing world was entirely new to Eugene from the executive side. He did not understand it as well as he did the art and advertising worlds, and because it was in a way comparatively new and strange to him he made a number of initial mistakes. His first was in concluding that all the men about him were more or less weak and inefficient, principally because the magazines were weak, when, as a matter of fact, there were a number of excellent men whom conditions had repressed, and who were only waiting for some slight recognition to be of great value. In the next place, he was not clear as to the exact policies to be followed in the case of each publication, and he was not inclined to listen humbly to those who could tell him. His best plan would have been to have gone exceedingly slow, watching the men who were in charge, getting their theories and supplementing their efforts with genial suggestions. Instead he decided on sweeping changes and not long after he had been in charge he began to make them. Marchwood, the editor of the Review, was removed, as was Gailer of the Weekly. The editorship of the Adventure Story Magazine was given to Bezenah.

In any organization of this kind, however, great improvements cannot be effected in a moment, and weeks and months must elapse before any noticeable change can be shown. Instead of throwing the burden of responsibility on each of his assistants and leaving it there, making occasional criticisms, Eugene undertook to work with each and all of them, endeavoring to direct the policy intimately in each particular case. It was not easy, and to him at times it was confusing. He had a great deal to learn. Still he did have helpful ideas in a score of directions daily and these told. The magazines were improved. The first issues which were affected by his judgment and those of his men were inspected closely by Colfax and White. The latter was particularly anxious to see what improvement had been made, and while he could not judge well himself, he had the means of getting opinions. Nearly all these were favorable, much to his disappointment, for he hoped to find things to criticize.

Colfax, who had been watching Eugenes determined air, the energy with which he went about his work and the manner in which he freely accepted responsibility, came to admire him even more than he had before. He liked him socially  his companionship after business hours  and began to invite him up to the house to dinner. Unlike Kalvin, on most of these occasions he did not take Angela into consideration, for having met her he was not so very much impressed with her. She was nice, but not of the same coruscating quality as her husband. Mrs. Colfax expressed a derogatory opinion, and this also made it difficult. He sincerely wished that Eugene were single.

Time passed. As Eugene worked more and more with the various propositions which this situation involved, he became more and more at his ease. Those who have ever held an executive position of any importance know how easy it is, given a certain degree of talent, to attract men and women of ability and force according to that talent. Like seeks like and those who are looking for advancement in their world according to their talents naturally drift to those who are more highly placed and who are much like themselves. Advertising men, artists, circulation men, editors, book critics, authors and all those who were sufficiently in his vein to understand or appreciate him sought him out, and by degrees he was compelled to learn to refer all applicants to the heads of departments. He was compelled to learn to rely to a certain degree on his men, and having learned this he was inclined to go to the other extreme and rely too much. In the case of Carter Hayes, in the advertising department, he was particularly impressed with the mans efficiency, and rested on him heavily for all the details of that work, merely inspecting his programs of procedure and advising him in difficult situations. The latter appreciated this, for he was egotistic to the roots, but it did not develop a sense of loyalty in him. He saw in Eugene a man who had risen by some fluke of fortune, and who was really not an advertising man at heart. He hoped some day that circumstances would bring it about that he could be advertising manager in fact, dealing directly with Colfax and White, whom, because of their greater financial interest in the business, he considered Eugenes superiors, and whom he proposed to court. There were others in the other departments who felt the same way.

The one great difficulty with Eugene was that he had no great power of commanding the loyalty of his assistants. He had the power of inspiring them  of giving them ideas which would be helpful to themselves  but these they used, as a rule, merely to further their own interests, to cause them to advance to a point where they deemed themselves beyond him. Because in his manner he was not hard, distant, bitter, he was considered, as a rule, rather easy. The men whom he employed, and he had talent for picking men of very exceptional ability, sometimes much greater than his own in their particular specialties, looked upon him not so much as a superior after a time, as someone who was in their path and to whose shoes they might properly aspire. He seemed so good natured about the whole work  so easy going. Now and then he took the trouble to tell a man that he was getting too officious, but in the main he did not care much. Things were going smoothly, the magazines were improving, the advertising and circulation departments were showing marked gains, and altogether his life seemed to have blossomed out into comparative perfection. There were storms and daily difficulties, but they were not serious. Colfax advised with him genially when he was in doubt, and White pretended a friendship which he did not feel.


CHAPTER XLIII

The trouble with this situation was that it involved more power, comfort, ease and luxury than Eugene had ever experienced before, and made him a sort of oriental potentate not only among his large company of assistants but in his own home. Angela, who had been watching his career all these years with curiosity, began to conceive of him at last as a genius in every respect  destined to some great pre-eminence, in art or finance or the publishing world or all three. She did not relax her attitude in regard to his conduct, being more convinced than ever that to achieve the dizzy eminence to which he was now so rapidly ascending, he must be more circumspect than ever. People were watching him so closely now. They were so obsequious to him, but still so dangerous. A man in his position must be so careful how he dressed, talked, walked.

Dont make so much fuss, he used to say to her. For heavens sake, let me alone! This merely produced more quarrels, for Angela was determined to regulate him in spite of his wishes and in his best interests.

Grave men and women in various walks of life  art, literature, philanthropy, trade, began to seek him out, because in the first place he had an understanding mind and because in the next place, which was much more important, he had something to give. There are always those in all walks of life who are seeking something through those avenues which a successful person represents, whatever they may be, and these together with those others who are always intensely eager to bask in the reflected glory of a rising luminary, make a retinue for every successful man. Eugene had his retinue, men and women of his own station or beneath it, who would eagerly shake his hand with an Oh, yes, indeed. Managing Publisher of the United Magazines Corporation! Oh, yes, yes! Women particularly were prone to smile, showing him even white teeth and regretting that all good looking and successful men were married.

In July following his coming from Philadelphia the United Magazines Corporation moved into its new building, and then he was installed into the most imposing office of his career. A subtle assistant, wishing to ingratiate the staff in Eugenes good graces, suggested that a collection be taken up for flowers. His room, which was done in white, blue and gold with rose wood furniture, to set it apart from the prevailing decorative scheme and so make it more impressive, was scattered with great bouquets of roses, sweet peas and pinks, in beautiful and ornate vases of different colors, countries and schools. His great rosewood flat-topped desk, covered with a thick, plate glass through which the polished wood shone brightly, was decorated with flowers. On the morning of his entry he held an impromptu reception, on which occasion he was visited by Colfax and White, who after going to look at their new rooms, came to his. A general reception which followed some three weeks later, and in which the successful representatives of various walks of life in the metropolis took part, drew to the building a great crowd, artists, writers, editors, publishers, authors and advertising men who saw him in all his glory. On this occasion, Eugene, with White and Colfax did the receiving. He was admired at a distance by striplings who wondered how he had ever accomplished such great results. His rise had been so meteoric. It seemed so impossible that a man who had started as an artist should change and become a dominant factor in literature and art from a publishing point of view.

In his own home his surroundings were equally showy; he was as much a figure as he was in his office. When he was alone with Angela, which was not so often, for naturally they did a great deal of entertaining, he was a figure even to her. Long ago she had come to think of him as someone who would some day dominate in the art world; but to see him an imposing factor in the citys commercial life, its principal publishers representative, having a valet and an automobile, riding freely in cabs, lunching at the most exclusive restaurants and clubs, and associating constantly with someone who was of importance, was a different matter.

She was no longer so sure of herself with him, not so certain of her power to control him. They quarreled over little things, but she was not so ready to begin these quarrels. He seemed changed now and deeper still. She was afraid, even yet, that he might make a mistake and lose it all, that the forces of ill will, envy and jealousy which were everywhere apparent in life, and which blow about so easily like gusts of wind, would work him harm. Eugene was apparently at ease, though he was troubled at times for his own safety, when he thought of it, for he had no stock in the company, and was as beholden to Colfax as any hall boy, but he did not see how he could easily be dispensed with. He was making good.

Colfax was friendly to him. He was surprised at times to see how badly the manufacturing arrangements could go awry, affecting his dates of issue, but White invariably had a good excuse. Colfax took him to his house in the country, his lodge in the mountains, on short yachting and fishing trips, for he liked to talk to him, but he rarely if ever invited Angela. He did not seem to think it was necessary to do this, and Eugene was afraid to impress the slight upon his attention, much as he dreaded the thoughts which Angela must be thinking. It was Eugene here and Eugene there, with constant calls of where are you, old man? from Colfax, who appeared not to want to be away from him.

Well, old man, he would say, looking him over much as one might a blood horse or a pedigree dog, youre getting on. This new job agrees with you. You didnt look like that when you came to me, and he would feel the latest suit Eugene might be wearing, or comment on some pin or tie he had on, or tell him that his shoes were not as good as he could really get, if he wanted to be perfect in dress. Colfax was for grooming his new prize much as one might groom a blood horse, and he was always telling Eugene little details of social life, the right things to do, the right places to be seen, the right places to go, as though Eugene knew little or nothing.

Now when we go down to Mrs. Savages Friday afternoon, you get a Truxton Portmanteau. Have you seen them? Well, theres the thing. Got a London coat? Well, you ought to have one. Those servants down there go through your things and they size you up accordingly. Nothing less than two dollars each goes, and five dollars to the butler, remember that.

He assumed and insisted after a fashion which Eugene resented quite as much as he did his persistent ignoring of Angela, but he did not dare comment on it. He could see that Colfax was variable, that he could hate as well as love, and that he rarely took any intermediate ground. Eugene was his favorite now.

Ill send my car around for you at two Friday, he would say, as though Eugene did not keep a car, when he was planning one of his week-end excursions. You be ready.

At two, on that day, Colfaxs big blue touring car would come speeding up to the entrance of the apartment house and Eugenes valet would carry down his bags, golf sticks, tennis racket and the various paraphernalia that go with a week-ends entertainment, and off the car would roll. At times Angela would be left behind, at times taken, when Eugene could arrange it; but he found that he had to be tactful and accede to Colfaxs indifference mostly. Eugene would always explain to her how it was. He was sorry for her in a way, and yet he felt there was some justice in the distinction. She was not exactly suited to that topmost world in which he was now beginning to move. These people were colder, sharper, shrewder, than Angela. They had more of that intense sophistication of manner and experience than she could achieve. As a matter of fact, Angela had as much grace and more than many of the four hundred, but she did lack that quickness of wit or that shallow self-sufficiency and assurance which are the almost invariable traits of those who shine as members of the smart set. Eugene was able to assume this manner whether he felt it or not.

Oh, thats all right, she would say, as long as youre doing it for business reasons.

She resented it nevertheless, bitterly, for it seemed such an uncalled for slur. Colfax had no compunctions in adjusting his companionship to suit his moods. He thought Eugene was well suited to this high life. He thought Angela was not. He made the distinction roughly and went his way.

It was in this manner that Eugene learned a curious fact about the social world, and that was that frequently in these highest circles a man would be received where his wife would not and vice versa, and that nothing very much was thought of it, if it could be managed.

Oh, is that Birkwood, he heard a young swell once remark, concerning an individual in Philadelphia. Why do they let him in? His wife is charming, but he wont do, and once in New York he heard a daughter ask her mother, of a certain wife who was announced  her husband being at the same table who invited her?

Im sure I dont know, replied her mother; I didnt. She must have come of her own accord.

She certainly has her nerve with her, replied the daughter  and when the wife entered Eugene could see why. She was not good looking and not harmoniously and tastefully dressed. It gave Eugene a shock, but in a way he could understand. There were no such grounds of complaint against Angela. She was attractive and shapely. Her one weakness was that she lacked the blasé social air. It was too bad, he thought.

In his own home and circle, however, he thought to make up for this by a series of entertainments which grew more and more elaborate as time went on. At first when he came back from Philadelphia it consisted of a few people in to dinner, old friends, for he was not quite sure of himself and did not know how many would come to share his new honors with him. Eugene had never got over his love for those he had known in his youth. He was not snobbish. It was true that now he was taking naturally to prosperous people, but the little ones, the old-time ones, he liked for old lang synes sake as well as for themselves. Many came to borrow money, for he had associated with many neer do wells in his time, but many more were attracted by his fame.

Eugene knew intimately and pleasantly most of the artistic and intellectual figures of his day. In his home and at his table there appeared artists, publishers, grand opera stars, actors and playwrights. His large salary, for one thing, his beautiful apartment and its location, his magnificent office and his friendly manner all conspired to assist him. It was his self-conscious boast that he had not changed. He liked nice people, simple people, natural people he said, for these were the really great ones, but he could not see how far he had come in class selection. Now he naturally gravitated to the wealthy, the reputed, the beautiful, the strong and able, for no others interested him. He hardly saw them. If he did it was to pity or give alms.

It is difficult to indicate to those who have never come out of poverty into luxury, or out of comparative uncouthness into refinement, the veil or spell which the latter comes eventually to cast over the inexperienced mind, coloring the world anew. Life is apparently striving, constantly, to perfect its illusions and to create spells. There are, as a matter of fact, nothing but these outside that ultimate substance or principle which underlies it all. To those who have come out of inharmony, harmony is a spell, and to those who have come out of poverty, luxury is a dream of delight. Eugene, being primarily a lover of beauty, keenly responsive to all those subtleties of perfection and arrangement which ingenuity can devise, was taken vastly by the nature of this greater world into which, step by step apparently, he was almost insensibly passing. Each new fact which met his eye or soothed his sensibilities was quickly adjusted to all that had gone before. It seemed to him as though all his life he had naturally belonged to this perfect world of which country houses, city mansions, city and country clubs, expensive hotels and inns, cars, resorts, beautiful women, affected manners, subtlety of appreciation and perfection of appointment generally were the inherent concomitants. This was the true heaven  that material and spiritual perfection on earth, of which the world was dreaming and to which, out of toil, disorder, shabby ideas, mixed opinions, non-understanding and all the ill to which the flesh is heir, it was constantly aspiring.

Here was no sickness, no weariness apparently, no ill health or untoward circumstances. All the troubles, disorders and imperfections of existence were here carefully swept aside and one saw only the niceness, the health and strength of being. He was more and more impressed as he came farther and farther along in the scale of comfort, with the force and eagerness with which life seems to minister to the luxury-love of the human mind. He learned of so many, to him, lovely things, large, wellkept, magnificent country places, scenes of exquisite beauty where country clubs, hotels, seaside resorts of all descriptions had been placed. He found sport, amusement, exercise, to be tremendously well organized and that there were thousands of people who were practically devoting their lives to this. Such a state of social ease was not for him yet, but he could sit at the pleasures, so amply spread, between his hours of work and dream of the time to come when possibly he might do nothing at all. Yachting, motoring, golfing, fishing, hunting, riding, playing tennis and polo, there were experts in all these fields he found. Card playing, dancing, dining, lounging, these seemed to occupy many peoples days constantly. He could only look in upon it all as upon a passing show, but that was better than nothing. It was more than he had ever done before. He was beginning to see clearly how the world was organized, how far were its reaches of wealth, its depths of poverty. From the lowest beggar to the topmost scene  what a distance!

Angela scarcely kept pace with him in all these mental peregrinations. It was true that now she went to the best dressmakers only, bought charming hats, the most expensive shoes, rode in cabs and her husbands auto, but she did not feel about it as he did. It seemed very much like a dream to her  like something that had come so suddenly and so exuberantly that it could not be permanent. There was running in her mind all the time that Eugene was neither a publisher, nor an editor, nor a financier at heart, but an artist and that an artist he would remain. He might attain great fame and make much money out of his adopted profession, but some day in all likelihood he would leave it and return to art. He seemed to be making sound investments  at least, they seemed sound to her, and their stocks and bank accounts, principally convertible stocks, seemed a safe enough margin for the future to guarantee peace of mind, but they were not saving so much, after all. It was costing them something over eight thousand dollars a year to live, and their expenses were constantly growing larger rather than smaller. Eugene appeared to become more and more extravagant.

I think we are doing too much entertaining, Angela had once protested, but he waived the complaint aside. I cant do what Im doing and not entertain. Its building me up. People in our position have to. He threw open the doors finally to really remarkable crowds and most of the cleverest people in all walks of life  the really exceptionally clever  came to eat his meals, to drink his wines, to envy his comfort and wish they were in his shoes.

During all this time Eugene and Angela instead of growing closer together, were really growing farther and farther apart. She had never either forgotten or utterly forgiven that one terrific lapse, and she had never believed that Eugene was utterly cured of his hedonistic tendencies. Crowds of beautiful women came to Angelas teas, lunches and their joint evening parties and receptions. Under Eugenes direction they got together interesting programmes, for it was no trouble now for him to command musical, theatrical, literary and artistic talent. He knew men and women who could make rapid charcoal or crayon sketches of people, could do feats in legerdemain, and character representation, could sing, dance, play, recite and tell humorous stories in a droll and off-hand way. He insisted that only exceptionally beautiful women be invited, for he did not care to look at the homely ones, and curiously he found dozens, who were not only extremely beautiful, but singers, dancers, composers, authors, actors and playwrights in the bargain. Nearly all of them were brilliant conversationalists and they helped to entertain themselves  made their own entertainment, in fact. His table very frequently was a glittering spectacle. One of his Stunts as he called it was to bundle fifteen or twenty people into three or four automobiles after they had lingered in his rooms until three oclock in the morning and motor out to some out-of-town inn for breakfast and to see the sun rise. A small matter like a bill for $75.00 for auto hire or thirty-five dollars for a crowd for breakfast did not trouble him. It was a glorious sensation to draw forth his purse and remove four or five or six yellow backed ten dollar bills, knowing that it made little real difference. More money was coming to him from the same source. He could send down to the cashier at any time and draw from five hundred to a thousand dollars. He always had from one hundred and fifty to three hundred dollars in his purse in denominations of five, ten and twenty dollar bills. He carried a small check book and most frequently paid by check. He liked to assume that he was known and frequently imposed this assumption on others.

Eugene Witla! Eugene Witla! George! hes a nice fellow,  or its remarkable how he has come up, isnt it? I was at the Witlas the other night. Did you ever see such a beautiful apartment? Its perfect! That view!

People commented on the interesting people he entertained, the clever people you met there, the beautiful women, the beautiful view. And Mrs. Witla is so charming.

But down at the bottom of all this talk there was also much envy and disparagement and never much enthusiasm for the personality of Mrs. Witla. She was not as brilliant as Eugene  or rather the comment was divided. Those who liked clever people, show, wit, brilliance, ease, liked Eugene and not Angela quite so much. Those who liked sedateness, solidity, sincerity, the commoner virtues of faithfulness and effort, admired Angela. All saw that she was a faithful handmaiden to her husband, that she adored the ground he walked on.

Such a nice little woman  so homelike. Its curious that he should have married her, though, isnt it? They are so different. And yet they appear to have lots of things in common, too. Its strange  isnt it?


CHAPTER XLIV

It was in the course of his final upward progress that Eugene came once more into contact with Kenyon C. Winfield, Ex-State Senator of New York, President of the Long Island Realty Company, land developer, real estate plunger, financier, artist, what not  a man very much of Eugenes own type and temperament, who at this time was doing rather remarkable things in a land speculative way. Winfield was tall and thin, black haired, black eyed, slightly but not offensively hook nosed, dignified, gracious, intellectual, magnetic, optimistic. He was forty-eight years of age. Winfield was a very fair sample of your man of the world who has ideas, dreams, fancies, executive ability, a certain amount of reserve and judgment, sufficient to hold his own in this very complicated mortal struggle. He was not really a great man, but he was so near it that he gave the impression to many of being so. His deep sunken black eyes burned with a peculiar lustre, one might almost have fancied a tint of red in them. His pale, slightly sunken face had some of the characteristics of your polished Mephisto, though not too many. He was not at all devilish looking in the true sense of the word, but keen, subtle, artistic. His method was to ingratiate himself with men who had money in order to get from them the vast sums which he found it necessary to borrow to carry out the schemes or rather dreams he was constantly generating. His fancies were always too big for his purse, but he had such lovely fancies that it was a joy to work with them and him.

Primarily Winfield was a real estate speculator, secondarily he was a dreamer of dreams and seer of visions. His visions consisted of lovely country areas near some city stocked with charming country houses, cut up with well paved, tree shaded roads, provided with sewers, gas, electricity, suitable railway service, street cars and all the comforts of a well organized living district which should be at once retired, exclusive, pleasing, conservative and yet bound up tightly with the great Metropolitan heart of New York which he so greatly admired. Winfield had been born and raised in Brooklyn. He had been a politician, orator, insurance dealer, contractor, and so on. He had succeeded in organizing various suburban estates  Winfield, Sunnyside, Ruritania, The Beeches  little forty, fifty, one hundred and two hundred acre flats which with the help of O. P. M. as he always called other peoples money he had divided off into blocks, laying out charmingly with trees and sometimes a strip of green grass running down the centre, concrete sidewalks, a set of noble restrictions, and so forth. Anyone who ever came to look at a lot in one of Winfields perfect suburbs always found the choicest piece of property in the centre of this latest burst of improvement set aside for the magnificent house which Mr. Kenyon C. Winfield, the president of the company, was to build and live in. Needless to say they were never built. He had been round the world and seen a great many things and places, but Winfield or Sunnyside or Ruritania or The Beeches, so the lot buyers in these places were told, had been finally selected by him deliberately as the one spot in all the world in which he hoped to spend the remainder of his days.

At the time Eugene met him, he was planning Minetta Water on the shores of Gravesend Bay, which was the most ambitious of all his projects so far. He was being followed financially, by a certain number of Brooklyn politicians and financiers who had seen him succeed in small things, taking a profit of from three to four hundred per cent, out of ten, twenty and thirty acre flats, but for all his brilliance it had been slow work. He was now worth between three and four hundred thousand dollars and, for the first time in his life, was beginning to feel that freedom in financial matters which made him think that he could do almost anything. He had met all sorts of people, lawyers, bankers, doctors, merchants, the easy classes he called them, all with a little money to invest, and he had succeeded in luring hundreds of worth-while people into his projects. His great dreams had never really been realized, however, for he saw visions of a great warehouse and shipping system to be established on Jamaica Bay, out of which he was to make millions, if it ever came to pass, and also a magnificent summer resort of some kind, somewhere, which was not yet clearly evolved in his mind. His ads were scattered freely through the newspapers: his signs, or rather the signs of his towns, scattered broadcast over Long Island.

Eugene had met him first when he was working with the Summerfield Company, but he met him this time quite anew at the home of the W. W. Willebrand on the North Shore of Long Island near Hempstead. He had gone down there one Saturday afternoon at the invitation of Mrs. Willebrand, whom he had met at another house party and with whom he had danced. She had been pleased with his gay, vivacious manner and had asked him if he wouldnt come. Winfield was here as a guest with his automobile.

Oh, yes, said Winfield pleasantly. I recall you very well. You are now with the United Magazines Corporation,  I understand  someone was telling me  a most prosperous company, I believe. I know Mr. Colfax very well. I once spoke to Summerfield about you. A most astonishing fellow, that, tremendously able. You were doing that series of sugar plantation ads for them or having them done. I think I copied the spirit of those things in advertising Ruritania, as you may have noticed. Well, you certainly have improved your condition since then. I once tried to tell Summerfield that he had an exceptional man in you, but he would have nothing of it. Hes too much of an egoist. He doesnt know how to work with a man on equal terms.

Eugene smiled at the thought of Summerfield.

An able man, he said simply. He did a great deal for me.

Winfield liked that. He thought Eugene would criticize him. He liked Eugenes genial manner and intelligent, expressive face. It occurred to him that when next he wanted to advertise one of his big development projects, he would go to Eugene or the man who had done the sugar plantation series of pictures and get him to give him the right idea for advertising.

Affinity is such a peculiar thing. It draws people so easily, apart from volition or consciousness. In a few moments Eugene and Winfield, sitting side by side on the veranda, looking at the greenwood before them, the long stretch of open sound, dotted with white sails and the dim, distant shore of Connecticut, were talking of real estate ventures in general, what land was worth, how speculations of this kind turned out, as a rule. Winfield was anxious to take Eugene seriously, for he felt drawn to him and Eugene studied Winfields pale face, his thin, immaculate hands, his suit of soft, gray cloth. He looked as able as his public reputation made him out to be  in fact, he looked better than anything he had ever done. Eugene had seen Ruritania and The Beeches. They did not impress him vastly as territorial improvements, but they were pretty, nevertheless. For middle-class people, they were quite the thing he thought.

I should think it would be a pleasure to you to scheme out a new section, he said to him once. The idea of a virgin piece of land to be converted into streets and houses or a village appeals to me immensely. The idea of laying it out and sketching houses to fit certain positions, suits my temperament exactly. I wish sometimes I had been born an architect.

It is pleasant and if that were all it would be ideal, returned Winfield. The thing is more a matter of financing than anything else. You have to raise money for land and improvements. If you make exceptional improvements they are expensive. You really cant expect to get much, if any, of your money back, until all your work is done. Then you have to wait. If you put up houses you cant rent them, for the moment you rent them, you cant sell them as new. When you make your improvements your taxes go up immediately. If you sell a piece of property to a man or woman who isnt exactly in accord with your scheme, he or she may put up a house which destroys the value of a whole neighborhood for you. You cant fix the details of a design in a contract too closely. You can only specify the minimum price the house is to cost and the nature of the materials to be used. Some peoples idea of beauty will vary vastly from others. Taste in sections may change. A whole city like New York may suddenly decide that it wants to build west when you are figuring on its building east. So  well, all these things have to be taken into consideration.

That sounds logical enough, said Eugene, but wouldnt the right sort of a scheme just naturally draw to itself the right sort of people, if it were presented in the right way? Dont you fix the conditions by your own attitude?

You do, you do, replied Winfield, easily. If you give the matter sufficient care and attention it can be done. The pity is you can be too fine at times. I have seen attempts at perfection come to nothing. People with taste and tradition and money behind them are not moving into new additions and suburbs, as a rule. You are dealing with the new rich and financial beginners. Most people strain their resources to the breaking point to better their living conditions and they dont always know. If they have the money, it doesnt always follow that they have the taste to grasp what you are striving for, and if they have the taste they havent the money. They would do better if they could, but they cant. A man in my position is like an artist and a teacher and a father confessor and financier and everything all rolled into one. When you start to be a real estate developer on a big scale you must be these things. I have had some successes and some notable failures. Winfield is one of the worst. Its disgusting to me now.

I have always wished I could lay out a seaside resort or a suburb, said Eugene dreamily. Ive never been to but one or two of the resorts abroad, but it strikes me that none of the resorts here  certainly none near New York  are right. The opportunities are so wonderful. The things that have been done are horrible. There is no plan, no detail anywhere.

My views exactly, said Winfield. Ive been thinking of it for years. Some such place could be built, and I suppose if it were done right it would be successful. It would be expensive, though, very, and those who come in would have a long wait for their money.

It would be a great opportunity to do something really worth while, though, said Eugene. No one seems to realize how beautiful a thing like that could be made.

Winfield said nothing, but the thought stuck in his mind. He was dreaming a seaside improvement which should be the most perfect place of its kind in the world  a monument to himself if he did it. If Eugene had this idea of beauty he might help. At least he might talk to him about it when the time came. Perhaps Eugene might have a little money to invest. It would take millions to put such a scheme through, but every little would help. Besides Eugene might have ideas which should make money both for himself and for Winfield. It was worth thinking about. So they parted, not to meet again for weeks and months, but they did not forget each other.


BOOK III. THE REVOLT


CHAPTER I

It was when Eugene was at the height of his success that a meeting took place between himself and a certain Mrs. Emily Dale.

Mrs. Dale was a strikingly beautiful and intelligent widow of thirty-eight, the daughter of a well-to-do and somewhat famous New York family of Dutch extraction  the widow of an eminent banker of considerable wealth who had been killed in an automobile accident near Paris some years before. She was the mother of four children, Suzanne, eighteen; Kinroy, fifteen; Adele, twelve, and Ninette, nine, but the size of her family had in no way affected the subtlety of her social personality and the delicacy of her charm and manner. She was tall, graceful, willowy, with a wealth of dark hair, which was used in the most subtle manner to enhance the beauty of her face. She was calm, placid apparently, while really running deep with emotion and fancies, with manners which were the perfection of kindly courtesy and good breeding and with those airs of superiority which come so naturally to those who are raised in a fortunate and exclusive atmosphere.

She did not consider herself passionate in a marked degree, but freely admitted to herself that she was vain and coquettish. She was keen and observing, with a single eye to the main chance socially, but with a genuine love for literature and art and a propensity to write. Eugene met her through Colfax, who introduced him to her. He learned from the latter that she was rather unfortunate in her marriage except from a money point of view, and that her husbands death was no irreparable loss. He also learned from the same source that she was a good mother, trying to bring up her children in the manner most suitable to their station and opportunities. Her husband had been of a much poorer social origin than herself, but her own standing was of the very best. She was a gay social figure, being invited much, entertaining freely, preferring the company of younger men to those of her own age or older and being followed ardently by one fortune hunter and another, who saw in her beauty, wealth and station, an easy door to the heaven of social supremacy.

The Dale home, or homes rather, were in several different places  one at Morristown, New Jersey, another on fashionable Grimes Hill on Staten Island, a third  a city residence, which at the time Eugene met them, was leased for a term of years  was in Sixty-seventh Street, near Fifth Avenue in New York City, and a fourth, a small lodge, at Lenox, Massachusetts, which was also rented. Shortly after he met her the house at Morristown was closed and the lodge at Lenox re-occupied.

For the most part Mrs. Dale preferred to dwell in her ancestral home on Staten Island, which, because of its commanding position on what was known as Grimes Hill, controlled a magnificent view of the bay and harbor of New York. Manhattan, its lower wall of buildings, lay like a cloud at the north. The rocking floor of the sea, blue and gray and slate black by turn, spread to the east. In the west were visible the Kill von Kull with its mass of shipping and the Orange Hills. In a boat club at Tompkinsville she had her motor boat, used mostly by her boy; in her garage at Grimes Hill, several automobiles. She owned several riding horses, retained four family servants permanently and in other ways possessed all those niceties of appointment which make up the comfortable life of wealth and ease.

The two youngest of her girls were in a fashionable boarding school at Tarrytown; the boy, Kinroy, was preparing for Harvard; Suzanne, the eldest, was at home, fresh from boarding school experiences, beginning to go out socially. Her début had already been made. Suzanne was a peculiar girl, plump, beautiful, moody, with, at times, a dreamy air of indifference and a smile that ran like a breath of air over water. Her eyes were large, of a vague blue-gray, her lips rosy and arched; her cheeks full and pink. She had a crown of light chestnut hair, a body at once innocent and voluptuous in its outlines. When she laughed it was a rippling gurgle, and her sense of humor was perfect, if not exaggerated. One of those naturally wise but as yet vague and formless artistic types, which suspect without education, nearly all the subtleties of the world, and burst forth full winged and beautiful, but oh, so fragile, like a butterfly from its chrysalis, the radiance of morning upon its body. Eugene did not see her for a long time after he met Mrs. Dale, but when he did, he was greatly impressed with her beauty.

Life sometimes builds an enigma out of common clay, and with a look from a twelve-year-old girl, sets a Dante singing. It can make a god of a bull, a divinity of an ibis, or a beetle, set up a golden calf to be worshipped of the multitude. Paradox! Paradox! In this case an immature and yet nearly perfect body held a seemingly poetic and yet utterly nebulous appreciation of life  a body so youthful, a soul so fumbling that one would ask, How should tragedy lurk in form like this?

A fool?

Not quite, yet so nebulous, so much a dreamer that difficulty might readily follow in the wake of any thoughtless deed.

As a matter of fact, favored as she was by nature and fortune, her very presence was dangerous  provocative, without thought of being so. If a true artist had painted her, synthesizing her spirit with her body, he might have done so showing her standing erect on a mountain top, her limbs outlined amidst fluttering draperies against the wind, her eyes fixed on distant heights, or a falling star. Out of mystery into mystery again, so she came and went. Her mind was not unlike a cloud of mist through which the morning sun is endeavoring to break, irradiating all with its flushes of pink and gold. Again it was like those impearled shells of the South Sea, without design yet suggestive of all perfections and all beauties. Dreams! dreams!  of clouds, sunsets, colors, sounds which a too articulate world would do its best later to corrupt. What Dante saw in Beatrice, what Abélard saw in Héloïse, Romeo in Juliet, so some wondering swain could have seen in her  and suffered a like fate.

Eugene encountered Mrs. Dale at a house party on Long Island one Saturday afternoon, and their friendship began at once. She was introduced to him by Colfax, and because of the latters brusque, jesting spirit was under no illusions as to his social state.

You neednt look at him closely, he observed gaily, hes married.

That simply makes him all the more interesting, she rippled, and extended her hand.

Eugene took it. Im glad a poor married man can find shelter somewhere, he said, smartly.

You should rejoice, she replied. Its at once your liberty and your protection. Think how safe you are!

I know, I know, he said. All the slings and arrows of Miss Fortune hurtling by.

And you in no danger of being hurt.

He offered her his arm, and they strolled through a window onto a veranda.

The day was just the least bit dull for Mrs. Dale. Bridge was in progress in the card room, a company of women and girls gambling feverishly. Eugene was not good at bridge, not quick enough mentally, and Mrs. Dale did not care much for it.

I have been trying to stir up enough interest to bring to pass a motor ride, but it doesnt work, she said. They all have the gambling fever today. Are you as greedy as the others?

Im greedy I assure you, but I cant play. The greediest thing I can do is to stay away from the tables. I save most. That sharp Faraday has cleaned me and two others out of four hundred dollars. Its astonishing the way some people can play. They just look at the cards or make mystic signs and the wretched things range themselves in serried ranks to suit them. Its a crime. It ought to be a penitentiary offense, particularly to beat me. Im such an inoffensive specimen of the non-bridge playing family.

A burnt child, you know. Stay away. Lets sit here. They cant come out here and rob you.

They sat down in green willow chairs, and after a time a servant offered them coffee. Mrs. Dale accepted. They drifted conversationally from bridge to characters in society  a certain climber by the name of Bristow, a man who had made a fortune in trunks  and from him to travel and from travel to Mrs. Dales experiences with fortune hunters. The automobile materialized through the intervention of others, but Eugene found great satisfaction in this womans company and sat beside her. They talked books, art, magazines, the making of fortunes and reputations. Because he was or seemed to be in a position to assist her in a literary way she was particularly nice to him. When he was leaving she asked, Where are you in New York?

Riverside Drive is our present abode, he said.

Why dont you bring Mrs. Witla and come down to see us some week-end? I usually have a few people there, and the house is roomy. Ill name you a special day if you wish.

Do. Well be delighted. Mrs. Witla will enjoy it, Im sure.

Mrs. Dale wrote to Angela ten days later as to a particular date, and in this way the social intimacy began.

It was never of a very definite character, though. When Mrs. Dale met Angela she liked her quite well as an individual, whatever she may have thought of her as a social figure. Neither Eugene nor Angela saw Suzanne nor any of the other children on this occasion, all of them being away. Eugene admired the view tremendously and hinted at being invited again. Mrs. Dale was delighted. She liked him as a man entirely apart from his position but particularly because of his publishing station. She was ambitious to write. Others had told her that he was the most conspicuous of the rising figures in the publishing world. Being friendly with him would give her exceptional standing with all his editors. She was only too pleased to be gracious to him. He was invited again and a third time, with Angela, and it seemed as though they were reaching, or might at least reach, something much more definite than a mere social acquaintance.

It was about six months after Eugene had first met Mrs. Dale that Angela gave a tea, and Eugene, in assisting her to prepare the list of invitations, had suggested that those who were to serve the tea and cakes should be two exceptionally pretty girls who were accustomed to come to the Witla apartment, Florence Reel, the daughter of a well-known author of that name and Marjorie Mac Tennan, the daughter of a well-known editor, both beautiful and talented, one with singing and the other with art ambitions. Angela had seen a picture of Suzanne Dale in her mothers room at Daleview on Grimes Hill, and had been particularly taken with her girlish charm and beauty.

I wonder, she said, if Mrs. Dale would object to having Suzanne come and help serve that day. She would like it, Im sure, there are going to be so many clever people here. We havent seen her, but that doesnt matter. It would be a nice way to introduce herself.

Thats a good idea, I should say, observed Eugene judicially. He had seen the photo of Suzanne and liked it, though he was not over-impressed. Photos to him were usually gross deceivers. He accepted them always with reservations. Angela forthwith wrote to Mrs. Dale, who agreed. She would be glad to come herself. She had seen the Witla apartment, and had been very much pleased with it. The reception day came and Angela begged Eugene to come home early.

I know you dont like to be alone with a whole roomful of people, but Mr. Goodrich is coming, and Frederick Allen (one of their friends who had taken a fancy to Eugene), Arturo Scalchero is going to sing and Bonavita to play. Scalchero was none other than Arthur Skalger, of Port Jervis, New Jersey, but he assumed this corruption of his name in Italy to help him to success. Bonavita was truly a Spanish pianist of some repute who was flattered to be invited to Eugenes home.

Well, I dont care much about it, replied Eugene. But I will come.

He frequently felt that afternoon teas and receptions were ridiculous affairs, and that he had far better be in his office attending to his multitudinous duties. Still he did leave early, and at five-thirty was ushered into a great roomful of chattering, gesticulating, laughing people. A song by Florence Reel had just been concluded. Like all girls of ambition, vivacity and imagination, she took an interest in Eugene, for in his smiling face she found a responsive gleam.

Oh, Mr. Witla! she exclaimed. Now here you are and you just missed my song. And I wanted you to hear it, too.

Dont grieve, Florrie, he said familiarly, holding her hand and looking momentarily in her eyes. Youre going to sing it again for me. I heard part of it as I came up on the elevator. He relinquished her hand. Why, Mrs. Dale! Delighted, Im sure. So nice of you. And Arturo Scalchero  hullo, Skalger, you old frost! Whered you get the Italian name? Bonavita! Fine! Am I going to hear you play? All over? Alas! Marjorie Mac Tennan! Gee, but you look sweet! If Mrs. Witla werent watching me, Id kiss you. Oh, the pretty bonnet! And Frederick Allen! My word! What are you trying to grab off, Allen? Im on to you. No bluffs! Nix! Nix! Why, Mrs. Schenck  delighted! Angela, why didnt you tell me Mrs. Schenck was coming? Id have been home at three.

By this time he had reached the east end of the great studio room, farthest from the river. Here a tea table was spread with a silver tea service, and behind it a girl, oval-faced, radiantly healthy, her full lips parted in a ripe smile, her blue-gray eyes talking pleasure and satisfaction, her forehead laid about by a silver filigree band, beneath which her brown chestnut curls protruded. Her hands, Eugene noted, were plump and fair. She stood erect, assured, with the least touch of quizzical light in her eye. A white, pink-bordered dress draped her girlish figure.

I dont know, he said easily, but I wager a guess that this is  that this is  this is Suzanne Dale  what?

Yes, this is, she replied laughingly. Can I give you a cup of tea, Mr. Witla? I know you are Mr. Witla from ma-ma´s description and the way in which you talk to everybody.

And how do I talk to everybody, may I ask, pleasum?

Oh, I cant tell you so easily. I mean, I cant find the words, you know. I know how it is, though. Familiarly, I suppose I mean. Will you have one lump or two?

Three an thou pleasest. Didnt your mother tell me you sang or played?

Oh, you mustnt believe anything ma-ma´ says about me! Shes apt to say anything. Tee! Hee! It makes me laugh  she pronounced it laaf to think of my playing. My teacher says he would like to strike my knuckles. Oh, dear! (She went into a gale of giggles.) And sing! Oh, dear, dear! That is too good!

Eugene watched her pretty face intently. Her mouth and nose and eyes fascinated him. She was so sweet! He noted the configuration of her lips and cheeks and chin. The nose was delicate, beautifully formed, fat, not sensitive. The ears were small, the eyes large and wide set, the forehead naturally high, but so concealed by curls that it seemed low. She had a few freckles and a very small dimple in her chin.

Now you mustnt laugh like that, he said mock solemnly. Its very serious business, this laughing. In the first place, its against the rules of this apartment. No one is ever, ever, ever supposed to laugh here, particularly young ladies who pour tea. Tea, Epictetus well says, involves the most serious conceptions of ones privileges and duties. It is the high-born prerogative of tea servers to grin occasionally, but never, never, never under any circumstances whatsoever   Suzannes lips were beginning to part ravishingly in anticipation of a burst of laughter.

Whats all the excitement about, Witla? asked Skalger, who had drifted to his side. Why this sudden cessation of progress?

Tea, my son, tea! said Eugene. Have a cup with me?

I will.

Hes trying to tell me, Mr. Skalger, that I should never laaf. I must only grin. Her lips parted and she laughed joyously. Eugene laughed with her. He could not help it. Ma-ma´ says I giggle all the time. I wouldnt do very well here, would I?

She always pronounced it ma-ma´.

She turned to Eugene again with big smiling eyes.

Exceptions, exceptions. I might make exceptions  one exception  but not more.

Why one? she asked archly.

Oh, just to hear a natural laugh, he said a little plaintively. Just to hear a real joyous laugh. Can you laugh joyously?

She giggled again at this, and he was about to tell her how joyously she did laugh when Angela called him away to hear Florence Reel, who was going to sing again for his especial benefit. He parted from Miss Dale reluctantly, for she seemed some delicious figure as delicately colorful as Royal Dresden, as perfect in her moods as a spring evening, as soft, soulful, enticing as a strain of music heard through the night at a distance or over the water. He went over to where Florence Reel was standing, listening in a sympathetic melancholy vein to a delightful rendering of The Summer Winds Are Blowing, Blowing. All the while he could not help thinking of Suzanne  letting his eyes stray in that direction. He talked to Mrs. Dale, to Henrietta Tenmon, to Luke Severas, Mr. and Mrs. Dula, Payalei Stone, now a writer of special articles, and others, but he couldnt help longing to go back to her. How sweet she was! How very delightful! If he could only, once more in his life, have the love of a girl like that!

The guests began to depart. Angela and Eugene bustled about the farewells. Because of the duties of her daughter, which continued to the end, Mrs. Dale stayed, talking to Arthur Skalger. Eugene was in and out between the studio and cloak room off the entry way. Now and then he caught glimpses of Suzanne demurely standing by her tea cups and samovar. For years he had seen nothing so fresh and young as her body. She was like a new grown wet white lily pod in the dawn of the year. She seemed to have the texture of the water chestnut and the lush, fat vegetables of the spring. Her eyes were as clear as water; her skin as radiant new ivory. There was no sign of weariness about her, nor any care, nor any thought of evil, nor anything except health and happiness. Such a face! he thought casually in passing. She is as sweet as any girl could be. As radiant as light itself.

Incidentally the personality of Frieda Roth came back, and  long before her  Stella Appleton.

Youth! Youth! What in this world could be finer  more acceptable! Where would you find its equal? After all the dust of the streets and the spectacle of age and weariness  the crows feet about peoples eyes, the wrinkles in their necks, the make-believe of rouge and massage, and powder and cosmetics, to see real youth, not of the body but of the soul also  the eyes, the smile, the voice, the movements  all young. Why try to imitate that miracle? Who could? Who ever had?

He went on shaking hands, bowing, smiling, laughing, jesting, making believe himself, but all the while the miracle of the youth and beauty of Suzanne Dale was running in his mind.

What are you thinking about, Eugene? asked Angela, coming to the window where he had drawn a rocking-chair and was sitting gazing out on the silver and lavender and gray of the river surface in the fading light. Some belated gulls were still flying about. Across the river the great manufactory was sending off a spiral of black smoke from one of its tall chimneys. Lamps were beginning to twinkle in its hundred-windowed wall. A great siren cry broke from its whistle as six oclock tolled from a neighboring clock tower. It was still late February and cold.

Oh, I was thinking of the beauty of this scene, he said wearily.

Angela did not believe it. She was conscious of something, but they never quarreled about what he was thinking nowadays. They had come too far along in comfort and solidity. What was it, though, she wondered, that he was thinking about?

Suzanne Dale had no particular thought of him. He was nice  pleasant, good-looking. Mrs. Witla was quite nice and young.

Ma-ma, she said, did you look out of the window at Mr. Witlas?

Yes, my dear!

Wasnt that a beautiful view?

Charming.

I should think you might like to live on the Drive sometime, ma-ma.

We may sometime.

Mrs. Dale fell to musing. Certainly Eugene was an attractive man  young, brilliant, able. What a mistake all the young men made, marrying so early. Here he was successful, introduced to society, attractive, the world really before him, and he was married to someone who, though a charming little woman, was not up to his possibilities.

Oh, well, she thought, so goes the world. Why worry? Everyone must do the best they can.

Then she thought of a story she might write along this line and get Eugene to publish it in one of his magazines.


CHAPTER II

While these various events were occurring the work of the United Magazines Corporation had proceeded apace. By the end of the first year after Eugenes arrival it had cleared up so many of its editorial and advertising troubles that he was no longer greatly worried about them, and by the end of the second year it was well on the way toward real success. Eugene had become so much of a figure about the place that everyone in the great building, in which there were over a thousand employed, knew him at sight. The attendants were most courteous and obsequious, as much so almost as they were to Colfax and White, though the latter with the improvement of the general condition of the company had become more dominating and imposing than ever. White with his large salary of twenty-five thousand a year and his title of vice-president was most anxious that Eugene should not become more powerful than he had already. It irritated him greatly to see the airs Eugene gave himself, for the latter had little real tact, and instead of dissembling his importance before his superiors was inclined to flaunt it. He was forever retailing to Colfax some new achievement in the advertising, circulation, and editorial fields, and that in Whites presence, for he did not take the latter very seriously, telling of a new author of importance captured for the book department; a new manuscript feature secured for one or another of the magazines, a new circulation scheme or connection devised, or a new advertising contract of great money value manipulated. His presence in Colfaxs office was almost invariably a signal for congratulation or interest, for he was driving things hard and Colfax knew it. White came to hate the sight of him.

Well, whats the latest great thing youve done? Colfax said once to Eugene jovially in Whites presence, for he knew that Eugene was as fond of praise as a child and so could be bantered with impunity. White concealed a desire to sneer behind a deceptive smile.

No latest great thing, only Hayes has turned that Hammond Packing Company trick. That means eighteen thousand dollars worth more of new business for next year. Thatll help a little, wont it?

Hayes! Hayes! Ill be switched if I dont think he comes pretty near being a better advertising man than you are, Witla. You picked him, Ill have to admit that, but he certainly knows all about the game. If anything ever happened to you, I think Id like to keep him right there. White pretended not to hear this, but it pleased him. Hayes should be aided as much as possible by him.

Eugenes face fell, for this sudden twisting of the thread of interest from his to his assistants achievements damped his enthusiasm. It wasnt pleasant to have his inspirational leadership questioned or made secondary to the work of those whom he was managing. He had brought all these men here and keyed the situation up. Was Colfax going to turn on him? Oh, very well, he said sweetly.

Dont look so hurt, returned Colfax easily. I know what youre thinking. Im not going to turn on you. You hired this man. Im simply telling you that if anything should happen to you Id like to keep him right where he is.

Eugene thought this remark over seriously. It was tantamount to serving notice on him that he could not discharge Hayes. Colfax did not actually so mean it at the moment, though it was the seed of such a thought. He simply left the situation open for consideration, and Eugene went away thinking what an extremely unfavorable twist this gave to everything. If he was to go on finding good men and bringing them in here but could not discharge them, and if then, later, they became offensive to him, where would he be? Why, if they found that out, as they might through White, they could turn on him as lions on a tamer and tear him to pieces! This was a bad and unexpected twist to things, and he did not like it.

On the other hand, while it had never occurred to Colfax before in this particular connection, for he liked Eugene, it fitted in well with certain warnings and suggestions which had been issuing from White who was malevolently opposed to Eugene. His success in reorganizing the place on the intellectual and artistic sides was too much. Eugenes work was giving him a dignity and a security which was entirely disproportionate to what he was actually doing and which was threatening to overshadow and put in the limbo of indifference that of every other person connected with the business. This must be broken. Colfax, for the time being, was so wrapped up in what he considered Eugenes shining intellectual and commercial qualities that he was beginning to ignore White. The latter did not propose that any such condition should continue. It was no doubt a rare thing to find a man who could pick good men and make the place successful, but what of himself? Colfax was naturally very jealous, he knew, and suspicious. He did not want to be overshadowed in any way by any of his employees. He did not feel that he was, so far. But now White thought it would be a fine thing to stir him up on this score if he could  to arouse his jealousy. He knew that Colfax did not care so much about the publishing world, though now that he was in it, and was seeing that it could be made profitable, he was rather gratified by the situation. His wife liked it, for people were always talking to her about the United Magazines Corporation, its periodicals, its books, its art products and that was flattering. While it might not be as profitable as soap and woolens and railway stocks with which her husband was identified, it was somewhat more distinguished. She wanted him to keep it directly under his thumb and to shine by its reflected light.

In looking about for a club wherewith to strike Eugene, White discovered this. He sounded Colfax on various occasions by innuendo, and noted his sniffing nostrils. If he could first reach Eugenes advertising, circulation and editorial men and persuade them to look to him instead of to Eugene, he might later reach and control Eugene through Colfax. He might humble Eugene by curbing his power, making him see that he, White, was still the power behind the throne.

What do you think of this fellow Witla? Colfax would ask White from time to time, and when these occasions offered he was not slow to drive in a wedge.

Hes an able fellow, he said once, apparently most open-mindedly. Its plain that hes doing pretty well with those departments, but I think you want to look out for his vanity. Hes just the least bit in danger of getting a swelled head. You want to remember that hes still pretty young for the job he holds (White was eight years older). These literary and artistic people are all alike. The one objection that I have to them is that they never seem to have any real practical judgment. They make splendid second men when well governed, and you can do almost anything with them, if you know how to handle them, but you have to govern them. This fellow, as I see him, is just the man you want. Hes picking some good people and hes getting some good results, but unless you watch him hes apt to throw them all out of here sometime or go away and take them all with him. I shouldnt let him do that if I were you. I should let him get just the men you think are right, and then I should insist that he keep them. Of course, a man has got to have authority in his own department, but it can be carried too far. Youre treating him pretty liberally, you know.

This sounded very sincere and logical to Colfax, who admired White for it, for in spite of the fact that he liked Eugene greatly and went about with him a great deal, he did not exactly trust him. The man was in a way too brilliant, he thought. He was a little too airy and light on his feet.

Under pretext of helping his work and directing his policy without actually interfering so that it might eventually prove a failure, White was constantly making suggestions. He made suggestions which he told Colfax Eugene ought to try in the circulation department. He made suggestions which he thought he might find advisable to try in the advertising department. He had suggestions, gathered from Heaven knows where, for the magazines and books, and these he invariably sent through Colfax, taking good care, however, that the various department heads knew from what source they had originally emanated. It was his plan to speak to Hayes or Gillmore, who was in charge of circulation, or one of the editors about some thought that was in his mind and then have that same thought come as an order via Eugene. The latter was so anxious to make good, so good-natured in his interpretation of suggestions, that it did not occur to him, for a long time, that he was being played. The men under him, however, realized that something was happening, for White was hand and glove with Colfax, and the two were not always in accord with Eugene. He was not quite as powerful as White, was the first impression, and later the idea got about that Eugene and White did not agree temperamentally and that White was the stronger and would win.

It is not possible to go into the long, slow multitudinous incidents and details which go to make up office politics, but anyone who has ever worked in a large or small organization anywhere will understand. Eugene was not a politician. He knew nothing of the delicate art of misrepresentation as it was practised by White and those who were of his peculiarly subtle mental tendencies. White did not like Eugene, and he proposed to have his power curbed. Some of Eugenes editors, after a time, began to find it difficult to get things as they wanted them from the printing department, and, when they complained, it was explained that they were of a disorderly and quarrelsome disposition. Some of his advertising men made mistakes in statement or presentation, and curiously these errors almost invariably came to light. Eugene found that his strong men were most quickly relieved of their difficulties if they approached White, but if they came to him it was not quite so easy. Instead of ignoring these petty annoyances and going his way about the big things, he stopped occasionally to fight these petty battles and complaints, and these simply put him in the light of one who was not able to maintain profound peace and order in his domain. White was always bland, helpful, ready with a suave explanation.

Its just possible that he may not know how to handle these fellows, after all, he said to Colfax, and then if anyone was discharged it was a sign of an unstable policy.

Colfax cautioned Eugene occasionally in accordance with Whites suggestions, but Eugene was now so well aware of what was going on that he could see where they came from. He thought once of accusing White openly in front of Colfax, but he knew that this would not be of any advantage for he had no real evidence to go on. All Whites protestations to Colfax were to the effect that he was trying to help him. So the battle lay.

In the meantime, Eugene, because of this or the thought rather that he might not always remain as powerful as he was, having no stock in the concern and not being able to buy any, had been interesting himself in a proposition which had since been brought to him by Mr. Kenyon C. Winfield, who, since that memorable conversation at the home of the Willebrands on Long Island, had not forgotten him. Winfield had thought of him for a long time in connection with a plan he had of establishing on the South Shore of Long Island, some thirty-five miles from New York, a magnificent seaside resort which should outrival Palm Beach and the better places of Atlantic City, and give to New York, close at hand, such a dream of beauty and luxury as would turn the vast tide of luxury-loving idlers and successful money grubbers from the former resorts to this. Considerable thought had been given by him as to just what its principal characteristics should be, but he had not worked it out to suit himself exactly, and he thought Eugene might be interested from the outlining point of view.

Unfortunately, on the face of it, this was just the sort of scheme which made an appeal to Eugene from all points of view, in spite of the fact that he already had his hands as full as they could be. Nothing interested him quite so much as beauty and luxury in some artistic combination. A summer resort of really imposing proportions, with hotels, casinos, pagodas, resident sections, club houses, a wide board or stone walk along the ocean, and possibly a gambling center which should outrival Monte Carlo, had long since occurred to him as something which might well spring up near New York. He and Angela had visited Palm Beach, Old Point Comfort, Virginia Hot Springs, Newport, Shelter Island, Atlantic City, and Tuxedo, and his impressions of what constituted luxury and beauty had long since widened to magnificent proportions. He liked the interiors of the Chamberlain at Old Point Comfort, and the Royal Ponciana at Palm Beach. He had studied with artistic curiosity the development of the hotel features at Atlantic City and elsewhere. It had occurred to him that a restricted territory might be had out on the Atlantic Ocean near Gravesend Bay possibly, which would include among other things islands, canals or inland waterways, a mighty sea beach, two or three great hotels, a casino for dancing, dining, gambling, a great stone or concrete walk to be laid out on a new plan parallel with the ocean, and at the back of all these things and between the islands and the ocean a magnificent seaside city where the lots should sell at so expensive a rate that only the well-to-do could afford to live there. His thought was of something so fine that it would attract all the prominent pleasure-lovers he had recently met. If they could be made to understand that such a place existed; that it was beautiful, showy, exclusive in a money sense, they would come there by the thousands.

Nothing is so profitable as a luxury, if the luxury-loving public want it, Colfax had once said to him; and he believed it. He judged this truth by the things he had recently seen. People literally spent millions to make themselves comfortable. He had seen gardens, lawns, walks, pavilions, pergolas, laid out at an expense of thousands and hundreds of thousands of dollars, where few would ever see them. In St. Louis he had seen a mausoleum built upon the lines of the Taj Mahal, the lawn about which was undermined by a steam-heating plant in order that the flowers and shrubs displayed there might bloom all winter long. It had never occurred to him that the day would come when he would have anything to do with such a dream as this or its ultimate fruition, but his was the kind of mind that loved to dwell on things of the sort.

The proposition which Winfield now genially laid before him one day was simple enough. Winfield had heard that Eugene was making a good deal of money, that his salary was twenty-five thousand a year, if not more, that he had houses and lots and some nice stock investments, and it occurred to him, as it would have to anyone, that Eugene might be able to shoulder a comfortable investment in some kind of land speculation, particularly if he could see his way to make much more money in the long run. The idea Winfield had was as follows: He was going to organize a corporation to be known as The Sea Island Development Company, to be capitalized at ten million dollars, some two or three hundred thousand dollars of which was to be laid down or paid into the treasury at the start. Against this latter sum stock to the value of one million dollars, or five shares of one hundred dollars par value each, was to be issued. That is, whoever laid down one hundred dollars in cash was to receive in return three shares of common stock and two of preferred, valued at one hundred dollars each, bearing eight per cent. interest. This ratio was to be continued until $200,000 in cash was in the treasury. Then those who came afterward and were willing to buy were only to receive two shares of common and one of preferred, until one million in cash was in the treasury. After that the stock was to be sold at its face value, or more, as the situation might dictate.

The original sum of two hundred thousands dollars was to go to purchase for the corporation an undeveloped tract of land, half swamp, half island, and facing the Atlantic Ocean beyond Gravesend Bay, now owned by Winfield himself, where a beautiful rolling beach of white sand stretched some three miles in length and without flaw or interruption. This would clear Winfield of a piece of property which was worth, say $60,000, but at present unsaleable, and give him magnificent holdings in the new company besides. He proposed to take a mortgage on this and all improvements the company might make in order to protect himself. At the west end of this tract  inland from the sea  was a beautiful bay, which, though shallow, gave access to a series of inlets and a network of waterways, embracing nine small islands. These waterways, when dredged, would be amply deep enough for yachts and small craft of all descriptions, and the first important thought which occurred to Winfield was that the mud and sand so dredged could be used to fill in the low, marshy levels of soil between them and the sea and so make it all into high, dry, and valuable land. The next thing was to devise a beautiful scheme of improvement, and it was for this that he wished to talk to Eugene.


CHAPTER III

The matter was not difficult to arrange. Before Winfield had gone ten sentences, Eugene began to take the ideas out of his mind.

I know something of that property, he said, studying a little outline map which Winfield had prepared. Ive been out there duck shooting with Colfax and some others. Its fine property, theres no doubt of it. How much do they want for it?

Well, as a matter of fact, I already own it, said Winfield. It cost me sixty thousand dollars five years ago when it was a vast, inaccessible swamp. Nothing has been done to it since, but I will turn it over to the company for what it is worth now  two hundred thousand dollars  and take a mortgage for my protection. Then the company can do what it pleases with it; but as president, of course, I should direct the line of development. If you want to make a fortune and have fifty thousand dollars to spare, here is your chance. This land has increased in value from sixty to two hundred thousand dollars in five years. What do you fancy it will be worth in ten years from now the way New York is growing? It has pretty near four million people now. In twenty-five years it is safe to say that there will be fourteen or fifteen millions scattered over this territory which lies within twenty-five miles. Of course, this is thirty-two miles away on a direct line, but what of it? The Long Island Railroad will be glad to put a spur in there which would bring this territory within one hour of the city. Think of it  one of the finest beaches on the Atlantic Ocean within one hour of New York! I expect to interest Mr. Wiltsie, the President of the Long Island, very heavily in this property. I come to you now because I think your advertising and artistic advice are worth something. You can take it or leave it, but before you do anything, I want you to come out and look over the property with me.

All told, in stocks, land, free money in the banks, and what he might save in a year or two, Eugene had about fifty thousand dollars of good hard cash which he could lay his hands on at a pinch. He was well satisfied that Winfield was putting before him one of those golden opportunities which, prudently managed, would make him a rich man. Nevertheless, his fifty thousand was fifty thousand, and he had it. Never again, however, once this other thing was under way, if it were true, would he have to worry about a position, or whether he would be able to maintain his present place in society. One could not possibly say what an investment like this might not lead to. Winfield, so he told Eugene, expected eventually to clear six or eight million dollars himself. He was going to take stock in some of the hotels, casinos, and various other enterprises, which would be organized. He could clearly see how, later, once this land was properly drained and laid out, it would be worth from three to fifteen thousand dollars per lot of one hundred by one hundred feet  the smallest portions to be sold. There were islands which for clubs or estates should bring splendid returns. Think of the leases to yacht and boat clubs alone! The company would own all the land.

I would develop this myself if I had the capital, said Winfield, but I want to see it done on a gigantic scale, and I havent the means. I want something here which will be a monument to me and to all connected with it. I am willing to take my chances pro rata with those who now enter, and to prove my good faith I am going to buy as many shares as I possibly can on the five-for-one basis. You or anyone else can do the same thing. What do you think?

Its a great idea, said Eugene. It seems as though a dream which had been floating about in the back of my head for years had suddenly come to life. I can scarcely believe that it is true, and yet I know that it is, and that you will get away with it just as you are outlining it here. You want to be very careful how you lay out this property, though. You have the chance of a lifetime. For goodness sake, dont make any mistakes! Lets have one resort that will be truly, beautifully right.

Thats precisely the way I feel about it, answered Winfield, and thats why I am talking to you. I want you to come in on this, for I think your imagination will be worth something. You can help me lay this thing out right and advertise it right.

They talked on about one detail and another until finally Eugene, in spite of all his caution, saw his dreams maturing in this particular proposition. Fifty thousand dollars invested here would give him two thousand five hundred shares  one thousand preferred, and fifteen hundred common  whose face value, guaranteed by this magnificent piece of property, would be $250,000. Think of it, $250,000  a quarter of a million and that subject to a natural increase which might readily carry him into the millionaire class! His own brains would be of some value here, for Winfield was anxious to have him lay this out, and this would bring him in touch with not only one of the best real estate men in the city, but would bring him into contact with a whole host of financiers in business, people who would certainly become interested in this venture. Winfield talked easily of architects, contractors, railroad men, presidents of construction companies, all of whom would take stock for the business opportunities it would bring to them later and also of the many strings to be pulled which later would bring great gains to the company and save it from expenditures which would otherwise mean millions in outlay. Thus this proposed extension by the Long Island which would cost that railroad two hundred thousand dollars would cost the Sea Island Company nothing and would bring thousands of lovers of beauty there the moment conveniences were established to receive them. This was true of hotels to be built. Each would bring business for everything else. The company would lease the ground. The great hotel men would do their own building according to restrictions and plans laid down by the Sea Island Company. The only real expenditure would be for streets, sewers, lights, water, walks, trees, and the great one hundred foot wide boardwalk with concrete ornaments which would be the finest sea stroll in the world. But these could be undertaken by degrees.

Eugene saw it all. It was a vision of empire. I dont know about this, he said cautiously. Its a great thing, but I may not have the means to dip into it. I want to think it over. Meanwhile, Ill be glad to go out there and look over the ground with you.

Winfield could see that he had Eugene fascinated. It would be an easy matter to land him once he had his plans perfected. Eugene would be the type of man who would build a house and come and live there in the summer. He would interest many people whom he knew. He went away feeling that he had made a good start, and he was not mistaken.

Eugene talked the matter over with Angela  his one recourse in these matters  and as usual she was doubtful, but not entirely opposed. Angela had considerable caution, but no great business vision. She could not really tell him what he ought to do. Thus far his judgment, or rather his moves, had been obviously successful. He had been going up apparently because he was valuable as an assistant, not because he was a born leader.

Youll have to judge for yourself, Eugene, Angela finally said. I dont know. It looks fine. You certainly dont want to work for Mr. Colfax all your life, and if, as you say, they are beginning to plot against you, you had better prepare to get out sometime. We have enough now, really, to live on, if you want to return to your art.

Eugene smiled. My art. My poor old art! A lot Ive done to develop my art.

I dont think it needs developing. You have it. Im sorry sometimes I ever let you leave it. We have lived better, but your work hasnt counted for as much. What good has it done you outside the money to be a successful publisher? You were as famous as you are now before you ever started in on this line, and more so. More people know you even now as Eugene Witla, the artist, than as Eugene Witla, the magazine man.

Eugene knew this to be so. His art achievements had never forsaken him. They had grown in fame always. Pictures that he had sold for two hundred and four hundred had gone up to as high as three and four thousand in value, and they were still rising. He was occasionally approached by an art dealer to know if he never intended to paint any more. In social circles it was a constant cry among the elect, Why dont you paint any longer? What a shame you ever left the art world! Those pictures of yours, I can never forget them.

My dear lady, Eugene once said solemnly, I cant live by painting pictures as I am living by directing magazines. Art is very lovely. I am satisfied to believe that I am a great painter. Nevertheless, I made little out of it, and since then I have learned to live. Its sad, but its true. If I could see my way to live in half the comfort I am living in now and not run the risk of plodding the streets with a picture under my arm, I would gladly return to art. The trouble is the world is always so delightfully ready to see the other fellow make the sacrifice for art or literatures sake. Selah! I wont do it. So there!

Its a pity! Its a pity! said this observer, but Eugene was not vastly distressed. Similarly Mrs. Dale had reproached him, for she had seen and heard of his work.

Some time. Some time, he said grandly; wait.

Now at length this land proposition seemed to clear the way for everything. If Eugene embarked upon it, he might gradually come to the point at which he could take some official position in connection with it. Anyhow, think of a rising income from $250,000! Think of the independence, the freedom! Surely then he could paint or travel, or do as he pleased.

As a matter of fact, after two automobile rides to the nearest available position on the site of the future resort and a careful study of the islands and the beach, Eugene devised a scheme which included four hotels of varying sizes, one dining and dancing casino, one gambling resort after the pattern of Monte Carlo, a summer theatre, a music pavilion, three lovely piers, motor and yacht club houses, a park with radiating streets, and other streets arranged in concentric rings to cross them. There was a grand plaza about which the four hotels were ranged, a noble promenade, three miles in length, to begin with, a handsome railway station, plots for five thousand summer homes, ranging from five to fifteen thousand in price. There were islands for residences, islands for clubs, islands for parks. One of the hotels sat close to an inlet over which a dining veranda was to be built  stairs were to be laid down to the water so that one could step into gondolas or launches and be carried quickly to one of the music pavilions on one of the islands. Everything that money wanted was to be eventually available here, and all was to be gone about slowly but beautifully, so that each step would only make more sure each additional step.

Eugene did not enter on this grand scheme until ten men, himself included, had pledged themselves to take stock up to $50,000 each. Included in these were Mr. Wiltsie, President of the Long Island; Mr. Kenyon C. Winfield, and Milton Willebrand, the very wealthy society man at whose home he had originally met Winfield. The Sea Island Company was then incorporated, and on a series of dates agreed upon between them and which were dependent upon a certain amount of work being accomplished by each date, the stock was issued to them in ten-thousand-dollar lots and then cash taken and deposited in the treasury. By the end of two years after Eugene had first been approached by Winfield he had a choice collection of gold-colored certificates in the Sea Island Realty and Construction Company, which was building the now widely heralded seaside resort Blue Sea  which, according to those interested, was to be the most perfect resort of its kind in the world. His certificates stated that they were worth $250,000, and potentially they were. Eugene and Angela looking at them, thinking of the initiative and foresight of Mr. Kenyon C. Winfield and the men he was associated with, felt sure that some day, and that not so very far distant, they would yield their face value and much more.


CHAPTER IV

It had been while he was first perfecting his undertaking with Winfield as to what his relationship to the new Sea Island Construction Company was to be that Eugene had been dwelling more and more fondly upon the impression which Suzanne Dale had originally made upon him. It was six weeks before they met again, and then it was on the occasion of a dance that Mrs. Dale was giving in honor of Suzanne that Eugene and Angela were invited. Mrs. Dale admired Angelas sterling qualities as a wife, and while there might be temperamental and social differences, she did not think they were sufficient to warrant any discrimination between them, at least not on her part. Angela was a good woman  not a social figure at all  but interesting in her way. Mrs. Dale was much more interested in Eugene, because in the first place they were very much alike temperamentally, and in the next place because Eugene was a successful and brilliant person. She liked to see the easy manner in which he took life, the air with which he assumed that talent should naturally open all doors to him. He was not conscious apparently of any inferiority in anything but rather of a splendid superiority. She heard it from so many that he was rapidly rising in his publishing world and that he was interested in many things, the latest this project to create a magnificent summer resort. Winfield was a personal friend of hers. He had never attempted to sell her any property, but he had once said that he might some day take her Staten Island holdings and divide them up into town lots. This was one possibility which tended to make her pleasant to him.

The evening in question Eugene and Angela went down to Daleview in their automobile. Eugene always admired this district, for it gave him a sense of height and scope which was not easily attainable elsewhere about New York. It was still late winter and the night was cold but clear. The great house with its verandas encased in glass was brightly lit. There were a number of people  men and women, whom Eugene had met at various places, and quite a number of young people whom he did not know. Angela had to be introduced to a great many, and Eugene felt that peculiar sensation which he so often experienced of a certain incongruity in his matrimonial state. Angela was nice, but to him she was not like these other women who carried themselves with such an air. There was a statuesqueness and a sufficiency about many of them, to say nothing of their superb beauty and sophistication which made him feel, when the contrast was forced upon him closely, that he had made a terrible mistake. Why had he been so silly as to marry? He could have told Angela frankly that he would not at the time, and all would have been well. He forgot how badly, emotionally, he had entangled himself. But scenes like these made him dreadfully unhappy. Why, his life if he were single would now be but beginning!

As he walked round tonight he was glad to be free socially even for a few minutes. He was glad that first this person and that took the trouble to talk to Angela. It relieved him of the necessity of staying near her, for if he neglected her or she felt neglected by others she was apt to reproach him. If he did not show her attention, she would complain that he was conspicuous in his indifference. If others refused to talk to her, it was his place. He should. Eugene objected to this necessity with all his soul, but he did not see what he was to do about it. As she often said, even if he had made a mistake in marrying her, it was his place to stick by her now that he had. A real man would.

One of the things that interested him was the number of beautiful young women. He was interested to see how full and complete mentally and physically so many girls appeared to be at eighteen. Why, in their taste, shrewdness, completeness, they were fit mates for a man of almost any age up to forty! Some of them looked so wonderful to him  so fresh and ruddy with the fires of ambition and desire burning briskly in their veins. Beautiful girls  real flowers, like roses, light and dark. And to think the love period was all over for him  completely over!

Suzanne came down with others after a while from some room upstairs, and once more Eugene was impressed with her simple, natural, frank, good-natured attitude. Her light chestnut-colored hair was tied with a wide band of light blue ribbon which matched her eyes and contrasted well with her complexion. Again, her dress was some light flimsy thing, the color of peach blossoms, girdled with ribbon and edged with flowers like a wreath. Soft white sandals held her feet.

Oh, Mr. Witla! she said gaily, holding out her smooth white arm on a level with her eyes and dropping her hand gracefully. Her red lips were parted, showing even white teeth, arching into a radiant smile. Her eyes were quite wide as he remembered, with an innocent, surprised look in them, which was wholly unconscious with her. If wet roses could outrival a maiden in all her freshness, he thought he would like to see it. Nothing could equal the beauty of a young woman in her eighteenth or nineteenth year.

Yes, quite, Mr. Witla, he said, beaming. I thought you had forgotten. My, we look charming this evening! We look like roses and cut flowers and stained-glass windows and boxes of jewels, and, and, and  

He pretended to be lost for more words and looked quizzically up at the ceiling.

Suzanne began to laugh. Like Eugene, she had a marked sense of the comic and the ridiculous. She was not in the least vain, and the idea of being like roses and boxes of jewels and stained-glass windows tickled her fancy.

Why, thats quite a collection of things to be, isnt it? she laughed, her lips parted. I wouldnt mind being all those things if I could, particularly the jewels. Mama wont give me any. I cant even get a brooch for my throat.

Mama is real mean, apparently, said Eugene vigorously. Well have to talk to mama, but she knows, you know, that you dont need any jewels, see? She knows that you have something which is just as good, or better. But we wont talk about that, will we?

Suzanne had been afraid that he was going to begin complimenting her, but seeing how easily he avoided this course she liked him for it. She was a little overawed by his dignity and mental capacity, but attracted by his gaiety and lightness of manner.

Do you know, Mr. Witla, she said, I believe you like to tease people.

Oh, no! said Eugene. Oh, never, never! Nothing like that. How could I? Tease people! Far be it from me! Thats the very last thing I ever think of doing. I always approach people in a very solemn manner and tell them the dark sad truth. Its the only way. They need it. The more truth I tell the better I feel. And then they like me so much better for it.

At the first rush of his quizzical tirade Suzannes eyes opened quaintly, inquiringly. Then she began to smile, and in a moment after he ceased she exclaimed: Oh, ha! ha! Oh, dear! Oh, dear, how you talk! A ripple of laughter spread outward, and Eugene frowned darkly.

How dare you laugh? he said. Dont laugh at me. Its against the rules to laugh, anyhow. Dont you remember growing girls should never laugh? Solemnity is the first rule of beauty. Never smile. Keep perfectly solemn. Look wise. Hence. Therefore. If. And  

He lifted a finger solemnly, and Suzanne stared. He had fixed her eye with his and was admiring her pretty chin and nose and lips, while she gazed not knowing what to make of him. He was very different; very much like a boy, and yet very much like a solemn, dark master of some kind.

You almost frighten me, she said.

Now, now, listen! Its all over. Come to. Im just a silly-billy. Are you going to dance with me this evening?

Why, certainly, if you want me to! Oh, that reminds me! We have cards. Did you get one?

No.

Well, theyre over here, I think.

She led the way toward the reception hall, and Eugene took from the footman who was stationed there two of the little books.

Lets see, he said, writing, how greedy dare I be?

Suzanne made no reply.

If I take the third and the sixth and the tenth would that be too many?

No-o, said Suzanne doubtfully.

He wrote in hers and his and then they went back to the drawing-room where so many were now moving. Will you be sure and save me these?

Why, certainly, she replied. To be sure, I will!

Thats nice of you. And now here comes your mother. Remember, you mustnt ever, ever, ever laugh. Its against the rules.

Suzanne went away, thinking. She was pleased at the gaiety of this man who seemed so light-hearted and self-sufficient. He seemed like someone who took her as a little girl, so different from the boys she knew who were solemn in her presence and rather love sick. He was the kind of man one could have lots of fun with without subjecting ones self to undue attention and having to explain to her mother. Her mother liked him. But she soon forgot him in the chatter of other people.

Eugene was thinking again, though, of the indefinable something in the spirit of this girl which was attracting him so vigorously. What was it? He had seen hundreds of girls in the last few years, all charming, but somehow this one  She seemed so strong, albeit so new and young. There was a poise there  a substantial quality in her soul which could laugh at life and think no ill of it. That was it or something of it, for of course her beauty was impressive, but a courageous optimism was shining out through her eyes. It was in her laugh, her mood. She would never be afraid.

The dance began after ten, and Eugene danced with first one and then another  Angela, Mrs. Dale, Mrs. Stevens, Miss Willy. When the third set came he went looking for Suzanne and found her talking to another young girl and two society men.

Mine, you know, he said smilingly.

She came out to him laughing, stretching her arm in a sinuous way, quite unconscious of the charming figure she made. She had a way of throwing back her head which revealed her neck in beautiful lines. She looked into Eugenes eyes simply and unaffectedly, returning his smile with one of her own. And when they began to dance he felt as though he had never really danced before.

What was it the poet said of the poetry of motion? This was it. This was it. This girl could dance wonderfully, sweetly, as a fine voice sings. She seemed to move like the air with the sound of the two-step coming from an ambush of flowers, and Eugene yielded himself instinctively to the charm  the hypnotism of it. He danced and in dancing forgot everything except this vision leaning upon his arm and the sweetness of it all. Nothing could equal this emotion, he said to himself. It was finer than anything he had ever experienced. There was joy in it, pure delight, an exquisite sense of harmony; and even while he was congratulating himself the music seemed to hurry to a finish. Suzanne had looked up curiously into his eyes.

You like dancing, dont you? she said.

I do, but I dont dance well.

Oh, I think so! she replied. You dance so easily.

It is because of you, he said simply. You have the soul of the dance in you. Most people dance poorly, like myself.

I dont think so, she said, hanging on to his arm as they walked toward a seat. Oh, theres Kinroy! He has the next with me.

Eugene looked at her brother almost angrily. Why should circumstances rob him of her company in this way? Kinroy looked like her  he was very handsome for a boy.

Well, then, I have to give you up. I wish there were more.

He left her only to wait impatiently for the sixth and the tenth. He knew it was silly to be interested in her in this way, for nothing could come of it. She was a young girl hedged about by all the conventions and safeguards which go to make for the perfect upbringing of girlhood. He was a man past the period of her interest, watched over by conventions and interests also. There could be absolutely nothing between them, and yet he longed for her just the same, for just this little sip of the nectar of make-believe. For a few minutes in her company, married or not, so many years older or not, he could be happy in her company, teasing her. That sense of dancing  that sense of perfect harmony with beauty  when had he ever experienced that before?

The night went by, and at one he and Angela went home. She had been entertained by some young officer in the army stationed at Fort Wadsworth who had known her brother David. That had made the evening pleasant for her. She commented on Mrs. Dale and Suzanne, what a charming hostess the former was and how pretty and gay Suzanne looked, but Eugene manifested little interest. He did not want it to appear that he had been interested in Suzanne above any of the others.

Yes, shes very nice, he said. Rather pretty; but shes like all girls at that age. I like to tease them.

Angela wondered whether Eugene had really changed for good. He seemed saner in all his talk concerning women. Perhaps large affairs had cured him completely, though she could not help feeling that he must be charmed and delighted by the beauty of some of the women whom he saw.

Five weeks more went by and then he saw Suzanne one day with her mother on Fifth Avenue, coming out of an antique shop. Mrs. Dale explained that she was looking after the repair of a rare piece of furniture. Eugene and Suzanne were enabled to exchange but a few gay words. Four weeks later he met them at the Brentwood Hadleys, in Westchester. Suzanne and her mother were enjoying a season of spring riding. Eugene was there for only a Saturday afternoon and Sunday. On this occasion he saw her coming in at half-past four wearing a divided riding skirt and looking flushed and buoyant. Her lovely hair was flowing lightly about her temples.

Oh, how are you? she asked, with that same inconsequent air, her hand held out to him at a high angle. I saw you last in Fifth Avenue, didnt I? Mama was having her chair fixed. Ha, ha! Shes such a slow rider! Ive left her miles behind. Are you going to be here long?

Just today and tomorrow.

He looked at her, pretending gaiety and indifference.

Is Mrs. Witla here?

No, she couldnt come. A relative of hers is in the city.

I need a bath terribly, said the desire of his eyes, and passed on, calling back: Ill see you again before dinner, very likely.

Eugene sighed.

She came down after an hour, dressed in a flowered organdie, a black silk band about her throat, a low collar showing her pretty neck. She picked up a magazine, passing a wicker table, and came down the veranda where Eugene was sitting alone. Her easy manner interested him, and her friendliness. She liked him well enough to be perfectly natural with him and to seek him out where he was sitting once she saw he was there.

Oh, here you are! she said, and sat down, taking a chair which was near him.

Yes, here I am, he said, and began teasing her as usual, for it was the only way in which he knew how to approach her. Suzanne responded vivaciously, for Eugenes teasing delighted her. It was the one kind of humor she really enjoyed.

You know, Mr. Witla, she said to him once, Im not going to laugh at any of your jokes any more. Theyre all at my expense.

That makes it all the nicer, he said. You wouldnt want me to make jokes at my expense, would you? That would be a terrible joke.

She laughed and he smiled. They looked at a golden sunset filtering through a grove of tender maples. The spring was young and the leaves just budding.

Isnt it lovely tonight? he asked.

Oh, yes! she exclaimed, in a mellow, meditative voice, the first ring of deep sincerity in it that he ever noticed there.

Do you like nature? he asked.

Do I? she returned. I cant get enough of the woods these days. I feel so queer sometimes, Mr. Witla. As though I were not really alive at all, you know. Just a sound, or a color in the woods.

He stopped and looked at her. The simile caught him quite as any notable characteristic in anyone would have caught him. What was the color and complexity of this girls mind? Was she so wise, so artistic and so emotional that nature appealed to her in a deep way? Was this wonderful charm that he felt the shadow or radiance of something finer still?

So thats the way it is, is it? he asked.

Yes, she said quietly.

He sat and looked at her, and she eyed him as solemnly.

Why do you look at me so? she asked.

Why do you say such curious things? he answered.

What did I say?

I dont believe you really know. Well, never mind. Let us walk, will you? Do you mind? Its still an hour to dinner. Id like to go over and see whats beyond those trees.

They went down a little path bordered with grass and under green budding twigs. It came to a stile finally and looked out upon a stony green field where some cows were pasturing.

Oh, the spring! The spring! exclaimed Eugene, and Suzanne answered: You know, Mr. Witla, I think we must be something alike in some ways. Thats just the way I feel.

How do you know how I feel?

I can tell by your voice, she said.

Can you, really?

Why, yes. Why shouldnt I?

What a strange girl you are! he said thoughtfully. I dont think I understand you quite.

Why, why, am I so different from everyone else?

Quite, quite, he said; at least to me. I have never seen anyone quite like you before.


CHAPTER V

It was after this meeting that vague consciousness came to Suzanne that Mr. Witla, as she always thought of him to herself, was just a little more than very nice to her. He was so gentle, so meditative, and withal so gay when he was near her! He seemed fairly to bubble whenever he came into her presence, never to have any cause for depression or gloom such as sometimes seized on her when she was alone. He was always immaculately dressed, and had great affairs, so her mother said. They discussed him once at table at Daleview, and Mrs. Dale said she thought he was charming.

Hes one of the nicest fellows that comes here, I think, said Kinroy. I dont like that stick, Woodward.

He was referring to another man of about Eugenes age who admired his mother.

Mrs. Witla is such a queer little woman, said Suzanne. Shes so different from Mr. Witla. Hes so gay and good-natured, and shes so reserved. Is she as old as he is, mama?

I dont think so, said Mrs. Dale, who was deceived by Angelas apparent youth. What makes you ask?

Oh, I just wondered! said Suzanne, who was vaguely curious concerning things in connection with Eugene.

There were several other meetings, one of which Eugene engineered, once when he persuaded Angela to invite Suzanne and her mother to a spring night revel they were having at the studio, and the other when he and Angela were invited to the Willebrands, where the Dales were also.

Angela was always with him. Mrs. Dale almost always with Suzanne. There were a few conversations, but they were merely gay, inconsequent make-believe talks, in which Suzanne saw Eugene as one who was forever happy. She little discerned the brooding depths of longing that lay beneath his gay exterior.

The climax was brought about, however, when one July day after a short visit to one of the summer resorts, Angela was taken ill. She had always been subject to colds and sore throats, and these peculiar signs, which are associated by medical men with latent rheumatism, finally culminated in this complaint. Angela had also been pronounced to have a weak heart, and this combined with a sudden, severe rheumatic attack completely prostrated her. A trained nurse had to be called, and Angelas sister Marietta was sent for. Eugenes sister Myrtle, who now lived in New York, was asked by him to come over and take charge, and under her supervision, pending Mariettas arrival, his household went forward smoothly enough. The former, being a full-fledged Christian Scientist, having been instantly cured, as she asserted, of a long-standing nervous complaint, was for calling a Christian Science practitioner, but Eugene would have none of it. He could not believe that there was anything in this new religious theory, and thought Angela needed a doctor. He sent for a specialist in her complaint. He pronounced that six weeks at the least, perhaps two months, must elapse before Angela would be able to sit up again.

Her system is full of rheumatism, said her physician. She is in a very bad way. Rest and quiet, and constant medication will bring her round.

Eugene was sorry. He did not want to see her suffer, but her sickness did not for one minute alter his mental attitude. In fact, he did not see how it could. It did not change their relative mental outlook in any way. Their peculiar relationship of guardian and restless ward was quite unaffected.

All social functions of every kind were now abandoned and Eugene stayed at home every evening, curious to see what the outcome would be. He wanted to see how the trained nurse did her work and what the doctor thought would be the next step. He had a great deal to do at all times, reading, consulting, and many of those who wished to confer with him came to the apartment of an evening. All those who knew them socially at all intimately called or sent messages of condolence, and among those who came were Mrs. Dale and Suzanne. The former because Eugene had been so nice to her in a publishing way and was shortly going to bring out her first attempt at a novel was most assiduous. She sent flowers and came often, proffering the services of Suzanne for any day that the nurse might wish to be off duty or Myrtle could not be present. She thought Angela might like to have Suzanne read to her. At least the offer sounded courteous and was made in good faith.

Suzanne did not come alone at first, but after a time, when Angela had been ill four weeks and Eugene had stood the heat of the town apartment nightly for the chance of seeing her, she did. Mrs. Dale suggested that he should run down to her place over Saturday and Sunday. It was not far. They were in close telephone communication. It would rest him.

Eugene, though Angela had suggested it a number of times before, had refused to go to any seaside resort or hotel, even for Saturday and Sunday, his statement being that he did not care to go alone at this time. The truth was he was becoming so interested in Suzanne that he did not care to go anywhere save somewhere that he might see her again.

Mrs. Dales offer was welcome enough, but having dissembled so much he had to dissemble more. Mrs. Dale insisted. Angela added her plea. Myrtle thought he ought to go. He finally ordered the car to take him down one Friday afternoon and leave him. Suzanne was out somewhere, but he sat on the veranda and basked in the magnificent view it gave of the lower bay. Kinroy and some young friend, together with two girls, were playing tennis on one of the courts. Eugene went out to watch them, and presently Suzanne returned, ruddy from a walk she had taken to a neighbors house. At the sight of her every nerve in Eugenes body tingled  he felt a great exaltation, and it seemed as though she responded in kind, for she was particularly gay and laughing.

They have a four, she called to him, her white duck skirt blowing. Lets you and I get rackets and play single.

Im not very good, you know, he said.

You couldnt be worse than I am, she replied. Im so bad Kinroy wont let me play in any game with him. Ha, ha!

Such being the case   Eugene said lightly, and followed her to get the rackets.

They went to the second court, where they played practically unheeded. Every hit was a signal for congratulation on the part of one or the other, every miss for a burst of laughter or a jest. Eugene devoured Suzanne with his eyes, and she looked at him continually, in wide-eyed sweetness, scarcely knowing what she was doing. Her own hilarity on this occasion was almost inexplicable to her. It seemed as though she was possessed of some spirit of joy which she couldnt control. She confessed to him afterward that she had been wildly glad, exalted, and played with freedom and abandon, though at the same time she was frightened and nervous. To Eugene she was of course ravishing to behold. She could not play, as she truly said, but it made no difference. Her motions were beautiful.

Mrs. Dale had long admired Eugenes youthful spirit. She watched him now from one of the windows, and thought of him much as one might of a boy. He and Suzanne looked charming playing together. It occurred to her that if he were single he would not make a bad match for her daughter. Fortunately he was sane, prudent, charming, more like a guardian to Suzanne than anything else. Her friendship for him was rather a healthy sign.

After dinner it was proposed by Kinroy that he and his friends and Suzanne go to a dance which was being given at a club house, near the government fortifications at The Narrows, where they spread out into the lower bay. Mrs. Dale, not wishing to exclude Eugene, who was depressed at the thought of Suzannes going and leaving him behind, suggested that they all go. She did not care so much for dancing herself, but Suzanne had no partner and Kinroy and his friend were very much interested in the girls they were taking. A car was called, and they sped to the club to find it dimly lighted with Chinese lanterns, and an orchestra playing softly in the gloom.

Now you go ahead and dance, said her mother to Suzanne. I want to sit out here and look at the water a while. Ill watch you through the door.

Eugene held out his hand to Suzanne, who took it, and in a moment they were whirling round. A kind of madness seized them both, for without a word or look they drew close to each other and danced furiously, in a clinging ecstasy of joy.

Oh, how lovely! Suzanne exclaimed at one turn of the room, where, passing an open door, they looked out and saw a full lighted ship passing silently by in the distant dark. A sail boat; its one great sail enveloped in a shadowy quiet, floated wraith-like, nearer still.

Do scenes like that appeal to you so? asked Eugene.

Oh, do they! she pulsated. They take my breath away. This does, too, its so lovely!

Eugene sighed. He understood now. Never, he said to himself, was the soul of an artist so akin to his own and so enveloped in beauty. This same thirst for beauty that was in him was in her, and it was pulling her to him. Only her soul was so exquisitely set in youth and beauty and maidenhood that it overawed and frightened him. It seemed impossible that she should ever love him. These eyes, this face of hers  how they enchanted him! He was drawn as by a strong cord, and so was she  by an immense, terrible magnetism. He had felt it all the afternoon. Keenly. He was feeling it intensely now. He pressed her to his bosom, and she yielded, yearningly, suiting her motions to his subtlest moods. He wanted to exclaim: Oh, Suzanne! Oh, Suzanne! but he was afraid. If he said anything to her it would frighten her. She did not really dream as yet what it all meant.

You know, he said, when the music stopped, Im quite beside myself. Its narcotic. I feel like a boy.

Oh, if they would only go on! was all she said. And together they went out on the veranda, where there were no lights but only chairs and the countless stars.

Well? said Mrs. Dale.

Im afraid you dont love to dance as well as I do? observed Eugene calmly, sitting down beside her.

Im afraid I dont, seeing how joyously you do it. Ive been watching you. You two dance well together. Kinroy, wont you have them bring us ices?

Suzanne had slipped away to the side of her brothers friends. She talked to them cheerily the while Eugene watched her, but she was intensely conscious of his presence and charm. She tried to think what she was doing, but somehow she could not  she could only feel. The music struck up again, and for looks sake he let her dance with her brothers friend. The next was his, and the next, for Kinroy preferred to sit out one, and his friend also. Suzanne and Eugene danced the major portions of the dances together, growing into a wild exaltation, which, however, was wordless except for a certain eagerness which might have been read into what they said. Their hands spoke when they touched and their eyes when they met. Suzanne was intensely shy and fearsome. She was really half terrified by what she was doing  afraid lest some word or thought would escape Eugene, and she wanted to dwell in the joy of this. He went once between two dances, when she was hanging over the rail looking at the dark, gurgling water below, and leaned over beside her.

How wonderful this night is! he said.

Yes, yes! she exclaimed, and looked away.

Do you wonder at all at the mystery of life?

Oh, yes; oh, yes! All the time.

And you are so young! he said passionately, intensely.

Sometimes, you know, Mr. Witla, she sighed, I do not like to think.

Why?

Oh, I dont know; I just cant tell you! I cant find words. I dont know.

There was an intense pathos in her phrasing which meant everything to his understanding. He understood how voiceless a great soul really might be, new born without an earth-manufactured vocabulary. It gave him a clearer insight into a thought he had had for a long while and that was that we came, as Wordsworth expressed it, trailing clouds of glory. But from where? Her soul must be intensely wise  else why his yearning to her? But, oh, the pathos of her voicelessness!

They went home in the car, and late that night, while he was sitting on the veranda smoking to soothe his fevered brain, there was one other scene. The night was intensely warm everywhere except on this hill, where a cool breeze was blowing. The ships on the sea and bay were many  twinkling little lights  and the stars in the sky were as a great army. See how the floor of heaven is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold, he quoted to himself. A door opened and Suzanne came out of the library, which opened on to the veranda. He had not expected to see her again, nor she him. The beauty of the night had drawn her.

Suzanne! he said, when the door opened.

She looked at him, poised in uncertainty, her lovely white face glowing like a pale phosphorescent light in the dark.

Isnt it beautiful out here? Come, sit down.

No, she said. I mustnt stay. It is so beautiful! She looked about her vaguely, nervously, and then at him. Oh, that breeze! She turned up her nose and sniffed eagerly.

The music is still whirling in my head, he said, coming to her. I cannot get over tonight. He spoke softly  almost in a whisper  and threw his cigar away. Suzannes voice was low.

She looked at him and filled her deep broad chest with air. Oh! she sighed, throwing back her head, her neck curving divinely.

One more dance, he said, taking her right hand and putting his left upon her waist.

She did not retreat from him, but looked half distrait, half entranced in his eyes.

Without music? she asked. She was almost trembling.

You are music, he replied, her intense sense of suffocation seizing him.

They moved a few paces to the left where there were no windows and where no one could see. He drew her close to him and looked into her face, but still he did not dare say what he thought. They moved about softly, and then she gurgled that soft laugh that had entranced him from the first. What would people think? she asked.

They walked to the railing, he still holding her hand, and then she withdrew it. He was conscious of great danger  of jeopardizing a wonderfully blissful relationship, and finally said: Perhaps we had better go.

Yes, she said. Ma-ma would be greatly disturbed if she knew this.

She walked ahead of him to the door.

Good night, she whispered.

Good night, he sighed.

He went back to his chair and meditated on the course he was pursuing. This was a terrible risk. Should he go on? The flower-like face of Suzanne came back to him  her supple body, her wondrous grace and beauty. Oh, perhaps not, but what a loss, what a lure to have flaunted in front of his eyes! Were there ever thoughts and feelings like these in so young a body? Never, never, never, had he seen her like. Never in all his experiences had he seen anything so exquisite. She was like the budding woods in spring, like little white and blue flowers growing. If life now for once would only be kind and give him her!

Oh, Suzanne, Suzanne! he breathed to himself, lingering over the name.

For a fourth or a fifth time Eugene was imagining himself to be terribly, eagerly, fearsomely in love.


CHAPTER VI

This burst of emotion with its tentative understanding so subtly reached, changed radically and completely the whole complexion of life for Eugene. Once more now the spirit of youth had returned to him. He had been resenting all this while, in spite of his success, the passage of time, for he was daily and hourly growing older, and what had he really achieved? The more Eugene had looked at life through the medium of his experiences, the more it had dawned on him that somehow all effort was pointless. To where and what did one attain when one attained success? Was it for houses and lands and fine furnishings and friends that one was really striving? Was there any such thing as real friendship in life, and what were its fruits  intense satisfaction? In some few instances, perhaps, but in the main what a sorry jest most so-called friendships veiled! How often they were coupled with self-interest, self-seeking, self-everything! We associated in friendship mostly only with those who were of our own social station. A good friend. Did he possess one? An inefficient friend? Would one such long be his friend? Life moved in schools of those who could run a certain pace, maintain a certain standard of appearances, compel a certain grade of respect and efficiency in others. Colfax was his friend  for the present. So was Winfield. About him were scores and hundreds who were apparently delighted to grasp his hand, but for what? His fame? Certainly. His efficiency? Yes. Only by the measure of his personal power and strength could he measure his friends  no more.

And as for love  what had he ever had of love before? When he went back in his mind, it seemed now that all, each, and every one, had been combined in some way with lust and evil thinking. Could he say that he had ever been in love truly? Certainly not with Margaret Duff or Ruby Kenny or Angela  though that was the nearest he had come to true love  or Christina Channing. He had liked all these women very much, as he had Carlotta Wilson, but had he ever loved one? Never. Angela had won him through his sympathy for her, he told himself now. He had been induced to marry out of remorse. And here he was now having lived all these years and come all this way without having truly loved. Now, behold Suzanne Dale with her perfection of soul and body, and he was wild about her  not for lust, but for love. He wanted to be with her, to hold her hands, to kiss her lips, to watch her smile; but nothing more. It was true her body had its charm. In extremes it would draw him, but the beauty of her mind and appearance  there lay the fascination. He was heartsick at being compelled to be absent from her, and yet he did not know that he would ever be able to attain her at all.

As he thought of his condition, it rather terrified and nauseated him. To think, after having known this one hour of wonder and superlative bliss, of being compelled to come back into the work-a-day world! Nor were things improving at the office of the United Magazines Corporation. Instead of growing better, they were growing worse. With the diversity of his interests, particularly the interest he held in the Sea Island Realty and Construction Company, he was growing rather lackadaisical in his attitude toward all magazine interests with which he was connected. He had put in strong men wherever he could find them, but these had come to be very secure in their places, working without very much regard to him since he could not give them very much attention. White and Colfax had become intimate with many of them personally. Some of them, such as Hayes, the advertising man, the circulation manager, the editor of the International Review, the editor in charge of books, were so very able that, although it was true that Eugene had hired them it was practically settled that they could not be removed. Colfax and White had come to understand by degrees that Eugene was a person who, however brilliant he might be in selecting men, was really not capable of attention to detail. He could not bring his mind down to small practical points. If he had been an owner, like Colfax, or a practical henchman like White, he would have been perfectly safe, but being a natural-born leader, or rather organizer, he was, unless he secured control in the beginning, rather hopeless and helpless when organization was completed. Others could attend to details better than he could. Colfax came to know his men and like them. In absences which had become more frequent, as Eugene became more secure, and as he took up with Winfield, they had first gone to Colfax for advice, and later, in Colfaxs absence, to White. The latter received them with open arms. Indeed, among themselves, his lieutenants frequently discussed Eugene and agreed that in organizing, or rather reorganizing the place, he had done his great work. He might have been worth twenty-five thousand a year doing that, but hardly as a man to sit about and cool his heels after the work was done. White had persistently whispered suggestions of Eugenes commercial inefficiency for the task he was essaying to Colfax. He is really trying to do up there what you ought to be doing, he told him, and what you can do better. You want to remember that youve learned a lot since you came in here, and so has he, only he has become a little less practical and you have become more so. These men of his look more to you now than they do to him.

Colfax rejoiced in the thought. He liked Eugene, but he liked the idea better that his business interests were perfectly safe. He did not like to think that any one man was becoming so strong that his going would injure him, and this thought for a long time during Eugenes early ascendancy had troubled him. The latter had carried himself with such an air. Eugene had fancied that Colfax needed to be impressed with his importance, and this, in addition to his very thorough work, was one way to do it. His manner had grated on Colfax after a time, for he was the soul of vainglory himself, and he wanted no other gods in the place beside himself. White, on the contrary, was constantly subservient and advisory in his manner. It made a great difference.

By degrees, through one process and another, Eugene had lost ground, but it was only in a nebulous way as yet, and not in anything tangible. If he had never turned his attention to anything else, had never wearied of any detail, and kept close to Colfax and to his own staff, he would have been safe. As it was, he began now to neglect them more than ever, and this could not fail to tell rather disastrously in the long run.

In the first place the prospects in connection with the Sea Island Construction Company were apparently growing brighter and brighter. It was one of those schemes which would take years and years to develop, but it did not look that way at first. Rather it seemed to be showing tangible evidences of accomplishment. The first year, after a good deal of money had been invested, considerable dredging operations were carried out, and dry land appeared in many places  a long stretch of good earth to the rear of the main beach whereon hotels and resorts of all sorts could be constructed. The boardwalk was started after a model prepared by Eugene, and approved  after modification  by the architect engaged, and a portion of the future great dining and dancing casinos was begun and completed, a beautiful building modeled on a combination of the Moorish, Spanish and Old Mission styles. A notable improvement in design had been effected in this scheme, for the color of Blue Sea, according to Eugenes theory, was to be red, white, yellow, blue, and green, done in spirited yet simple outlines. The walls of all buildings were to be white and yellow, latticed with green. The roofs, porticos, lintels, piers, and steps were to be red, yellow, green, and blue. There were to be round, shallow Italian pools of concrete in many of the courts and interiors of the houses. The hotels were to be western modifications of the Giralda in Spain, each one a size smaller, or larger, than the other. Green spear pines and tall cone-shaped poplars were to be the prevailing tree decorations. The railroad, as Mr. Winfield promised, had already completed its spur and Spanish depot, which was beautiful. It looked truly as though Blue Sea would become what Winfield said it would become; the seaside resort of America.

The actuality of this progress fascinated Eugene so much that he gave, until Suzanne appeared, much more time than he really should have to the development of the scheme. As in the days when he first went with Summerfield, he worked of nights on exterior and interior layouts, as he called them  façades, ground arrangements, island improvements, and so on. He went frequently with Winfield and his architect in his auto to see how Blue Sea was getting on and to visit monied men, who might be interested. He drew up plans for ads and booklets, making romantic sketches and originating catch lines.

In the next place, after Suzanne appeared, he began to pay attention almost exclusively in his thoughts to her. He could not get her out of his head night or day. She haunted his thoughts in the office, at home, and in his dreams. He began actually to burn with a strange fever, which gave him no rest. When would he see her again? When would he see her again? When would he see her again? He could see her only as he danced with her at the boat club, as he sat with her in the swing at Daleview. It was a wild, aching desire which gave him no peace any more than any other fever of the brain ever does.

Once, not long after he and she had danced at the boat club together, she came with her mother to see how Angela was, and Eugene had a chance to say a few words to her in the studio, for they came after five in the afternoon when he was at home. Suzanne gazed at him wide-eyed, scarcely knowing what to think, though she was fascinated. He asked her eagerly where she had been, where she was going to be.

Why, she said gracefully, her pretty lips parted, were going to Bentwood Hadleys tomorrow. Well be there for a week, I fancy. Maybe longer.

Have you thought of me much, Suzanne?

Yes, yes! But you mustnt, Mr. Witla. No, no. I dont know what to think.

If I came to Bentwood Hadleys, would you be glad?

Oh, yes, she said hesitatingly, but you mustnt come.

Eugene was there that week-end. It wasnt difficult to manage.

Im awfully tired, he wrote to Mrs. Hadley. Why dont you invite me out?

Come! came a telegram, and he went.

On this occasion, he was more fortunate than ever. Suzanne was there, out riding when he came, but, as he learned from Mrs. Hadley, there was a dance on at a neighboring country club. Suzanne with a number of others was going. Mrs. Dale decided to go, and invited Eugene. He seized the offer, for he knew he would get a chance to dance with his ideal. When they were going in to dinner, he met Suzanne in the hall.

I am going with you, he said eagerly. Save a few dances for me.

Yes, she said, inhaling her breath in a gasp.

They went, and he initialled her card in five places.

We must be careful, she pleaded. Ma-ma wont like it.

He saw by this that she was beginning to understand, and would plot with him. Why was he luring her on? Why did she let him?

When he slipped his arm about her in the first dance he said, At last! And then: I have waited for this so long.

Suzanne made no reply.

Look at me, Suzanne, he pleaded.

I cant, she said.

Oh, look at me, he urged, once, please. Look in my eyes.

No, no, she begged, I cant.

Oh, Suzanne, he exclaimed, I am crazy about you. I am mad. I have lost all reason. Your face is like a flower to me. Your eyes  I cant tell you about your eyes. Look at me!

No, she pleaded.

It seems as though the days will never end in which I do not see you. I wait and wait. Suzanne, do I seem like a silly fool to you?

No.

I am counted sharp and able. They tell me I am brilliant. You are the most perfect thing that I have ever known. I think of you awake and asleep. I could paint a thousand pictures of you. My art seems to come back to me through you. If I live I will paint you in a hundred ways. Have you ever seen the Rossetti woman?

No.

He painted a hundred portraits of her. I shall paint a thousand of you.

She lifted her eyes to look at him shyly, wonderingly, drawn by this terrific passion. His own blazed into hers. Oh, look at me again, he whispered, when she dropped them under the fire of his glance.

I cant, she pleaded.

Oh, yes, once more.

She lifted her eyes and it seemed as though their souls would blend. He felt dizzy, and Suzanne reeled.

Do you love me, Suzanne? he asked.

I dont know, she trembled.

Do you love me?

Dont ask me now.

The music ceased and Suzanne was gone.

He did not see her until much later, for she slipped away to think. Her soul was stirred as with a raging storm. It seemed as though her very soul was being torn up. She was tremulous, tumultuous, unsettled, yearning, eager. She came back after a time and they danced again, but she was calmer apparently. They went out on a balcony, and he contrived to say a few words there.

You mustnt, she pleaded. I think we are being watched.

He left her, and on the way home in the auto he whispered: I shall be on the west veranda tonight. Will you come?

I dont know, Ill try.

He walked leisurely to that place later when all was still, and sat down to wait. Gradually the great house quieted. It was one and one-thirty, and then nearly two before the door opened. A figure slipped out, the lovely form of Suzanne, dressed as she had been at the ball, a veil of lace over her hair.

Im so afraid, she said, I scarcely know what I am doing. Are you sure no one will see us?

Let us walk down the path to the field. It was the same way they had taken in the early spring when he had met her here before. In the west hung low a waning moon, yellow, sickle shaped, very large because of the hour.

Do you remember when we were here before?

Yes.

I loved you then. Did you care for me?

No.

They walked on under the trees, he holding her hand.

Oh, this night, this night, he said, the strain of his intense emotion wearying him.

They came out from under the trees at the end of the path. There was a sense of August dryness in the air. It was warm, sensuous. About were the sounds of insects, faint bumblings, cracklings. A tree toad chirped, or a bird cried.

Come to me, Suzanne, he said at last when they emerged into the full light of the moon at the end of the path and paused. Come to me. He slipped his arm about her.

No, she said. No.

Look at me, Suzanne, he pleaded; I want to tell you how much I love you. Oh, I have no words. It seems ridiculous to try to tell you. Tell me that you love me, Suzanne. Tell me now. I am crazy with love of you. Tell me.

No, she said, I cant.

Kiss me!

No!

He drew her to him and turned her face up by her chin in spite of her. Open your eyes, he pleaded. Oh, God! That this should come to me! Now I could die. Life can hold no more. Oh, Flower Face! Oh, Silver Feet! Oh, Myrtle Bloom! Divine Fire! How perfect you are. How perfect! And to think you love me!

He kissed her eagerly.

Kiss me, Suzanne. Tell me that you love me. Tell me. Oh, how I love that name, Suzanne. Whisper to me you love me.

No.

But you do.

No.

Look at me, Suzanne. Flower face. Myrtle Bloom. For Gods sake, look at me! You love me.

Oh, yes, yes, yes, she sobbed of a sudden, throwing her arm around his neck. Oh, yes, yes.

Dont cry, he pleaded. Oh, sweet, dont cry. I am mad for love of you, mad. Kiss me now, one kiss. I am staking my soul on your love. Kiss me!

He pressed his lips to hers, but she burst away, terror-stricken.

Oh, I am so frightened, she exclaimed all at once. Oh, what shall I do? I am so afraid. Oh, please, please. Something terrifies me. Something scares me. Oh, what am I going to do? Let me go back.

She was white and trembling. Her hands were nervously clasping and unclasping.

Eugene smoothed her arm soothingly. Be still, Suzanne, he said. Be still. I shall say no more. You are all right. I have frightened you. We will go back. Be calm. You are all right.

He recovered his own poise with an effort because of her obvious terror, and led her back under the trees. To reassure her he drew his cigar case from his pocket and pretended to select a cigar. When he saw her calming, he put it back.

Are you quieter now, sweet? he asked, tenderly.

Yes, but let us go back.

Listen. I will only go as far as the edge. You go alone. I will watch you safely to the door.

Yes, she said peacefully.

And you really love me, Suzanne?

Oh, yes, but dont speak of it. Not tonight. You will frighten me again. Let us go back.

They strolled on. Then he said: One kiss, sweet, in parting. One. Life has opened anew for me. You are the solvent of my whole being. You are making me over into something different. I feel as though I had never lived until now. Oh, this experience! It is such a wonderful thing to have done  to have lived through, to have changed as I have changed. You have changed me so completely, made me over into the artist again. From now on I can paint again. I can paint you. He scarcely knew what he was saying. He felt as though he were revealing himself to himself as in an apocalyptic vision.

She let him kiss her, but she was too frightened and wrought to even breathe right. She was intense, emotional, strange. She did not really understand what it was that he was talking about.

Tomorrow, he said, at the woods edge. Tomorrow. Sweet dreams. I shall never know peace any more without your love.

And he watched her eagerly, sadly, bitterly, ecstatically, as she walked lightly from him, disappearing like a shadow through the dark and silent door.


CHAPTER VII

It would be impossible to describe even in so detailed an account as this the subtleties, vagaries, beauties and terrors of the emotions which seized upon him, and which by degrees began also to possess Suzanne, once he became wholly infatuated with her. Mrs. Dale, was, after a social fashion, one of Eugenes best friends. She had since she had first come to know him spread his fame far and wide as an immensely clever publisher and editor, an artist of the greatest power, and a man of lovely and delightful ideas and personal worth. He knew from various conversations with her that Suzanne was the apple of her eye. He had heard her talk, had, in fact, discussed with her the difficulties of rearing a simple mannered, innocent-minded girl in present day society. She had confided to him that it had been her policy to give Suzanne the widest liberty consistent with good-breeding and current social theories. She did not want to make her bold or unduly self-reliant, and yet she wanted her to be free and natural. Suzanne, she was convinced, from long observation and many frank conversations, was innately honest, truthful and clean-minded. She did not understand her exactly, for what mother can clearly understand any child; but she thought she read her well enough to know that she was in some indeterminate way forceful and able, like her father, and that she would naturally gravitate to what was worth while in life.

Had she any talent? Mrs. Dale really did not know. The girl had vague yearnings toward something which was anything but social in its quality. She did not care anything at all for most of the young men and women she met. She went about a great deal, but it was to ride and drive. Games of chance did not interest her. Drawing-room conversations were amusing to her, but not gripping. She liked interesting characters, able books, striking pictures. She had been particularly impressed with those of Eugenes; she had seen and had told her mother that they were wonderful. She loved poetry of high order, and was possessed of a boundless appetite for the ridiculous and the comic. An unexpected faux pas was apt to throw her into uncontrollable fits of laughter and the funny page selections of the current newspaper artists, when she could obtain them, amused her intensely. She was a student of character, and of her own mother, and was beginning to see clearly what were the motives that were prompting her mother in her attitude toward herself, quite as clearly as that person did herself and better. At bottom she was more talented than her mother, but in a different way. She was not, as yet, as self-controlled, or as understanding of current theories and beliefs as her mother, but she was artistic, emotional, excitable, in an intellectual way, and capable of high flights of fancy and of intense and fine appreciations. Her really sensuous beauty was nothing to her. She did not value it highly. She knew she was beautiful, and that men and boys were apt to go wild about her, but she did not care. They must not be so silly, she thought. She did not attempt to attract them in any way. On the contrary, she avoided every occasion of possible provocation. Her mother had told her plainly how susceptible men were, how little their promises meant, how careful she must be of her looks and actions. In consequence, she went her way as gaily and yet as inoffensively as she could, trying to avoid the sadness of entrancing anyone hopelessly and wondering what her career was to be. Then Eugene appeared.

With his arrival, Suzanne had almost unconsciously entered upon a new phase of her existence. She had seen all sorts of men in society, but those who were exclusively social were exceedingly wearisome to her. She had heard her mother say that it was an important thing to marry money and some man of high social standing, but who this man was to be and what he was to be like she did not know. She did not look upon the typical society men she had encountered as answering suitably to the term high. She had seen some celebrated wealthy men of influential families, but they did not appear to her really human enough to be considered. Most of them were cold, self-opinionated, ultra-artificial to her easy, poetic spirit. In the realms of real distinction were many men whom the papers constantly talked about, financiers, politicians, authors, editors, scientists, some of whom were in society, she understood, but most of whom were not. She had met a few of them as a girl might. Most of those she met, or saw, were old and cold and paid no attention to her whatever. Eugene had appeared trailing an atmosphere of distinction and acknowledged ability and he was young. He was good looking, too  laughing and gay. It seemed almost impossible at first to her that one so young and smiling should be so able, as her mother said. Afterwards, when she came to know him, she began to feel that he was more than able; that he could do anything he pleased. She had visited him once in his office, accompanied by her mother, and she had been vastly impressed by the great building, its artistic finish, Eugenes palatial surroundings. Surely he was the most remarkable young man she had ever known. Then came his incandescent attentions to her, his glowing, radiant presence and then  

Eugene speculated deeply on how he should proceed. All at once, after this night, the whole problem of his life came before him. He was married; he was highly placed socially, better than he had ever been before. He was connected closely with Colfax, so closely that he feared him, for Colfax, in spite of certain emotional vagaries of which Eugene knew, was intensely conventional. Whatever he did was managed in the most offhand way and with no intention of allowing his home life to be affected or disrupted. Winfield, whom also Mrs. Dale knew, was also conventional to outward appearances. He had a mistress, but she was held tightly in check, he understood. Eugene had seen her at the new casino, or a portion of it, the East Wing, recently erected at Blue Sea, and he had been greatly impressed with her beauty. She was smart, daring, dashing. Eugene looked at her then, wondering if the time would ever come when he could dare an intimacy of that character. So many married men did. Would he ever attempt it and succeed?

Now that he had met Suzanne, however, he had a different notion of all this, and it had come over him all at once. Heretofore in his dreams, he had fancied he might strike up an emotional relationship somewhere which would be something like Winfields towards Miss De Kalb, as she was known, and so satisfy the weary longing that was in him for something new and delightful in the way of a sympathetic relationship with beauty. Since seeing Suzanne, he wanted nothing of this, but only some readjustment or rearrangement of his life whereby he could have Suzanne and Suzanne only. Suzanne! Suzanne! Oh, that dream of beauty. How was he to obtain her, how free his life of all save a beautiful relationship with her? He could live with her forever and ever. He could, he could! Oh, this vision, this dream!

It was the Sunday following the dance that Suzanne and Eugene managed to devise another day together, which, though, it was one of those semi-accidental, semi-voiceless, but nevertheless not wholly thoughtless coincidences which sometimes come about without being wholly agreed upon or understood in the beginning, was nevertheless seized upon by them, accepted silently and semi-consciously, semi-unconsciously worked out together. Had they not been very strongly drawn to each other by now, this would not have happened at all. But they enjoyed it none the less. To begin with, Mrs. Dale was suffering from a sick headache the morning after. In the next place, Kinroy suggested to his friends to go for a lark to South Beach, which was one of the poorest and scrubbiest of all the beaches on Staten Island. In the next place, Mrs. Dale suggested that Suzanne be allowed to go and that perhaps Eugene would be amused. She rather trusted him as a guide and mentor.

Eugene said calmly that he did not object. He was eager to be anywhere alone with Suzanne, and he fancied that some opportunity would present itself whereby once they were there, they could be together, but he did not want to show it. Once more the car was called and they departed, being let off at one end of a silly panorama which stretched its shabby length for a mile along the shore. The chauffeur took the car back to the house, it being agreed that they could reach him by phone. The party started down the plank walk, but almost immediately, because of different interests, divided. Eugene and Suzanne stopped to shoot at a shooting gallery. Next they stopped at a cane rack to ring canes. Anything was delightful to Eugene which gave him an opportunity to observe his inamorata, to see her pretty face, her smile, and to hear her heavenly voice. She rung a cane for him. Every gesture of hers was perfection; every look a thrill of delight. He was walking in some elysian realm which had nothing to do with the tawdry evidence of life about him.

They followed the boardwalk southward, after a ride in the Devils Whirlpool, for by now Suzanne was caught in the persuasive subtlety of his emotion and could no more do as her honest judgment would have dictated than she could have flown. It needed some shock, some discovery to show her whither she was drifting and this was absent. They came to a new dance hall, where a few servant girls and their sweethearts were dancing, and for a lark Eugene proposed that they should enter. They danced together again, and though the surroundings were so poor and the music wretched, Eugene was in heaven.

Lets run away and go to the Terra-Marine, he suggested, thinking of a hotel farther south along the shore. It is so pleasant there. This is all so cheap.

Where is it? asked Suzanne.

Oh, about three miles south of here. We could almost walk there.

He looked down the long hot beach, but changed his mind.

I dont mind this, said Suzanne. Its so very bad that its good, you know. I like to see how these people enjoy themselves.

But it is so bad, argued Eugene. I wish I had your live, healthy attitude toward things. Still we wont go if you dont want to.

Suzanne paused, thinking. Should she run away with him? The others would be looking for them. No doubt they were already wondering where they had gone. Still it didnt make so much difference. Her mother trusted her with Eugene. They could go.

Well, she said finally, I dont care. Lets.

What will the others think? he said doubtfully.

Oh, they wont mind, she said. When theyre ready, theyll call the car. They know that I am with you. They know that I can get the car when I want it. Mama wont mind.

Eugene led the way back to a train which ran to Hugenot, their destination. He was beside himself with the idea of a day all alone with Suzanne. He did not stay to consider or give ear to a thought concerning Angela at home or how Mrs. Dale would view it. Nothing would come of it. It was not an outrageous adventure. They took the train south, and in a little while were in another world, on the veranda of a hotel that overlooked the sea. There were numerous autos of idlers like themselves in a court before the hotel. There was a great grassy lawn with swings covered by striped awnings of red and blue and green, and beyond that a pier with many little white launches anchored near. The sea was as smooth as glass and great steamers rode in the distance trailing lovely plumes of smoke. The sun was blazing hot, brilliant, but here on the cool porch waiters were serving pleasure lovers with food and drink. A quartette of negroes were singing. Suzanne and Eugene seated themselves in rockers at first to view the perfect day and later went down and sat in a swing. Unthinkingly, without words, these two were gradually gravitating toward each other under some spell which had no relationship to everyday life. Suzanne looked at him in the double seated swing where they sat facing each other and they smiled or jested aimlessly, voicing nothing of all the upward welling deep that was stirring within.

Was there ever such a day? said Eugene finally, and in a voice that was filled with extreme yearning. See that steamer out there. It looks like a little toy.

Yes, said Suzanne with a little gasp. She inhaled her breath as she pronounced this word which gave it an airy breathlessness which had a touch of demure pathos in it. Oh, it is perfect.

Your hair, he said. You dont know how nice you look. You fit this scene exactly.

Dont speak of me, she pleaded. I look so tousled. The wind in the train blew my hair so I ought to go the ladies dressing room and hunt up a maid.

Stay here, said Eugene. Dont go. It is all so lovely.

I wont now. I wish we might always sit here. You, just as you are there, and I here.

Did you ever read the Ode on a Grecian Urn?

Yes.

Do you remember the lines Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave?

Yes, yes, she answered ecstatically.

Bold lover, never, never canst thou kiss Though winning near the goal  yet, do not grieve; She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss, For ever wilt thou love and she be fair.

Dont, dont, she pleaded.

He understood. The pathos of that great thought was too much for her. It hurt her as it did him. What a mind!

They rocked and swung idly, he pushing with his feet at times in which labor she joined him. They strolled up the beach and sat down on a green clump of grass overlooking the sea. Idlers approached and passed. He laid his arm to her waist and held her hand, but something in her mood stayed him from any expression. Through dinner at the hotel it was the same and on the way to the train, for she wanted to walk through the dark. Under some tall trees, though, in the rich moonlight prevailing, he pressed her hand.

Oh, Suzanne, he said.

No, no, she breathed, drawing back.

Oh, Suzanne, he repeated, may I tell you?

No, no, she answered. Dont speak to me. Please dont. Lets just walk. You and I.

He hushed, for her voice, though sad and fearsome, was imperious. He could not do less than obey this mood.

They went to a little country farmhouse which ranged along the track in lieu of a depot, and sang a quaint air from some old-time comic opera.

Do you remember the first time when you came to play tennis with me? he asked.

Yes.

Do you know I felt a strange vibration before your coming and all during your playing. Did you?

Yes.

What is that, Suzanne?

I dont know.

Dont you want to know?

No, no, Mr. Witla, not now.

Mr. Witla?

It must be so.

Oh, Suzanne!

Lets just think, she pleaded, it is so beautiful.

They came to a station near Daleview, and walked over. On the way he slipped his arm about her waist, but, oh, so lightly.

Suzanne, he asked, with a terrible yearning ache in his heart, do you blame me? Can you?

Dont ask me, she pleaded, not now. No, no.

He tried to press her a little more closely.

Not now. I dont blame you.

He stopped as they neared the lawn and entered the house with a jesting air. Explanations about mixing in the crowd and getting lost were easy. Mrs. Dale smiled good naturedly. Suzanne went to her room.


CHAPTER VIII

Having involved himself thus far, seized upon and made his own this perfect flower of life, Eugene had but one thought, and that was to retain it. Now, of a sudden, had fallen from him all the weariness of years. To be in love again. To be involved in such a love, so wonderful, so perfect, so exquisite, it did not seem that life could really be so gracious as to have yielded him so much. What did it all mean, his upward rise during all these years? There had been seemingly but one triumph after another since the bitter days in Riverwood and after. The World, Summerfields, The Kalvin Company, The United Magazine Corporation, Winfield, his beautiful apartment on the drive. Surely the gods were good. What did they mean? To give him fame, fortune and Suzanne into the bargain? Could such a thing really be? How could it be worked out? Would fate conspire and assist him so that he could be free of Angela  or  

The thought of Angela to him in these days was a great pain. At bottom Eugene really did not dislike her, he never had. Years of living with her had produced an understanding and a relationship as strong and as keen as it might well be in some respects. Angela had always fancied since the Riverwood days that she really did not love Eugene truly any more  could not, that he was too self-centered and selfish; but this on her part was more of an illusion than a reality. She did care for him in an unselfish way from one point of view, in that she would sacrifice everything to his interests. From another point of view it was wholly selfish, for she wanted him to sacrifice everything for her in return. This he was not willing to do and had never been. He considered that his life was a larger thing than could be encompassed by any single matrimonial relationship. He wanted freedom of action and companionship, but he was afraid of Angela, afraid of society, in a way afraid of himself and what positive liberty might do to him. He felt sorry for Angela  for the intense suffering she would endure if he forced her in some way to release him  and at the same time he felt sorry for himself. The lure of beauty had never for one moment during all these years of upward mounting effort been stilled.

It is curious how things seem to conspire at times to produce a climax. One would think that tragedies like plants and flowers are planted as seeds and grow by various means and aids to a terrible maturity. Roses of hell are some lives, and they shine with all the lustre of infernal fires.

In the first place Eugene now began to neglect his office work thoroughly, for he could not fix his mind upon it any more than he could upon the affairs of the Sea Island Company, or upon his own home and Angelas illness. The morning after his South Beach experience with Suzanne and her curious reticence, he saw her for a little while upon the veranda of Daleview. She was not seemingly depressed, or at least, not noticeably so, and yet there was a gravity about her which indicated that a marked impression of some kind had been made upon her soul. She looked at him with wide frank eyes as she came out to him purposely to tell him that she was going with her mother and some friends to Tarrytown for the day.

I have to go, she said. Mamma has arranged it by phone.

Then I wont see you any more here?

No.

Do you love me, Suzanne?

Oh, yes, yes, she declared, and walked wearily to an angle of the wall where they could not be seen.

He followed her quickly, cautiously.

Kiss me, he said, and she put her lips to his in a distraught frightened way. Then she turned and walked briskly off and he admired the robust swinging of her body. She was not tall, like himself, or small like Angela, but middle sized, full bodied, vigorous. He imagined now that she had a powerful soul in her, capable of great things, full of courage and strength. Once she was a little older, she would be very forceful and full of strong, direct thought.

He did not see her again for nearly ten days, and by that time he was nearly desperate. He was wondering all the time how he was to arrange this. He could not go on in this haphazard way, seeing her occasionally. Why she might leave town for the fall a little later and then what would he do? If her mother heard she would take her off to Europe and then would Suzanne forget? What a tragedy that would be! No, before that should happen, he would run away with her. He would realize all his investments and get away. He could not live without her. He must have her at any cost. What did the United Magazine Corporation amount to, anyway? He was tired of that work. Angela might have the Sea Island Realty Companys stock, if he could not dispose of it advantageously, or if he could, he would make provision for her out of what he should receive. He had some ready money  a few thousand dollars. This and his art  he could still paint  would sustain them. He would go to England with Suzanne, or to France. They would be happy if she really loved him and he thought she did. All this old life could go its way. It was a dreary thing, anyhow, without love. These were his first thoughts.

Later, he came to have different ones, but this was after he had talked to Suzanne again. It was a difficult matter to arrange. In a fit of desperation he called up Daleview one day, and asked if Miss Suzanne Dale was there. A servant answered, and in answer to the who shall I say he gave the name of a young man that he knew Suzanne knew. When she answered he said: Listen, Suzanne! Can you hear very well?

Yes.

Do you recognize my voice?

Yes.

Please dont pronounce my name, will you?

No.

Suzanne, I am crazy to see you. It has been ten days now. Are you going to be in town long?

I dont know. I think so.

If anyone comes near you, Suzanne, simply hang up the receiver, and I will understand.

Yes.

If I came anywhere near your house in a car, could you come out and see me?

I dont know.

Oh, Suzanne!

Im not sure. Ill try. What time?

Do you know where the old fort road is, at Crystal Lake, just below you?

Yes.

Do you know where the ice house is near the road there?

Yes.

Could you come there?

What time?

At eleven tomorrow morning or two this afternoon or three.

I might at two today.

Oh, thank you for that. Ill wait for you, anyhow.

All right. Good-bye.

And she hung up the receiver.

Eugene rejoiced at the fortunate outcome of this effort without thinking at first of the capable manner in which she had handled the situation. Truly he said afterwards she must be very courageous to think so directly and act so quickly, for it must have been very trying to her. This love of his was so new. Her position was so very difficult. And yet, on this first call when she had been suddenly put in touch with him, she had shown no signs of trepidation. Her voice had been firm and even, much more so than his, for he was nervously excited. She had taken in the situation at once and fallen into the ruse quite readily. Was she as simple as she seemed? Yes and no. She was simply capable, he thought and her capability had acted through her simplicity instantly.

At two the same day Eugene was there. He gave as an excuse to his secretary that he was going out for a business conference with a well-known author whose book he wished to obtain, and, calling a closed auto, but one not his own, journeyed to the rendezvous. He asked the man to drive down the road, making runs of half a mile to and fro while he sat in the shade of a clump of trees out of view of the road. Presently Suzanne came, bright and fresh as the morning, beautiful in a light purple walking costume of masterly design. She had on a large soft brimmed hat with long feathers of the same shade which became her exquisitely. She walked with an air of grace and freedom, and yet when he looked into her eyes, he saw a touch of trouble there.

At last? he said signaling her and smiling. Come in here. My car is just up the road. Dont you think we had better get in? Its closed. We might be seen. How long can you stay?

He took her in his arms and kissed her eagerly while she explained that she could not stay long. She had said she was going to the library, which her mother had endowed, for a book. She must be there by half past three or four at the least.

Oh, we can talk a great deal by then, he said gaily. Here comes the car. Lets get in.

He looked cautiously about, hailed it, and they stepped in quickly as it drew up.

Perth Amboy, said Eugene, and they were off at high speed.

Once in the car all was perfect, for they could not be seen. He drew the shades partially and took her in his arms.

Oh, Suzanne, he said, how long it has seemed. How very long. Do you love me?

Yes, you know I do.

Suzanne, how shall we arrange this? Are you going away soon? I must see you oftener.

I dont know, she said. I dont know what mama is thinking of doing. I know she wants to go up to Lenox in the fall.

Oh, Pshaw! commented Eugene wearily.

Listen, Mr. Witla, said Suzanne thoughtfully. You know we are running a terrible risk. What if Mrs. Witla should find out, or mama? It would be terrible.

I know it, said Eugene. I suppose I ought not to be acting in this way. But, oh, Suzanne, I am wild about you. I am not myself any longer. I dont know what I am. I only know that I love you, love you, love you!

He gathered her in his arms and kissed her ecstatically. How sweet you look. How beautiful you are. Oh, flower face! Myrtle Bloom! Angel Eyes! Divine Fire! He hugged her in a long silent embrace, the while the car sped on.

But what about us? she asked, wide-eyed. You know we are running a terrible risk. I was just thinking this morning when you called me up. Its dangerous, you know.

Are you becoming sorry, Suzanne?

No.

Do you love me?

You know I do.

Then you will help me figure this out?

I want to. But listen, Mr. Witla, now listen to me. I want to tell you something. She was very solemn and quaint and sweet in this mood.

I will listen to anything, baby mine, but dont call me Mr. Witla. Call me Eugene, will you?

Well, now, listen to me, Mr.  Mr.  Eugene.

Not Mr. Eugene, just Eugene. Now say it. Eugene, he quoted his own name to her.

Now listen to me, Mr.  now, listen to me, Eugene, she at last forced herself to say, and Eugene stopped her lips with his mouth.

There, he said.

Now listen to me, she went on urgently, you know I am afraid mama will be terribly angry if she finds this out.

Oh, will she? interrupted Eugene jocosely.

Suzanne paid no attention to him.

We have to be very careful. She likes you so much now that if she doesnt come across anything direct, she will never think of anything. She was talking about you only this morning.

What was she saying?

Oh, what a nice man you are, and how able you are.

Oh, nothing like that, replied Eugene jestingly.

Yes, she did. And I think Mrs. Witla likes me. I can meet you sometimes when Im there, but we must be so careful. I mustnt stay out long today. I want to think things out, too. You know Im having a real hard time thinking about this.

Eugene smiled. Her innocence was so delightful to him, so naïve.

What do you mean by thinking things out, Suzanne? asked Eugene curiously. He was interested in the workings of her young mind, which seemed so fresh and wonderful to him. It was so delightful to find this paragon of beauty so responsive, so affectionate and helpful and withal so thoughtful. She was somewhat like a delightful toy to him, and he held her as reverently in awe as though she were a priceless vase.

You know I want to think what Im doing. I have to. It seems so terrible to me at times and yet you know, you know  

I know what? he asked, when she paused.

I dont know why I shouldnt if I want to  if I love you.

Eugene looked at her curiously. This attempt at analysis of life, particularly in relation to so trying and daring a situation as this, astonished him. He had fancied Suzanne more or less thoughtless and harmless as yet, big potentially, but uncertain and vague. Here she was thinking about this most difficult problem almost more directly than he was and apparently with more courage. He was astounded, but more than that, intensely interested. What had become of her terrific fright of ten days before? What was it she was thinking about exactly?

What a curious girl you are, he said.

Why am I? she asked.

Because you are. I didnt think you could think so keenly yet. I thought you would some day. But, how have you reasoned this out?

Did you ever read Anna Karénina? she asked him meditatively.

Yes, he said, wondering that she should have read it at her age.

What did you think of that?

Oh, it shows what happens, as a rule, when you fly in the face of convention, he said easily, wondering at the ability of her brain.

Do you think things must happen that way?

No, I dont think they must happen that way. There are lots of cases where people do go against the conventions and succeed. I dont know. It appears to be all a matter of time and chance. Some do and some dont. If you are strong enough or clever enough to get away with it, as they say, you will. If you arent, you wont. What makes you ask?

Well, she said, pausing, her lips parted, her eyes fixed on the floor, I was thinking that it neednt necessarily be like that, do you think? It could be different?

Yes, it could be, he said thoughtfully, wondering if it really could.

Because if it couldnt, she went on, the price would be too high. It isnt worth while.

You mean, you mean, he said, looking at her, that you would. He was thinking that she was deliberately contemplating making a sacrifice of herself for him. Something in her thoughtful, self-debating, meditative manner made him think so.

Suzanne looked out of the window and slowly nodded her head. Yes, she said, solemnly, if it could be arranged. Why not? I dont see why.

Her face was a perfect blossom of beauty, as she spoke. Eugene wondered whether he was waking or sleeping. Suzanne reasoning so! Suzanne reading Anna Karénina and philosophizing so! Basing a course of action on theorizing in connection with books and life, and in the face of such terrible evidence as Anna Karénina presented to the contrary of this proposition. Would wonders ever cease?

You know, she said after a time, I think mama wouldnt mind, Eugene. She likes you. Ive heard her say so lots of times. Besides Ive heard her talk this way about other people. She thinks people oughtnt to marry unless they love each other very much. I dont think she thinks its necessary for people to marry at all unless they want to. We might live together if we wished, you know.

Eugene himself had heard Mrs. Dale question the marriage system, but only in a philosophic way. He did not take much stock in her social maunderings. He did not know what she might be privately saying to Suzanne, but he did not believe it could be very radical, or at least seriously so.

Dont you take any stock in what your mother says, Suzanne, he observed, studying her pretty face. She doesnt mean it, at least, she doesnt mean it as far as you are concerned. Shes merely talking. If she thought anything were going to happen to you, shed change her mind pretty quick.

No, I dont think so, replied Suzanne thoughtfully. You know, I think I know mama better than she knows herself. She always talks of me as a little girl, but I can rule her in lots of things. Ive done it.

Eugene stared at Suzanne in amazement. He could scarcely believe his ears. She was beginning so early to think so deeply on the social and executive sides of life. Why should her mind be trying to dominate her mothers?

Suzanne, he observed, you must be careful what you do or say. Dont rush into talking of this pellmell. Its dangerous. I love you, but we shall have to go slow. If Mrs. Witla should learn of this, she would be crazy. If your mother should suspect, she would take you away to Europe somewhere, very likely. Then I wouldnt get to see you at all.

Oh, no, she wouldnt, replied Suzanne determinedly. You know, I know mama better than you think I do. I can rule her, I tell you. I know I can. Ive done it.

She tossed her head in an exquisitely pretty way which upset Eugenes reasoning faculties. He could not think and look at her.

Suzanne, he said, drawing her to him. You are exquisite, extreme, the last word in womanhood for me. To think of your reasoning so  you, Suzanne.

Why, why, she asked, with pretty parted lips and uplifted eyebrows, why shouldnt I think?

Oh, yes, certainly, we all do, but not so deeply, necessarily, Flower Face.

Well, we must think now, she said simply.

Yes, we must think now, he replied; would you really share a studio with me if I were to take one? I dont know of any other way quite at present.

I would, if I knew how to manage it, she replied. Mama is queer. Shes so watchful. She thinks Im a child and you know I am not at all. I dont understand mama. She talks one thing and does another. I would rather do and not talk. Dont you think so? He stared. Still, I think I can fix it. Leave it to me.

And if you can youll come to me?

Oh, yes, yes, exclaimed Suzanne ecstatically, turning to him all at once and catching his face between her hands. Oh!  she looked into his eyes and dreamed.

But we must be careful, he cautioned. We musnt do anything rash.

I wont, said Suzanne.

And I wont, of course, he replied.

They paused again while he watched her.

I might make friends with Mrs. Witla, she observed, after a time. She likes me, doesnt she?

Yes, said Eugene.

Mama doesnt object to my going up there, and I could let you know.

Thats all right. Do that, said Eugene. Oh, please do, if you can. Did you notice whose name I used today?

Yes, she said. You know Mr. Witla, Eugene, I thought you might call me up?

Did you? he asked, smiling.

Yes.

You give me courage, Suzanne, he said, drawing close to her. Youre so confident, so apparently carefree. The world hasnt touched your spirit.

When Im away from you, though, Im not so courageous, she replied. Ive been thinking terrible things. I get frightened sometimes.

But you mustnt, sweet, I need you so. Oh, how I need you.

She looked at him, and for the first time smoothed his hair with her hand.

You know, Eugene, youre just like a boy to me.

Do I seem so? he asked, comforted greatly.

I couldnt love you as I do if you werent.

He drew her to him again and kissed her anew.

Cant we repeat these rides every few days? he asked.

Yes, if Im here, maybe.

Its all right to call you up if I use another name?

Yes, I think so.

Lets choose new names for each, so that well know whos calling. You shall be Jenny Lind and I Allan Poe. Then they fell to ardent love-making until the time came when they had to return. For him, so far as work was concerned, the afternoon was gone.


CHAPTER IX

There followed now a series of meetings contrived with difficulty, fraught with danger, destructive of his peace of mind, of his recently acquired sense of moral and commercial responsibility, of the sense of singleness of purpose and interest in his editorial and publishing world, which had helped him so much recently. The meetings nevertheless were full of such intense bliss for him that it seemed as though he were a thousand times repaid for all the subtlety and folly he was practicing. There were times when he came to the ice house in a hired car, others when she notified him by phone or note to his office of times when she was coming in to town to stay. He took her in his car one afternoon to Blue Sea when he was sure no one would encounter him. He persuaded Suzanne to carry a heavy veil, which could be adjusted at odd moments. Another time  several, in fact she came to the apartment in Riverside Drive, ostensibly to see how Mrs. Witla was getting along, but really, of course, to see Eugene. Suzanne did not really care so much for Angela, although she did not dislike her. She thought she was an interesting woman, though perhaps not a happy mate for Eugene. The latter had told her not so much that he was unhappy as that he was out of love. He loved her now, Suzanne, and only her.

The problem as to where this relationship was to lead to was complicated by another problem, which Eugene knew nothing of, but which was exceedingly important. For Angela, following the career of Eugene with extreme pleasure and satisfaction on the commercial side, and fear and distrust on the social and emotional sides, had finally decided to risk the uncertain outcome of a child in connection with Eugene and herself, and to give him something which would steady his life and make him realize his responsibilities and offer him something gladdening besides social entertainment and the lure of beauty in youth. She had never forgotten the advice which Mrs. Sanifore and her physician had given her in Philadelphia, nor had she ever ceased her cogitations as to what the probable effect of a child would be. Eugene needed something of this sort to balance him. His position in the world was too tenuous, his temperament too variable. A child  a little girl, she hoped, for he always liked little girls and made much of them  would quiet him. If she could only have a little girl now!

Some two months before her illness, while Eugene was becoming, all unsuspected by her, so frenzied about Suzanne, she had relaxed, or rather abandoned, her old-time precautions entirely, and had recently begun to suspect that her fears, or hopes, or both, were about to be realized. Owing to her subsequent illness and its effect on her heart, she was not very happy now. She was naturally very uncertain as to the outcome as well as to how Eugene would take it. He had never expressed a desire for a child, but she had no thought of telling him as yet, for she wanted to be absolutely sure. If she were not correct in her suspicions, and got well, he would attempt to dissuade her for the future. If she were, he could not help himself. Like all women in that condition, she was beginning to long for sympathy and consideration and to note more keenly the drift of Eugenes mind toward a world which did not very much concern her. His interest in Suzanne had puzzled her a little, though she was not greatly troubled about her because Mrs. Dale appeared to be so thoughtful about her daughter. Times were changing. Eugene had been going out much alone. A child would help. It was high time it came.

When Suzanne had started coming with her mother, Angela thought nothing of it; but on the several occasions when Suzanne called during her illness, and Eugene had been present, she felt as though there might easily spring up something between them. Suzanne was so charming. Once as she lay thinking after Suzanne had left the room to go into the studio for a few moments, she heard Eugene jesting with her and laughing keenly. Suzannes laugh, or gurgling giggle, was most infectious. It was so easy, too, for Eugene to make her laugh, for his type of jesting was to her the essence of fun. It seemed to her that there was something almost overgay in the way they carried on. On each occasion when she was present, Eugene proposed that he take Suzanne home in his car, and this set her thinking.

There came a time when, Angela being well enough from her rheumatic attack, Eugene invited a famous singer, a tenor, who had a charming repertoire of songs, to come to his apartment and sing. He had met him at a social affair in Brooklyn with which Winfield had something to do. A number of people were invited  Mrs. Dale, Suzanne, and Kinroy, among others; but Mrs. Dale could not come, and as Suzanne had an appointment for the next morning, Sunday, in the city, she decided to stay at the Witlas. This pleased Eugene immensely. He had bought a sketching book which he had begun to fill with sketches of Suzanne from memory and these he wanted to show her. Besides, he wanted her to hear this singers beautiful voice.

The company was interesting. Kinroy brought Suzanne early and left. Eugene and Suzanne, after she had exchanged greetings with Angela, sat out on the little stone balcony overlooking the river and exchanged loving thoughts. He was constantly holding her hand when no one was looking and stealing kisses. After a time the company began to arrive, and finally the singer himself. The trained nurse, with Eugenes assistance, helped Angela forward, who listened enraptured to the songs. Suzanne and Eugene, swept by the charm of some of them, looked at each other with that burning gaze which love alone understands. To Eugene Suzannes face was a perfect flower of hypnotic influence. He could scarcely keep his eyes off her for a moment at a time. The singer ceased, the company departed. Angela was left crying over the beauty of The Erlking, the last song rendered. She went back to her room, and Suzanne ostensibly departed for hers. She came out to say a few final words to Mrs. Witla, then came through the studio to go to her own room again. Eugene was there waiting. He caught her in his arms, kissing her silently. They pretended to strike up a conventional conversation, and he invited her to sit out on the stone balcony for a few last moments. The moon was so beautiful over the river.

Dont! she said, when he gathered her in his arms, in the shadow of the night outside. She might come.

No, he said eagerly.

They listened, but there was no sound. He began an easy pretence to talk, the while stroking her pretty arm, which was bare. Insanity over her beauty, the loveliness of the night, the charm of the music, had put him beside himself. He drew her into his arms in spite of her protest, only to have Angela suddenly appear at the other end of the room where the door was. There was no concealing anything she saw. She came rapidly forward, even as Suzanne jumped up, a sickening rage in her heart, a sense of her personal condition strong in her mind, a sense of something terrible and climacteric in the very air, but she was still too ill to risk a great demonstration or to declare herself fully. It seemed now once more the whole world had fallen about her ears, for because of her plans and in spite of all her suspicions, she had not been ready to believe that Eugene would really trespass again. She had come to surprise him, if possible, but she had not actually expected to, had hoped not to. Here was this beautiful girl, the victim of his wiles, and here was she involved by her own planning, while Eugene, shame-faced, she supposed, stood by ready to have this ridiculous liaison nipped in the bud. She did not propose to expose herself to Suzanne if she could help it, but sorrow for herself, shame for him, pity for Suzanne in a way, the desire to preserve the shell of appearances, which was now, after this, so utterly empty for her though so important for the child, caused her to swell with her old-time rage, and yet to hold it in check. Six years before she would have raged to his face, but time had softened her in this respect. She did not see the value of brutal words.

Suzanne, she said, standing erect in the filtered gloom of the room which was still irradiated by the light of the moon in the west, how could you! I thought so much better of you.

Her face, thinned by her long illness and her brooding over her present condition, was still beautiful in a spiritual way. She wore a pale yellow and white flowered dressing gown of filmy, lacy texture, and her long hair, done in braids by the nurse, was hanging down her back like the Gretchen she was to him years before. Her hands were thin and pale, but artistic, and her face drawn in all the wearisome agony of a mater dolorosa.

Why, why, exclaimed Suzanne, terribly shaken out of her natural fine poise for the moment but not forgetful of the dominating thought in her mind, I love him; thats why, Mrs. Witla.

Oh, no, you dont! you only think you love him, as so many women have before you, Suzanne, said Angela frozenly, the thought of the coming child always with her. If she had only told him before! Oh, shame, in my house, and you a young, supposedly innocent girl! What do you suppose your mother would think if I should call her up and tell her now? Or your brother? You knew he was a married man. I might excuse you if it werent for that if you hadnt known me and hadnt accepted my hospitality. As for him, there is no need of my talking to him. This is an old story with him, Suzanne. He has done this with other women before you, and he will do it with other women after you. It is one of the things I have to bear for having married a man of so-called talent. Dont think, Suzanne, when you tell me you love him, that you tell me anything new. I have heard that story before from other women. You are not the first, and you will not be the last.

Suzanne looked at Eugene inquiringly, vaguely, helplessly, wondering if all this were so.

Eugene hardened under Angelas cutting accusation, but he was not at all sure at first what he ought to do. He wondered for the moment whether he ought not to abandon Suzanne and fall back into his old state, dreary as it might seem to him; but the sight of her pretty face, the sound of Angelas cutting voice, determined him quickly. Angela, he began, recovering his composure the while Suzanne contemplated him, why do you talk that way? You know that what you say isnt true. There was one other woman. I will tell Suzanne about her. There were several before I married you. I will tell her about them. But my life is a shell, and you know it. This apartment is a shell. Absolutely it means nothing at all to me. There has been no love between us, certainly not on my part, for years, and you know that. You have practically confessed to me from time to time that you do not care for me. I havent deceived this girl. I am glad to tell her now how things stand.

How things stand! How things stand! exclaimed Angela, blazing and forgetting herself for the moment. Will you tell her what an excellent, faithful husband you have made me? Will you tell her how honestly you have kept your word pledged to me at the altar? Will you tell her how I have worked and sacrificed for you through all these years? How I have been repaid by just such things as this? Im sorry for you, Suzanne, more than anything else, went on Angela, wondering whether she should tell Eugene here and now of her condition but fearing he would not believe it. It seemed so much like melodrama. You are just a silly little girl duped by an expert man, who thinks he loves you for a little while, but who really doesnt. He will get over it. Tell me frankly what do you expect to get out of it all? You cant marry him. I wont give him a divorce. I cant, as he will know later, and he has no grounds for obtaining one. Do you expect to be his mistress? You have no hope of ever being anything else. Isnt that a nice ambition for a girl of your standing? And you are supposed to be virtuous! Oh, I am ashamed of you, if you are not! I am sorry for your mother. I am astonished to think that you would so belittle yourself.

Suzanne had heard the I cant, but she really did not know how to interpret it. It had never occurred to her that there could ever be a child here to complicate matters. Eugene told her that he was unhappy, that there was nothing between him and Angela and never could be.

But I love him, Mrs. Witla, said Suzanne simply and rather dramatically. She was tense, erect, pale and decidedly beautiful. It was a great problem to have so quickly laid upon her shoulders.

Dont talk nonsense, Suzanne! said Angela angrily and desperately. Dont deceive yourself and stick to a silly pose. You are acting now. Youre talking as you think you ought to talk, as you have seen people talk in plays. This is my husband. You are in my home. Come, get your things. I will call up your mother and tell her how things stand, and she will send her auto for you.

Oh, no, said Suzanne, you cant do that! I cant go back there, if you tell her. I must go out in the world and get something to do until I can straighten out my own affairs. I wont be able to go home any more. Oh, what shall I do?

Be calm, Suzanne, said Eugene determinedly, taking her hand and looking at Angela defiantly. She isnt going to call up your mother, and she isnt going to tell your mother. You are going to stay here, as you intended, and tomorrow you are going where you thought you were going.

Oh, no, she isnt! said Angela angrily, starting for the phone. She is going home. Im going to call her mother.

Suzanne stirred nervously. Eugene put his hand in hers to reassure her.

Oh, no, you arent, he said determinedly. She isnt going home, and you are not going to touch that phone. If you do, a number of things are going to happen, and they are going to happen quick.

He moved between her and the telephone receiver, which hung in the hall outside the studio and toward which she was edging.

Angela paused at the ominous note in his voice, the determined quality of his attitude. She was surprised and amazed at the almost rough manner in which he put her aside. He had taken Suzannes hand, he, her husband, and was begging her to be calm.

Oh, Eugene, said Angela desperately, frightened and horrified, her anger half melted in her fears, you dont know what you are doing! Suzanne doesnt. She wont want anything to do with you when she does. Young as she is, she will have too much womanhood.

What are you talking about? asked Eugene desperately. He had no idea of what Angela was driving at, not the faintest suspicion. What are you talking about? he repeated grimly.

Let me say just one word to you alone, not here before Suzanne, just one, and then perhaps you will be willing to let her go home tonight.

Angela was subtle in this, a little bit wicked. She was not using her advantage in exactly the right spirit.

What is it? demanded Eugene sourly, expecting some trick. He had so long gnawed at the chains which bound him that the thought of any additional lengths which might be forged irritated him greatly. Why cant you tell it here? What difference can it make?

It ought to make all the difference in the world. Let me say it to you alone.

Suzanne, who wondered what it could be, walked away. She was wondering what it was that Angela had to tell. The latters manner was not exactly suggestive of the weighty secret she bore. When Suzanne was gone, Angela whispered to him.

Its a lie! said Eugene vigorously, desperately, hopelessly. Its something youve trumped up for the occasion. Its just like you to say that, to do it! Pah! I dont believe it. Its a lie! Its a lie! You know its a lie!

Its the truth! said Angela angrily, pathetically, outraged in her every nerve and thought by the reception which this fact had received, and desperate to think that the announcement of a coming child by him should be received in this manner under such circumstances that it should be forced from her as a last resort, only to be received with derision and scorn. Its the truth, and you ought to be ashamed to say that to me. What can I expect from a man, though, who would introduce another woman into his own home as you have tonight? To think that she should be reduced to such a situation as this so suddenly! It was impossible to argue it with him here. She was ashamed now that she had introduced it at this time. He would not believe her, anyhow now, she saw that. It only enraged him and her. He was too wild. This seemed to infuriate him  to condemn her in his mind as a trickster and a sharper, someone who was using unfair means to hold him. He almost jumped away from her in disgust, and she realized that she had struck an awful blow which apparently, to him, had some elements of unfairness in it.

Wont you have the decency after this to send her away? she pleaded aloud, angrily, eagerly, bitterly.

Eugene was absolutely in a fury of feeling. If ever he thoroughly hated and despised Angela, he did so at that moment. To think that she should have done anything like this! To think that she should have complicated this problem of weariness of her with a thing like this! How cheap it was, how shabby! It showed the measure of the woman, to bring a child into the world, regardless of the interests of the child, in order to hold him against his will. Damn! Hell! God damn such a complicated, rotten world! No, she was lying. She could not hold him that way. It was a horrible, low, vile trick. He would have nothing to do with her. He would show her. He would leave her. He would show her that this sort of thing would not work with him. It was like every other petty thing she had ever done. Never, never, never, would he let this stand in the way. Oh, what a mean, cruel, wretched thing to do!

Suzanne came back while they were arguing. She half suspected what it was all about, but she did not dare to act or think clearly. The events of this night were too numerous, too complicated. Eugene had said so forcibly it was a lie whatever it was, that she half believed him. That was a sign surely of the little affection that existed between him and Angela. Angela was not crying. Her face was hard, white, drawn.

I cant stay here, said Suzanne dramatically to Eugene. I will go somewhere. I had better go to a hotel for the night. Will you call a car?

Listen to me, Suzanne, said Eugene vigorously and determinedly. You love me, dont you?

You know I do, she replied.

Angela stirred sneeringly.

Then you will stay here. I want you to pay no attention to anything she may say or declare. She has told me a lie tonight. I know why. Dont let her deceive you. Go to your room and your bed. I want to talk to you tomorrow. There is no need of your leaving tonight. There is plenty of room here. Its silly. Youre here now  stay.

But I dont think Id better stay, said Suzanne nervously.

Eugene took her hand reassuringly.

Listen to me, he began.

But she wont stay, said Angela.

But she will, said Eugene; and if she dont stay, she goes with me. I will take her home.

Oh, no, you wont! replied Angela.

Listen, said Eugene angrily. This isnt six years ago, but now. Im master of this situation, and she stays here. She stays here, or she goes with me and you look to the future as best you may. I love her. Im not going to give her up, and if you want to make trouble, begin now. The house comes down on your head, not mine.

Oh! said Angela, half terrified, what do I hear?

Just that. Now you go to your room. Suzanne will go to hers. I will go to mine. We will not have any more fighting here tonight. The jig is up. The die is cast. Im through. Suzanne comes to me, if she will.

Angela walked to her room through the studio, stricken by the turn things had taken, horrified by the thoughts in her mind, unable to convince Eugene, unable to depose Suzanne, her throat dry and hot, her hands shaking, her heart beating fitfully; she felt as if her brain would burst, her heart break actually, not emotionally. She thought Eugene had gone crazy, and yet now, for the first time in her married life, she realized what a terrible mistake she had made in always trying to drive him. It hadnt worked tonight, her rage, her domineering, critical attitude. It had failed her completely, and also this scheme, this beautiful plan, this trump card on which she had placed so much reliance for a happy life, this child which she had hoped to play so effectively. He didnt believe her. He wouldnt even admit its possibility. He didnt admire her for it. He despised her! He looked on it as a trick. Oh, what an unfortunate thing it had been to mention it! And yet Suzanne must understand, she must know, she would never countenance anything like this. But what would he do? He was positively livid with rage. What fine auspices these were under which to usher a child into the world! She stared feverishly before her, and finally began to cry hopelessly.

Eugene stood in the hall beside Suzanne after she had gone. His face was drawn, his eyes hunted, his hair tousled. He looked grim and determined in his way, stronger than he had ever looked before.

Suzanne, he said, taking the latter by her two arms and staring into her eyes, she has told me a lie, a lie, a cold, mean, cruel lie. Shell tell it you shortly. She says she is with child by me. It isnt so. She couldnt have one. If she did, it would kill her. She would have had one long ago if she could have. I know her. She thinks this will frighten me. She thinks it will drive you away. Will it? Its a lie, do you hear me, whatever she says. Its a lie, and she knows it. Ough! He dropped her left arm and pulled at his neck. I cant stand this. You wont leave me. You wont believe her, will you?

Suzanne stared into his distraught face, his handsome, desperate, significant eyes. She saw the woe there, the agony, and was sympathetic. He seemed wonderfully worthy of love, unhappy, unfortunately pursued; and yet she was frightened. Still she had promised to love him.

No, she said fixedly, her eyes speaking a dramatic confidence.

You wont leave here tonight?

No.

She smoothed his cheek with her hand.

You will come and walk with me in the morning? I have to talk with you.

Yes.

Dont be afraid. Just lock your door if you are. She wont bother you. She wont do anything. She is afraid of me. She may want to talk with you, but I am close by. Do you still love me?

Yes.

Will you come to me if I can arrange it?

Yes.

Even in the face of what she says?

Yes; I dont believe her. I believe you. What difference could it make, anyhow? You dont love her.

No, he said; no, no, no! I never have. He drew her into his arms wearily, relievedly. Oh, Flower Face, he said, dont give me up! Dont grieve. Try not to, anyhow. I have been bad, as she says, but I love you. I love you, and I will stake all on that. If all this must fall about our heads, then let it fall. I love you.

Suzanne stroked his cheek with her hands nervously. She was deathly pale, frightened, but somehow courageous through it all. She caught strength from his love.

I love you, she said.

Yes, he replied. You wont give me up?

No, I wont, she said, not really understanding the depth of her own mood. I will be true.

Things will be better tomorrow, he said, somewhat more quietly. We will be calmer. We will walk and talk. You wont leave without me?

No.

Please dont; for I love you, and we must talk and plan.


CHAPTER X

The introduction of this astonishing fact in connection with Angela was so unexpected, so morally diverting and peculiar that though Eugene denied it, half believed she was lying, he was harassed by the thought that she might be telling the truth. It was so unfair, though, was all he could think, so unkind! It never occurred to him that it was accidental, as indeed it was not, but only that it was a trick, sharp, cunning, ill-timed for him, just the thing calculated to blast his career and tie him down to the old régime when he wanted most to be free. A new life was dawning for him now. For the first time in his life he was to have a woman after his own heart, so young, so beautiful, so intellectual, so artistic! With Suzanne by his side, he was about to plumb the depths of all the joys of living. Without her, life was to be dark and dreary, and here was Angela coming forward at the critical moment disrupting this dream as best she could by the introduction of a child that she did not want, and all to hold him against his will. If ever he hated her for trickery and sharp dealing, he did so now. What would the effect on Suzanne be? How would he convince her that it was a trick? She must understand; she would. She would not let this miserable piece of chicanery stand between him and her. He turned in his bed wearily after he had gone to it, but he could not sleep. He had to say something, do something. So he arose, slipped on a dressing gown, and went to Angelas room.

That distraught soul, for all her determination and fighting capacity, was enduring for the second time in her life the fires of hell. To think that in spite of all her work, her dreams, this recent effort to bring about peace and happiness, perhaps at the expense of her own life, she was compelled to witness a scene like this. Eugene was trying to get free. He was obviously determined to do so. This scandalous relationship, when had it begun? Would her effort to hold him fail? It looked that way, and yet surely Suzanne, when she knew, when she understood, would leave him. Any woman would.

Her head ached, her hands were hot, she fancied she might be suffering a terrible nightmare, she was so sick and weak; but, no, this was her room. A little while ago she was sitting in her husbands studio, surrounded by friends, the object of much solicitude, Eugene apparently considerate and thoughtful of her, a beautiful programme being rendered for their special benefit. Now she was lying here in her room, a despised wife, an outcast from affection and happiness, the victim of some horrible sorcery of fate whereby another woman stood in her place in Eugenes affection. To see Suzanne, proud in her young beauty, confronting her with bold eyes, holding her husbands hand, saying in what seemed to her to be brutal, or insane, or silly melodramatic make-believe, But I love him, Mrs. Witla, was maddening. Oh, God! Oh, God! Would her tortures never cease? Must all her beautiful dreams come to nothing? Would Eugene leave her, as he so violently said a little while ago? She had never seen him like this. It was terrible to see him so determined, so cold and brutal. His voice had actually been harsh and guttural, something she had never known before in him.

She trembled as she thought, and then great flashes of rage swept her only to be replaced by rushes of fear. She was in such a terrific position. The woman was with him, young, defiant, beautiful. She had heard him call to her, had heard them talking. Once she thought that now would be the time to murder him, Suzanne, herself, the coming life and end it all; but at this critical moment, having been sick and having grown so much older, with this problem of the coming life before her, she had no chart to go by. She tried to console herself with the thought that he must abandon his course, that he would when the true force of what she had revealed had had time to sink home; but it had not had time yet. Would it before he did anything rash? Would it before he had completely compromised himself and Suzanne? Judging from her talk and his, he had not as yet, or she thought not. What was he going to do? What was he going to do?

Angela feared as she lay there that in spite of her revelation he might really leave her immediately. There might readily spring a terrible public scandal out of all this. The mockery of their lives laid bare; the fate of the child jeopardized; Eugene, Suzanne, and herself disgraced, though she had little thought for Suzanne. Suzanne might get him, after all. She might accidentally be just hard and cold enough. The world might possibly forgive him. She herself might die! What an end, after all her dreams of something bigger, better, surer! Oh, the pity, the agony of this! The terror and horror of a wrecked life!

And then Eugene came into the room.

He was haggard, stormy-eyed, thoughtful, melancholy, as he entered. He stood in the doorway first, intent, then clicked a little night-lamp button which threw on a very small incandescent light near the head of Angelas bed, and then sat down in a rocking-chair which the nurse had placed near the medicine table. Angela had so much improved that no night nurse was needed  only a twelve-hour one.

Well, he said solemnly but coldly, when he saw her pale, distraught, much of her old, youthful beauty still with her, you think you have scored a splendid trick, dont you? You think you have sprung a trap? I simply came in here to tell you that you havent  that you have only seen the beginning of the end. You say you are going to have a child. I dont believe it. Its a lie, and you know its a lie. You saw that there was an end coming to all this state of weariness some time, and this is your answer. Well, youve played one trick too many, and youve played it in vain. You lose. I win this time. Im going to be free now, I want to say to you, and I am going to be free if I have to turn everything upside down. I dont care if there were seventeen prospective children instead of one. Its a lie, in the first place; but if it isnt, its a trick, and Im not going to be tricked any longer. Ive had all I want of domination and trickery and cheap ideas. Im through now, do you hear me? Im through.

He felt his forehead with a nervous hand. His head ached, he was half sick. This was such a dreary pit to find himself in, this pit of matrimony, chained by a domineering wife and a trickily manœuvred child. His child! What a mockery at this stage of his life! How he hated the thought of that sort of thing, how cheap it all seemed!

Angela, who was wide-eyed, flushed, exhausted, lying staring on her pillow, asked in a weary, indifferent voice: What do you want me to do, Eugene, leave you?

Ill tell you, Angela, he said sepulchrally, I dont know what I want you to do just at this moment. The old life is all over. Its as dead as dead can be. For eleven or twelve years now I have lived with you, knowing all the while that I was living a lie. I have never really loved you since we were married. You know that. I may have loved you in the beginning, yes, I did, and at Blackwood, but that was a long, long while ago. I never should have married you. It was a mistake, but I did, and Ive paid for it, inch by inch. You have, too. You have insisted all along that I ought to love you. You have browbeaten and abused me for something I could no more do than I could fly. Now, at this last minute, you introduce a child to hold me. I know why you have done it. You imagine that in some way you have been appointed by God to be my mentor and guardian. Well, I tell you now that you havent. Its all over. If there were fifty children, its all over. Suzanne isnt going to believe any such cheap story as that, and if she did she wouldnt leave me. She knows why you do it. All the days of weariness are over for me, all the days of being afraid. Im not an ordinary man, and Im not going to live an ordinary life. You have always insisted on holding me down to the little, cheap conventions as you have understood them. Out in Wisconsin, out in Blackwood. Nothing doing. Its all over from now on. Everythings over. This house, my job, my real estate deal  everything. I dont care what your condition is. I love this girl in there, and Im going to have her. Do you hear me? I love her, and Im going to have her. Shes mine. She suits me. I love her, and no power under God is going to stay me. Now you think this child proposition you have fixed up is going to stay me, but you are going to find out that it cant, that it wont. Its a trick, and I know it, and you know it. Its too late. It might have last year, or two years ago, or three, but it wont work now. You have played your last card. That girl in there belongs to me, and Im going to have her.

Again he smoothed his face in a weary way, pausing to sway the least bit in his chair. His teeth were set, his eyes hard. Consciously he realized that it was a terrible situation that confronted him, hard to wrestle with.

Angela gazed at him with the eyes of one who is not quite sure that she even sees aright. She knew that Eugene had developed. He had become stronger, more urgent, more defiant, during all these years in which he had been going upward. He was no more like the Eugene who had clung to her for companionship in the dark days at Biloxi and elsewhere than a child is like a grown man. He was harder, easier in his manner, more indifferent, and yet, until now, there had never been a want of traces of the old Eugene. What had become of them so suddenly? Why was he so raging, so bitter? This girl, this foolish, silly, selfish girl, with her Circe gift of beauty, by tolerance of his suit, by yielding, perhaps by throwing herself at Eugenes head, had done this thing. She had drawn him away from her in spite of the fact that they had appeared to be happily mated. Suzanne did not know that they were not. In this mood he might actually leave her, even as she was, with child. It depended on the girl. Unless she could influence her, unless she could bring pressure to bear in some way, Eugene might readily be lost to her, and then what a tragedy! She could not afford to have him go now. Why, in six months  ! She shivered at the thought of all the misery a separation would entail. His position, their child, society, this apartment. Dear God, it would drive her crazy if he were to desert her now!

Oh, Eugene, she said quite sadly and without any wrath in her voice at this moment, for she was too torn, terrified and disheveled in spirit to feel anything save a haunting sense of fear, you dont know what a terrible mistake you are making. I did do this thing on purpose, Eugene. It is true. Long ago in Philadelphia with Mrs. Sanifore I went to a physician to see if it were possible that I might have a child. You know that I always thought that I couldnt. Well, he told me that I could. I went because I thought that you needed something like that, Eugene, to balance you. I knew you didnt want one. I thought you would be angry when I told you. I didnt act on it for a long while. I didnt want one myself. I hoped that it might be a little girl if ever there was one, because I know that you like little girls. It seems silly now in the face of what has happened tonight. I see what a mistake I have made. I see what the mistake is, but I didnt mean it evilly, Eugene. I didnt. I wanted to hold you, to bind you to me in some way, to help you. Do you utterly blame me, Eugene? Im your wife, you know.

He stirred irritably, and she paused, scarcely knowing how to go on. She could see how terribly irritated he was, how sick at heart, and yet she resented this attitude on his part. It was so hard to endure when all along she had fancied that she had so many just claims on him, moral, social, other claims, which he dare not ignore. Here she was now, sick, weary, pleading with him for something that ought justly be hers  and this coming childs!

Oh, Eugene, she said quite sadly, and still without any wrath in her voice, please think before you make a mistake. You dont really love this girl, you only think you do. You think she is beautiful and good and sweet and you are going to tear everything up and leave me, but you dont love her, and you are going to find it out. You dont love anyone, Eugene. You cant. You are too selfish. If you had any real love in you, some of it would have come out to me, for I have tried to be all that a good wife should be, but it has been all in vain. Ive known you havent liked me all these years. Ive seen it in your eyes, Eugene. You have never come very close to me as a lover should unless you had to or you couldnt avoid me. You have been cold and indifferent, and now that I look back I see that it has made me so. I have been cold and hard. Ive tried to steel myself to match what I thought was your steeliness, and now I see what it has done for me. Im sorry. But as for her, you dont love her and you wont. Shes too young. She hasnt any ideas that agree with yours. You think shes soft and gentle, and yet big and wise, but do you think if she had been that she could have stood up there as she did tonight and looked me in the eyes  me, your wife  and told me that she loved you  you, my husband? Do you think if she had any shame she would be in there now knowing what she does, for I suppose you have told her? What kind of a girl is that, anyway? You call her good? Good! Would a good girl do anything like that?

What is the use of arguing by appearances? asked Eugene, who had interrupted her with exclamations of opposition and bitter comments all through the previous address. The situation is one which makes anything look bad. She didnt intend to be put in a position where she would have to tell you that she loved me. She didnt come here to let me make love to her in this apartment. I made love to her. Shes in love with me, and I made her love me. I didnt know of this other thing. If I had, it wouldnt have made any difference. However, let that be as it will. So it is. Im in love with her, and thats all there is to it.

Angela stared at the wall. She was half propped up on a pillow, and had no courage now to speak of and no fighting strength.

I know what it is with you, Eugene, she said, after a time; its the yoke that galls. It isnt me only; its anyone. Its marriage. You dont want to be married. It would be the same with any woman who might ever have loved and married you, or with any number of children. You would want to get rid of her and them. Its the yoke that galls you, Eugene. You want your freedom, and you wont be satisfied until you have it. A child wouldnt make any difference. I can see that now.

I want my freedom, he exclaimed bitterly and inconsiderately, and, whats more, Im going to have it! I dont care. Im sick of lying and pretending, sick of common little piffling notions of what you consider right and wrong. For eleven or twelve years now I have stood it. I have sat with you every morning at breakfast and every evening at dinner, most of the time when I didnt want to. I have listened to your theories of life when I didnt believe a word of what you said, and didnt care anything about what you thought. Ive done it because I thought I ought to do it so as not to hurt your feelings, but Im through with all that. What have I had? Spying on me, opposition, searching my pockets for letters, complaining if I dared to stay out a single evening and did not give an account of myself.

Why didnt you leave me after that affair at Riverdale? Why do you hang on to me when I dont love you? Oned think I was prisoner and you my keeper. Good Christ! When I think of it, it makes me sick! Well, theres no use worrying over that any more. Its all over. Its all beautifully over, and Im done with it. Im going to live a life of my own hereafter. Im going to carve out some sort of a career that suits me. Im going to live with someone that I can really love, and thats the end of it. Now you run and do anything you want to.

He was like a young horse that had broken rein and that thinks that by rearing and plunging he shall become forever free. He was thinking of green fields and delightful pastures. He was free now, in spite of what she had told him. This night had made him so, and he was going to remain free. Suzanne would stand by him, he felt it. He was going to make it perfectly plain to Angela that never again, come what may, would things be as they were.

Yes, Eugene, she replied sadly, after listening to his protestations on this score, I think that you do want your freedom, now that I see you. Im beginning to see what it means to you. But I have made such a terrible mistake. Are you thinking about me at all? What shall I do? It is true that there will be a child unless I die. I may die. Im afraid of that, or I was. I am not now. The only reason I would care to live would be to take care of it. I didnt think I was going to be ill with rheumatism. I didnt think my heart was going to be affected in this way. I didnt think that you were going to do as you have done, but now that you have, nothing matters. Oh, she said sadly, hot tears welling to her eyes, it is all such a mistake! If I only hadnt done this!

Eugene stared at the floor. He wasnt softened one bit. He did not think she was going to die  no such luck! He was thinking that this merely complicated things, or that she might be acting, but that it could not stand in his way. Why had she tried to trick him in this way? It was her fault. Now she was crying, but that was the old hypocrisy of emotion that she had used so often. He did not intend to desert her absolutely. She would have plenty to live on. Merely he did not propose to live with her, if he could help it, or only nominally, anyhow. The major portion of his time should be given to Suzanne.

I dont care what it costs, he said finally. I dont propose to live with you. I didnt ask you to have a child. It was none of my doing. Youre not going to be deserted financially, but Im not going to live with you.

He stirred again, and Angela stared hot-cheeked. The hardness of the man enraged her for the moment. She did not believe that she would starve, but their improving surroundings, their home, their social position, would be broken up completely.

Yes, yes. I understand, she pleaded, with an effort at controlling herself, but I am not the only one to be considered. Are you thinking of Mrs. Dale, and what she may do and say? She isnt going to let you take Suzanne if she knows it, without doing something about it. She is an able woman. She loves Suzanne, however self-willed she may be. She likes you now, but how long do you think she is going to like you when she learns what you want to do with her daughter? What are you going to do with her? You cant marry her under a year even if I were willing to give you a divorce. You could scarcely get a divorce in that time.

Im going to live with her, thats what Im going to do, declared Eugene. She loves me, shes willing to take me just as I am. She doesnt need marriage ceremonies and rings and vows and chains. She doesnt believe in them. As long as I love her, all right. When I cease to love her, she doesnt want me any more. Some difference in that, isnt there? he added bitterly. It doesnt sound exactly like Blackwood, does it?

Angela bridled. His taunts were cruel.

She says that, Eugene, she replied quietly, but she hasnt had time to think. Youve hypnotized her for the moment. Shes fascinated. When she stops to think later, if she has any sense, any pride  But, oh, why should I talk, you wont listen. You wont think. Then she added: But what do you propose to do about Mrs. Dale? Dont you suppose she will fight you, even if I do not? I wish you would stop and think, Eugene. This is a terrible thing you are doing.

Think! Think! he exclaimed savagely and bitterly. As though I had not been thinking all these years. Think! Hell! I havent done anything but think. Ive thought until the soul within me is sick. Ive thought until I wish to God I could stop. Ive thought about Mrs. Dale. Dont you worry about her. Ill settle this matter with her later. Just now I want to convince you of what I am going to do. Im going to have Suzanne, and youre not going to stop me.

Oh, Eugene, sighed Angela, if something would only make you see! It is partially my fault. I have been hard and suspicious and jealous, but you have given me some cause to be, dont you think? I see now that I have made a mistake. I have been too hard and too jealous, but I could reform if you would let me try. (She was thinking now of living, not dying.) I know I could. You have so much to lose. Is this change worth it? You know so well how the world looks at these things. Why, even if you should obtain your freedom from me under the circumstances, what do you suppose the world would think? You couldnt desert your child. Why not wait and see what happens? I might die. There have been such cases. Then you would be free to do as you pleased. That is only a little way off.

It was a specious plea, calculated to hold him; but he saw through it.

Nothing doing! he exclaimed, in the slang of the day. I know all about that. I know what youre thinking. In the first place, I dont believe you are in the condition you say you are. In the next place, youre not going to die. I dont propose to wait to be free. I know you, and Ive no faith in you. What I do neednt affect your condition. Youre not going to starve. No one need know, unless you start a row about it. Suzanne and I can arrange this between ourselves. I know what youre thinking, but youre not going to interfere. If you do, Ill smash everything in sight  you, this apartment, my job   He clenched his hands desperately, determinedly.

Angelas hands were tingling with nervous pains while Eugene talked. Her eyes ached and her heart fluttered. She could not understand this dark, determined man, so savage and so resolute in his manner. Was this Eugene who was always moving about quietly when he was near her, getting angry at times, but always feeling sorry and apologizing? She had boasted to some of her friends, and particularly to Marietta, in a friendly, jesting way that she could wind Eugene around her little finger. He was so easy-going in the main, so quiet. Here he was a raging demon almost, possessed of an evil spirit of desire and tearing up his and hers and Suzannes life for that matter, by the roots. She did not care for Suzanne, though, now, or Mrs. Dale. Her own blighted life, and Eugenes, looming so straight ahead of her terrified her.

What do you suppose Mr. Colfax will do when he hears of this? she asked desperately, hoping to frighten him.

I dont care a damn what Mr. Colfax will or can do! he replied sententiously. I dont care a damn what anybody does or says or thinks. I love Suzanne Dale. She loves me. She wants me. Theres an end of that. Im going to her now. You stay me if you can.

Suzanne Dale! Suzanne Dale! How that name enraged and frightened Angela! Never before had she witnessed quite so clearly the power of beauty. Suzanne Dale was young and beautiful. She was looking at her only tonight thinking how fascinating she was  how fair her face  and here was Eugene bewitched by it, completely undone. Oh, the terror of beauty! The terror of social life generally! Why had she entertained? Why become friendly with the Dales? But then there were other personalities, almost as lovely and quite as young  Marjorie McLennan, Florence Reel, Henrietta Tenman, Annette Kean. It might have been any one of these. She couldnt have been expected to shut out all young women from Eugenes life. No; it was Eugene. It was his attitude toward life. His craze about the beautiful, particularly in women. She could see it now. He really was not strong enough. Beauty would always upset him at critical moments. She had seen it in relation to herself  the beauty of her form, which he admired so, or had admired. God, she prayed silently, give me wisdom now. Give me strength. I dont deserve it, but help me. Help me to save him. Help me to save myself.

Oh, Eugene, she said aloud, hopelessly, I wish you would stop and think. I wish you would let Suzanne go her way in the morning, and you stay sane and calm. I wont care about myself. I can forgive and forget. Ill promise you Ill never mention it. If a child comes, Ill do my best not to let it annoy you. Ill try yet not to have one. It may not be too late. Ill change from this day forth. Oh! She began to cry.

No! By God! he said, getting up. No! No! No! Im through now. Im through! Ive had enough of fake hysterics and tears. Tears one minute, and wrath and hate the next. Subtlety! Subtlety! Subtlety! Nothing doing. Youve been master and jailer long enough. Its my turn now. Ill do a little jailing and task-setting for a change. Im in the saddle, and Im going to stay there. You can cry if you want to, you can do what you please about the child. Im through. Im tired, and Im going to bed, but this thing is going to stand just as it does. Im through, and thats all there is to it.

He strode out of the room angrily and fiercely, but nevertheless, when he reached it, he sat in his own room, which was on the other side of the studio from Angelas, and did not sleep. His mind was on fire with the thought of Suzanne; he thought of the old order which had been so quickly and so terribly broken. Now, if he could remain master, and he could, he proposed to take Suzanne. She would come to him, secretly no doubt, if necessary. They would open a studio, a second establishment. Angela might not give him a divorce. If what she said was true, she couldnt. He wouldnt want her to, but he fancied from this conversation that she was so afraid of him that she would not stir up any trouble. There was nothing she could really do. He was in the saddle truly, and would stay there. He would take Suzanne, would provide amply for Angela, would visit all those lovely public resorts he had so frequently seen, and he and Suzanne would be happy together.

Suzanne! Suzanne! Oh, how beautiful she was! And to think how nobly and courageously she had stood by him tonight. How she had slipped her hand into his so sweetly and had said, But I love him, Mrs. Witla. Yes, she loved him. No doubt of that. She was young, exquisite, beautifully rounded in her budding emotion and feeling. She was going to develop into a wonderful woman, a real one. And she was so young. What a pity it was he was not free now! Well, wait, this would right all things, and, meanwhile, he would have her. He must talk to Suzanne. He must tell her how things stood. Poor little Suzanne! There she was in her room wondering what was to become of her, and here was he. Well, he couldnt go to her tonight. It did not look right, and, besides, Angela might fight still. But tomorrow! Tomorrow! Oh, tomorrow he would walk and talk with her, and they would plan. Tomorrow he would show her just what he wanted to do and find out what she could do.


CHAPTER XI

This night passed without additional scenes, though as it stood it was the most astonishing and tremendous in all Eugenes experience. He had, not up to the time Angela walked into the room, really expected anything so dramatic and climacteric to happen, though what he did expect was never really very clear to him. At times as he lay and thought now he fancied that he might eventually have to give Suzanne up, though how, or when, or why, he could not say. He was literally crazed by her, and could not think that such a thing could really be. At other moments he fancied that powers outside of this visible life, the life attested by the five senses, had arranged this beautiful finish to his career for him so that he might be perfectly happy. All his life he had fancied that he was leading a more or less fated life, principally more. He thought that his art was a gift, that he had in a way been sent to revolutionize art in America, or carry it one step farther forward and that nature was thus constantly sending its apostles or special representatives over whom it kept watch and in whom it was well pleased. At other times he fancied he might be the sport or toy of untoward and malicious powers, such as those which surrounded and accomplished Macbeths tragic end, and which might be intending to make an illustration of him. As he looked at life at times, it seemed to do this with certain people. The fates lied. Lovely, blandishing lures were held out only to lead men to destruction. He had seen other men who seemed to have been undone in this way. Was he to be so treated?

Angelas unexpected and peculiar announcement made it look that way. Still he did not believe it. Life had sent Suzanne across his path for a purpose. The fates or powers had seen he was miserable and unhappy. Being a favorite child of Heaven, he was to be rewarded for his sufferings by having her. She was here now  quickly, forcefully thrust into his arms, so to speak, so that perhaps he might have her all the more quickly. How silly it seemed to him now to have brought her into his own apartment to make love to her and get caught, and yet how fortunate, too, the hand of fate! No doubt it was intended. Anyhow, the shame to him, the shame to Angela and Suzanne, the terrific moments and hours that each was enduring now  these were things which were unfortunately involved in any necessarily great readjustment. It was probable that it had to come about this way. It was better so than to go on living an unhappy life. He was really fitted for something better, he thought  a great career. He would have to adjust this thing with Angela in some way now, either leave her, or make some arrangement whereby he could enjoy the company of Suzanne uninterrupted. There must be no interference. He did not propose to give her up. The child might come. Well and good. He would provide for it, that would be all. He recalled now the conversation he had had with Suzanne in which she had said that she would live with him if she could. The time had come. Their plan for a studio should now be put into effect. It must be secret. Angela would not care. She could not help herself. If only the events of this night did not terrorize Suzanne into retracing her steps! He had not explained to her how he was to get rid of Angela apart from what she had heard this night. She was thinking, he knew, that they could go on loving each other in this tentative fashion, occupying a studio together, perhaps, not caring what the world thought, not caring what her mother thought, ignoring her brother and sister and Angela, and being happy with Eugene only. He had never tried to disillusion her. He was not thinking clearly himself. He was rushing forward in an aimless way, desiring the companionship of her beautiful mind and body. Now he saw he must act or lose her. He must convince her in the face of what Angela had said, or let her go. She would probably be willing to come to him rather than leave him entirely. He must talk, explain, make her understand just what a trick this all was.

Angela had not slept, but lay staring at the ceiling in the dark, her eyes a study in despair. When morning came they were none of them further along in their conclusions than they were the night before, save to know, each separately and distinctly, that a great tragedy or change was at hand. Suzanne had thought and thought, or tried to, but the impulse of blood and passion in her were Eugeneward and she could only see the situation from their own point of view. She loved him, she thought  must love him, since he was so ready to sacrifice so much for her; yet at the same time there was a strange, disconcerting nebulosity about her which, had Eugene fully realized it at this moment, would have terrified him. In her state, which was one of wondering delight at the beauty of life and love  a fatalistic security in the thought that joy was to come to her throughout life  much joy. She could not see the grimness of Eugenes position. She could not understand the agony of a soul that had never really tasted supreme bliss in love, and had wanted, however foolishly, the accessories of wealth, and had never had them. Terrorized lest after the first sip of so wonderful a joy it should be removed forever, Eugene was tingling in the dark of his own room  tingling and yet reaching, almost with outstretched hands, to the splendor of the life that was seemingly before him. Suzanne, however, to whom life had given so much, was resting in a kind of still ease, like that which might fill a drowsy poppyland of joy where all the pleasures had been attained and were being tasted at leisure. Life at its worst to her was not so bad. Witness this storm which had been quelled in part by Eugene and was like to blow over as nothing at all. Things came round of their own accord in time, if one let them. She had always felt so sure that whatever happened no ill would befall her, and here she was courted and protected by Eugene even in his own home!

In this situation, therefore, she was not grieving either for Eugene, for Angela, or for herself. She could not. Some dispositions are so. Eugene was able to take care of himself and her and Angela financially, she thought. She was really looking forward to that better day when this misalliance should be broken up, and Eugene and presumably Angela would be really happier. She wanted Eugene to be much happier, and Angela, for that matter  and through her, if possible, since Eugenes happiness seemed to depend on her. But unlike Eugene, she was already thinking that she could live well enough without him, if it must be. She did not want to. She felt that her greatest happiness would be in repaying him for past ills and pains; but if they must part for a time, for instance, it would not make so much difference. Time would bring them together. But if it didnt  But it would. Why think otherwise? But how wonderful it was that her beauty, her mere physical beauty, which seemed unimportant to her, made him so wild. She could not know of the actual physical pain gnawing at his vitals, but it was so plain that he was madly stricken with her. His whole face and his burning black eyes riveted on her in intense delight and almost agony proved it. Was she so beautiful? Surely not! Yet he yearned over her so. And it was so delightful.

She arose at dawn and began silently to dress, thinking that she might take a walk, leaving a note for Eugene as to where to come and find her if he could. She had one appointment for the day. Later she would have to go home, but things would come out all right. Since Eugene had compelled Angela to relinquish her determination to inform her mother, all must be well. They would meet, she and Eugene. She would leave her home and be his and they would go anywhere, anywhere Eugene desired, only she would prefer to persuade her mother to see things from her point of view and later countenance some understanding between them here. Because of Angelas and Eugenes position here, she preferred this. Because of her youth and her poetic, erratic conception of life, she assumed that she could overcome her mother and that she and Eugene could live together somewhere in peace. Her friends might either be unaware of the situation, or they could be told, some of them, and they might countenance it because it was so beautiful and natural!

Eugene heard her stirring after a time, and rose and went to her room and knocked. When she opened the door almost fully dressed a thrill of pain passed over his heart, for he thought that she had been intending to slip away without seeing him any more  so little they really knew each other. But as she stood there, a little cool or still or sober from much thought and the peculiar nature of her position, she seemed more beautiful than ever.

Youre not going, are you? he asked, as she looked up at him with inquiring eyes.

I thought Id go for a walk.

Without me?

I intended to see you, if I could, or leave a note for you to come to me. I thought you would.

Will you wait for me? he asked, feeling as though he must hold her close forever in order to live. Just a little bit. I want to change my clothes. He took her in his arms.

Yes, she said softly.

You wont go without me?

No. Why do you ask?

Oh, I love you so! he replied, and pushed her head back and looked yearningly into her eyes.

She took his tired face between her hands and studied his eyes. She was so enrapt by him now in this first burst of affection that she could see nothing but him. He seemed so beautiful, so hungry! It did not matter to her now that she was in the home of his wife or that his love was complicated with so much that was apparently evil. She loved him. She had thought all night about him, not sleeping. Being so young, it was hard for her to reason clearly as yet, but somehow it seemed to her that he was very unhappily placed, terribly ill-mated, and that he needed her. He was so fine, so clean, so capable! If he did not want Angela, why should she want him? She would not be suffering for anything save his company, and why should she want to hold him? She, Suzanne, would not, if she were in Angelas place. If there were a child, would that make any real difference? He did not love her.

Dont worry about me, she said reassuringly. I love you. Dont you know I do? I have to talk to you. We have to talk. How is Mrs. Witla?

She was thinking about what Mrs. Witla would do, whether she would call up her mother, whether her struggle to have Eugene would begin at once.

Oh, shes about the same! he said wearily. Weve had a long argument. Ive told her just what I propose to do, but Ill tell you about that later.

He went away to change his clothes, and then stepped into Angelas room.

Im going to walk with Suzanne, he said dominantly, when he was ready.

All right, said Angela, who was so tired she could have fainted. Will you be back for dinner?

I dont know, he replied. What difference does it make?

Only this: that the maid and cook need not stay unless you are coming. I want nothing.

When will the nurse be here?

At seven.

Well, you can prepare dinner, if you wish, he said. I will try and be back by four.

He walked toward the studio where Suzanne was, and found her waiting, white-faced, slightly hollow-eyed, but strong and confident. Now, as so often before, he noticed that spirit of self-sufficiency and reliance about her young body which had impressed him so forcibly and delightfully in the past. She was a wonderful girl, this Suzanne, full of grit and ability, although raised under what might have been deemed enervating circumstances. Her statement, made under pressure the night before, that she must go to a hotel and not go home until she could straighten out her affairs, had impressed him greatly. Why had she thought of going out in the world to work for herself unless there were something really fine about her? She was heir to a fortune under her fathers will, he had heard her mother say once. This morning her glance was so assured. He did not use the phone to call a car, but strolled out into the drive with her walking along the stone wall which commanded the river northward toward Grants Tomb. It occurred to him that they might go to Claremont Inn for breakfast, and afterwards take a car somewhere  he did not know quite where. Suzanne might be recognized. So might he.

What shall we do, sweet? he asked, as the cool morning air brushed their faces. It was a glorious day.

I dont care, replied Suzanne. I promised to be at the Almerdings some time today, but I didnt say when. They wont think anything of it if I dont get there till after dinner. Will Mrs. Witla call up mama?

I dont think so. In fact, Im sure she wont. He was thinking of his last conversation with Angela, when she said she would do nothing. Is your mother likely to call you up?

I think not. Mama doesnt usually bother when she knows where I am going. If she does, theyll simply say I havent come yet. Will Mrs. Witla tell her, if she calls up there?

I think not, he said. No, Im sure she wont. Angela wants time to think. She isnt going to do anything. She told me that this morning. Shes going to wait until she sees what I am going to do. It all depends now on how we play our cards.

He strolled on, looking at the river and holding Suzannes hand. It was only a quarter to seven and the drive was comparatively empty.

If she tells mama, it will make things very bad, said Suzanne thoughtfully. Do you really think she wont?

Im sure she wont. Im positive. She doesnt want to do anything yet. Its too dangerous. I think she thinks that maybe I will come round. Oh, what a life Ive led! It seems like a dream, now that I have your love. You are so different, so generous! Your attitude is so unselfish! To have been ruled all these years in every little thing. This last trick of hers!

He shook his head woefully. Suzanne looked at his weary face, her own as fresh as the morning.

Oh, if I might only have had you to begin with! he added.

Listen, Eugene, said Suzanne. You know I feel sorry for Mrs. Witla. We shouldnt have done what we did last night, but you made me. You know you will never listen to me, until its too late. Youre so headstrong! I dont want you to leave Mrs. Witla unless you want to. You neednt for me. I dont want to marry you; not now, anyhow. Id rather just give myself to you, if you want me to. I want time though, to think and plan. If mama should hear today, there would be a terrible time. If we have time to think, we may bring her round. I dont care anything about what Mrs. Witla told you last night. I dont want you to leave her. If we could just arrange some way. Its mama, you know.

She swung his hand softly in hers, pressing his fingers. She was deep in thought, for her mother presented a real problem.

You know, she went on, mama isnt narrow. She doesnt believe much in marriage unless its ideal. Mrs. Witlas condition wouldnt make so much difference if only the child were here. Ive been thinking about that. Mama might sanction some arrangement if she thought it would make me happy and there was no scandal. But Ill have to have time to talk to her. It cant be done right away.

Eugene listened to this with considerable surprise, as he did to everything Suzanne volunteered. She seemed to have been thinking about these questions a long time. She was not free with her opinions. She hesitated and halted between words and in her cogitations, but when they were out this was what they came to. He wondered how sound they were.

Suzanne, he said, you take my breath away! How you think! Do you know what youre talking about? Do you know your mother at all well?

Mama? Oh, yes, I think I understand mama. You know shes very peculiar. Mama is literary and romantic. She talks a great deal about liberty, but I dont take in everything she says. I think mama is different from most women  shes exceptional. She likes me, not so much as a daughter as a person. Shes anxious about me. You know, I think Im stronger than mama. I think I could dominate her if I tried. She leans on me now a lot, and she cant make me do anything unless I want to. I can make her come to my way of thinking, I believe. I have, lots of times. Thats what makes me think I might now, if I have time. It will take time to get her to do what I want.

How much time? asked Eugene thoughtfully.

Oh, I dont know. Three months. Six months. I cant tell. I would like to try, though.

And if you cant, then what?

Why, then  why, then Ill defy her, thats all. Im not sure, you know. But I think I can.

And if you cant?

But I can. Im sure I can. She tossed her head gaily.

And come to me?

And come to you.

They were near One Hundredth Street, under the trees. There was a lone man some distance away, walking from them. Eugene caught Suzanne in his arms and implanted a kiss upon her mouth. Oh, you divinity! he exclaimed. Helen! Circe!

No, she replied, with smiling eyes. No, not here. Wait till we get a car.

Shall we go to Claremont?

Im not hungry.

Then we might as well call a car and ride.

They hunted a garage and sped northward, the wonderful wind of the morning cooling and refreshing their fevered senses. Both he and Suzanne were naturally depressed at moments, at other moments preternaturally gay, for he was varying between joy and fear, and she was buoying him up. Her attitude was calmer, surer, braver, than his. She was like a strong mother to him.

You know, he said, I dont know what to think at times. I havent any particular charge against Mrs. Witla except that I dont love her. I have been so unhappy. What do you think of cases of this kind, Suzanne? You heard what she said about me.

Yes, I heard.

It all comes from that. I dont love her. I never have really from the beginning. What do you think where there is no love? It is true, part of what she said. I have been in love with other women, but it has always been because I have been longing for some sort of temperament that was congenial to me. I have, Suzanne, too, since I have been married. I cant say that I was really in love with Carlotta Wilson, but I did like her. She was very much like myself. The other was a girl somewhat like you. Not so wise. That was years ago. Oh, I could tell you why! I love youth. I love beauty. I want someone who is my companion mentally. You are that, Suzanne, and yet see what a hell it is creating. Do you think it is so bad where I am so very unhappy? Tell me, what do you think?

Why, why, said Suzanne, I dont think anyone ought to stick by a bad bargain, Eugene.

Just what do you mean by that, Suzanne?

Well, you say you dont love her. Youre not happy with her. I shouldnt think it would be good for her or you to have you stay with her. She can live. I wouldnt want you to stay with me if you didnt love me. I wouldnt want you at all if you didnt. I wouldnt want to stay with you if I didnt love you, and I wouldnt. I think marriage ought to be a happy bargain, and if it isnt you oughtnt to try to stay together just because you thought you could stay together once.

What if there were children?

Well, that might be different. Even then, one or the other could take them, wouldnt you think? The children neednt be made very unhappy in such a case.

Eugene looked at Suzannes lovely face. It seemed so strange to hear her reasoning so solemnly  this girl!

But you heard what she said about me, Suzanne, and about her condition?

I know, she said. Ive thought about it. I dont see that it makes so very much difference. You can take care of her.

You love me just as much?

Yes.

Even if all she says is true?

Yes.

Why, Suzanne?

Well, all her charges concerned years gone by, and that isnt now. And I know you love me now. I dont care about the past. You know, Eugene, I dont care anything about the future, either. I want you to love me only so long as you want to love me. When you are tired of me, I want you to leave me. I wouldnt want you to live with me if you didnt love me. I wouldnt want to live with you if I didnt love you.

Eugene looked into her face, astonished, pleased, invigorated, and heartened by this philosophy. It was so like Suzanne, he thought. She seemed to have reached definite and effective conclusions so early. Her young mind seemed a solvent for all lifes difficulties.

Oh, you wonderful girl! he said. You know you are wiser than I am, stronger. I draw to you, Suzanne, like a cold man to a fire. You are so kindly, so temperate, so understanding!

They rode on toward Tarrytown and Scarborough, and on the way Eugene told Suzanne some of his plans. He was willing not to leave Angela, if that was agreeable to her. He was willing to maintain this outward show, if that was satisfactory. The only point was, could he stay and have her, too? He did not understand quite how she could want to share him with anybody, but he could not fathom her from any point of view, and he was fascinated. She seemed the dearest, the subtlest, the strangest and most lovable girl. He tried to find out by what process she proposed to overcome the objections of her mother, but Suzanne seemed to have no plans save that of her ability to gradually get the upper hand mentally and dominate her. You know, she said at one point, I have money coming to me. Papa set aside two hundred thousand dollars for each of us children when we should come of age, and I am of age now. It is to be held in trust, but I shall have twelve thousand or maybe more from that. We can use that. I am of age now, and I have never said anything about it. Mama has managed all these things.

Here was another thought which heartened Eugene. With Suzanne he would have this additional income, which might be used whatever else might betide. If only Angela could be made to accept his conditions and Suzanne could win in her contest with her mother all would be well. His position need not be jeopardized. Mrs. Dale need hear nothing of it at present. He and Suzanne could go on associating in this way until an understanding had been reached. It was all like a delightful courtship which was to bloom into a still more delightful marriage.

The day passed in assurances of affection. Suzanne told Eugene of a book she had read in French, The Blue Bird. The allegory touched Eugene to the quick  its quest for happiness, and he named Suzanne then and there The Blue Bird. She made him stop the car and go back to get her an exquisite lavender-hued blossom growing wild on a tall stalk which she saw in a field as they sped by. Eugene objected genially, because it was beyond a wire fence and set among thorns, but she said, Yes, now, you must. You know you must obey me now. I am going to begin to train you now. Youve been spoiled. Youre a bad boy. Mama says that. I am going to reform you.

A sweet time youll have, Flower Face! Im a bad lot. Have you noticed that?

A little.

And you still like me?

I dont mind. I think I can change you by loving you.

Eugene went gladly. He plucked the magnificent bloom and handed it to her as a sceptre, he said. It looks like you, you know, he added. Its regal.

Suzanne accepted the compliment without thought of its flattering import. She loved Eugene, and words had scarcely any meaning to her. She was as happy as a child and as wise in many things as a woman twice her years. She was as foolish as Eugene over the beauty of nature, dwelling in an ecstasy upon morning and evening skies, the feel of winds and the sigh of leaves. The beauties of nature at every turn caught her eye, and she spoke to him of things she felt in such a simple way that he was entranced.

Once when they had left the car and were walking about the grounds of an inn, she found that one of her silk stockings had worn through at the heel. She lifted up her foot and looked at it meditatively. Now, if I had some ink I could fix that up so quickly, she said, laughing.

What would you do? he asked.

I would black it, she replied, referring to her pink heel, or you could paint it.

He laughed and she giggled. It was these little, idle simplicities which amused and fascinated him.

Suzanne, he said dramatically at this time, you are taking me back into fairyland.

I want to make you happy, she said, as happy as I am.

If I could be! If I only could be!

Wait, she said; be cheerful. Dont worry. Everything will come out all right. I know it will. Things always come right for me. I want you and you will come to me. You will have me just as I will have you. Oh, it is all so beautiful!

She squeezed his hand in an ecstasy of delight and then gave him her lips.

What if someone should see? he asked.

I dont care! I dont care! she cried. I love you!


CHAPTER XII

After dining joyously, these two returned to the city. Suzanne, as she neared New York proper, was nervous as to what Angela might have done, for she wanted, in case Angela told her mother, to be present, in order to defend herself. She had reached a rather logical conclusion for her, and that was, in case her mother objected too vigorously, to elope with Eugene. She wanted to see just how her mother would take the intelligence in order that she might see clearly what to do. Previously she had the feeling that she could persuade her mother not to interfere, even in the face of all that had been revealed. Nevertheless, she was nervous, and her fears were bred to a certain extent by Eugenes attitude.

In spite of all his bravado, he really did not feel at all secure. He was not afraid of what he might lose materially so much as he was of losing Suzanne. The thought of the coming child had not affected them at all as yet. He could see clearly that conditions might come about whereby he could not have her, but they were not in evidence as yet. Besides, Angela might be lying. Still at odd moments his conscience troubled him, for in the midst of his intense satisfaction, his keenest thrills of joy, he could see Angela lying in bed, the thought of her wretched future before her, the thought of the coming life troubling her, or he could hear the echo of some of the pleas she had made. It was useless to attempt to shut them out. This was a terrible ordeal he was undergoing, a ruthless thing he was doing. All the laws of life and public sentiment were against him. If the world knew, it would accuse him bitterly. He could not forget that. He despaired at moments of ever being able to solve the tangle in which he had involved himself, and yet he was determined to go on. He proposed accompanying Suzanne to her friends, the Almerdings, but she changed her mind and decided to go home. I want to see whether mama has heard anything, she insisted.

Eugene had to escort her to Staten Island and then order the chauffeur to put on speed so as to reach Riverside by four. He was somewhat remorseful, but he argued that his love-life was so long over, in so far as Angela was concerned, that it could not really make so very much difference. Since Suzanne wanted to wait a little time and proceed slowly, it was not going to be as bad for Angela as he had anticipated. He was going to give her a choice of going her way and leaving him entirely, either now, or after the child was born, giving her the half of his property, stocks, ready money, and anything else that might be divisible, and all the furniture, or staying and tacitly ignoring the whole thing. She would know what he was going to do, to maintain a separate ménage, or secret rendezvous for Suzanne. He proposed since Suzanne was so generous not to debate this point, but to insist. He must have her, and Angela must yield, choosing only her conditions.

When he came to the house, a great change had come over Angela. In the morning when he left she was hard and bitter in her mood. This afternoon she was, albeit extremely sad, more soft and melting than he had ever seen her. Her hard spirit was temporarily broken, but in addition she had tried to resign herself to the inevitable and to look upon it as the will of God. Perhaps she had been, as Eugene had often accused her of being, hard and cold. Perhaps she had held him in too tight leading strings. She had meant it for the best. She had tried to pray for light and guidance, and after a while something softly sad, like a benediction, settled upon her. She must not fight any more, she thought. She must yield. God would guide her. Her smile, kindly and wan, when Eugene entered the room, took him unawares.

Her explanation of her mood, her prayers, her willingness to give him up if need be, even in the face of what was coming to her, moved him more than anything that had ever passed between them. He sat opposite her at dinner, looking at her thin hands and face, and her sad eyes, trying to be cheerful and considerate, and then, going back into her room and hearing her say she would do whatever he deemed best, burst into tears. He cried from an excess of involuntary and uncontrolled emotion. He hardly knew why he cried, but the sadness of everything  life, the tangle of human emotions, the proximity of death to all, old age, Suzanne, Angela, all  touched him, and he shook as though he would rend his sides. Angela, in turn, was astonished and grieved for him. She could scarcely believe her eyes. Was he repenting? Come to me, Eugene! she pleaded. Oh, Im so sorry! Are you as much in love as that? Oh, dear, dear, if I could only do something! Dont cry like that, Eugene. If it means so much to you, I will give you up. It tears my heart to hear you. Oh, dear, please dont cry.

He laid his head on his knees and shook, then seeing her getting up, came over to the bed to prevent her.

No, no, he said, it will pass. I cant help it. Im sorry for you. Im sorry for myself. Im sorry for life. God will punish me for this. I cant help it, but you are a good woman.

He laid his head down beside her and sobbed, great, aching sobs. After a time he recovered himself, only to find that he had given Angela courage anew. She would think now that his love might be recovered since he had seemed so sympathetic; that Suzanne might be displaced. He knew that could not be, and so he was sorry that he had cried.

They went on from that to discussion, to argument, to ill-feeling, to sympathetic agreement again by degrees, only to fall out anew. Angela could not resign herself to the thought of giving him up. Eugene could not see that he was called upon to do anything, save divide their joint possessions. He was most anxious to have nothing to do with Angela anymore in any way. He might live in the same house, but that would be all. He was going to have Suzanne. He was going to live for her only. He threatened Angela with dire consequences if she tried to interfere in any way. If she communicated with Mrs. Dale, or said anything to Suzanne, or attempted to injure him commercially, he would leave her.

Here is the situation, he would insist. You can maintain it as I say, or break it. If you break it, you lose me and everything that I represent. If you maintain it, I will stay here. I think I will. I am perfectly willing to keep up appearances, but I want my freedom.

Angela thought and thought of this. She thought once of sending for Mrs. Dale and communicating with her secretly, urging her to get Suzanne out of the way without forewarning either the girl or Eugene, but she did not do this. It was the one thing she should have done and a thing Mrs. Dale would have agreed to, but fear and confusion deterred her. The next thing was to write or talk to Suzanne, and because she mistrusted her mood in Suzannes presence she decided to write. She lay in bed on Monday when Eugene was away at the office and composed a long letter in which she practically gave the history of Eugenes life reiterating her own condition and stating what she thought Eugene ought to do.

How can you think, Suzanne, she asked in one place, that he will be true to you when he can ignore me, in this condition? He has not been true to anyone else. Are you going to throw your life away? Your station is assured now. What can he add to you that you have not already? If you take him, it is sure to become known. You are the one who will be injured, not he. Men recover from these things, particularly from an infatuation of this character, and the world thinks nothing of it; but the world will not forgive you. You will be a bad woman after this, irretrievably so if a child is born. You think you love him. Do you really love him this much? Read this and stop and think. Think of his character. I am used to him. I made my mistakes in the beginning, and it is too late for me to change. The world can give me nothing. I may have sorrow and disgust, but at least I shall not be an outcast and our friends and the world will not be scandalized. But you  you have everything before you. Some man will come to you whom you will love and who will not ask and willingly make a sacrifice of you. Oh, I beg you to think! You do not need him. After all, sorry as I am to confess it, I do. It is as I tell you. Can you really afford to ignore this appeal?

Suzanne read this and was greatly shocked. Angela painted him in a wretched light, as fickle, deceitful, dishonest in his relations with women. She debated this matter in her own room, for it could not help but give her pause. After a time, Eugenes face came back to her, however, his beautiful mind, the atmosphere of delight and perfection that seemed to envelop all that surrounded him. It was as though Eugene were a mirage of beauty, so soft, so sweet, so delightful! Oh, to be with him; to hear his beautiful voice; to feel his intense caresses! What could life offer her equal to that? And, besides, he needed her. She decided to talk it out with him, show him the letter, and then decide.

Eugene came in a day or two, having phoned Monday and Tuesday mornings. He made a rendezvous of the ice house, and then appeared as eager and smiling as ever. Since returning to the office and seeing no immediate sign of a destructive attitude on Angelas part, he had recovered his courage. He was hopeful of a perfect dénouement to all this  of a studio and his lovely Suzanne. When they were seated in the auto, she immediately produced Angelas letter and handed it to him without comment. Eugene read it quietly.

He was greatly shocked at what he read, for he thought that Angela was more kindly disposed toward him. Still he knew it to be true, all of it, though he was not sure that Suzanne would suffer from his attentions. The fates might be kind. They might be happy together. Anyhow, he wanted her now.

Well, he said, giving it back, what of it? Do you believe all she says?

It may be so, but somehow when I am with you I dont seem to care. When I am away from you, its different. Im not so sure.

You cant tell whether I am as good as you think I am?

I dont know what to think. I suppose all she says about you is true. Im not sure. When youre away, its different. When you are here, I feel as though everything must come out right. I love you so. Oh, I know it will! She threw her arms around him.

Then the letter doesnt really make any difference?

No.

She looked at him with big round eyes, and it was the old story, bliss in affection without thought. They rode miles, stopped at an inn for something to eat  Mrs. Dale was away for the day  looked at the sea where the return road skirted it, and kissed and kissed each other. Suzanne grew so ecstatic that she could see exactly how it was all coming out.

Now you leave it to me, she said. I will sound mama. If she is at all logical, I think I can convince her. I would so much rather do it that way. I hate deception. I would rather just tell her, and then, if I have to, defy her. I dont think I shall have to, though. She cant do anything.

I dont know about that, said Eugene cautiously. He had come to have great respect for Suzannes courage, and he was rather relying on Mrs. Dales regard for him to stay her from any desperate course, but he did not see how their end was to be achieved.

He was for entering on an illicit relationship after a time without saying anything at all. He was in no hurry, for his feeling for Suzanne was not purely physical, though he wanted her. Because of her strange reading and philosophy, she was defying the world. She insisted that she did not see how it would hurt her.

But, my dear, you dont know life, said Eugene. It will hurt you. It will grind you to pieces in all places outside of New York. This is the Metropolis. It is a world city. Things are not quite the same here, but you will have to pretend, anyhow. It is so much easier.

Can you protect me? she asked significantly, referring to the condition Angela pleaded. I wouldnt want  I couldnt, you know, not yet, not yet.

I understand, he said. Yes, I can, absolutely.

Well, I want to think about it, she said again. I prefer so much to be honest about it. I would so much rather just tell mama, and then go and do it. It would be so much nicer. My life is my own to do with as I please. It doesnt concern anybody, not even mama. You know, if I want to waste it, I may, only I dont think that I am doing so. I want to live as I choose. I dont want to get married yet.

Eugene listened to her with the feeling that this was the most curious experience of his life. He had never heard, never seen, never experienced anything like it. The case of Christina Channing was different. She had her art to consider. Suzanne had nothing of the sort. She had a lovely home, a social future, money, the chance of a happy, stable, normal life. This was love surely, and yet he was quite at sea. Still so many favorable things had happened, consciously favorable, that he was ready to believe that all this was intended for his benefit by a kind, governing providence.

Angela had practically given in already. Why not Suzannes mother? Angela would not tell her anything. Mrs. Dale was not any stronger than Angela apparently. Suzanne might be able to control her as she said. If she was so determined to try, could he really stop her? She was headstrong in a way and wilful, but developing rapidly and reasoning tremendously. Perhaps she could do this thing. Who could tell? They came flying back along lovely lanes where the trees almost swept their faces, past green stretches of marsh where the wind stirred in ripples the tall green cat grass, past pretty farm yards, with children and ducks in the foreground, beautiful mansions, playing children, sauntering laborers. All the while they were reassuring each other, vowing perfect affection, holding each other close. Suzanne, as Angela had, loved to take Eugenes face between her hands and look into his eyes.

Look at me, she said once when he had dolefully commented upon the possibility of change. Look straight into my eyes. What do you see?

Courage and determination, he said.

What else?

Love.

Do you think I will change?

No.

Surely?

No.

Well, look at me straight, Eugene. I wont. I wont, do you hear? Im yours until you dont want me anymore. Now will you be happy?

Yes, he said.

And when we get our studio, she went on.

When we get our studio, he said, well furnish it perfectly, and entertain a little after a while, maybe. Youll be my lovely Suzanne, my Flower Face, my Myrtle Blossom. Helen, Circe, Dianeme.

Ill be your week-end bride, she laughed, your odd or even girl, whichever way the days fall.

If it only comes true, he exclaimed when they parted. If it only does.

Wait and see, she said. Now you wait and see.

The days passed and Suzanne began what she called her campaign. Her first move was to begin to talk about the marriage question at the dinner table, or whenever she and her mother were alone, and to sound her on this important question, putting her pronouncements on record. Mrs. Dale was one of those empirical thinkers who love to philosophize generally, but who make no specific application of anything to their own affairs. On this marriage question she held most liberal and philosophic views for all outside her own immediate family. It was her idea, outside her own family, of course, that if a girl having reached maturity, and what she considered a sound intellectual majority, and who was not by then satisfied with the condition which matrimony offered, if she loved no man desperately enough to want to marry him and could arrange some way whereby she could satisfy her craving for love without jeopardizing her reputation, that was her lookout. So far as Mrs. Dale was concerned, she had no particular objection. She knew women in society, who, having made unfortunate marriages, or marriages of convenience, sustained some such relationship to men whom they admired. There was a subtle, under the surface understanding outside the society circles of the most rigid morality in regard to this, and there was the fast set, of which she was at times a welcome member, which laughed at the severe conventions of the older school. One must be careful  very. One must not be caught. But, otherwise, well, every persons life was a law unto him or herself.

Suzanne never figured in any of these theories, for Suzanne was a beautiful girl, capable of an exalted alliance, and her daughter. She did not care to marry her off to any wretched possessor of great wealth or title, solely for wealths or titles sake, but she was hoping that some eligible young man of excellent social standing or wealth, or real personal ability, such, for instance, as Eugene possessed, would come along and marry Suzanne. There would be a grand wedding at a church of some prominence,  St. Bartholomews, very likely; a splendid wedding dinner, oceans of presents, a beautiful honeymoon. She used to look at Suzanne and think what a delightful mother she would make. She was so young, robust, vigorous, able, and in a quiet way, passionate. She could tell when she danced how eagerly she took life. The young man would come. It would not be long. These lovely springtimes would do their work one of these days. As it was, there were a score of men already who would have given an eye to attract Suzannes attention, but Suzanne would none of them. She seemed shy, coy, elusive, but above all, shy. Her mother had no idea of the iron will all this concealed any more than she had of the hard anarchic, unsocial thoughts that were surging in her daughters brain.

Do you think a girl ought to marry at all, mama? Suzanne asked her one evening when they were alone together, if she doesnt regard marriage as a condition she could endure all her days?

No-o, replied her mother. What makes you ask?

Well, you see so much trouble among married people that we know. Theyre not very happy together. Wouldnt it be better if a person just stayed single, and if they found someone that they could really love, well, they neednt necessarily marry to be happy, need they?

What have you been reading lately, Suzanne? asked her mother, looking up with a touch of surprise in her eyes.

Nothing lately. What makes you ask? said Suzanne wisely, noting the change in her mothers voice.

With whom have you been talking?

Why, what difference does that make, mama? Ive heard you express precisely the same views?

Quite so. I may have. But dont you think youre rather young to be thinking of things like that? I dont say all that I think when Im arguing things philosophically. There are conditions which govern everything. If it were impossible for a girl to marry well, or if looks or lack of money interfered,  there are plenty of reasons  a thing like that might possibly be excusable, but why should you be thinking of that?

Why, it doesnt necessarily follow, mama, that because I am good looking, or have a little money, or am socially eligible, that I should want to get married. I may not want to get married at all. I see just as well as you do how things are with most people. Why shouldnt I? Do I have to keep away from every man, then?

Why, Suzanne! I never heard you argue like this before. You must have been talking with someone or reading some outré book of late. I wish you wouldnt. You are too young and too good looking to entertain any such ideas. Why, you can have nearly any young man you wish. Surely you can find someone with whom you can live happily or with whom you would be willing to try. Its time enough to think about the other things when youve tried and failed. At least you can give yourself ample time to learn something about life before you begin to talk such nonsense. Youre too young. Why its ridiculous.

Mama, said Suzanne, with the least touch of temper, I wish you wouldnt talk to me like that. Im not a child any more. Im a woman. I think like a woman  not like a girl. You forget that I have a mind of my own and some thoughts. I may not want to get married. I dont think I do. Certainly not to any of the silly creatures that are running after me now. Why shouldnt I take some man in an independent way, if I wish? Other women have before me. Even if they hadnt, it would be no reason why I shouldnt. My life is my own.

Suzanne Dale! exclaimed her mother, rising, a thrill of terror passing along her heartstrings. What are you talking about? Are you basing these ideas on anything I have said in the past? Then certainly my chickens are coming home to roost early. You are in no position to consider whether you want to get married or not. You have seen practically nothing of men. Why should you reach any such conclusions now? For goodness sake, Suzanne, dont begin so early to meditate on these terrible things. Give yourself a few years in which to see the world. I dont ask you to marry, but you may meet some man whom you could love very much, and who would love you. If you were to go and throw yourself away under some such silly theory as you entertain now, without stopping to see, or waiting for life to show you what it has in store, what will you have to offer him. Suzanne, Suzanne  Suzanne was turning impatiently to a window you frighten me! There isnt, there couldnt be. Oh, Suzanne, I beg of you, be careful what you think, what you say, what you do! I cant know all your thoughts, no mother can, but, oh, if you will stop and think, and wait a while!

She looked at Suzanne who walked to a mirror and began to fix a bow in her hair.

Mama, she said calmly. Really, you amuse me. When you are out with people at dinner, you talk one way, and when you are here with me, you talk another. I havent done anything desperate yet. I dont know what I may want to do. Im not a child any more, mama. Please remember that. Im a woman grown, and I certainly can lay out my life for myself. Im sure I dont want to do what you are doing  talk one thing and do another.

Mrs. Dale recoiled intensely from this stab. Suzanne had suddenly developed in the line of her argument a note of determination, frank force and serenity of logic which appalled her. Where had the girl got all this? With whom had she been associating? She went over in her mind the girls and men she had met and known. Who were her intimate companions?  Vera Almerding; Lizette Woodworth; Cora TenEyck  a half dozen girls who were smart and clever and socially experienced. Were they talking such things among themselves? Was there some man or men unduly close to them? There was one remedy for all this. It must be acted on quickly if Suzanne were going to fall in with and imbibe any such ideas as these. Travel  two or three years of incessant travel with her, which would cover this dangerous period in which girls were so susceptible to undue influence was the necessary thing. Oh, her own miserable tongue! Her silly ideas! No doubt all she said was true. Generally it was so. But Suzanne! Her Suzanne, never! She would take her away while she had time, to grow older and wiser through experience. Never would she be permitted to stay here where girls and men were talking and advocating any such things. She would scan Suzannes literature more closely from now on. She would viser her friendships. What a pity that so lovely a girl must be corrupted by such wretched, unsocial, anarchistic notions. Why, what would become of her girl? Where would she be? Dear Heaven!

She looked down in the social abyss yawning at her feet and recoiled with horror.

Never, never, never! Suzanne should be saved from herself, from all such ideas now and at once.

And she began to think how she could introduce the idea of travel easily and nicely. She must lure Suzanne to go without alarming her  without making her think that she was bringing pressure to bear. But from now on there must be a new order established. She must talk differently; she must act differently. Suzanne and all her children must be protected against themselves and others also. That was the lesson which this conversation taught her.


CHAPTER XIII

Eugene and Angela had been quarreling between themselves most bitterly; at other times Angela was attempting to appeal to his sense of justice and fair play, if not his old-time affection, in the subtlest of ways. She was completely thrown out of her old methods of calculation, and having lost those had really no traditions on which to proceed. Eugene had always heretofore apparently feared her wrath; now he cared nothing for that. He had been subject, in times past, to a certain extent to those alluring blandishments which the married will understand well enough, but these were as ashes. Her charms meant nothing to him. She had hoped that the thought of a coming child would move him, but no, it was apparently without avail. Suzanne seemed a monster to her now since she did not desert him, and Eugene a raving maniac almost, and yet she could see how human and natural it all was. He was hypnotized, possessed. He had one thought, Suzanne, Suzanne, and he would fight her at every turn for that. He told her so. He told her of her letter to Suzanne, and the fact that he had read and destroyed it. It did not help her cause at all. She knew that she had decried him. He stood his ground solidly, awaiting the will of Suzanne, and he saw Suzanne frequently, telling her that he had won completely, and that the fulfilment of their desires now depended upon her.

As has been said, Suzanne was not without passion. The longer she associated with Eugene, the more eager she became for that joyous fulfilment which his words, his looks, his emotions indicated. In her foolish, girlish way, she had built up a fancy which was capable of realization only by the most ruthless and desperate conduct. Her theory of telling her mother and overcoming her by argument or defiance was really vain, for it could not be settled so easily, or so quickly. Because of her mothers appeal to her in this first conversation, she fancied she had won a substantial victory. Her mother was subject to her control and could not defeat her in argument. By the latter token she felt she was certain to win. Besides, she was counting heavily on her mothers regard for Eugene and her deep affection for herself. Hitherto, her mother had really refused her nothing.

The fact that Eugene did not take her outright at this time,  postponing until a more imperative occasion an adjustment of the difficulties which must necessarily flow from their attempted union without marriage  was due to the fact that he was not as desperate or as courageous as he appeared to be. He wanted her, but he was a little afraid of Suzanne herself. She was doubtful, anxious to wait, anxious to plan things her own way. He was not truly ruthless ever, but good natured and easy going. He was no subtle schemer and planner, but rather an easy natured soul, who drifted here and there with all the tides and favorable or unfavorable winds of circumstance. He might have been ruthless if he had been eager enough for any one particular thing on this earth, money, fame, affection, but at bottom, he really did not care as much as he thought he did. Anything was really worth fighting for if you had to have it, but it was not worth fighting for to the bitter end, if you could possibly get along without it. Besides, there was nothing really one could not do without, if one were obliged. He might long intensely, but he could survive. He was more absorbed in this desire than in anything else in his history, but he was not willing to be hard and grasping.

On the other hand, Suzanne was willing to be taken, but needed to be pressed or compelled. She imagined in a vague way that she wanted to wait and adjust things in her own way, but she was merely dreaming, procrastinating because he was procrastinating. If he had but compelled her at once she would have been happy, but he was sadly in need of that desperate energy that acts first and thinks afterward. Like Hamlet, he was too fond of cogitating, too anxious to seek the less desperate way, and in doing this was jeopardizing that ideal bliss for which he was willing to toss away all the material advantages which he had thus far gained.

When Mrs. Dale quite casually within a few days began to suggest that they leave New York for the fall and winter, she, Suzanne and Kinroy, and visit first England, then Southern France and then Egypt, Suzanne immediately detected something intentional about it, or at best a very malicious plan on the part of fate to destroy her happiness. She had been conjecturing how, temporarily, she could avoid distant and long drawn out engagements which her mother not infrequently accepted for herself and Suzanne outside New York, but she had not formulated a plan. Mrs. Dale was very popular and much liked. This easy suggestion, made with considerable assurance by her mother, and as though it would be just the thing, frightened and then irritated Suzanne. Why should her mother think of it just at this time?

I dont want to go to Europe, she said warily. We were over there only three years ago. Id rather stay over here this winter and see whats going on in New York.

But this trip will be so delightful, Suzanne, her mother insisted. The Camerons are to be at Callendar in Scotland for the fall. They have taken a cottage there. I had a note from Louise, Tuesday. I thought we might run up there and see them and then go to the Isle of Wight.

I dont care to go, mama, replied Suzanne determinedly. Were settled here comfortably. Why do you always want to be running off somewhere?

Why, Im not running  how you talk, Suzanne! I never heard you object very much to going anywhere before. I should think Egypt and the Riviera would interest you very much. You havent been to either of these places.

I know theyre delightful, but I dont care to go this fall. Id rather stay here. Why should you suddenly decide that you want to go away for a year?

I havent suddenly decided, insisted her mother. Ive been thinking of it for some time, as you know. Havent I said that we would spend a winter in Europe soon? The last time I mentioned it, you were very keen for it.

Oh, I know, mama, but that was nearly a year ago. I dont want to go now. I would rather stay here.

Why would you? More of your friends go away than remain. I think a particularly large number of them are going this winter.

Ha! Ha! Ho! Ho! laughed Suzanne. A particularly large number. How you exaggerate, mama, when you want anything. You always amuse me. Its a particularly large number now, just because you want to go, and she laughed again.

Suzannes defiance irritated her mother. Why should she suddenly take this notion to stay here? It must be this group of girls she was in with, and yet, Suzanne appeared to have so few intimate girl friends. The Almerdings were not going to stay in town all the winter. They were here now because of a fire at their country place, but it would only be for a little while. Neither were the TenEycks. It couldnt be that Suzanne was interested in some man. The only person she cared much about was Eugene Witla, and he was married and only friendly in a brotherly, guardian-like way.

Now, Suzanne, she said determinedly, Im not going to have you talk nonsense. This trip will be a delightful thing for you once you have started. Its useless for you to let a silly notion like not wanting to go stand in your way. You are just at the time when you ought to travel. Now you had better begin to prepare yourself, for were going.

Oh, no, Im not, mama, said Suzanne. Why, you talk as though I were a very little girl. I dont want to go this fall and Im not going. You may go if you want to, but Im not going.

Why, Suzanne Dale! exclaimed her mother. Whatever has come over you? Of course youll go. Where would you stay if I went? Do you think I would walk off and leave you? Have I ever before?

You did when I was at boarding school, interrupted Suzanne.

That was a different matter. Then you were under proper supervision. Mrs. Hill was answerable to me for your care. Here you would be alone. What do you think I would be doing?

There you go, mama, talking as though I was a little girl again. Will you please remember that I am nearly nineteen? I know how to look after myself. Besides, there are plenty of people with whom I might stay if I chose.

Suzanne Dale, you talk like one possessed. Ill listen to nothing of the sort. You are my daughter, and as such, subject to my guardianship. Of what are you thinking? What have you been reading? Theres some silly thing at the bottom of all this. Ill not go away and leave you and you will come with me. I should think that after all these years of devotion on my part, you would take my feelings into consideration. How can you stand there and argue with me in this way?

Arguing, mama? asked Suzanne loftily. Im not arguing. Im just not going. I have my reasons for not wanting to go, and Im not going, thats all! Now you may go if you want to.

Mrs. Dale looked into Suzannes eyes and saw for the first time a gleam of real defiance in them. What had brought this about? Why was her daughter so set  of a sudden, so stubborn and hard? Fear, anger, astonishment, mingled equally in her feelings.

What do you mean by reasons? asked her mother. What reasons have you?

A very good one, said Suzanne quietly, twisting it to the singular.

Well, what is it then, pray?

Suzanne debated swiftly and yet a little vaguely in her own mind. She had hoped for a longer process of philosophic discussion in which to entrap her mother into some moral and intellectual position from which she could not well recede, and by reason of which she would have to grant her the license she desired. From one remark and another dropped in this and the preceding conversation, she realized that her mother had no logical arrangement in her mind whereby she included her in her philosophical calculations at all. She might favor any and every theory and conclusion under the sun, but it would mean nothing in connection with Suzanne. The only thing that remained, therefore, was to defy her, or run away, and Suzanne did not want to do the latter. She was of age. She could adjust her own affairs. She had money. Her mental point of view was as good and sound as her mothers. As a matter of fact, the latters attitude, in view of Suzannes recent experience and feelings, seemed weak and futile. What did her mother know of life any more than she? They were both in the world, and Suzanne felt herself to be the stronger  the sounder of the two. Why not tell her now and defy her. She would win. She must. She could dominate her mother, and this was the time to do it.

Because I want to stay near the man I love, she finally volunteered quietly.

Mrs. Dales hand, which had been elevated to a position of gesticulation before her, dropped limp, involuntarily, to her side. Her mouth opened the least bit. She stared in a surprised, anguished, semi-foolish way.

The man you love, Suzanne? she asked, swept completely from her moorings, and lost upon a boundless sea. Who is he?

Mr. Witla, mama  Eugene. I love him and he loves me. Dont stare, mama. Mrs. Witla knows. She is willing that we should have each other. We love each other. I am going to stay here where I can be near him. He needs me.

Eugene Witla! exclaimed her mother, breathless, a look of horror in her eyes, cold fright in her tense hands. You love Eugene Witla? a married man! He loves you! Are you talking to me? Eugene Witla!! You love him! Why I cant believe this. Im not in my right mind. Suzanne Dale, dont stand there! Dont look at me like that! Are you telling me, your mother? Tell me it isnt so! Tell me it isnt so before you drive me mad! Oh, great Heavens, what am I coming to? What have I done? Eugene Witla of all men! Oh, God, oh, God, oh, God!

Why do you carry on so, mama? asked Suzanne calmly. She had expected some such scene as this  not quite so intense, so hysterical, but something like it, and was, in a way, prepared for it. A selfish love was her animating, governing impulse  a love also that stilled self, and put aside as nothing all the world and its rules. Suzanne really did not know what she was doing. She was hypnotized by the sense of perfection in her lover, the beauty of their love. Not practical facts but the beauty of the summer, the feel of cool winds, the glory of skies and sunlight and moonlight, were in her mind. Eugenes arms about her, his lips to hers, meant more than all the world beside. I love him. Of course, I love him. What is there so strange about that?

What is strange? Are you in your right mind? Oh, my poor, dear little girl! My Suzanne! Oh, that villain! That scoundrel! To come into my house and make love to you, my darling child! How should you know? How could I expect you to understand? Oh, Suzanne! for my sake, for the love of Heaven, hush! Never breathe it! Never say that terrible thing to me again! Oh, dear! Oh, dear! Oh, dear!!! That I should live to see this! My child! My Suzanne! My lovely, beautiful Suzanne! I shall die unless I can stop this! I shall die! I shall die!

Suzanne stared at her mother quite astonished at the violent emotion into which she had cast her. Her pretty eyes were open wide, her eyebrows elevated, her lips parted sweetly. She was a picture of intense classic beauty, chiseled, peaceful, self-possessed. Her brow was as smooth as marble, her lips as arched as though they had never known one emotion outside joy. Her look was of a quizzical, slightly amused, but not supercilious character which made her more striking than ever if possible.

Why, mama! You think I am a child, dont you? All that I say to you is true. I love Eugene. He loves me. I am going to live with him as soon as it can be quietly arranged. I wanted to tell you because I dont want to do anything secretly, but I propose to do it. I wish you wouldnt insist on looking on me as a baby, mama. I know what I am doing. I have thought it all out this long time.

Thought it all out! pondered Mrs. Dale. Going to live with him when it can be arranged! Is she talking of living with a man without a wedding ceremony being performed? With a man already married! Is the child stark mad? Something has turned her brain. Surely something has. This is not my Suzanne  my dear, lovely, entrancing Suzanne.

To Suzanne she exclaimed aloud:

Are you talking of living with this, with this, oh, I dont dare to name him. Ill die if I dont get this matter straightened out; of living without a marriage ceremony and without his being divorced? I cant believe that I am awake. I cant! I cant!

Certainly I am, replied Suzanne. It is all arranged between us. Mrs. Witla knows. She has given her consent. I expect you to give yours, if you desire me to stay here, mama.

Give my consent! As God is my witness! Am I alive? Is this my daughter talking to me? Am I in this room here with you? I. She stopped, her mouth wide open. If it werent so horribly tragic, I should laugh. I will! I will become hysterical! My brain is whirling like a wheel now. Suzanne Dale, you are insane. You are madly, foolishly insane. If you do not hush and cease this terrible palaver, I will have you locked up. I will have an inquiry made into your sanity. This is the wildest, most horrible, most unimaginable thing ever proposed to a mother. To think that I should have lived with you eighteen long years, carried you in my arms, nursed you at my breast and then have you stand here and tell me that you will go and live unsanctioned with a man who has a good true woman now living as his wife. This is the most astounding thing I have ever heard of. It is unbelievable. You will not do it. You will no more do it than you will fly. I will kill him! I will kill you! I would rather see you dead at my feet this minute than to even think that you could have stood there and proposed such a thing to me. It will never be! It will never be! I will give you poison first. I will do anything, everything, but you shall never see this man again. If he dares to cross this threshold, I will kill him at sight. I love you. I think you are a wonderful girl, but this thing shall never be. And dont you dare to attempt to dissuade me. I will kill you, I tell you. I would rather see you dead a thousand times. To think! To think! To think! Oh, that beast! That villain! that unconscionable cur! To think that he should come into my house after all my courtesy to him and do this thing to me. Wait! He has position, he has distinction. I will drive him out of New York. I will ruin him. I will make it impossible for him to show his face among decent people. Wait and see!

Her face was white, her hands clenched, her teeth set. She had a keen, savage beauty, much like that of a tigress when it shows its teeth. Her eyes were hard and cruel and flashing. Suzanne had never imagined her mother capable of such a burst of rage as this.

Why, mama, she said calmly and quite unmoved, you talk as though you ruled my life completely. You would like to make me feel, I suppose, that I do not dare to do what I choose. I do, mama. My life is my own, not yours. You cannot frighten me. I have made up my mind what I am going to do in this matter, and I am going to do it. You cannot stop me. You might as well not try. If I dont do it now, I will later. I love Eugene. I am going to live with him. If you wont let me I will go away, but I propose to live with him, and you might as well stop now trying to frighten me, for you cant.

Frighten you! Frighten you! Suzanne Dale, you havent the faintest, weakest conception of what you are talking about, or of what I mean to do. If a breath of this  the faintest intimation of your intention were to get abroad, you would be socially ostracized. Do you realize that you would not have a friend left in the world  that all the people you now know and are friendly with would go across the street to avoid you? If you didnt have independent means, you couldnt even get a position in an ordinary shop. Going to live with him? You are going to die first, right here in my charge and in my arms. I love you too much not to kill you. I would a thousand times rather die with you myself. You are not going to see that man any more, not once, and if he dares to show his face here, I will kill him. I have said it. I mean it. Now you provoke me to action if you dare.

Suzanne merely smiled. How you talk, mama. You make me laugh.

Mrs. Dale stared.

Oh, Suzanne! Suzanne! she suddenly exclaimed. Before it is too late, before I learn to hate you, before you break my heart, come to my arms and tell me that you are sorry  that it is all over  that it is all a vile, dark, hateful dream. Oh, my Suzanne! My Suzanne!

No, mama, no. Dont come near, dont touch me, said Suzanne, drawing back. You havent any idea of what you are talking about, of what I am, or what I mean to do. You dont understand me. You never did, mama. You have always looked down on me in some superior way as though you knew a great deal and I very little. It isnt that way at all. It isnt true. I know what I am about. I know what I am doing. I love Mr. Witla, and I am going to live with him. Mrs. Witla understands. She knows how it is. You will. I dont care anything at all about what people think. I dont care what any society friends do. They are not making my life. They are all just as narrow and selfish as they can be, anyhow. Love is something different from that. You dont understand me. I love Eugene, and he is going to have me, and I am going to have him. If you want to try to wreck my life and his, you may, but it wont make any difference. I will have him, anyhow. We might just as well quit talking about it now.

Quit talking about it? Quit talking about it? Indeed, I havent even begun talking yet. I am just trying to collect my wits, thats all. You are raging in insanity. This thing will never be. It will nev-er be. You are just a poor, deluded slip of girl, whom I have failed to watch sufficiently. From now on, I will do my duty by you, if God spares me. You need me. Oh, how you need me. Poor little Suzanne!

Oh, hush, mama! Stop the hysteria, interrupted Suzanne.

I will call up Mr. Colfax. I will call up Mr. Winfield. I will have him discharged. I will expose him in the newspapers. The scoundrel, the villain, the thief! Oh, that I should have lived to see this day. That I should have lived to have seen this day!

Thats right, mama, said Suzanne, wearily. Go on. You are just talking, you know, and I know that you are. You cannot change me. Talking cannot. It is silly to rave like this, I think. Why wont you be quiet? We may talk, but neednt scream.

Mrs. Dale put her hands to her temples. Her brain seemed to be whirling.

Never mind, now, she said. Never mind. I must have time to think. But this thing you are thinking will never be. It never will be. Oh! Oh! and she turned sobbing to the window.

Suzanne merely stared. What a peculiar thing emotions were in people  their emotions over morals. Here was her mother, weeping, and she was looking upon the thing her mother was crying about as the most essential and delightful and desirable thing. Certainly life was revealing itself to her rapidly these days. Did she really love Eugene so much? Yes, yes, yes, indeed. A thousand times yes. This was not a tearful emotion for her, but a great, consuming, embracing joy.


CHAPTER XIV

For hours that night, until one, two, and three oclock in the morning; from five, six and seven on until noon and night of the next day, and the next day after that and the fourth day and the fifth day, the storm continued. It was a terrible, siege, heart burning, heart breaking, brain racking; Mrs. Dale lost weight rapidly. The color left her cheeks, a haggard look settled in her eyes. She was terrified, nonplussed, driven to extremities for means wherewith to overcome Suzannes opposition and suddenly but terribly developed will. No one would have dreamed that this quiet, sweet-mannered, introspective girl could be so positive, convinced and unbending when in action. She was as a fluid body that has become adamant. She was a creature made of iron, a girl with a heart of stone; nothing moved her  her mothers tears, her threats of social ostracism, of final destruction, of physical and moral destruction for Eugene and herself, her threats of public exposure in the newspapers, of incarceration in an asylum. Suzanne had watched her mother a long time and concluded that she loved to talk imposingly in an easy, philosophic, at times pompous, way, but that really there was very little in what she said. She did not believe that her mother had true courage  that she would risk incarcerating her in an asylum, or exposing Eugene to her own disadvantage, let alone poisoning or killing her. Her mother loved her. She would rage terribly for a time this way, then she would give in. It was Suzannes plan to wear her down, to stand her ground firmly until her mother wearied and broke under the strain. Then she would begin to say a few words for Eugene, and eventually by much arguing and blustering, her mother would come round. Eugene would be admitted to the family councils again. He and Suzanne would argue it all out together in her mothers presence. They would probably agree to disagree in a secret way, but she would get Eugene and he her. Oh, the wonder of that joyous dénouement. It was so near now, and all for a little courageous fighting. She would fight, fight until her mother broke, and then  Oh, Eugene, Eugene!

Mrs. Dale was not to be so easily overcome as Suzanne imagined. Haggard and worn as she was, she was far from yielding. There was an actual physical conflict between them once when Suzanne, in the height of an argument, decided that she would call up Eugene on the phone and ask him to come down and help her settle the discussion. Mrs. Dale was determined that she should not. The servants were in the house listening, unable to catch at first the drift of the situation, but knowing almost by intuition that there was a desperate discussion going on. Suzanne decided to go down to the library where the phone was. Mrs. Dale put her back to the door and attempted to deter her. Suzanne tried to open it by pulling. Her mother unloosed her hands desperately, but it was very difficult, Suzanne was so strong.

For shame, she said. For shame! To make your mother contest with you. Oh, the degradation  the while she was struggling. Finally, angry, hysteric tears coursed involuntarily down her cheeks and Suzanne was moved at last. It was so obvious that this was real bitter heart-burning on her mothers part. Her hair was shaken loose on one side  her sleeve torn.

Oh, my goodness! my goodness! Mrs Dale gasped at last, throwing herself in a chair and sobbing bitterly. I shall never lift my head again. I shall never lift my head again.

Suzanne looked at her somewhat sorrowfully. Im sorry, mama, she said, but you have brought it all on yourself. I neednt call him now. He will call me and I will answer. It all comes from your trying to rule me in your way. You wont realize that I am a personality also, quite as much as you are. I have my life to live. It is mine to do with as I please. You are not going to prevent me in the long run. You might just as well stop fighting with me now. I dont want to quarrel with you. I dont want to argue, but I am a grown woman, mama. Why dont you listen to reason? Why dont you let me show you how I feel about this? Two people loving each other have a right to be with each other. It isnt anyone elses concern.

Anyone elses concern! Anyone elses concern! replied her mother viciously. What nonsense. What silly, love-sick drivel. If you had any idea of life, of how the world is organized, you would laugh at yourself. Ten years from now, one year even, you will begin to see what a terrible mistake you are trying to make. You will scarcely believe that you could have done or said what you are doing and saying now. Anyone elses concern! Oh, Merciful Heaven! Will nothing put even a suggestion of the wild, foolish, reckless character of the thing you are trying to do in your mind?

But I love him, mama, said Suzanne.

Love! Love! You talk about love, said her mother bitterly and hysterically. What do you know about it? Do you think he can be loving you when he wants to come here and take you out of a good home and a virtuous social condition and wreck your life, and bring you down into the mire, your life and mine, and that of your sisters and brother for ever and ever? What does he know of love? What do you? Think of Adele and Ninette and Kinroy. Have you no regard for them? Where is your love for me and for them? Oh, I have been so afraid that Kinroy might hear something of this. He would go and kill him. I know he would. I couldnt prevent it. Oh, the shame, the scandal, the wreck, it would involve us all in. Have you no conscience, Suzanne; no heart?

Suzanne stared before her calmly. The thought of Kinroy moved her a little. He might kill Eugene  she couldnt tell  he was a courageous boy. Still there was no need for any killing, or exposure, or excitement of any kind if her mother would only behave herself. What difference did it make to her, or Kinroy, or anybody anywhere what she did? Why couldnt she if she wanted to? The risk was on her head. She was willing. She couldnt see what harm it would do.

She expressed this thought to her mother once who answered in an impassioned plea for her to look at the facts. How many evil women of the kind and character you would like to make of yourself, do you know? How many would you like to know? How many do you suppose there are in good society? Look at this situation from Mrs. Witlas point of view. How would you like to be in her place? How would you like to be in mine? Suppose you were Mrs. Witla and Mrs. Witla were the other woman. What then?

I would let him go, said Suzanne.

Yes! Yes! Yes! You would let him go. You might, but how would you feel? How would anyone feel? Cant you see the shame in all this, the disgrace? Have you no comprehension at all? No feeling?

Oh, how you talk, mama. How silly you talk. You dont know the facts. Mrs. Witla doesnt love him any more. She told me so. She has written me so. I had the letter and gave it back to Eugene. He doesnt care for her. She knows it. She knows he cares for me. What difference does it make if she doesnt love him. Hes entitled to love somebody. Now I love him. I want him. He wants me. Why shouldnt we have each other?

In spite of all her threats, Mrs. Dale was not without subsidiary thoughts of what any public move on her part would certainly, not probably, but immediately involve. Eugene was well known. To kill him, which was really very far from her thoughts, in any save a very secret way, would create a tremendous sensation and involve no end of examination, discussion, excited publicity. To expose him to either Colfax or Winfield meant in reality exposing Suzanne to them, and possibly to members of her own social set, for these men were of it, and might talk. Eugenes resignation would cause comment. If he left, Suzanne might run away with him  then what? There was the thought on her part that the least discussion or whisper of this to anybody might produce the most disastrous results. What capital the so-called Yellow newspapers would make out of a story of this character. How they would gloat over the details. It was a most terrible and dangerous situation, and yet it was plain that something had to be done and that immediately. What?

In this crisis it occurred to her that several things might be done and that without great danger of irremediable consequences if she could only have a little time in which Suzanne would promise to remain quiescent and do so. If she could get her to say that she would do nothing for ten days or five days all might be well for them. She could go to see Angela, Eugene, Mr. Colfax, if necessary. To leave Suzanne in order to go on these various errands, she had to obtain Suzannes word, which she knew she could respect absolutely, that she would make no move of any kind until the time was up. Under pretense that Suzanne herself needed time to think, or should take it, she pleaded and pleaded until finally the girl, on condition that she be allowed to phone to Eugene and state how things stood, consented. Eugene had called her up on the second day after the quarrel began and had been informed by the butler, at Mrs. Dales request, that she was out of town. He called the second day, and got the same answer. He wrote to her and Mrs. Dale hid the letter, but on the fourth day, Suzanne called him up and explained. The moment she did so, he was sorry that she had been so hasty in telling her mother, terribly so, but there was nothing to be done now save to stand by his guns. He was ready in a grim way to rise or fall so long as, in doing either, he should obtain his hearts desire.

Shall I come and help you argue? he asked.

No, not for five days. I have given my word.

Shall I see you?

No, not for five days, Eugene.

Maynt I even call you up?

No, not for five days. After that, yes.

All right, Flower Face  Divine Fire. Ill obey. Im yours to command. But, oh, sweet, its a long time.

I know, but it will pass.

And you wont change?

No.

They cant make you?

No, you know they cant, dearest. Why do you ask?

Oh, I cant help feeling a little fearful, sweet. You are so young, so new to love.

I wont change. I wont change. I dont need to swear. I wont.

Very well, then, Myrtle Bloom.

She hung up the receiver, and Mrs. Dale knew now that her greatest struggle was before her.

Her several contemplated moves consisted first, in going to see Mrs. Witla, unknown to Suzanne and Eugene, learning what she knew of how things were and what she would advise.

This really did no good, unless the fact that it fomented anew the rage and grief of Angela, and gave Mrs. Dale additional material wherewith to belabor Eugene, could be said to be of advantage. Angela, who had been arguing and pleading with Eugene all this time, endeavoring by one thought and another to awaken him to a sense of the enormity of the offense he was contemplating, was practically in despair. She had reached the point where she had become rather savage again, and he also. In spite of her condition, in spite of all she could say, he was cold and bitter, so insistent that he was through with the old order that he made her angry. Instead of leaving him, as she might have done, trusting to time to alter his attitude, or to teach her the wisdom of releasing him entirely, she preferred to cling to him, for there was still affection left. She was used to him, he was the father of her coming child, unwelcome as it was. He represented her social position to her, her station in the world. Why should she leave him? Then, too, there was this fear of the outcome, which would come over her like a child. She might die. What would become of the child?

You know, Mrs. Dale, she said at one point significantly, I dont hold Suzanne absolutely guiltless. She is old enough to know better. She has been out in society long enough to know that a married man is sacred property to another woman.

I know, I know, replied Mrs. Dale resentfully, but cautiously, but Suzanne is so young. You really dont know how much of a child she is. And she has this silly, idealistic, emotional disposition. I suspected something of it, but I did not know it was so strong. Im sure I dont know where she gets it. Her father was most practical. But she was all right until your husband persuaded her.

That may be all true, went on Angela, but she is not guiltless. I know Eugene. He is weak, but he will not follow where he is not led, and no girl need be tempted unless she wants to.

Suzanne is so young, again pleaded Mrs. Dale.

Well, Im sure if she knew Mr. Witlas record accurately, went on Angela foolishly, she wouldnt want him. I have written her. She ought to know. He isnt honest and he isnt moral as this thing shows. If this were the first time he had fallen in love with another woman, I could forgive him, but it isnt. He did something quite as bad six or seven years ago, and only two years before that there was another woman. He wouldnt be faithful to Suzanne if he had her. It would be a case of blazing affection for a little while, and then he would tire and cast her aside. Why, you can tell what sort of a man he is when he would propose to me, as he did here, that I should let him maintain a separate establishment for Suzanne and say nothing of it. The idea!

Mrs. Dale clicked her lips significantly. She considered Angela foolish for talking in this way, but it could not be helped now. Possibly Eugene had made a mistake in marrying her. This did not excuse him, however, in her eyes for wanting to take Suzanne under the conditions he proposed. If he were free, it would be an entirely different matter. His standing, his mind, his manners, were not objectionable, though he was not to the manner born.

Mrs. Dale went away toward evening, greatly nonplussed by what she had seen and heard, but convinced that no possible good could come of the situation. Angela would never give him a divorce. Eugene was not a fit man morally for her daughter, anyhow. There was great scandal on the verge of exposure here in which her beloved daughter would be irretrievably smirched. In her desperation, she decided, if she could do no better, she would try to dissuade Eugene from seeing Suzanne until he could obtain a divorce, in which case, to avoid something worse, she would agree to a marriage, but this was only to be a lip promise. The one thing she wanted to do was to get Suzanne to give him up entirely. If Suzanne could be spirited away, or dissuaded from throwing herself away on Eugene, that would be the thing. Still, she proposed to see what a conversation with Eugene would do.

The next morning as he was sitting in his office wondering what the delay of five days portended, and what Suzanne was doing, as well as trying to fix his mind on the multitudinous details which required his constant attention, and were now being rather markedly neglected, the card of Mrs. Emily Dale was laid on his table, and a few moments later, after his secretary had been dismissed, and word given that no one else was to be allowed to enter, Mrs. Dale was shown in.

She was pale and weary, but exquisitely dressed in a greenish blue silk and picture hat of black straw and feathers. She looked quite young and handsome herself, not too old for Eugene, and indeed once she had fancied he might well fall in love with her. What her thoughts were at that time, she was not now willing to recall, for they had involved the probable desertion or divorce, or death of Angela, and Eugenes passionate infatuation for her. All that was over now, of course, and in the excitement and distress, almost completely obliterated. Eugene had not forgotten that he had had similar sensations or imaginations at the time, and that Mrs. Dale had always drawn to him in a sympathetic and friendly way. Here she was, though, this morning coming upon a desperate mission no doubt, and he would have to contend with her as best he could.

The conversation opened by his looking into her set face as she approached and smiling blandly, though it was something of an effort. Well, he said, in quite a business like way, what can I do for you?

You villain, she exclaimed melodramatically, my daughter has told me all.

Yes, Suzanne phoned me that she told you, he replied, in a conciliatory tone.

Yes, she said in a low, tense voice, and I ought to kill you where you stand. To think that I should have ever harbored such a monster as you in my home and near my dear, innocent daughter. It seems incredible now. I cant believe it. That you should dare. And you with a dear, sweet wife at home, sick and in the condition she is in. I should think if you had any manhood at all any sense of shame! When I think of that poor, dear little woman, and what you have been doing, or trying to do  if it werent for the scandal you would never leave this office alive.

Oh, bother! Dont talk rot, Mrs. Dale, said Eugene quietly, though irritably. He did not care for her melodramatic attitude. The dear, darling little woman you speak of is not as badly off as you think, and I dont think she needs as much of your sympathy as you are so anxious to give. She is pretty well able to take care of herself, sick as she is. As for killing me, you or anyone else, well that wouldnt be such a bad idea. Im not so much in love with life. This is not fifty years ago, though, but the nineteenth century, and this is New York City. I love Suzanne. She loves me. We want each other desperately. Now, an arrangement can be made which will not interfere with you in any way, and which will adjust things for us. Suzanne is anxious to make that arrangement. It is as much her proposition as it is mine. Why should you be so vastly disturbed? You know a great deal about life.

Why should I be disturbed? Why should I? Can you sit in this office, you a man in charge of all this vast public work, and ask me in cold blood why I should be disturbed? And my daughters very life at stake. Why should I be disturbed and my daughter only out of her short dresses a little while ago and practically innocent of the world. You dare to tell me that she proposed! Oh, you impervious scoundrel! To think I could be so mistaken in any human being. You, with your bland manners and your inconsistent talk of happy family life. I might have understood, though, when I saw you so often without your wife. I should have known. I did, God help me! but I didnt act upon it. I was taken by your bland, gentlemanly attitude. I dont blame poor, dear little Suzanne. I blame you, you utterly deceiving villain and myself for being so silly. I am being justly rewarded, however.

Eugene merely looked at her and drummed with his fingers.

But I did not come here to bandy words with you, she went on. I came to say that you must never see my daughter again, or speak of her, or appear where she might chance to be, though she wont be where you may appear, if I have my way, for you wont have a chance to appear anywhere in decent society very much longer. I shall go, unless you agree here and now never to see or communicate with her any more, to Mr. Colfax, whom I know personally, as you are aware, and lay the whole matter before him. Im sure with what I know now of your record, and what you have attempted to do in connection with my daughter, and the condition of your wife, that he will not require your services very much longer. I shall go to Mr. Winfield, who is also an old friend, and lay the matter before him. Privately you will be drummed out of society and my daughter will be none the worse for it. She is so very young that when the facts are known, you are the only one who will bear the odium of this. Your wife has given me your wretched record only yesterday. You would like to make my Suzanne your fourth or fifth. Well, you will not. I will show you something you have not previously known. You are dealing with a desperate mother. Defy me if you dare. I demand that you write your farewell to Suzanne here and now, and let me take it to her.

Eugene smiled sardonically. Mrs. Dales reference to Angela made him bitter. She had been there and Angela had talked of him  his past to her. What a mean thing to do. After all, Angela was his wife. Only the morning before, she had been appealing to him on the grounds of love, and she had not told him of Mrs. Dales visit. Love! Love! What sort of love was this? He had done enough for her to make her generous in a crisis like this, even if she did not want to be.

Write you a statement of release to Suzanne? he observed, his lips curling how silly. Of course, I wont. And as for your threat to run to Mr. Colfax, I have heard that before from Mrs. Witla. There is the door. His office is twelve flights down. Ill call a boy, if you wish. You tell it to Mr. Colfax and see how much farther it goes before you are much older. Run to Mr. Winfield also. A lot I care about him or Mr. Colfax. If you want a grand, interesting discussion of this thing, just begin. It will go far and wide, I assure you. I love your daughter. Im desperate about her. Im literally crazy about her  he got up she loves me, or I think she does. Anyhow, Im banking all on that thought. My life from the point of view of affection has been a failure. I have never really been in love before, but I am crazy about Suzanne Dale. I am wild about her. If you had any sympathy for an unhappy, sympathetic, emotional mortal, who has never yet been satisfied in a woman, you would give her to me. I love her. I love her. By God!  he banged the desk with his fist I will do anything for her. If she will come to me, Colfax can have his position, Winfield can have his Blue Sea Corporation. You can have her money, if she wants to give it to you. I can make a living abroad by my art, and I will. Other Americans have done it before me. I love her! I love her! Do you hear me? I love her, and whats more, Im going to have her! You cant stop me. You havent the brains; you havent the strength; you havent the resources to match that girl. Shes brighter than you are. Shes stronger, shes finer. Shes finer than the whole current day conception of society and life. She loves me and she wants to give herself to me, willingly, freely, joyously. Match that in your petty society circles if you can. Society! You say you will have me drummed out of it, will you? A lot I care about your society. Hacks, mental light weights, money grubbers, gamblers, thieves, leeches  a fine lot! To see you sitting there and talking to me with your grand air makes me laugh. A lot I care for you. I was thinking of another kind of woman when I met you, not a narrow, conventional fool. I thought I saw one in you. I did, didnt I  not? You are like all the rest, a narrow, petty slavish follower after fashion and convention. Well, he snapped his fingers in her face, go on and do your worst. I will get Suzanne in the long run. She will come to me. She will dominate you. Run to Colfax! Run to Winfield! I will get her just the same. Shes mine. She belongs to me. She is big enough for me. The Gods have given her to me, and I will have her if I have to smash you and your home and myself and everyone else connected with me. Ill have her! Ill have her! She is mine! She is mine! He lifted a tense hand. Now you run and do anything you want to. Thank God, Ive found one woman who knows how to live and love. Shes mine!

Mrs. Dale stared at him in amazement, scarcely believing her ears. Was he crazy? Was he really so much in love? Had Suzanne turned his brain? What an astonishing thing. She had never seen him anything like this  never imagined him capable of anything like it. He was always so quiet, smiling, bland, witty. Here he was dramatic, impassioned, fiery, hungry. There was a terrible light in his eyes and he was desperate. He must be in love.

Oh, why will you do this to me? she whimpered all at once. The terror of his mood conveying itself to her for the moment, and arousing a sympathy which she had not previously felt. Why will you come into my home and attempt to destroy it? There are lots of women who will love you. There are lots more suited to your years and temperament than Suzanne. She doesnt understand you. She doesnt understand herself. She is just young, and foolish and hypnotized. You have hypnotized her. Oh, why will you do this to me? You are so much older than her, so much more schooled in life. Why not give her up? I dont want to go to Mr. Colfax. I dont want to speak to Mr. Winfield. I will, if I have to, but I dont want to. I have always thought so well of you. I know you are not an ordinary man. Restore my respect for you, my confidence in you. I can forgive, if I cant forget. You may not be happily married. I am sorry for you. I dont want to do anything desperate. I only want to save poor, little Suzanne. Oh, please! please! I love her so. I dont think you understand how I feel. You may be in love, but you ought to be willing to consider others. True love would. I know that she is hard and wilful and desperate now, but she will change if you will help her. Why, if you really love her, if you have any sympathy for me or regard for her future, or your own, you will renounce your schemes and release her. Tell her you made a mistake. Write to her now. Tell her you cant do this and not socially ruin her and me and yourself, and so you wont do it. Tell her that you have decided to wait until time has made you a free man, if that is to be, and then let her have a chance of seeing if she will not be happy in a normal life. You dont want to ruin her at this age, do you? She is so young, so innocent. Oh, if you have any judgment of life at all, any regard, any consideration, anything, I beg of you; I beg as her mother, for I love her. Oh! Tears came into her eyes again and she cried weakly in her handkerchief.

Eugene stared at her. What was he doing? Where was he going? Was he really as bad as he appeared to be here? Was he possessed? Was he really so hard-hearted? Through her grief and Angelas and the threats concerning Colfax and Winfield, he caught a glimpse of the real heart of the situation. It was as if there had been a great flash of lightning illuminating a black landscape. He saw sympathetically, sorrow, folly, a number of things that were involved, and then the next moment, it was gone. Suzannes face came back, smooth, classic, chiseled, perfectly modeled, her beauty like a tightened bow; her eyes, her lips, her hair, the gaiety and buoyancy of her motions and her smile. Give her up! Give up Suzanne and that dream of the studio, and of joyous, continuous, delicious companionship? Did Suzanne want him to? What had she said over the phone? No! No! No! Quit now, and her clinging to him. No! No! No! Never!! He would fight first. He would go down fighting. Never! Never! Never!

His brain seethed.

I cant do it, he said, getting up again, for he had sat down after his previous tirade. I cant do it. You are asking something that is utterly impossible. It can never be done. God help me, Im insane, Im wild over her. Go and do anything you want to, but I must have her and I will. Shes mine! Shes mine! Shes mine!

His thin, lean hands clenched and he clicked his teeth.

Mine, mine, mine! he muttered, and one would have thought him a villain in a cheap melodrama.

Mrs. Dale shook her head.

God help us both! she said. You shall never, never have her. You are not worthy of her. You are not right in your mind. I will fight you with all the means in my power. I am desperate! I am wealthy. I know how to fight. You shall not have her. Now we will see which will win. She rose to go and Eugene followed her.

Go ahead, he said calmly, but in the end you lose. Suzanne comes to me. I know it. I feel it. I may lose many other things, but I get her. Shes mine.

Oh, sighed Mrs. Dale wearily, half believing him and moving towards the door. Is this your last word?

It is positively.

Then I must be going.

Good-bye, he said solemnly.

Good-bye, she answered, white faced, her eyes staring.

She went out and Eugene took up the telephone; but he remembered that Suzanne had warned him not to call, but to depend on her. So he put it down again.


CHAPTER XV

The fire and pathos of Mrs. Dales appeal should have given Eugene pause. He thought once of going after her and making a further appeal, saying that he would try and get a divorce eventually and marry Suzanne, but he remembered that peculiar insistency of Suzanne on the fact that she did not want to get married. Somehow, somewhere, somewhy, she had formulated this peculiar ideal or attitude, which whatever the world might think of it, was possible of execution, providing he and she were tactful enough. It was not such a wild thing for two people to want to come together in this way, if they chose, he thought. Why was it? Heaven could witness there were enough illicit and peculiar relationships in this world to prevent society from becoming excited about one more, particularly when it was to be conducted in so circumspect and subtle a way. He and Suzanne did not intend to blazon their relationship to the world. As a distinguished artist, not active, but acknowledged and accomplished, he was entitled to a studio life. He and Suzanne could meet there. Nothing would be thought of it. Why had she insisted on telling her mother? It could all have been done without that. There was another peculiar ideal of hers, her determination to tell the truth under all circumstances. And yet she had really not told it. She had deceived her mother a long time about him simply by saying nothing. Was this some untoward trick of fates, merely devised to harm him? Surely not. And yet Suzannes headstrong determination seemed almost a fatal mistake now. He sat down brooding over it. Was this a terrific blunder? Would he be sorry? All his life was in the balance. Should he turn back?

No! No! No! Never! It was not to be. He must go on. He must! He must! So he brooded.

The next of Mrs. Dales resources was not quite so unavailing as the others, though it was almost so. She had sent for Dr. Latson Woolley, her family physician  an old school practitioner of great repute, of rigid honor and rather Christian principles himself, but also of a wide intellectual and moral discernment, so far as others were concerned.

Well, Mrs. Dale, he observed, when he was ushered into her presence in the library on the ground floor, and extending his hand cordially, though wearily, what can I do for you this morning?

Oh, Dr. Woolley, she began directly, I am in so much trouble. It isnt a case of sickness. I wish it were. It is something so much worse. I have sent for you because I know I can rely on your judgment and sympathy. It concerns my daughter, Suzanne.

Yes, yes, he grunted, in a rather crusty voice, for his vocal cords were old, and his eyes looked out from under shaggy, gray eyebrows which somehow bespoke a world of silent observation. Whats the matter with her? What has she done now that she ought not to do?

Oh, doctor, exclaimed Mrs. Dale nervously, for the experiences of the last few days had almost completely dispelled her normal composure, I dont know how to tell you, really. I dont know how to begin. Suzanne, my dear precious Suzanne, in whom I have placed so much faith and reliance has, has  

Well, tell me, interrupted Dr. Woolley laconically.

When she had told him the whole story, and answered some of his incisive questions, he said:

Well, I am thinking you have a good deal to be grateful for. She might have yielded without your knowledge and told you afterwards  or not at all.

Not at all. Oh, doctor! My Suzanne!

Mrs. Dale, I looked after you and your mother before you and Suzanne. I know something about human nature and your family characteristics. Your husband was a very determined man, as you will remember. Suzanne may have some of his traits in her. She is a very young girl, you want to remember, very robust and vigorous. How old is this Witla man?

About thirty-eight or nine, doctor.

Um! I suspected as much. The fatal age. Its a wonder you came through that period as safely as you did. Youre nearly forty, arent you?

Yes, doctor, but youre the only one that knows it.

I know, I know. Its the fatal age. You say he is in charge of the United Magazines Corporation. I have probably heard of him. I know of Mr. Colfax of that company. Is he very emotional in his temperament?

I had never thought so before this.

Well, he probably is. Thirty-eight to thirty-nine and eighteen or nineteen  bad combination. Where is Suzanne?

Upstairs in her room, I fancy.

It might not be a bad thing if I talked to her myself a little, though I dont believe it will do any good.

Mrs. Dale disappeared and was gone for nearly three-quarters of an hour. Suzanne was stubborn, irritable, and to all preliminary entreaties insisted that she would not. Why should her mother call in outsiders, particularly Dr. Woolley, whom she knew and liked. She suspected at once when her mother said Dr. Woolley wanted to see her that it had something to do with her case, and demanded to know why. Finally, after much pleading, she consented to come down, though it was with the intention of showing her mother how ridiculous all her excitement was.

The old doctor who had been meditating upon the inexplicable tangle, chemical and physical, of life  the blowing hither and thither of diseases, affections, emotions and hates of all kinds, looked up quizzically as Suzanne entered.

Well, Suzanne, he said genially, rising and walking slowly toward her, Im glad to see you again. How are you this morning?

Pretty well, doctor, how are you?

Oh, as you see, as you see, a little older and a little fussier, Suzanne, making other peoples troubles my own. Your mother tells me you have fallen in love. Thats an interesting thing to do, isnt it?

You know, doctor, said Suzanne defiantly, I told mama that I dont care to discuss this, and I dont think she has any right to try to make me. I dont want to and I wont. I think it is all in rather poor taste.

Poor taste, Suzanne? asked Mrs. Dale. Do you call our discussion of what you want to do poor taste, when the world will think that what you want to do is terrible when you do it?

I told you, mama, that I was not coming down here to discuss this thing, and Im not! said Suzanne, turning to her mother and ignoring Dr. Woolley. Im not going to stay. I dont want to offend Dr. Woolley, but Im not going to stay and have you argue this all over again.

She turned to go.

There, there, Mrs. Dale, dont interrupt, observed Dr. Woolley, holding Suzanne by the very tone of his voice. I think myself that very little is to be gained by argument. Suzanne is convinced that what she is planning to do is to her best interest. It may be. We cant always tell. I think the best thing that could be discussed, if anything at all in this matter can be discussed, is the matter of time. It is my opinion that before doing this thing that Suzanne wants to do, and which may be all right, for all I know, it would be best if she would take a little time. I know nothing of Mr. Witla. He may be a most able and worthy man. Suzanne ought to give herself a little time to think, though. I should say three months, or six months. A great many after effects hang on this decision, as you know, he said, turning to Suzanne. It may involve responsibilities you are not quite ready to shoulder. You are only eighteen or nineteen, you know. You might have to give up dancing and society, and travel, and a great many things, and devote yourself to being a mother and ministering to your husbands needs. You expect to live with him permanently, dont you?

I dont want to discuss this, Dr. Woolley.

But you do expect that, dont you?

Only as long as we love each other.

Um, well, you might love him for some little time yet. You rather expect to do that, dont you?

Why, yes, but what is the good of this, anyhow? My mind is made up.

Just the matter of thinking, said Dr. Woolley, very soothingly and in a voice which disarmed Suzanne and held her. Just a little time in which to be absolutely sure. Your mother is anxious not to have you do it at all. You, as I understand it, want to do this thing right away. Your mother loves you, and at bottom, in spite of this little difference, I know you love her. It just occurred to me that for the sake of good feeling all around, you might like to strike a balance. You might be willing to take, say six months, or a year and think about it. Mr. Witla would probably not object. You wont be any the less delightful to him at the end of that time, and as for your mother, she would feel a great deal better if she thought that, after all, what you decided to do you had done after mature deliberation.

Yes, exclaimed Mrs. Dale, impulsively, do take time to think, Suzanne. A year wont hurt you.

No, said Suzanne unguardedly. It is all a matter of whether I want to or not. I dont want to.

Precisely. Still this is something you might take into consideration. The situation from all outside points of view is serious. I havent said so, but I feel that you would be making a great mistake. Still, that is only my opinion. You are entitled to yours. I know how you feel about it, but the public is not likely to feel quite the same. The public is a wearisome thing, Suzanne, but we have to take it into consideration.

Suzanne stared stubbornly and wearily at her tormentors. Their logic did not appeal to her at all. She was thinking of Eugene and her plan. It could be worked. What did she care about the world? During all this talk, she drew nearer and nearer the door and finally opened it.

Well, that is all, said Dr. Woolley, when he saw she was determined to go. Good morning, Suzanne. I am glad to have seen you again.

Good morning, Dr. Woolley, she replied.

She went out and Mrs. Dale wrung her hands. I wish I knew what was to be done, she exclaimed, gazing at her counselor.

Dr. Woolley brooded over the folly of undesired human counsel.

There is no need for excitement, he observed after a time. It is obvious to me that if she is handled rightly, she will wait. She is in a state of high strung opposition and emotion for some reason at present. You have driven her too hard. Relax. Let her think this thing out for herself. Counsel for delay, but dont irritate. You cannot control her by driving. She has too stern a will. Tears wont help. Emotion seems a little silly to her. Ask her to think, or better yet, let her think and plead only for delay. If you could get her away for two or three weeks or months, off by herself undisturbed by your pleadings and uninfluenced by his  if she would ask him of her own accord to let her alone for that time, all will be well. I dont think she will ever go to him. She thinks she will, but I have the feeling that she wont. However, be calm. If you can, get her to go away.

Would it be possible to lock her up in some sanatorium or asylum, doctor, until she has had time to think?

All things are possible, but I should say it would be the most inadvisable thing you could do. Force accomplishes nothing in these cases.

I know, but suppose she wont listen to reason?

You really havent come to that bridge yet. You havent talked calmly to her yet. You are quarreling with her. There is very little in that. You will simply grow further and further apart.

How practical you are, doctor, observed Mrs. Dale, in a mollified and complimentary vein.

Not practical, but intuitional. If I were practical, I would never have taken up medicine.

He walked to the door, his old body sinking in somewhat upon itself. His old, gray eyes twinkled slightly as he turned.

You were in love once, Mrs. Dale, he said.

Yes, she replied.

You remember how you felt then?

Yes.

Be reasonable. Remember your own sensations  your own attitude. You probably werent crossed in your affair. She is. She has made a mistake. Be patient. Be calm. We want to stop it and no doubt can. Do unto others as you would be done by.

He ambled shufflingly across the piazza and down the wide steps to his car.

Mama, she said, when after Dr. Woolley had gone her mother came to her room to see if she might not be in a mellower mood, and to plead with her further for delay, it seems to me you are making a ridiculous mess of all this. Why should you go and tell Dr. Woolley about me! I will never forgive you for that. Mama, you have done something I never thought you would do. I thought you had more pride  more individuality.

One should have seen Suzanne, in her spacious boudoir, her back to her oval mirrored dressing table, her face fronting her mother, to understand her fascination for Eugene. It was a lovely, sunny, many windowed chamber, and Suzanne in a white and blue morning dress was in charming accord with the gay atmosphere of the room.

Well, Suzanne, you know, she said, rather despondently, I just couldnt help it. I had to go to someone. I am quite alone apart from you and Kinroy and the children  she referred to Adele and Ninette as the children when talking to either Suzanne or Kinroy and I didnt want to say anything to them. You have been my only confidant up to now, and since you have turned against me  

I havent turned against you, mama.

Oh, yes you have. Lets not talk about it, Suzanne. You have broken my heart. You are killing me. I just had to go to someone. We have known Dr. Woolley so long. He is so good and kind.

Oh, I know, mama, but what good will it do? How can anything he might say help matters? He isnt going to change me. Youre only telling it to somebody who oughtnt to know anything about it.

But I thought he might influence you, pleaded Mrs. Dale. I thought you would listen to him. Oh, dear, oh, dear. Im so tired of it all. I wish I were dead. I wish I had never lived to see this.

Now there you go, mama, said Suzanne confidently. I cant see why you are so distressed about what I am going to do. It is my life that I am planning to arrange, not yours. I have to live my life, mama, not you.

Oh, yes, but it is just that that distresses me. What will it be after you do this  after you throw it away? Oh, if you could only see what you are contemplating doing  what a wretched thing it will be when it is all over with. You will never live with him  he is too old for you, too fickle, too insincere. He will not care for you after a little while, and then there you will be, unmarried, possibly with a child on your hands, a social outcast! Where will you go?

Mama, said Suzanne calmly, her lips parted in a rosy, baby way, I have thought of all this. I see how it is. But I think you and everybody else make too much ado about these things. You think of everything that could happen, but it doesnt all happen that way. People do these things, Im sure, and nothing much is thought of it.

Yes, in books, put in Mrs. Dale. I know where you get all this from. Its your reading.

Anyhow, Im going to. I have made up my mind, added Suzanne. I have decided that by September fifteenth I will go to Mr. Witla, and you might just as well make up your mind to it now. This was August tenth.

Suzanne, said her mother, staring at her, I never imagined you could talk in this way to me. You will do nothing of the kind. How can you be so hard? I did not know that you had such a terrible will in you. Doesnt anything I have said about Adele and Ninette or Kinroy appeal to you? Have you no heart in you? Why dont you wait, as Dr. Woolley suggests, six months or a year? Why do you talk about jumping into this without giving yourself time to think? It is such a wild, rash experiment. You havent thought anything about it, you havent had time.

Oh, yes, I have, mama! replied Suzanne. Ive thought a great deal about it. Im fully convinced. I want to do it then because I told Eugene that I would not keep him waiting long; and I wont. I want to go to him. That will make a clear two months since we first talked of this.

Mrs. Dale winced. She had no idea of yielding to her daughter, or letting her do this, but this definite conclusion as to the time brought matters finally to a head. Her daughter was out of her mind, that was all. It gave her not any too much time to turn round in. She must get Suzanne out of the city  out of the country, if possible, or lock her up, and she must do it without antagonizing her too much.


CHAPTER XVI

Mrs. Dales next step in this struggle was to tell Kinroy, who wanted, of course, in a fit of boyish chivalry, to go immediately and kill Eugene. This was prevented by Mrs. Dale, who had more control over him than she had over Suzanne, pointing out to him what a terrifically destructive scandal would ensue and urging subtlety and patience. Kinroy had a sincere affection for his sisters, particularly Suzanne and Adele, and he wanted to protect all of them. He decided in a pompous, ultra chivalrous spirit that he must help his mother plan, and together they talked of chloroforming her some night, of carrying her thus, as a sick girl, in a private car to Maine or the Adirondacks or somewhere in Canada.

It would be useless to follow all these strategic details in their order. There were, after the five days agreed upon by Suzanne, attempted phone messages by Eugene, which were frustrated by Kinroy, who was now fulfilling the rôle of private detective. Suzanne resolved to have Eugene summoned to the house for a discussion, but to this her mother objected. She felt that additional meetings would simply strengthen their bond of union. Kinroy wrote to Eugene of his own accord that he knew all, and that if he attempted to come near the place he would kill him at sight. Suzanne, finding herself blocked and detained by her mother, wrote Eugene a letter which Elizabeth, her maid, secretly conveyed to the mail for her, telling him how things stood. Her mother had told Dr. Woolley and Kinroy. She had decided that September fifteenth was the time she would leave home, unless their companionship was quietly sanctioned. Kinroy had threatened to kill him to her, but she did not think he had anything to fear. Kinroy was just excited. Her mother wanted her to go to Europe for six months and think it over, but this she would not do. She was not going to leave the city, and he need not fear, if he did not hear anything for a few days at a time, that anything was wrong with her. They must wait until the storm subsided a little. I shall be here, but perhaps it is best for you not to try to see me just now. When the time comes, I will come to you, and if I get a chance, I will see you before.

Eugene was both pained and surprised at the turn things had taken, but still encouraged to hope for the best by the attitude Suzanne took toward it all. Her courage strengthened him. She was calm, so purposeful! What a treasure she was!

So began a series of daily love notes for a few days, until Suzanne advised him to cease. There were constant arguments between her, her mother and Kinroy. Because she was being so obviously frustrated, she began to grow bitter and hard, and short contradictory phrases passed between her and her mother, principally originating in Suzanne.

No, no, no! was her constantly reiterated statement. I wont do it! What of it? Its silly! Let me alone! I wont talk! So it went.

Mrs. Dale was planning hourly how to abduct her. Chloroforming and secret removal after the fashion she had in her mind was not so easy of accomplishment. It was such a desperate thing to do to Suzanne. She was afraid she might die under its influence. It could not be administered without a doctor. The servants would think it strange. She fancied there were whispered suspicions already. Finally she thought of pretending to agree with Suzanne, removing all barriers, and asking her to come to Albany to confer with her guardian, or rather the legal representative of the Marquardt Trust Company, which held her share of her father the late Westfield Dales estate in trust for her, in regard to some property in western New York, which belonged to her. Mrs. Dale decided to pretend to be obliged to go to Albany in order to have Suzanne sign a waiver of right to any share in her mothers private estate, after which, supposedly, she would give Suzanne her freedom, having also disinherited her in her will. Suzanne, according to this scheme, was then to come back to New York and go her way and her mother was not to see her any more.

To make this more effective, Kinroy was sent to tell her of her mothers plan and beg her for her own and her familys sake not to let the final separation come about. Mrs. Dale changed her manner. Kinroy acted his part so effectively that what with her mothers resigned look and indifferent method of address, Suzanne was partly deceived. She imagined her mother had experienced a complete change of heart and might be going to do what Kinroy said.

No, she replied to Kinroys pleadings, I dont care whether she cuts me off. Ill be very glad to sign the papers. If she wants me to go away, Ill go. I think she has acted very foolishly through all this, and so have you.

I wish you wouldnt let her do that, observed Kinroy, who was rather exulting over the satisfactory manner in which this bait was being swallowed. Mama is broken hearted. She wants you to stay here, to wait six months or a year before you do anything at all, but if you wont, shes going to ask you to do this. Ive tried to persuade her not to. Id hate like anything to see you go. Wont you change your mind?

I told you I wouldnt, Kinroy. Dont ask me.

Kinroy went back to his mother and reported that Suzanne was stubborn as ever, but that the trick would in all probability work. She would go aboard the train thinking she was going to Albany. Once aboard, inside a closed car, she would scarcely suspect until the next morning, and then they would be far in the Adirondack Mountains.

The scheme worked in part. Her mother, as had Kinroy, went through this prearranged scene as well as though she were on the stage. Suzanne fancied she saw her freedom near at hand. Only a travelling bag was packed, and Suzanne went willingly enough into the auto and the train, only stipulating one thing  that she be allowed to call up Eugene and explain. Both Kinroy and her mother objected, but, when finally she refused flatly to go without, they acceded. She called him up at the office  it was four oclock in the afternoon, and they were leaving at five-thirty  and told him. He fancied at once it was a ruse, and told her so, but she thought not. Mrs. Dale had never lied to her before, neither had her brother. Their words were as bonds.

Eugene says this is a trap, mama, said Suzanne, turning from the phone to her mother, who was near by. Is it?

You know it isnt, replied her mother, lying unblushingly.

If it is, it will come to nothing, she replied, and Eugene heard her. He was strengthened into acquiescence by the tone of her voice. Surely she was a wonderful girl  a master of men and women in her way.

Very well, if you think its all right, said Eugene; but Ill be very lonely. Ive been so already. I shall be more so, Flower Face, unless I see you soon. Oh, if the time were only up!

It will be, Eugene, she replied, in a very few days now. Ill be back Thursday, and then you can come down and see me.

Thursday afternoon?

Yes. Were to be back Thursday morning.

She finally hung up the receiver and they entered the automobile and an hour later the train.


CHAPTER XVII

It was a Montreal, Ottawa and Quebec express, and it ran without stopping to Albany. By the time it was nearing the latter place Suzanne was going to bed  and because it was a private car  Mrs. Dale explained that the president of the road had lent it to her  no announcement of its arrival, which would have aroused Suzanne, was made by the porter. When it stopped there shortly after ten oclock it was the last car at the south end of the train, and you could hear voices calling, but just what it was was not possible to say. Suzanne, who had already gone to bed, fancied it might be Poughkeepsie or some wayside station. Her mothers statement was that since they arrived so late, the car would be switched to a siding, and they would stay aboard until morning. Nevertheless, she and Kinroy were alert to prevent any untoward demonstration or decision on Suzannes part, and so, as the train went on, she slept soundly until Burlington in the far northern part of Vermont was reached the next morning. When she awoke and saw that the train was still speeding on, she wondered vaguely but not clearly what it could mean. There were mountains about, or rather tall, pine-covered hills, mountain streams were passed on high trestles and sections of burned woodlands were passed where forest fires had left lonely, sad charred stretches of tree trunks towering high in the air. Suddenly it occurred to Suzanne that this was peculiar, and she came out of the bath to ask why.

Where are we, mama? she asked. Mrs. Dale was leaning back in a comfortable willow chair reading, or pretending to read a book. Kinroy was out on the observation platform for a moment. He came back though shortly, for he was nervous as to what Suzanne would do when she discovered her whereabouts. A hamper of food had been put aboard the night before, unknown to Suzanne, and Mrs. Dale was going shortly to serve breakfast. She had not risked a maid on this journey.

I dont know, replied her mother indifferently, looking out at a stretch of burnt woods.

I thought we were to be in Albany a little after midnight? said Suzanne.

So we were, replied Mrs. Dale, preparing to confess. Kinroy came back into the car.

Well, then, said Suzanne, pausing, looking first out of the windows and then fixedly at her mother. It came to her as she saw the unsettled, somewhat nervous expression in her mothers face and eyes and in Kinroys that this was a trick and that she was being taken somewhere  where?  against her will.

This is a trick, mama, she said to her mother grandly. You have lied to me  you and Kinroy. We are not going to Albany at all. Where are we going?

I dont want to tell you now, Suzanne, replied Mrs. Dale quietly. Have your bath and well talk about it afterwards. It doesnt matter. Were going up into Canada, if you want to know. We are nearly there now. Youll know fast enough when we get there.

Mama, replied Suzanne, this is a despicable trick! You are going to be sorry for this. You have lied to me  you and Kinroy. I see it now. I might have known, but I didnt believe you would lie to me, mama. I cant do anything just now, I see that very plainly. But when the time comes, you are going to be sorry. You cant control me this way. You ought to know better. You yourself are going to take me back to New York. And she fixed her mother with a steady look which betokened a mastership which her mother felt nervously and wearily she might eventually be compelled to acknowledge.

Now, Suzanne, whats the use of talking that way? pleaded Kinroy. Mama is almost crazy, as it is. She couldnt think of any other way or thing to do.

You hush, Kinroy, replied Suzanne. I dont care to talk to you. You have lied to me, and that is more than I ever did to you. Mama, I am astonished at you, she returned to her mother. My mother lying to me! Very well, mama. You have things in your hands today. I will have them in mine later. You have taken just the wrong course. Now you wait and see.

Mrs. Dale winced and quailed. This girl was the most unterrified, determined fighter she had ever known. She wondered where she got her courage  from her late husband, probably. She could actually feel the quietness, grit, lack of fear, which had grown up in her during the last few weeks under the provocation which antagonism had provided. Please dont talk that way, Suzanne, she pleaded. I have done it all for your own good. You know I have. Why will you torture me? You know I wont give you up to that man. I wont. Ill move heaven and earth first. Ill die in this struggle, but I wont give you up.

Then youll die, mama, for Im going to do what I said. You can take me to where this car stops, but you cant take me out of it. Im going back to New York. Now, a lot you have accomplished, havent you?

Suzanne, I am convinced almost that you are out of your mind. You have almost driven me out of mine, but I am still sane enough to see what is right.

Mama, I dont propose to talk to you any more, or to Kinroy. You can take me back to New York, or you can leave me, but you will not get me out of this car. I am done with listening to nonsense and pretences. You have lied to me once. You will not get a chance to do it again.

I dont care, Suzanne, replied her mother, as the train sped swiftly along. You have forced me to do this. It is your own attitude that is causing all the trouble. If you would be reasonable and take some time to think this all over, you would not be where you are now. I wont let you do this thing that you want to do. You can stay in the car if you wish, but you cannot be taken back to New York without money. I will speak to the station agent about that.

Suzanne thought of this. She had no money, no clothes, other than those she had on. She was in a strange country and not so very used to travelling alone. She had really gone to very few places in times past by herself. It took the edge off her determination to resist, but she was not conquered by any means.

How are you going to get back? asked her mother, after a time, when Suzanne paid no attention to her. You have no money. Surely, Suzanne, you are not going to make a scene? I only want you to come up here for a few weeks so that you will have time to think away from that man. I dont want you to go to him on September the fifteenth. I just wont let you do that. Why wont you be reasonable? You can have a pleasant time up here. You like to ride. You are welcome to do that. I will ride with you. You can invite some of your friends up here, if you choose. I will send for your clothes. Only stay here a while and think over what you are going to do.

Suzanne refused to talk. She was thinking what she could do. Eugene was back in New York. He would expect her Thursday.

Yes, Suzanne, put in Kinroy. Why not take mas advice? Shes trying to do the best thing by you. This is a terrible thing you are trying to do. Why not listen to common sense and stay up here three or four months?

Dont talk like a parrot, Kinroy! Im hearing all this from mama.

When her mother reproached her, she said: Oh, hush, mama, I dont care to hear anything more. I wont do anything of the sort. You lied to me. You said you were going to Albany. You brought me out here under a pretence. Now you can take me back. I wont go to any lodge. I wont go anywhere, except to New York. You might just as well not argue with me.

The train rolled on. Breakfast was served. The private car was switched to the tracks of the Canadian Pacific at Montreal. Her mothers pleas continued. Suzanne refused to eat. She sat and looked out of the window, meditating over this strange dénouement. Where was Eugene? What was he doing? What would he think when she did not come back? She was not enraged at her mother. She was merely contemptuous of her. This trick irritated and disgusted her. She was not thinking of Eugene in any wild way, but merely that she would get back to him. She conceived of him much as she did of herself though her conception of her real self was still vague as strong, patient, resourceful, able to live without her a little while if he had to. She was eager to see him, but really more eager that he should see her if he wanted to. What a creature he must take her mother to be!

By noon they had reached Juinata, by two oclock they were fifty miles west of Quebec. At first, Suzanne thought she would not eat at all to spite her mother. Later she reasoned that that was silly and ate. She made it exceedingly unpleasant for them by her manner, and they realized that by bringing her away from New York they had merely transferred their troubles. Her spirit was not broken as yet. It filled the car with a disturbing vibration.

Suzanne, questioned her mother at one point, wont you talk to me? Wont you see Im trying to do this for your own good? I want to give you time to think. I really dont want to coerce you, but you must see.

Suzanne merely stared out of the window at the green fields speeding by.

Suzanne! Dont you see this will never do? Cant you see how terrible it all is?

Mama, I want you to let me alone. You have done what you thought was the right thing to do. Now let me alone. You lied to me, mama. I dont want to talk to you. I want you to take me back to New York. You have nothing else to do. Dont try to explain. You havent any explanation.

Mrs. Dales spirit fairly raged, but it was impotent in the presence of this her daughter. She could do nothing.

Still more hours, and at one small town Suzanne decided to get off, but both Mrs. Dale and Kinroy offered actual physical opposition. They felt intensely silly and ashamed, though, for they could not break the spirit of the girl. She ignored their minds  their mental attitude in the most contemptuous way. Mrs. Dale cried. Then her face hardened. Then she pleaded. Her daughter merely looked loftily away.

At Three Rivers Suzanne stayed in the car and refused to move. Mrs. Dale pleaded, threatened to call aid, stated that she would charge her with insanity. It was all without avail. The car was uncoupled after the conductor had asked Mrs. Dale if she did not intend to leave it. She was beside herself, frantic with rage, shame, baffled opposition.

I think you are terrible! she exclaimed to Suzanne. You are a little demon. We will live in this car, then. We will see.

She knew that this could not be, for the car was only leased for the outward trip and had to be returned the next day.

The car was pushed on to a siding.

I beg of you, Suzanne. Please dont make a mockery of us. This is terrible. What will people think?

I dont care what they think, said Suzanne.

But you cant stay here.

Oh, yes, I can!

Come, get off, please do. We wont stay up here indefinitely. Ill take you back. Promise me to stay a month and Ill give you my solemn word Ill take you back at the end of that time. Im getting sick of this. I cant stand it. Do what you like after that. Only stay a month now.

No, mama, replied Suzanne. No, you wont. You lied to me. Youre lying to me now, just as you did before.

I swear to you Im not. I lied that once, but I was frantic. Oh, Suzanne, please, please. Be reasonable. Have some consideration. I will take you back, but wait for some clothes to arrive. We cant go this way.

She sent Kinroy for the station master, to whom was explained the need of a carriage to take them to Mont Cecile and also for a doctor  this was Mrs. Dales latest thought  to whom she proposed to accuse Suzanne of insanity. Help to remove her was to be called. She told this to Suzanne, who simply glared at her.

Get the doctor, mama, she said. We will see if I have to go that way. But you will rue every step of this. You will be thoroughly sorry for every silly step you have taken.

When the carriage arrived, Suzanne refused to get out. The country driver, a French habitant, reported its presence at the car. Kinroy tried to soothe his sister by saying that he would help straighten matters out if she would only go peacefully.

Ill tell you, Susie, if it isnt all arranged to suit you within a month, and you still want to go back, Ill send you the money. I have to go back tomorrow, or next day for ma, but Ill give you my word. In fact, Ill persuade mother to bring you back in two weeks. You know I never lied to you before. I never will again. Please come. Lets go over there. We can be comfortable, anyhow.

Mrs. Dale had leased the lodge from the Cathcarts by phone. It was all furnished  ready to live in  even wood fires prepared for lighting in the fireplaces. It had hot and cold water controlled by a hot-water furnace system; acetylene gas, a supply of staples in the kitchen. The service to take care of it was to be called together by the caretaker, who could be reached by phone from the depot. Mrs. Dale had already communicated with him by the time the carriage arrived. The roads were so poor that the use of an automobile was impossible. The station agent, seeing a fat fee in sight, was most obliging.

Suzanne listened to Kinroy, but she did not believe him. She did not believe anyone now, save Eugene, and he was nowhere near to advise her. Still, since she was without money and they were threatening to call a doctor, she thought it might be best perhaps to go peacefully. Her mother was most distracted. Her face was white and thin and nervous, and Kinroy was apparently strained to the breaking point.

Do you promise me faithfully, she asked her mother, who had begun her pleadings anew, corroborating Kinroy in a way, that you will take me back to New York in two weeks if I promise to stay that long? This was still within the date in which she had promised to go to Witla, and as long as she got back by that time, she really did not care, provided she could write to her lover. It was a silly arbitrary thing for her mother to have done, but it could be endured. Her mother, seeing no reasonable way to obtain peace, promised. If she could only keep her there two weeks quietly, perhaps that would help. Suzanne could think here under different conditions. New York was so exciting. Out at this lodge all would be still. There was more argument, and, finally, Suzanne agreed to enter the hack, and they drove over toward Mont Cecile and the Cathcarts Lodge, now vacant and lonely, which was known as While-a-Way.


CHAPTER XVIII

The Cathcart Lodge, a long, two-story affair, half-way up a fine covered mountain slope, was one of those summer conveniences of the rich, situated just near enough to the primeval wilds to give one a sense of the unexplored and dangerous in raw nature, and yet near enough to the comforts of civilization, as represented by the cities of Quebec and Montreal, to make one feel secure in the possession of those material joys, otherwise so easily interrupted. It was full of great rooms tastefully furnished with simple summery things  willow chairs, box window-seats, structural book shelves, great open fireplaces, surmounted by handsome mantels, outward swinging leaded casements, settees, pillow-strewn rustic couches, great fur rugs and robes and things of that character. The walls were ornamented with trophies of the chase  antlers, raw fox skins, mounted loons and eagles, skins of bears and other animals. This year the Cathcarts were elsewhere, and the lodge was to be had by a woman of Mrs. Dales standing for the asking.

When they reached While-a-Way, the caretaker, Pierre, an old habitant of musty log-hut origin, who spoke broken English and was dressed in earth-brown khaki over Heaven knows what combination of clothes beneath, had lighted the fires and was bestirring himself about warming the house generally with the furnaces. His wife, a small, broad-skirted, solid-bodied woman, was in the kitchen preparing something to eat. There was plenty of meat to be had from the larder of the habitant himself, to say nothing of flour, butter, and the like. A girl to serve was called from the family of a neighboring trapper. She had worked in the lodge as maid to the Cathcarts. They settled down to make themselves comfortable, but the old discussion continued. There was no cessation to it, and through it all, actually, Suzanne was having her way.

Meanwhile, Eugene back in New York was expecting word from Suzanne on Thursday, and none came. He called up the house only to learn that Mrs. Dale was out of the city and was not expected back soon. Friday came, and no word; and Saturday. He tried a registered letter for personal delivery only, return signature demanded but it came back marked not there. Then he realized that his suspicions were correct and that Suzanne had fallen into a trap. He grew gloomy, fearful, impatient and nervous by turn, and all at the same time. He drummed on his desk at the office, tried almost in vain to fix his mind on the scores of details which were ever before him, wandered aimlessly about the streets at times, thinking. He was asked for his opinion on art plans, and books, and advertising and circulation propositions, but he could not fix his mind closely on what was being said.

The chief has certainly got something on his mind which is troubling him these days, said Carter Hayes, the advertising man, to the circulation head. Hes not himself. I dont believe he hears what Im telling him.

Ive noticed that, replied the latter. They were in the reception room outside Eugenes door, and strolled arm in arm down the richly carpeted hall to the elevator. Theres certainly something wrong. He ought to take a rest. Hes trying to do too much.

Hayes did not believe Eugene was trying to do too much. In the last four or five months it had been almost impossible to get near him. He came down at ten or ten-thirty in the morning, left frequently at two and three, had lunch engagements which had nothing to do with office work, and at night went into the social world to dinner or elsewhere, where he could not be found. Colfax had sent for him on a number of occasions when he was not present, and on several other occasions, when he had called on his floor and at his office, Eugene was out. It did not strike him as anything to complain of  Eugene had a right to be about  but as inadvisable, in the managing publishers own interest. He knew that he had a vast number of things to take care of. It would take an exceptionally efficient man to manage them and not give all his time to them. He would not have thought this if Eugene had been a partner with himself, as were other men in other ventures in which he was interested, but not being so, he could not help viewing him as an employee, one who ought to give all his time to his work.

White never asked anything much save the privilege of working, and was always about the place, alert, earnest at his particular duties, not haughty, but calm and absolutely efficient in every way. He was never weary of consulting with Colfax, whereas Eugene was indifferent, not at all desirous of running to him with every little proposition, but preferring to act on his own initiative, and carrying himself constantly with very much of an air.

In other ways there were other things which were and had been militating against him. By degrees it had come to be rumored about the office that Eugene was interested in the Blue Sea or Sea Island Development and Construction Company, of which there was a good deal of talk about the city, particularly in financial and social circles. Colfax had heard of the corporation. He had been interested in the scheme because it promised so much in the way of luxury. Not much of the panoramic whole so beautifully depicted in the colored insets of a thirty-two-page literary prospectus fathered by Eugene was as yet accomplished, but there was enough to indicate that it was going to be a great thing. Already somewhat over a mile and a quarter of the great sea walk and wall were in place. A dining and dancing pavilion had been built, and one of the smaller hotels  all in accordance with the original architectural scheme. There were a number of houses  something like twenty or thirty on plots one hundred and fifty by one hundred and fifty feet, built in the most ornate fashion on ground which had formerly been wet marsh grown high with grass. Three or four islands had been filled in and the club house of a minor yacht club had been constructed, but still the Sea Island Development Company had a long way to go before even a third of its total perfection would be in sight.

Eugene did not know the drift of the companys financial affairs, except in a general way. He had tried to keep out of it so far as public notice of him was concerned, though he was constantly lunching with Winfield, Willebrand, and others, and endeavoring to direct as much attention to the wonders and prospects of the new resort as was possible for him to do. It was an easy thing for him to say to one person and another whom he met that Blue Sea was rapidly becoming the most perfect thing in the way of a summer resort that he had ever seen, and this did good; so did the comments of all the other people who were interested in it, but it did not make it anything of a success as yet. As a matter of fact, the true success of Blue Sea depended on the investment of much more than the original ten millions for which it had been capitalized. It depended on a truly solid growth, which could not be rapid.

The news which came to the United Magazines Corporation and eventually to Colfax and White was that Eugene was heavily interested in this venture, that he was secretary or held some other office in connection with it, and that he was giving a great deal of his time to its development, which might better be employed in furthering the interests of the United Magazines Corporation.

What do you think of that? asked Colfax of White, on hearing the news one morning. It had come through the head of the printing department under White, who had mentioned it to Colfax in Whites presence by the latters directions.

Its just what Ive been telling you all along, said the latter blandly. He isnt interested in this business any more than he is in any other. Hes using it as a stepping-stone, and when hes through with it, good-bye. Now thats all right from his point of view. Every man has a right to climb up, but it isnt so good from yours. Youd be better off if you had a man who wanted to stay here. Youd be better off really if you were handling it yourself. You may not want to do that, but with what you know now you can get someone who will work under you quite well. Thats the one satisfactory thing about it  you really can get along without him if it comes right down to it now. With a good man in there, it can be handled from your office.

It was about this time that the most ardent phase of Eugenes love affair with Suzanne began. All through the spring and summer Eugene had been busy with thoughts of Suzanne, ways of meeting her, pleasurable rides with her, thinking of things she had done and said. As a rule now, his thoughts were very far from the interests of his position, and in the main it bored him greatly. He began to wish earnestly that his investment in the Sea Island Corporation would show some tangible return in the way of interest, so that he could have means to turn round with. It struck him after Angelas discovery of his intrigue with Suzanne as a most unfortunate thing that he had tied up all his means in this Blue Sea investment. If it had been fated that he was to go on living with Angela, it would have been all right. Then he could have waited in patience and thought nothing of it. Now it simply meant that if he wanted to realize it, it would all be tied up in the courts, or most likely so, for Angela could sue him; and at any rate he would wish to make reasonable provision for her, and that would require legal adjustment. Apart from this investment, he had nothing now save his salary, and that was not accumulating fast enough to do him much good in case Mrs. Dale went to Colfax soon, and the latter broke with him. He wondered if Colfax really would break with him. Would he ask him to give up Suzanne, or simply force him to resign? He had noticed that for some time Colfax had not been as cordial to and as enthusiastic about him as he had formerly been, but this might be due to other things besides opposition. Moreover, it was natural for them to become a little tired of each other. They did not go about so much together, and when they did Colfax was not as high-flown and boyish in his spirits as he had formerly been. Eugene fancied it was White who was caballing against him, but he thought if Colfax was going to change, he was going to change, and there was no help for it. There were no grounds, he fancied, in so far as the affairs of the corporation were concerned. His work was successful.

The storm broke one day out of a clear sky, in so far as the office was concerned, but not until there had been much heartache and misery in various directions  with the Dales, with Angela, and with Eugene himself.

Suzannes action was the lightning bolt which precipitated the storm. It could only come from that quarter. Eugene was frantic to hear from her, and for the first time in his life began to experience those excruciating and gnawing pangs which are the concomitants of uncertain and distraught love. It manifested itself in an actual pain in his vitals  in the region of the solar plexus, or what is commonly known as the pit of the stomach. He suffered there very much, quite as the Spartan boy may have done who was gnawed by the fox concealed under his belt. He would wonder where Suzanne was, what she was doing, and then, being unable to work, would call his car and ride, or take his hat and walk. It did him no good to ride, for the agony was in sitting still. At night he would go home and sit by one or the other of his studio windows, principally out on the little stone balcony, and watch the changing panorama of the Hudson, yearning and wondering where she was. Would he ever see her again? Would he be able to win this battle if he did? Oh, her beautiful face, her lovely voice, her exquisite lips and eyes, the marvel of her touch and beautiful fancy!

He tried to compose poetry to her, and wrote a series of sonnets to his beloved, which were not at all bad. He worked on his sketch book of pencil portraits of Suzanne seeking a hundred significant and delightful expressions and positions, which could afterwards be elaborated into his gallery of paintings of her, which he proposed to paint at some time. It did not matter to him that Angela was about, though he had the graciousness to conceal these things from her. He was ashamed, in a way, of his treatment of her, and yet the sight of her now was not so much pitiable as objectionable and unsatisfactory. Why had he married her? He kept asking himself that.

They sat in the studio one night. Angelas face was a picture of despair, for the horror of her situation was only by degrees coming to her, and she said, seeing him so moody and despondent:

Eugene, dont you think you can get over this? You say Suzanne has been spirited away. Why not let her go? Think of your career, Eugene. Think of me. What will become of me? You can get over it, if you try. Surely you wont throw me down after all the years I have been with you. Think how I have tried. I have been a pretty good wife to you, havent I? I havent annoyed you so terribly much, have I? Oh, I feel all the time as though we were on the brink of some terrible catastrophe! If only I could do something; if only I could say something! I know I have been hard and irritable at times, but that is all over now. I am a changed woman. I would never be that way any more.

It cant be done, Angela, he replied calmly. It cant be done. I dont love you. Ive told you that. I dont want to live with you. I cant. I want to get free in some way, either by divorce, or a quiet separation, and go my way. Im not happy. I never will be as long as I am here. I want my freedom and then I will decide what I want to do.

Angela shook her head and sighed. She could scarcely believe that this was she wandering around in her own apartment wondering what she was going to do in connection with her own husband. Marietta had gone back to Wisconsin before the storm broke. Myrtle was in New York, but she hated to confess to her. She did not dare to write to any member of her own family but Marietta, and she did not want to confess to her. Marietta had fancied while she was here that they were getting along nicely. She had fits of crying, which alternated with fits of anger, but the latter were growing weak. Fear, despondency, and grief were becoming uppermost in her soul again  the fear and despondency that had weighed her down in those lonely days before she married Eugene, the grief that she was now actually and finally to lose the one man whom, in spite of everything, she loved still.


CHAPTER XIX

It was three days later when he was at his office that a telegram came from Mrs. Dale, which read, I depend on you, on the honor of a gentleman, to ignore any message which may come from my daughter until I see you.

Eugene was puzzled, but fancied that there must be a desperate quarrel on between Suzanne and her mother, wherever they were, and that it was probable that he would hear from her now. It was his first inkling as to her whereabouts, for the telegram was sent off from Three Rivers, in Canada, and he fancied they must be near there somewhere. The place of despatch did him no good from a material point of view, for he could neither write nor pursue Suzanne on the strength of this. He would not know where to find her. He could only wait, conscious that she was having a struggle, perhaps as severe, or possibly more so, than his own. He wandered about with this telegram in his pocket wondering when he should hear  what a day should bring forth, and all those who came in contact with him noticed that there was something wrong.

Colfax saw him, and asked: Whats the matter, old man? Youre not looking as chipper as you might. He fancied it might be something in connection with the Blue Sea Corporation. He had heard, after he had learned that Eugene was in it, that it would take much more money than had been invested to date to make it a really successful seaside proposition according to the original outlines, and that it would be years before it could possibly yield an adequate return. If Eugene had put much money in it, he had probably lost it or tied it up in a most unsatisfactory way. Well, it served him right for trifling with things he knew nothing about.

Oh, nothing, replied Eugene abstractedly. Im all right. Im just a little run down physically. Ill come round.

Youd better take a month or so off and brace up, if youre not in shape.

Oh, not at all! Not now, anyhow.

It occurred to Eugene that he might use the time to advantage a little later and that he would claim it.

They proceeded to business, but Colfax noticed that Eugenes eyes were specially hollow and weary and that he was noticeably restless. He wondered whether he might be going to break down physically.

Suzanne had drifted along peacefully enough considering the nature of the feeling between her and her mother at this time. After a few days of desultory discussion, however, along the lines now so familiar, she began to see that her mother had no intention of terminating their stay at the time agreed upon, particularly since their return to New York meant, so far as Suzanne was concerned, her immediate departure to Witla. Mrs. Dale began at first to plead for additional delay, and later that Suzanne should agree not to go to New York but to Lenox for a season. It was cold up here already now, though there were still spells of bright warm summery or autumn weather between ten and four in the day, and sometimes in the evening. The nights usually were cold. Mrs. Dale would gladly have welcomed a compromise, for it was terribly lonely, just herself and Suzanne  after the gaieties of New York. Four days before the time of her proposed departure, Mrs. Dale was still obdurate or parleying in a diplomatic way, and Suzanne, disgusted, made the threat which caused Mrs. Dale to wire distractedly to Eugene. Later, she composed the following, which she gave to Gabrielle:

DEAR EUGENE  

If you love me, come and get me. I have told mama that if she did not keep her word to return with me to New York by the fifteenth, I would write to you and she is still obstinate. I am at the Cathcart Lodge, While-a-Way, eighteen miles north of Three Rivers, here in Canada. Anyone can show you. I will be here when you come. Do not try to write to me as I am afraid I should not get it. But I will be at the Lodge.

With love,

SUZANNE.

Eugene had never before received a love appeal, nor indeed any such appeal from any woman in his life.

This letter reached him thirty-six hours after the telegram arrived, and set him to planning at once. The hour had struck. He must act. Perhaps this old world was now behind him forever. Could he really get Suzanne, if he went to Canada to find her? How was she surrounded? He thrilled with delight when he realized that it was Suzanne who was calling him and that he was going to find her. If you love me, come and get me.

Would he?

Watch!

He called for his car, telephoned his valet to pack his bag and bring it to the Grand Central Station, first ascertaining for himself the time of departure, asked to talk to Angela, who had gone to Myrtles apartment in upper Seventh Avenue, ready at last to confess her woes to Eugenes sister. Her condition did not appeal to Eugene in this situation. The inevitable result, which he thought of frequently, was still far away. He notified Colfax that he was going to take a few days rest, went to the bank where he had over four thousand dollars on deposit, and drew it all. He then went to a ticket office and purchased a one-way ticket, uncertain where his actions would take him once he saw Suzanne. He tried once more to get Angela, intending boldly to tell her that he was going to seek Suzanne, and to tell her not to worry, that he would communicate with her, but she had not returned. Curiously, through all this, he was intensely sorry for her, and wondered how she would take it, if he did not return. How would the child be arranged for? He felt he must go. Angela was heartsick, he knew that, and frightened. Still he could not resist this call. He could not resist anything in connection with this love affair. He was like a man possessed of a devil or wandering in a dream. He knew that his whole career was at stake, but it did not make any difference. He must get her. The whole world could go hang if he could only obtain her,  her the beautiful, the perfect!

At five-thirty the train departed, and then he sat as it rolled northward speculating on what he was to do when he got there. If Three Rivers were much of a place, he could probably hire an automobile. He could leave it some distance from the lodge and then see if he could not approach unobserved and signal Suzanne. If she were about, she would no doubt be on the lookout. At a sign she would run to him. They would hurry to the automobile. The pursuit might quickly follow, but he would arrange it so that his pursuers would not know which railroad station he was going to. Quebec was the nearest big city, he found by studying the map, though he might return to Montreal and New York or Buffalo, if he chose to go west he would see how the train ran.

It is curious what vagaries the human mind is subject to, under conditions of this kind. Up to the time of Eugenes arrival in Three Rivers and after, he had no plan of campaign, or of future conduct beyond that of obtaining Suzanne. He did not know that he would return to New York  he did not know that he would not. If Suzanne wished, and it were best, and they could, they would go to England from Montreal, or France. If necessary, they could go to Portland and sail. Mrs. Dale, on the evidence that he had Suzanne and that of her own free will and volition, might yield and say nothing, in which case he could return to New York and resume his position. This courageous stand on his part if he had only followed it might have solved the whole problem quickly. It might have been the sword that would have cut the Gordian Knot. On the train was a heavy black-bearded man, which was always good luck to him. At Three Rivers, when he dismounted from the train, he found a horseshoe, which was also a lucky sign. He did not stop to think what he would do if he really lost his position and had to live on the sum he had with him. He was really not thinking logically. He was dreaming. He fancied that he would get Suzanne and have his salary, and that somehow things would be much as they were. Of such is the logic of dreams.

When he arrived at Three Rivers, of course the conditions were not what he anticipated. It is true that at times, after a long continued period of dry weather, the roads were passable for automobiles, at least as far as While-a-Way, but the weather had not recently been entirely dry. There had been a short period of cold rain and the roads were practically impassable, save for horses and carryalls. There was a carryall which went as far as St. Jacques, four miles from While-a-Way, where the driver told him he could get a horse, if he wanted one. The owner of this hack line had a stable there.

This was gratifying to him, and he decided to make arrangements for two horses at St. Jacques, which he would take to within a reasonable distance of the lodge and tie in some spot where they would not be seen. Then he could consider the situation and signal Suzanne; if she were there on the lookout. How dramatic the end would be! How happy they would be flying together! Judge then his astonishment on reaching St. Jacques to find Mrs. Dale waiting for him. Word had been telephoned by her faithful representative, the station agent at Three Rivers, that a man of Eugenes description had arrived and departed for While-a-Way. Before this a telegram had come from New York from Kinroy to the effect that Eugene had gone somewhere. His daily habits since Mrs. Dale had gone away had been under observation. Kinroy, on his return, had called at the United Magazines Corporation and asked if Eugene was in the city. Heretofore he had been reported in. When on this day he was reported as having gone, Kinroy called up Angela to inquire. She also stated that he had left the city. He then wired his mother and she, calculating the time of his arrival, and hearing from the station agent of his taking the carryall, had gone down to meet him. She had decided to fight every inch of the way with all the strategy at her command. She did not want to kill him  had not really the courage to do that  but she still hoped to dissuade him. She had not been able to bring herself to resort to guards and detectives as yet. He could not be as hard as he looked and acted. Suzanne was bedeviling him by her support and communications. She had not been able to govern there, she saw. Her only hope was to talk him out of it, or into an additional delay. If necessary, they would all go back to New York together and she would appeal to Colfax and Winfield. She hoped they would persuade him to reason. Anyhow, she would never leave Suzanne for one moment until this thing had been settled in her favor, or brutally against her.

When Eugene appeared she greeted him with her old social smile and called to him affably: Come, get in.

He looked at her grimly and obeyed, but changed his manner when he saw that she was really kindly in her tone and greeted her sociably.

How have you been? he asked.

Oh, quite well, thank you!

And how is Suzanne?

All right, I fancy. She isnt here, you know.

Where is she? asked Eugene, his face a study in defeat.

She went with some friends to visit Quebec for ten days. Then she is going from there to New York. I dont expect to see her here any more.

Eugene choked with a sense of repugnance to her airy taradiddles. He did not believe what she was saying  saw at once that she was fencing with him.

Thats a lie, he said roughly, and its out of the whole cloth! Shes here, and you know it. Anyhow, I am going to see for myself.

How polite you are! she laughed diplomatically. That isnt the way you usually talk. Anyhow, she isnt here. Youll find that out, if you insist. I wouldnt advise you to insist, for Ive sent for counsel since I heard you were coming, and you will find detectives as well as guards waiting to receive you. She isnt here, though, even at that, and you might just as well turn round and go back. I will drive you over to Three Rivers, if you wish. Why not be reasonable, now, and avoid a scene? She isnt here. You couldnt have her if she were. The people I have employed will prevent that. If you make trouble, you will simply be arrested and then the newspapers will have it. Why not be reasonable now, Mr. Witla, and go on back? You have everything to lose. There is a train through Three Rivers from Quebec for New York at eleven tonight. We can make it. Dont you want to do that? I will agree, if you come to your senses now, and cause me no trouble here, to bring Suzanne back to New York within a month. I wont let you have her unless you get a divorce and straighten things out with your wife, but if you can do that within six months, or a year, and she still wants you, you can have her. I will promise in writing to withdraw all objection, and see that her full share of her property comes to her uncontested. I will help you and her socially all I can. You know I am not without influence.

I want to see her first, replied Eugene grimly and disbelievingly.

I wont say that I will forget everything, went on Mrs. Dale, ignoring his interpolated remark. I cant  but I will pretend to. You can have the use of my country place at Lenox. I will buy out the lease at Morristown, or the New York House, and you can live in either place. I will set aside a sum of money for your wife, if you wish. That may help you obtain your release. Surely you do not want to take her under the illegal condition which you propose, when you can have her outright in this brilliant manner by waiting a little while. She says she does not want to get married, but that is silly talk, based on nothing except erratic reading. She does, or she will, the moment she comes to think about it seriously. Why not help her? Why not go back now and let me bring her to New York a little later and then we will talk this all over. I shall be very glad to have you in my family. You are a brilliant man. I have always liked you. Why not be reasonable? Come now and lets drive over to Three Rivers and you take the train back to New York, will you?

While Mrs. Dale had been talking, Eugene had been surveying her calmly. What a clever talker she was! How she could lie! He did not believe her. He did not believe one word that she said. She was fighting to keep him from Suzanne, why he could readily understand. Suzanne was somewhere, here, he fancied, though, as in the case of her recent trip to Albany, she might have been spirited away.

Absurd! said Eugene easily, defiantly, indifferently. Ill not do anything of the sort. In the first place, I dont believe you. If you are so anxious to be nice to me, let me see her, and then you can say all this in front of her. Ive come up here to see her, and Im going to. Shes here. I know she is. You neednt lie. You neednt talk. I know shes here. Now Im going to see her, if I have to stay here a month and search.

Mrs. Dale stirred nervously. She knew that Eugene was desperate. She knew that Suzanne had written to him. Talk might be useless. Strategy might not avail, but she could not help using it.

Listen to me, she said excitedly. I tell you Suzanne is not here. Shes gone. There are guards up there  lots of them. They know who you are. They have your description. They have orders to kill you, if you try to break in. Kinroy is there. He is desperate. I have been having a struggle to prevent his killing you already. The place is watched. We are watched at this moment. Wont you be reasonable? You cant see her. Shes gone. Why make all this fuss? Why take your life in your hands?

Dont talk, said Eugene. Youre lying. I can see it in your face. Besides, my life is nothing. I am not afraid. Why talk? Shes here. Im going to see her.

He stared before him and Mrs. Dale ruminated as to what she was to do. There were no guards or detectives, as she said. Kinroy was not there. Suzanne was not away. This was all palaver, as Eugene suspected, for she was too anxious to avoid publicity to give any grounds for it, before she was absolutely driven.

It was a rather halcyon evening after some days of exceeding chill. A bright moon was coming up in the east, already discernible in the twilight, but which later would shine brilliantly. It was not cold but really pleasantly warm, and the rough road along which they were driving was richly odorous. Eugene was not unconscious of its beauty, but depressed by the possibility of Suzannes absence.

Oh, do be generous, pleaded Mrs. Dale, who feared that once they saw each other, reason would disappear. Suzanne would demand, as she had been continually demanding, to be taken back to New York. Eugene with or without Suzannes consent or plea, would ignore her overtures of compromise and there would be immediate departure or defiant union here. She thought she would kill them if need be, but in the face of Eugenes defiant persistence on one side, and Suzannes on the other, her courage was failing. She was frightened by the daring of this man. I will keep my word, she observed distractedly. Honestly she isnt here. Shes in Quebec, I tell you. Wait a month. I will bring her back then. We will arrange things together. Why cant you be generous?

I could be, said Eugene, who was considering all the brilliant prospects which her proposal involved and being moved by them, but I cant believe you. Youre not telling me the truth. You didnt tell the truth to Suzanne when you took her from New York. That was a trick, and this is another. I know she isnt away. Shes right up there in the lodge, wherever it is. You take me to her and then we will talk this thing out together. By the way, where are you going?

Mrs. Dale had turned into a bypath or half-formed road closely lined with small trees and looking as though it might be a woodchoppers path.

To the lodge.

I dont believe it, replied Eugene, who was intensely suspicious. This isnt a main road to any such place as that.

I tell you it is.

Mrs. Dale was nearing the precincts of the lodge and wanted more time to talk and plead.

Well, said Eugene, you can go this way if you want to. Im going to get out and walk. You cant throw me off by driving me around in some general way. Im going to stay here a week, a month, two months, if necessary, but Im not going back without seeing Suzanne. Shes here, and I know it. Ill go up alone and find her. Im not afraid of your guards.

He jumped out and Mrs. Dale gave up in despair. Wait, she pleaded. Its over two miles yet. Ill take you there. She isnt home tonight, anyhow. Shes over at the cottage of the caretaker. Oh, why wont you be reasonable? Ill bring her to New York, I tell you. Are you going to throw aside all those fine prospects and wreck your life and hers and mine? Oh, if Mr. Dale were only alive! If I had a man on whom I could rely! Come, get in, and Ill drive you up there, but promise me you wont ask to see her tonight. She isnt there, anyway. Shes over at the caretakers. Oh, dear, if only something would happen to solve this!

I thought you said she was in Quebec?

I only said that to gain time. Im so unstrung. It wasnt true, but she isnt at the lodge, truly. Shes away tonight. I cant let you stay there. Let me take you back to St. Jacques and you can stay with old Pierre Gaine. You can come up in the morning. The servants will think it so strange. I promise you you shall see Suzanne. I give you my word.

Your word. Why, Mrs. Dale, youre going around in a ring! I cant believe anything you say, replied Eugene calmly. He was very much collected and elated now since he knew that Suzanne was here. He was going to see her  he felt it. He had Mrs. Dale badly worsted, and he proposed to drive her until, in the presence of Suzanne, he and his beloved dictated terms.

Im going there tonight and you are going to bring her to me. If she isnt there, you know where to find her. Shes here, and Im going to see her tonight. Well talk of all this youre proposing in front of her. Its silly to twist things around this way. The girl is with me, and you know it. Shes mine. You cant control her. Now we two will talk to you together.

He sat back in the light vehicle and began to hum a tune. The moon was getting clearer.

Promise me just one thing, urged Mrs. Dale despairingly. Promise me that you will urge Suzanne to accept my proposition. A few months wont hurt. You can see her in New York as usual. Go about getting a divorce. You are the only one who has any influence with her. I admit it. She wont believe me. She wont listen to me. You tell her. Your future is in it. Persuade her to wait. Persuade her to stay up here or at Lenox for a little while and then come down. She will obey you. She will believe anything you say. I have lied. I have lied terribly all through this, but you cant blame me. Put yourself in my place. Think of my position. Please use your influence. I will do all that I say and more.

Will you bring Suzanne to me tonight?

Yes, if you promise.

Will you bring her to me tonight, promise or no promise? I dont want to say anything to you which I cant say in front of her.

Wont you promise me that you will accept my proposition and urge her to?

I think I will, but I wont say. I want her to hear what you have to say. I think I will.

Mrs. Dale shook her head despondently.

You might as well acquiesce, went on Eugene. Im going to see her anyhow, whether you will or no. Shes there, and Ill find her if I have to search the house room by room. She can hear my voice.

He was carrying things with a high hand.

Well, replied Mrs. Dale, I suppose I must. Please dont let on to the servants. Pretend youre my guest. Let me take you back to St. Jacques tonight, after you see her. Dont stay with her more than half an hour.

She was absolutely frightened out of her wits at this terrific dénouement.

Eugene sat grimly congratulating himself as they jogged on in the moonlight. He actually squeezed her arm cheerfully and told her not to be so despairing  that all would come out all right. They would talk to Suzanne. He would see what she would have to say.

You stay here, she said, as they reached a little wooded knoll in a bend of the road  a high spot commanding a vast stretch of territory now lit by a glistening northern moon. Ill go right inside and get her. I dont know whether shes there, but if she isnt, shes over at the caretakers, and well go over there. I dont want the servants to see you meet her. Please dont be demonstrative. Oh, be careful!

Eugene smiled. How excited she was! How pointless, after all her threats! So this was victory. What a fight he had made! Here he was outside this beautiful lodge, the lights of which he could see gleaming like yellow gold through the silvery shadows. The air was full of field fragrances. You could smell the dewy earth, soon to be hard and covered deep in snow. There was still a birds voice here and there and faint stirrings of the wind in the leaves. On such a night, came back Shakespeares lines. How fitting that Suzanne should come to him under such conditions! Oh, the wonder of this romance  the beauty of it! From the very beginning it had been set about with perfections of scenery and material environment. Obviously, nature had intended this as the crowning event of his life. Life recognized him as a genius  the fates it was heaping posies in his lap, laying a crown of victory upon his brow.

He waited while Mrs. Dale went to the lodge, and then after a time, true enough, there appeared in the distance the swinging, buoyant, girlish form of Suzanne. She was plump, healthful, vigorous. He could detect her in the shadows under the trees and behind her a little way Mrs. Dale. Suzanne came eagerly on  youthful, buoyant, dancing, determined, beautiful. Her skirts were swinging about her body in ripples as she strode. She looked all Eugene had ever thought her. Hebe  a young Diana, a Venus at nineteen. Her lips were parted in a welcoming smile as she drew near and her eyes were as placid as those dull opals which still burn with a hidden lustre of gold and flame.

She held out her arms to him as she came, running the last few steps.

Suzanne! called her mother. For shame!

Hush, mama! declared Suzanne defiantly. I dont care. I dont care. Its your fault. You shouldnt have lied to me. He wouldnt have come if I hadnt sent for him. Im going back to New York. I told you I was.

She did not say, Oh, Eugene! as she came close, but gathered his face in her hands and looked eagerly into his eyes. His burned into hers. She stepped back and opened wide her arms only to fold them tightly about him.

At last! At last! he said, kissing her feverishly. Oh, Suzanne! Oh, Flower Face!

I knew you would come, she said. I told her you would. Ill go back with you.

Yes, yes, said Eugene. Oh, this wonderful night! This wonderful climax! Oh, to have you in my arms again!

Mrs. Dale stood by, white, intense. To think a daughter of hers should act like this, confound her so, make her a helpless spectator of her iniquity. What an astounding, terrible, impossible thing!

Suzanne! she cried. Oh, that I should have lived to see this day!

I told you, mama, that you would regret bringing me up here, declared Suzanne. I told you I would write to him. I knew you would come, she said to Eugene, and she squeezed his hand affectionately.

Eugene inhaled a deep breath and stared at her. The night, the stars swung around him in a gorgeous orbit. Thus it was to be victorious. It was too beautiful, too wonderful! To think he should have triumphed in this way! Could any other man anywhere ever have enjoyed such a victory?

Oh, Suzanne, he said eagerly, this is like a dream; its like heaven! I can scarcely believe I am alive.

Yes, yes, she replied, it is beautiful, perfect! And together they strolled away from her mother, hand in hand.


CHAPTER XX

The flaw in this situation was that Eugene, after getting Suzanne in his arms once more, had no particular solution to offer. Instead of at once outlining an open or secret scheme of escape, or taking her by main force and walking off with her, as she more than half expected him to do, here he was repeating to her what her mother had told him, and instead of saying Come! he was asking her advice.

This is what your mother proposed to me just now, Suzanne, he began, and entered upon a full explanation. It was a vision of empire to him.

I said to her, he said, speaking of her mother, who was near by, that I would decide nothing. She wanted me to say that I would do this, but I insisted that it must be left to you. If you want to go back to New York, we will go, tonight or tomorrow. If you want to accept this plan of your mothers, its all right, so far as I am concerned. I would rather have you now, but if I can see you, I am willing to wait.

He was calm now, logical, foolishly speculative. Suzanne wondered at this. She had no advice to offer. She had expected some dramatic climax, but since it had not come about, she had to be content. The truth was that she had been swept along by her desire to be with Eugene. It had seemed to her in the beginning that it was not possible for him to get a divorce. It had seemed also from her reading and youthful philosophizing that it was really not necessary. She did not want to be mean to Angela. She did not want Eugene to mortify her by openly leaving her. She had fancied since Eugene had said that Angela was not satisfactory to him and that there was no real love between them, that Angela really did not care she had practically admitted as much in her letter  that it would not make so much difference if she shared him with her. What was he explaining now  a new theory as to what they were to do? She thought he was coming for her to take her away like a god, whereas here he was presenting a new theory to her in anything but a god-like way. It was confusing. She did not know how it was that Eugene did not want to leave at once.

Well, I dont know whatever you think, she said. If you want me to stay here another month  

No, no! exclaimed Eugene quickly, conscious of a flaw in the arrangement, and anxious to make it seem right. I didnt mean that. Not that. I want you to come back with me now, if possible, tonight, only I wanted to tell you this. Your mother seems sincere. It seems a shame if we can keep friends with her and still have our way, not to do so. I dont want to do any greater harm than I can help unless you are perfectly willing and   He hesitated over his own thoughts.

At this moment Suzanne could scarcely have told what she felt. The crux of the situation was being put to her for her decision, and it should not be. She was not strong enough, not experienced enough. Eugene should decide, and whatever he decided would be right.

The truth was that after getting her in his arms again, and that in the presence of her mother, Eugene did not feel that he was quite so much the victor as he had imagined, or that the whole problem of his life was solved. He could not very well ignore, he thought, what Mrs. Dale had to offer, if she was offering it seriously. She had said to him just before he came into the presence of Suzanne that unless he accepted these terms she would go on fighting  that she would telegraph to Colfax and ask him to come up here. Although Eugene had drawn his money and was ready to fly if he could, still the thought of Colfax and the desire to keep his present state of social security and gain all Mrs. Dale had to offer besides were deterrents. He hesitated. Wasnt there some way to smooth everything out?

I dont want you to decide finally, he said, but what do you think?

Suzanne was in a simmering, nebulous state, and could not think. Eugene was here. This was Arcady and the moon was high.

It was beautiful to have him with her again. It was wonderful to feel his caresses. But he was not flying with her. They were not defying the world; they were not doing what she fancied they would be doing, rushing to victory, and that was what she had sent for him for. Mrs. Dale was going to help Eugene get a divorce, so she said. She was going to help subsidize Angela, if necessary. Suzanne was going to get married, and actually settle down after a time. What a curious thought. Why that was not what she had wanted to do. She had wanted to flout convention in some way; to do original things as she had planned, as she had dreamed. It might be disastrous, but she did not think so. Her mother would have yielded. Why was Eugene compromising? It was curious. Such thoughts as these formulated in her mind at this time were the most disastrous things that could happen to their romance. Union should have followed his presence. Flight should have been a portion of it. As it was she was in his arms, but she was turning over vague, nebulous thoughts. Something  a pale mist before an otherwise brilliant moon; a bit of spindrift; a speck of cloud, no bigger than a mans hand that might possibly portend something and might not, had come over the situation. Eugene was as desirable as ever, but he was not flying with her. They were talking about going back to New York afterwards, but they were not going together at once. How was that?

Do you think mama can really damage you with Mr. Colfax? she asked curiously at one point, after Eugene had mentioned her mothers threat.

I dont know, he replied solemnly. Yes, I think she could. I dont know what hed do, though. It doesnt matter much one way or the other, he added. Suzanne puzzled.

Well, if you want to wait, its all right, she said. I want to do whatever you think best. I dont want you to lose your position. If you think we ought to wait, we will.

Not if Im not to be with you regularly, replied Eugene, who was wavering. He was not your true champion of victory  your administrative leader. Foolishly he was spelling over an arrangement whereby he could eat his cake and have it  see Suzanne, drive with her, dance with her, all but live with her in New York until such time as the actual union could be arranged secretly or openly. Mrs. Dale was promising to receive him as a son, but she was merely plotting for time  time to think, act, permit Suzanne, under argument, to come to her senses. Time would solve everything, she thought, and tonight as she hung about, keeping close and overhearing some of Eugenes remarks, she felt relieved. Either he was coming to his senses and beginning to regret his folly or he was being deluded by her lies. If she could keep him and Suzanne apart one more week, and get to New York herself, she would go to Colfax now, and to Winfield, and see if they could not be induced to use their good offices. Eugene must be broken. He was erratic, insane. Her lies were apparently plausible enough to gain her this delay, and that was all she wanted.

Well, I dont know. Whatever you think, said Suzanne again, after a time between embraces and kisses, do you want me to come back with you tomorrow, or  

Yes, yes, he replied quickly and vigorously, tomorrow, only we must try and argue your mother into the right frame of mind. She feels that she has lost now since we are together, and we must keep her in that mind. She talks compromise and thats just what we want. If she is willing to have us make some arrangement, why not? I would be willing to let things rest for a week or so, just to give her a chance if she wishes. If she doesnt change then we can act. You could come as far as Lenox for a week, and then come on.

He talked like one who had won a great victory, whereas he had really suffered a great defeat. He was not taking Suzanne.

Suzanne brooded. It was not what she expected  but  

Yes, she said, after a time.

Will you return with me tomorrow?

Yes.

As far as Lenox or New York?

Well see what mama says. If you can agree with her  anything you want  I am willing.

After a time Eugene and Suzanne parted for the night. It was agreed that they should see each other in the morning, that they should go back as far as Lenox together. Mrs. Dale was to help Eugene get a divorce. It was a delightfully affectionate and satisfactory situation, but somehow Eugene felt that he was not handling it right. He went to bed in one part of the house  Suzanne in another  Mrs. Dale, fearful and watchful, staying near by, but there was no need. He was not desperate. He went to sleep thinking that the near future was going to adjust everything for him nicely, and that he and Suzanne were eventually going to get married.


CHAPTER XXI

The next day, after wavering whether they would not spend a few days here in billing and cooing and listening to Mrs. Dales veiled pleas as to what the servants might think, or what they might know already or suspect from what the station master at Three Rivers might say, they decided to return, Eugene to New York, Suzanne to Lenox. All the way back to Albany, Eugene and Suzanne sat together in one seat in the Pullman like two children rejoicing in each others company. Mrs. Dale sat one seat away, turning over her promises and pondering whether, after all, she had not yet better go at once and try to end all by an appeal to Colfax, or whether she had better wait a little while and see if the affair might not die down of its own accord.

At Albany the following morning, Suzanne and Mrs. Dale transferred to the Boston and Albany, Eugene going on to New York. He went to the office feeling much relieved, and later in the day to his apartment. Angela, who had been under a terrific strain, stared at him as if he were a ghost, or one come back to life from the dead. She had not known where he had gone. She had not known whether he would ever come back. There was no use in reproaching him  she had realized that long since. The best she could do was to make an appeal. She waited until after dinner, at which they had discussed the mere commonplaces of life, and then came to his room, where he was unpacking.

Did you go to find Suzanne? she asked.

Yes.

Is she with you?

No.

Oh, Eugene, do you know where I have spent the last three days? she asked.

He did not answer.

On my knees. On my knees, she declared, asking God to save you from yourself.

Dont talk rot, Angela, he returned coldly. You know how I feel about this thing. How much worse am I now than I was before? I tried to get you on the phone to tell you. I went to find her and bring her back, and I did as far as Lenox. I am going to win this fight. I am going to get Suzanne, either legally or otherwise. If you want to give me a divorce, you can. I will provide amply for you. If you dont Im going to take her, anyhow. Thats understood between me and her. Now whats the use of hysterics?

Angela looked at him tearfully. Could this be the Eugene she had known? In each scene with him, after each plea, or through it, she came to this adamantine wall. Was he really so frantic about this girl? Was he going to do what he said? He outlined to her quite calmly his plans as recently revised, and at one point Angela, speaking of Mrs. Dale, interrupted him she will never give her up to you  you will see. You think she will. She says she will. She is only fooling you. She is fighting for time. Think what you are doing. You cant win.

Oh, yes, I can, said Eugene, I practically have already. She will come to me.

She may, she may, but at what a cost. Look at me, Eugene. Am I not enough? I am still good looking. You have declared to me time and again that I have a beautiful form. See, see  she tore open her dressing gown and the robe de nuit, in which she had come in. She had arranged this scene, especially thought it out, and hoped it would move him. Am I not enough? Am I not still all that you desire?

Eugene turned his head away in disgust  wearily  sick of their melodramatic appeals. This was the last rôle Angela should have played. It was the most ineffectual, the least appropriate at the moment. It was dramatic, striking, but totally ineffective under the circumstances.

Its useless acting in that way to me, Angela, he said. Im no longer to be moved in that way by you. All marital affection between us is dead  terribly so. Why plead to me with something that has no appeal. I cant help it. Its dead. Now what are we going to do about it?

Once more Angela turned wearily. Although she was nerve worn and despairing, she was still fascinated by the tragedy which was being played out under her eyes. Would nothing make him see?

They went their separate ways for the night, and the next day he was at his desk again. Word came from Suzanne that she was still in Lenox, and then that her mother had gone to Boston for a day or two on a visit. The fifth day Colfax stepped into his office, and, hailing him pleasantly, sat down.

Well, how are things with you, old man? he asked.

Oh, about the same, said Eugene. I cant complain.

Everything going all right with you?

Yes, moderately so.

People dont usually butt in on you here when Im here, do they? he asked curiously.

Ive given orders against anything like that, but Ill make it doubly sure in this case, said Eugene, alert at once. Could Colfax be going to talk to him about anything in connection with his case? He paled a little.

Colfax looked out of the window at the distant panorama of the Hudson. He took out a cigar, and cut the end, but did not light it.

I asked you about not being interrupted, he began thoughtfully, because I have a little something I want to talk to you about, which I would rather no one else heard. Mrs. Dale came to me the other day, he said quietly. Eugene started at the mention of her name and paled still more, but gave no other outward sign. And she told me a long story about something that you were trying to do in connection with her daughter  run away with her, or go and live with her without a license or a divorce, or desert your wife, or something to that effect, which I didnt pay much attention to, but which I have to talk to you about just the same. Now, I never like to meddle with a mans personal affairs. I dont think that they concern me. I dont think they concern this business, except in so far as they may affect it unfavorably, but I would like to know if it is true. Is it?

Yes, said Eugene.

Mrs. Dale is an old friend of mine. Ive known her for years. I know Mrs. Witla, of course, but not quite in the same way. I havent seen as much of her as I have of you. I didnt know that you were unhappily married, but that is neither here nor there. The point is, that she seems to be on the verge of making a great scandal out of this  she seems a little distracted to me  and I thought Id better come up and have a little talk with you before anything serious really happened. You know it would be a rather damaging thing to this business if any scandal were started in connection with you just at present.

He paused, expecting some protest or explanation, but Eugene merely held his peace. He was tense, pale, harried. So she had gone to Colfax, after all. Instead of going to Boston; instead of keeping her word, she had come down here to New York and gone to Colfax. Had she told him the full story? Very likely Colfax, in spite of all his smooth words, would be inclined to sympathize with her. What must he think of him? He was rather conservative in a social way. Mrs. Dale could be of service to him in her world in one way and another. He had never seen Colfax quite so cool and deliberate as he was now. He seemed to be trying to maintain an exceedingly judicial and impartial tone, which was not characteristic.

You have always been an interesting study to me, Witla, ever since I first met you, he went on, after a time. Youre a genius, I fancy, if there ever was one, but like all geniuses you are afflicted with tendencies which are erratic. I used to think for a little while that maybe you sat down and planned the things which you have carried through so successfully, but I have since concluded that you dont. You attract some forms of force and order. Also, I think you have various other faculties  it would be hard for me to say just what they are. One is vision. I know you have that. Another is appreciation of ability. I know you have that. I have seen you pick some exceptional people. You plan in a way, but you dont plan logically or deliberately, unless I am greatly mistaken. The matter of this Dale girl now is an interesting case in point, I think.

Lets not talk of her, said Eugene frigidly and bridling slightly. Suzanne was a sore point with him. A dangerous subject. Colfax saw it. Thats something I cant talk about very well.

Well, we wont, put in the other calmly, but the point can be established in other ways. Youll admit, I think, that you havent been planning very well in connection with this present situation, for if you had been, you would see that in doing what you have been doing you have been riding straight for a fall. If you were going to take the girl, and she was willing, as she appears to be, you should have taken her without her mothers knowledge, old man. She might have been able to adjust things afterward. If not, you would have had her, and I suppose you would have been willing to suffer the consequences, if you had been caught. As it is, you have let Mrs. Dale in on it, and she has powerful friends. You cant ignore her. I cant. She is in a fighting mood, and it looks as though she were going to bring considerable pressure to bear to make you let go.

He paused again, waiting to see if Eugene would say something, but the latter made no comment.

I want to ask one question, and I dont want you to take any offense at it, for I dont mean anything by it, but it will help to clear this matter up in my own mind, and probably in yours later, if you will. Have you had anything to do in a compromising way with Miss  ?

No, said Eugene before he could finish.

How long has this fight been going on?

Oh, about four weeks, or a little less.

Colfax bit at the end of his cigar.

You have powerful enemies here, you know, Witla. Your rule hasnt been very lenient. One of the things I have noticed about you is your utter inability to play politics. You have picked men who would be very glad to have your shoes, if they could. If they could get the details of this predicament, your situation wouldnt be tenable more than fifteen minutes. You know that, of course. In spite of anything I might do you would have to resign. You couldnt maintain yourself here. I couldnt let you. You havent thought of that in this connection, I suppose. No man in love does. I know just how you feel. From having seen Mrs. Witla, I can tell in a way just what the trouble is. You have been reined in too close. You havent been master in your own home. Its irritated you. Life has appeared to be a failure. You have lost your chance, or thought you had on this matrimonial game, and its made you restless. I know this girl. Shes beautiful. But just as I say, old man, you havent counted the cost  you havent calculated right  you havent planned. If anything could prove to me what I have always faintly suspected about you, it is this: You dont plan carefully enough   and he looked out of the window.

Eugene sat staring at the floor. He couldnt make out just what it was that Colfax intended to do about it. He was calmer in his thinking than he had ever seen him before  less dramatic. As a rule, Colfax yelled things  demonstrated, performed  made excited motions. This morning, he was slow, thoughtful, possibly emotional.

In spite of the fact that I like you personally, Witla  and every man owes a little something to friendship  it cant be worked out in business, though  I have been slowly coming to the conclusion that perhaps, after all, you arent just the ideal man for this place. Youre too emotional, I fancy  too erratic. White has been trying to tell me that for a long time, but I wouldnt believe it. Im not taking his judgment now. I dont know that I would ever have acted on that feeling or idea, if this thing hadnt come up. I dont know that I am going to do so finally, but it strikes me that you are in a very ticklish position  one rather dangerous to this house, and you know that this house could never brook a scandal. Why the newspapers would never get over it. It would do us infinite harm. I think, viewing it all in all, that you had better take a year off and see if you cant straighten this out quietly. I dont think you had better try to take this girl unless you can get a divorce and marry her, and I dont think you had better try to get a divorce unless you can do it quietly. I mean so far as your position here is concerned only. Apart from that, you can do what you please. But remember! a scandal would affect your usefulness here. If things can be patched up, well and good. If not, well then they cant. If this thing gets talked about much, you know that there will be no hope of your coming back here. I dont suppose you would be willing to give her up?

No, said Eugene.

I thought as much. I know just how you take a thing of this kind. It hits your type hard. Can you get a divorce from Mrs. Witla?

Im not so sure, said Eugene. I havent any suitable grounds. We simply dont agree, thats all  my life has been a hollow shell.

Well, said Colfax, its a bad mix up all around. I know how you feel about the girl. Shes very beautiful. Shes just the sort to bring about a situation of this kind. I dont want to tell you what to do. You are your own best judge, but if you will take my advice, you wont try to live with her without first marrying her. A man in your position cant afford to do it. Youre too much in the public eye. You know you have become fairly conspicuous in New York during the last few years, dont you?

Yes, said Eugene. I thought I had arranged that matter with Mrs. Dale.

It appears not. She tells me that you are trying to persuade her daughter to live with you; that you have no means of obtaining a divorce within a reasonable time; that your wife is in a  pardon me, and that you insist on associating with her daughter, meanwhile, which isnt possible, according to her. Im inclined to think shes right. Its hard, but it cant be helped. She says that you say that if you are not allowed to do that, you will take her and live with her.

He paused again. Will you?

Yes, said Eugene.

Colfax twisted slowly in his chair and looked out of the window. What a man! What a curious thing love was! When is it, he asked finally, that you think you might do this?

Oh, I dont know. Im all tangled up now. Ill have to think.

Colfax meditated.

Its a peculiar business. Few people would understand this as well as I do. Few people would understand you, Witla, as I do. You havent calculated right, old man, and youll have to pay the price. We all do. I cant let you stay here. I wish I could, but I cant. Youll have to take a year off and think this thing out. If nothing happens  if no scandal arises  well, I wont say what Ill do. I might make a berth for you here somewhere  not exactly in the same position, perhaps, but somewhere. Ill have to think about that. Meanwhile  he stopped and thought again.

Eugene was seeing clearly how it was with him. All this talk about coming back meant nothing. The thing that was apparent in Colfaxs mind was that he would have to go, and the reason that he would have to go was not Mrs. Dale or Suzanne, or the moral issue involved, but the fact that he had lost Colfaxs confidence in him. Somehow, through White, through Mrs. Dale, through his own actions day in and day out, Colfax had come to the conclusion that he was erratic, uncertain, and, for that reason, nothing else, he was being dispensed with now. It was Suzanne  it was fate, his own unfortunate temperament. He brooded pathetically, and then he said: When do you want this to happen?

Oh, any time, the quicker, the better, if a public scandal is to grow out of it. If you want you can take your time, three weeks, a month, six weeks. You had better make it a matter of health and resign for your own good.  I mean the looks of the thing. That wont make any difference in my subsequent conclusions. This place is arranged so well now, that it can run nicely for a year without much trouble. We might fix this up again  it depends  

Eugene wished he had not added the last hypocritical phrase.

He shook hands and went to the door and Eugene strolled to the window. Here was all the solid foundation knocked from under him at one fell stroke, as if by a cannon. He had lost this truly magnificent position, $25,000 a year. Where would he get another like it? Who else  what other company could pay any such salary? How could he maintain the Riverside Drive apartment now, unless he married Suzanne? How could he have his automobile  his valet? Colfax said nothing about continuing his income  why should he? He really owed him nothing. He had been exceedingly well paid  better paid than he would have been anywhere else.

He regretted his fanciful dreams about Blue Sea  his silly enthusiasm in tying up all his money in that. Would Mrs. Dale go to Winfield? Would her talk do him any real harm there? Winfield had always been a good friend to him, had manifested a high regard. This charge, this talk of abduction. What a pity it all was. It might change Winfields attitude, and still why should it? He had women; no wife, however. He hadnt, as Colfax said, planned this thing quite right. That was plain now. His shimmering world of dreams was beginning to fade like an evening sky. It might be that he had been chasing a will-o-the-wisp, after all. Could this really be possible? Could it be?


CHAPTER XXII

One would have thought that this terrific blow would have given Eugene pause in a way, and it did. It frightened him. Mrs. Dale had gone to Colfax in order to persuade him to use his influence to make Eugene behave himself, and, having done so much, she was actually prepared to go further. She was considering some scheme whereby she could blacken Eugene, have his true character become known without in any way involving Suzanne. Having been relentlessly pursued and harried by Eugene, she was now as relentless in her own attitude. She wanted him to let go now, entirely, if she could, not to see Suzanne any more and she went, first to Winfield, and then back to Lenox with the hope of preventing any further communication, or at least action on Suzannes part, or Eugenes possible presence there.

In so far as her visit to Winfield was concerned, it did not amount to so much morally or emotionally in that quarter, for Winfield did not feel that he was called upon to act in the matter. He was not Eugenes guardian, nor yet a public censor of morals. He waived the whole question grandly to one side, though in a way he was glad to know of it, for it gave him an advantage over Eugene. He was sorry for him a little  what man would not be? Nevertheless, in his thoughts of reorganizing the Blue Sea Corporation, he did not feel so bad over what might become of Eugenes interests. When the latter approached him, as he did some time afterward, with the idea that he might be able to dispose of his holdings, he saw no way to do it. The company was really not in good shape. More money would have to be put in. All the treasury stock would have to be quickly disposed of, or a reorganization would have to be effected. The best that could be promised under these circumstances was that Eugenes holdings might be exchanged for a fraction of their value in a new issue by a new group of directors. So Eugene saw the end of his dreams in that direction looming up quite clearly.

When he saw what Mrs. Dale had done, he saw also that it was necessary to communicate the situation clearly to Suzanne. The whole thing pulled him up short, and he began to wonder what was to become of him. With his twenty-five thousand a year in salary cut off, his prospect of an independent fortune in Blue Sea annihilated, the old life closed to him for want of cash, for who can go about in society without money? he saw that he was in danger of complete social and commercial extinction. If by any chance a discussion of the moral relation between him and Suzanne arose, his unconscionable attitude toward Angela, if White heard of it for instance, what would become of him? The latter would spread the fact far and wide. It would be the talk of the town, in the publishing world at least. It would close every publishing house in the city to him. He did not believe Colfax would talk. He fancied that Mrs. Dale had not, after all, spoken to Winfield, but if she had, how much further would it go? Would White hear of it through Colfax? Would he keep it a secret if he knew? Never! The folly of what he had been doing began to dawn upon him dimly. What was it that he had been doing? He felt like a man who had been cast into a deep sleep by a powerful opiate and was now slowly waking to a dim wondering sense of where he was. He was in New York. He had no position. He had little ready money  perhaps five or six thousand all told. He had the love of Suzanne, but her mother was still fighting him, and he had Angela on his hands, undivorced. How was he to arrange things now? How could he think of going back to her? Never!

He sat down and composed the following letter to Suzanne, which he thought would make clear to her just how things stood and give her an opportunity to retract if she wished, for he thought he owed that much to her now:

Flower Face: 

I had a talk with Mr. Colfax this morning and what I feared might happen has happened. Your mother, instead of going to Boston as you thought, came to New York and saw him and, I fancy, my friend Winfield, too. She cannot do me any harm in that direction, for my relationship with that company does not depend on a salary, or a fixed income of any kind, but she has done me infinite harm here. Frankly, I have lost my position. I do not believe that would have come about except for other pressure with which she had nothing to do, but her charges and complaints, coming on top of opposition here on the part of someone else, has done what she couldnt have done alone. Flower Face, do you know what that means? I told you once that I had tied up all my spare cash in Blue Sea, which I hoped would come to so much. It may, but the cutting off my salary here means great changes for me there, unless I can make some other business engagement immediately. I shall probably have to give up my apartment in Riverside Drive and my automobile, and in other ways trim my sails to meet the bad weather. It means that if you come to me, we should have to live on what I can earn as an artist unless I should decide and be able to find something else. When I came to Canada for you, I had some such idea in mind, but since this thing has actually happened, you may think differently. If nothing happens to my Blue Sea investment, there may be an independent fortune some day in that. I cant tell, but that is a long way off, and meanwhile, there is only this, and I dont know what else your mother may do to my reputation. She appears to be in a very savage frame of mind. You heard what she said at While-a-Way. She has evidently gone back on that completely. 

Flower Face, I lay this all before you so that you may see how things are. If you come to me it may be in the face of a faded reputation. You must realize that there is a great difference between Eugene Witla, Managing Publisher of the United Magazines Corporation, and Eugene Witla, Artist. I have been very reckless and defiant in my love for you. Because you are so lovely  the most perfect thing that I have ever known, I have laid all on the altar of my affection. I would do it again, gladly  a thousand times. Before you came, my life was a gloomy thing. I thought I was living, but I knew in my heart that it was all a dusty shell  a lie. Then you came, and oh, how I have lived! The nights, the days of beautiful fancy. Shall I ever forget White Wood, or Blue Sea, or Briarcliff, or that wonderful first day at South Beach? Little girl, our ways have been the ways of perfectness and peace. This has been an intensely desperate thing to do, but for my sake, I am not sorry. I have been dreaming a wonderfully sweet and perfect dream. It may be when you know all and see how things stand, and stop and think, as I now ask you to do, you may be sorry and want to change your mind. Dont hesitate to do so if you feel that way. You know I told you to think calmly long ago before you told your mother. This is a bold, original thing we have been planning. It is not to be expected that the world would see it as we have. It is quite to be expected that trouble would follow in the wake of it, but it seemed possible to me, and still seems so. If you want to come to me, say so. If you want me to come to you, speak the word. We will go to England or Italy, and I will try my hand at painting again. I can do that I am sure. Or, we can stay here, and I can see if some engagement cannot be had. 

You want to remember, though, that your mother may not have finished fighting. She may go to much greater lengths than she has gone. You thought you might control her, but it seems not. I thought we had won in Canada, but it appears not. If she attempts to restrain you from using your share of your fathers estate, she may be able to cause you trouble there. If she attempts to incarcerate you, she might be successful. I wish I could talk to you. Cant I see you at Lenox? Are you coming home next week? We ought to think and plan and act now if at all. Dont let any consideration for me stand in your way, though, if you are doubtful. Remember that conditions are different now. Your whole future hangs on your decision. I should have talked this way long ago, perhaps, but I did not think your mother could do what she has succeeded in doing. I did not think my financial standing would play any part in it. 

Flower Face, this is the day of real trial for me. I am unhappy, but only at the possible prospect of losing you. Nothing of all these other things really matters. With you, everything would be perfect, whatever my condition might be. Without you, it will be as dark as night. The decision is in your hands and you must act. Whatever you decide, that I will do. Dont, as I say, let consideration for me stand in the way. You are young. You have a social career before you. After all, I am twice your age. I talk thus sanely because if you come to me now, I want you to understand clearly how you come. 

Oh, I wonder sometimes if you really understand. I wonder if I have been dreaming a dream. You are so beautiful. You have been such an inspiration to me. Has this been a lure  a will-o-the wisp? I wonder. I wonder. And yet I love you, love you, love you. A thousand kisses, Divine Fire, and I wait for your word.

Eugene.

Suzanne read this letter at Lenox, and for the first time in her life she began to think and ponder seriously. What had she been doing? What was Eugene doing? This dénouement frightened her. Her mother was more purposeful than she imagined. To think of her going to Colfax  of her lying and turning so in her moods. She had not thought this possible of her mother. Had not thought it possible that Eugene could lose his position. He had always seemed so powerful to her; so much a law unto himself. Once when they were out in an automobile together, he had asked her why she loved him, and she said, because you are a genius and can do anything you please.

Oh, no, he answered, nothing like that. I cant really do very much of anything. You just have an exaggerated notion of me.

Oh, no, I havent, she replied. You can paint, and you can write  she was judging by some of the booklets about Blue Sea and verses about herself and clippings of articles done in his old Chicago newspaper days, which he showed her once in a scrapbook in his apartment and you can run that office, and you were an advertising manager and an art director.

She lifted up her face and looked into his eyes admiringly.

My, what a list of accomplishments! he replied. Well whom the gods would destroy they first make mad. He kissed her.

And you love so beautifully, she added by way of climax.

Since then, she had thought of this often, but now, somehow, it received a severe setback. He was not quite so powerful. He could not prevent her mother from doing this, and could she really conquer her mother? Whatever Suzanne might think of her deceit, she was moving Heaven and earth to prevent this. Was she wholly wrong? After that climacteric night at St. Jacques, when somehow the expected did not happen, Suzanne had been thinking. Did she really want to leave home, and go with Eugene? Did she want to fight her mother in regard to her estate? She might have to do that. Her original idea had been that she and Eugene would meet in some lovely studio, and that she would keep her own home, and he would have his. It was something very different, this talk of poverty, and not having an automobile, and being far away from home. Still she loved him. Maybe she could force her mother to terms yet.

There were more struggles in the two or three succeeding days, in which the guardian of the estate  Mr. Herbert Pitcairn, of the Marquardt Trust Company, and, once more, Dr. Woolley, were called in to argue with her. Suzanne, unable to make up her mind, listened to her mothers insidious plea, that if she would wait a year, and then say she really wanted him, she could have him; listened to Mr. Pitcairn tell her mother that he believed any court would on application adjudge her incompetent and tie up her estate; heard Dr. Woolley say in her presence to her mother that he did not deem a commission in lunacy advisable, but if her mother insisted, no doubt a judge would adjudge her insane, if no more than to prevent this unhallowed consummation. Suzanne became frightened. Her iron nerve, after Eugenes letter, was weakening. She was terribly incensed against her mother, but she began now for the first time to think what her friends would think. Supposing her mother did lock her up. Where would they think she was? All these days and weeks of strain, which had worn her mother threadbare had told something on her own strength, or rather nerve. It was too intense, and she began to wonder whether they had not better do as Eugene suggested, and wait a little while. He had agreed up at St. Jacques to wait, if she were willing. Only the provision was that they were to see each other. Now her mother had changed front again, pleading danger, undue influence, that she ought to have at least a year of her old kind of life undisturbed to see whether she really cared.

How can you tell? she insisted to Suzanne, in spite of the girls desire not to talk. You have been swept into this, and you havent given yourself time to think. A year wont hurt. What harm will it do you or him?

But, mama, asked Suzanne over and over at different times, and in different places, why did you go and tell Mr. Colfax? What a mean, cruel thing that was to do!

Because I think he needs something like that to make him pause and think. He isnt going to starve. He is a man of talent. He needs something like that to bring him to his senses. Mr. Colfax hasnt discharged him. He told me he wouldnt. He said he would make him take a year off and think about it, and thats just what he has done. It wont hurt him. I dont care if it does. Look at the way he has made me suffer.

She felt exceedingly bitter toward Eugene, and was rejoicing that at last she was beginning to have her innings.

Mama, said Suzanne, I am never going to forgive you for this. You are acting horribly  I will wait, but it will come to the same thing in the end. I am going to have him.

I dont care what you do after a year, said Mrs. Dale cheerfully and subtly. If you will just wait that long and give yourself time to think and still want to marry him, you can do so. He can probably get a divorce in that time, anyhow. She did not mean what she was saying, but any argument was good for the situation, if it delayed matters.

But I dont know that I want to marry him, insisted Suzanne, doggedly, harking back to her original idea. That isnt my theory of it.

Oh, well, replied Mrs. Dale complaisantly, you will know better what to think of that after a year. I dont want to coerce you, but Im not going to have our home and happiness broken up in this way without turning a hand, and without your stopping to think about it. You owe it to me  to all these years I have cared for you, to show me some consideration. A year wont hurt you. It wont hurt him. You will find out then whether he really loves you or not. This may just be a passing fancy. He has had other women before you. He may have others after you. He may go back to Mrs. Witla. It doesnt make any difference what he tells you. You ought to test him before you break up his home and mine. If he really loves you, he will agree readily enough. Do this for me, Suzanne, and I will never cross your path any more. If you will wait a year you can do anything you choose. I can only hope you wont go to him without going as his wife, but if you insist, I will hush the matter up as best I can. Write to him and tell him that you have decided that you both ought to wait a year. You dont need to see him any more. It will just stir things all up afresh. If you dont see him, but just write, it will be better for him, too. He wont feel so badly as he will if you see him again and go all over the ground once more.

Mrs. Dale was terribly afraid of Eugenes influence, but she could not accomplish this.

I wont do that, said Suzanne, I wont do it. Im going back to New York, thats all there is about it! Mrs. Dale finally yielded that much. She had to.

There was a letter from Suzanne after three days, saying that she couldnt answer his letter in full, but that she was coming back to New York and would see him, and subsequently a meeting between Suzanne and Eugene at Daleview in her mothers presence  Dr. Woolley and Mr. Pitcairn were in another part of the house at the time  in which the proposals were gone over anew.

Eugene had motored down after Mrs. Dales demands had been put before him in the gloomiest and yet more feverish frame of mind in which he had ever been,  gloomy because of heavy forebodings of evil and his own dark financial condition  while inspirited at other moments by thoughts of some splendid, eager revolt on the part of Suzanne, of her rushing to him, defying all, declaring herself violently and convincingly, and so coming off a victor with him. His faith in her love was still so great.

The night was one of those cold October ones with a steely sky and a sickle moon, harbinger of frost, newly seen in the west, and pointed stars thickening overhead. As he sat in his car on the Staten Island ferry boat, he could see a long line of southward bound ducks, homing to those reedy marshes which Bryant had in mind when he wrote To a Waterfowl. They were honking as they went, their faint quacks coming back on the thin air and making him feel desperately lonely and bereft. When he reached Daleview, speeding past October trees, and entered the great drawing-room where a fire was blazing and where once in spring he had danced with Suzanne, his heart leaped up, for he was to see her, and the mere sight of her was as a tonic to his fevered body  a cool drink to a thirsting man.

Mrs. Dale stared at Eugene defiantly when he came, but Suzanne welcomed him to her embrace. Oh! she exclaimed, holding him close for a few moments and breathing feverishly. There was complete silence for a time.

Mama insists, Eugene, she said after a time, that we ought to wait a year, and I think since there is such a fuss about it, that perhaps it might be just as well. We may have been just a little hasty, dont you think? I have told mama what I think about her action in going to Mr. Colfax, but she doesnt seem to care. She is threatening now to have me adjudged insane. A year wont make any real difference since I am coming to you, anyhow, will it? But I thought I ought to tell you this in person, to ask you about it  she paused, looking into his eyes.

I thought we settled all this up in St. Jacques? said Eugene, turning to Mrs. Dale, but experiencing a sinking sensation of fear.

We did, all except the matter of not seeing her. I think it is highly inadvisable that you two should be together. It isnt possible the way things stand. People will talk. Your wifes condition has to be adjusted. You cant be running around with her and a child coming to you. I want Suzanne to go away for a year where she can be calm and think it all out, and I want you to let her. If she still insists that she wants you after that, and will not listen to the logic of the situation in regard to marriage, then I propose to wash my hands of the whole thing. She may have her inheritance. She may have you if she wants you. If you have come to your senses by that time, as I hope you will have, you will get a divorce, or go back to Mrs. Witla, or do whatever you do in a sensible way.

She did not want to incense Eugene here, but she was very bitter.

Eugene merely frowned.

Is this your decision, Suzanne, too? he asked wearily.

I think mama is terrible, Eugene, replied Suzanne evasively, or perhaps as a reply to her mother. You and I have planned our lives, and we will work them out. We have been a little selfish, now that I think of it. I think a year wont do any harm, perhaps, if it will stop all this fussing. I can wait, if you can.

An inexpressible sense of despair fell upon Eugene at the sound of this, a sadness so deep that he could scarcely speak. He could not believe that it was really Suzanne who was saying that to him. Willing to wait a year! She who had declared so defiantly that she would not. It would do no harm? To think that life, fate, her mother were triumphing over him in this fashion, after all. What then was the significance of the black-bearded men he had seen so often of late? Why had he been finding horseshoes? Was fate such a liar? Did life in its dark, subtle chambers lay lures and traps for men? His position gone, his Blue Sea venture involved in an indefinite delay out of which might come nothing, Suzanne going for a whole year, perhaps for ever, most likely so, for what could not her mother do with her in a whole year, having her alone? Angela alienated  a child approaching. What a climax!

Is this really your decision, Suzanne? he asked, sadly, a mist of woe clouding his whole being.

I think it ought to be, perhaps, Eugene, she replied, still evasively. Its very trying. I will be faithful to you, though. I promise you that I will not change. Dont you think we can wait a year? We can, cant we?

A whole year without seeing you, Suzanne?

Yes, it will pass, Eugene.

A whole year?

Yes, Eugene.

I have nothing more to say, Mrs. Dale, he said, turning to her mother solemnly, a sombre, gloomy light in his eye, his heart hardening towards Suzanne for the moment. To think she should treat him so  throw him down, as he phrased it. Well, such was life. You win, he added. It has been a terrible experience for me. A terrible passion. I love this girl. I love her with my whole heart. Sometimes I have vaguely suspected that she might not know.

He turned to Suzanne, and for the first time he thought that he did not see there that true understanding which he had fancied had been there all the time. Could fate have been lying to him also in this? Was he mistaken in this, and had he been following a phantom lure of beauty? Was Suzanne but another trap to drag him down to his old nothingness? God! The prediction of the Astrologer of a second period of defeat after seven or eight years came back.

Oh, Suzanne! he said, simply and unconsciously dramatic. Do you really love me?

Yes, Eugene, she replied.

Really?

Yes.

He held out his arms and she came, but for the life of him he could not dispel this terrible doubt. It took the joy out of his kiss  as if he had been dreaming a dream of something perfect in his arms and had awaked to find it nothing  as if life had sent him a Judas in the shape of a girl to betray him.

Do let us end this, Mr. Witla, said Mrs. Dale coldly, there is nothing to be gained by delaying. Let us end it for a year, and then talk.

Oh, Suzanne, he continued, as mournful as a passing bell, come to the door with me.

No, the servants are there, put in Mrs. Dale. Please make your farewells here.

Mama, said Suzanne angrily and defiantly, moved by the pity of it, I wont have you talk this way. Leave the room, or I shall go to the door with him and further. Leave us, please.

Mrs. Dale went out.

Oh, Flower Face, said Eugene pathetically, I cant believe it. I cant. I cant! This has been managed wrong. I should have taken you long ago. So it is to end this way. A year, a whole year, and how much longer?

Only a year, she insisted. Only a year, believe me, cant you? I wont change, I wont!

He shook his head, and Suzanne as before took his face in her hands. She kissed his cheeks, his lips, his hair.

Believe me, Eugene. I seem cold. You dont know what I have gone through. It is nothing but trouble everywhere. Let us wait a year. I promise you I will come to you. I swear. One year. Cant we wait one year?

A year, he said. A year. I cant believe it. Where will we all be in a year? Oh, Flower Face, Myrtle Bloom, Divine Fire. I cant stand this. I cant. Its too much. Im the one who is paying now. Yes, I pay.

He took her face and looked at it, all its soft, enticing features, her eyes, her lips, her cheeks, her hair.

I thought, I thought, he murmured.

Suzanne only stroked the back of his head with her hands.

Well, if I must, I must, he said.

He turned away, turned back to embrace her, turned again and then, without looking back, walked out into the hall. Mrs. Dale was there waiting.

Good night, Mrs. Dale, he said gloomily.

Good night, Mr. Witla, she replied frigidly, but with a sense of something tragic in her victory at that.

He took his hat and walked out.

Outside the bright October stars were in evidence by millions. The Bay and Harbor of New York were as wonderfully lit as on that night when Suzanne came to him after the evening at Fort Wadsworth on her own porch. He recalled the spring odours, the wonderful feel of youth and love  the hope that was springing then. Now, it was five or six months later, and all that romance was gone. Suzanne, sweet voice, accomplished shape, light whisper, delicate touch. Gone. All gone  

Faded the flower and all its budded charms, Faded the sight of beauty from my eyes, Faded the shape of beauty from my arms, Faded the voice, warmth, whiteness, paradise.

Gone were those bright days in which they had ridden together, dined together, walked in sylvan places beside their car. A little way from here he first played tennis with her. A little way from here he had come so often to meet her clandestinely. Now she was gone  gone.

He had come in his car, but he really did not want it. Life was accursed. His own was a failure. To think that all his fine dreams should crumble this way. Shortly he would have no car, no home on Riverside Drive, no position, no anything.

God, I cant stand this! he exclaimed, and a little later By God, I cant! I cant!

He dismissed his car at the Battery, telling his chauffeur to take it to the garage, and walking gloomily through all the tall dark streets of lower New York. Here was Broadway where he had often been with Colfax and Winfield. Here was this great world of finance around Wall Street in which he had vaguely hoped to shine. Now these buildings were high and silent  receding from him in a way. Overhead were the clear bright stars, cool and refreshing, but without meaning to him now. How was he to settle it? How adjust it? A year! She would never come back  never! It was all gone. A bright cloud faded. A mirage dissolved into its native nothingness. Position, distinction, love, home  where were they? Yet a little while and all these things would be as though they had never been. Hell! Damn! Curse the brooding fates that could thus plot to destroy him!

Back in her room in Daleview Suzanne had locked herself in. She was not without a growing sense of the tragedy of it. She stared at the floor, recalled his face.

Oh, oh, she said, and for the first time in her life felt as though she could cry from a great heartache  but she could not.

And in Riverside Drive was another woman brooding, lonely, despondently, desperately, over the nature of the tragedy that was upon her. How were things to be adjusted? How was she to be saved? Oh! oh! her life, her child! If Eugene could be made to understand! If he could only be made to see!


CHAPTER XXIII

During the weeks which followed Colfaxs talk with him, and Suzannes decision, which amounted practically to a dismissal, Eugene tried to wind up his affairs at the United Magazines Corporation, as well as straighten out his relationship with Angela. It was no easy task. Colfax helped him considerably by suggesting that he should say he was going abroad for the company, for the time being, and should make it appear imperative that he go at once. Eugene called in his department heads, and told them what Colfax suggested, but added that his own interests elsewhere, of which they knew, or suspected, were now so involved that he might possibly not return, or only for a little while at best. He put forward an air of great sufficiency and self-satisfaction, considering the difficulties he was encountering, and the thing passed off as a great wonder, but with no suspicion of any immediate misfortune attaching to him. As a matter of fact, it was assumed that he was destined to a much higher estate  the control of his private interests.

In his talk with Angela he made it perfectly plain that he was going to leave her. He would not make any pretence about this. She ought to know. He had lost his position; he was not going to Suzanne soon; he wanted her to leave him, or he would leave her. She should go to Wisconsin or Europe or anywhere, for the time being, and leave him to fight this thing out alone. He was not indispensable to her in her condition. There were nurses she could hire  maternity hospitals where she could stay. He would be willing to pay for that. He would never live with her any more, if he could help it  he did not want to. The sight of her in the face of his longing for Suzanne would be a wretched commentary  a reproach and a sore shame. No, he would leave her and perhaps, possibly, sometime when she obtained more real fighting courage, Suzanne might come to him. She ought to. Angela might die. Yes, brutal as it may seem, he thought this. She might die, and then  and then  No thought of the child that might possibly live, even if she died, held him. He could not understand that, could not grasp it as yet. It was a mere abstraction.

Eugene took a room in an apartment house in Kingsbridge, where he was not known for the time being, and where he was not likely to be seen. Then there was witnessed that dreary spectacle of a man whose life has apparently come down in a heap, whose notions, emotions, tendencies and feelings are confused and disappointed by some untoward result. If Eugene had been ten or fifteen years older, the result might have been suicide. A shade of difference in temperament might have resulted in death, murder, anything. As it was, he sat blankly at times among the ruins of his dreams speculating on what Suzanne was doing, on what Angela was doing, on what people were saying and thinking, on how he could gather up the broken pieces of his life and make anything out of them at all.

The one saving element in it all was his natural desire to work, which, although it did not manifest itself at first, by degrees later on began to come back. He must do something, if it was not anything more than to try to paint again. He could not be running around looking for a position. There was nothing for him in connection with Blue Sea. He had to work to support Angela, of whom he was now free, if he did not want to be mean; and as he viewed it all in the light of what had happened, he realized that he had been bad enough. She had not been temperamentally suited to him, but she had tried to be. Fundamentally it was not her fault. How was he to work and live and be anything at all from now on?

There were long arguments over this situation between him and Angela  pleas, tears, a crashing downward of everything which was worth while in life to Angela, and then, in spite of her pathetic situation, separation. Because it was November and the landlord had heard of Eugenes financial straits, or rather reverse of fortune, it was possible to relinquish the lease, which had several years to run, and the apartment was given up. Angela, distraught, scarcely knew which way to turn. It was one of those pitiless, scandalous situations in life which sicken us of humanity. She ran helplessly to Eugenes sister, Myrtle, who first tried to conceal the scandal and tragedy from her husband, but afterward confessed and deliberated as to what should be done. Frank Bangs, who was a practical man, as well as firm believer in Christian Science because of his wifes to him miraculous healing from a tumor several years before, endeavored to apply his understanding of the divine science  the omnipresence of good to this situation.

There is no use worrying about it, Myrtle, he said to his wife, who, in spite of her faith, was temporarily shaken and frightened by the calamities which seemingly had overtaken her brother. Its another evidence of the workings of mortal mind. It is real enough in its idea of itself, but nothing in Gods grace. It will come out all right, if we think right. Angela can go to a maternity hospital for the time being, or whenever shes ready. We may be able to persuade Eugene to do the right thing.

Angela was persuaded to consult a Christian Science practitioner, and Myrtle went to the woman who had cured her and begged her to use her influence, or rather her knowledge of science to effect a rehabilitation for her brother. She was told that this could not be done without his wish, but that she would pray for him. If he could be persuaded to come of his own accord, seeking spiritual guidance or divine aid, it would be a different matter. In spite of his errors, and to her they seemed palpable and terrible enough at present, her faith would not allow her to reproach him, and besides she loved him. He was a strong man, she said, always strange. He and Angela might not have been well mated. But all could be righted in Science. There was a dreary period of packing and storing for Angela, in which she stood about amid the ruins of her previous comfort and distinction and cried over the things that had seemed so lovely to her. Here were all Eugenes things, his paintings, his canes, his pipes, his clothes. She cried over a handsome silk dressing gown in which he had been wont to lounge about  it smacked so much, curiously, of older and happier days. There were hard, cold and determined conferences also in which some of Angelas old fighting, ruling spirit would come back, but not for long. She was beaten now, and she knew it  wrecked. The roar of a cold and threatening sea was in her ears.

It should be said here that at one time Suzanne truly imagined she loved Eugene. It must be remembered, however, that she was moved to affection for him by the wonder of a personality that was hypnotic to her. There was something about the personality of Eugene that was subversive of conventionality. He approached, apparently a lamb of conventional feelings and appearances; whereas, inwardly, he was a ravening wolf of indifference to convention. All the organized modes and methods of life were a joke to him. He saw through to something that was not material life at all, but spiritual, or say immaterial, of which all material things were a shadow. What did the great forces of life care whether this system which was maintained here with so much show and fuss was really maintained at all or not? How could they care? He once stood in a morgue and saw human bodies apparently dissolving into a kind of chemical mush and he had said to himself then how ridiculous it was to assume that life meant anything much to the forces which were doing these things. Great chemical and physical forces were at work, which permitted, accidentally, perhaps, some little shadow-play, which would soon pass. But, oh, its presence  how sweet it was!

Naturally Suzanne was cast down for the time being, for she was capable of suffering just as Eugene was. But having given her word to wait, she decided to stick to that, although she had not stuck to her other. She was between nineteen and twenty now  Eugene was nearing forty. Life could still soothe her in spite of herself. In Eugenes case it could only hurt the more. Mrs. Dale went abroad with Suzanne and the other children, visiting with people who could not possibly have heard, or ever would except in a vague, uncertain way for that matter. If it became evident, as she thought it might, that there was to be a scandal, Mrs. Dale proposed to say that Eugene had attempted to establish an insidious hold on her child in defiance of reason and honor, and that she had promptly broken it up, shielding Suzanne, almost without the latters knowledge. It was plausible enough.

What was he to do now? how live? was his constant thought. Go into a wee, small apartment in some back street with Angela, where he and she, if he decided to stay with her, could find a pretty outlook for a little money and live? Never. Admit that he had lost Suzanne for a year at least, if not permanently, in this suddenly brusque way? Impossible. Go and confess that he had made a mistake, which he still did not feel to be true? or that he was sorry and would like to patch things up as before? Never. He was not sorry. He did not propose to live with Angela in the old way any more. He was sick of her, or rather of that atmosphere of repression and convention in which he had spent so many years. He was sick of the idea of having a child thrust on him against his will. He would not do it. She had no business to put herself in this position. He would die first. His insurance was paid up to date. He had carried during the last five years a policy for something over eighteen thousand in her favor, and if he died she would get that. He wished he might. It would be some atonement for the hard knocks which fate had recently given her, but he did not wish to live with her any more. Never, never, child or no child. Go back to the apartment after this night  how could he? If he did, he must pretend that nothing had happened  at least, nothing untoward between him and Suzanne. She might come back. Might! Might! Ah, the mockery of it  to leave him in this way when she really could have come to him  should have  oh, the bitterness of this thrust of fate!

There was a day when the furniture was sent away and Angela went to live with Myrtle for the time being. There was another tearful hour when she left New York to visit her sister Marietta at Racine, where they now were, intending to tell her before she came away, as a profound secret, the terrible tragedy which had overtaken her. Eugene went to the train with her, but with no desire to be there. Angelas one thought, in all this, was that somehow time would effect a reconciliation. If she could just wait long enough; if she could keep her peace and live and not die, and not give him a divorce, he might eventually recover his sanity and come to think of her as at least worth living with. The child might do it, its coming would be something that would affect him surely. He was bound to see her through it. She told herself she was willing and delighted to go through this ordeal, if only it brought him back to her. This child  what a reception it was to receive, unwanted, dishonored before its arrival, ignored; if by any chance she should die, what would he do about it? Surely he would not desert it. Already in her nervous, melancholy way, she was yearning toward it.

Tell me, she said to Eugene one day, when they were alternately quarreling and planning, if the baby comes, and I  and I  die, you wont absolutely desert it? Youll take it, wont you?

Ill take it, he replied. Dont worry. Im not an absolute dog. I didnt want it. Its a trick on your part, but Ill take it. I dont want you to die. You know that.

Angela thought if she lived that she would be willing to go through a period of poverty and depression with him again, if only she could live to see him sane and moral and even semi-successful. The baby might do it. He had never had a child. And much as he disliked the idea now, still, when it was here, he might change his mind. If only she could get through that ordeal. She was so old  her muscles so set. Meanwhile she consulted a lawyer, a doctor, a fortune teller, an astrologer and the Christian Science practitioner to whom Myrtle had recommended her. It was an aimless, ridiculous combination, but she was badly torn up, and any port seemed worth while in this storm.

The doctor told her that her muscles were rather set, but with the regimen he prescribed, he was satisfied she would be all right. The astrologer told her that she and Eugene were fated for this storm by the stars  Eugene, particularly, and that he might recover, in which case, he would be successful again in a measure. As for herself, he shook his head. Yes, she would be all right. He was lying. The fortune teller laid the cards to see if Eugene would ever marry Suzanne, and Angela was momentarily gratified to learn that she would never enter his life  this from a semi-cadaverous, but richly dressed and bejeweled lady whose ante-room was filled with women whose troubles were of the heart, the loss of money, the enmity of rivals, or the dangers of childbirth. The Christian Science practitioner declared all to be divine mind  omnipotent, omnipresent, omniscient good, and that evil could not exist in it  only the illusion of it. It is real enough to those who give it their faith and believe, said the counselor, but without substance or meaning to those who know themselves to be a perfect, indestructible reflection of an idea in God. God is a principle. When the nature of that principle is realized and yourself as a part of it, evil falls away as the troublesome dream that it is. It has no reality. She assured her that no evil could befall her in the true understanding of Science. God is love.

The lawyer told her, after listening to a heated story of Eugenes misconduct, that under the laws of the State of New York, in which these misdeeds were committed, she was not entitled to anything more than a very small fraction of her husbands estate, if he had any. Two years was the shortest time in which a divorce could be secured. He would advise her to sue if she could establish a suitable condition of affluence on Eugenes part, not otherwise. Then he charged her twenty-five dollars for this advice.


CHAPTER XXIV

To those who have followed a routine or system of living in this world  who have, by slow degrees and persistent effort, built up a series of habits, tastes, refinements, emotions and methods of conduct, and have, in addition, achieved a certain distinction and position, so that they have said to one Go! and he goes, and to another Come! and he comes, who have enjoyed without stint or reserve, let or hindrance, those joys of perfect freedom of action, and that ease and deliberation which comes with the presence of comparative wealth, social position, and comforts, the narrowing that comes with the lack of means, the fear of public opinion, or the shame of public disclosure, is one of the most pathetic, discouraging and terrifying things that can be imagined. These are the hours that try mens souls. The man who sits in a seat of the mighty and observes a world that is ruled by a superior power, a superior force of which he by some miraculous generosity of fate has been chosen apparently as a glittering instrument, has no conception of the feelings of the man who, cast out of his dignities and emoluments, sits in the dark places of the world among the ashes of his splendor and meditates upon the glory of his bygone days. There is a pathos here which passes the conception of the average man. The prophets of the Old Testament discerned it clearly enough, for they were forever pronouncing the fate of those whose follies were in opposition to the course of righteousness and who were made examples of by a beneficent and yet awful power. Thus saith the Lord: Because thou hast lifted thyself up against the God of Heaven, and they have brought the vessels of His house before thee, and thou and thy Lords, thy wives and concubines, have drank wine in them, and thou hast praised the gods of silver and gold, of brass, iron, wood, and stone...God hath numbered thy Kingdom and finished it. Thou art weighed in the balance and found wanting; thy Kingdom is divided and given to the Medes and the Persians.

Eugene was in a minor way an exemplification of this seeming course of righteousness. His Kingdom, small as it was, was truly at an end. Our social life is so organized, so closely knit upon a warp of instinct, that we almost always instinctively flee that which does not accord with custom, usage, preconceived notions and tendencies  those various things which we in our littleness of vision conceive to be dominant. Who does not run from the man who may because of his deeds be condemned of that portion of the public which we chance to respect? Walk he ever so proudly, carry himself with what circumspectness he may, at the first breath of suspicion all are off  friends, relations, business acquaintances, the whole social fabric in toto. Unclean! is the cry. Unclean! Unclean! And it does not matter how inwardly shabby we may be, what whited sepulchres shining to the sun, we run quickly. It seems a tribute to that providence which shapes our ends, which continues perfect in tendency however vilely we may overlay its brightness with the rust of our mortal corruption, however imitative we may be.

Angela had gone home by now to see her father, who was now quite old and feeble, and also down to Alexandria to see Eugenes mother, who was also badly deteriorated in health.

I keep hoping against hope that your attitude will change toward me, wrote Angela. Let me hear from you if you will from time to time. It cant make any difference in your course. A word wont hurt, and I am so lonely. Oh, Eugene, if I could only die  if I only could! No word as to the true state of things was given at either place. Angela pretended that Eugene had long been sick of his commercial career and was, owing to untoward conditions in the Colfax Company, glad to return to his art for a period. He might come home, but he was very busy. So she lied. But she wrote Myrtle fully of her hopes and, more particularly, her fears.

There were a number of conferences between Eugene and Myrtle, for the latter, because of their early companionship, was very fond of him. His traits, the innocent ones, were as sweet to her as when they were boy and girl together. She sought him out in his lovely room at Kingsbridge.

Why dont you come and stay with us, Eugene? she pleaded. We have a comfortable apartment. You can have that big room next to ours. It has a nice view. Frank likes you. We have listened to Angela, and I think you are wrong, but you are my brother, and I want you to come. Everything is coming out right. God will straighten it out. Frank and I are praying for you. There is no evil, you know, according to the way we think. Now  and she smiled her old-time girlish smile dont stay up here alone. Wouldnt you rather be with me?

Oh, Id like to be there well enough, Myrtle, but I cant do it now. I dont want to. I have to think. I want to be alone. I havent settled what I want to do. I think I will try my hand at some pictures. I have a little money and all the time I want now. I see there are some nice houses over there on the hill that might have a room with a north window that would serve as a studio. I want to think this thing out first. I dont know what Ill do.

He had now that new pain in his groin, which had come to him first when her mother first carried Suzanne off to Canada and he was afraid that he should never see her any more. It was a real pain, sharp, physical, like a cut with a knife. He wondered how it was that it could be physical and down there. His eyes hurt him and his finger tips. Wasnt that queer, too?

Why dont you go and see a Christian Science practitioner? asked Myrtle. It wont do you any harm. You dont need to believe. Let me get you the book and you can read it. See if you dont think there is something in it. There you go smiling sarcastically, but, Eugene, I cant tell you what it hasnt done for us. Its done everything  thats just all. Im a different person from what I was five years ago, and so is Frank. You know how sick I was?

Yes, I know.

Why dont you go and see Mrs. Johns? You neednt tell her anything unless you want to. She has performed some perfectly wonderful cures.

What can Mrs. Johns do for me? asked Eugene bitterly, his lip set in an ironic mould. Cure me of gloom? Make my heart cease to ache? Whats the use of talking? I ought to quit the whole thing. He stared at the floor.

She cant, but God can. Oh, Eugene, I know how you feel! Please go. It cant do you any harm. Ill bring you the book tomorrow. Will you read it if I bring it to you?

No.

Oh, Eugene, please for my sake.

What good will it do? I dont believe in it. I cant. Im too intelligent to take any stock in that rot.

Eugene, how you talk! Youll change your mind some time. I know how you think. But read it anyhow. Will you please? Promise me you will. I shouldnt ask. It isnt the way, but I want you to look into it. Go and see Mrs. Johns.

Eugene refused. Of asinine things this seemed the silliest. Christian Science! Christian rot! He knew what to do. His conscience was dictating that he give up Suzanne and return to Angela in her hour of need  to his coming child, for the time being anyhow, but this awful lure of beauty, of personality, of love  how it tugged at his soul! Oh, those days with Suzanne in the pretty watering and dining places about New York, those hours of bliss when she looked so beautiful! How could he get over that? How give up the memory? She was so sweet. Her beauty so rare. Every thought of her hurt. It hurt so badly that most of the time he dared not think  must, perforce, walk or work or stir restlessly about agonized for fear he should think too much. Oh, life; oh, hell!

The intrusion of Christian Science into his purview just now was due, of course, to the belief in and enthusiasm for that religious idea on the part of Myrtle and her husband. As at Lourdes and St. Anne de Beau Pré and other miracle-working centres, where hope and desire and religious enthusiasm for the efficacious intervention of a superior and non-malicious force intervenes, there had occurred in her case an actual cure from a very difficult and complicated physical ailment. She had been suffering from a tumor, nervous insomnia, indigestion, constipation and a host of allied ills, which had apparently refused to yield to ordinary medical treatment. She was in a very bad way mentally and physically at the time the Christian Science textbook, Science and Health, with Key to the Scriptures, by Mrs. Eddy, was put into her hands. While attempting to read it in a hopeless, helpless spirit, she was instantly cured  that is, the idea that she was well took possession of her, and not long after she really was so. She threw all her medicines, of which there was quite a store, into the garbage pail, eschewed doctors, began to read the Christian Science literature, and attend the Christian Science church nearest her apartment, and was soon involved in its subtle metaphysical interpretation of mortal life. Into this faith, her husband, who loved her very much, had followed, for what was good enough for her and would cure her was good enough for him. He soon seized on its spiritual significance with great vigor and became, if anything, a better exponent and interpreter of the significant thought than was she herself.

Those who know anything of Christian Science know that its main tenet is that God is a principle, not a personality understandable or conceivable from the mortal or sensory side of life (which latter is an illusion), and that man (spiritually speaking) in His image and likeness. Man is not God or any part of Him. He is an idea in God, and, as such, as perfect and indestructible and undisturbably harmonious as an idea in God or principle must be. To those not metaphysically inclined, this is usually dark and without significance, but to those spiritually or metaphysically minded it comes as a great light. Matter becomes a built-up set or combination of illusions, which may have evolved or not as one chooses, but which unquestionably have been built up from nothing or an invisible, intangible idea, and have no significance beyond the faith or credence, which those who are at base spiritual give them. Deny them  know them to be what they are  and they are gone.

To Eugene, who at this time was in a great state of mental doldrums  blue, dispirited, disheartened, inclined to see only evil and destructive forces  this might well come with peculiar significance, if it came at all. He was one of those men who from their birth are metaphysically inclined. All his life he had been speculating on the subtleties of mortal existence, reading Spencer, Kant, Spinoza, at odd moments, and particularly such men as Darwin, Huxley, Tyndall, Lord Avebury, Alfred Russel Wallace, and latterly Sir Oliver Lodge and Sir William Crookes, trying to find out by the inductive, naturalistic method just what life was. He had secured inklings at times, he thought, by reading such things as Emersons Oversoul, The Meditations of Marcus Aurelius, and Plato. God was a spirit, he thought, as Christ had said to the woman at the well in Samaria, but whether this spirit concerned itself with mortal affairs, where was so much suffering and contention, was another matter. Personally he had never believed so  or been at all sure. He had always been moved by the Sermon on the Mount; the beauty of Christs attitude toward the troubles of the world, the wonder of the faith of the old prophets in insisting that God is God, that there are no other Gods before him, and that he would repay iniquity with disfavor. Whether he did or not was an open question with him. This question of sin had always puzzled him  original sin. Were there laws which ante-dated human experience, which were in God  The Word  before it was made flesh? If so, what were these laws? Did they concern matrimony  some spiritual union which was older than life itself? Did they concern stealing? What was stealing outside of life? Where was it before man began? Or did it only begin with man? Ridiculous! It must relate to something in chemistry and physics, which had worked out in life. A sociologist  a great professor in one of the colleges had once told him that he did not believe in success or failure, sin, or a sense of self-righteousness except as they were related to built-up instincts in the race  instincts related solely to the self-preservation and the evolution of the race. Beyond that was nothing. Spiritual morality? Bah! He knew nothing about it.

Such rank agnosticism could not but have had its weight with Eugene. He was a doubter ever. All life, as I have said before, went to pieces under his scalpel, and he could not put it together again logically, once he had it cut up. People talked about the sanctity of marriage, but, heavens, marriage was an evolution! He knew that. Someone had written a two-volume treatise on it The History of Human Marriage, or something like that and in it animals were shown to have mated only for so long as it took to rear the young, to get them to the point at which they could take care of themselves. And wasnt this really what was at the basis of modern marriage? He had read in this history, if he recalled aright, that the only reason marriage had come to be looked upon as sacred, and for life, was the length of time it took to rear the human young. It took so long that the parents were old, safely so, before the children were launched into the world. Then why separate?

But it was the duty of everybody to raise children.

Ah! there had been the trouble. He had been bothered by that. The home centered around that. Children! Race reproduction! Pulling this wagon of evolution! Was every man who did not inevitably damned? Was the race spirit against him? Look at the men and women who didnt  who couldnt. Thousands and thousands. And those who did always thought those who didnt were wrong. The whole American spirit he had always felt to be intensely set in this direction  the idea of having children and rearing them, a conservative work-a-day spirit. Look at his father. And yet other men were so shrewd that they preyed on this spirit, moving factories to where this race spirit was the most active, so that they could hire the children cheaply, and nothing happened to them, or did something happen?

However, Myrtle continued to plead with him to look into this new interpretation of the Scriptures, claiming that it was true, that it would bring him into an understanding of spirit which would drive away all these mortal ills, that it was above all mortal conception  spiritual over all, and so he thought about that. She told him that if it was right that he should cease to live with Angela, it would come to pass, and that if it was not, it would not; but anyhow and in any event in this truth there would be peace and happiness to him. He should do what was right (seek ye first the Kingdom of God), and then all these things would be added unto him.

And it seemed terribly silly at first to Eugene for him to be listening at all to any such talk, but later it was not so much so. There were long arguments and appeals, breakfast and dinner, or Sunday dinners at Myrtles apartment, arguments with Bangs and Myrtle concerning every phase of the Science teaching, some visits to the Wednesday experience and testimony meetings of their church, at which Eugene heard statements concerning marvelous cures which he could scarcely believe, and so on. So long as the testimonies confined themselves to complaints which might be due to nervous imagination, he was satisfied that their cures were possibly due to religious enthusiasm, which dispelled their belief in something which they did not have, but when they were cured of cancer, consumption, locomotor-ataxia, goitres, shortened limbs, hernia  he did not wish to say they were liars, they seemed too sincere to do that, but he fancied they were simply mistaken. How could they, or this belief, or whatever it was, cure cancer? Good Lord! He went on disbelieving in this way, and refusing also to read the book until one Wednesday evening when he happened to be at the Fourth Church of Christ Scientist in New York that a man stood up beside him in his own pew and said:

I wish to testify to the love and mercy of God in my case, for I was hopelessly afflicted not so very long ago and one of the vilest men I think it is possible to be. I was raised in a family where the Bible was read night and morning  my father was a hidebound Presbyterian  and I was so sickened by the manner in which it was forced down my throat and the inconsistencies which I thought I saw existing between Christian principle and practice, even in my own home, that I said to myself I would conform as long as I was in my fathers house and eating his bread, but when I got out I would do as I pleased. I was in my fathers house after that a number of years, until I was seventeen, and then I went to a large city, Cincinnati, but the moment I was away and free I threw aside all my so-called religious training and set out to do what I thought was the most pleasant and gratifying thing for me to do. I wanted to drink, and I did, though I was really never a very successful drinker. Eugene smiled. I wanted to gamble, and I did, but I was never a very clever gambler. Still I did gamble a bit. My great weakness was women, and here I hope none will be offended, I know they will not be, for there may be others who need my testimony badly. I pursued women as I would any other lure. They were really all that I desired  their bodies. My lust was terrible. It was such a dominant thought with me that I could not look at any good-looking woman except, as the Bible says, to lust after her. I was vile. I became diseased. I was carried into the First Church of Christ Scientist in Chicago, after I had spent all my money and five years of my time on physicians and specialists, suffering from locomotor ataxia, dropsy and kidney disease. I had previously been healed of some other things by ordinary medicine.

If there is anyone within the sound of my voice who is afflicted as I was, I want him to listen to me.

I want to say to you tonight that I am a well man  not well physically only, but well mentally, and, what is better yet, in so far as I can see the truth, spiritually. I was healed after six months treatment by a Christian Science practitioner in Chicago, who took my case on my appealing to her, and I stand before you absolutely sound and whole. God is good.

He sat down.

While he had been talking Eugene had been studying him closely, observing every line of his features. He was tall, lean, sandy-haired and sandy-bearded. He was not bad-looking, with long straight nose, clear blue eyes, a light pinkish color to his complexion, and a sense of vigor and health about him. The thing that Eugene noted most was that he was calm, cool, serene, vital. He said exactly what he wanted to say, and he said it vigorously. His voice was clear and with good carrying power. His clothes were shapely, new, well made. He was no beggar or tramp, but a man of some profession  an engineer, very likely. Eugene wished that he might talk to him, and yet he felt ashamed. Somehow this mans case paralleled his own; not exactly, but closely. He personally was never diseased, but how often he had looked after a perfectly charming woman to lust after her! Was the thing that this man was saying really true? Could he be lying? How ridiculous! Could he be mistaken? This man? Impossible! He was too strong, too keen, too sincere, too earnest, to be either of these things. Still  But this testimony might have been given for his benefit, some strange helpful power  that kindly fate that had always pursued him might be trying to reach him here. Could it be? He felt a little strange about it, as he had when he saw the black-bearded man entering the train that took him to Three Rivers, the time he went at the call of Suzanne, as he did when horseshoes were laid before him by supernatural forces to warn him of coming prosperity. He went home thinking, and that night he seriously tried to read Science and Health for the first time.


CHAPTER XXV

Those who have ever tried to read that very peculiar and, to many, very significant document know what an apparent jumble of contradictions and metaphysical balderdash it appears to be. The statement concerning the rapid multiplication and increased violence of diseases since the flood, which appears in the introduction is enough to shock any believer in definite, material, established natural science, and when Eugene came upon this in the outset, it irritated him, of course, greatly. Why should anybody make such a silly statement as this? Everybody knew that there had never been a flood. Why quote a myth as a fact? It irritated and from a critical point of view amused him. Then he came upon what he deemed to be a jumble of confusion in regard to matter and spirit. The author talked of the evidences of the five physical senses as being worthless, and yet was constantly referring to and using similes based upon those evidences to illustrate her spiritual meanings. He threw the book down a number of times, for the Biblical references irritated him. He did not believe in the Bible. The very word Christianity was a sickening jest, as sickening as it had been to the man in the church. To say that the miracles of Christ could be repeated today could not be serious. Still the man had testified. Wasnt that so? A certain vein of sincerity running through it all  that profound evidence of faith and sympathy which are the characteristics of all sincere reformers  appealed to him. Some little thoughts here and there  a profound acceptance of the spiritual understanding of Jesus, which he himself accepted, stayed with him. One sentence or paragraph somehow stuck in his mind, because he himself was of a metaphysical turn  

Become conscious for a single moment that life and intelligence are purely spiritual, neither in nor of matter, and the body will then utter no complaints. If suffering from a belief in sickness, you will find yourself suddenly well. Sorrow is turned into joy when the body is controlled by spiritual life and love.

God is a spirit, he recalled Jesus as saying. They that worship Him must worship in spirit and in truth.

You will find yourself suddenly well, thought Eugene. Sorrow is turned into joy.

Sorrow. What kind of sorrow? Love sorrow? This probably meant the end of earthly love; that that too was mortal.

He read on, discovering that Scientists believed in the immaculate conception of the Virgin Mary, which struck him as silly; also that they believed in the ultimate abolition of marriage as representing a mortal illusion of self-creation and perpetuation, and of course the having of children through the agency of the sexes, also the dematerialization of the body  its chemicalization into its native spirituality, wherein there can be neither sin, sickness, disease, decay nor death, were a part of their belief or understanding. It seemed to him to be a wild claim, and yet at the time, because of his natural metaphysical turn, it accorded with his sense of the mystery of life.

It should be remembered as a factor in this reading that Eugene was particularly fitted by temperament  introspective, imaginative, psychical  and by a momentarily despairing attitude, in which any straw was worth grasping at which promised relief from sorrow, despair and defeat, to make a study of this apparently radical theory of human existence. He had heard a great deal of Christian Science, seeing its churches built, its adherents multiplying, particularly in New York, and enthusiastically claiming freedom from every human ill. Idle, without entertainment or diversion and intensely introspective, it was natural that these curious statements should arrest him.

He was not unaware, also, from past reading and scientific speculation, that Carlyle had once said that matter itself  the outer world of matter, was either nothing, or else a product due to mans mind (Carlyles Journal, from Froudes Life of Carlyle), and that Kant had held the whole universe to be something in the eye or mind  neither more nor less than a thought. Marcus Aurelius, he recalled, had said somewhere in his meditations that the soul of the universe was kind and merciful; that it had no evil in it, and was not harmed by evil. This latter thought stuck in his mind as peculiar because it was so diametrically opposed to his own feelings that the universe, the spirit of it that is, was subtle, cruel, crafty, and malicious. He wondered how a man who could come to be Emperor of Rome could have thought otherwise. Christs Sermon on the Mount had always appealed to him as the lovely speculations of an idealist who had no real knowledge of life. Yet he had always wondered why Lay not up for yourselves treasures upon earth, where moth and rust doth corrupt, and where thieves break through and steal had thrilled him as something so beautiful that it must be true For where your treasure is there will your heart be also. Keats had said beauty is truth  truth beauty, and still another truth is what is.

And what is? he had asked himself in answer to that.

Beauty, was his reply to himself, for life at bottom, in spite of all its teeming terrors, was beautiful.

Only those of a metaphysical or natural religious turn of mind would care to follow the slow process of attempted alteration, which took place during the series of months which followed Angelas departure for Racine, her return to New York at Myrtles solicitation, the time she spent in the maternity hospital, whither she was escorted on her arrival by Eugene and after. These are the deeps of being which only the more able intellectually essay, but Eugene wandered in them far and wide. There were long talks with Myrtle and Bangs  arguments upon all phases of mortal thought, real and unreal, with which Angelas situation had nothing to do. Eugene frankly confessed that he did not love her  that he did not want to live with her. He insisted that he could scarcely live without Suzanne. There was the taking up and reading or re-reading of odd philosophic and religious volumes, for he had nothing else to do. He did not care at first to go and sit with Angela, sorry as he was for her. He read or re-read Kents History of the Hebrews; Weinigers Sex and Character; Carl Snyders The World Machine; Muzzeys Spiritual Heroes; Johnstons translation of Bhagavad Ghita; Emersons essay on the Oversoul, and Huxleys Science and Hebrew Tradition and Science and Christian Tradition. He learned from these things some curious facts which relate to religion, which he had either not known before or forgotten, i.e., that the Jews were almost the only race or nation which developed a consecutive line of religious thinkers or prophets; that their ideal was first and last a single God or Divinity, tribal at first, but later on universal, whose scope and significance were widened until He embraced the whole universe  was, in fact, the Universe  a governing principle  one God, however, belief in whom, His power to heal, to build up and overthrow had never been relinquished.

The Old Testament was full of that. Was that. The old prophets, he learned to his astonishment, were little more than whirling dervishes when they are first encountered historically, working themselves up into wild transports and frenzies, lying on the ground and writhing, cutting themselves as the Persian zealots do to this day in their feast of the tenth month and resorting to the most curious devices for nurturing their fanatic spirit, but always setting forth something that was astonishingly spiritual and great. They usually frequented the holy places and were to be distinguished by their wild looks and queer clothing. Isaiah eschewed clothing for three years (Is. 22, 21); Jeremiah appeared in the streets of the capital (according to Muzzey) with a wooden yoke on his neck, saying, Thus shalt Judas neck be bent under bondage to the Babylonian (Jer. 27; 2 ff); Zedekiah came to King Ahab, wearing horns of iron like a steer, and saying, Thus shalt thou push the Syrians (1 Kings 22, 11). The prophet was called mad because he acted like a madman. Elisha dashed in on the gruff captain, Jehu, in his camp and broke a vial of oil on his head, saying, Thus saith the Lord God of Israel, I have made thee king over the people of the Lord; then he opened the door and fled. Somehow, though these things seemed wild, yet they accorded with Eugenes sense of prophecy. They were not cheap but great  wildly dramatic, like the word of a Lord God might be. Another thing that fascinated him was to find that the evolutionary hypothesis did not after all shut out a conception of a ruling, ordaining Divinity, as he had supposed, for he came across several things in the papers which, now that he was thinking about this so keenly, held him spellbound. One was quoted from a biological work by a man named George M. Gould, and read:

Life reaches control of physical forces by the cell-mechanism, and, so far as we know, by it solely. From reading Mrs. Eddy and arguing with Bangs, Eugene was not prepared to admit this, but he was fascinated to see how it led ultimately to an acknowledgment of an active Divinity which shapes our ends. No organic molecule shows any evidence of intellect, design or purpose. It is the product solely of mathematically determinate and invariable physical forces. Life becomes conscious of itself through specialized cellular activity, and human personality, therefore, can only be a unity of greater differentiations of function, a higher and fuller incarnation than the single cell incarnation. Life, or God, is in the cell.... (And everywhere outside of it, quite as active and more so, perhaps, Eugene reserved mentally.) The cells intelligence is His. (From reading Mrs. Eddy, Eugene could not quite agree with this. According to her, it was an illusion.) The human personality is also at last Himself and only Himself.... If you wish to say Biologos or God instead of Life, I heartily agree, and we are face to face with the sublime fact of biology. The cell is Gods instrument and mediator in materiality; it is the mechanism of incarnation, the word made flesh and dwelling among us.

The other was a quotation in a Sunday newspaper from some man who appeared to be a working physicist of the time  Edgar Lucien Larkin:

With the discovery and recent perfection of the new ultra-violet light microscope and the companion apparatus, the microphotographic camera, with rapidly moving, sensitive films, it seems that the extreme limit of vision of the human eye has been reached. Inorganic and organic particles have been seen, and these so minute that (the smallest) objects visible in the most powerful old-style instruments are as huge chunks in comparison. An active microscopic universe as wonderful as the sidereal universe, the stellar structure, has been revealed. This complexity actually exists; but exploration has scarcely commenced. Within a hundred years, devoted to this research, the micro-universe may be partially understood. Laws of micro-movements may be detected and published in textbooks like those of the gigantic universe suns and their concentric planets and moons. I cannot look into these minute moving and living deeps without instantly believing that they are mental  every motion is controlled by mind. The longer I look at the amazing things, the deeper is this conviction. This micro-universe is rooted and grounded in a mental base. Positively and without hope of overthrow, this assertion is made  the flying particles know where to go. Coarse particles, those visible in old-time microscopes, when suspended in liquids, were observed to be in rapid motion, darting to all geometrical directions with high speed. But the ultra-violet microscope reveals moving trillions of far smaller bodies, and these rush on geometric lines and cutout angles with the most incredible speed, specific for each kind and type.

What were the angles? Eugene asked himself. Who made them? Who or what arranged the geometric lines? The Divine Mind of Mrs. Eddy? Had this woman really found the truth? He pondered this, reading on, and then one day in a paper he came upon this reflection in regard to the universe and its government by Alfred Russel Wallace, which interested him as a proof that there might be, as Jesus said and as Mrs. Eddy contended, a Divine Mind or central thought in which there was no evil intent, but only good. The quotation was: Life is that power which, from air and water and the substances dissolved therein, builds up organized and highly complex structures possessing definite forms and functions; these are presented in a continuous state of decay and repair by internal circulation of fluids and gases; they reproduce their like, go through various phases of youth, maturity and age, die and quickly decompose into their constituent elements. They thus form continuous series of similar individuals and so long as external conditions render their existence possible seem to possess a potential immortality.

It is very necessary to presuppose some vast intelligence, some pervading spirit, to explain the guidance of the lower forces in accordance with the preordained system of evolution we see prevailing. Nothing less will do....

If, however, we go as far as this, we must go further.... We have a perfect right, on logical and scientific grounds, to see in all the infinitely varied products of the animal and vegetable kingdoms, which we alone can make use of, a preparation for ourselves, to assist in our mental development, and to fit us for a progressively higher state of existence as spiritual beings.

...It seems only logical to assume that the vast, the infinite chasm between ourselves and the Deity, is to some extent occupied by an almost infinite series of grades of beings, each successive grade having higher and higher powers in regard to the origination, the development and the control of the universe.

...There may have been a vast system of co-operation of such grades of beings, from a very high grade of power and intelligence down to those unconscious or almost unconscious cell souls posited by Haeckel....

I can imagine the ... Infinite Being, foreseeing and determining the broad outlines of a universe....

He might, for instance, impress a sufficient number of his highest angels to create by their will power the primal universe of ether, with all those inherent properties and forces necessary for what was to follow. Using this as a vehicle, the next subordinate association of angels would so act upon the ether as to develop from it, in suitable masses and at suitable distances, the various elements of matter, which, under the influence of such laws and forces as gravitation, heat, and electricity, would thenceforth begin to form those vast systems of nebulæ and suns which constitute our stellar universe.

Then we may imagine these hosts of angels, to whom a thousand years are as one day, watching the development of this vast system of suns and planets until some one or more of them combined in itself all those conditions of size, of elementary constitution, of atmosphere, of mass of water and requisite distance from its source of heat as to insure a stability of constitution and uniformity of temperature for a given minimum of millions of years, or of ages, as would be required for the full development of a life world from amœba to man, with a surplus of a few hundreds of millions for his adequate development.

We are led, therefore, to postulate a body of what we may term organizing spirits, who would be charged with the duty of so influencing the myriads of cell souls as to carry out their part of the work with accuracy and certainty....

At successive stages of the development of the life world, more and perhaps higher intelligences might be required to direct the main lines of variation in definite directions, in accordance with the general design to be worked out, and to guard against a break in the particular line, which alone could lead ultimately to the production of the human form.

This speculative suggestion, I venture to hope, will appeal to some of my readers as the very best approximation we are now able to formulate as to the deeper, the most fundamental causes of matter and force of life and consciousness, and of man himself, at his best, already a little lower than the angels, and, like them, destined to a permanent progressive existence in a world of spirit.

This very peculiar and apparently progressive statement in regard to the conclusion which naturalistic science had revealed in regard to the universe struck Eugene as pretty fair confirmation of Mrs. Eddys contention that all was mind and its infinite variety and that the only difference between her and the British scientific naturalists was that they contended for an ordered hierarchy which could only rule and manifest itself according to its own ordered or self-imposed laws, which they could perceive or detect, whereas, she contended for a governing spirit which was everywhere and would act through ordered laws and powers of its own arrangement. God was a principle like a rule in mathematics  two times two is four, for instance  and was as manifest daily and hourly and momentarily in a hall bedroom as in the circling motions of suns and systems. God was a principle. He grasped that now. A principle could be and was of course anywhere and everywhere at one and the same time. One could not imagine a place for instance where two times two would not be four, or where that rule would not be. So, likewise with the omnipotent, omniscient, omnipresent mind of God.


CHAPTER XXVI

The most dangerous thing to possess a man to the extent of dominating him is an idea. It can and does ride him to destruction. Eugenes idea of the perfection of eighteen was one of the most dangerous things in his nature. In a way, combined with the inability of Angela to command his interest and loyalty, it had been his undoing up to this date. A religious idea followed in a narrow sense would have diverted this other, but it also might have destroyed him, if he had been able to follow it. Fortunately the theory he was now interesting himself in was not a narrow dogmatic one in any sense, but religion in its large aspects, a comprehensive resumé and spiritual co-ordination of the metaphysical speculation of the time, which was worthy of anyones intelligent inquiry. Christian Science as a cult or religion was shunned by current religions and religionists as something outré, impossible, uncanny  as necromancy, imagination, hypnotism, mesmerism, spiritism  everything, in short, that it was not, and little, if anything, that it really was. Mrs. Eddy had formulated or rather restated a fact that was to be found in the sacred writings of India; in the Hebrew testaments, old and new; in Socrates, Marcus Aurelius, St. Augustine, Emerson, and Carlyle. The one variation notable between her and the moderns was that her ruling unity was not malicious, as Eugene and many others fancied, but helpful. Her unity was a unity of love. God was everything but the father of evil, which according to her was an illusion  neither fact nor substance  sound and fury, signifying nothing.

It must be remembered that during all the time Eugene was doing this painful and religious speculation he was living in the extreme northern portion of the city, working desultorily at some paintings which he thought he might sell, visiting Angela occasionally, safely hidden away in the maternity hospital at One Hundred and Tenth Street, thinking hourly and momentarily of Suzanne, and wondering if, by any chance, he should ever see her any more. His mind had been so inflamed by the beauty and the disposition of this girl that he was really not normal any longer. He needed some shock, some catastrophe greater than any he had previously experienced to bring him to his senses. The loss of his position had done something. The loss of Suzanne had only heightened his affection for her. The condition of Angela had given him pause, for it was an interesting question what would become of her. If she would only die! he said to himself, for we have the happy faculty of hating most joyously on this earth the thing we have wronged the most. He could scarcely go and see her, so obsessed was he with the idea that she was a handicap to his career. The idea of her introducing a child into his life only made him savage. Now, if she should die, he would have the child to care for and Suzanne, because of it, might never come to him.

His one idea at this time was not to be observed too much, or rather not at all, for he considered himself to be in great disfavor, and only likely to do himself injury by a public appearance  a fact which was more in his own mind than anywhere else. If he had not believed it, it would not have been true. For this reason he had selected this quiet neighborhood where the line of current city traffic was as nothing, for here he could brood in peace. The family that he lived with knew nothing about him. Winter was setting in. Because of the cold and snow and high winds, he was not likely to see many people hereabouts  particularly those celebrities who had known him in the past. There was a great deal of correspondence that followed him from his old address, for his name had been used on many committees, he was in Whos Who, and he had many friends less distinguished than those whose companionship would have required the expenditure of much money who would have been glad to look him up. He ignored all invitations, however; refused to indicate by return mail where he was for the present; walked largely at night; read, painted, or sat and brooded during the day. He was thinking all the time of Suzanne and how disastrously fate had trapped him apparently through her. He was thinking that she might come back, that she ought. Lovely, hurtful pictures came to him of re-encounters with her in which she would rush into his arms, never to part, from him any more. Angela, in her room at the hospital, received little thought from him. She was there. She was receiving expert medical attention. He was paying all the bills. Her serious time had not yet really come. Myrtle was seeing her. He caught glimpses of himself at times as a cruel, hard intellect driving the most serviceable thing his life had known from him with blows, but somehow it seemed justifiable. Angela was not suited to him. Why could she not live away from him? Christian Science set aside marriage entirely as a human illusion, conflicting with the indestructible unity of the individual with God. Why shouldnt she let him go?

He wrote poems to Suzanne, and read much poetry that he found in an old trunkful of books in the house where he was living. He would read again and again the sonnet beginning, When in disgrace with fortune and mens eyes  that cry out of a darkness that seemed to be like his own. He bought a book of verse by Yeats, and seemed to hear his own voice saying of Suzanne,

Why should I blame her that she filled my days With misery ...

He was not quite as bad as he was when he had broken down eight years before, but he was very bad. His mind was once more riveted upon the uncertainty of life, its changes, its follies. He was studying those things only which deal with the abstrusities of nature, and this began to breed again a morbid fear of life itself. Myrtle was greatly distressed about him. She worried lest he might lose his mind.

Why dont you go to see a practitioner, Eugene? she begged of him one day. You will get help  really you will. You think you wont, but you will. There is something about them  I dont know what. They are spiritually at rest. You will feel better. Do go.

Oh, why do you bother me, Myrtle? Please dont. I dont want to go. I think there is something in the idea metaphysically speaking, but why should I go to a practitioner? God is as near me as He is anyone, if there is a God.

Myrtle wrung her hands, and because she felt so badly more than anything else, he finally decided to go. There might be something hypnotic or physically contagious about these people  some old alchemy of the mortal body, which could reach and soothe him. He believed in hypnotism, hypnotic suggestion, etc. He finally called up one practitioner, an old lady highly recommended by Myrtle and others, who lived farther south on Broadway, somewhere in the neighborhood of Myrtles home. Mrs. Althea Johns was her name  a woman who had performed wonderful cures. Why should he, Eugene Witla, he asked himself as he took up the receiver, why should he, Eugene Witla, ex-managing publisher of the United Magazines Corporation, ex-artist (in a way, he felt that he was no longer an artist in the best sense) be going to a woman in Christian Science to be healed of what? Gloom? Yes. Failure? Yes. Heartache? Yes. His evil tendencies in regard to women, such as the stranger who had sat beside him had testified to? Yes. How strange! And yet he was curious. It interested him a little to speculate as to whether this could really be done. Could he be healed of failure? Could this pain of longing be made to cease? Did he want it to cease? No; certainly not! He wanted Suzanne. Myrtles idea, he knew, was that somehow this treatment would reunite him and Angela and make him forget Suzanne, but he knew that could not be. He was going, but he was going because he was unhappy and idle and aimless. He was going because he really did not know what else to do.

The apartment of Mrs. Johns  Mrs. Althea Johns  was in an apartment house of conventional design, of which there were in New York hundreds upon hundreds at the time. There was a spacious areaway between two wings of cream-colored pressed brick leading back to an entrance way which was protected by a handsome wrought-iron door on either side of which was placed an electric lamp support of handsome design, holding lovely cream-colored globes, shedding a soft lustre. Inside was the usual lobby, elevator, uniformed negro elevator man, indifferent and impertinent, and the telephone switchboard. The building was seven storeys high. Eugene went one snowy, blustery January night. The great wet flakes were spinning in huge whirls and the streets were covered with a soft, slushy carpet of snow. He was interested, as usual, in spite of his gloom, in the picture of beauty the world presented  the city wrapped in a handsome mantle of white. Here were cars rumbling, people hunched in great coats facing the driving wind. He liked the snow, the flakes, this wonder of material living. It eased his mind of his misery and made him think of painting again. Mrs. Johns was on the seventh floor. Eugene knocked and was admitted by a maid. He was shown to a waiting room, for he was a little ahead of his time, and there were others  healthy-looking men and women, who did not appear to have an ache or pain  ahead of him. Was not this a sign, he thought as he sat down, that this was something which dealt with imaginary ills? Then why had the man he had heard in the church beside him testified so forcibly and sincerely to his healing? Well, he would wait and see. He did not see what it could do for him now. He had to work. He sat there in one corner, his hands folded and braced under his chin, thinking. The room was not artistic but rather nondescript, the furniture cheap or rather tasteless in design. Didnt Divine Mind know any better than to present its representatives in such a guise as this? Could a person called to assist in representing the majesty of God on earth be left so unintelligent artistically as to live in a house like this? Surely this was a poor manifestation of Divinity, but  

Mrs. Johns came  a short, stout, homely woman, gray, wrinkled, dowdy in her clothing, a small wen on one side of her mouth, a nose slightly too big to be pleasing  all mortal deficiencies as to appearance highly emphasized, and looking like an old print of Mrs. Micawber that he had seen somewhere. She had on a black skirt good as to material, but shapeless, commonplace, and a dark blue-gray waist. Her eye was clear and gray though, he noticed, and she had a pleasing smile.

This is Mr. Witla, I believe, she said, coming across the room to him, for he had got into a corner near the window, and speaking with an accent which sounded a little Scotch. Im so glad to see you. Wont you come in? she said, giving him precedence over some others because of his appointment, and re-crossed the room preceding him down the hall to her practice room. She stood to one side to take his hand as he passed.

He touched it gingerly.

So this was Mrs. Johns, he thought, as he entered, looking about him. Bangs and Myrtle had insisted that she had performed wonderful cures  or rather that Divine Mind had, through her. Her hands were wrinkled, her face old. Why didnt she make herself young if she could perform these wonderful cures? Why was this room so mussy? It was actually stuffy with chromos and etchings of the Christ and Bible scenes on the walls, a cheap red carpet or rug on the floor, inartistic leather-covered chairs, a table or desk too full of books, a pale picture of Mrs. Eddy and silly mottoes of which he was sick and tired hung here and there. People were such hacks when it came to the art of living. How could they pretend to a sense of Divinity who knew nothing of life? He was weary and the room here offended him. Mrs. Johns did. Besides, her voice was slightly falsetto. Could she cure cancer? and consumption? and all other horrible human ills, as Myrtle insisted she had? He didnt believe it.

He sat down wearily and yet contentiously in the chair she pointed out to him and stared at her while she quietly seated herself opposite him looking at him with kindly, smiling eyes.

And now, she said easily, what does Gods child think is the matter with him?

Eugene stirred irritably.

Gods child, he thought; what cant! What right had he to claim to be a child of God? What was the use of beginning that way? It was silly, so asinine. Why not ask plainly what was the matter with him? Still he answered:

Oh, a number of things. So many that I am pretty sure they can never be remedied.

As bad as that? Surely not. It is good to know, anyhow, that nothing is impossible to God. We can believe that, anyhow, cant we? she replied, smiling. You believe in God, or a ruling power, dont you?

I dont know whether I do or not. In the main, I guess I do. Im sure I ought to. Yes, I guess I do.

Is He a malicious God to you?

I have always thought so, he replied, thinking of Angela.

Mortal mind! Mortal mind! she asseverated to herself. What delusions will it not harbor!

And then to him:

One has to be cured almost against ones will to know that God is a God of love. So you believe you are sinful, do you, and that He is malicious? It is not necessary that you should tell me how. We are all alike in the mortal state. I would like to call your attention to Isaiahs words, Though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be as white as snow; though they be red like crimson, they shall be as wool.

Eugene had not heard this quotation for years. It was only a dim thing in his memory. It flashed out simply now and appealed, as had all these Hebraic bursts of prophetic imagery in the past. Mrs. Johns, for all her wen and her big nose and dowdy clothes, was a little better for having been able to quote this so aptly. It raised her in his estimation. It showed a vigorous mind, at least a tactful mind.

Can you cure sorrow? he asked grimly and with a touch of sarcasm in his voice. Can you cure heartache or fear?

I can do nothing of myself, she said, perceiving his mood. All things are possible to God, however. If you believe in a Supreme Intelligence, He will cure you. St. Paul says I can do all things through Christ which strengtheneth me. Have you read Mrs. Eddys book?

Most of it. Im still reading it.

Do you understand it?

No, not quite. It seems a bundle of contradictions to me.

To those who are first coming into Science it nearly always seems so. But dont let that worry you. You would like to be cured of your troubles. St. Paul says, For the wisdom of this world is foolishness with God. The Lord knoweth the thoughts of the wise  that they are vain. Do not think of me as a woman, or as having had anything to do with this. I would rather have you think of me as St. Paul describes anyone who works for truth Now then we are ambassadors for Christ, as though God did beseech you by us, we pray you in Christs stead, be ye reconciled to God.

You know your Bible, dont you? said Eugene.

It is the only knowledge I have, she replied.

There followed one of those peculiar religious demonstrations so common in Christian Science  so peculiar to the uninitiated  in which she asked Eugene to fix his mind in meditation on the Lords prayer. Never mind if it seems pointless to you now. You have come here seeking aid. You are Gods perfect image and likeness. He will not send you away empty-handed. Let me read you first, though, this one psalm, which I think is always so helpful to the beginner. She opened her Bible, which was on the table near her, and began:

He that dwelleth in the secret place of the most high shall abide under the shadow of the Almighty.

I will say of the Lord, He is my refuge and my fortress; my God; in him will I trust.

Surely he shall deliver thee from the snare of the fowler, and from the noisome pestilence.

He shall cover thee with his feathers, and under his wings shalt thou trust: his truth shall be thy shield and thy buckler.

Thou shalt not be afraid for the terror by night, nor for the arrow that flieth by day. Nor for the pestilence that walketh in the darkness; nor for destruction that wasteth at noonday.

A thousand shall fall at thy side, and ten thousand at thy right hand; but it shall not come nigh thee.

Only with thine eyes shalt thou behold and see the reward of the wicked.

Because thou hast made the Lord, which is my refuge, even the most High, thy habitation; There shall no evil befall thee, neither shall any plague come nigh thy dwelling.

For he shall give his angels charge over thee, to keep thee in all thy ways.

They shall bear thee up in their hands, lest thou dash thy foot against a stone.

Thou shalt tread upon the lion and the adder, the young lion and the dragon shalt thou trample under foot.

Because he hath set his love upon me, therefore will I deliver him. I will set him on high, because he hath known my name.

He shall call upon me, and I will answer him: I will be with him in trouble. I will deliver him and honor him.

With long life will I satisfy him, and show him my salvation.

During this most exquisite pronunciamento of Divine favor Eugene was sitting with his eyes closed, his thoughts wandering over all his recent ills. For the first time in years, he was trying to fix his mind upon an all-wise, omnipresent, omnipotent generosity. It was hard and he could not reconcile the beauty of this expression of Divine favor with the nature of the world as he knew it. What was the use of saying, They shall bear thee up in their hands lest thou dash thy foot against a stone, when he had seen Angela and himself suffering so much recently? Wasnt he dwelling in the secret place of the Most High when he was alive? How could one get out of it? Still   Because he hath set his love on me  therefore will I deliver him. Was that the answer? Was Angelas love set on him? Was his own? Might not all their woes have sprung from that?

He shall call upon me and I shall answer. I will deliver him in trouble. I will deliver him and honor him.

Had he ever really called on Him? Had Angela? Hadnt they been left in the slough of their own despond? Still Angela was not suited to him. Why did not God straighten that out? He didnt want to live with her.

He wandered through this philosophically, critically, until Mrs. Johns stopped. What, he asked himself, if, in spite of all his doubts, this seeming clamor and reality and pain and care were an illusion? Angela was suffering. So were many other people. How could this thing be true? Did not these facts exclude the possibility of illusion? Could they possibly be a part of it?

Now we are going to try to realize that we are Gods perfect children, she said, stopping and looking at him. We think we are so big and strong and real. We are real enough, but only as a thought in God  that is all. No harm can happen to us there  no evil can come nigh us. For God is infinite, all power, all life. Truth, Love, over all, and all.

She closed her eyes and began, as she said, to try to realize for him the perfectness of his spirit in God. Eugene sat there trying to think of the Lords prayer, but in reality thinking of the room, the cheap prints, the homely furniture, her ugliness, the curiousness of his being there. He, Eugene Witla, being prayed for! What would Angela think? Why was this woman old, if spirit could do all these other things? Why didnt she make herself beautiful? What was it she was doing now? Was this hypnotism, mesmerism, she was practicing? He remembered where Mrs. Eddy had especially said that these were not to be practiced  could not be in Science. No, she was no doubt sincere. She looked it  talked it. She believed in this beneficent spirit. Would it aid as the psalm said? Would it heal this ache? Would it make him not want Suzanne ever any more? Perhaps that was evil? Yes, no doubt it was. Still  Perhaps he had better fix his mind on the Lords Prayer. Divinity could aid him if it would. Certainly it could. No doubt of it. There was nothing impossible to this vast force ruling the universe. Look at the telephone, wireless telegraphy. How about the stars and sun? He shall give his angels charge over thee.

Now, said Mrs. Johns, after some fifteen minutes of silent meditation had passed and she opened her eyes smilingly we are going to see whether we are not going to be better. We are going to feel better, because we are going to do better, and because we are going to realize that nothing can hurt an idea in God. All the rest is illusions. It cannot hold us, for it is not real. Think good  God  and you are good. Think evil and you are evil, but it has no reality outside your own thought. Remember that. She talked to him as though he was a little child.

He went out into the snowy night where the wind was whirling the snow in picturesque whirls, buttoning his coat about him. The cars were running up Broadway as usual. Taxicabs were scuttling by. There were people forging their way through the snow, that ever-present company of a great city. There were arc lights burning clearly blue through the flying flakes. He wondered as he walked whether this would do him any good. Mrs. Eddy insisted that all these were unreal, he thought  that mortal mind had evolved something which was not in accord with spirit  mortal mind a liar and the father of it, he recalled that quotation. Could it be so? Was evil unreal? Was misery only a belief? Could he come out of his sense of fear and shame and once more face the world? He boarded a car to go north. At Kingsbridge he made his way thoughtfully to his room. How could life ever be restored to him as it had been? He was really forty years of age. He sat down in his chair near his lamp and took up his book, Science and Health, and opened it aimlessly. Then he thought for curiositys sake he would see where he had opened it  what the particular page or paragraph his eye fell on had to say to him. He was still intensely superstitious. He looked, and here was this paragraph growing under his eyes:

When mortal man blends his thoughts of existence with the spiritual, and works only as God works, he will no longer grope in the dark and cling to earth because he has not tasted heaven. Carnal beliefs defraud us. They make man an involuntary hypocrite  producing evil when he would create good, forming deformity when he would outline grace and beauty, injuring those whom he would bless. He becomes a general mis-creator, who believes he is a semi-God. His touch turns hope to dust, the dust we all have trod. He might say in Bible language, The good that I would, I do not, but evil, which I would not, I do.

He closed the book and meditated. He wished he might realize this thing if this were so. Still he did not want to become a religionist  a religious enthusiast. How silly they were. He picked up his daily paper  the Evening Post  and there on an inside page quoted in an obscure corner was a passage from a poem by the late Francis Thompson, entitled The Hound of Heaven. It began:

I fled Him, down the nights and down the days; I fled Him, down the arches of the years ...

The ending moved him strangely:

Still with unhurrying chase, And unperturbèd face Deliberate speed, majestic instancy Came on the following Feet, And a voice above their beat Naught shelters thee, who wilt not shelter Me.

Did this man really believe this? Was it so?

He turned back to his book and read on, and by degrees he came half to believe that sin and evil and sickness might possibly be illusions  that they could be cured by aligning ones self intellectually and spiritually with this Divine Principle. He wasnt sure. This terrible sense of wrong. Could he give up Suzanne? Did he want to? No!

He got up and went to the window and looked out. The snow was still blowing.

Give her up! Give her up! And Angela in such a precarious condition. What a devil of a hole he was in, anyway! Well, he would go and see her in the morning. He would at least be kind. He would see her through this thing. He lay down and tried to sleep, but somehow sleep never came to him right any more. He was too wearied, too distressed, too wrought up. Still he slept a little, and that was all he could hope for in these days.


CHAPTER XXVII

It was while he was in this state, some two months later, that the great event, so far as Angela was concerned, came about, and in it, of necessity, he was compelled to take part. Angela was in her room, cosily and hygienically furnished, overlooking the cathedral grounds at Morningside Heights, and speculating hourly what her fate was to be. She had never wholly recovered from the severe attack of rheumatism which she had endured the preceding summer and, because of her worries since, in her present condition was pale and weak though she was not ill. The head visiting obstetrical surgeon, Dr. Lambert, a lean, gray man of sixty-five years of age, with grizzled cheeks, whose curly gray hair, wide, humped nose and keen gray eyes told of the energy and insight and ability that had placed him where he was, took a slight passing fancy to her, for she seemed to him one of those plain, patient little women whose lives are laid in sacrificial lines. He liked her brisk, practical, cheery disposition in the face of her condition, which was serious, and which was so noticeable to strangers. Angela had naturally a bright, cheery face, when she was not depressed or quarrelsome. It was the outward sign of her ability to say witty and clever things, and she had never lost the desire to have things done efficiently and intelligently about her wherever she was. The nurse, Miss De Sale, a solid, phlegmatic person of thirty-five, admired her spunk and courage and took a great fancy to her also because she was lightsome, buoyant and hopeful in the face of what was really a very serious situation. The general impression of the head operating surgeon, the house surgeon and the nurse was that her heart was weak and that her kidneys might be affected by her condition. Angela had somehow concluded after talks with Myrtle that Christian Science, as demonstrated by its practitioners, might help her through this crisis, though she had no real faith in it. Eugene would come round, she thought, also, for Myrtle was having him treated absently, and he was trying to read the book, she said. There would be a reconciliation between them when the baby came  because  because  Well, because children were so winning! Eugene was really not hard-hearted  he was just infatuated. He had been ensnared by a siren. He would get over it.

Miss De Sale let her hair down in braids, Gretchen style, and fastened great pink bows of ribbon in them. As her condition became more involved, only the lightest morning gowns were given her  soft, comfortable things in which she sat about speculating practically about the future. She had changed from a lean shapeliness to a swollen, somewhat uncomely object, but she made the best of a bad situation. Eugene saw her and felt sorry. It was the end of winter now, with snow blowing gaily or fiercely about the windows, and the park grounds opposite were snow-white. She could see the leafless line of sentinel poplars that bordered the upper edges of Morningside. She was calm, patient, hopeful, while the old obstetrician shook his head gravely to the house surgeon.

We shall have to be very careful. I shall take charge of the actual birth myself. See if you cant build up her strength. We can only hope that the head is small.

Angelas littleness and courage appealed to him. For once in a great many cases he really felt sorry.

The house surgeon did as directed. Angela was given specially prepared food and drink. She was fed frequently. She was made to keep perfectly quiet.

Her heart, the house surgeon reported to his superior, I dont like that. Its weak and irregular. I think theres a slight lesion.

We can only hope for the best, said the other solemnly. Well try and do without ether.

Eugene in his peculiar mental state was not capable of realizing the pathos of all this. He was alienated temperamentally and emotionally. Thinking that he cared for his wife dearly, the nurse and the house surgeon were for not warning him. They did not want to frighten him. He asked several times whether he could be present during the delivery, but they stated that it would be dangerous and trying. The nurse asked Angela if she had not better advise him to stay away. Angela did, but Eugene felt that in spite of his alienation, she needed him. Besides, he was curious. He thought Angela would stand it better if he were near, and now that the ordeal was drawing nigh, he was beginning to understand how desperate it might be and to think it was only fair that he should assist her. Some of the old pathetic charm of her littleness was coming back to him. She might not live. She would have to suffer much. She had meant no real evil to him  only to hold him. Oh, the bitterness and the pathos of this welter of earthly emotions. Why should they be so tangled?

The time drew very near, and Angela was beginning to suffer severe pains. Those wonderful processes of the all-mother, which bind the coming life in a cradle of muscles and ligaments were practically completed and were now relaxing their tendencies in one direction to enforce them in another. Angela suffered at times severely from straining ligaments. Her hands were clenched desperately, her face would become deathly pale. She would cry. Eugene was with her on a number of these occasions and it drove home to his consciousness the subtlety and terror of this great scheme of reproduction, which took all women to the door of the grave, in order that this mortal scheme of things might be continued. He began to think that there might be something in the assertion of the Christian Science leaders that it was a lie and an illusion, a terrible fitful fever outside the rational consciousness of God. He went to the library one day and got down a book on obstetrics, which covered the principles and practice of surgical delivery. He saw there scores of pictures drawn very carefully of the child in various positions in the womb  all the strange, peculiar, flower-like positions it could take, folded in upon itself like a little half-formed petal. The pictures were attractive, some of them beautiful, practical as they were. They appealed to his fancy. They showed the coming baby perfect, but so small, its head now in one position, now in another, its little arms twisted about in odd places, but always delightfully, suggestively appealing. From reading here and there in the volume, he learned that the great difficulty was the head  the delivery of that. It appeared that no other difficulty really confronted the obstetrician. How was that to be got out? If the head were large, the mother old, the walls of the peritoneal cavity tight or hard, a natural delivery might be impossible. There were whole chapters on Craniotomy, Cephalotripsy, which in plain English means crushing the head with an instrument....

One chapter was devoted to the Cæsarian operation, with a description of its tremendous difficulties and a long disquisition on the ethics of killing the child to save the mother, or the mother to save the child with their relative values to society indicated. Think of it  a surgeon sitting in the seat of judge and executioner at the critical moment! Ah, life with its petty laws did not extend here. Here we came back to the conscience of man which Mrs. Eddy maintained was a reflection of immanent mind. If God were good, He would speak through that  He was speaking through it. This surgeon referred to that inmost consciousness of supreme moral law, which alone could guide the practitioner in this dreadful hour.

Then he told of what implements were necessary, how many assistants (two), how many nurses (four), the kinds of bandages, needles, silk and catgut thread, knives, clamp dilators, rubber gloves. He showed how the cut was to be made  when, where. Eugene closed the book, frightened. He got up and walked out in the air, a desire to hurry up to Angela impelling him. She was weak, he knew that. She had complained of her heart. Her muscles were probably set. Supposing these problems, any one of them, should come in connection with her. He did not wish her to die.

He had said he had  yes, but he did not want to be a murderer. No, no! Angela had been good to him. She had worked for him. Why, God damn it, she had actually suffered for him in times past. He had treated her badly, very badly, and now in her pathetic little way she had put herself in this terrific position. It was her fault, to be sure it was. She had been trying as she always had to hold him against his will, but then could he really blame her? It wasnt a crime for her to want him to love her. They were just mis-mated. He had tried to be kind in marrying her, and he hadnt been kind at all. It had merely produced unrest, dissatisfaction, unhappiness for him and for her, and now this  this danger of death through pain, a weak heart, defective kidneys, a Cæsarian operation. Why, she couldnt stand anything like that. There was no use talking about it. She wasnt strong enough  she was too old.

He thought of Christian Science practitioners, of how they might save her  of some eminent surgeon who would know how without the knife. How? How? If these Christian Scientists could only think her through a thing like this  he wouldnt be sorry. He would be glad, for her sake, if not his own. He might give up Suzanne  he might  he might. Oh, why should that thought intrude on him now?

When he reached the hospital it was three oclock in the afternoon, and he had been there for a little while in the morning when she was comparatively all right. She was much worse. The straining pains in her side which she had complained of were worse and her face was alternately flushed and pale, sometimes convulsed a little. Myrtle was there talking with her, and Eugene stood about nervously, wondering what he should do  what he could do. Angela saw his worry. In spite of her own condition she was sorry for him. She knew that this would cause him pain, for he was not hard-hearted, and it was his first sign of relenting. She smiled at him, thinking that maybe he would come round and change his attitude entirely. Myrtle kept reassuring her that all would be well with her. The nurse said to her and to the house doctor who came in, a young man of twenty-eight, with keen, quizzical eyes, whose sandy hair and ruddy complexion bespoke a fighting disposition, that she was doing nicely.

No bearing down pains? he asked, smiling at Angela, his even white teeth showing in two gleaming rows.

I dont know what kind they are, doctor, she replied. Ive had all kinds.

Youll know them fast enough, he replied, mock cheerfully. Theyre not like any other kind.

He went away and Eugene followed him.

How is she doing? he asked, when they were out in the hall.

Well enough, considering. Shes not very strong, you know. I have an idea she is going to be all right. Dr. Lambert will be here in a little while. You had better talk to him.

The house surgeon did not want to lie. He thought Eugene ought to be told. Dr. Lambert was of the same opinion, but he wanted to wait until the last, until he could judge approximately correctly.

He came at five, when it was already dark outside, and looked at Angela with his grave, kindly eyes. He felt her pulse, listened to her heart with his stethoscope.

Do you think I shall be all right, doctor? asked Angela faintly.

To be sure, to be sure, he replied softly. Little woman, big courage. He smoothed her hand.

He walked out and Eugene followed him.

Well, doctor, he said. For the first time for months Eugene was thinking of something besides his lost fortune and Suzanne.

I think it advisable to tell you, Mr. Witla, said the old surgeon, that your wife is in a serious condition. I dont want to alarm you unnecessarily  it may all come out very satisfactorily. I have no positive reason to be sure that it will not. She is pretty old to have a child. Her muscles are set. The principal thing we have to fear in her case is some untoward complication with her kidneys. There is always difficulty in the delivery of the head in women of her age. It may be necessary to sacrifice the child. I cant be sure. The Cæsarian operation is something I never care to think about. It is rarely used, and it isnt always successful. Every care that can be taken will be taken. I should like to have you understand the conditions. Your consent will be asked before any serious steps are taken. Your decision will have to be quick, however, when the time comes.

I can tell you now, doctor, what my decision will be, said Eugene realizing fully the gravity of the situation. For the time being, his old force and dignity were restored. Save her life if you can by any means that you can. I have no other wish.

Thanks, said the surgeon. We will do the best we can.

There were hours after that when Eugene, sitting by Angela, saw her endure pain which he never dreamed it was possible for any human being to endure. He saw her draw herself up rigid time and again, the color leaving her face, the perspiration breaking out on her forehead only to relax and flush and groan without really crying out. He saw, strange to relate, that she was no baby like himself, whimpering over every little ill, but a representative of some great creative force which gave her power at once to suffer greatly and to endure greatly. She could not smile any more. That was not possible. She was in a welter of suffering, unbroken, astonishing. Myrtle had gone home to her dinner, but promised to return later. Miss De Sale came, bringing another nurse, and while Eugene was out of the room, Angela was prepared for the final ordeal. She was arrayed in the usual open back hospital slip and white linen leggings. Under Doctor Lamberts orders an operating table was got ready in the operating room on the top floor and a wheel table stationed outside the door, ready to remove her if necessary. He had left word that at the first evidence of the genuine childbearing pain, which the nurse understood so well, he was to be called. The house surgeon was to be in immediate charge of the case.

Eugene wondered in this final hour at the mechanical, practical, business-like manner in which all these tragedies  the hospital was full of women  were taken. Miss De Sale went about her duties calm, smiling, changing the pillows occasionally for Angela, straightening the disordered bedclothes, adjusting the window curtains, fixing her own lace cap or apron before the mirror which was attached to the dresser, or before the one that was set in the closet door, and doing other little things without number. She took no interest in Eugenes tense attitude, or Myrtles when she was there, but went in and out, talking, jesting with other nurses, doing whatever she had to do quite undisturbed.

Isnt there anything that can be done to relieve her of this pain? Eugene asked wearily at one point. His own nerves were torn. She cant stand anything like that. She hasnt the strength.

She shook her head placidly. There isnt a thing that anyone can do. We cant give her an opiate. It stops the process. She just has to bear it. All women do.

All women, thought Eugene. Good God! Did all women go through a siege like this every time a child was born? There were two billion people on the earth now. Had there been two billion such scenes? Had he come this way?  Angela? every child? What a terrible mistake she had made  so unnecessary, so foolish. It was too late now, though, to speculate concerning this. She was suffering. She was agonizing.

The house surgeon came back after a time to look at her condition, but was not at all alarmed apparently. He nodded his head rather reassuringly to Miss De Sale, who stood beside him. I think shes doing all right, he said.

I think so, too, she replied.

Eugene wondered how they could say this. She was suffering horribly.

Im going into Ward A for an hour, said the doctor. If any change comes you can get me there.

What change could come, asked Eugene of himself, any worse than had already appeared? He was thinking of the drawings, though, he had seen in the book  wondering if Angela would have to be assisted in some of the grim, mechanical ways indicated there. They illustrated to him the deadly possibilities of what might follow.

About midnight the expected change, which Eugene in agonized sympathy was awaiting, arrived. Myrtle had not returned. She had been waiting to hear from Eugene. Although Angela had been groaning before, pulling herself tense at times, twisting in an aimless, unhappy fashion, now she seemed to spring up and fall as though she had fainted. A shriek accompanied the movement, and then another and another. He rushed to the door, but the nurse was there to meet him.

Its here, she said quietly. She went to a phone outside and called for Dr. Willets. A second nurse from some other room came in and stood beside her. In spite of the knotted cords on Angelas face, the swollen veins, the purple hue, they were calm. Eugene could scarcely believe it, but he made an intense effort to appear calm himself. So this was childbirth!

In a few moments Dr. Willets came in. He also was calm, business like, energetic. He was dressed in a black suit and white linen jacket, but took that off, leaving the room as he did so, and returned with his sleeves rolled up and his body incased in a long white apron, such as Eugene had seen butchers wear. He went over to Angela and began working with her, saying something to the nurse beside him which Eugene did not hear. He could not look  he dared not at first.

At the fourth or fifth convulsive shriek, a second doctor came in, a young man of Willets age, and dressed as he was, who also took his place beside him. Eugene had never seen him before. Is it a case of forceps? he asked.

I cant tell, said the other. Dr. Lambert is handling this personally. He ought to be here by now.

There was a step in the hall and the senior physician or obstetrician had entered. In the lower hall he had removed his great coat and fur gloves. He was dressed in his street clothes, but after looking at Angela, feeling her heart and temples, he went out and changed his coat for an apron, like the others. His sleeves were rolled up, but he did not immediately do anything but watch the house surgeon, whose hands were bloody.

Cant they give her chloroform? asked Eugene, to whom no one was paying any attention, of Miss De Sale.

She scarcely heard, but shook her head. She was busy dancing attendance on her very far removed superiors, the physicians.

I would advise you to leave the room, said Dr. Lambert to Eugene, coming over near him. You can do nothing here. You will be of no assistance whatsoever. You may be in the way.

Eugene left, but it was only to pace agonizedly up and down the hall. He thought of all the things that had passed between him and Angela  the years  the struggles. All at once he thought of Myrtle, and decided to call her up  she wanted to be there. Then he decided for the moment he would not. She could do nothing. Then he thought of the Christian Science practitioner. Myrtle could get her to give Angela absent treatment. Anything, anything  it was a shame that she should suffer so.

Myrtle, he said nervously over the phone, when he reached her, this is Eugene. Angela is suffering terribly. The birth is on. Cant you get Mrs. Johns to help her? Its terrible!

Certainly, Eugene. Ill come right down. Dont worry.

He hung up the receiver and walked up and down the hall again. He could hear mumbled voices  he could hear muffled screams. A nurse, not Miss De Sale, came out and wheeled in the operating table.

Are they going to operate? he asked feverishly. Im Mr. Witla.

I dont think so. I dont know. Dr. Lambert wants her to be taken to the operating room in case it is necessary.

They wheeled her out after a few moments and on to the elevator which led to the floor above. Her face was slightly covered while she was being so transferred, and those who were around prevented him from seeing just how it was with her, but because of her stillness, he wondered, and the nurse said that a very slight temporary opiate had been administered  not enough to affect the operation, if it were found necessary. Eugene stood by dumbly, terrified. He stood in the hall, outside the operating room, half afraid to enter. The head surgeons warning came back to him, and, anyhow, what good could he do? He walked far down the dim-lit length of the hall before him, wondering, and looked out on a space where was nothing but snow. In the distance a long lighted train was winding about a high trestle like a golden serpent. There were automobiles honking and pedestrians laboring along in the snow. What a tangle life was, he thought. What a pity. Here a little while ago, he wanted Angela to die, and now,  God Almighty, that was her voice groaning! He would be punished for his evil thoughts  yes, he would. His sins, all these terrible deeds would be coming home to him. They were coming home to him now. What a tragedy his career was! What a failure! Hot tears welled up into his eyes, his lower lip trembled, not for himself, but for Angela. He was so sorry all at once. He shut it all back. No, by God, he wouldnt cry! What good were tears? It was for Angela his pain was, and tears would not help her now.

Thoughts of Suzanne came to him  Mrs. Dale, Colfax, but he shut them out. If they could see him now! Then another muffled scream and he walked quickly back. He couldnt stand this.

He didnt go in, however. Instead he listened intently, hearing something which sounded like gurgling, choking breathing. Was that Angela?

The low forceps  it was Dr. Lamberts voice.

The high forceps. It was his voice again. Something clinked like metal in a bowl.

It cant be done this way, Im afraid, it was Dr. Lamberts voice again. Well have to operate. I hate to do it, too.

A nurse came out to see if Eugene were near. You had better go down into the waiting room, Mr. Witla, she cautioned. Theyll be bringing her out pretty soon. It wont be long now.

No, he said all at once, I want to see for myself. He walked into the room where Angela was now lying on the operating table in the centre of the room. A six-globed electrolier blazed close overhead. At her head was Dr. Willets, administering the anæsthetic. On the right side was Dr. Lambert, his hands encased in rubber gloves, bloody, totally unconscious of Eugene, holding a scalpel. One of the two nurses was near Angelas feet, officiating at a little table of knives, bowls, water, sponges, bandages. On the left of the table was Miss De Sale. Her hands were arranging some cloths at the side of Angelas body. At her side, opposite Dr. Lambert, was another surgeon whom Eugene did not know. Angela was breathing stertorously. She appeared to be unconscious. Her face was covered with cloths and a rubber mouth piece or cone. Eugene cut his palms with his nails.

So they have to operate, after all, he thought. She is as bad as that. The Cæsarian operation. Then they couldnt even get the child from her by killing it. Seventy-five per cent. of the cases recorded were successful, so the book said, but how many cases were not recorded. Was Dr. Lambert a great surgeon? Could Angela stand ether  with her weak heart?

He stood there looking at this wonderful picture while Dr. Lambert quickly washed his hands. He saw him take a small gleaming steel knife  bright as polished silver. The old mans hands were encased in rubber gloves, which looked bluish white under the light. Angelas exposed flesh was the color of a candle. He bent over her.

Keep her breathing normal if you can, he said to the young doctor. If she wakes give her ether. Doctor, youd better look after the arteries.

He cut softly a little cut just below the centre of the abdomen apparently, and Eugene saw little trickling streams of blood spring where his blade touched. It did not seem a great cut. A nurse was sponging away the blood as fast as it flowed. As he cut again, the membrane that underlies the muscles of the abdomen and protects the intestines seemed to spring into view.

I dont want to cut too much, said the surgeon calmly  almost as though he were talking to himself. These intestines are apt to become unmanageable. If you just lift up the ends, doctor. Thats right. The sponge, Miss Wood. Now, if we can just cut here enough  he was cutting again like an honest carpenter or cabinet worker.

He dropped the knife he held into Miss Woods bowl of water. He reached into the bleeding, wound, constantly sponged by the nurse, exposing something. What was that? Eugenes heart jerked. He was reaching down now in there with his middle finger  his fore and middle fingers afterwards, and saying, I dont find the leg. Lets see. Ah, yes. Here we have it!

Can I move the head a little for you, doctor? It was the young doctor at his left talking.

Careful! Careful! Its bent under in the region of the coccyx. I have it now, though. Slowly, doctor, look out for the placenta.

Something was coming up out of this horrible cavity, which was trickling with blood from the cut. It was queer a little foot, a leg, a body, a head.

As God is my judge, said Eugene to himself, his eyes brimming again.

The placenta, doctor. Look after the peritoneum, Miss Wood. Its alive, all right. How is her pulse, Miss De Sale?

A little weak, doctor.

Use less ether. There, now we have it! Well put that back. Sponge. Well have to sew this afterwards, Willets. I wont trust this to heal alone. Some surgeons think it will, but I mistrust her recuperative power. Three or four stitches, anyhow.

They were working like carpenters, cabinet workers, electricians. Angela might have been a lay figure for all they seemed to care. And yet there was a tenseness here, a great hurry through slow sure motion. The less haste, the more speed, popped into Eugenes mind  the old saw. He stared as if this were all a dream  a nightmare. It might have been a great picture like Rembrandts The Night Watch. One young doctor, the one he did not know, was holding aloft a purple object by the foot. It might have been a skinned rabbit, but Eugenes horrified eyes realized that it was his child  Angelas child  the thing all this horrible struggle and suffering was about. It was discolored, impossible, a myth, a monster. He could scarcely believe his eyes, and yet the doctor was striking it on the back with his hand, looking at it curiously. At the same moment came a faint cry  not a cry, either  only a faint, queer sound.

Shes awfully little, but I guess shell make out. It was Dr. Willets talking of the baby. Angelas baby. Now the nurse had it. That was Angelas flesh they had been cutting. That was Angelas wound they were sewing. This wasnt life. It was a nightmare. He was insane and being bedeviled by spirits.

Now, doctor, I guess that will keep. The blankets, Miss De Sale. You can take her away.

They were doing lots of things to Angela, fastening bandages about her, removing the cone from her mouth, changing her position back to one of lying flat, preparing to bathe her, moving her to the rolling table, wheeling her out while she moaned unconscious under ether.

Eugene could scarcely stand the sickening, stertorous breathing. It was such a strange sound to come from her  as if her unconscious soul were crying. And the child was crying, too, healthily.

Oh, God, what a life, what a life! he thought. To think that things should have to come this way. Death, incisions! unconsciousness! pain! Could she live? Would she? And now he was a father.

He turned and there was the nurse holding this littlest girl on a white gauze blanket or cushion. She was doing something to it  rubbing oil on it. It was a pink child now, like any other baby.

That isnt so bad, is it? she asked consolingly. She wanted to restore Eugene to a sense of the commonplace. He was so distracted looking.

Eugene stared at it. A strange feeling came over him. Something went up and down his body from head to toe, doing something to him. It was a nervous, titillating, pinching feeling. He touched the child. He looked at its hands, its face. It looked like Angela. Yes, it did. It was his child. It was hers. Would she live? Would he do better? Oh, God, to have this thrust at him now, and yet it was his child. How could he? Poor little thing. If Angela died  if Angela died, he would have this and nothing else, this little girl out of all her long, dramatic struggle. If she died, came this. To do what to him? To guide? To strengthen? To change? He could not say. Only, somehow, in spite of himself, it was beginning to appeal to him. It was the child of a storm. And Angela, so near him now  would she ever live to see it? There she was unconscious, numb, horribly cut. Dr. Lambert was taking a last look at her before leaving.

Do you think she will live, doctor? he asked the great surgeon feverishly. The latter looked grave.

I cant say. I cant say. Her strength isnt all that it ought to be. Her heart and kidneys make a bad combination. However, it was a last chance. We had to take it. Im sorry. Im glad we were able to save the child. The nurse will give her the best of care.

He went out into his practical world as a laborer leaves his work. So may we all. Eugene went over and stood by Angela. He was tremendously sorry for the long years of mistrust that had brought this about. He was ashamed of himself, of life  of its strange tangles. She was so little, so pale, so worn. Yes, he had done this. He had brought her here by his lying, his instability, his uncertain temperament. It was fairly murder from one point of view, and up to this last hour he had scarcely relented. But life had done things to him, too. Now, now  Oh, hell, Oh, God damn! If she would only recover, he would try and do better. Yes, he would. It sounded so silly coming from him, but he would try. Love wasnt worth the agony it cost. Let it go. Let it go. He could live. Truly there were hierarchies and powers, as Alfred Russel Wallace pointed out. There was a God somewhere. He was on His throne. These large, dark, immutable forces, they were not for nothing. If she would only not die, he would try  he would behave. He would! he would!

He gazed at her, but she looked so weak, so pale now he did not think she could come round.

Dont you want to come home with me, Eugene? said Myrtle, who had come back some time before, at his elbow. We cant do anything here now! The nurse says she may not become conscious for several hours. The baby is all right in their care.

The baby! the baby! He had forgotten it, forgotten Myrtle. He was thinking of the long dark tragedy of his life  the miasma of it.

Yes, he said wearily. It was nearly morning. He went out and got into a taxi and went to his sisters home, but in spite of his weariness, he could scarcely sleep. He rolled feverishly.

In the morning he was up again, early, anxious to go back and see how Angela was  and the child.


CHAPTER XXVIII

The trouble with Angelas system, in addition to a weak heart, was that it was complicated at the time of her delivery by that peculiar manifestation of nervous distortion or convulsions known as eclampsia. Once in every five hundred cases (or at least such was the statistical calculation at the time), some such malady occurred to reduce the number of the newborn. In every two such terminations one mother also died, no matter what the anticipatory preparations were on the part of the most skilled surgeons. Though not caused by, it was diagnosed by, certain kidney changes. What Eugene had been spared while he was out in the hall was the sight of Angela staring, her mouth pulled to one side in a horrible grimace, her body bent back, canoe shape, the arms flexed, the fingers and thumbs bending over each other to and fro, in and out, slowly, not unlike a mechanical figure that is running down. Stupor and unconsciousness had immediately followed, and unless the child had been immediately brought into the world and the womb emptied, she and it would have died a horrible death. As it was she had no real strength to fight her way back to life and health. A Christian Science practitioner was trying to realize her identity with good for her, but she had no faith before and no consciousness now. She came to long enough to vomit terribly, and then sank into a fever. In it she talked of Eugene. She was in Blackwood, evidently, and wanted him to come back to her. He held her hand and cried, for he knew that there was never any recompense for that pain. What a dog he had been! He bit his lip and stared out of the window.

Once he said: Oh, Im no damned good! I should have died!

That whole day passed without consciousness, and most of the night. At two in the morning Angela woke and asked to see the baby. The nurse brought it. Eugene held her hand. It was put down beside her, and she cried for joy, but it was a weak, soundless cry. Eugene cried also.

Its a girl, isnt it? she asked.

Yes, said Eugene, and then, after a pause, Angela, I want to tell you something. Im so sorry, Im ashamed. I want you to get well. Ill do better. Really I will. At the same time he was wondering, almost subconsciously, whether he would or no. Wouldnt it be all the same if she were really well  or worse?

She caressed his hand. Dont cry, she said, Ill be all right. Im going to get well. Well both do better. Its as much my fault as yours. Ive been too hard. She worked at his fingers, but he only choked. His vocal cords hurt him.

Im so sorry. Im so sorry, he finally managed to say.

The child was taken away after a little while and Angela was feverish again. She grew very weak, so weak that although she was conscious later, she could not speak. She tried to make some signs. Eugene, the nurse, Myrtle, understood. The baby. It was brought and held up before her. She smiled a weak, yearning smile and looked at Eugene. Ill take care of her, he said, bending over her. He swore a great oath to himself. He would be decent  he would be clean henceforth and for ever. The child was put beside her for a little while, but she could not move. She sank steadily and died.

Eugene sat by the bed holding his head in his hands. So, he had his wish. She was really dead. Now he had been taught what it was to fly in the face of conscience, instinct, immutable law. He sat there an hour while Myrtle begged him to come away.

Please, Eugene! she said. Please!

No, no, he replied. Where shall I go? I am well enough here.

After a time he did go, however, wondering how he would adjust his life from now on. Who would take care of of  

Angela came the name to his mind. Yes, he would call her Angela. He had heard someone say she was going to have pale yellow hair.



The rest of this story is a record of philosophic doubt and speculation and a gradual return to normality, his kind of normality  the artistic normality of which he was capable. He would  he thought  never again be the maundering sentimentalist and enthusiast, imagining perfection in every beautiful woman that he saw. Yet there was a period when, had Suzanne returned suddenly, all would have been as before between them, and even more so, despite his tremulousness of spirit, his speculative interest in Christian Science as a way out possibly, his sense of brutality, almost murder, in the case of Angela  for, the old attraction still gnawed at his vitals. Although he had Angela, junior, now to look after, and in a way to divert him,  a child whom he came speedily to delight in  his fortune to restore, and a sense of responsibility to that abstract thing, society or public opinion as represented by those he knew or who knew him, still there was this ache and this non-controllable sense of adventure which freedom to contract a new matrimonial alliance or build his life on the plan he schemed with Suzanne gave him. Suzanne! Suzanne!  how her face, her gestures, her voice, haunted him. Not Angela, for all the pathos of her tragic ending, but Suzanne. He thought of Angela often  those last hours in the hospital, her last commanding look which meant please look after our child, and whenever he did so his vocal cords tightened as under the grip of a hand and his eyes threatened to overflow, but even so, and even then, that undertow, that mystic cord that seemed to pull from his solar plexus outward, was to Suzanne and to her only. Suzanne! Suzanne! Around her hair, the thought of her smile, her indescribable presence, was built all that substance of romance which he had hoped to enjoy and which now, in absence and probably final separation, glowed with a radiance which no doubt the reality could never have had.

We are such stuff as dreams are made on and our little life is rounded with a sleep. We are such stuff as dreams are made on, and only of dreams are our keen, stinging realities compounded. Nothing else is so moving, so vital, so painful as a dream.

For a time that first spring and summer, while Myrtle looked after little Angela and Eugene went to live with her and her husband, he visited his old Christian Science practitioner, Mrs. Johns. He had not been much impressed with the result in Angelas case, but Myrtle explained the difficulty of the situation in a plausible way. He was in a terrific state of depression, and it was while he was so that Myrtle persuaded him to go again. She insisted that Mrs. Johns would overcome his morbid gloom, anyhow, and make him feel better. You want to come out of this, Eugene, she pleaded. You will never do anything until you do. You are a big man. Life isnt over. Its just begun. Youre going to get well and strong again. Dont worry. Everything that is is for the best.

He went once, quarreling with himself for doing so, for in spite of his great shocks, or rather because of them, he had no faith in religious conclusions of any kind. Angela had not been saved. Why should he?

Still the metaphysical urge was something  it was so hard to suffer spiritually and not believe there was some way out. At times he hated Suzanne for her indifference. If ever she came back he would show her. There would be no feeble urgings and pleadings the next time. She had led him into this trap, knowing well what she was doing  for she was wise enough  and then had lightly deserted him. Was that the action of a large spirit? he asked himself. Would the wonderful something he thought he saw there be capable of that? Ah, those hours at Daleview  that one stinging encounter in Canada!  the night she danced with him so wonderfully!

During a period of nearly three years all the vagaries and alterations which can possibly afflict a groping and morbid mind were his. He went from what might be described as almost a belief in Christian Science to almost a belief that a devil ruled the world, a Gargantuan Brobdingnagian Mountebank, who plotted tragedy for all ideals and rejoiced in swine and dullards and a grunting, sweating, beefy immorality. By degrees his God, if he could have been said to have had one in his consciousness, sank back into a dual personality or a compound of good and evil  the most ideal and ascetic good, as well as the most fantastic and swinish evil. His God, for a time at least, was a God of storms and horrors as well as of serenities and perfections. He then reached a state not of abnegation, but of philosophic open-mindedness or agnosticism. He came to know that he did not know what to believe. All apparently was permitted, nothing fixed. Perhaps life loved only change, equation, drama, laughter. When in moments of private speculation or social argument he was prone to condemn it loudest, he realized that at worst and at best it was beautiful, artistic, gay, that, however, he might age, groan, complain, withdraw, wither, still, in spite of him, this large thing which he at once loved and detested was sparkling on. He might quarrel, but it did not care; he might fail or die, but it could not. He was negligible  but, oh, the sting and delight of its inner shrines and favorable illusions.

And curiously, for a time, even while he was changing in this way, he went back to see Mrs. Johns, principally because he liked her. She seemed to be a motherly soul to him, contributing some of the old atmosphere he had enjoyed in his own home in Alexandria. This woman, from working constantly in the esoteric depths, which Mrs. Eddys book suggests, demonstrating for herself, as she thought, through her belief in or understanding of, the oneness of the universe (its non-malicious, affectionate control, the non-existence of fear, pain, disease, and death itself), had become so grounded in her faith that evil positively did not exist save in the belief of mortals, that at times she almost convinced Eugene that it was so. He speculated long and deeply along these lines with her. He had come to lean on her in his misery quite as a boy might on his mother.

The universe to her was, as Mrs. Eddy said, spiritual, not material, and no wretched condition, however seemingly powerful, could hold against the truth  could gainsay divine harmony. God was good. All that is, is God. Hence all that is, is good or it is an illusion. It could not be otherwise. She looked at Eugenes case, as she had at many a similar one, being sure, in her earnest way, that she, by realizing his ultimate fundamental spirituality, could bring him out of his illusions, and make him see the real spirituality of things, in which the world of flesh and desire had no part.

Beloved, she loved to quote to him, now are we the sons of God, and it doth not yet appear what we shall be, but we know that when he shall appear  (and she explained that he was this universal spirit of perfection of which we are a part) we shall be like him; for we shall see him as He is.

And every man that has this hope in him purifieth himself even as He is pure.

She once explained to him that this did not mean that the man must purify himself by some hopeless moral struggle, or emaciating abstinance, but rather that the fact that he had this hope of something better in him, would fortify him in spite of himself.

You laugh at me, she said to him one day, but I tell you you are a child of God. There is a divine spark in you. It must come out. I know it will. All this other thing will fall away as a bad dream. It has no reality.

She even went so far in a sweet motherly way as to sing hymns to him, and now, strange to relate, her thin voice was no longer irritating to him, and her spirit made her seemingly beautiful in his eyes. He did not try to adjust the curiosities and anomalies of material defects in so far as she was concerned. The fact that her rooms were anything but artistically perfect; that her body was shapeless, or comparatively so, when contrasted with that standard of which he had always been so conscious; the fact that whales were accounted by her in some weird way as spiritual, and bugs and torturesome insects of all kinds as emanations of mortal mind, did not trouble him at all. There was something in this thought of a spiritual universe  of a kindly universe, if you sought to make it so, which pleased him. The five senses certainly could not indicate the totality of things; beyond them must lie depths upon depths of wonder and power. Why might not this act? Why might it not be good? That book that he had once read The World Machine  had indicated this planetary life as being infinitesimally small; that from the point of view of infinity it was not even thinkable  and yet here it appeared to be so large. Why might it not be, as Carlyle had said, a state of mind, and as such, so easily dissolvable. These thoughts grew by degrees, in force, in power.

At the same time he was beginning to go out again a little. A chance meeting with M. Charles, who grasped his hand warmly and wanted to know where he was and what he was doing, revived his old art fever. M. Charles suggested, with an air of extreme interest, that he should get up another exhibition along whatever line he chose.

You! he said, with a touch of heartening sympathy, and yet with a glow of fine corrective scorn, for he considered Eugene as an artist only, and a very great one at that. You,  Eugene Witla  an editor  a publisher! Pah! You  who could have all the art lovers of the world at your feet in a few years if you chose  you who could do more for American art in your life time than anyone I know, wasting your time art directing, art editing  publishing! Pouf! Arent you really ashamed of yourself? But it isnt too late. Come now  a fine exhibition! What do you say to an exhibition of some kind next January or February, in the full swing of the season? Everybodys interested then. I will give you our largest gallery. How is that? What do you say? he glowed in a peculiarly Frenchy way,  half commanding, half inspiring or exhorting.

If I can, said Eugene quietly, with a deprecating wave of the hand, and a faint line of self-scorn about the corners of his mouth. It may be too late.

Too late! Too late! What nonsense! Do you say that to me? If you can! If you can! Well, I give you up! You with your velvet textures and sure lines. It is too much. It is unbelievable!

He raised his hands, eyes, and eye-brows in Gallic despair. He shrugged his shoulders, waiting to see a change of expression in Eugene.

Very good! said Eugene, when he heard this. Only I cant promise anything. We will see. And he wrote out his address.

This started him once more. The Frenchman, who had often heard him spoken of and had sold all his earlier pictures, was convinced that there was money in him  if not here then abroad  money and some repute for himself as his sponsor. Some American artists must be encouraged  some must rise. Why not Eugene? Here was one who really deserved it.

So Eugene worked, painting swiftly, feverishly, brilliantly  with a feeling half the time that his old art force had deserted him for ever  everything that came into his mind. Taking a north lighted room near Myrtle he essayed portraits of her and her husband, of her and baby Angela, making arrangements which were classically simple. Then he chose models from the streets,  laborers, washerwomen, drunkards  characters all, destroying canvases frequently, but, on the whole, making steady progress. He had a strange fever for painting life as he saw it, for indicating it with exact portraits of itself, strange, grim presentations of its vagaries, futilities, commonplaces, drolleries, brutalities. The mental, fuzzy-wuzzy maunderings and meanderings of the mob fascinated him. The paradox of a decaying drunkard placed against the vivid persistence of life gripped his fancy. Somehow it suggested himself hanging on, fighting on, accusing nature, and it gave him great courage to do it. This picture eventually sold for eighteen thousand dollars, a record price.

In the meantime his lost dream in the shape of Suzanne was traveling abroad with her mother  in England, Scotland, France, Egypt, Italy, Greece. Aroused by the astonishing storm which her sudden and uncertain fascination had brought on, she was now so shaken and troubled by the disasters which had seemed to flow to Eugene in her wake, that she really did not know what to do or think. She was still too young, too nebulous. She was strong enough in body and mind, but very uncertain philosophically and morally  a dreamer and opportunist. Her mother, fearful of some headstrong, destructive outburst in which her shrewdest calculations would prove of no avail, was most anxious to be civil, loving, courteous, politic anything to avoid a disturbing re-encounter with the facts of the past, or a sudden departure on the part of Suzanne, which she hourly feared. What was she to do? Anything Suzanne wanted  her least whim, her moods in dress, pleasure, travel, friendship, were most assiduously catered to. Would she like to go here? would she like to see that? would this amuse her? would that be pleasant? And Suzanne, seeing always what her mothers motives were, and troubled by the pain and disgrace she had brought on Eugene, was uncertain now as to whether her conduct had been right or not. She puzzled over it continually.

More terrifying, however, was the thought which came to her occasionally as to whether she had really loved Eugene at all or not. Was this not a passing fancy? Had there not been some chemistry of the blood, causing her to make a fool of herself, without having any real basis in intellectual rapprochement. Was Eugene truly the one man with whom she could have been happy? Was he not too adoring, too headstrong, too foolish and mistaken in his calculations? Was he the able person she had really fancied him to be? Would she not have come to dislike him  to hate him even  in a short space of time? Could they have been truly, permanently happy? Would she not be more interested in one who was sharp, defiant, indifferent  one whom she could be compelled to adore and fight for rather than one who was constantly adoring her and needing her sympathy? A strong, solid, courageous man  was not such a one her ideal, after all? And could Eugene be said to be that? These and other questions tormented her constantly.

It is strange, but life is constantly presenting these pathetic paradoxes  these astounding blunders which temperament and blood moods bring about and reason and circumstance and convention condemn. The dreams of man are one thing  his capacity to realize them another. At either pole are the accidents of supreme failure and supreme success  the supreme failure of an Abélard for instance, the supreme success of a Napoleon, enthroned at Paris. But, oh, the endless failures for one success.

But in this instance it cannot be said that Suzanne had definitely concluded that she did not love him. Far from it. Although the cleverest devices were resorted to by Mrs. Dale to bring her into contact with younger and to her  now  more interesting personalities, Suzanne  very much of an introspective dreamer and quiet spectator herself, was not to be swiftly deluded by love again  if she had been deluded. She had half decided to study men from now on, and use them, if need be, waiting for the time when some act, of Eugenes, perhaps, or some other personality, might decide for her. The strange, destructive spell of her beauty began to interest her, for now she knew that she really was beautiful. She looked in her mirror very frequently now  at the artistry of a curl, the curve of her chin, her cheek, her arm. If ever she went back to Eugene how well she would repay him for his agony. But would she? Could she? Would he have not recovered his sanity and be able to snap his fingers in her face and smile superciliously? For, after all, no doubt he was a wonderful man and would shine as something somewhere soon again. And when he did  what would he think of her  her silence, her desertion, her moral cowardice?

After all, I am not of much account, she said to herself. But what he thought of me!  that wild fever  that was wonderful! Really he was wonderful!


CHAPTER XXIX

The dénouement of all this, as much as ever could be, was still two years off. By that time Suzanne was considerably more sobered, somewhat more intellectually cultivated, a little cooler  not colder exactly  and somewhat more critical. Men, when it came to her type of beauty, were a little too suggestive of their amorousness. After Eugene their proffers of passion, adoration, undying love, were not so significant.

But one day in New York on Fifth Avenue, there was a re-encounter. She was shopping with her mother, but their ways, for a moment, were divided. By now Eugene was once more in complete possession of his faculties. The old ache had subsided to a dim but colorful mirage of beauty that was always in his eye. Often he had thought what he would do if he saw Suzanne again  what say, if anything. Would he smile, bow  and if there were an answering light in her eye, begin his old courtship all over, or would he find her changed, cold, indifferent? Would he be indifferent, sneering? It would be hard on him, perhaps, afterwards, but it would pay her out and serve her right. If she really cared, she ought to be made to suffer for being a waxy fool and tool in the hands of her mother. He did not know that she had heard of his wifes death  the birth of his child  and that she had composed and destroyed five different letters, being afraid of reprisal, indifference, scorn.

She had heard of his rise to fame as an artist once more, for the exhibition had finally come about, and with it great praise, generous acknowledgments of his ability  artists admired him most of all. They thought him strange, eccentric, but great. M. Charles had suggested to a great bank director that his new bank in the financial district be decorated by Eugene alone, which was eventually done  nine great panels in which he expressed deeply some of his feeling for life. At Washington, in two of the great public buildings and in three state capitols were tall, glowing panels also of his energetic dreaming,  a brooding suggestion of beauty that never was on land or sea. Here and there in them you might have been struck by a face  an arm, a cheek, an eye. If you had ever known Suzanne as she was you would have known the basis  the fugitive spirit at the bottom of all these things.

But in spite of that he now hated her  or told himself that he did. Under the heel of his intellectuality was the face, the beauty that he adored. He despised and yet loved it. Life had played him a vile trick  love  thus to frenzy his reason and then to turn him out as mad. Now, never again, should love affect him, and yet the beauty of woman was still his great lure  only he was the master.

And then one day Suzanne appeared.

He scarcely recognized her, so sudden it was and so quickly ended. She was crossing Fifth Avenue at Forty-second Street. He was coming out of a jewelers, with a birthday ring for little Angela. Then the eyes of this girl, a pale look  a flash of something wonderful that he remembered and then  

He stared curiously  not quite sure.

He does not even recognize me, thought Suzanne, or he hates me now. Oh!  all in five years!

It is she, I believe, he said to himself, though I am not quite sure. Well, if it is she can go to the devil! His mouth hardened. I will cut her as she deserves to be cut, he thought. She shall never know that I care.

And so they passed,  never to meet in this world  each always wishing, each defying, each folding a wraith of beauty to the heart.


LENVOI

There appears to be in metaphysics a basis, or no basis, according as the temperament and the experience of each shall incline him, for ethical or spiritual ease or peace. Life sinks into the unknowable at every turn and only the temporary or historical scene remains as a guide,  and that passes also. It may seem rather beside the mark that Eugene in his moral and physical depression should have inclined to various religious abstrusities for a time, but life does such things in a storm. They constituted a refuge from himself, from his doubts and despairs as religious thought always does.

If I were personally to define religion I would say that it is a bandage that man has invented to protect a soul made bloody by circumstance; an envelope to pocket him from the unescapable and unstable illimitable. We seek to think of things as permanent and see them so. Religion gives life a habitation and a name apparently  though it is an illusion. So we are brought back to time and space and illimitable mind  as what? And we shall always stand before them attributing to them all those things which we cannot know.

Yet the need for religion is impermanent, like all else in life. As the soul regains its health, it becomes prone to the old illusions. Again women entered his life  never believe otherwise  drawn, perhaps, by a certain wistfulness and loneliness in Eugene, who though quieted by tragedy for a little while was once more moving in the world. He saw their approach with more skepticism, and yet not unmoved  women who came through the drawing rooms to which he was invited, wives and daughters who sought to interest him in themselves and would scarcely take no for an answer; women of the stage  women artists, poetasters, varietists, critics, dreamers. From the many approaches, letters and meetings, some few relationships resulted, ending as others had ended. Was he not changed, then? Not much  no. Only hardened intellectually and emotionally  tempered for life and work. There were scenes, too, violent ones, tears, separations, renouncements, cold meetings  with little Angela always to one side in Myrtles care as a stay and consolation.

In Eugene one saw an artist who, pagan to the core, enjoyed reading the Bible for its artistry of expression, and Schopenhauer, Nietzsche, Spinoza and James for the mystery of things which they suggested. In his child he found a charming personality and a study as well  one whom he could brood over with affectionate interest at times, seeing already something of himself and something of Angela, and wondering at the outcome. What would she be like? Would art have any interest for her? She was so daring, gay, self-willed, he thought.

Youve a Tartar on your hands, Myrtle once said to him, and he smiled as he replied:

Just the same Ill see if I cant keep up with her.

One of his occasional thoughts was that if he and Angela, junior, came to understand each other thoroughly, and she did not marry too soon, he could build a charming home around her. Perhaps her husband might not object to living with them.

The last scene of all may be taken from his studio in Montclair, where with Myrtle and her husband as resident housekeepers and Angela as his diversion he was living and working. He was sitting in front of his fireplace one night reading, when a thought in some history recalled to his mind a paragraph somewhere in Spencers astonishing chapters on the unknowable in his Facts and Comments, and he arose to see if he could find it. Rummaging around in his books he extracted the volume and reread it, with a kind of smack of intellectual agreement, for it suited his mood in regard to life and his own mental state in particular. Because it was so peculiarly related to his own viewpoint I quote it:

Beyond the reach of our intelligence as are the mysteries of the objects known by our senses, those presented in this universal matrix are, if we may say so, still further beyond the reach of our intelligence, for whereas, those of the one kind may be, and are, thought of by many as explicable on the hypothesis of creation, and by the rest on the hypothesis of evolution, those of the other kind cannot by either be regarded as thus explicable. Theist and Agnostic must agree in recognizing the properties of Space as inherent, eternal, uncreated  as anteceding all creation, if creation has taken place. Hence, could we penetrate the mysteries of existence, there would still remain more transcendent mysteries. That which can be thought of as neither made nor evolved presents us with facts the origin of which is even more remote from conceivability than is the origin of the facts presented by visible and tangible things.... The thought of this blank form of existence which, explored in all directions as far as eye can reach, has, beyond that, an unexplored region compared with which the part imagination has traversed is but infinitesimal  the thought of a space, compared with which our immeasurable sidereal system dwindles to a point, is a thought too overwhelming to be dwelt upon. Of late years the consciousness that without origin or cause, infinite space has ever existed and must ever exist produces in me a feeling from which I shrink.

Well, said Eugene, turning as he thought he heard a slight noise, that is certainly the sanest interpretation of the limitations of human thought I have ever read  and then seeing the tiny Angela enter, clad in a baggy little sleeping suit which was not unrelated to a Harlequin costume, he smiled, for he knew her wheedling, shifty moods and tricks.

Now what are you coming in here for? he asked, with mock severity. You know you oughnt to be up so late. If Auntie Myrtle catches you!

But I cant sleep, Daddy, she replied trickily, anxious to be with him a little while longer before the fire, and tripping coaxingly across the floor. Wont you take me?

Yes, I know all about your not being able to sleep, you scamp. Youre coming in here to be cuddled. You beat it!

Oh, no, Daddy!

All right, then, come here. And he gathered her up in his arms and reseated himself by the fire. Now you go to sleep or back you go to bed.

She snuggled down, her yellow head in his crookd elbow while he looked at her cheek, recalling the storm in which she had arrived.

Little flower girl, he said. Sweet little kiddie.

His offspring made no reply. Presently he carried her asleep to her couch, tucked her in, and, coming back, went out on the brown lawn, where a late November wind rustled in the still clinging brown leaves. Overhead were the star  Orions majestic belt and those mystic constellations that make Dippers, Bears, and that remote cloudy formation known as the Milky Way.

Where in all this  in substance, he thought, rubbing his hand through his hair, is Angela? Where in substance will be that which is me? What a sweet welter life is  how rich, how tender, how grim, how like a colorful symphony.

Great art dreams welled up into his soul as he viewed the sparkling deeps of space.

The sound of the wind  how fine it is tonight, he thought.

Then he went quietly in and closed the door.

THE END


An American Tragedy
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Another realist tale of a young protagonist escaping a provincial upbringing in favour of the excitement and opportunities of the big city, this novel (Dreisers longest) was published in 1925. Its protagonist is Clyde Griffiths, the son of devoutly religious parents, who yearns to flee from his poor and repressive home life and sees his chance while working as a bellboy at prestigious hotels in Kansas and Chicago  but his relationships with two women ultimately leads to a terrible tragedy, which Dreiser based on a real criminal case.

The novel is a tragedy in the strict sense  Clydes destruction being the consequence of his innate weaknesses: moral and physical cowardice, lack of scruple and self-discipline, muddled intellect and unfocused ambition; additionally, the effect of his ingratiating (Dreiser uses the word soft) social manner places temptation in his way that he cannot resist.

This novel is full of symbolism, ranging from Clydes grotesque description of the high gloomy walls of the factory as an opportunity for success, to the description of girls as electrifying to foreshadow Clydes eventual fate. In this way, Dreiser transforms everyday mundane objects to symbols.

Dreiser sustains the readers interest in the lengthy novel (over 800 pages) by the accumulation of detail and by continually varying the emotional distance of his writing from Clyde and other characters, from detailed examination of their thoughts and motivations to dispassionate reportage.

The novel has been adapted into various media many times, most notably as the 1951 film A Place in the Sun.


[image: img40.jpg]

Dust jacket of an early American edition  note the novels division into two volumes, an unusual publishing decision at the time, which reflects the novels great length
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Poster for George Stevens A Place in the Sun (1951), which was based on Dreisers novel and on a 1926 theatrical adaptation.


BOOK ONE


Chapter 1

Dusk  of a summer night.

And the tall walls of the commercial heart of an American city of perhaps 400,000 inhabitants  such walls as in time may linger as a mere fable.

And up the broad street, now comparatively hushed, a little band of six,  a man of about fifty, short, stout, with bushy hair protruding from under a round black felt hat, a most unimportant-looking person, who carried a small portable organ such as is customarily used by street preachers and singers. And with him a woman perhaps five years his junior, taller, not so broad, but solid of frame and vigorous, very plain in face and dress, and yet not homely, leading with one hand a small boy of seven and in the other carrying a Bible and several hymn books. With these three, but walking independently behind, was a girl of fifteen, a boy of twelve and another girl of nine, all following obediently, but not too enthusiastically, in the wake of the others.

It was hot, yet with a sweet languor about it all.

Crossing at right angles the great thoroughfare on which they walked, was a second canyon-like way, threaded by throngs and vehicles and various lines of cars which clanged their bells and made such progress as they might amid swiftly moving streams of traffic. Yet the little group seemed unconscious of anything save a set purpose to make its way between the contending lines of traffic and pedestrians which flowed by them.

Having reached an intersection this side of the second principal thoroughfare  really just an alley between two tall structures  now quite bare of life of any kind, the man put down the organ, which the woman immediately opened, setting up a music rack upon which she placed a wide flat hymn book. Then handing the Bible to the man, she fell back in line with him, while the twelve-year-old boy put down a small camp-stool in front of the organ. The man  the father, as he chanced to be  looked about him with seeming wide-eyed assurance, and announced, without appearing to care whether he had any auditors or not:

We will first sing a hymn of praise, so that any who may wish to acknowledge the Lord may join us. Will you oblige, Hester?

At this the eldest girl, who until now had attempted to appear as unconscious and unaffected as possible, bestowed her rather slim and as yet undeveloped figure upon the camp chair and turned the leaves of the hymn book, pumping the organ while her mother observed:

I should think it might be nice to sing twenty-seven tonight How Sweet the Balm of Jesus Love.

By this time various homeward-bound individuals of diverse grades and walks of life, noticing the small group disposing itself in this fashion, hesitated for a moment to eye them askance or paused to ascertain the character of their work. This hesitancy, construed by the man apparently to constitute attention, however mobile, was seized upon by him and he began addressing them as though they were specifically here to hear him.

Let us all sing twenty-seven, then How Sweet the Balm of Jesus Love.

At this the young girl began to interpret the melody upon the organ, emitting a thin though correct strain, at the same time joining her rather high soprano with that of her mother, together with the rather dubious baritone of the father. The other children piped weakly along, the boy and girl having taken hymn books from the small pile stacked upon the organ. As they sang, this nondescript and indifferent street audience gazed, held by the peculiarity of such an unimportant-looking family publicly raising its collective voice against the vast skepticism and apathy of life. Some were interested or moved sympathetically by the rather tame and inadequate figure of the girl at the organ, others by the impractical and materially inefficient texture of the father, whose weak blue eyes and rather flabby but poorly-clothed figure bespoke more of failure than anything else. Of the group the mother alone stood out as having that force and determination which, however blind or erroneous, makes for self-preservation, if not success in life. She, more than any of the others, stood up with an ignorant, yet somehow respectable air of conviction. If you had watched her, her hymn book dropped to her side, her glance directed straight before her into space, you would have said: Well, here is one who, whatever her defects, probably does what she believes as nearly as possible. A kind of hard, fighting faith in the wisdom and mercy of that definite overruling and watchful power which she proclaimed, was written in her every feature and gesture.

The love of Jesus saves me whole,
The love of God my steps control,

she sang resonantly, if slightly nasally, between the towering walls of the adjacent buildings.

The boy moved restlessly from one foot to the other, keeping his eyes down, and for the most part only half singing. A tall and as yet slight figure, surmounted by an interesting head and face  white skin, dark hair  he seemed more keenly observant and decidedly more sensitive than most of the others  appeared indeed to resent and even to suffer from the position in which he found himself. Plainly pagan rather than religious, life interested him, although as yet he was not fully aware of this. All that could be truly said of him now was that there was no definite appeal in all this for him. He was too young, his mind much too responsive to phases of beauty and pleasure which had little, if anything, to do with the remote and cloudy romance which swayed the minds of his mother and father.

Indeed the home life of which this boy found himself a part and the various contacts, material and psychic, which thus far had been his, did not tend to convince him of the reality and force of all that his mother and father seemed so certainly to believe and say. Rather, they seemed more or less troubled in their lives, at least materially. His father was always reading the Bible and speaking in meeting at different places, especially in the mission, which he and his mother conducted not so far from this corner. At the same time, as he understood it, they collected money from various interested or charitably inclined business men here and there who appeared to believe in such philanthropic work. Yet the family was always hard up, never very well clothed, and deprived of many comforts and pleasures which seemed common enough to others. And his father and mother were constantly proclaiming the love and mercy and care of God for him and for all. Plainly there was something wrong somewhere. He could not get it all straight, but still he could not help respecting his mother, a woman whose force and earnestness, as well as her sweetness, appealed to him. Despite much mission work and family cares, she managed to be fairly cheerful, or at least sustaining, often declaring most emphatically God will provide or God will show the way, especially in times of too great stress about food or clothes. Yet apparently, in spite of this, as he and all the other children could see, God did not show any very clear way, even though there was always an extreme necessity for His favorable intervention in their affairs.

To-night, walking up the great street with his sisters and brother, he wished that they need not do this any more, or at least that he need not be a part of it. Other boys did not do such things, and besides, somehow it seemed shabby and even degrading. On more than one occasion, before he had been taken on the street in this fashion, other boys had called to him and made fun of his father, because he was always publicly emphasizing his religious beliefs or convictions. Thus in one neighborhood in which they had lived, when he was but a child of seven, his father, having always preluded every conversation with Praise the Lord, he heard boys call Here comes old Praise-the-Lord Griffiths. Or they would call out after him Hey, youre the fellow whose sister plays the organ. Is there anything else she can play?

What does he always want to go around saying, Praise the Lord for? Other people dont do it.

It was that old mass yearning for a likeness in all things that troubled them, and him. Neither his father nor his mother was like other people, because they were always making so much of religion, and now at last they were making a business of it.

On this night in this great street with its cars and crowds and tall buildings, he felt ashamed, dragged out of normal life, to be made a show and jest of. The handsome automobiles that sped by, the loitering pedestrians moving off to what interests and comforts he could only surmise; the gay pairs of young people, laughing and jesting and the kids staring, all troubled him with a sense of something different, better, more beautiful than his, or rather their life.

And now units of this vagrom and unstable street throng, which was forever shifting and changing about them, seemed to sense the psychologic error of all this in so far as these children were concerned, for they would nudge one another, the more sophisticated and indifferent lifting an eyebrow and smiling contemptuously, the more sympathetic or experienced commenting on the useless presence of these children.

I see these people around here nearly every night now  two or three times a week, anyhow, this from a young clerk who had just met his girl and was escorting her toward a restaurant. Theyre just working some religious dodge or other, I guess.

That oldest boy dont wanta be here. He feels outa place, I can see that. It aint right to make a kid like that come out unless he wants to. He cant understand all this stuff, anyhow. This from an idler and loafer of about forty, one of those odd hangers-on about the commercial heart of a city, addressing a pausing and seemingly amiable stranger.

Yeh, I guess thats so, the other assented, taking in the peculiar cast of the boys head and face. In view of the uneasy and self-conscious expression upon the face whenever it was lifted, one might have intelligently suggested that it was a little unkind as well as idle to thus publicly force upon a temperament as yet unfitted to absorb their import, religious and psychic services best suited to reflective temperaments of maturer years.

Yet so it was.

As for the remainder of the family, both the youngest girl and boy were too small to really understand much of what it was all about or to care. The eldest girl at the organ appeared not so much to mind, as to enjoy the attention and comment her presence and singing evoked, for more than once, not only strangers, but her mother and father, had assured her that she had an appealing and compelling voice, which was only partially true. It was not a good voice. They did not really understand music. Physically, she was of a pale, emasculate and unimportant structure, with no real mental force or depth, and was easily made to feel that this was an excellent field in which to distinguish herself and attract a little attention. As for the parents, they were determined upon spiritualizing the world as much as possible, and, once the hymn was concluded, the father launched into one of those hackneyed descriptions of the delights of a release, via self-realization of the mercy of God and the love of Christ and the will of God toward sinners, from the burdensome cares of an evil conscience.

All men are sinners in the light of the Lord, he declared. Unless they repent, unless they accept Christ, His love and forgiveness of them, they can never know the happiness of being spiritually whole and clean. Oh, my friends! If you could but know the peace and content that comes with the knowledge, the inward understanding, that Christ lived and died for you and that He walks with you every day and hour, by light and by dark, at dawn and at dusk, to keep and strengthen you for the tasks and cares of the world that are ever before you. Oh, the snares and pitfalls that beset us all! And then the soothing realization that Christ is ever with us, to counsel, to aid, to hearten, to bind up our wounds and make us whole! Oh, the peace, the satisfaction, the comfort, the glory of that!

Amen! asseverated his wife, and the daughter, Hester, or Esta, as she was called by the family, moved by the need of as much public support as possible for all of them  echoed it after her.

Clyde, the eldest boy, and the two younger children merely gazed at the ground, or occasionally at their father, with a feeling that possibly it was all true and important, yet somehow not as significant or inviting as some of the other things which life held. They heard so much of this, and to their young and eager minds life was made for something more than street and mission hall protestations of this sort.

Finally, after a second hymn and an address by Mrs. Griffiths, during which she took occasion to refer to the mission work jointly conducted by them in a near-by street, and their services to the cause of Christ in general, a third hymn was indulged in, and then some tracts describing the mission rescue work being distributed, such voluntary gifts as were forthcoming were taken up by Asa  the father. The small organ was closed, the camp chair folded up and given to Clyde, the Bible and hymn books picked up by Mrs. Griffiths, and with the organ supported by a leather strap passed over the shoulder of Griffiths, senior, the missionward march was taken up.

During all this time Clyde was saying to himself that he did not wish to do this any more, that he and his parents looked foolish and less than normal cheap was the word he would have used if he could have brought himself to express his full measure of resentment at being compelled to participate in this way  and that he would not do it any more if he could help. What good did it do them to have him along? His life should not be like this. Other boys did not have to do as he did. He meditated now more determinedly than ever a rebellion by which he would rid himself of the need of going out in this way. Let his elder sister go if she chose; she liked it. His younger sister and brother might be too young to care. But he  

They seemed a little more attentive than usual to-night, I thought, commented Griffiths to his wife as they walked along, the seductive quality of the summer evening air softening him into a more generous interpretation of the customary indifferent spirit of the passer-by.

Yes; twenty-seven took tracts to-night as against eighteen on Thursday.

The love of Christ must eventually prevail, comforted the father, as much to hearten himself as his wife. The pleasures and cares of the world hold a very great many, but when sorrow overtakes them, then some of these seeds will take root.

I am sure of it. That is the thought which always keeps me up. Sorrow and the weight of sin eventually bring some of them to see the error of their way.

They now entered into the narrow side street from which they had emerged and walking as many as a dozen doors from the corner, entered the door of a yellow single-story wooden building, the large window and the two glass panes in the central door of which had been painted a gray-white. Across both windows and the smaller panels in the double door had been painted: The Door of Hope. Bethel Independent Mission. Meetings Every Wednesday and Saturday night, 8 to 10. Sundays at 11, 3 and 8. Everybody Welcome. Under this legend on each window were printed the words: God is Love, and below this again, in smaller type: How Long Since You Wrote to Mother?

The small company entered the yellow unprepossessing door and disappeared.


Chapter 2

That such a family, thus cursorily presented, might have a different and somewhat peculiar history could well be anticipated, and it would be true. Indeed, this one presented one of those anomalies of psychic and social reflex and motivation such as would tax the skill of not only the psychologist but the chemist and physicist as well, to unravel. To begin with, Asa Griffiths, the father, was one of those poorly integrated and correlated organisms, the product of an environment and a religious theory, but with no guiding or mental insight of his own, yet sensitive and therefore highly emotional and without any practical sense whatsoever. Indeed it would be hard to make clear just how life appealed to him, or what the true hue of his emotional responses was. On the other hand, as has been indicated, his wife was of a firmer texture but with scarcely any truer or more practical insight into anything.

The history of this man and his wife is of no particular interest here save as it affected their boy of twelve, Clyde Griffiths. This youth, aside from a certain emotionalism and exotic sense of romance which characterized him, and which he took more from his father than from his mother, brought a more vivid and intelligent imagination to things, and was constantly thinking of how he might better himself, if he had a chance; places to which he might go, things he might see, and how differently he might live, if only this, that and the other things were true. The principal thing that troubled Clyde up to his fifteenth year, and for long after in retrospect, was that the calling or profession of his parents was the shabby thing that it appeared to be in the eyes of others. For so often throughout his youth in different cities in which his parents had conducted a mission or spoken on the streets  Grand Rapids, Detroit, Milwaukee, Chicago, lastly Kansas City  it had been obvious that people, at least the boys and girls he encountered, looked down upon him and his brothers and sisters for being the children of such parents. On several occasions, and much against the mood of his parents, who never countenanced such exhibitions of temper, he had stopped to fight with one or another of these boys. But always, beaten or victorious, he had been conscious of the fact that the work his parents did was not satisfactory to others,  shabby, trivial. And always he was thinking of what he would do, once he reached the place where he could get away.

For Clydes parents had proved impractical in the matter of the future of their children. They did not understand the importance or the essential necessity for some form of practical or professional training for each and every one of their young ones. Instead, being wrapped up in the notion of evangelizing the world, they had neglected to keep their children in school in any one place. They had moved here and there, sometimes in the very midst of an advantageous school season, because of a larger and better religious field in which to work. And there were times, when, the work proving highly unprofitable and Asa being unable to make much money at the two things he most understood  gardening and canvassing for one invention or another  they were quite without sufficient food or decent clothes, and the children could not go to school. In the face of such situations as these, whatever the children might think, Asa and his wife remained as optimistic as ever, or they insisted to themselves that they were, and had unwavering faith in the Lord and His intention to provide.

The combination home and mission which this family occupied was dreary enough in most of its phases to discourage the average youth or girl of any spirit. It consisted in its entirety of one long store floor in an old and decidedly colorless and inartistic wooden building which was situated in that part of Kansas City which lies north of Independence Boulevard and west of Troost Avenue, the exact street or place being called Bickel, a very short thoroughfare opening off Missouri Avenue, a somewhat more lengthy but no less nondescript highway. And the entire neighborhood in which it stood was very faintly and yet not agreeably redolent of a commercial life which had long since moved farther south, if not west. It was some five blocks from the spot on which twice a week the open air meetings of these religious enthusiasts and proselytizers were held.

And it was the ground floor of this building, looking out into Bickel Street at the front and some dreary back yards of equally dreary frame houses, which was divided at the front into a hall forty by twenty-five feet in size, in which had been placed some sixty collapsible wood chairs, a lectern, a map of Palestine or the Holy Land, and for wall decorations some twenty-five printed but unframed mottoes which read in part:

WINE IS A MOCKER, STRONG DRINK IS RAGING AND WHOSOEVER IS DECEIVED THEREBY IS NOT WISE.

TAKE HOLD OF SHIELD AND BUCKLER, AND STAND UP FOR MINE HELP. PSALMS 35:2.

AND YE, MY FLOCK, THE FLOCK OF MY PASTURE, are men, AND I AM YOUR GOD, SAITH THE LORD GOD. EZEKIEL 34:31.

O GOD, THOU KNOWEST MY FOOLISHNESS, AND MY SINS ARE NOT HID FROM THEE. PSALMS 69:5.

IF YE HAVE FAITH AS A GRAIN OF MUSTARD SEED, YE SHALL SAY UNTO THIS MOUNTAIN, REMOVE HENCE TO YONDER PLACE; AND IT SHALL MOVE; AND NOTHING SHALL BE IMPOSSIBLE TO YOU. MATTHEW 17:20.

FOR THE DAY OF THE LORD IS NEAR. OBADIAH 15.

FOR THERE SHALL BE NO REWARD TO THE EVIL MAN. PROVERBS 24:20.

LOOK, THEN, NOT UPON THE WINE WHEN IT IS RED: IT BITETH LIKE A SERPENT, AND STINGETH LIKE AN ADDER. PROVERBS 23:31,32.

These mighty adjurations were as silver and gold plates set in a wall of dross.

The rear forty feet of this very commonplace floor was intricately and yet neatly divided into three small bedrooms, a living room which overlooked the backyard and wooden fences of yards no better than those at the back; also, a combination kitchen and dining room exactly ten feet square, and a store room for mission tracts, hymnals, boxes, trunks and whatever else of non-immediate use, but of assumed value, which the family owned. This particular small room lay immediately to the rear of the mission hall itself, and into it before or after speaking or at such times as a conference seemed important, both Mr. and Mrs. Griffiths were wont to retire  also at times to meditate or pray.

How often had Clyde and his sisters and younger brother seen his mother or father, or both, in conference with some derelict or semi-repentant soul who had come for advice or aid, most usually for aid. And here at times, when his mothers and fathers financial difficulties were greatest, they were to be found thinking, or as Asa Griffiths was wont helplessly to say at times, praying their way out, a rather ineffectual way, as Clyde began to think later.

And the whole neighborhood was so dreary and run-down that he hated the thought of living in it, let alone being part of a work that required constant appeals for aid, as well as constant prayer and thanksgiving to sustain it.

Mrs. Elvira Griffiths before she had married Asa had been nothing but an ignorant farm girl, brought up without much thought of religion of any kind. But having fallen in love with him, she had become inoculated with the virus of Evangelism and proselytizing which dominated him, and had followed him gladly and enthusiastically in all of his ventures and through all of his vagaries. Being rather flattered by the knowledge that she could speak and sing, her ability to sway and persuade and control people with the word of God, as she saw it, she had become more or less pleased with herself on this account and so persuaded to continue.

Occasionally a small band of people followed the preachers to their mission, or learning of its existence through their street work, appeared there later  those odd and mentally disturbed or distrait souls who are to be found in every place. And it had been Clydes compulsory duty throughout the years when he could not act for himself to be in attendance at these various meetings. And always he had been more irritated than favorably influenced by the types of men and women who came here  mostly men  down-and-out laborers, loafers, drunkards, wastrels, the botched and helpless who seemed to drift in, because they had no other place to go. And they were always testifying as to how God or Christ or Divine Grace had rescued them from this or that predicament  never how they had rescued any one else. And always his father and mother were saying Amen and Glory to God, and singing hymns and afterward taking up a collection for the legitimate expenses of the hall  collections which, as he surmised, were little enough  barely enough to keep the various missions they had conducted in existence.

The one thing that really interested him in connection with his parents was the existence somewhere in the east  in a small city called Lycurgus, near Utica he understood  of an uncle, a brother of his fathers, who was plainly different from all this. That uncle  Samuel Griffiths by name  was rich. In one way and another, from casual remarks dropped by his parents, Clyde had heard references to certain things this particular uncle might do for a person, if he but would; references to the fact that he was a shrewd, hard business man; that he had a great house and a large factory in Lycurgus for the manufacture of collars and shirts, which employed not less than three hundred people; that he had a son who must be about Clydes age, and several daughters, two at least, all of whom must be, as Clyde imagined, living in luxury in Lycurgus. News of all this had apparently been brought west in some way by people who knew Asa and his father and brother. As Clyde pictured this uncle, he must be a kind of Croesus, living in ease and luxury there in the east, while here in the west  Kansas City  he and his parents and his brother and sisters were living in the same wretched and hum-drum, hand-to-mouth state that had always characterized their lives.

But for this  apart from anything he might do for himself, as he early began to see  there was no remedy. For at fifteen, and even a little earlier, Clyde began to understand that his education, as well as his sisters and brothers, had been sadly neglected. And it would be rather hard for him to overcome this handicap, seeing that other boys and girls with more money and better homes were being trained for special kinds of work. How was one to get a start under such circumstances? Already when, at the age of thirteen, fourteen and fifteen, he began looking in the papers, which, being too worldly, had never been admitted to his home, he found that mostly skilled help was wanted, or boys to learn trades in which at the moment he was not very much interested. For true to the standard of the American youth, or the general American attitude toward life, he felt himself above the type of labor which was purely manual. What! Run a machine, lay bricks, learn to be a carpenter, or a plasterer, or plumber, when boys no better than himself were clerks and druggists assistants and bookkeepers and assistants in banks and real estate offices and such! Wasnt it menial, as miserable as the life he had thus far been leading, to wear old clothes and get up so early in the morning and do all the commonplace things such people had to do?

For Clyde was as vain and proud as he was poor. He was one of those interesting individuals who looked upon himself as a thing apart  never quite wholly and indissolubly merged with the family of which he was a member, and never with any profound obligations to those who had been responsible for his coming into the world. On the contrary, he was inclined to study his parents, not too sharply or bitterly, but with a very fair grasp of their qualities and capabilities. And yet, with so much judgment in that direction, he was never quite able  at least not until he had reached his sixteenth year  to formulate any policy in regard to himself, and then only in a rather fumbling and tentative way.

Incidentally by that time the sex lure or appeal had begun to manifest itself and he was already intensely interested and troubled by the beauty of the opposite sex, its attractions for him and his attraction for it. And, naturally and coincidentally, the matter of his clothes and his physical appearance had begun to trouble him not a little  how he looked and how other boys looked. It was painful to him now to think that his clothes were not right; that he was not as handsome as he might be, not as interesting. What a wretched thing it was to be born poor and not to have any one to do anything for you and not to be able to do so very much for yourself!

Casual examination of himself in mirrors whenever he found them tended rather to assure him that he was not so bad-looking  a straight, well-cut nose, high white forehead, wavy, glossy, black hair, eyes that were black and rather melancholy at times. And yet the fact that his family was the unhappy thing that it was, that he had never had any real friends, and could not have any, as he saw it, because of the work and connection of his parents, was now tending more and more to induce a kind of mental depression or melancholia which promised not so well for his future. It served to make him rebellious and hence lethargic at times. Because of his parents, and in spite of his looks, which were really agreeable and more appealing than most, he was inclined to misinterpret the interested looks which were cast at him occasionally by young girls in very different walks of life from him  the contemptuous and yet rather inviting way in which they looked to see if he were interested or disinterested, brave or cowardly.

And yet, before he had ever earned any money at all, he had always told himself that if only he had a better collar, a nicer shirt, finer shoes, a good suit, a swell overcoat like some boys had! Oh, the fine clothes, the handsome homes, the watches, rings, pins that some boys sported; the dandies many youths of his years already were! Some parents of boys of his years actually gave them cars of their own to ride in. They were to be seen upon the principal streets of Kansas City flitting to and fro like flies. And pretty girls with them. And he had nothing. And he never had had.

And yet the world was so full of so many things to do  so many people were so happy and so successful. What was he to do? Which way to turn? What one thing to take up and master  something that would get him somewhere. He could not say. He did not know exactly. And these peculiar parents were in no way sufficiently equipped to advise him.


Chapter 3

One of the things that served to darken Clydes mood just about the time when he was seeking some practical solution for himself, to say nothing of its profoundly disheartening effect on the Griffiths family as a whole, was the fact that his sister Esta, in whom he took no little interest (although they really had very little in common), ran away from home with an actor who happened to be playing in Kansas City and who took a passing fancy for her.

The truth in regard to Esta was that in spite of her guarded up-bringing, and the seeming religious and moral fervor which at times appeared to characterize her, she was just a sensuous, weak girl who did not by any means know yet what she thought. Despite the atmosphere in which she moved, essentially she was not of it. Like the large majority of those who profess and daily repeat the dogmas and creeds of the world, she had come into her practices and imagined attitude so insensibly from her earliest childhood on, that up to this time, and even later, she did not know the meaning of it all. For the necessity of thought had been obviated by advice and law, or revealed truth, and so long as other theories or situations and impulses of an external or even internal, character did not arise to clash with these, she was safe enough. Once they did, however, it was a foregone conclusion that her religious notions, not being grounded on any conviction or temperamental bias of her own, were not likely to withstand the shock. So that all the while, and not unlike her brother Clyde, her thoughts as well as her emotions were wandering here and there  to love, to comfort  to things which in the main had little, if anything, to do with any self-abnegating and self-immolating religious theory. Within her was a chemism of dreams which somehow counteracted all they had to say.

Yet she had neither Clydes force, nor, on the other hand, his resistance. She was in the main a drifter, with a vague yearning toward pretty dresses, hats, shoes, ribbons and the like, and super-imposed above this, the religious theory or notion that she should not be. There were the long bright streets of a morning and afternoon after school or of an evening. The charm of certain girls swinging along together, arms locked, secrets a-whispering, or that of boys, clownish, yet revealing through their bounding ridiculous animality the force and meaning of that chemistry and urge toward mating which lies back of all youthful thought and action. And in herself, as from time to time she observed lovers or flirtation-seekers who lingered at street corners or about doorways, and who looked at her in a longing and seeking way, there was a stirring, a nerve plasm palpitation that spoke loudly for all the seemingly material things of life, not for the thin pleasantries of heaven.

And the glances drilled her like an invisible ray, for she was pleasing to look at and was growing more attractive hourly. And the moods in others awakened responsive moods in her, those rearranging chemisms upon which all the morality or immorality of the world is based.

And then one day, as she was coming home from school, a youth of that plausible variety known as masher engaged her in conversation, largely because of a look and a mood which seemed to invite it. And there was little to stay her, for she was essentially yielding, if not amorous. Yet so great had been her home drilling as to the need of modesty, circumspection, purity and the like, that on this occasion at least there was no danger of any immediate lapse. Only this attack once made, others followed, were accepted, or not so quickly fled from, and by degrees, these served to break down that wall of reserve which her home training had served to erect. She became secretive and hid her ways from her parents.

Youths occasionally walked and talked with her in spite of herself. They demolished that excessive shyness which had been hers, and which had served to put others aside for a time at least. She wished for other contacts  dreamed of some bright, gay, wonderful love of some kind, with some one.

Finally, after a slow but vigorous internal growth of mood and desire, there came this actor, one of those vain, handsome, animal personalities, all clothes and airs, but no morals (no taste, no courtesy or real tenderness even), but of compelling magnetism, who was able within the space of one brief week and a few meetings to completely befuddle and enmesh her so that she was really his to do with as he wished. And the truth was that he scarcely cared for her at all. To him, dull as he was, she was just another girl  fairly pretty, obviously sensuous and inexperienced, a silly who could be taken by a few soft words  a show of seemingly sincere affection, talk of the opportunity of a broader, freer life on the road, in other great cities, as his wife.

And yet his words were those of a lover who would be true forever. All she had to do, as he explained to her, was to come away with him and be his bride, at once  now. Delay was so vain when two such as they had met. There was difficulty about marriage here, which he could not explain  it related to friends  but in St. Louis he had a preacher friend who would wed them. She was to have new and better clothes than she had ever known, delicious adventures, love. She would travel with him and see the great world. She would never need to trouble more about anything save him; and while it was truth to her  the verbal surety of a genuine passion  to him it was the most ancient and serviceable type of blarney, often used before and often successful.

In a single week then, at odd hours, morning, afternoon and night, this chemic witchery was accomplished.

Coming home rather late one Saturday night in April from a walk which he had taken about the business heart, in order to escape the regular Saturday night mission services, Clyde found his mother and father worried about the whereabouts of Esta. She had played and sung as usual at this meeting. And all had seemed all right with her. After the meeting she had gone to her room, saying that she was not feeling very well and was going to bed early. But by eleven oclock, when Clyde returned, her mother had chanced to look into her room and discovered that she was not there nor anywhere about the place. A certain bareness in connection with the room  some trinkets and dresses removed, an old and familiar suitcase gone  had first attracted her mothers attention. Then the house search proving that she was not there, Asa had gone outside to look up and down the street. She sometimes walked out alone, or sat or stood in front of the mission during its idle or closed hours.

This search revealing nothing, Clyde and he had walked to a corner, then along Missouri Avenue. No Esta. At twelve they returned and after that, naturally, the curiosity in regard to her grew momentarily sharper.

At first they assumed that she might have taken an unexplained walk somewhere, but as twelve-thirty, and finally one, and one-thirty, passed, and no Esta, they were about to notify the police, when Clyde, going into her room, saw a note pinned to the pillow of her small wooden bed  a missive that had escaped the eye of his mother. At once he went to it, curious and comprehending, for he had often wondered in what way, assuming that he ever wished to depart surreptitiously, he would notify his parents, for he knew they would never countenance his departure unless they were permitted to supervise it in every detail. And now here was Esta missing, and here was undoubtedly some such communication as he might have left. He picked it up, eager to read it, but at that moment his mother came into the room and, seeing it in his hand, exclaimed: Whats that? A note? Is it from her? He surrendered it and she unfolded it, reading it quickly. He noted that her strong broad face, always tanned a reddish brown, blanched as she turned away toward the outer room. Her biggish mouth was now set in a firm, straight line. Her large, strong hand shook the least bit as it held the small note aloft.

Asa! she called, and then tramping into the next room where he was, his frizzled grayish hair curling distractedly above his round head, she said: Read this.

Clyde, who had followed, saw him take it a little nervously in his pudgy hands, his lips, always weak and beginning to crinkle at the center with age, now working curiously. Any one who had known his lifes history would have said it was the expression, slightly emphasized, with which he had received most of the untoward blows of his life in the past.

Tst! Tst! Tst! was the only sound he made at first, a sucking sound of the tongue and palate  most weak and inadequate, it seemed to Clyde. Next there was another Tst! Tst! Tst!, his head beginning to shake from side to side. Then, Now, what do you suppose could have caused her to do that? Then he turned and gazed at his wife, who gazed blankly in return. Then, walking to and fro, his hands behind him, his short legs taking unconscious and queerly long steps, his head moving again, he gave vent to another ineffectual Tst! Tst! Tst!

Always the more impressive, Mrs. Griffiths now showed herself markedly different and more vital in this trying situation, a kind of irritation or dissatisfaction with life itself, along with an obvious physical distress, seeming to pass through her like a visible shadow. Once her husband had gotten up, she reached out and took the note, then merely glared at it again, her face set in hard yet stricken and disturbing lines. Her manner was that of one who is intensely disquieted and dissatisfied, one who fingers savagely at a material knot and yet cannot undo it, one who seeks restraint and freedom from complaint and yet who would complain bitterly, angrily. For behind her were all those years of religious work and faith, which somehow, in her poorly integrated conscience, seemed dimly to indicate that she should justly have been spared this. Where was her God, her Christ, at this hour when this obvious evil was being done? Why had He not acted for her? How was He to explain this? His Biblical promises! His perpetual guidance! His declared mercies!

In the face of so great a calamity, it was very hard for her, as Clyde could see, to get this straightened out, instantly at least. Although, as Clyde had come to know, it could be done eventually, of course. For in some blind, dualistic way both she and Asa insisted, as do all religionists, in disassociating God from harm and error and misery, while granting Him nevertheless supreme control. They would seek for something else  some malign, treacherous, deceiving power which, in the face of Gods omniscience and omnipotence, still beguiles and betrays  and find it eventually in the error and perverseness of the human heart, which God has made, yet which He does not control, because He does not want to control it.

At the moment, however, only hurt and rage were with her, and yet her lips did not twitch as did Asas, nor did her eyes show that profound distress which filled his. Instead she retreated a step and reexamined the letter, almost angrily, then said to Asa: Shes run away with some one and she doesnt say Then she stopped suddenly, remembering the presence of the children  Clyde, Julia, and Frank, all present and all gazing curiously, intently, unbelievingly. Come in here, she called to her husband, I want to talk to you a minute. You children had better go on to bed. Well be out in a minute.

With Asa then she retired quite precipitately to a small room back of the mission hall. They heard her click the electric bulb. Then their voices were heard in low converse, while Clyde and Julia and Frank looked at each other, although Frank, being so young  only ten  could scarcely be said to have comprehended fully. Even Julia hardly gathered the full import of it. But Clyde, because of his larger contact with life and his mothers statement (Shes run away with some one), understood well enough. Esta had tired of all this, as had he. Perhaps there was some one, like one of those dandies whom he saw on the streets with the prettiest girls, with whom she had gone. But where? And what was he like? That note told something, and yet his mother had not let him see it. She had taken it away too quickly. If only he had looked first, silently and to himself!

Do you suppose shes run away for good? he asked Julia dubiously, the while his parents were out of the room, Julia herself looking so blank and strange.

How should I know? she replied a little irritably, troubled by her parents distress and this secretiveness, as well as Estas action. She never said anything to me. I should think shed be ashamed of herself if she has.

Julia, being colder emotionally than either Esta or Clyde, was more considerate of her parents in a conventional way, and hence sorrier. True, she did not quite gather what it meant, but she suspected something, for she had talked occasionally with girls, but in a very guarded and conservative way. Now, however, it was more the way in which Esta had chosen to leave, deserting her parents and her brothers and herself, that caused her to be angry with her, for why should she go and do anything which would distress her parents in this dreadful fashion. It was dreadful. The air was thick with misery.

And as his parents talked in their little room, Clyde brooded too, for he was intensely curious about life now. What was it Esta had really done? Was it, as he feared and thought, one of those dreadful runaway or sexually disagreeable affairs which the boys on the streets and at school were always slyly talking about? How shameful, if that were true! She might never come back. She had gone with some man. There was something wrong about that, no doubt, for a girl, anyhow, for all he had ever heard was that all decent contacts between boys and girls, men and women, led to but one thing  marriage. And now Esta, in addition to their other troubles, had gone and done this. Certainly this home life of theirs was pretty dark now, and it would be darker instead of brighter because of this.

Presently the parents came out, and then Mrs. Griffiths face, if still set and constrained, was somehow a little different, less savage perhaps, more hopelessly resigned.

Estas seen fit to leave us, for a little while, anyhow, was all she said at first, seeing the children waiting curiously. Now, youre not to worry about her at all, or think any more about it. Shell come back after a while, Im sure. She has chosen to go her own way, for a time, for some reason. The Lords will be done. (Blessed be the name of the Lord! interpolated Asa.) I thought she was happy here with us, but apparently she wasnt. She must see something of the world for herself, I suppose. (Here Asa put in another Tst! Tst! Tst!) But we mustnt harbor hard thoughts. That wont do any good now  only thoughts of love and kindness. Yet she said this with a kind of sternness that somehow belied it  a click of the voice, as it were. We can only hope that she will soon see how foolish she has been, and unthinking, and come back. She cant prosper on the course shes going now. It isnt the Lords way or will. Shes too young and shes made a mistake. But we can forgive her. We must. Our hearts must be kept open, soft and tender. She talked as though she were addressing a meeting, but with a hard, sad, frozen face and voice. Now, all of you go to bed. We can only pray now, and hope, morning, noon and night, that no evil will befall her. I wish she hadnt done that, she added, quite out of keeping with the rest of her statement and really not thinking of the children as present at all  just of Esta.

But Asa!

Such a father, as Clyde often thought, afterwards.

Apart from his own misery, he seemed only to note and be impressed by the more significant misery of his wife. During all this, he had stood foolishly to one side  short, gray, frizzled, inadequate.

Well, blessed be the name of the Lord, he interpolated from time to time. We must keep our hearts open. Yes, we mustnt judge. We must only hope for the best. Yes, yes! Praise the Lord  we must praise the Lord! Amen! Oh, yes! Tst! Tst! Tst!

If any one asks where she is, continued Mrs. Griffiths after a time, quite ignoring her spouse and addressing the children, who had drawn near her, we will say that she has gone on a visit to some of my relatives back in Tonawanda. That wont be the truth, exactly, but then we dont know where she is or what the truth is  and she may come back. So we must not say or do anything that will injure her until we know.

Yes, praise the Lord! called Asa, feebly.

So if any one should inquire at any time, until we know, we will say that.

Sure, put in Clyde, helpfully, and Julia added, All right.

Mrs. Griffiths paused and looked firmly and yet apologetically at her children. Asa, for his part, emitted another Tst! Tst! Tst! and then the children were waved to bed.

At that, Clyde, who really wanted to know what Estas letter had said, but was convinced from long experience that his mother would not let him know unless she chose, returned to his room again, for he was tired. Why didnt they search more if there was hope of finding her? Where was she now  at this minute? On some train somewhere? Evidently she didnt want to be found. She was probably dissatisfied, just as he was. Here he was, thinking so recently of going away somewhere himself, wondering how the family would take it, and now she had gone before him. How would that affect his point of view and action in the future? Truly, in spite of his fathers and mothers misery, he could not see that her going was such a calamity, not from the going point of view, at any rate. It was only another something which hinted that things were not right here. Mission work was nothing. All this religious emotion and talk was not so much either. It hadnt saved Esta. Evidently, like himself, she didnt believe so much in it, either.


Chapter 4

The effect of this particular conclusion was to cause Clyde to think harder than ever about himself. And the principal result of his thinking was that he must do something for himself and soon. Up to this time the best he had been able to do was to work at such odd jobs as befall all boys between their twelfth and fifteenth years: assisting a man who had a paper route during the summer months of one year, working in the basement of a five-and-ten-cent store all one summer long, and on Saturdays, for a period during the winter, opening boxes and unpacking goods, for which he received the munificent sum of five dollars a week, a sum which at the time seemed almost a fortune. He felt himself rich and, in the face of the opposition of his parents, who were opposed to the theater and motion pictures also, as being not only worldly, but sinful, he could occasionally go to one or another of those  in the gallery  a form of diversion which he had to conceal from his parents. Yet that did not deter him. He felt that he had a right to go with his own money; also to take his younger brother Frank, who was glad enough to go with him and say nothing.

Later in the same year, wishing to get out of school because he already felt himself very much belated in the race, he secured a place as an assistant to a soda water clerk in one of the cheaper drug stores of the city, which adjoined a theater and enjoyed not a little patronage of this sort. A sign Boy Wanted  since it was directly on his way to school, first interested him. Later, in conversation with the young man whose assistant he was to be, and from whom he was to learn the trade, assuming that he was sufficiently willing and facile, he gathered that if he mastered this art, he might make as much as fifteen and even eighteen dollars a week. It was rumored that Strouds at the corner of 14th and Baltimore streets paid that much to two of their clerks. The particular store to which he was applying paid only twelve, the standard salary of most places.

But to acquire this art, as he was now informed, required time and the friendly help of an expert. If he wished to come here and work for five to begin with  well, six, then, since his face fell  he might soon expect to know a great deal about the art of mixing sweet drinks and decorating a large variety of ice creams with liquid sweets, thus turning them into sundaes. For the time being apprenticeship meant washing and polishing all the machinery and implements of this particular counter, to say nothing of opening and sweeping out the store at so early an hour as seven-thirty, dusting, and delivering such orders as the owner of this drug store chose to send out by him. At such idle moments as his immediate superior  a Mr. Sieberling  twenty, dashing, self-confident, talkative, was too busy to fill all the orders, he might be called upon to mix such minor drinks  lemonades, Coca-Colas and the like  as the trade demanded.

Yet this interesting position, after due consultation with his mother, he decided to take. For one thing, it would provide him, as he suspected, with all the ice-cream sodas he desired, free  an advantage not to be disregarded. In the next place, as he saw it at the time, it was an open door to a trade  something which he lacked. Further, and not at all disadvantageously as he saw it, this store required his presence at night as late as twelve oclock, with certain hours off during the day to compensate for this. And this took him out of his home at night  out of the ten-oclock-boy class at last. They could not ask him to attend any meetings save on Sunday, and not even then, since he was supposed to work Sunday afternoons and evenings.

Next, the clerk who manipulated this particular soda fountain, quite regularly received passes from the manager of the theater next door, and into the lobby of which one door to the drug store gave  a most fascinating connection to Clyde. It seemed so interesting to be working for a drug store thus intimately connected with a theater.

And best of all, as Clyde now found to his pleasure, and yet despair at times, the place was visited, just before and after the show on matinee days, by bevies of girls, single and en suite, who sat at the counter and giggled and chattered and gave their hair and their complexions last perfecting touches before the mirror. And Clyde, callow and inexperienced in the ways of the world, and those of the opposite sex, was never weary of observing the beauty, the daring, the self-sufficiency and the sweetness of these, as he saw them. For the first time in his life, while he busied himself with washing glasses, filling the ice-cream and syrup containers, arranging the lemons and oranges in the trays, he had an almost uninterrupted opportunity of studying these girls at close range. The wonder of them! For the most part, they were so well-dressed and smart-looking  the rings, pins, furs, delightful hats, pretty shoes they wore. And so often he overheard them discussing such interesting things  parties, dances, dinners, the shows they had seen, the places in or near Kansas City to which they were soon going, the difference between the styles of this year and last, the fascination of certain actors and actresses  principally actors  who were now playing or soon coming to the city. And to this day, in his own home he had heard nothing of all this.

And very often one or another of these young beauties was accompanied by some male in evening suit, dress shirt, high hat, bow tie, white kid gloves and patent leather shoes, a costume which at that time Clyde felt to be the last word in all true distinction, beauty, gallantry and bliss. To be able to wear such a suit with such ease and air! To be able to talk to a girl after the manner and with the sang-froid of some of these gallants! what a true measure of achievement! No good-looking girl, as it then appeared to him, would have anything to do with him if he did not possess this standard of equipment. It was plainly necessary  the thing. And once he did attain it  was able to wear such clothes as these  well, then was he not well set upon the path that leads to all the blisses? All the joys of life would then most certainly be spread before him. The friendly smiles! The secret handclasps, maybe  an arm about the waist of some one or another  a kiss  a promise of marriage  and then, and then!

And all this as a revealing flash after all the years of walking through the streets with his father and mother to public prayer meeting, the sitting in chapel and listening to queer and nondescript individuals  depressing and disconcerting people  telling how Christ had saved them and what God had done for them. You bet he would get out of that now. He would work and save his money and be somebody. Decidedly this simple and yet idyllic compound of the commonplace had all the luster and wonder of a spiritual transfiguration, the true mirage of the lost and thirsting and seeking victim of the desert.

However, the trouble with this particular position, as time speedily proved, was that much as it might teach him of mixing drinks and how to eventually earn twelve dollars a week, it was no immediate solvent for the yearnings and ambitions that were already gnawing at his vitals. For Albert Sieberling, his immediate superior, was determined to keep as much of his knowledge, as well as the most pleasant parts of the tasks, to himself. And further he was quite at one with the druggist for whom they worked in thinking that Clyde, in addition to assisting him about the fountain, should run such errands as the druggist desired, which kept Clyde industriously employed for nearly all the hours he was on duty.

Consequently there was no immediate result to all this. Clyde could see no way to dressing better than he did. Worse, he was haunted by the fact that he had very little money and very few contacts and connections  so few that, outside his own home, he was lonely and not so very much less than lonely there. The flight of Esta had thrown a chill over the religious work there, and because, as yet, she had not returned  the family, as he now heard, was thinking of breaking up here and moving, for want of a better idea, to Denver, Colorado. But Clyde, by now, was convinced that he did not wish to accompany them. What was the good of it, he asked himself? There would be just another mission there, the same as this one.

He had always lived at home  in the rooms at the rear of the mission in Bickel Street, but he hated it. And since his eleventh year, during all of which time his family had been residing in Kansas City, he had been ashamed to bring boy friends to or near it. For that reason he had always avoided boy friends, and had walked and played very much alone  or with his brother and sisters.

But now that he was sixteen and old enough to make his own way, he ought to be getting out of this. And yet he was earning almost nothing  not enough to live on, if he were alone  and he had not as yet developed sufficient skill or courage to get anything better.

Nevertheless when his parents began to talk of moving to Denver, and suggested that he might secure work out there, never assuming for a moment that he would not want to go he began to throw out hints to the effect that it might he better if he did not. He liked Kansas City. What was the use of changing? He had a job now and he might get something better. But his parents, bethinking themselves of Esta and the fate that had overtaken her, were not a little dubious as to the outcome of such early adventuring on his part alone. Once they were away, where would he live? With whom? What sort of influence would enter his life, who would be at hand to aid and council and guide him in the straight and narrow path, as they had done? It was something to think about.

But spurred by this imminence of Denver, which now daily seemed to be drawing nearer, and the fact that not long after this Mr. Sieberling, owing to his too obvious gallantries in connection with the fair sex, lost his place in the drug store, and Clyde came by a new and bony and chill superior who did not seem to want him as an assistant, he decided to quit  not at once, but rather to see, on such errands as took him out of the store, if he could not find something else. Incidentally in so doing, looking here and there, he one day thought he would speak to the manager of the fountain which was connected with the leading drug store in the principal hotel of the city  the latter a great twelve-story affair, which represented, as he saw it, the quintessence of luxury and ease. Its windows were always so heavily curtained; the main entrance (he had never ventured to look beyond that) was a splendiferous combination of a glass and iron awning, coupled with a marble corridor lined with palms. Often he had passed here, wondering with boyish curiosity what the nature of the life of such a place might be. Before its doors, so many taxis and automobiles were always in waiting.

To-day, being driven by the necessity of doing something for himself, he entered the drug store which occupied the principal corner, facing 14th Street at Baltimore, and finding a girl cashier in a small glass cage near the door, asked of her who was in charge of the soda fountain. Interested by his tentative and uncertain manner, as well as his deep and rather appealing eyes, and instinctively judging that he was looking for something to do, she observed: Why, Mr. Secor, there, the manager of the store. She nodded in the direction of a short, meticulously dressed man of about thirty-five, who was arranging an especial display of toilet novelties on the top of a glass case. Clyde approached him, and being still very dubious as to how one went about getting anything in life, and finding him engrossed in what he was doing, stood first on one foot and then on the other, until at last, sensing some one was hovering about for something, the man turned: Well? he queried.

You dont happen to need a soda fountain helper, do you? Clyde cast at him a glance that said as plain as anything could, If you have any such place, I wish you would please give it to me. I need it.

No, no, no, replied this individual, who was blond and vigorous and by nature a little irritable and contentious. He was about to turn away, but seeing a flicker of disappointment and depression pass over Clydes face, he turned and added, Ever work in a place like this before?

No place as fine as this. No, sir, replied Clyde, rather fancifully moved by all that was about him. Im working now down at Mr. Klinkles store at 7th and Brooklyn, but it isnt anything like this one and Id like to get something better if I could.

Uh, went on his interviewer, rather pleased by the innocent tribute to the superiority of his store. Well, thats reasonable enough. But there isnt anything here right now that I could offer you. We dont make many changes. But if youd like to be a bell-boy, I can tell you where you might get a place. Theyre looking for an extra boy in the hotel inside there right now. The captain of the boys was telling me he was in need of one. I should think that would be as good as helping about a soda fountain, any day.

Then seeing Clydes face suddenly brighten, he added: But you mustnt say that I sent you, because I dont know you. Just ask for Mr. Squires inside there, under the stairs, and he can tell you all about it.

At the mere mention of work in connection with so imposing an institution as the Green-Davidson, and the possibility of his getting it, Clyde first stared, felt himself tremble the least bit with excitement, then thanking his advisor for his kindness, went direct to a green-marbled doorway which opened from the rear of this drug-store into the lobby of the hotel. Once through it, he beheld a lobby, the like of which, for all his years but because of the timorous poverty that had restrained him from exploring such a world, was more arresting, quite, than anything he had seen before. It was all so lavish. Under his feet was a checkered black-and-white marble floor. Above him a coppered and stained and gilded ceiling. And supporting this, a veritable forest of black marble columns as highly polished as the floor  glassy smooth. And between the columns which ranged away toward three separate entrances, one right, one left and one directly forward toward Dalrymple Avenue  were lamps, statuary, rugs, palms, chairs, divans, tete-a-tetes  a prodigal display. In short it was compact, of all that gauche luxury of appointment which, as some one once sarcastically remarked, was intended to supply exclusiveness to the masses. Indeed, for an essential hotel in a great and successful American commercial city, it was almost too luxurious. Its rooms and hall and lobbies and restaurants were entirely too richly furnished, without the saving grace of either simplicity or necessity.

As Clyde stood, gazing about the lobby, he saw a large company of people  some women and children, but principally men as he could see  either walking or standing about and talking or idling in the chairs, side by side or alone. And in heavily draped and richly furnished alcoves where were writing-tables, newspaper files, a telegraph office, a haberdashers shop, and a florists stand, were other groups. There was a convention of dentists in the city, not a few of whom, with their wives and children, were gathered here; but to Clyde, who was not aware of this nor of the methods and meanings of conventions, this was the ordinary, everyday appearance of this hotel.

He gazed about in awe and amazement, then remembering the name of Squires, he began to look for him in his office under the stairs. To his right was a grand double-winged black-and-white staircase which swung in two separate flights and with wide, generous curves from the main floor to the one above. And between these great flights was evidently the office of the hotel, for there were many clerks there. But behind the nearest flight, and close to the wall through which he had come, was a tall desk, at which stood a young man of about his own age in a maroon uniform bright with many brass buttons. And on his head was a small, round, pill-box cap, which was cocked jauntily over one ear. He was busy making entries with a lead pencil in a book which lay open before him. Various other boys about his own age, and uniformed as he was, were seated upon a long bench near him, or were to be seen darting here and there, sometimes, returning to this one with a slip of paper or a key or note of some kind, and then seating themselves upon the bench to await another call apparently, which seemed to come swiftly enough. A telephone upon the small desk at which stood the uniformed youth was almost constantly buzzing, and after ascertaining what was wanted, this youth struck a small bell before him, or called front, to which the first boy on the bench, responded. Once called, they went hurrying up one or the other stairs or toward one of the several entrances or elevators, and almost invariably were to be seen escorting individuals whose bags and suitcases and overcoats and golf sticks they carried. There were others who disappeared and returned, carrying drinks on trays or some package or other, which they were taking to one of the rooms above. Plainly this was the work that he should be called upon to do, assuming that he would be so fortunate as to connect himself with such an institution as this.

And it was all so brisk and enlivening that he wished that he might be so fortunate as to secure a position here. But would he be? And where was Mr. Squires? He approached the youth at the small desk: Do you know where I will find Mr. Squires? he asked.

Here he comes now, replied the youth, looking up and examining Clyde with keen, gray eyes.

Clyde gazed in the direction indicated, and saw approaching a brisk and dapper and decidedly sophisticated-looking person of perhaps twenty-nine or thirty years of age. He was so very slender, keen, hatchet-faced and well-dressed that Clyde was not only impressed but overawed at once  a very shrewd and cunning-looking person. His nose was so long and thin, his eyes so sharp, his lips thin, and chin pointed.

Did you see that tall, gray-haired man with the Scotch plaid shawl who went through here just now? he paused to say to his assistant at the desk. The assistant nodded. Well, they tell me thats the Earl of Landreil. He just came in this morning with fourteen trunks and four servants. Can you beat it! Hes somebody in Scotland. That isnt the name he travels under, though, I hear. Hes registered as Mr. Blunt. Can you beat that English stuff? They can certainly lay on the class, eh?

You said it! replied his assistant deferentially.

He turned for the first time, glimpsing Clyde, but paying no attention to him. His assistant came to Clydes aid.

That young fella there is waiting to see you, he explained.

You want to see me? queried the captain of the bellhops, turning to Clyde, and observing his none-too-good clothes, at the same time making a comprehensive study of him.

The gentleman in the drug store, began Clyde, who did not quite like the looks of the man before him, but was determined to present himself as agreeably as possible, was saying  that is, he said that I might ask you if there was any chance here for me as a bell-boy. Im working now at Klinkles drug store at 7th and Brooklyn, as a helper, but Id like to get out of that and he said you might  that is  he thought you had a place open now. Clyde was so flustered and disturbed by the cool, examining eyes of the man before him that he could scarcely get his breath properly, and swallowed hard.

For the first time in his life, it occurred to him that if he wanted to get on he ought to insinuate himself into the good graces of people  do or say something that would make them like him. So now he contrived an eager, ingratiating smile, which he bestowed on Mr. Squires, and added: If youd like to give me a chance, Id try very hard and Id be very willing.

The man before him merely looked at him coldly, but being the soul of craft and self-acquisitiveness in a petty way, and rather liking anybody who had the skill and the will to be diplomatic, he now put aside an impulse to shake his head negatively, and observed: But you havent had any training in this work.

No, sir, but couldnt I pick it up pretty quick if I tried hard?

Well, let me see, observed the head of the bell-hops, scratching his head dubiously. I havent any time to talk to you now. Come around Monday afternoon. Ill see you then. He turned on his heel and walked away.

Clyde, left alone in this fashion, and not knowing just what it meant, stared, wondering. Was it really true that he had been invited to come back on Monday? Could it be possible that  He turned and hurried out, thrilling from head to toe. The idea! He had asked this man for a place in the very finest hotel in Kansas City and he had asked him to come back and see him on Monday. Gee! what would that mean? Could it be possible that he would be admitted to such a grand world as this  and that so speedily? Could it really be?


Chapter 5

The imaginative flights of Clyde in connection with all this  his dreams of what it might mean for him to be connected with so glorious an institution  can only be suggested. For his ideas of luxury were in the main so extreme and mistaken and gauche  mere wanderings of a repressed and unsatisfied fancy, which as yet had had nothing but imaginings to feed it.

He went back to his old duties at the drug-store  to his home after hours in order to eat and sleep  but now for the balance of this Friday and Saturday and Sunday and Monday until late in the day, he walked on air, really. His mind was not on what he was doing, and several times his superior at the drugstore had to remind him to wake-up. And after hours, instead of going directly home, he walked north to the corner of 14th and Baltimore, where stood this great hotel, and looked at it. There, at midnight even, before each of the three principal entrances  one facing each of three streets  was a doorman in a long maroon coat with many buttons and a high-rimmed and long-visored maroon cap. And inside, behind looped and fluted French silk curtains, were the still blazing lights, the a la carte dining-room and the American grill in the basement near one corner still open. And about them were many taxis and cars. And there was music always  from somewhere.

After surveying it all this Friday night and again on Saturday and Sunday morning, he returned on Monday afternoon at the suggestion of Mr. Squires and was greeted by that individual rather crustily, for by then he had all but forgotten him. But seeing that at the moment he was actually in need of help, and being satisfied that Clyde might be of service, he led him into his small office under the stair, where, with a very superior manner and much actual indifference, he proceeded to question him as to his parentage, where he lived, at what he had worked before and where, what his father did for a living  a poser that for Clyde, for he was proud and so ashamed to admit that his parents conducted a mission and preached on the streets. Instead he replied (which was true at times) that his father canvassed for a washing machine and wringer company  and on Sundays preached  a religious revelation, which was not at all displeasing to this master of boys who were inclined to be anything but home-loving and conservative. Could he bring a reference from where he now was? He could.

Mr. Squires proceeded to explain that this hotel was very strict. Too many boys, on account of the scenes and the show here, the contact made with undue luxury to which they were not accustomed  though these were not the words used by Mr. Squires  were inclined to lose their heads and go wrong. He was constantly being forced to discharge boys who, because they made a little extra money, didnt know how to conduct themselves. He must have boys who were willing, civil, prompt, courteous to everybody. They must be clean and neat about their persons and clothes and show up promptly  on the dot  and in good condition for the work every day. And any boy who got to thinking that because he made a little money he could flirt with anybody or talk back, or go off on parties at night, and then not show up on time or too tired to be quick and bright, neednt think that he would be here long. He would be fired, and that promptly. He would not tolerate any nonsense. That must be understood now, once and for all.

Clyde nodded assent often and interpolated a few eager yes, sirs and no, sirs, and assured him at the last that it was the furtherest thing from his thoughts and temperament to dream of any such high crimes and misdemeanors as he had outlined. Mr. Squires then proceeded to explain that this hotel only paid fifteen dollars a month and board  at the servants table in the basement  to any bell-boy at any time. But, and this information came as a most amazing revelation to Clyde, every guest for whom any of these boys did anything  carried a bag or delivered a pitcher of water or did anything  gave him a tip, and often quite a liberal one  a dime, fifteen cents, a quarter, sometimes more. And these tips, as Mr. Squires explained, taken all together, averaged from four to six dollars a day  not less and sometimes more  most amazing pay, as Clyde now realized. His heart gave an enormous bound and was near to suffocating him at the mere mention of so large a sum. From four to six dollars! Why, that was twenty-eight to forty-two dollars a week! He could scarcely believe it. And that in addition to the fifteen dollars a month and board. And there was no charge, as Mr. Squires now explained, for the handsome uniforms the boys wore. But it might not be worn or taken out of the place. His hours, as Mr. Squires now proceeded to explain, would be as follows: On Mondays, Wednesdays, Fridays and Sundays, he was to work from six in the morning until noon, and then, with six hours off, from six in the evening until midnight. On Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays, he need only work from noon until six, thus giving him each alternate afternoon or evening to himself. But all his meals were to be taken outside his working hours and he was to report promptly in uniform for line-up and inspection by his superior exactly ten minutes before the regular hours of his work began at each watch.

As for some other things which were in his mind at the time, Mr. Squires said nothing. There were others, as he knew, who would speak for him. Instead he went on to add, and then quite climactically for Clyde at that time, who had been sitting as one in a daze: I suppose you are ready to go to work now, arent you?

Yes, sir, yes, sir, he replied.

Very good! Then he got up and opened the door which had shut them in. Oscar, he called to a boy seated at the head of the bell-boy bench, to which a tallish, rather oversized youth in a tight, neat-looking uniform responded with alacrity. Take this young man here  Clyde Griffiths is your name, isnt it?  up to the wardrobe on the twelfth and see if Jacobs can find a suit to fit. But if he cant tell him to alter it by to-morrow. I think the one Silsbee wore ought to be about right for him.

Then he turned to his assistant at the desk who was at the moment looking on. Im giving him a trial, anyhow, he commented. Have one of the boys coach him a little to-night or whenever he starts in. Go ahead, Oscar, he called to the boy in charge of Clyde. Hes green at this stuff, but I think hell do, he added to his assistant, as Clyde and Oscar disappeared in the direction of one of the elevators. Then he walked off to have Clydes name entered upon the payroll.

In the meantime, Clyde, in tow of this new mentor, was listening to a line of information such as never previously had come to his ears anywhere.

You neednt be frightened, if you aint never worked at anything like dis before, began this youth, whose last name was Hegglund as Clyde later learned, and who hailed from Jersey City, New Jersey, exotic lingo, gestures and all. He was tall, vigorous, sandy-haired, freckled, genial and voluble. They had entered upon an elevator labeled employees. It aint so hard. I got my first job in Buffalo tree years ago and I never knowed a ting about it up to dat time. All you gotta do is to watch de udders an see how dey do, see. Yu get dat, do you?

Clyde, whose education was not a little superior to that of his guide, commented quite sharply in his own mind on the use of such words as knowed, and gotta  also upon ting, dat, udders, and so on, but so grateful was he for any courtesy at this time that he was inclined to forgive his obviously kindly mentor anything for his geniality.

Watch whoevers doin anyting, at first, see, till you git to know, see. Dats de way. When de bell rings, if youre at de head of de bench, its your turn, see, an you jump up and go quick. Dey like you to be quick around here, see. An whenever you see any one come in de door or out of an elevator wit a bag, an youre at de head of de bench, you jump, wedder de captain rings de bell or calls front or not. Sometimes hes busy or aint lookin an he wants you to do dat, see. Look sharp, cause if you dont get no bags, you dont get no tips, see. Everybody dat has a bag or anyting has to have it carried for em, unless dey wont let you have it, see.

But be sure and wait somewhere near de desk for whoever comes in until dey sign up for a room, he rattled on as they ascended in the elevator. Most every one takes a room. Den de clerkll give you de key an after dat all you gotta do is to carry up de bags to de room. Den all you gotta do is to turn on de lights in de batroom and closet, if dere is one, so deyll know where dey are, see. An den raise de curtains in de day time or lower em at night, an see if deres towels in de room, so you can tell de maid if dere aint, and den if dey dont give you no tip, you gotta go, only most times, unless you draw a stiff, all you gotta do is hang back a little  make a stall, see  fumble wit de door-key or try de transom, see. Den, if deyre any good, deyll hand you a tip. If dey dont, youre out, dats all, see. You cant even look as dough you was sore, dough  nottin like dat, see. Den you come down an unless dey wants ice-water or somepin, youre troo, see. Its back to de bench, quick. Dere aint much to it. Only you gotta be quick all de time, see, and not let any one get by you comin or goin  dats de main ting.

An after dey give you your uniform, an you go to work, dont forgit to give de captain a dollar after every watch before you leave, see  two dollars on de day you has two watches, and a dollar on de day you has one, see? Dats de way it is here. We work togedder like dat, an you gotta do dat if you wanta hold your job. But dats all. After dat all de rest is yours.

Clyde saw.

A part of his twenty-four or thirty-two dollars as he figured it was going glimmering, apparently  eleven or twelve all told  but what of it! Would there not be twelve or fifteen or even more left? And there were his meals and his uniform. Kind Heaven! What a realization of paradise! What a consummation of luxury!

Mr. Hegglund of Jersey City escorted him to the twelfth floor and into a room where they found on guard a wizened and grizzled little old man of doubtful age and temperament, who forthwith ouffitted Clyde with a suit that was so near a fit that, without further orders, it was not deemed necessary to alter it. And trying on various caps, there was one that fitted him  a thing that sat most rakishly over one ear  only, as Hegglund informed him, Youll have to get dat hair of yours cut. Better get it clipped behind. Its too long. And with that Clyde himself had been in mental agreement before he spoke. His hair certainly did not look right in the new cap. He hated it now. And going downstairs, and reporting to Mr. Whipple, Mr. Squires assistant, the latter had said: Very well. It fits all right, does it? Well, then, you go on here at six. Report at five-thirty and be here in your uniform at five-forty-five for inspection.

Whereupon Clyde, being advised by Hegglund to go then and there to get his uniform and take it to the dressing-room in the basement, and get his locker from the locker-man, he did so, and then hurried most nervously out  first to get a hair-cut and afterwards to report to his family on his great luck.

He was to be a bell-boy in the great Hotel Green-Davidson. He was to wear a uniform and a handsome one. He was to make  but he did not tell his mother at first what he was to make, truly  but more than eleven or twelve at first, anyhow, he guessed  he could not be sure. For now, all at once, he saw economic independence ahead for himself, if not for his family, and he did not care to complicate it with any claims which a confession as to his real salary would most certainly inspire. But he did say that he was to have his meals free  because that meant eating away from home, which was what he wished. And in addition he was to live and move always in the glorious atmosphere of this hotel  not to have to go home ever before twelve, if he did not wish  to have good clothes  interesting company, maybe  a good time, gee!

And as he hurried on about his various errands now, it occurred to him as a final and shrewd and delicious thought that he need not go home on such nights as he wished to go to a theater or anything like that. He could just stay down-town and say he had to work. And that with free meals and good clothes  think of that!

The mere thought of all this was so astonishing and entrancing that he could not bring himself to think of it too much. He must wait and see. He must wait and see just how much he would make here in this perfectly marvelous-marvelous realm.


Chapter 6

And as conditions stood, the extraordinary economic and social inexperience of the Griffiths  Asa and Elvira  dovetailed all too neatly with his dreams. For neither Asa nor Elvira had the least knowledge of the actual character of the work upon which he was about to enter, scarcely any more than he did, or what it might mean to him morally, imaginatively, financially, or in any other way. For neither of them had ever stopped in a hotel above the fourth class in all their days. Neither one had ever eaten in a restaurant of a class that catered to other than individuals of their own low financial level. That there could be any other forms of work or contact than those involved in carrying the bags of guests to and from the door of a hotel to its office, and back again, for a boy of Clydes years and temperament, never occurred to them. And it was naively assumed by both that the pay for such work must of necessity be very small anywhere, say five or six dollars a week, and so actually below Clydes deserts and his years.

And in view of this, Mrs. Griffiths, who was more practical than her husband at all times, and who was intensely interested in Clydes economic welfare, as well as that of her other children, was actually wondering why Clyde should of a sudden become so enthusiastic about changing to this new situation, which, according to his own story, involved longer hours and not so very much more pay, if any. To be sure, he had already suggested that it might lead to some superior position in the hotel, some clerkship or other, but he did not know when that would be, and the other had promised rather definite fulfillment somewhat earlier  as to money, anyhow.

But seeing him rush in on Monday afternoon and announce that he had secured the place and that forthwith he must change his tie and collar and get his hair cut and go back and report, she felt better about it. For never before had she seen him so enthusiastic about anything, and it was something to have him more content with himself  not so moody, as he was at times.

Yet, the hours which he began to maintain now  from six in the morning until midnight  with only an occasional early return on such evenings as he chose to come home when he was not working  and when he troubled to explain that he had been let off a little early  together with a certain eager and restless manner  a desire to be out and away from his home at nearly all such moments as he was not in bed or dressing or undressing, puzzled his mother and Asa, also. The hotel! The hotel! He must always hurry off to the hotel, and all that he had to report was that he liked it ever so much, and that he was doing all right, he thought. It was nicer work than working around a soda fountain, and he might be making more money pretty soon  he couldnt tell  but as for more than that he either wouldnt or couldnt say.

And all the time the Griffiths  father and mother  were feeling that because of the affair in connection with Esta, they should really be moving away from Kansas City  should go to Denver. And now more than ever, Clyde was insisting that he did not want to leave Kansas City. They might go, but he had a pretty good job now and wanted to stick to it. And if they left, he could get a room somewhere  and would be all right  a thought which did not appeal to them at all.

But in the meantime what an enormous change in Clydes life. Beginning with that first evening, when at 5:45, he appeared before Mr. Whipple, his immediate superior, and was approved  not only because of the fit of his new uniform, but for his general appearance  the world for him had changed entirely. Lined up with seven others in the servants hall, immediately behind the general offices in the lobby, and inspected by Mr. Whipple, the squad of eight marched at the stroke of six through a door that gave into the lobby on the other side of the staircase from where stood Mr. Whipples desk, then about and in front of the general registration office to the long bench on the other side. A Mr. Barnes, who alternated with Mr. Whipple, then took charge of the assistant captains desk, and the boys seated themselves  Clyde at the foot  only to be called swiftly and in turn to perform this, that and the other service  while the relieved squad of Mr. Whipple was led away into the rear servants hall as before, where they disbanded.

Cling!

The bell on the room clerks desk had sounded and the first boy was going.

Cling! It sounded again and a second boy leaped to his feet.

Front! Center door! called Mr. Barnes, and a third boy was skidding down the long marble floor toward that entrance to seize the bags of an incoming guest, whose white whiskers and youthful, bright tweed suit were visible to Clydes uninitiated eyes a hundred feet away. A mysterious and yet sacred vision  a tip!

Front! It was Mr. Barnes calling again. See what 913 wants  ice-water, I guess. And a fourth boy was gone.

Clyde, steadily moving up along the bench and adjoining Hegglund, who had been detailed to instruct him a little, was all eyes and ears and nerves. He was so tense that he could hardly breathe, and fidgeted and jerked until finally Hegglund exclaimed: Now, dont get excited. Just hold your horses will yuh? Youll be all right. Youre jist like I was when I begun  all noives. But dat aint de way. Easys what you gotta be aroun here. An you wants to look as dough you wasnt seein nobody nowhere  just lookin to what ya got before ya.

Front! Mr. Barnes again. Clyde was scarcely able to keep his mind on what Hegglund was saying. 115 wants some writing paper and pens. A fifth boy had gone.

Where do you get writing paper and pens if they want em? He pleaded of his imtructor, as one who was about to die might plead.

Offn de key desk, I toldja. Hes to de left over dere. Hell give em to ya. An you gits ice-water in de hall we lined up in just a minute ago  at dat end over dere, see  youll see a little door. You gotta give dat guy in dere a dime oncet in a while or hell get sore.

Cling! The room clerks bell. A sixth boy had gone without a word to supply some order in that direction.

And now remember, continued Hegglund, seeing that he himself was next, and cautioning him for the last time, if dey wants drinks of any kind, you get em in de grill over dere offn de dining-room. An be sure and git de names of de drinks straight or deyll git sore. An if its a room youre showing, pull de shades down to-night and turn on de lights. An if its anyting from de dinin-room you gotta see de headwaiter  he gets de tip, see.

Front! He was up and gone.

And Clyde was number one. And number four was already seating himself again by his side  but looking shrewdly around to see if anybody was wanted anywhere.

Front! It was Mr. Barnes. Clyde was up and before him, grateful that it was no one coming in with bags, but worried for fear it might be something that he would not understand or could not do quickly.

See what 882 wants. Clyde was off toward one of the two elevators marked, employees, the proper one to use, he thought, because he had been taken to the twelfth floor that way, but another boy stepping out from one of the fast passenger elevators cautioned him as to his mistake.

Goin to a room? he called. Use the guest elevators. Thems for the servants or anybody with bundles.

Clyde hastened to cover his mistake. Eight, he called. There being no one else on the elevator with them, the Negro elevator boy in charge of the car saluted him at once.

Youse new, aint you? I aint seen you around her befo.

Yes, I just came on, replied Clyde.

Well, you wont hate it here, commented this youth in the most friendly way. No one hates this house, Ill say. Eight did you say? He stopped the car and Clyde stepped out. He was too nervous to think to ask the direction and now began looking at room numbers, only to decide after a moment that he was in the wrong corridor. The soft brown carpet under his feet; the soft, cream-tinted walls; the snow-white bowl lights in the ceiling  all seemed to him parts of a perfection and a social superiority which was almost unbelievable  so remote from all that he had ever known.

And finally, finding 882, he knocked timidly and was greeted after a moment by a segment of a very stout and vigorous body in a blue and white striped union suit and a related segment of a round and florid head in which was set one eye and some wrinkles to one side of it.

Heres a dollar bill, son, said the eye seemingly  and now a hand appeared holding a paper dollar. It was fat and red. You go out to a haberdashers and get me a pair of garters  Boston Garters  silk  and hurry back.

Yes, sir, replied Clyde, and took the dollar. The door closed and he found himself hustling along the hall toward the elevator, wondering what a haberdashers was. As old as he was  seventeen  the name was new to him. He had never even heard it before, or noticed it at least. If the man had said a gents furnishing store, he would have understood at once, but now here he was told to go to a haberdashers and he did not know what it was. A cold sweat burst out upon his forehead. His knees trembled. The devil! What would he do now? Could he ask any one, even Hegglund, and not seem  

He pushed the elevator button. The car began to descend. A haberdasher. A haberdasher. Suddenly a sane thought reached him. Supposing he didnt know what a haberdasher was? After all the man wanted a pair of silk Boston garters. Where did one get silk Boston garters  at a store, of course, a place where they sold things for men. Certainly. A gents furnishing store. He would run out to a store. And on the way down, noting another friendly Negro in charge, he asked: Do you know if theres a gents furnishing store anywhere around here?

One in the building, captain, right outside the south lobby, replied the Negro, and Clyde hurried there, greatly relieved. Yet he felt odd and strange in his close-fitting uniform and his peculiar hat. All the time he was troubled by the notion that his small, round, tight-fitting hat might fall off. And he kept pressing it furtively and yet firmly down. And bustling into the haberdashers, which was blazing with lights outside, he exclaimed, I want to get a pair of Boston silk garters.

All right, son, here you are, replied a sleek, short man with bright, bald head, pink face and gold-rimmed glasses. For some one in the hotel, I presume? Well, well make that seventy-five cents, and heres a dime for you, he remarked as he wrapped up the package and dropped the dollar in the cash register. I always like to do the right thing by you boys in there because I know you come to me whenever you can.

Clyde took the dime and the package, not knowing quite what to think. The garters must be seventy-five cents  he said so. Hence only twenty-five cents need to be returned to the man. Then the dime was his. And now, maybe  would the man really give him another tip?

He hurried back into the hotel and up to the elevators. The strains of a string orchestra somewhere were filling the lobby with delightful sounds. People were moving here and there  so well-dressed, so much at ease, so very different from most of the people in the streets or anywhere, as he saw it.

An elevator door flew open. Various guests entered. Then Clyde and another bell-boy who gave him an interested glance. At the sixth floor the boy departed. At the eighth Clyde and an old lady stepped forth. He hurried to the door of his guest and tapped. The man opened it, somewhat more fully dressed than before. He had on a pair of trousers and was shaving.

Back, eh, he called.

Yes, sir, replied Clyde, handing him the package and change. He said it was seventy-five cents.

Hes a damned robber, but you can keep the change, just the same, he replied, handing him the quarter and closing the door. Clyde stood there, quite spellbound for the fraction of a second. Thirty-five cents  he thought thirty-five cents. And for one little short errand. Could that really be the way things went here? It couldnt be, really. It wasnt possible  not always.

And then, his feet sinking in the soft nap of the carpet, his hand in one pocket clutching the money, he felt as if he could squeal or laugh out loud. Why, thirty-five cents  and for a little service like that. This man had given him a quarter and the other a dime and he hadnt done anything at all.

He hurried from the car at the bottom  the strains of the orchestra once more fascinated him, the wonder of so well-dressed a throng thrilling him  and made his way to the bench from which he had first departed.

And following this he had been called to carry the three bags and two umbrellas of an aged farmer-like couple, who had engaged a parlor, bedroom and bath on the fifth floor. En route they kept looking at him, as he could see, but said nothing. Yet once in their room, and after he had promptly turned on the lights near the door, lowered the blinds and placed the bags upon the bag racks, the middle-aged and rather awkward husband  a decidedly solemn and bewhiskered person  studied him and finally observed: Young fella, you seem to be a nice, brisk sort of boy  rather better than most weve seen so far, I must say.

I certainly dont think that hotels are any place for boys, chirped up the wife of his bosom  a large and rotund person, who by this time was busily employed inspecting an adjoining room. I certainly wouldnt want any of my boys to work in em  the way people act.

But here, young man, went on the elder, laying off his overcoat and fishing in his trousers pocket. You go down and get me three or four evening papers if there are that many and a pitcher of ice-water, and Ill give you fifteen cents when you get back.

This hotels bettern the one in Omaha, Pa, added the wife sententiously. Its got nicer carpets and curtains.

And as green as Clyde was, he could not help smiling secretly. Openly, however, he preserved a masklike solemnity, seemingly effacing all facial evidence of thought, and took the change and went out. And in a few moments he was back with the ice-water and all the evening papers and departed smilingly with his fifteen cents.

But this, in itself, was but a beginning in so far as this particular evening was concerned, for he was scarcely seated upon the bench again, before he was called to room 529, only to be sent to the bar for drinks  two ginger ales and two syphons of soda  and this by a group of smartly-dressed young men and girls who were laughing and chattering in the room, one of whom opened the door just wide enough to instruct him as to what was wanted. But because of a mirror over the mantel, he could see the party and one pretty girl in a white suit and cap, sitting on the edge of a chair in which reclined a young man who had his arm about her.

Clyde stared, even while pretending not to. And in his state of mind, this sight was like looking through the gates of Paradise. Here were young fellows and girls in this room, not so much older than himself, laughing and talking and drinking even  not ice-cream sodas and the like, but such drinks no doubt as his mother and father were always speaking against as leading to destruction, and apparently nothing was thought of it.

He bustled down to the bar, and having secured the drinks and a charge slip, returned  and was paid  a dollar and a half for the drinks and a quarter for himself. And once more he had a glimpse of the appealing scene. Only now one of the couples was dancing to a tune sung and whistled by the other two.

But what interested him as much as the visits to and glimpses of individuals in the different rooms, was the moving panorama of the main lobby  the character of the clerks behind the main desk  room clerk, key clerk, mail clerk, cashier and assistant cashier. And the various stands about the place  flower stand, news stand, cigar stand, telegraph office, taxicab office, and all manned by individuals who seemed to him curiously filled with the atmosphere of this place. And then around and between all these walking or sitting were such imposing men and women, young men and girls all so fashionably dressed, all so ruddy and contented looking. And the cars or other vehicles in which some of them appeared about dinner time and later. It was possible for him to see them in the flare of the lights outside. The wraps, furs, and other belongings in which they appeared, or which were often carried by these other boys and himself across the great lobby and into the cars or the dining-room or the several elevators. And they were always of such gorgeous textures, as Clyde saw them. Such grandeur. This, then, most certainly was what it meant to be rich, to be a person of consequence in the world  to have money. It meant that you did what you pleased. That other people, like himself, waited upon you. That you possessed all of these luxuries. That you went how, where and when you pleased.


Chapter 7

And so, of all the influences which might have come to Clyde at this time, either as an aid or an injury to his development, perhaps the most dangerous for him, considering his temperament, was this same Green-Davidson, than which no more materially affected or gaudy a realm could have been found anywhere between the two great American mountain ranges. Its darkened and cushioned tea-room, so somber and yet tinted so gayly with colored lights, was an ideal rendezvous, not only for such inexperienced and eager flappers of the period who were to be taken by a show of luxury, but also for those more experienced and perhaps a little faded beauties, who had a thought for their complexions and the advantages of dim and uncertain lights. Also, like most hotels of its kind, it was frequented by a certain type of eager and ambitious male of not certain age or station in life, who counted upon his appearance here at least once, if not twice a day, at certain brisk and interesting hours, to establish for himself the reputation of man-about-town, or rounder, or man of wealth, or taste, or attractiveness, or all.

And it was not long after Clyde had begun to work here that he was informed by these peculiar boys with whom he was associated, one or more of whom was constantly seated with him upon the hop-bench, as they called it, as to the evidence and presence even here  it was not long before various examples of the phenomena were pointed out to him  of a certain type of social pervert, morally disarranged and socially taboo, who sought to arrest and interest boys of their type, in order to come into some form of illicit relationship with them, which at first Clyde could not grasp. The mere thought of it made him ill. And yet some of these boys, as he was now informed  a certain youth in particular, who was not on the same watch with him at this time  were supposed to be of the mind that fell for it, as one of the other youths phrased it.

And the talk and the palaver that went on in the lobby and the grill, to say nothing of the restaurants and rooms, were sufficient to convince any inexperienced and none-too-discerning mind that the chief business of life for any one with a little money or social position was to attend a theater, a ball-game in season, or to dance, motor, entertain friends at dinner, or to travel to New York, Europe, Chicago, California. And there had been in the lives of most of these boys such a lack of anything that approached comfort or taste, let alone luxury, that not unlike Clyde, they were inclined to not only exaggerate the import of all that they saw, but to see in this sudden transition an opportunity to partake of it all. Who were these people with money, and what had they done that they should enjoy so much luxury, where others as good seemingly as themselves had nothing? And wherein did these latter differ so greatly from the successful? Clyde could not see. Yet these thoughts flashed through the minds of every one of these boys.

At the same time the admiration, to say nothing of the private overtures of a certain type of woman or girl, who inhibited perhaps by the social milieu in which she found herself, but having means, could invade such a region as this, and by wiles and smiles and the money she possessed, ingratiate herself into the favor of some of the more attractive of these young men here, was much commented upon.

Thus a youth named Ratterer  a hall-boy here  sitting beside him the very next afternoon, seeing a trim, well-formed blonde woman of about thirty enter with a small dog upon her arm, and much bedecked with furs, first nudged him and, with a faint motion of the head indicating her vicinity, whispered, See her? Theres a swift one. Ill tell you about her sometime when I have time. Gee, the things she dont do!

What about her? asked Clyde, keenly curious, for to him she seemed exceedingly beautiful, most fascinating.

Oh, nothing, except shes been in with about eight different men around here since Ive been here. She fell for Doyle  another hall-boy whom by this time Clyde had already observed as being the quintessence of Chesterfieldian grace and airs and looks, a youth to imitate for a while, but now shes got some one else.

Really? inquired Clyde, very much astonished and wondering if such luck would ever come to him.

Surest thing you know, went on Ratterer. Shes a bird that way  never gets enough. Her husband, they tell me, has a big lumber business somewhere over in Kansas, but they dont live together no more. She has one of the best suites on the sixth, but she aint in it half the time. The maid told me.

This same Ratterer, who was short and stocky but good-looking and smiling, was so smooth and bland and generally agreeable that Clyde was instantly drawn to him and wished to know him better. And Ratterer reciprocated that feeling, for he had the notion that Clyde was innocent and inexperienced and that he would like to do some little thing for him if he could.

The conversation was interrupted by a service call, and never resumed about this particular woman, but the effect on Clyde was sharp. The woman was pleasing to look upon and exceedingly well-groomed, her skin clear, her eyes bright. Could what Ratterer had been telling him really be true? She was so pretty. He sat and gazed, a vision of something which he did not care to acknowledge even to himself tingling the roots of his hair.

And then the temperaments and the philosophy of these boys  Kinsella, short and thick and smooth-faced and a little dull, as Clyde saw it, but good-looking and virile, and reported to be a wizard at gambling, who, throughout the first three days at such times as other matters were not taking his attention, had been good enough to continue Hegglunds instructions in part. He was a more suave, better spoken youth than Hegglund, though not so attractive as Ratterer, Clyde thought, without the latters sympathetic outlook, as Clyde saw it.

And again, there was Doyle  Eddie  whom Clyde found intensely interesting from the first, and of whom he was not a little jealous, because he was so very good-looking, so trim of figure, easy and graceful of gesture, and with so soft and pleasing a voice. He went about with an indescribable air which seemed to ingratiate him instantly with all with whom he came in contact  the clerks behind the counter no less than the strangers who entered and asked this or that question of him. His shoes and collar were so clean and trim, and his hair cut and brushed and oiled after a fashion which would have become a moving-picture actor. From the first Clyde was utterly fascinated by his taste in the matter of dress  the neatest of brown suits, caps, with ties and socks to match. He should wear a brown-belted coat just like that. He should have a brown cap. And a suit as well cut and attractive.

Similarly, a not unrelated and yet different effect was produced by that same youth who had first introduced Clyde to the work here  Hegglund  who was one of the older and more experienced bell-hops, and of considerable influence with the others because of his genial and devil-may-care attitude toward everything, outside the exact line of his hotel duties. Hegglund was neither as schooled nor as attractive as some of the others, yet by reason of a most avid and dynamic disposition  plus a liberality where money and pleasure were concerned, and a courage, strength and daring which neither Doyle nor Ratterer nor Kinsella could match  a strength and daring almost entirely divested of reason at times  he interested and charmed Clyde immensely. As he himself related to Clyde, after a time, he was the son of a Swedish journeyman baker who some years before in Jersey City had deserted his mother and left her to make her way as best she could. In consequence neither Oscar nor his sister Martha had had any too much education or decent social experience of any kind. On the contrary, at the age of fourteen he had left Jersey City in a box car and had been making his way ever since as best he could. And like Clyde, also, he was insanely eager for all the pleasures which he had imagined he saw swirling around him, and was for prosecuting adventures in every direction, lacking, however, the nervous fear of consequence which characterized Clyde. Also he had a friend, a youth by the name of Sparser, somewhat older than himself, who was chauffeur to a wealthy citizen of Kansas City, and who occasionally managed to purloin a car and so accommodate Hegglund in the matter of brief outings here and there; which courtesy, unconventional and dishonest though it might be, still caused Hegglund to feel that he was a wonderful fellow and of much more importance than some of these others, and to lend him in their eyes a luster which had little of the reality which it suggested to them.

Not being as attractive as Doyle, it was not so easy for him to win the attention of girls, and those he did succeed in interesting were not of the same charm or import by any means. Yet he was inordinately proud of such contacts as he could effect and not a little given to boasting in regard to them, a thing which Clyde took with more faith than would most, being of less experience. For this reason Hegglund liked Clyde, almost from the very first, sensing in him perhaps a pleased and willing auditor.

So, finding Clyde on the bench beside him from time to time, he had proceeded to continue his instructions. Kansas City was a fine place to be if you knew how to live. He had worked in other cities  Buffalo, Cleveland, Detroit, St. Louis  before he came here, but he had not liked any of them any better, principally  which was a fact which he did not trouble to point out at the time  because he had not done as well in those places as he had here. He had been a dishwasher, car-cleaner, plumbers helper and several other things before finally, in Buffalo, he had been inducted into the hotel business. And then a youth, working there, but who was now no longer here, had persuaded him to come on to Kansas City. But here:

Say  de tips in dis hotel is as big as youll git anywhere, I know dat. An whats more, deys nice people workin here. You do your bit by dem and deyll do right by you. I been here now over a year an I aint got no complaint. Dat guy Squires is all right if you dont cause him no trouble. Hes hard, but hes got to look out for hisself, too  dats natural. But he dont fire nobody unless hes got a reason. I know dat, too. And as for de rest deres no trouble. An when your works troo, your times your own. Dese fellows here are good sports, all o dem. Deyre no four-flushers an no tightwads, eider. Whenever deres anyting on  a good time or sumpin like dat, deyre on  nearly all of em. An dey dont mooch or grouch in case tings dont work out right, neider. I know dat, cause I been wit em now, lots o times.

He gave Clyde the impression that these youths were all the best of friends  close  all but Doyle, who was a little standoffish, but not coldly so. Hes got too many women chasin him, dats all. Also that they went here and there together on occasion  to a dance hall, a dinner, a certain gambling joint down near the river, a certain pleasure resort Kate Sweeneys  where were some peaches of girls  and so on and so forth, a world of such information as had never previously been poured into Clydes ear, and that set him meditating, dreaming, doubting, worrying and questioning as to the wisdom, charm, delight to be found in all this  also the permissibility of it in so far as he was concerned. For had he not been otherwise instructed in regard to all this all his life long? There was a great thrill and yet a great question involved in all to which he was now listening so attentively.

Again there was Thomas Ratterer, who was of a type which at first glance, one would have said, could scarcely prove either inimical or dangerous to any of the others. He was not more than five feet four, plump, with black hair and olive skin, and with an eye that was as limpid as water and as genial as could be. He, too, as Clyde learned after a time, was of a nondescript family, and so had profited by no social or financial advantages of any kind. But he had a way, and was liked by all of these youths  so much so that he was consulted about nearly everything. A native of Wichita, recently moved to Kansas City, he and his sister were the principal support of a widowed mother. During their earlier and formative years, both had seen their very good-natured and sympathetic mother, of whom they were honestly fond, spurned and abused by a faithless husband. There had been times when they were quite without food. On more than one occasion they had been ejected for non-payment of rent. None too continuously Tommy and his sister had been maintained in various public schools. Finally, at the age of fourteen he had decamped to Kansas City, where he had secured different odd jobs, until he succeeded in connecting himself with the Green-Davidson, and was later joined by his mother and sister who had removed from Wichita to Kansas City to be with him.

But even more than by the luxury of the hotel or these youths, whom swiftly and yet surely he was beginning to decipher, Clyde was impressed by the downpour of small change that was tumbling in upon him and making a small lump in his right-hand pants pocket  dimes, nickels, quarters and half-dollars even, which increased and increased even on the first day until by nine oclock he already had over four dollars in his pocket, and by twelve, at which hour he went off duty, he had over six and a half  as much as previously he had earned in a week.

And of all this, as he then knew, he need only hand Mr. Squires one  no more, Hegglund had said  and the rest, five dollars and a half, for one evenings interesting  yes, delightful and fascinating  work, belonged to himself. He could scarcely believe it. It seemed fantastic, Aladdinish, really. Nevertheless, at twelve, exactly, of that first day a gong had sounded somewhere  a shuffle of feet had been heard and three boys had appeared  one to take Barnes place at the desk, the other two to answer calls. And at the command of Barnes, the eight who were present were ordered to rise, right dress and march away. And in the hall outside, and just as he was leaving, Clyde approached Mr. Squires and handed him a dollar in silver. Thats right, Mr. Squires remarked. No more. Then, Clyde, along with the others, descended to his locker, changed his clothes and walked out into the darkened streets, a sense of luck and a sense of responsibility as to future luck so thrilling him as to make him rather tremulous  giddy, even.

To think that now, at last, he actually had such a place. To think that he could earn this much every day, maybe. He began to walk toward his home, his first thought being that he must sleep well and so be fit for his duties in the morning. But thinking that he would not need to return to the hotel before 11:30 the next day, he wandered into an all-night beanery to have a cup of coffee and some pie. And now all he was thinking was that he would only need to work from noon until six, when he should be free until the following morning at six. And then he would make more money. A lot of it to spend on himself.


Chapter 8

The thing that most interested Clyde at first was how, if at all, he was to keep the major portion of all this money he was making for himself. For ever since he had been working and earning money, it had been assumed that he would contribute a fair portion of all that he received  at least three-fourths of the smaller salaries he had received up to this time  toward the upkeep of the home. But now, if he announced that he was receiving at least twenty-five dollars a week and more  and this entirely apart from the salary of fifteen a month and board  his parents would assuredly expect him to pay ten or twelve.

But so long had he been haunted by the desire to make himself as attractive looking as any other well-dressed boy that, now that he had the opportunity, he could not resist the temptation to equip himself first and as speedily as possible. Accordingly, he decided to say to his mother that all of the tips he received aggregated no more than a dollar a day. And, in order to give himself greater freedom of action in the matter of disposing of his spare time, he announced that frequently, in addition to the long hours demanded of him every other day, he was expected to take the place of other boys who were sick or set to doing other things. And also, he explained that the management demanded of all boys that they look well outside as well as inside the hotel. He could not long be seen coming to the hotel in the clothes that he now wore. Mr. Squires, he said, had hinted as much. But, as if to soften the blow, one of the boys at the hotel had told him of a place where he could procure quite all the things that he needed on time.

And so unsophisticated was his mother in these matters that she believed him.

But that was not all. He was now daily in contact with a type of youth who, because of his larger experience with the world and with the luxuries and vices of such a life as this, had already been inducted into certain forms of libertinism and vice even which up to this time were entirely foreign to Clydes knowledge and set him agape with wonder and at first with even a timorous distaste. Thus, as Hegglund had pointed out, a certain percentage of this group, of which Clyde was now one, made common cause in connection with quite regular adventures which usually followed their monthly pay night. These adventures, according to their moods and their cash at the time, led them usually either to one of two rather famous and not too respectable all-night restaurants. In groups, as he gathered by degrees from hearing them talk, they were pleased to indulge in occasional late showy suppers with drinks, after which they were wont to go to either some flashy dance hall of the downtown section to pick up a girl, or that failing as a source of group interest, to visit some notorious  or as they would have deemed it reputed  brothel, very frequently camouflaged as a boarding house, where for much less than the amount of cash in their possession they could, as they often boasted, have any girl in the house. And here, of course, because of their known youth, ignorance, liberality, and uniform geniality and good looks, they were made much of, as a rule, being made most welcome by the various madames and girls of these places who sought, for commercial reasons of course, to interest them to come again.

And so starved had been Clydes life up to this time and so eager was he for almost any form of pleasure, that from the first he listened with all too eager ears to any account of anything that spelled adventure or pleasure. Not that he approved of these types of adventures. As a matter of fact at first it offended and depressed him, seeing as he did that it ran counter to all he had heard and been told to believe these many years. Nevertheless so sharp a change and relief from the dreary and repressed work in which he had been brought up was it, that he could not help thinking of all this with an itch for the variety and color it seemed to suggest. He listened sympathetically and eagerly, even while at times he was mentally disapproving of what he heard. And seeing him so sympathetic and genial, first one and then another of these youths made overtures to him to go here, there or the other place  to a show, a restaurant, one of their homes, where a card game might be indulged in by two or three of them, or even to one of the shameless houses, contact with which Clyde at first resolutely refused. But by degrees, becoming familiar with Hegglund and Ratterer, both of whom he liked very much, and being invited by them to a joy-night supper  a blow-out as they termed it, at Frissells  he decided to go.

Theres going to be another one of our montly blow-outs to-morrow night, Clyde, around at Frissells, Ratterer had said to him. Dont you want to come along? You havent been yet.

By this time, Clyde, having acclimated himself to this caloric atmosphere, was by no means as dubious as he was at first. For by now, in imitation of Doyle, whom he had studied most carefully and to great advantage, he had outfitted himself with a new brown suit, cap, overcoat, socks, stickpin and shoes as near like those of his mentor as possible. And the costume became him well  excellently well  so much so that he was far more attractive than he had ever been in his life, and now, not only his parents, but his younger brother and sister, were not a little astonished and even amazed by the change.

How could Clyde have come by all this grandeur so speedily? How much could all this that he wore now have cost? Was he not hypothecating more of his future earnings for this temporary grandeur than was really wise? He might need it in the future. The other children needed things, too. And was the moral and spiritual atmosphere of a place that made him work such long hours and kept him out so late every day, and for so little pay, just the place to work?

To all of which, he had replied, rather artfully for him, that it was all for the best, he was not working too hard. His clothes were not too fine, by any means  his mother should see some of the other boys. He was not spending too much money. And, anyhow, he had a long while in which to pay for all he had bought.

But now, as to this supper. That was a different matter, even to him. How, he asked himself, in case the thing lasted until very late as was expected, could he explain to his mother and father his remaining out so very late. Ratterer had said it might last until three or four, anyhow, although he might go, of course, any time, but how would that look, deserting the crowd? And yet hang it all, most of them did not live at home as he did, or if they did like Ratterer, they had parents who didnt mind what they did. Still, a late supper like that  was it wise? All these boys drank and thought nothing of it  Hegglund, Ratterer, Kinsella, Shiel. It must be silly for him to think that there was so much danger in drinking a little, as they did on these occasions. On the other hand it was true that he need not drink unless he wanted to. He could go, and if anything was said at home, he would say that he had to work late. What difference did it make if he stayed out late once in a while? Wasnt he a man now? Wasnt he making more money than any one else in the family? And couldnt he begin to do as he pleased?

He began to sense the delight of personal freedom  to sniff the air of personal and delicious romance  and he was not to be held back by any suggestion which his mother could now make.


Chapter 9

And so the interesting dinner, with Clyde attending, came to pass. And it was partaken of at Frissells, as Ratterer had said. And by now Clyde, having come to be on genial terms with all of these youths, was in the gayest of moods about it all. Think of his new state in life, anyhow. Only a few weeks ago he was all alone, not a boy friend, scarcely a boy acquaintance in the world! And here he was, so soon after, going to this fine dinner with this interesting group.

And true to the illusions of youth, the place appeared far more interesting than it really was. It was little more than an excellent chop-house of the older American order. Its walls were hung thick with signed pictures of actors and actresses, together with playbills of various periods. And because of the general excellence of the food, to say nothing of the geniality of its present manager, it had become the hangout of passing actors, politicians, local business men, and after them, the generality of followers who are always drawn by that which presents something a little different to that with which they are familiar.

And these boys, having heard at one time and another from cab and taxi drivers that this was one of the best places in town, fixed upon it for their monthly dinners. Single plates of anything cost from sixty cents to a dollar. Coffee and tea were served in pots only. You could get anything you wanted to drink. To the left of the main room as you went in was a darker and low-ceilinged room with a fireplace, to which only men resorted and sat and smoked, and read papers after dinner, and it was for this room that these youths reserved their greatest admiration. Eating here, they somehow felt older, wiser, more important  real men of the world. And Ratterer and Hegglund, to whom by now Clyde had become very much attached, as well as most of the others, were satisfied that there was not another place in all Kansas City that was really as good.

And so this day, having drawn their pay at noon, and being off at six for the night, they gathered outside the hotel at the corner nearest the drug store at which Clyde had originally applied for work, and were off in a happy, noisy frame of mind  Hegglund, Ratterer, Paul Shiel, Davis Higby, another youth, Arthur Kinsella and Clyde.

Didja hear de trick de guy from St. Louis pulled on the main office yesterday? Hegglund inquired of the crowd generally, as they started walking. Wires last Saturday from St. Louis for a parlor, bedroom and bat for himself and wife, an orders flowers put in de room. Jimmy, the key clerk, was just tellin me. Den he comes on here and registers himself an his girl, see, as man and wife, an, gee, a peach of a lookin girl, too  I saw em. Listen, you fellows, cantcha? Den, on Wednesday, after hes been here tree days and deyre beginnin to wonder about him a little  meals sent to de room and all dat  he comes down and says dat his wifes gotta go back to St. Louis, and dat he wont need no suite, just one room, and dat they can transfer his trunk and her bags to de new room until train time for her. But de trunk aint his at all, see, but hers. And she aint goin, dont know nuttin about it. But he is. Den he beats it, see, and leaves her and de trunk in de room. And widout a bean, see? Now, deyre holdin her and her trunk, an shes cryin and wirin friends, and deres hell to pay all around. Can ya beat dat? An de flowers, too. Roses. An six different meals in de room and drinks for him, too.

Sure, I know the one you mean, exclaimed Paul Shiel. I took up some drinks myself. I felt there was something phony about that guy. He was too smooth and loud-talking. An he only comes across with a dime at that.

I remember him, too, exclaimed Ratterer. He sent me down for all the Chicago papers Monday an only give me a dime. He looked like a bluff to me.

Well, dey fell for him up in front, all right. It was Hegglund talking. An now deyre tryin to gouge it outa her. Can you beat it?

She didnt look to me to be more than eighteen or twenty, if shes that old, put in Arthur Kinsella, who up to now had said nothing.

Did you see either of em, Clyde? inquired Ratterer, who was inclined to favor and foster Clyde and include him in everything.

No replied Clyde. I must have missed those two. I dont remember seeing either of em.

Well, you missed seein a bird when you missed that one. Tall, long black cut-a-way coat, wide, black derby pulled low over his eyes, pearl-gray spats, too. I thought he was an English duke or something at first, the way he walked, and with a cane, too. All they gotta do is pull that English stuff, an talk loud an order everybody about an they get by with it every time.

Thats right, commented Davis Higby. Thats good stuff, that English line. I wouldnt mind pulling some of it myself sometime.

They had now turned two corners, crossed two different streets and, in group formation, were making their way through the main door of Frissells, which gave in on the reflection of lights upon china and silverware and faces, and the buzz and clatter of a dinner crowd. Clyde was enormously impressed. Never before, apart from the Green-Davidson, had he been in such a place. And with such wise, experienced youths.

They made their way to a group of tables which faced a leather wall-seat. The head-waiter, recognizing Ratterer and Hegglund and Kinsella as old patrons, had two tables put together and butter and bread and glasses brought. About these they arranged themselves, Clyde with Ratterer and Higby occupying the wall seat; Hegglund, Kinsella and Shiel sitting opposite.

Now, me for a good old Manhattan, to begin wit, exclaimed Hegglund avidly, looking about on the crowd in the room and feeling that now indeed he was a person. Of a reddish-tan hue, his eyes keen and blue, his reddish-brown hair brushed straight up from his forehead, he seemed not unlike a large and overzealous rooster.

And similarly, Arthur Kinsella, once he was in here, seemed to perk up and take heart of his present glory. In a sort of ostentatious way, he drew back his coat sleeves, seized a bill of fare, and scanning the drink-list on the back, exclaimed: Well, a dry Martini is good enough for a start.

Well, Im going to begin with a Scotch and soda, observed Paul Shiel, solemnly, examining at the same time the meat orders.

None of your cocktails for me to-night, insisted Ratterer, genially, but with a note of reserve in his voice. I said I wasn t going to drink much to-night, and Im not. I think a glass of Rhine wine and seltzer will be about my speed.

For de love o Mike, will you listen to dat, now, exclaimed Hegglund, deprecatingly. Hes goin to begin on Rhine wine. And him dat likes Manhattans always. Whats gettin into you all of a sudden, Tommy? I tought you said you wanted a good time to-night.

So I do, replied Ratterer, but cant I have a good time without lappin up everything in the place? I want to stay sober to-night. No more call-downs for me in the morning, if I know what Im about. I came pretty near not showing up last time.

Thats true, too, exclaimed Arthur Kinsella. I dont want to drink so much I dont know where Im at, but Im not going to begin worrying about it now.

How about you, Higby? Hegglund now called to the round-eyed youth.

Im having a Manhattan, too, he replied, and then, looking up at the waiter who was beside him, added, Hows tricks, Dennis?

Oh, I cant complain, replied the waiter. Theyre breakin all right for me these days. Hows everything over to the hotel?

Fine, fine, replied Higby, cheerfully, studying the bill-of-fare.

An you, Griffiths? What are you goin to have? called Hegglund, for, as master-of-ceremonies, delegated by the others to look after the orders and pay the bill and tip the waiter, he was now fulfilling the role.

Who, me? Oh, me, exclaimed Clyde, not a little disturbed by this inquiry, for up to now  this very hour, in fact  he had never touched anything stronger than coffee or ice-cream soda. He had been not a little taken back by the brisk and sophisticated way in which these youths ordered cocktails and whisky. Surely he could not go so far as that, and yet, so well had he known long before this, from the conversation of these youths, that on such occasions as this they did drink, that he did not see how he could very well hold back. What would they think of him if he didnt drink something? For ever since he had been among them, he had been trying to appear as much of a man of the world as they were. And yet back of him, as he could plainly feel, lay all of the years in which he had been drilled in the horrors of drink and evil companionship. And even though in his heart this long while he had secretly rebelled against nearly all the texts and maxims to which his parents were always alluding, deeply resenting really as worthless and pointless the ragamuffin crew of wasters and failures whom they were always seeking to save, still, now he was inclined to think and hesitate. Should he or should he not drink?

For the fraction of an instant only, while all these things in him now spoke, he hesitated, then added: Why, I, oh  I think Ill take Rhine wine and seltzer, too. It was the easiest and safest thing to say, as he saw it. Already the rather temperate and even innocuous character of Rhine wine and seltzer had been emphasized by Hegglund and all the others. And yet Ratterer was taking it  a thing which made his choice less conspicuous and, as he felt, less ridiculous.

Will you listen to dis now? exclaimed Hegglund, dramatically. He says hell have Rhine wine and seltzer, too. I see where dis party breaks up at half-past eight, all right, unless some of de rest of us do someting.

And Davis Higby, who was far more trenchant and roistering than his pleasant exterior gave any indication of, turned to Ratterer and said: Whatja want to start this Rhine wine and seltzer stuff for, so soon, Tom? Dontcha want us to have any fun at all to-night?

Well, I told you why, said Ratterer. Besides, the last time I went down to that joint I had forty bucks when I went in and not a cent when I came out. I want to know whats goin on this time.

That joint, thought Clyde on hearing it. Then, after this supper, when they had all drunk and eaten enough, they were going down to one of those places called a joint  a bad-house, really. There was no doubt of it  he knew what the word meant. There would be women there  bad women  evil women. And he would be expected  could he  would he?

For the first time in his life now, he found himself confronted by a choice as to his desire for the more accurate knowledge of the one great fascinating mystery that had for so long confronted and fascinated and baffled and yet frightened him a little. For, despite all his many thoughts in regard to all this and women in general, he had never been in contact with any one of them in this way. And now  now  

All of a sudden he felt faint thrills of hot and cold racing up and down his back and all over him. His hands and face grew hot and then became moist  then his cheeks and forehead flamed. He could feel them. Strange, swift, enticing and yet disturbing thoughts raced in and out of his consciousness. His hair tingled and he saw pictures  bacchanalian scenes  which swiftly, and yet in vain, he sought to put out of his mind. They would keep coming back. And he wanted them to come back. Yet he did not. And through it all he was now a little afraid. Pshaw! Had he no courage at all? These other fellows were not disturbed by the prospects of what was before them. They were very gay. They were already beginning to laugh and kid one another in regard to certain funny things that had happened the last time they were all out together. But what would his mother think if she knew? His mother! He dared not think of his mother or his father either at this time, and put them both resolutely out of his mind.

Oh, say, Kinsella, called Higby. Do you remember that little red head in that Pacific Street joint that wanted you to run away to Chicago with her?

Do I? replied the amused Kinsella, taking up the Martini that was just then served him. She even wanted me to quit the hotel game and let her start me in a business of some kind. I wouldnt need to work at all if I stuck by her, she told me.

Oh, no, you wouldnt need to work at all, except one way, called Ratterer.

The waiter put down Clydes glass of Rhine wine and seltzer beside him and, interested and intense and troubled and fascinated by all that he heard, he picked it up, tasted it and, finding it mild and rather pleasing, drank it all down at once. And yet so wrought up were his thoughts that he scarcely realized then that he had drunk it.

Good for you, observed Kinsella, in a most cordial tone. You must like that stuff.

Oh, its not so bad, said Clyde.

And Hegglund, seeing how swiftly it had gone, and feeling that Clyde, new to this world and green, needed to be cheered and strengthened, called to the waiter: Here Jerry! One more of these, and make it a big one, he whispered behind his hand.

And so the dinner proceeded. And it was nearly eleven before they had exhausted the various matters of interest to them  stories of past affairs, past jobs, past feats of daring. And by then Clyde had had considerable time to meditate on all of these youths  and he was inclined to think that he was not nearly as green as they thought, or if so, at least shrewder than most of them  of a better mentality, really. For who were they and what were their ambitions? Hegglund, as he could see, was vain and noisy and foolish  a person who could be taken in and conciliated by a little flattery. And Higby and Kinsella, interesting and attractive boys both, were still vain of things he could not be proud of  Higby of knowing a little something about automobiles  he had an uncle in the business  Kinsella of gambling, rolling dice even. And as for Ratterer and Shiel, he could see and had noticed for some time, that they were content with the bell-hop business  just continuing in that and nothing more  a thing which he could not believe, even now, would interest him forever.

At the same time, being confronted by this problem of how soon they would be wanting to go to a place into which he had never ventured before, and to be doing things which he had never let himself think he would do in just this way, he was just a little disturbed. Had he not better excuse himself after they got outside, or perhaps, after starting along with them in whatsoever direction they chose to go, quietly slip away at some corner and return to his own home? For had he not already heard that the most dreadful of diseases were occasionally contracted in just such places  and that men died miserable deaths later because of low vices begun in this fashion? He could hear his mother lecturing concerning all this  yet with scarcely any direct knowledge of any kind. And yet, as an argument per contra, here were all of these boys in nowise disturbed by what was in their minds or moods to do. On the contrary, they were very gay over it all and amused  nothing more.

In fact, Ratterer, who was really very fond of Clyde by now, more because of the way he looked and inquired and listened than because of anything Clyde did or said, kept nudging him with his elbow now and then, asking laughingly, How about it, Clyde? Going to be initiated to-night? and then smiling broadly. Or finding Clyde quite still and thinking at times, They wont do more than bite you, Clyde.

And Hegglund, taking his cue from Ratterer and occasionally desisting from his own self-glorifying diatribes, would add: You wont ever be de same, Clyde. Dey never are. But well all be wid you in case of trouble.

And Clyde, nervous and irritated, would retort: Ah, cut it out, you two. Quit kidding. Whats the use of trying to make out that you know so much more than I do?

And Ratterer would signal Hegglund with his eyes to let up and would occasionally whisper to Clyde: Thats all right, old man, dont get sore. You know we were just fooling, thats all. And Clyde, very much drawn to Ratterer, would relent and wish he were not so foolish as to show what he actually was thinking about.

At last, however, by eleven oclock, they had had their fill of conversation and food and drink and were ready to depart, Hegglund leading the way. And instead of the vulgar and secretive mission producing a kind of solemnity and mental or moral self-examination and self-flagellation, they laughed and talked as though there was nothing but a delicious form of amusement before them. Indeed, much to Clydes disgust and amazement, they now began to reminisce concerning other ventures into this world  of one particular one which seemed to amuse them all greatly, and which seemed to concern some joint, as they called it, which they had once visited  a place called Bettinas. They had been led there originally by a certain wild youth by the name of Pinky Jones of the staff of another local hotel. And this boy and one other by the name of Birmingham, together with Hegglund, who had become wildly intoxicated, had there indulged in wild pranks which all but led to their arrest  pranks which to Clyde, as he listened to them, seemed scarcely possible to boys of this caliber and cleanly appearance  pranks so crude and disgusting as to sicken him a little.

Oh, ho, and de pitcher of water de girl on de second floor doused on me as I went out, called Hegglund, laughing heartily.

And the big fat guy on the second floor that came to the door to see. Remember? laughed Kinsella. He thought there was a fire or a riot, I bet.

And you and that little fat girl, Piggy. Member, Ratterer? squealed Shiel, laughing and choking as he tried to tell of it.

And Ratterers legs all bent under his load. Yoo-hoo! yelled Hegglund. And de way de two of em finally slid down de steps.

That was all your fault, Hegglund, called Higby from Kinsellas side. If you hadnt tried that switching stuff we never woulda got put out.

I tell you I was drunk, protested Ratterer. It was the red-eye they sold in there.

And that long, thin guy from Texas with the big mustache, will you ever forget him, an the way he laughed? added Kinsella. He wouldnt help nobody gainst us. Member?

Its a wonder we werent all thrown in the street or locked up. Oh, gee, what a night! reminisced Ratterer.

By now Clyde was faintly dizzy with the nature of these revelations. Switchin. That could mean but one thing.

And they expected him to share in revels such as these, maybe. It could not be. He was not that sort of person. What would his mother and father think if they were to hear of such dreadful things? And yet  

Even as they talked, they had reached a certain house in a dark and rather wide street, the curbs of which for a block or more on either side were sprinkled with cabs and cars. And at the corner, only a little distance away, were some young men standing and talking. And over the way, more men. And not a half a block farther on, they passed two policemen, idling and conversing. And although there was no light visible in any window, nor over any transom, still, curiously, there was a sense of vivid, radiant life. One could feel it in this dark street. Taxis spun and honked and two old-time closed carriages still in use rolled here and there, their curtains drawn. And doors slammed or opened and closed. And now and then a segment of bright inward light pierced the outward gloom and then disappeared again. Overhead on this night were many stars.

Finally, without any comment from any one, Hegglund, accompanied by Higby and Shiel, marched up the steps of this house and rang the bell. Almost instantly the door was opened by a black girl in a red dress. Good evening. Walk right in, wont you? was the affable greeting, and the six, having pushed past her and through the curtains of heavy velvet, which separated this small area from the main chambers, Clyde found himself in a bright and rather gaudy general parlor or reception room, the walls of which were ornamented with gilt-framed pictures of nude or semi-nude girls and some very high pier mirrors. And the floor was covered by a bright red thick carpet, over which were strewn many gilt chairs. At the back, before some very bright red hangings, was a gilded upright piano. But of guests or inmates there seemed to be none, other than the black girl.

Jest be seated, wont you? Make yourselves at home. Ill call the madam. And, running upstairs to the left, she began calling: Oh, Marie! Sadie! Caroline! They is some young gentlemen in the parlor.

And at that moment, from a door in the rear, there emerged a tall, slim and rather pale-faced woman of about thirty-eight or forty  very erect, very executive, very intelligent and graceful-looking  diaphanously and yet modestly garbed, who said, with a rather wan and yet encouraging smile: Oh, hello, Oscar, its you, is it? And you too, Paul. Hello! Hello, Davis! Just make yourselves at home anywhere, all of you. Fannie will be in in a minute. Shell bring you something to drink. Ive just hired a new pianist from St. Joe  a Negro. Waitll you hear him. Hes awfully clever.

She returned to the rear and called, Oh, Sam!

As she did so, nine girls of varying ages and looks, but none apparently over twenty-four or five  came trooping down the stairs at one side in the rear, and garbed as Clyde had never seen any women dressed anywhere. And they were all laughing and talking as they came  evidently very well pleased with themselves and in nowise ashamed of their appearance, which in some instances was quite extraordinary, as Clyde saw it, their costumes ranging from the gayest and flimsiest of boudoir negligees to the somewhat more sober, if no less revealing, dancing and ballroom gowns. And they were of such varied types and sizes and complexions  slim and stout and medium  tall or short  and dark or light or betwixt. And, whatever their ages, all seemed young. And they smiled so warmly and enthusiastically.

Oh, hello, sweetheart! How are you? Dont you want to dance with me? or Wouldnt you like something to drink?


Chapter 10

Prepared as Clyde was to dislike all this, so steeped had he been in the moods and maxims antipathetic to anything of its kind, still so innately sensual and romantic was his own disposition and so starved where sex was concerned, that instead of being sickened, he was quite fascinated. The very fleshly sumptuousness of most of these figures, dull and unromantic as might be the brains that directed them, interested him for the time being. After all, here was beauty of a gross, fleshly character, revealed and purchasable. And there were no difficulties of mood or inhibitions to overcome in connection with any of these girls. One of them, a quite pretty brunette in a black and red costume with a band of red ribbon across her forehead, seemed to be decidedly at home with Higby, for already she was dancing with him in the back room to a jazz melody most irrationally hammered out upon the piano.

And Ratterer, to Clydes surprise, was already seated upon one of the gilt chairs and upon his knees was lounging a tall young girl with very light hair and blue eyes. And she was smoking a cigarette and tapping her gold slippers to the melody of the piano. It was really quite an amazing and Aladdin-like scene to him. And here was Hegglund, before whom was standing a German or Scandinavian type, plump and pretty, her arms akimbo and her feet wide apart. And she was asking  with an upward swell of the voice, as Clyde could hear: You make love to me to-night? But Hegglund, apparently not very much taken with these overtures, calmly shook his head, after which she went on to Kinsella.

And even as he was looking and thinking, a quite attractive blonde girl of not less than twenty-four, but who seemed younger to Clyde, drew up a chair beside him and seating herself, said: Dont you dance? He shook his head nervously. Want me to show you?

Oh, I wouldnt want to try here, he said.

Oh, its easy, she continued. Come on! But since he would not, though he was rather pleased with her for being agreeable to him, she added: Well, how about something to drink then?

Sure, he agreed, gallantly, and forthwith she signaled the young Negress who had returned as waitress, and in a moment a small table was put before them and a bottle of whisky with soda on the side  a sight that so astonished and troubled Clyde that he could scarcely speak. He had forty dollars in his pocket, and the cost of drinks here, as he had heard from the others, would not be less than two dollars each, but even so, think of him buying drinks for such a woman at such a price! And his mother and sisters and brother at home with scarcely the means to make ends meet. And yet he bought and paid for several, feeling all the while that he had let himself in for a terrifying bit of extravagance, if not an orgy, but now that he was here, he must go through with it.

And besides, as he now saw, this girl was really pretty. She had on a Delft blue evening gown of velvet, with slippers and stockings to match. In her ears were blue earrings and her neck and shoulders and arms were plump and smooth. The most disturbing thing about her was that her bodice was cut very low  he dared scarcely look at her there  and her cheeks and lips were painted  most assuredly the marks of the scarlet woman. Yet she did not seem very aggressive, in fact quite human, and she kept looking rather interestedly at his deep and dark and nervous eyes.

You work over at the Green-Davidson, too, dont you? she asked.

Yes, replied Clyde trying to appear as if all this were not new to him  as if he had often been in just such a place as this, amid such scenes. How did you know?

Oh, I know Oscar Hegglund, she replied. He comes around here once in a while. Is he a friend of yours?

Yes. That is, he works over at the hotel with me.

But you havent been here before.

No, said Clyde, swiftly, and yet with a trace of inquiry in his own mood. Why should she say he hadnt been here before?

I thought you hadnt. Ive seen most of these other boys before, but I never saw you. You havent been working over at the hotel very long, have you?

No, said Clyde, a little irritated by this, his eyebrows and the skin of his forehead rising and falling as he talked  a form of contraction and expansion that went on involuntarily whenever he was nervous or thought deeply. What of it?

Oh, nothing. I just knew you hadnt. You dont look very much like these other boys  you look different. She smiled oddly and rather ingratiatingly, a smile and a mood which Clyde failed to interpret.

How different? he inquired, solemnly and contentiously, taking up a glass and drinking from it.

Ill bet you one thing, she went on, ignoring his inquiry entirely. You dont care for girls like me very much, do you?

Oh, yes, I do, too, he said, evasively.

Oh, no, you dont either. I can tell. But I like you just the same. I like your eyes. Youre not like those other fellows. Youre more refined, kinda. I can tell. You dont look like them.

Oh, I dont know, replied Clyde, very much pleased and flattered, his forehead wrinkling and clearing as before. This girl was certainly not as bad as he thought, maybe. She was more intelligent  a little more refined than the others. Her costume was not so gross. And she hadnt thrown herself upon him as had these others upon Hegglund, Higby, Kinsella and Ratterer. Nearly all of the group by now were seated upon chairs or divans about the room and upon their knees were girls. And in front of every couple was a little table with a bottle of whisky upon it.

Look whos drinking whisky! called Kinsella to such of the others as would pay any attention to him, glancing in Clydes direction.

Well, you neednt be afraid of me, went on the girl, while Clyde glanced at her arms and neck, at her too much revealed bosom, which quite chilled and yet enticed him. I havent been so very long in this business. And I wouldnt be here now if it hadnt been for all the bad luck Ive had. Id rather live at home with my family if I could, only they wouldnt have me, now. She looked rather solemnly at the floor, thinking mainly of the little inexperienced dunce Clyde was  so raw and green. Also of the money she had seen him take out of his pocket  plainly quite a sum. Also how really good-looking he was, not handsome or vigorous, but pleasing. And he was thinking at the instant of Esta, as to where she had gone or was now. What might have befallen her  who could say? What might have been done to her? Had this girl, by any chance, ever had any such unfortunate experience as she had had? He felt a growing, if somewhat grandiose, sympathy, and looked at her as much as to say: You poor thing. Yet for the moment he would not trust himself to say anything or make any further inquiries.

You fellows who come into a place like this always think so hard of everybody. I know how you are. But were not as bad as you think.

Clydes brows knit and smoothed again. Perhaps she was not as bad as he thought. She was a low woman, no doubt  evil but pretty. In fact, as he looked about the room from time to time, none of the girls appealed to him more. And she thought him better than these other boys  more refined  she had detected that. The compliment stuck. Presently she was filling his glass for him and urging him to drink with her. Another group of young men arrived about then  and other girls coming out of the mysterious portals at the rear to greet them  Hegglund and Ratterer and Kinsella and Higby, as he saw, mysteriously disappeared up that back stairs that was heavily curtained from the general room. And as these others came in, this girl invited him to come and sit upon a divan in the back room where the lights were dimmer.

And now, seated here, she had drawn very close to him and touched his hands and finally linking an arm in his and pressing close to him, inquired if he didnt want to see how pretty some of the rooms on the second floor were furnished. And seeing that he was quite alone now  not one of all the group with whom he had come around to observe him  and that this girl seemed to lean to him warmly and sympathetically, he allowed himself to be led up that curtained back stair and into a small pink and blue furnished room, while he kept saying to himself that this was an outrageous and dangerous proceeding on his part, and that it might well end in misery for him. He might contract some dreadful disease. She might charge him more than he could afford. He was afraid of her  himself  everything, really  quite nervous and almost dumb with his several fears and qualms. And yet he went, and, the door locked behind him, this interestingly well-rounded and graceful Venus turned the moment they were within and held him to her, then calmly, and before a tall mirror which revealed her fully to herself and him, began to disrobe.


Chapter 11

The effect of this adventure on Clyde was such as might have been expected in connection with one so new and strange to such a world as this. In spite of all that deep and urgent curiosity and desire that had eventually led him to that place and caused him to yield, still, because of the moral precepts with which he had so long been familiar, and also because of the nervous esthetic inhibitions which were characteristic of him, he could not but look back upon all this as decidedly degrading and sinful. His parents were probably right when they preached that this was all low and shameful. And yet this whole adventure and the world in which it was laid, once it was all over, was lit with a kind of gross, pagan beauty or vulgar charm for him. And until other and more interesting things had partially effaced it, he could not help thinking back upon it with considerable interest and pleasure, even.

In addition he kept telling himself that now, having as much money as he was making, he could go and do about as he pleased. He need not go there any more if he did not want to, but he could go to other places that might not be as low, maybe  more refined. He wouldnt want to go with a crowd like that again. He would rather have just one girl somewhere if he could find her  a girl such as those with whom he had seen Sieberling and Doyle associate. And so, despite all of his troublesome thoughts of the night before, he was thus won quickly over to this new source of pleasure if not its primary setting. He must find a free pagan girl of his own somewhere if he could, like Doyle, and spend his money on her. And he could scarcely wait until opportunity should provide him with the means of gratifying himself in this way.

But more interesting and more to his purpose at the time was the fact that both Hegglund and Ratterer, in spite of, or possibly because of, a secret sense of superiority which they detected in Clyde, were inclined to look upon him with no little interest and to court him and to include him among all their thoughts of affairs and pleasures. Indeed, shortly after his first adventure, Ratterer invited him to come to his home, where, as Clyde most quickly came to see, was a life very different from his own. At the Griffiths all was so solemn and reserved, the still moods of those who feel the pressure of dogma and conviction. In Ratterers home, the reverse of this was nearly true. The mother and sister with whom he lived, while not without some moral although no particular religious convictions, were inclined to view life with a great deal of generosity or, as a moralist would have seen it, laxity. There had never been any keen moral or characterful direction there at all. And so it was that Ratterer and his sister Louise, who was two years younger than himself, now did about as they pleased, and without thinking very much about it. But his sister chanced to be shrewd or individual enough not to wish to cast herself away on just any one.

The interesting part of all this was that Clyde, in spite of a certain strain of refinement which caused him to look askance at most of this, was still fascinated by the crude picture of life and liberty which it offered. Among such as these, at least, he could go, do, be as he had never gone or done or been before. And particularly was he pleased and enlightened  or rather dubiously liberated  in connection with his nervousness and uncertainty in regard to his charm or fascination for girls of his own years. For up to this very time, and in spite of his recent first visit to the erotic temple to which Hegglund and the others had led him, he was still convinced that he had no skill with or charm where girls were concerned. Their mere proximity or approach was sufficient to cause him to recede mentally, to chill or palpitate nervously, and to lose what little natural skill he had for conversation or poised banter such as other youths possessed. But now, in his visits to the home of Ratterer, as he soon discovered, he was to have ample opportunity to test whether this shyness and uncertainty could be overcome.

For it was a center for the friends of Ratterer and his sister, who were more or less of one mood in regard to life. Dancing, card-playing, love-making rather open and unashamed, went on there. Indeed, up to this time, Clyde would not have imagined that a parent like Mrs. Ratterer could have been as lackadaisical or indifferent as she was, apparently, to conduct and morals generally. He would not have imagined that any mother would have countenanced the easy camaraderie that existed between the sexes in Mrs. Ratterers home.

And very soon, because of several cordial invitations which were extended to him by Ratterer, he found himself part and parcel of this group  a group which from one point of view  the ideas held by its members, the rather wretched English they spoke  he looked down upon. From another point of view  the freedom they possessed, the zest with which they managed to contrive social activities and exchanges  he was drawn to them. Because, for the first time, these permitted him, if he chose, to have a girl of his own, if only he could summon the courage. And this, owing to the well-meant ministrations of Ratterer and his sister and their friends, he soon sought to accomplish. Indeed the thing began on the occasion of his first visit to the Ratterers.

Louise Ratterer worked in a dry-goods store and often came home a little late for dinner. On this occasion she did not appear until seven, and the eating of the family meal was postponed accordingly. In the meantime, two girl friends of Louise arrived to consult her in connection with something, and finding her delayed, and Ratterer and Clyde there, they made themselves at home, rather impressed and interested by Clyde and his new finery. For he, at once girl-hungry and girl-shy, held himself nervously aloof, a manifestation which they mistook for a conviction of superiority on his part. And in consequence, arrested by this, they determined to show how really interesting they were  vamp him  no less. And he found their crude briskness and effrontery very appealing  so much so that he was soon taken by the charms of one, a certain Hortense Briggs, who, like Louise, was nothing more than a crude shop girl in one of the large stores, but pretty and dark and self-appreciative. And yet from the first, he realized that she was not a little coarse and vulgar  a very long way removed from the type of girl he had been imagining in his dreams that he would like to have.

Oh, hasnt she come in yet? announced Hortense, on first being admitted by Ratterer and seeing Clyde near one of the front windows, looking out. Isnt that too bad? Well, well just have to wait a little bit if you dont mind  this last with a switch and a swagger that plainly said, who would mind having us around? And forthwith she began to primp and admire herself before a mirror which surmounted an ocher-colored mantelpiece that graced a fireless grate in the dining-room. And her friend, Greta Miller, added: Oh, dear, yes. I hope you wont make us go before she comes. We didnt come to eat. We thought your dinner would be all over by now.

Where do you get that stuff put you out? replied Ratterer cynically. As though anybody could drive you two outa here if you didnt want to go. Sit down and play the victrola or do anything you like. Dinnerll soon be ready and Louisell be here any minute. He returned to the dining-room to look at a paper which he had been reading, after pausing to introduce Clyde. And the latter, because of the looks and the airs of these two, felt suddenly as though he had been cast adrift upon a chartless sea in an open boat.

Oh, dont say eat to me! exclaimed Greta Miller, who was surveying Clyde calmly as though she were debating with herself whether he was worth-while game or not, and deciding that he was: With all the ice-cream and cake and pie and sandwiches well have to eat yet to-night. We was just going to warn Louise not to fill up too much. Kittie Keanes givin a birthday party, you know, Tom, and shell have a big cake an everythin. Youre comin down, aint you, afterwards? she concluded, with a thought of Clyde and his possible companionship in mind.

I wasnt thinkin of it, calmly observed Ratterer. Me and Clyde was thinkin of goin to a show after dinner.

Oh, how foolish, put in Hortense Briggs, more to attract attention to herself and take it away from Greta than anything else. She was still in front of the mirror, but turned now to cast a fetching smile on all, particularly Clyde, for whom she fancied her friend might be angling, When you could come along and dance. I call that silly.

Sure, dancing is all you three ever think of  you and Louise, retorted Ratterer. Its a wonder you dont give yourselves a rest once in a while. Im on my feet all day an I like to sit down once in a while. He could be most matter-of-fact at times.

Oh, dont say sit down to me, commented Greta Miller with a lofty smile and a gliding, dancing motion of her left foot, with all the dates we got ahead of us this week. Oh, gee! Her eyes and eyebrows went up and she clasped her hands dramatically before her. Its just terrible, all the dancin we gotta do yet, this winter, dont we, Hortense? Thursday night and Friday night and Saturday and Sunday nights. She counted on her fingers most archly. Oh, gee! It is terrible, really. She gave Clyde an appealing, sympathy-seeking smile. Guess where we were the other night, Tom. Louise and Ralph Thorpe and Hortense and Bert Gettler, me and Willie Bassick  out at Pegrains on Webster Avenue. Oh, an you oughta seen the crowd out there. Sam Shaffer and Tillie Burns was there. And we danced until four in the morning. I thought my knees would break. I aint been so tired in I dont know when.

Oh, gee! broke in Hortense, seizing her turn and lifting her arms dramatically. I thought I never would get to work the next morning. I could just barely see the customers moving around. And, wasnt my mother fussy! Gee! She hasnt gotten over it yet. She dont mind so much about Saturdays and Sundays, but all these week nights and when I have to get up the next morning at seven  gee  how she can pick!

An I dont blame her, either, commented Mrs. Ratterer, who was just then entering with a plate of potatoes and some bread. You twoll get sick and Louise, too, if you dont get more rest. I keep tellin her she wont be able to keep her place or stand it if she dont get more sleep. But she dont pay no more attention to me than Tom does, and thats just none at all.

Oh, well, you cant expect a fellow in my line to get in early always, Ma, was all Ratterer said. And Hortense Briggs added: Gee, Id die if I had to stay in one night. You gotta have a little fun when you work all day.

What an easy household, thought Clyde. How liberal and indifferent. And the sexy, gay way in which these two girls posed about. And their parents thought nothing of it, evidently. If only he could have a girl as pretty as this Hortense Briggs, with her small, sensuous mouth and her bright hard eyes.

To bed twice a week early is all I need, announced Greta Miller archly. My father thinks Im crazy, but moren that would do me harm. She laughed jestingly, and Clyde, in spite of the we wases and I seens, was most vividly impressed. Here was youth and geniality and freedom and love of life.

And just then the front door opened and in hurried Louise Ratterer, a medium-sized, trim, vigorous little girl in a red-lined cape and a soft blue felt hat pulled over her eyes. Unlike her brother, she was brisk and vigorous and more lithe and as pretty as either of these others.

Oh, look whos here! she exclaimed. You two birds beat me home, didnja? Well, I got stuck to-night on account of some mix-up in my sales-book. And I had to go up to the cashiers office. You bet it wasnt my fault, though. They got my writin wrong, then noting Clyde for the first time, she announced: I bet I know who this is  Mr. Griffiths. Toms talked about you a lot. I wondered why he didnt bring you around here before. And Clyde, very much flattered, mumbled that he wished he had.

But the two visitors, after conferring with Louise in a small front bedroom to which they all retired, reappeared presently and because of strenuous invitations, which were really not needed, decided to remain. And Clyde, because of their presence, was now intensely wrought up and alert  eager to make a pleasing impression and to be received upon terms of friendship here. And these three girls, finding him attractive, were anxious to be agreeable to him, so much so that for the first time in his life they put him at his ease with the opposite sex and caused him to find his tongue.

We was just going to warn you not to eat so much, laughed Greta Miller, turning to Louise, and now, see, we are all trying to eat again. She laughed heartily. And theyll have pies and cakes and everythin at Kitties.

Oh, gee, and were supposed to dance, too, on top of all this. Well, heaven help me, is all I have to say, put in Hortense.

The peculiar sweetness of her mouth, as he saw it, as well as the way she crinkled it when she smiled, caused Clyde to be quite beside himself with admiration and pleasure. She looked quite delightful  wonderful to him. Indeed her effect on him made him swallow quickly and half choke on the coffee he had just taken. He laughed and felt irrepressibly gay.

At that moment she turned on him and said: See, what Ive done to him now.

Oh, that aint all youve done to me, exclaimed Clyde, suddenly being seized with an inspiration and a flow of thought and courage. Of a sudden, because of her effect on him, he felt bold and courageous, albeit a little foolish and added, Say, Im gettin kinda woozy with all the pretty faces I see around here.

Oh, gee, you dont want to give yourself away that quick around here, Clyde, cautioned Ratterer, genially. These high-bindersll be after you to make you take em wherever they want to go. You better not begin that way. And, sure enough, Louise Ratterer, not to be abashed by what her brother had just said, observed: You dance, dont you, Mr. Griffiths?

No, I dont, replied Clyde, suddenly brought back to reality by this inquiry and regretting most violently the handicap this was likely to prove in this group. But you bet I wish I did now, he added gallantly and almost appealingly, looking first at Hortense and then at Greta Miller and Louise. But all pretended not to notice his preference, although Hortense titillated with her triumph. She was not convinced that she was so greatly taken with him, but it was something to triumph thus easily and handsomely over these others. And the others felt it. Aint that too bad? she commented, a little indifferently and superiorly now that she realized that she was his preference. You might come along with us, you and Tom, if you did. Theres goin to be mostly dancing at Kitties.

Clyde began to feel and look crushed at once. To think that this girl, to whom of all those here he was most drawn, could dismiss him and his dreams and desires thus easily, and all because he couldnt dance. And his accursed home training was responsible for all this. He felt broken and cheated. What a boob he must seem not to be able to dance. And Louise Ratterer looked a little puzzled and indifferent, too. But Greta Miller, whom he liked less than Hortense, came to his rescue with: Oh, it aint so hard to learn. I could show you in a few minutes after dinner if you wanted to. Its only a few steps you have to know. And then you could go, anyhow, if you wanted to.

Clyde was grateful and said so  determined to learn here or elsewhere at the first opportunity. Why hadnt he gone to a dancing school before this, he asked himself. But the thing that pained him most was the seeming indifference of Hortense now that he had made it clear that he liked her. Perhaps it was that Bert Gettler, previously mentioned, with whom she had gone to the dance, who was making it impossible for him to interest her. So he was always to be a failure this way. Oh, gee!

But the moment the dinner was over and while the others were still talking, the first to put on a dance record and come over with hands extended was Hortense, who was determined not to be outdone by her rival in this way. She was not particularly interested or fascinated by Clyde, at least not to the extent of troubling about him as Greta did. But if her friend was going to attempt a conquest in this manner, was it not just as well to forestall her? And so, while Clyde misread her change of attitude to the extent of thinking that she liked him better than he had thought, she took him by the hands, thinking at the same time that he was too bashful. However, placing his right arm about her waist, his other clasped in hers at her shoulder, she directed his attention to her feet and his and began to illustrate the few primary movements of the dance. But so eager and grateful was he  almost intense and ridiculous  she did not like him very much, thought him a little unsophisticated and too young. At the same time, there was a charm about him which caused her to wish to assist him. And soon he was moving about with her quite easily  and afterwards with Greta and then Louise, but wishing always it was Hortense. And finally he was pronounced sufficiently skillful to go, if he would.

And now the thought of being near her, being able to dance with her again, drew him so greatly that, despite the fact that three youths, among them that same Bert Gettler, appeared on the scene to escort them, and although he and Ratterer had previously agreed to go to a theater together, he could not help showing how much he would prefer to follow those others  so much so that Ratterer finally agreed to abandon the theater idea. And soon they were off, Clyde grieving that he could not walk with Hortense, who was with Gettler, and hating his rival because of this; but still attempting to be civil to Louise and Greta, who bestowed sufficient attention on him to make him feel at ease. Ratterer, having noticed his extreme preference and being alone with him for a moment, said: You better not get too stuck on that Hortense Briggs. I dont think shes on the level with anybody. Shes got that fellow Gettler and others. Shell only work you an you might not get anything, either.

But Clyde, in spite of this honest and well-meant caution, was not to be dissuaded. On sight, and because of the witchery of a smile, the magic and vigor of motion and youth, he was completely infatuated and would have given or done anything for an additional smile or glance or hand pressure. And that despite the fact that he was dealing with a girl who no more knew her own mind than a moth, and who was just reaching the stage where she was finding it convenient and profitable to use boys of her own years or a little older for whatever pleasures or clothes she desired.

The party proved nothing more than one of those ebullitions of the youthful mating period. The house of Kittie Keane was little more than a cottage in a poor street under bare December trees. But to Clyde, because of the passion for a pretty face that was suddenly lit in him, it had the color and the form and gayety of romance itself. And the young girls and boys that he met there  girls and boys of the Ratterer, Hegglund, Hortense stripe  were still of the very substance and texture of that energy, ease and forwardness which he would have given his soul to possess. And curiously enough, in spite of a certain nervousness on his part, he was by reason of his new companions made an integral part of the gayeties.

And on this occasion he was destined to view a type of girl and youth in action such as previously it had not been his fortune or misfortune, as you will, to see. There was, for instance, a type of sensual dancing which Louise and Hortense and Greta indulged in with the greatest nonchalance and assurance. At the same time, many of these youths carried whisky in a hip flask, from which they not only drank themselves, but gave others to drink  boys and girls indiscriminately.

And the general hilarity for this reason being not a little added to, they fell into more intimate relations  spooning with one and another  Hortense and Louise and Greta included. Also to quarreling at times. And it appeared to be nothing out of the ordinary, as Clyde saw, for one youth or another to embrace a girl behind a door, to hold her on his lap in a chair in some secluded corner, to lie with her on a sofa, whispering intimate and unquestionably welcome things to her. And although at no time did he espy Hortense doing this  still, as he saw, she did not hesitate to sit on the laps of various boys or to whisper with rivals behind doors. And this for a time so discouraged and at the same time incensed him that he felt he could not and would not have anything more to do with her  she was too cheap, vulgar, inconsiderate.

At the same time, having partaken of the various drinks offered him  so as not to seem less worldly wise than the others  until brought to a state of courage and daring not ordinarily characteristic of him, he ventured to half plead with and at the same time half reproach her for her too lax conduct.

Youre a flirt, you are. You dont care who you jolly, do you? This as they were dancing together after one oclock to the music of a youth named Wilkens, at the none too toneful piano. She was attempting to show him a new step in a genial and yet coquettish way, and with an amused, sensuous look.

What do you mean, flirt? I dont get you.

Oh, dont you? replied Clyde, a little crossly and still attempting to conceal his real mood by a deceptive smile. Ive heard about you. You jolly em all.

Oh, do I? she replied quite irritably. Well, I havent tried to jolly you very much, have I?

Well, now, dont get mad, he half pleaded and half scolded, fearing, perhaps, that he had ventured too far and might lose her entirely now. I dont mean anything by it. You dont deny that you let a lot of these fellows make love to you. They seem to like you, anyway.

Oh, well, of course they like me, I guess. I cant help that, can I?

Well, Ill tell you one thing, he blurted boastfully and passionately. I could spend a lot more on you than they could. I got it. He had been thinking only the moment before of fifty-five dollars in bills that snuggled comfortably in his pocket.

Oh, I dont know, she retorted, not a little intrigued by this cash offer, as it were, and at the same time not a little set up in her mood by the fact that she could thus inflame nearly all youths in this way. She was really a little silly, very lightheaded, who was infatuated by her own charms and looked in every mirror, admiring her eyes, her hair, her neck, her hands, her figure, and practising a peculiarly fetching smile.

At the same time, she was not unaffected by the fact that Clyde was not a little attractive to look upon, although so very green. She liked to tease such beginners. He was a bit of a fool, as she saw him. But he was connected with the Green-Davidson, and he was well-dressed, and no doubt he had all the money he said and would spend it on her. Some of those whom she liked best did not have much money to spend.

Lots of fellows with money would like to spend it on me. She tossed her head and flicked her eyes and repeated her coyest smile.

At once Clydes countenance darkened. The witchery of her look was too much for him. The skin of his forehead crinkled and then smoothed out. His eyes burned lustfully and bitterly, his old resentment of life and deprivation showing. No doubt all she said was true. There were others who had more and would spend more. He was boasting and being ridiculous and she was laughing at him.

After a moment, he added, weakly, I guess thats right, too. But they couldnt want you more than I do.

The uncalculated honesty of it flattered her not a little. He wasnt so bad after all. They were gracefully gliding about as the music continued.

Oh, well, I dont flirt everywhere like I do here. These fellows and girls all know each other. Were always going around together. You mustnt mind what you see here.

She was lying artfully, but it was soothing to him none the less. Gee, Id give anything if youd only be nice to me, he pleaded, desperately and yet ecstatically. I never saw a girl Id rather have than you. Youre swell. Im crazy about you. Why wont you come out to dinner with me and let me take you to a show afterwards? Dont you want to do that, tomorrow night or Sunday? Those are my two nights off. I work other nights.

She hesitated at first, for even now she was not so sure that she wished to continue this contact. There was Gettler, to say nothing of several others, all jealous and attentive. Even though he spent money on her, she might not wish to bother with him. He was already too eager and he might become troublesome. At the same time, the natural coquetry of her nature would not permit her to relinquish him. He might fall into the hands of Greta or Louise. In consequence she finally arranged a meeting for the following Tuesday. But he could not come to the house, or take her home to-night  on account of her escort, Mr. Gettler. But on the following Tuesday, at six-thirty, near the Green-Davidson. And he assured her that they would dine first at Frissells, and then see The Corsair, a musical comedy at Libbys, only two blocks away.


Chapter 12

Now trivial as this contact may seem to some, it was of the utmost significance to Clyde. Up to this time he had never seen a girl with so much charm who would deign to look at him, or so he imagined. And now he had found one, and she was pretty and actually interested sufficiently to accompany him to dinner and to a show. It was true, perhaps, that she was a flirt, and not really sincere with any one, and that maybe at first he could not expect her to center her attentions on him, but who knew  who could tell?

And true to her promise on the following Tuesday she met him at the corner of 14th Street and Wyandotte, near the Green-Davidson. And so excited and flattered and enraptured was he that he could scarcely arrange his jumbled thoughts and emotions in any seemly way. But to show that he was worthy of her, he had made an almost exotic toilet  hair pomaded, a butterfly tie, new silk muffler and silk socks to emphasize his bright brown shoes, purchased especially for the occasion.

But once he had reencountered Hortense, whether all this was of any import to her he could not tell. For, after all, it was her own appearance, not his, that interested her. And what was more  a trick with her  she chose to keep him waiting until nearly seven oclock, a delay which brought about in him the deepest dejection of spirit for the time being. For supposing, after all, in the interval, she had decided that she did not care for him and did not wish to see him any more. Well, then he would have to do without her, of course. But that would prove that he was not interesting to a girl as pretty as she was, despite all the nice clothes he was now able to wear and the money he could spend. He was determined that, girl or no girl, he would not have one who was not pretty. Ratterer and Hegglund did not seem to mind whether the girl they knew was attractive or not, but with him it was a passion. The thought of being content with one not so attractive almost nauseated him.

And yet here he was now, on the street corner in the dark  the flare of many signs and lights about, hundreds of pedestrians hurrying hither and thither, the thought of pleasurable intentions and engagements written upon the faces of many  and he, he alone, might have to turn and go somewhere else  eat alone, go to a theater alone, go home alone, and then to work again in the morning. He had just about concluded that he was a failure when out of the crowd, a little distance away, emerged the face and figure of Hortense. She was smartly dressed in a black velvet jacket with a reddish-brown collar and cuffs, and a bulgy, round tam of the same material with a red leather buckle on the side. And her cheeks and lips were rouged a little. And her eyes sparkled. And as usual she gave herself all the airs of one very well content with herself.

Oh, hello, Im late, aint I? I couldnt help it. You see, I forgot I had another appointment with a fella, a friend of mine  gee, a peach of a boy, too, and it was only at six I remembered that I had the two dates. Well, I was in a mess then. So I had to do something about one of you. I was just about to call you up and make a date for another night, only I remembered you wouldnt be at your place after six. Tom never is. And Charlie always is in his place till six-thirty, anyhow, sometimes later, and hes a peach of a fella that way  never grouchy or nothing. And he was goin to take me to the theater and to dinner, too. He has charge of the cigar stand over here at the Orphia. So I called him up. Well, he didnt like it so very much. But I told him Id make it another night. Now, aintcha glad? Dontcha think Im pretty nice to you, disappointin a good-lookin fella like Charlie for you?

She had caught a glimpse of the disturbed and jealous and yet fearsome look in Clydes eyes as she talked of another. And the thought of making him jealous was a delight to her. She realized that he was very much smitten with her. So she tossed her head and smiled, falling into step with him as he moved up the street.

You bet it was nice of you to come, he forced himself to say, even though the reference to Charlie as a peach of a fella seemed to affect his throat and his heart at the same time. What chance had he to hold a girl who was so pretty and self-willed? Gee, you look swell to-night, he went on, forcing himself to talk and surprising himself a little with his ability to do so. I like the way that hat looks on you, and your coat too. He looked directly at her, his eyes lit with admiration, an eager yearning filling them. He would have liked to have kissed her  her pretty mouth  only he did not dare here, or anywhere as yet.

I dont wonder you have to turn down engagements. Youre pretty enough. Dont you want some roses to wear? They were passing a flower store at the moment and the sight of them put the thought of the gift in his mind. He had heard Hegglund say that women liked fellows who did things for them.

Oh, sure, I would like some roses, she replied, turning into the place. Or maybe some of those violets. They look pretty. They go better with this jacket, I think.

She was pleased to think that Clyde was sporty enough to think of flowers. Also that he was saying such nice things about her. At the same time she was convinced that he was a boy who had had little, if anything, to do with girls. And she preferred youths and men who were more experienced, not so easily flattered by her  not so easy to hold. Yet she could not help thinking that Clyde was a better type of boy or man than she was accustomed to  more refined. And for that reason, in spite of his gaucheness (in her eyes) she was inclined to tolerate him  to see how he would do.

Well, these are pretty nifty, she exclaimed, picking up a rather large bouquet of violets and pinning them on. I think Ill wear these. And while Clyde paid for them, she posed before the mirror, adjusting them to her taste. At last, being satisfied as to their effect, she turned and exclaimed, Well, Im ready, and took him by the arm.

Clyde, being not a little overawed by her spirit and mannerisms, was at a loss what else to say for the moment, but he need not have worried  her chief interest in life was herself.

Gee, I tell you I had a swift week of it last week. Out every night until three. An Sunday until nearly morning. My, that was some rough party I was to last night, all right. Ever been down to Burketts at Giffords Ferry? Oh, a nifty place, all right, right over the Big Blue at 39th. Dancing in summer and you can skate outside when its frozen in winter or dance on the ice. An the niftiest little orchestra.

Clyde watched the play of her mouth and the brightness of her eyes and the swiftness of her gestures without thinking so much of what she said  very little.

Wallace Trone was along with us  gee, hes a scream of a kid  and afterwards when we was sittin down to eat ice cream, he went out in the kitchen and blacked up an put on a waiters apron and coat and then comes back and serves us. Thats one funny boy. An he did all sorts of funny stuff with the dishes and spoons. Clyde sighed because he was by no means as gifted as the gifted Trone.

An then, Monday morning, when we all got back it was nearly four, and I had to get up again at seven. I was all in. I coulda chucked my job, and I woulda, only for the nice people down at the store and Mr. Beck. Hes the head of my department, you know, and say, how I do plague that poor man. I sure am hard on that store. One day I comes in late after lunch; one of the other girls punched the clock for me with my key, see, and he was out in the hall and he saw her, and he says to me afterwards, about two in the afternoon, Say look here, Miss Briggs (he always calls me Miss Briggs, cause I wont let him call me nothing else. Hed try to get fresh if I did), that loanin that key stuff dont go. Cut that stuff out now. This aint no Follies. I had to laugh. He does get so sore at times at all of us. But I put him in his place just the same. Hes kinda soft on me, you know  he wouldnt fire me for worlds, not him. So I says to him, See here, Mr. Beck, you cant talk to me in any such style as that. Im not in the habit of comin late often. An wots more, this aint the only place I can work in K.C. If I cant be late once in a while without hearin about it, you can just send up for my time, thats all, see. I wasnt goin to let him get away with that stuff. And just as I thought, he weakened. All he says was, Well, just the same, Im warnin you. Next time maybe Mr. Tierneyll see you an then youll get a chance to try some other store, all right. He knew he was bluffing and that I did, too. I had to laugh. An I saw him laughin with Mr. Scott about two minutes later. But, gee, I certainly do pull some raw stuff around there at times.

By then she and Clyde, with scarcely a word on his part, and much to his ease and relief, had reached Frissells. And for the first time in his life he had the satisfaction of escorting a girl to a table in such a place. Now he really was beginning to have a few experiences worthy of the name. He was quite on edge with the romance of it. Because of her very high estimate of herself, her very emphatic picture of herself as one who was intimate with so many youths and girls who were having a good time, he felt that up to this hour he had not lived at all. Swiftly he thought of the different things she had told him  Burketts on the Big Blue, skating and dancing on the ice  Charlie Trone  the young tobacco clerk with whom she had had the engagement for to-night  Mr. Beck at the store who was so struck on her that he couldnt bring himself to fire her. And as he saw her order whatever she liked, without any thought of his purse, he contemplated quickly her face, figure, the shape of her hands, so suggestive always of the delicacy or roundness of the arm, the swell of her bust, already very pronounced, the curve of her eyebrows, the rounded appeal of her smooth cheeks and chin. There was something also about the tone of her voice, unctuous, smooth, which somehow appealed to and disturbed him. To him it was delicious. Gee, if he could only have such a girl all for himself!

And in here, as without, she clattered on about herself, not at all impressed, apparently, by the fact that she was dining here, a place that to him had seemed quite remarkable. When she was not looking at herself in a mirror, she was studying the bill of fare and deciding what she liked  lamb with mint jelly  no omelette, no beef  oh, yes, filet of mignon with mushrooms. She finally compromised on that with celery and cauliflower. And she would like a cocktail. Oh, yes, Clyde had heard Hegglund say that no meal was worth anything without a few drinks, so now he had mildly suggested a cocktail. And having secured that and a second, she seemed warmer and gayer and more gossipy than ever.

But all the while, as Clyde noticed, her attitude in so far as he was concerned was rather distant  impersonal. If for so much as a moment, he ventured to veer the conversation ever so slightly to themselves, his deep personal interest in her, whether she was really very deeply concerned about any other youth, she threw him off by announcing that she liked all the boys, really. They were all so lovely  so nice to her. They had to be. When they werent, she didnt have anything more to do with them. She tied a can to them, as she once expressed it. Her quick eyes clicked and she tossed her head defiantly.

And Clyde was captivated by all this. Her gestures, her poses, moues and attitudes were sensuous and suggestive. She seemed to like to tease, promise, lay herself open to certain charges and conclusions and then to withhold and pretend that there was nothing to all of this  that she was very unconscious of anything save the most reserved thoughts in regard to herself. In the main, Clyde was thrilled and nourished by this mere proximity to her. It was torture, and yet a sweet kind of torture. He was full of the most tantalizing thoughts about how wonderful it would be if only he were permitted to hold her close, kiss her mouth, bite her, even. To cover her mouth with his! To smother her with kisses! To crush and pet her pretty figure! She would look at him at moments with deliberate, swimming eyes, and he actually felt a little sick and weak  almost nauseated. His one dream was that by some process, either of charm or money, he could make himself interesting to her.

And yet after going with her to the theater and taking her home again, he could not see that he had made any noticeable progress. For throughout the performance of The Corsair at Libbys, Hortense, who, because of her uncertain interest in him was really interested in the play, talked of nothing but similar shows she had seen, as well as of actors and actresses and what she thought of them, and what particular youth had taken her. And Clyde, instead of leading her in wit and defiance and matching her experiences with his own, was compelled to content himself with approving of her.

And all the time she was thinking that she had made another real conquest. And because she was no longer virtuous, and she was convinced that he had some little money to spend, and could be made to spend it on her, she conceived the notion of being sufficiently agreeable  nothing more  to hold him, keep him attentive, if possible, while at the same time she went her own way, enjoying herself as much as possible with others and getting Clyde to buy and do such things for her as might fill gaps  when she was not sufficiently or amusingly enough engaged elsewhere.


Chapter 13

For a period of four months at least this was exactly the way it worked out. After meeting her in this fashion, he was devoting not an inconsiderable portion of his free time to attempting to interest her to the point where she would take as much interest in him as she appeared to take in others. At the same time he could not tell whether she could be made to entertain a singular affection for any one. Nor could he believe that there was only an innocent camaraderie involved in all this. Yet she was so enticing that he was deliriously moved by the thought that if his worst suspicions were true, she might ultimately favor him. So captivated was he by this savor of sensuality and varietism that was about her, the stigmata of desire manifest in her gestures, moods, voice, the way she dressed, that he could not think of relinquishing her.

Rather, he foolishly ran after her. And seeing this, she put him off, at times evaded him, compelled him to content himself with little more than the crumbs of her company, while at the same time favoring him with descriptions or pictures of other activities and contacts which made him feel as though he could no longer endure to merely trail her in this fashion. It was then he would announce to himself in anger that he was not going to see her any more. She was no good to him, really. But on seeing her again, a cold indifference in everything she said and did, his courage failed him and he could not think of severing the tie.

She was not at all backward at the same time in speaking of things that she needed or would like to have  little things, at first  a new powder puff, a lip stick, a box of powder or a bottle of perfume. Later, and without having yielded anything more to Clyde than a few elusive and evasive endearments  intimate and languorous reclinings in his arms which promised much but always came to nothing  she made so bold as to indicate to him at different times and in different ways, purses, blouses, slippers, stockings, a hat, which she would like to buy if only she had the money. And he, in order to hold her favor and properly ingratiate himself, proceeded to buy them, though at times and because of some other developments in connection with his family, it pressed him hard to do so. And yet, as he was beginning to see toward the end of the fourth month, he was apparently little farther advanced in her favor than he had been in the beginning. In short, he was conducting a feverish and almost painful pursuit without any definite promise of reward.

In the meantime, in so far as his home ties went, the irritations and the depressions which were almost inextricably involved with membership in the Griffiths family were not different from what they had ever been. For, following the disappearance of Esta, there had settled a period of dejection which still endured. Only, in so far as Clyde was concerned, it was complicated with a mystery which was tantalizing and something more  irritating; for when it came to anything which related to sex in the Griffiths family, no parents could possibly have been more squeamish.

And especially did this apply to the mystery which had now surrounded Esta for some time. She had gone. She had not returned. And so far as Clyde and the others knew, no word of any kind had been received from her. However, Clyde had noted that after the first few weeks of her absence, during which time both his mother and father had been most intensely wrought up and troubled, worrying greatly as to her whereabouts and why she did not write, suddenly they had ceased their worries, and had become very much more resigned  at least not so tortured by a situation that previously had seemed to offer no hope whatsoever. He could not explain it. It was quite noticeable, and yet nothing was said. And then one day a little later, Clyde had occasion to note that his mother was in communication with some one by mail  something rare for her. For so few were her social or business connections that she rarely received or wrote a letter.

One day, however, very shortly after he had connected himself with the Green-Davidson, he had come in rather earlier than usual in the afternoon and found his mother bending over a letter which evidently had just arrived and which appeared to interest her greatly. Also it seemed to be connected with something which required concealment. For, on seeing him, she stopped reading at once, and, flustered and apparently nervous, arose and put the letter away without commenting in any way upon what she had been doing. But Clyde for some reason, intuition perhaps, had the thought that it might be from Esta. He was not sure. And he was too far away to detect the character of the handwriting. But whatever it was, his mother said nothing afterwards concerning it. She looked as though she did not want him to inquire, and so reserved were their relations that he would not have thought of inquiring. He merely wondered, and then dismissed it partially, but not entirely, from his mind.

A month or five weeks after this, and just about the time that he was becoming comparatively well-schooled in his work at the Green-Davidson, and was beginning to interest himself in Hortense Briggs, his mother came to him one afternoon with a very peculiar proposition for her. Without explaining what it was for, or indicating directly that now she felt that he might be in a better position to help her, she called him into the mission hall when he came in from work and, looking at him rather fixedly and nervously for her, said: You wouldnt know, Clyde, would you, how I could raise a hundred dollars right away?

Clyde was so astonished that he could scarcely believe his ears, for only a few weeks before the mere mention of any sum above four or five dollars in connection with him would have been preposterous. His mother knew that. Yet here she was asking him and apparently assuming that he might be able to assist her in this way. And rightly, for both his clothes and his general air had indicated a period of better days for him.

At the same time his first thought was, of course, that she had observed his clothes and goings-on and was convinced that he was deceiving her about the amount he earned. And in part this was true, only so changed was Clydes manner of late, that his mother had been compelled to take a very different attitude toward him and was beginning to be not a little dubious as to her further control over him. Recently, or since he had secured this latest place, for some reason he had seemed to her to have grown wiser, more assured, less dubious of himself, inclined to go his own way and keep his own counsel. And while this had troubled her not a little in one sense, it rather pleased her in another. For to see Clyde, who had always seemed because of his sensitiveness and unrest so much of a problem to her, developing in this very interesting way was something; though at times, and in view of his very recent finery, she had been wondering and troubled as to the nature of the company he might be keeping. But since his hours were so long and so absorbing, and whatever money he made appeared to be going into clothes, she felt that she had no real reason to complain. Her one other thought was that perhaps he was beginning to act a little selfish  to think too much of his own comfort  and yet in the face of his long deprivations she could not very well begrudge him any temporary pleasure, either.

Clyde, not being sure of her real attitude, merely looked at her and exclaimed: Why, where would I get a hundred dollars, Ma? He had visions of his new-found source of wealth being dissipated by such unheard of and inexplicable demands as this, and distress and distrust at once showed on his countenance.

I didnt expect that you could get it all for me, Mrs. Griffiths suggested tactfully. I have a plan to raise the most of it, I think. But I did want you to help me try to think how I would raise the rest. I didnt want to go to your father with this if I could help it, and youre getting old enough now to be of some help. She looked at Clyde approvingly and interestedly enough. Your father is such a poor hand at business, she went on, and he gets so worried at times.

She passed a large and weary hand over her face and Clyde was moved by her predicament, whatever it was. At the same time, apart from whether he was willing to part with so much or not, or had it to give, he was decidedly curious about what all this was for. A hundred dollars! Gee whiz!

After a moment or two, his mother added: Ill tell you what Ive been thinking. I must have a hundred dollars, but I cant tell you for what now, you nor any one, and you mustnt ask me. Theres an old gold watch of your fathers in my desk and a solid gold ring and pin of mine. Those things ought to be worth twenty-five dollars at least, if they were sold or pawned. Then there is that set of solid silver knives and forks and that silver platter and pitcher in there  Clyde knew the keepsakes well that platter alone is worth twenty-five dollars. I believe they ought to bring at least twenty or twenty-five together. I was thinking if I could get you to go to some good pawnshop with them down near where you work, and then if you would let me have five more a week for a while (Clydes countenance fell) I could get a friend of mine  Mr. Murch who comes here, you know  to advance me enough to make up the hundred, and then I could pay him back out of what you pay me. I have about ten dollars myself.

She looked at Clyde as much as to say: Now, surely, you wont desert me in my hour of trouble, and Clyde relaxed, in spite of the fact that he had been counting upon using quite all that he earned for himself. In fact, he agreed to take the trinkets to the pawnshop, and to advance her five more for the time being until the difference between whatever the trinkets brought and one hundred dollars was made up. And yet in spite of himself, he could not help resenting this extra strain, for it had only been a very short time that he had been earning so much. And here was his mother demanding more and more, as he saw it  ten dollars a week now. Always something wrong, thought Clyde, always something needed, and with no assurance that there would not be more such demands later.

He took the trinkets, carried them to the most presentable pawnshop he could find, and being offered forty-five dollars for the lot, took it. This, with his mothers ten, would make fifty-five, and with forty-five she could borrow from Mr. Murch, would make a hundred. Only now, as he saw, it would mean that for nine weeks he would have to give her ten dollars instead of five. And that, in view of his present aspirations to dress, live and enjoy himself in a way entirely different from what he previously considered necessary, was by no means a pleasure to contemplate. Nevertheless he decided to do it. After all he owed his mother something. She had made many sacrifices for him and the others in days past and he could not afford to be too selfish. It was not decent.

But the most enduring thought that now came to him was that if his mother and father were going to look to him for financial aid, they should be willing to show him more consideration than had previously been shown him. For one thing he ought to be allowed to come and go with more freedom, in so far as his night hours were concerned. And at the same time he was clothing himself and eating his meals at the hotel, and that was no small item, as he saw it.

However, there was another problem that had soon arisen and it was this. Not so long after the matter of the hundred dollars, he encountered his mother in Montrose Street, one of the poorest streets which ran north from Bickel, and which consisted entirely of two unbroken lines of wooden houses and two-story flats and many unfurnished apartments. Even the Griffiths, poor as they were, would have felt themselves demeaned by the thought of having to dwell in such a street. His mother was coming down the front steps of one of the less tatterdemalion houses of this row, a lower front window of which carried a very conspicuous card which read Furnished Rooms. And then, without turning or seeing Clyde across the street, she proceeded to another house a few doors away, which also carried a furnished rooms card and, after surveying the exterior interestedly, mounted the steps and rang the bell.

Clydes first impression was that she was seeking the whereabouts of some individual in whom she was interested and of whose address she was not certain. But crossing over to her at about the moment the proprietress of the house put her head out of the door, he heard his mother say: You have a room for rent? Yes. Has it a bath? No, but theres a bath on the second floor. How much is it a week? Four dollars. Could I see it? Yes, just step in.

Mrs. Griffiths appeared to hesitate while Clyde stood below, not twenty-five feet away, and looked up at her, waiting for her to turn and recognize him. But she stepped in without turning. And Clyde gazed after her curiously, for while it was by no means inconceivable that his mother might be looking for a room for some one, yet why should she be looking for it in this street when as a rule she usually dealt with the Salvation Army or the Young Womens Christian Association. His first impulse was to wait and inquire of her what she was doing here, but being interested in several errands of his own, he went on.

That night, returning to his own home to dress and seeing his mother in the kitchen, he said to her: I saw you this morning, Ma, in Montrose Street.

Yes, his mother replied, after a moment, but not before he had noticed that she had started suddenly as though taken aback by this information. She was paring potatoes and looked at him curiously. Well, what of it? she added, calmly, but flushing just the same  a thing decidedly unusual in connection with her where he was concerned. Indeed, that start of surprise interested and arrested Clyde.

You were going into a house there  looking for a furnished room, I guess.

Yes, I was, replied Mrs. Griffiths, simply enough now. I need a room for some one who is sick and hasnt much money, but its not so easy to find either. She turned away as though she were not disposed to discuss this any more, and Clyde, while sensing her mood, apparently, could not resist adding: Gee, thats not much of a street to have a room in. His new work at the Green-Davidson had already caused him to think differently of how one should live  any one. She did not answer him and he went to his room to change his clothes.

A month or so after this, coming east on Missouri Avenue late one evening, he again saw his mother in the near distance coming west. In the light of one of the small stores which ranged in a row on this street, he saw that she was carrying a rather heavy old-fashioned bag, which had long been about the house but had never been much used by any one. On sight of him approaching (as he afterwards decided) she had stopped suddenly and turned into a hallway of a three-story brick apartment building, and when he came up to it, he found the outside door was shut. He opened it, and saw a flight of steps dimly lit, up which she might have gone. However, he did not trouble to investigate, for he was uncertain, once he reached this place, whether she had gone to call on some one or not, it had all happened so quickly. But waiting at the next corner, he finally saw her come out again. And then to his increasing curiosity, she appeared to look cautiously about before proceeding as before. It was this that caused him to think that she must have been endeavoring to conceal herself from him. But why?

His first impulse was to turn and follow her, so interested was he by her strange movements. But he decided later that if she did not want him to know what she was doing, perhaps it was best that he should not. At the same time he was made intensely curious by this evasive gesture. Why should his mother not wish him to see her carrying a bag anywhere? Evasion and concealment formed no part of her real disposition (so different from his own). Almost instantly his mind proceeded to join this coincidence with the time he had seen her descending the steps of the rooming house in Montrose Street, together with the business of the letter he had found her reading, and the money she had been compelled to raise  the hundred dollars. Where could she be going? What was she hiding?

He speculated on all this, but he could not decide whether it had any definite connection with him or any member of the family until about a week later, when, passing along Eleventh near Baltimore, he thought he saw Esta, or at least a girl so much like her that she would be taken for her anywhere. She had the same height, and she was moving along as Esta used to walk. Only, now he thought as he saw her, she looked older. Yet, so quickly had she come and gone in the mass of people that he had not been able to make sure. It was only a glance, but on the strength of it, he had turned and sought to catch up with her, but upon reaching the spot she was gone. So convinced was he, however, that he had seen her that he went straight home, and, encountering his mother in the mission, announced that he was positive he had seen Esta. She must be back in Kansas City again. He could have sworn to it. He had seen her near Eleventh and Baltimore, or thought he had. Had his mother heard anything from her?

And then curiously enough he observed that his mothers manner was not exactly what he thought it should have been under the circumstances. His own attitude had been one of commingled astonishment, pleasure, curiosity and sympathy because of the sudden disappearance and now sudden reappearance of Esta. Could it be that his mother had used that hundred dollars to bring her back? The thought had come to him  why or from where, he could not say. He wondered. But if so, why had she not returned to her home, at least to notify the family of her presence here?

He expected his mother would be as astonished and puzzled as he was  quick and curious for details. Instead, she appeared to him to be obviously confused and taken aback by this information, as though she was hearing about something that she already knew and was puzzled as to just what her attitude should be.

Oh, did you? Where? Just now, you say? At Eleventh and Baltimore? Well, isnt that strange? I must speak to Asa about this. Its strange that she wouldnt come here if she is back. Her eyes, as he saw, instead of looking astonished, looked puzzled, disturbed. Her mouth, always the case when she was a little embarrassed and disconcerted, worked oddly  not only the lips but the jaw itself.

Well, well, she added, after a pause. That is strange. Perhaps it was just some one who looked like her.

But Clyde, watching her out of the corner of his eye, could not believe that she was as astonished as she pretended. And, thereafter, Asa coming in, and Clyde not having as yet departed for the hotel, he heard them discussing the matter in some strangely inattentive and unillumined way, as if it was not quite as startling as it had seemed to him. And for some time he was not called in to explain what he had seen.

And then, as if purposely to solve this mystery for him, he encountered his mother one day passing along Spruce Street, this time carrying a small basket on her arm. She had, as he had noticed of late, taken to going out regularly mornings and afternoons or evenings. On this occasion, and long before she had had an opportunity to see him, he had discerned her peculiarly heavy figure draped in the old brown coat which she always wore, and had turned into Myrkel Street and waited for her to pass, a convenient news stand offering him shelter. Once she had passed, he dropped behind her, allowing her to precede him by half a block. And at Dalrymple, she crossed to Beaudry, which was really a continuation of Spruce, but not so ugly. The houses were quite old  quondam residences of an earlier day, but now turned into boarding and rooming houses. Into one of these he saw her enter and disappear, but before doing so she looked inquiringly about her.

After she had entered, Clyde approached the house and studied it with great interest. What was his mother doing in there? Who was it she was going to see? He could scarcely have explained his intense curiosity to himself, and yet, since having thought that he had seen Esta on the street, he had an unconvinced feeling that it might have something to do with her. There were the letters, the one hundred dollars, the furnished room in Montrose Street.

Diagonally across the way from the house in Beaudry Street there was a large-trunked tree, leafless now in the winter wind, and near it a telegraph pole, close enough to make a joint shadow with it. And behind these he was able to stand unseen, and from this vantage point to observe the several windows, side and front and ground and second floor. Through one of the front windows above, he saw his mother moving about as though she were quite at home there. And a moment later, to his astonishment he saw Esta come to one of their two windows and put a package down on the sill. She appeared to have on only a light dressing gown or a wrap drawn about her shoulders. He was not mistaken this time. He actually started as he realized that it was she, also that his mother was in there with her. And yet what had she done that she must come back and hide away in this manner? Had her husband, the man she had run away with, deserted her?

He was so intensely curious that he decided to wait a while outside here to see if his mother might not come out, and then he himself would call on Esta. He wanted so much to see her again  to know what this mystery was all about. He waited, thinking how he had always liked Esta and how strange it was that she should be here, hiding away in this mysterious way.

After an hour, his mother came out, her basket apparently empty, for she held it lightly in her hand. And just as before, she looked cautiously about her, her face wearing that same stolid and yet care-stamped expression which it always wore these days  a cross between an uplifting faith and a troublesome doubt.

Clyde watched her as she proceeded to walk south on Beaudry Street toward the Mission. After she was well out of sight, he turned and entered the house. Inside, as he had surmised, he found a collection of furnished rooms, name plates some of which bore the names of the roomers pasted upon them. Since he knew that the southeast front room upstairs contained Esta, he proceeded there and knocked. And true enough, a light footstep responded within, and presently, after some little delay which seemed to suggest some quick preparation within, the door opened slightly and Esta peeped out  quizzically at first, then with a little cry of astonishment and some confusion. For, as inquiry and caution disappeared, she realized that she was looking at Clyde. At once she opened the door wide.

Why, Clyde, she called. How did you come to find me? I was just thinking of you.

Clyde at once put his arms around her and kissed her. At the same time he realized, and with a slight sense of shock and dissatisfaction, that she was considerably changed. She was thinner  paler  her eyes almost sunken, and not any better dressed than when he had seen her last. She appeared nervous and depressed. One of the first thoughts that came to him now was where her husband was. Why wasnt he here? What had become of him? As he looked about and at her, he noticed that Estas look was one of confusion and uncertainty, not unmixed with a little satisfaction at seeing him. Her mouth was partly open because of a desire to smile and to welcome him, but her eyes showed that she was contending with a problem.

I didnt expect you here, she added, quickly, the moment he released her. You didnt see Then she paused, catching herself at the brink of some information which evidently she didnt wish to impart.

Yes, I did, too  I saw Ma, he replied. Thats how I came to know you were here. I saw her coming out just now and I saw you up here through the window. (He did not care to confess that he had been following and watching his mother for an hour.) But when did you get back? he went on. Its a wonder you wouldnt let the rest of us know something about you. Gee, youre a dandy, you are  going away and staying months and never letting any one of us know anything. You might have written me a little something, anyhow. We always got along pretty well, didnt we?

His glance was quizzical, curious, imperative. She, for her part, felt recessive and thence evasive  uncertain, quite, what to think or say or tell.

She uttered: I couldnt think who it might be. No one comes here. But, my, how nice you look, Clyde. Youve got such nice clothes, now. And youre getting taller. Mamma was telling me you are working at the Green-Davidson.

She looked at him admiringly and he was properly impressed by her notice of him. At the same time he could not get his mind off her condition. He could not cease looking at her face, her eyes, her thin-fat body. And as he looked at her waist and her gaunt face, he came to a very keen realization that all was not well with her. She was going to have a child. And hence the thought recurred to him  where was her husband  or at any rate, the man she had eloped with. Her original note, according to her mother, had said that she was going to get married. Yet now he sensed quite clearly that she was not married. She was deserted, left in this miserable room here alone. He saw it, felt it, understood it.

And he thought at once that this was typical of all that seemed to occur in his family. Here he was just getting a start, trying to be somebody and get along in the world and have a good time. And here was Esta, after her first venture in the direction of doing something for herself, coming to such a finish as this. It made him a little sick and resentful.

How long have you been back, Esta? he repeated dubiously, scarcely knowing just what to say now, for now that he was here and she was as she was he began to scent expense, trouble, distress and to wish almost that he had not been so curious. Why need he have been? It could only mean that he must help.

Oh, not so very long, Clyde. About a month, now, I guess. Not more than that.

I thought so. I saw you up on Eleventh near Baltimore about a month ago, didnt I? Sure I did, he added a little less joyously  a change that Esta noted. At the same time she nodded her head affirmatively. I knew I did. I told Ma so at the time, but she didnt seem to think so. She wasnt as surprised as I thought she would be, though. I know why, now. She acted as though she didnt want me to tell her about it either. But I knew I wasnt wrong. He stared at Esta oddly, quite proud of his prescience in this case. He paused though, not knowing quite what else to say and wondering whether what he had just said was of any sense or import. It didnt seem to suggest any real aid for her.

And she, not quite knowing how to pass over the nature of her condition, or to confess it, either, was puzzled what to say. Something had to be done. For Clyde could see for himself that her predicament was dreadful. She could scarcely bear the look of his inquiring eyes. And more to extricate herself than her mother, she finally observed, Poor Mamma. You mustnt think it strange of her, Clyde. She doesnt know what to do, you see, really. Its all my fault, of course. If I hadnt run away, I wouldnt have caused her all this trouble. She has so little to do with and shes always had such a hard time. She turned her back to him suddenly, and her shoulders began to tremble and her sides to heave. She put her hands to her face and bent her head low  and then he knew that she was silently crying.

Oh, come now, sis, exclaimed Clyde, drawing near to her instantly and feeling intensely sorry for her at the moment. Whats the matter? What do you want to cry for? Didnt that man that you went away with marry you?

She shook her head negatively and sobbed the more. And in that instant there came to Clyde the real psychological as well as sociological and biological import of his sisters condition. She was in trouble, pregnant  and with no money and no husband. That was why his mother had been looking for a room. That was why she had tried to borrow a hundred dollars from him. She was ashamed of Esta and her condition. She was ashamed of not only what people outside the family would think, but of what he and Julia and Frank might think  the effect of Estas condition upon them perhaps  because it was not right, unmoral, as people saw it. And for that reason she had been trying to conceal it, telling stories about it  a most amazing and difficult thing for her, no doubt. And yet, because of poor luck, she hadnt succeeded very well.

And now he was again confused and puzzled, not only by his sisters condition and what it meant to him and the other members of the family here in Kansas City, but also by his mothers disturbed and somewhat unmoral attitude in regard to deception in this instance. She had evaded if not actually deceived him in regard to all this, for she knew Esta was here all the time. At the same time he was not inclined to be too unsympathetic in that respect toward her  far from it. For such deception in such an instance had to be, no doubt, even where people were as religious and truthful as his mother, or so he thought. You couldnt just let people know. He certainly wouldnt want to let people know about Esta, if he could help it. What would they think? What would they say about her and him? Wasnt the general state of his family low enough, as it was? And so, now he stood, staring and puzzled the while Esta cried. And she realizing that he was puzzled and ashamed, because of her, cried the more.

Gee, that is tough, said Clyde, troubled, and yet fairly sympathetic after a time. You wouldnt have run away with him unless you cared for him though  would you? (He was thinking of himself and Hortense Briggs.) Im sorry for you, Ess. Sure, I am, but it wont do you any good to cry about it now, will it? Theres lots of other fellows in the world beside him. Youll come out of it all right.

Oh, I know, sobbed Esta, but Ive been so foolish. And Ive had such a hard time. And now Ive brought all this trouble on Mamma and all of you. She choked and hushed a moment. He went off and left me in a hotel in Pittsburgh without any money, she added. And if it hadnt been for Mamma, I dont know what I would have done. She sent me a hundred dollars when I wrote her. I worked for a while in a restaurant  as long as I could. I didnt want to write home and say that he had left me. I was ashamed to. But I didnt know what else to do there toward the last, when I began feeling so bad.

She began to cry again; and Clyde, realizing all that his mother had done and sought to do to assist her, felt almost as sorry now for his mother as he did for Esta  more so, for Esta had her mother to look after her and his mother had almost no one to help her.

I cant work yet, because I wont be able to for a while, she went on. And Mamma doesnt want me to come home now because she doesnt want Julia or Frank or you to know. And thats right, too, I know. Of course it is. And she hasnt got anything and I havent. And I get so lonely here, sometimes. Her eyes filled and she began to choke again. And Ive been so foolish.

And Clyde felt for the moment as though he could cry too. For life was so strange, so hard at times. See how it had treated him all these years. He had had nothing until recently and always wanted to run away. But Esta had done so, and see what had befallen her. And somehow he recalled her between the tall walls of the big buildings here in the business district, sitting at his fathers little street organ and singing and looking so innocent and good. Gee, life was tough. What a rough world it was anyhow. How queer things went!

He looked at her and the room, and finally, telling her that she wouldnt be left alone, and that he would come again, only she mustnt tell his mother he had been there, and that if she needed anything she could call on him although he wasnt making so very much, either  and then went out. And then, walking toward the hotel to go to work, he kept dwelling on the thought of how miserable it all was  how sorry he was that he had followed his mother, for then he might not have known. But even so, it would have come out. His mother could not have concealed it from him indefinitely. She would have asked for more money eventually maybe. But what a dog that man was to go off and leave his sister in a big strange city without a dime. He puzzled, thinking now of the girl who had been deserted in the Green-Davidson some months before with a room and board bill unpaid. And how comic it had seemed to him and the other boys at the time  highly colored with a sensual interest in it.

But this, well, this was his own sister. A man had thought so little of his sister as that. And yet, try as he would, he could no longer think that it was as terrible as when he heard her crying in the room. Here was this brisk, bright city about him running with people and effort, and this gay hotel in which he worked. That was not so bad. Besides there was his own love affair, Hortense, and pleasures. There must be some way out for Esta. She would get well again and be all right. But to think of his being part of a family that was always so poor and so little thought of that things like this could happen to it  one thing and another  like street preaching, not being able to pay the rent at times, his father selling rugs and clocks for a living on the streets  Esta running away and coming to an end like this. Gee!


Chapter 14

The result of all this on Clyde was to cause him to think more specifically on the problem of the sexes than he ever had before, and by no means in any orthodox way. For while he condemned his sisters lover for thus ruthlessly deserting her, still he was not willing to hold her entirely blameless by any means. She had gone off with him. As he now learned from her, he had been in the city for a week the year before she ran away with him, and it was then that he had introduced himself to her. The following year when he returned for two weeks, it was she who looked him up, or so Clyde suspected, at any rate. And in view of his own interest in and mood regarding Hortense Briggs, it was not for him to say that there was anything wrong with the sex relation in itself.

Rather, as he saw it now, the difficulty lay, not in the deed itself, but in the consequences which followed upon not thinking or not knowing. For had Esta known more of the man in whom she was interested, more of what such a relationship with him meant, she would not be in her present pathetic plight. Certainly such girls as Hortense Briggs, Greta and Louise, would never have allowed themselves to be put in any such position as Esta. Or would they? They were too shrewd. And by contrast with them in his mind, at least at this time, she suffered. She ought, as he saw it, to have been able to manage better. And so, by degrees, his attitude toward her hardened in some measure, though his feeling was not one of indifference either.

But the one influence that was affecting and troubling and changing him now was his infatuation for Hortense Briggs  than which no more agitating influence could have come to a youth of his years and temperament. She seemed, after his few contacts with her, to be really the perfect realization of all that he had previously wished for in a girl. She was so bright, vain, engaging, and so truly pretty. Her eyes, as they seemed to him, had a kind of dancing fire in them. She had a most entrancing way of pursing and parting her lips and at the same time looking straightly and indifferently before her, as though she were not thinking of him, which to him was both flame and fever. It caused him, actually, to feel weak and dizzy, at times, cruelly seared in his veins with minute and wriggling threads of fire, and this could only be described as conscious lust, a torturesome and yet unescapable thing which yet in her case he was unable to prosecute beyond embracing and kissing, a form of reserve and respect in regard to her which she really resented in the very youths in whom she sought to inspire it. The type of boy for whom she really cared and was always seeking was one who could sweep away all such psuedo-ingenuousness and superiorities in her and force her, even against herself, to yield to him.

In fact she was constantly wavering between actual like and dislike of him. And in consequence, he was in constant doubt as to where he stood, a state which was very much relished by her and yet which was never permitted to become so fixed in his mind as to cause him to give her up entirely. After some party or dinner or theater to which she had permitted him to take her, and throughout which he had been particularly tactful  not too assertive  she could be as yielding and enticing in her mood as the most ambitious lover would have liked. And this might last until the evening was nearly over, when suddenly, and at her own door or the room or house of some girl with whom she was spending the night, she would turn, and without rhyme or reason, endeavor to dismiss him with a mere handclasp or a thinly flavored embrace or kiss. At such times, if Clyde was foolish enough to endeavor to force her to yield the favors he craved, she would turn on him with the fury of a spiteful cat, would tear herself away, developing for the moment, seemingly, an intense mood of opposition which she could scarcely have explained to herself. Its chief mental content appeared to be one of opposition to being compelled by him to do anything. And, because of his infatuation and his weak overtures due to his inordinate fear of losing her, he would be forced to depart, usually in a dark and despondent mood.

But so keen was her attraction for him that he could not long remain away, but must be going about to where most likely he would encounter her. Indeed, for the most part these days, and in spite of the peculiar climax which had eventuated in connection with Esta, he lived in a keen, sweet and sensual dream in regard to her. If only she would really come to care for him. At night, in his bed at home, he would lie and think of her  her face  the expressions of her mouth and eyes, the lines of her figure, the motions of her body in walking or dancing  and she would flicker before him as upon a screen. In his dreams, he found her deliciously near him, pressing against him  her delightful body all his  and then in the moment of crisis, when seemingly she was about to yield herself to him completely, he would awake to find her vanished  an illusion only.

Yet there were several things in connection with her which seemed to bode success for him. In the first place, like himself, she was part of a poor family  the daughter of a machinist and his wife, who up to this very time had achieved little more than a bare living. From her childhood she had had nothing, only such gew-gaws and fripperies as she could secure for herself by her wits. And so low had been her social state until very recently that she had not been able to come in contact with anything better than butcher and baker boys  the rather commonplace urchins and small job aspirants of her vicinity. Yet even here she had early realized that she could and should capitalize her looks and charm  and had. Not a few of these had even gone so far as to steal in order to get money to entertain her.

After reaching the age where she was old enough to go to work, and thus coming in contact with the type of boy and man in whom she was now interested, she was beginning to see that without yielding herself too much, but in acting discreetly, she could win a more interesting equipment than she had before. Only, so truly sensual and pleasure-loving was she that she was by no means always willing to divorce her self-advantages from her pleasures. On the contrary, she was often troubled by a desire to like those whom she sought to use, and per contra, not to obligate herself to those whom she could not like.

In Clydes case, liking him but a little, she still could not resist the desire to use him. She liked his willingness to buy her any little thing in which she appeared interested  a bag, a scarf, a purse, a pair of gloves  anything that she could reasonably ask or take without obligating herself too much. And yet from the first, in her smart, tricky way, she realized that unless she could bring herself to yield to him  at some time or other offer him the definite reward which she knew he craved  she could not hold him indefinitely.

One thought that stirred her more than anything else was that the way Clyde appeared to be willing to spend his money on her she might easily get some quite expensive things from him  a pretty and rather expensive dress, perhaps, or a hat, or even a fur coat such as was then being shown and worn in the city, to say nothing of gold earrings, or a wrist watch, all of which she was constantly and enviously eyeing in the different shop windows.

One day not so long after Clydes discovery of his sister Esta, Hortense, walking along Baltimore Street near its junction with Fifteenth  the smartest portion of the shopping section of the city  at the noon hour  with Doris Trine, another shop girl in her department store, saw in the window of one of the smaller and less exclusive fur stores of the city, a fur jacket of beaver that to her, viewed from the eye-point of her own particular build, coloring and temperament, was exactly what she needed to strengthen mightily her very limited personal wardrobe. It was not such an expensive coat, worth possibly a hundred dollars  but fashioned in such an individual way as to cause her to imagine that, once invested with it, her own physical charm would register more than it ever had.

Moved by this thought, she paused and exclaimed: Oh, isnt that just the classiest, darlingest little coat you ever saw! Oh, do look at those sleeves, Doris. She clutched her companion violently by the arm. Lookit the collar. And the lining! And those pockets! Oh, dear! She fairly vibrated with the intensity of her approval and delight. Oh, isnt that just too sweet for words? And the very kind of coat Ive been thinking of since I dont know when. Oh, you pity sing! she exclaimed, affectedly, thinking all at once as much of her own pose before the window and its effect on the passer-by as of the coat before her. Oh, if I could only have oo.

She clapped her hands admiringly, while Isadore Rubenstein, the elderly son of the proprietor, who was standing somewhat out of the range of her gaze at the moment, noted the gesture and her enthusiasm and decided forthwith that the coat must be worth at least twenty-five or fifty dollars more to her, anyhow, in case she inquired for it. The firm had been offering it at one hundred. Oh, ha! he grunted. But being of a sensual and somewhat romantic turn, he also speculated to himself rather definitely as to the probable trading value, affectionally speaking, of such a coat. What, say, would the poverty and vanity of such a pretty girl as this cause her to yield for such a coat?

In the meantime, however, Hortense, having gloated as long as her noontime hour would permit, had gone away, still dreaming and satiating her flaming vanity by thinking of how devastating she would look in such a coat. But she had not stopped to ask the price. Hence, the next day, feeling that she must look at it once more, she returned, only this time alone, and yet with no idea of being able to purchase it herself. On the contrary, she was only vaguely revolving the problem of how, assuming that the coat was sufficiently low in price, she could get it. At the moment she could think of no one. But seeing the coat once more, and also seeing Mr. Rubenstein, Jr., inside eyeing her in a most propitiatory and genial manner, she finally ventured in.

You like the coat, eh? was Rubensteins ingratiating comment as she opened the door. Well, that shows you have good taste, Ill say. Thats one of the nobbiest little coats weve ever had to show in this store yet. A real beauty, that. And how it would look on such a beautiful girl as you! He took it out of the window and held it up. I seen you when you was looking at it yesterday. A gleam of greedy admiration was in his eye.

And noting this, and feeling that a remote and yet not wholly unfriendly air would win her more consideration and courtesy than a more intimate one, Hortense merely said, Yes?

Yes, indeed. And I said right away, theres a girl that knows a really swell coat when she sees it.

The flattering unction soothed, in spite of herself.

Look at that! Look at that! went on Mr. Rubinstein, turning the coat about and holding it before her. Where in Kansas City will you find anything to equal that today? Look at this silk lining here  genuine Mallinson silk  and these slant pockets. And the buttons. You think those things dont make a different-looking coat? There aint another one like it in Kansas City today  not one. And there wont be. We designed it ourselves and we never repeat our models. We protect our customers. But come back here. (He led the way to a triple mirror at the back.) It takes the right person to wear a coat like this  to get the best effect out of it. Let me try it on you.

And by the artificial light Hortense was now privileged to see how really fetching she did look in it. She cocked her head and twisted and turned and buried one small ear in the fur, while Mr. Rubenstein stood by, eyeing her with not a little admiration and almost rubbing his hands.

There now, he continued. Look at that. What do you say to that, eh? Didnt I tell you it was the very thing for you? A find for you. A pick-up. Youll never get another coat like that in this city. If you do, Ill make you a present of this one. He came very near, extending his plump hands, palms up.

Well, I must say it does look smart on me, commented Hortense, her vainglorious soul yearning for it. I can wear anything like this, though. She twisted and turned the more, forgetting him entirely and the effect her interest would have on his cost price. Then she added: How much is it?

Well, its really a two-hundred-dollar coat, began Mr. Rubenstein artfully. Then noting a shadow of relinquishment pass swiftly over Hortenses face, he added quickly: That sounds like a lot of money, but of course we dont ask so much for it down here. One hundred and fifty is our price. But if that coat was at Jareks, thats what youd pay for it and more. We havent got the location here and we dont have to pay the high rents. But its worth every cent of two hundred.

Why, I think thats a terrible price to ask for it, just awful, exclaimed Hortense sadly, beginning to remove the coat. She was feeling as though life were depriving her of nearly all that was worth while. Why, at Biggs and Becks they have lots of three-quarter mink and beaver coats for that much, and classy styles, too.

Maybe, maybe. But not that coat, insisted Mr. Rubenstein stubbornly. Just look at it again. Look at the collar. You mean to say you can find a coat like that up there? If you can, Ill buy the coat for you and sell it to you again for a hundred dollars. Actually, this is a special coat. Its copied from one of the smartest coats that was in New York last summer before the season opened. It has class. You wont find no coat like this coat.

Oh, well, just the same, a hundred and fifty dollars is more than I can pay, commented Hortense dolefully, at the same time slipping on her old broadcloth jacket with the fur collar and cuffs, and edging toward the door.

Wait! You like the coat? wisely observed Mr. Rubenstein, after deciding that even a hundred dollars was too much for her purse, unless it could be supplemented by some mans. Its really a two-hundred-dollar coat. Im telling you that straight. Our regular price is one hundred and fifty. But if you could bring me a hundred and twenty-five dollars, since you want it so much, well, Ill let you have it for that. And thats like finding it. A stunning-looking girl like you oughtnt to have no trouble in finding a dozen fellows who would be glad to buy that coat and give it to you. I know I would, if I thought you would be nice to me.

He beamed ingratiatingly up at her, and Hortense, sensing the nature of the overture and resenting it  from him  drew back slightly. At the same time she was not wholly displeased by the compliment involved. But she was not coarse enough, as yet, to feel that just any one should be allowed to give her anything. Indeed not. It must be some one she liked, or at least some one that was enslaved by her.

And yet, even as Mr. Rubenstein spoke, and for some time afterwards, her mind began running upon possible individuals  favorites  who, by the necromancy of her charm for them, might be induced to procure this coat for her. Charlie Wilkens for instance  he of the Orphia cigar store  who was most certainly devoted to her after his fashion, but a fashion, however, which did not suggest that he might do much for her without getting a good deal in return.

And then there was Robert Kain, another youth  very tall, very cheerful and very ambitious in regard to her, who was connected with one of the local electric companys branch offices, but his position was not sufficiently lucrative  a mere entry clerk. Also he was too saving  always talking about his future.

And again, there was Bert Gettler, the youth who had escorted her to the dance the night Clyde first met her, but who was little more than a giddy-headed dancing soul, one not to be relied upon in a crisis like this. He was only a shoe salesman, probably twenty dollars a week, and most careful with his pennies.

But there was Clyde Griffiths, the person who seemed to have real money and to be willing to spend it on her freely. So ran her thoughts swiftly at the time. But could she now, she asked herself, offhand, inveigle him into making such an expensive present as this? She had not favored him so very much  had for the most part treated him indifferently. Hence she was not sure, by any means. Nevertheless as she stood there, debating the cost and the beauty of the coat, the thought of Clyde kept running through her mind. And all the while Mr. Rubenstein stood looking at her, vaguely sensing, after his fashion, the nature of the problem that was confronting her.

Well, little girl, he finally observed, I see youd like to have this coat, all right, and Id like to have you have it, too. And now Ill tell you what Ill do, and better than that I cant do, and wouldnt for nobody else  not a person in this city. Bring me a hundred and fifteen dollars any time within the next few days  Monday or Wednesday or Friday, if the coat is still here, and you can have it. Ill do even better. Ill save it for you. Hows that? Until next Wednesday or Friday. Moren that no one would do for you, now, would they?

He smirked and shrugged his shoulders and acted as though he were indeed doing her a great favor. And Hortense, going away, felt that if only  only she could take that coat at one hundred and fifteen dollars, she would be capturing a marvelous bargain. Also that she would be the smartest-dressed girl in Kansas City beyond the shadow of a doubt. If only she could in some way get a hundred and fifteen dollars before next Wednesday, or Friday.


Chapter 15

As Hortense well knew Clyde was pressing more and more hungrily toward that ultimate condescension on her part, which, though she would never have admitted it to him, was the privilege of two others. They were never together any more without his insisting upon the real depth of her regard for him. Why was it, if she cared for him the least bit, that she refused to do this, that or the other  would not let him kiss her as much as he wished, would not let him hold her in his arms as much as he would like. She was always keeping dates with other fellows and breaking them or refusing to make them with him. What was her exact relationship toward these others? Did she really care more for them than she did for him? In fact, they were never together anywhere but what this problem of union was uppermost  and but thinly veiled.

And she liked to think that he was suffering from repressed desire for her all of the time that she tortured him, and that the power to allay his suffering lay wholly in her  a sadistic trait which had for its soil Clydes own masochistic yearning for her.

However, in the face of her desire for the coat, his stature and interest for her were beginning to increase. In spite of the fact that only the morning before she had informed Clyde, with quite a flourish, that she could not possibly see him until the following Monday  that all her intervening nights were taken  nevertheless, the problem of the coat looming up before her, she now most eagerly planned to contrive an immediate engagement with him without appearing too eager. For by then she had definitely decided to endeavor to persuade him, if possible, to buy the coat for her. Only of course, she would have to alter her conduct toward him radically. She would have to be much sweeter  more enticing. Although she did not actually say to herself that now she might even be willing to yield herself to him, still basically that was what was in her mind.

For quite a little while she was unable to think how to proceed. How was she to see him this day, or the next at the very latest? How should she go about putting before him the need of this gift, or loan, as she finally worded it to herself? She might hint that he could loan her enough to buy the coat and that later she would pay him back by degrees (yet once in possession of the coat she well knew that that necessity would never confront her). Or, if he did not have so much money on hand at one time, she could suggest that she might arrange with Mr. Rubenstein for a series of time payments which could be met by Clyde. In this connection her mind suddenly turned and began to consider how she could flatter and cajole Mr. Rubenstein into letting her have the coat on easy terms. She recalled that he had said he would be glad to buy the coat for her if he thought she would be nice to him.

Her first scheme in connection with all this was to suggest to Louise Ratterer to invite her brother, Clyde and a third youth by the name of Scull, who was dancing attendance upon Louise, to come to a certain dance hall that very evening to which she was already planning to go with the more favored cigar clerk. Only now she intended to break that engagement and appear alone with Louise and Greta and announce that her proposed partner was ill. That would give her an opportunity to leave early with Clyde and with him walk past the Rubenstein store.

But having the temperament of a spider that spins a web for flies, she foresaw that this might involve the possibility of Louises explaining to Clyde or Ratterer that it was Hortense who had instigated the party. It might even bring up some accidental mention of the coat on the part of Clyde to Louise later, which, as she felt, would never do. She did not care to let her friends know how she provided for herself. In consequence, she decided that it would not do for her to appeal to Louise nor to Greta in this fashion.

And she was actually beginning to worry as to how to bring about this encounter, when Clyde, who chanced to be in the vicinity on his way home from work, walked into the store where she was working. He was seeking for a date on the following Sunday. And to his intense delight, Hortense greeted him most cordially with a most engaging smile and a wave of the hand. She was busy at the moment with a customer. She soon finished, however, and drawing near, and keeping one eye on her floor-walker who resented callers, exclaimed: I was just thinking about you. You wasnt thinking about me, was you? Trade last. Then she added, sotto voce, Dont act like you are talking to me. I see our floorwalker over there.

Arrested by the unusual sweetness in her voice, to say nothing of the warm smile with which she greeted him, Clyde was enlivened and heartened at once. Was I thinking of you? he returned gayly. Do I ever think of any one else? Say! Ratterer says Ive got you on the brain.

Oh, him, replied Hortense, pouting spitefully and scornfully, for Ratterer, strangely enough, was one whom she did not interest very much, and this she knew. He thinks hes so smart, she added. I know a lotta girls dont like him.

Oh, Toms all right, pleaded Clyde, loyally. Thats just his way of talking. He likes you.

Oh, no, he dont, either, replied Hortense. But I dont want to talk about him. Whatcha doin around six oclock to-night?

Oh, gee! exclaimed Clyde disappointedly. You dont mean to say you got to-night free, have you? Well, aint that tough? I thought you were all dated up. I got to work! He actually sighed, so depressed was he by the thought that she might be willing to spend the evening with him and he not able to avail himself of the opportunity, while Hortense, noting his intense disappointment, was pleased.

Well, I gotta date, but I dont want to keep it, she went on with a contemptuous gathering of the lips. I dont have to break it. I would though if you was free. Clydes heart began to beat rapidly with delight.

Gee, I wish I didnt have to work now, he went on, looking at her. Youre sure you couldnt make it to-morrow night? Im off then. And I was just coming up here to ask you if you didnt want to go for an automobile ride next Sunday afternoon, maybe. A friend of Hegglunds got a car  a Packard  and Sunday were all off. And he wanted me to get a bunch to run out to Excelsior Springs. Hes a nice fellow (this because Hortense showed signs of not being so very much interested). You dont know him very well, but he is. But say, I can talk to you about that later. How about to-morrow night? Im off then.

Hortense, who, because of the hovering floor-walker, was pretending to show Clyde some handkerchiefs, was now thinking how unfortunate that a whole twenty-four hours must intervene before she could bring him to view the coat with her  and so have an opportunity to begin her machinations. At the same time she pretended that the proposed meeting for the next night was a very difficult thing to bring about  more difficult than he could possibly appreciate. She even pretended to be somewhat uncertain as to whether she wanted to do it.

Just pretend youre examining these handkerchiefs here, she continued, fearing the floor-walker might interrupt. I gotta nother date for then, she continued thoughtfully, and I dont know whether I can break it or not. Let me see. She feigned deep thought. Well, I guess I can, she said finally. Ill try, anyhow. Just for this once. You be here at Fifteenth and Main at 6.15  no, 6.30s the best you can do, aint it?  and Ill see if I cant get there. I wont promise, but Ill see and I think I can make it. Is that all right? She gave him one of her sweetest smiles and Clyde was quite beside himself with satisfaction. To think that she would break a date for him, at last. Her eyes were warm with favor and her mouth wreathed with a smile.

Surest thing you know, he exclaimed, voicing the slang of the hotel boys. You bet Ill be there. Will you do me a favor?

What is it? she asked cautiously.

Wear that little black hat with the red ribbon under your chin, will you? You look so cute in that.

Oh, you, she laughed. It was so easy to kid Clyde. Yes, Ill wear it, she added. But you gotta go now. Here comes that old fish. I know hes going to kick. But I dont care. Six-thirty, eh? So long. She turned to give her attention to a new customer, an old lady who had been patiently waiting to inquire if she could tell her where the muslins were sold. And Clyde, tingling with pleasure because of this unexpected delight vouchsafed him, made his way most elatedly to the nearest exit.

He was not made unduly curious because of this sudden favor, and the next evening, promptly at six-thirty, and in the glow of the overhanging arc-lights showering their glistening radiance like rain, she appeared. As he noted, at once, she had worn the hat he liked. Also she was enticingly ebullient and friendly, more so than at any time he had known her. Before he had time to say that she looked pretty, or how pleased he was because she wore that hat, she began:

Some favorite youre gettin to be, Ill say, when Ill break an engagement and then wear an old hat I dont like just to please you. How do I get that way is what Id like to know.

He beamed as though he had won a great victory. Could it be that at last he might be becoming a favorite with her?

If you only knew how cute you look in that hat, Hortense, you wouldnt knock it, he urged admiringly. You dont know how sweet you do look.

Oh, ho. In this old thing? she scoffed. You certainly are easily pleased, Ill say.

An your eyes are just like soft, black velvet, he persisted eagerly. Theyre wonderful. He was thinking of an alcove in the Green-Davidson hung with black velvet.

Gee, you certainly have got em to-night, she laughed, teasingly. Ill have to do something about you. Then, before he could make any reply to this, she went off into an entirely fictional account of how, having had a previous engagement with a certain alleged young society man  Tom Keary by name  who was dogging her steps these days in order to get her to dine and dance, she had only this evening decided to ditch him, preferring Clyde, of course, for this occasion, anyhow. And she had called Keary up and told him that she could not see him to-night  called it all off, as it were. But just the same, on coming out of the employees entrance, who should she see there waiting for her but this same Tom Keary, dressed to perfection in a bright gray raglan and spats, and with his closed sedan, too. And he would have taken her to the Green-Davidson, if she had wanted to go. He was a real sport. But she didnt. Not to-night, anyhow. Yet, if she had not contrived to avoid him, he would have delayed her. But she espied him first and ran the other way.

And you should have just seen my little feet twinkle up Sargent and around the corner into Bailey Place, was the way she narcissistically painted her flight. And so infatuated was Clyde by this picture of herself and the wonderful Keary that he accepted all of her petty fabrications as truth.

And then, as they were walking in the direction of Gaspies, a restaurant in Wyandotte near Tenth which quite lately he had learned was much better than Frissells, Hortense took occasion to pause and look in a number of windows, saying as she did so that she certainly did wish that she could find a little coat that was becoming to her  that the one she had on was getting worn and that she must have another soon  a predicament which caused Clyde to wonder at the time whether she was suggesting to him that he get her one. Also whether it might not advance his cause with her if he were to buy her a little jacket, since she needed it.

But Rubensteins coming into view on this same side of the street, its display window properly illuminated and the coat in full view, Hortense paused as she had planned.

Oh, do look at that darling little coat there, she began, ecstatically, as though freshly arrested by the beauty of it, her whole manner suggesting a first and unspoiled impression. Oh, isnt that the dearest, sweetest, cutest little thing you ever did see? she went on, her histrionic powers growing with her desire for it. Oh, just look at the collar, and those sleeves and those pockets. Arent they the snappiest things you ever saw? Couldnt I just warm my little hands in those? She glanced at Clyde out of the tail of her eye to see if he was being properly impressed.

And he, aroused by her intense interest, surveyed the coat with not a little curiosity. Unquestionably it was a pretty coat  very. But, gee, what would a coat like that cost, anyhow? Could it be that she was trying to interest him in the merits of a coat like that in order that he might get it for her? Why, it must be a two-hundred-dollar coat at least. He had no idea as to the value of such things, anyhow. He certainly couldnt afford a coat like that. And especially at this time when his mother was taking a good portion of his extra cash for Esta. And yet something in her manner seemed to bring it to him that that was exactly what she was thinking. It chilled and almost numbed him at first.

And yet, as he now told himself sadly, if Hortense wanted it, she could most certainly find some one who would get it for her  that young Tom Keary, for instance, whom she had just been describing. And, worse luck, she was just that kind of a girl. And if he could not get it for her, some one else could and she would despise him for not being able to do such things for her.

To his intense dismay and dissatisfaction she exclaimed:

Oh, what wouldnt I give for a coat like that! She had not intended at the moment to put the matter so bluntly, for she wanted to convey the thought that was deepest in her mind to Clyde tactfully.

And Clyde, inexperienced as he was, and not subtle by any means, was nevertheless quite able to gather the meaning of that. It meant  it meant  for the moment he was not quite willing to formulate to himself what it did mean. And now  now  if only he had the price of that coat. He could feel that she was thinking of some one certain way to get the coat. And yet how was he to manage it? How? If he could only arrange to get this coat for her  if he only could promise her that he would get it for her by a certain date, say, if it didnt cost too much, then what? Did he have the courage to suggest to her to-night, or to-morrow, say, after he had learned the price of the coat, that if she would  why then  why then, well, he would get her the coat or anything else she really wanted. Only he must be sure that she was not really fooling him as she was always doing in smaller ways. He wouldnt stand for getting her the coat and then get nothing in return  never!

As he thought of it, he actually thrilled and trembled beside her. And she, standing there and looking at the coat, was thinking that unless he had sense enough now to get her this thing and to get what she meant  how she intended to pay for it  well then, this was the last. He need not think she was going to fool around with any one who couldnt or wouldnt do that much for her. Never.

They resumed their walk toward Gaspies. And throughout the dinner, she talked of little else  how attractive the coat was, how wonderful it would look on her.

Believe me, she said at one point, defiantly, feeling that Clyde was perhaps uncertain at the moment about his ability to buy it for her, Im going to find some way to get that coat. I think, maybe, that Rubenstein store would let me have it on time if I were to go in there and see him about it, make a big enough payment down. Another girl out of our store got a coat that way once, she lied promptly, hoping thus to induce Clyde to assist her with it. But Clyde, disturbed by the fear of some extraordinary cost in connection with it, hesitated to say just what he would do. He could not even guess the price of such a thing  it might cost two or three hundred even  and he feared to obligate himself to do something which later he might not be able to do.

You dont know what they might want for that, do you? he asked, nervously, at the same time thinking if he made any cash gift to her at this time without some guarantee on her part, what right would he have to expect anything more in return than he had ever received? He knew how she cajoled him into getting things for her and then would not even let him kiss her. He flushed and churned a little internally with resentment at the thought of how she seemed to feel that she could play fast and loose with him. And yet, as he now recalled, she had just said she would do anything for any one who would get that coat for her  or nearly that.

No-o, she hesitated at first, for the moment troubled as to whether to give the exact price or something higher. For if she asked for time, Mr. Rubenstein might want more. And yet if she said much more, Clyde might not want to help her. But I know it wouldnt be more than a hundred and twenty-five. I wouldnt pay more than that for it.

Clyde heaved a sigh of relief. After all, it wasnt two or three hundred. He began to think now that if she could arrange to make any reasonable down payment  say, fifty or sixty dollars  he might manage to bring it together within the next two or three weeks anyhow. But if the whole hundred and twenty-five were demanded at once, Hortense would have to wait, and besides he would have to know whether he was to be rewarded or not  definitely.

Thats a good idea, Hortense, he exclaimed without, however, indicating in any way why it appealed to him so much. Why dont you do that? Why dont you find out first what they want for it, and how much they want down? Maybe I could help you with it.

Oh, wont that be just too wonderful! Hortense clapped her hands. Oh, will you? Oh, wont that be just dandy? Now I just know I can get that coat. I just know theyll let me have it, if I talk to them right.

She was, as Clyde saw and feared, quite forgetting the fact that he was the one who was making the coat possible, and now it would be just as he thought. The fact that he was paying for it would be taken for granted.

But a moment later, observing his glum face, she added: Oh, arent you the sweetest, dearest thing, to help me in this way. You just bet I wont forget this either. You just wait and see. You wont be sorry. Now you just wait. Her eyes fairly snapped with gayety and even generosity toward him.

He might be easy and young, but he wasnt mean, and she would reward him, too, she now decided. Just as soon as she got the coat, which must be in a week or two at the latest, she was going to be very nice to him  do something for him. And to emphasize her own thoughts and convey to him what she really meant, she allowed her eyes to grow soft and swimming and to dwell on him promisingly  a bit of romantic acting which caused him to become weak and nervous. The gusto of her favor frightened him even a little, for it suggested, as he fancied, a disturbing vitality which he might not be able to match. He felt a little weak before her now  a little cowardly  in the face of what he assumed her real affection might mean.

Nevertheless, he now announced that if the coat did not cost more than one hundred and twenty-five dollars, that sum to be broken into one payment of twenty-five dollars down and two additional sums of fifty dollars each, he could manage it. And she on her part replied that she was going the very next day to see about it. Mr. Rubenstein might be induced to let her have it at once on the payment of twenty-five dollars down; if not that, then at the end of the second week, when nearly all would be paid.

And then in real gratitude to Clyde she whispered to him, coming out of the restaurant and purring like a cat, that she would never forget this and that he would see  and that she would wear it for him the very first time. If he were not working they might go somewhere to dinner. Or, if not that, then she would have it surely in time for the day of the proposed automobile ride which he, or rather Hegglund, had suggested for the following Sunday, but which might be postponed.

She suggested that they go to a certain dance hall, and there she clung to him in the dances in a suggestive way and afterwards hinted of a mood which made Clyde a little quivery and erratic.

He finally went home, dreaming of the day, satisfied that he would have no trouble in bringing together the first payment, if it were so much as fifty, even. For now, under the spur of this promise, he proposed to borrow as much as twenty-five from either Ratterer or Hegglund, and to repay it after the coat was paid for.

But, ah, the beautiful Hortense. The charm of her, the enormous, compelling, weakening delight. And to think that at last, and soon, she was to be his. It was, plainly, of such stuff as dreams are made of  the unbelievable become real.


Chapter 16

True to her promise, the following day Hortense returned to Mr. Rubenstein, and with all the cunning of her nature placed before him, with many reservations, the nature of the dilemma which confronted her. Could she, by any chance, have the coat for one hundred and fifteen dollars on an easy payment plan? Mr. Rubensteins head forthwith began to wag a solemn negative. This was not an easy payment store. If he wanted to do business that way he could charge two hundred for the coat and easily get it.

But I could pay as much as fifty dollars when I took the coat, argued Hortense.

Very good. But who is to guarantee that I get the other sixty-five, and when?

Next week twenty-five, and the week after that twenty five and the next week after that fifteen.

Of course. But supposin the next day after you take the coat an automobile runs you down and kills you. Then what? How do I get my money?

Now that was a poser. And there was really no way that she could prove that any one would pay for the coat. And before that there would have to be all the bother of making out a contract, and getting some really responsible person  a banker, say  to endorse it. No, no, this was not an easy payment house. This was a cash house. That was why the coat was offered to her at one hundred and fifteen, but not a dollar less. Not a dollar.

Mr. Rubenstein sighed and talked on. And finally Hortense asked him if she could give him seventy-five dollars cash in hand, the other forty to be paid in one weeks time. Would he let her have the coat then  to take home with her?

But a week  a week  what is a week then? argued Mr. Rubenstein. If you can bring me seventy-five next week or to-morrow, and forty more in another week or ten days, why not wait a week and bring the whole hundred and fifteen? Then the coat is yours and no bother. Leave the coat. Come back to-morrow and pay me twenty-five or thirty dollars on account and I take the coat out of the window and lock it up for you. No one can even see it then. In another week bring me the balance or in two weeks. Then it is yours. Mr. Rubenstein explained the process as though it were a difficult matter to grasp.

But the argument once made was sound enough. It really left Hortense little to argue about. At the same time it reduced her spirit not a little. To think of not being able to take it now. And yet, once out of the place, her vigor revived. For, after all, the time fixed would soon pass and if Clyde performed his part of the agreement promptly, the coat would be hers. The important thing now was to make him give her twenty-five or thirty dollars wherewith to bind this wonderful agreement. Only now, because of the fact that she felt that she needed a new hat to go with the coat, she decided to say that it cost one hundred and twenty-five instead of one hundred and fifteen.

And once this conclusion was put before Clyde, he saw it as a very reasonable arrangement  all things considered  quite a respite from the feeling of strain that had settled upon him after his last conversation with Hortense. For, after all, he had not seen how he was to raise more than thirty-five dollars this first week anyhow. The following week would be somewhat easier, for then, as he told himself, he proposed to borrow twenty or twenty-five from Ratterer if he could, which, joined with the twenty or twenty-five which his tips would bring him, would be quite sufficient to meet the second payment. The week following he proposed to borrow at least ten or fifteen from Hegglund  maybe more  and if that did not make up the required amount to pawn his watch for fifteen dollars, the watch he had bought for himself a few months before. It ought to bring that at least; it cost fifty.

But, he now thought, there was Esta in her wretched room awaiting the most unhappy result of her one romance. How was she to make out, he asked himself, even in the face of the fact that he feared to be included in the financial problem which Esta as well as the family presented. His father was not now, and never had been, of any real financial service to his mother. And yet, if the problem were on this account to be shifted to him, how would he make out? Why need his father always peddle clocks and rugs and preach on the streets? Why couldnt his mother and father give up the mission idea, anyhow?

But, as he knew, the situation was not to be solved without his aid. And the proof of it came toward the end of the second week of his arrangement with Hortense, when, with fifty dollars in his pocket, which he was planning to turn over to her on the following Sunday, his mother, looking into his bedroom where he was dressing, said: Id like to see you for a minute, Clyde, before you go out. He noted she was very grave as she said this. As a matter of fact, for several days past, he had been sensing that she was undergoing a strain of some kind. At the same time he had been thinking all this while that with his own resources hypothecated as they were, he could do nothing. Or, if he did it meant the loss of Hortense. He dared not.

And yet what reasonable excuse could he give his mother for not helping her a little, considering especially the clothes he wore, and the manner in which he had been running here and there, always giving the excuse of working, but probably not deceiving her as much as he thought. To be sure, only two months before, he had obligated himself to pay her ten dollars a week more for five weeks, and had. But that only proved to her very likely that he had so much extra to give, even though he had tried to make it clear at the time that he was pinching himself to do it. And yet, however much he chose to waver in her favor, he could not, with his desire for Hortense directly confronting him.

He went out into the living-room after a time, and as usual his mother at once led the way to one of the benches in the mission  a cheerless, cold room these days.

I didnt think Id have to speak to you about this, Clyde, but I dont see any other way out of it. I havent anyone but you to depend upon now that youre getting to be a man. But you must promise not to tell any of the others  Frank or Julia or your father. I dont want them to know. But Estas back here in Kansas City and in trouble, and I dont know quite what to do about her. I have so very little money to do with, and your fathers not very much of a help to me any more.

She passed a weary, reflective hand across her forehead and Clyde knew what was coming. His first thought was to pretend that he did not know that Esta was in the city, since he had been pretending this way for so long. But now, suddenly, in the face of his mothers confession, and the need of pretended surprise on his part, if he were to keep up the fiction, he said, Yes, I know.

You know? queried his mother, surprised.

Yes, I know, Clyde repeated. I saw you going in that house in Beaudry Street one morning as I was going along there, he announced calmly enough now. And I saw Esta looking out of the window afterwards, too. So I went in after you left.

How long ago was that? she asked, more to gain time than anything else.

Oh, about five or six weeks ago, I think. I been around to see her a coupla times since then, only Esta didnt want me to say anything about that either.

Tst! Tst! Tst! clicked Mrs. Griffiths, with her tongue. Then you know what the trouble is.

Yes, replied Clyde.

Well, what is to be will be, she said resignedly. You havent mentioned it to Frank or Julia, have you?

No, replied Clyde, thoughtfully, thinking of what a failure his mother had made of her attempt to be secretive. She was no one to deceive any one, or his father, either. He thought himself far, far shrewder.

Well, you mustnt, cautioned his mother solemnly. It isnt best for them to know, I think. Its bad enough as it is this way, she added with a kind of wry twist to her mouth, the while Clyde thought of himself and Hortense.

And to think, she added, after a moment, her eyes filling with a sad, all-enveloping gray mist, she should have brought all this on herself and on us. And when we have so little to do with, as it is. And after all the instruction she has had  the training. The way of the transgressor

She shook her head and put her two large hands together and gripped them firmly, while Clyde stared, thinking of the situation and all that it might mean to him.

She sat there, quite reduced and bewildered by her own peculiar part in all this. She had been as deceiving as any one, really. And here was Clyde, now, fully informed as to her falsehoods and strategy, and herself looking foolish and untrue. But had she not been trying to save him from all this  him and the others? And he was old enough to understand that now. Yet she now proceeded to explain why, and to say how dreadful she felt it all to be. At the same time, as she also explained, now she was compelled to come to him for aid in connection with it.

Estas about to be very sick, she went on suddenly and stiffly, not being able, or at least willing, apparently, to look at Clyde as she said it, and yet determined to be as frank as possible. Shell need a doctor very shortly and some one to be with her all the time when Im not there. I must get money somewhere  at least fifty dollars. You couldnt get me that much in some way, from some of your young men friends, could you, just a loan for a few weeks? You could pay it back, you know, soon, if you would. You wouldnt need to pay me anything for your room until you had.

She looked at Clyde so tensely, so urgently, that he felt quite shaken by the force of the cogency of the request. And before he could add anything to the nervous gloom which shadowed her face, she added: That other money was for her, you know, to bring her back here after her  her  she hesitated over the appropriate word but finally added husband left her there in Pittsburgh. I suppose she told you that.

Yes, she did, replied Clyde, heavily and sadly. For after all, Estas condition was plainly critical, which was something that he had not stopped to meditate on before.

Gee, Ma, he exclaimed, the thought of the fifty dollars in his pocket and its intended destination troubling him considerably  the very sum his mother was seeking. I dont know whether I can do that or not. I dont know any of the boys down there well enough for that. And they dont make any more than I do, either. I might borrow a little something, but it wont look very good. He choked and swallowed a little, for lying to his mother in this way was not easy. In fact, he had never had occasion to lie in connection with anything so trying  and so despicably. For here was fifty dollars in his pocket at the moment, with Hortense on the one hand and his mother and sister on the other, and the money would solve his mothers problem as fully as it would Hortenses, and more respectably. How terrible it was not to help her. How could he refuse her, really? Nervously he licked his lips and passed a hand over his brow, for a nervous moisture had broken out upon his face. He felt strained and mean and incompetent under the circumstances.

And you havent any money of your own right now that you could let me have, have you? his mother half pleaded. For there were a number of things in connection with Estas condition which required immediate cash and she had so little.

No, I havent, Ma, he said, looking at his mother shamefacedly, for a moment, then away, and if it had not been that she herself was so distrait, she might have seen the falsehood on his face. As it was, he suffered a pang of commingled self-commiseration and self-contempt, based on the distress he felt for his mother. He could not bring himself to think of losing Hortense. He must have her. And yet his mother looked so lone and so resourceless. It was shameful. He was low, really mean. Might he not, later, be punished for a thing like this?

He tried to think of some other way  some way of getting a little money over and above the fifty that might help. If only he had a little more time  a few weeks longer. If only Hortense had not brought up this coat idea just now.

Ill tell you what I might do, he went on, quite foolishly and dully the while his mother gave vent to a helpless Tst! Tst! Tst! Will five dollars do you any good?

Well, it will be something, anyhow, she replied. I can use it.

Well, I can let you have that much, he said, thinking to replace it out of his next weeks tips and trust to better luck throughout the week. And Ill see what I can do next week. I might let you have ten then. I cant say for sure. I had to borrow some of that other money I gave you, and I havent got through paying for that yet, and if I come around trying to get more, theyll think  well, you know how it is.

His mother sighed, thinking of the misery of having to fall back on her one son thus far. And just when he was trying to get a start, too. What would he think of all this in after years? What would he think of her  of Esta  the family? For, for all his ambition and courage and desire to be out and doing, Clyde always struck her as one who was not any too powerful physically or rock-ribbed morally or mentally. So far as his nerves and emotions were concerned, at times he seemed to take after his father more than he did after her. And for the most part it was so easy to excite him  to cause him to show tenseness and strain  as though he were not so very well fitted for either. And it was she, because of Esta and her husband and their joint and unfortunate lives, that was and had been heaping the greater part of this strain on him.

Well, if you cant, you cant, she said. I must try and think of some other way. But she saw no clear way at the moment.


Chapter 17

In connection with the automobile ride suggested and arranged for the following Sunday by Hegglund through his chauffeur friend, a change of plan was announced. The car  an expensive Packard, no less  could not be had for that day, but must be used by this Thursday or Friday, or not at all. For, as had been previously explained to all, but not with the strictest adherence to the truth, the car belonged to a certain Mr. Kimbark, an elderly and very wealthy man who at the time was traveling in Asia. Also, what was not true was that this particular youth was not Mr. Kimbarks chauffeur at all, but rather the rakish, neer-do-well son of Sparser, the superintendent of one of Mr. Kimbarks stock farms. This son being anxious to pose as something more than the son of a superintendent of a farm, and as an occasional watchman, having access to the cars, had decided to take the very finest of them and ride in it.

It was Hegglund who proposed that he and his hotel friends be included on some interesting trip. But since the general invitation had been given, word had come that within the next few weeks Mr. Kimbark was likely to return. And because of this, Willard Sparser had decided at once that it might be best not to use the car any more. He might be taken unawares, perhaps, by Mr. Kimbarks unexpected arrival. Laying this difficulty before Hegglund, who was eager for the trip, the latter had scouted the idea. Why not use it once more anyhow? He had stirred up the interest of all of his friends in this and now hated to disappoint them. The following Friday, between noon and six oclock, was fixed upon as the day. And since Hortense had changed in her plans she now decided to accompany Clyde, who had been invited, of course.

But as Hegglund had explained to Ratterer and Higby since it was being used without the owners consent, they must meet rather far out  the men in one of the quiet streets near Seventeenth and West Prospect, from which point they could proceed to a meeting place more convenient for the girls, namely, Twentieth and Washington. From thence they would speed via the west Parkway and the Hannibal Bridge north and east to Harlem, North Kansas City, Minaville and so through Liberty and Moseby to Excelsior Springs. Their chief objective there was a little inn  the Wigwam  a mile or two this side of Excelsior which was open the year around. It was really a combination of restaurant and dancing parlor and hotel. A Victrola and Wurlitzer player-piano furnished the necessary music. Such groups as this were not infrequent, and Hegglund as well as Higby, who had been there on several occasions, described it as dandy. The food was good and the road to it excellent. There was a little river just below it where in the summer time at least there was rowing and fishing. In winter some people skated when there was ice. To be sure, at this time  January  the road was heavily packed with snow, but easy to get over, and the scenery fine. There was a little lake, not so far from Excelsior, at this time of year also frozen over, and according to Hegglund, who was always unduly imaginative and high-spirited, they might go there and skate.

Will you listen to whos talkin about skatin on a trip like this? commented Ratterer, rather cynically, for to his way of thinking this was no occasion for any such side athletics, but for love-making exclusively.

Aw, hell, cant a fellow have a funny idea even widout bein roasted for it? retorted the author of the idea.

The only one, apart from Sparser, who suffered any qualms in connection with all this was Clyde himself. For to him, from the first, the fact that the car to be used did not belong to Sparser, but to his employer, was disturbing, almost irritatingly so. He did not like the idea of taking anything that belonged to any one else, even for temporary use. Something might happen. They might be found out.

Dont you think its dangerous for us to be going out in this car? he asked of Ratterer a few days before the trip and when he fully understood the nature of the source of the car.

Oh, I dont know, replied Ratterer, who being accustomed to such ideas and devices as this was not much disturbed by them. Im not taking the car and youre not, are you? If he wants to take it, thats his lookout, aint it? If he wants me to go, Ill go. Why wouldnt I? All I want is to be brought back here on time. Thats the only thing that would ever worry me.

And Higby, coming up at the moment, had voiced exactly the same sentiments. Yet Clyde remained troubled. It might not work out right; he might lose his job through a thing like this. But so fascinated was he by the thought of riding in such a fine car with Hortense and with all these other girls and boys that he could not resist the temptation to go.

Immediately after noon on the Friday of this particular week the several participants of the outing were gathered at the points agreed upon. Hegglund, Ratterer, Higby and Clyde at Eighteenth and West Prospect near the railroad yards. Maida Axelrod, Hegglunds girl, Lucille Nickolas, a friend of Ratterers, and Tina Kogel, a friend of Higbys, also Laura Sipe, another girl who was brought by Tina Kogel to be introduced to Sparser for the occasion, at Twentieth and Washington. Only since Hortense had sent word at the last moment to Clyde that she had to go out to her house for something, and that they were to run out to Forty-ninth and Genesee, where she lived, they did so, but not without grumbling.

The day, a late January one, was inclined to be smoky with lowering clouds, especially within the environs of Kansas City. It even threatened snow at times  a most interesting and picturesque prospect to those within. They liked it.

Oh, gee, I hope it does, Tina Kogel exclaimed when some one commented on the possibility, and Lucille Nickolas added: Oh, I just love to see it snow at times. Along the West Bluff Road, Washington and Second Streets, they finally made their way across the Hannibal Bridge to Harlem, and from thence along the winding and hill-sentineled river road to Randolph Heights and Minaville. And beyond that came Moseby and Liberty, to and through which the road bed was better, with interesting glimpses of small homesteads and the bleak snow-covered hills of January.

Clyde, who for all his years in Kansas City had never ventured much beyond Kansas City, Kansas, on the west or the primitive and natural woods of Swope Park on the east, nor farther along the Kansas or Missouri Rivers than Argentine on the one side and Randolph Heights on the other, was quite fascinated by the idea of travel which appeared to be suggested by all this  distant travel. It was all so different from his ordinary routine. And on this occasion Hortense was inclined to be very genial and friendly. She snuggled down beside him on the seat, and when he, noting that the others had already drawn their girls to them in affectionate embraces, put his arm about her and drew her to him, she made no particular protest. Instead she looked up and said: Ill have to take my hat off, I guess. The others laughed. There was something about her quick, crisp way which was amusing at times. Besides she had done her hair in a new way which made her look decidedly prettier, and she was anxious to have the others see it.

Can we dance anywhere out here? she called to the others, without looking around.

Surest thing you know, said Higby, who by now had persuaded Tina Kogel to take her hat off and was holding her close. They got a player-piano and a Victrola out there. If Id a thought, Id a brought my cornet. I can play Dixie on that.

The car was speeding at breakneck pace over a snowy white road and between white fields. In fact, Sparser, considering himself a master of car manipulation as well as the real owner of it for the moment, was attempting to see how fast he could go on such a road.

Dark vignettes of wood went by to right and left. Fields away, sentinel hills rose and fell like waves. A wide-armed scarecrow fluttering in the wind, its tall decayed hat awry, stood near at hand in one place. And from near it a flock of crows rose and winged direct toward a distant wood lightly penciled against a foreground of snow.

In the front seat sat Sparser, guiding the car beside Laura Sipe with the air of one to whom such a magnificent car was a commonplace thing. He was really more interested in Hortense, yet felt it incumbent on him, for the time being, anyhow, to show some attention to Laura Sipe. And not to be outdone in gallantry by the others, he now put one arm about Laura Sipe while he guided the car with the other, a feat which troubled Clyde, who was still dubious about the wisdom of taking the car at all. They might all be wrecked by such fast driving. Hortense was only interested by the fact that Sparser had obviously manifested his interest in her; that he had to pay some attention to Laura Sipe whether he wanted to or not. And when she saw him pull her to him and asked her grandly if she had done much automobiling about Kansas City, she merely smiled to herself.

But Ratterer, noting the move, nudged Lucille Nickolas, and she in turn nudged Higby, in order to attract his attention to the affectional development ahead.

Getting comfortable up front there, Willard? called Ratterer, genially, in order to make friends with him.

Ill say I am, replied Sparser, gayly and without turning. How about you, girlie?

Oh, Im all right, Laura Sipe replied.

But Clyde was thinking that of all the girls present none was really so pretty as Hortense  not nearly. She had come garbed in a red and black dress with a very dark red poke bonnet to match. And on her left cheek, just below her small rouged mouth, she had pasted a minute square of black court plaster in imitation of some picture beauty she had seen. In fact, before the outing began, she had been determined to outshine all the others present, and distinctly she was now feeling that she was succeeding. And Clyde, for himself, was agreeing with her.

Youre the cutest thing here, whispered Clyde, hugging her fondly.

Gee, but you can pour on the molasses, kid, when you want to, she called out loud, and the others laughed. And Clyde flushed slightly.

Beyond Minaville about six miles the car came to a bend in a hollow where there was a country store and here Hegglund, Higby and Ratterer got out to fetch candy, cigarettes and ice cream cones and ginger ale. And after that came Liberty, and then several miles this side of Excelsior Springs, they sighted the Wigwam which was nothing more than an old two-story farmhouse snuggled against a rise of ground behind it. There was, however, adjoining it on one side a newer and larger one-story addition consisting of the dining-room, the dance floor, and concealed by a partition at one end, a bar. An open fire flickered cheerfully here in a large fireplace. Down in a hollow across the road might be seen the Benton River or creek, now frozen solid.

Theres your river, called Higby cheerfully as he helped Tina Kogel out of the car, for he was already very much warmed by several drinks he had taken en route. They all paused for a moment to admire the stream, winding away among the trees. I wanted dis bunch to bring dere skates and go down dere, sighed Hegglund, but dey wouldnt. Well, dats all right.

By then Lucille Nickolas, seeing a flicker of flame reflected in one of the small windows of the inn, called, Oh, see, they gotta fire.

The car was parked, and they all trooped into the inn, and at once Higby briskly went over and started the large, noisy, clattery, tinny Nickelodeon with a nickel. And to rival him, and for a prank, Hegglund ran to the Victrola which stood in one corner and put on a record of The Grizzly Bear, which he found lying there.

At the first sounds of this strain, which they all knew, Tina Kogel called: Oh, lets all dance to that, will you? Cant you stop that other old thing? she added.

Sure, after it runs down, explained Ratterer, laughingly. The only way to stop that thing is not to feed it any nickels.

But now a waiter coming in, Higby began to inquire what everybody wanted. And in the meantime, to show off her charms, Hortense had taken the center of the floor and was attempting to imitate a grizzly bear walking on its hind legs, which she could do amusingly enough  quite gracefully. And Sparser, seeing her alone in the center of the floor was anxious to interest her now, followed her and tried to imitate her motions from behind. Finding him clever at it, and anxious to dance, she finally abandoned the imitation and giving him her arms went one-stepping about the room most vividly. At once, Clyde, who was by no means as good a dancer, became jealous  painfully so. In his eagerness for her, it seemed unfair to him that he should be deserted by her so early  at the very beginning of things. But she, becoming interested in Sparser, who seemed more worldly-wise, paid no attention at all to Clyde for the time being, but went dancing with her new conquest, his rhythmic skill seeming charmingly to match her own. And then, not to be out of it, the others at once chose partners, Hegglund dancing with Maida, Ratterer with Lucille and Higby with Tina Kogel. This left Laura Sipe for Clyde, who did not like her very much. She was not as perfect as she might be  a plump, pudgy-faced girl with inadequate sensual blue eyes  and Clyde, lacking any exceptional skill, they danced nothing but the conventional one-step while the others were dipping and lurching and spinning.

In a kind of sick fury, Clyde noticed that Sparser, who was still with Hortense, was by now holding her close and looking straight into her eyes. And she was permitting him. It gave him a feeling of lead at the pit of his stomach. Was it possible she was beginning to like this young upstart who had this car? And she had promised to like him for the present. It brought to him a sense of her fickleness  the probability of her real indifference to him. He wanted to do something  stop dancing and get her away from Sparser, but there was no use until this particular record ran out.

And then, just at the end of this, the waiter returned with a tray and put down cocktails, ginger ale and sandwiches upon three small tables which had been joined together. All but Sparser and Hortense quit and came toward it  a fact which Clyde was quick to note. She was a heartless flirt! She really did not care for him after all. And after making him think that she did, so recently  and getting him to help her with that coat. She could go to the devil now. He would show her. And he waiting for her! Wasnt that the limit? Yet, finally seeing that the others were gathering about the tables, which had been placed near the fire, Hortense and Sparser ceased dancing and approached. Clyde was white and glum. He stood to one side, seemingly indifferent. And Laura Sipe, who had already noted his rage and understood the reason now moved away from him to join Tina Kogel, to whom she explained why he was so angry.

And then noting his glumness, Hortense came over, executing a phase of the Grizzly as she did so.

Gee, wasnt that swell? she began. Gee, how I do love to dance to music like that!

Sure, its swell for you, returned Clyde, burning with envy and disappointment.

Why, whats the trouble? she asked, in a low and almost injured tone, pretending not to guess, yet knowing quite well why he was angry. You dont mean to say that youre mad because I danced with him first, do you? Oh, how silly! Why didnt you come over then and dance with me? I couldnt refuse to dance with him when he was right there, could I?

Oh, no, of course, you couldnt, replied Clyde sarcastically, and in a low, tense tone, for he, no more than Hortense, wanted the others to hear. But you didnt have to fall all over him and dream in his eyes, either, did you? He was fairly blazing. You neednt say you didnt, because I saw you.

At this she glanced at him oddly, realizing not only the sharpness of his mood, but that this was the first time he had shown so much daring in connection with her. It must be that he was getting to feel too sure of her. She was showing him too much attention. At the same time she realized that this was not the time to show him that she did not care for him as much as she would like to have him believe, since she wanted the coat, already agreed upon.

Oh, gee, well, aint that the limit? she replied angrily, yet more because she was irritated by the fact that what he said was true than anything else. If you arent the grouch. Well, I cant help it, if youre going to be as jealous as that. I didnt do anything but dance with him just a little. I didnt think youd be mad. She moved as if to turn away, but realizing that there was an understanding between them, and that he must be placated if things were to go on, she drew him by his coat lapels out of the range of the hearing of the others, who were already looking and listening, and began.

Now, see here, you. Dont go acting like this. I didnt mean anything by what I did. Honest, I didnt. Anyhow, everybody dances like that now. And nobody means anything by it. Arent you goin to let me be nice to you like I said, or are you?

And now she looked him coaxingly and winsomely and calculatingly straight in the eye, as though he were the one person among all these present whom she really did like. And deliberately, and of a purpose, she made a pursy, sensuous mouth  the kind she could make  and practised a play of the lips that caused them to seem to want to kiss him  a mouth that tempted him to distraction.

All right, he said, looking at her weakly and yieldingly. I suppose I am a fool, but I saw what you did, all right. You know Im crazy about you, Hortense  just wild! I cant help it. I wish I could sometimes. I wish I wouldnt be such a fool. And he looked at her and was sad. And she, realizing her power over him and how easy it was to bring him around, replied: Oh, you  you dont, either. Ill kiss you after a while, when the others arent looking if youll be good. At the same time she was conscious of the fact that Sparsers eyes were upon her. Also that he was intensely drawn to her and that she liked him more than any one she had recently encountered.


Chapter 18

The climax of the afternoon was reached, however, when after several more dances and drinks, the small river and its possibilities was again brought to the attention of all by Hegglund, who, looking out of one of the windows, suddenly exclaimed: Whats de matter wit de ice down dere? Look at de swell ice. I dare dis crowd to go down dere and slide.

They were off pell-mell  Ratterer and Tina Kogel, running hand in hand, Sparser and Lucille Nickolas, with whom he had just been dancing, Higby and Laura Sipe, whom he was finding interesting enough for a change, and Clyde and Hortense. But once on the ice, which was nothing more than a narrow, winding stream, blown clean in places by the wind, and curving among thickets of leafless trees, the company were more like young satyrs and nymphs of an older day. They ran here and there, slipping and sliding  Higby, Lucille and Maida immediately falling down, but scrambling to their feet with bursts of laughter.

And Hortense, aided by Clyde at first, minced here and there. But soon she began to run and slide, squealing in pretended fear. And now, not only Sparser but Higby, and this in spite of Clyde, began to show Hortense attention. They joined her in sliding, ran after her and pretended to try to trip her up, but caught her as she fell. And Sparser, taking her by the hand, dragged her, seemingly in spite of herself and the others, far upstream and about a curve where they could not be seen. Determined not to show further watchfulness or jealousy Clyde remained behind. But he could not help feeling that Sparser might be taking this occasion to make a date, even to kiss her. She was not incapable of letting him, even though she might pretend to him that she did not want him to. It was agonizing.

In spite of himself, he began to tingle with helpless pain  to begin to wish that he could see them. But Hegglund, having called every one to join hands and crack the whip, he took the hand of Lucille Nickolas, who was holding on to Hegglunds, and gave his other free hand to Maida Axelrod, who in turn gave her free hand to Ratterer. And Higby and Laura Sipe were about to make up the tail when Sparser and Hortense came gliding back  he holding her by the hand. And they now tacked on at the foot. Then Hegglund and the others began running and doubling back and forth until all beyond Maida had fallen and let go. And, as Clyde noted, Hortense and Sparser, in falling, skidded and rolled against each other to the edge of the shore where were snow and leaves and twigs. And Hortenses skirts, becoming awry in some way, moved up to above her knees. But instead of showing any embarrassment, as Clyde thought and wished she might, she sat there for a few moments without shame and even laughing heartily  and Sparser with her and still holding her hand. And Laura Sipe, having fallen in such a way as to trip Higby, who had fallen across her, they also lay there laughing and yet in a most suggestive position, as Clyde thought. He noted, too, that Laura Sipes skirts had been worked above her knees. And Sparser, now sitting up, was pointing to her pretty legs and laughing loudly, showing most of his teeth. And all the others were emitting peals and squeals of laughter.

Hang it all! thought Clyde. Why the deuce does he always have to be hanging about her? Why didnt he bring a girl of his own if he wanted to have a good time? What right have they got to go where they cant be seen? And she thinks I think she means nothing by all this. She never laughs that heartily with me, you bet. What does she think I am that she can put that stuff over on me, anyhow? He glowered darkly for the moment, but in spite of his thoughts the line or whip was soon re-formed and this time with Lucille Nickolas still holding his hand. Sparser and Hortense at the tail end again. But Hegglund, unconscious of the mood of Clyde and thinking only of the sport, called: Better let some one else take de end dere, hadntcha? And feeling the fairness of this, Ratterer and Maida Axelrod and Clyde and Lucille Nickolas now moved down with Higby and Laura Sipe and Hortense and Sparser above them. Only, as Clyde noted, Hortense still held Sparser by the hand, yet she moved just above him and took his hand, he being to the right, with Sparser next above to her left, holding her other hand firmly, which infuriated Clyde. Why couldnt he stick to Laura Sipe, the girl brought out here for him? And Hortense was encouraging him.

He was very sad, and he felt so angry and bitter that he could scarcely play the game. He wanted to stop and quarrel with Sparser. But so brisk and eager was Hegglund that they were off before he could even think of doing so.

And then, try as he would, to keep his balance in the face of this, he and Lucille and Ratterer and Maida Axelrod were thrown down and spun around on the ice like curling irons. And Hortense, letting go of him at the right moment, seemed to prefer deliberately to hang on to Sparser. Entangled with these others, Clyde and they spun across forty feet of smooth, green ice and piled against a snow bank. At the finish, as he found, Lucille Nickolas was lying across his knees face down in such a spanking position that he was compelled to laugh. And Maida Axelrod was on her back, next to Ratterer, her legs straight up in the air; on purpose he thought. She was too coarse and bold for him. And there followed, of course, squeals and guffaws of delight  so loud that they could be heard for half a mile. Hegglund, intensely susceptible to humor at all times, doubled to the knees, slapped his thighs and bawled. And Sparser opened his big mouth and chortled and grimaced until he was scarlet. So infectious was the result that for the time being Clyde forgot his jealousy. He too looked and laughed. But Clydes mood had not changed really. He still felt that she wasnt playing fair.

At the end of all this playing Lucille Nickolas and Tina Kogel being tired, dropped out. And Hortense, also. Clyde at once left the group to join her. Ratterer then followed Lucille. Then the others separating, Hegglund pushed Maida Axelrod before him down stream out of sight around a bend. Higby, seemingly taking his cue from this, pulled Tina Kogel up stream, and Ratterer and Lucille, seeming to see something of interest, struck into a thicket, laughing and talking as they went. Even Sparser and Laura, left to themselves, now wandered off, leaving Clyde and Hortense alone.

And then, as these two wandered toward a fallen log which here paralleled the stream, she sat down. But Clyde, smarting from his fancied wounds, stood silent for the time being, while she, sensing as much, took him by the belt of his coat and began to pull at him.

Giddap, horsey, she played. Giddap. My horsey has to skate me now on the ice.

Clyde looked at her glumly, glowering mentally, and not to be diverted so easily from the ills which he felt to be his.

Whaddye wanta let that fellow Sparser always hang around you for? he demanded. I saw you going up the creek there with him a while ago. What did he say to you up there?

He didnt say anything.

Oh, no, of course not, he replied cynically and bitterly. And maybe he didnt kiss you, either.

I should say not, she replied definitely and spitefully, Id like to know what you think I am, anyhow. I dont let people kiss me the first time they see me, smarty, and I want you to know it. I didnt let you, did I?

Oh, thats all right, too, answered Clyde; but you didnt like me as well as you do him, either.

Oh, didnt I? Well, maybe I didnt, but what right have you to say I like him, anyhow. Id like to know if I cant have a little fun without you watching me all the time. You make me tired, thats what you do. She was quite angry now because of the proprietary air he appeared to be assuming.

And now Clyde, repulsed and somewhat shaken by this sudden counter on her part, decided on the instant that perhaps it might be best for him to modify his tone. After all, she had never said that she had really cared for him, even in the face of the implied promise she had made him.

Oh, well, he observed glumly after a moment, and not without a little of sadness in his tone, I know one thing. If I let on that I cared for any one as much as you say you do for me at times, I wouldnt want to flirt around with others like you are doing out here.

Oh, wouldnt you?

No, I wouldnt.

Well, whos flirting anyhow, Id like to know?

You are.

Im not either, and I wish youd just go away and let me alone if you cant do anything but quarrel with me. Just because I danced with him up there in the restaurant, is no reason for you to think Im flirting. Oh, you make me tired, thats what you do,

Do I?

Yes, you do.

Well, maybe I better go off and not bother you any more at all then, he returned, a trace of his mothers courage welling up in him.

Well, maybe you had, if thats the way youre going to feel about me all the time, she answered, and kicked viciously with her toes at the ice. But Clyde was beginning to feel that he could not possibly go through with this  that after all he was too eager about her  too much at her feet. He began to weaken and gaze nervously at her. And she, thinking of her coat again, decided to be civil.

You didnt look in his eyes, did you? he asked weakly, his thoughts going back to her dancing with Sparser.

When?

When you were dancing with him?

No, I didnt, not that I know of, anyhow. But supposing I did. What of it? I didnt mean anything by it. Gee, criminy, cant a person look in anybodys eyes if they want to?

In the way you looked in his? Not if you claim to like anybody else, I say. And the skin of Clydes forehead lifted and sank, and his eyelids narrowed. Hortense merely clicked impatiently and indignantly with her tongue.

Tst! Tst! Tst! If you aint the limit!

And a while ago back there on the ice, went on Clyde determinedly and yet pathetically. When you came back from up there, instead of coming up to where I was you went to the foot of the line with him. I saw you. And you held his hand, too, all the way back. And then when you fell down, you had to sit there with him holding your hand. Id like to know what you call that if it aint flirting. What else is it? Ill bet he thinks it is, all right.

Well, I wasnt flirting with him just the same and I dont care what you say. But if you want to have it that way, have it that way. I cant stop you. Youre so darn jealous you dont want to let anybody else do anything, thats all the matter with you. How else can you play on the ice if you dont hold hands, Id like to know? Gee, criminy! What about you and that Lucille Nickolas? I saw her laying across your lap and you laughing. And I didnt think anything of that. What do you want me to do  come out here and sit around like a bump on a log?  follow you around like a tail? Or you follow me? What-a-yuh think I am anyhow? A nut?

She was being ragged by Clyde, as she thought, and she didnt like it. She was thinking of Sparser who was really more appealing to her at the time than Clyde. He was more materialistic, less romantic, more direct.

He turned and, taking off his cap, rubbed his head gloomily while Hortense, looking at him, thought first of him and then of Sparser. Sparser was more manly, not so much of a crybaby. He wouldnt stand around and complain this way, you bet. Hed probably leave her for good, have nothing more to do with her. Yet Clyde, after his fashion, was interesting and useful. Who else would do for her what he had? And at any rate, he was not trying to force her to go off with him now as these others had gone and as she had feared he might try to do  ahead of her plan and wish. This quarrel was obviating that.

Now, see here, she said after a time, having decided that it was best to assuage him and that it was not so hard to manage him after all. Are we goin tfight all the time, Clyde? Whats the use, anyhow? Whatja want me to come out here for if you just want to fight with me all the time? I wouldnt have come if Id a thought you were going to do that all day.

She turned and kicked at the ice with the minute toe of her shoes, and Clyde, always taken by her charm again, put his arms about her, and crushed her to him, at the same time fumbling at her breasts and putting his lips to hers and endeavoring to hold and fondle her. But now, because of her suddenly developed liking for Sparser, and partially because of her present mood towards Clyde, she broke away, a dissatisfaction with herself and him troubling her. Why should she let him force her to do anything she did not feel like doing, just now, anyhow, she now asked herself. She hadnt agreed to be as nice to him to-day as he might wish. Not yet. At any rate just now she did not want to be handled in this way by him, and she would not, regardless of what he might do. And Clyde, sensing by now what the true state of her mind in regard to him must be, stepped back and yet continued to gaze gloomily and hungrily at her. And she in turn merely stared at him.

I thought you said you liked me, he demanded almost savagely now, realizing that his dreams of a happy outing this day were fading into nothing.

Well, I do when youre nice, she replied, slyly and evasively, seeking some way to avoid complications in connection with her original promises to him.

Yes, you do, he grumbled. I see how you do. Why, here we are out here now and you wont even let me touch you. Id like to know what you meant by all that you said, anyhow.

Well, what did I say? she countered, merely to gain time.

As though you didnt know.

Oh, well. But that wasnt to be right away, either, was it? I thought we said  she paused dubiously.

I know what you said, he went on. But I notice now that you dont like me an thats all there is to it. What difference would it make if you really cared for me whether you were nice to me now or next week or the week after? Gee whiz, youd think it was something that depended on what I did for you, not whether you cared for me. In his pain he was quite intense and courageous.

Thats not so! she snapped, angrily and bitterly, irritated by the truth of what he said. And I wish you wouldnt say that to me, either. I dont care anything about the old coat now, if you want to know it. And you can just have your old money back, too, I dont want it. And you can just let me alone from now on, too, she added. Ill get all the coats I want without any help from you. At this, she turned and walked away.

But Clyde, now anxious to mollify her as usual, ran after her. Dont go, Hortense, he pleaded. Wait a minute. I didnt mean that either, honest I didnt. Im crazy about you. Honest I am. Cant you see that? Oh, gee, dont go now. Im not giving you the money to get something for it. You can have it for nothing if you want it that way. There aint anybody else in the world like you to me, and there never has been. You can have the money for all I care, all of it. I dont want it back. But, gee, I did think you liked me a little. Dont you care for me at all, Hortense? He looked cowed and frightened, and she, sensing her mastery over him, relented a little.

Of course I do, she announced. But just the same, that dont mean that you can treat me any old way, either. You dont seem to understand that a girl cant do everything you want her to do just when you want her to do it.

Just what do you mean by that? asked Clyde, not quite sensing just what she did mean. I dont get you.

Oh, yes, you do, too. She could not believe that he did not know.

Oh, I guess I know what youre talkin about. I know what youre going to say now, he went on disappointedly. Thats that old stuff they all pull. I know.

He was reciting almost verbatim the words and intonations even of the other boys at the hotel  Higby, Ratterer, Eddie Doyle  who, having narrated the nature of such situations to him, and how girls occasionally lied out of pressing dilemmas in this way, had made perfectly clear to him what was meant. And Hortense knew now that he did know.

Gee, but youre mean, she said in an assumed hurt way. A person can never tell you anything or expect you to believe it. Just the same, its true, whether you believe it or not.

Oh, I know how you are, he replied, sadly yet a little loftily, as though this were an old situation to him. You dont like me, thats all. I see that now, all right.

Gee, but youre mean, she persisted, affecting an injured air. Its the Gods truth. Believe me or not, I swear it. Honest it is.

Clyde stood there. In the face of this small trick there was really nothing much to say as he saw it. He could not force her to do anything. If she wanted to lie and pretend, he would have to pretend to believe her. And yet a great sadness settled down upon him. He was not to win her after all  that was plain. He turned, and she, being convinced that he felt that she was lying now, felt it incumbent upon herself to do something about it  to win him around to her again.

Please, Clyde, please, she began now, most artfully, I mean that. Really, I do. Wont you believe me? But I will next week, sure. Honest, I will. Wont you believe that? I meant everything I said when I said it. Honest, I did. I do like you  a lot. Wont you believe that, too  please?

And Clyde, thrilled from head to toe by this latest phase of her artistry, agreed that he would. And once more he began to smile and recover his gayety. And by the time they reached the car, to which they were all called a few minutes after by Hegglund, because of the time, and he had held her hand and kissed her often, he was quite convinced that the dream he had been dreaming was as certain of fulfillment as anything could be. Oh, the glory of it when it should come true!


Chapter 19

For the major portion of the return trip to Kansas City, there was nothing to mar the very agreeable illusion under which Clyde rested. He sat beside Hortense, who leaned her head against his shoulder. And although Sparser, who had waited for the others to step in before taking the wheel, had squeezed her arm and received an answering and promising look, Clyde had not seen that.

But the hour being late and the admonitions of Hegglund, Ratterer and Higby being all for speed, and the mood of Sparser, because of the looks bestowed upon him by Hortense, being the gayest and most drunken, it was not long before the outlying lamps of the environs began to show.

For the car was rushed along the road at break-neck speed. At one point, however, where one of the eastern trunk lines approached the city, there was a long and unexpected and disturbing wait at a grade crossing where two freight trains met and passed. Farther in, at North Kansas City, it began to snow, great soft slushy flakes, feathering down and coating the road surface with a slippery layer of mud which required more caution than had been thus far displayed. It was then half past five. Ordinarily, an additional eight minutes at high speed would have served to bring the car within a block or two of the hotel. But now, with another delay near Hannibal Bridge owing to grade crossing, it was twenty minutes to six before the bridge was crossed and Wyandotte Street reached. And already all four of these youths had lost all sense of the delight of the trip and the pleasure the companionship of these girls had given them. For already they were worrying as to the probability of their reaching the hotel in time. The smug and martinetish figure of Mr. Squires loomed before them all.

Gee, if we dont do better than this, observed Ratterer to Higby, who was nervously fumbling with his watch, were not goin to make it. Well hardly have time, as it is, to change.

Clyde, hearing him, exclaimed: Oh, crickets! I wish we could hurry a little. Gee, I wish now we hadnt come to-day. Itll be tough if we dont get there on time.

And Hortense, noting his sudden tenseness and unrest, added: Dont you think youll make it all right?

Not this way, he said. But Hegglund, who had been studying the flaked air outside, a world that seemed dotted with falling bits of cotton, called: Eh, dere Willard. We certainly gotta do better dan dis. It means de razoo for us if we dont get dere on time.

And Higby, for once stirred out of a gambler-like effrontery and calm, added: Well walk the plank all right unless we can put up some good yarn. Cant anybody think of anything? As for Clyde, he merely sighed nervously.

And then, as though to torture them the more, an unexpected crush of vehicles appeared at nearly every intersection. And Sparser, who was irritated by this particular predicament, was contemplating with impatience the warning hand of a traffic policeman, which, at the intersection of Ninth and Wyandotte, had been raised against him. There goes his mit again, he exclaimed. What can I do about that! I might turn over to Washington, but I dont know whether well save any time by going over there.

A full minute passed before he was signaled to go forward. Then swiftly he swung the car to the right and three blocks over into Washington Street.

But here the conditions were no better. Two heavy lines of traffic moved in opposite directions. And at each succeeding corner several precious moments were lost as the cross-traffic went by. Then the car would tear on to the next corner, weaving its way in and out as best it could.

At Fifteenth and Washington, Clyde exclaimed to Ratterer: How would it do if we got out at Seventeenth and walked over?

You wont save any time if I can turn over there, called Sparser. I can get over there quicker than you can.

He crowded the other cars for every inch of available space. At Sixteenth and Washington, seeing what he considered a fairly clear block to the left, he turned the car and tore along that thoroughfare to as far as Wyandotte once more. Just as he neared the corner and was about to turn at high speed, swinging in close to the curb to do so, a little girl of about nine, who was running toward the crossing, jumped directly in front of the moving machine. And because there was no opportunity given him to turn and avoid her, she was struck and dragged a number of feet before the machine could be halted. At the same time, there arose piercing screams from at least half a dozen women, and shouts from as many men who had witnessed the accident.

Instantly they all rushed toward the child, who had been thrown under and passed over by the wheels. And Sparser, looking out and seeing them gathering about the fallen figure, was seized with an uninterpretable mental panic which conjured up the police, jail, his father, the owner of the car, severe punishment in many forms. And though by now all the others in the car were up and giving vent to anguished exclamations such as Oh, God! He hit a little girl; Oh, gee, hes killed a kid! Oh, mercy! Oh, Lord! Oh, heavens, whatll we do now? he turned and exclaimed: Jesus, the cops! I gotta get outa this with this car.

And, without consulting the others, who were still half standing, but almost speechless with fear, he shot the lever into first, second and then high, and giving the engine all the gas it would endure, sped with it to the next corner beyond.

But there, as at the other corners in this vicinity, a policeman was stationed, and having already seen some commotion at the corner west of him, had already started to leave his post in order to ascertain what it was. As he did so, cries of Stop that car Stop that car  reached his ears. And a man, running toward the sedan from the scene of the accident, pointed to it, and called: Stop that car, stop that car. Theyve killed a child.

Then gathering what was meant, he turned toward the car, putting his police whistle to his mouth as he did so. But Sparser, having by this time heard the cries and seen the policeman leaving, dashed swiftly past him into Seventeenth Street, along which he sped at almost forty miles an hour, grazing the hub of a truck in one instance, scraping the fender of an automobile in another, and missing by inches and quarter inches vehicles or pedestrians, while those behind him in the car were for the most part sitting bolt upright and tense, their eyes wide, their hands clenched, their faces and lips set  or, as in the case of Hortense and Lucille Nickolas and Tina Kogel, giving voice to repeated, Oh, Gods! Oh, whats going to happen now?

But the police and those who had started to pursue were not to be outdone so quickly. Unable to make out the license plate number and seeing from the first motions of the car that it had no intention of stopping, the officer blew a loud and long blast on his police whistle. And the policeman at the next corner seeing the car speed by and realizing what it meant, blew on his whistle, then stopped, and springing on the running board of a passing touring car ordered it to give chase. And at this, seeing what was amiss or awind, three other cars, driven by adventurous spirits, joined in the chase, all honking loudly as they came.

But the Packard had far more speed in it than any of its pursuers, and although for the first few blocks of the pursuit there were cries of Stop that car! Stop that car! still, owing to the much greater speed of the car, these soon died away, giving place to the long wild shrieks of distant horns in full cry.

Sparser by now having won a fair lead and realizing that a straight course was the least baffling to pursue, turned swiftly into McGee, a comparatively quiet thoroughfare along which he tore for a few blocks to the wide and winding Gillham Parkway, whose course was southward. But having followed that at terrific speed for a short distance, he again  at Thirty-first  decided to turn  the houses in the distance confusing him and the suburban country to the north seeming to offer the best opportunity for evading his pursuers. And so now he swung the car to the left into that thoroughfare, his thought here being that amid these comparatively quiet streets it was possible to wind in and out and so shake off pursuit  at least long enough to drop his passengers somewhere and return the car to the garage.

And this he would have been able to do had it not been for the fact that in turning into one of the more outlying streets of this region, where there were scarcely any houses and no pedestrians visible, he decided to turn off his lights, the better to conceal the whereabouts of the car. Then, still speeding east, north, and east and south by turns, he finally dashed into one street where, after a few hundred feet, the pavement suddenly ended. But because another cross street was visible a hundred feet or so further on, and he imagined that by turning into that he might find a paved thoroughfare again, he sped on and then swung sharply to the left, only to crash roughly into a pile of paving stones left by a contractor who was preparing to pave the way. In the absence of lights he had failed to distinguish this. And diagonally opposite to these, lengthwise of a prospective sidewalk, had been laid a pile of lumber for a house.

Striking the edge of the paving stones at high speed, he caromed, and all but upsetting the car, made directly for the lumber pile opposite, into which he crashed. Only instead of striking it head on, the car struck one end, causing it to give way and spread out, but only sufficiently to permit the right wheels to mount high upon it and so throw the car completely over onto its left side in the grass and snow beyond the walk. Then there, amid a crash of glass and the impacts of their own bodies, the occupants were thrown down in a heap, forward and to the left.

What happened afterwards is more or less of a mystery and a matter of confusion, not only to Clyde, but to all the others. For Sparser and Laura Sipe, being in front, were dashed against the wind-shield and the roof and knocked senseless, Sparser, having his shoulder, hip and left knee wrenched in such a way as to make it necessary to let him lie in the car as he was until an ambulance arrived. He could not possibly be lifted out through the door, which was in the roof as the car now lay. And in the second seat, Clyde, being nearest the door to the left and next to him Hortense, Lucille Nickolas and Ratterer, was pinioned under and yet not crushed by their combined weights. For Hortense in falling had been thrown completely over him on her side against the roof, which was now the left wall. And Lucille, next above her, fell in such a way as to lie across Clydes shoulders only, while Ratterer, now topmost of the four, had, in falling, been thrown over the seat in front of him. But grasping the steering wheel in front of him as he fell, the same having been wrenched from Sparsers hands, he had broken his fall in part by clinging to it. But even so, his face and hands were cut and bruised and his shoulder, arm and hip slightly wrenched, yet not sufficiently to prevent his being of assistance to the others. For at once, realizing the plight of the others as well as his own, and stirred by their screams, Ratterer was moved to draw himself up and out through the top or side door which he now succeeded in opening, scrambling over the others to reach it.

Once out, he climbed upon the chassis beam of the toppled car, and, reaching down, caught hold of the struggling and moaning Lucille, who like the others was trying to climb up but could not. And exerting all his strength and exclaiming, Be still, now, honey, I gotcha. Youre all right, Ill getcha out, he lifted her to a sitting position on the side of the door, then down in the snow, where he placed her and where she sat crying and feeling her arms and her head. And after her he helped Hortense, her left cheek and forehead and both hands badly bruised and bleeding, but not seriously, although she did not know that at the time. She was whimpering and shivering and shaking  a nervous chill having succeeded the dazed and almost unconscious state which had followed the first crash.

At that moment, Clyde, lifting his bewildered head above the side door of the car, his left cheek, shoulder and arm bruised, but not otherwise injured, was thinking that he too must get out of this as quickly as possible. A child had been killed; a car stolen and wrecked; his job was most certainly lost; the police were in pursuit and might even find them there at any minute. And below him in the car was Sparser, prone where he fell, but already being looked to by Ratterer. And beside him Laura Sipe, also unconscious. He felt called upon to do something  to assist Ratterer, who was reaching down and trying to lay hold of Laura Sipe without injuring her. But so confused were his thoughts that he would have stood there without helping any one had it not been for Ratterer, who called most irritably, Give us a hand here, Clyde, will you? Lets see if we can get her out. Shes fainted. And Clyde, turning now instead of trying to climb out, began to seek to lift her from within, standing on the broken glass window of the side beneath his feet and attempting to draw her body back and up off the body of Sparser. But this was not possible. She was too limp  too heavy. He could only draw her back  off the body of Sparser  and then let her rest there, between the second and first seats on the cars side.

But, meanwhile, at the back Hegglund, being nearest the top and only slightly stunned, had managed to reach the door nearest him and throw it back. Thus, by reason of his athletic body, he was able to draw himself up and out, saying as he did so: Oh, Jesus, what a finish! Oh, Christ, dis is de limit! Oh, Jesus, we better beat it outa dis before de cops git here.

At the same time, however, seeing the others below him and hearing their cries, he could not contemplate anything so desperate as desertion. Instead, once out, he turned and making out Maida below him, exclaimed: Here, for Christs sake, gimme your hand. We gotta get outa dis and dam quick, I tell ya. Then turning from Maida, who for the moment was feeling her wounded and aching head, he mounted the top chassis beam again and, reaching down, caught hold of Tina Kogel, who, only stunned, was trying to push herself to a sitting position while resting heavily on top of Higby. But he, relieved of the weight of the others, was already kneeling, and feeling his head and face with his hands.

Gimme your hand, Dave, called Hegglund. Hurry! For Christs sake! We aint got no time to lose around here. Are ya hurt? Christ, we gotta git outa here, I tellya. I see a guy comin acrost dere now an I doughno wedder hes a cop or not. He started to lay hold of Higbys left hand, but as he did so Higby repulsed him.

Huh, uh, he exclaimed. Dont pull. Im all right. Ill get out by myself. Help the others. And standing up, his head above the level of the door, he began to look about within the car for something on which to place his foot. The back cushion having fallen out and forward, he got his foot on that and raised himself up to the door level on which he sat and drew out his leg. Then looking about, and seeing Hegglund attempting to assist Ratterer and Clyde with Sparser, he went to their aid.

Outside, some odd and confusing incidents had already occurred. For Hortense, who had been lifted out before Clyde, and had suddenly begun to feel her face, had as suddenly realized that her left cheek and forehead were not only scraped but bleeding. And being seized by the notion that her beauty might have been permanently marred by this accident, she was at once thrown into a state of selfish panic which caused her to become completely oblivious, not only to the misery and injury of the others, but to the danger of discovery by the police, the injury to the child, the wreck of this expensive car  in fact everything but herself and the probability or possibility that her beauty had been destroyed. She began to whimper on the instant and wave her hands up and down. Oh, goodness, goodness, goodness! she exclaimed desperately. Oh, how dreadful! Oh, how terrible! Oh, my face is all cut. And feeling an urgent compulsion to do something about it, she suddenly set off (and without a word to any one and while Clyde was still inside helping Ratterer) south along 35th Street, toward the city where were lights and more populated streets. Her one thought was to reach her own home as speedily as possible in order that she might do something for herself.

Of Clyde, Sparser, Ratterer and the other girls  she really thought nothing. What were they now? It was only intermittently and between thoughts of her marred beauty that she could even bring herself to think of the injured child  the horror of which as well as the pursuit by the police, maybe, the fact that the car did not belong to Sparser or that it was wrecked, and that they were all liable to arrest in consequence, affecting her but slightly. Her one thought in regard to Clyde was that he was the one who had invited her to this ill-fated journey  hence that he was to blame, really. Those beastly boys  to think they should have gotten her into this and then didnt have brains enough to manage better.

The other girls, apart from Laura Sipe, were not seriously injured  any of them. They were more frightened than anything else, but now that this had happened they were in a panic, lest they be overtaken by the police, arrested, exposed and punished. And accordingly they stood about, exclaiming Oh, gee, hurry, cant you? Oh, dear, we ought all of us to get away from here. Oh, its all so terrible. Until at last Hegglund exclaimed: For Christs sake, keep quiet, cantcha? Were doing de best we can, cantcha see? Youll have de cops down on us in a minute as it is.

And then, as if in answer to his comment, a lone suburbanite who lived some four blocks from the scene across the fields and who, hearing the crash and the cries in the night, had ambled across to see what the trouble was, now drew near and stood curiously looking at the stricken group and the car.

Had an accident, eh? he exclaimed, genially enough. Any one badly hurt? Gee, thats too bad. And thats a swell car, too. Can I help any?

Clyde, hearing him talk and looking out and not seeing Hortense anywhere, and not being able to do more for Sparser than stretch him in the bottom of the car, glanced agonizingly about. For the thought of the police and their certain pursuit was strong upon him. He must get out of this. He must not be caught here. Think of what would happen to him if he were caught  how he would be disgraced and punished probably  all his fine world stripped from him before he could say a word really. His mother would hear  Mr. Squires  everybody. Most certainly he would go to jail. Oh, how terrible that thought was  grinding really like a macerating wheel to his flesh. They could do nothing more for Sparser, and they only laid themselves open to being caught by lingering. So asking, Whered Miss Briggs go? he now began to climb out, then started looking about the dark and snowy fields for her. His thought was that he would first assist her to wherever she might desire to go.

But just then in the distance was heard the horns and the hum of at least two motorcycles speeding swiftly in the direction of this very spot. For already the wife of the suburbanite, on hearing the crash and the cries in the distance, had telephoned the police that an accident had occurred here. And now the suburbanite was explaining: Thats them. I told the wife to telephone for an ambulance. And hearing this, all these others now began to run, for they all realized what that meant. And in addition, looking across the fields one could see the lights of these approaching machines. They reached Thirty-first and Cleveland together. Then one turned south toward this very spot, along Cleveland Avenue. And the other continued east on Thirty-first, reconnoitering for the accident.

Beat it, for Gods sake, all of youse, whispered Hegglund, excitedly. Scatter! And forthwith, seizing Maida Axelrod by the hand, he started to run east along Thirty-fifth Street, in which the car then lay  along the outlying eastern suburbs. But after a moment, deciding that that would not do either, that it would be too easy to pursue him along a street, he cut northeast, directly across the open fields and away from the city.

And now, Clyde, as suddenly sensing what capture would mean  how all his fine thoughts of pleasure would most certainly end in disgrace and probably prison, began running also. Only in his case, instead of following Hegglund or any of the others, he turned south along Cleveland Avenue toward the southern limits of the city. But like Hegglund, realizing that that meant an easy avenue of pursuit for any one who chose to follow, he too took to the open fields. Only instead of running away from the city as before, he now turned southwest and ran toward those streets which lay to the south of Fortieth. Only much open space being before him before he should reach them, and a clump of bushes showing in the near distance, and the light of the motorcycle already sweeping the road behind him, he ran to that and for the moment dropped behind it.

Only Sparser and Laura Sipe were left within the car, she at that moment beginning to recover consciousness. And the visiting stranger, much astounded, was left standing outside.

Why, the very idea! he suddenly said to himself. They must have stolen that car. It couldnt have belonged to them at all.

And just then the first motorcycle reaching the scene, Clyde from his not too distant hiding place was able to overhear. Well, you didnt get away with it after all, did you? You thought you were pretty slick, but you didnt make it. Youre the one we want, and whats become of the rest of the gang, eh? Where are they, eh?

And hearing the suburbanite declare quite definitely that he had nothing to do with it, that the real occupants of the car had but then run away and might yet be caught if the police wished, Clyde, who was still within earshot of what was being said, began crawling upon his hands and knees at first in the snow south, south and west, always toward some of those distant streets which, lamplit and faintly glowing, he saw to the southwest of him, and among which presently, if he were not captured, he hoped to hide  to lose himself and so escape  if the fates were only kind  the misery and the punishment and the unending dissatisfaction and disappointment which now, most definitely, it all represented to him.


BOOK TWO


Chapter 1

The home of Samuel Griffiths in Lycurgus, New York, a city of some twenty-five thousand inhabitants midway between Utica and Albany. Near the dinner hour and by degrees the family assembling for its customary meal. On this occasion the preparations were of a more elaborate nature than usual, owing to the fact that for the past four days Mr. Samuel Griffiths, the husband and father, had been absent attending a conference of shirt and collar manufacturers in Chicago, price-cutting by upstart rivals in the west having necessitated compromise and adjustment by those who manufactured in the east. He was but now returned and had telephoned earlier in the afternoon that he had arrived, and was going to his office in the factory where he would remain until dinner time.

Being long accustomed to the ways of a practical and convinced man who believed in himself and considered his judgment and his decision sound  almost final  for the most part, anyhow, Mrs. Griffiths thought nothing of this. He would appear and greet her in due order.

Knowing that he preferred leg of lamb above many other things, after due word with Mrs. Truesdale, her homely but useful housekeeper, she ordered lamb. And the appropriate vegetables and dessert having been decided upon, she gave herself over to thoughts of her eldest daughter Myra, who, having graduated from Smith College several years before, was still unmarried. And the reason for this, as Mrs. Griffiths well understood, though she was never quite willing to admit it openly, was that Myra was not very good looking. Her nose was too long, her eyes too close-set, her chin not sufficiently rounded to give her a girlish and pleasing appearance. For the most part she seemed too thoughtful and studious  as a rule not interested in the ordinary social life of that city. Neither did she possess that savoir faire, let alone that peculiar appeal for men, that characterized some girls even when they were not pretty. As her mother saw it, she was really too critical and too intellectual, having a mind that was rather above the world in which she found herself.

Brought up amid comparative luxury, without having to worry about any of the rough details of making a living, she had been confronted, nevertheless, by the difficulties of making her own way in the matter of social favor and love  two objectives which, without beauty or charm, were about as difficult as the attaining to extreme wealth by a beggar. And the fact that for twelve years now  ever since she had been fourteen  she had seen the lives of other youths and maidens in this small world in which she moved passing gayly enough, while hers was more or less confined to reading, music, the business of keeping as neatly and attractively arrayed as possible, and of going to visit friends in the hope of possibly encountering somewhere, somehow, the one temperament who would be interested in her, had saddened, if not exactly soured her. And that despite the fact that the material comfort of her parents and herself was exceptional.

Just now she had gone through her mothers room to her own, looking as though she were not very much interested in anything. Her mother had been trying to think of something to suggest that would take her out of herself, when the younger daughter, Bella, fresh from a passing visit to the home of the Finchleys, wealthy neighbors where she had stopped on her way from the Snedeker School, burst in upon her.

Contrasted with her sister, who was tall and dark and rather sallow, Bella, though shorter, was far more gracefully and vigorously formed. She had thick brown  almost black  hair, a brown and olive complexion tinted with red, and eyes brown and genial, that blazed with an eager, seeking light. In addition to her sound and lithe physique, she possessed vitality and animation. Her arms and legs were graceful and active. Plainly she was given to liking things as she found them  enjoying life as it was  and hence, unlike her sister, she was unusually attractive to men and boys  to men and women, old and young  a fact which her mother and father well knew. No danger of any lack of marriage offers for her when the time came. As her mother saw it, too many youths and men were already buzzing around, and so posing the question of a proper husband for her. Already she had displayed a tendency to become thick and fast friends, not only with the scions of the older and more conservative families who constituted the ultra-respectable element of the city, but also, and this was more to her mothers distaste, with the sons and daughters of some of those later and hence socially less important families of the region  the sons and daughters of manufacturers of bacon, canning jars, vacuum cleaners, wooden and wicker ware, and typewriters, who constituted a solid enough financial element in the city, but who made up what might be considered the fast set in the local life.

In Mrs. Griffiths opinion, there was too much dancing, cabareting, automobiling to one city and another, without due social supervision. Yet, as a contrast to her sister, Myra, what a relief. It was only from the point of view of proper surveillance, or until she was safely and religiously married, that Mrs. Griffiths troubled or even objected to most of her present contacts and yearnings and gayeties. She desired to protect her.

Now, where have you been? she demanded, as her daughter burst into the room, throwing down her books and drawing near to the open fire that burned there.

Just think, Mamma, began Bella most unconcernedly and almost irrelevantly. The Finchleys are going to give up their place out at Greenwood Lake this coming summer and go up to Twelfth Lake near Pine Point. Theyre going to build a new bungalow up there. And Sondra says that this time its going to be right down at the waters edge  not away from it, as it is out here. And theyre going to have a great big verandah with a hardwood floor. And a boathouse big enough for a thirty-foot electric launch that Mr. Finchley is going to buy for Stuart. Wont that be wonderful? And she says that if you will let me, that I can come up there for all summer long, or for as long as I like. And Gil, too, if he will. Its just across the lake from the Emery Lodge, you know, and the East Gate Hotel. And the Phants place, you know, the Phants of Utica, is just below theirs near Sharon. Isnt that just wonderful? Wont that be great? I wish you and Dad would make up your minds to build up there now sometime, Mamma. It looks to me now as though nearly everybody thats worth anything down here is moving up there.

She talked so fast and swung about so, looking now at the open fire burning in the grate, then out of the two high windows that commanded the front lawn and a full view of Wykeagy Avenue, lit by the electric lights in the winter dusk, that her mother had no opportunity to insert any comment until this was over. However, she managed to observe: Yes? Well, what about the Anthonys and the Nicholsons and the Taylors? I havent heard of their leaving Greenwood yet.

Oh, I know, not the Anthonys or the Nicholsons or the Taylors. Who expects them to move? Theyre too old fashioned. Theyre not the kind that would move anywhere, are they? No one thinks they are. Just the same Greenwood isnt like Twelfth Lake. You know that yourself. And all the people that are anybody down on the South Shore are going up there for sure. The Cranstons next year, Sondra says. And after that, I bet the Harriets will go, too.

The Cranstons and the Harriets and the Finchleys and Sondra, commented her mother, half amused and half irritated. The Cranstons and you and Bertine and Sondra  thats all I hear these days. For the Cranstons, and the Finchleys, despite a certain amount of local success in connection with this newer and faster set, were, much more than any of the others, the subject of considerable unfavorable comment. They were the people who, having moved the Cranston Wickwire Company from Albany, and the Finchley Electric Sweeper from Buffalo, and built large factories on the south bank of the Mohawk River, to say nothing of new and grandiose houses in Wykeagy Avenue and summer cottages at Greenwood, some twenty miles northwest, were setting a rather showy, and hence disagreeable, pace to all of the wealthy residents of this region. They were given to wearing the smartest clothes, to the latest novelties in cars and entertainments, and constituted a problem to those who with less means considered their position and their equipment about as fixed and interesting and attractive as such things might well be. The Cranstons and the Finchleys were in the main a thorn in the flesh of the remainder of the elite of Lycurgus  too showy and too aggressive.

How often have I told you that I dont want you to have so much to do with Bertine or that Letta Harriet or her brother either? Theyre too forward. They run around and talk and show off too much. And your father feels the same as I do in regard to them. As for Sondra Finchley, if she expects to go with Bertine and you, too, then youre not going to go with her either much longer. Besides Im not sure that your father approves of your going anywhere without some one to accompany you. Youre not old enough yet. And as for your going to Twelfth Lake to the Finchleys, well, unless we all go together, therell be no going there, either. And now Mrs. Griffiths, who leaned more to the manner and tactics of the older, if not less affluent families, stared complainingly at her daughter.

Nevertheless Bella was no more abashed that she was irritated by this. On the contrary she knew her mother and knew that she was fond of her; also that she was intrigued by her physical charm as well as her assured local social success as much as was her father, who considered her perfection itself and could be swayed by her least, as well as her much practised, smile.

Not old enough, not old enough, commented Bella reproachfully. Will you listen? Ill be eighteen in July. Id like to know when you and Papa are going to think Im old enough to go anywhere without you both. Wherever you two go, I have to go, and wherever I want to go, you two have to go, too.

Bella, censured her mother. Then after a moments silence, in which her daughter stood there impatiently, she added, Of course, what else would you have us do? When you are twenty-one or two, if you are not married by then, it will be time enough to think of going off by yourself. But at your age, you shouldnt be thinking of any such thing. Bella cocked her pretty head, for at the moment the side door downstairs was thrown open, and Gilbert Griffiths, the only son of this family and who very much in face and build, if not in manner or lack of force, resembled Clyde, his western cousin, entered and ascended.

He was at this time a vigorous, self-centered and vain youth of twenty-three who, in contrast with his two sisters, seemed much sterner and far more practical. Also, probably much more intelligent and aggressive in a business way  a field in which neither of the two girls took the slightest interest. He was brisk in manner and impatient. He considered that his social position was perfectly secure, and was utterly scornful of anything but commercial success. Yet despite this he was really deeply interested in the movements of the local society, of which he considered himself and his family the most important part. Always conscious of the dignity and social standing of his family in this community, he regulated his action and speech accordingly. Ordinarily he struck the passing observer as rather sharp and arrogant, neither as youthful or as playful as his years might have warranted. Still he was young, attractive and interesting. He had a sharp, if not brilliant, tongue in his head  a gift at times for making crisp and cynical remarks. On account of his family and position he was considered also the most desirable of all the young eligible bachelors in Lycurgus. Nevertheless he was so much interested in himself that he scarcely found room in his cosmos for a keen and really intelligent understanding of anyone else.

Hearing him ascend from below and enter his room, which was at the rear of the house next to hers, Bella at once left her mothers room, and coming to the door, called: Oh, Gil, can I come in?

Sure. He was whistling briskly and already, in view of some entertainment somewhere, preparing to change to evening clothes.

Where are you going?

Nowhere, for dinner. To the Wynants afterwards.

Oh, Constance to be sure.

No, not Constance, to be sure. Where do you get that stuff?

As though I didnt know.

Lay off. Is that what you came in here for?

No, that isnt what I came in here for. What do you think? The Finchleys are going to build a place up at Twelfth Lake next summer, right on the lake, next to the Phants, and Mr. Finchleys going to buy Stuart a thirty-foot launch and build a boathouse with a sun-parlor right over the water to hold it. Wont that be swell, huh?

Dont say swell. And dont say huh. Cant you learn to cut out the slang? You talk like a factory girl. Is that all they teach you over at that school?

Listen to whos talking about cutting out slang. How about yourself? You set a fine example around here, I notice.

Well, Im five years older than you are. Besides Im a man. You dont notice Myra using any of that stuff.

Oh, Myra. But dont lets talk about that. Only think of that new house theyre going to build and the fine time theyre going to have up there next summer. Dont you wish we could move up there, too? We could if we wanted to  if Papa and Mamma would agree to it.

Oh, I dont know that it would be so wonderful, replied her brother, who was really very much interested just the same. There are other places besides Twelfth Lake.

Who said there werent? But not for the people that we know around here. Where else do the best people from Albany and Utica go but there now, Id like to know. Its going to become a regular center, Sondra says, with all the finest houses along the west shore. Just the same, the Cranstons, the Lamberts, and the Harriets are going to move up there pretty soon, too, Bella added most definitely and defiantly. That wont leave so many out at Greenwood Lake, nor the very best people, either, even if the Anthonys and Nicholsons do stay here.

Who says the Cranstons are going up there? asked Gilbert, now very much interested.

Why, Sondra!

Who told her?

Bertine.

Gee, theyre getting gayer and gayer, commented her brother oddly and a little enviously. Pretty soon Lycurgusll be too small to hold em. He jerked at a bow tie he was attempting to center and grimaced oddly as his tight neck-band pinched him slightly.

For although Gilbert had recently entered into the collar and shirt industry with his father as general supervisor of manufacturing, and with every prospect of managing and controlling the entire business eventually, still he was jealous of young Grant Cranston, a youth of his own age, very appealing and attractive physically, who was really more daring with and more attractive to the girls of the younger set. Cranston seemed to be satisfied that it was possible to combine a certain amount of social pleasure with working for his father with which Gilbert did not agree. In fact, young Griffiths would have preferred, had it been possible, so to charge young Cranston with looseness, only thus far the latter had managed to keep himself well within the bounds of sobriety. And the Cranston Wickwire Company was plainly forging ahead as one of the leading industries of Lycurgus.

Well, he added, after a moment, theyre spreading out faster than I would if I had their business. Theyre not the richest people in the world, either. Just the same he was thinking that, unlike himself and his parents, the Cranstons were really more daring if not socially more avid of life. He envied them.

And whats more, added Bella interestedly, the Finchleys are to have a dance floor over the boathouse. And Sondra says that Stuart was hoping that you would come up there and spend a lot of time this summer.

Oh, did he? replied Gilbert, a little enviously and sarcastically. You mean he said he was hoping you would come up and spend a lot of time. Ill be working this summer.

He didnt say anything of the kind, smarty. Besides it wouldnt hurt us any if we did go up there. Theres nothing much out at Greenwood any more that I can see. A lot of old hen parties.

Is that so? Mother would like to hear that.

And youll tell her, of course

Oh, no, I wont either. But I dont think were going to follow the Finchleys or the Cranstons up to Twelfth Lake just yet, either. You can go up there if you want, if Dadll let you.

Just then the lower door clicked again, and Bella, forgetting her quarrel with her brother, ran down to greet her father.


Chapter 2

The head of the Lycurgus branch of the Griffiths, as contrasted with the father of the Kansas City family, was most arresting. Unlike his shorter and more confused brother of the Door of Hope, whom he had not even seen for thirty years, he was a little above the average in height, very well-knit, although comparatively slender, shrewd of eye, and incisive both as to manner and speech. Long used to contending for himself, and having come by effort as well as results to know that he was above the average in acumen and commercial ability, he was inclined at times to be a bit intolerant of those who were not. He was not ungenerous or unpleasant in manner, but always striving to maintain a calm and judicial air. And he told himself by way of excuse for his mannerisms that he was merely accepting himself at the value that others placed upon him and all those who, like himself, were successful.

Having arrived in Lycurgus about twenty-five years before with some capital and a determination to invest in a new collar enterprise which had been proposed to him, he had succeeded thereafter beyond his wildest expectations. And naturally he was vain about it. His family at this time  twenty-five years later  unquestionably occupied one of the best, as well as the most tastefully constructed residences in Lycurgus. They were also esteemed as among the few best families of this region  being, if not the oldest, at least among the most conservative, respectable and successful in Lycurgus. His two younger children, if not the eldest, were much to the front socially in the younger and gayer set and so far nothing had happened to weaken or darken his prestige.

On returning from Chicago on this particular day, after having concluded several agreements there which spelled trade harmony and prosperity for at least one year, he was inclined to feel very much at ease and on good terms with the world. Nothing had occurred to mar his trip. In his absence the Griffiths Collar and Shirt Company had gone on as though he had been present. Trade orders at the moment were large.

Now as he entered his own door he threw down a heavy bag and fashionably made coat and turned to see what he rather expected  Bella hurrying toward him. Indeed she was his pet, the most pleasing and different and artistic thing, as he saw it, that all his years had brought to him  youth, health, gayety, intelligence and affection  all in the shape of a pretty daughter.

Oh, Daddy, she called most sweetly and enticingly as she saw him enter. Is that you?

Yes. At least it feels a little like me at the present moment. Hows my baby girl? And he opened his arms and received the bounding form of his last born. Theres a good, strong, healthy girl, Ill say, he announced as he withdrew his affectionate lips from hers. And hows the bad girl been behaving herself since I left? No fibbing this time.

Oh, just fine, Daddy. You can ask any one. I couldnt be better.

And your mother?

Shes all right, Daddy. Shes up in her room. I dont think she heard you come in.

And Myra? Is she back from Albany yet?

Yes. Shes in her room. I heard her playing just now. I just got in myself a little while ago.

Ay, hai. Gadding about again. I know you. He held up a genial forefinger, warningly, while Bella swung onto one of his arms and kept pace with him up the stairs to the floor above.

Oh, no, I wasnt either, now, she cooed shrewdly and sweetly. Just see how you pick on me, Daddy. I was only over with Sondra for a little while. And what do you think, Daddy? Theyre going to give up the place at Greenwood and build a big handsome bungalow up on Twelfth Lake right away. And Mr. Finchleys going to buy a big electric launch for Stuart and theyre going to live up there next summer, maybe all the time, from May until October. And so are the Cranstons, maybe.

Mr. Griffiths, long used to his younger daughters wiles, was interested at the moment not so much by the thought that she wished to convey  that Twelfth Lake was more desirable, socially than Greenwood  as he was by the fact that the Finchleys were able to make this sudden and rather heavy expenditure for social reasons only.

Instead of answering Bella he went on upstairs and into his wifes room. He kissed Mrs. Griffiths, looked in upon Myra, who came to the door to embrace him, and spoke of the successful nature of the trip. One could see by the way he embraced his wife that there was an agreeable understanding between them  no disharmony  by the way he greeted Myra that if he did not exactly sympathize with her temperament and point of view, at least he included her within the largess of his affection.

As they were talking Mrs. Truesdale announced that dinner was ready, and Gilbert, having completed his toilet, now entered.

I say, Dad, he called, I have an interesting thing I want to see you about in the morning. Can I?

All right, Ill be there. Come in about noon.

Come on all, or the dinner will be getting cold, admonished Mrs. Griffiths earnestly, and forthwith Gilbert turned and went down, followed by Griffiths, who still had Bella on his arm. And after him came Mrs. Griffiths and Myra, who now emerged from her room and joined them.

Once seated at the table, the family forthwith began discussing topics of current local interest. For Bella, who was the familys chief source of gossip, gathering the most of it from the Snedeker School, through which all the social news appeared to percolate most swiftly, suddenly announced: What do you think, Mamma? Rosetta Nicholson, that niece of Mrs. Disston Nicholson, who was over here last summer from Albany  you know, she came over the night of the Alumnae Garden Party on our lawn  you remember  the young girl with the yellow hair and squinty blue eyes  her father owns that big wholesale grocery over there  well, shes engaged to that Herbert Tickham of Utica, who was visiting Mrs. Lambert last summer. You dont remember him, but I do. He was tall and dark and sorta awkward, and awfully pale, but very handsome  oh, a regular movie hero.

There you go, Mrs. Griffiths, interjected Gilbert shrewdly and cynically to his mother. A delegation from the Misses Snedekers Select School sneaks off to the movies to brush up on heroes from time to time.

Griffiths senior suddenly observed: I had a curious experience in Chicago this time, something I think the rest of you will be interested in. He was thinking of an accidental encounter two days before in Chicago between himself and the eldest son, as it proved to be, of his younger brother Asa. Also of a conclusion he had come to in regard to him.

Oh, what is it, Daddy? pleaded Bella at once. Do tell me about it.

Spin the big news, Dad, added Gilbert, who, because of the favor of his father, felt very free and close to him always.

Well, while I was in Chicago at the Union League Club, I met a young man who is related to us, a cousin of you three children, by the way, the eldest son of my brother Asa, who is out in Denver now, I understand. I havent seen or heard from him in thirty years. He paused and mused dubiously.

Not the one who is a preacher somewhere, Daddy? inquired Bella, looking up.

Yes, the preacher. At least I understand he was for a while after he left home. But his son tells me he has given that up now. Hes connected with something in Denver  a hotel, I think.

But whats his son like? interrogated Bella, who only knew such well groomed and ostensibly conservative youths and men as her present social status and supervision permitted, and in consequence was intensely interested. The son of a western hotel proprietor!

A cousin? How old is he? asked Gilbert instantly, curious as to his character and situation and ability.

Well, hes a very interesting young man, I think, continued Griffiths tentatively and somewhat dubiously, since up to this hour he had not truly made up his mind about Clyde. Hes quite good-looking and well-mannered, too  about your own age, I should say, Gil, and looks a lot like you  very much so  same eyes and mouth and chin. He looked at his son examiningly. Hes a little bit taller, if anything, and looks a little thinner, though I dont believe he really is.

At the thought of a cousin who looked like him  possibly as attractive in every way as himself  and bearing his own name, Gilbert chilled and bristled slightly. For here in Lycurgus, up to this time, he was well and favourably known as the only son and heir presumptive to the managerial control of his fathers business, and to at least a third of the estate, if not more. And now, if by any chance it should come to light that there was a relative, a cousin of his own years and one who looked and acted like him, even  he bridled at the thought. Forthwith (a psychic reaction which he did not understand and could not very well control) he decided that he did not like him  could not like him.

Whats he doing now? he asked in a curt and rather sour tone, though he attempted to avoid the latter element in his voice.

Well, he hasnt much of a job, I must say, smiled Samuel Griffiths, meditatively. Hes only a bell-hop in the Union League Club in Chicago, at present, but a very pleasant and gentlemanly sort of a boy, I will say. I was quite taken with him. In fact, because he told me there wasnt much opportunity for advancement where he was, and that he would like to get into something where there was more chance to do something and be somebody, I told him that if he wanted to come on here and try his luck with us, we might do a little something for him  give him a chance to show what he could do, at least.

He had not intended to set forth at once the fact that he became interested in his nephew to this extent, but  rather to wait and thrash it out at different times with both his wife and son, but the occasion having seemed to offer itself, he had spoken. And now that he had, he felt rather glad of it, for because Clyde so much resembled Gilbert he did want to do a little something for him.

But Gilbert bristled and chilled, the while Bella and Myra, if not Mrs. Griffiths, who favored her only son in everything  even to preferring him to be without a blood relation or other rival of any kind, rather warmed to the idea. A cousin who was a Griffiths and good-looking and about Gilberts age  and who, as their father reported, was rather pleasant and well-mannered  that pleased Bella and Myra while Mrs. Griffiths, noting Gilberts face darken, was not so moved. He would not like him. But out of respect for her husbands authority and general ability in all things, she now remained silent. But not so, Bella.

Oh, youre going to give him a place, are you, Dad? she commented. Thats interesting. I hope hes better-looking than the rest of our cousins.

Bella, chided Mrs. Griffiths, while Myra, recalling a gauche uncle and cousin who had come on from Vermont several years before to visit them a few days, smiled wisely. At the same time Gilbert, deeply irritated, was mentally fighting against the idea. He could not see it at all. Of course were not turning away applicants who want to come in and learn the business right along now, as it is, he said sharply.

Oh, I know, replied his father, but not cousins and nephews exactly. Besides he looks very intelligent and ambitious to me. It wouldnt do any great harm if we let at least one of our relatives come here and show what he can do. I cant see why we shouldnt employ him as well as another.

I dont believe Gil likes the idea of any other fellow in Lycurgus having the same name and looking like him, suggested Bella, slyly, and with a certain touch of malice due to the fact that her brother was always criticizing her.

Oh, what rot! Gilbert snapped irritably. Why dont you make a sensible remark once in a while? What do I care whether he has the same name or not  or looks like me, either? His expression at the moment was particularly sour.

Gilbert! pleaded his mother, reprovingly. How can you talk so? And to your sister, too?

Well, I dont want to do anything in connection with this young man if its going to cause any hard feelings here, went on Griffiths senior. All I know is that his father was never very practical and I doubt if Clyde has ever had a real chance. (His son winced at this friendly and familiar use of his cousins first name.) My only idea in bringing him on here was to give him a start. I havent the faintest idea whether he would make good or not. He might and again he might not. If he didnt He threw up one hand as much as to say, If he doesnt, we will have to toss him aside, of course.

Well, I think thats very kind of you, father, observed Mrs. Griffiths, pleasantly and diplomatically. I hope he proves satisfactory.

And theres another thing, added Griffiths wisely and sententiously. I dont expect this young man, so long as he is in my employ and just because hes a nephew of mine, to be treated differently to any other employee in the factory. Hes coming here to work  not play. And while he is here, trying, I dont expect any of you to pay him any social attention  not the slightest. Hes not the sort of boy anyhow, that would want to put himself on us  at least he didnt impress me that way, and he wouldnt be coming down here with any notion that he was to be placed on an equal footing with any of us. That would be silly. Later on, if he proves that he is really worth while, able to take care of himself, knows his place and keeps it, and any of you wanted to show him any little attention, well, then it will be time enough to see, but not before then.

By then, the maid, Amanda, assistant to Mrs. Truesdale, was taking away the dinner plates and preparing to serve the dessert. But as Mr. Griffiths rarely ate dessert, and usually chose this period, unless company was present, to look after certain stock and banking matters which he kept in a small desk in the library, he now pushed back his chair, arose, excusing himself to his family, and walked into the library adjoining. The others remained.

I would like to see what hes like, wouldnt you? Myra asked her mother.

Yes. And I do hope he measures up to all of your fathers expectations. He will not feel right if he doesnt.

I cant get this, observed Gilbert, bringing people on now when we can hardly take care of those we have. And besides, imagine what the bunch around here will say if they find out that our cousin was only a bell-hop before coming here!

Oh, well, they wont have to know that, will they? said Myra.

Oh, wont they? Well, whats to prevent him from speaking about it  unless we tell him not to  or some one coming along who has seen him there. His eyes snapped viciously. At any rate, I hope he doesnt. It certainly wouldnt do us any good around here.

And Bella added, I hope hes not dull as Uncle Allens two boys. Theyre the most uninteresting boys I ever did see.

Bella, cautioned her mother once more.


Chapter 3

The Clyde whom Samuel Griffiths described as having met at the Union League Club in Chicago, was a somewhat modified version of the one who had fled from Kansas City three years before. He was now twenty, a little taller and more firmly but scarcely any more robustly built, and considerably more experienced, of course. For since leaving his home and work in Kansas City and coming in contact with some rough usage in the world  humble tasks, wretched rooms, no intimates to speak of, plus the compulsion to make his own way as best he might  he had developed a kind of self-reliance and smoothness of address such as one would scarcely have credited him with three years before. There was about him now, although he was not nearly so smartly dressed as when he left Kansas City, a kind of conscious gentility of manner which pleased, even though it did not at first arrest attention. Also, and this was considerably different from the Clyde who had crept away from Kansas City in a box car, he had much more of an air of caution and reserve.

For ever since he had fled from Kansas City, and by one humble device and another forced to make his way, he had been coming to the conclusion that on himself alone depended his future. His family, as he now definitely sensed, could do nothing for him. They were too impractical and too poor  his mother, father, Esta, all of them.

At the same time, in spite of all their difficulties, he could not now help but feel drawn to them, his mother in particular, and the old home life that had surrounded him as a boy  his brother and sisters, Esta included, since she, too, as he now saw it, had been brought no lower than he by circumstances over which she probably had no more control. And often, his thoughts and mood had gone back with a definite and disconcerting pang because of the way in which he had treated his mother as well as the way in which his career in Kansas City had been suddenly interrupted  his loss of Hortense Briggs  a severe blow; the troubles that had come to him since; the trouble that must have come to his mother and Esta because of him.

On reaching St. Louis two days later after his flight, and after having been most painfully bundled out into the snow a hundred miles from Kansas City in the gray of a winter morning, and at the same time relieved of his watch and overcoat by two brakemen who had found him hiding in the car, he had picked up a Kansas City paper  The Star  only to realize that his worst fear in regard to all that had occurred had come true. For there, under a two-column head, and with fully a column and a half of reading matter below, was the full story of all that had happened: a little girl, the eleven-year-old daughter of a well-to-do Kansas City family, knocked down and almost instantly killed  she had died an hour later; Sparser and Miss Sipe in a hospital and under arrest at the same time, guarded by a policeman sitting in the hospital awaiting their recovery; a splendid car very seriously damaged; Sparsers father, in the absence of the owner of the car for whom he worked, at once incensed and made terribly unhappy by the folly and seeming criminality and recklessness of his son.

But what was worse, the unfortunate Sparser had already been charged with larceny and homicide, and wishing, no doubt, to minimize his own share in this grave catastrophe, had not only revealed the names of all who were with him in the car  the youths in particular and their hotel address  but had charged that they along with him were equally guilty, since they had urged him to make speed at the time and against his will  a claim which was true enough, as Clyde knew. And Mr. Squires, on being interviewed at the hotel, had furnished the police and the newspapers with the names of their parents and their home addresses.

This last was the sharpest blow of all. For there followed disturbing pictures of how their respective parents or relatives had taken it on being informed of their sins. Mrs. Ratterer, Toms mother, had cried and declared her boy was a good boy, and had not meant to do any harm, she was sure. And Mrs. Hegglund  Oscars devoted but aged mother  had said that there was not a more honest or generous soul and that he must have been drinking. And at his own home  The Star had described his mother as standing, pale, very startled and very distressed, clasping and unclasping her hands and looking as though she were scarcely able to grasp what was meant, unwilling to believe that her son had been one of the party and assuring all that he would most certainly return soon and explain all, and that there must be some mistake.

However, he had not returned. Nor had he heard anything more after that. For, owing to his fear of the police, as well as of his mother  her sorrowful, hopeless eyes, he had not written for months, and then a letter to his mother only to say that he was well and that she must not worry. He gave neither name nor address. Later, after that he had wandered on, essaying one small job and another, in St. Louis, Peoria, Chicago, Milwaukee  dishwashing in a restaurant, soda-clerking in a small outlying drug-store, attempting to learn to be a shoe clerk, a grocers clerk, and what not; and being discharged and laid off and quitting because he did not like it. He had sent her ten dollars once  another time five, having, as he felt, that much to spare. After nearly a year and a half he had decided that the search must have lessened, his own part in the crime being forgotten, possibly, or by then not deemed sufficiently important to pursue  and when he was once more making a moderate living as the driver of a delivery wagon in Chicago, a job that paid him fifteen dollars a week, he resolved that he would write his mother, because now he could say that he had a decent place and had conducted himself respectably for a long time, although not under his own name.

And so at that time, living in a hall bedroom on the West Side of Chicago  Paulina Street  he had written his mother the following letter:

DEAR MOTHER:

Are you still in Kansas City? I wish you would write and tell me. I would so like to hear from you again and to write you again, too, if you really want me to. Honestly I do, Ma. I have been so lonely here. Only be careful and dont let any one know where I am yet. It wont do any good and might do a lot of harm just when I am trying so hard to get a start again. I didnt do anything wrong that time, myself. Really I didnt, although the papers said so  just went along. But I was afraid they would punish me for something that I didnt do. I just couldnt come back then. I wasnt to blame and then I was afraid of what you and father might think. But they invited me, Ma. I didnt tell him to go any faster or to take that car like he said. He took it himself and invited me and the others to go along. Maybe we were all to blame for running down that little girl, but we didnt mean to. None of us. And I have been so terribly sorry ever since. Think of all the trouble I have caused you! And just at the time when you most needed me. Gee! Mother, I hope you can forgive me. Can you?

I keep wondering how you are. And Esta and Julia and Frank and Father. I wish I knew where you are and what you are doing. You know how I feel about you, dont you, Ma? Ive got a lot more sense now, anyhow, I see things different than I used to. I want to do something in this world. I want to be successful. I have only a fair place now, not as good as I had in K. C., but fair, and not in the same line. But I want something better, though I dont want to go back in the hotel business either if I can help it. Its not so very good for a young man like me  too high-flying, I guess. You see I know a lot more than I did back there. They like me all right where I am, but I got to get on in this world. Besides I am not really making more than my expenses here now, just my room and board and clothes but I am trying to save a little in order to get into some line where I can work up and learn something. A person has to have a line of some kind these days. I see that now.

Wont you write me and tell me how you all are and what you are doing? Id like to know. Give my love to Frank and Julia and Father and Esta, if they are all still there. I love you just the same and I guess you care for me a little, anyhow, dont you? I wont sign my real name, because it may be dangerous yet (I havent been using it since I left K. C.) But Ill give you my other one, which Im going to leave off pretty soon and take up my old one. Wish I could do it now, but Im afraid to yet. You can address me, if you will, as

HARRY TENET,

General Delivery, Chicago

Ill call for it in a few days. I sign this way so as not to cause you or me any more trouble, see? But as soon as I feel more sure that this other thing has blown over, Ill use my own name again sure.

Lovingly,
YOUR SON.

He drew a line where his real name should be and underneath wrote you know and mailed the letter.

Following that, because his mother had been anxious about him all this time and wondering where he was, he soon received a letter, postmarked Denver, which surprised him very much, for he had expected to hear from her as still in Kansas City.

DEAR SON:

I was surprised and so glad to get my boys letter and to know that you were alive and safe. I had hoped and prayed that you would return to the straight and narrow path  the only path that will ever lead you to success and happiness of any kind, and that God would let me hear from you as safe and well and working somewhere and doing well. And now he has rewarded my prayers. I knew he would. Blessed be His holy name.

Not that I blame you altogether for all that terrible trouble you got into and bringing so much suffering and disgrace on yourself and us  for well I know how the devil tempts and pursues all of us mortals and particularly just such a child as you. Oh, my son, if you only knew how you must be on your guard to avoid these pitfalls. And you have such a long road ahead of you. Will you be ever watchful and try always to cling to the teachings of our Saviour that your mother has always tried to impress upon the minds and hearts of all you dear children? Will you stop and listen to the voice of our Lord that is ever with us, guiding our footsteps safely up the rocky path that leads to a heaven more beautiful than we can ever imagine here? Promise me, my child, that you will hold fast to all your early teachings and always bear in mind that right is might, and my boy, never, never, take a drink of any kind no matter who offers it to you. There is where the devil reigns in all his glory and is ever ready to triumph over the weak one. Remember always what I have told you so often Strong drink is raging and wine is a mocker, and it is my earnest prayer that these words will ring in your ears every time you are tempted  for I am sure now that that was perhaps the real cause of that terrible accident.

I suffered terribly over that, Clyde, and just at the time when I had such a dreadful ordeal to face with Esta. I almost lost her. She had such an awful time. The poor child paid dearly for her sin. We had to go in debt so deep and it took so long to work it out  but finally we did and now things are not as bad as they were, quite.

As you see, we are now in Denver. We have a mission of our own here now with housing quarters for all of us. Besides we have a few rooms to rent which Esta, and you know she is now Mrs. Nixon, of course, takes care of. She has a fine little boy who reminds your father and me of you so much when you were a baby. He does little things that are you all over again so many times that we almost feel that you are with us again  as you were. It is comforting, too, sometimes.

Frank and Julie have grown so and are quite a help to me. Frank has a paper route and earns a little money which helps. Esta wants to keep them in school just as long as we can.

Your father is not very well, but of course, he is getting older, and he does the best he can.

I am awful glad, Clyde, that you are trying so hard to better yourself in every way and last night your father was saying again that your uncle, Samuel Griffiths, of Lycurgus, is so rich and successful and I thought that maybe if you wrote him and asked him to give you something there so that you could learn the business, perhaps he would. I dont see why he wouldnt. After all you are his nephew. You know he has a great collar business there in Lycurgus and he is very rich, so they say. Why dont you write him and see? Somehow I feel that perhaps he would find a place for you and then you would have something sure to work for. Let me know if you do and what he says.

I want to hear from you often, Clyde. Please write and let us know all about you and how you are getting along. Wont you? Of course we love you as much as ever, and will do our best always to try to guide you right. We want you to succeed more than you know, but we also want you to be a good boy, and live a clean, righteous life, for, my son, what matter it if a man gaineth the whole world and loseth his own soul?

Write your mother, Clyde, and bear in mind that her love is always with you  guiding you  pleading with you to do right in the name of the Lord.

Affectionately,

MOTHER.

And so it was that Clyde had begun to think of his uncle Samuel and his great business long before he encountered him. He had also experienced an enormous relief in learning that his parents were no longer in the same financial difficulties they were when he left, and safely housed in a hotel, or at least a lodging house, probably connected with this new mission.

Then two months after he had received his mothers first letter and while he was deciding almost every day that he must do something, and that forthwith, he chanced one day to deliver to the Union League Club on Jackson Boulevard a package of ties and handkerchiefs which some visitor to Chicago had purchased at the store, for which he worked. Upon entering, who should he come in contact with but Ratterer in the uniform of a club employee. He was in charge of inquiry and packages at the door. Although neither he nor Ratterer quite grasped immediately the fact that they were confronting one another again, after a moment Ratterer had exclaimed: Clyde! And then seizing him by an arm, he added enthusiastically and yet cautiously in a very low tone: Well, of all things! The devil! Whaddya know? Put er there. Where do you come from anyhow? And Clyde, equally excited, exclaimed, Well, by jing, if it aint Tom. Whaddya know? You working here?

Ratterer, who (like Clyde) had for the moment quite forgotten the troublesome secret which lay between them, added: Thats right. Surest thing you know. Been here for nearly a year, now. Then with a sudden pull at Clydes arm, as much as to say, Silence! he drew Clyde to one side, out of the hearing of the youth to whom he had been talking as Clyde came in, and added: Ssh! Im working here under my own name, but Id rather not let em know Im from K. C., see. Im supposed to be from Cleveland.

And with that he once more pressed Clydes arm genially and looked him over. And Clyde, equally moved, added: Sure. Thats all right. Im glad you were able to connect. My names Tenet, Harry Tenet. Dont forget that. And both were radiantly happy because of old times sake.

But Ratterer, noticing Clydes delivery uniform, observed: Driving a delivery, eh? Gee, thats funny. You driving a delivery. Imagine. That kills me. What do you want to do that for? Then seeing from Clydes expression that his reference to his present position might not be the most pleasing thing in the world, since Clyde at once observed: Well, Ive been up against it, sorta, he added: But say, I want to see you. Where are you living? (Clyde told him.) Thats all right. I get off here at six. Why not drop around after youre through work. Or, Ill tell you  suppose we meet at  well, how about Henricis on Randolph Street? Is that all right? At seven, say. I get off at six and I can be over there by then if you can.

Clyde, who was happy to the point of ecstasy in meeting Ratterer again, nodded a cheerful assent.

He boarded his wagon and continued his deliveries, yet for the rest of the afternoon his mind was on this approaching meeting with Ratterer. And at five-thirty he hurried to his barn and then to his boarding house on the west side, where he donned his street clothes, then hastened to Henricis. He had not been standing on the corner a minute before Ratterer appeared, very genial and friendly and dressed, if anything, more neatly than ever.

Gee, its good to have a look at you, old socks! he began. Do you know youre the only one of that bunch that Ive seen since I left K. C.? Thats right. My sister wrote me after we left home that no one seemed to know what became of either Higby or Heggie, or you, either. They sent that fellow Sparser up for a year  did you hear that? Tough, eh? But not so much for killing the little girl, but for taking the car and running it without a license and not stopping when signaled. Thats what they got him for. But say,  he lowered his voice most significantly at this point weda got that if theyd got us. Oh, gee, I was scared. And run? And once more he began to laugh, but rather hysterically at that. What a wallop, eh? An us leavin him and that girl in the car. Oh, say. Tough, what? Just what else could a fellow do, though? No need of all of us going up, eh? What was her name? Laura Sipe. An you cut out before I saw you, even. And that little Briggs girl of yours did, too. Did you go home with her?

Clyde shook his head negatively.

I should say I didnt, he exclaimed.

Well, where did you go then? he asked.

Clyde told him. And after he had set forth a full picture of his own wayfarings, Ratterer returned with: Gee, you didnt know that that little Briggs girl left with a guy from out there for New York right after that, did you? Some fellow who worked in a cigar store, so Louise told me. She saw her afterwards just before she left with a new fur coat and all. (Clyde winced sadly.) Gee, but you were a sucker to fool around with her. She didnt care for you or nobody. But you was pretty much gone on her, I guess, eh? And he grinned at Clyde amusedly, and chucked him under the arm, in his old teasing way.

But in regard to himself, he proceeded to unfold a tale of only modest adventure, which was very different from the one Clyde had narrated, a tale which had less of nerves and worry and more of a sturdy courage and faith in his own luck and possibilities. And finally he had caught on to this, because, as he phrased it, you can always get something in Chi.

And here he had been ever since very quiet, of course, but no one had ever said a word to him.

And forthwith, he began to explain that just at present there wasnt anything in the Union League, but that he would talk to Mr. Haley who was superintendent of the club  and that if Clyde wanted to, and Mr. Haley knew of anything, he would try and find out if there was an opening anywhere, or likely to be, and if so, Clyde could slip into it.

But can that worry stuff, he said to Clyde toward the end of the evening. It dont get you nothing.

And then only two days after this most encouraging conversation, and while Clyde was still debating whether he would resign his job, resume his true name and canvass the various hotels in search of work, a note came to his room, brought by one of the bell-boys of the Union League which read: See Mr. Lightall at the Great Northern before noon to-morrow. Theres a vacancy over there. It aint the very best, but itll get you something better later.

And accordingly Clyde, after telephoning his department manager that he was ill and would not be able to work that day, made his way to this hotel in his very best clothes. And on the strength of what references he could give, was allowed to go to work; and much to his relief under his own name. Also, to his gratification, his salary was fixed at twenty dollars a month, meals included. But the tips, as he now learned, aggregated not more than ten a week  yet that, counting meals was far more than he was now getting as he comforted himself; and so much easier work, even if it did take him back into the old line, where he still feared to be seen and arrested.

It was not so very long after this  not more than three months  before a vacancy occurred in the Union League staff. Ratterer, having some time before established himself as day assistant to the club staff captain, and being on good terms with him, was able to say to the latter that he knew exactly the man for the place  Clyde Griffiths  then employed at the Great Northern. And accordingly, Clyde was sent for, and being carefully coached beforehand by Ratterer as to how to approach his new superior, and what to say, he was given the place.

And here, very different from the Great Northern and superior from a social and material point of view, as Clyde saw it, to even the Green-Davidson, he was able once more to view at close range a type of life that most affected, unfortunately, his bump of position and distinction. For to this club from day to day came or went such a company of seemingly mentally and socially worldly elect as he had never seen anywhere before, the self-integrated and self-centered from not only all of the states of his native land but from all countries and continents. American politicians from the north, south, east, west  the principal politicians and bosses, or alleged statesmen of their particular regions  surgeons, scientists, arrived physicians, generals, literary and social figures, not only from America but from the world over.

Here also, a fact which impressed and even startled his sense of curiosity and awe, even  there was no faintest trace of that sex element which had characterized most of the phases of life to be seen in the Green-Davidson, and more recently the Great Northern. In fact, in so far as he could remember, had seemed to run through and motivate nearly, if not quite all of the phases of life that he had thus far contacted. But here was no sex  no trace of it. No women were admitted to this club. These various distinguished individuals came and went, singly as a rule, and with the noiseless vigor and reserve that characterizes the ultra successful. They often ate alone, conferred in pairs and groups, noiselessly  read their papers or books, or went here and there in swiftly driven automobiles  but for the most part seemed to be unaware of, or at least unaffected by, that element of passion, which, to his immature mind up to this time, had seemed to propel and disarrange so many things in those lesser worlds with which up to now he had been identified.

Probably one could not attain to or retain ones place in so remarkable a world as this unless one were indifferent to sex, a disgraceful passion, of course. And hence in the presence or under the eyes of such people one had to act and seem as though such thoughts as from time to time swayed one were far from ones mind.

After he had worked here a little while, under the influence of this organization and various personalities who came here, he had taken on a most gentlemanly and reserved air. When he was within the precincts of the club itself, he felt himself different from what he really was  more subdued, less romantic, more practical, certain that if he tried now, imitated the soberer people of the world, and those only, that some day he might succeed, if not greatly, at least much better than he had thus far. And who knows? What if he worked very steadily and made only the right sort of contacts and conducted himself with the greatest care here, one of these very remarkable men whom he saw entering or departing from here might take a fancy to him and offer him a connection with something important somewhere, such as he had never had before, and that might lift him into a world such as he had never known.

For to say the truth, Clyde had a soul that was not destined to grow up. He lacked decidedly that mental clarity and inner directing application that in so many permits them to sort out from the facts and avenues of life the particular thing or things that make for their direct advancement.


Chapter 4

However, as he now fancied, it was because he lacked an education that he had done so poorly. Because of those various moves from city to city in his early youth, he had never been permitted to collect such a sum of practical training in any field as would permit him, so he thought, to aspire to the great worlds of which these men appeared to be a part. Yet his soul now yearned for this. The people who lived in fine houses, who stopped at great hotels, and had men like Mr. Squires, and the manager of the bell-hops here, to wait on them and arrange for their comfort. And he was still a bell-hop. And close to twenty-one. At times it made him very sad. He wished and wished that he could get into some work where he could rise and be somebody  not always remain a bell-hop, as at times he feared he might.

About the time that he reached this conclusion in regard to himself and was meditating on some way to improve and safeguard his future, his uncle, Samuel Griffiths, arrived in Chicago. And having connections here which made a card to this club an obvious civility, he came directly to it and for several days was about the place conferring with individuals who came to see him, or hurrying to and fro to meet people and visit concerns whom he deemed it important to see.

And it was not an hour after he arrived before Ratterer, who had charge of the pegboard at the door by day and who had but a moment before finished posting the name of this uncle on the board, signaled to Clyde, who came over.

Didnt you say you had an uncle or something by the name of Griffiths in the collar business somewhere in New York State?

Sure, replied Clyde. Samuel Griffiths. He has a big collar factory in Lycurgus. Thats his ad you see in all the papers and thats his fire sign over there on Michigan Avenue.

Would you know him if you saw him?

No, replied Clyde. I never saw him in all my life.

Ill bet anything its the same fellow, commented Ratterer, consulting a small registry slip that had been handed him. Looka here  Samuel Griffiths, Lycurgus, N. Y. Thats probably the same guy, eh?

Surest thing you know, added Clyde, very much interested and even excited, for this was the identical uncle about whom he had been thinking so long.

He just went through here a few minutes ago, went on Ratterer. Devoy took his bags up to K. Swell-looking man, too. You better keep your eye open and take a look at him when he comes down again. Maybe its your uncle. Hes only medium tall and kinda thin. Wears a small gray mustache and a pearl gray hat. Good-lookin. Ill point him out to you. If it is your uncle you better shine up to him. Maybe hell do somepin for you  give you a collar or two, he added, laughing.

Clyde laughed too as though he very much appreciated this joke, although in reality he was flustered. His uncle Samuel! And in this club! Well, then this was his opportunity to introduce himself to his uncle. He had intended writing him before ever he secured this place, but now he was here in this club and might speak to him if he chose.

But hold! What would his uncle think of him, supposing he chose to introduce himself? For he was a bell-boy again and acting in that capacity in this club. What, for instance, might be his uncles attitude toward boys who worked as bell-boys, particularly at his  Clydes  years. For he was over twenty now, and getting to be pretty old for a bell-boy, that is, if one ever intended to be anything else. A man of his wealth and high position might look on bell-hopping as menial, particularly bell-boys who chanced to be related to him. He might not wish to have anything to do with him  might not even wish him to address him in any way. It was in this state that he remained for fully twenty-four hours after he knew that his uncle had arrived at this club.

The following afternoon, however, after he had seen him at least half a dozen times and had been able to formulate the most agreeable impressions of him, since his uncle appeared to be so very quick, alert, incisive  so very different from his father in every way, and so rich and respected by every one here  he began to wonder, to fear even at times, whether he was going to let this remarkable opportunity slip. For after all, his uncle did not look to him to be at all unkindly  quite the reverse  very pleasant. And when, at the suggestion of Ratterer, he had gone to his uncles room to secure a letter which was to be sent by special messenger, his uncle had scarcely looked at him, but instead had handed him the letter and half a dollar. See that a boy takes that right away and keep the money for yourself, he had remarked.

Clydes excitement was so great at the moment that he wondered that his uncle did not guess that he was his nephew. But plainly he did not. And he went away a little crest-fallen.

Later some half dozen letters for his uncle having been put in the key-box, Ratterer called Clydes attention to them. If you want to run in on him again, heres your chance. Take those up to him. Hes in his room, I think. And Clyde, after some hesitation, had finally taken the letters and gone to his uncles suite once more.

His uncle was writing at the time and merely called: Come! Then Clyde, entering and smiling rather enigmatically, observed: Heres some mail for you, Mr. Griffiths.

Thank you very much, my son, replied his uncle and proceeded to finger his vest pocket for change, but Clyde, seizing this opportunity, exclaimed: Oh, no, I dont want anything for that. And then before his uncle could say anything more, although he proceeded to hold out some silver to him, he added: I believe Im related to you, Mr. Griffiths. Youre Mr. Samuel Griffiths of the Griffiths Collar Company of Lycurgus, arent you?

Yes, I have a little something to do with it, I believe. Who are you? returned his uncle, looking at him sharply.

My names Clyde Griffiths. My father, Asa Griffiths, is your brother, I believe.

At the mention of this particular brother, who, to the knowledge of all the members of this family, was distinctly not a success materially, the face of Samuel Griffiths clouded the least trifle. For the mention of Asa brought rather unpleasingly before him the stocky and decidedly not well-groomed figure of his younger brother, whom he had not seen in so many years. His most recent distinct picture of him was as a young man of about Clydes age about his fathers house near Bertwick, Vermont. But how different! Clydes father was then short, fat and poorly knit mentally as well as physically  oleaginous and a bit mushy, as it were. His chin was not firm, his eyes a pale watery blue, and his hair frizzled. Whereas this son of his was neat, alert, good-looking and seemingly well-mannered and intelligent, as most bell-hops were inclined to be as he noted. And he liked him.

However, Samuel Griffiths, who along with his elder brother Allen had inherited the bulk of his fathers moderate property, and this because of Joseph Griffiths prejudice against his youngest son, had always felt that perhaps an injustice had been done Asa. For Asa, not having proved very practical or intelligent, his father had first attempted to drive and then later ignore him, and finally had turned him out at about Clydes age, and had afterward left the bulk of his property, some thirty thousand dollars, to these two elder brothers, share and share alike  willing Asa but a petty thousand.

It was this thought in connection with this younger brother that now caused him to stare at Clyde rather curiously. For Clyde, as he could see, was in no way like the younger brother who had been harried from his fathers home so many years before. Rather he was more like his own son, Gilbert, whom, as he now saw he resembled. Also in spite of all of Clydes fears he was obviously impressed by the fact that he should have any kind of place in this interesting club. For to Samuel Griffiths, who was more than less confined to the limited activities and environment of Lycurgus, the character and standing of this particular club was to be respected. And those young men who served the guests of such an institution as this, were, in the main, possessed of efficient and unobtrusive manners. Therefore to see Clyde standing before him in his neat gray and black uniform and with the air of one whose social manners at least were excellent, caused him to think favorably of him.

You dont tell me! he exclaimed interestedly. So youre Asas son. I do declare! Well, now, this is a surprise. You see I havent seen or heard from your father in at least  well, say, twenty-five or six years, anyhow. The last time I did hear from him he was living in Grand Rapids, Michigan, I think, or here. He isnt here now, I presume.

Oh, no, sir, replied Clyde, who was glad to be able to say this. The family live in Denver. Im here all alone.

Your father and mother are living, I presume.

Yes, sir. Theyre both alive.

Still connected with religious work, is he  your father?

Well, yes, sir, answered Clyde, a little dubiously, for he was still convinced that the form of religious work his father essayed was of all forms the poorest and most inconsequential socially. Only the church he has now, he went on, has a lodging house connected with it. About forty rooms, I believe. He and my mother run that and the mission too.

Oh, I see.

He was so anxious to make a better impression on his uncle than the situation seemed to warrant that he was quite willing to exaggerate a little.

Well, Im glad theyre doing so well, continued Samuel Griffiths, rather impressed with the trim and vigorous appearance of Clyde. You like this kind of work, I suppose?

Well, not exactly. No, Mr. Griffiths, I dont, replied Clyde quickly, alive at once to the possibilities of this query. It pays well enough. But I dont like the way you have to make the money you get here. It isnt my idea of a salary at all. But I got in this because I didnt have a chance to study any particular work or get in with some company where there was a real chance to work up and make something of myself. My mother wanted me to write you once and ask whether there was any chance in your company for me to begin and work up, but I was afraid maybe that you might not like that exactly, and so I never did.

He paused, smiling, and yet with an inquiring look in his eye.

His uncle looked solemnly at him for a moment, pleased by his looks and his general manner of approach in this instance, and then replied: Well, that is very interesting. You should have written, if you wanted to Then, as was his custom in all matters, he cautiously paused. Clyde noted that he was hesitating to encourage him.

I dont suppose there is anything in your company that you would let me do? he ventured boldly, after a moment.

Samuel Griffiths merely stared at him thoughtfully. He liked and he did not like this direct request. However, Clyde appeared at least a very adaptable person for the purpose. He seemed bright and ambitious  so much like his own son, and he might readily fit into some department as head or assistant under his son, once he had acquired a knowledge of the various manufacturing processes. At any rate he might let him try it. There could be no real harm in that. Besides, there was his younger brother, to whom, perhaps, both he and his older brother Allen owed some form of obligation, if not exactly restitution.

Well, he said, after a moment, that is something I would have to think over a little. I wouldnt be able to say, offhand, whether there is or not. We wouldnt be able to pay you as much as you make here to begin with, he warned.

Oh, thats all right, exclaimed Clyde, who was far more fascinated by the thought of connecting himself with his uncle than anything else. I wouldnt expect very much until I was able to earn it, of course.

Besides, it might be that you would find that you didnt like the collar business once you got into it, or we might find we didnt like you. Not every one is suited to it by a long way.

Well, all youd have to do then would be to discharge me, assured Clyde. Ive always thought I would be, though, ever since I heard of you and your big company.

This last remark pleased Samuel Griffiths. Plainly he and his achievements had stood in the nature of an ideal to this youth.

Very well, he said. I wont be able to give any more time to this now. But Ill be here for a day or two more, anyhow, and Ill think it over. It may be that I will be able to do something for you. I cant say now. And he turned quite abruptly to his letters.

And Clyde, feeling that he had made as good an impression as could be expected under the circumstances and that something might come of it, thanked him profusely and beat a hasty retreat.

The next day, having thought it over and deciding that Clyde, because of his briskness and intelligence, was likely to prove as useful as another, Samuel Griffiths, after due deliberation as to the situation at home, informed Clyde that in case any small opening in the home factory occurred he would be glad to notify him. But he would not even go so far as to guarantee him that an opening would immediately be forthcoming. He must wait.

Accordingly Clyde was left to speculate as to how soon, if ever, a place in his uncles factory would be made for him.

In the meanwhile Samuel Griffiths had returned to Lycurgus. And after a later conference with his son, he decided that Clyde might be inducted into the very bottom of the business at least  the basement of the Griffiths plant, where the shrinking of all fabrics used in connection with the manufacture of collars was brought about, and where beginners in this industry who really desired to acquire the technique of it were placed, for it was his idea that Clyde by degrees was to be taught the business from top to bottom. And since he must support himself in some form not absolutely incompatible with the standing of the Griffiths family here in Lycurgus, it was decided to pay him the munificent sum of fifteen dollars to begin.

For while Samuel Griffiths, as well as his son Gilbert, realized that this was small pay (not for an ordinary apprentice but for Clyde, since he was a relative) yet so inclined were both toward the practical rather than the charitable in connection with all those who worked for them, that the nearer the beginner in this factory was to the clear mark of necessity and compulsion, the better. Neither could tolerate the socialistic theory relative to capitalistic exploitation. As both saw it, there had to be higher and higher social orders to which the lower social classes could aspire. One had to have castes. One was foolishly interfering with and disrupting necessary and unavoidable social standards when one tried to unduly favor any one  even a relative. It was necessary when dealing with the classes and intelligences below one, commercially or financially, to handle them according to the standards to which they were accustomed. And the best of these standards were those which held these lower individuals to a clear realization of how difficult it was to come by money  to an understanding of how very necessary it was for all who were engaged in what both considered the only really important constructive work of the world  that of material manufacture  to understand how very essential it was to be drilled, and that sharply and systematically, in all the details and processes which comprise that constructive work. And so to become inured to a narrow and abstemious life in so doing. It was good for their characters. It informed and strengthened the minds and spirits of those who were destined to rise. And those who were not should be kept right where they were.

Accordingly, about a week after that, the nature of Clydes work having been finally decided upon, a letter was dispatched to him to Chicago by Samuel Griffiths himself in which he set forth that if he chose he might present himself any time now within the next few weeks. But he must give due notice in writing of at least ten days in advance of his appearance in order that he might be properly arranged for. And upon his arrival he was to seek out Mr. Gilbert Griffiths at the office of the mill, who would look after him.

And upon receipt of this Clyde was very much thrilled and at once wrote to his mother that he had actually secured a place with his uncle and was going to Lycurgus. Also that he was going to try to achieve a real success now. Whereupon she wrote him a long letter, urging him to be, oh, so careful of his conduct and associates. Bad companionship was at the root of nearly all of the errors and failures that befell an ambitious youth such as he. If he would only avoid evil-minded or foolish and headstrong boys and girls, all would be well. It was so easy for a young man of his looks and character to be led astray by an evil woman. He had seen what had befallen him in Kansas City. But now he was still young and he was going to work for a man who was very rich and who could do so much for him, if he would. And he was to write her frequently as to the outcome of his efforts here.

And so, after having notified his uncle as he had requested, Clyde finally took his departure for Lycurgus. But on his arrival there, since his original notification from his uncle had called for no special hour at which to call at the factory, he did not go at once, but instead sought out the important hotel of Lycurgus, the Lycurgus House.

Then finding himself with ample time on his hands, and very curious about the character of this city in which he was to work, and his uncles position in it, he set forth to look it over, his thought being that once he reported and began work he might not soon have the time again. He now ambled out into Central Avenue, the very heart of Lycurgus, which in this section was crossed by several business streets, which together with Central Avenue for a few blocks on either side, appeared to constitute the business center  all there was to the life and gayety of Lycurgus.


Chapter 5

But once in this and walking about, how different it all seemed to the world to which so recently he had been accustomed. For here, as he had thus far seen, all was on a so much smaller scale. The depot, from which only a half hour before he had stepped down, was so small and dull, untroubled, as he could plainly see, by much traffic. And the factory section which lay opposite the small city  across the Mohawk  was little more than a red and gray assemblage of buildings with here and there a smokestack projecting upward, and connected with the city by two bridges  a half dozen blocks apart  one of them directly at this depot, a wide traffic bridge across which traveled a car-line following the curves of Central Avenue, dotted here and there with stores and small homes.

But Central Avenue was quite alive with traffic, pedestrians and automobiles. Opposite diagonally from the hotel, which contained a series of wide plate-glass windows, behind which were many chairs interspersed with palms and pillars, was the dry-goods emporium of Stark and Company, a considerable affair, four stories in height, and of white brick, and at least a hundred feet long, the various windows of which seemed bright and interesting, crowded with as smart models as might be seen anywhere. Also there were other large concerns, a second hotel, various automobile showrooms, a moving picture theater.

He found himself ambling on and on until suddenly he was out of the business district again and in touch with a wide and tree-shaded thoroughfare of residences, the houses of which, each and every one, appeared to possess more room space, lawn space, general ease and repose and dignity even than any with which he had ever been in contact. In short, as he sensed it from this brief inspection of its very central portion, it seemed a very exceptional, if small city street  rich, luxurious even. So many imposing wrought-iron fences, flower-bordered walks, grouped trees and bushes, expensive and handsome automobiles either beneath porte-cocheres within or speeding along the broad thoroughfare without. And in some neighboring shops  those nearest Central Avenue and the business heart where this wide and handsome thoroughfare began, were to be seen such expensive-looking and apparently smart displays of the things that might well interest people of means and comfort  motors, jewels, lingerie, leather goods and furniture.

But where now did his uncle and his family live? In which house? What street? Was it larger and finer than any of these he had seen in this street?

He must return at once, he decided, and report to his uncle. He must look up the factory address, probably in that region beyond the river, and go over there and see him. What would he say, how act, what would his uncle set him to doing? What would his cousin Gilbert be like? What would he be likely to think of him? In his last letter his uncle had mentioned his son Gilbert. He retraced his steps along Central Avenue to the depot and found himself quickly before the walls of the very large concern he was seeking. It was of red brick, six stories high  almost a thousand feet long. It was nearly all windows  at least that portion which had been most recently added and which was devoted to collars. An older section, as Clyde later learned, was connected with the newer building by various bridges. And the south walls of both these two structures, being built at the waters edge, paralleled the Mohawk. There were also, as he now found, various entrances along River Street, a hundred feet or more apart  and each one, guarded by an employee in uniform  entrances numbered one, two and three  which were labeled for employees only  an entrance numbered four which read office  and entrances five and six appeared to be devoted to freight receipts and shipments.

Clyde made his way to the office portion and finding no one to hinder him, passed through two sets of swinging doors and found himself in the presence of a telephone girl seated at a telephone desk behind a railing, in which was set a small gate  the only entrance to the main office apparently. And this she guarded. She was short, fat, thirty-five and unattractive.

Well? she called as Clyde appeared.

I want to see Mr. Gilbert Griffiths, Clyde began a little nervously.

What about?

Well, you see, Im his cousin. Clyde Griffiths is my name. I have a letter here from my uncle, Mr. Samuel Griffiths. Hell see me, I think.

As he laid the letter before her, he noticed that her quite severe and decidedly indifferent expression changed and became not so much friendly as awed. For obviously she was very much impressed not only by the information but his looks, and began to examine him slyly and curiously.

Ill see if hes in, she replied much more civilly, and plugging at the same time a switch which led to Mr. Gilbert Griffiths private office. Word coming back to her apparently that Mr. Gilbert Griffiths was busy at the moment and could not be disturbed, she called back: Its Mr. Gilberts cousin, Mr. Clyde Griffiths. He has a letter from Mr. Samuel Griffiths. Then she said to Clyde: Wont you sit down? Im sure Mr. Gilbert Griffiths will see you in a moment. Hes busy just now.

And Clyde, noting the unusual deference paid him  a form of deference that never in his life before had been offered him  was strangely moved by it. To think that he should be a full cousin to this wealthy and influential family! This enormous factory! So long and wide and high  as he had seen  six stories. And walking along the opposite side of the river just now, he had seen through several open windows whole rooms full of girls and women hard at work. And he had been thrilled in spite of himself. For somehow the high red walls of the building suggested energy and very material success, a type of success that was almost without flaw, as he saw it.

He looked at the gray plaster walls of this outer waiting chamber  at some lettering on the inner door which read: The Griffiths Collar & Shirt Company, Inc. Samuel Griffiths, Pres. Gilbert Griffiths, Secy.  and wondered what it was all like inside  what Gilbert Griffiths would be like  cold or genial, friendly or unfriendly.

And then, as he sat there meditating, the woman suddenly turned to him and observed: You can go in now. Mr. Gilbert Griffiths office is at the extreme rear of this floor, over toward the river. Any one of the clerks inside will show you.

She half rose as if to open the door for him, but Clyde, sensing the intent, brushed by her. Thats all right. Thanks, he said most warmly, and opening the glass-plated door he gazed upon a room housing many over a hundred employees  chiefly young men and young women. And all were apparently intent on their duties before them. Most of them had green shades over their eyes. Quite all of them had on short alpaca office coats or sleeve protectors over their shirt sleeves. Nearly all of the young women wore clean and attractive gingham dresses or office slips. And all about this central space, which was partitionless and supported by round white columns, were offices labeled with the names of the various minor officials and executives of the company  Mr. Smillie, Mr. Latch, Mr. Gotboy, Mr. Burkey.

Since the telephone girl had said that Mr. Gilbert Griffiths was at the extreme rear, Clyde, without much hesitation, made his way along the railed-off aisle to that quarter, where upon a half-open door he read: Mr. Gilbert Griffiths, Secy. He paused, uncertain whether to walk in or not, and then proceeded to tap. At once a sharp, penetrating voice called: Come, and he entered and faced a youth who looked, if anything, smaller and a little older and certainly much colder and shrewder than himself  such a youth, in short, as Clyde would have liked to imagine himself to be  trained in an executive sense, apparently authoritative and efficient. He was dressed, as Clyde noted at once, in a bright gray suit of a very pronounced pattern, for it was once more approaching spring. His hair, of a lighter shade than Clydes, was brushed and glazed most smoothly back from his temples and forehead, and his eyes, which Clyde, from the moment he had opened the door had felt drilling him, were of a clear, liquid, grayish-green blue. He had on a pair of large horn-rimmed glasses which he wore at his desk only, and the eyes that peered through them went over Clyde swiftly and notatively, from his shoes to the round brown felt hat which he carried in his hand.

Youre my cousin, I believe, he commented, rather icily, as Clyde came forward and stopped  a thin and certainly not very favorable smile playing about his lips.

Yes, I am, replied Clyde, reduced and confused by this calm and rather freezing reception. On the instant, as he now saw, he could not possibly have the same regard and esteem for this cousin, as he could and did have for his uncle, whose very great ability had erected this important industry. Rather, deep down in himself he felt that this young man, an heir and nothing more to this great industry, was taking to himself airs and superiorities which, but for his fathers skill before him, would not have been possible.

At the same time so groundless and insignificant were his claims to any consideration here, and so grateful was he for anything that might be done for him, that he felt heavily obligated already and tried to smile his best and most ingratiating smile. Yet Gilbert Griffiths at once appeared to take this as a bit of presumption which ought not to be tolerated in a mere cousin, and particularly one who was seeking a favor of him and his father.

However, since his father had troubled to interest himself in him and had given him no alternative, he continued his wry smile and mental examination, the while he said: We thought you would be showing up to-day or to-morrow. Did you have a pleasant trip?

Oh, yes, very, replied Clyde, a little confused by this inquiry.

So you think youd like to learn something about the manufacture of collars, do you? Tone and manner were infiltrated by the utmost condescension.

I would certainly like to learn something that would give me a chance to work up, have some future in it, replied Clyde, genially and with a desire to placate his young cousin as much as possible.

Well, my father was telling me of his talk with you in Chicago. From what he told me I gather that you havent had much practical experience of any kind. You dont know how to keep books, do you?

No, I dont, replied Clyde a little regretfully.

And youre not a stenographer or anything like that?

No, sir, Im not.

Most sharply, as Clyde said this, he felt that he was dreadfully lacking in every training. And now Gilbert Griffiths looked at him as though he were rather a hopeless proposition indeed from the viewpoint of this concern.

Well, the best thing to do with you, I think, he went on, as though before this his father had not indicated to him exactly what was to be done in this case, is to start you in the shrinking room. Thats where the manufacturing end of this business begins, and you might as well be learning that from the ground up. Afterwards, when we see how you do down there, we can tell a little better what to do with you. If you had any office training it might be possible to use you up here. (Clydes face fell at this and Gilbert noticed it. It pleased him.) But its just as well to learn the practical side of the business, whatever you do, he added rather coldly, not that he desired to comfort Clyde any but merely to be saying it as a fact. And seeing that Clyde said nothing, he continued: The best thing, I presume, before you try to do anything around here is for you to get settled somewhere. You havent taken a room anywhere yet, have you?

No, I just came in on the noon train, replied Clyde. I was a little dirty and so I just went up to the hotel to brush up a little. I thought Id look for a place afterwards.

Well, thats right. Only dont look for any place. Ill have our superintendent see that youre directed to a good boarding house. He knows more about the town than you do. His thought here was that after all Clyde was a full cousin and that it wouldnt do to have him live just anywhere. At the same time, he was greatly concerned lest Clyde get the notion that the family was very much concerned as to where he did live, which most certainly it was not, as he saw it. His final feeling was that he could easily place and control Clyde in such a way as to make him not very important to any one in any way  his father, the family, all the people who worked here.

He reached for a button on his desk and pressed it. A trim girl, very severe and reserved in a green gingham dress, appeared.

Ask Mr. Whiggam to come here.

She disappeared and presently there entered a medium-sized and nervous, yet moderately stout, man who looked as though he were under a great strain. He was about forty years of age  repressed and noncommittal  and looked curiously and suspiciously about as though wondering what new trouble impended. His head, as Clyde at once noticed, appeared chronically to incline forward, while at the same time he lifted his eyes as though actually he would prefer not to look up.

Whiggam, began young Griffiths authoritatively, this is Clyde Griffiths, a cousin of ours. You remember I spoke to you about him.

Yes, sir.

Well, hes to be put in the shrinking department for the present. You can show him what hes to do. Afterwards you had better have Mrs. Braley show him where he can get a room. (All this had been talked over and fixed upon the week before by Gilbert and Whiggam, but now he gave it the ring of an original suggestion.) And youd better give his name in to the timekeeper as beginning to-morrow morning, see?

Yes, sir, bowed Whiggam deferentially. Is that all?

Yes, thats all, concluded Gilbert smartly. You go with Whiggam, Mr. Griffiths. Hell tell you what to do.

Whiggam turned. If youll just come with me, Mr. Griffiths, he observed deferentially, as Clyde could see  and that for all of his cousins apparently condescending attitude  and marched out with Clyde at his heels. And young Gilbert as briskly turned to his own desk, but at the same time shaking his head. His feeling at the moment was that mentally Clyde was not above a good bell-boy in a city hotel probably. Else why should he come on here in this way. I wonder what he thinks hes going to do here, he continued to think, where he thinks hes going to get?

And Clyde, as he followed Mr. Whiggam, was thinking what a wonderful place Mr. Gilbert Griffiths enjoyed. No doubt he came and went as he chose  arrived at the office late, departed early, and somewhere in this very interesting city dwelt with his parents and sisters in a very fine house  of course. And yet here he was  Gilberts own cousin, and the nephew of his wealthy uncle, being escorted to work in a very minor department of this great concern.

Nevertheless, once they were out of the sight and hearing of Mr. Gilbert Griffiths, he was somewhat diverted from this mood by the sights and sounds of the great manufactory itself. For here on this very same floor, but beyond the immense office room through which he had passed, was another much larger room filled with rows of bins, facing aisles not more than five feet wide, and containing, as Clyde could see, enormous quantities of collars boxed in small paper boxes, according to sizes. These bins were either being refilled by stock boys who brought more boxed collars from the boxing room in large wooden trucks, or were being as rapidly emptied by order clerks who, trundling small box trucks in front of them, were filling orders from duplicate check lists which they carried in their hands.

Never worked in a collar factory before, Mr. Griffiths, I presume? commented Mr. Whiggam with somewhat more spirit, once he was out of the presence of Gilbert Griffiths. Clyde noticed at once the Mr. Griffiths.

Oh, no, he replied quickly. I never worked at anything like this before.

Expect to learn all about the manufacturing end of the game in the course of time, though, I suppose. He was walking briskly along one of the long aisles as he spoke, but Clyde noticed that he shot sly glances in every direction.

Id like to, he answered.

Well, theres a little more to it than some people think, although you often hear there isnt very much to learn. He opened another door, crossed a gloomy hall and entered still another room which, filled with bins as was the other, was piled high in every bin with bolts of white cloth.

You might as well know a little about this as long as you re going to begin in the shrinking room. This is the stuff from which the collars are cut, the collars and the lining. They are called webs. Each of these bolts is a web. We take these down in the basement and shrink them because they cant be used this way. If they are, the collars would shrink after they were cut. But youll see. We tub them and then dry them afterwards.

He marched solemnly on and Clyde sensed once more that this man was not looking upon him as an ordinary employee by any means. His Mr. Griffiths, his supposition to the effect that Clyde was to learn all about the manufacturing end of the business, as well as his condescension in explaining about these webs of cloth, had already convinced Clyde that he was looked upon as one to whom some slight homage at least must be paid.

He followed Mr. Whiggam, curious as to the significance of this, and soon found himself in an enormous basement which had been reached by descending a flight of steps at the end of a third hall. Here, by the help of four long rows of incandescent lamps, he discerned row after row of porcelain tubs or troughs, lengthwise of the room, and end to end, which reached from one exterior wall to the other. And in these, under steaming hot water apparently, were any quantity of those same webs he had just seen upstairs, soaking. And near-by, north and south of these tubs, and paralleling them for the length of this room, all of a hundred and fifty feet in length, were enormous drying racks or moving skeleton platforms, boxed, top and bottom and sides, with hot steam pipes, between which on rolls, but festooned in such a fashion as to take advantage of these pipes, above, below and on either side, were more of these webs, but unwound and wet and draped as described, yet moving along slowly on these rolls from the east end of the room to the west. This movement, as Clyde could see, was accompanied by an enormous rattle and clatter of ratchet arms which automatically shook and moved these lengths of cloth forward from east to west. And as they moved they dried, and were then automatically re-wound at the west end of these racks into bolt form once more upon a wooden spool and then lifted off by a youth whose duty it was to take from these moving platforms. One youth, as Clyde saw, took from two of these tracks at the west end, while at the east end another youth of about his own years fed. That is, he took bolts of this now partially shrunk yet still wet cloth and attaching one end of it to some moving hooks, saw that it slowly and properly unwound and fed itself over the drying racks for the entire length of these tracks. As fast as it had gone the way of all webs, another was attached.

Between each two rows of tubs in the center of the room were enormous whirling separators or dryers, into which these webs of cloth, as they came from the tubs in which they had been shrinking for twenty-four hours, were piled and as much water as possible centrifugally extracted before they were spread out on the drying racks.

Primarily little more than this mere physical aspect of the room was grasped by Clyde  its noise, its heat, its steam, the energy with which a dozen men and boys were busying themselves with various processes. They were, without exception, clothed only in armless undershirts, a pair of old trousers belted in at the waist, and with canvas-topped and rubber-soled sneakers on their bare feet. The water and the general dampness and the heat of the room seemed obviously to necessitate some such dressing as this.

This is the shrinking room, observed Mr. Whiggam, as they entered. It isnt as nice as some of the others, but its where the manufacturing process begins. Kemerer! he called.

A short, stocky, full-chested man, with a pate, full face and white, strong-looking arms, dressed in a pair of dirty and wrinkled trousers and an armless flannel shirt, now appeared. Like Whiggam in the presence of Gilbert, he appeared to be very much overawed in the presence of Whiggam.

This is Clyde Griffiths, the cousin of Gilbert Griffiths. I spoke to you about him last week, you remember?

Yes, sir.

Hes to begin down here. Hell show up in the morning.

Yes, sir.

Better put his name down on your check list. Hell begin at the usual hour.

Yes, sir.

Mr. Whiggam, as Clyde noticed, held his head higher and spoke more directly and authoritatively than at any time so far. He seemed to be master, not underling, now.

Seven-thirty is the time every one goes to work here in the morning, went on Mr. Whiggam to Clyde informatively, but they all ring in a little earlier  about seven-twenty or so, so as to have time to change their clothes and get to the machines.

Now, if you want to, he added, Mr. Kemerer can show you what youll have to do to-morrow before you leave today. It might save a little time. Or, you can leave it until then if you want to. It dont make any difference to me. Only, if youll come back to the telephone girl at the main entrance about five-thirty Ill have Mrs. Braley there for you. Shes to show you about your room, I believe. I wont be there myself, but you just ask the telephone girl for her. Shell know. He turned and added, Well, Ill leave you now.

He lowered his head and started to go away just as Clyde began. Well, Im very much obliged to you, Mr. Whiggam. Instead of answering, he waved one fishy hand slightly upward and was gone  down between the tubs toward the west door. And at once Mr. Kemerer  still nervous and overawed apparently  began.

Oh, thats all right about what you have to do, Mr. Griffiths. Ill just let you bring down webs on the floor above to begin with to-morrow. But if youve got any old clothes, youd better put em on. A suit like that wouldnt last long here. He eyed Clydes very neat, if inexpensive suit, in an odd way. His manner quite like that of Mr. Whiggam before him, was a mixture of uncertainty and a very small authority here in Clydes case  of extreme respect and yet some private doubt, which only time might resolve. Obviously it was no small thing to be a Griffiths here, even if one were a cousin and possibly not as welcome to ones powerful relatives as one might be.

At first sight, and considering what his general dreams in connection with this industry were, Clyde was inclined to rebel. For the type of youth and man he saw here were in his estimation and at first glance rather below the type of individuals he hoped to find here  individuals neither so intelligent nor alert as those employed by the Union League and the Green-Davidson by a long distance. And still worse he felt them to be much more subdued and sly and ignorant  mere clocks, really. And their eyes, as he entered with Mr. Whiggam, while they pretended not to be looking, were very well aware, as Clyde could feel, of all that was going on. Indeed, he and Mr. Whiggam were the center of all their secret looks. At the same time, their spare and practical manner of dressing struck dead at one blow any thought of refinement in connection with the work in here. How unfortunate that his lack of training would not permit his being put to office work or something like that upstairs.

He walked with Mr. Kemerer, who troubled to say that these were the tubs in which the webs were shrunk over night  these the centrifugal dryers  these the rack dryers. Then he was told that he could go. And by then it was only three oclock.

He made his way out of the nearest door and once outside he congratulated himself on being connected with this great company, while at the same time wondering whether he was going to prove satisfactory to Mr. Kemerer and Mr. Whiggam. Supposing he didnt. Or supposing he couldnt stand all this? It was pretty rough. Well, if worst came to worst, as he now thought, he could go back to Chicago, or on to New York, maybe, and get work.

But why hadnt Samuel Griffiths had the graciousness to receive and welcome him? Why had that young Gilbert Griffiths smiled so cynically? And what sort of a woman was this Mrs. Braley? Had he done wisely to come on here? Would this family do anything for him now that he was here?

It was thus that, strolling west along River Street on which were a number of other kinds of factories, and then north through a few other streets that held more factories  tinware, wickwire, a big vacuum carpet cleaning plant, a rug manufacturing company, and the like  that he came finally upon a miserable slum, the like of which, small as it was, he had not seen outside of Chicago or Kansas City. He was so irritated and depressed by the poverty and social angularity and crudeness of it  all spelling but one thing, social misery, to him  that he at once retraced his steps and recrossing the Mohawk by a bridge farther west soon found himself in an area which was very different indeed  a region once more of just such homes as he had been admiring before he left for the factory. And walking still farther south, he came upon that same wide and tree-lined avenue  which he had seen before  the exterior appearance of which alone identified it as the principal residence thoroughfare of Lycurgus. It was so very broad and well-paved and lined by such an arresting company of houses. At once he was very much alive to the personnel of this street, for it came to him immediately that it must be in this street very likely that his uncle Samuel lived. The houses were nearly all of French, Italian or English design, and excellent period copies at that, although he did not know it.

Impressed by their beauty and spaciousness, however, he walked along, now looking at one and another, and wondering which, if any, of these was occupied by his uncle, and deeply impressed by the significance of so much wealth. How superior and condescending his cousin Gilbert must feel, walking out of some such place as this in the morning.

Then pausing before one which, because of trees, walks, newly-groomed if bloomless flower beds, a large garage at the rear, a large fountain to the left of the house as he faced it, in the center of which was a boy holding a swan in his arms, and to the right of the house one lone cast iron stag pursued by some cast iron dogs, he felt especially impelled to admire, and charmed by the dignity of this place, which was a modified form of old English, he now inquired of a stranger who was passing  a middle-aged man of a rather shabby working type, Whose house is that, mister? and the man replied: Why, thats Samuel Griffiths residence. Hes the man who owns the big collar factory over the river.

At once Clyde straightened up, as though dashed with cold water. His uncles! His residence! Then that was one of his automobiles standing before the garage at the rear there. And there was another visible through the open door of the garage.

Indeed in his immature and really psychically unilluminated mind it suddenly evoked a mood which was as of roses, perfumes, lights and music. The beauty! The ease! What member of his own immediate family had ever even dreamed that his uncle lived thus! The grandeur! And his own parents so wretched  so poor, preaching on the streets of Kansas City and no doubt Denver. Conducting a mission! And although thus far no single member of this family other than his chill cousin had troubled to meet him, and that at the factory only, and although he had been so indifferently assigned to the menial type of work that he had, still he was elated and uplifted. For, after all, was he not a Griffiths, a full cousin as well as a full nephew to the two very important men who lived here, and now working for them in some capacity at least? And must not that spell a future of some sort, better than any he had known as yet? For consider who the Griffiths were here, as opposed to who the Griffiths were in Kansas City, say  or Denver. The enormous difference! A thing to be as carefully concealed as possible. At the same time, he was immediately reduced again, for supposing the Griffiths here  his uncle or his cousin or some friend or agent of theirs  should now investigate his parents and his past? Heavens! The matter of that slain child in Kansas City! His parents miserable makeshift life! Esta! At once his face fell, his dreams being so thickly clouded over. If they should guess! If they should sense!

Oh, the devil  who was he anyway? And what did he really amount to? What could he hope for from such a great world as this really, once they knew why he had troubled to come here?

A little disgusted and depressed he turned to retrace his steps, for all at once he felt himself very much of a nobody.


Chapter 6

The room which Clyde secured this same day with the aid of Mrs. Braley, was in Thorpe Street, a thoroughfare enormously removed in quality if not in distance from that in which his uncle resided. Indeed the difference was sufficient to decidedly qualify his mounting notions of himself as one who, after all, was connected with him. The commonplace brown or gray or tan colored houses, rather smoked or decayed, which fronted it  the leafless and winter harried trees which in spite of smoke and dust seemed to give promise of the newer life so near at hand  the leaves and flowers of May. Yet as he walked into it with Mrs. Braley, many drab and commonplace figures of men and girls, and elderly spinsters resembling Mrs. Braley in kind, were making their way home from the several factories beyond the river. And at the door Mrs. Braley and himself were received by a none-too-polished woman in a clean gingham apron over a dark brown dress, who led the way to a second floor room, not too small or uncomfortably furnished  which she assured him he could have for four dollars without board or seven and one-half dollars with  a proposition which, seeing that he was advised by Mrs. Braley that this was somewhat better than he would get in most places for the same amount, he decided to take. And here, after thanking Mrs. Braley, he decided to remain  later sitting down to dinner with a small group of mill-town store and factory employees, such as partially he had been accustomed to in Paulina Street in Chicago, before moving to the better atmosphere of the Union League. And after dinner he made his way out into the principal thoroughfares of Lycurgus, only to observe such a crowd of nondescript mill-workers as, judging these streets by day, he would not have fancied swarmed here by night  girls and boys, men and women of various nationalities, and types  Americans, Poles, Hungarians, French, English  and for the most part  if not entirely touched with a peculiar something  ignorance or thickness of mind or body, or with a certain lack of taste and alertness or daring, which seemed to mark them one and all as of the basement world which he had seen only this afternoon. Yet in some streets and stores, particularly those nearer Wykeagy Avenue, a better type of girl and young man who might have been and no doubt were of the various office groups of the different companies over the river  neat and active.

And Clyde, walking to and fro, from eight until ten, when as though by pre-arrangement, the crowd in the more congested streets seemed suddenly to fade away, leaving them quite vacant. And throughout this time contrasting it all with Chicago and Kansas City. (What would Ratterer think if he could see him now  his uncles great house and factory?) And perhaps because of its smallness, liking it  the Lycurgus Hotel, neat and bright and with a brisk local life seeming to center about it. And the post-office and a handsomely spired church, together with an old and interesting graveyard, cheek by jowl with an automobile salesroom. And a new moving picture theater just around the corner in a side street. And various boys and girls, men and women, walking here and there, some of them flirting as Clyde could see. And with a suggestion somehow hovering over it all of hope and zest and youth  the hope and zest and youth that is at the bottom of all the constructive energy of the world everywhere. And finally returning to his room in Thorpe Street with the conclusion that he did like the place and would like to stay here. That beautiful Wykeagy Avenue! His uncles great factory! The many pretty and eager girls he had seen hurrying to and fro!

In the meantime, in so far as Gilbert Griffiths was concerned, and in the absence of his father, who was in New York at the time (a fact which Clyde did not know and of which Gilbert did not trouble to inform him) he had conveyed to his mother and sisters that he had met Clyde, and if he were not the dullest, certainly he was not the most interesting person in the world, either. Encountering Myra, as he first entered at five-thirty, the same day that Clyde had appeared, he troubled to observe: Well, that Chicago cousin of ours blew in to-day.

Yes! commented Myra. Whats he like? The fact that her father had described Clyde as gentlemanly and intelligent had interested her, although knowing Lycurgus and the nature of the mill life here and its opportunities for those who worked in factories such as her father owned, she had wondered why Clyde had bothered to come.

Well, I cant see that hes so much, replied Gilbert. Hes fairly intelligent and not bad-looking, but he admits that hes never had any business training of any kind. Hes like all those young fellows who work for hotels. He thinks clothes are the whole thing, I guess. He had on a light brown suit and a brown tie and hat to match and brown shoes. His tie was too bright and he had on one of those bright pink striped shirts like they used to wear three or four years ago. Besides his clothes arent cut right. I didnt want to say anything because hes just come on, and we dont know whether hell hold out or not. But if he does, and hes going to pose around as a relative of ours, hed better tone down, or Id advise the governor to have a few words with him. Outside of that I guess hell do well enough in one of the departments after a while, as foreman or something. He might even be made into a salesman later on, I suppose. But what he sees in all that to make it worth while to come here is more than I can guess. As a matter of fact, I dont think the governor made it clear to him just how few the chances are here for any one who isnt really a wizard or something.

He stood with his back to the large open fireplace.

Oh, well, you know what Mother was saying the other day about his father. She thinks Daddy feels that hes never had a chance in some way. Hell probably do something for him whether he wants to keep him in the mill or not. She told me that she thought that Dad felt that his father hadnt been treated just right by their father.

Myra paused, and Gilbert, who had had this same hint from his mother before now, chose to ignore the implication of it.

Oh, well, its not my funeral, he went on. If the governor wants to keep him on here whether hes fitted for anything special or not, thats his look-out. Only hes the one thats always talking about efficiency in every department and cutting and keeping out dead timber.

Meeting his mother and Bella later, he volunteered the same news and much the same ideas. Mrs. Griffiths sighed; for after all, in a place like Lycurgus and established as they were, any one related to them and having their name ought to be most circumspect and have careful manners and taste and judgment. It was not wise for her husband to bring on any one who was not all of that and more.

On the other hand, Bella was by no means satisfied with the accuracy of her brothers picture of Clyde. She did not know Clyde, but she did know Gilbert, and as she knew he could decide very swiftly that this or that person was lacking in almost every way, when, as a matter of fact, they might not be at all as she saw it.

Oh, well, she finally observed, after hearing Gilbert comment on more of Clydes peculiarities at dinner, if Daddy wants him, I presume hell keep him, or do something with him eventually. At which Gilbert winced internally for this was a direct slap at his assumed authority in the mill under his father, which authority he was eager to make more and more effective in every direction, as his younger sister well knew.

In the meanwhile on the following morning, Clyde, returning to the mill, found that the name, or appearance, or both perhaps  his resemblance to Mr. Gilbert Griffiths  was of some peculiar advantage to him which he could not quite sufficiently estimate at present. For on reaching number one entrance, the doorman on guard there looked as though startled.

Oh, youre Mr. Clyde Griffiths? he queried. Youre goin to work under Mr. Kemerer? Yes, I know. Well, that man there will have your key, and he pointed to a stodgy, stuffy old man whom later Clyde came to know as Old Jeff, the time-clock guard, who, at a stand farther along this same hall, furnished and reclaimed all keys between seven-thirty and seven-forty.

When Clyde approached him and said: My names Clyde Griffiths and Im to work downstairs with Mr. Kemerer, he too started and then said: Sure, thats right. Yes, sir. Here you are, Mr. Griffiths. Mr. Kemerer spoke to me about you yesterday. Number seventy-one is to be yours. Im giving you Mr. Duvenys old key. When Clyde had gone down the stairs into the shrinking department, he turned to the doorman who had drawn near and exclaimed: Dont it beat all how much that fellow looks like Mr. Gilbert Griffiths? Why, hes almost his spittin image. What is he, do you suppose, a brother or a cousin, or what?

Dont ask me, replied the doorman. I never saw him before. But hes certainly related to the family all right. When I seen him first, I thought it was Mr. Gilbert. I was just about to tip my hat to him when I saw it wasnt.

And in the shrinking room when he entered, as on the day before, he found Kemerer as respectful and evasive as ever. For, like Whiggam before him, Kemerer had not as yet been able to decide what Clydes true position with this company was likely to be. For, as Whiggam had informed Kemerer the day before, Mr. Gilbert had said no least thing which tended to make Mr. Whiggam believe that things were to be made especially easy for him, nor yet hard, either. On the contrary, Mr. Gilbert had said: Hes to be treated like all the other employees as to time and work. No different. Yet in introducing Clyde he had said: This is my cousin, and hes going to try to learn this business, which would indicate that as time went on Clyde was to be transferred from department to department until he had surveyed the entire manufacturing end of the business.

Whiggam, for this reason, after Clyde had gone, whispered to Kemerer as well as to several others, that Clyde might readily prove to be some one who was a protege of the chief  and therefore they determined to watch their step, at least until they knew what his standing here was to be. And Clyde, noticing this, was quite set up by it, for he could not help but feel that this in itself, and apart from whatever his cousin Gilbert might either think or wish to do, might easily presage some favor on the part of his uncle that might lead to some good for him. So when Kemerer proceeded to explain to him that he was not to think that the work was so very hard or that there was so very much to do for the present, Clyde took it with a slight air of condescension. And in consequence Kemerer was all the more respectful.

Just hang up your hat and coat over there in one of those lockers, he proceeded mildly and ingratiatingly even. Then you can take one of those crate trucks back there and go up to the next floor and bring down some webs. Theyll show you where to get them.

The days that followed were diverting and yet troublesome enough to Clyde, who to begin with was puzzled and disturbed at times by the peculiar social and workaday worlds and position in which he found himself. For one thing, those by whom now he found himself immediately surrounded at the factory were not such individuals as he would ordinarily select for companions  far below bell-boys or drivers or clerks anywhere. They were, one and all, as he could now clearly see, meaty or stodgy mentally and physically. They wore such clothes as only the most common laborers would wear  such clothes as are usually worn by those who count their personal appearance among the least of their troubles  their work and their heavy material existence being all. In addition, not knowing just what Clyde was, or what his coming might mean to their separate and individual positions, they were inclined to be dubious and suspicious.

After a week or two, however, coming to understand that Clyde was a nephew of the president, a cousin of the secretary of the company, and hence not likely to remain here long in any menial capacity, they grew more friendly, but inclined in the face of the sense of subserviency which this inspired in them, to become jealous and suspicious of him in another way. For, after all, Clyde was not one of them, and under such circumstances could not be. He might smile and be civil enough  yet he would always be in touch with those who were above them, would he not  or so they thought. He was, as they saw it, part of the rich and superior class and every poor man knew what that meant. The poor must stand together everywhere.

For his part, however, and sitting about for the first few days in this particular room eating his lunch, he wondered how these men could interest themselves in what were to him such dull and uninteresting items  the quality of the cloth that was coming down in the webs  some minute flaws in the matter of weight or weave  the last twenty webs hadnt looked so closely shrunk as the preceding sixteen; or the Cranston Wickwire Company was not carrying as many men as it had the month before  or the Anthony Woodenware Company had posted a notice that the Saturday half-holiday would not begin before June first this year as opposed to the middle of May last year. They all appeared to be lost in the humdrum and routine of their work.

In consequence his mind went back to happier scenes. He wished at times he were back in Chicago or Kansas City. He though of Ratterer, Hegglund, Higby, Louise Ratterer, Larry Doyle, Mr. Squires, Hortense  all of the young and thoughtless company of which he had been a part, and wondered what they were doing. What had become of Hortense? She had got that fur coat after all  probably from that cigar clerk and then had gone away with him after she had protested so much feeling for him  the little beast. After she had gotten all that money out of him. The mere thought of her and all that she might have meant to him if things had not turned as they had, made him a little sick at times. To whom was she being nice now? How had she found things since leaving Kansas City? And what would she think if she saw him here now or knew of his present high connections? Gee! That would cool her a little. But she would not think much of his present position. That was true. But she might respect him more if she could see his uncle and his cousin and this factory and their big house. It would be like her then to try to be nice to him. Well, he would show her, if he ever ran into her again  snub her, of course, as no doubt he very well could by then.


Chapter 7

In so far as his life at Mrs. Cuppys went, he was not so very happily placed there, either. For that was but a commonplace rooming and boarding house, which drew to it, at best, such conservative mill and business types as looked on work and their wages, and the notions of the middle class religious world of Lycurgus as most essential to the order and well being of the world. From the point of view of entertainment or gayety, it was in the main a very dull place.

At the same time, because of the presence of one Walter Dillard  a brainless sprig who had recently come here from Fonda, it was not wholly devoid of interest for Clyde. The latter  a youth of about Clydes own age and equally ambitious socially  but without Clydes tact or discrimination anent the governing facts of life, was connected with the mens furnishing department of Stark and Company. He was spry, avid, attractive enough physically, with very light hair, a very light and feeble mustache, and the delicate airs and ways of a small town Beau Brummell. Never having had any social standing or the use of any means whatsoever  his father having been a small town dry goods merchant before him, who had failed  he was, because of some atavistic spur or fillip in his own blood, most anxious to attain some sort of social position.

But failing that so far, he was interested in and envious of those who had it  much more so than Clyde, even. The glory and activity of the leading families of this particular city had enormous weight with him  the Nicholsons, the Starks, the Harriets, Griffiths, Finchleys, et cetera. And learning a few days after Clydes arrival of his somewhat left-handed connection with this world, he was most definitely interested. What? A Griffiths! The nephew of the rich Samuel Griffiths of Lycurgus! And in this boarding house! Beside him at this table! At once his interest rose to where he decided that he must cultivate this stranger as speedily as possible. Here was a real social opportunity knocking at his very door  a connecting link to one of the very best families! And besides was he not young, attractive and probably ambitious like himself  a fellow to play around with if one could? He proceeded at once to make overtures to Clyde. It seemed almost too good to be true.

In consequence he was quick to suggest a walk, the fact that there was a certain movie just on at the Mohawk, which was excellent  very snappy. Didnt Clyde want to go? And because of his neatness, smartness  a touch of something that was far from humdrum or the heavy practicality of the mill and the remainder of this boarding house world, Clyde was inclined to fall in with him.

But, as he now thought, here were his great relatives and he must watch his step here. Who knew but that he might be making a great mistake in holding such free and easy contacts as this. The Griffiths  as well as the entire world of which they were a part  as he guessed from the general manner of all those who even contacted him, must be very removed from the commonalty here. More by instinct than reason, he was inclined to stand off and look very superior  more so since those, including this very youth on whom he practised this seemed to respect him the more. And although upon eager  and even  after its fashion, supplicating request, he now went with this youth  still he went cautiously. And his aloof and condescending manner Dillard at once translated as class and connection. And to think he had met him in this dull, dubby boarding house here. And on his arrival  at the very inception of his career here.

And so his manner was that of the sycophant  although he had a better position and was earning more money than Clyde was at this time, twenty-two dollars a week.

I suppose youll be spending a good deal of your time with your relatives and friends here, he volunteered on the occasion of their first walk together, and after he had extracted as much information as Clyde cared to impart, which was almost nothing, while he volunteered a few, most decidedly furbished bits from his own history. His father owned a dry goods store now. He had come over here to study other methods, et cetera. He had an uncle here  connected with Stark and Company. He had met a few  not so many as yet  nice people here, since he hadnt been here so very long himself  four months all told.

But Clydes relatives!

Say your uncle must be worth over a million, isnt he? They say he is. Those houses in Wykeagy Avenue are certainly the cats. You wont see anything finer in Albany or Utica or Rochester either. Are you Samuel Griffiths own nephew? You dont say! Well, thatll certainly mean a lot to you here. I wish I had a connection like that. You bet Id make it count.

He beamed on Clyde eagerly and hopefully, and through him Clyde sensed even more how really important this blood relation was. Only think how much it meant to this strange youth.

Oh, I dont know, replied Clyde dubiously, and yet very much flattered by this assumption of intimacy. I came on to learn the collar business, you know. Not to play about very much. My uncle wants me to stick to that, pretty much.

Sure, sure. I know how that is, replied Dillard, thats the way my uncle feels about me, too. He wants me to stick close to the work here and not play about very much. Hes the buyer for Stark and Company, you know. But still a man cant work all the time, either. Hes got to have a little fun.

Yes, thats right, said Clyde  for the first time in his life a little condescendingly.

They walked along in silence for a few moments. Then:

Do you dance?

Yes, answered Clyde.

Well, so do I. There are a lot of cheap dance halls around here, but I never go to any of those. You cant do it and keep in with the nice people. This is an awfully close town that way, they say. The best people wont have anything to do with you unless you go with the right crowd. Its the same way up at Fonda. You have to belong or you cant go out anywhere at all. And thats right, I guess. But still there are a lot of nice girls here that a fellow can go with  girls of right nice families  not in society, of course  but still, theyre not talked about, see. And theyre not so slow, either. Pretty hot stuff, some of them. And you dont have to marry any of em, either. Clyde began to think of him as perhaps a little too lusty for his new life here, maybe. At the same time he liked him some. By the way, went on Dillard, what are you doing next Sunday afternoon?

Well, nothing in particular, that I know of just now, replied Clyde, sensing a new problem here. I dont know just what I may have to do by then, but I dont know of anything now.

Well, howd you like to come with me, if youre not too busy. Ive come to know quite a few girls since Ive been here. Nice ones. I can take you out and introduce you to my uncles family, if you like. Theyre nice people. And afterwards  I know two girls we can go and see  peaches. One of em did work in the store, but she dont now  shes not doing anything now. The other is her pal. They have a Victrola and they can dance. I know it isnt the thing to dance here on Sundays but no one need know anything about that. The girls parents dont mind. Afterwards we might take em to a movie or something  if you want to  not any of those things down near the mill district but one of the better ones  see?

There formulated itself in Clydes mind the question as to what, in regard to just such proposals as this, his course here was to be. In Chicago, and recently  because of what happened in Kansas City  he had sought to be as retiring and cautious as possible. For  after that and while connected with the club, he had been taken with the fancy of trying to live up to the ideals with which the seemingly stern face of that institution had inspired him  conservatism  hard work  saving ones money  looking neat and gentlemanly. It was such an Eveless paradise, that.

In spite of his quiet surroundings here, however, the very air of the city seemed to suggest some such relaxation as this youth was now suggesting  a form of diversion that was probably innocent enough but still connected with girls and their entertainment  there were so many of them here, as he could see. These streets, after dinner, here, were so alive with good-looking girls, and young men, too. But what might his new found relatives think of him in case he was seen stepping about in the manner and spirit which this youths suggestions seemed to imply? Hadnt he just said that this was an awfully close town and that everybody knew nearly everything about everybody else? He paused in doubt. He must decide now. And then, being lonely and hungry for companionship, he replied:

Yes,  well  I think thats all right. But he added a little dubiously: Of course my relatives here

Oh, sure, thats all right, replied Dillard smartly. You have to be careful, of course. Well, so do I. If he could only go around with a Griffiths, even if he was new around here and didnt know many people  wouldnt it reflect a lot of credit on him? It most certainly would  did already, as he saw it.

And forthwith he offered to buy Clyde some cigarettes  a soda  anything he liked. But Clyde, still feeling very strange and uncertain, excused himself, after a time, because this youth with his complacent worship of society and position, annoyed him a little, and made his way back to his room. He had promised his mother a letter and he thought he had better go back and write it, and incidentally to think a little on the wisdom of this new contact.


Chapter 8

Nevertheless, the next day being a Saturday and half holiday the year round in this concern, Mr. Whiggam came through with the pay envelopes.

Here you are, Mr. Griffiths, he said, as though he were especially impressed with Clydes position.

Clyde, taking it, was rather pleased with this mistering, and going back toward his locker, promptly tore it open and pocketed the money. After that, taking his hat and coat, he wandered off in the direction of his room, where he had his lunch. But, being very lonely, and Dillard not being present because he had to work, he decided upon a trolley ride to Gloversville, which was a city of some twenty thousand inhabitants and reported to be as active, if not as beautiful, as Lycurgus. And that trip amused and interested him because it took him into a city very different form Lycurgus in its social texture.

But the next day  Sunday  he spent idly in Lycurgus, wandering about by himself. For, as it turned out, Dillard was compelled to return to Fonda for some reason and could not fulfill the Sunday understanding. Encountering Clyde, however, on Monday evening, he announced that on the following Wednesday evening, in the basement of the Diggby Avenue Congregational Church, there was to be held a social with refreshments. And according to young Dillard, at least this promised to prove worth while.

We can just go out there, was the way he put it to Clyde, and buzz the girls a little. I want you to meet my uncle and aunt. Theyre nice people all right. And so are the girls. Theyre no slouches. Then we can edge out afterwards, about ten, see, and go around to either Zella or Ritas place. Rita has more good records over at her place, but Zella has the nicest place to dance. By the way, you didnt chance to bring along your dress suit with you, did you? he inquired. For having already inspected Clydes room, which was above his own on the third floor, in Clydes absence and having discovered that he had only a dress suit case and no trunk, and apparently no dress suit anywhere, he had decided that in spite of Clydes father conducting a hotel and Clyde having worked in the Union League Club in Chicago, he must be very indifferent to social equipment. Or, if not, must be endeavoring to make his own way on some character-building plan without help from any one. This was not to his liking, exactly. A man should never neglect these social essentials. Nevertheless, Clyde was a Griffiths and that was enough to cause him to overlook nearly anything, for the present anyhow.

No, I didnt, replied Clyde, who was not exactly sure as to the value of this adventure  even yet  in spite of his own loneliness, but I intend to get one. He had already thought since coming here of his lack in this respect, and was thinking of taking at least thirty-five of his more recently hard-earned savings and indulging in a suit of this kind.

Dillard buzzed on about the fact that while Zella Shumans family wasnt rich  they owned the house they lived in  still she went with a lot of nice girls here, too. So did Rita Dickerman. Zellas father owned a little cottage upon Eckert Lake, near Fonda. When next summer came  and with it the holidays and pleasant week-ends, he and Clyde, supposing that Clyde liked Rita, might go up there some time for a visit, for Rita and Zella were inseparable almost. And they were pretty, too. Zellas dark and Ritas light, he added enthusiastically.

Clyde was interested by the fact that the girls were pretty and that out of a clear sky and in the face of his present loneliness, he was being made so much of by this Dillard. But, was it wise for him to become very much involved with him? That was the question  for, after all, he really knew nothing of him. And he gathered from Dillards manner, his flighty enthusiasm for the occasion, that he was far more interested in the girls as girls  a certain freedom or concealed looseness that characterized them  than he was in the social phase of the world which they represented. And wasnt that what brought about his downfall in Kansas City? Here in Lycurgus, of all places, he was least likely to forget it  aspiring to something better as he now did.

None-the-less, at eight-thirty on the following Wednesday evening  they were off, Clyde full of eager anticipation. And by nine oclock they were in the midst of one of those semi-religious, semi-social and semi-emotional church affairs, the object of which was to raise money for the church  the general service of which was to furnish an occasion for gossip among the elders, criticism and a certain amount of enthusiastic, if disguised courtship and flirtation among the younger members. There were booths for the sale of quite everything from pies, cakes and ice cream to laces, dolls and knickknacks of every description, supplied by the members and parted with for the benefit of the church. The Reverend Peter Isreals, the minister, and his wife were present. Also Dillards uncle and aunt, a pair of brisk and yet uninteresting people whom Clyde could sense were of no importance socially here. They were too genial and altogether social in the specific neighborhood sense, although Grover Wilson, being a buyer for Stark and Company, endeavored to assume a serious and important air at times.

He was an undersized and stocky man who did not seem to know how to dress very well or could not afford it. In contrast to his nephews almost immaculate garb, his own suit was far from perfect-fitting. It was unpressed and slightly soiled. And his tie the same. He had a habit of rubbing his hands in a clerkly fashion, of wrinkling his brows and scratching the back of his head at times, as though something he was about to say had cost him great thought and was of the utmost importance. Whereas, nothing that he uttered, as even Clyde could see, was of the slightest importance.

And so, too, with the stout and large Mrs. Wilson, who stood beside him while he was attempting to rise to the importance of Clyde. She merely beamed a fatty beam. She was almost ponderous, and pink, with a tendency to a double chin. She smiled and smiled, largely because she was naturally genial and on her good behavior here, but incidentally because Clyde was who he was. For as Clyde himself could see, Walter Dillard had lost no time in impressing his relatives with the fact that he was a Griffiths. Also that he had encountered and made a friend of him and that he was now chaperoning him locally.

Walter has been telling us that you have just come on here to work for your uncle. Youre at Mrs. Cuppys now, I understand. I dont know her but Ive always heard she keeps such a nice, refined place. Mr. Parsley, who lives here with her, used to go to school with me. But I dont see much of him any more. Did you meet him yet?

No, I didnt, said Clyde in return.

Well, you know, we expected you last Sunday to dinner, only Walter had to go home. But you must come soon. Any time at all. I would love to have you. She beamed and her small grayish brown eyes twinkled.

Clyde could see that because of the fame of his uncle he was looked upon as a social find, really. And so it was with the remainder of this company, old and young  the Rev. Peter Isreals and his wife; Mr. Micah Bumpus, a local vendor of printing inks, and his wife and son; Mr. and Mrs. Maximilian Pick, Mr. Pick being a wholesale and retail dealer in hay, grain and feed; Mr. Witness, a florist, and Mrs. Throop, a local real estate dealer. All knew Samuel Griffiths and his family by reputation and it seemed not a little interesting and strange to all of them that Clyde, a real nephew of so rich a man, should be here in their midst. The only trouble with this was that Clydes manner was very soft and not as impressive as it should be  not so aggressive and contemptuous. And most of them were of that type of mind that respects insolence even where it pretends to condemn it.

In so far as the young girls were concerned, it was even more noticeable. For Dillard was making this important relationship of Clydes perfectly plain to every one. This is Clyde Griffiths, the nephew of Samuel Griffiths, Mr. Gilbert Griffiths cousin, you know. Hes just come on here to study the collar business in his uncles factory. And Clyde, who realized how shallow was this pretense, was still not a little pleased and impressed by the effect of it all. This Dillards effrontery. The brassy way in which, because of Clyde, he presumed to patronize these people. On this occasion, he kept guiding Clyde here and there, refusing for the most part to leave him alone for an instant. In fact he was determined that all whom he knew and liked among the girls and young men should know who and what Clyde was and that he was presenting him. Also that those whom he did not like should see as little of him as possible  not be introduced at all. She dont amount to anything. Her father only keeps a small garage here. I wouldnt bother with her if I were you. Or, He isnt much around here. Just a clerk in our store. At the same time, in regard to some others, he was all smiles and compliments, or at worst apologetic for their social lacks.

And then he was introduced to Zella Shuman and Rita Dickerman, who, for reasons of their own, not the least among which was a desire to appear a little wise and more sophisticated than the others here, came a little late. And it was true, as Clyde was to find out afterwards, that they were different, too  less simple and restricted than quite all of the girls whom Dillard had thus far introduced him to. They were not as sound religiously and morally as were these others. And as even Clyde noted on meeting them, they were as keen for as close an approach to pagan pleasure without admitting it to themselves, as it was possible to be and not be marked for what they were. And in consequence, there was something in their manner, the very spirit of the introduction, which struck him as different from the tone of the rest of this church group  not exactly morally or religiously unhealthy but rather much freer, less repressed, less reserved than were these others.

Oh, so youre Mr. Clyde Griffiths, observed Zella Shuman. My, you look a lot like your cousin, dont you? I see him driving down Central Avenue ever so often. Walter has been telling us all about you. Do you like Lycurgus?

The way she said Walter, together with something intimate and possessive in the tone of her voice, caused Clyde to feel at once that she must feel rather closer to and freer with Dillard than he himself had indicated. A small scarlet bow of velvet ribbon at her throat, two small garnet earrings in her ears, a very trim and tight-fitting black dress, with a heavily flounced skirt, seemed to indicate that she was not opposed to showing her figure, and prized it, a mood which except for a demure and rather retiring poise which she affected, would most certainly have excited comment in such a place as this.

Rita Dickerman, on the other hand, was lush and blonde, with pink cheeks, light chestnut hair, and bluish gray eyes. Lacking the aggressive smartness which characterized Zella Shuman, she still radiated a certain something which to Clyde seemed to harmonize with the liberal if secret mood of her friend. Her manner, as Clyde could see, while much less suggestive of masked bravado was yielding and to him designedly so, as well as naturally provocative. It had been arranged that she was to intrigue him. Very much fascinated by Zella Shuman and in tow of her, they were inseparable. And when Clyde was introduced to her, she beamed upon him in a melting and sensuous way which troubled him not a little. For here in Lycurgus, as he was telling himself at the time, he must be very careful with whom he became familiar. And yet, unfortunately, as in the case of Hortense Briggs, she evoked thoughts of intimacy, however unproblematic or distant, which troubled him. But he must be careful. It was just such a free attitude as this suggested by Dillard as well as these girls manners that had gotten him into trouble before.

Now well just have a little ice cream and cake, suggested Dillard, after the few preliminary remarks were over, and then we can get out of here. You two had better go around together and hand out a few hellos. Then we can meet at the ice cream booth. After that, if you say so, well leave, eh? What do you say?

He looked at Zella Shuman as much as to say: You know what is the best thing to do, and she smiled and replied:

Thats right. We cant leave right away. I see my cousin Mary over there. And Mother. And Fred Bruckner. Rita and Ill just go around by ourselves for a while and then well meet you, see. And Rita Dickerman forthwith bestowed upon Clyde an intimate and possessive smile.

After about twenty minutes of drifting and browsing, Dillard received some signal from Zella, and he and Clyde paused near the ice cream booth with its chairs in the center of the room. In a few moments they were casually joined by Zella and Rita, with whom they had some ice cream and cake. And then, being free of all obligations and as some of the others were beginning to depart, Dillard observed: Lets beat it. We can go over to your place, cant we?

Sure, sure, whispered Zella, and together they made their way to the coat room. Clyde was still so dubious as to the wisdom of all this that he was inclined to be a little silent. He did not know whether he was fascinated by Rita or not. But once out in the street out of view of the church and the homing amusement seekers, he and Rita found themselves together, Zella and Dillard having walked on ahead. And although Clyde had taken her arm, as he thought fit, she maneuvered it free and laid a warm and caressing hand on his elbow. And she nudged quite close to him, shoulder to shoulder, and half leaning on him, began pattering of the life of Lycurgus.

There was something very furry and caressing about her voice now. Clyde liked it. There was something heavy and languorous about her body, a kind of ray or electron that intrigued and lured him in spite of himself. He felt that he would like to caress her arm and might if he wished  that he might even put his arm around her waist, and so soon. Yet here he was, a Griffiths, he was shrewd enough to think  a Lycurgus Griffiths  and that was what now made a difference  that made all those girls at this church social seem so much more interested in him and so friendly. Yet in spite of this thought, he did squeeze her arm ever so slightly and without reproach or comment from her.

And once in the Shuman home, which was a large old-fashioned square frame house with a square cupola, very retired among some trees and a lawn, they made themselves at home in a general living room which was much more handsomely furnished than any home with which Clyde had been identified heretofore. Dillard at once began sorting the records, with which he seemed most familiar, and to pull two rather large rugs out of the way, revealing a smooth, hardwood floor.

Theres one thing about this house and these trees and these soft-toned needles, he commented for Clydes benefit, of course, since he was still under the impression that Clyde might be and probably was a very shrewd person who was watching his every move here. You cant hear a note of this Victrola out in the street, can you, Zell? Nor upstairs, either, really, not with the soft needles. Weve played it down here and danced to it several times, until three and four in the morning and they didnt even know it upstairs, did they, Zell?

Thats right. But then Fathers a little hard of hearing. And Mother dont hear anything, either, when she gets in her room and gets to reading. But it is hard to hear at that.

Why do people object so to dancing here? asked Clyde.

Oh, they dont  not the factory people  not at all, put in Dillard, but most of the church people do. My uncle and aunt do. And nearly everyone else we met at the church to-night, except Zell and Rita. He gave them a most approving and encouraging glance. And theyre too broadminded to let a little thing like that bother them. Aint that right, Zell?

This young girl, who was very much fascinated by him, laughed and nodded, You bet, thats right. I cant see any harm in it.

Nor me, either, put in Rita, nor my father and mother. Only they dont like to say anything about it or make me feel that they want me to do too much of it.

Dillard by then had started a piece entitled Brown Eyes and immediately Clyde and Rita and Dillard and Zella began to dance, and Clyde found himself insensibly drifting into a kind of intimacy with this girl which boded he could scarcely say what. She danced so warmly and enthusiastically  a kind of weaving and swaying motion which suggested all sorts of repressed enthusiasms. And her lips were at once wreathed with a kind of lyric smile which suggested a kind of hunger for this thing. And she was very pretty, more so dancing and smiling than at any other time.

She is delicious, thought Clyde, even if she is a little soft. Any fellow would do almost as well as me, but she likes me because she thinks Im somebody. And almost at the same moment she observed: Isnt it just too gorgeous? And youre such a good dancer, Mr. Griffiths.

Oh, no, he replied, smiling into her eyes, youre the one thats the dancer. I can dance because youre dancing with me.

He could feel now that her arms were large and soft, her bosom full for one so young. Exhilarated by dancing, she was quite intoxicating, her gestures almost provoking.

Now well put on The Love Boat, called Dillard the moment Brown Eyes was ended, and you and Zella can dance together and Rita and I will have a spin, eh, Rita?

He was so fascinated by his own skill as a dancer, however, as well as his natural joy in the art, that he could scarcely wait to begin another, but must take Rita by the arms before putting on another record, gliding here and there, doing steps and executing figures which Clyde could not possibly achieve and which at once established Dillard as the superior dancer. Then, having done so, he called to Clyde to put on The Love Boat.

But as Clyde could see after dancing with Zella once, this was planned to be a happy companionship of two mutually mated couples who would not interfere with each other in any way, but rather would aid each other in their various schemes to enjoy one anothers society. For while Zella danced with Clyde, and danced well and talked to him much, all the while he could feel that she was interested in Dillard and Dillard only and would prefer to be with him. For, after a few dances, and while he and Rita lounged on a settee and talked, Zella and Dillard left the room to go to the kitchen for a drink. Only, as Clyde observed, they stayed much longer than any single drink would have required.

And similarly, during this interval, it seemed as though it was intended even, by Rita, that he and she should draw closer to one another. For, finding the conversation on the settee lagging for a moment, she got up and apropos of nothing  no music and no words  motioned him to dance some more with her. She had danced certain steps with Dillard which she pretended to show Clyde. But because of their nature, these brought her and Clyde into closer contact than before  very much so. And standing so close together and showing Clyde by elbow and arm how to do, her face and cheek came very close to him  too much for his own strength of will and purpose. He pressed his cheek to hers and she turned smiling and encouraging eyes upon him. On the instant, his self-possession was gone and he kissed her lips. And then again  and again. And instead of withdrawing them, as he thought she might, she let him  remained just as she was in order that he might kiss her more.

And suddenly now, as he felt this yielding of her warm body so close to him, and the pressure of her lips in response to his own, he realized that he had let himself in for a relationship which might not be so very easy to modify or escape. Also that it would be a very difficult thing for him to resist, since he now liked her and obviously she liked him.


Chapter 9

Apart from the momentary thrill and zest of this, the effect was to throw Clyde, as before, speculatively back upon the problem of his proper course here. For here was this girl, and she was approaching him in this direct and suggestive way. And so soon after telling himself and his mother that his course was to be so different here  no such approaches or relationships as had brought on his downfall in Kansas City. And yet  and yet  

He was sorely tempted now, for in his contact with Rita he had the feeling that she was expecting him to suggest a further step  and soon. But just how and where? Not in connection with this large, strange house. There were other rooms apart from the kitchen to which Dillard and Zella had ostensibly departed. But even so, such a relationship once established! What then? Would he not be expected to continue it, or let himself in for possible complications in case he did not? He danced with and fondled her in a daring and aggressive fashion, yet thinking as he did so, But this is not what I should be doing either, is it? This is Lycurgus. I am a Griffiths, here. I know how these people feel toward me  their parents even. Do I really care for her? Is there not something about her quick and easy availability which, if not exactly dangerous in so far as my future here is concerned, is not quite satisfactory  too quickly intimate? He was experiencing a sensation not unrelated to his mood in connection with the lupanar in Kansas City  attracted and yet repulsed. He could do no more than kiss and fondle her here in a somewhat restrained way until at last Dillard and Zella returned, whereupon the same degree of intimacy was no longer possible.

A clock somewhere striking two, it suddenly occurred to Rita that she must be going  her parents would object to her staying out so late. And since Diliard gave no evidence of deserting Zella, it followed, of course, that Clyde was to see her home, a pleasure that now had been allayed by a vague suggestion of disappointment or failure on the part of both. He had not risen to her expectations, he thought. Obviously he lacked the courage yet to follow up the proffer of her favors, was the way she explained it to herself.

At her own door, not so far distant, and with a conversation which was still tinctured with intimations of some future occasions which might prove more favorable, her attitude was decidedly encouraging, even here. They parted, but with Clyde still saying to himself that this new relationship was developing much too swiftly. He was not sure that he should undertake a relationship such as this here  so soon, anyhow. Where now were all his fine decisions made before coming here? What was he going to decide? And yet because of the sensual warmth and magnetism of Rita, he was irritated by his resolution and his inability to proceed as he otherwise might.

Two things which eventually decided him in regard to this came quite close together. One related to the attitude of the Griffiths themselves, which, apart from that of Gilbert, was not one of opposition or complete indifference, so much as it was a failure on the part of Samuel Griffiths in the first instance and the others largely because of him to grasp the rather anomalous, if not exactly lonely position in which Clyde would find himself here unless the family chose to show him at least some little courtesy or advise him cordially from time to time. Yet Samuel Griffiths, being always very much pressed for time, had scarcely given Clyde a thought during the first month, at least. He was here, properly placed, as he heard, would be properly looked after in the future,  what more, just now, at least?

And so for all of five weeks before any action of any kind was taken, and with Gilbert Griffiths comforted thereby, Clyde was allowed to drift along in his basement world wondering what was being intended in connection with himself. The attitude of others, including Dillard and these girls, finally made his position here seem strange.

However, about a month after Clyde had arrived, and principally because Gilbert seemed so content to say nothing regarding him, the elder Griffiths inquired one day:

Well, what about your cousin? Hows he doing by now? And Gilbert, only a little worried as to what this might bode, replied, Oh, hes all right. I started him off in the shrinking room. Is that all right?

Yes, I think so. Thats as good a place as any for him to begin, I believe. But what do you think of him by now?

Oh, answered Gilbert very conservatively and decidedly independently  a trait for which his father had always admired him Not so much. Hes all right, I guess. He may work out. But he does not strike me as a fellow who would ever make much of a stir in this game. He hasnt had much of an education of any kind, you know. Any one can see that. Besides, hes not so very aggressive or energetic-looking. Too soft, I think. Still I dont want to knock him. He may be all right. You like him and I may be wrong. But I cant help but think that his real idea in coming here is that youll do more for him than you would for someone else, just because he is related to you.

Oh, you think he does. Well, if he does, hes wrong. But at the same time, he added, and that with a bantering smile: He may not be as impractical as you think, though. He hasnt been here long enough for us to really tell, has he? He didnt strike me that way in Chicago. Besides there are a lot of little corners into which he might fit, arent there, without any great waste, even if he isnt the most talented fellow in the world? If hes content to take a small job in life, thats his business. I cant prevent that. But at any rate, I dont want him sent away yet, anyhow, and I dont want him put on piece work. It wouldnt look right. After all, he is related to us. Just let him drift along for a little while and see what he does for himself.

All right, governor, replied his son, who was hoping that his father would absent-mindedly let him stay where he was  in the lowest of all the positions the factory had to offer.

But, now, and to his dissatisfaction, Samuel Griffiths proceeded to add, Well have to have him out to the house for dinner pretty soon, wont we? I have thought of that but I havent been able to attend to it before. I should have spoken to Mother about it before this. He hasnt been out yet, has he?

No, sir, not that I know of, replied Gilbert dourly. He did not like this at all, but was too tactful to show his opposition just here. Weve been waiting for you to say something about it, I suppose.

Very well, went on Samuel, youd better find out where hes stopping and have him out. Next Sunday wouldnt be a bad time, if we havent anything else on. Noting a flicker of doubt or disapproval in his sons eyes, he added: After all, Gil, hes my nephew and your cousin, and we cant afford to ignore him entirely. That wouldnt be right, you know, either. Youd better speak to your mother to-night, or I will, and arrange it. He closed the drawer of a desk in which he had been looking for certain papers, got up and took down his hat and coat and left the office.

In consequence of this discussion, an invitation was sent to Clyde for the following Sunday at six-thirty to appear and participate in a Griffiths family meal. On Sunday at one-thirty was served the important family dinner to which usually was invited one or another of the various local or visiting friends of the family. At six-thirty nearly all of these guests had departed, and sometimes one or two of the Griffiths themselves, the cold collation served being partaken of by Mr. and Mrs. Griffiths and Myra  Bella and Gilbert usually having appointments elsewhere.

On this occasion, however, as Mrs. Griffiths and Myra and Bella decided in conference, they would all be present with the exception of Gilbert, who, because of his opposition as well as another appointment, explained that he would stop in for only a moment before leaving. Thus Clyde as Gilbert was pleased to note would be received and entertained without the likelihood of contacts, introductions and explanations to such of their more important connections who might chance to stop in during the afternoon. They would also have an opportunity to study him for themselves and see what they really did think without committing themselves in any way.

But in the meantime in connection with Dillard, Rita and Zella there had been a development which, because of the problem it had posed, was to be affected by this very decision on the part of the Griffiths. For following the evening at the Shuman home, and because, in spite of Clydes hesitation at the time, all three including Rita herself, were still convinced that he must or would be smitten with her charms, there had been various hints, as well as finally a direct invitation or proposition on the part of Dillard to the effect that because of the camaraderie which had been established between himself and Clyde and these two girls, they make a week-end trip somewhere  preferably to Utica or Albany. The girls would go, of course. He could fix that through Zella with Rita for Clyde if he had any doubts or fears as to whether it could be negotiated or not. You know she likes you. Zell was telling me the other day that she said she thought you were the candy. Some ladies man, eh? And he nudged Clyde genially and intimately,  a proceeding in this newer and grander world in which he now found himself,  and considering who he was here, was not as appealing to Clyde as it otherwise might have been. These fellows who were so pushing where they thought a fellow amounted to something more than they did! He could tell.

At the same time, the proposition he was now offering  as thrilling and intriguing as it might be from one point of view  was likely to cause him endless trouble  was it not? In the first place he had no money  only fifteen dollars a week here so far  and if he was going to be expected to indulge in such expensive outings as these, why, of course, he could not manage. Carfare, meals, a hotel bill, maybe an automobile ride or two. And after that he would be in close contact with this Rita whom he scarcely knew. And might she not take it on herself to become intimate here in Lycurgus, maybe  expect him to call on her regularly  and go places  and then  well, gee  supposing the Griffiths  his cousin Gilbert, heard of or saw this. Hadnt Zella said that she saw him often on the street here and there in Lycurgus? And wouldnt they be likely to encounter him somewhere  sometime  when they were all together? And wouldnt that fix him as being intimate with just another store clerk like Dillard who didnt amount to so much after all? It might even mean the end of his career here! Who could tell what it might lead to?

He coughed and made various excuses. Just now he had a lot of work to do. Besides  a venture like that  he would have to see first. His relatives, you know. Besides next Sunday and the Sunday after, some extra work in connection with the factory was going to hold him in Lycurgus. After that time he would see. Actually, in his wavering way  and various disturbing thoughts as to Ritas charm returning to him at moments, he was wondering if it was not desirable  his other decision to the contrary notwithstanding, to skimp himself as much as possible over two or three weeks and so go anyhow. He had been saving something toward a new dress suit and collapsible silk hat. Might he not use some of that  even though he knew the plan to be all wrong?

The fair, plump, sensuous Rita!

But then, not at that very moment  but in the interim following, the invitation from the Griffiths. Returning from his work one evening very tired and still cogitating this gay adventure proposed by Dillard, he found lying on the table in his room a note written on very heavy and handsome paper which had been delivered by one of the servants of the Griffiths in his absence. It was all the more arresting to him because on the flap of the envelope was embossed in high relief the initials E. G. He at once tore it open and eagerly read:

MY DEAR NEPHEW:

Since your arrival my husband has been away most of the time, and although we have wished to have you with us before, we have thought it best to await his leisure. He is freer now and we will be very glad if you can find it convenient to come to supper with us at six oclock next Sunday. We dine very informally  just ourselves  so in case you can or cannot come, you need not bother to write or telephone. And you need not dress for this occasion either. But come if you can. We will be happy to see you.

Sincerely, your aunt,

ELIZABETH GRIFFITHS

On reading this Clyde, who, during all this silence and the prosecution of a task in the shrinking room which was so eminently distasteful to him, was being more and more weighed upon by the thought that possibly, after all, this quest of his was going to prove a vain one and that he was going to be excluded from any real contact with his great relatives, was most romantically and hence impractically heartened. For only see  here was this grandiose letter with its very happy to see you, which seemed to indicate that perhaps, after all, they did not think so badly of him. Mr. Samuel Griffiths had been away all the time. That was it. Now he would get to see his aunt and cousins and the inside of that great house. It must be very wonderful. They might even take him up after this  who could tell? But how remarkable that he should be taken up now, just when he had about decided that they would not.

And forthwith his interest in, as well as his weakness for, Rita, if not Zella and Dillard began to evaporate. What! Mix with people so far below him  a Griffiths  in the social scale here and at the cost of endangering his connection with that important family. Never! It was a great mistake. Didnt this letter coming just at this time prove it? And fortunately  (how fortunately!)  he had had the good sense not to let himself in for anything as yet. And so now, without much trouble, and because, most likely from now on it would prove necessary for him so to do he could gradually eliminate himself from this contact with Dillard  move away from Mrs. Cuppys  if necessary, or say that his uncle had cautioned him  anything, but not go with this crowd any more, just the same. It wouldnt do. It would endanger his prospects in connection with this new development. And instead of troubling over Rita and Utica now, he began to formulate for himself once more the essential nature of the private life of the Griffiths, the fascinating places they must go, the interesting people with whom they must be in contact. And at once he began to think of the need of a dress suit, or at least a tuxedo and trousers. Accordingly the next morning, he gained permission from Mr. Kemerer to leave at eleven and not return before one, and in that time he managed to find coat, trousers and a pair of patent leather shoes, as well as a white silk muffler for the money he had already saved. And so arrayed he felt himself safe. He must make a good impression.

And for the entire time between then and Sunday evening, instead of thinking of Rita or Dillard or Zella any more, he was thinking of this opportunity. Plainly it was an event to be admitted to the presence of such magnificence.

The only drawback to all this, as he well sensed now, was this same Gilbert Griffiths, who surveyed him always whenever he met him anywhere with such hard, cold eyes. He might be there, and then he would probably assume that superior attitude, to make him feel his inferior position, if he could  and Clyde had the weakness at times of admitting to himself that he could. And no doubt, if he (Clyde) sought to carry himself with too much of an air in the presence of this family, Gilbert most likely would seek to take it out of him in some way later in connection with the work in the factory. He might see to it, for instance, that his father heard only unfavorable things about him. And, of course, if he were retained in this wretched shrinking room, and given no show of any kind, how could he expect to get anywhere or be anybody? It was just his luck that on arriving here he should find this same Gilbert looking almost like him and being so opposed to him for obviously no reason at all.

However, despite all his doubts, he decided to make the best of this opportunity, and accordingly on Sunday evening at six set out for the Griffiths residence, his nerves decidedly taut because of the ordeal before him. And when he reached the main gate, a large, arched wrought iron affair which gave in on a wide, winding brick walk which led to the front entrance, he lifted the heavy latch which held the large iron gates in place, with almost a quaking sense of adventure. And as he approached along the walk, he felt as though he might well be the object of observant and critical eyes. Perhaps Mr. Samuel or Mr. Gilbert Griffiths or one or the other of the two sisters was looking at him now from one of those heavily curtained windows. On the lower floor several lights glowed with a soft and inviting radiance.

This mood, however, was brief. For soon the door was opened by a servant who took his coat and invited him into the very large living room, which was very impressive. To Clyde, even after the Green-Davidson and the Union League, it seemed a very beautiful room. It contained so many handsome pieces of furniture and such rich rugs and hangings. A fire burned in the large, high fireplace before which was circled a number of divans and chairs. There were lamps, a tall clock, a great table. No one was in the room at the moment, but presently as Clyde fidgeted and looked about he heard a rustling of silk to the rear, where a great staircase descended from the rooms above. And from there he saw Mrs. Griffiths approaching him, a bland and angular and faded-looking woman. But her walk was brisk, her manner courteous, if non-committal, as was her custom always, and after a few moments of conversation he found himself peaceful and fairly comfortable in her presence.

My nephew, I believe, she smiled.

Yes, replied Clyde simply, and because of his nervousness, with unusual dignity. I am Clyde Griffiths.

Im very glad to see you and to welcome you to our home, began Mrs. Griffiths with a certain amount of aplomb which years of contact with the local high world had given her at last. And my children will be, too, of course. Bella is not here just now or Gilbert, either, but then they will be soon, I believe. My husband is resting, but I heard him stirring just now, and hell be down in a moment. Wont you sit here? She motioned to a large divan between them. We dine nearly always alone here together on Sunday evening, so I thought it would be nice if you came just to be alone with us. How do you like Lycurgus now?

She arranged herself on one of the large divans before the fire and Clyde rather awkwardly seated himself at a respectful distance from her.

Oh, I like it very much, he observed, exerting himself to be congenial and to smile. Of course I havent seen so very much of it yet, but what I have I like. This street is one of the nicest I have ever seen anywhere, he added enthusiastically. The houses are so large and the grounds so beautiful.

Yes, we here in Lycurgus pride ourselves on Wykeagy Avenue, smiled Mrs. Griffiths, who took no end of satisfaction in the grace and rank of her own home in this street. She and her husband had been so long climbing up to it. Every one who sees it seems to feel the same way about it. It was laid out many years ago when Lycurgus was just a village. It is only within the last fifteen years that it has come to be as handsome as it is now.

But you must tell me something about your mother and father. I never met either of them, you know, though, of course, I have heard my husband speak of them often  that is, of his brother, anyhow, she corrected. I dont believe he ever met your mother. How is your father?

Oh, hes quite well, replied Clyde, simply. And Mother, too. Theyre living in Denver now. We did live for a while in Kansas City, but for the last three years theyve been out there. I had a letter from Mother only the other day. She says everything is all right.

Then you keep up a correspondence with her, do you? Thats nice. She smiled, for by now she had become interested by and, on the whole, rather taken with Clydes appearance. He looked so neat and generally presentable, so much like her own son that she was a little startled at first and intrigued on that score. If anything, Clyde was taller, better built and hence better looking, only she would never have been willing to admit that. For to her Gilbert, although he was intolerant and contemptuous even to her at times, simulating an affection which was as much a custom as a reality, was still a dynamic and aggressive person putting himself and his conclusions before everyone else. Whereas Clyde was more soft and vague and fumbling. Her sons force must be due to the innate ability of her husband as well as the strain of some relatives in her own line who had not been unlike Gilbert, while Clyde probably drew his lesser force from the personal unimportance of his parents.

But having settled this problem in her sons favor, Mrs. Griffiths was about to ask after his sisters and brothers, when they were interrupted by Samuel Griffiths who now approached. Measuring Clyde, who had risen, very sharply once more, and finding him very satisfactory in appearance at least, he observed: Well, so here you are, eh? Theyve placed you, I believe, without my ever seeing you.

Yes, sir, replied Clyde, very deferentially and half bowing in the presence of so great a man.

Well, thats all right. Sit down! Sit down! Im very glad they did. I hear youre working down in the shrinking room at present. Not exactly a pleasant place, but not such a bad place to begin, either  at the bottom. The best people start there sometimes. He smiled and added: I was out of the city when you came on or I would have seen you.

Yes, sir, replied Clyde, who had not ventured to seat himself again until Mr. Griffiths had sunk into a very large stuffed chair near the divan. And the latter, now that he saw Clyde in an ordinary tuxedo with a smart pleated shirt and black tie, as opposed to the club uniform in which he had last seen him in Chicago, was inclined to think him even more attractive than before  not quite as negligible and unimportant as his son Gilbert had made out. Still, not being dead to the need of force and energy in business and sensing that Clyde was undoubtedly lacking in these qualities, he did now wish that Clyde had more vigor and vim in him. It would reflect more handsomely on the Griffiths end of the family and please his son more, maybe.

Like it where you are now? he observed condescendingly.

Well, yes, sir, that is, I wouldnt say that I like it exactly, replied Clyde quite honestly. But I dont mind it. Its as good as any other way to begin, I suppose. The thought in his mind at the moment was that he would like to impress on his uncle that he was cut out for something better. And the fact that his cousin Gilbert was not present at the moment gave him the courage to say it.

Well, thats the proper spirit, commented Samuel Griffiths, pleased. It isnt the most pleasant part of the process, I will admit, but its one of the most essential things to know, to begin with. And it takes a little time, of course, to get anywhere in any business these days.

From this Clyde wondered how long he was to be left in that dim world below stairs.

But while he was thinking this Myra came forward, curious about him and what he would be like, and very pleased to see that he was not as uninteresting as Gilbert had painted him. There was something, as she now saw, about Clydes eyes  nervous and somewhat furtive and appealing or seeking  that at once interested her, and reminded her, perhaps, since she was not much of a success socially either, of something in herself.

Your cousin, Clyde Griffiths, Myra, observed Samuel rather casually, as Clyde arose. My daughter Myra, he added, to Clyde. This is the young man Ive been telling you about.

Clyde bowed and then took the cool and not very vital hand that Myra extended to him, but feeling it just the same to be more friendly and considerate than the welcome of the others.

Well, I hope youll like it, now that youre here, she began, genially. We all like Lycurgus, only after Chicago I suppose it will not mean so very much to you. She smiled and Clyde, feeling very formal and stiff in the presence of all these very superior relatives, now returned a stiff thank you, and was just about to seat himself when the outer door opened and Gilbert Griffiths strode in. The whirring of a motor had preceded this  a motor that had stopped outside the large east side entrance. Just a minute, Dolge, he called to some one outside. I wont be long. Then turning to the family, he added: Excuse me, folks, Ill be back in a minute. He dashed up the rear stairs, only to return after a time and confront Clyde, if not the others, with that same rather icy and inconsiderate air that had so far troubled him at the factory. He was wearing a light, belted motoring coat of a very pronounced stripe, and a dark leather cap and gauntlets which gave him almost a military air. After nodding to Clyde rather stiffly, and adding, How do you do, he laid a patronizing hand on his fathers shoulder and observed: Hi, Dad. Hello, Mother. Sorry I cant be with you to-night. But I just came over from Amsterdam with Dolge and Eustis to get Constance and Jacqueline. Theres some doings over at the Bridgemans. But Ill be back again before morning. Or at the office, anyhow. Everything all right with you, Mr. Griffiths? he observed to his father.

Yes, I have nothing to complain of, returned his father. But it seems to me youre making a pretty long night of it, arent you?

Oh, I dont mean that, returned his son, ignoring Clyde entirely. I just mean that if I cant get back by two, Ill stay over, thats all, see. He tapped his father genially on the shoulder again.

I hope youre not driving that car as fast as usual, complained his mother. Its not safe at all.

Fifteen miles an hour, Mother. Fifteen miles an hour. I know the rules. He smiled loftily.

Clyde did not fail to notice the tone of condescension and authority that went with all this. Plainly here, as at the factory, he was a person who had to be reckoned with. Apart from his father, perhaps, there was no one here to whom he offered any reverence. What a superior attitude, thought Clyde!

How wonderful it must be to be a son who, without having had to earn all this, could still be so much, take oneself so seriously, exercise so much command and authority. It might be, as it plainly was, that this youth was very superior and indifferent in tone toward him. But think of being such a youth, having so much power at ones command!


Chapter 10

At this point a maid announced that supper was served and instantly Gilbert took his departure. At the same time the family arose and Mrs. Griffiths asked the maid: Has Bella telephoned yet?

No, maam, replied the servant, not yet.

Well, have Mrs. Truesdale call up the Finchleys and see if shes there. You tell her I said that she is to come home at once.

The maid departed for a moment while the group proceeded to the dining room, which lay to the west of the stairs at the rear. Again, as Clyde saw, this was another splendidly furnished room done in a very light brown, with a long center table of carved walnut, evidently used only for special occasions. It was surrounded by high-backed chairs and lighted by candelabras set at even spaces upon it. In a lower ceilinged and yet ample circular alcove beyond this, looking out on the garden to the south, was a smaller table set for six. It was in this alcove that they were to dine, a different thing from what Clyde had expected for some reason.

Seated in a very placid fashion, he found himself answering questions principally as to his own family, the nature of its life, past and present; how old was his father now? His mother? What had been the places of their residence before moving to Denver? How many brothers and sisters had he? How old was his sister, Esta? What did she do? And the others? Did his father like managing a hotel? What had been the nature of his fathers work in Kansas City? How long had the family lived there?

Clyde was not a little troubled and embarrassed by this chain of questions which flowed rather heavily and solemnly from Samuel Griffiths or his wife. And from Clydes hesitating replies, especially in regard to the nature of the family life in Kansas City, both gathered that he was embarrassed and troubled by some of the questions. They laid it to the extreme poverty of their relatives, of course. For having asked, I suppose you began your hotel work in Kansas City, didnt you, after you left school? Clyde blushed deeply, bethinking himself of the incident of the stolen car and of how little real schooling he had had. Most certainly he did not like the thought of having himself identified with hotel life in Kansas City, and more especially the Green-Davidson.

But fortunately at this moment, the door opened and Bella entered, accompanied by two girls such as Clyde would have assumed at once belonged to this world. How different to Rita and Zella with whom his thought so recently had been disturbedly concerned. He did not know Bella, of course, until she proceeded most familiarly to address her family. But the others  one was Sondra Finchley, so frequently referred to by Bella and her mother  as smart and vain and sweet a girl as Clyde had ever laid his eyes upon  so different to any he had ever known and so superior. She was dressed in a close-fitting tailored suit which followed her form exactly and which was enhanced by a small dark leather hat, pulled fetchingly low over her eyes. A leather belt of the same color encircled her neck. By a leather leash she led a French bull and over one arm carried a most striking coat of black and gray checks  not too pronounced and yet having the effect of a mans modish overcoat. To Clydes eyes she was the most adorable feminine thing he had seen in all his days. Indeed her effect on him was electric  thrilling  arousing in him a curiously stinging sense of what it was to want and not to have  to wish to win and yet to feel, almost agonizingly that he was destined not even to win a glance from her. It tortured and flustered him. At one moment he had a keen desire to close his eyes and shut her out  at another to look only at her constantly  so truly was he captivated.

Yet, whether she saw him or not, she gave no sign at first, exclaiming to her dog: Now, Bissell, if youre not going to behave, Im going to take you out and tie you out there. Oh, I dont believe I can stay a moment if he wont behave better than this. He had seen a family cat and was tugging to get near her.

Beside her was another girl whom Clyde did not fancy nearly so much, and yet who, after her fashion, was as smart as Sondra and perhaps as alluring to some. She was blonde  tow-headed  with clear almond-shaped, greenish-gray eyes, a small, graceful, catlike figure, and a slinky feline manner. At once, on entering, she sidled across the room to the end of the table where Mrs. Griffiths sat and leaning over her at once began to purr.

Oh, how are you, Mrs. Griffiths? Im so glad to see you again. Its been some time since Ive been over here, hasnt it? But then Mother and I have been away. She and Grant are over at Albany to-day. And I just picked up Bella and Sondra here at the Lamberts. Youre just having a quiet little supper by yourselves, arent you? How are you, Myra? she called, and reaching over Mrs. Griffiths shoulder touched Myra quite casually on the arm, as though it were more a matter of form than anything else.

In the meantime Bella, who next to Sondra seemed to Clyde decidedly the most charming of the three, was exclaiming: Oh, Im late. Sorry, Mamma and Daddy. Wont that do this time? Then noting Clyde, and as though for the first time, although he had risen as they entered and was still standing, she paused in semi-mock modesty as did the others. And Clyde, oversensitive to just such airs and material distinctions, was fairly tremulous with a sense of his own inadequacy, as he waited to be introduced. For to him, youth and beauty in such a station as this represented the ultimate triumph of the female. His weakness for Hortense Briggs, to say nothing of Rita, who was not so attractive as either of these, illustrated the effect of trim femininity on him, regardless of merit.

Bella, observed Samuel Griffiths, heavily, noting Clyde still standing, your cousin, Clyde.

Oh, yes, replied Bella, observing that Clyde looked exceedingly like Gilbert. How are you? Mother has been saying that you were coming to call one of these days. She extended a finger or two, then turned toward her friends. My friends, Miss Finchley and Miss Cranston, Mr. Griffiths.

The two girls bowed, each in the most stiff and formal manner, at the same time studying Clyde most carefully and rather directly, Well, he does look like Gil a lot, doesnt he? whispered Sondra to Bertine, who had drawn near to her. And Bertine replied: I never saw anything like it. Hes really better-looking, isnt he  a lot?

Sondra nodded, pleased to note in the first instance that he was somewhat better-looking than Bellas brother, whom she did not like  next that he was obviously stricken with her, which was her due, as she invariably decided in connection with youths thus smitten with her. But having thus decided, and seeing that his glance was persistently and helplessly drawn to her, she concluded that she need pay no more attention to him, for the present anyway. He was too easy.

But now Mrs. Griffiths, who had not anticipated this visitation and was a little irritated with Bella for introducing her friends at this time since it at once raised the question of Clydes social position here, observed: Hadnt you two better lay off your coats and sit down? Ill just have Nadine lay extra plates at this end. Bella, you can sit next to your father.

Oh, no, not at all, and No, indeed, were just on our way home ourselves. I cant stay a minute, came from Sondra and Bertine. But now that they were here and Clyde had proved to be as attractive as he was, they were perversely interested to see what, if any, social flair there was to him. Gilbert Griffiths, as both knew, was far from being popular in some quarters  their own in particular, however much they might like Bella. He was, for two such self-centered beauties as these, too aggressive, self-willed and contemptuous at times. Whereas Clyde, if one were to judge by his looks, at least was much more malleable. And if it were to prove now that he was of equal station, or that the Griffiths thought so, decidedly he would be available locally, would he not? At any rate, it would be interesting to know whether he was rich. But this thought was almost instantly satisfied by Mrs. Griffiths, who observed rather definitely and intentionally to Bertine: Mr. Griffiths is a nephew of ours from the West who has come on to see if he can make a place for himself in my husbands factory. Hes a young man who has to make his own way in the world and my husband has been kind enough to give him an opportunity.

Clyde flushed, since obviously this was a notice to him that his social position here was decidedly below that of the Griffiths or these girls. At the same time, as he also noticed, the look of Bertine Cranston, who was only interested in youths of means and position, changed from one of curiosity to marked indifference. On the other hand, Sondra Finchley, by no means so practical as her friend, though of a superior station in her set, since she was so very attractive and her parents possessed of even more means  re-surveyed Clyde with one thought written rather plainly on her face, that it was too bad. He really was so attractive.

At the same time Samuel Griffiths, having a peculiar fondness for Sondra, if not Bertine, whom Mrs. Griffiths also disliked as being too tricky and sly, was calling to her: Here, Sondra, tie up your dog to one of the dining-room chairs and come and sit by me. Throw your coat over that chair. Heres room for you. He motioned to her to come.

But I cant, Uncle Samuel! called Sondra, familiarly and showily and yet somehow sweetly, seeking to ingratiate herself by this affected relationship. Were late now. Besides Bissell wont behave. Bertine and I are just on our way home, truly.

Oh, yes, Papa, put in Bella, quickly, Bertines horse ran a nail in his foot yesterday and is going lame to-day. And neither Grant nor his father is home. She wants to know if you know anything thats good for it.

Which foot is it? inquired Griffiths, interested, while Clyde continued to survey Sondra as best he might. She was so delicious, he thought  her nose so tiny and tilted  her upper lip arched so roguishly upward toward her nose.

Its the left fore. I was riding out on the East Kingston road yesterday afternoon. Jerry threw a shoe and must have picked up a splinter, but John doesnt seem to be able to find it.

Did you ride him much with the nail, do you think?

About eight miles  all the way back.

Well, you had better have John put on some liniment and a bandage and call a veterinary. Hell come around all right, Im sure.

The group showed no signs of leaving and Clyde, left quite to himself for the moment, was thinking what an easy, delightful world this must be  this local society. For here they were without a care, apparently, between any of them. All their talk was of houses being built, horses they were riding, friends they had met, places they were going to, things they were going to do. And there was Gilbert, who had left only a little while before  motoring somewhere with a group of young men. And Bella, his cousin, trifling around with these girls in the beautiful homes of this street, while he was shunted away in a small third-floor room at Mrs. Cuppys with no place to go. And with only fifteen dollars a week to live on. And in the morning he would be working in the basement again, while these girls were rising to more pleasure. And out in Denver were his parents with their small lodging house and mission, which he dared not even describe accurately here.

Suddenly the two girls declaring they must go, they took themselves off. And he and the Griffiths were once more left to themselves  he with the feeling that he was very much out of place and neglected here, since Samuel Griffiths and his wife and Bella, anyhow, if not Myra, seemed to be feeling that he was merely being permitted to look into a world to which he did not belong; also, that because of his poverty it would be impossible to fit him into  however much he might dream of associating with three such wonderful girls as these. And at once he felt sad  very  his eyes and his mood darkening so much that not only Samuel Griffiths, but his wife as well as Myra noticed it. If he could enter upon this world, find some way. But of the group it was only Myra, not any of the others, who sensed that in all likelihood he was lonely and depressed. And in consequence as all were rising and returning to the large living room (Samuel chiding Bella for her habit of keeping her family waiting) it was Myra who drew near to Clyde to say: I think after youve been here a little while youll probably like Lycurgus better than you do now, even. There are quite a number of interesting places to go and see around here  lakes and the Adirondacks are just north of here, about seventy miles. And when the summer comes and we get settled at Greenwood, Im sure Father and Mother will like you to come up there once in a while.

She was by no means sure that this was true, but under the circumstances, whether it was or not, she felt like saying it to Clyde. And thereafter, since he felt more comfortable with her, he talked with her as much as he could without neglecting either Bella or the family, until about half-past nine, when, suddenly feeling very much out of place and alone, he arose saying that he must go, that he had to get up early in the morning. And as he did so, Samuel Griffiths walked with him to the front door and let him out. But he, too, by now, as had Myra before him, feeling that Clyde was rather attractive and yet, for reasons of poverty, likely to be neglected from now on, not only by his family, but by himself as well, observed most pleasantly, and, as he hoped, compensatively: Its rather nice out, isnt it? Wykeagy Avenue hasnt begun to show what it can do yet because the spring isnt quite here. But in a few weeks, and he looked up most inquiringly at the sky and sniffed the late April air, we must have you out. All the trees and flowers will be in bloom then and you can see how really nice it is. Good night.

He smiled and put a very cordial note into his voice, and once more Clyde felt that, whatever Gilbert Griffiths attitude might be, most certainly his father was not wholly indifferent to him.


Chapter 11

The days lapsed and, although no further word came from the Griffiths, Clyde was still inclined to exaggerate the importance of this one contact and to dream from time to time of delightful meetings with those girls and how wonderful if a love affair with one of them might eventuate for him. The beauty of that world in which they moved. The luxury and charm as opposed to this of which he was a part. Dillard! Rita! Tush! They were really dead for him. He aspired to this other or nothing as he saw it now and proceeded to prove as distant to Dillard as possible, an attitude which by degrees tended to alienate that youth entirely for he saw in Clyde a snob which potentially he was if he could have but won to what he desired. However, as he began to see afterwards, time passed and he was left to work until, depressed by the routine, meager pay and commonplace shrinking-room contacts, he began to think not so much of returning to Rita or Dillard,  he could not quite think of them now with any satisfaction, but of giving up this venture here and returning to Chicago or going to New York, where he was sure that he could connect himself with some hotel if need be. But then, as if to revive his courage and confirm his earlier dreams, a thing happened which caused him to think that certainly he was beginning to rise in the estimation of the Griffiths  father and son  whether they troubled to entertain him socially or not. For it chanced that one Saturday in spring, Samuel Griffiths decided to make a complete tour of inspection of the factory with Joshua Whiggam at his elbow. Reaching the shrinking department about noon, he observed for the first time with some dismay, Clyde in his undershirt and trousers working at the feeding end of two of the shrinking racks, his nephew having by this time acquired the necessary skill to feed as well as take. And recalling how very neat and generally presentable he had appeared at his house but a few weeks before, he was decidedly disturbed by the contrast. For one thing he had felt about Clyde, both in Chicago and here at his home, was that he had presented a neat and pleasing appearance. And he, almost as much as his son, was jealous, not only of the name, but the general social appearance of the Griffiths before the employees of this factory as well as the community at large. And the sight of Clyde here, looking so much like Gilbert and in an armless shirt and trousers working among these men, tended to impress upon him more sharply than at any time before the fact that Clyde was his nephew, and that he ought not to be compelled to continue at this very menial form of work any longer. To the other employees it might appear that he was unduly indifferent to the meaning of such a relationship.

Without, however, saying a word to Whiggam or anyone else at the time, he waited until his son returned on Monday morning, from a trip that he had taken out of town, when he called him into his office and observed: I made a tour of the factory Saturday and found young Clyde still down in the shrinking room.

What of it, Dad? replied his son, curiously interested as to why his father should at this time wish to mention Clyde in this special way. Other people before him have worked down there and it hasnt hurt them.

All true enough, but they werent nephews of mine. And they didnt look as much like you as he does  a comment which irritated Gilbert greatly. It wont do, I tell you. It doesnt look quite right to me, and Im afraid it wont look right to other people here who see how much he looks like you and know that he is your cousin and my nephew. I didnt realize that at first, because I havent been down there, but I dont think it wise to keep him down there any longer doing that kind of thing. It wont do. Well have to make a change, switch him around somewhere else where he wont look like that.

His eyes darkened and his brow wrinkled. The impression that Clyde made in his old clothes and with beads of sweat standing out on his forehead had not been pleasant.

But Ill tell you how it is, Dad, Gilbert persisted, anxious and determined because of his innate opposition to Clyde to keep him there if possible. Im not so sure that I can find just the right place for him now anywhere else  at least not without moving someone else who has been here a long time and worked hard to get there. He hasnt had any training in anything so far, but just what hes doing.

Dont know or dont care anything about that, replied Griffiths senior, feeling that his son was a little jealous and in consequence disposed to be unfair to Clyde. Thats no place for him and I wont have him there any longer. Hes been there long enough. And I cant afford to have the name of any of this family come to mean anything but just what it does around here now  reserve and ability and energy and good judgment. Its not good for the business. And anything less than that is a liability. You get me, dont you?

Yes, I get you all right, governor.

Well, then, do as I say. Get hold of Whiggam and figure out some other place for him around here, and not as piece worker or a hand either. It was a mistake to put him down there in the first place. There must be some little place in one of the departments where he can be fitted in as the head of something, first or second or third assistant to some one, and where he can wear a decent suit of clothes and look like somebody. And, if necessary, let him go home on full pay until you find something for him. But I want him changed. By the way, how much is he being paid now?

About fifteen, I think, replied Gilbert blandly.

Not enough, if hes to make the right sort of an appearance here. Better make it twenty-five. Its more than hes worth, I know, but it cant be helped now. He has to have enough to live on while hes here, and from now on, Id rather pay him that than have any one think we were not treating him right.

All right, all right, governor. Please dont be cross about it, will you? pleaded Gilbert, noting his fathers irritation. Im not entirely to blame. You agreed to it in the first place when I suggested it, didnt you? But I guess youre right at that. Just leave it to me. Ill find a decent place for him, and turning, he proceeded in search of Whiggam, although at the same time thinking how he was to effect all this without permitting Clyde to get the notion that he was at all important here  to make him feel that this was being done as a favor to him and not for any reasons of merit in connection with himself.

And at once, Whiggam appearing, he, after a very diplomatic approach on the part of Gilbert, racked his brains, scratched his head, went away and returned after a time to say that the only thing he could think of, since Clyde was obviously lacking in technical training, was that of assistant to Mr. Liggett, who was foreman in charge of five big stitching rooms on the fifth floor, but who had under him one small and very special, though by no means technical, department which required the separate supervision of either an assistant forelady or man.

This was the stamping room  a separate chamber at the west end of the stitching floor, where were received daily from the cutting room above from seventy-five to one hundred thousand dozen unstitched collars of different brands and sizes. And here they were stamped by a group of girls according to the slips or directions attached to them with the size and brand of the collar. The sole business of the assistant foreman in charge here, as Gilbert well knew, after maintaining due decorum and order, was to see that this stamping process went uninterruptedly forward. Also that after the seventy-five to one hundred thousand dozen collars were duly stamped and transmitted to the stitchers, who were just outside in the larger room, to see that they were duly credited in a book of entry. And that the number of dozens stamped by each girl was duly recorded in order that her pay should correspond with her services.

For this purpose a little desk and various entry books, according to size and brand, were kept here. Also the cutters slips, as taken from the bundles by the stampers were eventually delivered to this assistant in lots of a dozen or more and filed on spindles. It was really nothing more than a small clerkship, at times in the past held by young men or girls or old men or middle-aged women, according to the exigencies of the life of the place.

The thing that Whiggam feared in connection with Clyde and which he was quick to point out to Gilbert on this occasion was that because of his inexperience and youth Clyde might not, at first, prove as urgent and insistent a master of this department as the work there required. There were nothing but young girls there  some of them quite attractive. Also was it wise to place a young man of Clydes years and looks among so many girls? For, being susceptible, as he might well be at that age, he might prove too easy  not stern enough. The girls might take advantage of him. If so, it wouldnt be possible to keep him there very long. Still there was this temporary vacancy, and it was the only one in the whole factory at the moment. Why not, for the time being, send him upstairs for a tryout? It might not be long before either Mr. Liggett or himself would know of something else or whether or not he was suited for the work up there. In that case it would be easy to make a re-transfer.

Accordingly, about three in the afternoon of this same Monday, Clyde was sent for and after being made to wait for some fifteen minutes, as was Gilberts method, he was admitted to the austere presence.

Well, how are you getting along down where you are now? asked Gilbert coldly and inquisitorially. And Clyde, who invariably experienced a depression whenever he came anywhere near his cousin, replied, with a poorly forced smile, Oh, just about the same, Mr. Griffiths. I cant complain. I like it well enough. Im learning a little something, I guess.

You guess?

Well, I know Ive learned a few things, of course, added Clyde, flushing slightly and feeling down deep within himself a keen resentment at the same time that he achieved a half-ingratiating and half-apologetic smile.

Well, thats a little better. A man could hardly be down there as long as youve been and not know whether he had learned anything or not. Then deciding that he was being too severe, perhaps, he modified his tone slightly, and added: But thats not why I sent for you. Theres another matter I want to talk to you about. Tell me, did you ever have charge of any people or any other person than yourself, at any time in your life?

I dont believe I quite understand, replied Clyde, who, because he was a little nervous and flustered, had not quite registered the question accurately.

I mean have you ever had any people work under you  been given a few people to direct in some department somewhere? Been a foreman or an assistant foreman in charge of anything?

No, sir, I never have, answered Clyde, but so nervous that he almost stuttered. For Gilberts tone was very severe and cold  highly contemptuous. At the same time, now that the nature of the question was plain, its implication came to him. In spite of his cousins severity, his ill manner toward him, still he could see his employers were thinking of making a foreman of him  putting him in charge of somebody  people. They must be! At once his ears and fingers began to titillate  the roots of his hair to tingle: But Ive seen how its done in clubs and hotels, he added at once. And I think I might manage if I were given a trial. His cheeks were now highly colored  his eyes crystal clear.

Not the same thing. Not the same thing, insisted Gilbert sharply. Seeing and doing are two entirely different things. A person without any experience can think a lot, but when it comes to doing, hes not there. Anyhow, this is one business that requires people who do know.

He stared at Clyde critically and quizzically while Clyde, feeling that he must be wrong in his notion that something was going to be done for him, began to quiet himself. His cheeks resumed their normal pallor and the light died from his eyes.

Yes, sir, I guess thats true, too, he commented.

But you dont need to guess in this case, insisted Gilbert. You know. Thats the trouble with people who dont know. Theyre always guessing.

The truth was that Gilbert was so irritated to think that he must now make a place for his cousin, and that despite his having done nothing at all to deserve it, that he could scarcely conceal the spleen that now colored his mood.

Youre right, I know, said Clyde placatingly, for he was still hoping for this hinted-at promotion.

Well, the fact is, went on Gilbert, I might have placed you in the accounting end of the business when you first came if you had been technically equipped for it. (The phrase technically equipped overawed and terrorized Clyde, for he scarcely understood what that meant.) As it was, went on Gilbert, nonchalantly, we had to do the best we could for you. We knew it was not very pleasant down there, but we couldnt do anything more for you at the time. He drummed on his desk with his fingers. But the reason I called you up here to-day is this. I want to discuss with you a temporary vacancy that has occurred in one of our departments upstairs and which we are wondering  my father and I  whether you might be able to fill. Clydes spirits rose amazingly. Both my father and I, he went on, have been thinking for some little time that we would like to do a little something for you, but as I say, your lack of practical training of any kind makes it very difficult for both of us. You havent had either a commercial or a trade education of any kind, and that makes it doubly hard. He paused long enough to allow that to sink in  give Clyde the feeling that he was an interloper indeed. Still, he added after a moment, so long as we have seen fit to bring you on here, we have decided to give you a tryout at something better than you are doing. It wont do to let you stay down there indefinitely. Now, let me tell you a little something about what I have in mind, and he proceeded to explain the nature of the work on the fifth floor.

And when after a time Whiggam was sent for and appeared and had acknowledged Clydes salutation, he observed: Whiggam, Ive just been telling my cousin here about our conversation this morning and what I told you about our plan to try him out as the head of that department. So if youll just take him up to Mr. Liggett and have him or some one explain the nature of the work up there, Ill be obliged to you. He turned to his desk. After that you can send him back to me, he added. I want to talk to him again.

Then he arose and dismissed them both with an air, and Whiggam, still somewhat dubious as to the experiment, but now very anxious to be pleasant to Clyde since he could not tell what he might become, led the way to Mr. Liggetts floor. And there, amid a thunderous hum of machines, Clyde was led to the extreme west of the building and into a much smaller department which was merely railed off from the greater chamber by a low fence. Here were about twenty-five girls and their assistants with baskets, who apparently were doing their best to cope with a constant stream of unstitched collar bundles which fell through several chutes from the floor above.

And now at once, after being introduced to Mr. Liggett, he was escorted to a small railed-off desk at which sat a short, plump girl of about his own years, not so very attractive, who arose as they approached. This is Miss Todd, began Whiggain. Shes been in charge for about ten days now in the absence of Mrs. Angier. And what I want you to do now, Miss Todd, is to explain to Mr. Griffiths here just as quickly and clearly as you can what it is you do here. And then later in the day when he comes up here, I want you to help him to keep track of things until he sees just what is wanted and can do it himself. Youll do that, wont you?

Why, certainly, Mr. Whiggam. Ill be only too glad to, complied Miss Todd, and at once she began to take down the books of records and to show Clyde how the entry and discharge records were kept  also later how the stamping was done  how the basket girls took the descending bundles from the chutes and distributed them evenly according to the needs of the stamper and how later, as fast as they were stamped, other basket girls carried them to the stitchers outside. And Clyde, very much interested, felt that he could do it, only among so many women on a floor like this he felt very strange. There were so very, very many women  hundreds of them  stretching far and away between white walls and white columns to the eastern end of the building. And tall windows that reached from floor to ceiling let in a veritable flood of light. These girls were not all pretty. He saw them out of the tail of his eye as first Miss Todd and later Whiggam, and even Liggett, volunteered to impress points on him.

The important thing, explained Whiggam after a time, is to see that there is no mistake as to the number of thousands of dozens of collars that come down here and are stamped, and also that theres no delay in stamping them and getting them out to the stitchers. Also that the records of these girls work is kept accurately so that there wont be any mistakes as to their time.

At last Clyde saw what was required of him and the conditions under which he was about to work and said so. He was very nervous but quickly decided that if this girl could do the work, he could. And because Liggett and Whiggam, interested by his relationship to Gilbert, appeared very friendly and persisted in delaying here, saying that there was nothing he could not manage they were sure, he returned after a time with Whiggam to Gilbert who, on seeing him enter, at once observed: Well, whats the answer? Yes or no. Do you think you can do it or do you think you cant?

Well, I know that I can do it, replied Clyde with a great deal of courage for him, yet with the private feeling that he might not make good unless fortune favored him some even now. There were so many things to be taken into consideration  the favor of those above as well as about him  and would they always favor him?

Very good, then. Just be seated for a moment, went on Gilbert. I want to talk to you some more in connection with that work up there. It looks easy to you, does it?

No, I cant say that it looks exactly easy, replied Clyde, strained and a little pale, for because of his inexperience he felt the thing to be a great opportunity  one that would require all his skill and courage to maintain. Just the same I think I can do it. In fact I know I can and Id like to try.

Well, now, that sounds a little better, replied Gilbert crisply and more graciously. And now I want to tell you something more about it. I dont suppose you ever thought there was a floor with that many women on it, did you?

No, sir, I didnt, replied Clyde. I knew they were somewhere in the building, but I didnt know just where.

Exactly, went on Gilbert. This plant is practically operated by women from cellar to roof. In the manufacturing department, I venture to say there are ten women to every man. On that account every one in whom we entrust any responsibility around here must be known to us as to their moral and religious character. If you werent related to us, and if we didnt feel that because of that we knew a little something about you, we wouldnt think of putting you up there or anywhere in this factory over anybody until we did know. But dont think because youre related to us that we wont hold you strictly to account for everything that goes on up there and for your conduct. We will, and all the more so because you are related to us. You understand that, do you? And why  the meaning of the Griffiths name here?

Yes, sir, replied Clyde.

Very well, then, went on Gilbert. Before we place any one here in any position of authority, we have to be absolutely sure that theyre going to behave themselves as gentlemen always  that the women who are working here are going to receive civil treatment always. If a young man, or an old one for that matter, comes in here at any time and imagines that because there are women here hes going to be allowed to play about and neglect his work and flirt or cut up, that fellow is doomed to a short stay here. The men and women who work for us have got to feel that they are employees first, last and all the time  and they have to carry that attitude out into the street with them. And unless they do it, and we hear anything about it, that man or woman is done for so far as we are concerned. We dont want em and we wont have em. And once were through with em, were through with em.

He paused and stared at Clyde as much as to say: Now I hope I have made myself clear. Also that we will never have any trouble in so far as you are concerned.

And Clyde replied: Yes, I understand. I think thats right. In fact I know thats the way it has to be.

And ought to be, added Gilbert.

And ought to be, echoed Clyde.

At the same time he was wondering whether it was really true as Gilbert said. Had he not heard the mill girls already spoken about in a slighting way? Yet consciously at the moment he did not connect himself in thought with any of these girls upstairs. His present mood was that, because of his abnormal interest in girls, it would be better if he had nothing to do with them at all, never spoke to any of them, kept a very distant and cold attitude, such as Gilbert was holding toward him. It must be so, at least if he wished to keep his place here. And he was now determined to keep it and to conduct himself always as his cousin wished.

Well, now, then, went on Gilbert as if to supplement Clydes thoughts in this respect, what I want to know of you is, if I trouble to put you in that department, even temporarily, can I trust you to keep a level head on your shoulders and go about your work conscientiously and not have your head turned or disturbed by the fact that youre working among a lot of women and girls?

Yes, sir, I know you can, replied Clyde very much impressed by his cousins succinct demand, although, after Rita, a little dubious.

If I cant, now is the time to say so, persisted Gilbert. By blood youre a member of this family. And to our help here, and especially in a position of this kind, you represent us. We cant have anything come up in connection with you at any time around here that wont be just right. So I want you to be on your guard and watch your step from now on. Not the least thing must occur in connection with you that any one can comment on unfavorably. You understand, do you?

Yes, sir, replied Clyde most solemnly. I understand that. Ill conduct myself properly or Ill get out. And he was thinking seriously at the moment that he could and would. The large number of girls and women upstairs seemed very remote and of no consequence just then.

Very good. Now, Ill tell you what else I want you to do. I want you to knock off for the day and go home and sleep on this and think it over well. Then come back in the morning and go to work up there, if you still feel the same. Your salary from now on will be twenty-five dollars, and I want you to dress neat and clean so that you will be an example to the other men who have charge of departments.

He arose coldly and distantly, but Clyde, very much encouraged and enthused by the sudden jump in salary, as well as the admonition in regard to dressing well, felt so grateful toward his cousin that he longed to be friendly with him. To be sure, he was hard and cold and vain, but still he must think something of him, and his uncle too, or they would not choose to do all this for him and so speedily. And if ever he were able to make friends with him, win his way into his good graces, think how prosperously he would be placed here, what commercial and social honors might not come to him?

So elated was he at the moment that he bustled out of the great plant with a jaunty stride, resolved among other things that from now on, come what might, and as a test of himself in regard to life and work, he was going to be all that his uncle and cousin obviously expected of him  cool, cold even, and if necessary severe, where these women or girls of this department were concerned. No more relations with Dillard or Rita or anybody like that for the present anyhow.


Chapter 12

The import of twenty-five dollars a week! Of being the head of a department employing twenty-five girls! Of wearing a good suit of clothes again! Sitting at an official desk in a corner commanding a charming river view and feeling that at last, after almost two months in that menial department below stairs, he was a figure of some consequence in this enormous institution! And because of his relationship and new dignity, Whiggam, as well as Liggett, hovering about with advice and genial and helpful comments from time to time. And some of the managers of the other departments including several from the front office  an auditor and an advertising man occasionally pausing in passing to say hello. And the details of the work sufficiently mastered to permit him to look about him from time to time, taking an interest in the factory as a whole, its processes and supplies, such as where the great volume of linen and cotton came from, how it was cut in an enormous cutting room above this one, holding hundreds of experienced cutters receiving very high wages; how there was an employment bureau for recruiting help, a company doctor, a company hospital, a special dining room in the main building, where the officials of the company were allowed to dine  but no others  and that he, being an accredited department head could now lunch with those others in that special restaurant if he chose and could afford to. Also he soon learned that several miles out from Lycurgus, on the Mohawk, near a hamlet called Van Troup, was an inter-factory country club, to which most of the department heads of the various factories about belonged, but, alas, as he also learned, Griffiths and Company did not really favor their officials mixing with those of any other company, and for that reason few of them did. Yet he, being a member of the family, as Liggett once said to him, could probably do as he chose as to that. But he decided, because of the strong warnings of Gilbert, as well as his high blood relations with his family, that he had better remain as aloof as possible. And so smiling and being as genial as possible to all, nevertheless for the most part, and in order to avoid Dillard and others of his ilk, and although he was much more lonely than otherwise he would have been, returning to his room or the public squares of this and near-by cities on Saturday and Sunday afternoons, and even, since he thought this might please his uncle and cousin and so raise him in their esteem, beginning to attend one of the principal Presbyterian churches  the Second or High Street Church, to which on occasion, as he had already learned, the Griffiths themselves were accustomed to resort. Yet without ever coming in contact with them in person, since from June to September they spent their week-ends at Greenwood Lake, to which most of the society life of this region as yet resorted.

In fact the summer life of Lycurgus, in so far as its society was concerned, was very dull. Nothing in particular ever eventuated then in the city, although previous to this, in May, there had been various affairs in connection with the Griffiths and their friends which Clyde had either read about or saw at a distance  a graduation reception and dance at the Snedeker School, a lawn fete upon the Griffiths grounds, with a striped marquee tent on one part of the lawn and Chinese lanterns hung in among the trees. Clyde had observed this quite by accident one evening as he was walking alone about the city. It raised many a curious and eager thought in regard to this family, its high station and his relation to it. But having placed him comfortably in a small official position which was not arduous, the Griffiths now proceeded to dismiss him from their minds. He was doing well enough, and they would see something more of him later, perhaps.

And then a little later he read in the Lycurgus Star that there was to be staged on June twentieth the annual inter-city automobile floral parade and contest (Fonda, Gloversville, Amsterdam and Schenectady), which this year was to be held in Lycurgus and which was the last local social affair of any consequence, as The Star phrased it, before the annual hegira to the lakes and mountains of those who were able to depart for such places. And the names of Bella, Bertine and Sondra, to say nothing of Gilbert, were mentioned as contestants or defendants of the fair name of Lycurgus. And since this occurred on a Saturday afternoon, Clyde, dressed in his best, yet decidedly wishing to obscure himself as an ordinary spectator, was able to see once more the girl who had so infatuated him on sight, obviously breasting a white rose-surfaced stream and guiding her craft with a paddle covered with yellow daffodils  a floral representation of some Indian legend in connection with the Mohawk River. With her dark hair filleted Indian fashion with a yellow feather and brown-eyed susans, she was arresting enough not only to capture a prize, but to recapture Clydes fancy. How marvelous to be of that world.

In the same parade he had seen Gilbert Griffiths accompanied by a very attractive girl chauffeuring one of four floats representing the four seasons. And while the one he drove was winter, with this local society girl posed in ermine with white roses for snow all about, directly behind came another float, which presented Bella Griffiths as spring, swathed in filmy draperies and crouching beside a waterfall of dark violets. The effect was quite striking and threw Clyde into a mood in regard to love, youth and romance which was delicious and yet very painful to him. Perhaps he should have retained Rita, after all.

In the meantime he was living on as before, only more spaciously in so far as his own thoughts were concerned. For his first thought after receiving this larger allowance was that he had better leave Mrs. Cuppys and secure a better room in some private home which, if less advantageously situated for him, would be in a better street. It took him out of all contact with Dillard. And now, since his uncle had promoted him, some representative of his or Gilberts might wish to stop by to see him about something. And what would one such think if he found him living in a small room such as he now occupied?

Ten days after his salary was raised, therefore, and because of the import of his name, he found it possible to obtain a room in one of the better houses and streets  Jefferson Avenue, which paralleled Wykeagy Avenue, only a few blocks farther out. It was the home of a widow whose husband had been a mill manager and who let out two rooms without board in order to be able to maintain this home, which was above the average for one of such position in Lycurgus. And Mrs. Peyton, having long been a resident of the city and knowing much about the Griffiths, recognized not only the name but the resemblance of Clyde to Gilbert. And being intensely interested by this, as well as his general appearance, she at once offered him an exceptional room for so little as five dollars a week, which he took at once.

In connection with his work at the factory, however, and in spite of the fact that he had made such drastic resolutions in regard to the help who were beneath him, still it was not always possible for him to keep his mind on the mere mechanical routine of the work or off of this company of girls as girls, since at least a few of them were attractive. For it was summer  late June. And over all the factory, especially around two, three and four in the afternoon, when the endless repetition of the work seemed to pall on all, a practical indifference not remote from languor and in some instances sensuality, seemed to creep over the place. There were so many women and girls of so many different types and moods. And here they were so remote from men or idle pleasure in any form, all alone with just him, really. Again the air within the place was nearly always heavy and physically relaxing, and through the many open windows that reached from floor to ceiling could be seen the Mohawk swirling and rippling, its banks carpeted with green grass and in places shaded by trees. Always it seemed to hint of pleasures which might be found by idling along its shores. And since these workers were employed so mechanically as to leave their minds free to roam from one thought of pleasure to another, they were for the most part thinking of themselves always and what they would do, assuming that they were not here chained to this routine.

And because their moods were so brisk and passionate, they were often prone to fix on the nearest object. And since Clyde was almost always the only male present  and in these days in his best clothes  they were inclined to fix on him. They were, indeed, full of all sorts of fantastic notions in regard to his private relations with the Griffiths and their like, where he lived and how, whom in the way of a girl he might be interested in. And he, in turn, when not too constrained by the memory of what Gilbert Griffiths had said to him, was inclined to think of them  certain girls in particular  with thoughts that bordered on the sensual. For, in spite of the wishes of the Griffiths Company, and the discarded Rita or perhaps because of her, he found himself becoming interested in three different girls here. They were of a pagan and pleasure-loving turn  this trio  and they thought Clyde very handsome. Ruza Nikoforitch  a Russian-American girl  big and blonde and animal, with swimming brown eyes, a snub fat nose and chin, was very much drawn to him. Only, such was the manner with which he carried himself always, that she scarcely dared to let herself think so. For to her, with his hair so smoothly parted, torsoed in a bright-striped shirt, the sleeves of which in this weather were rolled to the elbows, he seemed almost too perfect to be real. She admired his clean, brown polished shoes, his brightly buckled black leather belt, and the loose four-in-hand tie he wore.

Again there was Martha Bordaloue, a stocky, brisk Canadian-French girl of trim, if rotund, figure and ankles, hair of a reddish gold and eyes of greenish blue with puffy pink cheeks and hands that were plump and yet small. Ignorant and pagan, she saw in Clyde some one whom, even for so much as an hour, assuming that he would, she would welcome  and that most eagerly. At the same time, being feline and savage, she hated all or any who even so much as presumed to attempt to interest him, and despised Ruza for that reason. For as she could see Ruza tried to nudge or lean against Clyde whenever he came sufficiently near. At the same time she herself sought by every single device known to her  her shirtwaist left open to below the borders of her white breast, her outer skirt lifted trimly above her calves when working, her plump round arms displayed to the shoulders to show him that physically at least she was worth his time. And the sly sighs and languorous looks when he was near, which caused Ruza to exclaim one day: That French cat! He should look at her! And because of Clyde she had an intense desire to strike her.

And yet again there was the stocky and yet gay Flora Brandt, a decidedly low class American type of coarse and yet enticing features, black hair, large, swimming and heavily-lashed black eyes, a snub nose and full and sensuous and yet pretty lips, and a vigorous and not ungraceful body, who, from day to day, once he had been there a little while, had continued to look at him as if to say What! You dont think Im attractive? and with a look which said: How can you continue to ignore me? There are lots of fellows who would be delighted to have your chance, I can tell you.

And, in connection with these three, the thought came to him after a time that since they were so different, more common as he thought, less well-guarded and less sharply interested in the conventional aspects of their contacts, it might be possible and that without detection on the part of any one for him to play with one or another of them  or all three in turn if his interest should eventually carry him so far  without being found out, particularly if beforehand he chose to impress on them the fact that he was condescending when he noticed them at all. Most certainly, if he could judge by their actions, they would willingly reward him by letting him have his way with them somewhere, and think nothing of it afterward if he chose to ignore them, as he must to keep his position here. Nevertheless, having given his word as he had to Gilbert Griffiths, he was still in no mood to break it. These were merely thoughts which from time to time were aroused in him by a situation which for him was difficult in the extreme. His was a disposition easily and often intensely inflamed by the chemistry of sex and the formula of beauty. He could not easily withstand the appeal, let alone the call, of sex. And by the actions and approaches of each in turn he was surely tempted at times, especially in these warm and languorous summer days, with no place to go and no single intimate to commune with. From time to time he could not resist drawing near to these very girls who were most bent on tempting him, although in the face of their looks and nudges, not very successfully concealed at times, he maintained an aloofness and an assumed indifference which was quite remarkable for him.

But just about this time there was a rush of orders, which necessitated, as both Whiggam and Liggett advised, Clyde taking on a few extra try-out girls who were willing to work for the very little they could earn at the current piece work rate until they had mastered the technique, when of course they would be able to earn more. There were many such who applied at the employment branch of the main office on the ground floor. In slack times all applications were rejected or the sign hung up No Help Wanted.

And since Clyde was relatively new to this work, and thus far had neither hired nor discharged any one, it was agreed between Whiggam and Liggett that all the help thus sent up should first be examined by Liggett, who was looking for extra stitchers also. And in case any were found who promised to be satisfactory as stampers, they were to be turned over to Clyde with the suggestion that he try them. Only before bringing any one back to Clyde, Liggett was very careful to explain that in connection with this temporary hiring and discharging there was a system. One must not ever give a new employee, however well they did, the feeling that they were doing anything but moderately well until their capacity had been thoroughly tested. It interfered with their proper development as piece workers, the greatest results that could be obtained by any one person. Also one might freely take on as many girls as were needed to meet any such situation, and then, once the rush was over, as freely drop them  unless, occasionally, a very speedy worker was found among the novices. In that case it was always advisable to try to retain such a person, either by displacing a less satisfactory person or transferring some one from some other department, to make room for new blood and new energy.

The next day, after this notice of a rush, back came four girls at different times and escorted always by Liggett, who in each instance explained to Clyde: Heres a girl who might do for you. Miss Tyndal is her name. You might give her a try-out. Or, You might see if this girl will be of any use to you. And Clyde, after he had questioned them as to where they had worked, what the nature of the general working experiences were, and whether they lived at home here in Lycurgus or alone (the bachelor girl was not much wanted by the factory) would explain the nature of the work and pay, and then call Miss Todd, who in her turn would first take them to the rest room where were lockers for their coats, and then to one of the tables where they would be shown what the process was. And later it was Miss Todds and Clydes business to discover how well they were getting on and whether it was worth while to retain them or not.

Up to this time, apart from the girls to whom he was so definitely drawn, Clyde was not so very favorably impressed with the type of girl who was working here. For the most part, as he saw them, they were of a heavy and rather unintelligent company, and he had been thinking that smarter-looking girls might possibly be secured. Why not? Were there none in Lycurgus in the factory world? So many of these had fat hands, broad faces, heavy legs and ankles. Some of them even spoke with an accent, being Poles or the children of Poles, living in that slum north of the mill. And they were all concerned with catching a feller, going to some dancing place with him afterwards, and little more. Also, Clyde had noticed that the American types who were here were of a decidedly different texture, thinner, more nervous and for the most part more angular, and with a general reserve due to prejudices, racial, moral and religious, which would not permit them to mingle with these others or with any men, apparently.

But among the extras or try-outs that were brought to him during this and several succeeding days, finally came one who interested Clyde more than any girl whom he had seen here so far. She was, as he decided on sight, more intelligent and pleasing  more spiritual  though apparently not less vigorous, if more gracefully proportioned. As a matter of fact, as he saw her at first, she appeared to him to possess a charm which no one else in this room had, a certain wistfulness and wonder combined with a kind of self-reliant courage and determination which marked her at once as one possessed of will and conviction to a degree. Nevertheless, as she said, she was inexperienced in this kind of work, and highly uncertain as to whether she would prove of service here or anywhere.

Her name was Roberta Alden, and, as she at once explained, previous to this she had been working in a small hosiery factory in a town called Trippetts Mills fifty miles north of Lycurgus. She had on a small brown hat that did not look any too new, and was pulled low over a face that was small and regular and pretty and that was haloed by bright, light brown hair. Her eyes were of a translucent gray blue. Her little suit was commonplace, and her shoes were not so very new-looking and quite solidly-soled. She looked practical and serious and yet so bright and clean and willing and possessed of so much hope and vigor that along with Liggett, who had first talked with her, he was at once taken with her. Distinctly she was above the average of the girls in this room. And he could not help wondering about her as he talked to her, for she seemed so tense, a little troubled as to the outcome of this interview, as though this was a very great adventure for her.

She explained that up to this time she had been living with her parents near a town called Biltz, but was now living with friends here. She talked so honestly and simply that Clyde was very much moved by her, and for this reason wished to help her. At the same time he wondered if she were not really above the type of work she was seeking. Her eyes were so round and blue and intelligent  her lips and nose and ears and hands so small and pleasing.

Youre going to live in Lycurgus, then, if you can get work here? he said, more to be talking to her than anything else.

Yes, she said, looking at him most directly and frankly.

And the name again? He took down a record pad.

Roberta Alden.

And your address here?

228 Taylor Street.

I dont even know where that is myself, he informed her because he liked talking to her. I havent been here so very long, you see. He wondered just why afterwards he had chosen to tell her as much about himself so swiftly. Then he added: I dont know whether Mr. Liggett has told you all about the work here. But its piece work, you know, stamping collars. Ill show you if youll just step over here, and he led the way to a near-by table where the stampers were. After letting her observe how it was done, and without calling Miss Todd, he picked up one of the collars and proceeded to explain all that had been previously explained to him.

At the same time, because of the intentness with which she observed him and his gestures, the seriousness with which she appeared to take all that he said, he felt a little nervous and embarrassed. There was something quite searching and penetrating about her glance. After he had explained once more what the bundle rate was, and how much some made and how little others, and she had agreed that she would like to try, he called Miss Todd, who took her to the locker room to hang up her hat and coat. Then presently he saw her returning, a fluff of light hair about her forehead, her cheeks slightly flushed, her eyes very intent and serious. And as advised by Miss Todd, he saw her turn back her sleeves, revealing a pretty pair of forearms. Then she fell to, and by her gestures Clyde guessed that she would prove both speedy and accurate. For she seemed most anxious to obtain and keep this place.

After she had worked a little while, he went to her side and watched her as she picked up and stamped the collars piled beside her and threw them to one side. Also the speed and accuracy with which she did it. Then, because for a second she turned and looked at him, giving him an innocent and yet cheerful and courageous smile, he smiled back, most pleased.

Well, I guess youll make out all right, he ventured to say, since he could not help feeling that she would. And instantly, for a second only, she turned and smiled again. And Clyde, in spite of himself, was quite thrilled. He liked her on the instant, but because of his own station here, of course, as he now decided, as well as his promise to Gilbert, he must be careful about being congenial with any of the help in this room  even as charming a girl as this. It would not do. He had been guarding himself in connection with the others and must with her too, a thing which seemed a little strange to him then, for he was very much drawn to her. She was so pretty and cute. Yet she was a working girl, as he remembered now, too  a factory girl, as Gilbert would say, and he was her superior. But she was so pretty and cute.

Instantly he went on to others who had been put on this same day, and finally coming to Miss Todd asked her to report pretty soon on how Miss Alden was getting along  that he wanted to know.

But at the same time that he had addressed Roberta, and she had smiled back at him, Ruza Nikoforitch, who was working two tables away, nudged the girl working next her, and without any one noting it, first winked, then indicated with a slight movement of the head both Clyde and Roberta. Her friend was to watch them. And after Clyde had gone away and Roberta was working as before, she leaned over and whispered: He says shell do already. Then she lifted her eyebrows and compressed her lips. And her friend replied, so softly that no one could hear her: Pretty quick, eh? And he didnt seem to see any one else at all before.

Then the twain smiled most wisely, a choice bit between them. Ruza Nikoforitch was jealous.


Chapter 13

The reasons why a girl of Robertas type should be seeking employment with Griffiths and Company at this time and in this capacity are of some point. For, somewhat after the fashion of Clyde in relation to his family and his life, she too considered her life a great disappointment. She was the daughter of Titus Alden, a farmer  of near Biltz, a small town in Mimico County, some fifty miles north. And from her youth up she had seen little but poverty. Her father  the youngest of three sons of Ephraim Alden, a farmer in this region before him  was so unsuccessful that at forty-eight he was still living in a house which, though old and much in need of repair at the time his father willed it to him, was now bordering upon a state of dilapidation. The house itself, while primarily a charming example of that excellent taste which produced those delightful gabled homes which embellish the average New England town and street, had been by now so reduced for want of paint, shingles, and certain flags which had once made a winding walk from a road gate to the front door, that it presented a decidedly melancholy aspect to the world, as though it might be coughing and saying: Well, things are none too satisfactory with me.

The interior of the house corresponded with the exterior. The floor boards and stair boards were loose and creaked most eerily at times. Some of the windows had shades  some did not. Furniture of both an earlier and a later date, but all in a somewhat decayed condition, intermingled and furnished it in some nondescript manner which need hardly be described.

As for the parents of Roberta, they were excellent examples of that native type of Americanism which resists facts and reveres illusion. Titus Alden was one of that vast company of individuals who are born, pass through and die out of the world without ever quite getting any one thing straight. They appear, blunder, and end in a fog. Like his two brothers, both older and almost as nebulous, Titus was a farmer solely because his father had been a farmer. And he was here on this farm because it had been willed to him and because it was easier to stay here and try to work this than it was to go elsewhere. He was a Republican because his father before him was a Republican and because this county was Republican. It never occurred to him to be otherwise. And, as in the case of his politics and his religion, he had borrowed all his notions of what was right and wrong from those about him. A single, serious, intelligent or rightly informing book had never been read by any member of this family  not one. But they were nevertheless excellent, as conventions, morals and religions go  honest, upright, God-fearing and respectable.

In so far as the daughter of these parents was concerned, and in the face of natural gifts which fitted her for something better than this world from which she derived, she was still, in part, at least, a reflection of the religious and moral notions there and then prevailing,  the views of the local ministers and the laity in general. At the same time, because of a warm, imaginative, sensuous temperament, she was filled  once she reached fifteen and sixteen  with the world-old dream of all of Eves daughters from the homeliest to the fairest  that her beauty or charm might some day and ere long smite bewitchingly and so irresistibly the soul of a given man or men.

So it was that although throughout her infancy and girlhood she was compelled to hear of and share a depriving and toilsome poverty, still, because of her innate imagination, she was always thinking of something better. Maybe, some day, who knew, a larger city like Albany or Utica! A newer and greater life.

And then what dreams! And in the orchard of a spring day later, between her fourteenth and eighteenth years when the early May sun was making pink lamps of every aged tree and the ground was pinkly carpeted with the falling and odorous petals, she would stand and breathe and sometimes laugh, or even sigh, her arms upreached or thrown wide to life. To be alive! To have youth and the world before one. To think of the eyes and the smile of some youth of the region who by the merest chance had passed her and looked, and who might never look again, but who, nevertheless, in so doing, had stirred her young soul to dreams.

None the less she was shy, and hence recessive  afraid of men, especially the more ordinary types common to this region. And these in turn, repulsed by her shyness and refinement, tended to recede from her, for all of her physical charm, which was too delicate for this region. Nevertheless, at the age of sixteen, having repaired to Biltz, in order to work in Applemans Dry Goods Store for five dollars a week, she saw many young men who attracted her. But here because of her mood in regard to her familys position, as well as the fact that to her inexperienced eyes they appeared so much better placed than herself, she was convinced that they would not be interested in her. And here again it was her own mood that succeeded in alienating them almost completely. Nevertheless she remained working for Mr. Appleman until she was between eighteen and nineteen, all the while sensing that she was really doing nothing for herself because she was too closely identified with her home and her family, who appeared to need her.

And then about this time, an almost revolutionary thing for this part of the world occurred. For because of the cheapness of labor in such an extremely rural section, a small hosiery plant was built at Trippetts Mills. And though Roberta, because of the views and standards that prevailed hereabout, had somehow conceived of this type of work as beneath her, still she was fascinated by the reports of the high wages to be paid. Accordingly she repaired to Trippetts Mills, where, boarding at the house of a neighbor who had previously lived in Biltz, and returning home every Saturday afternoon, she planned to bring together the means for some further form of practical education  a course at a business college at Homer or Lycurgus or somewhere which might fit her for something better  bookkeeping or stenography.

And in connection with this dream and this attempted saving two years went by. And in the meanwhile, although she earned more money (eventually twelve dollars a week), still, because various members of her family required so many little things and she desired to alleviate to a degree the privations of these others from which she suffered, nearly all that she earned went to them.

And again here, as at Biltz, most of the youths of the town who were better suited to her intellectually and temperamentally  still looked upon the mere factory type as beneath them in many ways. And although Roberta was far from being that type, still having associated herself with them she was inclined to absorb some of their psychology in regard to themselves. Indeed by then she was fairly well satisfied that no one of these here in whom she was interested would be interested in her  at least not with any legitimate intentions.

And then two things occurred which caused her to think, not only seriously of marriage, but of her own future, whether she married or not. For her sister, Agnes, now twenty, and three years her junior, having recently reencountered a young schoolmaster who some time before had conducted the district school near the Alden farm, and finding him more to her taste now than when she had been in school, had decided to marry him. And this meant, as Roberta saw it, that she was about to take on the appearance of a spinster unless she married soon. Yet she did not quite see what was to be done until the hosiery factory at Trippetts Mills suddenly closed, never to reopen. And then, in order to assist her mother, as well as help with her sisters wedding, she returned to Biltz.

But then there came a third thing which decidedly affected her dreams and plans. Grace Marr, a girl whom she had met at Trippetts Mills, had gone to Lycurgus and after a few weeks there had managed to connect herself with the Finchley Vacuum Cleaner Company at a salary of fifteen dollars a week and at once wrote to Roberta telling her of the opportunities that were then present in Lycurgus. For in passing the Griffiths Company, which she did daily, she had seen a large sign posted over the east employment door reading Girls Wanted. And inquiry revealed the fact that girls at this company were always started at nine or ten dollars, quickly taught some one of the various phases of piece work and then, once they were proficient, were frequently able to earn as much as from fourteen to sixteen dollars, according to their skill. And since board and room were only consuming seven of what she earned, she was delighted to communicate to Roberta, whom she liked very much, that she might come and room with her if she wished.

Roberta, having reached the place where she felt that she could no longer endure farm life but must act for herself once more, finally arranged with her mother to leave in order that she might help her more directly with her wages.

But once in Lycurgus and employed by Clyde, her life, after the first flush of self-interest which a change so great implied for her, was not so much more enlarged socially or materially either, for that matter, over what it had been in Biltz and Trippetts Mills. For, despite the genial intimacy of Grace Marr  a girl not nearly as attractive as Roberta, and who, because of Robertas charm and for the most part affected gayety, counted on her to provide a cheer and companionship which otherwise she would have lacked  still the world into which she was inducted here was scarcely any more liberal or diversified than that from which she sprang.

For, to begin with, the Newtons, sister and brother-in-law of Grace Marr, with whom she lived, and who, despite the fact that they were not unkindly, proved to be, almost more so than were the types with whom, either in Biltz or Trippets Mills, she had been in constant contact, the most ordinary small town mill workers  religious and narrow to a degree. George Newton, as every one could see and feel, was a pleasant if not very emotional or romantic person who took his various small plans in regard to himself and his future as of the utmost importance. Primarily he was saving what little cash he could out of the wages he earned as threadman in the Cranston Wickwire factory to enable him to embark upon some business for which he thought himself fitted. And to this end, and to further enhance his meager savings, he had joined with his wife in the scheme of taking over an old house in Taylor Street which permitted the renting of enough rooms to carry the rent and in addition to supply the food for the family and five boarders, counting their labor and worries in the process as nothing. And on the other hand, Grace Marr, as well as Newtons wife, Mary, were of that type that here as elsewhere find the bulk of their social satisfaction in such small matters as relate to the organization of a small home, the establishing of its import and integrity in a petty and highly conventional neighborhood and the contemplation of life and conduct through the lens furnished by a purely sectarian creed.

And so, once part and parcel of this particular household, Roberta found after a time, that it, if not Lycurgus, was narrow and restricted  not wholly unlike the various narrow and restricted homes at Biltz. And these lines, according to the Newtons and their like, to be strictly observed. No good could come of breaking them. If you were a factory employee you should accommodate yourself to the world and customs of the better sort of Christian factory employees. Every day therefore  and that not so very long after she had arrived  she found herself up and making the best of a not very satisfactory breakfast in the Newton dining room, which was usually shared by Grace and two other girls of nearly their own age  Opal Feliss and Olive Pope  who were connected with the Cranston Wickwire Company. Also by a young electrician by the name of Fred Shurlock, who worked for the City Lighting Plant. And immediately after breakfast joining a long procession that day after day at this hour made for the mills across the river. For just outside her own door she invariably met with a company of factory girls and women, boys and men, of the same relative ages, to say nothing of many old and weary-looking women who looked more like wraiths than human beings, who had issued from the various streets and houses of this vicinity. And as the crowd, because of the general inpour into it from various streets, thickened at Central Avenue, there was much ogling of the prettier girls by a certain type of factory man, who, not knowing any of them, still sought, as Roberta saw it, unlicensed contacts and even worse. Yet there was much giggling and simpering on the part of girls of a certain type who were by no means as severe as most of those she had known elsewhere. Shocking!

And at night the same throng, re-forming at the mills, crossing the bridge at the depot and returning as it had come. And Roberta, because of her social and moral training and mood, and in spite of her decided looks and charm and strong desires, feeling alone and neglected. Oh, how sad to see the world so gay and she so lonely. And it was always after six when she reached home. And after dinner there was really nothing much of anything to do unless she and Grace attended one or another of the moving picture theaters or she could bring herself to consent to join the Newtons and Grace at a meeting of the Methodist Church.

None the less once part and parcel of this household and working for Clyde she was delighted with the change. This big city. This fine Central Avenue with its stores and moving picture theaters. These great mills. And again this Mr. Griffiths, so young, attractive, smiling and interested in her.


Chapter 14

In the same way Clyde, on encountering her, was greatly stirred. Since the abortive contact with Dillard, Rita and Zella, and afterwards the seemingly meaningless invitation to the Griffiths with its introduction to and yet only passing glimpse of such personages as Bella, Sondra Finchley and Bertine Cranston, he was lonely indeed. That high world! But plainly he was not to be allowed to share in it. And yet because of his vain hope in connection with it, he had chosen to cut himself off in this way. And to what end? Was he not if anything more lonely than ever? Mrs. Peyton! Going to and from his work but merely nodding to people or talking casually  or however sociably with one or another of the storekeepers along Central Avenue who chose to hail him  or even some of the factory girls here in whom he was not interested or with whom he did not dare to develop a friendship. What was that? Just nothing really. And yet as an offset to all this, of course, was he not a Griffiths and so entitled to their respect and reverence even on this account? What a situation really! What to do!

And at the same time, this Roberta Alden, once she was placed here in this fashion and becoming more familiar with local conditions, as well as the standing of Clyde, his charm, his evasive and yet sensible interest in her, was becoming troubled as to her state too. For once part and parcel of this local home she had joined she was becoming conscious of various local taboos and restrictions which made it seem likely that never at any time here would it be possible to express an interest in Clyde or any one above her officially. For there was a local taboo in regard to factory girls aspiring toward or allowing themselves to become interested in their official superiors. Religious, moral and reserved girls didnt do it. And again, as she soon discovered, the line of demarcation and stratification between the rich and the poor in Lycurgus was as sharp as though cut by a knife or divided by a high wall. And another taboo in regard to all the foreign family girls and men,  ignorant, low, immoral, un-American! One should  above all  have nothing to do with them.

But among these people as she could see  the religious and moral, lower middle-class group to which she and all of her intimates belonged  dancing or local adventurous gayety, such as walking the streets or going to a moving picture theater  was also taboo. And yet she, herself, at this time, was becoming interested in dancing. Worse than this, the various young men and girls of the particular church which she and Grace Marr attended at first, were not inclined to see Roberta or Grace as equals, since they, for the most part, were members of older and more successful families of the town. And so it was that after a very few weeks of attendance of church affairs and services, they were about where they had been when they started  conventional and acceptable, but without the amount of entertainment and diversion which was normally reaching those who were of their same church but better placed.

And so it was that Roberta, after encountering Clyde and sensing the superior world in which she imagined he moved, and being so taken with the charm of his personality, was seized with the very virus of ambition and unrest that afflicted him. And every day that she went to the factory now she could not help but feel that his eyes were upon her in a quiet, seeking and yet doubtful way. Yet she also felt that he was too uncertain as to what she would think of any overture that he might make in her direction to risk a repulse or any offensive interpretation on her part. And yet at times, after the first two weeks of her stay here, she wishing that he would speak to her  that he would make some beginning  at other times that he must not dare  that it would be dreadful and impossible. The other girls there would see at once. And since they all plainly felt that he was too good or too remote for them, they would at once note that he was making an exception in her case and would put their own interpretation on it. And she knew the type of a girl who worked in the Griffiths stamping room would put but one interpretation on it,  that of looseness.

At the same time in so far as Clyde and his leaning toward her was concerned there was that rule laid down by Gilbert. And although, because of it, he had hitherto appeared not to notice or to give any more attention to one girl than another, still, once Roberta arrived, he was almost unconsciously inclined to drift by her table and pause in her vicinity to see how she was progressing. And, as he saw from the first, she was a quick and intelligent worker, soon mastering without much advice of any kind all the tricks of the work, and thereafter earning about as much as any of the others  fifteen dollars a week. And her manner was always that of one who enjoyed it and was happy to have the privilege of working here. And pleased to have him pay any little attention to her.

At the same time he noted to his surprise and especially since to him she seemed so refined and different, a certain exuberance and gayety that was not only emotional, but in a delicate poetic way, sensual. Also that despite her difference and reserve she was able to make friends with and seemed to be able to understand the viewpoint of most of the foreign girls who were essentially so different from her. For, listening to her discuss the work here, first with Lena Schlict, Hoda Petkanas, Angelina Pitti and some others who soon chose to speak to her, he reached the conclusion that she was not nearly so conventional or standoffish as most of the other American girls. And yet she did not appear to lose their respect either.

Thus, one noontime, coming back from the office lunch downstairs a little earlier than usual, he found her and several of the foreign-family girls, as well as four of the American girls, surrounding Polish Mary, one of the gayest and roughest of the foreign-family girls, who was explaining in rather a high key how a certain feller whom she had met the night before had given her a beaded bag, and for what purpose.

I should go with heem to be his sweetheart, she announced with a flourish, the while she waved the bag before the interested group. And I say, I tack heem an think on heem. Pretty nice bag, eh? she added, holding it aloft and turning it about. Tell me, she added with provoking and yet probably only mock serious eyes and waving the bag toward Roberta, what shall I do with heem? Keep heem an go with heem to be his sweetheart or give heem back? I like heem pretty much, that bag, you bet.

And although, according to the laws of her upbringing, as Clyde suspected, Roberta should have been shocked by all this, she was not, as he noticed  far from it. If one might have judged from her face, she was very much amused.

Instantly she replied with a gay smile: Well, it all depends on how handsome he is, Mary. If hes very attractive, I think Id string him along for a while, anyhow, and keep the bag as long as I could.

Oh, but he no wait, declared Mary archly, and with plainly a keen sense of the riskiness of the situation, the while she winked at Clyde who had drawn near. I got to give heem bag or be sweetheart to-night, and so swell bag I never can buy myself. She eyed the bag archly and roguishly, her own nose crinkling with the humor of the situation. What I do then?

Gee, this is pretty strong stuff for a little country girl like Miss Alden. She wont like this, maybe, thought Clyde to himself.

However, Roberta, as he now saw, appeared to be equal to the situation, for she pretended to be troubled. Gee, you are in a fix, she commented. I dont know what youll do now. She opened her eyes wide and pretended to be greatly concerned. However, as Clyde could see, she was merely acting, but carrying it off very well.

And frizzled-haired Dutch Lena now leaned over to say: I take it and him too, you bet, if you dont want him. Where is he? I got no feller now. She reached over as if to take the bag from Mary, who as quickly withdrew it. And there were squeals of delight from nearly all the girls in the room, who were amused by this eccentric horseplay. Even Roberta laughed loudly, a fact which Clyde noted with pleasure, for he liked all this rough humor, considering it mere innocent play.

Well, maybe youre right, Lena, he heard her add just as the whistle blew and the hundreds of sewing machines in the next room began to hum. A good man isnt to be found every day. Her blue eyes were twinkling and her lips, which were most temptingly modeled, were parted in a broad smile. There was much banter and more bluff in what she said than anything else, as Clyde could see, but he felt that she was not nearly as narrow as he had feared. She was human and gay and tolerant and good-natured. There was decidedly a very liberal measure of play in her. And in spite of the fact that her clothes were poor, the same little round brown hat and blue cloth dress that she had worn on first coming to work here, she was prettier than anyone else. And she never needed to paint her lips and cheeks like the foreign girls, whose faces at times looked like pink-frosted cakes. And how pretty were her arms and neck  plump and gracefully designed! And there was a certain grace and abandon about her as she threw herself into her work as though she really enjoyed it. As she worked fast during the hottest portions of the day, there would gather on her upper lip and chin and forehead little beads of perspiration which she was always pausing in her work to touch with her handkerchief, while to him, like jewels, they seemed only to enhance her charm.

Wonderful days, these, now for Clyde. For once more and here, where he could be near her the long day through, he had a girl whom he could study and admire and by degrees proceed to crave with all of the desire of which he seemed to be capable  and with which he had craved Hortense Briggs  only with more satisfaction, since as he saw it she was simpler, more kindly and respectable. And though for quite a while at first Roberta appeared or pretended to be quite indifferent to or unconscious of him, still from the very first this was not true. She was only troubled as to the appropriate attitude for her. The beauty of his face and hands  the blackness and softness of his hair, the darkness and melancholy and lure of his eyes. He was attractive  oh, very. Beautiful, really, to her.

And then one day shortly thereafter, Gilbert Griffiths walking through here and stopping to talk to Clyde, she was led to imagine by this that Clyde was really much more of a figure socially and financially than she had previously thought. For just as Gilbert was approaching, Lena Schlict, who was working beside her, leaned over to say: Here comes Mr. Gilbert Griffiths. His father owns this whole factory and when he dies, hell get it, they say. And hes his cousin, she added, nodding toward Clyde. They look a lot alike, dont they?

Yes, they do, replied Roberta, slyly studying not only Clyde but Gilbert, only I think Mr. Clyde Griffiths is a little nicer looking, dont you?

Hoda Petkanas, sitting on the other side of Roberta and overhearing this last remark, laughed. Thats what every one here thinks. Hes not stuck up like that Mr. Gilbert Griffiths, either.

Is he rich, too? inquired Roberta, thinking of Clyde.

I dont know. They say not, she pursed her lips dubiously, herself rather interested in Clyde along with the others. He worked down in the shrinking room before he came up here. He was just working by the day, I guess. But he only came on here a little while ago to learn the business. Maybe he wont work in here much longer.

Roberta was suddenly troubled by this last remark. She had not been thinking, or so she had been trying to tell herself, of Clyde in any romantic way, and yet the thought that he might suddenly go at any moment, never to be seen by her any more, disturbed her now. He was so youthful, so brisk, so attractive. And so interested in her, too. Yes, that was plain. It was wrong to think that he would be interested in her  or to try to attract him by any least gesture of hers, since he was so important a person here  far above her.

For, true to her complex, the moment she heard that Clyde was so highly connected and might even have money, she was not so sure that he could have any legitimate interest in her. For was she not a poor working girl? And was he not a very rich mans nephew? He would not marry her, of course. And what other legitimate thing would he want with her? She must be on her guard in regard to him.


Chapter 15

The thoughts of Clyde at this time in regard to Roberta and his general situation in Lycurgus were for the most part confused and disturbing. For had not Gilbert warned him against associating with the help here? On the other hand, in so far as his actual daily life was concerned, his condition was socially the same as before. Apart from the fact that his move to Mrs. Peytons had taken him into a better street and neighborhood, he was really not so well off as he had been at Mrs. Cuppys. For there at least he had been in touch with those young people who would have been diverting enough had he felt that it would have been wise to indulge them. But now, aside from a bachelor brother who was as old as Mrs. Peyton herself, and a son thirty  slim and reserved, who was connected with one of the Lycurgus banks  he saw no one who could or would trouble to entertain him. Like the others with whom he came in contact, they thought him possessed of relationships which would make it unnecessary and even a bit presumptuous for them to suggest ways and means of entertaining him.

On the other hand, while Roberta was not of that high world to which he now aspired, still there was that about her which enticed him beyond measure. Day after day and because so much alone, and furthermore because of so strong a chemic or temperamental pull that was so definitely asserting itself, he could no longer keep his eyes off her  or she hers from him. There were evasive and yet strained and feverish eye-flashes between them. And after one such in his case  a quick and furtive glance on her part at times  by no means intended to be seen by him, he found himself weak and then feverish. Her pretty mouth, her lovely big eyes, her radiant and yet so often shy and evasive smile. And, oh, she had such pretty arms  such a trim, lithe, sentient, quick figure and movements. If he only dared be friendly with her  venture to talk with and then see her somewhere afterwards  if she only would and if he only dared.

Confusion. Aspiration. Hours of burning and yearning. For indeed he was not only puzzled but irritated by the anomalous and paradoxical contrasts which his life here presented  loneliness and wistfulness as against the fact that it was being generally assumed by such as knew him that he was rather pleasantly and interestingly employed socially.

Therefore in order to enjoy himself in some way befitting his present rank, and to keep out of the sight of those who were imagining that he was being so much more handsomely entertained than he was, he had been more recently, on Saturday afternoons and Sundays, making idle sightseeing trips to Gloversville, Fonda, Amsterdam and other places, as well as Gray and Crum Lakes, where there were boats, beaches and bathhouses, with bathing suits for rent. And there, because he was always thinking that if by chance he should be taken up by the Griffiths, he would need as many social accomplishments as possible, and by reason of encountering a man who took a fancy to him and who could both swim and dive, he learned to do both exceedingly well. But canoeing fascinated him really. He was pleased by the picturesque and summery appearance he made in an outing shirt and canvas shoes paddling about Crum Lake in one of the bright red or green or blue canoes that were leased by the hour. And at such times these summer scenes appeared to possess an airy, fairy quality, especially with a summer cloud or two hanging high above in the blue. And so his mind indulged itself in day dreams as to how it would feel to be a member of one of the wealthy groups that frequented the more noted resorts of the north  Racquette Lake  Schroon Lake  Lake George and Champlain  dance, golf, tennis, canoe with those who could afford to go to such places  the rich of Lycurgus.

But it was about this time that Roberta with her friend Grace found Crum Lake and had decided on it, with the approval of Mr. and Mrs. Newton, as one of the best and most reserved of all the smaller watering places about here. And so it was that they, too, were already given to riding out to the pavilion on a Saturday or Sunday afternoon, and once there following the west shore along which ran a well-worn footpath which led to clumps of trees, underneath which they sat and looked at the water, for neither could row a boat or swim. Also there were wild flowers and berry bushes to be plundered. And from certain marshy spots, to be reached by venturing out for a score of feet or more, it was possible to reach and take white lilies with their delicate yellow hearts. They were decidedly tempting and on two occasions already the marauders had brought Mrs. Newton large armfuls of blooms from the fields and shore line here.

On the third Sunday afternoon in July, Clyde, as lonely and rebellious as ever, was paddling about in a dark blue canoe along the south bank of the lake about a mile and a half from the boathouse. His coat and hat were off, and in a seeking and half resentful mood he was imagining vain things in regard to the type of life he would really like to lead. At different points on the lake in canoes, or their more clumsy companions, the row-boats, were boys and girls, men and women. And over the water occasionally would come their laughter or bits of their conversation. And in the distance would be other canoes and other dreamers, happily in love, as Clyde invariably decided, that being to him the sharpest contrast to his own lorn state.

At any rate, the sight of any other youth thus romantically engaged with his girl was sufficient to set dissonantly jangling the repressed and protesting libido of his nature. And this would cause his mind to paint another picture in which, had fortune favored him in the first place by birth, he would now be in some canoe on Schroon or Racquette or Champlain Lake with Sondra Finchley or some such girl, paddling and looking at the shores of a scene more distingue than this. Or might he not be riding or playing tennis, or in the evening dancing or racing from place to place in some high-powered car, Sondra by his side? He felt so out of it, so lonely and restless and tortured by all that he saw here, for everywhere that he looked he seemed to see love, romance, contentment. What to do? Where to go? He could not go on alone like this forever. He was too miserable.

In memory as well as mood his mind went back to the few gay happy days he had enjoyed in Kansas City before that dreadful accident  Ratterer, Hegglund, Higby, Tina Kogel, Hortense, Ratterers sister Louise  in short, the gay company of which he was just beginning to be a part when that terrible accident had occurred. And next to Dillard, Rita, Zella,  a companionship that would have been better than this, certainly. Were the Griffiths never going to do any more for him than this? Had he only come here to be sneered at by his cousin, pushed aside, or rather completely ignored by all the bright company of which the children of his rich uncle were a part? And so plainly, from so many interesting incidents, even now in this dead summertime, he could see how privileged and relaxed and apparently decidedly happy were those of that circle. Notices in the local papers almost every day as to their coming and going here and there, the large and expensive cars of Samuel as well as Gilbert Griffiths parked outside the main office entrance on such days as they were in Lycurgus  an occasional group of young society figures to be seen before the grill of the Lycurgus Hotel, or before one of the fine homes in Wykeagy Avenue, some one having returned to the city for an hour or a night.

And in the factory itself, whenever either was there  Gilbert or Samuel  in the smartest of summer clothes and attended by either Messrs. Smillie, Latch, Gotboy or Burkey, all high officials of the company, making a most austere and even regal round of the immense plant and consulting with or listening to the reports of the various minor department heads. And yet here was he  a full cousin to this same Gilbert, a nephew to this distinguished Samuel  being left to drift and pine by himself, and for no other reason than, as he could now clearly see, he was not good enough. His father was not as able as this, his great uncle  his mother (might Heaven keep her) not as distinguished or as experienced as his cold, superior, indifferent aunt. Might it not be best to leave? Had he not made a foolish move, after all, in coming on here? What, if anything, did these high relatives ever intend to do for him?

In loneliness and resentment and disappointment, his mind now wandered from the Griffiths and their world, and particularly that beautiful Sondra Finchley, whom he recalled with a keen and biting thrill, to Roberta and the world which she as well as he was occupying here. For although a poor factory girl, she was still so much more attractive than any of these other girls with whom he was every day in contact.

How unfair and ridiculous for the Griffiths to insist that a man in his position should not associate with a girl such as Roberta, for instance, and just because she worked in the mill. He might not even make friends with her and bring her to some such lake as this or visit her in her little home on account of that. And yet he could not go with others more worthy of him, perhaps, for lack of means or contacts. And besides she was so attractive  very  and especially enticing to him. He could see her now as she worked with her swift, graceful movements at her machine. Her shapely arms and hands, her smooth skin and her bright eyes as she smiled up at him. And his thoughts were played over by exactly the same emotions that swept him so regularly at the factory. For poor or not  a working girl by misfortune only  he could see how he could be very happy with her if only he did not need to marry her. For now his ambitions toward marriage had been firmly magnetized by the world to which the Griffiths belonged. And yet his desires were most colorfully inflamed by her, if only he might venture to talk to her more  to walk home with her some day from the mill  to bring her out here to this lake on a Saturday or Sunday, and row about  just to idle and dream with her.

He rounded a point studded with a clump of trees and bushes and covering a shallow where were scores of water lilies afloat, their large leaves resting flat upon the still water of the lake. And on the bank to the left was a girl standing and looking at them. She had her hat off and one hand to her eyes for she was facing the sun and was looking down in the water. Her lips were parted in careless inquiry. She was very pretty, he thought, as he paused in his paddling to look at her. The sleeves of a pale blue waist came only to her elbows. And a darker blue skirt of flannel reconveyed to him the trimness of her figure. It wasnt Roberta! It couldnt be! Yes, it was!

Almost before he had decided, he was quite beside her, some twenty feet from the shore, and was looking up at her, his face lit by the radiance of one who had suddenly, and beyond his belief, realized a dream. And as though he were a pleasant apparition suddenly evoked out of nothing and nowhere, a poetic effort taking form out of smoke or vibrant energy, she in turn stood staring down at him, her lips unable to resist the wavy line of beauty that a happy mood always brought to them.

My, Miss Alden! It is you, isnt it? he called. I was wondering whether it was. I couldnt be sure from out there.

Why, yes it is, she laughed, puzzled, and again just the least bit abashed by the reality of him. For in spite of her obvious pleasure at seeing him again, only thinly repressed for the first moment or two, she was on the instant beginning to be troubled by her thoughts in regard to him  the difficulties that contact with him seemed to prognosticate. For this meant contact and friendship, maybe, and she was no longer in any mood to resist him, whatever people might think. And yet here was her friend, Grace Marr. Would she want her to know of Clyde and her interest in him? She was troubled. And yet she could not resist smiling and looking at him in a frank and welcoming way. She had been thinking of him so much and wishing for him in some happy, secure, commendable way. And now here he was. And there could be nothing more innocent than his presence here  nor hers.

Just out for a walk? he forced himself to say, although, because of his delight and his fear of her really, he felt not a little embarrassed now that she was directly before him. At the same time he added, recalling that she had been looking so intently at the water: You want some of these water lilies? Is that what youre looking for?

Uh, huh, she replied, still smiling and looking directly at him, for the sight of his dark hair blown by the wind, the pale blue outing shirt he wore open at the neck, his sleeves rolled up and the yellow paddle held by him above the handsome blue boat, quite thrilled her. If only she could win such a youth for her very own self  just hers and no one elses in the whole world. It seemed as though this would be paradise  that if she could have him she would never want anything else in all the world. And here at her very feet he sat now in this bright canoe on this clear July afternoon in this summery world  so new and pleasing to her. And now he was laughing up at her so directly and admiringly. Her girl friend was far in the rear somewhere looking for daisies. Could she? Should she?

I was seeing if there was any way to get out to any of them, she continued a little nervously, a tremor almost revealing itself in her voice. I havent seen any before just here on this side.

Ill get you all you want, he exclaimed briskly and gayly. You just stay where you are. Ill bring them. But then, bethinking him of how much more lovely it would be if she were to get in with him, he added: But see here  why dont you get in here with me? Theres plenty of room and I can take you anywhere you want to go. Theres lots nicer lilies up the lake here a little way and on the other side too. I saw hundreds of them over there just beyond that island.

Roberta looked. And as she did, another canoe paddled by, holding a youth of about Clydes years and a girl no older than herself. She wore a white dress and a pink hat and the canoe was green. And far across the water at the point of the very island about which Clyde was talking was another canoe  bright yellow with a boy and a girl in that. She was thinking she would like to get in without her companion, if possible  with her, if need be. She wanted so much to have him all to herself. If she had only come out here alone. For if Grace Marr were included, she would know and later talk, maybe, or think, if she heard anything else in regard to them ever. And yet if she did not, there was the fear that he might not like her any more  might even come to dislike her or give up being interested in her, and that would be dreadful.

She stood staring and thinking, and Clyde, troubled and pained by her doubt on this occasion and his own loneliness and desire for her, suddenly called: Oh, please dont say no. Just get in, wont you? Youll like it. I want you to. Then we can find all the lilies you want. I can let you out anywhere you want to get out  in ten minutes if you want to.

She marked the I want you to. It soothed and strengthened her. He had no desire to take any advantage of her as she could see.

But I have my friend with me here, she exclaimed almost sadly and dubiously, for she still wanted to go alone  never in her life had she wanted any one less than Grace Marr at this moment. Why had she brought her? She wasnt so very pretty and Clyde might not like her, and that might spoil the occasion. Besides, she added almost in the same breath and with many thoughts fighting her, maybe Id better not. Is it safe?

Oh, yes, maybe you better had, laughed Clyde seeing that she was yielding. Its perfectly safe, he added eagerly. Then maneuvering the canoe next to the bank, which was a foot above the water, and laying hold of a root to hold it still, he said: Of course you wont be in any danger. Call your friend then, if you want to, and Ill row the two of you. Theres room for two and there are lots of water lilies everywhere over there. He nodded toward the east side of the lake.

Roberta could no longer resist and seized an overhanging branch by which to steady herself. At the same time she began to call: Oh, Gray-ace! Gray-ace! Where are you? for she had at last decided that it was best to include her.

A far-off voice as quickly answered: Hello-o! What do you want?

Come up here. Come on. I got something I want to tell you.

Oh, no, you come on down here. The daisies are just wonderful.

No, you come on up here. Theres some one here that wants to take us boating. She intended to call this loudly, but somehow her voice failed and her friend went on gathering flowers. Roberta frowned. She did not know just what to do. Oh, very well, then, she suddenly decided, and straightening up added: We can row down to where she is, I guess.

And Clyde, delighted, exclaimed: Oh, thats just fine. Sure. Do get in. Well pick these here first and then if she hasnt come, Ill paddle down nearer to where she is. Just step square in the center and that will balance it.

He was leaning back and looking up at her and Roberta was looking nervously and yet warmly into his eyes. Actually it was as though she were suddenly diffused with joy, enveloped in a rosy mist.

She balanced one foot. Will it be perfectly safe?

Sure, sure, emphasized Clyde. Ill hold it safe. Just take hold of that branch there and steady yourself by that. He held the boat very still as she stepped. Then, as the canoe careened slightly to one side, she dropped to the cushioned seat with a little cry. It was like that of a baby to Clyde.

Its all right, he reassured her. Just sit in the center there. It wont tip over. Gee, but this is funny. I cant make it out quite. You know just as I was coming around that point I was thinking of you  how maybe you might like to come out to a place like this sometime. And now here you are and here I am, and it all happened just like that. He waved his hand and snapped his fingers.

And Roberta, fascinated by this confession and yet a little frightened by it, added: Is that so? She was thinking of her own thoughts in regard to him.

Yes, and whats more, added Clyde, Ive been thinking of you all day, really. Thats the truth. I was wishing I might see you somewhere this morning and bring you out here.

Oh, now, Mr. Griffiths. You know you dont mean that, pleaded Roberta, fearful lest this sudden contact should take too intimate and sentimental a turn too quickly. She scarcely liked that because she was afraid of him and herself, and now she looked at him, trying to appear a little cold or at least disinterested, but it was a very weak effort.

Thats the truth, though, just the same, insisted Clyde.

Well, I think it is beautiful myself, admitted Roberta. Ive been out here, too, several times now. My friend and I. Clyde was once more delighted. She was smiling now and full of wonder.

Oh, have you? he exclaimed, and there was more talk as to why he liked to come out and how he had learned to swim here. And to think I turned in here and there you were on the bank, looking at those water lilies. Wasnt that queer? I almost fell out of the boat. I dont think I ever saw you look as pretty as you did just now standing there.

Oh, now, Mr. Griffiths, again pleaded Roberta cautiously. You mustnt begin that way. Ill be afraid youre a dreadful flatterer. Ill have to think you are if you say anything like that so quickly.

Clyde once more gazed at her weakly, and she smiled because she thought he was more handsome than ever. But what would he think, she added to herself, if she were to tell him that just before he came around that point she was thinking of him too, and wishing that he were there with her, and not Grace. And how they might sit and talk, and hold hands perhaps. He might even put his arms around her waist, and she might let him. That would be terrible, as some people here would see it, she knew. And it would never do for him to know that  never. That would be too intimate  too bold. But just the same it was so. Yet what would these people here in Lycurgus think of her and him now if they should see her, letting him paddle her about in this canoe! He a factory manager and she an employee in his department. The conclusion! The scandal, maybe, even. And yet Grace Marr was along  or soon would be. And she could explain to her  surely. He was out rowing and knew her, and why shouldnt he help her get some lilies if he wanted to? It was almost unavoidable  this present situation, wasnt it?

Already Clyde had maneuvered the canoe around so that they were now among the water lilies. And as he talked, having laid his paddle aside, he had been reaching over and pulling them up, tossing them with their long, wet stems at her feet as she lay reclining in the seat, one hand over the side of the canoe in the water, as she had seen other girls holding theirs. And for the moment her thoughts were allayed and modified by the beauty of his head and arms and the tousled hair that now fell over his eyes. How handsome he was!


Chapter 16

The outcome of that afternoon was so wonderful for both that for days thereafter neither could cease thinking about it or marveling that anything so romantic and charming should have brought them together so intimately when both were considering that it was not wise for either to know the other any better than employee and superior.

After a few moments of badinage in the boat in which he had talked about the beauty of the lilies and how glad he was to get them for her, they picked up her friend, Grace, and eventually returned to the boathouse.

Once on the land again there developed not a little hesitation on her part as well as his as to how farther to proceed, for they were confronted by the problem of returning into Lycurgus together. As Roberta saw it, it would not look right and might create talk. And on his part, he was thinking of Gilbert and other people he knew. The trouble that might come of it. What Gilbert would say if he did hear. And so both he and she, as well as Grace, were dubious on the instant about the wisdom of riding back together. Graces own reputation, as well as the fact that she knew Clyde was not interested in her, piqued her. And Roberta, realizing this from her manner, said: What do you think we had better do, excuse ourselves?

At once Roberta tried to think just how they could extricate themselves gracefully without offending Clyde. Personally she was so enchanted that had she been alone she would have preferred to have ridden back with him. But with Grace here and in this cautious mood, never. She must think up some excuse.

And at the same time, Clyde was wondering just how he was to do now  ride in with them and brazenly face the possibility of being seen by some one who might carry the news to Gilbert Griffiths or evade doing so on some pretext or other. He could think of none, however, and was about to turn and accompany them to the car when the young electrician, Shurlock, who lived in the Newton household and who had been on the balcony of the pavilion, hailed them. He was with a friend who had a small car, and they were ready to return to the city.

Well, heres luck, he exclaimed. How are you, Miss Alden? How do you do, Miss Marr? You two dont happen to be going our way, do you? If you are, we can take you in with us.

Not only Roberta but Clyde heard. And at once she was about to say that, since it was a little late and she and Grace were scheduled to attend church services with the Newtons, it would be more convenient for them to return this way. She was, however, half hoping that Shurlock would invite Clyde and that he would accept. But on his doing so, Clyde instantly refused. He explained that he had decided to stay out a little while longer. And so Roberta left him with a look that conveyed clearly enough the gratitude and delight she felt. They had had such a good time. And he in turn, in spite of many qualms as to the wisdom of all this, fell to brooding on how sad it was that just he and Roberta might not have remained here for hours longer. And immediately after they had gone, he returned to the city alone.

The next morning he was keener than ever to see Roberta again. And although the peculiarly exposed nature of the work at the factory made it impossible for him to demonstrate his feelings, still by the swift and admiring and seeking smiles that played over his face and blazed in his eyes, she knew that he was as enthusiastic, if not more so, as on the night before. And on her part, although she felt that a crisis of some sort was impending, and in spite of the necessity of a form of secrecy which she resented, she could not refrain from giving him a warm and quite yielding glance in return. The wonder of his being interested in her! The wonder and the thrill!

Clyde decided at once that his attentions were still welcome. Also that he might risk saying something to her, supposing that a suitable opportunity offered. And so, after waiting an hour and seeing two fellow workers leave from either side of her, he seized the occasion to drift near and to pick up one of the collars she had just stamped, saying, as though talking about that: I was awfully sorry to have to leave you last night. I wish we were out there again to-day instead of here, just you and me, dont you?

Roberta turned, conscious that now was the time to decide whether she would encourage or discourage any attention on his part. At the same time she was almost faintingly eager to accept his attentions regardless of the problem in connection with them. His eyes! His hair! His hands! And then instead of rebuking or chilling him in any way, she only looked, but with eyes too weak and melting to mean anything less than yielding and uncertainty. Clyde saw that she was hopelessly and helplessly drawn to him, as indeed he was to her. On the instant he was resolved to say something more, when he could, as to where they could meet when no one was along, for it was plain that she was no more anxious to be observed than he was. He well knew more sharply to-day than ever before that he was treading on dangerous ground.

He began to make mistakes in his calculations, to feel that, with her so near him, he was by no means concentrating on the various tasks before him. She was too enticing, too compelling in so many ways to him. There was something so warm and gay and welcome about her that he felt that if he could persuade her to love him he would be among the most fortunate of men. Yet there was that rule, and although on the lake the day before he had been deciding that his position here was by no means as satisfactory as it should be, still with Roberta in it, as now it seemed she well might be, would it not be much more delightful for him to stay? Could he not, for the time being at least, endure the further indifference of the Griffiths? And who knows, might they not yet become interested in him as a suitable social figure if only he did nothing to offend them? And yet here he was attempting to do exactly the thing he had been forbidden to do. What kind of an injunction was this, anyhow, wherewith Gilbert had enjoined him? If he could come to some understanding with her, perhaps she would meet him in some clandestine way and thus obviate all possibility of criticism.

It was thus that Clyde, seated at his desk or walking about, was thinking. For now his mind, even in the face of his duties, was almost entirely engaged by her, and he could think of nothing else. He had decided to suggest that they meet for the first time, if she would, in a small park which was just west of the first outlying resort on the Mohawk. But throughout the day, so close to each other did the girls work, he had no opportunity to communicate with her. Indeed noontime came and he went below to his lunch, returning a little early in the hope of finding her sufficiently detached to permit him to whisper that he wished to see her somewhere. But she was surrounded by others at the time and so the entire afternoon went by without a single opportunity.

However, as he was going out, he bethought him that if he should chance to meet her alone somewhere in the street, he would venture to speak to her. For she wanted him to  that he knew, regardless of what she might say at any time. And he must find some way that would appear as accidental and hence as innocent to her as to others. But as the whistle blew and she left the building she was joined by another girl, and he was left to think of some other way.

That same evening, however, instead of lingering about the Peyton house or going to a moving picture theater, as he so often did now, or walking alone somewhere in order to allay his unrest and loneliness, he chose now instead to seek out the home of Roberta on Taylor Street. It was not a pleasing house, as he now decided, not nearly so attractive as Mrs. Cuppys or the house in which he now dwelt. It was too old and brown, the neighborhood too nondescript, if conservative. But the lights in different rooms glowing at this early hour gave it a friendly and genial look. And the few trees in front were pleasant. What was Roberta doing now? Why couldnt she have waited for him in the factory? Why couldnt she sense now that he was outside and come out? He wished intensely that in some way he could make her feel that he was out here, and so cause her to come out. But she didnt. On the contrary, he observed Mr. Shurlock issue forth and disappear toward Central Avenue. And, after that, pedestrian after pedestrian making their way out of different houses along the street and toward Central, which caused him to walk briskly about the block in order to avoid being seen. At the same time he sighed often, because it was such a fine night  a full moon rising about nine-thirty and hanging heavy and yellow over the chimney tops. He was so lonely.

But at ten, the moon becoming too bright, and no Roberta appearing, he decided to leave. It was not wise to be hanging about here. But the night being so fine he resented the thought of his room and instead walked up and down Wykeagy Avenue, looking at the fine houses there  his uncle Samuels among them. Now, all their occupants were away at their summer places. The houses were dark. And Sondra Finchley and Bertine Cranston and all that company  what were they doing on a night like this? Where dancing? Where speeding? Where loving? It was so hard to be poor, not to have money and position and to be able to do in life exactly as you wished.

And the next morning, more eager than usual, he was out of Mrs. Peytons by six-forty-five, anxious to find some way of renewing his attentions to Roberta. For there was that crowd of factory workers that proceeded north along Central Avenue. And she would be a unit in it, of course, at about 7.10. But his trip to the factory was fruitless. For, after swallowing a cup of coffee at one of the small restaurants near the post-office and walking the length of Central Avenue toward the mill, and pausing at a cigar store to see if Roberta should by any chance come along alone, he was rewarded by the sight of her with Grace Marr again. What a wretched, crazy world this was, he at once decided, and how difficult it was in this miserable town for anyone to meet anyone else alone. Everyone, nearly, knew everyone else. Besides, Roberta knew that he was trying to get a chance to talk to her. Why shouldnt she walk alone then? He had looked at her enough yesterday. And yet here she was walking with Grace Marr and appeared seemingly contented. What was the matter with her anyhow?

By the time he reached the factory he was very sour. But the sight of Roberta taking her place at her bench and tossing him a genial good morning with a cheerful smile, caused him to feel better and that all was not lost.

It was three oclock in the afternoon and a lull due to the afternoon heat, the fag of steadily continued work, and the flare of reflected light from the river outside was over all. The tap, tap, tap of metal stamps upon scores of collars at once  nearly always slightly audible above the hum and whirr of the sewing machines beyond was, if anything, weaker than usual. And there was Ruza Nikoforitch, Hoda Petkanas, Martha Bordaloue, Angelina Pitti and Lena Schlict, all joining in a song called Sweethearts which some one had started. And Roberta, perpetually conscious of Clydes eyes, as well as his mood, was thinking how long it would be before he would come around with some word in regard to something. For she wished him to  and because of his whispered words of the day before, she was sure that it would not be long, because he would not be able to resist it. His eyes the night before had told her that. Yet because of the impediments of this situation she knew that he must be having a difficult time thinking of any way by which he could say anything to her. And still at certain moments she was glad, for there were such moments when she felt she needed the security which the presence of so many girls gave her.

And as she thought of all this, stamping at her desk along with the others, she suddenly discovered that a bundle of collars which she had already stamped as sixteens were not of that size but smaller. She looked at it quickly and nervously, then decided that there was but one thing to do  lay the bundle aside and await comment from one of the foremen, including Clyde, or take it directly to him now  really the better way, because it prevented any of the foremen seeing it before he did. That was what all the girls did when they made mistakes of any kind. And all trained girls were supposed to catch all possible errors of that kind.

And yet now and in the face of all her very urgent desires she hesitated, for this would take her direct to Clyde and give him the opportunity he was seeking. But, more terrifying, it was giving her the opportunity she was seeking. She wavered between loyalty to Clyde as a superintendent, loyalty to her old conventions as opposed to her new and dominating desire and her repressed wish to have Clyde speak to her  then went over with the bundle and laid it on his desk. But her hands, as she did so, trembled. Her face was white  her throat taut. At the moment, as it chanced, he was almost vainly trying to calculate the scores of the different girls from the stubs laid before him, and was having a hard time of it because his mind was not on what he was doing. And then he looked up. And there was Roberta bending toward him. His nerves became very taut, his throat and lips, dry, for here and now was his opportunity. And, as he could see, Roberta was almost suffocating from the strain which her daring and self-deception was putting upon her nerves and heart.

Theres been a distake (she meant to say mistake) in regard to this bundle upstairs, she began. I didnt notice it either until Id stamped nearly all of them. Theyre fifteen-and-a-half and Ive stamped nearly all of them sixteen. Im sorry.

Clyde noticed, as she said this, that she was trying to smile a little and appear calm, but her cheeks were quite blanched and her hands, particularly the one that held the bundle, trembled. On the instant he realized that although loyalty and order were bringing her with this mistake to him, still there was more than that to it. In a weak, frightened, and yet love-driven way, she was courting him, giving him the opportunity he was seeking, wishing him to take advantage of it. And he, embarrassed and shaken for the moment by this sudden visitation, was still heartened and hardened into a kind of effrontery and gallantry such as he had not felt as yet in regard to her. She was seeking him  that was plain. She was interested, and clever enough to make the occasion which permitted him to speak. Wonderful! The sweetness of her daring.

Oh, thats all right, he said, pretending a courage and a daring in regard to her which he did not feel even now. Ill just send them down to the wash room and then well see if we cant restamp them. Its not our mistake, really.

He smiled most warmly and she met his look with a repressed smile of her own, already turning and fearing that she had manifested too clearly what had brought her.

But dont go, he added quickly. I want to ask you something. Ive been trying to get a word with you ever since Sunday. I want you to meet me somewhere, will you? Theres a rule here that says a head of a department cant have anything to do with a girl who works for him  outside I mean. But I want you to see me just the same, wont you? You know, and he smiled winsomely and coaxingly into her eyes, Ive been just nearly crazy over you ever since you came in here and Sunday made it worse. And now Im not going to let any old rule come between me and you, if I can help it. Will you?

Oh, I dont know whether I can do that or not, replied Roberta, who, now that she had succeeded in accomplishing what she had wished, was becoming terrorized by her own daring. She began looking around nervously and feeling that every eye in the room must be upon her. I live with Mr. and Mrs. Newton, my friends sister and brother-in-law, you know, and theyre very strict. It isnt the same as if She was going to add I was home, but Clyde interrupted her.

Oh, now please dont say no, will you? Please dont. I want to see you. I dont want to cause you any trouble, thats all. Otherwise Id be glad to come round to your house. You know how it is.

Oh, no, you mustnt do that, cautioned Roberta. Not yet anyhow. She was so confused that quite unconsciously she was giving Clyde to understand that she was expecting him to come around some time later.

Well, smiled Clyde, who could see that she was yielding in part. We could just walk out near the end of some street here  that street you live in, if you wish. There are no houses out there. Or theres a little park  Mohawk  just west of Dreamland on the Mohawk Street line. Its right on the river. You might come out there. I could meet you where the car stops. Will you do that?

Oh, Id be afraid to do that I think  go so far, I mean. I never did anything like that before. She looked so innocent and frank as she said this that Clyde was quite carried away by the sweetness of her. And to think he was making a clandestine appointment with her. Im almost afraid to go anywhere here alone, you know. People talk so here, they say, and some one would be sure to see me. But

Yes, but what?

Im afraid Im staying too long at your desk here, dont you think? She actually gasped as she said it. And Clyde realizing the openness of it, although there was really nothing very unusual about it, now spoke quickly and forcefully.

Well, then, how about the end of that street you live in? Couldnt you come down there for just a little while to-night  a half hour or so, maybe?

Oh, I couldnt make it to-night, I think  not so soon. Ill have to see first, you know. Arrange, that is. But another day. She was so excited and troubled by this great adventure of hers that her face, like Clydes at times, changed from a half smile to a half frown without her realizing that it was registering these changes.

Well, then, how about Wednesday night at eight-thirty or nine? Couldnt you do that? Please, now.

Roberta considered most sweetly, nervously. Clyde was enormously fascinated by her manner at the moment, for she looked around, conscious, or so she seemed, that she was being observed and that her stay here for a first visit was very long.

I suppose Id better be going back to my work now, she replied without really answering him.

Wait a minute, pled Clyde. We havent fixed on the time for Wednesday. Arent you going to meet me? Make it nine or eight-thirty, or any time you want to. Ill be there waiting for you after eight if you wish. Will you?

All right, then, say eight-thirty or between eight-thirty and nine, if I can. Is that all right? Ill come if I can, you know, and if anything does happen Ill tell you the next morning, you see. She flushed and then looked around once more, a foolish, flustered look, then hurried back to her bench, fairly tingling from head to toe, and looking as guilty as though she had been caught red-handed in some dreadful crime. And Clyde at his desk was almost choking with excitement. The wonder of her agreeing, of his talking to her like that, of her venturing to make a date with him at all here in Lycurgus, where he was so well-known! Thrilling!

For her part, she was thinking how wonderful it would be just to walk and talk with him in the moonlight, to feel the pressure of his arm and hear his soft appealing voice.


Chapter 17

It was quite dark when Roberta stole out on Wednesday night to meet Clyde. But before that what qualms and meditations in the face of her willingness and her agreement to do so. For not only was it difficult for her to overcome her own mental scruples within, but in addition there was all the trouble in connection with the commonplace and religious and narrow atmosphere in which she found herself imbedded at the Newtons. For since coming here she had scarcely gone anywhere without Grace Marr. Besides on this occasion  a thing she had forgotten in talking to Clyde  she had agreed to go with the Newtons and Grace to the Gideon Baptist Church, where a Wednesday prayer meeting was to be followed by a social with games, cake, tea and ice cream.

In consequence she was troubled severely as to how to manage, until it came back to her that a day or two before Mr. Liggett, in noting how rapid and efficient she was, had observed that at any time she wanted to learn one phase of the stitching operations going on in the next room, he would have her taken in hand by Mrs. Braley, who would teach her. And now that Clydes invitation and this church affair fell on the same night, she decided to say that she had an appointment with Mrs. Braley at her home. Only, as she also decided, she would wait until just before dinner Wednesday and then say that Mrs. Braley had invited her to come to her house. Then she could see Clyde. And by the time the Newtons and Grace returned she could be back. Oh, how it would feel to have him talk to her  say again as he did in the boat that he never had seen any one look so pretty as she did standing on the bank and looking for water lilies. Many, many thoughts  vague, dreadful, colorful, came to her  how and where they might go  be  do  from now on, if only she could arrange to be friends with him without harm to her or him. If need be, she now decided, she could resign from the factory and get a place somewhere else  a change which would absolve Clyde from any responsibility in regard to her.

There was, however, another mental as well as emotional phase in regard to all this and that related to her clothes. For since coming to Lycurgus she had learned that the more intelligent girls here dressed better than did those about Biltz and Trippetts Mills. At the same time she had been sending a fair portion of her money to her mother  sufficient to have equipped her exceptionally well, as she now realized, had she retained it. But now that Clyde was swaying her so greatly she was troubled about her looks, and on the evening after her conversation with him at the mill, she had gone through her small wardrobe, fixing upon a soft blue hat which Clyde had not yet seen, together with a checkered blue and white flannel skirt and a pair of white canvas shoes purchased the previous summer at Biltz. Her plan was to wait until the Newtons and Grace had departed for church and then swiftly dress and leave.

At eight-thirty, when night had finally fallen, she went east along Taylor to Central Avenue, then by a circuitous route made her way west again to the trysting place. And Clyde was already there. Against an old wooden fence that enclosed a five-acre cornfield, he was leaning and looking back toward the interesting little city, the lights in so many of the homes of which were aglow through the trees. The air was laden with spices  the mingled fragrance of many grasses and flowers. There was a light wind stirring in the long swords of the corn at his back  in the leaves of the trees overhead. And there were stars  the big dipper and the little dipper and the milky way  sidereal phenomena which his mother had pointed out to him long ago.

And he was thinking how different was his position here to what it had been in Kansas City. There he had been so nervous in regard to Hortense Briggs or any girl, really  afraid almost to say a word to any of them. Whereas here, and especially since he had had charge of this stamping room, he had seemed to become aware of the fact that he was more attractive than he had ever thought he was before. Also that the girls were attracted to him and that he was not so much afraid of them. The eyes of Roberta herself showed him this day how much she was drawn to him. She was his girl. And when she came, he would put his arms around her and kiss her. And she would not be able to resist him.

He stood listening, dreaming and watching, the rustling corn behind him stirring an old recollection in him, when suddenly he saw her coming. She looked trim and brisk and yet nervous, and paused at the street end and looked about like a frightened and cautious animal. At once Clyde hurried forward toward her and called softly: Hello. Gee, its nice to have you meet me. Did you have any trouble? He was thinking how much more pleasing she was than either Hortense Briggs or Rita Dickerman, the one so calculating, the other so sensually free and indiscriminate.

Did I have any trouble? Oh, didnt I though? And at once she plunged into a full and picturesque account, not only of the mistake in regard to the Newtons church night and her engagement with them, but of a determination on the part of Grace Marr not to go to the church social without her, and how she had to fib, oh, so terribly, about going over to Mrs. Braleys to learn to stitch  a Liggett-Roberta development of which Clyde had heard nothing so far and concerning which he was intensely curious, because at once it raised the thought that already Liggett might be intending to remove her from under his care. He proceeded to question her about that before he would let her go on with her story, an interest which Roberta noticed and because of which she was very pleased.

But I cant stay very long, you know, she explained briskly and warmly at the first opportunity, the while Clyde laid hold of her arm and turned toward the river, which was to the north and untenanted this far out. The Baptist Church socials never last much beyond ten-thirty or eleven, and theyll be back soon. So Ill have to manage to be back before they are.

Then she gave many reasons why it would be unwise for her to be out after ten, reasons which annoyed yet convinced Clyde by their wisdom. He had been hoping to keep her out longer. But seeing that the time was to be brief, he was all the keener for a closer contact with her now, and fell to complimenting her on her pretty hat and cape and how becoming they were. At once he tried putting his arm about her waist, but feeling this to be a too swift advance she removed his arm, or tried to, saying in the softest and most coaxing voice Now, now  thats not nice, is it? Cant you just hold my arm or let me hold yours? But he noted, once she persuaded him to disengage her waist, she took his arm in a clinging, snuggling embrace and measured her stride to his. On the instant he was thinking how natural and unaffected her manner was now that the ice between them had been broken.

And how she went on babbling! She liked Lycurgus, only she thought it was the most religious town she had ever been in  worse than Biltz or Trippetts Mills that way. And then she had to explain to Clyde what Biltz and Trippetts Mills were like  and her home  a very little, for she did not care to talk about that. And then back to the Newtons and Grace Marr and how they watched her every move. Clyde was thinking as she talked how different she was from Hortense Briggs or Rita, or any other girl he had ever known  so much more simple and confiding  not in any way mushy as was Rita, or brash or vain or pretentious, as was Hortense, and yet really as pretty and so much sweeter. He could not help thinking if she were smartly dressed how sweet she would be. And again he was wondering what she would think of him and his attitude toward Hortense in contrast to his attitude toward her now, if she knew.

You know, he said at the very first opportunity, Ive been trying to talk to you ever since you came to work at the factory but you see how very watchful every one is. Theyre the limit. They told me when I came up there that I mustnt interest myself in any girl working there and so I tried not to. But I just couldnt help this, could I? He squeezed her arm affectionately, then stopped suddenly and, disengaging his arm from hers, put both his about her. You know, Roberta, Im crazy about you. I really am. I think youre the dearest, sweetest thing. Oh, say! Do you mind my telling you? Ever since you showed up there, I havent been able to sleep, nearly. Youve got such nice eyes and hair. To-night you look just too cute  lovely, I think. Oh, Roberta, suddenly he caught her face between his two hands and kissed her, before really she could evade him. Then having done this he held her while she resisted him, although it was almost impossible for her to do so. Instead she felt as though she wanted to put her arms around him or have him hold her tight, and this mood in regard to him and herself puzzled and troubled her. It was awful. What would people think  say  if they knew? She was a bad girl, really, and yet she wanted to be this way  near him  now as never before.

Oh, you mustnt, Mr. Griffiths, she pleaded. You really mustnt, you know. Please. Some one might see us. I think I hear some one coming. Please, now. She looked about quite frightened, apparently, while Clyde laughed ecstatically. Life had presented him a delicious sweet at last. You know I never did anything like this before, she went on. Honest, I didnt. Please. Its only because you said

Clyde was pressing her close, not saying anything in reply  his pale face and dark hungry eyes held very close to hers. He kissed her again and again despite her protests, her little mouth and chin and cheeks seeming too beautiful  too irresistible  then murmured pleadingly, for he was too overcome to speak vigorously.

Oh, Roberta, dearest, please, please, say that you love me. Please do! I know that you do, Roberta. I can tell. Please, tell me now. Im crazy about you. We have so little time.

He kissed her again upon the cheek and mouth, and suddenly he felt her relax. She stood quite still and unresisting in his arms. He felt a wonder of something  he could not tell what. All of a sudden he felt tears upon her face, her head sunk to his shoulder, and then he heard her say: Yes, yes, yes. I do love you. Yes, yes. I do. I do.

There was a sob  half of misery, half of delight  in her voice and Clyde caught that. He was so touched by her honesty and simplicity that tears sprang to his own eyes. Its all right, Roberta. Its all right. Please dont cry. Oh, I think youre so sweet. I do. I do, Roberta.

He looked up and before him in the east over the low roofs of the city was the thinnest, yellowest topmost arc of the rising July moon. It seemed at the moment as though life had given him all  all  that he could possibly ask of it.


Chapter 18

The culmination of this meeting was but the prelude, as both Clyde and Roberta realized, to a series of contacts and rejoicings which were to extend over an indefinite period. They had found love. They were deliciously happy, whatever the problems attending its present realization might be. But the ways and means of continuing with it were a different matter. For not only was her connection with the Newtons a bar to any normal procedure in so far as Clyde was concerned, but Grace Marr herself offered a distinct and separate problem. Far more than Roberta she was chained, not only by the defect of poor looks, but by the narrow teachings and domestic training of her early social and religious life. Yet she wanted to be gay and free, too. And in Roberta, who, while gay and boastful at times, was still well within the conventions that chained Grace, she imagined that she saw one who was not so bound. And so it was that she clung to her closely and as Roberta saw it a little wearisomely. She imagined that they could exchange ideas and jests and confidences in regard to the love life and their respective dreams without injury to each other. And to date this was her one solace in an otherwise gray world.

But Roberta, even before the arrival of Clyde in her life, did not want to be so clung to. It was a bore. And afterwards she developed an inhibition in regard to him where Grace was concerned. For she not only knew that Grace would resent this sudden desertion, but also that she had no desire to face out within herself the sudden and revolutionary moods which now possessed her. Having at once met and loved him, she was afraid to think what, if anything, she proposed to permit herself to do in regard to him. Were not such contacts between the classes banned here? She knew they were. Hence she did not care to talk about him at all.

In consequence on Monday evening following the Sunday on the lake when Grace had inquired most gayly and familiarly after Clyde, Roberta had as instantly decided not to appear nearly as interested in him as Grace might already be imagining. Accordingly, she said little other than that he was very pleasant to her and had inquired after Grace, a remark which caused the latter to eye her slyly and to wonder if she were really telling what had happened since. He was so very friendly I was beginning to think he was struck on you.

Oh, what nonsense! Roberta replied shrewdly, and a bit alarmed. Why, he wouldnt look at me. Besides, theres a rule of the company that doesnt permit him to, as long as I work there.

This last, more than anything else, served to allay Graces notions in regard to Clyde and Roberta, for she was of that conventional turn of mind which would scarcely permit her to think of any one infringing upon a company rule. Nevertheless Roberta was nervous lest Grace should be associating her and Clyde in her mind in some clandestine way, and she decided to be doubly cautious in regard to Clyde  to feign a distance she did not feel.

But all this was preliminary to troubles and strains and fears which had nothing to do with what had gone before, but took their rise from difficulties which sprang up immediately afterwards. For once she had come to this complete emotional understanding with Clyde, she saw no way of meeting him except in this very clandestine way and that so very rarely and uncertainly that she could not say when there was likely to be another meeting.

You see, its this way, she explained to Clyde when, a few evenings later, she had managed to steal out for an hour and they walked from the region at the end of Taylor Street down to the Mohawk, where were some open fields and a low bank rising above the pleasant river. The Newtons never go any place much without inviting me. And even if they didnt, Graced never go unless I went along. Its just because we were together so much in Trippetts Mills that she feels that way, as though I were a part of the family. But now its different, and yet I dont see how I am going to get out of it so soon. I dont know where to say Im going or whom I am going with.

I know that, honey, he replied softly and sweetly. Thats all true enough. But how is that going to help us now? You cant expect me to get along with just looking at you in the factory, either, can you?

He gazed at her so solemnly and yearningly that she was moved by her sympathy for him, and in order to assuage his depression added: No, I dont want you to do that, dear. You know I dont. But what am I to do? She laid a soft and pleading hand on the back of one of Clydes thin, long and nervous ones.

Ill tell you what, though, she went on after a period of reflection, I have a sister living in Homer, New York. Thats about thirty-five miles north of here. I might say I was going up there some Saturday afternoon or Sunday. Shes been writing me to come up, but I hadnt thought of it before. But I might go  that is  I might

Oh, why not do that? exclaimed Clyde eagerly. Thats fine! A good idea!

Let me see, she added, ignoring his exclamation. If I remember right you have to go to Fonda first, then change cars there. But I could leave here any time on the trolley and there are only two trains a day from Fonda, one at two, and one at seven on Saturday. So I might leave here any time before two, you see, and then if I didnt make the two oclock train, it would be all right, wouldnt it? I could go on the seven. And you could be over there, or meet me on the way, just so no one here saw us. Then I could go on and you could come back. I could arrange that with Agnes, Im sure. I would have to write her.

How about all the time between then and now, though? he queried peevishly. Its a long time till then, you know.

Well, Ill have to see what I can think of, but Im not sure, dear. Ill have to see. And you think too. But I ought to be going back now, she added nervously. She at once arose, causing Clyde to rise, too, and consult his watch, thereby discovering that it was already near ten.

But what about us! he continued persistently. Why couldnt you pretend next Sunday that youre going to some other church than yours and meet me somewhere instead? Would they have to know?

At once Clyde noted Robertas face darken slightly, for here he was encroaching upon something that was still too closely identified with her early youth and convictions to permit infringement.

Hump, uh, she replied quite solemnly. I wouldnt want to do that. I wouldnt feel right about it. And it wouldnt be right, either.

Immediately Clyde sensed that he was treading on dangerous ground and withdrew the suggestion because he did not care to offend or frighten her in any way. Oh, well. Just as you say. I only thought since you dont seem to be able to think of any other way.

No, no, dear, she pleaded softly, because she noted that he felt that she might be offended. Its all right, only I wouldnt want to do that. I couldnt.

Clyde shook his head. A recollection of his own youthful inhibitions caused him to feel that perhaps it was not right for him to have suggested it.

They returned in the direction of Taylor Street without, apart from the proposed trip to Fonda, either having hit upon any definite solution. Instead, after kissing her again and again and just before letting her go, the best he could suggest was that both were to try and think of some way by which they could meet before, if possible. And she, after throwing her arms about his neck for a moment, ran east along Taylor Street, her little figure swaying in the moonlight.

However, apart from another evening meeting which was made possible by Robertas announcing a second engagement with Mrs. Braley, there was no other encounter until the following Saturday when Roberta departed for Fonda. And Clyde, having ascertained the exact hour, left by the car ahead, and joined Roberta at the first station west. From that point on until evening, when she was compelled to take the seven oclock train, they were unspeakably happy together, loitering near the little city comparatively strange to both.

For outside of Fonda a few miles they came to a pleasure park called Starlight where, in addition to a few clap-trap pleasure concessions such as a ring of captive aeroplanes, a Ferris wheel, a merry-go-round, an old mill and a dance floor, was a small lake with boats. It was after its fashion an idyllic spot with a little band-stand out on an island near the center of the lake and on the shore a grave and captive bear in a cage. Since coming to Lycurgus Roberta had not ventured to visit any of the rougher resorts near there, which were very much like this, only much more strident. On sight of this both exclaimed: Oh, look! And Clyde added at once: Lets get off here, will you  shall we? What do you say? Were almost to Fonda anyhow. And we can have more fun here.

At once they climbed down. And having disposed of her bag for the time being, he led the way first to the stand of a man who sold frankfurters. Then, since the merry-go-round was in full blast, nothing would do but that Roberta should ride with him. And in the gayest of moods, they climbed on, and he placed her on a zebra, and then stood close in order that he might keep his arm about her, and both try to catch the brass ring. And as commonplace and noisy and gaudy as it all was, the fact that at last he had her all to himself unseen, and she him, was sufficient to evoke in both a kind of ecstasy which was all out of proportion to the fragile, gimcrack scene. Round and round they spun on the noisy, grinding machine, surveying now a few idle pleasure seekers who were in boats upon the lake, now some who were flying round in the gaudy green and white captive aeroplanes or turning upward and then down in the suspended cages of the Ferris wheel.

Both looked at the woods and sky beyond the lake; the idlers and dancers in the dancing pavilion dreaming and thrilling, and then suddenly Clyde asked: You dance, dont you, Roberta?

Why, no, I dont, she replied, a little sadly, for at the very moment she had been looking at the happy dancers rather ruefully and thinking how unfortunate it was that she had never been allowed to dance. It might not be right or nice, perhaps  her own church said it was not  but still, now that they were here and in love like this  these others looked so gay and happy  a pretty medley of colors moving round and round in the green and brown frame  it did not seem so bad to her. Why shouldnt people dance, anyway? Girls like herself and boys like Clyde? Her younger brother and sister, in spite of the views of her parents, were already declaring that when the opportunity offered, they were going to learn.

Oh, isnt that too bad! he exclaimed, thinking how delightful it would be to hold Roberta in his arms. We could have such fun now if you could. I could teach you in a few minutes if you wanted me to.

I dont know about that, she replied quizzically, her eyes showing that his suggestion appealed to her. Im not so clever that way. And you know dancing isnt considered so very nice in my part of the country. And my church doesnt approve of it, either. And I know my parents wouldnt like me to.

Oh, shucks, replied Clyde foolishly and gayly, what nonsense, Roberta. Why, everybody dances these days or nearly everybody. How can you think theres anything wrong with it?

Oh, I know, replied Roberta oddly and quaintly, maybe they do in your set. I know most of those factory girls do, of course. And I suppose where you have money and position, everythings right. But with a girl like me, its different. I dont suppose your parents were as strict as mine, either.

Oh, werent they, though? laughed Clyde who had not failed to catch the your set; also the where you have money and position.

Well, thats all you know about it, he went on. They were as strict as yours and stricter, Ill bet. But I danced just the same. Why, theres no harm in it, Roberta. Come on, let me teach you. Its wonderful, really. Wont you, dearest?

He put his arm around her and looked into her eyes and she half relented, quite weakened by her desire for him.

Just then the merry-go-round stopped and without any plan or suggestion they seemed instinctively to drift to the side of the pavilion where the dancers  not many but avid  were moving briskly around. Fox-trots and one-steps were being supplied by an orchestrelle of considerable size. At a turnstile, all the remaining portions of the pavilion being screened in, a pretty concessionaire was sitting and taking tickets  ten cents per dance per couple. But the color and the music and the motions of the dancers gliding rhythmically here and there quite seized upon both Clyde and Roberta.

The orchestrelle stopped and the dancers were coming out. But no sooner were they out than five-cent admission checks were once more sold for the new dance.

I dont believe I can, pleaded Roberta, as Clyde led her to the ticket-stile. Im afraid Im too awkward, maybe. I never danced, you know.

You awkward, Roberta, he exclaimed. Oh, how crazy. Why, youre as graceful and pretty as you can be. Youll see. Youll be a wonderful dancer.

Already he had paid the coin and they were inside.

Carried away by a bravado which was three-fourths her conception of him as a member of the Lycurgus upper crust and possessor of means and position, he led the way into a corner and began at once to illustrate the respective movements. They were not difficult and for a girl of Robertas natural grace and zest, easy. Once the music started and Clyde drew her to him, she fell into the positions and steps without effort, and they moved rhythmically and instinctively together. It was the delightful sensation of being held by him and guided here and there that so appealed to her  the wonderful rhythm of his body coinciding with hers.

Oh, you darling, he whispered. Arent you the dandy little dancer, though. Youve caught on already. If you arent the wonderful kid. I can hardly believe it.

They went about the floor once more, then a third time, before the music stopped and by the time it did, Roberta was lost in a sense of delight such as had never come to her before. To think she had been dancing! And it should be so wonderful! And with Clyde! He was so slim, graceful  quite the handsomest of any of the young men on the floor, she thought. And he, in turn, was now thinking that never had he known any one as sweet as Roberta. She was so gay and winsome and yielding. She would not try to work him for anything. And as for Sondra Finchley, well, she had ignored him and he might as well dismiss her from his mind  and yet even here, and with Roberta, he could not quite forget her.

At five-thirty when the orchestrelle was silenced for lack of customers and a sign reading Next Concert 7.30 hung up, they were still dancing. After that they went for an ice-cream soda, then for something to eat, and by then, so swiftly had sped the time, it was necessary to take the very next car for the depot at Fonda.

As they neared this terminal, both Clyde and Roberta were full of schemes as to how they were to arrange for to-morrow. For Roberta would be coming back then and if she could arrange to leave her sisters a little early Sunday he could come over from Lycurgus to meet her. They could linger around Fonda until eleven at least, when the last train south from Homer was due. And pretending she had arrived on that they could then, assuming there was no one whom they knew on the Lycurgus car, journey to that city.

And as arranged so they met. And in the dark outlying streets of that city, walked and talked and planned, and Roberta told Clyde something  though not much  of her home life at Biltz.

But the great thing, apart from their love for each other and its immediate expression in kisses and embraces, was the how and where of further contacts. They must find some way, only, really, as Roberta saw it, she must be the one to find the way, and that soon. For while Clyde was obviously very impatient and eager to be with her as much as possible, still he did not appear to be very ready with suggestions  available ones.

But that, as she also saw, was not easy. For the possibility of another visit to her sister in Homer or her parents in Biltz was not even to be considered under a month. And apart from them what other excuses were there? New friends at the factory  the post-office  the library  the Y. W. C. A.  all suggestions of Clydes at the moment. But these spelled but an hour or two together at best, and Clyde was thinking of other week-ends like this. And there were so few remaining summer week-ends.


Chapter 19

The return of Roberta and Clyde, as well as their outing together, was quite unobserved, as they thought. On the car from Fonda they recognized no one. And at the Newtons Grace was already in bed. She merely awakened sufficiently to ask a few questions about the trip  and those were casual and indifferent. How was Robertas sister? Had she stayed all day in Homer or had she gone to Biltz or Trippetts Mills? (Roberta explained that she had remained at her sisters.) She herself must be going up pretty soon to see her parents at Trippetts Mills. Then she fell asleep.

But at dinner the next night the Misses Opal Feliss and Olive Pope, who had been kept from the breakfast table by a too late return from Fonda and the very region in which Roberta had spent Saturday afternoon, now seated themselves and at once, as Roberta entered, interjected a few genial and well-meant but, in so far as Roberta was concerned, decidedly troubling observations.

Oh, there you are! Look whos back from Starlight Park. Howja like the dancing over there, Miss Alden? We saw you, but you didnt see us. And before Roberta had time to think what to reply, Miss Feliss had added: We tried to get your eye, but you couldnt see any one but him, I guess. Ill say you dance swell.

At once Roberta, who had never been on very intimate terms with either of these girls and who had neither the effrontery nor the wit to extricate herself from so swift and complete and so unexpected an exposure, flushed. She was all but speechless and merely stared, bethinking her at once that she had explained to Grace that she was at her sisters all day. And opposite sat Grace, looking directly at her, her lips slightly parted as though she would exclaim: Well, of all things! And dancing! A man! And at the head of the table, George Newton, thin and meticulous and curious, his sharp eyes and nose and pointed chin now turned in her direction.

But on the instant, realizing that she must say something, Roberta replied: Oh, yes, thats so. I did go over there for a little while. Some friends of my sisters were coming over and I went with them. She was about to add, We didnt stay very long, but stopped herself. For at that moment a certain fighting quality which she had inherited from her mother, and which had asserted itself in the case of Grace before this, now came to her rescue. After all, why shouldnt she be at Starlight Park if she chose? And what right had the Newtons or Grace or anyone else to question her for that matter? She was paying her way. Nevertheless, as she realized, she had been caught in a deliberate lie and all because she lived here and was constantly being questioned and looked after in regard to her very least move. Miss Pope added curiously, I dont suppose hes a Lycurgus boy. I dont remember ever seeing him around here.

No, he isnt from here, returned Roberta shortly and coldly, for by now she was fairly quivering with the realization that she had been caught in a falsehood before Grace. Also that Grace would resent intensely this social secrecy and desertion of her. At once she felt as though she would like to get up from the table and leave and never return. But instead she did her best to compose herself, and now gave the two girls with whom she had never been familiar, a steady look. At the same time she looked at Grace and Mr. Newton with defiance. If anything more were said she proposed to give a fictitious name or two  friends of her brother-in-law in Homer, or better yet to refuse to give any information whatsoever. Why should she?

Nevertheless, as she learned later that evening, she was not to be spared the refusing of it. Grace, coming to their room immediately afterward, reproached her with: I thought you said you stayed out at your sisters all the time you were gone?

Well, what if I did say it? replied Roberta defiantly and even bitterly, but without a word in extenuation, for her thought was now that unquestionably Grace was pretending to catechize her on moral grounds, whereas in reality the real source of her anger and pique was that Roberta was slipping away from and hence neglecting her.

Well, you dont have to lie to me in order to go anywhere or see anybody without me in the future. I dont want to go with you. And whats more I dont want to know where you go or who you go with. But I do wish you wouldnt tell me one thing and then have George and Mary find out that it aint so, and that youre just trying to slip away from me or that Im lying to them in order to protect myself. I dont want you to put me in that position.

She was very hurt and sad and contentious and Roberta could see for herself that there was no way out of this trying situation other than to move. Grace was a leech  a hanger-on. She had no life of her own and could contrive none. As long as she was anywhere near her she would want to devote herself to her  to share her every thought and mood with her. And yet if she told her about Clyde she would be shocked and critical and would unquestionably eventually turn on her or even expose her. So she merely replied: Oh, well, have it that way if you want to. I dont care. I dont propose to tell anything unless I choose to.

And at once Grace conceived the notion that Roberta did not like her any more and would have nothing to do with her. She arose immediately and walked out of the room  her head very high and her spine very stiff. And Roberta, realizing that she had made an enemy of her, now wished that she was out of here. They were all too narrow here anyway. They would never understand or tolerate this clandestine relationship with Clyde  so necessary to him apparently, as he had explained  so troublesome and even disgraceful to her from one point of view, and yet so precious. She did love him, so very, very much. And she must now find some way to protect herself and him  move to another room.

But that in this instance required almost more courage and decision than she could muster. The anomalous and unprotected nature of a room where one was not known. The look of it. Subsequent explanation to her mother and sister maybe. Yet to remain here after this was all but impossible, too, for the attitude of Grace as well as the Newtons  particularly Mrs. Newton, Graces sister  was that of the early Puritans or Friends who had caught a brother or sister in a great sin. She was dancing  and secretly! There was the presence of that young man not quite adequately explained by her trip home, to say nothing of her presence at Starlight Park. Besides, in Robertas mind was the thought that under such definite espionage as must now follow, to say nothing of the unhappy and dictatorial attitude of Grace, she would have small chance to be with Clyde as much as she now most intensely desired. And accordingly, after two days of unhappy thought and then a conference with Clyde who was all for her immediate independence in a new room where she would not be known or spied upon, she proceeded to take an hour or two off; and having fixed upon the southeast section of the city as one most likely to be free from contact with either the Newtons or those whom thus far she had encountered at the Newtons, she inquired there, and after little more than an hours search found one place which pleased her. This was in an old brick house in Elm Street occupied by an upholsterer and his wife and two daughters, one a local milliner and another still in school. The room offered was on the ground floor to the right of a small front porch and overlooking the street. A door off this same porch gave into a living room which separated this room from the other parts of the house and permitted ingress and egress without contact with any other portion of the house. And since she was still moved to meet Clyde clandestinely this as she now saw was important.

Besides, as she gathered from her one conversation with Mrs. Gilpin, the mother of this family, the character of this home was neither so strict nor inquisitive as that of the Newtons. Mrs. Gilpin was large, passive, cleanly, not so very alert and about fifty. She informed Roberta that as a rule she didnt care to take boarders or roomers at all, since the family had sufficient means to go on. However, since the family scarcely ever used the front room, which was rather set off from the remainder of the house, and since her husband did not object, she had made up her mind to rent it. And again she preferred some one who worked like Roberta  a girl, not a man  and one who would be glad to have her breakfast and dinner along with her family. Since she asked no questions as to her family or connections, merely looking at her interestedly and seeming to be favorably impressed by her appearance, Roberta gathered that here were no such standards as prevailed at the Newtons.

And yet what qualms in connection with the thought of moving thus. For about this entire clandestine procedure there hung, as she saw it, a sense of something untoward and even sinful, and then on top of it all, quarreling and then breaking with Grace Marr, her one girl friend here thus far, and the Newtons on account of it, when, as she well knew, it was entirely due to Grace that she was here at all. Supposing her parents or her sister in Homer should hear about this through some one whom Grace knew and think strangely of her going off by herself in Lycurgus in this way? Was it right? Was it possible that she could do things like this  and so soon after her coming here? She was beginning to feel as though her hitherto impeccable standards were crumbling.

And yet there was Clyde now. Could she give him up?

After many emotional aches she decided that she could not. And accordingly after paying a deposit and arranging to occupy the room within the next few days, she returned to her work and after dinner the same evening announced to Mrs. Newton that she was going to move. Her premeditated explanation was that recently she had been thinking of having her younger brother and sister come and live with her and since one or both were likely to come soon, she thought it best to prepare for them.

And the Newtons, as well as Grace, feeling that this was all due to the new connections which Roberta had recently been making and which were tending to alienate her from Grace, were now content to see her go. Plainly she was beginning to indulge in a type of adventure of which they could not approve. Also it was plain that she was not going to prove as useful to Grace as they had at first imagined. Possibly she knew what she was doing. But more likely she was being led astray by notions of a good time not consistent with the reserved life led by her at Trippetts Mills.

And Roberta herself, once having made this move and settled herself in this new atmosphere (apart from the fact that it gave her much greater freedom in connection with Clyde) was dubious as to her present course. Perhaps  perhaps  she had moved hastily and in anger and might be sorry. Still she had done it now, and it could not be helped. So she proposed to try it for a while.

To salve her own conscience more than anything else, she at once wrote her mother and her sister a very plausible version of why she had been compelled to leave the Newtons. Grace had grown too possessive, domineering and selfish. It had become unendurable. However, her mother need not worry. She was satisfactorily placed. She had a room to herself and could now entertain Tom and Emily or her mother or Agnes, in case they should ever visit her here. And she would be able to introduce them to the Gilpins whom she proceeded to describe.

Nevertheless, her underlying thought in connection with all this, in so far as Clyde and his great passion for her was concerned  and hers for him  was that she was indeed trifling with fire and perhaps social disgrace into the bargain. For, although consciously at this time she was scarcely willing to face the fact that this room  its geometric position in relation to the rest of the house  had been of the greatest import to her at the time she first saw it, yet subconsciously she knew it well enough. The course she was pursuing was dangerous  that she knew. And yet how, as she now so often asked herself at moments when she was confronted by some desire which ran counter to her sense of practicability and social morality, was she to do?


Chapter 20

However, as both Roberta and Clyde soon found, after several weeks in which they met here and there, such spots as could be conveniently reached by interurban lines, there were still drawbacks and the principal of these related to the attitude of both Roberta and Clyde in regard to this room, and what, if any, use of it was to be made by them jointly. For in spite of the fact that thus far Clyde had never openly agreed with himself that his intentions in relation to Roberta were in any way different to those normally entertained by any youth toward any girl for whom he had a conventional social regard, still, now that she had moved into this room, there was that ineradicable and possibly censurable, yet very human and almost unescapable, desire for something more  the possibility of greater and greater intimacy with and control of Roberta and her thoughts and actions in everything so that in the end she would be entirely his. But how his? By way of marriage and the ordinary conventional and durable existence which thereafter must ordinarily ensue? He had never said so to himself thus far. For in flirting with her or any girl of a lesser social position than that of the Griffiths here (Sondra Finchley, Bertine Cranston, for instance) he would not  and that largely due to the attitude of his newly-found relatives, their very high position in this city  have deemed marriage advisable. And what would they think if they should come to know? For socially, as he saw himself now, if not before coming here, he was supposed to be above the type of Roberta and should of course profit by that notion. Besides there were all those that knew him here, at least to speak to. On the other hand, because of the very marked pull that her temperament had for him, he had not been able to say for the time being that she was not worthy of him or that he might not be happy in case it were possible or advisable for him to marry her.

And there was another thing now that tended to complicate matters. And that was that fall with its chilling winds and frosty nights was drawing near. Already it was near October first and most of those out-of-door resorts which, up to the middle of September at least, had provided diversion, and that at a fairly safe distance from Lycurgus, were already closed for the season. And dancing, except in the halls of the near-by cities and which, because of a mood of hers in regard to them, were unacceptable, was also for the time being done away with. As for the churches, moving pictures, and restaurants of Lycurgus, how under the circumstances, owing to Clydes position here, could they be seen in them? They could not, as both reasoned between them. And so now, while her movements were unrestrained, there was no place to go unless by some readjustment of their relations he might be permitted to call on her at the Gilpins. But that, as he knew, she would not think of and, at first, neither had he the courage to suggest it.

However they were at a street-end one early October night about six weeks after she had moved to her new room. The stars were sharp. The air cool. The leaves were beginning to turn. Roberta had returned to a three-quarter green-and-cream-striped winter coat that she wore at this season of the year. Her hat was brown, trimmed with brown leather and of a design that became her. There had been kisses over and over  that same fever that had been dominating them continuously since first they met  only more pronounced if anything.

Its getting cold, isnt it? It was Clyde who spoke. And it was eleven oclock and chill.

Yes, I should say it is. Ill soon have to get a heavier coat.

I dont see how we are to do from now on, do you? Theres no place to go any more much, and it wont be very pleasant walking the streets this way every night. You dont suppose we could fix it so I could call on you at the Gilpins once in a while, do you? It isnt the same there now as it was at the Newtons.

Oh, I know, but then they use their sitting room every night nearly until ten-thirty or eleven. And besides their two girls are in and out all hours up to twelve, anyhow, and theyre in there often. I dont see how I can. Besides, I thought you said you didnt want to have any one see you with me that way, and if you came there I couldnt help introducing you.

Oh, but I dont mean just that way, replied Clyde audaciously and yet with the feeling that Roberta was much too squeamish and that it was high time she was taking a somewhat more liberal attitude toward him if she cared for him as much as she appeared to: Why wouldnt it be all right for me to stop in for a little while? They wouldnt need to know, would they? He took out his watch and discovered with the aid of a match that it was eleven-thirty. He showed the time to her. There wouldnt be anybody there now, would there?

She shook her head in opposition. The thought not only terrified but sickened her. Clyde was getting very bold to even suggest anything like that. Besides this suggestion embodied in itself all the secret fears and compelling moods which hitherto, although actual in herself, she was still unwilling to face. There was something sinful, low, dreadful about it. She would not. That was one thing sure. At the same time within her was that overmastering urge of repressed and feared desire now knocking loudly for recognition.

No, no, I cant let you do that. It wouldnt be right. I dont want to. Some one might see us. Somebody might know you. For the moment the moral repulsion was so great that unconsciously she endeavored to relinquish herself from his embrace.

Clyde sensed how deep was this sudden revolt. All the more was he flagellated by the desire for possession of that which now he half feared to be unobtainable. A dozen seductive excuses sprang to his lips. Oh, who would be likely to see us anyhow, at this time of night? There isnt any one around. Why shouldnt we go there for a few moments if we want to? No one would be likely to hear us. We neednt talk so loud. There isnt any one on the street, even. Lets walk by the house and see if anybody is up.

Since hitherto she had not permitted him to come within half a block of the house, her protest was not only nervous but vigorous. Nevertheless on this occasion Clyde was proving a little rebellious and Roberta, standing somewhat in awe of him as her superior, as well as her lover, was unable to prevent their walking within a few feet of the house where they stopped. Except for a barking dog there was not a sound to be heard anywhere. And in the house no light was visible.

See, theres no one up, protested Clyde reassuringly. Why shouldnt we go in for a little while if we want to? Who will know? We neednt make any noise. Besides, what is wrong with it? Other people do it. It isnt such a terrible thing for a girl to take a fellow to her room if she wants to for a little while.

Oh, isnt it? Well, maybe not in your set. But I know whats right and I dont think thats right and I wont do it.

At once, as she said this, Robertas heart gave a pained and weakening throb, for in saying so much she had exhibited more individuality and defiance than ever he had seen or that she fancied herself capable of in connection with him. It terrified her not a little. Perhaps he would not like her so much now if she were going to talk like that.

His mood darkened immediately. Why did she want to act so? She was too cautious, too afraid of anything that spelled a little life or pleasure. Other girls were not like that,  Rita, those girls at the factory. She pretended to love him. She did not object to his holding her in his arms and kissing her under a tree at the end of the street. But when it came to anything slightly more private or intimate, she could not bring herself to agree. What kind of a girl was she, anyhow? What was the use of pursuing her? Was this to be another case of Hortense Briggs with all her wiles and evasions? Of course Roberta was in no wise like her, but still she was so stubborn.

Although she could not see his face she knew he was angry and quite for the first time in this way.

All right, then, if you dont want to, you dont have to, came his words and with decidedly a cold ring to them. There are others places I can go. I notice you never want to do anything I want to do, though. Id like to know how you think were to do. We cant walk the streets every night. His tone was gloomy and foreboding  more contentious and bitter than at any time ever between them. And his references to other places shocked and frightened Roberta  so much so that instantly almost her own mood changed. Those other girls in his own world that no doubt he saw from time to time! Those other girls at the factory who were always trying to make eyes at him! She had seen them trying, and often. That Ruza Nikoforitch  as coarse as she was, but pretty, too. And that Flora Brandt! And Martha Bordaloue  ugh! To think that any one as nice as he should be pursued by such wretches as those. However, because of that, she was fearful lest he would think her too difficult  some one without the experience or daring to which he, in his superior world, was accustomed, and so turn to one of those. Then she would lose him. The thought terrified her. Immediately from one of defiance her attitude changed to one of pleading persuasion.

Oh, please, Clyde, dont be mad with me now, will you? You know that I would if I could. I cant do anything like that here. Cant you see? You know that. Why, theyd be sure to find out. And how would you feel if some one were to see us or recognize you? In a pleading way she put one hand on his arm, then about his waist and he could feel that in spite of her sharp opposition the moment before, she was very much concerned  painfully so. Please dont ask me to, she added in a begging tone.

Well, what did you want to leave the Newtons for then? he asked sullenly. I cant see where else we can go now if you wont let me come to see you once in a while. We cant go any place else.

The thought gave Roberta pause. Plainly this relationship was not to be held within conventional lines. At the same time she did not see how she could possibly comply. It was too unconventional  too unmoral  bad.

I thought we took it, she said weakly and placatively, just so that we could go places on Saturday and Sunday.

But where can we go Saturday and Sunday now? Everythings closed.

Again Roberta was checked by these unanswerable complexities which beleaguered them both and she exclaimed futilely, Oh, I wish I knew what to do.

Oh, it would be easy enough if you wanted to do it, but thats always the way with you, you dont want to.

She stood there, the night wind shaking the drying whispering leaves. Distinctly the problem in connection with him that she had been fearing this long while was upon her. Could she possibly, with all the right instruction that she had had, now do as he suggested. She was pulled and swayed by contending forces within herself, strong and urgent in either case. In the one instance, however painful it was to her moral and social mood, she was moved to comply  in another to reject once and for all, any such, as she saw it, bold and unnatural suggestion. Nevertheless, in spite of the latter and because of her compelling affection she could not do other than deal tenderly and pleadingly with him.

I cant, Clyde, I cant. I would if I could but I cant. It wouldnt be right. I would if I could make myself, but I cant. She looked up into his face, a pale oval in the dark, trying to see if he would not see, sympathize, be moved in her favor. However, irritated by this plainly definite refusal, he was not now to be moved. All this, as he saw it, smacked of that long series of defeats which had accompanied his attentions to Hortense Briggs. He was not going to stand for anything now like that, you bet. If this was the way she was going to act, well let her act so  but not with him. He could get plenty of girls now  lots of them  who would treat him better than this.

At once, and with an irritated shrug of the shoulders, as she now saw, he turned and started to leave her, saying as he did so, Oh, thats all right, if thats the way you feel about it. And Roberta dumfounded and terrified, stood there.

Please dont, go, Clyde. Please dont leave me, she exclaimed suddenly and pathetically, her defiance and courage undergoing a deep and sad change. I dont want you to. I love you so, Clyde. I would if I could. You know that.

Oh, yes, I know, but you neednt tell me that (it was his experience with Hortense and Rita that was prompting him to this attitude). With a twist he released his body from her arm and started walking briskly down the street in the dark.

And Roberta, stricken by this sudden development which was so painful to both, called, Clyde! And then ran after him a little way, eager that he should pause and let her plead with him more. But he did not return. Instead he went briskly on. And for the moment it was all she could do to keep from following him and by sheer force, if need be, restrain him. Her Clyde! And she started running in his direction a little, but as suddenly stopped, checked for the moment by the begging, pleading, compromising attitude in which she, for the first time, found herself. For on the one hand all her conventional training was now urging her to stand firm  not to belittle herself in this way  whereas on the other, all her desires for love, understanding, companionship, urged her to run after him before it was too late, and he was gone. His beautiful face, his beautiful hands. His eyes. And still the receding echo of his feet. And yet so binding were the conventions which had been urged upon her up to this time that, though suffering horribly, a balance between the two forces was struck, and she paused, feeling that she could neither go forward nor stand still  understand or endure this sudden rift in their wonderful friendship.

Pain constricted her heart and whitened her lips. She stood there numb and silent  unable to voice anything, even the name Clyde which persistently arose as a call in her throat. Instead she was merely thinking, Oh, Clyde, please dont go, Clyde. Oh, please dont go. And he was already out of hearing, walking briskly and grimly on, the click and echo of his receding steps falling less and less clearly on her suffering ears.

It was the first flashing, blinding, bleeding stab of love for her.


Chapter 21

The state of Robertas mind for that night is not easily to be described. For here was true and poignant love, and in youth true and poignant love is difficult to withstand. Besides it was coupled with the most stirring and grandiose illusions in regard to Clydes local material and social condition  illusions which had little to do with anything he had done to build up, but were based rather on conjecture and gossip over which he had no control. And her own home, as well as her personal situation was so unfortunate  no promise of any kind save in his direction. And here she was quarreling with him  sending him away angry. On the other hand was he not beginning to push too ardently toward those troublesome and no doubt dreadful liberties and familiarities which her morally trained conscience would not permit her to look upon as right? How was she to do now? What to say?

Now it was that she said to herself in the dark of her room, after having slowly and thoughtfully undressed and noiselessly crept into the large, old-fashioned bed. No, I wont do that. I mustnt. I cant. I will be a bad girl if I do. I should not do that for him even though he does want me to, and should threaten to leave me forever in case I refuse. He should be ashamed to ask me. And at the very same moment, or the next, she would be asking herself what else under the circumstances they were to do. For most certainly Clyde was at least partially correct in his contention that they had scarcely anywhere else they could go and not be recognized. How unfair was that rule of the company. And no doubt apart from that rule, the Griffiths would think it beneath him to be troubling with her, as would no doubt the Newtons and the Gilpins for that matter, if they should hear and know who he was. And if this information came to their knowledge it would injure him and her. And she would not do anything that would injure him  never.

One thing that occurred to her at this point was that she should get a place somewhere else so that this problem should be solved  a problem which at the moment seemed to have little to do with the more immediate and intimate one of desiring to enter her room. But that would mean that she would not see him any more all day long  only at night. And then not every night by any means. And that caused her to lay aside this thought of seeking another place.

At the same time as she now meditated the dawn would come to-morrow and there would be Clyde at the factory. And supposing that he should not speak to her nor she to him. Impossible! Ridiculous! Terrible! The mere thought brought her to a sitting posture in bed, where distractedly a vision of Clyde looking indifferently and coldly upon her came to her.

On the instant she was on her feet and had turned on the one incandescent globe which dangled from the center of the room. She went to the mirror hanging above the old walnut dresser in the corner and stared at herself. Already she imagined she could see dark rings under her eyes. She felt numb and cold and now shook her head in a helpless and distracted way. He couldnt be that mean. He couldnt be that cruel to her now  could he? Oh, if he but knew how difficult  how impossible was the thing he was asking of her! Oh, if the day would only come so that she could see his face again! Oh, if it were only another night so that she could take his hands in hers  his arm  feel his arms about her.

Clyde, Clyde, she exclaimed half aloud, you wouldnt do that to me, would you  you couldnt.

She crossed to an old, faded and somewhat decrepit overstuffed chair which stood in the center of the room beside a small table whereon lay some nondescript books and magazines  the Saturday Evening Post, Munseys, the Popular Science Monthly, Bebes Garden Seeds, and to escape most distracting and searing thoughts, sat down, her chin in her hands, her elbows planted on her knees. But the painful thoughts continuing and a sense of chill overtaking her, she took a comforter off the bed and folded it about her, then opened the seed catalogue  only to throw it down.

No, no, no, he couldnt do that to me, he wouldnt. She must not let him. Why, he had told her over and over that he was crazy about her  madly in love with her. They had been to all these wonderful places together.

And now, without any real consciousness of her movements, she was moving from the chair to the edge of the bed, sitting with elbows on knees and chin in hands; or she was before the mirror or peering restlessly out into the dark to see if there were any trace of day. And at six, and six-thirty when the light was just breaking and it was nearing time to dress, she was still up  in the chair, on the edge of the bed, in the corner before the mirror.

But she had reached but one definite conclusion and that was that in some way she must arrange not to have Clyde leave her. That must not be. There must be something that she could say or do that would cause him to love her still  even if, even if  well, even if she must let him stop in here or somewhere from time to time  some other room in some other rooming house maybe, where she could arrange in some way beforehand  say that he was her brother or something.

But the mood that dominated Clyde was of a different nature. To have understood it correctly, the full measure and obstinacy and sullen contentiousness that had suddenly generated, one would have had to return to Kansas City and the period in which he had been so futilely dancing attendance upon Hortense Briggs. Also his having been compelled to give up Rita,  yet to no end. For, although the present conditions and situation were different, and he had no moral authority wherewith to charge Roberta with any such unfair treatment as Hortense had meted out to him, still there was this other fact that girls  all of them  were obviously stubborn and self-preservative, always setting themselves apart from and even above the average man and so wishing to compel him to do a lot of things for them without their wishing to do anything in return. And had not Ratterer always told him that in so far as girls were concerned he was more or less of a fool  too easy  too eager to show his hand and let them know that he was struck on them. Whereas, as Ratterer had explained, Clyde possessed the looks  the goods  and why should he always be trailing after girls unless they wanted him very much. And this thought and compliment had impressed him very much at that time. Only because of the fiascos in connection with Hortense and Rita he was more earnest now. Yet here he was again in danger of repeating or bringing upon himself what had befallen him in the case of Hortense and Rita.

At the same time he was not without the self-incriminating thought that in seeking this, most distinctly he was driving toward a relationship which was not legitimate and that would prove dangerous in the future. For, as he now darkly and vaguely thought, if he sought a relationship which her prejudices and her training would not permit her to look upon as anything but evil, was he not thereby establishing in some form a claim on her part to some consideration from him in the future which it might not be so easy for him to ignore? For after all he was the aggressor  not she. And because of this, and whatever might follow in connection with it, might not she be in a position to demand more from him than he might be willing to give? For was it his intention to marry her? In the back of his mind there lurked something which even now assured him that he would never desire to marry her  could not in the face of his high family connections here. Therefore should he proceed to demand  or should he not? And if he did, could he avoid that which would preclude any claim in the future?

He did not thus so distinctly voice his inmost feelings to himself, but relatively of such was their nature. Yet so great was the temperamental and physical enticement of Roberta that in spite of a warning nudge or mood that seemed to hint that it was dangerous for him to persist in his demand, he kept saying to himself that unless she would permit him to her room, he would not have anything more to do with her, the desire for her being all but overpowering.

This contest which every primary union between the sexes, whether with or without marriage implies, was fought out the next day in the factory. And yet without a word on either side. For Clyde, although he considered himself to be deeply in love with Roberta, was still not so deeply involved but that a naturally selfish and ambitious and seeking disposition would in this instance stand its ground and master any impulse. And he was determined to take the attitude of one who had been injured and was determined not to be friends any more or yield in any way unless some concession on her part, such as would appease him, was made.

And in consequence he came into the stamping department that morning with the face and air of one who was vastly preoccupied with matters which had little, if anything, to do with what had occurred the night before. Yet, being far from certain that this attitude on his part was likely to lead to anything but defeat, he was inwardly depressed and awry. For, after all, the sight of Roberta, freshly arrived, and although pale and distrait, as charming and energetic as ever, was not calculated to assure him of any immediate or even ultimate victory. And knowing her as well as he thought he did, by now, he was but weakly sustained by the thought that she might yield.

He looked at her repeatedly when she was not looking. And when in turn she looked at him repeatedly, but only at first when he was not looking, later when she felt satisfied that his eyes, whether directly bent on her or not, must be encompassing her, still no trace of recognition could she extract. And now to her bitter disappointment, not only did he choose to ignore her, but quite for the first time since they had been so interested in each other, he professed to pay, if not exactly conspicuous at least noticeable and intentional attention to those other girls who were always so interested in him and who always, as she had been constantly imagining, were but waiting for any slight overture on his part, to yield themselves to him in any way that he might dictate.

Now he was looking over the shoulder of Ruza Nikoforitch, her plump face with its snub nose and weak chin turned engagingly toward him, and he commenting on something not particularly connected with the work in hand apparently, for both were idly smiling. Again, in a little while, he was by the side of Martha Bordaloue, her plump French shoulders and arms bare to the pits next to his. And for all her fleshy solidity and decidedly foreign flavor, there was still enough about her which most men would like. And with her Clyde was attempting to jest, too.

And later it was Flora Brandt, the very sensuous and not unpleasing American girl whom Roberta had seen Clyde cultivating from time to time. Yet, even so, she had never been willing to believe that he might become interested in any of these. Not Clyde, surely.

And yet he could not see her at all now  could not find time to say a single word, although all these pleasant words and gay looks for all these others. Oh, how bitter! Oh, how cruel! And how utterly she despised those other girls with their oglings and their open attempts to take him from her. Oh, how terrible. Surely he must be very opposed to her now  otherwise he could not do this, and especially after all that had been between them  the love  the kisses.

The hours dragged for both, and with as much poignance for Clyde as for Roberta. For his was a feverish, urgent disposition where his dreams were concerned, and could ill brook the delay or disappointments that are the chief and outstanding characteristics of the ambitions of men, whatever their nature. He was tortured hourly by the thought that he was to lose Roberta or that to win her back he would have to succumb to her wishes.

And on her part she was torn, not so much by the question as to whether she would have to yield in this matter (for by now that was almost the least of her worries), but whether, once so yielding, Clyde would be satisfied with just some form of guarded social contact in the room  or not. And so continue on the strength of that to be friends with her. For more than this she would not grant  never. And yet  this suspense. The misery of his indifference. She could scarcely endure it from minute to minute, let alone from hour to hour, and finally in an agony of dissatisfaction with herself at having brought all this on herself, she retired to the rest room at about three in the afternoon and there with the aid of a piece of paper found on the floor and a small bit of pencil which she had, she composed a brief note:

Please, Clyde, dont be mad at me, will you? Please dont. Please look at me and speak to me, wont you? Im so sorry about last night, really I am  terribly. And I must see you to-night at the end of Elm Street at 8:30 if you can, will you? I have something to tell you. Please do come. And please do look at me and tell me you will, even though you are angry. You wont be sorry. I love you so. You know I do.

Your sorrowful,

ROBERTA.

And in the spirit of one who is in agonized search for an opiate, she folded up the paper and returning to the room, drew close to Clydes desk. He was before it at the time, bent over some slips. And quickly as she passed she dropped the paper between his hands. He looked up instantly, his dark eyes still hard at the moment with the mingled pain and unrest and dissatisfaction and determination that had been upon him all day, and noting Robertas retreating figure as well as the note, he at once relaxed, a wave of puzzled satisfaction as well as delight instantly filled him. He opened it and read. And as instantly his body was suffused with a warm and yet very weakening ray.

And Roberta in turn, having reached her table and paused to note if by any chance any one had observed her, now looked cautiously about, a strained and nervous look in her eyes. But seeing Clyde looking directly at her, his eyes filled with a conquering and yet yielding light and a smile upon his lips, and his head nodding a happy assent, she as suddenly experienced a dizzying sensation, as though her hitherto constricted blood, detained by a constricted heart and constricted nerves, were as suddenly set free. And all the dry marshes and cracked and parched banks of her soul  the dry rivulets and streams and lakes of misery that seemed to dot her being  were as instantly flooded with this rich upwelling force of life and love.

He would meet her. They would meet to-night. He would put his arms around her and kiss her as before. She would be able to look in his eyes. They would not quarrel any more  oh, never if she could help it.


Chapter 22

The wonder and, delight of a new and more intimate form of contact, of protest gainsaid, of scruples overcome! Days, when both, having struggled in vain against the greater intimacy which each knew that the other was desirous of yielding to, and eventually so yielding, looked forward to the approaching night with an eagerness which was as a fever embodying a fear. For with what qualms  what protests on the part of Roberta; what determination, yet not without a sense of evil  seduction  betrayal, on the part of Clyde. Yet the thing once done, a wild convulsive pleasure motivating both. Yet, not without, before all this, an exaction on the part of Roberta to the effect that never  come what might (the natural consequences of so wild an intimacy strong in her thoughts) would he desert her, since without his aid she would be helpless. Yet, with no direct statement as to marriage. And he, so completely overcome and swayed by his desire, thoughtlessly protesting that he never would  never. She might depend on that, at least, although even then there was no thought in his mind of marriage. He would not do that. Yet nights and nights  all scruples for the time being abandoned, and however much by day Roberta might brood and condemn herself  when each yielded to the other completely. And dreamed thereafter, recklessly and wildly, of the joy of it  wishing from day to day for the time being that the long day might end  that the concealing, rewarding feverish night were at hand.

And Clyde feeling, and not unlike Roberta, who was firmly and even painfully convinced of it, that this was sin  deadly, mortal  since both his mother and father had so often emphasized that  the seducer  adulterer  who preys outside the sacred precincts of marriage. And Roberta, peering nervously into the blank future, wondering what  how, in any case, by any chance, Clyde should change, or fail her. Yet the night returning, her mood once more veering, and she as well as he hurrying to meet somewhere  only later, in the silence of the middle night, to slip into this unlighted room which was proving so much more of a Paradise than either might ever know again  so wild and unrecapturable is the fever of youth.

And  at times  and despite all his other doubts and fears, Clyde, because of this sudden abandonment by Roberta of herself to his desires, feeling for the first time, really, in all his feverish years, that at last he was a man of the world  one who was truly beginning to know women. And so taking to himself an air or manner that said as plainly as might have any words Behold I am no longer the inexperienced, neglected simpleton of but a few weeks ago, but an individual of import now  some one who knows something about life. What have any of these strutting young men, and gay, coaxing, flirting girls all about me, that I have not? And if I chose  were less loyal than I am  what might I not do? And this was proving to him that the notion which Hortense Briggs, to say nothing of the more recent fiasco in connection with Rita had tended to build up in his mind, i.e.,  that he was either unsuccessful or ill-fated where girls were concerned was false. He was after all and despite various failures and inhibitions a youth of the Don Juan or Lothario stripe.

And if now Roberta was obviously willing to sacrifice herself for him in this fashion, must there not be others?

And this, in spite of the present indifference of the Griffiths, caused him to walk with even more of an air than had hitherto characterized him. Even though neither they nor any of those connected with them recognized him, still he looked at himself in his mirror from time to time with an assurance and admiration which before this he had never possessed. For now Roberta, feeling that her future was really dependent on his will and whim, had set herself to flatter him almost constantly, to be as obliging and convenient to him as possible. Indeed, according to her notion of the proper order of life, she was now his and his only, as much as any wife is ever to a husband, to do with as he wished.

And for a time therefore, Clyde forgot his rather neglected state here and was content to devote himself to her without thinking much of the future. The one thing that did trouble him at times was the thought that possibly, in connection with the original fear she had expressed to him, something might go wrong, which, considering her exclusive devotion to him, might prove embarrassing. At the same time he did not trouble to speculate too deeply as to that. He had Roberta now. These relations, in so far as either of them could see, or guess, were a dark secret. The pleasures of this left-handed honeymoon were at full tide. And the remaining brisk and often sunshiny and warm November and first December days passed  as in a dream, really  an ecstatic paradise of sorts in the very center of a humdrum conventional and petty and underpaid work-a-day world.

In the meantime the Griffiths had been away from the city since the middle of June and ever since their departure Clyde had been meditating upon them and all they represented in his life and that of the city. Their great house closed and silent, except for gardeners and an occasional chauffeur or servant visible as he walked from time to time past the place, was the same as a shrine to him, nearly  the symbol of that height to which by some turn of fate he might still hope to attain. For he had never quite been able to expel from his mind the thought that his future must in some way be identified with the grandeur that was here laid out before him.

Yet so far as the movements of the Griffiths family and their social peers outside Lycurgus were concerned, he knew little other than that which from time to time he had read in the society columns of the two local papers which almost obsequiously pictured the comings and goings of all those who were connected with the more important families of the city. At times, after reading these accounts he had pictured to himself, even when he was off somewhere with Roberta at some unheralded resort, Gilbert Griffiths racing in his big car, Bella, Bertine and Sandra dancing, canoeing in the moonlight, playing tennis, riding at some of the smart resorts where they were reported to be. The thing had had a bite and ache for him that was almost unendurable and had lit up for him at times and with overwhelming clarity this connection of his with Roberta. For after all, who was she? A factory girl! The daughter of parents who lived and worked on a farm and one who was compelled to work for her own living. Whereas he  he  if fortune would but favor him a little  ! Was this to be the end of all his dreams in connection with his perspective superior life here?

So it was that at moments and in his darker moods, and especially after she had abandoned herself to him, his thoughts ran. She was not of his station, really  at least not of that of the Griffiths to which still he most eagerly aspired. Yet at the same time, whatever the mood generated by such items as he read in The Star, he would still return to Roberta, picturing her, since the other mood which had drawn him to her had by no means palled as yet, as delightful, precious, exceedingly worthwhile from the point of view of beauty, pleasure, sweetness  the attributes and charms which best identify any object of delight.

But the Griffiths and their friends having returned to the city, and Lycurgus once more taken on that brisk, industrial and social mood which invariably characterized it for at least seven months in the year, he was again, and even more vigorously than before, intrigued by it. The beauty of the various houses along Wykeagy Avenue and its immediate tributaries! The unusual and intriguing sense of movement and life there so much in evidence. Oh, if he were but of it!


Chapter 23

And then, one November evening as Clyde was walking along Wykeagy Avenue, just west of Central, a portion of the locally celebrated avenue which, ever since he had moved to Mrs. Peytons he was accustomed to traverse to and from his work, one thing did occur which in so far as he and the Griffiths were concerned was destined to bring about a chain of events which none of them could possibly have foreseen. At the time there was in his heart and mind that singing which is the inheritance of youth and ambition and which the dying of the old year, instead of depressing, seemed but to emphasize. He had a good position. He was respected here. Over and above his room and board he had not less than fifteen dollars a week to spend on himself and Roberta, an income which, while it did not parallel that which had been derived from the Green-Davidson or the Union League, was still not so involved with family miseries in the one place or personal loneliness in the other. And he had Roberta secretly devoted to him. And the Griffiths, thank goodness, did not and should not know anything of that, though just how in case of a difficulty it was to be avoided, he was not even troubling to think. His was a disposition which did not tend to load itself with more than the most immediate cares.

And although the Griffiths and their friends had not chosen to recognize him socially, still more and more all others who were not connected with local society and who knew of him, did. Only this very day, because the spring before he had been made a room-chief, perhaps, and Samuel Griffiths had recently paused and talked with him, no less an important personage than Mr. Rudolph Smillie, one of the several active vice-presidents, had asked him most cordially and casually whether he played golf, and if so, when spring came again, whether he might not be interested to join the Amoskeag, one of the two really important golf clubs within a half dozen miles of the city. Now, what could that mean, if not that Mr. Smillie was beginning to see him as a social possibility, and that he as well as many others about the factory, were becoming aware of him as some one who was of some importance to the Griffiths, if not the factory.

This thought, together with one other  that once more after dinner he was to see Roberta and in her room as early as eleven oclock or even earlier  cheered him and caused him to step along most briskly and gayly. For, since having indulged in this secret adventure so many times, both were unconsciously becoming bolder. Not having been detected to date, they were of the notion that it was possible they might not be. Or if they were Clyde might be introduced as her brother or cousin for the moment, anyhow, in order to avoid immediate scandal. Later, to avoid danger of comment or subsequent detection, as both had agreed after some discussion, Roberta might have to move to some other place where the same routine was to be repeated. But that would be easy, or at least better than no freedom of contact. And with that Roberta had been compelled to agree.

However, on this occasion there came a contact and an interruption which set his thoughts careening in an entirely different direction. Reaching the first of the more important houses of Wykeagy Avenue, although he had not the slightest idea who lived there, he was gazing interestedly at the high wrought-iron fence, as well as the kempt lawn within, dimly illuminated by street lamps, and upon the surface of which he could detect many heaps of freshly fallen brown leaves being shaken and rolled by a winnowing and gamboling wind. It was all so starkly severe, placid, reserved, beautiful, as he saw it, that he was quite stirred by the dignity and richness of it. And as he neared the central gate, above which two lights were burning, making a circle of light about it, a closed car of great size and solidity stopped directly in front of it. And the chauffeur stepping down and opening the door, Clyde instantly recognized Sondra Finchley leaning forward in the car.

Go around to the side entrance, David, and tell Miriam that I cant wait for her because Im going over to the Trumbulls for dinner, but that Ill be back by nine. If shes not there, leave this note and hurry, will you? The voice and manner were of that imperious and yet pleasing mode which had so intrigued him the spring before.

At the same time seeing, as she thought, Gilbert Griffiths approaching along the sidewalk, she called, Oh, hello. Walking to-night? If you want to wait a minute, you can ride out with me. Ive just sent David in with a note. He wont be long.

Now Sondra Finchley, despite the fact that she was interested in Bella and the Griffiths wealth and prestige in general was by no means as well pleased with Gilbert. He had been indifferent to her in the beginning when she had tried to cultivate him and he had remained so. He had wounded her pride. And to her, who was overflowing with vanity and self-conceit, this was the last offense, and she could not forgive him. She could not and would not brook the slightest trace of ego in another, and most especially the vain, cold, self-centered person of Bellas brother. He had too fine an opinion of himself, as she saw it, was one who was too bursting with vanity to be of service to anyone. Hmp! That stick. It was so that she invariably thought of him. Who does he think he is anyhow? He certainly does think hes a lot around here. Youd think he was a Rockefeller or a Morgan. And for my part I cant see where hes a bit interesting  any more. I like Bella. I think shes lovely. But that smarty. I guess he would like to have a girl wait on him. Well, not for me. Such in the main were the comments made by Sondra upon such reported acts and words of Gilbert as were brought to her by others.

And for his part, Gilbert, hearing of the gyrations, airs, and aspirations of Sondra from Bella from time to time, was accustomed to remark: What, that little snip! Who does she think she is anyhow? If ever there was a conceited little nut!...

However, so tightly were the social lines of Lycurgus drawn, so few the truly eligibles, that it was almost necessary and compulsory upon those in to make the best of such others as were in. And so it was that she now greeted Gilbert as she thought. And as she moved over slightly from the door to make room for him, Clyde almost petrified by this unexpected recognition, and quite shaken out of his pose and self-contemplation, not being sure whether he had heard aright, now approached, his manner the epitome almost of a self-ingratiating and somewhat affectionate and wistful dog of high breeding and fine temperament.

Oh, good evening, he exclaimed, removing his cap and bowing. How are you? while his mind was registering that this truly was the beautiful, the exquisite Sondra whom months before he had met at his uncles, and concerning whose social activities during the preceding summer he had been reading in the papers. And now here she was as lovely as ever, seated in this beautiful car and addressing him, apparently. However, Sondra on the instant realizing that she had made a mistake and that it was not Gilbert, was quite embarrassed and uncertain for the moment just how to extricate herself from a situation which was a bit ticklish, to say the least.

Oh, pardon me, youre Mr. Clyde Griffiths, I see now. Its my mistake. I thought you were Gilbert. I couldnt quite make you out in the light. She had for the moment an embarrassed and fidgety and halting manner, which Clyde noticed and which he saw implied that she had made a mistake that was not entirely flattering to him nor satisfactory to her. And this in turn caused him to become confused and anxious to retire.

Oh, pardon me. But thats all right. I didnt mean to intrude. I thought... He flushed and stepped back really troubled.

But now Sondra, seeing at once that Clyde was if anything much more attractive than his cousin and far more diffident, and obviously greatly impressed by her charms as well as her social state, unbent sufficiently to say with a charming smile: But thats all right. Wont you get in, please, and let me take you where you are going. Oh, I wish you would. I will be so glad to take you.

For there was that in Clydes manner the instant he learned that it was due to a mistake that he had been recognized which caused even her to understand that he was hurt, abashed and disappointed. His eyes took on a hurt look and there was a wavering, apologetic, sorrowful smile playing about his lips.

Why, yes, of course, he said jerkily, that is, if you want me to. I understand how it was. Thats all right. But you neednt mind, if you dont wish to. I thought... He had half turned to go, but was so drawn by her that he could scarcely tear himself away before she repeated: Oh, do come, get in, Mr. Griffiths. Ill be so glad if you will. It won t take David a moment to take you wherever you are going, Im sure. And I am sorry about the other, really I am. I didnt mean, you know, that just because you werent Gilbert Griffiths

He paused and in a bewildered manner stepped forward and entering the car, slipped into the seat beside her. And she, interested by his personality, at once began to look at him, feeling glad that it was he now instead of Gilbert. In order the better to see and again reveal her devastating charms, as she saw them, to Clyde, she now switched on the roof light. And the chauffeur returning, she asked Clyde where he wished to go  an address which he gave reluctantly enough, since it was so different from the street in which she resided. As the car sped on, he was animated by a feverish desire to make some use of this brief occasion which might cause her to think favorably of him  perhaps, who knows  lead to some faint desire on her part to contact him again at some time or other. He was so truly eager to be of her world.

Its certainly nice of you to take me up this way, he now turned to her and observed, smiling. I didnt think it was my cousin you meant or I wouldnt have come up as I did.

Oh, thats all right. Dont mention it, replied Sondra archly with a kind of sticky sweetness in her voice. Her original impression of him as she now felt, had been by no means so vivid. Its my mistake, not yours. But Im glad I made it now, anyhow, she added most definitely and with an engaging smile. I think Id rather pick you up than I would Gil, anyhow. We dont get along any too well, he and I. We quarrel a lot whenever we do meet anywhere. She smiled, having completely recovered from her momentary embarrassment, and now leaned back after the best princess fashion, her glance examining Clydes very regular features with interest. He had such soft smiling eyes she thought. And after all, as she now reasoned, he was Bellas and Gilberts cousin, and looked prosperous.

Well, thats too bad, he said stiffly, and with a very awkward and weak attempt at being self-confident and even high-spirited in her presence.

Oh, it doesnt amount to anything, really. We just quarrel, thats all, once in a while.

She saw that he was nervous and bashful and decidedly unresourceful in her presence and it pleased her to think that she could thus befuddle and embarrass him so much. Are you still working for your uncle?

Oh, yes, replied Clyde quickly, as though it would make an enormous difference to her if he were not. I have charge of a department over there now.

Oh, really, I didnt know. I havent seen you at all, since that one time, you know. You dont get time to go about much, I suppose. She looked at him wisely, as much as to say, Your relatives arent so very much interested in you, but really liking him now, she said instead, You have been in the city all summer, I suppose?

Oh, yes, replied Clyde quite simply and winningly. I have to be, you know. Its the work that keeps me here. But Ive seen your name in the papers often, and read about your riding and tennis contests and I saw you in that flower parade last June, too. I certainly thought you looked beautiful, like an angel almost.

There was an admiring, pleading light in his eyes which now quite charmed her. What a pleasing young man  so different to Gilbert. And to think he should be so plainly and hopelessly smitten, and when she could take no more than a passing interest in him. It made her feel sorry, a little, and hence kindly toward him. Besides what would Gilbert think if only he knew that his cousin was so completely reduced by her  how angry he would be  he, who so plainly thought her a snip? It would serve him just right if Clyde were taken up by some one and made more of than he (Gilbert) ever could hope to be. The thought had a most pleasing tang for her.

However, at this point, unfortunately, the car turned in before Mrs. Peytons door and stopped. The adventure for Clyde and for her was seemingly over.

Thats awfully nice of you to say that. I wont forget that. She smiled archly as, the chauffeur opening the door, Clyde stepped down, his own nerves taut because of the grandeur and import of this encounter. So this is where you live. Do you expect to be in Lycurgus all winter?

Oh, yes. Im quite sure of it. I hope to be anyhow, he added, quite yearningly, his eyes expressing his meaning completely.

Well, perhaps, then Ill see you again somewhere, some time. I hope so, anyhow.

She nodded and gave him her fingers and the most fetching and wreathy of smiles, and he, eager to the point of folly, added: Oh, so do I.

Good night! Good night! she called as the car sprang away, and Clyde, looking after it, wondered if he would ever see her again so closely and intimately as here. To think that he should have met her again in this way! And she had proved so very different from that first time when, as he distinctly recalled, she took no interest in him at all.

He turned hopefully and a little wistfully toward his own door.

And Sondra...why was it, she pondered, as the motor car sped on its way, that the Griffiths were apparently not much interested in him?


Chapter 24

The effect of this so casual contact was really disrupting in more senses than one. For now in spite of his comfort in and satisfaction with Roberta, once more and in this positive and to him entrancing way, was posed the whole question of his social possibilities here. And that strangely enough by the one girl of this upper level who had most materialized and magnified for him the meaning of that upper level itself. The beautiful Sondra Finchley! Her lovely face, smart clothes, gay and superior demeanor! If only at the time he had first encountered her he had managed to interest her. Or could now.

The fact that his relations with Roberta were what they were now was not of sufficient import or weight to offset the temperamental or imaginative pull of such a girl as Sondra and all that she represented. Just to think the Wimblinger Finchley Electric Sweeper Company was one of the largest manufacturing concerns here. Its tall walls and stacks made a part of the striking sky line across the Mohawk. And the Finchley residence in Wykeagy Avenue, near that of the Griffiths, was one of the most impressive among that distinguished row of houses which had come with the latest and most discriminating architectural taste here  Italian Renaissance  cream hued marble and Dutchess County sandstone combined. And the Finchleys were among the most discussed of families here.

Ah, to know this perfect girl more intimately! To be looked upon by her with favor,  made, by reason of that favor, a part of that fine world to which she belonged. Was he not a Griffiths  as good looking as Gilbert Griffiths any day? And as attractive if he only had as much money  or a part of it even. To be able to dress in the Gilbert Griffiths fashion; to ride around in one of the handsome cars he sported! Then, you bet, a girl like this would be delighted to notice him,  mayhap, who knows, even fall in love with him. Analschar and the tray of glasses. But now, as he gloomily thought, he could only hope, hope, hope.

The devil! He would not go around to Robertas this evening. He would trump up some excuse  tell her in the morning that he had been called upon by his uncle or cousin to do some work. He could not and would not go, feeling as he did just now.

So much for the effect of wealth, beauty, the peculiar social state to which he most aspired, on a temperament that was as fluid and unstable as water.

On the other hand, later, thinking over her contact with Clyde, Sondra was definitely taken with what may only be described as his charm for her, all the more definite in this case since it represented a direct opposite to all that his cousin offered by way of offense. His clothes and his manner, as well as a remark he had dropped, to the effect that he was connected with the company in some official capacity, seemed to indicate that he might be better placed than she had imagined. Yet she also recalled that although she had been about with Bella all summer and had encountered Gilbert, Myra and their parents from time to time, there had never been a word about Clyde. Indeed all the information she had gathered concerning him was that originally furnished by Mrs. Griffiths, who had said that he was a poor nephew whom her husband had brought on from the west in order to help in some way. Yet now, as she viewed Clyde on this occasion, he did not seem so utterly unimportant or poverty-stricken by any means  quite interesting and rather smart and very attractive, and obviously anxious to be taken seriously by a girl like herself, as she could see. And this coming from Gilberts cousin  a Griffiths  was flattering.

Arriving at the Trumbulls, a family which centered about one Douglas Trumbull, a prosperous lawyer and widower and speculator of this region, who, by reason of his children as well as his own good manners and legal subtlety, had managed to ingratiate himself into the best circles of Lycurgus society, she suddenly confided to Jill Trumbull, the elder of the lawyers two daughters: You know I had a funny experience to-day. And she proceeded to relate all that had occurred in detail. Afterward at dinner, Jill having appeared to find it most fascinating, she again repeated it to Gertrude and Tracy, the younger daughter and only son of the Trumbull family.

Oh, yes, observed Tracy Trumbull, a law student in his fathers office, Ive seen that fellow, I bet, three or four times on Central Avenue. He looks a lot like Gil, doesnt he? Only not so swagger. Ive nodded to him two or three times this summer because I thought he was Gil for the moment.

Oh, Ive seen him, too, commented Gertrude Trumbull. He wears a cap and a belted coat like Gilbert Griffiths, sometimes, doesnt he? Arabella Stark pointed him out to me once and then Jill and I saw him passing Starks once on a Saturday afternoon. He is better looking than Gil, any day, I think.

This confirmed Sondra in her own thoughts in regard to Clyde and now she added: Bertine Cranston and I met him one evening last spring at the Griffiths. We thought he was too bashful, then. But I wish you could see him now  hes positively handsome, with the softest eyes and the nicest smile.

Oh, now, Sondra, commented Jill Trumbull, who, apart from Bertine and Bella, was as close to Sondra as any girl here, having been one of her classmates at the Snedeker School, I know some one who would be jealous if he could hear you say that.

And wouldnt Gil Griffiths like to hear that his cousins better looking than he is? chimed in Tracy Trumbull. Oh, say

Oh, he, sniffed Sondra irritably. He thinks hes so much. Ill bet anything its because of him that the Griffiths wont have anything to do with their cousin. Im sure of it, now that I think of it. Bella would, of course, because I heard her say last spring that she thought he was good-looking. And Myra wouldnt do anything to hurt anybody. What a lark if some of us were to take him up some time and begin inviting him here and there  once in a while, you know  just for fun, to see how he would do. And how the Griffiths would take it. I know well enough it would be all right with Mr. Griffiths and Myra and Bella, but Gil Ill bet would be as peeved as anything. I couldnt do it myself very well, because Im so close to Bella, but I know who could and they couldnt say a thing. She paused, thinking of Bertine Cranston and how she disliked Gil and Mrs. Griffiths. I wonder if he dances or rides or plays tennis or anything like that? She stopped and meditated amusedly, the while the others studied her. And Jill Trumbull, a restless, eager girl like herself, without so much of her looks or flair, however, observed: It would be a prank, wouldnt it? Do you suppose the Griffiths really would dislike it very much?

Whats the difference if they did? went on Sondra. They couldnt do anything more than ignore him, could they? And who would care about that, Id like to know. Not the people who invited him.

Go on, you fellows, stir up a local scrap, will you? put in Tracy Trumbull. Ill bet anything thats what comes of it in the end. Gil Griffiths wont like it, you can gamble on that. I wouldnt if I were in his position. If you want to stir up a lot of feeling here, go to it, but Ill lay a bet thats what it comes to.

Now Sondra Finchleys nature was of just such a turn that a thought of this kind was most appealing to her. However, as interesting as the idea was to her at the time, nothing definite might have come of it, had it not been that subsequent to this conversation and several others held with Bertine Cranston, Jill Trumbull, Patricia Anthony, and Arabella Stark, the news of this adventure, together with some comments as to himself, finally came to the ears of Gilbert Griffiths, yet only via Constance Wynant to whom, as local gossips would have it, he was prospectively engaged. And Constance, hoping that Gilbert would marry her eventually, was herself irritated by the report that Sondra had chosen to interest herself in Clyde, and then, for no sane reason, as she saw it, proclaim that he was more attractive than Gilbert. So, as much to relieve herself as to lay some plan of avenging herself upon Sondra, if possible, she conveyed the whole matter in turn to Gilbert, who at once proceeded to make various cutting references to Clyde and Sondra. And these carried back to Sondra, along with certain embellishments by Constance, had the desired effect. It served to awaken in her the keenest desire for retaliation. For if she chose she certainly could be nice to Clyde, and have others be nice to him, too. And that would mean perhaps that Gilbert would find himself faced by a social rival of sorts  his own cousin, too, who, even though he was poor, might come to be liked better. What a lark! At the very same time there came to her a way by which she might most easily introduce Clyde, and yet without seeming so to do, and without any great harm to herself, if it did not terminate as she wished.

For in Lycurgus among the younger members of those smarter families whose children had been to the Snedeker School, existed a rather illusory and casual dinner and dance club called the Now and Then. It had no definite organization, officers or abode. Any one, who, because of class and social connections was eligible and chose to belong, could call a meeting of other members to give a dinner or dance or tea in their homes.

And how simple, thought Sondra in browsing around for a suitable vehicle by which to introduce Clyde, if some one other than herself who belonged could be induced to get up something and then at her suggestion invite Clyde. How easy, say, for Jill Trumbull to give a dinner and dance to the Now and Thens, to which Clyde might be invited. And by this ruse she would thus be able to see him again and find out just how much he did interest her and what he was like.

Accordingly a small dinner for this club and its friends was announced for the first Thursday in December, Jill Trumbull to be the hostess. To it were to be invited Sondra and her brother, Stuart, Tracy and Gertrude Trumbull, Arabella Stark, Bertine and her brother, and some others from Utica and Gloversville as well. And Clyde. But in order to safeguard Clyde against any chance of failure or even invidious comment of any kind, not only she but Bertine and Jill and Gertrude were to be attentive to and considerate of him. They were to see that his dance program was complete and that neither at dinner nor on the dance floor was he to be left to himself, but was to be passed on most artfully from one to the other until evening should be over. For, by reason of that, others might come to be interested in him, which would not only take the thorn from the thought that Sondra alone, of all the better people of Lycurgus, had been friendly to him, but would sharpen the point of this development for Gilbert, if not for Bella and the other members of the Griffiths family.

And in accordance with this plan, so it was done.

And so it was that Clyde, returning from the factory one early December evening about two weeks after his encounter with Sondra, was surprised by the sight of a cream-colored note leaning against the mirror of his dresser. It was addressed in a large, scrawly and unfamiliar hand. He picked it up and turned it over without being able in any way to fix upon the source. On the back were the initials B. T. or J. T., he could not decide which, so elaborately intertwined was the engraved penmanship. He tore it open and drew out a card which read:

The Now and Then Club
Will Hold Its First
Winter Dinner Dance
At the Home of
Douglas Trumbull
135 Wykeagy Ave
On Thursday, December 4
You Are Cordially Invited
Will You Kindly Reply to Miss Jill Trumbull?

On the back of this, though, in the same scrawly hand that graced the envelope was written: Dear Mr. Griffiths: Thought you might like to come. It will be quite informal. And Im sure youll like it. If so, will you let Jill Trumbull know? Sondra Finchley.

Quite amazed and thrilled, Clyde stood and stared. For ever since that second contact with her, he had been more definitely fascinated than at any time before by the dream that somehow, in some way, he was to be lifted from the lowly state in which he now dwelt. He was, as he now saw it, really too good for the Commonplace world by which he was environed. And now here was this  a social invitation issued by the Now and Then Club, of which, even though he had never heard of it, must be something since it was sponsored by such exceptional people. And on the back of it, was there not the writing of Sondra herself? How marvelous, really!

So astonished was he that he could scarcely contain himself for joy, but now on the instant must walk to and fro, looking at himself in the mirror, washing his hands and face, then deciding that his tie was not just right, perhaps, and changing to another  thinking forward to what he should wear and back upon how Sondra had looked at him on that last occasion. And how she had smiled. At the same time he could not help wondering even at this moment of what Roberta would think, if now, by some extra optical power of observation she could note his present joy in connection with this note. For plainly, and because he was no longer governed by the conventional notions of his parents, he had been allowing himself to drift into a position in regard to her which would certainly spell torture to her in case she should discover the nature of his present mood, a thought which puzzled him not a little, but did not serve to modify his thoughts in regard to Sondra in the least.

That wonderful girl!

That beauty!

That world of wealth and social position she lived in!

At the same time so innately pagan and unconventional were his thoughts in regard to all this that he could now ask himself, and that seriously enough, why should he not be allowed to direct his thoughts toward her and away from Roberta, since at the moment Sondra supplied the keener thought of delight. Roberta could not know about this. She could not see into his mind, could she  become aware of any such extra experience as this unless he told her. And most assuredly he did not intend to tell her. And what harm, he now asked himself, was there in a poor youth like himself aspiring to such heights? Other youths as poor as himself had married girls as rich as Sondra.

For in spite of all that had occurred between him and Roberta he had not, as he now clearly recalled, given her his word that he would marry her except under one condition. And such a condition, especially with the knowledge that he had all too clearly acquired in Kansas City, was not likely to happen as he thought.

And Sondra, now that she had thus suddenly burst upon him again in this way was the same as a fever to his fancy. This goddess in her shrine of gilt and tinsel so utterly enticing to him, had deigned to remember him in this open and direct way and to suggest that he be invited. And no doubt she, herself, was going to be there, a thought which thrilled him beyond measure.

And what would not Gilbert and the Griffiths think if they were to hear of his going to this affair now, as they surely would? Or meet him later at some other party to which Sondra might invite him? Think of that! Would it irritate or please them? Make them think less or more of him? For, after all, this certainly was not of his doing. Was he not properly invited by people of their own station here in Lycurgus whom most certainly they were compelled to respect? And by no device of his, either  sheer accident  the facts concerning which would most certainly not reflect on him as pushing. As lacking as he was in some of the finer shades of mental discrimination, a sly and ironic pleasure lay in the thought that now Gilbert and the Griffiths might be compelled to countenance him whether they would or not  invite him to their home, even. For, if these others did, how could they avoid it, really? Oh, joy! And that in the face of Gilberts high contempt for him. He fairly chuckled as he thought of it, feeling that however much Gilbert might resent it, neither his uncle nor Myra were likely to, and that hence he would be fairly safe from any secret desire on the part of Gilbert to revenge himself on him for this.

But how wonderful this invitation! Why that intriguing scribble of Sondras unless she was interested in him some? Why? The thought was so thrilling that Clyde could scarcely eat his dinner that night. He took up the card and kissed the handwriting. And instead of going to see Roberta as usual, he decided as before on first reencountering her, to walk a bit, then return to his room, and retire early. And on the morrow as before he could make some excuse  say that he had been over to the Griffiths home, or some one of the heads of the factory, in order to listen to an explanation in regard to something in connection with the work, since there were often such conferences. For, in the face of this, he did not care to see or talk to Roberta this night. He could not. The other thought  that of Sondra and her interest in him  was too enticing.


Chapter 25

But in the interim, in connection with his relations with Roberta no least reference to Sondra, although, even when near her in the factory or her room, he could not keep his thoughts from wandering away to where Sondra in her imaginary high social world might be. The while Roberta, at moments only sensing a drift and remoteness in his thought and attitude which had nothing to do with her, was wondering what it was that of late was beginning to occupy him so completely. And he, in his turn, when she was not looking was thinking  supposing?  supposing  (since she had troubled to recall herself to him), that he could interest a girl like Sondra in him? What then of Roberta? What? And in the face of this intimate relation that had now been established between them? (Goodness! The deuce!) And that he did care for her (yes, he did), although now  basking in the direct rays of this newer luminary  he could scarcely see Roberta any longer, so strong were the actinic rays of this other. Was he all wrong? Was it evil to be like this? His mother would say so! And his father too  and perhaps everybody who thought right about life  Sondra Finchley, maybe  the Griffiths  all.

And yet! And yet! It was snowing the first light snow of the year as Clyde, arrayed in a new collapsible silk hat and white silk muffler, both suggested by a friendly haberdasher  Orrin Short, with whom recently he had come in contact here  and a new silk umbrella wherewith to protect himself from the snow, made his way toward the very interesting, if not so very imposing residence of the Trumbulls on Wykeagy Avenue. It was quaint, low and rambling, and the lights beaming from within upon the many drawn blinds gave it a Christmas-card effect. And before it, even at the prompt hour at which he arrived, were ranged a half dozen handsome cars of various builds and colors. The sight of them, sprinkled on tops, running boards and fenders with the fresh, flaky snow, gave him a keen sense of a deficiency that was not likely soon to be remedied in his case  the want of ample means wherewith to equip himself with such a necessity as that. And inside as he approached the door he could hear voices, laughter and conversation commingled.

A tall, thin servant relieved him of his hat, coat and umbrella and he found himself face to face with Jill Trumbull, who apparently was on the look-out for him  a smooth, curly-haired blonde girl, not too thrillingly pretty, but brisk and smart, in white satin with arms and shoulders bare and rhinestones banded around her forehead.

No trouble to tell who you are, she said gayly, approaching and giving Clyde her hand. Im Jill Trumbull. Miss Finchley hasnt come yet. But I can do the honors just as well, I guess. Come right in where the rest of us are.

She led the way into a series of connecting rooms that seemed to join each other at right angles, adding as she went, You do look an awful lot like Gil Griffiths, dont you?

Do I? smiled Clyde simply and courageously and very much flattered by the comparison.

The ceilings were low. Pretty lamps behind painted shades hugged dark walls. Open fires in two connecting rooms cast a rosy glow upon cushioned and comfortable furniture. There were pictures, books, objects of art.

Here, Tracy, you do the announcing, will you? she called. My brother, Tracy Trumbull, Mr. Griffiths. Mr. Clyde Griffiths, everybody, she added, surveying the company in general which in turn fixed varying eyes upon him, while Tracy Trumbull took him by the hand. Clyde, suffering from a sense of being studied, nevertheless achieved a warm smile. At the same time he realized that for the moment at least conversation had stopped. Dont all stop talking on my account, he ventured, with a smile, which caused most of those present to conceive of him as at his ease and resourceful. At the same time Tracy added: Im not going to do any man-to-man introduction stuff. Well stand right here and point em out. Thats my sister, Gertrude, over there talking to Scott Nicholson. Clyde noted that a small, dark girl dressed in pink with a pretty and yet saucy and piquant face, nodded to him. And beside her a very de rigueur youth of fine physique and pink complexion nodded jerkily. Howja do. And a few feet from them near a deep window stood a tall and yet graceful girl of dark and by no means ravishing features talking to a broad-shouldered and deep-chested youth of less than her height, who were proclaimed to be Arabella Stark and Frank Harriet. Theyre arguing over a recent Cornell-Syracuse foot-ball game...Burchard Taylor and Miss Phant of Utica, he went on almost too swiftly for Clyde to assemble any mental notes. Perley Haynes and Miss Vanda Steele...well, I guess thats all as yet. Oh, no, here come Grant and Nina Temple. Clyde paused and gazed as a tall and somewhat dandified-looking youth, sharp of face and with murky-gray eyes, steered a trim, young, plump girl in fawn gray and with a light chestnut braid of hair laid carefully above her forehead, into the middle of the room.

Hello, Jill. Hello, Vanda. Hello, Wynette. In the midst of these greetings on his part, Clyde was presented to these two, neither of whom seemed to pay much attention to him. Didnt think wed make it, went on young Cranston speaking to all at once. Nina didnt want to come, but I promised Bertine and Jill or I wouldnt have, either. We were up at the Bagleys. Guess whos up there, Scott. Van Peterson and Rhoda Hull. Theyre just over for the day.

You dont say, called Scott Nicholson, a determined and self-centered looking individual. Clyde was arrested by the very definite sense of social security and ease that seemed to reside in everybody. Why didnt you bring em along? Id like to see Rhoda again and Van, too.

Couldnt. They have to go back early, they say. They may stop in later for a minute. Gee, isnt dinner served yet? I expected to sit right down.

These lawyers! Dont you know they dont eat often? commented Frank Harriet, who was a short, but broad-chested and smiling youth, very agreeable, very good-looking and with even, white teeth. Clyde liked him.

Well, whether they do or not, we do, or out I go. Did you hear who is being touted for stroke next year over at Cornell? This college chatter relating to Cornell and shared by Harriet, Cranston and others, Clyde could not understand. He had scarcely heard of the various colleges with which this group was all too familiar. At the same time he was wise enough to sense the defect and steer clear of any questions or conversations which might relate to them. However, because of this, he at once felt out of it. These people were better informed than he was  had been to colleges. Perhaps he had better claim that he had been to some school. In Kansas City he had heard of the State University of Kansas  not so very far from there. Also the University of Missouri. And in Chicago of the University of Chicago. Could he say that he had been to one of those  that Kansas one, for a little while, anyway? On the instant he proposed to claim it, if asked, and then look up afterwards what, if anything, he was supposed to know about it  what, for instance, he might have studied. He had heard of mathematics somewhere. Why not that?

But these people, as he could see, were too much interested in themselves to pay much attention to him now. He might be a Griffiths and important to some outside, but here not so much  a matter of course, as it were. And because Tracy Trumbull for the moment had turned to say something to Wynette Phant, he felt quite alone, beached and helpless and with no one to talk to. But just then the small, dark girl, Gertrude, came over to him.

The crowds a little late in getting together. It always is. If we said eight, theyd come at eight-thirty or nine. Isnt that always the way?

It certainly is, replied Clyde gratefully, endeavoring to appear as brisk and as much at ease as possible.

Im Gertrude Trumbull, she repeated. The sister of the good-looking Jill, a cynical and yet amused smile played about her mouth and eyes. You nodded to me, but you dont know me. Just the same weve been hearing a lot about you. She teased in an attempt to trouble Clyde a little, if possible. A mysterious Griffiths here in Lycurgus whom no one seems to have met. I saw you once in Central Avenue, though. You were going into Richs candy store. You didnt know that, though. Do you like candy?

Oh, yes, I like candy. Why? asked Clyde on the instant feeling teased and disturbed, since the girl for whom he was buying the candy was Roberta. At the same time he could not help feeling slightly more at ease with this girl than with some others, for although cynical and not so attractive, her manner was genial and she now spelled escape from isolation and hence diffidence.

Youre probably just saying that, she laughed, a bantering look in her eyes. More likely you were buying it for some girl. You have a girl, havent you?

Why Clyde paused for the fraction of a second because as she asked this Roberta came into his mind and the query, Had any one ever seen him with Roberta? flitted through his brain. Also thinking at the same time, what a bold, teasing, intelligent girl this was, different from any that thus far he had known. Yet quite without more pause he added: No, I havent. What makes you ask that?

As he said this there came to him the thought of what Roberta would think if she could hear him. But what a question, he continued a little nervously now. You like to tease, dont you?

Who, me? Oh, no. I wouldnt do anything like that. But Im sure you have just the same. I like to ask questions sometimes, just to see what people will say when they dont want you to know what they really think. She beamed into Clydes eyes amusedly and defiantly. But I know you have a girl just the same. All good-looking fellows have.

Oh, am I good-looking? he beamed nervously, amused and yet pleased. Who said so?

As though you didnt know. Well, different people. I for one. And Sondra Finchley thinks youre good-looking, too. Shes only interested in men who are. So does my sister Jill, for that matter. And she only likes men who are good-looking. Im different because Im not so good-looking myself. She blinked cynically and teasingly into his eyes, which caused him to feel oddly out of place, not able to cope with such a girl at all, at the same time very much flattered and amused. But dont you think youre better looking than your cousin, she went on sharply and even commandingly. Some people think you are.

Although a little staggered and yet flattered by this question which propounded what he might have liked to believe, and although intrigued by this girls interest in him, still Clyde would not have dreamed of venturing any such assertion even though he had believed it. Too vividly it brought the aggressive and determined and even at times revengeful-looking features of Gilbert before him, who, stirred by such a report as this, would not hesitate to pay him out.

Why, I dont think anything of the kind, he laughed. Honest, I dont. Of course I dont.

Oh, well, then maybe you dont, but you are just the same. But that wont help you much either, unless you have money  that is, if you want to run with people who have. She looked up at him and added quite blandly. People like money even more than they do looks.

What a sharp girl this was, he thought, and what a hard, cold statement. It cut him not a little, even though she had not intended that it should.

But just then Sondra herself entered with some youth whom Clyde did not know  a tall, gangling, but very smartly-dressed individual. And after them, along with others, Bertine and Stuart Finchley.

Here she is now, added Gertrude a little spitefully, for she resented the fact that Sondra was so much better-looking than either she or her sister, and that she had expressed an interest in Clyde. Shell be looking to see if you notice how pretty she looks, so dont disappoint her.

The impact of this remark, a reflection of the exact truth, was not necessary to cause Clyde to gaze attentively, and even eagerly. For apart from her local position and means and taste in dress and manners, Sondra was of the exact order and spirit that most intrigued him  a somewhat refined (and because of means and position showered upon her) less savage, although scarcely less self-centered, Hortense Briggs. She was, in her small, intense way, a seeking Aphrodite, eager to prove to any who were sufficiently attractive the destroying power of her charm, while at the same time retaining her own personality and individuality free of any entangling alliance or compromise. However, for varying reasons which she could not quite explain to herself, Clyde appealed to her. He might not be anything socially or financially, but he was interesting to her.

Hence she was now keen, first to see if he were present, next to be sure that he gained no hint that she had seen him first, and lastly to act as grandly as possible for his benefit  a Hortensian procedure and type of thought that was exactly the thing best calculated to impress him. He gazed and there she was  tripping here and there in a filmy chiffon dance frock, shaded from palest yellow to deepest orange, which most enhanced her dark eyes and hair. And having exchanged a dozen or more Oh, Hellos, and references with one and another to this, that and the other local event, she at last condescended to evince awareness of his proximity.

Oh, here you are. You decided to come after all. I wasnt sure whether you would think it worth while. Youve been introduced to everybody, of course? She looked around as much as to say, that if he had not been she would proceed to serve him in this way. The others, not so very much impressed by Clyde, were still not a little interested by the fact that she seemed so interested in him.

Yes, I met nearly everybody, I think.

Except Freddie Sells. He came in with me just now. Here you are, Freddie, she called to a tall and slender youth, smooth of cheek and obviously becurled as to hair, who now came over and in his closely-fitting dress coat looked down on Clyde about as a spring rooster might look down on a sparrow.

This is Clyde Griffiths, I was telling you about, Fred, she began briskly. Doesnt he look a lot like Gilbert?

Why, you do at that, exclaimed this amiable person, who seemed to be slightly troubled with weak eyes since he bent close. I hear youre a cousin of Gils. I know him well. We went through Princeton together. I used to be over here before I joined the General Electric over at Schenectady. But Im around a good bit yet. Youre connected with the factory, I suppose.

Yes, I am, said Clyde, who, before a youth of obviously so much more training and schooling than he possessed, felt not a little reduced. He began to fear that this individual would try to talk to him about things which he could not understand, things concerning which, having had no consecutive training of any kind, he had never been technically informed.

In charge of some department, I suppose?

Yes, I am, said Clyde, cautiously and nervously.

You know, went on Mr. Sells, briskly and interestingly, being of a commercial as well as technical turn, Ive always wondered just what, outside of money, there is to the collar business. Gil and I used to argue about that when we were down at college. He used to try to tell me that there was some social importance to making and distributing collars, giving polish and manner to people who wouldnt otherwise have them, if it werent for cheap collars. I think he musta read that in a book somewhere. I always laughed at him.

Clyde was about to attempt an answer, although already beyond his depth in regard to this. Social importance. Just what did he mean by that  some deep, scientific information that he had acquired at college. He was saved a non-committal or totally uninformed answer by Sondra who, without thought or knowledge of the difficulty which was then and there before him, exclaimed: Oh, no arguments, Freddie. Thats not interesting. Besides I want him to meet my brother and Bertine. You remember Miss Cranston. She was with me at your uncles last spring.

Clyde turned, while Fred made the best of the rebuff by merely looking at Sondra, whom he admired so very much.

Yes, of course, Clyde began, for he had been studying these two along with others. To him, apart from Sondra, Bertine seemed exceedingly attractive, though quite beyond his understanding also. Being involved, insincere and sly, she merely evoked in him a troubled sense of ineffectiveness, and hence uncertainty, in so far as her particular world was concerned  no more.

Oh, how do you do? Its nice to see you again, she drawled, the while her greenish-gray eyes went over him in a smiling and yet indifferent and quizzical way. She thought him attractive, but not nearly as shrewd and hard as she would have preferred him to be. Youve been terribly busy with your work, I suppose. But now that youve come out once, I suppose well see more of you here and there.

Well, I hope so, he replied, showing his even teeth.

Her eyes seemed to be saying that she did not believe what she was saying and that he did not either, but that it was necessary, possibly amusing, to say something of the sort.

And a related, though somewhat modified, version of this same type of treatment was accorded him by Stuart, Sondras brother.

Oh, how do you do. Glad to know you. My sister has just been telling me about you. Going to stay in Lycurgus long? Hope you do. Well run into one another once in a while then, I suppose.

Clyde was by no means so sure, but he admired the easy, shallow way in which Stuart laughed and showed his even white teeth  a quick, genial, indifferent laugh. Also the way in which he turned and laid hold of Wynette Phants white arm as she passed. Wait a minute, Wyn. I want to ask you something. He was gone  into another room  bending close to her and talking fast. And Clyde had noticed that his clothes were perfectly cut.

What a gay world, he thought. What a brisk world. And just then Jill Trumbull began calling, Come on, people. Its not my fault. The cooks mad about something and youre all late anyhow. Well get it over with and then dance, eh?

You can sit between me and Miss Trumbull when she gets the rest of us seated, assured Sondra. Wont that be nice? And now you may take me in.

She slipped a white arm under Clydes and he felt as though he were slowly but surely being transported to paradise.


Chapter 26

The dinner itself was chatter about a jumble of places, personalities, plans, most of which had nothing to do with anything that Clyde had personally contacted here. However, by reason of his own charm, he soon managed to overcome the sense of strangeness and hence indifference in some quarters, more particularly the young women of the group who were interested by the fact that Sondra Finchley liked him. And Jill Trumbull, sitting beside him, wanted to know where he came from, what his own home life and connections were like, why he had decided to come to Lycurgus, questions which, interjected as they were between silly banter concerning different girls and their beaus, gave Clyde pause. He did not feel that he could admit the truth in connection with his family at all. So he announced that his father conducted a hotel in Denver  not so very large, but still a hotel. Also that he had come to Lycurgus because his uncle had suggested to him in Chicago that he come to learn the collar business. He was not sure that he was wholly interested in it or that he would continue indefinitely unless it proved worth while; rather he was trying to find out what it might mean to his future, a remark which caused Sondra, who was also listening, as well as Jill, to whom it was addressed, to consider that in spite of all rumors attributed to Gilbert, Clyde must possess some means and position to which, in case he did not do so well here, he could return.

This in itself was important, not only to Sondra and Jill, but to all the others. For, despite his looks and charm and family connections here, the thought that he was a mere nobody, seeking, as Constance Wynant had reported, to attach himself to his cousins family, was disquieting. One couldnt ever be anything much more than friendly with a moneyless clerk or pensioner, whatever his family connections, whereas if he had a little money and some local station elsewhere, the situation was entirely different.

And now Sondra, relieved by this and the fact that he was proving more acceptable than she had imagined he would, was inclined to make more of him than she otherwise would have done.

Are you going to let me dance with you after dinner? was one of the first things he said to her, infringing on a genial smile given him in the midst of clatter concerning an approaching dance somewhere.

Why, yes, of course, if you want me to, she replied, coquettishly, seeking to intrigue him into further romanticisms in regard to her.

Just one?

How many do you want? There are a dozen boys here, you know. Did you get a program when you came in?

I didnt see any.

Never mind. After dinner you can get one. And you may put me down for three and eight. That will leave you room for others. She smiled bewitchingly. You have to be nice to everybody, you know.

Yes, I know. He was still looking at her. But ever since I saw you at my uncles last April, Ive been wishing I might see you again. I always look for your name in the papers.

He looked at her seekingly and questioningly and in spite of herself, Sondra was captivated by this naive confession. Plainly he could not afford to go where or do what she did, but still he would trouble to follow her name and movements in print. She could not resist the desire to make something more of this.

Oh, do you? she added. Isnt that nice? But what do you read about me?

That you were at Twelfth and Greenwood Lakes and up at Sharon for the swimming contests. I saw where you went up to Paul Smiths, too. The papers here seemed to think you were interested in some one from Schroon Lake and that you might be going to marry him.

Oh, did they? How silly. The papers here always say such silly things. Her tone implied that he might be intruding. He looked embarrassed. This softened her and after a moment she took up the conversation in the former vein.

Do you like to ride? she asked sweetly and placatively.

I never have. You know I never had much chance at that, but I always thought I could if I tried.

Of course, its not hard. If you took a lesson or two you could, and, she added in a somewhat lower tone, we might go for a canter sometime. There are lots of horses in our stable that you would like, Im sure.

Clydes hair-roots tingled anticipatorily. He was actually being invited by Sondra to ride with her sometime and he could use one of her horses in the bargain.

Oh, I would love that, he said. That would be wonderful.

The crowd was getting up from the table. Scarcely any one was interested in the dinner, because a chamber orchestra of four having arrived, the strains of a preliminary fox trot were already issuing from the adjacent living room  a long, wide affair from which all obstructing furniture with the exception of wall chairs had been removed.

You had better see about your program and your dance before all the others are gone, cautioned Sondra.

Yes, I will right away, said Clyde, but is two all I get with you?

Well, make it three, five and eight then, in the first half. She waved him gayly away and he hurried for a dance card.

The dances were all of the eager fox-trotting type of the period with interpolations and variations according to the moods and temperaments of the individual dancers. Having danced so much with Roberta during the preceding month, Clyde was in excellent form and keyed to the breaking point by the thought that at last he was in social and even affectional contact with a girl as wonderful as Sondra.

And although wishing to seem courteous and interested in others with whom he was dancing, he was almost dizzied by passing contemplations of Sondra. She swayed so droopily and dreamily in the embrace of Grant Cranston, the while without seeming to, looking in his direction when he was near, permitting him to sense how graceful and romantic and poetic was her attitude toward all things  what a flower of life she really was. And Nina Temple, with whom he was now dancing for his benefit, just then observed: She is graceful, isnt she?

Who? asked Clyde, pretending an innocence he could not physically verify, for his cheek and forehead flushed. I dont know who you mean.

Dont you? Then what are you blushing for?

He had realized that he was blushing. And that his attempted escape was ridiculous. He turned, but just then the music stopped and the dancers drifted away to their chairs. Sondra moved off with Grant Cranston and Clyde led Nina toward a cushioned seat in a window in the library.

And in connection with Bertine with whom he next danced, he found himself slightly flustered by the cool, cynical aloofness with which she accepted and entertained his attention. Her chief interest in Clyde was the fact that Sondra appeared to find him interesting.

You do dance well, dont you? I suppose you must have done a lot of dancing before you came here  in Chicago, wasnt it, or where?

She talked slowly and indifferently.

I was in Chicago before I came here, but I didnt do so very much dancing. I had to work. He was thinking how such girls as she had everything, as contrasted with girls like Roberta, who had nothing. And yet, as he now felt in this instance, he liked Roberta better. She was sweeter and warmer and kinder  not so cold.

When the music started again with the sonorous melancholy of a single saxophone interjected at times, Sondra came over to him and placed her right hand in his left and allowed him to put his arm about her waist, an easy, genial and unembarrassed approach which, in the midst of Clydes dream of her, was thrilling.

And then in her coquettish and artful way she smiled up in his eyes, a bland, deceptive and yet seemingly promising smile, which caused his heart to beat faster and his throat to tighten. Some delicate perfume that she was using thrilled in his nostrils as might have the fragrance of spring.

Having a good time?

Yes  looking at you.

When there are so many other nice girls to look at?

Oh, there are no other girls as nice as you.

And I dance better than any other girl, and Im much the best-looking of any other girl here. Now  Ive said it all for you. Now what are you going to say?

She looked up at him teasingly, and Clyde realizing that he had a very different type to Roberta to deal with, was puzzled and flushed.

I see, he said, seriously. Every fellow tells you that, so you dont want me to.

Oh, no, not every fellow. Sondra was at once intrigued and checkmated by the simplicity of his retort. There are lots of people who dont think Im very pretty.

Oh, dont they, though? he returned quite gayly, for at once he saw that she was not making fun of him. And yet he was almost afraid to venture another compliment. Instead he cast about for something else to say, and going back to the conversation at the table concerning riding and tennis, he now asked: You like everything out-of-doors and athletic, dont you?

Oh, do I? was her quick and enthusiastic response. There isnt anything I like as much, really. Im just crazy about riding, tennis, swimming, motor-boating, aqua-planing. You swim, dont you?

Oh, sure, said Clyde, grandly.

Do you play tennis?

Well, Ive just taken it up, he said, fearing to admit that he did not play at all.

Oh, I just love tennis. We might play sometime together. Clydes spirits were completely restored by this. And tripping as lightly as dawn to the mournful strains of a popular love song, she went right on. Bella Griffiths and Stuart and Grant and I play fine doubles. We won nearly all the finals at Greenwood and Twelfth Lake last summer. And when it comes to aqua-planing and high diving you just ought to see me. We have the swiftest motor-boat up at Twelfth Lake now  Stuart has. It can do sixty miles an hour.

At once Clyde realized that he had hit upon the one subject that not only fascinated, but even excited her. For not only did it involve outdoor exercise, in which obviously she reveled, but also the power to triumph and so achieve laurels in such phases of sport as most interested those with whom she was socially connected. And lastly, although this was something which he did not so clearly realize until later, she was fairly dizzied by the opportunity all this provided for frequent changes of costume and hence social show, which was the one thing above all others that did interest her. How she looked in a bathing suit  a riding or tennis or dancing or automobile costume!

They danced on together, thrilled for the moment at least, by this mutual recognition of the identity and reality of this interest each felt for the other  a certain momentary warmth or enthusiasm which took the form of genial and seeking glances into each others eyes, hints on the part of Sondra that, assuming that Clyde could fit himself athletically, financially and in other ways for such a world as this, it might be possible that he would be invited here and there by her; broad and for the moment self-deluding notions on his part that such could and would be the case, while in reality just below the surface of his outward or seeming conviction and assurance ran a deeper current of self-distrust which showed as a decidedly eager and yet slightly mournful light in his eye, a certain vigor and assurance in his voice, which was nevertheless touched, had she been able to define it, with something that was not assurance by any means.

Oh, the dance is done, he said sadly.

Lets try to make them encore, she said, applauding. The orchestra struck up a lively tune and they glided off together once more, dipping and swaying here and there  harmoniously abandoning themselves to the rhythm of the music  like two small chips being tossed about on a rough but friendly sea.

Oh, Im so glad to be with you again  to be dancing with you. Its so wonderful...Sondra.

But you mustnt call me that, you know. You dont know me well enough.

I mean Miss Finchley. But youre not going to be mad at me again, are you?

His face was very pale and sad again.

She noticed it.

No. Was I mad at you? I wasnt really. I like you some...when youre not sentimental.

The music stopped. The light tripping feet became walking ones.

Id like to see if its still snowing outside, wouldnt you? It was Sondra asking.

Oh, yes. Lets go.

Through the moving couples they hurried out a side-door to a world that was covered thick with soft, cottony, silent snow. The air was filled with it silently eddying down.


Chapter 27

The ensuing December days brought to Clyde some pleasing and yet complicating and disturbing developments. For Sondra Finchley, having found him so agreeable an admirer of hers, was from the first inclined neither to forget nor neglect him. But, occupying the rather prominent social position which she did, she was at first rather dubious as to how to proceed. For Clyde was too poor and decidedly too much ignored by the Griffiths themselves, even, for her to risk any marked manifestation of interest in him.

And now, in addition to the primary motivating reason for all this  her desire to irritate Gilbert by being friends with his cousin  there was another. She liked him. His charm and his reverence for her and her station flattered and intrigued her. For hers was a temperament which required adulation in about the measure which Clyde provided it  sincere and romantic adulation. And at the very same time he represented physical as well as mental attributes which were agreeable to her  amorousness without the courage at the time, anyhow, to annoy her too much; reverence which yet included her as a very human being; a mental and physical animation which quite matched and companioned her own.

Hence it was decidedly a troublesome thought with Sondra how she was to proceed with Clyde without attracting too much attention and unfavorable comment to herself  a thought which kept her sly little brain going at nights after she had retired. However, those who had met him at the Trumbulls were so much impressed by her interest in him that evening and the fact that he had proved so pleasing and affable, they in turn, the girls particularly, were satisfied that he was eligible enough.

And in consequence, two weeks later, Clyde, searching for inexpensive Christmas presents in Starks for his mother, father, sisters, brother and Roberta, and encountering Jill Trumbull doing a little belated shopping herself, was invited by her to attend a pre-Christmas dance that was to be given the next night by Vanda Steele at her home in Gloversville. Jill herself was going with Frank Harriet and she was not sure but that Sondra Finchley would be there. Another engagement of some kind appeared to be in the way, but still she was intending to come if she could. But her sister Gertrude would be glad to have him escort her  a very polite way of arranging for Gertrude. Besides, as she knew, if Sondra heard that Clyde was to be there, this might induce her to desert her other engagement.

Tracy will be glad to stop for you in time, she went on, or she hesitated perhaps youd like to come over for dinner with us before we go. Itll be just the family, but wed be delighted to have you. The dancing doesnt begin till eleven.

The dance was for Friday night, and on that night Clyde had arranged to be with Roberta because on the following day she was leaving for a three-day-over-Christmas holiday visit to her parents  the longest stretch of time thus far she had spent away from him. And because, apart from his knowledge she had arranged to present him with a new fountain pen and Eversharp pencil, she had been most anxious that he should spend this last evening with her, a fact which she had impressed upon him. And he, on his part, had intended to make use of this last evening to surprise her with a white-and-black toilet set.

But now, so thrilled was he at the possibility of a reencounter with Sondra, he decided that he would cancel this last evening engagement with Roberta, although not without some misgivings as to the difficulty as well as the decency of it. For despite the fact that he was now so lured by Sondra, nevertheless he was still deeply interested in Roberta and he did not like to grieve her in this way. She would look so disappointed, as he knew. Yet at the same time so flattered and enthused was he by this sudden, if tardy, social development that he could not now think of refusing Jill. What? Neglect to visit the Steeles in Gloversville and in company with the Trumbulls and without any help from the Griffiths, either? It might be disloyal, cruel, treacherous to Roberta, but was he not likely to meet Sondra?

In consequence he announced that he would go, but immediately afterwards decided that he must go round and explain to Roberta, make some suitable excuse  that the Griffiths, for instance, had invited him for dinner. That would be sufficiently overawing and compelling to her. But upon arriving, and finding her out, he decided to explain the following morning at the factory  by note, if necessary. To make up for it he decided he might promise to accompany her as far as Fonda on Saturday and give her her present then.

But on Friday morning at the factory, instead of explaining to her with the seriousness and even emotional dissatisfaction which would have governed him before, he now whispered: I have to break that engagement to-night, honey. Been invited to my uncles, and I have to go. And Im not sure that I can get around afterwards. Ill try if I get through in time. But Ill see you on the Fonda car to-morrow if I dont. Ive got something I want to give you, so dont feel too bad. Just got word this morning or Id have let you know. Youre not going to feel bad, are you? He looked at her as gloomily as possible in order to express his own sorrow over this.

But Roberta, her presents and her happy last evening with him put aside in this casual way, and for the first time, too, in this fashion, shook her head negatively, as if to say Oh, no, but her spirits were heavily depressed and she fell to wondering what this sudden desertion of her at this time might portend. For, up to this time, Clyde had been attentiveness itself, concealing his recent contact with Sondra behind a veil of pretended, unmodified affection which had, as yet, been sufficient to deceive her. It might be true, as he said, that an unescapable invitation had come up which necessitated all this. But, oh, the happy evening she had planned! And now they would not be together again for three whole days. She grieved dubiously at the factory and in her room afterwards, thinking that Clyde might at least have suggested coming around to her room late, after his uncles dinner in order that she might give him the presents. But his eventual excuse made this day was that the dinner was likely to last too late. He could not be sure. They had talked of going somewhere else afterwards.

But meanwhile Clyde, having gone to the Trumbulls, and later to the Steeles, was flattered and reassured by a series of developments such as a month before he would not have dreamed of anticipating. For at the Steeles he was promptly introduced to a score of personalities there who, finding him chaperoned by the Trumbulls and learning that he was a Griffiths, as promptly invited him to affairs of their own  or hinted at events that were to come to which he might be invited, so that at the close he found himself with cordial invitations to attend a New Years dance at the Vandams in Gloversville, as well as a dinner and dance that was to be given Christmas Eve by the Harriets in Lycurgus, an affair to which Gilbert and his sister Bella, as well as Sondra, Bertine and others were invited.

And lastly, there was Sondra herself appearing on the scene at about midnight in company with Scott Nicholson, Freddie Sells and Bertine, at first pretending to be wholly unaware of his presence, yet deigning at last to greet him with an, Oh, hello, I didnt expect to find you here. She was draped most alluringly in a deep red Spanish shawl. But Clyde could sense from the first that she was quite aware of his presence, and at the first available opportunity he drew near to her and asked yearningly, Arent you going to dance with me at all?

Why, of course, if you want me to. I thought maybe you had forgotten me by now, she said mockingly.

As though Id be likely to forget you. The only reason Im here to-night is because I thought I might see you again. I havent thought of any one or anything else since I saw you last.

Indeed so infatuated was he with her ways and airs, that instead of being irritated by her pretended indifference, he was all the more attracted. And he now achieved an intensity which to her was quite compelling. His eyelids narrowed and his eyes lit with a blazing desire which was quite disturbing to see.

My, but you can say the nicest things in the nicest way when you want to. She was toying with a large Spanish comb in her hair for the moment and smiling. And you say them just as though you meant them.

Do you mean to say that you dont believe me, Sondra, he inquired almost feverishly, this second use of her name thrilling her now as much as it did him. Although inclined to frown on so marked a presumption in his case, she let it pass because it was pleasing to her.

Oh, yes, I do. Of course, she said a little dubiously, and for the first time nervously, where he was concerned. She was beginning to find it a little hard to decipher her proper line of conduct in connection with him, whether to repress him more or less. But you must say now what dance you want. I see some one coming for me. And she held her small program up to him archly and intriguingly. You may have the eleventh. Thats the next after this.

Is that all?

Well, and the fourteenth, then, greedy, she laughed into Clydes eyes, a laughing look which quite enslaved him.

Subsequently learning from Frank Harriet in the course of a dance that Clyde had been invited to his house for Christmas Eve, as well as that Jessica Phant had invited him to Utica for New Years Eve, she at once conceived of him as slated for real success and decided that he was likely to prove less of a social burden than she had feared. He was charming  there was no doubt of it. And he was so devoted to her. In consequence, as she now decided, it might be entirely possible that some of these other girls, seeing him recognized by some of the best people here and elsewhere, would become sufficiently interested, or drawn to him even, to wish to overcome his devotion to her. Being of a vain and presumptuous disposition herself, she decided that that should not be. Hence, in the course of her second dance with Clyde, she said: Youve been invited to the Harriets for Christmas Eve, havent you?

Yes, and I owe it all to you, too, he exclaimed warmly. Are you going to be there?

Oh, Im awfully sorry. I am invited and I wish now that I was going. But you know I arranged some time ago to go over to Albany and then up to Saratoga for the holidays. Im going to-morrow, but Ill be back before New Years. Some friends of Freddies are giving a big affair over in Schenectady New Years Eve, though. And your cousin Bella and my brother Stuart and Grant and Bertine are going. If youd like to go, you might go along with us over there.

She had been about to say me, but had changed it to us. She was thinking that this would certainly demonstrate her control over him to all those others, seeing that it nullified Miss Phants invitation. And at once Clyde accepted, and with delight, since it would bring him in contact with her again.

At the same time he was astonished and almost aghast over the fact that in this casual and yet very intimate and definite way she was planning for him to reencounter Bella, who would at once carry the news of his going with her and these others to her family. And what would not that spell, seeing that even as yet the Griffiths had not invited him anywhere  not even for Christmas? For although the fact of Clyde having been picked up by Sondra in her car as well as later, that he had been invited to the Now and Then, had come to their ears, still nothing had been done. Gilbert Griffiths was wroth, his father and mother puzzled as to their proper course but remaining inactive nonetheless.

But the group, according to Sondra, might remain in Schenectady until the following morning, a fact which she did not trouble to explain to Clyde at first. And by now he had forgotten that Roberta, having returned from her long stay at Biltz by then, and having been deserted by him over Christmas, would most assuredly be expecting him to spend New Years Eve with her. That was a complication which was to dawn later. Now he only saw bliss in Sandras thought of him and at once eagerly and enthusiastically agreed.

But you know, she said cautiously, you mustnt pay so very much attention to me over there or here or anywhere or think anything of it, if I dont to you. I may not be able to see so very much of you if you do. Ill tell you about that sometime. You see my father and mother are funny people. And so are some of my friends here. But if youll just be nice and sort of indifferent  you know  I may be able to see quite a little of you this winter yet. Do you see?

Thrilled beyond words by this confession, which came because of his too ardent approaches as he well knew, he looked at her eagerly and searchingly.

But you care for me a little, then, dont you? he half-demanded, half-pleaded, his eyes lit with that alluring light which so fascinated her. And cautious and yet attracted, swayed sensually and emotionally and yet dubious as to the wisdom of her course, Sondra replied: Well, Ill tell you. I do and I dont. That is, I cant tell yet. I like you a lot. Sometimes I think I like you more than others. You see we dont know each other very well yet. But youll come with me to Schenectady, though, wont you?

Oh, will I?

Ill write you more about that, or call you up. You have a telephone, havent you?

He gave her the number.

And if by any chance theres any change or I have to break the engagement, dont think anything of it. Ill see you later  somewhere, sure. She smiled and Clyde felt as though he were choking. The mere thought of her being so frank with him, and saying that she cared for him a lot, at times, was sufficient to cause him to almost reel with joy. To think that this beautiful girl was so anxious to include him in her life if she could  this wonderful girl who was surrounded by so many friends and admirers from which she could take her pick.


Chapter 28

Six-thirty the following morning. And Clyde, after but a single hours rest after his return from Gloversville, rising, his mind full of mixed and troubled thoughts as to how to readjust his affairs in connection with Roberta. She was going to Biltz to-day. He had promised to go as far as Fonda. But now he did not want to go. Of course he would have to concoct some excuse. But what?

Fortunately the day before he had heard Whiggam tell Liggett there was to be a meeting of department heads after closing hours in Smillies office to-day, and that he was to be there. Nothing was said to Clyde, since his department was included in Liggetts, but now he decided that he could offer this as a reason and accordingly, about an hour before noon, he dropped a note on her desk which read:

HONEY: Awfully sorry, but just told that I have to be at a meeting of department heads downstairs at three. That means I cant go to Fonda with you, but will drop around to the room for a few minutes right after closing. Have something I want to give you, so be sure and wait. But dont feel too bad. It cant be helped. See you sure when you come back Wednesday.

CLYDE.

At first, since she could not read it at once, Roberta was pleased because she imagined it contained some further favorable word about the afternoon. But on opening it in the ladies rest room a few minutes afterwards, her face fell. Coupled as this was with the disappointment of the preceding evening, when Clyde had failed to appear, together with his manner of the morning which to her had seemed self-absorbed, if not exactly distant, she began to wonder what it was that was bringing about this sudden change. Perhaps he could not avoid attending a meeting any more than he could avoid going to his uncles when he was asked. But the day before, following his word to her that he could not be with her that evening, his manner was gayer, less sober, than his supposed affection in the face of her departure would warrant. After all he had known before that she was to be gone for three days. He also knew that nothing weighed on her more than being absent from him any length of time.

At once her mood from one of hopefulness changed to one of deep depression  the blues. Life was always doing things like this to her. Here it was  two days before Christmas, and now she would have to go to Biltz, where there was nothing much but such cheer as she could bring, and all by herself, and after scarcely a moment with him. She returned to her bench, her face showing all the unhappiness that had suddenly overtaken her. Her manner was listless and her movements indifferent  a change which Clyde noticed; but still, because of his sudden and desperate feeling for Sondra, he could not now bring himself to repent.

At one, the giant whistles of some of the neighboring factories sounding the Saturday closing hours, both he and Roberta betook themselves separately to her room. And he was thinking to himself as he went what to say now. What to do? How in the face of this suddenly frosted and blanched affection to pretend an interest he did not feel  how, indeed, continue with a relationship which now, as alive and vigorous as it might have been as little as fifteen days before, appeared exceedingly anemic and colorless. It would not do to say or indicate in any way that he did not care for her any more  for that would be so decidedly cruel and might cause Roberta to say what? Do what? And on the other hand, neither would it do, in the face of his longings and prospects in the direction of Sondra to continue in a type of approach and declaration that was not true or sound and that could only tend to maintain things as they were. Impossible! Besides, at the first hint of reciprocal love on the part of Sondra, would he not be anxious and determined to desert Roberta if he could? And why not? As contrasted with one of Sondras position and beauty, what had Roberta really to offer him? And would it be fair in one of her station and considering the connections and the possibilities that Sondra offered, for her to demand or assume that he should continue a deep and undivided interest in her as opposed to this other? That would not really be fair, would it?

It was thus that he continued to speculate while Roberta, preceding him to her room, was asking herself what was this now that had so suddenly come upon her  over Clyde  this sudden indifference, this willingness to break a pre-Christmas date, and when she was about to leave for home and not to see him for three days and over Christmas, too, to make him not wish to ride with her even so far as Fonda. He might say that it was that meeting, but was it? She could have waited until four if necessary, but something in his manner had precluded that  something distant and evasive. Oh, what did this all mean? And, so soon after the establishing of this intimacy, which at first and up to now at least had seemed to be drawing them indivisibly together. Did it spell a change  danger to or the end even of their wonderful love dream? Oh, dear! And she had given him so much and now his loyalty meant everything  her future  her life.

She stood in her room pondering this new problem as Clyde arrived, his Christmas package under his arm, but still fixed in his determination to modify his present relationship with Roberta, if he could  yet, at the same time anxious to put as inconsequential a face on the proceeding as possible.

Gee, Im awfully sorry about this, Bert, he began briskly, his manner a mixture of attempted gayety, sympathy and uncertainty. I hadnt an idea until about a couple of hours ago that they were going to have this meeting. But you know how it is. You just cant get out of a thing like this. Youre not going to feel too bad, are you? For already, from her expression at the factory as well as here, he had gathered that her mood was of the darkest. Im glad I got the chance to bring this around to you, though, he added, handing the gift to her. I meant to bring it around last night only that other business came up. Gee, Im sorry about the whole thing. Really, I am.

Delighted as she might have been the night before if this gift had been given to her, Roberta now put the box on the table, all the zest that might have been joined with it completely banished.

Did you have a good time last night, dear? she queried, curious as to the outcome of the event that had robbed her of him.

Oh, pretty good, returned Clyde, anxious to put as deceptive a face as possible on the night that had meant so much to him and spelled so much danger to her. I thought I was just going over to my uncles for dinner like I told you. But after I got there I found that what they really wanted me for was to escort Bella and Myra over to some doings in Gloversvile. Theres a rich family over there, the Steeles  big glove people, you know. Well, anyhow, they were giving a dance and they wanted me to take them over because Gil couldnt go. But it wasnt so very interesting. I was glad when it was all over. He used the names Bella, Myra and Gilbert as though they were long and assured intimates of his  an intimacy which invariably impressed Roberta greatly.

You didnt get through in time then to come around here, did you?

No, I didnt, cause I had to wait for the bunch to come back. I just couldnt get away. But arent you going to open your present? he added, anxious to divert her thoughts from this desertion which he knew was preying on her mind.

She began to untie the ribbon that bound his gift, at the same time that her mind was riveted by the possibilities of the party which he had felt called upon to mention. What girls beside Bella and Myra had been there? Was there by any chance any girl outside of herself in whom he might have become recently interested? He was always talking about Sondra Finchley, Bertine Cranston and Jill Trumbull. Were they, by any chance, at this party?

Who all were over there beside your cousins? she suddenly asked.

Oh, a lot of people that you dont know. Twenty or thirty from different places around here.

Any others from Lycurgus beside your cousins? she persisted.

Oh, a few. We picked up Jill Trumbull and her sister, because Bella wanted to. Arabella Stark and Perley Haynes were already over there when we got there. He made no mention of Sondra or any of the others who so interested him.

But because of the manner in saying it  something in the tone of his voice and flick of his eyes, the answer did not satisfy Roberta. She was really intensely troubled by this new development, but did not feel that under the circumstances it was wise to importune Clyde too much. He might resent it. After all he had always been identified with this world since ever she had known him. And she did not want him to feel that she was attempting to assert any claims over him, though such was her true desire.

I wanted so much to be with you last night to give you your present, she returned instead, as much to divert her own thoughts as to appeal to his regard for her. Clyde sensed the sorrow in her voice and as of old it appealed to him, only now he could not and would not let it take hold of him as much as otherwise it might have.

But you know how that was, Bert, he replied, with almost an air of bravado. I just told you.

I know, she replied sadly and attempting to conceal the true mood that was dominating her. At the same time she was removing the paper and opening the lid to the case that contained her toilet set. And once opened, her mood changed slightly because never before had she possessed anything so valuable or original. Oh, this is beautiful, isnt it? she exclaimed, interested for the moment in spite of herself. I didnt expect anything like this. My two little presents wont seem like very much now.

She crossed over at once to get her gifts. Yet Clyde could see that although his gift was exceptional, still it was not sufficient to overcome the depression which his indifference had brought upon her. His continued love was far more vital than any present.

You like it, do you? he asked, eagerly hoping against hope that it would serve to divert her.

Of course, dear, she replied, looking at it interestedly. But mine wont seem so much, she added gloomily, and not a little depressed by the general outcome of all her plans. But theyll be useful to you and youll always have them near you, next your heart, where I want them to be.

She handed over the small box which contained the metal Eversharp pencil and the silver ornamental fountain pen she had chosen for him because she fancied they would be useful to him in his work at the factory. Two weeks before he would have taken her in his arms and sought to console her for the misery he was now causing her. But now he merely stood there wondering how, without seeming too distant, he could assuage her and yet not enter upon the customary demonstrations. And in order so to do he burst into enthusiastic and yet somehow hollow words in regard to her present to him.

Oh, gee, these are swell, honey, and just what I need. You certainly couldnt have given me anything that would come in handier. I can use them all the time. He appeared to examine them with the utmost pleasure and afterwards fastened them in his pocket ready for use. Also, because for the moment she was before him so downcast and wistful, epitomizing really all the lure of the old relationship, he put his arms around her and kissed her. She was winsome, no doubt of it. And then when she threw her arms around his neck and burst into tears, he held her close, saying that there was no cause for all this and that she would be back Wednesday and all would be as before. At the same time he was thinking that this was not true, and how strange that was  seeing that only so recently he had cared for her so much. It was amazing how another girl could divert him in this way. And yet so it was. And although she might be thinking that he was still caring for her as he did before, he was not and never would again. And because of this he felt really sorry for her.

Something of this latest mood in him reached Roberta now, even as she listened to his words and felt his caresses. They failed to convey sincerity. His manner was too restless, his embraces too apathetic, his tone without real tenderness. Further proof as to this was added when, after a moment or two, he sought to disengage himself and look at his watch, saying, I guess Ill have to be going now, honey. Its twenty of three now and that meeting is for three. I wish I could ride over with you, but Ill see you when you get back.

He bent down to kiss her but with Roberta sensing once and for all, this time, that his mood in regard to her was different, colder. He was interested and kind, but his thoughts were elsewhere  and at this particular season of the year, too  of all times. She tried to gather her strength and her self-respect together and did, in part  saying rather coolly, and determinedly toward the last: Well, I dont want you to be late, Clyde. You better hurry. But I dont want to stay over there either later than Christmas night. Do you suppose if I come back early Christmas afternoon, you will come over here at all? I dont want to be late Wednesday for work.

Why, sure, of course, honey, Ill be around, replied Clyde genially and even wholeheartedly, seeing that he had nothing else scheduled, that he knew of, for then, and would not so soon and boldly seek to evade her in this fashion. What time do you expect to get in?

The hour was to be eight and he decided that for that occasion, anyhow, a reunion would be acceptable. He drew out his watch again and saying, Ill have to be going now, though, moved toward the door.

Nervous as to the significance of all this and concerned about the future, she now went over to him and seizing his coat lapels and looking into his eyes, half-pleaded and half-demanded: Now, this is sure for Christmas night, is it, Clyde? You wont make any other engagement this time, will you?

Oh, dont worry. You know me. You know I couldnt help that other, honey, but Ill be on hand Tuesday, sure, he returned. And kissing her, he hurried out, feeling, perhaps, that he was not acting as wisely as he should, but not seeing clearly how otherwise he was to do. A man couldnt break off with a girl as he was trying to do, or at least might want to, without exercising some little tact or diplomacy, could he? There was no sense in that nor any real skill, was there? There must be some other and better way than that, surely. At the same time his thoughts were already running forward to Sondra and New Years Eve. He was going with her to Schenectady to a party and then he would have a chance to judge whether she was caring for him as much as she had seemed to the night before.

After he had gone, Roberta turned in a rather lorn and weary way and looked out the window after him, wondering as to what her future with him was to be, if at all? Supposing now, for any reason, he should cease caring for her. She had given him so much. And her future was now dependent upon him, his continued regard. Was he going to get tired of her now  not want to see her any more? Oh, how terrible that would be. What would she  what could she do then? If only she had not given herself to him, yielded so easily and so soon upon his demand.

She gazed out of her window at the bare snow-powdered branches of the trees outside and sighed. The holidays! And going away like this. Oh! Besides he was so high placed in this local society. And there were so many things brighter and better than she could offer calling him.

She shook her head dubiously, surveyed her face in the mirror, put together the few presents and belongings which she was taking with her to her home, and departed.


Chapter 29

Biltz and the fungoid farm land after Clyde and Lycurgus was depressing enough to Roberta, for all there was too closely identified with deprivations and repressions which discolor the normal emotions centering about old scenes.

As she stepped down from the train at the drab and aged chalet which did service for a station, she observed her father in the same old winter overcoat he had worn for a dozen years, waiting for her with the old family conveyance, a decrepit but still whole buggy and a horse as bony and weary as himself. He had, as she had always thought, the look of a tired and defeated man. His face brightened when he saw Roberta, for she had always been his favorite child, and he chatted quite cheerfully as she climbed in alongside of him and they turned around and started toward the road that led to the farmhouse, a rough and winding affair of dirt at a time when excellent automobile roads were a commonplace elsewhere.

As they rode along Roberta found herself checking off mentally every tree, curve, landmark with which she had been familiar. But with no happy thoughts. It was all too drab. The farm itself, coupled with the chronic illness and inefficiency of Titus and the inability of the youngest boy Tom or her mother to help much, was as big a burden as ever. A mortgage of $2000 that had been placed on it years before had never been paid off, the north chimney was still impaired, the steps were sagging even more than ever and the walls and fences and outlying buildings were no different  save to be made picturesque now by the snows of winter covering them. Even the furniture remained the same jumble that it had always been. And there were her mother and younger sister and brother, who knew nothing of her true relationship to Clyde  a mere name his here  and assuming that she was wholeheartedly delighted to be back with them once more. Yet because of what she knew of her own life and Clydes uncertain attitude toward her, she was now, if anything, more depressed than before.

Indeed, the fact that despite her seeming recent success she had really compromised herself in such a way that unless through marriage with Clyde she was able to readjust herself to the moral level which her parents understood and approved, she, instead of being the emissary of a slowly and modestly improving social condition for all, might be looked upon as one who had reduced it to a lower level still  its destroyer  was sufficient to depress and reduce her even more. A very depressing and searing thought.

Worse and more painful still was the thought in connection with all this that, by reason of the illusions which from the first had dominated her in connection with Clyde, she had not been able to make a confidant of her mother or any one else in regard to him. For she was dubious as to whether her mother would not consider that her aspirations were a bit high. And she might ask questions in regard to him and herself which might prove embarrassing. At the same time, unless she had some confidant in whom she could truly trust, all her troublesome doubts in regard to herself and Clyde must remain a secret.

After talking for a few moments with Tom and Emily, she went into the kitchen where her mother was busy with various Christmas preparations. Her thought was to pave the way with some observations of her own in regard to the farm here and her life at Lycurgus, but as she entered, her mother looked up to say: How does it feel, Bob, to come back to the country? I suppose it all looks rather poor compared to Lycurgus, she added a little wistfully.

Roberta could tell from the tone of her mothers voice and the rather admiring look she cast upon her that she was thinking of her as one who had vastly improved her state. At once she went over to her and, putting her arms about her affectionately, exclaimed: Oh, Mamma, wherever you are is just the nicest place. Dont you know that?

For answer her mother merely looked at her with affectionate and well-wishing eyes and patted her on the back. Well, Bobbie, she added, quietly, you know how you are about me.

Something in her mothers voice which epitomized the long years of affectionate understanding between them  an understanding based, not only on a mutual desire for each others happiness, but a complete frankness in regard to all emotions and moods which had hitherto dominated both  touched her almost to the point of tears. Her throat tightened and her eyes moistened, although she sought to overcome any show of emotion whatsoever. She longed to tell her everything. At the same time the compelling passion she retained for Clyde, as well as the fact that she had compromised herself as she had, now showed her that she had erected a barrier which could not easily be torn down. The conventions of this local world were much too strong  even where her mother was concerned.

She hesitated a moment, wishing that she could quickly and clearly present to her mother the problem that was weighing upon her and receive her sympathy, if not help. But instead she merely said: Oh, I wish you could have been with me all the time in Lycurgus, Mamma. Maybe She paused, realizing that she had been on the verge of speaking without due caution. Her thought was that with her mother near at hand she might have been able to have resisted Clydes insistent desires.

Yes, I suppose you do miss me, her mother went on, but its better for you, dont you think? You know how it is over here, and you like your work. You do like your work, dont you?

Oh, the work is nice enough. I like that part of it. Its been so nice to be able to help here a little, but its not so nice living all alone.

Why did you leave the Newtons, Bob? Was Grace so disagreeable? I should have thought she would have been company for you.

Oh, she was at first, replied Roberta. Only she didnt have any men friends of her own, and she was awfully jealous of anybody that paid the least attention to me. I couldnt go anywhere but she had to go along, or if it wasnt that then she always wanted me to be with her, so I couldnt go anywhere by myself. You know how it is, Mamma. Two girls cant go with one young man.

Yes, I know how it is, Bob. Her mother laughed a little, then added: Who is he?

Its Mr. Griffiths, Mother, she added, after a moments hesitation, a sense of the exceptional nature of her contact as contrasted with this very plain world here passing like a light across her eyes. For all her fears, even the bare possibility of joining her life with Clydes was marvelous. But I dont want you to mention his name to anybody yet, she added. He doesnt want me to. His relatives are so very rich, you know. They own the company  that is, his uncle does. But theres a rule there about any one who works for the company  any one in charge of a department. I mean not having anything to do with any of the girls. And he wouldnt with any of the others. But he likes me  and I like him, and its different with us. Besides Im going to resign pretty soon and get a place somewhere else, I think, and then it wont make any difference. I can tell anybody, and so can he.

Roberta was thinking now that, in the face of her recent treatment at the hands of Clyde, as well as because of the way in which she had given herself to him without due precaution as to her ultimate rehabilitation via marriage, that perhaps this was not exactly true. He might not  a vague, almost formless, fear this, as yet  want her to tell anybody now  ever. And unless he were going to continue to love her and marry her, she might not want any one to know of it, either. The wretched, shameful, difficult position in which she had placed herself by all this.

On the other hand, Mrs. Alden, learning thus casually of the odd and seemingly clandestine nature of this relationship, was not only troubled but puzzled, so concerned was she for Robertas happiness. For, although, as she now said to herself, Roberta was such a good, pure and careful girl  the best and most unselfish and wisest of all her children  still might it not be possible  ? But, no, no one was likely to either easily or safely compromise or betray Roberta. She was too conservative and good, and so now she added: A relative of the owner, you say  the Mr. Samuel Griffiths you wrote about?

Yes, Mamma. Hes his nephew.

The young man at the factory? her mother asked, at the same time wondering just how Roberta had come to attract a man of Clydes position, for, from the very first she had made it plain that he was a member of the family who owned the factory. This in itself was a troublesome fact. The traditional result of such relationships, common the world over, naturally caused her to be intensely fearful of just such an association as Roberta seemed to be making. Nevertheless she was not at all convinced that a girl of Robertas looks and practicality would not be able to negotiate an association of the sort without harm to herself.

Yes, Roberta replied simply.

Whats he like, Bob?

Oh, awfully nice. So good-looking, and hes been so nice to me. I dont think the place would be as nice as it is except that he is so refined, he keeps those factory girls in their place. Hes a nephew of the president of the company, you see, and the girls just naturally have to respect him.

Well, that is nice, isnt it? I think its so much better to work for refined people than just anybody. I know you didnt think so much of the work over at Trippetts Mills. Does he come to see you often, Bob?

Well, yes, pretty often, Roberta replied, flushing slightly, for she realized that she could not be entirely frank with her mother.

Mrs. Alden, looking up at the moment, noticed this, and, mistaking it for embarrassment, asked teasingly: You like him, dont you?

Yes, I do, Mother, Roberta replied, simply and honestly.

What about him? Does he like you?

Roberta crossed to the kitchen window. Below it at the base of the slope which led to the springhouse, and the one most productive field of the farm, were ranged all the dilapidated buildings which more than anything else about the place bespoke the meager material condition to which the family had fallen. In fact, during the last ten years these things had become symbols of inefficiency and lack. Somehow at this moment, bleak and covered with snow, they identified themselves in her mind as the antithesis of all to which her imagination aspired. And, not strangely either, the last was identified with Clyde. Somberness as opposed to happiness  success in love or failure in love. Assuming that he truly loved her now and would take her away from all this, then possibly the bleakness of it all for her and her mother would be broken. But assuming that he did not, then all the results of her yearning, but possibly mistaken, dreams would be not only upon her own head, but upon those of these others, her mothers first. She troubled what to say, but finally observed: Well, he says he does.

Do you think he intends to marry you? Mrs. Alden asked, timidly and hopefully, because of all her children her heart and hopes rested most with Roberta.

Well, Ill tell you, Mamma... The sentence was not finished, for just then Emily, hurrying in from the front door, called: Oh, Gifs here. He came in an automobile. Somebody drove him over, I guess, and hes got four or five big bundles.

And immediately after came Tom with the elder brother, who, in a new overcoat, the first result of his career with the General Electric Company in Schenectady, greeted his mother affectionately, and after her, Roberta.

Why, Gifford, his mother exclaimed. We didnt expect you until the nine oclock. How did you get here so soon?

Well, I didnt think I would be. I ran into Mr. Rearick down in Schenectady and he wanted to know if I didnt want to drive back with him. I see old Pop Myers over at Trippetts Mills has got the second story to his house at last, Bob, he turned and added to Roberta: I suppose itll be another year before he gets the roof on.

I suppose so, replied Roberta, who knew the old Trippetts Mills character well. In the meantime she had relieved him of his coat and packages which, piled on the dining-room table, were being curiously eyed by Emily.

Hands off, Em! called Gifford to his little sister. Nothing doing with those until Christmas morning. Has anybody cut a Christmas tree yet? That was my job last year.

It still is, Gifford, his mother replied. I told Tom to wait until you came, cause you always get such a good one.

And just then through the kitchen door Titus entered, bearing an armload of wood, his gaunt face and angular elbows and knees contributing a sharp contrast to the comparative hopefulness of the younger generation. Roberta noticed it as he stood smiling upon his son, and, because she was so eager for something better than ever had been to come to all, now went over to her father and put her arms around him. I know something Santy has brought my Dad that hell like. It was a dark red plaid mackinaw that she was sure would keep him warm while executing his chores about the house, and she was anxious for Christmas morning to come so that he could see it.

She then went to get an apron in order to help her mother with the evening meal. No additional moment for complete privacy occurring, the opportunity to say more concerning that which both were so interested in  the subject of Clyde  did not come up again for several hours, after which length of time she found occasion to say: Yes, but you mustnt ever say anything to anybody yet. I told him I wouldnt tell, and you mustnt.

No, I wont, dear. But I was just wondering. But I suppose you know what youre doing. Youre old enough now to take care of yourself, Bob, arent you?

Yes, I am, Ma. And you mustnt worry about me, dear, she added, seeing a shadow, not of distrust but worry, passing over her beloved mothers face. How careful she must be not to cause her to worry when she had so much else to think about here on the farm.

Sunday morning brought the Gabels with full news of their social and material progress in Homer. Although her sister was not as attractive as she, and Fred Gabel was not such a man as at any stage in her life Roberta could have imagined herself interested in, still, after her troublesome thoughts in regard to Clyde, the sight of Agnes emotionally and materially content and at ease in the small security which matrimony and her none-too-efficient husband provided, was sufficient to rouse in her that flapping, doubtful mood that had been assailing her since the previous morning. Was it not better, she thought, to be married to a man even as inefficient and unattractive but steadfast as Fred Gabel, than to occupy the anomalous position in which she now found herself in her relations with Clyde? For here was Gabel now talking briskly of the improvements that had come to himself and Agnes during the year in which they had been married. In that time he had been able to resign his position as teacher in Homer and take over on shares the management of a small book and stationery store whose principal contributory features were a toy department and soda fountain. They had been doing a good business. Agnes, if all went well, would be able to buy a mission parlor suite by next summer. Fred had already bought her a phonograph for Christmas. In proof of their well-being, they had brought satisfactory remembrances for all of the Aldens.

But Gabel had with him a copy of the Lycurgus Star, and at breakfast, which because of the visitors this morning was unusually late, was reading the news of that city, for in Lycurgus was located the wholesale house from which he secured a portion of his stock.

Well, I see things are going full blast in your town, Bob, he observed. The Star here says the Griffiths Company have got an order for 120,000 collars from the Buffalo trade alone. They must be just coining money over there.

Theres always plenty to do in my department, I know that, replied Roberta, briskly. We never seem to have any the less to do whether business is good or bad. I guess it must be good all the time.

Pretty soft for those people. They dont have to worry about anything. Some one was telling me theyre going to build a new factory in Ilion to manufacture shirts alone. Heard anything about that down there?

Why, no, I havent. Maybe its some other company.

By the way, whats the name of that young man you said was the head of your department? Wasnt he a Griffiths, too? he asked briskly, turning to the editorial page, which also carried news of local Lycurgus society.

Yes, his name is Griffiths  Clyde Griffiths. Why?

I think I saw his name in here a minute ago. I just wanted to see if it aint the same fellow. Sure, here you are. Aint this the one? He passed the paper to Roberta with his finger on an item which read:

Miss Vanda Steele, of Gloversville, was hostess at an informal dance held at her home in that city Friday night, at which were present several prominent members of Lycurgus society, among them the Misses Sondra Finchiey, Bertine Cranston, Jill and Gertrude Trumbull and Perley Haynes, and Messrs. Clyde Griffiths, Frank Harriet, Tracy Trumbull, Grant Cranston and Scott Nicholson. The party, as is usual whenever the younger group assembles, did not break up until late, the Lycurgus members motoring back just before dawn. It is already rumored that most of this group will gather at the Ellerslies, in Schenectady, New Years Eve for another event of this same gay nature.

He seems to be quite a fellow over there, Gabel remarked, even as Roberta was reading.

The first thing that occurred to Roberta on reading this item was that it appeared to have little, if anything, to do with the group which Clyde had said was present. In the first place there was no mention of Myra or Bella Griffiths. On the other hand, all those names with which, because of recent frequent references on the part of Clyde, she was becoming most familiar were recorded as present. Sondra Finchley, Bertine Cranston, the Trumbull girls, Perley Haynes. He had said it had not been very interesting, and here it was spoken of as gay and he himself was listed for another engagement of the same character New Years Eve, when, as a matter of fact, she had been counting on being with him. He had not even mentioned this New Years engagement. And perhaps he would now make some last minute excuse for that, as he had for the previous Friday evening. Oh, dear! What did all this mean, anyhow!

Immediately what little romantic glamour this Christmas homecoming had held for her was dissipated. She began to wonder whether Clyde really cared for her as he had pretended. The dark state to which her incurable passion for him had brought her now pained her terribly. For without him and marriage and a home and children, and a reasonable place in such a local world as she was accustomed to, what was there for a girl like her in the world? And apart from his own continuing affection for her  if it was really continuing, what assurance had she, in the face of such incidents as these, that he would not eventually desert her? And if this was true, here was her future, in so far as marriage with any one else was concerned, compromised or made impossible, maybe, and with no reliance to be placed on him.

She fell absolutely silent. And although Gabel inquired: Thats the fellow, isnt it? she arose without answering and said: Excuse me, please, a moment. I want to get something out of my bag, and hurried once more to her former room upstairs. Once there she sat down on the bed, and, resting her chin in her hands, a habit when troublesome or necessary thoughts controlled her, gazed at the floor.

Where was Clyde now?

What one, if any, of those girls did he take to the Steele party? Was he very much interested in her? Until this very day, because of Clydes unbroken devotion to her, she had not even troubled to think there could be any other girl to whom his attentions could mean anything.

But now  now!

She got up and walked to the window and looked out on that same orchard where as a girl so many times she had been thrilled by the beauty of life. The scene was miserably bleak and bare. The thin, icy arms of the trees  the gray, swaying twigs  a lone, rustling leaf somewhere. And snow. And wretched outbuildings in need of repair. And Clyde becoming indifferent to her. And the thought now came to her swiftly and urgently that she must not stay here any longer than she could help  not even this day, if possible. She must return to Lycurgus and be near Clyde, if no more than to persuade him to his old affection for her, or if not that, then by her presence to prevent him from devoting himself too wholly to these others. Decidedly, to go away like this, even for the holidays, was not good. In her absence he might desert her completely for another girl, and if so, then would it not be her fault? At once she pondered as to what excuse she could make in order to return this day. But realizing that in view of all these preliminary preparations this would seem inexplicably unreasonable, to her mother most of all, she decided to endure it as she had planned until Christmas afternoon, then to return, never to leave for so long a period again.

But ad interim, all her thoughts were on how and in what way she could make more sure, if at all, of Clydes continued interest and social and emotional support, as well as marriage in the future. Supposing he had lied to her, how could she influence him, if at all, not to do so again? How to make him feel that lying between them was not right? How to make herself securely first in his heart against the dreams engendered by the possible charms of another?

How?


Chapter 30

But Robertas return to Lycurgus and her room at the Gilpins Christmas night brought no sign of Clyde nor any word of explanation. For in connection with the Griffiths in the meantime there had been a development relating to all this which, could she or Clyde have known, would have interested both not a little. For subsequent to the Steele dance that same item read by Roberta fell under the eyes of Gilbert. He was seated at the breakfast table the Sunday morning after the party and was about to sip from a cup of coffee when he encountered it. On the instant his teeth snapped about as a man might snap his watch lid, and instead of drinking he put his cup down and examined the item with more care. Other than his mother there was no one at the table or in the room with him, but knowing that she, more than any of the others, shared his views in regard to Clyde, he now passed the paper over to her.

Look at whos breaking into society now, will you? he admonished sharply and sarcastically, his eyes radiating the hard and contemptuous opposition he felt. Well be having him up here next!

Who? inquired Mrs. Griffiths, as she took the paper and examined the item calmly and judicially, yet not without a little of outwardly suppressed surprise when she saw the name. For although the fact of Clydes having been picked up by Sondra in her car sometime before and later been invited to dinner at the Trumbulls, had been conveyed to the family sometime before, still a society notice in The Star was different. Now I wonder how it was that he came to be invited to that? meditated Mrs. Griffiths who was always conscious of her sons mood in regard to all this.

Now, who would do it but that little Finchley snip, the little smart aleck? snapped Gilbert. Shes got the idea from somewhere  from Bella for all I know  that we dont care to have anything to do with him, and she thinks this is a clever way to hit back at me for some of the things Ive done to her, or that she thinks Ive done. At any rate, she thinks I dont like her, and thats right, I dont. And Bella knows it, too. And that goes for that little Cranston show-off, too. Theyre both always running around with her. Theyre a set of show-offs and wasters, the whole bunch, and that goes for their brothers, too  Grant Cranston and Stew Finchley  and if something dont go wrong with one or another of that bunch one of these days, I miss my guess. You mark my word! They dont do a thing, the whole lot of them, from one years end to the other but play around and dance and run here and there, as though there wasnt anything else in the world for them to do. And why you and Dad let Bella run with em as much as she does is more than I can see.

To this his mother protested. It was not possible for her to entirely estrange Bella from one portion of this local social group and direct her definitely toward the homes of certain others. They all mingled too freely. And she was getting along in years and had a mind of her own.

Just the same his mothers apology and especially in the face of the publication of this item by no means lessened Gilberts opposition to Clydes social ambitions and opportunities. What! That poor little moneyless cousin of his who had committed first the unpardonable offense of looking like him and, second, of coming here to Lycurgus and fixing himself on this very superior family. And after he had shown him all too plainly, and from the first, that he personally did not like him, did not want him, and if left to himself would never for so much as a moment endure him.

He hasnt any money, he declared finally and very bitterly to his mother, and hes hanging on here by the skin of his teeth as it is. And what for? If he is taken up by these people, what can he do? He certainly hasnt the money to do as they do, and he cant get it. And if he could, his job here wouldnt let him go anywhere much, unless some one troubled to pay his way. And how he is going to do his work and run with that crowd is more than I know. That bunch is on the go all the time.

Actually he was wondering whether Clyde would be included from now on, and if so, what was to be done about it. If he were to be taken up in this way, how was he, or the family, either, to escape from being civil to him? For obviously, as earlier and subsequent developments proved, his father did not choose to send him away.

Indeed, subsequent to this conversation, Mrs. Griffiths had laid the paper, together with a version of Gilberts views before her husband at this same breakfast table. But he, true to his previous mood in regard to Clyde, was not inclined to share his sons opinion. On the contrary, he seemed, as Mrs. Griffiths saw it, to look upon the development recorded by the item as a justification in part of his own original estimate of Clyde.

I must say, he began, after listening to his wife to the end, I cant see whats wrong with his going to a party now and then, or being invited here and there even if he hasnt any money. It looks more like a compliment to him and to us than anything else. I know how Gil feels about him. But it rather looks to me as though Clydes just a little better than Gil thinks he is. At any rate, I cant and I wouldnt want to do anything about it. Ive asked him to come down here, and the least I can do is to give him an opportunity to better himself. He seems to be doing his work all right. Besides, how would it look if I didnt?

And later, because of some additional remarks on the part of Gilbert to his mother, he added: Id certainly rather have him going with some of the better people than some of the worse ones  thats one thing sure. Hes neat and polite and from all I hear at the factory does his work well enough. As a matter of fact, I think it would have been better if we had invited him up to the lake last summer for a few days anyhow, as I suggested. As it is now, if we dont do something pretty soon, it will look as though we think he isnt good enough for us when the other people here seem to think he is. If youll take my advice, youll have him up here for Christmas or New Years, anyhow, just to show that we dont think any less of him than our friends do.

This suggestion, once transferred to Gilbert by his mother, caused him to exclaim: Well, Ill be hanged! All right, only dont think Im going to lay myself out to be civil to him. Its a wonder, if Father thinks hes so able, that he dont make a real position for him somewhere.

Just the same, nothing might have come of this had it not been that Bella, returning from Albany this same day, learned via contacts and telephone talks with Sondra and Bertine of the developments in connection with Clyde. Also that he had been invited to accompany them to the New Years Eve dance at the Ellerslies in Schenectady, Bella having been previously scheduled to make a part of this group before Clyde was thought of.

This sudden development, reported by Bella to her mother, was of sufficient import to cause Mrs. Griffiths as well as Samuel, if not Gilbert, later to decide to make the best of a situation which obviously was being forced upon them and themselves invite Clyde for dinner  Christmas Day  a sedate affair to which many others were bid. For this as they now decided would serve to make plain to all and at once that Clyde was not being as wholly ignored as some might imagine. It was the only reasonable thing to do at this late date. And Gilbert, on hearing this, and realizing that in this instance he was checkmated, exclaimed sourly: Oh, all right. Invite him if you want to  if thats the way you and Dad feel about it. I dont see any real necessity for it even now. But you fix it to suit yourself. Constance and I are going over to Utica for the afternoon, anyhow, so I couldnt be there even if I wanted to.

He was thinking of what an outrageous thing it was that a girl whom he disliked as much as he did Sondra could thus via her determination and plottings thrust his own cousin on him and he be unable to prevent it. And what a beggar Clyde must be to attempt to attach himself in this way when he knew that he was not wanted! What sort of a youth was he, anyhow?

And so it was that on Monday morning Clyde had received another letter from the Griffiths, this time signed by Myra, asking him to have dinner with them at two oclock Christmas Day. But, since this at that time did not seem to interfere with his meeting Roberta Christmas night at eight, he merely gave himself over to extreme rejoicing in regard to it all now, and at last he was nearly as well placed here, socially, as any one. For although he had no money, see how he was being received  and by the Griffiths, too  among all the others. And Sondra taking so great an interest in him, actually talking and acting as though she might be ready to fall in love. And Gilbert checkmated by his social popularity. What would you say to that? It testified, as he saw it now, that at least his relatives had not forgotten him or that, because of his recent success in other directions, they were finding it necessary to be civil to him  a thought that was the same as the bays of victory to a contestant. He viewed it with as much pleasure almost as though there had never been any hiatus at all.


Chapter 31

Unfortunately, however, the Christmas dinner at the Griffiths, which included the Starks and their daughter Arabella, Mr. and Mrs. Wynant, who in the absence of their daughter Constance with Gilbert were dining with the Griffiths, the Arnolds, Anthonys, Harriets, Taylors and others of note in Lycurgus, so impressed and even overawed Clyde that although five oclock came and then six, he was incapable of breaking away or thinking clearly and compellingly of his obligation to Roberta. Even when, slightly before six, the greater portion of those who had been thus cheerfully entertained began rising and making their bows and departing (and when he, too, should have been doing the same and thinking of his appointment with Roberta), being accosted by Violet Taylor, who was part of the younger group, and who now began talking of some additional festivities to be held that same evening at the Anthonys, and who added most urgently, Youre coming with us, arent you? Sure you are, he at once acquiesced, although his earlier promise to Roberta forced the remembrance that she was probably already back and expecting him. But still he had time even now, didnt he?

Yet, once at the Anthonys, and talking and dancing with various girls, the obligation faded. But at nine he began worrying a little. For by this time she must be in her room and wondering what had become of him and his promise. And on Christmas night, too. And after she had been away three days.

Inwardly he grew more and more restless and troubled, the while outwardly he maintained that same high spirit that characterized him throughout the afternoon. Fortunately for his own mood, this same group, having danced and frolicked every night for the past week until almost nervously exhausted, it now unanimously and unconsciously yielded to weariness and at eleven thirty, broke up. And after having escorted Bella Griffiths to her door, Clyde hurried around to Elm Street to see if by any chance Roberta was still awake.

As he neared the Gilpins he perceived through the snow-covered bushes and trees the glow of her single lamp. And for the time being, troubled as to what he should say  how excuse himself for this inexplicable lapse  he paused near one of the large trees that bordered the street, debating with himself as to just what he would say. Would he insist that he had again been to the Griffiths, or where? For according to his previous story he had only been there the Friday before. In the months before when he had no social contacts, but was merely romanticizing in regard to them, the untruths he found himself telling her caused him no twinges of any kind. They were not real and took up no actual portion of his time, nor did they interfere with any of his desired contacts with her. But now in the face of the actuality and the fact that these new contacts meant everything to his future, as he saw it, he hesitated. His quick conclusion was to explain his absence this evening by a second invitation which had come later, also by asseverating that the Griffiths being potentially in charge of his material welfare, it was becoming more and more of a duty rather than an idle, evasive pleasure to desert her in this way at their command. Could he help it? And with this half-truth permanently fixed in his mind, he crossed the snow and gently tapped at her window.

At once the light was extinguished and a moment later the curtain lifted. Then Roberta, who had been mournfully brooding, opened the door and admitted him, having previously lit a candle as was her custom in order to avoid detection as much as possible, and at once he began in a whisper:

Gee, but this society business here is getting to be the dizzy thing, honey. I never saw such a town as this. Once you go with these people one place to do one thing, they always have something else they want you to do. Theyre on the go all the time. When I went there Friday (he was referring to his lie about having gone to the Griffiths), I thought that would be the last until after the holidays, but yesterday, and just when I was planning to go somewhere else, I got a note saying they expected me to come there again to-day for dinner sure.

And to-day when I thought the dinner would begin at two, he continued to explain, and end in time for me to be around here by eight like I said, it didnt start until three and only broke up a few minutes ago. Isnt that the limit? And I just couldnt get away for the last four hours. Howve you been, honey? Did you have a good time? I hope so. Did they like the present I gave you?

He rattled off these questions, to which she made brief and decidedly terse replies, all the time looking at him as much as to say, Oh, Clyde, how can you treat me like this?

But Clyde was so much interested in his own alibi, and how to convince Roberta of the truth of it, that neither before nor after slipping off his coat, muffler and gloves and smoothing back his hair, did he look at her directly, or even tenderly, or indeed do anything to demonstrate to her that he was truly delighted to see her again. On the contrary, he was so fidgety and in part flustered that despite his past professions and actions she could feel that apart from being moderately glad to see her again he was more concerned about himself and his own partially explained defection than he was about her. And although after a few moments he took her in his arms and pressed his lips to hers, still, as on Saturday, she could feel that he was only partially united to her in spirit. Other things  the affairs that had kept him from her on Friday and to-night  were disturbing his thoughts and hers.

She looked at him, not exactly believing and yet not entirely wishing to disbelieve him. He might have been at the Griffiths, as he said, and they might have detained him. And yet he might not have, either. For she could not help recalling that on the previous Saturday he had said he had been there Friday and the paper on the other hand had stated that he was in Gloversville. But if she questioned him in regard to these things now, would he not get angry and lie to her still more? For after all she could not help thinking that apart from his love for her she had no real claim on him. But she could not possibly imagine that he could change so quickly.

So that was why you didnt come to-night, was it? she asked, with more spirit and irritation than she had ever used with him before. I thought you told me sure you wouldnt let anything interfere, she went on, a little heavily.

Well, so I did, he admitted. And I wouldnt have either, except for the letter I got. You know I wouldnt let any one but my uncle interfere, but I couldnt turn them down when they asked me to come there on Christmas Day. Its too important. It wouldnt look right, would it, especially when you werent going to be here in the afternoon?

The manner and tone in which he said this conveyed to Roberta more clearly than anything that he had ever said before how significant he considered this connection with his relatives to be and how unimportant anything she might value in regard to this relationship was to him. It came to her now that in spite of all his enthusiasm and demonstrativeness in the first stages of this affair, possibly she was much more trivial in his estimation than she had seemed to herself. And that meant that her dreams and sacrifices thus far had been in vain. She became frightened.

Well, anyhow, she went on dubiously in the face of this, dont you think you might have left a note here, Clyde, so I would have got it when I got in? She asked this mildly, not wishing to irritate him too much.

But didnt I just tell you, honey, I didnt expect to be so late. I thought the thing would all be over by six, anyhow.

Yes  well  anyhow  I know  but still

Her face wore a puzzled, troubled, nervous look, in which was mingled fear, sorrow, depression, distrust, a trace of resentment and a trace of despair, all of which, coloring and animating her eyes, which were now fixed on him in round orblike solemnity, caused him to suffer from a sense of having misused and demeaned her not a little. And because her eyes seemed to advertise this, he flushed a dark red flush that colored deeply his naturally very pale cheeks. But without appearing to notice this or lay any stress on it in any way at the time, Roberta added after a moment: I notice that The Star mentioned that Gloversville party Sunday, but it didnt say anything about your cousins being over there. Were they?

For the first time in all her questioning of him, she asked this as though she might possibly doubt him  a development which Clyde had scarcely anticipated in connection with her up to this time, and more than anything else, it troubled and irritated him.

Of course they were, he replied falsely. Why do you want to ask a thing like that when I told you they were?

Well, dear, I dont mean anything by it. I only wanted to know. But I did notice that it mentioned all those other people from Lycurgus that you are always talking about, Sondra Finchley, Bertine Cranston. You know you never mentioned anybody but the Trumbulls.

Her tone tended to make him bristle and grow cross, as she saw.

Yes, I saw that, too, but it aint so. If they were there, I didnt see them. The papers dont always get everything right. In spite of a certain crossness and irritation at being trapped in this fashion, his manner did not carry conviction, and he knew it. And he began to resent the fact that she should question him so. Why should she? Wasnt he of sufficient importance to move in this new world without her holding him back in this way?

Instead of denying or reproaching him further, she merely looked at him, her expression one of injured wistfulness. She did not believe him now entirely and she did not utterly disbelieve him. A part of what he said was probably true. More important was it that he should care for her enough not to want to lie to her or to treat her badly. But how was that to be effected if he did not want to be kind or truthful? She moved back from him a few steps and with a gesture of helplessness said: Oh, Clyde, you dont have to story to me. Dont you know that? I wouldnt care where you went if you would just tell me beforehand and not leave me like this all alone on Christmas night. Its just that that hurts so.

But Im not storying to you, Bert, he reiterated crossly. I cant help how things look even if the paper did say so. The Griffiths were over there, and I can prove it. I got around here as soon as I could to-day. What do you want to get so mad about all at once? Ive told you how things are. I cant do just as I want to here. They call me up at the last minute and want me to go. And I just cant get out of it. Whats the use of being so mad about it?

He stared defiantly while Roberta, checkmated in this general way, was at a loss as to how to proceed. The item about New Years Eve was in her mind, but she felt that it might not be wise to say anything more now. More poignantly than ever now she was identifying him with that gay life of which he, but not she, was a part. And yet she hesitated even now to let him know how sharp were the twinges of jealousy that were beginning to assail her. They had such a good time in that fine world  he and those he knew  and she had so little. And besides, now he was always talking about that Sondra Finchley and that Bertine Cranston, or the papers were. Was it in either of those that he was most interested?

Do you like that Miss Finchley very much? she suddenly asked, looking up at him in the shadow, her desire to obtain some slight satisfaction  some little light on all this trouble  still torturing her.

At once Clyde sensed the importance of the question  a suggestion of partially suppressed interest and jealousy and helplessness, more in her voice even than in the way she looked. There was something so soft, coaxing and sad about her voice at times, especially when she was most depressed. At the same time he was slightly taken back by the shrewd or telepathic way in which she appeared to fix on Sondra. Immediately he felt that she should not know  that it would irritate her. At the same time, vanity in regard to his general position here, which hourly was becoming more secure apparently, caused him to say:

Oh, I like her some, sure. Shes very pretty, and a dandy dancer. And she has lots of money and dresses well. He was about to add that outside of that Sondra appealed to him in no other way, when Roberta, sensing something of the true interest he felt in this girl perhaps and the wide gulf that lay between herself and all his world, suddenly exclaimed: Yes, and who wouldnt, with all the money she has? If I had as much money as that, I could too.

And to his astonishment and dismay even, at this point her voice grew suddenly vibrant and then broke, as on a sob. And as he could both see and feel, she was deeply hurt  terribly and painfully hurt  heartsore and jealous; and at once, although his first impulse was to grow angry and defiant again, his mood as suddenly softened. For it now pained him not a little to think that some one of whom he had once been so continuously fond up to this time should be made to suffer through jealousy of him, for he himself well knew the pangs of jealousy in connection with Hortense. He could for some reason almost see himself in Robertas place. And for this reason, if no other, he now said, and quite softly: Oh, now, Bert, as though I couldnt tell you about her or any one else without your getting mad about it! I didnt mean that I was especially interested in her. I was just telling you what I thought you wanted to know because you asked me if I liked her, thats all.

Oh, yes, I know, replied Roberta, standing tensely and nervously before him, her face white, her hands suddenly clenched, and looking up at him dubiously and yet pleadingly. But theyve got everything. You know they have. And I havent got anything, really. And its so hard for me to keep up my end and against all of them, too, and with all they have. Her voice shook, and she ceased talking, her eyes filling and her lips beginning to quiver. And as swiftly she concealed her face with her hands and turned away, her shoulders shaking as she did so. Indeed her body was now torn for the moment by the most desperate and convulsive sobs, so much so that Clyde, perplexed and astonished and deeply moved by this sudden display of a pent-up and powerful emotion, as suddenly was himself moved deeply. For obviously this was no trick or histrionic bit intended to influence him, but rather a sudden and overwhelming vision of herself, as he himself could sense, as a rather lorn and isolated girl without friends or prospects as opposed to those others in whom he was now so interested and who had so much more  everything in fact. For behind her in her vision lay all the lorn and detached years that had marred her youth, now so vivid because of her recent visit. She was really intensely moved  overwhelmingly and helplessly.

And now from the very bottom of her heart she exclaimed: If Id ever had a chance like some girls  if Id ever been anywhere or seen anything! But just to be brought up in the country and without any money or clothes or anything  and nobody to show you. Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh!

The moment she said these things she was actually ashamed of having made so weak and self-condemnatory a confession, since that was what really was troubling him in connection with her, no doubt.

Oh, Roberta, darling, he said instantly and tenderly, putting his arms around her, genuinely moved by his own dereliction. You mustnt cry like that, dearest. You mustnt. I didnt mean to hurt you, honest I didnt. Truly, I didnt, dear. I know youve had a hard time, honey. I know how you feel, and how youve been up against things in one way and another. Sure I do, Bert, and you mustnt cry, dearest. I love you just the same. Truly I do, and I always will. Im sorry if Ive hurt you, honest I am. I couldnt help it to-night if I didnt come, honest, or last Friday either. Why, it just wasnt possible. But I wont be so mean like that any more, if I can help it. Honest I wont. Youre the sweetest, dearest girl. And youve got such lovely hair and eyes, and such a pretty little figure. Honest you have, Bert. And you can dance too, as pretty as anybody. And you look just as nice, honest you do, dear. Wont you stop now, honey? Please do. Im so sorry, honey, if Ive hurt you in any way.

There was about Clyde at times a certain strain of tenderness, evoked by experiences, disappointments, and hardships in his own life, which came out to one and another, almost any other, under such circumstances as these. At such times he had a soft and melting voice. His manner was as tender and gentle almost as that of a mother with a baby. It drew a girl like Roberta intensely to him. At the same time, such emotion in him, though vivid, was of brief duration. It was like the rush and flutter of a summer storm  soon come and soon gone. Yet in this instance it was sufficient to cause Roberta to feel that he fully understood and sympathized with her and perhaps liked her all the better for it. Things were not so had for the moment, anyhow. She had him and his love and sympathy to a very marked degree at any rate, and because of this and her very great comfort in it, and his soothing words, she began to dry her eyes, to say that she was sorry to think that she was such a cry-baby and that she hoped he would forgive her, because in crying she had wet the bosom of his spotless white shirt with her tears. And she would not do it any more if Clyde would just forgive her this once  the while, touched by a passion he scarcely believed was buried in her in any such volume, he now continued to kiss her hands, cheeks, and finally her lips.

And between these pettings and coaxings and kissings it was that he reaffirmed to her, most foolishly and falsely in this instance (since he was really caring for Sondra in a way which, while different, was just as vital  perhaps even more so), that he regarded her as first, last and most in his heart, always  a statement which caused her to feel that perhaps after all she might have misjudged him. Also that her position, if anything, was more secure, if not more wonderful than ever it had been before  far superior to that of these other girls who might see him socially perhaps, but who did not have him to love them in this wonderful way.


Chapter 32

Clyde now was actually part and parcel of this local winter social scene. The Griffiths having introduced him to their friends and connections, it followed as a matter of course that he would be received in most homes here. But in this very limited world, where quite every one who was anything at all knew every one else, the state of ones purse was as much, and in some instances even more, considered than ones social connections. For these local families of distinction were convinced that not only ones family but ones wealth was the be-all and end-all of every happy union meant to include social security. And in consequence, while considering Clyde as one who was unquestionably eligible socially, still, because it had been whispered about that his means were very slender, they were not inclined to look upon him as one who might aspire to marriage with any of their daughters. Hence, while they were to the fore with invitations, still in so far as their own children and connections were concerned they were also to the fore with precautionary hints as to the inadvisability of too numerous contacts with him.

However, the mood of Sondra and her group being friendly toward him, and the observations and comments of their friends and parents not as yet too definite, Clyde continued to receive invitations to the one type of gathering that most interested him  that which began and ended with dancing. And although his purse was short, he got on well enough. For once Sondra had interested herself in him, it was not long before she began to realize what his financial state was and was concerned to make his friendship for her at least as inexpensive as possible. And because of this attitude on her part, which in turn was conveyed to Bertine, Grant Cranston and others, it became possible on most occasions for Clyde, especially when the affair was local, to go here and there without the expenditure of any money. Even when the affair was at any point beyond Lycurgus and he consented to go, the car of another was delegated to pick him up.

Frequently after the New Years Eve trip to Schenectady, which proved to be an outing of real import to both Clyde and Sondra  seeing that on that occasion she drew nearer to him affectionately than ever before  it was Sondra herself who chose to pick him up in her car. He had actually succeeded in impressing her, and in a way that most flattered her vanity at the same time that it appealed to the finest trait in her  a warm desire to have some one, some youth like Clyde, who was at once attractive and of good social station, dependent upon her. She knew that her parents would not countenance an affair between her and Clyde because of his poverty. She had originally not contemplated any, though now she found herself wishing that something of the kind might be.

However, no opportunity for further intimacies occurred until one night about two weeks after the New Years party. They were returning from a similar affair at Amsterdam, and after Bella Griffiths and Grant and Bertine Cranston had been driven to their respective homes, Stuart Finchley had called back: Now well take you home, Griffiths. At once Sondra, swayed by the delight of contact with Clyde and not willing to end it so soon, said: If you want to come over to our place, Ill make some hot chocolate before you go home. Would you like that?

Oh, sure I would, Clyde had answered gayly.

Here goes then, called Stuart, turning the car toward the Finchley home. But as for me, Im going to turn in. Its way after three now.

Thats a good brother. Your beauty sleep, you know, replied Sondra.

And having turned the car into the garage, the three made their way through the rear entrance into the kitchen. Her brother having left them, Sondra asked Clyde to be seated at a servants table while she brought the ingredients. But he, impressed by this culinary equipment, the like of which he had never seen before, gazed about wondering at the wealth and security which could sustain it.

My, this is a big kitchen, isnt it? he remarked. What a lot of things you have here to cook with, havent you?

And she, realizing from this that he had not been accustomed to equipment of this order before coming to Lycurgus and hence was all the more easily to be impressed, replied: Oh, I dont know. Arent all kitchens as big as this?

Clyde, thinking of the poverty he knew, and assuming from this that she was scarcely aware of anything less than this, was all the more overawed by the plethora of the world to which she belonged. What means! Only to think of being married to such a girl, when all such as this would become an everyday state. One would have a cook and servants, a great house and car, no one to work for, and only orders to give, a thought which impressed him greatly. It made her various self-conscious gestures and posings all the more entrancing. And she, sensing the import of all this to Clyde, was inclined to exaggerate her own inseparable connection with it. To him, more than any one else, as she now saw, she shone as a star, a paragon of luxury and social supremacy.

Having prepared the chocolate in a commonplace aluminum pan, to further impress him she sought out a heavily chased silver service which was in another room. She poured the chocolate into a highly ornamented urn and then carried it to the table and put it down before him. Then swinging herself up beside him, she said: Now, isnt this chummy? I just love to get out in the kitchen like this, but I can only do it when the cooks out. He wont let any one near the place when hes here.

Oh, is that so? asked Clyde, who was quite unaware of the ways of cooks in connection with private homes  an inquiry which quite convinced Sondra that there must have been little if any real means in the world from which he sprang. Nevertheless, because he had come to mean so much to her, she was by no means inclined to turn back. And so when he finally exclaimed: Isnt it wonderful to be together like this, Sondra? Just think, I hardly got a chance to say a word to you all evening, alone, she replied, without in any way being irritated by the familiarity, You think so? Im glad you do, and smiled in a slightly supercilious though affectionate way.

And at the sight of her now in her white satin and crystal evening gown, her slippered feet swinging so intimately near, a faint perfume radiating to his nostrils, he was stirred. In fact, his imagination in regard to her was really inflamed. Youth, beauty, wealth such as this  what would it not mean? And she, feeling the intensity of his admiration and infected in part at least by the enchantment and fervor that was so definitely dominating him, was swayed to the point where she was seeing him as one for whom she could care  very much. Werent his eyes bright and dark  very liquid and eager? And his hair! It looked so enticing, lying low upon his white forehead. She wished that she could touch it now  smooth it with her hands and touch his cheeks. And his hands  they were thin and sensitive and graceful. Like Roberta, and Hortense and Rita before her, she noticed them.

But he was silent now with a tightly restrained silence which he was afraid to liberate in words. For he was thinking: Oh, if only I could say to her how beautiful I really think she is. If I could just put my arms around her and kiss her, and kiss her, and kiss her, and have her kiss me in the same way. And strangely, considering his first approaches toward Roberta, the thought was without lust, just the desire to constrain and fondle a perfect object. Indeed, his eyes fairly radiated this desire and intensity. And while she noted this and was in part made dubious by it, since it was the thing in Clyde she most feared  still she was intrigued by it to the extent of wishing to know its further meaning.

And so she now said, teasingly: Was there anything very important you wanted to say?

Id like to say a lot of things to you, Sondra, if you would only let me, he returned eagerly. But you told me not to.

Oh, so I did. Well, I meant that, too. Im glad you mind so well. There was a provoking smile upon her lips and she looked at him as much as to say: But you dont really believe I meant all of that, do you?

Overcome by the suggestion of her eyes, Clyde got up and, taking both her hands in his and looking directly into her eyes, said: You didnt mean all of it, then, did you, Sondra? Not all of it, anyhow. Oh, I wish I could tell you all that I am thinking. His eyes spoke, and now sharply conscious again of how easy it was to inflame him, and yet anxious to permit him to proceed as he wished, she leaned back from him and said, Oh, yes, Im sure I did. You take almost everything too seriously, dont you? But at the same time, and in spite of herself, her expression relaxed and she once more smiled.

I cant help it, Sondra. I cant! I cant! he began, eagerly and almost vehemently. You dont know what effect you have on me. Youre so beautiful. Oh, you are. You know you are. I think about you all the time. Really I do, Sondra. Youve made me just crazy about you, so much so that I can hardly sleep for thinking about you. Gee, Im wild! I never go anywhere or see you any place but what I think of you all the time afterward. Even to-night when I saw you dancing with all those fellows I could hardly stand it. I just wanted you to be dancing with me  no one else. Youve got such beautiful eyes, Sondra, and such a lovely mouth and chin, and such a wonderful smile.

He lifted his hands as though to caress her gently, yet holding them back, and at the same time dreamed into her eyes as might a devotee into those of a saint, then suddenly put his arms about her and drew her close to him. She, thrilled and in part seduced by his words, instead of resisting as definitely as she would have in any other case, now gazed at him, fascinated by his enthusiasms. She was so trapped and entranced by his passion for her that it seemed to her now as though she might care for him as much as he wished. Very, very much, if she only dared. He, too, was beautiful and alluring to her. He, too, was really wonderful, even if he were poor  so much more intense and dynamic than any of these other youths that she knew here. Would it not be wonderful if, her parents and her state permitting, she could share with him completely such a mood as this? Simultaneously the thought came to her that should her parents know of this it might not be possible for her to continue this relationship in any form, let alone to develop it or enjoy it in the future. Yet regardless of this thought now, which arrested and stilled her for a moment, she continued to yearn toward him. Her eyes were warm and tender  her lips wreathed with a gracious smile.

Im sure I oughtnt to let you say all these things to me. I know I shouldnt, she protested weakly, yet looking at him affectionately. It isnt the right thing to do, I know, but still

Why not? Why isnt it right, Sondra? Why maynt I when I care for you so much? His eyes became clouded with sadness, and she, noting it, exclaimed: Oh, well, then paused, I  I She was about to add, Dont think they would ever let us go on with it, but instead she only replied, I guess I dont know you well enough.

Oh, Sondra, when I love you so much and Im so crazy about you! Dont you care at all like I care for you?

Because of the uncertainty expressed by her, his eyes were now seeking, frightened, sad. The combination had an intense appeal for her. She merely looked at him dubiously, wondering what could be the result of such an infatuation as this. And he, noting the wavering something in her own eyes, pulled her closer and kissed her. Instead of resenting it she lay for a moment willingly, joyously, in his arms, then suddenly sat up, the thought of what she was permitting him to do  kiss her in this way  and what it must mean to him, causing her on the instant to recover all her poise. I think youd better go now, she said definitely, yet not unkindly. Dont you?

And Clyde, who himself had been surprised and afterwards a little startled, and hence reduced by his own boldness, now pleaded rather weakly, and yet submissively. Angry?

And she, in turn sensing his submissiveness, that of the slave for the master, and in part liking and in part resenting it, since like Roberta and Hortense, even she preferred to be mastered rather than to master, shook her head negatively and a little sadly.

Its very late, was all she said, and smiled tenderly.

And Clyde, realizing that for some reason he must not say more, had not the courage or persistence or the background to go further with her now, went for his coat and, looking sadly but obediently back at her, departed.


Chapter 33

One of the things that Roberta soon found was that her intuitive notions in regard to all this were not without speedy substantiation. For exactly as before, though with the usual insistence afterward that there was no real help for it, there continued to be these same last moment changes of plan and unannounced absences. And although she complained at times, or pleaded, or merely contented herself with quite silent and not always obvious blues, still these same effected no real modification or improvement. For Clyde was now hopelessly enamored of Sandra and by no means to be changed, or moved even, by anything in connection with Roberta. Sondra was too wonderful!

At the same time because she was there all of the working hours of each day in the same room with him, he could not fail instinctively to feel some of the thoughts that employed her mind  such dark, sad, despairing thoughts. And these seized upon him at times as definitely and poignantly as though they were voices of accusation or complaint  so much so that he could not help but suggest by way of amelioration that he would like to see her and that he was coming around that night if she were going to be home. And so distrait was she, and still so infatuated with him, that she could not resist admitting that she wanted him to come. And once there, the psychic personality of the past as well as of the room itself was not without its persuasion and hence emotional compulsion.

But most foolishly anticipating, as he now did, a future more substantial than the general local circumstances warranted, he was more concerned than ever lest his present relationship to Roberta should in any way prove inimical to all this. Supposing that Sondra at some time, in some way, should find out concerning Roberta? How fatal that would be! Or that Roberta should become aware of his devotion to Sondra and so develop an active resentment which should carry her to the length of denouncing or exposing him. For subsequent to the New Years Eve engagement, he was all too frequently appearing at the factory of a morning with explanatory statements that because of some invitation from the Griffiths, Harriets, or others, he would not be able to keep an engagement with her that night, for instance, that he had made a day or two before. And later, on three different occasions, because Sondra had called for him in her car, he had departed without a word, trusting to what might come to him the next day in the way of an excuse to smooth the matter over.

Yet anomalous, if not exactly unprecedented as it may seem, this condition of mingled sympathy and opposition gave rise at last to the feeling in him that come what might he must find some method of severing this tie, even though it lacerated Roberta to the point of death (Why should he care? He had never told her that he would marry her.) or endangered his own position here in case she were not satisfied to release him as voicelessly as he wished. At other times it caused him to feel that indeed he was a sly and shameless and cruel person who had taken undue advantage of a girl who, left to herself, would never have troubled with him. And this latter mood, in spite of slights and lies and thinly excused neglects and absences at times in the face of the most definite agreements  so strange is the libido of the race  brought about the reenactment of the infernal or celestial command laid upon Adam and his breed: Thy desire shall be to thy mate.

But there was this to be said in connection with the relationship between these two, that no time, owing to the inexperience of Clyde, as well as Roberta, had there been any adequate understanding or use of more than the simplest, and for the most part unsatisfactory, contraceptive devices. About the middle of February, and, interestingly enough, at about the time when Clyde, because of the continuing favor of Sondra, had about reached the point where he was determined once and for all to end, not only this physical, but all other connection with Roberta, she on her part was beginning to see clearly that, in spite of his temporizing and her own incurable infatuation for him, pursuit of him by her was futile and that it would be more to the satisfaction of her pride, if not to the ease of her heart, if she were to leave here and in some other place seek some financial help that would permit her to live and still help her parents and forget him if she could. Unfortunately for this, she was compelled, to her dismay and terror, to enter the factory one morning, just about this time, her face a symbol of even graver and more terrifying doubts and fears than any that had hitherto assailed her. For now, in addition to her own troubled conclusions in regard to Clyde, there had sprung up over night the dark and constraining fear that even this might not now be possible, for the present at least. For because of her own and Clydes temporizing over his and her sentimentality and her unconquerable affection for him, she now, at a time when it was most inimical for both, found herself pregnant.

Ever since she had yielded to his blandishments, she had counted the days and always had been able to congratulate herself that all was well. But forty-eight hours since the always exactly calculated time had now passed, and there had been no sign. And for four days preceding this Clyde had not even been near her. And his attitude at the factory was more remote and indifferent than ever.

And now, this!

And she had no one but him to whom she might turn. And he was in this estranged and indifferent mood.

Because of her fright, induced by the fear that with or without Clydes aid she might not easily be extricated from her threatened predicament, she could see her home, her mother, her relatives, all who knew her, and their thoughts in case anything like this should befall her. For of the opinion of society in general and what other people might say, Roberta stood in extreme terror. The stigma of unsanctioned concupiscence! The shame of illegitimacy for a child! It was bad enough, as she had always thought, listening to girls and women talk of life and marriage and adultery and the miseries that had befallen girls who had yielded to men and subsequently been deserted, for a woman when she was safely married and sustained by the love and strength of a man  such love, for instance, as her brother-in-law Gabel brought to her sister Agnes, and her father to her mother in the first years, no doubt  and Clyde to her when he had so feverishly declared that he loved her.

But now  now!

She could not permit any thoughts in regard to his recent or present attitude to delay her. Regardless of either, he must help her. She did not know what else to do under such circumstances  which way to turn. And no doubt Clyde did. At any rate he had said once that he would stand by her in case anything happened. And although, because at first, even on the third day on reaching the factory, she imagined that she might be exaggerating the danger and that it was perhaps some physical flaw or lapse that might still overcome itself, still by late afternoon no evidence of any change coming to her, she began to be a prey to the most nameless terrors. What little courage she had mustered up to this time began to waver and break. She was all alone, unless he came to her now. And she was in need of advice and good counsel  loving counsel. Oh, Clyde! Clyde! If he would only not be so indifferent to her! He must not be! Something must be done, and right away  quick  else  Great Heavens, what a terrible thing this could easily come to be!

At once she stopped her work between four and five in the afternoon and hurried to the dressing-room. And there she penned a note  hurried, hysterical  a scrawl.

CLYDE  I must see you to-night, sure, sure. You mustnt fail me. I have something to tell you. Please come as soon after work as possible, or meet me anywhere. Im not angry or mad about anything. But I must see you to-night, sure. Please say right away where.

ROBERTA.

And he, sensing a new and strange and quite terrified note in all this the moment he read it, at once looked over his shoulder at her and, seeing her face so white and drawn, signaled that he would meet her. For judging by her face the thing she had to tell must be of the utmost importance to her, else why this tensity and excitement on her part. And although he had another engagement later, as he now troublesomely recalled, at the Starks for dinner, still it was necessary to do this first. Yet, what was it anyhow? Was anybody dead or hurt or what  her mother or father or brother or sister?

At five-thirty, he made his way to the appointed place, wondering what it could be that could make her so pale and concerned. Yet at the same time saying to himself that if this other dream in regard to Sondra were to come true he must not let himself be reentangled by any great or moving sympathy  must maintain his new poise and distance so that Roberta could see that he no longer cared for her as he had. Reaching the appointed place at six oclock, he found her leaning disconsolately against a tree in the shadow. She looked distraught, despondent.

Why, whats the matter, Bert? What are you so frightened about? Whats happened?

Even his obviously dwindling affection was restimulated by her quite visible need of help.

Oh, Clyde, she said at last, I hardly know how to tell you. Its so terrible for me if its so. Her voice, tense and yet low, was in itself a clear proof of her anguish and uncertainty.

Why, what is it, Bert? Why dont you tell me? he reiterated, briskly and yet cautiously, essaying an air of detached assurance which he could not quite manage in this instance. Whats wrong? What are you so excited about? Youre all trembly.

Because of the fact that never before in all his life had he been confronted by any such predicament as this, it did not even now occur to him just what the true difficulty could be. At the same time, being rather estranged and hence embarrassed by his recent treatment of her, he was puzzled as to just what attitude to assume in a situation where obviously something was wrong. Being sensitive to conventional or moral stimuli as he still was, he could not quite achieve a discreditable thing, even where his own highest ambitions were involved, without a measure of regret or at least shame. Also he was so anxious to keep his dinner engagement and not to be further involved that his manner was impatient. It did not escape Roberta.

You know, Clyde, she pleaded, both earnestly and eagerly, the very difficulty of her state encouraging her to be bold and demanding, you said if anything went wrong youd help me.

At once, because of those recent few and, as he now saw them, foolish visits to her room, on which occasions because of some remaining sentiment and desire on the part of both he had been betrayed into sporadic and decidedly unwise physical relations with her, he now realized what the difficulty was. And that it was a severe, compelling, dangerous difficulty, if it were true. Also that he was to blame and that here was a real predicament that must be overcome, and that quickly, unless a still greater danger was to be faced. Yet, simultaneously, his very recent and yet decidedly compelling indifference dictating, he was almost ready now to assume that this might be little more than a ruse or lovelorn device or bit of strategy intended to retain or reenlist his interest in spite of himself  a thought which he was only in part ready to harbor. Her manner was too dejected and despairing. And with the first dim realization of how disastrous such a complication as this might prove to be in his case, he began to be somewhat more alarmed than irritated. So much so that he exclaimed:

Yes, but how do you know that there is anything wrong? You cant be sure so soon as all this, can you? How can you? Youll probably be all right to-morrow, wont you? At the same time his voice was beginning to suggest the uncertainty that he felt.

Oh, no, I dont think so, Clyde. I wish I did. Its two whole days, and its never been that way before.

Her manner as she said this was so obviously dejected and self-commiserating that at once he was compelled to dismiss the thought of intrigue. At the same time, unwilling to face so discouraging a fact so soon, he added: Oh, well, that might not mean anything, either. Girls go longer than two days, dont they?

The tone, implying as it did uncertainty and non-sophistication even, which previously had not appeared characteristic of him, was sufficient to alarm Roberta to the point where she exclaimed: Oh, no, I dont think so. Anyhow, it would be terrible, wouldnt it, if something were wrong? What do you suppose I ought to do? Dont you know something I can take?

At once Clyde, who had been so brisk and urgent in establishing this relationship and had given Roberta the impression that he was a sophisticated and masterful youth who knew much more of life than ever she could hope to know, and to whom all such dangers and difficulties as were implied in the relationship could be left with impunity, was at a loss what to do. Actually, as he himself now realized, he was as sparingly informed in regard to the mysteries of sex and the possible complications attending upon such a situation as any youth of his years could well be. True, before coming here he had browsed about Kansas City and Chicago with such worldly-wise mentors of the hotel bell-boy world as Ratterer, Higby, Hegglund and others and had listened to much of their gossiping and boasting. But their knowledge, for all their boasting, as he now half guessed, must have related to girls who were as careless and uninformed as themselves. And beyond those again, although he was by no means so clearly aware of that fact now, lay little more than those rumored specifics and preventatives of such quack doctors and shady druggists and chemists as dealt with intelligences of the Hegglund and Ratterer order. But even so, where were such things to be obtained in a small city like Lycurgus? Since dropping Dillard he had no intimates let alone trustworthy friends who could be depended on to help in such a crisis.

The best he could think of for the moment was to visit some local or near-by druggist who might, for a price, provide him with some worth-while prescription or information. But for how much? And what were the dangers in connection with such a proceeding? Did they talk? Did they ask questions? Did they tell any one else about such inquiries or needs? He looked so much like Gilbert Griffiths, who was so well known in Lycurgus that any one recognizing him as Gilbert might begin to talk of him in that way and so bring about trouble.

And this terrible situation arising now  when in connection with Sondra, things had advanced to the point where she was now secretly permitting him to kiss her, and, more pleasing still, exhibiting little evidences of her affection and good will in the form of presents of ties, a gold pencil, a box of most attractive handkerchiefs, all delivered to his door in his absence with a little card with her initials, which had caused him to feel sure that his future in connection with her was of greater and greater promise. So much so that even marriage, assuming that her family might not prove too inimical and that her infatuation and diplomacy endured, might not be beyond the bounds of possibility. He could not be sure, of course. Her true intentions and affections so far were veiled behind a tantalizing evasiveness which made her all the more desirable. Yet it was these things that had been causing him to feel that he must now, and speedily, extract himself as gracefully and unirritatingly as possible from his intimacy with Roberta.

For that reason, therefore, he now announced, with pretended assurance: Well, I wouldnt worry about it any more to-night if I were you. You may be all right yet, you know. You cant be sure. Anyhow, Ill have to have a little time until I can see what I can do. I think I can get something for you. But I wish you wouldnt get so excited.

At the same time he was far from feeling as secure as he sounded. In fact he was very much shaken. His original determination to have as little to do with her as possible, was now complicated by the fact that he was confronted by a predicament that spelled real danger to himself, unless by some argument or assertion he could absolve himself of any responsibility in connection with this  a possibility which, in view of the fact that Roberta still worked for him, that he had written her some notes, and that any least word from her would precipitate an inquiry which would prove fatal to him, was sufficient to cause him to feel that he must assist her speedily and without a breath of information as to all this leaking out in any direction. At the same time it is only fair to say that because of all that had been between them, he did not object to assisting her in any way that he could. But in the event that he could not (it was so that his thoughts raced forward to an entirely possible inimical conclusion to all this) well, then  well, then  might it not be possible at least  some fellows, if not himself would  to deny that he had held any such relationship with her and so escape. That possibly might be one way out  if only he were not as treacherously surrounded as he was here.

But the most troublesome thing in connection with all this was the thought that he knew of nothing that would really avail in such a case, other than a doctor. Also that that probably meant money, time, danger  just what did it mean? He would see her in the morning, and if she werent all right by then he would act.

And Roberta, for the first time forsaken in this rather casual and indifferent way, and in such a crisis as this, returned to her room with her thoughts and fears, more stricken and agonized than ever before she had been in all her life.


Chapter 34

But the resources of Clyde, in such a situation as this, were slim. For, apart from Liggett, Whiggam, and a few minor though decidedly pleasant and yet rather remote department heads, all of whom were now looking on him as a distinctly superior person who could scarcely be approached too familiarly in connection with anything, there was no one to whom he could appeal. In so far as the social group to which he was now so eagerly attaching himself was concerned, it would have been absurd for him to attempt, however slyly, to extract any information there. For while the youths of this world at least were dashing here and there, and because of their looks, taste and means indulging themselves in phases of libertinism  the proper wild oats of youth  such as he and others like himself could not have dreamed of affording, still so far was he from any real intimacy with any of these that he would not have dreamed of approaching them for helpful information.

His sanest thought, which occurred to him almost immediately after leaving Roberta, was that instead of inquiring of any druggist or doctor or person in Lycurgus  more particularly any doctor, since the entire medical profession here, as elsewhere, appeared to him as remote, cold, unsympathetic and likely very expensive and unfriendly to such an immoral adventure as this  was to go to some near-by city, preferably Schenectady, since it was larger and as near as any, and there inquire what, if anything, could be obtained to help in such a situation as this. For he must find something.

At the same time, the necessity for decision and prompt action was so great that even on his way to the Starks, and without knowing any drug or prescription to ask for, he resolved to go to Schenectady the next night. Only that meant, as he later reasoned, that a whole day must elapse before anything could be done for Roberta, and that, in her eyes, as well as his own, would be leaving her open to the danger that any delay at all involved. Therefore, he decided to act at once, if he could; excuse himself to the Starks and then make the trip to Schenectady on the interurban before the drug-stores over there should close. But once there  what? How face the local druggist or clerk  and ask for what? His mind was troubled with hard, abrasive thoughts as to what the druggist might think, look or say. If only Ratterer or Hegglund were here! They would know, of course, and be glad to help him. Or Higby, even. But here he was now, all alone, for Roberta knew nothing at all. There must be something though, of course. If not, if he failed there, he would return and write Ratterer in Chicago, only in order to keep himself out of this as much as possible he would say that he was writing for a friend.

Once in Schenectady, since no one knew him there, of course he might say (the thought came to him as an inspiration) that he was a newly married man  why not? He was old enough to be one, and that his wife, and that in the face of inability to care for a child now, was past her time (he recalled a phrase that he had once heard Higby use), and that he wanted something that would permit her to escape from that state. What was so wrong with that as an idea? A young married couple might be in just such a predicament. And possibly the druggist would, or should be stirred to a little sympathy by such a state and might be glad to tell him of something. Why not? That would be no real crime. To be sure, one and another might refuse, but a third might not. And then he would be rid of this. And then never again, without knowing a lot more than he did now, would he let himself drift into any such predicament as this. Never! It was too dreadful.

He betook himself to the Stark house very nervous and growing more so every moment. So much so that, the dinner being eaten, he finally declared as early as nine-thirty that at the last moment at the factory a very troublesome report, covering a whole months activities, had been requested of him. And since it was not anything he could do at the office, he was compelled to return to his room and make it out there  a bit of energetic and ambitious commercialism, as the Starks saw it, worthy of their admiration and sympathy. And in consequence he was excused.

But arrived at Schenectady, he had barely time to look around a little before the last car for Lycurgus should be leaving. His nerve began to fail him. Did he look enough like a young married man to convince any one that he was one? Besides were not such preventatives considered very wrong  even by druggists?

Walking up and down the one very long Main Street still brightly lighted at this hour, looking now in one drug-store window and another, he decided for different reasons that each particular one was not the one. In one, as he saw at a glance, stood a stout, sober, smooth-shaven man of fifty whose bespectacled eyes and iron gray hair seemed to indicate to Clydes mind that he would be most certain to deny such a youthful applicant as himself  refuse to believe that he was married  or to admit that he had any such remedy, and suspect him of illicit relations with some young, unmarried girl into the bargain. He looked so sober, God-fearing, ultra-respectable and conventional. No, it would not do to apply to him. He had not the courage to enter and face such a person.

In another drug-store he observed a small, shriveled and yet dapper and shrewd-looking man of perhaps thirty-five, who appeared to him at the time as satisfactory enough, only, as he could see from the front, he was being briskly assisted by a young woman of not more than twenty or twenty-five. And assuming that she would approach him instead of the man  an embarrassing and impossible situation  or if the man waited on him, was it not probable that she would hear? In consequence he gave up that place, and a third, a fourth, and a fifth, for varying and yet equally cogent reasons  customers inside, a girl and a boy at a soda fountain in front, an owner posed near the door and surveying Clyde as he looked in and thus disconcerting him before he had time to consider whether he should enter or not.

Finally, however, after having abandoned so many, he decided that he must act or return defeated, his time and carfare wasted. Returning to one of the lesser stores in a side street, in which a moment before he had observed an undersized chemist idling about, he entered, and summoning all the bravado he could muster, began: I want to know something. I want to know if you know of anything  well, you see, its this way  Im just married and my wife is past her time and I cant afford to have any children now if I can help it. Is there anything a person can get that will get her out of it?

His manner was brisk and confidential enough, although tinged with nervousness and the inner conviction that the druggist must guess that he was lying. At the same time, although he did not know it, he was talking to a confirmed religionist of the Methodist group who did not believe in interfering with the motives or impulses of nature. Any such trifling was against the laws of God and he carried nothing in stock that would in any way interfere with the ways of the Creator. At the same time he was too good a merchant to wish to alienate a possible future customer, and so he now said: Im sorry, young man, but Im afraid I cant help you in this case. I havent a thing of that kind in stock here  never handle anything of that kind because I dont believe in em. It may be, though, that some of the other stores here in town carry something of the sort. I wouldnt be able to tell you. His manner as he spoke was solemn, the convinced and earnest tone and look of the moralist who knows that he is right.

And at once Clyde gathered, and fairly enough in this instance, that this man was reproachful. It reduced to a much smaller quantity the little confidence with which he had begun his quest. And yet, since the dealer had not directly reproached him and had even said that it might be possible that some of the other druggists carried such a thing, he took heart after a few moments, and after a brief fit of pacing here and there in which he looked through one window and another, he finally espied a seventh dealer alone. He entered, and after repeating his first explanation he was informed, very secretively and yet casually, by the thin, dark, casuistic person who waited on him  not the owner in this instance  that there was such a remedy. Yes. Did he wish a box? That (because Clyde asked the price) would be six dollars  a staggering sum to the salaried inquirer. However, since the expenditure seemed unescapable  to find anything at all a great relief  he at once announced that he would take it, and the clerk, bringing him something which he hinted ought to prove effectual and wrapping it up, he paid and went out.

And then actually so relieved was he, so great had been the strain up to this moment, that he could have danced for joy. Then there was a cure, and it would work, of course. The excessive and even outrageous price seemed to indicate as much. And under the circumstances, might he not even consider that sum moderate, seeing that he was being let off so easily? However, he forgot to inquire as to whether there was any additional information or special direction that might prove valuable, and instead, with the package in his pocket, some central and detached portion of the ego within himself congratulating him upon his luck and undaunted efficiency in such a crisis as this, he at once returned to Lycurgus, where he proceeded to Robertas room.

And she, like himself, impressed by his success in having secured something which both he and she had feared did not exist, or if it did, might prove difficult to procure, felt enormously relieved. In fact, she was reimpressed by his ability and efficiency, qualities with which, up to this time at least, she had endowed him. Also that he was more generous and considerate than under the circumstances she feared he would be. At least he was not coldly abandoning her to fate, as previously in her terror she had imagined that he might. And this fact, even in the face of his previous indifference, was sufficient to soften her mood in regard to him. So with a kind of ebullience, based on fattened hope resting on the pills, she undid the package and read the directions, assuring him the while of her gratitude and that she would not forget how good he had been to her in this instance. At the same time, even as she untied the package, the thought came to her  supposing they would not work? Then what? And how would she go about arranging with Clyde as to that? However, for the time being, as she now reasoned, she must be satisfied and grateful for this, and at once took one of the pills.

But once her expressions of gratefulness had been offered and Clyde sensed that these same might possibly be looked upon as overtures to a new intimacy between them, he fell back upon the attitude that for days past had characterized him at the factory. Under no circumstances must he lend himself to any additional blandishments or languishments in this field. And if this drug proved effectual, as he most earnestly hoped, it must be the last of any save the most accidental and casual contacts. For there was too much danger, as this particular crisis had proved  too much to be lost on his side  everything, in short  nothing but worry and trouble and expense.

In consequence he retreated to his former reserve. Well, youll be all right now, eh? Anyhow, lets hope so, huh? It says to take one every two hours for eight or ten hours. And if youre just a little sick, it says it doesnt make any difference. You may have to knock off a day or two at the factory, but you wont mind that, will you, if it gets you out of this? Ill come around to-morrow night and see how you are, if you dont show up any time to-morrow.

He laughed genially, the while Roberta gazed at him, unable to associate his present casual attitude with his former passion and deep solicitude. His former passion! And now this! And yet, under the circumstances, being truly grateful, she now smiled cordially and he the same. Yet, seeing him go out, the door close, and no endearing demonstrations of any kind having been exchanged between them, she returned to her bed, shaking her head dubiously. For, supposing that this remedy did not work after all? And he continued in this same casual and remote attitude toward her? Then what? For unless this remedy proved effectual, he might still be so indifferent that he might not want to help her long  or would he? Could he do that, really? He was the one who had brought her to this difficulty, and against her will, and he had so definitely assured her that nothing would happen. And now she must lie here alone and worry, not a single person to turn to, except him, and he was leaving her for others with the assurance that she would be all right. And he had caused it all! Was this quite right?

Oh, Clyde! Clyde!


Chapter 35

But the remedy he purchased failed to work. And because of nausea and his advice she had not gone to the factory, but lay about worrying. But, no saving result appearing, she began to take two pills every hour instead of one  eager at any cost to escape the fate which seemingly had overtaken her. And this made her exceedingly sick  so much so that when Clyde arrived at six-thirty he was really moved by her deathly white face, drawn cheeks and large and nervous eyes, the pupils of which were unduly dilated. Obviously she was facing a crisis, and because of him, and, while it frightened, at the same time it made him sorry for her. Still, so confused and perplexed was he by the problem which her unchanged state presented to him that his mind now leaped forward to the various phases and eventualities of such a failure as this. The need of additional advice or service of some physician somewhere! But where and how and who? And besides, as he now asked himself, where was he to obtain the money in any such event?

Plainly in view of no other inspiration it was necessary for him to return to the druggist at once and there inquire if there was anything else  some other drug or some other thing that one might do. Or if not that, then some low-priced shady doctor somewhere, who, for a small fee, or a promise of payments on time, would help in this case.

Yet even though this other matter was so important  tragic almost  once outside his spirits lifted slightly. For he now recalled that he had an appointment with Sondra at the Cranstons, where at nine he and she, along with a number of others, were to meet and play about as usual  a party. Yet once at the Cranstons, and despite the keen allurement of Sondra, he could not keep his mind off Robertas state, which rose before him as a specter. Supposing now any one of those whom he found gathered here  Nadine Harriet, Perley Haynes, Violet Taylor, Jill Trumbull, Bella, Bertine, and Sondra, should gain the least inkling of the scene he had just witnessed? In spite of Sondra at the piano throwing him a welcoming smile over her shoulder as he entered, his thoughts were on Roberta. He must go around there again after this was over, to see how she was and so relieve his own mind in case she were better. In case she was not, he must write to Ratterer at once for advice.

In spite of his distress he was trying to appear as gay and unconcerned as ever  dancing first with Perley Haynes and then with Nadine and finally, while waiting for a chance to dance with Sondra, he approached a group who were trying to help Vanda Steele solve a new scenery puzzle and asserted that he could read messages written on paper and sealed in envelopes (the old serial letter trick which he had found explained in an ancient book of parlor tricks discovered on a shelf at the Peytons). It had been his plan to use it before in order to give himself an air of ease and cleverness, but to-night he was using it to take his mind off the greater problem that was weighing on him. And, although with the aid of Nadine Harriet, whom he took into his confidence, he succeeded in thoroughly mystifying the others, still his mind was not quite on it. Roberta was always there. Supposing something should really be wrong with her and he could not get her out of it. She might even expect him to marry her, so fearful was she of her parents and people. What would he do then? He would lose the beautiful Sondra and she might even come to know how and why he had lost her. But that would be wild of Roberta to expect him to do that. He would not do it. He could not do it.

One thing was certain. He must get her out of this. He must! But how? How?

And although at twelve oclock Sondra signaled that she was ready to go and that if he chose he might accompany her to her door (and even stop in for a few moments) and although once there, in the shade of a pergola which ornamented the front gate, she had allowed him to kiss her and told him that she was beginning to think he was the nicest ever and that the following spring when the family moved to Twelfth Lake she was going to see if she couldnt think of some way by which she could arrange to have him there over week-ends, still, because of this pressing problem in connection with Roberta, Clyde was so worried that he was not able to completely enjoy this new and to him exquisitely thrilling demonstration of affection on her part  this new and amazing social and emotional victory of his.

He must send that letter to Ratterer to-night. But before that he must return to Roberta as he had promised and find out if she was better. And after that he must go over to Schenectady in the morning, sure, to see the druggist over there. For something must be done about this unless she were better to-night.

And so, with Sondras kisses thrilling on his lips, he left her to go to Roberta, whose white face and troubled eyes told him as he entered her room that no change had taken place. If anything she was worse and more distressed than before, the larger dosage having weakened her to the point of positive illness. However, as she said, nothing mattered if only she could get out of this  that she would almost be willing to die rather than face the consequences. And Clyde, realizing what she meant and being so sincerely concerned for himself, appeared in part distressed for her. However, his previous indifference and the manner in which he had walked off and left her alone this very evening prevented her from feeling that there was any abiding concern in him for her now. And this grieved her terribly. For she sensed now that he did not really care for her any more, even though now he was saying that she mustnt worry and that it was likely that if these didnt work he would get something else that would; that he was going back to the druggist at Schenectady the first thing in the morning to see if there wasnt something else that he could suggest.

But the Gilpins had no telephone, and since he never ventured to call at her room during the day and he never permitted her to call him at Mrs. Peytons, his plan in this instance was to pass by the following morning before work. If she were all right, the two front shades would be raised to the top; if not, then lowered to the center. In that case he would depart for Schenectady at once, telephoning Mr. Liggett that he had some outside duties to perform.

Just the same, both were terribly depressed and fearful as to what this should mean for each of them. Clyde could not quite assure himself that, in the event that Roberta was not extricated, he would be able to escape without indemnifying her in some form which might not mean just temporary efforts to aid her, but something more  marriage, possibly  since already she had reminded him that he had promised to see her through. But what had he really meant by that at the time that he said it, he now asked himself. Not marriage, most certainly, since his thought was not that he had ever wanted to marry her, but rather just to play with her happily in love, although, as he well knew, she had no such conception of his eager mood at that time. He was compelled to admit to himself that she had probably thought his intentions were more serious or she would not have submitted to him at all.

But reaching home, and after writing and mailing the letter to Ratterer, Clyde passed a troubled night. Next morning he paid a visit to the druggist at Schenectady, the curtains of Robertas windows having been lowered to the center when he passed. But on this occasion the latter had no additional aid to offer other than the advisability of a hot and hence weakening bath, which he had failed to mention in the first instance. Also some wearying form of physical exercise. But noting Clydes troubled expression and judging that the situation was causing him great worry, he observed: Of course, the fact that your wife has skipped a month doesnt mean that there is anything seriously wrong, you know. Women do that sometimes. Anyhow, you cant ever be sure until the second month has passed. Any doctor will tell you that. If shes nervous, let her try something like this. But even if it fails to work, you cant be positive. She might be all right next month just the same.

Thinly cheered by this information, Clyde was about to depart, for Roberta might be wrong. He and she might be worrying needlessly. Still  he was brought up with a round turn as he thought of it  there might be real danger, and waiting until the end of the second period would only mean that a whole month had elapsed and nothing helpful accomplished  a freezing thought. In consequence he now observed: In case things dont come right, you dont happen to know of a doctor she could go to, do you? This is rather a serious business for both of us, and Id like to get her out of it if I could.

Something about the way in which Clyde said this  his extreme nervousness as well as his willingness to indulge in a form of malpractice which the pharmacist by some logic all his own considered very different from just swallowing a preparation intended to achieve the same result  caused him to look suspiciously at Clyde, the thought stirring in his brain that very likely after all Clyde was not married, also that this was one of those youthful affairs which spelled license and future difficulty for some unsophisticated girl. Hence his mood now changed, and instead of being willing to assist, he now said coolly: Well, there may be a doctor around here, but if so I dont know. And I wouldnt undertake to send any one to a doctor like that. Its against the law. It would certainly go hard with any doctor around here who was caught doing that sort of thing. Thats not to say, though, that you arent at liberty to look around for yourself, if you want to, he added gravely, giving Clyde a suspicious and examining glance, and deciding it were best if he had nothing further to do with such a person.

Clyde therefore returned to Roberta with the same prescription renewed, although she had most decidedly protested that, since the first box had not worked, it was useless to get more. But since he insisted, she was willing to try the drug the new way, although the argument that a cold or nerves was the possible cause was only sufficient to convince her that Clyde was at the end of his resources in so far as she was concerned, or if not that, he was far from being alive to the import of this both to herself and to him. And supposing this new treatment did not work, then what? Was he going to stop now and let the thing rest there?

Yet so peculiar was Clydes nature that in the face of his fears in regard to his future, and because it was far from pleasant to be harried in this way and an infringement on his other interests, the assurance that the delay of a month might not prove fatal was sufficient to cause him to be willing to wait, and that rather indifferently, for that length of time. Roberta might be wrong. She might be making all this trouble for nothing. He must see how she felt after she had tried this new way.

But the treatment failed. Despite the fact that in her distress Roberta returned to the factory in order to weary herself, until all the girls in the department assured her that she must be ill  that she should not be working when she looked and plainly felt so bad  still nothing came of it. And the fact that Clyde could dream of falling back on the assurance of the druggist that a first months lapse was of no import only aggravated and frightened her the more.

The truth was that in this crisis he was as interesting an illustration of the enormous handicaps imposed by ignorance, youth, poverty and fear as one could have found. Technically he did not even know the meaning of the word midwife, or the nature of the services performed by her. (And there were three here in Lycurgus at this time in the foreign family section.) Again, he had been in Lycurgus so short a time, and apart from the young society men and Dillard whom he had cut, and the various department heads at the factory, he knew no one  an occasional barber, haberdasher, cigar dealer and the like, the majority of whom, as he saw them, were either too dull or too ignorant for his purpose.

One thing, however, which caused him to pause before ever he decided to look up a physician was the problem of who was to approach him and how. To go himself was simply out of the question. In the first place, he looked too much like Gilbert Griffiths, who was decidedly too well-known here and for whom he might be mistaken. Next, it was unquestionable that, being as well-dressed as he was, the physician would want to charge him more, maybe, than he could afford and ask him all sorts of embarrassing questions, whereas if it could be arranged through some one else  the details explained before ever Roberta was sent  Why not Roberta herself! Why not? She looked so simple and innocent and unassuming and appealing at all times. And in such a situation as this, as depressed and downcast as she was, well...For after all, as he now casuistically argued with himself, it was she and not he who was facing the immediate problem which had to be solved.

And again, as it now came to him, would she not be able to get it done cheaper? For looking as she did now, so distrait  If only he could get her to say that she had been deserted by some young man, whose name she would refuse to divulge, of course, well, what physician seeing a girl like her alone and in such a state  no one to look after her  would refuse her? It might even be that he would help her out for nothing. Who could tell? And that would leave him clear of it all.

And in consequence he now approached Roberta, intending to prepare her for the suggestion that, assuming that he could provide a physician and the nature of his position being what it was, she must speak for herself. But before he had spoken she at once inquired of him as to what, if anything, more he had heard or done. Wasnt some other remedy sold somewhere? And this giving him the opportunity he desired, he explained: Well, Ive asked around and looked into most of the drug-stores and they tell me if this one wont work that none will. That leaves me sorta stumped now, unless youre willing to go and see a doctor. But the trouble with that is theyre hard to find  the ones wholl do anything and keep their mouths shut. Ive talked with several fellows without saying who its for, of course, but it aint so easy to get one around here, because they are all too much afraid. Its against the law, you see. But what I want to know now is, supposing I find a doctor who would do it, will you have the nerve to go and see him and tell him what the trouble is? Thats what I want to know.

She looked at him dazedly, not quite grasping that he was hinting that she was to go entirely alone, but rather assuming that of course he meant to go with her. Then, her mind concentrating nervously upon the necessity of facing a doctor in his company, she first exclaimed: Oh, dear, isnt it terrible to think of us having to go to a doctor in this way? Then hell know all about us, wont he? And besides its dangerous, isnt it, although I dont suppose it could be much worse than those old pills. She went off into more intimate inquiries as to what was done and how, but Clyde could not enlighten her.

Oh, dont be getting nervous over that now, he said. It isnt anything thats going to hurt you, I know. Besides well be lucky if we find some one to do it. What I want to know is if I do find a doctor, will you be willing to go to him alone? She started as if struck, but unabashed now he went on, As things stand with me here, I cant go with you, thats sure. Im too well known around here, and besides I look too much like Gilbert and hes known to everybody. If I should be mistaken for him, or be taken for his cousin or relative, well, then the jigs up.

His eyes were not only an epitome of how wretched he would feel were he exposed to all Lycurgus for what he was, but also in them lurked a shadow of the shabby role he was attempting to play in connection with her  in hiding thus completely behind her necessity. And yet so tortured was he by the fear of what was about to befall him in case he did not succeed in so doing, that he was now prepared, whatever Roberta might think or say, to stand his ground. But Roberta, sensing only the fact that he was thinking of sending her alone, now exclaimed incredulously: Not alone, Clyde! Oh, no, I couldnt do that! Oh, dear, no! Why, Id be frightened to death. Oh, dear, no. Why, Id be so frightened I wouldnt know what to do. Just think how Id feel, trying to explain to him alone. I just couldnt do that. Besides, how would I know what to say  how to begin? Youll just have to go with me at first, thats all, and explain, or I never can go  I dont care what happens. Her eyes were round and excited and her face, while registering all the depression and fear that had recently been there, was transfigured by definite opposition.

But Clyde was not to be shaken either.

You know how it is with me here, Bert. I cant go, and thats all there is to it. Why, supposing I were seen  supposing some one should recognize me? What then? You know how much Ive been going around here since Ive been here. Why, its crazy to think that I could go. Besides, it will be a lot easier for you than for me. No doctors going to think anything much of your coming to him, especially if youre alone. Hell just think youre some one whos got in trouble and with no one to help you. But if I go, and it should be any one who knows anything about the Griffiths, thered be the deuce to pay. Right off hed think I was stuffed with money. Besides, if I didnt do just what he wanted me to do afterwards, he could go to my uncle, or my cousin, and then, good night! That would be the end of me. And if I lost my place here now, and with no money and that kind of scandal connected with me, where do you suppose I would be after that, or you either? I certainly couldnt look after you then. And then what would you do? I should think youd wake up and see what a tough proposition this is. My name cant be pulled into this without trouble for both of us. Its got to be kept out, thats all, and the only way for me to keep it out is for me to stay away from any doctor. Besides, hed feel a lot sorrier for you than he would for me. You cant tell me!

His eyes were distressed and determined, and, as Roberta could gather from his manner, a certain hardness, or at least defiance, the result of fright, showed in every gesture. He was determined to protect his own name, come what might  a fact which, because of her own acquiescence up to this time, still carried great weight with her.

Oh, dear! dear! she exclaimed, nervously and sadly now, the growing and drastic terror of the situation dawning upon her, I dont see how we are to do then. I really dont. For I cant do that and thats all there is to it. Its all so hard  so terrible. Id feel too much ashamed and frightened to ever go alone.

But even as she said this she began to feel that she might, and even would, go alone, if must be. For what else was there to do? And how was she to compel him, in the face of his own fears and dangers, to jeopardize his position here? He began once more, in self-defense more than from any other motive:

Besides, unless this thing isnt going to cost very much, I dont see how Im going to get by with it anyhow, Bert. I really dont. I dont make so very much, you know  only twenty-five dollars up to now. (Necessity was at last compelling him to speak frankly with Roberta.) And I havent saved anything  not a cent. And you know why as well as I do. We spent the most of it together. Besides if I go and he thought I had money, he might want to charge me more than I could possibly dig up. But if you go and just tell him how things are  and that you havent got anything  if youd only say Id run away or something, see

He paused because, as he said it, he saw a flicker of shame, contempt, despair at being connected with anything so cheap and shabby, pass over Robertas face. And yet in spite of this sly and yet muddy tergiversation on his part  so great is the compelling and enlightening power of necessity  she could still see that there was some point to his argument. He might be trying to use her as a foil, a mask, behind which he, and she too for that matter, was attempting to hide. But just the same, shameful as it was, here were the stark, bald headlands of fact, and at their base the thrashing, destroying waves of necessity. She heard him say: You wouldnt have to give your right name, you know, or where you came from. I dont intend to pick out any doctor right around here, see. Then, if youd tell him you didnt have much money  just your weekly salary

She sat down weakly to think, the while this persuasive trickery proceeded from him  the import of most of his argument going straight home. For as false and morally meretricious as this whole plan was, still, as she could see for herself, her own as well as Clydes situation was desperate. And as honest and punctilious as she might ordinarily be in the matter of truth-telling and honest-dealing, plainly this was one of those whirling tempests of fact and reality in which the ordinary charts and compasses of moral measurement were for the time being of small use.

And so, insisting then that they go to some doctor far away, Utica or Albany, maybe  but still admitting by this that she would go  the conversation was dropped. And he having triumphed in the matter of excepting his own personality from this, took heart to the extent, at least, of thinking that at once now, by some hook or crook, he must find a doctor to whom he could send her. Then his terrible troubles in connection with all this would be over. And after that she could go her way, as surely she must; then, seeing that he would have done all that he could for her he would go his way to the glorious denouement that lay directly before him in case only this were adjusted.


Chapter 36

Nevertheless hours and even days, and finally a week and then ten days, passed without any word from him as to the whereabouts of a doctor to whom she could go. For although having said so much to her he still did not know to whom to apply. And each hour and day as great a menace to him as to her. And her looks as well as her inquiries registering how intense and vital and even clamorous at moments was her own distress. Also he was harried almost to the point of nervous collapse by his own inability to think of any speedy and sure way by which she might be aided. Where did a physician live to whom he might send her with some assurance of relief for her, and how was he to find out about him?

After a time, however, in running over all the names of those he knew, he finally struck upon a forlorn hope in the guise of Orrin Short, the young man conducting the one small gents furnishing store in Lycurgus which catered more or less exclusively to the rich youths of the city  a youth of about his own years and proclivities, as Clyde had guessed, who ever since he had been here had been useful to him in the matter of tips as to dress and style in general. Indeed, as Clyde had for some time noted, Short was a brisk, inquiring and tactful person, who, in addition to being quite attractive personally to girls, was also always most courteous to his patrons, particularly to those whom he considered above him in the social scale, and among these was Clyde. For having discovered that Clyde was related to the Griffiths, this same Short had sought, as a means for his own general advancement in other directions, to scrape as much of a genial and intimate relationship with him as possible, only, as Clyde saw it, and in view of the general attitude of his very high relatives, it had not, up to this time at least, been possible for him to consider any such intimacy seriously. And yet, finding Short so very affable and helpful in general, he was not above reaching at least an easy and genial surface relationship with him, which Short appeared to accept in good part. Indeed, as at first, his manner remained seeking and not a little sycophantic at times. And so it was that among all those with whom he could be said to be in either intimate or casual contact, Short was about the only one who offered even a chance for an inquiry which might prove productive of some helpful information.

In consequence, in passing Shorts place each evening and morning, once he thought of him in this light, he made it a point to nod and smile in a most friendly manner, until at least three days had gone by. And then, feeling that he had paved the way as much as his present predicament would permit, he stopped in, not at all sure that on this first occasion he would be able to broach the dangerous subject. The tale he had fixed upon to tell Short was that he had been approached by a young working-man in the factory, newly-married, who, threatened with an heir and not being able to afford one as yet, had appealed to him for information as to where he might now find a doctor to help him. The only interesting additions which Clyde proposed to make to this were that the young man, being very poor and timid and not so very intelligent, was not able to speak or do much for himself. Also that he, Clyde, being better informed, although so new locally as not to be able to direct him to any physician (an after-thought intended to put the idea into Shorts mind that he himself was never helpless and so not likely ever to want such advice himself), had already advised the young man of a temporary remedy. But unfortunately, so his story was to run, this had already failed to work. Hence something more certain  a physician, no less  was necessary. And Short, having been here longer, and, as he had heard him explain, hailing previously from Gloversville, it was quite certain, as Clyde now argued with himself, that he would know of at least one  or should. But in order to divert suspicion from himself he was going to add that of course he probably could get news of some one in his own set, only, the situation being so unusual (any reference to any such thing in his own world being likely to set his own group talking), he preferred to ask some one like Short, who as a favor would keep it quiet.

As it chanced on this occasion, Short himself, owing to his having done a very fair days business, was in an exceedingly jovial frame of mind. And Clyde having entered, to buy a pair of socks, perhaps, he began: Well, its good to see you again, Mr. Griffiths. How are you? I was just thinking its about time you stopped in and let me show you some of the things I got in since you were here before. How are things with the Griffiths Company anyhow?

Shorts manner, always brisk, was on this occasion doubly reassuring, since he liked Clyde, only now the latter was so intensely keyed up by the daring of his own project that he could scarcely bring himself to carry the thing off with the air he would have liked to have employed.

Nevertheless, being in the store and so, seemingly, committed to the project, he now began: Oh, pretty fair. Cant kick a bit. I always have all I can do, you know. At the same time he began nervously fingering some ties hung upon movable nickeled rods. But before he had wasted a moment on these, Mr. Short, turning and spreading some boxes of very special ties from a shelf behind him on the glass case, remarked: Never mind looking at those, Mr. Griffiths. Look at these. These are what I want to show you and they wont cost you any more. Just got em in from New York this morning. He picked up several bundles of six each, the very latest, as he explained. See anything else like this anywhere around here yet? Ill say you havent. He eyed Clyde smilingly, the while he wished sincerely that such a young man, so well connected, yet not rich like the others, would be friends with him. It would place him here.

Clyde, fingering the offerings and guessing that what Short was saying was true, was now so troubled and confused in his own mind that he could scarcely think and speak as planned. Very nice, sure, he said, turning them over, feeling that at another time he would have been pleased to possess at least two. I think maybe Ill take this one, anyhow, and this one, too. He drew out two and held them up, while he was thinking how to broach the so much more important matter that had brought him here. For why should he be troubling to buy ties, dilly-dallying in this way, when all he wanted to ask Short about was this other matter? Yet how hard it was now  how very hard. And yet he really must, although perhaps not so abruptly. He would look around a little more at first in order to allay suspicion  ask about some socks. Only why should he be doing that, since he did not need anything, Sondra only recently having presented him with a dozen handkerchiefs, some collars, ties and socks. Nevertheless every time he decided to speak he felt a sort of sinking sensation at the pit of his stomach, a fear that he could not or would not carry the thing off with the necessary ease and conviction. It was all so questionable and treacherous  so likely to lead to exposure and disgrace in some way. He would probably not be able to bring himself to speak to Short to-night. And yet, as he argued with himself, how could the occasion ever be more satisfactory?

Short, in the meantime having gone to the rear of the store and now returning, with a most engaging and even sycophantic smile on his face, began with: Saw you last Tuesday evening about nine oclock going into the Finchleys place, didnt I? Beautiful house and grounds they have there.

Clyde saw that Short really was impressed by his social station here. There was a wealth of admiration mingled with a touch of servility. And at once, because of this, he took heart, since he realized that with such an attitude dominating the other, whatever he might say would be colored in part at least by his admirers awe and respect. And after examining the socks and deciding that one pair at least would soften the difficulty of his demand, he added: Oh, by the way, before I forget it. Theres something Ive been wanting to ask you about. Maybe you can tell me what I want to know. One of the boys at the factory  a young fellow who hasnt been married very long  about four months now, I guess  is in a little trouble on account of his wife. He paused, because of his uncertainty as to whether he could succeed with this now or not, seeing that Shorts expression changed ever so slightly. And yet, having gone so far, he did not know how to recede. So now he laughed nervously and then added: I dont know why they always come to me with their troubles, but I guess they think I ought to know all about these things. (He laughed again.) Only Im about as new and green here as anybody and so Im kinda stumped. But youve been here longer than I have, I guess, and so I thought I might ask you.

His manner as he said this was as nonchalant as he could make it, the while he decided now that this was a mistake  that Short would most certainly think him a fool or queer. Yet Short, taken back by the nature of the query, which he sensed as odd coming from Clyde to him (he had noted Clydes sudden restraint and slight nervousness), was still so pleased to think that even in connection with so ticklish a thing as this, he should be made the recipient of his confidence, that he instantly recovered his former poise and affability, and replied: Why, sure, if its anything I can help you with, Mr. Griffiths, Ill be only too glad to. Go ahead, what is it?

Well, its this way, began Clyde, not a little revived by the others hearty response, yet lowering his voice in order to give the dreadful subject its proper medium of obscurity, as it were. His wifes already two months gone and he cant afford a kid yet and he doesnt know how to get rid of it. I told him last month when he first came to me to try a certain medicine that usually works  this to impress Short with his own personal wisdom and resourcefulness in such situations and hence by implication to clear his own skirts, as it were But I guess he didnt handle it right. Anyhow hes all worked up about it now and wants to see some doctor who could do something for her, you see. Only I dont know anybody here myself. Havent been here long enough. If it were Kansas City or Chicago now, he interpolated securely, Id know what to do. I know three or four doctors out there. (To impress Short he attempted a wise smile.) But down here its different. And if I started asking around in my crowd and it ever got back to my relatives, they wouldnt understand. But I thought if you knew of any one you wouldnt mind telling me. I wouldnt really bother myself, only Im sorry for this fellow.

He paused, his face, largely because of the helpful and interested expression on Shorts, expressing more confidence than when he had begun. And although Short was still surprised he was more than pleased to be as helpful as he could.

You say its been two months now.

Yes.

And the stuff you suggested didnt work, eh?

No.

Shes tried it again this month, has she?

Yes.

Well, that is bad, sure enough. I guess shes in bad all right. The trouble with this place is that I havent been here so very long either, Mr. Griffiths. I only bought this place about a year and a half ago. Now, if I were over in Gloversville He paused for a moment, as though, like Clyde, he too were dubious of the wisdom of entering upon details of this kind, but after a few seconds continued: You see a thing like thats not so easy, wherever you are. Doctors are always afraid of getting in trouble. I did hear once of a case over there, though, where a girl went to a doctor  a fellow who lived a couple miles out. But she was of pretty good family too, and the fellow who took her to him was pretty well-known about there. So I dont know whether this doctor would do anything for a stranger, although he might at that. But I know that sort of thing is going on all the time, so you might try. If you wanta send this fellow to him, tell him not to mention me or let on who sent him, cause Im pretty well-known around there and I wouldnt want to be mixed up in it in case anything went wrong, you see. You know how it is.

And Clyde, in turn, replied gratefully: Oh, sure, hell understand all right. Ill tell him not to mention any names. And getting the doctors name, he extracted a pencil and notebook from his pocket in order to be sure that the important information should not escape him.

Short, sensing his relief, was inclined to wonder whether there was a working-man, or whether it was not Clyde himself who was in this scrape. Why should he be speaking for a young working-man at the factory? Just the same, he was glad to be of service, though at the same time he was thinking what a bit of local news this would be, assuming that any time in the future he should choose to retail it. Also that Clyde, unless he was truly playing about with some girl here who was in trouble, was foolish to be helping anybody else in this way  particularly a working-man. You bet he wouldnt.

Nevertheless he repeated the name, with the initials, and the exact neighborhood, as near as he could remember, giving the car stop and a description of the house. Clyde, having obtained what he desired, now thanked him, and then went out while the haberdasher looked after him genially and a little suspiciously. These rich young bloods, he thought. Thats a funny request for a fellow like that to make of me. Youd think with all the people he knows and runs with here hed know some one who would tip him off quicker than I could. Still, maybe, its just because of them that he is afraid to ask around here. You dont know who he might have got in trouble  that young Finchley girl herself, even. You never can tell. I see him around with her occasionally, and shes gay enough. But, gee, wouldnt that be the...


Chapter 37

The information thus gained was a relief, but only partially so. For both Clyde and Roberta there was no real relief now until this problem should be definitely solved. And although within a few moments after he had obtained it, he appeared and explained that at last he had secured the name of some one who might help her, still there was yet the serious business of heartening her for the task of seeing the doctor alone, also for the story that was to exculpate him and at the same time win for her sufficient sympathy to cause the doctor to make the charge for his service merely nominal.

But now, instead of protesting as at first he feared that she might, Roberta was moved to acquiesce. So many things in Clydes attitude since Christmas had so shocked her that she was bewildered and without a plan other than to extricate herself as best she might without any scandal attaching to her or him and then going her own way  pathetic and abrasive though it might be. For since he did not appear to care for her any more and plainly desired to be rid of her, she was in no mood to compel him to do other than he wished. Let him go. She could make her own way. She had, and she could too, without him, if only she could get out of this. Yet, as she said this to herself, however, and a sense of the full significance of it all came to her, the happy days that would never be again, she put her hands to her eyes and brushed away uncontrollable tears. To think that all that was should come to this.

Yet when he called the same evening after visiting Short, his manner redolent of a fairly worth-while achievement, she merely said, after listening to his explanation in as receptive a manner as she could: Do you know just where this is, Clyde? Can we get there on the car without much trouble, or will we have to walk a long way? And after he had explained that it was but a little way out of Gloversville, in the suburbs really, an interurban stop being but a quarter of a mile from the house, she had added: Is he home at night, or will we have to go in the daytime? It would be so much better if we could go at night. Thered be so much less danger of any one seeing us. And being assured that he was, as Clyde had learned from Short, she went on: But do you know is he old or young? Id feel so much easier and safer if he were old. I dont like young doctors. Weve always had an old doctor up home and I feel so much easier talking to some one like him.

Clyde did not know. He had not thought to inquire, but to reassure her he ventured that he was middle-aged  which chanced to be the fact.

The following evening the two of them departed, but separately as usual, for Fonda, where it was necessary to change cars. And once within the approximate precincts of the physicians residence, they stepped down and made their way along a road, which in this mid-state winter weather was still covered with old and dry-packed snow. It offered a comparatively smooth floor for their quick steps. For in these days, there was no longer that lingering intimacy which formerly would have characterized both. In those other and so recent days, as Roberta was constantly thinking, he would have been only too glad in such a place as this, if not on such an occasion, to drag his steps, put an arm about her waist, and talk about nothing at all  the night, the work at the factory, Mr. Liggett, his uncle, the current movies, some place they were planning to go, something they would love to do together if they could. But now...And on this particular occasion, when most of all, and if ever, she needed the full strength of his devotion and support! Yet now, as she could see, he was most nervously concerned as to whether, going alone in this way, she was going to get scared and back out; whether she was going to think to say the right thing at the right time and convince the doctor that he must do something for her, and for a nominal fee.

Well, Bert, how about you? All right? Youre not going to get cold feet now, are you? Gee, I hope not because this is going to be a good chance to get this thing done and over with. And it isnt like you were going to some one who hadnt done anything like this before, you know, because this fellow has. I got that straight. All you have to do now, is to say, well, you know, that youre in trouble, see, and that you dont know how youre going to get out of it unless hell help you in some way, because you havent any friends here you can go to. And besides, as things are, you couldnt go to em if you wanted to. Theyd tell on you, see. Then if he asks where I am or who I am, you just say that I was a fellow here  but that Ive gone  give any name you want to, but that Ive gone, and you dont know where Ive gone to  run away, see. Then youd better say, too, that you wouldnt have come to him only that you heard of another case in which he helped some one else  that a girl told you, see. Only you dont want to let on that youre paid much, I mean,  because if you do he may want to make the bill more than I can pay, see, unless hell give us a few months in which to do it, or something like that, you see.

Clyde was so nervous and so full of the necessity of charging Roberta with sufficient energy and courage to go through with this and succeed, now that he had brought her this far along with it, that he scarcely realized how inadequate and trivial, even, in so far as her predicament and the doctors mood and temperament were concerned, his various instructions and bits of inexperienced advice were. And she on her part was not only thinking how easy it was for him to stand back and make suggestions, while she was confronted with the necessity of going forward, and that alone, but also that he was really thinking more of himself than he was of her  some way to make her get herself out of it inexpensively and without any real trouble to him.

At the same time, even here and now, in spite of all this, she was still decidedly drawn to him  his white face, his thin hands, nervous manner. And although she knew he talked to encourage her to do what he had not the courage or skill to do himself, she was not angry. Rather, she was merely saying to herself in this crisis that although he advised so freely she was not going to pay attention to him  much. What she was going to say was not that she was deserted, for that seemed too much of a disagreeable and self-incriminating remark for her to make concerning herself, but rather that she was married and that she and her young husband were too poor to have a baby as yet  the same story Clyde had told the druggist in Schenectady, as she recalled. For after all, what did he know about how she felt? And he was not going with her to make it easier for her.

Yet dominated by the purely feminine instinct to cling to some one for support, she now turned to Clyde, taking hold of his hands and standing quite still, wishing that he would hold and pet her and tell her that it was all right and that she must not be afraid. And although he no longer cared for her, now in the face of this involuntary evidence of her former trust in him, he released both hands and putting his arms about her, the more to encourage her than anything else, observed: Come on now, Bert. Gee, you cant act like this, you know. You dont want to lose your nerve now that were here, do you? It wont be so hard once you get there. I know it wont. All you got to do is to go up and ring the bell, see, and when he comes, or whoever comes, just say you want to see the doctor alone, see. Then hell understand its something private and itll be easier.

He went on with more advice of the same kind, and she, realizing from his lack of spontaneous enthusiasm for her at this moment how desperate was her state, drew herself together as vigorously as she could, and saying: Well, wait here, then, will you? Dont go very far away, will you? I may be right back, hurried along in the shadow through the gate and up a walk which led to the front door.

In answer to her ring the door was opened by one of those exteriorly as well as mentally sober, small-town practitioners who, Clydes and Shorts notion to the contrary notwithstanding, was the typical and fairly conservative physician of the countryside  solemn, cautious, moral, semi-religious to a degree, holding some views which he considered liberal and others which a fairly liberal person would have considered narrow and stubborn into the bargain. Yet because of the ignorance and stupidity of so many of those about him, he was able to consider himself at least fairly learned. In constant touch with all phases of ignorance and dereliction as well as sobriety, energy, conservatism, success and the like, he was more inclined, where fact appeared to nullify his early conclusion in regard to many things, to suspend judgment between the alleged claims of heaven and hell and leave it there suspended and undisturbed. Physically he was short, stocky, bullet-headed and yet interestingly-featured, with quick gray eyes and a pleasant mouth and smile. His short iron-gray hair was worn bangs fashion, a bit of rural vanity. And his arms and hands, the latter fat and pudgy, yet sensitive, hung limply at his sides. He was fifty-eight, married, the father of three children, one of them a son already studying medicine in order to succeed to his fathers practice.

After showing Roberta into a littered and commonplace waiting room and asking her to remain until he had finished his dinner, he presently appeared in the door of an equally commonplace inner room, or office, where were his desk, two chairs, some medical instruments, books and apparently an ante-chamber containing other medical things, and motioned her to a chair. And because of his grayness, solidity, stolidity, as well as an odd habit he had of blinking his eyes, Roberta was not a little overawed, though by no means so unfavorably impressed as she had feared she might be. At least he was old and he seemed intelligent and conservative, if not exactly sympathetic or warm in his manner. And after looking at her curiously a moment, as though seeking to recognize some one of the immediate vicinity, he began: Well, now who is this, please? And what can I do for you? His voice was low and quite reassuring  a fact for which Roberta was deeply grateful.

At the same time, startled by the fact that at last she had reached the place and the moment when, if ever, she must say the degrading truth about herself, she merely sat there, her eyes first upon him, then upon the floor, her fingers beginning to toy with the handle of the small bag she carried.

You see, well, she began, earnestly and nervously, her whole manner suddenly betraying the terrific strain under which she was laboring. I came...I came...that is...I dont know whether I can tell you about myself or not. I thought I could just before I came in, but now that I am here and I see you... She paused and moved back in her chair as though to rise, at the same time that she added: Oh, dear, how very dreadful it all is. Im so nervous and...

Well, now, my dear, he resumed, pleasantly and reassuringly, impressed by her attractive and yet sober appearance and wondering for the moment what could have upset so clean, modest and sedate-looking a girl, and hence not a little amused by her now that I see you, Just what is there about me now that you see me, he repeated after her, that so frightens you? I am only a country doctor, you know, and I hope Im not as dreadful as you seem to think. You can be sure that you can tell me anything you wish  anything at all about yourself  and you neednt be afraid. If theres anything I can do for you, Ill do it.

He was decidedly pleasant, as she now thought, and yet so sober and reserved and probably conventional withal that what she was holding in mind to tell him would probably shock him not a little  and then what? Would he do anything for her? And if he would, how was she to arrange about money, for that certainly would be a point in connection with all this? If only Clyde or some one were here to speak for her. And yet she must speak now that she was here. She could not leave without. Once more she moved and twisted, seizing nervously on a large button of her coat to turn between her thumb and forefinger, and then went on chokingly.

But this is...this is...well, something different, you know, maybe not what you think...I...I...well...

Again she paused, unable to proceed, shading from white to red and back as she spoke. And because of the troubled modesty of her approach, as well as a certain clarity of eye, whiteness of forehead, sobriety of manner and dress, the doctor could scarcely bring himself to think for a moment that this was anything other than one of those morbid exhibitions of innocence, or rather inexperience, in connection with everything relating to the human body  so characteristic of the young and unsophisticated in some instances. And so he was about to repeat his customary formula in such cases that all could be told to him without fear or hesitation, whatever it might be, when a secondary thought, based on Robertas charm and vigor, as well as her own thought waves attacking his cerebral receptive centers, caused him to decide that he might be wrong. After all, why might not this be another of those troublesome youthful cases in which possibly immorality and illegitimacy was involved. She was so young, healthy and attractive, besides, they were always cropping up, these cases,  in connection with the most respectable-looking girls at times. And invariably they spelled trouble and distress for doctors. And, for various reasons connected with his own temperament, which was retiring and recessive, as well as the nature of this local social world, he disliked and hesitated to even trifle with them. They were illegal, dangerous, involved little or no pay as a rule, and the sentiment of this local world was all against them as he knew. Besides he personally was more or less irritated by these young scamps of boys and girls who were so free to exercise the normal functions of their natures in the first instance, but so ready to refuse the social obligations which went with them  marriage afterwards. And so, although in several cases in the past ten years where family and other neighborhood and religious considerations had made it seem quite advisable, he had assisted in extricating from the consequences of their folly several young girls of good family who had fallen from grace and could not otherwise be rescued, still he was opposed to aiding, either by his own countenance or skill, any lapses or tangles not heavily sponsored by others. It was too dangerous. Ordinarily it was his custom to advise immediate and unconditional marriage. Or, where that was not possible, the perpetrator of the infamy having decamped, it was his general and self-consciously sanctioned practice to have nothing at all to do with the matter. It was too dangerous and ethically and socially wrong and criminal into the bargain.

In consequence he now looked at Roberta in an extremely sober manner. By no means, he now said to himself, must he allow himself to become emotionally or otherwise involved here. And so in order to help himself as well as her to attain and maintain a balance which would permit of both extricating themselves without too much trouble, he drew toward him his black leather case record book and, opening it, said: Now, lets see if we cant find out what the trouble is here. What is your name?

Ruth Howard. Mrs. Howard, replied Roberta nervously and tensely, at once fixing upon a name which Clyde had suggested for her use. And now, interestingly enough, at mention of the fact that she was married, he breathed easier. But why the tears then? What reason could a young married woman have for being so intensely shy and nervous?

And your husbands first name? he went on.

As simple as the question was, and as easy as it should have been to answer, Roberta nevertheless hesitated before she could bring herself to say: Gifford, her older brothers name.

You live around her, I presume?

In Fonda.

Yes. And how old are you?

Twenty-two.

How long have you been married?

This inquiry being so intimately connected with the problem before her, she again hesitated before saying, Let me see  three months.

At once Dr. Glenn became dubious again, though he gave her no sign. Her hesitancy arrested him. Why the uncertainty? He was wondering now again whether he was dealing with a truthful girl or whether his first suspicions were being substantiated. In consequence he now asked: Well, now what seems to be the trouble, Mrs. Howard? You need have no hesitancy in telling me  none whatsoever. I am used to such things year in and out, whatever they are. That is my business, listening to the troubles of people.

Well, began Roberta, nervously once more, this terrible confession drying her throat and thickening her tongue almost, while once more she turned the same button of her coat and gazed at the floor. Its like this...You see...my husband hasnt much money...and I have to work to help out with expenses and neither of us make so very much. (She was astonishing herself with her own shameful power to lie in this instance  she, who had always hated to lie.) So...of course...we cant afford to...to have...well, any...children, you see, so soon, anyhow, and...

She paused, her breath catching, and really unable to proceed further with this wholesale lying.

The doctor realizing from this, as he thought, what the true problem was  that she was a newly-married girl who was probably faced by just such a problem as she was attempting to outline  yet not wishing to enter upon any form of malpractice and at the same time not wishing to appear too discouraging to a young couple just starting out in life, gazed at her somewhat more sympathetically, the decidedly unfortunate predicament of these young people, as well as her appropriate modesty in the face of such a conventionally delicate situation, appealing to him. It was too bad. Young people these days did have a rather hard time of it, getting started in some cases, anyhow. And they were no doubt faced by some pressing financial situations. Nearly all young people were. Nevertheless, this business of a contraceptal operation or interference with the normal or God-arranged life processes, well, that was a ticklish and unnatural business at best which he wanted as little as possible to do with. Besides, young, healthy people, even though poor, when they undertook marriage, knew what they were about. And it was not impossible for them to work, the husband anyhow, and hence manage in some way.

And now straightening himself around in his chair very soberly and authoritatively, he began: I think I understand what you want to say to me, Mrs. Howard. But Im also wondering if you have considered what a very serious and dangerous thing it is you have in mind. But, he added, suddenly, another thought as to whether his own reputation in this community was in any way being tarnished by rumor of anything he had done in the past coming to him, just how did you happen to come to me, anyhow?

Something about the tone of his voice, the manner in which he asked the question  the caution of it as well as the possibly impending resentment in case it should turn out that any one suspected him of a practice of this sort  caused Roberta to hesitate and to feel that any statement to the effect that she had heard of or been sent by any one else  Clyde to the contrary notwithstanding  might be dangerous. Perhaps she had better not say that she had been sent by any one. He might resent it as an insult to his character as a reputable physician. A budding instinct for diplomacy helped her in this instance, and she replied: Ive noticed your sign in passing several times and Ive heard different people say you were a good doctor.

His uncertainty allayed, he now continued: In the first place, the thing you want done is something my conscience would not permit me to advise. I understand, of course, that you consider it necessary. You and your husband are both young and you probably havent very much money to go on, and you both feel that an interruption of this kind will be a great strain in every way. And no doubt it will be. Still, as I see it, marriage is a very sacred thing, and children are a blessing  not a curse. And when you went to the altar three months ago you were probably not unaware that you might have to face just such a situation as this. All young married people are, I think. (The altar, thought Roberta sadly. If only it were so.) Now I know that the tendency of the day in some quarters is very much in this direction, I am sorry to say. There are those who feel it quite all right if they can shirk the normal responsibilities in such cases as to perform these operations, but its very dangerous, Mrs. Howard, very dangerous legally and ethically as well as medically very wrong. Many women who seek to escape childbirth die in this way. Besides it is a prison offense for any doctor to assist them, whether there are bad consequences or not. You know that, I suppose. At any rate, I, for one, am heartily opposed to this sort of thing from every point of view. The only excuse I have ever been able to see for it is when the life of the mother, for instance, depends upon such an operation. Not otherwise. And in such cases the medical profession is in accord. But in this instance Im sure the situation isnt one which warrants anything like that. You seem to me to be a strong, healthy girl. Motherhood should hold no serious consequences for you. And as for money reasons, dont you really think now that if you just go ahead and have this baby, you and your husband would find means of getting along? You say your husband is an electrician?

Yes, replied Roberta, nervously, not a little overawed and subdued by his solemn moralizing.

Well, now, there you are, he went on. Thats not such an unprofitable profession. At least all electricians charge enough. And when you consider, as you must, how serious a thing you are thinking of doing, that you are actually planning to destroy a young life that has as good a right to its existence as you have to yours... he paused in order to let the substance of what he was saying sink in well, then, I think you might feel called upon to stop and consider  both you and your husband. Besides, he added, in a diplomatic and more fatherly and even intriguing tone of voice, I think that once you have it it will more than make up to you both for whatever little hardship its coming will bring you. Tell me, he added curiously at this point, does your husband know of this? Or is this just some plan of yours to save him and yourself from too much hardship? He almost beamed cheerfully as, fancying he had captured Roberta in some purely nervous and feminine economy as well as dread, he decided that if so he could easily extract her from her present mood. And she, sensing his present drift and feeling that one lie more or less could neither help nor harm her, replied quickly: He knows.

Well, then, he went on, slightly reduced by the fact that his surmise was incorrect, but none the less resolved to dissuade her and him, too: I think you two should really consider very seriously before you go further in this matter. I know when young people first face a situation like this they always look on the darkest side of it, but it doesnt always work out that way. I know my wife and I did with our first child. But we got along. And if you will only stop now and talk it over, youll see it in a different light, Im sure. And then you wont have your conscience to deal with afterwards, either. He ceased, feeling reasonably sure that he had dispelled the fear, as well as the determination that had brought Roberta to him  that, being a sensible, ordinary wife, she would now desist of course  think nothing more of her plan and leave.

But instead of either acquiescing cheerfully or rising to go, as he thought she might, she gave him a wide-eyed terrified look and then as instantly burst into tears. For the total effect of his address had been to first revive more clearly than ever the normal social or conventional aspect of the situation which all along she was attempting to shut out from her thoughts and which, under ordinary circumstances, assuming that she was really married, was exactly the attitude she would have taken. But now the realization that her problem was not to be solved at all, by this man at least, caused her to be seized with what might best be described as morbid panic.

Suddenly beginning to open and shut her fingers and at the same time beating her knees, while her face contorted itself with pain and terror, she exclaimed: But you dont understand, doctor, you dont understand! I have to get out of this in some way! I have to. It isnt like I told you at all. Im not married. I havent any husband at all. But, oh, you dont know what this means to me. My family! My father! My mother! I cant tell you. But I must get out of it. I must! I must! Oh, you dont know, you dont know! I must! I must! She began to rock backward and forward, at the same time swaying from side to side as in a trance.

And Glenn, surprised and startled by this sudden demonstration as well as emotionally affected, and yet at the same time advised thereby that his original surmise had been correct, and hence that Roberta had been lying, as well as that if he wished to keep himself out of this he must now assume a firm and even heartless attitude, asked solemnly: You are not married, you say?

For answer now Roberta merely shook her head negatively and continued to cry. And at last gathering the full import of her situation, Dr. Glenn got up, his face a study of troubled and yet conservative caution and sympathy. But without saying anything at first he merely looked at her as she wept. Later he added: Well, well, this is too bad. Im sorry. But fearing to commit himself in any way, he merely paused, adding after a time soothingly and dubiously: You mustnt cry. That wont help you any. He then paused again, still determined not to have anything to do with this case. Yet a bit curious as to the true nature of the story he finally asked: Well, then where is the young man who is the cause of your trouble? Is he here?

Still too overcome by shame and despair to speak, Roberta merely shook her head negatively.

But he knows that youre in trouble, doesnt he?

Yes, replied Roberta faintly.

And he wont marry you?

Hes gone away.

Oh, I see. The young scamp! And dont you know where hes gone?

No, lied Roberta, weakly.

How long has it been since he left you?

About a week now. Once more she lied.

And you dont know where he is?

No.

How long has it been since you were sick?

Over two weeks now, sobbed Roberta.

And before that you have always been regular?

Yes.

Well, in the first place, his tone was more comfortable and pleasant than before  he seemed to be snatching at a plausible excuse for extricating himself from a case which promised little other than danger and difficulty, this may not be as serious as you think. I know youre probably very much frightened, but its not unusual for women to miss a period. At any rate, without an examination it wouldnt be possible to be sure, and even if you were, the most advisable thing would be to wait another two weeks. You may find then that there is nothing wrong. I wouldnt be surprised if you did. You seem to be oversensitive and nervous and that sometimes brings about delays of this kind  mere nervousness. At any rate, if youll take my advice, whatever you do, youll not do anything now but just go home and wait until youre really sure. For even if anything were to be done, it wouldnt be advisable for you to do anything before then.

But Ive already taken some pills and they havent helped me, pleaded Roberta.

What were they? asked Glenn interestedly, and, after he had learned, merely commented: Oh, those. Well, they wouldnt be likely to be of any real service to you, if you were pregnant. But I still suggest that you wait, and if you find you pass your second period, then it will be time enough to act, although I earnestly advise you, even then, to do nothing if you can help it, because I consider it wrong to interfere with nature in this way. It would be much better, if you would arrange to have the child and take care of it. Then you wouldnt have the additional sin of destroying a life upon your conscience.

He was very grave and felt very righteous as he said this. But Roberta, faced by terrors which he did not appear to be able to grasp, merely exclaimed, and as dramatically as before: But I cant do that, doctor, I tell you! I cant. I cant! You dont understand. Oh, I dont know what I shall do unless I find some way out of this. I dont! I dont! I dont!

She shook her head and clenched her fingers and rocked to and fro while Glenn, impressed by her own terrors, the pity of the folly which, as he saw it, had led her to this dreadful pass, yet professionally alienated by a type of case that spelled nothing but difficulty for him stood determinedly before her and added: As I told you before, Miss (he paused) Howard, if that is your name, I am seriously opposed to operations of this kind, just as I am to the folly that brings girls and young men to the point where they seem to think they are necessary. A physician may not interfere in a case of this kind unless he is willing to spend ten years in prison, and I think that law is fair enough. Not that I dont realize how painful your present situation appears to you. But there are always those who are willing to help a girl in your state, providing she doesnt wish to do something which is morally and legally wrong. And so the very best advice I can give you now is that you do nothing at all now or at any time. Better go home and see your parents and confess. It will be much better  much better, I assure you. Not nearly as hard as you think or as wicked as this other way. Dont forget there is a life there  a human  if it is really as you think. A human life which you are seeking to end and that I cannot help you to do. I really cannot. There may be doctors  I know there are  men here and there who take their professional ethics a little less seriously than I do; but I cannot let myself become one of them. I am sorry  very.

So now the best I can say is  go home to your parents and tell them. It may look hard now but you are going to feel better about it in the long run. If it will make you or them feel any better about it, let them come and talk to me. I will try and make them see that this is not the worst thing in the world, either. But as for doing what you want  I am very, very sorry, but I cannot. My conscience will not permit me.

He paused and gazed at her sympathetically, yet with a determined and concluded look in his eye. And Roberta, dumbfounded by this sudden termination of all her hopes in connection with him and realizing at last that not only had she been misled by Clydes information in regard to this doctor, but that her technical as well as emotional plea had failed, now walked unsteadily to the door, the terrors of the future crowding thick upon her. And once outside in the dark, after the doctor had most courteously and ruefully closed the door behind her, she paused to lean against a tree that was there  her nervous and physical strength all but failing her. He had refused to help her. He had refused to help her. And now what?


Chapter 38

The first effect of the doctors decision was to shock and terrify them both  Roberta and Clyde  beyond measure. For apparently now here was illegitimacy and disgrace for Roberta. Exposure and destruction for Clyde. And this had been their one solution seemingly. Then, by degrees, for Clyde at least, there was a slight lifting of the heavy pall. Perhaps, after all, as the doctor had suggested  and once she had recovered her senses sufficiently to talk, she had told him  the end had not been reached. There was the bare possibility, as suggested by the druggist, Short and the doctor, that she might be mistaken. And this, while not producing a happy reaction in her, had the unsatisfactory result of inducing in Clyde a lethargy based more than anything else on the ever-haunting fear of inability to cope with this situation as well as the certainty of social exposure in case he did not which caused him, instead of struggling all the more desperately, to defer further immediate action. For, such was his nature that, although he realized clearly the probably tragic consequences if he did not act, still it was so hard to think to whom else to apply to without danger to himself. To think that the doctor had turned her down, as he phrased it, and that Shorts advice should have been worth as little as that!

But apart from nervous thoughts as to whom to turn to next, no particular individual occurred to him before the two weeks were gone, or after. It was so hard to just ask anywhere. One just couldnt do it. Besides, of whom could he ask now? Of whom? These things took time, didnt they? Yet in the meantime, the days going by, both he and Roberta had ample time to consider what, if any, steps they must take  the one in regard to the other  in case no medical or surgical solution was found. For Roberta, while urging and urging, if not so much by words as by expression and mood at her work, was determined that she must not be left to fight this out alone  she could not be. On the other hand, as she could see, Clyde did nothing. For apart from what he had already attempted to do, he was absolutely at a loss how to proceed. He had no intimates and in consequence he could only think of presenting the problem as an imaginary one to one individual and another here or there in the hope of extracting some helpful information. At the same time, and as impractical and evasive as it may seem, there was the call of that diverting world of which Sondra was a part, evenings and Sundays, when, in spite of Robertas wretched state and mood, he was called to go here and there, and did, because in so doing he was actually relieving his own mind of the dread specter of disaster that was almost constantly before it. If only he could get her out of this! If only he could. But how, without money, intimates, a more familiar understanding of the medical or if not that exactly, then the sub rosa world of sexual free-masonry which some at times  the bell-hops of the Green-Davidson, for instance, seemed to understand. He had written to Ratterer, of course, but there had been no answer, since Ratterer had removed to Florida and as yet Clydes letter had not reached him. And locally all those he knew best were either connected with the factory or society  individuals on the one hand too inexperienced or dangerous, or on the other hand, too remote and dangerous, since he was not sufficiently intimate with any of them as yet to command their true confidence and secrecy.

At the same time he must do something  he could not just rest and drift. Assuredly Roberta could not long permit him to do that  faced as she was by exposure. And so from time to time he actually racked himself  seized upon straws and what would have been looked upon by most as forlorn chances. Thus, for instance, an associate foreman, chancing to reminisce one day concerning a certain girl in his department who had gotten in trouble and had been compelled to leave, he had been given the opportunity to inquire what he thought such a girl did in case she could not afford or did not want to have a child. But this particular foreman, being as uninformed as himself, merely observed that she probably had to see a doctor if she knew one or go through with it  which left Clyde exactly where he was. On another occasion, in connection with a conversation in a barber shop, relating to a local case reported in The Star where a girl was suing a local neer-do-well for breach of promise, the remark was made that she would never have sued that guy, you bet, unless she had to. Whereupon Clyde seized the opportunity to remark hopefully, But wouldnt you think that she could find some way of getting out of trouble without marrying a fellow she didnt like?

Well, thats not so easy as you may think, particularly around here, elucidated the wiseacre who was trimming his hair. In the first place its agin the law. And next it takes a lotta money. An in case you aint got it, well, money makes the mare go, you know. He snip-snipped with his scissors while Clyde, confronted by his own problem, meditated on how true it was. If he had a lot of money  even a few hundred dollars  he might take it now and possibly persuade her  who could tell  to go somewhere by herself and have an operation performed.

Yet each day, as on the one before, he was saying to himself that he must find some one. And Roberta was saying to herself that she too must act  must not really depend on Clyde any longer if he were going to act so. One could not trifle or compromise with a terror of this kind. It was a cruel imposition on her. It must be that Clyde did not realize how terribly this affected her and even him. For certainly, if he were not going to help her out of it, as he had distinctly said he would do at first, then decidedly she could not be expected to weather the subsequent storm alone. Never, never, never! For, after all, as Roberta saw it, Clyde was a man  he had a good position  it was not he, but she, who was in this treacherous position and unable to extricate herself alone.

And beginning with the second day after the second period, when she discovered for once and all that her worst suspicions were true, she not only emphasized the fact in every way that she could that she was distressed beyond all words, but on the third day announced to him in a note that she was again going to see the doctor near Gloversville that evening, regardless of his previous refusal  so great was her need  and also asking Clyde whether he would accompany her  a request which, since he had not succeeded in doing anything, and although he had an engagement with Sondra, he instantly acceded to  feeling it to be of greater importance than anything else. He must excuse himself to Sondra on the ground of work.

And accordingly this second trip was made, a long and nervous conversation between himself and Roberta on the way resulting in nothing more than some explanations as to why thus far he had not been able to achieve anything, plus certain encomiums addressed to her concerning her courage in acting for herself in this way.

Yet the doctor again would not and did not act. After waiting nearly an hour for his return from somewhere, she was merely permitted to tell him of her unchanged state and her destroying fears in regard to herself, but with no hint from him that he could be induced to act as indeed he could act. It was against his prejudices and ethics.

And so once more Roberta returned, this time not crying, actually too sad to cry, choked with the weight of her impending danger and the anticipatory fears and miseries that attended it.

And Clyde, hearing of this defeat, was at last reduced to a nervous, gloomy silence, absolutely devoid of a helpful suggestion. He could not think what to say and was chiefly fearful lest Roberta now make some demand with which socially or economically he could not comply. However, in regard to this she said little on the way home. Instead she sat and stared out of the window  thinking of her defenseless predicament that was becoming more real and terrible to her hourly. By way of excuse she pleaded that she had a headache. She wanted to be alone  only to think more  to try to work out a solution. She must work out some way. That she knew. But what? How? What could she do? How could she possibly escape? She felt like a cornered animal fighting for its life with all odds against it, and she thought of a thousand remote and entirely impossible avenues of escape, only to return to the one and only safe and sound solution that she really felt should be possible  and that was marriage. And why not? Hadnt she given him all, and that against her better judgment? Hadnt he overpersuaded her? Who was he anyway to so cast her aside? For decidedly at times, and especially since this latest crisis had developed, his manner, because of Sondra and the Griffiths and what he felt to be the fatal effect of all this on his dreams here, was sufficient to make plain that love was decidedly dead, and that he was not thinking nearly so much of the meaning of her state to her, as he was of its import to him, the injury that was most certain to accrue to him. And when this did not completely terrify her, as mostly it did, it served to irritate and slowly develop the conclusion that in such a desperate state as this, she was justified in asking more than ordinarily she would have dreamed of asking, marriage itself, since there was no other door. And why not? Wasnt her life as good as his? And hadnt he joined his to hers, voluntarily? Then, why shouldnt he strive to help her now  or, failing that, make this final sacrifice which was the only one by which she could be rescued apparently. For who were all the society people with whom he was concerned anyhow? And why should he ask her in such a crisis to sacrifice herself, her future and good name, just because of his interest in them? They had never done anything very much for him, certainly not as much as had she. And, just because he was wearying now, after persuading her to do his bidding  was that any reason why now, in this crisis, he should be permitted to desert her? After all, wouldnt all of these society people in whom he was so much interested feel that whatever his relationship to them, she would be justified in taking the course which she might be compelled to take?

She brooded on this much, more especially on the return from this second attempt to induce Dr. Glenn to help her. In fact, at moments, her face took on a defiant, determined look which was seemingly new to her, but which only developed suddenly under such pressure. Her jaw became a trifle set. She had made a decision. He would have to marry her. She must make him if there were no other way out of this. She must  she must. Think of her home, her mother, Grace Marr, the Newtons, all who knew her in fact  the terror and pain and shame with which this would sear all those in any way identified with her  her father, brothers, sisters. Impossible! Impossible! It must not and could not be! Impossible. It might seem a little severe to her, even now, to have to insist on this, considering all the emphasis Clyde had hitherto laid upon his prospects here. But how, how else was she to do?

Accordingly the next day, and not a little to his surprise, since for so many hours the night before they had been together, Clyde received another note telling him that he must come again that night. She had something to say to him, and there was something in the tone of the note that seemed to indicate or suggest a kind of defiance of a refusal of any kind, hitherto absent in any of her communications to him. And at once the thought that this situation, unless cleared away, was certain to prove disastrous, so weighed upon him that he could not but put the best face possible on it and consent to go and hear what it was that she had to offer in the way of a solution  or  on the other hand, of what she had to complain.

Going to her room at a late hour, he found her in what seemed to him a more composed frame of mind than at any time since this difficulty had appeared, a state which surprised him a little, since he had expected to find her in tears. But now, if anything, she appeared more complacent, her nervous thoughts as to how to bring about a satisfactory conclusion for herself having called into play a native shrewdness which was now seeking to exercise itself.

And so directly before announcing what was in her mind, she began by asking: You havent found out about another doctor, have you, Clyde, or thought of anything?

No, I havent, Bert, he replied most dismally and wearisomely, his own mental tether-length having been strained to the breaking point. Ive been trying to, as you know, but its so darn hard to find any one who isnt afraid to monkey with a case like this. Honest, to tell the truth, Bert, Im about stumped. I dont know what we are going to do unless you can think of something. You havent thought or heard of any one else you could go to, have you? For, during the conversation that had immediately followed her first visit to the doctor, he had hinted to her that by striking up a fairly intimate relationship with one of the foreign family girls, she might by degrees extract some information there which would be of use to both. But Roberta was not of a temperament that permitted of any such facile friendships, and nothing had come of it.

However, his stating that he was stumped now gave her the opportunity she was really desiring, to present the proposition which she felt to be unavoidable and not longer to be delayed. Yet being fearful of how Clyde would react, she hesitated as to the form in which she would present it, and, after shaking her head and manifesting a nervousness which was real enough, she finally said: Well, Ill tell you, Clyde. Ive been thinking about it and I dont see any way out of it unless  unless you, well, marry me. Its two months now, you know, and unless we get married right away, everybodyll know, wont they?

Her manner as she said this was a mixture of outward courage born out of her conviction that she was in the right and an inward uncertainty about Clydes attitude, which was all the more fused by a sudden look of surprise, resentment, uncertainty and fear that now transformation-wise played over his countenance; a variation and play which, if it indicated anything definite, indicated that she was seeking to inflict an unwarranted injury on him. For since he had been drawing closer and closer to Sondra, his hopes had heightened so intensely that, hearkening to this demand on the part of Roberta now, his brow wrinkled and his manner changed from one of comparatively affable, if nervous, consideration to that of mingled fear, opposition as well as determination to evade drastic consequence. For this would spell complete ruin for him, the loss of Sondra, his job, his social hopes and ambitions in connection with the Griffiths  all  a thought which sickened and at the same time caused him to hesitate about how to proceed. But he would not! he would not! He would not do this! Never! Never!! Never!!!

Yet after a moment he exclaimed equivocally: Well, gee, thats all right, too, Bert, for you, because that fixes everything without any trouble at all. But what about me? You dont want to forget that that isnt going to be easy for me, the way things are now. You know I havent any money. All I have is my job. And besides, the family dont know anything about you yet  not a thing. And if it should suddenly come out now that weve been going together all this time, and that this has happened, and that I was going to have to get married right away, well, gee, theyll know Ive been fooling em and theyre sure to get sore. And then what? They might even fire me.

He paused to see what effect this explanation would have, but noting the somewhat dubious expression which of late characterized Robertas face whenever he began excusing himself, he added hopefully and evasively, seeking by any trick that he could to delay this sudden issue: Besides, Im not so sure that I cant find a doctor yet, either. I havent had much luck so far, but thats not saying that I wont. And theres a little time yet, isnt there? Sure there is. Its all right up to three months anyway. (He had since had a letter from Ratterer who had commented on this fact.) And I did hear something the other day of a doctor over in Albany who might do it. Anyway, I thought Id go over and see before I said anything about him.

His manner, when he said this, was so equivocal that Roberta could tell he was merely lying to gain time. There was no doctor in Albany. Besides it was so plain that he resented her suggestion and was only thinking of some way of escaping it. And she knew well enough that at no time had he said directly that he would marry her. And while she might urge, in the last analysis she could not force him to do anything. He might just go away alone, as he had once said in connection with inadvertently losing his job because of her. And how much greater might not his impulse in that direction now be, if this world here in which he was so much interested were taken away from him, and he were to face the necessity of taking her and a child, too. It made her more cautious and caused her to modify her first impulse to speak out definitely and forcefully, however great her necessity might be. And so disturbed was he by the panorama of the bright world of which Sondra was the center and which was now at stake, that he could scarcely think clearly. Should he lose all this for such a world as he and Roberta could provide for themselves  a small home  a baby, such a routine work-a-day life as taking care of her and a baby on such a salary as he could earn, and from which most likely he would never again be freed! God! A sense of nausea seized him. He could not and would not do this. And yet, as he now saw, all his dreams could be so easily tumbled about his ears by her and because of one false step on his part. It made him cautious and for the first time in his life caused tact and cunning to visualize itself as a profound necessity.

And at the same time, Clyde was sensing inwardly and somewhat shamefacedly all of this profound change in himself.

But Roberta was saying: Oh, I know, Clyde, but you yourself said just now that you were stumped, didnt you? And every day that goes by just makes it so much the worse for me, if were not going to be able to get a doctor. You cant get married and have a child born within a few months  you know that. Every one in the world would know. Besides I have myself to consider as well as you, you know. And the baby, too. (At the mere mention of a coming child Clyde winced and recoiled as though he had been slapped. She noted it.) I just must do one of two things right away, Clyde  get married or get out of this and you dont seem to be able to get me out of it, do you? If youre so afraid of what your uncle might think or do in case we get married, she added nervously and yet suavely, why couldnt we get married right away and then keep it a secret for a while  as long as we could, or as long as you thought we ought to, she added shrewdly. Meanwhile I could go home and tell my parents about it  that I am married, but that it must be kept a secret for a while. Then when the time came, when things got so bad that we couldnt stay here any longer without telling, why we could either go away somewhere, if we wanted to  that is, if you didnt want your uncle to know, or we could just announce that we were married some time ago. Lots of young couples do that nowadays. And as for getting along, she went on, noting a sudden dour shadow that passed over Clydes face like a cloud, why we could always find something to do  I know I could, anyhow, once the baby is born.

When first she began to speak, Clyde had seated himself on the edge of the bed, listening nervously and dubiously to all she had to offer. However, when she came to that part which related to marriage and going away, he got up  an irresistible impulse to move overcoming him. And when she concluded with the commonplace suggestion of going to work as soon as the baby was born, he looked at her with little less than panic in his eyes. To think of marrying and being in a position where it would be necessary to do that, when with a little luck and without interference from her, he might marry Sondra.

Oh, yes, thats all right for you, Bert. That fixes everything up for you, but how about me? Why, gee whiz, Ive only got started here now as it is, and if I have to pack up and get out, and I would have to, if ever they found out about this, why I dont know what Id do. I havent any business or trade that I could turn my hand to. It might go hard with both of us. Besides my uncle gave me this chance because I begged him to, and if I walked off now he never would do anything for me.

In his excitement he was forgetting that at one time and another in the past he had indicated to Roberta that the state of his own parents was not wholly unprosperous and that if things did not go just to his liking here, he could return west and perhaps find something to do out there. And it was some general recollection of this that now caused her to ask: Couldnt we go out to Denver or something like that? Wouldnt your father be willing to help you get something for a time, anyhow?

Her tone was very soft and pleading, an attempt to make Clyde feel that things could not be as bad as he was imagining. But the mere mention of his father in connection with all this  the assumption that he, of all people, might prove an escape from drudgery for them both, was a little too much. It showed how dreadfully incomplete was her understanding of his true position in this world. Worse, she was looking for help from that quarter. And, not finding it, later might possibly reproach him for that  who could tell  for his lies in connection with it. It made so very clear now the necessity for frustrating, if possible, and that at once, any tendency toward this idea of marriage. It could not be  ever.

And yet how was he to oppose this idea with safety, since she felt that she had this claim on him  how say to her openly and coldly that he could not and would not marry her? And unless he did so now she might think it would be fair and legitimate enough for her to compel him to do so. She might even feel privileged to go to his uncle  his cousin (he could see Gilberts cold eyes) and expose him! And then destruction! Ruin! The end of all his dreams in connection with Sondra and everything else here. But all he could think of saying now was: But I cant do this, Bert, not now, anyway, a remark which at once caused Roberta to assume that the idea of marriage, as she had interjected it here, was not one which, under the circumstances, he had the courage to oppose  his saying, not now, anyway. Yet even as she was thinking this, he went swiftly on with: Besides I dont want to get married so soon. It means too much to me at this time. In the first place Im not old enough and I havent got anything to get married on. And I cant leave here. I couldnt do half as well anywhere else. You dont realize what this chance means to me. My fathers all right, but he couldnt do what my uncle could and he wouldnt. You dont know or you wouldnt ask me to do this.

He paused, his face a picture of puzzled fear and opposition. He was not unlike a harried animal, deftly pursued by hunter and hound. But Roberta, imagining that his total defection had been caused by the social side of Lycurgus as opposed to her own low state and not because of the superior lure of any particular girl, now retorted resentfully, although she desired not to appear so: Oh, yes, I know well enough why you cant leave. It isnt your position here, though, half as much as it is those society people you are always running around with. I know. You dont care for me any more, Clyde, thats it, and you dont want to give these other people up for me. I know thats it and nothing else. But just the same it wasnt so very long ago that you did, although you dont seem to remember it now. Her cheeks burned and her eyes flamed as she said this. She paused a moment while he gazed at her wondering about the outcome of all this. But you cant leave me to make out any way I can, just the same, because I wont be left this way, Clyde. I cant! I cant! I tell you. She grew tense and staccato, It means too much to me. I dont know how to do alone and I, besides, have no one to turn to but you and you must help me. Ive got to get out of this, thats all, Clyde, Ive got to. Im not going to be left to face my people and everybody without any help or marriage or anything. As she said this, her eyes turned appealingly and yet savagely toward him and she emphasized it all with her hands, which she clinched and unclinched in a dramatic way. And if you cant help me out in the way you thought, she went on most agonizedly as Clyde could see, then youve got to help me out in this other, thats all. At least until I can do for myself I just wont be left. I dont ask you to marry me forever, she now added, the thought that if by presenting this demand in some modified form, she could induce Clyde to marry her, it might be possible afterwards that his feeling toward her would change to a much more kindly one. You can leave me after a while if you want to. After Im out of this. I cant prevent you from doing that and I wouldnt want to if I could. But you cant leave me now. You cant. You cant! Besides, she added, I didnt want to get myself in this position and I wouldnt have, but for you. But you made me and made me let you come in here. And now you want to leave me to shift for myself, just because you think you wont be able to go in society any more, if they find out about me.

She paused, the strain of this contest proving almost too much for her tired nerves. At the same time she began to sob nervously and yet not violently  a marked effort at self-restraint and recovery marking her every gesture. And after a moment or two in which both stood there, he gazing dumbly and wondering what else he was to say in answer to all this, she struggling and finally managing to recover her poise, she added: Oh, what is it about me thats so different to what I was a couple of months ago, Clyde? Will you tell me that? Id like to know. What is it that has caused you to change so? Up to Christmas, almost, you were as nice to me as any human being could be. You were with me nearly all the time you had, and since then Ive scarcely had an evening that I didnt beg for. Who is it? What is it? Some other girl, or what, Id like to know  that Sondra Finchley or Bertine Cranston, or who?

Her eyes as she said this were a study. For even to this hour, as Clyde could now see to his satisfaction, since he feared the effect on Roberta of definite and absolute knowledge concerning Sondra, she had no specific suspicion, let alone positive knowledge concerning any girl. And coward-wise, in the face of her present predicament and her assumed and threatened claims on him, he was afraid to say what or who the real cause of this change was. Instead he merely replied and almost unmoved by her sorrow, since he no longer really cared for her: Oh, youre all wrong, Bert. You dont see what the trouble is. Its my future here  if I leave here I certainly will never find such an opportunity. And if I have to marry in this way or leave here it will all go flooey. I want to wait and get some place first before I marry, see  save some money and if I do this I wont have a chance and you wont either, he added feebly, forgetting for the moment that up to this time he had been indicating rather clearly that he did not want to have anything more to do with her in any way.

Besides, he continued, if you could only find some one, or if you would go away by yourself somewhere for a while, Bert, and go through with this alone, I could send you the money to do it on, I know. I could have it between now and the time you had to go.

His face, as he said this, and as Roberta clearly saw, mirrored the complete and resourceless collapse of all his recent plans in regard to her. And she, realizing that his indifference to her had reached the point where he could thus dispose of her and their prospective baby in this casual and really heartless manner, was not only angered in part, but at the same time frightened by the meaning of it all.

Oh, Clyde, she now exclaimed boldly and with more courage and defiance than at any time since she had known him, how you have changed! And how hard you can be. To want me to go off all by myself and just to save you  so you can stay here and get along and marry some one here when I am out of the way and you dont have to bother about me any more. Well, I wont do it. Its not fair. And I wont, thats all. I wont. And thats all there is to it. You can get some one to get me out of this or you can marry me and come away with me, at least long enough for me to have the baby and place myself right before my people and every one else that knows me. I dont care if you leave me afterwards, because I see now that you really dont care for me any more, and if thats the way you feel, I dont want you any more than you want me. But just the same, you must help me now  you must. But, oh, dear, she began whimpering again, and yet only slightly and bitterly. To think that all our love for each other should have come to this  that I am asked to go away by myself  all alone  with no one  while you stay here, oh, dear! oh, dear! And with a baby on my hands afterwards. And no husband.

She clinched her hands and shook her head bleakly. Clyde, realizing well enough that his proposition certainly was cold and indifferent but, in the face of his intense desire for Sondra, the best or at least safest that he could devise, now stood there unable for the moment to think of anything more to say.

And although there was some other discussion to the same effect, the conclusion of this very difficult hour was that Clyde had another week or two at best in which to see if he could find a physician or any one who would assist him. After that  well after that the implied, if not openly expressed, threat which lay at the bottom of this was, unless so extricated and speedily, that he would have to marry her, if not permanently, then at least temporarily, but legally just the same, until once again she was able to look after herself  a threat which was as crushing and humiliating to Roberta as it was torturing to him.


Chapter 39

Opposing views such as these, especially where no real skill to meet such a situation existed, could only spell greater difficulty and even eventual disaster unless chance in some form should aid. And chance did not aid. And the presence of Roberta in the factory was something that would not permit him to dismiss it from his mind. If only he could persuade her to leave and go somewhere else to live and work so that he should not always see her, he might then think more calmly. For with her asking continuously, by her presence if no more, what he intended to do, it was impossible for him to think. And the fact that he no longer cared for her as he had, tended to reduce his normal consideration of what was her due. He was too infatuated with, and hence disarranged by his thoughts of Sondra.

For in the very teeth of this grave dilemma he continued to pursue the enticing dream in connection with Sondra  the dark situation in connection with Roberta seeming no more at moments than a dark cloud which shadowed this other. And hence nightly, or as often as the exigencies of his still unbroken connection with Roberta would permit, he was availing himself of such opportunities as his flourishing connections now afforded. Now, and to his great pride and satisfaction, it was a dinner at the Harriets or Taylors to which he was invited; or a party at the Finchleys or the Cranstons, to which he would either escort Sondra or be animated by the hope of encountering her. And now, also without so many of the former phases or attempts at subterfuge, which had previously characterized her curiosity in regard to him, she was at times openly seeking him out and making opportunities for social contact. And, of course, these contacts being identical with this typical kind of group gathering, they seemed to have no special significance with the more conservative elders.

For although Mrs. Finchley, who was of an especially shrewd and discerning turn socially, had at first been dubious over the attentions being showered upon Clyde by her daughter and others, still observing that Clyde was more and more being entertained, not only in her own home by the group of which her daughter was a part, but elsewhere, everywhere, was at last inclined to imagine that he must be more solidly placed in this world than she had heard, and later to ask her son and even Sondra concerning him. But receiving from Sondra only the equivocal information that, since he was Gil and Bella Griffiths cousin, and was being taken up by everybody because he was so charming  even if he didnt have any money  she couldnt see why she and Stuart should not be allowed to entertain him also, her mother rested on that for the time being  only cautioning her daughter under no circumstances to become too friendly. And Sondra, realizing that in part her mother was right, yet being so drawn to Clyde was now determined to deceive her, at least to the extent of being as clandestinely free with Clyde as she could contrive. And was, so much so that every one who was privy to the intimate contacts between Clyde and Sondra might have reported that the actual understanding between them was assuming an intensity which most certainly would have shocked the elder Finchleys, could they have known. For apart from what Clyde had been, and still was dreaming in regard to her, Sondra was truly being taken with thoughts and moods in regard to him which were fast verging upon the most destroying aspects of the very profound chemistry of love. Indeed, in addition to handclasps, kisses and looks of intense admiration always bestowed when presumably no one was looking, there were those nebulous and yet strengthening and lengthening fantasies concerning a future which in some way or other, not clear to either as yet, was still always to include each other.

Summer days perhaps, and that soon, in which he and she would be in a canoe at Twelfth Lake, the long shadows of the trees on the bank lengthening over the silvery water, the wind rippling the surface while he paddled and she idled and tortured him with hints of the future; a certain forest path, grass-sodden and sun-mottled to the south and west of the Cranston and Phant estates, near theirs, through which they might canter in June and July to a wonderful view known as Inspiration Point some seven miles west; the country fair at Sharon, at which, in a gypsy costume, the essence of romance itself, she would superintend a booth, or, in her smartest riding habit, give an exhibition of her horsemanship  teas, dances in the afternoon and in the moonlight at which, languishing in his arms, their eyes would speak.

None of the compulsion of the practical. None of the inhibitions which the dominance and possible future opposition of her parents might imply. Just love and summer, and idyllic and happy progress toward an eventual secure and unopposed union which should give him to her forever.

And in the meantime, in so far as Roberta was concerned, two more long, dreary, terrifying months going by without that meditated action on her part which must result once it was taken in Clydes undoing. For, as convinced as she was that apart from meditating and thinking of some way to escape his responsibility, Clyde had no real intention of marrying her, still, like Clyde, she drifted, fearing to act really. For in several conferences following that in which she had indicated that she expected him to marry her, he had reiterated, if vaguely, a veiled threat that in case she appealed to his uncle he would not be compelled to marry her, after all, for he could go elsewhere.

The way he put it was that unless left undisturbed in his present situation he would be in no position to marry her and furthermore could not possibly do anything to aid her at the coming time when most of all she would stand in need of aid  a hint which caused Roberta to reflect on a hitherto not fully developed vein of hardness in Clyde, although had she but sufficiently reflected, it had shown itself at the time that he compelled her to admit him to her room.

In addition and because she was doing nothing and yet he feared that at any moment she might, he shifted in part at least from the attitude of complete indifference, which had availed him up to the time that she had threatened him, to one of at least simulated interest and good-will and friendship. For the very precarious condition in which he found himself was sufficiently terrifying to evoke more diplomacy than ever before had characterized him. Besides he was foolish enough to hope, if not exactly believe, that by once more conducting himself as though he still entertained a lively sense of the problem that afflicted her and that he was willing, in case no other way was found, to eventually marry her (though he could never definitely be persuaded to commit himself as to this), he could reduce her determination to compel him to act soon at least to a minimum, and so leave him more time in which to exhaust every possibility of escape without marriage, and without being compelled to run away.

And although Roberta sensed the basis of this sudden shift, still she was so utterly alone and distrait that she was willing to give ear to Clydes mock genial, if not exactly affectionate observations and suggestions. It caused her, at his behest, to wait a while longer, the while, as he now explained, he would not only have saved up some money, but devised some plan in connection with his work which would permit him to leave for a time anyhow, marry her somewhere and then establish her and the baby as a lawful married woman somewhere else, while, although he did not explain this just now, he returned to Lycurgus and sent her such aid as he could. But on condition, of course, that never anywhere, unless he gave her permission, must she assert that he had married her, or point to him in any way as the father of her child. Also it was understood that she, as she herself had asserted over and over that she would, if only he would do this  marry her  take steps to free herself on the ground of desertion, or something, in some place sufficiently removed from Lycurgus for no one to hear. And that within a reasonable time after her marriage to him, although he was not at all satisfied that, assuming that he did marry her, she would.

But Clyde, of course, was insincere in regard to all his overtures at this time, and really not concerned as to her sincerity or insincerity. Nor did he have any intention of leaving Lycurgus even for the moderate length of time that her present extrication would require unless he had to. For that meant that he would be separated from Sondra, and such absence, for whatever period, would most definitely interfere with his plans. And so, on the contrary, he drifted  thinking most idly at times of some possible fake or mock marriage such as he had seen in some melodramatic movie  a fake minister and witnesses combining to deceive some simple country girl such as Roberta was not, but at such expense of time, resources, courage and subtlety as Clyde himself, after a little reflection, was wise enough to see was beyond him.

Again, knowing that, unless some hitherto unforeseen aid should eventuate, he was heading straight toward a disaster which could not much longer be obviated, he even allowed himself to dream that, once the fatal hour was at hand and Roberta, no longer to be put off by any form of subterfuge, was about to expose him, he might even flatly deny that he had ever held any such relationship with her as then she would be charging  rather that at all times his relationship with her had been that of a department manager to employee  no more. Terror  no less!

But at the same time, early in May, when Roberta, because of various gestative signs and ailments, was beginning to explain, as well as insist, to Clyde that by no stretch of the imagination or courage could she be expected to retain her position at the factory or work later than June first, because by then the likelihood of the girls there beginning to notice something, would be too great for her to endure, Sondra was beginning to explain that not so much later than the fourth or fifth of June she and her mother and Stuart, together with some servants, would be going to their new lodge at Twelfth Lake in order to supervise certain installations then being made before the regular season should begin. And after that, not later than the eighteenth, at which time the Cranstons, Harriets, and some others would have arrived, including very likely visits from Bella and Myra, he might expect a week-end invitation from the Cranstons, with whom, through Bertine, she would arrange as to this. And after that, the general circumstances proving fairly propitious, there would be, of course, other week-end invitations to the Harriets, Phants and some others who dwelt there, as well as to the Griffiths at Greenwood, to which place, on account of Bella, he could easily come. And during his two weeks vacation in July, he could either stop at the Casino, which was at Pine Point, or perhaps the Cranstons or Harriets, at her suggestion, might choose to invite him. At any rate, as Clyde could see, and with no more than such expenditures as, with a little scrimping during his ordinary working days here, he could provide for, he might see not a little of that lake life of which he had read so much in the local papers, to say nothing of Sondra at one and another of the lodges, the masters of which were not so inimical to his presence and overtures as were Sondras parents.

For now it was, and for the first time, as she proceeded to explain to him that her mother and father, because of his continued and reported attentions to her, were already beginning to talk of an extended European tour which might keep her and Stuart and her mother abroad for at least the next two years. But since, at news of this, Clydes face as well as his spirits darkened, and she herself was sufficiently enmeshed to suffer because of this, she at once added that he must not feel so bad  he must not; things would work out well enough, she knew. For at the proper time, and unless between then and now, something  her own subtle attack if not her at present feverish interest in Clyde  should have worked to alter her mothers viewpoint in regard to him  she might be compelled to take some steps of her own in order to frustrate her mother. Just what, she was not willing to say at this time, although to Clydes overheated imagination it took the form of an elopement and marriage, which could not then be gainsaid by her parents whatever they might think. And it was true that in a vague and as yet repressed way some such thought was beginning to form in Sondras mind. For, as she now proceeded to explain to Clyde, it was so plain that her mother was attempting to steer her in the direction of a purely social match  the one with the youth who had been paying her such marked attention the year before. But because of her present passion for Clyde, as she now gayly declared, it was not easy to see how she was to be made to comply. The only trouble with me is that Im not of age yet, she here added briskly and slangily. Theyve got me there, of course. But I will be by next October and they cant do very much with me after that, I want to let you know. I can marry the person I want, I guess. And if I cant do it here, well, there are more ways than one to kill a cat.

The thought was like some sweet, disarranging poison to Clyde. It fevered and all but betrayed him mentally. If only  if only  it were not for Roberta now. That terrifying and all but insoluble problem. But for that, and the opposition of Sondras parents which she was thinking she would be able to overcome, did not heaven itself await him? Sondra, Twelfth Lake, society, wealth, her love and beauty. He grew not a little wild in thinking of it all. Once he and she were married, what could Sondras relatives do? What, but acquiesce and take them into the glorious bosom of their resplendent home at Lycurgus or provide for them in some other way  he to no doubt eventually take some place in connection with the Finchley Electric Sweeper Company. And then would he not be the equal, if not the superior, of Gilbert Griffiths himself and all those others who originally had ignored him here  joint heir with Stuart to all the Finchley means. And with Sondra as the central or crowning jewel to so much sudden and such Aladdin-like splendor.

No thought as to how he was to overcome the time between now and October. No serious consideration of the fact that Roberta then and there was demanding that he marry her. He could put her off, he thought. And yet, at the same time, he was painfully and nervously conscious of the fact that at no period in his life before had he been so treacherously poised at the very brink of disaster. It might be his duty as the world would see it  his mother would say so  to at least extricate Roberta. But in the case of Esta, who had come to her rescue? Her lover? He had walked off from her without a qualm and she had not died. And why, when Roberta was no worse off than his sister had been, why should she seek to destroy him in this way? Force him to do something which would be little less than social, artistic, passional or emotional assassination? And when later, if she would but spare him for this, he could do so much more for her  with Sondras money of course. He could not and would not let her do this to him. His life would be ruined!


Chapter 40

Two incidents which occurred at this time tended still more to sharpen the contrary points of view holding between Clyde and Roberta. One of these was no more than a glimpse which Roberta had one evening of Clyde pausing at the Central Avenue curb in front of the post-office to say a few words to Arabella Stark, who in a large and impressive-looking car, was waiting for her father who was still in the Stark Building opposite. And Miss Stark, fashionably outfitted according to the season, her world and her own pretentious taste, was affectedly posed at the wheel, not only for the benefit of Clyde but the public in general. And to Roberta, who by now was reduced to the verge of distraction between Clydes delay and her determination to compel him to act in her behalf, she appeared to be little less than an epitome of all the security, luxury and freedom from responsibility which so enticed and hence caused Clyde to delay and be as indifferent as possible to the dire state which confronted her. For, alas, apart from this claim of her condition, what had she to offer him comparable to all he would be giving up in case he acceded to her request? Nothing  a thought which was far from encouraging.

Yet, at this moment contrasting her own wretched and neglected state with that of this Miss Stark, for example, she found herself a prey to an even more complaining and antagonistic mood than had hitherto characterized her. It was not right. It was not fair. For during the several weeks that had passed since last they had discussed this matter, Clyde had scarcely said a word to her at the factory or elsewhere, let alone called upon her at her room, fearing as he did the customary inquiry which he could not satisfy. And this caused her to feel that not only was he neglecting but resenting her most sharply.

And yet as she walked home from this trivial and fairly representative scene, her heart was not nearly so angry as it was sad and sore because of the love and comfort that had vanished and was not likely ever to come again...ever...ever...ever. Oh, how terrible...how terrible!

On the other hand, Clyde, and at approximately this same time, was called upon to witness a scene identified with Roberta, which, as some might think, only an ironic and even malicious fate could have intended or permitted to come to pass. For motoring north the following Sunday to Arrow Lake to the lodge of the Trumbulls to take advantage of an early spring week-end planned by Sondra, the party on nearing Biltz, which was in the direct line of the trip, was compelled to detour east in the direction of Robertas home. And coming finally to a north and south road which ran directly from Trippettsville past the Alden farm, they turned north into that. And a few minutes later, came directly to the corner adjoining the Alden farm, where an east and west road led to Biltz. Here Tracy Trumbull, driving at the time, requested that some one should get out and inquire at the adjacent farm-house as to whether this road did lead to Biltz. And Clyde, being nearest to one door, jumped out. And then, glancing at the name on the mail-box which stood at the junction and evidently belonged to the extremely dilapidated old farm-house on the rise above, he was not a little astonished to note that the name was that of Titus Alden  Robertas father. Also, as it instantly came to him, since she had described her parents as being near Biltz, this must be her home. It gave him pause, caused him for the moment to hesitate as to whether to go on or not, for once he had given Roberta a small picture of himself, and she might have shown it up here. Again the mere identification of this lorn, dilapidated realm with Roberta and hence himself, was sufficient to cause him to wish to turn and run.

But Sondra, who was sitting next him in the car and now noting his hesitation, called: Whats the matter, Clyde? Afraid of the bow-wow? And he, realizing instantly that they would comment further on his actions if he did not proceed at once, started up the path. But the effect of this house, once he contemplated it thoroughly, was sufficient to arouse in his brain the most troubled and miserable of thoughts. For what a house, to be sure! So lonely and bare, even in this bright, spring weather! The decayed and sagging roof. The broken chimney to the north  rough lumps of cemented field stones lying at its base; the sagging and semi-toppling chimney to the south, sustained in place by a log chain. The unkempt path from the road below, which slowly he ascended! He was not a little dejected by the broken and displaced stones which served as steps before the front door. And the unpainted dilapidated out-buildings, all the more dreary because of these others.

Gee! To think that this was Robertas home. And to think, in the face of all that he now aspired to in connection with Sondra and this social group at Lycurgus, she should be demanding that he marry her! And Sondra in the car with him here to see  if not know. The poverty! The reduced grimness of it all. How far he had traveled away from just such a beginning as this!

With a weakening and sickening sensation at the pit of his stomach, as of some blow administered there, he now approached the door. And then, as if to further distress him, if that were possible, the door was opened by Titus Alden, who, in an old, thread-bare and out-at-elbows coat, as well as baggy, worn, jean trousers and rough, shineless, ill-fitting country shoes, desired by his look to know what he wanted. And Clyde, being taken aback by the clothes, as well as a marked resemblance to Roberta about the eyes and mouth, now as swiftly as possible asked if the east and west road below ran through Biltz and joined the main highway north. And although he would have preferred a quick yes so that he might have turned and gone, Titus preferred to step down into the yard and then, with a gesture of the arm, indicate that if they wanted to strike a really good part of the road, they had better follow this Trippettsville north and south road for at least two more miles, and then turn west. Clyde thanked him briefly and turned almost before he had finished and hurried away.

For, as he now recalled, and with an enormous sense of depression, Roberta was thinking and at this very time, that soon now, and in the face of all Lycurgus had to offer him  Sondra  the coming spring and summer  the love and romance, gayety, position, power  he was going to give all that up and go away with and marry her. Sneak away to some out-of-the-way place! Oh, how horrible! And with a child at his age! Oh, why had he ever been so foolish and weak as to identify himself with her in this intimate way? Just because of a few lonely evenings! Oh, why, why couldnt he have waited and then this other world would have opened up to him just the same? If only he could have waited!

And now unquestionably, unless he could speedily and easily disengage himself from her, all this other splendid recognition would be destined to be withdrawn from him, and this other world from which he sprang might extend its gloomy, poverty-stricken arms to him and envelop him once more, just as the poverty of his family had enveloped and almost strangled him from the first. And it even occurred to him, in a vague way for the first time, how strange it was that this girl and he, whose origin had been strikingly similar, should have been so drawn to each other in the beginning. Why should it have been? How strange life was, anyway? But even more harrowing than this, was the problem of a way out that was before him. And his mind from now on, on this trip, was once more searching for some solution. A word of complaint from Roberta or her parents to his uncle or Gilbert, and assuredly he would be done for.

The thought so troubled him that once in the car, and although previously he had been chattering along with the others about what might be in store ahead in the way of divertissement, he now sat silent. And Sondra, who sat next to him and who previously had been whispering at intervals of her plans for the summer, now, instead of resuming the patter, whispered: What come over de sweet phing? (When Clyde appeared to be the least reduced in mind she most affected this patter with him, since it had an almost electric, if sweetly tormenting effect on him. His baby-talking girl, he sometimes called her.) Facey all dark now. Little while ago facey all smiles. Come make facey all nice again. Smile at Sondra. Squeeze Sondras arm like good boy, Clyde.

She turned and looked up into his eyes to see what if any effect this baby-worded cajolery was having, and Clyde did his best to brighten, of course. But even so, and in the face of all this amazingly wonderful love on her part for him, the specter of Roberta and all that she represented now in connection with all this, was ever before him  her state, her very recent edict in regard to it, the obvious impossibility of doing anything now but go away with her.

Why  rather than let himself in for a thing like that  would it not be better, and even though he lost Sondra once and for all, for him to decamp as in the instance of the slain child in Kansas City  and be heard of nevermore here. But then he would lose Sondra, his connections here, and his uncle  this world! The loss! The loss! The misery of once more drifting about here and there; of being compelled to write his mother once more concerning certain things about his flight, which some one writing from here might explain to her afterwards  and so much more damagingly. And the thoughts concerning him on the part of his relatives! And of late he had been writing his mother that he was doing so well. What was it about his life that made things like this happen to him? Was this what his life was to be like? Running away from one situation and another just to start all over somewhere else  perhaps only to be compelled to flee from something worse. No, he could not run away again. He must face it and solve it in some way. He must!

God!


Chapter 41

The fifth of June arriving, the Finchleys departed as Sondra had indicated, but not without a most urgent request from her that he be prepared to come to the Cranstons either the second or third week-end following  she to advise him definitely later  a departure which so affected Clyde that he could scarcely think what to do with himself in her absence, depressed as he was by the tangle which Robertas condition presented. And exactly at this time also, Robertas fears and demands had become so urgent that it was really no longer possible for him to assure her that if she would but wait a little while longer, he would be prepared to act in her behalf. Plead as he might, her case, as she saw it, was at last critical and no longer to be trifled with in any way. Her figure, as she insisted (although this was largely imaginative on her part), had altered to such an extent that it would not be possible for her longer to conceal it, and all those who worked with her at the factory were soon bound to know. She could no longer work or sleep with any comfort  she must not stay here any more. She was having preliminary pains  purely imaginary ones in her case. He must marry her now, as he had indicated he would, and leave with her at once  for some place  any place, really  near or far  so long as she was extricated from this present terrible danger. And she would agree, as she now all but pleaded, to let him go his way again as soon as their child was born  truly  and would not ask any more of him ever  ever. But now, this very week  not later than the fifteenth at the latest  he must arrange to see her through with this as he had promised.

But this meant that he would be leaving with her before ever he should have visited Sondra at Twelfth Lake at all, and without ever seeing her any more really. And, besides, as he so well knew, he had not saved the sum necessary to make possible the new venture on which she was insisting. In vain it was that Roberta now explained that she had saved over a hundred, and they could make use of that once they were married or to help in connection with whatever expenses might be incurred in getting to wherever he should decide they were going. All that he would see or feel was that this meant the loss of everything to him, and that he would have to go away with her to some relatively near-by place and get work at anything he could, in order to support her as best he might. But the misery of such a change! The loss of all his splendid dreams. And yet, racking his brains, he could think of nothing better than that she should quit and go home for the time being, since as he now argued, and most shrewdly, as he thought, he needed a few more weeks to prepare for the change which was upon them both. For, in spite of all his efforts, as he now falsely asserted, he had not been able to save as much as he had hoped. He needed at least three or four more weeks in which to complete the sum, which he had been looking upon as advisable in the face of this meditated change. Was not she herself guessing, as he knew, that it could not be less than a hundred and fifty or two hundred dollars  quite large sums in her eyes  whereas, above his current salary, Clyde had no more than forty dollars and was dreaming of using that and whatever else he might secure in the interim to meet such expenses as might be incurred in the anticipated visit to Twelfth Lake.

But to further support his evasive suggestion that she now return to her home for a short period, he added that she would want to fix herself up a little, wouldnt she? She couldnt go away on a trip like this, which involved marriage and a change of social contacts in every way, without some improvements in her wardrobe. Why not take her hundred dollars or a part of it anyhow and use it for that? So desperate was his state that he even suggested that. And Roberta, who, in the face of her own uncertainty up to this time as to what was to become of her had not ventured to prepare or purchase anything relating either to a trousseau or layette, now began to think that whatever the ulterior purpose of his suggestion, which like all the others was connected with delay, it might not be unwise even now if she did take a fortnight or three weeks, and with the assistance of an inexpensive and yet tolerable dressmaker, who had aided her sister at times, make at least one or two suitable dresses  a flowered gray taffeta afternoon dress, such as she had once seen in a movie, in which, should Clyde keep his word, she could be married. To match this pleasing little costume, she planned to add a chic little gray silk hat  poke-shaped, with pink or scarlet cherries nestled up under the brim, together with a neat little blue serge traveling suit, which, with brown shoes and a brown hat, would make her as smart as any bride. The fact that such preparations as these meant additional delay and expense, or that Clyde might not marry her after all, or that this proposed marriage from the point of view of both was the tarnished and discolored thing that it was, was still not sufficient to take from the thought of marriage as an event, or sacrament even, that proper color and romance with which it was invested in her eyes and from which, even under such an unsatisfactory set of circumstances as these, it could not be divorced. And, strangely enough, in spite of all the troubled and strained relations that had developed between them, she still saw Clyde in much the same light in which she had seen him at first. He was a Griffiths, a youth of genuine social, if not financial distinction, one whom all the girls in her position, as well as many of those far above her, would be delighted to be connected with in this way  that is, via marriage. He might be objecting to marrying her, but he was a person of consequence, just the same. And one with whom, if he would but trouble to care for her a little, she could be perfectly happy. And at any rate, once he had loved her. And it was said of men  some men, anyway (so she had heard her mother and others say) that once a child was presented to them, it made a great difference in their attitude toward the mother, sometimes. They came to like the mother, too. Anyhow for a little while  a very little while  if what she had agreed to were strictly observed, she would have him with her to assist her through this great crisis  to give his name to her child  to aid her until she could once more establish herself in some way.

For the time being, therefore, and with no more plan than this, although with great misgivings and nervous qualms, since, as she could see, Clyde was decidedly indifferent, she rested on this. And it was in this mood that five days later, and after Roberta had written to her parents that she was coming home for two weeks at least, to get a dress or two made and to rest a little, because she was not feeling very well, that Clyde saw her off for her home in Biltz, riding with her as far as Fonda. But in so far as he was concerned, and since he had really no definite or workable idea, it seemed important to him that only silence, silence was the great and all essential thing now, so that, even under the impending edge of the knife of disaster, he might be able to think more, and more, and more, without being compelled to do anything, and without momentarily being tortured by the thought that Roberta, in some nervous or moody or frantic state, would say or do something which, assuming that he should hit upon some helpful thought or plan in connection with Sondra, would prevent him from executing it.

And about the same time, Sondra was writing him gay notes from Twelfth Lake as to what he might expect upon his arrival a little later. Blue water  white sails  tennis  golf-horseback riding  driving. She had it all arranged with Bertine, as she said. And kisses  kisses  kisses!


Chapter 42

Two letters, which arrived at this time and simultaneously, but accentuated the difficulty of all this.

Pine Point Landing, June 10th

CLYDE MYDIE:

How is my pheet phing? All whytie? Its just glorious up here. Lots of people already here and more coming every day. The Casino and golf course over at Pine Point are open and lots of people about. I can hear Stuart and Grant with their launches going up toward Grays Inlet now. You must hurry and come up, dear. Its too nice for words. Green roads to gallop through, and swimming and dancing at the Casino every afternoon at four. Just back from a wonderful gallop on Dickey and going again after luncheon to mail these letters. Bertine says shell write you a letter to-day or tomorrow good for any week-end or any old time, so when Sonda says come, you come, you hear, else Sonda whip hard. You baddie, good boy.

Is he working hard in the baddie old factory? Sonda wisses he was here wiss her instead. Wed ride and drive and swim and dance. Dont forget your tennis racquet and golf clubs. Theres a dandy course on the Casino grounds.

This morning when I was riding a bird flew right up under Dickeys heels. It scared him so that he bolted, and Sonda got all switched and scwatched. Isnt Clydie sorry for his Sonda?

She is writing lots of notes to-day. After lunch and the ride to catch the down mail, Sonda and Bertine and Nina going to the Casino. Dont you wish you were going to be there? We could dance to Taudy. Sonda just loves that song. But she has to dress now. More to-morrow, baddie boy. And when Bertine writes, answer right away. See all ose dots? Kisses. Big and little ones. All for baddie boy. And wite Sonda every day and shell write oo.

More kisses.

To which Clyde responded eagerly and in kind in the same hour. But almost the same mail, at least the same day, brought the following letter from Roberta.

Biltz, June 10th.

DEAR CLYDE:

I am nearly ready for bed, but I will write you a few lines. I had such a tiresome journey coming up that I was nearly sick. In the first place I didnt want to come much (alone) as you know. I feel too upset and uncertain about everything, although I try not to feel so now that we have our plan and you are going to come for me as you said.

(At this point, while nearly sickened by the thought of the wretched country world in which she lived, still, because of Robertas unfortunate and unavoidable relation to it, he now experienced one of his old time twinges of remorse and pity in regard to her. For after all, this was not her fault. She had so little to look forward to  nothing but her work or a commonplace marriage. For the first time in many days, really, and in the absence of both, he was able to think clearly  and to sympathize deeply, if gloomily. For the remainder of the letter read:)

But its very nice here now. The trees are so beautifully green and the flowers in bloom. I can hear the bees in the orchard whenever I go near the south windows. On the way up instead of coming straight home I decided to stop at Homer to see my sister and brother-in-law, since I am not so sure now when I shall see them again, if ever, for I am resolved that they shall see me respectable, or never at all any more. You mustnt think I mean anything hard or mean by this. I am just sad. They have such a cute little home there, Clyde  pretty furniture, a victrola and all, and Agnes is so very happy with Fred. I hope she always will be. I couldnt help thinking of what a dear place we might have had, if only my dreams had come true. And nearly all the time I was there Fred kept teasing me as to why I dont get married, until I said, Oh, well, Fred, you mustnt be too sure that I wont one of these days. All good things come to him who waits, you know. Yes, unless you just turn out to be a waiter, was the way he hit me back.

But I was truly glad to see mother again, Clyde. Shes so loving and patient and helpful. The sweetest, dearest mother that ever, ever was. And I just hate to hurt her in any way. And Tom and Emily, too. They have had friends here every evening since Ive been here  and they want me to join in, but I hardly feel well enough now to do all the things they want me to do  play cards and games  dance.

(At this point Clyde could not help emphasizing in his own mind the shabby home world of which she was a part and which so recently he had seen  that rickety house! those toppling chimneys! Her uncouth father. And that in contrast to such a letter as this other from Sondra.)

Father and mother and Tom and Emily just seem to hang around and try to do things for me. And I feel remorseful when I think how they would feel if they knew, for, of course, I have to pretend that it is work that makes me feel so tired and depressed as I am sometimes. Mother keeps saying that I must stay a long time or quit entirely and rest and get well again, but she just dont know of course  poor dear. If she did! I cant tell you how that makes me feel sometimes, Clyde. Oh, dear!

But there, I mustnt put my sad feelings over on you either. I dont want to, as I told you, if you will only come and get me as weve agreed. And I wont be like that either, Clyde. Im not that way all the time now. Ive started to get ready and do all the things itll take to do in three weeks and thats enough to keep my mind off everything but work. But you will come for me, wont you, dear? You wont disappoint me any more and make me suffer this time like you have so far, for, oh, how long it has been now  ever since I was here before at Christmas time, really. But you were truly nice to me. I promise not to be a burden on you, for I know you dont really care for me any more and so I dont care much what happens now, so long as I get out of this. But I truly promise not to be a burden on you.

Oh, dear, dont mind this blot. I just dont seem to be able to control myself these days like I once could.

But as for what I came for. The family think they are clothes for a party down in Lycurgus and that I must be having a wonderful time. Well, its better that way than the other. I may have to come as far as Fonda to get some things, if I dont send Mrs. Anse, the dressmaker, and if so, and if you wanted to see me again before you come, although I dont suppose you do, you could. Id like to see you and talk to you again if you care to, before we start. It all seems so funny to me, Clyde, having these clothes made and wishing to see you so much and yet knowing that you would rather not do this. And yet I hope you are satisfied now that you have succeeded in making me leave Lycurgus and come up here and are having what you call a good time. Are they so very much better than the ones we used to have last summer when we went about to the lakes and everywhere? But whatever they are, Clyde, surely you can afford to do this for me without feeling too bad. I know it seems hard to you now, but you dont want to forget either that if I was like some that I know, I might and would ask more. But as I told you Im not like that and never could be. If you dont really want me after you have helped me out like I said, you can go.

Please write me, Clyde, a long, cheery letter, even though you dont want to, and tell me all about how you have not thought of me once since Ive been away or missed me at all  you used to, you know, and how you dont want me to come back and you cant possibly come up before two weeks from Saturday if then.

Oh, dear, I dont mean the horrid things I write, but Im so blue and tired and lonely that I cant help it at times. I need some one to talk to  not just any one here, because they dont understand, and I cant tell anybody.

But there, I said I wouldnt be blue or gloomy or cross and yet I havent done so very well this time, have I? But I promise to do better next time  tomorrow or next day, because it relieves me to write to you, Clyde. And wont you please write me just a few words to cheer me up while Im waiting, whether you mean it or not, I need it so. And you will come, of course. Ill be so happy and grateful and try not to bother you too much in any way.

Your lonely

BERT

And it was the contrast presented by these two scenes which finally determined for him the fact that he would never marry Roberta  never  nor even go to her at Biltz, or let her come back to him here, if he could avoid that. For would not his going, or her return, put a period to all the joys that so recently in connection with Sondra had come to him here  make it impossible for him to be with Sondra at Twelfth Lake this summer  make it impossible for him to run away with and marry her? In Gods name was there no way? No outlet from this horrible difficulty which now confronted him?

And in a fit of despair, having found the letters in his room on his return from work one warm evening in June, he now threw himself upon his bed and fairly groaned. The misery of this! The horror of his almost insoluble problem! Was there no way by which she could be persuaded to go away  and stay  remain at home, maybe for a while longer, while he sent her ten dollars a week, or twelve, even  a full half of all his salary? Or could she go to some neighboring town  Fonda, Gloversville, Schenectady  she was not so far gone but what she could take care of herself well enough as yet, and rent a room and remain there quietly until the fatal time, when she could go to some doctor or nurse? He might help her to find some one like that when the time came, if only she would be willing not to mention his name.

But this business of making him come to Biltz, or meeting her somewhere, and that within two weeks or less. He would not, he would not. He would do something desperate if she tried to make him do that  run away  or  maybe go up to Twelfth Lake before it should be time for him to go to Biltz, or before she would think it was time, and then persuade Sondra if he could  but oh, what a wild, wild chance was that  to run away with and marry him, even if she wasnt quite eighteen  and then  and then  being married, and her family not being able to divorce them, and Roberta not being able to find him, either, but only to complain  well, couldnt he deny it  say that it was not so  that he had never had any relationship, other than that which any department head might have with any girl working for him. He had not been introduced to the Gilpins, nor had he gone with Roberta to see that Dr. Glenn near Gloversville, and she had told him at the time, she had not mentioned his name.

But the nerve of trying to deny it!

The courage it would take.

The courage to try to face Roberta when, as he knew, her steady, accusing, horrified, innocent, blue eyes would be about as difficult to face as anything in all the world. And could he do that? Had he the courage? And would it all work out satisfactorily if he did? Would Sondra believe him  once she heard?

But just the same in pursuance of this idea, whether finally he executed it or not, even though he went to Twelfth Lake, he must write Sondra a letter saying that he was coming. And this he did at once, writing her passionately and yearningly. At the same time he decided not to write Roberta at all. Maybe call her on long distance, since she had recently told him that there was a neighbor near-by who had a telephone, and if for any reason he needed to reach her, he could use that. For writing her in regard to all this, even in the most guarded way, would place in her hands, and at this time, exactly the type of evidence in regard to this relationship which she would most need, and especially when he was so determined not to marry her. The trickery of all this! It was low and shabby, no doubt. Yet if only Roberta had agreed to be a little reasonable with him, he would never have dreamed of indulging in any such low and tricky plan as this. But, oh, Sondra! Sondra! And the great estate that she had described, lying along the west shore of Twelfth Lake. How beautiful that must be! He could not help it! He must act and plan as he was doing! He must!

And forthwith he arose and went to mail the letter to Sondra. And then while out, having purchased an evening paper and hoping via the local news of all whom he knew, to divert his mind for the time being, there, upon the first page of the Times-Union of Albany, was an item which read:

ACCIDENTAL DOUBLE TRAGEDY AT PASS LAKE  UPTURNED CANOE AND FLOATING HATS REVEAL PROBABLE LOSS OF TWO LIVES AT RESORT NEAR PITTSFIELD  UNIDENTIFIED BODY OF GIRL RECOVERED  THAT OF COMPANION STILL MISSING

Because of his own great interest in canoeing, and indeed in any form of water life, as well as his own particular skill when it came to rowing, swimming, diving, he now read with interest:

Pancoast, Mass., June 7th...What proved to be a fatal boat ride for two, apparently, was taken here day before yesterday by an unidentified man and girl who came presumably from Pittsfield to spend the day at Pass Lake, which is fourteen miles north of this place.

Tuesday morning a man and a girl, who said to Thomas Lucas, who conducts the Casino Lunch and Boat House there, that they were from Pittsfield, rented a small row-boat about ten oclock in the morning and with a basket, presumably containing lunch, departed for the northern end of the lake. At seven oclock last evening, when they did not return, Mr. Lucas, in company with his son Jeffrey, made a tour of the lake in his motor boat and discovered the row-boat upside down in the shallows near the north shore, but no trace of the occupants. Thinking at the time that it might be another instance of renters having decamped in order to avoid payment, he returned the boat to his own dock.

But this morning, doubtful as to whether or not an accident had occurred, he and his assistant, Fred Walsh, together with his son, made a second tour of the north shore and finally came upon the hats of both the girl and the man floating among some rushes near the shore. At once a dredging party was organized, and by three oclock to-day the body of the girl, concerning whom nothing is known here, other than that she came here with her companion, was brought up and turned over to the authorities. That of the man has not yet been found. The water in the immediate vicinity of the accident in some places being over thirty feet deep, it is not certain whether the trolling and dredging will yield the other body or not. In the case of a similar accident which took place here some fifteen years ago, neither body was ever recovered.

To the lining of the small jacket which the girl wore was sewed the tag of a Pittsfield dealer. Also in her shoe lining was stamped the name of Jacobs of this same city. But other than these there was no evidence as to her identity. It is assumed by the authorities here that if she carried a bag of any kind it lies at the bottom of the lake.

The man is recalled as being tall, dark, about thirty-five years of age, and wore a light green suit and straw hat with a white and blue band. The girl appears to be not more than twenty-five, five feet five inches tall, and weighs 130 pounds. She wore her hair, which was long and dark brown, in braids about her forehead. On her left middle finger is a small gold ring with an amethyst setting. The police of Pittsfield and other cities in this vicinity have been notified, but as yet no word as to her identity has been received.

This item, commonplace enough in the usual grist of summer accidents, interested Clyde only slightly. It seemed odd, of course, that a girl and a man should arrive at a small lake anywhere, and setting forth in a small boat in broad daylight thus lose their lives. Also it was odd that afterwards no one should be able to identify either of them. And yet here it was. The man had disappeared for good. He threw the paper down, little concerned at first, and turned to other things  the problem that was confronting him really  how he was to do. But later  and because of that, and as he was putting out the light before getting into bed, and still thinking of the complicated problem which his own life here presented, he was struck by the thought (what devils whisper?  what evil hint of an evil spirit?)  supposing that he and Roberta  no, say he and Sondra  (no, Sondra could swim so well, and so could he)  he and Roberta were in a small boat somewhere and it should capsize at the very time, say, of this dreadful complication which was so harassing him? What an escape? What a relief from a gigantic and by now really destroying problem! On the other hand  hold  not so fast!  for could a man even think of such a solution in connection with so difficult a problem as his without committing a crime in his heart, really  a horrible, terrible crime? He must not even think of such a thing. It was wrong  wrong  terribly wrong. And yet, supposing,  by accident, of course  such a thing as this did occur? That would be the end, then, wouldnt it, of all his troubles in connection with Roberta? No more terror as to her  no more fear and heartache even as to Sondra. A noiseless, pathless, quarrelless solution of all his present difficulties, and only joy before him forever. Just an accidental, unpremeditated drowning  and then the glorious future which would be his!

But the mere thinking of such a thing in connection with Roberta at this time  (why was it that his mind persisted in identifying her with it?) was terrible, and he must not, he must not, allow such a thought to enter his mind. Never, never, never! He must not. It was horrible! Terrible! A thought of murder, no less! Murder?!!! Yet so wrought up had he been, and still was, by the letter which Roberta had written him, as contrasted with the one from Sondra  so delightful and enticing was the picture of her life and his as she now described it, that he could not for the life of him quite expel that other and seemingly easy and so natural a solution of all his problem  if only such an accident could occur to him and Roberta. For after all he was not planning any crime, was he? Was he not merely thinking of an accident that, had it occurred or could it but occur in his case...Ah  but that could it but occur. There was the dark and evil thought about which he must not, He must not think. He must not. And yet  and yet...He was an excellent swimmer and could swim ashore, no doubt  whatever the distance. Whereas Roberta, as he knew from swimming with her at one beach and another the previous summer, could not swim. And then  and then  well and then, unless he chose to help her, of course...

As he thought, and for the time, sitting in the lamplight of his own room between nine-thirty and ten at night, a strange and disturbing creepiness as to flesh and hair and finger-tips assailed him. The wonder and the horror of such a thought! And presented to him by this paper in this way. Wasnt that strange? Besides, up in that lake country to which he was now going to Sondra, were many, many lakes about everywhere  were there not? Scores up there where Sondra was. Or so she had said. And Roberta loved the out-of-doors and the water so  although she could not swim  could not swim  could not swim. And they or at least he was going where lakes were, or they might, might they not  and if not, why not? since both had talked of some Fourth of July resort in their planning, their final departure  he and Roberta.

But, no! no! The mere thought of an accident such as that in connection with her, however much he might wish to be rid of her  was sinful, dark and terrible! He must not let his mind run on any such things for even a moment. It was too wrong  too vile  too terrible! Oh, dreadful thought! To think it should have come to him! And at this time of all times  when she was demanding that he go away with her!

Death!

Murder!

The murder of Roberta!

But to escape her of course  this unreasonable, unshakable, unchangeable demand of hers! Already he was quite cold, quite damp  with the mere thought of it. And now  when  when  ! But he must not think of that! The death of that unborn child, too!!

But how could any one even think of doing any such thing with calculation  deliberately? And yet  many people were drowned like that  boys and girls  men and women  here and there  everywhere the world over in the summer time. To be sure, he would not want anything like that to happen to Roberta. And especially at this time. He was not that kind of a person, whatever else he was. He was not. He was not. He was not. The mere thought now caused a damp perspiration to form on his hands and face. He was not that kind of a person. Decent, sane people did not think of such things. And so he would not either  from this hour on.

In a tremulous state of dissatisfaction with himself  that any such grisly thought should have dared to obtrude itself upon him in this way  he got up and lit the lamp  re-read this disconcerting item in as cold and reprobative way as he could achieve, feeling that in so doing he was putting anything at which it hinted far from him once and for all. Then, having done so, he dressed and went out of the house for a walk  up Wykeagy Avenue, along Central Avenue, out Oak, and then back on Spruce and to Central again  feeling that he was walking away from the insinuating thought or suggestion that had so troubled him up to now. And after a time, feeling better, freer, more natural, more human, as he so much wished to feel  he returned to his room, once more to sleep, with the feeling that he had actually succeeded in eliminating completely a most insidious and horrible visitation. He must never think of it again! He must never think of it again. He must never, never, never think of it  never.

And then falling into a nervous, feverish doze soon thereafter, he found himself dreaming of a savage black dog that was trying to bite him. Having escaped from the fangs of the creature by waking in terror, he once more fell asleep. But now he was in some very strange and gloomy place, a wood or a cave or narrow canyon between deep hills, from which a path, fairly promising at first, seemed to lead. But soon the path, as he progressed along it, became narrower and narrower and darker, and finally disappeared entirely. And then, turning to see if he could not get back as he had come, there directly behind him were arrayed an entangled mass of snakes that at first looked more like a pile of brush. But above it waved the menacing heads of at least a score of reptiles, forked tongues and agate eyes. And in front now, as he turned swiftly, a horned and savage animal  huge, it was  its heavy tread crushing the brush  blocked the path in that direction. And then, horrified and crying out in hopeless desperation, once more he awoke  not to sleep again that night.


Chapter 43

Yet a thought such as that of the lake, connected as it was with the predicament by which he was being faced, and shrink from it though he might, was not to be dismissed as easily as he desired. Born as it was of its accidental relation to this personal problem that was shaking and troubling and all but disarranging his own none-too-forceful mind, this smooth, seemingly blameless, if dreadful, blotting out of two lives at Pass Lake, had its weight. That girls body  as some peculiar force in his own brain now still compelled him to think  being found, but the mans not. In that interesting fact  and this quite in spite of himself  lurked a suggestion that insisted upon obtruding itself on his mind  to wit, that it might be possible that the mans body was not in that lake at all. For, since evil-minded people did occasionally desire to get rid of other people, might it not be possible that that man had gone there with that girl in order to get rid of her? A very smooth and devilish trick, of course, but one which, in this instance at least, seemed to have succeeded admirably.

But as for him accepting such an evil suggestion and acting upon it...never! Yet here was his own problem growing hourly more desperate, since every day, or at least every other day, brought him either letters from Roberta or a note from Sondra  their respective missives maintaining the same relative contrast between ease and misery, gayety of mood and the somberness of defeat and uncertainty.

To Roberta, since he would not write her, he was telephoning briefly and in as non-committal a manner as possible. How was she? He was so glad to hear from her and to know that she was out in the country and at home, where it must be much nicer than in the factory here in this weather. Everything was going smoothly, of course, and except for a sudden rush of orders which made it rather hard these last two days, all was as before. He was doing his best to save a certain amount of money for a certain project about which she knew, but otherwise he was not worrying about anything  and she must not. He had not written before because of the work, and could not write much  there were so many things to do  but he missed seeing her in her old place, and was looking forward to seeing her again soon. If she were coming down toward Lycurgus as she said, and really thought it important to see him, well, that could be arranged, maybe  but was it necessary right now? He was so very busy and expected to see her later, of course.

But at the same time he was writing Sondra that assuredly on the eighteenth, and the week-end following, if possible, he would be with her.

So, by virtue of such mental prestidigitation and tergiversation, inspired and animated as it was by his desire for Sondra, his inability to face the facts in connection with Roberta, he achieved the much-coveted privilege of again seeing her, over one week-end at least, and in such a setting as never before in his life had he been privileged to witness.

For as he came down to the public dock at Sharon, adjoining the veranda of the inn at the foot of Twelfth Lake, he was met by Bertine and her brother as well as Sondra, who, in Grants launch, had motored down the Chain to pick him up. The bright blue waters of the Indian Chain. The tall, dark, spear pines that sentineled the shores on either side and gave to the waters at the west a band of black shadow where the trees were mirrored so clearly. The small and large, white and pink and green and brown lodges on every hand, with their boathouses. Pavilions by the shore. An occasional slender pier reaching out from some spacious and at times stately summer lodge, such as those now owned by the Cranstons, Finchleys and others. The green and blue canoes and launches. The gay hotel and pavilion at Pine Point already smartly attended by the early arrivals here! And then the pier and boathouse of the Cranston Lodge itself, with two Russian wolfhounds recently acquired by Bertine lying on the grass near the shore, apparently awaiting her return, and a servant John, one of a half dozen who attended the family here, waiting to take the single bag of Clyde, his tennis racquet and golf sticks. But most of all he was impressed by the large rambling and yet smartly-designed house, with its bright geranium-bordered walks, its wide, brown, wicker-studded veranda commanding a beautiful view of the lake; the cars and personalities of the various guests, who in golf, tennis or lounging clothes were to be seen idling here and there.

At Bertines request, John at once showed him to a spacious room overlooking the lake, where it was his privilege now to bathe and change for tennis with Sondra, Bertine and Grant. After dinner, as explained by Sondra, who was over at Bertines for the occasion, he was to come over with Bertine and Grant to the Casino, where he would be introduced to such as all here knew. There was to be dancing. To-morrow, in the morning early, before breakfast, if he chose  he should ride with her and Bertine and Stuart along a wonderful woodland trail through the forests to the west which led to Inspiration Point and a more distant view of the lake. And, as he now learned, except for a few such paths as this, the forest was trackless for forty miles. Without a compass or guide, as he was told, one might wander to ones death even  so evasive were directions to those who did not know. And after breakfast and a swim she and Bertine and Nina Temple would demonstrate their new skill with Sondras aquaplane. After that, lunch, tennis, or golf, a trip to the Casino for tea. After dinner at the lodge of the Brookshaws of Utica across the lake, there was to be dancing.

Within an hour after his arrival, as Clyde could see, the program for the week-end was already full. But that he and Sondra would contrive not only moments but possibly hours together he well knew. And then he would see what new delight, in connection with her many-faceted temperament, the wonderful occasion would provide. To him, in spite of the dour burden of Roberta, which for this one week-end at least he could lay aside, it was as though he were in Paradise.

And on the tennis grounds of the Cranstons, it seemed as though never before had Sondra, attired in a short, severe white tennis skirt and blouse, with a yellow-and-green dotted handkerchief tied about her hair, seemed so gay, graceful and happy. The smile that was upon her lips! The gay, laughing light of promise that was in her eyes whenever she glanced at him! And now and then, in running to serve him, it was as though she were poised bird-like in flight  her racquet arm high, a single toe seeming barely to touch the ground, her head thrown back, her lips parted and smiling always. And in calling twenty love, thirty love, forty love, it was always with a laughing accent on the word love, which at once thrilled and saddened him, as he saw, and rejoiced in from one point of view, she was his to take, if only he were free to take her now. But this other black barrier which he himself had built!

And then this scene, where a bright sun poured a flood of crystal light upon a greensward that stretched from tall pines to the silver rippling waters of a lake. And off shore in a half dozen different directions the bright white sails of small boats  the white and green and yellow splashes of color, where canoes paddled by idling lovers were passing in the sun! Summertime  leisure  warmth  color  ease  beauty  love  all that he had dreamed of the summer before, when he was so very much alone.

At moments it seemed to Clyde that he would reel from very joy of the certain fulfillment of a great desire, that was all but immediately within his control; at other times (the thought of Roberta sweeping down upon him as an icy wind), as though nothing could be more sad, terrible, numbing to the dreams of beauty, love and happiness than this which now threatened him. That terrible item about the lake and those two people drowned! The probability that in spite of his wild plan within a week, or two or three at most, he would have to leave all this forever. And then of a sudden he would wake to realize that he was fumbling or playing badly  that Bertine or Sondra or Grant was calling: Oh, Clyde, what are you thinking of, anyhow? And from the darkest depths of his heart he would have answered, had he spoken, Roberta.

At the Brookshaws, again that evening, a smart company of friends of Sondras, Bertines and others. On the dance floor a reencounter with Sondra, all smiles, for she was pretending for the benefit of others here  her mother and father in particular  that she had not seen Clyde before  did not even know that he was here.

You up here? Thats great. Over at the Cranstons? Oh, isnt that dandy? Right next door to us. Well, well see a lot of each other, what? How about a canter to-morrow before seven? Bertine and I go nearly every day. And well have a picnic tomorrow, if nothing interferes, canoeing and motoring. Dont worry about not riding well. Ill get Bertine to let you have Jerry  hes just a sheep. And you dont need to worry about togs, either. Grant has scads of things. Ill dance the next two dances with others, but you sit out the third one with me, will you? I know a peach of a place outside on the balcony.

She was off with fingers extended but with a we-understand-each-other look in her eye. And outside in the shadow later she pulled his face to hers when no one was looking and kissed him eagerly, and, before the evening was over, they had managed, by strolling along a path which led away from the house along the lake shore, to embrace under the moon.

Sondra so glad Clydie here. Misses him so much. She smoothed his hair as he kissed her, and Clyde, bethinking him of the shadow which lay so darkly between them, crushed her feverishly, desperately. Oh, my darling baby girl, he exclaimed. My beautiful, beautiful Sondra! If you only knew how much I love you! If you only knew! I wish I could tell you all. I wish I could.

But he could not now  or ever. He would never dare to speak to her of even so much as a phase of the black barrier that now lay between them. For, with her training, the standards of love and marriage that had been set for her, she would never understand, never be willing to make so great a sacrifice for love, as much as she loved him. And he would be left, abandoned on the instant, and with what horror in her eyes!

Yet looking into his eyes, his face white and tense, and the glow of the moon above making small white electric sparks in his eyes, she exclaimed as he gripped her tightly: Does he love Sondra so much? Oh, sweetie boy! Sondra loves him, too. She seized his head between her hands and held it tight, kissing him swiftly and ardently a dozen times. And Sondra wont give her Clydie up either. She wont. You just wait and see! It doesnt matter what happens now. It may not be so very easy, but she wont. Then as suddenly and practically, as so often was her way, she exclaimed: But we must go now, right away. No, not another kiss now. No, no, Sondra says no, now. Theyll be missing us. And straightening up and pulling him by the arm she hurried him back to the house in time to meet Palmer Thurston, who was looking for her.

The next morning, true to her promise, there was the canter to Inspiration Point, and that before seven  Bertine and Sondra in bright red riding coats and white breeches and black boots, their hair unbound and loose to the wind, and riding briskly on before for the most part; then racing back to where he was. Or Sondra halloing gayly for him to come on, or the two of them laughing and chatting a hundred yards ahead in some concealed chapel of the aisled trees where he could not see them. And because of the interest which Sondra was so obviously manifesting in him these days  an interest which Bertine herself had begun to feel might end in marriage, if no family complications arose to interfere  she, Bertine, was all smiles, the very soul of cordiality, winsomely insisting that he should come up and stay for the summer and she would chaperon them both so that no one would have a chance to complain. And Clyde thrilling, and yet brooding too  by turns  occasionally  and in spite of himself drifting back to the thought that the item in the paper had inspired  and yet fighting it  trying to shut it out entirely.

And then at one point, Sondra, turning down a steep path which led to a stony and moss-lipped spring between the dark trees, called to Clyde to Come on down. Jerry knows the way. He wont slip. Come and get a drink. If you do, youll come back again soon  so they say.

And once he was down and had dismounted to drink, she exclaimed: Ive been wanting to tell you something. You should have seen Mammas face last night when she heard you were up here. She cant be sure that I had anything to do with it, of course, because she thinks that Bertine likes you, too. I made her think that. But just the same she suspects that I had a hand in it, I guess, and she doesnt quite like it. But she cant say anything more than she has before. And I had a talk with Bertine just now and shes agreed to stick by me and help me all she can. But well have to be even more careful than ever now, because I think if Mamma got too suspicious I dont know what she might do  want us to leave here, even now maybe, just so I couldnt see you. You know she feels that I shouldnt be interested in any one yet except some one she likes. You know how it is. Shes that way with Stuart, too. But if youll take care not to show that you care for me so much whenever were around any one of our crowd, I dont think shell do anything  not now, anyhow. Later on, in the fall, when were back in Lycurgus, things will be different. Ill be of age then, and Im going to see what I can do. I never loved any one before, but I do love you, and, well, I wont give you up, thats all. I wont. And they cant make me, either!

She stamped her foot and struck her boot, the while the two horses looked idly and vacantly about. And Clyde, enthused and astonished by this second definite declaration in his behalf, as well as fired by the thought that now, if ever, he might suggest the elopement and marriage and so rid himself of the sword that hung so threateningly above him, now gazed at Sondra, his eyes filled with a nervous hope and a nervous fear. For she might refuse, and change, too, shocked by the suddenness of his suggestion. And he had no money and no place in mind where they might go either, in case she accepted his proposal. But she had, perhaps, or she might have. And having once consented, might she not help him? Of course. At any rate, he felt that he must speak, leaving luck or ill luck to the future.

And so he said: Why couldnt you run away with me now, Sondra, darling? Its so long until fall and I want you so much. Why couldnt we? Your mothers not likely to want to let you marry me then, anyhow. But if we went away now, she couldnt help herself, could she? And afterwards, in a few months or so, you could write her and then she wouldnt mind. Why couldnt we, Sondra? His voice was very pleading, his eyes full of a sad dread of refusal  and of the future that lay unprotected behind that.

And by now so caught was she by the tremor with which his mood invested him, that she paused  not really shocked by the suggestion at all  but decidedly moved, as well as flattered by the thought that she was able to evoke in Clyde so eager and headlong a passion. He was so impetuous  so blazing now with a flame of her own creating, as she felt, yet which she was incapable of feeling as much as he, as she knew  such a flame as she had never seen in him or any one else before. And would it not be wonderful if she could run away with him now  secretly  to Canada or New York or Boston, or anywhere? The excitement her elopement would create here and elsewhere  in Lycurgus, Albany, Utica! The talk and feeling in her own family as well as elsewhere! And Gilbert would be related to her in spite of him  and the Griffiths, too, whom her mother and father so much admired.

For a moment there was written in her eyes the desire and the determination almost, to do as he suggested  run away  make a great lark of this, her intense and true love. For, once married, what could her parents do? And was not Clyde worthy of her and them, too? Of course  even though nearly all in her set fancied that he was not quite all he should be, just because he didnt have as much money as they had. But he would have  would he not  after he was married to her  and get as good a place in her fathers business as Gil Griffiths had in his fathers?

Yet a moment later, thinking of her life here and what her going off in such a way would mean to her father and mother just then  in the very beginning of the summer season  as well as how it would disrupt her own plans and cause her mother to feel especially angry, and perhaps even to bring about the dissolution of the marriage on the ground that she was not of age, she paused  that gay light of adventure replaced by a marked trace of the practical and the material that so persistently characterized her. What difference would a few months make, anyhow? It might, and no doubt would, save Clyde from being separated from her forever, whereas their present course might insure their separation.

Accordingly she now shook her head in a certain, positive and yet affectionate way, which by now Clyde had come to know spelled defeat  the most painful and irremediable defeat that had yet come to him in connection with all this. She would not go! Then he was lost  lost  and she to him forever maybe. Oh, God! For while her face softened with a tenderness which was not usually there  even when she was most moved emotionally  she said: I would, honey, if I did not think it best not to, now. Its too soon. Mamma isnt going to do anything right now. I know she isnt. Besides she has made all her plans to do a lot of entertaining here this summer, and for my particular benefit. She wants me to be nice to  well, you know who I mean. And I can be, without doing anything to interfere with us in any way, Im sure  so long as I dont do anything to really frighten her. She paused to smile a reassuring smile. But you can come up here as often as you choose, dont you see, and she and these others wont think anything of it, because you wont be our guest, dont you see? Ive fixed all that with Bertine. And that means that we can see each other all summer long up here, just about as much as we want to, dont you see? Then in the fall, when I come back, and if I find that I cant make her be nice to you at all, or consider our being engaged, why, I will run away with you. Yes, I will, darling  really and truly.

Darling! The fall!

She stopped, her eyes showing a very shrewd conception of all the practical difficulties before them, while she took both of his hands in hers and looked up into his face. Then, impulsively and conclusively, she threw both arms about his neck and, pulling his head down, kissed him.

Cant you see, dearie? Please dont look so sad, darling. Sondra loves her Clyde so much. And shell do anything and everything to make things come out right. Yes, she will. And they will, too. Now you wait and see. She wont give him up ever  ever!

And Clyde, realizing that he had not one moving argument wherewith to confront her, really  not one that might not cause her to think strangely and suspiciously of his intense anxiety, and that this, because of Robertas demand, and unless  unless  well  , unless Roberta let him go it all spelled defeat for him, now looked gloomily and even desperately upon her face. The beauty of her! The completeness of this world! And yet not to be allowed to possess her or it, ever. And Roberta with her demand and his promise in the immediate background! And no way of escape save by flight! God!

At this point it was that a nervous and almost deranged look  never so definite or powerful at any time before in his life  the border-line look between reason and unreason, no less  so powerful that the quality of it was even noticeable to Sondra  came into his eyes. He looked sick, broken, unbelievably despairing. So much so that she exclaimed, Why, what is it, Clyde, dearie  you look so  oh, I cant say just how  forlorn or  Does he love me so much? And cant he wait just three or four months? But, oh, yes he can, too. It isnt as bad as he thinks. Hell be with me most of the time  the lovekins will. And when he isnt, Sondrall write him every day  every day.

But, Sondra! Sondra! If I could just tell you. If you knew how much it were going to mean to me

He paused here, for as he could see at this point, into the expression of Sondra came a practical inquiry as to what it was that made it so urgent for her to leave with him at once. And immediately, on his part, Clyde sensing how enormous was the hold of this world on her  how integral a part of it she was  and how, by merely too much insistence here and now, he might so easily cause her to doubt the wisdom of her primary craze for him, was moved to desist, sure that if he spoke it would lead her to questioning him in such a way as might cause her to change  or at least to modify her enthusiasm to the point where even the dream of the fall might vanish.

And so, instead of explaining further why he needed a decision on her part, he merely desisted, saying: Its because I need you so much now, dear  all of the time. Thats it, just that. It seems at times as though I could never be away from you another minute any more. Oh, Im so hungry for you all of the time.

And yet Sondra, flattered as she was by this hunger, and reciprocating it in part at least, merely repeated the various things she had said before. They must wait. All would come out all right in the fall. And Clyde, quite numb because of his defeat, yet unable to forego or deny the delight of being with her now, did his best to recover his mood  and think, think, think that in some way  somehow  maybe via that plan of that boat or in some other way!

But what other way?

But no, no, no  not that. He was not a murderer and never could be. He was not a murderer  never  never  never.

And yet this loss.

This impending disaster.

This impending disaster.

How to avoid that and win to Sondra after all.

How, how, how?


Chapter 44

And then on his return to Lycurgus early Monday morning, the following letter from Roberta,

DEAR CLYDE:

My dear, I have often heard the saying, it never rains but it pours, but I never knew what it meant until to-day. About the first person I saw this morning was Mr. Wilcox, a neighbor of ours, who came to say that Mrs. Anse would not be out today on account of some work she had to do for Mrs. Dinwiddie in Biltz, although when she left yesterday everything had been prepared for her so that I could help her a little with the sewing and so hurry things up a bit. And now she wont be here until tomorrow. Next word came that Mothers sister, Mrs. Nichols, is very ill and Mother had to go over to her house at Bakers Pond, which is about twelve miles east of here, Tom driving her, although he ought to be here to help father with all the work that there is to do about the farm. And I dont know if Mother will be able to get back before Sunday. If I were better and didnt have all this work of my own on my hands I would have to go too, I suppose, although Mother insists not.

Next, Emily and Tom, thinking all is going so well with me and that I might enjoy it, were having four girls and four boys come here tonight for a sort of June moon-party, with ice cream and cake to be made by Emily and Mother and myself. But now, poor dear, she has to do a lot of telephoning over Mr. Wilcoxs phone, which we share, in order to put it off until some day next week, if possible. And shes just heartsick and gloomy, of course.

As for myself, Im trying to keep a stiff upper lip, as the saying is. But its pretty hard, dear, Ill tell you. For so far I have only had three small telephone talks with you, saying that you didnt think you would have the necessary money before July fifth. And to put the finishing touches on it, as I only learned to-day, Mamma and Papa have about decided to go to my Uncle Charlies in Hamilton for over the fourth (from the fourth to the fifteenth) and take me with them, unless I decide to return to Lycurgus, while Tom and Emily visit with my sister at Homer. But, dear, I cant do that, as you know. Im too sick and worried. Last night I vomited dreadful and have been half dead on my feet all day, and I am just about crazy tonight. Dear, what can we do? Cant you come for me before July third, which will be the time they will be going? You will have to come for me before then, really, because I just cant go up there with them. Its fifty miles from here. I could say I would go up there with them if only you would be sure to come for me before they start. But I must be absolutely sure that you are coming  absolutely.

Clyde, I have done nothing but cry since I got here. If you were only here I wouldnt feel so badly. I do try to be brave, dear, but how can I help thinking at times that you will never come for me when you havent written me one single note and have only talked to me three times since Ive been up here. But then I say to myself you couldnt be so mean as that, and especially since you have promised. Oh, you will come, wont you? Everything worries me so now, Clyde, for some reason and Im so frightened, dear. I think of last summer and then this one, and all my dreams. It wont make any real difference to you about your coming a few days sooner than you intended, will it, dear? Even if we have to get along on a little less. I know that we can. I can be very saving and economical. I will try to have my dresses made by then. If not, I will do with what I have and finish them later. And I will try and be brave, dear, and not annoy you much, if only you will come. You must, you know, Clyde. It cant be any other way, although for your sake now I wish it could.

Please, please, Clyde, write and tell me that you will be here at the end of the time that you said. I worry so and get so lonesome off here all by myself. I will come straight back to you if you dont come by the time you said. I know you will not like me to say this, but, Clyde, I cant stay here and thats all there is to it. And I cant go away with Mamma and Papa either, so there is only one way out. I dont believe I will sleep a wink to-night, so please write me and in your letter tell me over and over not to worry about your not coming for me. If you could only come to-day, dear, or this week-end, I wouldnt feel so blue. But nearly two weeks more! Every one is in bed and the house is still, so I will stop.

But please write me, dear, right away, or if you wont do that call me up sure to-morrow, because I just cant rest one single minute until I do hear from you.

Your miserable ROBERTA.

P. S.: This is a horrid letter, but I just cant write a better one. Im so blue.

But the day this letter arrived in Lycurgus Clyde was not there to answer it at once. And because of that, Roberta being in the darkest and most hysterical mood and thought, sat down on Saturday afternoon and, half-convinced as she was that he might already have departed for some distant point without any word to her, almost shrieked or screamed, if one were to properly characterize the mood that animated the following:

Biltz, Saturday, June 14th.

MY DEAR CLYDE:

I am writing to tell you that I am coming back to Lycurgus. I simply cant stay here any longer. Mamma worries and wonders why I cry so much, and I am just about sick. I know I promised to stay until the 25th or 26th, but then you said you would write me, but you never have  only an occasional telephone message when I am almost crazy. I woke up this morning and couldnt help crying right away and this afternoon my headache is dreadful.

Im so afraid you wont come and Im so frightened, dear. Please come and take me away some place, anywhere, so I can get out of here and not worry like I do. Im so afraid in the state that Im in that Papa and Mamma may make me tell the whole affair or that they will find it out for themselves.

Oh, Clyde, you will never know. You have said you would come, and sometimes I just know you will. But at other times I get to thinking about other things and Im just as certain you wont, especially when you dont write or telephone. I wish you would write and say that you will come just so I can stand to stay here. Just as soon as you get this, I wish you would write me and tell me the exact day you can come  not later than the first, really, because I know I cannot stand to stay here any longer than then. Clyde, there isnt a girl in the whole world as miserable as I am, and you have made me so. But I dont mean that, either, dear. You were good to me once, and you are now, offering to come for me. And if you will come right away I will be so grateful. And when you read this, if you think I am unreasonable, please do not mind it, Clyde, but just think I am crazy with grief and worry and that I just dont know what to do. Please write me, Clyde. If you only knew how I need a word.

ROBERTA.

This letter, coupled as it was with a threat to come to Lycurgus, was sufficient to induce in Clyde a state not unlike Robertas. To think that he had no additional, let alone plausible, excuse to offer Roberta whereby she could be induced to delay her final and imperative demand. He racked his brains. He must not write her any long and self-incriminating letters. That would be foolish in the face of his determination not to marry her. Besides his mood at the moment, so fresh from the arms and kisses of Sondra, was not for anything like that. He could not, even if he would.

At the same time, something must be done at once, as he could see, in order to allay her apparently desperate mood. And ten minutes after he had finished reading the last of these two letters, he was attempting to reach Roberta over the telephone. And finally getting her after a troublesome and impatient half-hour, he heard her voice, thin and rather querulous as it seemed to him at first, but really only because of a poor connection, saying: Hello, Clyde, hello. Oh, Im so glad you called. Ive been terribly nervous. Did you get my two letters? I was just about to leave here in the morning if I didnt hear from you by then. I just couldnt stand not to hear anything. Where have you been, dear? Did you read what I said about my parents going away? Thats true. Why dont you write, Clyde, or call me up anyhow? What about what I said in my letter about the third? Will you be sure and come then? Or shall I meet you somewhere? Ive been so nervous the last three or four days, but now that I hear you again, maybe Ill be able to quiet down some. But I do wish you would write me a note every few days anyhow. Why wont you, Clyde? You havent even written me one since Ive been here. I cant tell you what a state Im in and how hard it is to keep calm now.

Plainly Roberta was very nervous and fearsome as she talked. As a matter of fact, except that the home in which she was telephoning was deserted at the moment she was talking very indiscreetly, it seemed to Clyde. And it aided but little in his judgment for her to explain that she was all alone and that no one could hear her. He did not want her to use his name or refer to letters written to him.

Without talking too plainly, he now tried to make it clear that he was very busy and that it was hard for him to write as much as she might think necessary. Had he not said that he was coming on the 28th or thereabouts if he could? Well, he would if he could, only it looked now as though it might be necessary for him to postpone it for another week or so, until the seventh or eighth of July  long enough for him to get together an extra fifty for which he had a plan, and which would be necessary for him to have. But really, which was the thought behind this other, long enough for him to pay one more visit to Sondra as he was yearning to do, over the next week-end. But this demand of hers, now! Couldnt she go with her parents for a week or so and then let him come for her there or she come to him? It would give him more needed time, and  

But at this Roberta, bursting forth in a storm of nervous disapproval  saying that most certainly if that were the case she was going back to her room at the Gilpins, if she could get it, and not waste her time up there getting ready and waiting for him when he was not coming  he suddenly decided that he might as well say that he was coming on the third, or that if he did not, that at least by then he would have arranged with her where to meet him. For even by now, he had not made up his mind as to how he was to do. He must have a little more time to think  more time to think.

And so now he altered his tone greatly and said: But listen, Bert. Please dont be angry with me. You talk as though I didnt have any troubles in connection with all this, either. You dont know what this may be going to cost me before Im through with it, and you dont seem to care much. I know youre worried and all that, but what about me? Im doing the very best I can now, Bert, with all I have to think about. And wont you just be patient now until the third, anyhow? Please do. I promise to write you and if I dont, Ill call you up every other day. Will that be all right? But I certainly dont want you to be using my name like you did a while ago. That will lead to trouble, sure. Please dont. And when I call again, Ill just say its Mr. Baker asking, see, and you can say its any one you like afterwards. And then, if by any chance anything should come up that would stop our starting exactly on the third, why you can come back here if you want to, see, or somewhere near here, and then we can start as soon as possible after that.

His tone was so pleading and soothing, infused as it was  but because of his present necessity only with a trace of that old tenderness and seeming helplessness which, at times, had quite captivated Roberta, that even now it served to win her to a bizarre and groundless gratitude. So much so that at once she had replied, warmly and emotionally, even: Oh, no, dear. I dont want to do anything like that. You know I dont. Its just because things are so bad as they are with me and I cant help myself now. You know that, Clyde, dont you? I cant help loving you. I always will, I suppose. And I dont want to do anything to hurt you, dear, really I dont if I can help it.

And Clyde, hearing the ring of genuine affection, and sensing anew his old-time power over her, was disposed to reenact the role of lover again, if only in order to dissuade Roberta from being too harsh and driving with him now. For while he could not like her now, he told himself, and could not think of marrying her, still in view of this other dream he could at least be gracious to her  could he not?  Pretend! And so this conversation ended with a new peace based on this agreement.

The preceding day  a day of somewhat reduced activities on the lakes from which he had just returned  he and Sondra and Stuart and Bertine, together with Nina Temple and a youth named Harley Baggott, then visiting the Thurstons, had motored first from Twelfth Lake to Three Mile Bay, a small lakeside resort some twenty-five miles north, and from thence, between towering walls of pines, to Big Bittern and some other smaller lakes lost in the recesses of the tall pines of the region to the north of Trine Lake. And en route, Clyde, as he now recalled, had been most strangely impressed at moments and in spots by the desolate and for the most part lonely character of the region. The narrow and rain-washed and even rutted nature of the dirt roads that wound between tall, silent and darksome trees  forests in the largest sense of the word  that extended for miles and miles apparently on either hand. The decadent and weird nature of some of the bogs and tarns on either side of the only comparatively passable dirt roads which here and there were festooned with funereal or viperous vines, and strewn like deserted battlefields with soggy and decayed piles of fallen and crisscrossed logs  in places as many as four deep  one above the other  in the green slime that an undrained depression in the earth had accumulated. The eyes and backs of occasional frogs that, upon lichen or vine or moss-covered stumps and rotting logs in this warm June weather, there sunned themselves apparently undisturbed; the spirals of gnats, the solitary flick of a snakes tail as disturbed by the sudden approach of the machine, one made off into the muck and the poisonous grasses and water-plants which were thickly imbedded in it.

And in seeing one of these Clyde, for some reason, had thought of the accident at Pass Lake. He did not realize it, but at the moment his own subconscious need was contemplating the loneliness and the usefulness at times of such a lone spot as this. And at one point it was that a wier-wier, one of the solitary water-birds of this region, uttered its ouphe and barghest cry, flying from somewhere near into some darker recess within the woods. And at this sound it was that Clyde had stirred nervously and then sat up in the car. It was so very different to any bird-cry he had ever heard anywhere.

What was that? he asked of Harley Baggott, who sat next him.

What?

Why, that bird or something that just flew away back there just now?

I didnt hear any bird.

Gee! That was a queer sound. It makes me feel creepy.

As interesting and impressive as anything else to him in this almost tenantless region had been the fact that there were so many lonesome lakes, not one of which he had ever heard of before. The territory through which they were speeding as fast as the dirt roads would permit, was dotted with them in these deep forests of pine. And only occasionally in passing near one, were there any signs indicating a camp or lodge, and those to be reached only by some half-blazed trail or rutty or sandy road disappearing through darker trees. In the main, the shores of the more remote lakes passed, were all but untenanted, or so sparsely that a cabin or a distant lodge to be seen across the smooth waters of some pine-encircled gem was an object of interest to all.

Why must he think of that other lake in Massachusetts! That boat! The body of that girl found  but not that of the man who accompanied her! How terrible, really!

He recalled afterwards,  here in his room, after the last conversation with Roberta  that the car, after a few more miles, had finally swung into an open space at the north end of a long narrow lake  the south prospect of which appeared to be divided by a point or an island suggesting a greater length and further windings or curves than were visible from where the car had stopped. And except for the small lodge and boathouse at this upper end it had appeared so very lonesome  not a launch or canoe on it at the time their party arrived. And as in the case of all the other lakes seen this day, the banks to the very shore line were sentineled with those same green pines  tall, spear-shaped  their arms widespread like one outside his window here in Lycurgus. And beyond them in the distance, to the south and west, rose the humped and still smooth and green backs of the nearer Adirondacks. And the water before them, now ruffled by a light wind and glowing in the afternoon sun, was of an intense Prussian blue, almost black, which suggested, as was afterwards confirmed by a guide who was lounging upon the low veranda of the small inn  that it was very deep all of seventy feet not more than a hundred feet out from that boathouse.

And at this point Harley Baggott, who was interested to learn more about the fishing possibilities of this lake in behalf of his father, who contemplated coming to this region in a few days, had inquired of the guide who appeared not to look at the others in the car:

How long is this lake, anyhow?

Oh, about seven miles.

Any fish in it?

Throw a line in and see. The best place for black bass and the like of that almost anywhere around here. Off the island down yonder, or just to the south of it round on the other side there, theres a little bay thats said to be one of the best fishin holes in any of the lakes up this way. Ive seen a coupla men bring back as many as seventy-five fish in two hours. That oughta satisfy anybody that aint tryin to ruin the place for the rest of us.

The guide, a thinnish, tall and wizened type, with a long, narrow head and small, keen, bright blue eyes laughed a yokelish laugh as he studied the group. Not thinkin of tryin your luck to-day?

No, just inquiring for my dad. Hes coming up here next week, maybe. I want to see about accommodations.

Well, they aint what they are down to Racquette, of course, but then the fish down there aint what they are up here, either. He visited all with a sly and wry and knowing smile.

Clyde had never seen the type before. He was interested by all the anomalies and contrarities of this lonesome world as contrasted with cities he had known almost exclusively, as well as the decidedly exotic and material life and equipment with which, at the Cranstons and elsewhere, he was then surrounded. The strange and comparatively deserted nature of this region as contrasted with the brisk and vigorous life of Lycurgus, less than a hundred miles to the south.

The country up here kills me, commented Stuart Finchley at this point. Its so near the Chain and yet its so different, scarcely any one living up here at all, it seems.

Well, except for the camps in summer and the fellows that come up to hunt moose and deer in the fall, there aint much of anybody or anything around here after September first, commented the guide. Ive been guidin and trappin for nigh onto seventeen years now around here and cept for more and more people around some of the lakes below here  the Chain principally in summer  I aint seen much change. You need to know this country purty well if yer goint strike out anywhere away from the main roads, though o course about five miles to the west o here is the railroad. Gun Lodge is the station. We bring em by bus from there in the summer. And from the south end down there is a sorta road leadin down to Greys Lake and Three Mile Bay. You musta come along a part of it, since its the only road up into this country as yet. Theyre talkin of cuttin one through to Long Lake sometime, but so far its mostly talk. But from most of these other lakes around here, theres no road at all, not that an automobile could make. Just trails and theres not even a decent camp on some o em. You have to bring your own outfit. But Ellis and me was over to Gun Lake last summer  thats thirty miles west o here and we had to walk every inch of the way and carry our packs. But, oh, say, the fishin and moose and deer come right down to the shore in places to drink. See em as plain as that stump across the lake.

And Clyde remembered that, along with the others, he had carried away the impression that for solitude and charm  or at least mystery  this region could scarcely be matched. And to think it was all so comparatively near Lycurgus  not more than a hundred miles by road; not more than seventy by rail, as he eventually came to know.

But now once more in Lycurgus and back in his room after just explaining to Roberta, as he had, he once more encountered on his writing desk, the identical paper containing the item concerning the tragedy at Pass Lake. And in spite of himself, his eye once more followed nervously and yet unwaveringly to the last word all the suggestive and provocative details. The uncomplicated and apparently easy way in which the lost couple had first arrived at the boathouse; the commonplace and entirely unsuspicious way in which they had hired a boat and set forth for a row; the manner in which they had disappeared to the north end; and then the upturned boat, the floating oars and hats near the shore. He stood reading in the still strong evening light. Outside the windows were the dark boughs of the fir tree of which he had thought the preceding day and which now suggested all those firs and pines about the shores of Big Bittern.

But, good God! What was he thinking of anyhow? He, Clyde Griffiths! The nephew of Samuel Griffiths! What was getting into him? Murder! Thats what it was. This terrible item  this devils accident or machination that was constantly putting it before him! A most horrible crime, and one for which they electrocuted people if they were caught. Besides, he could not murder anybody  not Roberta, anyhow. Oh, no! Surely not after all that had been between them. And yet  this other world!  Sondra  which he was certain to lose now unless he acted in some way  

His hands shook, his eyelids twitched  then his hair at the roots tingled and over his body ran chill nervous titillations in waves. Murder! Or upsetting a boat at any rate in deep water, which of course might happen anywhere, and by accident, as at Pass Lake. And Roberta could not swim. He knew that. But she might save herself at that  scream  cling to the boat  and then  if there were any to hear  and she told afterwards! An icy perspiration now sprang to his forehead; his lips trembled and suddenly his throat felt parched and dry. To prevent a thing like that he would have to  to  but no  he was not like that. He could not do a thing like that  hit any one  a girl  Roberta  and when drowning or struggling. Oh, no, no  no such thing as that! Impossible.

He took his straw hat and went out, almost before any one heard him think, as he would have phrased it to himself, such horrible, terrible thoughts. He could not and would not think them from now on. He was no such person. And yet  and yet  these thoughts. The solution  if he wanted one. The way to stay here  not leave  marry Sondra  be rid of Roberta and all  all  for the price of a little courage or daring. But no!

He walked and walked  away from Lycurgus  out on a road to the southeast which passed through a poor and decidedly unfrequented rural section, and so left him alone to think  or, as he felt, not to be heard in his thinking.

Day was fading into dark. Lamps were beginning to glow in the cottages here and there. Trees in groups in fields or along the road were beginning to blur or smokily blend. And although it was warm  the air lifeless and lethargic  he walked fast, thinking, and perspiring as he did so, as though he were seeking to outwalk and outthink or divert some inner self that preferred to be still and think.

That gloomy, lonely lake up there!

That island to the south!

Who would see?

Who could hear?

That station at Gun Lodge with a bus running to it at this season of the year. (Ah, he remembered that, did he? The deuce!) A terrible thing, to remember a thing like that in connection with such a thought as this! But if he were going to think of such a thing as this at all, he had better think well  he could tell himself that  or stop thinking about it now  once and forever  forever. But Sondra! Roberta! If ever he were caught  electrocuted! And yet the actual misery of his present state. The difficulty! The danger of losing Sondra. And yet, murder  

He wiped his hot and wet face, and paused and gazed at a group of trees across a field which somehow reminded him of the trees of...well...he didnt like this road. It was getting too dark out here. He had better turn and go back. But that road at the south and leading to Three Mile Bay and Greys Lake  if one chose to go that way  to Sharon and the Cranston Lodge  whither he would be going afterwards if he did go that way. God! Big Bittern  the trees along there after dark would be like that  blurred and gloomy. It would have to be toward evening, of course. No one would think of trying to...well...in the morning, when there was so much light. Only a fool would do that. But at night, toward dusk, as it was now, or a little later. But, damn it, he would not listen to such thoughts. Yet no one would be likely to see him or Roberta either  would they  there? It would be so easy to go to a place like Big Bittern  for an alleged wedding trip  would it not  over the Fourth, say  or after the fourth or fifth, when there would be fewer people. And to register as some one else  not himself  so that he could never be traced that way. And then, again, it would be so easy to get back to Sharon and the Cranstons by midnight, or the morning of the next day, maybe, and then, once there he could pretend also that he had come north on that early morning train that arrived about ten oclock. And then...

Confound it  why should his mind keep dwelling on this idea? Was he actually planning to do a thing like this? But he was not! He could not be! He, Clyde Griffiths, could not be serious about a thing like this. That was not possible. He could not be. Of course! It was all too impossible, too wicked, to imagine that he, Clyde Griffiths, could bring himself to execute a deed like that. And yet...

And forthwith an uncanny feeling of wretchedness and insufficiency for so dark a crime insisted on thrusting itself forward. He decided to retrace his steps toward Lycurgus, where at least he could be among people.


Chapter 45

There are moments when in connection with the sensitively imaginative or morbidly anachronistic  the mentality assailed and the same not of any great strength and the problem confronting it of sufficient force and complexity  the reason not actually toppling from its throne, still totters or is warped or shaken  the mind befuddled to the extent that for the time being, at least, unreason or disorder and mistaken or erroneous counsel would appear to hold against all else. In such instances the will and the courage confronted by some great difficulty which it can neither master nor endure, appears in some to recede in precipitate flight, leaving only panic and temporary unreason in its wake.

And in this instance, the mind of Clyde might well have been compared to a small and routed army in full flight before a major one, yet at various times in its precipitate departure, pausing for a moment to meditate on some way of escaping complete destruction and in the coincident panic of such a state, resorting to the weirdest and most haphazard of schemes of escaping from an impending and yet wholly unescapable fate. The strained and bedeviled look in his eyes at moments  the manner in which, from moment to moment and hour to hour, he went over and over his hitherto poorly balanced actions and thoughts but with no smallest door of escape anywhere. And yet again at moments the solution suggested by the item in The Times-Union again thrusting itself forward, psychogenetically, born of his own turbulent, eager and disappointed seeking. And hence persisting.

Indeed, it was now as though from the depths of some lower or higher world never before guessed or plumbed by him...a region otherwhere than in life or death and peopled by creatures otherwise than himself...there had now suddenly appeared, as the genie at the accidental rubbing of Aladdins lamp  as the efrit emerging as smoke from the mystic jar in the net of the fisherman  the very substance of some leering and diabolic wish or wisdom concealed in his own nature, and that now abhorrent and yet compelling, leering and yet intriguing, friendly and yet cruel, offered him a choice between an evil which threatened to destroy him (and against his deepest opposition) and a second evil which, however it might disgust or sear or terrify, still provided for freedom and success and love.

Indeed the center or mentating section of his brain at this time might well have been compared to a sealed and silent hall in which alone and undisturbed, and that in spite of himself, he now sat thinking on the mystic or evil and terrifying desires or advice of some darker or primordial and unregenerate nature of his own, and without the power to drive the same forth or himself to decamp, and yet also without the courage to act upon anything.

For now the genie of his darkest and weakest side was speaking. And it said: And would you escape from the demands of Roberta that but now and unto this hour have appeared unescapable to you? Behold! I bring you a way. It is the way of the lake  Pass Lake. This item that you have read  do you think it was placed in your hands for nothing? Remember Big Bittern, the deep, blue-black water, the island to the south, the lone road to Three Mile Bay? How suitable to your needs! A row-boat or a canoe upset in such a lake and Roberta would pass forever from your life. She cannot swim! The lake  the lake  that you have seen  that I have shown you  is it not ideal for the purpose? So removed and so little frequented and yet comparatively near  but a hundred miles from here. And how easy for you and Roberta to go there  not directly but indirectly  on this purely imaginative marriage-trip that you have already agreed to. And all that you need do now is to change your name  and hers  or let her keep her own and you use yours. You have never permitted her to speak of you and this relationship, and she never has. You have written her but formal notes. And now if you should meet her somewhere as you have already agreed to, and without any one seeing you, you might travel with her, as in the past to Fonda, to Big Bittern  or some point near there.

But there is no hotel at Big Bittern, at once corrected Clyde. A mere shack that entertains but few people and that not very well.

All the better. The less people are likely to be there.

But we might be seen on the train going up together. I would be identified as having been with her.

Were you seen at Fonda, Gloversville, Little Falls? Have you not ridden in separate cars or seats before and could you not do so now? Is it not presumably to be a secret marriage? Then why not a secret honeymoon?

True enough  true enough.

And once you have arranged for that and arrive at Big Bittern or some lake like it  there are so many there  how easy to row out on such a lake? No questions. No registry under your own name or hers. A boat rented for an hour or half-day or day. You saw the island far to the south on that lone lake. Is it not beautiful? It is well worth seeing. Why should you not go there on such a pleasure trip before marriage? Would she not be happy so to do  as weary and distressed as she is now  an outing  a rest before the ordeal of the new life? Is not that sensible  plausible? And neither of you will ever return presumably. You will both be drowned, will you not? Who is to see? A guide or two  the man who rents you the boat  the innkeeper once, as you go. But how are they to know who you are? Or who she is? And you heard the depth of the water.

But I do not want to kill her. I do not want to kill her. I do not want to injure her in any way. If she will but let me go and she go her own way, I will be so glad and so happy never to see her more.

But she will not let you go or go her way unless you accompany her. And if you go yours, it will be without Sondra and all that she represents, as well as all this pleasant life here  your standing with your uncle, his friends, their cars, the dances, visits to the lodges on the lakes. And what then? A small job! Small pay! Another such period of wandering as followed that accident at Kansas City. Never another chance like this anywhere. Do you prefer that?

But might there not be some accident here, destroying all my dreams  my future  as there was in Kansas City?

An accident, to be sure  but not the same. In this instance the plan is in your hands. You can arrange it all as you will. And how easy! So many boats upsetting every summer  the occupants of them drowning, because in most cases they cannot swim. And will it ever be known whether the man who was with Roberta Alden on Big Bittern could swim? And of all deaths, drowning is the easiest  no noise  no outcry  perhaps the accidental blow of an oar  the side of a boat. And then silence! Freedom  a body that no one may ever find. Or if found and identified, will it not be easy, if you but trouble to plan, to make it appear that you were elsewhere, visiting at one of the other lakes before you decided to go to Twelfth Lake. What is wrong with it? Where is the flaw?

But assuming that I should upset the boat and that she should not drown, then what? Should cling to it, cry out, be saved and relate afterward that...But no, I cannot do that  will not do it. I will not hit her. That would be too terrible...too vile.

But a little blow  any little blow under such circumstances would be sufficient to confuse and complete her undoing. Sad, yes, but she has an opportunity to go her own way, has she not? And she will not, nor let you go yours. Well, then, is this so terribly unfair? And do not forget that afterwards there is Sondra  the beautiful  a home with her in Lycurgus  wealth, a high position such as elsewhere you may never obtain again  never  never. Love and happiness  the equal of any one here  superior even to your cousin Gilbert.

The voice ceased temporarily, trailing off into shadow,  silence, dreams.

And Clyde, contemplating all that had been said, was still unconvinced. Darker fears or better impulses supplanted the counsel of the voice in the great hall. But presently thinking of Sondra and all that she represented, and then of Roberta, the dark personality would as suddenly and swiftly return and with amplified suavity and subtlety.

Ah, still thinking on the matter. And you have not found a way out and you will not. I have truly pointed out to you and in all helpfulness the only way  the only way  It is a long lake. And would it not be easy in rowing about to eventually find some secluded spot  some invisible nook near that south shore where the water is deep? And from there how easy to walk through the woods to Three Mile Bay and Upper Greys Lake? And from there to the Cranstons? There is a boat from there, as you know. Pah  how cowardly  how lacking in courage to win the thing that above all things you desire  beauty  wealth  position  the solution of your every material and spiritual desire. And with poverty, commonplace, hard and poor work as the alternative to all this.

But you must choose  choose! And then act. You must! You must! You must!

Thus the voice in parting, echoing from some remote part of the enormous chamber.

And Clyde, listening at first with horror and in terror, later with a detached and philosophic calm as one who, entirely apart from what he may think or do, is still entitled to consider even the wildest and most desperate proposals for his release, at last, because of his own mental and material weakness before pleasures and dreams which he could not bring himself to forego, psychically intrigued to the point where he was beginning to think that it might be possible. Why not? Was it not even as the voice said  a possible and plausible way  all his desires and dreams to be made real by this one evil thing? Yet in his case, because of flaws and weaknesses in his own unstable and highly variable will, the problem was not to be solved by thinking thus  then  nor for the next ten days for that matter.

He could not really act on such a matter for himself and would not. It remained as usual for him to be forced either to act or to abandon this most wild and terrible thought. Yet during this time a series of letters  seven from Roberta, five from Sondra  in which in somber tones in so far as Roberta was concerned  in gay and colorful ones in those which came from Sondra  was painted the now so sharply contrasting phases of the black rebus which lay before him. To Robertas pleadings, argumentative and threatening as they were, Clyde did not trust himself to reply, not even by telephone. For now he reasoned that to answer would be only to lure Roberta to her doom  or to the attempted drastic conclusion of his difficulties as outlined by the tragedy at Pass Lake.

At the same time, in several notes addressed to Sondra, he gave vent to the most impassioned declarations of love  his darling  his wonder girl  how eager he was to be at Twelfth Lake by the morning of the Fourth, if he could, and so thrilled to see her there again. Yet, alas, as he also wrote now, so uncertain was he, even now, as to how he was to do, there were certain details in connection with his work here that might delay him a day or two or three  he could not tell as yet  but would write her by the second at the latest, when he would know positively. Yet saying to himself as he wrote this, if she but knew what those details were  if she but knew. Yet in penning this, and without having as yet answered the last importunate letter from Roberta, he was also saying to himself that this did not mean that he was planning to go to Roberta at all, or that if he did, it did not mean that he was going to attempt to kill her. Never once did he honestly, or to put it more accurately, forthrightly and courageously or coldly face the thought of committing so grim a crime. On the contrary, the nearer he approached a final resolution or the need for one in connection with all this, the more hideous and terrible seemed the idea  hideous and difficult, and hence the more improbable it seemed that he should ever commit it. It was true that from moment to moment  arguing with himself as he constantly was  sweating mental sweats and fleeing from moral and social terrors in connection with it all, he was thinking from time to time that he might go to Big Bittern in order to quiet her in connection with these present importunities and threats and hence (once more evasion  tergiversation with himself) give himself more time in which to conclude what his true course must be.

The way of the Lake.

The way of the Lake.

But once there  whether it would then be advisable so to do  or not  well who could tell. He might even yet be able to convert Roberta to some other point of view. For, say what you would, she was certainly acting very unfairly and captiously in all this. She was, as he saw it in connection with his very vital dream of Sondra, making a mountain  an immense terror  out of a state that when all was said and done, was not so different from Estas. And Esta had not compelled any one to marry her. And how much better were the Aldens to his own parents  poor farmers as compared to poor preachers. And why should he be so concerned as to what they would think when Esta had not troubled to think what her parents would feel?

In spite of all that Roberta had said about blame, was she so entirely lacking in blame herself? To be sure, he had sought to entice or seduce her, as you will, but even so, could she be held entirely blameless? Could she not have refused, if she was so positive at the time that she was so very moral? But she had not. And as to all this, all that he had done, had he not done all he could to help her out of it? And he had so little money, too. And was placed in such a difficult position. She was just as much to blame as he was. And yet now she was so determined to drive him this way. To insist on his marrying her, whereas if she would only go her own way  as she could with his help  she might still save both of them all this trouble.

But no, she would not, and he would not marry her and that was all there was to it. She need not think that she could make him. No, no, no! At times, when in such moods, he felt that he could do anything  drown her easily enough, and she would only have herself to blame.

Then again his more cowering sense of what society would think and do, if it knew, what he himself would be compelled to think of himself afterwards, fairly well satisfied him that as much as he desired to stay, he was not the one to do anything at all and in consequence must flee.

And so it was that Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday following Robertas letter received on Monday, had passed. And then, on Thursday night, following a most torturesome mental day on his and Robertas part for that matter, this is what he received:

Biltz, Wednesday, June 30th.

DEAR CLYDE:

This is to tell you that unless I hear from you either by telephone or letter before noon, Friday, I shall be in Lycurgus that same night, and the world will know how you have treated me. I cannot and will not wait and suffer one more hour. I regret to be compelled to take this step, but you have allowed all this time to go in silence really, and Saturday is the third, and without any plans of any kind. My whole life is ruined and so will yours be in a measure, but I cannot feel that I am entirely to blame. I have done all I possibly could to make this burden as easy for you as possible and I certainly regret all the misery it will cause my parents and friends and all whom you know and hold dear. But I will not wait and suffer one hour more.

ROBERTA.

And with this in his hands, he was finally all but numbed by the fact that now decidedly he must act. She was actually coming! Unless he could soothe or restrain her in some manner she would be here to-morrow  the second. And yet the second, or the third, or any time until after the Fourth, was no time to leave with her. The holiday crowds would be too great. There would be too many people to see  to encounter. There must be more secrecy. He must have at least a little more time in which to get ready. He must think now quickly and then act. Great God! Get ready. Could he not telephone her and say that he had been sick or so worried on account of the necessary money or something that he could not write  and that besides his uncle had sent for him to come to Greenwood Lake over the Fourth. His uncle! His uncle! No, that would not do. He had used his name too much, what difference should it make to him or her now, whether he saw his uncle once more or not? He was leaving once and for all, or so he had been telling her, on her account, was he not? And so he had better say that he was going to his uncle, in order to give a reason why he was going away so that, possibly, he might be able to return in a year or so. She might believe that. At any rate he must tell her something that would quiet her until after the Fourth  make her stay up there until at least he could perfect some plan  bring himself to the place where he could do one thing or the other. One thing or the other.

Without pausing to plan anything more than just this at this time, he hurried to the nearest telephone where he was least likely to be overheard. And, getting her once more, began one of those long and evasive and, in this instance, ingratiating explanations which eventually, after he had insisted that he had actually been sick  confined to his room with a fever and hence not able to get to a telephone  and because, as he now said, he had finally decided that it would be best if he were to make some explanation to his uncle, so that he might return some time in the future, if necessary  he, by using the most pleading, if not actually affectionate, tones and asking her to consider what a state he had been in, too, was able not only to make her believe that there was some excuse for his delay and silence, but also to introduce the plan that he now had in mind; which was if only she could wait until the sixth, then assuredly, without fail as to any particular, he would meet her at any place she would choose to come  Homer, Fonda, Lycurgus, Little Falls  only since they were trying to keep everything so secret, he would suggest that she come to Fonda on the morning of the sixth in order to make the noon train for Utica. There they could spend the night since they could not very well discuss and decide on their plans over the telephone, now, and then they could act upon whatever they had decided. Besides he could tell her better then just how he thought they ought to do. He had an idea  a little trip maybe, somewhere before they got married or after, just as she wished, but  something nice anyhow  (his voice grew husky and his knees and hands shook slightly as he said this, only Roberta could not detect the sudden perturbation within him). But she must not ask him now. He could not tell her over the phone. But as sure as anything, at noon on the sixth, he would be on the station platform at Fonda. All she had to do after seeing him was to buy her ticket to Utica and get in one coach, and he would buy his separately and get in another  the one just ahead or behind hers. On the way down, if she didnt see him at the station beforehand, he would pass through her car for a drink so that she could see that he was there  no more than that  but she mustnt speak to him. Then once in Utica, she should check her bag and he would follow her out to the nearest quiet corner. After that he would go and get her bag, and then they could go to some little hotel and he would take care of all the rest.

But she must do this. Would she have that much faith in him? If so, he would call her up on the third  the very next day  and on the morning of the sixth  sure, so that both he and she would know that everything was all right  that she was starting and that he would be there. What was that? Her trunk? The little one? Sure. If she needed it, certainly bring it. Only, if he were she, he would not trouble to try to bring too much now, because once she was settled somewhere, it would be easy enough to send for anything else that she really needed.

As Clyde stood at the telephone in a small outlying drug store and talked  the lonely proprietor buried in a silly romance among his pots and phials at the back  it seemed as though the Giant Efrit that had previously materialized in the silent halls of his brain, was once more here at his elbow  that he himself, cold and numb and fearsome, was being talked through  not actually talking himself.

Go to the lake which you visited with Sondra!

Get travel folders of the region there from either the Lycurgus House here or the depot.

Go to the south end of it and from there walk south, afterwards.

Pick a boat that will upset easily  one with a round bottom, such as those you have seen here at Crum Lake and up there.

Buy a new and different hat and leave that on the water  one that cannot be traced to you. You might even tear the lining out of it so that it cannot be traced.

Pack all of your things in your trunk here, but leave it, so that swiftly, in the event that anything goes wrong, you can return here and get it and depart.

And take only such things with you as will make it seem as though you were going for an outing to Twelfth Lake  not away, so that should you be sought at Twelfth Lake, it will look as though you had gone only there, not elsewhere.

Tell her that you intend to marry her, but after you return from this outing, not before.

And if necessary strike a light blow, so as to stun her  no more  so that falling in the water, she will drown the more easily.

Do not fear!

Do not be weak!

Walk through the woods by night, not by day  so that when seen again you will be in Three Mile Bay or Sharon  and can say that you came from Racquette or Long Lake south, or from Lycurgus north.

Use a false name and alter your handwriting as much as possible.

Assume that you will be successful.

And whisper, whisper  let your language be soft, your tone tender, loving, even. It must be, if you are to win her to your will now.

So the Efrit of his own darker self.


Chapter 46

And then at noon on Tuesday, July sixth, the station platform of the railroad running from Fonda to Utica, with Roberta stepping down from the train which came south from Biltz to await Clyde, for the train that was to take them to Utica was not due for another half hour. And fifteen minutes later Clyde himself coming from a side street and approaching the station from the south, from which position Roberta could not see him but from where, after turning the west corner of the depot and stationing himself behind a pile of crates, he could see her. How thin and pale indeed! By contrast with Sondra, how illy-dressed in the blue traveling suit and small brown hat with which she had equipped herself for this occasion  the promise of a restricted and difficult life as contrasted with that offered by Sondra. And she was thinking of compelling him to give up Sondra in order to marry her, and from which union he might never be able to extricate himself until such time as would make Sondra and all she represented a mere recollection. The difference between the attitudes of these two girls  Sondra with everything offering all  asking nothing of him; Roberta, with nothing, asking all.

A feeling of dark and bitter resentment swept over him and he could not help but feel sympathetic toward that unknown man at Pass Lake and secretly wish that he had been successful. Perhaps he, too, had been confronted by a situation just like this. And perhaps he had done right, too, after all, and that was why it had not been found out. His nerves twitched. His eyes were somber, resentful and yet nervous. Could it not happen again successfully in this case?

But here he was now upon the same platform with her as the result of her persistent and illogical demands, and he must be thinking how, and boldly, he must carry out the plans which, for four days, or ever since he had telephoned her, and in a dimmer way for the ten preceding those, he had been planning. This settled course must not be interfered with now. He must act! He must not let fear influence him to anything less than he had now planned.

And so it was that he now stepped forth in order that she might see him, at the same time giving her a wise and seemingly friendly and informative look as if to say, You see I am here. But behind the look! If only she could have pierced beneath the surface and sensed that dark and tortured mood, how speedily she would have fled. But now seeing him actually present, a heavy shadow that was lurking in her eyes lifted, the somewhat down-turned corners of her mouth reversed themselves, and without appearing to recognize him, she nevertheless brightened and at once proceeded to the window to purchase her ticket to Utica, as he had instructed her to do.

And she was now thinking that at last, at last he had come. And he was going to take her away. And hence a kind of gratefulness for this welling up in her. For they were to be together for seven or eight months at the least. And while it might take tact and patience to adjust things, still it might and probably could be done. From now on she must be the very soul of caution  not do or say anything that would irritate him in any way, since naturally he would not be in the best mood because of this. But he must have changed some  perhaps he was seeing her in a more kindly light  sympathizing with her a little, since he now appeared at last to have most gracefully and genially succumbed to the unavoidable. And at the same time noting his light gray suit, his new straw hat, his brightly polished shoes and the dark tan suitcase and (strange, equivocal, frivolous erraticism of his in this instance) the tripod of a recently purchased camera together with his tennis racquet in its canvas case strapped to the side  more than anything to conceal the initials C. G.  she was seized with much of her old-time mood and desire in regard to his looks and temperament. He was still, and despite his present indifference to her, her Clyde.

Having seen her secure her ticket, he now went to get his own, and then, with another knowing look in her direction, which said that everything was now all right, he returned to the eastern end of the platform, while she returned to her position at the forward end.

(Why was that old man in that old brown winter suit and hat and carrying that bird cage in a brown paper looking at him so? Could he sense anything? Did he know him? Had he ever worked in Lycurgus or seen him before?)

He was going to buy a second straw hat in Utica to-day  he must remember that  a straw hat with a Utica label, which he would wear instead of his present one. Then, when she was not looking, he would put the old one in his bag with his other things. That was why he would have to leave her for a little while after they reached Utica  at the depot or library or somewhere  perhaps as was his first plan, take her to some small hotel somewhere and register as Mr. and Mrs. Carl Graham or Clifford Golden or Gehring (there was a girl in the factory by that name) so if they were ever traced in any way, it would be assumed that she had gone away with some man of that name.

(That whistle of a train afar off. It must be coming now. His watch said twelve-twenty-seven.)

And again he must decide what his manner toward her in Utica must be  whether very cordial or the opposite. For over the telephone, of course, he had talked very soft and genial-like because he had to. Perhaps it would be best to keep that up, otherwise she might become angry or suspicious or stubborn and that would make it hard.

(Would that train never get here?)

At the same time it was going to be very hard on him to be so very pleasant when, after all, she was driving him as she was  expecting him to do all that she was asking him to do and yet be nice to her. Damn! And yet if he werent?  Supposing she should sense something of his thoughts in connection with this  really refuse to go through with it this way and spoil his plans.

(If only his knees and hands wouldnt tremble so at times.)

But no, how was she to be able to detect anything of that kind, when he himself had not quite made up his mind as to whether he would be able to go through with it or not? He only knew he was not going away with her, and that was all there was to that. He might not upset the boat, as he had decided on the day before, but just the same he was not going away with her.

But here now was the train. And there was Roberta lifting her bag. Was it too heavy for her in her present state? It probably was. Well, too bad. It was very hot to-day, too. At any rate he would help her with it later, when they were where no one could see them. She was looking toward him to be sure he was getting on  so like her these days, in her suspicious, doubtful mood in regard to him. But here was a seat in the rear of the car on the shady side, too. That was not so bad. He would settle himself comfortably and look out. For just outside Fonda, a mile or two beyond, was that same Mohawk that ran through Lycurgus and past the factory, and along the banks of which the year before, he and Roberta had walked about this time. But the memory of that being far from pleasant now, he turned his eyes to a paper he had bought, and behind which he could shield himself as much as possible, while he once more began to observe the details of the more inward scene which now so much more concerned him  the nature of the lake country around Big Bittern, which ever since that final important conversation with Roberta over the telephone, had been interesting him more than any other geography of the world.

For on Friday, after the conversation, he had stopped in at the Lycurgus House and secured three different folders relating to hotels, lodges, inns and other camps in the more remote region beyond Big Bittern and Long Lake. (If only there were some way to get to one of those completely deserted lakes described by that guide at Big Bittern  only, perhaps, there might not be any row-boats on any of these lakes at all!) And again on Saturday, had he not secured four more circulars from the rack at the depot (they were in his pocket now)? Had they not proved how many small lakes and inns there were along this same railroad, which ran north to Big Bittern, to which he and Roberta might resort for a day or two if she would  a night, anyhow, before going to Big Bittern and Grass Lake  had he not noted that in particular  a beautiful lake it had said  near the station, and with at least three attractive lodges or country home inns where two could stay for as low as twenty dollars a week. That meant that two could stay for one night surely for as little as five dollars. It must be so surely  and so he was going to say to her, as he had already planned these several days, that she needed a little rest before going away to a strange place. That it would not cost very much  about fifteen dollars for fares and all, so the circulars said  if they went to Grass Lake for a night  this same night after reaching Utica  or on the morrow, anyhow. And he would have to picture it all to her as a sort of honeymoon journey  a little pleasant outing  before getting married. And it would not do to succumb to any plan of hers to get married before they did this  that would never do.

(Those five birds winging toward that patch of trees over there  below that hill.)

It certainly would not do to go direct to Big Bittern from Utica for a boat ride  just one day  seventy miles. That would not sound right to her, or to any one. It would make her suspicious, maybe. It might be better, since he would have to get away from her to buy a hat in Utica, to spend this first night there at some inexpensive, inconspicuous hotel, and once there, suggest going up to Grass Lake. And from there they could go to Big Bittern in the morning. He could say that Big Bittern was nicer  or that they would go down to Three Mile Bay  a hamlet really as he knew  where they could be married, but en route stop at Big Bittern as a sort of lark. He would say that he wanted to show her the lake  take some pictures of her and himself. He had brought his camera for that and for other pictures of Sondra later.

The blackness of this plot of his!

(Those nine black and white cows on that green hillside.)

But again, strapping that tripod along with his tennis racquet to the side of his suitcase, might not that cause people to imagine that they were passing tourists from some distant point, maybe, and if they both disappeared, well, then, they were not people from anywhere around here, were they? Didnt the guide say that the water in the lake was all of seventy-five feet deep  like that water at Pass Lake? And as for Robertas grip  oh, yes, what about that? He hadnt even thought about that as yet, really.

(Those three automobiles out there running almost as fast as this train.)

Well, in coming down from Grass Lake after one night there (he could say that he was going to marry her at Three Mile Bay at the north end of Greys Lake, where a minister lived whom he had met), he would induce her to leave her bag at that Gun Lodge station, where they took the bus over to Big Bittern, while he took his with him. He could just say to some one  the boatman, maybe, or the driver, that he was taking his camera in his bag, and ask where the best views were. Or maybe a lunch. Was that not a better idea  to take a lunch and so deceive Roberta, too, perhaps? And that would tend to mislead the driver, also, would it not? People did carry cameras in bags when they went out on lakes, at times. At any rate it was most necessary for him to carry his bag in this instance. Else why the plan to go south to that island and from thence through the woods?

(Oh, the grimness and the terror of this plan! Could he really execute it?)

But that strange cry of that bird at Big Bittern. He had not liked that, or seeing that guide up there who might remember him now. He had not talked to him at all  had not even gotten out of the car, but had only looked out at him through the window; and in so far as he could recall the guide had not even once looked at him  had merely talked to Grant Cranston and Harley Baggott, who had gotten out and had done all the talking. But supposing this guide should be there and remember him? But how could that be when he really had not seen him? This guide would probably not remember him at all  might not even be there. But why should his hands and face be damp all the time now  wet almost, and cold  his knees shaky?

(This train was following the exact curve of this stream  and last summer he and Roberta. But no  )

As soon as they reached Utica now this was the way he would do  and must keep it well in mind and not get rattled in any way. He must not  he must not. He must let her walk up the street before him, say a hundred feet or so between them, so that no one would think he was following her, of course. And then when they were quite alone somewhere he would catch up with her and explain all about this  be very nice as though he cared for her as much as ever now  he would have to  if he were to get her to do as he wanted. And then  and then, oh, yes, have her wait while he went for that extra straw hat that he was going to  well, leave on the water, maybe. And the oars, too, of course. And her hat  and  well  

(The long, sad sounding whistle of this train. Damn. He was getting nervous already.)

But before going to the hotel, he must go back to the depot and put his new hat in the bag, or better yet, carry it while he looked for the sort of hotel he wanted, and then, before going to Roberta, take the hat and put it in his bag. Then he would go and find her and have her come to the entrance of the hotel he had found and wait for him, while he got the bags. And, of course, if there was no one around or very few, they would enter together, only she could wait in the ladies parlor somewhere, while he went and registered as Charles Golden, maybe, this time. And then, well, in the morning, if she agreed, or to-night, for that matter, if there were any trains  he would have to find out about that  they could go up to Grass Lake in separate cars until they were past Twelfth Lake and Sharon, at any rate.

(The beautiful Cranston Lodge there and Sondra.)

And then  and then  

(That big red barn and that small white house near it. And that wind-mill. So like those houses and barns that he had seen out there in Illinois and Missouri. And Chicago, too.)

And at the same time Roberta in her car forward thinking that Clyde had not appeared so very unfriendly to her. To be sure, it was hard on him, making him leave Lycurgus in this way, and when he might be enjoying himself as he wished to. But on the other hand, here was she  and there was no other way for her to be. She must be very genial and yet not put herself forward too much or in his way. And yet she must not be too receding or weak, either, for, after all, Clyde was the one who had placed her in this position. And it was only fair, and little enough for him to do. She would have a baby to look after in the future, and all that trouble to go through with from now on. And later, she would have to explain to her parents this whole mysterious proceeding, which covered her present disappearance and marriage, if Clyde really did marry her now. But she must insist upon that  and soon  in Utica, perhaps  certainly at the very next place they went to  and get a copy of her marriage certificate, too, and keep it for her own as well as the babys sake. He could get a divorce as he pleased after that. She would still be Mrs. Griffiths. And Clydes baby and hers would be a Griffiths, too. That was something.

(How beautiful the little river was. It reminded her of the Mohawk and the walks she and he had taken last summer when they first met. Oh, last summer! And now this!)

And they would settle somewhere  in one or two rooms, no doubt. Where, she wondered  in what town or city? How far away from Lycurgus or Biltz  the farther from Biltz the better, although she would like to see her mother and father again, and soon  as soon as she safely could. But what matter, as long as they were going away together and she was to be married?

Had he noticed her blue suit and little brown hat? And had he thought she looked at all attractive compared to those rich girls with whom he was always running? She must be very tactful  not irritate him in any way. But  oh, the happy life they could have if only  if only he cared for her a little  just a little...

And then Utica, and on a quiet street Clyde catching up with Roberta, his expression a mixture of innocent geniality and good-will, tempered by worry and opposition, which was really a mask for the fear of the deed that he himself was contemplating  his power to execute it  the consequences in case he failed.


Chapter 47

And then, as planned that night between them  a trip to Grass Lake the next morning in separate cars, but which, upon their arrival and to his surprise, proved to be so much more briskly tenanted than he anticipated. He was very much disturbed and frightened by the evidence of so much active life up here. For he had fancied this, as well as Big Bittern, would be all but deserted. Yet here now, as both could see, it was the summer seat and gathering place of some small religious organization or group  the Winebrennarians of Pennsylvania  as it proved with a tabernacle and numerous cottages across the lake from the station. And Roberta at once exclaiming:

Now, there, isnt that cute? Why couldnt we be married over there by the minister of that church?

And Clyde, puzzled and shaken by this sudden and highly unsatisfactory development, at once announced: Why, sure  Ill go over after a bit and see, yet his mind busy with schemes for circumventing her. He would take her out in a boat after registering and getting settled and remain too long. Or should a peculiarly remote and unobserved spot be found...but no, there were too many people here. The lake was not large enough, and probably not very deep. It was black or dark like tar, and sentineled to the east and north by tall, dark pines  the serried spears of armed and watchful giants, as they now seemed to him  ogres almost  so gloomy, suspicious and fantastically erratic was his own mood in regard to all this. But still there were too many people  as many as ten on the lake.

The weirdness of it.

The difficulty.

But whisper:  one could not walk from here through any woods to Three Mile Bay. Oh, no. That was all of thirty miles to the south now. And besides this lake was less lonely  probably continually observed by members of this religious group. Oh, no  he must say  he must say  but what  could he say? That he had inquired, and that no license could be procured here? Or that the minister was away, or that he required certain identifications which he did not have  or  or, well, well  anything that would serve to still Roberta until such hour to-morrow, as the train south from here left for Big Bittern and Sharon, where, of course, they would surely be married.

Why should she be so insistent? And why, anyhow, and except for her crass determination to force him in this way, should he be compelled to track here and there with her  every hour  every minute of which was torture  an unending mental crucifixion really, when, if he were but rid of her! Oh, Sondra, Sondra, if but now from your high estate, you might bend down and aid me. No more lies! No more suffering! No more misery of any kind!

But instead, more lies. A long and aimless and pestilential search for water-lilies, which because of his own restless mood, bored Roberta as much as it did him. For why, she was now thinking to herself as they rowed about, this indifference to this marriage possibility, which could have been arranged before now and given this outing the dream quality it would and should have had, if only  if only he had arranged for everything in Utica, even as she had wanted. But this waiting  evasion  and so like Clyde, his vacillating, indefinite, uncertain mood, always. She was beginning to wonder now as to his intentions again  whether really and truly he did intend to marry her as he had promised. Tomorrow, or the next day at most, would show. So why worry now?

And then the next day at noon, Gun Lodge and Big Bittern itself and Clyde climbing down from the train at Gun Lodge and escorting Roberta to the waiting bus, the while he assured her that since they were coming back this way, it would be best if she were to leave her bag here, while he, because of his camera as well as the lunch done up at Grass Lake and crowded into his suitcase, would take his own with him, because they would lunch on the lake. But on reaching the bus, he was dismayed by the fact that the driver was the same guide whom he had heard talk at Big Bittern. What if it should prove now that this guide had seen and remembered him! Would he not at least recall the handsome Finchley car  Bertine and Stuart on the front seat  himself and Sondra at the back  Grant and that Harley Baggott talking to him outside?

At once that cold perspiration that had marked his more nervous and terrified moods for weeks past, now burst forth on his face and hands. Of what had he been thinking, anyhow? How planning? In Gods name, how expect to carry a thing like this through, if he were going to think so poorly? It was like his failing to wear his cap from Lycurgus to Utica, or at least getting it out of his bag before he tried to buy that straw hat; it was like not buying the straw hat before he went to Utica at all.

Yet the guide did not remember him, thank God! On the contrary he inquired rather curiously, and as of a total stranger: Goin over to the lodge at Big Bittern? First time up here? And Clyde, enormously relieved and yet really tremulous, replied: Yes, and then in his nervous excitement asked: Many people over there to-day? a question which the moment he had propounded it, seemed almost insane. Why, why, of all questions, should he ask that? Oh, God, would his silly, self-destructive mistakes never cease?

So troubled was he indeed, now, that he scarcely heard the guides reply, or, if at all, as a voice speaking from a long way off. Not so many. About seven or eight, I guess. We did have about thirty over the Fourth, but most o them went down yesterday.

The stillness of these pines lining this damp yellow road along which they were traveling; the cool and the silence; the dark shadows and purple and gray depths and nooks in them, even at high noon. If one were slipping away at night or by day, who would encounter one here? A blue-jay far in the depths somewhere uttered its metallic shriek; a field sparrow, tremulous upon some distant twig, filled the silver shadows with its perfect song. And Roberta, as this heavy, covered bus crossed rill and thin stream, and then rough wooden bridges here and there, commented on the clarity and sparkle of the water: Isnt that wonderful in there? Do you hear the tinkling of that water, Clyde? Oh, the freshness of this air!

And yet she was going to die so soon!

God!

But supposing now, at Big Bittern  the lodge and boathouse there  there were many people. Or that the lake, peradventure, was literally dotted with those that were there  all fishermen and all fishing here and there, each one separate and alone  no privacy or a deserted spot anywhere. And how strange he had not thought of that. This lake was probably not nearly as deserted as he had imagined, or would not be to-day, any more than Grass Lake had proved. And then what?

Well, flight then  flight  and let it go at that. This strain was too much  hell  he would die, thinking thoughts like these. How could he have dreamed to better his fortunes by any so wild and brutal a scheme as this anyhow  to kill and then run away  or rather to kill and pretend that he and she had drowned  while he  the real murderer  slipped away to life and happiness. What a horrible plan! And yet how else? How? Had he not come all this way to do this? And was he going to turn back now?

And all this time Roberta at his side was imagining that she was not going to anything but marriage  tomorrow morning sure; and now only to the passing pleasure of seeing this beautiful lake of which he had been talking  talking, as though it were something more important and delectable than any that had as yet been in her or his life for that matter.

But now the guide was speaking again, and to him: Youre not mindin to stay over, I suppose. I see you left the young ladys bag over there. He nodded in the direction of Gun Lodge.

No, were going on down to-night  on that 8:10. You take people over to that?

Oh, sure.

They said you did  at Grass Lake.

But now why should he have added that reference to Grass Lake, for that showed that he and Roberta had been there before coming here. But this fool with his reference to the young ladys bag! And leaving it at Gun Lodge. The Devil! Why shouldnt he mind his own business? Or why should he have decided that he and Roberta were not married? Or had he so decided? At any rate, why such a question when they were carrying two bags and he had brought one? Strange! The effrontery! How should he know or guess or what? But what harm could it do  married or unmarried? If she were not found married or unmarried would make no difference, would it? And if she were, and it was discovered that she was not married, would that not prove that she was off with some one else? Of course! So why worry over that now?

And Roberta asking: Are there any hotels or boarding houses on the lake besides this one were going to?

Not a one, miss, outside o the inn that were goin to. There was a crowd of young fellers and girls campin over on the east shore, yisterday, I believe, about a mile from the inn  but whether theyre there now or not, I dunno. Aint seen none of em to-day.

A crowd of young fellows and girls! For Gods sake! And might not they now be out on the water  all of them  rowing  or sailing  or what? And he here with her! Maybe some of them from Twelfth Lake! Just as he and Sondra and Harriet and Stuart and Bertine had come up two weeks before  some of them friends of the Cranstons, Harriets, Finchleys or others who had come up here to play and who would remember him, of course. And again, then, there must be a road to the east of this lake. And all this knowledge and their presence there now might make this trip of his useless. Such silly plotting! Such pointless planning as this  when at least he might have taken more time  chosen a lake still farther away and should have  only so tortured had he been for these last many days, that he could scarcely think how to think. Well, all he could do now was to go and see. If there were many he must think of some way to row to some real lonely spot or maybe turn and return to Grass Lake  or where? Oh, what could or would he do  if there were many over here?

But just then a long aisle of green trees giving out at the far end as he now recalled upon a square of lawn, and the lake itself, the little inn with its pillared verandah, facing the dark blue waters of Big Bittern. And that low, small red-roofed boathouse to the right on the water that he had seen before when he was here. And Roberta exclaiming on sight, Oh, it is pretty, isnt it  just beautiful. And Clyde surveying that dark, low island in the distance, to the south, and seeing but few people about  none on the lake itself  exclaiming nervously, Yes, it is, you bet. But feeling half choked as he said it.

And now the host of the inn himself appearing and approaching  a medium-sized, red-faced, broad-shouldered man who was saying most intriguingly, Staying over for a few days?

But Clyde, irritated by this new development and after paying the guide a dollar, replying crustily and irritably, No, no  just came over for the afternoon. Were going on down to-night.

Youll be staying over for dinner then, I suppose? The train doesnt leave till eight-fifteen.

Oh, yes  thats so. Sure. Yes, well, in that case, we will....For, of course, Roberta on her honeymoon  the day before her wedding and on a trip like this, would be expecting her dinner. Damn this stocky, red-faced fool, anyway.

Well, then, Ill just take your bag and you can register. Your wifell probably be wanting to freshen up a bit anyway.

He led the way, bag in hand, although Clydes greatest desire was to snatch it from him. For he had not expected to register here  nor leave his bag either. And would not. He would recapture it and hire a boat. But on top of that, being compelled for the registers sake, as Boniface phrased it, to sign Clifford Golden and wife  before he could take his bag again.

And then to add to the nervousness and confusion engendered by all this, thoughts as to what additional developments or persons, even, he might encounter before leaving on his climacteric errand  Roberta announcing that because of the heat and the fact that they were coming back to dinner, she would leave her hat and coat  a hat in which he had already seen the label of Braunstein in Lycurgus  and which at the time caused him to meditate as to the wisdom of leaving or extracting it. But he had decided that perhaps afterwards  afterwards  if he should really do this  it might not make any difference whether it was there, or not. Was she not likely to be identified anyhow, if found, and if not found, who was to know who she was?

In a confused and turbulent state mentally, scarcely realizing the clarity or import of any particular thought or movement or act now, he took up his bag and led the way to the boathouse platform. And then, after dropping the bag into the boat, asking of the boathouse keeper if he knew where the best views were, that he wanted to photograph them. And this done  the meaningless explanation over, assisting Roberta (an almost nebulous figure, she now seemed, stepping down into an insubstantial row-boat upon a purely ideational lake), he now stepped in after her, seating himself in the center and taking the oars.

The quiet, glassy, iridescent surface of this lake that now to both seemed, not so much like water as oil  like molten glass that, of enormous bulk and weight, resting upon the substantial earth so very far below. And the lightness and freshness and intoxication of the gentle air blowing here and there, yet scarcely rippling the surface of the lake. And the softness and furry thickness of the tall pines about the shore. Everywhere pines  tall and spearlike. And above them the humped backs of the dark and distant Adirondacks beyond. Not a rower to be seen. Not a house or cabin. He sought to distinguish the camp of which the guide had spoken. He could not. He sought to distinguish the voices of those who might be there  or any voices. Yet, except for the lock-lock of his own oars as he rowed and the voice of the boathouse keeper and the guide in converse two hundred, three hundred, five hundred, a thousand feet behind, there was no sound.

Isnt it still and peaceful? It was Roberta talking. It seems to be so restful here. I think its beautiful, truly, so much more beautiful than that other lake. These trees are so tall, arent they? And those mountains. I was thinking all the way over how cool and silent that road was, even if it was a little rough.

Did you talk to any one in the inn there just now?

Why, no; what makes you ask?

Oh, I thought you might have run into some one. There dont seem to be very many people up here to-day, though, does there?

No, I dont see any one on the lake. I saw two men in that billiard room at the back there, and there was a girl in the ladies room, that was all. Isnt this water cold? She had put her hand over the side and was trailing it in the blue-black ripples made by his oars.

Is it? I havent felt it yet.

He paused in his rowing and put out his hand, then resumed. He would not row directly to that island to the south. It was  too far  too early. She might think it odd. Better a little delay. A little time in which to think  a little while in which to reconnoiter. Roberta would be wanting to eat her lunch (her lunch!) and there was a charming looking point of land there to the west about a mile further on. They could go there and eat first  or she could  for he would not be eating today. And then  and then  

She was looking at the very same point of land that he was  a curved horn of land that bent to the south and yet reached quite far out into the water and combed with tall pines. And now she added:

Have you any spot in mind, dear, where we could stop and eat? Im getting a little hungry, arent you? (If she would only not call him dear, here and now!)

The little inn and the boathouse to the north were growing momentarily smaller,  looking now, like that other boathouse and pavilion on Crum Lake the day he had first rowed there, and when he had been wishing that he might come to such a lake as this in the Adirondacks, dreaming of such a lake  and wishing to meet such a girl as Roberta  then  And overhead was one of those identical woolly clouds that had sailed above him at Crum Lake on that fateful day.

The horror of this effort!

They might look for water-lilies here today to kill time a little, before  to kill time...to kill, (God)  he must quit thinking of that, if he were going to do it at all. He neednt be thinking of it now, at any rate.

At the point of land favored by Roberta, into a minute protected bay with a small, curved, honey-colored beach, and safe from all prying eyes north or east. And then he and she stepping out normally enough. And Roberta, after Clyde had extracted the lunch most cautiously from his bag, spreading it on a newspaper on the shore, while he walked here and there, making strained and yet admiring comments on the beauty of the scene  the pines and the curve of this small bay, yet thinking  thinking, thinking of the island farther on and the bay below that again somewhere, where somehow, and in the face of a weakening courage for it, he must still execute this grim and terrible business before him  not allow this carefully planned opportunity to go for nothing  if  if  he were to not really run away and leave all that he most desired to keep.

And yet the horror of this business and the danger, now that it was so close at hand  the danger of making a mistake of some kind  if nothing more, of not upsetting the boat right  of not being able to  to  oh, God! And subsequently, maybe, to be proved to be what he would be  then  a murderer. Arrested! Tried. (He could not, he would not, go through with it. No, no, no!)

And yet Roberta, sitting here with him now on the sand, feeling quite at peace with all the world as he could see. And she was beginning to hum a little, and then to make advisory and practical references to the nature of their coming adventure together  their material and financial state from now on  how and where they would go from here  Syracuse, most likely  since Clyde seemed to have no objection to that  and what, once there, they would do. For Roberta had heard from her brother-in-law, Fred Gabel, of a new collar and shirt factory that was just starting up in Syracuse. Might it not be possible for Clyde, for the time being at least, to get himself a position with that firm at once? And then later, when her own worst trouble was over, might not she connect herself with the same company, or some other? And temporarily, since they had so little money, could they not take a small room together, somewhere in some family home, or if he did not like that, since they were by no means so close temperamentally as they once had been, then two small adjoining rooms, maybe. She could still feel his unrelenting opposition under all this present show of courtesy and consideration.

And he thinking, Oh, well, what difference such talk now? And whether he agreed or whether he did not. What difference since he was not going  or she either  that way. Great God! But here he was talking as though tomorrow she would be here still. And she would not be.

If only his knees would not tremble so; his hands and face and body continue so damp.

And after that, farther on down the west shore of this small lake in this little boat, to that island, with Clyde looking nervously and wearily here and there to see that there was no one  no one  not anywhere in sight on land or water  no one. It was so still and deserted here, thank God. Here  or anywhere near here might do, really,  if only he had the courage so to do now, which he had not,  yet. Roberta trailing her hand in the water, asking him if he thought they might find some water-lilies or wild flowers somewhere on shore. Water-lilies! Wild flowers! And he convincing himself as he went that there were no roads, cabins, tents, paths, anything in the form of a habitation among these tall, close, ranking pines  no trace of any little boat on the widespread surface of this beautiful lake on this beautiful day. Yet might there not be some lone, solitary hunter and trapper or guide or fisherman in these woods or along these banks? Might there not be? And supposing there were one here now somewhere? And watching!

Fate!

Destruction!

Death! Yet no sound and no smoke. Only  only  these tall, dark, green pines  spear-shaped and still, with here and there a dead one  ashen pale in the hard afternoon sun, its gaunt, sapless arms almost menacingly outstretched.

Death!

And the sharp metallic cry of a blue-jay speeding in the depths of these woods. Or the lone and ghostly tap-tap-tap of some solitary woodpecker, with now and then the red line of a flying tanager, the yellow and black of a yellow-shouldered blackbird.

Oh, the sun shines bright in my old Kentucky home.

It was Roberta singing cheerfully, one hand in the deep blue water.

And then a little later Ill be there Sunday if you will, one of the popular dance pieces of the day.

And then at last, after fully an hour of rowing, brooding, singing, stopping to look at some charming point of land, reconnoitering some receding inlet which promised water-lilies, and with Roberta already saying that they must watch the time and not stay out too long,  the bay, south of the island itself  a beautiful and yet most funereally pine-encircled and land delimited bit of water  more like a smaller lake, connected by an inlet or passage to the larger one, and yet itself a respectable body of water of perhaps twenty acres of surface and almost circular in form. The manner in which to the east, the north, the south, the west, even, except for the passage by which the island to the north of it was separated from the mainland, this pool or tarn was encircled by trees! And cat-tails and water-lilies here and there  a few along its shores. And somehow suggesting an especially arranged pool or tarn to which one who was weary of life and cares  anxious to be away from the strife and contentions of the world, might most wisely and yet gloomily repair.

And as they glided into this, this still dark water seemed to grip Clyde as nothing here or anywhere before this ever had  to change his mood. For once here he seemed to be fairly pulled or lured along into it, and having encircled its quiet banks, to be drifting, drifting  in endless space where was no end of anything  no plots  no plans  no practical problems to be solved  nothing. The insidious beauty of this place! Truly, it seemed to mock him  this strangeness  this dark pool, surrounded on all sides by those wonderful, soft, fir trees. And the water itself looking like a huge, black pearl cast by some mighty hand, in anger possibly, in sport or phantasy maybe, into the bosom of this valley of dark, green plush  and which seemed bottomless as he gazed into it.

And yet, what did it all suggest so strongly? Death! Death! More definitely than anything he had ever seen before. Death! But also a still, quiet, unprotesting type of death into which one, by reason of choice or hypnosis or unutterable weariness, might joyfully and gratefully sink. So quiet  so shaded  so serene. Even Roberta exclaimed over this. And he now felt for the first time the grip of some seemingly strong, and yet friendly sympathetic, hands laid firmly on his shoulders. The comfort of them! The warmth! The strength! For now they seemed to have a steadying effect on him and he liked them  their reassurance  their support. If only they would not be removed! If only they would remain always  the hands of this friend! For where had he ever known this comforting and almost tender sensation before in all his life? Not anywhere  and somehow this calmed him and he seemed to slip away from the reality of all things.

To be sure, there was Roberta over there, but by now she had faded to a shadow or thought really, a form of illusion more vaporous than real. And while there was something about her in color, form that suggested reality  still she was very insubstantial  so very  and once more now he felt strangely alone. For the hands of the friend of firm grip had vanished also. And Clyde was alone, so very much alone and forlorn, in this somber, beautiful realm to which apparently he had been led, and then deserted. Also he felt strangely cold  the spell of this strange beauty overwhelming him with a kind of chill.

He had come here for what?

And he must do what?

Kill Roberta? Oh, no!

And again he lowered his head and gazed into the fascinating and yet treacherous depths of that magnetic, bluish, purple pool, which, as he continued to gaze, seemed to change its form kaleidoscopically to a large, crystalline ball. But what was that moving about in this crystal? A form! It came nearer  clearer  and as it did so, he recognized Roberta struggling and waving her thin white arms out of the water and reaching toward him! God! How terrible! The expression on her face! What in Gods name was he thinking of anyway? Death! Murder!

And suddenly becoming conscious that his courage, on which he had counted so much this long while to sustain him here, was leaving him, and he instantly and consciously plumbing the depths of his being in a vain search to recapture it.

Kit, kit, kit, Ca-a-a-ah!
Kit, kit, kit, Ca-a-a-ah!
Kit, kit, kit, Ca-a-a-ah!

(The weird, haunting cry of that unearthly bird again. So cold, so harsh! Here it was once more to startle him out of his soul flight into a realization of the real or unreal immediate problem with all of its torturesome angles that lay before him.)

He must face this thing! He must!

Kit, kit, kit, Ca-a-a-ah!
Kit, kit, kit, Ca-a-a-ah!

What was it sounding  a warning  a protest  condemnation? The same bird that had marked the very birth of this miserable plan. For there it was now upon that dead tree  that wretched bird. And now it was flying to another one  as dead  a little farther inland and crying as it did so. God!

And then to the shore again in spite of himself. For Clyde, in order to justify his having brought his bag, now must suggest that pictures of this be taken  and of Roberta  and of himself, possibly  on land and water. For that would bring her into the boat again, without his bag, which would be safe and dry on land. And once on shore, actually pretending to be seeking out various special views here and there, while he fixed in his mind the exact tree at the base of which he might leave his bag against his return  which must be soon now  must be soon. They would not come on shore again together. Never! Never! And that in spite of Roberta protesting that she was getting tired; and did he not think they ought to be starting back pretty soon? It must be after five, surely. And Clyde, assuring her that presently they would  after he had made one or two more pictures of her in the boat with those wonderful trees  that island and this dark water around and beneath her.

His wet, damp, nervous hands! And his dark, liquid, nervous eyes, looking anywhere but at her.

And then once more on the water again  about five hundred feet from shore, the while he fumbled aimlessly with the hard and heavy and yet small camera that he now held, as the boat floated out nearer the center. And then, at this point and time looking fearfully about. For now  now  in spite of himself, the long evaded and yet commanding moment. And no voice or figure or sound on shore. No road or cabin or smoke! And the moment which he or something had planned for him, and which was now to decide his fate at hand! The moment of action  of crisis! All that he needed to do now was to turn swiftly and savagely to one side or the other  leap up  upon the left wale or right and upset the boat; or, failing that, rock it swiftly, and if Roberta protested too much, strike her with the camera in his hand, or one of the oars at his right. It could be done  it could be done  swiftly and simply, were he now of the mind and heart, or lack of it  with him swimming swiftly away thereafter to freedom  to success  of course  to Sondra and happiness  a new and greater and sweeter life than any he had ever known.

Yet why was he waiting now?

What was the matter with him, anyhow?

Why was he waiting?

At this cataclysmic moment, and in the face of the utmost, the most urgent need of action, a sudden palsy of the will  of courage  of hate or rage sufficient; and with Roberta from her seat in the stern of the boat gazing at his troubled and then suddenly distorted and fulgurous, yet weak and even unbalanced face  a face of a sudden, instead of angry, ferocious, demoniac  confused and all but meaningless in its registration of a balanced combat between fear (a chemic revulsion against death or murderous brutality that would bring death) and a harried and restless and yet self-repressed desire to do  to do  to do  yet temporarily unbreakable here and now  a static between a powerful compulsion to do and yet not to do.

And in the meantime his eyes  the pupils of the same growing momentarily larger and more lurid; his face and body and hands tense and contracted  the stillness of his position, the balanced immobility of the mood more and more ominous, yet in truth not suggesting a brutal, courageous power to destroy, but the imminence of trance or spasm.

And Roberta, suddenly noticing the strangeness of it all  the something of eerie unreason or physical and mental indetermination so strangely and painfully contrasting with this scene, exclaiming: Why, Clyde! Clyde! What is it? Whatever is the matter with you anyhow? You look so  so strange  so  so  Why, I never saw you look like this before. What is it? And suddenly rising, or rather leaning forward, and by crawling along the even keel, attempting to approach him, since he looked as though he was about to fall forward into the boat  or to one side and out into the water. And Clyde, as instantly sensing the profoundness of his own failure, his own cowardice or inadequateness for such an occasion, as instantly yielding to a tide of submerged hate, not only for himself, but Roberta  her power  or that of life to restrain him in this way. And yet fearing to act in any way  being unwilling to  being willing only to say that never, never would he marry her  that never, even should she expose him, would he leave here with her to marry her  that he was in love with Sondra and would cling only to her  and yet not being able to say that even. But angry and confused and glowering. And then, as she drew near him, seeking to take his hand in hers and the camera from him in order to put it in the boat, he flinging out at her, but not even then with any intention to do other than free himself of her  her touch  her pleading  consoling sympathy  her presence forever  God!

Yet (the camera still unconsciously held tight) pushing at her with so much vehemence as not only to strike her lips and nose and chin with it, but to throw her back sidewise toward the left wale which caused the boat to careen to the very waters edge. And then he, stirred by her sharp scream, (as much due to the lurch of the boat, as the cut on her nose and lip), rising and reaching half to assist or recapture her and half to apologize for the unintended blow  yet in so doing completely capsizing the boat  himself and Roberta being as instantly thrown into the water. And the left wale of the boat as it turned, striking Roberta on the head as she sank and then rose for the first time, her frantic, contorted face turned to Clyde, who by now had righted himself. For she was stunned, horror-struck, unintelligible with pain and fear  her lifelong fear of water and drowning and the blow he had so accidentally and all but unconsciously administered.

Help! Help!

Oh, my God, Im drowning, Im drowning. Help! Oh, my God!

Clyde, Clyde!

And then the voice at his ear!

But this  this  is not this that which you have been thinking and wishing for this while  you in your great need? And behold! For despite your fear, your cowardice, this  this  has been done for you. An accident  an accident  an unintentional blow on your part is now saving you the labor of what you sought, and yet did not have the courage to do! But will you now, and when you need not, since it is an accident, by going to her rescue, once more plunge yourself in the horror of that defeat and failure which has so tortured you and from which this now releases you? You might save her. But again you might not! For see how she strikes about. She is stunned. She herself is unable to save herself and by her erratic terror, if you draw near her now, may bring about your own death also. But you desire to live! And her living will make your life not worth while from now on. Rest but a moment  a fraction of a minute! Wait  wait  ignore the pity of that appeal. And then  then  But there! Behold. It is over. She is sinking now. You will never, never see her alive any more  ever. And there is your own hat upon the water  as you wished. And upon the boat, clinging to that rowlock a veil belonging to her. Leave it. Will it not show that this was an accident?

And apart from that, nothing  a few ripples  the peace and solemnity of this wondrous scene. And then once more the voice of that weird, contemptuous, mocking, lonely bird.

Kit, kit, kit, Ca-a-a-ah!
Kit, kit, kit, Ca-a-a-ah!
Kit, kit, kit, Ca-a-a-ah!

The cry of that devilish bird upon that dead limb  the wier-wier.

And then Clyde, with the sound of Robertas cries still in his ears, that last frantic, white, appealing look in her eyes, swimming heavily, gloomily and darkly to shore. And the thought that, after all, he had not really killed her. No, no. Thank God for that. He had not. And yet (stepping up on the near-by bank and shaking the water from his clothes) had he? Or, had he not? For had he not refused to go to her rescue, and when he might have saved her, and when the fault for casting her in the water, however accidentally, was so truly his? And yet  and yet  

The dusk and silence of a closing day. A concealed spot in the depths of the same sheltering woods where alone and dripping, his dry bag near, Clyde stood, and by waiting, sought to dry himself. But in the interim, removing from the side of the bag the unused tripod of his camera and seeking an obscure, dead log farther in the woods, hiding it. Had any one seen? Was any one looking? Then returning and wondering as to the direction! He must go west and then south. He must not get turned about! But the repeated cry of that bird,  harsh, nerve shaking. And then the gloom, in spite of the summer stars. And a youth making his way through a dark, uninhabited wood, a dry straw hat upon his head, a bag in his hand, walking briskly and yet warily  south  south.


BOOK THREE


Chapter 1

Cataraqui County extending from the northernmost line of the village known as Three Mile Bay on the south to the Canadian border, on the north a distance of fifty miles. And from Senaschet and Indian Lakes on the east to the Rock and Scarf Rivers on the west  a width of thirty miles. Its greater portion covered by uninhabited forests and lakes, yet dotted here and there with such villages and hamlets as Koontz, Grass Lake, North Wallace, Brown Lake, with Bridgeburg, the county seat, numbering no less than two thousand souls of the fifteen thousand in the entire county. And the central square of the town occupied by the old and yet not ungraceful county courthouse, a cupola with a clock and some pigeons surmounting it, the four principal business streets of the small town facing it.

In the office of the County Coroner in the northeast corner of the building on Friday, July ninth, one Fred Heit, coroner, a large and broad-shouldered individual with a set of gray-brown whiskers such as might have graced a Mormon elder. His face was large and his hands and his feet also. And his girth was proportionate.

At the time that this presentation begins, about two-thirty in the afternoon, he was lethargically turning the leaves of a mail-order catalogue for which his wife had asked him to write. And while deciphering from its pages the price of shoes, jackets, hats, and caps for his five omnivorous children, a greatcoat for himself of soothing proportions, high collar, broad belt, large, impressive buttons chancing to take his eye, he had paused to consider regretfully that the family budget of three thousand dollars a year would never permit of so great luxury this coming winter, particularly since his wife, Ella, had had her mind upon a fur coat for at least three winters past.

However his thoughts might have eventuated on this occasion, they were interrupted by the whirr of a telephone bell.

Yes, this is Mr. Heit speaking  Wallace Upham of Big Bittern. Why, yes, go on, Wallace  young couple drowned  all right, just wait a minute

He turned to the politically active youth who drew a salary from the county under the listing of secretary to the coroner Get these points, Earl. Then into the telephone: All right, Wallace, now give me all the facts  everything  yes. The body of the wife found but not that of the husband  yes  a boat upset on the south shore  yes  straw hat without any lining  yes  some marks about her mouth and eye  her coat and hat at the inn  yes  a letter in one of the pockets of the coat  addressed to who?  Mrs. Titus Alden, Biltz, Mimico County  yes  still dragging for the mans body, are they?  yes  no trace of him yet  I see. All right, Wallace  Well  Ill tell you, Wallace, have them leave the coat and hat just where they are. Let me see  its two-thirty now. Ill be up on the four oclock. The bus from the inn there meets that, doesnt it? Well, Ill be over on that, sure  And, Wallace, I wish youd write down the names of all present who saw the body brought up. What was that?  eighteen feet of water at least?  yes  a veil caught in one of the rowlocks  yes  a brown veil  yes  sure, thats all  Well, then have them leave everything just as found, Wallace, and Ill be right up. Yes, Wallace, thank you  Goodbye.

Slowly Mr. Heit restored the receiver to the hook and as slowly arose from the capacious walnut-hued chair in which he sat, stroking his heavy whiskers, while he eyed Earl Newcomb, combination typist, record clerk, and what not.

You got all that down, did you, Earl?

Yes, sir.

Well, you better get your hat and coat and come along with me. Well have to catch that 3:10. You can fill in a few subpoenas on the train. I should say you better take fifteen or twenty  to be on the safe side, and take the names of such witnesses as we can find on the spot. And you better call up Mrs. Heit and say taint likely Ill be home for dinner tonight or much before the down train. We may have to stay up there until tomorrow. You never can tell in these cases how theyre going to turn out and its best to be on the safe side.

Heit turned to a coat-room in one corner of the musty old room and extracted a large, soft-brimmed, straw hat, the downward curving edges of which seemed to heighten the really bland and yet ogreish effect of his protruding eyes and voluminous whiskers, and having thus equipped himself, said: Im just going in the sheriffs office a minute, Earl. Youd better call up the Republican and the Democrat and tell em about this, so they wont think were slightin em. Then Ill meet you down at the station. And he lumbered out.

And Earl Newcomb, a tall, slender, shock-headed young man of perhaps nineteen, and of a very serious, if at times befuddled, manner, at once seized a sheaf of subpoenas, and while stuffing these in his pocket, sought to get Mrs. Heit on the telephone. And then, after explaining to the newspapers about a reported double drowning at Big Bittern, he seized his own blue-banded straw hat, some two sizes too large for him, and hurried down the hall, only to encounter, opposite the wide-open office door of the district attorney, Zillah Saunders, spinster and solitary stenographer to the locally somewhat famous and mercurial Orville W. Mason, district attorney. She was on her way to the auditors office, but being struck by the preoccupation and haste of Mr. Newcomb, usually so much more deliberate, she now called: Hello, Earl. Whats the rush? Where you going so fast?

Double drowning up at Big Bittern, we hear. Maybe something worse. Mr. Heits going up and Im going along. We have to make that 3:10.

Who said so? Is it anyone from here?

Dont know yet, but dont think so. There was a letter in the girls pocket addressed to some one in Biltz, Mimico County, a Mrs. Alden. Ill tell you when we get back or Ill telephone you.

My goodness, if its a crime, Mr. Masonll be interested, wont he?

Sure, Ill telephone him, or Mr. Heit will. If you see Bud Parker or Karel Badnell, tell em I had to go out of town, and call up my mother for me, will you, Zillah, and tell her, too. Im afraid I wont have time.

Sure I will, Earl.

Thanks.

And, highly interested by this latest development in the ordinary humdrum life of his chief, he skipped gayly and even eagerly down the south steps of the Cataraqui County Courthouse, while Miss Saunders, knowing that her own chief was off on some business connected with the approaching County Republican Convention, and there being no one else in his office with whom she could communicate at this time, went on to the auditors office, where it was possible to retail to any who might be assembled there, all that she had gathered concerning this seemingly important lake tragedy.


Chapter 2

The information obtained by Coroner Heit and his assistant was of a singular and disturbing character. In the first instance, because of the disappearance of a boat and an apparently happy and attractive couple bent on sight-seeing, an early morning search, instigated by the inn-keeper of this region, had revealed, in Moon Cove, the presence of the overturned canoe, also the hat and veil. And immediately such available employees, as well as guides and guests of the Inn, as could be impressed, had begun diving into the waters or by means of long poles equipped with hooks attempting to bring one or both bodies to the surface. The fact, as reported by Sim Shoop, the guide, as well as the innkeeper and the boathouse lessee, that the lost girl was both young and attractive and her companion seemingly a youth of some means, was sufficient to whet the interest of this lake group of woodsmen and inn employees to a point which verged on sorrow. And in addition, there was intense curiosity as to how, on so fair and windless a day, so strange an accident could have occurred.

But what created far more excitement after a very little time was the fact that at high noon one of the men who trolled  John Pole  a woodsman, was at last successful in bringing to the surface Roberta herself, drawn upward by the skirt of her dress, obviously bruised about the face  the lips and nose and above and below the right eye  a fact which to those who were assisting at once seemed to be suspicious. Indeed, John Pole, who with Joe Rainer at the oars was the one who had succeeded in bringing her to the surface, had exclaimed at once on seeing her: Why, the pore little thing! She dont seem to weigh moren nothin at all. Its a wonder tuh me she coulda sunk. And then reaching over and gathering her in his strong arms, he drew her in, dripping and lifeless, while his companions signaled to the other searchers, who came swiftly. And putting back from her face the long, brown, thick hair which the action of the water had swirled concealingly across it, he had added: I do declare, Joe! Looka here. It does look like the child mighta been hit by somethin! Looka here, Joe! And soon the group of woodsmen and inn guests in their boats alongside were looking at the brownish-blue marks on Robertas face.

And forthwith, even while the body of Roberta was being taken north to the boat-house, and the dragging for the body of the lost man was resumed, suspicions were being voiced in such phrases as: Well, it looks kinda queer  them marks  an all,  dont it? Its curious a boat like that coulda upset on a day like yesterday. Well soon know if hes down there or not!; the feeling, following failure after hours of fruitless search for him, definitely coalescing at last into the conclusion that more than likely he was not down there at all  a hard and stirring thought to all.

Subsequent to this, the guide who had brought Clyde and Roberta from Gun Lodge conferring with the inn-keepers at Big Bittern and Grass Lake, it was factually determined: (1) that the drowned girl had left her bag at Gun Lodge whereas Clifford Golden had taken his with him; (2) that there was a disturbing discrepancy between the registration at Grass Lake and that at Big Bittern, the names Carl Graham and Clifford Golden being carefully discussed by the two inn-keepers and the identity of the bearer as to looks established; and (3) that the said Clifford Golden or Carl Graham had asked of the guide who had driven him over to Big Bittern whether there were many people on the lake that day. And thereafter the suspicions thus far engendered further coalescing into the certainty that there had been foul play. There was scarcely any doubt of it.

Immediately upon his arrival Coroner Heit was made to understand that these men of the north woods were deeply moved and in addition determined in their suspicions. They did not believe that the body of Clifford Golden or Carl Graham had ever sunk to the bottom of the lake. With the result that Heit on viewing the body of the unknown girl laid carefully on a cot in the boat-house, and finding her young and attractive, was strangely affected, not only by her looks but this circumambient atmosphere of suspicion. Worse yet, on retiring to the office of the manager of the inn, and being handed the letter found in the pocket of Robertas coat, he was definitely swayed in the direction of a somber and unshakable suspicion. For he read:

Grass Lake, N. Y., July 8th.

DEAREST MAMMA:

Were up here and were going to be married, but this is for your eyes alone. Please dont show it to papa or any one, for it mustnt become known yet. I told you why at Christmas. And youre not to worry or ask any questions or tell any one except just that youve heard from me and know where I am  not anybody. And you mustnt think I wont be getting along all right because I will be. Heres a big hug and kiss for each cheek, mamma. Be sure and make father understand that its all right without telling him anything, or Emily or Tom or Gifford, either, do you hear? Im sending you nice, big kisses.

Lovingly,

BERT.

P.S. This must be your secret and mine until I write you different a little later on.

And in the upper right-hand corner of the paper, as well as on the envelope, were printed the words: Grass Lake Inn, Grass Lake, N. Y., Jack Evans, Prop. And the letter had evidently been written the morning after the night they had spent at Grass Lake as Mr. and Mrs. Carl Graham.

The waywardness of young girls!

For plainly, as this letter indicated, these two had stayed together as man and wife at that inn when they were not as yet married. He winced as he read, for he had daughters of his own of whom he was exceedingly fond. But at this point he had a thought. A quadrennial county election was impending, the voting to take place the following November, at which were to be chosen for three years more the entire roster of county offices, his own included, and in addition this year a county judge whose term was for six years. In August, some six weeks further on, were to be held the county Republican and Democratic conventions at which were to be chosen the regular party nominees for these respective offices. Yet for no one of these places, thus far, other than that of the county judgeship, could the present incumbent of the office of district attorney possibly look forward with any hope, since already he had held the position of district attorney for two consecutive terms, a length of office due to the fact that not only was he a good orator of the inland political stripe but also, as the chief legal official of the county, he was in a position to do one and another of his friends a favor. But now, unless he were so fortunate as to be nominated and subsequently elected to this county judgeship, defeat and political doldrums loomed ahead. For during all his term of office thus far, there had been no really important case in connection with which he had been able to distinguish himself and so rightfully and hopefully demand further recognition from the people. But this...

But now, as the Coroner shrewdly foresaw, might not this case prove the very thing to fix the attention and favor of the people upon one man  the incumbent district attorney  a close and helpful friend of his, thus far  and so sufficiently redound to his credit and strength, and through him to the party ticket itself, so that at the coming election all might be elected  the reigning district attorney thus winning for himself not only the nomination for but his election to the six-year term judgeship. Stranger things than this had happened in the political world.

Immediately he decided not to answer any questions in regard to this letter, since it promised a quick solution of the mystery of the perpetrator of the crime, if there had been one, plus exceptional credit in the present political situation to whosoever should appear to be instrumental in the same. At the same time he at once ordered Earl Newcomb, as well as the guide who had brought Roberta and Clyde to Big Bittern, to return to Gun Lodge station from where the couple had come and say that under no circumstances was the bag held there to be surrendered to any one save himself or a representative of the district attorney. Then, when he was about to telephone to Biltz to ascertain whether there was such a family as Alden possessing a daughter by the name of Bert, or possibly Alberta, he was most providentially, as it seemed to him, interrupted by two men and a boy, trappers and hunters of this region, who, accompanied by a crowd of those now familiar with the tragedy, were almost tumultuously ushered into his presence. For they had news  news of the utmost importance! As they now related, with many interruptions and corrections, at about five oclock of the afternoon of the day on which Roberta was drowned, they were setting out from Three Mile Bay, some twelve miles south of Big Bittern, to hunt and fish in and near this lake. And, as they now unanimously testified, on the night in question, at about nine oclock, as they were nearing the south shore of Big Bittern  perhaps three miles to the south of it  they had encountered a young man, whom they took to be some stranger making his way from the inn at Big Bittern south to the village at Three Mile Bay. He was a smartishly and decidedly well dressed youth for these parts, as they now said  wearing a straw hat and carrying a bag, and at the time they wondered why such a trip on foot and at such an hour since there was a train south early next morning which reached Three Mile Bay in an hours time. And why, too, should he have been so startled at meeting them? For as they described it, on his encountering them in the woods thus, he had jumped back as though startled and worse  terrified  as though about to run. To be sure, the lantern one of them was carrying was turned exceedingly low, the moon being still bright, and they had walked quietly, as became men who were listening for wild life of any kind. At the same time, surely this was a perfectly safe part of the country, traversed for the most part by honest citizens such as themselves, and there was no need for a young man to jump as though he were seeking to hide in the brush. However, when the youth, Bud Brunig, who carried the light, turned it up the stranger seemed to recover his poise and after a moment in response to their Howdy had replied: How do you do? How far is it to Three Mile Bay? and they had replied, About seven mile. And then he had gone on and they also, discussing the encounter.

And now, since the description of this youth tallied almost exactly with that given by the guide who had driven Clyde over from Gun Lodge, as well as that furnished by the innkeepers at Big Bittern and Grass Lake, it seemed all too plain that he must be the same youth who had been in that boat with the mysterious dead girl.

At once Earl Newcomb suggested to his chief that he be permitted to telephone to the one inn-keeper at Three Mile Bay to see if by any chance this mysterious stranger had been seen or had registered there. He had not. Nor apparently at that time had he been seen by any other than the three men. In fact, he had vanished as though into air, although by nightfall of this same day it was established that on the morning following the chance meeting of the men with the stranger, a youth of somewhat the same description and carrying a bag, but wearing a cap  not a straw hat  had taken passage for Sharon on the small lake steamer Cygnus plying between that place and Three Mile Bay. But again, beyond that point, the trail appeared to be lost. No one at Sharon, at least up to this time, seemed to recall either the arrival or departure of any such person. Even the captain himself, as he later testified, had not particularly noted his debarkation  there were some fourteen others going down the lake that day and he could not be sure of any one person.

But in so far as the group at Big Bittern was concerned, the conclusion slowly but definitely impressed itself upon all those present that whoever this individual was, he was an unmitigated villain  a reptilian villain! And forthwith there was doubled and trebled in the minds of all a most urgent desire that he be overtaken and captured. The scoundrel! The murderer! And at once there was broadcast throughout this region by word of mouth, telephone, telegraph, to such papers as The Argus and Times-Union of Albany, and The Star of Lycurgus, the news of this pathetic tragedy with the added hint that it might conceal a crime of the gravest character.


Chapter 3

Coroner Heit, his official duties completed for the time being, found himself pondering, as he traveled south on the lake train, how he was to proceed farther. What was the next step he should take in this pathetic affair? For the coroner, as he had looked at Roberta before he left was really deeply moved. She seemed so young and innocent-looking and pretty. The little blue serge dress lying heavily and clinging tightly to her, her very small hands folded across her breast, her warm, brown hair still damp from its twenty-four hours in the water, yet somehow suggesting some of the vivacity and passion that had invested her in life  all seemed to indicate a sweetness which had nothing to do with crime.

But deplorable as it might be, and undoubtedly was, there was another aspect of the case that more vitally concerned himself. Should he go to Biltz and convey to the Mrs. Alden of the letter the dreadful intelligence of her daughters death, at the same time inquiring about the character and whereabouts of the man who had been with her, or should he proceed first to District Attorney Masons office in Bridgeburg and having imparted to him all of the details of the case, allow that gentleman to assume the painful responsibility of devastating a probably utterly respectable home? For there was the political situation to be considered. And while he himself might act and so take personal credit, still there was this general party situation to be thought of. A strong man should undoubtedly head and so strengthen the party ticket this fall and here was the golden opportunity. The latter course seemed wiser. It would provide his friend, the district attorney, with his great chance. Arriving in Bridgeburg in this mood, he ponderously invaded the office of Orville W. Mason, the district attorney, who immediately sat up, all attention, sensing something of import in the coroners manner.

Mason was a short, broad-chested, broad-backed and vigorous individual physically, but in his late youth had been so unfortunate as to have an otherwise pleasant and even arresting face marred by a broken nose, which gave to him a most unprepossessing, almost sinister, look. Yet he was far from sinister. Rather, romantic and emotional. His boyhood had been one of poverty and neglect, causing him in his later and somewhat more successful years to look on those with whom life had dealt more kindly as too favorably treated. The son of a poor farmers widow, he had seen his mother put to such straits to make ends meet that by the time he reached the age of twelve he had surrendered nearly all of the pleasures of youth in order to assist her. And then, at fourteen, while skating, he had fallen and broken his nose in such a way as to forever disfigure his face. Thereafter, feeling himself handicapped in the youthful sorting contests which gave to other boys the female companions he most craved, he had grown exceedingly sensitive to the fact of his facial handicap. And this had eventually resulted in what the Freudians are accustomed to describe as a psychic sex scar.

At the age of seventeen, however, he had succeeded in interesting the publisher and editor of the Bridgeburg Republican to the extent that he was eventually installed as official local news-gatherer of the town. Later he came to be the Cataraqui County correspondent of such papers as the Albany Times-Union and the Utica Star, ending eventually at the age of nineteen with the privilege of studying law in the office of one ex-Judge Davis Richofer, of Bridgeburg. And a few years later, after having been admitted to the bar, he had been taken up by several county politicians and merchants who saw to it that he was sent to the lower house of the state legislature for some six consecutive years, where, by reason of a modest and at the same time shrewd and ambitious willingness to do as he was instructed, he attained favor with those at the capital while at the same time retaining the good will of his home-town sponsors. Later, returning to Bridgeburg and possessing some gifts of oratory, he was given, first, the position of assistant district attorney for four years, and following that elected auditor, and subsequently district attorney for two terms of four years each. Having acquired so high a position locally, he was able to marry the daughter of a local druggist of some means, and two children had been born to them.

In regard to this particular case he had already heard from Miss Saunders all she knew of the drowning, and, like the coroner, had been immediately impressed with the fact that the probable publicity attendant on such a case as this appeared to be might be just what he needed to revive a wavering political prestige and might perhaps solve the problem of his future. At any rate he was most intensely interested. So that now, upon sight of Heit, he showed plainly the keen interest he felt in the case.

Well, Colonel Heit?

Well, Orville, Im just back from Big Bittern. It looks to me as though Ive got a case for you now thats going to take quite a little of your time.

Heits large eyes bulged and conveyed hints of much more than was implied by his non-committal opening remark.

You mean that drowning up there? returned the district attorney.

Yes, sir. Just that, replied the coroner.

Youve some reason for thinking theres something wrong up there?

Well, the truth is, Orville, I think theres hardly a doubt that this is a case of murder. Heits heavy eyes glowed somberly. Of course, its best to be on the safe side, and Im only telling you this in confidence, because even yet Im not absolutely positive that that young mans body may not be in the lake. But it looks mighty suspicious to me, Orville. Theres been at least fifteen men up there in row-boats all day yesterday and to-day, dragging the south part of that lake. I had a number of the boys take soundings here and there, and the water aint more than twenty-five feet deep at any point. But so far they havent found any trace of him. They brought her up about one oclock yesterday, after theyd been only dragging a few hours, and a mighty pretty girl she is too, Orville  quite young  not more than eighteen or twenty, I should say. But there are some very suspicious circumstances about it all that make me think that he aint in there. In fact, I never saw a case that I thought looked more like a devilish crime than this.

As he said this, he began to search in the right-hand pocket of his well-worn and baggy linen suit and finally extracted Robertas letter, which he handed his friend, drawing up a chair and seating himself while the district attorney proceeded to read.

Well, this does look rather suspicious, dont it? he announced, as he finished. You say they havent found him yet. Well, have you communicated with this woman to see what she knows about it?

No, Orville, I havent, replied Heit, slowly and meditatively. And Ill tell you why. The fact is, I decided up there last night that this was something I had better talk over with you before I did anything at all. You know what the political situation here is just now. And how the proper handling of a case like this is likely to affect public opinion this fall. And while I certainly dont think we ought to mix politics in with crime there certainly is no reason why we shouldnt handle this in such a way as to make it count in our favor. And so I thought I had better come and see you first. Of course, if you want me to, Orville, Ill go over there. Only I was thinking that perhaps it would be better for you to go, and find out just who this fellow is and all about him. You know what a case like this might mean from a political point of view, if only we clean it up, and I know youre the one to do it, Orville.

Thanks, Fred, thanks, replied Mason, solemnly, tapping his desk with the letter and squinting at his friend. Im grateful to you for your opinion and youve outlined the very best way to go about it, I think. Youre sure no one outside yourself has seen this letter?

Only the envelope. And no one but Mr. Hubbard, the proprietor of the inn up there, has seen that, and he told me that he found it in her pocket and took charge of it for fear it might disappear or be opened before I got there. He said he had a feeling there might be something wrong the moment he heard of the drowning. The young man had acted so nervous  strange-like, he said.

Very good, Fred. Then dont say anything more about it to any one for the present, will you? Ill go right over there, of course. But what else did you find, anything? Mr. Mason was quite alive now, interrogative, dynamic, and a bit dictatorial in his manner, even to his old friend.

Plenty, plenty, replied the coroner, most sagely and solemnly. There were some suspicious cuts or marks under the girls right eye and above the left temple, Orville, and across the lip and nose, as though the poor little thing mighta been hit by something  a stone or a stick or one of those oars that they found floating up there. Shes just a child yet, Orville, in looks and size, anyhow  a very pretty girl  but not as good as she might have been, as Ill show you presently. At this point the coroner paused to extract a large handkerchief and blow into it a very loud blast, brushing his beard afterward in a most orderly way. I didnt have time to get a doctor up there and besides Im going to hold the inquest down here, Monday, if I can. Ive ordered the Lutz boys to go up there to-day and bring her body down. But the most suspicious of all the evidence that has come to light so far, Orville, is the testimony of two men and a boy who live up at Three Mile Bay and who were walking up to Big Bittern on Thursday night to hunt and fish. I had Earl take down their names and subpoena em for the inquest next Monday.

And the coroner proceeded to detail their testimony about their accidental meeting of Clyde.

Well, well! interjected the district attorney, thoroughly interested.

Then, another thing, Orville, continued the coroner, I had Earl telephone the Three Mile Bay people, the owner of the hotel there as well as the postmaster and the town marshal, but the only person who appears to have seen the young man is the captain of that little steamboat that runs from Three Mile Bay to Sharon. You know the man, I guess, Captain Mooney. I left word with Earl to subpoena him too. According to him, about eight-thirty, Friday morning, or just before his boat started for Sharon on its first trip, this same young man, or some one very much like the description furnished, carrying a suitcase and wearing a cap  he had on a straw hat when those three men met him  came on board and paid his way to Sharon and got off there. Good-looking young chap, the captain says. Very spry and well-dressed, more like a young society man than anything else, and very stand-offish.

Yes, yes, commented Mason.

I also had Earl telephone the people at Sharon  whoever he could reach  to see if he had been seen there getting off, but up to the time I left last night no one seemed to remember him. But I left word for Earl to telegraph a description of him to all the resort hotels and stations hereabouts so that if hes anywhere around, theyll be on the lookout for him. I thought youd want me to do that. But I think youd better give me a writ for that bag at Gun Lodge station. That may contain something we ought to know. Ill go up and get it myself. Then I want to go to Grass Lake and Three Mile Bay and Sharon yet to-day, if I can, and see what else I can find. But Im afraid, Orville, its a plain case of murder. The way he took that young girl to that hotel up there at Grass Lake and then registered under another name at Big Bittern, and the way he had her leave her bag and took his own with him! He shook his head most solemnly. Those are not the actions of an honest young man, Orville, and you know it. What I cant understand is how her parents could let her go off like that anywhere with a man without knowing about him in the first place.

Thats true, replied Mason, tactfully, but made intensely curious by the fact that it had at least been partially established that the girl in the case was not as good as she should have been. Adultery! And with some youth of means, no doubt, from some one of the big cities to the south. The prominence and publicity with which his own activities in connection with this were very likely to be laden! At once he got up, energetically stirred. If he could only catch such a reptilian criminal, and that in the face of all the sentiment that such a brutal murder was likely to inspire! The August convention and nominations. The fall election.

Well, Ill be switched, he exclaimed, the presence of Heit, a religious and conservative man, suppressing anything more emphatic. I do believe were on the trail of something important, Fred. I really think so. It looks very black to me  a most damnable outrage. I suppose the first thing to do, really, is to telephone over there and see if there is such a family as Alden and exactly where they live. Its not more than fifty miles direct by car, if that much. Poor roads, though, he added. Then: That poor woman. I dread that scene. It will be a painful one, I know.

Then he called Zillah and asked her to ascertain if there was such a person as Titus Alden living near Biltz. Also, exactly how to get there. Next he added: The first thing to do will be to get Burton back here (Burton being Burton Burleigh, his legal assistant, who had gone away for a week-end vacation) and put him in charge so as to furnish you whatever you need in the way of writs and so on, Fred, while I go right over to see this poor woman. And then, if youll have Earl go back up there and get that suitcase, Ill be most obliged to you. Ill bring the father back with me, too, to identify the body. But dont say anything at all about this letter now or my going over there until I see you later, see. He grasped the hand of his friend. In the meantime, he went on, a little grandiosely, now feeling the tang of great affairs upon him, I want to thank you, Fred. I certainly do, and I wont forget it, either. You know that, dont you? He looked his old friend squarely in the eye. This may turn out better than we think. It looks to be the biggest and most important case in all my term of office, and if we can only clean it up satisfactorily and quickly, before things break here this fall, it may do us all some good, eh?

Quite so, Orville, quite so, commented Fred Heit. Not, as I said before, that I think we ought to mix politics in with a thing like this, but since it has come about so he paused, meditatively.

And in the meantime, continued the district attorney if youll have Earl have some pictures made of the exact position where the boat, oars, and hat were found, as well as mark the spot where the body was found, and subpoena as many witnesses as you can, Ill have vouchers for it all put through with the auditor. And to-morrow or Monday Ill pitch in and help myself.

And here he gripped Heits right hand  then patted him on the shoulder. And Heit, much gratified by his various moves so far  and in consequence hopeful for the future  now took up his weird straw hat and buttoning his thin, loose coat, returned to his office to get his faithful Earl on the long distance telephone to instruct him and to say that he was returning to the scene of the crime himself.


Chapter 4

Orville Mason could readily sympathize with a family which on sight struck him as having, perhaps, like himself endured the whips, the scorns and contumelies of life. As he drove up in his official car from Bridgeburg at about four oclock that Saturday afternoon, there was the old tatterdemalion farmhouse and Titus Alden himself in his shirt-sleeves and overalls coming up from a pig-pen at the foot of the hill, his face and body suggesting a man who is constantly conscious of the fact that he has made out so poorly. And now Mason regretted that he had not telephoned before leaving Bridgeburg, for he could see that the news of his daughters death would shock such a man as this most terribly. At the same time, Titus, noting his approach and assuming that it might be some one who was seeking a direction, civilly approached him.

Is this Mr. Titus Alden?

Yes, sir, thats my name.

Mr. Alden, my name is Mason. I am from Bridgeburg, district attorney of Cataraqui County.

Yes, sir, replied Titus, wondering by what strange chance the district attorney of so distant a county should be approaching and inquiring of him. And Mason now looked at Titus, not knowing just how to begin. The bitterness of the news he had to impart  the crumpling power of it upon such an obviously feeble and inadequate soul. They had paused under one of the large, dark fir trees that stood in front of the house. The wind in its needles was whispering its world-old murmur.

Mr. Alden, began Mason, with more solemnity and delicacy than ordinarily characterized him, you are the father of a girl by the name of Bert, or possibly Alberta, are you not? Im not sure that I have the name right.

Roberta, corrected Titus Alden, a titillating sense of something untoward affecting his nerves as he said it.

And Mason, before making it impossible, probably, for this man to connectedly inform him concerning all that he wished to know, now proceeded to inquire: By the way, do you happen to know a young man around here by the name of Clifford Golden?

I dont recall that I ever hard of any such person, replied Titus, slowly.

Or Carl Graham?

No, sir. No one by that name either that I recall now.

I thought so, exclaimed Mason, more to himself than to Titus. By the way, this shrewdly and commandingly, where is your daughter now?

Why, shes in Lycurgus at present. She works there. But why do you ask? Has she done anything she shouldnt  been to see you about anything? He achieved a wry smile while his gray-blue eyes were by now perturbed by puzzled inquiry.

One moment, Mr. Alden, proceeded Mason, tenderly and yet most firmly and effectively. I will explain everything to you in a moment. Just now I want to ask a few necessary questions. And he gazed at Titus earnestly and sympathetically. How long has it been since you last saw your daughter?

Why, she left here last Tuesday morning to go back to Lycurgus. She works down there for the Griffiths Collar & Shirt Company. But  ?

Now, one moment, insisted the district attorney determinedly, Ill explain all in a moment. She was up here over the week-end, possibly. Is that it?

She was up here on a vacation for about a month, explained Titus, slowly and meticulously. She wasnt feeling so very good and she came home to rest up a bit. But she was all right when she left. You dont mean to tell me, Mr. Mason, that anything has gone wrong with her, do you? He lifted one long, brown hand to his chin and cheek in a gesture, of nervous inquiry. If I thought there was anything like that  ? He ran his hand through his thinning gray hair.

Have you had any word from her since she left here? Mason went on quietly, determined to extract as much practical information as possible before the great blow fell. Any information that she was going anywhere but back there?

No, sir, we havent. Shes not hurt in any way, is she? Shes not done anything thats got her into trouble? But, no, that couldnt be. But your questions! The way you talk. He was now trembling slightly, the hand that sought his thin, pale lips, visibly and aimlessly playing about his mouth. But instead of answering, the district attorney drew from his pocket the letter of Roberta to her mother, and displaying only the handwriting on the envelope, asked: Is that the handwriting of your daughter?

Yes, sir, thats her handwriting, replied Titus, his voice rising slightly. But what is this, Mr. District Attorney? How do you come to have that? Whats in there? He clinched his hands in a nervous way, for in Masons eyes he now clearly foresaw tragedy in some form. What is this  this  what has she written in that letter? You must tell me  if anything has happened to my girl! He began to look excitedly about as though it were his intention to return to the house for aid  to communicate to his wife the dread that was coming upon him  while Mason, seeing the agony into which he had plunged him, at once seized him firmly and yet kindly by the arms and began:

Mr. Alden, this is one of those dark times in the lives of some of us when all the courage we have is most needed. I hesitate to tell you because I am a man who has seen something of life and I know how you will suffer.

She is hurt. She is dead, maybe, exclaimed Titus, almost shrilly, the pupils of his eyes dilating.

Orville Mason nodded.

Roberta! My first born! My God! Our Heavenly Father! His body crumpled as though from a blow and he leaned to steady himself against an adjacent tree. But how? Where? In the factory by a machine? Oh, dear God! He turned as though to go to his wife, while the strong, scar-nosed district attorney sought to detain him.

One moment, Mr. Alden, one moment. You must not go to your wife yet. I know this is very hard, terrible, but let me explain. Not in Lycurgus. Not by any machine. No! No  drowned! In Big Bittern. She was up there on an outing on Thursday, do you understand? Do you hear? Thursday. She was drowned in Big Bittern on Thursday in a boat. It overturned.

The excited gestures and words of Titus at this point so disturbed the district attorney that he found himself unable to explain as calmly as he would have liked the process by which even an assumed accidental drowning had come about. From the moment the word death in connection with Roberta had been used by Mason, the mental state of Alden was that of one not a little demented. After his first demands he now began to vent a series of animal-like groans as though the breath had been knocked from his body. At the same time, he bent over, crumpled up as from pain  then struck his hands together and threw them to his temples.

My Roberta dead! My daughter! Oh, no, no, Roberta! Oh, my God! Not drowned! It cant be. And her mother speaking of her only an hour ago. This will be the death of her when she hears it. It will kill me, too. Yes, it will. Oh, my poor, dear, dear girl. My darling! Im not strong enough to stand anything like this, Mr. District Attorney.

He leaned heavily and wearily upon Masons arms while the latter sustained him as best he could. Then, after a moment, he turned questioningly and erratically toward the front door of the house at which he gazed as one might who was wholly demented. Whos to tell her? he demanded. How is any one to tell her?

But, Mr. Alden, consoled Mason, for your own sake, for your wifes sake, I must ask you now to calm yourself and help me consider this matter as seriously as you would if it were not your daughter. There is much more to this than I have been able to tell you. But you must be calm. You must allow me to explain. This is all very terrible and I sympathize with you wholly. I know what it means. But there are some dreadful and painful facts that you will have to know about. Listen. Listen.

And then, still holding Titus by the arm he proceeded to explain as swiftly and forcefully as possible, the various additional facts and suspicions in connection with the death of Roberta, finally giving him her letter to read, and winding up with: A crime! A crime, Mr. Alden! Thats what we think over in Bridgeburg, or at least thats what were afraid of  plain murder, Mr. Alden, to use a hard, cold word in connection with it. He paused while Alden, struck by this  the element of crime  gazed as one not quite able to comprehend. And, as he gazed, Mason went on: And as much as I respect your feelings, still as the chief representative of the law in my county, I felt it to be my personal duty to come here to-day in order to find out whether there is anything that you or your wife or any of your family know about this Clifford Golden, or Carl Graham, or whoever he is who lured your daughter to that lonely lake up there. And while I know that the blackest of suffering is yours right now, Mr. Alden, I maintain that it should be your wish, as well as your duty, to do whatever you can to help us clear up this matter. This letter here seems to indicate that your wife at least knows something concerning this individual  his name, anyhow. And he tapped the letter significantly and urgently.

The moment the suggested element of violence and wrong against his daughter had been injected into this bitter loss, there was sufficient animal instinct, as well as curiosity, resentment and love of the chase inherent in Titus to cause him to recover his balance sufficiently to give silent and solemn ear to what the district attorney was saying. His daughter not only drowned, but murdered, and that by some youth who according to this letter she was intending to marry! And he, her father, not even aware of his existence! Strange that his wife should know and he not. And that Roberta should not want him to know.

And at once, born for the most part of religion, convention and a general rural suspicion of all urban life and the mystery and involuteness of its ungodly ways, there sprang into his mind the thought of a city seducer and betrayer  some youth of means, probably, whom Roberta had met since going to Lycurgus and who had been able to seduce her by a promise of marriage which he was not willing to fulfil. And forthwith there flared up in his mind a terrible and quite uncontrollable desire for revenge upon any one who could plot so horrible a crime as this against his daughter. The scoundrel! The raper! The murderer!

Here he and his wife had been thinking that Roberta was quietly and earnestly and happily pursuing her hard, honest way in Lycurgus in order to help them and herself. And from Thursday afternoon until Friday her body had lain beneath the waters of that lake. And they asleep in their comfortable beds, or walking about, totally unaware of her dread state. And now her body in a strange room or morgue somewhere, unseen and unattended by any of all those who loved her so  and to-morrow to be removed by cold, indifferent public officials to Bridgeburg.

If there is a God, he exclaimed excitedly, He will not let such a scoundrel as this go unpunished! Oh, no, He will not! I have yet to see, he suddenly quoted, the children of the righteous forsaken or their seed begging for bread. At the same time, a quivering compulsion for action dominating him, he added: I must talk to my wife about this right away. Oh, yes, I must. No, no, you wait here. I must tell her first, and alone. Ill be back. Ill be back. You just wait here. I know it will kill her. But she must know about this. Maybe she can tell us who this is and then we can catch him before he manages to get too far away. But, oh, my poor girl! My poor, dear Roberta! My good, kind, faithful daughter!

And so, talking in a maundering manner, his eyes and face betraying an only half-sane misery, he turned, the shambling, automaton-like motions of his angular figure now directing him to a lean-to, where, as he knew, Mrs. Alden was preparing some extra dishes for the next day, which was Sunday. But once there he paused in the doorway without the courage to approach further, a man expressing in himself all the pathos of helpless humanity in the face of the relentless and inexplicable and indifferent forces of Life!

Mrs. Alden turned, and at the sight of his strained expression, dropped her own hands lifelessly, the message of his eyes as instantly putting to flight the simple, weary and yet peaceful contemplation in her own.

Titus! For goodness sake! Whatever is the matter?

Lifted hands, half-open mouth, an eerie, eccentric and uncalculated tensing and then widening of the eyelids, and then the word: Roberta!

What about her? What about her? Titus  what about her?

Silence. More of those nervous twitchings of the mouth eyes, hands. Then...Dead! Shes been  been drowned! followed by his complete collapse on a bench that stood just inside the door. And Mrs. Alden, staring for a moment, at first not quite comprehending, then fully realizing, sinking heavily and without a word to the floor. And Titus, looking at her and nodding his head as if to say: Quite right. So should it be. Momentary escape for her from the contemplation of this horrible fact. And then slowly rising, going to her and kneeling beside her, straightening her out. Then as slowly going out to the door and around to the front of the house where Orville Mason was seated on the broken front steps, contemplating speculatively along with the afternoon sun in the west the misery that this lorn and incompetent farmer was conveying to his wife. And wishing for the moment that it might be otherwise  that no such case, however profitable to himself, had arisen.

But now, at sight of Titus Alden, he jumped up and preceded the skeleton-like figure into the lean-to. And finding Mrs. Alden, as small as her daughter nearly, and limp and still, he gathered her into his strong arms and carried her through the dining-room into the living-room, where stood an antiquated lounge, on which he laid her. And there, feeling for her pulse, and then hurrying for some water, while he looked for some one  a son, daughter, neighbor, any one. But not seeing any one, hurrying back with the water to dash a little of it on her face and hands.

Is there a doctor anywhere near here? He was addressing Titus, who was now kneeling by his wife.

In Biltz  yes  Dr. Crane.

Have you  has any one around here a telephone?

Mr. Wilcox. He pointed in the direction of the Wilcoxs, whose telephone Roberta had so recently used.

Just watch her. Ill be back.

Forthwith he was out of the house and away to call Crane or any other doctor, and then as swiftly returning with Mrs. Wilcox and her daughter. And then waiting, waiting, until first neighbors arrived and then eventually Dr. Crane, with whom he consulted as to the advisability of discussing with Mrs. Alden yet this day the unescapable mystery which had brought him here. And Dr. Crane, very much impressed by Mr. Masons solemn, legal manner, admitting that it might even be best.

And at last Mrs. Alden treated with heroin and crooned and mourned over by all present, being brought to the stage where it was possible, slowly and with much encouragement, to hear in the first place what the extenuating circumstances were; next being questioned concerning the identity of the cryptic individual referred to in Robertas letter. The only person whom Mrs. Alden could recall as ever having been mentioned by Roberta as paying particular attention to her, and that but once the Christmas before, was Clyde Griffiths, the nephew of the wealthy Samuel Griffiths, of Lycurgus, and the manager of the department in which Roberta worked.

But this in itself, as Mason and the Aldens themselves at once felt, was something which assuredly could not be taken to mean that the nephew of so great a man could be accused of the murder of Roberta. Wealth! Position! Indeed, in the face of such an accusation Mason was inclined to pause and consider. For the social difference between this man and this girl from his point of view seemed great. At that, it might be so. Why not? Was it not likely that a youth of such a secure position would possibly more than another, since she was so attractive as Heit had said, be the one to be paying casual and secret attention to a girl like Roberta? Did she not work in his uncles factory? And was she not poor? Besides, as Fred Heit had already explained, whoever it was that this girl was with at the time of her death, she had not hesitated to cohabit with him before marriage. And was that not part and parcel of a rich and sophisticated youths attitude toward a poor girl? By reason of his own early buffetings at the mood of chance and established prosperity the idea appealed to him intensely. The wretched rich! The indifferent rich! And here were her mother and father obviously believing most firmly in her innocence and virtue.

Further questioning of Mrs. Alden only brought out the fact that she had never seen this particular youth, and had never even heard of any other. The only additional data that either she or her husband could furnish was that during her last home-coming of a month Roberta had not been feeling at all well  drooped about the house and rested a good deal. Also that she had written a number of letters which she had given to the postman or placed in the delivery box at the road-crossing below. Neither Mr. nor Mrs. Alden knew to whom they were addressed, although the postman would be likely to know, as Mason quickly thought. Also, during this period, she had been busy making some dresses, at least four. And during the latter part of her stay, she had been the recipient of a number of telephone calls  from a certain Mr. Baker, as Titus had heard Mr. Wilcox say. Also, on departing, she had taken only such baggage as she had brought with her  her small trunk and her bag. The trunk she had checked herself at the station, but just where, other than Lycurgus, Titus could not say.

But now, suddenly, since he was attaching considerable importance to the name Baker, there popped into Masons mind:

Clifford Golden! Carl Graham! Clyde Griffiths! and at once the identity of the intitials as well as the related euphony of the names gave him pause. An astounding coincidence truly, if this same Clyde Griffiths had nothing to do with this crime! Immediately he was anxious to go direct to the mailman and question him.

But since Titus Alden was important not only as a witness in identifying Robertas body and the contents of the suitcase left by her at Gun Lodge but also to persuade the postman to talk freely, he now asked him to dress and accompany him, assuring him that he would allow him to return to-morrow.

After cautioning Mrs. Alden to talk to no one in regard to this, he now proceeded to the post office to question the mailman. That individual when found, recalled, upon inquiry, and in the presence of Titus who stood like a galvanized corpse by the side of the district attorney, that not only had there been a few letters  no less than twelve or fifteen even  handed him by Roberta, during her recent stay here, but that all of them had been addressed to some one in Lycurgus by the name of  let him see  Clyde Griffiths  no less  care of General Delivery there. Forthwith, the district attorney proceeded with him to a local notarys office where a deposition was made, after which he called his office, and learning that Robertas body had been brought to Bridgeburg, he drove there with as much speed as he could attain. And once there and in the presence of the body along with Titus, Burton Burleigh, Heit and Earl Newcomb, he was able to decide for himself, even while Titus, half demented, gazed upon the features of his child, first that she truly was Roberta Alden and next as to whether he considered her of the type who would wantonly yield herself to such a liaison as the registration at Grass Lake seemed to indicate. He decided he did not. This was a case of sly, evil seduction as well as murder. Oh, the scoundrel! And still at large. Almost the political value of all this was obscured by an angry social resentfulness against men of means in general.

But this particular contact with the dead, made at ten oclock at night in the receiving parlors of the Lutz Brothers, Undertakers, and with Titus Alden falling on his knees by the side of his daughter and emotionally carrying her small, cold hands to his lips while he gazed feverishly and protestingly upon her waxy face, framed by her long brown hair, was scarcely such as to promise an unbiased or even legal opinion. The eyes of all those present were wet with tears.

And now Titus Alden injected a new and most dramatic note into the situation. For while the Lutz Brothers, with three of their friends who kept an automobile shop next door, Everett Beeker, the present representative of the Bridgeburg Republican, and Sam Tacksun, the editor and publisher of the Democrat, awesomely gazed over or between the heads of each other from without a side door which gave into the Lutzs garage, he suddenly rose and moving wildly toward Mason, exclaimed: I want you to find the scoundrel who did this, Mr. District Attorney. I want him to be made to suffer as this pure, good girl has been made to suffer. Shes been murdered  thats all. No one but a murderer would take a girl out on a lake like that and strike her as any one can see she has been struck. He gestured toward his dead child. I have no money to help prosecute a scoundrel like that. But I will work. I will sell my farm.

His voice broke and seemingly he was in danger of falling as he turned toward Roberta again. And now, Orville Mason, swept into this fathers stricken and yet retaliatory mood, pressed forward to exclaim: Come away, Mr. Alden. We know this is your daughter. I swear all you gentlemen as witnesses to this identification. And if it shall be proved that this little girl of yours was murdered, as it now seems, I promise you, Mr. Alden, faithfully and dutifully as the district attorney of this county, that no time or money or energy on my part will be spared to track down this scoundrel and hale him before the proper authorities! And if the justice of Cataraqui County is what I think it is, you can leave him to any jury which our local court will summon. And you wont need to sell your farm, either.

Mr. Mason, because of his deep, if easily aroused, emotion, as well as the presence of the thrilled audience, was in his most forceful as well as his very best oratorical mood.

And one of the Lutz Brothers  Ed  the recipient of all of the county coroners business  was moved to exclaim:

Thats the ticket, Orville. Youre the kind of a district attorney we like. And Everett Beeker now called out: Go to it, Mr. Mason. Were with you to a man when it comes to that. And Fred Heit, as well as his assistant, touched by Masons dramatic stand, his very picturesque and even heroic appearance at the moment, now crowded closer, Heit to take his friend by the hand, Earl to exclaim: More power to you, Mr. Mason. Well do all we can, you bet. And dont forget that bag that she left at Gun Lodge is over at your office. I gave it to Burton two hours ago.

Thats right, too. I was almost forgetting that, exclaimed Mason, most calmly and practically at the moment, the previous burst of oratory and emotion having by now been somehow merged in his own mind with the exceptional burst of approval which up to this hour he had never experienced in any case with which previously he had been identified.


Chapter 5

As he proceeded to his office, accompanied by Alden and the officials in this case, his thought was running on the motive of this heinous crime  the motive. And because of his youthful sexual deprivations, his mind now tended continually to dwell on that. And meditating on the beauty and charm of Roberta, contrasted with her poverty and her strictly moral and religious upbringing, he was convinced that in all likelihood this man or boy, whoever he was, had seduced her and then later, finding himself growing tired of her, had finally chosen this way to get rid of her  this deceitful, alleged marriage trip to the lake. And at once he conceived an enormous personal hate for the man. The wretched rich! The idle rich! The wastrel and evil rich  a scion or representative of whom this young Clyde Griffiths was. If he could but catch him.

At the same time it now suddenly occurred to him that because of the peculiar circumstances attending this case  this girl cohabiting with this man in this way  she might be pregnant. And at once this suspicion was sufficient, not only to make him sexually curious in regard to all the details of the life and courtship that had led to this  but also very anxious to substantiate for himself whether his suspicions were true. Immediately he began to think of a suitable doctor to perform an autopsy  if not here, then in Utica or Albany  also of communicating to Heit his suspicions in the connection, and of having this, as well as the import of the blows upon her face, determined.

But in regard to the bag and its contents, which was the immediate matter before him, he was fortunate in finding one additional bit of evidence of the greatest importance. For, apart from the dresses and hats made by Roberta, her lingerie, a pair of red silk garters purchased at Braunsteins in Lycurgus and still in their original box, there was the toilet set presented by Clyde to her the Christmas before. And with it the small, plain white card, on which Clyde had written: For Bert from Clyde  Merry Xmas. But no family name. And the writing a hurried scrawl, since it had been written at a time when Clyde was most anxious to be elsewhere than with her.

At once it occurred to Mason  how odd that the presence of this toilet set in this bag, together with the card, should not have been known to the slayer. But if it were, and he had not removed the card, could it be possible that this same Clyde was the slayer? Would a man contemplating murder fail to see a card such as this, with his own handwriting on it? What sort of a plotter and killer would that be? Immediately afterward he thought: Supposing the presence of this card could be concealed until the day of the trial and then suddenly produced, assuming the criminal denied any intimacy with the girl, or having given her any toilet set? And for the present he took the card and put it in his pocket, but not before Earl Newcomb, looking at it carefully, had observed: Im not positive, Mr. Mason, but that looks to me like the writing on the register up at Big Bittern. And at once Mason replied: Well, it wont take long to establish the fact.

He then signaled Heit to follow him into an adjoining chamber, where once alone with him, free from the observation and hearing of the others, he began: Well, Fred, you see it was just as you thought. She did know who she was going with. (He was referring to his own advice over the telephone from Biltz that Mrs. Alden had provided him with definite information as to the criminal.) But you couldnt guess in a thousand years unless I told you. He leaned over and looked at Heit shrewdly.

I dont doubt it, Orville. I havent the slightest idea.

Well, you know of Griffiths & Company, of Lycurgus?

Not the collar people?

Yes, the collar people.

Not the son. Fred Heits eyes opened wider than they had in years. His wide, brown hand grasped the end of his beard.

No, not the son. A nephew!

Nephew! Of Samuel Griffiths? Not truly! The old, moral-religious, politic-commercial coroner stroked his beard again and stared.

The fact seems to point that way, Fred, now at least. Im going down there yet to-night, though, and I hope to know a lot more to-morrow. But this Alden girl  theyre the poorest kind of farm people, you know  worked for Griffiths & Company in Lycurgus and this nephew, Clyde Griffiths, as I understand it, is in charge of the department in which she worked.

Tst! Tst! Tst! interjected the coroner.

She was home for a month  sick (he emphasized the word) just before she went on this trip last Tuesday. And during that time she wrote him at least ten letters, and maybe more. I got that from the rural delivery man. I have his affidavit here. He tapped his coat. All addressed to Clyde Griffiths in Lycurgus. I even have his house number. And the name of the family with whom she lived. I telephoned down there from Biltz. Im going to take the old man with me tonight in case anything comes up that he might know about.

Yes, yes, Orville. I understand. I see. But a Griffiths! And once more he clucked with his tongue.

But what I want to talk to you about is the inquest, now went on Mason quickly and sharply. You know Ive been thinking that it couldnt have been just because he didnt want to marry her that he wanted to kill her. That doesnt seem reasonable to me, and he added the majority of the thoughts that had caused him to conclude that Roberta was pregnant. And at once Heit agreed with him.

Well, then that means an autopsy, Mason resumed. As well as medical opinion as to the nature of those wounds. Well have to know beyond a shadow of a doubt, Fred, and before that body is taken away from here, whether that girl was killed before she was thrown out of that boat, or just stunned and then thrown out, or the boat upset. Thats very vital to the case, as you know. Well never be able to do anything unless were positive about those things. But what about the medical men around here? Do you think any of them will be able to do all these things in a shipshape way so that what they say will hold water in court.

Mason was dubious. Already he was building his case.

Well, as to that, Orville, Heit replied slowly, I cant say exactly. Youd be a better judge, maybe, than I would. Ive already asked Dr. Mitchell to step over to-morrow and take a look at her. Also Betts. But if theres any other doctor youd rather have  Bavo or Lincoln of Coldwater  how about Bavo?

Id rather have Webster, of Utica, went on Mason, or Beemis, or both. Four or five opinions in a case like this wont be any too many.

And Heit, sensing the importance of the great responsibility now resting on him, added: Well, I guess youre right, Orville. Maybe four or five would be better than one or two. That means, though, that the inquest will have to be postponed for a day or two more, till we get these men here.

Quite right! Quite right, went on Mason, but that will be a good thing, too, as long as Im going down to Lycurgus to-night to see what I can find out. You never can tell. I may catch up with him. I hope so, anyhow, or if not that, then I may come upon something thatll throw some extra light on this. For this is going to be a big thing, Fred. I can see that  the most difficult case that ever came my way, or yours, either,  and we cant be too careful as to how we move from now on. Hes likely to be rich, you see, and if he is hell fight. Besides theres that family down there to back him up.

He ran a nervous hand through his shock of hair, then added: Well, thats all right too. The next thing to do is to get Beemis and Webster of Utica  better wire them to-night, eh, or call them up. And Sprull of Albany, and then, to keep peace in the family around here, perhaps wed better have Lincoln and Betts over here. And maybe Bavo. He permitted himself the faintest shadow of a smile. In the meantime, Ill be going along, Fred. Arrange to have them come up Monday or Tuesday, instead of to-morrow. I expect to be back by then and if so I can be with you. If you can, better get em up here, Monday  see  the quicker the better  and well see what we know by then.

He went to a drawer to secure some extra writs. And then into the outer room to explain to Alden the trip that was before him. And to have Burleigh call up his wife, to whom he explained the nature of his work and haste and that he might not be back before Monday.

And all the way down to Utica, which took three hours, as well as a wait of one hour before a train for Lycurgus could be secured, and an additional hour and twenty minutes on that train, which set them down at about seven, Orville Mason was busy extracting from the broken and gloomy Titus, as best he could, excerpts from his own as well as Robertas humble past  her generosity, loyalty, virtue, sweetness of heart, and the places and conditions under which previously she had worked, and what she had received, and what she had done with the money  a humble story which he was quite able to appreciate.

Arriving at Lycurgus with Titus by his side, he made his way as quickly as possible to the Lycurgus House, where he took a room for the father in order that he might rest. And after that to the office of the local district attorney, from whom he must obtain authority to proceed, as well as an officer who would execute his will for him here. And then being supplied with a stalwart detective in plain clothes, he proceeded to Clydes room in Taylor Street, hoping against hope that he might find him there. But Mrs. Peyton appearing and announcing that Clyde lived there but that at present he was absent (having gone the Tuesday before to visit friends at Twelfth Lake, she believed), he was rather painfully compelled to announce, first, that he was the district attorney of Cataraqui County, and, next, that because of certain suspicious circumstances in connection with the drowning of a girl in Big Bittern, with whom they had reason to believe that Clyde was at the time, they would now be compelled to have access to his room, a statement which so astonished Mrs. Peyton that she fell back, an expression of mixed amazement, horror, and unbelief overspreading her features.

Not Mr. Clyde Griffiths! Oh, how ridiculous! Why, hes the nephew of Mr. Samuel Griffiths and very well known here. Im sure they can tell you all about him at their residence, if you must know. But anything like  oh, impossible! And she looked at both Mason and the local detective who was already displaying his official badge, as though she doubted both their honesty and authority.

At the same time, the detective, being all too familiar with such circumstances, had already placed himself beyond Mrs. Peyton at the foot of the stairs leading to the floor above. And Mason now drew from his pocket a writ of search, which he had been careful to secure.

I am sorry, Madam, but I am compelled to ask you to show us his room. This is a search warrant and this officer is here at my direction. And at once struck by the futility of contending with the law, she now nervously indicated Clydes room, feeling still that some insane and most unfair and insulting mistake was being made.

But the two having proceeded to Clydes room, they began to look here and there. At once both noted one small and not very strong trunk, locked and standing in one corner, which Mr. Faunce, the detective, immediately began to lift to decide upon its weight and strength, while Mason began to examine each particular thing in the room  the contents of all drawers and boxes, as well as the pockets of all clothes. And in the chiffonier drawers, along with some discarded underwear and shirts and a few old invitations from the Trumbulls, Starks, Griffiths, and Harriets, he now found a memorandum sheet which Clyde had carried home from his desk and on which he had written: Wednesday, Feb. 20th, dinner at Starks  and below that, Friday, 22nd, Trumbulls  and this handwriting Mason at once compared with that on the card in his pocket, and being convinced by the similarity that he was in the room of the right man, he took the invitations and then looked toward the trunk which the detective was now contemplating.

What about this, chief? Will you take it away or open it here?

I think, said Mason solemnly, wed better open that right here, Faunce. Ill send for it afterwards, but I want to see whats in it now. And at once the detective extracted from his pocket a heavy chisel, while he began looking around for a hammer.

It isnt very strong, he said, I think I can kick it open if you say so.

At this point, Mrs. Peyton, most astounded by these developments, and anxious to avoid any such rough procedure, exclaimed: You can have a hammer if you wish, but why not wait and send for a key man? Why, I never heard of such a thing in all my life.

However, the detective having secured the hammer and jarred the lock loose, there lay revealed in a small top crate various unimportant odds and ends of Clydes wardrobe  socks, collars, ties, a muffler, suspenders, a discarded sweater, a pair of not too good high-top winter shoes, a cigarette holder, a red lacquer ash tray, and a pair of skates. But in addition among these, in the corner in one compact bundle, the final fifteen letters of Roberta, written him from Biltz, together with a small picture of herself given him the year before, as well as another small bundle consisting of all the notes and invitations written him by Sondra up to the time she had departed for Pine Point, The letters written from there Clyde had taken with him  laid next his heart. And, even more incriminating, a third bundle, consisting of eleven letters from his mother, the first two addressed to Harry Tenet, care of general delivery, Chicago  a most suspicious circumstance on the surface  whereas the others of the bundle were addressed to Clyde Griffiths, not only care of the Union League, Chicago, but to Lycurgus.

Without waiting further to see what else the trunk might contain, the district attorney began opening these and reading  first three from Roberta, after which the reason she had gone to Biltz was made perfectly plain  then the three first letters from his mother, on most pathetically commonplace stationery, as he could see, hinting at the folly of the life as well as the nature of the accident that had driven him from Kansas City, and at the same time advising him most solicitously and tenderly as to the proper path for his feet in the future, the general effect of which was to convey to a man of Masons repressed temperament and limited social experience the impression that from the very beginning this individual had been of a loose, wayward and errant character.

At the same time, and to his surprise, he now learned that except for what his rich uncle might have done for him here, Clyde was obviously of a poor, as well as highly religious, branch of the Griffiths family, and while ordinarily this might have influenced him in Clydes favor a little, still now, in view of the notes of Sondra, as well as the pathetic letters of Roberta and his mothers reference to some earlier crime in Kansas City, he was convinced that not only was Clyde of such a disposition as could plot such a crime but also one who could execute it in cold blood. That crime in Kansas City. He must wire the district attorney there for particulars.

And with this thought in mind, he now scanned more briefly but none the less sharply and critically the various notes or invitations or love messages from Sondra, all on heavily perfumed and monogrammed stationery, which grew more and more friendly and intimate as the correspondence progressed, until toward the last they invariably began:

Clydie-Mydie, or Sweetest Black Eyes, or My sweetest boy, and were signed Sonda, or Your own Sondra. And some of them dated so recently as May 10th, May 15th, May 26th, or up to the very time at which, as he instantly noted, Robertas most doleful letters began to arrive.

It was all so plain, now. One secretly betrayed girl in the background while he had the effrontery to ingratiate himself into the affections of another, this time obviously one of much higher social position here.

Although fascinated and staggered by this interesting development, he at the same time realized that this was no hour in which to sit meditating. Far from it. This trunk must be transferred at once to his hotel. Later he must go forth to find out, if he could, exactly where this individual was, and arrange for his capture. And while he ordered the detective to call up the police department and arrange for the transfer of the trunk to his room at the Lycurgus House, he hurried next to the residence of Samuel Griffiths, only to learn that no member of the family was then in the city. They were all at Greenwood Lake. But a telephone message to that place brought the information that in so far as they knew, this same Clyde Griffiths, their nephew, was at the Cranston lodge on Twelfth Lake, near Sharon, adjoining the Finchley lodge. The name Finchley, together with the town of Sharon, being already identified in Masons mind with Clyde, he at once decided that if he were still anywhere in this region, he would be there  at the summer home perhaps of this girl who had written him the various notes and invitations he had seen  this Sondra Finchley. Also had not the captain of the Cygnus declared that he had seen the youth who had come down from Three Mile Bay debark there? Eureka! He had him!

And at once, after meditating sharply on the wisdom of his course, he decided to proceed to Sharon and Pine Point himself. But in the meantime being furnished with an accurate description of Clyde, he now furnished this as well as the fact that he was wanted for murder, not only to the district attorney and the chief of police of Lycurgus, but to Newton Slack, the sheriff at Bridgeburg, as well as to Heit and his own assistant, urging all three to proceed at once to Sharon, where he would meet them.

At the same time, speaking as though for Mrs. Peyton, he now called upon the long distance telephone the Cranston lodge at Pine Point, and getting the butler on the wire, inquired whether Mr. Clyde Griffiths chanced to be there. Yes sir, he is, sir, but hes not here now, sir. I think hes on a camping party farther up the lake, sir. Any message, sir? And in response to further inquiries, he replied that he could not say exactly  a party had gone, presumably, to Bear Lake some thirty miles farther up, but when it would return he could not say  not likely before a day or two. But distinctly this same Clyde was with that party.

And at once Mason recalled the sheriff at Bridgeburg, instructing him to take four or five deputies with him so that the searching party might divide at Sharon and seize this same Clyde wherever he chanced to be. And throw him in jail at Bridgeburg, where he could explain, with all due process of law, the startling circumstances that thus far seemed to unescapably point to him as the murderer of Roberta Alden.


Chapter 6

In the interim the mental state of Clyde since that hour when, the water closing over Roberta, he had made his way to the shore, and then, after changing his clothes, had subsequently arrived at Sharon and the lakeside lodge of the Cranstons, was almost one of complete mental derangement, mainly caused by fear and confusion in his own mind as to whether he did or did not bring about her untimely end. At the same time at the lakeside the realization that if by any chance he were then and there found, skulking south rather than returning north to the inn at Big Bittern to report this seeming accident, there would be sufficient hardness and cruelty to the look of it all to convince any one that a charge of murder should be made against him, had fiercely tortured him. For, as he now saw it, he really was not guilty  was he, since at the last moment he had experienced that change of heart?

But who was going to believe that now, since he did not go back to explain? And it would never do to go back now! For if Sondra should hear that he had been on this lake with this factory girl  that he had registered with her as husband and wife...God!

And then trying to explain to his uncle afterwards, or his cold, hard cousin  or all those smart, cynical Lycurgus people! No! No! Having gone so far he must go on. Disaster  if not death  lay in the opposite direction. He would have to make the best of this terrible situation  make the best of this plan that had ended so strangely and somewhat exculpatorily for him.

And yet these woods! This approaching night. The eerie loneliness and danger of it all now. How now to do, what to say, if met by any one. He was so confused  mentally and nervously sick. The crackle of a twig and he leaped forward as a hare.

And in this state it was that, after having recovered his bag and changed his clothes, wringing out his wet suit and attempting to dry it, then packing it in his bag under some dry twigs and pine-needles and burying the tripod beneath a rotting log, that he plunged into the woods after night had fallen. Yet meditating more and more on his very strange and perilous position. For supposing, just as he had unintentionally struck at her, and they had fallen into the water and she uttered those piercing and appealing cries, there had been some one on the shore  some one watching  one of those strong, hardy men whom he had seen loitering about during the day and who might even at this moment be sounding a local alarm that would bring a score of such men to the work of hunting for him this very night! A man hunt! And they would take him back and no one would ever believe that he had not intentionally struck her! They might even lynch him before he could so much as secure a fair trial. It was possible. It had been done. A rope around his neck. Or shot down in these woods, maybe. And without an opportunity to explain how it had all come about  how harried and tortured he had been by her for so long. They would never understand that.

And so thinking he hurried faster and faster  as fast as strong and serried and brambly young firs and dead branches that cracked most ominously at times would permit, thinking always as he went that the road to Three Mile Bay must be to his right hand, the moon to his left when it should rise.

But, God, what was that?

Oh, that terrible sound!

Like a whimpering, screeching spirit in this dark!

There!

What was it?

He dropped his bag and in a cold sweat sunk down, crouching behind a tall, thick tree, rigid and motionless with fear.

That sound!

But only a screech-owl! He had heard it several weeks before at the Cranston lodge. But here! In this wood! This dark! He must be getting on and out of here. There was no doubt of that. He must not be thinking such horrible, fearful thoughts, or he would not be able to keep up his strength or courage at all.

But that look in the eyes of Roberta! That last appealing look! God! He could not keep from seeing it! Her mournful, terrible screams! Could he not cease from hearing them  until he got out of here anyhow?

Had she understood, when he struck her, that it was not intentional  a mere gesture of anger and protest? Did she know that now, wherever she was  in the bottom of the lake  or here in the dark of these woods beside him, mayhap? Ghosts! Hers. But he must get out of this  out of this! He must  and yet the safety of these woods, too. He must not be too brash in stepping out into any road, either. Pedestrians! People in search of him, maybe! But did people really live after death? Were there ghosts? And did they know the truth? Then she must know  but how he plotted before that, too. And what would she think of that! And was she here now reproachfully and gloomily pursuing him with mistaken accusations, as true as it might be that he had intended to kill her at first? He had! He had! And that was the great sin, of course. Even though he had not killed her, yet something had done it for him! That was true.

But ghosts  God  spirits that might pursue you after they were dead, seeking to expose and punish you  seeking to set people on your track, maybe! Who could tell? His mother had confessed to him and Frank and Esta and Julia that she believed in ghosts.

And then at last the moon, after three such hours of stumbling, listening, waiting, perspiring, trembling. No one in sight now, thank God! And the stars overhead  bright and yet soft, as at Pine Point where Sondra was. If she could see him now, slipping away from Roberta dead in that lake, his own hat upon the waters there! If she could have heard Robertas cries! How strange, that never, never, never would he be able to tell her that because of her, her beauty, his passion for her and all that she had come to mean to him, he had been able to...to...to...well, attempt this terrible thing  kill a girl whom once he had loved. And all his life he would have this with him, now,  this thought! He would never be able to shake it off  never, never, never. And he had not thought of that, before. It was a terrible thing in its way, just that, wasnt it?

But then suddenly there in the dark, at about eleven oclock, as he afterwards guessed, the water having stopped his watch, and after he had reached the highroad to the west  and walked a mile or two,  those three men, quick, like ghosts coming out of the shadow of the woods. He thought at first that having seen him at the moment he had struck Roberta or the moment afterward, they had now come to take him. The sweating horror of that moment! And that boy who had held up the light the better to see his face. And no doubt he had evinced most suspicious fear and perturbation, since at the moment he was most deeply brooding on all that had happened, terrorized really by the thought that somehow, in some way, he had left some clue that might lead directly to him. And he did jump back, feeling that these were men sent to seize him. But at that moment, the foremost, a tall, bony man, without appearing to be more than amused at his obvious cowardice, had called, Howdy, stranger! while the youngest, without appearing to be suspicious at all, had stepped forward and then turned up the light. And it was then that he had begun to understand that they were just countrymen or guides  not a posse in pursuit of him  and that if he were calm and civil they would have no least suspicion that he was the murderer that he was.

But afterward he had said to himself But they will remember me, walking along this lonely road at this hour with this bag, wont they? And so at once he had decided that he must hurry  hurry  and not be seen by any others anywhere there.

Then, hours later and just as the moon was lowering toward the west, a sickly yellow pallor overspreading the woods and making the night even more wretched and wearisome, he had come to Three Mile Bay itself  a small collection of native and summer cottages nestling at the northernmost end of what was known as the Indian Chain. And in it, as he could see from a bend in the road, a few pale lights still twinkling. Stores. Houses. Street lamps. But all dim in the pale light  so dim and eerie to him. One thing was plain  at this hour and dressed as he was and with his bag in hand, he could not enter there. That would be to fix curiosity as well as suspicion on him, assuredly, if any one was still about. And as the launch that ran between this place and Sharon, from whence he would proceed to Pine Point, did not leave until eight-thirty, he must hide away in the meantime and make himself as presentable as possible.

And accordingly re-entering a thicket of pines that descended to the very borders of the town, there to wait until morning, being able to tell by a small clock-face which showed upon the sides of a small church tower, when the hour for emerging had arrived. But, in the interim debating, Was it wise so to do? For who might not be here to wait for him? Those three men  or some one else who might have seen?  Or an officer, notified from somewhere else. Yet deciding after a time that it was best to go just the same. For to stalk along in the woods west of this lake  and by night rather than day  seeing that by day he might be seen, and when by taking this boat he could reach in an hour and a half  or two hours at the most  the Cranston lodge at Sharon, whereas by walking he would not arrive until to-morrow,  was not that unwise, more dangerous? Besides, he had promised Sondra and Bertine that he would be there Tuesday. And here it was Friday! Again, by tomorrow, might not a hue and cry be on  his description sent here and there  whereas this morning  well, how could Roberta have been found as yet? No, no. Better this way. For who knew him here  or could identify him as yet with either Carl Graham or Clifford Golden. Best go this way,  speedily, before anything else in connection with her developed. Yes, yes. And finally, the clock-hands pointing to eight-ten, making his way out, his heart beating heavily as he did so.

At the foot of this street was the launch which steamed from here to Sharon. And as he loitered he observed the bus from Raquette Lake approaching. It now occurred to him, if he encountered any one he knew on the steamer dock or boat, could he not say that he was fresh from Raquette Lake, where Sondra, as well as Bertine, had many friends, or in case they themselves came down on the boat, that he had been there the day before. What matter whose name or lodge he mentioned  an invented one, if need be.

And so, at last, making his way to the boat and boarding it. And later at Sharon, leaving it again and without, as he thought, appearing to attract any particular attention at either end. For, although there were some eleven passengers, all strangers to him, still no one other than a young country girl in a blue dress and a white straw hat, whom he guessed to be from this vicinity, appeared to pay any particular attention to him. And her glances were admiring rather than otherwise, although sufficient, because of his keen desire for secrecy, to cause him to retire to the rear of the boat, whereas the others appeared to prefer the forward deck. And once in Sharon, knowing that the majority were making for the railway station to catch the first morning train down, he followed briskly in their wake, only to turn into the nearest lunch-room in order to break the trail, as he hoped. For although he had walked the long distance from Big Bittern to Three Mile Bay, and previously had rowed all afternoon, and merely made a pretense of eating the lunch which Roberta had prepared at Grass Lake, still even now he was not hungry. Then seeing a few passengers approaching from the station, yet none whom he knew, he joined these again as though just coming to the inn and launch from the train.

For at this time there had come to him the thought that this south train from Albany, as well as Utica being due here at this hour, it was only natural that he should seem to come on that. Pretending first, therefore, to be going to the station, yet stopping en route to telephone Bertine and Sondra that he was here, and being assured that a car rather than a launch would be sent for him, he explained that he would be waiting on the west veranda of the inn. En route also he stopped at a news stand for a morning paper, although he knew there could be nothing in it as yet. And he had barely crossed to the veranda of the inn and seated himself before the Cranston car approached.

And in response to the greeting of the Cranston family chauffeur, whom he knew well, and who smiled most welcomingly, he was now able to achieve a seemingly easy and genial smile, though still inwardly troubled by his great dread. For no doubt by now, as he persistently argued with himself, the three men whom he had met had reached Big Bittern. And by now both Roberta and he must assuredly have been missed, and maybe, who knows, the upturned boat with his hat and her veil discovered! If so, might they not have already reported that they had seen such a man as himself, carrying a bag, and making his way to the south in the night? And, if so, would not that, regardless of whether the body was found or not, cause them to become dubious as to whether a double drowning had occurred? And supposing by some strange chance her body should come to the surface? Then what? And might there not be a mark left by that hard blow he had given her? If so, would they not suspect murder, and his body not coming up and those men describing the man they had seen, would not Clifford Golden or Carl Graham be suspected of murder?

But neither Clifford Golden nor Carl Graham were Clyde Griffiths by any means. And they could not possibly identify Clyde Griffiths  with either Clifford Golden or Carl Graham. For had he not taken every precaution, even searching through Robertas bag and purse there at Grass Lake while at his request after breakfast she had gone back to see about the lunch? Had he not? True, he had found those two letters from that girl, Theresa Bouser, addressed to Roberta at Biltz, and he had destroyed them before ever leaving for Gun Lodge. And as for that toilet set in its original case, with the label Whitely-Lycurgus on it, while it was true that he had been compelled to leave that, still might not any one  Mrs. Clifford Golden, or Mrs. Carl Graham  have bought that in Whitelys, and so without the possibility of its being traced to him? Assuredly. And as for her clothes, even assuming that they did go to prove her identity, would it not be assumed, by her parents as well as others, that she had gone on this trip with a strange man by the name of Golden or Graham, and would they not want that hushed up without further ado? At any rate, he would hope for the best  keep up his nerve, put on a strong, pleasant, cheerful front here, so that no one would think of him as the one, since he had not actually killed her, anyhow.

Here he was in this fine car. And Sondra, as well as Bertine, waiting for him. He would have to say that he was just up from Albany  had been on some errand over there for his uncle which had taken all of this time since Tuesday. And while he should be blissfully happy with Sondra, still here were all of those dreadful things of which now all of the time he would be compelled to think. The danger that in some inadvertent way he had not quite covered all the tracks that might lead to him. And if he had not! Exposure! Arrest! Perhaps a hasty and unjust conviction  punishment, even! Unless he was able to explain about that accidental blow. The end of all his dreams in connection with Sondra  Lycurgus  the great life that he had hoped for himself. But could he explain as to that? Could he? God!


Chapter 7

From Friday morning until the following Tuesday noon, moving amid such scenes as previously had so exhilarated and enthralled him, Clyde was now compelled to suffer the most frightful fears and dreads. For, although met by Sondra, as well as Bertine, at the door of the Cranston lodge, and shown by them to the room he was to occupy, he could not help but contrast every present delight here with the danger of his immediate and complete destruction.

As he had entered, Sondra had poutingly whispered, so that Bertine might not hear: Baddie! Staying down there a whole week when you might have been up here. And Sondra planning everything for you! You ought to have a good spanking. I was going to call up to-day to see where you were. Yet at the same time her eyes conveying the infatuation that now dominated her.

And he, in spite of his troubled thoughts achieving a gay smile,  for once in her presence even the terror of Robertas death, his own present danger appeared to dwindle. If only all went well, now,  nothing were traced to him! A clear path! A marvelous future! Her beauty! Her love! Her wealth. And yet, after being ushered to his room, his bag having been carried in before him, at once becoming nervous as to the suit. It was damp and wrinkled. He must hide it on one of the upper shelves of a closet, maybe. And the moment he was alone and the door locked, taking it out, wet and wrinkled, the mud of the shores of Big Bittern still about the legs  yet deciding perhaps not  perhaps he had better keep it locked in his bag until night when he could better decide what to do. Yet tying up in a single bundle, in order to have them laundered, other odds and ends he had worn that day. And, as he did so, terribly, sickeningly conscious of the mystery and drama as well as the pathos of his life  all he had contacted since his arrival in the east, how little he had in his youth. How little he had now, really. The spaciousness and grandeur of this room as contrasted with the one he occupied in Lycurgus. The strangeness of his being here at all after yesterday. The blue waters of this bright lake without as contrasted with the darker ones of Big Bittern. And on the green-sward that reached from this bright, strong, rambling house, with its wide veranda and striped awnings to the shore of the lake itself, Stuart Finchley and Violet Taylor, together with Frank Harriet and Wynette Phant, in the smartest of sport clothes, playing tennis, while Bertine and Harley Baggott tolled in the shade of a striped marquee swing.

And, he himself, after bathing and dressing, assuming a jocular air although his nerves remained tense and his mood apprehensive. And then descending to where Sondra and Burchard Taylor and Jill Trumbull were laughing over some amusing experiences in connection with motor-boating the day before. Jill Trumbull called to him as he came out: Hello, Clyde! Been playing hookey or what? I havent seen you in I dont know when. And he, after smiling wistfully at Sondra, craving as never before her sympathy as well as her affection, drawing himself up on the railing of the veranda and replying, as smoothly as he could: Been working over at Albany since Tuesday. Hot down there. Its certainly fine to be up here to-day. Whos all up? And Jill Trumbull, smiling: Oh, nearly every one, I guess. I saw Vanda over at the Randalls yesterday. And Scott wrote Bertine he was coming to the Point next Tuesday. It looks to me as though no one was going over to Greenwood much this year. And then a long and intense discussion as to why Greenwood was no longer what it had been. And then Sondra exclaiming: That reminds me! I have to phone Bella to-day. She promised to come up to that horse show over at Bristol week after next, sure. And then more talk of horses and dogs. And Clyde, listening intently in his anxiety to seem an integral part of it all, yet brooding on all that so desperately concerned him. Those three men. Roberta. Maybe they had found her body by now  who could tell, yet saying to himself  why so fearsome? Was it likely that in that depth of water  fifty feet maybe, for all he knew  that they would find her? Or that they could ever identify him with Clifford Golden or Carl Graham? How could they? Hadnt he really and truly covered his tracks except for those three men? Those three men! He shivered, as with cold, in spite of himself.

And then Sondra, sensing a note of depression about him. (She had determined from his obvious lack of equipment on his first visit that perhaps the want of money was at the bottom of his present mood, and so proposed later this day to extract seventy-five dollars from her purse and force that upon him in order that at no point where petty expenditures should be required, should he feel the least bit embarrassed during his stay this time.) And after a few moments, thinking of the short golf course, with its variety of concealing hazards for unseen kisses and embraces, she now jumped up with: Whos for a mixed foursome? Come on, Jill, Clyde, Burch! Ill bet Clyde and I can turn in a lower card than you two can!

Ill take that! exclaimed Burchard Taylor, rising and straightening his yellow and blue striped sweater, even if I didnt get in until four this morning. How about you, Jilly? If you want to make that for the lunches, Sonny, Ill take it.

And at once Clyde wincing and chilling, for he was thinking of the miserable twenty-five dollars left him from all his recent ghastly adventures. And a lunch for four here would cost not less than eight or ten dollars! Perhaps more. At the same time, Sondra, noting his expression, exclaimed: Thats a go! and drawing near to Clyde tapped him gently with her toe, exclaiming: But I have to change. Ill be right down. In the meantime, Clyde, Ill tell you what you do  go and find Andrew and tell him to get the clubs, will you? We can go over in your boat, cant we, Burchy? And Clyde, hurrying to find Andrew, and thinking of the probable cost of the lunch if he and Sondra were defeated, but being caught up with by Sondra and seized by the arm. Wait a minute, honey, Ill be right back. Then dashing up the steps to her room, and in a moment down again, a handful of bills she had reserved shut tightly in her little fist: Here, darling, quick! she whispered, taking hold of one of Clydes coat pockets and putting the money into it. Ssh! Not a word, now! Hurry! Its to pay for the lunch in case we lose, and some other things. Ill tell you afterwards. Oh, but I do love you, baby boy! And then, her warm, brown eyes fixed on him for a moment in profound admiration, dashing up the stairs again, from where she called: Dont stand there, silly! Get the golf clubs! The golf clubs! And she was gone.

And Clyde, feeling his pocket and realizing that she had given him much  plenty, no doubt, for all of his needs while here, as well as to escape if need be. And exclaiming to himself: Darling! Baby girl! His beautiful, warm, generous Sondra! She loved him so  truly loved him. But if ever she should find out! Oh, God! And yet all for her, if she only knew. All for her! And then finding Andrew and returning with him carrying the bags.

And here was Sondra again, dancing down in a smart green knitted sports costume. And Jill in a new cap and blouse which made her look like a jockey, laughing at Burchard who was at the wheel of the boat. And Sondra calling back to Bertine and Harley Baggott in the swing as she was passing: Hey, fellows! You wont come, eh?

Where?

Casino Golf Club.

Oh, too far. See you after lunch on the beach, though.

And then Burchard shooting the boat out in the lake with a whir that set it bounding like a porpoise  and Clyde gazing half in a dream, half delight and hope and the other half a cloud of shadow and terror, with arrest and death, maybe, stalking close behind. For in spite of all his preliminary planning, he was beginning to feel that he had made a mistake in openly coming out of the wood this morning. And yet had it not been best, since the only alternative was that of remaining there by day and coming out at night and following the shore road on foot to Sharon? That would have required two or three days. And Sondra, anxious as well as curious about the delay, might have telephoned to Lycurgus, thereby raising some question in regard to him which might have proved dangerous later might it not?

But here now, this bright day, with seemingly no cares of any kind, for these others at least, however dark and bleak his own background might be. And Sondra, all gayety because of his presence, now jumping up, her bright scarf held aloft in one hand like a pennant, and exclaiming foolishly and gayly: Cleopatra sailing to meet  to meet  who was it she was sailing to meet, anyhow?

Charlie Chaplin, volunteered Taylor, at the same time proceeding to ricochet the boat as roughly and erratically as possible in order to make her lose her balance.

Oh, you silly! returned Sondra, spreading her feet sufficiently apart to maintain her equilibrium, and adding for the benefit of Burchard: No, you dont either, Burchy, then continuing: Cleopatra sailing, a-a-oh, I know, aquaplaning, and throwing her head back and her arms wide, while the boat continued to jump and lurch like a frightened horse.

See if you can upset me now, Burchy, she called.

And Burchard, throwing the boat from side to side as swiftly as he dared, with Jill Trumbull, anxious for her own safety, calling: Oh, say, what do you want to do? Drown us all? at which Clyde winced and blanched as though struck.

At once he felt sick, weak. He had never imagined that it was going to be like this; that he was going to suffer so. He had imagined that it was all going to be different. And yet here he was, blanching at every accidental and unintended word! Why, if he were put to any real test  an officer descending on him unexpectedly and asking him where he had been yesterday and what he knew of Robertas death  why, he would mumble, shiver, not be able to talk, maybe  and so give his whole case away wouldnt he! He must brace up, try to look natural, happy  mustnt he  for this first day at least.

Fortunately in the speed and excitement of the play, the others seemed not to notice the startling effect of the remark upon him, and he managed by degrees to recover his outward composure. Then the launch approached the Casino and Sondra, wishing to execute some last showy stunt, jumped up and catching the rail pulled herself up, while the boat rolled past only to reverse later. And Clyde, because of a happy smile in his direction, was seized by an uncontrollable desire for her  her love, sympathy, generosity, courage. And so now, to match her smiles, he jumped up and after assisting Jill to the steps, quickly climbed up after her, pretending a gayety and enthusiasm that was as hollow inwardly as outwardly it was accurate.

Gee! Some athlete you are!

And then on the links a little later with her, and under her guidance and direction, playing as successful a game as it was possible with his little experience and as troubled as he was. And she, because of the great delight of having him all to herself in shadowy hazards where they might kiss and embrace, beginning to tell him of a proposed camping trip which she, Frank Harriet, Wynette Phant, Burchard Taylor, her brother Stuart, Grant Cranston and Bertine, as well as Harley Baggott, Perley Haynes, Jill Trumbull and Violet Taylor, had been organizing for a week, and which was to begin on the morrow afternoon, with a motor trip thirty miles up the lake and then forty miles east to a lake known as Bear, along which, with tents and equipment, they were to canoe to certain beaches and scenes known only to Harley and Frank. Different days, different points. The boys would kill squirrels and catch fish for food. Also there would be moonlight trips to an inn that could be reached by boat, so they said. A servant or two or three from different homes was to accompany them, as well as a chaperon or two. But, oh, the walks in the woods! The opportunities for love  canoe trips on the lake  hours of uninterrupted love-making for at least a week!

In spite of all that had occurred thus far to give him pause, he could not help thinking that whatever happened, was it not best to go? How wonderful to have her love him so! And what else here could he do? It would take him out of this, would it not  farther and farther from the scene of the  of the  accident and in case any one were looking for any one who looked like him, for instance  well, he would not be around where he could be seen and commented upon. Those three men.

Yet, as it now instantly occurred to him, under no circumstances must he leave here without first finding out as definitely as possible whether any one was as yet suspected. And once at the Casino, and for the moment left alone, he learned on inquiring at the news stand that there would be no Albany, Utica, or any local afternoon paper there until seven or seven-thirty. He must wait until then to know.

And so although after the lunch there was swimming and dancing, then a return to the Cranstons with Harley Baggott and Bertine  Sondra going to Pine Point, with an agreement to meet him afterwards at the Harriets for dinner  still his mind was on the business of getting these papers at the first possible opportunity. Yet unless, as he now saw, he was so fortunate as to be able to stop on his way from the Cranstons to the Harriets and so obtain one or all, he must manage to come over to this Casino in the morning before leaving for Bear Lake. He must have them. He must know what, if anything, was either being said or done so far in regard to that drowned couple.

But on his way to Harriets he was not able to get the papers. They had not come. And none at the Harriets either, when he first arrived. Yet sitting on the veranda about a half hour later, talking with the others although brooding as to all this, Sondra herself appeared and said: Oh, say, people! Ive got something to tell you. Two people were drowned this morning or yesterday up at Big Bittern, so Blanche Locke was telling me just now over the phone. Shes up at Three Mile Bay today and she says theyve found the body of the girl but not the man yet. They were drowned in the south part of the lake somewhere, she said.

At once Clyde sat up, rigid and white, his lips a bloodless line, his eyes fixed not on anything here but rather the distant scene at Big Bittern  the tall pines, the dark water closing over Roberta. Then they had found her body. And now would they believe that his body was down there, too, as he had planned? But, listen! He must hear in spite of his dizziness.

Gee, thats tough! observed Burchard Taylor, stopping his strumming on a mandolin. Anybody we know?

She says she didnt hear yet.

I never did like that lake, put in Frank Harriet. Its too lonely. Dad and I and Mr. Randall were up there fishing last summer, but we didnt stay long. Its too gloomy.

We were up there three weeks ago  dont you remember, Sondra? added Harley Baggott. You didnt care for it.

Yes, I remember, replied Sondra. A dreadfully lonely place. I cant imagine any one wanting to go up there for anything.

Well, I only hope it isnt any one we know from around here, added Burchard, thoughtfully. It would put a crimp in the fun around here for a while, anyhow.

And Clyde unconsciously wet his dry lips with his tongue and swallowed to moisten his already dry throat.

I dont suppose any of to-days papers would have anything about it yet. Has any one looked? inquired Wynette Phant, who had not heard Sondras opening remark.

There aint no papers, commented Burchard Taylor. Besides, its not likely yet, didnt Sondra say she just heard it from Blanche Locke over the phone? Shes up near there.

Oh, yes, thats right.

And yet might not that small local afternoon paper of Sharon  The Banner, wasnt it  have something as to this? If only he could see it yet to-night!

But another thought! For Heavens sake! It came to him now for the first time. His footprints! Were there any in the mud of that shore? He had not even stopped to look, climbing out so hastily as he did. And might there not have been? And then would they not know and proceed to follow him  the man those three men saw? Clifford Golden! That ride down this morning. His going out to the Cranstons in their car. That wet suit over in the room at the Cranstons! Had any one in his absence been in his room as yet to look, examine, inquire  open his bag, maybe? An officer? God! It was there in his bag. But why in his bag or anywhere else near him now? Why had he not hidden it before this  thrown it in the lake here, maybe, with a stone in it? That would keep it down. God! What was he thinking in the face of such a desperate situation as this? Supposing he did need the suit!

He was now up, standing  mentally and physically frozen really  his eyes touched with a stony glaze for the moment. He must get out of here. He must go back there, at once, and dispose of that suit  drop it in the lake  hide it somewhere in those woods beyond the house! And yet  he could not do that so swiftly, either  leave so instantly after this light conversation about the drowning of those two people. How would that look?

And as instantly there came the thought  no  be calm  show no trace of excitement of any kind, if you can manage it  appear cool  make some unimportant remark, if you can.

And so now, mustering what nervous strength he had, and drawing near to Sondra, he said: Too bad, eh? Yet in a voice that for all its thinly-achieved normality was on the borderline of shaking and trembling. His knees and his hands, also.

Yes, it certainly is, replied Sondra, turning to him alone now. I always hate to hear of anything like that, dont you? Mother worries so about Stuart and me fooling around these lakes as it is.

Yes, I know. His voice was thick and heavy. He could scarcely form the words. They were smothered, choked. His lips tightened to a thinner white line than before. His face grew paler still.

Why, whats the matter, Clydie? Sondra asked, of a sudden, looking at him more closely. You look so pale! Your eyes. Anything wrong? Arent you feeling well tonight, or is it this light out here?

She turned to look at some of the others in order to make sure, then back at him. And he, feeling the extreme importance of looking anything but the way she was describing him now drew himself up as best he could, and replied: Oh, no. It must be the light, I guess. Sure, its the light. I had  a  a hard day yesterday, thats all. I shouldnt have come over to-night, I suppose. And then achieving the weirdest and most impossible of smiles. And Sondra, gazing most sympathetically, adding: Was he so tired? My Clydie-mydie boy, after his work yesterday. Why didnt my baby boy tell me that this morning instead of doing all that we did today? Want me to get Frank to run you down to the Cranstons now? Or maybe youd like to go up in his room and lie down? He wont mind, I know. Shall I ask him?

She turned as if to speak to Frank, but Clyde, all but panic-stricken by this latest suggestion, and yet angling for an excuse to leave, exclaimed earnestly and yet shakily: Please, please dont, darling. I  I  dont want you to. Ill be all right. Ill go up after a bit if I want to, or maybe home a little early, if youre going after a while, but not now. Im not feeling as good as I should, but Ill be all right.

Sondra, because of his strained and as she now fancied almost peevish tone, desisted with: All right, honey. All right. But if you dont feel well, I wish you would let me get Frank to take you down or go upstairs. He wont mind. And then after a while  about ten-thirty  Ill excuse myself and you can go down with me to your place. Ill take you there before I go home and whoever else wants to go. Wont my baby boy do something like that?

And Clyde saying: Well, I think Ill go up and get a drink, anyhow. And disappearing in one of the spacious baths of the Harriet home, locking the door and sitting down and thinking, thinking  of Robertas body recovered, of the possibilities of a bruise of some kind, of the possibility of the print of his own feet in the mud and sandy loam of the shore; of that suit over at the Cranstons, the men in the wood, Robertas bag, hat and coat, his own liningless hat left on the water  and wondering what next to do. How to act! How to talk! Whether to go downstairs to Sondra now and persuade her to go, or whether to stay and suffer and agonize? And what would the morrows papers reveal? What? What? And was it wise, in case there was any news which would make it look as though eventually he was to be sought after, or in any way connected with this, to go on that proposed camping trip tomorrow! Or, wiser, to run away from here? He had some money now. He could go to New York, Boston, New Orleans where Ratterer was  but oh, no  not where any one knew him.

Oh, God! The folly of all his planning in connection with all this to date! The flaws! Had he ever really planned it right from the start? Had he ever really imagined, for instance, that Robertas body would be found in that deep water? And yet, here it was  risen so soon  this first day  to testify against him! And although he had signed as he had on those registers up there, was it not possible now, on account of those three men and that girl on that boat, for him to be traced? He must think, think, think! And get out of here as soon as possible, before anything really fatal in connection with that suit should happen.

Growing momentarily weaker and more terrorized, he now decided to return to Sondra below, and say that he was really feeling quite sick and that if she did not object he would prefer to go home with her, if she could arrange it. And consequently, at ten-thirty, when the evening still had hours to go, Sondra announced to Burchard that she was not feeling well and would he run her and Clyde and Jill down to her place, but that she would see them all on the morrow in time for the proposed departure for Bear Lake.

And Clyde, though brooding as to whether this early leaving on his part was not another of those wretched errors which had seemed to mark every step of this desperate and murderous scheme so far, finally entering the swift launch and being raced to the Cranston lodge in no time. And once there, excusing himself to Burchard and Sondra as nonchalantly and apologetically as might be, and then hurrying to his own room only to find the suit as he had left it  no least evidence that any one had been there to disturb the serenity of his chamber. Just the same, nervously and suspiciously, he now took it out and tied it up, and then waiting and listening for a silent moment in which to slip from the house unobserved  finally ambled out as though going for a short walk. And then, by the shore of the lake  about a quarter of a mile distant from the house  seeking out a heavy stone and tying the suit to that. And then throwing it out into the water, as far as his strength would permit. And then returning, as silently and gloomily and nervously as he had gone, and brooding and brooding as to what the morrow might reveal and what, if any appeared to question him, he would say.


Chapter 8

The morrow dawned after an all but sleepless night, harrowed by the most torturesome dreams in regard to Roberta, men who arrived to arrest him, and the hike, until at last he arose, his nerves and eyes aching. Then, venturing to come downstairs about an hour later, he saw Frederick, the chauffeur who had driven him out the day before, getting one of the cars out. And thereupon instructing him to bring all the morning Albany and Utica papers. And about nine-thirty, when he returned, proceeding to his room with them, where, locking the door and spreading one of the papers before him, he was immediately confronted by the startling headlines:

MYSTERY IN GIRLS DEATH
BODY FOUND YESTERDAY IN ADIRONDACK LAKE
MAN COMPANION MISSING

And at once strained and white he sat down in one of the chairs near the window and began to read:

Bridgeburg, N. Y., July 9.  The body of an unknown girl, presumably the wife of a young man who registered first on Wednesday morning at Grass Lake Inn, Grass Lake, N. Y., as Carl Graham and wife, and later, Thursday noon, at Big Bittern Lodge, Big Bittern, as Clifford Golden and wife was taken from the waters of the south end of Big Bittern just before noon yesterday. Because of an upturned boat, as well as a mans straw hat found floating on the water in Moon Cove, dredging with hooks and lines had been going on all morning...Up to seven oclock last evening, however, the body of the man had not as yet been recovered, and according to Coroner Heit of Bridgeburg, who by two oclock had been summoned to the scene of the tragedy, it was not considered at all likely that it would be. Several marks and abrasions found upon the dead girls head and face, as well as the testimony of three men who arrived on the scene while the search was still on and testified to having met a young man who answered to the description of Golden or Graham in the woods to the south of the lake the night before, caused many to conclude that a murder had been committed and that the murderer was seeking to make his escape.

The girls brown leather traveling bag, as well as a hat and coat belonging to her, were left, the bag in the ticket agents room at Gun Lodge, which is the railway station five miles east of Big Bittern, and the hat and coat in the coatroom of the inn at the Lake, whereas Graham or Golden is said to have taken his suitcase with him into the boat.

According to the innkeeper at Big Bittern, the couple on their arrival registered as Clifford Golden and wife of Albany. They remained in the inn but a few minutes before Golden walked to the boat-landing just outside and procured a light boat, in which, accompanied by the girl and his suitcase, he went out on the lake. They did not return, and yesterday morning the boat was found bottomside up in what is known as Moon Cove, a small bay or extension at the extreme south end of the lake, from the waters of which soon afterwards the body of the young woman was recovered. As there are no known rocks in the lake at that point, and the wounds upon the face are quite marked, suspicion was at once aroused that the girl might have been unfairly dealt with. This, together with the testimony of the three men, as well as the fact that a mans straw hat found nearby contained no lining or other method of identification, has caused Coroner Heit to assert that unless the body of the man is found he will assume that murder has been committed.

Golden or Graham, as described by innkeepers and guests and guides at Grass Lake and Big Bittern, is not more than twenty-four or twenty-five years of age, slender, dark, and not more than five feet eight or nine inches tall. At the time he arrived he was dressed in a light gray suit, tan shoes, and a straw hat and carried a brown suitcase to which was attached an umbrella and some other object, presumably a cane.

The hat and coat left by the girl at the inn were of dark and light tan respectively, her dress a dark blue.

Notice has been sent to all railroad stations in this vicinity to be on the lookout for Golden, or Graham, in order that he may be arrested if he is alive and attempts to make his escape. The body of the drowned girl is to be removed to Bridgeburg, the county seat of this county, where an inquest is later to be held.

In frozen silence he sat and pondered. For would not the news of such a dastardly murder as this now appeared to be, together with the fact that it had been committed in this immediate vicinity, stir up such marked excitement as to cause many  perhaps all  to scan all goers and comers everywhere in the hope of detecting the one who had thus been described? Might it not be better, therefore, since they were so close on his trail already, if he were to go to the authorities at Big Bittern or here and make a clean breast of all that had thus far occurred, the original plot and the reasons therefor, only explaining how at the very last he had not really killed her  had experienced a change of heart and had not been able to do as he had planned? But, no. That would be to give away to Sondra and the Griffiths all that had been going on between him and Roberta  and before it was absolutely certain that all was ended for him here. And besides, would they believe him now, after that flight  those reported wounds? Did it not really look as though he had killed her, regardless of how he might try to explain that he had not?

It was not unlikely also that at least some among all those who had seen him would be able to detect him from this printed description, even though he no longer wore the gray suit or the straw hat. God! They were looking for him, or rather for that Clifford Golden or Carl Graham who looked like him, in order to charge him with murder! But if he looked exactly like Clifford Golden and those three men came! He began to shiver. And worse yet. A new and horrible thought, this  and at this instant, and for the first time flashing upon his mind  the similarity of those initials to his own! He had never thought of them in an unfavorable light before, but now he could see that they were detrimental. Why was it that he had never thought of that before? Why was it? Why was it? Oh, God!

Just then a telephone call for him came from Sondra. It was announced as from her. Yet even so he was compelled to brace himself in order to make even an acceptable showing, vocally. How was her sick boy this morning? Any better? How dreadful that illness last night to come on him so suddenly. Was he really all right now? And was he going to be able to go on the trip all right? That was fine. She had been so frightened and so worried all night for fear he might be too sick to want to go. But he was going, so everything was all right again now. Darling! Precious baby! Did her baby boy love her so? She was just sure that the trip would do him a lot of good. But until noon, now, dear, she would be using all her spare time getting ready, but at one, or one-thirty, everybody would be at the Casino pier. And then  oh, my! Ho! for a great old time up there! He was to come with Bertine and Grant and whoever else was coming from there, and then at the pier he could change to Stuarts launch. They were certain to have so much fun  just loads of it  but just now she would have to go. Bye-bye!

And once more like a bright-colored bird she was gone.

But three hours to wait before he could leave here and so avoid the danger of encountering any one who might be looking for Clifford Golden or Carl Graham! Still until then he could walk up the lake shore into the woods, couldnt he?  or sit below, his bag all packed, and watch who, if anybody, might approach along the long-winding path from the road or by launch across the lake. And if he saw any one who looked at all suspicious, he could take flight, could he not? And afterwards doing just that  first walking away into the woods and looking back, as might a hunted animal. Then later returning and sitting or walking, but always watching, watching. (What man was that? What boat was that? Where was it going? Was it coming here, by any chance? Who was in it? Supposing an officer  a detective? Then flight, of course  if there was still time.)

But, at last one oclock, and the Cranston launch, with Bertine and Harley and Wynette, as well as Grant and himself, setting out for the pier. And once there, joined by all who were going, together with the servants. And at Little Fish Inlet, thirty miles north, on the eastern shore, they were met by the cars of the Baggotts, Harriets and others, from where, with their goods and canoes, they were portaged forty miles east to Bear Lake, as lonely and as arresting almost as Big Bittern itself.

The joy of this trip if only that other thing were not hanging over him now. This exquisite pleasure of being near Sondra, her eyes constantly telling him how much she cared. And her spirits flame so high because of his presence here with her now. And yet Robertas body up! That search for Clifford Golden  Carl Graham. His identical description wired as well as published everywhere. These others  all of them in their boats and cars had probably read it. And yet, because of their familiarity with him and his connections  Sondra, the Griffiths  not suspecting him  not thinking of the description even. But if they should! If they should guess! The horror! The flight! The exposure! The police! The first to desert him  these  all save Sondra perhaps. And even she, too. Yes, she, of course. The horror in her eyes.

And then that evening at sundown, on the west shore of this same lake, on an open sward that was as smooth as any well-kept lawn, the entire company settled, in five different colored tents ranged about a fire like an Indian village, with cooks and servants tents in the distance. And the half dozen canoes beached like bright fish along the grassy shore of the lake. And then supper around an open fire. And Baggott and Harriet and Stuart and Grant, after furnishing music for the others to dance by, organizing by the flare of a large gasoline lamp, a poker game. And the others joining in singing ribald camping and college songs, no one of which Clyde knew, yet in which he tried to join. And shouts of laughter. And bets as to who would be the first to catch the first fish, to shoot the first squirrel or partridge, to win the first race. And lastly, solemn plans for moving the camp at least ten miles farther east, after breakfast, on the morrow where was an ideal beach, and where they would be within five miles of the Metissic Inn, and where they could dine and dance to their hearts content.

And then the silence and the beauty of this camp at night, after all had presumably gone to bed. The stars! The mystic, shadowy water, faintly rippling in a light wind, the mystic, shadowy pines conferring in the light breezes, the cries of night birds and owls  too disturbing to Clyde to be listened to with anything but inward distress. The wonder and glory of all this  if only  if only he were not stalked after, as by a skeleton, by the horror not only of what he had done in connection with Roberta but the danger and the power of the law that deemed him a murderer! And then Sondra, the others having gone to bed  or off into the shadow,  stealing out for a few last words and kisses under the stars. And he whispering to her how happy he was, how grateful for all her love and faith, and at one point almost tempted to ask whether in case it should ever appear that he was not as good as she now seemed to imagine him, she would still love him a little  not hate him entirely  yet refraining for fear that after that exhibition of terror the preceding night she might connect his present mood with that, or somehow with the horrible, destructive secret that was gnawing at his vitals.

And then afterwards, lying in the four-cot tent with Baggott, Harriet and Grant, listening nervously for hours for any prowling steps that might mean  that might mean  God  what might they not mean even up here?  the law! arrest! exposure! Death. And waking twice in the night out of dread, destructive dreams,  and feeling as though  and fearing  that he had cried out in his sleep.

But then the glory of the morning once more  with its rotund and yellow sun rising over the waters of the lake  and in a cove across the lake wild ducks paddling about. And after a time Grant and Stuart and Harley, half-clad and with guns and a great show of fowling skill, foolishly setting forth in canoes in the hope of bagging some of the game with long distance shots, yet getting nothing, to the merriment of all the others. And the boys and girls, stealing out in bright-colored bathing suits and silken beach robes to the water, there to plunge gayly in and shout and clatter concerning the joy of it all. And breakfast at nine, with afterwards the gayety and beauty of the bright flotilla of canoes making eastward along the southern lake shore, banjos, guitars and mandolins strumming and voices raised in song, jest, laughter.

Whatever matter wissum sweet to-day? Face all dark. Cantum be happy out here wis Sondra and all these nicey good-baddies?

And Clyde as instantly realizing that he must pretend to be gay and care-free.

And then Harley Baggott and Grant and Harriet at about noon announcing that there  just ahead  was the fine beach they had in mind  the Ramshorn, a spit of Land commanding from its highest point all the length and breadth of the lake. And with room on the shore below for all the tents and paraphernalia of the company. And then, throughout this warm, pleasant Sunday afternoon, the usual program of activities  lunching, swimming, dancing, walking, card-playing, music. And Clyde and Sondra, like other couples, stealing off  Sondra with a mandolin  to a concealed rock far to the east of the camp, where in the shade of the pines they could lie  Sondra in Clydes arms  and talk of the things they were certain to do later, even though, as she now announced, Mrs. Finchley was declaring that after this particular visit of Clydes her daughter was to have nothing more to do with him in any such intimate social way as this particular trip gave opportunity for. He was too poor  too nondescript a relative of the Griffiths. (It was so that Sondra, yet in a more veiled way, described her mother as talking.) Yet adding: How ridiculous, sweetum! But dont you mind. I just laughed and agreed because I dont want to aggravate her just now. But I did ask her how I was to avoid meeting you here or anywhere now since you are as popular as you are. My sweetum is so good-looking. Everybody thinks so  even the boys.

At this very hour, on the veranda of the Silver Inn at Sharon, District Attorney Mason, with his assistant Burton Burleigh, Coroner Heit and Earl Newcomb, and the redoubtable Sheriff Slack, paunched and scowling, yet genial enough in ordinary social intercourse, together with three assistants  first, second and third deputies Kraut, Sissel and Swenk  conferring as to the best and most certain methods of immediate capture.

He has gone to Bear Lake. We must follow and trap him before news reaches him in any way that he is wanted.

And so they set forth  this group  Burleigh and Earl Newcomb about Sharon itself in order to gather such additional data as they might in connection with Clydes arrival and departure from here for the Cranstons on Friday, talking with and subpoenaing any such individuals as might throw any light on his movements; Heit to Three Mile Bay on much the same errand, to see Captain Mooney of the Cygnus and the three men and Mason, together with the sheriff and his deputies, in a high-powered launch chartered for the occasion, to follow the now known course of the only recently-departed camping party, first to Little Fish Inlet and from there, in case the trail proved sound, to Bear Lake.

And on Monday morning, while those at Ramshorn Point after breaking camp were already moving on toward Shelter Beach fourteen miles east, Mason, together with Slack and his three deputies, arriving at the camp deserted the morning before. And there, the sheriff and Mason taking counsel with each other and then dividing their forces so that in canoes commandeered from lone residents of the region they now proceeded, Mason and First Deputy Kraut along the south shore, Slack and Second Deputy Sissel along the north shore, while young Swenk, blazing with a desire to arrest and handcuff some one, yet posing for the occasion as a lone young hunter or woodsman, paddled directly east along the center of the lake in search of any informing smoke or fires or tents or individuals idling along the shores. And with great dreams of being the one to capture the murderer  I arrest you, Clyde Griffiths, in the name of the law!  yet because of instructions from Mason, as well as Slack, grieving that instead, should he detect any signs, being the furthermost outpost, he must, in order to avoid frightening the prey or losing him, turn on his track and from some point not so likely to be heard by the criminal fire one single shot from his eight-chambered repeater, whereupon whichever party chanced to be nearest would fire one shot in reply and then proceed as swiftly as possible in his direction. But under no circumstances was he to attempt to take the criminal alone, unless noting the departure by boat or on foot of a suspicious person who answered the description of Clyde.

At this very hour, Clyde, with Harley Baggott, Bertine and Sondra, in one of the canoes, paddling eastward along with the remainder of the flotilla, looking back and wondering. Supposing by now, some officer or some one had arrived at Sharon and was following him up here? For would it be hard to find where he had gone, supposing only that they knew his name?

But they did not know his name. Had not the items in the papers proved that? Why worry so always, especially on this utterly wonderful trip and when at last he and Sondra could be together again? And besides, was it not now possible for him to wander off by himself into these thinly populated woods along the shore to the eastward, toward that inn at the other end of the lake  and not return? Had he not inquired most casually on Saturday afternoon of Harley Baggott as well as others as to whether there was a road south or east from the east end of the lake? And had he not learned there was?

And at last, at noon, Monday, reaching Shelter Beach, the third spot of beauty contemplated by the planners of this outing, where he helped to pitch the tents again while the girls played about.

Yet at the same hour, at the Ramshorn site, because of the ashes from their fires left upon the shore, young Swenk, most eagerly and enthusiastically, like some seeking animal, approaching and examining the same and then going on  swiftly. And but one hour later, Mason and Kraut, reconnoitering the same spot, but without either devoting more than a cursory glance, since it was obvious that the prey had moved farther on.

But then greater speed in paddling on the part of Swenk, until by four he arrived at Shelter Beach. And then, descrying as many as a half dozen people in the water in the distance, at once turning and retreating in the direction of the others in order to give the necessary signal. And some two miles back firing one shot, which in its turn was responded to by Mason as well as Sheriff Slack. Both parties had heard and were now paddling swiftly east.

At once Clyde in the water  near Sondra  hearing this was made to wonder. The ominous quality of that first shot! Followed by those two additional signals  farther away, yet seemingly in answer to the first! And then the ominous silence thereafter! What was that? And with Harley Baggott jesting: Listen to the guys shooting game out of season, will you. Its against the law, isnt it?

Hey, you! Grant Cranston shouted. Those are my ducks down there! Let em alone.

If they cant shoot any better than you, Granty, they will let em alone. This from Bertine.

Clyde, while attempting to smile, looked in the direction of the sound and listened like a hunted animal.

What was it now that urged him to get out of the water and dress and run? Hurry! Hurry! To your tent! To the woods, quick! Until at last heeding this, and while most of the others were not looking, hurrying to his tent, changing to the one plain blue business suit and cap that he still possessed, then slipping into the woods back of the camp  out of sight and hearing of all present until he should be able to think and determine, but keeping always safely inland out of the direct view of the water, for fear  for fear  who could tell exactly what those shots meant?

Yet Sondra! And her words of Saturday and yesterday and to-day. Could he leave her in this way, without being sure? Could he? Her kisses! Her dear assurances as to the future! What would she think now  and those others  in case he did not go back? The comment which was certain to be made in the Sharon and other papers in regard to this disappearance of his, and which was certain to identify him with this same Clifford Golden or Carl Graham! was it not?

Then reflecting also  the possible groundlessness of these fears, based on nothing more, maybe, than the chance shots of passing hunters on the lake or in these woods. And then pausing and debating with himself whether to go on or not. Yet, oh, the comfort of these tall, pillared trees  the softness and silence of these brown, carpeting needles on the ground  the clumps and thickets of underbrush under which one could lie and hide until night should fall again. And then on  and on. But turning, none-the-less, with the intention of returning to the camp to see whether any one had come there. (He might say he had taken a walk and got lost in the woods.)

But about this time, behind a protecting group of trees at least two miles west of the camp, a meeting and conference between Mason, Slack and all the others. And later, as a result of this and even as Clyde lingered and returned somewhat nearer the camp, Mason, Swenk paddling the canoe, arriving and inquiring of those who were now on shore if a Mr. Clyde Griffiths was present and might he see him. And Harley Baggott, being nearest, replying: Why, yes, sure. Hes around here somewhere. And Stuart Finchley calling: Eh-o, Griffiths! But no reply.

Yet Clyde, not near enough to hear any of this, even now returning toward the camp, very slowly and cautiously. And Mason concluding that possibly he was about somewhere and unaware of anything, of course, deciding to wait a few minutes anyhow  while advising Swenk to fall back into the woods and if by any chance encountering Slack or any other to advise him that one man be sent east along the bank and another west, while he  Swenk  proceeded in a boat eastward as before to the inn at the extreme end, in order that from there word might be given to all as to the presence of the suspect in this region.

In the meanwhile Clyde by now only three-quarters of a mile east, and still whispered to by something which said: Run, run, do not linger! yet lingering, and thinking Sondra, this wonderful life! Should he go so? And saying to himself that he might be making a greater mistake by going than by staying. For supposing those shots were nothing  hunters, mere game shots meaning nothing in his case  and yet costing him all? And yet turning at last and saying to himself that perhaps it might be best not to return at present, anyhow at least not until very late  after dark  to see if those strange shots had meant anything.

But then again pausing silently and dubiously, the while vesper sparrows and woodfinches sang. And peering. And peeking nervously.

And then all at once, not more than fifty feet distant, out of the long, tall aisles of the trees before him, a whiskered, woodsman-like type of man approaching swiftly, yet silently  a tall, bony, sharp-eyed man in a brown felt hat and a brownish-gray baggy and faded suit that hung loosely over his spare body. And as suddenly calling as he came  which caused Clydes blood to run cold with fear and rivet him to the spot.

Hold on a moment, mister! Dont move. Your name dont happen to be Clyde Griffiths, does it? And Clyde, noting the sharp inquisitorial look in the eye of this stranger, as well as the fact that he had already drawn a revolver and was lifting it up, now pausing, the definiteness and authority of the man chilling him to the marrow. Was he really being captured? Had the officers of the law truly come for him? God! No hope of flight now! Why had he not gone on? Oh, why not? And at once he was weak and shaking, yet, not wishing to incriminate himself about to reply, No! Yet because of a more sensible thought, replying, Why, yes, thats my name.

Youre with this camping party just west of here, arent you?

Yes, sir, I am.

All right, Mr. Griffiths. Excuse the revolver. Im told to get you, whatever happens, thats all. My name is Kraut. Nicholas Kraut. Im a deputy sheriff of Cataraqui County. And I have a warrant here for your arrest. I suppose you know what for, and that youre prepared to come with me peaceably. And at this Mr. Kraut gripped the heavy, dangerous-looking weapon more firmly even, and gazed at Clyde in a firm, conclusive way.

Why  why  no  I dont, replied Clyde, weakly and heavily, his face white and thin. But if you have a warrant for my arrest, Ill go with you, certainly. But what  what  I dont understand  his voice began to tremble slightly as he said this is  is why you want to arrest me?

You dont, eh? You werent up at either Big Bittern or Grass Lake by any chance on last Wednesday or Thursday, eh?

Why, no, sir, I wasnt, replied Clyde, falsely.

And you dont happen to know anything about the drowning of a girl up there that you were supposed to be with  Roberta Alden, of Biltz, New York, I believe.

Why, my God, no! replied Clyde, nervously and staccatically, the true name of Roberta and her address being used by this total stranger, and so soon, staggering him. Then they knew! They had obtained a clue. His true name and hers! God! Am I supposed to have committed a murder? he added, his voice faint  a mere whisper.

Then you dont know that she was drowned last Thursday? And you werent with her at that time? Mr. Kraut fixed a hard, inquisitive, unbelieving eye on him.

Why, no, of course, I wasnt, replied Clyde, recalling now but one thing  that he must deny all  until he should think or know what else to do or say.

And you didnt meet three men walking south last Thursday night from Big Bittern to Three Mile Bay at about eleven oclock?

Why, no, sir. Of course I didnt. I wasnt up there, I told you.

Very well, Mr. Griffiths, I havent anything more to say. All Im supposed to do is to arrest you, Clyde Griffiths, for the murder of Roberta Alden. Youre my prisoner. He drew forth  more by way of a demonstration of force and authority than anything else  a pair of steel handcuffs, which caused Clyde to shrink and tremble as though he had been beaten.

You neednt put those on me, mister, he pleaded. I wish you wouldnt. I never had anything like that on before. Ill go with you without them. He looked longingly and sadly about at the trees, into the sheltering depths of which so recently he ought to have plunged. To safety.

Very well, then, replied the redoubtable Kraut. So long as you come along peaceful. And he took Clyde by one of his almost palsied arms.

Do you mind if I ask you something else, asked Clyde, weakly and fearsomely, as they now proceeded, the thought of Sondra and the others shimmering blindingly and reducingly before his eyes. Sondra! Sondra! To go back there an arrested murderer! And before her and Bertine! Oh, no! Are you, are you intending to take me to that camp back there?

Yes, sir, thats where Im intending to take you now. Thems my orders. Thats where the district attorney and the sheriff of Cataraqui County are just now.

Oh, I know, I know, pleaded Clyde, hysterically, for by now he had lost almost all poise, but couldnt you  couldnt you  so long as I go along just as you want  those are all my friends, you know, back there, and Id hate...couldnt you just take me around the camp somewhere to wherever you want to take me? I have a very special reason  that is  I  I, oh, God, I hope you wont take me back there right now  will you please, Mr. Kraut?

He seemed to Kraut very boyish and weak now  clean of feature, rather innocent as to eye, well-dressed and well-mannered  not at all the savage and brutal or murderous type he had expected to find. Indeed quite up to the class whom he (Kraut) was inclined to respect. And might he not after all be a youth of very powerful connections? The conversations he had listened to thus far had indicated that this youth was certainly identified with one of the best families in Lycurgus. And in consequence he was now moved to a slight show of courtesy and so added: Very well, young man, I dont want to be too hard on you. After all, Im not the sheriff or the district attorney  just the arresting officer. There are others down there who are going to be able to say what to do about you  and when we get down to where they are, you can ask em, and it may be that they wont find it necessary to take you back in there. But how about your clothes? Theyre back there, aint they?

Oh, yes, but that doesnt matter, replied Clyde, nervously and eagerly. I can get those any time. I just dont want to go back now, if I can help it.

All right, then, come along, replied Mr. Kraut.

And so it was that they walked on together now in silence, the tall shafts of the trees in the approaching dusk making solemn aisles through which they proceeded as might worshipers along the nave of a cathedral, the eyes of Clyde contemplating nervously and wearily a smear of livid red still visible through the trees to the west.

Charged with murder! Roberta dead! And Sondra dead  to him! And the Griffiths! And his uncle! And his mother! and all those people in that camp!

Oh, oh, God, why was it that he had not run, when that something, whatever it was, had so urged him?


Chapter 9

In the absence of Clyde, the impressions taken by Mr. Mason of the world in which he moved here, complementing and confirming those of Lycurgus and Sharon, were sufficient to sober him in regard to the ease (possibly) with which previously he had imagined it might be possible to convict him. For about him was such a scene as suggested all the means as well as the impulse to quiet such a scandal as this. Wealth. Luxury. Important names and connections to protect no doubt. Was it not possible that the rich and powerful Griffiths, their nephew seized in this way and whatever his crime, would take steps to secure the best legal talent available, in order to protect their name? Unquestionably  and then with such adjournments as it was possible for such talent to secure, might it not be possible that long before he could hope to convict him, he himself would automatically be disposed of as a prosecutor and without being nominated for and elected to the judgeship he so craved and needed.

Sitting before the circle of attractive tents that faced the lake and putting in order a fishing-pole and reel, was Harley Baggott, in a brightly-colored sweater and flannel trousers. And through the open flies of several tents, glimpses of individuals  Sondra, Bertine, Wynette and others  busy about toilets necessitated by the recent swim. Being dubious because of the smartness of the company as to whether it was politically or socially wise to proclaim openly the import of his errand, he chose to remain silent for a time, reflecting on the difference between the experiences of his early youth and that of Roberta Alden and these others. Naturally as he saw it a man of this Griffiths connections would seek to use a girl of Robertas connections thus meanly and brutally and hope to get away with it. Yet, eager to make as much progress as he could against whatever inimical fates might now beset him, he finally approached Baggott, and most acidly, yet with as much show of genial and appreciative sociability as he could muster, observed:

A delightful place for a camp, eh?

Yeh, we think so.

Just a group from the estates and hotels about Sharon, I suppose?

Yeh. The south and west shore principally.

Not any of the Griffiths, other than Mr. Clyde, I presume?

No, theyre still over at Greenwood, I think.

You know Mr. Clyde Griffiths personally, I suppose?

Oh, sure  hes one of the party.

You dont happen to know how long hes been up here this time, I presume  up with the Cranstons, I mean.

Since Friday, I think. I saw him Friday morning, anyhow. But hell be back here soon and you can ask him yourself, concluded Baggott, beginning to sense that Mr. Mason was a little too inquisitive and in addition not of either his or Clydes world.

And just then, Frank Harriet, with a tennis racquet under his arm, striding across the foreground.

Where to, Frankie?

To try those courts Harrison laid out up here this morning.

Who with?

Violet, Nadine and Stuart.

Any room for another court?

Sure, theres two. Why not get Bert, and Clyde, and Sondra, and come up?

Well, maybe, after I get this thing set.

And Mason at once thinking: Clyde and Sondra. Clyde Griffiths and Sondra Finchley  the very girl whose notes and cards were in one of his pockets now. And might he not see her here, along with Clyde  possibly later talk to her about him?

But just then, Sondra and Bertine and Wynette coming out of their respective tents. And Bertine calling: Oh, say, Harley, seen Nadine anywhere?

No, but Frank just went by. He said he was going up to the courts to play with her and Violet and Stew.

Yes? Well, then, come on, Sondra. You too, Wynette. Well see how it looks.

Bertine, as she pronounced Sondras name, turned to take her arm, which gave Mason the exact information and opportunity he desired  that of seeing and studying for a moment the girl who had so tragically and no doubt all unwittingly replaced Roberta in Clydes affections. And, as he could see for himself, more beautiful, more richly appareled than ever the other could have hoped to be. And alive, as opposed to the other now dead and in a morgue in Bridgeburg.

But even as he gazed, the three tripping off together arm in arm, Sondra calling back to Harley: If you see Clyde, tell him to come on up, will you? And he replying: Do you think that shadow of yours needs to be told?

Mason, impressed by the color and the drama, looked intently and even excitedly about. Now it was all so plain why he wanted to get rid of the girl  the true, underlying motive. That beautiful girl there, as well as this luxury to which he aspired. And to think that a young man of his years and opportunities would stoop to such a horrible trick as that! Unbelievable! And only four days after the murder of the other poor girl, playing about with this beautiful girl in this fashion, and hoping to marry her, as Roberta had hoped to marry him. The unbelievable villainies of life!

Now, half-determining since Clyde did not appear, that he would proclaim himself and proceed to search for and seize his belongings here, Ed Swenk re-appearing and with a motion of the head indicating that Mason was to follow him. And once well within the shadow of the surrounding trees, indicating no less an individual than Nicholas Kraut, attended by a slim, neatly-dressed youth of about Clydes reported years, who, on the instant and because of the waxy paleness of his face, he assumed must be Clyde. And at once he now approached him, as might an angry wasp or hornet, only pausing first to ask of Swenk where he had been captured and by whom  then gazing at Clyde critically and austerely as befitted one who represented the power and majesty of the law.

So you are Clyde Griffiths, are you?

Yes, sir.

Well, Mr. Griffiths, my name is Orville Mason. I am the district attorney of the county in which Big Bittern and Grass Lake are situated. I suppose you are familiar enough with those two places by now, arent you?

He paused to see the effect of this sardonic bit of commentary. Yet although he expected to see him wince and quail, Clyde merely gazed at him, his nervous, dark eyes showing enormous strain. No, sir, I cant say that I am.

For with each step through the woods thus far back, there had been growing within him the utter and unshakable conviction that in the face of whatever seeming proof or charges might now appear, he dared not tell anything in regard to himself, his connection with Roberta, his visit to Big Bittern or Grass Lake. He dared not. For that would be the same as a confession of guilt in connection with something of which he was not really guilty. And no one must believe  never  Sondra, or the Griffiths, or any of these fine friends of his, that he could ever have been guilty of such a thought, even. And yet here they were, all within call, and at any moment might approach and so learn the meaning of his arrest. And while he felt the necessity for so denying any knowledge in connection with all this, at the same time he stood in absolute terror of this man  the opposition and irritated mood such an attitude might arouse in him. That broken nose. His large, stern eyes.

And then Mason, eyeing him as one might an unheard-of and yet desperate animal and irritated also by his denial, yet assuming from his blanched expression that he might and no doubt would shortly be compelled to confess his guilt, continuing with: You know what you are charged with, Mr. Griffiths, of course.

Yes, sir, I just heard it from this man here.

And you admit it?

Why, no sir, of course I dont admit it, replied Clyde, his thin and now white lips drawn tight over his even teeth, his eyes full of a deep, tremulous yet evasive terror.

Why, what nonsense! What effrontery! You deny being up to Grass Lake and Big Bittern on last Wednesday and Thursday?

Yes, sir.

Well, then, and now Mason stiffened himself in an angry and at the same time inquisitorial way, I suppose you are going to deny knowing Roberta Alden  the girl you took to Grass Lake, and then out on Big Bittern in that boat last Thursday  the girl you knew in Lycurgus all last year, who lived at Mrs. Gilpins and worked under you in your department at Griffiths & Company  the girl to whom you gave that toilet set last Christmas! I suppose youre going to say that your name isnt Clyde Griffiths and that you havent been living with Mrs. Peyton in Taylor Street, and that these arent letters and cards from your trunk there  from Roberta Alden and from Miss Finchley, all these cards and notes. And extracting the letters and cards as he spoke and waving them before Clyde. And at each point in this harangue, thrusting his broad face, with its flat, broken nose and somewhat aggressive chin directly before Clydes, and blazing at him with sultry, contemptuous eyes, while the latter leaned away from him, wincing almost perceptibly and with icy chills running up and down his spine and affecting his heart and brain. Those letters! All this information concerning him! And back in his bag in the tent there, all those more recent letters of Sondras in which she dwelt on how they were to elope together this coming fall. If only he had destroyed them! And now this man might find those  would  and question Sondra maybe, and all these others. He shrunk and congealed spiritually, the revealing effects of his so poorly conceived and executed scheme weighing upon him as the world upon the shoulders of an inadequate Atlas.

And yet, feeling that he must say something and yet not admit anything. And finally replying: My names Clyde Griffiths all right, but the rest of this isnt true. I dont know anything about the rest of it.

Oh, come now, Mr. Griffiths! Dont begin by trying to play fast and loose with me. We wont get anywhere that way. You wont help yourself one bit by that with me, and besides I havent any time for that now. Remember these men here are witnesses to what you say. Ive just come from Lycurgus  your room at Mrs. Peytons  and I have in my possession your trunk and this Miss Aldens letters to you  indisputable proof that you did know this girl, that you courted and seduced her last winter, and that since then  this spring  when she became pregnant on your account, you induced her first to go home and then later to go away with you on this trip in order, as you told her, to marry her. Well, you married her all right  to the grave  thats how you married her  to the water at the bottom of Big Bittern Lake! And you can actually stand here before me now, when I tell you that I have all the evidence I need right on my person, and say that you dont even know her! Well, Ill be damned!

And as he spoke his voice grew so loud that Clyde feared that it could be clearly heard in the camp beyond. And that Sondra herself might hear it and come over. And although at the outrush and jab and slash of such dooming facts as Mason so rapidly outlined, his throat tightened and his hands were with difficulty restrained from closing and clinching vise-wise, at the conclusion of it all he merely replied: Yes, sir.

Well, Ill be damned! reiterated Mason. I can well believe now that you would kill a girl and sneak away in just such a way as you did  and with her in that condition! But then to try to deny her own letters to you! Why, you might as well try to deny that youre here and alive. These cards and notes here  what about them? I suppose theyre not from Miss Finchley? How about those? Do you mean to tell me these are not from her either?

He waved them before Clydes eyes. And Clyde, seeing that the truth concerning these, Sondra being within call, was capable of being substantiated here and now, replied: No, I dont deny that those are from her.

Very good. But these others from your trunk in the same room are not from Miss Alden to you?

I dont care to say as to that, he replied, blinking feebly as Mason waved Robertas letters before him.

Tst! Tst! Tst! Of all things, clicked Mason in high dudgeon. Such nonsense! Such effrontery! Oh, very well, we wont worry about all that now. I can easily prove it all when the time comes. But how you can stand there and deny it, knowing that I have the evidence, is beyond me! A card in your own handwriting which you forgot to take out of the bag you had her leave at Gun Lodge while you took yours with you. Mr. Carl Graham, Mr. Clifford Golden, Mr. Clyde Griffiths,  a card on which you wrote From Clyde to Bert, Merry Xmas. Do you remember that? Well, here it is. And here he reached into his pocket and drew forth the small card taken from the toilet set and waved it under Clydes nose. Have you forgotten that, too? Your own handwriting! And then pausing and getting no reply, finally adding: Why, what a dunce you are!  what a poor plotter, without even the brains not to use your own initials in getting up those fake names you had hoped to masquerade under  Mr. Carl Graham  Mr. Clifford Golden!

At the same time, fully realizing the importance of a confession and wondering how it was to be brought about here and now, Mason suddenly  Clydes expression, his frozen-faced terror, suggesting the thought that perhaps he was too frightened to talk at once changed his tactics  at least to the extent of lowering his voice, smoothing the formidable wrinkles from his forehead and about his mouth.

You see, its this way, Griffiths, he now began, much more calmly and simply. Lying or just foolish thoughtless denial under such circumstances as these cant help you in the least. It can only harm you, and thats the truth. You may think Ive been a little rough so far, but it was only because Ive been under a great strain myself in connection with this case, trying to catch up with some one I thought would be a very different type from yourself. But now that I see you and see how you feel about it all  how really frightened you are by what has happened  it just occurs to me that there may be something in connection with this case, some extenuating circumstances, which, if they were related by you now, might throw a slightly different light on all this. Of course, I dont know. You yourself ought to be the best judge, but Im laying the thought before you for what its worth. For, of course, here are these letters. Besides, when we get to Three Mile Bay to-morrow, as we will, I hope, there will be those three men who met you the other night walking south from Big Bittern. And not only those, but the innkeeper from Grass Lake, the innkeeper from Big Bittern, the boatkeeper up there who rented that boat, and the driver who drove you and Roberta Alden over from Gun Lodge. They will identify you. Do you think they wont know you  not any of them  not be able to say whether you were up there with her or not, or that a jury when the time comes wont believe them?

And all this Clyde registered mentally like a machine clicking to a coin, yet said nothing,  merely staring, frozen.

And not only that, went on Mason, very softly and most ingratiatingly, but theres Mrs. Peyton. She saw me take these letters and cards out of that trunk of yours in your room and from the top drawer of your chiffonier. Next, there are all those girls in that factory where you and Miss Alden worked. Do you suppose theyre not going to remember all about you and her when they learn that she is dead? Oh, what nonsense! You ought to be able to see that for yourself, whatever you think. You certainly cant expect to get away with that. It makes a sort of a fool out of you. You can see that for yourself.

He paused again, hoping for a confession. But Clyde still convinced that any admission in connection with Roberta or Big Bittern spelled ruin, merely stared while Mason proceeded to add:

All right, Griffiths, Im now going to tell you one more thing, and I couldnt give you better advice if you were my own son or brother and I were trying to get you out of this instead of merely trying to get you to tell the truth. If you hope to do anything at all for yourself now, its not going to help you to deny everything in the way you are doing. You are simply making trouble and condemning yourself in other peoples eyes. Why not say that you did know her and that you were up there with her and that she wrote you those letters, and be done with it? You cant get out of that, whatever else you may hope to get out of. Any sane person  your own mother, if she were here  would tell you the same thing. Its too ridiculous and indicates guilt rather than innocence. Why not come clean here and now as to those facts, anyhow, before its too late to take advantage of any mitigating circumstances in connection with all this  if there are any? And if you do now, and I can help you in any way, I promise you here and now that Ill be only too glad to do so. For, after all, Im not out here just to hound a man to death or make him confess to something that he hasnt done, but merely to get at the truth in the case. But if youre going to deny that you even knew this girl when I tell you I have all the evidence and can prove it, why then and here the district attorney lifted his hands aloft most wearily and disgustedly.

But now as before Clyde remained silent and pale. In spite of all Mason had revealed, and all that this seemingly friendly, intimate advice seemed to imply, still he could not conceive that it would be anything less than disastrous for him to admit that he even knew Roberta. The fatality of such a confession in the eyes of these others here. The conclusion of all his dreams in connection with Sondra and this life. And so, in the face of this  silence, still. And at this, Mason, irritated beyond measure, finally exclaiming: Oh, very well, then. So youve finally decided not to talk, have you? And Clyde, blue and weak, replied: I had nothing to do with her death. Thats all I can say now, and yet even as he said it thinking that perhaps he had better not say that  that perhaps he had better say  well, what? That he knew Roberta, of course, had been up there with her, for that matter  but that he had never intended to kill her  that her drowning was an accident. For he had not struck her at all, except by accident, had he? Only it was best not to confess to having struck her at all, wasnt it? For who under such circumstances would believe that he had struck her with a camera by accident. Best not to mention the camera, since there was no mention anywhere in the papers that he had had one with him.

And he was still cogitating while Mason was exclaiming: Then you admit that you knew her?

No, sir.

Very well, then, he now added, turning to the others, I suppose theres nothing for it but to take him back there and see what they know about him. Perhaps that will get something out of this fine bird  to confront him with his friends. His bag and things are still back there in one of those tents, I believe. Suppose we take him down there, gentlemen, and see what these other people know about him.

And now, swiftly and coldly he turned, while Clyde, already shrinking at the horror of what was coming, exclaimed: Oh, please, no! You dont mean to do that, do you? Oh, you wont do that! Oh, please, no!

And at this point Kraut speaking up and saying: He asked me back there in the woods if I wouldnt ask you not to take him in there. Oh, so thats the way the wind blows, is it? exclaimed Mason at this. Too thin-skinned to be shown up before ladies and gentlemen of the Twelfth Lake colony, but not even willing to admit that you knew the poor little working-girl who worked for you. Very good. Well, then, my fine friend, suppose you come through with what you really do know now, or down there you go. And he paused a moment to see what effect that would have. Well call all those people together and explain just how things are, and then see if you will be willing to stand there and deny everything! But noting still a touch of hesitation in Clyde he now added: Bring him along, boys. And turning toward the camp he proceeded to walk in that direction a few paces while Kraut taking one arm, and Swenk another, and beginning to move Clyde he ended by exclaiming:

Oh, please, no! Oh, I hope you wont do anything like that, will you, Mr. Mason? Oh, I dont want to go back there if you dont mind. It isnt that Im guilty, but you can get all my things without my going back there. And besides it will mean so much to me just now. Beads of perspiration once more burst forth on his pale face and hands and he was deadly cold.

Dont want to go, eh? exclaimed Mason, pausing as he heard this. It would hurt your pride, would it, to have em know? Well, then, supposing you just answer some of the things I want to know  and come clean and quick, or off we go  and that without one more moments delay! Now, will you answer or wont you? And again he turned to confront Clyde, who, with lips trembling and eyes confused and wavering, nervously and emphatically announced:

Of course I knew her. Of course I did. Sure! Those letters show that. But what of it? I didnt kill her. And I didnt go up there with her with any intention of killing her, either. I didnt. I didnt, I tell you! It was all an accident. I didnt even want to take her up there. She wanted me to go  to go away with her somewhere, because  because, well you know  her letters show. And I was only trying to get her to go off somewhere by herself, so she would let me alone, because I didnt want to marry her. Thats all. And I took her out there, not to kill her at all, but to try to persuade her, thats all. And I didnt upset the boat  at least, I didnt mean to. The wind blew my hat off, and we  she and I  got up at the same time to reach for it and the boat upset  thats all. And the side of it hit her on the head. I saw it, only I was too frightened the way she was struggling about in the water to go near her, because I was afraid that if I did she might drag me down. And then she went down. And I swam ashore. And thats the Gods truth!

His face, as he talked, had suddenly become all flushed, and his hands also. Yet his eyes were tortured, terrified pools of misery. He was thinking  but maybe there wasnt any wind that afternoon and maybe they would find that out. Or the tripod hidden under a log. If they found that, wouldnt they think he hit her with that? He was wet and trembling.

But already Mason was beginning to question him again.

Now, lets see as to this a minute. You say you didnt take her up there with any intention of killing her?

No, sir, I didnt.

Well, then, how was it that you decided to write your name two different ways on those registers up there at Big Bittern and Grass Lake?

Because I didnt want any one to know that I was up there with her.

Oh, I see. Didnt want any scandal in connection with the condition she was in?

No, sir. Yes, sir, that is.

But you didnt mind if her name was scandalized in case she was found afterwards?

But I didnt know she was going to be drowned, replied Clyde, slyly and shrewdly, sensing the trap in time.

But you did know that you yourself werent coming back, of course. You knew that, didnt you?

Why, no, sir, I didnt know that I wasnt coming back. I thought I was.

Pretty clever. Pretty clever, thought Mason to himself, but not saying so, and then, rapidly: And so in order to make everything easy and natural as possible for you to come back, you took your own bag with you and left hers up there. Is that the way? How about that?

But I didnt take it because I was going away. We decided to put our lunch in it.

We, or you?

We.

And so you had to carry that big bag in order to take a little lunch along, eh? Couldnt you have taken it in a paper, or in her bag?

Well, her bag was full, and I didnt like to carry anything in a paper.

Oh, I see. Too proud and sensitive, eh? But not too proud to carry a heavy bag all the way, say twelve miles, in the night to Three Mile Bay, and not ashamed to be seen doing it, either, were you?

Well, after she was drowned and I didnt want to be known as having been up there with her, and had to go along

He paused while Mason merely looked at him, thinking of the many, many questions he wanted to ask him  so many, many more, and which, as he knew or guessed, would be impossible for him to explain. Yet it was getting late, and back in the camp were Clydes as yet unclaimed belongings  his bag and possibly that suit he had worn that day at Big Bittern  a gray one as he had heard  not this one. And to catechize him here this way in the dusk, while it might be productive of much if only he could continue it long enough, still there was the trip back, and en route he would have ample time to continue his questionings.

And so, although he disliked much so to do at the moment, he now concluded with: Oh, well, I tell you, Griffiths, well let you rest here for the present. It may be that what you are saying is so  I dont know. I most certainly hope it is, for your sake. At any rate, you go along there with Mr. Kraut. Hell show you where to go.

And then turning to Swenk and Kraut, he exclaimed: All right, boys. Ill tell you how well do. Its getting late and well have to hurry a little if we expect to get anywhere yet tonight. Mr. Kraut, suppose you take this young man down where those other two boats are and wait there. Just halloo a little as you go along to notify the sheriff and Sissel that were ready. And then Swenk and Ill be along in the other boat as soon as we can.

And so saying and Kraut obeying, he and Swenk proceeded inward through the gathering dusk to the camp, while Kraut with Clyde went west, hallooing for the sheriff and his deputy until a response was had.


Chapter 10

The effect of Masons re-appearance in the camp with the news, announced first to Frank Harriet, next to Harley Baggott and Grant Cranston, that Clyde was under arrest  that he actually had confessed to having been with Roberta at Big Bittern, if not to having killed her, and that he, Mason, was there with Swenk to take possession of his property  was sufficient to destroy this pretty outing as by a breath. For although amazement and disbelief and astounded confusion were characteristic of the words of all, nevertheless here was Mason demanding to know where were Clydes things, and asserting that it was at Clydes request only that he was not brought here to identify his own possessions.

Frank Harriet, the most practical of the group, sensing the truth and authority of this, at once led the way to Clydes tent, where Mason began an examination of the contents of the bag and clothes, while Grant Cranston, as well as Baggott, aware of Sondras intense interest in Clyde, departed first to call Stuart, then Bertine, and finally Sondra  moving apart from the rest the more secretly to inform her as to what was then occurring. And she, following the first clear understanding as to this, turning white and fainting at the news, falling back in Grants arms and being carried to her tent, where, after being restored to consciousness, she exclaimed: I dont believe a word of it! Its not true! Why, it couldnt be! That poor boy! Oh, Clyde! Where is he? Where have they taken him? But Stuart and Grant, by no means as emotionally moved as herself, cautioning her to be silent. It might be true at that. Supposing it were! The others would hear, wouldnt they? And supposing it werent  he could soon prove his innocence and be released, couldnt he? There was no use in carrying on like this now.

But then, Sondra in her thoughts going over the bare possibility of such a thing  a girl killed by Clyde at Big Bittern  himself arrested and being taken off in this way  and she thus publicly  or at least by this group  known to be so interested in him,  her parents to know, the public itself to know  maybe  

But Clyde must be innocent. It must be all a mistake. And then her mind turning back and thinking of that news of the drowned girl she had first heard over the telephone there at the Harriets. And then Clydes whiteness  his illness  his all but complete collapse. Oh, no!  not that! Yet his delay in coming from Lycurgus until the Friday before. His failure to write from there. And then, the full horror of the charge returning, as suddenly collapsing again, lying perfectly still and white while Grant and the others agreed among themselves that the best thing to be done was to break up the camp, either now or early in the morning, and depart for Sharon.

And Sondra returning to consciousness after a time tearfully announcing that she must get out of here at once, that she couldnt endure this place, and begging Bertine and all the others to stay close to her and say nothing about her having fainted and cried, since it would only create talk. And thinking all the time of how, if this were all true, she could secure those letters she had written him! Oh, heavens! For supposing now at this time they should fall into the hands of the police or the newspapers, and be published? And yet moved by her love for him and for the first time in her young life shaken to the point where the grim and stern realities of life were thrust upon her gay and vain notice.

And so it was immediately arranged that she leave with Stuart, Bertine and Grant for the Metissic Inn at the eastern end of the Lake, since from there, at dawn, according to Baggott, they might leave for Albany  and so, in a roundabout way for Sharon.

In the meantime, Mason, after obtaining possession of all Clydes belongings here, quickly making his way west to Little Fish Inlet and Three Mile Bay, stopping only for the first night at a farmhouse and arriving at Three Mile Bay late on Tuesday night. Yet not without, en route, catechizing Clyde as he had planned, the more particularly since in going through his effects in the tent at the camp he had not found the gray suit said to have been worn by Clyde at Big Bittern.

And Clyde, troubled by this new development, denying that he had worn a gray suit and insisting that the suit he had on was the one he had worn.

But wasnt it thoroughly soaked?

Yes.

Well, then, where was it cleaned and pressed afterward?

In Sharon.

In Sharon?

Yes, sir.

By a tailor there?

Yes, sir.

What tailor?

Alas, Clyde could not remember.

Then you wore it crumpled and wet, did you, from Big Bittern to Sharon?

Yes, sir.

And no one noticed it, of course.

Not that I remember  no.

Not that you remember, eh? Well, well see about that later, and deciding that unquestionably Clyde was a plotter and a murderer. Also that eventually he could make Clyde show where he had hidden the suit or had had it cleaned.

Next there was the straw hat found on the lake. What about that? By admitting that the wind had blown his hat off, Clyde had intimated that he had worn a hat on the lake, but not necessarily the straw hat found on the water. But now Mason was intent on establishing within hearing of these witnesses, the ownership of the hat found on the water as well as the existence of a second hat worn later.

That straw hat of yours that you say the wind blew in the water? You didnt try to get that either at the time, did you?

No, sir.

Didnt think of it, I suppose, in the excitement?

No, sir.

But just the same, you had another straw hat when you went down through the woods there. Where did you get that one?

And Clyde, trapped and puzzled by this pausing for the fraction of a second, frightened and wondering whether or not it could be proved that this second straw hat he was wearing was the one he had worn through the woods. Also whether the one on the water had been purchased in Utica, as it had. And then deciding to lie. But I didnt have another straw hat. Without paying any attention to that, Mason reached over and took the straw hat on Clydes head and proceeded to examine the lining with its imprint  Stark & Company, Lycurgus.

This one has a lining, I see. Bought this in Lycurgus, eh?

Yes, sir.

When?

Oh, back in June.

But still youre sure now its not the one you wore down through the woods that night?

No, sir.

Well, where was it then?

And Clyde once more pausing like one in a trap and thinking: My God! How am I to explain this now? Why did I admit that the one on the lake was mine? Yet, as instantly recalling that whether he had denied it or not, there were those at Grass Lake and Big Bittern who would remember that he had worn a straw hat on the lake, of course.

Where was it then? insisted Mason.

And Clyde at last saying: Oh, I was up here once before and wore it then. I forgot it when I went down the last time but I found it again the other day.

Oh, I see. Very convenient, I must say. He was beginning to believe that he had a very slippery person to deal with indeed  that he must think of his traps more shrewdly, and at the same time determining to summon the Cranstons and every member of the Bear Lake party in order to discover, whether any recalled Clyde not wearing a straw hat on his arrival this time, also whether he had left a straw hat the time before. He was lying, of course, and he would catch him.

And so no real peace for Clyde at any time between there and Bridgeburg and the county jail. For however much he might refuse to answer, still Mason was forever jumping at him with such questions as: Why was it if all you wanted to do was to eat lunch on shore that you had to row all the way down to that extreme south end of the lake when it isnt nearly so attractive there as it is at other points? And: Where was it that you spent the rest of that afternoon  surely not just there? And then, jumping back to Sondras letters discovered in his bag. How long had he known her? Was he as much in love with her as she appeared to be with him? Wasnt it because of her promise to marry him in the fall that he had decided to kill Miss Alden?

But while Clyde vehemently troubled to deny this last charge, still for the most part he gazed silently and miserably before him with his tortured and miserable eyes.

And then a most wretched night spent in the garret of a farmhouse at the west end of the lake, and on a pallet on the floor, while Sissel, Swenk and Kraut, gun in hand, in turn kept watch over him, and Mason and the sheriff and the others slept below stairs. And some natives, because of information distributed somehow, coming toward morning to inquire: We hear the feller that killed the girl over to Big Bittern is here  is that right? And then waiting to see them off at dawn in the Fords secured by Mason.

And again at Little Fish Inlet as well as Three Mile Bay, actual crowds  farmers, store-keepers, summer residents, woodsmen, children  all gathered because of word telephoned on ahead apparently. And at the latter place, Burleigh, Heit and Newcomb, who, because of previously telephoned information, had brought before one Gabriel Gregg, a most lanky and crusty and meticulous justice of the peace, all of the individuals from Big Bittern necessary to identify him fully. And now Mason, before this local justice, charging Clyde with the death of Roberta and having him properly and legally held as a material witness to be lodged in the county jail at Bridgeburg. And then taking him, along with Burton, the sheriff and his deputies, to Bridgeburg, where he was promptly locked up.

And once there, Clyde throwing himself on the iron cot and holding his head in a kind of agony of despair. It was three oclock in the morning, and just outside the jail as they approached he had seen a crowd of at least five hundred  noisy, jeering, threatening. For had not the news been forwarded that because of his desire to marry a rich girl he had most brutally assaulted and murdered a young and charming working-girl whose only fault had been that she loved him too well. There had been hard and threatening cries of There he is, the dirty bastard! Youll swing for this yet, you young devil, wait and see! This from a young woodsman not unlike Swenk in type  a hard, destroying look in his fierce young eyes, leaning out from the crowd. And worse, a waspish type of small-town slum girl, dressed in a gingham dress, who in the dim light of the arcs, had leaned forward to cry: Lookit, the dirty little sneak  the murderer! You thought youd get away with it, didnja?

And Clyde, crowding closer to Sheriff Slack, and thinking: Why, they actually think I did kill her! And they may even lynch me! But so weary and confused and debased and miserable that at the sight of the outer steel jail door swinging open to receive him, he actually gave vent to a sigh of relief because of the protection it afforded.

But once in his cell, suffering none the less without cessation the long night through, from thoughts  thoughts concerning all that had just gone. Sondra! the Griffiths! Bertine. All those people in Lycurgus when they should hear in the morning. His mother eventually, everybody. Where was Sondra now? For Mason had told her, of course, and all those others, when he had gone back to secure his things. And they knew him now for what he was  a plotter of murder! Only, only, if somebody could only know how it had all come about! If Sondra, his mother, any one, could truly see!

Perhaps if he were to explain all to this man Mason now, before it all went any further, exactly how it all had happened. But that meant a true explanation as to his plot, his real original intent, that camera, his swimming away. That unintended blow  (and who was going to believe him as to that)  his hiding the tripod afterwards. Besides once all that was known would he not be done for just the same in connection with Sondra, the Griffiths  everybody. And very likely prosecuted and executed for murder just the same. Oh, heavens  murder. And to be tried for that now; this terrible crime against her proved. They would electrocute him just the same  wouldnt they? And then the full horror of that coming upon him,  death, possibly  and for murder  he sat there quite still. Death! God! If only he had not left those letters written him by Roberta and his mother in his room there at Mrs. Peytons. If only he had removed his trunk to another room, say, before he left. Why hadnt he thought of that? Yet as instantly thinking, might not that have been a mistake, too, being seemingly a suspicious thing to have done then? But how came they to know where he was from and what his name was? Then, as instantly returning in mind to the letters in the trunk. For, as he now recalled, in one of those letters from his mother she had mentioned that affair in Kansas City, and Mason would come to know of that. If only he had destroyed them. Robertas, his mothers, all! Why hadnt he? But not being able to answer why  just an insane desire to keep things maybe  anything that related to him  a kindness, a tenderness toward him. If only he had not worn that second straw hat  had not met those three men in the woods! God! He might have known they would be able to trace him in some way. If only he had gone on in that wood at Bear Lake, taking his suit case and Sondras letters with him. Perhaps, perhaps, who knows, in Boston, or New York, or somewhere he might have hidden away.

Unstrung and agonized, he was unable to sleep at all, but walked back and forth, or sat on the side of the hard and strange cot, thinking, thinking. And at dawn, a bony, aged, rheumy jailer, in a baggy, worn, blue uniform, bearing a black, iron tray, on which was a tinful of coffee, some bread and a piece of ham with one egg. And looking curiously and yet somehow indifferently at Clyde, while he forced it through an aperture only wide and high enough for its admission, though Clyde wanted nothing at all.

And then later Kraut and Sissel and Swenk, and eventually the sheriff himself, each coming separately, to look in and say: Well, Griffiths, how are you this morning? or, Hello, anything we can do for you?, while their eyes showed the astonishment, disgust, suspicion or horror with which his assumed crime had filled them. Yet, even in the face of that, having one type of interest and even sycophantic pride in his presence here. For was he not a Griffiths  a member of the well-known social group of the big central cities to the south of here. Also the same to them, as well as to the enormously fascinated public outside, as a trapped and captured animal, taken in their legal net by their own superlative skill and now held as witness to it? And with the newspapers and people certain to talk, enormous publicity for them  their pictures in the papers as well as his, their names persistently linked with his.

And Clyde, looking at them between the bars, attempted to be civil, since he was now in their hands and they could do with him as they would.


Chapter 11

In connection with the autopsy and its results there was a decided set-back. For while the joint report of the five doctors showed: An injury to the mouth and nose; the tip of the nose appears to have been slightly flattened, the lips swollen, one front tooth slightly loosened, and an abrasion of the mucous membrane within the lips  all agreed that these injuries were by no means fatal. The chief injury was to the skull (the very thing which Clyde in his first confession had maintained), which appeared to have been severely bruised by a blow of some sharp instrument, unfortunately in this instance, because of the heaviness of the blow of the boat, signs of fracture and internal haemorrhage which might have produced death.

But  the lungs when placed in water, sinking  an absolute proof that Roberta could not have been dead when thrown into the water, but alive and drowning, as Clyde had maintained. And no other signs of violence or struggle, although her arms and fingers appeared to be set in such a way as to indicate that she might have been reaching or seeking to grasp something. The wale of the boat? Could that be? Might Clydes story, after all, conceal a trace of truth? Certainly these circumstances seemed to favor him a little. Yet as Mason and the others agreed, all these circumstances most distinctly seemed to prove that although he might not have slain her outright before throwing her into the water, none the less he had struck her and then had thrown her, perhaps unconscious, into the water.

But with what? If he could but make Clyde say that!

And then an inspiration! He would take Clyde and, although the law specifically guaranteed accused persons against compulsions, compel him to retrace the scenes of his crime. And although he might not be able to make him commit himself in any way, still, once on the ground and facing the exact scene of his crime, his actions might reveal something of the whereabouts of the suit, perhaps, or possibly some instrument with which he had struck her.

And in consequence, on the third day following Clydes incarceration, a second visit to Big Bittern, with Kraut, Heit, Mason, Burton, Burleigh, Earl Newcomb and Sheriff Slack as his companions, and a slow re-canvassing of all the ground he had first traveled on that dreadful day. And with Kraut, following instructions from Mason, playing up to him, in order to ingratiate himself into his good graces, and possibly cause him to make a clean breast of it. For Kraut was to argue that the evidence, so far was so convincing that you never would get a jury to believe that you didnt do it, but that, if you would talk right out to Mason, he could do more for you with the judge and the governor than any one could  get you off, maybe, with life or twenty years, while this way youre likely to get the chair, sure.

Yet Clyde, because of that same fear that had guided him at Bear Lake, maintaining a profound silence. For why should he say that he had struck her, when he had not  intentionally at least? Or with what, since no thought of the camera had come up as yet.

At the lake, after definite measurements by the county surveyor as to the distance from the spot where Roberta had drowned to the spot where Clyde had landed, Earl Newcomb suddenly returning to Mason with an important discovery. For under a log not so far from the spot at which Clyde had stood to remove his wet clothes, the tripod he had hidden, a little rusty and damp, but of sufficient weight, as Mason and all these others were now ready to believe, to have delivered the blow upon Robertas skull which had felled her and so make it possible for him to carry her to the boat and later drown her. Yet, confronted with this and turning paler than before, Clyde denying that he had a camera or a tripod with him, although Mason was instantly deciding that he would re-question all witnesses to find out whether any recalled seeing a tripod or camera in Clydes possession.

And before the close of this same day learning from the guide who had driven Clyde and Roberta over, as well as the boatman who had seen Clyde drop his bag into the boat, and a young waitress at Grass Lake who had seen Clyde and Roberta going out from the inn to the station on the morning of their departure from Grass Lake, that all now recalled a yellow bundle of sticks, fastened to his bag which must have been the very tripod.

And then Burton Burleigh deciding that it might not really have been the tripod, after all with which he had struck her but possibly and even probably the somewhat heavier body of the camera itself, since an edge of it would explain the wound on the top of the head and the flat surface would explain the general wounds on her face. And because of this conclusion, without any knowledge on the part of Clyde, however, Mason securing divers from among the woodsmen of the region and setting them to diving in the immediate vicinity of the spot where Robertas body had been found, with the result that after an entire days diving on the part of six  and because of a promised and substantial reward, one Jack Bogart arose with the very camera which Clyde, as the boat had turned over, had let fall. Worse, after examination it proved to contain a roll of films, which upon being submitted to an expert chemist for development, showed finally to be a series of pictures of Roberta, made on shore  one sitting on a log, a second posed by the side of the boat on shore, a third reaching up toward the branches of a tree  all very dim and water-soaked but still decipherable. And the exact measurements of the broadest side of the camera corresponding in a general way to the length and breadth of the wounds upon Robertas face, which caused it now to seem positive that they had discovered the implement wherewith Clyde had delivered the blows.

Yet no trace of blood upon the camera itself. And none upon the side or bottom of the boat, which had been brought to Bridgeburg for examination. And none upon the rug which had lain in the bottom of the boat.

In Burton Burleigh there existed as sly a person as might have been found in a score of such backwoods counties as this, and soon he found himself meditating on how easy it would be, supposing irrefragable evidence were necessary, for him or any one to cut a finger and let it bleed on the rug or the side of the boat or the edge of the camera. Also, how easy to take from the head of Roberta two or three hairs and thread them between the sides of the camera, or about the rowlock to which her veil had been attached. And after due and secret meditation, he actually deciding to visit the Lutz Brothers morgue and secure a few threads of Robertas hair. For he himself was convinced that Clyde had murdered the girl in cold blood. And for want of a bit of incriminating proof, was such a young, silent, vain crook as this to be allowed to escape? Not if he himself had to twine the hairs about the rowlock or inside the lid of the camera, and then call Masons attention to them as something overlooked!

And in consequence, upon the same day that Heit and Mason were personally re-measuring the wounds upon Robertas face and head, Burleigh slyly threading two of Robertas hairs in between the door and the lens of the camera, so that Mason and Heit a little while later unexpectedly coming upon them, and wondering why they had not seen them before  nevertheless accepting them immediately as conclusive evidence of Clydes guilt. Indeed, Mason thereupon announcing that in so far as he was concerned, his case was complete. He had truly traced out every step in this crime and if need be was prepared to go to trial on the morrow.

Yet, because of the very completeness of the testimony, deciding for the present, at least, not to say anything in connection with the camera  to seal, if possible, the mouth of every one who knew. For, assuming that Clyde persisted in denying that he had carried a camera, or that his own lawyer should be unaware of the existence of such evidence, then how damning in court, and out of a clear sky, to produce this camera, these photographs of Roberta made by him, and the proof that the very measurements of one side of the camera coincided with the size of the wounds upon her face! How complete! How incriminating!

Also since he personally having gathered the testimony was the one best fitted to present it, he decided to communicate with the governor of the state for the purpose of obtaining a special term of the Supreme Court for this district, with its accompanying special session of the local grand jury, which would then be subject to his call at any time. For with this granted, he would be able to impanel a grand jury and in the event of a true bill being returned against Clyde, then within a month or six weeks, proceed to trial. Strictly to himself, however, he kept the fact that in view of his own approaching nomination in the ensuing November election this should all prove most opportune, since in the absence of any such special term the case could not possibly be tried before the succeeding regular January term of the Supreme Court, by which time he would be out of office and although possibly elected to the local judgeship still not able to try the case in person. And in view of the state of public opinion, which was most bitterly and vigorously anti-Clyde, a quick trial would seem fair and logical to every one in this local world. For why delay? Why permit such a criminal to sit about and speculate on some plan of escape? And especially when his trial by him, Mason, was certain to rebound to his legal and political and social fame the country over.


Chapter 12

And then out of the north woods a crime sensation of the first magnitude, with all of those intriguingly colorful, and yet morally and spiritually atrocious, elements  love, romance, wealth; poverty, death. And at once picturesque accounts of where and how Clyde had lived in Lycurgus, with whom he had been connected, how he had managed to conceal his relations with one girl while obviously planning to elope with another  being wired for and published by that type of editor so quick to sense the national news value of crimes such as this. And telegrams of inquiry pouring in from New York, Chicago, Boston, Philadelphia, San Francisco and other large American cities east and west, either to Mason direct or the representatives of the Associated or United Press in this area, asking for further and more complete details of the crime. Who was this beautiful wealthy girl with whom it was said this Griffiths was in love? Where did she live? What were Clydes exact relations with her? Yet Mason, over-awed by the wealth of the Finchleys and the Griffiths, loath to part with Sondras name, simply asserting for the present that she was the daughter of a very wealthy manufacturer in Lycurgus, whose name he did not care to furnish  yet not hesitating to show the bundle of letters carefully tied with a ribbon by Clyde.

But Robertas letters on the other hand being described in detail,  even excerpts of some of them  the more poetic and gloomy being furnished the Press for use, for who was there to protect her. And on their publication a wave of hatred for Clyde as well as a wave of pity for her  the poor, lonely, country girl who had had no one but him  and he cruel, faithless,  a murderer even. Was not hanging too good for him? For en route to and from Bear Lake, as well as since, Mason had pored over these letters. And because of certain intensely moving passages relating to her home life, her gloomy distress as to her future, her evident loneliness and weariness of heart, he had been greatly moved, and later had been able to convey this feeling to others  his wife and Heit and the local newspapermen. So much so that the latter in particular were sending from Bridgeburg vivid, if somewhat distorted, descriptions of Clyde, his silence, his moodiness, and his hard-heartedness.

And then a particularly romantic young reporter from The Star, of Utica arriving at the home of the Aldens, there was immediately given to the world a fairly accurate picture of the weary and defeated Mrs. Alden, who, too exhausted to protest or complain, merely contented herself with a sincere and graphic picture of Robertas devotion to her parents, her simple ways of living, her modesty, morality, religious devotion  how once the local pastor of the Methodist Church had said that she was the brightest and prettiest and kindest girl he had ever known, and how for years before leaving home she had been as her mothers own right hand. And that undoubtedly because of her poverty and loneliness in Lycurgus, she had been led to listen to the honeyed words of this scoundrel, who, coming to her with promises of marriage, had lured her into this unhallowed and, in her case, all but unbelievable relationship which had led to her death. For she was good and pure and sweet and kind always. And to think that she is dead. I cant believe it.

It was so that her mother was quoted.

Only Monday a week ago she was about  a little depressed, I thought, but smiling, and for some reason which I thought odd at the time went all over the place Monday afternoon and evening, looking at things and gathering some flowers. And then she came over and put her arms around me and said: I wish I were a little girl again, Mamma, and that you would take me in your arms and rock me like you used to. And I said, Why, Roberta, what makes you so sad to-night, anyhow? And she said, Oh, nothing. You know Im going back in the morning. And somehow I feel a little foolish about it to-night. And to think that it was this trip that was in her mind. I suppose she had a premonition that all would not work out as she had planned. And to think he struck my little girl, she who never could harm anything, not even a fly. And here, in spite of herself, and with the saddened Titus in the background, she began to cry silently.

But from the Griffiths and other members of this local social world, complete and almost unbreakable silence. For in so far as Samuel Griffiths was concerned, it was impossible for him at first either to grasp or believe that Clyde could be capable of such a deed. What! That bland and rather timid and decidedly gentlemanly youth, as he saw him, charged with murder? Being rather far from Lycurgus at the time  Upper Saranac  where he was reached with difficulty by Gilbert  he was almost unprepared to think, let alone act. Why, how impossible! There must be some mistake here. They must have confused Clyde with some one else.

Nevertheless, Gilbert proceeding to explain that it was unquestionably true, since the girl had worked in the factory under Clyde, and the district attorney at Bridgeburg with whom he had already been in communication had assured him that he was in possession of letters which the dead girl had written to Clyde and that Clyde did not attempt to deny them.

Very well, then, countered Samuel. Dont act hastily, and above all, dont talk to anyone outside of Smillie or Gotboy until I see you. Wheres Brookhart?  referring to Darrah Brookhart, of counsel for Griffiths & Company.

Hes in Boston to-day, returned his son. I think he told me last Friday that he wouldnt be back here until Monday or Tuesday.

Well, wire him that I want him to return at once. Incidentally, have Smillie see if he can arrange with the editors of The Star and Beacon down there to suspend any comment until I get back. Ill be down in the morning. Also tell him to get in the car and run up there (Bridgeburg) to-day if he can. I must know from first hand all there is to know. Have him see Clyde if he can, also this district attorney, and bring down any news that he can get. And all the newspapers. I want to see for myself what has been published.

And at approximately the same time, in the home of the Finchleys on Fourth Lake, Sondra herself, after forty-eight hours of most macerating thoughts spent brooding on the astounding climax which had put a period to all her girlish fancies in regard to Clyde, deciding at last to confess all to her father, to whom she was more drawn than to her mother. And accordingly approaching him in the library, where usually he sat after dinner, reading or considering his various affairs. But having come within earshot of him, beginning to sob, for truly she was stricken in the matter of her love for Clyde, as well as her various vanities and illusions in regard to her own high position, the scandal that was about to fall on her and her family. Oh, what would her mother say now, after all her warnings? And her father? And Gilbert Griffiths and his affianced bride? And the Cranstons, who except for her influence over Bertine, would never have been drawn into this intimacy with Clyde?

Her sobs arresting her fathers attention, he at once paused to look up, the meaning of this quite beyond him. Yet instantly sensing something very dreadful, gathering her up in his arms, and consolingly murmuring: There, there! For heavens sake, whats happened to my little girl now? Whos done what and why? And then, with a decidedly amazed and shaken expression, listening to a complete confession of all that had occurred thus far  the first meeting with Clyde, her interest in him, the attitude of the Griffiths, her letters, her love, and then this  this awful accusation and arrest. And if it were true! And her name were used, and her daddys! And once more she fell to weeping as though her heart would break, yet knowing full well that in the end she would have her fathers sympathy and forgiveness, whatever his subsequent suffering and mood.

And at once Finchley, accustomed to peace and order and tact and sense in his own home, looking at his daughter in an astounded and critical and yet not uncharitable way, and exclaiming: Well, well, of all things! Well, Ill be damned! I am amazed, my dear! I am astounded! This is a little too much, I must say. Accused of murder! And with letters of yours in your own handwriting, you say, in his possession, or in the hands of this district attorney, for all we know by now. Tst! Tst! Tst! Damned foolish, Sondra, damned foolish! Your mother has been talking to me for months about this, and you know I was taking your word for it against hers. And now see whats happened! Why couldnt you have told me or listened to her? Why couldnt you have talked all this over with me before going so far? I thought we understood each other, you and I. Your mother and I have always acted for your own good, havent we? You know that. Besides, I certainly thought you had better sense. Really, I did. But a murder case, and you connected with it! My God!

He got up, a handsome blond man in carefully made clothes, and paced the floor, snapping his fingers irritably, while Sondra continued to weep. Suddenly, ceasing his walking, he turned again toward her and resumed with: But, there, there! Theres no use crying over it. Crying isnt going to fix it. Of course, we may be able to live it down in some way. I dont know. I dont know. I cant guess what effect this is likely to have on you personally. But one thing is sure. We do want to know something about those letters.

And forthwith, and while Sondra wept on, he proceeded first to call his wife in order to explain the nature of the blow  a social blow that was to lurk in her memory as a shadow for the rest of her years  and next to call up Legare Atterbury, lawyer, state senator, chairman of the Republican State Central Committee and his own private counsel for years past, to whom he explained the amazing difficulty in which his daughter now found herself. Also to inquire what was the most advisable thing to be done.

Well, let me see, came from Atterbury, I wouldnt worry very much if I were you, Mr. Finchley. I think I can do something to straighten this out for you before any real public damage is done. Now, let me see. Who is the district attorney of Cataraqui County, anyhow? Ill have to look that up and get in touch with him and call you back. But never mind, I promise you Ill be able to do something  keep the letters out of the papers, anyhow. Maybe out of the trial  Im not sure  but I am sure I can fix it so that her name will not be mentioned, so dont worry.

And then Atterbury in turn calling up Mason, whose name he found in his lawyers directory, and at once arranging for a conference with him, since Mason seemed to think that the letters were most vital to his case, although he was so much overawed by Atterburys voice that he was quick to explain that by no means had he planned as yet to use publicly the name of Sondra or the letters either, but rather to reserve their actuality for the private inspection of the grand jury, unless Clyde should choose to confess and avoid a trial.

But Atterbury, after referring back to Finchley and finding him opposed to any use of the letters whatsoever, or Sondras name either, assuring him that on the morrow or the day after he would himself proceed to Bridgeburg with some plans and political information which might cause Mason to think twice before he so much as considered referring to Sondra in any public way.

And then after due consideration by the Finchley family, it was decided that at once, and without explanation or apology to any one, Mrs. Finchley, Stuart and Sondra should leave for the Maine coast or any place satisfactory to them. Finchley himself proposed to return to Lycurgus and Albany. It was not wise for any of them to be about where they could be reached by reporters or questioned by friends. And forthwith, a hegira of the Finchleys to Narragansett, where under the name of Wilson they secluded themselves for the next six weeks. Also, and because of the same cause the immediate removal of the Cranstons to one of the Thousand Islands, where there was a summer colony not entirely unsatisfactory to their fancy. But on the part of the Baggotts and the Harriets, the contention that they were not sufficiently incriminated to bother and so remaining exactly where they were at Twelfth Lake. But all talking of Clyde and Sondra  this horrible crime and the probable social destruction of all those who had in any way been thus innocently defiled by it.

And in the interim, Smillie, as directed by Griffiths, proceeding to Bridgeburg, and after two long hours with Mason, calling at the jail to see Clyde. And because of authorization from Mason being permitted to see him quite alone in his cell. Smillie having explained that it was not the intention of the Griffiths to try to set up any defense for Clyde, but rather to discover whether under the circumstances there was a possibility for a defense, Mason had urged upon him the wisdom of persuading Clyde to confess, since, as he insisted, there was not the slightest doubt as to his guilt, and a trial would but cost the county money without result to Clyde  whereas if he chose to confess, there might be some undeveloped reasons for clemency  at any rate, a great social scandal prevented from being aired in the papers.

And thereupon Smillie proceeding to Clyde in his cell where brooding most darkly and hopelessly he was wondering how to do. Yet at the mere mention of Smillies name shrinking as though struck. The Griffiths  Samuel Griffiths and Gilbert! Their personal representative. And now what would he say? For no doubt, as he now argued with himself, Smillie, having talked with Mason, would think him guilty. And what was he to say now? What sort of a story tell  the truth or what? But without much time to think, for even while he was trying to do so Smillie had been ushered into his presence. And then moistening his dry lips with his tongue, he could only achieve, Why, how do you do, Mr. Smillie? to which the latter replied, with a mock geniality, Why, hello, Clyde, certainly sorry to see you tied up in a place like this. And then continuing: The papers and the district attorney over here are full of a lot of stuff about some trouble youre in, but I suppose there cant be much to it  there must be some mistake, of course. And thats what Im up here to find out. Your uncle telephoned me this morning that I was to come up and see you to find out how they come to be holding you. Of course, you can understand how they feel down there. So they wanted me to come up and get the straight of it so as to get the charge dismissed, if possible  so now if youll just let me know the ins and outs of this  you know  that is

He paused there, confident because of what the district attorney had just told him, as well as Clydes peculiarly nervous and recessive manner, that he would not have very much that was exculpatory to reveal.

And Clyde, after moistening his lips once more, beginning with: I suppose things do look pretty bad for me, Mr. Smillie. I didnt think at the time that I met Miss Alden that I would ever get into such a scrape as this. But I didnt kill her, and thats the Gods truth. I never even wanted to kill her or take her up to that lake in the first place. And thats the truth, and thats what I told the district attorney. I know he has some letters from her to me, but they only show that she wanted me to go away with her  not that I wanted to go with her at all

He paused, hoping that Smillie would stamp this with his approval of faith. And Smillie, noting the agreement between his and Masons assertions, yet anxious to placate him, returned: Yes, I know. He was just showing them to me.

I knew he would, continued Clyde, weakly. But you know how it is sometimes, Mr. Smillie, his voice, because of his fears that the sheriff or Kraut were listening, pitched very low. A man can get in a jam with a girl when he never even intended to at first. You know that yourself. I did like Roberta at first, and thats the truth, and I did get in with her just as those letters show. But you know that rule they have down there, that no one in charge of a department can have anything to do with any of the women under him. Well, thats what started all the trouble for me, I guess. I was afraid to let any one know about it in the first place, you see.

Oh, I see.

And so by degrees, and growing less and less tense as he proceeded, since Smillie appeared to be listening with sympathy, he now outlined most of the steps of his early intimacy with Roberta, together with his present defense. But with no word as to the camera, or the two hats or the lost suit, which things were constantly and enormously troubling him. How could he ever explain these, really? And with Smillie at the conclusion of this and because of what Mason had told him, asking: But what about those two hats, Clyde? This man over here was telling me that you admit to having two straw hats  the one found on the lake and the one you wore away from there.

And Clyde, forced to say something, yet not knowing what, replying: But theyre wrong as to my wearing a straw hat away from there, Mr. Smillie, it was a cap.

I see. But still you did have a straw hat up at Bear Lake, he tells me.

Yes, I had one there, but as I told him, that was the one I had with me when I went up to the Cranstons the first time. I told him that. I forgot it and left it there.

Oh, I see. But now there was something about a suit  a gray one, I believe  that he says you were seen wearing up there but that he cant find now? Were you wearing one?

No. I was wearing the blue suit I had on when I came down here. Theyve taken that away now and given me this one.

But he says that you say you had it dry-cleaned at Sharon but that he cant find any one there who knows anything about it. How about that? Did you have it dry-cleaned there?

Yes, sir.

By whom?

Well, I cant just remember now. But I think I can find the man if I were to go up there again  hes near the depot, but at the same time looking down and away from Smillie.

And then Smillie, like Mason before him, proceeding to ask about the bag in the boat, and whether it had not been possible, if he could swim to shore with his shoes and suit on, for him to have swam to Roberta and assisted her to cling to the overturned boat. And Clyde explaining, as before, that he was afraid of being dragged down, but adding now, for the first time, that he had called to her to hang on to the boat, whereas previously he had said that the boat drifted away from them. And Smillie recalled that Mason had told him this. Also, in connection with Clydes story of the wind blowing his hat off, Mason had said he could prove by witnesses, as well as the U. S. Government reports, that there was not a breath of air stirring on that most halcyon day. And so, plainly, Clyde was lying. His story was too thin. Yet Smillie, not wishing to embarrass him, kept saying: Oh, I see, or, To be sure, or Thats the way it was, was it?

And then finally asking about the marks on Robertas face and head. For Mason had called his attention to them and insisted that no blow from a boat would make both abrasions. But Clyde sure that the boat had only struck her once and that all the bruises had come from that or else he could not guess from what they had come. But then beginning to see how hopeless was all this explanation. For it was so plain from his restless, troubled manner that Smillie did not believe him. Quite obviously he considered his not having aided Roberta as dastardly  a thin excuse for letting her die.

And so, too weary and disheartened to lie more, finally ceasing. And Smillie, too sorry and disturbed to wish to catechize or confuse him further, fidgeting and fumbling and finally declaring: Well, Im afraid Ill have to be going now, Clyde. The roads are pretty bad between here and Sharon. But Ive been mighty glad to hear your side of it. And Ill present it to your uncle just as you have told it to me. But in the meantime, if I were you, I wouldnt do any more talking than I could help  not until you hear further from me. I was instructed to find an attorney up here to handle this case for you, if I could, but since its late and Mr. Brookhart, our chief counsel, will be back to-morrow, I think Ill just wait until I can talk to him. So if youll take my advice, youll just not say anything until you hear from him or me. Either hell come or hell send some one  hell bring a letter from me, whoever he is, and then hell advise you.

And with this parting admonition, leaving Clyde to his thoughts and himself feeling no least doubt of his guilt and that nothing less than the Griffiths millions, if so they chose to spend them, could save him from a fate which was no doubt due him.


Chapter 13

And then on the following morning Samuel Griffiths, with his own son Gilbert standing by, in the large drawing room of their Wykeagy Avenue mansion, listening to Smillies report of his conference with Clyde and Mason. And Smillie reporting all he had heard and seen. And with Gilbert Griffiths, unbelievably shaken and infuriated by all this, exclaiming at one point:

Why, the little devil! The little beast! But what did I tell you, Dad? Didnt I warn you against bringing him on?

And Samuel Griffiths after meditating on this reference to his earlier sympathetic folly now giving Gilbert a most suggestive and intensely troubled look, which said: Are we here to discuss the folly of my original, if foolish, good intentions, or the present crisis? And Gilbert thinking: The murderer! And that wretched little show-off, Sondra Finchley, trying to make something of him in order to spite me, Gilbert, principally, and so getting herself smirched. The little fool! But it served her right. She would get her share of this now. Only it would cause him and his father and all of them infinite trouble also. For was this not an ineradicable stain which was likely to defile all  himself, his fiancee, Bella, Myra, his parents  and perhaps cost them their position here in Lycurgus society? The tragedy! Maybe an execution! And in this family!

Yet Samuel Griffiths, on his part, going back in his mind to all that had occurred since Clyde had arrived in Lycurgus.

His being left to work in that basement at first and ignored by the family. Left to his own devices for fully eight months. Might not that have been at least a contributing cause to all this horror? And then being put over all those girls! Was not that a mistake? He could see all this now clearly, although by no means condoning Clydes deed in any way  far from it. The wretchedness of such a mind as that  the ungoverned and carnal desires! The uncontrollable brutality of seducing that girl and then because of Sondra  the pleasant, agreeable little Sondra  plotting to get rid of her! And now in jail, and offering no better explanation of all the amazing circumstances, as reported by Smillie, than that he had not intended to kill her at all  had not even plotted to do so  that the wind had blown his hat off! How impossibly weak! And with no suitable explanation for the two hats, or the missing suit, or of not going to the aid of the drowning girl. And those unexplained marks on her face. How strongly all these things pointed to his guilt.

For Gods sake, exclaimed Gilbert, hasnt he anything better than that to offer, the little fool! And Smillie replied that that was all he could get him to say, and that Mr. Mason was absolutely and quite dispassionately convinced of his guilt. Dreadful! Dreadful! put in Samuel. I really cant grasp it yet. I cant! It doesnt seem possible that any one of my blood could be guilty of such a thing! And then getting up and walking the floor in real and crushing distress and fear. His family! Gilbert and his future! Bella, with all her ambitions and dreams! And Sondra! And Finchley!

He clinched his hands. He knitted his brows and tightened his lips. He looked at Smillie, who, immaculate and sleek, showed nevertheless the immense strain that was on him, shaking his head dismally whenever Griffiths looked at him.

And then after nearly an hour and a half more of such questioning and requestioning as to the possibility of some other interpretation than the data furnished by Smillie would permit, Griffiths, senior, pausing and declaring: Well, it does look bad, I must say. Still, in the face of what you tell me, I cant find it in me to condemn completely without more knowledge than we have here. There may be some other facts not as yet come to light  he wont talk, you say, about most things  some little details we dont know about  some slight excuse of some kind  for without that this does appear to be a most atrocious crime. Has Mr. Brookhart got in from Boston?

Yes, sir, hes here, replied Gilbert. He telephoned Mr. Smillie.

Well, have him come out here at two this afternoon to see me. Im too tired to talk more about this right now. Tell him all that you have told me, Smillie. And then come back here with him at two. It may be that he will have some suggestion to make that will be of value to us, although just what I cant see. Only one thing I want to say  I hope he isnt guilty. And I want every proper step taken to discover whether he is or not, and if not, to defend him to the limit of the law. But no more than that. No trying to save anybody who is guilty of such a thing as this  no, no, no!  not even if he is my nephew! Not me! Im not that kind of a man! Trouble or no trouble  disgrace or no disgrace  Ill do what I can to help him if hes innocent  if theres even the faintest reason for believing so. But guilty? No! Never! If this boy is really guilty, hell have to take the consequences. Not a dollar  not a penny  of my money will I devote to any one who could be guilty of such a crime, even if he is my nephew!

And turning and slowly and heavily moving toward the rear staircase, while Smillie, wide-eyed, gazed after him in awe. The power of him! The decision of him! The fairness of him in such a deadly crisis! And Gilbert equally impressed, also sitting and staring. His father was a man, really. He might be cruelly wounded and distressed, but, unlike himself, he was neither petty nor revengeful.

And next Mr. Darrah Brookhart, a large, well-dressed, well-fed, ponderous and cautious corporation lawyer, with one eye half concealed by a drooping lid and his stomach rather protuberant, giving one the impression of being mentally if not exactly physically suspended, balloon-wise, in some highly rarefied atmosphere where he was moved easily hither and yon by the lightest breath of previous legal interpretations or decisions of any kind. In the absence of additional facts, the guilt of Clyde (to him) seemed obvious. Or, waiving that, as he saw it after carefully listening to Smillies recounting of all the suspicious and incriminating circumstances, he would think it very difficult to construct an even partially satisfactory defense, unless there were some facts favoring Clyde which had not thus far appeared. Those two hats, that bag  his slipping away like that. Those letters. But he would prefer to read them. For upon the face of the data so far, unquestionably public sentiment would be all against Clyde and in favor of the dead girl and her poverty and her class, a situation which made a favorable verdict in such a backwoods county seat as Bridgeburg almost impossible. For Clyde, although himself poor, was the nephew of a rich man and hitherto in good standing in Lycurgus society. That would most certainly tend to prejudice country-born people against him. It would probably be better to ask for a change of venue so as to nullify the force of such a prejudice.

On the other hand, without first sending a trained cross-examiner to Clyde  one, who being about to undertake the defense should be able to extract the facts from him on the plea that on his truthful answers depended his life  he would not be able to say whether there was any hope or not. In his office was a certain Mr. Catchuman, a very able man, who might be sent on such a mission and on whose final report one could base a reasonable opinion. However, there were now various other aspects of such a case as this which, in his estimation, needed to be carefully looked into and decided upon. For, of course, as Mr. Griffiths and his son so well knew, in Utica, New York City, Albany (and now that he came to think of it, more particularly in Albany, where were two brothers, Canavan & Canavan, most able if dubious individuals), there were criminal lawyers deeply versed in the abstrusities and tricks of the criminal law. And any of them  no doubt  for a sufficient retainer, and irrespective of the primary look of a situation of this kind, might be induced to undertake such a defense. And, no doubt, via change of venue, motions, appeals, etc., they might and no doubt would be able to delay and eventually effect an ultimate verdict of something less than death, if such were the wish of the head of this very important family. On the other hand, there was the undeniable fact that such a hotly contested trial as this would most assuredly prove to be would result in an enormous amount of publicity, and did Mr. Samuel Griffiths want that? For again, under such circumstances, was it not likely to be said, if most unjustly, of course, that he was using his great wealth to frustrate justice? The public was so prejudiced against wealth in such cases. Yet, some sort of a defense on the part of the Griffiths would certainly be expected by the public, whether subsequently the same necessity for such defense was criticized by them or not.

And in consequence, it was now necessary for Mr. Griffiths and his son to decide how they would prefer to proceed  whether with very distinguished criminal lawyers such as the two he had just named, or with less forceful counsel, or none. For, of course, it would be possible, and that quite inconspicuously, to supply Clyde with a capable and yet thoroughly conservative trial lawyer  some one residing and practising in Bridgeburg possibly  whose duty it would be to see that all blatant and unjustified reference to the family on the part of the newspapers was minimized.

And so, after three more hours of conference, it was finally decided by Samuel himself that at once Mr. Brookhart was to despatch his Mr. Catchuman to Bridgeburg to interview Clyde, and thereafter, whatever his conclusions as to his guilt or innocence, he was to select from the local array of legal talent  for the present, anyhow  such a lawyer as would best represent Clyde fairly. Yet with no assurances of means or encouragement to do more than extract from Clyde the true details of his relationship to this charge. And those once ascertained to center upon such a defense as would most honestly tend to establish only such facts as were honestly favorable to Clyde  in short, in no way, either by legal chicane or casuistry or trickery of any kind, to seek to establish a false innocence and so defeat the ends of justice.


Chapter 14

Mr. Catchuman did not prove by any means to be the one to extract from Clyde anything more than had either Mason or Smillie. Although shrewd to a degree in piecing together out of the muddled statements of another such data as seemed most probable, still he was not so successful in the realm of the emotions, as was necessary in the case of Clyde. He was too legal, chilling  unemotional. And in consequence, after grilling Clyde for four long hours one hot July afternoon, he was eventually compelled to desist with the feeling that as a plotter of crime Clyde was probably the most arresting example of feeble and blundering incapacity he had ever met.

For since Smillies departure Mason had proceeded to the shores of Big Bittern with Clyde. And there discovered the tripod and camera. Also listened to more of Clydes lies. And as he now explained to Catchuman that, while Clyde denied owning a camera, nevertheless he had proof that he did own one and had taken it with him when he left Lycurgus. Yet when confronted with this fact by Catchuman, as the latter now noticed, Clyde had nothing to say other than that he had not taken a camera with him and that the tripod found was not the one belonging to any camera of his  a lie which so irritated Catchuman that he decided not to argue with him further.

At the same time, however, Brookhart having instructed him that, whatever his personal conclusions in regard to Clyde, a lawyer of sorts was indispensable  the charity, if not the honor, of the Griffiths being this much involved, the western Griffiths, as Brookhart had already explained to him, having nothing and not being wanted in the case anyhow  he decided that he must find one before leaving. In consequence, and without any knowledge of the local political situation, he proceeded to the office of Ira Kellogg, president of the Cataraqui County National Bank, who, although Catchuman did not know it, was high in the councils of the Democratic organization. And because of his religious and moral views, this same Kellogg was already highly incensed and irritated by the crime of which Clyde was accused. On the other hand, however, because as he well knew this case was likely to pave the way for an additional Republican sweep at the approaching primaries, he was not blind to the fact that some reducing opposition to Mason might not be amiss. Fate seemed too obviously to be favoring the Republican machine in the person of and crime committed by Clyde.

For since the discovery of this murder, Mason had been basking in such publicity and even nation-wide notoriety as had not befallen any district attorney of this region in years and years. Newspaper correspondents and reporters and illustrators from such distant cities as Buffalo, Rochester, Chicago, New York and Boston, were already arriving as everybody knew or saw, to either interview or make sketches or take photos of Clyde, Mason, the surviving members of the Alden family, et cetera, while locally Mason was the recipient of undiluted praise, even the Democratic voters in the county joining with the Republicans in assuring each other that Mason was all right, that he was handling this young murderer in the way that he deserved to be handled, and that neither the wealth of the Griffiths nor of the family of that rich girl whom he appeared to have been trying to capture, was influencing this young tribune of the people in the least. He was a real attorney. He had not allowed any grass to grow under his feet, you bet.

Indeed previous to Catchumans visit, a coroners jury had been called, with Mason attending and directing even, the verdict being that the dead girl had come to her death through a plot devised and executed by one Clyde Griffiths who was then and there in the county jail of Bridgeburg and that he be held to await the verdict of the County Grand Jury to whom his crime was soon to be presented. And Mason, through an appeal to the Governor, as all now knew was planning to secure a special sitting of the Supreme Court, which would naturally involve an immediate session of the County Grand Jury in order to hear the evidence and either indict or discharge Clyde. And now, Catchuman arriving to inquire where he was likely to find a local lawyer of real ability who could be trusted to erect some sort of a defense for Clyde. And immediately as an offset to all this there popped into Kelloggs mind the name and reputation of one Hon. Alvin Belknap, of Belknap and Jephson, of this same city  an individual who had been twice state senator, three times Democratic assemblyman from this region, and more recently looked upon by various Democratic politicians as one who would be favored with higher honors as soon as it was possible to arrange an issue which would permit the Democrats to enter into local office. In fact, only three years before, in a contest with Mason for the district attorneyship, this same Belknap had run closer to victory than any other candidate on the Democratic ticket. Indeed, so rounded a man was he politically that this year he had been slated for that very county judgeship nomination which Mason had in view. And but for this sudden and most amazing development in connection with Clyde, it had been quite generally assumed that Belknap, once nominated, would be elected. And although Mr. Kellogg did not quite trouble to explain to Catchuman all the complicated details of this very interesting political situation, he did explain that Mr. Belknap was a very exceptional man, almost the ideal one, if one were looking for an opponent to Mason.

And with this slight introduction, Kellogg now offered personally to conduct Catchuman to Belknap and Jephsons office, just across the way in the Bowers Block.

And then knocking at Belknaps door, they were admitted by a brisk, medium-sized and most engaging-looking man of about forty-eight, whose gray-blue eyes at once fixed themselves in the mind of Catchuman as the psychic windows of a decidedly shrewd if not altogether masterful and broad-gauge man. For Belknap was inclined to carry himself with an air which all were inclined to respect. He was a college graduate, and in his youth because of his looks, his means, and his local social position (his father had been a judge as well as a national senator from here), he had seen so much of what might be called near-city life that all those gaucheries as well as sex-inhibitions and sex-longings which still so greatly troubled and motivated and even marked a man like Mason had long since been covered with an easy manner and social understanding which made him fairly capable of grasping any reasonable moral or social complication which life was prepared to offer.

Indeed he was one who naturally would approach a case such as Clydes with less vehemence and fever than did Mason. For once, in his twentieth year, he himself had been trapped between two girls, with one of whom he was merely playing while being seriously in love with the other. And having seduced the first and being confronted with an engagement or flight, he had chosen flight. But not before laying the matter before his father, by whom he was advised to take a vacation, during which time the services of the family doctor were engaged with the result that for a thousand dollars and expenses necessary to house the pregnant girl in Utica, the father had finally extricated his son and made possible his return, and eventual marriage to the other girl.

And therefore, while by no means sympathizing with the more cruel and drastic phases of Clydes attempt at escape  as so far charged (never in all the years of his law practice had he been able to grasp the psychology of a murderer) still because of the rumored existence and love influence of a rich girl whose name had not as yet been divulged he was inclined to suspect that Clyde had been emotionally betrayed or bewitched. Was he not poor and vain and ambitious? He had heard so: had even been thinking that he  the local political situation being what it was might advantageously to himself  and perhaps most disruptingly to the dreams of Mr. Mason be able to construct a defense  or at least a series of legal contentions and delays which might make it not so easy for Mr. Mason to walk away with the county judgeship as he imagined. Might it not, by brisk, legal moves now  and even in the face of this rising public sentiment, or because of it,  be possible to ask for a change of venue  or time to develop new evidence in which case a trial might not occur before Mr. Mason was out of office. He and his young and somewhat new associate, Mr. Reuben Jephson, of quite recently the state of Vermont, had been thinking of it.

And now Mr. Catchuman accompanied by Mr. Kellogg. And thereupon a conference with Mr. Catchuman and Mr. Kellogg, with the latter arguing quite politically the wisdom of his undertaking such a defense. And his own interest in the case being what it was, he was not long in deciding, after a conference with his younger associate, that he would. In the long run it could not possibly injure him politically, however the public might feel about it now.

And then Catchuman having handed over a retainer to Belknap as well as a letter introducing him to Clyde, Belknap had Jephson call up Mason to inform him that Belknap & Jephson, as counsel for Samuel Griffiths on behalf of his nephew, would require of him a detailed written report of all the charges as well as all the evidence thus far accumulated, the minutes of the autopsy and the report of the coroners inquest. Also information as to whether any appeal for a special term of the Supreme Court had as yet been acted upon, and if so what judge had been named to sit, and when and where the Grand Jury would be gathered. Incidentally, he said, Messrs. Belknap and Jephson, having heard that Miss Aldens body had been sent to her home for burial, would request at once a counsels agreement whereby it might be exhumed in order that other doctors now to be called by the defense might be permitted to examine it  a proposition which Mason at once sought to oppose but finally agreed to rather than submit to an order from a Supreme Court judge.

These details having been settled, Belknap announced that he was going over to the jail to see Clyde. It was late and he had had no dinner, and might get none now, but he wanted to have a heart to heart with this youth, whom Catchuman informed him he would find very difficult. But Belknap, buoyed up as he was by his opposition to Mason, his conviction that he was in a good mental state to understand Clyde, was in a high degree of legal curiosity. The romance and drama of this crime! What sort of a girl was this Sondra Finchley, of whom he had already heard through secret channels? And could she by any chance be brought to Clydes defense? He had already understood that her name was not to be mentioned  high politics demanding this. He was really most eager to talk to this sly and ambitious and futile youth.

However, on reaching the jail, and after showing Sheriff Slack a letter from Catchuman and asking as a special favor to himself that he be taken upstairs to some place near Clydes cell in order that, unannounced, he might first observe Clyde, he was quietly led to the second floor and, the outside door leading to the corridor which faced Clydes cell being opened for him, allowed to enter there alone. And then walking to within a few feet of Clydes cell he was able to view him  at the moment lying face down on his iron cot, his arms above his head, a tray of untouched food standing in the aperture, his body sprawled and limp. For, since Catchumans departure, and his second failure to convince any one of his futile and meaningless lies, he was more despondent than ever. In fact, so low was his condition that he was actually crying, his shoulders heaving above his silent emotion. At sight of this, and remembering his own youthful escapades, Belknap now felt intensely sorry for him. No soulless murderer, as he saw it, would cry.

Approaching Clydes cell door, after a pause, he began with: Come, come, Clyde! This will never do. You mustnt give up like this. Your case maynt be as hopeless as you think. Wouldnt you like to sit up and talk to a lawyer fellow who thinks he might be able to do something for you? Belknap is my name  Alvin Belknap. I live right here in Bridgeburg and I have been sent over by that other fellow who was here a while ago  Catchuman, wasnt that his name? You didnt get along with him so very well, did you? Well, I didnt either. Hes not our kind, I guess. But heres a letter from him authorizing me to represent you. Want to see it? He poked it genially and authoritatively through the narrow bars toward which Clyde, now curious and dubious, approached. For there was something so whole-hearted and unusual and seemingly sympathetic and understanding in this mans voice that Clyde took courage. And without hesitancy, therefore, he took the letter and looked at it, then returned it with a smile.

There, I thought so, went on Belknap, most convincingly and pleased with his effect, which he credited entirely to his own magnetism and charm. Thats better. I know were going to get along. I can feel it. You are going to be able to talk to me as easily and truthfully as you would to your mother. And without any fear that any word of anything you ever tell me is going to reach another ear, unless you want it to, see? For Im going to be your lawyer, Clyde, if youll let me, and youre going to be my client, and were going to sit down together to-morrow, or whenever you say so, and youre going to tell me all you think I ought to know, and Im going to tell you what I think I ought to know, and whether Im going to be able to help you. And Im going to prove to you that in every way that you help me, youre helping yourself, see? And Im going to do my damnedest to get you out of this. Now, hows that, Clyde?

He smiled most encouragingly and sympathetically  even affectionately. And Clyde, feeling for the first time since his arrival here that he had found some one in whom he could possibly confide without danger, was already thinking it might be best if he should tell this man all  everything  he could not have said why, quite, but he liked him. In a quick, if dim way he felt that this man understood and might even sympathize with him, if he knew all or nearly all. And after Belknap had detailed how eager this enemy of his  Mason  was to convict him, and how, if he could but devise a reasonable defense, he was sure he could delay the case until this man was out of office, Clyde announced that if he would give him the night to think it all out, to-morrow or any time he chose to come back, he would tell him all.

And then, the next day Belknap sitting on a stool and munching chocolate bars, listened while Clyde before him on his iron cot, poured forth his story  all the details of his life since arriving at Lycurgus  how and why he had come there, the incident of the slain child in Kansas City, without, however, mention of the clipping which he himself had preserved and then forgotten; his meeting with Roberta, and his desire for her; her pregnancy and how he had sought to get her out of it  on and on until, she having threatened to expose him, he had at last, and in great distress and fright, found the item in The Times-Union and had sought to emulate that in action. But he had never plotted it personally, as Belknap was to understand. Nor had he intentionally killed her at the last. No, he had not. Mr. Belknap must believe that, whatever else he thought. He had never deliberately struck her. No, no, no! It had been an accident. There had been a camera, and the tripod reported to have been found by Mason was unquestionably his tripod. Also, he had hidden it under a log, after accidentally striking Roberta with the camera and then seeing that sink under the waters, where no doubt it still was, and with pictures of himself and Roberta on the film it contained, if they were not dissolved by the water. But he had not struck her intentionally. No  he had not. She had approached and he had struck, but not intentionally. The boat had upset. And then as nearly as he could, he described how before that he had seemed to be in a trance almost, because having gone so far he could go no farther.

But in the meantime, Belknap, himself finally wearied and confused by this strange story, the impossibility as he now saw it of submitting to, let alone convincing, any ordinary backwoods jury of this region, of the innocence of these dark and bitter plans and deeds, finally in great weariness and uncertainty and mental confusion, even, getting up and placing his hands on Clydes shoulders, saying: Well, thatll be enough of this for to-day, Clyde, I think. I see how you felt and how it all came about  also I see how tired you are, and Im mighty glad youve been able to give me the straight of this, because I know how hard its been for you to do it. But I dont want you to talk any more now. There are going to be other days, and I have a few things I want to attend to before I take up some of the minor phases of this with you to-morrow or next day. Just you sleep and rest for the present. Youll need all you can get for the work both of us will have to do a little later. But just now, youre not to worry, because theres no need of it, do you see? Ill get you out of this  or we will  my partner and I. I have a partner that Im going to bring around here presently. Youll like him, too. But there are one or two things that I want you to think about and stick to  and one of these is that youre not to let anybody frighten you into anything, because either myself or my partner will be around here once a day anyhow, and anything you have to say or want to know you can say or find out from us. Next youre not to talk to anybody  Mason, the sheriff, these jailers, no one  unless I tell you to. No one, do you hear! And above all things, dont cry any more. For if you are as innocent as an angel, or as black as the devil himself, the worst thing you can do is to cry before any one. The public and these jail officers dont understand that  they invariably look upon it as weakness or a confession of guilt. And I dont want them to feel any such thing about you now, and especially when I know that youre really not guilty. I know that now. I believe it. See! So keep a stiff upper lip before Mason and everybody.

In fact, from now on I want you to try and laugh a little  or at any rate, smile and pass the time of day with these fellows around here. Theres an old saying in law, you know, that the consciousness of innocence makes any man calm. Think and look innocent. Dont sit and brood and look as though you had lost your last friend, because you havent. Im here, and so is my partner, Mr. Jephson. Ill bring him around here in a day or two, and youre to look and act toward him exactly as you have toward me. Trust him, because in legal matters hes even smarter than I am in some ways. And to-morrow Im going to bring you a couple of books and some magazines and papers, and I want you to read them or look at the pictures. Theyll help keep your mind off your troubles.

Clyde achieved a rather feeble smile and nodded his head.

From now on, too,  I dont know whether youre at all religious  but whether you are or not, they hold services here in the jail on Sundays, and I want you to attend em regularly  that is, if they ask you to. For this is a religious community and I want you to make as good an impression as you can. Never mind what people say or how they look  you do as I tell you. And if this fellow Mason or any of those fellows around here get to pestering you any more, send me a note.

And now Ill be going, so give me a cheerful smile as I go out  and another one as I come in. And dont talk, see?

Then shaking Clyde briskly by the shoulders and slapping him on the back, he strode out, actually thinking to himself: But do I really believe that this fellow is as innocent as he says? Would it be possible for a fellow to strike a girl like that and not know that he was doing it intentionally? And then swimming away afterwards, because, as he says, if he went near her he thought he might drown too. Bad. Bad! What twelve men are going to believe that? And that bag, those two hats, that missing suit! And yet he swears he didnt intentionally strike her. But what about all that planning  the intent  which is just as bad in the eyes of the law. Is he telling the truth or is he lying even now  perhaps trying to deceive himself as well as me? And that camera  we ought to get hold of that before Mason finds it and introduces it. And that suit. I ought to find that and mention it, maybe, so as to offset the look of its being hidden  say that we had it all the time  send it to Lycurgus to be cleaned. But no, no  wait a minute  I must think about that.

And so on, point by point, while deciding wearily that perhaps it would be better not to attempt to use Clydes story at all, but rather to concoct some other story  this one changed or modified in some way which would make it appear less cruel or legally murderous.


Chapter 15

Mr. Reuben Jephson was decidedly different from Belknap, Catchuman, Mason, Smillie  in fact any one, thus far, who had seen Clyde or become legally interested in this case. He was young, tall, thin, rugged, brown, cool but not cold spiritually, and with a will and a determination of the tensile strength of steel. And with a mental and legal equipment which for shrewdness and self-interest was not unlike that of a lynx or a ferret. Those shrewd, steel, very light blue eyes in his brown face. The force and curiosity of the long nose. The strength of the hands and the body. He had lost no time, as soon as he discovered there was a possibility of their (Belknap & Jephson) taking over the defense of Clyde, in going over the minutes of the coroners inquest as well as the doctors reports and the letters of Roberta and Sondra. And now being faced by Belknap who was explaining that Clyde did now actually admit to having plotted to kill Roberta, although not having actually done so, since at the fatal moment, some cataleptic state of mind or remorse had intervened and caused him to unintentionally strike her  he merely stared without the shadow of a smile or comment of any kind.

But he wasnt in such a state when he went out there with her, though?

No.

Nor when he swam away afterwards?

No.

Nor when he went through those woods, or changed to another suit and hat, or hid that tripod?

No.

Of course you know, constructively, in the eyes of the law, if we use his own story, hes just as guilty as though he had struck her, and the judge would have to so instruct.

Yes, I know. Ive thought of all that.

Well, then

Well, Ill tell you, Jephson, its a tough case and no mistake. It looks to me now as though Mason has all the cards. If we can get this chap off, we can get anybody off. But as I see it, Im not so sure that we want to mention that cataleptic business yet  at least not unless we want to enter a plea of insanity or emotional insanity, or something like that  about like that Harry Thaw case, for instance. He paused and scratched his slightly graying temple dubiously.

You think hes guilty, of course? interpolated Jephson, dryly.

Well, now, as astonishing as it may seem to you, no. At least, Im not positive that I do. To tell you the truth, this is one of the most puzzling cases I have ever run up against. This fellow is by no means as hard as you think, or as cold  quite a simple, affectionate chap, in a way, as youll see for yourself  his manner, I mean. Hes only twenty-one or two. And for all his connections with these Griffiths, hes very poor  just a clerk, really. And he tells me that his parents are poor, too. They run a mission of some kind out west  Denver, I believe  and before that in Kansas City. He hasnt been home in four years. In fact, he got into some crazy boy scrape out there in Kansas City when he was working for one of the hotels as a bell-boy, and had to run away. Thats something weve got to look out for in connection with Mason  whether he knows about that or not. It seems he and a bunch of other bell-hops took some rich fellows car without his knowing it, and then because they were afraid of being late, they ran over and killed a little girl. Weve got to find out about that and prepare for it, for if Mason does know about it, hell spring it at the trial, and just when he thinks were least expecting it.

Well, he wont pull that one, replied Jephson, his hard, electric, blue eyes gleaming, not if I have to go to Kansas City to find out.

And Belknap went on to tell Jephson all that he knew about Clydes life up to the present time  how he had worked at dish-washing, waiting on table, soda-clerking, driving a wagon, anything and everything, before he had arrived in Lycurgus  how he had always been fascinated by girls  how he had first met Roberta and later Sondra. Finally how he found himself trapped by one and desperately in love with the other, whom he could not have unless he got rid of the first one.

And notwithstanding all that, you feel a doubt as to whether he did kill her? asked Jephson, at the conclusion of all this.

Yes, as I say, Im not at all sure that he did. But I do know that he is still hipped over this second girl. His manner changed whenever he or I happened to mention her. Once, for instance, I asked him about his relations with her  and in spite of the fact that hes accused of seducing and killing this other girl, he looked at me as though I had said something I shouldnt have  insulted him or her. And here Belknap smiled a wry smile, while Jephson, his long, bony legs propped against the walnut desk before him, merely stared at him.

You dont say, he finally observed.

And not only that, went on Belknap, but he said, Why, no, of course not. She wouldnt allow anything like that, and besides, and then he stopped. And besides what, Clyde, I asked. Well, you dont want to forget who she is. Oh, I see, I said. And then, will you believe it, he wanted to know if there wasnt some way by which her name and those letters she wrote him couldnt be kept out of the papers and this case  her family prevented from knowing so that she and they wouldnt be hurt too much.

Not really? But what about the other girl?

Thats just the point Im trying to make. He could plot to kill one girl and maybe even did kill her, for all I know, after seducing her, but because he was being so sculled around by his grand ideas of this other girl, he didnt quite know what he was doing, really. Dont you see? You know how it is with some of these young fellows of his age, and especially when theyve never had anything much to do with girls or money, and want to be something grand.

You think that made him a little crazy, maybe? put in Jephson.

Well, its possible  confused, hypnotized, loony  you know  a brain storm as they say down in New York. But he certainly is still cracked over that other girl. In fact, I think most of his crying in jail is over her. He was crying, you know, when I went in to see him, sobbing as if his heart would break.

Meditatively Belknap scratched his right ear. But just the same, there certainly is something to this other idea  that his mind was turned by all this  that Alden girl forcing him on the one hand to marry her while the other girl was offering to marry him. I know. I was once in such a scrape myself. And here he paused to relate that to Jephson. By the way, he went on, he says we can find that item about that other couple drowning in The Times-Union of about June 18th or 19th.

All right, replied Jephson, Ill get it.

What I want you to do to-morrow, continued Belknap, is to go over there with me and see what impression you get of him. Ill be there to see if he tells it all to you in the same way. I want your own individual viewpoint of him.

You most certainly will get it, snapped Jephson.

Belknap and Jephson proceeded the next day to visit Clyde in jail. And Jephson, after interviewing him and meditating once more on his strange story, was even then not quite able to make up his mind whether Clyde was as innocent of intending to strike Roberta as he said, or not. For if he were, how could he have swum away afterward, leaving her to drown? Decidedly it would be more difficult for a jury than for himself, even, to be convinced.

At the same time, there was that contention of Belknaps as to the possibility of Clydes having been mentally upset or unbalanced at the time that he accepted The Times-Union plot and proceeded to act on it. That might be true, of course, yet personally, to Jephson at least, Clyde appeared to be wise and sane enough now. As Jephson saw him, he was harder and more cunning than Belknap was willing to believe  a cunning, modified of course, by certain soft and winning social graces for which one could hardly help liking him. However, Clyde was by no means as willing to confide in Jephson as he had been in Belknap  an attitude which did little to attract Jephson to him at first. At the same time, there was about Jephson a hard, integrated earnestness which soon convinced Clyde of his technical, if not his emotional interest. And after a while he began looking toward this younger man, even more than toward Belknap as the one who might do most for him.

Of course, you know that those letters which Miss Alden wrote you are very strong? began Jephson, after hearing Clyde restate his story.

Yes, sir.

Theyre very sad to any one who doesnt know all of the facts, and on that account they are likely to prejudice any jury against you, especially when theyre put alongside Miss Finchleys letters.

Yes, I suppose they might, replied Clyde, but then, she wasnt always like that, either. It was only after she got in trouble and I wanted her to let me go that she wrote like that.

I know. I know. And thats a point we want to think about and maybe bring out, if we can. If only there were some way to keep those letters out, he now turned to Belknap to say. Then, to Clyde, but what I want to ask you now is this  you were close to her for something like a year, werent you?

Yes.

In all of that time that you were with her, or before, was she ever friendly, or maybe intimate, with any other young man anywhere  that is, that you know of?

As Clyde could see, Jephson was not afraid, or perhaps not sufficiently sensitive, to refrain from presenting any thought or trick that seemed to him likely to provide a loophole for escape. But, far from being cheered by this suggestion, he was really shocked. What a shameful thing in connection with Roberta and her character it would be to attempt to introduce any such lie as this. He could not and would not hint at any such falsehood, and so he replied:

No, sir. I never heard of her going with any one else. In fact, I know she didnt.

Very good! That settles that, snapped Jephson. I judged from her letters that what you say is true. At the same time, we must know all the facts. It might make a very great difference if there were some one else.

And at this point Clyde could not quite make sure whether he was attempting to impress upon him the value of this as an idea or not, but just the same he decided it was not right even to consider it. And yet he was thinking: If only this man could think of a real defense for me! He looks so shrewd.

Well, then, went on Jephson, in the same hard, searching tone, devoid, as Clyde saw it, of sentiment or pity of any kind, heres something else I want to ask you. In all the time that you knew her, either before you were intimate with her or afterwards, did she ever write you a mean or sarcastic or demanding or threatening letter of any kind?

No, sir, I cant say that she ever did, replied Clyde, in fact, I know she didnt. No, sir. Except for those few last ones, maybe  the very last one.

And you never wrote her any, I suppose?

No, sir, I never wrote her any letters.

Why?

Well, she was right there in the factory with me, you see. Besides at the last there, after she went home, I was afraid to.

I see.

At the same time, as Clyde now proceeded to point out, and that quite honestly, Roberta could be far from sweet-tempered at times  could in fact be quite determined and even stubborn. And she had paid no least attention to his plea that her forcing him to marry her now would ruin him socially as well as in every other way, and that even in the face of his willingness to work along and pay for her support  an attitude which, as he now described it, was what had caused all the trouble  whereas Miss Finchley (and here he introduced an element of reverence and enthusiasm which Jephson was quick to note) was willing to do everything for him.

So you really loved that Miss Finchley very much then, did you?

Yes, sir.

And you couldnt care for Roberta any more after you met her?

No, no. I just couldnt.

I see, observed Jephson, solemnly nodding his head, and at the same time meditating on how futile and dangerous, even, it might be to let the jury know that. And then thinking that possibly it were best to follow the previous suggestion of Belknaps, based on the customary legal proceeding of the time, and claim insanity, or a brain storm, brought about by the terrifying position in which he imagined himself to be. But apart from that he now proceeded:

You say something came over you when you were in the boat out there with her on that last day  that you really didnt know what you were doing at the time that you struck her?

Yes, sir, thats the truth. And here Clyde went on to explain once more just what his state was at that time.

All right, all right, I believe you, replied Jephson, seemingly believing what Clyde said but not actually able to conceive it at that. But you know, of course, that no jury, in the face of all these other circumstances, is going to believe that, he now announced. There are too many things thatll have to be explained and that we cant very well explain as things now stand. I dont know about that idea. He now turned and was addressing Belknap. Those two hats, that bag  unless were going to plead insanity or something like that. Im not so sure about all this. Was there ever any insanity in your family that you know of? he now added, turning to Clyde once more.

No, sir, not that I know of.

No uncle or cousin or grandfather who had fits or strange ideas or anything like that?

Not that I ever heard of, no, sir.

And your rich relatives down there in Lycurgus  I suppose theyd not like it very much if I were to step up and try to prove anything like that?

Im afraid they wouldnt, no, sir, replied Clyde, thinking of Gilbert.

Well, let me see, went on Jephson after a time. That makes it rather hard. I dont see, though, that anything else would be as safe. And here he turned once more to Belknap and began to inquire as to what he thought of suicide as a theory, since Robertas letters themselves showed a melancholy trend which might easily have led to thoughts of suicide. And could they not say that once out on the lake with Clyde and pleading with him to marry her, and he refusing to do so, she had jumped overboard. And he was too astounded and mentally upset to try to save her.

But what about his own story that the wind had blown his hat off, and in trying to save that he upset the boat? interjected Belknap, and exactly as though Clyde were not present.

Well, thats true enough, too, but couldnt we say that perhaps, since he was morally responsible for her condition, which in turn had caused her to take her life, he did not want to confess to the truth of her suicide?

At this Clyde winced, but neither now troubled to notice him. They talked as though he was not present or could have no opinion in the matter, a procedure which astonished but by no means moved him to object, since he was feeling so helpless.

But the false registrations! The two hats  the suit  his bag! insisted Belknap staccatically, a tone which showed Clyde how serious Belknap considered his predicament to be.

Well, whatever theory we advance, those things will have to be accounted for in some way, replied Jephson, dubiously. We cant admit the true story of his plotting without an insanity plea, not as I see it  at any rate. And unless we use that, weve got that evidence to deal with whatever we do. He threw up his hands wearily and as if to say: I swear I dont know what to do about this.

But, persisted Belknap, in the face of all that, and his refusal to marry her, after his promises referred to in her letters  why, it would only react against him, so that public opinion would be more prejudiced against him than ever. No, that wont do, he concluded. Well have to think of something which will create some sort of sympathy for him.

And then once more turning to Clyde as though there had been no such discussion. And looking at him as much as to say: You are a problem indeed. And then Jephson, observing: And, oh, yes, that suit you dropped in that lake up there near the Cranstons  describe the spot to me as near as you can where you threw it  how far from the house was it? He waited until Clyde haltingly attempted to recapture the various details of the hour and the scene as he could recall it.

If I could go up there, I could find it quick enough.

Yes, I know, but they wont let you go up there without Mason being along, he returned. And maybe not even then. Youre in prison now, and you cant be taken out without the states consent, you see. But we must get that suit. Then turning to Belknap and lowering his voice, he added: We want to get it and have it cleaned and submit it as having been sent away to be cleaned by him  not hidden, you see.

Yes, thats so, commented Belknap idly while Clyde stood listening curiously and a little amazed by this frank program of trickery and deception on his behalf.

And now in regard to that camera that fell in the lake  we have to try and find that, too. I think maybe Mason may know about it or suspect that its there. At any rate its very important that we should find it before he does. You think that about where that pole was that day you were up there is where the boat was when it overturned?

Yes, sir.

Well, we must see if we can get that, he continued, turning to Belknap. We dont want that turning up in the trial, if we can help it. For without that, theyll have to be swearing that he struck her with that tripod or something that he didnt, and thats where we may trip em up.

Yes, thats true, too, replied Belknap.

And now in regard to the bag that Mason has. Thats another thing I havent seen yet, but I will see it to-morrow. Did you put that suit, as wet as it was, in the bag when you came out of the water?

No, sir, I wrung it out first. And then I dried it as much as I could. And then I wrapped it up in the paper that we had the lunch in and then put some dry pine needles underneath it in the bag and on top of it

So there werent any wet marks in the bag after you took it out, as far as you know?

No, sir, I dont think so.

But youre not sure?

Not exactly sure now that you ask me  no, sir.

Well, Ill see for myself to-morrow. And now as to those marks on her face, you have never admitted to any one around here or anywhere that you struck her in any way?

No, sir.

And the mark on the top of her head was made by the boat, just as you said?

Yes, sir.

But the others you think you might have made with the camera?

Yes, sir. I suppose they were.

Well, then, this is the way it looks to me, said Jephson, again turning to Belknap. I think we can safely say when the time comes that those marks were never made by him at all, see?  but by the hooks and the poles with which they were scraping around up there when they were trying to find her. We can try it, anyhow. And if the hooks and poles didnt do it, he added, a little grimly and dryly, certainly hauling her body from that lake to that railroad station and from there to here on the train might have.

Yes, I think Mason would have a hard time proving that they werent made that way, replied Belknap.

And as for that tripod, well, wed better exhume the body and make our own measurements, and measure the thickness of the edge of that boat, so that it may not be so easy for Mason to make any use of the tripod now that he has it, after all.

Mr. Jephsons eyes were very small and very clear and very blue, as he said this. His head, as well as his body, had a thin, ferrety look. And it seemed to Clyde, who had been observing and listening to all this with awe, that this younger man might be the one to aid him. He was so shrewd and practical, so very direct and chill and indifferent and yet confidence-inspiring, quite like an uncontrollable machine of a kind which generates power.

And when at last these two were ready to go, he was sorry. For with them near him, planning and plotting in regard to himself, he felt so much safer, stronger, more hopeful, more certain of being free, maybe, at some future date.


Chapter 16

The result of all this, however, was that it was finally decided that perhaps the easiest and safest defense that could be made, assuming that the Griffiths family of Lycurgus would submit to it, would be that of insanity or brain storm  a temporary aberration due to love and an illusion of grandeur aroused in Clyde by Sondra Finchley and the threatened disruption by Roberta of all his dreams and plans. But after consultation with Catchuman and Darrah Brookhart at Lycurgus, and these in turn conferring with Samuel and Gilbert Griffiths, it was determined that this would not do. For to establish insanity or brain storm would require previous evidence or testimony to the effect that Clyde was of none too sound mind, erratic his whole life long, and with certain specific instances tending to demonstrate how really peculiar he was  relatives (among them the Griffiths of Lycurgus themselves, perhaps), coming on to swear to it  a line of evidence, which, requiring as it would, outright lying and perjury on the part of many as well as reflecting on the Griffiths blood and brain, was sufficient to alienate both Samuel and Gilbert to the extent that they would have none of it. And so Brookhart was compelled to assure Belknap that this line of defense would have to be abandoned.

Such being the case, both Belknap and Jephson were once more compelled to sit down and consider. For any other defense which either could think of now seemed positively hopeless.

I want to tell you one thing! observed the sturdy Jephson, after thumbing through the letters of both Roberta and Sondra again. These letters of this Alden girl are the toughest things were going to have to face. Theyre likely to make any jury cry if theyre read right, and then to introduce those letters from that other girl on top of these would be fatal. It will be better, I think, if we do not mention hers at all, unless he does. It will only make it look as though he had killed that Alden girl to get rid of her. Mason couldnt want anything better, as I see it. And with this Belknap agreed most heartily.

At the same time, some plan must be devised immediately. And so, out of these various conferences, it was finally deduced by Jephson, who saw a great opportunity for himself in this matter, that the safest possible defense that could be made, and one to which Clydes own suspicious and most peculiar actions would most exactly fit, would be that he had never contemplated murder. On the contrary, being a moral if not a physical coward, as his own story seemed to suggest, and in terror of being exposed and driven out of Lycurgus and of the heart of Sondra, and never as yet having told Roberta of Sondra and thinking that knowledge of this great love for her (Sondra) might influence Roberta to wish to be rid of him, he had hastily and without any worse plan in mind, decided to persuade Roberta to accompany him to any near-by resort but not especially Grass Lake or Big Bittern, in order to tell her all this and so win his freedom  yet not without offering to pay her expenses as nearly as he could during her very trying period.

All well and good, commented Belknap. But that involves his refusing to marry her, doesnt it? And what jury is going to sympathize with him for that or believe that he didnt want to kill her?

Wait a minute, wait a minute, replied Jephson, a little testily. So far it does. Sure. But you havent heard me to the end yet. I said I had a plan.

All right, then what is it? replied Belknap most interested.

Well, Ill tell you  my plans this  to leave all the facts just as they are, and just as he tells them, and just as Mason has discussed them so far, except, of course, his striking her  and then explain them  the letters, the wounds, the bag, the two hats, everything  not deny them in any way.

And here he paused and ran his long, thin, freckled hands eagerly through his light hair and looked across the grass of the public square to the jail where Clyde was, then toward Belknap again.

All very good, but how? queried Belknap.

Theres no other way, I tell you, went on Jephson quite to himself, and ignoring his senior, and I think this will do it. He turned to look out the window again, and began as though talking to some one outside: He goes up there, you see, because hes frightened and because he has to do something or be exposed. And he signs those registers just as he did because hes afraid to have it known by anybody down there in Lycurgus that he is up there. And he has this plan about confessing to her about this other girl. but, and now he paused and looked fixedly at Belknap, and this is the keystone of the whole thing  if this wont hold water, then down we go! Listen! He goes up there with her, frightened, and not to marry her or to kill her but to argue with her to go away. But once up there and he sees how sick she is, and tired, and sad  well, you know how much she still loves him, and he spends two nights with her, see?

Yes, I see, interrupted Belknap, curiously, but not quite so dubiously now. And that might explain those nights.

Might? Would! replied Jephson, slyly and calmly, his harebell eyes showing only cold, eager, practical logic, no trace of emotion or even sympathy of any kind, really. Well, while hes up there with her under those conditions  so close to her again, you see (and his facial expression never altered so much as by a line) he experiences a change of heart. You get me? Hes sorry for her. Hes ashamed of himself  his sin against her. That ought to appeal to these fellows around here, these religious and moral people, oughtnt it?

It might, quietly interpolated Belknap, who by now was very much interested and a little hopeful.

He sees that hes done her a wrong, continued Jephson, intent, like a spider spinning a web, on his own plan, and in spite of all his affection for this other girl, hes now ready to do the right thing by this Alden girl, do you see, because hes sorry and ashamed of himself. That takes the black look off his plotting to kill her while spending those two nights in Utica and Grass Lake with her.

He still loves the other girl, though? interjected Belknap.

Well, sure. He likes her at any rate, has been fascinated by that life down there and sort of taken out of himself, made over into a different person, but now hes ready to marry Roberta, in case, after telling her all about this other girl and his love for her, she still wants him to.

I see. But how about the boat now and that bag and his going up to this Finchley girls place afterwards?

Just a minute! Just a minute! Ill tell you about that, continued Jephson, his blue eyes boring into space like a powerful electric ray. Of course, he goes out in the boat with her, and of course he takes that bag, and of course he signs those registers falsely, and walks away through those woods to that other girl, after Roberta is drowned. But why? Why? Do you want to know why? Ill tell you! He felt sorry for her, see, and he wanted to marry her, or at least he wanted to do the right thing by her at the very last there. Not before, not before, remember, but after he had spent a night with her in Utica and another one in Grass Lake. But once she was drowned  and accidentally, of course, as he says, there was his love for that other girl. He hadnt ceased loving her even though he was willing to sacrifice her in order to do the right thing by Roberta. See?

I see.

And how are they going to prove that he didnt experience a change of heart if he says he did and sticks to it?

I see, but hell have to tell a mighty convincing story, added Belknap, a little heavily. And how about those two hats? Theyre going to have to be explained.

Well, Im coming to those now. The one he had was a little soiled. And so he decided to buy another. As for that story he told Mason about wearing a cap, well, he was frightened and lied because he thought he would have to get out of it. Now, of course, before he goes to that other girl afterwards  while Roberta is still alive, I mean, theres his relationship with the other girl, what he intends to do about her. Hes talking to Roberta, now you see, he continued, and that has to be disposed of in some way. But, as I see it, thats easy, for of course after he experiences a change of heart and wants to do the right thing by Roberta, all he has to do is to write that other girl or go to her and tell her  about the wrong he has done Roberta.

Yes.

For, as I see it now, she cant be kept out of the case entirely, after all. Well have to ring her in, Im afraid.

All right; then we have to, said Belknap.

Because you see, if Roberta still feels that he ought to marry her  hell go first and tell that Finchley girl that he cant marry her  that hes going away  that is, if Roberta doesnt object to his leaving her that long, dont you see?

Yes.

If she does, hell marry her, either at Three Mile Bay or some other place.

Yes.

But you dont want to forget that while shes still alive hes puzzled and distressed. And its only after that second night, at Grass Lake, that he begins to see how wrong all his actions have been, you understand. Something happens. Maybe she cries or talks about wanting to die, like she does in those letters.

Yes.

And so he wants a quiet place where they can sit down in peace and talk, where no one else will see or hear them.

Yes, yes  go on.

Well, he thinks of Big Bittern. Hes been up there once before or theyre near there, then, and just below there, twelve miles, is Three Mile Bay, where, if they decide to marry, they can.

I see.

If not, if she doesnt want to marry him after his full confession, he can row her back to the inn, cant he, and he or she can stay there or go on.

Yes, yes.

In the meantime, not to have any delay or be compelled to hang about that inn  its rather expensive, you know, and he hasnt any too much money  he takes that lunch in his bag. Also his camera, because he wants to take some pictures. For if Mason should turn up with that camera, its got to be explained, and it will be better explained by us than it will be by him, wont it?

I see, I see, exclaimed Belknap, intensely interested by now and actually smiling and beginning to rub his hands.

So they go out on the lake.

Yes.

And they row around.

Yes.

And finally after lunch on shore, some pictures taken

Yes.

He decides to tell her just how things stand with him. Hes ready, willing

I get you.

Only just before doing that, he wants to take one or two more pictures of her there in the boat, just off shore.

Yes.

And then hell tell her, see?

Yes.

And so they go out in the boat again for a little row, just as he did, see?

Yes.

But because they intend to go ashore again for some flowers, hes left the bag there, see? That explains the bag.

Yes.

But before taking any more pictures there, in the boat on the water, he begins to tell her about his love for this other girl  that if she wants him to, now hell marry her and then write this Sondra a letter. Or, if she feels she doesnt want to marry him with him loving this other girl...

Yes, go on! interrupted Belknap, eagerly.

Well, continued Jephson, hell do his best to take care of her and support her out of the money hell have after he marries the rich girl.

Yes.

Well, she wants him to marry her and drop this Miss Finchley!

I see.

And he agrees?

Sure.

Also shes so grateful that in her excitement, or gratitude, she jumps up to come toward him, you see?

Yes.

And the boat rocks a little, and he jumps up to help her because hes afraid shes going to fall, see?

Yes, I see.

Well, now if we wanted to we could have him have that camera of his in his hand or not, just as you think fit.

Yes, I see what youre driving at.

Well, whether he keeps it in his hand or doesnt, theres some misstep on his part or hers, just as he says, or just the motion of the two bodies, causes the boat to go over, and he strikes her, or not, just as you think fit, but accidentally, of course.

Yes, I see, and Ill be damned! exclaimed Belknap. Fine, Reuben! Excellent! Wonderful, really!

And the boat strikes her too, as well as him, a little, see? went on Jephson, paying no attention to this outburst, so interested was he in his own plot, and makes him a little dizzy, too.

I see.

And he hears her cries and sees her, but hes a little stunned himself, see? And by the time hes ready to do something

Shes gone, concluded Belknap, quietly. Drowned. I get you.

And then, because of all those other suspicious circumstances and false registrations  and because now shes gone and he cant do anything more for her, anyhow  her relatives might not want to know her condition, you know

I see.

He slips away, frightened, a moral coward, just as well have to contend from the first, anxious to stand well with his uncle and not lose his place in this world. Doesnt that explain it?

About as well as anything could explain it, Reuben, I think. In fact, I think its a plausible explanation and I congratulate you. I dont see how any one could hope to find a better. If that doesnt get him off, or bring about a disagreement, at least we might get him off with, well, say, twenty years, dont you think? And very much cheered, he got up, and after eyeing his long, thin associate admiringly, added: Fine! while Jephson, his blue eyes for all the world like windless, still pools, looked steadily back.

But of course you know what that means? Jephson now added, calmly and softly.

That we have to put him on the witness stand? Surely, surely. I see that well enough. But its his only chance.

And he wont strike people as a very steady or convincing fellow, Im afraid  too nervous and emotional.

Yes, I know all that, replied Belknap, quickly. Hes easily rattled. And Mason will go after him like a wild bull. But well have to coach him as to all this  drill him. Make him understand that its his only chance  that his very life depends on it. Drill him for months.

If he fails, then hes gone. If only we could do something to give him courage  teach him to act it out. Jephsons eyes seemed to be gazing directly before him at the very courtroom scene in which Clyde on the stand would have Mason before him. And then picking up Robertas letters (copies of them furnished by Mason) and looking at them, he concluded: If it only werent for these  here. He weighed them up and down in his hand. Christ! he finally concluded, darkly. What a case! But were not licked yet, not by a darn sight! Why, we havent begun to fight yet. And well get a lot of publicity, anyhow. By the way, he added, Im having a fellow I know down near Big Bittern dredge for that camera to-night. Wish me luck.

Do I? was all Belknap replied.


Chapter 17

The struggle and excitement of a great murder trial! Belknap and Jephson, after consulting with Brookhart and Catchuman, learning that they considered Jephsons plan perhaps the only way, but with as little reference to the Griffiths as possible.

And then at once, Messrs. Belknap and Jephson issuing preliminary statements framed in such a manner as to show their faith in Clyde, presenting him as being, in reality, a much maligned and entirely misunderstood youth, whose intentions and actions toward Miss Alden were as different from those set forth by Mason as white from black. And intimating that the undue haste of the district attorney in seeking a special term of the Supreme Court might possibly have a political rather than a purely legal meaning. Else why the hurry, especially in the face of an approaching county election? Could there be any plan to use the results of such a trial as this to further any particular persons, or group of persons, political ambitions? Messrs. Belknap and Jephson begged to hope not.

But regardless of such plans or the prejudices or the political aspirations of any particular person or group, the defense in this instance did not propose to permit a boy as innocent as Clyde, trapped by circumstances  as counsel for the defense would be prepared to show  to be railroaded to the electric chair merely to achieve a victory for the Republican party in November. Furthermore, to combat these strange and yet false circumstances, the defense would require a considerable period of time to prepare its case. Therefore, it would be necessary for them to file a formal protest at Albany against the district attorneys request to the governor for a special term of the Supreme Court. There was no need for the same, since the regular term for the trial of such cases would fall in January, and the preparation of their case would require that much time.

But while this strong, if rather belated, reply was listened to with proper gravity by the representatives of the various newspapers, Mason vigorously pooh-poohed this windy assertion of political plotting, as well as the talk of Clydes innocence. What reason have I, a representative of all the people of this county, to railroad this man anywhere or make one single charge against him unless the charges make themselves? Doesnt the evidence itself show that he did kill this girl? And has he ever said or done one thing to clear up any of the suspicious circumstances? No! Silence or lies. And until these circumstances are disproved by these very able gentlemen, I am going right ahead. I have all the evidence necessary to convict this young criminal now. And to delay it until January, when I shall be out of office, as they know, and when a new man will have to go over all this evidence with which I have familiarized myself, is to entail great expense to the county. For all the witnesses I have gotten together are right here now, easy to bring into Bridgeburg without any great expense to the county. But where will they be next January or February, especially after the defense has done its best to scatter them? No, sir! I will not agree to it. But, if within ten days or two weeks from now even, they can bring me something that will so much as make it look as though even some of the charges I have made are not true, Ill be perfectly willing to go before the presiding judge with them, and if they can show him any evidence they have or hope to have, or that there are any distant known witnesses to be secured who can help prove this fellows innocence, why, then, well and good. Ill be willing to ask the judge to grant them as much time as he may see fit, even if it throws the trial over until I am out of office. But if the trial comes up while Im here, as I honestly hope it will, Ill prosecute it to the best of my ability, not because Im looking for an office of any kind but because I am now the district attorney and it is my duty to do so. And as for my being in politics, well, Mr. Belknap is in politics, isnt he? He ran against me the last time, and I hear he desires to run again.

Accordingly he proceeded to Albany further to impress upon the Governor the very great need of an immediate special term of the Court so that Clyde might be indicted. And the Governor, hearing the personal arguments of both Mason and Belknap, decided in favor of Mason, on the ground that the granting of a special term did not militate against any necessary delay of the trial of the case, since nothing which the defense as yet had to offer seemed to indicate that the calling of a special term was likely in any way to prevent it from obtaining as much time wherein to try the case as needed. Besides, it would be the business of the Supreme Court justice appointed to consider such arguments  not himself. And accordingly, a special term of the Supreme Court was ordered, with one Justice Frederick Oberwaltzer of the eleventh judicial district designated to preside. And when Mason appeared before him with the request that he fix the date of the Special Grand Jury by which Clyde might be indicted, this was set for August fifth.

And then that body sitting, it was no least trouble for Mason to have Clyde indicted.

And thereafter the best that Belknap and Jephson could do was to appear before Oberwaltzer, a Democrat, who owed his appointment to a previous governor, to argue for a change of venue, on the ground that by no possible stretch of the imagination could any twelve men residing in Cataraqui County be found who, owing to the public and private statements of Mason, were not already vitally opposed to Clyde and so convinced of his guilt that before ever such a jury could be addressed by a defense, he would be convicted.

But where are you going then? inquired Justice Oberwaltzer, who was impartial enough. The same material has been published everywhere.

But, your Honor, this crime which the district attorney here has been so busy in magnifying (a long and heated objection on the part of Mason).

But we contend just the same, continued Belknap, that the public has been unduly stirred and deluded. You cant get twelve men now who will try this man fairly.

What nonsense! exclaimed Mason, angrily. Mere twaddle! Why, the newspapers themselves have gathered and published more evidence than I have. Its the publicly discovered facts in this case that have aroused prejudice, if any has been aroused. But no more than would be aroused anywhere, I maintain. Besides, if this case is to be transferred to a distant county when the majority of the witnesses are right here, this county is going to be saddled with an enormous expense, which it cannot afford and which the facts do not warrant.

Justice Oberwaltzer, who was of a sober and moral turn, a slow and meticulous man inclined to favor conservative procedure in all things, was inclined to agree. And after five days, in which he did not more than muse idly upon the matter, he decided to deny the motion. If he were wrong, there was the Appellate Division to which the defense could resort. As for stays, having fixed the date of the trial for October fifteenth (ample time, as he judged, for the defense to prepare its case), he adjourned for the remainder of the summer to his cottage on Blue Mountain Lake, where both the prosecution and the defense, should any knotty or locally insoluble legal complication arise, would be able to find him and have his personal attention.

But with the entry of the Messrs. Belknap and Jephson into the case, Mason found it advisable to redouble his efforts to make positive, in so far as it were possible, the conviction of Clyde. He feared the young Jephson as much as he did Belknap. And for that reason, taking with him Burton Burleigh and Earl Newcomb, he now revisited Lycurgus, where among other things he was able to discover (1) where Clyde had purchased the camera; (2) that three days before his departure for Big Bittern he had said to Mrs. Peyton that he was thinking of taking his camera with him and that he must get some films for it; (3) that there was a haberdasher by the name of Orrin Short who had known Clyde well and that but four months before Clyde had applied to him for advice in connection with a factory hands pregnant wife  also (and this in great confidence to Burton Burleigh, who had unearthed him) that he had recommended to Clyde a certain Dr. Glenn, near Gloversville; (4) Dr. Glenn himself being sought and pictures of Clyde and Roberta being submitted, he was able to identify Roberta, although not Clyde, and to describe the state of mind in which she had approached him, as well as the story she had told  a story which in no way incriminated Clyde or herself, and which, therefore, Mason decided might best be ignored, for the present, anyhow.

And (5), via these same enthusiastic efforts, there rose to the surface the particular hat salesman in Utica who had sold Clyde the hat. For Burton Burleigh being interviewed while in Utica, and his picture published along with one of Clyde, this salesman chanced to see it and recalling him at once made haste to communicate with Mason, with the result that his testimony, properly typewritten and sworn to, was carried away by Mason.

And, in addition, the country girl who had been on the steamer Cygnus and who had noticed Clyde, wrote Mason that she remembered him wearing a straw hat, also his leaving the boat at Sharon, a bit of evidence which most fully confirmed that of the captain of the boat and caused Mason to feel that Providence or Fate was working with him. And last, but most important of all to him, there came a communication from a woman residing in Bedford, Pennsylvania, who announced that during the week of July third to tenth, she and her husband had been camping on the east shore of Big Bittern, near the southern end of the lake. And while rowing on the lake on the afternoon of July eighth, at about six oclock, she had heard a cry which sounded like that of a woman or girl in distress  a plaintive, mournful cry. It was very faint and had seemed to come from beyond the island which was to the south and west of the bay in which they were fishing.

Mason now proposed to remain absolutely silent regarding this information, and that about the camera and films and the data regarding Clydes offense in Kansas City, until nearer the day of trial, or during the trial itself, when it would be impossible for the defense to attempt either to refute or ameliorate it in any way.

As for Belknap and Jephson, apart from drilling Clyde in the matter of his general denial based on his change of heart once he had arrived at Grass Lake, and the explanation of the two hats and the bag, they could not see that there was much to do. True, there was the suit thrown in Fourth Lake near the Cranstons, but after much trolling on the part of a seemingly casual fisherman, that was brought up, cleaned and pressed, and now hung in a locked closet in the Belknap and Jephson office. Also, there was the camera at Big Bittern, dived for but never found by them  a circumstance which led Jephson to conclude that Mason must have it, and so caused him to decide that he would refer to it at the earliest possible opportunity at the trial. But as for Clyde striking her with it, even accidentally, well, it was decided at that time at least, to contend that he had not  although after exhuming Robertas body at Biltz it had been found that the marks on her face, even at this date, did correspond in some degree to the size and shape of the camera.

For, in the first place, they were exceedingly dubious of Clyde as a witness. Would he or would he not, in telling of how it all happened, be sufficiently direct or forceful and sincere to convince any jury that he had so struck her without intending to strike her? For on that, marks or no marks, would depend whether the jury was going to believe him. And if it did not believe that he struck her accidentally, then a verdict of guilty, of course.

And so they prepared to await the coming of the trial, only working betimes and in so far as they dared, to obtain testimony or evidence as to Clydes previous good character, but being blocked to a degree by the fact that in Lycurgus, while pretending to be a model youth outwardly, he had privately been conducting himself otherwise, and that in Kansas City his first commercial efforts had resulted in such a scandal.

However, one of the most difficult matters in connection with Clyde and his incarceration here, as Belknap and Jephson as well as the prosecution saw it, was the fact that thus far not one single member of his own or his uncles family had come forward to champion him. And to no one save Belknap and Jephson had he admitted where his parents were. Yet would it not be necessary, as both Belknap and Jephson argued from time to time, if any case at all were to be made out for him, to have his mother or father, or at least a sister or a brother, come forward to say a good word for him? Otherwise, Clyde might appear to be a pariah, one who had been from the first a drifter and a waster and was now purposely being avoided by all who knew him.

For this reason, at their conference with Darrah Brookhart they had inquired after Clydes parents and had learned that in so far as the Griffiths of Lycurgus were concerned, there lay a deep objection to bringing on any member of this western branch of the family. There was, as he explained, a great social gap between them, which it would not please the Lycurgus Griffiths to have exploited here. Besides, who could say but that once Clydes parents were notified or discovered by the yellow press, they might not lend themselves to exploitation. Both Samuel and Gilbert Griffiths, as Brookhart now informed Belknap, had suggested that it was best, if Clyde did not object, to keeping his immediate relatives in the background. In fact, on this, in some measure at least, was likely to depend the extent of their financial aid to Clyde.

Clyde was in accord with this wish of the Griffiths, although no one who talked with him sufficiently or heard him express how sorry he was on his mothers account that all this had happened, could doubt the quality of the blood and emotional tie that held him and his mother together. The complete truth was that his present attitude toward her was a mixture of fear and shame because of the manner in which she was likely to view his predicament  his moral if not his social failure. Would she be willing to believe the story prepared by Belknap and Jephson as to his change of heart? But even apart from that, to have her come here now and look at him through these bars when he was so disgraced  to be compelled to face her and talk to her day after day! Her clear, inquiring, tortured eyes! Her doubt as to his innocence, since he could feel that even Belknap and Jephson, in spite of all their plans for him, were still a little dubious as to that unintentional blow of his. They did not really believe it, and they might tell her that. And would his religious, God-fearing, crime-abhorring mother be more credulous than they?

Being asked again what he thought ought to be done about his parents, he replied that he did not believe he could face his mother yet  it would do no good and would only torture both.

And fortunately, as he saw it, apparently no word of all that had befallen him had yet reached his parents in Denver. Because of their peculiar religious and moral beliefs, all copies of worldly and degenerate daily papers were consistently excluded from their home and Mission. And the Lycurgus Griffiths had had no desire to inform them.

Yet one night, at about the time that Belknap and Jephson were most seriously debating the absence of his parents and what, if anything, should be done about it, Esta, who some time after Clyde had arrived in Lycurgus had married and was living in the southeast portion of Denver, chanced to read in The Rocky Mountain News  and this just subsequent to Clydes indictment by the Grand Jury at Bridgeburg:

BOY SLAYER OF WORKING GIRL INDICTED

Bridgeburg, N. Y., Aug. 6: A special Grand Jury appointed by Governor Stouderback, of this state, to sit in the case of Clyde Griffiths, the nephew of the wealthy collar manufacturer of the same name, of Lycurgus, New York, recently charged with the killing of Miss Roberta Alden, of Biltz, New York, at Big Bittern Lake in the Adirondacks on July 8th last, to-day returned an indictment charging murder in the first degree.

Subsequent to the indictment, Griffiths, who in spite of almost overwhelming evidence, has persisted in asserting that the alleged crime was an accident, and who, accompanied by his counsel, Alvin Belknap, and Reuben Jephson, of this city, was arraigned before Supreme Court Justice Oberwaltzer, pleaded not guilty. He was remanded for trial, which was set for October 15th.

Young Griffiths, who is only twenty-two years of age, and up to the day of his arrest a respected member of Lycurgus smart society, is alleged to have stunned and then drowned his working-girl sweetheart, whom he had wronged and then planned to desert in favor of a richer girl. The lawyers in this case have been retained by his wealthy uncle of Lycurgus, who has hitherto remained aloof. But apart from this, it is locally asserted, no relative has come forward to aid in his defense.

Esta forthwith made a hurried departure for her mothers home. Despite the directness and clarity of this she was not willing to believe it was Clyde. Still there was the damning force of geography and names  the rich Lycurgus Griffiths, the absence of his own relatives.

As quickly as the local street car would carry her, she now presented herself at the combined lodging house and mission known as the Star of Hope, in Bildwell Street, which was scarcely better than that formerly maintained in Kansas City. For while it provided a number of rooms for wayfarers at twenty-five cents a night, and was supposed to be self-supporting, it entailed much work with hardly any more profit. Besides, by now, both Frank and Julia, who long before this had become irked by the drab world in which they found themselves, had earnestly sought to free themselves of it, leaving the burden of the mission work on their father and mother. Julia, now nineteen, was cashiering for a local downtown restaurant, and Frank, nearing seventeen, had but recently found work in a fruit and vegetable commission house. In fact, the only child about the place by day was little Russell, the illegitimate son of Esta  now between three and four years of age, and most reservedly fictionalized by his grandparents as an orphan whom they had adopted in Kansas City. He was a dark-haired child, in some ways resembling Clyde, who, even at this early age, as Clyde had been before him, was being instructed in those fundamental verities which had irritated Clyde in his own childhood.

At the time that Esta, now a decidedly subdued and reserved wife, entered, Mrs. Griffiths was busy sweeping and dusting and making up beds. But on sight of her daughter at this unusual hour approaching, and with blanched cheeks signaling her to come inside the door of a vacant room, Mrs. Griffiths, who, because of years of difficulties of various kinds, was more or less accustomed to scenes such as this, now paused in wonder, the swiftly beclouding mist of apprehension shining in her eyes. What new misery or ill was this? For decidedly Estas weak gray eyes and manner indicated distress. And in her hand was folded a paper, which she opened and after giving her mother a most solicitous look, pointed to the item, toward which Mrs. Griffiths now directed her look. But what was this?

Boy slayer of working-girl sweetheart indicted.

Charged with the killing of Miss Roberta Alden at Big Bittern Lake in the Adirondacks on July 8 last.

Returned indictment charging murder in the first degree.

In spite of almost overwhelming circumstantial evidence.

Pleaded not guilty.

Remanded for trial.

Set for October 15.

Stunned and drowned his working-girl sweetheart.

No relative has come forward.

It was thus that her eye and her mind automatically selected the most essential lines. And then as swiftly going over them again.

Clyde Griffiths, nephew of the wealthy collar manufacturer of Lycurgus, New York.

Clyde  her son! And only recently  but no, over a month ago  (and they had been worrying a little as to that, she and Asa, because he had not  ) July 8th! And it was now August 11th! Then  yes! But not her son! Impossible! Clyde the murderer of a girl who was his sweetheart! But he was not like that! He had written to her how he was getting along  the head of a large department, with a future. But of no girl. But now! And yet that other little girl there in Kansas City. Merciful God! And the Griffiths, of Lycurgus, her husbands brother, knowing of this and not writing! Ashamed, disgusted, no doubt. Indifferent. But no, he had hired two lawyers. Yet the horror! Asa! Her other children! What the papers would say! This mission! They would have to give it up and go somewhere else again. Yet was he guilty or not guilty? She must know that before judging or thinking. This paper said he had pleaded not guilty. Oh, that wretched, worldly, showy hotel in Kansas City! Those other bad boys! Those two years in which he wandered here and there, not writing, passing as Harry Tenet. Doing what? Learning what?

She paused, full of that intense misery and terror which no faith in the revealed and comforting verities of God and mercy and salvation which she was always proclaiming, could for the moment fend against. Her boy! Her Clyde! In jail, accused of murder! She must wire! She must write! She must go, maybe. But how to get the money! What to do when she got there. How to get the courage  the faith  to endure it. Yet again, neither Asa nor Frank nor Julia must know. Asa, with his protesting and yet somehow careworn faith, his weak eyes and weakening body. And must Frank and Julia, now just starting out in life, be saddled with this? Marked thus?

Merciful God! Would her troubles never end?

She turned, her big, work-worn hands trembling slightly, shaking the paper she held, while Esta, who sympathized greatly with her mother these days because of all she had been compelled to endure, stood by. She looked so tired at times, and now to be racked by this! Yet, as she knew, her mother was the strongest in the family  so erect, so square-shouldered, defiant  a veritable soul pilot in her cross-grained, uniformed way.

Mamma, I just cant believe it can be Clyde, was all Esta could say now. It just cant be, can it?

But Mrs. Griffiths merely continued to stare at that ominous headline, then swiftly ran her gray-blue eyes over the room. Her broad face was blanched and dignified by an enormous strain and an enormous pain. Her erring, misguided, no doubt unfortunate, son, with all his wild dreams of getting on and up, was in danger of death, of being electrocuted for a crime  for murder! He had killed some one  a poor working-girl, the paper said.

Ssh! she whispered, putting one finger to her own lips as a sign. He (indicating Asa) must not know yet, anyhow. We must wire first, or write. You can have the answers come to you, maybe. I will give you the money. But I must sit down somewhere now for a minute. I feel a little weak. Ill sit here. Let me have the Bible.

On the small dresser was a Gideon Bible, which, sitting on the edge of the commonplace iron bed, she now opened instinctively at Psalms 3 and 4.

Lord, how are they increased that trouble.

Hear me, when I call, O God of my righteousness.

And then reading on silently, even placidly apparently, through 6, 8, 10, 13, 23, 91, while Esta stood by in silent amazement and misery.

Oh, Mamma, I just cant believe it. Oh, this is too terrible! But Mrs. Griffiths read on. It was as if, and in spite of all this, she had been able to retreat into some still, silent place, where, for the time being at least, no evil human ill could reach her. Then at last, quite calmly closing the book, and rising, she went on:

Now, we must think out what to say and who to send that telegram to  I mean to Clyde, of course  at that place, wherever it is  Bridgeburg, she added, looking at the paper, and then interpolating from the Bible By terrible things in righteousness wilt thou answer us, O God! Or, maybe, those two lawyers  their names are there. Im afraid to wire Asas brother for fear hell wire back to him. (Then: Thou art my bulwark and my strength. In Thee will I trust.) But I suppose they would give it to him if we sent it care of that judge or those lawyers, dont you think? But it would be better if we could send it to him direct, I suppose. (He leadeth me by the still waters.) Just say that I have read about him and still have faith and love for him, but he is to tell me the truth and what to do. If he needs money we will have to see what we can do, I suppose. (He restoreth my soul.)

And then, despite her sudden peace of the moment, she once more began wringing her large, rough hands. Oh, it cant be true. Oh, dear, no! After all, he is my son. We all love him and have faith. We must say that. God will deliver him. Watch and pray. Have faith. Under his wings shalt thou trust.

She was so beside herself that she scarcely knew what she was saying. And Esta, at her side, was saying: Yes, Mamma! Oh, of course! Yes, I will! I know hell get it all right. But she, too, was saying to herself: My God! My God! What could be worse than this  to be accused of murder! But, of course, it cant be true. It cant be true. If he should hear! (She was thinking of her husband.) And after Russell, too. And Clydes trouble there in Kansas City. Poor Mamma. She has so much trouble.

Together, after a time, and avoiding Asa who was in an adjoining room helping with the cleaning, the two made their way to the general mission room below, where was silence and many placards which proclaimed the charity, the wisdom, and the sustaining righteousness of God.


Chapter 18

The telegram, worded in the spirit just described, was forthwith despatched care of Belknap and Jephson, who immediately counseled Clyde what to reply  that all was well with him; that he had the best of advice and would need no financial aid. Also that until his lawyers advised it, it would be best if no member of the family troubled to appear, since everything that could possibly be done to aid him was already being done. At the same time they wrote Mrs. Griffiths, assuring her of their interest in Clyde and advising her to let matters rest as they were for the present.

Despite the fact that the Griffiths were thus restrained from appearing in the east, neither Belknap nor Jephson were averse to some news of the existence, whereabouts, faith and sympathy of Clydes most immediate relatives creeping into the newspapers, since the latter were so persistent in referring to his isolation. And in this connection they were aided by the fact that his mothers telegram on being received in Bridgeburg was at once read by individuals who were particularly interested in the case and by them whispered to the public and the press, with the result that in Denver the family was at once sought out and interviewed. And shortly after, there was circulated in all the papers east and west a more or less complete account of the present state of Clydes family, the nature of the mission conducted by them, as well as their narrow and highly individualistic religious beliefs and actions, even the statement that often in his early youth Clyde had been taken into the streets to sing and pray  a revelation which shocked Lycurgus and Twelfth Lake society about as much as it did him.

At the same time, Mrs. Griffiths, being an honest woman and whole-heartedly sincere in her faith and in the good of her work, did not hesitate to relate to reporter after reporter who called, all the details of the missionary work of her husband and herself in Denver and elsewhere. Also that neither Clyde nor any of the other children had ever enjoyed the opportunities that come to most. However, her boy, whatever the present charge might be, was not innately bad, and she could not believe that he was guilty of any such crime. It was all an unfortunate and accidental combination of circumstances which he would explain at the trial. However, whatever foolish thing he might have done, it was all to be attributed to an unfortunate accident which broke up the mission work in Kansas City a few years before and compelled the removal of the family from there to Denver, leaving Clyde to make his way alone. And it was because of advice from her that he had written her husbands rich brother in Lycurgus, which led to his going there  a series of statements which caused Clyde in his cell to tingle with a kind of prideful misery and resentment and forced him to write his mother and complain. Why need she always talk so much about the past and the work that she and his father were connected with, when she knew that he had never liked it and resented going on the streets? Many people didnt see it as she and his father did, particularly his uncle and cousin and all those rich people he had come to know, and who were able to make their way in so different and much more brilliant fashion. And now, as he said to himself, Sondra would most certainly read this  all that he had hoped to conceal.

Yet even in the face of all this, because of so much sincerity and force in his mother, he could not help but think of her with affection and respect, and because of her sure and unfailing love for him, with emotion. For in answer to his letter she wrote that she was sorry if she had hurt his feelings or injured him in any way. But must not the truth be shown always? The ways of God were for the best and surely no harm could spring from service in His cause. He must not ask her to lie. But if he said the word, she would so gladly attempt to raise the necessary money and come to his aid  sit in his cell and plan with him  holding his hands  but as Clyde so well knew and thought at this time and which caused him to decide that she must not come yet  demanding of him the truth  with those clear, steady blue eyes of hers looking into his own. He could not stand that now.

For, frowning directly before him, like a huge and basalt headland above a troubled and angry sea, was the trial itself, with all that it implied  the fierce assault of Mason which he could only confront, for the most part, with the lies framed for him by Jephson and Belknap. For, although he was constantly seeking to salve his conscience with the thought that at the last moment he had not had the courage to strike Roberta, nevertheless this other story was so terribly difficult for him to present and defend  a fact which both Belknap and Jephson realized and which caused the latter to appear most frequently at Clydes cell door with the greeting: Well, hows tricks to-day?

The peculiarly rusty and disheveled and indifferently tailored character of Jephsons suits! The worn and disarranged effect of his dark brown soft hat, pulled low over his eyes! His long, bony, knotty hands, suggesting somehow an enormous tensile strength. And the hard, small blue eyes filled with a shrewd, determined cunning and courage, with which he was seeking to inoculate Clyde, and which somehow did inoculate him!

Any more preachers around to-day? Any more country girls or Masons boys? For during this time, because of the enormous interest aroused by the pitiable death of Roberta, as well as the evidence of her rich and beautiful rival, Clyde was being visited by every type of shallow crime-or-sex-curious country bumpkin lawyer, doctor, merchant, yokel evangelist or minister, all friends or acquaintances of one or another of the officials of the city, and who, standing before his cell door betimes, and at the most unexpected moments, and after surveying him with curious, or resentful, or horrified eyes, asked such questions as: Do you pray, brother? Do you get right down on your knees and pray? (Clyde was reminded of his mother and father at such times.) Had he made his peace with God? Did he actually deny that he had killed Roberta Alden? In the case of three country girls: Would you mind telling us the name of the girl you are supposed to be in love with, and where she is now? We wont tell any one. Will she appear at the trial? Questions which Clyde could do no more than ignore, or if not, answer as equivocally or evasively or indifferently as possible. For although he was inclined to resent them, still was he not being constantly instructed by both Belknap and Jephson that for the good of his own cause he must try to appear genial and civil and optimistic? Then there came also newspaper men, or women, accompanied by artists or photographers, to interview and make studies of him. But with these, for the most part and on the advice of Belknap and Jephson he refused to communicate or said only what he was told to say.

You can talk all you want, suggested Jephson, genially, so long as you dont say anything. And the stiff upper lip, you know. And the smile that wont come off, see? Not failing to go over that list, are you? (He had provided Clyde with a long list of possible questions which no doubt would be asked him on the stand and which he was to answer according to answers typewritten beneath them, or to suggest something better. They all related to the trip to Big Bittern, his reason for the extra hat, his change of heart  why, when, where.) Thats your litany, you know. And then he might light a cigarette without ever offering one to Clyde, since for the sake of a reputation for sobriety he was not to smoke here.

And for a time, after each visit, Clyde finding himself believing that he could and would do exactly as Jephson had said  walk briskly and smartly into court  bear up against every one, every eye, even that of Mason himself  forget that he was afraid of him, even when on the witness stand  forget all the terror of those many facts in Masons possession, which he was to explain with this list of answers  forget Roberta and her last cry, and all the heartache and misery that went with the loss of Sondra and her bright world.

Yet, with the night having once more fallen, or the day dragging on with only the lean and bearded Kraut or the sly and evasive Sissel, or both, hanging about, or coming to the door to say, Howdy! or to discuss something that had occurred in town, or to play chess, or checkers, Clyde growing more and more moody and deciding, maybe, that there was no real hope for him after all. For how alone he was, except for his attorneys and mother and brother and sisters! Never a word from Sondra, of course. For along with her recovery to some extent from her original shock and horror, she was now thinking somewhat differently of him  that after all it was for love of her, perhaps, that he had slain Roberta and made himself the pariah and victim that he now was. Yet, because of the immense prejudice and horror expressed by the world, she was by no means able to think of venturing to send him a word. Was he not a murderer? And in addition, that miserable western family of his, pictured as street preachers, and he, too,  or as a singing and praying boy from a mission! Yet occasionally returning in thought, and this quite in spite of herself, to his eager, unreasoning and seemingly consuming enthusiasm for her. (How deeply he must have cared to venture upon so deadly a deed!) And hence wondering whether at some time, once this case was less violently before the public eye, it might not be possible to communicate with him in some guarded and unsigned way, just to let him know, perhaps, that because of his great love for her she desired him to know that he was not entirely forgotten. Yet as instantly deciding, no, no  her parents  if they should learn  or guess  or the public, or her one-time associates. Not now, oh, not now at least. Maybe later if he were set free  or  or  convicted  she couldnt tell. Yet suffering heartaches for the most part  as much as she detested and abhorred the horrible crime by which he had sought to win her.

And in the interim, Clyde in his cell, walking to and fro, or looking out on the dull square through the heavily barred windows, or reading and re-reading the newspapers, or nervously turning the pages of magazines or books furnished by his counsel, or playing chess or checkers, or eating his meals, which, by special arrangement on the part of Belknap and Jephson (made at the request of his uncle), consisted of better dishes than were usually furnished to the ordinary prisoner.

Yet with the iterated and reiterated thought, based on the seemingly irreparable and irreconcilable loss of Sondra, as to whether it was possible for him to go on with this  make this, as he at times saw it, almost useless fight.

At times, in the middle of the night or just before dawn, with all the prison silent  dreams  a ghastly picture of all that he most feared and that dispelled every trace of courage and drove him instantly to his feet, his heart pounding wildly, his eyes strained, a cold damp upon his face and hands. That chair, somewhere in the State penitentiary. He had read of it  how men died in it. And then he would walk up and down, thinking how, how, in case it did not come about as Jephson felt so sure that it would  in case he was convicted and a new trial refused  then, well  then, might one be able to break out of such a jail as this, maybe, and run away? These old brick walls. How thick were they? But was it possible that with a hammer or a stone, or something that some one might bring him  his brother Frank, or his sister Julia, or Ratterer, or Hegglund  if only he could get in communication with some one of them and get him or her to bring him something of the kind  If only he could get a saw, to saw those bars! And then run, run, as he should have in those woods up there that time! But how? And whither?


Chapter 19

October 15  with gray clouds and a sharp, almost January wind that herded the fallen leaves into piles and then scurried them in crisp and windy gusts like flying birds here and there. And, in spite of the sense of struggle and tragedy in the minds of many, with an electric chair as the shadowy mental background to it all, a sense of holiday or festival, with hundreds of farmers, woodsmen, traders, entering in Fords and Buicks  farmer wives and husbands  daughters and sons  even infants in arms. And then idling about the public square long before the time for court to convene, or, as the hour neared, congregating before the county jail in the hope of obtaining a glimpse of Clyde, or before the courthouse door nearest the jail, which was to be the one entrance to the courtroom for the public and Clyde, and from which position they could see and assure entrance into the courtroom itself when the time came. And a flock of pigeons parading rather dismally along the cornices and gutters of the upper floor and roof of the ancient court.

And with Mason and his staff  Burton Burleigh, Earl Newcomb, Zillah Saunders, and a young Bridgeburg law graduate by the name of Manigault  helping to arrange the order of evidence as well as direct or instruct the various witnesses and venire-men who were already collecting in the antechamber of the now almost nationally known attorney for the people. And with cries outside of: Peanuts! Popcorn! Hot dogs! Get the story of Clyde Griffiths, with all the letters of Roberta Alden. Only twenty-five cents! (This being a set of duplicate copies of Robertas letters which had been stolen from Masons office by an intimate of Burton Burleighs and by him sold to a penny-dreadful publisher of Binghamton, who immediately issued them in pamphlet form together with an outline of the great plot and Robertas and Clydes pictures.)

And in the meantime, over in the reception or conference room of the jail, Alvin Belknap and Reuben Jephson, side by side with Clyde, neatly arrayed in the very suit he had sought to sink forever in the waters of Lower Twelfth Lake. And with a new tie and shirt and shoes added in order to present him in his Lycurgus best. Jephson, long and lean and shabbily dressed as usual, but with all of that iron and power that so impressed Clyde in every line of his figure and every movement or gesture of his body. Belknap  looking like an Albany beau  the one on whom was to fall the burden of the opening presentation of the case as well as the cross-examining, now saying: Now youre not going to get frightened or show any evidence of nervousness at anything that may be said or done at any time, are you, Clyde? Were to be with you, you know, all through the trial. You sit right between us. And youre going to smile and look unconcerned or interested, just as you wish, but never fearful  but not too bold or gay, you know, so that theyd feel that youre not taking this thing seriously. You understand  just a pleasant, gentlemanly, and sympathetic manner all the time. And not frightened. For that will be certain to do us and you great harm. Since youre innocent, you have no real reason to be frightened  although youre sorry, of course. You understand all that, I know, by now.

Yes, sir, I understand, replied Clyde. I will do just as you say. Besides, I never struck her intentionally, and thats the truth. So why should I be afraid? And here he looked at Jephson, on whom, for psychic reasons, he depended most. In fact the words he had just spoken were the very words which Jephson had so drilled into him during the two months just past. And catching the look, Jephson now drew closer and fixing Clyde with his gimlet and yet encouraging and sustaining blue eyes, began:

Youre not guilty! Youre not guilty, Clyde, see? You understand that fully by now, and you must always believe and remember that, because its true. You didnt intend to strike her, do you hear? You swear to that. You have sworn it to me and Belknap here, and we believe you. Now, it doesnt make the least bit of difference that because of the circumstances surrounding all this we are not going to be able to make the average jury see this or believe it just as you tell it. Thats neither here nor there. Ive told you that before. You know what the truth is  and so do we. But, in order to get justice for you, weve had to get up something else  a dummy or substitute for the real fact, which is that you didnt strike her intentionally, but which we cannot hope to make them see without disguising it in some way. You get that, dont you?

Yes, sir, replied Clyde, always over-awed and intrigued by this man.

And for that reason, as Ive so often told you, weve invented this other story about a change of heart. Its not quite true as to time, but it is true that you did experience a change of heart there in the boat. And thats our justification. But theyd never believe that under all of the peculiar circumstances, so were merely going to move that change of heart up a little, see? Make it before you ever went into that boat at all. And while we know it isnt true that way, still neither is the charge that you intentionally struck her true, and theyre not going to electrocute you for something that isnt true  not with my consent, at least. He looked into Clydes eyes for a moment more, and then added: Its this way, Clyde. Its like having to pay for potatoes, or for suits of clothes, with corn or beans instead of money, when you have money to pay with but when, because of the crazy notions on the part of some one, they wont believe that the money you have is genuine. So youve got to use the potatoes or beans. And beans is what were going to give em. But the justification is that youre not guilty. Youre not guilty. Youve sworn to me that you didnt intend to strike her there at the last, whatever you might have been provoked to do at first. And thats enough for me. Youre not guilty.

And here, firmly and convincingly, which was the illusion in regard to his own attitude which he was determined to convey to Clyde, he laid hold of his coat lapels, and after looking fixedly into his somewhat strained and now nervous brown eyes, added: And now, whenever you get to feeling weak or nervous, or if, when you go on the stand, you think Mason is getting the best of you, I want you to remember this  just say to yourself Im not guilty! Im not guilty! And they cant fairly convict me unless I really am. And if that dont pull you together, look at me. Ill be right there. All you have to do, if you feel yourself rattled, is to look at me  right into my eyes, just as Im looking at you now  and then youll know that Im wanting you to brace up and do what Im telling you to do now  swear to the things that we are asking you to swear to, however they may look like lies, and however you may feel about them. Im not going to have you convicted for something you didnt do, just because you cant be allowed to swear to what is the truth  not if I can help it. And now thats all.

And here he slapped him genially and heartily on the back, while Clyde, strangely heartened, felt, for the time being at least, that certainly he could do as he was told, and would.

And then Jephson, taking out his watch and looking first at Belknap, then out of the nearest window through which were to be seen the already assembled crowds  one about the courthouse steps; a second including newspapermen and women, newspaper photographers and artists, gathered closely before the jail walk, and eagerly waiting to snap Clyde or any one connected with this case  went calmly on with:

Well, its about time, I guess. Looks as though all Cataraqui would like to get inside. Were going to have quite an audience. And turning to Clyde once more, he added: Now, you dont want to let those people disturb you, Clyde. Theyre nothing but a lot of country people come to town to see a show.

And then the two of them, Belknap and Jephson, going out. And Kraut and Sissel coming in to take personal charge of Clyde, while the two lawyers, passing amid whispers, crossed over to the court building in the square of brown grass beyond.

And after them, and in less than five minutes, and preceded by Slack and Sissel and followed by Kraut and Swenk  yet protected on either side by two extra deputies in case there should be an outbreak or demonstration of any kind  Clyde himself, attempting to look as jaunty and nonchalant as possible, yet because of the many rough and strange faces about him  men in heavy raccoon coats and caps, and with thick whiskers, or in worn and faded and nondescript clothes such as characterized many of the farmers of this region, accompanied by their wives and children, and all staring so strangely and curiously  he felt not a little nervous, as though at any moment there might be a revolver shot, or some one might leap at him with a knife  the deputies with their hands on their guns lending not a little to the reality of his mood. Yet only cries of: Here he comes! Here he comes! There he is! Would you believe that he could do a thing like that?

And then the cameras clicking and whirring and his two protectors shouldering closer and closer to him while he shrank down within himself mentally.

And then a flight of five brown stone steps leading up to an old courthouse door. And beyond that, an inner flight of steps to a large, long, brown, high-ceilinged chamber, in which, to the right and left, and in the rear facing east, were tall, thin, round-topped windows, fitted with thin panes, admitting a flood of light. And at the west end, a raised platform, with a highly ornamental, dark brown carved bench upon it. And behind it, a portrait  and on either side, north and south, and at the rear, benches and benches in rows  each tier higher than the other, and all crowded with people, the space behind them packed with standing bodies, and all apparently, as he entered, leaning and craning and examining him with sharp keen eyes, while there went about a conversational buzz or brrh. He could hear a general sssss  pppp  as he approached and passed through a gate to an open space beyond it, wherein, as he could see, were Belknap and Jephson at a table, and between them a vacant chair for him. And he could see and feel the eyes and faces on which he was not quite willing to look.

But directly before him, at another table in the same square, but more directly below the raised platform at the west end, as he could see now, were Mason and several men whom he seemed to recollect  Earl Newcomb and Burton Burleigh and yet another man whom he had never seen before, all four turning and gazing at him as he came.

And about this inner group, an outer circle of men and women writers and sketch artists.

And then, after a time, recalling Belknaps advice, he managed to straighten up and with an air of studied ease and courage  which was belied to a certain extent by his strained, pale face and somewhat hazy stare  look at the writers and artists who were either studying or sketching him, and even to whisper: Quite a full house, eh? But just then, and before he could say anything more, a resounding whack, whack, from somewhere. And then a voice: Order in the Court! His Honor, the Court! Everybody please rise! And as suddenly the whispering and stirring audience growing completely silent. And then, through a door to the south of the dais, a large urbane and florid and smooth-faced man, who in an ample black gown, walked swiftly to the large chair immediately behind the desk, and after looking steadily upon all before him, but without appearing to see any one of them seated himself. Whereupon every one assembled in the courtroom sat down.

And then to the left, yet below the judge, at a smaller desk, a smaller and older individual standing and calling, Oyez! Oyez! All persons having business before the honorable, the Supreme Court of the State of New York, County of Cataraqui, draw near and give attention. This court is now in session!

And after that this same individual again rising and beginning: The State of New York against Clyde Griffiths. Then Mason, rising and standing before his table, at once announced: The People are ready. Whereupon Belknap arose, and in a courtly and affable manner, stated: The defendant is ready.

Then the same clerk reached into a square box that was before him, and drawing forth a piece of paper, called Simeon Dinsmore, whereupon a little, hunched and brown-suited man, with claw-like hands, and a ferret-like face, immediately scuttled to the jury box and was seated. And once there he was approached by Mason, who, in a brisk manner  his flat-nosed face looking most aggressive and his strong voice reaching to the uttermost corners of the court, began to inquire as to his age, his business, whether he was single or married, how many children he had, whether he believed or did not believe in capital punishment. The latter question as Clyde at once noted seemed to stir in him something akin to resentment or suppressed emotion of some kind, for at once and with emphasis, he answered: I most certainly do  for some people  a reply which caused Mason to smile slightly and Jephson to turn and look toward Belknap, who mumbled sarcastically: And they talk about the possibility of a fair trial here. But at the same time Mason feeling that this very honest, if all too convinced farmer, was a little too emphatic in his beliefs, saying: With the consent of the Court, the People will excuse the talesman. And Belknap, after an inquiring glance from the Judge, nodding his agreement, at which the prospective juror was excused.

And the clerk, immediately drawing out of the box a second slip of paper, and then calling: Dudley Sheerline! Whereupon, a thin, tall man of between thirty-eight and forty, neatly dressed and somewhat meticulous and cautious in his manner, approached and took his place in the box. And Mason once more began to question him as he had the other.

In the meantime, Clyde, in spite of both Belknaps and Jephsons preliminary precautions, was already feeling stiff and chill and bloodless. For, decidedly, as he could feel, this audience was inimical. And amid this closely pressing throng, as he now thought, with an additional chill, there must be the father and mother, perhaps also the sisters and brothers, of Roberta, and all looking at him, and hoping with all their hearts, as the newspapers during the weeks past informed him, that he would be made to suffer for this.

And again, all those people of Lycurgus and Twelfth Lake, no one of whom had troubled to communicate with him in any way, assuming him to be absolutely guilty, of course  were any of those here? Jill or Gertrude or Tracy Trumbull, for instance? Or Wynette Phant or her brother? She had been at that camp at Bear Lake the day he was arrested. His mind ran over all the social personages whom he had encountered during the last year and who would now see him as he was  poor and commonplace and deserted, and on trial for such a crime as this. And after all his bluffing about his rich connections here and in the west. For now, of course, they would believe him as terrible as his original plot, without knowing or caring about his side of the story  his moods and fears  that predicament that he was in with Roberta  his love for Sondra and all that she had meant to him. They wouldnt understand that, and he was not going to be allowed to tell anything in regard to it, even if he were so minded.

And yet, because of the advice of Belknap and Jephson, he must sit up and smile, or at least look pleasant and meet the gaze of every one boldly and directly. And in consequence, turning, and for the moment feeling absolutely transfixed. For there  God, what a resemblance!  to the left of him on one of those wall benches, was a woman or girl who appeared to be the living image of Roberta! It was that sister of hers  Emily  of whom she had often spoken  but oh, what a shock! His heart almost stopped. It might even be Roberta! And transfixing him with what ghostly, and yet real, and savage and accusing eyes! And next to her another girl, looking something like her, too  and next to her that old man, Robertas father  that wrinkled old man whom he had encountered that day he had called at his farm door for information, now looking at him almost savagely, a gray and weary look that said so plainly: You murderer! You murderer! And beside him a mild and small and ill-looking woman of about fifty, veiled and very shrunken and sunken-eyed, who, at his glance dropped her own eyes and turned away, as if stricken with a great pain, not hate. Her mother  no doubt of it. Oh, what a situation was this! How unthinkably miserable! His heart fluttered. His hands trembled.

So now to stay himself, he looked down, first at the hands of Belknap and Jephson on the table before him, since each was toying with a pencil poised above the pad of paper before them, as they gazed at Mason and whoever was in the jury box before him  a foolish-looking fat man now. What a difference between Jephsons and Belknaps hands  the latter so short and soft and white, the formers so long and brown and knotty and bony. And Belknaps pleasant and agreeable manner here in court  his voice I think I will ask the juror to step down  as opposed to Masons revolver-like Excused! or Jephsons slow and yet powerful, though whispered, Better let him go, Alvin. Nothing in him for us. And then all at once Jephson saying to him: Sit up! Sit up! Look around! Dont sag down like that. Look people in the eye. Smile naturally, Clyde, if youre going to smile at all, just look em in the eye. Theyre not going to hurt you. Theyre just a lot of farmers out sightseeing.

But Clyde, noting at once that several reporters and artists were studying and then sketching or writing of him, now flushed hotly and weakly, for he could feel their eager eyes and their eager words as clearly as he could hear their scratching pens. And all for the papers  his blanching face and trembling hands  they would have that down  and his mother in Denver and everybody else there in Lycurgus would see and read  how he had looked at the Aldens and they had looked at him and then he had looked away again. Still  still  he must get himself better in hand  sit up once more and look about  or Jephson would be disgusted with him. And so once more he did his best to crush down his fear, to raise his eyes and then turn slightly and look about.

But in doing so, there next to the wall, and to one side of that tall window, and just as he had feared, was Tracy Trumbull, who evidently because of the law interest or his curiosity and what not  no pity or sympathy for him, surely  had come up for this day anyhow, and was looking, not at him for the moment, thank goodness, but at Mason, who was asking the fat man some questions. And next to him Eddie Sells, with nearsighted eyes equipped with thick lenses of great distance-power, and looking in Clydes direction, yet without seeing him apparently, for he gave no sign. Oh, how trying all this!

And five rows from them again, in another direction, Mr. and Mrs. Gilpin, whom Mason had found, of course. And what would they testify to now? His calling on Roberta in her room there? And how secret it had all been? That would be bad, of course. And of all people, Mr. and Mrs. George Newton! What were they going to put them on the stand for? To tell about Robertas life before she got to going with him, maybe? And that Grace Marr, whom he had seen often but met only once out there on Crum Lake, and whom Roberta had not liked any more. What would she have to say? She could tell how he had met Roberta, of course, but what else? And then  but, no, it could not be  and yet  yet, it was, too  surely  that Orrin Short, of whom he had asked concerning Glenn. Gee!  he was going to tell about that now, maybe  no doubt of it. How people seemed to remember things  more than ever he would have dreamed they would have.

And again, this side of that third window from the front, but beyond that dreaded group of the Aldens, that very large and whiskered man who looked something like an old-time Quaker turned bandit  Heit was his name. He had met him at Three Mile Bay, and again on that day on which he had been taken up to Big Bittern against his will. Oh, yes, the coroner he was. And beside him, that innkeeper up there who had made him sign the register that day. And next to him the boathouse-keeper who had rented him the boat. And next to him, that tall, lank guide who had driven him and Roberta over from Gun Lodge, a brown and wiry and loutish man who seemed to pierce him now with small, deep-set, animal-like eyes, and who most certainly was going to testify to all the details of that ride from Gun Lodge. Would his nervousness on that day, and his foolish qualms, be as clearly remembered by him as they were now by himself. And if so, how would that affect his plea of a change of heart? Would he not better talk all that over again with Jephson?

But this man Mason! How hard he was! How energetic! And how he must have worked to get all of these people here to testify against him! And now here he was, exclaiming as he chanced to look at him, and as he had in at least the last dozen cases (yet with no perceptible result in so far as the jury box was concerned), Acceptable to the People! But, invariably, whenever he had done so, Jephson had merely turned slightly, but without looking, and had said: Nothing in him for us, Alvin. As set as a bone. And then Belknap, courteous and bland, had challenged for cause and usually succeeded in having his challenge sustained.

But then at last, and oh, how agreeably, the clerk of the court announcing in a clear, thin, rasping and aged voice, a recess until two P. M. And Jephson smilingly turning to Clyde with: Well, Clyde, thats the first round  not so very much to it, do you think? And not very hard either, is it? Better go over there and get a good meal, though. Itll be just as long and dull this afternoon.

And in the meantime, Kraut and Sissel, together with the extra deputies, pushing close and surrounding him. And then the crowding and swarming and exclaiming: There he is! There he is! Here he comes! Here! Here! And a large and meaty female pushing as close as possible and staring directly into his face, exclaiming as she did so: Let me see him! I just want to get a good look at you, young man. I have two daughters of my own. But without one of all those of Lycurgus or Twelfth Lake whom he had recognized in the public benches, coming near him. And no glimpse of Sondra anywhere, of course. For as both Belknap and Jephson had repeatedly assured him, she would not appear. Her name was not even to be mentioned, if possible. The Griffiths, as well as the Finchleys, were opposed.


Chapter 20

And then five entire days consumed by Mason and Belknap in selecting a jury. But at last the twelve men who were to try Clyde, sworn and seated. And such men  odd and grizzled, or tanned and wrinkled, farmers and country storekeepers, with here and there a Ford agent, a keeper of an inn at Tom Dixons Lake, a salesman in Hamburgers dry goods store at Bridgeburg, and a peripatetic insurance agent residing in Purday just north of Grass Lake. And with but one exception, all married. And with but one exception, all religious, if not moral, and all convinced of Clydes guilt before ever they sat down, but still because of their almost unanimous conception of themselves as fair and open-minded men, and because they were so interested to sit as jurors in this exciting case, convinced that they could pass fairly and impartially on the facts presented to them.

And so, all rising and being sworn in.

And at once Mason rising and beginning: Gentlemen of the jury.

And Clyde, as well as Belknap and Jephson, now gazing at them and wondering what the impression of Masons opening charge was likely to be. For a more dynamic and electric prosecutor under these particular circumstances was not to be found. This was his opportunity. Were not the eyes of all the citizens of the United States upon him? He believed so. It was as if some one had suddenly exclaimed: Lights! Camera!

No doubt many of you have been wearied, as well as puzzled, at times during the past week, he began, by the exceeding care with which the lawyers in this case have passed upon the panels from which you twelve men have been chosen. It has been no light matter to find twelve men to whom all the marshaled facts in this astonishing cause could be submitted and by them weighed with all the fairness and understanding which the law commands. For my part, the care which I have exercised, gentlemen, has been directed by but one motive  that the state shall have justice done. No malice, no pre-conceived notions of any kind. So late as July 9th last I personally was not even aware of the existence of this defendant, nor of his victim, nor of the crime with which he is now charged. But, gentlemen, as shocked and unbelieving as I was at first upon hearing that a man of the age, training and connections of the defendant here could have placed himself in a position to be accused of such an offense, step by step I was compelled to alter and then dismiss forever from my mind my original doubts and to conclude from the mass of evidence that was literally thrust upon me, that it was my duty to prosecute this action in behalf of the people.

But, however that may be, let us proceed to the facts. There are two women in this action. One is dead. The other (and he now turned toward where Clyde sat, and here he pointed a finger in the direction of Belknap and Jephson), by agreement between the prosecution and the defense is to be nameless here, since no good can come from inflicting unnecessary injury. In fact, the sole purpose which I now announce to you to be behind every word and every fact as it will be presented by the prosecution is that exact justice, according to the laws of this state and the crime with which this defendant is charged, shall be done. Exact justice, gentlemen, exact and fair. But if you do not act honestly and render a true verdict according to the evidence, the people of the state of New York and the people of the county of Cataraqui will have a grievance and a serious one. For it is they who are looking to you for a true accounting for your reasoning and your final decision in this case.

And here Mason paused, and then turning dramatically toward Clyde, and with his right index finger pointing toward him at times, continued: The people of the state of New York charge, (and he hung upon this one word as though he desired to give it the value of rolling thunder), that the crime of murder in the first degree has been committed by the prisoner at the bar  Clyde Griffiths. They charge that he willfully, and with malice and cruelty and deception, murdered and then sought to conceal forever from the knowledge and the justice of the world, the body of Roberta Alden, the daughter of a farmer who has for years resided near the village of Biltz, in Mimico County. They charge (and here Clyde, because of whispered advice from Jephson, was leaning back as comfortably as possible and gazing as imperturbably as possible upon the face of Mason, who was looking directly at him) that this same Clyde Griffiths, before ever this crime was committed by him, plotted for weeks the plan and commission of it, and then, with malice aforethought and in cold blood, executed it.

And in charging these things, the people of the State of New York expect to, and will, produce before you substantiations of every one of them. You will be given facts, and of these facts you, not I, are to be the sole judge.

And here he paused once more, and shifting to a different physical position while the eager audience crowded and leaned forward, hungry and thirsty for every word he should utter, he now lifted one arm and dramatically pushing back his curly hair, resumed:

Gentlemen, it will not take me long to picture, nor will you fail to perceive for yourselves as this case proceeds, the type of girl this was whose life was so cruelly blotted out beneath the waters of Big Bittern. All the twenty years of her life (and Mason knew well that she was twenty-three and two years older than Clyde) no person who ever knew her ever said one word in criticism of her character. And no evidence to that effect, I am positive, will be introduced in this trial. Somewhat over a year ago  on July 19  she went to the city of Lycurgus, in order that by working with her own hands she might help her family. (And here the sobs of her parents and sisters and brothers were heard throughout the courtroom.)

Gentlemen, went on Mason, and from this point carrying on the picture of Robertas life from the time she first left home to join Grace Marr until, having met Clyde on Crum Lake and fallen out with her friend and patrons, the Newtons, because of him, she accepted his dictum that she live alone, amid strange people, concealing the suspicious truth of this from her parents, and then finally succumbing to his wiles  the letters she had written him from Biltz detailing every single progressive step in this story. And from there, by the same meticulous process, he proceeded to Clyde  his interest in the affairs of Lycurgus society and the rich and beautiful Miss X, who because of a purely innocent and kindly, if infatuated, indication on her part that he might hope to aspire to her hand  had unwittingly evoked in him a passion which had been the cause of the sudden change in his attitude and emotions toward Roberta, resulting, as Mason insisted he would show, in the plot that had resulted in Robertas death.

But who is the individual, he suddenly and most dramatically exclaimed at this point, against whom I charge all these things? There he sits! Is he the son of wastrel parents  a product of the slums  one who had been denied every opportunity for a proper or honorable conception of the values and duties of a decent and respectable life? Is he? On the contrary. His father is of the same strain that has given Lycurgus one of its largest and most constructive industries  the Griffiths Collar & Shirt Company. He was poor  yes  no doubt of that. But not more so than Roberta Alden  and her character appears not to have been affected by her poverty. His parents in Kansas City, Denver, and before that Chicago and Grand Rapids, Michigan, appear to have been unordained ministers of the proselytizing and mission-conducting type-people who, from all I can gather, are really, sincerely religious and right-principled in every sense. But this, their oldest son, and the one who might have been expected to be deeply influenced by them, early turned from their world and took to a more garish life. He became a bell-boy in a celebrated Kansas City hotel, the Green-Davidson.

And now he proceeded to explain that Clyde had ever been a rolling stone  one who, by reason of some quirk of temperament, perhaps, preferred to wander here and there. Later, as he now explained, he had been given an important position as head of a department in the well-known factory of his uncle at Lycurgus. And then gradually he was introduced into the circles in which his uncle and his children were familiar. And his salary was such that he could afford to keep a room in one of the better residences of the city, while the girl he had slain lived in a mean room in a back street.

And yet, he continued, how much has been made here of the alleged youth of this defendant? (Here he permitted himself a scornful smile.) He has been called by his counsel and others in the newspapers a boy, over and over again. He is not a boy. He is a bearded man. He has had more social and educational advantages than any one of you in the jury box. He has traveled. In hotels and clubs and the society with which he was so intimately connected in Lycurgus, he has been in contact with decent, respectable, and even able and distinguished people. Why, as a matter of fact, at the time of his arrest two months ago, he was part of as smart a society and summer resort group as this region boasts. Remember that! His mind is a mature, not, an immature one. It is fully developed and balanced perfectly.

Gentlemen, as the state will soon proceed to prove, he went on, it was no more than four months after his arrival in Lycurgus that this dead girl came to work for the defendant in the department of which he was the head. And it was not more than two months after that before he had induced her to move from the respectable and religious home which she had chosen in Lycurgus, to one concerning which she knew nothing and the principal advantage of which, as he saw it, was that it offered secrecy and seclusion and freedom from observation for that vile purpose which already he entertained in regard to her.

There was a rule of the Griffiths Company, as we will later show in this trial, which explains much  and that was that no superior officer or head of any department was permitted to have anything to do with any girls working under him, or for the factory, in or out of the factory. It was not conducive to either the morals or the honor of those working for this great company, and they would not allow it. And shortly after coming there, this man had been instructed as to that rule. But did that deter him? Did the so recent and favorable consideration of his uncle in any way deter him? Not in the least. Secrecy! Secrecy! From the very beginning! Seduction! Seduction! The secret and intended and immoral and illegal and socially unwarranted and condemned use of her body outside the regenerative and ennobling pale of matrimony!

That was his purpose, gentlemen! But was it generally known by any one in Lycurgus or elsewhere that such a relationship as this existed between him and Roberta Alden? Not a soul! Not a soul!, as far as I have been able to ascertain, was ever so much as partially aware of this relationship until after this girl was dead. Not a soul! Think of that!

Gentlemen of the jury, and here his voice took on an almost reverential tone, Roberta Alden loved this defendant with all the strength of her soul. She loved him with that love which is the crowning mystery of the human brain and the human heart, that transcends in its strength and its weakness all fear of shame or punishment from even the immortal throne above. She was a true and human and decent and kindly girl  a passionate and loving girl. And she loved as only a generous and trusting and self-sacrificing soul can love. And loving so, in the end she gave to him all that any woman can give the man she loves.

Friends, this thing has happened millions of times in this world of ours, and it will happen millions and millions of times in the days to come. It is not new and it will never be old.

But in January or February last, this girl, who is now dead in her grave, was compelled to come to this defendant, Clyde Griffiths, and tell him that she was about to become a mother. We shall prove to you that then and later she begged him to go away with her and make her his wife.

But did he? Would he? Oh, no! For by that time a change had come over the dreams and the affections of Clyde Griffiths. He had had time to discover that the name of Griffiths in Lycurgus was one that would open the doors of Lycurgus exclusive circles  that the man who was no one in Kansas City or Chicago  was very much of a person here, and that it would bring him in contact with girls of education and means, girls who moved far from the sphere to which Roberta Alden belonged. Not only that, but he had found one girl to whom, because of her beauty, wealth, position, he had become enormously attached and beside her the little farm and factory girl in the pathetically shabby and secret room to which he had assigned her, looked poor indeed  good enough to betray but not good enough to marry. And he would not. Here he paused, but only for a moment, then went on:

But at no point have I been able to find the least modification or cessation of any of these social activities on his part which so entranced him. On the contrary, from January to July fifth last, and after  yes, even after she was finally compelled to say to him that unless he could take her away and marry her, she would have to appeal to the sense of justice in the community in which they moved, and after she was cold and dead under the waters of Big Bittern  dances, lawn fetes, automobile parties, dinners, gay trips to Twelfth Lake and Bear Lake, and without a thought, seemingly, that her great moral and social need should modify his conduct in any way.

And here he paused and gazed in the direction of Belknap and Jephson, who in turn, were not sufficiently disturbed or concerned to do more than smile, first at him and then at each other, although Clyde, terrorized by the force and the vehemence of it all, was chiefly concerned to note how much of exaggeration and unfairness was in all this.

But even as he was thinking so, Mason was continuing with: But by this time, gentlemen, as I have indicated, Roberta Alden had become insistent that Griffiths make her his wife. And this he promised to do. Yet, as all the evidence here will show, he never intended to do anything of the kind. On the contrary, when her condition became such that he could no longer endure her pleas or the danger which her presence in Lycurgus unquestionably spelled for him, he induced her to go home to her fathers house, with the suggestion, apparently, that she prepare herself by making some necessary clothes, against the day when he would come for her and remove her to some distant city where they would not be known, yet where as his wife she could honorably bring their child into the world. And according to her letters to him, as I will show, that was to have been in three weeks from the time she departed for her home in Biltz. But did he come for her as he had promised? No, he never did.

Eventually, and solely because there was no other way out, he permitted her to come to him  on July sixth last  exactly two days before her death. But not before  but wait!  In the meantime, or from June fifth to July sixth, he allowed her to brood in that little, lonely farm-house on the outskirts of Biltz in Mimico County, with the neighbors coming in to watch and help her make some clothes, which even then she did not dare announce as her bridal trousseau. And she suspected and feared that this defendant would fail her. For daily, and sometimes twice daily, she wrote him, telling him of her fears and asking him to assure her by letter or word in some form that he would come and take her away.

But did he even do that? Never by letter! Never! Oh, no, gentlemen, oh, no! On the contrary some telephone messages  things that could not be so easily traced or understood. And these so few and brief that she herself complained bitterly of his lack of interest and consideration for her at this time. So much so that at the end of five weeks, growing desperate, she wrote (and here Mason picked from a collection of letters on the table behind him a particular letter, and read): This is to tell you that unless I hear from you either by telephone or letter before noon Friday, I will come to Lycurgus and the world will know how you have treated me. Those are the words, gentlemen, that this poor girl was at last compelled to write.

But did Clyde Griffiths want the world to know how he had treated her? Of course not! And there and then began to form in his mind a plan by which he could escape exposure and seal Roberta Aldens lips forever. And, gentlemen, the state will prove that he did so close her mouth.

At this point Mason produced a map of the Adirondacks which he had had made for the purpose, and on which in red ink were traced the movements of Clyde up to and after her death  up to the time of his arrest at Big Bear. Also, in doing this, he paused to tell the jury of Clydes well-conceived plan of hiding his identity, the various false registrations, the two hats. Here also he explained that on the train between Fonda and Utica, as again between Utica and Grass Lake, he had not ridden in the same car with Roberta. And then he announced:

Dont forget, gentlemen, that although he had previously indicated to Roberta that this was to be their wedding journey, he did not want anybody to know that he was with his prospective bride  no, not even after they had reached Big Bittern. For he was seeking, not to marry but to find a wilderness in which to snuff out the life of this girl of whom he had tired. But did that prevent him, twenty-four and forty-eight hours before that time, from holding her in his arms and repeating the promises he had no intention of keeping? Did it? I will show you the registers of the two hotels in which they stayed, and where, because of their assumed approaching marriage, they occupied a single room together. Yet the only reason it was forty-eight instead of twenty-four hours was that he had made a mistake in regard to the solitude of Grass Lake. Finding it brisk with life, the center of a summer religious colony, he decided to leave and go to Big Bittern, which was more lonely. And so you have the astounding and bitter spectacle, gentlemen, of a supposedly innocent and highly misunderstood young man dragging this weary and heart-sick girl from place to place, in order to find a lake deserted enough in which to drown her. And with her but four months from motherhood!

And then, having arrived at last at one lake lonely enough, putting her in a boat and taking her out from the inn where he had again falsely registered as Mr. Clifford Golden and wife, to her death. The poor little thing imagined that she was going for a brief outing before that marriage of which he talked and which was to seal and sanctify it. To seal and sanctify it! To seal and sanctify, as closing waters seal and sanctify, but in no other way  no other way. And with him walking, whole and sly  as a wolf from its kill  to freedom, to marriage, to social and material and affectionate bliss and superiority and ease, while she slept still and nameless in her watery grave.

But, oh, gentlemen, the ways of nature, or of God, and the Providence that shapes our ends, rough-hew them how we may! It is man who proposes, but God  God  who disposes!

The defendant is still wondering, I am sure, as to how I know that she thought she was still going to be married after leaving the inn at Big Bittern. And I have no doubt that he still has some comforting thoughts to the effect that I cannot really and truly know it. But how shrewd and deep must be that mind that would foresee and forestall all the accidents and chances of life. For, as he sits there now, secure in the faith that his counsel may be able to extract him safely from this (and at this Clyde sat bolt upright, his hair tingling, and his hands concealed beneath the table, trembling slightly), he does not know that that girl, while in her room in the Grass Lake Inn, had written her mother a letter, which she had not had time to mail, and which was in the pocket of her coat left behind because of the heat of the day, and because she imagined she was coming back, of course. And which is here now upon this table.

At this Clydes teeth fairly chattered. He shook as with a chill. To be sure, she had left her coat behind! And Belknap and Jephson also sat up, wondering what this could be. How fatally, if at all, could it mar or make impossible the plan of defense which they had evolved? They could only wait and see.

But in that letter, went on Mason, she tells why she was up there  to be married, no less (and at this point Jephson and Belknap, as well as Clyde, heaved an enormous sigh of relief  it was directly in the field of their plan) and within a day or two, continued Mason, thinking still that he was literally riddling Clyde with fear. But Griffiths, or Graham, of Albany, or Syracuse, or anywhere, knew better. He knew he was not coming back. And he took all of his belongings with him in that boat. And all afternoon long, from noon until evening, he searched for a spot on that lonely lake  a spot not easily observed from any point of the shore, as we will show. And as evening fell, he found it. And walking south through the woods afterwards, with a new straw hat upon his head, a clean, dry bag in his hand, he imagined himself to be secure. Clifford Golden was no more  Carl Graham was no more  drowned  at the bottom of Big Bittern, along with Roberta Alden. But Clyde Griffiths was alive and free, and on his way to Twelfth Lake, to the society he so loved.

Gentlemen, Clyde Griffiths killed Roberta Alden before he put her in that lake. He beat her on the head and face, and he believed no eye saw him. But, as her last death cry rang out over the water of Big Bittern, there was a witness, and before the prosecution has closed its case, that witness will be here to tell you the story.

Mason had no eye witness, but he could not resist this opportunity to throw so disrupting a thought into the opposition camp.

And decidedly, the result was all that he expected, and more. For Clyde, who up to this time and particularly since the thunderbolt of the letter, had been seeking to face it all with an imperturbable look of patient innocence, now stiffened and then wilted. A witness! And here to testify! God! Then he, whoever he was, lurking on the lone shore of the lake, had seen the unintended blow, had heard her cries  had seen that he had not sought to aid her! Had seen him swim to shore and steal away  maybe had watched him in the woods as he changed his clothes. God! His hands now gripped the sides of the chair, and his head went back with a jerk as if from a powerful blow, for that meant death  his sure execution. God! No hope now! His head dropped and he looked as though he might lapse into a state of coma.

As to Belknap, Masons revelation at first caused him to drop the pencil with which he was making notes, then next to stare in a puzzled and dumbfounded way, since they had no evidence wherewith to forefend against such a smash as this  But as instantly recalling how completely off his guard he must look, recovering. Could it be that Clyde might have been lying to them, after all  that he had killed her intentionally, and before this unseen witness? If so it might be necessary for them to withdraw from such a hopeless and unpopular case, after all.

As for Jephson, he was for the moment stunned and flattened. And through his stern and not easily shakable brain raced such thoughts as  was there really a witness?  has Clyde lied?  then the die was cast, for had he not already admitted to them that he had struck Roberta, and the witness must have seen that? And so the end of any plea of a change of heart. Who would believe that, after such testimony as this?

But because of the sheer contentiousness and determination of his nature, he would not permit himself to be completely baffled by this smashing announcement. Instead he turned, and after surveying the flustered and yet self-chastising Belknap and Clyde, commented: I dont believe it. Hes lying, I think, or bluffing. At any rate, well wait and see. Its a long time between now and our side of the story. Look at all those witnesses there. And we can cross-question them by the week, if we want to  until hes out of office. Plenty of time to do a lot of things  find out about this witness in the meantime. And besides, theres suicide, or theres the actual thing that happened. We can let Clyde swear to what did happen  a cataleptic trance  no courage to do it. Its not likely anybody can see that at five hundred feet. And he smiled grimly. At almost the same time he added, but not for Clydes ears: We might be able to get him off with twenty years at the worst, dont you think?


Chapter 21

And then witnesses, witnesses, witnesses  to the number of one hundred and twenty-seven. And their testimony, particularly that of the doctors, three guides, the woman who heard Robertas last cry, all repeatedly objected to by Jephson and Belknap, for upon such weakness and demonstrable error as they could point out depended the plausibility of Clydes daring defense. And all of this carrying the case well into November, and after Mason had been overwhelmingly elected to the judgeship which he had so craved. And because of the very vigor and strife of the trial, the general public from coast to coast taking more and more interest. And obviously, as the days passed and the newspaper writers at the trial saw it, Clyde was guilty. Yet he, because of the repeated commands of Jephson, facing each witness who assailed him with calm and even daring.

Your name?

Titus Alden.

You are the father of Roberta Alden?

Yes, sir.

Now, Mr. Alden, just tell the jury how and under what circumstances it was that your daughter Roberta happened to go to Lycurgus.

Objected to. Irrelevant, immaterial, incompetent, snapped Belknap.

Ill connect it up, put in Mason, looking up at the judge, who ruled that Titus might answer subject to a motion to strike out his testimony if not connected up.

She went there to get work, replied Titus.

And why did she go there to get work?

Again objection, and the old man allowed to proceed after the legal formalities had again been complied with.

Well, the farm we have over there near Biltz hasnt ever paid so very well, and its been necessary for the children to help out and Bobbie being the oldest

Move to strike out!

Strike it out.

Bobbie was the pet name you gave your daughter Roberta, was it?

Objected to, etc., etc. Exception.

Yes, sir. Bobbie was what we sometimes called her around there  just Bobbie.

And Clyde listening intently and enduring without flinching the stern and accusing stare of this brooding Priam of the farm, wondering at the revelation of his former sweethearts pet name. He had nicknamed her Bert; she had never told him that at home she was called Bobbie.

And amid a fusillade of objections and arguments and rulings, Alden continuing, under the leading of Mason, to recite how she had decided to go to Lycurgus, after receipt of a letter from Grace Marr, and stop with Mr. and Mrs. Newton. And after securing work with the Griffiths Company, how little the family had seen of her until June fifth last, when she had returned to the farm for a rest and in order to make some clothes.

No announcement of any plans for marriage?

None.

But she had written a number of long letters  to whom he did not know at the time. And she had been depressed and sick. Twice he had seen her crying, although he said nothing, knowing that she did not want to be noticed. There had been a few telephone calls from Lycurgus, the last on July fourth or fifth, the day before she left, he was quite sure.

And what did she have with her when she left?

Her bag and her little trunk.

And would you recognize the bag that she carried, if you saw it?

Yes, sir.

Is this the bag? (A deputy assistant district attorney carrying forward a bag and placing it on a small stand.)

And Alden, after looking at it and wiping his eyes with the back of his hand, announcing: Yes, sir.

And then most dramatically, as Mason intended in connection with every point in this trial, a deputy assistant carrying in a small trunk, and Titus Alden and his wife and daughters and sons all crying at the sight of it. And after being identified by him as Robertas, the bag and then the trunk were opened in turn. And the dresses made by Roberta, some underclothing, shoes, hats, the toilet set given her by Clyde, pictures of her mother and father and sister and brothers, an old family cookbook, some spoons and forks and knives and salt and pepper sets  all given her by her grandmother and treasured by her for her married life  held up and identified in turn.

All this over Belknaps objection, and on Masons promise to connect it up, which, however, he was unable to do, and the evidence was accordingly ordered struck out. But its pathetic significance by that time deeply impressed on the minds and hearts of the jurymen. And Belknaps criticism of Masons tactics merely resulting in that gentleman bellowing, in an infuriated manner: Whos conducting this prosecution, anyhow? To which Belknap replied: The Republican candidate for county judge in this county, I believe!  thus evoking a wave of laughter which caused Mason to fairly shout: Your Honor, I protest! This is an unethical and illegal attempt to inject into this case a political issue which has nothing to do with it. It is slyly and maliciously intended to convey to this jury that because I am the Republican nominee for judge of the county, it is impossible for me to properly and fairly conduct the prosecution of this case. And I now demand an apology, and will have it before I proceed one step further in this case.

Whereupon Justice Oberwaltzer, feeling that a very serious breach of court etiquette had occurred, proceeded to summon Belknap and Mason before him, and after listening to placid and polite interpretations of what was meant, and what was not meant, finally ordered, on pain of contempt, that neither of them again refer to the political situation in any way.

Nevertheless, Belknap and Jephson congratulating themselves that in this fashion their mood in regard to Masons candidacy and his use of this case to further it had effectively gotten before the jury and the court.

But more and more witnesses!

Grace Marr now taking the stand, and in a glib and voluble outpouring describing how and where she had first met Roberta  how pure and clean and religious a girl she was, but how after meeting Clyde on Crum Lake a great change had come over her. She was more secretive and evasive and given to furnishing all sorts of false excuses for new and strange adventures  as, for instance, going out nights and staying late, and claiming to be places over Saturday and Sunday where she wasnt  until finally, because of criticism which she, Grace Marr, had ventured to make, she had suddenly left, without giving any address. But there was a man, and that man was Clyde Griffiths. For having followed Roberta to her room one evening in September or October of the year before, she had observed her and Clyde in the distance, near the Gilpin home. They were standing under some trees and he had his arm around her.

And thereafter Belknap, at Jephsons suggestion, taking her and by the slyest type of questioning, trying to discover whether, before coming to Lycurgus, Roberta was as religious and conventional as Miss Marr would have it. But Miss Marr, faded and irritable, insisting that up to the day of her meeting with Clyde on Crum Lake, Roberta had been the soul of truth and purity, in so far as she knew.

And next the Newtons swearing to much the same thing.

And then the Gilpins, wife and husband and daughters, each swearing to what she or he alone saw or heard. Mrs. Gilpin as to the approximate day of Robertas moving into her home with one small trunk and bag  the identical trunk and bag identified by Titus. And thereafter seeming to live very much alone until finally she, feeling sorry for her, had suggested one type of contact and another, but Roberta invariably refusing. But later, along in late November, although she had never had the heart to say anything about it to her because of her sweetness and general sobriety, she and her two daughters had become aware of the fact that occasionally, after eleven oclock, it had seemed as though Roberta must be entertaining some one in her room, but just whom she could not say. And again at this point, on cross-examination, Belknap trying to extract any admissions or impressions which would tend to make it look as though Roberta was a little less reserved and puritanical than all the witnesses had thus far painted her, but failing. Mrs. Gilpin, as well as her husband, was plainly fond of her and only under pressure from Mason and later Belknap testified to Clydes late visits.

And then the elder daughter, Stella, testifying that during the latter part of October or the first of November, shortly after Roberta had taken the room, she had passed her and a man, whom she was now able to identify as Clyde, standing less than a hundred feet from the house, and noticing that they were evidently quarreling she had paused to listen. She was not able to distinguish every word of the conversation, but upon leading questions from Mason was able to recall that Roberta had protested that she could not let him come into her room it would not look right. And he had finally turned upon his heel, leaving Roberta standing with outstretched arms as if imploring him to return.

And throughout all this Clyde staring in amazement, for he had in those days  in fact throughout his entire contact with Roberta  imagined himself unobserved. And decidedly this confirmed much of what Mason had charged in his opening address  that he had willfully and with full knowledge of the nature of the offense, persuaded Roberta to do what plainly she had not wanted to do  a form of testimony that was likely to prejudice the judge as well as the jury and all these conventional people of this rural county. And Belknap, realizing this, trying to confuse this Stella in her identification of Clyde. But only succeeding in eliciting information that some time in November or the early part of December, shortly after the above incident, she had seen Clyde arrive, a box of some kind under his arm, and knock at Robertas door and enter, and was then positive that he was the same young man she had seen that moonlight night quarreling with Roberta.

And next, Whiggam, and after him Liggett, testifying as to the dates of arrival of Clyde at the factory, as well as Roberta, and as to the rule regarding department heads and female help, and, in so far as they could see, the impeccable surface conduct of both Clyde and Roberta, neither seeming to look at the other or at any one else for that matter. (That was Liggett testifying.)

And after them again, others. Mrs. Peyton to testify as to the character of his room and his social activities in so far as she was able to observe them. Mrs. Alden to testify that at Christmas the year before Roberta had confessed to her that her superior at the factory  Clyde Griffiths, the nephew of the owner  was paying attention to her, but that it had to be kept secret for the time being. Frank Harriet, Harley Baggott, Tracy Trumbull and Eddie Sells to testify that during December last Clyde had been invited here and there and had attended various social gatherings in Lycurgus. John Lambert, a druggist of Schenectady, testifying that some time in January he had been applied to by a youth, who he now identified as the defendant, for some medicine which would bring about a miscarriage. Orrin Short to testify that in late January Clyde had asked him if he knew of a doctor who could aid a young married woman  according to Clydes story, the wife of an employee of Griffiths & Company  who was too poor to afford a child, and whose husband, according to Clyde, had asked him for this information. And next Dr. Glenn, testifying to Robertas visit, having previously recalled her from pictures published in the papers, but adding that professionally he had been unwilling to do anything for her.

And then C. B. Wilcox, a farmer neighbor of the Aldens, testifying to having been in the washroom back of the kitchen on or about June twenty-ninth or thirtieth, on which occasion Roberta having been called over the long distance telephone from Lycurgus by a man who gave his name as Baker, he had heard her say to him: But, Clyde, I cant wait that long. You know I cant. And I wont. And her voice had sounded excited and distressed. Mr. Wilcox was positive as to the name Clyde.

And Ethel Wilcox, a daughter of this same C. B.  short and fat and with a lisp  who swore that on three preceding occasions, having received long distance requests for Roberta, she had proceeded to get her. And each time the call was from Lycurgus from a man named Baker. Also, on one occasion, she had heard her refer to the caller as Clyde. And once she had heard her say that under no circumstances would she wait that long, although what she meant by that she did not know.

And next Roger Beane, a rural free delivery letter-carrier, who testified that between June seventh or eighth to July fourth or fifth, he had received no less than fifteen letters from Roberta herself or the mail box at the crossroads of the Alden farm, and that he was positive that most of the letters were addressed to Clyde Griffiths, care of General Delivery, Lycurgus.

And next Amos Showalter, general delivery clerk at Lycurgus, who swore that to the best of his recollection, from or between June seventh or eighth and July fourth or fifth, Clyde, whom he knew by name, had inquired for and received not less than fifteen or sixteen letters.

And after him, R. T. Biggen, an oil station manager of Lycurgus, who swore that on the morning of July sixth, at about eight oclock, having gone to Fielding Avenue, which was on the extreme west of the city, leading on the northern end to a stop on the Lycurgus and Fonda electric line, he had seen Clyde, dressed in a gray suit and wearing a straw hat and carrying a brown suit-case, to one side of which was strapped a yellow camera tripod and something else  an umbrella it might have been. And knowing in which direction Clyde lived, he had wondered at his walking, when at Central Avenue, not so far from his home, he could have boarded the Fonda-Lycurgus car. And Belknap in his cross-examination inquiring of this witness how, being one hundred and seventy-five feet distant, he could swear that it was a tripod that he saw, and Biggens insisting that it was  it was bright yellow and wood and had brass clops and three legs.

And then after him, John W. Troescher, station master at Fonda, who testified that on the morning of July sixth last (he recalled it clearly because of certain other things which he listed), he had sold Roberta Alden a ticket to Utica. He recalled Miss Alden because of having noted her several times during the preceding winter. She looked quite tired, almost sick, and carried a brown bag, something like the brown bag there and then exhibited to him. Also he recalled the defendant, who also carried a bag. He did not see him notice or talk to the girl.

And next Quincy B. Dale, conductor of the particular train that ran from Fonda to Utica. He had noticed, and now recalled, Clyde in one car toward the rear. He also noticed, and from photographs later published, had recalled Roberta.

She gave him a friendly smile and he had said that such a bag as she was carrying seemed rather heavy for her and that he would have one of the brakemen carry it out for her at Utica, for which she thanked him. He had seen her descend at Utica and disappear into the depot. He had not noticed Clyde there.

And then the identification of Robertas trunk as having been left in the baggage room at the station at Utica for a number of days. And after that the guest page of the Renfrew House, of Utica, for July sixth last, identified by Jerry K. Kernocian, general manager of said hotel, which showed an entry Clifford Golden and wife. And the same then and there compared by handwriting experts with two other registration pages from the Grass Lake and Big Bittern inns and sworn to as being identically the same handwriting. And these compared with the card in Robertas suit-case, and all received in evidence and carefully examined by each juror in turn and by Belknap and Jephson, who, however, had seen all but the card before. And once more a protest on the part of Belknap as to the unwarranted and illegal and shameful withholding of evidence on the part of the district attorney. And a long and bitter wrangle as to that, serving, in fact, to bring to a close the tenth day of the trial.


Chapter 22

And then, on the eleventh day, Frank W. Schaefer, clerk of the Renfrew House in Utica, recalling the actual arrival of Clyde and Roberta and their actions; also Clydes registration for both as Mr. and Mrs. Clifford Golden, of Syracuse. And then Wallace Vanderhoff, one of the clerks of the Star Haberdashery in Utica, with a story of Clydes actions and general appearance at the time of his buying a straw hat. And then the conductor of the train running between Utica and Grass Lake. And the proprietor of the Grass Lake House. And Blanche Pettingill, a waitress, who swore that at dinner she overheard Clyde arguing with Roberta as to the impossibility of getting a marriage license there  that it would be better to wait until they reached some other place the next day  a bit of particularly damaging testimony, since it pre-dated by a day the proposed confession which Clyde was supposed to have made to Roberta, but which Jephson and Belknap afterward agreed between themselves might easily have had some preliminary phases. And after her the conductor of the train that carried them to Gun Lodge. And after him the guide and the driver of the bus, with his story of Clydes queer talk about many people being over there and leaving Robertas bag while he took his own, and saying they would be back.

And then, the proprietor of the Inn at Big Bittern; the boatkeeper; the three men in the woods  their testimony very damaging to Clydes case, since they pictured his terror on encountering them. And then the story of the finding of the boat and Robertas body, and the eventual arrival of Heit and his finding of the letter in Robertas coat. A score of witnesses testifying as to all this. And next the boat captain, the farm girl, the Cranston chauffeur, the arrival of Clyde at the Cranstons, and at last (every step accounted for and sworn to) his arrival at Bear Lake, the pursuit and his capture  to say nothing of the various phases of his arrest  what he said  this being most damaging indeed, since it painted Clyde as false, evasive, and terrified.

But unquestionably, the severest and most damaging testimony related to the camera and the tripod  the circumstances surrounding the finding of them  and on the weight of this Mason was counting for a conviction. His one aim first was to convict Clyde of lying as to his possession of either a tripod or a camera. And in order to do that he first introduced Earl Newcomb, who swore that on a certain day, when he, Mason and Heit and all the others connected with the case were taking Clyde over the area in which the crime had been committed, he and a certain native, one Bill Swartz, who was afterwards put on the stand, while poking about under some fallen logs and bushes, had come across the tripod, hidden under a log. Also (under the leadership of Mason, although over the objections of both Belknap and Jephson, which were invariably overruled), he proceeded to add that Clyde, on being asked whether he had a camera or this tripod, had denied any knowledge of it, on hearing which Belknap and Jephson actually shouted their disapproval.

Immediately following, though eventually ordered stricken from the records by Justice Oberwaltzer, there was introduced a paper signed by Heit, Burleigh, Slack, Kraut, Swenk, Sissel, Bill Swartz, Rufus Forster, county surveyor, and Newcomb, which set forth that Clyde, on being shown the tripod and asked whether he had one, vehemently and repeatedly denied that he had. But in order to drive the import of this home, Mason immediately adding: Very well, your Honor, but I have other witnesses who will swear to everything that is in that paper and more, and at once calling Joseph Frazer! Joseph Frazer! and then placing on the stand a dealer in sporting goods, cameras, etc., who proceeded to swear that some time between May fifteenth and June first, the defendant, Clyde Griffiths, whom he knew by sight and name, had applied to him for a camera of a certain size, with tripod attached, and that the defendant had finally selected a Sank, 3½ by 5½, for which he had made arrangements to pay in installments. And after due examination and consulting certain stock numbers with which the camera and the tripod and his own book were marked, Mr. Frazer identifying first the camera now shown him, and immediately after that the yellow tripod as the one he had sold Clyde.

And Clyde sitting up aghast. Then they had found the camera, as well as the tripod, after all. And after he had protested so that he had no camera with him. What would that jury and the judge and this audience think of his lying about that? Would they be likely to believe his story of a change of heart after this proof that he had lied about a meaningless camera? Better to have confessed in the first place.

But even as he was so thinking Mason calling Simeon Dodge, a young woodsman and driver, who testified that on Saturday, the sixteenth of July, accompanied by John Pole, who had lifted Robertas body out of the water, he had at the request of the district attorney, repeatedly dived into the exact spot where her body was found, and finally succeeded in bringing up a camera. And then the camera itself identified by Dodge.

Immediately after this all the testimony in regard to the hitherto as yet unmentioned films found in the camera at the time of its recovery, since developed, and now received in evidence, four views which showed a person looking more like Roberta than any one else, together with two, which clearly enough represented Clyde. Belknap was not able to refute or exclude them.

Then Floyd Thurston, one of the guests at the Cranston lodge at Sharon on June eighteenth  the occasion of Clydes first visit there  placed on the stand to testify that on that occasion Clyde had made a number of pictures with a camera about the size and description of the one shown him, but failing to identify it as the particular one, his testimony being stricken out.

After him again, Edna Patterson, a chambermaid in the Grass Lake Inn, who, as she swore, on entering the room which Clyde and Roberta occupied on the night of July seventh, had seen Clyde with a camera in his hand, which was of the size and color, as far as she could recall, of the one then and there before her. She had also at the same time seen a tripod. And Clyde, in his curious and meditative and half-hypnotized state, recalling well enough the entrance of this girl into that room and marveling and suffering because of the unbreakable chain of facts that could thus be built up by witnesses from such varying and unconnected and unexpected places, and so long after, too.

After her, but on different days, and with Belknap and Jephson contending every inch of the way as to the admissibility of all this, the testimony of the five doctors whom Mason had called in at the time Robertas body was first brought to Bridgeburg, and who in turn swore that the wounds, both on the face and head, were sufficient, considering Robertas physical condition, to stun her. And because of the condition of the dead girls lungs, which had been tested by attempting to float them in water, averring that at the time her body had first entered the water, she must have been still alive, although not necessarily conscious. But as to the nature of the instrument used to make these wounds, they would not venture to guess, other than to say it must have been blunt. And no grilling on the part of either Belknap or Jephson could bring them to admit that the blows could have been of such a light character as not to stun or render unconscious. The chief injury appeared to be on the top of the skull, deep enough to have caused a blood clot, photographs of all of which were put in evidence.

At this psychological point, when both audience and jury were most painfully and effectively stirred, a number of photographs of Robertas face, made at the time that Heit, the doctors and the Lutz Brothers had her in charge, were introduced. Then the dimensions of the bruises on the right side of her face were shown to correspond exactly in size with two sides of the camera. Immediately after that, Burton Burleigh, placed on the stand to swear how he had discovered the two strands of hair which corresponded with the hair on Robertas head  or so Mason tried to show  caught between the lens and the lid. And then, after hours and hours, Belknap, infuriated and yet made nervous by this type of evidence and seeking to riddle it with sarcasm, finally pulling a light hair out of his head and then asking the jurors and Burleigh if they could venture to tell whether one single hair from any ones head could be an indication of the general color of a persons hair, and if not, whether they were ready to believe that this particular hair was from Robertas head or not.

Mason then calling a Mrs. Rutger Donahue, who proceeded, in the calmest and most placid fashion, to tell how on the evening of July eighth last, between five-thirty and six, she and her husband immediately after setting up a tent above Moon Cove, had started out to row and fish, when being about a half-mile off shore and perhaps a quarter of a mile above the woods or northern fringe of land which enclosed Moon Cove, she had heard a cry.

Between half past five and six in the afternoon, you say?

Yes, sir.

And on what date again?

July eighth.

And where were you exactly at that time?

We were

Not we. Where were you personally?

I was crossing what I have since learned was South Bay in a row-boat with my husband.

Yes. Now tell what happened next.

When we reached the middle of the bay I heard a cry.

What was it like?

It was penetrating  like the cry of some one in pain  or in danger. It was sharp  a haunting cry.

Here a motion to strike out, with the result that the last phrase was so ordered stricken out.

Where did it come from?

From a distance. From within or beyond the woods.

Did you know at the time that there was another bay or cove there  below that strip of woods?

No, sir.

Well, what did you think then  that it might have come from within the woods below where you were?

(Objected to  and objection sustained.)

And now tell us, was it a mans or a womans cry? What kind of a cry was it?

It was a womans cry, and something like Oh, oh! or Oh, my!  very piercing and clear, but distant, of course. A double scream such as one might make when in pain.

You are sure you could not be mistaken as to the kind of a cry it was  male or female.

No, sir. I am positive. It was a womans. It was pitched too high for a mans voice or a boys. It could not have been anything but a womans.

I see. And now tell us, Mrs. Donahue  you see this dot on the map showing where the body of Roberta Alden was found?

Yes, sir.

And you see this other dot, over those trees, showing approximately where your boat was?

Yes, sir.

Do you think that voice came from where this dot in Moon Cove is?

(Objected to. Sustained.)

And was that cry repeated?

No, sir. I waited, and I called my husbands attention to it, too, and we waited, but didnt hear it again.

Then Belknap, eager to prove that it might have been a terrified and yet not a pained or injured cry, taking her and going all over the ground again, and finding that neither she nor her husband, who was also put on the stand, could be shaken in any way. Neither, they insisted, could the deep and sad effect of this womans voice be eradicated from their minds. It had haunted both, and once in their camp again they had talked about it. Because it was dusk he did not wish to go seeking after the spot from which it came; because she felt that some woman or girl might have been slain in those woods, she did not want to stay any longer, and the next morning early they had moved on to another lake.

Thomas Barrett, another Adirondack guide, connected with a camp at Dams Lake, swore that at the time referred to by Mrs. Donahue, he was walking along the shore toward Big Bittern Inn and had seen not only a man and woman off shore in about the position described, but farther back, toward the south shore of this bay, had noted the tent of these campers. Also that from no point outside Moon Cove, unless near the entrance, could one observe any boat within the cove. The entrance was narrow and any view from the lake proper completely blocked. And there were other witnesses to prove this.

At this psychological moment, as the afternoon sun was already beginning to wane in the tall, narrow courtroom, and as carefully planned by him beforehand, Masons reading all of Robertas letters, one by one, in a most simple and nondeclamatory fashion, yet with all the sympathy and emotion which their first perusal had stirred in him. They had made him cry.

He began with letter number one, dated June eighth, only three days after her departure from Lycurgus, and on through them all down to letters fourteen, fifteen, sixteen and seventeen, in which, in piecemeal or by important references here and there, she related her whole contact with Clyde down to his plan to come for her in three weeks, then in a month, then on July eighth or ninth, and then the sudden threat from her which precipitated his sudden decision to meet her at Fonda. And as Mason read them, all most movingly, the moist eyes and the handkerchiefs and the coughs in the audience and among the jurors attested their import:

You said I was not to worry or think so much about how I feel, and have a good time. Thats all right for you to say, when youre in Lycurgus and surrounded by your friends and invited everywhere. Its hard for me to talk over there at Wilcoxs with somebody always in earshot and with you constantly reminding me that I mustnt say this or that. But I had so much to ask and no chance there. And all that you would say was that everything was all right. But you didnt say positively that you were coming on the 27th, that because of something I couldnt quite make out  there was so much buzzing on the wire  you might not be able to start until later. But that cant be, Clyde. My parents are leaving for Hamilton where my uncle lives on the third. And Tom and Emily are going to my sisters on the same day. But I cant and wont go there again. I cant stay here all alone. So you must, you really must come, as you agreed. I cant wait any longer than that, Clyde, in the condition that Im in, and so you just must come and take me away. Oh, please, please, I beg of you, not to torture me with any more delays now.

And again:

Clyde, I came home because I thought I could trust you. You told me so solemnly before I left that if I would, you would come and get me in three weeks at the most  that it would not take you longer than that to get ready, have enough money for the time we would be together, or until you could get something to do somewhere else. But yesterday, although the third of July will be nearly a month since I left, you were not at all sure at first that you could come by then, and when as I told you my parents are surely leaving for Hamilton to be gone for ten days. Of course, afterwards, you said you would come, but you said it as though you were just trying to quiet me. It has been troubling me awfully ever since.

For I tell you, Clyde, I am sick, very. I feel faint nearly all the time. And besides, I am so worried as to what I shall do if you dont come that I am nearly out of my mind.

Clyde, I know that you dont care for me any more like you did and that you are wishing things could be different. And yet, what am I to do? I know youll say that it has all been as much my fault as yours. And the world, if it knew, might think so, too. But how often did I beg you not to make me do what I did not want to do, and which I was afraid even then I would regret, although I loved you too much to let you go, if you still insisted on having your way.

Clyde, if I could only die. That would solve all this. And I have prayed and prayed that I would lately, yes I have. For life does not mean as much to me now as when I first met you and you loved me. Oh, those happy days! If only things were different. If only I were out of your way. It would all be so much better for me and for all of us. But I cant now, Clyde, without a penny and no way to save the name of our child, except this. Yet if it werent for the terrible pain and disgrace it would bring to my mother and father and all my family, I would be willing to end it all in another way. I truly would.

And again:

Oh, Clyde, Clyde, life is so different to-day to what it was last year. Think  then we were going to Crum and those other lakes over near Fonda and Gloversville and Little Falls, but now  now. Only just now some boy and girl friends of Toms and Emilys came by to get them to go after strawberries, and when I saw them go and knew I couldnt, and that I couldnt be like that any more ever, I cried and cried, ever so long.

And finally:

I have been bidding good-by to some places to-day. There are so many nooks, dear, and all of them so dear to me. I have lived here all my life, you know. First, there was the springhouse with its great masses of green moss, and in passing it I said good-by to it, for I wont be coming to it soon again  maybe never. And then the old apple tree where we had our playhouse years ago  Emily and Tom and Gifford and I. Then the Believe, a cute little house in the orchard where we sometimes played.

Oh, Clyde, you cant realize what all this means to me, I feel as though I shall never see my home again after I leave here this time. And mamma, poor dear mamma, how I do love her and how sorry I am to have deceived her so. She is never cross and she always helps me so much. Sometimes I think if I could tell her, but I cant. She has had trouble enough, and I couldnt break her heart like that. No, if I go away and come back some time, either married or dead  it doesnt make so much difference now  she will never know, and I will not have caused her any pain, and that means so much more than life itself to me. So good-by, Clyde, until I do meet you, as you telephoned. And forgive me all the trouble that I have caused you.

Your sorrowful,

ROBERTA.

And at points in the reading, Mason himself crying, and at their conclusion turning, weary and yet triumphant, a most complete and indestructible case, as he saw it, having been presented, and exclaiming: The People rest. And at that moment, Mrs. Alden, in court with her husband and Emily, and overwrought, not only by the long strain of the trial but this particular evidence, uttering a whimpering yet clear cry and then falling forward in a faint. And Clyde, in his own overwrought condition, hearing her cry and seeing her fall, jumping up  the restraining hand of Jephson instantly upon him, while bailiffs and others assisted her and Titus who was beside her from the courtroom. And the audience almost, if not quite, as moved and incensed against Clyde by that development as though, then and there, he had committed some additional crime.

But then, that excitement having passed and it being quite dark, and the hands of the court clock pointing to five, and all the court weary, Justice Oberwaltzer signifying his intention of adjourning for the night.

And at once all the newspaper men and feature writers and artists rising and whispering to each other that on the morrow the defense would start, and wondering as to who and where the witnesses were, also whether Clyde would be permitted to go on the stand in his own defense in the face of this amazing mass of evidence against him, or whether his lawyers would content themselves with some specious argument as to mental and moral weakness which might end in prison for life  not less.

And Clyde, hissed and cursed as he left the court, wondering if on the morrow, and as they had planned this long time since, he would have the courage to rise and go on the stand  wondering if there was not some way, in case no one was looking (he was not handcuffed as he went to and from the jail) maybe to-morrow night when all were rising, the crowds moving and these deputies coming toward him  if  well, if he could only run, or walk easily and quietly and yet, quickly and seemingly unintentionally, to that stair and then down and out  to  well  to wherever it went  that small side door to the main stairs which before this he had seen from the jail! If he could only get to some woods somewhere, and then walk and walk, or run and run, maybe, without stopping, and without eating, for days maybe, until, well, until he had gotten away  anywhere. It was a chance, of course. He might be shot, or tracked with dogs and men, but still it was a chance, wasnt it?

For this way he had no chance at all. No one anywhere, after all this, was going to believe him not guilty. And he did not want to die that way. No, no, not that way!

And so another miserable, black and weary night. And then another miserable gray and wintry morning.


Chapter 23

By eight oclock the next morning the great city papers were on the stands with the sprawling headlines, which informed every one in no uncertain terms:

PROSECUTION IN GRIFFITHS CASE CLOSES WITH IMPRESSIVE DELUGE OF TESTIMONY.

MOTIVE AS WELL AS METHOD HAMMERED HOME.

DESTRUCTIVE MARKS ON FACE AND HEAD SHOWN TO CORRESPOND WITH ONE SIDE OF CAMERA.

MOTHER OF DEAD GIRL FAINTS AT CLOSE OF DRAMATIC READING OF HER LETTERS.

And the architectonic way in which Mason had built his case, together with his striking and dramatic presentation of it, was sufficient to stir in Belknap and Jephson, as well as Clyde, the momentary conviction that they had been completely routed  that by no conceivable device could they possibly convince this jury now that Clyde was not a quadruple-dyed villain.

And all congratulating Mason on the masterly way he had presented his case. And Clyde, greatly reduced and saddened by the realization that his mother would be reading all that had transpired the day before. He must ask Jephson to please wire her so that she would not believe it. And Frank and Julia and Esta. And no doubt Sondra reading all this, too, to-day, yet through all these days, all these black nights, not one word! A reference now and then in the papers to a Miss X but at no time a single correct picture of her. That was what a family with money could do for you. And on this very day his defense would begin and he would have to go forward as the only witness of any import. Yet asking himself, how could he? The crowd. Its temper. The nervous strain of its unbelief and hatred by now. And after Belknap was through with him, then Mason. It was all right for Belknap and Jephson. They were in no danger of being tortured, as he was certain of being tortured.

Yet in the face of all this, and after an hour spent with Jephson and Belknap in his cell, finding himself back in the courtroom, under the persistent gaze of this nondescript jury and the tensely interested audience. And now Belknap rising before the jury and after solemnly contemplating each one of them, beginning:

Gentlemen  somewhat over three weeks ago you were told by the district attorney that because of the evidence he was about to present he would insist that you jurors must find the prisoner at the bar guilty of the crime of which he stands indicted. It has been a long and tedious procedure since then. The foolish and inexperienced, yet in every case innocent and unintentional, acts of a boy of fifteen or sixteen have been gone into before you gentlemen as though they were the deeds of a hardened criminal, and plainly with the intention of prejudicing you against this defendant, who, with the exception of one misinterpreted accident in Kansas City  the most brutally and savagely misinterpreted accident it has ever been my professional misfortune to encounter  can be said to have lived as clean and energetic and blameless and innocent a life as any boy of his years anywhere. You have heard him called a man  a bearded man  a criminal and a crime-soaked product of the darkest vomiting of Hell. And yet he is but twenty-one. And there he sits. And I venture to say that if by some magic of the spoken word I could at this moment strip from your eye the substance of all the cruel thoughts and emotions which have been attributed to him by a clamorous and mistaken and I might say (if I had not been warned not to do so), politically biased prosecution, you could no more see him in the light that you do than you could rise out of that box and fly through those windows.

Gentlemen of the jury, I have no doubt that you, as well as the district attorney and even the audience, have wondered how under the downpour of such linked and at times almost venomous testimony, I or my colleague or this defendant could have remained as calm and collected as we have. (And here he waved with grave ceremoniousness in the direction of his partner, who was still waiting his own hour.) Yet, as you have seen, we have not only maintained but enjoyed the serenity of those who not only feel but know that they have the right and just end of any legal contest. You recall, of course, the words of the Avon bard Thrice armed is he who hath his quarrel just.

In fact, we know, as the prosecution in this case unfortunately does not, the peculiarly strange and unexpected circumstances by which this dramatic and most unfortunate death came about. And before we are through you shall see for yourselves. In the meantime, let me tell you, gentlemen, that since this case opened I have believed that even apart from the light we propose to throw on this disheartening tragedy, you gentlemen are not at all sure that a brutal or bestial crime can be laid upon the shoulders of this defendant. You cannot be! For after all, love is love, and the ways of passion and the destroying emotion of love in either sex are not those of the ordinary criminal. Only remember, we were once all boys. And those of you who are grown women were girls, and know well  oh, how very well  the fevers and aches of youth that have nothing to do with a later practical life. Judge not, lest ye be judged and with whatsoever measure ye mete, it will be measured unto ye again.

We admit the existence and charm and potent love spell of the mysterious Miss X and her letters, which we have not been able to introduce here, and their effect on this defendant. We admit his love for this Miss X, and we propose to show by witnesses of our own, as well as by analyzing some of the testimony that has been offered here, that perhaps the sly and lecherous overtures with which this defendant is supposed to have lured the lovely soul now so sadly and yet so purely accidentally blotted out, as we shall show, from the straight and narrow path of morality, were perhaps no more sly nor lecherous than the proceedings of any youth who finds the girl of his choice surrounded by those who see life only in the terms of the strictest and narrowest moral regime. And, gentlemen, as your own county district attorney has told you, Roberta Alden loved Clyde Griffiths. At the very opening of this relationship which has since proved to be a tragedy, this dead girl was deeply and irrevocably in love with him, just as at the time he imagined that he was in love with her. And people who are deeply and earnestly in love with each other are not much concerned with the opinions of others in regard to themselves. They are in love  and that is sufficient!

But, gentlemen, I am not going to dwell on that phase of the question so much as on this explanation which we are about to offer. Why did Clyde Griffiths go to Fonda, or to Utica, or to Grass Lake, or to Big Bittern, at all? Do you think we have any reason for or any desire to deny or discolor in any way the fact of his having done so, or with Roberta Alden either? Or why, after the suddenness and seeming strangeness and mystery of her death, he should have chosen to walk away as he did? If you seriously think so for one fraction of a moment, you are the most hopelessly deluded and mistaken dozen jurymen it has been our privilege to argue before in all our twenty-seven years contact with juries.

Gentlemen, I have said to you that Clyde Griffiths is not guilty, and he is not. You may think, perhaps, that we ourselves must be believing in his guilt. But you are wrong. The peculiarity, the strangeness of life, is such that oftentimes a man may be accused of something that he did not do and yet every circumstance surrounding him at the time seem to indicate that he did do it. There have been many very pathetic and very terrible instances of miscarriages of justice through circumstantial evidence alone. Be sure! Oh, be very sure that no such mistaken judgment based on any local or religious or moral theory of conduct or bias, because of presumed irrefutable evidence, is permitted to prejudice you, so that without meaning to, and with the best and highest-minded intentions, you yourselves see a crime, or the intention to commit a crime, when no such crime or any such intention ever truly or legally existed or lodged in the mind or acts of this defendant. Oh, be sure! Be very, very sure!

And here he paused to rest and seemed to give himself over to deep and even melancholy thought, while Clyde, heartened by this shrewd and defiant beginning was inclined to take more courage. But now Belknap was talking again, and he must listen  not lose a word of all this that was so heartening.

When Roberta Aldens body was taken out of the water at Big Bittern, gentlemen, it was examined by a physician. He declared at the time that the girl had been drowned. He will be here and testify and the defendant shall have the benefit of that testimony, and you must render it to him.

You were told by the district attorney that Roberta Alden and Clyde Griffiths were engaged to be married and that she left her home at Biltz and went forth with him on July sixth last on her wedding journey. Now, gentlemen, it is so easy to slightly distort a certain set of circumstances. Were engaged to be married was how the district attorney emphasized the incidents leading up to the departure on July sixth. As a matter of fact, not one iota of any direct evidence exists which shows that Clyde Griffiths was ever formally engaged to Roberta Alden, or that, except for some passages in her letters, he agreed to marry her. And those passages, gentlemen, plainly indicate that it was only under the stress of moral and material worry, due to her condition  for which he was responsible, of course, but which, nevertheless, was with the consent of both  a boy of twenty-one and a girl of twenty-three  that he agreed to marry her. Is that, I ask you, an open and proper engagement  the kind of an engagement you think of when you think of one at all? Mind you, I am not seeking to flout or belittle or reflect in any way on this poor, dead girl. I am simply stating, as a matter of fact and of law, that this boy was not formally engaged to this dead girl. He had not given her his word beforehand that he would marry her...Never! There is no proof. You must give him the benefit of that. And only because of her condition, for which we admit he was responsible, he came forward with an agreement to marry her, in case...in case (and here he paused and rested on the phrase), she was not willing to release him. And since she was not willing to release him, as her various letters read here show, that agreement, on pain of a public exposure in Lycurgus, becomes, in the eyes and words of the district attorney, an engagement, and not only that but a sacred engagement which no one but a scoundrel and a thief and a murderer would attempt to sever! But, gentlemen, many engagements, more open and sacred in the eyes of the law and of religion, have been broken. Thousands of men and thousands of women have seen their hearts change, their vows and faith and trust flouted, and have even carried their wounds into the secret places of their souls, or gone forth, and gladly, to death at their own hands because of them. As the district attorney said in his address, it is not new and it will never be old. Never!

But it is such a case as this last, I warn you, that you are now contemplating and are about to pass upon  a girl who is the victim of such a change of mood. But that is not a legal, however great a moral or social crime it may be. And it is only a curious and almost unbelievably tight and yet utterly misleading set of circumstances in connection with the death of this girl that chances to bring this defendant before you at this time. I swear it. I truly know it to be so. And it can and will be fully explained to your entire satisfaction before this case is closed.

However, in connection with this last statement, there is another which must be made as a preface to all that is to follow.

Gentlemen of the jury, the individual who is on trial here for his life is a mental as well as a moral coward  no more and no less  not a downright, hardhearted criminal by any means. Not unlike many men in critical situations, he is a victim of a mental and moral fear complex. Why, no one as yet has been quite able to explain. We all have one secret bugbear or fear. And it is these two qualities, and no others, that have placed him in the dangerous position in which he now finds himself. It was cowardice, gentlemen  fear of a rule of the factory of which his uncle is the owner, as well as fear of his own word given to the officials above him, that caused him first to conceal the fact that he was interested in the pretty country girl who had come to work for him. And later, to conceal the fact that he was going with her.

Yet no statutory crime of any kind there. You could not possibly try a man for that, whatever privately you might think. And it was cowardice, mental and moral, gentlemen, which prevented him, after he became convinced that he could no longer endure a relationship which had once seemed so beautiful, from saying outright that he could not, and would not continue with her, let alone marry her. Yet, will you slay a man because he is the victim of fear? And again, after all, if a man has once and truly decided that he cannot and will not endure a given woman, or a woman a man  that to live with her could only prove torturesome  what would you have that person do? Marry her? To what end? That they may hate and despise and torture each other forever after? Can you truly say that you agree with that as a rule, or a method, or a law? Yet, as the defense sees it, a truly intelligent and fair enough thing, under the circumstances, was done in this instance. An offer, but without marriage  and alas, without avail  was made. A suggestion for a separate life, with him working to support her while she dwelt elsewhere. Her own letters, read only yesterday in this court, indicate something of the kind. But the oh, so often tragic insistence upon what in so many cases were best left undone! And then that last, long, argumentative trip to Utica, Grass Lake, and Big Bittern. And all to no purpose. Yet with no intention to kill or betray unto death. Not the slightest. And we will show you why.

Gentlemen, once more I insist that it was cowardice, mental and moral, and not any plot or plan for any crime of any kind, that made Clyde Griffiths travel with Roberta Alden under various aliases to all the places I have just mentioned  that made him write Mr. and Mrs. Carl Graham, Mr. and Mrs. Clifford Golden  mental and moral fear of the great social mistake as well as sin that he had committed in pursuing and eventually allowing himself to fail into this unhallowed relationship with her  mental and moral fear or cowardice of what was to follow.

And again, it was mental and moral cowardice that prevented him there at Big Bittern, once the waters of the lake had so accidentally closed over her, from returning to Big Bittern Inn and making public her death. Mental and Moral Cowardice  and nothing more and nothing less. He was thinking of his wealthy relatives in Lycurgus, their rule which his presence here on the lake with this girl would show to have been broken  of the suffering and shame and rage of her parents. And besides, there was Miss X  the brightest star in the brightest constellation of all his dreams.

We admit all that, and we are completely willing to concede that he was, or must have been, thinking of all these things. The prosecution charges, and we admit that such is the fact, that he had been so completely ensnared by this Miss X, and she by him, that he was willing and eager to forsake this first love who had given herself to him, for one who, because of her beauty and her wealth, seemed so much more desirable  even as to Roberta Alden he seemed more desirable than others. And if she erred as to him  as plainly she did  might not  might not he have erred eventually in his infatuated following of one who in the ultimate  who can say?  might not have cared so much for him. At any rate, one of his strongest fear thoughts at this time, as he himself has confessed to us, his counsel, was that if this Miss X learned that he had been up there with this other girl of whom she had not even so much as heard, well then, it would mean the end of her regard for him.

I know that as you gentlemen view such things, such conduct has no excuse for being. One may be the victim of an internal conflict between two illicit moods, yet nevertheless, as the law and the church see it, guilty of sin and crime. But the truth, none-the-less, is that they do exist in the human heart, law or no law, religion or no religion, and in scores of cases they motivate the actions of the victims. And we admit that they motivated the actions of Clyde Griffiths.

But did he kill Roberta Alden?

No!

And again, no!

Or did he plot in any way, half-heartedly or otherwise, to drag her up there under the guise of various aliases and then, because she would not set him free, drown her? Ridiculous! Impossible! Insane! His plan was completely and entirely different.

But, gentlemen, and here he suddenly paused as though a new or overlooked thought had just come to him, perhaps you would be better satisfied with my argument and the final judgment you are to render if you were to have the testimony of one eye-witness at least of Roberta Aldens death  one who, instead of just hearing a voice, was actually present, and who saw and hence knows how she met her death.

He now looked at Jephson as much as to say: Now, Reuben, at last, here we are! And Reuben, turning to Clyde, easily and yet with iron in his every motion, whispered: Well, here we are, Clyde, its up to you now. Only Im going along with you, see? Ive decided to examine you myself. Ive drilled and drilled you, and I guess you wont have any trouble in telling me, will you? He beamed on Clyde genially and encouragingly, and Clyde, because of Belknaps strong plea as well as this newest and best development in connection with Jephson, now stood up and with almost a jaunty air, and one out of all proportion to his mood of but four hours before, now whispered: Gee! Im glad youre going to do it. Ill be all right now, I think.

But in the meantime the audience, hearing that an actual eye-witness was to be produced, and not by the prosecution but the defense, was at once upon its feet, craning and stirring. And Justice Oberwaltzer, irritated to an exceptional degree by the informality characteristic of this trial, was now rapping with his gavel while his clerk cried loudly: Order! Order! Unless everybody is seated, all spectators will be dismissed! The deputies will please see that all are seated. And then a hushed and strained silence falling as Belknap called: Clyde Griffiths, take the witness chair. And the audience  seeing to its astonishment, Clyde, accompanied by Reuben Jephson, making his way forward  straining and whispering in spite of all the gruff commands of the judge and the bailiffs. And even Belknap, as he saw Jephson approaching, being a little astonished, since it was he who according to the original plan was to have led Clyde through his testimony. But now Jephson drawing near to him as Clyde was being seated and sworn, merely whispered: Leave him to me, Alvin, I think its best. He looks a little too strained and shaky to suit me, but I feel sure I can pull him through.

And then the audience noting the change and whispering in regard to it. And Clyde, his large nervous eyes turning here and there, thinking: Well, Im on the witness stand at last. And now everybodys watching me, of course. I must look very calm, like I didnt care so very much, because I didnt really kill her. Thats right, I didnt. Yet his skin blue and the lids of his eyes red and puffy and his hands trembling slightly in spite of himself. And Jephson, his long, tensile and dynamic body like that of a swaying birch, turning toward him and looking fixedly into Clydes brown eyes with his blue ones, beginning:

Now, Clyde, the first thing we want to do is make sure that the jury and every one else hears our questions and answers. And next, when youre all set, youre going to begin with your life as you remember it  where you were born, where you came from, what your father did and your mother, too, and finally, what you did and why, from the time you went to work until now. I may interrupt you with a few questions now and then, but in the main Im going to let you tell it, because I know you can tell it better than any one. Yet in order to reassure Clyde and to make him know each moment that he was there  a wall, a bulwark, between him and the eager, straining, unbelieving and hating crowd  he now drew nearer, at times so close as to put one foot on the witness stand, or if not that to lean forward and lay a hand on the arm of the chair in which Clyde sat. And all the while saying, Yay-uss  Yay-uss. And then what? And then? And invariably at the strong and tonic or protective sound of his voice Clyde stirring as with a bolstering force and finding himself able, and without shaking or quavering, to tell the short but straitened story of his youth.

I was born in Grand Rapids, Michigan. My parents were conducting a mission there at that time and used to hold open air meetings...


Chapter 24

Clydes testimony proceeded to the point where the family had removed from Quincy, Illinois (a place resorted to on account of some Salvation Army work offered his father and mother), to Kansas City, where from his twelfth to his fifteenth year he had browsed about trying to find something to do while still resenting the combination of school and religious work expected of him.

Were you up with your classes in the public schools?

No, sir. We had moved too much.

In what grade were you when you were twelve years old?

Well, I should have been in the seventh but I was only in the sixth. Thats why I didnt like it.

And how about the religious work of your parents?

Well, it was all right  only I never did like going out nights on the street corners.

And so on, through five-and-ten cent store, soda and newspaper carrier jobs, until at last he was a bell-hop at the Green-Davidson, the finest hotel in Kansas City, as he informed them.

But now, Clyde, proceeded Jephson who, fearful lest Mason on the cross-examination and in connection with Clydes credibility as a witness should delve into the matter of the wrecked car and the slain child in Kansas City and so mar the effect of the story he was now about to tell, was determined to be beforehand in this. Decidedly, by questioning him properly he could explain and soften all that, whereas if left to Mason it could be tortured into something exceedingly dark indeed. And so now he continued:

And how long did you work there?

A little over a year.

And why did you leave?

Well, it was on account of an accident.

What kind of an accident?

And here Clyde, previously prepared and drilled as to all this plunged into the details which led up to and included the death of the little girl and his flight  which Mason, true enough, had been intending to bring up. But, now, as he listened to all this, he merely shook his head and grunted ironically, Hed better go into all that, he commented. And Jephson, sensing the import of what he was doing  how most likely he was, as he would have phrased it, spiking one of Mr. Masons best guns, continued with:

How old were you then, Clyde, did you say?

Between seventeen and eighteen.

And do you mean to tell me, he continued, after he had finished with all of the questions he could think of in connection with all this, that you didnt know that you might have gone back there, since you were not the one who took the car, and after explaining it all, been paroled in the custody of your parents?

Object! shouted Mason. Theres no evidence here to show that he could have returned to Kansas City and been paroled in the custody of his parents.

Objection sustained! boomed the judge from his high throne. The defense will please confine itself a little more closely to the letter of the testimony.

Exception, noted Belknap, from his seat.

No, sir. I didnt know that, replied Clyde, just the same.

Anyhow was that the reason after you got away that you changed your name to Tenet as you told me? continued Jephson.

Yes, sir.

By the way, just where did you get that name of Tenet, Clyde?

It was the name of a boy I used to play with in Quincy.

Was he a good boy?

Object! called Mason, from his chair. Incompetent, immaterial, irrelevant.

Oh, he might have associated with a good boy in spite of what you would like to have the jury believe, and in that sense it is very relevant, sneered Jephson.

Objection sustained! boomed Justice Oberwaltzer.

But didnt it occur to you at the time that he might object or that you might be doing him an injustice in using his name to cover the identity of a fellow who was running away?

No, sir  I thought there were lots of Tenets.

An indulgent smile might have been expected at this point, but so antagonistic and bitter was the general public toward Clyde that such levity was out of the question in this courtroom.

Now listen, Clyde, continued Jephson, having, as he had just seen, failed to soften the mood of the throng, you cared for your mother, did you?  or didnt you?

Objection and argument finally ending in the question being allowed.

Yes, sir, certainly I cared for her, replied Clyde  but after a slight hesitancy which was noticeable  a tightening of the throat and a swelling and sinking of the chest as he exhaled and inhaled.

Much?

Yes, sir  much. He didnt venture to look at any one now.

Hadnt she always done as much as she could for you, in her way?

Yes, sir.

Well, then, Clyde, how was it, after all that, and even though that dreadful accident had occurred, you could run away and stay away so long without so much as one word to tell her that you were by no means as guilty as you seemed and that she shouldnt worry because you were working and trying to be a good boy again?

But I did write her  only I didnt sign my name.

I see. Anything else?

Yes, sir. I sent her a little money. Ten dollars once.

But you didnt think of going back at all?

No, sir. I was afraid that if I went back they might arrest me.

In other words, and here Jephson emphasized this with great clearness, you were a moral and mental coward, as Mr. Belknap, my colleague, said.

I object to this interpretation of this defendants testimony for the benefit of the jury! interrupted Mason.

This defendants testimony really needs no interpretation. It is very plain and honest, as any one can see, quickly interjected Jephson.

Objection sustained! called the judge. Proceed. Proceed.

And it was because you were a moral and mental coward as I see it, Clyde  not that I am condemning you for anything that you cannot help. (After all, you didnt make yourself, did you?)

But this was too much, and the judge here cautioned him to use more discretion in framing his future questions.

Then you went about in Alton, Peoria, Bloomington, Milwaukee, and Chicago  hiding away in small rooms in back streets and working as a dishwasher or soda fountain man, or a driver, and changing your name to Tenet when you really might have gone back to Kansas City and resumed your old place? continued Jephson.

I object! I object! yelled Mason. There is no evidence here to show that he could have gone there and resumed his old place.

Objection sustained, ruled Oberwaltzer, although at the time in Jephsons pocket was a letter from Francis X. Squires, formerly captain of the bell-hops of the Green-Davidson at the time Clyde was there, in which he explained that apart from the one incident in connection with the purloined automobile, he knew nothing derogatory to Clyde; and that always previously, he had found him prompt, honest, willing, alert and well-mannered. Also that at the time the accident occurred, he himself had been satisfied that Clyde could have been little else than one of those led and that if he had returned and properly explained matters he would have been reinstated. It was irrelevant.

Thereafter followed Clydes story of how, having fled from the difficulties threatening him in Kansas City and having wandered here and there for two years, he had finally obtained a place in Chicago as a driver and later as a bell-boy at the Union League, and also how while still employed at the first of these places he had written his mother and later at her request was about to write his uncle, when, accidentally meeting him at the Union League, he was invited by him to come to Lycurgus. And thereupon, in their natural order, followed all of the details, of how he had gone to work, been promoted and instructed by his cousin and the foreman as to the various rules, and then later how he had met Roberta and still later Miss X. But in between came all the details as to how and why he had courted Roberta Alden, and how and why, having once secured her love he felt and thought himself content  but how the arrival of Miss X, and her overpowering fascination for him, had served completely to change all his notions in regard to Roberta, and although he still admired her, caused him to feel that never again as before could he desire to marry her.

But Jephson, anxious to divert the attention of the jury from the fact that Clyde was so very fickle  a fact too trying to be so speedily introduced into the case  at once interposed with:

Clyde! You really loved Roberta Alden at first, didnt you?

Yes, sir.

Well, then, you must have known, or at least you gathered from her actions, from the first, didnt you, that she was a perfectly good and innocent and religious girl.

Yes, sir, thats how I felt about her, replied Clyde, repeating what he had been told to say.

Well, then, just roughly now, without going into detail, do you suppose you could explain to yourself and this jury how and why and where and when those changes came about which led to that relationship which we all of us (and here he looked boldly and wisely and coldly out over the audience and then afterwards upon the jurors) deplore. How was it, if you thought so highly of her at first that you could so soon afterwards descend to this evil relationship? Didnt you know that all men, and all women also, view it as wrong, and outside of marriage unforgivable  a statutory crime?

The boldness and ironic sting of this was sufficient to cause at first a hush, later a slight nervous tremor on the part of the audience which, Mason as well as Justice Oberwaltzer noting, caused both to frown apprehensively. Why, this brazen young cynic! How dared he, via innuendo and in the guise of serious questioning, intrude such a thought as this, which by implication at least picked at the very foundations of society  religious and moral! At the same time there he was, standing boldly and leoninely, the while Clyde replied:

Yes, sir, I suppose I did  certainly  but I didnt try to seduce her at first or at any time, really. I was in love with her.

You were in love with her?

Yes, sir.

Very much?

Very much.

And was she as much in love with you at that time?

Yes, sir, she was.

From the very first?

From the very first.

She told you so?

Yes, sir.

At the time she left the Newtons  you have heard all the testimony here in regard to that  did you induce or seek to induce her in any way, by any trick or agreement, to leave there?

No, sir, I didnt. She wanted to leave there of her own accord. She wanted me to help her find a place.

She wanted you to help her find a place?

Yes, sir.

And just why?

Because she didnt know the city very well and she thought maybe I could tell her where there was a nice room she could get  one that she could afford.

And did you tell her about the room she took at the Gilpins?

No, sir, I didnt. I never told her about any room. She found it herself. (This was the exact answer he had memorized.)

But why didnt you help her?

Because I was busy, days and most evenings. And besides I thought she knew better what she wanted than I did  the kind of people and all.

Did you personally ever see the Gilpin place before she went there?

No, sir.

Ever have any discussion with her before she moved there as to the kind of a room she was to take  its position as regards to entrance, exit, privacy, or anything of that sort?

No, sir, I never did.

Never insisted, for instance, that she take a certain type of room which you could slip in and out of at night or by day without being seen?

I never did. Besides, no one could very well slip in or out of that house without being seen.

And why not?

Because the door to her room was right next to the door to the general front entrance where everybody went in and out and anybody that was around could see. That was another answer he had memorized.

But you slipped in and out, didnt you?

Well, yes, sir  that is, we both decided from the first that the less we were seen together anywhere, the better.

On account of that factory rule?

Yes, sir  on account of that factory rule.

And then the story of his various difficulties with Roberta, due to Miss X coming into his life.

Now, Clyde, we will have to go into the matter of this Miss X a little. Because of an agreement between the defense and the prosecution which you gentlemen of the jury fully understand, we can only touch on this incidentally, since it all concerns an entirely innocent person whose real name can be of no service here anyhow. But some of the facts must be touched upon, although we will deal with them as light as possible, as much for the sake of the innocent living as the worthy dead. And I am sure Miss Alden would have it so if she were alive. But now in regard to Miss X, he continued, turning to Clyde, it is already agreed by both sides that you met her in Lycurgus some time in November or December of last year. That is correct, is it not?

Yes, sir, that is correct, replied Clyde, sadly.

And that at once you fell very much in love with her?

Yes, sir. Thats true.

She was rich?

Yes, sir.

Beautiful?

I believe it is admitted by all that she is, he said to the court in general without requiring or anticipating a reply from Clyde, yet the latter, so thoroughly drilled had he been, now replied: Yes, sir.

Had you two  yourself and Miss Alden, I mean  at that time when you first met Miss X already established that illicit relationship referred to?

Yes, sir.

Well, now, in view of all that  but no, one moment, there is something else I want to ask you first  now, let me see  at the time that you first met this Miss X you were still in love with Roberta Alden, were you  or were you not?

I was still in love with her  yes, sir.

You had not, up to that time at least, in any way become weary of her? Or had you?

No, sir. I had not.

Her love and her companionship were just as precious and delightful to you as ever?

Yes, sir, they were.

And as Clyde said that, he was thinking back and it seemed to him that what he had just said was really true. It was true that just before meeting Sondra he was actually at the zenith of content and delight with Roberta.

And what, if any, were your plans for your future with Miss Alden  before you met this Miss X? You must have thought at times of that, didnt you?

Well, not exactly, (and as he said this he licked his lips in sheer nervousness). You see, I never had any real plan to do anything  that is, to do anything that wasnt quite right with her. And neither did she, of course. We just drifted kinda, from the first. It was being alone there so much, maybe. She hadnt taken up with anybody yet and I hadnt either. And then there was that rule that kept me from taking her about anywhere, and once we were together, of course we just went on without thinking very much about it, I suppose  either of us.

You just drifted because nothing had happened as yet and you didnt suppose anything would. Is that the way?

No, sir. I mean, yes, sir. Thats the way it was. Clyde was very eager to get those much-rehearsed and very important answers, just right.

But you must have thought of something  one or both of you. You were twenty-one and she was twenty-three.

Yes, sir. I suppose we did  I suppose I did think of something now and then.

And what was it that you thought? Can you recollect?

Well, yes, sir. I suppose I can. That is, I know that I did think at times that if things went all right and I made a little more money and she got a place somewhere else, that I would begin taking her out openly, and then afterwards maybe, if she and I kept on caring for each other as we did then, marry her, maybe.

You actually thought of marrying her then, did you?

Yes, sir. I know I did in the way that Ive said, of course.

But that was before you met this Miss X?

Yes, sir, that was before that.

(Beautifully done! observed Mason, sarcastically, under his breath to State Senator Redmond. Excellent stage play, replied Redmond in a stage whisper.)

But did you ever tell her in so many words? continued Jephson.

Well, no, sir. I dont recall that I did  not just in so many words.

You either told her or you didnt tell her. Now, which was it?

Well, neither, quite. I used to tell her that I loved her and that I never wanted her to leave me and that I hoped she never would.

But not that you wanted to marry her?

No, sir. Not that I wanted to marry her.

Well, well, all right!  and she  what did she say?

That she never would leave me, replied Clyde, heavily and fearsomely, thinking, as he did so, of Robertas last cries and her eyes bent on him. And he took from his pocket a handkerchief and began to wipe his moist, cold face and hands.

(Well staged! murmured Mason, softly and cynically. Pretty shrewd  pretty shrewd! commented Redmond, lightly.)

But, tell me, went on Jephson, softly and coldly, feeling as you did about Miss Alden, how was it that upon meeting this Miss X, you could change so quickly? Are you so fickle that you dont know your own mind from day to day?

Well, I didnt think so up to that time  no, sir!

Had you ever had a strong and binding love affair at any time in your life before you met Miss Alden?

No, sir.

But did you consider this one with Miss Alden strong and binding  a true love affair  up to the time you met this Miss X?

Yes, sir, I did.

And afterwards  then what?

Well  afterwards  it wasnt quite like that any more.

You mean to say that on sight of Miss X, after encountering her once or twice, you ceased to care for Miss Alden entirely?

Well, no, sir. It wasnt quite like that, volunteered Clyde, swiftly and earnestly. I did continue to care for her some  quite a lot, really. But before I knew it I had completely lost my head over  over Miss  Miss

Yes, this Miss X. We know. You fell madly and unreasonably in love with her. Was that the way of it?

Yes, sir.

And then?

Well  and then  I just couldnt care for Miss Alden so much any more. A thin film of moisture covered Clydes forehead and cheeks as he spoke.

I see! I see! went on Jephson, oratorically and loudly, having the jury and audience in mind. A case of the Arabian Nights, of the enscorcelled and the enscorcellor.

I dont think I know what you mean, said Clyde.

A case of being betwitched, my poor boy  by beauty, love, wealth, by things that we sometimes think we want very, very much, and cannot ever have  that is what I mean, and that is what much of the love in the world amounts to.

Yes, sir, replied Clyde, quite innocently, concluding rightly that this was mere show of rhetoric on Jephsons part.

But what I want to know is  how was it that loving Miss Alden as much as you say you did  and having reached that relationship which should have been sanctified by marriage  how was it that you could have felt so little bound or obligated to her as to entertain the idea of casting her over for this Miss X? Now just how was that? I would like to know, and so would this jury, I am sure. Where was your sense of gratitude? Your sense of moral obligation? Do you mean to say that you have none? We want to know.

This was really cross-examination  an attack on his own witness. Yet Jephson was within his rights and Mason did not interfere.

Well... and here Clyde hesitated and stumbled, quite as if he had not been instructed as to all this beforehand, and seemed to and did truly finger about in his own mind or reason for some thought that would help him to explain all this. For although it was true that he had memorized the answer, now that he was confronted by the actual question here in court, as well as the old problem that had so confused and troubled him in Lycurgus, he could scarcely think clearly of all he had been told to say, but instead twisted and turned, and finally came out with:

The fact is, I didnt think about those things at all very much. I couldnt after I saw her. I tried to at times, but I couldnt. I only wanted her and I didnt want Miss Alden any more. I knew I wasnt doing right  exactly  and I felt sorry for Roberta  but just the same I didnt seem able to do anything much about it. I could only think of Miss X and I couldnt think of Roberta as I had before no matter how hard I tried.

Do you mean to say that you didnt suffer in your own conscience on account of this?

Yes, sir, I suffered, replied Clyde. I knew I wasnt doing right, and it made me worry a lot about her and myself, but just the same I didnt seem to be able to do any better. (He was repeating words that Jephson had written out for him, although at the time he first read them he felt them to be fairly true. He had suffered some.)

And then?

Well, then she began to complain because I didnt go round to see her as much as before.

In other words, you began to neglect her.

Yes, sir, some  but not entirely  no, sir.

Well, when you found you were so infatuated with this Miss X, what did you do? Did you go and tell Miss Alden that you were no longer in love with her but in love with some one else?

No, I didnt. Not then.

Why not then? Did you think it fair and honorable to be telling two girls at once that you cared for them?

No, sir, but it wasnt quite like that either. You see at that time I was just getting acquainted with Miss X, and I wasnt telling her anything. She wouldnt let me. But I knew then, just the same, that I couldnt care for Miss Alden any more.

But what about the claim Miss Alden had on you? Didnt you feel that that was enough or should be, to prevent you from running after another girl?

Yes, sir.

Well, why did you then?

I couldnt resist her.

Miss X, you mean?

Yes, sir.

And so you continued to run after her until you had made her care for you?

No, sir, that wasnt the way at all.

Well then, what was the way?

I just met her here and there and got crazy about her.

I see. But still you didnt go and tell Miss Alden that you couldnt care for her any longer?

No, sir. Not then.

And why not?

Because I thought it would hurt her, and I didnt want to do that.

Oh, I see. You didnt have the moral or mental courage to do it then?

I dont know about the moral or mental courage, replied Clyde, a little hurt and irritated by this description of himself, but I felt sorry for her just the same. She used to cry and I didnt have the heart to tell her anything.

I see. Well, let it stand that way, if you want to. But now answer me one other thing. That relationship between you two  what about that  after you knew that you didnt care for her any more. Did that continue?

Well, no, sir, not so very long, anyhow, replied Clyde, most nervously and shamefacedly. He was thinking of all the people before him now  of his mother  Sondra  of all the people throughout the entire United States  who would read and so know. And on first being shown these questions weeks and weeks before he had wanted to know of Jephson what the use of all that was. And Jephson had replied: Educational effect. The quicker and harder we can shock em with some of the real facts of life around here, the easier it is going to be for you to get a little more sane consideration of what your problem was. But dont worry your head over that now. When the time comes, just answer em and leave the rest to us. We know what were doing. And so now Clyde added:

You see, after meeting Miss X I couldnt care for her so much that way any more, and so I tried not to go around her so much any more. But anyhow, it wasnt so very long after that before she got in trouble and then  well

I see. And when was that  about?

Along in the latter part of January last year.

And once that happened, then what? Did you or did you not feel that it was your duty under the circumstances to marry her?

Well, no  not the way things were then  that is, if I could get her out of it, I mean.

And why not? What do you mean by as things were then?

Well, you see, it was just as I told you. I wasnt caring for her any more, and since I hadnt promised to marry her, and she knew it, I thought it would be fair enough if I helped her out of it and then told her that I didnt care for her as I once did.

But couldnt you help her out of it?

No, sir. But I tried.

You went to that druggist who testified here?

Yes, sir.

To anybody else?

Yes, sir  to seven others before I could get anything at all.

But what you got didnt help?

No, sir.

Did you go to that young haberdasher who testified here as he said?

Yes, sir.

And did he give you the name of any particular doctor?

Well  yes  but I wouldnt care to say which one.

All right, you neednt. But did you send Miss Alden to any doctor?

Yes, sir.

Did she go alone or did you go with her?

I went with her  that is, to the door.

Why only to the door?

Well, we talked it over, and she thought just as I did, that it might be better that way. I didnt have any too much money at the time. I thought he might be willing to help her for less if she went by herself than if we both went together.

(Ill be damned if he isnt stealing most of my thunder, thought Mason to himself at this point. Hes forestalling most of the things I intended to riddle him with. And he sat up worried. Burleigh and Redmond and Earl Newcomb  all now saw clearly what Jephson was attempting to do.)

I see. And it wasnt by any chance because you were afraid that your uncle or Miss X might hear of it?

Oh, yes, I...that is, we both thought of that and talked of it. She understood how things were with me down there.

But not about Miss X?

No, not about Miss X.

And why not?

Well, because I didnt think I could very well tell her just then. It would have made her feel too bad. I wanted to wait until she was all right again.

And then tell her and leave her. Is that what you mean?

Well, yes, if I still couldnt care for her any more  yes, sir.

But not if she was in trouble?

Well, no, sir, not if she was in trouble. But you see, at that time I was expecting to be able to get her out of that.

I see. But didnt her condition affect your attitude toward her  cause you to want to straighten the whole thing out by giving up this Miss X and marrying Miss Alden?

Well, no, sir  not then exactly  that is, not at that time.

How do you mean not at that time?

Well, I did come to feel that way later, as I told you  but not then  that was afterwards  after we started on our trip to the Adirondacks

And why not then?

Ive said why. I was too crazy about Miss X to think of anything but her.

You couldnt change even then?

No, sir. I felt sorry, but I couldnt.

I see. But never mind that now. I will come to that later. Just now I want to have you explain to the jury, if you can, just what it was about this Miss X, as contrasted with Miss Alden, that made her seem so very much more desirable in your eyes. Just what characteristics of manner or face or mind or position  or whatever it was that so enticed you? Or do you know?

This was a question which both Belknap and Jephson in various ways and for various reasons  psychic, legal, personal  had asked Clyde before, and with varying results. At first he could not and would not discuss her at all, fearing that whatever he said would be seized upon and used in his trial and the newspapers along with her name. But later, when because of the silence of the newspapers everywhere in regard to her true name, it became plain that she was not to be featured, he permitted himself to talk more freely about her. But now here on the stand, he grew once more nervous and reticent.

Well, you see, its hard to say. She was very beautiful to me. Much more so than Roberta  but not only that, she was different from any one I had ever known  more independent  and everybody paid so much attention to what she did and what she said. She seemed to know more than any one else I ever knew. Then she dressed awfully well, and was very rich and in society and her name and pictures were always in the paper. I used to read about her every day when I didnt see her, and that seemed to keep her before me a lot. She was daring, too  not so simple or trusting as Miss Alden was  and at first it was hard for me to believe that she was becoming so interested in me. It got so that I couldnt think of any one or anything else, and I didnt want Roberta any more. I just couldnt, with Miss X always before me.

Well, it looks to me as if you might have been in love, or hypnotized at that, insinuated Jephson at the conclusion of this statement, the tail of his right eye upon the jury. If that isnt a picture of pretty much all gone, I guess I dont know one when I see it. But with the audience and the jury as stony-faced as before, as he could see.

But immediately thereafter the swift and troubled waters of the alleged plot which was the stern trail to which all this was leading.

Well, now, Clyde, from there on, just what happened? Tell us now, as near as you can recall. Dont shade it or try to make yourself look any better or any worse. She is dead, and you may be, eventually, if these twelve gentlemen here finally so decide. (And at this an icy chill seemed to permeate the entire courtroom as well as Clyde.) But the truth for the peace of your own soul is the best,  and here Jephson thought of Mason  let him counteract that if he can.

Yes, sir, said Clyde, simply.

Well, then, after she got in trouble and you couldnt help her, then what? What was it you did? How did you act?...By the way, one moment  what was your salary at that time?

Twenty-five dollars a week, confessed Clyde.

No other source of income?

I didnt quite hear.

Was there any other source from which you were obtaining any money at that time in any way?

No, sir.

And how much was your room?

Seven dollars a week.

And your board?

Oh, from five to six.

Any other expenses?

Yes, sir  my clothes and laundry.

You had to stand your share of whatever social doings were on foot, didnt you?

Objected to as leading! called Mason.

Objection sustained, replied Justice Oberwaltzer.

Any other expenses that you can think of?

Well, there were carfares and trainfares. And then I had to share in whatever social expenses there were.

Exactly! cried Mason, with great irritation. I wish you would quit leading this parrot here.

I wish the honorable district attorney would mind his own business! snorted Jephson  as much for Clydes benefit as for his own. He wished to break down his fear of Mason. Im examining this defendant, and as for parrots weve seen quite a number of them around here in the last few weeks, and coached to the throat like school-boys.

Thats a malicious lie! shouted Mason. I object and demand an apology.

The apology is to me and to this defendant, if your Honor pleases, and will be exacted quickly if your Honor will only adjourn this court for a few minutes, and then stepping directly in front of Mason, he added: And I will be able to obtain it without any judicial aid. Whereupon Mason, thinking he was about to be attacked, squared off, the while assistants and deputy sheriffs, and stenographers and writers, and the clerk of the court himself, gathered round and seized the two lawyers while Justice Oberwaltzer pounded violently on his desk with his gavel:

Gentlemen! Gentlemen! You are both in contempt of court, both of you! You will apologize to the court and to each other, or Ill declare a mistrial and commit you both for ten days and fine you five hundred dollars each. With this he leaned down and frowned on both. And at once Jephson replied, most suavely and ingratiatingly: Under the circumstances, your Honor, I apologize to you and to the attorney for the People and to this jury. The attack on this defendant, by the district attorney, seemed too unfair and uncalled for  that was all.

Never mind that, continued Oberwaltzer.

Under the circumstances, your Honor, I apologize to you and to the counsel for the defense. I was a little hasty, perhaps. And to this defendant also, sneered Mason, after first looking into Justice Oberwaltzers angry and uncompromising eyes and then into Clydes, who instantly recoiled and turned away.

Proceed, growled Oberwaltzer, sullenly.

Now, Clyde, resumed Jephson anew, as calm as though he had just lit and thrown away a match. You say your salary was twenty-five dollars and you had these various expenses. Had you, up to this time, been able to put aside any money for a rainy day?

No, sir  not much  not any, really.

Well, then, supposing some doctor to whom Miss Alden had applied had been willing to assist her and wanted  say a hundred dollars or so  were you ready to furnish that?

No, sir  not right off, that is.

Did she have any money of her own that you know of?

None that I know of  no, sir.

Well, how did you intend to help her then?

Well, I thought if either she or I found any one and he would wait and let me pay for it on time, that I could save and pay it that way, maybe.

I see. You were perfectly willing to do that, were you?

Yes, sir, I was.

You told her so, did you?

Yes, sir. She knew that.

Well, when neither you nor she could find any one to help her, then what? What did you do next?

Well, then she wanted me to marry her.

Right away?

Yes, sir. Right away.

And what did you say to that?

I told her I just couldnt then. I didnt have any money to get married on. And besides if I did and didnt go away somewhere, at least until the baby was born, everybody would find out and I couldnt have stayed there anyhow. And she couldnt either.

And why not?

Well, there were my relatives. They wouldnt have wanted to keep me any more, or her either, I guess.

I see. They wouldnt have considered you fit for the work you were doing, or her either. Is that it?

I thought so, anyhow, replied Clyde.

And then what?

Well, even if I had wanted to go away with her and marry her, I didnt have enough money to do that and she didnt either. I would have had to give up my place and gone and found another somewhere before I could let her come. Besides that, I didnt know any place where I could go and earn as much as I did there.

How about hotel work? Couldnt you have gone back to that?

Well, maybe  if I had an introduction of some kind. But I didnt want to go back to that.

And why not?

Well, I didnt like it so much any more  not that kind of life.

But you didnt mean that you didnt want to do anything at all, did you? That wasnt your attitude, was it?

Oh, no, sir. That wasnt it. I told her right away if she would go away for a while  while she had her baby  and let me stay on there in Lycurgus, that I would try to live on less and give her all I could save until she was all right again.

But not marry her?

No, sir, I didnt feel that I could do that then.

And what did she say to that?

She wouldnt do it. She said she couldnt and wouldnt go through with it unless I would marry her.

I see. Then and there?

Well, yes  pretty soon, anyhow. She was willing to wait a little while, but she wouldnt go away unless I would marry her.

And did you tell her that you didnt care for her any more?

Well, nearly  yes, sir

What do you mean by nearly?

Well, that I didnt want to. Besides, she knew I didnt care for her any more. She said so herself.

To you, at that time?

Yes, sir. Lots of times.

Well, yes, thats true  it was in all of those letters of hers that were read here. But when she refused so flatly, what did you do then?

Well, I didnt know what to do. But I thought maybe if I could get her to go up to her home for a while, while I tried and saved what I could  well...maybe...once she was up there and saw how much I didnt want to marry her (Clyde paused and fumbled at his lips. This lying was hard.)

Yes, go on. And remember, the truth, however ashamed of it you may be, is better than any lie.

And maybe when she was a little more frightened and not so determined

Werent you frightened, too?

Yes, sir, I was.

Well, go on.

That then  well  maybe if I offered her all that I had been able to save up to then  you see I thought maybe I might be able to borrow some from some one too  that she might be willing to go away and not make me marry her  just live somewhere and let me help her.

I see. But she wouldnt agree to that?

Well, no  not to my not marrying her, no  but to going up there for a month, yes. I couldnt get her to say that she would let me off.

But did you at that or any other time before or subsequent to that say that you would come up there and marry her?

No, sir. I never did.

Just what did you say then?

I said that...as soon as I could get the money, stuttered Clyde at this point, so nervous and shamed was he, I would come for her in about a month and we could go away somewhere until  until  well, until she was out of that.

But you did not tell her that you would marry her?

No, sir. I did not.

But she wanted you to, of course.

Yes, sir.

Had you any notion that she could force you so to do at that time  marry her against your will, I mean?

No, sir, I didnt. Not if I could help it. My plan was to wait as long as I could and save all the money I could and then when the time came just refuse and give her all the money that I had and help her all I could from then on.

But you know, proceeded Jephson, most suavely and diplomatically at this point, there are various references in these letters here which Miss Alden wrote you  and he reached over and from the district attorneys table picked up the original letters of Roberta and weighed them solemnly in his hand to a plan which you two had in connection with this trip  or at least that she seemed to think you had. Now, exactly what was that plan? She distinctly refers to it, if I recall aright, as our plan.

I know that, replied Clyde  since for two months now he, along with Belknap and Jephson, had discussed this particular question. But the only plan I know of  and here he did his best to look frank and be convincing was the one I offered over and over.

And what was that?

Why, that she go away and take a room somewhere and let me help her and come over and see her once in a while.

Well, no, youre wrong there, returned Jephson, slyly. That isnt and couldnt be the plan she had in mind. She says in one of these letters that she knows it will be hard on you to have to go away and stay so long, or until she is out of this thing, but that it cant be helped.

Yes, I know, replied Clyde, quickly and exactly as he had been told to do, but that was her plan, not mine. She kept saying to me most of the time that that was what she wanted me to do, and that I would have to do it. She told me that over the telephone several times, and I may have said all right, all right, not meaning that I agreed with her entirely but that I wanted to talk with her about it some more later.

I see. And so thats what you think  that she meant one thing and you meant another.

Well, I know I never agreed to her plan  exactly. That is, I never did any more than just to ask her to wait and not do anything until I could get money enough together to come up there and talk to her some more and get her to go away  the way I suggested.

But if she wouldnt accede to your plan, then what?

Well, then I was going to tell her about Miss X, and beg her to let me go.

And if she still wouldnt?

Well, then I thought I might run away, but I didnt like to think about that very much.

You know, Clyde, of course, that some here are of the opinion that there was a plot on your part which originated in your mind about this time to conceal your identity and hers and lure her up there to one of those lone lakes in the Adirondacks and slay her or drown her in cold blood, in order that you might be free to marry this Miss X. Any truth in that? Tell this jury  yes or no  which is it?

No! No! I never did plot to kill her, or any one, protested Clyde, quite dramatically, and clutching at the arms of his chair and seeking to be as emphatic as possible, since he had been instructed so to do. At the same time he arose in his seat and sought to look stern and convincing, although in his heart and mind was the crying knowledge that he had so plotted, and this it was that most weakened him at this moment  most painfully and horribly weakened him. The eyes of all these people. The eyes of the judge and jury and Mason and all the men and women of the press. And once more his brow was wet and cold and he licked his thin lips nervously and swallowed with difficulty because his throat was dry.

And then it was that piecemeal, and beginning with the series of letters written by Roberta to Clyde after she reached her home and ending with the one demanding that he come for her or she would return to Lycurgus and expose him, Jephson took up the various phases of the alleged plot and crime, and now did his best to minimize and finally dispel all that had been testified to so far.

Clydes suspicious actions in not writing Roberta. Well, he was afraid of complications in connection with his relatives, his work, everything. And the same with his arranging to meet her in Fonda. He had no plan as to any trip with her anywhere in particular at the time. He only thought vaguely of meeting her somewhere  anywhere  and possibly persuading her to leave him. But July arriving and his plan still so indefinite, the first thing that occurred to him was that they might go off to some inexpensive resort somewhere. It was Roberta who in Utica had suggested some of the lakes north of there. It was there in the hotel, not at the railway station, that he had secured some maps and folders  a fatal contention in one sense, for Mason had one folder with a Lycurgus House stamp on the cover, which Clyde had not noticed at the time. And as he was so testifying, Mason was thinking of this. In regard to leaving Lycurgus by a back street  well, there had been a desire to conceal his departure with Roberta, of course, but only to protect her name and his from notoriety. And so with the riding in separate cars, registering as Mr. and Mrs. Clifford Golden, and so on indefinitely throughout the entire list of shifty concealments and evasions. In regard to the two hats, well, the one hat was soiled and seeing one that he liked he bought it. Then when he lost the hat in the accident he naturally put on the other. To be sure, he had owned and carried a camera, and it was true that he had it at the Cranstons on his first visit there on the eighteenth of June. The only reason he denied having it at first was because he was afraid of being identified with this purely accidental death of Roberta in a way that would be difficult to explain. He had been falsely charged with her murder immediately upon his arrest in the woods, and he was fearful of his entire connection with this ill-fated trip, and not having any lawyer or any one to say a word for him, he thought it best to say nothing and so for the time being had denied everything, although at once on being provided counsel he had confided to his attorneys the true facts of the case.

And so, too, with the missing suit, which because it was wet and muddy he had done up in a bundle in the woods and after reaching the Cranstons had deposited it behind some stones there, intending to return and secure it and have it dry-cleaned. But on being introduced to Mr. Belknap and Mr. Jephson he had at once told both and they had secured it and had it cleaned for him.

But now, Clyde, in regard to your plans and your being out on that lake in the first place  lets hear about that now.

And then  quite as Jephson had outlined it to Belknap, came the story of how he and Roberta had reached Utica and afterwards Grass Lake. And yet no plan. He intended, if worst came to worst, to tell her of his great love for Miss X and appeal to her sympathy and understanding to set him free at the same time that he offered to do anything that he could for her. If she refused he intended to defy her and leave Lycurgus, if necessary, and give up everything.

But when I saw her at Fonda, and later in Utica, looking as tired and worried as she was, and here Clyde was endeavoring to give the ring of sincerity to words carefully supplied him, and sort of helpless, I began to feel sorry for her again.

Yes, and then what?

Well, I wasnt quite so sure whether in case she refused to let me off I could go through with leaving her.

Well, what did you decide then?

Not anything just then. I listened to what she had to say and I tried to tell her how hard it was going to be for me to do anything much, even if I did go away with her. I only had fifty dollars.

Yes?

And then she began to cry, and I decided I couldnt talk to her any more about it there. She was too run-down and nervous. So I asked her if there wasnt any place she would like to go to for a day or two to brace herself up a little, went on Clyde, only here on account of the blackness of the lie he was telling he twisted and swallowed in the weak, stigmatic way that was his whenever he was attempting something which was beyond him  any untruth or a feat of skill  and then added: And she said yes, maybe to one of those lakes up in the Adirondacks  it didnt make much difference which one  if we could afford it. And when I told her, mostly because of the way she was feeling, that I thought we could

Then you really only went up there on her account?

Yes, sir, only on account of her.

I see. Go on.

Well, then she said if I would go downstairs or somewhere and get some folders we might be able to find a place up there somewhere where it wasnt so expensive.

And did you?

Yes, sir.

Well, and then what?

Well, we looked them over and we finally hit on Grass Lake.

Who did? The two of you  or she?

Well, she took one folder and I took another, and in hers she found an ad about an inn up there where two people could stay for twenty-one dollars a week, or five dollars a day for the two. And I thought we couldnt do much better than that for one day.

Was one day all you intended to stay?

No, sir. Not if she wanted to stay longer. My idea at first was that we might stay one or two days or three. I couldnt tell  whatever time it took me to talk things out with her and make her understand and see where I stood.

I see. And then...?

Well, then we went up to Grass Lake the next morning.

In separate cars still?

Yes, sir  in separate cars.

And when you got there?

Why, we registered.

How?

Clifford Graham and wife.

Still afraid some one would know who you were?

Yes, sir.

Did you try to disguise your handwriting in any way?

Yes, sir  a little.

But just why did you always use your own initials  C. G.?

Well, I thought that the initials on my bag should be the same as the initials on the register, and still not be my name either.

I see. Clever in one sense, not so clever in another  just half clever, which is the worst of all. At this Mason half rose in his seat as though to object, but evidently changing his mind, sank slowly back again. And once more Jephsons right eye swiftly and inquiringly swept the jury to his right. Well, did you finally explain to her that you wanted to be done with it all as you had planned  or did you not?

I wanted to talk to her about it just after we got there if I could  the next morning, anyhow  but just as soon as we got off up there and got settled she kept saying to me that if I would only marry her then  that she would not want to stay married long  that she was so sick and worried and felt so bad  that all she wanted to do was to get through and give the baby a name, and after that she would go away and let me go my way, too.

And then?

Well, and then  then we went out on the lake

Which lake, Clyde?

Why, Grass Lake. We went out for a row after we got there.

Right away? In the afternoon?

Yes, sir. She wanted to go. And then while we were out there rowing around (He paused.)

She got to crying again, and she seemed so much up against it and looked so sick and so worried that I decided that after all she was right and I was wrong  that it wouldnt be right, on account of the baby and all, not to marry her, and so I thought I had better do it.

I see. A change of heart. And did you tell her that then and there?

No, sir.

And why not? Werent you satisfied with the trouble you had caused her so far?

Yes, sir. But you see just as I was going to talk to her at that time I got to thinking of all the things I had been thinking before I came up.

What, for instance?

Why, Miss X and my life in Lycurgus, and what wed be up against in case we did go away this way.

Yes.

And...well...and then I couldnt just tell her then  not that day, anyhow.

Well, when did you tell her then?

Well, I told her not to cry any more  that I thought maybe it would be all right if she gave me twenty-four hours more to think things all out  that maybe wed be able to settle on something.

And then?

Well, then she said after a while that she didnt care for Grass Lake. She wished we would go away from there.

She did?

Yes. And then we got out the maps again and I asked a fellow at the hotel there if he knew about the lakes up there. And he said of all the lakes around there Big Bittern was the most beautiful. I had seen it once, and I told Roberta about it and what the man said, and then she asked why didnt we go there.

And is that why you went there?

Yes, sir

No other reason?

No, sir  none  except that it was back, or south, and we were going that way anyhow.

I see. And that was Thursday, July eighth?

Yes, sir.

Well, now, Clyde, as you have seen, it has been charged here that you took Miss Alden to and out on that lake with the sole and premeditated intent of killing her  murdering her  finding some unobserved and quiet spot and then first striking her with your camera, or an oar, or club, or stone maybe, and then drowning her. Now, what have you to say to that? Is that true, or isnt it?

No, sir! Its not true! returned Clyde, clearly and emphatically. I never went there of my own accord in the first place, and I only went there because she didnt like Grass Lake. And here, because he had been sinking down in his chair, he pulled himself up and looked at the jury and the audience with what measure of strength and conviction he could summon  as previously he had been told to do. At the same time he added: And I wanted to please her in any way that I could so that she might be a little more cheerful.

Were you still as sorry for her on this Thursday as you had been the day before?

Yes, sir  more, I think.

And had you definitely made up your mind by then as to what you wanted to do?

Yes, sir.

Well, and just what was that?

Well, I had decided to play as fair as I could. I had been thinking about it all night, and I realized how badly she would feel and I too if I didnt do the right thing by her  because she had said three or four times that if I didnt she would kill herself. And I had made up my mind that morning that whatever else happened that day, I was going to straighten the whole thing out.

This was at Grass Lake. You were still in the hotel on Thursday morning?

Yes, sir.

And you were going to tell her just what?

Well, that I knew that I hadnt treated her quite right and that I was sorry  besides, that her offer was fair enough, and that if after what I was going to tell her she still wanted me, I would go away with her and marry her. But that I had to tell her first the real reason for my changing as I had  that I had been and still was in love with another girl and that I couldnt help it  that probably whether I married her or not

Miss Alden you mean?

Yes, sir  that I would always go on loving this other girl, because I just couldnt get her out of my mind. But just the same, if that didnt make any difference to her, that I would marry her even if I couldnt love her any more as I once did. That was all.

But what about Miss X?

Well, I had thought about her too, but I thought she was better off and could stand it easier. Besides, I thought perhaps Roberta would let me go and we could just go on being friends and I would help her all I could.

Had you decided just where you would marry her?

No, sir. But I knew there were plenty of towns below Big Bittern and Grass Lake.

But were you going to do that without one single word to Miss X beforehand?

Well, no, sir  not exactly. I figured that if Roberta wouldnt let me off but didnt mind my leaving her for a few days, I would go down to where Miss X lived and tell her, and then come back. But if she objected to that, why then I was going to write Miss X a letter and explain how it was and then go on and get married to Roberta.

I see. But, Clyde, among other bits of testimony here, there was that letter found in Miss Aldens coat pocket  the one written on Grass Lake Inn stationery and addressed to her mother, in which she told her that she was about to be married. Had you already told her up there at Grass Lake that morning that you were going to marry her for sure?

No, sir. Not exactly, but I did say on getting up that day that it was the deciding day for us and that she was going to be able to decide for herself whether she wanted me to marry her or not.

Oh, I see. So thats it, smiled Jephson, as though greatly relieved. (And Mason and Newcomb and Burleigh and State Senator Redmond all listening with the profoundest attention, now exclaimed, sotto voce and almost in unison: Of all the bunk!)

Well, now we come to the trip itself. You have heard the testimony here and the dark motive and plotting that has been attributed to every move in connection with it. Now I want you to tell it in your own way. It has been testified here that you took both bags  yours and hers  up there with you but that you left hers at Gun Lodge when you got there and took your own out on the lake in that boat with you. Now just why did you do that? Please speak so that all of the jurymen can hear you.

Well, the reason for that was, and here once more his throat became so dry that he could scarcely speak, we didnt know whether we could get any lunch at Big Bittern, so we decided to take some things along with us from Grass Lake. Her bag was packed full of things, but there was room in mine. Besides, it had my camera with the tripod outside. So I decided to leave hers and take mine.

You decided?

Well, I asked her what she thought and she said she thought that was best.

Where was it you asked her that?

On the train coming down.

And did you know then that you were coming back to Gun Lodge after going out on the lake?

Yes, sir, I did. We had to. There was no other road. They told us that at Grass Lake.

And in riding over to Big Bittern  do you recall the testimony of the driver who drove you over  that you were very nervous and that you asked him whether there were many people over that that day?

I recall it, yes, sir, but I wasnt nervous at all. I may have asked about the people, but I cant see anything wrong with that. It seems to me that any one might ask that.

And so it seems to me, echoed Jephson. Then what happened after you registered at Big Bittern Inn and got into that boat and went out on the lake with Miss Alden? Were you or she especially preoccupied or nervous or in any state different from that of any ordinary person who goes out on a lake to row? Were you particularly happy or particularly gloomy, or what?

Well, I dont think I was especially gloomy  no, sir. I was thinking of all I was going to tell her, of course, and of what was before me either way she decided. I wasnt exactly gay, I guess, but I thought it would be all right whichever way things went. I had decided that I was willing to marry her.

And how about her? Was she quite cheerful?

Well  yes, sir. She seemed to feel much happier for some reason.

And what did you talk about?

Oh, about the lake first  how beautiful it was and where we would have our lunch when we were ready for it. And then we rowed along the west shore looking for water lilies. She was so happy that I hated to bring up anything just then, and so we just kept on rowing until about two, when we stopped for lunch.

Just where was that? Just get up and trace on the map with that pointer there just where you did go and how long you stopped and for what.

And so Clyde, pointer in hand and standing before the large map of the lake and region which particularly concerned this tragedy, now tracing in detail the long row along the shore, a group of trees, which, after having lunch, they had rowed to see  a beautiful bed of water lilies which they had lingered over  each point at which they had stopped, until reaching Moon Cove at about five in the afternoon, they had been so entranced by its beauty that they had merely sat and gazed, as he said. Afterwards, in order that he might take some pictures, they had gone ashore in the woods nearby  he all the while preparing himself to tell Roberta of Miss X and ask her for her final decision. And then having left the bag on shore for a few moments while they rowed out and took some snapshots in the boat, they had drifted in the calm of the water and the stillness and beauty until finally he had gathered sufficient courage to tell her what was in his heart. And at first, as he now said, Roberta seemed greatly startled and depressed and began crying a little, saying that perhaps it was best for her not to live any longer  she felt so miserable. But, afterwards, when he had impressed on her the fact that he was really sorry and perfectly willing to make amends, she had suddenly changed and begun to grow more cheerful, and then of a sudden, in a burst of tenderness and gratefulness  he could not say exactly  she had jumped up and tried to come to him. Her arms were outstretched and she moved as if to throw herself at his feet or into his lap. But just then, her foot, or her dress, had caught and she had stumbled. And he  camera in hand  (a last minute decision or legal precaution on the part of Jephson)  had risen instinctively to try to catch her and stop her fall. Perhaps  he would not be able to say here  her face or hand had struck the camera. At any rate, the next moment, before he quite understood how it all happened, and without time for thought or action on his part or hers, both were in the water and the boat, which had overturned, seemed to have struck Roberta, for she seemed to be stunned.

I called to her to try to get to the boat  it was moving away  to take hold of it, but she didnt seem to hear me or understand what I meant. I was afraid to go too near her at first because she was striking out in every direction  and before I could swim ten strokes forward her head had gone down once and come up and then gone down again for a second time. By then the boat had floated all of thirty or forty feet away and I knew that I couldnt get her into that. And then I decided that if I wanted to save myself I had better swim ashore.

And once there, as he now narrated, it suddenly occurred to him how peculiar and suspicious were all the circumstances surrounding his present position. He suddenly realized, as he now said, how had the whole thing looked from the beginning. The false registering. The fact his bag was there  hers not. Besides, to return now meant that he would have to explain and it would become generally known  and everything connected with his life would go  Miss X, his work, his social position  all  whereas, if he said nothing (and here it was, and for the first time, as he now swore, that this thought occurred to him), it might be assumed that he too had drowned. In view of this fact and that any physical help he might now give her would not restore her to life, and that acknowledgment would mean only trouble for him and shame for her, he decided to say nothing. And so, to remove all traces, he had taken off his clothes and wrung them out and wrapped them for packing as best he could. Next, having left the tripod on shore with his bag, he decided to hide that, and did. His first straw hat, the one without the lining (but about which absent lining he now declared he knew nothing), had been lost with the overturning of the boat, and so now he had put on the extra one he had with him, although he also had a cap which he might have worn. (He usually carried an extra hat on a trip because so often, it seemed, something happened to one.) Then he had ventured to walk south through the woods toward a railroad which he thought cut through the woods in that direction. He had not known of any automobile road through there then, and as for making for the Cranstons so directly, he confessed quite simply that he would naturally have gone there. They were his friends and he wanted to get off somewhere where he could think about this terrible thing that had descended upon him so suddenly out of a clear sky.

And then having testified to so much  and no more appearing to occur either to Jephson or himself  the former after a pause now turned and said, most distinctly and yet somehow quietly:

Now, Clyde, you have taken a solemn oath before this jury, this judge, all these people here, and above all your God, to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. You realize what that means, dont you?

Yes, sir, I do.

You swear before God that you did not strike Roberta Alden in that boat?

I swear. I did not.

Or throw her into the lake?

I swear it. I did not.

Or willfully or willingly in any way attempt to upset that boat or in any other fashion bring about the death that she suffered?

I swear it! cried Clyde, emphatically and emotionally.

You swear that it was an accident  unpremeditated and undesigned by you?

I do, lied Clyde, who felt that in fighting for his life he was telling a part of the truth, for that accident was unpremeditated and undesigned. It had not been as he had planned and he could swear to that.

And then Jephson, running one of his large strong hands over his face and looking blandly and nonchalantly around upon the court and jury, the while he compressed his thin lips into a long and meaningful line, announced: The prosecution may take the witness.


Chapter 25

The mood of Mason throughout the entire direct examination was that of a restless harrier anxious to be off at the heels of its prey  of a foxhound within the last leap of its kill. A keen and surging desire to shatter this testimony, to show it to be from start to finish the tissue of lies that in part at least it was, now animated him. And no sooner had Jephson concluded than he leaped up and confronted Clyde, who, seeing him blazing with this desire to undo him, felt as though he was about to be physically attacked.

Griffiths, you had that camera in your hand at the time she came toward you in the boat?

Yes, sir.

She stumbled and fell and you accidentally struck her with it?

Yes.

I dont suppose in your truthful and honest way you remember telling me there in the woods on the shore of Big Bittern that you never had a camera?

Yes, sir  I remember that.

And that was a lie, of course?

Yes, sir.

And told with all the fervor and force that you are now telling this other lie?

Im not lying. Ive explained why I said that.

Youve explained why you said that! Youve explained why you said that! And because you lied there you expect to be believed here, do you?

Belknap rose to object, but Jephson pulled him down.

Well, this is the truth, just the same.

And no power under heaven could make you tell another lie here, of course  not a strong desire to save yourself from the electric chair?

Clyde blanched and quivered slightly; he blinked his red, tired eyelids. Well, I might, maybe, but not under oath, I dont think.

You dont think! Oh, I see. Lie all you want wherever you are  and at any time  and under any circumstances  except when youre on trial for murder!

No, sir. It isnt that. But what I just said is so.

And you swear on the Bible, do you, that you experienced a change of heart?

Yes, sir.

That Miss Alden was very sad and that was what moved you to experience this change of heart?

Yes, sir. Thats how it was.

Well, now, Griffiths, when she was up there in the country and waiting for you  she wrote you all those letters there, did she not?

Yes, sir.

You received one on an average of every two days, didnt you?

Yes, sir.

And you knew she was lonely and miserable there, didnt you?

Yes, sir  but then Ive explained

Oh, youve explained! You mean your lawyers have explained it for you! Didnt they coach you day after day in that jail over there as to how you were to answer when the time came?

No, sir, they didnt! replied Clyde, defiantly, catching Jephsons eye at this moment.

Well, then when I asked you up there at Bear Lake how it was that his girl met her death  why didnt you tell me then and save all this trouble and suspicion and investigation? Dont you think the public would have listened more kindly and believingly there than it will now after youve taken five long months to think it all out with the help of two lawyers?

But I didnt think it out with any lawyers, persisted Clyde, still looking at Jephson, who was supporting him with all his mental strength. Ive just explained why I did that.

Youve explained! Youve explained! roared Mason, almost beside himself with the knowledge that this false explanation was sufficient of a shield or barrier for Clyde to hide behind whenever he found himself being too hard pressed  the little rat! And so now he fairly quivered with baffled rage as he proceeded.

And before you went up  while she was writing them to you  you considered them sad, didnt you?

Why, yes, sir. That is  he hesitated incautiously some parts of them anyhow.

Oh, I see  only some parts of them now. I thought you just said you considered them sad.

Well, I do.

And did.

Yes, sir  and did. But Clydes eyes were beginning to wander nervously in the direction of Jephson, who was fixing him as with a beam of light.

Remember her writing you this? And here Mason picked up and opened one of the letters and began reading: Clyde  I shall certainly die, dear, if you dont come. I am so much alone. I am nearly crazy now. I wish I could go away and never return or trouble you any more. But if you would only telephone me, even so much as once every other day, since you wont write. And when I need you and a word of encouragement so. Masons voice was mellow. It was sad. One could feel, as he spoke, the wave of passing pity that was moving as sound and color not only through him but through every spectator in the high, narrow courtroom. Does that seem at all sad to you?

Yes, sir, it does.

Did it then?

Yes, sir, it did.

You knew it was sincere, didnt you? snarled Mason.

Yes, sir. I did.

Then why didnt a little of that pity that you claim moved you so deeply out there in the center of Big Bittern move you down there in Lycurgus to pick up the telephone there in Mrs. Peytons house where you were and reassure that lonely girl by so much as a word that you were coming? Was it because your pity for her then wasnt as great as it was after she wrote you that threatening letter? Or was it because you had a plot and you were afraid that too much telephoning to her might attract attention? How was it that you had so much pity all of a sudden up at Big Bittern, but none at all down there at Lycurgus? Is it something you can turn on and off like a faucet?

I never said I had none at all, replied Clyde, defiantly, having just received an eye-flash from Jephson.

Well, you left her to wait until she had to threaten you because of her own terror and misery.

Well, Ive admitted that I didnt treat her right.

Ha, ha! Right! Right! And because of that admission and in face of all the other testimony weve had here, your own included, you expect to walk out of here a free man, do you?

Belknap was not to be restrained any longer. His objection came  and with bitter vehemence he addressed the judge: This is infamous, your Honor. Is the district attorney to be allowed to make a speech with every question?

I heard no objection, countered the court. The district attorney will frame his questions properly.

Mason took the rebuke lightly and turned again to Clyde. In that boat there in the center of Big Bittern you have testified that you had in your hand that camera that you once denied owning?

Yes, sir.

And she was in the stern of the boat?

Yes, sir.

Bring in that boat, will you, Burton? he called to Burleigh at this point, and forthwith four deputies from the district attorneys office retired through a west door behind the judges rostrum and soon returned carrying the identical boat in which Clyde and Roberta had sat, and put it down before the jury. And as they did so Clyde chilled and stared. The identical boat! He blinked and quivered as the audience stirred, stared and strained, an audible wave of curiosity and interest passing over the entire room. And then Mason, taking the camera and shaking it up and down, exclaimed: Well, here you are now, Griffiths! The camera you never owned. Step down here into this boat and take this camera here and show the jury just where you sat, and where Miss Alden sat. And exactly, if you can, how and where it was that you struck Miss Alden and where and about how she fell.

Object! declared Belknap.

A long and wearisome legal argument, finally terminating in the judge allowing this type of testimony to be continued for a while at least. And at the conclusion of it, Clyde declaring: I didnt intentionally strike her with it though  to which Mason replied: Yes, we heard you testify that way  then Clyde stepping down and after being directed here and there finally stepping into the boat at the middle seat and seating himself while three men held it straight.

And now, Newcomb  I want you to come here and sit wherever Miss Alden was supposed to sit and take any position which he describes as having been taken by her.

Yes, sir, said Newcomb, coming forward and seating himself while Clyde vainly sought to catch Jephsons eye but could not since his own back was partially turned from him.

And now, Griffiths, went on Mason, just you show Mr. Newcomb here how Miss Alden arose and came toward you. Direct him.

And then Clyde, feeling weak and false and hated, arising again and in a nervous and angular way  the eerie strangeness of all this affecting him to the point of unbelievable awkwardness  attempting to show Newcomb just how Roberta had gotten up and half walked and half crawled, then had stumbled and fallen. And after that, with the camera in his hand, attempting to show as nearly as he could recall, how unconsciously his arm had shot out and he had struck Roberta, he scarcely knowing where  on the chin and cheek maybe, he was not sure, but not intentionally, of course, and not with sufficient force really to injure her, he thought at the time. But just here a long wrangle between Belknap and Mason as to the competency of such testimony since Clyde declared that he could not remember clearly  but Oberwaltzer finally allowing the testimony on the ground that it would show, relatively, whether a light or heavy push or blow was required in order to upset any one who might be lightly or loosely poised.

But how in Heavens name are these antics as here demonstrated on a man of Mr. Newcombs build to show what would follow in the case of a girl of the size and weight of Miss Alden? persisted Belknap.

Well, then well put a girl of the size and weight of Miss Alden in here. And at once calling for Zillah Saunders and putting her in Newcombs place. But Belknap none-the-less proceeding with:

And what of that? The conditions arent the same. This boat isnt on the water. No two people are going to be alike in their resistance or their physical responses to accidental blows.

Then you refuse to allow this demonstration to be made? (This was from Mason, turning and cynically inquiring.)

Oh, make it if you choose. It doesnt mean anything though, as anybody can see, persisted Belknap, suggestively.

And so Clyde, under directions from Mason, now pushing at Zillah, about as hard, (he thought) as he had accidentally pushed at Roberta. And she falling back a little  not much  but in so doing being able to lay a hand on each side of the boat and so save herself. And the jury, in spite of Belknaps thought that his contentions would have counteracted all this, gathering the impression that Clyde, on account of his guilt and fear of death, was probably attempting to conjure something that had been much more viciously executed, to be sure. For had not the doctors sworn to the probable force of this and another blow on the top of the head? And had not Burton Burleigh testified to having discovered a hair in the camera? And how about the cry that woman had heard? How about that?

But with that particular incident the court was adjourned for this day.

On the following morning at the sound of the gavel, there was Mason, as fresh and vigorous and vicious as ever. And Clyde, after a miserable night in his cell and much bolstering by Jephson and Belknap, determined to be as cool and insistent and innocent-appearing as he could be, but with no real heart for the job, so convinced was he that local sentiment in its entirety was against him  that he was believed to be guilty. And with Mason beginning most savagely and bitterly:

You still insist that you experienced a change of heart, do you, Griffiths?

Yes, sir, I do.

Ever hear of people being resuscitated after they have apparently drowned?

I dont quite understand.

You know, of course, that people who are supposed to be drowned, who go down for the last time and dont come up, are occasionally gotten out of the water and revived, brought back to life by first-aid methods  working their arms and rolling them over a log or a barrel. Youve heard of that, havent you?

Yes, sir, I think I have. Ive heard of people being brought back to life after theyre supposed to be drowned, but I dont think I ever heard just how.

You never did?

No, sir.

Or how long they could stay under water and still be revived?

No, sir. I never did.

Never heard, for instance, that a person who had been in the water as long as fifteen minutes might still be brought to?

No, sir.

So it never occurred to you after you swam to shore yourself that you might still call for aid and so save her life even then?

No, sir, it didnt occur to me. I thought she was dead by then.

I see. But when she was still alive out there in the water  how about that? Youre a pretty good swimmer, arent you?

Yes, sir, I swim fairly well.

Well enough, for instance, to save yourself by swimming over five hundred feet with your shoes and clothes on. Isnt that so?

Well, I did swim that distance then  yes, sir.

Yes, you did indeed  and pretty good for a fellow who couldnt swim thirty-five feet to an overturned boat, Ill say, concluded Mason.

Here Jephson waved aside Belknaps suggestion that he move to have this comment stricken out.

Clyde was now dragged over his various boating and swimming experiences and made to tell how many times he had gone out on lakes in craft as dangerous as canoes and had never had an accident.

The first time you took Roberta out on Crum Lake was in a canoe, wasnt it?

Yes, sir.

But you had no accident then?

No, sir.

You cared for her then very much, didnt you?

Yes, sir.

But the day she was drowned in Big Bittern, in this solid, round-bottomed row-boat, you didnt care for her any more.

Well, Ive said how I felt then.

And of course there couldnt be any relation between the fact that on Crum Lake you cared for her but on Big Bittern

I said how I felt then.

But you wanted to get rid of her just the same, didnt you? The moment she was dead to run away to that other girl. You dont deny that, do you?

Ive explained why I did that, reiterated Clyde.

Explained! Explained! And you expect any fair-minded, decent, intelligent person to believe that explanation, do you? Mason was fairly beside himself with rage and Clyde did not venture to comment as to that. The judge anticipated Jephsons objection to this and bellowed, Objection sustained. But Mason went right on. You couldnt have been just a little careless, could you, Griffiths, in the handling of the boat and upset it yourself, say? He drew near and leered.

No, sir, I wasnt careless. It was an accident that I couldnt avoid. Clyde was quite cool, though pale and tired.

An accident. Like that other accident out there in Kansas City, for instance. Youre rather familiar with accidents of that kind, arent you, Griffiths? queried Mason sneeringly and slowly.

Ive explained how that happened, replied Clyde nervously.

Youre rather familiar with accidents that result in death to girls, arent you? Do you always run away when one of them dies?

Object, yelled Belknap, leaping to his feet.

Objection sustained, called Oberwaltzer sharply. There is nothing before this court concerning any other accident. The prosecution will confine itself more closely to the case in hand.

Griffiths, went on Mason, pleased with the way he had made a return to Jephson for his apology for the Kansas City accident, when that boat upset after that accidental blow of yours and you and Miss Alden fell into the water  how far apart were you?

Well, I didnt notice just then.

Pretty close, werent you? Not much more than a foot or two, surely  the way you stood there in the boat?

Well, I didnt notice. Maybe that, yes, sir.

Close enough to have grabbed her and hung on to her if you had wanted to, werent you? Thats what you jumped up for, wasnt it, when she started to fall out?

Yes, thats what I jumped up for, replied Clyde heavily, but I wasnt close enough to grab her. I know I went right under, and when I came up she was some little distance away.

Well, how far exactly? As far as from here to this end of the jury box or that end, or half way, or what?

Well, I say I didnt notice, quite. About as far from here to that end, I guess, he lied, stretching the distance by at least eight feet.

Not really! exclaimed Mason, pretending to evince astonishment. This boat here turns over, you both fall in the water close together, and when you come up you and she are nearly twenty feet apart. Dont you think your memory is getting a little the best of you there?

Well, thats the way it looked to me when I came up.

Well, now, after that boat turned over and you both came up, where were you in relation to it? Here is the boat now and where were you out there in the audience, as to distance, I mean?

Well, as I say, I didnt exactly notice when I first came up, returned Clyde, looking nervously and dubiously at the space before him. Most certainly a trap was being prepared for him. About as far as from here to that railing beyond your table, I guess.

About thirty to thirty-five feet then, suggested Mason, slyly and hopefully.

Yes, sir. About that maybe. I couldnt be quite sure.

And now with you over there and the boat here, where was Miss Alden at that time?

And Clyde now sensed that Mason must have some geometric or mathematic scheme in mind whereby he proposed to establish his guilt. And at once he was on his guard, and looking in the direction of Jephson. At the same time he could not see how he was to put Roberta too far away either. He had said she couldnt swim. Wouldnt she be nearer the boat than he was? Most certainly. He leaped foolishly  wildly  at the thought that it might be best to say that she was about half that distance  not more, very likely. And said so. And at once Mason proceeded with:

Well, then she was not more than fifteen feet or so from you or the boat.

No, sir, maybe not. I guess not.

Well then, do you mean to say that you couldnt have swum that little distance and buoyed her up until you could reach the boat just fifteen feet beyond her?

Well, as I say, I was a little dazed when I came up and she was striking about and screaming so.

But there was that boat  not more than thirty-five feet away, according to your own story  and a mighty long way for a boat to move in that time, Ill say. And do you mean to say that when you could swim five hundred feet to shore afterwards that you couldnt have swum to that boat and pushed it to her in time for her to save herself? She was struggling to keep herself up, wasnt she?

Yes, sir. But I was rattled at first, pleaded Clyde, gloomily, conscious of the eyes of all the jurors and all the spectators fixed upon his face, and...and... (because of the general strain of the suspicion and incredulity now focused as a great force upon him, his nerve was all but failing him, and he was hesitating and stumbling)...I didnt think quite quick enough I guess, what to do. Besides I was afraid if I went near her...

I know. A mental and moral coward, sneered Mason. Besides very slow to think when its to your advantage to be slow and swift when its to your advantage to be swift. Is that it?

No, sir.

Well, then, if it isnt, just tell me this, Griffiths, why was it, after you got out of the water a few moments later you had sufficient presence of mind to stop and bury that tripod before starting through the woods, whereas, when it came to rescuing her you got rattled and couldnt do a thing? How was it that you could get so calm and calculating the moment you set your foot on land? What can you say to that?

Well...a...I told you that afterwards I realized that there was nothing else to do.

Yes, we know all about that. But doesnt it occur to you that it takes a pretty cool head after so much panic in the water to stop at a moment like that and take such a precaution as that  burying that tripod? How was it that you could think so well of that and not think anything about the boat a few moments before?

Well...but...

You didnt want her to live, in spite of your alleged change of heart! Isnt that it? yelled Mason. Isnt that the black, sad truth? She was drowning, as you wanted her to drown, and you just let her drown! Isnt that so?

He was fairly trembling as he shouted this, and Clyde, the actual boat before him and Robertas eyes and cries as she sank coming back to him with all their pathetic and horrible force, now shrank and cowered in his seat  the closeness of Masons interpretation of what had really happened terrifying him. For never, even to Jephson and Belknap, had he admitted that when Roberta was in the water he had not wished to save her. Changelessly and secretively he insisted he had wanted to but that it had all happened so quickly, and he was so dazed and frightened by her cries and movements, that he had not been able to do anything before she was gone.

I...I wanted to save her, he mumbled, his face quite gray, but...but...as I said, I was dazed...and...and...

Dont you know that youre lying! shouted Mason, leaning still closer, his stout arms aloft, his disfigured face glowering and scowling like some avenging nemesis or fury of gargoyle design that you deliberately and with cold-hearted cunning allowed that poor, tortured girl to die there when you might have rescued her as easily as you could have swum fifty of those five hundred feet you did swim in order to save yourself? For by now he was convinced that he knew just how Clyde had actually slain Roberta, something in his manner and mood convincing him, and he was determined to drag it out of him if he could. And although Belknap was instantly on his feet with a protest that his client was being unfairly prejudiced in the eyes of the jury and that he was really entitled to  and now demanded  a mistrial  which complaint Justice Oberwaltzer eventually overruled  still Clyde had time to reply, but most meekly and feebly: No! No! I didnt. I wanted to save her if I could. Yet his whole manner, as each and every juror noted, was that of one who was not really telling the truth, who was really all of the mental and moral coward that Belknap had insisted he was  but worse yet, really guilty of Robertas death. For after all, asked each juror of himself as he listened, why couldnt he have saved her if he was strong enough to swim to shore afterwards  or at least have swum to and secured the boat and helped her to take hold of it?

She only weighed a hundred pounds, didnt she? went on Mason feverishly.

Yes, I think so.

And you  what did you weigh at the time?

About a hundred and forty, replied Clyde.

And a hundred and forty pound man, sneered Mason, turning to the jury, is afraid to go near a weak, sick, hundred-pound little girl who is drowning, for fear she will cling to him and drag him under! And a perfectly good boat, strong enough to hold three or four up, within fifteen or twenty feet! Hows that?

And to emphasize it and let it sink in, he now paused, and took from his pocket a large white handkerchief, and after wiping his neck and face and wrists  since they were quite damp from his emotional and physical efforts  turned to Burton Burleigh and called: You might as well have this boat taken out of here, Burton. Were not going to need it for a little while anyhow. And forthwith the four deputies carried it out.

And then, having recovered his poise, he once more turned to Clyde and began with: Griffiths, you knew the color and feel of Roberta Aldens hair pretty well, didnt you? You were intimate enough with her, werent you?

I know the color of it or I think I do, replied Clyde wincing  an anguished chill at the thought of it affecting him almost observably.

And the feel of it, too, didnt you? persisted Mason. In those very loving days of yours before Miss X came along  you must have touched it often enough.

I dont know whether I did or not, replied Clyde, catching a glance from Jephson.

Well, roughly. You must know whether it was coarse or fine  silky or coarse. You know that, dont you?

It was silky, yes.

Well, heres a lock of it, he now added more to torture Clyde than anything else  to wear him down nervously  and going to his table where was an envelope and from it extracting a long lock of light brown hair. Dont that look like her hair? And now he shoved it forward at Clyde who shocked and troubled withdrew from it as from some unclean or dangerous thing  yet a moment after sought to recover himself  the watchful eyes of the jury having noted all. Oh, dont be afraid, persisted Mason, sardonically. Its only your dead loves hair.

And shocked by the comment  and noting the curious eyes of the jury, Clyde took it in his hand. That looks and feels like her hair, doesnt it? went on Mason.

Well, it looks like it anyhow, returned Clyde shakily.

And now here, continued Mason, stepping quickly to the table and returning with the camera in which between the lid and the taking mechanism were caught the two threads of Robertas hair put there by Burleigh, and then holding it out to him. Just take this camera. Its yours even though you did swear that it wasnt  and look at those two hairs there. See them? And he poked the camera at Clyde as though he might strike him with it. They were caught in there  presumably  at the time you struck her so lightly that it made all those wounds on her face. Cant you tell the jury whether those hairs are hers or not?

I cant say, replied Clyde most weakly.

Whats that? Speak up. Dont be so much of a moral and mental coward. Are they or are they not?

I cant say, repeated Clyde  but not even looking at them.

Look at them. Look at them. Compare them with these others. We know these are hers. And you know that these in this camera are, dont you? Dont be so squeamish. Youve often touched her hair in real life. Shes dead. They wont bite you. Are these two hairs  or are they not  the same as these other hairs here  which we know are hers  the same color  same feel  all? Look! Answer! Are they or are they not?

But Clyde, under such pressure and in spite of Belknap, being compelled to look and then feel them too. Yet cautiously replying, I wouldnt be able to say. They look and feel a little alike, but I cant tell.

Oh, cant you? And even when you know that when you struck her that brutal vicious blow with that camera  these two hairs caught there and held.

But I didnt strike her any vicious blow, insisted Clyde, now observing Jephson and I cant say. He was saying to himself that he would not allow himself to be bullied in this way by this man  yet, at the same time, feeling very weak and sick. And Mason, triumphant because of the psychologic effect, if nothing more, returning the camera and lock to the table and remarking, Well, its been amply testified to that those two hairs were in that camera when found in the water. And you yourself swear that it was last in your hands before it reached the water.

He turned to think of something else  some new point with which to rack Clyde and now began once more:

Griffiths, in regard to that trip south through the woods, what time was it when you got to Three Mile Bay?

About four in the morning, I think  just before dawn.

And what did you do between then and the time that boat down there left?

Oh, I walked around.

In Three Mile Bay?

No, sir  just outside of it.

In the woods, I suppose, waiting for the town to wake up so you wouldnt look so much out of place. Was that it?

Well, I waited until after the sun came up. Besides I was tired and I sat down and rested for a while.

Did you sleep well and did you have pleasant dreams?

I was tired and I slept a little  yes.

And how was it you knew so much about the boat and the time and all about Three Mile Bay? Hadnt you familiarized yourself with this data beforehand?

Well, everybody knows about the boat from Sharon to Three Mile Bay around there.

Oh, do they? Any other reason?

Well, in looking for a place to get married, both of us saw it, returned Clyde, shrewdly, but we didnt see that any train went to it. Only to Sharon.

But you did notice that it was south of Big Bittern?

Why, yes  I guess I did, replied Clyde.

And that that road west of Gun Lodge led south toward it around the lower edge of Big Bittern?

Well, I noticed after I got up there that there was a road of some kind or a trail anyhow  but I didnt think of it as a regular road.

I see. How was it then that when you met those three men in the woods you were able to ask them how far it was to Three Mile Bay?

I didnt ask em that, replied Clyde, as he had been instructed by Jephson to say. I asked em if they knew any road to Three Mile Bay, and how far it was. I didnt know whether that was the road or not.

Well, that wasnt how they testified here.

Well, I dont care what they testified to, thats what I asked em just the same.

It seems to me that according to you all the witnesses are liars and you are the only truthful one in the bunch...Isnt that it? But, when you reached Three Mile Bay, did you stop to eat? You must have been hungry, werent you?

No, I wasnt hungry, replied Clyde, simply.

You wanted to get away from that place as quickly as possible, wasnt that it? You were afraid that those three men might go up to Big Bittern and having heard about Miss Alden, tell about having seen you  wasnt that it?

No, that wasnt it. But I didnt want to stay around there. Ive said why.

I see. But after you got down to Sharon where you felt a little more safe  a little further away, you didnt lose any time in eating, did you? It tasted pretty good all right down there, didnt it?

Oh, I dont know about that. I had a cup of coffee and a sandwich.

And a piece of pie, too, as weve already proved here, added Mason. And after that you joined the crowd coming up from the depot as though you had just come up from Albany, as you afterwards told everybody. Wasnt that it?

Yes, that was it.

Well, now for a really innocent man who only so recently experienced a kindly change of heart, dont you think you were taking an awful lot of precaution? Hiding away like that and waiting in the dark and pretending that you had just come up from Albany.

Ive explained all that, persisted Clyde.

Masons next tack was to hold Clyde up to shame for having been willing, in the face of all she had done for him, to register Roberta in three different hotel registers as the unhallowed consort of presumably three different men in three different days.

Why didnt you take separate rooms?

Well, she didnt want it that way. She wanted to be with me. Besides I didnt have any too much money.

Even so, how could you have so little respect for her there, and then be so deeply concerned about her reputation after she was dead that you had to run away and keep the secret of her death all to yourself, in order, as you say, to protect her name and reputation?

Your Honor, interjected Belknap, this isnt a question. Its an oration.

I withdraw the question, countered Mason, and then went on. Do you admit, by the way, that you are a mental and moral coward, Griffiths  do you?

No, sir. I dont.

You do not?

No, sir.

Then when you lie, and swear to it, you are just the same as any other person who is not a mental and moral coward, and deserving of all the contempt and punishment due a person who is a perjurer and a false witness. Is that correct?

Yes, sir. I suppose so.

Well, if you are not a mental and moral coward, how can you justify your leaving that girl in that lake  after as you say you accidentally struck her and when you knew how her parents would soon be suffering because of her loss  and not say one word to anybody  just walk off  and hide the tripod and your suit and sneak away like an ordinary murderer? Wouldnt you think that that was the conduct of a man who had plotted and executed murder and was trying to get away with it  if you had heard of it about some one else? Or would you think it was just the sly, crooked trick of a man who was only a mental and moral coward and who was trying to get away from the blame for the accidental death of a girl whom he had seduced and news of which might interfere with his prosperity? Which?

Well, I didnt kill her, just the same, insisted Clyde.

Answer the question! thundered Mason.

I ask the court to instruct the witness that he need not answer such a question, put in Jephson, rising and fixing first Clyde and then Oberwaltzer with his eye. It is purely an argumentative one and has no real bearing on the facts in this case.

I so instruct, replied Oberwaltzer. The witness need not answer. Whereupon Clyde merely stared, greatly heartened by this unexpected aid.

Well, to go on, proceeded Mason, now more nettled and annoyed than ever by this watchful effort on the part of Belknap and Jephson to break the force and significance of his each and every attack, and all the more determined not to be outdone you say you didnt intend to marry her if you could help it, before you went up there?

Yes, sir.

That she wanted you to but you hadnt made up your mind?

Yes.

Well, do you recall the cook-book and the salt and pepper shakers and the spoons and knives and so on that she put in her bag?

Yes, sir. I do.

What do you suppose she had in mind when she left Biltz  with those things in her trunk  that she was going out to live in some hall bedroom somewhere, unmarried, while you came to see her once a week or once a month?

Before Belknap could object, Clyde shot back the proper answer.

I cant say what she had in her mind about that.

You couldnt possibly have told her over the telephone there at Biltz, for instance  after she wrote you that if you didnt come for her she was coming to Lycurgus  that you would marry her?

No, sir  I didnt.

You werent mental and moral coward enough to be bullied into anything like that, were you?

I never said I was a mental and moral coward.

But you werent to be bullied by a girl you had seduced?

Well, I couldnt feel then that I ought to marry her.

You didnt think shed make as good a match as Miss X?

I didnt think I ought to marry her if I didnt love her any more.

Not even to save her honor  and your own decency?

Well, I didnt think we could be happy together then.

That was before your great change of heart, I suppose.

It was before we went to Utica, yes.

And while you were still so enraptured with Miss X?

I was in love with Miss X  yes.

Do you recall, in one of those letters to you that you never answered (and here Mason proceeded to take up and read from one of the first seven letters), her writing this to you; I feel upset and uncertain about everything although I try not to feel so  now that we have our plan and you are going to come for me as you said. Now just what was she referring to there when she wrote now that we have our plan?

I dont know unless it was that I was coming to get her and take her away somewhere temporarily.

Not to marry her, of course.

No, I hadnt said so.

But right after that in this same letter she says: On the way up, instead of coming straight home, I decided to stop at Homer to see my sister and brother-in-law, since I am not sure now when Ill see them again, and I want so much that they shall see me respectable or never at all any more. Now just what do you suppose, she meant by that word respectable? Living somewhere in secret and unmarried and having a child while you sent her a little money, and then coming back maybe and posing as single and innocent or married and her husband dead  or what? Dont you suppose she saw herself married to you, for a time at least, and the child given a name? That plan she mentions couldnt have contemplated anything less than that, could it?

Well, maybe as she saw it it couldnt, evaded Clyde. But I never said I would marry her.

Well, well  well let that rest a minute, went on Mason doggedly. But now take this, and here he began reading from the tenth letter: It wont make any difference to you about your coming a few days sooner than you intended, will it, dear? Even if we have got to get along on a little less, I know we can, for the time I will be with you anyhow, probably no more than six or eight months at the most. I agreed to let you go by then, you know, if you want to. I can be very saving and economical. It cant be any other way now, Clyde, although for your own sake I wish it could. What do you suppose all that means saving and economical  and not letting you go until after eight months? Living in a hall bedroom and you coming to see her once a week? Or hadnt you really agreed to go away with her and marry her, as she seems to think here?

I dont know unless she thought she could make me, maybe, replied Clyde, the while various backwoodsmen and farmers and jurors actually sniffed and sneered, so infuriated were they by the phrase make me which Clyde had scarcely noticed. I never agreed to.

Unless she could make you. So that was the way you felt about it, was it, Griffiths?

Yes, sir.

Youd swear to that as quick as you would to anything else?

Well, I have sworn to it.

And Mason as well as Belknap and Jephson and Clyde himself now felt the strong public contempt and rage that the majority of those present had for him from the start  now surging and shaking all. It filled the room. Yet before him were all the hours Mason needed in which he could pick and choose at random from the mass of testimony as to just what he would quiz and bedevil and torture Clyde with next. And so now, looking over his notes  arranged fan-wise on the table by Earl Newcomb for his convenience  he now began once more with:

Griffiths, in your testimony here yesterday, through which you were being led by your counsel, Mr. Jephson (at this Jephson bowed sardonically), you talked about that change of heart that you experienced after you encountered Roberta Alden once more at Fonda and Utica back there in July  just as you were starting on this death trip.

Clydes yes, sir, came before Belknap could object, but the latter managed to have death trip changed to trip.

Before going up there with her you hadnt been liking her as much as you might have. Wasnt that the way of it?

Not as much as I had at one time  no, sir.

And just how long  from when to when  was the time in which you really did like her, before you began to dislike her, I mean?

Well, from the time I first met her until I met Miss X.

But not afterwards?

Oh, I cant say not entirely afterwards. I cared for her some  a good deal, I guess  but still not as much as I had. I felt more sorry for her than anything else, I suppose.

And now, lets see  that was between December first last say, and last April or May  or wasnt it?

About that time, I think  yes, sir.

Well, during that time  December first to April or May first you were intimate with her, werent you?

Yes, sir.

Even though you werent caring for her so much.

Why  yes, sir, replied Clyde, hesitating slightly, while the rurals jerked and craned at this introduction of the sex crime.

And yet at nights, and in spite of the fact that she was alone over there in her little room  as faithful to you, as you yourself have testified, as any one could be  you went off to dances, parties, dinners, and automobile rides, while she sat there.

Oh, but I wasnt off all the time.

Oh, werent you? But you heard the testimony of Tracy and Jill Trumbull, and Frederick Sells, and Frank Harriet, and Burchard Taylor, on this particular point, didnt you?

Yes, sir.

Well, were they all liars, or were they telling the truth?

Well, they were telling the truth as near as they could remember, I suppose.

But they couldnt remember very well  is that it?

Well, I wasnt off all the time. Maybe I was gone two or three times a week  maybe four sometimes  not more.

And the rest you gave to Miss Alden?

Yes, sir.

Is that what she meant in this letter here? And here he took up another letter from the pile of Robertas letters, and opening it and holding it before him, read: Night after night, almost every night after that dreadful Christmas day when you left me, I was alone nearly always. Is she lying, or isnt she? snapped Mason fiercely, and Clyde, sensing the danger of accusing Roberta of lying here, weakly and shamefacedly replied: No, she isnt lying. But I did spend some evenings with her just the same.

And yet you heard Mrs. Gilpin and her husband testify here that night after night from December first on Miss Alden was mostly always alone in her room and that they felt sorry for her and thought it so unnatural and tried to get her to join them, but she wouldnt. You heard them testify to that, didnt you?

Yes, sir.

And yet you insist that you were with her some?

Yes, sir.

Yet at the same time loving and seeking the company of Miss X?

Yes, sir.

And trying to get her to marry you?

I wanted her to  yes, sir.

Yet continuing relations with Miss Alden when your other interests left you any time.

Well...yes, sir, once more hesitated Clyde, enormously troubled by the shabby picture of his character which these disclosures seemed to conjure, yet somehow feeling that he was not as bad, or at least had not intended to be, as all this made him appear. Other people did things like that too, didnt they  those young men in Lycurgus society  or they had talked as though they did.

Well, dont you think your learned counsel found a very mild term for you when they described you as a mental and moral coward? sneered Mason  and at the same time from the rear of the long narrow courtroom, a profound silence seeming to precede, accompany and follow it,  yet not without an immediate roar of protest from Belknap, came the solemn, vengeful voice of an irate woodsman: Why dont they kill the God-damned bastard and be done with him?  And at once Oberwaltzer gaveling for order and ordering the arrest of the offender at the same time that he ordered all those not seated driven from the courtroom  which was done. And then the offender arrested and ordered arraigned on the following morning. And after that, silence, with Mason once more resuming:

Griffiths, you say when you left Lycurgus you had no intention of marrying Roberta Alden unless you could not arrange in any other way.

Yes, sir. That was my intention at that time.

And accordingly you were fairly certain of coming back?

Yes, sir  I thought I was.

Then why did you pack everything in your room in your trunk and lock it?

Well...well...that is, hesitated Clyde, the charge coming so quickly and so entirely apart from what had just been spoken of before that he had scarcely time to collect his wits well, you see  I wasnt absolutely sure. I didnt know but what I might have to go whether I wanted to or not.

I see. And so if you had decided up there unexpectedly as you did (and here Mason smirked on him as much as to say  you think any one believes that?) you wouldnt have had time to come back and decently pack your things and depart?

Well, no, sir  that wasnt the reason either.

Well then, what was the reason?

Well, you see, and here for lack of previous thought on this subject as well as lack of wit to grasp the essentiality of a suitable and plausible answer quickly, Clyde hesitated  as every one  first and foremost Belknap and Jephson  noted  and then went on: Well, you see  if I had to go away, even for a short time as I thought I might, I decided that I might need whatever I had in a hurry.

I see. Youre quite sure it wasnt that in case the police discovered who Clifford Golden or Carl Graham were, that you might wish to leave quickly?

No, sir. It wasnt.

And so you didnt tell Mrs. Peyton you were giving up the room either, did you?

No, sir.

In your testimony the other day you said something about not having money enough to go up there and take Miss Alden away on any temporary marriage scheme  even one that would last so long as six months.

Yes, sir.

When you left Lycurgus to start on the trip, how much did you have?

About fifty dollars.

About fifty? Dont you know exactly how much you had?

I had fifty dollars  yes, sir.

And while you were in Utica and Grass Lake and getting down to Sharon afterwards, how much did you spend?

I spent about twenty dollars on the trip, I think.

Dont you know?

Not exactly  no, sir  somewhere around twenty dollars, though.

Well, now lets see about that exactly if we can, went on Mason, and here, once more, Clyde began to sense a trap and grew nervous  for there was all that money given him by Sondra and some of which he had spent, too. How much was your fare from Fonda to Utica for yourself?

A dollar and a quarter.

And what did you have to pay for your room at the hotel at Utica for you and Roberta?

That was four dollars.

And of course you had dinner that night and breakfast the next morning, which cost you how much?

It was about three dollars for both meals.

Was that all you spent in Utica? Mason was taking a side glance occasionally at a slip of paper on which he had figures and notes, but which Clyde had not noticed.

Yes, sir.

How about the straw hat that it has been proved you purchased while there?

Oh, yes, sir, I forgot about that, said Clyde, nervously. That was two dollars  yes, sir. He realized that he must be more careful.

And your fares to Grass Lake were, of course, five dollars. Is that right?

Yes, sir.

Then you hired a boat at Grass Lake. How much was that?

That was thirty-five cents an hour.

And you had it how long?

Three hours.

Making one dollar and five cents.

Yes, sir.

And then that night at the hotel, they charged you how much? Five dollars, wasnt it?

Yes, sir.

And then didnt you buy that lunch that you carried out in that lake with you up there?

Yes, sir. I think that was about sixty cents.

And how much did it cost you to get to Big Bittern?

It was a dollar on the train to Gun Lodge and a dollar on the bus for the two of us to Big Bittern.

You know these figures pretty well, I see. Naturally, you would. You didnt have much money and it was important. And how much was your fare from Three Mile Bay to Sharon afterwards?

My fare was seventy-five cents.

Did you ever stop to figure this all up exactly?

No, sir.

Well, will you?

Well, you know how much it is, dont you?

Yes, sir, I do. It was twenty-four dollars and sixty-five cents. You said you spent twenty dollars. But here is a discrepancy of four dollars and sixty-five cents. How do you account for it?

Well, I suppose I didnt figure just exactly right, said Clyde, irritated by the accuracy of figures such as these.

But now Mason slyly and softly inquiring: Oh, yes, Griffiths, I forgot, how much was the boat you hired at Big Bittern? He was eager to hear what Clyde would have to say as to this, seeing that he had worked hard and long on this pitfall.

Oh  ah  ah  that is, began Clyde, hesitatingly, for at Big Bittern, as he now recalled, he had not even troubled to inquire the cost of the boat, feeling as he did at the time that neither he nor Roberta were coming back. But now here and in this way it was coming up for the first time. And Mason, realizing that he had caught him here, quickly interpolated a Yes? to which Clyde replied, but merely guessing at that: Why, thirty-five cents an hour  just the same as at Grass Lake  so the boatman said.

But he had spoken too quickly. And he did not know that in reserve was the boatman who was still to testify that he had not stopped to ask the price of the boat. And Mason continued:

Oh, it was, was it? The boatman told you that, did he?

Yes, sir.

Well now, dont you recall that you never asked the boatman at all? It was not thirty-five cents an hour, but fifty cents. But of course you do not know that because you were in such a hurry to get out on the water and you did not expect to have to come back and pay for it anyway. So you never even asked, you see. Do you see? Do you recall that now? And here Mason produced a bill that he had gotten from the boatman and waved it in front of Clyde. It was fifty cents an hour, he repeated. They charge more than at Grass Lake. But what I want to know is, if you are so familiar with these other figures, as you have just shown that you are, how comes it that you are not familiar with this figure? Didnt you think of the expense of taking her out in a boat and keeping the boat from noon until night? The attack came so swiftly and bitterly that at once Clyde was confused. He twisted and turned, swallowed and looked nervously at the floor, ashamed to look at Jephson who had somehow failed to coach him as to this.

Well, bawled Mason, any explanation to make as to that? Doesnt it strike even you as strange that you can remember every other item of all your expenditures  but not that item? And now each juror was once more tense and leaning forward. And Clyde noting their interest and curiosity, and most likely suspicion, now returned:

Well, I dont know just how I came to forget that.

Oh, no, of course you dont, snorted Mason. A man who is planning to kill a girl on a lone lake has a lot of things to think of, and it isnt any wonder if you forget a few of them. But you didnt forget to ask the purser the fare to Sharon, once you got to Three Mile Bay, did you?

I dont remember if I did or not.

Well, he remembers. He testified to it here. You bothered to ask the price of the room at Grass Lake. You asked the price of the boat there. You even asked the price of the bus fare to Big Bittern. What a pity you couldnt think to ask the price of the boat at Big Bittern? You wouldnt be so nervous about it now, would you? and here Mason looked at the jurors as much as to say: You see!

I just didnt think of it, I guess, repeated Clyde.

A very satisfactory explanation, Im sure, went on Mason, sarcastically. And then as swiftly as possible: I dont suppose you happen to recall an item of thirteen dollars and twenty cents paid for a lunch at the Casino on July ninth  the day after Roberta Aldens death  do you or do you not? Mason was dramatic, persistent, swift  scarcely giving him time to think or breathe, as he saw it.

At this Clyde almost jumped, so startled was he by this question and charge, for he did not know that they had found out about the lunch. And do you remember, too, went on Mason, that over eighty dollars was found on you when you were arrested?

Yes, I remember it now, he replied.

As for the eighty dollars he had forgotten. Yet now he said nothing, for he could not think what to say.

How about that? went on Mason, doggedly and savagely. If you only had fifty dollars when you left Lycurgus and over eighty dollars when you were arrested, and you spent twenty-four dollars and sixty-five cents plus thirteen for a lunch, where did you get that extra money from?

Well, I cant answer that just now, replied Clyde, sullenly, for he felt cornered and hurt. That was Sondras money and nothing would drag out of him where he had gotten it.

Why cant you answer it? roared Mason. Where do you think you are, anyhow? And what do you think we are here for? To say what you will or will not answer? You are on trial for your life  dont forget that! You cant play fast and loose with law, however much you may have lied to me. You are here before these twelve men and they are waiting to know. Now, what about it? Where did you get that money?

I borrowed it from a friend.

Well, give his name. What friend?

I dont care to

Oh, you dont! Well, youre lying about the amount of money you had when you left Lycurgus  thats plain. And under oath, too. Dont forget that! That sacred oath that you respect so much. Isnt that true?

No, it isnt, finally observed Clyde, stung to reason by this charge. I borrowed that money after I got to Twelfth Lake.

And from whom?

Well, I cant say.

Which makes the statement worthless, retorted Mason.

Clyde was beginning to show a disposition to balk. He had been sinking his voice and each time Mason commanded him to speak up and turn around so the jury could see his face, he had done so, only feeling more and more resentful toward this man who was thus trying to drag out of him every secret he possessed. He had touched on Sondra, and she was still too near his heart to reveal anything that would reflect on her. So now he sat staring down at the jurors somewhat defiantly, when Mason picked up some pictures.

Remember these? he now asked Clyde, showing him some of the dim and water-marked reproductions of Roberta besides some views of Clyde and some others  none of them containing the face of Sondra  which were made at the Cranstons on his first visit, as well as four others made at Bear Lake later, and with one of them showing him holding a banjo, his fingers in position. Recall where these were made? asked Mason, showing him the reproduction of Roberta first.

Yes, I do.

Where was it?

On the south shore of Big Bittern the day we were there. He knew that they were in the camera and had told Belknap and Jephson about them, yet now he was not a little surprised to think that they had been able to develop them.

Griffiths, went on Mason, your lawyers didnt tell you that they fished and fished for that camera you swore you didnt have with you before they found that I had it, did they?

They never said anything to me about it, replied Clyde.

Well, thats too bad. I could have saved them a lot of trouble. Well, these were the photos that were found in that camera and that were made just after that change of heart you experienced, you remember?

I remember when they were made, replied Clyde, sullenly.

Well, they were made before you two went out in that boat for the last time  before you finally told her whatever it was you wanted to tell her  before she was murdered out there  at a time when, as you have testified, she was very sad.

No, that was the day before, defied Clyde.

Oh, I see. Well, anyhow, these pictures look a little cheerful for one who was as depressed as you say she was.

Well  but  she wasnt nearly as depressed then as she was the day before, flashed Clyde, for this was the truth and he remembered it.

I see. But just the same, look at these other pictures. These three here, for instance. Where were they made?

At the Cranston Lodge on Twelfth Lake, I think.

Right. And that was June eighteenth or nineteenth, wasnt it?

On the nineteenth, I think.

Well, now, do you recall a letter Roberta wrote you on the nineteenth?

No, sir.

You dont recall any particular one?

No, sir.

But they were all very sad, you have said.

Yes, sir  they were.

Well, this is that letter written at the time these pictures were made. He turned to the jury.

I would like the jury to look at these pictures and then listen to just one passage from this letter written by Miss Alden to this defendant on the same day. He has admitted that he was refusing to write or telephone her, although he was sorry for her, he said, turning to the jury. And here he opened a letter and read a long sad plea from Roberta. And now here are four more pictures, Griffiths. And he handed Clyde the four made at Bear Lake. Very cheerful, dont you think? Not much like pictures of a man who has just experienced a great change of heart after a most terrific period of doubt and worry and evil conduct  and has just seen the woman whom he had most cruelly wronged, but whom he now proposed to do right by, suddenly drowned. They look as though you hadnt a care in the world, dont they?

Well, they were just group pictures. I couldnt very well keep out of them.

But this one in the water here. Didnt it trouble you the least bit to go in the water the second or third day after Roberta Alden had sunk to the bottom of Big Bittern, and especially when you had experienced such an inspiring change of heart in regard to her?

I didnt want any one to know I had been up there with her.

We know all about that. But how about this banjo picture here. Look at this! And he held it out. Very gay, isnt it? he snarled. And now Clyde, dubious and frightened, replied:

But I wasnt enjoying myself just the same!

Not when you were playing the banjo here? Not when you were playing golf and tennis with your friends the very next day after her death? Not when you were buying and eating thirteen-dollar lunches? Not when you were with Miss X again, and where you yourself testified that you preferred to be?

Masons manner was snarling, punitive, sinister, bitterly sarcastic.

Well, not just then, anyhow  no, sir.

What do you mean not just then? Werent you where you wanted to be?

Well, in one way I was  certainly, replied Clyde, thinking of what Sondra would think when she read this, as unquestionably she would. Quite everything of all this was being published in the papers every day. He could not deny that he was with her and that he wanted to be with her. At the same time he had not been happy. How miserably unhappy he had been, enmeshed in that shameful and brutal plot! But now he must explain in some way so that Sondra, when she should read it, and this jury, would understand. And so now he added, while he swallowed with his dry throat and licked his lips with his dry tongue: But I was sorry about Miss Alden just the same. I couldnt be happy then  I couldnt be. I was just trying to make people think that I hadnt had anything to do with her going up there  thats all. I couldnt see that there was any better way to do. I didnt want to be arrested for what I hadnt done.

Dont you know that is false! Dont you know you are lying! shouted Mason, as though to the whole world, and the fire and the fury of his unbelief and contempt was sufficient to convince the jury, as well as the spectators, that Clyde was the most unmitigated of liars. You heard the testimony of Rufus Martin, the second cook up there at Bear Lake?

Yes, sir.

You heard him swear that he saw you and Miss X at a certain point overlooking Bear Lake and that she was in your arms and that you were kissing her. Was that true?

Yes, sir.

And that exactly four days after you had left Roberta Alden under the waters of Big Bittern. Were you afraid of being arrested then?

Yes, sir.

Even when you were kissing her and holding her in your arms?

Yes, sir, replied Clyde drearily and hopelessly.

Well, of all things! bawled Mason. Could you imagine such stuff being whimpered before a jury, if you hadnt heard it with your own ears? Do you really sit there and swear to this jury that you could bill and coo with one deceived girl in your arms and a second one in a lake a hundred miles away, and yet be miserable because of what you were doing?

Just the same, thats the way it was, replied Clyde.

Excellent! Incomparable, shouted Mason.

And here he wearily and sighfully drew forth his large white handkerchief once more and surveying the courtroom at large proceeded to mop his face as much as to say: Well, this is a task indeed, then continuing with more force than ever:

Griffiths, only yesterday on the witness stand you swore that you personally had no plan to go to Big Bittern when you left Lycurgus.

No, sir, I hadnt.

But when you two got in that room at the Renfrew House in Utica and you saw how tired she looked, it was you that suggested that a vacation of some kind  a little one  something within the range of your joint purses at the time  would be good for her. Wasnt that the way of it?

Yes, sir. That was the way of it, replied Clyde.

But up to that time you hadnt even thought of the Adirondacks specifically.

Well, no sir  no particular lake, that is. I did think we might go to some summer place maybe  theyre mostly lakes around there  but not to any particular one that I knew of.

I see. And after you suggested it, it was she that said that you had better get some folders or maps, wasnt it?

Yes, sir.

And then it was that you went downstairs and got them?

Yes, sir.

At the Renfrew House in Utica?

Yes, sir.

Not anywhere else by any chance?

No, sir.

And afterwards, in looking over those maps, you saw Grass Lake and Big Bittern and decided to go up that way. Was that the way of it?

Yes, we did, lied Clyde, most nervously, wishing now that he had not testified that it was in the Renfrew House that he had secured the folders. There might be some trap here again.

You and Miss Alden?

Yes, sir.

And you picked on Grass Lake as being the best because it was the cheapest. Wasnt that the way of it?

Yes, sir. That was the way.

I see. And now do you remember these? he added, reaching over and taking from his table a series of folders all properly identified as part and parcel of the contents of Clydes bag at Bear Lake at the time he was arrested and which he now placed in Clydes hands. Look them over. Are those the folders I found in your bag at Bear Lake?

Well, they look like the ones I had there.

Are these the ones you found in the rack at the Renfrew House and took upstairs to show Miss Alden?

Not a little terrified by the care with which this matter of folders was now being gone into by Mason, Clyde opened them and turned them over. Even now, because the label of the Lycurgus House (Compliments of Lycurgus House, Lycurgus, N. Y.) was stamped in red very much like the printed red lettering on the rest of the folder, he failed to notice it at first. He turned and turned them over, and then having decided that there was no trap here, replied:

Yes, I think these are the ones.

Well, now, went on Mason, slyly, in which one of these was it that you found that notice of Grass Lake Inn and the rate they charged up there? Wasnt it in this one? And here he returned the identical stamped folder, on one page of which  and the same indicated by Masons left forefinger  was the exact notice to which Clyde had called Robertas attention. Also in the center was a map showing the Indian Chain together with Twelfth, Big Bittern, and Grass Lakes, as well as many others, and at the bottom of this map a road plainly indicated as leading from Grass Lake and Gun Lodge south past the southern end of Big Bittern to Three Mile Bay. Now seeing this after so long a time again, he suddenly decided that it must be his knowledge of this road that Mason was seeking to establish, and a little quivery and creepy now, he replied: Yes, it may be the one. It looks like it. I guess it is, maybe.

Dont you know that it is? insisted Mason, darkly and dourly. Cant you tell from reading that item there whether it is or not?

Well, it looks like it, replied Clyde, evasively after examining the item which had inclined him toward Grass Lake in the first place. I suppose maybe it is.

You suppose! You suppose! Getting a little more cautious now that were getting down to something practical. Well, just look at that map there again and tell me what you see. Tell me if you dont see a road marked as leading south from Grass Lake.

Yes, replied Clyde, a little sullenly and bitterly after a time, so flayed and bruised was he by this man who was so determined to harry him to his grave. He fingered the map and pretended to look as directed, but was seeing only all that he had seen long before there in Lycurgus, so shortly before he departed for Fonda to meet Roberta. And now here it was being used against him.

And where does it run, please? Do you mind telling the jury where it runs  from where to where?

And Clyde, nervous and fearful and physically very much reduced, now replied: Well, it runs from Grass Lake to Three Mile Bay.

And to what or near what other places in between? continued Mason, looking over his shoulder.

Gun Lodge. Thats all.

What about Big Bittern? Doesnt it run near that when it gets to the south of it?

Yes, sir, it does here.

Ever notice or study that map before you went to Grass Lake from Utica? persisted Mason, tensely and, forcefully.

No, sir  I did not.

Never knew the road was on there?

Well, I may have seen it, replied Clyde, but if so I didnt pay any attention to it.

And, of course, by no possible chance could you have seen or studied this folder and that road before you left Utica?

No, sir. I never saw it before.

I see. Youre absolutely positive as to that?

Yes, sir. I am.

Well then, explain to me, or to this jury, if you can, and under your solemn oath which you respect so much, how it comes that this particular folder chances to be marked, Compliments of the Lycurgus House, Lycurgus, N. Y. And here he folded the folder and presenting the back, showed Clyde the thin red stamp in between the other red lettering. And Clyde, noting it, gazed as one in a trance. His ultra-pale face now blanched gray again, his long thin fingers opened and shut, the red and swollen and weary lids of his eyes blinked and blinked to break the strain of the damning fact before him.

I dont know, he said, a little weakly, after a time. It must have been in the Renfrew House rack.

Oh, must it? And if I bring two witnesses here to swear that on July third  three days before you left Lycurgus for Fonda  you were seen by them to enter the Lycurgus House and take four or five folders from the rack there, will you still say that it musta been in the rack at the Renfrew House on July sixth? As he said this, Mason paused and looked triumphantly about as much as to say: There, answer that if you can! and Clyde, shaken and stiff and breathless for the time being was compelled to wait at least fifteen seconds before he was able sufficiently to control his nerves and voice in order to reply: Well, it musta been. I didnt get it in Lycurgus.

Very good. But in the meantime well just let these gentlemen here look at this, and he now turned the folder over to the foreman of the jury, who in turn passed it to the juryman next to him, and so on, the while a distinct whisper and buzz passed over the entire courtroom.

And when they had concluded  and much to the surprise of the audience, which was expecting more and more attacks and exposures, almost without cessation  Mason turned and explained: Thats all. And at once many of the spectators in the room beginning to whisper: Trapped! Trapped! And Justice Oberwaltzer at once announcing that because of the lateness of the hour, and in the face of a number of additional witnesses for the defense, as well as a few in rebuttal for the prosecution, he would prefer it if the work for the day ended here. And both Belknap and Mason gladly agreeing. And Clyde  the doors of the courtroom being stoutly locked until he should be in his cell across the way  being descended upon by Kraut and Sissel and by them led through and down the very door and stairs which for days he had been looking at and pondering about. And once he was gone, Belknap and Jephson looking at each other but not saying anything until once more safely locked in their own office, when Belknap began with: ...not carried off with enough of an air. The best possible defense but not enough courage. It just isnt in him, thats all. And Jephson, flinging himself heavily into a chair, his overcoat and hat still on, and saying: No, thats the real trouble, no doubt. It musta been that he really did kill her. But I suppose we cant give up the ship now. He did almost better than I expected, at that. And Belknap adding: Well, Ill do my final best and damnedest in my summing up, and thats all I can do. And Jephson replying, a little wearily: Thats right, Alvin, its mostly up to you now, Im sorry. But in the meantime, I think Ill go around to the jail and try and hearten im up a bit. It wont do to let him look too winged or lame tomorrow. He has to sit up and make the jury feel that he, himself, feels that he isnt guilty whatever they think. And rising he shoved his hands in the side pockets of his long coat and proceeded through the winters dark and cold of the dreary town to see Clyde.


Chapter 26

The remainder of the trial consisted of the testimony of eleven witnesses  four for Mason and seven for Clyde. One of the latter  a Dr. A. K. Sword, of Rehobeth  chancing to be at Big Bittern on the day that Robertas body was returned to the boat-house, now declared that he had seen and examined it there and that the wounds, as they appeared then, did not seem to him as other than such as might have been delivered by such a blow as Clyde admitted to having struck accidentally, and that unquestionably Miss Alden had been drowned while conscious  and not unconscious, as the state would have the jury believe  a result which led Mason into an inquiry concerning the gentlemans medical history, which, alas, was not as impressive as it might have been. He had been graduated from a second-rate medical school in Oklahoma and had practised in a small town ever since. In addition to him  and entirely apart from the crime with which Clyde was charged  there was Samuel Yearsley, one of the farmers from around Gun Lodge, who, driving over the road which Robertas body had traveled in being removed from Big Bittern to Gun Lodge, now earnestly swore that the road, as he had noticed in driving over it that same morning, was quite rough  making it possible for Belknap, who was examining him, to indicate that this was at least anapproximate cause of the extra-severity of the wounds upon Robertas head and face. This bit of testimony was later contradicted, however, by a rival witness for Mason  the driver for Lutz Brothers, no less, who as earnestly swore that he found no ruts or rough places whatsoever in the road. And again there were Liggett and Whiggam to say that in so far as they had been able to note or determine, Clydes conduct in connection with his technical efforts for Griffiths & Company had been attentive, faithful and valuable. They had seen no official harm in him. And then several other minor witnesses to say that in so far as they had been able to observe his social comings and goings, Clydes conduct was most circumspect, ceremonious and guarded. He had done no ill that they knew of. But, alas, as Mason in cross-examining them was quick to point out, they had never heard of Roberta Alden or her trouble or even of Clydes social relationship with her.

Finally many small and dangerous and difficult points having been bridged or buttressed or fended against as well as each side could, it became Belknaps duty to say his last word for Clyde. And to this he gave an entire day, most carefully, and in the spirit of his opening address, retracing and emphasizing every point which tended to show how almost unconsciously, if not quite innocently, Clyde had fallen into the relationship with Roberta which had ended so disastrously for both. Mental and moral cowardice, as he now reiterated, inflamed or at least operated on by various lacks in Clydes early life, plus new opportunities such as previously had never appeared to be within his grasp, had affected his perhaps too pliable and sensual and impractical and dreamy mind. No doubt he had not been fair to Miss Alden. No question as to that. He had not. But on the other hand  and as had been most clearly shown by the confession which the defense had elicited  he had not proved ultimately so cruel or vile as the prosecution would have the public and this honorable jury believe. Many men were far more cruel in their love life than this young boy had ever dreamed of being, and of course they were not necessarily hung for that. And in passing technically on whether this boy had actually committed the crime charged, it was incumbent upon this jury to see that no generous impulse relating to what this poor girl might have suffered in her love-relations with this youth be permitted to sway them to the belief or decision that for that this youth had committed the crime specifically stated in the indictment. Who among both sexes were not cruel at times in their love life, the one to the other?

And then a long and detailed indictment of the purely circumstantial nature of the evidence  no single person having seen or heard anything of the alleged crime itself, whereas Clyde himself had explained most clearly how he came to find himself in the peculiar situation in which he did find himself. And after that, a brushing aside of the incident of the folder, as well as Clydes not remembering the price of the boat at Big Bittern, his stopping to bury the tripod and his being so near Roberta and not aiding her, as either being mere accidents of chance, or memory, or, in the case of his failing to go to her rescue, of his being dazed, confused, frightened hesitating fatally but not criminally at the one time in his life when he should not have hesitated  a really strong if jesuitical plea which was not without its merits and its weight.

And then Mason, blazing with his conviction that Clyde was a murderer of the coldest and blackest type, and spending an entire day in riddling the spiders tissue of lies and unsupported statements with which the defense was hoping to divert the minds of the jury from the unbroken and unbreakable chain of amply substantiated evidence wherewith the prosecution had proved this bearded man to be the red-handed murderer that he was. And with hours spent in retracing the statements of the various witnesses. And other hours in denouncing Clyde, or re-telling the bitter miseries of Roberta  so much so that the jury, as well as the audience, was once more on the verge of tears. And with Clyde deciding in his own mind as he sat between Belknap and Jephson, that no jury such as this was likely to acquit him in the face of evidence so artfully and movingly recapitulated.

And then Oberwaltzer from his high seat finally instructing the jury: Gentlemen  all evidence is, in a strict sense, more or less circumstantial, whether consisting of facts which permit the inference of guilt or whether given by an eyewitness. The testimony of an eyewitness is, of course, based upon circumstances.

If any of the material facts of the case are at variance with the probability of guilt, it will be the duty of you gentlemen to give the defendant the benefit of the doubt raised.

And it must be remembered that evidence is not to be discredited or decried because it is circumstantial. It may often be more reliable evidence than direct evidence.

Much has been said here concerning motive and its importance in this case, but you are to remember that proof of motive is by no means indispensable or essential to conviction. While a motive may be shown as a circumstance to aid in fixing a crime, yet the people are not required to prove a motive.

If the jury finds that Roberta Alden accidentally or involuntarily fell out of the boat and that the defendant made no attempt to rescue her, that does not make the defendant guilty and the jury must find the defendant not guilty. On the other hand, if the jury finds that the defendant in any way, intentionally, there and then brought about or contributed to that fatal accident, either by a blow or otherwise, it must find the defendant guilty.

While I do not say that you must agree upon your verdict, I would suggest that you ought not, any of you, place your minds in a position which will not yield if after careful deliberation you find you are wrong.

So, Justice Oberwaltzer  solemnly and didactically from his high seat to the jury.

And then, that point having been reached, the jury rising and filing from the room at five in the afternoon. And Clyde immediately thereafter being removed to his cell before the audience proper was allowed to leave the building. There was constant fear on the part of the sheriff that he might be attacked. And after that five long hours in which he waited, walking to and fro, to and fro, in his cell, or pretending to read or rest, the while Kraut or Sissel, tipped by various representatives of the press for information as to how Clyde took it at this time, slyly and silently remained as near as possible to watch.

And in the meantime Justice Oberwaltzer and Mason and Belknap and Jephson, with their attendants and friends, in various rooms of the Bridgeburg Central Hotel, dining and then waiting impatiently, with the aid of a few drinks, for the jury to agree, and wishing and hoping that the verdict would be reached soon, whatever it might be.

And in the meantime the twelve men  farmers, clerks and storekeepers, re-canvassing for their own mental satisfaction the fine points made by Mason and Belknap and Jephson. Yet out of the whole twelve but one man  Samuel Upham, a druggist  (politically opposed to Mason and taken with the personality of Jephson)  sympathizing with Belknap and Jephson. And so pretending that he had doubts as to the completeness of Masons proof until at last after five ballots were taken he was threatened with exposure and the public rage and obloquy which was sure to follow in case the jury was hung. Well fix you. You wont get by with this without the public knowing exactly where you stand. Whereupon, having a satisfactory drug business in North Mansfield, he at once decided that it was best to pocket this opposition to Mason and agree.

Then four hollow knocks on the door leading from the jury room to the courtroom. It was the foreman of the jury, Foster Lund, a dealer in cement, lime and stone. His great fist was knocking. And at that the hundreds who had crowded into the hot stuffy courtroom after dinner though many had not even left  stirred from the half stupor into which they had fallen. Whats that? Whats happened? Is the jury ready to report? Whats the verdict? And men and women and children starting up to draw nearer the excluding rail. And the two deputies on guard before the jury door beginning to call. All right! All right! As soon as the judge comes. And then other deputies hurrying to the prison over the way in order that the sheriff might be notified and Clyde brought over  and to the Bridgeburg Central Hotel to summon Oberwaltzer and all the others. And then Clyde, in a half stupor or daze from sheer loneliness and killing suspense, being manacled to Kraut and led over between Slack, Sissel and others. And Oberwaltzer, Mason, Belknap and Jephson and the entire company of newspaper writers, artists, photographers and others entering and taking the places that they had occupied all these long weeks. And Clyde winking and blinking as he was seated behind Belknap and Jephson now  not with them, for as stoutly manacled as he was to Kraut, he was compelled to sit by him. And then Oberwaltzer on the bench and the clerk in his place, the jury room door being opened and the twelve men filing solemnly in  quaint and varied figures in angular and for the most part much-worn suits of the ready-made variety. And as they did so, seating themselves in the jury box, only to rise again at the command of the clerk, who began: Gentlemen of the jury, have you agreed on a verdict?  yet without one of them glancing in the direction of either Belknap or Jephson or Clyde, which Belknap at once interpreted as fatal.

Its all off, he whispered to Jephson. Against us. I can tell. And then Lund announcing: We have. We find the defendant guilty of murder in the first degree. And Clyde, entirely dazed and yet trying to keep his poise and remain serene, gazing straight before him toward the jury and beyond, and with scarcely a blink of the eye. For had he not, in his cell the night before, been told by Jephson, who had found him deeply depressed, that the verdict in this trial, assuming that it proved to be unfavorable, was of no consequence. The trial from start to finish had been unfair. Prejudice and bias had governed its every step. Such bullying and browbeating and innuendo as Mason had indulged in before the jury would never pass as fair or adequate in any higher court. And a new trial  on appeal  would certainly be granted  although by whom such an appeal was to be conducted he was not now prepared to discuss.

And now, recalling that, Clyde saying to himself that it did not so much matter perhaps, after all. It could not, really  or could it? Yet think what these words meant in case he could not get a new trial! Death! That is what it would mean if this were final  and perhaps it was final. And then to sit in that chair he had seen in his minds eye for so long  these many days and nights when he could not force his mind to drive it away. Here it was again before him  that dreadful, ghastly chair  only closer and larger than ever before  there in the very center of the space between himself and Justice Oberwaltzer. He could see it plainly now  squarish, heavy-armed, heavy-backed, some straps at the top and sides. God! Supposing no one would help him now! Even the Griffiths might not be willing to pay out any more money! Think of that! The Court of Appeals to which Jephson and Belknap had referred might not be willing to help him either. And then these words would be final. They would! They would! God! His jaws moved slightly, then set  because at the moment he became conscious that they were moving. Besides, at that moment Belknap was rising and asking for an individual poll of the jury, while Jephson leaned over and whispered: Dont worry about it. It isnt final. Well get a reversal as sure as anything. Yet as each of the jurors was saying: Yes  Clyde was listening to them, not to Jephson. Why should each one say that with so much emphasis? Was there not one who felt that he might not have done as Mason had said  struck her intentionally? Was there not one who even half-believed in that change of heart which Belknap and Jephson had insisted that he had experienced? He looked at them all  little and big. They were like a blackish-brown group of wooden toys with creamish-brown or old ivory faces and hands. Then he thought of his mother. She would hear of this now, for here were all these newspaper writers and artists and photographers assembled to hear this. And what would the Griffiths  his uncle and Gilbert  think now? And Sondra! Sondra! Not a word from her. And through all this he had been openly testifying, as Belknap and Jcphson had agreed that he must do  to the compelling and directing power of his passion for her  the real reason for all this! But not a word. And she would not send him any word now, of course  she who had been going to marry him and give him everything!

But in the meantime the crowd about him silent although  or perhaps because  intensely satisfied. The little devil hadnt gotten by. He hadnt fooled the twelve sane men of this county with all that bunk about a change of heart. What rot! While Jephson sat and stared, and Belknap, his strong face written all over with contempt and defiance, making his motions. And Mason and Burleigh and Newcomb and Redmond thinly repressing their intense satisfaction behind masks preternaturally severe, the while Belknap continued with a request that the sentence be put off until the following Friday  a week hence, when he could more conveniently attend, but with Justice Oberwaltzer replying that he thought not  unless some good reason could be shown. But on the morrow, if counsel desired, he would listen to an argument. If it were satisfactory he would delay sentence  otherwise, pronounce it the following Monday.

Yet, even so, Clyde was not concerned with this argument at the moment. He was thinking of his mother and what she would think  feel. He had been writing her so regularly, insisting always that he was innocent and that she must not believe all, or even a part, of what she read an the newspapers. He was going to be acquitted sure. He was going to go on the stand and testify for himself. But now...now...oh, he needed her now  so much. Quite every one, as it seemed now, had forsaken him. He was terribly, terribly alone. And he must send her some word quickly. He must. He must. And then asking Jephson for a piece of paper and a pencil, he wrote: Mrs. Asa Griffiths, care of Star of Hope Mission, Denver, Colorado. Dear mother  I am convicted  Clyde. And then handing that to Jephson, he asked him, nervously and weakly, if he would see that it was sent right away. Right away, son, sure, replied Jephson, touched by his looks, and waving to a press boy who was near gave it to him together with the money.

And then, while this was going on, all the public exits being locked until Clyde, accompanied by Sissel and Kraut, had been ushered through the familiar side entrance through which he had hoped to escape. And while all the press and the public and the still-remaining jury gazing, for even yet they had not seen enough of Clyde but must stare into his face to see how he was taking it. And because of the local feeling against him, Justice Oberwaltzer, at Slacks request, holding court un-adjourned until word was brought that Clyde was once more locked in his cell, whereupon the doors were re-opened. And then the crowd surging out but only to wait at the courtroom door in order to glimpse, as he passed out, Mason, who now, of all the figures in this case, was the true hero  the nemesis of Clyde  the avenger of Roberta. That he not appearing at first but instead Jephson and Belknap together, and not so much depressed as solemn, defiant  Jephson in particular, looking unconquerably contemptuous. Then some one calling: Well, you didnt get him off just the same, and Jephson replying, with a shrug of his shoulders, Not yet, but this county isnt all of the law either. Then Mason, immediately afterward  a heavy, baggy overcoat thrown over his shoulder, his worn soft hat pulled low over his eyes  and followed by Burleigh, Heit, Newcomb and others as a royal train  while he walked in the manner of one entirely oblivious of the meaning or compliment of this waiting throng. For was he not now a victor and an elected judge! And as instantly being set upon by a circling, huzzahing mass  the while a score of those nearest sought to seize him by the hand or place a grateful pat upon his arm or shoulder. Hurrah for Orville! Good for you, Judge! (his new or fast-approaching title). By God! Orville Mason, you deserve the thanks of this county! Hy-oh! Heigh! Heigh! Three cheers for Orville Mason! And with that the crowd bursting into three resounding huzzahs  which Clyde in his cell could clearly hear and at the same time sense the meaning of.

They were cheering Mason for convicting him. In that large crowd out there there was not one who did not believe him totally and completely guilty. Roberta  her letters  her determination to make him marry her  her giant fear of exposure  had dragged him down to this. To conviction. To death, maybe. Away from all he had longed for  away from all he had dreamed he might possess. And Sondra! Sondra! Not a word! Not a word! And so now, fearing that Kraut or Sissel or some one might be watching (ready to report even now his every gesture), and not willing to show after all how totally collapsed and despondent he really was, he sat down and taking up a magazine pretended to read, the while he looked far, far beyond it to other scenes  his mother  his brother and sisters  the Griffiths  all he had known. But finding these unsubstantiated mind visions a little too much, he finally got up and throwing off his clothes climbed into his iron cot.

Convicted! Convicted! And that meant that he must die! God! But how blessed to be able to conceal his face upon a pillow and not let any one see  however accurately they might guess!


Chapter 27

The dreary aftermath of a great contest and a great failure, with the general public from coast to coast  in view of this stern local interpretation of the tragedy  firmly convinced that Clyde was guilty and, as heralded by the newspapers everywhere, that he had been properly convicted. The pathos of that poor little murdered country girl! Her sad letters! How she must have suffered! That weak defense! Even the Griffiths of Denver were so shaken by the evidence as the trial had progressed that they scarcely dared read the papers openly  one to the other  but, for the most part, read of it separately and alone, whispering together afterwards of the damning, awful deluge of circumstantial evidence. Yet, after reading Belknaps speech and Clydes own testimony, this little family group that had struggled along together for so long coming to believe in their own son and brother in spite of all they had previously read against him. And because of this  during the trial as well as afterwards  writing him cheerful and hopeful letters, based frequently on letters from him in which he insisted over and over again that he was not guilty. Yet once convicted, and out of the depths of his despair wiring his mother as he did  and the papers confirming it  absolute consternation in the Griffiths family. For was not this proof? Or, was it? All the papers seemed to think so. And they rushed reporters to Mrs. Griffiths, who, together with her little brood, had sought refuge from the unbearable publicity in a remote part of Denver entirely removed from the mission world. A venal moving-van company had revealed her address.

And now this American witness to the rule of God upon earth, sitting in a chair in her shabby, nondescript apartment, hard-pressed for the very means to sustain herself  degraded by the milling forces of life and the fell and brutal blows of chance  yet serene in her trust  and declaring: I cannot think this morning. I seem numb and things look strange to me. My boy found guilty of murder! But I am his mother and I am not convinced of his guilt by any means! He has written me that he is not guilty and I believe him. And to whom should he turn with the truth and for trust if not to me? But there is He who sees all things and who knows.

At the same time there was so much in the long stream of evidence, as well as Clydes first folly in Kansas City, that had caused her to wonder  and fear. Why was he unable to explain that folder? Why couldnt he have gone to the girls aid when he could swim so well? And why did he proceed so swiftly to the mysterious Miss X  whoever she was? Oh, surely, surely, surely, she was not going to be compelled, in spite of all her faith, to believe that her eldest  the most ambitious and hopeful, if restless, of all of her children, was guilty of such a crime! No! She could not doubt him  even now. Under the merciful direction of a living God, was it not evil in a mother to believe evil of a child, however dread his erring ways might seem? In the silence of the different rooms of the mission, before she had been compelled to remove from there because of curious and troublesome visitors, had she not stood many times in the center of one of those miserable rooms while sweeping and dusting, free from the eye of any observer  her head thrown back, her eyes closed, her strong, brown face molded in homely and yet convinced and earnest lines  a figure out of the early Biblical days of her six-thousand-year-old world  and earnestly directing her thoughts to that imaginary throne which she saw as occupied by the living, giant mind and body of the living God  her Creator. And praying by the quarter and the half hour that she be given strength and understanding and guidance to know of her sons innocence or guilt  and if innocent that this searing burden of suffering be lifted from him and her and all those dear to him and her  or if guilty, she be shown how to do  how to endure the while he be shown how to wash from his immortal soul forever the horror of the thing he had done  make himself once more, if possible, white before the Lord.

Thou art mighty, O God, and there is none beside Thee. Behold, to Thee all things are possible. In Thy favor is Life. Have mercy, O God. Though his sins be as scarlet, make him white as snow. Though they be red like crimson, make them as wool.

Yet in her then  and as she prayed  was the wisdom of Eve in regard to the daughters of Eve. That girl whom Clyde was alleged to have slain  what about her? Had she not sinned too? And was she not older than Clyde? The papers said so. Examining the letters, line by line, she was moved by their pathos and was intensely and pathetically grieved for the misery that had befallen the Aldens. Nevertheless, as a mother and woman full of the wisdom of ancient Eve, she saw how Roberta herself must have consented  how the lure of her must have aided in the weakening and the betrayal of her son. A strong, good girl would not have consented  could not have. How many confessions about this same thing had she not heard in the mission and at street meetings? And might it not be said in Clydes favor  as in the very beginning of life in the Garden of Eden the woman tempted me?

Truly  and because of that  

His mercy endureth forever, she quoted. And if His mercy endureth  must that of Clydes mother be less?

If ye have faith, so much as the grain of a mustard seed, she quoted to herself  and now, in the face of these importuning reporters added: Did my son kill her? That is the question. Nothing else matters in the eyes of our Maker, and she looked at the sophisticated, callous youths with the look of one who was sure that her God would make them understand. And even so they were impressed by her profound sincerity and faith. Whether or not the jury has found him guilty or innocent is neither here nor there in the eyes of Him who holds the stars in the hollow of His hand. The jurys finding is of men. It is of the earths earthy. I have read his lawyers plea. My son himself has told me in his letters that he is not guilty. I believe my son. I am convinced that he is innocent.

And Asa in another corner of the room, saying little. Because of his lack of comprehension of the actualities as well as his lack of experience of the stern and motivating forces of passion, he was unable to grasp even a tithe of the meaning of this. He had never understood Clyde or his lacks or his feverish imaginings, so he said, and preferred not to discuss him.

But, continued Mrs. Griffiths, at no time have I shielded Clyde in his sin against Roberta Alden. He did wrong, but she did wrong too in not resisting him. There can be no compromising with sin in any one. And though my heart goes out in sympathy and love to the bleeding heart of her dear mother and father who have suffered so, still we must not fail to see that this sin was mutual and that the world should know and judge accordingly. Not that I want to shield him, she repeated. He should have remembered the teachings of his youth. And here her lips compressed in a sad and somewhat critical misery. But I have read her letters too. And I feel that but for them, the prosecuting attorney would have no real case against my son. He used them to work on the emotions of the jury. She got up, tried as by fire, and exclaimed, tensely and beautifully: But he is my son! He has just been convicted. I must think as a mother how to help him, however I feel as to his sin. She gripped her hands together, and even the reporters were touched by her misery. I must go to him! I should have gone before. I see it now. She paused, discovering herself to be addressing her inmost agony, need, fear, to these public ears and voices, which might in no wise understand or care.

Some people wonder, now interrupted one of these same  a most practical and emotionally calloused youth of Clydes own age why you werent there during the trial. Didnt you have the money to go?

I had no money, she replied simply. Not enough, anyhow. And besides, they advised me not to come  that they did not need me. But now  now I must go  in some way  I must find out how. She went to a small shabby desk, which was a part of the sparse and colorless equipment of the room. You boys are going downtown, she said. Would one of you send a telegram for me if I give you the money?

Sure! exclaimed the one who had asked her the rudest question. Give it to me. You dont need any money. Ill have the paper send it. Also, as he thought, he would write it up, or in, as part of his story.

She seated herself at the yellow and scratched desk and after finding a small pad and pen, she wrote: Clyde  Trust in God. All things are possible to Him. Appeal at once. Read Psalm 51. Another trial will prove your innocence. We will come to you soon. Father and Mother.

Perhaps I had just better give you the money, she added, nervously, wondering whether it would be well to permit a newspaper to pay for this and wondering at the same time if Clydes uncle would be willing to pay for an appeal. It might cost a great deal. Then she added: Its rather long.

Oh, dont bother about that! exclaimed another of the trio, who was anxious to read the telegram. Write all you want. Well see that it goes.

I want a copy of that, added the third, in a sharp and uncompromising tone, seeing that the first reporter was proceeding to take and pocket the message. This isnt private. I get it from you or her  now!

And at this, number one, in order to avoid a scene, which Mrs. Griffiths, in her slow way, was beginning to sense, extracted the slip from his pocket and turned it over to the others, who there and then proceeded to copy it.

At the same time that this was going on, the Griffiths of Lycurgus, having been consulted as to the wisdom and cost of a new trial, disclosed themselves as by no means interested, let alone convinced, that an appeal  at least at their expense  was justified. The torture and socially  if not commercially  destroying force of all this  every hour of it a Golgotha! Bella and her social future, to say nothing of Gilbert and his  completely overcast and charred by this awful public picture of the plot and crime that one of their immediate blood had conceived and executed! Samuel Griffiths himself, as well as his wife, fairly macerated by this blasting flash from his well-intentioned, though seemingly impractical and nonsensical good deed. Had not a long, practical struggle with life taught him that sentiment in business was folly? Up to the hour he had met Clyde he had never allowed it to influence him in any way. But his mistaken notion that his youngest brother had been unfairly dealt with by their father! And now this! This! His wife and daughter compelled to remove from the scene of their happiest years and comforts and live as exiles  perhaps forever  in one of the suburbs of Boston, or elsewhere  or forever endure the eyes and sympathy of their friends! And himself and Gilbert almost steadily conferring ever since as to the wisdom of uniting the business in stock form with some of the others of Lycurgus or elsewhere  or, if not that, of transferring, not by degrees but speedily, to either Rochester or Buffalo or Boston or Brooklyn, where a main plant might be erected. The disgrace of this could only be overcome by absenting themselves from Lycurgus and all that it represented to them. They must begin life all over again  socially at least. That did not mean so much to himself or his wife  their day was about over anyhow. But Bella and Gilbert and Myra  how to rehabilitate them in some way, somewhere?

And so, even before the trial was finished, a decision on the part of Samuel and Gilbert Griffiths to remove the business to South Boston, where they might decently submerge themselves until the misery and shame of this had in part at least been forgotten.

And because of this further aid to Clyde absolutely refused. And Belknap and Jephson then sitting down together to consider. For obviously, their time being as valuable as it was  devoted hitherto to the most successful practice in Bridgeburg  and with many matters waiting on account of the pressure of this particular case  they were by no means persuaded that either their practical self-interest or their charity permitted or demanded their assisting Clyde without further recompense. In fact, the expense of appealing this case was going to be considerable as they saw it. The record was enormous. The briefs would be large and expensive, and the States allowance for them was pitifully small. At the same time, as Jephson pointed out, it was folly to assume that the western Griffiths might not be able to do anything at all. Had they not been identified with religious and charitable work this long while? And was it not possible, the tragedy of Clydes present predicament pointed out to them, that they might through appeals of various kinds raise at least sufficient money to defray the actual costs of such an appeal? Of course, they had not aided Clyde up to the present time but that was because his mother had been notified that she was not needed. It was different now.

Better wire her to come on, suggested Jephson, practically. We can get Oberwaltzer to set the sentence over until the tenth if we say that she is trying to come on here. Besides, just tell her to do it and if she says she cant well see about the money then. But shell be likely to get it and maybe some towards the appeal too.

And forthwith a telegram and a letter to Mrs. Griffiths, saying that as yet no word had been said to Clyde but none-the-less his Lycurgus relatives had declined to assist him further in any way. Besides, he was to be sentenced not later than the tenth, and for his own future welfare it was necessary that some one  preferably herself  appear. Also that funds to cover the cost of an appeal be raised, or at least the same guaranteed.

And then Mrs. Griffiths, on her knees praying to her God to help her. Here, now, he must show his Almighty hand  his never-failing mercy. Enlightenment and help must come from somewhere  otherwise how was she to get the fare, let alone raise money for Clydes appeal?

Yet as she prayed  on her knees  a thought. The newspapers had been hounding her for interviews. They had followed her here and there. Why had she not gone to her sons aid? What did she think of this? What of that? And now she said to herself, why should she not go to the editor of one of the great papers so anxious to question her always and tell him how great was her need? Also, that if he would help her to reach her son in time to be with him on his day of sentence that she, his mother, would report the same for him. These papers were sending their reporters here, there  even to the trial, as she had read. Why not her  his mother? Could she not speak and write too? How many, many tracts had she not composed?

And so now to her feet  only to sink once more on her knees: Thou hast answered me, oh, my God! she exclaimed. Then rising, she got out her ancient brown coat, the commonplace brown bonnet with strings  based on some mood in regard to religious livery  and at once proceeded to the largest and most important newspaper. And because of the notoriety of her sons trial she was shown directly to the managing editor, who was as much interested as he was impressed and who listened to her with respect and sympathy. He understood her situation and was under the impression that the paper would be interested in this. He disappeared for a few moments  then returned. She would be employed as a correspondent for a period of three weeks, and after that until further notice. Her expenses to and fro would be covered. An assistant, into whose hands he would now deliver her would instruct her as to the method of preparing and filing her communications. He would also provide her with some ready cash. She might even leave tonight if she chose  the sooner, the better. The paper would like a photograph or two before she left. But as he talked, and as he noticed, her eyes were closed  her head back. She was offering thanks to the God who had thus directly answered her plea.


Chapter 28

Bridgeburg and a slow train that set down a tired, distrait woman at its depot after midnight on the eighth of December. Bitter cold and bright stars. A lone depot assistant who on inquiry directed her to the Bridgeburg Central House  straight up the street which now faced her, then two blocks to her left after she reached the second street. The sleepy night clerk of the Central House providing her instantly with a room and, once he knew who she was, directing her to the county jail. But she deciding after due rumination that now was not the hour. He might be sleeping. She would go to bed and rise early in the morning. She had sent him various telegrams. He knew that she was coming.

But as early as seven in the morning, rising, and by eight appearing at the jail, letters, telegrams and credentials in hand. And the jail officials, after examining the letters she carried and being convinced of her identity, notifying Clyde of her presence. And he, depressed and forlorn, on hearing this news, welcoming the thought of her as much as at first he had dreaded her coming. For now things were different. All the long grim story had been told. And because of the plausible explanation which Jephson had provided him, he could face her perhaps and say without a quaver that it was true  that he had not plotted to kill Roberta  that he had not willingly left her to die in the water. And then hurrying down to the visitors room, where, by the courtesy of Slack, he was permitted to talk with his mother alone.

On seeing her rise at his entrance, and hurrying to her, his troubled intricate soul not a little dubious, yet confident also that it was to find sanctuary, sympathy, help, perhaps  and that without criticism  in her heart. And exclaiming with difficulty, as a lump thickened in his throat: Gee, Ma! Im glad youve come. But she too moved for words  her condemned boy in her arms  merely drawing his head to her shoulder and then looking up. The Lord God had vouchsafed her this much. Why not more? The ultimate freedom of her son  or if not that, at least a new trial  a fair consideration of the evidence in his favor which had not been had yet, of course. And so they stood for several moments.

Then news of home, the reason for her presence, her duty as a correspondent to interview him  later to appear with him in court at the hour of his sentence  a situation over which Clyde winced. Yet now, as he heard from her, his future was likely to depend on her efforts alone. The Lycurgus Griffiths, for reasons of their own, had decided not to aid him further. But she  if she were but able to face the world with a sound claim  might still aid him. Had not the Lord aided her thus far? Yet to face the world and the Lord with her just one plea she must know from him  now  the truth as to whether he had intentionally or unintentionally struck Roberta  whether intentionally or unintentionally he had left her to die. She had read the evidence and his letters and had noted all the defects in his testimony. But were those things as contended by Mason true or false?

Clyde, now as always overawed and thrown back on himself by that uncompromising and shameless honesty which he had never been able quite to comprehend in her, announced, with all the firmness that he could muster  yet with a secret quavering chill in his heart  that he had sworn to the truth. He had not done those things with which he had been charged. He had not. But, alas, as she now said to herself, on observing him, what was that about his eyes  a faint flicker perhaps. He was not so sure  as self-convinced and definite as she had hoped  as she had prayed he would be. No, no, there was something in his manner, his words, as he spoke  a faint recessive intonation, a sense of something troubled, dubious, perhaps, which quite froze her now.

He was not positive enough. And so he might have plotted, in part at least, as she had feared at first, when she had first heard of this  might have even struck her on that lone, secret lake!  who could tell? (the searing, destroying power of such a thought as that). And that in the face of all his testimony to the contrary.

But Jehovah, jirah, Thou wilt not require of a mother, in her own and her sons darkest hour, that she doubt him,  make sure his death through her own lack of faith? Oh, no  Thou wilt not. O Lamb of God, Thou wilt not! She turned; she bruised under her heel the scaly head of this dark suspicion  as terrifying to her as his guilt was to him. O Absalom, my Absalom! Come, come, we will not entertain such a thought. God himself would not urge it upon a mother. Was he not here  her son  before her, declaring firmly that he had not done this thing. She must believe  she would believe him utterly. She would  and did  whatever fiend of doubt might still remain locked in the lowest dungeon of her miserable heart. Come, come, the public should know how she felt. She and her son would find a way. He must believe and pray. Did he have a Bible? Did he read it? And Clyde having been long since provided with a Bible by a prison worker, assured her that he had and did read it.

But now she must go first to see his lawyers, next to file her dispatch, after which she would return. But once out on the street being immediately set upon by several reporters and eagerly questioned as to the meaning of her presence here. Did she believe in her sons innocence? Did she or did she not think that he had had a fair trial? Why had she not come on before? And Mrs. Griffiths, in her direct and earnest and motherly way, taking them into her confidence and telling how as well as why she came to be here, also why she had not come before.

But now that she was here she hoped to stay. The Lord would provide the means for the salvation of her son, of whose innocence she was convinced. Would they not ask God to help her? Would they not pray for her success? And with the several reporters not a little moved and impressed, assuring her that they would, of course, and thereafter describing her to the world at large as she was  middle-aged, homely, religious, determined, sincere and earnest and with a moving faith in the innocence of her boy.

But the Griffiths of Lycurgus, on hearing this, resenting her coming as one more blow. And Clyde, in his cell, on reading of it later, somewhat shocked by the gross publicity now attending everything in connection with him, yet, because of his mothers presence, resigned and after a time almost happy. Whatever her faults or defects, after all she was his mother, wasnt she? And she had come to his aid. Let the public think what it would. Was he not in the shadow of death and she at least had not deserted him. And with this, her suddenly manifested skill in connecting herself in this way with a Denver paper, to praise her for.

She had never done anything like this before. And who knew but that possibly, and even in the face of her dire poverty now, she might still be able to solve this matter of a new trial for him and to save his life? Who knew? And yet how much and how indifferently he had sinned against her! Oh, how much. And still here she was  his mother still anxious and tortured and yet loving and seeking to save his life by writing up his own conviction for a western paper. No longer did the shabby coat and the outlandish hat and the broad, immobile face and somewhat stolid and crude gestures seem the racking and disturbing things they had so little time since. She was his mother and she loved him, and believed in him and was struggling to save him.

On the other hand Belknap and Jephson on first encountering her were by no means so much impressed. For some reason they had not anticipated so crude and unlettered and yet convinced a figure. The wide, flat shoes. The queer hat. The old brown coat. Yet somehow, after a few moments, arrested by her earnestness and faith and love for her son and her fixed, inquiring, and humanly clean and pure blue eyes in which dwelt immaterial conviction and sacrifice with no shadow of turning.

Did they personally think her son innocent? She must know that first. Or did they secretly believe that he was guilty? She had been so tortured by all the contradictory evidence. God had laid a heavy cross upon her and hers. Nevertheless, Blessed be His name! And both, seeing and feeling her great concern, were quick to assure her that they were convinced of Clydes innocence. If he were executed for this alleged crime it would be a travesty on justice.

Yet both, now that they saw her, troubled as to the source of any further funds, her method of getting here, which she now explained, indicating that she had nothing. And an appeal sure to cost not less than two thousand. And Mrs. Griffiths, after an hour in their presence, in which they made clear to her the basic cost of an appeal  covering briefs to be prepared, arguments, trips to be made  asserting repeatedly that she did not quite see how she was to do. Then suddenly, and to them somewhat inconsequentially, yet movingly and dramatically, exclaiming: The Lord will not desert me. I know it. He has declared himself unto me. It was His voice there in Denver that directed me to that paper. And now that I am here, I will trust Him and He will guide me.

But Belknap and Jephson merely looking at one another in unconvinced and pagan astonishment. Such faith! An exhorter! An Evangelist, no less! Yet to Jephson, here was an idea! There was the religious element to be reckoned with everywhere  strong in its agreement with just such faith. Assuming the Griffiths of Lycurgus to remain obdurate and unmoved  why then  why then  and now that she was here  there were the churches and the religious people generally. Might it not be possible, with such a temperament and such faith as this, to appeal to the very element that had hitherto most condemned Clyde and made his conviction a certainty, for funds wherewith to carry this case to the court of appeals? This lorn mother. Her faith in her boy.

Presto!

A lecture, at so much for admission, and in which, hard-pressed as she was and could show, she would set forth the righteousness of her boys claim  seek to obtain the sympathy of the prejudiced public and incidentally two thousand dollars or more with which this appeal could be conducted.

And now Jephson, turning to her and laying the matter before her and offering to prepare a lecture or notes  a condensation of his various arguments  in fact, an entire lecture which she could re-arrange and present as she chose  all the data which was the ultimate, basic truth in regard to her son. And she, her brown cheeks flushing and her eyes brightening, agreeing she would do it. She would try. She could do no less than try. Verily, verily, was not this the Voice and Hand of God in the darkest hour of her tribulation?

On the following morning Clyde was arraigned for sentence, with Mrs. Griffiths given a seat near him and seeking, paper and pencil in hand, to make notes of, for her, an unutterable scene, while a large crowd surveyed her. His own mother! And acting as a reporter! Something absurd, grotesque, insensitive, even ludicrous, about such a family and such a scene. And to think the Griffiths of Lycurgus should be so immediately related to them.

Yet Clyde sustained and heartened by her presence. For had she not returned to the jail the previous afternoon with her plan? And as soon as this was over  whatever the sentence might be  she would begin with her work.

And so, and that almost in spite of himself, in his darkest hour, standing up before Justice Oberwaltzer and listening first to a brief recital of his charge and trial (which was pronounced by Oberwaltzer to have been fair and impartial), then to the customary: Have you any cause which shows why the judgment of death should not now be pronounced against you according to law?  to which and to the astonishment of his mother and the auditors (if not Jephson, who had advised and urged him so to do), Clyde now in a clear and firm voice replied:

I am innocent of the crime as charged in the indictment. I never killed Roberta Alden and therefore I think this sentence should not be passed.

And then staring straight before him conscious only of the look of admiration and love turned on him by his mother. For had not her son now declared himself, here at this fatal moment, before all these people? And his word here, if not in that jail, would be true, would it not? Then her son was not guilty. He was not. He was not. Praised be the name of the Lord in the highest. And deciding to make a great point of this in her dispatch  so as to get it in all the papers, and in her lecture afterwards.

However, Oberwaltzer, without the faintest sign of surprise or perturbation, now continued: Is there anything else you care to say?

No, replied Clyde, after a moments hesitation.

Clyde Griffiths, then concluded Oberwaltzer, the judgment of the Court is that you, Clyde Griffiths, for the murder in the first degree of one, Roberta Alden, whereof you are convicted, be, and you are hereby sentenced to the punishment of death; and it is ordered that, within ten days after this days session of Court, the Sheriff of this county of Cataraqui deliver you, together with the warrant of this Court, to the Agent and Warden of the State Prison of the State of New York at Auburn, where you shall be kept in solitary confinement until the week beginning Monday the 28th day of January, 19  , and, upon some day within the week so appointed, the said Agent and Warden of the State Prison of the State of New York at Auburn is commended to do execution upon you, Clyde Griffiths, in the mode and manner prescribed by the laws of the State of New York.

And that done, a smile from Mrs. Griffiths to her boy and an answering smile from Clyde to her. For since he had announced that he was not guilty  here  her spirit had risen in the face of this sentence. He was really innocent,  he must be, since he had declared it here. And Clyde because of her smile saying to himself, his mother believed in him now. She had not been swayed by all the evidence against him. And this faith, mistaken or not, was now so sustaining  so needed. What he had just said was true as he now saw it. He had not struck Roberta. That was true. And therefore he was not guilty. Yet Kraut and Slack were once more seizing him and escorting him to the cell.

Immediately thereafter his mother seating herself at a press table proceeded to explain to contiguous press representatives now curiously gathering about her: You mustnt think too badly of me, you gentlemen of the papers. I dont know much about this but it is the only way I could think of to be with my boy. I couldnt have come otherwise. And then one lanky correspondent stepping up to say: Dont worry, mother. Is there any way I can help you? Want me to straighten out what you want to say? Ill be glad to. And then sitting down beside her and proceeding to help her arrange her impressions in the form in which he assumed her Denver paper might like them. And others as well offering to do anything they could  and all greatly moved.

Two days later, the proper commitment papers having been prepared and his mother notified of the change but not permitted to accompany him, Clyde was removed to Auburn, the Western penitentiary of the State of New York, where in the death house or Murderers Row, as it was called  as gloomy and torturesome an inferno as one could imagine any human compelled to endure  a combination of some twenty-two cells on two separate levels  he was to be restrained until ordered retried or executed.

Yet as he traveled from Bridgeburg to this place, impressive crowds at every station  young and old  men, women and children  all seeking a glimpse of the astonishingly youthly slayer. And girls and women, under the guise of kindly interest, but which, at best, spelled little more than a desire to achieve a facile intimacy with this daring and romantic, if unfortunate figure, throwing him a flower here and there and calling to him gayly and loudly as the train moved out from one station or another:

Hello, Clyde! Hope to see you soon again. Dont stay too long down there.

If you take an appeal, youre sure to be acquitted. We hope so, anyhow.

And with Clyde not a little astonished and later even heartened by this seemingly favorable discrepancy between the attitude of the crowds in Bridgeburg and this sudden, morbid, feverish and even hectic curiosity here, bowing and smiling and even waving with his hand. Yet thinking, none the less, I am on the way to the death house and they can be so friendly. It is a wonder they dare. And with Kraut and Sissel, his guards, because of the distinction and notoriety of being both his captors and jailors, as well also because of these unusual attentions from passengers on the train and individuals in these throngs without being themselves flattered and ennobled.

But after this one brief colorful flight in the open since his arrest, past these waiting throngs and over winter sunlit fields and hills of snow that reminded him of Lycurgus, Sondra, Roberta, and all that he had so kaleidoscopically and fatally known in the twenty months just past, the gray and restraining walls of Auburn itself  with, once he was presented to a clerk in the wardens office and his name and crime entered in the books  himself assigned to two assistants, who saw to it that he was given a prison bath and hair cut  all the wavy, black hair he so much admired cut away  a prison-striped uniform and hideous cap of the same material, prison underwear and heavy gray felt shoes to quiet the restless prison tread in which in time he might indulge, together with the number, 77221.

And so accoutered, immediately transferred to the death house proper, where in a cell on the ground floor he was now locked  a squarish light clean space, eight by ten feet in size and fitted with sanitary plumbing as well as a cot bed, a table, a chair and a small rack for books. And here then, while he barely sensed that there were other cells about him  ranging up and down a wide hall  he first stood  and then seated himself  now no longer buoyed by the more intimate and sociable life of the jail at Bridgeburg  or those strange throngs and scenes that had punctuated his trip here.

The hectic tensity and misery of these hours! That sentence to die; that trip with all those people calling to him; that cutting of his hair downstairs in that prison barber shop  and by a convict; the suit and underwear that was now his and that he now had on. There was no mirror here  or anywhere,  but no matter  he could feel how he looked. This baggy coat and trousers and this striped cap. He threw it hopelessly to the floor. For but an hour before he had been clothed in a decent suit and shirt and tie and shoes, and his appearance had been neat and pleasing as he himself had thought as he left Bridgeburg. But now  how must he look? And to-morrow his mother would be coming  and later Jephson or Belknap, maybe. God!

But worse  there, in that cell directly opposite him, a sallow and emaciated and sinister-looking Chinaman in a suit exactly like his own, who had come to the bars of his door and was looking at him out of inscrutable slant eyes, but as immediately turning and scratching himself  vermin, maybe, as Clyde immediately feared. There had been bedbugs at Bridgeburg.

A Chinese murderer. For was not this the death house? But as good as himself here. And with a garb like his own. Thank God visitors were probably not many. He had heard from his mother that scarcely any were allowed  that only she and Belknap and Jephson and any minister he chose might come once a week. But now these hard, white-painted walls brightly lighted by wide unobstructed skylights by day and as he could see  by incandescent lamps in the hall without at night  yet all so different from Bridgeburg,  so much more bright or harsh illuminatively. For there, the jail being old, the walls were a gray-brown, and not very clean  the cells larger, the furnishings more numerous  a table with a cloth on it at times, books, papers, a chess- and checker-board  whereas here  here was nothing, these hard narrow walls  the iron bars rising to a heavy solid ceiling above  and that very, very heavy iron door which yet  like the one at Bridgeburg, had a small hole through which food would be passed, of course.

But just then a voice from somewhere:

Hey! we got a new one wid us, fellers! Ground tier, second cell, east. And then a second voice: You dont say. Wots he like? And a third: Wots yer name, new man? Dont be scared. You aint no worse off than the rest of us. And then the first voice, answering number two: Kinda tall and skinny. A kid. Looks a little like mammas boy, but not bad at dat. Hey, you! Tell us your name!

And Clyde, amazed and dumb and pondering. For how was one to take such an introduction as this? What to say  what to do? Should he be friendly with these men? Yet, his instinct for tact prompting him even here to reply, most courteously and promptly: Clyde Griffiths. And one of the first voices continuing: Oh, sure! We know who you are. Welcome, Griffiths. We aint as bad as we sound. We been readin a lot about you, up dere in Bridgeburg. We thought youd be along pretty soon now. And another voice: You dont want to be too down. It aint so worse here. At least de place is all right  a roof over your head, as dey say. And then a laugh from somewhere.

But Clyde, too horrified and sickened for words, was sadly gazing at the walls and door, then over at the Chinaman, who, silent at his door, was once more gazing at him. Horrible! Horrible! And they talked to each other like that, and to a stranger among them so familiarly. No thought for his wretchedness, his strangeness, his timidity  the horror he must be suffering. But why should a murderer seem timid to any one, perhaps, or miserable? Worst of all they had been speculating here as to how long it would be before he would be along which meant that everything concerning him was known here. Would they nag  or bully  or make trouble for one unless one did just as they wished? If Sondra, or any one of all the people he had known, should see or even dream of him as he was here now...God!  And his own mother was coming to-morrow.

And then an hour later, now evening, a tall, cadaverous guard in a more pleasing uniform, putting an iron tray with food on it through that hole in the door. Food! And for him here. And that sallow, rickety Chinaman over the way taking his. Whom had he murdered? How? And then the savage scraping of iron trays in the various cells! Sounds that reminded him more of hungry animals being fed than men. And some of these men were actually talking as they ate and scraped. It sickened him.

Gee! Its a wonder them guys in the mush gallery couldnt think of somepin else besides cold beans and fried potatoes and coffee.

The coffee tonight...oh, boy!...Now in the jail at Buffalo  though...

Oh, cut it out, came from another corner. Weve heard enough about the jail at Buffalo and your swell chow. You dont show any afternoon tea appetite around here, I notice.

Just the same, continued the first voice, as I look back ont now, it musta been pretty good. Dats a way it seems, anyhow, now.

Oh, Rafferty, do let up, called still another.

And then, presumably Rafferty once more, who said: Now, Ill just take a little siesta after dis  and den Ill call me chauffeur and go for a little spin. De air to-night must be fine.

Then from still another hoarse voice: Oh, you with your sick imagination. Say, Id give me life for a smoker. And den a good game of cards.

Do they play cards here? thought Clyde.

I suppose since Rosenstein was defeated for mayor here he wont play.

Wont he, though? This presumably from Rosenstein.

To Clydes left, in the cell next to him, a voice, to a passing guard, low and yet distinctly audible: Psst! Any word from Albany yet?

No word, Herman.

And no letter, I suppose.

No letter.

The voice was very strained, very tense, very miserable, and after this, silence.

A moment later, from another cell farther off, a voice from the lowest hell to which a soul can descend  complete and unutterable despair Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, my God!

And then from the tier above another voice: Oh, Jesus! Is that farmer going to begin again? I cant stand it. Guard! Guard! Cant you get some dope for that guy?

Once more the voice from the lowest: Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, my God!

Clyde was up, his fingers clinched. His nerves were as taut as cords about to snap. A murderer! And about to die, perhaps. Or grieving over some terrible thing like his own fate. Moaning  as he in spirit at least had so often moaned there in Bridgeburg. Crying like that! God! And there must be others!

And day after day and night after night more of this, no doubt, until, maybe  who could tell  unless. But, oh, no! Oh, no! Not himself  not that  not his day. Oh, no. A whole year must elapse before that could possibly happen  or so Jephson had said. Maybe two. But, at that  !...in two years!!! He found himself stricken with an ague because of the thought that even in so brief a time as two years...

That other room! It was in here somewhere too. This room was connected with it. He knew that. There was a door. It led to that chair. That chair.

And then the voice again, as before, Oh, my God! Oh, my God!

He sank to his couch and covered his ears with his hands.


Chapter 29

The death house in this particular prison was one of those crass erections and maintenances of human insensitiveness and stupidity principally for which no one primarily was really responsible. Indeed, its total plan and procedure were the results of a series of primary legislative enactments, followed by decisions and compulsions as devised by the temperaments and seeming necessities of various wardens, until at last  by degrees and without anything worthy of the name of thinking on any ones part  there had been gathered and was now being enforced all that could possibly be imagined in the way of unnecessary and really unauthorized cruelty or stupid and destructive torture. And to the end that a man, once condemned by a jury, would be compelled to suffer not alone the death for which his sentence called, but a thousand others before that. For the very room by its arrangement, as well as the rules governing the lives and actions of the inmates, was sufficient to bring about this torture, willy-nilly.

It was a room thirty by fifty feet, of stone and concrete and steel, and surmounted some thirty feet from the floor by a skylight. Presumably an improvement over an older and worse death house, with which it was still connected by a door, it was divided lengthwise by a broad passage, along which, on the ground floor, were twelve cells, six on a side and eight by ten each and facing each other. And above again a second tier of what were known as balcony cells  five on a side.

There was, however, at the center of this main passage  and dividing these lower cells equally as to number  a second and narrower passage, which at one end gave into what was now known as the Old Death House (where at present only visitors to the inmates of the new Death House were received), and at the other into the execution room in which stood the electric chair. Two of the cells on the lower passage  those at the junction of the narrower passage  faced the execution-room door. The two opposite these, on the corresponding corners, faced the passage that gave into the Old Death House or what now by a large stretch of the imagination, could be called the condemned mens reception room, where twice weekly an immediate relative or a lawyer might be met. But no others.

In the Old Death House (or present reception room), the cells still there, and an integral part of this reception plan, were all in a row and on one side only of a corridor, thus preventing prying inspection by one inmate of another, and with a wire screen in front as well as green shades which might be drawn in front of each cell. For, in an older day, whenever a new convict arrived or departed, or took his daily walk, or went for his bath, or was led eventually through the little iron door to the west where formerly was the execution chamber, these shades were drawn. He was not supposed to be seen by his associates. Yet the old death house, because of this very courtesy and privacy, although intense solitude, was later deemed inhuman and hence this newer and better death house, as the thoughtful and condescending authorities saw it, was devised.

In this, to be sure, were no such small and gloomy cells as those which characterized the old, for there the ceiling was low and the sanitary arrangements wretched, whereas in the new one the ceiling was high, the rooms and corridors brightly lighted and in every instance no less than eight by ten feet in size. But by contrast with the older room, they had the enormous disadvantage of the unscreened if not uncurtained cell doors.

Besides, by housing all together in two such tiers as were here, it placed upon each convict the compulsion of enduring all the horrors of all the vicious, morbid or completely collapsed and despairing temperaments about him. No true privacy of any kind. By day  a blaze of light pouring through an over-arching skylight high above the walls. By night  glistening incandescents of large size and power which flooded each nook and cranny of the various cells. No privacy, no games other than cards and checkers  the only ones playable without releasing the prisoners from their cells. Books, newspapers, to be sure, for all who could read or enjoy them under the circumstances. And visits  mornings and afternoons, as a rule, from a priest, and less regularly from a rabbi and a Protestant minister, each offering his sympathies or services to such as would accept them.

But the curse of the place was not because of these advantages, such as they were, but in spite of them  this unremitted contact, as any one could see, with minds now terrorized and discolored by the thought of an approaching death that was so near for many that it was as an icy hand upon the brow or shoulder. And none  whatever the bravado  capable of enduring it without mental or physical deterioration in some form. The glooms  the strains  the indefinable terrors and despairs that blew like winds or breaths about this place and depressed or terrorized all by turns! They were manifest at the most unexpected moments, by curses, sighs, tears even, calls for a song  for Gods sake!  or the most unintended and unexpected yells or groans. Worse yet, and productive of perhaps the most grinding and destroying of all the miseries here  the transverse passage leading between the old death house on the one hand and the execution-chamber on the other. For this from time to time  alas, how frequently  was the scene or stage for at least a part of the tragedy that was here so regularly enacted  the final business of execution.

For through this passage, on his last day, a man was transferred from his better cell in the new building, where he might have been incarcerated for so much as a year or two, to one of the older ones in the old death house, in order that he might spend his last hours in solitude, although compelled at the final moment, none-the-less (the death march), to retrace his steps along this narrower cross passage  and where all might see  into the execution chamber at the other end of it.

Also at any time, in going to visit a lawyer or relative brought into the old death house for this purpose, it was necessary to pass along the middle passage to this smaller one and so into the old death house, there to be housed in a cell, fronted by a wire screen two feet distant, between which and the cell proper a guard must sit while a prisoner and his guest (wife, son, mother, daughter, brother, lawyer) should converse  the guard hearing all. No hand-clasps, no kisses, no friendly touches of any kind  not even an intimate word that a listening guard might not hear. And when the fatal hour for any one had at last arrived, every prisoner  if sinister or simple, sensitive or of rugged texture  was actually if not intentionally compelled to hear if not witness the final preparations  the removal of the condemned man to one of the cells of the older death house, the final and perhaps weeping visit of a mother, son, daughter, father.

No thought in either the planning or the practice of all this of the unnecessary and unfair torture for those who were brought here, not to be promptly executed, by any means, but rather to be held until the higher courts should have passed upon the merits of their cases  an appeal.

At first, of course, Clyde sensed little if anything of all this. In so far as his first day was concerned, he had but tasted the veriest spoonful of it all. And to lighten or darken his burden his mother came at noon the very next day. Not having been permitted to accompany him, she had waited over for a final conference with Belknap and Jephson, as well as to write in full her personal impressions in connection with her sons departure  (Those nervously searing impressions!) And although anxious to find a room somewhere near the penitentiary, she hurried first to the office of the penitentiary immediately upon her arrival at Auburn and, after presenting an order from Justice Oberwaltzer as well as a solicitous letter from Belknap and Jephson urging the courtesy of a private interview with Clyde to begin with at least, she was permitted to see her son in a room entirely apart from the old death house. For already the warden himself had been reading of her activities and sacrifices and was interested in seeing not only her but Clyde also.

But so shaken was she by Clydes so sudden and amazingly changed appearance here that she could scarcely speak upon his entrance, even in recognition of him, so blanched and gray were his cheeks and so shadowy and strained his eyes. His head clipped that way! This uniform! And in this dreadful place of iron gates and locks and long passages with uniformed guards at every turn!

For a moment she winced and trembled, quite faint under the strain, although previous to this she had entered many a jail and larger prison  in Kansas City, Chicago, Denver  and delivered tracts and exhortations and proffered her services in connection with anything she might do. But this  this! Her own son! Her broad, strong bosom began to heave. She looked, and then turned her heavy, broad back to hide her face for the nonce. Her lips and chin quivered. She began to fumble in the small bag she carried for her handkerchief at the same time that she was muttering to herself: My God  why hast Thou forsaken me? But even as she did so there came the thought  no, no, he must not see her so. What a way was this to do  and by her tears weaken him. And yet despite her great strength she could not now cease at once but cried on.

And Clyde seeing this, and despite his previous determination to bear up and say some comforting and heartening word to his mother, now began:

But you mustnt, Ma. Gee, you mustnt cry. I know its hard on you. But Ill be all right. Sure I will. It isnt as bad as I thought. Yet inwardly saying: Oh, God how bad!

And Mrs. Griffiths adding aloud: My poor boy! My beloved son! But we mustnt give way. No. No. Behold I will deliver thee out of the snares of the wicked. God has not deserted either of us. And He will not  that I know. He leadeth me by the still waters. He restoreth my soul. We must put our trust in Him. Besides, she added, briskly and practically, as much to strengthen herself as Clyde, havent I already arranged for an appeal? It is to be made yet this week. Theyre going to file a notice. And that means that your case cant even be considered under a year. But it is just the shock of seeing you so. You see, I wasnt quite prepared for it. She straightened her shoulders and now looked up and achieved a brave if strained smile. The warden here seems very kind, but still, somehow, when I saw you just now

She dabbed at her eyes which were damp from this sudden and terrific storm, and to divert herself as well as him she talked of the so very necessary work before her. Messrs. Belknap and Jephson had been so encouraging to her just before she left. She had gone to their office and they had urged her and him to be of good cheer. And now she was going to lecture, and at once, and would soon have means to do with that way. Oh, yes. And Mr. Jephson would be down to see him one of these days soon. He was by no means to feel that the legal end of all this had been reached. Far from it. The recent verdict and sentence was sure to be reversed and a new trial ordered. The recent one was a farce, as he knew.

And as for herself  as soon as she found a room near the prison  she was going to the principal ministers of Auburn and see if she could not secure a church, or two, or three, in which to speak and plead his cause. Mr. Jephson was mailing her some information she could use within a day or two. And after that, other churches in Syracuse, Rochester, Albany, Schenectady  in fact many cities in the east  until she had raised the necessary sum. But she would not neglect him. She would see him at least once a week and would write him a letter every other day, or maybe even daily if she could. She would talk to the warden. So he must not despair. She had much hard work ahead of her, of course, but the Lord would guide her in all that she undertook. She knew that. Had He not already shown his gracious and miraculous mercy?

Clyde must pray for her and for himself. Read Isaiah. Read the psalms  the 23rd and the 51st and 91st daily. Also Habbakuk. Are there walls against the Hand of the Lord? And then after more tears, an utterly moving and macerating scene, at last achieving her departure while Clyde, shaken to his soul by so much misery, returned to his cell. His mother. And at her age  and with so little money  she was going out to try to raise the money necessary to save him. And in the past he had treated her so badly  as he now saw.

He sat down on the side of his cot and held his head in his hands the while outside the prison  the iron door of the same closed and only a lonely room and the ordeal of her proposed lecture tour ahead of her  Mrs. Griffiths paused  by no means so assured or convinced of all she had said to Clyde. To be sure God would aid her. He must. Had He ever failed her yet  completely? And now  herein her darkest hour, her sons! Would He?

She paused for a moment a little later in a small parking-place, beyond the prison, to stare at the tall, gray walls, the watch towers with armed guards in uniform, the barred windows and doors. A penitentiary. And her son was now within  worse yet, in that confined and narrow death house. And doomed to die in an electric chair. Unless  unless  But, no, no  that should not be. It could not be. That appeal. The money for it. She must busy herself as to that at once  not think or brood or despair. Oh, no. My shield and my buckler. My Light and my Strength. Oh, Lord, Thou art my strength and my deliverance. In Thee will I trust. And then dabbing at her eyes once more and adding: Oh, Lord, I believe. Help Thou mine unbelief.

So Mrs. Griffiths, alternately praying and crying as she walked.


Chapter 30

But after this the long days in prison for Clyde. Except for a weekly visit from his mother, who, once she was entered upon her work, found it difficult to see him more often than that  traveling as she did in the next two months between Albany and Buffalo and even New York City  but without the success she had at first hoped for. For in the matter of her appeal to the churches and the public  as most wearily (and in secret if not to Clyde)  and after three weeks of more or less regional and purely sectarian trying, she was compelled to report the Christians at least were very indifferent  not as Christian as they should be. For as all, but more particularly the ministers of the region, since they most guardedly and reservedly represented their congregations in every instance, unanimously saw it, here was a notorious and, of course, most unsavory trial which had resulted in a conviction with which the more conservative element of the country  if one could judge by the papers at least, were in agreement.

Besides who was this woman  as well as her son? An exhorter  a secret preacher  one, who in defiance of all the tenets and processes of organized and historic, as well as hieratic, religious powers and forms (theological seminaries, organized churches and their affiliations and product  all carefully and advisedly and legitimately because historically and dogmatically interpreting the word of God) choosing to walk forth and without ordination after any fashion conduct an unauthorized and hence nondescript mission. Besides if she had remained at home, as a good mother should, and devoted herself to her son, as well as to her other children  their care and education  would this  have happened?

And not only that  but according to Clydes own testimony in this trial, had he not been guilty of adultery with this girl  whether he had slain her or not? A sin almost equal to murder in many minds. Had he not confessed it? And was an appeal for a convicted adulterer  if not murderer (who could tell as to that?) to be made in a church? No,  no Christian church was the place to debate, and for a charge, the merits of this case, however much each Christian of each and every church might sympathize with Mrs. Griffiths personally  or resent any legal injustice that might have been done her son. No, no. It was not morally advisable. It might even tend to implant in the minds of the young some of the details of the crime.

Besides, because of what the newspapers had said of her coming east to aid her son and the picture that she herself presented in her homely garb, it was assumed by most ministers that she was one of those erratic persons, not a constituent of any definite sect, or schooled theology, who tended by her very appearance to cast contempt on true and pure religion.

And in consequence, each in turn  not hardening his heart exactly  but thinking twice  and deciding no  there must be some better way  less troublesome to Christians,  a public hall, perhaps, to which Christians, if properly appealed to through the press, might well repair. And so Mrs. Griffiths, in all but one instance, rejected in that fashion and told to go elsewhere  while in regard to the Catholics  instinctively  because of prejudice  as well as a certain dull wisdom not inconsistent with the facts  she failed even to so much as think of them. The mercies of Christ as interpreted by the holder of the sacred keys of St. Peter, as she knew, were not for those who failed to acknowledge the authority of the Vicar of Christ.

And therefore after many days spent in futile knockings here and there she was at last compelled  and in no little depression, to appeal to a Jew who controlled the principal moving picture theater of Utica  a sinful theater. And from him, this she secured free for a morning address on the merits of her sons case A mothers appeal for her son, it was entitled  which netted her, at twenty-five cents per person  the amazing sum of two hundred dollars. At first this sum, small as it was, so heartened her that she was now convinced that soon  whatever the attitude of the orthodox Christians  she would earn enough for Clydes appeal. It might take time  but she would.

Nevertheless, as she soon discovered, there were other factors to be considered  carfare, her own personal expenses in Utica and elsewhere, to say nothing of certain very necessary sums to be sent to Denver to her husband, who had little or nothing to go on at present, and who, because of this very great tragedy in the family, had been made ill  so ill indeed that the letters from Frank and Julia were becoming very disturbing. It was possible that he might not get well at all. Some help was necessary there.

And in consequence, in addition to paying her own expenses here, Mrs. Griffiths was literally compelled to deduct other reducing sums from this, her present and only source of income. It was terrible  considering Clydes predicament  but nevertheless must she not sustain herself in every way in order to win to victory? She could not reasonably abandon her husband in order to aid Clyde alone.

Yet in the face of this  as time went on, the audiences growing smaller and smaller until at last they constituted little more than a handful  and barely paying her expenses  although through this process none-the-less she finally managed to put aside  over and above all her expenses  eleven hundred dollars.

Yet, also, just at this time, and in a moment of extreme anxiety, Frank and Julia wiring her that if she desired to see Asa again she had better come home at once. He was exceedingly low and not expected to live. Whereupon, played upon by these several difficulties and there being no single thing other than to visit him once or twice a week  as her engagements permitted  which she could do for Clyde, she now hastily conferred with Belknap and Jephson, setting forth her extreme difficulties.

And these, seeing that eleven hundred dollars of all she had thus far collected was to be turned over to them, now, in a burst of humanity, advised her to return to her husband. Decidedly Clyde would do well enough for the present seeing that there was an entire year  or at least ten months before it was necessary to file the record and the briefs in the case. In addition another year assuredly must elapse before a decision could be reached. And no doubt before that time the additional part of the appeal fee could be raised. Or, if not  well, then  anyhow (seeing how worn and distrait she was at this time) she need not worry. Messrs. Belknap and Jephson would see to it that her sons interests were properly protected. They would file an appeal and make an argument  and do whatever else was necessary to insure her son a fair hearing at the proper time.

And with that great burden off her mind  and two last visits to Clyde in which she assured him of her determination to return as speedily as possible  once Asa was restored to strength again and she could see her way to financing such a return  she now departed only to find that, once she was in Denver once more, it was not so easy to restore him by any means.

And in the meantime Clyde was left to cogitate on and make the best of a world that at its best was a kind of inferno of mental ills  above which  as above Dantes might have been written abandon hope  ye who enter here.

The somberness of it. Its slow and yet searing psychic force! The obvious terror and depression  constant and unshakeable of those who, in spite of all their courage or their fears, their bravado or their real indifference (there were even those) were still compelled to think and wait. For, now, in connection with this coldest and bitterest form of prison life he was in constant psychic, if not physical contact, with twenty other convicted characters of varying temperaments and nationalities, each one of whom, like himself, had responded to some heat or lust or misery of his nature or his circumstances. And with murder, a mental as well as physical explosion, as the final outcome or concluding episode which, being detected, and after what horrors and wearinesses of mental as well as legal contest and failure, such as fairly paralleled his own, now found themselves islanded  immured  in one or another of these twenty-two iron cages and awaiting  awaiting what?

How well they knew. And how well he knew. And here with what loud public rages and despairs or prayers  at times. At others  what curses  foal or coarse jests  or tales addressed to all  or ribald laughter  or sighings and groanings in these later hours when the straining spirit having struggled to silence, there was supposedly rest for the body and the spirit.

In an exercise court, beyond the farthermost end of the long corridor, twice daily, for a few minutes each time, between the hours of ten and five  the various inmates in groups of five or six were led forth  to breathe, to walk, to practice calisthenics  or run and leap as they chose. But always under the watchful eyes of sufficient guards to master them in case they attempted rebellion in any form. And to this it was, beginning with the second day, that Clyde himself was led, now with one set of men and now with another. But with the feeling at first strong in him that he could not share in any of these public activities which, nevertheless, these others  and in spite of their impending doom  seemed willing enough to indulge in.

The two dark-eyed sinister-looking Italians, one of whom had slain a girl because she would not marry him; the other who had robbed and then slain and attempted to burn the body of his father-in-law in order to get money for himself and his wife! And big Larry Donahue  square-headed, square-shouldered  big of feet and hands, an overseas soldier, who, being ejected from a job as night watchman in a Brooklyn factory, had lain for the foreman who had discharged him  and then killed him on an open common somewhere at night, but without the skill to keep from losing a service medal which had eventually served to betray and identify him. Clyde had learned all this from the strangely indifferent and non-committal, yet seemingly friendly guards, who were over these cells by night and by day  two and two, turn about  who relieved each other every eight hours. And police officer Riordan of Rochester, who had killed his wife because she was determined to leave him  and now, himself, was to die. And Thomas Mowrer, the young farmer or farm hand, as he really was, whom Clyde on his first night had heard moaning  a man who had killed his employer with a pitchfork  and was soon to die now  as Clyde heard, and who walked and walked, keeping close to the wall  his head down, his hands behind his back  a rude, strong, loutish man of about thirty, who looked more beaten and betrayed than as though he had been able to torture or destroy another. Clyde wondered about him  his real guilt.

Again Miller Nicholson, a lawyer of Buffalo of perhaps forty years of age who was tall and slim and decidedly superior looking  a refined, intellectual type, one you would have said was no murderer  any more than Clyde  to look at, who, none-the-less was convicted of poisoning an old man of great wealth and afterwards attempting to convert his fortune to his own use. Yet decidedly with nothing in his look or manner, as Clyde felt, at least, which marked him as one so evil  a polite and courteous man, who, noting Clyde on the very first morning of his arrival here, approached and said: Scared? But in the most gentle and solicitous tone, as Clyde could hear and feel, even though he stood blank and icy  afraid almost to move  or think. Yet in this mood  and because he felt so truly done for, replying: Yes, I guess I am. But once it was out, wondering why he had said it (so weak a confession) and afterwards something in the man heartening him, wishing that he had not.

Your names Griffiths, isnt it?

Yes.

Well, my names Nicholson. Dont be frightened. Youll get used to it. He achieved a cheerful, if wan smile. But his eyes  they did not seem like that  no smile there.

I dont suppose Im so scared either, replied Clyde, trying to modify his first, quick and unintended confession.

Well, thats good. Be game. We all have to be here  or the whole place would go crazy. Better breathe a little. Or walk fast. Itll do you good.

He moved away a few paces and began exercising his arms while Clyde stood there, saying  almost loudly  so shaken was he still: We all have to be or the whole place would go crazy. That was true, as he could see and feel after that first night. Crazy, indeed. Tortured to death, maybe, by being compelled to witness these terrible and completely destroying  and for each  impending tragedies. But how long would he have to endure this? How long would he?

In the course of a day or two, again he found this death house was not quite like that either  not all terror  on the surface at least. It was in reality  and in spite of impending death in every instance, a place of taunt and jibe and jest  even games, athletics, the stage  all forms of human contest of skill  or the arguments on every conceivable topic from death and women to lack of it, as far at least as the general low intelligence of the group permitted.

For the most part, as soon as breakfast was over  among those who were not called upon to join the first group for exercise, there were checkers or cards, two games that were played  not with a single set of checkers or a deck of cards between groups released from their cells, but by one of the ever present keepers providing two challenging prisoners (if it were checkers) with one checker-board but no checkers. They were not needed. Thereafter the opening move was called by one. I move from G 2 to E 1  each square being numbered  each side lettered. The moves checked with a pencil.

Thereafter the second party  having recorded this move on his own board and having studied the effect of it on his own general position, would call: I move from E 7 to F 5. If more of those present decided to join in this  either on one side or the other, additional boards and pencils were passed to each signifying his desire. Then Shorty Bristol, desiring to aid Dutch Swighort, three cells down, might call: I wouldnt do that, Dutch. Wait a minute, theres a better move than that. And so on with taunts, oaths, laughter, arguments, according to the varying fortunes and difficulties of the game. And so, too, with cards. These were played with each man locked in his cell, yet quite as successfully.

But Clyde did not care for cards  or for these jibing and coarse hours of conversation. There was for him  and with the exception of the speech of one  Nicholson  alone, too much ribald and even brutal talk which he could not appreciate. But he was drawn to Nicholson. He was beginning to think after a time  a few days  that this lawyer  his presence and companionship during the exercise hour  whenever they chanced to be in the same set  could help him to endure this. He was the most intelligent and respectable man here. The others were all so different  taciturn at times  and for the most part so sinister, crude or remote.

But then and that not more than a week after his coming here  and when, because of his interest in Nicholson, he was beginning to feel slightly sustained at least  the execution of Pasquale Cutrone, of Brooklyn, an Italian, convicted of the slaying of his brother for attempting to seduce his wife. He had one of the cells nearest the transverse passage, so Clyde learned after arriving, and had in part lost his mind from worrying. At any rate he was invariably left in his cell when the others  in groups of six  were taken for exercise. But the horror of his emaciated face, as Clyde passed and occasionally looked in  a face divided into three grim panels by two gutters or prison lines of misery that led from the eyes to the corners of the mouth.

Beginning with his, Clydes arrival, as he learned, Pasquale had begun to pray night and day. For already, before that, he had been notified of the approximate date of his death which was to be within the week. And after that he was given to crawling up and down his cell on his hands and knees, kissing the floor, licking the feet of a brass Christ on a cross that had been given him. Also he was repeatedly visited by an Italian brother and sister fresh from Italy and for whose benefit at certain hours, he was removed to the old death house. But as all now whispered, Pasquale was mentally beyond any help that might lie in brothers or sisters.

All night long and all day long, when they were not present, he did this crawling to and fro and praying, and those who were awake and trying to read to pass the time, were compelled to listen to his mumbled prayers, the click of the beads of a rosary on which he was numbering numberless Our Fathers and Hail Marys.

And though there were voices which occasionally said: Oh, for Christs sake  if he would only sleep a little  still on, on. And the tap of his forehead on the floor  in prayer, until at last the fatal day preceding the one on which he was to die, when Pasquale was taken from his cell here and escorted to another in the old death house beyond and where, before the following morning, as Clyde later learned, last farewells, if any, were to be said. Also he was to be allowed a few hours in which to prepare his soul for his maker.

But throughout that night what a strange condition was this that settled upon all who were of this fatal room. Few ate any supper as the departing trays showed. There was silence  and after that mumbled prayers on the part of some  not so greatly removed by time from Pasquales fate, as they knew. One Italian, sentenced for the murder of a bank watchman, became hysterical, screamed, dashed the chair and table of his cell against the bars of his door, tore the sheets of his bed to shreds and even sought to strangle himself before eventually he was overpowered and removed to a cell in a different part of the building to be observed as to his sanity.

As for the others, throughout this excitement, one could hear them walking and mumbling or calling to the guards to do something. And as for Clyde, never having experienced or imagined such a scene, he was literally shivering with fear and horror. All through the last night of this mans life he lay on his pallet, chasing phantoms. So this was what death was like here; men cried, prayed, they lost their minds  yet the deadly process was in no way halted, for all their terror. Instead, at ten oclock and in order to quiet all those who were left, a cold lunch was brought in and offered  but with none eating save the Chinaman over the way.

And then at four the following morning  the keepers in charge of the deadly work coming silently along the main passage and drawing the heavy green curtains with which the cells were equipped so that none might see the fatal procession which was yet to return along the transverse passage from the old death house to the execution room. And yet with Clyde and all the others waking and sitting up at the sound.

It was here, the execution! The hour of death was at hand. This was the signal. In their separate cells, many of those who through fear or contrition, or because of innate religious convictions, had been recalled to some form of shielding or comforting faith, were upon their knees praying. Among the rest were others who merely walked or muttered. And still others who screamed from time to time in an incontrollable fever of terror.

As for Clyde he was numb and dumb. Almost thoughtless. They were going to kill that man in that other room in there. That chair  that chair that he had so greatly feared this long while was in there  was so close now. Yet his time as Jephson and his mother had told him was so long and distant as yet  if ever  ever it was to be  if ever  ever  

But now other sounds. Certain walkings to and fro. A cell door clanking somewhere. Then plainly the door leading from the old death house into this room opening  for there was a voice  several voices indistinct as yet. Then another voice a little clearer as if some one praying. That tell-tale shuffling of feet as a procession moved across and through that passage. Lord have mercy. Christ have mercy.

Mary, Mother of Grace, Mary, Mother of Mercy, St. Michael, pray for me; my good Angel, pray for me.

Holy Mary, pray for me; St. Joseph, pray for me. St. Ambrose, pray for me; all ye saints and angels, pray for me.

St. Michael, pray for me; my good Angel, pray for me.

It was the voice of the priest accompanying the doomed man and reciting a litany. Yet he was no longer in his right mind they said. And yet was not that his voice mumbling too? It was. Clyde could tell. He had heard it too much recently. And now that other door would be opened. He would be looking through it  this condemned man  so soon to be dead  at it  seeing it  that cap  those straps. Oh, he knew all about those by now though they should never come to be put upon him, maybe.

Good-by, Cutrone! It was a hoarse, shaky voice from some near-by cell  Clyde could not tell which. Go to a better world than this. And then other voices: Goodby, Cutrone. God keep you  even though you cant talk English.

The procession had passed. That door was shut. He was in there now. They were strapping him in, no doubt. Asking him what more he had to say  he who was no longer quite right in his mind. Now the straps must be fastened on, surely. The cap pulled down. In a moment, a moment, surely  

And then, although Clyde did not know or notice at the moment  a sudden dimming of the lights in this room  as well as over the prison  an idiotic or thoughtless result of having one electric system to supply the death voltage and the incandescence of this and all other rooms. And instantly a voice calling:

There she goes. Thats one. Well, its all over with him.

And a second voice: Yes, hes topped off, poor devil.

And then after the lapse of a minute perhaps, a second dimming lasting for thirty seconds  and finally a third dimming.

There  sure  thats the end now.

Yes. He knows whats on the other side now.

Thereafter silence  a deadly hush with later some murmured prayers here and there. But with Clyde cold and with a kind of shaking ague. He dared not think  let alone cry. So thats how it was. They drew the curtains. And then  and then. He was gone now. Those three dimmings of the lights. Sure, those were the flashes. And after all those nights at prayer. Those moanings! Those beatings of his head! And only a minute ago he had been alive  walking by there. But now dead. And some day he  he!  how could he be sure that he would not? How could he?

He shook and shook, lying on his couch, face down. The keepers came and ran up the curtains  as sure and secure in their lives apparently as though there was no death in the world. And afterwards he could hear them talking  not to him so much  he had proved too reticent thus far  but to some of the others.

Poor Pasquale. This whole business of the death penalty was all wrong. The warden thought so. So did they. He was working to have it abolished.

But that man! His prayers! And now he was gone. His cell over there was empty and another man would be put in it  to go too, later. Some one  many  like Cutrone, like himself  had been in this one  on this pallet. He sat up  moved to the chair. But he  they  had sat on that  too. He stood up  only to sink down on the pallet again. God! God! God! God! he now exclaimed to himself  but not aloud  and yet not unlike that other man who had so terrorized him on the night of his arrival here and who was still here. But he would go too. And all of these others  and himself maybe  unless  unless.

He had seen his first man die.


Chapter 31

In the meantime, however, Asas condition had remained serious, and it was four entire months before it was possible for him to sit up again or for Mrs. Griffiths to dream of resuming her lecturing scheme. But by that time, public interest in her and her sons fate was considerably reduced. No Denver paper was interested to finance her return for anything she could do for them. And as for the public in the vicinity of the crime, it remembered Mrs. Griffiths and her son most clearly, and in so far as she was concerned, sympathetically  but only, on the other hand, to think of him as one who probably was guilty and in that case, being properly punished for his crime  that it would be as well if an appeal were not taken  or  if it were  that it be refused. These guilty criminals with their interminable appeals!

And with Clyde where he was, more and more executions  although as he found  and to his invariable horror, no one ever became used to such things there; farmhand Mowrer for the slaying of his former employer; officer Riordan for the slaying of his wife  and a fine upstanding officer too but a minute before his death; and afterwards, within the month, the going of the Chinaman, who seemed, for some reason, to endure a long time (and without a word in parting to any one  although it was well known that he spoke a few words of English). And after him Larry Donahue, the overseas soldier  with a grand call  just before the door closed behind: Good-by boys. Good luck.

And after him again  but, oh  that was so hard; so much closer to Clyde  so depleting to his strength to think of bearing this deadly life here without  Miller Nicholson  no less. For after five months in which they had been able to walk and talk and call to each other from time to time from their cells and Nicholson had begun to advise him as to books to read  as well as one important point in connection with his own case  on appeal  or in the event of any second trial, i.e.,  that the admission of Robertas letters as evidence, as they stood, at least, be desperately fought on the ground that the emotional force of them was detrimental in the case of any jury anywhere, to a calm unbiased consideration of the material facts presented by them  and that instead of the letters being admitted as they stood they should be digested for the facts alone and that digest  and that only offered to the jury. If your lawyers can get the Court of Appeals to agree to the soundness of that you will win your case sure.

And Clyde at once, after inducing a personal visit on the part of Jephson, laying this suggestion before him and hearing him say that it was sound and that he and Belknap would assuredly incorporate it in their appeal.

Yet not so long after that the guard, after locking his door on returning from the courtyard whispered, with a nod in the direction of Nicholsons cell, His next. Did he tell you? Within three days.

And at once Clyde shriveling  the news playing upon him as an icy and congealing breath. For he had just come from the courtyard with him where they had walked and talked of another man who had just been brought in  a Hungarian of Utica who was convicted of burning his paramour  in a furnace  then confessing it  a huge, rough, dark, ignorant man with a face like a gargoyle. And Nicholson saying he was more animal than man, he was sure. Yet no word about himself. And in three days! And he could walk and talk as though there was nothing to happen, although, according to the guard, he had been notified the night before.

And the next day the same  walking and talking as though nothing had happened  looking up at the sky and breathing the air. Yet Clyde, his companion, too sick and feverish  too awed and terrified from merely thinking on it all night to be able to say much of anything as he walked but thinking: And he can walk here. And be so calm. What sort of a man is this? and feeling enormously overawed and weakened.

The following morning Nicholson did not appear  but remained in his cell destroying many letters he had received from many places. And near noon, calling to Clyde who was two cells removed from him on the other side: Im sending you something to remember me by. But not a word as to his going.

And then the guard bringing two books  Robinson Crusoe and the Arabian Nights. That night Nicholsons removal from his cell  and the next morning before dawn the curtains; the same procession passing through, which was by now an old story to Clyde. But somehow this was so different  so intimate  so cruel. And as he passed, calling: God bless you all. I hope you have good luck and get out. And then that terrible stillness that followed the passing of each man.

And Clyde thereafter  lonely  terribly so. Now there was no one here  no one  in whom he was interested. He could only sit and read  and think  or pretend to be interested in what these others said, for he could not really be interested in what they said. His was a mind that, freed from the miseries that had now befallen him, was naturally more drawn to romance than to reality. Where he read at all he preferred the light, romantic novel that pictured some such world as he would have liked to share, to anything that even approximated the hard reality of the world without, let alone this. Now what was going to become of him eventually? So alone was he! Only letters from his mother, brother and sisters. And Asa getting no better, and his mother not able to return as yet  things were so difficult there in Denver. She was seeking a religious school in which to teach somewhere  while nursing Asa. But she was asking the Rev. Duncan McMillan, a young minister whom she had encountered in Syracuse, in the course of her work there, to come and see him. He was so spiritual and so kindly. And she was sure, if he would but come, that Clyde would find him a helpful and a strong support in these, his dark and weary hours when she could no longer be with him herself.

For while Mrs. Griffiths was first canvassing the churches and ministers of this section for aid for her son, and getting very little from any quarter, she had met the Rev. Duncan McMillan in Syracuse, where he was conducting an independent, non-sectarian church. He was a young, and like herself or Asa, unordained minister or evangelist of, however, far stronger and more effective temperament religiously. At the time Mrs. Griffiths appeared on the scene, he had already read much concerning Clyde and Roberta  and was fairly well satisfied that, by the verdict arrived at, justice had probably been done. However, because of her great sorrow and troubled search for aid he was greatly moved.

He, himself, was a devoted son. And possessing a highly poetic and emotional though so far repressed or sublimated sex nature, he was one who, out of many in this northern region, had been touched and stirred by the crime of which Clyde was presumed to be guilty. Those highly emotional and tortured letters of Robertas! Her seemingly sad life at Lycurgus and Biltz! How often he had thought of those before ever he had encountered Mrs. Griffiths. The simple and worthy virtues which Roberta and her family had seemingly represented in that romantic, pretty country world from which they had derived. Unquestionably Clyde was guilty. And yet here, suddenly, Mrs. Griffiths, very lorn and miserable and maintaining her sons innocence. At the same time there was Clyde in his cell doomed to die. Was it possible that by any strange freak or circumstance  a legal mistake had been made and Clyde was not as guilty as he appeared?

The temperament of McMillan was exceptional  tense, exotic. A present hour St. Bernard, Savonarola, St. Simeon, Peter the Hermit. Thinking of life, thought, all forms and social structures as the word, the expression, the breath of God. No less. Yet room for the Devil and his anger  the expelled Lucifer  going to and fro in the earth. Yet, thinking on the Beatitudes, on the Sermon on the Mount, on St. John and his direct seeing and interpretation of Christ and God. He that is not with me is against me; and he that gathereth not with me, scattereth. A strange, strong, tense, confused, merciful and too, after his fashion beautiful soul; sorrowing with misery yearning toward an impossible justice.

Mrs. Griffiths in her talks with him had maintained that he was to remember that Roberta was not wholly guiltless. Had she not sinned with her son? And how was he to exculpate her entirely? A great legal mistake. Her son was being most unjustly executed  and by the pitiful but none-the-less romantic and poetic letters of this girl which should never have been poured forth upon a jury of men at all. They were, as she now maintained, incapable of judging justly or fairly where anything sad in connection with a romantic and pretty girl was concerned. She had found that to be true in her mission work.

And this idea now appealed to the Rev. Duncan as important and very likely true. And perhaps, as she now contended, if only some powerful and righteous emissary of God would visit Clyde and through the force of his faith and Gods word make him see  which she was sure he did not yet, and which she in her troubled state, and because she was his mother, could not make him,  the blackness and terror of his sin with Roberta as it related to his immortal soul here and hereafter,  then in gratitude to, reverence and faith in God, would be washed away, all his iniquity, would it not? For irrespective of whether he had committed the crime now charged against him or not  and she was convinced that he had not  was he not, nevertheless, in the shadow of the electric chair  in danger at any time through death (even before a decision should be reached) of being called before his maker  and with the deadly sin of adultery, to say nothing of all his lies and false conduct, not only in connection with Roberta but that other girl there in Lycurgus, upon him? And by conversion and contrition should he not be purged of this? If only his soul were saved  she and he too would be at peace in this world.

And after a first and later a second pleading letter from Mrs. Griffiths, in which, after she had arrived at Denver, she set forth Clydes loneliness and need of counsel and aid, the Rev. Duncan setting forth for Auburn. And once there  having made it clear to the warden what his true purpose was  the spiritual salvation of Clydes soul, for his own, as well as his mother and Gods sake, he was at once admitted to the death house and to Clydes presence  the very door of his cell, where he paused and looked through, observing Clyde lying most wretchedly on his cot trying to read. And then McMillan outlining his tall, thin figure against the bars and without introduction of any kind, beginning, his head bowed in prayer:

Have mercy upon me, O God, according to Thy loving-kindness; according unto the multitude of Thy tender mercies, blot out my transgressions.

Wash me thoroughly from my iniquity and cleanse me from my sin.

For I acknowledge my transgressions, and my sin is ever before me.

Against Thee, Thee only have I sinned, and done this evil in Thy sight, that Thou mightest be justified when Thou speakest and be clear when Thou judgest.

Behold, I was shapen in iniquity; and in sin did my mother conceive me.

Behold, Thou desireth truth in the inward parts; and in the hidden part Thou shalt make me to know wisdom.

Purge me with hyssop, and I shall be clean; wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow.

Make me to hear joy and gladness; that the bones which Thou hast broken may rejoice.

Hide Thy face from my sins, and blot out all mine iniquities.

Create in me a clean heart, O God; and renew a right spirit within me.

Cast me not away from Thy presence; and take not Thy holy spirit away from me.

Restore unto me the joy of Thy salvation, and uphold me with Thy free spirit.

Then will I teach transgressors Thy ways; and sinners will be converted unto Thee.

Deliver me from blood guiltiness, O God, thou God of my salvation, and my tongue shall sing aloud of Thy righteousness.

O Lord, open Thou my lips; and my mouth shall show forth Thy praise.

For Thou desirest not sacrifice; else would I give it; Thou delightest not in burnt offering.

The sacrifices of God are a broken spirit; a broken and a contrite heart, O God, Thou wilt not despise.

He paused  but only after he had intoned, and in a most sonorous and really beautiful voice the entire 51st Psalm. And then looking up, because Clyde, much astonished, had first sat up and then risen  and curiously enticed by the clean and youthful and vigorous if pale figure had approached nearer the cell door, he now added:

I bring you, Clyde, the mercy and the salvation of your God. He has called on me and I have come. He has sent me that I may say unto you though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be white  like snow. Though they be red, like crimson, they shall be as wool. Come now, let us reason together with the Lord.

He paused and stared at Clyde tenderly. A warm, youthful, half smile, half romantic, played about his lips. He liked the youth and refinement of Clyde, who, on his part was plainly taken by this exceptional figure. Another religionist, of course. But the Protestant chaplain who was here was nothing like this man  neither so arresting nor attractive.

Duncan McMillan is my name, he said, and I come from the work of the Lord in Syracuse. He has sent me  just as he sent your mother to me. She has told me all that she believes. I have read all that you have said. And I know why you are here. But it is to bring you spiritual joy and gladness that I am here.

And he suddenly quoted from Psalms 13:2, How shall I take counsel in my soul, having sorrow in my heart, daily. That is from Psalms 13:2. And here is another thing that now comes to me as something that I should say to you. It is from the Bible, too  the Tenth Psalm: He hath said in his heart, I shall not be moved, for I shall never be in adversity. But you are in adversity, you see. We all are, who live in sin. And here is another thing that comes to me, just now to say. It is from Psalm 10:11: He hath said in his heart, God hath forgotten. He hideth His face. And I am told to say to you that He does not hide His face. Rather I am told to quote this to you from the Eighteenth Psalm: They prevented me in the day of my calamity, but the Lord was my stay. He sent from above, He took me, He drew me out of many waters.

He delivered me from my strong enemy.

And from them which hated me, for they were too many for me.

He brought me forth also unto a large place.

He delivered me because He delighted in me.

Clyde, those are all words addressed to you. They come to me here to say to you just as though they were being whispered to me. I am but the mouthpiece for these words spoken direct to you. Take counsel with your own heart. Turn from the shadow to the light. Let us break these bonds of misery and gloom; chase these shadows and this darkness. You have sinned. The Lord can and will forgive. Repent. Join with Him who has shaped the world and keeps it. He will not spurn your faith; He will not neglect your prayers. Turn  in yourself  in the confines of this cell  and say: Lord, help me. Lord, hear Thou my prayer. Lord, lighten mine eyes!

Do you think there is no God  and that He will not answer you? Pray. In your trouble turn to Him  not me  or any other. But to Him. Pray. Speak to Him. Call to Him. Tell Him the truth and ask for help. As surely as you are here before me  and if in your heart you truly repent of any evil you have done  truly, truly, you will hear and feel Him. He will take your hand. He will enter this cell and your soul. You will know Him by the peace and the light that will fill your mind and heart. Pray. And if you need me again to help you in any way  to pray with you  or to do you any service of any kind  to cheer you in your loneliness  you have only to send for me; drop me a card. I have promised your mother and I will do what I can. The warden has my address. He paused, serious and conclusive in his tone  because up to this time, Clyde had looked more curious and astonished than anything else.

At the same time because of Clydes extreme youthfulness and a certain air of lonely dependence which marked him ever since his mother and Nicholson had gone: Ill always be in easy reach. I have a lot of religious work over in Syracuse but Ill be glad to drop it at any time that I can really do anything more for you. And here he turned as if to go.

But Clyde, now taken by him  his vital, confident and kindly manner  so different to the tense, fearful and yet lonely life here, called after him: Oh, dont go just yet. Please dont. Its very nice of you to come and see me and Im obliged to you. My mother wrote me you might. You see, its very lonely here. I havent thought much of what you were saying, perhaps, because I havent felt as guilty as some think I am. But Ive been sorry enough. And certainly any one in here pays a good deal. His eyes looked very sad and strained.

And at once, McMillan, now deeply touched for the first time replied: Clyde, you neednt worry. Ill come to see you again within a week, because now I see you need me. Im not asking you to pray because I think you are guilty of the death of Roberta Alden. I dont know. You havent told me. Only you and God know what your sins and your sorrows are. But I do know you need spiritual help and He will give you that  oh, fully. The Lord will be a refuge for the oppressed; a refuge in time of trouble.

He smiled as though he were now really fond of Clyde. And Clyde feeling this and being intrigued by it, replied that there wasnt anything just then that he wanted to say except to tell his mother that he was all right  and make her feel a little better about him, maybe, if he could. Her letters were very sad, he thought. She worried too much about him. Besides he, himself, wasnt feeling so very good  not a little run down and worried these days. Who wouldnt be in his position? Indeed, if only he could win to spiritual peace through prayer, he would be glad to do it. His mother had always urged him to pray  but up to now he was sorry to say he hadnt followed her advice very much. He looked very distrait and gloomy  the marked prison pallor having long since settled on his face.

And the Reverend Duncan, now very much touched by his state, replied: Well, dont worry, Clyde. Enlightenment and peace are surely going to come to you. I can see that. You have a Bible there, I see. Open it anywhere in Psalms and read. The 51st, 91st, 23rd. Open to St. John. Read it all  over and over. Think and pray  and think on all the things about you  the moon, the stars, the sun, the trees, the sea  your own beating heart, your body and strength  and ask yourself who made them. How did they come to be? Then, if you cant explain them, ask yourself if the one who made them and you  whoever he is, whatever he is, wherever he is, isnt strong and wise enough and kind enough to help you when you need help  provide you with light and peace and guidance, when you need them. Just ask yourself what of the Maker of all this certain reality. And then ask Him  the Creator of it all  to tell you how and what to do. Dont doubt. Just ask and see. Ask in the night  in the day. Bow your head and pray and see. Verily, He will not fail you. I know because I have that peace.

He stared at Clyde convincingly  then smiled and departed. And Clyde, leaning against his cell door, began to wonder. The Creator! His Creator! The Creator of the World!...Ask and see  !

And yet  there was still lingering here in him that old contempt of his for religion and its fruits,  the constant and yet fruitless prayers and exhortations of his father and mother. Was he going to turn to religion now, solely because he was in difficulties and frightened like these others? He hoped not. Not like that, anyway.

Just the same the mood, as well as the temperament of the Reverend Duncan McMillan  his young, forceful, convinced and dramatic body, face, eyes, now intrigued and then moved Clyde as no religionist or minister in all his life before ever had. He was interested, arrested and charmed by the mans faith  whether at once or not at all  ever  he could come to put the reliance in it that plainly this man did.


Chapter 32

The personal conviction and force of such an individual as the Reverend McMillan, while in one sense an old story to Clyde and not anything which so late as eighteen months before could have moved him in any way (since all his life he had been accustomed to something like it), still here, under these circumstances, affected him differently. Incarcerated, withdrawn from the world, compelled by the highly circumscribed nature of this death house life to find solace or relief in his own thoughts, Clydes, like every other temperament similarly limited, was compelled to devote itself either to the past, the present or the future. But the past was so painful to contemplate at any point. It seared and burned. And the present (his immediate surroundings) as well as the future with its deadly fear of what was certain to happen in case his appeal failed, were two phases equally frightful to his waking consciousness.

What followed then was what invariably follows in the wake of every tortured consciousness. From what it dreads or hates, yet knows or feels to be unescapable, it takes refuge in that which may be hoped for  or at least imagined. But what was to be hoped for or imagined? Because of the new suggestion offered by Nicholson, a new trial was all that he had to look forward to, in which case, and assuming himself to be acquitted thereafter, he could go far, far away  to Australia  or Africa  or Mexico  or some such place as that, where, under a different name  his old connections and ambitions relating to that superior social life that had so recently intrigued him, laid aside, he might recover himself in some small way. But directly in the path of that hopeful imagining, of course, stood the deaths head figure of a refusal on the part of the Court of Appeals to grant him a new trial. Why not  after that jury at Bridgeburg? And then  as in that dream in which he turned from the tangle of snakes to face the tramping rhinoceros with its two horns  he was confronted by that awful thing in the adjoining room  that chair! That chair! Its straps and its flashes which so regularly dimmed the lights in this room. He could not bear to think of his entering there  ever. And yet supposing his appeal was refused! Away! He would like to think no more about it.

But then, apart from that what was there to think of? It was that very question that up to the time of the arrival of the Rev. Duncan McMillan, with his plea for a direct and certainly (as he insisted) fruitful appeal to the Creator of all things, that had been definitely torturing Clyde. Yet see  how simple was his solution!

It was given unto you to know the Peace of God, he insisted, quoting Paul and thereafter sentences from Corinthians, Galatians, Ephesians, on how easy it was  if Clyde would but repeat and pray as he had asked him to  for him to know and delight in the peace that passeth all understanding. It was with him, all around him. He had but to seek; confess the miseries and errors of his heart, and express contrition. Ask, and ye shall receive; seek, and ye shall find; knock, and it shall be opened unto you. For every one that asketh, receiveth; and he that seeketh, findeth; and to him that knocketh it shall be opened. For what man is there of you whom, if his son ask bread, will give him a stone; or, if he ask fish, will give him a serpent? So he quoted, beautifully and earnestly.

And yet before Clyde always was the example of his father and mother. What had they? It had not availed them much  praying. Neither, as he noticed here, did it appear to avail or aid these other condemned men, the majority of whom lent themselves to the pleas or prayers of either priest or rabbi or minister, one and the other of whom was about daily. Yet were they not led to their death just the same  and complaining or protesting, or mad like Cutrone, or indifferent? As for himself, up to this he had not been interested by any of these. Bunk. Notions. Of what? He could not say. Nevertheless, here was the appealing Rev. Duncan McMillan. His mild, serene eyes. His sweet voice. His faith. It moved and intrigued Clyde deeply. Could there  could there? He was so lonely  so despairing  so very much in need of help.

Was it not also true (the teaching of the Rev. McMillan  influencing him to that extent at least) that if he had led a better life  had paid more attention to what his mother had said and taught  not gone into that house of prostitution in Kansas City  or pursued Hortense Briggs in the evil way that he had  or after her, Roberta  had been content to work and save, as no doubt most men were  would he not be better off than he now was? But then again, there was the fact or truth of those very strong impulses and desires within himself that were so very, very hard to overcome. He had thought of those, too, and then of the fact that many other people like his mother, his uncle, his cousin, and this minister here, did not seem to be troubled by them. And yet also he was given to imagining at times that perhaps it was because of superior mental and moral courage in the face of passions and desires, equivalent to his own, which led these others to do so much better. He was perhaps just willfully devoting himself to these other thoughts and ways, as his mother and McMillan and most every one else whom he had heard talk since his arrest seemed to think.

What did it all mean? Was there a God? Did He interfere in the affairs of men as Mr. McMillan was now contending? Was it possible that one could turn to Him, or at least some creative power, in some such hour as this and when one had always ignored Him before, and ask for aid? Decidedly one needed aid under such circumstances  so alone and ordered and controlled by law  not man  since these, all of them, were the veriest servants of the law. But would this mysterious power be likely to grant aid? Did it really exist and hear the prayers of men? The Rev. McMillan insisted yes. He hath said God hath forgotten; He hideth His face. But He has not forgotten. He has not hidden His face. But was that true? Was there anything to it? Tortured by the need of some mental if not material support in the face of his great danger, Clyde was now doing what every other human in related circumstances invariably does  seeking, and yet in the most indirect and involute and all but unconscious way, the presence or existence at least of some superhuman or supernatural personality or power that could and would aid him in some way  beginning to veer  however slightly or unconsciously as yet,  toward the personalization and humanization of forces, of which, except in the guise of religion, he had not the faintest conception. The Heavens declare the Glory of God, and the Firmament sheweth His handiwork. He recalled that as a placard in one of his mothers mission windows. And another which read: For He is Thy life and Thy length of Days. Just the same  and far from it as yet, even in the face of his sudden predisposition toward the Rev. Duncan McMillan, was he seriously moved to assume that in religion of any kind was he likely to find surcease from his present miseries?

And yet the weeks and months going by  the Rev. McMillan calling regularly thereafter, every two weeks at the longest, sometimes every week and inquiring after his state, listening to his wants, advising him as to his health and peace of mind. And Clyde, anxious to retain his interest and visits, gradually, more and more, yielding himself to his friendship and influence. That high spirituality. That beautiful voice. And quoting always such soothing things. Brethren now are we the children of God. And it doth not yet appear what we shall be; but we know that when He shall appear we shall be like Him, for we shall see Him as He is. And every man that has this hope in him purifieth himself even as He is pure.

Hereby know that we dwell in Him and He in us, because He hath given us of His spirit.

For ye are bought with a price.

Of His own will begot He us with the word of truth, and we should be a kind of first fruits of His creatures. And every good and every perfect gift is from above and cometh down from the Father of lights, with whom is no variableness, neither shadow of turning.

Draw nigh unto God and He will draw nigh unto you.

He was inclined, at times, to feel that there might be peace and strength  aid, even  who could say, in appealing to this power. It was the force and the earnestness of the Rev. McMillan operating upon him.

And yet, the question of repentance  and with it confession. But to whom? The Rev. Duncan McMillan, of course. He seemed to feel that it was necessary for Clyde to purge his soul to him  or some one like him  a material and yet spiritual emissary of God. But just there was the trouble. For there was all of that false testimony he had given in the trial, yet on which had been based his appeal. To go back on that now, and when his appeal was pending. Better wait, had he not, until he saw how that appeal had eventuated.

But, ah, how shabby, false, fleeting, insincere. To imagine that any God would bother with a person who sought to dicker in such a way. No, no. That was not right either. What would the Rev. McMillan think of him if he knew what he was thinking?

But again there was the troubling question in his own mind as to his real guilt  the amount of it. True there was no doubt that he had plotted to kill Roberta there at first  a most dreadful thing as he now saw it. For the complications and the fever in connection with his desire for Sondra having subsided somewhat, it was possible on occasion now for him to reason without the desperate sting and tang of the mental state that had characterized him at the time when he was so immediately in touch with her. Those terrible, troubled days when in spite of himself  as he now understood it (Belknaps argument having cleared it up for him) he had burned with that wild fever which was not unakin in its manifestations to a form of insanity. The beautiful Sondra! The glorious Sondra! The witchery and fire of her smile then! Even now that dreadful fever was not entirely out but only smoldering  smothered by all of the dreadful things that had since happened to him.

Also, it must be said on his behalf now, must it not  that never, under any other circumstances, would he have succumbed to any such terrible thought or plot as that  to kill any one  let alone a girl like Roberta  unless he had been so infatuated  lunatic, even. But had not the jury there at Bridgeburg listened to that plea with contempt? And would the Court of Appeals think differently? He feared not. And yet was it not true? Or was he all wrong? Or what? Could the Rev. McMillan or any one else to whom he would explain tell him as to that? He would like to talk to him about it  confess everything perhaps, in order to get himself clear on all this. Further, there was the fact that having plotted for Sondras sake (and God, if no one else, knew that) he still had not been able to execute it. And that had not been brought out in the trial, because the false form of defense used permitted no explanation of the real truth then  and yet it was a mitigating circumstance, was it not  or would the Rev. McMillan think so? A lie had to be used, as Jephson saw it. But did that make it any the less true?

There were phases of this thing, the tangles and doubts involved in that dark, savage plot of his, as he now saw and brooded on it, which were not so easily to be disposed of. Perhaps the two worst were, first, that in bringing Roberta there to that point on that lake  that lone spot  and then growing so weak and furious with himself because of his own incapacity to do evil, he had frightened her into rising and trying to come to him. And that in the first instance made it possible for her to be thus accidentally struck by him and so made him, in part at least, guilty of that blow  or did it?  a murderous, sinful blow in that sense. Maybe. What would the Rev. McMillan say to that? And since because of that she had fallen into the water, was he not guilty of her falling? It was a thought that troubled him very much now  his constructive share of guilt in all that. Regardless of what Oberwaltzer had said there at the trial in regard to his swimming away from her  that if she had accidentally fallen in the water, it was no crime on his part, supposing he refused to rescue her,  still, as he now saw it, and especially when taken in connection with all that he had thought in regard to Roberta up to that moment, it was a crime just the same, was it not? Wouldnt God  McMillan  think so? And unquestionably, as Mason had so shrewdly pointed out at the trial, he might have saved her. And would have too, no doubt, if she had been Sondra  or even the Roberta of the summer before. Besides, the fear of her dragging him down had been no decent fear. (It was at nights in his bunk at this time that he argued and reasoned with himself, seeing that McMillan was urging him now to repent and make peace with his God.) Yes, he would have to admit that to himself. Decidedly and instantly he would have sought to save her life, if it had been Sondra. And such being the case, he would have to confess that  if he confessed at all to the Rev. McMillan  or to whomever else one told the truth  when one did tell it  the public at large perhaps. But such a confession once made, would it not surely and truly lead to his conviction? And did he want to convict himself now and so die?

No, no, better wait a while perhaps  at least until the Court of Appeals had passed on his case. Why jeopardize his case when God already knew what the truth was? Truly, truly he was sorry. He could see how terrible all this was now  how much misery and heartache, apart from the death of Roberta, he had caused. But still  still  was not life sweet? Oh, if he could only get out! Oh, if he could only go away from here  never to see or hear or feel anything more of this terrible terror that now hung over him. The slow coming dark  the slow coming dawn. The long night! The sighs  the groans. The tortures by day and by night until it seemed at times as though he should go mad; and would perhaps except for McMillan, who now appeared devoted to him  so kind, appealing and reassuring, too, at times. He would just like to sit down some day  here or somewhere  and tell him all and get him to say how really guilty, if at all, he thought him to be  and if so guilty to get him to pray for him. At times he felt so sure that his mothers and the Rev. Duncan McMillans prayers would do him so much more good with this God than any prayers of his own would. Somehow he couldnt pray yet. And at times hearing McMillan pray, softly and melodiously, his voice entering through the bars  or, reading from Galatians, Thessalonians, Corinthians, he felt as though he must tell him everything, and soon.

But the days going by until finally one day six weeks after  and when because of his silence in regard to himself, the Rev. Duncan was beginning to despair of ever affecting him in any way toward his proper contrition and salvation  a letter or note from Sondra. It came through the wardens office and by the hand of the Rev. Preston Guilford, the Protestant chaplain of the prison, but was not signed. It was, however, on good paper, and because the rule of the prison so requiring had been opened and read. Nevertheless, on account of the nature of the contents which seemed to both the warden and the Rev. Guilford to be more charitable and punitive than otherwise, and because plainly, if not verifiably, it was from that Miss X of repute or notoriety in connection with his trial, it was decided, after due deliberation, that Clyde should be permitted to read it  even that it was best that he should. Perhaps it would prove of value as a lesson. The way of the transgressor. And so it was handed to him at the close of a late fall day  after a long and dreary summer had passed (soon a year since he had entered here). And he taking it. And although it was typewritten with no date nor place on the envelope, which was postmarked New York  yet sensing somehow that it might be from her. And growing decidedly nervous  so much so that his hand trembled slightly. And then reading  over and over and over  during many days thereafter: Clyde  This is so that you will not think that some one once dear to you has utterly forgotten you. She has suffered much, too. And though she can never understand how you could have done as you did, still, even now, although she is never to see you again, she is not without sorrow and sympathy and wishes you freedom and happiness.

But no signature  no trace of her own handwriting. She was afraid to sign her name and she was too remote from him in her mood now to let him know where she was. New York! But it might have been sent there from anywhere to mail. And she would not let him know  would never let him know  even though he died here later, as well he might. His last hope  the last trace of his dream vanished. Forever! It was at that moment, as when night at last falls upon the faintest remaining gleam of dusk in the west. A dim, weakening tinge of pink  and then the dark.

He seated himself on his cot. The wretched stripes of his uniform and his gray felt shoes took his eye. A felon. These stripes. These shoes. This cell. This uncertain, threatening prospect so very terrible to contemplate at any time. And then this letter. So this was the end of all that wonderful dream! And for this he had sought so desperately to disengage himself from Roberta  even to the point of deciding to slay her. This! This! He toyed with the letter, then held it quite still. Where was she now? Who in love with, maybe? She had had time to change perhaps. She had only been captivated by him a little, maybe. And then that terrible revelation in connection with him had destroyed forever, no doubt, all sentiment in connection with him. She was free. She had beauty  wealth. Now some other  

He got up and walked to his cell door to still a great pain. Over the way, in that cell the Chinaman had once occupied, was a Negro  Wash Higgins. He had stabbed a waiter in a restaurant, so it was said, who had refused him food and then insulted him. And next to him was a young Jew. He had killed the proprietor of a jewelry store in trying to rob it. But he was very broken and collapsed now that he was here to die  sitting for the most part all day on his cot, his head in his hands. Clyde could see both now from where he stood  the Jew holding his head. But the Negro on his cot, one leg above the other, smoking  and singing  

Oh, big wheel ro-a-lin...hmp!
Oh, big wheel ro-a-lin...hmp!
Oh, big wheel ro-a-lin...hmp!
Foh me! Foh me!

And then Clyde, unable to get away from his own thoughts, turning again.

Condemned to die! He. And this was the end as to Sondra. He could feel it. Farewell. Although she is never to see you again. He threw himself on his couch  not to weep but to rest  he felt so weary. Lycurgus. Fourth Lake. Bear Lake. Laughter  kisses  smiles. What was to have been in the fall of the preceding year. And now  a year later.

But then,  that young Jew. There was some religious chant into which he fell when his mental tortures would no longer endure silence. And oh, how sad. Many of the prisoners had cried out against it. And yet, oh, how appropriate now, somehow.

I have been evil. I have been unkind. I have lied. Oh! Oh! Oh! I have been unfaithful. My heart has been wicked. I have joined with those who have done evil things. Oh! Oh! Oh! I have stolen. I have been false. I have been cruel! Oh! Oh! Oh!

And the voice of Big Tom Rooney sentenced for killing Thomas Tighe, a rival for the hand of an underworld girl. For Christs sake! I know you feel bad. But so do I. Oh, for Gods sake, dont do that!

Clyde, on his cot, his thoughts responding rhythmically to the chant of the Jew  and joining with him silently I have been evil. I have been unkind. I have lied. Oh! Oh! Oh! I have been unfaithful. My heart has been wicked. I have joined with those who have done evil things. Oh! Oh! Oh! I have been false. I have been cruel. I have sought to murder. Oh! Oh! Oh! And for what? A vain  impossible dream! Oh! Oh! Oh!...Oh! Oh! Oh!...

When the guard, an hour later, placed his supper on the shelf in the door, he made no move. Food! And when the guard returned in another thirty minutes, there it was, still untouched, as was the Jews  and was taken away in silence. Guards knew when blue devils had seized the inmates of these cages. They couldnt eat. And there were times, too, when even guards couldnt eat.


Chapter 33

The depression resulting even after two days was apparent to the Reverend McMillan, who was concerned to know why. More recently, he had been led to believe by Clydes manner, his visits, if not the fact that the totality of his preachments, had not been greeted with as much warmth as he would have liked, that by degrees Clyde was being won to his own spiritual viewpoint. With no little success, as it had seemed to him, he had counseled Clyde as to the folly of depression and despair. What! Was not the peace of God within his grasp and for the asking. To one who sought God and found Him, as he surely would, if he sought, there could be no sorrow, but only joy. Hereby know we that we dwell in Him, and He in us, because He hath given us of His spirit. So he preached or read,  until finally  two weeks after receiving the letter from Sondra and because of the deep depression into which he had sunk on account of it, Clyde was finally moved to request of him that he try to induce the warden to allow him to be taken to some other cell or room apart from this room or cell which seemed to Clyde to be filled with too many of his tortured thoughts, in order that he might talk with him and get his advice. As he told the Reverend McMillan, he did not appear to be able to solve his true responsibility in connection with all that had so recently occurred in his life, and because of which he seemed not to be able to find that peace of mind of which McMillan talked so much. Perhaps...,  there must be something wrong with his viewpoint. Actually he would like to go over the offense of which he was convicted and see if there was anything wrong in his understanding of it. He was not so sure now. And McMillan, greatly stirred,  an enormous spiritual triumph, this  as he saw it  the true reward of faith and prayer, at once proceeding to the warden, who was glad enough to be of service in such a cause. And he permitted the use of one of the cells in the old death house for as long as he should require, and with no guard between himself and Clyde  one only remaining in the general hall outside.

And there Clyde began the story of his relations with Roberta and Sondra. Yet because of all that had been set forth at the trial, merely referring to most of the evidence  apart from his defense  the change of heart, as so; afterwards dwelling more particularly on the fatal adventure with Roberta in the boat. Did the Reverend McMillan  because of the original plotting  and hence the original intent  think him guilty?  especially in view of his obsession over Sondra  all his dreams in regard to her  did that truly constitute murder? He was asking this because, as he said, it was as he had done  not as his testimony at the trial had indicated that he had done. It was a lie that he had experienced a change of heart. His attorneys had counseled that defense as best, since they did not feel that he was guilty, and had thought that plan the quickest route to liberty. But it was a lie. In connection with his mental state also there in the boat, before and after her rising and attempting to come to him,  and that blow, and after,  he had not told the truth either  quite. That unintentional blow, as he now wished to explain, since it affected his efforts at religious meditation,  a desire to present himself honestly to his Creator, if at all (he did not then explain that as yet he had scarcely attempted to so present himself)  there was more to it than he had been able yet to make clear, even to himself. In fact even now to himself there was much that was evasive and even insoluble about it. He had said that there had been no anger  that there had been a change of heart. But there had been no change of heart. In fact, just before she had risen to come to him, there had been a complex troubled state, bordering, as he now saw it, almost upon trance or palsy, and due  but he could scarcely say to what it was due, exactly. He had thought at first  or afterwards  that it was partly due to pity for Roberta  or, at least the shame of so much cruelty in connection with her  his plan to strike her. At the same time there was anger, too,  hate maybe  because of her determination to force him to do what he did not wish to do. Thirdly  yet he was not so sure as to that  (he had thought about it so long and yet he was not sure even now)  there might have been fear as to the consequences of such an evil deed  although, just at that time, as it seemed to him now, he was not thinking of the consequences  or of anything save his inability to do as he had come to do  and feeling angry as to that.

Yet in the blow  the accidental blow that had followed upon her rising and attempting to come to him, had been some anger against her for wanting to come near him at all. And that it was perhaps  he was truly not sure, even now, that had given that blow its so destructive force. It was so afterward, anyhow, that he was compelled to think of it. And yet there was also the truth that in rising he was seeking to save her  even in spite of his hate. That he was also, for the moment at least, sorry for that blow. Again, though, once the boat had upset and both were in the water  in all that confusion, and when she was drowning, he had been moved by the thought: Do nothing. For thus he would be rid of her. Yes, he had so thought. But again, there was the fact that all through, as Mr. Belknap and Mr. Jephson had pointed out, he had been swayed by his obsession for Miss X, the super motivating force in connection with all of this. But now, did the Reverend McMillan, considering all that went before and all that came after  the fact that the unintentional blow still had had anger in it  angry dissatisfaction with her  really  and that afterwards he had not gone to her rescue  as now  honestly and truly as he was trying to show  did he think that that constituted murder  mortal blood guilt for which spiritually, as well as legally, he might be said to deserve death? Did he? He would like to know for his own souls peace  so that he could pray, maybe.

The Reverend McMillan hearing all this  and never in his life before having heard or having had passed to him so intricate and elusive and strange a problem  and because of Clydes faith in and regard for him, enormously impressed. And now sitting before him quite still and pondering most deeply, sadly and even nervously  so serious and important was this request for an opinion  something which, as he knew, Clyde was counting on to give him earthly and spiritual peace. But, none-the-less, the Reverend McMillan was himself too puzzled to answer so quickly.

Up to the time you went in that boat with her, Clyde, you had not changed in your mood toward her  your intention to  to

The Reverend McMillans face was gray and drawn. His eyes were sad. He had been listening, as he now felt, to a sad and terrible story  an evil and cruel self-torturing and destroying story. This young boy  really  ! His hot, restless heart which plainly for the lack of so many things which he, the Reverend McMillan, had never wanted for, had rebelled. And because of that rebellion had sinned mortally and was condemned to die. Indeed his reason was as intensely troubled as his heart was moved.

No, I had not.

You were, as you say, angry with yourself for being so weak as not to be able to do what you had planned to do.

In a way it was like that, yes. But then I was sorry, too, you see. And maybe afraid. Im not exactly sure now. Maybe not, either.

The Reverend McMillan shook his head. So strange! So evasive! So evil! And yet  

But at the same time, as you say, you were angry with her for having driven you to that point.

Yes.

Where you were compelled to wrestle with so terrible a problem?

Yes.

Tst! Tst! Tst! And so you thought of striking her.

Yes, I did.

But you could not.

No.

Praised be the mercy of God. Yet in the blow that you did strike  unintentionally  as you say  there was still some anger against her. That was why the blow was so  so severe. You did not want her to come near you.

No, I didnt. I think I didnt, anyhow. Im not quite sure. It may be that I wasnt quite right. Anyhow  all worked up, I guess  sick almost. I  I In his uniform  his hair cropped so close, Clyde sat there, trying honestly now to think how it really was (exactly) and greatly troubled by his inability to demonstrate to himself even  either his guilt or his lack of guilt. Was he  or was he not? And the Reverend McMillan  himself intensely strained, muttering: Wide is the gate and broad the way that leadeth to destruction. And yet finally adding: But you did rise to save her.

Yes, afterwards, I got up. I meant to catch her after she fell back. That was what upset the boat.

And you did really want to catch her?

I dont know. At the moment I guess I did. Anyhow I felt sorry, I think.

But can you say now truly and positively, as your Creator sees you, that you were sorry  or that you wanted to save her then?

It all happened so quick, you see, began Clyde nervously  hopelessly, almost, that Im not just sure. No, I dont know that I was so very sorry. No. I really dont know, you see, now. Sometimes I think maybe I was, a little, sometimes not, maybe. But after she was gone and I was on shore, I felt sorry  a little. But I was sort of glad, too, you know, to be free, and yet frightened, too  You see

Yes, I know. You were going to that Miss X. But out there, when she was in the water  ?

No.

You did not want to go to her rescue?

No.

Tst! Tst! Tst! You felt no sorrow? No shame? Then?

Yes, shame, maybe. Maybe sorrow, too, a little. I knew it was terrible. I felt that it was, of course. But still  you see

Yes, I know. That Miss X. You wanted to get away.

Yes  but mostly I was frightened, and I didnt want to help her.

Yes! Yes! Tst! Tst! Tst! If she drowned you could go to that Miss X. You thought of that? The Reverend McMillans lips were tightly and sadly compressed.

Yes.

My son! My son! In your heart was murder then.

Yes, yes, Clyde said reflectively. I have thought since it must have been that way.

The Reverend McMillan paused and to hearten himself for this task began to pray  but silently  and to himself: Our Father who art in Heaven  hallowed be Thy name. Thy Kingdom come, Thy will be done  on earth as it is in Heaven. He stirred again after a time.

Ah, Clyde. The mercy of God is equal to every sin. I know it. He sent His own son to die for the evil of the world. It must be so  if you will but repent. But that thought! That deed! You have much to pray for, my son  much. Oh, yes. For in the sight of God, I fear,  yes  And yet  I must pray for enlightenment. This is a strange and terrible story. There are so many phases. It may be but pray. Pray with me now that you and I may have light. He bowed his head. He sat for minutes in silence  while Clyde, also, in silence and troubled doubt, sat before him. Then, after a time he began:

Oh, Lord, rebuke me not in thine anger; neither chasten me in Thy hot displeasure. Have mercy on me, O Lord, for I am weak. Heal me in my shame and sorrow for my soul is wounded and dark in Thy sight. Oh, let the wickedness of my heart pass. Lead me, O God, into Thy righteousness. Let the wickedness of my heart pass and remember it not.

Clyde  his head down  sat still  very still. He, himself, was at last shaken and mournful. No doubt his sin was very great. Very, very terrible! And yet  But then, the Reverend McMillan ceasing and rising, he, too, rose, the while McMillan added: But I must go now. I must think  pray. This has troubled and touched me deeply. Oh, very, Lord. And you  my son  you return and pray  alone. Repent. Ask of God on your knees His forgiveness and He will hear you. Yes, He will. And to-morrow  or as soon as I honestly can  I will come again. But do not despair. Pray always  for in prayer alone, prayer and contrition, is salvation. Rest in the strength of Him who holds the world in the hollow of His hand. In His abounding strength and mercy, is peace and forgiveness. Oh, yes.

He struck the iron door with a small key ring that he carried and at once the guard, hearing it, returned.

Then having escorted Clyde to his cell and seen him once more shut within that restraining cage, he took his own departure, heavily and miserably burdened with all that he had heard. And Clyde was left to brood on all he had said  and how it had affected McMillan, as well as himself. His new friends stricken mood. The obvious pain and horror with which he viewed it all. Was he really and truly guilty? Did he really and truly deserve to die for this? Was that what the Reverend McMillan would decide? And in the face of all his tenderness and mercy?

And another week in which, moved by Clydes seeming contrition, and all the confusing and extenuating circumstances of his story, and having wrestled most earnestly with every moral aspect of it, the Reverend McMillan once more before his cell door  but only to say that however liberal or charitable his interpretation of the facts, as at last Clyde had truthfully pictured them, still he could not feel that either primarily or secondarily could he be absolved from guilt for her death. He had plotted  had he not? He had not gone to her rescue when he might have. He had wished her dead and afterwards had not been sorry. In the blow that had brought about the upsetting of the boat had been some anger. Also in the mood that had not permitted him to strike. The facts that he had been influenced by the beauty and position of Miss X to the plotting of this deed, and, after his evil relations with Roberta, that she had been determined he should marry her, far from being points in extenuation of his actions, were really further evidence of his general earthly sin and guilt. Before the Lord then he had sinned in many ways. In those dark days, alas, as Mr. McMillan saw it, he was little more than a compound of selfishness and unhallowed desire and fornication against the evil of which Paul had thundered. It had endured to the end and had not changed  until he had been taken by the law. He had not repented  not even there at Bear Lake where he had time for thought. And besides, had he not, from the beginning to end, bolstered it with false and evil pretenses? Verily.

On the other hand, no doubt if he were sent to the chair now in the face of his first  and yet so clear manifestation of contrition  when now, for the first time he was beginning to grasp the enormity of his offense  it would be but to compound crime with crime  the state in this instance being the aggressor. For, like the warden and many others, McMillan was against capital punishment  preferring to compel the wrong-doer to serve the state in some way. But, none-the-less, he felt himself compelled to acknowledge, Clyde was far from innocent. Think as he would  and however much spiritually he desired to absolve him, was he not actually guilty?

In vain it was that McMillan now pointed out to Clyde that his awakened moral and spiritual understanding more perfectly and beautifully fitted him for life and action than ever before. He was alone. He had no one who believed in him. No one. He had no one, whom, in any of his troubled and tortured actions before that crime saw anything but the darkest guilt apparently. And yet  and yet  (and this despite Sondra and the Reverend McMillan and all the world for that matter, Mason, the jury at Bridgeburg, the Court of Appeals at Albany, if it should decide to confirm the jury at Bridgeburg), he had a feeling in his heart that he was not as guilty as they all seemed to think. After all they had not been tortured as he had by Roberta with her determination that he marry her and thus ruin his whole life. They had not burned with that unquenchable passion for the Sondra of his beautiful dream as he had. They had not been harassed, tortured, mocked by the ill-fate of his early life and training, forced to sing and pray on the streets as he had in such a degrading way, when his whole heart and soul cried out for better things. How could they judge him, these people, all or any one of them, even his own mother, when they did not know what his own mental, physical and spiritual suffering had been? And as he lived through it again in his thoughts at this moment the sting and mental poison of it was as real to him as ever. Even in the face of all the facts and as much as every one felt him to be guilty, there was something so deep within him that seemed to cry out against it that, even now, at times, it startled him. Still  there was the Reverend McMillan  he was a very fair and just and merciful man. Surely he saw all this from a higher light and better viewpoint than his own. While at times he felt strongly that he was innocent, at others he felt that he must be guilty.

Oh, these evasive and tangled and torturesome thoughts!! Would he never be able  quite  to get the whole thing straightened out in his own mind?

So Clyde not being able to take advantage truly of either the tenderness and faith and devotion of so good and pure a soul as the Reverend McMillan or the all merciful and all powerful God of whom here he stood as the ambassador. What was he to do, really? How pray, resignedly, unreservedly, faithfully? And in that mood  and because of the urge of the Reverend Duncan, who was convinced by Clydes confession that he must have been completely infused with the spirit of God, once more thumbing through the various passages and chapters pointed out to him  reading and re-reading the Psalms most familiar to him, seeking from their inspiration to catch the necessary contrition  which once caught would give him that peace and strength which in those long and dreary hours he so much desired. Yet never quite catching it.

Parallel with all this, four more months passed. And at the end of that time  in January, 19  , the Court of Appeals finding (Fulham, Jr., reviewing the evidence as offered by Belknap and Jephson)  with Kincaid, Briggs, Truman and Dobshutter concurring, that Clyde was guilty as decided by the Cataraqui County jury and sentencing him to die at some time within the week beginning February 28th or six weeks later  and saying in conclusion:

We are mindful that this is a case of circumstantial evidence and that the only eyewitness denies that death was the result of crime. But in obedience to the most exacting requirements of that manner of proof, the counsel for the people, with very unusual thoroughness and ability has investigated and presented evidence of a great number of circumstances for the purpose of truly solving the question of the defendants guilt or innocence.

We might think that the proof of some of these facts standing by themselves was subject to doubt by reason of unsatisfactory or contradictory evidence, and that other occurrences might be so explained or interpreted as to be reconcilable with innocence. The defense  and very ably  sought to enforce this view.

But taken all together and considered as a connected whole, they make such convincing proof of guilt that we are not able to escape from its force by any justifiable process of reasoning and we are compelled to say that not only is the verdict not opposed to the weight of evidence, and to the proper inference to be drawn from it, but that it is abundantly justified thereby. Decision of the lower court unanimously confirmed.

On hearing this, McMillan, who was in Syracuse at the time, hurrying to Clyde in the hope that before the news was conveyed officially, he should be there to encourage him spiritually, since, only with the aid of the Lord, as he saw it  the eternal and ever present help in trouble  would Clyde be able to endure so heavy a blow. And finding him  for which he was most deeply grateful  wholly unaware of what had occurred, since no news of any kind was conveyed to any condemned man until the warrant for his execution had arrived.

After a most tender and spiritual conversation  in which he quoted from Matthew, Paul and John as to the unimportance of this world  the true reality and joy of the next  Clyde was compelled to learn from McMillan that the decision of the court had gone against him. And that though McMillan talked of an appeal to the Governor which he  and some others whom he was sure to be able to influence would make  unless the Governor chose to act, within six weeks, as Clyde knew, he would be compelled to die. And then, once the force of that fact had finally burst on him  and while McMillan talked on about faith and the refuge which the mercy and wisdom of God provided  Clyde, standing before him with more courage and character showing in his face and eyes than at any time previously in his brief and eager career.

So they decided against me. Now I will have to go through that door after all,  like all those others. Theyll draw the curtains for me, too. Into that other room  then back across the passage  saying good-bye as I go, like those others. I will not be here any more. He seemed to be going over each step in his mind  each step with which he was so familiar, only now, for the first time, he was living it for himself. Now, in the face of this dread news, which somehow was as fascinating as it was terrible, feeling not as distrait or weak as at first he had imagined he would be. Rather, to his astonishment, considering all his previous terror in regard to this, thinking of what he would do, what he would say, in an outwardly calm way.

Would he repeat prayers read to him by the Reverend McMillan here? No doubt. And maybe gladly, too. And yet  

In his momentary trance he was unconscious of the fact that the Reverend Duncan was whispering:

But you see we havent reached the end of this yet. There is a new Governor coming into office in January. He is a very sensible and kindly man, I hear. In fact I know several people who know him  and it is my plan to see him personally  as well as to have some other people whom I know write him on the strength of what I will tell them.

But from Clydes look at the moment, as well as what he now said, he could tell that he was not listening.

My mother. I suppose some one ought to telegraph her. She is going to feel very bad. And then: I dont suppose they believed that those letters shouldnt have been introduced just as they were, did they? I thought maybe they would. He was thinking of Nicholson.

Dont worry, Clyde, replied the tortured and saddened McMillan, at this point more eager to take him in his arms and comfort him than to say anything at all. I have already telegraphed your mother. As for that decision  I will see your lawyers right away. Besides  as I say  I propose to see the Governor myself. He is a new man, you see.

Once more he was now repeating all that Clyde had not heard before.


Chapter 34

The scene was the executive chamber of the newly elected Governor of the State of New York some three weeks after the news conveyed to Clyde by McMillan. After many preliminary and futile efforts on the part of Belknap and Jephson to obtain a commutation of the sentence of Clyde from death to life imprisonment (the customary filing of a plea for clemency, together with such comments as they had to make in regard to the way the evidence had been misinterpreted and the illegality of introducing the letters of Roberta in their original form, to all of which Governor Waltham, an ex-district attorney and judge from the southern part of the state, had been conscientiously compelled to reply that he could see no reason for interfering) there was now before Governor Waltham Mrs. Griffiths together with the Reverend McMillan. For, moved by the widespread interest in the final disposition of Clydes case, as well as the fact that his mother, because of her unshaken devotion to him, and having learned of the decision of the Court of Appeals, had once more returned to Auburn and since then had been appealing to the newspapers, as well as to himself through letters for a correct understanding of the extenuating circumstances surrounding her sons downfall, and because she herself had repeatedly appealed to him for a personal interview in which she should be allowed to present her deepest convictions in regard to all this, the Governor had at last consented to see her. It could do no harm. Besides it would tend to soothe her. Also variable public sentiment, whatever its convictions in any given case, was usually on the side of the form or gesture of clemency  without, however, any violence to its convictions. And, in this case, if one could judge by the newspapers, the public was convinced that Clyde was guilty. On the other hand, Mrs. Griffiths, owing to her own long meditations in regard to Clyde, Roberta, his sufferings during and since the trial, the fact that according to the Reverend McMillan he had at last been won to a deep contrition and a spiritual union with his Creator whatever his original sin, was now more than ever convinced that humanity and even justice demanded that at least he be allowed to live. And so standing before the Governor, a tall, sober and somewhat somber man who, never in all his life had even so much as sensed the fevers or fires that Clyde had known, yet who, being a decidedly affectionate father and husband, could very well sense what Mrs. Griffiths present emotions must be. Yet greatly exercised by the compulsion which the facts, as he understood them, as well as a deep-seated and unchangeable submission to law and order, thrust upon him. Like the pardon clerk before him, he had read all the evidence submitted to the Court of Appeals, as well as the latest briefs submitted by Belknap and Jephson. But on what grounds could he  David Waltham, and without any new or varying data of any kind  just a reinterpretation of the evidence as already passed upon  venture to change Clydes death sentence to life imprisonment? Had not a jury, as well as the Court of Appeals, already said he should die?

In consequence, as Mrs. Griffiths began her plea, her voice shaky  retracing as best she could the story of Clydes life, his virtues, the fact that at no time ever had he been a bad or cruel boy  that Roberta, if not Miss X, was not entirely guiltless in the matter  he merely gazed at her deeply moved. The love and devotion of such a mother! Her agony in this hour; her faith that her son could not be as evil as the proven facts seemed to indicate to him and every one else. Oh, my dear Governor, how can the sacrifice of my sons life now, and when spiritually he has purged his soul of sin and is ready to devote himself to the work of God, repay the state for the loss of that poor, dear girls life, whether it was accidentally or otherwise taken  how can it? Can not the millions of people of the state of New York be merciful? Cannot you as their representative exercise the mercy that they may feel?

Her voice broke  she could not go on. Instead she turned her back and began to cry silently, while Waltham, shaken by an emotion he could not master, merely stood there. This poor woman! So obviously honest and sincere. Then the Reverend McMillan, seeing his opportunity, now entering his plea. Clyde had changed. He could not speak as to his life before  but since his incarceration  or for the last year, at least, he had come into a new understanding of life, duty, his obligations to man and God. If but the death sentence could be commuted to life imprisonment  

And the Governor, who was a very earnest and conscientious man, listened with all attention to McMillan, whom, as he saw and concluded was decidedly an intense and vital and highly idealistic person. No question in his own mind but what the words of this man  whatever they were, would be true  in so far as his own understanding would permit the conception of a truth.

But you, personally, Mr. McMillan, the Governor at last found voice to say, because of your long contact with him in the prison there  do you know of any material fact not introduced at the trial which would in any way tend to invalidate or weaken any phase of the testimony offered at the trial? As you must know this is a legal proceeding. I cannot act upon sentiment alone  and especially in the face of the unanimous decision of two separate courts.

He looked directly at McMillan, who, pale and dumb, now gazed at him in return. For now upon his word  upon his shoulders apparently was being placed the burden of deciding as to Clydes guilt or innocence. But could he do that? Had he not decided, after due meditation as to Clydes confessions, that he was guilty before God and the law? And could he now  for mercys sake  and in the face of his deepest spiritual conviction, alter his report of his conviction? Would that be true  white, valuable before the Lord? And as instantly deciding that he, Clydes spiritual adviser, must not in any way be invalidated in his spiritual worth to Clyde. Ye are the salt of the earth; but if the salt have lost his savor, wherewith shall it be salted? And forthwith he declared: As his spiritual advisor I have entered only upon the spiritual, not the legal aspect of his life. And thereupon Waltham at once deciding, from something in McMillans manner that he, like all others, apparently, was satisfied as to Clydes guilt. And so, finally finding courage to say to Mrs. Griffiths: Unless some definite evidence such as I have not yet seen and which will affect the legality of these two findings can be brought me, I have no alternative, Mrs. Griffiths, but to allow the verdict as written to stand. I am very sorry  oh, more than I can tell you. But if the law is to be respected its decisions can never be altered except for reasons that in themselves are full of legal merit. I wish I could decide differently. I do indeed. My heart and my prayers go with you.

He pressed a button. His secretary entered. It was plain that the interview was ended. Mrs. Griffiths, violently shaken and deeply depressed by the peculiar silence and evasion of McMillan at the crucial moment of this interview when the Governor had asked such an all important and direct question as to the guilt of her son, was still unable to say a word more. But now what? Which way? To whom to turn? God, and God only. She and Clyde must find in their Creator the solace for his failure and death in this world. And as she was thinking and still weeping, the Reverend McMillan approached and gently led her from the room.

When she was gone the Governor finally turned to his secretary:

Never in my life have I faced a sadder duty. It will always be with me. He turned and gazed out upon a snowy February landscape.

And after this but two more weeks of life for Clyde, during which time, and because of his ultimate decision conveyed to him first by McMillan, but in company with his mother, from whose face Clyde could read all, even before McMillan spoke, and from whom he heard all once more as to his need of refuge and peace in God, his Savior, he now walked up and down his cell, unable to rest for any length of time anywhere. For, because of this final completely convincing sensation, that very soon he was to die, he felt the need, even now of retracing his unhappy life. His youth. Kansas City. Chicago. Lycurgus. Roberta and Sondra. How swiftly they and all that was connected with them passed in review. The few, brief, bright intense moments. His desire for more  more  that intense desire he had felt there in Lycurgus after Sondra came and now this, this! And now even this was ending  this  this  Why, he had scarcely lived at all as yet  and these last two years so miserably between these crushing walls. And of this life but fourteen, thirteen, twelve, eleven, ten, nine, eight of the filtering and now feverish days left. They were going  going. But life  life  how was one to do without that  the beauty of the days  of the sun and rain  of work love, energy, desire. Oh, he really did not want to die. He did not. Why say to him so constantly as his mother and the Reverend McMillan now did to resolve all his care in divine mercy and think only of God, when now, now, was all? And yet the Reverend McMillan insisting that only in Christ and the hereafter was real peace. Oh, yes  but just the same, before the Governor might he not have said  might he not have said that he was not guilty  or at least not entirely guilty  if only he had seen it that way  that time  and then  then  why then the Governor might have commuted his sentence to life imprisonment  might he not? For he had asked his mother what the Reverend McMillan had said to the Governor  (yet without saying to her that he had ever confessed all to him), and she had replied that he had told him how sincerely he had humbled himself before the Lord  but not that he was not guilty. And Clyde, feeling how strange it was that the Reverend McMillan could not conscientiously bring himself to do more than that for him. How sad. How hopeless. Would no one ever understand  or give him credit for his human  if all too human and perhaps wrong hungers  yet from which so many others  along with himself suffered?

But worse yet, if anything, Mrs. Griffiths, because of what the Reverend McMillan had said  or failed to say, in answer to the final question asked by Governor Waltham  and although subsequently in answer to an inquiry of her own, he had repeated the statement, she was staggered by the thought that perhaps, after all, Clyde was as guilty as at first she had feared. And because of that asking at one point:

Clyde, if there is anything you have not confessed, you must confess it before you go.

I have confessed everything to God and to Mr. McMillan, Mother. Isnt that enough?

No, Clyde. You have told the world that you are innocent. But if you are not you must say so.

But if my conscience tells me that I am right, is not that enough?

No, not if Gods word says differently, Clyde, replied Mrs. Griffiths nervously  and with great inward spiritual torture. But he chose to say nothing further at that time. How could he discuss with his mother or the world the strange shadings which in his confession and subsequent talks with the Reverend McMillan he had not been able to solve. It was not to be done.

And because of that refusal on her sons part to confide in her, Mrs. Griffiths, tortured, not only spiritually but personally. Her own son  and so near death and not willing to say what already apparently he had said to Mr. McMillan. Would not God ever be done with this testing her? And yet on account of what McMillan had already said,  that he considered Clyde, whatever his past sins, contrite and clean before the Lord  a youth truly ready to meet his Maker  she was prone to rest. The Lord was great! He was merciful. In His bosom was peace. What was death  what life  to one whose heart and mind were at peace with Him? It was nothing. A few years (how very few) and she and Asa and after them, his brothers and sisters, would come to join him  and all his miseries here would be forgotten. But without peace in the Lord  the full and beautiful realization of His presence, love, care and mercy...! She was tremulous at moments now in her spiritual exaltation  no longer quite normal  as Clyde could see and feel. But also by her prayers and anxiety as to his spiritual welfare, he was also able to see how little, really, she had ever understood of his true moods and aspirations. He had longed for so much there in Kansas City and he had had so little. Things  just things  had seemed very important to him  and he had so resented being taken out on the street as he had been, before all the other boys and girls, many of whom had all the things that he so craved, and when he would have been glad to have been anywhere else in the world than out there  on the street! That mission life that to his mother was so wonderful, yet, to him, so dreary! But was it wrong for him to feel so? Had it been? Would the Lord resent it now? And, maybe, she was right as to her thoughts about him. Unquestionably he would have been better off if he had followed her advice. But how strange it was, that to his own mother, and even now in these closing hours, when above all things he craved sympathy  but more than sympathy, true and deep understanding  even now  and as much as she loved and sympathized with, and was seeking to aid him with all her strength in her stern and self-sacrificing way,  still he could not turn to her now and tell her, his own mother, just how it all happened. It was as though there was an unsurmountable wall or impenetrable barrier between them, built by the lack of understanding  for it was just that. She would never understand his craving for ease and luxury, for beauty, for love  his particular kind of love that went with show, pleasure, wealth, position, his eager and immutable aspirations and desires. She could not understand these things. She would look on all of it as sin  evil, selfishness. And in connection with all the fatal steps involving Roberta and Sondra, as adultery  unchastity  murder, even. And she would and did expect him to be terribly sorry and wholly repentant, when, even now, and for all he had said to the Reverend McMillan and to her, he could not feel so  not wholly so  although great was his desire now to take refuge in God, but better yet, if it were only possible, in her own understanding and sympathetic heart. If it were only possible.

Lord, it was all so terrible! He was so alone, even in these last few and elusive hours (the swift passing of the days), with his mother and also the Reverend McMillan here with him, but neither understanding.

But, apart from all this and much worse, he was locked up here and they would not let him go. There was a system  a horrible routine system  as long since he had come to feel it to be so. It was iron. It moved automatically like a machine without the aid or the hearts of men. These guards! They with their letters, their inquiries, their pleasant and yet really hollow words, their trips to do little favors, or to take the men in and out of the yard or to their baths  they were iron, too  mere machines, automatons, pushing and pushing and yet restraining and restraining one  within these walls, as ready to kill as to favor in case of opposition  but pushing, pushing, pushing  always toward that little door over there, from which there was no escape  no escape  just on and on  until at last they would push him through it never to return! Never to return!

Each time he thought of this he arose and walked the floor. Afterwards, usually, he resumed the puzzle of his own guilt. He tried to think of Roberta and the evil he had done her, to read the Bible  even  lying on his face on the iron cot  repeating over and over: Lord, give me peace. Lord, give me light. Lord, give me strength to resist any evil thoughts that I should not have. I know I am not wholly white. Oh, no. I know I plotted evil. Yes, yes, I know that. I confess. But must I really die now? Is there no help? Will you not help me, Lord? Will you not manifest yourself, as my mother says you will  for me? Will you get the Governor to change my sentence before the final moment to life imprisonment? Will you get the Reverend McMillan to change his views and go to him, and my mother, too? I will drive out all sinful thoughts. I will be different. Oh, yes, I will, if you will only spare me. Do not let me die now  so soon. Do not. I will pray. Yes, I will. Give me the strength to understand and believe  and pray. Oh, do!

It was like this in those short, horrible days between the return of his mother and the Reverend McMillan from their final visit to the Governor and in his last hour that Clyde thought and prayed  yet finally in a kind of psychic terror, evoked by his uncertainty as to the meaning of the hereafter, his certainty of death, and the faith and emotions of his mother, as well as those of the Reverend McMillan, who was about every day with his interpretations of divine mercy and his exhortations as to the necessity of complete faith and reliance upon it, he, himself coming at last to believe, not only must he have faith but that he had it  and peace  complete and secure. In that state, and at the request of the Reverend McMillan, and his mother, finally composing, with the personal aid and supervision of McMillan, who changed some of the sentences in his presence and with his consent, an address to the world, and more particularly to young men of his own years, which read:

In the shadow of the Valley of Death it is my desire to do everything that would remove any doubt as to my having found Jesus Christ, the personal Savior and unfailing friend. My one regret at this time is that I have not given Him the preeminence in my life while I had the opportunity to work for Him.

If I could only say some one thing that would draw young men to Him I would deem it the greatest privilege ever granted me. But all I can now say is, I know in whom I have believed, and am persuaded that He is able to keep that which I have committed unto Him against that day [a quotation that McMillan had familiarized him with].

If the young men of this country could only know the joy and pleasure of a Christian life, I know they would do all in their power to become earnest, active Christians, and would strive to live as Christ would have them live.

There is not one thing I have left undone which will bar me from facing my God, knowing that my sins are forgiven, for I have been free and frank in my talks with my spiritual adviser, and God knows where I stand.

My task is done, the victory won.

CLYDE GRIFFITHS.

Having written this  a statement so unlike all the previous rebellious moods that had characterized him that even now he was, not a little impressed by the difference, handing it to McMillan, who, heartened by this triumph, exclaimed: And the victory is won, Clyde. This day shalt thou be with me in Paradise. You have His word. Your soul and your body belong to Him. Praised, everlastingly, be His name.

And then so wrought up was he by this triumph, taking both Clydes hands in his and kissing them and then folding him in his arms: My son, my son, in whom I am well pleased. In you God has truly manifested His truth. His power to save. I see it. I feel it. Your address to the world is really His own voice to the world. And then pocketing the note with the understanding that it was to be issued after Clydes death  not before. And yet Clyde having written this, still dubious at moments. Was he truly saved? The time was so short? Could he rely on God with that absolute security which he had just announced now characterized him? Could he? Life was so strange. The future so obscure. Was there really a life after death  a God by whom he would be welcomed as the Reverend McMillan and his own mother insisted? Was there?

In the midst of this, two days before his death and in a final burst of panic, Mrs. Griffiths wiring the Hon. David Waltham: Can you say before your God that you have no doubt of Clydes guilt? Please wire. If you cannot, then his blood will be upon your head. His mother. And Robert Fessler, the secretary to the Governor replying by wire: Governor Waltham does not think himself justified in interfering with the decision of the Court of Appeals.

At last the final day  the final hour  Clydes transfer to a cell in the old death house, where, after a shave and a bath, he was furnished with black trousers, a white shirt without a collar, to be opened at the neck afterwards, new felt slippers and gray socks. So accoutered, he was allowed once more to meet his mother and McMillan, who, from six oclock in the evening preceding the morning of his death until four of the final morning, were permitted to remain near him to counsel with him as to the love and mercy of God. And then at four the warden appearing to say that it was time, he feared, that Mrs. Griffiths depart leaving Clyde in the care of Mr. McMillan. (The sad compulsion of the law, as he explained.) And then Clydes final farewell to his mother, before which, and in between the silences and painful twistings of heart strings, he had managed to say:

Mama, you must believe that I die resigned and content. It wont be hard. God has heard my prayers. He has given me strength and peace. But to himself adding: Had he?

And Mrs. Griffiths exclaiming: My son! My son, I know, I know. I have faith too. I know that my Redeemer liveth and that He is yours. Though we die  yet shall we live! She was looking heavenward, and seemed transfixed. Yet as suddenly turning to Clyde and gathering him in her arms and holding him long and firmly to her, whispering: My son  my baby And her voice broke and trailed off into breathlessness  and her strength seemed to be going all to him, until she felt she must leave or fall  And so she turned quickly and unsteadily to the warden, who was waiting for her to lead her to Auburn friends of McMillans.

And then in the dark of this midwinter morning  the final moment  with the guards coming, first to slit his right trouser leg for the metal plate and then going to draw the curtains before the cells: It is time, I fear. Courage, my son. It was the Reverend McMillan  now accompanied by the Reverend Gibson, who, seeing the prison guards approaching, was then addressing Clyde.

And Clyde now getting up from his cot, on which, beside the Reverend McMillan, he had been listening to the reading of John, 14, 15, 16: Let not your heart be troubled. Ye believe in God  believe also in me. And then the final walk with the Reverend McMillan on his right hand and the Reverend Gibson on his left  the guards front and rear. But with, instead of the customary prayers, the Reverend McMillan announcing: Humble yourselves under the mighty hand of God that He may exalt you in due time. Cast all your care upon Him for He careth for you. Be at peace. Wise and righteous are His ways, who hath called us into His eternal glory by Christ Jesus, after that we have suffered a little. I am the way, the truth and the life  no man cometh unto the Father but by me.

But various voices  as Clyde entered the first door to cross to the chair room, calling: Good-by, Clyde. And Clyde, with enough earthly thought and strength to reply: Good-by, all. But his voice sounding so strange and weak, even to himself, so far distant as though it emanated from another being walking alongside of him, and not from himself. And his feet were walking, but automatically, it seemed. And he was conscious of that familiar shuffle  shuffle  as they pushed him on and on toward that door. Now it was here; now it was being opened. There it was  at last  the chair he had so often seen in his dreams  that he so dreaded  to which he was now compelled to go. He was being pushed toward that  into that  on  on  through the door which was now open  to receive him  but which was as quickly closed again on all the earthly life he had ever known.

It was the Reverend McMillan, who, gray and weary  a quarter of an hour later, walked desolately  and even a little uncertainly  as one who is physically very weak  through the cold doors of the prison. It was so faint  so weak  so gray as yet  this late winter day  and so like himself now. Dead! He, Clyde, had walked so nervously and yet somehow trustingly beside him but a few minutes before  and now he was dead. The law! Prisons such as this. Strong, evil men who scoffed betimes where Clyde had prayed. That confession! Had he decided truly  with the wisdom of God, as God gave him to see wisdom? Had he? Clydes eyes! He, himself  the Reverend McMillan had all but fainted beside him as that cap was adjusted to his head  that current turned on  and he had had to be assisted, sick and trembling, from the room  he upon whom Clyde had relied. And he had asked God for strength,  was asking it.

He walked along the silent street  only to be compelled to pause and lean against a tree  leafless in the winter  so bare and bleak. Clydes eyes! That look as he sank limply into that terrible chair, his eyes fixed nervously and, as he thought, appealingly and dazedly upon him and the group surrounding him.

Had he done right? Had his decision before Governor Waltham been truly sound, fair or merciful? Should he have said to him  that perhaps  perhaps  there had been those other influences playing upon him?...Was he never to have mental peace again, perhaps?

I know my Redeemer liveth and that He will keep him against that day.

And then he walked and walked hours before he could present himself to Clydes mother, who, on her knees in the home of the Rev. and Mrs. Francis Gault, Salvationists of Auburn, had been, since four-thirty, praying for the soul of her son whom she still tried to visualize as in the arms of his Maker.

I know in whom I have believed, was a part of her prayer.

Souvenir

Dusk, of a summer night.

And the tall walls of the commercial heart of the city of San Francisco  tall and gray in the evening shade.

And up a broad street from the south of Market  now comparatively hushed after the din of the day, a little band of five  a man of about sixty, short, stout, yet cadaverous as to the flesh of his face  and more especially about the pale, dim eyes  and with bushy white hair protruding from under a worn, round felt hat  a most unimportant and exhausted looking person, who carried a small, portable organ such as is customarily used by street preachers and singers. And by his side, a woman not more than five years his junior  taller, not so broad, but solid of frame and vigorous  with snow white hair and wearing an unrelieved costume of black  dress, bonnet, shoes. And her face broader and more characterful than her husbands, but more definitely seamed with lines of misery and suffering. At her side, again, carrying a Bible and several hymn books  a boy of not more than seven or eight  very round-eyed and alert, who, because of some sympathetic understanding between him and his elderly companion, seemed to desire to walk close to her  a brisk and smart stepping  although none-too-well dressed boy. With these three, again, but walking independently behind, a faded and unattractive woman of twenty-seven or eight and another woman of about fifty  apparently, because of their close resemblance, mother and daughter.

It was hot, with the sweet languor of a Pacific summer about it all. At Market, the great thoroughfare which they had reached  and because of threading throngs of automobiles and various lines of cars passing in opposite directions, they awaited the signal of the traffic officer.

Russell, stay close now. It was the wife speaking. Better take hold of my hand.

It seems to me, commented the husband, very feeble and yet serene, that the traffic here grows worse all the time.

The cars clanged their bells. The automobiles barked and snorted. But the little group seemed entirely unconscious of anything save a set purpose to make its way across the street.

Street preachers, observed a passing bank clerk to his cashier girl friend.

Sure  I see them up here nearly every Wednesday.

Gee, its pretty tough on the little kid, I should think. Hes pretty small to be dragged around on the streets, dont you think, Ella?

Well, Ill say so. Id hate to see a brother of mine in on any such game. What kind of a life is that for a kid anyhow? commented Ella as they passed on.

Having crossed the street and reached the first intersection beyond, they paused and looked around as though they had reached their destination  the man putting down his organ which he proceeded to open  setting up, as he did so, a small but adequate music rack. At the same time his wife, taking from her grandson the several hymnals and the Bible he carried, gave the Bible as well as a hymnal to her husband, put one on the organ and gave one to each of the remaining group including one for herself. The husband looked somewhat vacantly about him  yet, none-the-less with a seeming wide-eyed assurance, and began with:

We will begin with 276 tonight. How firm a foundation. All right, Miss Schoof.

At this the younger of the two women  very parched and spare  angular and homely  to whom life had denied quite all  seated herself upon the yellow camp chair and after arranging the stops and turning the leaves of the book, began playing the chosen hymn, to the tune of which they all joined in.

By this time various homeward bound individuals of diverse occupations and interests noticing this small group so advantageously disposed near the principal thoroughfare of the city, hesitated a moment,  either to eye them askance or to ascertain the character of their work. And as they sang, the nondescript and indifferent street audience gazed, held by the peculiarity of such an unimportant group publicly raising its voice against the vast skepticism and apathy of life. That gray and flabby and ineffectual old man, in his worn and baggy blue suit. This robust and yet uncouth and weary and white-haired woman; this fresh and unsoiled and unspoiled and uncomprehending boy. What was he doing here? And again that neglected and thin spinster and her equally thin and distrait looking mother. Of the group, the wife stood out in the eyes of the passers-by as having the force and determination which, however blind or erroneous, makes for self-preservation, if not real success in life. She, more than any of the others, stood up with an ignorant, yet somehow respectable air of conviction. And as several of the many who chanced to pause, watched her, her hymn-book dropped to her side, her glance directed straight before her into space, each said on his way: Well, here is one, who, whatever her defects, probably does what she believes as nearly as possible. A kind of hard, fighting faith in the wisdom and mercy of the definite overruling and watchful and merciful power which she proclaimed was written in her every feature and gesture.

The song was followed with a long prayer and by the wife; then a sermon by the husband, testimonies by the others  all that God had done for them. Then the return march to the hall, the hymnals having been gathered, the organ folded and lifted by a strap over the husbands shoulder. And as they walked  it was the husband that commented: A fine night. It seemed to me they were a little more attentive than usual.

Oh, yes, returned the younger woman that had played the organ. At least eleven took tracts. And one old gentleman asked me where the mission was and when we held services.

Praise the Lord, commented the man.

And then at last the mission itself The Star of Hope. Bethel Independent Mission, Meetings every Wednesday and Saturday night, 8 to 10. Sundays at 11, 3, 8. Everybody welcome. And under this legend in each window God is Love. And below that again in smaller type: How long since you wrote to Mother.

Kin I have a dime, grandma? I wana go up to the corner and git an ice-cream cone. It was the boy asking.

Yes, I guess so, Russell. But listen to me. You are to come right back.

Yes, I will, grandma, sure. You know me.

He took the dime that his Grandmother had extracted from a deep pocket in her dress and ran with it to the ice-cream vendor.

Her darling boy. The light and color of her declining years. She must be kind to him, more liberal with him, not restrain him too much, as maybe, maybe, she had  She looked affectionately and yet a little vacantly after him as he ran. For his sake.

The small company, minus Russell, entered the yellow, unprepossessing door and disappeared.

THE END


The Bulwark
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Published posthumously in 1946, this novel is the story of Solon Barnes, whose Quaker ethos and upbringing brings him into moral conflict with the bank at which he is employed and with his childrens tragic attempts to shake off their fathers religious influence.

Dreiser had begun work on the novel as early as 1914. As with his Trilogy of Desire the novel alludes to several real-life figures and it has been suggested that its protagonist is partly based on Dreisers father. The novel might also be seen as an allegory, with Solon as a figure of a saint.
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Title page of the first edition


Introduction

The time of the singing of birds is come, and the voice of the turtle is heard in our land.

IN THE PRESENCE OF OUR LORD AND OF THIS assembly, I, Solon Barnes, take Benecia Wallin to be my wife, promising, with divine assistance, to be unto her a loving and faithful husband until death shall separate us.

In the presence of our Lord and of this assembly, I, Benecia Wallin, take Solon Barnes to be my husband, promising, with divine assistance, to be unto him a loving and faithful wife until death shall separate us.

These solemn words, spoken in the profoundly still interior of the Friends meetinghouse at Dukla, Pennsylvania, on a bright midweek morning in June, late in the nineteenth century, were heard by as many as a hundred persons  relatives and friends of the contracting parties.

Yet, as anyone familiar with the history and traditions of Quakerism could see at a glance, times had changed since those days when the customs and beliefs binding and regulating the members of this highly spiritual organization were still strong enough to enforce not only the traditional Quaker habit but also a dignity of demeanor worthy of the ever present consciousness in the body and mind of everyone of the Inner Light. That light was presumably to each the indwelling consciousness of the Divine Creative Spirit, the true union of God with human beings, His children.

Although a moderate proportion of the men and women present were arrayed in a modification of that earlier costume and manner, many of the others were more modern in aspect, even though they were far from having adopted the current fashions.

The older men were beardless, and most of them retained the simple dress of their predecessors, the roll-less coat collar and smooth, pocketless coat front and round, wide-brimmed black hat; the women of the older group wore the traditional plain Quaker bonnet and sober black cape or shawl, over a full, ankle-length gray skirt, and gray bodice with white neckerchief-favoring, in addition, a very plain, broad, flat shoe and very small gray stringlike ribbons under their chins, to keep their bonnets on. If there were no smart suits or dresses as we understand the term today, neither were there any dull or slovenly modifications of them.

On the other hand the younger of both sexes, in many instances, had gone so far in their concession to the enormous spirit of change and modernity that had overwhelmed Quakerism as to lay aside almost entirely those outward signs of an inward and spiritual grace.

Regardless of how a very material world might ignore the fact, God  present to them as the Inner Light  was still an ever present help and guide. Though He slay me, yet will I trust Him. Along with this had continued in the minds of some of them a certain earnestness and thrift in well-being and social position, a marked practicality paralleling the very powerful ideal which they, or at least their forebears, had sought to realize. Among other things this had already caused most of them to conclude that the formalistic dress of their elders was a handicap and not quite in the spirit of that stout founder of the Quaker faith, George Fox. For he had said nothing about a uniform. On the contrary he had merely stressed simplicity in dress.

At the same time this very practicality had in the main served to weaken the Society, to take it out of that idealism and pressing after perfection in a none too perfect world which had so impressed governments and peoples in the beginning. Life at best is but a rough and imperfect balance struck between many things, and the Quakers had striven so earnestly and so beautifully to achieve a true balance without flaw or shadow or error. George Fox had written:

Now the Lord hath opened to me by His invisible power how that every man was enlightened by the Divine Light of Christ, and I saw it shine through all. And they that believed it came out of the condemnation and came by the light of life, and became the children of it; but they that hated it and did not believe in it were condemned by it, though they made a profession of Christ.

However, the ideal conceived by him had come up against the ordinary routine materiality of the world, with its lusts and deprivations and cares and inequalities. Indeed from the beginning the small mind and the small heart had wrestled with it in vain, whereas the dreamers and poets of Quakerism seized upon it with understanding. In the days of George Fox it was as in Italy when St. Francis walked abroad. Many sought to realize a great ideal. But later came the tempter. In the heat of the day, under the burden of the cares of life, many had fallen into easier ways. To them the method and appearance were much, the spirit little.

So here in this simple meetinghouse, with its brown exterior, its whited walls, the sun shimmering down upon the June grass without, one could perceive the lag of a great ideal. A formal man could sit here in the ordered dignity of the church, rise and make moving remarks upon that light which leadeth to perfection, and still go forth into the ordinary ways of life, and there as a builder of ships, a keeper of stores, an officer of banks and corporations, or worker in any field, scarcely retain more than a thin formalistic trace of all that Fox had believed and dreamed.

Out in the world, he was nearly the same as any other man. Only within the bosom of the family, in the precincts of the meetinghouse, or to each other, were the traditional thee and thy used. The much contemned hat honor of an earlier day (the refusal to remove the hat before any man or earthly power), against which so many Friends had protested, had long since been abolished.

As for dancing, singing, music, the theater, show in dress, books and pictures of an entertaining or free character, and any undue accumulation of wealth  all were professedly against these. Yet, even as to these, there were exceptions. There were many Quakers, long since successful in commercial ways, whose homes contained books, prints, and objects of art, some even music. And yet, in spite of these things, even they still adhered, in thought at least, to a kind of simplicity of deportment and spareness in luxury.

So here in this gathering  among the comparatively wealthy and well-placed relatives of the bride on the one hand, and on the other, among the less aristocratic friends and relatives of the bridegroom  might have been seen many examples of various shades of feeling and practice in connection with Quaker thought and custom that had surrounded the youth of Solon Barnes.


PART ONE


1

SOLON BARNESS PARENTS, RUFUS AND HANNAH Barnes, had not been wealthy  far from it. Rufus Barnes had been for some years before and after Solons birth a combination of small farmer and tradesman near Segookit, Maine. His farm, on the very edge of Segookit, on which he raised quite large and salable crops of both hay and oats, to say nothing of his own vegetables and fruit, had enabled him finally to take over a somewhat dilapidated hay, grain, and feed store near the center of the town. Well thought of by his fellow Friends of that region and personally, as well as religiously, acceptable to others, he had made out sufficiently well to permit him to send Solon, his first-born and only son, and Cynthia, his only daughter, to the small Friends school of that area, which they attended up to their tenth and eighth years respectively, at which time the problem of a higher education for both had arisen.

At about that time, however, Solons uncle, Anthony Kimber, had died. After his marriage to Hannah Barness sister, he had moved with his wife and two daughters from the Segookit region to Trenton, New Jersey, where he engaged in the pottery business. Now Phoebe Kimber appealed to Solons father, Rufus, to come to Trenton and advise her in connection with the interest which her husband had acquired in the Trenton pottery, to say nothing of a house and some farm mortgages in the growing area between Trenton and Philadelphia.

The extreme affection which had always existed between these two sisters, Mrs. Kimber and Mrs. Barnes, the joy and peace they found in each others company, as well as Rufuss own liking for both Kimber and his wife, had prompted him to undertake this labor, even though at considerable trouble and expense to himself, for during his absence he was compelled to employ a Segookit Friend to look after his business. Yet the result had eventually proved much more agreeable and profitable than he had anticipated. For his brother-in-laws share in the Trenton pottery, owing to an especial aptitude he had had for the work, had resulted in a third interest then valued at forty-five thousand dollars. He had also had a salary which permitted him to invest in several mortgages on farms lying between Trenton and Philadelphia, which, since the region was growing in population, promised a definite rise in value. One of these, a rather large piece of property, was due to be foreclosed, an action which Kimber had already begun at the time of his death, and that now Rufus, sincerely seeking the best interests of his sister-in-law and her children, and knowing her lack of business ability of any kind, had decided, if possible, to carry out. Either by process of rental or sale, it could, along with the rest of the investments, yield sufficient income to permit her and her two children to live in the home they had thus far occupied.

This service of Rufuss was destined to affect his personal life and interests and those of his son and daughter as much if not more than it did those of Mrs. Kimber and her two children. For Phoebe Kimber, although Rufus was by no means commercially the equal of her departed husband, because of the intense emotional, blood, and religious bond between Hannah Barnes and herself, and her personal and religious respect for her brother-in-law, was most anxious to strengthen this family bond rather than to weaken it in any way.

For Rufus, as all who knew him gladly conceded, was honest and well intentioned toward all. He had accumulated the little that he had by hard labor and honest dealings. And although he had a small business and a farm of his own to look after, Phoebe had long noted, during their respective visits to each other and in their regular exchange of letters, that Rufus found time not only to attend to his own religious duties but, in connection with his neighbors and fellow Friends, to seek to maintain an amicable accord, as well as an exchange of social service, which had commended him to all those who knew him. As an evidence of this he was already, at the age of forty, an elder in the Segookit meeting, sitting each First-day (the Friends appellation for Sunday), along with the male and female ministers and elders of the meeting, on one of two rows of elevated seats which faced the attenders. And, in the Barnes home, as in many another in that region, the fire of faith was ever alight.

Solon and Cynthia Barnes, the children, never ate a meal which did not begin with a hush of thanksgiving, and, apart from that, no day was ever begun without a family gathering at which Mrs. Barnes read a chapter of the Bible, which was followed by a weighty silence. And these silences were, more than these children truly knew, important features of their subsequent viewpoint. However, at the time, Solon and his sister Cynthia were too young to do much more than wonder. Nonetheless it was the social and religious atmosphere as a whole at that time that permanently imbued Solon and Cynthia so that neither, to the end of their days, ever doubted the truth of the Divine Creative Presence in everyone, by reason of which all things lived and moved and had their being  the Guiding Inner Light or Divine Presence to which everyone could turn in an hour of doubt or stress or human confusion and find, ever present there, help and comfort.

So Phoebe Kimber saw in Rufus Barnes a truly worthy character advising her to the best of his ability as to the disposition or personal control of her property and telling her that, in case she felt herself incapable of handling all the details, he would be glad to advise her from time to time, even coming down from Maine to do so, difficult as it might be for him to leave his business there.

At this point Phoebe said to him one day: Rufus, would thee not think of selling thy business and farm in Segookit and moving here? Thee sees how I am placed here with my two girls. Anthony was of great help, as thee knows, in advising and directing them as well as me. I was thinking that if thee and Hannah were here in Trenton instead of in Segookit, thee and she could help me so much in all these matters and maybe I could help thee. For, besides, as thee can see for thyself, there are ample means for all of us, particularly if thee were here to manage for us. I know thee has that farm and business in Segookit, but here, as thee sees, is this house, besides that other large one on that farm near Dukla which Anthony thought advisable to foreclose. Now if thee would come and take that large house and farm for thyself and Hannah, say  that is, if thee and she would not prefer to come here and live with us, why  I have been thinking  thee might find it to thine and Hannahs and thy childrens, particularly Solons, advantage, as they grow up, as well as mine. For thee sees how prosperous Trenton is. And the schools near here and in Philadelphia, if not the meeting places, offer advantages which Hannah has always missed in Segookit. Besides, now that Anthony is gone, I have the feeling that I shall not ever wish to marry again, and so thee might not find it too difficult or unprofitable to take care of us all. For, as to that, I would make any arrangement thee thought fit or best for thee and Hannah and thy children, for thee knows how much I care for all of you. She paused while Rufus contemplated her in silence. Looking at Mrs. Kimber, a still fairly young and pleasing, as well as attractive, woman, he was puzzled not a little by the varying aspects of this offer. For it involved obligations as well as advantages. For one thing, although Phoebe and Hannah were devoted to each other, still, when it came to the matter of joining two families under one roof, he was dubious as to that and wondered how Hannah would view it, let alone Phoebe, after a time. For it involved, as he knew, the problem of peacefully and happily controlling the conduct of two pair of children, who, thrown together constantly, might occasionally quarrel. And which mother was to decide what? And in whose favor? No. That would not do. And so he proceeded most thoughtfully to explain why at best he would have to return to Segookit and talk with Hannah.

As for his taking over the house and sixty-acre farm near Dukla, which he had already seen, and really restoring that large square two-story frame dwelling, set among tall dark cedars, and with a once quite handsome overreaching Florentine roof, that was another problem. It had been a mansion once occupied by a pre-Civil War family of some distinction bearing the name of Thornbrough. It was quite evident that they had had money in their day, for there was a considerable portion of a tall ornate iron fence about the place. Also there was a semicircular driveway which, through one wide gate on the left as you faced the house, permitted entrance by carriage to a long front porch in the center of which was a wide and side-glass-framed oak door, the four main panels of which displayed well-carved bouquets of wooden flowers. The woodwork throughout the house, as Rufus, acting as executor for Mrs. Kimber, had also carefully noted, was in an excellent state of preservation, but where injured or marred, it would be expensive to repair. There were a number of glass chandeliers and some decorations at the center which once held candles but would have to be replaced by electric fixtures. The wood-burning stoves in the principal rooms would have to be replaced by a furnace. The present occupants  a crude and seemingly industrious but none too intelligent farmer, his wife, and five children, had, as Rufus heard, inherited the property from a deceased father. They were now anxious to leave, however, and seek work in the city, having been unable by their associated efforts to make the farm yield them a living, plus the taxes and the interest on the mortgage which had fallen into the hands of Anthony Kimber.


2

FAR MORE IMPORTANT THAN THE INTERIOR of the Thornbrough property, which Rufus had merely glanced at, was the size and state of the house grounds, to say nothing of the adjoining sixty acres of farming land of which the former were but a very small part. The acres themselves were truly interesting because it was evident, as Rufus had quickly noted, that with any intelligent system of crop rotation they could be made to yield large crops of whatever the local market required, a fact which he intended to take advantage of as soon as he could, providing he took the place and could find the right help with which to replace the present occupant.

Meanwhile, as for the house and grounds themselves, he proposed to explain to Phoebe the difficulties of the situation and to see whether some of the free money left by Kimber might be devoted to this purpose. His argument in this case was that if he and Hannah were to occupy it, it must be put in some livable order. Or if he were to sell this entire property, which was his first thought, and obtain any profit out of it for Phoebe and her children, it certainly would have to be put in some such order as would commend it to any buyer who might desire so large a residence. And that would take money. So it was that at last, after returning to the old house and going over it carefully  each nook and cranny  he returned to Phoebe to say that, while the place had possibilities, it was obvious, after consulting, as he had, with first one and then another real estate dealer of the area and looking at various types of old houses which had been repaired and sold or occupied by various Philadelphia families of means, that such repair work would be quite expensive. Yet in all probability it would prove profitable to her.

Furthermore, his thought was that if she were in earnest about his transferring himself and his family to this new world, the most inexpensive and yet by no means disagreeable thing to him or Hannah would be for him to take the place for himself and get a new farm laborer to look after the farm under his direction. Next they would take as small a portion of the house as he and Hannah and the children could do with, and, with the aid of competent laborers, put that in order until such time as the farm earned enough money to warrant the old mansions more general restoration  a suggestion which caused Phoebe to re-emphasize what she had previously indicated: that the property was his to do with as he chose, since she intended to will it to him and Hannah. Also that she was ready and pleased for him to use such money of hers as would restore it, since all she desired was that they live near her.

Another thing that pushed Rufus toward taking over this house, although he said nothing about it at the time, was that he, for the first time in his life, had become strangely, even poetically, enamored of it, since it had so many features that somehow appealed to him.

For one thing, to the rear of the old mansion stood an old and now quite badly decayed carriage house in which was still ample room for three carriages of good size, to say nothing of stalls for as many as six horses and, above them, lofts for hay and grain, and ornate feed boxes. At the back of the stalls there were handsome glass-covered cases for beautiful harnesses. At the extreme rear there were still standing attractive lean-to stalls for several cows which were no longer there but once had been pastured in a field beyond and brought up each night. When he first looked over this same carriage house it was literally filled with worn, rusted, and broken farm implements of various kinds  plows, harrowers, shovels, rakes, and axes. And, as he noticed, of the various stalls only two were reserved for two poor animals used in plowing in season and driving to town in winter. Yet, much to his practical and saving surprise, he was not nearly as much depressed by all this as ordinarily he might have been. For, think what he would, the place suggested something that was supremely better than anything to which he was accustomed  an echo of ease and comfort even, and a kind of social grandeur such as he had never known in any form  neither he nor his wife nor his parents or relatives.

Near by he saw, much to his dissatisfaction as he had begun to sense the former character of this attractive place, a mucky pigsty containing a sow and a litter of pigs. And yet just beyond that an ancient well that in earlier days had supplied the drinking water for the entire household.

And in the center of what was once no doubt a large smooth lawn to the south of the house, he saw the remains of a double circle of decayed posts so arranged as to indicate the one-time presence of an arched-over and exceptionally large arbor or garden-party retreat such as still existed on other superior estates of this area. Either grapes or flowering vines had, most likely, provided the shelter from the sun here. Hence this arbor suggested something which never before had in any way intruded itself in Rufuss life: leisure, the assembling of people of means under such circumstances as precluded all thought of ordinary labor such as he had been forced to do. It suggested plenty and also waste in the matters of food, drink, clothing, and show, which he was convinced should not be  never in this house at least. For why, he thought, could not such beauty and charm be divorced from waste and show, to say nothing of greed, drunkenness, immorality, and the other sins of living which George Fox and the faith he proclaimed had so valiantly sought to put aside forever?

But what arrested him more than anything, as he first wandered about the grounds, was a small creek  Lever Creek  which came from the northwest of Trenton and flowed southeast toward the Delaware, ending just where, Rufus never troubled to learn. It was exceedingly narrow in places  not more than eight or ten feet at the most. In others, as for instance at the point where it entered the Thornbrough farm from the northwest, some three hundred feet back of the carriage house, and crossed ramblingly and yet diagonally southeast under the road that passed east and west before the Thornbrough property, it widened to as much as thirty to fifty feet, forming three different shallow pools, the largest and deepest of which  no more than four feet at the most  was directly back of the Thornbrough lawn. Here there had been a charming rambling path, planted, on either side, to grass and flowers.

It was still wintertime, the first early days of March, and although there was no snow on the ground, a mirror-like sheet of blue-black ice covered the little creek. But Rufus could roughly sense how it had all been, for as a boy he had craved the pleasure of just such a stream as this and had had so little time to seek one out. And now here it was! And how Solon and Cynthia, his own dear children, would love it! And Phoebes two girls also.

And now, as he stood on the west bank of this stream, he could see, from left-over traces, where once had stood three or four benches. There, in the summer shade of overhanging trees, people had surely sat and rested, having reached the far side of the stream by a rustic bridge long since fallen into decay, and because of spring and fall freshets all but swept into the limbo of things that disappear. A post or two indicated as much. In those days, too, he mused, there must have been different generations of children who had romped and bathed and fished here for minor fish of different varieties: cat, sun, perch, and what not, which in bright weather would be quite visible in the shallow waters, some portions of the bottom of which were covered with tan-colored sand.

And so here it was that Rufus, wandering from the pigsty and the pump and the arbor to see what other phases of neglect and decay were to be discovered, had been agreeably surprised and intrigued by the possibilities of things that had once been. And in a religiously restrained way he wished he might be privileged to restore a small portion of them  to make them, not sinful or wasteful ever  just gay and clean.
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SO IT WAS THAT RUFUS BARNES AND HIS FAMILY came finally to remove to the Thornbrough place in the vicinity of Dukla, which was about twenty-five miles from Philadelphia. What pleased Phoebe most was that it was not more than six miles from Trenton and her own home, a distance easily spanned by the Kimber carriage. And this, of course, in due time, served to bring the Kimber and Barnes households into a truly happy and peaceful contact. For Rufus, while not so subtle and acquisitive a man as Kimber had been, was nevertheless the soul of industry and honest effort. By selling to advantage Kimbers interest in the Trenton pottery and investing the proceeds in mortgages in the region about Trenton, he presently succeeded in securing for Phoebe a tidy income, which, as executor and manager, he shared to a satisfactory degree. And it was not long before he attained to as great esteem in the Dukla Friends meeting as had his brother-in-law in the Trenton meeting. In fact, in the course of the ten years which elapsed between his arrival and his sons marriage to Benecia Wallin, the material and social aspects of the Barnes family changed considerably.

In the first place, in taking over the old Thornbrough house and restoring it to at least a semblance of its former status, Rufus Barnes had been curiously affected esthetically by the reminiscent flavor of its gracious charm. And this to him, although he was not one to sense clearly what others spoke of from time to time as luxury, ease, and social position, was still present here, in the form of a faint and antique flavor which he could not possibly bring himself to dislike. For it involved beauty. And that was something which, because of his early religious instruction and subsequent reading of the Bible and listening to the spiritual reactions of many Friends, was inherent and inescapable in all of the handiwork of the Lord.

Now as he had slowly and quite wisely proceeded to restore Thornbrough, many phases of its one-time material and natural beauty and distinction became more apparent. For one thing, the old and quite badly damaged carriage house was cleaned out and in time repainted, and such tools as were worth while were repaired and stored in the now cleared lean-to. And the stumps of the one-time arbor were removed in order to make way for another, equally graceful and restful. Also the stream that he loved so much was duly cleaned and screened at the upper end, so that no debris might mar the sandy bottom. The one-time smooth house lawn which had boasted flower beds of formal design was restored and the tall rusted iron fence repainted and renewed. In fact, on the outside the place, in due course, boasted an appearance such as it had not known in all the thirty years that had elapsed since the last Thornbrough had departed.

Inside, the old house was another matter and one of considerable religious import to Rufus. For here, for the first time in his life, he was face to face with the form, if not actually the present substance, of luxury. For to make it acceptable to a buyer as a suitable country house, which perforce in all fairness to Phoebe he felt compelled to do, required restorations which unquestionably, in Rufuss mind, involved luxury  a state of living which his particular religious belief could not honestly countenance.

There was, for instance, within the large front door, that gave into a quite ornate reception hall, a wide and handsome staircase with a carved balustrade of polished walnut, which was still standing and not by any means in a hopeless state of decay (deep scraping and careful polishing would have restored it all). To the left of the main entrance stood, even at the time he arrived there, a dozen stately columns of walnut, serving to mark off the entresol as well as the staircase from the large living room, the tall windows of which looked pleasingly south and west over wide fields and distinct groves of trees. Between the west windows there was a large fireplace, capable of holding logs fully four feet in length, paneled on the sides and above with, alas, cracked marble. And above the fireplace a white marble mantel, also cracked and scratched and only worthy of being replaced.

The walls and ceiling of this principal room, once carefully plastered and ornamented with floral squares and ovals, top and sides, were now so scratched and dirty that they badly needed repair and redecoration. But somehow, to Rufus, its decayed state brought it more or less within the range of his understanding of and belief in simplicity. However, a tour of the twelve rooms of this almost century-old place, with its curving staircase at the front and a servants stair at the rear, its large closets, pantries, master bedrooms with small but attractive fireplaces and built-in hamper window seats, and its wine closets, startled him not a little, since they most certainly suggested means and comfort beyond what to him was needful for him and his brood. But there was the need, as well as the problem, as he saw it, of repairing it for sale, and between the two horns of this dilemma  simplicity for himself and reasonable luxury for a possible buyer  he was fairly caught. His one avenue of escape was to restore no more space inside than was consistent with ordinary human comfort.

Nevertheless, after he had put the farm in good and profitable order, and Phoebe kept insisting that she would refuse to sign any paper transferring it to anyone other than himself or Hannah or both or their children after them, he was rather nonplussed; and when he considered his love for Hannah and their children, and the long hard years they had struggled together, it seemed a little less than human to insist on Hannah and the children occupying the place in as crude and inexpensive a fashion as he first planned, however much Hannah might agree with him.

As for Phoebe, loving her sister so much, she was always about. She had insisted that four of the upper bedrooms be repainted and furnished by her, at her expense. One bedroom, the largest and with the best view, was to be for Rufus and Hannah. The next was to be really a guest chamber, but since she was most likely to be the most frequent guest, it was principally for her and so to be decorated and furnished according to her taste.

Cynthias room could also be used by Rhoda and Laura, Phoebes daughters, when they chanced to remain overnight at Thornbrough. The other room was Solons, and Phoebe took particular pleasure in selecting the plain, simple furnishings which she thought would appeal to him. She was very fond of the boy, by reason of his quiet and thoughtful demeanor, his absorbing love for his mother, and his apparent freedom from vanity in any form.
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THE MATERIAL ASPECT OF THORNBROUGH WAS far different from the spare Barnes cottage at Segookit. As a matter of fact, Solon was a boy of so peculiarly sturdy and yet sensitive a temperament that to understand fully the effect of this change on him one would have needed to follow him attentively during the entire ten years of his life in Segookit  in short, up to the hour of his removal to Dukla.

For Segookit and his home, particularly his mother, had been his world. One reason for Solons devotion to his mother was that, in her sober, religious, laboring way, she had always made much of him  her only boy. He was, as she could see since first he began to babble and play, not as active mentally or as inventive as some babies she had seen. There were times in his second and third years, before Cynthia had arrived as a playmate for him, that he seemed lost for want of an idea of what to do next. To be sure, a few toys had been purchased for him  a red ball, a cloth-and-cotton green monkey which Rufus had discovered in Augusta, a city not too far distant. Solon also had a small red wooden wagon which could be shoved here and there if he chose to follow it. At other times, as his mother noticed, he would sit quite still, a thumb in his mouth, gazing at nothing in particular. His mother, a little distressed by this immobile silence, at times would either gather him up in her arms and pet him or make him laugh by tickling him. A better device, as she found after a time, was to introduce a neighbors baby, a girl of Solons own age, who was cheerful, restless, and bubbling. An hour or two with her seemed to awaken Solon to the marvel of companionship and so keep him interested.

Always healthy and even robust in a sense, he began early to be a real help to his mother, always glad to run and fetch for her whatever it was that she most needed in her household work of the moment, and even trying to think of little things that he might do for her. At morning and evening prayers or readings from the Bible, Mrs. Barnes, far more than Barnes himself, was conscious of Solons thoughtful attention, the fact that he, not so much Cynthia, was being impressed by what either she or Rufus had to say. His eyes were so thoughtful, and once between his fifth and sixth years he asked her, when he was alone with her: Has God got a body like ours? And then she answered him: No, Solon. God is a spirit. He is like the light which is everywhere or the air thee breathes, or the sounds thee hears.

Then hes not all inside our head?

No, he is not, replied Mrs. Barnes thoughtfully, and not a little puzzled herself. He is more like something that thee thinks about  something that comes to thee as a feeling more than anything else  a warming feeling. For thee knows that if thee does anything wrong, it is God  not thyself  that makes thee know it and makes thee feel sorry.

Does He make everybody feel bad when they do something bad?

He tries to, dear. Of course I know that thee does not do bad things, dear. Thee is a good boy  Gods child, and she patted his head affectionately. And then, having some baking to do at the time, she turned to that, leaving Solon to go his way. But to her astonishment, after she had said: Thee had better run and play now, Solon stood where she had left him, and suddenly, lifting his small closed fists, began to weep and then sobbed aloud, whereupon Mrs. Barnes, literally astounded, caught her boy up in her strong arms and, pulling his hands away from his eyes and kissing him, exclaimed: What is it, Solon darling, that makes thee cry? Tell Mother. Thee must. It is nothing, I know, darling, but tell Mother, who loves thee so, and again and again she kissed him, holding him close to her breast and repeating that he must cease and tell her.

And then at last, between sobs, he began: It was the bird. I didnt mean to. I killed the bird. I hit it with Tommys new sling  he  he  let me have. And again he began to cry, the while Mrs. Barnes, sensing some innocent childish prank, and wishing to comfort him and at the same time make him understand that both she and God would understand, continued to rock and pet him and kiss his round head and urge him to tell Mother.

And in due course it all came out, an innocent and yet sad little tragedy which concerned Tommy Briggam, a boy two years older than Solon and no Friend, but the son of a hardworking railroad section hand who attended the Segookit public school. Recently Tommy had got a slingshot with which he shot at whatever seemed an interesting mark. And chancing to meet up with Solon outside Solons home, and seeing a left-over pine cone on one of the pine trees in Solons yard, he took aim, not once but three or four times, with some pebbles from his pocket, missing each time. By then, Solon, having become interested, exclaimed: Oh, let me try, wont you, Tommy? Tommy said, Go on. See what you can hit.

Just then a catbird that had built a nest in a thicket in one of the inner corners of the Barnes yard lighted on one of its upper twigs. Solon saw her, and having no thought that he could hit anything, took aim and let fly. To the astonishment of Solon, as well as young Briggam, down fell the catbird, dead, its neck broken. Solon, immediately conscience-stricken, was prepared to run and hide, never before having injured, let alone killed, anything. But Briggam, seeing him turn pale and beginning to exclaim: Oh, I didnt mean to do that! I didnt mean to hit it, commented: Sure, you didnt. You couldnt do it again in a million times. Lets see what its like. Leaving Solon almost numb with amazement, he walked over and picked up the lead-colored bird. After turning the body over he said: Our catll be glad to get her. Then he added: Lets see if she had a nest in here. I bet she did. And then, parting the branches nearest the center and looking here and there, he suddenly exclaimed: Oh, come here, kid. Let me show you sumpin. You certainly did a fine job that time. And picking up Solon, who could not see from where he was on the ground, and who was by then almost numb with fright, he lifted him up and pushed him toward a round grass-built nest in which were four lean and hungry young catbirds, their necks craned upwards and their large yellow mouths open.

See em? queried Briggam. These were hers too. I guess I might as well give those to the cat too now that shes gone. Theyll die anyhow.

Was she their mother? queried Solon feebly.

Of course, responded Briggam. Whaddya suppose she was flyin back here for?

Solon hung aghast in Briggams arms. Those poor little birds. And Briggam was talking of giving them to his cat along with the mother bird. And it was all his fault! Oh, please! Oh, please! he exclaimed as Briggam put him down and reached for the nest. Dont take them. Maybe I could feed them. Maybe my mother could. Oh, dear! Oh, dear! I didnt mean to kill her. Suddenly he began to cry beside the bush that held the nest. Oh, my! Oh, my! Those poor little birds. What did I want to shoot at her for?

You didnt mean to hit it, consoled Briggam, a little moved by Solons tears. You couldnt do it again if you tried. Besides you couldnt feed em. Only birds know what they eat. Dont cry. It aint your fault. Just dont shoot any more of em. And reaching in and picking up the nest with the four birdlings, he made off to his own home, while Solon stood there stunned.

Throughout dinner that night he was unable to eat and afterwards stretched himself out on one of the living-room lounges, which caused his mother to suggest that he was tired and that he go to his garret room, one half of which had been partitioned off in order to make a room for Cynthia. And there, most unusually, he slept so badly that the next morning his mother was troubled by his appearance and began wondering if he needed a physic or was about to come down with some illness.

But it was that same morning that he made up his mind to tell his mother, and by afternoon had done so, with his query as to whether God had a body like his own. However, once Mrs. Barnes had heard the full story of his imaginary transgression she herself was troubled by the true source of the ill that had followed. For surely there was no sin in any boys desire for a slingshot so long as he had no desire to injure anyone or any creature with it. And plainly Solon, because of his deep subsequent suffering, had made no clear distinction between aiming at the mother catbird and killing her instead of aiming at the pine cone as Tommy had done, since she discovered by questioning him that he had had no thought that he could hit either the bird or the cone or anything else. No, it was nothing more than childish curiosity on his part, since he did not even know that catbirds built nests in low-growing thickets or that this was the very season when the young birds were being hatched and reared.

Hence, while she found herself loving and forgiving her own son not only because of his ignorance but also because of his sensitive grief evoked by the death of the mother bird and her young, she found herself not a little religiously and intellectually troubled by the fact that so much ill could come about accidentally when plainly no cruelty or evil was intended.

Affectionately enough Mrs. Barnes assured her son that he had no reason to charge himself with evil, at the same time that she impressed on him the wisdom of taking thought and always, wherever he was, returning to the Inner Light for counsel and direction. At the same time it was some years before this particular event ceased to trouble her. As a matter of fact, to the end of her life it did not wholly do so.
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AN ACCIDENT THAT OCCURRED TO SOLON between his seventh and eighth years was something else again, an illness that sprang out of the fact that, being of a sturdy and even robust build, he very early began to take trips with his father to the woods in winter to obtain an ample supply of firewood. At the very first, Solon went merely for the ride and to explore the woods. A little later, when he was old enough to handle a small ax given him by his father, he was allowed to trim off the branches of the big trees which his father felled. However, his growth in body and strength being considerable, before long he was allowed by Rufus to join with him in the, to him, splendid work of felling the beautiful evergreens of the snowy forests.

It was on one of these trips that his freshly sharpened ax slipped on a bole and cut into the bone above his left ankle, causing a wound which instantly needed cleansing and dressing, but which it did not receive for several hours, his mother bathing and bandaging it as best she could. Later the one local doctor in the community, having been called, was not only slow in coming but was so little versed in surgical and medical knowledge that, having first opened and looked at the wound, which Solons father had bound with his handkerchief and some strips of rag, he proceeded to grind his lancet, with which he proposed to trim and cleanse the wound, on a scythe stone from the family barn!

The result was infection  an infection so severe that, although the wound was repeatedly cleansed and dressed by his mother, it, along with his general physical condition, grew so bad that not only his mother but Solon himself sensed in some new and strange way that he was close to the last great change. As for Hannah, she was shaken and tortured by the thought that she might lose her boy, and her white strained face revealed it. For, at the last stage, a second doctor had been called in to examine the wound, which appeared to have broken afresh. In fact when Solon saw it as it was being dressed, he, who was rarely given to crying at any time, burst into tears, particularly since it was his mother who undid the bandage and whose saintly, serious face quite unconsciously revealed to him the extreme concern she felt.

Dressing it as he wept, she suddenly paused, and her face, Solon saw, bore that reverent pallor that so often characterized it when she addressed God of a morning or an evening. Now she was silent, yet in her countenance were strength and faith as well as supplication as she looked upward, and so stood for minutes. Then, turning her head and looking downward into the still wet eyes of her son and speaking as solemnly and as impressively as one in a trance, she said: Do not cry, Solon, my son, thy life and health have only now been given into my keeping. This is not the end for thee  it is but the beginning. God is going to make thy coming days thy best. Thee will live to serve Him in love and truth. And saying this, she laid her right hand on his forehead and turned her eyes upward. And in the silence that followed, her young son suddenly felt a change for the better. Fear left him, and he was ready to live again, believing, as he now did, that he would surely get well, as he did.

And after that his mothers sincerity and goodness and her desire for his welfare, as well as his debt to her, seemed to become an ever present thing to him. He desired never, either in her presence or absence, to do anything that he felt she might not approve of. Always she seemed to come first in his thoughts, and yet throughout her life and his, in so far as the two paralleled each other, he indulged in exceedingly few expressions of his deep affection and regard. She knew always, he was sure, that he cared for her as she would wish him to care, and she in return felt the same in regard to him.

For all his sturdy strength Solon was not at all pugnacious, he was the most peaceful of boys. On the other hand he was not one, as he grew, to be mocked or trampled on in any way, as he early proved. There was a town boy, Walter Hokutt by name, whose father was a carpenter. Walter was a stocky lad of little more than Solons age, not at all attractive to the girls, but full of the ordinary humans vanity for superiority in skating, swimming, diving, fighting, and wrestling wherever an opportunity showed itself. He was not of the Friends school  really more or less of a truant from education in any form and currently rumored in Segookit as the champion fighter for his years, size, and weight.

At Segookits one good play beach in summer  a lake about two miles from the towns center  Walter was quite regularly to be seen indulging in contests with all comers. Solon was one day challenged by Hokutt, who was not at all attracted by Quakers and their thees and thous any more than he was by Solons sturdy body and quiet, even temperament. In fact he itched to prove that he was the better man at wrestling. Solon was not at all disturbed by the challenge, since he knew that he was strong. He replied, All right if thee wishes, and immediately the two began to feel each other for wrestling holds, the while the younger and older boys  some seven in all  gathered round.

But, as it soon proved, Hokutt, although strong and clever and quite sure that he would win and so humble Solon, was no real match for his adversary. He tried tricks of tripping and quick backward and forward pulls and rushes, but the sheer sturdiness of Solon was a very fair protection against those  also tiring to his adversary. And this angering Hokutt, he put all his strength into attempts to overmatch Solon physically and so force him sidewise and down. But when it came to that, Solon all but lifted Hokutt from his feet and forced him backward on his back, and what was more, held him there, asking at the same time quite calmly: Does thee give in? At this, the past victims of Hokutt began to cry: Ho, Barnes wins. Ho, Barnes threw him. Hokutt flew into a true rage, and being allowed up, turned upon Solon and exclaimed: You damned Quaker. Ill bet I can lick you if I cant throw you. At which other young boys who did not at all favor Hokutt began to cry: Ho, ho, ho, Barnes threw him! Ho, ho, ho, Barnes threw him! And now he wants to fight!  a series of comments which, while further aggravating Hokutt, merely caused Solon to reply: I do not wish to fight thee. Besides, thee knows I have no quarrel with thee. To which Hokutt, instead of accepting Solons good will and desire to avoid trouble, struck at him, only to have his blow easily parried by Solons left arm. Fortunately for both, a larger boy, having come upon the scene and knowing Hokutt, and perceiving the entire good will of Solon and the snarling anger of Hokutt, came forward and said: Now listen, Hokutt! Behave yourself. You were fairly thrown. Why should you want to fight him? He doesnt want to fight you. And then he added: Go on about your business, Barnes. Ill see that he doesnt bother you. Solon went to the water to swim, and with the newcomer standing on guard on the shore, Hokutt proceeded sullenly to dress and leave, smarting with resentment and hurt pride. For had he not been defeated by a despised Quaker?
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ONE THING THAT IMPRESSED SOLON AT DUKLA was the size, character, and steadily improving beauty of this new home and the influence of his aunt Phoebe not only on his father as executor but on his beloved mother, whom he sometimes observed listening to her ideas as to what this new situation here in Trenton required. For, true enough, as he gathered, this extensive property really belonged to his aunt Phoebe and it was his fathers duty, as perhaps his mothers, to make the most of it in the matter of its improvement. Hence he saw both of them, as well as himself and Cynthia, accepting this duty of progress materially, and, in so far as the Dukla Friends school was concerned, socially, since both he and Cynthia had to wear better clothes than ever they had in Segookit.

For in the Dukla Friends school, which had undertaken the education of some sixty children of the Friends of this area, the standard of dress was higher than it had been in Segookit either in the Friends or the public school there. And yet, curiously enough, he could not say clearly to himself exactly how much this difference was. His own new suit, which his aunt Phoebe had procured for him, as well as Cynthias new dress were reserved in pattern and quiet in color, but of a better quality than those worn by the boys and girls in Segookit. More, the boys and girls of this school had an air of conscious reserve about them, as though they were unceasingly aware of possessing some superior quality. This air not only irritated but puzzled Solon. Exactly what that quality was, unless it was one of social superiority, Solon could not say, for most certainly it did not exist in the Friends school at Segookit.

One thing that did throw a light on it was the home of his aunt Phoebe in Rosewood Street in Trenton. For there, with his own eyes, being invited along with Cynthia to stay over Saturday and Sunday and visit her daughters Laura and Rhoda, as well as attend the Trenton Friends meeting for worship, he had seen how Phoebes house was furnished-nothing like he had ever seen in Segookit. Not only that, but her two children, relatively his own and Cynthias age, had something of the air and appearance of the girls of the Dukla Friends school. They were, if Solons opinion was to be trusted at that time, even more boy-conscious than the girls of the Dukla school. Both were friendly enough to him, but, as he had sometime since begun to learn, girls were by no means as interested in him as they were in other boys. For one thing, in Segookit as here, he almost always saw them either approaching school or leaving in company with some other girl or boy, but rarely, if ever, did they draw near and begin to talk to and walk with him. A friendly hello was the most he ever drew, whereas Cynthia, being quite attractive, found herself exchanging questions and answers concerning her new home or work, until her fathers second buggy, driven by Joseph Coombs, one of the two hired farm hands recently employed by Rufus, arrived to drive her and Solon back to Thornbrough, now so steadily approaching a material appearance worthy of the district.

Yet here, as at Segookit, mornings and evenings, both his mother and father continued those same times of waiting upon God  the Inner Light  to guide them in the matter of plainness, the avoiding of vain and needless things of apparel, buildings, the furniture of houses, and stuffs and colors, such as might be calculated to please a vain and wanton mind rather than one intent on real usefulness. Such was not always the subject of their morning and evening prayers, yet this danger of a leaning toward luxury was often enough referred to to keep the matter fresh in Solons and even Cynthias mind.

Nonetheless, Rufuss new duties, as Solon could see, continued to change him from a more or less ordinary farmer and hay-and-grain dealer into a man of very different and seemingly far more arresting affairs than had been his state in Segookit. There he wore very commonplace and rather farmerish clothes, as did Solon when he helped after school in the store. But here his father was the active manager or superintendent of some eight different farm properties owned by Phoebe which had to be made not only prosperous but salable. And in time he was so successful in making profits that he felt justified in setting aside for himself fifteen per cent of the entire yield as a salary. Also, because of the selling phase of the business, as well as the character of the region, the nature and prosperity of the merchants with whom he dealt, he was slowly and surely compelled to see the need of better clothing and the value of a fast horse and good buggy, all of which gave him an air of prosperity and well-being.

Hence it was not easy, seeing Rufus briskly departing in his buggy in the morning or returning at evening during these oncoming spring and summer days, for Solon to feel that all was as simple and humble with him as had been the case in Segookit. As a matter of fact, then a little over thirteen years of age, he noted that his father walked with more of an air than he had previously, that his eyes held a brighter and more alert look. Also he had taken on the habit, after the place had been improved somewhat, of walking about the large lawn and now and then seating himself for a moment or so on one of the rustic benches which graced the new arbor, enjoying the charm of Lever Creek, with its cleansed pools and paths, as it silently wended its way, amid trees and flowers, across the property.

For almost the first time in his life, Rufus had succumbed to a genuine poetic reaction to nature and its beauty in this particular form. This lovely little stream! These tall spear pines surrounding it at its northwest entrance! These rustic benches! The little fishes that were to be seen moving in the still shallow waters. The flowers that grew here and there  hollyhocks, brown-eyed Susans, trumpet vines, moonflowers, and daisies! Who could easily believe that so sheltered a delight, designed by the hand of God, could be privately assigned to anyone? And yet here it was thrust into his care by the affectionate Phoebe, his wifes sister!

At this time, one evening, Rufus found himself quoting that passage from Isaiah, 55:1, so often read by himself to his children: Ho! Every one that thirsteth, come ye to the waters. And he that hath no money, come ye, buy, and eat; yea, come, buy wine and milk without money and without price. And he occasionally recited to himself the 23d Psalm, closing with, Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life, and I will dwell in the house of the Lord forever.

As he finished this one evening a catbird called and a brown thrush warbled its entrancing song. Rufus ceased thinking and listened poetically. For in his mind had just then come to him a profoundly grateful idea. In each of the bedrooms of this house, as well as in the main living room and dining room, he would hang a motto which would testify as to his gratitude to his Creator and Savior for the blessings He had this long while been bestowing upon him. In his and Hannahs room he proposed then and there to have printed or painted on the wall in colors: He leadeth me beside the still waters; he restoreth my soul. Over the mantelpiece of the big living room he proposed to have: For thy loving kindness is before mine eyes. In the dining room: Thou preparest a table before me. In Solons bedroom he proposed to place: The earth is the Lords and the fullness thereof. In Cynthias: Show me thy ways, O Lord; teach me thy paths. And in Mrs. Kimbers: In the Lord I put my trust. For he truly felt on this and other occasions that the whole of this house, each and all of its rooms, and all his goods and possessions, should in gratefulness be dedicated to the Lord, his God.
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JUST THE SAME THIS GRATEFUL, RELIGIOUS mood of Rufus ran side by side with the practical. And once he began to sense the more material and socially improved phase of the lives of the various Friends here, he began almost automatically  certainly, that is, with no clear grasp of the entire problem  to seek to make friends with such Quakers as he could encounter and do business with: buyers of hay, grain, fruits, vegetables, berries, in fact of anything which he could grow himself on his own sixty acres or induce Mrs. Kimbers mortgagees to grow. In and around Dukla he was, by degrees, discovering a number of merchants and dealers who seemed less tensely commercial than those he had encountered in Trenton. Some of them who were Friends, and others who were not, found him both as a man and a trader quite attractive, obviously honest, and anxious to make a modest profit, but no more.

On the other hand, Rufus and Hannah and the children were soon well established in the Dukla meeting for worship, and it was not long before Phoebe Kimber decided she would attend the Dukla meeting herself on occasion, since Hannah and Rufus were members. The truth of it was that Phoebe had been little more than the shadow of Anthony Kimber during his life, and now that he was gone, both Hannah and Rufus were moving into his place.

The relation of all this to Solon was something else again. He had been conscious of the fact that his father had cared for him not only in a parental but in a practical way for several years past. For even in their poorer days in Segookit, when frequently he was assisting his father in the store after school hours, or in the summertime on the farm, his father had begun to drop hints or make open remarks to the effect that he, Solon, had best learn to drive, plow, seed grain in the fields, help bale the hay; and also that he should learn to keep books, store goods compactly and intelligently, make out receipts, and see that bills were sent out on the first of the month. Once I am gone you may have to handle all this for your mother and sister, Rufus frequently said, which, since it touched upon Solons mother, impressed him deeply. Supposing his father should die, most certainly he would look after her!

Hence he was truly moved to take his fathers advice and learn as many practical things as he could. For his beloved mother must be taken care of, whatever befell his father.

But now here in Dukla all this had come to wear an entirely different look. His father had no store. On the contrary, as Solon slowly but carefully observed, he seemed little more than an agent or official of some kind. Early in the morning, after breakfast, he drove off in his new buggy and behind his newly purchased, carefully groomed bay mare  a beautiful slim animal as Solon saw her  and was seldom back before evening. Plainly he had many places to visit, and Solon soon began to learn something of them for himself, for his father, still anxious to further Solons practical understanding of life, quite frequently invited him to go with him on Saturday as he made his last commercial rounds of the week. Also in midweek, on occasion, after school, when Rufus knew beforehand he was to be in the vicinity of Dukla, he would have Solon casually meet some of his new customers there  grocers, fruit and vegetable dealers, insurance brokers, or his local banker.

Besides, Rufus proceeded to explain to Solon the details of mortgage transactions; how it had come about that Phoebe, through her husbands death, had these various liens on properties; and how necessary it was that these farmers, having given their farms as security, should be shown how to better their condition. As Rufus put it, his business was to make friends with these people and discover, if possible, their lacks and errors and attempt, without irritating, to help them remedy their defects, a thing which could best be done by gaining a knowledge of farming and agriculture.

This desire in Rufus to help others was a trait that appealed to Solon. In fact, his fathers very considerate method in connection with his customers before leaving Segookit  those who came to his store to buy  had pleased Solon as much if not more than the amount of business done. For his father, instead of quickly supplying anyone with anything asked for and letting the matter of a sale end there, was frequently moved, particularly in the instance of customers whom he knew to be at best eking out a meager existence, to inquire: What is it thee intends to do with it, John? He often found that a lesser quantity or different quality of something that cost less, as in the case of a rake or hoe or an ax, or a grade or quantity of grain, would do as well, and would suggest that the buyer take that instead, thus saving the buyer a little money which Rufus seemed to know well enough he needed. And so these particular phases of his fathers trade methods had come to dwell in his mind as really essential phases of the Quaker faith and to cause those who did not do as his father did to appear to be lacking in that spiritual understanding which apparently his father and most Friends had.

And here in this Dukla region, wherever a farmer was to be seen plowing or cutting grain, or a blacksmith, working entirely alone, re-tiring a wheel or reshoeing a horse, or some lone watchmaker bent over his task, or a potter, in business for himself in a small way, was to be seen with his individual wheel and wet clay making a pitcher or cup or plate, Solon was, without being intellectually conscious of it, sympathetically interested. It was so pleasing apparently to work so singly and thoughtfully at some one thing, without any hope of anything more than a modest living for oneself and ones family. As a child, Solon liked to stand and look, whereas now, here in Dukla, between his twelfth and fourteenth years, he liked if possible to learn the mans name and speak with him a little. And so, while he was learning a business, he was also finding joy and delight in human contact with simple men, who so often, as Solon instinctively felt, had a deep understanding of God and nature.

However, one serious defect in Solons character was that he was not temperamentally inclined toward the higher phases of education in any form. It was true that by his fourteenth year he had reached the place in his school work where he knew something of mathematics up to algebra. He knew there was a literature: such things as stories, poems, plays, essays, histories. The readers of the Friends school were made up of these, and the pupils read aloud or recited from memory. But the Friends Book of Discipline taught him that romances or novels were pernicious, and as such not rightfully printed, sold, or loaned; they were evil.

He also knew something of geography, grammar, spelling, even a little of natural history and botany. As to science, there was an article in one of the readers describing the discovery of gas, but neither he nor his father ever grasped the full import of either chemistry or physics, although the practical phases of both were hourly becoming more important to agriculturists everywhere.

By training Solon had been a farm boy, and had picked up this and that bit of knowledge, and religion had made up the rest. His mind bore the imprint of the poetry as well as the prophecy of the Bible so constantly read and quoted in his own home  the emphasis on the power and the majesty of the Creator of life, and the littleness and nothingness of men, except as the Creator permitted them to be and as they obeyed His commandments. Also the words of Isaiah, more than once quoted by Rufus (Isaiah 2:22), Cease ye from man, whose breath is in his nostrils: for wherein is he to be accounted of? All of which, like the import of the Inner Light in and to everyone, already pervaded the mind of Solon as representing exact and profound knowledge, as well as complete guidance in all the affairs of life. And what more did one need to know? A trade or profession, of course, or some form of business such as this of his father by which one earned enough to feed and clothe himself, and which he himself expected to follow.

But now his father was talking of business! business! business! And only recently had been planning to turn his books over to Solon to keep  his daybook, cashbook, ledger, to which he had recently added a journal consisting of immediate records of all purchases, sales, and bills sent or received. These last, for reason of the need of immediate consultation at any time, were filed in a case by name and date and kept on Rufuss desk to which Solon was to have access at all times.
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ONE RESULT OF SOLONS ATTENDING THE Dukla Friends school was that he began to be conscious of girls, after his fashion. Among all in the school there was just one, Benecia Wallin by name, who, because of the charm of her face and figure, the grace of her walk, and the shyness of her expression, caused Solon to take sharp note of her. She was the daughter of one of the wealthiest Friends of the area, and was driven to school in a handsome brougham, which came to take her home when classes were over.

One day Solon and Cynthia were waiting after school for Joseph, their fathers farm helper, to arrive with the buggy to take them home. Benecia came along and, seeing Cynthia, stopped to speak to her.

This is my brother Solon, Benecia, said Cynthia, whereupon Benecia said softly: Yes, I know. And she fixed her innocent dark violet eyes upon him and smiled sweetly, causing him to feel that she was the most beautiful girl he had ever seen. For the first time in his life he had met a girl whom he thought wholly entrancing. Yet feeling himself to be unattractive to girls, he did not venture to think that she would be interested in him.

At the same time he was so uniformly busy with tasks of one kind and another assigned him by his father that he rarely found time to meditate on the presence or import of any particular girl. He was helping Rufus keep his records of sales and purchases and bills sent and received. But there were moments when he could never clearly rid himself of thoughts of Benecia. She was so modest and retiring and at the same time so beautiful. He saw her frequently after their first chat, and they always exchanged smiles and greetings, but the final half of the school year passed without anything between them that even approximated a school friendship. Solon was too shy, and so was Benecia.

In Segookit, of course, there had been many girls and boys. And by the time he left, and regardless of his carefully guarded life, there had been incidents and rumors which had tended to clarify the operation of the sex force. He had seen boys chase girls and steal a kiss before they would let them go. And he did not need the import of that explained to him.

Again, ever since he was four years old he had been witness also to the marriage ceremony as conducted by the Friends in their meetinghouses. He had seen a man and a woman  usually a young man and a young woman  come in and sit down together, facing the meeting in complete silence, their parents near by. And then at the close of the meeting they would solemnly rise and speak, first the man, then the woman, as was the custom of the Society, informing those present that they proposed taking each other in marriage. The parents would then announce their assent. Then the meeting would unite in opinion and give permission to the couple to proceed. Finally there would be congratulations by everyone. Marriage, as Solon slowly discerned for himself, meant that there would be children, like himself and Cynthia.

And again there had come to him, between his tenth and eleventh years, along with the entire citizenry of Segookit, an experience which was destined to live permanently in his mind and which, while clarifying the import of sex as a force, served to darken his view of it as something which unless properly directed was preferably to be avoided entirely. For there occurred an amazing social and moral, or immoral, upheaval, which was all the more impressive and disturbing because of the small size of the town and its predominantly conservative and religious trend. Because of this, it affected the social and moral understanding of quite a number of the younger people of that period as much as it did that of Solon, only by no means in so saving and conservative a way. For Solon was, if not a born, at least a nearly confirmed, moralist and religionist, whereas these other youngsters, boys and girls alike, were by no means so strictly guided. In fact, at first, if not later, after the full fury of the storm had exerted itself, the latter were more generally interested than shocked, looking as they then tended to do on sex as a sweet mystery, and by no means a force which could actually work great harm.

In spite of Segookits minor size, there were several contrasting elements, one of which was the public-school element, which considered the Friends school a highly sectarian affair too extreme in its religious notions for them to wish to join with it. The plain dress of the Quakers, and their thees and thys, did not meet with their conception of what was American and democratic. At the extreme northern end of the town was a section known as mill town, the site of two small factories that manufactured hats and shoes respectively. Their employees, except the New England foremen and forewomen, were mostly poor and uninformed French Canadians who had been induced to come there not so much for good pay as for steady work, and also because they could live there more cheaply  often more miserably  than they could in Canada. Their standards were looked upon as lower and socially more negligible than those of the remainder of the community, whose standards in turn were considered as beyond the reach of the minds and temperaments of these particular Canadians.

Worst of all, there had sprung up in connection with them a highly immoral group which tolerated and found pleasure in the two small saloons adjoining the factories and wooden tenements which the workers occupied for rentals which still yielded a profit for the factory-owner builders. And even more reprehensible were two small houses of ill repute, in which were said to congregate, not only during the week but even on Sundays, the most unregulated elements of these Canadian millworkers, also some of the hypocritical Americans of the better portion of the town.

And this was truly a great ill which must be fought by Friends and other sects alike. So presently, after five months or more, in which the evil grew and was constantly whispered about, there burst forth a war of sorts which resulted finally in the saloons and the houses of ill fame being burned down. And several nights later seven of the homes of those who had held forth most violently against these sinners were burned in retaliation. Rufus Barnes himself was personally threatened via handbills shoved under his door. And the matter was not quieted until the sheriff of the county, with the aid of a number of sworn deputies, arrived on the scene and proceeded to search for the suspects, who by that time had disappeared.

In the course of this social quarrel, which dragged on over a period of four or five months, there was much talk, not only between Solons father and mother but also between the various townsfolk, who openly and noisily expressed their views. It followed, of course, that the boys and girls of the town speculated, according to their temperaments, on different phases of the drama. In Solons case, having heard so much concerning good and evil as words, and having personally seen so little of evil in the form here displayed, he could not possibly look back of the surface appearance to the less obvious forces of ignorance, poverty, and the lack of such restraining and yet elevating influences as had encompassed his own life. He had no least conception of what from childhood had surrounded these ignorant people. He did not know life. Rather, to him, all those who had so sinned were thoroughly bad, their souls irredeemable.

And so it was that because of this, and his rigorous moral and religious upbringing, as well as the fact that he was far less sensual than many, his interest in Benecia was highly romantic. In fact he treasured every view he had ever had of her  yet as the romantic lover only, one who thinks of beauty as detached from the physical. If he might only once walk with her! If ever such a thing could be that she would permit him to hold her hand or walk arm in arm with him. If ever she should deign to smile meaningly and affectionately at him!...


9

BY THE MIDDLE OF HIS LAST YEAR AT DUKLA friends school, Solon had decided against continuing his education elsewhere. He was now already past sixteen, and his father was constantly urging him to concern himself with the larger matters which he was being compelled to handle, and Solon liked working with him. Already, as he could see for himself, the practical training he had received from his father enabled him to understand and execute orders. Probably geometry, chemistry, and physics were important, but would it not really be a waste of time to spend two to four years more at Oakwold acquiring a knowledge of them if he intended to devote himself eventually to working along with his father? He talked the matter over with both his father and mother, and they could not see any advantage to him from such further study, unless he was particularly interested in some phase of practical knowledge which would help him carry on his fathers business in the future.

It was then that he heard a piece of news from Cynthia, which gave him pause. That was that Benecia Wallin was not coming back to the Dukla school the next year; in the fall she was to enter Oakwold. Rhoda and Laura Kimber were planning to go there also, and Cynthia hoped to enter the following year.

Now seemingly this should have meant little to Solon, since his relationship to Benecia had consisted up to this time of no more than distant views of her in the girls recess yard and an occasional greeting as she arrived in the morning or left in the afternoon. But the chemically radiated charm of her, temperamentally and physically, was sufficient to keep him in a strained and nervous state, like one who suffers from a low fever. In the single large schoolroom holding all the various grades he could not keep his eyes off her. Her hair was so blue-black and glossy, her eyes so dark, and her skin so pale; she was so delicate as compared to his robust self. Her movements as she went forward to join in a class recital or walked to the blackboard to demonstrate an arithmetic problem were so graceful that he was completely overcome with an emotion that was a combination of love, admiration, desire, and a quite hopeless sense of inefficiency concerning anything that related to her.

And so the last half year in the Dukla Friends school was a period of secret torture for Solon, now all the more emphasized by the news conveyed by Cynthia that Benecia was not coming back. Not being either tricky or clever, it never occurred to him to assume an interest in higher education and accordingly have himself sent to Oakwold also. There was not a trace in him of the art of love, however high the fever of its presence. He could only walk and think, and work for his father, the while he dreamed of Benecia.

At the same time, notwithstanding the fact that Solon paid not the least romantic attention to her, Benecia also found her thoughts dwelling on him, and not infrequently. But it seemed quite evident to her that he was not very much interested in girls.
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BENECIAS FATHER, JUSTUS WALLIN, WAS a shrewd and clever man, dynamic, and, in spite of an inherited fortune, liked to work. He could see no harm in accumulating property and wealth as long as he accepted and followed the dictates of George Fox and the Book of Discipline, in which was to be found the admonition under the heading Trade: When any become possessed of ample means, they should remember that they are duly stewards who must render an account for the right use of the things committed to their care.

The Wallins had no children other than Benecia for whom to amass wealth, and plainly she was not one to be interested in money. As both Wallin and his wife could see, she was of a gentle, tender disposition  one made for love and retiring happiness, not vanity or show  and it was for that that they prized her so greatly, and also worried as to the type of man she should choose to marry. Their one wish now was that someday she would find a strong, honest man whom she could love and who would love her, and to whom, through her, they could leave all of a practical and material nature that could be of value to her and her husband and possible family. But as yet that was in the dim, uncertain future.

There was, however, one thorn that pricked Wallin not a little. Apart from his small stature, which made him, or had in the past, a little jealous of larger men, there was that tendency on the part of many  Friends and non-Friends  to comment on or to criticize not only the growing prosperity but the social conservatism of many of the principal religious figures of the area, one of whom, from the point of view of wealth, at least, was himself. He was much too alert and generally democratic to be a snob, nor was he at all impressed with the durability of wealth. Like Rufus, having been brought up in a sincerely religious fashion, he was imbued with the faith and disliked being looked upon as a merely professing Quaker rather than a basically consistent one, for he had truly sought to deal equitably with everyone. It was by reason of skill and helpfulness to others, rather than by any form of trickery or deception, that both money and position had come to him.

But now that he had wealth and there was this current criticism of the wealth of a number of Friends of this area, he felt somewhat on the defensive, particularly on First-day, when he regularly attended the nearest meeting for worship. For present always were many Friends who were poor or sick or ill clad, and who did not hesitate  the most of them  to rise and ask guidance of the Inner Light in their hour of trial. And none was more generous than Wallin, not only in serving on any committee of the elders, of whom in Dukla meeting he was one, but to see, without comment to anyone, that the ills of the needy were allayed as much as possible, this side of encouraging dependency or idleness.

However, this was not enough, in his own mind, to solve the problem of wealth  wealth that was more than necessary to the well-being of the particular individual. He was somehow haunted by the sentences in the Book of Discipline which condemned an inordinate love and pursuit of worldly riches as fettering and disqualifying. Since he possessed most of the stock in the Traders and Builders Bank, a one-third interest in the Security Life Company of Philadelphia, a house on Girard Avenue, Philadelphia, worth at least forty thousand dollars, a house and its forty-acre estate in Dukla, besides a number of other investments, was not this to be looked upon as perhaps fettering and disqualifying?

On the other hand, did he not do good with it? Was he not one of the committee, as well as an alumnus, of Oakwold Boarding Academy? And had he not often contributed liberally to its support, as well as to any of its additional objectives as they arose? Distinctly he had. And had he not helped, with money of course, to build the Dukla meetinghouse for worship and the Friends school as well? He had.

So Wallin, in thinking of his increasing wealth, had finally hit upon the  to him  logically acceptable truth that business or trade was a creation of the Lord and intended by Him for the maintenance, education, general welfare, and enlightenment of all of His people on earth. And so, in self-defense, as much as to justify himself morally before the Lord and before his fellow Friends, he was, on occasion, given to rising in meeting, and there testifying to this belief, particularly on occasions when he had been called upon to give financial aid, but not before he had done so. His coreligionists were brisk enough to note this; but, on the other hand, knowing him to be liberal and charitable, they were not only inclined to believe in his sincerity, but to accept as true his insistence on the fact that he, like all others in life who did anything at all worth while, was a steward or a servant under the direction of his Creator, rather than the owner of anything which he could truly look on as for his own personal use alone.

The fact that Justus Wallin was of this particular disposition was to be of some eventual benefit to Solon in connection with his dreams, although at this time and for a long time after he knew very little of Wallin or his temperament. Nor was he, nor his wife or his daughter, always in Dukla by any means. A good part of the time they spent in their Girard Avenue home in Philadelphia, which was much nearer Wallins office, and when there, attended the Arch Street meetinghouse. And so for the first time in his life Solon learned what it meant to grieve over a girl, although neither his father nor mother nor sister knew of his secret infatuation. He was too reserved to show it in any way.

And yet at the very time, and for no definite reason that she could think of, Benecia, seeing that Solon never paid the least romantic attention to her, did think of him, and not infrequently, as a boy who was strong, earnest, polite, courageous, industrious, and somehow, because of these qualities, attractive. He had such frank gray eyes  not at all like a number of the young males about her who were so careful of their clothes and so conscious, like many of the girls, of their social worth and security. But evidently he did not wish to pay any attention to girls.

Curiously enough, the second person of the Barnes family to attract the attention of any member of the Wallin family was Hannah Barnes. For over one week end Rufus Barnes, having been compelled to return to Segookit to explain certain legal matters in connection with his one-time property there, Hannah and her son Solon attended the local meeting for worship together. At the same time Justus Wallin had decided to attend the Dukla meeting, not having attended meeting for worship there in several months past. And as usual, being an honored Friend who had done much for meetings in years past, he was invited to sit with the men who were ministers and elders and who occupied elevated benches to the right in front facing the meeting, and from that point he could not help but notice Hannah and Solon.

Now there was that about Hannah, if not Solon, that would arrest any thinking person. For truly she was a sober and thoughtful figure  not of the older day as to dress or manners, but with a marked spirituality of expression which was not of the meetinghouse alone by any means. Her face and body, if not wholly physically attractive, were truly esthetically or spiritually arresting. For her thoughts were mostly, if not entirely, on the needs of others  never on her own. And her deep, dark, wide-set eyes and her fairly firm and yet kindly mouth, the lips of which sometimes moved as in silent prayer  particularly when she grieved over the ills of life, those of animals as well as those of men, stricken now this way and now that  caused all to think well of her.

For a long time  almost an hour  there was nothing but silence. No one appeared to be moved by the Inner Light to rise and speak. For a considerable portion of the time Wallin was thinking of rising and presenting his formula concerning material wealth as a stewardship under the direction of the Lord. He had not spoken here in over a year, and there appeared to be a number of strangers. Only as he was about to do so an elderly and rather feeble-looking woman, dressed in a cheap gray cotton dress and bonnet, arose, and in a tremulous or quavering voice, her eyes turned to the ceiling, said: I am seeking the aid and guidance of the Inner Light. My son, William, whom some of you may know  William Etheridge, who worked here in Dukla some years ago  has returned to me sick and injured, for since he has been away he has lost his right arm, and now he has some illness, the nature of which I do not know. Dr. Payton, our Friend, is attending him, but I fear he may die. I know that many know that he has not been a good boy and has caused some others here trouble. Yet he is my only son and the Inner Light, that I have always sought to follow, assures me that a mothers love should not fail her son. Just now I am without sufficient means, having been ill myself, but I ask the prayers and the faith of this particular meeting, since my son is very, very ill.

She sank into her seat, frail and weak and yet somehow distinguished above all the others present for her very weakness and the strength and courage of the faith that went with it. And while the entire congregation was affected emotionally and prayerfully, Justus Wallin was about to rise and say that he was sure that Mrs. Etheridges problem would have the attention of the elders of the meeting at once, when he saw Hannah Barnes standing, her face pale with the sense of religious and social obligation that so often overcame her. And as she stood she said: As Mrs. Etheridge has prayed and appealed to the Inner Light, so have I in my time, and I know she will be heard. Her great faith will make her son whole. That I know. For my son here, Solon, when he was between seven and eight years of age, because of an accidental ax wound that became badly infected, was about to die. I myself was fearful and all but despairing, as was my son, who fell to weeping. Yet trusting in the immense wisdom and mercy of the Lord, which is above all our understanding, I turned to Him as just now Mrs. Etheridge has done, and in that instant, as my son will testify, he was healed. Fear left him. The pain of his wound ceased. He smiled, and in my own mind came complete relief from all sorrow and pain. I knew then and there the Lord had not only aided but healed my son and myself. And as I stand here now I have the spiritual, as well as the grateful, conviction that what the Lord did for me and my son He will do for Mrs. Etheridge and hers. For when has He failed those who have asked in loving faith? And she sat down.

Then Solon, stirred by a new love and faith in his mother, arose and waited until a slight stirring in the audience ended, and then, turning right and left and to the rear so that all might know that he was speaking to them, said: What my beloved mother says is true. I was near death and felt it to be at hand. I saw her pray in silence. I heard what she said to me afterwards  that the Lord had given my life into her keeping. All pain had then left me. I felt strangely happy. In three days my very serious wound was nearly healed. In a week it was completely healed and I was walking about again. I can testify that God does answer prayer. And then, looking about toward all and again at his mother, he sat down.

The effect of all this on Justus Wallin  customary as inspired statements at Friends meetings were  was considerable. In the first instance, he was moved by the deep need and misery of Mrs. Etheridge, her loving and yet almost hopeless sincerity in regard to her son; and, next, and even more, by the plainly inspired humanity and tenderness of Mrs. Barnes and her obviously sincere relation of the miraculous healing of her son, who had there and then risen to confirm her words.

What a strong, plain, and yet somehow saintly and attractive woman  tall, slender, and so self-assured and obviously truthful! What a beautiful testimony to the import of the Society of Friends! How glad he was that he had not risen to emphasize his favorite argument in favor of the stewardship of wealth! In the face of such faith as this  this forthright evidence of the divine answer to human need  of what real import was this stewardship of wealth? Could it heal a dying man, a fatal wound? He was so impressed, as were many others, that at the close of the meeting, which was indicated by the elders on the elevated benches turning and shaking hands, he stepped down and went over to Hannah, to whom others were already talking, and, having learned Hannahs name from a fellow elder, took her hand and remarked: Thee is Hannah Barnes, I believe, to which Hannah replied that she was. My name is Justus Wallin, he added, at which Solon, who had stepped aside a pace or two, started, for plainly this must be Benecias father. And this is thy son, of course, he added, turning to Solon and taking him by the hand, the while Hannah was replying, Yes, Solon is my only son. My husband, Rufus, had to return to Segookit, Maine, this past week end. We formerly lived there, and there are still things there that he has to look after.

Then thee is new to Dukla and this meeting perhaps, went on Wallin, who was extremely arrested by her personality and that of Solon. His confirmation of his mothers testimony had been so earnest and forceful.

Yes, we have only been here a year and a half now. My husband took over the care of my sisters property when her husband, Anthony Kimber, died over two years ago  but if thee will excuse me, I wish to speak to Mrs. Etheridge before she leaves. Her case appeals to me so.

Of course! Of course! Please pardon me, will thee?  and he moved out of her way. I intend to look into her troubles, as I am sure the meeting will also. He touched her hand in a cordial manner. Hannah, knowing nothing of Wallin or his daughter, or her sons devotion to her, was off in pursuit of Mrs. Etheridge to see what, if anything, she could do for her.

And meanwhile Solon stood there, astonished that Wallin should approach and speak to his mother or him. I have been greatly arrested by thy mothers testimony and thine this morning, Wallin now said, turning to Solon, and I would like sometime to hear more about it. Will thee not tell her for me that, when thy father returns, my wife and I, whenever we are here, would be pleased if all of you would come to visit us? We have the large gray house at the upper end of Marr Street, which thee probably knows. I am in business in Philadelphia, and we have a house there on Girard Avenue, but we like to spend some time in Dukla whenever possible. He smiled and took Solons hand. Solon, thinking of Benecia and no one else, gripped Wallins hand almost overstrenuously, so grateful was he to fate or luck or the Inner Light that Had so fortuitously brought all this about.
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ONE IMMEDIATE CONSEQUENCE OF THE meeting with Justus Wallin was Hannahs appointment, following his suggestion, as a member of the female committee of the Dukla meeting  there were male and female necessitous cases committees in each meeting whose business it was to visit the sick and needy and help them wherever possible.

As for Rufus, Wallin was surprised to learn that he was the brother-in-law of Anthony Kimber, whom he had known and some of whose property was insured in his company. Then, about a week after the meeting incident, Wallin and his wife happened to stop at Edward Millers market, which was on the main street of the town, to order a few things for the week end.

Miller, a Friend in good standing in Dukla, was a sociable person who made it his business to be personally well remembered by others in the town. On this occasion he greeted him exuberantly.

Why, Friend Wallin! How is thee? It seems to me thee neglects thy Dukla home too much these days!

Wallin went on to explain that, Benecia being now at Oakwold and not coming home very often for week ends, he and his wife found it more agreeable to visit her and stay with her at one of the school guest houses.

By the way, Friend Wallin, continued Miller, thee has a rival here in Dukla in thy doctrine that God intends all forms of trade and wealth for the benefit of all men. His name is Rufus Barnes. He came here from Segookit, Maine.

Wallin looked interested, and Miller therefore continued garrulously:

Well, this Rufus Barnes is executor of Anthony Kimbers estate, but instead of foreclosing on people, Friend Barnes and his son appear to be trying to help them to do better farming so as to be able to pay off their mortgages. He goes about trying to build up markets for his creditors, to sell the things he is teaching them to grow. He took over the old Thornbrough place about three miles east of here, and I must say hes greatly improved it. It looks mighty fine, one of the show places between here and Trenton. He has two children, a son, Solon, and a daughter. I find him quite a likable fellow.

And what is the name of his daughter? inquired Mrs. Wallin.

Cynthia, I believe, answered Miller. She and her brother attended school here last year and the year before. But my daughter Mary tells me that the girl now goes to Oakwold along with her two cousins, Mrs. Kimbers daughters. I hear the son has decided to work with his father, and a bright boy he is, intelligent and hard-working. He comes in to see me occasionally.

Well, thats interesting, interrupted Wallin, and Im certainly pleased to find another around here who agrees with me. Id like to see more people, Friends in particular, accept the idea and exercise it as a rule of conduct. Its my feeling that were all stewards under the Lord, a comment which Miller accepted with:

Thee is certainly right, Friend Wallin, at the same time thinking to himself that a stewardship such as Wallin advocated might not necessarily require the amount of wealth he was accumulating.

A few days later a lingering curiosity impelled Wallin to have his carriage driven in the direction of Thornbrough, where, at a safe distance, he might see what the place looked like. He remembered it from boyhood, and now as it came into view around the bend of the road he noted at once that it had taken on all its former graciousness. Rufus Barnes, although only a farmer from a small town in Maine, was obviously a man of taste, judging from what he had done with an old dilapidated structure and its neglected grounds.

And driving on towards Trenton in a kind of exploring holiday mood, he began to toy with the idea of calling on the Barneses. After all, he had met Hannah and Solon at meeting. And he had been thinking about them from time to time ever since. Could it be that he was actually considering the worthiness of this boy in connection with Benecia? But that was ridiculous! They were both too young. He would, however, invite the family to visit his home in the near future. But first he would look into the matter of Mrs. Etheridge and her boy.

He found Leah Etheridge, a seamstress, dwelling with her son in a ramshackle cottage somewhat far out on the road which led to the railroad station. It was a poor little weatherbeaten frame cottage, made of thin pine boards, the shingles turned black with age. Mrs. Etheridge, thin and withered, showed him in and presented him to her son, a shambling youth of twenty-three, who was sitting braced up against pillows in a bed which occupied a corner of one of the two main rooms, the other being his mothers workshop.

What interested Wallin at once was not Williams general improvement, but the fact that, according to Leah and her son, it had begun immediately after Hannahs prayer or message at the meeting. For, as William Etheridge stated, in answer to Wallins inquiry as to just when he began to feel better, It was while Mother was over at the meeting.

And when was it that my doctor called? inquired Wallin, for he had requested his own physician in Dukla to visit them.

Oh, said Mrs. Etheridge, that was on Third-day following First-day. He left him some pills, which he is still taking. He was better on First-day and my doctor leaves him pills on Third-day, thought Wallin to himself, although he said nothing. He was thinking of Hannahs spiritual expression as she spoke on that First-day, and then of Leah and how she loved her son, who was so obviously not worthy of the affection she bestowed upon him. Mothers! Mothers! But who was he to judge?

Im glad thy boy is better, very glad, and Ill have my doctor continue to look after him, he said kindly, though wondering to himself why, with Mrs. Etheridge and Hannah in charge, he should bother about his doctor. Had not God done this directly and in answer to faith expressed in prayer? He believed it firmly.

Touched by the conditions he found here, he motioned to Mrs. Etheridge to follow him out the door as he left. Taking out his purse, he extracted a few bills. But she lifted her hand in protest and began whispering: Oh no, no! Thee must not! I cannot take it, I cannot!

But, Mrs. Etheridge, if thee will permit me, said Wallin solemnly. I am moved by our faith and our Creator to do this. Will thee reject His inspiration?

As he said this he noted a change in her expression. She looked at him for a moment. He was a Friend just as she was. She smiled weakly, and he put the money in her hand.

Our faith, he went on, is nothing if it will not allow us to help each other in our hour of need, and he turned toward the single step that led down to the grass. If thee feels the doctor is of no particular value, do not let him come. I have learned at last, through Mrs. Barnes, that truly God is our refuge and our strength.

And, strangely elevated in mood, he walked briskly to his carriage and drove away. But his mind was stirred and stimulated by many thoughts. He must do better, think better. He must strengthen his faith. Plainly Hannah Barnes was a true disciple of the Inner Light. They must not neglect the Barnes family. And in this mood he drove home to tell his wife of the days experiences.
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THE WALLIN HOUSE IN DUKLA WAS LARGE and of good material  the lower half being of the common gray stone so freely used in earlier Pennsylvania and southern New Jersey days, the upper half of oak and pine, with various gables and a western-looking veranda which offered a good view of the rolling countryside. A low gray-stone wall enclosed at least two acres of ground, which was devoted to formal beds of seasonal flowers between walks, with an occasional stone bench here and there. But all in all it lacked the somehow natural art that distinguished the old Thornbrough house. Almost anyone could see at a glance that the Wallin house must have cost much more, so sturdily was it built and decorated, but as for natural beauty  Lever Creek and its flowers, the old-time sheltering arbor and tall iron fence harmonizing so gracefully with the old white Thornbrough home  it did not compare with it. It was not that Rufus had so much more of the esthetic in his nature than had Wallin. He had but little, if any, more. But the old Thornbrough house was built by an architect who had more feeling for beauty than did either Wallin or Rufus. He chanced to be a lover of beauty and so had arranged something that, fortunately, Rufus was able to perceive and restore, and it was this that impressed Wallin.

On his return from his view of the Barnes home and that of Mrs. Etheridge, Wallin told his wife that he had been deeply moved by a religious as well as an artistic experience.

He described to her not only his view of the restored Thornbrough house, but also his visit to Mrs. Etheridge, saying that he was convinced that it was the faith and prayer of Hannah Barnes, as well as that of Mrs. Etheridge herself, that had so miraculously cured her son William. Being deeply religious herself, Mrs. Wallin was much interested and moved by his story and agreed that it would be a good thing for them to become better acquainted with this Barnes family. Consequently, a few days later, the Wallins paid a formal call on the Barneses at Thornbrough and were received by Rufus and Hannah with pleased cordiality  Rufus feeling not a little flattered by Wallins interest in him and his family.

And so it was that the friendship and later intimacy of the Wallins and Barneses had its beginning. It was not long afterward that, in response to a written invitation, Rufus and Hannah, with their two children, Cynthia and Solon, were received at the Dukla home of the Wallins for First-day dinner on a week end when both Cynthia and Benecia were home from Oakwold.

Entering the Wallin house, the Barnes family, all save Hannah, were greatly impressed by what they saw. There were massive carved mahogany tables and chairs, parqueted floors strewn with rugs and animal skins, and large ornatt vases filled with flowers and grasses. Soon after they entered the living room a servant appeared, offering silver plates containing tall glasses of fruit juice  a procedure which astonished and somewhat disconcerted the entire Barnes family.

Cornelia Wallin was immediately drawn emotionally to Hannah Barnes. And the more he talked with Rufus, the more impressed Justus Wallin was with the genuine simplicity of the man. As for Solon, the boys sobriety of demeanor and brevity of speech interested him. He was obviously thoughtful, and if asked a question involving a studied opinion or careful recollection of data, would narrow his eyes and wrinkle his brow. If he found himself unable to give a quick and self-convincing answer, he would smile most amiably and ingratiatingly and say: Well, thee sees, sir, that I do not know enough about that to be sure that I am right. And sometimes he would add: I can only say that I think it is possible, or I would rather think about that more before I would wish to say anything, a cautious form of comment that pleased not only Justus but Rufus and his mother.

Nevertheless now, despite his seeming calmness and strength, he was extremely nervous, for his mother had told him that Benecia was to be here. And although his hope from his first sight of her was to have her take a favorable impression of him, his deepest fear was that she would not. For she was, as he saw her, beautiful and winsome, although the fact that she was the daughter of this very rich Friend made, truly, very little difference to him, other than the possibility that she might think more of some boy of better means  the son, for instance, of a rich man  who might make a better social appearance than he did. In sum, in the misery produced by this thought, he finally arose and wandered about, a thing that he rarely ever did, but, curiously enough, a thing that interested Wallin, for it stamped Solon on his mind as a boy who possessed intellectual curiosity  a very valuable thing, as he had long before discovered, or thought he had, in the commercial world.

But just then Benecia came in, fresh and smiling, and very becomingly dressed, with a few books under her arm. And to Solon, who saw her even before her father or mother, she seemed exquisite in a plain dress of two shades of blue and a waist band of gray, plus a Quakerish bonnet. That pale and yet seemingly healthy face! Those dark, violet eyes! Those white hands! And that smile that was directed at her father and mother before ever she saw Solon or Hannah or Rufus. For Solon, on hearing her footsteps, had cautiously withdrawn to the least conspicuous corner of the living room, where were arrayed a few books on a small shelf, including the Journal of John Woolman, which Solon picked up.

However, presently, as he heard his name mentioned by Wallin, he put down the book and walked forward, looking almost reverently and yet fearfully at Benecia (he could not have told why), and said: How is thee? I am so glad to see thee again. And Benecia, for the first time to his knowledge, smiled genially upon him, and Solon was able to sense that she was in no way irritated by him, but rather, to his profound gratification, found something pleasing about him.

Benecia, said her father, I believe I need not introduce thee to this young man. Thee and he were in school together, were you not? And, of course, thee knows his sister, Cynthia.

Yes, of course, said Benecia. Cynthia and I are in several of the same classes at Oakwold.

Solon, encouraged by Wallins friendly manner and Benecias soft gaze, found strength to say: I was thinking of going to Oakwold myself, but my father felt that he needed me with him, for the present, anyhow. But I may go later.

By this time Wallin had turned to Barnes and begun to talk about possible restorable houses in the area, and Cornelia and Hannah were deep in a discussion of the activities of the local meeting. Benecia, feeling herself in duty bound to entertain Solon, resumed the conversation.

I think thee might find Oakwold interesting, she said. The courses are quite varied, and she proceeded to list them. Of course, the boys are entirely separated; the girls have their own classes and dormitories, and the boys theirs, but they meet each morning for Bible reading and sometimes special lectures. But there is something homelike about the place. There are several very attractive guest houses on the grounds, and some of the parents use them on week ends. Father and Mother visit me quite often, and I believe thy aunt Phoebe plans to come out to see thy cousins soon.

She wanted to add that he might join his parents in a visit to Cynthia at some future time, or his aunt Phoebe coming to see her daughters, but the recollection of her fathers caution about her contacts with young men intervened, and she decided to consult her mother before making such a suggestion.

Solon, having no courage in the matter of arranging a reencounter with her, was left seemingly where he was before. He felt most uncertain that he might see her again, and consequently his recently heightened spirits fell. Actually, for the moment he looked forlorn, which caused Benecia to sense his mood, and, casting aside her previous decision, she suggested his visiting Oakwold. This sudden change of procedure on her part so surprised and delighted him that from that instant he was all smiles and gratitude. The transformation was so noticeable that Benecia found herself at once glad and sad for his sake, for she had unwittingly discovered how much he cared for her. And she tried by her manner rather than her words to make up to him for her previous seeming indifference. Her eyes gazed at him softly, and her lips wore a warm smile.

Just then the butler entered and in solemn tones announced that dinner was served  a scene and pronouncement that no member of the Barnes family had ever witnessed before. At the same time Wallin, walking over to them, observed with a smile: Well, have you two found plenty to talk about? It certainly would seem so.

Oh yes, Papa, replied Benecia quickly. Ive been telling Solon all about Oakwold and that Mother and thee occasionally come out for the week end. I think he should visit his sister and cousins some time when thee and Mother are there.

Of course, of course, agreed Wallin, most genially. Theres plenty of room out there, and its a very pleasant place.

Oh, splendid, Father! exclaimed Benecia gaily. And Solon, almost sobered by this very favorable turn of affairs, thanked him very politely for the invitation.

Thee had better thank my daughter, said Wallin, putting his arm around Benecia. Shes the one who first suggested it, I believe. But it pleases me just as much as it pleases you both, Im sure.
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WALLINS GENIAL ATTITUDE ON THIS occasion was based not so much on the extreme pleasure the social development between the two families and between Solon and Benecia had aroused in him as it was on the fact that in Rufus and his son he had sensed an active practical answer to a commercial problem which was presently concerning him: the matter of insurance, mortgages, and loans, which was attaining increasing financial import in Dukla and its surrounding area. It now occurred to him that he might do well to employ two such honest and industrious workers  members of his own faith as well  on his own behalf.

Rufus could open a local office here, put his son in charge, and announce himself as representing Wallins bank and insurance company, and he would be willing to defray the rent for the first year, or even longer if it proved profitable. He was beginning to like Solon very much, thinking of him, since he had no son of his own, as one who might well be trained later in his banking business in Philadelphia. And even before the summons to dinner he had suggested this proceeding to Rufus, and it had been approved by him, Rufus even going so far as to talk about a good spot for the office.

Two weeks later all these business details were worked out, and Rufus and Solon entered the employ of Justus Wallin. Rufus rented half of a vacant store located a few doors away from the town post office, and Solon worked hard and long with a local carpenter and a painter to make the office as presentable as possible. Wallin sent out from Philadelphia three desks, a couple of tables, and some chairs and filing cabinets, previously discarded by his bank but perfectly suitable for the Dukla office. The final result was a real estate, loan, and insurance office that was a credit to the business section of the small town.

To Solon the varying phases of this new life, though stimulating, were also disturbing. For unquestionably now Benecia, her face, her smile, the sound of her voice, had become a passion with him. Quite darkly he kept it to himself, although there were times when he felt he must talk about her to someone, his mother most of all. Despite his infatuation, however, so seriously had he been imbued with the precepts of the Quaker faith that from his first glimpse of the Wallin home he had been impressed by the problem of wealth as opposed to simplicity. To be sure, even his present home, as improved by his father, did not exactly conform to the idea of plainness. Nevertheless, after years of hardship in Segookit, as he well knew, his beloved mother was at last surrounded by something really beautiful, and, for her devoted service and love this long while, was she not entitled to something better than the faded brown home they had occupied in Segookit, particularly when others of the faith occupied homes that were so much better? Who was he to demand of the Wallins that they alter their manner of living in order to make it conform with the Friends Book of Discipline? For here he was now in the employ of Wallin at a salary of fifteen dollars a week, and his father engaged on a percentage basis, to make more and more money for Wallin. But where else could he, at his age, obtain such a position? Or his father, either, for that matter?

After a time Wallin began urging Rufus to replace his ancient buggy and horse with a new vehicle and mare, a suggestion which Solon and Rufus could not help but approve, as Wallin offered to defray all costs over and above what their sale would bring. Besides, as he said to Rufus:

Thee knows I have profited by thy transfer of all the Kimber mortgages and insurance to my concern. Yes, were certain to make money in this county. And I may as well tell thee, Rufus, thee has an exceptional lad in thy son.

This bit of praise so stirred Rufus that before dinner that night he was moved to recite aloud at the family table the 34th Psalm: I will bless the Lord at all times; his praise shall continually be in my mouth. So intense was his gratitude that his voice almost broke. And yet he had no least knowledge of Solons interest in Benecia or hers in him or what Wallin might be meditating on in connection with the two of them.

As for Wallin, he was gratified from the beginning with the results that followed his employment of Rufus and Solon. For it was not long before Rufus found three large homes in the Bartram Dukla region which, with certain minor architectural changes, could easily be made into desirable country homes. As for Solon, he took care of the books and visited such possible customers as his father and the main office in Philadelphia suggested or that he himself discovered. For in connection with this task, more than any other to date, he wished to succeed, and every possibility for a bit of insurance or a loan or a planned improvement of any kind was followed up as a hound might track a hare.

But as hard as he worked, he still found time to dream and wonder about Benecia. He was literally tortured by the thought of her. Weeks had passed since that first dinner at the Wallins without any word from her. Curiously, however, during this period in which he was considering himself neglected, two things which he did, and which had nothing to do with trade or love, advanced his interests in both of these directions more than anything else he could have done at the time.

For one thing, being of a reflective and naturally religious turn, he bought himself a small new Bible which he saw exhibited in a bookstore that had newly opened in Dukla, and instead of taking it to his home, where was an old and well-worn one, he took it to his new office. For the first time in his life he had arisen to testify in meeting after his mother had spoken, to verify her testimony, and now he hoped to prepare himself to be able someday to rise and testify concerning his own personal responses to the Inner Light, as, from time to time, he felt it manifesting itself in him  sometimes, as he had thought, clarifying his judgments concerning his motives and acts in connection with people and affairs. He now kept this Bible, along with an old Book of Discipline, long since given to him by his mother, in one corner of his main office desk. It was not long before his father noticed them there. But so pleased was he to see them installed there, and so grateful was he to the Inner Light for this obvious guidance of his son, that he said nothing. On the contrary his face lighted up with spiritual satisfaction, and to himself he thought: Praise to thee, O God, for this thy guidance of my son. Then he took his hat and went out for a short walk before Solon should return, in order that he might maintain his poise when he did come into his presence; for since coming to Dukla and inducting him so deeply in his affairs he had come to have a profound respect for him  his energy, his good sense, his affection for himself and his mother and his utter honesty and sense of equity in connection with his fellow man.

A little later, Solon, having seen the Journal of John Woolman in Wallins bookcase the time of his visit there, and having glanced at it, the while he was awaiting Benecia, decided that he would also like to add this book to those in his office, and sent to a Philadelphia bookshop for it. This he found interesting to read, since it contained the story of an extraordinary mans life, and, as a connected narrative, was easier to follow than the Bible or the Book of Discipline. And besides, he felt, Benecia had read this book, and he was anxious to read it before seeing her again.

Wallin, who frequently came into the Dukla office to see how things were coming along, did not fail to observe these books on Solons desk. They only confirmed his first impressions and convinced him that here was a young man deserving of all his help in a business way. Not only that, but there was Benecias regard for him. For his wife had told him that she had confessed to her that Solon appealed to her more than any boy she had thus far met, and that she would like her parents to bring him with them to visit her at Oakwold.

And so it was that after many weeks of patient waiting Solon was invited to accompany the Wallins to Oakwold on a Seventh-day in the early part of April.
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TO HANNAH BARNES, THE INVITATION TO Solon was not so much of a surprise as it was a premonition of some social change in their affairs, for which, as she saw it, they were scarcely fitted.

Hannah felt that she and Rufus had prospered well enough in Segookit, even though their state was laborious. Phoebe, her sister, after marrying Anthony Kimber, was supposed to have done well, yet Hannah always felt that Phoebe had lost something of that pristine simplicity and humility which all Friends valued so highly. Was she any nearer the Inner Light than she had been before Kimber came into her life? Hannah could not feel so, much as she loved her. And although she felt herself greatly attracted to Cornelia Wallin, and to Justus also  sensing his spiritual confusion and considering him in need of divine guidance  still, in truth, she wished they might be made to see that great wealth might readily prove a genuine spiritual handicap.

But now here was this keen desire on Wallins part to gather more wealth in Bartram County, as evidenced by his recent employment of her husband and son. Of course, Solon and Rufus needed and must have remunerative employment, and so perhaps the thing to do was to encourage Solon to accept this very cordial invitation, although on the night following its receipt Hannah had a dream which concerned Solon and which caused her to wonder greatly.

For at four oclock in the morning, when she awoke, startled by what she had dreamed, she recalled seeing Solon walking to the edge of a large enclosed meadow in which was grazing a handsome black mare. And over Solons shoulder was an attractive dark brown saddle and bridle. After placing the saddle and bridle to rest on the top of the rail fence, he vaulted the same and then whistled to the mare, which looked up and then came trotting toward him. Once close to him, it paused and pawed the earth with its front left foot the while Solon adjusted the saddle and bridle. But once all was neatly adjusted and Solon had swung himself lightly into the saddle, the reins in his hand, the mare began to jump and leap as though angry. It swung left and right, threw its head back as though it would like to strike him, reared to its full height on its hind legs and then all but fell sidewise, at the same time landing on its feet and kicking high and savagely with its hind ones, as if to throw Solon forward over its head. Yet so dexterous was he that it could not unseat him until at last it rushed to the fence, brushing itself and Solons legs, so that by the impact he was literally torn from his seat and thrown over the fence, where he lay, apparently severely wounded, his arms spread forward above his head as though he was unconscious. And, of course, it was at that moment that Hannah awoke, trembling with fright, her forehead cold with perspiration.

She arose immediately and went to Solons room, lighting a lamp as she went. But once she reached his room and opened his door, there he was calmly resting and breathing softly, obviously nothing the matter with him. In order not to disturb him, she closed the door softly and returned to her own bed and lay down beside Rufus with her eyes open, thinking until morning on what it could signify  that beautiful mare, its friendly actions and then its subsequent erratic, murderous conduct. And Solon, all the while, up to the moment he was in the saddle, seemingly so confident of the mares friendly and obedient spirit.

What could it mean? And although she decided to say nothing to anyone, there was the feeling that in some way or other it might be connected with this visit with the Wallins to Oakwold. Or, if not that, then with the sudden shift in their material and social status.

But the week end at Oakwold was fascinating to Solon, almost solely because it involved Benecia. The Oakwold Academy or Boarding School housed some two hundred of the sons and daughters of Friends of the Philadelphia area, the boys and girls being strictly segregated, not only as to sleeping and dining quarters but also as to study and play hours. The main reason why the girls were so anxious for these visits was that with her parents as host and hostess a girl could invite to tea any attractive male classmates whom she favored. Benecia did not care much for these parties, being too reserved and not interested in any boy save Solon.

However, now that he was here, and with her parents to chaperon the gathering, she invited a number of boys, among whom were two good-looking scions of wealthy Wilmington families who were greatly admired by the Kimber girls. There was also an attractive brown-eyed girl named Susan Scattergood, and a boy friend of Cynthias named Barnabas Little. Another youth named Coggeshall, and also one named Parker, were very much interested in Benecia, but, finding her rather remote in the presence of Solon, devoted themselves to Rhoda Kimber. All of them were eager for these few hours of escape from the overshadowing religiosity of their school life. Of course, there was no music, no dancing, and there were no games of chance. Their dress was no more alluring than the formal Friends fashion of the school.

The incident of the day that most affected Solon was a game of crack-the-whip. There was ample room for it on the smooth green lawn surrounding the guest house, and the entire group of fourteen lined up enthusiastically. Solon ran forward immediately to take Benecias hand, but was outpointed by the speed of Coggeshall and Parker. At the head of the whip was Laura Kimber, without a male to fend for her against the long line, so he joined her and took her hand. His two rivals were fending for Benecia two thirds of the way down the line, a situation which irritated Solon.

Listen, he said to Laura, the moment he seized her hand, as soon as I put my arm around thy waist, let go thy partners hand.

When all were in line he called Ready! and then started pulling and running in quick sharp turns, the others, by the rules of the game, being compelled to follow him in whatever direction he chose to go, in order not to be snapped loose and thrown. Solon was strong and swift, and suddenly he saw, as he had anticipated, that Benecia could not keep the pace. With a mighty spin to the left, and in the direction of Benecia, he muttered to Laura: Let go thy partners hand, I will hold thee! As she did so, the entire line, freed of his strong pull, staggered in the opposite direction, heading for a crash. He then rushed to Benecia, who was staggering between Coggeshall and Parker. Slipping his arm around her waist, he braced her and drew her safely to her feet.

Oh, thee saved me! she exclaimed gratefully. I was about to fall on my face.

I did not intend that thee should fall, he said.

But how could thee help it from where thee was?

Ill tell thee if thee promises not to tell anyone.

I promise, replied Benecia, moved and flattered by his thought on her behalf, also intrigued by his seeming subtlety.

I swung myself and the line in front of thee when I saw thee and all the others must fall, and he motioned to where they were getting to their feet and brushing off their clothes.

Then thee planned it in order to help me, she said, with something little less than love in her voice. Thee is strong, to swing and break the whole line.

Will thee forgive my trickery? he asked. I couldnt resist doing it, and his eyes looked pleadingly into hers.

Solon! Her voice seemed to be clothing his name with affection. Of course! It was all in fun.

He was silent for a second, as if struggling for the words he wished to say.

Might I... might I... he began, then paused.

What, Solon?

Benecia... he said shyly, I cannot talk. I will tell thee later. By that time the others had come over to them, and the conversation of necessity became general.
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THIS UNEXPECTED ADMISSION OF AFFECTION on both sides was so astonishing to both Benecia and Solon that once the brief scene was ended both were a little disturbed and nervously shaken by what they had permitted themselves to say. On Benecias part she was troubled as to what her father and mother might think or do if they observed the growing interest between Solon and herself.

As for Justus Wallin, he was in no great hurry to encourage Solon save from a commercial point of view. Benecia was still too young, and so was Solon. He preferred to await the outcome of the boys endeavors in a business way. So, following the Oakwold visit and his return to Dukla, nothing was heard by Solon about Benecia, except through his sister Cynthia, until near the end of the Oakwold school year, which was always the last week in May.

However, there were other forces at work. There was Rhoda Kimber, by now sixteen and attractive and vivacious. Although she was reared in the Quaker faith, there was in Rhoda an instinctive consciousness of the physical processes of life as those concerned the sexes, and at this time a desire for experience which caused her to respond to the same sensations in the opposite sex, without, however, going beyond a friendly smile and a cheerful greeting for boys who were socially as well placed as herself, or better. Rhoda, like her father, was attracted by the easy and luxurious phases of life, which, while more or less restrained in her own home and the homes of the Friends of her acquaintance, were nonetheless quite visible in the non-Quaker world of that period and area: fine horses and carriages, rich furnishings, and smart and fashionable clothing.

Rhoda was consciously out to go somewhere in this world, and not being at all interested in the Quaker idea of plainness, she hoped, in due course and by marriage, to escape from it. She had noted with interest Benecias cordiality to Solon at Oakwold, and also the growing friendship between the two families. So now, and solely because of her personal desire to advance herself, she began thinking of giving a party at her Trenton home which would include Solon as bait for Benecia and at least four of the boys she had met at Oakwold, in particular Ira Parker, who had long interested her.

But there was the primary, or secondary, problem concerning the nature of the home to which these several guests were to be invited. For the Kimber home in Trenton was by no means the equal of the stately affair occupied by the Wallins. Though richly furnished, it was not of great size, nothing more than a thirty-by-fifty-foot residence in one of the best streets, and walled in on both sides by other residences of the same dimensions. There was no space for such open-air frolics as might be indulged in on the grounds of the Wallins Dukla home or the considerable area surrounding Thornbrough. Why had her mother insisted on giving that beautiful place to Uncle Rufus? To be sure, having seen it driving past with her mother before ever Rufus was invited to occupy it, she had thought it a wretched-looking place, so shabby and decayed. But now it was perhaps just the place for her party! She could explain to Ira Parker that her mother had given it to her aunt Hannah and uncle Rufus, and that would make her situation a socially interesting one. The one thing Rhoda did not like was the mottoes and biblical quotations painted on the walls. But since all the guests would be Friends, there could be no social objection to that.

The only further thing to do was to get Cynthia to suggest the idea of a party to be held at Thornbrough. Solon, in view of his interest in Benecia, certainly would have no objection to it. And so, as Rhoda planned, it finally came to pass, Solon being secretly delighted and Hannah thinking of it as natural and pleasant. Benecia, feeling as she did about Solon, was glad to join in the plan, and within three weeks the idea became a fact, the first Saturday afternoon in June being chosen for the party.
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THORNBROUGH WAS BY FAR THE MOST attractive and inviting place in which to play that any of these maturing boys and girls had ever known. The grounds, particularly about Lever Creek, were innately romantic. The large arbor, with its budding green leaves and benches, was an ideal place for games and even flirtations. And as for games, Aunt Phoebe, enormously interested by the rise of Rufus and Solon, and also for her daughters sake, had seen to it that there would be plenty of entertainment for all. She had had a court chalked off for tennis and had provided a net, rackets and balls, also a croquet set. It was also her idea to gather together a number of small, long-handled dip nets, with which those who might be interested could underdip the none too wary minnows and other small fish in Lever Creek. Also, for the occasion, Rhoda had had her mother purchase games of checkers, chess, and dominoes. Playing cards, of course, were not even considered.

And as a result, the day being bright and warm, there was much innocent gaiety. Rhoda, impressed by Solons new social prospects, did her best to be entertaining and lively in his presence, a development the reason for which he did not readily comprehend. For he did not know that it was Ira Parker who was principally behind this maneuver. That young gentleman was soon made conscious by Rhoda of the fact that the Wallins had gone to the trouble of bringing Benecia here from Philadelphia and were returning later to take her back to their Dukla home after the party was over.

But what entranced Solon was the presence of Benecia in a disturbingly springlike frock of pale blue muslin. Her flowerlike face was framed by a dark blue Quaker bonnet, and a small bouquet of tiny pink roses was pinned above her waistline. Her ankle-length skirt showed occasional glimpses of her gray-blue slippers. She arrived shortly after noon with her mother and father and was immediately taken in charge and shown about by Solon, but not without a group of the other boys and girls accompanying them. Benecia was enthusiastic, for, recalling the shabby state of the place as she had seen it some years before, she was impressed by all that had been accomplished in its restoration.

On her tour of the house she paused before the biblical quotations stenciled on the walls of the various rooms.

I think these quotations are beautiful, she said. Who thought of putting them there?

It was my fathers idea, answered Solon, although Mother helped him decide on some of them.

And my mother, too, chimed in Rhoda jealously, the idea of Benecias unstinted praise of the changes wrought by Rufus rankling too much for her to bear it with silence.

That is true, said Solon, modestly and quickly. You see, except for my aunt Phoebe, who wanted my father to act as executor for her property after Uncle Anthonys death, we would not have been able to come to Dukla. Father does not own this house. We really could not afford to live here except for my aunt Phoebe. In fact, it is listed in our office for sale to anyone who can afford to buy it.

This statement of the situation gave Rhoda a greater degree of satisfaction than anything that had as yet occurred in connection with the entire Barnes-Kimber relationship. But it touched Benecia to see Solon thus belittled by his cousin, when, as she saw clearly enough, it was Rhodas mother who had benefited most by the appointment of Rufus as executor of Kimbers estate. Yet she said nothing, gave no sign, although from then on she liked Rhoda less.

As for Solon, having recently read the Journal of John Woolman, he was extremely desirous of avoiding any expression of material self-interest, and later, at his first moment alone with Benecia, he tried to present himself and his parents in their true light.

You see, Benecia, he began, before we came to Dukla we only had a simple cottage and farm at Segookit. Father had a small hay and grain store there, too. And I helped with the farm and in the store. I dont want thee to be deceived about us. We most certainly do owe a lot to Aunt Phoebe. The reason we have done so well here is all due to her love and kindness.

Benecia was silent for a moment.

Solon, please, she said finally, intensely drawn by him, thee need not explain to me. Thee knows by now how much we all think of thee. My father and mother often speak of thee. And! She paused suddenly, a faint flush mounting to her cheeks.

Benecia? inquired Solon, his voice tremulous with excitement. Please, Benecia!

But Benecia remained silent. For they were walking toward Lever Creek, where, under the overhanging trees and amid daisies and buttercups, Rhoda and Ira Parker were sitting by the waterside.

Come and look at the fishes! she called out to them, as they stood on a rustic bridge that crossed the creek and looked down upon the swirling waters.

Before my uncle Rufus came here, went on Rhoda, addressing Parker but loud enough for Benecia to hear, there were nothing but sticks and stones and weeds in this creek. But Mother had it cleaned, and now see how beautiful it is! By the way, Solon, why doesnt thee get those dip nets that Mother brought from Philadelphia? Well have some fun, see if we cant outwit some of these minnows.

For down below, as she spoke, beneath the limpid waters, moving between islands of underwater grasses, were small silver and gray and brown minnows, and larger fish also, darting swiftly from island to island, while others seemed almost to sleep in the still silent waters.

Ill go, said Parker, rising to his feet. Where are they?

No, Ill go, said Solon. I know where they are, and he was off at a good pace.

Quickly he returned and handed the nets around, placing others where they were plainly visible to all who might like to use them. Benecia now crossed the little bridge to the other shore, and Solon followed her.

I dont want to keep any of the little fishes out of the water too long, she was saying as she bent over the water with her net. If I do catch any, Ill put them right back. Thatll teach them to be more watchful.

Solon laughed. Teaching minnows to be careful will certainly keep thee busy, he said.

At this moment one of the guests named Adlar Kelles called out to them. He was stretched out on the bank farther upstream. They saw he had a net in his hand containing a wriggling fish, and as they looked he seized it and threw it on the grass behind him.



Look at him! he yelled. A perch! If I could catch about ten of those Id have enough for supper.

Benecia all but dropped her net in the water.

Oh, please, dont, she called out to him. Please! Throw it back before it dies. Thee wont eat it anyhow  an appeal which passed meaninglessly over Adlar Kelless head, but the voice and flowerlike face of Benecia had their effect.

Certainly, certainly, he responded, bounding to his feet and tossing the fish back into the stream. I dont really want to take its life, Benecia Wallin, honestly I dont. I just thought I might trap some of them; they say theyre good to eat. Its still alive, isnt it?

And he actually looked reduced and even sinful as he said this.

Rhoda and Parker, interested witnesses of the incident, laughed together.

Whats the good of having the nets at all if thee only dips up the fish to look at them? asked Rhoda  a remark which Solons natural honesty compelled him to admit had some validity. Benecia appeared not to have heard it, and he suggested that they walk farther upstream beyond the range of Rhodas comments. It was while they were there seeking to spot a larger darkling fish which she could dip without injuring it that, shaken by her loveliness and her proximity, he began trying to speak to her of her beauty and how much she meant to him. But for the first time in his life he found himself stuttering, unable to get out the words.

Miss B  Benecia, I mean

Yes, Solon. She turned as if to encourage him. What is it? She saw that his lips were pale and his lower lip trembled slightly. Solon, thee knows thee can say anything to me thee wishes, for I  I and then she stopped, as if frightened by her own words.

What bravado on her part, she thought! What unmaidenliness! All of a sudden, at that moment, she felt pale and weak, and actually wanted to run away; only having seen Solons lips tremble, she would not let herself do so. Never. For now, as she saw and thought, here was her young Solon, the strong, the honest, the beautiful, and so weak because of his affection for her. And she wished to help him. Then, as she stood there, she heard him speak and at the same time felt his hand clasping hers.

Benecia, he was saying, Benecia, I love thee. Perhaps I should not say it, but I cannot help it. I have been a coward before thee, but I have been afraid thee might be offended. But I have missed thee so. I cannot tell thee how much. More than once I have started to write thee a letter, but my courage failed me. But if I never see thee again, I must tell thee I adore thee. Thee may not want me, but I will still adore thee!

And then, seeing that her head was bent and she appeared to be crying, he exclaimed: Oh, Benecia, please forgive me! I did not mean to be so bold.

Oh, Solon, please. I am not crying because I am angry. It is because I love thee, and I am happy. Cant thee tell? I think I have always loved thee since first I saw thee. I love thee and will

But seeing Rhoda and Ira Parker crossing the bridge she stopped and hastily bent over the water as though sighting a fish. And Solon, trying his best to look indifferent, turned in the direction of the pair and observed offhandedly: Theyre pretty scary up this way.

By that time Benecia had risen and, walking toward the bridge, said that she had gotten something in her eye and must go back to the house to bathe it.
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SOLON SLEPT VERY LITTLE THAT NIGHT. HE was awake at three, four, and five oclock, and finally arose at seven-thirty and went out in the cool of the bright June morning to look over the scene of the previous days experiences. It was First-day, and breakfast would not be served before nine. His mother heard him go out and from her window watched him restlessly walking to and fro over the lawn. She wondered what ill or dream of any kind could be at the center of his heart. If only she could help him!

He finally made his way to the rustic bridge and crossed over to the spot where he had declared his love to Benecia. How sweet and childlike she had looked, bending over the stream with her net! It was here by this lovely waterside, amid the June flowers, that she had confessed her love for him. But what was to be done now that they both had told each other of their love? No parent in the world of Friends of that day and region would permit the marriage of a daughter of seventeen  in this instance the heiress of the wealthy Wallin  to a youth of his years and social rating? He started back to the house, unable to endure his memories.

After breakfast he joined the family for their drive to Dukla meeting. Perhaps God would show him the way. And would show Benecia also. But in the meetinghouse he quickly noted the absence of the Wallin family. Obviously they had returned to Philadelphia. Had Benecia told her parents? And had they taken her away? He speculated sadly on his situation all during the long silence during which no one had risen to speak.

At the end of a deep period of waiting, a man broke the silence and began to talk.

I am prompted by the Lord to utter the following thought, he began: If ye have faith in the truth and goodness of your purpose, whatever it may be, have faith also in the Creator and Ruler of life, for He will not mislead thee. For in John 14:13, does not Jesus say: And whatsoever ye shall ask in my name, that will I do. But he also adds: If ye love me, keep my commandments.

Oliver Stone was not much of a man physically to be speaking for the Lord, Solon thought to himself. He was a local hardware dealer, small and gray, his face deeply lined, and he suffered from a tic which caused his right shoulder to jerk. Yet Solon, considering his own problem, was moved to attach great importance to the mans earnest statement, coming, as it did, when he was so distressed. It somehow comforted and strengthened him, so much so that his mother, watching him from the other side of the room, felt him to be emotionally more at ease, and so was glad for his sake.

Just the same, the following morning on his way to the office he was still considering the possibilities that might result from his declaration of love for Benecia and her response to him. It was his custom to stop at the post office to pick up the mail. This morning he felt there might be a letter from Benecia, or perhaps one from Justus Wallin taking him to task for his interest in his daughter. But when he examined the few letters addressed to the Wallin Real Estate and Loan Company, he found no such letter; instead, an inquiry from a farmer asking for the best terms on a loan of five hundred dollars, a request which he knew would please both Wallin and his father.

Just before he reached the office he was stopped by Martin Mason, president of the one and only bank in Dukla which had been doing business with the farmers and merchants in that area for over twenty years. After the customary greetings and inquiry as to the health of his father and mother, Mason proceeded to put forth the astonishing suggestion that Solon come to work for him in his bank as general clerk and assistant teller at a salary of twenty-five dollars a week. He did not tell Solon that he was beginning to be disturbed by the Barnes-Wallin combine cutting into that portion of his banks business which related to loans and mortgages. He did go on, however, to say that Rufus also might be interested to come and work for him under a more favorable arrangement than he now had with Wallin.



Solon, greatly surprised by the offer, thanked him and explained that he could not answer definitely at this time, nor could he venture to speak for his father, but would ask him to call on Mr. Mason. He was careful to indicate that he and his father were most grateful to Mr. Wallin for all that he had done for them.

However, at this very time, owing to the steady growth of the Barnes-Wallin business and Solons part in it, Wallin himself was thinking of suggesting to Solon that he write himself down on the books henceforth as the recipient of a salary of twenty dollars a week, a fact which, had Solon known it at the moment, would have astonished and confused him. For despite his fears of the previous day, circumstances were working favorably toward the advancement of his material position, and the very next day he received a letter from Benecia. In it she explained that after thinking it over she had decided not to say anything to her parents at this time concerning their love for each other, and requested silence on his part until he should hear from her again.
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RUFUSS FIRST REACTION ON HEARING FROM Solon the news of Mr. Masons offer was that it would be of value to both his son and himself for Wallin, in some way, to learn of it. Accordingly he decided he would see Mason and have him state his offer in writing, a document which could very naturally be shown to Mr. Wallin, yet without any suggestion, of course, that Solon or he would care to alter the happy relationship now existing between them.

So the very next day following Masons meeting with Solon, Rufus visited him and secured a written outline of his proposed working arrangement, by the terms of which Solon was to receive twenty-five dollars a week and Rufus fifteen per cent of any business he succeeded in transferring to Masons bank. Later in the day Wallin came into the office with the thought in his mind of proposing the increase in Solons salary. Finding Solon alone in the office, he greeted him with a cheerful Good morning, Solon, how is thee? And how are thy father and mother? My daughter hasnt been able to talk of anything else but the delightful time she had at Thornbrough. And from there on, having listened to Solons grateful acknowledgment of all his generous compliments, he began to talk about the state of business in the vicinity.

In the face of this pleasant conversation, the possibility of transferring his services to Mason seemed more unattractive than ever; yet the news, he felt, should not be withheld from Wallin a single moment longer. For what if his father should walk in and, before he could explain, produce the Mason letter? He must speak at once and explain all before his father arrived, and this he proceeded to do.

All this, however, instead of angering Wallin, only crystallized in his mind the thought which had been lying dormant for some time. This was that it might be better for his general interests if he were to transfer Solon to his own bank in Philadelphia, where he could learn the banking business. Times were changing, the country was growing rapidly, trade expanding in all forms, and while he believed that he had capable and honest men around him, still a spirit and temperament such as Solons was not frequently encountered. Had not Mason clearly observed the possibilities in Solon? No doubt Rufus would see eye to eye with him, for it would be no great labor for Rufus to find a young man to take Solons place in handling the office work.

All of which he then and there communicated to Solon, and he in turn was so thrilled by the prospect that he could scarcely contain himself. An increase in salary, a position in Wallins bank; living in Philadelphia, where there would be the hope of an occasional encounter with Benecia. These thoughts, and many more, coursed through his mind.

And so, after further discussion and the approval of Rufus, it was finally agreed that Solon was to accept this transfer at a salary of twenty-five dollars a week, plus his transportation to and from Philadelphia, while Rufus was to remain in full control of the various Wallin interests in Dukla.

And now Solon felt that his wildest fancies in regard to Benecia were presently to be realized. He must write her at once at Oakwold and tell her of his good fortune.
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AT THE SAME TIME THAT SOLON WAS contemplating a letter to Benecia, there came to his parents from her one of those thank you for the party notes which presumably was intended for everybody who helped make the party, but was really an attempt, on the part of Benecia, in so doing, in some way to convey to Solon, and yet not any of the others, some slight suggestion of her new and intense feeling for him, which, although he was not at all prepared to believe it, was troubling her as much as his love for her was troubling him.

How wonderful it was to her particular temperament to find someone who was physically so strong and mentally so earnest, as she had seen for herself by contrasting him with other youths who for the last several years had been seeking to interest her! For where she or other girls were concerned, he was so polite, so shy, even timid, and yet, in any matter of sport, so swift and strong. How easily he had broken the crack-the-whip line to be near her and save her from falling. And yet at Lever Creek side, when he had tried to talk to her of his love, he had cried, forced back a great sob, which had evoked her tearful response, her realization of how much she loved him. Because of his extreme timidity, he probably was afraid to write her, working for her father as he was, although she knew that her father and mother thought well of him in many ways. But whether either or both of them thought well enough of him to consider him as a suitor or future husband for herself was another question. Consequently, her letter to Solons parents, himself, Cynthia, Mrs. Kimber, and her daughters was exceedingly circumspect. It ran:



DEAR FRIENDS:

That was such an exquisite afternoon that thee and thy sister, Phoebe Kimber, and her daughters, my friends Rhoda and Laura, as of course thy own son and daughter, Solon and Cynthia, made for me and thy many friends last Seventh-day afternoon. I shall never forget it  thy lovely home and beautiful Lever Creek and the games and, more particularly for me, the pleasure of dipping nets for minnows which thy son, Solon, taught me how to do  all of which made the day perfect.

My father and mother have asked me to be sure and say how much they enjoyed meeting with you again and how they hope very soon to have Rufus Barnes, thyself, Solon, the Kimber girls and their mother over to our Dukla home when next we are staying there.



Sincerely and affectionately, BENECIA WALLIN



The letter was passed on to the Kimbers and made a marked impression on the Kimber daughters. Finding themselves invited to the Wallins by way of the Barnes family was not exactly to their liking, yet they were delighted to be invited, through the Barneses or otherwise.

Solon was elated by Benecias reference to him in the letter, but he still felt that the understanding between them as to their great love for each other would not meet with the approval of her parents. Therefore, when he wrote his letter telling her of his advancement, he also cautioned her against saying or doing anything which might lead to any suspicion on the part of her mother or father. He wrote:



BENECIA DARLING:

As much as I love and desire to see thee, I fear it might only harm both of us if thee should speak just now to either thy mother or father, or, in fact, show me any particular attention.

I shall be much the worse off for that, of course, for now that thee has admitted thy love for me I pass my days dreaming of thee.

I want thee to know that it is not my plan to travel back and forth between Dukla and Philadelphia every day; that would be too inconvenient. Rather, if I can manage it, I shall take a room somewhere near thy fathers bank, where I can stay from Monday until the following Saturday, returning to Dukla for the week end. My thought is that if at any time during the week thee wished to write me, thee might address it to my room. I can see no harm in that any more than I can see harm in writing thee at Oakwold. With thy consent I would be glad to use this device, at least until I have impressed thy father favorably enough with my worth.

Oh, Benecia, the hours and days that lie ahead, and I am so much in love! Write me here at Dukla until I give thee another address. Please write me at once.



THY SOLON



A few days later he received her reply:

DEAREST SOLON:

I am so pleased to receive thy beautiful letter, and am so happy that thee is to be transferred to my fathers bank in Philadelphia. For what I confessed to thee beside Lever Creek is true. I do love thee, and wish so much that I might see thee soon again. I feel that once thee is transferred, there is no reason why thee should not call upon us at our Philadelphia house, or, for that matter, why I should not invite thee to call. I will see if I cannot arrange with my parents to have thee out to the house for dinner. I would love that so much.

Oh, Solon, please know that I care for thee deeply and always will. I now pray as much for thy future happiness as for my own. Will thee pray with me that it may be so?



Lovingly, THY BENECIA 



Needless to say, this affectionate and encouraging letter meant much to Solon as proof of Benecias unchanging love.

It arrived just as he was leaving for Philadelphia to report to the bank. He had already spoken to his mother as to the advisability of taking a room in Philadelphia and had been saddened by the expression on her face as she listened to him. He could see that she sensed a loss to herself in the impending change. He had been hers all the years since babyhood, and now life was taking him away from her.

As he was leaving, he slipped his arms about her and, kissing her soft cheeks, tried to console her.

Mother, thee knows how much I love thee. I am not leaving thee any more now than I did when I went to work for Mr. Wallin here in Dukla. Ill be back as often as my work permits. Thee knows I will never leave thee as long as thee lives.

And to emphasize his deep feeling for her he kissed her again and again, until she smiled and said:

I know, Solon. Thee must not mind me. I know thee must go. Thee must do whatever thee feels is best for thee. Thy father and I both feel that. Then she pushed him from her, adding: Thee must go now if thee is going to Philadelphia. And if thee decides to return tonight or any night, that will be all right. Do as thee thinks best. Good-by, my son. Come home as soon as thee can.
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THE TRADERS AND BUILDERS BANK WAS ONE of Philadelphias oldest banks, dating back all of seventy years before Wallin had become wealthy enough to control it. Many of the men connected with it were looked upon as either social or financial arbiters of the city. Among them were two of Cornelia Wallins relatives and several who were related to Justus.

Originally, like most of the banks founded in the early days of the Republic, it had been organized to take advantage of the money-manufacturing franchise which at that time an allegedly democratic government had so generously bestowed upon its favorites, or, rather, its masters, the oligarchs of that day. It was in 1811 that seven cold, shrewd men of Philadelphia  a Friend or two among them  became aware of the Bank Chartering Act, an act which permitted a well-established bank anywhere to issue circulation up to three times the amount of its capital stock. This group of men thereupon proceeded to issue somewhere in the neighborhood of $400,- 000, which they in turn loaned at as high an interest rate as they could get to all and sundry of the hungry horde of speculators who were seeking openings or sure-fire investments in various parts of the country.

The only trouble with this brilliant idea was that it resulted in the development of too many so-called bonanza opportunities and finally the robbing of the general public. Eventually a bank crisis ensued, and these overgreedy banks, along with many others that were honest, were forced to close their doors, the honorable Traders and Builders along with them. Depositors and stockholders were defrauded of their money. One of the worst phases of the Traders and Builders conduct at the time was its calling upon the city police and officers of the state to drive away its clamoring creditors.

Naturally, for quite a period of years after this, the name Traders and Builders became a synonym for crafty finance and its chief officers objects of loathing to many. Yet it did not fail completely, for by degrees most of the money of the depositors was paid off. Also the stock of the former shareholders was bought in. Then, later, new officers and better management finally induced the Philadelphia public, in part at least, to believe that poor judgment and not criminal intent had been at the bottom of all the banks troubles. Justus Wallins father, who held a large block of shares in the prepanic Traders and Builders, then advised his young son Justus to buy into the bank, inducing him to take over his own stock and also buy more for himself. Justus had been prospering in the insurance business, and proceeded to take his fathers advice. Eventually he assumed a managerial interest in the bank, and owing to his excellent business reputation and high standing in the Quaker faith, his fellow Friends and relatives rallied to his support. So much so that by the time Rufus and Solon encountered him he was rich, conservative, religious, and fairly considerate of the welfare of humanity in general.

The present officers and directors of the Traders and Builders were an interesting group of men. The president, Ezra Skidmore, was a character not unlike the building in which the bank was housed; that is, seemingly streaked with the bird lime of time. He was a tall, angular, heavy-domed man with a copious growth of graying whiskers and a long, clean-shaven upper lip which somehow gave him a profoundly ministerial aspect. He was a severe, cold man, with absolutely fixed views as to the order of existence, with a shrewd eye to business, and one who never looked beyond the immediate standing or religiosity or moral character of his depositors and borrowers to discover the ultimate use of the money that passed between them. He was a Quaker and did not look with confidence on any other type of religionist. But having prospered as much by the favor of others as by his own efforts, he kept his religious views to himself.

Adlar Sableworth, the banks first vice-president, was a stout, clean, polite, and genial individual of about fifty-five, not as hidebound mentally and traditionally as Skidmore, but still of the type that does only those things which its class believes or approves. He was a member of the principal Episcopal church of the city and a scion of one of the oldest families, albeit a decaying one. Unlike Skidmore, he was a member of several clubs and served on boards of various institutions, colleges, homes for the aged, and the like. In fact, he prided himself on his usefulness as a citizen, and tried, by his immaculate dress and pompous manner, to be an ornament to society. He had the profoundest reverence for such financial figures as Sage, Gould, Jay Cooke, and Vanderbilt. He considered them men of genius, and it was one of his fondest dreams to meet at least one of them one day, if only for an hour. Only recently he had had the honor of entertaining, in the absence of Mr. Skidmore, the Secretary of the Treasury of the United States, who had come to Philadelphia on an important errand.

Abel C. Averard, the banks cashier, and recently added to the directorate of the bank, was a somewhat different figure. Less well placed socially and not nearly so wealthy as the others, he was nevertheless one far more likely to take a high place. He had in his way a genius for making money, only his day had not yet come. While worth as yet only about a hundred thousand dollars, he was eager to become a millionaire, and so to rise above that quiet social world which Skidmore and Sableworth represented. He had no moral illusions, much as he might seem to have, and no brilliant family pedigree behind him, but that did not disturb him. Another heyday of investment and development was at hand, and that interested him for the time being more than social station.

And yet Averard was without influence in the bank so far as control was concerned. He owned only twenty-five shares of its stock and had sat on the board for less than a year.

Nevertheless, he was a man of force, and to him the present management seemed too conservative, not nearly as active in pursuit of legitimate opportunities as he thought it should have been.

True, many other banks were forging ahead of the Traders and Builders, but largely because of methods which a few years before would have been considered reprehensible. For another era of wildcat speculation similar to that which had prevailed in the early days of the Republic was being inaugurated. Street railways, gas, water, and other municipal privileges were being sought, secured, and capitalized at an astounding rate. Many banks were putting dangerously large amounts of their depositors money, in the shape of loans on collateral, into these various opportunities in the hope of reaping vast profits. They were speculating in Wall Street. But the directors of the Traders and Builders would have nothing to do with these things. They preferred the more stable forms of investment: rents, shipping interests, preferred stocks and bonds of flourishing corporations. Not all of these paid as well as the more daring ventures, but they were safe. The Traders and Builders would have no dealings with the trickeries of the times; it was an ultrarespectable institution.
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THE BUILDING IN WHICH THE TRADERS AND Builders Bank was housed was a handsome and impressive structure, inside as well as outside. Built some forty years before by those who had succeeded the men who had caused its failure, its new owners had decided that material dignity of structure was important in restoring public confidence. Hence Solon, on his first entry into the building with his letter of introduction, was so impressed by what he saw that for some moments he stood transfixed, gazing at the richness of the interior.

The first thing that met his eyes was a polished oak cage, wherein were housed the tellers, assistant tellers, accountants, and bookkeepers. The offices of the president and other officials were back of this, as he noted by the lettering on the doors. Tall windows pierced blue-gray marble walls and shed light on the blue-and-white checkered marble floor. Large, handsomely gilded gasoliers were suspended from the enormously high ceiling. Solon was overawed and slightly confused by the magnificence of it all.

Yet, recalling his letter, he summoned himself to the task before him. A teller at one of the windows told him to go to the other side of this enclosure, third door to your right to find Mr. Sableworth. He did so, and a boy in uniform answered his knock on the door. When informed that Solon had a letter for Mr. Sableworth from Mr. Justus Wallin, the boy straightened visibly and invited him to enter.

Mr. Sableworth hasnt come in yet, he said, but Im sure hell be here very shortly. Wont you take a chair? and he indicated several handsome armchairs that lined the polished partition opposite the door. After seating himself Solon began studying the room, with its handsome suspended gasoliers and highly polished woodwork. His thoughts then turned to the contents of Wallins letter, which had been mailed to him unsealed in order that he might note its contents. It was a very friendly letter, and ran as follows:



FRIEND SABLEWORTH:

This letter will be handed you by Solon Barnes, the young man I spoke to you about. He has been associated with his father in my Dukla insurance and real estate office, and I have found him most capable and trustworthy. I would appreciate very much if you would arrange for him to familiarize himself with the various services of the bank, in order that he and we may be able to judge later where he may fit in, if at all.



Cordially, WALLIN



Solon had been waiting about ten minutes when the door opened and in walked a man  unquestionably Mr. Sableworth  short, stout, rubicund, and broad-featured. He paused at sight of Solon, who got up from his chair and, taking Wallins letter from his pocket, announced:

My name is Solon Barnes, Mr. Sableworth. I have been working for Mr. Wallin in Dukla, and I have this letter here from him to you.

Yes, yes, quite so, responded Sableworth, briskly, as he took the proffered letter. But wont you come into my office? and he ushered Solon into a large and impressive chamber, where he sat down at his desk and proceeded to read the letter. After he had finished he looked at Solon for a second as if sizing up his potentialities, and then observed:

Well, I see, according to this letter, you are to have a wide choice of work. Were you thinking of beginning today?

Well, I was not exactly sure about that. My home, as you know, is in Dukla, and my first thought was that I would commute every day. But now that I see the amount of time it takes, I have been thinking it might be better if I found a room somewhere near the bank. Perhaps instead of starting in work at once I might look around for a room and then return here at one oclock. Would that be all right?

Of course, of course, said Sableworth. Take the whole day and look around. Your salary begins as of this morning, anyhow. And by the way, the region just north of here  and he waved his hand in a northerly direction is rather a boarding-and rooming-house section and very reasonable, I understand. You might look around in there. It is quite near the station and business heart of the city. Of course the houses are old-fashioned, but some of our oldest families still live in that region.

He smiled a friendly smile, as if the appearance and manner of Solon had pleased him, and went on talking.

I neednt ask, I suppose, whether you understand bookkeeping. I presume you did that sort of work for Wallin. But I feel that you had best begin there. Our Mr. Averard is in charge of that department. However, he concluded, that can wait until tomorrow. Meanwhile I will speak to Mr. Averard and tell him to be on the lookout for you.

He arose, tapped a bell on his desk, and, as his office boy appeared, extended his hand to Solon and walked toward the anteroom door with him.

Show Mr. Barnes out, he said to the boy, in a friendly manner.

Once outside, Solon found himself speculating as to the various phases of this amazing adventure: the recommendation by Wallin and then this cordial reception at the bank. And then his thoughts returned to Benecias letter, which he carried in his pocket. He drew it out to read again. And as he read, the fear of losing her came over him and weighed heavy on his heart. Perhaps he was being too hasty in this matter of a room in Philadelphia. Maybe it would be better to wait a while. And with these thoughts in his mind he turned toward Broad Street station, where he boarded a train for Dukla. And for the remainder of the week, he took the seven forty-five train in the morning to Philadelphia and returned each evening on the five thirty-five to Dukla.

However, on returning to Thornbrough on the next Seventh-day afternoon he found a letter from Benecia inviting him to dinner at her Philadelphia home the following Seventh-day evening. And then she concluded, we can discuss the advisability of thy taking a room in Philadelphia. My father tells me he is much interested in thy progress at the bank, and it was he who suggested that thee come to dinner with us.

Now he would see his beloved Benecia again. And her mother and father were friendly. It was her father who had suggested the invitation! How could he prove his gratitude to the Almighty!

Thus it was that Solon spent the first of many evenings in the Wallin home. Both Mr and Mrs. Wallin made him feel that he could now hope to share at least a small part of their life in Philadelphia. As to a room in that city, Mr. Wallin thoroughly approved of the idea and recommended him to a Quaker family in Jones Street, where, on the following day, he found pleasant, clean quarters for the modest sum of four dollars a week.

We hope that thee will come to dinner soon again, said Mr. Wallin as he left.

Although he had had no more than a few moments alone with Benecia, he felt that their love was now on a firm and sure foundation. Her dark, expressive eyes had told him more than words could say. He was filled with joy and a determination to prove himself worthy of this great happiness.
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AS HE NOW ADVANCED FURTHER AND further into the work of the bank, Solon, as always, saw everything in terms of divine order. He continued to be impressed by the surroundings in which he worked, but even more so by the wealth the building housed: the savings of hundreds upon hundreds of depositors. These funds, in his eyes, were a sacred trust.

Life, to Solon  he could not have reasoned it out exactly  was a series of law-governed details, each one of which had the import of being directly connected with divine will. Honesty was a thing commanded by God. Virtue in women was something which expressed the best will and order of the universe. He did not know or understand, of course, any woman who lacked virtue. While he knew there was sin or error in the world, he was convinced, from what he had been taught, that those who were caught in the nets of evil paid dearly in this world or the next, or both. He did not in his thoughts really condemn them to a lake of fire, but he half suspected, in spite of his Quakerism, that there was a place or realm of punishment somewhere. He saw no value in the creeds and sacraments of other religious faiths, though he had a sympathetic regard for all churches as opposed to heathenism. To him the religion of George Fox and John Woolman was the solution of all earthly ills.

That such a young man would gain the esteem of those above him in authority was not surprising. His broad face, with its wide frank mouth, squat nose, clear bluish-gray eyes, and broad forehead, impressed all those about him as indicative of a certain spiritual unworldliness. His whole manner suggested a willingness to work diligently and well at the tasks assigned to him. His Quaker speech was pleasing to the ear. Quakers were common enough in the institution, both as clerks and depositors, and in Philadelphia at large, and yet, apart from that, Solon was still a figure because of his devout sincerity.

The duties assigned to him at first were in connection with a set of private books covering the various loans made by the bank, a kind of financial reference book. Averard had conceived the idea that it would be safer for himself and the bank, and a source of business in the future, if he stored up in convenient form financial records of all kinds concerning transactions in regard to real estate and mercantile enterprises, sales of stocks and bonds, and administration of inheritances. In this he also included newspaper data on marriages or deaths or other information concerning individuals of financial import. One could never tell, he said, how it might possibly affect or influence the loans of the bank. He was also especially interested in the history and development of certain corporations in and around Philadelphia, as shown by court citations and newspaper details, and he wanted all this information carefully pasted up, tabulated, and filed. He had had one or another of the clerks assist him in this from time to time, but after Solon came he decided to employ him for such work.

In addition, on Saturday mornings during the busy hours, Solon assisted one of the tellers in verifying balances and signatures or checking up deposits. At first he liked this more than the work in the credit department. It gave him a chance to see people, to become familiar with the names and signatures and personalities of the various depositors. It seemed more like true banking. But as time passed, he began to sense how purely mechanical and unimportant it was, a mere stepping-stone, really, to higher things, if one had ability.

As the year went on he grew more and more interested in banking as he saw it being carried on here. He began to read the Bankers Weekly regularly in order to familiarize himself with banking affairs, and many evenings he took home with him the signature book and a bundle of canceled checks in order to decipher their most minute characteristics at his leisure.

Another duty that he took upon himself was to visit the different parts of the city in order to study real estate conditions. He did this partly on his own account  since his savings had now reached a tidy sum  and partly in order that he might be more useful to the banks officers if called upon in connection with the evaluation of a parcel of land on which a loan might be sought.

It was on one of these journeys, walking down an unfamiliar street, that he spied two men on the opposite side of the street seemingly engaged in a wrestling match. However, as he looked at them, one of them coupled his wrestling efforts with a series of shouts.

Help! Help! Police! Im being robbed! he yelled.

Solon, deciding that the man was being injured, ran as fast as he could to the pair and proceeded to try to free the man who was being held. He succeeded in breaking the other mans grip, and as he did so the freed man jumped up, took to his heels and ran away. However, Solon now held the culprit firmly by the collar, so that he, too, could not get away, but to his amazement the man started to denounce him:

What are you holding me for, you damn fool? Im the man thats been robbed. Look at my neck, look at my cheek, where that ruffian hit me!

Listen, friend, said Solon, almost consolingly, thee has been caught in thy dishonesty, and now thee must come with me.

At this point a policeman, having heard the cries from some distance away, now came running and seized Solon by the arm, demanding: Stop this! Whats going on here? Who is it thats calling the police?

Its me thats been robbed, officer, said the robber victim, and this damn fool comes over here and not only lets the thief get away but now hes trying to arrest me!

Whereupon the officer, turning to Solon, said:

What do you mean by this? Who are you, anyhow? I know this man. He works over there in that wholesale grocery. Whats your name? Supposing you come with me? Then to the enraged victim: How much money did he take from you, John?

Solon, completely staggered by this sudden shift in character on the part of the seeming thief, exclaimed:

Why, my name is Barnes, officer. I work for the Traders and Builders Bank. I heard one of these men shouting and came over to help him, thats all.

Help like hell! Why, I had that crook by the arm and he made me let him go! John was trembling with rage.

Well, supposing you both come with me to the station and well straighten this out, said the officer.

Solon protested that he had thought the other man was the one who was being robbed. If the thief he had aided in escaping had stolen any money from this man, he would be glad to reimburse him. It all ended with the policeman accompanying Solon to the bank, where, after being identified, he transferred ten dollars to Mr. John Wilson, and the policeman withdrew, leaving a wiser and, from that day on, a less easily deceived Solon.

But other things troubled him as he moved about the city. For he was compelled to witness sights and conditions which were painful to him: large neighborhoods crowded with the exceedingly poor; houses of prostitution openly and flagrantly conducted; saloons and dives elbowing each other at street corners and patronized by the shabbiest and most forlorn of human derelicts.

In Dukla, of course, there had been little, if any, of this. His father had been a man who pitied the weak or neer-do-well but deemed it best to avoid any contact with them. Solon felt much the same way, only he had more true sympathy. Therefore, these scenes disturbed him greatly and at the same time confirmed his conviction that one must take a firm hold on the religious life in order to escape the miseries of a godless one.
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IN THE MEANTIME SOLONS POSITION WITH the Wallin family was steadily improving. Plainly, he was proving himself to be the type of youth Wallin was hoping to find  such a lad as he himself had been, or so he thought. Although he was in no hurry to give his daughter in matrimony, he now began to look upon Solon as an ideal husband for Benecia. True, the Barnes family was not all that it might be socially and financially, but the young mans industry and interest in banking and finance boded well for the protection of Benecias inheritance in the future.

So Solon was invited to the Wallin home whenever Benecia came home from Oakwold, and as the year progressed correspondence between them became increasingly tender. At the end of the term she would be graduated, and that meant joyous week ends during the summer in Dukla.

Summer finally came, and Benecia graduated and came home to stay. Now came days with her such as Solon had never anticipated in his fondest dreams. Their pleasures were simple pleasures. They drove around the countryside together during week ends, walked in the garden at twilight, or sat in the spacious Wallin living room in the evening talking about their future life together.

On one such evening they were sitting thus, Benecia bending over an embroidery frame busily stitching and Solon talking to her about his work at the bank. Suddenly he stopped talking and went over to Benecia and put his arm around her shoulder. She looked up at him inquiringly. His eyes were strangely bright.

Whats the matter, Solon? Is thee not feeling well? She spoke with such concern and tenderness that his heart was filled to overflowing.

I love thee so much, Benecia. I can find no words to express what I feel. My life will be nothing without thee to share it.

You know my life belongs to thee, Solon, whispered Benecia, taking his hand.

Benecia, may I ask thy father tomorrow if he will allow us to become engaged?

Oh yes, yes, Solon! She sounded glad and joyous at the prospect. I know he likes thee. I have already told Mother that I love thee, and Im sure she has told him.

The next morning, which was First-day, Solon, looking over at Justus Wallin on the elders bench in Dukla meeting, determined that he would ask for Benecias hand that very afternoon. He could think of little else throughout the service. He prayed silently for the guidance of the Inner Light on this day, which, he felt, was the turning point of his life.

Justus Wallin was a man of few words, but as Solon made his earnest plea that afternoon, in the very room where he had sat with Benecia the evening before, he was moved by his sincerity.

I have watched thee for a long time, Solon, he said, and I know of no reason why I should not be glad to have thee for a son-in-law. I know that Benecia loves thee. But she is still so very young. She is our only child, and it is very hard for us to part with her. I know you are making good progress in the bank, but a year has not gone by since thee started there. In another year, perhaps thee and Benecia will be better prepared for this serious step.

But may we not become engaged, sir, so that we can openly profess our love for each other?

Solon, said Wallin kindly, placing his arm over the young mans broad shoulder, I beg thee to be patient a little while longer. But seeing Solons face heavy with disappointment, he added: Very well, as soon as thee has made a further step forward at the bank and gained for thyself a position of real trust, I will let thee announce the engagement, and he turned toward the door to leave the room.

Notwithstanding his keen disappointment, Solon quickly realized that the fact of his eventual marriage to Benecia was now accepted. What he must do was to redouble his efforts to be worthy of her.

After that it seemed to follow naturally that Solon should spend alternate week ends at the Wallin home in Dukla. This meant going against the Quaker custom which prescribed that those who make or admit of proposals of marriage to each other should not dwell in the same house from the time they begin to be so interested. Still, the Wallins, like many other Friends, were inclined to a milder interpretation of these older and sterner commandments.

So the summer passed and Benecia and Solon entered upon the second fall and winter of their courtship. They spent many a Seventh-day evening and First-day afternoon together in happy contemplation of their state and their future. Both of them were eager for marriage and yet more or less resigned to the period of waiting considered necessary by Benecias father. But that happy day arrived much sooner than either of them had anticipated, and really came about through the chance remark of a wise and highly respected elder of Dukla meeting. He had been listening to an announcement of the proposed marriage of two young Friends from another village one First-day morning, and at the close of the meeting observed casually to Justus Wallin as they were leaving, Well, I trust there will be no unnecessary delay in solemnizing that marriage. It seems to me that our young people are too long and too forward about their courting. It would be better, once they are engaged, if all of them were speedily married. I do not like these long courtships, and I have been moved more than once to speak of it at meeting.

Wallin took all this in with grave attention, for he had been thinking recently that perhaps he was not fulfilling his duty to his daughter. Solon had been made assistant teller at the bank, so that that part of the agreement was satisfied. In consequence, Wallin decided to talk the matter over with his wife. The result of that was a visit to Thornbrough the very next day, to find out what Solons parents would think of announcing the betrothal of Benecia and Solon immediately, while making plans for an early summer wedding.

Hannah Barnes had long been aware of her sons silent suffering over the uncertainty of the situation between him and Benecia. She regretted that he should have to go through the torture of waiting interminably for his hearts desire, so now she was glad to join in the plan proposed by the Wallins. Rufus was as fond of Benecia as she was, and he also approved. So on First-day two weeks later, the following statement was read out in Dukla meeting:

With divine permission and the approbation of Friends, we intend marriage with each other.

There was general rejoicing on the part of the two families, and then, as was customary, the consent of the respective parents was filed with the Dukla monthly meeting. And after a reasonable period was allowed to elapse, the marriage date was set for the first week of the following June.
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SO HERE NOW AT LAST WERE SOLON AND Benecia standing before the congregation that had sanctioned their marriage. Never were there two happier people; never, indeed, two happier families. It was a bright midweek morning, because it was obligatory to use any but a First-day for such an earthly purpose. In the Dukla meetinghouse were gathered over a hundred persons, relatives and friends as well as mere onlookers.

The seriousness of the hush and mood which controlled this solemn occasion was indicative of the beliefs of nearly all those present. Even those who had discarded the Quaker habit for more conventional garb nevertheless still held to the faith in most of its commands. Yet in this very congregation there were those who were straining at the leash and parents who were grieved by no longer strictly conforming children.

Naturally, the Wallin and the Barnes connections were present in force, so much so that it was easy to gather from a glance the character of the respective families: the Wallins refined and exclusive, albeit religiously bowing to humility and inconspicuousness; the Barneses of a humbler social aspect. Hannah wore the Quaker garb in its severest form: soft gray dress and shawl and bonnet; as did Cynthia Barnes and Phoebe Kimber. Rhoda and Laura, however, were attired in modified versions of the prevailing fashions of the outside world.

In the Wallin contingent were many of considerable social standing both in Philadelphia and Wilmington: Mr. Benjamin Wallin, investment broker of Philadelphia, one of Justus Wallins first cousins; Mr and Mrs. Kirkland Parrish, he a shipbuilder; Mr and Mrs. Isaac Stoddard, of Trenton, relatives of Mrs. Wallin, who was not a Quaker by birth. There were also young Segar Wallin, of Philadelphia, son and heir of one of the Wallin branches, a social figure in his world and a student of medicine soon to be graduated; also a very wealthy spinster aunt of Benecias, Hester Wallin, of Dacia, one of the most vigorous and dynamic of all the Wallin kin, who had been uncertain at first as to Solons social value but later completely won over by his sobriety and earnestness. Then, of course, there were the brides parents, sober and imposing, and the officers and directors of the Traders and Builders Bank, with their wives.

The principals to the contract, and their relatives and attendants, had arrived on the scene at eleven in the morning, and once the congregation was seated, women to the left and men to the right, the ceremony almost immediately began. The bride and bridegroom, facing each other, joined hands, after which followed a few moments of general silence in which all might invoke the presence and blessing of the Divine Spirit.

Solon, dressed in close-fitting plain black clothes, stood very straight and, when the time came for him to speak, uttered the words in the deep conviction that this was the most important hour of his life.

In the presence of the Lord and of this assembly, I, Solon Barnes, take Benecia Wallin to be my wife, promising, with divine assistance, to be unto her a loving and faithful husband until death shall separate us.

Benecia, in spite of her innate modesty and faith, blushed becomingly as she heard these words. She wore a plain Quaker-gray taffeta dress which reached to her ankles; a filmy white neckerchief was draped across the bodice. A gray taffeta bonnet to match the dress framed the shy beauty of her face. In spite of the fact that she looked and felt very nervous, there was the trace of a quite involuntary smile about her lips.

Her soft violet eyes looked straight into Solons as she spoke.

In the presence of the Lord and of this assembly, I, Benecia Wallin, take Solon Barnes to be my husband, promising, with divine assistance to be unto him a loving and faithful wife until death shall separate us.

At the close of their declarations they both sat down at a small table, where they affixed their signatures to the wedding certificate. Then one of the congregation took the certificate from the hand of the bridegroom and read it to the assemblage, after which an elder arose and expressed the good wishes of all present for the happiness and welfare of the young couple. Another Friend arose and invoked a divine blessing upon them, and the ceremony was over.

Mrs. Wallin, who had been eying the proceedings with as much cheer as she could muster, finally turned and whispered to Aunt Hester, who sat beside her: Thee has no idea, Hester, how hard it is for me to keep up. On her other side was Hannah Barnes, concerned, spiritual, kindly, praying for the happiness of her beloved son and his wife. Justus Wallin looked well pleased and self-contained, and Rufus Barnes was serious and proud.

Outside, through the tall, small-paned windows, open at the top and bottom to admit the summer breeze, could be seen the wide fields studded with hemlock and ash and oak and poplar, and in the distance low blue-green hills slowly rising to the greater heights of the Alleghenies farther west. From somewhere near by could be heard the tinkle of a cowbell and over all the twittering of birds.

Many of the less important guests left immediately after the ceremony, while the others went to the brides home to enjoy a further celebration in the way of a luncheon. There the gifts were looked over and admired, and after luncheon, the bride having donned a traveling dress, it was time for the last and intimate farewells. Benecia kissed her mother fondly and cried on her shoulder while Solon shook hands all around. And greeted by an un-Quakerish shower of rice and old shoes, they ran for their carriage and were driven to the Dukla station, where they boarded a train for Atlantic City.

Not until they had reached the privacy of their hotel room did Solons conventional mood unbend. There was now no moral or religious commandment forbidding him, and he gave himself over to those joys for which he had waited so long.

Thee is so sweet, Benecia, he kept repeating while he touched her cheeks with a gentleness which was compounded of reverence and awe of a sex of which he knew so little. His ardor was tempered by a yearning, voiceless desire to be mothered by this girl whom he loved so fervently, and Benecia seemed to understand his feelings.

And thee is so good, Solon, she said as she kissed him on his eyes and on his strong, straight mouth, and mine to take care of for all of our days. We belong to each other, Solon, darling, forever and ever.
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THE HONEYMOON OVER, THE HAPPY PAIR returned to Dukla to occupy the home which Justus Wallin had presented to his daughter on her marriage. The house was a large square, white structure on the outskirts of the town, surmounted by a cupola and containing a dozen large rooms which lent themselves gracefully to any form of treatment but which the newly married pair decided would look best if furnished after the manner of Benecias former Dukla home, that is, in the old Colonial style. There was also an adjoining farm of some twenty-five acres.

Justus had settled on his daughter the sum of forty thousand dollars, and her mother had contributed the full equipment of furniture for the house  Sheraton, Chippendale, and Heppelwhite  together with linens and glassware. Other relatives had given her silver, china, brass and copper ware. A chest of Colonial silver came from Aunt Hester, of Dacia, and two sets of antique brass andirons from Mr and Mrs. Benjamin Wallin, of Philadelphia. Hannah Barnes, not to be outdone entirely by the Wallin family, gave the young couple a beautiful set of willow china. From the very beginning their home was so thoroughly and completely equipped that it seemed to Solon almost too pretentious.

We surely have been favored by Providence; that is, if it intends that we should enjoy or display so many luxuries, he remarked one day to Benecia soon after they had settled in It is true, Solon darling, what thee says, replied Benecia.

I have often thought that Father and Mother and myself were too rich in Gods favor, but until now I have had no money of my own to aid others. Now that we possess the means in our own right, sorely it will be possible for us to do many things which will help us to feel that the use of what has been given us is not unacceptable to God.

This comment seemed to Solon so wise and spiritually conscientious that he felt a little mentally as well as religiously outdone, although he knew that such was by no means Benecias intent. He crossed over and put his arm around her. Benecia, how true and wise is thy heart. I have so much to be thankful for.  

For here was the dream of his schooldays come true: a good position, a handsome home, a beautiful young wife, powerful friends and relatives, health and strength. He gazed out the window across to open fields which lay to the west of the house and almost sighed over the beauty he beheld. Not so very far away there were glimpses of another lovely residence, facing a wide meadow, and on its farther side a grove of dark green hemlocks. The sinking sun was sending long slanting rays in their direction, burnishing the windows with gold. On the smooth lawn a robin and several blackbirds were hopping about near a hammock strung between two great oak trees.

It is pleasant, isnt it? he queried dreamily.

Oh, Solon, she answered, with a sigh, I am so happy with thee. I have so much.

Both Solon and Benecia were inclined to make the most of the simple relationships of their Dukla world. And this was easy enough. For being Friends of such high religions standing and Solon now so well connected, they were looked upon with great favor. Indeed, as Benecia remarked not long after their marriage, Solon had all the virtues or lack of vices for which the quiet and conservatism of this rural life was suited. In this region the best families were Friends, and at the Dukla meeting house Solon and his charming young wife soon became familiar figures. Having had business relations with many of these people through his father, he was on good terms with all of them. Only now he was not merely young Barnes, overshadowed by his father and mother, but Solon Barnes, assistant teller of the Traders and Builders Bank of Philadelphia, and one of the principal residents of Dukla, a young man with a future. He rose in meeting on several First-days and testified, and the ministers and elders felt he showed great promise as a future elder and that he ought to be encouraged to take an active part in the Friends religious labors. The women of the congregation thought Benecia was charming. The young couple received many invitations to the homes of Friends in the vicinity, and extended the hospitality of their own lovely home in return.

It was not long before Solon was asked by the overseers to be one of a committee of three to wait upon a certain Friend who was supposed to have made derogatory remarks to another. He accepted, and conducted himself in such a wise and kindly manner as to cause reports of his tolerance and understanding to be spread about. This led to his being made one of the Committee for Sufferings within the Dukla meeting, a group which looked after its poor members and relieved their needs.

He arose every morning at six-thirty, inspected the farm and all its animals, and discussed matters with his hired man. After breakfast he got into his buggy and was driven by the man-of-all-work to Dukla station. At eight fifty-five he emerged from Broad Street station in Philadelphia, and five minutes later arrived at the bank. From then on, until three, and sometimes later, he might have been seen behind one of the teller windows, cashing checks or examining drafts, or in the credit department considering minor applications for loans delegated to him by his superior, Mr. Averard.

The file which he had begun for Averard had extended to an enormous size. While he had other aids in the form of manuals, guides, and directories, this file contained intimate details as to marriages, deaths, suits, failures, capitalizations, and recapitalizations in connection with individuals, banks, and corporations in the territory contiguous to Philadelphia.

In addition to being extremely moralistic, Solon judged everything and everybody by the light of standardized principles and conventions. Thus nearly all men above him  those who had attained great wealth, at least  had reached their high position by virtue of sobriety and industry. True, he was mentally disturbed by the rumor in the air as to the questionable source of some of the great fortunes, for the Bible said so plainly that men who achieved great riches by chicane or trickery would surely fail.

In regard to the men of small affairs who were clients of the bank, he did as much as he possibly could for them. However, as he gradually came to realize, even some of these were not too ethical in their business practices. Working with his father in Dukla, he had concluded that only men of true worth were entitled to aid, but here he saw Mr. Averard closeted daily in conference with a varied assortment of tradesmen, manufacturers, and merchants whose ability to meet their financial obligations was the controlling factor in financial negotiations with them. Solon eyed them all narrowly. Personally, he would have said that a mans character was also important. Did he go to church regularly? Was he frugal, plain in his manners and way of life? Did he dress simply but neatly? Did he live in a respectable neighborhood or community? Was he an orderly, honest man, a law-abiding citizen? All these considerations were of the utmost importance to him in judging people.

Filled with these fine ideas, he went daily to and fro between Dukla and Philadelphia, paying due heed to all required courtesies, taking an interest in all those things he felt should legitimately concern him, dreaming of the time when he and Benecia would have a family and establish a way of life such as God meant man to live.

This pleasant phase of his life continued without change until, amid general rejoicing at the prospect of a baby to be born to Benecia, Hannah Barnes fell victim to a plague of influenza which swept the entire eastern section of the country. In spite of the most capable medical and family care, she succumbed in less than two weeks, to the all but unendurable grief of her husband and children. Cynthia had been called to her bedside from York, Pennsylvania. She had recently married a Friend of some prominence in that section and settled there. The chief blow, of course, was to Solon, who suffered so much that he was at times lost in a form of dark and painful brooding which tested his religious as well as his mental resources. He seemed to age greatly, and for a time was unable to give the required attention to his business affairs.

Privately he wept, but his faith came to his aid, and he did his best to be brave and grateful to his Creator for the many favors that had been bestowed upon him. At the same time he sought to hearten and sustain Benecia, for she grieved for him as much as for Hannah, knowing how much he loved his mother. The one alleviating factor was the anticipated birth of their child. This encouraged both to look forward to less painful days.
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FOUR MONTHS LATER A GIRL WAS BORN TO Benecia. Solon was delighted  he had wanted a girl  and the baby was named Isobel, after a favorite aunt of Benecias. She was not an especially attractive child, nor as healthy as her parents would have liked her to be. Needless to say, there was considerable rejoicing in the Barnes and Wallin contingents. This was the first grandchild, and Justus Wallin immediately placed two thousand dollars in the Traders and Builders Bank against her eventual education.

Next a boy made his appearance on the scene. They named him Orville. He was a chubby, dark-haired baby, with a kind of physical beauty which fascinated his parents as much as Isobels lack of it disappointed them. He developed into a quiet, obedient, agreeable little boy, somewhat dull but charming to look upon.

Another two years, and another little girl, named Dorothea. She was a beautiful doll-like child, with bright chestnut hair, round pink cheeks, and swimming gray eyes, a tumbling, laughing cherub. As she grew old enough to walk and talk, she displayed a restless, imitative nature, always trying to copy the actions of her older brother and sister. She was a joyful little chatterbox, and her mother was convinced that this child would have a happy future.

With the coming of the children arose all those questions as to their care and rearing which afflict parents the world over. Always a stickler for law and order, as well as a perfect home atmosphere, Solon now had the opportunity of putting his ideas into operation. If he could make them so, these were to be perfect examples of well-brought-up children: earnest, truthful, just and kind. Benecia was inclined to be more tolerant of the childrens conduct than was Solon, but he likewise refrained from harsh or uncouth methods in dealing with them. Love and gentle suasion were most important and effective, in the opinion of both.

A combination nursemaid and governess assisted Benecia in the care of the children, all of whom were very fond of Christina. She was the daughter of a respectably poor family of Friends in Red Kiln, a neighboring village, and had come highly recommended to Solon. As soon as the children were old enough to comprehend their letters and the rudiments of spelling, Christina was their teacher, her educational efforts taking the form mostly of colored blocks, a small wall chart and blackboard, and a simple primer, without pictures.

First, of course, it was Isobel that took Solons attention, and then Orville, each in turn carrying him back to his own infancy, and making him feel what a strange, almost mystical thing childhood was. So that during these years he exhibited more and more the sobering influence of parenthood, which caused him always to wish and seek to be a light and a guide to them on their uncertain way. Plainly, they could all be raised to such useful, noble ends, or so he hoped. And so he loved that paragraph in the Book of Discipline which began: In much love to the rising generation and continuing, bear in mind, dear young people, that the fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom. He had no life of gaiety to offer them in the future  his own having been so earnest and simple  but he felt convinced that they should and would be content with what he chose to provide.

The same quiet round of duties which Benecia and Solon had known from childhood was here maintained. In their home, as in the homes of all Quakers in the region, were no pictures, no musical instruments of any kind, no books, except perhaps a few volumes on the subject of Quakerism or its allied thoughts: the Bible, George Foxs Journal, John Woolmans Journal, Friend Olivia, and The Quaker Cross. Art, society, the theater, these were never discussed or mentioned. The Sunday, and even the daily, newspapers, except for Solons private perusal for commercial purposes, were taboo. Benecia did not care to read, and read rarely.

On First-day, Solon and Benecia would drive in state to Dukla meetinghouse, nearly always accompanied by at least two of the children, Solon wearing a most concerned air, being usually involved with thoughts of his meetinghouse affairs. Arrived, he would take Orville to one side of the meetinghouse, while Benecia, with Isobel, would go to the other side. Here, during the profound silence which preceded any testimonies, they would sit, both personally involved in religious thought, although Benecias mind frequently mulled over some home problem, while Solon sincerely sought the guidance of the Inner Light. Even Benecia did not quite grasp the depths of his psychic religiosity. Always in meeting he was silent and reverent before the mysteries of creation. Only occasionally would he rise and speak, his eyes closed, while the children observed him without actually understanding what it was all about. Rarely, if ever, did Benecia speak. She was too retiring and too involved spiritually with her husband to feel that she needed other than his expression.

After the meeting they would spend a half hour at the meetinghouse door, exchanging greetings with their many friends. These over, they would drive home, and in the large blue-gray dining room, set with the slim, sturdy furniture of the Colonial period, surrounded by their children  and occasionally friends or relatives  would partake of a simple but abundant meal, preceded and followed always by a period of grace. There was never any wine or liquor served, and the gaiety was limited to genial comment or the mildest form of sly humor.

The children, in so far as they could be controlled, were supposed to sit up straight and behave themselves, which they usually did. The slightest tendency to noise or restlessness on their part was instantly noted by Solon, and his manner of looking reprovingly at a recalcitrant child was usually sufficient to restore order. But he did not resort to this method too often; he preferred, as much as possible, not to notice such minor rebellions.

Truly, the period up to the time that Isobel was six, Orville four, and Dorothea two proved to be the happiest years of Solon Barness life. There were, to be sure, the usual minor illnesses of the children, but nothing of significance. There was considerable visiting to and fro, especially on First-days and holidays; at Philadelphia with Benecias parents, at Thornbrough with Solons father, and at Dacia with Benecias aunt Hester: a continuous round of family intimacies almost Jewish in their character, and as solemn and earnest as Quaker relationships usually were at the time.
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DURING THIS PERIOD, HOWEVER, SOLON WAS not without other concerns which were personal and peculiar to his spirit. Since those first days when he had entered the Traders and Builders he had been advancing by degrees in his knowledge of life and character. At the same time his work in connection with the bank had opened up new vistas of commercial opportunity, and based on information at hand he had invested some of his own funds in mortgages on several city properties. These ventures turned out profitably, and he was thus on the way to a gradual increase of his bank account.

Yet Solon was not a man of broad vision, one who would eventually dream out a vast railroad or street railway system, or enter ruthlessly upon the execution of a chain of unmoral details by which great ends are frequently accomplished. Rather, he saw clearly only a little way at a time, and preferred to dabble in those simpler realms where profits were comparatively small and the troubled face of ethics was not so plainly visible.

Thus, in Dukla, shortly after his marriage, there was the case of the old man who came to him with a proposition to take over a chicken farm. He was growing too old to work it and had not been able to pay the mortgage interest for over two years. Solon could have the whole thing for five hundred dollars. The farm was worth two thousand dollars by the coldest calculation, and the business itself, if properly conducted, worth fifteen hundred more. Solon acquired the property for six hundred and twenty dollars in cash, and subsequently disposed of it  without paying off the thousand-dollar mortgage  for three thousand.

Not long after that he happened to read a notice in the newspaper of the public auction sale of a small block of houses in Philadelphia. After consulting with his father-in-law, who agreed to aid him if necessary, he had the property looked over by a real estate appraiser. Satisfied as to its value, he went to the sale. He was cautious in his bidding, but every time he saw the houses about to go for less than the sum he had fixed on, he raised his price by a hundred. Finally, they were knocked down to him for eighteen thousand dollars. He was elated, for he already had a prospective buyer in mind. Two months later he sold the houses for twenty-seven thousand dollars and, with his profit, reinvested in other Philadelphia property.

And yet, pleased as he was over these ventures, he was becoming more and more mentally disturbed as to where lay the dividing line between ambition and an irreligious greed, between the desire for power and wealth and a due regard for Quaker precepts. The chapters in the Book of Discipline relating to law, arbitration, and trade were only too familiar to him, but he read them over and over again, not to bolster his faith but to strengthen his convictions in this matter of prosecuting a vigorous business career. Two passages taken at random from the chapter on Trade impressed themselves on his mind.

We particularly exhort that none engage in such concerns as depend on the often deceptive probabilities of speculation or hazardous enterprises, but rather content themselves with such a plain and moderate way of living as is consistent with the self-denying principle we make profession of.

And another:

We affectionately desire that Friends may humbly wait for Divine counsel in all their engagements, and duly attend to the secret intimations and restrictions of the Spirit of Truth in their business and trading, not suffering their minds to be carried away by an inordinate desire of worldly riches, but remembering the observation of the apostle of his day, and so often sorrowfully verified in ours, that They that will be rich fall into a temptation and a snare, and erring from the faith pierce themselves through with many sorrows.

In Philadelphia, or, indeed, anywhere else about him, Solon saw little evidence of a desire on the part of anyone, unless perhaps a few strictly conforming Friends, to avoid either the cares or even the errors of riches. In fact, a lust for wealth and power was in the air. Even in Dukla, a comparatively pastoral region  though fast being built up, owing to its beauty and convenient location  he was beginning to note the eagerness of the farmers, traders, and residents generally to get in on a share of the spoils.

The Philadelphia newspapers, too, were full of new names and new fames. There were also rumors of political plots to seize and divide the revenues of the city. Solon heard talk of organizations being formed, the underlying object of which was to rob the city of priceless franchises in the way of gas, water, and street-railway routes. A ring of political mercenaries had recently been accused of using the citys funds for purposes of reinvestment in private enterprises and speculation on the stock exchange. The scheme was discovered and the ring forced to break up, but only one member of it was caught and convicted.

On the other hand, there were quite a few apparently honest men who, possessed of ample capital, were eager to invest in new enterprises: such men as had introduced an era of great financial as well as social development in the United States. Most small businessmen and prosperous citizens generally were on the side of these strong, dominant, successful men, believing that their own prosperity depended on the genius and shrewdness of the financial giants, honest or dishonest.

In view of all this, Solon could not avoid occasionally meditating on the heights to which he himself might rise financially if he chose to join the battle for wealth and power. In the bank he had before his eyes the impressive spectacle of Messrs. Skidmore and Sableworth arriving and departing in their luxurious automobiles, driven by chauffeurs in plum-colored livery. Skidmore possessed a most pretentious house in Rittenhouse Square, and Sableworth a mansion on the Main Line. Their names, and those of their wives and sons and daughters, appeared regularly in the society columns. Yet even these men, Solon noted, were eager and willing to bend the knee to those still higher in the financial oligarchy: the Biddles, the Drexels, the Wideners, or the Vanderbilts, Goulds, Morgans, and Rockefellers, in New York. Obviously, it behooved all bankers to be in touch with these men and profit by their example.

Then, as if to further confound his mental reasonings, there occurred an incident that shook Solon to the very core of his moral being. It concerned the son of a Dukla neighbor. Walter Briscoe, aged eighteen, was a product of the newer generation and the changing life about him. Although soberly reared in the Quaker tradition, he was straining at the leash and looking about him with an eager eye. One First-day afternoon his father, Arnold Briscoe, called on Solon in company with his son, his object being to ask Solon to use his influence in securing for the boy a position in the Traders and Builders Bank. The elder Briscoe had a small farm and also operated a store, but the boy seemed not to be interested in either farming or trading.

Solon, for all of his feeling for virtue and worth, was not really a competent judge of character, especially where his fellow religionists were concerned. He liked Arnold Briscoe: he was a sober and religious Friend. The son seemed to him presentable, frank, open, and quick to answer.

When finally the purpose of the visit was disclosed, Solon considered the matter for a few moments.

Well, Friend Briscoe, he said, as thee knows, openings in my bank are not numerous. However, occasionally there is an opportunity for a boy to begin at the bottom. I cannot promise, but if I hear of anything, I will be glad to let thee know.

It so happened that a few months later there was a general shifting of underlings at the Traders and Builders, leaving a minor position open, and Averard asked Solon if he knew of anyone to fill it. He at once sent for young Briscoe to present himself at the bank, where he made a favorable impression on Averard and the head bookkeeper under whom he was to work.

The boy proved satisfactory enough for a time. Then one day about eleven months after he began work, a package containing fifteen hundred dollars in five-and ten-dollar bills, which had been wrapped, addressed, and sealed by the head bookkeeper himself and expressed to a bank in Atlanta, was found, when opened by the correspondent at that point, to contain only scraps of newspaper cut to the size of United States paper money and weighted at the center with a small piece of lead.

The treasurer of the bank in Atlanta easily established the fact that his clerks had nothing to do with the fraud, for they had opened the package in his presence and were astonished at the trick. Detectives called in by the Traders and Builders reached the conclusion, after investigation, that the deceit could only have been worked out by Mr. Decissmatis, the head bookkeeper, or someone in his department. Mr. Decissmatis, for all his foreign-sounding name, was a Pennsylvanian by birth, as dull and honest a soul as any bank would require, a Baptist, and a Republican. He had served the bank for fifteen years and soon proved his innocence.

There remained, then, only the four employees in his department, one of whom was young Briscoe. For the next month or more these four assistants were watched constantly by the detectives, and in the case of young Briscoe interesting things began to develop. It was discovered, for instance, that since coming to work in the bank he had developed habits far removed from his former ones. He often stayed late in town, telling his family that he was working or that he was attending night school. Instead, he had been seen loitering in the downtown section of the city, frequenting poolrooms and associating with boys and girls of questionable reputation. On one of the girls he had been spending considerably more than his meager salary warranted. The detectives finally arrested him on a trumped-up charge of disorderly conduct, and he was questioned as to the source of the money he was spending. They also informed him that the bills intended for the Atlanta bank were marked and were the same as some they found on him. This was not true, but he became terrified and broke down and confessed.

His excuse was that his father was so severe with him, his home life so narrow, that he could not resist the temptation to embark on a freer, happier existence. He disclosed under pressure that over eleven hundred dollars of the stolen money was still hidden in his fathers barn. He was at once arraigned before a magistrate, and having signed a full confession, it only remained for him to be sentenced.

Solon had been extremely troubled and nervous about the whole affair, but now that Briscoes guilt was established he was pained and worried by the varying aspects of the case. That he had stood sponsor for the boy, that his father was a fellow religionist and a friend, weighed heavily on his mind. He went home that evening horribly depressed, not having expressed himself to his associates in any way. He wanted time to think  to pray, really  in silence.

Benecia, meeting him at the door, sensed that something was troubling him.

Solon, dear, what is the matter? Has anything gone wrong?

Well, Benecia, he said heavily, as he slowly removed his coat, it was Walter.

Oh no! she exclaimed, as horrified as he had been. Surely, not! Come, sit down and tell me about it. Oh, Solon, I am so sorry!

Together they went into the living room, and sinking down wearily into a chair at the window, he told her all of the details.

To think, Benecia, that I was the one who placed him in the bank! he repeated, and Benecia sighed deeply, her face the picture of motherly concern and affection.

Just then the doorbell rang, and the maid came in to announce Arnold Briscoe. Both Benecia and Solon went forward to meet him. They were shocked by his appearance. Ordinarily a stocky, florid man, he seemed to have aged considerably. His eyes were sunken, and his face and body had a limp and even flabby look. He stood in the doorway, turning his round hat nervously in his hands.

Friend Barnes, he began in an almost sepulchral tone, I do not know what to say to thee. Then all at once he put his hand over his eyes and his mouth twitched.

Solon, quite lacerated in his feelings, moved forward and laid a hand on his shoulder.

Friend Briscoe, I know how thee feels. I could not feel worse if it were my own son.

I had no idea my boy could be a thief, continued Briscoe brokenly. I will gladly pay back the money. I do not mind that so much. It is the shame, the disgrace! He has done a terrible wrong, and perhaps it is best he should pay the penalty, whatever it is. I would not have believed it possible, except for his own words to me. He began to cry again. He seems to think I have been too strict with him. Friend Barnes, I have asked myself over and over again if that might be true. Thee knows I have tried to be a good father to him

He does wrong to say that! exclaimed Solon indignantly. It was impossible for him to understand a nature such as Walters, never having experienced any of the desires and emotions to which the boy was subject. That is a wicked thing to say!

He looked at his neighbor, haggard and red-eyed from weeping, and felt that a boy who talked so to his father was quite beyond reclamation.

Maybe so, continued Briscoe, but what troubles me most is the way of life he has fallen into, the friends he has taken up with. I asked him if he was not sorry, and he said no, that I did not know anything about life. I think perhaps it would be better to let the law take its course. As soon as this is settled I shall sell my store and leave Dukla i cannot ever hope to hold up my head again.

Friend Briscoe! Friend Briscoe! said Solon, earnestly. Thee must not talk that way. Thee is guiltless, and all true men must hold thee so. Thee must not think of leaving here.

But even as he spoke, Solon was conscious of a trace of equivocation or insincerity in his mood. It might be better for Briscoe to go away rather than stay here and run the gauntlet of pitying and inquiring eyes. He was confused as to what the man should do. For he thought of his own young son, upstairs now in charge of a nurse. How would he feel if he were in Briscoes position one day? Would he be willing to see his son go to jail? He had so often, in the past few years, speculated as to the future of his children. He was so fond of them. When they cried in true pain, it hurt him also. When they laughed, he was glad. And now, thinking of them, his mood wavered. Would it be right to send Walter to the penitentiary, to be branded as a felon for the rest of his life? He might have been led astray by bad companions. If Briscoe asked it of him, he would help the boy. But a movement on the part of the grief-stricken father toward the door made it seem unavailing, or slightly inopportune, to offer his intervention at this moment.

I do not know exactly how to counsel thee, Friend Briscoe, he said, his voice full of sympathy. Perhaps thee is right. I cannot be sure. It is a serious error, I know, but perhaps if he were given another chance... But then he recalled the cool, indifferent faces of Averard and Sableworth. Perhaps, though, if he will not see the error of his ways, it might be better to have him sent somewhere, for a time, anyhow.

After the storekeeper was gone, Solon reproached himself for siding against the boy, and yet he could not be sure but that incarceration for a period was best for Walter. The subtlety and craft he had exercised, the purposes for which he had used the stolen money, so disturbed him. Still there was that injunction in the Book of Discipline, dear to his heart: Brethren, if a man be overtaken in a fault, ye which are spiritual, restore such an one in the spirit of meekness, convincing thyself, lest thee also be tempted. How were the words restore such an one to be interpreted?

But Briscoe was gone, and the difficulty and his connection with it so close that he could scarcely see how he could act against himself in the matter. In four days Walter was brought up for sentence and condemned to four years service in a state reformatory. Only after the boy was sentenced and gone, and Arnold Briscoe was preparing to leave Dukla, did Solon begin to realize the import of his spiritual offense. In the light of his religion, he should have assisted him  and he had not. This weighed on him. It was the first and most serious offense against his religious principles that Solon Barnes had ever committed.
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SEVERAL OTHER EVENTS WHICH OCCURRED during this period of Solons life seemed almost carefully calculated to bring him face to face with reality. In the seventh year of his married life his father died, suddenly of a heart attack, leaving an estate of between sixty-five and seventy thousand dollars, to be divided equally between himself and Cynthia. Aside from the severe wrench to his affections, Solon was compelled, as executor, to undertake a great deal of labor: closing out his fathers business and appraising and dividing the property. Standing beside the coffin in the big living room at Thornbrough, he evinced his filial affection by only a few silent tears, but Benecia, close beside him, understood better than anybody else the depth of his grief, his tenderness and resignation.

Solon now owned a half interest in Thornbrough, and since Cynthia had married and was comfortably settled with her husband in York, Pennsylvania, and did not wish to live elsewhere, he decided, with Benecias eager consent, to move back to his old home, paying Cynthia for her share of it. True, it was further removed from such conveniences as the railroad station and markets of Dukla, but the distance could be traversed easily by a good horse in ten or fifteen minutes. He was able to sell his Dukla home for a good price, for the little town was fast becoming a suburb of Philadelphia.

He felt that his father and mother would have been pleased to see the home they had made so beautiful now serve his own growing family. Besides, Thornbrough was altogether precious and even sacred to him. Benecia and he had first declared their love for each other beside lovely Lever Creek, which never failed to bring back to him memories of childhood happiness. He was sure his own children would grow to love it, too. Benecia and he were also pleased that the children would now be protected from the possibly undesirable influences of more worldly families by living further out in the green fields and free spaces of the countryside.

They had been settled in Thornbrough for only three months when another baby was born. Over two years had passed since the birth of Dorothea, and both Solon and Benecia were delighted with their new little daughter. They called her Etta, for a cousin of Solons mother. Then, two years later, there was another addition to the family, the fifth and last of the group. After considerable family discussion, they decided to name the boy Stewart, in honor of an uncle of Solons.

These two children, like the others, as they passed from babyhood into the toddling stage, developed their own individual characteristics. Etta resembled Dorothea in health and coloring, but she was less aggressive physically, more of a personality. Even in her earliest years she was given to romantic flights of fancy which her parents were destined never to understand. They were fascinated by the smallness of her, and her dreamily inquiring eyes, which, even at six months, seemed to be observing everything around her.

See how she looks at me, Benecia would say as she picked her up. She looks so inquisitive, and she is such a sweet little thing.

Stewart was blue-eyed and yellow-haired, with a bubbling, contesting temperament. Even as a baby he was irritable if frustrated, kicking and squealing in his mothers arms. He was always more active and aggressive than any of the others, and there were times when Solon gazed wonderingly at this little rebel, marveling at his physical resemblance to Benecia, even though unlike her in complexion.

By this time Isobel had reached school age, and the matter of her education took on a more serious aspect. In this connection, the public school at Dulda was not even considered. For, whatever Solon Barnes might think of his native land, and he thought a great deal of it, he did not approve of the public-school system. The children were allowed too much freedom, they were not sufficiently guarded. Besides, it was contrary to the Quaker faith to place them in a position where the lax discipline of the outside world might affect them and destroy their faith. One of the nine queries sent down by the yearly meeting to the monthly meetings of Friends read: And do Friends endeavor to keep their children under the care and influence of those in membership with us?

It so happened that the monthly meeting at Red Kiln, a neighboring village, maintained a small school for the children of members. Letitia Briggs, who conducted the school, had formerly been a teacher at Oakwold. She had married a Friend in the vicinity and returned to educational work only after her husbands death. She was a kindly, patient soul, one of the third sex by nature, who was really very fond of children and considerate of their moods and tempers. Solon considered her an estimable woman, and decided to send Isobel to the Red Kiln school, at least long enough to give her the essentials of a common school education and the Quaker faith. After that she would go for two years or more to Oakwold, and then, if considered desirable, to college.

So it was that now Isobel was driven to school at Red Kiln every morning at eight-thirty and called for at three by old Joseph, who had worked at Thornbrough for Rufus Barnes since he had first settled there and was now retained by Solon in charge of the stables. It was Joseph who drove any person or thing that needed transportation. He was quite an old man by now, leathery, bent, and wrinkled. Almost like a member of the family, he was constantly puttering about the grounds, and as careful of the children as if they were his own. His son, also named Joseph, and much more intelligent, was in charge of the farm lands and seldom seen about the house.

Come now, Miss Isobel, old Joseph would call out at the starting hour. Thee must look sharp or thee will be late!

And Isobel would bustle out with her few small books, and they would be off.

Thus, for a period of ten years or so, as the other children reached school age, Joseph would drive them to and fro, to and fro, at times as many as four of them in the carriage. The Barnes surrey, originally a polished affair but fast becoming a little shabby and worn, was a familiar object around the countryside. Housewives and farm hands along the road to Red Kiln actually timed their clocks by it. There goes old Joseph with the Barnes children, it must be after half past eight, or: It must be after three, there go the Barnes children. The sight of old Joseph turning out of the Thornbrough drive onto the main highway, or stopping at the post office, or waiting before one of the Dukla stores or at the railroad station, was as familiar to the citizens of the region as sunset or sunrise or the Pennsylvania trains.

In fact Joseph and the children, Solon and Benecia, were looked on as symbols of communal respectability and prosperity. The Barneses were well-to-do; they were Quakers, and they were kind and courteous to everyone. Though Solon had no graces of speech, no artifices by which the attention of the crowd is attracted and fixed, he was liked by the intelligent and discerning in all walks of life. He was praised for his fairness to his employees, commended for his willingness to contribute to all worthy cases of poverty or distress, and favorably thought of by the members of Dukla meeting. He was a good man-one of the nations bulwarks.

The first shadow that crossed Solons life in connection with his children was the realization that Isobel was not as attractive as her sisters and brothers. And now she was beginning to sense it herself. Isobels nose was a little too long, her hair a dull, ashen brown, and her complexion muddy and slightly blotched. From her earliest days she had been compelled to perceive a sharp distinction between herself and children who were attractive, and now at the Red Kiln school she was made even more aware of it. For here, along with some thirty-five pupils almost equally divided between boys and girls, she began to feel that going to school was not merely for the purpose of study. There was something else going on here, a much more human thing, and it showed itself in occasional rivalries between the boys for the favor of a certain girl.

One day, when she left the school early and was walking down the road to meet Joseph, she saw William Tess, the son of a Quaker who lived near them, run after Portia Daggett, one of her schoolmates. He caught the girl and kissed her cheek, against her will, apparently, but a kiss, nevertheless. Alas, as Isobel saw it, Portia was an attractive, pink-cheeked girl who seemed to attract all the boys. William was quite the beau of the school, and Isobel herself had been almost unconsciously drawn to him. She was cut to the quick by what she saw and brooded over the incident for days. Her mother, noticing her mood, asked her if she was ill.

Oh no, Mother, Im all right, she replied halfheartedly.

Well, thee doesnt act so, child, said Benecia, looking concerned. Is there anything wrong at school?

No, Mother, schools all right. I am just awfully tired of the boys and girls there. I wish I could meet some other children. Oh, Mother, I get so tired doing the same things and seeing the same faces every day. We never seem to do anything or go anywhere.

Benecia was shocked. Why, Isobel, she said, thee knows thy father and I do everything possible for thee. Thee has a beautiful home, thy brothers and sisters for companions. What else does thee want? Im sure I cannot understand thee, Isobel.

But as she talked her voice took on a hesitant tone; she realized, if only faintly, what must have inspired her daughters dissatisfaction. Isobel, by this time, had evidently come to the conclusion that there was nothing to be gained by continuing the conversation, for she asked to be excused, as she had some lessons to do.

It was true that her father and mother were not inclined to associate with other than their many relatives and Quaker friends. When anything was to be gotten in town, from the store or post office, no one of the children was allowed to go unless accompanied by old Joseph or one of the maids. When Solon came home in the evening, in the summertime, two or three of them always met him at the railroad station, but they were never allowed to roam or stray. So to Isobel the outside world seemed very wonderful and her own state just a little peculiar or different.

Again, the vision of her sister Dorothea before her eyes did not help matters. For Dorothea was beautiful, full of the vital joy of living, and admired by everyone. This, quite naturally, gave her a sense of security and power, and very early she acquired an air and a way of taking things for granted. She walked about airily, pouting her lips and smiling and coaxing in a manner which her father did not like.

Daughter, he would counsel her, why is it thee cannot walk simply and directly as befits a girl of thy faith? Why must thee skip and twist as though thee were a corkscrew or a worm? It is not only ungraceful but undignified

But, Father, I wasnt doing anything.

True, Dorothea. I am not telling thee to reprimand thee but to call thy attention to what is wise and orderly in a girl of thy station and training. I hope thee will not make it necessary for me to speak about it again.

No, Father. But Dorotheas spirits continued to bubble over, especially when she was away from home. At school the boys were drawn to her. There was a curve to her mouth, a look in her eye, which left them a little uncertain. They danced attendance upon her and were received with a companionable response which kept them close at hand, but not too close: a state of favoritism which impressed Isobel greatly.

When she was fourteen, Isobel was sent to Oakwold. But here she fared no better than at Red Kiln. After she had been there only a few weeks, Solon and Benecia came to visit her on a Seventh-day. After dinner, alone with her mother, she burst into tears, to Benecias utter astonishment.

Take me home with thee, Mother dear; please take me home! she pleaded, and her voice was thick with tears.

Why, Isobel dearest, cooed Benecia, all affection and motherly concern. What ails thee? Isnt thee happy here? Has anyone hurt thee, pet?

Isobel, moved by her tenderness, only sobbed the more, hiding her face against her mothers shoulder. No one really likes me, Mother. Im not pretty like Janet Guile or Persis Chandler  two girls who were leaders of class groups. Oh, Mother, I wish sometimes I were dead!

Isobel! Benecia was shocked and pained by the childs sufferings, as well as by her irremediable lacks. Thee must never say that. It is not Christian. Of course thee can come home, if thee wishes. But does thee really want to leave? Thee has not yet had time to get to know the girls or make real friends. But thee will, in time. And isnt it better to stay here and prepare thyself with all the things thee should know? A good education will help thee in many ways, dear. It cant be so very bad here. Remember, I went here, and I liked it very much.

Isobel, sufficiently consoled by her parents sympathy  for Solon was also sorry for her, and very affectionate  was persuaded and eventually even willing to stay. She had had, for once, an opportunity to pour out all her accumulated grievances, and felt better.

But to Solon and Benecia, the fact of her defect in this respect, her great social lack, was clearly driven home, and although neither of them said very much concerning it, it hurt. Isobel was not physically attractive and was made unhappy by it  of course, all the more, since life was ruled by a Divine Providence and all things were ordered for the good of the children of earth, there must be some concealed blessing in this. Isobel could set herself to find what it was, to cultivate what charms and graces she had. They should help her.

Just the same, this and other little evidences remained in their minds as a cross which she and they would have to bear. It was another of those illuminating truths about life which Solon was being compelled to learn, but very slowly, namely, that in spite of a divinely ordered scheme of things and a willingness on the part of anyone to ally himself with the manifested plan, as far as one could determine it, still these things would occur. A boy like the son of Arnold Briscoe would steal; his own father could be cut down in the prime of life, when he still had many years in which he could have been happy and useful; Isobel was compelled to fret over her lack of charm, perhaps eventually to be made very unhappy by it. Thinking of these things, often when he was working at the bank or riding to and fro on the train or in his bed at night, lying close to Benecia, his arm about her waist, Solon would shake his head. Life was very strange. Here he was prospering mightily on the one hand, his wealth increasing with considerable speed, his position better and more secure each year, his children well and healthy, blessed beyond those of most; and yet he was forced to think of these other things, too. It was sacrilegious, he was compelled to admit, to question the divine order in anything.

But still so many queer and unfortunate and terrible things happened in so many walks of life  particularly now that he was seeing life in a larger way as a banker. Why did an all wise and all-merciful Providence allow them to happen?
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AS TO THE OTHER CHILDREN OF THE BARNES family, there was a diversity of temperament that became more and more apparent as they advanced in years.

Orville, at twelve years of age, was little more than a dull, cheerful, handsome, well-behaved child, giving no one any trouble and seeming to promise a happy future. As for Etta and Stewart, both Solon and even Benecia eventually found them enigmas, and so they remained. They had both begun dimly to suspect that they might not easily be encompassed in any given theory of life. During Ettas infancy and early youth, Solon was compelled to realize that she was the most individual and peculiar of all  a veritable sprite as to size and looks, destined to be both intellectually and physically beautiful, but of so dreamy a mentality (tending to the philosophic and the romantic, without the least trace of that aggressive and practical judgment which her father craved for all his children) that he could never have hoped to understand her. She was too intuitive, too poetic.

There are natures which, unlike those of a practical or materialistic turn, are early taken with the virus of the ideal and can never escape it. They are born so. To them the world is never the material practical thing which many take it to be, but always colorful, symphonic, exquisite  only their own adjustment to it is unsatisfactory, without that sympathetic understanding and relationship with others which they so greatly crave. Indeed from her very youngest days Etta was a [ 129 1 dreamer, stricken with those strange visions of beauty which sometimes hold us all spellbound, enthralled, but without understanding. In no way in which her father, her sisters, and her brothers were wise was she wise. There is a wisdom that is related to beauty only, that concerns itself with cloud forms and the wild vines tendrils, whose substance is not substance, but dreams only, and whose dreams are entangled with the hopes and the yearnings of all men.

Etta was such a one. From her earliest days of understanding or feeling, she was living in a world quite apart. True, she had for playmates Stewart and Dorothea, and at times even Orville and Isobel, but only in an outward and visible way, as opposed to an inward and spiritual remoteness. Often, when alone with Stewart or Dorothea, and they would be gathering sticks and stones to build some imaginary playhouse or castle or city and were intent on the most practical affairs, her own little soul was afar with giants and angels and unnamable winged things that winnowed the air and filled remotest space with great pictures and beauties. Once, Mrs. Tenet, the nearest neighbor, who was a quite introspective and somewhat romantic woman, told her a story of a wonderful fairy named Berylune who with a wave of her wand made all things beautiful. After hearing this tale Etta created a realm of her own so beautiful that it was a thing for tears: halls and palaces of chalcedony and jasper rising out of plains where grew flowers more marvelous than ever any actually to be seen. She would sit, slowly rocking in her little rocking chair, her round blue-button eyes fixed on something so remote that it seemed beyond visioning.

What is thee thinking of now, Etta? her mother once asked sweetly.

Fairies, Mama. Ive just seen Princess Berylune. She said this quite calmly.

Fairies? inquired her mother, somewhat hesitantly. She knew Solon did not approve of telling the children stories about imaginary creatures. Who has been telling thee of fairies, darling?

Mrs. Tenet; she told me about a wonderful fairy. Her names Princess Berylune.

Is she a good fairy or a bad fairy? inquired Benecia, who was herself not quite satisfied as to the complete unreality of these things.

This ones a good fairy! replied Etta, positively.

Tell me about her, said her mother, curious to know of the things which were impressing her daughters mind.

For three or four minutes Etta stammered through her memory of the story Mrs. Tenet had told her, whereupon Mrs. Barnes, rather pleased, said:

Yes, maybe there are fairies who reward good children and punish bad ones. So thee had better always be a good girl, Etta.

Etta stared thoughtfully, and for days thereafter when the wind stirred in the trees she would stand and look about. For Princess Berylune might be passing overhead at this very moment, together with a troupe of those very sprites that Mrs. Tenet had described, their flight bent toward gardens where bloomed flowers of paradise.

Even when she started going to school, Etta was still dreaming. The world was enthrallingly beautiful to her: the sun rising and setting, the rain pattering against the windowpane; the wind rustling through the trees. It was all so beautiful.

As for Stewart, the fair-haired youngest, there was no single day, according to Solon, that did not find him involved in some mischievous prank. At one time he had to be punished for climbing up to the barn loft and bringing down the squabs; some of them died before it was discovered. At another time he hitched Barke and Taxes, the two dogs, into a string harness, and in an effort to drive them entangled them so badly that they got into a horrible fight. There was no corner of the house or grounds that he did not explore; anywhere and everywhere he was not wanted, there he was, smeared with dust or dirt of places into which he should never have gone. Benecia, like Solon, was opposed to whipping the children. Yet in Stewarts case she was sorely tempted at times to give him a good shaking.

We must wait a few years; perhaps he will outgrow it, was Solons counsel, and he was very glad to wait; he was so fond of his children.

But there was one escapade of Stewarts that disturbed Solon more than anything the boy had done up to that time. He was six years old, and he suggested to Etta and several neighbor children, two boys and two girls  none of them over eight or less than five  that they all paint themselves as Indians and roam the forest. The children ransacked their mothers sewing rooms for ribbons and bits of string and searched the barnyard for feathers with which to bedeck themselves. Not far from the Barnes homestead ran a small rivulet, with a bank of soft red mud that in its adhesiveness and power of pigmentation had much of the force of dry color. To this mudbank they repaired, stripped themselves, painted their bodies, and trod the forest. But by late afternoon, having wearied of their play, and their memories being poorer than their imaginations, they could not recall at once where they had left their clothes. This necessitated a tiresome search.

In the meantime their several parents had begun to worry about their not coming home and had set out in search of them. Mrs. Barnes dispatched Christina to find Stewart and Etta, and Solon joined the hunt when he returned home from the bank. As the seekers neared the scene, calling, the search on the part of the children for their clothes became fast and furious. Next came the feeling that they must get the mud off their bodies, but to do this without water  which they could not reach without being seen  was impossible. So they hid. One little girl, and even a boy, began to cry. Stewart, rapidly developing the qualities of leadership, urged that they all remain hidden.

At a quarter to six Solon and the father of one of the boys, turning the base of a mound at different angles, beheld the group. Etta was clinging to another little girl for comfort, and Stewart and a companion were standing gloomily on guard. At sight of their respective fathers they burst into tears. The distracted parents gathered up their children and shouted for joy. All except Solon, who stared, faintly amused but at the same time shocked. For these children were naked! And their parents had laughed at them!

Nevertheless he gratefully took his son and daughter by the hand and in silence led them home. He did not so much blame Etta; although she was the elder, Stewart was the more aggressive. Taking the weeping children in to Benecia, he said:

Here they are, Benecia. They have been at play and have lost their clothes.

Benecia wanted to laugh and cry at the same time, but could not, because of her husbands serious face. However, she turned Etta over to Christina, and, as she bathed the mud off Stewart, drew from him the whole story, and laughed secretly.

But Solon was more deeply concerned. He was well aware, as the father of five, that it required the strictest form of discipline and religious training to bring to a child a full realization of right and wrong. But he also believed that he and Benecia had done everything in their power to keep their children pure in thought and deed. Had he failed in any part of the task? For here was Stewart, blithely taking off his clothes and cavorting around naked before a group of boys and girls and inducing them to do likewise. A heart-to-heart talk with the boy later on in the evening seemed imperative.

Stewart listened meekly and repentantly to his fathers solemn homily on the sacredness of the human body. However, he soon forgot the whole incident, though Solon remembered it for a long, long time.
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SOLON BARNES WAS NEARING HIS FORTIETH year when affairs at the bank precipitated him into greater cares and higher responsibilities. Ezra Skidmore, the president, was taken seriously ill  he never really recovered his health and died three years later  and this necessitated a readjustment of the officers. So Sableworth became acting president, Averard acting vice-president, and Solon was made acting treasurer. His salary had been gradually increased until now he was getting ten thousand dollars a year. Also, since these officers were, by tradition, supposed to be directors, it was necessary for Solon to own a few shares of the banks stock in order that he might sit on the board. Two shares were therefore made over to him, and thereafter  these changes having been announced in the newspapers  he was generally considered to be a man of affairs, one who was far from ordinary in his capacities and attainments. Justus Wallin, for one, felt that his choice of a son-in-law had been thoroughly vindicated.

As for Solon, he could not avoid feeling somewhat amused, though at the same time pleased, by the compliments he received on his new position from those who heretofore had paid very little attention to him. One of these was Compton Benigrace, Jr., a former schoolmate. To Solon, meeting him on the street one day, his greeting seemed almost overly cordial.

Hello, Solon! he exclaimed exuberantly. Whats this I see in the papers about your being made treasurer of the Traders and Builders? That ought to be a fine position, with a big bank like that!

Solon noticed that Benigrace no longer wore the collarless coat of the Friends. Another backslider, he thought to himself. However, if the man chose to be friendly after all these years, he could not object.

Yes, he replied, I find it so. Thee is looking fine. How is everything with thee?

Oh, couldnt be better, couldnt be better, replied Benigrace airily. Im with the American Bond Investment Company. Come in and see me when you get a chance. And he went on his way.

Then there was Jordan Parrish, son of the wealthy and socially prominent Kirkland Parrishes. Solon, in spite of his religious principles, had never been able to like him, though the Parrishes were cousins of the Wallins. He was an undersized man, of waspish and cynical disposition, and he, too, as Solon noticed on meeting him accidentally in the corridor of the bank, had dropped the Quaker manner of dress and, what was even more reprehensible, the use of thee and thy.

Why, hello, Brother Barnes, he said. Where have you been keeping yourself? I havent seen you for a long time. And whats this I hear about your being made treasurer here?

Just acting treasurer until Mr. Skidmore returns, replied Solon.

Oh, I know all about Skidmore. Hell never come back. Where do you live now  still out at Dukla?

Solon, almost unconsciously, felt something close to admiration for the easy air of these sons of the rich. They took preferment such as his so lightly.

Yes, Ive lived at Dukla ever since I was married, he said. Just outside of Dukla, on the Red Kiln Road.

Dont say! Must be getting to be quite a family man by now. How many children have you?

Five, replied Solon proudly. And you?

Oh, I only have two. Have a place out in Devon. You must come out and see us some time. How is Cousin Benecia? Give her my greetings, and come out, both of you. And, by the way, Im with Ruhl and Simmons  a firm of investment brokers we might be able to do a little business together.

And he left Solon feeling a little pleased by these compliments.

With the new position came closer contact with the officers and representatives of the banks clients. As teller, and later, in assisting Mr. Averard in the credit department, Solon had come to know some of them, but now he met these men under different circumstances. They came to borrow money, usually, or arrange discounts or extensions, and the transactions sometimes involved thousands of dollars. Solon, of course, had no final say as to these larger loans; they were passed on by the board of directors. It was only in regard to the minor loans that he could act of his own accord. And in adjusting the needs of these smaller merchants he spent a great deal of time devising ways and means of assisting them.

I tell you, Barnes, remarked Averard one day on seeing Solon besieged with various minor creditors, you devote too much time to the small fry. Its all right to do what you reasonably can for them, if you want to, but youll save yourself time and worry if youll just close out their accounts. There are lots of smaller banks that will be glad to get them.

Solon knew this to be sound advice, and yet for the life of him he could not quite bring himself to follow it. He sympathized with the poor, honest merchant, the fellow with ambitions and dreams, who somehow did not seem to know how to make ends meet. It hurt him to see the expression on a mans face when he was refused further aid and ordered to pay. Sometimes he would have the poor fellow bring his balance sheet and a statement of his resources to his Dukla home to see if he could help him solve his problems. Usually it was to no purpose. Successful men were not those who required aid in small ways. The important people for the bank to consider were those who needed no aid at all, who brought big business to the bank and paid their loans promptly and at a fair rate of interest.

Nevertheless the whole situation proved a great advance for him, bringing him into contact with men whom he had previously known only superficially, and by degrees originating friendships and understandings, commercial and social, which were to endure for years and prove valuable to him.
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THE BARNES CHILDREN, ALTHOUGH unwittingly enough at first, were becoming, as they grew older, more and more of a problem, for each one in turn could not help being confronted by the marked contrast between the spirit of the Barnes home and that of the world at large. In spite of the many admirable qualities of the home, these were distinctly at variance with the rush and swing and spirit of the time itself, and this fact could scarcely fail to impress even the least impressionable minds. Isobel had already noticed many things in connection with her home which were not common elsewhere. Her parents and most of their friends dressed and acted so formally. People in the outside world were not so, as she had already observed. They laughed more, conducted themselves more easily.

The Barnes home was a still place, where softness of speech, repression of ebullience and temper, to say nothing of spareness of speech, were the rule and not the exception. The children were to make as little noise as possible, especially when their father was working of an evening, as he not infrequently did. They were to sit up at table in a mannerly fashion and speak only when spoken to, at least in the presence of company. They were to keep their clothes and their rooms neat, to attend to their religious duties, observing a time of silence, morning and evening, in which they were supposed to pray or wait for the Voice of God to speak to their hearts  in short, they were to follow all the rules of manner and speech and thought consonant not only with good breeding, but with the peculiar and deep sense of the religious significance of life which their Quaker faith inculcated.

The children saw that the immediate world of which they were a part  Dukla, Red Kiln, and Philadelphia  was full of a youthful life in which they had no share. There were parties of schoolboys and girls who in wintertime went on sleigh rides, or gathered in one anothers houses to play games or make candy, or they were to be seen in large groups, skating on Tell River or Lever Creek, or wherever there was ice, or bobsledding down the hill back of the post office when there was snow. In summertime, too, there were boating parties on Tell River. The region was developing not only in population, but in general sociability between families, and particularly between children growing up with the expanding ideas of the time.

Solon, however, was extremely dubious as to all this. He was resolved, if possible, to protect his children from any outside influences, and therefore would not allow them to join in any such pleasures. As for the theater  the glories of which had been recounted to Isobel by one of her Oakwold classmates  that was clearly of the devil. Yet Dorothea, too, riding with her mother and father to the city one day, had been all too keenly interested in the vulgar, shouting billboards advertising the current plays. The growing popularity of the bicycle, with its tendency to take boys and girls into the streets and along the roads unchaperoned, was another sore trial to Solon, since it aroused a desire for freedom which in his estimation could not safely be granted. Here was Orville, at the age of twelve, pleading for a bicycle, and the argument that no good boy would want such a thing seemed not to satisfy him. In fact Solon had only recently been confronted with an incident in connection with Orvilles straying beyond the limits within which he was supposed to come and go.

This had come to Solons attention quite accidentally. There was a poorer section of the town of Dukla, situated on the main road leading out toward Thornbrough. The children there were in the habit of gathering to play after school on the steps of the big brick Methodist church there. Sometimes they marked up the church walls and those of several adjoining vacant stores with childish scribbling. One day Solon, driving past this neighborhood rather slowly, was surprised to note, among the names of various children conjoined in a none too agreeable way on the church wall, the disturbing assertion that Masie Latham loves Orville Barnes. Arriving home, he discussed the matter with Benecia.

I am afraid he is associating with an undesirable lot of children over in the town, he said sternly. I know of no family connected with our meeting by the name of Latham. And he is certainly too young to be taking up with girls.

It was now Benecias turn to be disturbed. So before the family sat down to supper, Orville was questioned by his father. After some preliminary attempts at evasion, he finally confessed that he had gone as far as the church on a few occasions, but only because Edward Nearjohn, a classmate, had persuaded him to go. He had merely wanted to be agreeable. There were girls there, yes, but he did not remember any girl by the name of Masie Latham and did not know anything about the scrawled message. The inquiry was thereupon suspended, and Orvilles denials were accepted as truth. However, his evasive manner did not escape Solons notice.

The rebellion on the part of Dorothea was more frank and open.

I dont see why Mother and Father want to be so strict with us, she complained to Isobel one day. They wont let us go anywhere, unless its to see a relative. Theres Myrtle Peoples. She doesnt have to be home at a certain time and go only to certain places. Neither does Regina Tenet. And they both belong to our meeting.

Isobel was slumped in a chair in one of her customary brooding attitudes. Even Dorothea, concerned at the time mainly with her own grievances, somehow sensed a strange sadness about her sister as she sat there. It showed now in the way she looked at Dorothea, a hopeless, despairing look. Of course, she was smarting from a frustrated desire to go rollerskating, but that did not account entirely for her utter despair.

I know, Dorothea, she said and sighed a long sigh. I dont know what were going to do about it, but we ought to do something.

Father wont even let us have a pony cart! continued Dorothea. He says we ought to be satisfied with the Stanhope and the surrey. Oh, dear, theres lots of room in the carriage house for a pony, and I know he can afford it!

Well, Im going to speak to Mother. Maybe she can do something to help us. Isobels voice as she said this was determined, but not very hopeful.

When she approached her mother later with an inquiry as to why they were not allowed to go to any of the parties in the neighborhood, she was met with an explanation that was far from satisfying.

Thy father thinks it best thee should not go, dear, said Benecia, almost sadly. All sorts of children come to those parties, and there are games played and things done which thy father objects to. Cant thee get enough pleasure by inviting thy friends here for a quiet evening, or going with those of our own faith?

But even the daughters of Friends at Oakwold go to parties when they are home, said Isobel pleadingly, recalling the talk of classmates who returned to school with engrossing tales of their exciting week ends.

We never do anything! piped up Dorothea, rather defiantly. Overhearing the conversation between her mother and Isobel, she had come in to add her bit to the discussion. All we do is go back and forth to school. I think the children that go to public school have a much better time!

Dorothea, Dorothea! cautioned her mother tenderly. Someday thee will understand and appreciate. Thee is too young now. It makes me very unhappy to hear thee talk this way. Thee knows there is nothing thee really needs that is denied thee.

But that isnt everything, Mother, pouted Dorothea argumentatively. And I think they have a better time than we do, just the same!

Thus ended their efforts to achieve a fuller, broader life.

As for Orville and Stewart, they presented two more widely differing temperaments. From his earliest years Stewart was a veritable firebrand in so far as pleasure was concerned, whereas Orville was a saver of pennies, stingy and jealous of the use of his toys by others. Stewart, on the other hand, was wasteful and thoughtless, losing his tops and marbles and then appropriating those of his brother without bothering to ask permission. Christina or Benecia were all too often called upon to arbitrate in the uproarious discussions that ensued, offering wise maxims as to brotherly love, forbearance, and the need of kindness and generosity in their relations to each other.

As they grew older, the difference between the two boys was even more marked. Orville preferred the staid relatives of the wealthier side of the family: his aunt Hester Wallin; his grandfather and grandmother Wallin; the Parrishes and others. He admired their handsome, well-ordered homes, their servants, gardens, fine horses and carriages. Stewart, while not unappreciative of these material blessings, seemed not to consider them markedly important. From the first he was attracted by color, motion, beauty, the more vivid forms of life.

To Stewart, when his father took him and Orville to Philadelphia occasionally to outfit them with certain minor needfuls, the crowded streets, the moving people, the cars, the shop windows seemed terribly exciting. In his home were no fairy tales of Jack and the Beanstalk, Bluebeard, or Sinbad the Sailor, but this mystic, colorful world was fairyland enough.

One day a parade happened to be passing by as they reached Market Street. At sight of the red-coated, brass-buttoned band and the tall leader twirling a silver-knobbed baton, with a towering shako on his head, Stewart jumped and screamed and clapped his hands with delight. His father was astonished by the boys enthusiasm. For Orville, his senior by only five years, stood unmoved. The only thing that seemed to interest him was the huge bass drum. Thats a mighty big drum, he commented quietly as the drummer passed by them. But Stewarts eyes were sparkling, and his cheeks were flushed. He wanted to march on with them, keeping step to the thunder of the drum. When he got home he could talk of nothing but the red-coated bandsmen, the towering black shako on the tall leader, and the bright silver instruments. He had seen a bit of fairyland.

Solon, watching his two sons, shook his head. To him Orville, the cautious and conservative, was deservedly more commendable; whereas Stewart was headstrong and impatient and careless and wasteful. But at the same time there was something about the dash and the swing of this youngster which fascinated him also. What kind of man would he make? Did childish characteristics mean anything? Would he grow up to be a stalwart, striking businessman such as some of those he saw in the world of which he was a part, and of whom he felt reasonably sure Orville would be one? As to Stewart, the future was dim and disquieting, yet Solon longed to love him past the dangers which might lie ahead. In fact, from Stewarts third or fourth year to his seventh, whenever he became a little too unruly, or was tired at the end of the day, and sleepy, Solon loved to take him in his arms and rock him. His yellow hair and blue eyes and straight nose and cupids mouth fascinated him. It was a sensual mouth  how sensual, Barnes never quite fully realized, being so conservative and timid emotionally that he did not wish to think of such things.

As for little Etta, the baby girl of the family, never was there a child more eager to be loved. She would trail after her mother to every part of the house, apparently just to be close to her. Yet any demonstration of affection toward her brought forth no more response than a quiet little smile, almost repressive, as if this did not wholly satisfy her inner needs. Strange little Etta, Benecia would say as she kissed her, and think to herself how much her eyes resembled Solons.
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HESTER WALLIN WAS JUSTUS WALLINS ELDER sister. She had taken a fancy to Solon the first time she met him, the day he and Benecia were married, and throughout the years following visited their home frequently. She had always been extremely fond of Benecia, and, quite naturally, her interest extended to the children as they came along. Her own home at Dacia was a stiff, gray stone mansion, which had been encroached upon by the growth of the little town until it was finally surrounded by a number of rather tawdry houses. After Solon removed his family to Thornbrough, she came more often, staying for a month each summer and winter. She said she felt happier there. Phoebe Kimbers death shortly after the death of Hannah Barnes had left vacant the bedroom she had so happily planned and occupied whenever she came there, so now it came to be considered Aunt Hesters.

Although her visits were looked upon by the children as a test of patience and good manners  since all had to be exceptionally good and quiet while she took her nap in the afternoons or sat in her special wing-backed armchair protected from the breeze and contemplating the garden  they were not without their advantages. Usually she brought a present for each child, and delicious desserts and special flower arrangements were in order during her stay. Placing flowers throughout the house came within Ettas special province, and she was delighted when Aunt Hester commented on her natural gift for blending color and variety in a happy combination.

Aunt Hester was a remarkably progressive woman, with quite modern and unbiased views on life in general. She had had the care of considerable property ever since her youth, and the conduct of her affairs had necessitated wide and varied contacts. So it was that with Solon and Benecia this long, lean, vigorous spinster indulged in the most serious and extensive discussions as to the childrens future. She herself was a product of Oakwold, and she had long since decided that the curriculum provided by that school was an insufficient preparation for the proper development of the modern boy or girl.

Thee knows very well, Benecia, she would begin on more than one occasion  Benecia appearing to her more amenable to reason than Solon what children are taught at Oakwold is not sufficient for these days. It is too limited. What do they give the girls? Reading, history, a little mathematics, and perhaps botany or geology. And the boys! Perhaps they get a little more, but certainly not such a background for college or any of the professions as is provided by other schools. I tell thee, young people are not like they were twenty years ago. Thee must see to it that thy children have the best of what the modern schools have to offer, otherwise thee will be doing them an injustice.

In Solons absence Benecia agreed with her. Her own contacts with people of the world here and in Philadelphia had made her conscious of her lack of general knowledge. And this was true of Solon as well, as he had more than once admitted. Only he still rejoiced in the value of the guarded life which he knew was carefully maintained at Oakwold and other Friends educational institutions.

I know that professional and technical courses are very important nowadays, he argued, but these can be acquired after they leave Oakwold. A few years there, and I will not be so much afraid to trust them to one of the more advanced schools, especially the boys. As for the girls, they will probably not be so anxious to go higher. By that time they may have met some likely young Friend they will wish to marry, and at this he smiled faintly.

Benecia, easily swayed by her affection for her husband, was impressed by this attitude. Still, here was Aunt Hester, twice her age and never herself chosen by any man, insisting that there were other careers besides marriage for women; that girls who for some reason remained unmarried were in danger of being disappointed in life if they did not develop some interests. She even cited several instances of girls she knew, left alone after the death of their parents, having to depend for support on some grudging relative, because they possessed no educational equipment for taking care of themselves.

So it was that, through Aunt Hesters influence, Isobel was finally allowed to prepare for college. However, she had long been entertaining the idea in her own mind, and had been inspired and encouraged in her ambition by one of the instructors at Oakwold, a Miss Frazer. This woman had taught there for eighteen years and, having been confronted in her own youth with a situation similar to Isobels, was all sympathy with the girls yearnings for something more in the way of practical learning than was offered at Oakwold. It was Miss Frazers contention that the next generation of Quaker educators would need to be more highly and diversely educated, and she stressed the very probable opportunities that would be available in the teaching field for such ambitious girls as Isobel.

There was also a classmate of Isobels, one Adelaide Prentice, who was similarly interested. While of Quaker parentage, this girl was by no means under deep conviction as to the tenets and interpretations of the Religious Society of Friends, merely having been born into it and never really accepted it entirely. She was not much better favored physically than was Isobel, and she, too, resented her elimination from the gay doings of the more attractive girls. Their lacks and ambitions formed a bond between them, and they discussed at great length the subject of higher education, finally enlisting the aid of Miss Frazer in rearranging their thoughts and their programs.

Solon, however, made the condition that he should choose the proper school for Isobel, if she was so determined to advance herself in an educational way. His choice was Llewellyn College for Women. It was an institution founded by Friends, though modern in every respect, and had the added advantage of being not too far distant. So, Isobel approving, plans were made for her to enter the following year.
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ORVILLE, TOO, WAS A STUDENT AT OAKWOLD during this time. At seventeen, having been there for three years, he was a good-looking, brown-eyed, dark-haired young man, tall and lithe, and extremely self-confident and self-possessed. Unlike Isobel, he was not in the least interested in striving to prepare himself for any of the higher forms of education. His family connections with the various Wallin contingents caused him to feel that he had a distinguished and even constructive future lying ahead of him. In fact, he spent more time cultivating useful friendships than in serious study, although he always managed to pass his examinations and get creditable marks.

The classmate whom he chose to honor with his closest friendship was Edward Stoddard, son of the Isaac Stoddards of Trenton. What made this association even more interesting was that Edward had a sister, Althea, also attending Oakwold. Of course, the girls of the school were kept quite apart from the boys except for a few moments each day and during week ends, so of necessity the friendship with Althea proceeded slowly. But flourish it did, for Althea, a pale, conservative-minded girl, with a temperament much like Orvilles, was strongly attracted to him, and it was not long before she had her brother invite him to their Trenton home. After that their contacts were frequent of a Seventh-or First-day, and Orvilles thoughts began to dwell longingly on the prestige attaching to marriage into the wealthy Stoddard family. Althea was not a Friend at heart; to her, as to Orville, the precepts of the religion were more socially than religiously significant. But with such a marriage he would be rich, secure, comfortable, respected, and admired, and he wanted no more than that in this world.

Solon, when he learned of Orvilles interest in Althea Stoddard, was pleased. He considered Orville an ideal son, morally worthy and certainly entitled to a materially successful place in the world. Therefore he was not surprised when Orville, at the age of eighteen, expressed the desire to leave Oakwold and enter the pottery business of Isaac Stoddard. He had no desire to go to college, and a business career was just what he wanted.

After some twenty-two years in the banking field, Solon was satisfied that to achieve success in it one must have certain definite talents. He was not sure that Orville was such a person, and was pleased that he had shown initiative in thus choosing his own career. Consequently he offered no objection to Orvilles going to work in the American Potteries. He had great esteem for the Stoddards, both Isaac and his wife.

However, here, again, Aunt Hester played a part in the destiny of a Barnes offspring. For it was that venerable lady who had years ago given Isaac Stoddard his financial start in life. She still owned a full third of the stock of his American Potteries, and consequently her good will was important. She had always liked Orville, although actually somewhat dubious as to his real spiritual or intellectual worth  he made so few forthright observations about anything; but she also knew that he was shrewd and capable in his way and would not fail to be worthy of her recommendations. So she let it be known to Isaac Stoddard that she would be happy to see Orville launched in the business and would vouch for his practical sense and excellent character.

Curiously, one of Orvilles earliest recollections was of some interesting examples of artistic pottery he had seen for the first time in his great-aunt Phoebes Trenton home. Her husband, Anthony Kimber, had originally owned the American Potteries when it was a mere kiln and a couple of hand-wheels, and had developed it into the flourishing business which Rufus Barnes had sold for Phoebe after her husbands death, the purchasers being Hester Wallin and Isaac Stoddard. So a thread from the past was rewoven into the Barnes family history through Orville and his connection with the business that had originally belonged to his fathers uncle.
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LLEWELLYN COLLEGE FOR WOMEN WAS A cross between the old order and the new spirit that was arising among the more intellectual and liberal-minded Friends of the East. It was founded by Quakers, but by this time it was no more Quaker than it was Protestant or Catholic. Nevertheless, though its rules were not of the strictest, its halls were pervaded by an almost vestal sanctity. The grounds and Gothic-style buildings were possessed of an architectural serenity. Its wide green lawns were crossed by winding pathways, and arched stone entryways led to the dormitories. Behind the library, a recent addition, was a large cloisterlike enclosure which was a favorite spot for study outdoors in pleasant weather. It was also the scene of various ceremonies which marked the beginning and end of the college year.

Within the gates and halls of Llewellyn were some five hundred girls between the ages of seventeen and twenty-two, all assumed to be material from which the constructive moral forces of the future might be formed. By reason of the dormitory arrangements, the girls were thrown into a kind of camaraderie which they could not very well avoid. All of the bedrooms opened out on a wide central hall, with washrooms and a community pantry. Most of the girls had roommates or shared a suite for two, consisting of tiny cell-like bedrooms on either side of a cozy sitting room. Isobel was to have shared one of these suites with Adelaide Prentice, but at the last moment Adelaides mother was taken seriously ill, and she would not think of leaving her. This was a great disappointment to Isobel; not only would she miss the companionship of Adelaide, but without a roommate there would be fewer opportunities for forming friendships. Solon and Benecia, in spite of the lack of luxuries in their home, had seen to it that Isobel was provided with sufficient money to buy everything she wanted to beautify her room, and she had pictured to herself the fun they would have, she and Adelaide and a group of congenial classmates: chatting, singing, making fudge, enjoying a merry social evening after study hours. She had gone to Philadelphia and bought pictures, curtains, pillows, a chafing dish, and a lovely tea set. She wanted all these things for herself, of course, but she also knew the value of an impressive background in the eyes of her classmates.

But here, as at Oakwold, she found the same groups, even more exclusive and remote, or so it seemed to her. Beauty and charm of personality were as important here as elsewhere, since these girls were at the age where love and sex interest were at their highest, and geniality and social animation the prerequisites for entry into the charmed circles. There was also a certain spirit of criticism or snobbishness which exerted itself despite an official attitude against it. For these girls were older and therefore more inclined, and more privileged, to display their idiosyncrasies of temperament, taste, and dress. And yet, contrarily, there was also the usual tendency to conform to the social pattern set by a few. Rather commonplace girls fresh from the environs of drab manufacturing towns, but provided by their parents with ample funds, were here made over into snobs of the first water. Indeed, on their arrival as freshmen, girls were studied with eager eyes by certain groups as to their possible inclusion in one or more of the established circles of friendship. Isobel was liked well enough, she was obviously socially acceptable, but temperamentally she did not seem to fit into their own peculiar pattern of manners and conduct. They did not actually avoid her, but at the same time they never went out of their way to be with her.

In connection with her studies, however, she attracted attention, being more observant and more studious than most and not too shy to answer questions when she felt she knew the correct replies. However, this growing reputation as a good student did not make Isobel more popular with the set of girls she most envied for their brightness and charm. She was rarely invited to their tea parties or conversational gatherings, although they did not obviously avoid her. Rather, they would slip away by themselves upon seeing her approach, or detecting her in the vicinity; or, meeting her after they had had such a party, would exclaim: Oh, we looked for you everywhere, but we couldnt find you, or We thought you were too busy studying, although such was probably not the case at the time, and they knew it. Being of a very sensitive nature, Isobel was well aware of this situation; she was represented to herself by those who did not wish her company as constantly slinking off into corners, or studying by herself, in some section or window of one of the halls or dormitories, until finally she found herself doing so, pretending to be deeply immersed in her work even when she was not.

And so one day she was given a Busy sign, partly in jest, by one of the girls, and thereafter sometimes hung it on her door when she sat in her room alone and heard dozens of laughing girls go by. If asked, most of them would have said they liked her, but that was all. They never seemed to care to be with her, and in so far as her being disturbed was concerned, the sign was not needed, nor was there danger of anyone deliberately disregarding it and entering to chide her affectionately for being a grind. She would have wept from sheer delight if anyone had done so. By slow yet sharp degrees she began to detect that she was an outsider, that her thoughts and ways were not essentially appealing to those around her, and that there was a certain spirit of youth and beauty and magnetism that she lacked. Other girls had it. They dressed better. They had an air. They danced and hummed and confided and seemed to have endless secrets and mysteries for each which needed explanation, whereas she  well, all she had, as she saw it, was her books. By degrees and almost against her will she had to take to knowledge: history, English, psychology, things which caused her to realize the absence of books in her home. She often said to herself, What good is all this study to me? I dont want to teach and Im not going to teach. Its all a waste of time. The one thing I do want, I cannot get. And she thought of the spirited fellows who seemed to make life delightful for other girls, coming to see them on Saturdays or meeting them in Philadelphia. Through one girl, deficient in charm as herself, she learned of some sensual relationships between some of the girls and admiring males on the outside, which quite shocked her yet made her envious. For, after all, as she said to herself, what was life for? To die an old maid? No marriage? No love life? If only some reasonably attractive suitor would appear! One who needed someone like her, to whom her mind would be useful. Then neither he nor she would be lonely.

One day at the end of her first year at Llewellyn, in the heart of that wonderful atmosphere that comes with spring and pretty dresses and graduation exercises and dreams of love and the hope or seeming assurance of future happiness for so many in every college, she threw herself on her bed, having first hung out her Busy sign to protect herself, and cried and cried. There seemed nothing in store for one so poorly equipped physically as she.

So many had beauty  at least a favored percentage; and yet, for herself, what was she to do? What could she make of her life? She was far too realistic and material, she thought, to lend herself wholly to the religion of her parents. To be sure, she had read much of the Bible at home, and had also read John Woolmans Journal, as well as George Foxs, for lack of a greater variety of books in the family library, and these to her were beautiful. But she, as she reasoned, was herself  not any other person, not George Fox nor John Woolman nor her father, who believed in both so strongly. Only herself  and she did not feel as he did. She was nearly twenty years old, and life presented nothing but a dreary picture. She got up and looked at herself in the mirror and sighed heavily. No, her hair was not soft and shiningly beautiful, her skin was not smooth and enticing; her figure was angular, and her tear-wet eyes were a faded gray as they stared back at her from the mirror. It wasnt that she was ugly, she decided; she simply was not what anyone would call an attractive girl. She possessed no physical charm.

Expecting little or nothing in the way of new or stimulating contacts and prepared to devote herself entirely to her work, Isobel was agreeably surprised, at the opening of the second year term, to find a new man at the head of the psychology department in place of the woman professor of the year before. Except for visitors on Saturdays and Sundays, the only men about the place were two instructors who were married and lived on the campus and a half-dozen professors who came from the outside world and, after imparting their measures of knowledge, departed again. David Arnold, the new psychology professor, was one of those who came and went, and his lean, dark figure appealed strongly to many of his pupils. His manner was serious and his pleasant, low voice grave in tone.

Now, because of a somewhat related mood toward life and its vagaries, Professor Arnold was gradually attracted to Isobel. Her obviously depressed and meditative temperament was so diametrically opposed to that of the average student here. This girl, by reason of her psychological depression, as he saw it, promised to be an interesting study. Isobel, however, interpreted his friendly interest as having some suggestion of affection for her. This, of course, was not the case, but the illusion she gained immediately colored her life as well as her work. She arranged to specialize in psychology, and after a time developed quite a superior understanding of the subject, which gave her the opportunity to speak to the professor after class and occasionally visit his office. However, their conversations were chiefly related to problems having to do with her special studies. He rarely asked her any questions about herself or her family background. Yet this established sympathy was almost sufficient compensation for all of her previous humiliations.

However, during the last year at Llewellyn, the arrival of Dorothea as a freshman brought with it a return of Isobels former moods of despair and discontent. Because she was gay and attractive, similar in temperament to those who had excluded or neglected Isobel, Dorothea was immediately accepted as one of them. Very soon she was visiting the homes of her new friends over week ends and being included in all sorts of parties and dates. Isobel, when questioned by her sister as to why she did not join in some of the after-study gatherings in the girls rooms, resorted to her usual sad subterfuge of pretending to be very industrious and interested in her work. On numerous occasions Dorothea sought to do her a service by advising her as to her dress, or a way of doing her hair, but this only provoked an irritated shrug of the shoulders, and sometimes a sharp suggestion that she mind her own affairs. Dorothea finally concluded such effort on her part was useless, and began to consider her sister peevish and queer. Their sisterhood and friendship were one of those myths of family relationship that came to nothing at all.

The younger girl by this time had come to the full realization that conformity to her fathers way of life was no longer possible for her. She was temperamentally antagonistic to all of the restrictions that had been imposed on her at home. She was seventeen, and a whole world of pleasure lay before her.

She pored over pictures of actresses and society women in the magazines and newspapers to which she now had access, and dreamed of a day when she, too, would be photographed and famous. In this connection there was the Sunday she came across a photograph in the society section of the morning paper which sent her running excitedly to Isobel, with exclamations of awe and admiration. For this picture showed Mrs. Segar Wallin, Jr., wife of the prominent physician, and that lady happened to be the former Rhoda Kimber. Rhoda had, in the course of time, realized her ambition, which was to marry into a wealthy and socially prominent family. Her husbands father was a Quaker cousin of Justus Wallin and had inherited the proceeds of a large fortune derived from a coastwise shipping line. In the picture Rhoda was wearing a daringly low-cut evening gown, her hair waved into a high pompadour; there were pearls around her neck and bracelets on her round, plump arms. The caption announced that Mrs. Segar Wallin, Jr., was stopping at one of Atlantic Citys great hotels, taking a few weeks rest from her hectic round of social duties.

Now, fond of Rhoda as Solon and Benecia had been in the days of their youth, there was never any social contact between the two families after her marriage. The Barneses could not exactly countenance her way of life. Solon occasionally glanced at newspaper accounts of her social activities: her trips abroad, dinners for current celebrities, parties for popular debutantes, and similar affairs. But the contact between the two families had never extended beyond the exchange of a few perfunctory visits, the difference in moral theories being tacitly understood to be the reason for not indulging in further intimacies.

So now, when Dorothea flashed the picture before her sisters eyes, Isobel merely glanced at it quite casually and then remarked that she had never cared very much for the lady, she was too frivolous. For Isobel, nearing the end of her college course, had no room in her thoughts for anything except her own scholastic triumph. She wanted to make a lasting and final impression on Professor Arnold, to get closer to him, somehow, before she left. While there had never been anything more on his part than a cautious interest, a few compliments about her work, or a request for help in some class experiment, she felt that he had come to look upon her as a dependable assistant.

On her last day at Llewellyn, her hopes were even more intensified by the words he said to her when he sought her out to congratulate her on the results of her final examination.

I hope you will continue your studies in this field, Miss Barnes, he said earnestly. A mind like yours should not remain inactive. Are you coming back for postgraduate work, or what do you plan to do? Get married, I suppose, he added ruefully.

Oh no, Professor Arnold, no fear of that! Isobels heart was thumping with sudden emotion. But I guess I shall have to stay home for a while. I may come over occasionally for a lecture, though. My homes not far from here, you know.

I would be pleased to have you come any time, he said. Good-by, my dear. And that was all.
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TO THE GREAT SURPRISE OF SOLON AND Benecia, their youngest daughter showed no desire to follow in the footsteps of her sisters, in one direction at least. For when she reached the age of fourteen and had exhausted the educational possibilities of the little Red Kiln school, Etta frankly announced that she did not care to go to Oakwold, she preferred something different in the way of a school.

And here, again, Aunt Hester stepped into the picture. She suggested a boarding school for girls at Chadds Ford, situated in the foothills that graced the southeastern section of Pennsylvania, near the Brandywine. While less rigid than Oakwold in its insistence on a strict adherence to Quaker tradition, it nevertheless sought to develop the minds and bodies of its pupils at the same time it emphasized the import of lifes intellectual treasures. Etta, after looking over the prospectus and noting the photographs of students taking hikes and even camping out in the countryside, heartily approved, especially after she was taken by her parents for a preliminary visit of inspection.

Physically, this school was secluded enough. It was off the main road and accessible only by a long, yellow lane leading out of Chadds Ford which few followed. It was only now and then that one would hear the honk of a wandering auto or the rinkle-tinkle of a distant bicycle bell or, most poetic of all, the whistle of a far-off train. The rest was silence.

The school consisted of a central building with flanking dormitories, all small, a residence for the director, another building for the laundry, kitchen, and dining hall. Twenty-odd instructors and some hundred girls made a little world.

When Etta arrived at the school, she found everything different from her own quiet home. Here, in addition to the great variety of textbooks, there was laughter and gossip, and the companionship of healthy, laughing girls among whom she felt sure she would find a few intimate friends with whom she could exchange emotions, ideas, and dreams. For Etta was pining to be loved. Never was there a child more eager for someone to lavish affection on her, or more strangely constituted so as to seem to repel it. Her eyes were so still, speculative, examining  somewhat like her fathers. Her temperament was reserved and yet yearning, but unlike her mothers, who had yearned, but always with repression and unquestioning meekness. She knew her parents loved her, but somehow they could not understand or respond to her inner needs. Her father seemed too distant, especially this last year, too involved with business; her mother too much under the influence of her father to be always affectionally approachable. After the cares of the day, and the closing up of the house at night, how dull it was! Much, much duller than here. Sometimes she wished that she might not have to go back home at all!

The school life, as the term went on, continued to interest and please her. She enjoyed the occasional jaunts into the country with groups of girls under the guidance of Miss Lansing, the botany teacher, who would take them roaming through the woods in search of snowdrops, trailing arbutus, and other delicate harbingers of spring. She would show them swings of wild grapevine, or lead them to a rocky eminence which gave a wide view of a greening landscape. She explained to the girls how certain outcroppings of rock indicated something of the ancient geologic history of this region and of the world. The teacher was always careful to avoid the main highways of traffic; the craze for bicycling and motoring being what it was, it was difficult to avoid occasional encounters with parties of merrymaking ramblers.

Venturesome bicycling parties or couples would sometimes even wander at times to the very walls of the school, as if they would like to ferret out the mystery of the life within. And so the sharp, hungry eyes of these girls were not altogether deprived of an occasional glimpse of the spinning modern world beyond.

Looking out of her dormitory window one Saturday afternoon, Etta spied a boy and a girl cycling slowly up the drive. The girl wore a white sweater and a very short dark green skirt. A tam-o-shanter was perched jauntily on her dark curls. The boy wore short trousers and a sport jacket. The gay informality of their costumes delighted Etta, but what interested her most was the boys engaging and affectionate manner toward the girl. For as they neared the west wall of the dormitory, seeing a shaded patch of lawn, he leaped lightly from his bicycle and as the girl came up to him helped her carefully to dismount, after which, to Ettas amazement, he put his hand under the girls chin and kissed her lightly on the mouth.

Etta stood motionless, gazing at them. After a few moments rest they got on their bicycles and rode off, the wheels glistening in the sun. Etta stared down the road, until they disappeared from view, as if she were in a dream and could not rouse herself. This, then, was love. Not only at the moment, but for years afterward, Etta was entranced by the memory.

But perhaps the most stirring event in Ettas life at Chadds Ford was the coming of Volida La Porte in her second term. Volida was an energetic, dynamic girl from Madison, Wisconsin. She was not exactly pretty, but compelling, perhaps for the reason that she looked more like a healthy, contentious boy than a girl. The demurely simple blue school uniform only accentuated this resemblance. She was always talking enthusiastically of things western, and with a finality that brooked no argument. Her father, she said, owned a drugstore in Madison; he and her mother were Quakers who had come West from Pennsylvania.

They sent me here so that I wouldnt get out of touch with their ideas, she said. But, pshaw! Im not interested in that stuff, and I dont like the East, either. You should see Madison and Chicago! Theyre ten times more interesting than these eastern towns!

Etta was amused and drawn to her from the first. One day, after listening to a lecture on etiquette and social correspondence, Volida said to Etta:

These eastern girls schools make me tired! Teaching you manners, and how to dress for dinner, and how to behave at social functions! They think all a girl wants to do is get married! Im not living just to get married someday! When I get through here Im going to the University of Wisconsin. Thats a real college! And Im going to study medicine and be a doctor. Its the best co-educational college in the country. Theyre the only kind! Why, the girls around here look on boys as something different and marvelous. Theyre no better than we are! Out West they treat girls as if they had some brains! All this fuss about boys! It makes me sick!

But Etta could hardly agree with her on the subject of boys. She was beginning to be interested, not so much in boys as a group, as in love: the wonder and beauty of a relationship between a girl and a boy that would bring delight and peace and strength to both.

As Volida and Etta became more and more intimate, there followed glowing descriptions of places in Wisconsin: Madison, Oconomowoc, Lake Bluff. They were merely names to Etta, but under the magic spell of Volidas rhapsodizing they became as lusterful as places in far-off India. According to Volida, life in the West was freer, brighter, richer; the people were daring and more colorful. Etta was amazed by her accounts of what her parents did for her: permitted her to choose her own clothes; bought for her any books she wished to read; and she was allowed to go out with boys, to sing, to dance, and even to play cards! She gradually began to envy Volida and to contrast her home life with the way of living she had known at Thornbrough. She was fascinated by the girls daring and original way of thinking.

In addition, Volida undoubtedly had charm, though an almost masculine charm. On her occasional visits to her home, or whenever the school uniform was not required, she wore a severely tailored suit, with white collar and cuffs and starched shirtwaists. Quite unconsciously Etta began to think of her in the light of a boy, or as a strong masculine element, and to hang upon her words. In fact she developed so strong an affection for her that it was noticed at the school and commented upon as a crush. But Etta, disregarding all such gossip, wanted to make herself a part of Volidas life, or at least take her into her own life, to show, in some way, her gratitude for the affection and understanding she received from this girl.

So it was that she wrote her mother asking permission to bring Volida home with her for the coming Thanksgiving vacation. She also hinted at the same time that she might like to go to the University of Wisconsin, instead of to Llewellyn, as her parents planned.
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WHEN VOLIDA CAME HOME WITH ETTA FOR the Thanksgiving holidays, the Barnes family was not too favorably impressed with her choice of a friend. Solon and Benecia were kind and gracious to her, but they thought her brash and untrained and did not approve of her demeanor or her ideas.

What is it, a boy or a girl? asked Stewart, when he caught Etta alone for a moment. Her short, curly hair, positive chin, and boyish walk amused him.

Just thee let her alone, if thee doesnt like her! counseled Etta, a little sharply.

I dont want her; thee can have her, announced Stewart airily. But he was polite and good-natured in his attitude toward her.

Dorothea and Isobel, also home for the holidays, gave her a wide berth, Dorothea because the girls personality did not appeal to her, and Isobel uninterested in any girl so much younger than herself. After a few days association, however, she began to be impressed with her mental force, her ability to act and think for herself. Such direct and forceful statements as to how she proposed to live and work compelled her admiration.

Benecia, on the contrary, could not understand such a temperament as Volidas. A womans role, to her way of thinking, was to make a home for a man and bear him children. That was the place in nature that God had designed for her.

Of course, the idea of Ettas going West to college with Volida was out of the question, as far as Solon was concerned. He had already written to a representative of his bank in Madison to look up the La Porte family. The information he received was sufficiently satisfactory to assuage his fears concerning the friendship between the two girls, but when he saw her now he somehow felt that she was an unfit companion for his daughter. Besides, Wisconsin was much too far away; a young girl should not go so far from her home. This he added as a final argument, because he hesitated to express to Etta the misgivings and unpleasant reactions he felt in connection with Volida.

Etta, sensing this criticism, said nothing, though it strengthened her previous conviction that her parents were hopelessly dull and old-fashioned. She would find some way to go to Wisconsin, notwithstanding their objections. She had another year at Chadds Ford before graduating, and that would give her time to plan.

And so back at school, the friendship between Etta and Volida grew stronger, and Volidas determination to carve out a career became a dream for two. They continued to make plans to go to the University of Wisconsin together, and after that, perhaps, go to Johns Hopkins to study medicine. Etta wanted to do everything that Volida did: Volida had had much more experience of the world, was a year older, and she knew so much about everything.

As a matter of fact, Volida had convictions on almost every subject, including economics, politics, and religion. And her views, by degrees, made a deep impression on Etta and aroused in her a desire for knowledge. She, however, tended toward an interest in music, history, art, the great romances, rather than the prosaic subjects which interested Volida. One of the books that made a deep impression on her mind and stirred her imagination to a startling degree was Dumass La Dame aux Camélias. She borrowed it from Volida and took it home to read on her summer vacation. Of course, she kept it carefully hidden in her room, but for days she dreamed about the two lovers. She did not as yet exactly understand the physical facts of love, nor could she follow the tragic plot in all of its implications, yet she felt as if she had been plunged into a new world of romance and reality.
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THE OPPOSITION OF ETTA AND STEWART Barnes to their home was due to their growing perception that it was entirely inadequate to their individual and temperamental needs, particularly as illustrated by their relationship with their father.

Yet Solon Barnes, in so far as his wifes estimate was concerned, was all that she had deemed him to be. For twenty years, in connection with all sorts of matters, public and private, in sickness and in health, in season and out of season, she had yet to see him lose his temper, burst forth in unseemly wrath, or do anything which she considered unfair or unkind. Always he seemed to have before him the biblical injunction of which the Quakers so much approve: Let thy speech be yea, yea, and nay, nay. If a merchant or a banker or a lawyer came to his office, or to his house, he did not at once assume that they were likely to err, or to plot or plan to cheat him, or to fail in their ability or their duty to him or to others. Rather it was the other way about. He expected them to so conduct themselves that there would be no complaint, and he was rarely disappointed. When he found that it was otherwise, it was more in sorrow than anger that he turned away.

So in dealing with men he sought only such as were above reproach. His watchmaker, his grocer, his butcher, his tailor were men whose public and private conduct were above suspicion. The great thing under Divine Providence, so far as he could reason it out, was to marry, have children, and raise them in decency and in the fear of the Lord. To do less than that was to trifle with evil, and when he looked about him and saw how, in places, the social fabric had broken down and there were whole groups and regions which seemed to lack a sense of responsibility and virtue of any kind, it seemed to him that earlier errors on the part of those who should have married and raised children properly, or who, having married, had failed in their duties as parents, must be to blame.

To be sure, there were strange catastrophes, accidents, diseases and weaknesses of all kinds fluttering about and interrupting the normal progress of things and of men, but in the main, if one could go far enough back, one would find them perhaps to be the sins of the fathers visited upon the children, even unto the third and fourth generations. God was on His throne. In the hollow of His hand were all the seeded beauties of the night. It was not for little man to rise and scoff and deny. Rather it behooved him to sink on his knees in awe and reverence, giving thanks for the manifold blessings that were everywhere apparent, and rejoice that by constant counsel with the Inner Light he had been able to guard the actions of his own children.

Nonetheless, to the minds of his five children, each with a different point of view, Solon Barnes was somewhat of an enigma. Isobel and Etta loved and admired him as a stern, good man, though Etta, particularly as she grew, felt that there was a difference between her father and herself which could never be bridged. Dorothea alone, because of her superficial viewpoint, felt that her father was fairly companionable and a dear because she could usually get around him. Orville had built up an apocryphal notion of his father as a powerful, inaccessible citizen of the world who was to be admired and respected but not really loved except in a filial, perfunctory way. Stewart, on the other hand, felt something tender in his father which did not concern his strength at all, but which, nevertheless, was hidden away deep, like a jewel in a mine, and was scarcely to be reached because of the hard rocks of duty and morality which covered it.

Solon did not quite realize that while he might be able thus far to control their outward conduct, it was not possible to control the minds of his children. For if he could have read the thoughts and desires of his youngest son, he would have been appalled by what he saw. Stewart was the liveliest and gayest of all of them, the one most intent on pleasure, and at fourteen was possessed of an avid curiosity as to anything which was forbidden by the rules and regulations imposed on him. He was irritated by the sight of many of his schoolmates having more fun than he was having, Percy Parsons for one. True, Percys parents were not Friends, but he attended the Red Kiln school; his father was an engineer, and they lived near Thornbrough. Percy was a black-haired, black-eyed, contentious lad, and Stewart liked him very much. Whenever he could arrange such straying out of bounds, he would go home with Percy after school, because his home was such a pleasant place. There were games to play, and Percy had such interesting books  stories about Indians, and scouts, and the wild West  not like the dreary old Quaker books he was accustomed to find in his own home.

But there were other, quite different books that Stewart learned about at this time, and even more startling to his imagination. It was Cosmo Rodeheaver who introduced him to them. Cosmos father kept a bookstore near the post office in Dukla, and Stewart went there whenever he could, because Cosmo always had something of interest to show him. This Cosmo was a bookish lad and just bursting into an appreciation of sex. He was always searching for erotic passages or pornographic tidbits in the books for sale in his fathers shop, and seemed to take a peculiar pleasure in pointing them out to other boys. When Stewart came in he would take him to the back of the store and there display his latest find, sometimes a picture of a particularly luscious nude female in an art catalogue just received.

What dye think of that, kid? Howd you like to be alone with that? he would ask gloatingly, and the two boys would devour her with their eyes.

Through Cosmo, Stewart came to understand many things which might just as well have been delayed a little while longer.

But the climax of this period of his life came a few months later, when he and young Rodeheaver, with Willie Woods, another Dukla boy, went to Trenton and saw a burlesque or leg show, as it was called. It was Cosmos suggestion.

Theres a dandy show at the Orpheum over in Trenton, and its only twenty-five cents. Lets go, he said, and the two boys eagerly consented.

It was agreed between them that they would tell their parents that they were going to visit Willie Woodss uncle, who had a large creamery and cattle farm near Trenton. This seemed a legitimate object of interest, and the story was accepted.

The show was a crude affair, with a meager company of girls marching around the stage in tights and a couple of rednosed comedians shouting vulgar jokes, but to Stewart it came in the way of a brilliant revelation. One of the girls especially he remembered for a long time afterward. She wore green tights and a short braided jacket that reached only to her waistline, and a gold cap and gold slippers. For days afterward he was in a kind of ecstasy. Gazing out the window of the schoolroom over green fields, or walking home along tree-lined country lanes, he saw this girl, dancing over the fields, running in the woods, bathing in the glistening eddies of a stream, or whispering to him in the secret chambers of his mind. And the girls in his classroom took on a meaning that they had never had before. The prettier ones he ravaged in his thoughts.

But he was brought back to earth a week later with the bitter realization that ones sins will, find one out. For it so happened that a friend of Orvilles, dropping in at Thornbrough to inquire about his Trenton address, casually remarked that he had seen Stewart at the Orpheum Theater in that city on the preceding Saturday. Stewart had never seen his father as tense and stern as he was when he summoned the boy to his presence that evening.

Look at me, Stewart! he commanded, after he had ordered him to sit in a chair directly opposite. I want to give thee a solemn warning! I have heard that thee was seen in a theater in Trenton last Saturday, and I want thee to tell me whether it is true.

Stewart, half suspecting the reason for being thus called into the living room, was silent for a second, and then made a full confession of the whole affair.

His father listened and then got up from his chair and stood facing Stewart with his hands behind his back.

I do not want thee ever to go to a theater. There is no such thing as a good theater! He paused and then went on. But what grieves me most is that thee has lied to me. It is a foul trait. Thy life will be a failure if thee lies. Thee will never be able to hold up thy head among decent men. They will shun thee as if thee were poison!

Then his tone softened as he saw that Stewart was plainly impressed.

Stewart, my boy, I have such fine plans for thy future. I do not want thee to disappoint me. In another year or so I shall send thee to Franklin Hall, and after that to college, where thee can get a useful technical education. Or if thee would prefer to go into the bank, I can probably arrange that. But to do that I must have confidence in thee. And how am I to have confidence if thee lies to me? I want thee to make a solemn promise here and now, he concluded, never again to say anything false concerning what thee intends to do, or where thee is going, or whom thee is with, or anything of the kind. Thee must be truthful, straightforward, frank, whatever happens.

Stewarts head was bowed, but he said nothing.

His father waited for a moment and then continued, and his voice was very stern now.

I give thee fair warning, Stewart, if I lose confidence in thee I will not be as generous as I am now. I cannot be, because I am responsible for thee. I want thee to promise me that thee will never lie again.

Stewart promised, but in a gloomy, depressed and uncertain way. He did not feel that he could keep such a promise, and his father did not feel that the problem had finally been solved.
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In honor preferring one another.

IN A CHANGING WORLD, SOLON FOUND A pleasing stability in the routine of his business day. When it was over, promptly at five minutes to five, he would begin ridding up his desk, as he called it, before taking his regular five-fifteen departure for Dukla. Important papers were placed in drawers, cubbyholes, and compartments of his rolltop desk; pencils, pens, stamps, and sundry other objects were put into a little brown wicker basket on the corner of his desk; and into his brief case would probably go a few papers regarding some transaction which he intended to work on at home. Invariably also he would pause to jot down a reminder of some obligation or duty in the little black notebook he always carried in his pocket. These tasks finished, he would take down his heavy, durable brown frieze greatcoat, if it was wintertime, or, in summer, his round, high-crowned rather Quakerish straw hat, and, buttoning his jacket, set forth for the railroad station.

On this particular spring afternoon, however, he prepared to leave a little earlier than usual, as he had some shopping to do. For that morning he had received word of the death of Hester Wallin, and he wished to select a floral piece to be sent to her home. Also, there was a framed motto which he had seen in the window of the Alliance Publishing Society which had appealed to him as something that would give pleasure to Benecia. The words, lettered in threads of yellow, green, and blue wool: In honor preferring one another.



(Romans 12:10), seemed especially fitting now when death had thus suddenly re-emphasized the transitory character of life, and when, at the same time, the newspapers almost daily reported another divorce scandal or crime resulting from sex indulgence. Only that morning he had been told of the cashier of a Trenton bank absconding with a large sum of money, leaving his wife and child behind.

The trouble with life as I see it today, he observed to Mr. Averard as they left the bank building together and were discussing the Trenton scandal, is that there is too little God in it. Men are forgetting their stewardship under a higher power.

You are right, Mr. Barnes, replied Averard solemnly, at the same time wondering whether the fleeing cashier had been seduced by an attractive woman.

Taking leave of Averard, Barnes went into a florists shop and ordered flowers sent to Aunt Hesters home at Dacia, and then across the street to purchase the motto.

Emerging from the train at Dukla, he was met by the Stanhope, with Isobel driving. He noticed she had a flower pinned at the neck of her dark blue dress. As he came across the gravel path, she smiled a rather indifferent smile of welcome.

Is thee tired, Father? she asked, as he got in and seated himself beside her. She had noted a serious expression on his face.

No, daughter, he replied, but I had sad news today. Aunt Hester has died. Thee and thy mother must go to Dacia tomorrow. Has any word come from the children?

A letter from Etta, she said, and then more briskly, as if the thought at least contained some novelty: But when did Aunt Hester die?

This morning. I had word about noon.

They drove along, surveying the greening fields dotted with crocuses and snowdrops, and near a stream a group of willows which showed long, wind-rippled tendrils of pale green.

Spring is a beautiful time of the year, observed Isobel dreamily.

He looked about him but did not answer, his eyes and senses rather dulled to the finer suggestions and whisperings of the hour.

As they turned into the driveway, old Joseph came up to meet them and take the horse.

Evenin, Mr. Barnes, he wheezed. His sunken mouth betrayed the fact that his teeth were now all gone, and there were added wrinkles around his eyes.

Good evening, Joseph, replied Solon, stepping down from the carriage and walking up toward the veranda.

Is Mrs. Barnes about? he asked of a maid who was passing in the hall.

Upstairs, Mr. Barnes, I believe.

He hung up his hat, put down his parcel, and went to find Benecia, while Isobel ran upstairs to her room.

Benecia, her figure growing heavier with the passing years, but still smooth-faced and cheerful, greeted him, Quaker fashion, without outward demonstration of affection but with an outreaching sense of warmth.

Has thee heard the news? he inquired, assuming that Hesters companion might have already communicated with her. And Benecia, reading trouble of some kind in his look, inquired, tenderly:

Has anything gone wrong?

Aunt Hester died this morning.

Oh, Solon! exclaimed Benecia. Not dear Aunt Hester! And she was expecting to come here First-day week.

She lifted her hands in pained surprise, and Solon, depressed by the ever present imminence of death, reached forward and gathered her in his arms.

Solon, Solon, how grateful we should be that it has not touched us through all these wonderful years! Her voice was filled with sadness. Poor Hester! But it is Gods will in connection with all of us.

They stood in silence for a moment or two, and then seemed to decide, without conference, to go down together into the living room. There were, of course, many details in connection with Aunt Hesters funeral which must be arranged. Yet, passing the large Sheraton center table, Solon noticed the package he had brought home and, unwrapping it, held the motto up before Benecia.

Benecia, he said, with emotion, I thought thee might like this as much as I do.

She took it, read it, and then looked at him with tear-filled eyes.

How lovely! she said softly and read the words aloud.

I thought it might look well in the dining room, said Solon.

She agreed and stood beside him as he hung it on the wall. There, opposite the two western windows, its soft, rich colors glowed vaguely in the evening light, and the words seemed to convey the spirit of this house.
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HESTER WALLINS FUNERAL, TWO DAYS LATER, at her home in Dacia, was the occasion for quite a gathering. For not only was she the elder sister of Justus Wallin, and favorite aunt of Benecia, but, by the same token, aunt and great-aunt to at least a score of Wallins, Stoddards, Parrishes, and others, who came all the way from Wilmington, Delaware; Trenton, New Brunswick, Metuchen, and other towns of northern New Jersey; some even from godless New York!

Included among the mourners were quite a few who had attended the wedding of Solon and Benecia over twenty years before. Some of these still wore the Quaker garb, as did Solon and Benecia, and two young girls who lived in the antiquated town of Dacia. The others were conventionally dressed, excepting Dorothea, who whimsically decided to wear one of her mothers early First-day dresses and bonnets for the occasion. Isobel had looked at her unbelievably when she first suggested the idea soon after being called home from Llewellyn to accompany the family to the funeral, but wisely decided not to express her opinion of what she considered just one of Dorotheas calculated efforts to attract attention.

Dr and Mrs. Segar Wallin, in spite of the somewhat critical opinion of them entertained by the late departed because of their frivolous social life, had felt it their duty to come, and the former Rhoda Kimber, with her well-groomed hair, bright complexion, shining eyes, and general air of smartness, was a somewhat disturbing figure against the somber background, despite the black gown and long crepe veil. Her husband, dapper, polite, meticulously barbered and tailored, was a perfect picture of the physician who undertakes only the most fashionable of illnesses.

Justus Wallin and his wife were truly grief-stricken over the death of their beloved Hester, the only remaining family member of their generation. Wallin himself had been in ill health for some time, and Solon stood solidly beside him, ready to offer an arm if necessary. Benecia, alongside her husband, was a picture of silent, compassionate grief.

The Barnes children were grouped together in one corner of the room: Isobel, looking almost uninterested; Orville, smug and formalistic, fresh from his labors in Trenton; Dorothea, demure and lovely; Etta, summoned from Chadds Ford, pale and tiny, with wide-open wondering blue eyes and ash-blond hair; and Stewart, bright-faced and glowing, notwithstanding these solemn surroundings.

My, what a handsome boy! observed Rhoda to her husband, almost in a whisper. I had no idea Solons children were growing up so fast. And look at Dorothea! Shes really a beauty, isnt she?

Dr. Wallin, after surveying the girl, agreed, while Rhoda turned over in her mind the idea of including her in a dinner party in the very near future. She was about to discuss it further with her husband when a general settling down of everybody in their chairs prevented it.

A heavy silence had now descended upon the gathering. They were awaiting the stirring of the Spirit. Only one person, however, seemed to be moved to speak. This was old Mrs. Whittridge, a long-time friend of Hesters, who got up and talked at some length about her virtues and charity. After that the body was removed to the graveyard.

Benecia wept a little, as did Sophia Crowell, a shriveled old soul who had served Hester for some thirty years as maid and companion. Finally there was a slow movement away from the grave, and after the conventional Quaker handclasp they all drove away in the bright afternoon sun, most of them in motorcars, across the sweet open country, You know, observed Rhoda to her husband as they sped northward toward New Brunswick, I cant help thinking of Dorothea and Stewart. Theyre such attractive youngsters. But Isobel! Shes impossible. And that little Etta, she seems so vague, so indifferent. Shes rather pretty, in a way, though. Poor children! The life they must lead with that strict father of theirs! Just think, he hasnt even got a car. Do you think hes stingy?

I dont think so, said Segar, who had had occasion to deal with Solon at the bank several times. Just cautious and old-fashioned.

But think of still driving around in that old family carry-all! I think its ridiculous, dont you?

Yes, I do, but it doesnt crowd any eggs out of my basket, replied Segar cheerfully. I wonder how much Friend Hester left him.

I heard shes just leaving legacies to the three girls and her old Sophia, and giving the rest to charity, said Rhoda. But Im certainly going to get Solon to lend me that lovely girl of his!
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RHODA WALLIN HAD DISCOVERED VERY EARLY in her social career that the presence of youth and beauty was an indispensable element in the success of any party. Young men, as well as old, were always willing to come to a house where the most beautiful and most talked-of girls and women were sure to be found. Acting on this principle, she had made of her home a gathering place for youth and beauty, and at the time of her encounter with the Barnes children at Hester Wallins funeral, her social prestige was such that an invitation to a Wallin affair was rarely refused.

Their home was a large, airy dwelling on the outskirts of New Brunswick. It was impressively and luxuriously furnished. The wide lawns and carefully tended gardens were protected by tall trees which sheltered the verandas and high french windows from the heat in summer and gave promise of leafless beauty in winter. In the conservatory several gardeners worked diligently at cultivating the plants and flowers used for decoration on festive occasions. The garage housed three magnificent motorcars, one a rich black town car, always driven by a chauffeur in resplendently proper uniform. The wine cellar was stocked with a plentiful supply of choice wines and liquors.

A month had gone by since Hester Wallins funeral, but Rhodas interest in Dorothea and Stewart had not faded; she was still trying to think up a way to include them in her social program. She had no children of her own, and she was determined that such attractive youngsters should not be allowed to wither on the vine, as she put it. She did not forget that there would be Solon to contend with in any advances she might make in that direction, but with Rhoda there was always a way of getting around a difficult situation.

One day, returning from a visit to a friend whose home was situated near Llewellyn College, she recalled that Dorothea was a student there, and this would be an excellent opportunity to drop in and see her again and thus pave the way for future intimacy. Directing her chauffeur to turn northward in the direction of the college, it was only a half-hours drive to the gates, and a few seconds later she was asking permission of the dean to see Dorothea.

Dorothea came tripping across the green, her wide blue-gray eyes displaying an eager curiosity as to this sudden display of interest on Cousin Rhodas part. At sight of Rhoda, so smartly dressed in a lovely tan suit, with contrasting brown hat, veil, and gloves, she experienced a thrill of pride in having such a sophisticated-appearing relative call on her. Rhoda beamed on her affectionately, both hands outstretched in greeting.

My dear Dorothea, she exclaimed, how nice you look! And what a charming green world this is! Is that your dormitory that you came out of just now? Id love to see your room, but Id better not ask that, I know. I remember my room at boarding school  just think, I went to Oakwold, with your darling mother  it was always so untidy! But today I just want to say hello; Ive been thinking of you ever since we met at Aunt Hesters funeral. Dear Aunt Hester! She stopped for breath, while Dorothea smiled invitingly, and then went on:

How are you, my dear, and how are your father and mother? You know, Ive always been a little afraid of your father, ever since we were children. Hes so good, and so stern. If he has his way, hell make serious little Quakers out of all of you!

Dorothea laughed, a hearty musical laugh.

Oh, Im afraid Im not very serious. Im not even good at my studies.

You dear child, I love to hear you laugh like that! exclaimed Rhoda. It reminds me of my own schooldays. You know, she went on familiarly, slipping her arm around Dorotheas waist, as soon as I saw you I said to myself, I must make friends with that attractive girl. Dorothea smiled a deprecatory but enticing smile. And I have a suggestion to make  of course, it all depends on your parents  next Saturday week, thats the twenty-fifth  I suppose I should say Seventh-day  the doctor and I are giving a farewell dinner to Ambassador and Mrs. Keene  hes just been appointed ambassador to Italy  and I thought it would be so nice if you could come over and spend the week end with us. Several young girls, daughters of friends of mine, are coming down from Vassar, and one from Smith, and therell be a dance afterwards. But I suppose you dont dance, do you? Well, that doesnt matter, therell be plenty of other things to do.

I dance a little, but not that Father or Mother knows about it, said Dorothea, naively, at this point. Some of the girls and I have practiced a little in our rooms, but I dont do it very well.

Rhoda laughed. Youll learn easily, Im sure, and she patted her hand affectionately. She was even more impressed with the charm and beauty of this child; there was an air of spring about her.

And before she left it was agreed that Dorothea would try to obtain her parents consent, and Rhoda would write them at once, being careful to paint a most conservative picture of the proposed week-end doings.

Arm in arm they walked to Rhodas waiting car.

I must look up Stewart, too, one of these days. I would like to ask him, too, for this occasion, but I suppose hes still too young for that.

Dorothea laughed at this remark. Oh, Stewarts a perfect little rascal, she said.

Well, hes a charming boy, Im sure. Now you write your father and mother, and Ill see what I can do.

With a farewell kiss she got into her car and signaled the chauffeur to drive off.

Dorothea stood there, a little pensively, watching the car pass through the gates, and, after waving her hand in response to Rhodas fluttery gesture out the window, turned away and walked slowly back to the dormitory.
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SOLON AND BENECIA BARNES WERE SITTING on the west veranda of Thornbrough, in the dusk of a late May evening. They were considering two letters which had arrived that morning, only a few days after Rhodas call on Dorothea. One letter was from Etta, informing her beloved parents that the time had arrived when she must decide about going to college, as she must choose her subjects of study for the following year. And since she did not wish to go to Llewellyn, but to the University of Wisconsin, she must get her parents consent to enroll for the entrance examinations.

Indeed, she wrote, very directly, I want to go there very much, as I understand a more practical training is given there than at any of the eastern colleges, and I look forward to something more than marriage as my future career.

That will be the advice of that Volida La Porte, observed Solon shrewdly, as a picture of this short-haired tom-boyish figure flashed before his eyes.

The other letter was from Rhoda Wallin, and while both of them had already read it, he read it again, aloud:

Dear Solon and Benecia: Segar and I were so glad to see you both again, even though our meeting had to take place on such a sad occasion as dear Aunt Hesters funeral. It was such a pleasure to see the children again. Dorothea has become such a beauty  he stopped, as if these words were offensive to him.

Rhoda has always been too effusive, he commented, and then continued reading the rest of the letter, in which she pleaded that they permit Dorothea to visit her over the coming week end. She did not conceal the fact that there would be a dinner party in honor of Ambassador Keene, even adding: There will be dancing after dinner, but I assure you I will be the most watchful of chaperones, and will shield her from any ideas or contacts which might be objectionable to you.

What does thee think of Rhodas request, Solon? asked Benecia, when he had finished reading. She had been crocheting, occasionally looking up to gaze out over the wide lawn surrounding the house. Pier tone somehow indicated that she rather hoped he would allow Dorothea to accept the invitation, though she did not want to say as much until he had expressed his own view of the matter.

Thee knows how I feel about Rhoda, replied Solon. Pier way is not the simple way. I am sure she means well to everyone, but we would not like it if Dorothea should get notions of which we would not approve. Already I am beginning to be concerned about her, and also about Etta and Stewart. They seem to be more restless than the older children. But I do not like the idea of Dorothea going to places where there is dancing and drinking.

But Rhoda says she will look after her, said Benecia, almost pleadingly.

Yes, but I know how little one can be looked after when everyone present has a different point of view. I think perhaps we might leave it to Dorothea. She seems to have pretty good sense in these things. If she really wants to go very badly, perhaps it would be as well to let her go, this time. Benecia resumed her crocheting, and they sat silently for a few moments until Christina came to the door to announce that supper was ready. They were alone this evening, Stewart having been allowed to take supper with the Tenets farther down the road, and Isobel absent on a duty visit to the Justus Wallins. Solon, at the head of the table, his gray eyes expressing a kind of mingled wisdom and dullness, sat close to his plate, after the careful manner of his training.

Benecia, in her simple gray dress, with a white kerchief round her neck, studied her earthly mate with the same loving interest that she had bestowed upon him twenty-five years before, when she had promised to take him for her wedded husband. When they were alone together, they were not lonely. He was so kind to her, so considerate at all times, so honest, so careful of his word, so thoughtful of all that he was called upon to do, avoiding all that did not legitimately or charitably concern him. Yet tonight as they sat opposite each other, the cleanly, buxom Christina, in blue-striped gingham and crisp white apron, attending to their needs, the atmosphere surrounding them seemed too fixed, too still. It was all too well ordered, too perfect for frail, restless, hungry human need.

The sturdy Quaker studied the cloth before him, then took the portion of shad that his wife served him, and began eating. But his brows were knitted: there were problems in the office, and now these home questions. Duties seemed to shower upon him, sometimes, as do leaves in autumn.

Regarding Etta, he began, looking over at his wife, doesnt thee think she might wait a little while? I have no great objection to Wisconsin, except that I know very little about it, and it is a long way from home. Why cant she be content at Llewellyn, where she will be near us and can come home every Sixth-day if she chooses? Until this Volida La Porte came into her life she was perfectly willing to consider going to Llewellyn. I wish thee would write her and try to change her mind. I would feel more content if she were here.

And I, too, replied Benecia, her eyes troubled. I dont know what there is about Etta. She is always so distant, so hard to understand. Sometimes I wonder if she would be really satisfied anywhere. She paused, as if trying to think of something more illuminating to say on the subject.

Solon rubbed his cheeks thoughtfully and drank some coffee, and after discussing the condition of Bessie, the bay mare, and concluding that a veterinary might have to be consulted, he arose with his wife and went into the living room, where they seated themselves, he to examine some papers he had brought home from the bank, and she to crochet and meditate on the problem of her two daughters.
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WHEN DOROTHEA ARRIVED ON FRIDAY afternoon at the Segar Wallin home, she was entranced by its beauty and luxury and the air of excitement pervading the entire place. She exclaimed admiringly over the flower-filled rooms, the wide terrace commanding a view of the Raritan River between drooping branches of peach blossoms and dogwood, and, finally, the lovely guest room she was to occupy, an enchanting vision of blue and white.

For three full days Rhoda had been setting the scene for this memorable week end. There had been much telephoning, many notes to be written, and long conferences with her cook and gardeners. For this farewell dinner in honor of the Keenes would include notable representatives of the bench, the bar, the legislature, and New Jersey society generally, and the scene must be set to perfection.

It was an easy matter to draw on the plethoric resources of the conservatory, and the final result was an impressive massing of peonies, azaleas, roses, and gardenias, as well as palms and other decorative plants, that transformed every one of the downstairs rooms into visions of breath-taking beauty.

Another guest, Pet Gair, was already there when Dorothea arrived, and they were soon joined by Alys Burt and Georgina Scott, down from Vassar, and Ethel Van Ranst and Rita Poole, Smith College students.

Ethel is the daughter of William Van Ranst, of the Harbor Trust Company, explained Rhoda to Dorothea proudly. We went abroad on the same boat last summer.

Dorothea sensed immediately that Ethel was important in Rhodas eyes.

The girls were installed in connecting rooms, and Rhoda lost no time in urging them not to delay dressing for dinner; they must look their prettiest, as they would be going to the Cadigans at Bremerton afterward, where there would be dancing.

The question of clothes had been troubling Dorothea ever since she had received permission to visit Rhoda. She had two or three best dresses, but these were plain dark blue or gray silk, rather severely tailored, and most unsuitable for such an occasion. However, Rhoda had disposed of that problem in her customary straightforward manner. She informed Dorothea, very soon after her arrival, that she must choose a dress from her own extensive wardrobe; they were very much the same size and build, and she insisted on it. Rhodas personal choice for her was a pale blue chiffon, beautifully embroidered with fine silver threads, with modest low neck and short puffed sleeves, and when Dorothea saw it she gasped in admiration. At Rhodas insistence she tried it on, and it fitted her perfectly. There were even slippers to match, and filmy flesh-colored stockings.

But I feel so naked, Cousin Rhoda! she protested, a slight flush mounting to her cheeks.

Nonsense, child, its extremely modest. And that blue is perfect; it brings out the color of your eyes. Say no more about it, and hurry. Dinner will be ready in about an hour.

So Dorothea wore the dress, and when she saw the pretty evening frocks worn by the other girls, she was filled with gratitude for her cousins kindness. She would have been miserable and unhappy in one of her own simple dresses.

The dinner was just a family affair, Rhoda explained. Segar Wallin was present, of course, and commented admiringly on the appearance of the girls as they came in: they were like a beautiful nosegay, he said.

There was much talk of dancing during dinner, the girls excitedly discussing the various new steps. Dorothea listened to them with some misgivings.

You know, she finally confided to Pet Gair, as they got up from the table, I dont know whether I ought to dance. I didnt tell Mother I wouldnt, but I never have, really, only trying it with some of the girls at school.

Of course you can dance, insisted Pet. Its easy. Come on, Ill show you! and she took hold of Dorothea and swung her around the room in the steps of a waltz.

My goodness! exclaimed Rhoda, coming in with a bundle of wraps and scarves for the motor ride to the Cadigans. What does this mean? You know I promised your mother, Dodo  I think I shall call you Dodo  I promised your mother Id take care of you. Therell be plenty of boys there tonight, and Im sure some of them dont dance, so you can sit and watch and listen to the music. Oh, I forgot, thats under the ban, too, isnt it?

They all laughed at this and got into their wraps and went out to the two waiting cars.

Then there was the dash through long country roads, dark walls of woods closing in on them at intervals, and the sound of spring frogs croaking. And then the pillared entrance to the Cadigans country place; the reception hall with Mrs. Cadigan and her daughter Beryl, dressed in gleaming white, greeting them all, and a host of young men in conventional black evening clothes surrounding them in smiling expectation and welcome. Rhoda immediately selected one of these to take charge of Dorothea.

This is Ned Raine, Dodo; hes a very nice young man. Now, Ned, you must take this young lady in hand. Shes a Quaker and doesnt dance; at least, she thinks she shouldnt. But I know youll enjoy talking together. And she left them to sit and watch the swirling company as the music of a waltz began.

Dorothea was fascinated by the music, the laughter, the dancing couples as they passed, but she took pains to explain quite seriously to the young man the Quaker principles that prevented her from joining them. He listened with the deepest interest and did not seem to mind at all sitting out the dance with her; he appeared to be fascinated by the beauty of her face and the slow, sweet charm of her voice.

Still firm in the faith? called out Rhoda, as she passed with her partner on their way to the supper room.

Not very, answered Dorothea hesitantly.

I think shes weakening, said young Raine.

He was right, for later in the evening he induced her to get out on the dance floor with him. She protested that he would be sorry he insisted. However, despite a certain nervousness and timidity in her first few steps, her natural grace soon enabled her to follow him with ease, and when it was over she laughed excitedly, declaring that she had never enjoyed anything so much. And she danced again and again whenever an eager partner came up to claim her. All the way home she chattered enthusiastically, declaring it the most heavenly evening she had ever experienced.

The next evening, the occasion of the Keene dinner, Rhoda wanted her to choose another dress from her wardrobe. But Dorothea insisted on wearing the same blue chiffon she had worn the evening before; it was beautiful and she would have no other.

Well, all right, agreed Rhoda, if you insist. It does suit you very well. She herself was a vision in sapphire blue, a dazzling contrast to her white shoulders and arms. She wore pearls round her neck, several diamond rings and bracelets, and a high jeweled comb in her hair.

Dorothea, like all of the other members of the Barnes family, had long since realized that Dr and Mrs. Segar Wallin were highly influential socially, but now she saw concrete evidence of the fact. She noted with interest the arrival of the governor and his wife; a justice of the Supreme Court, a senator, and other couples whose names figured prominently in the society columns which she was beginning to read. At dinner she was almost shocked by the lavish splendor of the scene. She had been taught to believe that such display was garish and vulgar, and yet it seemed so beautiful: the delicate china, the various sizes of crystal glasses before each plate, the gleaming napery, the silver candelabra, and the cleverly arranged centerpiece of roses and gardenias.

All during dinner she became more and more conscious of the fact that she was transgressing against an older, more sedate order of things. The guests grew garrulous and laughed immoderately as their wineglasses were filled and drained. The conversation of Judge Ellison, sitting opposite her, a man with baggy eyes and a bulging shirt front and a generally gross expression, troubled her. And then Mrs. Tomlinson, wife of the senator, seemed so young to be an old mans wife; and her voice was so strident and her eyes so hard. Ambassador Keene, tall and spare and whiskered like a farmer, smiled blandly through it all.

At last dinner was over and more guests arrived for the dancing. As on the previous evening, Dorothea did not lack for attention on the part of the young men present. There was one, Sutro Court, an iron-jawed youth, with a hard straight mouth, who was almost punctiliously gracious. He begged her to let him teach her the one-step and wanted to know all about her life at Llewellyn. He also knew some of the Wallin relatives. She explained to him that her father was extremely orthodox in his opinions and therefore they did not often visit their more liberal relatives. He smiled in a way that seemed to indicate that such conservatism only increased his interest in her.

He held her embarrassingly close, she thought, as they danced later, but she had to admit that he was a superb dancer, and she herself was behaving with an abandon of which she would previously not have thought herself capable.

There was another youth, Luther Dabe, with a finely shaped head and black hair falling low over his forehead, with whom she strolled out to the terrace after their dance together. She relinquished herself secretly to the glamor of the night, the stars overhead, and the fragrance of the flower-scented air. She felt she was beautiful, and dreamed of a day when she would fall in love, even perhaps with some young man who was here tonight. Dabe, noting her rapt expression and the faraway look in her eyes, came closer to her.

You are having a good time, arent you? he asked.

Oh, its all so beautiful. I never knew dancing could be so delightful. Its just like music itself, isnt it? Your movements blend with the strains of the violins.

He took her hand in his, and she realized that he was about to kiss her. With an embarrassed little laugh she drew away and started back into the room.

I think wed better go back; its a little cool out here, she said, and he followed her inside.

At three A.M., with the moon hanging low in the west, Ambassador and Mrs. Keene made their final bows, and an hour later Dorothea was sinking into slumber, with thoughts of Sutro Court and Luther Dabe and the magic world that had opened its gates to her-
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THE SUMMER FOLLOWING DOROTHEAS Introduction to society by Rhoda Wallin was marked by a growing restlessness on the part of the Barnes children. They were all at Thornbrough, with the exception of Orville, who was most comfortably and satisfactorily situated in Trenton. He came home occasionally for week ends, but really preferred accepting the frequent invitations of the Stoddards to their summer place on the Jersey coast near Deal. He had been courting Althea Stoddard ever since he first established himself in the good graces of that family, and their engagement had been announced the preceding April.

Orville was a born conservative. His idea of success was to marry money. He was always well dressed, very much the dignified young gentleman, formal-minded and given to spouting intellectual trivialities. At the American Potteries he had gone through the motions of learning the business from the ground up, but always with an air of aloofness, having no feeling whatever for the laboring element he encountered there. These people he considered merely unfortunate, and probably not really entitled to more than they received in this world. He took a certain pride in the conservative background of his family, but by now his father did seem to him to be a little too old-fashioned in his views. But he did not feel that they need concern him personally to any great extent, for he was now, after four years in the business world, well on the way toward achieving his goal: a good position as one of the minor officials of the pottery company and marriage to an heiress.

As to Dorothea, there had been many further visits to the Segar Wallins, and when there she did pretty much as she pleased. Now, when compelled to be at home for any length of time, she spent hours in her room, reading fashion magazines, trying new ways of doing her hair, planning new clothes. She was dreaming of her eventual escape from quiet Thornbrough. She had no inclination to return to Llewellyn in the fall. Two years of it had been enough for her. The pleasures and diversions offered by Cousin Rhoda were much more important to her, only she was very careful to do or say nothing that might disturb her parents acceptance of the relationship. They expressed the opinion at times that it was obviously taking her mind away from more serious considerations, but they did not go so far as to conclude it was dangerous. Solon, at times, allowed himself to be impressed with the beauty of this daughter of his. He would playfully chuck her under the chin and say: I fear I have a little flirt for a daughter. I noticed thee, Dorothea, in meeting last First-day. Thee was entirely too busy looking over at the boys. And Dorothea would smile and at the same time feel a little sad at his efforts to be facetious. But he and Benecia were quite happy to have her at home with them, if she did not want to continue going to college, for in their minds marriage seemed to be inevitable for her, and that would come along in due time.

But they did not feel the same way about Isobel. She had continued to stay at home since her graduation the summer before. She was twenty-three years old now and did little but read and meditate. She was miserably unhappy, witnessing the joys of the sensuous world about her and yet too fearsome and restrained to affront convention in any way. She had been invited several times to come with Dorothea to a house party at New Brunswick, but she always refused. She was afraid of being mortally hurt by some neglect or inattention which she had come to believe she would have to suffer in any group of which she made herself a part. It took the assured charm that was Dorotheas to surmount their family background of restraint, she felt, and her lack of it added to her feeling of inferiority.

One day, feeling extremely low in spirits, and her thoughts returning, as usual at such times, to David Arnold as the source of the only real happiness she had ever known, she suddenly decided to write and ask him if he could use her as an assistant if she returned the following fall to Llewellyn to take postgraduate work. She did not need the small amount of money this would bring her, but it would make her feel that her position in the college was somewhat more important, and, best of all, would bring her into closer contact with him. A week later she received a reply in which he said he would be glad to have her work for him part-time. This was like a new lease of life, and the change in her entire attitude toward everyone was so marked that Solon and Benecia were glad to consent to her going back to Llewellyn the following September. She seemed to want it so much.

But Stewart had no such consoling prospect ahead of him. Since the Trenton episode he had been kept under strict surveillance and not allowed to be out in the evening after eight oclock. He was therefore straining at the leash, his mind filled with tales of adventurous expeditions on the part of other boys he knew: to Philadelphia to see a moving picture, to the theater, even to poolrooms. One lad had even explored the red-light district. There was also much talk of Atlantic City, which several of the boys had visited. They were crazy over its delights: the boardwalk, the great hotels, the roller chairs, the bathing; all beyond his reach.

Stewart was just past sixteen at this time, developing a form of beauty more and more like Dorotheas. Unlike her, however, he was given to expressing his rebellion in occasional fits of sulking, and at such times his father would look at him exasperatedly, apparently puzzled as to what to do with him. At the end of the summer, when he was supposed to be going over some of his schoolbooks preparatory to entering a new school, he made no effort to do so, simply idling his time away.  

Stewart! demanded his father one evening, How does thee ever expect to get on in the world? Here thee is, nearly sixteen years old, and next year thee should enter Franklin Hall. How does thee expect to do it? Thee wants to learn to make thy own way in the world, doesnt thee?

Yes, sir.

I warn thee now, continued Solon, unless thee studies, thee will regret it later on. It is not my intention to make thy path a bed of roses. Thee must either make thy own way, as Orville is doing, or there will be no way for thee to make! Stewart bowed his head humbly. He felt there was something in what his father was saying, and yet it irritated him. Why should he cite Orville? And why should he insist that he would have to make his own way when he had plenty of money? And why was he never allowed to have a good time? He was sick and tired of hearing about the Inner Light. Its impact, as far as he was concerned, was purely imaginary. And as for George Fox, and John Woolmans Journal, quoted to him so often, he wasnt interested in them. They had nothing to do with real life. Real life, to Stewarts way of thinking, was depicted in all its glorious details in the pages of certain publications which his father would have considered detestable had he even surmised their existence. Stewart devoured them with eager eyes down in Rodeheavers Book Store: the Standard and the Police Gazette, with their pictures of showy, half-dressed chorus girls, and the Johnnies, or gilded youths, or young bloods, or men about town, as they were variously titled and referred to, whose sole business in life it was to entertain such maidens. He even dreamed of them, these night flowers of the big city.

In fact, girls were uppermost in his thoughts at this time: Iris Keane, who had been a companion of his at Red Kiln school for four years; she had such smooth cheeks and such sinuous grace. But now she seemed shy and nervous when he tried to approach her. And then there was Marsha Warrington, bold, plump, and rosy, who teased him into kissing her at the crossroads where she turned off to her home, and then broke away and ran. When he tried it a second time, she slapped him vigorously and pushed him away.

Night after night he yearned, became hourly more desperate as to his needs, more resentful as to his deprivations.

For Etta the summer at Thornbrough had been a period of waiting. She missed the vigorous mental companionship of Volida, and toward the end began counting the days until her return to Chadds Ford. Dorotheas dream world was totally alien to Ettas temperament. She was, at seventeen, more or less intellectually akin to Isobel, but her interests were concerned solely with the realm of beauty: art, literature, music. Never had her home seemed more oppressive to her, but at the same time never did she really feel that escape was impossible. There must be a way, and she would find it.



THE FOLLOWING SUMMER FOUND AT LEAST one of the Barnes offspring with his hopes and ambitions fully realized. For in June Orville and Althea Stoddard were married, and the pattern of their future life thus established. Solon was proud of this son; Orville had troubled him with no such foolish aspirations and yearnings as seemed to be torturing the souls of the other children. His success should be an example to them of the rewards that follow the pursuit of the proper and conventional way of life.

But here was Etta, home from Chadds Ford for the summer, starting in at once to bedevil her father for permission to join Volida La Porte in Wisconsin and attend summer school at the university there.

Etta was growing more and more impatient; in spite of her earnest pleas her father showed no signs of relenting, and as only a few weeks remained for enrollment, it began to look as if she would have to abandon the idea. But that, to her mind, was impossible. Her only remaining contact with the outside world was Volida. If she lost that, nothing remained but to sink into the quiet, uneventful existence with which her father and mother were identified. She roamed about the house and grounds moodily rebellious and uninterested in the simple pleasures to be found there. Her only solace was reading, and she sat for an hour or two each day in her room, transported to a world of wild, unrestrained passion so remote from anything she had thus far encountered, or even dreamed of, that at times she felt a sense of guilt. It was so far removed from the beautiful faith of her childhood, the teachings of her father and mother. The books Volida had loaned her included Balzacs La Cousine Bette, Flauberts Madame Bovary, and Daudets Sappho. While she could not fully sense their import, reading them she recalled the scene between the bicycling boy and girl, their kiss and embrace, as she had watched them from her dormitory window, and gradually began to realize that there must be an extension of such a minor relationship as she had witnessed into eventual physical fulfillment.

Solon and Benecia had chosen always to respect the personal privacy of their children as to their rooms and their minor possessions. Etta was therefore able to read in her bedroom undisturbed. However, in view of his antagonism to her choice of a girl friend, Solon had recently come to the conclusion that he should observe her actions more closely. He watched her as she moved about the house, trying to read her thoughts, seeking to establish some point of contact that would make plain to her his wholehearted concern for her welfare. But so far he had been unsuccessful. One day, passing the open door of her room, he gave way to an unexplainable impulse and walked inside and looked about. There, upon her desk, he saw a book, a paper marker indicating where she had left off reading, and on the floor beside the desk a bag containing several other books. He picked them up, first one, then another, examining them briefly. However, it was the volume lying on the desk entitled Sappho which shocked him most. For where the bookmarker protruded, his eyes fell upon the following paragraph:

The grand despairing cries of the Book of Love came to Gaussins mind from that volume which he could never read without some feverish throbbings, and he mechanically murmured aloud:

To animate the proud marble of thy body, O Sappho, I have given my hearts blood!

Amazed beyond belief, he closed the book and then, compelled by a desire to investigate still further, opened it again. Turning a few more pages, his attention was arrested by the following:

While he admired her in the quiet drawing room, lighted by shaded lamps, pouring out tea, accompanying the singing of the younger girls, advising them as an elder sister, it was a curious experience to picture her to himself in very different circumstances, when she arrived at his house on Sunday morning, wet and cold, and, without even approaching the firelighted in her honor, undressing rapidly. They did not get up until the evening....

He could bring himself to read no further and, gathering up all of the books, he carried them down to his study and placed them in a desk drawer. Then he went out into the garden and paced back and forth along the banks of Lever Creek. He could scarcely formulate his thoughts. His child, his Etta, had somehow been led into the realm of moral debasement!

He had noted the name of Volida La Porte scribbled on the front pages of these volumes. Plainly, it was through her that his daughter had come in contact with such vileness. And it was this same Volida who even now was planning to lure her from her home and her religion.

When, about an hour later, Etta, passing the door of his study, greeted him with an affectionate Good evening, Father! he told her to come in. She did so, and after closings the door he went to his desk and took out the copy of Sappho.

Has thee read this book through? he asked sternly.

Etta, startled and horrified at seeing the book in her fathers hand, and sensing the consternation and grief that his tone implied, was quick to respond.

No, Father, I have just read here and there in it.

But thee has read these passages where I found the marker?

Yes, Father, she answered, although by this time she realized that she was facing a moral storm such as she had not previously experienced. Solon put the book down as though he resented even touching it.

And is thee not shocked and repelled by such writings?

Yes, Father, I was a little shocked. But I want to know about life, and this is by a famous French author, who writes about life as it really is

Famous French author! There was scorn in his tone. Infamous French author! That such a book should be in this country, in this house, in the hands of my daughter or those of any young girl! To think that anyone should be famous for such dreadful and immoral words!

But, Father, insisted Etta, no longer the dreaming, unreasoning child of yesterday, other people consider those men great writers. Besides, that book isnt just about love, its about life, and its sad, too.

Etta, my child, how could a book like that be anything but wrong, or provoke anything but evil? Does thee intend to continue reading such books?

For a moment Etta could find no words wherewith to reply. It seemed as if her entire future way of life were involved in her answer. She was afraid to speak for fear she would say too much. Solon, inwardly grieved over the predicament which faced him, was likewise silent for a moment. Then he looked at her with a wealth of kindness in his eyes.

Etta, who is to guide thee if thee turns away from the Inner Light? Thee knows my only wish is for thy spiritual growth and thy future happiness. It is my responsibility to show thee the dangers that lie before thee. I can only warn thee, though, that if thee persists in thy present course, reading such books and following the dictates of such a person as this Volida, I can see nothing ahead for thee but failure and unhappiness.

Does that mean, Father, that I cannot go to Wisconsin?

Under no circumstances! He was stem again as he spoke. I know now, as I feared before, that girl is an evil influence upon thee. I can only deny any desire thee has to be with her. As for these books, I will see that they are destroyed!

Etta rose, half defiant, yet realizing the finality of his tone and the fact that if she remained in this house she would be denied all those things that her rapidly growing consciousness of life demanded and needed, decided to say nothing more at this moment. It flashed upon her that she must leave here, leave her father and mother, and go where she would be free. She walked out, trembling and fearsome because of the problem confronting her, but not without the thought of effort and some possible plan that might come to her later.

Once in her own room, however, the practical aspects of the situation frightened her. She would need money to go away, and it was plain she could not obtain it from her father. Volida had said she could stay with her family in Wisconsin, but that would not solve everything. She sat alone, brooding silently over her problem, her desperation mounting. Suddenly a thought flashed into her mind, and though at the same rime she despised herself for it, she knew she would act upon it. It concerned her mothers jewels. She had often been allowed to examine them. Benecia kept them in an old jewel case in a drawer of her sewing table, and seemed to take innocent pleasure in looking at them occasionally and showing them to the children when she needed to divert them. Etta remembered her mother spreading them out on the bed to amuse her one time when she was ill with a cold. There was an oval cameo of exquisite design, mounted in heavy gold; a string of pearls given to Benecia by her mother, who in turn had received them from her mother; a diamond sunburst, and a number of smaller trinkets, including a beautiful locket surrounded by pearls which held a miniature of Benecia herself as a child. She never wore any of them; her possession of them was explained by the fact that they had been given to her by her mother, who had not become a Friend until she married Justus Wallin and put aside any unseemly display of material possessions.

Etta recalled that last Thanksgiving, when Volida was visiting Thornbrough for the holiday, she had shown them to her, perhaps wishing to impress her with some evidence of the fact that her home was not entirely devoid of luxury. Whereupon Volida had commented:

Well, if a person ever went broke, they could pawn those and live quite a while on the money!

This remark came back to Etta now, taking on a significance which she had not previously grasped. Volida would probably know of places in Philadelphia where one could borrow money on such things. She would write her and ask. Surely, since Aunt Hester had left her a legacy, the interest of which was supposed to be paid to her regularly, she or her parents could use that money to redeem the jewelry.

She wrote Volida the very same night, explaining all that had happened and urging her to reply immediately with information as to the price of a railroad ticket, how much money would be needed for the summer-school session, and where and how to pawn the jewelry. She was careful to explain that she did not really feel it would be stealing, because she had her legacy to count on eventually.

For the next week she ran to meet old Joseph every morning when he returned from the village with the morning mail. It seemed to her that her whole future depended on this letter from Volida. Her father had not referred to the books again. He had told Benecia about them, describing them merely as love stories. He did not dare to disturb the purity of their mutual dreams in regard to their children by discussing with her the immoral implications of Volidas approach to life as evidenced by her interest in such literature. Etta glanced into his study more than once as she passed by, but the books had disappeared. Yet there was a still, terrible atmosphere of reproach about her father that she could barely endure, and she was utterly miserable. She could scarcely bring herself to speak even to Isobel or Stewart as they sat beside her at mealtimes.

Benecia, noticing her mood, was moved, on the third day, to take her aside after luncheon and inquire:

Is thee really so unhappy, Etta dear, because thy father and I do not think it wise for thee to go out to Wisconsin? Does thee not want to go over to Llewellyn with me and see about entering there in the fall?

No, Mother, I do not want to go to Llewellyn, replied Etta, but so quietly that her mother could not realize the depth of revolt in her answer.

By this time the situation had gone far beyond the mere question of what college she might attend. It was a door to a different world she was seeking, a complete escape from the atmosphere of repression and religion that was weighing upon her so heavily. Volida represented to her the right to think and do what she felt to be essential to herself, as well as the affection and understanding for which her whole nature cried out.

Then, the very next day, Volidas reply arrived, practical and full of encouragement. Of course she must come, and at once. Certainly, she should pawn the jewelry. The cost of her summer education would not be more than two hundred dollars, with another hundred for the trip, and both of them could get jobs once they were college students. Besides, since Aunt Hester had left her the money, what was there to worry about? Her parents would forgive her once they saw that she was serious about her work, and successful, as she would be eventually. Then, as a final touch, she gave Etta the name of a loan company which had branches in every large city, and surely must have one in Philadelphia.

With this letter in hand, it seemed to Etta that a great break had been made in the wall of gloom and uncertainty that surrounded her, and now she had only to rouse all her energies to climb through. As to that, she had already thought a great deal about just how she could leave the house without arousing the suspicion of her parents. For one thing, she had thought of taking Isobel into her confidence, as she sometimes drove the carriage down to Dukla on certain errands. Isobel was unhappy enough herself to have some sympathy with her aspirations. However, she recalled also that old Joseph always drove to the village on Fridays, leaving rather early to do some week-end shopping, and it would perhaps be better to leave unnoticed by going with him and thus avoid making Isobel share the responsibility for her departure.

She came down to breakfast on the fateful morning, looking very pale and reserved, her blond hair accentuating her pallor. Then, after breakfast, while Benecia went into the kitchen as usual to talk with the cook about the days ordering, she ran quickly upstairs and took the jewel case from the drawer of the little sewing table in her mothers room. Entering her own room, she took out the pieces, one by one, finally deciding to keep only the diamond sunburst and the pearls. These might be the most valuable, and also they did not have the same meaning, romantically and sentimentally, as the locket and the cameo. Then, replacing the jewel case, she returned to her room and changed quickly into a coat suit for traveling. The night before she had packed a bag with some clothing and placed it under her bed. Now, after listening for a moment at the top of the stairs, she picked up the bag, walked down the stairs as softly as she could, and left the house. Following the hedge which bordered the driveway, she was at the gate just as old Joseph drove out.

Youre out early this morning, Miss Etta, he said pleasantly as she got into the carriage.

Yes, Im going to catch an early train; I have some shopping to do in Philadelphia, she explained, congratulating herself on having concluded the first part of her adventure.

When dinner was announced and Etta did not appear, Benecia was truly worried. Her absence during the day had been accounted for by old Josephs statement that he had driven her to the station that morning on her way to Philadelphia. Then they had expected that she would return, at the very latest, with Solon, but when he came home alone and went directly to his study, Benecia realized that something must be wrong. She went to the door and saw him sitting at his desk, motionless. There was a letter in his hand.

Solon, has thee seen Etta? inquired Benecia, nervously.

He looked up at her with a strange expression on his face, at the same time handing her the note. It read:

FATHER:

I am going to Wisconsin. I love both thee and Mother dearly, thee knows, but I cannot live at home any longer after what has happened about the books. I must have understanding and freedom to think. I will write thee as soon as I am settled at college, for I intend to study and learn something useful. Forgive me.

ETTA Oh, my little Etta! exclaimed Benecia, and began to cry, Solon got up and took her in his arms.

Benecia, thee must not cry, he pleaded. We must share this together. But have no fear, I will find her and bring her back. This is the work of that girl. But Etta is so young, so innocent, it will not be difficult to lead her back into the right path.



With his arm around her he led her into the dining room, where the others were waiting for supper.

All evening Solon kept wondering where Etta could have found the money to do this thing, unless perchance Volida might have sent it to her. Alas, the influence of this bold, self-centered creature; not only had she been instrumental in introducing an innocent girl to a knowledge of this vile literature, but she had even prevailed upon her to run away to a college where, no doubt, boys and girls mingled freely together! This girl must be defeated! If necessary, he would go to Wisconsin and bring Etta back home with him.

But at this point he remembered the Inner Light, his refuge amid the ills of this world, and, bowing his head, he began a silent but impassioned plea to God to return his child unharmed. Benecia, entering the room and noting the expression on his face, came over to him.

Solon, thee must not worry! I feel it will not turn out as ill as thee fears. Thee must be considerate of Etta. She is so young. If thee goes to Wisconsin with prayer and kindness, surely she will obey thee and return.

As she talked she felt a dubious kind of dishonesty in herself, for only a few moments before she had made a startling discovery. Wandering around her bedroom, unable to formulate her thoughts, she had noticed that a drawer of her sewing table was not entirely closed. Quite naturally, she went over to close it, and for some unknown reason opened the drawer and gazed into it, only half seeing its contents. The jewel case was there, and idly she opened it. To her surprise, the diamond sunburst and pearls were missing. She knew instinctively and immediately that Etta had taken them, and her first instinct was to go to Solon immediately and tell him. But now, when she saw his gray face and troubled eyes, she could not bring herself to do so. In her heart she knew that Etta was good; it was her youthful desire to be part of a brighter world. She herself could remember times in her youth when she, too, had experienced such longings.
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ETTA AND VOLIDA WERE WALKING ARM IN arm across the green campus of Wisconsin University on their way to register for their courses. A light summer breeze blew in from the nearby lake, and the lawns and steps of the buildings were dotted with chatting groups of students.

Three days had passed since Etta had left Thornbrough, and thoughts of her father were still troubling her.

Oh, its all so beautiful here! she said, with a sigh. If only Father doesnt take it too hard! If only he doesnt come out here! I must write them about the jewelry tonight, before they find out. Thats what worries me most.

Oh, pshaw! commented Volida. Lots of girls leave home. As for the jewels, you can just send them the pawn tickets, and thatll be the end of it.

Yes, but supposing they wont give me Aunt Hesters money? Do you really think we can get jobs, Volida?

Certainly we can, but we dont need to yet. You have plenty of money, havent you?

Well, I got three hundred dollars on the diamond sunburst, but only fifty on the pearl necklace. They say pearls are worth hardly anything today. I really thought Id get a lot more than that.

But thats all you need for the summer. You can live with us. You saw how glad my folks were to see you, and, besides, your father will have to give you the money from the legacy sooner or later. But whether he does or doesnt, well get jobs, and then you wont have to worry.

Etta, though impressed and encouraged, as always, by Volidas reasoning, was still not entirely convinced. She could not forget her parents and the anxiety they must be experiencing by this time.

You dont know, Volida, how seriously Father takes everything. You cant imagine how terribly upset he was merely over those books!

Never mind, said Volida positively. After all, youre a free person. They cant stop you from wanting to make something of yourself. It isnt human.

Ettas face took on a most thoughtful expression.

Do you really think, Volida, that I can make my own way without my family? I have always depended on them for everything.

Well, whats the matter with stopping all that for a change? Itll be good for you. If you have a little courage, theres always a way out.

Just the same, said Etta, I have an awful feeling that my father may come out here. He might even be on his way now, and hell want me to go back. Then what shall I do?

Refuse! Simply refuse! He cant take you without your consent. Youre over eighteen, you know. Then, stopping and looking her friend straight in the eye, she said emphatically: Etta Barnes, if you go back now, after youve come this far, theres no hope for you! Id be through with you forever!

Etta sighed. All right, Volida, Ill stay, whatever happens, and do my best, if youll stick by me.

By this time they had reached the main building, where they busied themselves with application blanks. Much to her surprise, Etta was accepted and duly enrolled without reservations of any kind. They studied the schedules and finally decided on economics, in addition to psychology and literature. It was Volidas idea that they should learn more about the social scene generally. Although they were products of financially comfortable households, they both felt a certain uneasiness as they observed the great differences between the rich and poor around them. They wished to prove that they could make their own way in the world, Volida because of her inborn independence of spirit and Etta because of a natural sympathy for and understanding of others.

The subject of psychology appealed to them both as an aid to a better understanding of life, and Volida thought of it as a step toward the eventual pursuit of medicine. The study of literature was the special desire of Etta, who had vague dreams of being somehow related to that world of art and beauty of which she had been allowed to glimpse but a small part. She wanted to know more about the great writers of the past and present, particularly about those whose books had been so arbitrarily taken from her. Temperamentally, she cherished the illusion that writers were superior beings, possessed of some special essence of life. Artists were in the same category, but she knew even less about them. The few paintings she had ever seen suggested to her some esoteric aspect of life which she did not quite grasp, and yet in regard to which she stood in profound awe.

At this very moment Solon was riding in a day coach between Chicago and Madison. He had had a lower berth between Philadelphia and Chicago, but had decided that a coach seat would suffice for the shorter trip to Wisconsin. He sat by the window, his gray twill suit buttoned high across his chest over a plain, dark tie. It seemed to him very strange to be thus displaced from his customary surroundings. He was traveling farther than he had ever gone since leaving Segookit, Maine, with his father, at the age of thirteen. He took pleasure in observing the patches of woodland and lake visible from the train window, which were not unlike those in the vicinity of his birthplace. However, in the background of his mind ran more somber thoughts: of Etta and the problem of bringing her back. Although he anticipated difficulty in reasoning with her, he never doubted his ability to win her over to his point of view and so save her from what he felt was certain disaster.

At a station near Madison a middle-aged, sandy-haired man entered and took a seat beside him. He was a friendly soul and turned out later to be a schoolteacher. He seemed eager to start a conversation, which Solon, absorbed by his own uneasy thoughts, was not inclined to encourage, but when the man asked: Going to the university? Solon, caught off guard, was obliged to reply.

Yes; that is, I am going to Madison, he said.

Thats where Im going. I go up there every summer. Wonderful opportunities for us older men! We have to keep up with the younger generation, dont we? You must find that true in your own work, dont you? went on the teacher.

Solon was embarrassed. I know very little about the university, he replied stiffly.

Oh, youll like it, continued the other. And youll find a great many ministers like yourself come from all over the country.

I am not a minister. I am a Friend, a Quaker, said Solon. And I do not intend to take any part in the summer school, but merely to see my daughter, all of which was said in such a heavy tone that his would-be acquaintance, realizing that he had probably erred in approaching him, attempted to apologize.

Excuse me, he said, but I cant help talking about the summer school to everyone I meet. Its such a stimulating place. You meet people there from all walks of life, old and young. Everybody gets to know everybody else. He took up a book and began to read.

Solon, with an inaudible sigh of relief, went back to his contemplation of the landscape. Somehow, this uninvited conversation seemed to augur no easy time for him in persuading Etta to leave if this university could arouse such enthusiasm on the part of an adult and seemingly honest person.

Their registration and discussion of classes terminated, Etta and Volida left the building and sauntered along the path to the main entrance gate. They had gone only a few yards when Etta stood perfectly still, a frightened look on her face.

Volida! she gasped. Look! Thats my father coming toward us!

Her first impulse was to turn and run, but a new sense of freedom caused her to stand her ground and wait as he approached.

Etta, how could thee do this? he began, as he came up to her, taking her hand and completely ignoring Volida. Thee must know how we have worried because of thee. Come, daughter, and he made a gesture as if to lead her away, but she stood motionless.

I wish to talk to thee, Father, she said, and hesitated for a second, then added: There are benches down by the lake, where we can sit and talk.

Will you ask this young lady to leave us? He did not trust himself to address Volida directly, but she interrupted him before he could say anything more.

Mr. Barnes, I want you to know that I have done no harm to your daughter. You are the one whos harming her, as far as I can see, trying to keep her from living a normal life.

I suppose you think the books you read and give to others are normal. I do not. I wish you to leave my daughter and go your way.

Father! exclaimed Etta. Please do not talk that way to Volida!

Dont worry about me, Etta, said Volida calmly. You know where our house is. Ill be waiting for you. Remember what we said this morning! and flashing an encouraging smile, she walked briskly away.

Come, Father, said Etta, and slowly they walked toward the lake. They sat on a bench by the lakeside, silent for a few moments, and then Solon began to speak, repeating his condemnation of the books and warning her of their corrupting influence. As they talked, several pairs of young men and women came along and sat on the grass beside the water. Etta listened till she could stand no more, then interrupted him.

Look, Father, she said pleadingly. All of these young people are not evil because they read books of that sort. Look at them! And see what a beautiful place this is!

Has thee entirely forgotten thy duty to thy father and mother and the rightful path laid down in the Book of Discipline?

Etta, sensing the hopelessness of further discussion with him, got up from the bench.

Come with me, Father, and see for thyself what nice people the La Portes really are. They are Friends, and they are perfectly willing for Volida to go to school here. And they have a lovely, simple home, really much simpler than ours. They welcomed me like one of the family. Thee will see, if thee will come with me.

I prefer not to, Etta, he said. I will wait outside for thee while thee gets thy bag. I also wish to pay them for whatever expense they have incurred on thy account.

But, Father... Etta was trembling slightly as she spoke. I am not coming home with thee.

Daughter! What does thee mean? He looked as if he could not believe her words.

I cannot, Father. There is something about being at home that I cannot endure any longer.

What does thee find wrong about thy home?

I cant breathe there any more, she said tensely. I cant think my own thoughts there.

Thee was not like this, Etta, before thee met this girl with her evil ideas. Does thee really prefer her to thy father and mother and brothers and sisters?

It isnt that, Father; its my right to learn and know, and Volida understands me.

Perhaps she understands the immoral life described in those French books, said Solon. That is what makes me tremble, Etta, that thee, a sweet, pure girl, cannot realize the degradation into which human beings can fall by disobeying Gods moral law, and how easy it is to fall into temptation among wrong companions, or in such a free and unrestrained place as this.

Oh, Father, please! exclaimed Etta. Once and for all, let me tell you that neither Volida nor I wish to follow the example of every person we may read about, in French books or any other books. We simply want to know about life, just as we want to know about psychology and economics. Why, Volida even wants to study medicine so that she can help people. She doesnt care about men at all. She wants to make something of herself, and so do I!

Too close to tears to say more, she turned and gazed out over the lake. But Solon, though obviously impressed by the sincerity of this outburst, still clung to the idea that Ettas attitude was traceable solely to Volidas influence.

What Volida wants to do is not my concern, he said. But she has no right to drag thee down with her. From whom did thee get the money to come here? From Volida?

No, Father, from no one. I did a terrible thing, and I was going to write thee about it tonight. I took Mothers diamond pin and her pearls and pawned them. She doesnt know, but here are the tickets.

She opened a small black handbag and showed them to him. I mean to redeem them as soon as I can.

Etta! Thee did that! Thy mothers jewelry!

I was thinking that I could redeem them with the money Aunt Hester left me. I did not dare ask thee for it. Oh, Father, I did not mean to do anything wrong.

How can thee feel that theft can lead to any good? asked Solon, while Etta continued passionately:

I love thee and Mother, you know that, but I cannot be ordered to think as thee does. I must be allowed to think and act for myself.

How much did thee get for them? asked Solon, in a dull tone.

Only three hundred and fifty dollars, Father. I have spent almost a hundred, and the rest is here. Take it, if thee wishes. Suddenly Solons anger turned to pleading: Etta, my little girl, thee knows I want nothing but thee. I will forgive thee everything, if thee will only come home with me.

I cannot, Father, I cannot, she repeated, sinking back on the bench, her bag lying open in her lap.

After gazing at her thoughtfully for a second, he asked her to give him the pawn tickets.

I will take these because they belong to thy mother, he said in a sad, weary voice. As for the rest of the money, thee must keep it until thee comes to thy senses. I would not have thee in want, nor imposing on strangers.

For a time longer, they sat in silence, as straggling groups of students passed by on their way toward the entrance gates. Finally Etta got up.

Volidas family will be waiting for me. Please, please, Father, come with me and see for thyself.

But he refused, and they parted at the gate.

Back in his room in a pleasant little hotel facing the campus, Solon waited. After an hour had passed he began to feel more calm and clear in his mind as to what he must do. Looking out of the window, he was impressed by the calm and beauty of the June evening, the grass and trees of the campus, and the lake beyond. The dark trouble in his mind was somehow eased, and he realized that the only logical thing for him to do now was to go to the La Porte home and talk once more to Etta, or at least see the family that was harboring her.

Etta had told him that the house was not far from the campus, and as he walked along the route indicated by the hotel clerk, he saw again the various groups, young and old, meeting and talking with enthusiasm, obviously about their coming session at the university.

Finally he came to a two-story frame house, with not much of a porch but a nice front entrance and the La Porte name on the door. He rang the bell, and a good-natured appearing woman came to the door. She displayed no surprise at seeing him and, as he rather stiffly asked for Mr. La Porte, showed him into the front sitting room without attempting to make conversation. If this was Volidas mother, she certainly looked to be less aggressive than her daughter, he thought to himself. The room was simply furnished, but contained a number of books and pictures and had the look of being lived in; it was obviously not an unused parlor set apart for callers.

In a few moments a small, genial man, with black hair neatly plastered to his head, entered and extended his hand.

I am Mr. La Porte, he said cordially, and Solon responded with equal grace.

In the ensuing conversation it was La Porte rather than Solon who took the lead. It developed that he had been reared in the Quaker faith, but admitted that circumstances had been such that he had not always found time to attend to his religious duties. After a considerable struggle he had acquired a fair-sized drugstore, which was located on a nearby street approaching the campus. He had seen hundreds of students and young people come and go in this atmosphere, but he could not see that there was anything wrong with it. He had encountered no trouble or scandal of any kind in connection with co-education as it was supervised here; in fact, the university was held in high regard by all residents of the state. Indeed, there was nothing but praise for the variety of courses and the results achieved by the students who came here.

As for his daughter, it was obvious that he was proud of her mentality and her eagerness to succeed. Solon could not therefore bring himself to accuse her, before her own father, of immoral thinking, but he did venture to ask:

Does thee not think there is great danger in the things these young girls read and study nowadays, Friend La Porte?

I must confess, Mr. Barnes, replied La Porte, somewhat embarrassed by the long-forgotten appellation Friend,

I cannot keep up with what they read, but when their minds seem sound and healthy, I dont worry about it too much. As for Volida, I have always credited her with a good deal of common sense, and I honestly believe that your daughter is safe in her company. Besides, Etta is perfectly welcome to stay with us for the summer, as my younger daughter is leaving for camp, and there will be plenty of room for her.

You are more than kind, observed Solon, rather dubiously, and with a slight note of resentment in his voice. But Ettas mother and I are quite anxious to keep her near us, for the present, anyhow. And I am here to persuade her, if I can, to return with me. He added that he would like to talk with Etta now, whereupon La Porte departed and Etta came in. However, after another full hour of pleading and counter-argument, he realized that his mission was hopeless. She would not come with him. The best he could do was to extract a half promise that she would leave the La Portes when the six weeks of summer school were over.

So finally he left, kissing her good-by, after a few moments of silent prayer in which he commended her to the care of the Almighty.

The next morning he boarded a train for Philadelphia. Disappointed and saddened though he was, he could not help feeling that somehow the situation was not entirely evil. He had received a pleasant impression of the La Porte home and family. In his wallet were the two pawn tickets with which he proposed to redeem Benecias jewels as soon as he arrived in Philadelphia. He had forgiven, and intended to forget, that part of Ettas sorry behavior. All in all, he did not see how he could have done anything more than he had done.
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ON SOLONS RETURN TO DUKLA HE WAS MET with a situation that drove from his mind all thoughts of Etta and her transgressions. He found Benecia in a state bordering on collapse, for only the day before her father had died suddenly, of a heart attack. Solon, too, was intensely affected, for the loss of his father-in-law was a severe blow. Justus Wallin had been a good friend to him for many years.

And the next few weeks brought more and more details to occupy his attention, including matters at the bank. Ezra Skidmore, the president, had died several months previously, and now, with the death of Justus, a director and one of the vice-presidents, there was another vacancy to be filled and a general reorganization effected. Ever since Skidmores retirement because of illness three years before, the policy of the Traders and Builders had undergone a gradual though almost imperceptible change. Both Sableworth and Averard, being men of more advanced and aggressive views, were inclined to a more liberal interpretation of the character and worth of a prospective client. Up to this time, however, Justus Wallin, because of his prestige and influence, had been successful in restraining them from going too far in their proposed ventures. But now an impetus toward great change was in the air. Tremendous schemes were being formulated. Transportation systems and public utilities were building up vast networks all over the country. The city was growing fast, many of its old landmarks having been swept away and whole new sections developed. The Messrs. Sableworth and Averard could see no reason why the Traders and Builders, and incidentally they themselves, should not have a share in all this prosperity. It was so easy to take the money of depositors and invest it in these things  at very profitable rates of interest, of course  or even take shares in the enterprises themselves. Averard was thinking of the sixteen millions on deposit in the bank, and what might be done with it. Sableworth was of the same opinion, only he lacked the brains as well as the courage with which Averard had been endowed.

There were now three new directors to be appointed, another director having retired, and it was not difficult for these two to obtain the support of several younger members of the board for the men they had selected to fill the vacancies. That Solon did not approve of any of them had little effect, because he was outvoted.

One of these men was Wilton B. Wilkerson, a carpet manufacturer, whose large factory was a familiar sight to Solon as he passed it daily riding between Dukla and Philadelphia, its tall red chimneys standing high in the air, its many-windowed walls glowing with lights. He had once, merely out of curiosity, looked up Wilkersons trade standing and found it excellent. However, he understood that the man had no religious or known social affiliations, though he was reputed to be accumulating a considerable amount of money through a chain of grocery stores which he operated as a side line. He was a big, loose-jointed man, with a heavy, rolling gait, and had an ogrelike countenance, with a hooked nose and heavy, overarching eyebrows. His teeth were uneven and discolored and showed constantly beneath a short, iron-gray mustache. He had a foaming mop of gray hair and clear, hard, blue eyes. He affected a slouchiness and carelessness of dress which contrasted sharply with the expensive materials that went into his clothes. His account with the bank was usually kept at a considerably high figure, and his dealings with the loan department were continuous and numerous, the most recent one being a negotiation for a loan of $1 00,000.

When they had first met, he and Sableworth had greeted each other warmly, for Wilkerson was just the type Sableworth was eager to meet, while Wilkerson realized that Sableworth was the type of man he could use. He was at once introduced to Averard and Solon as being a fish worthy of attention. Solon, moralist that he was, was scarcely as good a judge of such a man as he should have been. He looked at him shrewdly, remembered his factory and his rating, and was as cordial and gracious as only Barnes could be when he chose. Wilkerson rather liked him because in him he saw a quiet, careful, serviceable aide. On the other hand, in Averard he saw someone whom he would have to deal with in a very shrewd way  a strong man like himself.

The loan was arranged, of course, and then followed meetings in which Wilkersons value as a director, supposing he would accept such a position, was discussed. There was much talk among Sableworth and Averard and other directors, until finally a strong pro-Wilkerson atmosphere was created. Barnes did not like it exactly  or rather, he felt that something much sounder might be done; but, after all, Wilkerson was a figure, and what would you? He felt himself to be, perhaps, a little meticulous or old-fashioned. He half decided that he would have to enlarge his point of view and become more liberal and tolerant.

At the same time, there was another man, Freeborn K. Baker, who had been coming up in recent years in connection with street railways, coal mines, gas companies, and the like, who found himself a director of the bank, and his election was another thing which Solon felt at the time was dangerous for the bank to have permitted. He was different from the old type of director.

Baker was an interesting person in his way  short and fat, with heavy legs and brief arms and a general logy expression which was not to be taken seriously, any more than the wooden quiescence of a crocodile. He had a big, squarish face emphasized by rolls of fat, puffy, oleaginous eyes and oily hair, but nonetheless he was a shrewd and able man. His specialty was promotion and finance, the politics and subtleties necessary to engineer a public franchise of some kind into his pocket and at the lowest possible cost to himself and his friends. Hitherto, in Philadelphia and elsewhere, he had constantly sought new openings, especially outside Philadelphia, for only in the smaller-sized cities was it possible, because of the indifference or unintelligence of the public, to hoodwink or outwit them and so secure priceless privileges for a song. Most of the privileges of the great cities  gas, street railways, public lighting, and the like  had already been taken away from the people and were now in the hands of giant corporations whose control Mr. Baker could not disturb. There remained for him only these minor places where, because of a promise of future growth, much was still to be done. Hence, naturally, Baker was for these, and drew to himself men who were seeing or dreaming of such opportunities as were in his own mind. His many back-room financial conferences with one type of politician or promoter and another nearly always related to how cheaply and by what underground methods, certain franchises or rights or interests could be secured. Money passed often from him to another or others, but never directly. Mr. Baker was much too shrewd for that. Like those powerful fish which inhabit the deeper portion of the sea, he seldom appeared at the surface. His food came down to him.

Then there was S. Guy Seay, the head of a large department store with branches in several cities. In appearance he would have been the perfect type for one of his own floorwalkers: tall and graceful, with large brown-black eyes, a pale complexion, and trim black whiskers parted smartly in the middle. His temperament was savage, but he concealed it under a graciousness of manner that was generally impressive, and, in addition, he had considerable social prestige.

Sableworth and Averard, and, indeed, nearly all of the directors, were now convinced that great days were ahead for the bank. Sableworth, for some temperamental reason, was inclined to hitch his fortunes to those of Wilkerson. Averard was more interested in Baker, though he liked Seay almost as well. Solon observed these three men, not quite understanding any of them. He appreciated the shrewdness of Baker and rather admired the gentility of Seay, but Wilkerson he considered gross and violent, a common savage.

If Solon Barnes had been of a slightly different order of mind at this time, he could have advantaged himself greatly, for he was now well within the gates of a highway leading straight to a large and even immense fortune. The men with whom he was now connected were exactly of the temperament which organizes, suborns, controls. They had no morals as to matters of finance, though in other respects they were normal and conventional, and all of them were inclined to like Solon. He was so simple, frank, and helpful  qualities which impressed Wilkerson to such an extent that he took occasion to discuss the matter with Mr. Sableworth one day.

These Quakers, he said, with a nod in the direction of Solons office, does this bank have much to do with them, carry many of their accounts?

Yes, quite a few, replied Sableworth with an air, for the patronage of Quakers in Philadelphia was a recommendation, almost a guarantee, of the integrity of any institution. As a matter of fact, he continued, we have always looked upon Mr. Barnes as one of the banks best assets. His integrity commands the respect of everyone. People with money like him. Hes not quick to make friends, and yet, somehow, he does make them.

Mr. Wilkerson pursed his lips. Yes, he said, its interesting, the way these Quakers stick to their principles. They seem shrewd enough to make money, though.

Yes, thats true, returned Sableworth, with what he intended for an interpretive smile. Youll not find anybody who knows more about the affairs of the bank, and of other banks, too, than Mr. Barnes. Its surprising, how much he does know. Mr. Averard was our credit man before Mr. Barnes, but long before he became vice-president he was relying on Barnes completely. Hell tell you that himself.

Wilkerson went forth, meditating. Plainly, such a man could be a good friend or a bad enemy.

Baker, from the first, showed signs of wishing to ingratiate himself with Solon. He always stopped in his office to talk with him whenever he visited the bank. One morning, after greeting Solon cordially, he observed, quite casually, Have you been watching Pennsylvania Car and Foundry recently, Mr. Barnes?

No, not particularly, replied Solon. I usually keep track of the stock market, though. Its standing at sixty-eight, isnt it?

Yes, said Baker, and then, smiling genially: If you have any loose change that you would like to invest, you can make ten dollars on every share you buy between now and August. This is strictly between ourselves, of course.

Thank thee very much, said Solon, and smiled back at him. I take it very kindly of thee. Im sure I can make use of the suggestion.

He was thinking of his cousin Rhoda, who had recently come to him saying that she had eight thousand dollars to invest and would like his advice.

Seay too had his own reasons for cultivating Solons favor. He decided, soon after election to the board, that his voice and vote would be well worth having on his side. Realizing Solons pro-moralistic convictions, he would often lead him on to discussions of the Quaker religion, agreeing with him as to its virtues. Then, one day, he invited Solon and Benecia to his home. He described it beforehand as a simple place out on the Main Line, but when they arrived for Seventh-day dinner, Seay having sent a car and chauffeur for them, they found a highly pretentious residence, which shocked Solons sense of simplicity. Its ornate Italian façade, the formal gardens, and the huge entrance hall crowded with Renaissance and baronial furnishings and pictures, Solon, discussing the visit with Benecia afterward, referred to as trumpery.

But these men were powerful, and it was flattering to be courted by them. So he decided, as often in the past, to see and hear but say nothing, all the while guarding his own life against obvious errors. Did not the Bible counsel: Be as wise as serpents and as meek as doves?
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GREENWICH VILLAGE IN THE EARLY twenties: that was the time when this lower section of New York presented an atmosphere extraordinarily favorable to creative work. Almost everybody there had come in the hope of being able to write, paint, dance, start a little-theater movement or a magazine, the import of which was to set forth the viewpoint of the editor, who imagined that he had a viewpoint, and for that reason imagined that he deserved national fame. There were newspapermen and lawyers, successful in their own Middle West, who gave up their established careers to try their hand at writing in this more inspirational milieu. There were girls from the deep South who came to study, to seek adventure, to make any sort of living in connection with the arts.



For here was truly a center of creative activity, with its outer circles embracing those who, unable to express themselves in any art form, merely wanted to be associated with the creators. Sometimes they left considerably more livable uptown quarters, even houses in the country, to come down here and squeeze themselves into a basement or attic room. There was a spirit of adventure, of romance, which drew men and women from all over the country, some to work, others merely to live in a place where anything might happen. Out of this ferment of creative thought there were more than a few who came to the top: writers, dramatists, critics, painters, musicians, and art exponents of authentic fame and value.

Contributing no small part to the atmosphere of the Vi were numerous little restaurants and speakeasies  it was in the days of Prohibition  several of them served a good meal for twenty-five cents, if the prospective diner would help wash the dishes, lend a hand to the cook, or wait on table  and many Villagers took advantage of this boon. The Blue Goose was one of the most popular of these spots. It was a large basement room, low-ceilinged and raftered, with a huge fireplace at one end, candles on the tables, dark red curtains at the windows, and usually a couple of men crouched over a chessboard at a corner table.

One balmy evening in late September there was a party going on in the Blue Goose. Several tables had been placed together in the center of the room, and around them the celebrants were grouped. The honored guest, a somewhat disheveled but handsome young man, was having a birthday, and in addition to that was receiving congratulations on the acceptance of his first novel that very day by a well-known publishing firm. Sitting at the smaller tables were some of the most interesting figures of the Village, some famous, some notorious, and others simply getting a glimpse of Village life.

At one of these tables, under a drafty, red-curtained window, sat two girls, their faces; glowing in the flickering light of a candle that stood between their plates. One was round-faced and short-haired and looked like a tall, healthy boy; the other was a veritable figurine of a girl, pale and delicate, her ash-blond hair smooth and shining, and her blue eyes gazing wonderingly around the room. They were Volida La Porte and Etta Barnes.

The summer session at the University of Wisconsin had ended early in this same September, but not before a turn of events that led inevitably to their presence here. They had heard of Greenwich Village throughout the term because of a few classmates who lived there and would return in the fall. These girls, two of whom had already ventured forth in minor ways in journalism and the arts, were eager and enthusiastic exponents of the Village way of life, and Etta and Volida listened with rapt attention. Another determining factor was the decision of Volida to give up her original idea of pursuing the study of medicine. Through Etta, she had become intensely interested in English and literature classes, and talked excitedly about a career in the newspaper world. Etta, her primary convictions strengthened by all she had seen and studied here, and having been commended for several short stories she had written, was overjoyed at Volidas change of heart.

Well go to New York to study and live in Greenwich Village! announced Volida one day near the end of the term. Well simply have to go there! Its the ideal place for us. Think of living in a place where everybody around you is trying to express himself in some form of art! And some of them do become famous, you know!

It would be a thrilling experience, agreed Etta. Perhaps we could get a studio like the one that dancer told us about.

She was thinking of a girl in the art-appreciation class, who had described her studio one day. She had come to New York from the South with very little money, but had found this large, bare room in a Village loft building. It happened to have a low platform at one end, and this suited her purpose perfectly. She told of covering packing boxes with cretonne, hanging black curtains at the windows, and placing a large mirror against a side wall. Here she gave recitals before appreciative gatherings of Village folk, who would drop in to talk and watch her dance. Her ambitions were boundless; she even talked of a trip to Paris to study ballet with the Russians.

Oh, Im sure we can find a place to live when we get there, said Volida. And, you know, Etta, all sorts of famous people come down to the Village. Youre likely to meet just the person who can help you find the kind of a job you want!

When Volida informed her father of her intention, he was a little disappointed; he liked the idea of her becoming a doctor. But having long ago decided that she could be depended upon to take care of herself, he agreed to advance enough money for her trip and initial expenses. Solon, by now, had become more or less reconciled to the fact that he could not entirely control the actions of his daughter. She was past eighteen, and he could no longer withhold the income from her legacy. He had already deducted the amount necessary to redeem the jewels from money previously due her, and now consented, though not without misgivings and much fatherly advice, to send her a check for seventy-five dollars each month. It seemed to Etta that her financial problems were settled for life. Surely, this would be enough for her to live on in New York, and for Volida, too, until she found a job.

They stayed at the La Porte home no longer than a week after the close of school. Volidas father imposed only one condition on their going to New York. There was a distant family cousin who maintained a well-conducted residence for working girls on Horatio Street, in the Village, and this was where they must live. They were only too glad to agree to anything now that their goal was in sight, and they found after they got there, that the big brownstone house was a comfortable place to live in, at least until they accustomed themselves to their new surroundings. Most of the time they ate their evening meal at the house, because it was cheaper; they had discovered after a couple of weeks that their funds would not permit of too many extravagances. But once in a while they would forego the solid sustenance provided by their landlady and do with a meager sandwich in some little Village eating place that to them seemed possessed of authentic charm and flavor.

The Blue Goose was one of their favorite places, and tonight it was even more exciting than usual, because of the high spirits and genial gaiety of the birthday-party crowd, who were calling back and forth to the other diners, and now insisting that Etta and Volida join them in a toast. Two glasses of red wine were sent over to their table, and they laughed and drank to the honored guest. As Volida put down her glass, she turned her eyes toward a table directly opposite them.

Dont look now, Etta, she said, in a low voice, but have you noticed that man sitting over there? The big, darkhaired, good-looking one. Well, he hasnt taken his eyes off you ever since we came in.

Nonsense! I hadnt noticed it. Etta laughed at the idea. Youre probably imagining it.

I am not! declared Volida emphatically. In fact, it looks as if hes coming over now.

Etta had no time to comment further, because a tall, broad-shouldered man  Volida was right; he was attractive  was standing at their table, looking down at her. He smiled as she looked up at him inquiringly.

Im Willard Kane, he said, somewhat hesitantly. Im a painter, and I wonder if I could induce you to pose for me. I know I sound pretty forward, but  he turned to Volida your friend is exactly the type of girl Ive been looking for.

Wont you sit down? Volidas tone was cordial, and he seated himself in a chair from which she removed her bag and some packages. Ive always been hoping that an artist would want to paint Etta, and now it seems Ive got my wish. She laughed and looked over at Etta. This is Etta Barnes, and Im Volida La Porte.

Encouraged by a shy smile from Etta, he went on to explain that he was painting a series of men and women to record American types of the period. He would like to make a study of her to see if her personality would fit into the series.

Where do you young ladies come from? he inquired casually.

We just came here from Wisconsin; we were studying at the university there, replied Volida. Thats my home, but Etta comes from Philadelphia.

Well, Im from Maine, said Kane. I got tired of painting New England types; thought Id come down here and do something different.

He was looking at Etta as he talked, and she felt she must make some response.

My father came from Maine, she said. He was born in a little town called Segookit.

Ive been through Segookit, said Kane warmly, although my home is in the northern part of the state.

Encouraged by their obvious interest, he talked at length of his work and the current trends in art. Both of the girls were impressed by his easy, ingratiating manner and the sincerity with which he discussed his own work.

I think Etta would be glad to pose for you, said Volida, during a pause in the conversation.

Etta looked embarrassed. Oh, Volida, Im not sure I should. Then turning to Kane: You see, Ive never done anything like that before, and

He interrupted her. Its just your head, Miss Barnes. I dont believe youd find it very difficult. I even think you might enjoy it, and he smiled most ingratiatingly.

Ettas thoughts were confused. The idea of posing in an artists studio was something she could not quite bring herself to consider. Yet since she had already broken away from so many of the conventionalities of her past life, it was probably being foolish to refuse his request. Besides, she was feeling a little flattered.

He sensed from her expression that she was weakening.

Youll do it, wont you? he asked. She nodded her head. Good! Lets make it tomorrow, at two, and he took out his card, wrote down his studio address, and gave it to her.

Its only three doors away from here, he added, as he got up to leave. Remember! Two oclock tomorrow! and with a wave of the hand he went over to join his friend.

The following day presented the age-old picture of artist and model. The subject, in so far as the artist was concerned, was identical: the wonder and beauty of form, the reproductive persuasion of woman. Kane had already completed five or six paintings of types which he considered representatively American, yet here was one that he felt would emphasize the series. Besides, he had been emotionally drawn to this girl from the moment he first saw her; and Etta, though she was not aware of it, was being drawn to him.

When Etta arrived at the studio, she found him waiting for her. He was wearing a paint-smeared blue smock over rather shabby tweed trousers, and brown leather sandals on his feet. A lock of dark hair hung down over his right eyebrow, and, in Ettas eyes, he was even more attractive, in these carelessly casual working clothes and against this background than he had seemed to her the evening before. He greeted her cordially and thanked her for coming. As she looked around the bare room, noting the canvases stacked against one wall, she felt a sense of belonging. Thornbrough, Chadds Ford, the cold serenity of those days, lay behind her forever; a new world was here, and she was a part of it.

Now, if youll take off your hat we can begin to work, he said, in a businesslike tone, and led her to a large Colonial chair which stood on a low platform. She sat there, feeling a little self-conscious, and asked if he wanted her to face the window.

Yes, he said, just sit there easily and comfortably. I want to get the right light on your head, and thats the best place for it. You can watch the sparrows out there, or maybe youd like to look at the busy housewives in that apartment building across the way. One of thems liable to shake a dust-cloth out the window any moment now!

She laughed, and he began working, asking her a few questions occasionally regarding her studies and what she intended to do now that she had come to the Village. Almost an hour went by in this fashion, and at last he seemed satisfied with the effect he had achieved, heaved a sigh, and said he was done for the day.

Youve finished with me already? asked Etta, preparing to step down from the platform.

He stood looking up at her, silent, and she smiled at him. Continuing to gaze at her, he extended his hand to assist her, saying, almost in a whisper: Beautiful! I dont believe I could ever be finished with you. Then, in a somewhat less intimate tone: You see, I always make two or three sketches of a model before Im sure of what I want to paint. If youre willing, our work is just beginning. Of course, I want to pay you the regular models fee, if thats agreeable to you. Will you give me your address and telephone number?

He paused and looked at her, his deep gray eyes very intent, and his large, friendly mouth conveying a warm invitation. Suppose we make it tomorrow at the same time. Can you do that? Etta knew that nothing in the world could prevent her coming tomorrow. And so it was that this new relationship, between art and adventure, began.
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FOR SIX WEEKS ETTA POSED ALMOST DAILY FOR Willard Kane, their relationship gradually taking on a deeper significance for both. However, even this emotional involvement and the excitement of her new life were not sufficient to banish all thought of her family. She longed to see her mother, but was afraid, if she went home, she would be drawn into interminable discussions with her father which would only lead to ill feeling and more unhappiness for all. He was fixed, as ever, in his ideas about the conduct of his children, and made persistent efforts to induce her to return to Thornbrough, but she refused, even for a week-end visit.

Several times he spoke of going to New York to see Etta, but each time Benecia persuaded him to wait a little longer, her fear being that he might still further antagonize the girl. For Etta had written her a number of times, assuring her that she was safe and studying seriously, but that she did not want to have any more useless scenes with her father. Finally it was decided that Benecia should go, and one day she appeared at the house in Horatio Street, dressed in plain gray coat and Quaker bonnet, love and hope in her eyes. Etta was overcome with emotion at sight of her and wondered in her heart how she could ever have done anything to hurt this lovely, sympathetic soul. They threw their arms around each other, and neither said a word for a full moment. Benecia spoke first.

Darling! she said softly. Just to hold thee again, to see thee art well! If I could only make thee know how I have missed thee! Tell me about thyself, everything!

Oh, Mother, it is so wonderful to be able to talk to thee again, said Etta, kissing her. There is nothing I will not tell thee!

She made her mother sit in the best chair, and sat on the floor beside her, pressing against her knees. In this rich atmosphere of love, she talked of everything that had happened since she had left Thornbrough: the university, the decision to come to New York, and her ambition to write, to make something of herself. In reply to her mothers inquiry as to whether she could not possibly live and work at home, she tried to explain that she must continue to live in a free and normal atmosphere such as she felt certain she could never have at home. Her desire to learn and achieve, she said, was as serious on her part as religion to her father, and it did not mean that she loved them less.

Well, darling, said Benecia when she had finished, is there anything else thee feels I ought to know about thy associates here? Is Volida really a serious girl, and are thy friendships all that they should be? Has thee any men friends, or has Volida?

Volida has been a wonderful friend, Mother, and we have been working very hard. We havent bothered with men. But there is just one thing I think I should tell thee. She hesitated, and her voice softened noticeably. I met an artist several weeks ago. He is painting American types, and I am posing for one of them. He is very serious, Mother, and is well known. I am sitting for my portrait in his studio, and he pays me for posing. It really has helped me, because Aunt Hesters money doesnt reach very far.

Is thee sure there is nothing wrong about thy going to this mans studio? asked Benecia earnestly.

No, Mother. It is all very proper, and he is devoted to his work. Id like thee to come and meet him.

Not today, Etta. I must get back to Thornbrough. Thy father is anxiously waiting to hear about thee. He grieves so much about thee, and he has been greatly worried about Stewart, as well as some business matters. But if I can assure him that it is really for thy good to be here, it will help so much to bring back his peace and happiness. Can I tell him that?

Yes, Mother, thee can, said Etta, with tears in her eyes.

They talked a little while longer about Isobel, and Dorothea, and Stewart, and then it was time for Benecia to leave.

The emotional impact of her mothers visit was so strong that Etta brooded for days over whether she should give up all she had longed for so fervently and return home. Had it not been for the stimulating companionship of Volida, she would have done so. Another deterrent was her growing, almost unconscious, infatuation for Willard Kane. As it was, she stayed on, until the affectional relationship between herself and Kane developed to such a degree that it was impossible to retreat.

One cold November afternoon she found him standing in front of her portrait when she entered the studio. She went over and stood beside him. It was plain, from the way he had painted her, that he understood her personality and was deeply moved by it. She was pleased and flattered. But even more than that, she was stirred emotionally by a feeling that this was a direct declaration of love. She turned to look at him and, meeting his eyes, sensed that resistance was futile. Slowly, and as if impelled by a force over which she had no control, she moved closer to him. He put his arms around her and held her close.

The aftermath of this mutual confession was that Etta found herself involved in a relationship which, while blissful to her, tortured her daily with fear of the consequences should her father and mother learn of it in some way. Nevertheless, as the days passed and nothing happened to make discovery seem probable, she could not resist venturing still further into this new realm of love and aesthetic experience. However, Kane was a man whose life was dominated by his art, and while he saw love and beauty as an integral part of life, he did not see them as forces which might prove destructive to himself or to his art. He was filled with tenderness and gratitude to Etta for what she meant to him in his work, as well as obvious desire for her exquisite physical youth. But he did not realize that if he extended this relationship too far, it might prove destructive or disastrous to Etta. True, he was drawn to her because of her youth and sensitivity and fine mind. He appreciated her, desired her, sometimes adored her, but did not really love her. Besides, he did not know of the conventions and restraints of her family and their religion and how deeply imbedded she was in these. She had told him nothing about them, not even that they were Quakers. Therefore, from the very first, his mind was not set to make this a permanent union.

By the end of autumn, it had become natural for her to drop into his studio every afternoon on her way home from the university, a time which, anticipating her arrival, he kept free for her. Now that the portrait was finished, he desired to make other sketches of her. A little later, they began to go out to dinner almost every night, and as often, she would return with him to the studio.

Unfortunately, in one of those Greenwich Village restaurants they were encountered one evening by a friend of Orvilles, fresh from Trenton, who though respectably married, came up now and then to the Village to see a former girl friend. Knowing Kane, he ostentatiously crossed over to greet the well-known artist, who, under the circumstances, was compelled to introduce Etta.

This is Miss Barnes, he said. Etta, this is Ranse Kingsbury.

The young man looked at Etta a little too intently, Kane thought. He knew enough about the fellow to resent this: a married man, living in Trenton, visiting the Village occasionally to see a former girl friend whom Kane also knew. He could sense the curiosity in this mans eyes as to Etta; she probably seemed to him far removed from the ordinary Village type with which he was familiar.

As he was taking his leave, he asked, quite casually: Are you, by any chance, related to Orville Barnes, of Trenton, Miss Barnes?

Etta was so surprised by this remark that before she could collect her thoughts she had replied: Yes, he is my brother.

Really? I know Orville very well; went to a delightful party at his house last week. I dont believe you were there, were you? Im sure I would have noticed you.

By now Etta was really frightened by what she had said, and replied shortly: No. I havent seen Orville since Ive come to New York; Im studying at the university here.

But the harm had already been done. For when Kingsbury returned to Trenton he lost no time in informing Orville that he had met his sister in Greenwich Village with the well-known artist, Willard Kane. Orville, pretending little interest in this information, was nevertheless disturbed by it. Greenwich Village associations of any kind did not accord with his position. Ever since Etta had left home, there had been much curiosity on the part of his wife and her family as to Ettas whereabouts and what she was doing. Now this mention of her weighed on his mind so heavily that he determined to look into the matter himself.

The following Sunday he traveled to New York and went directly to the house in Horatio Street, rather early in the morning. He was told that his sister had gone away for the week end. Unable to gain any further information about her, he recalled the name of the man his friend had mentioned as being with her that evening. Willard Kane: that was the name. He found his address in the telephone book and went to the studio building, where a sleepy elevator man, in response to his inquiry, proceeded to call Kanes apartment through a speaking-tube arrangement.

Is Mr. Kane in? queried the elevator man.

Who is it that wishes to speak to him? The voice was perfectly audible to Orville, and instantly familiar. It was that of his sister. Leaning over the mans shoulder, he answered in his stead:

Listen, Etta, this is Orville. Id like to see you. Can I come up?

There was a second of silence, then Etta said:

Why, just wait a minute, Orville. Ill be right down. Orville paced to and fro in the hall waiting for her. In about ten minutes she came down, looking somewhat distraught. At the same time he could not help noticing that she had changed since last he had seen her: she seemed taller, more vivid and lovely than he had ever thought she could be. However, this observation did not soften the anger which he now felt against her.

Where do you live, here or on Horatio Street? he asked, with an ironic smile of greeting.

Why, in Horatio Street, of course. I was just calling on Mr. Kane.

You keep strange visiting hours, he retorted.

I happen to be posing for Mr. Kane, and I do not arrange the hours myself. Mr. Kane does that. Hes a famous painter.

Well, theres something very funny about it. Here it is, ten oclock Sunday morning

I dont know whats the matter with you, Orville, said Etta angrily. I havent seen you for a long time, and now that youre here youre being so unfriendly.

Orville chose to disregard this remark.

If theres nothing wrong about this posing business, take me up and let me talk to Mr. Kane for a few minutes.

Ill do nothing of the sort! I know he doesnt want to see you or anyone else when hes working.

I thought so. Orville glanced around to assure himself that the elevator man was not there. What is this, Etta? Are you in love with this man, or just having an affair?

Ettas eyes were blazing. I dont see that its any business of yours, was all she could find to say.

Of course, the reputation of the family doesnt mean anything to you. Orvilles anger was mounting. But it does to the rest of us. Dont you realize that people are talking about you already? If you have no pride of your own, at least you ought to think of Father and Mother.

What people say, what people think, thats all you care about! It isnt Father or Mother or any of the rest of us youre thinking of. So what right have you to criticize me? Youre living your life and Im living mine. She started back toward the stairway.

The day will come when youll regret this! proclaimed Orville.

Just then the elevator came down, and Etta stepped quickly inside, and with the closing of the door she was gone.
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ORVILLES VISIT, AND THE BITTER WORDS THAT passed between him and Etta, instead of frightening her into giving up her association with Willard Kane, had the opposite effect. For now it seemed to her that another barrier had been placed between her and all that had been her former life. Orville had raised a new question: that of social scandal and scorn, which was even more antagonistic to her whole conception of life than was the religious and moral disapprobation of her father, whose attitude was at least understandable, coming, as it did, from the heart of a man who was inherently sincere and loving, however lacking in vision he might be. But the hateful reproaches of Orville emanated from a small mind, full of greed and ambition for worldly success, and she was glad that she was no longer a part of such a world. While she did not want to hurt her family, neither would she allow their conventional and pro-moralistic convictions to injure or restrain her.

Bravely as she had answered him, he would never know how deeply he had hurt her, and she would never forget that look in his hard, socially conventionalized face. However, since she had left home, Etta had grown in experience and knowledge of life, and so in courage and independence of view. What did it mean, after all, to be scorned by the world of society and wealth  a way of life that could make your own brother turn against you with hatred, and that so soon after the days when they had played together as children? The mere thought made her glad that she was no longer a part of that world  an outcast from it, maybe, for it was chiefly concerned with social restraints, all of them destructive to the individuals desire for growth and self-development. Her association with Volida and with Kanes broad and aesthetic mind had freed her completely.

And so it was that Kane became more and more the center of her thoughts and feelings. He, by contrast to her father and her brother, seemed to understand the beauty and meaning of life. He encouraged her to work toward her highest development and brought her to a realization of the intellectual joys and creative possibilities of life. He talked to her of books and music, took her to art galleries, and explained all things wisely and intelligently. And all the while he was inducting her into the ways of love with a sensitivity of perception and expression that was keyed to her innermost physical and spiritual needs.

Volida, in spite of her advanced ideas, had been a little disappointed as well as shocked by the discovery that Etta was no different from the average female in her desire for love and physical union with the man of her choice. Her reaction, in large part, was probably traceable to envy and jealousy because she had not inspired any such result for herself, neither with Kane nor with any similarly attractive man. She had visited his studio a number of times with Etta, and admired and appreciated his work, as well as his mind. Someday, she hoped, she too would be fortunate enough to interest a man as temperamentally distinguished and physically attractive as Kane. Until then, her friendship with Etta was a substitute for stronger emotions. For she was truly and unreservedly devoted to her, recognizing in her a beauty of spirit and mind that was far superior to her own. Her advice to her was to try and forget the whole unfortunate scene with Orville. She had money of her own, didnt she? She need not ask his permission to live her own life. He must have realized by now that he could really do nothing as far as she was concerned.

She was correct in her conclusion that Orville had left New York with a sense of defeat. The thought of the social repercussions, should news of his sisters erratic conduct reach his wife and her family connections, was what bothered him most. He decided not to tell his father and mother, or any of the family, about his visit. He would wait to see if anything further developed. Perhaps she would eventually see the light and change her way of living. It was about time for him to make one of his regular journeys to Thornbrough, anyhow, and he would size up the situation and be governed accordingly.

But on his visit home for the following week end, he found them all deeply involved in plans for Dorotheas forthcoming wedding in October. The previous summer she had become engaged to Sutro Court, son of a street-railway magnate, the young man she had met and danced with on that first memorable visit to Cousin Rhodas home, and her wedding was to be as socially impressive an affair as she could possibly contrive. She was consulting the Social Register when Orville arrived, checking the names of persons to whom invitations would be sent. Orvilles opinion on the eligibility of each of these she considered invaluable.

They were alone together in Solons study, Orville standing at the window, gazing out on the lawn, and Dorothea at her fathers desk. He listened as she read the names and made some comment as to each one, mostly favorable.

The Ranse Kingsburys? She held her pencil poised. How about them?

Heavens, no! Orville turned away from the window and came over to the desk. Not him!

My goodness, returned Dorothea, is he as bad as all that?

Oh, it isnt that hes bad, replied Orville. Its just that he knows something about Etta that we wouldnt want to have spread around, particularly at this time.

Dorothea straightened up in her chair and exclaimed: Why, Orville, what do you mean?

Orville frowned and put a finger to his lips as if to impress her with the need for silence.

This only increased her curiosity, as well as her powers of persuasion, and in a few moments she had the whole story from him. She was shocked and at the same time frightened: the word scandal flashed into her mind with a terrifying suddenness. To think that she and her family should be confronted with such a situation, particularly at this time! She did not intend to repeat this story to her parents, but the next day, as she was talking over plans with her mother, Benecia said:

Dorothea, doesnt thee think thee should write Etta a nice little note, asking her to come home for the wedding? I feel quite certain she will come, but I would like thee to show her thee wishes her to be there.

But, Mother and Dorothea hesitated.

What is it, child?

Mother, thee does not know the whole truth about Etta. You and Father would not approve of the way she is living in New York, if you knew. I think it would be best not to have her come.

Dorothea! exclaimed Benecia. How can thee speak so of thy sister?

It is not I, Mother, who says so; it is Orville, and he doesnt wish her to come, either.

Thee grieves me greatly, Dorothea, by thy attitude toward thy sister. This is her home as much as thine. But let Orville come in and speak with us, if he has anything to say against Etta.

Whereupon Benecia immediately thought of Ettas reference to the artist for whom she was posing. Some time had elapsed since then, and as Ettas letters revealed little of her personal life, she was shaken by the fear that all might not be well with her, the innocent, meditative, dreamy child who had only a few weeks ago looked into her eyes and told her that nothing was wrong.

The ensuing conversation between Benecia and her two children was extremely painful for all three. Orville repeated the same story he had told Dorothea, only phrased in words which he thought would not too greatly hurt his mother.

Shocked and depressed as she was, Benecias first thought was of Solon. However, though she now feared the worst, she was not willing to show Orville and Dorothea that her faith in Etta was in any way shaken. Instead she insisted that they might be wrong; at any rate, they were wrong to gossip about their sister in this fashion; she should be given a chance to come and defend herself. Furthermore, Solon should not be told anything until she had time to hear from Etta. She would write to her, and her reply would explain everything.

Yet Ettas reply, when it finally came, was so evasive as to make her mother even more sad and fearful. In fact, she grieved to such a degree that her physical being was affected, and throughout the wedding preparations, during which she heard nothing further from Etta, she experienced periods of weakness which she knew very well were due to depression and worry, rather than fatigue.

As for Solon, alarmed by Benecias condition, he began to feel that something was radically wrong, for she was not very successful in concealing her depression. He inquired anxiously of the others, Dorothea in particular, as to whether they knew what was troubling their mother.

Oh, maybe shes worried about Etta, said Dorothea, carelessly. She still hopes that Etta will come home for the wedding, but she wrote that she couldnt possibly leave her work at this time.

Whereupon Solon suspected that something more than Ettas general attitude as expressed at their last meeting was involved in her refusal to come home. Finally he went to Benecia and demanded that she tell him everything she knew about Etta, as he suspected that there was more to it than he already knew. Reluctantly she told him that there was a man in Ettas life, a well-known painter, but whether this involved any immorality she could not say, and could not believe, since Etta admitted only to an aesthetic friendship; they must pray and trust that no harm would come to her.

So they shared this burden together, he and Benecia, and their hearts were heavy throughout the festivities which should have marked one of Thornbroughs happiest occasions: the marriage of his daughter in the beautiful home of his childhood.
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IN THE FALL OF THE YEAR IN WHICH ETTA HAD taken, up her life in New York, and in which Dorothea was married, Stewart had also entered upon a new phase of his life. He had been sent to Franklin Hall: a quasi-religious, or at least pro-moralistic, institution, where, if one seriously devoted oneself to the matter of self-education, considerable progress could be made. It was a peaceful, pleasing, rather exclusive place, situated in what were once the extreme outskirts of Philadelphia but which now presented a mixed atmosphere, half country, half suburbs. The grounds comprised some twenty acres, enclosed by a high, closely joined board fence, and were attractively planted with flower beds and well-kept lawns. There were also several athletic fields and tennis courts. The buildings were only three in number, consisting of a central school and office structure, and two dormitories.

To Stewart, who came here after more than sixteen years of family life, this seemed a very pleasant place, offering considerable variety in the way of surroundings and companionship. However, the hours for rising, retiring, eating, studying, and visiting were all carefully regulated.

Stewart was by now a sizable lad, five feet nine, handsome, and with a growing knowledge of probable opportunities which was out of proportion with his seriousness of mind. He was temperamentally gay, and here at this school it was not a [ H3 ] wider intellectual life which interested him as much as the chance for new contacts with boys of a more sophisticated sort and, through them, the world of sport and pleasure.

For just now he was intensely concerned mentally with thoughts of girls. Something of the sex longing that was afflicting his eldest sister, only many times strengthened and without the conservatism of soul that regulated and controlled Isobel, was in him. In fact, he was cursed with an overwhelming hunger for physical sex gratification. The curve of a cheek or neck, the grace of movement, the glance in the eyes, or the touch of a hand of any attractive girl moved him with a kind of energy that was electric in its character. He was roused, brightened, made to thrill at the mere thought of them. And, true to his nature, he was not definitely interested in one, but in all. Seldom did he walk down the street that he did not see a girl who was disturbingly attractive to him. He yearned after her, not realizing how fickle was his mood.

But here there was little time, and even less opportunity-or, at least, so it seemed at first  for those cubbish flirtations which he craved. The students had to obtain their parents permission to visit one another in their respective homes of a Saturday or over Saturday night. Notwithstanding this handicap, several of the boys  those possessed of complacent parents  would sometimes slip out together and visit a theater or indulge in some other form of entertainment. But Solon and Benecia, becoming aware of Stewarts inclinations, insisted that he return home every Saturday, or, failing that, remain at the school to attend to his studies.

The consequence was that Stewart, once he was settled here, was bitterly rebellious at what he considered the unjust and unnecessary supervision by his parents. And to make matters even worse, there was his lack of spending money. For Solon had figured out all his legitimate expenses before he came. In addition to such clothing and equipment as he needed, he thought that five dollars a week for carfare and incidental expenses would be ample. Any extra expenses he was willing to consider, but he did not anticipate them. He wanted to teach his boy the value of economy, caution and thoughtfulness in the matter of expenditure.

But Stewart did not approve of this arrangement at all. For here, at his very door, was the great and fascinating city of Philadelphia, with shops, and restaurants, and theaters which he had never been allowed to visit. And a number of the boys here had money, much more than he had, and so, in spite of the limiting school restrictions, managed to get in to Philadelphia on Saturdays, at least, and stand treat for the crowd at a local restaurant or ice-cream parlor. Many of them, too, were much richer in haberdashery than he was, and boasted of their fathers owning automobiles: a fact which irritated Stewart greatly, since his father still refused to buy a motorcar.

At this time the automobile was still an instrument of luxury and in the hands of some whose taste for show outran their purses. Lavish American models vied with foreign importations, and scores of these were to be seen in Philadelphia and elsewhere: great, honking, high-colored things which created a veritable sensation in the breast of the average spectator, both of wonder and envy.

Now it so happened that the family of a classmate of Stewarts possessed one of these super-cars. Lester Jennings, Jr., had even learned to drive it, and in chats with his friends made occasional reference to his fathers car as if it were a thing of no great import, although in reality he was dying to show off the car and his prowess in driving.

One day one of the group, a boy named Victor Bruge, after listening to Jenningss account of drives with his family during the past week end, interrupted his boasting to put in a few remarks.

Why cant you get your fathers car sometime and take us out, Jennings? he said. We could have a swell time! Its only a little over an hours run to Atlantic City, you know, or we could go down to Wilmington. I know some girls down there.

Whereupon Lester replied that he would try to arrange this sometime when his father was not using the car himself.

It was not unnatural that a boy of Stewarts avid, life-loving temperament should attract and be attracted to boys of this sort. Indeed, the greatest influence on him here was the quickly acquired companionship of these two. Both were of the same frivolous nature as himself. Jennings was a youth of agreeable, albeit aggressive, character. He was short, stocky, defiant-jawed, with a rather squarish, pudgy face, little eyes which peered through round, metal-rimmed glasses. His smooth hair was carefully parted in the middle and brushed back precisely over his ears. He was given to luxurious trappings: luggage of fine leather, large and small, clothes of the most expensive type, and was rumored to be the sole heir to a ton of money.

Victor Bruge, a tall, wiry, dapper youth of eighteen, was of a more sensitive, nervous, and selfish make-up. He also possessed a world of material furnishings almost amusing to contemplate and was always meticulously attired. He had an exceedingly indulgent mother, who was inclined to think that her husband was too severe with the boy, and he could always get a written consent from her for one thing and another: to visit Jennings, for instance, or to be excused from a week-end visit home; she would merely complain affectionately that she did not see enough of him.

It was not long before these three were foregathering in one anothers rooms during the day, or when lights were out at night, which was against the rules. Or they were off on expeditions to the neighboring village whenever possible. On most occasions the main topic of conversation was girls, their various characteristics, or they would discuss certain ones who had or had not given any indication of reciprocal interest. In addition to that there were such things as cards, cigarettes, or the theater, to consider. Bruge and Jennings carried fancy cigarette cases, from which, when opportunity offered, they would extract a coffin nail, a common expression of the day. Also, Jennings knew how to play pinochle and poker, and Bruge considered himself an expert at pool and billiards, knowledge of which he had only recently acquired and of which he was very proud.

Jennings had not as yet figured out how he would get his fathers car for a Saturday ride, but he felt sure he could arrange it at least for a few hours, and then they would try to pick up some girls to take along. They discussed this one Saturday as they were leaving for their respective homes.

Gee, that would be the stuff! exclaimed Stewart, his mind running back to Marsha Warrington, in Dukla. She was so lovely: rosy-cheeked and buxom.

Bruge was tremendously excited at the prospect. He had a habit of sitting on corners of tables, desks, trunks, beds, anything in sight, crossing and uncrossing his legs nervously and moving his hands as he talked.

We might go down to Wilmington, he suggested again, because his family had only recently left there to live in Philadelphia. I know a half-dozen peaches down there, real birds!

Or Atlantic City, put in Stewart. Whats the matter with that? Couldnt we make that in an afternoon?

Both Bruge and Jennings were a little dubious as to that. But the great thing was to get the car and go somewhere, to get away, and to this end they proceeded to bend their mental energies.
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STEWART, TO FURTHER THE FULFILLMENT OF this bright dream, determined to ask his father for some additional money, and also to secure permission to visit with Bruge or Jennings of a Saturday, as soon as it appeared that Jennings could get his fathers car.

However, on the following week-end visit home, he found his father in no favorable mood for granting any requests. For Solon had received a letter from the dean of Franklin Hall, complaining that Stewart was behind in three of his studies, and unless improvement was shown before the end of the semester, he would be dropped from the school.

I am sorry to trouble you, Mr. Barnes, wrote the dean. Stewart is a bright boy, but he is inclined to be a little wild, I fear, and so in need of special attention. Furthermore, he has found several friends here who are inclined to waste his and their own time. For that reason, I feel that a word from you now might have more weight than severer measures later.

Solon was astounded. Following upon the heels of Ettas wayward and defiant behavior, this was a hard blow to him. For here was another of his children, in spite of his watchfulness, his reasoning, his prayers  and Benecias also  behaving so reprehensibly. To be sure, he would talk to the boy, but would that really do any good? There was always before him the picture of Etta, looking at him so curiously with a look of fear in her wide blue eyes as he told her what he thought about the books and her following Volida La Porte to Wisconsin. And yet, only a few days later, she had left her home and all it offered of love and protection. And now here was Stewart, as eager for life as Etta, and even more impetuous. He might likewise be driven away, perhaps into still greater dangers, if he were expelled from Franklin Hall and made to feel that he would be in disgrace at home. No, whatever happened, this boy, his baby, must never be made to feel that he could not stay in his own home or that his father was antipathetic to him. Most surely the world was changing, as he himself could see. He must try to understand his children, even though he could make no compromise with what he knew to be right.

And so, after considerable meditation, Solon decided to try a different method of approach to Stewart. He greeted him affectionately when he returned for the week end. However, he left the deans letter in the boys room, where he would not fail to see it.

As it turned out, Stewart was duly impressed by the letter and his fathers unusually tolerant attitude about it. He went to Solon and frankly confessed his negligence, promising to do better in his studies in the future. He was sincere in this statement, because he did not want to be dropped from this school where he had formed associations which held such prospects of freedom and new excitements.

But if his relationship with his father had seemed to improve on this occasion, it was not long afterward that he was again aware of the impossibility of any real contact or understanding between them. Solon could never be anything but the serious, dignified father, always examining papers, partaking of solemn meals, engaged in weighty conversations, and always with a heavy, cautious, humorless attitude toward everything, whereas, to Stewart, so many things in life were amusing: old-fashioned Quakers, for instance, who came to the Dukla meetinghouse and sat about there in stately silence. Even old Joseph, the coachman, was a mirth-provoking picture to Stewart, as he ambled about the place, his back bent, his mouth shrunken, his eyes almost hidden under heavy, bushy eyebrows. As he walked he turned his toes out awkwardly, and Stewart would sometimes amuse Dorothea by imitating him. His father caught him in the act one afternoon and took him to task, in no uncertain terms, for his bad manners.

Stewarts habitual use of slang also brought him a serious dressing down from his father. It was a rainy Saturday evening, and, thoroughly bored at being forced to stay indoors, he began juggling a cane, a ball, and a book, in imitation of some vaudeville actor he had seen on one of his expeditions to the theater with Bruge. Dorothea was watching him.

Keep your eyes on me, Dodo. Watch me, kid! he was saying, a little breathlessly. Ill show you some hot stuff here in a minute. Pretty keen, eh? And then, as he dropped all three objects: Wouldnt that frost you? Wouldnt that make you bust out and cry?

Dorothea, amused by the whole thing, was about to try it herself when Solon entered.

What kind of talk is thee using, Stewart? he inquired, looking at him over his reading glasses. I was in the other room and heard thee.

Just a little slang, Father, confessed Stewart. I was trying to show Dodo a trick.

But why use such language to do it? Where did thee learn these things?

Oh, all the boys talk that way. Stewart bit his lip to suppress an irreverent smile. But maybe I shouldnt have talked so here, he added, weakly.

Here! exclaimed Solon, reproachfully. Not only here, but everywhere, thee should use the language of a gentleman. Thee seems to grow bolder and less gentlemanly every day. Is it the company thee keeps? If so, I had better take thee out of Franklin Hall and send thee somewhere else.

He left them feeling a little uncomfortable. Dorothea, with a smile of sympathy for Stewart, said she had things to attend to in her room, and Stewart went outside to pace up and down the veranda. Hang such a family, anyway! Now hed never be able to bring up the subject of money, with his father in such a mood!

And yet he was growing desperate, for the following Saturday Jennings might be able to get his fathers car, and the thought of missing out on this adventure was too terrible to contemplate.
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MRS. SEGAR WALLIN WAS IMMENSELY PLEASED with the success of the social campaign she had launched on behalf of Dorothea. Its brilliant culmination in the girls forthcoming marriage to Sutro Court proved to her that she was right in wanting to get the Barnes children away from the oppressive austerity of their home life. She was now toying with the idea of doing the same for Stewart, and only a few days after the boys unhappy week end at home, she suddenly decided she would drive down to Franklin Hall to see him.

The appearance of the school struck her, as she approached, as being just like the Barneses: simple and severe-looking. A number of boys were playing cricket in the unseasonably warm September sunshine; otherwise, the atmosphere was impressively quiet.

After due inquiry at the office Stewart appeared, carrying a cricket bat under his arm and looking flushed from the exercise. He smiled radiantly and was trying to smooth down his ruffled hair at the same time he was apologizing for his appearance. He was wearing a sleeveless shirt, gray trousers, and canvas shoes.

Oh, dont worry on my account, said Rhoda. Im glad to see a Barnes looking otherwise than solemn; I could almost hug you for it. But youre getting too big for that, even from a relative, arent you?

She smiled brilliantly and was amused by his obvious embarrassment at this remark. To Stewart she seemed amazingly young and attractive, in her rather tight-fitting brown checked suit, and dashing brown felt hat atop her fluffy light hair.

Youve nice, strong brown arms, Stew, she went on, and then added, with an air of conspiracy: But that isnt what I came all the way down here to tell you. I saw Dorothea a few days ago. As a matter of fact, I was helping her select a few dresses for her trousseau, and she told me about you and your father. Its too bad. He doesnt seem to understand. She paused as she noted the semblance of a shadow in Stewarts eyes. You see, I know him very well. We havent been first cousins all these years without my finding out a lot of things.

Stewart smiled. The governor is a bit stiff, he observed, using a term which he never would have used at home, but he means well, I guess.

He stood tall and erect, a very handsome boy, Rhoda Wallin decided.

Ill tell you, Stew, she continued, in her warm effusive manner. I came here today on purpose to make friends with you. After all, Im one of the family. I adore your father and mother. In fact, I have the profoundest respect for them. I consider Solon Barnes one of the finest men I know, and your mothers the sweetest, dearest mother any boy could have. But just the same  and dont misunderstand me, Stew  theyre a little bit old-fashioned, both of them. Theyre too religious. All the Barneses and Wallins have been too set in the matter of religion and duty. Theyve hung onto their Quakerism until theyre almost extinct as human beings  that is, all but the doctor and myself. Now, I havent a thing against the Quakers. I love them dearly. If I could live as they do, and keep my place in society, Id do it. But it cant be done, Stewart. I cant do it. No one can. How can you give up music, and dancing, and theaters, and books, and motion pictures, and fit into the world of today? It cant be done!

Stewart did not say anything, but the look in his eyes indicated his agreement.

Thousands of people are as good and kind as they are, but still they dont feel about those things as they do. And deep down in his heart, I dont think your father really believes that way himself. He cant. Its just a tradition hes clinging to. They think that the doctor and I are too worldly, but I have always felt that you children were being deprived of your natural share of the fun in this world. Its a shame to waste your beautiful young life. Here are the doctor and I, without any children of our own in that big house, and weve been cut off from you all these years because of a few old-fashioned prejudices. I call it dreadful!

Well, Dorothea seems to have had some good times with you, said Stewart, smiling.

Oh yes, Dorothea. Isnt it wonderful, her marriage to Sutro Court? But I practically had to kidnap Dorothea. I want to do things for all of you. I want you to consider our house in New Brunswick your second home. I think maybe Isobel has been trained in the old ways so long she wouldnt be happy there. But I want you both to come often  she unconsciously eliminated Etta. I want you to have a good time, meet people, and enjoy yourselves. Come some week end soon, with Dorothea or without her; Ill arrange it with your parents and with the school.

Gee, Cousin Rhoda, youre swell! You know, I never get to go anywhere, and Id love to come to your place. Then he hesitated, and she looked at him inquiringly. I wonder if I could ask you to help me out on something, he said, almost appealingly.

She laid her hand affectionately on his arm as if to encourage him to go on.

He twirled his bat and pushed his hand through his hair before he could bring himself to go on. Then he started in boldly: Well, next week end, I want to go to Lester Jennings house  maybe you know them  but I dont dare ask the governors permission to go. Maybe, if I could say I was going to your house

Why, certainly! I know the Jenningses. Ill help you out, Stew! I tell you what, she exclaimed with an inspiration, why dont you come with me now, and well have dinner in Philadelphia in some nice place and talk it over? Would they let you go, do you think?

Maybe, if you insist, Cousin Rhoda. Im sure you can manage anything.

And manage it she did, without delay, securing permission to take Stewart away with her, provided they returned by nine oclock.

Only fifteen minutes later Stewart, having hastily donned his best clothes, sat beside her and they hummed along toward the city. He listened to more of her observations on the way, feeling that he had indeed come upon a most interesting personality, one who might stand him in good stead, not only now, but perhaps in the future. As she asked him various questions, the matter of his limited allowance leaked out, and she listened sympathetically.

They were back at the school a few minutes before nine, and as she left she pressed a thin roll of bills into his hand. Back in his room, he counted them excitedly, and, to his astonishment, found six five-dollar notes. He was jubilant: thirty dollars meant no more need to worry over Saturdays jaunt with the boys; his problem was solved.
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THE LONG-AWAITED SATURDAY FINALLY arrived. Stewart had taken advantage of his cousin Rhodas acquiescence to his suggestion that he tell his parents he was visiting her. Early in the afternoon he and Victor Bruge went with young Jennings to his home in Chester to get the car for their drive to Wilmington, where, Bruge assured them, he knew several attractive girls he could persuade to go riding with them.

Stewart was beside himself with nervous anticipation. Even his money problem was taken care of, owing to the generosity of Cousin Rhoda. At last he would be able to say: Oh, let me pay! Or: This one is on me! It would make him feel so much more important.

In the car  a high-powered touring model  they tore up hill and down dale toward Wilmington, frightening the horses and chickens on the way, setting dogs to barking, and stirring up clouds of dust as they passed. Traffic regulations were not yet as strict as they later became, and they drove at a speed which caused Stewart to let out an occasional scream of delight. It was tremendously exciting. He must somehow induce his father to buy a car like this. He pictured himself sitting at the wheel; he was sure he would be able to drive as well as Lester Jennings, probably even better.

They sped into Wilmington and drove to a house indicated by Bruge. He ran to the door, was admitted, and in a few moments came out with a fair-haired girl wearing a blue-and-white sweater and a little white hat.

This is one of those peaches I was telling you about, boys: Miss Ethel de Fremmery herself! announced Bruge grandly, and assisted her into the back seat beside Stewart.

Hello, everybody! she exclaimed, beaming at them all. Whose car is this? You lucky kids!

Driving along to the home of a girl friend of hers, whom Bruge also knew, she turned her bright blue eyes on Stewart and looked him over with a keen interest.

My, what yellow hair youve got! she said.

He yanked an overhanging forelock. My golden locks! Want some of it?

No, thanks, my owns troublesome enough!

Myra Temple, the other girl, turned out to be a pleasing brunette contrast to the fair Ethel, and she suggested bringing along her companion, Georgette Gilman, equally dark and attractive, and immediately accepted as a welcome addition to the party. All were members of the same high-school sorority, and it developed in the course of their conversation that there was to be a dance that very same evening at the home of one of their sorority members, and that the three boys might come, if they wished.

Im all for it! exclaimed Jennings, who had become volubly interested in the Gilman girl beside him on the front seat.

Thats all right for you two fellows, said Stewart, but where do I get off? I cant dance.

Listen to that! exclaimed Ethel, who was obviously greatly taken with Stewart. He doesnt dance!

Oh, you poor child! called out Georgette. Well have to do something about you.

Why dont you learn, you big boob? said Bruge, gaily. Cant you teach him, girls?

Of course, agreed Ethel. Then, snuggling up closer to Stewart: Its no trick at all. Ill teach you in no time! Stewart was quite beside himself with the idea of acquiring this coveted art under such pleasing circumstances. They were now speeding out into the country, whisking along among the first falling leaves of autumn. By this time Ethel seemed not to resent his taking her hand in his.

In a small suburban town they stopped for hot chocolate, and then, in the dusk of this early October evening they turned back, flushed with joy and excitement. Two of the girls were put down temporarily at their homes to dress and join the others later at Ethels house, where the boys were also to wait for them, and Stewart to practice dancing with Ethel.

In less than an hour, awkwardly following Ethels directions, and later taken in hand by Myra and Georgette, Stewart achieved at least a slight understanding of the waltz and the two-step, sufficient to enable him to get around with any one of the three. By the time they were ready to leave for the party, he was elated over his progress, though slightly nervous when they finally arrived at the home of Miss Dorothy Prendergast  whom Ethel described as a very nice girl  where some eighteen or twenty girls and an equal number of boys were already dancing. The girls, most of them, were a little bold, sex curious, and coquettish, just the type that appealed to Jennings and Stewart, although Bruges taste was already tending toward something a little more sophisticated. Most of them were becomingly gowned in long frocks of every hue. Stewart gazed at them avidly, vibrating to that rhythm of sex and beauty which can only be fully understood by youth.

Bruge was known to many of them and made all-round introductions. They were mostly sons and daughters of prosperous parents, and Stewarts connection with the Wilmington branch of the widely known Wallin family stood him in good stead. In addition most of the girls were charmed by his good looks and beamed on him ingratiatingly, all except one, a shapely self-conscious blonde, who impressed him as being totally indifferent to his charms. Later, he was puzzled to find her staring at him with a wide, fixed gaze, whenever he passed her, and the first moment he found himself free he went over to her.

May I have the next dance with you? he inquired bravely.

I dont dance very well, but  

Olive Ritter was one of those spoiled and petted creatures who say what they think and reproach all who interfere with their pleasures.

Do you really want to dance with me? she asked, rather insolently. Youve been dancing with everyone else but me. I thought you didnt like me.

A flush of pleasure and vanity spread over Stewarts countenance. He could scarcely believe his ears. This girl was really enticing, and she was obviously interested in him.

I told you I didnt dance very well, he apologized as he stumbled at one point in their dancing. I only learned tonight.

Who taught you? Ethel de Fremmery?

Yes, and Miss Temple and Miss Gilman, he replied.

My, what a lot of teachers! Have you known them long?

I only met them this afternoon.

You brought Ethel de Fremmery, didnt you?

The whole crowd of us came together, said Stewart stiffly. I didnt bring her particularly. I never saw her before today.

This question of girls, as he could now see, was complicated by that other question of faithfulness or singleness of mind, and he had no taste for either. Olive Ritter evidently disliked Ethel and would like to alienate him from her.

Do you come to Wilmington often? she asked.

No, but I expect to, he responded.

To see Ethel?

No, someone else, he replied blandly.

Im sure youre an awful flirt, she exclaimed.

Stewart assumed an air of injured innocence. Me? Youre mistaken. I havent seen anyone here who could hold a candle to you. She laughed disdainfully at that remark. Its true, he added.

Oh, Mr. Barnes, you dont expect me to believe that, do you? she said, teasingly, as they danced on.

You will let me come down sometime to see you, wont you?

She gazed at him intently as if pondering the question, then: Dont you think youd better confine your attentions to Ethel de Fremmery? she said, with a touch of sarcasm in her voice.

Oh, all right, said Stewart, with an independent air, if thats the way you feel about it. His vanity was touched.

Oh, dont be silly! She was relenting, and now modified her tone. Write me sometime, and Ill think it over.

Not on your life! Youll tell me now! Can I come and see you sometime, or cant I?

Yes, but... Ill let you know when. Whats your address?

Franklin Hall, he said, with a sense of masterfulness that was quite new to him. Whats yours?

Number 2020 Paine Street, she replied, almost humbly.

He strode away, after their dance ended, feeling deliriously happy. This was the way to handle girls! Treat them rough!

In the meantime Ethel had been watching Stewart with a jealous gleam in her eyes.

Well, you seemed to find Miss Ritter very interesting, she began sarcastically, as he came up to her.

Rather, said Stewart grandly. Do you know much about her? He was so new to the art of philandering that he was not sure what he should say.

Oh, her father runs a candy store, I think, said Ethel, anxious to belittle her rival, who was really the daughter of a candy manufacturer. Stewart noted the tone and the slur. However, he had been taught to consider all men equal in the sight of God, so that her remark, instead of lowering Olive Ritter in his eyes, only succeeded in conveying a poor impression of Ethel de Fremmery.

However, he decided to jolly her along. It was thrilling to have two girls quarreling over him in this way. Seemingly, he could do as he pleased in the matter of girls. All he needed was the opportunity and the money.
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AS THEIR FRIENDSHIP WITH STEWART developed, both Bruge and Jennings began to look on him as a necessary part of their experiences. He had been practically the life of the party down in Wilmington: he had a way with him, and the girls liked him very much. Encouraged by the success of that adventure, they were determined to repeat the experience, but with other girls and in other directions. Stewart, however, listened to their plans with only halfhearted interest. Money was the sine qua non of all such situations, and he saw no way of obtaining it.

When do you think you can get the car again, Les? asked Bruge one day, several weeks after the Wilmington trip.

Well, replied Jennings, pondering the question for a second, I cant get it this Saturday, but Im pretty sure it would be all right for the following Saturday.

Gee, we might get those two dames from Philadelphia we met last summer! Remember, Les?

Sure, I remember. Stew would like Psyche Tanzer, wouldnt he, Bruge?

Or Rae Patterson, said Bruge. Remember how she wanted to stay out in the park all night? The mere memory of it made him chuckle.

Stewart pricked up his ears. This was beginning to sound interesting.

Wasnt there another girl? asked Jennings, thinking of Stewart.

I dont think so, but they could get one. Leave it to Psyche! said Bruge.

At this point Stewart decided it was about time to state his position.

Listen, fellows, he said. The governor keeps track of every cent I spend, and I hate to ask my cousin to help me out so soon again.

Oh, dont worry about that, Stew; well see you through, said Jennings, with an air of casual generosity.

All right, then, its on for next Saturday, and youre in on this, too, Stew, said Bruge, with a tone of finality. Waitll you see those dames!

Psyche Tanzer and Rae Patterson, the dames in question, were two girls whom Bruge and Jennings had met one evening the summer before in an amusement park on the outskirts of Fairmount Park. Psyche was a tall, light-haired tomboy of a girl, graceful, provocative, but scatterbrained, with no sense of the orders or importances of life. Her father was a carpenter, and her slatternly mother was not much concerned with the conduct of her children; she spent most of her waking hours reading oversentimental love stories and had probably named her daughter for the heroine of one of them. There was no other possible explanation for its seeming incongruity. They lived in a cheap flat in the Kensington district of Philadelphia and made the most of an uncertain existence complicated by the fact that the old man drank heavily. The principal amusement of the two daughters of this family, the youngest of whom was thirteen, while Psyche was seventeen, was walking out of an evening to see what they could see, talking with such boys of the neighborhood as were brash enough to address them. In the summer they frequented the various amusement parks around the city. Psyche scorned the idea of working for a living. They dont pay you anything, she said, which was true for one of her limited capabilities.

Rae Patterson had much the same background, but was of a more practical turn of mind, and worked as a salesgirl in a department store. She was dark, rather slender, and of a coquettish, romantic type, but not very clever. Her father was a sign painter, in and out of jobs most of the time.

When Jennings and Bruge first encountered them they were standing near the merry-go-round, eating popcorn. The boys were strolling around, eager for adventure. They had never known girls with whom they could be the least bit familiar, but poor girls were supposed to be less difficult in that respect, so they loitered here with some such hope in mind.

Want to ride on the merry-go-round, girls? called out Bruge.

Sure! replied Psyche, the gayer and more assured of the two.

They climbed on the merry-go-round and spun around for several rides. Later they rode the scenic railway and the ferris wheel. By this time the girls, noting that these boys seemed to be well supplied with money, were beginning to think very favorably of them. Psyche had chosen Bruge, and Rae Patterson devoted her attention to Jennings. They were having a fine time and went on to the dance floor. They stayed until midnight, when the place closed. It was while they were walking across a section of Fairmount Park to reach the streetcar that Rae Patterson proposed staying there till dawn. Something like this was what the boys had been hoping for all along; but, now faced with the situation, they lacked the courage to carry it through.

But later in the summer they sought out these girls again and spent a couple of evenings similar to the first one. Both of the girls had already been despoiled by youths in their own neighborhood, but fear and uncertainty on the part of the two boys kept them from pursuing the relationship still further.

Now, however, Rae and Psyche presented themselves as ideal companions for a gay week-end outing. It was Bruge who got in touch with Psyche Tanzer and consulted her as to a third girl, and it was she who proposed Ada Maurer, the daughter of a carpet weaver in Philadelphia. Ada was just the one, she said, to make the party complete. Stewart did not meet any of them until the Saturday in question when Jennings got his fathers car and they all met in back of Broad Street station. When he saw them he sensed immediately that his parents would never have permitted him to associate with any one of them, but that did not lessen their appeal for him.

Ada Maurer was pleasingly round, cute, and friendly, with a wealth of dark, curly hair. Stewart would have preferred Psyche; he considered her the most attractive of the trio, but Bruge already had his arm linked through hers and was assisting her into the back seat of the car.

They crossed the river on the ferry and sped into New Jersey, heading toward Atlantic City. Jennings, in a burst of enthusiasm once they were out of the city, put on top speed.

Whaddya wanta to do? Blow my hair off! exclaimed Stewart.

Ada, sitting beside him, was opening her small handbag and getting out some hairpins and a small pocket mirror.

If any of you get too cold, called Jennings, who had Rae Patterson beside him on the front seat, sing out, and well stop somewhere and get warm.

The day was fairly cold, with a few gray clouds indicating snow.

Not me, said Psyche, who was nestling close to Bruge. I dont mind the cold. Id rather be speeding along in this car, and she laughed ecstatically.

Stewart, who had been watching Ada while she tried to arrange her wind-blown hair to her liking, drew closer to her. You havent a couple of hairpins in that bag that I can use, have you? he asked.

She looked at him as if she liked his eyes, his hair, his voice, everything about him. Maybe, I have, she said. How about my powder puff? Would you like that too?

Well, if you happen to have a shoehorn, or a safety pin, or a comb, he said, Ill take them all and begin to fix myself up, too.

They all laughed hilariously, as if it were an extremely witty remark. The countryside now was flat and open, with small forests of black, almost leafless, scrub oak and green pine, dotted at intervals with houses of white or gray frame. It was a sandy land. Both Stewart and Bruge now suggested that if they cut out stopping for dinner on the road they might reach Atlantic City before dark. Stewart wanted to see the ocean, since he had never been this far before.

You know, confided Ada to Stewart, for no apparent reason, Rae always quarrels with me because Im so slow. She thinks I can never get anywhere on time, but I did today, didnt I?

Yes, for once, interpolated Rae, from the front seat, but how about two weeks ago Sunday?

What were you two girls doing two weeks ago last Sunday? demanded Bruge.

Never you mind what we were doing, sonny, said Psyche, superiorly, something small boys mustnt know about.

Ill bet I know! Bruge laughed cynically. Dont you, Jennings?

Sure, I can guess, called back Jennings.

Well, what were we doing, if you know so much? Ada was pleased with the turn the conversation was taking.

Oh, we know, all right, called out Bruge, with a slight chuckle.

Stewart looked at Ada, who seemed not at all shocked by this suggestion of something ulterior and possibly immoral. At the last reference by Bruge, Psyche had laughed in a disturbingly suggestive manner.

They tore along, as on the Wilmington trip, frightening chickens, rousing dogs to a futile pursuit, angering farmers and pedestrians, and having a delightful time generally.

Oh, isnt this glorious! Ada stretched out her arms and breathed deeply. Psyche was clinging to Bruges arm.

At one place, about fifteen miles from Atlantic City, they came to a great pine thicket, where the wind died down and the trees ranged in aisle-like formation on a brown floor of pine needles. Then they skirted a stream which ran through fields of brown sedge and cattails. At last, by dint of speeding over a road that was none too smooth, they came to a place where a long, thin blue arm of the sea struck in between the pines. Stewart was entranced.

Thats it, isnt it? he asked, gazing about him.

By now that natural rapprochement that exists between temperaments of this kind and age had had time to manifest itself. Both Bruge and Jennings had been practically assured, from their previous experience with Rae and Psyche, that consent to more intimate relations would not be difficult to obtain, and now this thought was coming up in their minds. As they approached another grove of pines skirting this lorn inlet, Jennings, having reached some kind of an understanding with Rae Patterson, stopped the car, on the pretext that there might be something wrong with the tires. Bruge at once took the hint, and he and Psyche got out and strolled off toward the water.

Stewart, with a courage born of Adas obvious mood of acquiescence, had placed his arm around her waist as soon as they got out into the country, and later, the movement of his hand up toward her breasts, seemingly very innocently and ingenuously, met with no rebuff. Now they, too, were out of the car, Ada running ahead. Suddenly she stopped and waited for him.

Will you let me have your knife? she asked. Id like to cut my initials in this tree trunk.

Whatll you give me for it? He kept his hand in his pocket.

What do you want? She looked up at him coyly.

Ill show you, he said. Close your eyes, and when I count three, open them.

She pretended to do so, but as his lips touched hers, she opened her eyes and pushed him away, but he caught her in his arms.

Be careful, she said softly. Someone may see us. You mustnt

Why mustnt I? Dont you want me to?

Now, Stewart, be a good boy, and let me alone. She pulled herself away from him, but slowly and without anger.

I cant do that. Youre too nice, and he slipped his arms about her from behind and looked over her shoulder.

Youd better be careful, she said, but without drawing away.

By now Stewart was keenly aroused. The boasting of Bruge and Jennings as to their conquests inflamed his mind. He was like a fledgling, watching others fly and eager to test its own wings. He was burning with a desire to possess this girl, not so much because he was smitten with her  he was not  but because she represented satiation to his fevered senses. Beauty, the mystic formula which expresses itself in line and form and color, that strange cabalistic formula represented by all things feminine, engendered a poison in his blood. He grew quite giddy; whereas in a timid disposition such visions would have produced shyness and recessive moods, in him they generated a power to act or magnetize. He drew such easily attracted girls as Ada.

But Ada was seemingly anxious, for the moment, to divert his thoughts. Dont you think Rae has nice eyes? she asked.

Not as pretty as yours.

Oh, Stewart, listen! Stop! Arent there any nice girls around your school? Why dont you take them out riding? She smiled alluringly.

Because theyre not as nice as you are.

She giggled. Listen! Where do you suppose the others have gone? Lets go over to that fence and look for them.

Why do we have to bother about them? His arm was about her waist as they walked toward the fence. Theyre over there somewhere.

But we dont want to get lost; they might go away and leave us.

Oh, they wont leave us! Theyre probably too busy to bother about us. At this Ada laughed immoderately. Anyhow, theyd call us if they wanted us, he added.

They reached a wooden fence which separated two stretches of land near the sea, and stood, looking over. In the distance he could see Bruge and Psyche walking away from them. The fence was not very high, and he suddenly vaulted it.

Come on, he said, Ill lift you over.

Youre sure were not getting too far away? Listen! Can you hear anyone?

Not a soul! He put one hand to his ear. Old Slooch, the boy detecatiff! Then he took hold of both her hands. Come on, now, put one foot up on the rail, and Ill do the rest.

She did so, and he caught a glimpse of pale pink silk with a lacy edge.

There, now! He slipped his arms about her and drew her up, holding her close. Her cheek rubbed against his. On the topmost rail he held her, his arms about her waist and hips.

Well? she inquired.

Well? he replied, looking into her eyes, as he moved one hand up to her neck and then smoothed her cheek.

Well? she said again, in a tone of expectancy.

He drew her face closer and put his lips to her mouth. She did not resist but left them so for a moment.

Then she drew herself away, gently. Be careful, she whispered. Let me down. Someone may see us.

He lifted her, but only to an adjacent bed of leaves. A few early snowflakes filtered through and settled on the ground.

But you mustnt, Stewart, you mustnt... oh, youre a bad boy...

Gee, but youre sweet, he whispered.

His initiation was swift and complete.
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NOW STEWARTS ATTITUDE, AMOROUS enough before the contact with Ada Maurer, was confirmed by that experience. Her honest arts of attraction, however, were not sufficient to hold him closely, but rather aroused in his mind the endless possibilities of further conquests. Now, now, the world was really opening out and brightening for him. There were so many opportunities for exciting flirtatious encounters with enticing girls, anywhere and everywhere  in trains, in restaurants, in a railway station, even on the streets  who seemed not to mind being spoken to by a young man displaying the proper interest. He was fast becoming an experimenter on his own ground, decidedly independent of Bruge or Jennings.

Since their trip to Atlantic City, Rae Patterson had become Jenningss girl; there was hardly a Saturday night on which he did not take her out riding. Bruge, free of any such money considerations as limited Stewart, boasted of several new girls he had met. However, he was still fascinated or provoked by Psyche Tanzers blond, long-legged charm, and also took her out occasionally, though for some reason she continued to resist his advances.

Both Bruge and Jennings came and went as they pleased on week ends, as far as their parents were concerned. And there was one Saturday afternoon when Stewart managed to join them. They rode in Jenningss car, with them the same three girls, through the darkening countryside which held the glorious taste of a light snowstorm. Returning to Philadelphia late in the evening, they dined lavishly at a popular downtown café, after which they took the girls to their homes, the boys elated by their success with them, and the girls gratefully compliant in return for these glimpses of a world so different from their own.

The next day, Sunday, Stewart met Ada again in town, by appointment. Having spent nearly all of his money the night before, he could offer her no more than a simple tearoom luncheon. Afterward they boarded a streetcar and rode out to the park. There, in a secluded spot, she gave herself to him again: a pleasure which caused him to think desperately on how to arrange these encounters more frequently and under more convenient circumstances. For Jennings could not always be counted on to provide a car, and, besides, he wanted Ada to himself. But how to get the money he needed! Already he owed Jennings a considerable sum, and certainly his father would not give him more without questioning and a lengthy discussion, and that he dreaded more than anything else. If he asked his mother for a large sum, she would not only take the matter up with his father, but afterward be troubled in her own mind.

The only way out seemed to be an appeal to Cousin Rhoda. But he had already accepted occasional advances from her, now probably amounting to a hundred dollars or more. And he had not yet been to her home for an entire week end, as she desired. Whenever she had invited him  this giving him an excuse to leave the school  he had preferred to spend the time with Ada.

Faced with these complications, he decided to go home the following Saturday and try to beg or borrow enough to continue his pleasures. It took almost the last penny of his allowance to reach there, but he went and found Orville there on one of his periodic visits. He turned over in his mind the idea of approaching him for a loan, but the prospect of being put through a pompous cross-examination deterred him.

That evening, troubled as to what he should do, he roamed about the house from one room to another, and seeing his mothers purse lying on her worktable in the sitting room, he could not resist the temptation to pick it up and look inside. He did not think of himself as a thief: his parents were wealthy, and he was entitled to more money than they allowed him. The sight of the purse lying open before him sharpened his need. His mother would never miss anything he might take; she was neither penurious nor watchful. He paused, but for a moment only, then took out a five-and a ten-dollar note and hurried away. Now he could pay back Jennings the ten he owed him and have five to go on during the ensuing week.

Unfortunately, neither his necessity nor his determination stopped there. For if he was to see Ada Maurer he had to have money for entertainment, and five dollars was not enough. The next morning, passing his brothers room, he noticed Orvilles trousers lying over a chair. Orville was not there, but he heard the sound of water running into the bathtub. In a few seconds he had entered the room, searched the pockets, and withdrawn a wallet, from which he took a ten-dollar bill. Later, with the fear of discovery in his mind, he hid the money under a pile of papers on his closet shelf until he should be returning to Franklin Hall that evening.

Even this precautionary procedure did not cause him to feel that he was committing a crime. On the contrary, he was elated over his prospects. He did, however, feel a sense of repugnance at having been compelled to resort to such drastic measures, and at the same time he almost, but not quite, disliked his father for not being able to understand his needs. He could so easily afford to give him a proper allowance. Isobel, Dorothea, and Etta had each their incomes from the legacies that Aunt Hester left them. Orville had a good, easy job and a rich wife. They were all better off than he, and they did not have his taste for excitement. Etta, perhaps, was more like himself. He wondered about her. Perhaps he would go to see her sometime in New York. She would probably understand him, perhaps even better than Cousin Rhoda.

At home two weeks later he again helped himself to money from his mothers purse. He saw no other way. Besides, as he reasoned, his mother was his mother, and, somehow, taking money from her was not like taking it from anyone else. At the same time he continued to write his father from school for money for extras. However, he had to be very circumspect in this regard, for Solon scanned such requests closely. Indeed, the fear of being called to account by his father finally weighed so heavily on his mind that he felt he would rather steal than ask him for money.

Then, in Jenningss room one day, he noticed an open desk drawer, in the corner of which lay some bills and coins. Immediately the thought flashed into his mind that such a careless, extravagant person would never notice the disappearance of a few dollars. Later, after assuring himself of Jenningss absence, he entered the room and took three one-dollar notes from the desk drawer.

The next morning Jennings said, Say, Stew, I think theres someone around here cribbing money. Did you ever miss any?

No, replied Stewart, assuming a look of astonishment.

If I catch him, itll go hard with him, whoever he is! I think I ought to complain to the dean.

The complaint was made, but nothing came of it. However, Stewart did not dare attempt any more pilfering at school.

At the same time his thirst for a freer and still freer form of life grew greater and greater, while Solon, troubled by his thoughts of Etta and by Stewarts neglect of his studies and requests for money, grew more and more conservative and wary as to the conduct of his family in general.
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IN THE MEANTIME SOLONS POSITION IN THE Traders and Builders Bank had become rich in new and, to him, decidedly challenging possibilities.

Under the existing banking laws, a bank was permitted to loan seventy-five per cent of its total capital stock and deposits, and up to ten per cent of it on an individual loan. Some banks, however, got around this law by organizing dummy companies, which could receive the legal amount and reloan it to the company or individual which or who had reached the limit. This was obviously dishonest and was frowned upon by conservative bankers. Still it was done, even though in some cases the offenders landed in the penitentiary.

Most bankers felt that they were entitled to exercise a certain amount of private judgment in this matter, especially when dealing with friends or corporations of good financial standing. A man of repute merely gave his note or a memorandum. Any of the officers of a bank could make a loan; that is, they could order a credit for the required amount entered upon the books of the bank in favor of any individual with whom the bank was doing a regular business, assuming that their action would be approved of by the directors at any regular meeting. In the course of a 45-minute session of the directors of the Traders and Builders, there might be as many as a hundred loans, made by Sableworth, Averard, or Barnes, read off for the directors approval. A word or nod from any of these officers was usually sufficient to cause acceptance of any minor transaction. The larger loans, if the recipients were newcomers or of uncertain standing, were gone into exhaustively.

With the three new directors, Wilkerson, Baker, and Seay, on the board, things went on as before, only larger demands for money seemed to be coming in. From discussions with these men Solon became aware of many ventures being planned which promised a harvest of cash for those who had the means and courage to invest in them. They related mostly to gas, electric-light, railroad, and street-railway lines, and companies planning to enlarge their plants. But Solon preferred to invest his money in solid, moderately paying affairs like mortgages and real estate. And he was beginning to be disturbed by the fact that the newspapers and periodicals were holding forth against monopoly, the seizing upon the source of supply and means of distribution of certain commodities. The cost of a number of necessities was beginning to rise, and huge fortunes were being piled up in the hands of a few.

There was already the contention that labor was not receiving its just share, and workingmens unions were being organized. An eight-hour day was being seriously propounded. In fact, a strike was now going on in Wilkersons huge carpet mill and was being discussed all over the city. It was charged that Wilkerson was the poorest-paying employer of all those engaged in that line of trade, also that he or his foremen persistently increased the exactions in connection with piecework to such an extent that it was impossible for his employees to make a decent living wage. There was picketing and rioting, and finally strikebreakers were employed, and Wilkerson went into court and demanded an injunction which would prevent the strikers from interfering with the operation of his mill.

In the light of all this, Solon began to meditate on the type of man Wilkerson really was. For here was his great factory, standing dark during the cold, rainy, snowy months of the winter in which this strike had occurred and that reminded him rather sharply of the employees who were thus thrown out of work. One of the things that irritated Solon most was the bold assumption on Wilkersons part that all men of any means or standing in the community would agree with him. Plainly he assumed that Solon would see everything from his point of view. For, leaving a directors meeting one noon, after reading a particularly clever and severe open news account of what was going on at the mill, and probably because Solon had been sitting near him and was making for the door at the same time as himself, he said:

I suppose you saw what the newspapers said this morning? All lies! Ill be able to put a stop to that pretty soon. If money wont give a man some protection, I dont know what will, eh? Whereupon Solon, with his usual caution, had replied: I have no doubt that this matter of labor is a very difficult one. It seems to grow more difficult from year to year.

Youre very right, returned Wilkerson smoothly, diverted as he was by this evasive reply. Its something we businessmen will have to give more attention to than we have in the past, if things are to keep on an even keel in this country. Weve got to get together and take a definite stand, or a mans business wont be his own in another few years.

Now Solon was no hard-and-fast advocate for the rights of the rank and file. He had been associating for too long a time with men of leadership and initiative to believe that any or every man was so qualified. Still, owing to his training and membership in that faith which he believed sought, more than any other, to achieve and maintain a happy balance and equity in all human affairs, he could not help thinking that there must be a better way than strikes, and strikebreakers, and rancor and bitterness of all kinds, in connection with this matter of living and working. Nor was there any doubt in his mind that Wilkerson wanted too much for himself. Had it not been diplomatically unwise at that time, he would have liked to quote to him a portion of the Friends Book of Discipline which he now recalled as being particularly applicable: In all our dealings and transactions among men, strict justice should be observed, and no motives of pecuniary interest should induce any of our members to impose upon others.

There were other matters in connection with this man, and also his co-directors, Baker and Seay, that caused Solon to feel uneasy in his mind. The three of them had always had large loans outstanding with the bank, and now that they were directors they continued such negotiations. True, this was not against the law; they were as much entitled to loans as anyone else; but that had never been the practice in this bank. And now, he noticed, they borrowed even more heavily, depositing as collateral the stocks and bonds of companies with which they were connected, which, in his estimation, were none too strong.

He was surprised and puzzled sometimes by the fact that Sableworth and Averard seemed to consider all their adventures and propositions excellent. On one or two occasions, noting that the stocks and mortgages they offered were rather highly valued, Solon ventured to comment on this to Averard, but that gentleman merely brushed the question aside.

Oh, I think not, he said. Besides, theyre certainly good for it.

In the face of this Solon subsided for the time being, but he continued to be doubtful, although the bank examiner seemed to think that their notes and securities were good; at least, he said nothing to the contrary. Of course, he was a new man on the job, his predecessor  a familiar figure around the bank in Skidmores day  having retired.

But when the companies controlled by these three men, irrespective of the loans made to their principals, began to appear first as depositors and later as borrowers, Solon became even more dubious. This was certainly placing a large proportion of the banks resources well within the hands of a very limited group of men, and those all directors of the bank. Sitting at his desk at home one evening, he made a pencil calculation of the sums debited to these men and the concerns which they represented or controlled, and discovered that it totaled over a million dollars, an amount that seemed far too large, whatever the collateral might be.

He finally took the matter up with Averard, but he only looked at Solon rather coldly and said:

Well, I dont know. Theres certainly nothing wrong with the collateral, is there?

No, it wasnt that I was thinking of, said Solon guardedly, and yet with a sense of duty in his voice, but rather the amount. It seemed to me the bank might be putting too many eggs in one basket.

Oh, theyre all strong men financially, said Averard, rather offhandedly, as if he really preferred not to discuss the matter. As long as their collateral is all right, we neednt worry. Theyre all wealthy, and they all have accounts here. We cant very well refuse them as depositors and borrowers when their credit is good. I wouldnt want to risk offending them. They certainly have brought a lot of new business into the bank, and good business. Thats what we want, isnt it?

Not long after this conversation, Solon became aware of the fact that both Averard and Sableworth were now personally interested in several of the companies controlled by Baker. He discovered it quite accidentally, through an assistant of his, a young Friend named Alfred Gadge, who was devoted to Solon and of much the same temperament and views. Gadge had been sent by Solon to ask some questions of the bookkeeper of the Briarley Gas and Electric Company, a seemingly independent concern which for some time had been favored by both Sableworth and Averard. On his return he asked Solon if he knew that Mr. Averard was a stockholder in the Briarley company.

How did thee find out? asked Solon quietly.

I was talking to Mr. Nedrock, one of the officers of Briarley, said Gadge, and he says that Averard is one of the principal stockholders.

This was news of a disturbing character, for the collateral back of the loans granted by the bank to this company was, in Solons estimation, very poor. And only recently Briarley had been favored with several renewals on its notes. This situation raised the question in his mind as to whether any of the other companies in whose loans both Averard and Sableworth seemed to take so much interest had them for stockholders and in consequence profiteers by favor of the bank.

Personally he felt that this matter should be investigated, for the total of these loans was sufficient to affect the soundness of the bank itself.

In consequence he called upon a friend who was in charge of a local credit-investigation organization and, pretending a need for some special information, discovered that Averard was credited with a fourth of the stock of the Briarley Gas and Electric Company, and Sableworth with an eighth; also that Baker was the guiding spirit of the enterprise. Thus, all three were profiting by loans to that company.

Having established this, Solon turned his attention to another borrower: Piedmont Electric Company. Sableworth was on very good terms with its treasurer. And here, as in the other case, it was found that both Sableworth and Averard were stockholders and Baker the remote, but controlling, power. He went on to investigate a third, a fourth, and a fifth, presumably independent companies all, and in each instance Sableworth and Averard turned out to be stockholders. In fact, all three of the new directors were now revealed to Solon as profiting via Sableworth and Averard, who were in turn profiting through the directors.

Naturally, Solon was shocked and alarmed by his discoveries. It seemed so unfair that the officers and directors of this great bank should take advantage of their position in this way. He thought of the many instances of minor tradesmen and manufacturers, even those offering the necessary collateral, requesting loans and not getting them, these very officers being the first to point out the flaws in their proposed ventures. Yet he was still so much impressed by the power and financial force of those above him that he hesitated about taking any action. The banking laws did not prohibit such things, and who was he to rise and protest?

But could he, as a Friend and a genuinely moral man, remain quiet about this? If he resigned and said nothing, things would doubtless go on as before. He knew that conscientiously he could not do that. But if he wrote a letter explaining the reasons for his resignation, it might bring about the required improvement and also the departure of the various objectionable directors. Unfortunately, this might destroy the bank. He personally had some twenty-five thousand dollars invested in the Traders and Builders, and that might be lost.

Nevertheless, it was not that fear that deterred him. He felt himself to be more than amply supplied with this worlds goods, and indeed his own wealth often troubled him as being incompatible with the lot of a Friend. It was rather the thought of the thousands of small depositors who would lose their savings that made him fear to precipitate a run on the bank. At the same time, unless something were done, a suspicious depositor or a rejected would-be borrower might find out what was going on and start proceedings. He puzzled and cogitated on every possible way of correcting this reprehensible situation.

Then one day it occurred to him, all of a sudden, that he might go to the Treasury Department in Washington and request an examination into the banks affairs, or a special agent, with knowledge of certain facts, might come in and do a little plain talking to these men. He was determined that they should not be allowed to wreck the bank.
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IN CONSEQUENCE OF SOLONS VISIT TO Washington and his interviews with persons in the Treasury Department having charge of bank investigations, there arrived one morning at the Traders and Builders Bank a strange inquisitor, who, after sending in his card to Sableworth, immediately took over the cash of the several tellers; called for passbook stubs, the key to the vault, and all books and records.

The news of his presence spread quickly, Averard and Sableworth being particularly disturbed, though not visibly so to the eye of the casual observer. These men were always careful to have their portfolios and books bear out their pretensions to solidity, yet there was always the grave possibility that, out of a clear sky, a new and different examiner might appear, and, without regard to their blandishments, pry into connections and transactions not too easy to explain. Mr. Eberling, the examiner with whom they had been accustomed to dealing, had always passed favorably upon the collateral behind all of their loans, and this they were quick to point out to the newcomer. It was Eberlings custom, so they told the stranger, to examine these securities only casually, knowing them to be sound enough.

Yet today, Mr. Prang, the new examiner, evinced a much more alert and curious interest. He questioned both of them, and rather sharply, as to what they knew of the firms with which they were holding such generous relations: who, for instance, were their officers and stockholders; whether a number of them were not really subsidiary to other companies  those controlled by Baker, Seay, and Wilkerson  and whether the moneys so loaned had been applied to improvements, and if not, how used.

Averard, catechized first, and made dubious by Prangs manner, referred him to Sableworth as knowing more about things. Yet, once closeted with that gentleman, and gathering from his manner and various equivocal statements that he was troubled by being questioned so closely, Mr. Prang suddenly ceased his direct interrogation and, fingering a series of notes and memoranda, began:

I may as well tell you, Mr. Sableworth, I am very doubtful about the character of most of these loans. I must first look into the condition of these companies, but I dont believe these securities are good enough. Weve been hearing rumors for some time that the funds of various banks are being used to help out companies in which the officers and directors are interested. I dont say thats true in connection with this bank, but Im here to find out.

I have made a list of all the loans and all the companies and individuals represented, and while I cant say much now, I may be able to later. One thing is sure, however: all doubtful loans will have to be cleaned up and taken off the books. If any of the directors or officers are interested in companies to which these loans have been made, theyd better be canceled at once. This is Wednesday, and Ill be back again on Monday. I propose to wait until then before taking any further action. If by that time everything is as it should be, of course there will be no need for my doing or saying anything further. If not, we may have to suspend operations here until things can be adjusted. His manner bristled with determination and power.

Sableworth fairly gasped. Do you mean to say   he began bravely, but noting the expression on Prangs face, he said no more. Prang looked about for his hat and went out, leaving Sableworth white and perspiring.

After the examiner left, the two men got together and discussed the situation, their nerves strained to the breaking point, for the troublesome loans aggregated about eight hundred thousand dollars, and their personal connection with some of these concerns would surely appear.

Theres been talk on the part of somebody, thats sure, said Sableworth. Well, the fellows given us till Monday to clean up. I think the first thing to do is to get in touch with Baker, dont you?

Yes, thats the first thing we must do! exclaimed Averard.

Speed being the great need of the moment, a messenger was dispatched forthwith to Bakers office in Third Street, and in the course of an hour he appeared, gelatinous and perspiring, but mentally cool.

So he wants the bank to call all those loans, does he! observed Baker, smoothing his fat legs as he sat in one of the comfortable chairs in Sableworths office. So he thinks those securities arent good enough! Why, theyre as good as gold, or will be! Only, of course, we may not be able to make him see that, and its no use having a public fuss over this. Of course, I can arrange to take up some of the loans, but not all of them right away, Im afraid. I should think Wilkerson and Seay might help out on some of these things for the time being. Hes giving us very little time to swing things.

It was plain from his attitude that he was by no means ready to resume the burdens he had so cheerfully unloaded on others, but after they impressed upon him the possibility of suspension, he agreed to co-operate. However, the conference ended by Averard and Sableworth having to carry more than their share of the loans  temporarily, at least  because they had to deposit stocks and bonds of their own and take up in their place these questionable securities held by the bank.

Seay and Wilkerson were then sent for, and some of their loans were thrown back on them. They were tractable enough; they did not relish the idea of a possible suspension.

The one thing that troubled them all, of course, was the source or author of this tip to the Treasury Department. Who had ferreted out the nature of these loans and their private and personal connection with them? Was it an enemy from without or some person within the bank? The only person from within who possessed enough information to betray them was, of course, Solon Barnes. He had always held aloof from their offers of preferment, and he was religious and ultraconservative, but they could not believe that religion would push a man so far that he would work against his own good. Nor were they tempted to question or quarrel with him now as to all this, since his intimate knowledge might be very dangerous to them. He was really not the sort of person who should be allowed to mix in the larger aspects of finance. Just the same, as a treasurer he was most reliable, a bulwark in that respect, and they needed him, now more than ever, to hide behind.

Safe and chastened, and Averard and Sableworth all but bankrupt, they faced the inquisitor the following Monday morning.

Once he had gone, a feeling of tension continued to prevail in their relations with each other, even after the affair had apparently blown over, and there was a distinct lowering of temperature as regards their attitude toward Solon. However, he was satisfied with the course things had taken, though, not being a man to gloat over anothers discomfort, he was far from happy, fearing that the emotions stirred up in Averard and Sableworth would eventually lead them into further trickery and retaliation. Because of his innate honesty, he would have preferred to tell them that it was he who had summoned the examiner and urge them to mend their ways, but with matters now adjusted satisfactorily, this did not seem to be the time for that. Yet sooner or later, he knew, he would have to take a definite stand against this type of business dishonesty  he would have to speak out, and if necessary retire from the bank.
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DURING THE TIME THAT SOLON WAS PASSING through the exceedingly difficult financial and mental crisis in connection with the Traders and Builders Bank, Stewarts secret and troubled affairs were approaching a climax of their own. Even though considerable amounts of money, stolen or given him by his admiring aunt Rhoda had passed through his hands, his financial situation was no better than it had been from the first.

Stewart had spent several week ends at the Segar Wallin home and, to some extent, entered into the gay, social whirl with which Rhoda Wallin sought to surround herself continually in order to fit life to her eager, seeking temperament. Indeed, he had found her parties more interesting than he had expected and the girls to whom she introduced him exceedingly attractive, although at times superficial and seemingly cold compared to Ada Maurer. His aunt Rhoda had already selected one girl, heiress to a very considerable fortune, who she felt deserved a boy as good as Stewart  his looks and charm, added to his family background. However, charming as she proved to be, Stewart sensing that His aunt was slyly sculling him in the direction of matrimony, remained aloof, never forgetting that his prime reason for being at these social gatherings was to induce his aunt to aid him in continuing his connections with the world of pleasure represented by Ada and his other companions.

One Saturday at Franklin Hall, Stewart, low in funds as usual, was wondering whether he should go home to a dull week end or try to stick it out at school and catch up on some of his studies. Suddenly Bruge burst into the room, face beaming and eyes aglow.

Stew! Come on, get dressed! Jennings has the car, and were going to Philadelphia to pick up the girls! Well drive down to Atlantic City. Come on, get a move on! and he slapped him on the back.

Oh, go away! Stewart was the very picture of gloom. I havent got a cent, and Im sick of borrowing from you and Jennings.

Forget it, kid! This time the partys on me! My mother sent me thirty-five dollars yesterday. Come on! Ive got something to tell you thatll take your breath away! Oh boy, this is going to be a real party! Ill tell you all about it in the car. Hurry up, get dressed, kid!

There was such an aura of excitement about him that Stewart, who needed little persuasion to begin with, soon abandoned his air of pretended resistance and in less than fifteen minutes was sitting in the car beside Bruge, and, with Jennings driving, they were on their way to Philadelphia.

Come on, Bruge, began Stewart, the moment they were out of sight of the school buildings, lets hear what you said you had to tell us! Youre so darn mysterious, you look as if you were planning to hide the body, or something! What is it?

Oh, boy, better than that! returned Bruge. This is good! Listen...

And he proceeded to unfold the details of a fantastic plan which had for its object the overcoming of the fair Psyches habitual teasing resistance to all his former efforts to achieve a sensual relationship with her.

He began by explaining that his mother was in the habit of taking a certain kind of medicine for her nerves, just a few drops in water. Quite sometime ago he had noticed that almost invariably he could get money from her if he asked for it soon after she swallowed these drops. She seemed to be in sort of a daze, he said. The drug, whatever it was, produced a mood of assent to whatever he might suggest. This result caused him to connect it in his mind with the too long continued resistance of Psyche Tanzer. He would put a few drops in Psyches drink, and the rest would be easy. It was perfectly harmless, he knew, because his mother had been taking it for a long time, without ill effect. The last time he was home she had sent him to the drugstore to have the prescription refilled, and he had kept the empty bottle and transferred a small amount of the medicine into it from the new bottle. He had it in his pocket at this very moment! Now, if only they were lucky enough to find the girls...

Psyche was at home and glad to be invited for a ride. But when they reached Adas home, they were disappointed; she was not there, and they had no success in finding Rae Patterson. Nevertheless, they were all in such high spirits that they decided to drive on to Atlantic City without further quest.

Jennings knew of a speakeasy on the outskirts of town, and they stopped there for a few drinks. Psyche insisted that all she wanted was a cup of coffee, and while they were waiting for the drinks she would go and powder her nose. When she said this, Bruge could hardly contain himself, for here was his chance, if only she remained away from the table long enough!

The drinks and the coffee were served, and Psyche returned only a second after Bruge had frantically uncorked the bottle and poured a few drops of the potion into her coffee.

The night was clear and moonless, and they headed out into the country. The air was bracing, and the boys in a highly exhilarated and sensual mood. At one point, noting a group of small pine trees set back from the road, Bruge called out:

Lets stop here! I think Psyche would like to rest a bit, shes getting sleepy.

She was nestling beside him in the back seat, now and again raising her face to his with a drowsy sweetness. Once the car stopped, he half led, half carried her to a sandy knoll under the pines. This time she no longer resisted his embraces, but half consciously, half passionately, yielded herself completely.

Later, lying there in a half dream, he noticed that she was almost unnaturally still. He looked at her, and she appeared to be completely relaxed, but when he spoke to her she did not answer. He got up and walked toward the car, meeting Stewart on the way.

Say, Stew, go over there and see if you can wake up Psyche. She seems to be plenty sleepy, he said.

Stewart, long sensitive to her provocative charms, hurried over to the girl. Stirred by her beauty, the voluptuous abandon of her body as she lay there, he stooped down and kissed her fervidly. Then yielding to the most forceful and urgent of his passions, he gathered her body to his. After the first few blinding moments, he noticed an almost unnatural relaxation of her entire body, and her eyes remained closed. Neither his kisses nor his embraces stirred her.

Psyche! Wake up! he called, in a loud voice, and putting his arm behind her back he partially lifted her. But she still felt limp and heavy. By this time he was frightened, and ran back to the car.

Listen, Bruge! His voice was trembling. Psyches out like a light! I cant wake her up. Im sure theres something wrong!

What do you mean, you cant wake her? demanded Bruge, at the same time stepping out of the car and hurrying over to her, followed by Jennings and Stewart.

But there she lay, just as Stewart had left her. Bruge shook her and tried to lift her to her feet, but the moment he relaxed his hold, her body sank limply to the sand. Jennings stood there, moved by fear and wonder.

Whats the matter with her, anyhow? he kept asking. Then, suddenly: Could it be those drops you gave her?

Immediately Bruge was on the defensive.

What do you mean, those drops? They were just to make her feel good. They wouldnt hurt her; wouldnt put her to sleep like this. Id better get some water, thatll wake her up. He ran down to a nearby inlet, taking his hat to hold the liquid.

Stewart by this time was panic-stricken. He stood there looking down at the girl. My God, this is terrible! he muttered.

Wed better get her out of here, said Jennings, in trembling tones. We ought to get her home.

Bruge had returned, and now bathed her face and hands with water, but there was no result.

Weve got to get her to a doctor! Stewart was feeling a stab of pity along with his fear.

A doctor! gasped Bruge. Is that the best thing you can think of? Thatd be a fine thing; then wed all get into trouble. Shell wake up all right. Lets put her in the car. Shell come to all right, in the air.

Oh, my God, this is terrible! Stewart was pacing up and down in front of them.

Dry up, for Gods sake! exclaimed Bruge. Shell be all right. Theres nothing to be so damn frightened about. Ive done nothing to harm her, and, turning to Jennings: Come on, give me a hand. Maybe shell come around on the way back.

They carried her to the car and placed her in the back seat, Bruge holding her against him in a restful position.

Sit on the other side and help me hold her, he commanded Stewart brusquely.

The thought in his mind was to take her somewhere near to her home and leave her there. He could not think of anything to do after that. For the growing horror of the possibility that she might be seriously stricken, even dying, all but staggered him. It was he who had given her the drops. At the same time he was dimly comforted by the fact that the car was not his; also, if any mistake had been made in the medicine, it was the druggists fault, not his. As a matter of fact he still had the bottle in his pocket, and he could prove by that that his intentions were harmless. What was on the label, anyway? He recalled the wording vaguely: something about not being habit-forming and to be used only by prescription.

With his free hand he extracted the small bottle from his pocket, but in the rushing darkness he could not read the words on the label. He let it slip down on the seat beside him, intending to look at it again when they passed through the next lighted village.

An hour later, as they approached the Philadelphia suburbs, they noticed that while her body seemed to have become less limp, her skin felt cold to the touch. Bruge called to Jennings to stop the car.

I dont think wed better take her any further, he said. Wed better leave her here, before we get into town.

I think we ought to get her to a doctor; she looks very queer to me, said Stewart, almost choking with fear as he held Psyche against him. You dont think shes dead, do you?

No, I dont! snapped Bruge. And we cant take her to a doctor! Thats out! If thats all you can think of, shut up! You wanna get us all in wrong? Well just leave her here. Someones sure to come along, and theyll take her to a doctor, or call an ambulance, or something.

Maybe youre right, agreed Jennings, in a weak voice. Someonell see her and pick her up, sure, and we can get back to school. Theyll never find us there.

In that last hour terror had gripped them all to the point where they were no longer functioning intelligently. Uppermost in their minds was the thought of escape from this deadly denouement. The possibility of death had overcome their powers of reasoning. Not one of them could think of anything to do other than to run, to lie, to deny any connection with this disastrous pleasure trip. Even though no one of them had definitely accepted the probability of Psyches death  Bruge, least of all  all were obsessed with the horror of the possible reality.

Stewart watched silently while Bruge and Jennings lifted Psyche out of the car and placed her against a low hill which rose to the right of the road. There, they thought, she would be sure to be seen.

Then Jennings started the car and sped back to the school, where he left his two friends to get back to their rooms as best they could, while he drove on to his own home, fear and trembling governing his entire body.
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Oh what a tangled web we weave,

When first we practice to deceive!

A STRANGER TO ALL OF THEM, WALKING along the road at dawn, found Psyche lying where they had left her. She was cold and dead.

The partners in this unintended disaster were totally unaware of several facts that now developed, and that were eventually to make it practically impossible for the police not to track them down. They had not known, for one thing, that Psyche was the victim of a weak heart, which could not endure even a moderately mild opiate. Jennings did not know that a calling card, bearing his name and address, chanced to be in the dead girls purse. Neither did Bruge know that the bottle, still containing a few drops of the drug, had rolled to the road from the car when he had gotten out of it, and was found not far from her body.

First to be interviewed was Jennings, whose name was obtained from his card, and in the meantime the police succeeded in tracing Bruge through the label on the medicine bottle, which contained the name of the druggist and the prescription number. They called at his home and, learning that he was at Franklin Hall, found him there before noon on Sunday. Both he and Jennings were taken to local police headquarters for questioning. Each was confused, and even horror-stricken, by the death of Psyche, and clung to the fact that they had thought her merely ill or unconscious. Repeated questions as to who else was in the car with them revealed the presence of Stewart, who was quickly found at the school and brought before the examiners. And it was not long before the whole pitiful story came out, pointing to Bruge as the chief figure.

The coroners examination of Psyches body demonstrated the fact that the drug supplied by him was sufficient to produce death, when combined with the circumstance of a weak heart, but not of itself sufficient to kill. This fact saved Bruge from a direct indictment for murder, although the attendant circumstances served to condemn and debase all to the lowest point conceivable.

Stewart was accused of being, equally with Bruge, a seducer of Psyche; also of being a party to previous excursions in which pliable friends of the girl had participated. Assailed by various detectives and tortured to his very soul by regret and sorrow, he confessed his whole part in the affair; a confession which did not make him the seducer of an innocent girl, or a murderer, but nonetheless so lowered him in the eyes of all as to cause him to feel that even death might be preferable to facing his family again.

With this thought in mind, he took from his pocket a medium-sized pocketknife and concealed it in the cuff of his trousers. Up to this time he had been allowed to retain his own clothes, pending his removal to the County Prison in Philadelphia. For, of course, in spite of the immediate entry of various parents and relatives into the situation, the boys were all held without bail and temporarily locked up in the local jail.

There were headlines in the leading newspapers of Philadelphia and Trenton, and even New York and Baltimore, and in the Barnes home staggering darkness! Benecia immediately became the victim of an emotional psychic depression so strong as to cause her to sink on her bed without the physical power to rise.

As for Solon, he felt as though he had received a death blow, as if this were some part of a tragedy almost too great for him to comprehend, which seemed to bring down into ashes every wall of the Barnes structure.

And yet it was a tragedy in connection with which he had no least material part. For he could not help but say to himself that, in so far as it had lain within his power, he had sought to bring up his children according to the Book of Discipline, urging them always to wait upon the Inner Light, as he himself had ever prayerfully sought to do.

Had he not done all in his power to obviate any such deadly consequence in connection with his family? And yet he could not help but remember how his quiet, orderly, loving Etta had openly revolted against his presentation of the fact that the books she had been reading were not only shameful, but destructive of her own innocent and beautiful character. And since then, in so far as she was concerned, had there not come full proof of the import and rightness of his spiritual opposition? In fact, as it seemed to him, she was all but lost. And then Stewart! Ever turning his eyes and desires to the very things that had now destroyed him  money, cars, the theater, dancing, girls  and so turning away from all that Solon had lovingly advised and desired for him  only to come to such an evil end as this!

He brooded, prayed, cried, even. But nothing could alleviate this pain, this shame  so injurious to all the family, to Isobel, Dorothea, Orville, all of whom had sought and attained respectable positions in life. And most of all, to Etta and Stewarts mother, his beloved Benecia, so crushed that she could not leave her bed. What was he to do now? Where to find the strength to confront all this and save something from the ruins? And again and again, he returned to the Inner Light, with prayer for aid and faith that was all but shaken to its roots.

In his darkest misery there came to him this line from the Gospel of Mark: Lord, I believe. Help Thou mine unbelief, spoken by the father who came asking Jesus to heal his son.

If only he could save his children! It seemed almost beyond human power to do, but God could do it. If only he could believe that, some way out of this darkness would be provided.

In the meantime Rhoda Wallin, feeling a sense of guilt for having, by her very liberality, encouraged Stewart in his desire to escape from the restrictions imposed upon him, was attempting to reach the district attorney and the governor with pleas for aid, for understanding of the conditions which had driven this boy to his eager search for pleasure. She knew the governor personally, and when she finally reached him she pleaded for Stewart with all the emotion of which she was capable. And when he told her that, because of public opinion, which was always violently aroused by crimes of this character, he could do little or nothing, she fell to her knees and wept. The district attorney assured her that he would do whatever he could, but he feared that the law would have to take its course.

As for Orville and the Stoddards, and the newly married Dorothea, with her husband and the rest of the Court family, they, too, did all in their power to bring such political and social pressure to bear as might modify the endless publicity that buzzed about this seeming crime and its perpetrators. Orville even hired a lawyer to advise him as to what was best to do.

Throughout this period, in the local jail the boys awaited their transfer to the County Prison in Philadelphia and the presentation of their case to the grand jury. Hour after hour, facing iron bars on four sides, they brooded on their errors and the miseries they were causing their families. Stewart was the most tortured soul of all. How would he ever face his mother and father? Even if he were to tell his father the whole truth, he would be incapable of understanding or believing him. Even though he explained that Psyche was not wholly innocent, and had gone on the drive to be with Bruge rather than himself, his father would never see any phase of this as alleviating his guilt.

And how could he explain to him or others why he had left the girl on the sand, instead of hurrying with her to a doctor? If he had done so, it still might not have been too late. Why had he not followed the simple dictates of his own conscience, he who had been taught to attend the Inner Light?

So oppressed was he by these thoughts that he could see no way out. There was no way. Let a jury decide what it might, he could never escape the jury of his own mind, of his fathers mind: the judgment of the Inner Light.

And so, the second day of his confinement, faced by the prospect of being taken to a County Prison and classed and treated as a felon, of talking to a lawyer, and sooner or later of having to meet his father, he concluded that he could not endure this overwhelming situation. It was too much. His life was not worth the misery he was causing his parents. Why not end it?

And so slowly he felt for the undiscovered penknife in the cuff of his trousers. Then, thinking of his beloved mother, he opened the larger blade of the knife, and turning to the wall and whispering, Mother, forgive me, plunged it into his heart.

And then once more, the blare of the press: the attractive son of the distinguished Barnes family had committed suicide.
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THERE WAS NOTHING BUT CONSIDERATION and sympathy for Solon Barnes and his family from every member of the Society of Friends in the Dukla community. They recalled with what regularity he had appeared on First-days throughout the years, driving up in the Barnes carryall with Benecia and the children. Many of them remembered how Orville and Stewart had sat beside their father on the mens side of the room, Orville quiet but inattentive, Stewart restless and quizzical. They talked of how conscientiously Solon had concerned himself with all the problems and needs of the Quaker community.

The day after the news of Stewarts sad end, two elders of the meeting came to Thornbrough to express their sorrow and see if there was anything they could do for Solon and Benecia. They made no reference to the tragic circumstances surrounding Stewarts death, but said that all of the arrangements customarily made for those in good standing at the local meeting would be carried out in Stewarts case, and that as many Friends as were allowed by Quaker custom would attend services for him at Thornbrough and also at the Friends burial ground. And while this did not remove the heavy burden of Solons grief, their attitude touched him deeply.

In fact as they were leaving, one of the elders put into Solons hand a small volume, with a marker protruding from a certain page, which, on examining later, he found to be an extract from the writings of John Crook, an early Friend. It read:

Lift up your heads, you that have come through and beyond all outward washings, unto the Lamb of God, that your robes may be washed white in His blood; that thereby you may overcome and then sit down in the Kingdom with weary Abraham, thoroughly tried Isaac, and wrestling Jacob. O, the many devices that the enemy uses... that now we had lain long enough in the furnace and nothing was left but pure gold; but he lied unto us... we saw we must into the furnace again, and there continue, all the appointed time of the Father, till indeed we were changed into the state of the precious sons of Zion, truly comparable to fine gold.

Life had indeed cast him into a furnace, he told himself. It might bring to his own soul more spiritual strength, only it would not undo the great harm done, nor would it bring his beloved boy back to him. Indeed, so great was his grief that it became almost unbearable when added to it was his concern for his suffering, broken-hearted wife, Benecia. For, as he saw for himself, her mind fluttered like a frightened bird to Solon, to Stewart, and to the erring Etta. Only the outward, almost resentful calm of Orville and Dorothea kept her constantly aware of the social disaster that had befallen them all, and in her despair she now turned to Isobel, who seemed most of all the one to understand her. For, on hearing the dread news, she had returned immediately from Llewellyn, and then sought to make her mother feel that, dreadful as it all was, neither Stewart nor Etta, because of their youth, was entirely to blame for these ills. Because of her own disappointments, she spoke with conviction, and comforted Benecia with the prediction that Etta would return to her more speedily than she imagined. However, to make certain this prediction, she wrote Etta a letter, explaining the critical nature of their parents grief and the need of her return to dispel their gloom.

In the midst of the darkness that had settled over the house, Rhoda Wallin arrived, eager to bring some comfort to Solon and Benecia, whose woes she fully sensed. She was full of assertions as to the essential innocence and worth of Stewart, whatever one might say. Solon must think of him as an inexperienced, lovable boy, caught in a horrible trap of circumstances, without evil intent in regard to anyone, and the depth of his repentance was shown by his death.

Remember, she said to Solon, things have changed since we were all children together. There are so many diversions and temptations that we had no knowledge of when we were young.

A week before, her logic would have been meaningless to him, but now it provided a small degree of comfort.

But there was still the ordeal of Stewarts funeral to be borne, his body having been brought to the house that very afternoon. And so it was that, late that night, Solon, who had seen the casket and flowers but not his son, waited until the house was entirely silent. Then, taking a candle, he descended as quietly as possible and, entering the room, surveyed his dead boy.

So they had brought him out of the depths of the hell of so-called pleasure, from eyes that sparkled with flames that were not of virtue, from lips that were red, but not with the hue of innocence, from bodies that wove, swaying through the dizzying rhythms of the dance  from voices that mocked and cursed, that raved against virtue and innocence  from the theater, the saloon, the dance hall, and the brothel  even so he imagined. His son! His son! Yes, life had done this to his son, to his once beloved, his Stewart  he of the radiant hair and eyes, who a few years before had sat on his knee and prattled worthy prayers after him. This wretched world, with its temptations and unbridled pleasures, had done this to his son, had lured his son and Etta from him  and that in spite of all he had tried to do or say. Ah! Only here was Stewart now, straightened out, stiff and cold  not some other mans son, but his own  his boy.

In a kind of numbness of despair he bent over him in the dark of the night, the single candle in his hand, its flame wavering palely, and, by its none too stable rays, studied the modeled features of his boy  his high round forehead, so suggestive of eager desire; the sunken eyes, recently so strained and pained with fear and despair, as he knew; the curved lips, hyacinthine in their charm even now; and the thin sensitive hands folded in peace at last over his breast.

What a boy he had been  once so vigorous and gay and spirited, and now see  all his strength gone, his beauty marred. Was it not dreadful, torturing, beyond even his power to endure! As he viewed him, and all these features in turn, each curve and hollow place and sad, suggestive line, weeping in silence but in his heart only, his eyes dry, suddenly this thought came to him: What if, in so urgently seeking to sway him toward the right, he had, after all, failed to do all that he might have done  his full duty by him! Or perhaps (the thought was tormenting to him in this hour) might he not have been more gentle, loving, persuading, as the Book of Discipline of his faith so earnestly cautioned parents to be? Had it not been his bounden duty to exhaust the last measure of tenderness and liberality in seeking to save his son, rather than to drive him, spy on him, irritate him with his constant queries, trying to compel him, by sheer will and strength, to do this or that, when love  love and prayer  might have done so much more? Had not his own mother shown him that, and if so, why had he failed? Yet it was so hard at times, as he now knew, to see exactly what to do and how to do it.

My boy! My boy! he whispered at last. And then suddenly, moved by Stewarts tragic end  by his own hand-indicating, as it did, consciousness of error and shame, the failure of himself to his family, to his father, to his mother  Solons own mood was added to by a sudden and deep spiritual uncertainty, so much so that he sank to his knees, putting the candle he had carried to light his way on the floor beside him, for he could not hold it, and then beginning to pray, only whispering to himself, as he did so.

Our Father who art in heaven  help me, help me! And then the tears began to flow from his own eyes. I have tried, he ventured to say, but I have not known what to do. Forgive me, and him, my boy, for I have sought to do Thy will and I have erred. Yes, yes, I must have. Perhaps I have not understood  perhaps I have been tod hard, and he began to sob.

But at that moment Benecia, who had heard him leave their room, and following him, came forward, her own eyes wet, her heart aching for him, as for Stewart and herself, and, putting her arms around him, said: Come, Solon, please! Come, darling! It is not thee that should weep. Thee has done all that a father should, always! We all know that. Come, rest! Thee must not weep. Come with me, and she drew him so affectionately that at last he rose, and together they returned to their room, Solon still weeping in silence over the tragedy that had come to them.

And down below in the great living room was his boy, his favorite son  and dead by his own hand! And the sorrow! The shame! Almost, like Jesus on the Cross, he was ready to cry, My God, my God, why hast Thou forsaken me?
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THE PARAPHERNALIA OF DEATH WAS GONE, together with the many kind friends and condolences, leaving Solon with his painful collection of memories and in a general state of mental oblivion, from which he emerged only now and then to perceive and respond to minor interruptions which could not be denied: old Joseph, for instance, coming to inquire if he-would not come down and look at a new colt foaled by Bessie, the bay mare; Isobel, entering his study to ask if he would not like a cup of tea. Only rarely did he walk in the garden or along the paths beside Lever Creek. The sight of all that beauty only emphasized the terrible realization that Stewart, by reason of his tragic folly, would never be walking that way again.

Gradually, however, there returned to his consciousness the realization that sooner or later he must again resume the responsibilities of his position at the bank. But the idea was distasteful to him: cold, profit-seeking business seemed to him utterly corrupting and destructive of normal human life. He had been no less guilty than those others: sitting beside them as director and furthering their schemes for the lunatic accumulation of wealth: money that meant only such unnecessary luxuries and pleasures as had been flaunted before the eyes of Stewart and had finally destroyed him.

He recalled the passage in the Book of Discipline:

When riches to any extraordinary degree have been amassed by the successful industry of parents, how often have they proved harmful to their children, carrying them beyond the limitations of truth, into liberties repugnant to our religious testimonies and, sometimes, into enterprises which have terminated in irreparable damage to their temporal affairs, if not entire forgetfulness of the great work of the souls salvation!

And again:

They that will be rich fall into a temptation and a snare and, erring from the faith, pierce themselves through with many sorrows.

These familiar words now took on a new significance, so much so that they seemed to call for definite action on his part.

A week later he went to Philadelphia. As he walked along Market Street and drew near to the imposing structure that housed the Traders and Builders Bank, he recalled how, at the beginning of his service with the institution, he had frequently looked upon it as almost partaking of the nature of a church. The accumulation and preservation of property had represented in his mind at that time the proper function and fruition of all lives. To accumulate or manage money in order to achieve good, or needed services, was a worthy and moral principle. For in the conserving of property, the rearing and education of children, and the helping of those not so fortunate or wise, one fell naturally in line with all Christian principles. And since all Christian principles were of God, one also worshiped God by accumulating property and taking care of it in the best and most frugal and helpful way. It followed, as a matter of course, that great institutions were necessary in the service and care of money and property, and therefore those who served in them were more or less high priests of the people. But... Wilkerson, Baker, Seay, Averard, Sableworth... high priests of the people?

Perhaps he had not gone as far as this in his thinking: the dividing line between the two halves of this logic was very thin. But his frame of mind today as he entered the bank bore no trace of hesitation. His primary intent was to go direct to his office and arrange various memoranda which would be useful to whomsoever might succeed him, and after that to appear at the regular directors meeting which he knew was scheduled for this hour. But before he reached the sanctuary of his office, he was greeted hesitatingly, and with obvious embarrassment, by several of the employees, including his own assistant, whose nervous manner made Solon conscious of the wide and painful publicity that had befallen him and his family.

Opening the door of the directors room, he paused while the others rose to greet him. They were sympathetic and expressed their appreciation of his fortitude in returning to his duties at this early date. However, there was a sternness about his pale face which troubled them. They looked at him standing there, this large, well-built man, with his round, wellshaped head, and stern blue-gray eyes, looking, as always, the picture of solidity and worth. They saw in him a bulwark of the older and better order of things: a man not disturbed by the mad rush for wealth which embroiled and motivated them.

But now they also noticed a difference in him. Worn and drawn as he was, there was an iron firmness premonitory of something that had not previously characterized him. He raised his right hand, as if to silence any expression of polite sympathy and command their unmodified attention, and began speaking:

Gentlemen, my purpose in coming here this morning is, in the first place, to announce my resignation as treasurer of this bank.

An obvious wave of surprise and inquiry passed over the faces of his listeners.

Knowing that you may wonder at this, he continued, and may wish some explanation, I have come prepared to make it.

It is not because of the troubles that have descended upon me and my family that I am resigning. I have another reason.

For a long time I have wanted to speak as I am speaking now. Ever since the death of Ezra Skidmore, the policy of this bank, especially in regard to loans, has changed so much for the worse that I must personally protest, not for financial reasons of my own but on behalf of the stockholders and depositors as a whole.

Thee knows, Mr. Averard, and he turned toward that gentleman, and indeed you all know, that I have often taken the position that our loans have overreached the margin of safety, also that great favoritism has been shown to certain individuals and concerns without due regard to the soundness of their assets or collateral. But, as you know, my opinions have been ignored, so much so that a month ago this bank was actually insolvent.

The directors looked at one another, but no one of them said a word. He paused for a moment and then went on.

I wish to state now that it was I who put the matter into the hands of the Treasury Department. I still feel perfectly justified in having done so. This bank is an old and distinguished institution, and, as such, should not be conducted for the benefit of a few who are willing to run the risk of wrecking it, leaving the small investors and depositors to pay for what is really criminal gambling. It was my conscience that compelled me to safeguard the interests of these others.

Come now, Mr. Barnes, interrupted Wilkerson, shifting his big body in his chair. There is not a single outstanding loan that is not fully covered by sound collateral, as you can see if you choose to look over the records.

I believe that, Mr. Wilkerson, since the recent government inspection compelled the production of additional collateral. But I do not wish to face another such situation as occurred a month ago. Besides, I am not sufficiently interested in the accumulation of money to make me wish to continue in this field.

Startled by this forceful and wholly unanticipated attitude on Solons part, the directors looked from one to another, and finally Baker, mopping his brow, stated defensively:

Mr. Barnes, perhaps you do not realize that our procedure is no different from that of many banks in the country. I happen to be a director on the boards of other banks besides this one. This bank is in no more danger of failing than the United States Treasury.

Just the same, Mr. Baker, returned Solon, it was the United States Treasury that restored this bank to solvency. And if it is true that other banks follow the same financial policies as we have been following, I see no other result than that of financial disaster for the nation as a whole. It has happened before, and it may well happen again.

The directors appeared to be too uncomfortable to wish to speak, the anger and resentment they might have felt against him being modified by their knowledge of the staggering blow he had suffered. Averard particularly, because of their long years of related service, now experienced a twinge of guilt. He was trying to think of some ameliorating word to say in this thoroughly embarrassing situation, when Solon continued:

As you know, I am a Friend, and our religious faith is opposed to this craze for the accumulation of wealth which seems to influence so many people. Far, far too many are being corrupted by this desire. Perhaps there is little that one individual can do, but as for me, at least I can withdraw from a situation which I consider demoralizing and destructive.

Dead silence prevailed in the room.

Gentlemen, he then added, you will find memos on my desk covering unfinished business in my department. If there is any additional information I can provide, do not hesitate to call on me. I must now ask you to pardon me... and with that he turned and, bowing, closed the door behind him.

Immediately a babel of comment arose.

The mans crazy! exclaimed Wilkerson.

It cant be anything but his family trouble, said Baker.

All this publicity would upset anybody, commented Seay. For myself I feel sorry for him.

The strains too great for him; its lucky hes leaving, added Baker, to which Wilkerson agreed. Yes, its better that way, he said, but I will say this: we couldnt have a better treasurer.

And hes not altogether wrong, said Averard, who had been moved by Solons indictment of them all. The only trouble with his principles is that theyre too high for these days...
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IN THE MEANTIME, DURING THE PRECEDING winter and spring, Etta had been experiencing the full fruition of her hopes and desires in the continuation of her relationship with Willard Kane. In him she had found the realization of her youthful dream of an imagined male who would perceive and respond to every one of her moods and emotional imaginings. As the weeks passed, and she was with him almost every day, she came to center her every thought around him. She continued her studies, however, although devoting less and less time to them, and also kept her room with Volida, because her instinct told her that it was best to maintain a certain independence in her relationship with Kane. From the Very first she resolved never to interfere in any way with his work, for he was so devoted to his art that he strenuously resented any wasteful interruptions.

On the other hand, he was arrested and inspired by the obvious sensitive eagerness of Etta to understand the world which he represented, and would spend hours with her discussing the meaning of color, the importance of line, or the merits of a certain technique in painting: discussions which illuminated and enhanced the beauty of their relationship.

There was also inherent in Etta a sensuality of the imagination-first aroused by the interpretive force of the books which had so shocked and angered her father  that now came into full play. For Kane was physically attractive and emotionally akin to her own temperament, and she believed that at last she was experiencing the perfect love. The heroines of Dumas, Balzac, Daudet, as she imagined them, were not more passionately loved than she. There was also the atmosphere of the studio, which furthered her erotic moods: the various sketches of nudes hanging on the walls; the life-sized replica of a Greek fragment, a torso so beautiful that it seemed to be beyond sensuality. When one day her lover declared that her own body was even more lovely, she recalled those lines of Daudet that had so thrilled her when she first read them at Thornbrough:



To animate the proud marble of thy body, O Sappho, 

I have given my hearts blood..



However, it was this desire on the part of Etta to create a great love between them that, after some months, began to trouble Kane. For, previous to her entry into his life, he had been absolutely free of emotions of this character. It was his art that absorbed his whole mind, to the exclusion of all else, and he intended to remain free and unfettered. But now he was beginning to feel that his relationship with this girl tended to reduce his aesthetic intensity, for she was invading every province of his life.

Their physical love, instead of following the normal course of abatement, seemed to grow more intense daily, constituting, in the course of time, a disturbing diversion which prevented him from concentrating on new ideas. Certain figures, for instance, which he had been contemplating before Etta came into his life would require other models whom he did not now have the inclination to find. Also, a particular landscape was haunting his thoughts, to finish which would necessitate a trip to the West. He began to feel that the physical and mental beauty of Etta exerted a pull on him that was withdrawing him from all else, and the result was a growing conviction that there must be a modification of this association  possibly an end to it, painful as that might be.

From then on he tried to communicate to her the necessity for this change. A word here, a phrase there, the occasional suggestion that she should devote more time to her studies, quite swiftly conveyed to her sensitive mind that her dream of a permanent union with him might soon be shattered. And yet, caring for him so deeply, these suspicions on her part were not sufficient to make her wish to press the matter to its basic reality. The thought of being separated from him was more than she could bear, yet she knew in her own heart that if her suspicions were correct, she would urge him to go, since she truly did love him and wanted his happiness above her own.

Then one day Kane began talking of the demands of a certain museum in the West; they had long been waiting for a landscape that he had been commissioned to paint, one of a series intended to evoke the pioneer past. A large exhibition was being planned for the following fall, and his work was to be featured along with other regional landscapes. The painting, alas, would require time and solitude, and a trip to the West as soon as it could be arranged. And Etta, hearing, understood with grief but also with an unalterable sense of fatality.

A few weeks later, in the studio, the time having come for Kane to pack his bag, they were face to face with the problem of his departure. To Kane it was a dubious release, for through her he had been introduced to a world of emotional delights such as he had never before experienced. Indeed, at this moment when he was practically liberated from the bonds which her mind and affections imposed on him, the physical appeal of her young beauty was never stronger. Besides, the indefinable spiritual quality of her was so intermingled with the physical that it occurred to him, for the first time on that day, that possibly he might never be able to free himself, or ever want to. Perhaps she would haunt his mind more than all the spirits in the valley which he so longed to paint.

He had been packing his bag, moving from one corner to another, and now, except for the final farewell, he was ready to go. As for Etta, she had been watching him, and looking here and there  at the platform where she had so often posed, at the view of the citys roofs, which she recalled having seen the very first day she had come to pose for him. Here she had sat with him so many times during periods of rest, sipping cups from the little table near by. And through her mind passed all the beautiful hours that had been spent by them together. And now, it seemed to her, once more she would be purely individual and alone. For to whom, apart from Kane, would she turn  to whom would she want to turn? No one.

He came over to say good-by and took her in his arms:

Darling, the happiest hours of my life have been spent with you. You know that, dont you? You have given me not only inspiration but the power to create. I have never taken my art as seriously as I have since I have known you. You give me the desire to express my best  a confession that caused her to wonder that he could speak this way, and yet leave her without any certainty or even the hope that she would ever be with him again. Yet so it was.

For a few moments longer they clung together. Then the bell rang announcing the taxi that he had ordered, and they separated. He turned once more and said: Darling. Then he was gone.
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IT WAS AT THE TIME OF ETTAS LOWEST MOOD in connection with Kane and his departure that there flashed forth in all of the papers the news of Stewarts alleged crime and arrest. She was shaken to the very core of her being. Her darling young brother, charged with rape and even murder; the victim, a girl like herself, eager for life! The situation spelled disgrace for her entire family, and most likely suffering and death for Stewart!

Her mind was awhirl: with thoughts of her father and his religious convictions; her mother, who loved all of her children with such unchanging love; Orville, with his rigidly conventional views; and Dorothea, facing such a scandal so soon after her marriage! Then there was the lonely Isobel, already cheated of love and romance by life, and who might be forced to relinquish her humble teaching position because of the notoriety.

She even went so far in her tortured imaginings as to blame herself  at least her actions may have contributed to bringing this about  for was it not she who had first rebelled against her parents, setting an example for her young brother?

In the next mornings paper she read of Stewarts suicide, and for the first time in her life she sank to her knees and wept.

On top of this came a telegram from Isobel urging her to return for Stewarts funeral. But Etta at this time could not gather the strength to face her grieving parents. She felt she had no longer any right to return to her mother, particularly as she recalled assuring her, on that one occasion when she had come to New York, that there was nothing wrong in her relationship with Kane. Everywhere she had failed them all, and now, in her own mind, she stood alone, rejected and forsaken.

During this period Volida did not at first attach any serious emotional significance to Kanes departure. Secretly, she thought it might be a good thing. Etta could now concentrate on the college work she had been neglecting for some time. But when she saw her suffering increase from day to day, she realized that this was no solution to the problem of Ettas career. She attempted to lift her out of the depression which engulfed her by taking her to the new plays, concerts, interesting restaurants, but Ettas former curiosity about life seemed gone.

When the news of Stewarts tragedy came, and in the days thereafter, observing Ettas anguish, Volida felt that perhaps it would be best for her to return home. She was lost and miserable, and to talk to her about her work was useless. Her realm was really that of love and marriage.

If it were not for you, I dont know what I would do, said Etta one day, when Volida lovingly sought to console her. But Volida knew that she could not truly reach Etta now that she had gone so far beyond her into both love and sorrow. The two had inevitably grown apart in these months in New York, both maturing, but in opposite directions: Volida along the practical lines of her chosen career, and Etta along the personal and devious paths of becoming a woman.

Much as she would miss her, Volida was dynamic enough to go on alone. She felt that her future in the city was assured  she had been promised a newspaper job for the summer months  whereas Ettas was not so certain. Indeed, she was fast falling into a depression which might prove serious to her health. And so Volida urged her to return home, assuring her that she could always come back to share their room, and that their friendship had been the most beautiful thing in Volidas practical life.

A long letter from Isobel, telling her about Stewarts funeral and also about her fathers resigning from the bank, finally-made up her mind.

Thee must know how bleak it is here now, wrote Isobel. Most of the time Mother is in bed. The doctor thinks she may have had a slight stroke, she is so strangely weak. As for Father, I cannot look at him without wanting to cry. If thee were here, the house would not be so sad. Between us, we might create an atmosphere that would take his mind off his sorrows and make him take an interest in the care of the place. There are a number of little things he could plan and do on the farm or in the garden, if only we could stir him out of the unbroken silence which surrounds him all the time.

As for thy fear of returning, thee will find him very different from what he was: without any bitter feelings of any kind. For Stewarts death has changed him completely. He is not the same stern father that he used to be.

Truly I need thee to help me. I need someone who can talk with me about all that has happened, and advise me. I am really afraid that Mother may not live long. If thee cannot come, I fear I will have to give up my teaching position entirely, and thee knows how much that means to me. It is the only independence and adventure I have ever had.

Accordingly, a day or two afterward, having assembled all her belongings, the while experiencing a dark sense of loss in regard to Volida, whose practical nature had been such a source of strength, she bade her an affectionate and tearful good-by and departed for Dukla.

As the carriage that had met her at the station turned into the driveway, an unanticipated wave of happiness overcame her. For, granting all restraints, she thought, what a beautiful home it really was  the grass, the trees, the spacious lawn, the flowers, and in the distance the soft, moving waters of Lever Creek. All this she now felt so keenly that she could scarcely speak as she saw Isobel smilingly coming to meet her in the doorway. Then, as Isobel held out her arms, she ran to her, enfolding her, and was enfolded.

As Etta inquired, How is Mother? Isobel put her finger on her lips.

Mother is very weak today. Be careful when you see her. She is in bed upstairs.

The two, ascending together, entered the quiet gray bedroom where Benecia, broken by emotional shock, was lying pale and worn. At the sight of her, all that had seemingly been so stern, so repressing, so excluding about the house and its members vanished. It was all warm and beautiful. Indeed, at that moment she felt an all-embracing love, sympathy, and understanding which included her mother, her father, Isobel, Stewart, even Orville and Dorothea. And going to her mother, and seeking to gather her in her arms, she exclaimed: Mother! Mother!

My darling! was all that she could hear her mother whisper. And so it was that Etta knew that all her sins were forgiven by her mother.

It was at this moment that she was impelled to go to her father, who Isobel had said was alone in his study. Descending to his study door, she knocked and, being asked to enter, did so, and beheld, for the first time, a greatly changed Solon.

Not the one who had pilloried her for the novels she had read or for the theft of her mothers jewels; not he who had traveled to Wisconsin and so vigorously emphasized the error of her ways, only thereafter to remain so completely silent toward her, apparently awaiting the inevitable end to overtake her. Now, standing in his door, she perceived that he was raising his head and looking at her. But with what a different look from those that had accompanied his earlier protestations! His eyes! Where now was the really commanding moral conviction which had characterized them throughout most of his dealings with life, as well as with his erring children?

The books! The day in Wisconsin when he took over from her the pawn tickets for her mothers jewels! A single sentence that he had said at that time now sprang into her mind: Daughter, how can thee feel that theft can lead to any good? But the stern light that shone in his eyes then  where was it now? A gray, sightless veil seemed to cover them. He made no motion; but the veiled eyes somehow suggested that they were bent on her.

Father, she exclaimed, forgive me  I know now how much suffering I have caused thee  I need so much thy forgiveness and thy love. Can thee not forgive me?

She stood there, and as before he sat perfectly still, his eyes upon her. After a full minute of silence, he said:

Daughter, I know now that it is not for me or thee to judge or forgive anyone. God and God alone can forgive. Pray to Him as I do now, every hour.

Immeasurably touched by his whole attitude and mood, she came up to him with tears welling. Father, I am here to do what I can to undo the pain I have caused thee. I truly love thee and want so much to be of service to thee and Mother. And as she said that, he reached up and took her hand in his.

Daughter, thee knows that this is thy home, and if thee will stay here, I would have it so.

She put her arms around his neck and kissed him, and as if with approval, he pressed her hand again. To Etta this was a truly revealing moment in her life. Her home! Her parents! Their children  the erratic dreams that had come to them all! She would stay and do all she could to make more comfortable and colorful this torn and shattered home.
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AND YET, FOR ALL OF THAT, IT WAS ONLY TEN days after Etta returned that her mother died, the immediate cause being a second stroke. She had grieved so much over Stewart; in fact her various memories of his gay, impulsive spirit, his seeking youth, so fatally defeated, had condensed themselves into a force that truly shattered her nervous system. The care and quiet that had accompanied her youth and the happiness of her married life had unfitted her for any such blow as this. Between Etta and Isobel it was after all conceded to be for the best, for had she lived, she might have been completely paralyzed.

As for Solon, he had prayed so much for Benecia, lived so much in prayer with her, seeking the guidance of the Inner Light, that he had the assurance that she had passed into the keeping of God Himself, where she would find that consolation and joy which he could no longer give her. His beloved wife! Together they had sounded the depths of human suffering, and now, he felt, she was free from this burden of mortal care, and in the presence of Him in Whom there is no shadow of turning.

And yet, through his mind, not unlike the strokes of a somber bell or the click of an ancient clock, ran the names, Stewart  Benecia, Stewart  Benecia  until his mind was wearied into prayer: Not my will but Thine...

In the days following Benecias passing, Isobel and Etta did all they could to show their love and tenderness to Solon and to make him feel that his home life was continuing without too much darkness or change. Singly or together, they made him walk out in the garden and to the carriage house, and by Lever Creek and its winding paths. There were flowers and green vines and shadows of the trees reflected in the water. And while he realized that this beauty, since it meant so much to Benecia, should mean as much to him, nevertheless there was her absence which detracted so much from it all. For she had loved the flowers, the trees, and Lever Creeks paths, and now  so often he would turn away and walk toward the house, until one or other of his daughters, by calling his attention to something, would cause him to pause and return.

His mind! His mind! Where was it? It was not here, it was with her and the days that had preceded all the ills that had so fatally afflicted both of them. Etta and Isobels constant thought was to strengthen him by activating his body in one way or another, but when they saw him turn away from the beauty with which they hoped to interest him, they thought they had failed. It caused both to suffer, almost as much as he  perhaps more than he. For they marveled at the resignation that had gradually seemed to come over him. Now one and now the other, observing an expression on his face, would reach the conclusion that something akin to a profound peace was possessing him  as if he were partaking of the quietude and spiritual anticipation of a Friends meeting. They felt, as they had never felt before, that the Inner Light was truly a reality and was within him, releasing him from the profound misery which had engulfed him.

One day, walking the paths around Lever Creek, Solon was arrested by the various vegetative and insect forms obviously devised and energized by the Creative Force that created all things in apparently endless variety of designs and colors. Here now on a long-stalked plant reaching up about four feet, and on the end of a small twig that bore a small bud, obviously a blossom of some type, was perched, and eating the bud, an exquisitely colored and designed green fly so green and translucent that it reminded one of an emerald, only it was of a much more tender and vivid texture. The green emerald, he now recalled as he looked at the fly, was a hard, unchanging stone, but this insect was changeful, in that it moved, now its minute feet, now its wings, now its head and mouth. It was industriously nourishing itself, at the same time that it was watchful  a variety of facts which for the first time in his life now arrested Solon, for although he had been about the fields of the region, as well as the lawns of his property, he had never seen one such green fly, and so had never paused to study one. And what was more, now that he did so, his mind was swiftly filled with wonder, not only at the beauty of the fly, but at the wisdom and the art of the Creative Impulse that had busied itself with the creation of this physical gem.

Why was this beautiful creature, whose design so delighted him, compelled to feed upon another living creature, a beautiful flower? For obviously, as it ate, it was destroying the bud of this plant, and in so far as he could see or know, the plant had no way of defending itself. Which was intended to live  the fly, the bud, or both? And now so fascinated was he by his own meditations on this problem that he not only gazed and examined the plant and the fly, but proceeded to look about for other wonders. And in so doing, he observed the various types of small fish in the water  the very type that years before he had sought to catch in a dip net for the young Benecia, now herself blended with these mysterious forces. And yet above him, among the limbs of the trees, the birds were flying, and in the air here and there was a butterfly that previously had been nothing more than a grub in a cocoon  yet designed to live and endure and more, fly like a wingèd blossom, but for a brief summer only.

Then, after bending down and examining a blade of grass here, a climbing vine there, a minute flower, lovely and yet as inexplicable as his green fly, he turned in a kind of religious awe and wonder. Surely there must be a Creative Divinity, and so a purpose, behind all of this variety and beauty and tragedy of life. For see how tragedy had descended upon him, and still he had faith, and would have.

And then again, thinking of Benecia, he proceeded to pray to this great Creative Spirit for her peace.

Another time, as Solon was walking in the garden and Etta and Isobel were watching him from the dining-room window, he suddenly paused and turned in the direction of something which they could not see. The thing that arrested their attention was that it was the only quick movement that they had seen their father take in a long time. They now saw him turn, take three or four steps to his left and, after a pause, three or four more straight forward, after which he paused again and, by the motion of his lips, seemed to be talking to something. Later, when he had returned to the house, Isobel asked him:

What was it, Father, out there in the grass, that caused thee to pause  it looked as though thee were talking to something?

Daughter, he replied, I have learned more about life and God than I ever knew before. I saw a puff adder, which I know to be harmless, but that startled me, because, when frightened, it swells its neck and raises itself up, making itself look as vicious and threatening as the Hindu cobra. However, I decided to speak to it and did so, telling it that I knew that it was harmless and that it could go its way without harm or interruption from me. At which, it reduced its swelling neck to normal, lowered its head, and proceeded to depart. Then, wishing to know how long it really was, I took two or three paces forward in its direction, and again it spread its neck and lifted its head, cobra fashion. Then I talked to it again, saying that I would not follow it or harm it in any way. At which point I retraced my steps and paused again to observe its departure. Then it turned and came back toward me, crawling so close as to cross the toe of my shoe.

Why, Father, how wonderful! said Etta.

Daughter, I know now that we know so little of all of that infinite something of which we are a part  and that there are more languages spoken than we have any knowledge of.

What does thee mean, Father? questioned Isobel.

I mean that good intent is of itself a universal language, and if our intention is good, all creatures in their particular way understand, and so it was that this puff adder understood me just as I understood it. It had no ill intent, but was only afraid. And then, my intent being not only good but loving, it understood me and had no fear, but came back to me, crossing the toe of my shoe. And now I thank God for this revelation of His universal presence and His good intent toward all things  all of His created world. For otherwise how would it understand me, and I it, if we were not both a part of Himself?

Father, has thee always felt this way about nature? inquired Etta.

Daughter, until recently I have not thought as I think now. Many things which I thought I understood, I did not understand at all. God has taught me humility  and, in His loving charity, awakened me to many things that I had not seen before. One is the need of love toward all created things.

Father, darling began Etta, and she was touched so deeply by his very human confession that she could say no more. With the assistance of Isobel and Etta he slowly mounted the stairway.

Observing their fathers revived curiosity in the garden and grounds of Thornbrough, Isobel and Etta thought that they might interest him in going to the Dukla meetinghouse again and so ventured to inquire of him whether he would like to go on the next First-day, in which case they would be glad to accompany him.

Thinking of the possible redemptive influence of the atmosphere of the meeting on Etta, and also feeling that by now he might face the natural wonder and inquiry of the members of the meeting with his two daughters to accompany and strengthen him, he agreed to go.

As old Joseph drove Solon and his two daughters up to the Dukla meetinghouse on First-day morning, there was, of course, a faintly noticeable stir among those gathered in and around the doorway, and even among those members who had already seated themselves. It was Hosea Gorm who, noting Solons entrance, arose from his elders seat and, going to meet him, took him by the hand, and then, turning and still holding him by the hand, led him toward the elders bench, a position which troubled him not a little, and at the same time evoked in him a feeling of gratitude for their obvious consideration.

Now a hush charged with more than the usual intensity followed. Least of all the Friends gathered there, had Solon Barnes any intention of speaking. Yet suddenly his heart was filled with gratitude for the return of Etta and for the love and service of his two daughters; indeed it overflowed with the mercies that the Lord had bestowed upon him throughout these dark, dark hours of his life, and he arose and said:

Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace whose mind is stayed on Thee.

Indeed, after a few more weeks, Solon seemed to have gathered so much strength and inner comfort that his daughters no longer felt the intense anxiety that had previously enshadowed them. It was growing near the end of summer, and Etta, considering Isobels position and the handicaps which had so long delayed her progress, felt she should urge her to return to Llewellyn when the fall term opened. She felt it was her turn to take up the burden of housekeeping and leave her sister free to follow the educational work which had at least added some color to her life.

The time had come for Isobel to leave, and, after Solon had gone to bed, the two sisters walked, arm in arm, around the darkened grounds and paths of Lever Creek. They had grown very close to each other in these last months, and now suddenly Isobel began with:

There is another reason, Etta, why I feel it necessary to return: two of the students are expecting me to help them with special tutoring this fall; and then, besides  she hesitated a moment there is the professor I work with, who is counting on my returning, and his friendship means so much to me. And because Etta looked at her curiously, she continued:

Oh, I dont mean that theres any love interest or anything like that  but I know that he does like me very much and depends on me and even turns his classes over to me sometimes, when hes doing research. Oh, he is so interesting and has been so kind and helpful to me. We sometimes walk together in the evening, and since I have so few real friends, it does help. As she said this, there was something in the tone of her voice that moved Etta deeply. For Etta could not help but compare such a little emotional interest and satisfaction as her sister had had with the completeness of her own experience.

It made her feel ashamed. She knew how neglected Isobel had been, not only by boys and girls outside of her own home, but even by the more favored members of the family. Orville and Dorothea had never really given any time or affection to her, and indeed it was Dorothea who had made her suffer keenly, since each time she had followed Isobel, first to Red Kiln, then to Oakwold, and later to Llewellyn, she had by her own charm and popularity made Isobels homeliness and lack of success all the more obvious, not only to others but to Isobel herself. As for Etta herself, and Stewart, they had been so much younger that they had really hardly thought of their older sister as any more than a fixture in the home.

So that now, under these trying circumstances, Etta had grown to know Isobel for the first time. And in her she discovered many sensitivities and tendernesses toward others that proved a revelation to her. How different she was, for instance, from Volida  never aggressive or seeking her own advancement, but rather always keeping herself in the background, as if her natural understanding and years of service were worth nothing! And, after all, what had life brought her? Nothing, that Etta could see, excepting selfless work and devotion, first to her home and studies, then to college and her students, and now to her father. How unfair it seemed that she, with her lovely temperament, should have so little happiness! And all because of her lack of beauty. If only she could find some fine man who would appreciate her for herself.

Tell me more about the professor, said Etta.

He isnt so very attractive, but he is so intelligent, so subtle, and he understands so much about life. Besides, he likes to consult with me about his work  but as for love and marriage  I cant feel that he is one who would be interested in me. As she spoke, Etta noticed a trace of sadness on her sisters face.

The two sisters, continuing their conversation, walked toward the darkened house and kissed each other good night, warmed by each others affection and understanding. The next day Isobel departed for Llewellyn, and Etta, strengthened by her conversation with her sister, who was now obviously happier, was left alone with her father.
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Pure religion and undefiled before God and the Father is this: To visit the fatherless and widows in their affliction and to keep himself unspotted from the world.

IN THE WEEKS FOLLOWING ISOBELS departure, and in spite of Ettas loving care, Solons physical condition grew gradually worse. Indeed he became more and more lethargic and from time to time complained of pain. His daily walks were discontinued, and finally a local physician of repute was called by Etta to visit him. For she was obsessed by the fear that now his trouble was physical rather than emotional, and something that might prove more dangerous than any of them anticipated. And such was indeed the case. For, after numerous tests, the physician took Etta aside and said to her that he feared the ailment was cancer, produced by what, no one could say, but certainly accelerated by the worries and sufferings caused by the death of Stewart and of Benecia.

The doctor suggested to Etta that it would be best not to let Solon know of his own condition, since, he explained, it was nothing that an operation would help and he would probably not be sick for very long. Rather, it would be better if his life were made as cheerful as possible; and Etta should encourage him to move about as long as he could do so, and to receive visitors, since the entire community of Friends was deeply sensitive to his undeserved ills and many had asked to be allowed to call on him.

Although the exact nature of his trouble was not described, it became generally known throughout the Dukla Friends meeting, as well as in the family, that Solon Barnes was dangerously ill. And one by one the elders and overseers of the Dukla meeting came to see him. Besides their expressed affection and concern, one and all fell back on the help and consolation which could be obtained from attendance on the Inner Light, and the expressions of the miraculous in the journals of George Fox and John Woolman, and the Annals of the early Friends, passages from which they were prepared to quote.

Once, of a First-day afternoon, several of the elders having come together to see Solon, since he no longer felt well enough to attend meeting, one of Solons oldest friends, Hosea Gorm, taking advantage of a period of silence as they sat together in the Thornbrough living room and were about to take their leave, sank to his knees.

Vocal prayer had always been a weighty matter with Friends. One prayed or appeared in supplication, as they called it, only when the moving was so powerful that it could no longer be resisted. When, in meeting, the worshiper knelt, which was not always the case, the entire congregation uncovered (for the men usually wore their hats until prayer was offered by some one individual), then they solemnly rose while the kneeling suppliant voiced the needs of the whole group. Now, as Gorm knelt, all, including Solon, rose and stood with bowed heads while he said:

O Lord, help now Thy servant Solon Barnes, who these many years has so often sought to bring aid and comfort to the afflicted among us. Now in his trouble and weakness do Thou strengthen him. We would remember the words of Thy child, John Crooks, who said, Behold the God of heaven is my refuge and the daily income of that which doth truly comfort is as marrow to my bones.... Let not your hearts be sad, neither be ye discouraged by reason of anything that the Lord suffereth to come to pass, who in His secret wisdom bringeth forth good unto such who, under all conditions and trials, do truly love and cleave unto the Lord, their strength. Amen.

After a few more moments of silence, Gorm arose and stood with the others, who, moved as when in meeting they received the promptings of the Inner Light, turned without further word, and each extending his hand to the other and all turning last to Solon, they departed.

Among others came Orville and his wife, and Dorothea and her husband, long since removed from any interest in the Friends or their fathers interest in them. But, after all, they were his children and they could not escape the public import of that. They had to come. At the same time they weighed in the scales of their minds the fact that Stewart had committed a seemingly execrable crime which reflected on this house and their relation to it. Also, there was Etta, whose presence, for their selfish convenience, they were willing to endure when they called. But not before having agreed that they would be as distant and indifferent as the situation might permit. And so, in consequence, Etta was compelled to witness the spectacle of them marching in, saluting her as briefly as possible, and asking, Where is Eather? Being told he was in his room but that they might go up, they brushed past her in an obvious attempt to make her presence there as unimportant as possible.

Once in their fathers bedroom, and in his presence, they unintentionally made clear that his illness and all the associated sufferings that had preceded it were entirely beyond the range of their sensibilities. They were most distressed by Solons obviously affectionate desire for the presence and attentions of Etta. He did not even want her out of the room while they were talking, and, in their company, called on her for this or that little favor, which brought her to his side.

And as for Solon, he could not help feeling how far away these children of his had grown from him. Indeed, for all their socially prominent and respectable lives, never had they shown the least interest in the religion that was sacred to him. On the contrary, how intense was their interest in the automobile, the country club, the whole round of parties and dances and entertainments which made up the worldly life they had chosen. Aside from a recital of trivial details and meetings with old acquaintances or social connections, what had they to say to him? Practically nothing. And so after colorless and emotionless expressions of sympathy with him in his illness and assurances of their non-existent love, they departed as soon as possible.

On the other hand, there was Rhoda Wallin, who, strongly drawn to the Barnes children as she had been, and now sincerely loving them and sharing their sorrows as much as any outsider to the household, came to see what, if anything, she could do. For, because of her own remorse and grief over Stewarts tragedy, she had come to understand them all better, Isobel and Etta, and Solon himself, whom she now truly and affectionately admired. And now here he was, slowly dying, and peaceful and brave. She came often, to bring a note of cheer and encouragement to Etta, as well as to Solon. On one of her last visits to Solon, she entered Thornbrough, immeasurably sad, but ostensibly brisk and cheerful.

Etta darling, she said, kissing her warmly as she came in, you know I think you are a perfect wonder with your father. I come with so much love for you all. Can I see him now?

And a minute later she entered Solons room, with a bright smile on her lips. Solon darling, she said, kissing him on the cheek, I think thee looks better today! And she began using the Quaker term for the first time in many years. Thee knows I would love to do something for thee, and I am so glad to find Etta here  what a lovely girl she is! To which Solon replied with a loving smile and a nod.

And, Solon, if thee has any request to make in connection with the children, I will be so glad to help them in any way I can  I love them as if they were truly my own!

Rhoda, thee knows how glad I am always to see thee here. Thee has been a true friend to me. I wish that thee would do what thee could for Isobel. I am afraid she is lonely. As for Etta, she is so kind and brave that I think she will be happy  I wish only that she could learn to draw help and guidance from the Inner Light. Perhaps thee can help her  and with that he turned his head to the side and seemed to sleep.
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AS THE DAYS GREW SHORTER, SOLON APPEARED weaker and less and less able to get about, seldom going out of doors and most of the time remaining in bed, or at least in his own room. Etta, finding at times that it was hard to make conversation with him, yet desiring to be with him and pay him as many attentions as she could, frequently brought a book or the morning paper into his room to read to him. However, there was little that interested him, and she was hard put to it to think of things to read. One day, having encountered among the few books in the living room the Journal of John Woolman, she brought this to his room, saying:

Father, I found this book, which I know thee used to read when we were children. Would thee like me to read it to thee now? He looked at her, a slow but pleased smile overspreading his usually wearied countenance.

Indeed, daughter, he replied, taking it in his hand, this is a precious volume. It would please me greatly if thee would.

As Etta began reading to her father, the figure of this early American saint emerged slowly but clearly, for here was a simple Quaker who had started life as a tailors apprentice in a New Jersey village and who had become one of the generally accepted standard bearers of the faith; who, as early as 1746, took it upon himself to crusade against slavery, traveling among Friends in New England, New Jersey, and Pennsylvania, even throughout the South, fearlessly interrogating Friends who were slaveholders and trying to show them that this practice was contrary to the principles of their religion. He, perhaps more than any other individual, had aided in bringing about the official stand taken against slaveholding by any member of the Society of Friends in the Philadelphia meeting of 1758.

He was a man of poor and humble appearance, so eager to achieve simplicity and avoid worldly pretense and the belittling of any poorer human being by his own personal adornment that he wore garments of undyed homespun cloth, even a crude white felt hat  which, as a matter of fact, aroused more comment than would have a far more expensive top piece! A man so modest that in his own Journal he related very little of his own part in the fight against slavery, but rather described the actions and sacrifices of others.

The words she read, Etta noticed, seemed to affect her father as might some familiar and beloved melody. But to her they brought a dawning revelation of the meaning of the faith. Here was no narrow morality, no religion limited by society or creed, but rather, in the words of Woolman, a principle placed in the human mind, which in different places and ages hath had different names; it is, however, pure and proceeds from God. It is deep and inward, confined to no forms of religion nor excluded from any, when the heart stands in perfect sincerity. In whomsoever this takes root and grows, they become brethren.

Etta was further impressed with the fact that it seemed as though John Woolman had been miraculously guided throughout his life by that Inner Light of which she had heard her father speak so often, without clearly gathering what he meant. Spiritual values were as real to John Woolman as material things, and, indeed, he not infrequently had visions of Truth which actually materialized to his eyes and ears. Thus, she read to Solon, in John Woolmans own words:

Being in good health and abroad with Friends visiting families, I lodged at a Friends house in Burlington. Going to bed about the time usual with me, I awoke in the night, and my meditations as I lay were on the goodness and mercy of the Lord, in a sense whereof my heart was contrited. After this I went to sleep again; in a short time I awoke; it was yet dark, and no appearance of day or moonshine, and, as I opened my eyes, I saw a light in my chamber, at the apparent distance of about five feet, about nine inches in diameter, of a clear, easy brightness, and near its center, most radiant. As I lay still, looking upon it without any surprise, words were spoken to my inward ear, which filled my whole inward man. They were not the effect of thought, nor any conclusion in relation to the appearance. But as the language of the Holy One, spoken in my mind. The words were: Certain evidence of Divine Truth. They were again repeated, exactly in the same manner, and then the light disappeared.

And again she read:

A little more than two years and a half ago, I was brought so near the gates of death, that I forgot my name. Being then desirous to know who I was, I saw a mass of matter of a dull, gloomy color, between the south and the east, and was informed that this mass was human beings in as great misery as they could be, and live, and that I was mixed with them, and that henceforth, I might not consider myself as a distinct or separate being. In this state I remained several hours. Then I heard a soft, melodious voice, more pure and harmonious than any I had heard with my ears before  I believed it was the voice of an angel who spake to other angels. The words were: John Woolman is dead. I soon remembered that I was once John Woolman, and being assured that I was alive in the body, I greatly wondered what the heavenly voice could mean. I believed beyond doubting that it was the voice of an Holy Angel, but as yet it was a mystery to me.

I was then carried in spirit to the mines where poor, oppressed people were digging rich treasures for those called Christians, and heard them blaspheme the name of Christ, at which I grieved, for His name to me was precious. I was then informed that these heathens were told that those who oppressed them were the followers of Christ, and they said among themselves: If Christ directed them to use us in this sort, then Christ is a cruel tyrant.

All this time, the song of the angel remained a mystery, and in the morning, my dear wife and some others coming to my bedside, I asked them if they knew who I was. And they, telling me that I was John Woolman, thought I was lightheaded, for I told them not what the angel said, nor was I disposed to talk much to anyone, but was very desirous to get so deep that I might understand this mystery. My tongue was often so dry that I could not speak till I had moved it about and gathered some moisture, and as I lay still for a time, I at length felt a divine power prepare my mouth that I could speak, and then I said: I am crucified with Christ, nevertheless I live; yet not I but Christ liveth in me. And the life which I now live in the flesh, I live by the faith of the son of God, who loved me and gave himself for me.

Then the mystery was opened and I perceived there was joy in Heaven over a sinner who had repented, and that the language John Woolman is dead, meant no more than the death of my own will. My natural understanding now returned as before.

So stirred was Solon by the reading of these passages that he appeared to capture an unusual degree of vitality from it; he said he would like to get up and walk about, and with the aid of Etta and old Joseph he walked a few steps. From that day on there seemed to be in him a renewal of both spiritual and physical strength; he sought to be more cheerful and affectionate. Isobel, on a week-end visit home from Llewellyn, experienced an outpouring of affection from him that caused her to remark on it to Etta.

How wonderful it is, she said, to have Father act so much more affectionately toward us! And isnt it strange that he seems so much better, when we know he is actually worse!  a comment that pained Etta very much because of her growing love and understanding of him. For this reading to him had affected her deeply.

In fact for the first time in her life she was subjected to the weight of spiritual beauty that lay in the lives of men such as John Woolman and her father  so much so that she asked herself, what was this? Why? If her father could get this strength, why could she not get something of the same for herself, in her deserted state of mind? What did the future hold for her? She had not forgotten Kane or the love for him which was still engaging her heart. But now John Woolman and her father were helping her to understand something beyond human passion and its selfish desires and ambitions  the love and peace involved in the consideration of others  her father first and foremost. And so through her service to him she could see what it might mean to serve others, not only for reasons of family bonds or personal desires, but to answer human need. What love, what beauty might not lie there? For in the introduction to Woolmans Journal, she had read: His religion was love. His whole existence and all of his passions were love, and this was a love that first turned toward God and thence spread out over all people and things  a love that extended to the poor, the weak, the slaves, the miners; whereas hers was a love that had extended to one man  Kane. It was this greater love which, as she now felt, was moving through her father and which had literally raised him out of the black shadow of grief that had all but removed him from life itself, and now caused his sympathy and interest to reach out again  to her and Isobel, to the flowers and insects and the fish in Lever Creek, and even to the snake that had so miraculously and yet plainly understood his tenderness through his voice. Now she felt it moving through her, too, and she was ready to receive it.

In this love and unity with all nature, as she now sensed, there was nothing fitful or changing or disappointing  nothing that glowed one minute and was gone the next. This love was rather as constant as nature itself, everywhere the same, in sunshine or in darkness, the filtered splendor of the dawn, the seeded beauty of the night. It was an intimate relation to the very heart of being.


67

SOLONS REMAINING DAYS WERE FEW. HE lived only about three months from the date of the doctors diagnosis of his illness. The intimations of his end came fairly slowly at first. For one thing, his rising and retiring periods became less easily managed by him than before. He walked less securely, and was slower in formulating his requests or in speaking at all, and his memory was failing.

One morning, as Etta came over to his bedside, he looked up at her and said feebly: Daughter, what has become of that poor old man who was dying of cancer?

Grievously startled by this inexplicable inquiry, she had to pause before she could reply, for she was on the verge of tears. Finally she recovered herself enough to ask:

What old man, Father, does thee refer to?

Why... why... he began, that poor old man whose son killed himself.

She was too stunned to make any comment. Her eyes filled, and she choked back a sob. Almost she was moved to turn and run, from what she knew not, except from the realization that his mind was going. The doctor, called immediately, did his best to calm and assure her that there was nothing to be done except to attend to her fathers natural wants as thoughtfully as possible, and to notify him as to any significant change. However, there was no immediate change of any import, except that he sometimes inquired for the health and comfort of Benecia, as if she were still alive, and also, now and then, as to whether certain documents had arrived from the bank.

One day Etta brought him a few of the last yellow chrysanthemums that had survived the frost. He gazed at them for a moment and then murmured: The golden motto...

What do you mean, Father? inquired Etta.

Daughter, he said, slowly, do you remember the motto that thy mother and I hung in the dining room? The golden tinge of the flowers had apparently reminded him of the yellow wool lettering on the motto which he had brought home to Benecia many years before, which read: In honor, preferring one another.

Will thee have old Joseph bring it up and hang it so that I can see it as I lie here?

She had it hung exactly where he directed, and noted with satisfaction the pleasure he seemed to derive from looking at it, for, smiling a contented smile, he observed: That was the spirit of our home.

And still is, Father, said Etta, kissing his broad forehead.

After this, they spoke about Benecia and various incidents that had occurred in the loving early years in which they had all dwelt together. It was the last, warm, affectionate afternoon. For that very night Solons condition changed for the worse. His mind wandered continually, and he gave vent to expressions often without significance, often with profound meaning. For example, once he was heard to say: Men must be honest with God and with themselves, and another time, without any other association of ideas, he mumbled over and over: The banks! The banks! The banks! and later: The poor and the banks!

Following these disconnected comments relating to his social and religious convictions, and an increasingly weakened condition generally, Etta summoned Isobel to come home at once. And she too, seeing him and hearing his semiconscious remarks, felt he had not long to live.

That his mind was on religion and the Creative Force was obvious, for a little later in the day, after Isobel had arrived and the two were sitting beside him, he said:

You see  God talks directly to man when His help is needed and man asks Him for it  He does not fail him  a comment that strengthened and comforted Etta and Isobel for the ordeal that lay ahead of them.

For Solon did not improve, and indeed his words grew fewer.

Having heard from the doctor that Solons condition was fatal, Hosea Gorm, that oldest and sincerest of Solons admirers, was notified and, arriving at Thornbrough, waited with Isobel while Etta went to see if Solon was awake and to make his room presentable.

As Etta came close to him, Solon took her hand and gazed at her, as if she had asked him a question, which she had not. Then, his face suggesting a meditation deeply thought out, he asked: If thee does not turn to the Inner Light, where will thee go? Etta, startled as by an inquiry which might have been directed to her, or to someone else, turned and looked around, as if someone else had entered the room. Seeing no one, and at the same time noticing that Solons eyes had closed once more, in seemingly restful slumber, she sank to her knees beside him and said:

Father, I am not worthy of thee  but I see it, now. Then, observing that he did not open his eyes again, she saw, suddenly, that he was dead, and stood up, sobbing.

At that moment Isobel, entering with Gorm, paused; and Gorm, seeing Solon and hearing that Etta was sobbing, crossed over to her and said:

Daughter, thy sorrow is justified, for truly thy father was a bulwark of our faith, and his memory will strengthen us, wherever his name is known.


FINIS

AND SO, AT LAST, THE FINAL OBSEQUIES FOR Solon Barnes at Thornbrough, that originally so beloved home of his father and mother; and after his fathers death, of himself and Benecia; and from which, throughout the first ten years of his married life at least, he had experienced nothing but spiritual joy, mingled as that had been, yet not of his seeking, with material comfort.

Now assembled to pay their last respects to this truly distinguished and much tormented Friend and father, were not only his children  Orville and his wife; Dorothea and her socially prominent husband; Isobel, dark and sadly meditative as ever, and Etta  but also Rhoda Wallin, grieving still over her part in the downfall of Stewart; the Stoddards of Trenton; the Benigraces of Metuchen, and a number of the Wallin family of Philadelphia, to say nothing of Sableworth and Averard from the Traders and Builders Bank. And here also were the solemn and truly sorrowful Friends and elders of the Dukla meeting, all of whom had ever found him ready to accept their word and dispel, as wisely as his mind could see it, any lack of comfort suffered by any of their community.

Two of these in their solemn garb were here, according to the Book of Discipline, to see that neither too much time nor show nor fruitless conversation was indulged in by the gathered company. The mourning must not extend beyond one hour; then the body, after a period of silence, should decorously be removed to the Dukla Friends burial ground, where already lay Stewart and Benecia, awaiting her beloved.

And so, after the silence, they prepared to leave, Orville and Althea, Dorothea and her husband, and Isobel, standing alone; for Etta, because of her uncontrollable emotion, had for the moment disappeared. It was at that time that a quiet, intellectual figure emerged from the rear of the shaded living room and, going over to Isobel, took her hand. It was David Arnold, her professor, who, judging from the sense of comfort which passed over her face, showed her by this gesture and his unexpected presence here that her need for companionship was not wholly unanswered.

Now here was the final hour. Even now the elder pallbearers, black-clad and silent, gathered on either side of the coffin, while the friends and members of the family took their last look at Solon. Only Etta, coming to the coffin and gazing at him once more, hurried away to a room off the dining room, repressed sobs choking her as she went  sobs that finally became audible as she recalled swiftly the sad family history.

For Etta, of all others, and despite the constant and loving services she had rendered her father since her return from New York and her defeated love, continued to feel her compulsive share in this tragedy. Her father! Her mother! Her own erratic, impulsive career! Now she realized the strain under which they had lived, ever since the time that she had deserted their home! Her love-seeking youth! Her complete lack of understanding of her fathers spiritual ideals! And this before even the driving thirst of Stewart for material show and sensual pleasure had ended in his self-extinction  death by his own hand! She remembered her own sensual, selfish dreams  the boy on the bicycle at Chadds Ford, the French novels, Volida, Kane  what had all this meant and what did it mean now?

Then Orville, who had gone to a rear room to straighten his tie, came in, and, seeing and hearing Etta weeping, and reviewing in his mind what he considered Ettas selfish and immoral share in the familys present evil repute, paused to observe:

Why should you cry? You were the one to start all the trouble in our family. To which, after a moment in which she sought to check her sobs, yet without anger or reproof, she replied:

Oh, I am not crying for myself, or for Father  I am crying for life.

Then Isobel, who had entered, looking for her, came forward and, taking Ettas arm, said: Come, Etta, dont cry, darling  we must go, with which they passed Orville to take their place among the Friends who were moving out toward the carriages.




The Stoic

[image: img39.jpg]

Also published posthumously, Dreisers final novel first appeared in 1947. As the culminating instalment of his Trilogy of Desire, it completes the story of the life of the unscrupulous tycoon Frank Cowperwood. Dreiser worked on The Stoic right up until his death in 1945, but died before he could complete the final chapter. The published version contained an appendix by Helen Dreiser, the authors second wife, outlining her husbands plans for the novels conclusion.
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A critical edition of the Trilogy, published in 1973, with an introduction by Dreiser expert Philip L. Gerber


CHAPTER 1

THERE were two most disturbing problems confronting Frank Cowperwood at the time of his Chicago defeat, when, so reducingly and after so long a struggle, he lost his fight for a fifty-year franchise renewal.

First, there was his age. He was nearing sixty, and while seemingly as vigorous as ever, it would be no easy matter, he felt, with younger and equally resourceful financiers on the scene, to pile up the great fortune which assuredly would have been his if his franchise had been extended. That fortune would have been all of $50,000,000.

Secondly, and of even greater importance, in his realistic judgment, was the fact that by this time he had still not achieved social connections of any value; in other words, social prestige. Of course, his youthful incarceration in the penitentiary in Philadelphia had not helped matters, and then, too, his natural varietism, plus his unfortunate marriage to Aileen, who had been no real social help, and his own determined and almost savage individualism, had alienated many who otherwise might have been friendly to him.

For Cowperwood was not one to make friends of those less forceful, subtle, or efficient than himself. It smacked too much of meaningless self-depreciation and was, at best, in his opinion, a waste of time. On the other hand, he found, the strong and cunning or genuinely significant were not always easy to acquire as friends. Particularly here in Chicago, where he had fought so many of them for position and power, they had chosen to combine against him, not because he represented morals or methods different from any they were willing to practice or accept in others, but rather because he, a total stranger, had ventured on financial preserves presumably their own and had risen to greater wealth and power, and in less time, than they had. Moreover, he had attracted the wives and daughters of some of the very men who were most jealous of him financially, and so they had set out to ostracize him socially and had well-nigh succeeded in doing so.

So far as sex was concerned, he had always desired individual freedom and proceeded ruthlessly to achieve it. At the same time, he had always held the thought that somewhere he might well meet a woman so superior that in spite of himself he might be held, not to absolute faithfulness  he was never willing to count upon that in regard to himself  but rather to a genuine union of understanding and affection. For eight years now he had felt that he had really found that ideal individual in the girl, Berenice Fleming. Obviously, she was not overawed by his personality or his fame, nor at all impressed by his usual arts. And because of that, as well as the deep aesthetic and sensual spell she cast over him, there had arisen in him a conviction that she, with her youth, beauty, mental awareness, and certainty as to her own personal value, could contrive and maintain the natural social background for his force and wealth, assuming, of course, that he were ever free to marry her.

Unfortunately, for all his determination in connection with Aileen, he had not been able to divest himself of her. For one thing, she was determined not to give him up. And to have added a contest for freedom to his difficult railway fight in Chicago would have been too much of a burden. Moreover, in Berenices attitude, he saw no trace of the necessary acceptance. Her eyes appeared to be set toward men not only younger than himself but with conventional social advantages which his personal record made it impossible for him to offer her. This had given him his first real taste of romantic defeat, and he had sat alone in his rooms for hours at a time convinced that he was hopelessly beaten in his battle for greater fortune and for the love of Berenice.

And then suddenly she had come to him and announced a most amazing and unexpected surrender, so that he experienced a sense of rejuvenation which almost at once definitely restored his old constructive mood. At last, he felt, he had the love of a woman who could truly support him in his quest for power, fame, prestige.

On the other hand, as frank and direct as had been her explanation of why she had come I thought you really might need me now... I have made up my mind  still, there was on her part a certain hurt attitude in regard to life and society which moved her to seek reparation in some form for the cruelties she felt had been imposed on her in her early youth. What she was really thinking, and what Cowperwood, because of his delight at her sudden surrender did not comprehend, was: You are a social outcast, and so am I. The world has sought to frustrate you. In my own case, it has attempted to exclude me from the sphere to which, temperamentally and in every other way, I feel I belong. You are resentful, and so am I. Therefore, a partnership: one of beauty and strength and intelligence and courage on both sides, but without domination by either of us. For without fair play between us, there is no possibility of this unsanctioned union enduring. This was the essence of her motive in coming to him at this time.

And yet Cowperwood, aware as he was of her force and subtlety, was not so fully aware of her chain of thought in this direction. He would not have said, for instance, looking upon her on that wintry night of her arrival (perfect and flowery out of an icy wind), that she was as carefully and determinedly aligned mentally. It was a little too much to expect of one so youthful, smiling, gay and altogether exquisite in every feminine sense. And yet she was. She stood daringly, and yet secretly somewhat nervously, before him. There was no trace of malice in regard to him; rather love, if a desire to be with him and of him for the remainder of his days on these conditions might be called love. Through him and with him she would walk to such victory as might be possible, the two of them wholeheartedly and sympathetically co-operating.

And so, on that first night, Cowperwood turned to her and said: But Bevy, Im really curious as to this sudden decision of yours. To think you should come to me now just when I have met my second really important setback.

Her still blue eyes enveloped him as might a warming cloak or a dissolving ether.

Well, Ive been thinking and reading about you for years, you know. Only last Sunday, in New York, I read two whole pages about you in the Sun. They made me understand you a little better, I think.

The newspapers! Did they, really?

Yes, and no. Not what they said about you critically, but the facts, if they are facts, that they pieced together. You never cared for your first wife, did you?

Well, I thought I did, at first. But, of course, I was very young when I married her.

And the present Mrs. Cowperwood?

Oh, Aileen, yes. I cared for her very much at one time, he confessed. She did a great deal for me once, and I am not ungrateful, Bevy. Besides, she was very attractive, very, to me at that time. But I was still young, and not as exacting mentally as I am now. The fault is not Aileens. It was a mistake due to inexperience.

You make me feel better when you talk that way, she said. Youre not as ruthless as youre said to be. Just the same, I am many years younger than Aileen, and I have the feeling that without my looks my mind might not be very important to you.

Cowperwood smiled. Quite true. I have no excuses to offer for the way I am, he said. Intelligently or unintelligently, I try to follow the line of self-interest, because, as I see it, there is no other guide. Maybe I am wrong, but I think most of us do that. It may be that there are other interests that come before those of the individual, but in favoring himself, he appears, as a rule, to favor others.

I agree, somehow, with your point of view, commented Berenice.

The one thing I am trying to make clear to you, went on Cowperwood, smiling affectionately at her, is that I am not seeking to belittle or underestimate any hurt I may have inflicted. Pain seems to go with life and change. I just want to state my case as I see it, so that you may understand me.

Thanks, and Berenice laughed lightly, but you neednt feel you are on the witness stand.

Well, almost. But please let me explain a little about Aileen. Her nature is one of love and emotion, but her intellect is not, and never was, sufficient for my needs. I understand her thoroughly, and I am grateful for all she did for me in Philadelphia. She stood by me, to her own social detriment. Because of that I have stood by her, even though I cannot possibly love her as I once did. She has my name, my residence. She feels she should have both. He paused, a little dubious as to what Berenice would say. You understand, of course? he asked.

Yes, yes, exclaimed Berenice, of course, I understand. And, please, I do not want to disturb her in any way. I did not come to you with that in view.

Youre very generous, Bevy, but unfair to yourself, said Cowperwood. But I want you to know how much you mean to my entire future. You may not understand, but I acknowledge it here and now. I have not followed you for eight years for nothing. It means that I care, and care deeply.

I know, she said, softly, not a little impressed by this declaration.

For all of eight years, he continued, I have had an ideal. That ideal is you.

He paused, wishing to embrace her, but feeling for the moment that he should not. Then, reaching into a waistcoat pocket, he took from it a thin gold locket, the size of a silver dollar, which he opened and handed to her. One interior face of it was lined with a photograph of Berenice as a girl of twelve, thin, delicate, supercilious, self-contained, distant, as she was to this hour.

She looked at it and recognized it as a photograph that had been taken when she and her mother were still in Louisville, her mother a woman of social position and means. How different the situation now, and how much she had suffered because of that change! She gazed at it, recalling pleasant memories.

Where did you get this? she asked at last.

I took it from your mothers bureau in Louisville, the first time I saw it. It was not in this case, though; I have added that.

He closed it affectionately and returned it to his pocket. It has been close to me ever since, he said.

Berenice smiled. I hope, unseen. But I am such a child there.

Just the same, an ideal to me. And more so now than ever. I have known many women, of course. I have dealt with them according to my light and urge at the time. But apart from all that, I have always had a certain conception of what I really desired. I have always dreamed of a strong, sensitive, poetic girl like yourself. Think what you will about me, but judge me now by what I do, not by what I say. You said you came because you thought I needed you. I do.

She laid her hand on his arm. I have decided, she said, calmly. The best I can do with my life is to help you. But we... I... neither of us can do just as we please. You know that.

Perfectly. I want you to be happy with me, and I want to be happy with you. And, of course, I cant be if you are going to worry over anything. Here in Chicago, particularly at this time, I have to be most careful, and so do you. And thats why youre going back to your hotel very shortly. But tomorrow is another day, and at about eleven, I hope you will telephone me. Then perhaps we can talk this over. But wait a moment. He took her arm and directed her into his bedroom. Closing the door, he walked briskly to a handsome wrought-iron chest of considerable size which stood in a corner of the room. Unlocking it, he lifted from it three trays containing a collection of ancient Greek and Phoenician rings. After setting them in order before her, he said:

With which of these would you like me to pledge you? Indulgently, and a little indifferently, as was her way  always the one to be pleaded with, not the one to plead  Berenice studied and toyed with the rings, occasionally exclaiming over one that interested her. At last, she said:

Circe might have chosen this twisted silver snake. And Helen, this green bronze circlet of flowers, perhaps. I think Aphrodite might have liked this curled arm and hand encircling the stone. But I will not chose for beauty alone. For myself, I will take this tarnished silver band. It has strength as well as beauty.

Always the unexpected, the original! exclaimed Cowperwood. Bevy, you are incomparable! He kissed her tenderly as he placed the ring on her finger.


CHAPTER 2

THE essential thing which Berenice achieved for Cowperwood in coming to him at the time of his defeat was to renew his faith in the unexpected and, better yet, in his own luck. For hers was an individuality, as he saw it, self-seeking, poised, ironic, but less brutal and more poetic than his own. Where he desired money in order to release its essential content, power, to be used by him as he pleased, Berenice appeared to demand the privilege of expressing her decidedly varied temperament in ways which would make for beauty and so satisfy her essentially aesthetic ideals. She desired not so much to express herself in a given form of art as to live so that her life as well as her personality should be in itself an art form. She had more than once thought, if only she had great wealth, very great power, how creatively she would use it. She would never waste it on great houses and lands and show, but rather surround herself with an atmosphere which should be exquisite and, of course, inspirational.

Yet of that she had never spoken. Rather, it was implicit in her nature, which Cowperwood by no means always clearly interpreted. He realized that she was delicate, sensitive, evasive, elusive, mysterious. And, for these reasons, he was never tired of contemplating her, any more than he was of contemplating nature itself: the new day, the strange wind, the changing scene. What would the morrow be like? What would Berenice be like when next he saw her? He could not tell. And Berenice, conscious of this strangeness in herself, could not enlighten him or any other. She was as she was. Let Cowperwood, or any, take her so.

In addition to all this, she was, he saw, an aristocrat. In her quiet and self-confident way, she commanded respect and attention from all who came in contact with her. They could not evade it. And Cowperwood, recognizing this superior phase of her as the one thing he had always, if almost subconsciously, admired and desired in a woman, was deeply gratified as well as impressed. She was young, beautiful, wise, poised  a lady. He had sensed it even in the photograph of the twelve-year-old girl in Louisville eight years before.

But now that Berenice had come to him at last, there was one thing that was troubling him. That was his enthusiastic and, at the moment, quite sincere suggestion of absolute and single devotion to her. Did he really mean that? After his first marriage, particularly after the experience of children and the quite sober and humdrum nature of his domestic life, he had fully realized that the ordinary tenets of love and marriage were not for him. This was proved by his intrigue with the young and beautiful Aileen, whose sacrifice and devotion he subsequently rewarded by marrying her. Yet that was as much an act of equity as of affection. And subsequent to that, he considered himself wholly liberated, sensually as well as emotionally.

He had no desire to attempt, much less achieve, a sense of permanency. Nonetheless, he had for eight years been pursuing Berenice. And now he was wondering how he should present himself honestly to her. She was, as he knew, so extremely intelligent and intuitive.

Lies sufficient to placate, if not really deceive, the average woman, would not advantage him much with her.

And worse, at this time, in Dresden, Germany, there was a certain Arlette Wayne. Only a year ago he had entered on the affair with her. Arlette, previously immured in a small town in Iowa and anxious to extricate herself from a fate which threatened to smother her talent, had written Cowperwood, enclosing a picture of her siren self. But not receiving a reply, she had proceeded to borrow money and appear before him in person in his Chicago office. Where the picture had failed, the personality of Arlette had succeeded, for she was not only daring and self-confident, but possessed of a temperament with which Cowperwood was really in sympathy. Besides, her object was not purely mercenary. She was genuinely interested in music, and she had a voice. Of that he became convinced, and he desired to help her. She had also brought with her convincing evidence of her background: a picture of the little house in which she and her widowed mother, a local saleswoman, were living, and a quite moving story of her mothers struggles to maintain them and further her ambition.

Naturally, the few hundred dollars which her aspirations required were as nothing to Cowperwood. Ambition in any form appealed to him, and now, moved by the girl herself, he proceeded to plan her future. For the time being, she was to have the best training Chicago could offer. Later, should she really prove worth while, he would send her abroad. However, so as not to commit or entangle himself in any way, he had specifically arranged a budget on which she was to live, and that budget was still in force. He had also advised her to bring her mother to Chicago to live with her. She therefore rented a small house, sent for her mother, and established herself, and in due course Cowperwood became a frequent visitor.

Yet because of her intellect and the sincerity of her ambition, their relationship had been based on mutual appreciation as well as affection. She had not been moved by any desire to compromise him in any way, and it had been only shortly before Berenices arrival in Chicago that he had persuaded Arlette to go to Dresden, for he had realized that he might not be a personal part of Chicago much longer. And had it not been for Berenice, he would have presently visited Arlette in Germany.

But now, as he compared her to Berenice, he felt no sensual pull in her direction, for in that way, as in all others, Berenice promised to absorb him completely. However, still interested in Arlette as an artistic temperament, and concerned to see her succeed, he intended continuing to aid her. Only, as he now felt, it might be best to drop her from his life completely. It would mean little to him. She had had her day. Best start on a new footing entirely. If Berenice was going to demand absolute romantic faithfulness on pain of separation, then he would do the best he could to conform to her desires. She was surely worthy of really important sacrifices on his part. And in that frame of mind, he was more inclined to dream and promise than at any time since his youth.


CHAPTER 3

THE following morning, a little after ten oclock, Berenice telephoned Cowperwood and they agreed to meet at his club for a talk.

As she entered by a private stairway to his apartment, she found him waiting to greet her. There were flowers in the living room and bedroom. But still so dubious was he as to the reality of this conquest that, as she came leisurely up the steps, looking at him and smiling, he scanned her face anxiously for any suggestion of change. But as she crossed the threshold and allowed him to seize her and hold her close, he felt reassured.

So you came! he said, gaily and warmly, at the same time pausing to survey her.

Did you think I wouldnt? she asked, laughing at the expression on his face.

Well, how was I to be sure? he queried. You never did anything I wanted you to do before.

True, but you know why. This is different. She yielded her lips to his.

If you only knew the effect your coming has had on me, he went on, excitedly. I havent slept a wink all night. And I feel as though Id never need to sleep again.... Pearly teeth... Slate blue eyes... rosy mouth... he went on admiringly. And he kissed her eyes. And this sunray hair. He fingered it admiringly.

The baby has a new toy!

He was thrilled by her comprehending, yet sympathetic, smile, and bent and picked her up.

Frank! Please! My hair... youll get me all mussed up!

She protested laughingly as he carried her to the adjoining bedroom, which seemed to flicker with flame from the fireplace, and, because he insisted, she allowed him to undress her, amused at his impatience.

It was late in the afternoon before he was satisfied to be sane and talk, as she put it. They sat by a tea table before the fire. She insisted that she was anxious to remain in Chicago, so as to be with him as much and as long as possible, but they must arrange things so as not to attract attention. As to this, he agreed. His notoriety was then at its terrific peak, and, in consequence, particularly because Aileen was known to be living in New York, his appearance with anyone as attractive as herself would be the signal for a flood of comment. They would have to avoid being seen together.

For now, he added, this matter of franchise extension, or, rather, as it stood now, no franchise, did not mean a cessation of work any more than it meant that he was to lose his street railway properties. These had been built up over a period of years, and shares in them sold to thousands of investors, and they could not be taken from him or his investors without due process of law.

What really has to be done, Bevy, he said to her intimately, is to find a financier, or a group of them, or a corporation, to take over these properties at a value that is fair to all. And that, of course, cant be brought about in a minute. It may take years. As a matter of fact, I know that unless I step forward and personally request it as a favor to me, nobody is likely to come in here and offer to do anything. They know how difficult it is to manage street railways profitably. And then there are the courts, which will have to pass on all this, even if these enemies of mine, or any outside concerns, are willing to try and run these roads.

He was sitting beside her, talking to her as though she were one of his fellow-investors or financial equals. And while she was not greatly interested in the practical details of his world of finance, she could sense how intense was his intellectual and practical interest in these things.

Well, I know one thing, she interpolated at this point, and that is, you will never really be beaten. You are too wise and too clever.

Maybe, he said, pleased by her tribute. Anyhow, all that takes time. It may be years before these roads are taken off my hands. At the same time, a long delay of that kind might cripple me, in a way. Supposing I should want to do anything else; I should feel handicapped because of the responsibility here. And for a moment, his large gray eyes stared into space.

What I would prefer to do, he mused, now that I have you, would be to loaf and travel with you, for a time, anyhow. Ive worked hard enough. You mean more than money to me, infinitely more. Its odd, but I feel all at once as though Ive worked too hard all my life. He smiled and fondled her.

And Berenice, hearing him say these things, was suffused with pride and power, as well as real tenderness.

Thats perfectly true, dear. Youve been like some big engine or machine thats tearing full speed somewhere, but doesnt know exactly where. She toyed with his hair and smoothed his cheek as she talked. Ive been thinking of your life, and all youve accomplished up to now. I think you should go abroad for a while, and look at things in Europe. I dont see what else you could do here, unless you want to make more money, and Chicago certainly isnt a very interesting place. I think its terrible.

Well, I wouldnt say that, exactly, returned Cowperwood, defensive for Chicago. It has its good points. I came here originally to make money, and certainly I have no complaint to make on that score.

Oh, I know that, said Berenice, amused at his loyalty despite the bitterness and worry that his career here had involved. But, Frank... and here she paused, weighing her words most carefully, you know, I think youre so much bigger than that. I have always thought so. Dont you think you ought to take a rest, look about and see the world, apart from business? You might find something you could do, some big public project that would bring you praise and fame, rather than money. There might be something you could undertake in England or France. Id love to live in France with you. Why not go over there and give them something new? What about the traffic situation in London? Something like that! Anyway, leave America.

He smiled at her approvingly.

Well, Bevy, he said, it does seem a little unnatural to be indulging in a practical conversation like this with a pair of beautiful blue eyes and a sunburst of hair opposite me. But all that you say has the ring of wisdom. By the middle of next month, perhaps sooner, we are going abroad, you and I. And then I think I can find something to please you, for it hasnt been more than a year since I was approached concerning a proposed tube system for London. At that time I was so busy here I didnt have time for anything else. But now... and he patted her hand.

Berenice smiled a satisfied smile.

It was dusk before she departed, discreet and reserved and smiling as she entered the carriage that Cowperwood had called.

A few moments later, it was a gay and much more vital Cowperwood who stepped forth, thinking how, the next day, he would arrange first with his lawyer for a conference with the mayor and certain city officials to determine on ways and means of divesting himself of his various and immense holdings. And after that... after that... well, there was Berenice, the one great dream of his life really come true. What of defeat? There was no defeat! It was love that made life, certainly not wealth alone.


CHAPTER 4

THE proposition to which Cowperwood referred as having come from an English source some twelve months before had been brought to him by two adventuring Englishmen, Messrs. Philip Henshaw and Montague Greaves, who carried letters from several well-known bankers and brokers of London and New York, establishing them as contractors who had already built railroads, street railways, and manufacturing plants in England and elsewhere.

Some time before, in connection with the Traffic Electrical Company (an English company organized for the purpose of promoting railway enterprises), they personally had invested ten thousand pounds in a scheme to promote and construct an underground railway, to run from Charing Cross Station, the center of London, to Hampstead, four or five miles away and a growing residential district. It was a sine qua non of the scheme that the line in prospect was to afford direct means of communication between Charing Cross Station (the terminal of the Southeastern Railway which fed the south and southeast coasts of England and was one of the main arteries of travel to and from the Continent) and Euston Station, the terminal of the London and Northwestern Railway, serving the northwest and connecting with Scotland.

As they explained it to Cowperwood, the Traffic Electrical Company had a paid-up capital of £30,000. It had succeeded in getting through both houses of Parliament an act permitting them to build, operate, and own this particular tube or line; but in bringing this about, contrary to the general idea held by the English public in regard to its Parliament, a considerable sum of money had to be expended  not directly to any one group, but, as Messrs. Greaves and Henshaw hinted, and as Cowperwood, of all people, was fully capable of understanding, one must resort to many ways and means of currying favor with those who were in a better position to influence the minds of a committee than outsiders coming directly with a request for a valuable public privilege, especially when, as in England, it was granted in perpetuity. To that end, recourse had been had to a firm of solicitors: Rider, Bullock, Johnson & Chance, as clever, socially reputable, and technically well-informed a combination of legal talent as the great Empires capital could boast. This distinguished firm had innumerable connections with individual shareholders and chairmen of various enterprises. In fact, this firm had found persons whose influence had not only persuaded the committee of Parliament to grant the act for the Charing Cross and Hampstead, but also, once the act was in hand and the original thirty thousand pounds nearly gone, suggested Greaves and Henshaw, who, for a two-year option for the construction of the tubes, had, about a year before, paid down £10,000.

The provisions of the act were nominally stiff enough. It had required the Traffic Electrical Company to deposit exactly sixty thousand pounds in consols as security that the proposed work would be performed in accordance with provisions requiring partial or final completion of construction on or before certain dates. But, as these two promoters had explained to Cowperwood, a bank or financing group, for the usual brokerage rates, would be willing to maintain the required amount of consols in any designated depository, and the Parliamentary committee, again rightly approached, would doubtless extend the time limit for completion.

Nevertheless, after a year and a half of work on their part, although £40,000 had been paid in, and the £60,000 in consols deposited, still the money to build the tube (estimated at £1,600,000) had not been found. This sprang from the fact that although there was one quite modern tube already in fairly successful operation  the City and South London  there was nothing to show English capital that a new, and particularly a longer and so more expensive, tube would pay. The only other lines in operation were two semiundergrounds or steam railways running through open cuts and tunnels  the District Railway, about five and one-half miles, and the Metropolitan Railway, not more than two miles, both by agreement having running power over each others rails. But the motive power being steam, the tunnels and cuts were dirty and often smoke-filled, and neither paid very well. And without any precedent to show how a line costing millions of pounds to build could be made to pay, English capital was not interested. Hence a search for money in other parts of the world, which had ended with the journey of Messrs. Henshaw and Greaves  via Berlin, Paris, Vienna, and New York  to see Cowperwood.

Cowperwood, as he had explained to Berenice, had been so completely occupied with his Chicago troubles at the time that he had listened only casually to all that Messrs. Henshaw and Greaves had said. Now, however, since he had lost his franchise fight, and more particularly since Berenice had suggested his leaving America, he recalled their scheme. To be sure, it had appeared to be sinking under a load of expenditures such as no businessman of his experience would consider taking over; yet it might be well to look into this London tube situation with a view to doing something on a grand scale, and perhaps, in this instance, free from such trickery as he had been compelled to practice here in Chicago, and also without any undue profit-taking. He was already a multimillionaire, so why should he continue this money-grubbing to the day of his death?

Besides, his past being what it was, and his present activities so grossly and savagely distorted by the press and his enemies, how wonderful it would be to win an honest acclaim, particularly in London, where supposedly quite impeccable commercial standards prevailed. It would achieve for him a social standing such as he never could hope to reach in America.

The vision thrilled him. And it had come to him through Bere nice, this chit of a girl. For it was her natural gift of knowing and understanding that had enabled her to sense this opportunity. It was amazing to think that all of this, this London idea, everything that could possibly derive from his association with her in the future, had sprung from that purely sporting venture of some nine years before, when, in company with Colonel Nathaniel Gilles, of Kentucky, he had gone to the home of the then déclassée Hattie Starr, mother of Berenice. Who was it said that good could not come out of evil?


CHAPTER 5

IN THE meantime, Berenice, now that the first excitement of her union with Cowperwood had worn off, took time to consider and weigh the stumbling blocks and dangers that beset her. Fully aware of these when she had finally decided to go to Cowperwood, nevertheless she now felt that she must face them squarely and unflinchingly, and without loss of any more time.

First, there was Aileen, a jealous, emotional wife, who would certainly use any means at her disposal to destroy her if ever she felt that Cowperwood loved her. Next, the newspapers. They would certainly publicize her connection with him, if they were seen together in any conspicuous way. And then there was her mother, to whom she would have to explain this latest move of hers; and her brother Rolfe, for whom she now hoped to secure some means of livelihood through Cowperwood.

All these things meant that she would have to be consistently and firmly cautious, wily, diplomatic, courageous, and willing to make certain sacrifices and compromises.

At the same time, Cowperwood was thinking much along the same lines. Since Berenice was to be the principal force in his life from now on, he was extremely conscious of her welfare and her prospective movements in connection with himself. Also, the London idea was growing in his mind. Accordingly, on the following day when they met, he began at once discussing seriously all phases of their problems.

You know, Bevy, he said, I have been thinking of your London idea, and it appeals to me very much; it has interesting possibilities.

And from there on he recounted just what he had in mind, and gave her a history of the two men who had called on him.

The thing for me to do now, he continued, after his explanation, is to send someone to London to see whether that offer they made us still holds good. If it does, it may open the door to what you are thinking of. He smiled affectionately on Berenice as the author of all this. On the other hand, the thing that stands in our way, as I see it now, is the matter of publicity and what Aileen is likely to do. She is very romantic and emotional; she functions through her emotions rather than through her mind. I have tried for years to make her understand how it is with me, how a man may change without really wanting to. But she cannot see that. She thinks people change deliberately. He paused and smiled. Shes the kind of woman who is naturally and entirely faithful in her heart, a one-man woman.

And you resent that? inquired Berenice.

On the contrary, I think it beautiful. The only trouble is that up to now I havent been that way.

And will not be, Im thinking, Berenice twitted him. Silence! he pleaded. No arguments! Let me finish, dear. She cannot see why, because I loved her so much at one time, I should not continue to do so. In fact, her sorrow has now turned into something like hatred, Im afraid, or she tries to make herself think that it has. The worst part of it is that its all tied up with her pride in being my wife. She wanted to shine socially, and I wished her to at first because I had the notion that it would be best for both of us. But I soon learned that Aileen was not clever enough. I gave up the idea of trying in Chicago. New York, I thought, was much more important, the real city for a man of wealth. And so I decided to try there. I was beginning to think I might not always want to live with Aileen, but, if you will believe it, that was after I saw your picture in Louisville  the one I have in my pocket. It was only after that that I decided to build the house in New York, and make it into an art gallery as well as a residence. And then, eventually, if you ever became interested in me...

And so the great house that I am never to occupy was built for me, mused Berenice. How strange!

Life is like that, said Cowperwood. But we can be happy.

I know that, she said. I was merely thinking of the strangeness of it. And I wouldnt disturb Aileen for anything!

You are both liberal and wise, I know. You will perhaps manage things better than I could.

I believe I can manage, returned Berenice calmly.

But besides Aileen, there are the newspapers. They follow me everywhere. And once they hear of this London idea, assuming that I undertake it, therell be fireworks! And if ever your name becomes connected with mine, youll be pursued as a chicken is by hawks. One solution might be for me to adopt you, or maybe carry this idea of my being your guardian on into England. That would give me the right to be with you and to pretend to be looking after your property. What do you think?

Well, yes, she said, slowly. I cant see any other way. But that London matter will have to be thought out very carefully. And I am not thinking of myself alone.

Im sure of it, replied Cowperwood, but with a little luck, we should get by. One of the things we must do is to avoid being seen together too much, I suppose. But first of all, we must think of a way to distract the attention of Aileen. For, of course, she knows all about you. Because of my contact with you and your mother in New York, she has suspected for a long time that there was an intrigue between us. I was never in a position to tell you that; you didnt seem to like me well enough.

Didnt really know you well enough, corrected Berenice. You were too much of an enigma.

And now...?

Just as much so as ever, I fear.

I doubt that. In regard to Aileen, though, I have no solution. She is so suspicious. As long as I am here in this country, and appear in New York occasionally, she doesnt seem to mind. But if I left, and appeared to be settling in London, and the newspapers discussed it... he paused, meditating.

Youre afraid she will talk, or follow you and make a scene  something of that sort?

Its hard to say what she might or might not do. With a little diversion of some sort, she might not do anything. On the other hand, and particularly since shes taken to drinking in the last few years, she might do anything. Several years ago, in one of her brooding fits, and when she was drinking, she tried to kill herself. (Berenice frowned.) I prevented that by breaking in and talking rather forcibly to her. He described the scene, but did not picture himself as uncompromising as he had been.

Berenice listened, convinced at last of Aileens undying love, and feeling that now she was adding one more thorn to her inescapable crown. Only, as she reasoned, nothing that she could do would change Cowperwood. As for herself, and her desire for some sort of revenge on society... well, she cared for him, too. She really did. He was like a strong drug. His mental as well as his physical charm was enormous, really irresistible. The important thing was to achieve this constructive relationship without doing any additional harm to Aileen.

She paused, thinking, and then said: It is a real problem, isnt it? But we have a little time to consider it. Let it go for a day or two. She is certainly on my mind, all of the time... She looked at Cowperwood, wide-eyed, thoughtfully and affectionately, a faint and yet cheering smile playing about her mouth. Together well manage, I know.

She rose from her chair by the fire, walked over to sit on his lap, began to rumple his hair.

All problems are not financial, are they? she said, quizzically, touching his forehead with her lips.

They certainly are not, he replied lightly, cheered by her affectionate sympathy and encouragement.

And then, for diversion, he suggested that since there had been a heavy snowfall the previous day, a sleigh ride would be a delightful way to end the day. He knew of a charming inn on the North Shore, where they might have dinner beside the lake under a winter moon.

Returning late that night, Berenice sat alone in her room before the fire, thinking and planning. She had already telegraphed her mother to come to Chicago at once. She would have her go to a certain North Side hotel and register for both of them. With her mother there, she could outline the course which she and Cowperwood had in mind.

What troubled her most, however, was Aileen, alone in that great house in New York, with youth, if not beauty, gone forever, and recently, as Berenice had noticed, suffering the handicap of too much flesh, which apparently she had not troubled to overcome. Her clothes, too, ran more to richness and show than to real taste.

Years, physical appearance, and lack of a gifted mentality: all of them made it impossible for Aileen to contend against one like Berenice. But never, as she told herself, would she be cruel, however vengeful Aileen might be. Rather, she proposed to be as generous as possible, and also she would not countenance the least cruelty or even thoughtlessness on Cowperwoods part, if she could detect it in time. Actually, she felt sorry for Aileen, very sorry, realizing how she must be feeling in her torn and discarded heart, for already, as young as she was, she herself had suffered, and her mother also. Their wounds were still all too fresh.

Hence, the thing to do, as she now decided, was to play as subdued and inconspicuous a role as possible in Cowperwoods life, going about with him, true enough, since that was his greatest desire and need, but without being identified too clearly. If only there were some way of diverting Aileens mind from her present ills, and so keep her from hating Cowperwood, and, once she knew all, Berenice herself.

At first she thought of religion, or rather, wondered if there were not a priest or minister whose religious counsel might be of benefit to Aileen. There were always such well-disposed, if politic, souls, who for a bequest, or the hope of it, at her death, might gladly minister to her. Back in New York, as she recalled, was such a person: the Reverend Willis Steele, Rector of St. Swithins of the Episcopal Diocese of New York. She had occasionally visited his church, more to dream over the simple architecture and agreeable service than to plead with God. The Reverend Willis was middle-aged, airy, bland, attractive, but without much money, although possessed of a high degree of social polish. She recalled him as once having approached her, but further thought of him only caused her to smile, and she dismissed the idea. But surely Aileen needed to be looked after by someone.

Suddenly she bethought herself at this point of one of those affable social neer-do-wells so common in New York society, who, for enough cash or entertainment, might be relied upon to create a fairly gay, if not exactly conventional, social scene about Aileen, and thus divert her, for the time being, anyhow. But how to go about reaching and influencing such a person to that end?

Berenice decided that this idea was really too shrewd and too cunning to come from her as a suggestion to Cowperwood. She did feel, however, that it was too valuable to be neglected. Her mother, perhaps, might throw out the hint to him. Once the bare thought of it was flicked before him, he could be counted on to react in a practical manner.


CHAPTER 6

HENRY de Sota Sippens was the man whom Cowperwood thought of at once to send to London to spy out the physical aspects and financial possibilities of the London underground system.

Years before, he had discovered Sippens, who had been invaluable in the negotiations to secure the contract for Chicago gas. And with the money made from that venture, Cowperwood had invaded the Chicago street railway field, and had included Sippens, because, as he had learned, the man had a genuine talent for spying out and aiding in the development of any public utility or service. He was inclined to be nervous and irritable, easily set jangling, therefore not always diplomatic; but on the other hand, he was wholly loyal, though possessed of an uncompromising midwestern Americanism which often proved as irritating as it was valuable.

In the opinion of Sippens, at the present moment, Cowperwood had received an almost fatal body blow in the defeat in connection with his local franchises. He could not see how the man could ever restore himself with the local financiers who had invested with him and were now likely to lose some of their money. Since the night of the defeat, Sippens had been nervous about meeting him again. What was he to say? How sympathize with a man who up to a week ago had been one of the worlds seemingly unconquerable financial giants?

Yet now, only the third day after that defeat, there came to Sippens a telegram from one of Cowperwoods secretaries requesting him to call on his former employer. Meeting him and finding him cheerful, sparkling, vibrating with good humor, Sippens could scarcely believe his eyes.

Well, hows the Chief? Im glad to see you looking so well.

I never felt better, De Sota. And how are you? Ready for any fate?

Well, you ought to know, Chief. Ive been standing by. Its whatever you say with me.

I know that, De Sota, replied Cowperwood, smiling. For in truth, because of his compensating success with Berenice, he was feeling that the greatest pages of his lifes history were about to be opened and written upon, and he felt not only hopeful but kindly toward all. I have something I want you to undertake for me. I sent for you, De Sota, because I need reliability and secrecy, and I know youre the man!

And for the moment his lips stiffened, and his eyes took on that hard, fixed, metallic, inscrutable luster which those who mistrusted and feared him hated. Sippens threw out his chest and chin and stood at attention. He was a little man, not more than five feet four, but heightened by high-heeled shoes and a top hat that he never doffed to anyone but Cowperwood. He wore a long double-breasted and skirted coat, which he thought gave him height and dignity.

Thanks, Chief, he said, you know Id go to hell for you any time. His lips almost trembled, so wrought-up was he, not only by Cowperwoods combined faith and flattery but by all that he had been compelled to endure during the past few months as well as throughout the years of their association.

But its nothing like going through hell this time, De Sota, said Cowperwood, relaxing and smiling. Weve just done that here in Chicago, and we wont have to do it again. And Im going to show you why. What I want to talk to you about now, De Sota, is London and its underground system, and the possibility of my doing something over there.

And here he paused and motioned blandly and easily to Sippens to take the chair closest to him, while Sippens, thoroughly aroused by the bare possibilities of something so different and interesting, fairly gasped.

London! You dont say, Chief. Great! I knew youd do something, Chief! I knew it! Oh, I cant tell you how this makes me feel, Chief! As he spoke, his face brightened as with a light turned on within, and his fingers twitched. He half rose and then sat down again, a sure sign of excitement within him. He pulled at his fierce and rather top-heavy mustache, while he contemplated Cowperwood with brooding and wholly reassured admiration.

Thanks, De Sota, commented Cowperwood at this point. I thought it might interest you.

Interest me, Chief! returned Sippens, excitedly. Why, Chief, youre one of the wonders of the world! Why, here you are, scarcely through with these Chicago bastards and youre ready to tackle a thing like this! Its marvelous! I always knew no one could put you down, but after this last thing, I confess I was prepared to see you sag a little. But not you, Chief! It just isnt in you to wilt. Youre too big, thats all. Id break under a thing like that myself. I know I would. Id quit, I admit it. But not you! Well, all I want to know is what you want me to do, Chief, and Ill do it! And no one will know a thing, if thats what you want, Chief.

Well, thats one of the things, De Sota, said Cowperwood. Secrecy and that good hard-boiled traction sense of yours! Itll come in handy in connection with this idea of mine, if I go through with it. And neither one of us is going to be any the worse off for it, either.

Dont mention it, Chief, dont mention it, went on De Sota, tense almost to the breaking point. Ive had enough out of you if I never get another cent between now and the time we pass out. Just you tell me what you want and Ill do it to the best of my ability, or Ill come back and tell you that I cant do it.

You never told me that yet, De Sota, and I dont believe you ever will. But here it is, in a nutshell. About a year ago, when we were all busy with this extension business here, there were two Englishmen here from London, representing a London syndicate of some kind. Ill give you the details later, but this is a rough idea...

And he outlined all that Greaves and Henshaw had said to him, concluding with the thought which was in his own mind at the time.

Its all too top-heavy with money already expended, as you see, De Sota. Nearly $500,000 and nothing to show for it except that act or franchise for a line four or five miles long. And that has to be connected in some way by track rights over these two other systems before it can really come to anything. They admitted that themselves. But what Im interested in now, De Sota, is to find out not only all about this whole London underground system as it stands now, but the possibility of a much bigger system, if such a thing is possible. You know what I mean, of course  with lines that would pay, say, if pushed into territories not yet reached by any other. You understand?

Perfectly, Chief!

Besides that, he went on, I want maps of the general layout and character of the city, its traction lines, surface or underground, where they start from and where they end, together with the geological formation, if we can find that out. Also the neighborhoods or districts they reach, the sort of people living in them now or who are likely to live there. You understand?

Perfectly, Chief, perfectly!

Then, too, I want to know all about the franchises covering those lines as they exist now  those acts, I believe they call them  their duration, the length of the lines, who owns them, their biggest stockholders, how theyre operated, how much their shares pay  everything, in fact, that you can find out without attracting too much attention to yourself, and certainly no attention to me. You understand that, of course, and why?

Perfectly, Chief, perfectly!

Then, De Sota, Id like to know all about wages, as well as opertional costs, in connection with the existing lines.

Right, Chief, echoed Sippens, already in his own mind planning his work.

Then theres the matter of digging and equipment costs, the losses and new costs in connection with changing lines which are now in existence from steam  which is what I understand they use over there  to electricity, the new third-rail idea theyre talking about using in New York in that new subway. You know, the English do differently and feel differently about these things, and I want all you can tell me about that. Lastly, maybe you can find out something about the land values that are likely to be made by what we do, and whether it might be worth while to buy in advance in any direction, as we have done here in Lakeview and other places. You remember?

Certainly, Chief, certainly, replied Sippens. I understand everything, and Ill get you everything you want, and maybe more. Why, this things wonderful! And I cant tell you how proud and happy I am that youve called on me to do it. When do you suppose youll be wanting me to go?

At once, replied Cowperwood; that is, just as soon as you can arrange your affairs in connection with your present work out there in the suburbs. He was referring to his rural Union Traction system, of which Sippens was then president. Better have Kitteredge take over, and you give it out that youre going to take the winter off somewhere: England, or the Continent. If you can keep any mention of your presence out of the papers, so much the better. If you cant, make it look as though you were interested in anything but traction. And if you hear of any railroad men over there who appear to be alive and who would be good to take over along with such lines as they are connected with, let me know of them. For, of course, this is going to have to be an English, not an American, enterprise from start to finish, De Sota, if we take it over. You know that. These English dont like Americans, and I dont want any anti-American war.

Right, Chief, I understand. All I ask, though, is that if I can be useful to you anywhere over there afterward, I hope youll keep me in mind. Ive worked with you so long, Chief, and so close, it would be hard on me if after all this time... he paused and stared at Cowperwood almost pleadingly, and Cowperwood returned his look blandly but at the same time inscrutably.

Thats right, thats right, De Sota. I know, and I understand. When the time comes, Ill do whatever I can. I wont forget you.


CHAPTER 7

HAVING instructed Sippens as to his duties and also ascertained that in so far as Chicago was concerned he would have to go east to consult with certain financiers if he were to extract any immediate sums from his holdings, Cowperwoods mind naturally reverted to Berenice and the matter of traveling and living in such a way as to attract as little attention as possible.

Of course it was all so much clearer in his own mind than in that of Berenice  the long chain of facts and associations connecting him with Aileen and with no one else so intimately. It was something which Berenice could not fully realize, particularly because of his ardent pursuit of her. But he himself was compelled to doubt the wisdom of any action in regard to Aileen other than something decidedly diplomatic and placative. It would be too great a risk, particularly if London were invaded, and so soon after this hue and cry in connection with his corporations and his social methods in Chicago. He had been accused of bribery and antisocial methods in general. And now to provoke public complaints as well as possibly some form of public action on the part of Aileen  tips to the newspapers about his relationship with Berenice  that would never do.

And then there was another problem, quite capable of causing trouble between himself and Berenice. And that was his relationship with other women. Several of these affairs were by no means closed. Arlette Wayne was temporarily disposed of, and there were others which had no more than a casual life, but there was still Caroline Hand, the wife of Hosmer Hand, wealthy Chicago investor in railways and packing houses. Caroline had been a mere girl-wife when Cowperwood first met her. She had since been divorced by Hand because of him, but wi a handsome settlement. And she was still devoted to Cowperwood. He had given her a house in Chicago, and throughout the Chicago fight he had spent quite a lot of time in her company, for he had become convinced that Berenice would never come to him.

And now Caroline was thinking of going to New York in order to be near him when he finally decided to leave Chicago. She was a clever woman, not jealous  or openly so, at least  beautiful, though a bit unconventional in her style of dress, and witty to a degree which invariably succeeded in diverting him. She was now thirty, but looked twenty-five, and retained to the full the spirit of twenty. Up to the very hour of Berenices arrival, and since  although Berenice did not know of this  Caroline Hand kept open house for Cowperwood, inviting whomsoever he wished to receive there. It was her establishment on the North Side to which the Chicago newspapers had referred in their bitterest attacks on him. She always protested that when he no longer cared for her, he should say so and she would not seek to hold him.

Considering the case of Caroline, he pondered over the idea of taking her at her word, explaining as she had suggested, and then departing. Nevertheless, much as he cared for Berenice, that seemed a little unnecessary. He might be able to explain to both of them. At any rate, nothing should be allowed to mar his relationship with Berenice, to whom he promised to be as faithful as it was possible for him to be.

But his mind returned continually to the problem presented by Aileen. He could not avoid recalling the various happenings that had drawn them together. That first intense and dramatic fever that had bound her to him in Philadelphia, and which had contributed to, if it had not wholly brought about, his first financial ruin! The gay, unreasoning, emotional Aileen of those days, giving all of herself so feverishly and expecting in return that perfect security which love, in all its destructive history, had never yielded to anyone! And even now, after all these years, after what liaisons in his life and hers, she had not changed, she still loved him.

You know, dear, he said to Berenice, I feel really sorry for Aileen. There she is, in that big house in New York, without any connections that are worth while, sought after by a lot of bounders who do nothing but persuade her to drink and carouse and then try to get money from her to pay the bills. I know that from the servants, who are still loyal to me.

It certainly is pathetic, commented Berenice, but understandable, too.

I dont want to be hard on her, continued Cowperwood. As a matter of fact, I take all the blame. What Id like to do would be to find some attractive fellow in New York society, or on the edge of it, who, for a given sum of money, would undertake the job of socially managing and entertaining her. I dont mean that too literally, of course. And here he smiled ruefully at Berenice.

But she pretended to take no notice of it, unless a blank and brief stare, coupled with faint twitchings at the corners of her mouth, could be construed to convey the sense of satisfaction with which she received the news that he was so much in accord with her own idea.

Im sure I dont know, she said, cautiously. Maybe there are such people.

There must be scores of them, said Cowperwood, practically. Of course, hed have to be an American. Aileen doesnt like foreigners, male foreigners, I mean. But one thing is sure, this problem should be settled soon if were going to have any peace and be able to move about freely.

I think I know of a man who might do, interjected Berenice, thoughtfully. His name is Bruce Tollifer. Of the Virginia and South Carolina Tollifers. Perhaps you know him.

No. Is he anything like the type I have in mind?

Well, hes young, and very good-looking, if thats what you mean, went on Berenice. I dont know him personally. The only time I ever saw him was at the Dania Moores, in New Jersey, at the tennis matches. Edgar Boncille was telling me that day what a sponger the fellow was, and how he made his living out of rich women, Mrs. Dania Moore, for one. Here she laughed, and added: I think Edgar was a little afraid I might become interested in him, and I did like his looks. She smiled elusively, as though she knew scarcely anything about this person.

Sounds interesting, said Cowperwood. No doubt, hes pretty well known around New York.

Yes. I remember Edgar said he played around Wall Street. Wasnt really in it; just pretense for the sake of impressing people.

Indeed! said Cowperwood, looking quite pleased. Well, I dare say Id have no trouble locating him, although there are plenty of his type. Ive met quite a few in my time.

Its a little shameful, I feel, mused Berenice. I wish we neednt talk of it. And I think you should make sure that Aileen doesnt get into any trouble through anyone you decide to use in this way.

I mean only the best for her in every sense, Bevy. You must know that. I simply would like to find someone who could do some of the things for her that neither she nor I, singly or together, could achieve. And here he paused and gazed speculatively at Berenice, and she a little darkly and ruefully at him. I want someone who can be of service to her in the way of entertainment, and I am willing to pay for it, and pay well.

Well, well see, said Berenice, and then, as if wishing to change an unpleasant subject: Im expecting Mother around one oclock tomorrow. I have arranged for rooms at the Brandingham. But now I want to ask you about Rolfe.

What about him?

Oh, hes so impractical. Hes never had any training. I wish I could find something for him to do.

Well, dont worry about it. Ill have one of my men here take care of him. He can come out here as secretary to one of them. Ill have Kitteredge write him.

Berenice looked at him, not a little affected by the ease with which he solved everything, and by his generosity to her.

I want you to know that Im not ungrateful, Frank. Youre so good to me.


CHAPTER 8

AT the very time Berenice was speaking of him, Bruce Tollifer, the handsome neer-do-well was resting his considerably abused body, as well as his varied and colorful mind, in one of the lesser bedrooms of Mrs. Selma Halls rooming house on East Fifty-third Street, a once semifashionable but now rather déclassé New York brownstone front neighborhood. In his mouth was a sickly taste, the aftermath of late hours the night before; but at his elbow, just the same, on a rather time-eaten taboret, were a bottle of whiskey, a siphon of seltzer, and cigarettes. And lying at his side, in the folding wall-bed, was a decidedly attractive young actress, whose salary, room, and other possessions he shared.

Both were half-dozing at a little before eleven in the morning. But a few moments later Rosalie Harrigan opened her eyes, and surveying the none too attractive room, with its wallpaper once cream-colored but now a faded brown, its low, triple-mirrored dressing table, and chest of drawers, decided that she must get up and remove the unsightly array of clothing strewn around the room. There was also an improvised kitchen and bathroom, and just to the right of the taboret was a writing table upon which Rosalie served such meals as were eaten in the apartment.

Even en déshabillé, Rosalie was an enticing creature. Curly, tousled black hair, a small white face, with small, searching black eyes, red lips, a slightly turned-up nose, a figure gracefully and sensually rounded, all combined to hold, for a time, anyhow, the rakish, restless, handsome Tollifer. She was also thinking that she would mix a drink for Tollifer and hand him a cigarette. Then, if he were interested, she would make some coffee and boil a couple of eggs. Or if he chose not to stir or pay any attention to her, she would dress and leave for rehearsal, which was called for twelve oclock, and then return to his side to await his eventual wakefulness. For Rosalie was in love.

Essentially a squire of dames, Tollifer was never more than lukewarm in return for all such favors. For why should he be? A Tollifer, of the Virginia and South Carolina Tollifers! He was entitled to go with the best people anywhere! The one trouble was that except for Rosalie or any girl of her type, he was usually without a dime, and worse, drunk and in debt. Nevertheless and notwithstanding, he was a magnet where women were concerned. However, after some twenty-odd years of trifling, he had failed to make an important social connection with any of them, and so was now inclined to be brief, sarcastic, and dictatorial with anyone he might choose to favor.

Tollifer was of a good southern family, one that had once been wealthy and socially prominent. In Charleston, at that very time, was still standing an old and charming residence in which was housed what was left of a branch of the family that had endured since before the Civil War. In their possession were thousands of dollars worth of Confederate bonds made worthless by the outcome of that conflict. And in the Army at this time was a brother, Captain Wexford Tollifer, no less, who considered Bruce a waster and a social loafer.

And in San Antonio, Texas, was another brother, a successful rancher, who had gone west, married, had children, and settled down, and now looked on Bruces ambitions in connection with New York society as the limit of folly. For if he were ever going to do anything  bag an heiress, for instance  why hadnt he done so years before? True, his name had been in the papers from time to time, and once it had been rumored that he was about to marry a wealthy New York debutante. But that was ten years before, when he was twenty-eight, and nothing had come of it. Neither of his brothers nor any other relative had by now the least faith in him. He was through. Most of his one-time friends in New York society were inclined to agree. He was too much a victim of his desires. He had too little respect for his social worth or position. And so they had long since reached the point where they would lend him nothing more.

Yet there were still others, men and women, old and young, who, on meeting him occasionally when he was sober and perfectly groomed, could not help regretting that he had not married a fortune and so restored himself to the groups which he could so well adorn. His warm southern accent, when he chose to employ it, was so delightful, and his smile so winsome.

The present affair with Rosalie Harrigan was but eight weeks old, yet bidding fair not to endure much longer. She was merely a chorus girl, earning thirty-five dollars a week. She was gay and sweet and affectionate, but, as he felt, not forceful enough to get anywhere. It was her body, her lust, and her love that held him for the time being.

And now, on this particular morning, Rosalie surveyed his ruffled black hair and his finely modeled mouth and chin with a delight that was wholly pathetic, since it was tinged by the all too desperate fear that he would be taken from her by another. It might be, as she well knew, that he would awaken with growls and savage oaths and orders. Just the same, she wished that she might remain with him for hours, if only to touch his hair.

On the other hand, the mind of Tollifer, half in dreams and half in wakefulness, was contemplating the ills with which his daily life was streaked. For at present, other than the money he took from Rosalie, he had nothing. And now his interest in her was already dulled. If only he could find a woman of wealth, with whom he might splurge financially, even marry, and so show a lot of these local upstarts who now looked down on him what it meant to be a Tollifer, and a rich Tollifer!

Soon after he had come to New York, he had attempted to elope with a lovesick heiress, but her parents had spirited her abroad. And he found himself denounced in the public press as a fortune-hunter, one who should and would be guarded against by all respectable families of wealth who wished their daughters to marry happily and well. And that failure, or mistake, along with drink, lust, gambling, had closed to him for all of these years the doors he wished to enter.

On fully awakening this morning, and while dressing, he began growling at Rosalie about a party of the night before into which she had inveigled him, and at which he had become intoxicated and belittled and ridiculed those around him until they were heartily glad to be rid of him.

Such people! Such bounders! he cried. Why didnt you tell me those newspapermen were going to be there? Actors are bad enough, God knows, but those newspaper snoops, and those publicity hounds who came with your actress friends! Bah!

But I didnt know they were coming, Bruce, pleaded Rosalie, who, pale and picturesque, was doing her best to toast a slice of bread over a gas jet. I thought it was just for the stars of the show.

Stars! You call those people stars! If theyre stars, then Im a whole sidereal system! (A comparison entirely lost on Rosalie, who had no notion of what he was talking about.) Those burns! You wouldnt know a star from an oil lamp!

Then he yawned, wondering how long before he would find nerve enough to brace up and quit this. How low was he going to fall? Sharing with girls who earned no more than enough for themselves, and then drinking and gambling with men with whom he couldnt share and share alike!

God, I cant stand this! he cried. Ill have to quit. I just cant hang around here any longer. Its too damned degrading!

He walked the length of the room and back again, his hands thrust angrily into his pockets, while Rosalie stood silently near him. Fear would not permit her to speak.

Well, do you hear me? he demanded. Are you going to stand there like a dummy? Oh, you women! You either fight like cats, or lie down and say nothing! God, if I could find one woman, just one, with a little sense in her nut, Id... Id..

Rosalie looked up at him, her mouth twisted into a tortured smile. Well, what would you do? she said, quietly.

Id hang on to her! I might even love her! But, my God, whats the use? Here I am, fiddling around in this hole, and accomplishing what? I belong to another world, and Im going to get back into it! You and I are going to have to separate. It cant be otherwise. I cant go on like this a day longer!

And so saying he went to the closet, and taking out his hat and overcoat, moved toward the door. Rosalie, however, edged in before him, throwing her arms around him and pressing her face to his. She was weeping.

Oh, Bruce, oh, please! What have I done? Dont you love me any more? Isnt it enough that Ill do anything you want? I dont ask anything of you, do I? Please, Bruce, you wont leave me, will you, Bruce?

But Tollifer, pushing her aside, broke away.

Dont, Rosalie, dont, he went on. I wont stand for it! You cant hold me this way. Im getting out because I have to!

He opened the door, but as he moved, Rosalie threw herself between him and the stairs.

Oh, Bruce, she cried, for Gods sake, you cant go! Listen, you cant leave me this way! Ill do anything, anything at all, I tell you! Oh, Bruce, Ill get more money, Ill get a better job. I know I can. We can move to another apartment. Ill fix it all. Bruce, please sit down, and dont carry on this way. Ill kill myself if you leave me!

But Tollifer was adamant by this time. Oh, cut that, Rosie! Dont be a damn fool! I know youre not going to kill yourself, and you know it, too. Brace up! Just be calm, and Ill see you tonight or tomorrow, maybe, but Ive got to make a new deal, thats all there is to it. Do you get that?

Rosalie weakened under his gaze. She realized now that the inevitable was not to be avoided. She knew she could not hold him if he wished to go.

Oh, Bruce, she pleaded once more, pressing close to him. I wont let you go! I wont! I wont! You cant go this way!

Cant I? he demanded. Well, just watch me! And he pulled her away from the door and went out, hurrying down the stairs. Rosalie, breathless and filled with terror, stood staring as the house door slammed, then turned wearily and re-entered the room, closing the door and leaning against it.

It was nearly time to go to rehearsal, but she shuddered as she thought of it. She didnt care now. There was nothing... unless, maybe, he would come back... he would have to come back for his clothes...


CHAPTER 9

THE thought which Tollifer was cherishing at this time was that he might get a job in a brokerage house or trust company dealing with the affairs, or, more particularly, the fortunes, of widows or daughters of men of wealth. His difficulty, however, was that he had passed out of the group of society handy men that flourished not only on the fringe, but in the very heart, of New York society of that day. Such men were not only useful, but at times absolutely essential, to those with money but no background who sought to enter society, as well as to passé debutantes who, because of encroaching years, wished to maintain a conspicuous place.

The qualifications were considerable, including the best American descent, appearance, social flair, and a sophisticated interest in yachting, racing, polo, tennis, riding, driving  especially the four-in-hand coach  the opera, the theater, the sporting ring. These men followed the wealthy to Paris, Biarritz, Monte Carlo, Nice, Switzerland, Newport, Palm Beach; the duck blinds of the south and the country clubs everywhere. In New York their principal haunts were the smart restaurants, the Diamond Horseshoe of the opera, and the theaters. It was necessary that they dress well and appropriately for any occasion; be of service and skill in obtaining the best seats for a horse show, a tennis match, a football game, or the current popular play. It helped if they were able to take a hand at cards and explain the finer points of the game, or, on occasion, give advice or make suggestions as to clothes, jewels, or the decoration of a room. But, above all, they must see that the names of their patrons appeared with comparative frequency in Town Topics or the newspaper society columns.

To work at this sort of thing continuously, however, meant that in some not too discreditable way, the handy man must be rewarded for the efforts, and sometimes sacrifices, he had to make, particularly the sacrifice of the zest and thrill which otherwise would come to him through his companionship with youth and beauty. For principally his attentions must be devoted to the middle-aged, those like Aileen, who feared the dreadful hour of social or emotional boredom.

Well, Tollifer had been through all that, years of it, and at about thirty-one or -two, had begun to tire of it. And, from sheer boredom and sometimes sickness of heart over the whole thing, he would disappear, to drink and amuse himself with a beauty of the stage world who had fire and love and devotion to offer him. Just the same, at this time he was once more entertaining the thought of visiting such restaurants, bars, hotels, and other places as were frequented by the people who could do him the most good. He was going to brace up, stay sober, get a little money from somewhere  from Rosalie, maybe  and with it make such a sartorial and financial display as would cause him to be looked upon again as a possibility in the social sense.

And then... well, watch him this time!


CHAPTER 10

In New York at this time was Aileen racking her wearied and disillusioned wits as to how to make a life for herself. Although by now the Cowperwood mansion, as it was called, was one of the most ornate and beautiful houses in New York, still, for Aileen, it was but a hollow shell, an emotional as well as a social grave.

As she saw it now, she had greatly wronged Cowperwoods first wife and their children. She did not know then what his wife would have to suffer. But she knew all its bitterness now. In spite of her sacrificial love, having given up home, friends, society, reputation, for Cowperwood, she was now in the depths of despair. Other women, ruthless, cruel, had attached themselves to him, not for love, but for his wealth and fame. He took them because of their youth and charm  which were in no way superior to her own of but a few years before. But she would never let him go! Never! Never should one of these women call herself Mrs. Frank Algernon Cowperwood! She had sealed that tie with a true love and a true marriage, and never should that be taken from her! He would not dare assail her in any open or legal way. The world, as well as she herself, knew too much, or she would see that it did, if ever he sought to displace her. She had never forgotten his open declaration of love for the young and beautiful Berenice Fleming. Where was she now? Possibly with him. But she could never have him legally. Never!

And yet, how lonely she was! This great house, these rooms with their floors of marble, their carved doors and ceilings, their painted and decorated walls! The servants, who might be spies, for all she knew! And so little to do, so few people to see, so few who wanted to see her! The occupants of those great houses that lined the Avenue not deigning to notice either herself or Cowperwood, for all of their wealth!

There were a few seeking admirers whom she tolerated, and one or two relatives, among them her two brothers, who lived in Philadelphia. They were wealthy and socially significant themselves, but because they were religious and conservative and their wives and children did not approve of her, she saw little of them. They came occasionally for lunch or dinner, or to stay the night when they were in New York, but always without their families. And it would be a long time before she would see them again. She knew how it was, and they did, too.

But as for life other than this, there was no one who meant anything to her. Actors and society wastrels, who occasionally sought her company, mainly to borrow money, yet really interested only in their younger friends. How could she, after Cowperwood, imagine herself the beloved of one of these petty pleasure-seekers. Desire, yes! But only after dreary and lagging hours of loneliness and torturing thoughts, turning to anyone, so long as there was physical attraction, a patter of words, and liquor! Oh, life, loneliness, age, its futility, and the flight of all that had been worth while!

What a mockery, this great house, with its galleries of paintings and sculpture and tapestries! For Cowperwood, her husband, so rarely came. And when he did come, always so cautious, though pretending affection before the servants. And they naturally subservient to him as her superior, as in truth he was because of his power to dispose of everything that was here maintained by him. And if she chose to scoff or rebel, how suave and winsome he could be, taking her hand or touching her arm gently, and saying: But, Aileen, you must remember! You are and always will be Mrs. Frank Cowperwood, and as such you must do your part!

And if for the moment she raged or wept, eyes filling and lips trembling, or hurried from his presence in a storm of emotion, he would follow her, and after a long argument or subtle appeal bring her to his point of view. Or failing that, he might send her flowers or suggest that after dinner they go together to the opera  a concession which almost invariably betrayed her vain and weak soul. For to appear with him in public: did not that, in part at least, prove that she was still his wife, the chatelaine of his home?


CHAPTER 11

DR SOTA SIPPENS, departing for London with such assistants as he needed, took a house in Knightsbridge when he arrived there, and proceeded to gather all the data he felt Cowperwood would require.

One of the things that struck him at once was the fact that in connection with the two oldest undergrounds  the Metropolitan Railway and the District Railway, or Inner Circle, as it was called  there was a downtown loop, similar to that which had made the Cowperwood system of Chicago so useful to himself and so irritating and expensive to his rivals. These two London lines, the first of the worlds undergrounds, both badly built and operated by steam, actually enclosed and reached all of the principal downtown points, and so served as a key to the entire underground situation. Paralleling each other at a distance of about a mile, and joining at the ends in order to afford mutual running rights, they covered everything from Kensington and the Paddington Station on the west to Aldgate in the Bank of England district on the east. In fact, everything of any importance  the main streets, the theater district, the financial district, the shopping district, the great hotels, the railway stations, the houses of Parliament  was in this area.

Sippens was quick to learn that these lines, due to their poor equipment and management, were paying little more than their expenses. But they could be made profitable, for there was as yet, apart from buses, no other such convenient route to these districts.

Moreover, there was not only considerable public dissatisfaction with the old-fashioned steam service on these lines, but a distinct desire on the part of a younger financial element now entering the underground field to see them electrified and brought up to date. Among this element, and one of the principal minority shareholders in the District Railway, was Lord Stane, of whom Cowperwood had spoken. He was also one of the most prominent figures in the London social world.

This picture of the situation, written at great length by Sippens, was sufficient to stir Cowperwood. The central loop idea, if seized upon now, and bolstered with franchises or acts for extensions into the outlying areas, would give him exactly the type of control which he needed to make him the head and center of any future development.

And yet, unless he chose to dig into his own pockets, where was he to get the cash for all this? Probably a $100,000,000 eventually! He was at the moment dubious of inspiring a financial following which would furnish the capital, particuarly since no one of the present London tubes appeared to be more than paying expenses. Certainly, this venture was a daring thing to consider at this time, and would have to be preceded and accompanied by an extremely subtle barrage of propaganda which would paint him in the best possible light.

He thought over all of the important American financial leaders, and their institutions and banks, principally in the east, to whom, by reason of past dealings, he could now appeal. It should be made plain that he desired the credit rather than any exorbitant financial profit. For Berenice was right: this last and greatest of his financial adventures, if it came to pass, should be on a higher level than any of his previous enterprises, and so atone for all sins coupled with his customary jugglery.

In his heart, of course, he was by no means prepared to give over entirely his old tricks in connection with organizing and managing a traction development. Rather, since his schemes were not as well-known in England as in his own country, he was more than ever bent upon organizing a company for this and a company for that, one for each branch or existing system that was to be added or done over, the watered stocks of which would be sold to a gullible public. That was the way of such things. The public could always be hoodwinked into buying anything that was made to look sufficiently promising. It depended on the strength, respectability and stability that might be given to it by the proper associations. Having decided all this in his own mind, he at once cabled Sippens his thanks and instructions to remain in London pending further word.

In the meantime, Berenices mother had arrived in Chicago and established a temporary menage, and both Berenice and Cowperwood, in their different ways, made clear to her what had happened and how from now on they were all to be joined in this new and possibly troublesome relationship. Although at first, and in the presence of Berenice, Mrs. Carter did indulge in some tears  based principally on self-criticism of her past, which, as she truly enough insisted, was the real cause of her daughters present course  nevertheless she was by no means so reduced as her quite unstable conscience at times made her believe. For, after all, she reflected, Cowperwood was a great man, and, as he himself now stated to her, Berenice would not only inherit a goodly portion of his estate, but if Aileen died, or granted him a divorce, he would most certainly marry her. For the present, he, of course, was to continue as before: as Mrs. Carters friend and the guardian of her daughter. Whatever happened, and whatever the rumors from time to time, this explanation was to be maintained. And to that end, their public contacts were to be as few and as conventional as possible. What he and Berenice might privately devise for themselves was their own affair, but they would never travel on the same boat or train, nor stop at the same hotel anywhere.

As to London, Cowperwood fancied there might be considerable social life for all of them there, particularly since, if all went well, he expected to ally himself with the higher financial circles and possibly to use his connection with Berenice and her mother as a means of inducing a meeting of forces and friends most favorable to him at their home, since he was looking to Mrs. Carter to maintain such an establishment as would seem natural and proper for a widow and her daughter who were wealthy and of good repute.

Berenice, of course, since originally this was her idea, was enthusiastic. And Mrs. Carter, as she listened to Cowperwood, regardless of her conception of him as ruthless and almost cruelly uncompromising where his personal comforts were concerned, was almost persuaded that all was for the best. Berenice had presented her own case in the most practical manner:

I really care for Frank, Mother, she had said to her, and I want to be with him as much as possible. He never tried to force me, you know; it was I who went to him, and it was I who suggested this. You know, it hasnt seemed right to me for a long time, ever since I knew that the money we have been living on wasnt yours but his, to take all and give nothing. And yet, Ive been just as much of a coward as you have been, too selfish and thin-skinned to face life without anything, as would have been the case if he had left us.

Oh, I know youre right, Bevy, said her mother, almost pleadingly. Please dont reproach me. I suffer so much as it is. Please dont. Its your future that Ive always been thinking of.

Please, Mother, please, begged Berenice, softening toward her, for, after all, she loved her mother, foolish and errant as she had been. True, in her school days she had been inclined to belittle her mothers taste, knowledge, and judgment. But now that she knew all, she had come to look on her mother in a different light, if by no means exempting her wholly, still forgiving and sympathizing with her in her present state. She made no more belittling or condescending remarks, but on the contrary gave her only kindness and understanding, as if she were trying to make up to her for the human ills that had befallen her.

And so now she added, softly and soothingly: You remember, Mother, I found out quickly enough, when I tried for myself to see what I could do, that I hadnt been brought up in a way that prepared me for any of the conditions I would have to face. I had been guarded and petted too much. And Im not blaming you, or Frank, either. But theres no future for me in a social way, not in this country. The best I can do, Im sure, is to join my life with Franks, for hes the one person who can really help me.

Mrs. Carter nodded in agreement and smiled wistfully. She knew that she must do whatever Berenice wished. She had no life of her own, no way of living outside of dependence on Cowperwood and her daughter.


CHAPTER 12

AND it was following this general understanding that Cowperwood, Berenice, and her mother left for New York, the women going first and Cowperwood following later. His purpose was to investigate the American investment situation and also to find some international brokerage house through which he might have the original proposition in regard to the Charing Cross line redirected to him for his consideration; that is, without his appearing to be interested.

Of course, there were his own New York and London brokers, Jarkins, Kloorfain & Randolph, but in such a portentous business as this he did not wholly trust them. Jarkins, the principal figure in the American branch of the concern, though cunning and in some ways useful, was still too self-interested and also at times talked too much. Yet to go to a strange brokerage firm would be no better. It might even be worse. He finally decided to have someone whom he could trust suggest to Jarkins that it might be wise for Greaves and Henshaw to approach him again.

In this connection, he recalled that one of the letters of introduction presented to him by Greaves and Henshaw on their first call was from a certain Raphael Cole, a retired New York banker of considerable wealth, who some years before had tried to interest him in New York transit. Though Cowperwood had been too engrossed at the time with his Chicago affairs to consider Coles proposition, the conversation had resulted in a friendship, and later Cole had invested in some of Cowperwoods Chicago properties.

His present idea in regard to Cole was not only to prime him for a possible investment in this London venture but to get him to suggest, through Jarkins, that Greaves and Henshaw approach him again. He decided to invite Cole to dinner at his Fifth Avenue home, with Aileen as hostess. Thus he would begin the placation of Aileen and at the same time give Cole the impression that he was a contented husband, for Cole led a more or less conventional life. And this London plan would certainly require some such conventional background in order to forestall public criticism. In fact, Berenice had said to him, just before leaving for New York: Now, remember, Frank, the more attention you show Aileen publicly, the better it will be for all of us. And with that she had given him a still, blue look, which in force and suggestiveness seemed to embody all the subtlety of the ages.

And in consequence, en route to New York, thinking over the wisdom of Berenices words, he wired Aileen of his coming. And, incidentally, too, he now planned to get in touch with a certain Edward Bingham, a bond salesman of the social type who came to see him quite frequently, and who would probably be able to supply information in regard to this man Tollifer.

And it was with this full program that he telephoned Berenice at the Park Avenue home which he had recently given her. After arranging for a meeting with her later in the day, he telephoned Cole. He also learned, after calling his office in the Netherlands Hotel, that among other messages there happened to be one from Bingham asking when it would be agreeable for Cowperwood to see him. Finally, he proceeded to his home, a man very different in mood from the one Aileen had seen some months before.

In fact, seeing him enter her bedroom this morning, she sensed at once that something agreeable was afoot, since his look and his stride so indicated.

Well, how are you, my dear, he began at once, in the genial manner he had not seen fit to display before her for a long time. I suppose you got my telegram.

Yes, returned Aileen, calmly and a little dubiously. At the same time, she watched him interestedly, since in her feeling for him there was affection as well as resentment.

Ah, reading a detective story! he said, observing the book on her bedside table and at the same time contrasting in his mind her mental resources with those of Berenice.

Yes, she replied, crossly. What would you have me read  the Bible, or one of your monthly balance sheets, or your art catalogues?

She was sad and hurt because of the fact that throughout his Chicago troubles he had neglected to write to her.

The truth is, my dear, he went on, placatingly and graciously, Ive been intending to write you, but Ive been rushed to death. I really have. Besides, I knew you were probably reading the papers. Its been in all of them. But I did get your wire, and it was nice of you, very! I thought I answered it. I should have, I know. He referred to an encouraging telegram Aileen had sent him just after his much publicized defeat in the Chicago City Council.

Oh, all right! snapped Aileen, who at eleven oclock in the morning was still idling over her dressing. Ill assume that you did. What else?

He noticed her snowy, flouncy, white dressing gown, the kind she always favored, since it tended to show off her red hair, which at one time he had so greatly admired. He also noticed that her face was heavily powdered. The necessity for it weighed on his mind, as it was probably weighing on hers. Time! Time! Time! Always the erosive process at work! She was getting older, older, older. And she could do nothing except bleed at the heart, for well she knew how much he disliked signs of age in a woman, although he never mentioned it and appeared even to ignore it.

He felt not a little sorry for her, and therefore inclined to be amiable. In fact, looking at her and thinking of Berenices broad-minded view in regard to her, he saw no reason why this seeming reconciliation between them should not be stretched to include a trip abroad for Aileen. It need not necessarily be in his immediate company, but rather around the same time, in order to give the impression that all was well in regard to his married life. She might even go on the same boat, if it could be arranged for this Tollifer, or someone else, to take her off his hands. For it would be well that the person chosen to interest himself in her should pursue her abroad as well as here, since she must be kept out of the path of Berenice and himself.

Doing anything tonight? he asked, ingratiatingly.

No, nothing special, she replied, coldly, since his look, friendly as it was, seemed to imply that he wanted something of her, though what it was she could not guess. Are you expecting to stay here for a while?

Yes, for some little time. At least, I shall be in and out of here. I have some plans which may take me abroad for a few weeks, and I want to talk to you about that. He paused here, a little uncertain as to how to proceed. It was all very difficult, very complicated. And Id like you to do a little entertaining for me while Im here. Do you mind?

No, she said, briefly, sensing his aloofness. She felt that his thoughts were not with her, even now after their long separation. All at once she was too tired and too discouraged to argue with him.

You wouldnt care to go to the opera tonight, would you? he then asked her.

Why, yes, if you really want to go. After all, it was a comfort to have him, even for a little while.

Certainly, I do, he replied, and I want you to go with me. After all, youre my wife, and mistress here, and regardless of how you feel about me, its necessary for us to keep up a favorable public appearance. It cant do either of us any harm, and it may help us both. The fact is, Aileen, he continued, confidentially, now that Ive had all this trouble in Chicago, I find it necessary to do one of two things: either drop all business activities in this country and retire  and I dont feel much in the mood for that  or find something different to tackle somewhere else. I dont want to die of dry rot, exactly, he concluded.

Oh, you! Dry rot! interpolated Aileen, looking at him amusedly. As though dry rot would ever overtake you! More likely you would overtake dry rot and chase it out!

This caused Cowperwood to smile.

At any rate, he went on, the only two things Ive heard of so far that might interest me are a proposed subway scheme in Paris  which doesnt appeal to me very much  and... here he paused and meditated, the while Aileen studied him, wondering if this were true... or something in London; I think Id like to look over the underground situation there.

At these words, and for some reason which she could not have explained  telepathy, psychic osmosis  Aileen brightened and seemed to envision something interesting.

Really! she said. That sounds rather promising. But if you do go into something else, I hope you fix it this time so that there will be no possibility of trouble afterwards. You seem almost to create trouble wherever you go, or it creates itself for you.

Well, Ive been thinking, went on Cowperwood, ignoring her last comments, that if nothing else turned up, I might try to do something in London, although I hear that the English are very unfriendly to American enterprise in any form. If thats the case, I wouldnt have a chance to break in there, particularly after my Chicago trouble.

Oh, Chicago! exclaimed Aileen, at once defensive and loyal. I wouldnt worry about Chicago. Everyone with any brains knows what a pack of jealous jackals they are! I think London would be a wonderful place for you to start in again. You certainly ought to know how to fix things so as to avoid all the franchise trouble you appear to be having in Chicago. Ive always felt, Frank, she ventured here, and this on the strength of the years she had spent with him, and without any particular hope of ingratiating herself, youre too indifferent to the opinion of others. Other people  I dont care who they are  just dont seem to exist for you. Thats why you stir up all these fights, and you always will, unless you bother to be a little more considerate of other people. Of course, I dont know what you have in mind, but Im sure that if today you wanted to start out and be the least bit nice to people, why, with your ideas and your way of getting around people when you want to, thered be no stopping you, thats all, and with that she paused, waiting to see if he would make any comment.

Thanks, he said, you may be right, at that. I dont know. At any rate, Im thinking seriously of this London matter.

Sensing the certainty of action in some direction on his part, she went on: Of course, as for us, I know you dont care for me any more, and never will. I can see that now. But at the same time, I feel that Ive been an influence in your life, and if for nothing more than that  all I went through with you in Philadelphia and Chicago  I shouldnt be kicked off like an old shoe. It isnt right. And it cant bring you any good in the long run. Ive always felt, and still feel, that you might at least keep up a public pretense as far as Im concerned; show me at least a little attention and not leave me to sit here alone week after week and month after month, without one word, one letter, anything..

And here once more, as so many times in the past, he saw her throat tighten and her eyes mist with tears. And she turned away, as if unable to say more. At the same time, as he saw, here was exactly the compromise of which he had been thinking ever since Berenice had arrived in Chicago. Plainly, Aileen was ready for it, though to what extent he could not guess as yet.

The thing I have to do, he said, is to find something else and find the cash for it. In the meantime, I want to keep this residence here and make it appear that everything is going on as before. It will make a good impression. There was a time, you know, when I wanted a divorce, but if you can bring yourself to let bygones be bygones and go on with an outward relationship, without quarreling with me over my private life, why, I think we might work out something. In fact, Im sure we can. Im not as young as I used to be, and while I reserve the right to regulate my private life to suit my personal needs, I see no reason why we shouldnt go on as we have been, and even make things look better than they do now. Do you agree with that or not?

And since Aileen had no other desire than to remain his wife, and also, despite his ill-treatment of her, wanted to see him succeed in anything he undertook, she now replied:

Well, what else is there for me to do? You hold all the cards in your hands. What have I, really? Exactly what?

And here it was that Cowperwood suggested that in case he found it necessary to go away and Aileen felt it would look better if she accompanied him, he would have no objection to that, or even to press notices indicating a marital harmony between them, so long as she did not insist on any routine form of contact which might embarrass him in his personal life.

Well, if you want it that way, she said as to this. It is certainly no less than I have now, but at the same time thinking that there might be another woman behind all this  probably that girl, Berenice Fleming. If such were the case, there would be no compromise on her part. For as to Berenice, never, never, would she allow him to humiliate her with any public relations with that vain and selfish upstart! Never, never, never!

And so, interestingly enough, while Cowperwood was thinking that he had made considerable progress, rather quickly, in the direction of his present dreams, Aileen was thinking that she had made at least some little gain; and that the more public attention she caused Cowperwood to pay her, at whatever cost to her private feeling, the stronger would be the evidence of her holding him, and the greater her public if not private triumph.


CHAPTER 13

THE matter of interesting Cole in having Greaves and Henshaw reapproach him was accomplished by Cowperwood in but a few moments out of an evening of dining and drinking. Indeed, Cole expressed the thought that in London Cowperwood might find a better field for his powers than Chicago had ever offered him, in which case he would be glad to hear further in regard to any investment plans which might be devised.

Equally satisfactory was the talk with Edward Bingham, from whom Cowperwood drew out some interesting information regarding Bruce Tollifer. According to Bingham, Tollifer, at present, was in a sorry state. Although at one time a person of excellent social connections, and having some money, today he was without either. Still handsome, he looked dissipated, shabby. Until recently he had been associating with gamblers and other persons of questionable reputation; most of those who had formerly known and liked him had apparently stricken him from their lists.

On the other hand, as Bingham felt called upon to admit, within the past month Tollifer had been exhibiting attempts at rehabilitation. For he was now living alone at a modest so-called bachelors club, the Alcove, in Fifty-third Street, and was seen occasionally dining in the best restaurants. He believed that Tollifer was seeking to do one of two things: either to ingratiate himself with a wealthy woman who would be glad to pay him for such services as he could perform for her, or get himself a job in a brokerage firm where his one-time social connections might be considered worth a salary. This critical conclusion on the part of Bingham caused Cowperwood to smile, since it was exactly in this state that he had hoped to find Tollifer.

He thanked Bingham, and after he left telephoned Tollifer at the Alcove. That gentleman, at the moment, was lying down, half-dressed, rather dismally awaiting the arrival of five oclock, at which time he intended to venture forth on one of his cruises, as he called them  those searchings in clubs, restaurants, theaters, bars, in order to exchange such casual greetings as might reopen old or create new friendships. It was three oclock now, and a windy February day, when he came down into the main corridor to answer Cowperwoods call, a half-smoked cigarette in his fingers, his hair ruffled, and his lounging slippers a little the worse for wear.

At the announcement: This is Frank A. Cowperwood speaking, Tollifer stiffened and pulled himself together, for that name had been a front page headline for months.

Oh, yes, Mr. Cowperwood, what can I do for you? and Tollifers voice was a blend of extreme awareness, civility, and willingness to accommodate himself to whatever might be asked of him.

I have in mind a certain matter which I think might interest you, Mr. Tollifer. If you care to call at my office in the Netherlands at ten-thirty tomorrow morning, Ill be glad to see you. May I expect you at that time?

The voice, as Tollifer did not fail to note, was not exactly that of a superior addressing an inferior, yet it was authoritative and commanding. Tollifer, for all his social estimate of himself, was intensely curious and not a little thrilled.

Certainly, Mr. Cowperwood, Ill be there, he replied immediately.

What could it mean? It might be a stock-or bond-selling proposition. If so, he would be delighted to take on such a job. Sitting in his room meditating on this unexpected call, he began to recall things he had read in regard to the Cowperwoods. There was that business of their trying to break into New York society, and the rumors of certain discomfitures and snubs in connection therewith. But then he returned to the idea of a job, and what that might mean in the way of social contacts, and he felt strangely cheered. He began to examine his face and figure, as well as the clothes in his closet. He must get a shave and a shampoo, and have his clothes well brushed and pressed. He would not go out this night, but rest and so refresh himself for the morrow.

And on the following morning he was at Cowperwoods office, more repressed and pliable than he had been for a long time. For this, somehow, seemed to bode a new start in life. At least, so he hoped as he entered and saw the great man sitting behind a large rosewood desk which occupied the center of the room. But at once he felt reduced and a little uncertain of himself, for the man before him, although far from lacking in courtesy and a certain atmosphere of cordial understanding, was still so aloof and remote. Certainly, he decided, he might be described as handsome, forceful, and dominant. Those large, magnetic, and wholly unrevealing blue eyes, and those strong, graceful hands resting so lightly on the desk before him, the little finger of the right hand wearing a plain gold ring.

This ring, years before, Aileen had given him in his prison cell in Philadelphia, when he was at the lowest dip of his ever since ascending arc, as a token of her undying love, and he had never removed it. And here he was now, about to arrange with a somewhat déclassé social dandy to undertake a form of diversion which would preoccupy her in order that he might enjoy himself blissfully and peacefully with another woman. Really nothing short of a form of moral degradation! He fully realized that. But what else was he to do? What he was now planning must be as it was because it sprang out of conditions which life itself, operating through him and others, had created and shaped, and in any event not to be changed now. It was too late. He must work out matters bravely, defiantly, ruthlessly, so as to overawe people into accepting his methods and needs as inevitable. And so now, looking at Tollifer calmly and rather coldly, and motioning him to a chair, he began:

Mr. Tollifer, do sit down. I telephoned you yesterday because there is something I want to have done which requires a man of considerable tact and social experience. I will explain it more fully a little later. I may say that I did not call you before having made some investigation of your personal history and affairs, but without intending you any harm, I assure you. In fact, quite the contrary. I may be of some service to you, if you can be so to me. And here he smiled a bright smile, to which Tollifer responded in a somewhat dubious but still genial fashion.

I hope you didnt find so much against me as to make this conversation useless, he said, ruefully. I havent been living a strictly conventional life, I will admit. I wasnt born for that type of thing, Im afraid.

Very likely not, said Cowperwood, quite pleasantly and consolingly. But before we discuss that, I want you to be quite frank and tell me all about yourself. The matter I have in mind requires that I know all about you.

He gazed encouragingly at Tollifer, and he, in turn, noting this, told in abbreviated form, and yet quite honestly, the entire story of his life, from his boyhood up. Whereupon Cowperwood, not a little entertained by this, decided that the fellow was a better sort than he had hoped for, less calculating  frank and random and pleasure-loving rather than sly and self-seeking. And, in consequence, he decided that he might speak to him more clearly and fully than at first he had intended.

Financially, you are on the rocks, then?

Well, more or less so, returned Tollifer, with a wry smile. I think Ive never been off the rocks, really.

Well, theyre usually crowded, I believe. But tell me, arent you, just at this time, trying to pull yourself together, and, if possible, reconnect yourself with the set to which you used to belong?

He noticed an unmistakable shadow of distaste flicker cloudlike across Tollifers face as he answered: Well, yes, I am, and again that ironic, almost hopeless, yet intriguing, smile.

And how do you find the fight going?

Situated as I am just now, not so good. My experience has been in a world that requires considerably more money than I have. Ive been hoping to connect myself with some bank or brokerage house that has a pull with the sort of people I know here in New York, because then I might make some money for myself, as well as the bank, and also get in touch again with people who could really be of use to me...

I see, said Cowperwood. But the fact that you have allowed your social connections to lapse makes it, I take it, a little difficult. Do you really think that with such a job as you speak of you can win back to what you want?

I cant say because I dont know, Tollifer replied. I hope so.

A slightly disconcerting note of disbelief, or at least doubt, in Cowperwoods tone just then had caused Tollifer to feel much less hopeful than only a moment before he had felt. At any rate, he went on bravely enough:

Im not so old, and certainly not any more dissipated than a lot of fellows who have been out and gotten back. The only trouble with me is that I dont have enough money. If Id ever had that, Id never have drifted out. It was lack of money, and nothing else. But I dont feel that Im wholly through by any means, even now. I havent stopped trying, and theres always another day.

I like that spirit, commented Cowperwood, and I hope youre right. At any rate, it should not prove difficult to get you a place in a brokerage house.

Tollifer stirred eagerly and hopefully. I wish I thought so, he said, earnestly, and almost sadly. It certainly would be a start toward something for me.

Cowperwood smiled.

Well, then, he went on, I think it might be arranged for you without any trouble. But only on one condition, and that is that you keep yourself free from any entanglements of any kind for the present. I say that because there is a social matter in which I am interested and which I may want you to undertake for me. It involves no compromise of your present bachelors freedom, but it may mean that for a time at least you will have to show particular attention to just one person, doing about the same sort of thing you were telling me of a while ago: paying attention to a rather charming woman a little older than yourself.

As Cowperwood said this, Tollifer felt that there must be, perhaps, a wealthy, elderly woman of Cowperwoods acquaintance on whom he had financial designs and that he was to be the cats-paw.

Certainly, he said, if it is anything I feel I can do for you, Mr. Cowperwood.

At this point Cowperwood leaned back easily in his chair, and, putting the fingers of his hands together, regarded Tollifer with a cold and calculating gaze.

The woman I refer to is my wife, Mr. Tollifer, he announced sharply and brazenly. For years now, Mrs. Cowperwood and I have been  I will not say on bad terms, for that is not true  but more or less estranged.

At this point Tollifer nodded as though he understood fully, but Cowperwood continued hastily:

I do not mean that we are permanently so. Or that I wish to obtain any legal evidence of any kind against her. I do not. Her life is her own to live as freely as she chooses, yet within limits, of course. I would not tolerate any public scandal, and I would not allow anyone to intrigue her into scandal of any kind.

I can understand that, commented Tollifer, who by now was beginning to sense demarcations which would need to be fully grasped and carefully observed if he were to have the opportunity of profiting by the proposal.

Not quite yet, I believe, retorted Cowperwood, a little coldly, but I shall make myself perfectly clear. Mrs. Cowperwood was a very beautiful girl, one of the most beautiful I have ever seen. She is still very attractive, although she is middle-aged. And she could make herself much more attractive if she were not so despondent and inclined to be morbid. It is because of our break  and for that I accept all the responsibility and charge her with nothing  you understand that fully, I hope...

I do, said Tollifer, interested and respectful.

Mrs. Cowperwood has been allowing herself to slip  physically as well as socially  a course which may have justification to her mind, but none in reality. That is, she is still too young and has too much to live for, whatever she may think.

I can understand her feeling, though, again interrupted Tollifer, with a trace of philosophic defiance which Cowperwood liked. It indicated sympathy and understanding.

Very likely, said Cowperwood, dryly and rather pointedly. The task I am offering you, and for which I will, of course, provide the means, is that of intervening in some way  ostensibly without my knowledge and, of course, without her knowing anything about this conversation of ours  to make her life more interesting and colorful than it is now. She is alone too much. She sees too few people, and those not of the right sort. My purpose in calling you here is to see whether  the necessary money provided for you, of course, and no conduct in any way open to question indulged in  you cannot find ways of broadening her interests, surround her with a type of person more in keeping with her means and her mentality. I may say here, I am not seeking any contact with society, either for her or myself. But there are intermediate worlds with which I think she might be brought in touch, to her advantage, as well as, in a way, to my own. If you understand what I mean, perhaps you can make some suggestions.

Whereupon Tollifer proceeded to outline as exactly as he could the possibilities of a life for Aileen such as Cowperwood had indicated. Cowperwood listened and seemed pleased with Tollifers grasp of the situation.

There is one thing more, Mr. Tollifer, he continued. I want you to understand that your services in connection with the brokerage house which I will select will be directed by me personally. I hope we understand each other as to that, and he rose from his chair, indicating that the interview was at an end.

Yes, Mr. Cowperwood, said Tollifer, rising and smiling.

All right. Now I may not be able to see you very soon again, but you will not be left without instructions. I will see that a drawing account is arranged for you. That is all, I believe. Good morning!

And this salutation, accompanied by a resumption of aloof dignity, was sufficient once more to impress Tollifer with a sharp sense of the vast gulf that still lay between himself and this man.


CHAPTER 14

THE effect on Tollifer of this amazing interview was extremely exhilarating. Leaving Cowperwoods office, he walked north along Fifth Avenue, in order to gaze at the beautiful Cowperwood mansion. After examining the impressive Italian palace lines and decorations, he turned, and with a sense of adventure, hailed a hansom cab for a ride to Delmonicos, at Fifth Avenue and Twenty-seventh Street. This region was alive at the luncheon hour with the most pretentious and ambitious of the New York social world and stars of the theatrical, artistic, and legal world, coming to see and be seen. Before he left the restaurant, he had spoken with at least six of the better known patrons, and because of his exuberant and authoritative manner, had registered himself sharply on the minds of many others.

In the meantime, Cowperwood had instructed the Central Trust Company, of which he was a director and stockholder, to notify a certain Bruce Tollifer, then resident at the Alcove, on Fifty-third Street near Park Avenue, that his services in connection with its special account department were to be considered, and that if he would call at once he would receive instructions. The execution of this arrangement, which took place on the same day, with an advance of one months salary at $200 a week, so thrilled Tollifer that he felt as though he were walking on air. At once he made it his business to inquire, as casually as possible, concerning the New York history of the Cowperwoods, not only among newspapermen but the various know-it-alls of the bohemian bars and restaurants of the city: the Gilsey House, the Martinique, the Marlborough, and the Metropolitan at Broadway and Forty-second Street, the mecca for sports and rounders of the day.

And discovering that Aileen had been seen with this and that actor, and at certain restaurants, or races, or other public events, with various personalities, he decided to get himself somehow included in those gatherings where she was certain to be. A proper formal introduction, of course, would be the best possible entrance for him.

And now Cowperwood, having moved in this matter of a social chaperonage for Aileen, was free to devote his attention to the business of arranging for the sale of at least a portion of his Chicago holdings. At the same time, he was awaiting developments of negotiations by Cole with the representatives of the Charing Cross line. His main object, at the present time, was to reduce them to such a state that when he did see them they would be willing to make a reasonable offer.

And so, upon the arrival of Jarkins, with news that Greaves and Henshaw were once more anxious to obtain an interview with him, he affected no great interest. If they really had an advantageous offer to make, and were not merely haggling as before, and if they would appear within the next ten days...

Whereupon Jarkins immediately cabled his London partner, Kloorfain, emphasizing the necessity for prompt action. Within twenty-four hours Messrs. Greaves and Henshaw were on a boat sailing for New York. And for several days after their arrival they were closeted with Jarkins and Randolph, going over the data which they would present to Cowperwood. And after arranging for an interview, and ignorant of the fact that Cowperwood himself was the instigator of this meeting, they were finally brought into his presence by Jarkins and Randolph, equally unenlightened as to their part in the matter.

True enough, as Cowperwood knew, Greaves and Henshaw were men of great contracting and engineering import in England. They were comparatively wealthy, as he had been informed by Sippens. Also, in addition to their contract with the Traffic Electrical Company to build the tunnels and stations of the new underground, they had recently paid an additional £30,000 for a further option to take over the entire act.

But plainly the Traffic Electrical Company was on the rocks. Consisting of Rider, Lord Stane, Johnson, and some of their friends, it had the advantage of considerable legal and financial knowledge, but none of these men had any real conception of how to finance or successfully operate such a road, and were in no position to finance it themselves. Stane had already invested heavily in the two central loop roads: the District and the Metropolitan, but had not made any money. Hence his desire to divest himself of the Charing Cross line and the offer of it to Greaves and Henshaw upon payment of £30,000 additional to the £10,000 previously paid by them to secure the right to construct it. Actually, since he now had this larger loop scheme in mind, Cowperwood was interested, because, as he saw it, it might either be operated separately, or, better yet, should he secure control of the District and the Metropolitan, be combined with those as an extension, a most excellent entering wedge for him.

Nonetheless, when Greaves and Henshaw, shouldered and bolstered by Jarkins and Randolph, entered his office, his manner was not overwhelmingly cordial. Greaves was a man of great height and bulk, of florid complexion, and a solid middle-class conviction of his own worth. Henshaw, though also tall, was thin and pale, with the air of a gentleman. Allowing them to spread out their maps and papers, and once more listening to the entire story as though he did not already know it, Cowperwood asked only a few questions.

One thing, gentlemen, he announced, assuming that I chance to be interested in this idea to the extent of looking into it further, how much time may I have for an investigation? I assume, of course, that what you really want to do is to sell the complete control of this project, together with your contract to construct the line. Am I right?

At this both Greaves and Henshaw stiffened visibly, for it was not at all what they wished to do. What they really desired, as they now explained, was to sell for £30,000 a 50 per cent interest. The other 50 per cent, together with their contract for construction, was to remain in their hands. For this share, however, as they naively stated, they were willing to use their influence to help market the $8,000,000 worth of $100 shares which the Traffic Electrical Company had already printed but had never been able to sell, surrendering a portion of their 50 per cent so to do. But, as they added, a man like Cowperwood could help finance and operate the road in such a way that it would be sure to pay  a suggestion which caused Cowperwood to smile, for it was not the building or operation of this line which was so important, it was the control of the entire underground system that was his dream.

But I judge from our talk so far that you expect to make a reasonable profit out of constructing the road for the parent company, not much less than 10 per cent, I take it, said Cowperwood.

Well, yes, we expect to make the usual contractors profit, but no more, returned Greaves.

That may be true, said Cowperwood, suavely, but if I understand you correctly, you two gentlemen expect to make at least $500,000 for yourselves out of the construction of this road, and entirely apart from your return as partners in the company for which you are doing the work.

But for our 50 per cent we expect to bring in some English capital, explained Henshaw.

How much English capital? asked Cowperwood, warily, for he was thinking that if he could secure 51 per cent of the road, it might be worth considering.

But as to that, as he now discovered, they were a little vague. If he came in and took over the load of consols and gave the actual construction an appearance of certainty, perhaps as much as 25 per cent of the entire cost could be sold to the public.

But would you guarantee to do that? asked Cowperwood, rather interested by the idea. That is, would you make your share of the company contingent upon your raising so much money before you received your share?

Well, no, they could not do that, exactly, but if they failed, they might be willing to take something less than 50 per cent, say 30 or 35, provided they were permitted to retain their contract to construct.

Cowperwood smiled again at this point.

What interests me, gentlemen, he went on, is that you who appear to understand the engineering business thoroughly should assume the business of financing to be less difficult. For it isnt, of course. Just as you have had to study for years, and then by practical work get to the place where your reputations would command such contracts as I know you are accustomed to, so I, as a financier, have had to do exactly the same thing. And, of course, you cannot expect any man, however great his wealth, to step forward and agree to construct and operate a road as large as this out of his own pocket. He couldnt do it. It would be too great a risk. He would have to do what you are planning to do: get other people to invest. And he would not raise money for any enterprise without first a profit for himself, and, second, a profit for those whose money he was using. And in order to do that he must have much more than a 50 per cent interest in anything he undertakes.

Greaves and Henshaw were silent, and he went on talking. Now, you are not only asking me to raise the money, or most of it, while I make it possible for you to raise the rest, but to pay you to construct the line and then afterward operate it jointly with you. If that is what is really in your minds, of course we need not talk any further, for I am not interested. What I might do would be to take over your £30,000 option, provided it gave me full control of the road, and possibly leave you the £10,000 you have paid in and your contract to build, but not more than that. For in addition to all this, as I know, there are £60,000 of consols, carrying interest at 4 per cent, which have to be looked after.

Jarkins and Randolph were beginning to feel by now that they had in some way mishandled all of this. At the same time, Greaves and Henshaw, sensing that they had overreached themselves in a situation where they might have profited, gazed at each other dubiously.

Very well, said Greaves, finally. You are your own best judge, Mr. Cowperwood. But we want you to understand clearly that there isnt a sounder proposition in the world. London is the ideal field for undergrounds. It has no united system, and lines like this are absolutely necessary, and will come. The money will be found for them.

Possibly, said Cowperwood, but as for myself, if after again looking over the situation you still find yourselves unable to work out your plan and are willing to accept mine, you may say so in writing, and I will then consider it. However, if I decide to become interested, it would have to be with an option to close on my own terms. That, of course, would not mean that I would disturb you in the matter of your construction contract. That could stand, I think, provided your specifications were satisfactory.

He drummed on his desk with his fingers as if to indicate that the interview was over, and then paused to add that since there was no proposition before him now that he could consider, he would take it as a favor if no publicity of any kind resulted from what he had said. Then he signaled Jar kins to remain, and the moment the others had gone, turned to him and said:

The trouble with you, Jarkins, is that you never completely grasp an opportunity even when its in your hands. Look whats happened here today! You bring me two men, who, according to your story and theirs, control an important traction proposition in London, which, if rightly handled, might readily lead to much larger things for everyone concerned. Yet they come here with no conception of the way I do business. You know what that is: full control for myself. I doubt if even now they have any clear knowledge of my experience in this field and what I could do with such a project. They thought they could sell me a half-interest in something which they and their friends would control. I tell you, Jarkins, and here he glared with a finality which sent chills up and down the spine of Mr. Jarkins, if youre to be of any service to me in this matter, I would advise you not to bother with this particular proposition but to look into the entire London underground situation and see what can be done with that. And furthermore, I want you to keep all of your private speculations in regard to me and my affairs to yourself. If you had gone to London before bringing these men to me, and ascertained all there was to know about them, you would not have wasted my time and theirs.

Yes, sir, said Jarkins, who was fat and forty, a very model of sartorial excellence, and, at the moment, because of nervousness, wet with perspiration. He was a flabby, waxlike man, with black, acquisitive eyes, below which a small, pointed nose stuck out, and below that a soft, puffy mouth. He was forever dreaming of some speculative coup which would make him a multimillionaire, and a well-known figure at first nights at the theater, polo games, dog shows, and other society functions. In London he had as many friends as he had in New York.

In consequence, Cowperwood had the feeling that he might have some use for him, and yet, at the moment, he was not willing to do more than throw out vague hints, knowing that they would, in all probability, cause him to go tearing after Greaves and Henshaw to set himself right with them, and, who knows, he might even go over to London, where... well, what better press agent could he have than Mr. Jarkins?


CHAPTER 15

AND true enough, it was not many days after Greaves and Henshaw had departed for London that Jarkins also sailed, all aquiver with the expectation of becoming a part of an enormous adventure which might lead to those dreamed-of millions.

And while this preliminary move in connection with Greaves and Henshaw and their Charing Cross line appeared to have ended less definitely than Cowperwood had hoped, it made no change in his determination to proceed. For there was the information provided by Sippens, and because of that he was determined to get control of some underground line, if not the Charing Cross. And so there were not only consultations, but a number of dinners at his home, from which latter Aileen took the impression that her husband was at least a little interested in the old life which had made her early days in Chicago with him her most colorful and happy memory. She was beginning to wonder whether, by some strange turn of fate, the Chicago failure might not have sobered him, so that he had decided to accept, if not necessarily relish, the old-time outward relationship, which, little as it meant to him, could still be so comforting to her.

But the truth was that Cowperwood was becoming more and more intrigued by the temperament of Berenice. There was about her a certain playful and inventive whimsy, which, combined with her practical as well as poetic and rhapsodic moods, delighted him. In fact, he was never weary of studying her, and in the comparatively short period since she had arrived in Chicago, he had come to experience and relish the equivalent of a mental fever in regard to her.

One of Berenices fancies, and one which had affected Cowperwood most profoundly, had occurred more recently in Chicago. One late afternoon they had driven out for dinner to the inn where they had dined a couple of evenings previously. But before entering, she had led him to the nearby woods, where in a snow-flecked patch of scrub oak and pine stood a snow figure in his own image, part caricature and part an arresting likeness. She had driven out alone early that very morning and shaped it. For the eyes she had used two bright gray-blue stones, and for the mouth and nose, small pine cones of different sizes. She had even brought out one of his hats and placed it jauntily atop the snowmans head, thus serving to emphasize the likeness. Suddenly confronted with this figure at dusk, a wintry wind whispering among the trees and the last rays of a blood-red sun spearing through, Cowperwood was startled.

Why, Bevy! Of all the odd things to do! When did you do this, you pixie? And he laughed at the touch of the comic, for she had placed one eye the least bit askew, and the nose was a little exaggerated.

I did it this morning. I drove out here alone and made my lovely snowman!

It does look like me, by Jove! he said, amazedly. But, Bevy, how long did it take you to do it?

Oh, perhaps an hour, and she stepped back and eyed it appraisingly. Then, taking his cane from him, she placed it against one of the snowmans pockets, which were indicated by small stones. Now, see how perfect you are! All snow and cones and stone buttons! and she reached up and kissed the mouth.

Bevy! If youre going to do that, come here! and he seized her in his arms, feeling that there was something here that was eerie, elfin. Berenice, dear, I swear you puzzle me. Have I a real flesh-and-blood girl, or a sprite, a witch?

Didnt you know? and she turned and spread out her fingers at him. Im a witch, and I can turn you into snow and ice, and she came eerily toward him.

Berenice, for heavens sake! What nonsense! Sometimes I think you are the one who is bewitched. But you may witch me all you care to, only dont leave me, and he kissed her and held her tight in his arms.

But she drew away and turned back to the snowman. There, now! she exclaimed, youve gone and spoiled it all. Hes not real, after all, darling. And I made him so real. He was so big and cold, and needed me so much out here. And now Ill have to destroy him, my poor snowman, so that no one will have ever truly known him but me. And all of a sudden she dashed the figure apart with Cowperwoods cane. See, I made you, and now Im unmaking you! And as she talked she powdered the snow through her gloved fingers, while he gazed at her wonderingly.

Come, come, Bevy, sweet. What are you saying? And as for making and unmaking, do both, but dont leave me. You are taking me into strange places, new and strange moods, a wonder world of your own, and I am happy to go. Do you believe that?

Of course, dear, of course, she now replied as brightly and as differently as though no such scene as this had ever been. Its meant to be so. It must be. And she slipped her arm under his. She appeared to have come out of some trance or illusion of her own, concerning which he would have liked to question her, but he felt that he should not. Yet, and more at this moment than ever before, there was that about her which thrilled him, as he realized that he could come and see and touch her, without let or hindrance, and that now, as never before, he was allowed to walk and talk and be with her. This was the substance quite, of all real earthly good and delight. Truly, he would never wish to part from her, for never before had he encountered anyone so varied, so different, so reasoning and practical and yet at the same time so unreal and whimsical as this. Histrionic, yes, and yef the most resourceful and colorful of all the women he had known!

And on the purely sensual side, there was something about her which from the beginning not only surprised but enticed him. She refused to permit herself either to be lost in or wholly ravished by the male. No mere commonplace fleshly instrument for the satisfaction of the lust of himself or any other was she. On the contrary, and always, however amorous or fevered she might be, still she was quite definitely conscious of her charms: the swirl of her red-gold hair about her face, the magnetism and implication of her inciting and compelling blue eyes, the sweetness of her mouth, with its enchanting and enigmatic smile.

Indeed, as he thought after the most shaking and reducing transports with her, hers was never a mere gross and savage lust, but a glorified and intense awareness and evaluation of her own beauty, enforcing its claims by the art of suggestion and thereby producing an effect that was different from any he had ever known. For it was not Berenice but himself who was most ravished mentally and sensually, indeed all but submerged in her own exotic consciousness of what this relationship implied.


CHAPTER 16

REALIZING that it would be necessary for him to co-operate with Tollifer, at least in some small way, in order to bring about effective results in regard to Aileen, Cowperwood decided that he would inform her of his planned trip to London in a few weeks time, suggesting that if she chose to she might accompany him. And he would notify Tollifer to this effect, making plain to him that he would be expected to entertain her so that she would not be torturing herself with her husbands neglect as she had in the past. His mood at the time was one of the best. After the long period of tragic emotional cleavage between them, he felt that at last he was about to adjust matters in such a way as would ease her sufferings and bring about at least a semblance of peace.

At sight of him  ruddy, assured, genial, a gardenia in his lapel, grey hat, grey gloves, and swinging a cane  Aileen was compelled to restrain herself in order not to smile more pleasantly than she felt he deserved. At once he began to talk of his affairs. Had she noticed from the papers that one of his bitterest enemies in Chicago had recently died? Well, that was the end of that worry! What were they going to have for dinner? He would like Adrian to prepare some sole Marguéry, if it wasnt too late. By the way, he had been very busy; he had been to Boston and to Baltimore, and shortly he must go to Chicago. But this London matter... he had been looking into that, and probably, very shortly, he would be going over there. How would she like to go along? Of course, he would be very busy while there, but she could run over to Paris, or Biarritz, and he might meet her week ends.

Whereupon Aileen, taken aback by this new development, leaned forward in her chair, her eyes alight with pleasure. Then catching herself, remembering her true relationship to this husband of hers, she sank back again. There had been too many subterfuges on his part for her to be sure of anything. Nevertheless, she decided it was best to assume that this invitation meant a genuine desire for her company.

Fine! Do you really want me? she asked.

Would I be asking you, dear, if I didnt? Of course, I want you.

This is a serious move for me. It may prove a success, and it may not. Anyway, and here he lied with his usual bland utilitarianism  a stab in the very vitals of love you were with me at the beginning of my other two adventures, and I think you should come in on this one, dont you?

Yes, Frank, I would like to be in on it, if you feel that way. It would be wonderful. Ill be ready whenever you decide to go. When do we sail  what boat?

Ill have Jamieson find out, and let you know, he said, referring to his personal secretary.

She walked to the door and rang for Carr to give him the order for dinner, her whole being suddenly revivified. A touch of the old life, this seemed, wherein she had been a part of both power and efficiency. She also ordered Carr to get out the luggage and report on its condition.

And then Cowperwood, expressing concern for the health of the tropical birds he had imported for his conservatory, suggested that they go and look at them. Aileen, now in a most cheerful mood, walked briskly beside him, watching him as he studied the two alert troupials from the Orinoco, and attempted by whistling to induce the male to utter his pellucid cry. Suddenly he turned to Aileen, and said:

As you know, Aileen, Ive always planned to make this house into a really fine museum. I keep buying these things, and eventually it should be one of the finest private collections. And Ive been thinking a lot lately about how to arrange with you so that when I pass on, as I will, sooner or later, it will be kept, not so much as a memorial to me, but as a pleasure for people who care for things like this. Im going to draw up a new will, and thats one of the things I want to consider.

Aileen was a little puzzled by all this. What did it mean?

Ill soon be sixty, he went on, quietly, and while Im not thinking of dying just yet, I certainly feel that I ought to clear matters up. As three of my five executors, Ive been intending to name Mr. Dolan, of Philadelphia, and Mr. Cole, as well as the Central Trust Company here. Both Dolan and Cole are men who understand the financial and executive side of things, and Im sure they would carry out my wishes. But since I intend leaving you the use of this house for your lifetime, Ive been thinking of joining you up with Dolan and Cole, so that you can either open the house to the public yourself or see that arrangements are made to do so. I want the house to be beautiful, and remain beautiful after I die.

Aileen was now even more thrilled. She could not imagine what had brought about this serious consideration of herself in connection with her husbands affairs, but she was flattered and gratified. It must be that he was beginning to take a more sobered view of life.

You know, Frank, she said, trying not to be too emotional, how Ive always felt about everything in connection with you. Ive never had any other real life, and never want to have any, apart from you, although you dont seem to feel that way any more. But as far as this house is concerned, if you leave it to me or make me one of your executors, you can rest assured that nothing will ever be changed by me. I never pretended to have the taste and knowledge that you have, but you know that your wishes will always be sacred to me.

While she talked, Cowperwood was poking his finger at a green and orange macaw, whose harsh voice, harmonizing with his brazen colors, seemed to mock at the solemnity of his mood. Yet he was touched by Aileens words, and reached over and patted her on the shoulder.

I know that, Aileen. I only wish the two of us could look at life from the same standpoint. But since we cannot, I want to make the best of all possible compromises, because I know that whatever has been or may be, you care for me and are likely to continue to do so. And whether you believe it or not, if I can make any return for that, I am only too anxious to do it. This matter of the house, and some other things I am going to talk to you about presently, are a part of it.

At the dinner table later, he told her of his idea of endowing a hospital with extensive research facilities, and spoke of other bequests. In this connection, he indicated how necessary it would be for him to make frequent returns to New York and to this house. And on such occasions he would prefer her to be there. Of course, there would be intermittent trips abroad for her, too.

And seeing her so happy and satisfied, he congratulated himself on the manner in which he had brought her around to his terms. If only they could continue that way, all would be well.


CHAPTER 17

IN LONDON at this time Jarkins was busily engaged in impressing his partner, Kloorfain, with the news that the great Cowperwood, he believed, was really interested in the London underground situation as a whole! He described Cowperwoods attitude and words, and at the same time he explained that they had made a mistake in not sensing that a man with such immense holdings would certainly not want to bother with one little underground system. How ridiculous for Greaves and Henshaw to think they could interest him in 50 per cent of their line! Why, there was no chance of him accepting any such terms. Nothing short of a full 51 per cent control for him! Did Kloorfain think that Greaves and Henshaw were ever likely to find the money for their line in England?

To which Kloorfain, a stout, oleaginous Dutchman, as shrewd in small practical ways as he was deficient in large financial vision or courage, replied:

Not at all! Too many acts, as it is. Too many companies fighting each other for single routes. No willingness on the part of any one company to join up with any other to give the public a through route at a reasonable fare. Ive seen it myself, for Ive been riding around London for years. Why, just think, there are these two central lines, the Metropolitan and the District, which together control a circle around the very business heart of London... and he proceeded to point out some of the practical as well as financial errors made by these two lines, and their resulting difficulties. They had never been willing to merge and build feeder lines, not even to electrify and modernize those they had. They were still running steam engines through tunnels and open cuts. The only company which had shown any sense at all was the City and South London, which ran from the Monument to Clapham Common. It had an electric system which operated with a third rail, and it ran smoothly, was well lighted, and the only well-patronized road in the city. But even so, it was too short; its passengers had to transfer and pay an extra fare on the London loop. London certainly needed a man like Cowperwood or a group of English financiers who would get together and finance and enlarge the system.

As to proposed lines which Cowperwood might secure, well, there was the Baker Street and Waterloo, being promoted by a Londoner by the name of Abington Scarr. Scarr had had his act for the last sixteen months and done nothing. Then there was some talk of extensions being made by the District, but in both cases capital was wanting.

In fact, concluded Kloorfain, if Cowperwood really wants that Charing Cross, I dont think hed have much trouble getting it. Traffic Electrical gave up trying to finance it over two years ago. Since then these two engineers have had it, but until this suggestion in regard to Cowperwood came up, Im sure they never had a bid of any kind. Besides, theyre not railroad men, and unless they find a man with as much money as Cowperwood has, I doubt if theyll ever be able to put it through.

Well, then, theres no use worrying about them, is there? commented Jarkins.

I think not, reiterated Kloorfain. But I think we ought to look up some of the people connected with the two old central loop lines, the District and the Metropolitan, or some of the bankers down in Threadneedle Street, and see what we can find out. You know Crawshaw, of Crawshaw and Vokes. Theyve been trying to find money for Greaves and Henshaw ever since they took over the option. Of course, theyve failed, just as the Traffic Electrical crowd failed before them. They want too much.

Traffic Electrical? queried Jarkins. Thats the company that had this line originally. What sort of people are they?

At once, and quite briskly, Kloorfain recalled a number of things in connection with them, not all that Sippens had discovered, but enough to interest both men. For now, emerging out of the pool of Kloorfains memories came Stane, Rider, Bullock, and Johnson, but more particularly Johnson and Stane. They had been among the principal promoters of Charing Cross and Hampstead. Stane was of the nobility and a large stockholder in District as well as City and South London. Johnson was counsel for Stane, as well as for District and Metropolitan, and also a stockholder in both lines.

Well, why not try and see this man Johnson? queried Jarkins, all ears and attention because of his rift with Cowperwood. He must be pretty well informed on all thats going on.

Kloorfain was standing at a window, looking down into the street.

Capital! he exclaimed, turning around to face Jarkins. The very idea! Why not? Only.. And now he paused and looked dubiously at Jarkins. Is this all quite ethical? As I understand it, we havent the right to say we represent Cowperwood. From what you say he only agreed to hear Greaves and Henshaw in New York because we asked him to. He didnt appoint us to do any work in connection with them.

Well, anyhow, I think it might be a good thing to sound out this fellow Johnson, returned Jarkins, indicate to him that Cowperwood, or some American millionaire that we know, is interested in a plan to unite some of these lines, and then suggest that the Charing Cross line, if they could get it back, might be sold to him. In that case, as the agents bringing them together, we ought to come in for a pretty neat bonus, and wed be entitled to it. Besides, if any shares can be picked up now or sold for them or Cowperwood, we might come in as purchasing or selling agents. Why not?

Not a bad idea, said Kloorfain, becoming more eager. Ill see if I can get him on the telephone.

He lumbered into an inner office, and was about to make the call when he stopped and looked at Jarkins.

The simplest way, I think, is to ask for a consultation in connection with a financial problem which is before us but which cannot be explained over the telephone. Hell think theres a fee in it for him, and well just let him think so until we explain what it is.

Good! said Jarkins. Lets call him now.

So, after a very cautious explanation by Kloorfain to Johnson over the telephone, he turned and said: He says hell see us tomorrow at eleven oclock.

Capital! exclaimed Jarkins. I think were on the right track now. Anyway, were moving. And if he isnt interested himself, he may know someone who is.

Quite right, quite right, repeated Kloorfain, who was mainly concerned at this time to see that due credit for his share of all this fell to him. Im glad I thought of him. This may turn out to be the biggest thing weve ever done.

Quite right, quite right! echoed Jarkins, who was elated enough, but not as elated as he would have been had the whole problem been worked out by himself. For Jarkins had always thought of himself as not only the brains but the dynamic force of this combination.


CHAPTER 18

THE offices of Rider, Bullock, Johnson & Chance, as well as that of Lord Stane, were in one of the dingiest sections of Storey Street, adjacent to the Inns of Court. In fact, the whole region, except for the Inns of Court, would be regarded by Americans as most inappropriate housing for distinguished legal talent. Small, remodeled three-and four-story residences or one-time lofts and stores now contained offices, libraries, consulting chambers, for as many as a dozen solicitors, their stenographers, clerks, errand boys, and other assistants.

Storey Street itself was so narrow as almost to forbid the companionable stroll of two pedestrians arm in arm. As for the roadway proper, it might admit the easy passage of two pushcarts, but by no means two vehicles of any greater size. Yet through this lane poured a veritable host of workers, including those who used it for a quick cut to the Strand and adjacent thoroughfares.

The firm of Rider, Bullock, Johnson & Chance occupied all of the four floors of 33 Storey Street, a building no more than twenty-three feet wide, though fifty feet deep. The ground floor, originally the reception and living room of the residence of a singularly retiring judge of a preceding generation, was now the general reception room and library. Lord Stane occupied a small office in the rear of the first floor; the second floor was given over to the three most important members of the firm: Rider, Johnson, and Bullock. Chance, along with the various assistants, occupied the third floor. Elverson Johnsons office, at the extreme rear of the second floor, looked down on a small court. Its cobbled paving had once been part of an ancient Roman courtyard, but its historic luster was dimmed by too great familiarity for those who were compelled to contemplate it day after day.

There was no elevator, or lift, to use the English term. A fairly large air shaft extended from the middle of the second floor to the roof. The offices were also equipped with a rather antique form of air wheel, which was supposed to add to the oxygenization of the air within. In addition, each room contained a fireplace  in which soft coal was burned throughout the foggy, rainy days of winter  and this added immensely to the comfort as well as charm of these interiors. In each solicitors room were spacious and well-made desks and chairs, and a white marble mantelpiece on which stood books or bits of statuary. The walls were hung with rather dusty engravings of bygone English legal lights or bits of British scenery.

Johnson, the authoritative and financially ambitious member of the firm was, in the main, a practical person, and followed, for the most part, an individual course that would be most advantageous to his personal plans. In one corner of his mind, however, was a complex which led him to speculate on the value of religion and even sympathize with the advancement of the nonconformist doctrines. He was given to meditating upon the hypocrisy and spiritual stagnation of the High Church party, and also upon the earthly as well as heavenly significance of such famous religionists as John Knox, William Penn, George Fox, and John Wesley. In his complicated and curious mental cosmos, he sheltered obviously rival and even antagonistic notions. He felt that there should be a ruling class which should advance and maintain itself by a desirable if not always justifiable cunning. Since in England this class was already buttressed by laws of property, inheritance, and primogeniture, it was important, correct, and all but unalterable. Hence the poor in mind as well as substance might best trust themselves to obedience, hard work, and a faith in a Heavenly Father who would, in the last analysis  perhaps  look after them. On the other hand, the immense gulf between not always witless poverty and unearned wealth seemed to him cruel and almost evil. This viewpoint supported his more urgent religious moods, which verged at times upon the sanctimonious.

Though he had come out of the lesser world of the socially weak and ineffective, he was ever aspiring to those upper walks where, if not he, then his children  two sons and one daughter  would be as secure as those whom he so greatly admired and criticized. In fact, he was aspiring to a title for himself: an unpretentious Sir to begin with, which later, if luck favored him, might be accentuated by further royal consideration. To win to that, as he well knew, he must not only secure more money than he now had, but also the favor of those who possessed money and title. In consequence, he intuitively attuned his actions to the ambitions and welfare of the members of that class.

He was small, pompous, wiry, authoritative. His father, a bibulous carpenter of Southwark, had wretchedly maintained a family of seven. Young Johnson was apprenticed to a baker, for whom he delivered bread. His diligence attracted the attention of a customer who was a printer, and by him he was taken on as a devil and encouraged to read and fix his mind on some practical line of work which would lift him out of the drab and miserable state in which he then moved. And Johnson was an eager pupil. Delivering printed matter to all manner of merchants and tradesmen, he finally came in contact with a young solicitor, Luther Fletcher by name, who, campaigning to represent one of the Southwark divisions in the London County Council, found in young Johnson, then not more than twenty years old, one who interested him as a legal possibility. His inquisitiveness and industry so fascinated Fletcher that he sent him to night school for the study of law.

From that point on, Johnsons affairs prospered. The firm to which he was ultimately articled was not long in being impressed with his intuitive legal sense, and he was soon undertaking most of the detail work of the phases of law in which this firm was interested: contracts, property rights, wills, and the organization of companies. At the age of twenty-two, he passed the necessary examinations and was admitted solicitor. At twenty-three he encountered Mr. Byron Chance, of Bullock & Chance, solicitors, who offered him a partnership in that firm.

Bullock, a man of standing with the barristers of the Inns of Court, had for a friend one Wellington Rider, a solicitor of even more influential connections than himself. Rider managed the affairs of a number of large estates, among them that of the Earl of Stane, as well as the legal business of the District Railway. Also becoming interested in Johnson, he was seriously moved to persuade him to leave Bullock and join up with him. However, both self-interest and friendship dictated that he seek some other way of obtaining Johnsons services. A talk with Bullock finally brought about the present legal union, which had now lasted for ten years.

With Rider came Gordon Roderick, Lord Stane, eldest son of the Earl of Stane. At that time Stane was fresh from Cambridge and, his father thought, properly equipped to succeed to the paternal dignities. Actually, however, because of certain quirks and idiosyncrasies of temperament, the young man was more concerned with the practical and decidedly unhistoric phases of the world about him. He had come into the world just when the luster and supremacy of mere title were not only being questioned but, in many instances, overshadowed by financial genius. At Cambridge he was an interested student of economics, politics, sociology, and inclined to give ear to the socialists of the Fabian school, without by any means losing consciousness of his prospective inheritance. Encountering Rider, himself interested almost solely in the immense companies which he was constantly being called upon to represent, Stane was easily converted to Riders view that the real lords of the future would be financiers. What the world needed was advanced material equipment, and the financier who devoted himself to supplying that need would be the greatest factor in societys progression.

It was with such thoughts in his mind that Stane pursued the study of English company law in the office of Rider, Bullock, Johnson & Chance. And one of his chief intimacies was with Elverson Johnson. In Johnson he saw a shrewd commoner with a determination to rise to high places, while in Stane, Johnson recognized an inheritor of social and financial privilege who yet chose to inform and bestir himself in practical pursuits.

Both Johnson and Stane had from the first recognized the enormous possibilities of the London underground traction field, and their interest was by no means confined to the formation of the Traffic Electrical Company, of which, in its origin, they formed the nucleus. When the City and South London, with its up-to-date construction, was first proposed, they and their friends put money into it, with the understanding that a combination of the two old lines then threading the heart of London  the Metropolitan and the District  was to be considered. Like Demosthenes addressing the Athenians, Johnson persisted in his belief that whoever could find the money to pick up enough of the ordinary stock of these two lines to provide a 51 per cent control, could calmly announce himself in charge and thereafter do as he pleased with them.

After his fathers death, Stane and some of his friends, together with Johnson, sought to buy a control of the ordinary stock of the District, hoping in this way to gain control of both roads, but it had all proven too much for them. There was too much stock outstanding, and they could not get together enough money. Therefore, since the management was unprogressive and the stock did not pay well, they had resold a large part of what they had acquired.

And as for the still unconstructed Charing Cross line, to promote which they had formed the Traffic Electrical Company, they had never been able to raise enough money or resell enough of the printed shares to provide the £1,660,000 needed to build it. At last, through Greaves and Henshaw, they had been seeking to find a financier, or group of financiers, who would either take this Charing Cross line off their hands or unite with them in their dream to take over the Metropolitan and the District.

But so far, nothing had come of this. Johnson by this time was forty-seven and Lord Stane forty, and both had become a little weary and more than slightly dubious of this great task.


CHAPTER 19

INTO this situation, and into the office of Elverson Johnson, enter Mr. Jarkins and Mr. Kloorfain, desiring to confer with Mr. Johnson on a highly important matter. It related to the Messrs. Greaves and Henshaw, who had recently gone to New York, as Mr. Johnson probably knew, to confer with their client, Mr. Frank Cowperwood, whom Mr. Johnson knew, of course.

Mr. Johnson admitted that he had heard of him. And what could he do for these gentlemen?

It was one of Londons best spring mornings. Sunshine poured down on the cobbled Roman pavement below. Johnson, when they entered, had been stirring in a basket of briefs relating to a certain damage suit against the City and South London. And he was in a cheerful mood because the day was warm and bright; there had been a slight rise in the shares of the District; and a very earnest speech which he had delivered the day before to the International Epworth League had been favorably mentioned by not less than two of the morning papers.

Ill be as brief as possible, began Jarkins, who, arrayed in a gray suit, a gray silk shirt, a brilliant blue and white tie, a derby and a cane in his hand, was surveying Johnson with an inquiring eye, and deciding that his task would not be easy. Johnson was plainly a canny individual.

You must understand, of course, Mr. Johnson, went on Jarkins, smiling his best smile, this visit of ours is unauthorized as far as Mr. Cowperwood is concerned. But I believe you will grant the importance of it, just the same. As you know, Greaves and Henshaw have been dealing with Traffic Electrical, for which I believe you act as solicitor.

One of the solicitors, said Mr. Johnson, cautiously. But it has been some time since Ive been consulted by them.

Quite so, quite so, returned Jarkins, but I think you will be interested, nevertheless. You see, ours was the firm that brought Greaves and Henshaw and Mr. Cowperwood together. As you know, Mr. Cowperwood is an extremely wealthy man. He has been active in all kinds of traction matters in America. And he is rumored to be closing out his Chicago holdings for not less than twenty millions. At the mention of this sum, Mr. Johnson pricked up his ears. Traffic was traffic  Chicago, London, or elsewhere  and a man who knew enough about it to have extracted twenty million dollars out of it must have some definite knowledge of what he was about. His interest was immediately apparent to Jarkins.

That may be true, bluffed Mr. Johnson, a little testily, and seemingly unimpressed, but just what has that to do with me? You must remember that I am merely one of the solicitors for Traffic Electrical, and have nothing whatsoever to do with either Mr. Greaves or Mr. Henshaw.

But you are interested in the London underground situation in general, or so Mr. Kloorfain tells me, persisted Jarkins. That is, he added diplomatically, you represent people who are interested in the development of the underground system.

I ventured to mention the fact, Mr. Johnson, interpolated Kloorfain here, that you are referred to from time to time in the newspapers as representing the Metropolitan and the District, as well as the City and South London and the Central of London.

That is true, returned Johnson, seemingly calm and reassured. I do represent those companies in a legal way. But Im still not clear as to what you wish. If it relates to the purchase or sale of anything in connection with the Charing Cross and Hampstead line, I am certainly not the person to see.

If you will bear with me for just a minute, persisted Jarkins, leaning closer to Johnson. The point is just this: that Mr. Cowperwood is divesting himself of all his Chicago street railway holdings, and without those to employ him, he will have nothing to do. He is not the kind of man who would want to quit. He has been working in Chicago, you know, for over twenty-five years. I dont mean he is running after an investment of any kind. Mr. Greaves and Mr. Henshaw found that out. They were brought to him by our firm: Jarkins, Kloorfain & Randolph. Mr. Kloorfain here is in charge of our London branch.

Johnson nodded and now listened attentively.

Of course, continued Jarkins, neither Mr. Kloorfain nor myself has the least authority from Mr. Cowperwood to speak for him. But we feel there is something in this London situation which, if put before him by the right person in the right way, might bring about something of great value to whomsoever was connected with it. For I know it to be a fact that Mr. Cowperwood rejected this Charing Cross line, not because he thought it might not pay, but because he was not offered a 51 per cent control, which he always insists on. And then, too, it appeared to him to be just a short branch line which had no important connection with the underground system as a whole, and so could only be operated as a small separate property. He is interested only in the traffic problems of an entire city.

Jarkins voice now took on a note of flattery.

I asked Mr. Kloorfain, he said, smoothly, to take me to the one man who would know most about the London underground situation and grasp the importance of interesting Mr. Cowperwood. For if we understand things correctly, and here he eyed Mr. Johnson almost ominously, we feel that the time has come to unify and modernize the entire system, and it is pretty well known that Mr. Cowperwood is a genius in the traction field. He is to be in London shortly, and we feel he should be met and talked to by someone who could make him see the need here for a man like him.

If you do not care to go into the matter, Mr. Johnson, and here Jarkins was thinking of Stane and his rumored connections, you may know someone who would, and perhaps advise us in regard to that person. Of course, we are brokers, and we would like to see Mr. Cowperwood interested, in order that we might come in for our share of the brokerage, which is naturally part of an undertaking like this.

Johnson sat at his desk and stared, not at either Jarkins or Kloorfain, but at the floor.

Ahem! he began. Mr. Cowperwood is an American multimillionaire. He has had enormous experience in running street railways and elevated roads, I believe, in Chicago and elsewhere. I am supposed to interest him in solving the London underground problem. And if I do, I am supposed to pay you  or at least see that you are paid  for getting Mr. Cowperwood to help some other Londoners interested in the traction field to make money. He looked up, eyebrows lifted, while Jarkins stared knowingly but without deigning to comment.

Very practical, I must say, continued Johnson, and I dont doubt there are quite a few who might be benefited, and, again, who might not be. London underground problems are very great. Too many lines already planned, too many different companies to be harmonized, too many acts already acquired by speculators and promoters without a shilling between them. He stared depressingly at the two men. A great deal of money would be required, millions of pounds, not less than twenty-five millions, I should say. He pressed his hands together almost sadly, so great was the financial weight of all this. Of course, we are not unaware of Mr. Cowperwood over here. If I am not mistaken, there have been charges of various kinds made against him in Chicago  charges, I will admit, that should not stand in the way of the prosecution of a great public enterprise such as you two gentlemen are suggesting  but still, considering the conservatism of the English public...

Oh, you mean those political charges against his financial methods in Chicago, interjected Jarkins defiantly at this point. Merely politics, the work of financial rivals, jealous because of his success.

I know, I know, interrupted Mr. Johnson, still depressively. Financial men everywhere naturally understand and discount that sort of opposition. At the same time, he would meet with opposition here. For this is a very conservative and tight little island. And we do not like outsiders to come in and manage our affairs for us. However, as you say, Mr. Cowperwood is plainly a very able and resourceful man. Whether there are people here who might care to join with him, I cannot say. Certainly I know that there are few, if any, who would be willing to grant him the sole financial control of such a system as you speak of, and here he got up and brushed from his trousers and waistcoat some flecks of imaginary dust. He has, you say, rejected the Greaves and Henshaw offer? he added.

He has, echoed both Jarkins and Kloorfain.

But what were their exact terms?

Jarkins explained.

I see, I see. So they wished to retain their contract and 50 per cent. Well, until I have had time to think about this and consult with one or two of my associates, I shall be unable to offer an opinion one way or the other. However, he added, it may be worth while for some of the leading investors to talk with him when he gets here.

Actually, by now, Johnson was of the opinion that Cowperwood was sending these two men about to spy out the situation. In addition, however, he was doubtful as to whether Cowperwood, being an American, and however great his wealth, would ever be able to wrest from the present management even so much as a 50 per cent division. It would be extremely difficult for him to enter this field. At the same time, considering his own and Stanes investments, and the Charing Cross still likely to be thrown back on Traffic Electrical, and so bring about the loss of more money for its investors, well...

He addressed the two men now in a tone of finality.

I shall have to think the matter over, gentlemen. Call me again, say next Tuesday or Wednesday, and I will tell you finally whether I can be of help to you.

And with that he led the way to the door and pulled a bell in order that an office boy might show his visitors to the street door. After they had gone, he walked to one of the windows that looked down into the ancient court, where the April sun was still brightly shining. He had a habit, when thinking, of placing his tongue in his cheek and clasping his hands in a prayerful position, fingers down. In this instance he stood so for some time, staring out the window.

And outside in Storey Street, Kloorfain and Jarkins were saying, one to the other: Excellent! Very shrewd fellow, that... but really interested... its a way out for them, if only they have the sense to see it..

But that Chicago business! I knew it would come up! exclaimed Jarkins. It always does: that prison record of his, or his interest in women... as though that made any difference in this case.

Stupid! Unbelievably stupid! echoed Kloorfain.

Just the same, something will have to be done about it. Well have to fix the press some way, said Jarkins.

Let me tell you one thing, concluded Kloorfain. If any of these wealthy people over here should go into this with Cowperwood, theyd soon close down on all unfavorable publicity. Our laws are different from yours, you know. Here, the truer the scandal, the more libelous it is. And it becomes very dangerous to say anything unless the biggest people want it said. In your country, apparently, its just the other way. But I know most of the financial editors on the papers here, and if it should become necessary to hush things up, I think it could be arranged.


CHAPTER 20

THE sum total of what Jarkins and Kloorfain achieved in their approach to Johnson was well set forth in a conversation which took place that same afternoon between Johnson and Lord Stane in Stanes office on the ground floor of the Storey Street building.

It should be said, in this connection, that it was Johnsons commercial honesty and his utterly practical ideas that caused Stane to prize him. For Johnson, as Stane always told himself, was the embodiment of a self-conscious religious and moral rectitude which would not allow him to err too far on the side of cunning and sheer legal trickery, however much he might be tempted to gain success for himself. A stickler for the law, he could still search for all the loopholes with the intention of using them, either to his own advantage or the discomfiture of his adversaries. His honor compels him to keep books, but it allows him to send out large due bills, someone had once said of him. And Stane accepted that as a fair picture. At the same time, he liked him for his very eccentricities and quite frequently laughed over his seemingly honest interest in the International Epworth League, its Sunday-school conventions, and his rigid adherence to a total abstinence from liquor in any form. In money matters, he was not petty. He gave quite liberally for the size of his income to churches, Sunday schools, hospitals, and a Southwark institute for the blind, of which he was one of the board of managers and also its unpaid counsel.

For Stane personally, and for a very modest charge, Johnson looked after his investments, insurance rates, and whatsoever legal problems might beset him. They also discussed together politics and the worlds international problems, and usually, as Stane noted, Johnson remained quite close to reality in all matters. Of art, architecture, poetry, letters, women, and the non-acquisitive and purely social pleasures, however, he knew nothing. He once confessed to Stane years before, when both were much younger, that he had no head for such things. I was brought up under circumstances which did not permit my knowing anything about them, he said. It pleases me, of course, to see my boys at Eton and my girl at Bedford, and personally I would not deny them any social tastes they may develop. But as for myself, well, I am a solicitor, and very glad to be as well placed as I am.

Young Stane had smiled, for he liked the rugged realism of this statement. At the same time, he was content that they should travel different social levels, with only now and then an invitation on the part of Stane to Johnson to visit his family estate in Tregasal or his handsome old house in Berkeley Square, but nearly always on business.

On this particular occasion Johnson found Stane reclining in a round-armed, high-backed, comfortable Chippendale chair, his long legs stretched out and his feet on the heavy mahogany desk before him. He was wearing well-cut tweeds, sand-colored, a light coffee-colored shirt and a dark orange tie, and from time to time he nonchalantly flicked the ashes from a cigarette he was smoking. He was studying a De Beers South African Diamond Mine report, in which company he was personally interested. Some twenty shares he held, as he reflected, were yielding him approximately two hundred pounds annually. He had a long, sallow face, with a large and slightly beaked nose, low forehead, sharp dark eyes, and a large and decidedly genial mouth and slightly defiant chin.

So there you are! he called out as Johnson entered after knocking at the door. Well, whats up with you now, you honest old Methodist. I read something, this morning, about that address of yours, in Stickney, I believe.

Oh, that, retorted Johnson, not a little pleased that Stane should have heard of it, and rather nervously buttoning his crinkled black alpaca office coat. Theres some dispute between the ministers of our different churches of that district, and I went down to arbitrate between them. They called for a little address afterward, and I took the occasion to lecture them on their conduct. He drew himself up, quite dictatorially and proudly, as he recalled it. Stane noted the mood.

The trouble with you, Johnson, he went on lightly, is that you should either be in Parliament, or on the bench. But if youll take my advice, youll make it Parliament first and the bench afterward. We need you too much around here to let you go on the bench yet. He smiled cordially and really quite affectionately on Johnson, who in turn, flattered and warmed by the remark, beamed appreciatively.

Well, as you know, Ive been thinking of Parliament for a long time. There are so many things that come up in connection with our work here that might be helped by my presence there. Rider and Bullock are constantly talking of it. In fact, Rider insists on my standing in the by-election in his district in September. He seems to think I can win if I make a few addresses.

And why not? Who else better? And Rider has great influence there, as you know. I advise you to do it. And if I can be of any service to you, I or any of my friends, all you need to do is to call on me. Ill be delighted.

Thats certainly kind of you and I appreciate it, replied Johnson. Besides, and here his tone grew at once more confidential, theres something that came up in my office this morning which may have some bearing on this. He paused, took out his handkerchief and cleared his nose, while Stane contemplated him interestedly.

Well, whats the secret?

Ive just had two men in my office: Willard Jarkins, an American, and Willem Kloorfain, a Dutchman. They are agents and brokers, Kloorfain in London and Jarkins in New York. Theyve been telling me something interesting. You know that £30,000 option we gave to Greaves and Henshaw?

Stane, half-curious and slightly amused by Johnsons manner, withdrew his legs from his desk, put down the report he was examining, and looking hard at Johnson said: That damn Traffic Electrical! What about it?

It appears, went on Johnson, that they went to New York quite recently to interview this multimillionaire Cowperwood. It also appears that they only offered him a half-interest in that £30,000 option for his services in raising the money with which to build the road. Johnson chortled dryly. And later, of course, he was to pay them a £100,000 for their services as engineers. Both men were unable to repress an additional chuckle at this. Of course, continued Johnson, he refused it. At the same time, it appears that what he really wants is to secure complete control; that or nothing. It seems, or so these people say, he expressed an interest in some such combination of lines as you and I have been thinking of here for the past ten years. As you know, hes being driven out of Chicago.

Yes, I know, said Stane.

Well, in addition to that, Ive just been reading an account of him which these fellows left with me. Here it is, and he extracted from his pocket a full page from the New York Sun, the center of which carried a large and quite accurate pen-and-ink drawing of Cowperwood.

Stane unfolded the page and studied the picture, after which he looked up at Johnson. Not a bad-looking fellow, what? Lots of go! He then studied a printed chart of some of Cowperwoods holdings. Two hundred and fifty miles... and all in twenty years. Then he concentrated on a paragraph relating to Cowperwoods New York house, after which he added: Seems to be à bit of a connoisseur, too.

Theres a paragraph there, interjected Johnson, that tells about the cause of his troubles in Chicago; mostly political and social, I take it. He waited while Stane read that.

My word, what a fight! commented Stane after reading for a moment or two. I see they estimate his holdings at twenty millions.

All of that, according to these two brokers. But the most interesting thing they had to report was that he is to be here within a week or two. And what they want is for me to meet with him, in order to discuss not only this Charing Cross line, which they somehow feel we are going to have to take back, but some such general system as we had in mind.

But these fellows Jarkins and Kloorfain, queried Stane, who are they, anyway? Friends of Cowperwood?

Not at all, not at all, explained Johnson quickly. On the contrary, as they confess, they are mere bankers agents out for a commission, either from Greaves and Henshaw, or Cowperwood, or us, or anyone they can interest; maybe all of us together. They do not represent the man in any way.

Stane shrugged his shoulders ironically.

It seems, went on Johnson, theyve heard from some source that we are interested in a plan of unification, and theyd like me to get together a lot of investors and interest them in Mr. Cowperwood as a leader and then present this unification idea in such a way as to interest him. For that they want a commission, of course.

Stane stared amusedly. How frightfully jolly for everybody!

Of course, I declined that part of it, continued Johnson, warily. But Ive been thinking that there might be something more there than appears on the surface. There might be some real inquiry on the part of Cowperwood that you and I might want to consider. For theres still that Charing Cross millstone around our necks. Of course, I know very well no American millionaire is going to be allowed to come in here and take charge of our undergrounds. Still, it is possible that he might be joined up with a group here  yourself, Lord Ettinge, and Haddonfield  and possibly a joint form of control worked out. He paused to observe the effect of this on Stane.

Quite so, Elverson, quite so, commented Stane. If some of the investors are still as much interested as they were a few years ago, we might get them to come back into the fight. Cowperwood couldnt very well edge in here without them.

He got up and walked to one of the windows and looked out, while Johnson proceeded to explain that Jarkins and Kloorfain were to call back in a few days for his decision, and might it not be a good idea to caution them that if they expected to deal with himself or anyone he might be able to influence, they would have to maintain the strictest secrecy and leave everything to him.

Righto! said Stane.

This plan, as Johnson now added, would necessarily include not only the Charing Cross line but the Traffic Electrical as the sole owner, or at least as agent for it. Then once Stane and he had sounded out Haddonfield and Ettinge and others, they could say finally whether even a tentative agreement might be made. After that, it was entirely possible that Cowperwood would prefer to deal with Stane and himself and these other investors rather than with Jarkins and Kloorfain or Greaves and Henshaw, who, of themselves, could do nothing and hence should be dismissed as mere peddlers.

And with this Stane fully agreed. But before they had finished talking, it was already dark. A London fog was on. Stane recalled a tea, Johnson a legal conference. And so they parted, with a new elation in the hearts of both.

Accordingly, three days later  the length of time he considered necessary to impress them with his own importance  Johnson sent for Jarkins and Kloorfain and announced that he had laid the matter before some of his friends, and finding them not averse to further knowledge of what was in Cowperwoods mind, he would, on invitation from Mr. Cowperwood, but not otherwise, see and confer with him. But only on condition that no prior contacts or arrangements of any kind were made by him. For the men he would try to interest were investors who would, under no circumstances, allow themselves to be trifled with.

With this statement Mr. Johnson rested, while Jarkins and Kloorfain hurried to the nearest cable office to inform Cowperwood of the significant result they had achieved and urge him by all means to come to London; meanwhile, would he be so kind as to suspend consideration of any other proposal, since the coming conference, if it could be brought about, would be all-inclusive in its nature.

The cablegram caused Cowperwood to smile, remembering, as he did, his severe castigation of Jarkins. However, he cabled back that he was very busy at the moment but planned to sail around April fifteenth, and upon his arrival would be glad to see them and hear further as to the nature of their suggestion. He also cabled Sippens in code that he was coming to London, and informed him of his rejection of the Greaves and Henshaw offer; however, perhaps Sippens could arrange it so that they might hear of his pending arrival, since, apart from them, a large and inclusive proposition, entirely unrelated to their Charing Cross line, was to be presented to him. This information might bring them to their senses and cause them to make an offer which could be accepted before any other plan could be presented to him. In that case, he would have a weapon in his possession which might serve to hold his new counsellors in bounds.

And all this time he was also arranging with Berenice, Aileen, and Tollifer for their respective parts in his future plans.


CHAPTER 21

MEANWHILE, though still darkly dubious within the depths of her emotional self, Aileen, throughout all this, could not fail to be impressed by Cowperwoods sudden change of attitude. For, somewhat ebullient because of the London idea, Berenice, the prospective change of scene, and all, Cowperwood found himself confiding in Aileen. He was taking her with him to England. His will, the stewardship of his house, the guardianship of his contemplated bequests, all arranged themselves in her mind as the rather obvious consequences of his Chicago defeat. Life, as she now saw it, had chosen to deal him a somewhat sobering blow, and at a time in his career when it would naturally be most effective. He had returned to her, or was by way of returning. And this one fact was almost sufficient to restore her faith in love and the validity of other human emotions.

And so she threw herself into extravagant preparations for the journey. She shopped. She visited the dressmaker, the milliner, and the lingerie shops, and luggage of the latest design was purchased. Once more she was demonstrating to her own satisfaction, and to Cowperwoods by this time accustomed dismay, her exaggerated faith in the effect of lavish display. Informed that they were to occupy the finest suite on the Kaiser Wilhelm der Grosse, sailing on the following Friday, she indulged in lingerie befitting a bride, although well she knew that all intimate relations between herself and her husband were a closed book.

At about the same time, Tollifer, whose plans for meeting Aileen had thus far failed, was greatly relieved to find in his mail a registered envelope containing the deck plans of this same liner, his ticket, and, to his even greater delight and satisfaction, $3000 in cash  the effect of which was instantly reflected in Tollifers increased enthusiasm and interest for his new assignment. For now he was determined to make a favorable impression on Cowperwood, a man who, as he could see, was well grounded in the business of getting what he wanted from life. And on looking hurriedly through the newspapers he soon verified what he already suspected, which was that the Cowperwoods would also be aboard the Kaiser Wilhem der Grosse when it sailed on Friday.

Berenice, having learned from Cowperwood all of his movements thus far, announced her intention of sailing, with her mother, on the Saxonia, a Cunard liner, which left two days ahead of the Kaiser Wilhelm. They would be in London awaiting him at Claridges, a hotel with which they were already familiar.

Plagued by the press as to his plans, Cowperwood informed reporters that he and his wife were sailing for the Continent for a long summer vacation; that he was no longer interested in Chicago, and was not, in fact, contemplating any immediate business ventures.

This announcement drew much editorial comment regarding his career, his genius, the folly of his retirement in view of his wealth, skill, and strength. He welcomed the publicity, because in addition to coming as an unexpected tribute, at the same time it darkened his movements and gave him ample time to decide on his course.

And thereafter, the day of sailing. And Aileen walking the deck with the air of one to whom supremacy in all things was a mere commonplace.

As for Tollifer, now that he was aboard and faced with his real task, he was both physically and mentally tense. Cowperwood, observing him here and there, paid no least attention to him nor gave any sign of knowing him. Conscious of this, Tollifer paraded the decks, observing Aileen without appearing to, and noting that she observed him, and with interest. She was too showy, too lacking in taste and restraint, to his way of thinking. He occupied a minor stateroom on B deck, but dined at the captains table, while Aileen and Cowperwood dined together in their own suite. But the captain, very much aware of the presence of the Cowperwoods and anxious to make capital of the fact for himself as well as the ship, and quickly discovering that Tollifer was a most engaging person, impressed upon him the significance of these distinguished passengers and offered to arrange an introduction to them.

Therefore, on the second day out, Captain Heinrich Schreiber sent his compliments to Mr and Mrs. Cowperwood, asking if he could be of any service. Perhaps Mr. Cowperwood might like to be escorted over the ship. There were several admirers whom he would like to present, along with. himself  at the convenience of Mr. Cowperwood, of course.

Whereupon Cowperwood, sensing the possible machinations of Tollifer, agreed with Aileen that it might be pleasant to receive the interested passengers, and welcomed the arrival of the captain, along with Mr. Wilson Styles, playwright; C. B. Courtright, Governor of Arkansas; Mr. Bruce Tollifer, New York society man; and Alassandra Givens, of the same city, sailing to join her sister in London. Recalling her father as a man of some social importance, and noting that Alassandra was exceedingly attractive, Tollifer had introduced himself to her as a friend of some of her friends, and Alassandra, captivated, was pleased to allow the lie.

The impromptu reception delighted Aileen. As they entered the suite, she rose from a chair in which she had been sitting reading a magazine, and stood beside her husband to greet the party. Cowperwoods eyes immediately noted Tollifer, also his companion, Miss Givens, whose smart appearance and unmistakable air of breeding impressed him. Aileen quickly singled out Tollifer, who took his introduction to the Cowperwoods as if to total strangers.

Its such a pleasure to meet the wife of so remarkable a man as Mr. Cowperwood, he told Aileen. I suppose you are off for the Continent.

Were going to London first, replied Aileen, and later to Paris and the Continent. My husband always has a lot of financial affairs to look after wherever he goes.

Quite likely, from all I have read. He smiled captivatingly. Living with so versatile a man must be a great experience, Mrs. Cowperwood. By George, almost a business!

You are certainly right there, said Aileen. It is almost a business. And flattered by her seeming importance, she evoked a confiding smile in return.

Will you be spending a few days in Paris? he queried.

Oh, yes, indeed! I dont know just what my husbands plans will be after he gets to London, but I intend to run over for a few days.

I am going to Paris for the races, myself. Maybe Ill see you there. Perhaps if you are there at the same time and free, we could spend an afternoon together.

Oh, that would be delightful! Aileens eyes were alight because of his interest. The attention of such an attractive man as this must certainly tend to raise her in the esteem of Cowperwood. But you havent talked to my husband. Shall we go over? And with Tollifer beside her she walked across the room to where Cowperwood was standing talking with the captain and Mr. Courtright.

Listen, Frank, she said, lightly, heres another of your admirers. And to Tollifer: I find its impossible to keep the spotlight from him, Mr. Tollifer.

Cowperwood bent on him the blandest of glances, saying: Well, one cant have too many admirers. Are you a part of the spring flight to the Continent, Mr. Tollifer? There was no least suggestion of acting. And suiting his method to Cowperwoods, Tollifer smiled and replied easily:

Yes, I suppose I am. I have friends in London and Paris, and Ive been thinking of doing some of the watering places later on. A friend of mine has a place in Brittany. And turning to Aileen, he added: By the way, you should really see that, Mrs. Cowperwood. Its very lovely.

Well, Id certainly like to, said Aileen, looking at Cowperwood. Do you suppose our plans could be made to include Brittany this summer, Frank?

Possibly. Hardly for me, though, with all I have to do. Still, we might arrange for a short visit, he added, encouragingly. How long are you to be in London, Mr. Tollifer?

Just at the moment my plans are a little uncertain, Tollifer answered, calmly. It may be a week, or a little longer.

At this point, Alassandra, bored by Mr. Styles, who was trying to make an impression, came forward, determined to end this visit. She walked up to Tollifer, and said:

Arent you forgetting our engagement, Bruce?

Oh, yes. Will you excuse us? We really must leave. And turning to Aileen, he added: I hope we shall see more of each other, Mrs. Cowperwood.

To which Aileen, venomously irritated by the aloofness and presumptuous manner of this much too attractive young lady, exclaimed: Oh, yes, indeed, Mr. Tollifer, it will be a pleasure! And then noting a supercilious smile on the face of Miss Givens, she added: Sorry you have to leave, Miss... ah... Miss... whereupon Tollifer instantly interjected: Miss Givens.

Oh, yes, continued Aileen, I didnt get the name.

But Alassandra, dismissing the snub with a lift of her eyebrows, took Tollifers arm and, smiling a farewell to Cowperwood, left the room.

Once they were alone, Aileen began at once to unburden her feelings. I hate these little social upstarts, without a thing except their family connections, so ready to upstage everybody else, or try to, at least! she exclaimed.

But, Aileen, soothed Cowperwood, how often have I told you, everyone makes the most of what he has. In her case, she attaches great significance to her social position, and thats why shes so vicious about it. Shes not really important, just silly. Why let her irritate you? Please dont.

At the moment he was mentally contrasting Aileen with Berenice. How completely Berenice would have disposed of Alassandra!

Well, anyhow, concluded Aileen, defiantly, Mr. Tollifer is gracious and charming enough. And his position is quite as good as hers, I should judge. Dont you think so?

I certainly havent any reason to think otherwise, replied Cowperwood, inwardly smiling, and yet not so much ironically as sadly, because of Aileens simplicity and innocence in regard to all this. At least Miss Givens appears to admire Mr. Tollifer. So if you accept her as socially somebody, I suppose you will have to accept him in the same way, he said.

Well, he has sense enough to be polite, and thats more than she has, or almost any woman when it comes to another woman!

The trouble with women, Aileen, is that they are all in the same line of business. Men, or rather, their interests, are more diversified.

Just the same, I like Mr. Tollifer, and I certainly dont like that girl at all!

Well, you dont have to know her. And as for him, theres no reason why we shouldnt be agreeable to him, if you wish. Remember, I want you to be happy on this trip. And here he smiled on her engagingly.

Slyly he contemplated her an hour later as she was changing her dress for an afternoon walk on the upper deck. She was now so plainly interested in herself and in life. It was really wonderful, he thought, how much one could accomplish with another by taking due thought and consideration of the others weaknesses, tastes, and dreams.

But was it not possible that Berenice was working on him in exactly the same way? She was entirely capable of it. And he would admire her for it as now, in a light way, he was admiring himself.


CHAPTER 22

THE few remaining days on the boat were spent by Tollifer in planning and executing such moves as might insinuate himself into Aileens good graces. Among other things, he arranged two card parties, being careful to exclude Miss Givens. He did include, however, a rather well-known actress, a young western banker who was by no means averse to meeting Cowperwoods wife, and a young widow from Buffalo who was sure that she was improving her social connections by associating with anyone of Tollifers looks and manners, and in consequence anyone whom he considered worth while.

To say that Aileen was heartened by this pleasant and most unexpected social development, and in particular the obvious interest of Tollifer, is rather less than the truth. And all the more so because Cowperwood, while not participating, appeared to consider the connection satisfactory enough. In fact, he suggested that perhaps after they arrived in London and were settled at the Cecil, she might like to invite Tollifer and some of his friends for tea or dinner. He would not mind stopping in for a moment, if he had the time. And Aileen, grateful for the opportunity, seized upon it, not so much in the manner or mood of one seeking to develop a liaison, but rather as if she were eager to prove that she was still capable of such contacts and associations as might be pleasing to him.

Plainly, thought Cowperwood, Tollifer might well be left to his own devices. For obviously he was very clever, diplomatic, and versed in all necessary social graces. Supposing he did go so far as to make love to Aileen with the idea of estranging her and capturing some portion of her personal wealth by marriage? He did not believe he would be successful; Aileen would never fall seriously in love with anyone else.

As for Tollifer, plagued at times by the underhandedness of the intrigue, he felt it to be one of the luckiest breaks that had thus far come into his frustrated life. For if he could share the wages of actresses, as he so recently had done, most surely he could take money for playing social mentor, guide, and companion to this woman. To be sure, she was gauche, likely to do the wrong thing at times, too anxious to please, and might certainly be more tastefully dressed and coached in certain airs and pretensions which would stand her in good stead. But at least she was friendly and grateful, and it was entirely possible that he might do much for her.

Before starting on this trip he had inquired around and discovered that in Cowperwoods absence Aileen was accustomed to indulge in decidedly commonplace philanderings, which, regardless of her neutral social position, could only tend to degrade both Cowperwood and herself. How was it, he asked himself, that Cowperwood should be willing to allow this? Yet after meeting her, and thinking over the history of her husband, he was inclined to feel that after all Cowperwood was taking the wisest course. For she was certainly a woman of force and determination, and in any struggle for freedom which her husband might undertake, she would probably leave no stone unturned to defeat if not intentionally injure him.

On the other hand, of course, there was the possibility that Cowperwood might one day turn on him and, for real or trumped-up reasons, accuse him of relations with her which would furnish him the means of getting rid of her. And yet, if he could prove that Cowperwood had suborned him to this scheme, the revelation would certainly not be any more pleasant for Cowperwood than it would be for him. So what, personally, had he to lose? Most certainly he could arrange his conduct and Aileens in such a way as to avoid charges on the part of her husband.

And, he could do much for her. He had noticed on this trip that she liked to drink rather freely. He would have to guard her against such a weakness. Next, there was the matter of her clothes. There were dressmakers in Paris who would be grateful to him for the privilege of dressing her properly. Lastly, and, of course, with her money, it would not be difficult to arrange amusing adventures for her  Aix-les-Bains, Biarritz, Dieppe, Cannes, Nice, Monte Carlo  assuming that she came to have faith in him. He could invite old friends, pay old debts, make new contacts!

Lying in his stateroom, smoking a cigarette and sipping a highball, he speculated as to all this. This cabin! This $200-a-week job! And the $3,000!


CHAPTER 23

THE Kaiser Wilhelm der Grosse landed the passengers for Southampton on a hazy April morning, the sun dimly piercing an English fog. From an upper deck, Cowperwood, wearing a smart gray business suit, surveyed the quiet harbor and the placid houses on the shore beyond. Aileen stood beside him, dressed in her best spring finery. Hovering about were her maid, Williams; Cowperwoods valet; and his personal secretary, Jamieson. On the dock below stood Jarkins and Kloorfain, also a group of reporters anxious to question Cowperwood concerning a rumor  concocted by Jarkins  that he was coming to England to buy a distinguished art collection, the property of a peer of whom Cowperwood had never heard.

At the last moment Tollifer had announced  a very tactful move on his part, as Cowperwood felt  that he was not leaving the boat with them but was going on to Cherbourg and then to Paris. However, as he also explained in his most casual manner, and for Aileens benefit, he would come to London the following Monday or Tuesday, when he hoped to have the pleasure of seeing the Cowperwoods before they left for the Continent. At this Aileen looked at Cowperwood for a glance of approval, and, receiving it, said they would be glad to have him call on them at the Cecil.

At this moment Cowperwood was enjoying to the fullest extent the sense of importance and well-being surrounding him. Once he had landed and disposed of Aileen, there would be Berenice, with her mother, at Claridges awaiting him. He actually felt young: Ulysses upon a new and truly mysterious voyage! His feelings were heightened also by the fact that in the midst of all this there arrived a messenger with a telegram in Spanish: The sun shines on the England you step upon. It is a silver door that opens upon your greatest achievement and your greatest fame. The sea has been grey without you. Oro del Oro. It was from Berenice, of course, and he smiled to himself at the thought of seeing her.

And now the reporters. Where was he bound for?

Had he divested himself of all of his Chicago holdings?

Was it true that he had come to England to buy a famous private art collection, as had been rumored? To all of which questions, he vouchsafed guarded but smiling replies. To be exact, he was seeking a holiday of some duration, since it had been so long since he had had one, he explained. No, he had not gotten rid of his Chicago holdings; he was merely rearranging them. No, he had not come to buy the Fairbanks collection. He had once seen it and admired it enormously. But he had not even heard that it was for sale.

Throughout all this Aileen posed near at hand, pleased at the revival of her former grandeur. The Illustrated News had sent a man to make a sketch of her.

At the first lull in the buzz of talk, however, Jarkins, with Kloorfain at his elbow, rushed forward to pay his respects and to ask Cowperwood not to make any statements until he had an opportunity to talk to him. To which Cowperwood replied, Very well, if you wish.

After that, at the hotel, Jamieson reporting on various telegrams which had been received. Also, there was Mr. Sippens in Room 741, waiting to be called. Then there was a message from Lord Haddonfield, whom Cowperwood had met years before in Chicago  he would like to have the pleasure of entertaining the Cowperwoods over the week end. Also, a certain distinguished South African banker  a Jewish gentleman  then in London, asked him to luncheon in order to talk of important matters relating to South Africa. The German Ambassador sent his compliments and would be happy if Mr. Cowperwood would have dinner with him at the Embassy at his convenience. From Paris a message from Mr. Dolan, of Philadelphia: If you go through this burg without doing the town with me, Ill have you stopped at the border. Remember, I know as much about you as you know about me.

The wings of fortune could be heard whirring over his head.

Later, having seen Aileen comfortably established in her suite, he sent for Sippens and learned from him all that he had to report. There was no doubt, Sippens said, eager and birdlike in a new spring suit, that Greaves and Henshaw were at their wits end. And yet there was no better opening wedge for Cowperwood than the act for the line which they controlled. He would go over the proposed route with him the next day. Far more important, though, was the ultimate control of this central loop, since on that depended any general system. The Charing Cross could most profitably be joined with the loop, and if he owned or controlled that, he would be in a far better position to move in connection with the loop and some other lines. Besides, there were many acts floating about, which had been secured by speculators with the hope of finding operators and investors afterward, and these might all be investigated.

Its a question, yes, of how to go about all this, said Cowperwood, thoughtfully. You say Greaves and Henshaw are in a mess, but they havent approached me yet. In the meantime, Jarkins has apparently talked to this fellow Johnson, of Traffic Electrical, and Johnson agreed with him that if I did nothing until he had a chance to bring together a group that appears to be interested in this central loop  your man, Stane, I assume, is one of them  he would arrange for me to meet them all and talk this over, the entire loop scheme, I suppose. But that would mean, I assume, that I would have to ignore Greaves and Henshaw and let this Charing Cross line drop back into Traffic Electrical by default, which is just what I dont want to do. It would give them an extra club to swing over me.

But at that Sippens was on his feet in an instant.

Dont you do that, Chief! he fairly squeaked. Dont you do that! Youll be sorry if you do. These people over here stick together like glue! Theyll fight each other singly, but when it comes to a foreigner, theyll combine and youll be made to pay dearly unless you have something to fight them with. Better wait until tomorrow or the next day and see whether you hear from Greaves and Henshaw. Theyre sure to read of your arrival in todays papers, and, unless I miss my guess, theyll get in touch with you, for they havent a thing to gain by waiting, not a thing. Tell Jarkins to stay away from Johnson, and you do whatever you have to do, but first come with me to look over this Charing Cross route.

But at that moment Jamieson, who was occupying a room next door, entered with a letter brought by hand. Noting the name on the outside of the envelope, Cowperwood smiled, and then, after reading the letter, turned it over to Sippens.

There you are, De Sota! Now, what about that? he queried, genially.

The letter was from Greaves and Henshaw, and read:

DEAR MR. COWPERWOOD:

We note in todays paper your arrival in London. If convenient and of interest to you, we would like to arrange an appointment, preferably for Monday or Tuesday of next week. Our purpose is, of course, to discuss the matter laid before you in New York about March 15th last.

Felicitating you upon your safe arrival, and wishing you a very pleasant stay, we are 

Cordially yours, 

Greaves and Henshaw per Montague Greaves 

Sippens snapped his fingers triumphantly. There! What did I tell you? he fairly cackled. Bringing it to you on your own terms. And the finest route in all London. With that in your bag, Chief, you can afford to sit back and wait, particularly if you start picking up some of these other options that are floating around, for theyll hear of it and have to come to you. This fellow Johnson! Hes got a nerve, asking you to do nothing until after you see him, he added, a little sourly, for already he had heard that Johnson was an assured and dictatorial person, and he was prepared not to like him. Of course, he has some good connections, he continued, he and this fellow Stane. But without your money and ability and experience, what can they do? They couldnt even swing this Charing Cross line, let alone these others! And they wont, without you!

Youre probably right, De Sota, said Cowperwood, smiling genially on his loyal associate. Ill see Greaves and Henshaw, probably on Tuesday, and you may be sure that I wont let anything slip through my fingers. How about tomorrow afternoon for that ride over the Charing Cross? I suppose I ought to see that and these loop lines at one and the same time.

Great, Chief! How about one oclock? I can show you everything and have you back here by five.

Good! Only, just a moment. Do you remember Haddonfield, Lord Haddonfield, who came out to Chicago a few years ago and created such a stir out there? The Palmers, the Fields, the Lesters, were all running after him, remember? I entertained him out at my place, too. Sporty, jaunty type.

Sure, sure! I remember, returned Sippens. Wanted to go into the packing business, I believe.

And into my business, too. I guess I never told you that.

No, you never did, said Sippens, interestedly.

Well, anyhow, I had a telegram from him this morning. Wants me to come to his country place  Shropshire, I believe  over this coming week end. He picked up a telegram from his desk. Beriton Manor, Shropshire.

Thats interesting. Hes one of the people connected with the City and South London. Stockholder, or director, or something. Ill know all about him tomorrow. Maybe hes in on this underground development and wants to see you about that. If so, and hes friendly, hes certainly a good man for you. Stranger in a strange land, you know.

Yes, I know, said Cowperwood. It may not be a bad idea. I think Ill go. You see what you can find out, and well meet here at one.

As Sippens bustled out, Jamieson entered with more notes, but Cowperwood waved him away. Nothing more until Monday, Jamieson. Write Greaves and Henshaw and say Ill be pleased to meet them here on Tuesday at eleven. Get hold of Jarkins and tell him to do nothing until he hears from me. Wire this Lord Haddonfield that Mr and Mrs. Cowperwood will be pleased to accept his invitation, and get the directions and the tickets. If anything more comes up, just put it on my desk and Ill see it tomorrow.

He strode out the door, and into the elevator, and once outside, hailed a hansom. Although he announced Oxford Street as his destination, he had not ridden two blocks before he pushed up the lid at the top and hailed the driver, calling: Oxford and Yewberry Streets, left-hand corner.

And once there, stepped out and walked in a roundabout way to Claridges.


CHAPTER 24

COWPERWOODS ATTITUDE toward Berenice at this time was a mixture of father and lover. His greater age and unchanging admiration for her mentality and beauty caused him to wish to protect and develop her aesthetically. At the same time, and that decidedly, he shared her sensual emotions, although sensing at times an oddness about the relation, since he could not publicly harmonize his sixty years with her extreme youth. On the other hand, privately, her practical prevision, which so often seemed to match his own, gave him a sense of added strength as well as pride. For her independence and force united not so much with his thoughts of material self-aggrandizement as with that portion of its possible fruits which might by her be utilized to achieve temperamental and social perfection. It explained his presence here in London and gave it real weight. Now, finding her buoyant and enthusiastic as ever, as he took her in his arms he actually absorbed not a little of her gaiety and confidence.

Welcome to London! were her first words. So Caesar has crossed the Rubicon!

Thanks, Bevy, he said, releasing her. I got your message, too, and treasure it. But let me look at you. Walk across the room!

He surveyed her with intense satisfaction as, smiling an ironic smile, she stepped away and walked, posing in the manner of a fashion model, finally curtseying, and saying: Direct from Madame Sari! The price is a mere  secret! and she pouted her lips.

She was wearing a deep-blue velvet frock, cut princess style, with tiny pearls outlining the neck and girdle.

Cowperwood took her hand and led her to a small sofa, just large enough for the two of them. Exquisite! he said. I cant tell you how glad I am to be with you again. He then inquired after her mother, and continued: This is a new sensation for me, Bevy. I never really cared much for London before, but this time, knowing you were to be here, I found myself delighting in the sight of it.

And what else? she asked.

And seeing you, of course, he beamed, and kissed her, touching her eyes, hair, mouth with his lips and fingers until at last she cautioned him that there was to be no love-making until later. Forced to accept this for the moment, he began giving a brisk account of his passage and all that had occurred.

Aileen is with me at the Cecil, he went on. She has just been sketched for the papers. And your friend Tollifer did a great deal, I must say, to make things agreeable for her.

My friend! I dont know him!

Of course, you dont, but, anyway, he turns out to be a very clever fellow. You should have seen him when he came to me in New York and again on the boat. Aladdin and the wonderful lamp called money! By the way, he went on to Paris, partially to cover his tracks, I take it. I have seen to it, of course, that he is amply supplied with cash for the present.

You met him on the boat? queried Berenice.

Yes, he was introduced by the captain. But then, he is just the sort of person who could arrange that sort of thing for himself. And he appears to have a positive genius for ingratiating himself with the ladies. He practically monopolized all of the attractive ones.

With you there? Do you expect me to believe that?

A miracle, I admit, but the man is uncanny. He seemed to sense exactly what was needed. I personally saw very little of him, but he managed to impress Aileen  so much so that she wants to have him dine with us.

He looked solemnly at Berenice, and she in turn gazed congratulatingly upon him, adding, after a moment: Im glad; I really am. She needs just such a change as this. She should have had it long ago.

I agree, said Cowperwood. Since I cant be to her what she would like me to be, why not someone else? Anyway, I hope he keeps his head, and Im rather inclined to think he will. Aileen is already planning to go to Paris to shop. So things are going well enough, I think.

Very well, said Berenice, smiling. It looks as though our plans might work out. So who is to blame?

Well, not you, and not me. Its one of those things that have to be  like your coming to me last Christmas when I least expected you.

He began caressing her again, but, interested in her own plans, she resisted him, saying: Now, now, I want to hear about London, and then I have something to tell you.

London? Everything looks most promising so far. I told you in New York about those two men, Greaves and Henshaw, and how I turned them down. Well, just now at the hotel, before I left, there was a letter from them. They want to see me, and I have an appointment with them. As for the larger plan, there is a group here with whom I am planning to talk. As soon as there is anything definite, Ill let you know. But meanwhile, I want to steal away with you somewhere. We should be able to take a vacation for a little while before I go into all this. Of course, theres Aileen. And until she is out of the way... he paused, my plan, of course, is to urge her to go to Paris, and then we might sail up toward the North Cape or down to the Mediterranean. One of my agents tells me of a yacht he knows of that can be leased for the summer.

Yacht! Yacht! exclaimed Berenice, excitedly, and at the same time laying a finger on his lips. Oh, no, no! Now youre treading on my plans. Fixing things I want to fix. You see

But before she could finish he seized her and silenced her with a kiss.

You are impatient! she said, softly, but wait.. and she led him to a table set by an open window in the adjoining room. You see, my lord, a feast is laid for two. It is your slave who invites you. If you will be seated, and have a drink with me, and behave your self, I shall tell you about myself. Believe it or not, I have solved everything!

Everything! commented Cowperwood, banteringly. And so soon? If only I knew how to do that!

Well, nearly everything, she went on, picking up a decanter containing his favorite wine and pouring a drink for each of them. You see, strange as it may seem, I have been thinking. And when I think... she stopped and looked upward at the ceiling. He seized the glass she was holding, and kissed her, as she knew he would.

Back, Caesar! she teased. We are not to drink yet. You are to sit down there; I will sit here. And then I will tell you all. Ill confess.

Imp! Be serious, Bevy.

Never more so, she said. Now listen, Frank! It was this way. On board our steamer were a half-dozen Englishmen, old and young, and all of them handsome; at least, those with whom I flirted were handsome.

Im sure of that, said Cowperwood, tolerantly, and still a little dubiously. And so?

Well, if youre going to be as generous as all that, Ill have to tell you that it was all flirtation in your behalf, and innocent, too, although you neednt believe that. For instance, I found out about a little suburban place called Boveney on the Thames, not more than thirty miles from London. The most attractive young bachelor, Arthur Tavistock, told me about it. He lives there with his mother, Lady Tavistock. Hes sure Id like her. And my mother likes him very much. So you see...

Well, I see we live at Boveney, Mother and I, said Cowperwood, almost sarcastically.

Precisely! mocked Berenice. And thats another important point  you and Mother, I mean. From now on youre going to have to pay a good deal of attention to her. And very little to me. Except as my guardian, of course, and she tweaked his ear.

In other words, Cowperwood, the guardian and family friend. He smiled dryly.

Exactly! persisted Berenice. And whats more, Im to go punting with Arthur very soon. And, better still, and here she chuckled, he knows of a lovely houseboat which will be ideal for Mother and me. And so, moonlight nights, or sunny afternoons around tea-time, while my mother and his mother sit and crochet or walk in the garden, and you smoke and read, Arthur and I..

Yes, I know, a charming life together: houseboat, lover, spring, guardian, mother. Quite an ideal summer, in fact.

It couldnt be better, insisted Berenice vehemently. He even described the awnings, red and green. And all of his friends.

Red and green, too, I suppose, commented Cowperwood. Well, practically; flannels and blazers, you know. And all perfectly proper. He told Mother so. A host of friends to whom Mother and I are to be introduced.

And the wedding invitations?

By June, at the latest, I promise you.

May I give the bride away?

You could, of course, replied Berenice, without a smile.

By George! and Cowperwood laughed loudly. Quite a successful voyage, I must say!

You havent heard a fraction of it, she went on blatantly, and almost contentiously. Not a fraction! Theres Maidenhead  I blush to mention it

You do? Ill make a note of that.

I havent told you yet about Colonel Hawkesberry, of the Royal something-or-other, she said, mock-foolishly. One of those regiment things; knows a fellow officer who has a cousin who has a cottage in some park or other on the Thames.

Two cottages and two houseboats! Or are you seeing double?

At any rate, this one is rarely let. Vacant for almost the first time, this spring. And a perfect dream. Usually loaned to friends. But as for Mother and myself...

We now become the daughter of the regiment!

Well, so much for the colonel. Then theres Wilton Braithwaite Wriothesley, pronounced Rotisly, with the most perfect little mustache, and six feet tall, and...

Now, Bevy! These intimacies! Im getting suspicious!

Not of Wilton! Never, I swear! The colonel, maybe, but not Wilton! She giggled. Anyway, to make a long story five times as long, I already know of not only four houseboats along the Thames, but four perfectly appointed houses in or near the most exclusive residential squares of London, and all of them to be had for the season, or the year, or forever, if we should decide to stay here forever.

If you say so, darling, interpolated Cowperwood. But what a little actress you are!

And all of them, continued Berenice, ignoring his admiring comment, if I should trouble to give my London address  which I havent as yet  will be shown to me by one or all of my admirers.

Bravo! My word! exclaimed Cowperwood.

But no commitments as yet, and no entanglements, either, she added. But Mother and I have agreed to look at one in Grosvenor Square and one in Berkeley Square, after which, well, we shall see what we shall see.

But dont you think youd better consult your aged guardian as to the contract and all that sort of thing?

Well, as to the contract, yes, but as to all else..

As to all else, I resign, and gladly. Ive done enough directing for one lifetime, and it will amuse me to see you try it.

Well, anyway, she went on, quite impishly, suppose you let me sit here, and she seated herself in his lap, and reaching over to the table picked up the goblet of wine and proceeded to kiss the rim. See, I am wishing into it. She then drank half. And now you wish, she said, handing him the glass and watching him drink the remainder. And now you must throw it over my right shoulder against the wall, so that no one will ever drink out of it again. Its the way the Danes and the Normans did. Now..

And Cowperwood threw the glass.

Now, kiss me, and it will all come true, she said. For I am a witch, you know, and I make things come true.

I am prepared to believe that, said Cowperwood affectionately, as he solemnly kissed her.

After dinner they discussed the matter of their immediate movements. He found Berenice strongly against any plans for leaving England at this time. It was spring, and she had always wanted to make a tour of the cathedral towns  Canterbury, York, Wells; visit the Roman baths at Bath: Oxford and Cambridge; and some of the old castles. They could make the trip together, but only, of course, after he had looked into the possibilities which were confronting him in connection with this London project. Incidentally, she would also like to inspect the cottages she had mentioned. And then, once placed, they could immediately begin their holiday together.

And now he must go in to see her mother, who was a little upset and brooding these days, fearing she scarcely knew what for all of them. And after that he was to come back to her, and then... and then...

Cowperwood gathered her up in his arms.

Well, well, Minerva! he said, it may be possible to arrange things the way you want them. I dont know. But one thing is sure: if there is too much of a hitch here, well make a tour of the world. I will arrange with Aileen somehow. And if she wont agree, well, then, well go in spite of her. The publicity shes always threatening can probably be overcome in some fashion. Im sure of it. It has so far, anyway.

He kissed her gently, and with great comfort to himself, and then went in to speak to Mrs. Carter, whom he found sitting near an open window, reading a novel by Marie Corelli. She was obviously dressed and coiffed for his coming, and bent on him a most optimistic smile. Nevertheless, he sensed a nervous speculation on her part as to the practicability and danger of all that he and Berenice were doing. In fact, he thought he saw strain and depression in her eyes. So after making a few remarks on the prospects for a pleasant spring in England for all of them, he quite casually, and yet most directly, added:

And I wouldnt worry about anything, Hattie, if I were you. Bevy and I understand each other perfectly. And I think she understands herself. She is brilliant and beautiful, and I love her. If any trouble comes, I think we can manage it. Try and have a good time. Im likely to be very busy and so not able to see as much of you as I would like, but Ill be on guard. And so will she. Dont worry.

Oh, I havent been worrying, Frank, she said, almost apologetically. Of course, I know how resourceful and determined Bevy is, and how much you have her interests at heart. And I do hope things go the way you want them. Shes just the person for you, Frank; so gifted and charming. I wish you could have seen her on the boat, how cleverly she managed to meet and entertain people. And yet, how she made them keep their places, too. Are you staying a while now? Im glad. Im slightly indisposed myself, but Ill see you later, I hope.

She walked to the door with him, her manner that of a hostess entertaining a distinguished guest, as indeed she felt him to be. Once he had gone, and the door was closed, she went over to her mirror, and after gazing into in quite mournfully and dabbing her cheeks with a little rouge  in case Berenice should come in  she took out a brandy bottle which she kept in a locked traveling bag, and poured herself a small drink.


CHAPTER 25

THE following week end found both of the Cowperwoods in the midst of an interesting group as Lord Haddonfields guests at Beriton Manor. This was, in truth, a distinguished pile of sixteenth century English architecture, at the southeast corner of Hardown Heath, and the center of a well-preserved patrimony. Approaching it from the northwest was the bleak, almost sea-like heath itself, with its rolling green expanses which remained, after hundreds of years, historically defiant of the plow, the sower, and the builder. Its chief value, to the rich as well as the poor, was the free range it provided for the hare, the deer, and other game, and the hunting parties, with their mounts and hounds and red-coated riders. To the southwest, in which direction the manor faced, were wooded slopes and fields, in the center of which lay Little Beriton, a small thatched market town, giving the impression of a hospitable countryside.

Haddonfield, who met the Cowperwoods at Beriton Station, was the same sophisticated, cheerful individual of five years before. Because of pleasant memories, he was delighted to see them, and while showing the really impressive lawns and courtyards, he remarked to Aileen: Ive been thinking, Mrs. Cowperwood, the heath is likely to prove a sober outlook for you and your husband. So Im giving you rooms overlooking the garden. Theres tea now in the drawing room, if youre tired after the journey.

In spite of her splendid mansion and many servants in New York, and the really much inferior wealth of this man, Aileen, for the moment, at least, was convinced that this was much more desirable. Oh, to have such a place as this, with the social security and connections of this man! Not to have to struggle any more. Forever to be at peace. On the other hand, while Cowperwoods mood welcomed a scene such as this, he was not overawed or even impressed by either title or unearned increment. He had created wealth and fame for himself.

The guests of Lord Haddonfield for this week end were varied, but distinguished. From London, the day before, had come Sir Charles Stoneledge, an actor of position and fame in the London theatrical world, but a stagey and affected individual who seized every opportunity to visit aristocratic friends or acquaintances. He had brought with him Miss Constance Hathaway, an actress then playing in the popular success, Sentiment.

By way of contrast, there were Lord and Lady Ettinge, he rather prominent in railway and shipping interests  a large, florid, dictatorial man, inclined to drink heavily and, when sufficiently in his cups, genial in a limited way. When cold sober, he was given to sharp obiter dicta rather than to facile argument. Lady Ettinge, on the other hand, was extremely diplomatic, and on this occasion had been invited by Lord Haddonfield to act as hostess. Well aware of her husbands moods and habits, and bearing with them tolerantly, she in no way submerged her own personality. She was tall and heavily built, blue veined, red cheeked, and having rather hard blue eyes. Once she had been as fair and engaging as any lovely maid of sixteen, and remembered it well, as did Ettinge. He had courted her earnestly. She had a better sense of proportion than her husband. He, being one of a long line and inheriting wealth, was inclined to give weight and precedence to primogeniture rather than to immediate achievement, even though he himself was active enough commercially. His wife, however, though as wellborn as himself, was more interested and aware of the changing forces of the day, and inclined to admire such untitled giants as Cowperwood.

Also present were Lord and Lady Bosvike, both young and smart and very popular. They were clever at all sports, enjoyed gambling and the races, and were valuable in any gathering because of their enthusiasm and gaiety. Secretly they laughed at Ettinge and his wife, though at the same time they valued their position and deliberately set themselves out to be agreeable to them.

A really important guest  decidedly so in the eyes of Haddonfield and Ettinge  was Abington Scarr. A man of rather dubious origin  no title, no family  nevertheless he was making quite a financial stir at this time. For one thing, in the past four years, he had been successful in organizing a cattle-raising company in Brazil. The profits from this were already yielding his investors a handsome return. He was now interested in sheep-raising in Africa, where, by reason of almost unheard-of concessions from the government and the methods he had devised for reducing costs and finding markets, he was looked upon as one who might shortly come to be a millionaire. The shrewdest criticisms of his ventures on the part of those who were inclined to doubt had not yet developed anything seriously inimical to his claims. Haddonfield, as well as Ettinge, was impressed by his success, but at the same time both were wary of following him. They did speculate in some of his shares but jumped in and out quickly. One thing that Scarr was seeking to promote at this time  but with less success than in the case of most of his earlier ventures  was the Baker Street & Waterloo Line, a new London underground, for which he had secured a franchise from Parliament. And it was in connection with this that the unexpected appearance of Cowperwood interested him.

Because of Aileens determination to make an elaborate toilet, the Cowperwoods were late in coming down to dinner. When they entered the drawing room, most of the other guests had assembled and were somewhat annoyed at having to wait. Ettinge, in particular, had decided to pay no great attention to the Cowperwoods. But when they appeared, and Haddonfield called out a hearty welcome, the others turned at once, resumed their amiability and took an unaffected interest in the Americans. Ettinge, slouching to a standing position and bowing stiffly as he was introduced, nevertheless studied Cowperwood intently. And Lady Ettinge, who had been following the recent English comments on his affairs, decided at once that, her husband excepted, Cowperwood was the leading personality at this gathering. Instinctively, she forgave him for Aileen, judging that he had married young and later philosophically decided to make the best of an unfortunate union. As for Scarr, he was intelligent enough to realize that he was in the presence of a master in his own world.

A little ill at ease after her long period of neglect in New York, Aileen did her best to appear natural, yet succeeded only in being overcordial and almost eager, as she smiled at everyone. She made remarks which established in the minds of all that she was quite uncertain of herself. Cowperwood noted it, but decided that, after all, he could manage for her. And, with his usual diplomacy, he addressed himself to Lady Ettinge as the oldest and, plainly, the most significant woman guest.

I am rather new to English country life, he said, quite simply, but I must say, even the little glimpse Ive had of it this afternoon quite justifies the admiration which is bestowed upon it.

Indeed! said Lady Ettinge, a little curious as to his tastes and temperament. You find it as engaging as all that?

Yes, and I think I can explain why. It is the source of what at present is best in my own country. He emphasized the words at present, as she noted. The culture of Italy, he went on, we can appreciate as that of a people entirely different from us; and the same, I think, is true of France and Germany. But here we recognize naturally, and with sympathy, the sources of our own culture and development, even those of us who are not wholly of English extraction.

You sound almost too kind to England, said Lady Ettinge. Are you of English descent?

Yes, my parents were Quakers. I was brought up in full knowledge of the simplicity of the English Quakers.

Not all Americans, I fear, are so cordial.

Mr. Cowperwood can speak with knowledge of any country, said Lord Haddonfield, drawing near, for he has spent a fortune and a great many years in assembling the art of all of them.

My collection is very modest, said Cowperwood. I look upon it merely as a beginning.

And this art collection is housed in one of the most beautiful museums I have ever visited, continued Lord Haddonfield, addressing Lady Ettinge. It is in Mr. Cowperwoods home in New York.

I had the pleasure of hearing a discussion of your collection when I was last in New York, Mr. Cowperwood, interjected Stoneledge. Is it true that you are over here to add to it? I believe I read something of the sort the other day.

Unfounded rumor, replied Cowperwood. I am not collecting anything at the moment but impressions. Im merely on my way to the Continent.

Pleased beyond words at the triumph which he appeared to be achieving, Aileen was extremely gay throughout dinner, so much so that Cowperwood, from time to time, cast a questioning glance in her direction, as he was especially eager to make a favorable impression. He knew, of course, about the financial interests of Haddofield and Ettinge, and now here was Scarr, who, he had heard, was seeking to promote an underground. Concerning Lord Ettinge, he was interested to find out what he could about his influence and connections, and in that direction he was not unsuccessful, for Lady Ettinge spoke to him frankly of her husbands political interests. He was a Tory, and in close touch with the leaders of the Tory party, and was being considered at the present time for an important Indian appointment. It all depended on certain political eventualities bound up in the Boer War, then shaking England. So far, the losses had been almost continuous. But the tendency of the present company was to minimize that unfortunate fact, and Cowperwood, for diplomatic reasons, took the same attitude.

Throughout the dinner, chatting lightly enough with the other guests, he was asking himself who, of all these, could be of use to himself as well as Berenice. Lady Bosvike invited him to her lodge in Scotland. Scarr, after the ladies left the table, was the first to draw near and ask him if he were to be long in England. If so, he would like him to visit his place in Wales. Even Ettinge had, by this time, unbent sufficiently to discuss matters American and international.

And this relation was strengthened on Monday, when there was a shooting party, and Cowperwood was seen to be not without skill. In fact, by the time the Cowperwoods prepared to leave, he had won the admiration of all of Haddonfields guests, if the same could not wholly be said of Aileen.


CHAPTER 26

CALLING at Berenices apartment on his return from Beriton Manor, Cowperwood found her preparing for an inspection trip to one of the cottages suggested by Colonel Hawkesberry as a desirable summer residence for her and her mother. It was, she said, situated on the Thames, between Maidenhead and Marlow.

And who do you think is the owner? she asked him, with a suggestion of mystery and surprise.

Not the slightest idea, unless I try to read your mind.

Then try.

Not me! Too difficult. Who is it?

None other than that English lord your Mr. Sippens wrote you about, unless there are two lords of the same name. Lord Stane.

Not really? said Cowperwood, surprised by the coincidence. Tell me about it. Have you met him?

No. But Colonel Hawkesberry is most enthusiastic about the place, says its just near enough to London. And then, too, he and his sistah ah theyah! She mimicked the absent Hawkesberry.

Such being the case, I think we might very well look at it, concluded Cowperwood, at the same time noting with admiration her attractive costume: long skirt and tight jacket of Lincoln green, the jacket trimmed with gold braid and a gold belt. A small green hat, flaunting a single red feather, was perched on the side of her head.

Id like to meet Stane, continued Cowperwood, and this may be a way to do it. But caution is the word here, Bevy. I understand he is wealthy, and very influential. If we could interest him on our own terms... He paused.

Just what Ive been thinking, she said. So why not come along with me now to see it? Mother is tired today and is staying home.

Her manner, as usual, was light, evasive, bantering, the way which most pleased Cowperwood, since it so wholly reflected her natural strength, resourcefulness, and optimism under any and all circumstances.

The pleasure of chaperoning this costume, apart from anything else, is enough! said Cowperwood.

Of course, continued Berenice, Ive explained to everyone that it is only with the consent of my guardian that I can make any decisions. Are you prepared to assume your duties? she queried, with the sauciest of glances.

He walked over to her and took her in his arms.

Its all new to me, of course, but Ill try.

Well, anyway, said Berenice, Im making it easy for you. Ive consulted a renting agent, and he will meet us at Windsor. After that I thought we might find a nice little old inn for tea.

Righto! as we say over here. But first, a word with your mother. And he hurried into Mrs. Carters room.

Well, Hattie, he greeted her. Hows everything? How are you making out in dear old England?

In contrast with Berenices gaiety, her mother looked not only depressed but a little worn. It had all been so swift, this brilliant and colorful descent from her fools paradise of social security to this wealth of adventure, which, however lavish its accouterments, was nevertheless frightening because of lurking danger ahead. This perplexing business of living! True, she had bred a gifted and self-sufficient daughter, but one as headstrong and lawless as herself. And one whose fate, for that reason, could not accurately be predicted. And although Cowperwood had always been and was now content to fortify them with the enormous resources of his mind and his wealth, yet she was fearful. The fact that he had brought them to England at a time when he was so openly courting public favor, and with Aileen in the immediate foreground, puzzled her. According to Berenice, this course was necessary, even if not entirely acceptable.

But this explanation did not entirely convince her. She had lived and lost, and the ghost that was tracking her was the fear that Berenice would also lose. For there was Aileen, and the fickleness of Cowperwood, and the relentless world, sparing no one, forgiving no one. It was something of all this that was in her mood, her eyes, and her relaxed figure. Unknown to Berenice, she had returned to drinking, and, but a moment or two before Cowperwood entered, had drained a large glass of brandy in order to brace herself for this certain encounter.

In answer to his greeting, she said: Oh, I like England very much. Bevy is fascinated by everything here. I suppose youre going out to look at those cottages. Its just a question of the number of people you expect to entertain, or, rather, whom not to entertain, with you two together.

I think youre speaking for Bevy, not me. She seems to be the magnet. But you look a little down, Hattie. Whats the matter? He eyed her questioningly, but not unsympathetically. Come, come, dont let these first days get on your nerves! I know its all a little difficult. Youve had a trying trip, and youre tired. He crossed over to her and laid a friendly hand on her shoulder, but in doing so caught the odor of brandy. Listen, Hattie, he said, you and I have known each other for a long time. You know that although Ive always been infatuated with Bevy, I never indulged in so much as a single gesture that could compromise her in any way, before she came to me in Chicago. Is that true, or isnt it?

Yes, Frank, its true.

You know, my one desire, since I felt I could not have her, was to place her socially, get her married and off your hands before anything could go wrong.

Yes, I know.

Of course, what happened in Chicago is to be charged to me, but even that not entirely, for she came to me at a time when I was very much in need of her. Otherwise, I think I might have resisted her even then. Anyway, were all in this boat together now, to sink or swim. You look on this adventure over here as hopeless. I can see that. I dont. Remember, Bevy is a very brilliant and resourceful girl. And this is England, not the United States. People over here make way for intelligence and beauty in a way that has never yet been dreamed of at home. If you will only brace up and play your part, everything will be all right.

Once more he patted her shoulder, looking down into her eyes to note the effect of his words.

You know Ill do my best, Frank, she said.

Well, theres one thing you must not do, Hattie, and thats to take up drinking. You know your weakness. And if Bevy finds it out, it might discourage her and undo everything we are trying to do.

Oh, Ill do anything, Frank, anything, if only I can make up to her for other things I have done!

Thats the attitude! And he smiled an encouraging smile, and left her to join Berenice.


CHAPTER 27

IN THE railway carriage Cowperwood discussed with Berenice the fears of her mother. She assured him that they meant nothing, it was merely the sudden change. With a little success here, she would feel better.

If trouble comes from anywhere, its likely to come from visiting Americans, not the English people, she added, thoughtfully, as they passed one charming scene after another, almost unnoted by them for the moment. And I certainly do not intend to accept introductions to Americans, or invitations from them here in London, or entertain them either, if I can avoid it.

Youre right as to that, Bevy. Its the wisest thing to do.

They are the people who terrify Mother. You know, Americans somehow havent the manners or courtesy or tolerance of these people over here. I feel at home here.

Its their older culture and diplomacy that you like, said Cowperwood. They are less outspoken, slower to jump at conclusions. We Americans have taken an undeveloped continent, and are developing it, or trying to, in a very few years, whereas these people have been working on this little island for a thousand years.

At Windsor they were met by Mr. Warburton, the renting agent, who had much to say about the property he was going to show. It was really one of the most charming places on the river. Lord Stane had occupied it for years until a few summers ago.

Since his fathers death, the agent explained, confidentially, he has gone mostly to Tregasal, where his main property lies. Last year he let this place to the actress, Miss Constance Hathaway, but this year she is going to Brittany, and it was only a month or two ago that Lord Stane told me I might let it if I found a suitable tenant.

Has he much of an estate in Tregasal? asked Cowperwood. One of the largest, sir, answered the agent. About five thousand acres. A really beautiful place, although he seldom uses it.

At that moment a troublesome thought entered Cowperwoods mind. Insisting to himself that he would never again allow himself to be aroused by jealousy, still the truth was that since Berenice had come into his life, he was beginning to feel the pangs. She was so much of all that he desired. Might she not, under such circumstances as these, prefer a younger, if equally brilliant and resourceful, man? Could he expect to hold her if she were to meet and come to know such a personality as Stane? The thought injected into his relationship with Berenice a tinge of something which previously had not been there.

Pryors Cove proved to be a dream of architecture and landscape gardening. It was over a hundred years old, though most modernly equipped, and trailed along for nearly a hundred feet in a straight line. Under great trees rather grandly overtopping its eighteen feet of height, it was surrounded by a veritable tangle of paths, hedges, flower gardens, and kitchen gardens. At the rear, to the south of the house where it faced the river, was a double ell of picturesque Leicestershire stables, with quaint fences, gates, rockeries, and birdhouses, and, as Mr. Warburton pointed out, there were riding and driving horses for the use of the tenant, black Minorca chickens, sheep dogs, and a flock of sheep, all looked after by a gardener, a hostler, and a farmer, the tenant acquiring their labor along with the house.

Cowperwood, like Berenice, was charmed by the bucolic atmosphere: the glasslike smoothness of the Thames, which crept slowly and silently toward London; the wide expanse of lawn which led down to the river; and the brightly awninged houseboat, with its fluttering curtains and wicker chairs and tables, moored to a landing. He mused over a sundial which stood in the center of a path leading down to the houseboat. How time was passing! He was really an elderly man. And Berenice was about to meet this younger man, who might interest her. On coming to him in Chicago a few months before, Berenice had said she was her own mistress, and came to him only because she desired to do so. And when she no longer desired him, she would leave him. Of course, he need not take this place, and he need not deal with Stane financially. There were other men and other ways. Abington Scarr and Lord Ettinge were possibilities. Why entertain the fear of defeat? He had lived a full life and would continue to do so whatever happened.

He noted Berenice exultingly admiring the beauties of this place. Unconscious of his thoughts, she was already wondering to herself about Lord Stane. He could not be very old, as she had heard that he had only recently come into these great properties of his fathers. However, she was chiefly arrested by the social character of the neighborhood, as described by Mr. Warburton. For in the immediate vicinity dwelt Mr. Arthur Garfield Wriothesley Gole, of the Queens bench; Sir Heberman Kipes, of the Consolidated British Tiles & Patterns Company; the Honorable Runciman Maynes, of the Secretariat for the Colonies; together with various other Sir Bigwigs and Sir Littlewigs and hostesses of title and achievement. Cowperwood was likewise interested by all this, and wondered what Berenice and her mother were likely to make of it. During the spring and summer here, she now pointed out, there would be house parties, garden parties, and country reunions of London city groups in politics, government, the arts, and society, so that with proper introductions ones days and nights might be filled.

In fact, commented Cowperwood at this point, altogether an atmosphere in which one could rise or sink, and that most swiftly and fatefully either way.

Quite! said Berenice. But one in which I should try to rise.

He was once more captivated by her optimism and courage.

And then the agent, who had gone over to examine the hedges, returned, and Cowperwood now addressed him.

I have just advised Miss Fleming, he said, without a previous word to Berenice, that she and her mother have my permission to lease this place, if they choose. You may send the necessary papers to my solicitor. A mere formality, but a part of my legal duty as Miss Flemings guardian, you know.

Certainly, I understand, Mr. Cowperwood, said the agent. But it will be a few days before the papers are ready, possibly not before next Monday or Tuesday, as Lord Stanes agent, Mr. Bailey, will not be back before then.

Cowperwood was somewhat gratified to learn that Stane did not trouble with his own renting details. That would keep his name out of it for the present, anyway. As for the future, he could not help wondering a little....


CHAPTER 28

COWPERWOODS TOUR of the undergrounds, with Sippens as his guide, having confirmed his opinion as to the importance of securing the Charing Cross franchise as his initial move, he was looking forward with interest to the interview with Greaves and Henshaw in his office this morning. It was Greaves who took the lead in the opening conversation.

We want to know, Mr. Cowperwood, he began, if you are willing to take a 51 per cent interest in the Charing Cross line, provided we undertake to raise proportionately the amount necessary to build the line.

Proportionately? queried Cowperwood. It depends on what you mean by that. If the line should cost £1,000,000, do you guarantee to furnish approximately £450,000?

Well, said Greaves, somewhat hesitantly, not directly out of our own pockets. We have some connections which might join us in furnishing it.

You didnt appear to have any such connections when I saw you in New York, said Cowperwood, and since then I have decided that £30,000 for a 51-per-cent interest in a company which has only a franchise and some debts, is my limit. There are too many companies with rights, and nothing else, going begging here, as it is. I have had time to find that out. If you are coming to me with a positive guarantee of the £450,000 which the building of 49 per cent of this line is likely to cost, I might be interested. But since you are merely waiting to have me agree to take 51 per cent so that on the strength of that you may be able to raise your 49 per cent, I cant see it. You have really only your rights to offer. Under the circumstances, I must ask for a full control or nothing. For it is only with full control that I will be able to raise the very large amount of money it is going to take to do this. And no one should know that better than you two gentlemen. Therefore, unless you can see your way clear to take my final offer  which is £30,000 for your option, together with a continuance of your contract to build  I cannot give the matter any further thought.

Whereupon he took out his watch, a gesture which confirmed a suspicion in the minds of both Greaves and Henshaw that unless they decided here and now, this was the end. They looked at each other questioningly, and then Henshaw spoke:

Assuming that we sell you this complete control, Mr. Cowperwood, what guarantee have we that you would immediately proceed with the building of this line? For if we do not get the construction work out of it within a reasonable time, I cannot see that we are getting anything.

I feel the same way as my partner does, said Greaves.

As to that, said Cowperwood, you need have no fear. I would be perfectly willing to write into any contract we may draw that unless the money for the construction of the first division line is furnished within six months after signing, the agreement is not only canceled, but I agree to pay you £10,000 by way of damages. Is that satisfactory?

The two contractors stared at each other again. They had heard that Cowperwood was shrewd and cold where money was concerned, but they also had heard that he held to his signed contracts.

Well and good! That sounds reasonable enough. But what about the other divisions? This from Greaves.

Cowperwood laughed. Well, gentlemen, I am just disposing of two-thirds of the entire street railway system of Chicago. In the last twenty years in that city I have built thirty-five miles of elevated roads, forty-six miles of electric slot traction lines, and I have built and am now profitably operating seventy-five miles of suburban trolley lines, in all of which I am the majority owner. In connection with these, no investor has ever lost a dime. They have paid, and are paying to this day, more than 6 per cent, and they still belong to me. It is not because they are not profitable that I am disposing of them  and at a profit  but because of political and social jealousies which are irritating to me.

And, furthermore, it isnt because I need the money that I am bothering with this London situation. You mustnt forget that it was you who came to me, not I to you. But never mind that. I am not boasting, and dont wish to. As to these additional sections, the time and the money for each one can be written into the contract, only, as you must know from experience, all must be subject to the natural delays and contingencies which are always likely to affect such things. The principal point is that I am willing now to put up the cash for your option and to do all of the things subsequently that the contract requires.

What do you say? asked Greaves, turning to Henshaw. I am satisfied that we will do as well with Mr. Cowperwood as with anyone.

Very well, said Henshaw, Im ready.

How do you propose to go about the matter of this transfer? asked Cowperwood. As I understand it, you must take up your option with the Traffic Electrical Company before you can transfer it to me.

Thats true, replied Henshaw, who had already been speculating as to this. If now they were first to deal directly with the Traffic Electrical Company and subsequently with Cowperwood, it would mean that they not only would have to secure from somewhere the £30,000 with which to take up their option, but, in addition, temporarily, at least, would have to borrow £60,000 to effect the transfer of the consols which the Traffic Electrical Company had deposited with the government for performance of their obligation.

Since a total of £90,000 was not an easy sum to raise, Henshaw bethought himself as to how much better it would be to go to Johnson and the office of the Traffic Electrical Company and explain what was under way. He would then ask the directors to meet with Cowperwood, Greaves, and himself, in order that the entire transaction could be met and disposed of with Cowperwoods money. And this idea so pleased him that he now said:

I think it would be best if we made one transaction of the whole thing, and he explained how, if not why. But Cowperwood understood why, well enough.

Very well, he said. If you will arrange with the directors, I am ready. We can complete everything in a few minutes. You can tender your option for my check for £30,000, together with the £60,000 national deposit, or a voucher for it, and I will hand you my check, or checks, for both. All we have to do now, I take it, is to draw up a temporary agreement as to the details of this, and you can sign it.

And he rang for his secretary and dictated the substance of the understanding.

Now, gentlemen, he said, when it was signed, I want to feel that we are no longer bargainers, but associates in an important enterprise that should lead to agreeable results for all of us. I pledge you my word that in return for your wholehearted co-operation from now on, you will have mine. And he gave a most cordial handclasp to both.

Well, observed Greaves, I must say, this has been done very quickly.

Cowperwood smiled.

I suppose that is what you would call, in your country, fast work, added Henshaw.

Nothing more than the exercise of good sense on the part of everybody concerned, said Cowperwood. If thats American, fine! If its English, just as fine! But dont forget that it took one American and two Englishmen to do it!

As soon as they had left, Cowperwood sent for Sippens.

I dont know if I can make you believe it or not, De Sota, he said, when Sippens arrived, but I have just bought that Charing Cross line for you.

You did! exclaimed Sippens. Well, thats great! Already he saw himself as the organizing general manager of this new line.

And actually at this time Cowperwood was thinking of using him in that way; long enough, at least, to get things started, only not so much longer, since he looked on Sippens as perhaps too irritatingly American to be able to deal successfully with men of the world of high finance in London.

Take a look at that! he went on, picking up a sheet of paper from his desk, the tentative but nonetheless binding understanding between Greaves and Henshaw and himself.

Sippens selected from a box that Cowperwood held out to him a long gold-foil wrapped cigar, and started to read.

Great! he snapped, as he concluded his reading, cigar held out at arms length. And if that wont make a sensation when they read it in Chicago and New York, and here, too! Jehoshaphat! Itll go all over the world, once you allow it to be announced here.

But thats one of the things I want to talk to you about, De Sota. An announcement of this kind, and so soon after my coming here... well, Im a little afraid of the effect of it... not back home... I dont mind their being surprised or shocked... but the effect on the prices of underground rights over here bothers me. They may go up, and most likely will, if this gets out. He paused. And particularly when they read of how much money is going to pass over the table at one sitting, and for one little line: relatively £100,000... for, of course, I have to build that line or lose about £70,000.

Right, Chief, agreed Sippens.

Theres a lot of nonsense to all this, you know, continued Cowperwood, ruminatively. Here we are, you and I, both of us getting along in years, and now running around on this new job, which, whether we do it or not, cant mean so much to either of us. For were not going to be here so much longer, De Sota, and neither of us needs the money.

Just the same, youre wanting to build it, Chief!

I know, said Cowperwood, and yet neither of us can do much more than eat a little, drink a little, play about a little while longer, thats all. What astonishes me is that we can get so excited over it. Arent you a little astonished at yourself?

Well, Chief, Im not going to pretend to speak for you, because youre a great man, and anything you do or dont do is important. As for me, I look on it all as some sort of a game that Im here to play. I used to feel that everything was more important than I feel it is now. Maybe I was right then, for if I hadnt gotten busy and done a lot for myself, life would have slipped by me and I wouldnt have been able to do a lot of things I have done. And I guess thats the answer: to be doing something all the time. Theres a game on, and whether we like it or not, we have to play our parts.

Well, said Cowperwood, youll have plenty to play with pretty soon, if this line is to be built on time.

And he gave his small and vigorous friend a hearty smack on the back.

To Berenice, his annnouncement of this Charing Cross control was an occasion for celebration. For was it not she who had originally suggested this London adventure? And now here she was at last, finding herself a part of a great world of affairs such as in the past she had only dimly envisioned. Sensing Cowperwoods exultant mood, she brought out a bottle of wine with which they might toast the occasion, and each other.

At one point in their conversation, she could not resist asking, rather impishly: Have you, by any chance, met your, our, Lord Stane?

Our? He laughed. Dont you really mean your Lord Stane?

Mine and yours, countered Berenice. For he can help us both, can he not?

What a creature! thought Cowperwood. The daring and bravado of this chit of a girl!

To be sure, he said, resignedly. No, I havent met him, but I admit he is important. In fact, I am hoping he may mean a great deal. However, Stane or no Stane, I shall go ahead with this project.

And Stane or no Stane, you will achieve just what you want, said Berenice. You know that, and so do I. You dont need anyone, not even me, and she came over and took his hand in hers.


CHAPTER 29

PLEASED with the thought of the probable effect of this purchase on his further activities in London, Cowperwood decided to pay a propitiatory call upon Aileen. He had not heard from Tollifer and was seriously wondering what further steps he could take in that direction without committing himself.

Approaching Aileens suite, which adjoined his own, he heard her laugh, and, entering, found her standing before a long mirror, surrounded by a group of saleswomen and fitters from one of the London shops. She was surveying her reflection while her maid adjusted the gown. The room was littered with paper, boxes, tags, and dresses, and he noted that the gown she wore was quite magnificent and in better taste than was customary with her. Two fitters, pins in their mouths, were on their knees making rapid adjustments, while a most attractive and smartly dressed woman was giving them instructions.

Well, well, remarked Cowperwood as he entered, this makes me feel a little superfluous, although I wouldnt mind playing audience if theres no objection.

Come in, Frank! called Aileen. Im just trying on an evening gown. We wont be much longer. This is my husband, she added, addressing the assembled group, who bowed respectfully.

Well, I must say that pale gray is most becoming, said Cowperwood. It emphasizes your hair. Few women could wear it as well as you do, my dear. But what I really stopped in for was to say that it looks as though we would be in London for some time.

Really? asked Aileen, turning her head slightly to look at him.

Ive just completed some of that business I was telling you about. Its all settled except for some minor details. I thought youd like to know.

Oh, Frank, isnt that wonderful! She was delighted.

Well, I wont take up any more of your time. I have so many things to do.

By the way, said Aileen, who sensed his desire to escape and wished to put him at ease in regard to herself. Mr. Tollifer just phoned. Hes back, and is coming to dinner. I explained to him that your business might prevent you from dining with us. Im sure hell understand.

Its a little difficult, said Cowperwood, but Ill do my best to get there  which remark Aileen took for exactly what it was worth: nothing at all.

All right, Frank, she said, as he waved good-by and left the room.

She knew that she would not see him again before the morrow, if then, but one thing caused her to feel this routine indifference of his less keenly. In his telephone conversation with her, Tollifer had apologized for his seeming neglect and had inquired anxiously if she were not coming to France. Aileen was puzzled as to the basis of her attraction for so cavalier a personality. For what reason, exactly, was he so much interested in her? Money, no doubt. Yet how attractive he was! Regardless of motive, his attention was most gratifying.

Yet the main reason why Tollifer wished Aileen to come to France  though it happened to coincide with Cowperwoods desire to have her out of London  was the fact that he, himself, was one of the most hopeless victims of the charms of Paris. At that time, before the automobile had come into general use, Paris, even more than at a later time, was the holiday center for wealthy Americans, English, Brazilians, Russians, Greeks, and Italians  people from every country in the world  who came to enjoy themselves, and who made possible the brilliant shops, the charming flower stands, the numerous cafés with their summery outdoor chairs and tables, the gaudy cabarets, the glittering parade in the Bois, the races at Auteil, the gambling, the opera, the theaters, and the underworld.

The international hotel, in the form of the Ritz, had arrived. Also the restaurants of the gourmet: the Café de la Paix, Voisins, Marguerys, Girouxs, and a half-dozen others. And for the poet or artist or romancer without a dime, there was the Quartier Latin. Rains, snows, spring days, autumn days, brilliant sunshine, or gray skies were alike in achieving effects dear to every responsive and creative temperament. Paris sang. And with it sang youth, reminiscent age, ambition, wealth, even defeat and despair.

It must not be forgotten that, for the first time in his life, Mr. Tollifer was in funds, and with a glittering playboy program before him. It was so delightful to be able to dress well, have the proper address  which for the moment was the Ritz  to hurry to the smartest places, glancing over the lobbies, pausing at the bars, greeting friends and acquaintances.

And in the Bois one Sunday afternoon Tollifer had run into a former flame of his: the onetime Marigold Shoemaker, of Philadelphia, now Mrs. Sidney Brainerd, of the Bar Harbor and Long Island Brainerds. At one time she had been infatuated with him, but because of his poverty had cast him aside for Brainerd, whose money seemed to be inexhaustible. She had a yacht lying off Nice.

The sight of Tollifer, dressed immaculately and with the mood of adventure dominating him, was sufficient to recall her exciting and romantic debutante days. She hailed him cordially, introduced him to her escort, and gave him her Paris address. Through her, as through others, he saw visions of the opening of at least some of the doors which for so long had been closed against him.

There was, however, this business of Aileen. And that was something else again. It was going to require the utmost skill to entertain her while promoting his own interests. He must look about for lesser fry who might be made to appear part and parcel of a better stratum. At once he consulted the various hotel registers for names of actresses, musicians, singers, dancers, whom he knew. Offering assurances of entertainment, he was met with acceptances, and, being thus certain of some immediate diversion for Aileen if she came to Paris, he wound up his labors with a personal canvass of the leading dressmakers, as he considered her present manner of dress far from satisfactory, and believed that with diplomatic advice this could be remedied and at the same time lighten his burden in the matter of presenting her to his friends.

One of his most promising Paris contacts came about when a Chicago acquaintance of his introduced him to an Argentinian named Victor Leon Sabinal. This young man, of distinguished lineage and wealth in his own country, had arrived in Paris some years before, with money, letters, and connections that had given him immediate entry into the varied social circles of that cosmopolitan city. Nevertheless, owing to a temperament that pushed him in the direction of extravagance and dissipation, he had exhausted the patience of his South American parents, who suddenly refused to furnish more money for his escapades. And hence, as in the case of Tollifer, he had been reduced to borrowings and tricks that finally closed the doors of his earlier and more conservative friends.

But it was not forgotten by any of them that his parents were exceedingly wealthy and entirely likely at some future time to change their minds in regard to the punishment of their son. In other words, he might still come into a fortune, and if so, his friends might not be forgotten. This retained for him a circle of lighthearted and variously gifted satellites: artists, soldiers, roués of all nationalities, attractive men and women of the fortune-hunting and pleasure-seeking class. In fact, at this very time, by arrangement with the police and politicians of France, he was being permitted to conduct an establishment, attractive, diverting, and convenient, for his many friends, who were actually patrons as well as intimates.

Sabinal was tall, slender, dark, almost sinister in his general bearing, partly due to his long, narrow, sallow face and arrestingly high forehead. One of his dark lustrous eyes appeared to be exceedingly round and open, as though it were made of glass, while the other was smaller and narrow, partially concealed by a drooping eyelid. He had a thin upper lip and a curiously protruding, and yet attractive, lower one. His teeth were even, strong, and gleaming white. His long, thin hands and feet were like his long, thin body: sinuous and taut. But the ensemble was one of cunning, grace, and not too disarming fascination. Altogether he seemed to suggest that anyone crossing his path must be prepared to look out for himself.

His place in the Rue Pigalle was never closed. One came to tea and as likely as not remained for breakfast. A part of the extensive-third floor, reached by a small elevator, was set off for gambling. A chamber on the second floor contained a small bar, with a most efficient barkeeper from Sabinals native land, who, at times, as the necessities compelled, had two, or even three, assistants. The ground floor, in addition to a cloak room, a lounging room, and a kitchen, had a gallery of fine paintings and an interesting library. There was also a well-stocked wine cellar. The chef, who provided luncheons, teas, formal and informal dinners, and even breakfasts  and for no apparent consideration other than minor tips  was another Argentinian.

On meeting Sabinal, Tollifer at once realized that he was in the presence of a personality of his own persuasion, but of far greater powers, and he gladly accepted an invitation to visit his place. There he encountered an assortment of personalities who interested him very much: bankers and legislators of France, Russian grand dukes, South American millionaires, Greek gamblers, and many others. He sensed immediately that here he could contrive for Aileen such contacts as would not fail to impress her with the thought that she was meeting people of worldly importance.

It was this knowledge that made him so gay on his arrival in London. After telephoning to Aileen, he spent the greater part of the day in Bond Street, properly outfitting himself for the summer on the Continent, after which he made his way to Aileens hotel.

He decided that he would make no pretense of affection at this time. His was to play the role of uncalculating friend, one who liked her for herself and wished to proffer her, without reward, such social opportunities as she could not otherwise achieve.

Following the usual preliminaries of greeting, she began at once with an account of her visit to the estate of Lord Haddonfield.

Haddonfield... oh, yes. I remember him, said Tollifer. He was in the United States some years ago. I believe it was either at Newport or Southampton that I ran into him. Quite a gay fellow. Likes clever people.

The truth was that Tollifer had never met Haddonfield, but knew something of him from hearsay. And immediately he launched into an account of his stay in Paris, and added that here in London he had this day lunched with a certain Lady Lessing, of whose social doings Aileen had read that morning in the newspaper.

Delighted by all of this, Tollifers interest in her still seemed unaccountable to Aileen. Plainly, it could not be that he expected any social advantage from her. It must be something he might hope to get from Frank. She was puzzled, but also certain that little enough would come from Cowperwood as a reward for dancing attendance upon her. He was not like that. In consequence, and in spite of her natural suspicions, she was compelled, even though she hesitated, to entertain the thought that Tollifer was really attracted to her as a person.

They dined together at Princes that evening, and he entertained her with an intriguing account of the gaieties that might be hers for the asking. He raved about Paris.

Why cant you  as long as your husband is so busy  run over? he suggested. There are so many interesting things to do, to see, to buy. Ive never seen Paris more gay.

I would like very much to go, confessed Aileen, because I really have some shopping to do. But I dont know whether my husband will be able to go with me or not.

Tollifer was a little amused at this last remark, but not cruelly so.

I should think any busy husband might spare his wife a fortnight for shopping in Paris, he said.

Aileen, now eager to test the resources of this new-found friend, exclaimed: Ill tell you what Ill do! Ill ask Frank tomorrow, and let you know.

Dinner was followed by a visit to an informal and regular Tuesday evening at the flat of Cecilia Grant, an actress playing in a popular revue, and, incidentally, the mistress of Count Etienne le Bar, a Frenchman of great personal charm and popularity in London. Tollifer knew that a knock at Cecilias door would produce a welcome for Aileen and himself. And the group they encountered there  including a bizarre countess, the wife of one of the peers of England  seemed to Aileen indubitably important and convinced her that whatever Tollifers motives, his connections were far more important than hers, or even Cowperwoods. And at once, although she did not then say so, she decided to go to Paris.


CHAPTER 30

NATURALLY, Greaves and Henshaw lost no time in acquainting Johnson with the details of their negotiations with Cowperwood, for Johnson and Stane, and most of the men connected with the Traffic Electrical Company, were also interested in other London underground lines, and their favor was valuable to Greaves and Henshaw as engineers. They were satisfied that technically as well as ethically they were well within their rights, since, in the first instance, the option was theirs to do with as they chose, and, next, they had not actually agreed to Johnsons direct request that they give him so many days in which to present a repurchase proposition, but had said they would think it over and let him know. They did not know of Jarkins visit to Johnson, who was now a bit curious as to what was bringing them to see him.

For the first few minutes of their narrative, he was inclined to feel that the best part of the possibilities indicated by a proposed meeting with Cowperwood had evaporated. But gradually he was brought to think more favorably of the plan of contact which they suggested. In short, the fact that at one meeting this American was not only ready to pay over £30,000 and assume the interest on £60,000 in consols, but also to agree to deposit £10,000, no portion of which would ever be returned to him unless he began building within a year, was enough to fascinate him. Probably this matter of the Charing Cross was only a detail, and it was true, as Jarkins had insisted, that Cowperwood was interested mainly in the larger phases of underground unification. If so, why not some general scheme which would include himself and Stane before others were taken in? Plainly, it was still important that he and Stane meet Cowperwood. Well, that could probably be arranged at the meeting in Cowperwoods office which he would attend in connection with the final negotiations concerning the transfer of the Charing Cross line.

Eleven-thirty of the day of the meeting found Cowperwood and Sippens together in Cowperwoods office, Sippens pacing up and down, making such remarks as he could induce his Chief to give ear to. But Cowperwood himself was curiously thoughtful. He had acted so swiftly, he now reflected, more so than was usual with him. And this was an alien land, its ways and moods almost entirely unfamiliar to him. True, it did not follow that because he was buying the rights, he could not sell again. On the other hand, reason as he would, a kind of fatality appeared to be running through the whole affair. For if now, after buying this option, he allowed it to lapse, it would look like a tentative adventure on his part for which he had neither the courage nor the means.

But now Jarkins and Kloorfain arrived, fully conscious of their part in this, and having been assured by Cowperwood that his own obligation to them would not be overlooked. And immediately following them came Mr. Denton, Sippens secretary, and Mr. Ostade, one of Sippens investigating committee. Later came Mr. Kitteredge, Sippens successor to the presidency of Cowperwoods Chicago Union Traction lines, who was there in order to discuss with Cowperwood some of his Chicago affairs. Lastly, there was Oliver Bristol, a youthful but exceedingly alert member of Cowperwoods legal department, who had been sent over to inform himself as to current English procedure. He was now ready for his first task. Cowperwoods principal use for his own people, however, at this time  apart from witnessing the transaction  was to have them serve as color and background for himself, in order to impress these English gentlemen.

At last, and promptly at twelve oclock, came Messrs. Greaves and Henshaw, accompanied by Johnson, Rider, Calthorpe, and Delafield, of the Traffic Electrical Company; Mr. Calthorpe being its chairman, Mr. Rider its vice-chairman, and Mr. Johnson its solicitor. And all were not a little impressed as, coming at last into the presence of the great man himself, they found him, sitting behind his desk, attended right and left by his lawyer and all of his assistants.

Cowperwood rose and greeted both Greaves and Henshaw very cordially, and they, in turn, with the assistance of Jarkins and Sippens, introduced the members of each group. But it was Johnson who held the attention of both Cowperwood and Sippens, Cowperwood because of his connections and Sippens because on sight he sensed a rival. The authoritativeness of the man, the almost august manner in which he cleared his throat and looked around inquiringly, as if he were a scientist examining insects, infuriated Sippens. And it was Johnson who opened the discussion.

Well, Mr. Cowperwood and gentlemen, he began, I believe we all fully understand the nature of what is to take place here. Therefore, the sooner we begin, the sooner we will be through.

(You dont say! commented Sippens to himself.)

Yes, I believe thats a good idea, said Cowperwood. And pushing a button, he ordered Jamieson to bring in his official checkbook as well as the temporary agreements.

Johnson now took from a square leather bag  which was carried by an office boy who walked at his heels  the several books of the Traffic Electrical Company, its official seal, together with the act, and placed all upon Cowperwoods desk. And Cowperwood, flanked by Bristol and Kitteredge, proceeded to examine them.

After checking over various commitments, decisions, expenditures, Greaves produced their option to buy, and the company, through its officers, attested to its validity. Mr. Delafield, as secretary and treasurer of Traffic Electrical Company, produced a copy of the act establishing their right to construct the line. Whereupon, a Mr. Blandish, of the London and County Bank, arrived with a certificate of deposit in favor of Frank Algernon Cowperwood for £60,000 in British consols then and there in that bank. These the bank would surrender to him in exchange for his check for that amount.

Cowperwood then signed and handed to Messrs. Greaves and Henshaw his check for £30,000, which by then was endorsed to Traffic Electrical Company. The company, through its officers, endorsed to Greaves and Henshaw their charter, and they duly reendorsed it to Cowperwood. Whereupon he wrote his check for £60,000, and for that took over from the London and County Bank its legal acknowledgement of his ownership of the consols. After this, he handed Greaves a duly attested and guaranteed one-years non-negotiable agreement. The meeting then closed, with an atmosphere of enthusiasm which was hardly to be explained by the business of the moment.

The explanation of this was the personality of Cowperwood and its effect on all those present. Calthorpe, the chairman of Traffic Electrical, for instance, a blond and stocky man of fifty, had come stuffed with prejudice against any American attempting to manage a London railway property. Nevertheless, it was plainly evident that he was impressed by Cowperwoods dynamic alertness. Rider studied Cowperwoods clothes, taking note of his beautifully set jade cuff links, his dark tan shoes, and his well-tailored sand-colored suit. Obviously, America was producing a new and distinct type. Here was a man who could, if he wished, become a great force in Londons affairs.

Johnson thought Cowperwood had handled the situation with shrewdness and even an agreeable cunning. The man was ruthless, but in a way which the jumbled interests and oppositions of life required. He was about to leave when Cowperwood came over to him.

From what I hear, Mr. Johnson, you are personally interested in this underground situation, he said, smiling a cordial smile.

Yes, to some extent, replied Johnson, civilly, and yet with caution.

My lawyers have informed me, continued Cowperwood, that you are more or less of an expert in the traction franchise field here. You see, I have been trained on the other side, and this is all new ground to me. If you have no objection, I would like to talk with you further. Perhaps we could have lunch or dinner together, either at my hotel or some place where we would not be likely to be interrupted.

They agreed upon Browns Hotel for Tuesday evening of the following week.

Alone with Sippens after they had all left, Cowperwood turned to him and said:

Well, there you are, De Sota! Weve just bought a lot more trouble. What do you think of these Englishmen, anyway?

Oh, theyre all well enough when theyre dealing with each other, said Sippens, still irritated by Johnsons manner, but youll never see the day when you wont have to look out for them, Chief. Your surest support will be the men you yourself have trained.

I guess youre right, De Sota, said Cowperwood, sensing what was in Sippens mind. But Im not sure that I wont have to include some of these fellows over here, to make everything smooth and right. They cant be expected to stand for too many of us all at once. You know that.

True enough, Chief, but you want enough Americans to keep them from catching you napping!

But there was revolving in Cowperwoods mind the thought that what perhaps was needed was a loyal and enthusiastic English group, men like this Johnson and Greaves and Henshaw, and even that quiet fellow, Rider, who had studied him so carefully but said nothing. In this rapid series of developments, some of these longtime American connections might lose value. He knew only too well that out of sentiment came nothing that was sufficient in any crisis to warrant its preservation. If life had taught him anything, it had taught him that. And he was not one to turn from his most relentlessly cruel and yet constructive teacher.


CHAPTER 31

ALTHOUGH it had been agreed that no information of any kind in connection with the transfer of the Charing Cross line was at present to be furnished to the press, the news somehow leaked out, possibly due to gossip emanating from Rider, Calthorpe, and Delafield. Having been shareholders as well as officers of Traffic Electrical Company before its property was thus transferred, they feared for their future and were inclined to discuss the matter. So that it was not long before financial as well as news reporters appeared, asking Cowperwood for confirmation of the fact.

Cowperwood informed them frankly that such a transfer was now in process, and that, in due time, a certificate of registration would be filed. Also, that originally he had not come to London to buy anything, seeing that his American interests still required so much of his time, but that certain representatives of London underground ventures had called upon him to urge his managerial as well as financial consideration of routes in which they were interested. The purchase of the Charing Cross had been the result of these overtures, and there were other ventures to which he had promised to give his attention. Whether this would result in a unified system which he would care to build depended on what his coming investigations would reveal.

In Chicago, the editorial comments following this announcement were little more than snarls of rage. That such a ruthless trickster, so recently ejected from that city, should proceed to London, and there, by reason of his wealth, cunning, and general effrontery, be able to cajole the powers of that great city into looking to him for the possible solution of their transit needs, was too much! Plainly, the British had not troubled to inquire into his highly sinister record. But once that was uncovered, as it presently would be, he would be as unwelcome there as he was to this hour and for years past had been in Chicago! There were equally unfavorable comments in the newspapers of a number of other American cities, the editors and publishers of which had taken their mood from that of Chicago.

On the other hand, in the London press, and not strange to relate  since its social, financial, and political opinions were highly realistic and never likely to be based on popular complaint  the reaction toward Cowperwood was most favorable. The Daily Mail ventured the opinion that such ability as his might not disadvantageously be centered upon the laggard London underground field, which for years had toddled far behind public necessity. The Chronicle deplored the inactivity of English capital and expressed the pious hope that if an American, in so distant a place as Chicago, could discern what London needed, perhaps the traction leaders of London would now awaken and go forward themselves. There were similar comments in the Times, Express, and other journals.

These comments were, from a financial point of view, as Cowperwood saw it, unfortunate. They were likely to concentrate not only English but American financial ambition on his own purpose and awaken obstructive activity, and in this he was certainly not wrong. For no sooner were the notices of the sale of the line confirmed, and his admission as to other offers and his possible future interest in the London transit problem made public, than the chief stockholders of both the District and the Metropolitan, the two lines most impugned, were in a fury of indignation, and in so far as the future was concerned, most certain to oppose him.

Cowperwood! Cowperwood! sniffed Lord Colvay, shareholder and one of the twelve directors of the Metropolitan, as well as of the new City and South London. He was having his breakfast, with the Times to the right of him, for reasons of mental dignity principally, but at the moment was reading the Daily Mail, his favorite paper. And who the devil is this Cowperwood? One of those mushroom Americans, gadding round the world, telling people what to do! I wonder who his so-called advisers are  Scarr, maybe, with that Baker Street and Waterloo scheme of his, and Wyndham Willets, with his Deptford and Bromley route. And, of course, Greaves and Henshaw, looking for contracts. And the Traffic Electrical anxious to clear out.

Equally annoyed was Sir Hudspeth Dighton, director of the District and a shareholder in the Metropolitan. He was already seventy-five years of age, ultraconservative and not at all interested to enter upon radical railway changes, particularly when they represented large expenditures, the profit outcome of which could not definitely be foretold. He had arisen at five-thirty, and after having his tea and reading his paper, was walking among the flowers on his estate at Brentford, pondering the problem of these Americans, with their newfangled notions about everything. To be sure, the undergrounds were not doing so well as they might, and the equipment might be modernized to advantage. But why should the Times and the Mail be pointing out the fact, and particularly in connection with the arrival of an American who certainly could do no better than any of a score of Englishmen when put to it? It was no more and no less than belittling British ability, which was nonsense. England ruled, and would continue to rule, the world. It certainly needed no outside help. And from that moment on, he was prepared to argue against any foreign interference in connection with the development of London underground transit.

So, too, with Sir Wilmington Jeems, whose residence was in the region of Wimbley Park. He was also a director of the District. He was willing to admit that modernization and extension were desirable. But why an American? When the proper time came, that could be arranged by Englishmen.

And something related to the opinions of these three men constituted the majority reaction of the directors and largest shareholders of both the Metropolitan and the District, as well as those of the other underground railways of London.

But it was Colvay, the most aggressive and dynamic of the three, who was finally roused to defensive action. That same day he proceeded to consult the other directors, Stane first of all, as to what action should be taken in the matter. But by then Stane had been sufficiently impressed by Johnsons account of Cowperwood, and what he had read in the papers, to answer Colvay very cautiously. He stated that this proposal of Cowperwoods was a natural development. It was something which anyone apart from the older directors of both companies could see as necessary. Certainly, the obvious thing, now that a rival system was proposed, was to call a meeting of the directors of the Metropolitan and the District, and both groups should confer as to a proper course.

Colvay next called on Sir Wilmington Jeems, and found him in a perturbed frame of mind. Its a hundred to one, Colvay, he said, if we and the Metropolitan dont join up, this fellow is likely enough to pick off enough shareholders in both companies to do us all in. Count on me for unity against Cowperwood, as long as our individual interests are fully protected.

With this encouragement, Colvay proceeded to call up as many of the directors as he could reach. Out of twelve, he found seven who were alive to the import of what he had to say. Accordingly, special directors meetings in both companies were scheduled for the following Friday, and at these meetings a request for a joint conference between the directors of the two companies was voted for the following Thursday, when there would be consideration of this new issue.

Stane and Johnson went into conference on this sudden development. It was very interesting, and most opportune, in view of the forthcoming dinner engagement between Johnson and Cowperwood.

Depend on it! said Johnson, he knows everything about us through that fellow Jarkins, and he wants to sound us out.

Well, two pins to a steam engine, said Stane, neither the District nor the Metropolitan will do anything unless Cowperwood does something first. Just now, they are considerably stirred up, but our people are not likely to agree on any radical changes. They cannot bring themselves, even now, to unite the two loop lines, let alone electrify them and operate them as a unit. Unless Cowperwood goes ahead with his program, they will do nothing. My feeling is that we should play with him up to the point where we see just how comprehensive his plan is, and whether he is certain to go through with it. Then we can decide what it is going to mean to us. Unless it is perfectly clear that the Metropolitan-District people are willing and ready to do as well or better, I feel we should join with Cowperwood and compromise with our old friends later.

Quite sound, quite sound! interjected Johnson at this point. Im with you entirely as to that. At least, in theory. But dont forget, my position in this matter is a little different from yours. As a shareholder in both lines, I feel with you that very little is to be expected from those who are in charge of things now. But as a solicitor for both lines, I have to consider how my activities in this dual capacity are likely to turn out. As you can see for yourself, I cannot operate on both sides at once. My duty, as well as my sincere desire, is to study the matter thoroughly without taking sides, and to see if the English and American interests cannot be harmonized. As solicitor, it seems to me there could be no harm in my confessing that I have been approached by Mr. Cowperwood as to their general attitude. And as a shareholder in these companies, I should be able to decide for myself which is the best program, and, privately, at least, act accordingly. You dont see any moral objection to that, do you?



None whatever, said Stane. It seems to me a very fair and frank position for both of us to take. If they object, all right. That shouldnt bother us. And, of course, Mr. Cowperwood will take care of himself.

Well, I certainly am glad to hear you say that, commented Johnson. I was beginning to be a little troubled, but now I think it may work out. At least, there will be no harm in my having this consultation with Cowperwood. And then, if it looks satisfactory to you, perhaps we can go further. That is, the three of us, he added cautiously.

Certainly, the three of us, replied Stane. Whenever you have anything definite to report, let me know. At least, we can say one thing, he added, getting up and stretching his long legs, we have stirred up the animals a bit. Or, at any rate, Cowperwood has done it for us. And all we have to do is to sit tight and see which way they are going to jump.

Quite so, said Johnson. Ill get in touch with you immediately after I see Cowperwood on Tuesday.


CHAPTER 32

THE dinner at Browns Hotel was fateful not only for Johnson and all he represented, but for Cowperwood and all that he desired to achieve, although neither of them fully realized this at the time.

As Cowperwood soon learned, Johnson had been deeply impressed by what had just occurred in connection with the directors and investors of the underground interests, and was, for all his previous enthusiasm, seeking to tread a middle course until he should learn exactly what Cowperwood was going to propose. Nevertheless, he was satisfied that Johnson, because of the great stake of future profits in connection with the development of the London transit field, was anxious to side with him if possible. And because of his own desire for social as well as financial rehabilitation, he was determined to make this possible. He began by asking Johnson to tell him quite frankly the difficulties which would confront any foreigner who approached this situation with the end he had in view.

Relieved by this decidedly frank inquiry, Johnson outlined the situation just as frankly. In fact, he talked to Cowperwood as he had talked to Stane about his personal position, making it perfectly clear that he believed his employers to be stubborn, and even obtuse, in failing to take account of the great social and economic changes which were slowly but surely developing here. Until this hour, he admitted, there had been no common sense realization of what must be done. And the present interest was due to jealousy of a foreigner rather than to any intelligent desire to solve the problem on its merits. He was sorry to say so, but it was the truth. And however much he might agree with Cowperwood in his desire to do the wise things, if he personally, as solicitor for the Metropolitan and District lines, were suspected of furthering any outside plan of interference, and regardless of his interest as a shareholder, he would be turned on and divested of his present important connections, shorn of his power to do anything at all, which made his position very difficult.

Nevertheless, Johnson insisted, the invasion was legitimate, and, from a purely practical point of view, should be carried through. And for that reason he was anxious to help, if possible. But he must know the exact details of Cowperwoods program, in order that they might see how far they could go together.

Cowperwoods private plan was, in reality, much more subtle and ruthless than Johnson was ready at the moment to suspect. For one thing, having contemplated the prestige and advantage which this single purchase of the Charing Cross rights had brought him, and considering the various other rights which had already been sanctioned by Parliament  but quite all of which appeared to lack the money with which to proceed  he was thinking of buying as many as possible of these for himself, and without a word to anyone. And later, if he were fought too stubbornly, he would combine them and offer London a rival system  a move which he felt would bring his enemies to terms. At the same time, in connection with the Charing Cross line, which was nothing more than a continuation of the old Traffic Electrical Company, he was prepared, if necessary, to share a fair percentage of its founders shares with such English investors as could help him get control of the District line.

While Cowperwood had indicated to Berenice that it was his intention to place this London venture on a higher plane than any other, he had ever engaged in, nevertheless, experience had taught him the necessity of keeping the major profits in his own hands until such time as he was sure that he would not to be overreached in such a way as to make absolute honesty on his part ridiculous and destructive. It had been a principle with him to own and control not only at least 51 per cent of every company of which he was the head, but also at least 51 per cent of the various minor companies which he invariably organized and operated through dummies.

Thus, in regard to the electrical equipment required by the new line, he was already planning the organization of the Railway Equipment & Construction Company to take over the contract for electrifying the Charing Cross line. Other subsidiary companies would be organized to supply cars, rails, steel girders, station equipment, and the like. Naturally, the profits would be enormous. Although in Chicago, these had gone to himself alone, here in London, in order to win a battle which threatened to be difficult, he was now planning to divide a percentage of these profits with those who would be most useful to him.

For instance, it was his intention, if necessary, to acquaint Stane and Johnson with this equipment company plan, and if they were truly harmonious, to show them how, in case he, or he and they jointly, should come into possession of the Metropolitan and the District, their earliest and surest profits would come from this business of construction and equipment. Furthermore, he intended to emphasize that with the building and equipment of each additional extension of this general system, the profits from this equipment and construction company would go on and on, constituting a lever which, from experience, he knew to be immense.

Cowperwoods bearing before Johnson in this friendly conference was that of one who had nothing whatever to conceal. At the same time, he was thinking it would not be easy to outwit such a man. In fact, he was the sort of person who might be a good replacement for Sippens, if it were ever possible to arrange it. In consequence, after sounding out Johnson as to his various potentialities and finding him receptive, though reserved, he asked him whether he would be willing to act as chief counsel and fiscal agent in connection with the very necessary series of overtures which would precede the uniting of all of the lines and rights necessary for a complete London tube system. As he now assured Johnson, his purchase of the Charing Cross line was not really significant or important save as it could be used as an entering wedge for other lines.

The truth is, Mr. Johnson, he went on, in his most effective manner, some time before coming here I had this entire situation investigated. And I know as well as you do that this central loop system is the key to the entire business. I also know that you and Lord Stane are among the largest minority stockholders of the District. Now I want to know if there is not some way through you that I can effect a combination with the Metropolitan and the District as well as the other lines.

Its not going to be easy, said Johnson, solemnly. We are confronted by tradition, and England stands by her own. However, if I understand you, you are aiming to bring about a combination between yourself and these lines, particularly the loop system, with yourself in charge, of course.

Precisely, said Cowperwood, and I can make it worth your while, I assure you.

You do not need to tell me that, said Johnson. But I shall have to take some time to think about this, Mr. Cowperwood, do a little underground work of my own. And when I have thought it all out, we can go over the whole matter again.

Of course, said Cowperwood. I understand that. Besides, I want to leave London for a little while. Suppose you call me within the next ten or twelve days.

They then shook hands warmly, Johnson thrilled by a dream of activity and possession. It was a little late for him to be triumphing in this field, to which his entire life had been devoted. Yet it now seemed possible.

As for Cowperwood, he was left to meditate upon the practical financial course which he must pursue. In the last analysis, the open sesame to the solution of this problem was simple: to offer enough in pounds sterling. Dangle enough cash before the eyes of the quarreling investors, and, whatever their objections, it was more than likely that they would take the cash and let the quarrel go. Supposing he did have to pay these recalcitrant directors and investors two or three or four pounds for every pound they now controlled? The profit that would flow from his construction corporation plan and the growth of traffic itself in a great and growing city like London would actually cover not only the extraordinary price which he was now prepared to offer, but eventually would yield more in interest than these people had the wit to envision. The thing to do was to secure control, and then later unite these lines, at whatever seemingly fabulous cost. Time, and the current financial growth of the world, would take care of it all.

Of course, since he did not wish to reach down into his own hoardings for the preliminary cost of all this, he would probably have to return to the United States in the near future, and, by cannily outlining the possibilities of the situation, secure from certain banks, trust companies, and individual financiers with whose methods and cupidity he was thoroughly acquainted, subscriptions to an underlying holding company. And this in turn would take over these London properties and then later prorate these acquired holdings to the various subscribers on a basis of two or three dollars for every dollar invested.

But the thing to do now was to refresh himself by a vacation with Berenice. When that was over, he would consult with Johnson and arrange for a meeting with Lord Stane, for upon the attitude of these two, much depended.


CHAPTER 33

THROUGHOUT this turmoil of business affairs  which had been punctuated by the departure of Aileen for Paris and Berenices activities in connection with Pryors Cove  Cowperwood had had to content himself with mere glimpses of his loved one. She was so busy, apparently, shopping and arranging things. The graceful trivialities with which she amused herself, however, only served to make her more of an intriguing personality in his eyes. She is so alive, he often said to himself. She desires things and enjoys them intensely, and makes me do so. She appears to be interested in everything, and therefore people are naturally interested in her.

And now, on his first visit to Pryors Cove, he found the place completely equipped: cook, maids, housekeeper, butler, to say nothing of the outdoor staff maintained by Stane. And Berenice herself affecting an interest  or pose, he could not say which  in regard to the charms of this rustic life. So often her love of nature appeared to be genuine, and even affecting: a bird, a tree, a flower, a butterfly  she was ecstatic. Marie Antoinette could have played the part no better. When he arrived, she was out with the shepherd, who had assembled the sheep and lambs for her inspection. As his carriage rolled into the drive, she gathered into her arms one of the smallest and wooliest of the new lambs. She made a picture which delighted but in no way deceived him. Acting, and for my benefit, was his thought.

The shepherdess and her sheep! he exclaimed, stepping forward and touching the head of the lamb in her arms. These charming creatures! They come and go like the spring flowers.

His glance acknowledged the artistry of her dress, although he said nothing. He understood clearly that for her to effect an unusual costume was natural. She would pretend to be unconscious of the significance of her poses, considering them natural to herself, a privilege as well as an obligation that was a part of her physical gifts.

You should have come a little earlier, she said. You might have met our neighbor, Arthur Tavistock. Hes been helping me arrange things. He had to go to London, but hes coming tomorrow to do some more work.

Really! What a practical chatelaine! Employing her guests! Is this a place where work is to be the chief form of entertainment? What am I to do?

Run errands. And lots of them, too.

But I began life that way.

Be careful that you dont end it that way. She took his arm. Come along with me, dear. Here, Dobson! she called to the shepherd, who came forward and took the lamb from her arms.

They walked across the smooth green lawn to the houseboat. There, on the awninged veranda, a table was spread. Inside, at one of the boats open windows, Mrs. Carter was reading. After Cowperwood had greeted her cordially, Berenice led him over to the table.

Now, youre to sit here and contemplate nature, she ordered. Just relax and forget all about London. Then she put before him his favorite drink, a mint julep. There! Now let me tell you some of the things I have in mind that we could do, if youre going to have any time. Are you?

All the time in the world, sweet, he said. Ive arranged things. We are free. Aileen has gone to Paris, he added confidentially, and from what she said, I dont expect her back under ten days. Now, whats on your mind?

A tour of some of the English cathedrals for mother, daughter, and guardian! she replied, promptly. I have always wanted to see Canterbury and York and Wells. Dont you think we might take the time to do that, since we cant very well go to the Continent?

I think it would be ideal. I have never seen much of England, and it will be a treat for me. We can be alone. He took her hand in his, while she touched his hair with her lips.

Dont think Im not keeping up with all this noise about you in the papers, she said. Already, the fact that the great Cowperwood is my guardian has gotten around. My furniture mover wanted to know if my guardian and the American millionaire talked of in the Chronicle were the same person. I had to admit it. But Arthur Tavistock seems to think it natural enough for me to have so distinguished a mentor.

Cowperwood smiled.

I suppose youve considered the servants and what they are likely to think.

I certainly have, dearest! Troublesome, but necessary. That is the reason I want us to take the trip. Now, if youre rested I want to show you something interesting. And she smiled as she signaled Cowperwood to follow her.

She led the way to a bedroom which was beyond the central hall, opened a bureau drawer and extracted from it a pair of hairbrushes, with the coat of arms of the Earl of Stane engraved on the silver backs; also a stray collar button, and several hairpins.

If hairpins could be identified as easily as hairbrushes, these things might prove a romance, she said, mischievously. But the noble lords secret is going to be kept by me.

At that moment, from under the trees surrounding the cottage, came the sound of a sheep bell.

There! she exclaimed, as it ceased. When you hear that, wherever you are, youre to come to dinner. Its going to take the place of a bowing butler.

The trip, as Berenice planned it, was to start south from London, with perhaps a stop at Rochester, and then on to Canterbury. After paying homage to that exquisite poem in stone, they were to motor to some modest streamside inn on the river Stour  no great hotel or resort to break the aesthetic simplicity of this tour  where they would enjoy a room with a fire and the simplest of English fare. For Berenice had been reading Chaucer and books on these English cathedrals, and she hoped to recapture the spirit in which they were conceived. From Canterbury they would go to Winchester, and from there to Salisbury, and from Salisbury to Stonehenge; from thence to Wells, Glastonbury, Bath, Oxford, Peterborough, York, Cambridge, and then home again. But always, as she insisted, the purely conventional was to be avoided. They were to seek the smallest of inns and the simplest of villages.

It will be good for us, she insisted. We pamper ourselves too much. If you study all these lovely things, you may build better subways.

And you ought to be content with simple cotton dresses! said Cowperwood.

For Cowperwood, the real charm of their vacation trip was not the cathedrals or the village cottages and inns. It was the changeful vividness of Berenices temperament and tastes that held him. There was not a single woman of his acquaintance who, given a choice of Paris and the Continent in early May, would have selected the cathedral towns of England. But Berenice was apart from others in that she seemed to find within herself the pleasures and fulfillments which she most craved.

At Rochester, they listened to a guide who talked of King John, William Rufus, Simon de Montfort, and Watt Tyler, all of whom Cowperwood dismissed as mere shadows, men or creatures who had once had their day and selfish notions of one kind or another and had moved on to pass into nothing, as would all who were here. He liked better the sunlight on the river and the sense of spring in the air. Even Berenice seemed a little disappointed at the somewhat commonplace view.

But at Canterbury the mood of all changed greatly, even that of Mrs. Carter, who was by no means interested in religious architecture. Well, now, I like this place, she commented, as they entered one of its winding streets.

I want to find out by which road the pilgrims came, said Berenice. I wonder if it was this one. Oh, look, theres the cathedral! and she pointed to a tower and spandril visible above the low roof of a stone cottage.

Lovely! commented Cowperwood. And a delightful afternoon for it, too. Do we have lunch first, or feast on the cathedral instead?

The cathedral first! replied Berenice.

And eat a cold lunch afterwards, I suppose, put in her mother, sarcastically.

Mother! chided Berenice. And at Canterbury, of all places!

Well, I happen to know something of these English inns, and I know how important it is not to be last if we cant be the first, said Mrs. Carter.

And there you have the power of religion in 1900! remarked Cowperwood. It must wait on a country inn.

I havent a word to say against religion, persisted Mrs. Carter, but churches are different. They havent a thing to do with it.

Canterbury. The tenth-century close, with its rabble of winding streets, and within its walls, silence and the stately, time-blackened spires, pinnacles, and buttresses of the cathedral itself. Jackdaws fluttering and quarreling over the vantage points. Within, a welter of tombs, altars, tablets, shrines: Henry IV, Thomas à Becket, Archbishop Laud, the Huguenots, and Edward, the Black Prince. Berenice could scarcely be drawn away. Guides and flocks of sightseers were slowly parading from memory to memory. In the crypt where the Huguenots lived and found shelter, worshiped and wove their clothes, she stayed to meditate, guidebook in hand. And so, too, at the spot where Thomas à Becket was killed.

Cowperwood, who saw things in the large, could scarcely endure this minutae. He was but little interested in the affairs of bygone men and women, being so intensely engaged with the living present. And after a time he slipped outside, preferring the wide sweep of gardens, with their flower-lined walks and views of the cathedral. Its arches and towers and stained-glass windows, this whole carefully executed shrine, still held glamor, but all because of the hands and brains, aspirations and dreams of selfish and self-preserving creatures like himself. And so many of these, as he now mused, walking about, had warred over possession of this church. And now they were within its walls, graced and made respectable, the noble dead! Was any man noble? Had there ever been such a thing as an indubitably noble soul? He was scarcely prepared to believe it. Men killed to live  all of them  and wallowed in lust in order to reproduce themselves. In fact, wars, vanities, pretenses, cruelties, greeds, lusts, murder, spelled their true history, with only the weak running to a mythical saviour or god for aid. And the strong using this belief in a god to further the conquest of the weak. And by such temples or shrines as this. He looked, meditated, and was somehow touched with the futility of so much that was still so beautiful.

But occasional glimpses of Berenice, poised attentively over a cross or religious inscription, were sufficient to restore him. There was about her at such moments a seemingly non-material as well as mentally contemplative grace which brushed aside the tang of that pagan modernity which at other times gave her the force and glare of a red flower in a gray rock. Perhaps, as he now reasoned with himself, her reaction to these faded memories and forms, joined, as it was, with her delight in luxury, was not unakin to his own personal delight in paintings and his pleasure in power. Because of this he was moved to respect, and all the more so when, the pilgrimage over, they were finally preparing to leave for dinner, she exclaimed: Were coming back here this evening after dinner! There will be a new moon.

Indeed! said Cowperwood, amusedly.

Mrs. Carter yawned and announced that she would not return. She was going to her room after dinner.

Very well, Mother, said Berenice, but Frank must come back for the good of his soul!

There you are! I have a soul! said Cowperwood, indulgently.

So later, after a simple meal at the inn, Berenice led him down the darkening street. As they entered the carved black gate that led into the close, the moon, a new white feather in a roof of blue-black steel, seemed but an ornament of the topmost pinnacle of the long silhouette of the cathedral. At first, engaged by the temperamental whim of Berenice, Cowperwood stared dutifully. But presently, it was the blend of her own response that swayed him. Oh, to be young, to be so thrilled, to be so deeply moved by color, form, the mystery and meaninglessness of human activity!

But Berenice was not thinking only of the faded memories and jumble of hopes and fears that had produced all this, but also of the mystery and immensity of voiceless time and space. Ah, to have understanding, knowledge! To think earnestly and seekingly for some reason or excuse for life! Was her own life merely to be one of clever, calculating, and ruthless determination to fulfill herself socially, or as an individual? What benefit could that be, to her or to anyone? What beauty would that create or inspire? Now... here... in this place... perfumed with memories and moonlight... something was at her elbow and in her heart... something that whispered of quiet and peace... solitude... fulfillment... a desire to create something utterly beautiful, so that her life would be complete and significant.

But... this was wild dreaming... the moon had bewitched her. Why should she want anything? She had all that women desired.

Lets go back, Frank, she said, at last, something within herself failing her, some sense of beauty gone forever. Lets go back to the inn.


CHAPTER 34

WHILE Cowperwood and Berenice were touring the cathedral towns, Aileen and Tollifer were visiting the Paris cafés, smart shops, and popular resorts. Having made sure that Aileen was coming, Tollifer had preceded her by twenty-four hours, and used that time to arrange a program which should prove amusing and so detain her in Paris. For he knew that this French world was not a novelty to her. She had been there, and in most of the European resorts, at numerous times in the past, when Cowperwood was most anxious to see her happy. Even now these were precious memories, and occasionally flashed only too vividly before her.

Nonetheless, she was finding Tollifer a most diverting person. On the evening of her arrival he called at the Ritz, where she had installed herself with her maid, half-wondering why she had come. It was true that she had intended to go to Paris, but she had treasured the idea that Cowperwood would go with her. However, his affairs in London, shouted about by the press and glibly enough presented to her by himself, convinced her that his time was very much occupied. In fact, having encountered Sippens in the lobby of the Cecil one morning, he had regaled her with a brisk and colorful account of the tangle of affairs with which Cowperwood was now burdened.

Hell turn this town upside down, Mrs. Cowperwood, Sippens had said, if his interest holds out. I just hope he doesnt work too hard  which was really not at all what he hoped. Hes not as young as he used to be, although he seems shrewder and quicker than ever.

I know, I know, Aileen had replied at the time. There isnt anything about Frank that you can tell me. Hell keep on working until he dies, I suppose.

And she had left Sippens, feeling that this was true, yet suspecting that there must be a woman somewhere... possibly Berenice Fleming. However, she was Mrs. Frank Cowperwood. She had the consolation of knowing that wherever her name was mentioned, people would turn and look: in the shops, hotels, restaurants. And then there was this Bruce Tollifer. Here he was, on her arrival, as handsome as ever, and saying, as he entered her hotel suite:

Well, you did take my advice! And now that youre here, Im going to make myself responsible for you. If youre in the mood, you must dress immediately for dinner. Ive arranged a little party for you. Some friends of mine from home are here. I dont know whether you know the Sidney Brainerds, of New York?

Oh, yes, said Aileen, her brain a whirl of emotion. She knew by hearsay that the Brainerds were wealthy and socially significant.

Mrs. Brainerd, as she remembered, had been Marigold Shoemaker, of Philadelphia.

Mrs. Brainerd is here in Paris, continued Tollifer. She and several of her friends are coming on to dinner with us at Maxims, and afterward were going to an Argentinians place. Hell amuse you, I know. Do you think you can be ready in an hour? He turned toward the door with the air of one who was anticipating a very gay evening.

Oh, I think so, said Aileen, laughing. But youll have to leave now if Im to start.

That fits in perfectly for me. Wear white, if you have it, and dark red roses. Youll look stunning!

Aileen flushed a little at this familiarity. A high-handed caballero, to say the least!

Ill wear just that, she said, giving him a vivid smile, if I can find the dress.

Great! Ill be back for you in an hour. Until then... and he bowed and left.

As she dressed, she found herself more than ever at a loss to understand this sudden, assured invasion of Tollifers. It was obvious he was not without money. Yet, with these superior connections of his, why should he bother with her? Why should this Mrs. Brainerd join a dinner party of which she was not to be the principal guest? Pursued as she was by contradictory thoughts, this easy friendship of Tollifer, pretense though it might be, was still fascinating. If he were an adventurer, coldly seeking money, like so many, most certainly he was a clever one. And with diversions at his beck and call, such as all those who had approached her in the past few years had lacked. Their methods had all too often been dull, their manners irritating.

Ready? exclaimed Tollifer breezily as he came in an hour or so later, eyeing her white dress and the red roses at her waist. Well be just in time if we go now. Mrs. Brainerd is bringing a young Greek banker, and her friend, Mrs. Judith Thorne, no acquaintance of mine, is bringing an Arab sheik, Ibrihim Abbas Bey, who is up to God knows what here in Paris! But, anyway, he speaks English, and so does the Greek.

Tollifer was a little flushed and, if anything, even more assured. He paced the room with an easy stride, drunkenly elevated by the knowledge that he was once more in good form. To Aileens amusement he railed against the furnishings of her suite.

Look at those hangings! God, what they get away with! As I came up in the elevator just now, it squeaked. Imagine that in New York! And its just such people as you who let them do it!

Aileen was flattered. Is it so bad? she asked. I havent even thought about it. After all, where else can we go here?

He poked his finger at the tasseled silk shade of a floor lamp. This has a wine stain on it. And somebodys been burning this fake tapestry with cigarettes. I dont blame them!

Aileen laughed at him, amused by his swaggering maleness. Oh, come on, she said, we could be in worse places than this. Besides, youre keeping your guests waiting.

Thats right. I wonder if that sheik knows anything about American whiskey. Lets go find out!

Maxims of 1900. Glossily waxed black floors, reflecting Pompeian red walls, a gilded ceiling, and the lights of three enormous prismed electroliers. Except for front and rear exits, the walls lined with russet-red leather seats, and before them small and intimate supper tables: a Gallic atmosphere calculated to effect that mental as well as emotional release which the world of that day sought in one place, and one place only  Paris! Merely to enter was to lapse into a happy delirium. Types and costumes and varying temperaments of all the nations of the world. And all at the topmost toss of wealth, title, position, fame, and all tethered by the steel cords of convention in conduct and dress, yet all, seeking freedom from convention, drawn to conventions showplace of unconventionality.

Aileen was gloriously thrilled to see and be seen here. As Tollifer rather anticipated, his friends were late.

The sheik, he explained, sometimes goes astray.

But a few minutes later came Mrs. Brainerd and her Greek, and Mrs. Thorne with her Arab cavalier. The sheik in particular caused a slight stir and buzz. At once, in his grandest manner, Tollifer took over the business of ordering, delighting in the half-dozen waiters who hovered like flies about the table. The sheik, he was delighted to discover, was instantly attracted to Aileen. Her rounded form, her bright hair and high coloring suggested more delight to him than the slim and less flamboyant charms of either Mrs. Brainerd or Mrs. Thorne. At once he devoted himself to her, bombarding her with polite inquiries. From where did she come? Was her husband, like all these Americans, a millionaire? Might he have one of her roses? He liked their dark color. Had she ever been to Arabia? She would enjoy the life of a roving Bedouin tribe. It was very beautiful in Arabia.

Aileen, fixed by his blazing black eyes above his smartly clipped beard, his long hooked nose and swarthy complexion, was at once thrilled and dubious. What would intimate contact with this man be like? Suppose one went to Arabia  what would become of one in the clutches of such a creature? Although she smiled and gave all the required information, she was pleased to feel that Tollifer and his friends were near at hand, even though their amused attention was not exactly to her liking.

Ibrihim, learning that she was to be in Paris for a few days, asked to be allowed to see more of her. He had entered a horse for the Grand Prix. She must go with him to see the horse. Later, they would dine together. She was at the Ritz? Ah... he was occupying an apartment in the Rue Said, near the Bois.

During this scene, Tollifer, in high spirits, was doing his best to ingratiate himself with Marigold, who twitted him as to this latest affair of his, the nature of which she quite well understood.

Tell me, Bruce, she teased, at one point, what are you going to do with all the rest of us, now that you are so amply provided for?

If you mean yourself, you can tell me that. I havent so many bothering me.

No? Is the poor darling as lonely as that?

Just as lonely as that, and more so, if you only knew, he said, soberly. But what about your husband? Isnt he likely to resent interference?

Nothing to worry about there! she said, smilingly and encouragingly. I just ran into him before I met you. Besides, how many years has it been since I last saw you?

Oh, quite a few. But whose fault is that? And what about your yacht?

Only my regular skipper, I swear! How would you like to take a cruise?

Tollifer was nonplussed. Here was one of those opportunities of which he had been dreaming. And obviously now he could not take advantage of it. He must go on with what he had agreed to do, or there would be an end to all this.

Well, he said, laughingly, youre not sailing tomorrow?

Oh, no!

If youre serious, be careful!

Never more serious in my life, she replied.

That remains to be seen. Anyway, will you have luncheon with me one day this week? Well walk in the Tuileries afterward.

A little later he paid the bill and they left.

Sabinals. Midnight. The customary swarm of people. Gambling. Dancing. Intimate groups in brisk or lazy conversation. Sabinal himself coming forward to greet Tollifer and his party, and suggesting they adjourn to his apartment until one oclock, when a popular troupe of Russian singers and dancers would perform.

Sabinal was the possessor of notable jewels, medieval Italian glass and silver, Asiatic fabrics of rare texture and color, but even more impressive than his collection  which he exhibited in the most casual manner  was his own elusive and Mephistophelean self, a shadowy and yet intriguing force which affected all as might an opiate. He knew so many people, and such interesting places. In the fall, he was planning a trip, he said; closing up his place for a while. He was off to the Orient to collect fine objects which later he would sell to private collectors. Indeed, his income from this sort of quest was considerable.

Aileen, as well as the others, was enchanted. She was delighted with the place. All the more so because Tollifer was careful not to explain to any of them the commercial basis on which it was conducted. He intended sending his personal check to Sabinal, but preferred them to take away the impression that Sabinal was a friend of his.


CHAPTER 35

THE importance of Tollifers job was impressed on him by the receipt, on the third day after Aileens arrival, of an additional $2,000 in cash from the Paris fiscal agent of the Central Trust of New York, which, before his leaving, had notified him to keep their London and Paris offices advised of his address.

There was no doubt of Aileens compliant mood in regard to him.

Telephoning her some five hours after their visit to Sabinals, and suggesting they have lunch together, he could tell from the tone of her voice that she was glad to hear from him again. It was the feeling of companionship with someone who seemed to take a personal interest in her that made her happy. In some respects, he was so like the Cowperwood of old, energetic, cordial, and not a little managerial.

He left the telephone whistling. His attitude toward her was more kindly than it had been when he first considered the task. For in studying her so far, he was fully able to grasp what the favor and affection of Cowperwood must have meant to her, and what its complete loss must spell to her now. Often moody himself, and for not dissimilar reasons, he could sympathize with her.

The night before, at Sabinals, when Marigold and Mrs. Thorne had at times so casually and indifferently excluded her from their conversation, he had noticed a neglected and helpless look on her face. It had moved him to take her away from the group for a few minutes play at the roulette wheel. Unquestionably, she was going to prove a difficult protégée. But that was his job, and on the success of it rested his future.

But, my God, he said to himself: she ought to take off at least twenty pounds! And she needs the right clothes, and a few attractive mannerisms. Shes too tame. She needs to be made to respect herself, and then these other people will respect her. If I cant do that for her, shell do me more harm than good, money or no money!

Always the industrious struggler for what he wanted, he decided upon immediate and intensive action. Conscious that inspiration for Aileen depended upon his own smart appearance, he took the utmost pains to look his best. He smiled as he contrasted himself with the figure he had cut in New York six months before. Rosalie Harrigan, that wretched room, his disappointing efforts to get a job!

His apartment in the Bois was but a few moments walk from the Ritz, and he stepped forth this morning with the air of a Parisian favorite. He thought of the various dressmakers, hairdressers, milliners, he would enlist in the making-over of Aileen. Around the corner was Claudel Richard. He would take her to Richard, and persuade him to impress upon her that if she would take off twenty pounds he would design costumes for her that would arrest attention and that she should be among the first to wear. Then there was Kraussmeier, in the Boulevard Haussmann. His footwear was rumored to excel that of all other bootmakers. Tollifer had satisfied himself as to that. In the Rue de la Paix, what ornaments, perfumes, jewels! In the Rue Dupont, what salons de beauté, with Sarah Schimmels as the favored establishment in this particular field. Aileen should learn of her.

At Natasha Lubovskys balcony restaurant overlooking the park across from Notre Dame, lingering over iced coffee and eggs Sudanoff, he lectured Aileen on current modes and tastes. Had she heard that Teresa Bianca, the Spanish dancing sensation, was wearing Kraussmeier slippers? And Francesca, the youngest daughter of the Duke of Toller, was one of his patronesses. And had she heard of the marvels of beautifying accomplished by Sarah Schimmel? He recited a dozen instances.

Followed a visit to Richards, then to Kraussmeiers, and a certain Luti, newly favored vendor of perfumes, and the afternoon ended with tea at Germays. And at nine in the evening, at the Café de Paris, there was a dinner, at which appeared Rhoda Thayer, of American light-opera fame, and her summer companion, the Brazilian Mello Barrios, undersecretary of the Brazilian Embassy. Also a guest was a certain Maria Rezstadt, of Czech and Hungarian extraction. On one of his earlier visits to Paris, Tollifer had met her as the wife of one of the Austrias secret military representatives in France. Lunching in Marguerys one day recently, he had met her again, in company with Santos Castro, a baritone of the French opera, who was singing opposite the new American opera star, Mary Garden. He learned her husband had died, and noted she seemed a little bored with Castro. If Tollifer were free, she would be glad to see him again. And since her mood as well as her natural intelligence and suave maturity seemed better suited to Aileen than some of the younger women he knew, Tollifer had immediately planned to introduce her to Aileen.

And, on presentation, Aileen was strongly impressed by her. She was a woman of arresting appearance: tall, with smooth black hair and strange gray eyes, and this evening dressed in what appeared to be a single length of ruby velvet, draped seductively around her. In sharp contrast to Aileen, she wore no jewels, and her hair was drawn back smoothly from her face. Her attitude toward Castro suggested that he meant little to her, except maybe the publicity which contact with him might bring her. Turning to Aileen and Tollifer, she proceeded to relate that only recently she and Castro had made a tour of the Balkans, an admission  and coming so soon after Tollifers explanation to Aileen that the two were merely good friends  which somewhat startled Aileen, since always, and regardless of her personal and private transgressions, she was a little overawed by convention. Yet this woman was so suave and assured as practically to laugh at the demands of organized society. Aileen was fascinated.

You see, in the East, said Madame Rezstadt, commenting on her trip, the women are slaves. Truly, only the gypsies appear to be free, and they, of course, have no position. The wives of most of the officials and men of title are really slaves, living in fear of their husbands.

Aileen smiled wanly at this. That is probably not true of the East alone, she said.

Madame Rezstadt smiled wisely. No, she said, not exactly. We have slaves here, too. In Ahmayreecah, too, yaays? She showed her even white teeth.

Aileen laughed, thinking of her emotional enslavement to Cowperwood. How was it that a woman like this could be so wholly emancipated, caring apparently for no man, at least not deeply or torturingly, whereas she... At once she wished that she might know her better, perhaps by contact gather some of her emotional calm and social indifference.

Curiously enough, Madame Rezstadt appeared to show more than a casual interest in her. She asked Aileen about her life in America. How long was she to be in Paris? Where was she staying? She suggested they have lunch together on the following day, to which Aileen agreed with alacrity.

At the same time, her head was swimming with all of the practical business of the afternoon, and Tollifers part in it. For most certainly, and by the pleasant indirection of shopping, there had been conveyed to her a sense of her personal lacks, which, at the same time, she had been convinced could be remedied. There was to be a doctor, a masseuse, a diet, and a new method of facial massage. She was to be changed, and by Tollifer. But for what purpose? And to what end? Plainly, he was not attempting familiarities. There was only this platonic relationship. She was puzzled. Yet what difference? Cowperwood was not interested, and she must find some way to go on with her life.

Back in her hotel suite, Aileen felt a sudden and poignant longing for one person, in all the world, to whom she could confide her troubles, one person with whom she could relax and be natural. She would like a friend whose criticism she need not fear, whose confidence she could trust. There was something about Maria Rezstadt, as she had pressed Aileens hand in parting, that made her feel that in her she might find these things or a semblance of them.

But the original ten days which she had planned for this visit passed swiftly enough. In fact, when they were gone, she was by no means ready to return to London. For, as she suddenly sensed, Tollifer, with his advice and his array of skilled workers, had launched a campaign which meant a physical as well as aesthetic improvement which would require time, and might even result in a change of attitude on the part of Cowperwood. She was not old, she now said to herself, and now that he was involved in this engrossing commercial struggle, he might be willing to accept her on an affectionate, if not a sensual, basis. He would, in England, she fancied, require a stabilization of his social life and might find it advisable as well as agreeable to live with her more constantly, to make a more open and public profession of his interest and satisfaction in so doing.

And so, eagerly, she began to scan herself in the mirror, to take painstaking care to obey the dietary and beautifying instructions given to her daily by Sarah Schimmel. She began to recognize the effectiveness of the unique costumes being chosen for her. And so, rapidly, as she gained in self-confidence, and accordingly in poise, she began to think constantly of Cowperwood, so much so that she was quite gay in her anticipation of what must be his surprise and, she hoped, pleasure, when he saw her again. For that reason she decided to remain in Paris until she had lost at least twenty pounds in weight, and so could wear the creations which Monsieur Richard so enthusiastically planned for her. And she wished also to test the new coiffures that were being suggested by her hairdresser. Ah, if only this might not be all in vain!

In consequence, she wrote Cowperwood that her Paris visit was proving so interesting  thanks to Mr. Tollifer  that she was staying on three or four weeks longer. For once in my life, she added, with a trace of gaiety, Im getting along very well without you, and am well looked after.

When Cowperwood read this, it had a strangely saddening effect on him. For he had so slyly arranged it all. At the same time there flashed into his mind the thought that Berenice had also had a part in it. Primarily, it had been her suggestion. He had seized upon it as the only way to happiness with her, and so it was. Still, what of a mind that could think so shrewdly and ruthlessly? Might it not one day be turned on him? And then, what, since he cared so much? The idea was irritating. To dismiss it, he reasoned that as he had met all things, so, when the time came, he would meet that.


CHAPTER 36

As A result of his talk with Cowperwood in Browns Hotel, Johnson decided that a meeting between Cowperwood and Lord Stane was the next logical step in arriving at a decision as to the part they might play in future negotiations.

You wouldnt risk anything by talking to him, was the way he put it to Stane. Of course, well make it plain that if we go in with him, our services in helping him get control of the loop will cost him 50 per cent of whatever that control is. Then we might arrange with some of the shareholders of the Metropolitan and the District to come in and help make up the 51 per cent and so keep control.

Lord Stane nodded. Go on, he said.

That would fix it, you see, continued Johnson, so that whatever else happened, we, with some others  Colvay, Jeems, and maybe Dighton  would be in control, and he would have to deal with us as joint owners of this central service.

That certainly sounds all right to me, said Stane, surveying him calmly. Anyway, I should like to meet the fellow. You may ask him to my home whenever you wish. Just let me know when it is to be. I can tell more about it after I meet him.

Accordingly, on a certain warm June day, Cowperwood climbed into a carriage with Johnson and together they drove through pleasant London streets to the home of Lord Stane.

Cowperwood was doubtful as to how much of his intricate and secret plan he should reveal in this forthcoming interview. In fact, he had been playing with the thought that however successful he might be with Stane and Johnson, it would be well to sound out Abington Scarr. He might let him in on his Baker Street & Waterloo act. Possessing that, and such other acts as he could pick up through Haddonfield and possibly Lord Ettinge, he would be in a position to dictate even to this loop organization.

As they drew up to Stanes house in Berkeley Square, he was impressed by its square, dignified solidity. It seemed to breathe a security which certainly had nothing to do with trade. Inside, the liveried footman, the silence of the large salon on the first floor, created an atmosphere pleasing to him and yet not sufficient to disturb his personal sense of values. It was quite right for this man to be as secure as he could be. It was quite right for himself, if he could, to involve him and make him richer, or use him, and skill failing him, sweep all away.

But now Johnson suggested that it might interest him to look at some of Lord Stanes paintings, since the butler had just informed him that Stane had telephoned to say that he would be a few minutes late. The attitude of the solicitor in his role of temporary host was anxious. Cowperwood said he would indeed enjoy passing the time in that way, and Johnson led him to an extensive gallery in the main entrance.

As they walked through the gallery, pausing to examine several rare portraits by Romney and Gainsborough, Johnson launched upon a brief history of the House of Stane. The late Earl had been a cautious and studious person, interested principally in Hittite excavations and translations, and had expended a great deal of money, for which historians, so it was said, were duly grateful. Young Stane, rather more than less alienated by his fathers antiquarian interests, had turned to society and finance for diversion and development. He was very popular, a distinguished fashion figure as well as financier. And in season this house was the scene of many social functions. His country seat in Tregasal was one of the show places of England. There was also a charming summer cottage at Pryors Cove, near Marlowe on the Thames, and a wine farm in France.

At the mention of Berenices present abode, Cowperwood repressed a smile, but was prevented from making any comment by the arrival of Stane himself, who greeted them both in an easy, casual manner.

Oh, there you are, Johnson! And, of course, this is Mr. Cowperwood. He extended his hand, and Cowperwood, measuring him swiftly and favorably, took it and pressed it heartily.

This is a pleasure and a privilege, I assure you, he said.

Not at all, not at all, replied Stane. Elverson has told me all about you. I think, though, we might be a little more comfortable in the library. Shall we go?

He pulled a bell rope, telling the man to bring drinks, and led the way into a charming room with french windows looking out on a walled garden. While he moved about, acting the part of host, Cowperwood continued to study him. He found his own mood decidedly friendly toward this man. There was an easy, genial courtesy and awareness about him that bespoke value to the person who could win his confidence. But this confidence could not be won easily. He would have to be fairly and advantageously treated.

Just the same, Cowperwood now decided definitely against revealing at this time the inside workings of his proposition. At the same time, he found himself thinking of Berenice, for he and she had tacitly agreed that she might be called on to play a social role in connection with just such people as Stane. But now that he proved to be so attractive, he was not sure that he was willing to have her do this. He composed himself, however, while Johnson began outlining his ideas on the underground situation.

When Johnson had finished, Cowperwood began, softly and smoothly, expounding his plan of unification. He dwelt especially on electrification, lighting, the new method of separate motor power for each car, air brakes, and automatic signals. And at only one point did Stane interrupt to ask:

Do you contemplate a personal or directorial control of this entire system?

Directorial, of course, replied Cowperwood, who was really contemplating no such thing. You see, he went on, as both observed him silently, it is my plan, if I could bring about a unified system, to form a new company and include this Charing Cross which I now own. And in order to get the present shareholders of the loop companies to come in, I would offer them three shares in this larger company for each one they now hold in these smaller ones. And since the Charing Cross is going to cost at least £2,000,000 to build, you can see that there would be a considerable increase in the value of their holdings. He paused to note how this affected his listeners, and saw that it did so favorably. He then proceeded.

Would you say that the plan should be profitable, particularly when it is agreed beforehand that all of the lines of this new company are to be modernized and operated as one system, and at no additional cost to the shareholders but rather by selling shares to the public?

I should certainly say so, commented Stane, to which Johnson nodded in agreement.

Well, there you have my plan in a general way, said Cowperwood. Of course, there might be additional ramifications, but that would be something for the directors of the new larger system to decide on. He was thinking of Scarr, Haddonfield, and others whose acts, if he secured control of them, would have to be bought from him.

But at this point Stane scratched his ear meditatively.

As I see it, he said, this three-for-one arrangement merely covers the matter of luring such shareholders as might be interested into joining with you on that basis. But you are forgetting, I think, the matter of sentiment, which is certain to be against you. And that being true, you may be sure that offering three shares for one will not bring in enough of the present owners to permit you to do as you wish on your terms, which, as I assume, would mean general control for you. For, you see, they are set on a purely English control. Both Johnson and I, since the announcement of your purchase of the Charing Cross act, have discovered that. Besides, there has already developed quite a little opposition in both the Metropolitan and the District, even a tendency to combine against you. And heaven knows the directors of those two lines have never been too affectionate towards each other up to this time!

Here Johnson chuckled dryly.

So unless you move with the greatest caution and tact at every point, continued Stane, have the right people approached in the right way, and preferably by English rather than American factors, you are likely to find yourself blocked.

Quite so, said Cowperwood, who saw very clearly what Stane had in mind. If they were to be won over to the task of helping him pull this English chestnut out of the fire, they were going to require, not additional compensation  they could scarcely ask for more than he had already offered  but more likely some form of joint control with him. Or, if that could not be effected, then they would demand security in regard to their investments and, very likely, pro rata opportunities along with himself in connection with the progressive development of this proposed system. And how was that to be arranged?

For the moment he was not a little puzzled, and to clarify his own as well as their thoughts, he now added:

It was in connection with that that I was thinking how I might interest both of you, for I realize that you understand this situation, and assuming that you are willing to co-operate with me, can do a great deal toward furthering more favorable sentiment. Just how do you think, apart from the three shares to one arrangement, you should be compensated? What particular arrangement between the three of us would be agreeable to you? He paused.

But the conversation as to this was much too extended and intricate to relate here. In the main, it dealt with preliminary work which would have to be done by Stane and Johnson. And this preliminary work, as they now explained to Cowperwood, related more to social introductions than to anything else, for without those his purely financial affairs were not likely to make much headway.

In England, you see, went on Stane, one progresses more through favor and the friendship of financial as well as social groups than through particular individuals, however gifted they may be. And if you are not well and favorably known to certain groups and accepted by them, it may be difficult to proceed. You follow me?

Perfectly, replied Cowperwood.

And, of course, this is never at any point a mere matter of cold and practical bargaining. There must be mutual understanding and respect. And that is not achieved in a moment. It depends not only on introductions but personal endorsements in a casual as well as definite social way. You follow me?

Perfectly, replied Cowperwood.

But before that, there would have to be a very clear understanding as to what, apart from the exchange of shares, would be the reward of those who made possible such an advantageous social entree for you and your undertaking.

As Stane talked, Cowperwood sat relaxed in his chair, and although he seemed to be listening sympathetically enough, a close observer would have noticed a certain hardening of the eyes and tightening of the lips. He realized very clearly that in so instructing him Stane was condescending. For, of course, he had heard of the various scandals connected with his career and was aware of the fact that he was not admitted to the social worlds of Chicago and New York. And although he was extremely diplomatic and courteous, Cowperwood took his explanations for just what they were worth: the explanations of a man who stood well in the haut monde to one who had been rejected by it. And yet he was not in the least annoyed or dismayed. In fact, he was rather ironically amused. For he had the upper hand. He was going to make possible for Stane and his friends what no one else had been able to make possible.

When Stane finally paused, Cowperwood questioned him about the details of this understanding, but Stane said very courteously that he thought it would be best to leave that to Johnson. However, he already had in mind not only a guarantee of three for one of his present holdings in the District and Metropolitan but also some secret and inviolable agreement with Cowperwood whereby he and Johnson would be retained, protected, and financially enhanced as part of this great development.

And so, while Stane calmly drew up his monocle and adjusted it in his right eye the better wherewith to contemplate him, Cowperwood now emphasized how really grateful he was for Stanes personal interest and kindness in clarifying the significance of the situation. He was certain it could all be arranged to their mutual satisfaction. However, there was the task of financing, for which he himself would have to arrange. It would probably be necessary for him to return to America shortly to raise this money, before talking th the various English shareholders  a point of view with which Stane agreed.

However, already Cowperwood had in his mind a 49-51 per cent control of a loaning company which might be made to loan enough to this English company to assure its capture and control in the event of disaster. He would see.

As for Berenice and Stane, ah, well, he would wait and see as to that also. He was sixty years old, and except for fame and public acclaim, it might, in a very few years, make no particular difference. Actually, because of the relentless whirl of duties now threatening to engulf him, he was beginning to feel a little weary. Sometimes, at the close of a busy day, he felt this whole London venture to be such a senseless thing for him to be undertaking at this time. Why, only a year or two before, in Chicago, he had been saying to himself that if he could but achieve the extension of his franchises there, he would be willing to disassociate himself from the direction, and retire and travel. He had even thought at the time that if Berenice finally refused his offer, and he were left to himself again, he might patch up some form of peace with Aileen and return to his New York house and such amusements and activities as would not overtax what he looked upon as a deserved leisure.

But now, here he was. And what was it all about? What was he to get out of it, other than the pleasure with Berenice, which, had she willed it otherwise, he might have found in a more peaceful way. At the same time, there was the point made by her, and even by himself, that he owed it to himself, to his life, his reputation as representing an immense creative force, a financial figure of the first rank, to go forward and round out his career in some such climactic fashion as this. But could it be effected without impairing his reputation as well as his fortune? Would it be possible, in view of the present state of opinion of him at home, to go back and, in a reasonably brief time, assemble the required money?

In short, his position in almost all of its aspects was care-full and trying. He was fagged, and disconcerted. Perhaps the first premonitory breath of the oncoming winter of age.

That evening, after dinner, he talked to Berenice about his plans. It would be best, he thought, to have Aileen accompany him to New York. He would need to entertain a number of people, and it would look better if his wife were there. Besides, at this point, they would have to be especially careful to keep her in a good mood, just when everything was hanging in the balance.


CHAPTER 37

MEANWHILE, Aileen, in Paris, at the end of a month, was, as all her new friends declared, a different person! Twenty pounds lighter; her color, her eyes, as well as her mood brighter; her hair arranged à la chanticleer, as Sarah Schimmel described it; her gowns designed by M. Richard, her shoes by M. Kraussmeier, all as Tollifer had planned.

She had achieved a real friendship with Madame Rezstadt, and the sheik, though his attentions were a little bothersome, was an amusing individual. He seemed to like her for herself alone; in fact, seemed bent on developing an affair with her. But that costume! White, and of the finest silk and wool, with a white silk cord binding it at his waist. And his oily, savage-looking black hair! And the small silver rings in his ears! And long, thin, pointed and upward-curling red leather slippers on his feet, which were certainly not small. And that hawklike nose and dark piercing eyes! When with him, one became part of a show, gazed at by all. And if she entertained him alone, she spent most of the time trying to avoid his caresses.

Now, please, Ibrihim, she would say. Dont forget, Im married, and in love with my husband. I like you, I really do. But you mustnt be begging me to do what I dont want to do, because I wont, and if you keep on, I wont see you at all.

But, you see, he insisted, in quite good English, we have so mooch in common. You like to play, and so do I. We like to talk, ride, gamble, play ze races a little. But still, you are like me, sober, not so... so...

Flighty? interjected Aileen.

What you mean, flighty? he inquired.

Oh, I dont know. She felt as though she were talking to a child. Fussy, jumpy. She waved her hands to indicate instability, mental as well as emotional.

So? So? Ha, ha! Flighty! It is so! I understan. You are not flighty! Gudd! So I like you, mooch. Ha, ha! Very mooch. And me? You like me  the Sheik Ibrihim?

Aileen laughed. Yes, I do, she said. Of course, I think you drink too much. And I think you are anything but a good man  cruel and selfish and a lot of things. But I like you just the same, and..

Tchk, tchk, clucked the sheik. That is not mooch for a man like me. If I do not love, I do not sleep.

Oh, stop being silly! exclaimed Aileen. Do go over there and fix yourself a drink. And then go away and come back tonight and take me to dinner. Id like to go to that Mr. Sabinals place again. And so Aileens days were passing agreeably enough. Her former tendency toward melancholia was dispelled, and she began to feel that her state was not as hopeless as it had been. Cowperwood had written her that he would be coming to Paris, and in anticipation of his arrival she was prepared to surprise him with the most impressive of M. Richards creations. And Tollifer had suggested that they take him to Orsignats for dinner, an interesting little place recently discovered by him. It was charming, located right in the shadow of Notre Dame. Sabinal was to furnish Orsignat, for the occasion, with the wines, brandies, liqueurs, apéritifs, and cigars. And Orsignat, under the direction of Tollifer, was to furnish a repast of which no gourmet could complain. For this time it was Tollifer who was seeking to make an impression. Among the guests were to be Madame Rezstadt, the devoted sheik, and Marigold, who because of her interest in Tollifer was still in Paris and, by his orders, reconciled to Aileen.

You and your husband, he said to Aileen, are so familiar with all the well-known places. I think it would be more original if we got up something quite simple for a change. And he explained his plan to her.

To make sure of Cowperwoods presence, Tollifer had her cable him a pressing invitation to the dinner which they had arranged in his honor. And Cowperwood, on receipt of this, smiled, and wired his acceptance. To his genuine surprise, on his arrival, he found Aileen more attractive physically than he had thought she could be at this time in her life, and particularly after all she had endured. Her hair was a study in swirls that emphasized the good points of her face. And her dress was designed to show the lines of her much reduced figure.

Aileen! he exclaimed, on seeing her, Ive never seen you looking better! What in the world have you been doing? That dress is most effective. And I like your hair. What have you been living on, birdseed?

Well, just about that, returned Aileen, smiling. I havent had a single meal that I would call a meal in thirty days. But you may be sure of one thing! Now that Ive gotten it off, its going to stay off! But did you have an easy trip over? As she talked she was supervising the services of Williams, who was arranging glasses and liqueurs on a table in preparation for guests.

The Channel was smooth as a pond, he said, except for about fifteen minutes, when it looked as though everybody would go under. But we were all fine when we landed.

Oh, that dreadful Channel! said Aileen, conscious all the while of his eyes upon her, and, in spite of herself, nervously excited by his complimentary remarks.

But what about this banquet tonight?

Well, Mr. Tollifer and I have arranged a little party. You know, that man Tollifer is a perfect jewel. I like him ever so much. And I think youll be interested in some of the people who are coming, especially my friend, Madame Rezstadt. She and I have been going around together a great deal. She is charming, and different from any woman I have ever known.

Now that she had lived for a month in the company of Tollifer and his colorful group, she felt at ease in pointing out to Cowperwood a woman of Madame Rezstadts charm, where previously she would have jealously intrigued to prevent his noticing any woman as attractive as her new friend. He noted her new air of confidence, her assurance, good nature, and revived interest in life. If things were going to go as well as this, decidedly there might be no further cause for bitterness between them. At the same time ran the thought that this development was his doing, not hers. And she so unconscious of it. But no sooner had that thought been indulged in than he realized that it was really because of Berenice that this had happened. For he could feel that Aileen was inspired, not so much by his presence as by that of the man whom he had employed.

But where was he? Cowperwood felt he had no right to inquire. He was in the position of a man who contrives a show, a masquerade, but is not permitted to announce himself as showman. But there was Aileen saying: Frank, youll want to dress. And I have some things to do before the others arrive.

Thats right, he said. But I have a piece of news for you. Do you think you could leave Paris just now and run back to New York with me?

What do you mean? Her voice was full of surprise. For she had been hoping that they might visit at least a few of the principal resorts of Europe this summer, and now here he was talking of returning to New York. Perhaps he was giving up his London plans entirely in order to return to America for good. She was a little disturbed, for somehow this seemed to shadow and even threaten all that she had so recently achieved.

Oh, nothing at all serious, said Cowperwood, smiling. Nothing has gone wrong in London. I havent been thrown out. In fact, it looks as though they might like me to stay. But only on condition that I go back home and return with a lot of money. He smiled ironically, and Aileen, relieved, smiled with him. Knowing so much of his past experiences, she could not help sharing his cynicism.

Well, that doesnt surprise me, she said. But lets talk about it tomorrow. Suppose you dress now.

Right! Ill be ready in a half-hour.

Aileen covered him with her eyes as he passed into another room. As usual, he was certainly looking the picture of success. He was cheerful, adroit, aggressive. Plainly, he was interested by her present appearance and manner. She was sure of that, even though still conscious of the fact that he did not love her and that she feared him. What a blessing that the gay, handsome Tollifer had blown into her life! If she were to return to New York now, what was to become of this quite inexplicable and now quite soundly established friendship between herself and this handsome young loafer?


CHAPTER 38

BEFORE Cowperwood reappeared, Tollifer breezed in. Handing his top hat and stick to Williams, he marched briskly over to Aileens bedroom door and knocked.

Hello! she called out to him. Mr. Cowperwood is here; hes dressing. Ill be with you in a second.

Righto! The others should be here any moment now.

As he spoke, he heard a slight noise and turned just in time to note Cowperwoods entrance into the reception room by another door. The two gave each other a swift glance of recognition. Tollifer, conscious of his obligation, stepped quickly and cordially forward. But Cowperwood anticipated his address by saying: Well, we meet again. How are you enjoying Paris?

Oh, very much, said Tollifer. This season is particularly gay. Ive been running into all sorts of people. And the weather has been perfect. You know Paris in the spring. I find it the gayest and most refreshing time.

I hear we are to be the guests of my wife this evening.

Yes, along with some others. Im afraid Im a little early.

Suppose we have something to drink!

They were off on a casual conversation regarding London and Paris, both doing their best to ignore the relationship between them, and both succeeding. Aileen entered and greeted Tollifer. And then Ibrihim arriving, and ignoring Cowperwood as he would a sheep-herder of his own land, proceeded to pay his compliments to Aileen.

Cowperwood was at first a little astonished, then amused. The gleaming eyes of the Arab intrigued him. Interesting, he said to himself. This fellow Tollifer is actually creating something here. And this robed Bedouin covets my wife. This should be a fine evening!

Next entered Marigold Brainerd. Her personality pleased him, and the appreciation appeared to be mutual. But this rapproachement was soon interrupted by the arrival of the serene and exotic Rezstadt, swathed in a cream white shawl, the long silken fringe trailing over one arm and about her feet. Cowperwood looked with approval on her olive-tinted face, framed so attractively by sleek black hair and a pair of heavy jet earrings which hung almost to her shoulders.

Observing him, and impressed, as were most women, Madame Rezstadt readily comprehended Aileens plight. This was not a man for any one woman. One must sip only and be content with that. Aileen should be brought to comprehend that truth.

But Tollifer was impatiently urging that it was time to leave, and obeying his insistence they departed for Orsignats.

A private dining room that was half-balcony commanded, through open french windows, a full view of Notre Dame and the green square before it. But all, as they entered, commented on the seeming lack of preparation for their dinner party, for there was only a plain wooden table completely bare. Tollifer, entering last, exclaimed:

Why, what the devil does this mean? I dont understand. Theres something wrong here. Theyre surely expecting us. Wait, Ill go and see, and turning swiftly, he disappeared.

I really cant understand this, said Aileen. I thought we had everything arranged. And she frowned and pouted and looked her irritated best.

Weve probably been shown to the wrong room, said Cowperwood.

They do not expect, what? the sheik was saying to Marigold, when the door of an adjoining serving room suddenly opened, and in dashed Harlequin, enormously concerned. This was Pantaloon himself, tall and gawky, his garb the usual star-and-moon sewn slip, cornucopia atop his head, his ears yellowed with grease paint, his eyesockets green, his cheeks cerise, ruffs and bangles about his wrists and neck, tufts of hair protruding from under his horn hat, immense white gloves on his hands, long, flail-like shoes on his feet. Looking about with a kind of lunatic anguish and despair, he exclaimed:

Ah, Mon Dieu! Sacré-bleu! Ah, ladies and gentlemen! This is... indeed, this is... ah, no linen! No silver! No chairs! Pardon! Pardon! Something must be done about this! Pardon, mesdames and messieurs, something must have gone wrong. Something must be done! Ah! and clapping his long hands and gazing toward the door, as though troops of servants must immediately respond to his bidding, he waited, without response. Then once more clapping, he waited, one ear cocked toward the door. After which, no sound ensuing, he turned to his audience, who, now comprehending, retreated to the walls to give Harlequin his stage.

Finger to his lips, he tiptoed to the door and listened. Still no sound. After stooping down and peering through the keyhole, his head cocked now this way, now that, he looked back at them, and, with an amazing grimace, again put his finger to his lips and glued one eye to the keyhole. Finally he jumped back, falling flat as he did so, then jumped up and backed away, while the door flew open for a half-dozen waiters bearing linen, dishes, silver, glasses, trays  an orderly and businesslike procession  who proceeded to spread the table, ignoring him completely while he leaped and clattered about, exclaiming:

So! So! You come, do you? You pigs! You loafers! Put down the plates! Put down the plates, I say! This to the man who was already swiftly and dexterously laying the plates. And to the waiter who was placing the silver: Lay the silver, I tell you! And see that you make no noise! Swine! After which he picked up a knife and re-laid it in exactly the same position. To the waiter who was arranging the glasses, he exclaimed: No, no, no! Dunce! Will you never learn? See! and taking up the glasses, replaced them precisely as they had been. Then stepping aside to survey them, he knelt down and squinted, then moved one small liqueur glass a thousandth of an inch.

Of course, during all this folderol, everyone, with the exception of Ibrihim  who simply stared queerly at all this  smiled or laughed by turns, especially when Harlequin proceeded to follow closely upon the heels of the headwaiter, actually stepping on them at times, while the waiter pretended not to see him. As he went out, Harlequin followed him, looking back as he shouted: Bah! Conspiracy! Bah!

A good show! remarked Cowperwood to Madame Rezstadt.

That is Grelizan, of the Trocadero, the cleverest clown in Europe, she said.

No! exclaimed Marigold, whose estimate of his humor was rapidly heightened by the news of his fame.

At first fearful, but now elated by the success of this adventure, Aileen beamed with pleasure. Since Cowperwood chose to praise her ingenuity, and that of Tollifer, there was nothing Grelizan could do now that did not seem amusing to her, though he did produce a momentary chill when he stumbled and fell while bearing a large silver tureen filled with what appeared to be bright red tomato soup. The brilliant orange confetti was deftly hurled into the air and fell all over the guests, to the accompaniment of gasps, screams and laughter.

Again he hurried back to the pantry, this time to bring no more than a single crouton held in a pair of sugar tongs, and again and again to follow the incoming waiters with exaggerated supervision, while they scrupulously served the courses.

Imitation ices were served last. Beneath the surface of each was a frail inflated balloon, which, when pierced with a fork, revealed, in Cowperwoods case, the key to the city of London; in Aileens, a bowing and smiling figure of Monsieur Richard, scissors in hand; for Madame Rezstadt, a small world globe, with a dotted line touching all of the places she had traveled to; for Ibrihim, a tiny horse with a sheik astride; for Tollifer, a small roulette wheel, with the indicator at zero; for Marigold, a handful of toy figures of men: a soldier, a king, a dandy, an artist, a musician. There was much laughter over these, and after the coffee, Grelizan bowed himself out, to the applause of all, Cowperwood and Madame Rezstadt calling: Bravo! Bravo!

Delightful! she exclaimed. I shall write him a note.

Afterward, at Le Grand Guignol, which began at midnight, they saw the celebrated Laloute impersonate the celebrities of the day. Later Tollifer suggested Sabinals. And by dawn they were all fully satisfied that this night in Paris had been wonderful.


CHAPTER 39

COWPERWOOD concluded from all this that in Tollifer he had picked someone even more resourceful than he had hoped for. The man was gifted, decidedly. With the least encouragement, and, of course, financial aid, he could certainly make a world for Aileen with which, in the event of their separation, she might reasonably be satisfied. This was a situation requiring some thought. For, of course, if she were to find out about Berenice, she would probably turn to Tollifer for advice. And then it would be a matter of having to buy them off. A pretty kettle of fish! Also, with Aileen in a social limelight of her own, and with her husband rarely present, there would be increased speculation as to where he was, speculation which could lead but in one direction: Berenice. Best to persuade Aileen to go back to New York with him and leave Tollifer behind. It would, for the time being, modify the ascendancy which obviously he had already achieved, and prevent it from being too obvious to others.

It developed that Aileen, on her part, was entirely willing. There were various reasons. She feared that otherwise Cowperwood might take another woman along with him, or that he might meet one in New York. And there was the effect on Tollifer and his friends. For just now Cowperwood was more of a public figure than ever, and it was among the highest of distinctions to be his acknowledged wife. Her chief curiosity was whether Tollifer would follow her or not. For this was a visit that was likely to last for six months, maybe longer.

Immediately, therefore, she informed him of her forthcoming departure. His reactions were rather complicated, for in the background there was Marigold, who wanted him to cruise with her to the North Cape. By now, he had seen enough of her to feel that if he continued his suit, she might actually arrange a divorce and marry him, and she possessed considerable money of her own.

He did not really love her; he was still dreaming of a romance with a younger girl. Then, there was the matter of immediate and continued income. Any interruption of that would at once end his butterfly existence. He felt that Cowperwood, though having given no hint, would prefer him to return to New York. But whether he went or stayed, it had come to the point, he felt, when continued pursuit of Aileen, without some declaration of affection, would not seem to her reasonable. He was satisfied that she would yield nothing, but it would flatter her. And this, in itself, was excuse enough for the approach.

Pshaw! he exclaimed, on hearing the news from her. This throws me all out! He paced nervously back and forth, having dropped in to see her after a luncheon with Marigold at Madame Gemys bar. His face simulated grave concern and disappointment.

Whats the matter? inquired Aileen, seriously. What has gone wrong? She noticed that he had been drinking, not enough to unbalance him in any way but sufficient to darken his mood.

This is too bad, he said, and just when I was thinking that something might come out of it all for both of us.

Aileen stared at him, not a little puzzled. To be sure, this more or less anomalous relationship had been growing on her. In an unformulated way, she was attracted to him more than she had acknowledged to herself. Yet having observed him with Marigold and others, she was convinced, as she had said more than once, that a woman could not trust him from one end of the room to the other.

I dont know whether you feel it or not, he went on, calculatingly, but theres a lot more than just a social acquaintance between you and me. Ill admit that when I first met you, I didnt think there would be. I was interested by the fact that you were Mrs. Cowperwood, part of a life that I had heard a great deal about. But after wed had a few talks together, I began to feel something else. Ive seen a lot of trouble in my life. Ive had my ups and downs, and I suppose I always will. But there was something about you those first few days on the boat that made me think maybe you had, too. Thats why I wanted to be with you, although, as you saw for yourself, there were lots of other women whose company I might have had.

He lied with the air of one who had never told anything but the truth. And this bit of acting impressed her. She had suspected him of fortune-hunting, and possibly that was true. Yet if he did not really like her, why all this effort on his part to improve her appearance and reorganize her onetime power to charm? She experienced a sudden emotional glow, perhaps half motherhood and half youth and desire. For one could not help liking this waster; he was so genial, cheering, and, in a subtle way, affectionate.

But what difference does it make about my going back to New York? she asked, wonderingly. Cant we be friends just the same?

Tollifer considered. Having established this matter of his affection, now what? Always the thought of Cowperwood dominated him. What would he desire him to do?

Just think, he said, youre running off in the ideal time over here, June and July. And just when we were getting into the swing of things! He lit a cigarette and fixed himself a drink. Why hadnt Cowperwood given him a sign as to whether he wanted him to keep Aileen in Paris or not? Perhaps he would yet, but if so, hed better be quick about it.

Frank has asked me to go, and I cant do anything else, she said, calmly. As for you, I dont imagine youll be lonely.

You dont understand, he said. Youve made a kind of center for me over here. I feel happier now and more contented than I have for years. And if you go back now, it may be broken up.

Nonsense! Please dont be foolish. Id like to stay here, I admit. Only I dont know how it could be managed. When I get back to New York and see how things are, Ill let you know. But its my belief well be coming back soon. If not, and you still feel this way, you can come home, and Ill be seeing you just the same way in New York.

Aileen! exclaimed Tollifer, affectionately, seeing his opportunity. He crossed over and took her arm. Thats wonderful! Thats what Ive been wanting you to say. Is that how you feel? he asked, looking coaxingly into her eyes, and, before she could prevent it, slipping his arms around her waist and kissing her, not passionately but with seemingly genuine affection. But Aileen, conscious of her dominant desire to retain him and yet give Cowperwood no real cause for complaint, definitely though good-naturedly resisted.

No, no, no, she said, remember what you were just saying. This is to be a real friendship, if you want it that way. But nothing more than that. Besides, why dont we go out somewhere. I havent been out today, and I have a new gown I want to wear.

Satisfied to let the situation rest for the time being, he suggested a new place out near Fontainbleau, and they were off.


CHAPTER 40

NEW YORK, and Cowperwood and Aileen stepping off the liner Saxonia. The usual interviewers. The newspapers, aware of his expressed intention of invading the London underground field, now wanting to know who were to be his directors, investors, managers, also whether the sudden reported heavy buying of both the common and preferred stock of the District and the Metropolitan was not really being done by his own men. This disclaimed by him in an adroit statement, which, when published, caused many Londoners, as well as Americans, to smile.

Pictures of Aileen, her new clothes, and references to her appearance in what was hinted to be near-society on the Continent.

And, simultaneously, sailing with Marigold for the North Cape, Bruce Tollifer. But no mention of this in any paper.

And at Pryors Cove, Berenice was an outstanding local success. Since she so carefully concealed her shrewdness behind a veil of simplicity, innocence, and conventionality, everyone convinced that there would follow in due time, for her, a distinguished and correct marriage. For, obviously, she had the instinct for avoiding the dull, the commonplace, and the lecherous, regarding favorably only those who were conventionally minded, men as well as women. Even a more promising trait, as her new friends saw it, was her penchant for that type of unattractive woman  neglected wife, spinster, maiden aunt  who, socially wellborn, was still hard put to it for pleasurable attention of any kind. For, having no need to fear the younger and more attractive hostesses and matrons, she knew that if she won the more lonely women to her, she would be able to make her way into the most important functions.

Just as fortunate was her tendency to admire the wholly innocuous and socially correct stripling or young master of title and social honor. In fact, the young curates and rectors for miles about Pryors Cove were already jubilant because of the spiritual discernment of this young newcomer. Her demure appearance of a Sabbath morn in any of the neighborhood chapels of the English High Church, invariably in company with her mother or one of the more conservative of the elder women, was sufficient to verify every good thing that was rumored of her.

Coincidentally, Cowperwood on flying visits to Chicago, Baltimore, Boston, Philadelphia, in connection with his London plans, and within the innermost sanctums of those most religious of all American institutions, the banks and trust companies, conferring with such individuals as would be at once the most useful, the most influential, and the least difficult to manage. And the blandness of his expression as he explained the certainty of larger and more permanent profits than had ever as yet been taken from any underground project. And, despite the so recent denunciations of him, being listened to with awe and even genuine respect. True, in Chicago, there were mumblings of contempt and hatred, but at the same time, envy. For the man was a force, attracting, as always, a veritable glare of publicity.

In so short a time as a month he saw his primary problems solved. In many places, tentative agreements were made to purchase shares of his holding company which was presently to be organized in order to take over all the lines. For each share of the lines taken over, three shares in his own major company were to be paid. Indeed, except for some minor conferences on his Chicago holdings, he was really free to return to England, and would have done so had it not been for a new encounter of an old and familiar type. It had happened so often, in times past, when his name was being paraded before public eyes: he had been approached by ambitious and attractive women to whom his wealth, fame, and personal charm were irresistible. And now, because of a necessary visit to Baltimore, a vivid meeting of this sort.

It occurred in the hotel where he was staying. And to his mind at the time it seemed in no way to shadow the affection he had for Berenice. Nonetheless, at midnight, just returned from the home of the president of the Maryland Trust Company, and while sitting at his desk making notes upon their recent conversation, there was a tap at his door. Answering, he was informed by a feminine voice that a relative wished to speak to him. He smiled, for in all his experience he did not recall exactly that form of approach. He opened the door and saw a girl who, at a glance, he decided was not to be ignored and concerning whom he was instantly curious. She was young, slender, of medium height, assured, forceful, and magnetic. Her features were beautiful, and her dress.

A relative? he said, smiling and allowing her to enter. Yes, she replied with the utmost calm. I am a relative of yours, although you may not believe it right away. I am the granddaughter of a brother of your fathers. Only my name is Maris. My mothers name was Cowperwood.

He asked her to be seated and placed himself opposite her. Her eyes, which were large and round and of a silvery blue, contemplated him unwaveringly.

What part of the country do you come from? he inquired. Cincinnati, she returned, although my mother was born in North Carolina. It was her father who came from Pennsylvania, and not so far from where you were born, Mr. Cowperwood. Doylestown.

Thats true, he said. My father did have a brother who once lived in Doylestown. Besides, I may add, you have the Cowperwood eye.

Thanks, she returned, and continued looking at him as fixedly as he looked at her. Then she added, unembarrassed by his gaze: You may think it strange, my coming here at this hour, but I am stopping at this hotel, too, you see. I am a dancer, and the company I am with is playing here this week.

Is it possible? We Quakers seem to wander into strange fields!

Yes, she replied, and smiled warmly, a smile reserved and yet rich, suggesting imagination, romance, mental strength, and sensuality. He felt its force as fully as he observed its character. Ive just come from the theater, she went on. But Ive been reading about you, and seeing your picture in the papers here, and since Ive always wanted to know you, I decided Id better come now.

Are you a good dancer? he inquired.

I wish youd come and see and judge for yourself.

I was returning to New York in the morning, but if you will have breakfast with me, I think I might stay over.

Oh, yes, of course I will, she said. But do you know, Ive been imagining myself talking to you like this for years. Once, two years ago, when I was unable to get a job of any kind, I wrote you a letter, but then I tore it up. You see, we are the poor Cowperwoods.

Too bad you didnt send it, he commented. What was it you wanted to tell me?

Oh, how talented I was, and that I was your grandniece. And if I were given a chance, how sure I was that I would be a great dancer. And now Im glad I didnt write you, because Im here with you now and you can see me dance. By the way, she went on, still fixing him with her magnetic blue eyes, our company opens in New York for the summer, and I hope youll see me there, too.

Well, if you are as lovely a dancer as you are to look at, you should be a sensation.

Ill let you tell me tomorrow night about that. She stirred as if to move, but then hesitated.

What is your first name, did you say? he finally asked.

Lorna.

Lorna Maris, he repeated. Is that your stage name, too?

Yes. I did think once of changing it to Cowperwood, so you might hear of me. But I decided that name wasnt as good for a dancer as it was for a financier.

They continued to gaze at each other.

How old are you, Lorna?

Twenty, she said, simply, or I will be in November.

The silence that followed became full of meaning. Eyes said all that eyes could say. A few seconds more, and he merely signaled with his finger. She rose and went to him quickly, almost dancing as she did so, and threw herself into his arms.

Beautiful! he said. And to have you come just this way... charming...


CHAPTER 41

IT WAS with puzzled thoughts that Cowperwood parted with Lorna the next day at noon. Throughout this fever which had seized upon him, and, for the time being, commanded his every fiber and impulse, he was actually not unmindful of Berenice. One might as well say that a fire, unrestrained by outward forces, would not burn down a house. And there were no outward forces restraining, or even capable of restraining, either Cowperwood or Lorna under the circumstances. But when she left him to go to the theater his mind resumed its normal trend and occupied itself with the anomaly which Lorna and Berenice presented. Throughout all of eight years he had been swayed by the desirability as well as the unobtainability of Berenice, and more recently by her physical and aesthetic perfection. And yet he had allowed this coarser though still beautiful force to becloud and even temporarily efface all that.

Alone in his room, he asked himself whether he was to blame. He had not sought out this latest temptation; it had come upon him, and suddenly. Besides, in his nature there was room, and even necessity, for many phases of experience, many sources and streams of nourishment. True, he had told Berenice in the fever of his zest for her, and almost continuously since, that she was the supreme aspect of his existence. And in the major sense this was still true. Nevertheless, here and now was this consuming and overwhelming force, as represented by Lorna, which might be differentiated as the mysterious, compelling charm of the new and unexplored, especially where youth and beauty and sex are involved.

Its betraying power, he said to himself, could best be explained by the fact that it was more powerful than the individual or his intentions. It came, created its own fever, and worked its results. It had done so with Berenice and himself, and now again with Lorna Maris. But one thing he clearly recognized even now, and that was that it would never supersede his affection for Berenice. There was a difference; he could see it and feel it clearly. And this difference lay in the temperamental as well as mental objectives of the two girls. Although of the same age, Lorna, with a considerably more rugged and extended life experience, was still content with what could be achieved through the glorification of her own physical and purely sensual charm, the fame, rewards, and applause due an enticing and exciting dancer.

Berenices temperamental response and her resulting program were entirely different: broader, richer, a product of social and aesthetic sense involving peoples and countries. She, like himself, had an abiding faith in the dominance of mind and taste. Hence the ease and grace with which she had blended herself into the atmosphere and social forms and precedents of England. Obviously, and for all the vivid and exciting sensual power of Lorna, the deeper and more enduring power and charm lay within Berenice. In other words, her ambitions and reactions were in every way more significant. And when Lorna had gone, although he did not at the moment care to contemplate that thought, Berenice would still be present.

Yet how, in the ultimate accounting, would he adjust all this? Would he able to conceal this adventure, which he had no intention of immediately terminating? And if Berenice discovered it, how would he satisfy her? He could not solve that before a shaving mirror, or in any bath or dressing room.

That night, after the performance, Cowperwood decided that Lorna Maris was not so much a great as a sensational dancer, one who would shine brilliantly for a few years and eventually perhaps marry a wealthy man. But now, as he saw her dance, he found her enticing, in her silken clown costume, with loose pantaloons and long-fingered gloves. To the accompaniment of lights which cast exaggerated shadows, and ghostly music, she sang and danced the bogey man who might catch you if you didnt watch out! Another dance was corybantic. In a short sleeveless slip of white chiffon, her exquisite arms and legs bare, her hair a whirling mass of powdered gold, she suggested to the utmost the abandon of a bacchante. Still another dance presented her as a pursued and terrified innocent seeking to escape from the lurking figures of would-be ravishers. She was so often recalled that the management had to limit her encores, and later in New York she colored, for that season, the entire summer love mood of the city.

In fact, to Cowperwoods surprise and gratification, Lorna was quite as much talked of as himself. Orchestras everywhere were playing her songs; in the popular vaudeville houses there were imitations of her. Merely to be seen with her was to inspire comment, and therein lay his greatest problem, for the very papers which regularly presented Lornas fame also presented his own. And this evoked in him the greatest caution, as well as a very real mental distress regarding Berenice. She might read or hear or be whispered to by someone if they were seen publicly together. At the same time, he and Lorna were infatuated and wished to be together as much as possible. In the case of Aileen, at least, he decided on a frank confession to her that in Baltimore he had met the granddaughter of his brother, a very gifted girl, who was in a theatrical production playing in New York. Would Aileen care to invite her to the house?

Having already read notices of Lorna and seen pictures of her in the papers, Aileen was, of course, curious, and for that reason willing to extend the invitation. At the same time, the beauty, poise, and self-assurance of the girl, as well as the mere fact that she had met and introduced herself to Cowperwood, were sufficient to embitter Aileen against her and to renew her old suspicion as to Cowperwoods real motives. Youth  the irrecoverable. Beauty  that wraith of perfection that came and went as a shadow. Yet were both fire and storm. It gave Aileen no real satisfaction to escort Lorna through the galleries and gardens of the Cowperwood palace. For, as she could see, with what Lorna had she did not need those things, and because of what Aileen lacked, they were of no avail to her. Life went with beauty and desire; where they were not was nothing... And Cowperwood desired beauty and achieved it for himself  life, color, fame, romance. Whereas, she...

Now enmeshed in the necessity of pretending engagements and business which did not exist, in order to make secure his newest paradise, Cowperwood decided that it would be better if Tollifer were present, and arranged to have him recalled by the Central Trust Company. He might keep Aileen from thinking about Lorna.

So Tollifer, gayly afloat off the North Cape with Marigold and a party of her friends, and greatly disappointed by his recall, was obliged to state that financial affairs required his immediate return to New York. And soon after his return, and doing his best to amuse himself as well as Aileen, he heard rumors of Lorna and Cowperwood, and was, of course, interested. Yet, although envying Cowperwood his luck, he was careful at every point to belittle and deny all gossip that he heard, and in particular to shield him from any suspicion on the part of Aileen.

Unfortunately, he arrived too late to forestall an inevitable article in Town Topics, which presently fell into Aileens hands. It produced in her the usual effect, the old bitter contemplation of her husbands besetting vice. No matter how great his standing before the world, how marvelous his power of achievement, he must allow these petty vagrants, infinitely beneath him, to tarnish and becloud what would otherwise have been a tremendous and untarnished public position.

There was one consolation. If she were once again to be humiliated in this way, there was Berenice Fleming to be humiliated also. For Aileen had long been consciously irritated by the unseen presence of Berenice ever in the background. And observing Berenices New York house to be closed, she assumed that Cowperwood must be neglecting her also. For most certainly he was showing no desire to leave the city.

One of the excuses which he gave for remaining in New York related to the nomination and possible election of William Jennings Bryan, a political firebrand, who, with economic and social theories somewhat at variance with the current capitalistic views of how money should be managed and divided, was seeking to bridge the then unbridgeable gulf between the rich and the poor. And, in consequence, in the United States there was at that time a genuine commercial fear, bordering almost on panic, lest this man actually win the presidency. This permitted Cowperwood to say to Aileen that it would be dangerous for him to leave the country at this time, since on Bryans stabilizing defeat depended his own financial success. And he wrote Berenice to the same effect. That ultimately she was not permitted to believe him was due to the fact that Aileen had mailed a copy of Town Topics to her New York address, and, in due time, it arrived at Pryors Cove.


CHAPTER 42

AMONG all the men Berenice had met thus far, Cowperwood alone, with his strength and achievements, supplied the most glamor. But, apart from men, even Cowperwood and the elements of satisfaction and fulfillment which he offered, there was the color of life itself at Pryors Cove. Here, for the first time in her life, her social problems, if not settled, were at least temporarily disposed of and she was free to indulge her extreme egoism and yield to her narcissistic impulse to pose and play.

Life at Pryors Cove was a pleasurably solitary and idle process. In the morning, after hours in her bath and before her mirror, she loved to pick and choose costumes suitable to her mood: this hat did this, this ribbon did that, these earrings, this belt, these slippers; so it went. Sometimes, chin in hand, her elbow resting on the gold-stained marble of her dressing-table, she would gaze into the mirror studying her hair, her lips, her eyes, her breasts, her arms. And it was with the greatest care that she selected the silver, the china, the linen, the flowers, for the table, always with a view to the resulting effect. And although usually only her mother; Mrs. Evans, the housekeeper; and Rose, the maid, were there to see, it was herself who was the chief spectator. And, in the lovely walled garden off her bedroom, when the moon was up, she strolled and dreamed, thinking of Cowperwood, and frequently wishing for him intensely. Yet with the compensating thought that a brief absence would bring an exquisitely satisfying reunion.

Mrs. Carter frequently marveled at her daughters self-absorption, wondering why she so often sought to be alone when there was a social world steadily unfolding before her. Yet in due course, into the midst of this, came Lord Stane. It was some three weeks after Cowperwoods departure, and he was motoring from Tregasal to London, dropping in ostensibly to look after his horses and bid his new tenants welcome. He was especially curious because he had been informed that the girl was the ward of Frank Cowperwood.

After all that had passed between herself and Cowperwood concerning this man, Berenice was at once interested and not a little amused, remembering the hairpins and brushes and the unknown Miss Hathaway. Nevertheless, she appeared smiling and confident as she greeted him. The effect of her white dress, blue slippers, blue ribbon around her waist and blue velvet band encircling her foaming red hair, was not lost on Stane. As he bowed over her slim hand, he said to himself that here was one to whom every moment of life was an occasion, and certainly a fitting ward for the ambitious and powerful Cowperwood. His eyes concealed inquiry but not admiration.

I hope you will pardon the intrusion of your landlord, he began. I have several horses here that I am about to send to France, and I find it necessary to look them over.

Ever since we have been living here, said Berenice, Mother and I have been hoping to meet the owner of this adorable place. It is too lovely for words. And my guardian, Mr. Cowperwood, has spoken of you.

Decidedly, I am obligated to him for that, said Stane, fascinated by her poise. As for Pryors Cove, that I cant claim credit for. Its really an heirloom, one of the family treasures.

Invited to stay for tea, he accepted. He asked whether they were to be long in England. Berenice, determined at once to be cautious in regard to him, replied that she could not say; it depended on how much she and her mother liked England. Meanwhile, his gaze returned again and again to meet her still blue eyes, and because of his manner she now ventured upon innocent liberties which otherwise she would not have taken. Since he was going to look at his horses, might she not look at them, too?

Stane was delighted, and together they proceeded to the paddock beyond the stables. He asked whether everything was being looked after to her satisfaction. Would she and her mother accept the use of the horses for riding or driving? Would she prefer that the gardener or farmer make any changes or rearrangements? There were, perhaps, too many sheep. He had been thinking of selling some of them. Berenice protested that she adored the sheep, that she wanted nothing changed. Well, in two or three weeks he would be returning from France and going to Tregasal, and if they were still here, he might stop in again to see them. Perhaps Mr. Cowperwood would be here. If so, it would be a pleasure to meet him again.

Plainly, here was a proffer of friendship, and she decided that she would make the most of it. Here was the possible beginning of a flirtation which somehow had been a possibility in the back of her mind ever since she had learned that Stane was her landlord and possibly Cowperwoods future partner. After he had gone, she recalled to her mind, dreamily, his long, lean figure, his perfect country tweeds, his handsome face, his hands, his eyes. He had an air, a walk, a manner, in which charm was implicit.

But there was Cowperwoods business with him, as well as the anomaly of her own and her mothers position. Would he not guess? He was no Colonel Hawkesberry or Arthur Tavistock to be deceived, along with all these country curates and spinsters. She knew better, just as she knew that neither she nor Cowperwood would have been deceived. And if now she made any least move in the way of a flirtation, would he not immediately proceed upon the basis that she was no better than she should be, one whom he could add to his list of experiences without thought of permanency? Considering her affection for Cowperwood as well as her great interest in his future, she was not willing to even approximate a betrayal of this sort. It would mean too much to him. And it was possible that there would be an angry reprisal on his part. She even debated the wisdom of consenting to see Stane again.

However, early one morning in August, while she was posing Narcissus-like before her mirror, she did receive a message from Stane. He was leaving Paris, preceded by a groom with two of his horses en route to Pryors Cove, and would like, with her permission, to accompany them. She wrote him a note, saying that she and her mother would be delighted to receive him. And she was thereupon so thrilled that she began to question herself, thinking also of Cowperwood  who, at the moment, was delighting in the charms of Lorna Maris.

Stane, though less keen than Cowperwood in the realm of finance, was a worthy rival in that of affection. When greatly interested, he was aggressive and resourceful. He loved beautiful women, and whatever his other labors, was forever pursuing some new quest. On sight of Berenice he had conceived an emotional passion for her. He thought of her in that lovely setting, alone with her mother, as a fair target for his affections, but, because of Cowperwood, realized that he would have to step carefully. However, considering that Cowperwood had not even mentioned his ward, and she was his tenant, why should he not continue to call on her, at least until he knew more? And so, when the time came, he packed with real gusto, determined to make as much of the occasion as possible.

And on her part, Berenice was ready also. She was wearing her favorite gown of pale green and was less formal and more playful than before. Had he had a good time in France? Which horse had won, the bay with the white circle around his eye, or the tall black one with the white stockings? It was the tall black one, and he had won a 12,000 franc prize as well as some side bets, as much as 35,000 francs all told.

Enough to turn some poor French family into aristocrats, I suppose, commented Berenice, lightly.

Well, the French are rather thrifty, you know, said Stane. It would certainly make an aristocrat of some of their villagers, and, of ours, too, for that matter. Up in Scotland, where some of my fathers ancestors come from, it seems to have laid the foundation for an earldom. He smiled reflectively. The first earl of my family, he added, began with less than that.

And the present one ends with winning as much in a single race!

Well, this time, yes, but not always. My last venture at the Derby cost me almost twice that.

They were sitting on the deck of the houseboat, waiting for tea to be served. A punt, filled with idlers, went by, and he asked Berenice if she had made use of either the canoes or punts in the boathouse.

Oh, yes, she said. Mr. Tavistock and I, and also Colonel Hawkesberry, who lives over near Wimbledon, have explored the river to Windsor in that direction and far beyond Marlow in this. Weve talked of going as far as Oxford.

In a punt? queried Stane.

Well, two or three of them. Colonel Hawkesberry has been talking of arranging a party.

The dear old colonel! So you know him? We knew each other as boys. But I havent seen him in a year. Hes been in India, I believe.

Yes, so he told me.

But theres far more interesting country around Tregasal, said Stane, ignoring Hawkesberry and Tavistock. We have the sea on all sides, and the rockiest coast in England, quite impressive; besides moors and fens and tin and copper mines and old churches, if you care for them. And the climate is delightful, particularly now. I do wish you and your mother would come to Tregasal. Theres quite a good small harbor there, where I keep my yacht. We could sail over to the Scilly Isles; theyre only about thirty miles away.

Why, how delightful! And how kind of you, said Berenice, yet thinking of Cowperwood and what he might say, if he knew. Mother, how would you like a yachting trip to the Scilly Isles? she called through the open window. Lord Stane has a yacht and a harbor of his own at Tregasal, and he thinks we would enjoy it.

She rattled it off with an air of good humor, yet touched at the same time with the slightest trace of condescension. Stane was amused by her airy insouciance, the casual regard for an invitation which, in so many other quarters, would actually be prayed for.

Mrs. Carter appeared at the window. Youll have to excuse my daughter, Lord Stane, she said. Shes a very wilful girl. I have never had any control over her, nor has anyone else that I know of. Just the same, if I may speak for myself  and here she looked at Berenice as if asking permission it sounds delightful. And Im sure Bevy thinks so, too.

So now, tea, ran on Berenice. And then you can come and pole me on the river, although I believe I like the canoe better. Or perhaps we could walk, or we could play a game of squash before dinner. Ive been practicing, and I might be good at it.

I say, its too warm for squash now, isnt it? protested Stane.

Lazy! I thought all Englishmen preferred hard work on a tennis court to quite anything else. The Empire must be decaying!

But there was no squash that evening; instead, a canoe trip on the Thames, and afterward a leisurely dinner by candlelight, Stane dwelling on the charms of Tregasal, which, as he insisted, while not so modern or so handsome as many another good house in England, commanded a view of the sea and the rocky coast that was strangely, almost eerily, impressive.

But Berenice was still afraid to accept the invitation just then, although she was fascinated by his description of the place.


CHAPTER 43

BETWEEN Berenice and Stane there was almost a similarity of temperament. Like her, he was less rugged than Cowperwood and, to a degree, less practical. On the other hand, Stane being proportionately excluded from the practical realm in which Cowperwood shone, was more effectively radiant in that atmosphere which Berenice most enjoyed, that of an aesthetically controlled luxury. His taste and philosophy she absorbed in a few moments on their evening walk, during which Stane talked to her freely of himself. Like Cowperwood, he was inclined to accept and even rejoice in his lot as he found it. He was wealthy. He was, after a fashion, gifted. He was titled.

But I have done nothing to earn or deserve anything that I have, he admitted at one point.

I can believe that, said Berenice, laughing.

But here I am, he went on, pretending to ignore her interruption. The world is like that, unfair, full of gifts for some and nothing for others.

I do agree with you there, said Berenice, suddenly serious. Life seems to be shot through with crazy predestinations, some beautiful and some terrible or shameful or brutal.

Stane had then gone on to discuss his life. His father, he said, had wanted him to marry the daughter of a friend of his, also an earl. But, as Stane expressed it, there was not enough attraction between them. And later, at Cambridge, he had decided to delay marriage on any terms until he had seen more of the world.

But the trouble is, he said, I seem to have fallen into the habit of travel. And, in between, theres London, Paris, Tregasal, and Pryors Cove, when it is unoccupied.

But what troubles me, said Berenice, is what a lone bachelor can do with all those places.

They cater to my principal diversion, which is partying, he answered. Theres a great deal of that here, as you must have seen for yourself. You can hardly escape it. But also I work, you know, sometimes very strenuously.

For the pleasure of it?

Yes, I think so. At least, it keeps me in countenance with myself, establishes a balance that I find to be healthy.

And he went on to develop his pet theory that the significance of a title unaccompanied by personal achievement was little. Besides, the worlds interest was turning to men who worked in the realm of science and economics, and it was economics which most interested him.

But thats not what I want to talk about, he concluded, but rather of Tregasal. Its a little too distant and too bare for ordinary partying, thank goodness, so when I want a real crowd I have to do a little planning. Contrasted with all that goes around London, its very different, and I frequently use it as an escape. Immediately Berenice sensed that he was pressing for a better understanding between them. It might be best, she thought, to end the matter at once, to make sure here and now that there would be no further development. Yet she resented the necessity for such action in the case of someone whose view of life seemed as broad as her own. She even speculated, looking at Stane as they walked, as to whether, in case she told him of her true relation to Cowperwood, he might not be inclined to let his natural interest dominate and sustain his social courtesies. For, after all, he was now associated with Cowperwood financially and might respect him sufficiently to respect her also.

At the same time, there was this very real attraction toward him. She decided to postpone the conversation for that evening. But the following morning, and shortly after sunrise, it began again when they met for an early breakfast and horseback ride. For he insisted that he was running off to Tregasal not only to get a few days rest but also to be able to think clearly concerning some important financial matters which were requiring his attention.

You see, I have let myself in for a lot of work in connection with your guardians underground plans, he confided. Perhaps you may know that he has a very complicated program, for which he seems to think he needs my help. And I am trying to decide whether I can be of any real use to him. He paused as if waiting to see whether she had anything to say.

But Berenice, jogging close beside him, was strongly determined not to express herself in any way. And so now she said:

Mr. Cowperwood happens to be my guardian, but his financial goings-on are a mystery to me. I am more interested in the lovely things money can accomplish than I am in how it is made. She gave him a wavering smile.

Stane checked his horse for a moment, and turning to look at her, exclaimed: My word, you think precisely as I do! I often wonder, loving beauty as I do, why I bother with practical matters in any form. I am often at war with myself over this point.

And now once more Berenice began contrasting Stane with her aggressive and ruthless lover. Cowperwoods financial genius and lust for power were tempered, to a degree, by his love of art and beauty. But Stanes strongly developed aesthetic sense was dominant, and, besides, he likewise possessed wealth and personality, plus something Cowperwood could never achieve: the worlds acceptance of the significance of a distinguished title. The contrast was intriguing, since so obviously she was making a marked impression on Stane. English nobility as opposed to Frank Cowperwood, American financier and street railway magnate!

Riding under the trees on a dappled gray mare, she tried to think of herself as Lady Stane. They might even have a son, heir to the earldom of Stane. But then, alas, she thought of her mother, the notorious Hattie Starr of Louisville, and her own left-handed relationship with Cowperwood which might appear as a scandal at any moment. For there was Aileen, and possibly Cowperwoods anger and subsequent antagonism, which, considering his genius for intrigue and revenge, could take any form. Her previous thrill vanished, mistlike, before the heat of reality. For a moment she fairly froze because of the complications of her dilemma, but a second later she was partly soothed by Stane saying:

Will you let me say that you are as brilliant and understanding as you are beautiful?

And despite her saddened mood, Berenice waved a hand gayly in response.

Why not? Would you expect me to reject anything I do not deserve?

Stane was still more intrigued, and so moved to think that the relationship between her and Cowperwood might be quite normal. For the man must be all of fifty-five or sixty! And Berenice looked to be no more than eighteen or nineteen. Perhaps she was an illegitimate daughter. On the other hand, was it not possible that actually, considering her youth and beauty, Cowperwood was hoping to intrigue her by gifts and attentions showered on her mother and herself? For in studying Mrs. Carter, Stane had sensed something he could not easily explain. Obviously, she was the girls mother, since Berenice resembled her so closely. He was puzzled. But now he wanted to take her to Tregasal, and meditating on how to do this, he said:

One thing I must congratulate you on, Miss Fleming, and that is your possession of such a brilliant guardian. I find him an exceedingly gifted person.

Yes, he is, she said. And its interesting to know that you are co-operating with him, or thinking of doing so.

By the way, he said, do you know when he will be returning from America?

The last we heard was that he was in Boston, she replied. And he had a lot of work to do in Chicago and other places. Really, I dont know when hes likely to return.

When he does, perhaps I shall have the pleasure of entertaining you all together, said Stane. But theres still Tregasal, you know. Will that need to wait on Mr. Cowperwoods return?

Oh, I think so; at least, for three or four more weeks. Mother isnt feeling well, and her principal desire at the moment is to stay here and rest.

She smiled reassuringly at him while feeling at the same time that once Cowperwood returned, or she had time to write or cable him, the thing might be arranged. Personally, she would like nothing better than to accept this invitation. And a friendship here, with Cowperwoods approval if not his presence, might further his affairs in connection with Stane. She would write Cowperwood at once.

But after three or four weeks, do you think it will be possible? asked Stane.

Im quite sure of it. And nothing would give us all greater pleasure, I assure you.

And Stane accepted the mixed offer with the best grace in the world. For, plainly, this young American beauty did not need him or Tregasal or his titled connections. She was a person in her own right, and was to be accepted only on her own terms.


CHAPTER 44

UNCERTAIN as Berenice was about the wisdom of developing this relationship, it was partially furthered by Cowperwoods delay in returning. For already he had written, and this on account of Lorna, that until the approaching presidential election was over, he could not return to London. Also, he shrewdly added, if he could not very soon return, he would send for her to meet him in New York or Chicago.

While this letter provoked speculation, it did not arouse any suspicions. And nothing would have come of it except for the clipping, mailed by Aileen, which arrived the week following Berenices conversation with Stane. Trifling over her mail in the east bedroom of the cottage one morning, she picked up a commonplace envelope addressed to her New York home and forwarded to her here. It contained pictures as well as descriptions of Lorna Maris, and an article clipped from Town Topics, which read:

A tidbit of gossip now going the rounds relates to an internationally famous multimillionaire and his latest protégée, one of the dancing favorites of the hour. The item, as retailed, is romantic in the extreme. It sets forth how this gentleman, famed for his financial triumphs in a certain midwestern city as well as his penchant for young and beautiful maidens, came across, in one of our outlying cities, the most beautiful and now the most famous terpsichorean star of the season, and appears to have made an instantaneous conquest. As great as is the wealth of this Maecenas and his fame for extravagant expenditures or endowments on those who chance to attract his interest, she was not asked to retire from the stage and accompany him to Europe  from where he has recently returned in search of capital for his latest venture  but rather, because of his infatuation, he seems to have been persuaded to remain here. Europe calls, but the supreme financial adventure of his life has been halted, in order that he may bask in the glow of this latest luminary. Silk-hatted stage door Johnnies wait vainly while a private car whisks her away to such joys as we can only infer. The clubs, the restaurants, the bars are agog with talk of the romance. For its conclusion is dubious, and assuredly Europe cannot be made to wait indefinitely. Veni, vidi, vieil Berenice was at first more surprised than shocked. Cowperwoods enthusiasm for her, as well as his seeming extreme contentment in her companionship and his work, had lulled her into the notion that for the present, at least, she was safe. At the same time, as she studied the picture of Lorna, she was quick to perceive the sensual fire that markedly vivified this latest favorite. Was this true? Had he, and so soon, found another? For the moment, she could scarcely forgive the substitution. It had not been more than two months since he had avowed her the sum of the exquisite in womanhood, and that she, of all women, need not fear variability or competition. And yet, here he was in New York, with no honest reason other than Lorna to keep him there. And writing her this nonsense about the presidential election!

By degrees, she grew very, very angry. Her slate-blue eyes turned cold. But finally, reason came to her rescue. For was she not in possession of drastic weapons of her own? There was Tavistock, who, if a fop, was socially so secure that he and his mother were frequently included in Court receptions. And there were others: the glances and appreciative eyes of a score of signally important as well as attractive individuals in this, to her, newer world which plainly said: Consider me! And, finally, there was Stane.

But as hostile to Cowperwood as these first thoughts of Berenice might appear, there was in them no desperation. For after all, she cared for him. They both had seen how much of real value had already come to them through each other. She was nonplussed, hurt, startled, not a little angry but not defiantly so. Had she herself not often wondered whether it would be possible for an affection and temperament such as hers to withdraw him entirely from his old moods and ways? She had admitted to herself, or half-believed, that she could not. At best her hope had been that this combination of their qualities and interests would be sufficient to hold both in a relationship that would be enticing, at least profitable. And now, was she going to have to say to herself, and so soon, that all had already failed? Thinking of her own future as well as his, she was not willing to admit this. What had already been was far too wonderful.

Already she had written Cowperwood in regard to Stanes invitation and had been intending to await his reply. But now that this particular evidence was before her, and whatever her ultimate decision in regard to Cowperwood might be, she decided to accept his lordships invitation, encourage his enthusiasm for her. And thereafter she would decide what she would do about Cowperwood. She was especially interested to see what effect Stanes manifested interest in her was likely to have on him.

And so she now wrote Stane that since her mother had considerably improved and was in a state where a change would be good for her, she would be glad to accept his second invitation which had arrived a few days before.

As for Cowperwood, she decided to stop writing him. And since she did not wish to compromise herself with Stane in any way, she would do nothing there that would bring about a rupture with Cowperwood. It would be better to wait and note the effect of her silence on him.


CHAPTER 45

MEANWHILE, in New York, Cowperwood was seemingly still in full enjoyment of his latest passion, but in the background, and the very immediate background, at that, were thoughts of Berenice. As was almost always the case with him, his purely sensual enthusiasms were limited in duration. There was something in his very blood stream which, in due course, invariably brought about a sudden and, even to himself, almost inexplicable cessation of interest. After Berenice, however, he found himself troubled by a conviction that at last, and for the first time in his life, he was courting a loss which was not purely sensual and which, therefore, could prove not only aesthetically but mentally devitalizing. Alone among women, she had brought something besides passion and cleverness into his life, something sensitively involved with beauty and creative thought.

And now, there were two other things which gave him pause. The first, and most important, was the receipt of Berenices letter telling him of Stanes visit to Pryors Cove and the invitation he had extended to her and her mother to visit Tregasal. This disturbed him very much, for Stanes physical and mental charms were clear to him. And he had sensed that these would appeal to Berenice. Should he be done with Lorna at once and return to England to forefend against any inroads on the part of Stane? Or should he linger a little longer in order to enjoy to the full his relationship with Lorna, and by so doing indicate to Berenice that he was not really jealous, could calmly brook so distinguished and competent a rival, and thereby persuade her to the thought that he was the more secure of the two?

But in addition there was another matter which complicated his mood. This was the sudden and most unexpected illness of Caroline Hand. Of all the personalities preceding Berenice, Caroline had been the most helpful. And her intelligent letters had continued to assure him of her unchanging devotion and to wish him success in his London project. But now came word from her that she would shortly have to be operated on because of appendicitis. She desired to see him, if only for an hour or two. There were many things she wanted to say to him. And since he was back in this country, he might be able to come. Feeling it to be a duty, he decided to go to Chicago to see her.

Now, in all of his life, Cowperwood had never been called upon to attend even so much as a slight illness in connection with one of his mistresses. They had all been such gay, youthful, passing affairs. And now, on his arrival in Chicago, to find Carrie, as he called her, suffering great pain and about to be removed to a hospital, was quite sufficient to cause him to meditate seriously on the tenuousness of human existence. One of Carolines objects in asking him to come to her was to seek his advice. For assuming that things did not turn out right, as she said gayly enough, she would like him to see that certain wishes of hers were carried out. There was a sister in Colorado, with two children, to whom she was devoted, and to whom she wished certain bonds to be transferred. These Cowperwood had advised her to buy, and they were now in trust for her at his New York bank.

He was quick to belittle Carolines precautions against death at her age  he was twenty-five years her senior  while at the same time thinking it was possible. She might die, of course, as they all might die, Lorna, Berenice, anyone. And how really futile this brief struggle which at sixty he was entering upon with almost youthful enthusiasm, while Caroline, at thirty-five, was fearing that she would be compelled to relinquish it. Strange. Sad.

Yet true enough, balancing her caution exactly, she did die within forty-eight hours after her entrance into the hospital. On hearing of her death, he felt it advisable to leave Chicago immediately, since locally she had been known to have been his mistress. However, before his departure, he sent for one of his Chicago lawyers and gave him instructions as to what was to be done.

Just the same, her death preyed on his mind. She had been so gallant, so vivid, so witty, even, as she left for the hospital. The last thing she said before leaving the house, and after he had expressed his regret that he could not accompany her, was: You know me, Frank, Im a darn good accompanist myself. Only dont go away till I come back. There are still a few duets left in me.

And then she had not returned. And with her had gone one of the gayest of his Chicago memories, the time when he was in the midst of his great fight and had been able to snatch only moments with her. And now Caroline was gone. Aileen, too, was really gone, however much she might seem to be near him. Haguenin was gone, as was Stephanie Platow, and others. He was getting along. How much more was there for him? He had a sudden overwhelming desire to return to Berenice.


CHAPTER 46

HOWEVER, getting rid of Lorna was not easy. For, like Berenice, or Arlette Wayne, or Caroline Hand, or any of a score of charmers of the past, she was not without her subtleties. And to have the great Cowperwood as her attendant was something too flattering to be relinquished without a struggle.

Are you going to be in London long? Will you write me regularly? Wont you come back for Christmas? Or at least by February? You know its settled were to remain in New York all winter. Theyre even talking of going to London after that. Would you like it if I came over there?

She was curled up in his lap and talking into his ear. She added that if she came to London, because of Aileen and his affairs there, she would be as unobtrusive as she had been in New York.

But Cowperwood, thinking of Berenice and Stane, was of no such mind. It was true that sensually Lorna was able to evoke a true delirium of the flesh, but socially, aesthetically and diplomatically, she was no match for Berenice, and he had begun to feel the difference. There must be an end, and a sharp one.

In spite of his various letters and cablegrams subsequent to her letter regarding Stanes visit and her half-indicated desire to go to Tregasal, he had not heard from Berenice. And so by degrees he was beginning to associate the item in Town Topics with her silence. His ever-telepathic mind had now decided not to write any more but to leave, and that instantly.

Accordingly, one morning after a night with Lorna, and as she was dressing for a luncheon engagement, he began paving the way for his exit.

Lorna, you and I have to have a talk. Its about this matter of our separating and my returning to England.

And without heeding such questions and objections as from time to time she chose to interpolate, he proceeded to present his case as exactly as he could, but without mentioning Berenice by name. Yes, there was another woman. And his happy association with her was quite the most necessary and important thing in his life at this time. Besides, there was Aileen, and the nature of his affairs in London. There must be no thought on Lornas part that this relationship of theirs could go on indefinitely. It had been very beautiful. It still was. But...

Despite Lornas comments and, at certain points, welling tears, it was as though a king were talking to his favorite but about to be discarded mistress. She sat chilled, wounded, and not a little overawed and outfaced. That such a swift end should be made of this was unbelievable. And yet, looking at him, she knew it was so. For never, in all their hours together, had he once said that he deeply cared for her or that it would not end. He was not one to say such things. And yet, because of her beauty and talent, she had not believed it possible that any man, even Cowperwood, once he had entered into this rich intimacy, could find it within his strength to leave her. How could he propose it? Frank Cowperwood, her granduncle, really her own flesh and blood, and her lover!

But Cowperwood, dynamic, thoughtful, cold, the executioner as well as the lover, standing before her and saying that of course there was this blood tie, and because of that and his real affection for her there could be no final mental separation. But there would have to be a physical one.

And so it was, except that during the several days in which he was preparing to sail, there were more long conversations, in which she argued that he should continue to see her as a relative; she would not in any way interfere with him. To which he replied that he would see. At the same time, however, his mind was continually on Berenice. His knowledge of her told him that in spite of Lorna she probably would not leave him, but she might feel less obligated and so withdraw her intellectual and emotional support. And now there was Stane in the background. He must not delay, for unquestionably she was not dependent on him. He would have to make his peace with her as quickly as possible.

After making all the necessary arrangements, and not before, he decided to tell Aileen that they were returning to London. And one evening, as he was entering his home preparatory to speaking to her, he met Tollifer just leaving. Cowperwood greeted him cordially and announced casually, after an inquiry or two relative to his doings in New York, that Aileen and he were returning to London in a day or two. This bit of information Tollifer clearly understood meant that he also would be sailing, and he was delighted. For now he could return to Paris, and probably Marigold Brainerd.

But how easily and skilfully this man arranged things! For at one and the same time he could have Lorna in New York and the Lord only knew whom abroad, and also order Aileen and himself to London or the Continent! And all the while maintaining the same untroubled look that he had noted the first time he saw him. Whereas he, Tollifer, at news of this announced change, must proceed to disturb all his present arrangements in order to accommodate and make possible and pleasant this other mans brisk and dauntless progress through life!


CHAPTER 47

MEANWHILE, during four days in late September, Berenice was being entertained by the picturesque and historic phases of Tregasal. Stane had arranged that his guests should include a jolly and interesting couple who lived on an adjoining estate, a Mr and Mrs. Robert Waler; also Warren Sharpless, the prosperous master of one of the very considerable fishing industries of the region, who had long since passed from the tradesman to the gentleman class. These three were to help entertain Mrs. Carter.

And true to his explanation of himself, Stane impressed Berenice as being markedly inclined to place diversion on an equal footing with his considerable financial interests. In other words, he knew how to play. At Tregasal, an immense plateau of moorland which at different points led to woods or the slaty promontories and beaches of this westerly coast, Stane was full of enthusiasm for what his estate and county had to show. To Berenice, with whom he sought to be alone as much as possible, he pointed out the circles and lines of stone, possibly of Druidic or other early religious origin, which at certain spots lent a mysterious and plainly prehistoric atmosphere to his property. Also he talked to her of the copper and tin mines of pre-Roman days, and the great fishing fleets plying out of Mounts Bay, St. Ives, and Penzance; and of the aged and primitive folk of some of the inland villages, some of whom, on his own estate, spoke a now almost forgotten language. In Mounts Bay lay his yacht, roomy enough, as she discovered, for the entertainment of a dozen guests. And from the topmost mount of Tregasal plateau could be seen both the English and St. Georges channels.

Berenice noted, in due course, that Stane was proud of this strange country, almost as much so as of his possessions in it. Here he felt himself the lord that he was, recognized and respected by all. She wondered if presently a sobering process would not set in, which would bring him back to this region permanently. For her, however, it was not so enticing. A little too bleak and primitive, although she admired it as a spectacle. Tregasal Hall, long and gray and somber, was only saved in her esteem by its highly decorative interior. There were bright curtains and rugs, old French furniture, French and English paintings, and modern lighting and plumbing. Also she was impressed and even a little overawed by the library, collected by previous earls over a period of a hundred and fifty years and constituting an imposing bibliophilic treasure.

Throughout this visit, which included a day of yachting and one of bathing and picnicking under the cliffs, Berenice was still further impressed by a certain rugged simplicity which contrasted oddly with Stanes love of comfort and material perfection. He was strong, as he demonstrated by chinning himself more than half a dozen times on the limb of a tree. Also an excellent swimmer. He ventured far into the waves and breakers which Berenice could only contemplate with doubt and wonder. He questioned her constantly as to her reactions in regard to all that pleased him, and enthusiastically welcomed every suggestion of concordance, and was forever busying himself throughout her visit with suggestions of things they might possibly do at some future time.

Yet charming as he was, and interesting at this time as a foil to Cowperwood and his unfaithfulness, still, as she decided, and after not a little meditation, he lacked the blazing force of Cowperwood. There was not about him that nimbus of great affairs and powers. He was more the quiet aspirant for position without the fascinating fanfare and uproar that seemed ever to accompany the great in the rush and flare of creation. And in this sense it was that Berenice was still, and always would be, dominated by Cowperwood. Although he was absent and interested in another woman, and his personality dimmed by distance, still he filled her thoughts even at the very time that she found herself moved by the charm of the less strident and more soothing personality of Stane. For was it not possible that after all she might have to forego the fascination of Cowperwood and devote herself to the matter of bringing about an ultimate social rectification for herself by capturing Stane, or someone like him? She could not deny her desire for at least some measure of security. She meditated on what Aileen might do to her once she found out she was in England, and with Cowperwood. Perhaps she did know. She was almost certain that Aileen had sent the Town Topics article. And her mothers past life, how could that ever be hushed up? And yet, there was no doubt of Stanes affection for her. Perhaps if certain matters could be covered up, he would marry her. Perhaps, even if he knew all, he might still seek to aid her in concealing what was most inimical to their mutual happiness.

Riding back with him early one morning toward Tregasal, after a gallop over his bleak acres, she wondered how stoutly based and centered in the customs of his class he really was, how much he might be brought to sacrifice to retain one for whom he really cared.


CHAPTER 48

LONDON. The usual fanfare because of Mr and Mrs. Cowperwood having returned. Berenice, because of previous cables, fully aware of Cowperwoods arrival, and he really interested in but one thing: peace and affection between himself and Berenice.

And Stane very much pleased because in Cowperwoods absence he had not only made some progress with the underground business but also with Cowperwoods ward. In truth, Stane was half in love. He had been at Pryors Cove several times following Berenices Tregasal visit. And hope in connection with his affection was giving strength to the thought that he should persist in his quest. He might win. Berenice might fall in love with him and consent to become his wife. Cowperwood should not look too unfavorably on such a development. It should lead to a closer union between all. Of course, he would need to know more about Berenice and her true relation to Cowperwood. He had not troubled to investigate as yet. But even if he found her background not as perfect as it might be, Berenice was still the most fascinating woman he had ever known. She was certainly not attempting to lure him; it was he who was definitely pursuing her.

At the same time Berenice was at once pleased and troubled by two developments: one the fact that Stane seemed to be so very much interested in her, and the other that since her visit to Tregasal he had suggested, among other things, that she and her mother, together with the Cowperwoods, might join him for a cruise on his yacht, the Iola, before the end of autumn. The trip could include a stopover at Cowes, where King Edward and Queen Alexandra were likely to be at that time, and he would be glad to present them to their majesties, for both the king and queen were old friends of his fathers.

At the mention of Aileen, Berenice experienced a mental chill. For if Aileen went on such a cruise, neither she nor her mother could go. If Aileen did not go, some accidentproof explanation would have to be made to Stane. If Cowperwood and she together were to accept this invitation, it would mean they would have to reach a diplomatic if not exactly harmonious agreement, and this was not exactly desirable to her at the moment. If she did not go with him, or went without him, it might mean the elimination of him from her life. And that again would mean explanations and readjustments probably fatal to all concerned.

In the face of her present resentment toward Cowperwood, she was in no position to decide quickly. For dream as she might about Stane, it was quite obvious that without Cowperwoods good will, she was not likely to extricate herself from the various complications which confronted her. Sufficiently angered, he could destroy her instantly. Sufficiently indifferent, he might allow Aileen and others to do as much. Also, in turning all this over in her mind she was confronted by the fact that her temperament as well as her general viewpoint appeared to crave Cowperwood and not Stane. She was strongest when supplemented by him. And weighing all that was to be weighed in connection with Stane, there remained the outstanding fact that he did not match Cowperwood in vigor, resourcefulness, naturalness, or the humanness of his approach to life. And it was these things more than anything else that caused her to realize that she desired to be with Cowperwood more than with anyone else, to hear his voice, to observe his gestures, sense his dynamic and seemingly unterrified approach to life. It was when he was with her that she felt her own strength magnified and without his brave support what would her personal reactions to all this now be? It caused her, in the face of Stanes suggestions, to indulge in no definite comment other than that her guardian could, at times, be strangely perverse and intractable, and that she would be compelled to leave these invitations in abeyance pending his return to England. At the same time, as she smilingly indicated, she was very much in favor of it. And if he were willing to leave it to her, perhaps it could be arranged.

A cheerful, if slightly formal, greeting from Berenice, which gave no least hint of difficulties, was waiting for Cowperwood when he reached his hotel. However, he was one who could not only sense danger but fairly register the vigorous thoughts of others in regard to himself, and he was already aware of inimical moods in her direction. In fact, long before he reached England, he had been fully convinced that his affair with Lorna was known to Berenice. He could feel it in the region of his solar plexus. It put him on his guard and sharpened his wits for any possible emergency. Already he had decided not to attempt evasion in any form, but, rather, feel his way according to Berenices mood and manner.

And so, Pryors Cove, colored by the mood of autumn, the leaves slightly reddened and yellowed. There were wreaths of mist on the river, even at noon, the hour of his arrival. And as he drew near he was most vividly conscious of all the bright summer days he might have spent here with Berenice. But now the thing to do was to face her frankly; let her once more sense him as he really was. That method had proved so propitious and effective in connection with other difficulties that he was satisfied to think it might prove so now. Besides, was there not Stane to balance Lorna? Guilty or not, Berenice might be made to feel dubious in regard to her own position.

As he drove in, Piggott, the gardener, visible behind a hedge he was trimming, bowed a greeting. In the paddock adjoining Stanes stables, the horses were warming themselves in the autumn sun, and about the stable doors two of the grooms were busy with the harness. Mrs. Carter walked across the lawn to greet him, apparently unaware of the problems that were troubling him and her daughter, for she was all smiles. From her cheerful welcome, he guessed that Berenice had probably not confided in her.

Well, hows everything? he called out to her, stepping forward and taking her hand.

Berenice, according to her mother, was as well as ever, and now in the music room practicing. Rimski-Korsakovs Market Scenes heard through the open window confirmed this.

For a moment Cowperwood had the feeling that, as in the case of Aileen, he might have to seek her out and begin some sort of irritating explanation, but as he was so thinking, the music suddenly ceased and she appeared in the doorway, as poised and smiling as ever. Oh, he was back! How nice! How had he been? Had he had a pleasant voyage? She was so glad to see him. She ran forward, not kissing him, as he noted, but otherwise acting as though no least ill were troubling her. In fact, she appeared quite enthusiastic as she added that now he was in time for the lovely autumn scenery; every day this place seemed lovelier. And, for the moment, Cowperwood entered upon this play-acting the while he wondered how long it would be before the real storm broke. But since Berenices gaiety continued with an invitation to go over to the houseboat for a cocktail, he interrupted with:

Lets walk down by the river, do you mind, Bevy? And taking her by the arm he led her down to the tree-shaded path. Bevy, he began, theres something I have to say to you before we do anything else. He fixed her with a hard, cold gaze. And as instantly she modified her manner.

Will you pardon me just a minute, Frank, while I speak to Mrs. Evans..

No, he said, decisively, dont go, Bevy. This is something much more important than Mrs. Evans or anything else. I want to tell you about Lorna Maris. You probably know about her, but I want to tell you, anyway.

As he spoke she remained silent, walking beside him softly and evenly.

You know of Lorna Maris? he asked.

Yes, I know. A clipping and some pictures were sent me from New York. She is very beautiful.

He noted her reserve. No complaint. No request for information. At the same time, all the more urgent was it that he should discover her true mood.

Quite a sudden turnabout from all Ive been saying to you, isnt it, Bevy?

Yes, I think it is. But youre not going to tell me youre sorry, I hope. The corners of her mouth suggested the least trace of irony.

No, Bevy, Im not going to tell you anything except what happened. Then you can judge for yourself. Do you wish to hear about it?

Not so much. But if you really want to talk about it, all right. I think I understand how it happened.

Bevy! he exclaimed, pausing and looking at her, admiration and genuine affection in his every line. We cant  at least, I cant  get anywhere this way. The only reason I want to tell you is because whatever youre thinking, I want you to know that I still care deeply for you. That may sound shallow and false after all that has happened since I last saw you, but I believe you know its true. You know and I know that there are personality values that are not to be measured by physical beauty or sexual sensations alone. As between one attractive woman and another, and one man and another judging them, there are always other modifying things: character, understanding, extreme congeniality of purpose and ideals, and..

He paused as she interrupted rather icily: Really? Of sufficient weight to make a difference in ones conduct, loyalty, or constancy? The semisubmerged flash in her eyes warned him that tergiversation in her case was of no least value.

Enough to make a very great difference, Bevy. You see me here, dont you? Ten days ago in New York...

Berenice interrupted him. Yes, I know. You left her after a delightful summer in her company. You had enough of her for the time being. And so London, your plans to re-establish yourself... Her pretty mouth curled scornfully. But really, Frank, you need not clarify all this to me. I am very much like yourself, you know. I can explain as cleverly as you can; only being obligated to you for many things, and perhaps willing to sacrifice to a degree if I continue to need them, I must be more careful than you, much more careful. Or.. She paused and gazed at him, and he felt as though he had received a body blow.

But, Berenice, those things are true. I did leave her. I have returned to you. I am willing to explain or not, just as you please. But one thing I do want to do, and that is to make up with you, get your forgiveness, go on and on with you alone. You wont believe it, but I promise you there wont be any more of this. Cant you sense that? Wont you help me get back to some fair and equitable relation with you? Think what we mean to each other!

I can help you, want to, will, whether you choose to break with me or not! Wont you believe that, Bevy?

They were standing on a small green lawn bordering the Thames, under old trees, with the low thatches of a distant hamlet in view and curls of blue smoke rising from cottage chimneys. All was peaceful about them. But he was thinking that for all this sufficiency and the plain intention to make as little as possible of the provocation that had been given her, Berenices mood was not forgiving. At the same time, he could not help contrasting her with other women under related circumstances, Aileen in particular. Here was no brooding, weeping, quarreling woman. Although, as he now also thought, and for the first time in his life, real love, true love, however destructive to the lover, might truly brood, weep, quarrel, and be forgiven for it, into the bargain!

On the other hand, here was certainly a type of affection which carried with it values which could not be denied or belittled. Plainly, he had dulled them, and on the instant he became the shrewd, watchful, resourceful, and dynamic Cowperwood of the financial meeting room and parley.

Listen to me, Bevy! he said, firmly. About June twentieth I went down to Baltimore on a business matter.. And from there on he related exactly what had happened. The midnight return to his room. Lornas knock. All. He told exactly how fascinated he had been; how and where he had entertained Lorna; the comments of the critics. He persisted in the excuse that, like Berenice, Lorna had cast a spell. He had intended no unfaithfulness. It was something that had come over him, and, to make himself perfectly plain, he advanced the theory which had come to him because of this and other related affairs in the past: that there was something in sensual desire which superseded and therefore must be superior to reason and will. For, in his case, it undermined and washed away any predetermined course.

If I want to be honest, he added at this point, I must say that perhaps the only way to avoid lapses of this kind is to avoid any close contact with attractive women. And that is not always possible, of course.

Of course not, said Berenice.

As you know, he went on, determined to continue, once you are close to a person like Lorna Maris, you have to be pretty tame to escape her. And thats a mighty strong admission from me.

Quite, said Berenice. But I agree with you. She is very attractive. But how about me in connection with other men? Are you ready to grant me the same privilege? She gazed at him inquiringly, while he stared at her in return.

Theoretically, yes, he replied. Because I care for you, I would have to stand for it emotionally as long as I could, as long as it was necessary for me to do so. After that, I would probably let you go, just as you will let me go if you dont care enough to keep me. But what I want to know now is, knowing what you do, do you care, my dear? And that is very important, because I still care a great deal.

Well, Frank, you are asking me something which just at the moment I cannot really answer, because I dont know.

But, as you see, he persisted, in this case her influence has not lasted, or I wouldnt be here now. And I am not offering this as an excuse, but as a fact.

In other words, said Berenice, she did not come on the same boat.

She is dancing in New York the whole winter. And any American paper will tell you that. I maintain, Bevy, that the attraction you have for me is not only stronger but superior. I need you, Bevy. We are two minds and temperaments that think and work alike. Thats why Im back here now, and want to stay here. This other affair was less valuable. I felt it all the time. When you stopped writing I realized how much less I cared for Lorna. There, thats the sum of it. Now what, Bevy?

In the growing dusk he had drawn nearer and nearer. Now he seized her, pressed his lips to hers, and held her tightly. As he did so, she felt herself yielding, mentally and emotionally. But at the same time she felt impelled to make plain her position.

I do care for you, Frank, yes. But this is only a sensual pull in your case. When it is over... when it is over...

Both subsided in each others arms, letting desire, emotion, blot out for the time being that frail little lamp, the human mind, and submerge for the moment that wholly unreasoning force, the human will.


CHAPTER 49

LATER, in her bedroom, on that first night, Cowperwood continued his argument as to the wisdom of going on together in their roles of ward and guardian.

You see, Bevy, he said, the relationship is already established in the minds of Stane and others.

Are you trying to discover whether I am planning to leave you? she queried.

Well, naturally, I thought you might be considering it. This fellow Stane certainly has everything to offer you.

He was sitting on the edge of her bed. The room was only slightly illumined by a moon that was shining against the drawn blinds. Berenice was sitting up in bed, leaning against the pillows, smoking a cigarette.

Not so much as you have, she said, if you were ever really interested enough. But if you must know, I am not considering anything except the problem which you yourself have forced on me. We entered into an arrangement and you disarranged it. What do you expect me to do under the circumstances? Give you every liberty and ask nothing for myself?

I dont expect anything which is going to prove distasteful or harmful to you. His tone was aggressive. Im merely suggesting that if youre going to become interested in Stane, well have to figure out some way to continue this guardian-ward relationship until you are settled in your new state. From one point of view, he added, honestly enough, Id be glad to see you established as the wife of a man like Stane. On the other hand, theres the program we planned, and without you as a part of it, Bevy, I can tell you frankly that Im not going to be very much interested. I might go on, and I might not. It will all depend on how I feel. I know you think that because I went with Lorna Maris I could easily make worth-while conditions for myself. But I dont see it that way. She was a mere incident, something involved with the passions and not the mind, as Ive told you. If you had gone to New York with me, it never would have happened. Since it has, the one thing I see to do is to make the best working arrangement I can with you. And you will have to say what that is to be. He got up and went to look for a cigar.

Thus directly approached, Berenice found herself intensely troubled by all he had said. For she cared for him intensely; his problems, his career, were almost more important to her than her own. And yet opposed to them was her own life, her own future. For once she reached the age of thirty-five or forty, the chances of his being present were slight. She lay there silently thinking, while Cowperwood waited. And in due course she answered, although not without extreme misgivings. Yes, she would continue; of course she would continue, for the present, anyway. For what could either he or she say in regard to his future movements or decisions?

Theres no one like you, Frank, she observed at this point, for me, anyway. I like Lord Stane, of course, but Ive not really seen enough of him. Its nonsense to even think of it. Just the same, he is interesting  fascinating, really. And if youre going to leave me to a sort of half-life with you, it does seem impractical for me to ignore him, assuming that he would really marry me. At the same time, relying on you is not even to be considered. I can stay with you, of course, and do my best to work out with you all the things we planned. But if so, it will be because I am relying entirely on myself. I will be making you a present of my youth, my ideals, my enthusiasms, and my love, and expecting not one thing in return.

Bevy! he exclaimed, startled by the equity of her statement. That isnt true!

Well, then, show me where its false. Lets say I go on, as I probably shall; then what?

Well, said Cowperwood, seating himself in a chair opposite the bed, I will admit you raise a serious question. Im not as young as you, and if you continue with me, you certainly run a great risk of exposure and social ostracism. Theres no denying that. About all I can leave you is money, and regardless of what we decide on tonight, I can tell you now that I propose to arrange for that at once. You will have enough, if you manage it intelligently, to maintain you in luxury for the rest of your life.

Oh, I know, said Berenice. No one can deny that where you care for anyone, you are the soul of generosity. I am not even questioning that. What troubles me is the lack of real love on your part, and the reasonable certainty that Im to be not only left without love but I am to pay for my own love in other ways later on.

I see your problem, Bevy, believe me, I do. And Im in no position to ask you to do more for me than you feel you want to do. You must do what you think is best for yourself. But I promise you, darling, that if you do continue with me, I will try to be faithful to you. And if ever you feel you ought to leave me and marry someone, I promise not to interfere. And thats final. As I said before, I care for you very much, Bevy. You know that. You are not only my sweetheart but the same as my own child to me.



Frank! She called him over to her side. You know I cannot leave you. Its not possible, at least not in spirit.

Bevy, darling girl! And he gathered her up in his arms. How wonderful it is to have you with me again!

But one thing we must settle, Frank, she put in at this point, calmly smoothing her ruffled hair, and thats this yachting invitation. What about that?

I dont know yet, dear, but I guess as long as hes so very much interested in you, hes not likely to be particularly antagonistic toward me.

Scamp! cried Berenice, laughing. If ever there was a deep-dyed villain...

No, just a young, ambitious American businessman trying to find his way through an English financial jungle! Well talk it over tomorrow. Its you, just you, I want to think about now...


CHAPTER 50

LIKE a master chess player, Cowperwood proposed to outwit all of the entirely nationalistic and, of course, humanly selfish elements arrayed against him in his underground project. He had evolved a broad and comprehensive plan, which he hoped to work out as follows:

First, there was the existing Charing Cross line, to which must be added the existing central loop consisting of the District and the Metropolitan Railway, with their utterly impractical and warring factions. If all went well, he, Stane, and Johnson, but principally himself, held the key to this situation.

Next, assuming that he gained control of the District and the Metropolitan  with which he would or would not, as circumstances dictated, join his Railway Equipment & Construction Company  he proposed to organize the Union Traction Underground, Limited, which would control all of these.

Incidentally, however, and unknown to any of his present associates, he proposed to buy from Abington Scarr the charter for the Baker Street and Waterloo Line; also the charter of the Brompton and Piccadilly, a line which he had learned was in about the same condition as the Charing Cross; and certain other routes and prospects, charters for which he would pick up through others.

With these in his bag, he would be able, he felt, to organize the London Underground General, which would include all of the property of the Union Traction Underground, Limited, as well as the charters and lines which he would privately acquire, thus providing a complete metropolitan system and at the same time, by reason of his holdings, give him personal control. Incidentally, if he could not ultimately take publicly the chairmanship of this enormous property, at least he would be acknowledged as its subsurface control. Also, if he could not put in his own directors, he would arrange so that those who were placed in control could do nothing to injure the property.

And eventually, if all went well, he would quietly dispose of his holdings at an enormous profit, and thereafter leave the company to get along as best it could. He would have established his tide as not only promoter but builder, and would have given London a modern and comprehensive metropolitan system which would bear the imprint of his genius, just as Chicagos downtown loop bore it. And thereafter, with his wealth, he could maintain his art gallery, organize his charities, build the hospital to which he had given much thought in the past, and at the same time leave to all to whom he felt obligated an unquestionably satisfactory reward. The dream enticed him. A few years of swift work, five or six at the most, as he saw it, would serve to accomplish all.

But to follow all of his activities, mental as well as physical, in connection with this plan would be the same as attempting to follow the swift and confusing thoughts, tricks, and motions of a prestidigitator. There were primarily, of course, his negotiations with Johnson and Stane. On communicating with Johnson, immediately following his reconciliation with Berenice, he found a greater willingness to co-operate than had previously existed. Johnson announced that he and Stane had given a great deal of thought to the matter in Cowperwoods absence, but he would prefer to communicate their conclusions in Stanes presence.

This resulted almost immediately in another conference in Berkeley Square, where Cowperwood found something resembling more a friendly than a commercial atmosphere. Johnson had been detained and was not present when he arrived. Immediately he noticed the joviality of Stanes manner. The latter inquired about conditions in the United States: what the elections there forebode; did he find London pleasing; and how was his ward, Miss Fleming? And her mother? He had been, as Cowperwood perhaps knew, a fairly frequent visitor to Pryors Cove. How truly charming they were, mother and daughter. He paused shrewdly, watching Cowperwoods face as he said this. But Cowperwood met the challenge.

No doubt you are wondering about their relationship to me, he said, suavely. Well, I have known Mrs. Carter for many years. She married a distant relative of mine, who named me as executor and guardian in loco parentis. Naturally, I have become very fond of Berenice. She is a very brilliant girl.

I must say I find her so, said Stane. And I am pleased that Pryors Cove has appealed to Mrs. Carter and her daughter.

Yes, they certainly seem to have found it an ideal place. It is really beautiful.

Fortunately, to break the personal trend of the conversation, Johnson arrived at this moment. Bustling in and apologizing for having been unavoidably detained, he inquired after Cowperwoods welfare before putting on his most officially expectant and executive manner. And there followed a concise and vigorous presentation by him of all that had been done, together with a review of the situation as it now stood. Decidedly, he announced, Cowperwoods proposed invasion of the London underground field had evoked a furore. With but few exceptions, directors and shareholders of both of the old loop companies were against him.

They seem to want to take over your ideas, Mr. Cowperwood, he said, and work them out themselves. The only thing that is delaying them is lack of agreement among themselves, and, of course, he added, with a twinkle in his eye, they are a little disturbed by the amount of money it is going to take. They dont know how theyre going to get it without too much expense to themselves.

Precisely, commented Cowperwood, and for that very reason delay will be the most expensive thing that can be indulged in. There is a program here which, if entered upon vigorously, can be held within attractive financial limits. Delay and argument will only attract speculators and prospectors who will pile up options on whatever shares or franchises are floating about and hold them for a rise. For that reason it is essential that we reach an agreement as quickly as possible.

Now, as I understand it, put in Stane, agreeably enough, your proposal was for Johnson and myself to pool our interests in the District as well as the Metropolitan, and in addition either buy, or bring together under some working agreement which you are to control, 51 per cent of either the District or the Metropolitan, or both.

Right! said Cowperwood.

And against that, either on a hundred-year lease or in perpetuity, you agree to guarantee interest at 5 per cent.

Right!

And, in addition, give the refusal of at least 10 per cent of the preferred shares of the Charing Cross, together with 10 per cent of the shares of any additional subsidiary which you or the larger company may see fit to organize and join up with the parent company, at 8 per cent of their par value.

Right!

The interest on all these shares to be a first lien on the property of the entire company at the time it is fully organized.

That is my proposal, said Cowperwood.

I must say I see nothing wrong with that, said Stane, staring at Johnson, who in turn stared back at him.

In short, said Johnson, turning to Cowperwood, once we perform our part, you bind yourself to reconstruct and equip in the most modern fashion both of the old lines and such new ones as you can secure, and to mortgage the entire property in such a way as to guarantee the interest on all of the present shares of the District and the Metropolitan, also on whatsoever amount of the 10 per cent of the shares of these new companies or subsidiaries we may elect to subscribe for at eighty.

Such is my intention, said Cowperwood.

Once more Johnson and Stane stared at each other.

Well, said Stane, finally, subject to such difficulties as we are certain to encounter, I pledge myself to perform my part of the undertaking as quickly as possible, and to the best of my ability.

And I, said Johnson, shall be glad to work in entire harmony with Lord Stane, and to do whatever is necessary to bring this to a successful conclusion.

Well, gentlemen, said Cowperwood, rising, I am not only pleased but honored by this understanding, and to show you the soundness of my intentions, I propose  if both of you are agreeable to the idea, of course  to ask Mr. Johnson to act as my legal advisor, and have him prepare all papers concluding this general agreement between us. And when the time comes, he added, smiling at them, I would be delighted to have you both serve as directors.

As to that, time and circumstances will have to decide, said Stane. It should be helpful, certainly.

It will be my pleasure to serve both of you to the very best of my ability, added Johnson.

All three were not a little conscious of the grandiose note that had slipped into these mutual felicitations, but it was quickly eased by Stanes proffer of a parting glass of old cognac  a case of which, without any previous mention, he had sent to Cowperwoods rooms at the Cecil.


CHAPTER 51

ONE OF the painful phases of Cowperwoods further negotiations at this time was the need he faced, or thought he did, of employing Englishmen rather than Americans as his assistants in all departments of his work. De Sota Sippens was the first victim, and he was almost brokenhearted, for he had come to like London. Joined with his ever-successful Chief, as he argued, he expected to shine here. More than that, he was eager to sharpen his wits and energies against those of these assured and almost condescending Englishmen, who, he was perfectly satisfied, knew nothing about the business of traction. However, to soften the blow as much as possible, Cowperwood placed him in charge of his Chicago financial affairs.

One of Cowperwoods methods of raising capital was the use of the holding company, an underlying organization which would bring in sufficient money to buy the companies which he wished to control and at the same time furnish him with the necessary shares for that control. In this instance, his Railway Equipment & Construction Company was formed, with dummy directors and chairmen, and in which all who joined him were eventually to possess founders shares. Johnson acted as solicitor and counsel at a salary of £3,000 a year. And thereafter, in a private agreement drawn by him  but most carefully gone over by Cowperwoods attorneys  and signed by Johnson, Stane, and Cowperwood, it was stipulated that from then on their various shares in both the District and the Metropolitan, either then and there owned or subsequently to be acquired, were to be voted as one in any official vote that looked to the reorganization and sale of the District and the Metropolitan to the new company later to be organized. And in this new company they were to receive three shares of its issue for each one of their old shares.

And now, for Johnson, there was the really great task of running about in quest of blocks of scattered shares of both the District and the Metropolitan, which shares, up to £500,000 he had orders from Cowperwood to buy, but under various names. Also to work up, among the old directors, knowledge of as well as enthusiasm for Cowperwood and his proposed plans. As for Stane, he was to buy as many more shares of these old companies as he could obtain, with a view to voting with Cowperwood in his new undertaking, and he, too, where possible, was to bring his personal influence to bear on all such as he knew.

As a result of these activities, a veritable landslide of investors descended upon Cowperwood. And many American as well as English financiers, realizing the importance of the properties which he was gathering in, now also attempted to get franchises for themselves, which franchises by that time were most difficult to obtain. One of those who became interested was no less a person than Stanford Drake, also an American financier, who made applications to Parliament for franchises for lines which, if built, would have paralleled the Cowperwood lines for a very considerable distance, and thus practically split the income for these territories.

This disturbed Cowperwood not a little, for it had to be stopped without arousing English opposition to both men, since the English were opposed to American entrance into this field, whether it be the entrance of Mr. Drake or Mr. Cowperwood. In consequence, the usual legal battles on the part of each ensued. For each pointed out the assumed defects of the other and each minimized the import of what his rival was trying to do.

For his part, Cowperwood pointed out that the Drake line as planned would run, in part, through fairly good residence sections, but it would also be compelled to run through open fields for a distance of ten miles before it would reach paying territory. He also pointed out that the Drake line was to be a single-track line, one track in a tunnel, while his system would be double-track throughout. At the same time, the Drake interests proceeded to counter with the claim that Cowperwoods roads were under the Thames embankment, while their roads were under the Strand and other business streets; that Mr. Cowperwoods roads were away from trade, and theirs would take people to trade. However, Cowperwood added that parallel lines were mutually destructive, did not pay, for he knew if the Drake crowd succeeded in getting franchises for their system, no matter how it was developed, his own line would be affected to a considerable extent. This, of course, he did not admit at the time; instead, he announced that he could not understand why the House of Drake would indulge in any such venture. And to make matters as smooth as possible, he said he believed that Mr. Drakes London branch, rather than Mr. Drake himself, was responsible for the error. He went on to say further that Mr. Drake was a great man, and he believed eventually, when the matter was made clear to him, he would not put any money into it.

Yet in spite of all these sweet words, Mr. Drakes lawyers, going before Parliament, introduced a bill seeking a franchise, and Mr. Cowperwoods lawyers introduced a rival bill for the lines he wanted to build. The result was that Parliament put both bills off until the following November and did not favor either one, which delay was a kind of victory for Cowperwood, he being so much further ahead in the development of his over-all scheme. In fact, he was heard to say that he did not enjoy going into any project unless there was some opposition, and, as everything was fair in love and war, he was prepared to oppose the Drake interests to the last ditch.

But the interest of Stanford Drake was aroused to the necessity for a real battle with Cowperwood. Having vast funds at his disposal, he made Cowperwood an offer of $5,000,000 for the privilege of sharing the Piccadilly Circus Station, which belonged to Cowperwood and which would obviously be needed by Drake in his system. At the same time he also offered Cowperwood $2,500,000 if he would call off his army of lawyers who were then and there preparing to fight Drakes application to Parliament for permission to build his proposed road. Of course, the offers were refused by Cowperwood.

At the same time there was the London United Company which was planning to build a road from Hyde Park Corner to Shepherds Bush, the preliminary negotiations for which they had worked out. They went to Drake and offered to unite their line with his, and asked for a franchise from the city. They also asked Drake to operate the line as a whole if and when completed. Drake refused. Then they asked to be permitted to operate their section. Again Drake refused. Whereupon they offered their section to Cowperwood, although they had as yet no franchise for it. Cowperwood notified them to see Speyer & Company, a financing concern that operated not only in England and America but throughout Europe. This firm, after looking into the matter and seeing that they might, by benefiting Cowperwood, eventually benefit themselves, decided to buy all the existing rights which this particular company owned, after which they proceeded to syndicate the entire block of shares. Their counsel, then and there before the Parliament Tubes Committee on other matters, asked to withdraw their request for a franchise. As Drake had been pleading for only one total franchise for a year, this invalidated the whole plea. Drake returned with a request to be allowed a franchise for their section. But as their original request had called for no such thing, and there was no such bill before the committee, Cowperwoods counsel argued that the whole matter must be thrown out. And Mr. Drakes scheme was withdrawn.

The dramatic conclusion of this fight between two such outstanding adversaries was reported in detail by both English and American newspapers, and the London County Council, which favored a system of transit development which would make travel convenient for all London, enthused over the victory of Mr. Cowperwood, citing him as a man of broad and valuable social qualities which deserved a most favorable reception everywhere.

Cowperwood, taking advantage of this sentiment, made much of the social benefits that would result from his vast enterprise. His system, he announced, would ultimately carry as many as 200,000,000 passengers a year, would have one class of coach, a uniform five-cent fare, and be a fully connected system which would enable a traveler to go all the way by subway, thereby providing an object lesson in rapid transit, cheap fares, and frequent service.

Personally, at this time, Cowperwood was prospering so enormously that he was able to attend to matters other than those concerning the gathering of shares and profits. For instance, for mere publicity purposes, he bought Turners painting, Rockets and Blue Lights, for $78,000, and hung it in his office.


CHAPTER 52

FOR all of his success, however, there was a new and difficult situation arising in connection with Aileen that was about to descend on Cowperwood with full force.

Aileen had returned to Paris and was again being entertained and amused by Tollifer and his friends. The fact was, however, that Marigold Brainerd, noting that Aileen favored Tollifer to such an extent that she might even wish to marry him eventually, decided that it was time for her to check this growing interest. Aware of his connection with Cowperwood, she believed she had a weapon that might easily clear the field for her. For Tollifer had confessed as much to her one night on the yachting cruise, when he had had too much to drink. And accordingly at her first opportunity she acted.

It was at a party that Tollifer gave at the studio of one of his friends, a celebration in honor of their return to Paris, that Marigold, having consumed more than her share of alcohol and noting how gayly Aileen was trifling with Tollifer, suddenly turned on her.

If you knew as much as I do about your friend, you might not be so eager to have him at your heels all the time, she said, sarcastically.

Well, if you know anything that is so certain to annoy me, said Aileen, why dont you come out with it instead of insinuating? Or is it just your jealousy that is getting the best of you?

Jealousy! Me jealous of Tollifer and you! I happen to know whats back of all these attentions hes showering on you, thats all! Startled and irritated by this sudden assertion, Aileen exclaimed: Just what are you driving at? Come on, tell me! Otherwise, turn your jealousy on someone else!

Jealousy! How silly! Im sure it never occurred to you that your attentive friend might be pursuing you for reasons other than your personal charm. And besides, where do you suppose he gets all the money that he spends on you? Ive known him for years, and hes never had a shilling of his own, you know.

No, I didnt know. But please come out with what you want to say, said Aileen.

I suggest that you ask Mr. Tollifer, or, better yet, your husband. Im sure he could enlighten you, concluded Marigold, as she edged away from Aileen.

Whereupon, intensely wrought up, Aileen left the room, got her wraps, and returned to her apartment, but not to dismiss the subject from her mind. Tollifer! The peculiar energy with which he had thrust himself into her life! Penniless, and yet spending so much money! And why Cowperwoods willingness to encourage this friendship between them, even occasionally crossing over to Paris to attend these parties given by Tollifer? The darkest aspect of Marigolds suggestion suddenly struck her with great force: that he had used this man to clear her out of his life! She must get to the bottom of this; she must know.

Within the hour, Tollifer, having missed her at the party, called her on the telephone, whereupon she demanded that he come to see her at once, there was something she must discuss with him immediately. And, upon his appearance, a stormy scene. Whose idea was it that he should invite her to Paris and pay her so much attention and at the same time spend so much money on her? Her husbands or his own?

What nonsense! Why should he spend money on her if he did not care for her personally? To which Aileen replied that she heard that he had no money of his own, and never had had any. And, come to think of it, what did he really do to earn money, unless it was for service of some personal nature, such as that of dancing attendance on those who were able to spend their time playing but would not trouble to bother with all the tiresome details? This was an insult that cut him to the bone, since it placed him in the servant class.

Thats not true, he said, weakly.

But there was something in the tone of his voice that made Aileen doubt him, and this awakened a fury in her. To think that any man should stoop to such degrading employment! To think that she, Frank Algernon Cowperwoods wife, due to her husbands plotting, should be the victim of it! To be thus publicly displayed as an unwanted wife, one so distasteful to her husband that he had to hire help to get rid of her!

But wait! Here and now, or by tomorrow at the latest, she would show this parasite and trickster, and also her husband, that she was not to be disgraced in this fashion! For here and now, Tollifers services, as far as she was concerned, were ended. And Cowperwood was to learn by wire that she was aware of his plotting, and that she was through with him forever; that she was returning to New York to stay in her own home, where she belonged, and that if he attempted to follow her, she would take him into court and expose him in the public press; she would relieve herself once and for all time of his lies, infidelities, and his mental cruelties!

After which, turning to Tollifer, she exclaimed:

You may go now. Your services to me are ended. Im returning to New York at once, and if you ever cross my path or annoy me in any way, Ill see that you are exposed for what you are. Run to Mr. Cowperwood and see if he wont give you something more respectable to do!

With which she walked to the door and opened it for him to depart.


CHAPTER 53

AT THE same time that all of this was happening to Aileen in Paris, Berenice, still at Pryors Cove, was finding herself the object of a truly surprising series of social invitations, introductions, and successes which were far beyond anything she had anticipated. And while she felt she must credit a good portion of this success to Cowperwood, a greater portion, as she well knew, was due to Lord Stanes infatuation and his desire to introduce her to his circle of very important social connections.

With Aileen in Paris, Cowperwood had decided it would be safe to accept, for Berenice and himself, the invitation to cruise on Stanes yacht, the Iola. Among the guests aboard were Lady Clifford, of Chadleigh, whose husband had one of the oldest titles in England; the Duchess of Marlborough, one of Stanes most intimate friends as well as one of the Queens favorites; and Sir Wyndham Whitley, a diplomat closely associated with Court life.

When the Iola eventually anchored at Cowes, Stane informed his guests that he had had word that the Queen was there and would be pleased to receive him and his friends for tea that afternoon: an announcement which aroused intense excitement in all of them, particularly Berenice, who had been nervously sensitive as to the possible publicity that might follow from this. The Queen was exceedingly gracious and appeared herself to enjoy this informal visit. She evinced a particular interest in Berenice and made various inquiries, which, if Berenice had answered them truthfully, might have resulted in great injury to herself, but since she did not, resulted in the wish, expressed by the Queen, that she might see more of her in London; in fact, that she hoped she would be free to attend her next Court reception. This courtesy on the part of the Queen all but startled Berenice, yet gave her still greater assurance as to what she could achieve for herself, if she wished.

As for Stane, it enormously increased his desire for her affection. At the same time, its effect on Cowperwood was to cause him even more misapprehension as to Stanes possible influence on Berenice.

But there was even greater cause for worry on his part awaiting him on his return to his hotel suite in London. There was the letter from Aileen, mailed to him just before she sailed for New York, and which read as follows:

At last I know the truth about my humiliating position in relation to your servant, Tollifer, and yourself; your shameful employment of him in order to be rid of me and leave you free to go your customary libertine way. What a reward for all my years of devotion! However, dont worry, for you are free to go now, to run with your prostitutes where and when you will. For today I am leaving Paris for New York, where I expect to be finally free from your infidelities and indulgences. I warn you not to follow me. If you do, I will take you and your present mistresses into court and expose you in the press of London and New York. AILEEN.

On receiving this, Cowperwood devoted considerable time to the contemplation of the possible angles and results of this savage indictment of himself. It seemed to him to be the better part of wisdom to return immediately to New York and see what, if anything, he could do to avoid a public scandal. However, closely connected with this was the position of Berenice. For if Aileen proceeded to do as she threatened, Berenices future would be greatly injured. And that he did not wish to have happen, at any cost.

His first move, therefore, was to go at once to see Berenice, whom he found in a cheerful and highly ambitious mood. But once he told her of Aileens latest attack, and the nature of her threats, he could tell by her sudden change of expression that she looked upon it as a serious matter. She was interested to know what could have persuaded Tollifer to confess his position.

Surely, he had everything to gain by silence, she said, nervously.

You dont understand the Lady Aileen, dear, responded Cowperwood, ironically. Shes not a person who thinks problems through to their ultimate conclusion. Instead, she develops a rage that does more harm than good to herself and everyone concerned. In fact, she can become so violent as to sweep anyone into confessions equally disastrous to both. The only thing I can think of doing at this time is to return to New York by the fastest boat, and maybe get there first. In the meantime, I have already wired Tollifer to come to London at once, because by continuing his employment I can easily arrange with him to say nothing. But Im wondering what suggestions you might have to make, Bevy.

I agree with you, Frank, she said. I think you should return to New York as soon as possible, and see what you can do to placate her. After you talk to her, shes very likely to realize how futile an explosion of this kind would be. For, of course, she has known of me before this, and others also, and here she smiled an ironic smile. And you certainly are the one to tell her that. After all, you havent done her any harm in this instance. Nor has Tollifer, for that matter. In fact, youve provided her with the best guide to the pleasures of Paris that anybody would want, and, incidentally, you might also make clear to her that your work over here has taken every moment of your time. After all, it seems to me that could hardly fail to have some ameliorating effect. The papers are full of your labors and achievements, as you could point out to her  a burst of wisdom which was by no means lost on Cowperwood. His one grief, as he now declared, was that it was he, not Stane, who had to go.

Never mind, dear, she said, consolingly, youre too great a man to be broken by this. I know positively you will return triumphant, as usual. And you know I will be with you all the way, and she put her arms around him and smiled up into his face with deep affection.

If that is so, then I know everything will be all right, he said, confidently.


CHAPTER 54

BEFORE sailing for New York, Cowperwood talked with Tollifer, who demonstrated to him his personal innocence in connection with this development; also that as far as he was concerned, his lips were sealed and would open only to say whatever Cowperwood desired him to say.

Five days later, landing in New York, Cowperwood was met by a brigade of newspapermen with enough inquiries to fill a small catalogue. Was he after more money to buy more London subways, or was it for the purpose of disposing of his remaining American street railway holdings? What paintings had he purchased in London? Was there anything to the story that he had just paid $78,000 for Turners Rockets and Blue Lights? And, in connection with paintings, had he agreed to pay a certain artist $20,000 for his portrait, and on its completion sent the artist $30,000 instead? And also, by now, what did he think of English business methods?

All of this caused him to realize that while there was more interest in him as a public figure than had ever previously been manifested, as yet there was no trace of scandal in connection with him. Accordingly, he was more inclined to answer the questions, at least as many as it was diplomatically possible for him to answer without injury to himself.

According to him, everything was progressing smoothly in London. In fact, he was justifiably proud, since he expected to have the London Underground electrified and in operation by January of 1905. Also, it would have an $85,000,000 capital and one hundred and forty miles of track. And it was also true that he was now building the largest electrical power plant in the world, and when it was completed London would have the finest underground in the world. As to the English, he now asserted that he considered their attitude toward large business projects, such as his, superior to the American attitude; that is, the English appeared to understand the importance of a great constructive program, and when they granted a franchise, it was not for a limited time, but granted in perpetuity, which gave men with large creative purposes an opportunity to build things lasting.

As to paintings, yes, he had purchased several since being in New York last, and those he was bringing back with him, a Watteau, a Sir Joshua Reynolds (portrait of Lady OBrien), and a Frans Hals. And yes, he had paid the artist in question $30,000 for his portrait when he needed to give him $20,000 only. But the artist had returned the $10,000 to him with the request that he contribute the sum to a charity  which caused a gasp of surprise from the reporters.

The significance of such data as this, blazoned as it was in all of the newspapers, did not fail to impress Aileen, who, under another name, had arrived only two days before. Notwithstanding her anger, she was moved to meditate on the wisdom of her original plan. What was to become of these paintings that he was purchasing? For she recalled that recently he had spoken of the possibility of enlarging the New York mansion with a view to housing additional art objects. If so, her exposure of him and a threatened divorce suit might force him to change his plans in favor of one other than herself: the same dilemma which some years before she had faced and lost.

But, accepting her threat at its face value, Cowperwood thought it best, during his stay in New York, to make his headquarters at the Waldorf-Astoria instead of the Fifth Avenue residence, and having once settled there, he took up the matter of trying to reach Aileen by telephone, with no success. For she had made up her mind not to allow him to come and discuss his, to her, seemingly inexcusable crime, and she had even gone so far as to request a New York lawyer to call on her. Yet reading the papers, which continued to report his doings, evoked in her, from hour to hour, a change of emotions. For, naturally, she was proud of his success, and yet she was jealous, because she was satisfied that somewhere, lurking in the background, was one of his mistresses  Berenice, no doubt  who was undoubtedly sharing this most iridescent period of his life. For Aileen loved show and glitter. At times she was almost childishly arrested by any startling phase of publicity concerning Cowperwood, good, bad, or indifferent. In fact, one newspaper picture of the immense electrical plant he was building in London so fascinated her as to make her almost forget her ills. On the other hand, when he was savagely attacked in one newspaper article, she could not help resenting it, at the same time that she was moved to attack him herself.

After contemplating the immense variety of opinions and applause which greeted his return, Aileens rage became confused with a certain degree of admiration, at which point in her oscillating moods it was that Cowperwood calmly walked into the living room of her suite to find her lying on a chaise longue, the floor about her littered with newspapers which she had obviously been reading. She jumped to her feet on his entrance, trying to arouse in herself her treasured anger as he stood facing her.

Well, I see you keep up with the news, dont you, dear? he commented, smiling a broad, free smile. It isnt so bad, is it?

You! she almost screamed. The effrontery! If they only knew you as I do! The hypocrisy of it all! The cruelty!

Now, listen, Aileen, he went on, as calmly as he could, you know, if you stop to think about it, I havent injured you in any way. If youve read any of these papers, you know Ive been working almost twenty-four hours a day on this proposition ever since I went to London. As for this man, Tollifer, what better guide could a person have in a city like Paris? If I remember correctly, in the old days you never passed through that city with me without complaining bitterly because I couldnt spend all my time with you visiting places you considered interesting but which I had no time for. And so, when Tollifer showed up, and was going to Paris anyhow, I thought, since you appeared to like him, that your going there at the same time might give you the opportunity of satisfying your old desire to see Paris without having me about to interfere in any way. And thats the only reason for Tollifer, and you know it!

Lies, lies, lies! cried Aileen, savagely. Always lies! But this time they wont work. At least, I can let the world know what you really are, and how youve treated me. The articles about you will read a little differently then, you can bet!

Now, Aileen, he interrupted, just be reasonable. You know that from a material point of view I have never deprived you of anything you wanted, and all along I have been counting on you to take charge of my affairs after Im gone. This house here, of which you certainly are proud. As you know, Ive been planning to add to it in a way that will make it even more beautiful. For some time now Ive wanted to buy the house next door, in order to enlarge the palm room for you and make an additional gallery for pictures and statuary. I was intending to leave it all in your hands, to express yourself as you pleased.

But true to his natural secretiveness, he failed to state that before leaving London he had already purchased the house in question.

Why not get Pyne and let him submit some plans, he continued, and well look them over.

Oh, yes, said Aileen, wistfully, that would be interesting.

But Cowperwood did not hesitate. As for my life being separate from yours, Aileen, thats a ridiculous idea, really. In the first place, weve been too long together, and although we have had our troubles, here we are. Outside of my work, which makes strenuous demands on me physically, my personal life is nothing. Besides, I am no longer young, and if you care to make friends with me again, once I get this London underground off my hands, Ill really be glad to return to New York and live with you here.

Do you mean me with six others? she asked, sarcastically.

No, I mean just what I said. I should think you could see that I may have to retire some day. If so, it will be for peace and quiet, and not more work.

Aileen was now getting ready to make an additional ironic comment, but looking up at him she caught a particularly weary and almost depressed look on his face, a look such as never she had previously seen, and this caused her mood to alter from one of criticism to one of unexpected sympathy. Perhaps he was tired and needed rest, for he was getting along in years and had so much to do: one of the kindest thoughts she had experienced in connection with him for years.

At this point, however, her maid came in to tell her that Mr. Robertson, her lawyer, was on the telephone, at which she stirred uneasily, and then said, rather defiantly:

Tell him Ive gone out!

The import of this was not lost on Cowperwood.

Have you said anything to anybody about all this? he asked her.

No, I have not, she replied.

Good! said Cowperwood, genially.

And after explaining that various financial matters made it necessary for him to go to Chicago for a few days, he succeeded in extracting from her a promise not to do anything until he returned. For by that time, as he now argued, he thought they could work things out to their mutual satisfaction.

Since she seemed satisfied to let the matter rest for the present, he took out his watch and remarked that he had just enough time to catch the train; he would see her again on his return. And, calmed down considerably by this time, she accompanied him to the door, and then returned to consult the newspapers which previously she had been reading.


CHAPTER 55

THE visit to Chicago was important enough, involving, as it did, negotiations for a loan or investment of $5,000,000. And then there was Sippens to see for a report as to the gradual disposal of his real estate holdings.

Another matter that required his attention was a recent lawsuit against one of the large traction companies of Chicago, which, several years before, had taken over two of the elevated lines which Cowperwood had originally built and operated. However, once he had withdrawn from Chicago and gone to London, these lines, due to poor management, had not only lost the income that previously had flowed from an excellent public patronage, but had since been confronted by a tremendous deficit that had wiped out all interest on stocks still held by investors. In fact, it was locally asserted that nothing in the history of public service corporations had shown such an utter collapse as this particular traction company. And since this loss was blamed on Cowperwood, it had become necessary for him to make clear to investors that the fault was not his, that it was due to mismanagement by those who had taken over the property: a clarification that later caused him to be called a financial wizard instead of a sharper, because at the time he had operated the lines it was a well-known fact that he paid an 8 to 12 per cent dividend on stocks in his company. So now, in addition to securing the $5,000,000 he had come to borrow, he left with his reputation greatly enhanced.

However, there was one unexpected incident in connection with this Chicago trip, and that was the reappearance of Lorna Maris, who, because of newspaper notices of his presence in the city, sought him out in the hope of reviving his interest in her. But this thought of hers was doomed to disappointment, because his mood had changed for the time being, and he was anxious to get back to New York, and, eventually, to Berenice. Noticing, however, that her clothes reflected a less successful state of affairs than when he had last seen her, he was moved to inquire into her life, and finding that her popular appeal had shrunk and her income also, he did pretend an interest in her welfare, and assured her that he would arrange a stable drawing account for her, and furthermore would see what he could do toward interesting a theatrical producer in her career: a series of favors which effectively rekindled her original courage and gaiety.

But once he was aboard the train and it had begun to move past Lorna as she stood on the platform waving a final and wistful farewell, he could not help thinking on the changeful crisscross pattern woven by all creatures and forces. For here he was, being attacked by these Chicago stockholders and at the same time watched by the daily press, as well as Aileen in New York, and, for that matter, the beautiful Berenice in London, who, reasonably enough, did not trust him any more than did Aileen. And yet, for what reason? Emotions, sensual predilections, reactions to other types of human beings, which were not of his invention or creation.

Clack, clack, clack! went the wheels on the rails. To-hooo! Too-hooo! the whistle of the engine. And a level landscape flowing, not unlike time, past the window through which he gazed, reflecting dreamily on life, time, and change.


CHAPTER 56

WHEN Cowperwood went to see Aileen in New York on his return, he met with a pleasant surprise, for since he had been away she had been thinking about the value of his suggestions in regard to possible enlargement of the house, and his expressed desire to consider her taste in regard to the alterations. This had pleased her beyond anything he could have said. Consequently, she brought forth several drawings, designs, and color arrangements which already she had had prepared by the architect and now wished him to examine.

He was pleased to see that Raymond Pyne, the American architect who had designed this mansion in the first place, had produced a series of sketches of proposed changes which harmonized the old house with the new. Aileen emphasized the fact that she liked this, that, and the other phase of artistic interpretation. And deciding that he would see Pyne and advise him to take his time in the matter, he finally left her with the feeling that she was to be importantly employed in connection with something that would not only reflect their joint artistic tastes but might well bring about their social reunion.

Nevertheless, adjusting himself to New York and America at this time was not an easy matter for Cowperwood. His social viewpoint, since going to London, had changed. It was not that the English were less shrewd or sharp in their efforts to advance their own interests. But, as he had noticed since encountering Stane, Johnson, and their associates, there was an almost unconscious consideration of the need of interweaving rest or pleasure with their commerce and trade, whereas here at home, business was business, as the phrase ran.

Ever since his arrival in New York there had been nothing but business dealings. There seemed to him nothing else interesting to do here, and it was because of this that his mind was constantly returning to Berenice and Pryors Cove, although he still found it necessary to visit all of the cities he had listed as sources for capital  hurried trips all over the east that left him feeling more or less exhausted. For the first time in his life he began to think rather than feel that he might be getting old. Satisfactorily enough, however, this situation was finally relieved by the arrival of an urgent cable from Johnson, which said that owing to the activity of various pressure groups, his presence was of paramount import.

He showed the cable to Aileen, and after she had read it she commented on the weariness which showed in his face and warned him to remember that his health, after all, was of prime importance, and, if possible, he ought to wind up his European affairs and retire. He replied that he had already been thinking of that, and in order to make it easier for her in his absence had appointed Mr. Cuthbert to take charge of his entire art collection, because he was one in whose judgment he had confidence.

In the meantime, Berenice was beginning to wonder when he would return. She was finding herself, as time went on, more and more lonely without him. Although Lord Stane had taken her to various receptions and evening parties to meet more of his friends, and even to a reception at Court, she missed Cowperwood in some strange, inexplicable way. He was such a dominant force in her life, a power that dwarfed the social atmosphere surrounding Lord Stane. For while she found Stane a warm and attractive companion, on returning to the quiet of Pryors Cove she always joined Cowperwood again in thought and mood as well as emotion. What was he doing, whom seeing? Would he become interested again in Lorna Maris? Or someone new? Or would he return to her as he had left her: obviously in love with her? And would Aileen return with him, or had he placated her sufficiently to cause her to give him a period of rest?

The jealousy of women! Her own jealousy, where he was concerned!

And after all he had done for her! Not only for her but for her mother! It was he who had paid for her schooling, and after that had given her a beautiful New York house on fashionable Park Avenue.

Mentally and philosophically, Berenice was more of a cold, realistic turn than otherwise, and just before Cowperwood had been compelled by Aileens threats to return to New York, she had about made up her mind that if no too great ill flowed to herself from this last assault of Aileens, she might be more gracious to Lord Stane than up to now she had been. For plainly, he was deeply infatuated with her; he had even led her to believe that he was entertaining the thought of marriage.

If I only cared enough, she thought at this time. If only he was less conventional, not so English. She had heard that there was no law in England to prevent him from divorcing a wife who had deceived him by fraud  such as she would be guilty of if she married him  and this possibility, throughout Cowperwoods absence, kept her silent and semidistant, thinking of her social state in case Aileen should choose to act.

However, her anxiety was gradually relieved by the day to day silence on the part of the London press, and also by a letter from Cowperwood in which he outlined his various difficulties, among them his sudden reduction in health and strength, and at the same time expressed his desire to return to England in order that he might rest and see her again. This reference to his health caused her to ponder on the wisdom of a trip they might take to some region of quiet and beauty which should be comparatively free of the hustle and bustle of trade. But where was such a land? It was possible that he had already seen and wearied of it, for he had traveled so much  Italy, Greece, Switzerland, France, Austria-Hungary, Germany, Turkey, the Holy Land.

But what of Norway? As she now recalled, she had never heard him speak of it. And accordingly, so moved was she by the desire to persuade him to take a rest in a strange and different land that she purchased a book about that country in order to inform herself in detail as to its novelty and beauty. Enthusiastically she turned the pages to study photographs of dark, high cliffs; mountains or fjells rising perpendicularly to thousands of feet over gorges cut by Nature in a stern, relentless mood; cataracts and leaping waterfalls, at the base of which lay beautiful, peaceful lakes. And clinging to the sides of tall mountains, like shipwrecked sailors to a life raft, were little farms. She read about their strange gods: Odin, the god of battle; Thor, the god of thunder; and, Valhalla, a heaven of sorts prepared for the souls of those who had perished in battle.

Reading and examining these pictures, the country appeared to be entirely free of industrialism. This land should indeed prove restful for him.


CHAPTER 57

BY THE time Cowperwood, looking exceedingly tired, arrived in England, Berenice was able to inoculate him with some of her own enthusiasm for Norway, which, strangely enough, he had not previously visited.

And so it was, not long after, that he set Jamieson to the task of finding and chartering a yacht. But before one was found, a certain Lord Tilton, hearing through Stane of Cowperwoods intention, very generously insisted on loaning him his own yacht, the Pelican, for the purpose. And eventually, toward midsummer, he and Berenice were cruising smoothly along the west coast of Norway toward Stavanger Fjord.

The yacht was a handsome craft, and Eric Hansen, the Norwegian skipper, a man of skill. He was powerfully built, although of not more than medium height, with a florid complexion and sandy-colored hair that fountained out over his forehead. His eyes were a steely blue that seemed to challenge any sea or any experience connected with it. His movements seemed to suggest a natural bracing against rough weather, even when he walked on level ground  a kind of rhythmic oneness with the sea at all times. He had been a seafaring man all of his life, and he truly loved these inland waterways that wound through a maze of mysterious mountains soaring straight up thousands of feet from their depths to thousands of feet below the water line. Some said they were the result of faulting or cracking of the crust of the earths surface; others thought volcanic eruptions had caused them. But Eric knew that they had been cut through by mighty prehistoric Vikings who had the power to carve their way through any barrier in order to make highways to the rest of the world.

But as Berenice viewed these steep hillsides, with the cottages perched so far above the waters edge, she could not imagine how the inhabitants got down to a passing boat or climbed up to their little homes again. Or for what reason they did it. It all seemed so strange. She was not familiar with the art of mountain-climbing, which the Norwegian had probably learned, out of sheer necessity, from watching his goats maneuver themselves from crag to crag.

What a strange land, Cowperwood said. Im glad you brought me up here, Bevy, but it does seem to me, beautiful as it is, this country is one of Natures climatic mistakes. Theres too much daylight in summer and too little in winter. Too many romantic waterways and too many sterile mountains. Although I must confess that it interests me enormously.

Indeed, Berenice had noticed his interest in the country was intense. He frequently rang for his very respectful skipper in order that he might ask questions.

What do they live on in these towns, outside of fish? he inquired of Eric.

Well, Mr. Dickson  the name assumed by Cowperwood they have a number of other things. They have goats and they sell goats milk. They have chickens, and so, eggs. They have cows. In fact, they often judge a mans wealth by the number of cows he owns. Also they have butter. These are sturdy, hard-working people, and they can make five acres yield more than you would believe. Although Im not an expert on the subject, and really cant tell you much about it, they get along better than you would think. Another thing, he continued, most of the young men of this region go in for training in navigation. When they get a little older, they get positions as captains, mates, or cooks, on the hundreds of vessels coming in and out of Norway and touching the cities and shipping centers all over the world.

At this point Berenice spoke up. It strikes me that what they lack in quantity, they make up in quality, was her comment.

Youre right, madam, said the skipper, thats what I mean, and, becoming more enthusiastic, he continued: In fact, theyve learned to live comfortably within themselves. But they know the world, not only from the outside of books but inside. We Norwegians are a bookish people, prizing education. Illiterates are almost non-existent here, and you may not believe it, but Norway has more telephones than Spain or Poland. It also has its literary and musical celebrities: Grieg, Hamsun, Ibsen, Bjornson  names which caused Cowperwood to pause and think how small a part literature had played in his life, and to suggest to Berenice that she give him some of the books she had been reading.

And Berenice, noting his meditative mood, and suspecting that he might be contrasting this wonder world with his own troublesome one, decided to switch the conversation to something a little more cheerful, and turning to Skipper Hansen, she asked:

Captain Hansen, are we likely to see any Lapps when we get a little farther north?

Oh, yes, madam, returned the captain. We might run into them anywhere north of Trondheim. Were almost to that point now.

From Trondheim the yacht steamed northward toward Hammerfest, the land of the midnight sun. Several stops were made on the way, one of these being a little extension of rock from one of the great cliffs, called Grotto. It was a very small place of perhaps a dozen houses, used principally as a whaling station. The houses were the usual stone huts, roofed over with grass and earth.

It was customary for the whalers at Grotto to buy coal or wood from any boat that was going north or south. And now a small group of fishermen approached the yacht. And though its supply of coal was not more than was actually needed, Cowperwood instructed the skipper to give them several tons, because he felt that these people had so little in their lives.

After breakfast Captain Hansen went ashore, and on his return told Cowperwood that a tribe of Lapps from much farther north had arrived and pitched their camp on the mainland, about a half-mile from Grotto. There were about fifteen hundred reindeer, he said, and over a hundred Lapps, with their children and dogs. On hearing this, Berenice expressed a desire to see them. Whereupon Captain Hansen and the mate rowed them over to visit the camp.

After disembarking on the shore of the mainland, they walked over toward the reindeer, which were scattered about the tents which spread in all directions. The captain, who knew a few words of their language, talked with the Lapps, and some of them came toward the visitors, making them welcome by shaking hands and inviting them to their tents. In one tent, there was a large pot hanging over a fire, which the mate proceeded to investigate and pronounced to be dog stew, but which turned out to be a nice, fat, juicy bear, of which all had a serving.

Another tent was packed with fisherfolk and farmers from the surrounding country, for this gathering was in the nature of an annual fair, at which the Lapps disposed of their reindeer products and bought supplies for the winter. At this point a Lapp woman elbowed her way through the crowd. She greeted Captain Larsen as an old acquaintance, and he informed Cowperwood that she was one of the wealthiest members of the tribe. There followed group singing and dancing, in which all attempted to join. And after liquor and food, and much laughter all around, Cowperwood and his party said good-by and returned to the Pelican.

By the light of the never-setting sun, the yacht was turned about, heading its way back to the south. By this time a dozen large bow-head whales came along within sight of the yacht, and the skipper ordered all sails set in such a fashion as to cause the boat to maneuver among them with the utmost grace. There was intense excitement among passengers and crew as they stood watching the whales. But Cowperwood was more interested in the skill of the captain than he was in the spectacle before his eyes.

There you have it! he said to Berenice. Every profession, every trade, every form of labor, requires alertness and skill. The skipper, as you see, has complete control of his yacht, and that, in itself, is an achievement.

She smiled at his remark, but made no comment, while he gave himself up to thinking and philosophizing about this arresting world of which, for the time being, he was a part. The thing that impressed him most about this entire northern scene was the fact that it represented such a sharp and socially insignificant phase of a world that really had no need for any such temperament as his. The immense oceans, in a large sense, supported its inhabitants by the process of supplying them with fish, and there was enough of employment to enable them to build and make habitable sufficient spaces of soil when they returned, and thus round out their lives in comparative comfort. And yet he felt that these people had more from life in sheer beauty, simple comfort, and charming social customs than he and thousands of others like him who were so strenuously engaged in accumulating money. As for himself, he was getting old, and the best part of his life was already gone. What, really, lay ahead for him? More subways? More art galleries? More irritations due to public opinion?

True enough, this trip had been restful. But now hourly he was moving into many things that were far from peaceful, and if continued by him could only result in more arguments, more lawyers, more newspaper criticism, more domestic ills. He smiled to himself ironically. He must not think too much. Take things as they come and make the best of them. After all, the world had done more for him than for most, and the least he could do was to be grateful, and he was.

Several days later as they neared Oslo on the return trip, he suggested that in order to avoid danger of publicity, Berenice would better leave the yacht there and return by steamer to Liverpool, which would bring her within a short distance of Pryors Cove. He was happy to see how practically she accepted this decision, and yet he could sense from her expression how much she resented the forces which invariably controlled and interrupted their relationship.


CHAPTER 58

COWPERWOODS vacation in Norway having put him in such excellent physical condition, he was anxious to proceed with his business affairs, in a concentrated effort to reach the goal he had set for himself of $185,000,000 capital and one hundred and forty miles of track and electrification of the entire underground mileage by January of 1905. He was so driven by his renewed ambition and desire to complete this work and prove its import that he could scarcely permit himself to rest, at Pryors Cove or anywhere else.

And so, for the next few months, there were directors meetings, discussions with interested and important investors, engineering problems, and private sessions, sometimes in the evenings, with Lord Stane and Elverson Johnson. Finally, there arose the necessity of making a trip to Vienna, in order to examine an electric motor device invented by a man named Ganz, which promised to reduce the cost of underground operation by a very considerable sum. After seeing the motor and observing its operation, he was convinced of its value, and at once wired several of his engineers to come to Vienna to confirm his opinion.

On his way back to London, he stopped off at the Ritz Hotel, in Paris. On his first evening there he met an old colleague in the lobby of the hotel, one Michael Shanley, a one-time employee of his in Chicago, who suggested that they go to hear a concert at the Paris Opera House. There was much talk of the compositions of a Pole by the name of Chopin that were to be played there. The name was only vaguely familiar to Cowperwood, and even less so to Shanley, but they went; and Cowperwood was so entranced by the music that on reading in the program notes that Chopin was buried at Père-Lachaise, he suggested they visit that world-famous burial ground next day.

Accordingly, the following morning he and Shanley went to Père-Lachaise, where they engaged a guide, who, in English, furnished them with much information as they walked along the cypress-bordered avenues of the cemetery. Thus they learned that here, under this shaft, lay Sarah Bernhardt, who, in past days in Chicago, had so moved him with her golden voice. A little farther on was the tomb of Balzac, of whose works he knew only that they were considered great. As he paused and gazed, he once again became sensible of the fact that his own particular labors had barred him from knowledge of the intellectual and artistic significance of genius in many other fields. They passed the tombs of Bizet, De Musset, Molière, and at last they came to Chopins resting place, which they found to be strewn with ribbon-tied bouquets of roses and lilies.

Think of that now! exclaimed Shanley. To be sure, hes a great musician, but hes been dead for more than half a century, and here are all these flowers! Be gorra, no one will ever do that for me, I know!

Which thought caused Cowperwood to question the likelihood of flowers being strewn over his own grave, even a year after his death  an idea which amused more than it irritated him, for he well knew there were few graves anywhere, earnest labors or no earnest labors, strewn with flowers after so many years.

However, before leaving Père-Lachaise, he was destined for one more surprise. For as they turned south toward an exit, they suddenly came upon the lovely double tomb of Abelard and Héloïse, concerning which their guide proceeded to recite the well-known tragic romance of the ill-starred pair. Héloïse and Abélard! The love of a young girl for the spiritually brilliant monk, and the savage brutality of her father, the cruel member of a bishops council of a cathedral of the eleventh century! Cowperwood, up to this hour, had never heard of these lovers. But now, as he stood listening to the guide, an obviously refined and very attractive woman, carrying a basket filled with flowers, approached the tomb and began to strew the multicolored blossoms upon and around it. Both Cowperwood and Shanley were so moved by this that they removed their hats, and, catching her eye, respectfully bowed. She acknowledged their interest by saying: Merci beaucoup, messieurs and walked away.

But this colorful and moving incident set up a train of thought in Cowperwoods mind which related to himself and the Aileen of his earlier days. For, after all, when he, at one point in his career, had been imprisoned in Philadelphia, it was she who, in face of all of his enemies, including her father, had visited him faithfully to declare her unchanging love and ease his lot in any way she could. Like Héloïse with Abélard, she had wanted him and no one else, and still did so, as he knew.

Suddenly there flashed into his mind the idea of a tomb for the two of them, a beautiful and enduring resting place. Yes, he would employ an architect, secure designs, he would build a beautiful tomb which would commemorate the fact that at least at one time he had cared for her as much as she cared for him.


CHAPTER 59

ON COWPERWOODS return to London, Berenice was startled by the change in his appearance. He seemed utterly weary, and had obviously lost weight. She complained to him about his lack of consideration of his own physical welfare and the fact that she saw so little of him.

Frank, dear, she began, in an affectionate tone, why do you let these things take so much of your time and energy? You seem so strained and nervous. Dont you think you should see a doctor and have a thorough examination before you go any further?

Bevy, dear, he said, putting his arm around her waist, theres no need for you to be so concerned. I know Im working too hard, but this will soon be over and I wont have to bother with so many business angles any more, for the present, anyhow.

But do you really feel all right?

Yes, dear, I think Im all right. Anyhow, this particular phase of development is so important that I feel I must give it my personal attention.

But even as he said this, he stooped forward as if stricken by a sudden pain. She ran to his side, exclaiming: Frank, what is it? Whats the matter? Have you ever had anything like this before?

No, dear, I certainly havent, he said. But it cant be anything serious, Im sure. And he partially recovered himself. Of course, he continued, there must be something to cause such a sharp pain. Maybe youd better call Dr. Wayne and ask him to come over and take a look at me.. a suggestion that sent Berenice at once to the telephone.

When the doctor arrived, he was surprised to find Cowperwood looking so drawn, and after partially examining him and writing a prescription to be filled at once, he asked him to come to his office next morning for a thorough check-up, which Cowperwood agreed to do. However, within a week, after two of the best specialists in London had been called in by Dr. Wayne and reported to him their conclusions, he was shocked to learn that a severe kidney condition had developed that might end fatally within a comparatively short time. He ordered Cowperwood to rest and take the prescribed drugs that were meant to induce less activity.

However, when Cowperwood came into Dr. Waynes office a few days later for his physical report, he told the doctor that he was feeling better and his appetite appeared to be normal.

The trouble with these cases, Mr. Cowperwood, said Dr. Wayne, very quietly, at this point, is that they are eccentric in their effects, and the pain they produce sometimes stops for a time. However, that doesnt mean that the patient is cured, or even better. The pains may return, and this often causes definite and disturbing predictions on the part of our specialists, who are not always correct by any means. Rather, the patient may grow better and live for years. On the other hand, he may grow worse, and that is one of the conditions which makes this disease so difficult to deal with. So you see, Mr. Cowperwood, that is why I cannot speak to you as definitely as I would like to.

Here Cowperwood interrupted him.

I feel theres something youd like to tell me, Dr. Wayne. And I would most certainly like to know exactly what the report of the specialists is. It doesnt matter what it is, I want to know. Are my kidneys so bad? Is there any organic trouble which is fatal?

Dr. Wayne looked at him with a steady gaze.

Well, the specialists report that with rest and no hard work, you may live a year or a little more. With extreme care, you may even live longer. Yours is a case of chronic nephritis, or Brights disease, Mr. Cowperwood. However, as I have explained to you, they are not always right.

This studied reply was received by Cowperwood calmly and thoughtfully, even though now, for the first time in his almost uniformly healthy life, he was faced with news of a probably fatal disease. Death! Probably no more than a year to live! An end to all of his creative labors! And yet, if it was to be, it was to be, and he must brace himself and take it.

After leaving the doctors office, he felt himself not so much concerned with his own condition as with the effect of his final passing on the several personalities so closely connected with him throughout his life: Aileen, Berenice, Sippens; his son, Frank Cowperwood, Jr.; his first wife, Anna (now Mrs. Wheeler); and their daughter Anna, whom he had not seen for years, still for whom he had made ample provision over a long period. And there were others to whom he felt obligated.

On his way to Pryors Cove later on in the day, he kept turning over in his mind the necessity of putting all of his affairs in order. The first thing to do now was to make his will, even though these specialists might be wrong. He must provide financially for all those who were closest to him. And then there was his treasured art gallery, which he intended to leave to the public. There was also the hospital which he had always desired so keenly to establish in New York. He must do something about that. After paying the various heirs and such beneficiaries as he proposed to favor, there should still be ample means for a hospital that offered the best services to all who chanced to be without funds and had no place else to turn.

Besides, there was the matter of the tomb which he wished to erect for himself and Aileen. He must consult an architect and have him carry out a design that would be beautiful and appropriate. It might compensate in some way for his seeming neglect of her.

But what about Berenice? As he now saw it, he could not provide for her openly in his will. He did not wish to expose her to the prying inquiries of the press and the inescapable envy of the public in general. But he would arrange the matter now in a different way. Though he had already established an independent trust fund for her, he would now cash an additional block of bonds and shares which he held in various corporations, and transfer the cash to her. This would insure her against danger of lack of funds in the years to come.

But by now his carriage had arrived at Pryors Cove, and his troublesome train of thought was interrupted by the appearance of Berenice, smiling affectionately and anxious to hear what the doctor had said. But, as usual, in his independent, stoical way, he waved her inquiry aside as not too important.

It isnt anything of consequence, dear, he said. A little irritation of the bladder, possibly due to overeating. He gave me a prescription and advised me to ease up on work.

There! I knew it! Thats what Ive been saying all along! You should rest more, Frank, and not be doing so much actual physical labor.

But here Cowperwood successfully changed the subject.

Speaking of hard work, he said, is anyone around here doing anything about those squabs and that special bottle of wine you were telling me about this morning...?

Oh, you incorrigible! Here comes Phenie now to set the table. Were having dinner on the terrace.

He seized her hand, saying: You see, God protects the honest and the industrious...

And cheerfully, hand in hand, they walked into the house together.


CHAPTER 60

ALTHOUGH Cowperwood appeared to have enjoyed his dinner with Berenice very much, his mind had been, treadmill fashion, going round and round in a circle which included in one section his various commercial and financial interests and in another the various individuals, men and women, who had labored with him toward the completion of the great traction systems in which he had been so absorbed. The men, in the main so helpful, the women so entertaining; all of whom, collectively, had made him some thirty colorful years. And now, although he did not really believe the doctors diagnosis to be as fateful as it had sounded, nevertheless, because of their prediction as to the finality of his days, plus this lovely hour with Berenice, here by the Thames, and this pleasant lawn that spread before them, he could not help but feel the fleeting beauty of life and its haunting poignancy. For his life had been so full, so dramatic, and so memorable. Only now to be made to contemplate the possibility of the sudden cessation of all that he could look upon as himself, had a tendency to emphasize the value of all he had been and enjoyed. Berenice  so young, so wise, and so entertaining  who, under favorable conditions, could be with him for so many years to come. And that was what she was so cheerfully and helpfully thinking about, as he could feel. For once he could not contemplate the fatal processes of life with his usual equanimity. Actually he could only consider the poetic value of this hour, and its fleetingness, which involved sorrow and nothing but sorrow.

However his outward manner indicated nothing of his mental depression, for he had already concluded that he must pretend, act. He must go about his affairs as usual until the very hour or moment when this medical prediction should be fulfilled, if it were to be fulfilled. So he left Pryors Cove in the morning for his office, as usual, where he went through his daily routine with the same calm and precision as he had always displayed in connection with decisions, procedure, etc. Only now he felt called upon to set in motion such varying processes as would lead to the fulfillment of all of his personal wishes in the event of his death.

One of these was the tomb for himself and the disappointed Aileen. Accordingly he called in Jamieson, his secretary, and asked him to report to him the names and unquestionable skill of any architect, either in England or on the Continent, who had achieved a reputation for the building of mausoleums. He wished the data as soon as possible, as he was getting it for a friend. This done, he turned his attention to his favorite interest: his art gallery, to which he wanted to add such paintings as would make his an outstanding collection. To this end he addressed a number of letters to persons who bought and sold such masterpieces, and eventually secured some very valuable paintings: among them a Bouguereau, Invading Cupids Realm; Corots The Path to the Village; a Frans Hals, Portrait of a Woman; Rembrandts Resurrection of St. Lazarus. These he shipped to New York.

Alongside of these specific activities, however, were the inevitable details in connection with the underground project. Claims, quarrels, interference from rivals, petty lawsuits! However, after a time, he was able to meet all of the requirements of the situation, and also, by this time, he was beginning to feel so much better that he concluded there was nothing of import to the original pains which had caused him to consult a physician. In fact, his future looked more rosy than at any time since first he had come to London. Even Berenice decided that his old physical stamina had reasserted itself.

In the meantime, Lord Stane, impressed by Cowperwoods creative energy, which was expressing itself in so many new and original ideas, decided that now would be the time to stage a social affair in Cowperwoods honor at his lovely sea place, Tregasal, where at least two hundred guests could be accommodated. And so, after much meditation as to the important persons to be invited, the date was set, and Tregasal, with its beautiful grounds and its huge ballroom, with chandeliers rivaling the glitter of the moonlight, the scene of the ball.

Lord Stane, standing near the main entrance, greeted the inpouring guests. And, as he now saw Berenice entering on Cowperwoods arm, he thought she was especially beautiful tonight, in a trailing white gown of Greek design and simplicity, held at the waist with a golden cord, her red hair crowning this costume as might a wreath of gold. And to climax all for Stane, as she approached she looked and smiled at him in such a way that all he could say was: Berenice! Beautiful! You are a dream of loveliness!  a greeting which Cowperwood, stopping to exchange a few words with one of his most important stockholders, failed to catch.

I must have the second dance, said Stane, holding her hand for a moment. And she graciously nodded her head.

After greeting Berenice, he welcomed Cowperwood, his honored guest, in a most cordial manner, detaining him long enough for the numerous officials of the Underground and their wives to greet him.

It was not long before supper was announced, and the guests, entering and seating themselves, were indulging in conversation and sipping wines of rare vintage, plus a special brand of champagne which Stane was satisfied would please the most exacting taste. Laughter and the murmur of conversation increased in volume, pleasingly modified by the soft notes of the music floating in from the adjoining chamber.

Berenice found herself seated near the head of the table, with Lord Stane on one side and the Earl of Bracken on the other, the latter a rather attractive young man, who, long before the end of the third course, was urging her to be charitable enough to save for him at the least the third or fourth dance. But while she was both interested and flattered, her eyes were constantly following the motions of Cowperwood, who, at the other end of the table, was indulging in lively conversation with an exceedingly attractive brunette on one side while obviously not neglecting a very engaging beauty on the other. She was pleased to find him relaxed and entertained, since for some time she had not seen him so.

However, the dining being of considerable duration, and the supply of champagne unlimited, she harbored some fear as to Cowperwood. His gestures and conversation, she noted, were becoming more and more enthusiastic, obviously because of the champagne, and this troubled her. And when, finally, Lord Stane made the announcement that all who wished to dance could now adjourn to the ballroom, and Cowperwood came over to claim her for a dance, she was still further troubled by his elated manner. And yet he walked with the air of one who was as sober as anyone present. As they moved together in the rhythmic measures of the waltz, she whispered to him: Are you happy, darling?

Never happier, he answered. Im with you, my beautiful!

Darling! whispered Berenice.

Isnt it wonderful, Bevy? You, this place, these people! This is what Ive been seeking all my life!

She smiled affectionately at him, but just then she felt him sway slightly and then pause and place his hand to his heart, murmuring: Air, air; I must get outside!

She took firm hold of his hand and led him toward an open door out onto a balcony facing the sea. She urged and aided him to the nearest bench, on which he sank limply and heavily. By now she was terribly alarmed, and ran toward a servant who was passing with a tray, exclaiming: Please! I need help! Get someone, and help me get him to a bedroom. He is seriously ill.

The frightened servant immediately called the butler, who had Cowperwood carried into an unoccupied chamber on the same floor, after which Lord Stane was notified. He, upon his arrival, was so shocked by Berenices distress that he ordered the butler to remove Cowperwood to his own suite on the second floor, and at once called his own physician, Dr. Middleton. Also the butler was instructed to insure silence on the part of all of the servants in regard to this.

In the meantime, Cowperwood was beginning to stir, and as Dr. Middleton came in, was so revived as to be conscious of the need of caution and to say to Stane that the less said about this the better, other than that he had tripped and fallen. He was sure, he said, he would be all right in the morning. Dr. Middleton, however, had a different idea about his illness, and gave him a sedative. After which he advised that the sick man remain where he was for a day or two, at least, in order that he might discover whether there were any complications. For, as he said to Stane, Cowperwoods condition was probably more serious than a fainting spell.


CHAPTER 61

THE next morning, when Cowperwood awakened in the Stane suite, he found himself, except tor the goings and comings of very courteous servants, alone for a time, and it was then that he began to run over in his mind the fairly disturbing phases of all that had so swiftly happened to him. For he was a little startled by the fact that, after having arrived at a sense of relative security in connection with his physical welfare, he should be so suddenly made aware of his illness.

Was it really true that he had fallen victim to this fatal Brights disease? At the time of Dr. Middletons call he had not been sufficiently alert to discuss this matter of his collapse. For one thing, as he now recalled, he had had the sensation of extreme shortness of breath, which finally resulted in the physical weakness which caused him to fall. Was that due to a kidney condition, as earlier described by Dr. Wayne, or was it a matter of too much champagne, too much food? The doctor, as he recalled, had impressed upon him that he was not to drink anything but water and eat very lightly.

To make sure that he was following the right course in regard to himself, he decided to have Berenice cable his old-time friend and personal physician, Dr. Jefferson James, in New York, to come to London at once. This trusted friend would be the one to satisfy him as to his true condition.

However, as he slowly and somewhat calmly surveyed the situation, there was a tap at the door, and Lord Stane entered, making of his coming a very cheerful and gracious affair.

There you are! he exclaimed. You and your beautiful girls and your champagne! Think of it! Arent you really ashamed of yourself? Cowperwood smiled broadly. And, incidentally, went on Stane, I have an order to inflict severe punishment on you for at least twenty-four hours. No champagne! Instead, water! No caviar, not a grain, only a thin sliver of beef, plus more water! Perhaps, when youre about ready to collapse, a bowl of thin gruel and more water!

Cowperwood sat up. I call that tops for cruelty, he said. But perhaps you can be induced to share my water and gruel. In the meantime, and strictly in confidence, you might tell me what Dr. Middleton told you.

Well, replied Stane, what he really said was that you were forgetting that your years are creeping up on you, and that champagne and caviar are entirely outside your present powers of digestion. Also dancing until sunrise. Hence your collapse on my overly polished ballroom floor. And hence Dr. Middletons approaching visit to find out how youre getting along, although he says he cannot find that there is anything seriously wrong with you other than overwork, which is something you can easily remedy. And I must tell you that your lovely ward, who was good enough to accept my offer of lodging for the night, will be down shortly. I need not tell you, of course, that she is as greatly concerned as I am, regardless of Dr. Middletons conclusions  a statement which caused Cowperwood to assert rather positively:

But theres nothing of any consequence the matter with me. I may not be as good as new, but Im still somewhere near it. And as far as business is concerned, Ill be on hand to cope with any difficulties there. As a matter of fact, you should be able to judge for yourself, by the results so far, whether our affairs are being managed capably or not.

There was just a tinge of reproach in his tone, which Stane noticed.

The results have been tremendous, he said. Anyone who could come over here with such a proposition as yours and secure $25,000,- 000 from American investors, certainly deserves nothing but compliments from me. And Im glad to express my gratitude, and that of our investors, for your interest and your services. The only trouble is, Cowperwood, it all rests on your broad American shoulders and your continued health and strength. And that is important.

At this point there was a knock on the door, following which Berenice entered. After greetings and light conversation, Stane urged both to stay as long as they wished, whether it be a week or a month. But Cowperwood, feeling the need of extreme privacy as well as quiet and rest, insisted on their early departure. After Stane had left, he turned to Berenice, and said:

It isnt that I feel so badly, dearest. I dont, but because of the need of avoiding publicity of any kind, I would like us to leave here as soon as possible, and if I had my choice, I would rather go to Pryors Cove than to the hotel. Wont you please arrange it with Lord Stane so that we may leave here in the morning?

Of course, dear, replied Berenice, if thats what you want. I would feel better myself if you were over there near me.

Theres one other thing, Bevy, went on Cowperwood. I want you to get Jamieson to cable to Dr. Jefferson James in New York. Hes my old physician and friend. Ask him, if possible, to come to London. Tell Jamieson this is to be confidential and in code. He can reach him at the New York Medical Society.

Then you do feel that there is something wrong with you? Her tone indicated her nervousness.

No! Not as bad as all that by any means, but, as you see for yourself, Im in a rather uncertain state as to whats really wrong with me. Besides, as far as my public affairs are concerned, it might strike any person, particularly my stockholders and investors, as very peculiar that a man should suddenly collapse for no apparent reason, although I may have overdone my eating and drinking a little bit last night, particularly as to the champagne. But certainly I never felt like that before. And I surely would like to see Jefferson. Hell know, and will tell me the truth.

Frank, interrupted Berenice at this point, what did Dr. Wayne tell you the last time you saw him that you did not tell me? What did the specialists report show?

Oh, Dr. Wayne said that the pain I had at that time might be distantly related to Brights disease, only he was not sure, because, he said, there are two phases of Brights disease, chronic and acute. Mine, he said, was neither one nor the other. He said I would have to wait and see if anything of a more serious nature developed before any specialist could give a correct diagnosis.

Well, if thats the case, I think Dr. James should come over. Ill get Jamieson to cable him tomorrow. In the meantime, I certainly think that Pryors Cove is the place for you until such time as Dr. James feels you are all right.

Whereupon she crossed to the window, drawing the shade, and asked him to try and rest for a period while she went to make all the arrangements necessary for their departure in the morning. But even as she did this, her mind was wrestling with the import of all this to him, and though she was outwardly gracious, she was trembling inwardly.

You are quite right, my dear, observed Stane, when she informed him of their decision to go to Pryors Cove. It is likely to have a soothing effect on him, Im sure, as it has had on me many times in the past. Besides, your mother is there, and she will be of help to you. If you will permit me, Ill drive you over myself in the morning. Mr. Cowperwood is far too important to me to overlook anything that might contribute to his comfort and speedy recovery.


CHAPTER 62

THE aftermath of all this was, in the course of the next two weeks, the arrival at Pryors Cove of Dr. James, who, seeing Cowperwood resting comfortably in a bedroom overlooking the Thames, paused to observe:

Well, Frank, I see that youre not so ill that you cant enjoy the beautiful view through these windows. Im half-inclined to suggest that you get up and hurry over to New York and let me stretch out here until I recover from my labors of getting here. Ive been dying for a vacation for years.

Didnt you enjoy your trip over? asked Cowperwood.

I never welcomed a change more in my life. It was beautiful. The sea was calm and there was a minstrel troupe aboard that entertained me enormously. They were headed, if you please, for Vienna, and half of them were Negroes.

Same old Jeff! commented Cowperwood. My, what a pleasure it is to see you again! If I have wished once, I have wished a score of times that you were over here and could study some of the oddities of these English!

Bad as all that, are they? said James, amusedly. But suppose you tell me the story of all this from the beginning. Where were you, and why were you arrested?

Whereupon Cowperwood slowly and carefully proceeded to recite the incidents of his life and labors since he had returned from Norway, together with the opinions of Dr. Wayne and the specialists.

And thats why I wanted you to come over, Jeff, he concluded. I knew you would tell me the truth. The specialists said it might be Brights disease. In fact, they said I might not live more than a year and a half at the most, although Dr. Wayne did say that the conclusions of specialists are not necessarily always correct.

Right! said Dr. James, emphatically.

Dr. Waynes opinion, of course, continued Cowperwood, may have given me a false sense of security, for it wasnt so very long after that I did quite some celebrating, at Lord Stanes place, and that brought on the disturbing incident I have described to you. I found myself suddenly very short of breath and had to be helped from the room. Its made me rather doubtful of Dr. Waynes diagnosis. But now that youre here, I expect to be told the truth and put on the right track.

At this point Dr. James stepped forward and put both hands on Cowperwoods chest.

Now show me how deep you can breathe, he said, and after Cowperwoods best effort in that direction, the doctor said: Ah, I see, a little dilation of the stomach. I shall have to leave you something for that.

Does it look as though I have a fatal disease, Jeff?

Not so fast, Frank. After all, I have to make some examinations. But I can say this: you have already seen two doctors and three specialists, and youve learned that it might cause your death or it might not cause your death. As you know, theres always a wide margin between the possible and the impossible, between the certain and the uncertain, and theres always a wide margin between sickness and health. But looking at you here now, and taking into consideration your general physical tone, I think you are likely to be around here for some months yet, maybe for several years. You must give me time to work on you, to think out what is best for you. In the meantime, tomorrow morning, fairly early, Ill be back here to make a complete physical examination.

Wait a minute! exclaimed Cowperwood. My orders are that youre to stay here with us, with me and my ward, Miss Fleming, and her mother.

Its very good of you, Frank, to ask me, but I cant stay today. It just so happens that there are one or two drugs Ill have to find in London before I go on with you. But Ill come back about eleven in the morning, and after that, Ill stay with you, if you wish, at least long enough to make you a better, if not a wiser, man. But now, no champagne, in fact no liquor of any kind, for a while at least, and no food with the exception of a cream soup, perhaps, and plenty of buttermilk.

Whereupon Berenice entered the room and was introduced by Cowperwood. Dr. James, after greeting her turned to Cowperwood and exclaimed:

How can you be ill, with such a cure for all ills right here at your bedside! You may be sure Ill be here bright and early in the morning.

After which, and very professionally, he explained to Berenice that when he returned he would require hot water, towels, and some charcoal from a brightly blazing fireplace which he saw in an adjoining room.

To think I should have come all the way from New York to treat him, with the cure right here, he observed to her, smilingly. This world is too ridiculous for any use.

Berenice, noting how wise and gay he was, liked him at once, and thought of the many strong and interesting people Frank invariably drew to himself.

Accordingly, after an added personal talk with Cowperwood, he left for the city, but not before he had caused Cowperwood to feel that his gigantic financial obligations constituted a form of disease in themselves.

These varying problems prey on your mind, Frank, he told him, seriously. The brain is a thinking, creative, and directive organ which can cause you as much trouble as any fatal disease, of which worry is one, and I think you have that disease now. My problem is to make you know that that is true, and that your life is worth more to you than any ten underground systems. If you insist on putting work first, any quack doctor can truthfully assure you that at your age you are likely to die. So now my problem is to get your mind off your underground systems, and get you to take a real rest.

I will do the best I can, said Cowperwood, but some of these burdens are not so easy to drop as you may imagine. They concern the interests of hundreds of people who have put their complete faith in me, besides millions of Londoners who have never been able to travel beyond the limits of their own neighborhoods. With my plan, they will be able to ride to all parts of London for as little as tuppence, and so get a fairly good idea of what their city is like.

There you go, Frank! If your life should suddenly end, where would your Londoners be then?

My Londoners will be all right, whether I live or die, assuming that I get my underground plan fully launched before I die. Yes, Jeff, Im afraid I do put my work far above myself. In fact, this thing Ive started has already grown so large that no one man is indispensable to it now, not even me, although there are many things I can do if I live long enough to carry out my ideas.


CHAPTER 63

DR. JAMES, meanwhile, had much to ponder over concerning Cowperwoods illness and the financial burdens which troubled him. As for the Brights disease which the London physician had suggested might be so swiftly fatal, he knew of related cases that had endured for many years. Yet there were aspects of Cowperwoods case that were serious. For one, the dilation of the stomach, and for another, the acute pains that attacked him from time to time; certainly these, along with his mental disturbance in regard to his business affairs, might do him great harm. Another disturbing factor was his worry over various problems in connection with his past life, about which James knew a great deal  his first wife, his son; Aileen, and other attachments which had from time to time been commented on in the newspapers.

What to do, what to do for this man for whom he cared so much! What particular thing, apart from medicine, might tend to restore him, if for no more than a period of time! The mind! The mind! If he could only mentally, as well as medically, influence his mind to come to its own rescue! Suddenly he felt that he had stumbled upon the required idea. This was that Cowperwood must be strengthened to the point where he would be willing to go on a leisurely trip abroad, not only to interest him in a change of scene but to cause the public, both in England and America, to be astonished by the news that he was well enough to be traveling, so that people would say: Why, this man isnt sick! Hes so much recovered that he can travel and enjoy himself! The effect of this would probably not only restore Cowperwoods somewhat depleted nervous energy but cause him to believe that he was well, or at least very much better.

Strangely enough, the place that the good doctors mind returned to again and again as a possible solution of his problem was the Riviera, Monte Carlo, the great gambling center. How effective it would be if the press were to announce his presence there, at the gambling tables, among grandiose dukes and Asiatic princes! Psychologically, would that not enhance Cowperwoods standing as a financier? A thousand to one it would!

The next day, when he returned to Pryors Cove and thoroughly examined Cowperwood, the doctor put forth his suggestion.

Personally, Frank, he began, I think that in about three weeks you should be well enough to leave here and take a nice leisurely trip. So my prescription now is that temporarily you abandon this life here and go abroad with me.

Abroad? queried Cowperwood, his tone expressing his astonishment.

Yes, and do you want to know why? Because the newspapers would certainly take note of the fact that you were able to travel. Thats what you want, isnt it?

Quite! replied Cowperwood. Where do we go?

Well, Paris, maybe, and probably we might go to Carlsbad  a most detestable watering place, I know, but excellent for you physically.

For Gods sake, where do I go from there?

Well, said James, you may have your choice of Prague, Budapest, Vienna, and the Riviera, including Monte Carlo.

What! exclaimed Cowperwood. Me in Monte Carlo!

Yes, you in Monte Carlo, as sick as you imagine yourself to be. Appearing in Monte Carlo at this particular time is certain to produce just the reaction you want in connection with yourself. Yet, actually, you need not do anything more than appear in one of the gambling rooms and lose a few thousand dollars, so that the news can be spread abroad. People will comment on your being there, and the fact that it seems to make no difference to you as to the amount of money you toss away.

Stop, stop! shouted Cowperwood. If I have the strength, Ill go, and if it doesnt turn out right. Ill sue you for breach of promise!

Do that, returned James.

Consequently, after three weeks of constant observation and medication on the part of Dr. James, who had taken up his residence at Pryors Cove, Cowperwood himself felt that he was much better, and James, studying him from day to day, decided that his patient had sufficiently revived physically to undertake the travel program suggested.

However, Berenice, delighted as she was to know that Cowperwood was improving in health, was nevertheless troubled by the idea of the trip. She was well aware that rumors concerning a fatal illness would probably disrupt his whole economic plan, but loving him as she did, she could not help conjuring up fears that such a trip might not prove as valuable and effective as Dr. James and Cowperwood thought. But Cowperwood assured her that she had nothing to worry about, since he felt better, and the plan was ideal.

The following week end they departed. And true enough, the London press immediately announced that Frank Cowperwood, recently rumored to be seriously ill, was apparently so completely recovered as to be able to indulge in a pleasure tour of Europe. A little later there were still other newspaper items, from Paris, from Budapest, from Carlsbad, Vienna, and from Monte Carlo, fabulous Monte Carlo. The papers emphasized this last information by saying that the indestructable Cowperwood, so recently ill, had chosen Monte Carlo as a place of pleasure and rest.

However, on his return to London, the questions put to him by reporters took on a very frank and open character. One reporter asked: Is there any truth to the rumor, Mr. Cowperwood, that youve been seriously ill?

As a matter of fact, my boy, replied Cowperwood, I had been working too hard and found I needed a rest. A doctor friend of mine did accompany me on this trip, and weve just been puttering around the Continent.

He laughed heartily when the World correspondent asked whether or not it was true that he had bequeathed his priceless art treasures to the Metropolitan Museum of Art.

If people want to know what is in my will, he said, theyll have to wait until Im under the turf, and I can only hope that their charity is as strong as their curiosity.

These comments brought smiles to the faces of Berenice and Dr. James as they read them on the spacious lawn of Pryors Cove. Dr. James, though steadily conscious of the necessity of returning to New York and his practice there, found himself drawn further and further into the affections of Cowperwood, and Berenice as well. For both were grateful to him beyond measure for having brought Cowperwood back to seemingly normal health and strength. And so, when the time came for the doctor to leave, there was an emotional sense of gratitude and mental union among all three.

Theres really nothing I can say to you, Jeff, said Cowperwood, as he and Berenice walked with the doctor to the gangplank of the steamer on which he was about to leave. Anything I can do for you is yours to command. I ask but one thing: that our friendship continue as it has in the past.

Dont try to reward me, Frank, interrupted James. Knowing you all these years has been my reward. Come to see me in New York when you can. Ill be waiting to see you again. Picking up his bag, he added: Well, friends, boats wait for no man! and with that he smiled and again shook hands, finally merging with the throng now boarding the boat.


CHAPTER 64

Now that Dr. James was gone, Cowperwood was faced with the many labors which had accumulated during his absence. These would require months of concentrated energy and attention, the while he found it necessary to turn to certain phases of his personal problems, one of which was a letter from Aileen, in which she stated that while the alterations being made in the new addition were going forward under the supervision of Pyne, the architect, she felt that Cowperwood should return to New York as soon as possible in order to look the whole plan over, so that he could either approve or disapprove before it was too late. She was not sure there would be space enough in the new gallery for the pictures he had recently added to his collection. While she respected Mr. Cuthberts opinion as an art expert, there were times when she felt that Cowperwood would disagree wholeheartedly with him if he were present.

Cowperwood realized that this was something that deserved his attention. Still, at this particular time he felt he could ill afford a trip to New York. There were too many urgent matters of policy and practical details concerning the underground that demanded his personal supervision. Of course, Lord Stane, who was frequently about, assured him of the now probably smooth future of the entire system, and by his interest and efforts succeeded in lessening the former friction among the varied interests. Stane seemed to be very much relieved and pleased at his recovery.

Well, Cowperwood, he said to him the first morning after his return, you look as good as new. How did you do it?

I didnt do it, replied Cowperwood. It was all the work of my old friend, Jeff James. Hes pulled me out of a few illnesses in the past, but this time he pulled me out of a financial jam as well.

Youre right there, said Stane. You certainly fooled the public in a masterly fashion.

That was Jeffs brilliant idea. He not only took me on the trip to allay suspicion and rumor, but he cured me en route, said Cowperwood.

Another matter that compelled his personal attention at this time was the discussion with Rexford Lynnwood, one of three American sculptors whose names had been suggested by Jamieson regarding the tomb he proposed to have built. Lynnwoods qualifications appealed to Cowperwood because of the fact that in connection with a prize recently offered for a tomb and statue to mark the grave of a lately deceased governor of one of the southern states, his design carried on one of its surfaces a reproduction of the cabin in which the man had been born, and at the foot of a huge, moss-covered oak tree was drawn the outline of a horse which he had ridden in various battles of the Civil War. As Cowperwood looked at it, he was touched by the pathos and simplicity of the whole conception.

Later as he sat opposite Lynnwood on the other side of his massive working desk, he was struck by the mans classic features, his deep-set eyes, and tall angular figure. In fact, he immediately liked the fellow.

As Cowperwood explained to Lynnwood, his idea for the tomb leaned toward the Greco-Roman style of architecture, but not in its purest conception. Rather, he would like it to be a modification, with some originality of design in its details. It was to be large, because he had always liked the idea of space, and was to be made of pebble-gray granite of rich texture. He would like a narrow slit of a window at one end, and a place for two sarcophagi, with two heavy bronze doors opening into the tomb itself. Lynnwood approved and was even delighted with the opportunity of executing this structure. He drew several sketches as Cowperwood talked, and these pleased Cowperwood greatly. A contract was agreed upon and he was instructed to begin work at once. As Lynnwood began gathering his designs and placing them in his portfolio, he paused and looked at Cowperwood.

Well, Mr. Cowperwood, he said as he was leaving, judging from the way you look, Im sure it will be a long time before you will be needing this. At least, I sincerely hope so.

Well, thank you very much, said Cowperwood. But dont count on that.


CHAPTER 65

DURING this time Cowperwood lived principally in the agreeable thought of returning, at the end of the day, to Pryors Cove and Berenice. For the first time in years he was enjoying the simplicities of a genuine home, a place which, because of the spirit with which Berenice infused it, caused anything and everything from a game of checkers to a short walk along the Thames to seem rich in color and feeling and make him wish that it would go on forever. Even growing old would not be such an ordeal if it could be passed under such circumstances.

Yet one afternoon, about five months after his return to business, as he sat in his office preparing a note for Aileen, he was suddenly seized with the sharpest pain of any thus far experienced in connection with his illness. It was not unlike a sharp knife being pushed and turned in the region of his left kidney, and from there it seemed to leap to his heart. When he attempted to get up from his chair, he was unable to do so. In fact, as at Tregasal, his breath seemed to fail him, and he could not move. But in a few moments the pain lessened and he was able to reach over to a push button to summon Jamieson. As he was about to press the button, however, he drew back his hand and decided that perhaps this was simply one of those acute pains he had been warned to expect, and which he had been assured would not be fatal. And so he sat for a few moments, extremely reduced by the plain evidence that he was not cured, and fearing this might be the way it would eventually end. And what was worse, he had no one to confide in. For word as to this would bring back his public situation exactly where it had been before. And Berenice! Stane! Aileen! The newspapers! And more and more days in bed!

One thing he thought he should do was to return to New York. For there he would be close to Dr. James, and also he could see Aileen again and go over the problems that were troubling her. If he were going to die, there were things that should be put in order. As for Berenice, he could explain to her his need without telling her all in regard to this latest attack, and have her also return to New York.

After arriving at this decision he very cautiously rose from his chair, and a few hours later was able to return to Pryors Cove, pretending that there was nothing wrong in any way. However, after dinner, Berenice, who was in a particularly pleasant frame of mind, asked him if everything was going all right.

Well, no, not exactly, he replied. I had a letter from Aileen complaining about conditions in New York: the work on the house, and that sort of thing. She thinks there isnt sufficient room being left for the pictures Ive added to the collection. And some of the dealers who have looked in on the alterations seem to agree with her, regardless of Pynes opinion. Im beginning to feel that I should go over, not only for that reason, but also to look after some of the follow-ups in connection with the loans that were made to me when I was there last.

Are you sure you are strong enough to undertake the trip? asked Berenice, a look of anxiety in her eyes.

Quite, replied Cowperwood. As a matter of fact, I am feeling better than I have been for months. And I cannot go too long without contact with New York.

What about me? she inquired, in a troubled tone.

Why, you will go with me, and, for convenience sake, you can stay at the Waldorf when you get there, incognito, of course  a reply that modified the look of distress in her face.

But on different boats, as usual?

Unfortunately, that would be the best way, hard as it is for me to even think of it. You know so well, dear, the danger of publicity.

Yes, I know. I understand how you feel about it. If you have to go, you must, and Ill be right behind you on the next boat. When do we go?

Jamieson tells me the next boat sails Wednesday. Can you get ready by then?

I could be ready tomorrow if it were necessary, replied Berenice.

Darling! You are always so willing, so helpful  I dont know what my life would be without you...

As he said this Berenice walked toward him and put her arms around him, whispering: I love you, Frank. So why shouldnt I do everything I can to help you..


CHAPTER 66

ONCE on the boat, Cowperwood felt alone, spiritually alone, at last admitting to himself that neither he nor any man knew anything about life or its Creator. He now felt that for some reason he was facing a change which involved all this great and beautiful mystery as it related itself to him.

He had cabled Dr. James to meet him at the dock, and this immediately brought the following reply: Welcome to New York. I will be there to meet you. Yours, Monte Carlo Jeff. A message which provided Cowperwood with a laugh and a peaceful night. Only, before he turned to rest, he took paper and ink and penned the following message to Berenice, who was traveling under the name of Kathryn Trent on the SS. King Haa\an: We are only a day apart but to me it is worse than a dozen years. Good night, beautiful spirit, your mere vicinity comforts me and brings me rest.

On Sunday morning Cowperwood awoke feeling less vigorous and less physically secure than he had the night before. And by the time his valet had helped him dress, he felt greatly reduced in strength; in fact, he returned to bed to rest for the entire day. At first, his entourage, which consisted of Jamieson; Mr. Hartley, Jamiesons assistant; Frederickson, the valet, was not alarmed, as it was thought he was merely relaxing. But toward the late afternoon he asked Jamieson to call the ships physician, for he was feeling quite ill. Dr. Camden, after an examination, decided that he was a very sick man, with a temperature of 105°, and advised that his personal physician be notified to meet the boat in the morning and have an ambulance there.

On hearing this news Jamieson took it upon himself to wire Aileen that her husband was very ill, that it was necessary to remove him from the boat in an ambulance, and what did she have to suggest in regard to further arrangements. Whereupon Aileen answered at once, saying that owing to the fact that Mr. Cowperwoods residence was being altered to house an additional art gallery, there was an undue amount of noise and confusion; she therefore thought it wiser for him to go to the Waldorf-Astoria, where arrangements could be made for his proper care, and where he would be decidedly more comfortable.

After Dr. Camden had eased his patient by a shot of morphine, Jamieson communicated the contents of Aileens message to Cowperwood.

Yes, that would be much better, he said weakly. Make the arrangements.

But this disruption of all of his plans, and such thoughts as he was now able to indulge in, caused him to feel very weary. His house! His art gallery! His planned hospital! The idea of having to return to London and his underground affairs! Suddenly he found himself desiring not to think of anything or anyone, other than Berenice.

And so he remained until morning, when the boat was nearing New York and in process of being docked, and the hustle and bustle and movement all about him caused him to awaken to the fact that they were arriving.

At this point, Dr. James, having chartered a pilot boat, boarded the S.S. Empress while it was still in the lower harbor, and after he had consulted Dr. Camden and Jamieson about such plans as had been made, walked into Cowperwoods room.

Now, Frank, this is Jeff, he announced, and I want to know exactly how youre feeling. This is something that will pass, I believe, as soon as I can administer the right sort of medicine. But I want you not to worry about anything. Just leave it to me, your old Monte Carlo pal.

I knew when you came, Jeff, said Cowperwood, weakly, everything would be all right, and he squeezed the doctors hand affectionately.

Weve made arrangements to move you to the Waldorf in an ambulance, continued James. You wont mind that, will you? Its really better that way, much easier on you, you know.

No, replied Cowperwood, I have no objection. But I wish you could arrange so that I wouldnt be annoyed by the newspapermen, at least until I am settled at the hotel. Im not sure that Jamieson will know how to handle them.

Just leave it to me, Frank. Ill take care of it. The important thing for you to do is to rest and say nothing at all, until I talk to you later. And now Ill have to be going to take charge.

Just then Jamieson entered the room.

Come on, Jamieson, said Dr. James, the first thing we have to do is see the captain. Whereupon they left the room together.

Three-quarters of an hour later an ambulance that had been waiting in the street below was allowed to back up to Exit 4, which was as vacant as though there were no passengers still waiting to leave the ship. At the direction of Jamieson, two carriers bearing a canvas stretcher proceeded to Cowperwoods suite, and he was carried to the waiting ambulance. The doors were closed, the driver sounded his gong, and drove away, while an astonished group of reporters standing a short distance away exclaimed, one to another:

What do you know about that? Weve been double-crossed this time! Who was that?

Frustrated in their attempt to learn who had been so ill that it was necessary to remove him, or her, in an ambulance, it was not long before one of them, boasting a friendship with one of the nurses on the vessel, returned with the information that it was none other than Frank Algernon Cowperwood, the celebrated financier. However, as to what the nature of his illness was, or where he had been taken, these were items that had to be traced down. But when one reporter suggested getting in touch with Mrs. Cowperwood, several of those present immediately hurried to the nearest telephone to inquire from Aileen if her husband had been taken off the S.S. Empress in an ambulance, and if so, where was he? It was true, she replied; he was ill, but it was also true that he would have been transferred to the Cowperwood mansion if it were not for the fact that the entire building was in process of alteration in order to make room for an additional art and statuary collection which later was to become the property of the city of New York. Meanwhile, it was also Mr. Cowperwoods wish that he be transferred to the Waldorf-Astoria, where he could have such quiet and attention as at present he could not obtain in his own home.

Accordingly, by one oclock of this same day, the news of Cowperwoods arrival and illness and present whereabouts was in every afternoon paper in the city, although, due to the precaution of Dr. James, no visitors were allowed without a written consent from the doctor himself, and three nurses were placed in charge.

However, Cowperwood, realizing the possibility of Berenice receiving alarming news concerning his illness, requested Dr. James to send the following telegram to her still on board ship: Report of my illness greatly exaggerated. Do everything exactly as planned. Dr. James in charge. Will tell you what to do. Affectionately, Frank.

In spite of the fact that this telegram brought such distressing news, Berenice was somehow consoled by the fact that he was able to wire her so reassuringly. And yet she was haunted by uncertainty as to the nature of this illness. At any rate, whatever the result, her place, as she felt, was beside him.

Yet walking through the main salon of the vessel later in the afternoon, she was startled by the news poster tacked on the news board: Frank Cowperwood, celebrated American financier and London traction magnate, stricken on board S.S. Empress, and removed on arrival in New York to Waldorf-Astoria Hotel.

Stunned and grieved by these cold words in black and white, she was still relieved to learn that he was to be at the hotel instead of his home. She had a suite reserved there, so at least she would be near him. Nonetheless, there was the possibility of encountering Aileen, and this would be painful, not only for her but for Cowperwood. And yet he had asked her to come to the hotel, as originally planned, so he must have some procedure worked out. However, this new vulnerable social arrangement was such an extreme contrast to her protected seclusion at Pryors Cove that she now wondered if she had the necessary courage or stamina to go through with it. But even in the face of these difficulties and dangers she felt that she must be near him, regardless of consequences. For he needed her, and she must answer that need.

Once so decided, the following morning, as soon as the vessel docked and she had declared her luggage, she went to the hotel, where she calmly registered under the name of Kathryn Trent. But once within the privacy of her own suite, she was faced with the numerous angles of her situation. What to do? For, as she knew, Aileen might already be with him. But while she was meditating on the problem, a call came from Dr. James, telling her that Cowperwood would like to see her, and that his suite was number 1020. She thanked him very cordially and said she would go to him at once. Dr. James added that although Cowperwood was in no immediate danger, rest and quiet being his principal needs at present, he had ordered that no one be allowed to see him for a few days, with the exception of herself.

Upon arriving at his suite, she was ushered directly into his presence, where she found him lying propped up on pillows, looking pale and not a little distrait, but brightening as she neared him. She bent over and kissed him.

Darling! Im so sorry. I was afraid that this trip might be too much for you. And I was not with you! But Dr. James assures me that it isnt serious. You know you recovered from your first attack, and Im sure, with care, youll recover from this one. But, oh, if only I could be with you all of the time. I think I could nurse you back to health!

But Bevy, darling, observed Cowperwood, just to look at you makes me feel better. And this matter of your seeing me shall be arranged. Of course, theres a lot of publicity now, and the less you are involved, the better I would feel. But I have explained the whole matter to Jeff, and he understands and sympathizes. And, better than that, he will keep in touch with you as to times and opportunities for seeing me. Theres just one person, you know, that you will have to do your best to avoid. But if you will keep in touch with Dr. James from day to day, I think we can manage until Im out of this. As a matter of fact, I am sure of it.

Darling, you are so brave, and you know that I am delighted to be here in any capacity. Ill be as cautious and circumspect as possible. Meanwhile, Ill be loving you and praying for you constantly.

She bent over and kissed him again.


CHAPTER 67

THE sudden illness and collapse of Cowperwood, flashed first by the local New York papers to their readers, was nothing less than an international sensation. For it affected and included the interests and investments of thousands of persons, to say nothing of their banks and bankers. As a matter of fact, the day after he was stricken, reporters from the principal newspapers of England and France, and Europe in general, through the United and Associated press services, interviewed not only Jamieson and Dr. James but also called upon distinguished financiers in the United States for comments as to what the effect of his death might be.

Indeed, so numerous were the apprehensive comments and misgivings on the part of some investors that most of the remaining managers of the London underground were compelled to express themselves as to the actual import of Cowperwoods illness. For one, Mr. Leeks, acting chairman of the District Railway at the time, and who was said to have been very close to Cowperwood, was quoted as saying that the necessary arrangements for every possible contingency arising from the possible indisposition of Mr. Cowperwood at any time had long before been made. Complete harmony, added Mr. Leeks, exists in the entire Underground directorate. As to the future policy of this great system, I wish to say that there is not a trace of confusion or disorder.

Again, one William Edmunds, director of the Railway Equipment & Construction Company of London, stated: Everything is in perfect working order. The organization is so good that Mr. Cowperwoods illness or temporary absence can make no difference.

Lord Stane made the following comment: The Underground is in splendid condition, and its affairs have been so administered from the start, by Mr. Cowperwood himself, that his unavoidable absence cannot bring about any serious injury to the system. Mr. Cowperwood is too great an organizer to found any vast enterprise on the indispensability of any one man. Naturally, we are all hoping for his speedy recovery and return, for his is a welcome presence here.

While Dr. James had attempted to keep this publicity away from Cowperwood, there were a few people he could not very well restrain and had to admit. One was Cowperwoods daughter, Anna, and his son, Frank, Jr., neither of whom he had seen for a number of years. From his conversation with them he was able to sense the reaction of the public to his illness, and it was not unflattering, to say the least.

Following these came Aileen, who was extremely disturbed by his physical state, for at this time he looked and felt very weak. Dr. James insisted that she wait for a later time to discuss any pressing problems, and she readily accepted his suggestion and considerately made her first visit a very short one.

After Aileen departed, Cowperwood was mentally constrained to meditate on the various social and financial angles which his sudden illness had brought into being as problems which he must solve if he could. One of these concerned the choice of someone to take on his duties temporarily in the face of his present unavoidable absence. Naturally, he first thought of Lord Stane, but considering his numerous and pressing interests, decided that Stane would not be the man. But there was one Horace Albertson, president of the St. Louis Electric Traction System, who, as he knew from previous financial relations, was one of the ablest railroad men in America. Albertson, he felt, should prove entirely satisfactory in such a crisis as this. And immediately following this thought he instructed Jamieson to see Mr. Albertson in St. Louis and present to him the entire problem, his reward to be whatever sum he felt he deserved.

However, Mr. Albertson declined the offer, saying that he was highly honored, but his own labors were constantly increasing in volume and he could not consider retiring from the American field. This was a, disappointment to Cowperwood, but one that he could understand and justify. Although it did, for a time, cause him a degree of worry, he was relieved by a cable from Stane and the directors of the London Underground stating that they had that day appointed Sir Humphrey Babbs, well-known to Cowperwood, to take his place temporarily at the head of the system. Aside from this cable, came several others from his London associates, including Elverson Johnson, emphasizing their unhappiness over his illness and their deep desire for his speedy recovery and return to London.

Nonetheless, in spite of all their praises, Cowperwoods mind was troubled by the somewhat complicated and ominous drift of all of his affairs at this time. For one thing, here was Berenice, his devoted love, risking so much for the rare opportunity of secretly visiting him at night, or in the early dawn, with the aid and connivance of Dr. James. And here again was Aileen  her lack of understanding of life in general, its inexplicable eccentricities and vagaries  also visiting him occasionally, unaware of the presence of Berenice in the hotel. He felt that he must try to live, and yet, in spite of his efforts, felt himself losing ground physically. So much so that one day when Dr. James was alone with him in his room, he began talking to him about it.

Jeff, Ive been ill for about four weeks now, and I have the feeling that I am not getting any better.

Now, Frank, said James, quickly, thats not the right attitude to take. You must try to get well, and the chances are you will. Other cases as bad as yours have gotten better.

I know that, said Cowperwood to his friend, and naturally you want to encourage me. But I still have the feeling that I am not going to recover. And in connection with this, I would like you to call Aileen and ask her to come here and talk over some estate matters with me. Ive been thinking of this for some time, but now I feel Id better not wait any longer.

Just as you say, Frank, said James. But I do wish you would not decide that you are not going to get well. It isnt good, you know. And besides, I think to the contrary. As a favor to me, you might try a little.

Ill try, Jeff, but please call Aileen, will you?

Why, certainly, Frank, but dont talk too long, remember! And James retired to his own room, where he called Aileen on the telephone and asked her to come over to see her husband.

Would you be good enough to come this afternoon, if possible, say around three oclock? he asked her.

She hesitated for a moment, and then replied: Why, yes, of course, Dr. James, and accordingly at about the time agreed upon she came, disturbed and wondering and not a little sad.

Upon seeing her, Cowperwood experienced a sense of weariness, such as for years he had often experienced in regard to her, not so much physical weariness as aesthetic weariness. She was so sadly lacking in that rare inner refinement that characterized a woman like Berenice. And yet, here she was, still his wife, and for that reason he felt that he owed her a reasonable degree of consideration in return for the kindness and affection which she had displayed at a time when he most needed them. And thus thinking, his mood softened somewhat toward her, and he reached out and took her hand as she greeted him.

How are you, Frank? she asked.

Well, Aileen, Ive been here four weeks now, and although the doctor thinks I am doing well enough, I realize that I am getting weaker all the time. And since there are a number of things I wanted to talk to you about, I thought Id send for you. Is there anything you would like to tell me first about the house?

Well, yes, a few things, she said hesitantly. But whatever they are, they can wait until you are better, dont you think?

But you see, Aileen, I dont think Im going to get any better.

And thats the reason I wanted to see you now, today, said Cowperwood, softly.

Aileen hesitated and did not answer.

You see, Aileen, he continued, the bulk of my estate is going to you, although Ive taken care of some others in my will, such as my son and my daughter. But the great responsibility of the care of this estate is going to fall on you. Its a large amount of money, and I want to know if you feel equal to the task; and if so, if you will faithfully carry out the instructions I have written out for you in my will.

Oh, yes, Frank, I will do everything you say.

He sighed inwardly, and continued: Although I have made a will which gives you full control, nevertheless, that is the very reason I feel the necessity of warning you of overconfidence in anyone; for the moment I am gone, Im sure there will be any number of people who will come to you with this and that plan, to do something for this cause or the other, or this or that institution. I have tried to guard against that by instructing the executors to submit any plan they may have to you for your approval. You are to be the judge, and you must decide whether it is worthy or not. Dr. James, you know, is one of the executors, and he is the one on whose judgment I can rely. He is a man of not only great medical skill but goodness of heart and intention. I have told him that you may stand in need of advice, and he has promised me faithfully to advise you to the best of his knowledge and ability. I want to tell you that he is so honest a man that when I told him he was to be left a sum of money for his services to me, he refused to allow it, although he was willing to act as your advisor. So if ever you should find yourself troubled as to what to do, please go to him first and see what he thinks.

Yes, Frank, I will do exactly as you say. If you believe in him, I certainly will also.

Of course, he continued, there are specific provisions in my will to be taken care of after the beneficiaries are satisfied. One of these is the completion and preservation of my art gallery. I want the mansion kept intact as it now stands; that is, as a museum for the benefit of the public. And since I have left plenty of money for its upkeep, it will be your duty to see that it is maintained in the best possible state.

In fact, Aileen, I dont know if you ever realized how much that place has meant to me. It has helped me to live through the endless practical problems to which I have had to devote myself. In building it and buying things for it, I have tried to bring into my life and yours the beauty which is entirely outside of cities and business.

And as Cowperwood talked on, Aileen at last realized to a degree, at least, and perhaps for the first time, what all this meant to him, and again she promised to do everything as he directed.

Theres another thing, he went on, and that is the hospital. You know I have wanted for a long time to build one. It doesnt have to occupy an expensive site. A rather convenient Bronx location has been suggested in my will. Furthermore, it is to be for the poor  not for people with money who can afford to go elsewhere  and neither race, creed, nor color are to have anything to do with the right of admission.

She sat there silently while he paused for a moment.

Theres one more thing, Aileen. I havent mentioned it to you before, because I wasnt certain how you would feel about it. I am having a tomb erected over in Greenwood Cemetery, and its very near completion: a beautiful copy of an ancient Greek design. It contains two bronze sarcophagi, one for me and one for you, if you choose to be buried there.

At this she stirred uneasily, for he seemed to be considering his prospective death as practically as he had taken his business affairs.

You say it is in Greenwood? she asked.

Yes, said Cowperwood, solemnly.

And that it is already completed?

So nearly completed that I could be buried there if I died within a short time.

Certainly, Frank, you are the strangest of men! The idea of building your own tomb  and mine  and you arent certain at all that youre going to die of this...

But this tomb, Aileen, will last for a thousand years, he said, with a slight lift in his voice. And besides, were all going to die sometime, and you might as well rest there with me; that is, if you care to.

She remained silent.

Well, there it is, he concluded, and I feel it should be for the two of us, particularly since it has been built that way. However, if you feel you do not want to be there...

But here she interrupted him. Oh, Frank, lets not talk about that now. If you want me there, Ill be there. You know that, and a restrained sob manifested itself in her voice.

However, at this point the door opened and Dr. James came in to say that it was unwise for Cowperwood to talk any longer; she might come another day if she would call up beforehand. She got up from where she had been sitting beside his bed, and taking his hand, said: Ill come in again tomorrow, Frank, just for a little while, and if there is anything I can do, please have Dr. James call me. But you must get well, Frank. You must believe that you will. There is so much that you want to do. Try..

Well, all right, dear, I will do my best, he said, waving his hand and adding: See you tomorrow.

She turned and passed out into the hall. Walking toward the elevators, sadly pondering their conversation, she noticed a woman just stepping out of an elevator. She stared, and, to her astonishment, realized that the woman was Berenice. They both stood as if transfixed for a few seconds, after which Berenice crossed the hall and opened a door and disappeared down a stairway leading to the floor below. Aileen, still transfixed, turned, with seeming determination to re-enter Cowperwoods suite, but instead suddenly turned in the opposite direction toward the elevators. But before going many steps, she stopped and stood still. Berenice! So here she was in New York, and obviously at Cowperwoods request. Of course, at his request! And he pretending even now that he was dying! Would the mans perfidy never reach a limit? Imagine him asking her to come tomorrow! And talking of the tomb in which she was to lie with him! With him! Well, this was the end! Never again would she see him in this world, if they called her as many as a thousand times a day! She would instruct her servants to ignore all calls from her husband, or his accomplice, Dr. James, or any other person who pretended to represent them!

As she entered the elevator, her mind was a mental storm center, a cyclone roaring with clashing waves of rage. She would tell the press about this scoundrel: his abuse and humiliation of a wife who had done so much for him! She would repay him yet!

Outside the hotel, she hurried into a taxicab and stormily urged the driver to drive, just drive, the while she repeated to herself, like a rosary of trebled length, all of the ills which she could conjure, that might be and would be, if she could manage, heaped upon Cowperwood. And as she rode, the vibration of her rage traveled directly back to Berenice.


CHAPTER 68

BERENICE, in the meantime, having reached her room, sat there woodenly, finding herself powerless to think, so filled with fear was she, for Cowperwood as well as herself. Aileen might have returned to his apartment, and how dreadful the effect of that on him at this time! It might actually bring about his death! And how terrible it was that she could not do anything for him! Finally, she thought of going to Dr. James and asking him how to defeat this vicious, merciless mood on the part of Aileen. But she was held back by the fear of again meeting her. Perhaps she was in the hall, or in Dr. James room! By degrees the situation became so unbearable to her that at last it produced a practical idea. She went to the telephone and called Dr. James, and, much to her relief, he answered.

Dr. James, she began, shakily, this is Berenice. I want to know if you wont please be good enough to come to my room at once. Something dreadful has happened, and I am so unstrung and nervous I must talk to you!

Why, certainly, Berenice. I will come at once, he replied.

Then she added, in a most unsteady voice: If you should see Mrs. Cowperwood in the hall, please dont allow her to follow you here.

But here her voice broke off, and James, sensing danger, hung the phone up hurriedly and, seizing his medical kit, went directly to her apartment and knocked at the door. Berenice responded by whispering from behind the door:

Are you alone, Doctor?

When he assured her he was alone, she opened the door and he stepped inside.

What is the matter, Berenice? What is all this? he asked, almost brusquely, at the same time studying her white face. Why are you so terrified?

Oh, Doctor, I cant tell you. She was actually trembling with fear. Its Mrs. Cowperwood. I saw her here in the hall as I was coming in, and she saw me. Her expression was so savage that I am afraid for Frank. Do you know whether or not she has seen him since I left? I have the feeling that she might have returned to his apartment.

Certainly not, said James. I have just come from there. Frank is all right, quite safe. But here, and taking a few small white pills from his medicine case he handed her one. Take this, and dont say anything more for a few moments. It will quiet your nerves, and then you can tell me all about it. And going toward a sofa, he motioned her to sit beside him. Gradually she showed signs of becoming more quiet. Now, listen, Berenice, he added, I know that your situation here is a very difficult one. I have known it ever since you came here, but why are you so wrought up? Do you expect Mrs. Cowperwood to attack you personally?

Oh, no, I am not worried about myself, she replied, more calmly. Its Frank Im really worried about. He is so ill and so weak and helpless at this time, and Im afraid that she may say or do things that might hurt him so terribly he would not want to live. And, oh, he has been so liberal and so well-meaning toward her. And just now when he needs love, not hate, and after all he has done for her, she is ready to do I dont know what  abuse him so violently that he may suffer a relapse. Hes told me many times that she always loses control of her emotions when she becomes jealous.

Yes, I know, said James. He is a very great man, who has married the wrong woman, and to tell you the truth, I feared something of this kind. I thought it unwise for you to be in the same hotel. However, love is a powerful force, and I saw how deeply you cared for each other when I was in England. But I also knew, as did many people, that his relations with Mrs. Cowperwood were unsatisfactory to him. By the way, did you exchange any words with her?

Oh, no, replied Berenice. I just saw her as I stepped out of the elevator, and her anger and opposition, as she recognized me, were so real that I felt it through my whole body. It came to me that she might do something desperate to both of us, if she could. Besides, I was afraid she might return to his apartment immediately.

At this point Dr. James advised Berenice to stay in her suite until this storm subsided, and to wait until she heard from him. Above all, as he instructed her, she was not to say a word to Cowperwood about this when she saw him again. He was far too ill to endure it. In the meantime, as he patiently explained, he would brave the anger of Mrs. Cowperwood and call her, to determine, if possible, what she might be doing or planning to say publicly. And then he left Berenice to go to his own room to think the matter over.

However, before he had time to reach Aileen on the telephone, one of the nurses came into his room to ask if he would not please step in and look at Mr. Cowperwood; he seemed more restless than usual. When he did so, he found Cowperwood stirring around in his bed as though he were uncomfortable. And when he asked him how his visit with Aileen came out, he answered wearily:

Oh, everything worked out all right, I think. At least, I went over the most important points with her. But somehow, Jeff, I feel very tired and exhausted from our long conversation.

Well, I expected that. Next time, dont talk for such a long time. And now here is something for you to take. It will give you a little rest for the present. And with that he handed Cowperwood a powder with a glass of water, which he swallowed as Dr. James added: Well, that will do for now, and Ill look in on you a little later this afternoon.

Whereupon he returned to his own room and called Aileen, who by that time had returned home. Upon hearing his name announced by her maid, she came directly to the phone. James, in his most courteous tone, told her he was calling to find out how her visit with her husband had worked out, and asked if there was anything he could do to help her.

Her voice was angry and uncontrolled as she spoke.

Yes, Dr. James, you can help me very much by not calling me any more, if you please, for Ive just found out what has been going on all the time  in London and here  between my so-called husband and Miss Fleming. I know she has been living with him there and is now living with him under your eyes, and apparently with your aid and approval. And you want to know whether I had a satisfactory interview with him! And that woman hiding in the same hotel! Its the most outrageous thing I ever heard of, and one which Im sure the public will be glad to hear about! And it will, depend on that! And then, her voice almost breaking with rage, she added: You, a doctor! A man supposed to be concerned with the decencies of life..

Whereupon Dr. James, sensing the fierceness of her rage, managed to interrupt her sufficiently to say, forcefully but calmly:

Mrs. Cowperwood, I beg to take exception to your accusations. I was called in on this case in a professional capacity, not as a judge of situations which are none of my making. And you have no right to judge the motives of a man about whom you know as little as you do about me. Whether you believe it or not, your husband is a very sick man, very, and if you make the grave error of giving out any story to the press, you will be hurting yourself a thousand times more than you could ever hurt him, or anyone connected with him. For he not only has powerful friends, but admirers, as you know  friends who will deeply resent any such action as you propose, and who will not fail him. If he dies, as he well may... well, judge for yourself how any such public attack as you have in mind will be received.

These cutting words reminded Aileen of some of her own indiscretions in the not too distant past, and her voice suddenly lost some of its vibrato as she said:

I dont want to discuss any of the personal angles of this matter with you or anyone else, Dr. James, so please dont call me again on any matter connected with Mr. Cowperwood, no matter what happens. You have Miss Fleming there to wait on and comfort my husband. Let her take charge, and please dont call me. Im tired of the whole wretched relationship. And thats final, Dr. James. Here the telephone clicked, for she had hung up.

As Dr. James turned away from the phone, his face wore a faint smile. From his long years of professional experience with hysterical women, he knew that the force of her rage had spent itself in the hours since she had seen Berenice. For, after all, as he also knew, this was not a new story to Aileen. And he felt reasonably sure that her vanity would not allow her to give free reign to public utterances. She had not done so in the past and would not do so now, he felt. And with this much assurance, he went to call on and report to Berenice, whom he found still nervous and impatiently waiting to hear from him.

He still smiled as he proceeded to explain that he felt sure that Aileens bark was worse than her bite. For although she had threatened him and Cowperwood and Berenice with exposure, still, after his talk with her, he had the definite feeling that her rage had spent itself and that nothing more of a violent nature was likely to occur. Now, he added, since Aileen had declared finally that she proposed never to see her husband again, it looked to him as if he should have to ask Berenice to take charge, and they would, both of them, see if they could not pull him through. She might take the evening nursing shift from four to twelve.

Oh, how wonderful! exclaimed Berenice. Ill be so happy to do all I possibly can to help him  anything within my power! For, oh, Doctor, he must live! He must get well and be free to do the things he has planned. And we must help him.

Im very grateful to you for this. I know that he cares for you deeply, said James, and he will no doubt be much better in your care.

Oh, Doctor, it is I who am truly grateful to you! she exclaimed, taking both of his hands in hers.


CHAPTER 69

COWPERWOODS ATTEMPT to clarify for Aileen the significance of the wealth that would be hers at his death, and the necessity on her part for a practical understanding of the problems she would be likely to encounter as its custodian, instead of inducing an atmosphere of tender regard, left him with a sense of the probable futility of it all. And this because of his knowledge of her lack of realization of how important these matters were to him, as well as to her. For he knew well she could not read the characters and intentions of men, and were he no longer here, what assurance could he have of the fulfillment of the various ideals which most of his bequests embodied? And this thought, instead of favorably affecting his mood in regard to living, really discouraged him. So much so that he was not only a little weary, but a little bored and spiritually dubious of the import of life itself.

For how strange the almost unbroken irritability of their lives together, covering, as they did, a period of over thirty years! There was, to begin with, his early enthusiasm for her when she was seventeen and he was twenty-seven, and then a little later his discovery that her beauty and physical strength concealed also a lack of understanding that had kept her unaware of his financial and mental stature, at the same time that it caused her to consider that he was an unchanging possession of hers which was not to be modified by so much as a glance in any other direction than that which led to her. And yet, for all the storms that followed his least diversion, here they were, after all these years, with little understanding on her part of the qualities in him which had slowly and yet surely led him to his present wealth.

Even so, he had finally discovered a woman whose temperament made his life supremely worth while. For he had found Berenice, and she had found him. Together they had clarified themselves, each to the other. Her wondrous love shone in her voice, her eyes, her words, her touch. For bending over him from time to time, he could hear her say: Darling! Beloved! This love of ours is not just for today, it is forever. It will live in you wherever you are, and yours in me. We shall not forget. Darling, rest and be happy.

It was at this point in his meditations that Berenice, clad in the white uniform of a nurse, entered the room. He stirred at the sound of her familiar voice as she greeted him, and gazed as if not fully comprehending what his eyes beheld. Her costume made such an attractive setting for her unusual beauty. With an effort he raised his head, and although obviously very weak, exclaimed:

You! Aphrodite! Goddess of the sea! Immaculately white! She bent down and kissed him.

A goddess! he murmured. The golden red of your hair! The blue of your eyes! And then, pressing her hand, he drew her closer to him. And now I have you with me. I see you as you beckoned to me that day in Thessalonika by the blue Aegean!

Frank! Frank! If only I were your goddess, forever and ever! She knew that he had become delirious, and tried to pacify him. That smile, went on Cowperwood. Smile on me again. It is like sunshine. Hold my hands, my Aphrodite of the Sea!

Berenice sat on the side of the bed and began to cry softly to herself.

Aphrodite, dont ever leave me! I need you so! and he clung to her.

At this point Dr. James walked into the room, and noting Cowperwoods condition, went directly to him. Turning and surveying Berenice, he said: Be proud, my dear! A giant of the world salutes you. But leave us alone for a minute or two. I need to restore him. He is not going to die.

She left the room while the doctor administered a restorative. In a few moments, Cowperwood came out of his delirium, for he said: Where is Berenice?

She will be with you in a moment, Frank, only now rest and quiet will be best for you, said James.

But Berenice heard him call her, and came in and sat on a little chair beside his bed, waiting. In a few moments he opened his eyes, and began talking.

You know, Berenice, he said, as if they had been discussing the matter, it is so important to keep the mansion intact as a home for my art objects.

Yes, I know, Frank, replied Berenice, softly and sympathetically. You have always loved it so.

Yes, I have always loved it. To leave the asphalt of Fifth Avenue and in ten seconds, after crossing the threshold, to be within a palm garden, walk through flowers and growing things, sit down among them, hear the plash of water, the tinkle of a rill dropping into the little pool, so that I heard notes of water music, like a brook in the cool greenness of the woods

I know, darling, whispered Berenice. But now you must rest. I will be right near you even when you sleep. I am your nurse.

And as Berenice went about her duties that night, and on every other night, she was impressed by his unbroken interest in the many affairs which he could no longer possibly manage. One day it was the art gallery, next day the underground, and next, the hospital.

Although she did not actually anticipate it, any more than did Dr. James, Cowperwood had only a very few more days to live. And yet, during such hours as she spent with him, he seemed more cheerful, except that after talking for a moment or two, he now invariably manifested a great weariness and a desire to sleep.

Let him sleep as much as possible, counseled Dr. James. He is merely conserving his strength. A statement which discouraged Berenice greatly. So much so that she asked if something more could not be done for him.

No, replied James. Sleep is truly the best thing for him, and he may pull through. I am trying the best restoratives I know, but we can only wait. He may take a turn for the better.

Only he did not take a turn for the better. Instead, forty-eight hours before he died he took a definite turn for the worse, which caused Dr. James to send for his son, Frank A. Cowperwood, Jr., and Anna, his daughter, who was now Mrs. Templeton. But not Aileen, as his daughter and son noticed when they arrived. When asked why Mrs. Cowperwood was not present, Dr. James explained to them that for reasons of her own she had refused to come to visit him any more.

However, although they had known of the existing estrangement between Aileen and Cowperwood, his son and daughter still had their own misgivings as to why she refused to come to see Cowperwood at this crucial time, and they felt obligated to inform her as to his condition. Therefore, they hurried to a public telephone and called her. But, much to their surprise, they found she was not in a mood to consider anything in connection with him or them, asserting that Dr. James and Miss Fleming, having arranged Cowperwoods affairs with his consent and with no regard for her wishes, surely could take care of everything. She flatly refused to come.

And so, while they were stunned by this seeming cruelty on Aileens part, they felt there was nothing they could do but return to watch the outcome of his turn for the worse. For fear controlled all present: Dr. James, Berenice, and Jamieson, all of whom stood by helpless for the want of a single clarifying idea. They waited for hours, the while they listened to his heavy breathing or periods of silence, until suddenly, twenty-four hours later, as if seeking to conclude a great weariness, he stirred sharply, even half-rose on one elbow as though looking about, and then as suddenly fell back and lay still.

Death! Death! There it was  irresistible and bleak in the face of all of them!

Frank! cried Berenice, stiffening and staring as if in supreme wonder. She hurried to his side and fell to her knees, seizing his damp hands and covering her face with them. Oh, Frank, my darling, not you! she cried out, and then drooped slowly to the floor, half-fainting.


CHAPTER 70

THE consternation that followed Cowperwoods death involved so many immediate, as well as remote, problems that for several minutes all stood as if stupefied. Of the entire group, the doctor was the calmest and most resourceful in his thoughts and actions, his first direction being that he and Jamieson remove Berenice to one of the couches that were in his room. After doing this, he suggested to Jamieson that he call up Mrs. Cowperwood at once in order to obtain from her instructions as to the burial.

This inquiry, when made by Jamieson, resulted in a most shocking and disturbing reaction on the part of Aileen, a reaction plus an attitude which posed a problem that was seemingly insurmountable without resulting in practically a national scandal.

Why do you ask me? she said. Why dont you ask Dr. James and Miss Fleming? They have been in complete charge of his affairs ever since he has been here, and before.

But, Mrs. Cowperwood, said Jamieson, astounded. This is your husband. Do you mean to say that you do not wish to have him removed to your home? An inquiry which brought from her the sharp and staccato reply:

I have been personally ignored and lied to by Mr. Cowperwood, and also by his doctor and his mistress. Let them arrange to have his body sent to a funeral parlor and have the funeral from there.

But, Mrs. Cowperwood, insisted Jamieson, in an agitated voice, this is a most unheard-of proceeding. All the newspapers will find out. Surely you wouldnt like that in connection with so great a figure as your husband.

But at this point Dr. James, hearing this shocking statement, came forward and took the telephone receiver from Jamieson.

Mrs. Cowperwood, this is Dr. James, he said, coldly. I am the physician, as you know, who was called in by Mr. Cowperwood when he came back to this country. Mr. Cowperwood is no relative of mine, and I have served him as I would any other patient, you included. But if you persist in this astounding attitude toward a man who is your husband, and whose property you are to inherit, I assure you that you will never be done with the scandal of it.

It will follow you to the end of your days. Surely you must realize the significance of that.

He waited for a second, but there was silence on her part.

Now, I am not asking you to do me any favor, Mrs. Cowperwood, he went on. Only yourself. Certainly his body can be removed to an undertakers establishment, and buried anywhere, if that is what you wish. But is it? As you know, the press can learn from me or from the undertaker as to what has become of his body. But once more, and finally, for your own sake, I am asking you to think this over, for if you do as you say, I will see that tomorrows papers print the whole story.

At this point he stopped talking, waiting and hoping for a more humane reply. But hearing the telephone click, he realized that she had hung up the receiver. Whereupon he turned to Jamieson, saying:

That woman is, for the time being, not wholly sane. Well simply have to take this matter into our own hands and act for her. Mr. Cowperwood is so well liked by his own servants that I am sure there will be no difficulty in reaching them, so that, without her knowledge, his body can be transferred to the house and remain there until it can be properly removed to his tomb. This is something that we can and must do. We cannot possibly allow this tragedy to occur.

And taking his hat, he went out, but not before looking in on Berenice, who by then had recovered her composure, and asking her to return to her room and wait there until she heard from him.

Do not despair, Berenice. Believe me, this will all be arranged in the most correct and unobtrusive manner possible. I can promise you that, and he pressed her hand affectionately.

His next move was to have Cowperwoods body taken to an undertaking establishment located near the hotel. Next, he intended to consult with Jamieson as to the character and mentality of the Cowperwood servants. Surely one or two of them could be depended on for assistance. For he was morally convinced that Aileen should not have her way. He might have to overstep his rights, but he saw no other course. Long before this he had sensed the basis of the difference between her and Cowperwood. She was, as he had seen for himself, really deeply in love with her husband, but so jealous of his every action as to make her dream of happiness a vehicle of pain.

Curiously enough, at this very difficult moment, Jamieson was called upon by one Buckner Carr, head butler at the Cowperwood home, a man who had been in Cowperwoods service since his Chicago years. His purpose in calling, as it turned out, was to convey to Jamieson not only his great sorrow and dismay at Mr. Cowperwoods death, but, because of a telephone conversation which he had overheard, and which seemed to indicate that Mrs. Cowperwood was charging her husband with unjust accusations and, most terrible of all, refusing to allow him now to be brought into his own home, he desired to offer his services toward averting such a tragedy.

When Dr. James returned to the hotel, he found Jamieson and Carr together, and he immediately explained to them the plan he had worked out in his own mind. He had instructed the undertaker, he said, to prepare the body for burial, provide a suitable casket, and await further directions. The problem now was to decide when it could be transferred to the mansion, and whether the servants would be there to assist in the arrangement of a secret and silent reception of the body, together with the labor of taking it to the proper room, and in the most noiseless fashion, in order that Mrs. Cowperwood would not be aware of its arrival, at least until the following morning. Did Buckner Carr believe that this could be done without interference? Carr replied that if he were now allowed to return to the Cowperwood home for an hour or two he would call back and state whether the exact conditions outlined by Dr. James could be fulfilled. After which he left, and at the end of two hours called on the telephone to say that the best time would be between ten oclock in the evening and one oclock in the morning; all of the servants were anxious to help, and the house would be dark and silent.

And, in consequence, as planned, the transfer of Cowperwoods body in its casket was executed, at one oclock in the morning, while Carr outside silently patrolled a practically deserted street. The faithful servant followers of their former master had arranged the large living room on the second floor for the reception of the richly ornamented casket in which he lay. As he was being carried in, one of them stood before Aileens door, listening, in anticipation of any least stir.

Thus the unheralded funeral cortege of Frank Algernon Cowperwood, in the silence of the night  he and Aileen once more united in their own home.


CHAPTER 71

No TROUBLESOME thoughts or dreams concerning the entire proceedings of the night disturbed Aileen before the light of early morning awakened her. Although usually she felt disposed to linger in her bed for a period, on this occasion, hearing a noise as though some heavy object had dropped to the floor of the balcony below, and fearing that it might have been a valuable Greek marble recently purchased and more recently temporarily placed, she arose and descended the staircase that led to the balcony. Looking around curiously as she walked past the large double doors leading into the main drawing room, she went directly to the newly placed art piece, but found it quite in order.

Yet, as she turned about to retrace her steps, and as she again approached the doors to the drawing room, she was startled by the presence and appearance of a large black, heavily draped, oblong box, standing in the center of the huge room. A shivering cold swept across her body, and for the time being she could not move. Then she turned as if to run away, but then, pausing, returned again to the entrance of the room and stood there, amazed and staring. A coffin! God! Cowperwood! Her husband! Cold and dead! And he had come to her, although she had refused to go to him when he was alive!

With trembling and remorseful steps she walked forward to gaze on his cold and death-stilled body. The high forehead! The distinguished, well-shaped head! The smooth brown hair, even at this time not gray! The impressive features, all of which were so familiar to her! The whole figure suggesting power, thought, genius, which the world had so readily recognized in him from the beginning! And she had refused to go to him! She stood stiffly, inwardly regretting something  his own errors and hers. And the endless, almost inhuman storms that had come and gone between them. And yet, here he was, at home at last! At home!

But then suddenly, the strangeness, the mystery, the final defiance of her will, emphasized by his being here, aroused her to anger.

Who had brought him, and how? At what hour? For only the previous evening, she, by her orders and commands to the servants, had barred all doors. Yet here he was! Obviously, his, not her, friends and servants must have collaborated to have done this for him. And so plainly now, all would be anticipating a change of attitude on her part, and if so, all the customary and formal last rites due to any such distinguished man. In other words, he would have won. It would appear as though she had altered her views and condoned his unfettered self-directing actions. But no, never should they do this to her! Insulted and triumphed over to the very last! Never! And yet, even as she declared her defiance to herself, there he lay, and even as she gazed on him, there was the sound of footsteps behind her, and as she turned her head, Carr, the butler, approached, a letter in his hand, saying:

Madam, this has just been delivered at the door for you.

And although at first she gestured as if to wave him away, he had no more than turned his back when she exclaimed: Give it to me! And then, tearing it open, she read:

Aileen, I am dying. When this reaches you, I will be no more. I know all my sins and all those you charge me with, and I blame only myself. But I cannot forget the Aileen who helped me through my prison days in Philadelphia. Yet it will not help me now, or either of us, to say I am sorry. But somehow, I feel that in the depths of your heart you will forgive me, once I am gone. Also it comforts me to know that you will be taken care of. I have arranged for all that, as you know. So now, good-by, Aileen! No more evil thoughts from your Frank, no more ever!

A conclusion on his part which caused Aileen to go forward to the casket and take his hands and kiss them. And then, after gazing at him for a moment, she turned and hurried away.

However, a few hours later, Carr, having been the recipient, through Jamieson and others, of various requests, was compelled to consult with Aileen concerning procedure in connection with the burial. The requests for permission to attend were so numerous that finally Carr was forced to bring forward a list of names, so long a list that it caused Aileen to say:

Oh, let them come! What harm can it do now? Let Mr. Jamieson and Mr. Cowperwoods son and daughter arrange everything as they please. I will keep to my room, as I am not well enough to help in any way.

But, Mrs. Cowperwood, wouldnt you be willing to have a minister present to pronounce the last rites? asked Carr, a suggestion that had been made by Dr. James, but which fitted Carrs religious nature.

Oh, yes, let one come. It can do no harm, said Aileen, as her thoughts wandered back to the extreme religiosity of her parents. But limit the number of those who are to come here to fifty, no more  a decision which caused Carr to get in immediate touch with Jamieson and Cowperwoods son and daughter, in order to inform them that they were to go ahead with such funeral arrangements as they felt appropriate. This news, reaching Dr. James ears, caused him to heave a sigh of relief, at the same time that he proceeded to have the many admirers of Cowperwood informed of this fact.


CHAPTER 72

AMONG the friends of Cowperwood who called at the mansion that same after noon, and the morning following, those whose names were on Buckner Carrs list were allowed to enter to view the body now lying in state in the spacious drawing room on the second floor. The others were advised to attend the tombside ceremonial at Greenwood Cemetery in Brooklyn the following day at 2 P.M.

In the meantime, Cowperwoods son and daughter had called on Aileen, and it was arranged that they were to ride with her in the first mourners carriage. By that time, however, every New York newspaper was ablaze with the so-called sudden end of Cowperwood, who only six weeks before had arrived in New York. Because of his great number of friends, the articles stated, the funeral services would be attended by intimate friends of the family only: a statement which, however, did not deter many people from going out to the cemetery.

Accordingly, the next day at noon, the funeral cortege began forming in front of the Cowperwood mansion. Groups of people gathered on the streets outside to observe the spectacle. Following the hearse was the carriage containing Aileen, Frank A. Cowperwood, Jr., and Cowperwoods daughter, Anna Templeton. And then, one by one, the other carriages moved into line, and proceeded along the highway, under an overcast sky, until finally they passed through the gates to Greenwood Cemetery. The gravel drive gradually mounted a long incline, bordered by heavy trees, behind which ranged stones and monuments of all descriptions. About a quarter of mile in, as the drive continued to rise, a roadway branched off to the right, and a few hundred feet farther on, between great trees, the tomb loomed solemnly high and majestic.

It stood alone, no other monument being within thirty feet of it, a gray, austere, and northern version of a Greek temple. Four graceful columns of modified Ionic design formed the porch and supported a plain triangular pediment, without decoration or religious symbol of any sort. Above the doors of the tomb, in heavy square-cut letters, was his name: FRANK ALGERNON COWPER- WOOD. The three graduated platforms of granite were piled high with flowers, and the massive bronze double doors stood wide open, awaiting the arrival of the distinguished occupant. As all must have felt who viewed it for the first time, this was a severely impressive artistic achievement in the matter of design, for its tall and stately serenity seemed to dominate the entire area.

And as her carriage came into full view of the tomb, Aileen was again and finally impressed by her husbands power of self-presentation. But even as she thought this, she closed her eyes, as if trying to shut out the sight of the tomb, and seeking to revive her last impression of him as he stood vividly alive and self-assertive before her. Her carriage waited until the hearse had reached the door of the tomb, and the heavy bronze casket was carried up and placed among the flowers, before the ministers rostrum. Following that, the occupants of the carriages emerged and crossed over to a large marquee tent set up in front of the tomb, under the shelter of which benches and chairs awaited them.

In one of the carriages Berenice sat silently beside Dr. James, gazing at the tomb that was to seal her beloved away from her forever. Tears she could not cry, and would not. For why seek to oppose an avalanche which had already gone so far as to obliterate the import of life itself, for her? At any rate, such was her mood or reaction to all of this. However, a word that repeated itself over and over in her mind was the word: Endure! Endure! Endure!

After all of the friends and relatives had settled themselves, the Episcopal clergyman, Reverend Hayward Crenshaw, came forward and took his place on the rostrum, and in a few moments, when all had become very quiet, he began to speak, his utterances grave and clear:

I am the resurrection and the life, saith the Lord; he that believeth in me, though he were dead, yet shall he live; And whosoever liveth and believeth in me shall never die.

I know that my Redeemer liveth, and that he shall stand at the latter day upon the earth; and though this body be destroyed, yet shall I see God; whom I shall see for myself, and mine eyes shall behold, and not as a stranger.

We brought nothing into this world, and it is certain we can carry nothing out. The Lord gave and the Lord hath taken away; blessed be the name of the Lord.

Behold, thou hast made my days as it were a span long; and mine age is even as nothing in respect of thee; and verily every man living is altogether vanity.

For man walketh in a vain shadow, and disquieteth himself in vain: he heapeth up riches, and cannot tell who shall gather them.

And now, Lord, what is my hope: truly my hope is even in Thee.

When thou with rebukes doth chasten man for sin, Thou makest his beauty to consume away, like as it were a moth fretting a garment: every man therefore is but vanity.

Lord, thou has been our refuge from one generation to another.

Before the mountains were brought forth, or ever the earth and the world were made; Thou art God from everlasting and world without end.

Thou turnest man to destruction: again Thou sayest, Come again, ye children of men.

For a thousand years in Thy sight are but as yesterday; when it is past, and as a watch in the night.

As soon as thou scatterest them they are even as asleep; and fade away suddenly like the grass.

In the morning it is green, and groweth up; but in the evening it is cut down, dried up, and withered.

For we consume away in Thy displeasure, and are afraid of thy wrathful indignation.

Thou hast set aside our misdeeds before Thee; and our secret sins in the light of Thy countenance.

For when Thou art angry, all our days are gone; we bring our years to an end, as it were a tale that is told.

The days of our age are three score years and ten; and though men be so strong that they come to four score years; yet is their strength then but labor and sorrow; so soon passeth it away, and we are gone.

O teach us to number our days: that we may apply our hearts unto wisdom.

Glory be to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy Ghost.

As it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be: world without end, Amen.

The casket was then lifted by the pallbearers and carried into the tomb and placed in the sarcophagus, while the minister knelt and prayed. Aileen having refused to enter, the other mourners remained with her. And shortly afterward, when the minister came outside, the heavy bronze doors were closed, and the burial services for Frank Algernon Cowperwood were over. [STOIC NOVEL]

The clergyman went over to Aileen to offer a few words of comfort; the friends and relatives began to leave, and soon the space about the tomb was empty. However, Dr. James and Berenice lingered a while in the shadow of a large birch tree, and then walked slowly down the slope along a winding path, as Berenice did not wish to leave with the others. Walking down the path some hundred feet, Berenice looked back to see the last resting place of her beloved, as it stood high and proud in anonymity, the name not being visible from where she stood. High and proud, and yet small, under the protective elms grown tall around it.


CHAPTER 73

BECAUSE of the troubled state of her mind following the illness and death of Cowperwood, Berenice decided that it would be best for her to remove to her own home on Park Avenue, which had been closed during her absence in England. Now that she was uncertain as to her future, she would use it as a retreat, temporarily, at least, from prying contacts with the local press. Dr. James agreed with her decision, believing that it would be best for him also if he could truthfully say that she had departed and he did not know her present whereabouts: a ruse that subsequently worked very well, for having answered a number of times that he knew nothing more than the newspapers did, the inquiries ceased as far as he was concerned.

Nonetheless, from time to time there began to appear in print, references, not only to her disappearance, but her possible whereabouts. Had she returned to London? And to make sure of that, the London papers queried whether she had returned to her former residence at Pryors Cove: a series of inquiries that brought the unsatisfactory news that although her mother was there, she stated that she knew nothing of her daughters plans, and that they would have to wait until she obtained that information herself. This reply was prompted by the receipt of a cable from Berenice requesting her mother to furnish no information until she heard from her.

While Berenice got some satisfaction out of outwitting the reporters, she found she was quite lonely in her own home, and spent most of her evenings reading. However, she was shocked by a special feature article in one of the New York Sunday papers which dealt entirely with herself and her previous relations with Cowperwood. While she was referred to as his ward, the whole tenor of the article tended to single her out as an opportunist who had used her beauty to further her personal comfort and social pleasures in general: an interpretation and presentation of herself which irritated as well as pained her greatly. For as she saw herself, then and before, she was wholly concerned with the beauty of life, and such creative achievements as tended to broaden and expand its experiences. However, as she now felt, this type of article was likely to be repeated and even reproduced in other papers, abroad as well as in her own country, for it was obvious that she had been singled out as a romantic and dramatic personality.

What could she do about it? Where go to live to get away from such publicity?

In her troubled and somewhat confused state of mind, she walked about the library of her home, the shelves of which were crowded with long-neglected volumes, and haphazardly withdrawing one of the books, she opened it casually and her eyes fell on the following words:



Part of myself is the God within every creature, 

Keeps that nature eternal, yet seems to be separate, 

Putting on mind and senses five, the garment 

Made of Prakriti.

When the Lord puts on a body, or casts it from Him, 

He enters or departs, taking the mind and senses 

Away with Him, as the wind steals perfume 

Out of the flowers.



Watching over the ear and the eye, and presiding 

There behind touch, and taste, and smell, He is also 

Within the mind: He enjoys and suffers 

The things of the senses.

Dwelling in flesh, or departing, or one with the gunas, 

Knowing their moods and motions, He is invisible 

Always to the ignorant, but his sages see him 

With the eye of wisdom.



Yogis who have gained tranquility through the practice of spiritual discipline, behold Him in their own consciousness. But those who lack tranquility and discernment will not find Him, even though they may try hard to do so.

So arresting were these thoughts that she turned the book over to see the name of it. And noting that it was the Bhagavad-Gita, she remembered a certain Lord Severences brilliant discourse on the subject matter at a dinner given one evening by Lord Stane at his town house. She had been deeply impressed by Severences vivid account of his sojourn in India, where for a considerable period he had lived the monastic life in a retreat near Bombay and studied with a guru. She recalled how stirred she had been by his impressions, and had wished at the time that she also might one day go to India and do likewise. And now, in the face of her threatened social isolation, she felt even more keenly disposed to seek sanctuary somewhere. Indeed, this might be the solution of her present complicated affairs.

India! Why not? The more she thought about going there, the more the idea appealed to her.

According to another book on India which she found on her shelf, there were many swamis, many gurus, or teachers and interpreters of the mysteries of life or God, who had founded for themselves ashramas or retreats in the mountains or forests to which the troubled seekers after the meaning of the marvels or mysteries of life might turn in their hours of grief or failure or dismay, to learn of spiritual resources within themselves, which, if studied and followed, might readily dispel their own ills. Might not such a teacher of these great truths lead her into a realm of light or spiritual peace sufficiently illuminating to dispel the dark hours of loneliness and shadow which might permanently engulf her?

She would go to India! As she arranged it in her mind, she would sail to Bombay from London after closing Pryors Cove, taking her mother with her if she wished to go.

The next morning she called Dr. James to get his opinion regarding her decision, and when she told him of her plan to study there, much to her surprise, he said he thought it a very good plan indeed. For he himself had long been intrigued by no less an ambition, only he was not as free as Berenice to avail himself of the opportunity. It would be the kind of retreat and change she most needed, he said. In fact, he had a few patients, with physical and mental condition greatly deranged by social and personal difficulties, whom he had sent to a certain Hindu swami in New York, and they had later returned to him completely restored to health. For, as he had noted, there was something about the limited thought of the self that was lost in the larger thought of the not self that brought about forgetfulness of self in the nervous person, and so health.

And so encouraged was Berenice by his approval of her decision that she made immediate arrangements for the care of her Park Avenue home in her absence, and left New York for London.


CHAPTER 74

To THE world in general, the main subject of interest in connection with the death of Frank Algernon Cowperwood was his fortune: its size, who would inherit it, how much they would each receive. Before the will had been admitted to probate, gossip and rumor had it that Aileen was being cut off with a minimum, that Cowperwoods two children received the bulk of the estate, also that various London favorites had already received huge gifts.

In less than a week after the death of her husband, Aileen had dismissed his lawyer, and in his place made one Charles Day her sole legal representative.

The will, admitted for probate in the Cook County Superior Court five weeks after the death of Cowperwood, contained gifts ranging in size from $2,000 left to each of his servants to $50,000 left to Albert Jamieson, and $100,000 to the Frank A. Cowperwood Observatory, an institution presented to the University of Chicago ten years previously. Included among the ten persons or organizations listed were his two children, and the amount of money involved in these specific gifts totalled approximately half of a million dollars.

Aileen was provided for from the income of the balance of the estate. At her death, his art gallery and collection of paintings and sculpture, valued at $3,000,000, were to be given to the City of New York for the education and enjoyment of the public. Cowperwood had heretofore placed in the hands of trustees $750,000 for these galleries. In addition to this, he willed that a plot of land be purchased in the borough of the Bronx, and a hospital, the buildings to cost not more than $800,000, be erected thereon. The balance of his estate  part of the income from which would provide maintenance of the hospital  was to be placed in the hands of his appointed executors, among whom were Aileen, Dr. James, and Albert Jamieson. The hospital was to be named the Frank A. Cowperwood Hospital, and patients were to be admitted regardless of race, color, or creed. If they lacked financial means with which to pay for treatment, they were to receive it free of charge.

Aileen, once Cowperwood was gone, being extremely sentimental about his last wishes and desires, focussed her first attention on the hospital. In fact, she gave out interviews to the newspapers elaborating her plans, which included a convalescent home which was to be free of any institutional air. She concluded one of these interviews by saying:

All my energies will be directed toward the accomplishment of my husbands plan, and I shall make the hospital my lifework.

Cowperwood had failed to take into consideration, however, the workings of the American courts throughout the nation: the administration of justice or the lack of it; the length of time American lawyers were capable of delaying a settlement in any of these courts.

For instance, the decision of the United States Supreme Court, killing off Cowperwoods Combination Traction Company of Chicago, was the first blow to the estate. Four and a half million dollars of his, invested in his Union Traction Company bonds, had been guaranteed by the Combination Traction Company. Now they were faced with years of wrangling in court to decide not only their value but their ownership. It was too much for Aileen. She promptly retired as executrix and turned the problem over to Jamieson. And in consequence, almost two years passed with little or nothing accomplished. In fact, all of this was during the panic of 1907, by reason of which Jamieson, without knowledge of the court, Aileen, or her attorney, turned the bonds in question over to a reorganizing committee.

If they were sold out, they would be valueless as they are, Jamieson explained. The reorganization committee hopes to work out a plan to save the Combination Traction Company.

Whereupon the reorganization committee deposited the bonds with the Middle Trust Company, the organization interested in combining all of the Chicago railways into one big company.

What did Jamieson get out of it? was the query.

And while the estate had now been in the course of probation for two years in Chicago, no move had been made to settle affairs in New York. The Reciprocal Life Insurance Company, holding a mortgage of $225,000 on the addition to the Fifth Avenue mansion, along with $17,000 of unpaid interest on this mortgage, started proceedings to collect. And their lawyers, without the knowledge of Aileen or her lawyers, worked out a plan with Jamieson and Frank Cowperwood, Jr., whereby an auction was held and this gallery, along with the pictures in it, was sold. The proceeds of this sale barely covered the claims of the insurance company and the City of New York for unpaid water bills and taxes amounting to around $30,000. To add to all this, Aileen and her lawyers appealed to the Probate Court in Chicago to have Jamieson removed as executor.

In sum, as Aileen informed Judge Severing:

It has been all talk and no money ever since my husbands death. Mr. Jamieson talked pleasantly about money and was a good one at making promises, but I was never able to get much real money out of him. When I demanded it directly, he would say there wasnt any. I have lost faith in him and have come to mistrust him.

She then related to the court how he had transferred $4,500,000 worth of bonds without her knowledge; how he had arranged for an auction of the art gallery, which was sold for the sum of $277,000, whereas it was valued at $400,000; how he had charged her $1500 collection fee when he had already been paid as executor; and how he had refused her attorney access to the books of the estate.

When Mr. Jamieson asked me to sell my house and art collection, she concluded, and pay him 6 per cent on the transaction, I simply told him I wouldnt do it. He threatened to blow me higher than Gilroys kite if I didnt.

The hearing was adjourned for three weeks.

It is a case of a woman meddling in things she does not understand, observed Frank A. Cowperwood, Jr.

Thus, while Aileen was attempting to remove Jamieson as executor in the Probate Court in Chicago, Jamieson, after three years of inaction in New York, was applying for ancillary papers there. However, Aileens move brought up the question of his fitness, which caused Surrogate Monahan to postpone action for fifteen days to show cause why he should or should not be granted ancillary papers. At the same time, in Chicago, Jamieson, replying to Judge Severing on the charges of Aileen, insisted that he had done no wrong and had never received a dime illegally. Rather, he asserted, he had done much to preserve the estate.

However, Judge Severing, refusing to remove Jamieson as executor, remarked:

On the question of the widows award, an executor who would charge a percentage for the collection of her award, in addition to his fee from the whole estate, and who would be so forgetful of his duties, ought to be removed, it is true. But it is doubtful if I have the power to remove for that cause alone.

Whereupon Aileen started plans for an appeal to the Supreme Court.

At this point, however, the London Underground Company brought suit in New York in the United States Circuit Court, to collect $800,000 due them. They did not question the solvency of the estate, although authoritative statements did show some $3,000,000 had vanished into thin air in the process of litigation. The Court appointed one William H. Cunningham as receiver in connection with this suit, and this receiver, although Aileen was ill of pneumonia at the time, proceeded to place guards on duty at the Fifth Avenue property, and three days later arranged for a three-day auction of pictures, rugs, and tapestries to meet the claim of the London Underground. The guards were on hand twenty-four hours a day to insure against disappearance of any portion of the property that was to be auctioned. They roamed over the premises, to the great prejudice of orderly management of the household, and in defiance of the right of possession and occupancy.

Charles Day, one of Aileens lawyers, submitted to the court that the proceeding was one of the worst pieces of judicial tyranny ever attempted in this country; that it was purely a conspiracy to get into the house by illegal means, for the purpose of forcing a sale of the house and pictures and destroying Cowperwoods intention and desire to leave the mansion and its contents as a museum for the public.

However, at the same time that her New York attorneys were trying to prevent the temporary receivership being made permanent, her lawyers in Chicago were attempting to have a receiver appointed there for the entire estate.

A clear title to the additional art gallery, sold as a result of the foreclosure proceedings of the Reciprocal Life Insurance Company, had never been obtained, and after four months the insurance company filed a suit against Receiver Cunningham and against the title company which refused to take title to the art gallery.

In addition, while the reorganization committee of Chicago capitalists were working on a plan with representatives of the House of Brenton Diggs, the bondholders of the three underlying companies demanded that bills of foreclosure be filed. Contending that the Cook County Court had jurisdiction over all of the Cowperwood property, Aileens lawyers asserted that the Circuit Court had no jurisdiction. The judge of the said Circuit Court admitted as much by announcing that it would withdraw as soon as Jamieson succeeded in taking charge of the New York property.

However, five months following Aileens appeal to the United States Circuit Court of Appeals, a two-to-one decision was reached, which made permanent the temporary receivership of William H. Cunningham. Nonetheless, a dissenting judge contended that the Federal Court could not meddle in probate matters, which were the business of the State. The agreeing judges, on the other hand, claimed the receiver should remain until a reasonable time had elapsed  as judged by the Circuit Court  for creditors to ask the Surrogate Court to appoint an administrator, at which time they would turn over the property to him. At the same time, a temporary injunction preventing Jamieson from applying for ancillary letters was dissolved.

And now there were endless delays, courts, claims to be satisfied, and decisions to be made. And opposed to these, a legally uninformed widow, whose total supply of money, left her by her dead husband, was being used in defense of her complicated rights. And lying ill, her health completely shattered, and her actual means now dangerously low.

Therefore, Aileens lawyers, together with Jamiesons lawyers, and the legal representatives of the London Underground, arranged a settlement whereby she would receive $800,000 in lieu of her dower rights, and as a part of her personal estate due her. A petition was filed in the Probate Court in Chicago for confirmation of this unrecorded agreement.

The Inheritance Tax Appraiser pronounced a total value of the estate, four years after the death of Cowperwood, at $11,467,370.65. Hearing on the motion to have the appraiser withhold his report was taken up and argued in Judge Roberts chambers. Mr. Day, appearing for Aileen, claimed that if Judge Severing confirmed the agreement, nothing remained but to sell the assets of the estate. Day claimed the appraisal was too high, both in value of the art collection at $4,000,000 and of the furniture, which, he said, above the second floor, was not worth more than $1,000.

Then Jamieson applied to Surrogate Henry for ancillary letters in New York. At approximately the same time that Aileen lost her suit to prevent him from obtaining these ancillary letters, Judge Severing confirmed the agreement between her and Jamieson whereby she was to receive $800,000 and the widows one-third of all personal property after the debts were paid. Under this agreement, Aileen transferred to Receiver Cunningham the house, art gallery, pictures, stable, etc., to be auctioned off, and Jamieson, more than four years after probation proceedings had been begun in Chicago, was appointed ancillary executor in New York. He should have stopped proceedings for the auction of the property in New York, but he did not. Included in the gallery were 300 pictures valued at $1,500,000, among them works of Rembrandt, Hobbema, Teniers, Ruysdael, Holbein, Frans Hals, Rubens, Van Dyck, Reynolds, and Turner.

And yet, out in Chicago, and at the very same time, lawyers for Jamieson were going before Judge Severing, in the Probate Court, claiming that the only way to save the estate from insolvency was to turn over the $4,494,000 in bonds of the Union Traction Company to the reorganization committee for the purpose of forming a new company, and Aileens lawyers were contending the action had taken place secretly and without the sanction of the court. At this point Judge Severing announced that he did not believe he could enter an order to that effect unless both sides agreed to it. Hence action was postponed indefinitely to give attorneys for both sides opportunity to reach an agreement.

More delay! Delay! Delay!

Corporations! Corporations! Corporations!

Decisions! Decisions! Decisions!

Courts! Courts! Courts!

Until, in fact, five years had passed, ending in the auction of everything that had belonged to Frank Cowperwood, the proceeds of which, including all the real property, amounted to $3,610,150!


CHAPTER 75

FIVE years of wandering through the endless wilderness of law, lawyers, corporations, courts, and judges had left Aileen with the painful realization that at the end of whatever steps she took in any direction, there was nothing. In fact, the sum and substance of all those years and efforts was that she lived alone, was visited by no true friend, legally defeated in one honest claim after another, until at last she fully realized that the dream of grandeur which this house represented had vanished into thin air. There remained only, as her part of the estate, the $800,000 and the widows one-third of all personal property after debts were paid, in return for her transfer and surrender to Receiver Cunningham of the mansion, art gallery, pictures, and everything else. The law and the corporations and the executors, like wolves, were constantly on her trail, and finally they had caught up with her to the place where she now had to move out of her own home in order that it could be auctioned off to strangers.

But even before she could move into the apartment she had chosen on Madison Avenue, the house was overrun with agents of the auctioneers, tagging articles of every description with their appropriate catalogue numbers. Wagons drove up to take away paintings  300 of them  to the Liberty Art Galleries on Twenty-third Street. Collectors came and sauntered about, speculating. She was ill and depressed, having to listen to Receiver Cunningham explain that it was his duty to make a complete inventory of the house and gallery and submit it to the court.

There followed announcements in the newspapers to the effect that beginning Wednesday of the following week and continuing for three days and evenings, the furniture, bronzes, statuary, ceiling and overdoor panels, and art objects of all descriptions, including the large library, were to be disposed of. The place: 864 Fifth Avenue; the auctioneer: J. L. Donahue.

Amid the irritating confusion, Aileen wandered about collecting her personal belongings and having her few faithful servants remove them to her apartment.

The interest and curiosity of the public in the Cowperwood possessions grew steadily from day to day, and the demand for admission tickets to the house was so great that the auctioneers were unable to meet it. The charge of one dollar admission fee, both to the exhibitions and the sales sessions, was apparently no deterrent to those interested.

On the day the sale opened at the Liberty Art Galleries, the auditorium was crowded from pit to gallery. There was tremendous applause when certain masterpieces of art were offered. On the other hand, at the Cowperwood mansion, the difficulties increased. The catalogue of objects to be sold there contained more than thirteen hundred numbers. And when the day of the auction finally arrived, motors, taxicabs, and carriages hugged the curb at Fifth Avenue and Sixty-eighth Street while the sale was going on. There were millionaire collectors, famous artists, and celebrated society women  whose motors had never stopped there in earlier days  all clamoring to get inside to bid on the beautiful personal belongings of Aileen and Frank Cowperwood.

His gold bedstead, once owned by the king of Belgium and bought for $80,000; the pink marble bathtub in Aileens bathroom, which had cost $50,000; the fabulous silk carpets from the Mosque of Ardebil; the bronzes, red African vases, Louis XIV gilt sofas; candelabras, also Louis XIV, of cut crystal, with amethyst and topaz drops; exquisite porcelain, glass, silver, and smaller objects such as cameos, rings, pins, necklaces, precious stones, and figurines.

From one room to another they followed the booming voice of the auctioneer which reverberated through the great rooms. They saw Cupid and Psyche by Rodin sold to a dealer for $51,000. One bidder, who had gone as high as $1600 on a Botticelli, lost it to a $1700 voice. A large, impressive woman in purple, who stood near the auctioneer most of the time, for some reason always bid $390 on an article, never lower, never higher. When the crowd rushed into the palm room on the heels of the auctioneer to view a Rodin statue, he called out to them Dont lean against the palms!

Throughout the sale, a brougham drove slowly up and down Fifth Avenue two or three times, its occupant a lone woman. She looked at the motors and carriages rolling up to the entrance to the Cowperwood mansion, and watched the men and women crowding up the steps into the house. It meant much to her, for she was viewing her own last struggle: a final separation from her earlier ambitions. Twenty-three years ago she was one of the most ravishingly beautiful women in America. To a certain degree she retained something of her former spirit and bearing. She had been subdued but not altogether crushed, as yet. But Mrs. Frank Algernon Cowperwood did no go in to attend the sale. Yet she saw her most treasured possessions being carried out by buyers, and occasionally heard the voice of the auctioneer crying: What am I bid? What am I bid? What am I bid? Eventually she decided she could endure no more, and told the driver to take her back to her Madison Avenue apartment.

A half-hour later she stood alone in her bedroom, silent and feeling the need of silence. No trace of all that had almost magically on this day disappeared. She would be alone now. Cowperwood would not return, even if he had desired to do so.

And then, one year later, she was suddenly seized with another attack of pneumonia, and passed from this world. Before she died she sent a note to Dr. James:

If you will be so good, I beg of you to see that I am buried in the tomb alongside of my husband, as he wished. Will you please forgive me for my discourtesies to you in the past? They were due to miseries beyond my power to convey.

And James, folding the letter and meditating on the anachronisms of life, said to himself: Yes, Aileen, I will.


CHAPTER 76

DURING the period in which the estate of Cowperwood had disintegrated and the death of Aileen had occurred, Berenice had slowly but surely embarked on a course that she felt would adjust her to society and life in any form, provided, as she reasoned from time to time, she could equip herself with the mental and spiritual data that would brush completely out of her consideration the whole Western materialistic viewpoint which made money and luxury its only god. Primarily, the desire for this change in thought had originated in a struggle against the sorrow that had seized upon her after Cowperwoods death, and which had almost embittered her life. Then, quite accidentally, or seemingly so, she had come upon a little volume known as the Bhagavad-Gita, which seemed to condense and epitomize thousands of years of Asiatic religious thought.



Who knows the Atman 

Knows that happiness 

Born of pure knowledge:

The joy of sattwa.

Deep his delight 

After strict self-schooling:

Sour toil at first, 

But at last what sweetness, 

The end of sorrow.



Who cares to seek 

For that perfect freedom?

One man, perhaps, 

In many thousands.

Then tell me how many 

Of those who find freedom 

Shall know the total 

Truth of my being?

Perhaps one only.



As she found herself singing these songs of God, she began to wonder if she might be the one to find truth and understanding. It was worth striving for, and she had gone in search of it.

But before arriving in India to pursue her studies, she had gone to England to arrange for her mother to accompany her. And it was only a few hours after her arrival at Pryors Cove that Lord Stane came to see her. When she told him of her decision to go to India to take up the serious study of Hindu philosophy, Stane, while he was interested, was also shocked. For many years he had heard the reports of Englishmen, who, for the government or other interests, had been sent to India, and recalling these he felt that India was no place for a young and beautiful woman.

Stane understood well enough by now that Berenice was more to Cowperwood than a ward, and that there was some sort of shadow over her mothers past; but he was still in love with her, and felt that even with her social handicaps, his own life would be mentally and spiritually happier if she were near him and he could enjoy her companionship and her liberal and intellectual viewpoint. He would, in fact, consider himself fortunate to marry such a charming and distinguished temperament.

But when Berenice explained to him what had been crystallizing in her mind these past few weeks since Cowperwoods death, and how convinced she had become that she would receive mental and spiritual help there, away from the Western world and its crass materialism, he was inclined to defer his personal desires in connection with her until such time as experiences of her own might have clarified all the various conflicting emotions and interests which now for the time being dominated her. And so he made no particular reference to his feeling for her, except to say that he hoped she would be willing to avail herself of the advice of his good friend, Lord Severence. For, as she knew, Severence was richly informed as to prevailing conditions in India, and would be glad to be of service to her. Berenice replied that she would be happy to receive any advice or aid that Lord Severence wished to give her, although she knew she would be led directly to whatever it was she needed. As she said: Something appears to be drawing me like a magnet, and I feel I shall not be deflected in any way.

In other words, Berenice, you believe in fate, said Stane. Well, I believe in it, too, to a degree, but plainly you have the force and the faith that will cause your desires to be realized. And now all I can think of in relation to all this is that you will be willing to call on me for any service whatsoever that I may be able to render. I hope you will write me from time to time and inform me of your progress. And this she promised to do.

After which Lord Stane took it upon himself to make all the arrangements for the departure of Berenice and her mother for India. This included the securing of several letters of introduction from Lord Severence. And Bombay being the city chosen by her to visit, he obtained the necessary passports and tickets, and subsequently saw them off.


CHAPTER 77

ARRIVING in Bombay, Berenice and her ^  mother were impressed by the approach to this beautiful city. From the sea a long wide waterway, studded with mountainous islands, led to the city. On the left towered a group of stately buildings, and far to the right the palm-fringed shore of the mainland, gradually rising to the peaks of the Western Ghats in the far distance.

In Bombay itself, bearing a letter to the management of the Majestic Hotel from Lord Severence, they were granted a most courteous and gratifying service for the entire period of their stay. So much so that they were moved to remain for several weeks in order to explore the citys many contrasting characteristics as opposed to those of the Western cities. And, to their delight, they were richly rewarded by their many varied impressions. The wide thoroughfares, dotted with oxcarts hauling merchandise; the crowded bazaars, with their richness and variety of display and seething with people of many races and religions, many of them scantily clothed and barefooted, peoples of every color, from light brown to black: Afghans, Sikhs, Tibetans, Singhalese, Baghdad Jews, Japanese, Chinese, and many others. But, ah, the poorer and more emaciated groups: thin bodies, sunken chests, many of them running with jinrikishas here and there about the city, past beautiful buildings, richly ornamented temples, the university, all bordered with palms: coconut, date, palmyra, areca catechu, fruit and nut, as well as gum trees. In sum, new tropic sights and peoples, which held their constant interest until they finally left Bombay by train for Nagpur, a city lying to the east of Bombay on the main line to Calcutta.

The reason for this was that they chose to follow the directions offered them by Lord Severence, who had advised that they search out one Guru Borodandaj, who was spoken of by him as the Dissolver of Matter and the Controller of Energy, and who resided near the city of Nagpur, where travelers were accepted from time to time at a simple frame building of ancient design overlooking a square in the heart of the city.

No sooner were they settled than Berenice, eager to continue her quest of the Guru, started out with her letter of instructions from Lord Severence. As directed, she followed the main north and south highway which ran through Nagpur until it came to an old and somewhat dilapidated structure which looked like an abandoned mill. Then she took a sharp turn to the right and walked along a deserted cottonfield for about half a mile, which brought her to a grove of large blackwood and teakwood trees, so closely planted as to shut out the bright heat of the sun. She knew instinctively that this was the abode of the Guru, for Severence had described it accurately. Hesitating and looking about dubiously, she saw a rough and narrow path winding inward toward the center of the grove. This she followed to the point where it ended. There she saw a large square, semi-decayed wooden structure, which, as she learned later, had once been a government administration building controlling the forests of which this grove formed a part. There were several large openings in the walls which had never been repaired, and these, in turn, gave into other chambers, equally dilapidated. In fact, as she later learned, the abandoned building had been given to Guru Borodandaj for his classes in meditation and his demonstrations of power, through Yogi, to control all internal physical energy.

As she somewhat timidly approached, the silence and shade of the tall, overhanging trees somehow suggested a realm in which solitude and peace prevailed: to her a much needed peace, since the world she had left behind was entirely unacceptable and unsatisfactory to her. As she walked toward one of the inner buildings, a dark and elderly Hindu woman appeared before her and beckoned her toward an arched-over court, which led to a rear building, saying at the same time: Come right through here. The Master awaits you.

Berenice followed the woman through a shattered segment of wall, past some broken bowls scattered about a few logs which were evidently used for benches. The Hindu woman then pushed open a large, heavy door, and Berenice, after removing her shoes, stepped across the threshold.

Her eyes fell on a dark, lean-faced, lengthy figure, seated, Yogi fashion, on a large white cloth in the center of the room. His hands were folded between his knees as though he might have been praying. However, he neither stirred nor said anything, merely turned on her his deep, almost black, penetrating and searching eyes. And then he spoke:

Where have you been? he asked. It has been all of four months since your husband died, and I have been expecting you.

Startled by this inquiry and his attitude in general, Berenice involuntarily receded several paces as though she were truly fearful.

Do not be frightened, said the Guru. Fear has no place in Brahman, the Reality which you are seeking. Instead, daughter, come and be seated. And he waved a long thin arm toward the white cloth on which he was sitting, indicating the corner of it which she was to occupy. As she sat down, he began to speak.

You have come a long way to find that which will give you peace. You seek your own Samadhi, or your union with God. Is that not true?

Oh, yes, Master, replied Berenice, in great wonder and awe. That is true.

And you feel that you have suffered greatly from the ills of the world, he continued. And now you are ready for the change.

Yes, yes, Master, yes. I am ready for the change. For now I feel that perhaps I have injured the world.

And now you are ready to repair that injury, if possible?

Oh, yes; oh, yes! she said, softly.

But are you ready to devote some years to this labor, or is this a passing interest?

I am ready to devote years to the study of how I can repair the injuries I have caused. I want to know. I feel that I must learn. Her voice was anxious.

Yet that, you know, requires patience, labor, self-discipline. You become great by obeying that which Brahma teaches.

Oh, I will do anything that is necessary, said Berenice. It is for that purpose I came. I know I must learn to concentrate and meditate in order to be wise enough to repay or even repair.

Only he who meditates can realize truth, said the Guru, as he continued to study Berenice, until at last he added: Yes, I will take you as a disciple. Your sincerity is your admission to my class. You can attend tomorrow the class in breath control. We will discuss high breathing, mid-breathing, Yogi complete breathing, nostril breathing. Holding the breath is like holding life in the body. It is the first step. And this is the foundation on which you will build your new world. Through it you will achieve non-attachment. You will lose the suffering that comes from desire.

Master, for rest of the spirit I would give up many things, said Berenice.

The Guru paused for a few moments of silence, and then he began, almost solemnly:

The man who gives up living in fine houses, wearing fine clothes, and eating good food, and goes into the desert, may be a most attached person. His only possession, his own body, may become everything to him, and as he lives, he may be simply struggling for the sake of his body. In truth, non-attachment does not mean anything that we may do in relation to our eternal body. It is all in the mind. A man may be on a throne and perfectly non-attached; another may be in rags and very much attached. But when man is endowed with spiritual discrimination and illumined by knowledge of the Atman, all his doubts are dispelled. He does not shrink from doing what is disagreeable to him, nor does he long to do what is agreeable. No human being can give up action altogether, but he who gives up the fruits of action is said to be non-attached.

Oh, Master, if I could gain but a slight portion of this great knowledge! said Berenice.

All knowledge, my daughter, he continued, is a gift of the spirit; and only to those who are grateful in the spirit will knowledge unfold like the petals of the lotus. From your Western teachers you will learn of art and the sciences, but from your Eastern masters, you will discover the inner mystery of wisdom. You are not educated when merely you are well-schooled. You are truly educated only when you are enlightened by inner truth. For inner truth takes dead facts and makes them live; it inspires the heart to the use of knowledge for the service of others. It is through the heart, not the intellect, that the Lord is seen. Do good for its own sake. Then alone will come perfect non-attachment.

I will work hard to learn the breathing exercises, Master, said Berenice. I know enough about Yoga to realize that it is the foundation of all illumination. I know that breath is life.

Not necessarily, said the Guru. If you wish to see, I will show you now that there is life where there is no breath.

He picked up a small mirror, which he handed to her, saying: When I stop breathing, hold this mirror in front of my nose and mouth, to see if you can detect any moisture on it.

He closed his eyes, and then by degrees his body became more erect and statue-like in its steadiness. He seemed to have fallen into a deep stupor. Observing him, Berenice waited, holding her palm near to his nostrils. Minutes passed before she felt his breathing to be lighter on her hand. And then, to her surprise, it stopped. There was no least trace of rhythmic breathing. She waited. And then she took the mirror and held it in front of his nose and mouth for a few seconds. There was no trace of moisture on it. Rather, as she could now see, respiration had ceased, and he seemed like an image cut in stone. At that, she nervously consulted her watch. Ten long minutes passed before she saw a trace of respiration, and then it assumed perfect normalcy. For the Guru, seeming very tired, opened his eyes and looked at her and smiled.

What a wonderful demonstration! she exclaimed.

I can hold my breath thus for hours, said the Guru. And some Yogins keep the locked breath for months. There have even been cases where Yogins have been locked in airtight vaults for weeks, and yet have emerged in perfect health. Besides this, he continued, the control of the heart beat is but a similar test. I can stop it completely, for the connection between blood and breath is very close, as you know, perhaps. But that I will show you another day. You will learn that breath is but the expression of a subtler force which hides in the vital organs, though it is unseeable. When it leaves the body, the breathing stops, in obedience, and death is the result. But through the control of breath it is possible to get some control over this unseen current.

But this, I must tell you, is the study of Raja-yoga, which will come only after you have worked some time on the study of Hathayoga. So now, since you look a little tired, you may go, and come tomorrow, at which time you may begin your studies.

And with this Berenice knew that her interview with this most unusual man was at an end for the day. And yet, as she reluctantly left his presence, she felt that she was leaving a great reservoir of untouched knowledge. And as she retraced her steps along the crude road over which she had come, she felt she must walk a little faster, for she knew by now that the Indian night comes quickly on the heels of evening, and there are no lingering sunsets as in Europe or America; rather, a swift, dark approach that suggests lonely envelopment.

As she once more neared the village of Nagpur she was suddenly overcome by the beauty of the sacred Hill of Ramtek, with its gleaming white temples, a landmark which dominated the entire surrounding country. And here she stopped to meditate on the exquisite beauty of the scene, held spellbound by the distant sounds of steady chanting of the Hindu mantrams which slowly rose and floated through the thin air. She knew that these were the voices of the holy men of Ramtek, who gathered at the end of the day to intone the sacred syllables of their faith. At first their voices sounded like a low murmur, soft but sweet, but as she drew nearer, the tempo of the chanting became like the steady beating of a great drum. And then it was as though her heart changed its rate of beating to conform with the pulse of this great God-seeking, spirit-loving land, and she knew that this was the realm in which she would find her soul.


CHAPTER 78

IN THE course of the next four years, Berenice practiced many different phases of Yoga discipline, the first of which was the Yoga posture, which is used to keep the spine straight and make the body so firm, when one is sitting in meditation, that one does not feel it. For Dhyana  meditation  according to Yoga, is non-attachment. And when the spine is straight, the coiled-up Kundalini (triangular in form at the base of the spine) is aroused and rises through the Susumna, up the spine to the seven plexuses or centers of consciousness, finally ending with the Sahasrara, the highest or thousand-petal lotus of the brain. When this highest state of consciousness is reached, according to Yoga, one has achieved Samadhi, or superconsciousness. But whether or not ones power of Kundalini reaches this last point, ones perception is enlarged and elevated to the degree of its rise.

Berenice studied Pranayana  the control of the vital forces of the body; Pratyahara  or making the mind introspective; Dharana, or concentration; dhyana  meditation; and often compared notes with some of the other students who were attending classes with her: one Englishman and one young and highly intelligent Hindu, as well as two Hindu women. In the course of time she studied Hatha, Raja, Karma, Jnanai, and Bhakti Yoga. She learned that Brahman, the Reality, is the total Godhead. It can never be defined or expressed. The Upanishads say that Brahman is Existence, Knowledge, and Bliss, but these are not attributes. Brahman cannot be said to exist. Brahman is Existence. Brahman is not wise or happy, but absolute Knowledge, absolute Joy.

The Infinite cannot be divided into parts, and be contained in the Finite.

This entire universe is pervaded by me, in that eternal form of mine which is not manifest to the senses. Although I am not within any creature, all creatures exist in me. I do not mean that they exist within me physically. That is my divine mystery. You must try to understand its nature. My Being sustains all creatures and brings them to birth, but has no physical contact with them.

But if a man will worship me, and meditate upon me with an undistracted mind, devoting every moment to me, I shall supply all his needs, and protect his possessions from loss. Even those who worship other deities and sacrifice to them with faith in their hearts, are really worshiping me, though with a mistaken approach. For I am the only enjoyer and the only God of all sacrifices. Nevertheless, such men must return to life on earth, because they do not recognize me in my true nature.

Those who sacrifice to the various deities will go to those deities. The ancestor worshipers will go to their ancestors. Those who worship elemental powers and spirits will go to them. So, also, my devotees will come to me.

As her Guru said one day: The very air we breathe will tell us with each of its pulsations: Thou art That. And the whole universe with its myriads of suns and moons, through everything that speaks, with one voice will cry: Thou art That!

Berenice was reminded of Emily Brontes beautiful poem, which had long been one of her favorites:



LAST LINES

No coward soul is mine 

No trembler in the worlds storm-troubled sphere 

I see Heavens glories shine, 

And Faith shines equal, arming me from fear.



Oh, God within my breast, 

Almighty, ever-present Deity!

Life that in me hast rest, 

As I, undying Life, have power in Thee.



Vain are the thousand creeds 

That move mens hearts; unutterably vain, 

Worthless as witherd weeds 

Or idlest froth amid the boundless main.



To waken doubt in me 

Holding so fast by Thine infinity, 

So surely anchord on 

The steadfast rock of immortality.



With wide embracing love 

Thy spirit animates eternal years, 

Pervades and broods above, 

Changes, sustains, dissolves, creates and rears.



Though earth and man are gone, 

And suns and universes cease to be, 

And Thou were left alone, 

Every existence would exist in Thee.



There is not room for Death 

Nor atom that His might could render void; 

Thou  Thou art Being and Breath, 

And what Thou art may never be destroyed.



At another time, the Guru asked:

Where is there anyone that is not you? You are the soul of the Universe. If a man come to your door, go and meet yourself. For all are one. The idea of separateness is hallucination. You hate. You love. You fear. All hallucinations; ignorance and delusion.

Every thought and word that weakens is the only evil that exists.

If the suns come down, the moons crumble in dust, systems after systems are hurled into annihilation, what is that to you? Stand as a rock; you are indestructible.

On Immortality: The particle of energy which, a few months ago, was in the sun, may be in the human being now.

There is nothing new. The same series of manifestations are presenting themselves alternately, like a wheel coming up and down. All motion in this universe is in the form of successively rising and falling. Systems after systems are coming out of the finer forms, evolving themselves, taking the grosser forms, again melting down, as it were, and going back again to the cause. So with all life. Each manifestation of life is coming up and then going back again. What goes down? The form. In one sense, even the body is immortal. In one sense, bodies and forms are eternal. How? Suppose we take a number of dice and throw them. Suppose the dice fall in this ratio: 5-6-3-4. We take the dice up and throw them again, and again. There must come a time when the same number will fall again, the same combinations will come.

Now, the atoms comprising the universe are like dice being thrown out and combined, again and again. But there must come a time when exactly the same combination comes again, when you will be here, and this form will be here, this subject will be talked, and this pitcher, for instance, will be here. An infinite number of times this has been, and an infinite number of times will be repeated.

We are never born and we never die. Each atom is a living thing, leading its own independent life. These atoms combine into groups for an end, and the groups manifest a group intelligence, so long as it remains a group, these groups again combining in turn and forming bodies of a more complex nature, which serve as vehicles for higher forms of consciousness. When death comes to the physical body, the cells separate and scatter and that which we call decay sets in. The force which held the cells together is withdrawn, and they become free to go their own way and to form new combinations. Death is but an aspect of life, and the destruction of one material form is but a prelude to the building up of another.

And on involution: The seed is becoming the plant; a grain of sand never becomes a plant. It is the father that becomes the child. A lump of clay never becomes a child. Out of what does this involution come, is the question. What was the seed? It is the same as the tree. All the possibilities of a future tree are in that seed; all the possibilities of a future man are in the baby; all the possibilities of any life are in the germ. What is this? We find then that every evolution presupposes an involution. Nothing can be evolved which is not already involved. Here again, modern science comes to our help. You know by mathematical reasoning that the sum total of the energy that is displayed in the universe is the same throughout. You cannot take away one atom of matter or one foot-pound of force. As such, evolution did not come out of zero. Then, where does this come from? It came in involution before. The child is the man involved and the man is the child evolved; the seed is the tree involved, and the tree is the seed evolved. All the possibilities of life are in the germ. The question becomes a little clearer. Add to it the first idea of continuation of life. From the lowest protoplasm to the most perfect human being, there is only one life. The design is inheritent in the seed before the form is evolved.

One day Berenice asked: What about charity?

The Guru answered: When you help the poor, feel not the slightest pride. Be thankful for the opportunity to give. To do so is your worship and no cause for pride. Is not the whole universe yourself? Be grateful that the poor man is there so that by making a gift to him you are able to help yourself. It is not the receiver that is blessed, but the giver.

Again she asked about beauty. So many people worshiped beauty in all its forms; in fact, they were slaves to beauty.

The Guru answered: Even in the lowest kinds of attraction there is the germ of Divine Love. One of the names of the Lord in Sanskrit is Hari, and this means that He attracts all things to Himself. His is, in fact, the only attraction worthy of human hearts. Who can attract a soul, really? Only He. When you see a man being drawn to a beautiful face, do you think that it is a handful of arranged material molecules which really attracts the man? Not at all! Behind those material particles there must be and is the play of divine influence and divine love. The ignorant man does not know it, but yet, consciously or unconsciously, he is attracted by it, and it alone. So even the lowest forms of attraction derive their power from God Himself. None, O beloved, ever loved the husband for the husbands sake; it is the Atman, the Lord, who is inside, and for His sake the husband is loved. The Lord is the great magnet, and we are all like iron filings; all of us are being constantly attracted by Him, and all of us are struggling to reach Him, the face of Brahman reflected through all forms and designs. We think we worship beauty, but we are really worshiping the face of Brahman shining through. The Reality behind the scenes.

Again: The raja-yogin knows that the whole of nature is intended for the soul to acquire experience, and that the results of all the experiences of the soul are for it to become aware of its eternal separateness from nature. The human soul has to understand and realize that it has been spirit, and not matter, through eternity; and that this conjunction of it with matter is and can be only for a time. The raja-yogin learns the lessons of renunciation through the harshest of all renunciations, as he has to realize from the very first that the whole of this solid-looking nature is all an illusion. He has to understand that all that is any kind of manifestation of power in nature belongs to the soul, and not to nature. He has to know, from the very beginning, that all knowledge and all experiences are in the soul, and not in nature, so he has at once and by the sheer force of rational conviction to tear himself off from all bondage to nature.

But of all renunciations, the most natural is that of the Bhaktiyogin. Here there is no violence, nothing to tear off, as it were, from ourselves, nothing from which we have to separate ourselves with violence. The bhaktis renunciation is easy, smooth, flowing, and as natural as things around us. A man loves his own city, then be begins to love his country, and the intense love for his little city drops off, smoothly, naturally. Again, a man learns to love the whole world; his love for his country; his intense, fanatical patriotism drops off, without hurting him, without any manifestation of violence. Uncultured man loves the pleasures of the senses intensely; as he becomes cultured, he begins to love intellectual pleasures, and his sense enjoyments become less and less.

The renunciation necessary for the attainment of bhakti is not obtained by killing anything, but just comes as naturally as, in the presence of a stronger light, the less intense lights become dimmer and dimmer until they vanish completely. So this love of pleasures of the senses and of the intellect is all made dim, and thrown aside and cast into the shade by the love of God Himself. That love of God grows and assumes a form which is called Para-bhakti, or supreme devotion. Forms vanish, rituals fly away, books are superseded, images, temples, churches, religions and sects, countries and nationalities, all these little limitations and bondages fall off by their own nature from him who knows this love of God. Nothing remains to bind him or fetter his freedom. A ship, all of a sudden, comes near a magnetic rock and its iron bolts and bars are all attracted and drawn out, and the planks are loosened and float freely on the water. Divine grace thus loosens the binding bolts and bars of the soul, and it becomes free. So, in this renunciation auxiliary to devotion, there is no harshness, no struggle, no repression or suppression. The Bhakti has not to suppress any single one of his emotions; he only strives to intensify them and direct them to God.

Set aside this apparent, illusive world, and by seeing God in everything one can find real happiness. Have what you will, but deify all. Possess nothing. Love God in all. Working thus you will find the way which corresponds to the Christian tenet: Seek ye first the Kingdom of God.

The Lord lives in the heart of every creature. He turns them round and round upon the wheel of his Maya. Take refuge utterly in Him. By His grace you will find supreme peace, and the state which is beyond all change.

When at the end of a time-cycle, or Kalpa, the universe is dissolved, it passes into a phase of potentiality  a seed-state  and thus awaits its next creation. The phase of expression is called by Sri Krishna the day of Brahma and the phase of potentiality the night of Brahma. The creatures inhabiting the world, subject to these cycles, are perpetually being reborn and redissolved, with each succeeding cosmic day and night. This dissolution should not, however, be thought of as going back to God. The creature merely returns to the power of Brahman which sent it forth, and remains there in an unmanifested state until the time comes for its re-manifestation.

Hinduism accepts the belief in many divine incarnations, including Krishna, Buddha, and Jesus, and foresees that there will be many more.



In every age I come back 

To deliver the holy, 

To destroy the sin of the sinner, 

To establish righteousness.



And then, one day, came the last words spoken to Berenice by the Guru. For, as he knew, her call had come, and she was about to leave him.

Now I have taught you that wisdom which is the secret of secrets, he said. Ponder it carefully. Then act as you think best. For according to Brahman, he who is free from delusion, and knows me as the supreme Reality, knows all that can be known. Therefore he adores me with his whole heart.

This is the most sacred of all the truths I have taught you. He who has realized it becomes truly wise. The purpose of his life is fulfilled.


CHAPTER 79

THE following year was spent by Berenice and her mother traveling over a good part of India, because they were anxious to see and know more of that fascinating country. Although she had devoted four years of her life to the serious study of Hindu philosophy, she had seen enough of the way in which the natives lived to realize that this was a deluded and neglected people, and she wanted to know everything she could learn about them before her return home.

And so, by degrees, they extended their travels to Jaipur, Cawnpore, Peshawar, Lahore, Rawalpindi, Amritsar, Nepal, New Delhi, Calcutta, Madras, as well as to the southern border of Tibet. And the farther they traveled, the more shocked was Berenice by the low mental and social status of the millions of inhabitants of this startling and perplexing land. She was puzzled as to how a country could have evolved such a noble and profoundly religious philosophy of life and yet, at the same time, have evoked and maintained such a low, cruel, and oppressive social system, whereby a few managed to live a princely existence while millions struggled for even less than bread. The stark disillusion of such a sharp contrast was too much for Berenice to comprehend.

For she saw streets and roads lined with dirty, ragged or naked and seemingly despairing beggars, some of them begging for alms for the migratory holy men of whom they were disciples. In some regions the types of mental and physical destitution were without parallel. In one village almost the entire population was stricken with a plague, yet, possessing no source of aid or relief, was allowed to die. Again, in many hamlets, it was common to find as many as thirty persons occupying one small room, the consequences being disease and famine. And yet when windows or openings of any kind were cut in their rooms, they sealed them up.

The worst of the social ills, to Berenice, was the shocking practice of the child-wife custom. In fact, the result of this custom had already reduced the majority of the child wives of India to a physical and mental state that could scarcely be compared to health or sanity, and their ensuing deaths were more of a blessing than an injury.

The deplorable problem of the untouchables caused Berenice to inquire as to the origin of this idea. She was told that when the lightskinned ancestors of the present Hindus first came to India, they found there a darker, thicker-featured native race, the Dravidians, builders of the great temples of the south. And the priests of the newcomers desired that the blood of their people be not mixed with the native stock but be kept of one strain. They therefore declared the Dravidians to be unclean, untouchable. So, in the beginning, race hatred was the origin of untouchability!

And yet, as Berenice was told, Gandhi had once said: Untouchability in India is on its way out, and in spite of all opposition, going fast. It has degraded Indian humanity. The untouchables are treated as if less than beasts. Their very shadow defiles the name of God. I am as strong or stronger in denouncing untouchability as I am in denouncing British methods imposed on India. Untouchability, for me, is more insufferable than British rule. If Hinduism hugs untouchability, then Hinduism is dead and gone.

But Berenice had seen several of the young untouchable mothers with their puny infants, always in the far distance, looking wistfully and sadly at her as she stood talking with a Hindu instructor. And she could not help but observe how sensitive of face and form some of them were. In fact, one or two of them looked to her about as any ordinary but attractive and intelligent American girl might look if she were exposed to the filth, neglect, and isolation of her Indian sister. And yet, as she had heard, there had been five million untouchables freed from the curse through becoming Christians.

Added to this, Berenice was forced to witness the pitiable plight of so many of the children, little starvelings, groping about, weakened and emaciated beyond recovery by malnutrition, neglect, and disease. She was spiritually lacerated, and there sprang into her mind the assurance of the Gurus that God, Brahman, was All Existence, Bliss. If so, where was He? The thought stayed with her until it became all but unbearable, when suddenly there flamed the counterthought that this degradation must be met and overcome. And was not the All in All God speaking and directing her thus to assist, aid, change, until this earthly phase of Himself would be altered or transmuted into the exchange of evil for good? She wished so with all her heart.

The time eventually arrived when Berenice and her mother, shocked and tortured by the impact of these endless scenes of misery, felt that they must return to America where they would have more time and peace to meditate on all they had seen, and the means of aiding, if possible, in the elimination of such mass wretchedness.

And so their return home, one bright, warm October day, on the S.S. Halliwell direct from Lisbon, arriving in the lower harbor of New York and steaming up the Hudson to dock at Twenty-third Street. As they cruised slowly along, paralleling the familiar towering skyline of the city, Berenice became lost in thought of the enormous contrast which her years in India was now presenting to her. Here were clean streets, tall, expensive buildings, power, wealth, material comforts of all descriptions, well-fed and well-dressed people. She felt that she had changed, but what that change was comprised of she was not as yet aware. She had seen hunger in its ugliest form, and she could not forget it. Nor could she forget the haunting expressions of some of the faces she had looked into, especially the childrens. What, if anything, could be done about it?

And yet, this was her country, her native land, which she loved more than any soil in the world. And for reason of this her heart throbbed a little faster at the most commonplace sights, such as, for instance, the endless advertising signs and their pretense to values which, even when blared in color or type twelve inches high, were still so often non-existent; the loud shrill cries of the newsboys; the raucous horns of the taxis, autos, and trucks; and the vanity and show of the average American traveler, with often so little to substantiate it.

After deciding to take residence at the Plaza Hotel, for a few weeks at least, she and her mother declared their baggage and later climbed into a taxi with a happy sense of being home at last. Berenices first impulse, after they were settled in their hotel suite, was to call on Dr. James. She longed to talk to him about Cowperwood, herself, India, and everything pertaining to the past, as well as her own future. And when she saw him in his private office in his home on West Eightieth Street, she was overjoyed by his warm and cordial reception and his very great interest in all she had to tell about her travels and experiences.

At the same time, he felt that she was wanting to hear everything relating to Cowperwoods estate. And as much as he disliked reviewing the unsatisfactory handling of the entire affair, he felt it his duty to explain to her exactly what had happened during her absence.

Hence, first he told her of Aileens death a few months before. This greatly shocked and surprised Berenice, for she had always thought of Aileen as the one to carry out Cowperwoods wishes in connection with his estate. Immediately she thought of the hospital, the founding of which she knew had been one of his sincerest desires.

What about the hospital he intended to have built in the Bronx? she earnestly inquired.

Oh, that, replied Dr. James. That never materialized. Too many legal vultures descended on the estate right after Franks death. They came from everywhere, with their claims and counterclaims, foreclosure papers, and even legal disputes over the choice of executors. Four and a half million dollars worth of bonds were declared worthless. Bills for interest on mortgages, legal expenses of all kinds, always mounting against the estate, until finally it dwindled to a tenth of what it had been originally.

And the art gallery? queried Berenice anxiously.

All dissipated  auctioned off. The mansion itself sold for taxes and other claims against it. Aileen was compelled to move to an apartment. Then she got pneumonia and died. Unquestionably, grief over all of this trouble contributed to her death.

Oh, how terrible! exclaimed Berenice. How sad it would make him feel if he knew! He worked so hard to build it up.

Yes, he did, commented James, but they never gave him credit for good intentions. Why, even after Aileens death, there were articles in the newspapers describing Cowperwood as a social and almost a criminal failure, because, as they said, his millions had faded like a dream. In fact, one article was headed What Availeth It? and painted Frank as a complete failure. Yes, there were many unkind articles, and all based on the fact that after he was gone, his fortune, through the legal connivance of many people, had shrunk to almost nothing.

Oh, Dr. James, isnt it dreadful to think that the fine things he contemplated doing should have come to nothing?

Yes, nothing is left but a tomb, and memories.

Berenice went on to tell him of her philosophical findings: the inward change she felt had come over her. The things that she once had felt were so important had lost their glamor, her anxiety over her own social position in connection with Cowperwood, for instance. More important to her now, she said, was the tragic situation of the Indian people as a whole, some of which she recited to him: the poverty, starvation, malnutrition, illiteracy, and ignorance, much of which had grown out of religious and social delusions connected with superstitions; in sum, the absolute non-understanding of the worlds social, technical, and scientific advance. James listened intently, remarking, in places, Dreadful!

Amazing! until she had finished, after which he observed:

Actually, Berenice, all that you say of India is true. But it is also true, I fear, that America and England are not without their social defects. In fact, right here in this country, there are certainly many social evils and miseries. If you would care to come with me some day on a little tour of New York, I could show you large districts filled with people just about as miserable as your Hindu beggars, and neglected children, whose chance for physical and mental survival is practically non-existent. They are born to poverty, and, in most cases, end in it, and their intermediate years are nothing that could be called living in the sense that we think of it. And then there are the poor sections in our manufacturing and mill towns, where the living conditions are as deplorable as those to be found in any part of the world.

At this point Berenice expressed the wish that he take her to see some of the sections of New York which would substantiate his statements, for she had seen or heard little of such conditions throughout her life. Dr. James was not surprised to hear her say that, for he knew that her social path from her youth onward had been a sheltered one.

After visiting with him a little longer, Berenice left for her hotel. But on her way home she could not drive from her mind the account by James of the dissipation of Cowperwoods wealth. She was filled with sorrow as she inwardly reviewed the wreckage of all of his plans. How completely they had failed! At the same time, she was thinking of his love for her, his mental and emotional dependency on her, and her affection for him. It was through her influence, as she recalled, that he had decided to go to London and work on his plan for the underground system. And now, here she was, planning on the morrow to visit his tomb again, the last material vestige of all the values that had seemed so vividly real and wonderful to her at the time, but which now, in comparison with all she had experienced in India, were no longer important to her.

The following day was almost a duplicate of the day on which Cowperwood had been buried. For the sky was again gray and overcast, and, as she approached the tomb, it was as though a lone finger of stone pointed upward to the leaden noonday sky. As she walked down the pebbled path, her arms filled with flowers, she noted the name: AILEEN BUTLER COWPERWOOD, under the name, FRANK ALGERNON COWPERWOOD, and she was grateful that Aileen was now at last alongside of the man for whom she had suffered so intensely and lost. She, Berenice, had seemingly won, but only for a time, for she also had suffered and lost in the end.

As she stood gazing thoughtfully at Cowperwoods last resting place, she felt she could hear again the sonorous tones of the minister as he had spoken at the burial service:

As soon as Thou scatterest them, they are even as asleep and fade suddenly like the grass. In the morning, it is green, and groweth up; but in the evening it is cut down, dried up and withered.

But now she could not think of death as she had thought of it before going to India. There death was considered but a phase of life, and the destruction of one material form but a prelude to the building up of another. We are never born and we never die, they said.

And as she walked about arranging the flowers in a bronze urn on the steps of the tomb, she thought that Cowperwood must know, if he had not when he was here in the flesh, that his worship and constant search for beauty in every form, and especially in the form of a woman, was nothing more than a search for the Divine design behind all forms  the face of Brahman shining through. She wished that he might have shared these thoughts with her when they were together, and recalled the words:



Absorbed in Brahman 

He overcomes the world, 

Even here, alive in the world, 

Brahman is one, 

Changeless, untouched by evil; 

What home have we but Him?



And what was it that the Guru had said of charity? Be thankful for the opportunity to give to others. Be grateful that by helping a poor man, you are able to help yourself. For, is not the universe yourself? If a man come to your door, go and meet yourself.

But, as she now searched her conscience, what place had charity ever had in her life? What had she ever done to help others? What had she ever done to justify her right to live? True, Cowperwood had not only conceived the idea of founding a hospital for the poor, but he had done everything humanly possible to bring it into existence, even though his plans had failed. But she  had she ever had a desire to help the poor? Not that she could recall. Her entire life, as she realized  with the exception of the past few years  had been spent in the pursuit of pleasure and self-advancement. But now she knew that one must live for something outside of ones self, something that would tend to answer the needs of the many as opposed to the vanities and comforts of the few, of which she herself was one. What could she do to help?

And suddenly at that point in her meditations, the thought of Cowperwoods hospital crossed her mind. Why couldnt she, herself, found a hospital? After all, he had left her a large fortune, a fine home filled with valuable art objects on which she could easily realize a considerable sum of money, which, added to what she already had, might enable her at least to start the project. And perhaps she could induce others to help. Dr. James would surely be one of these.

What a wonderful thought this was!


NOTES

The following text was prepared by Mrs. Theodore Dreiser from her husbands notes:

As Berenice rode home from Green Wood in her carriage, she contemplated the possibilities of promoting a hospital, realistically facing the complicated practical, as well as technical and medical aspects, which would necessitate the enlistment of people of wealth and a charitable turn of mind and those of the proper technical skill and knowledge that it would take to correctly organize and promote such a large undertaking. She planned to sell her house on Park Avenue with all of its contents, which would bring at least four hundred thousand dollars. She would add to this half of her present fortune, which, altogether, would be a small beginning. Of course, as she thought, Dr. James would be the right man as head physician and director, but could she interest him? Her mind was filled with thoughts and anticipations of the possibilities in connection with the hospital until she again saw Dr. James, who had invited her to accompany him on a tour of one of the worst of New Yorks East Side tenements.

To Berenice, who, never in her youth, had visited any of the poverty-stricken, beggarly, or neglected sections of New York, this first visit to the East Side streets was a painful revelation. Sheltered as she had always been, by her mother, until the fateful night she was so bitterly embarrassed in a dining room of one of New Yorks principal hotels, when she publicly learned the truth about her mother, Hattie Starr of Louisville, and when for the first time the import and horror of social ostracism had flashed upon her!

But Berenice had survived all this. Her values, as she was to learn later, had changed immeasurably. Her social ambitions of the past seemed a thin crust to her now. In India a desire had been born in her to dip deeper into life  to observe and study at closer hand life forces, which, as she now realized, she had never touched on before. Instead of looking for a socially secure position for herself personally, she was now becoming aware of wanting to find a socially worthwhile vocation.

And so when she and Dr. James visited a tenement with which he was familiar, Berenice was so affected by the appalling conditions, the stench and squalor of the place, that she became ill. For, as she saw, there were no beds. Instead, pallets were put down on the floor at night and piled up in a corner in the daytime. In a room twelve by fifteen, adjoining a smaller room nine by twelve, six adults and seven children existed. No windows. But large openings in the walls that revealed from odors and unmistakable markings the presence of rats.

When they finally reached the street and fresh air again, Berenice told Dr. James that her one ambition was to found the Cowperwood Hospital herself in an endeavor to help some of these wretched and neglected children whom they had just seen. She would gladly give, so she said, half of all her possessions to the project.

Dr. James, intensely moved by this turn of mind in Berenice, realized that a change had taken place in her since leaving America a few years before. And Berenice, sensing his approving reaction to her wish, asked him if he would help her raise the money for it, and whether he would personally take over the medical and technical direction of the hospital. And Dr. James, realizing for a long time the pressing need of a hospital in the Bronx vicinity, as well as it being one of his deepest desires, heartily agreed to the idea, and said he would be honored to become the director and head physician.

Six years later the hospital became a reality; Dr. James, director in charge. Berenice had taken a nurses course, and, to her own astonishment, had discovered that she possessed a deep maternal instinct, hitherto unexplored. She loved the children and was placed in charge of the childrens ward. As Dr. James noticed, from time to time she had a strange and powerful attraction for these neglected waifs. They responded to her in a marked way.

Two small blind children had, in some way, gotten into the ward.

They had been blind from birth. One, a small frail blond child named Patricia  five years old  a daughter of a hard-working girl who had had no time for her child, had been allowed to sit for hours and hours in a little rocking chair in a corner, with no least stimuli or interest  a procedure of neglect which had retarded her natural development. The mother also had a guilt complex in relation to her handicapped child. When Berenice found this little isolated mite of humanity, she became fascinated by her and desired to help her, teaching her many little things, among them being how to slide with confidence down a chute in the Childrens Court. So much joy had Patricia experienced from this simple stunt that she slid over and over and over again for hours, each time radiating with happiness at her newly found independence.

Then there was David  also about five, blind from birth. He was more fortunate in his parentage, having had an intelligent mother, with love and understanding. As a result, he was more advanced than Patricia in his development. He had been taught by Berenice to climb a tree and sit among the upper branches, where he sang repeatedly In the Gloaming, waving his head from side to side and lifting his thin, sensitive face to the sun, as blind children are wont to do. One day, as Dr. James passed a large window overlooking the Childrens Court, he paused to watch Berenice moving back and forth among the children. He noticed how radiantly happy she was when at work with them. He remarked about it to Miss Slater, the head nurse, as she passed. They both agreed that Berenice had far surpassed anything expected of her and was worthy of unstinted praise. The same evening, as Berenice was leaving the hospital for her home, Miss Slater and Dr. James told her what a success she had made of her work with the children, and how much everyone loved and appreciated her. Berenice graciously thanked them, expressing gratitude at being able to contribute something of worth to these unfortunate children.

However, as she walked home to her modest apartment, she could not help but think what a minute part she was playing in the world panorama of life. A speck of human kindness in the sea of need and despair! She recalled the poor starving children of India  their tortured faces! The cruelty, neglect and torturesome indifference of the rest of the world to their pathetic plight.

What is the world anyway? she asked herself. Why should millions of little things come into it only to be tortured and so denied  to be allowed to die from want, cold, starvation? Yes, to be sure, she thought, she was now at last trying to do what she could to relieve the sufferings of a few children, who were fortunate enough to be taken into her hospital. But what about all of those thousands who could not be taken in? What of them? A drop in the ocean was her contribution. One drop!

Berenice relived in her mind her entire life. She thought of Cowperwood and the part she had played in his life. How long he had struggled and fought  for what? Wealth, power, luxury, influence, social position? Where were they now, the aspirations and dreams of achievement that so haunted and drove Frank Cowperwood? And how far away from all this she had moved in so short a time! How suddenly she was awakened to the grim realities of life from her own protected, abundant and indulged way of living  a way of living she might never have been able to evaluate to herself if she had not in the first place acted upon the impulse to go to a strange country like India, where she had at every turn contrasts thrust upon her sensibilities  contrasts from which there was no escape.

There, for the first time, she had experienced the dawn of a spiritual awakening, which was even now enabling her to see more clearly. She must go on, she must grow, she thought, and acquire, if possible, a real and deep understanding of the meaning of life and its spiritual import.
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Maxwell Hall, at Indiana Universitys Bloomington Campus  Dreiser briefly attended the university in the late 1880s before dropping out
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Dreiser Hall, erected c. 1950, at Indiana State University  named in commemoration of its famous former student


Free and Other Stories 
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This collection was first published in 1918, although many of the stories had previously appeared in magazines. The short stories are bittersweet ruminations on the complexity of the relationships (romantic and otherwise) between men and women, which bear Dreisers trademark commitment to unsparing and detailed realism  an approach that proved highly influential on later American prose writing. The Lost Phœbe, a much-anthologised tale of a mans search for his lost love, is probably the best-known story in the volume. The collection also contains Nigger Jeff, a disturbing account of a lynching, which Dreiser wrote after witnessing a real-life example of this terrible practise.
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Title page of the first edition
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Cover of an edition of Ainslees Magazine  a popular periodical in which Nigger Jeff was first published in 1893


FREE

The large and rather comfortable apartment of Rufus Haymaker, architect, in Central Park West, was very silent. It was scarcely dawn yet, and at the edge of the park, over the way, looking out from the front windows which graced this abode and gave it its charm, a stately line of poplars was still shrouded in a gray morning mist. From his bedroom at one end of the hall, where, also, a glimpse of the park was to be had, came Mr. Haymaker at this early hour to sit by one of these broader windows and contemplate these trees and a small lake beyond. He was very fond of Nature in its manifold art forms  quite poetic, in fact.

He was a tall and spare man of about sixty, not ungraceful, though slightly stoop-shouldered, with heavy overhanging eyebrows and hair, and a short, professionally cut gray mustache and beard, which gave him a severe and yet agreeable presence. For the present he was clad in a light-blue dressing gown with silver cords, which enveloped him completely. He had thin, pale, long-fingered hands, wrinkled at the back and slightly knotted at the joints, which bespoke the artist, in mood at least, and his eyes had a weary and yet restless look in them.

For only yesterday Doctor Storm, the family physician, who was in attendance on his wife, ill now for these three weeks past with a combination of heart lesion, kidney poisoning and neuritis, had taken him aside and said very softly and affectionately, as though he were trying to spare his feelings: To-morrow, Mr. Haymaker, if your wife is no better I will call in my friend, Doctor Grainger, whom you know, for a consultation. He is more of an expert in these matters of the heart  the heart, Mr. Haymaker had time to note ironically than I am. Together we will make a thorough examination, and then I hope we will be better able to say what the possibilities of her recovery really are. Its been a very trying case, a very stubborn one, I might say. Still, she has a great deal of vitality and is doing as well as could be expected, all things considered. At the same time, though I dont wish to alarm you unnecessarily  and there is no occasion for great alarm yet  still I feel it my duty to warn you that her condition is very serious indeed. Not that I wish you to feel that she is certain to die. I dont think she is. Not at all. Just the contrary. She may get well, and probably will, and live all of twenty years more. (Mentally Mr. Haymaker sighed a purely spiritual sigh.) She has fine recuperative powers, so far as I can judge, but she has a bad heart, and this kidney trouble has not helped it any. Just now, when her heart should have the least strain, it has the most.

She is just at that point where, as I may say, things are in the balance. A day or two, or three or four at the most, ought to show which way things will go. But, as I have said before, I do not wish to alarm you unnecessarily. We are not nearly at the end of our tether. We havent tried blood transfusion yet, and there are several arrows to that bow. Besides, at any moment she may respond more vigorously to medication than she has heretofore  especially in connection with her kidneys. In that case the situation would be greatly relieved at once.

However, as I say, I feel it my duty to speak to you in this way in order that you may be mentally prepared for any event, because in such an odd combination as this the worst may happen at any time. We never can tell. As an old friend of yours and Mrs. Haymakers, and knowing how much you two mean to each other  Mr. Haymaker merely stared at him vacantly I feel it my duty to prepare you in this way. We all of us have to face these things. Only last year I lost my dear Matilda, my youngest child, as you know. Just the same, as I say, I have the feeling that Mrs. Haymaker is not really likely to die soon, and that we  Doctor Grainger and myself  will still be able to pull her through. I really do.

Doctor Storm looked at Mr. Haymaker as though he were very sorry for him  an old man long accustomed to his wifes ways and likely to be made very unhappy by her untimely end; whereas Mr. Haymaker, though staring in an almost sculptural way, was really thinking what a farce it all was, what a dull mixture of error and illusion on the part of all. Here he was, sixty years of age, weary of all this, of life really  a man who had never been really happy in all the time that he had been married; and yet here was his wife, who from conventional reasons believed that he was or should be, and who on account of this was serenely happy herself, or nearly so. And this doctor, who imagined that he was old and weak and therefore in need of this loving womans care and sympathy and understanding! Unconsciously he raised a deprecating hand.

Also his children, who thought him dependent on her and happy with her; his servants and her and his friends thinking the same thing, and yet he really was not. It was all a lie. He was unhappy. Always he had been unhappy, it seemed, ever since he had been married  for over thirty-one years now. Never in all that time, for even so much as a single day, had he ever done anything but long, long, long, in a pale, constrained way  for what, he scarcely dared think  not to be married any more  to be free  to be as he was before ever he saw Mrs. Haymaker.

And yet being conventional in mood and training and utterly domesticated by time and conditions over which he seemed not to have much control  nature, custom, public opinion, and the like, coming into play as forces  he had drifted, had not taken any drastic action. No, he had merely drifted, wondering if time, accident or something might not interfere and straighten out his life for him, but it never had. Now weary, old, or rapidly becoming so, he condemned himself for his inaction. Why hadnt he done something about it years before? Why hadnt he broken it up before it was too late, and saved his own soul, his longing for life, color? But no, he had not. Why complain so bitterly now?

All the time the doctor had talked this day before he had wanted to smile a wry, dry, cynical smile, for in reality he did not want Mrs. Haymaker to live  or at least at the moment he thought so. He was too miserably tired of it all. And so now, after nearly twenty-four hours of the same unhappy thought, sitting by this window looking at a not distant building which shone faintly in the haze, he ran his fingers through his hair as he gazed, and sighed.

How often in these weary months, and even years, past  ever since he and his wife had been living here, and before  had he come to these or similar windows while she was still asleep, to sit and dream! For some years now they had not even roomed together, so indifferent had the whole state become; though she did not seem to consider that significant, either. Life had become more or less of a practical problem to her, one of position, place, prestige. And yet how often, viewing his life in retrospect, had he wished that his life had been as sweet as his dreams  that his dreams had come true.

After a time on this early morning, for it was still gray, with the faintest touch of pink in the east, he shook his head solemnly and sadly, then rose and returned along the hall to his wifes bedroom, at the door of which he paused to look where she lay seriously ill, and beside her in an armchair, fast asleep, a trained nurse who was supposedly keeping the night vigil ordered by the doctor, but who no doubt was now very weary. His wife was sleeping also  very pale, very thin now, and very weak. He felt sorry for her at times, in spite of his own weariness; now, for instance. Why need he have made so great a mistake so long ago? Perhaps it was his own fault for not having been wiser in his youth. Then he went quietly on to his own room, to lie down and think.

Always these days, now that she was so very ill and the problem of her living was so very acute, the creeping dawn thus roused him  to think. It seemed as though he could not really sleep soundly any more, so stirred and distrait was he. He was not so much tired or physically worn as mentally bored or disappointed. Life had treated him so badly, he kept thinking to himself over and over. He had never had the woman he really wanted, though he had been married so long, had been faithful, respectable and loved by her, in her way. In her way, he half quoted to himself as he lay there.

Presently he would get up, dress and go down to his office as usual if his wife were not worse. But  but, he asked himself  would she be? Would that slim and yet so durable organism of hers  quite as old as his own, or nearly so  break under the strain of this really severe illness? That would set him free again, and nicely, without blame or comment on him. He could then go where he chose once more, do as he pleased  think of that  without let or hindrance. For she was ill at last, so very ill, the first and really great illness she had endured since their marriage. For weeks now she had been lying so, hovering, as it were, between life and death, one day better, the next day worse, and yet not dying, and with no certainty that she would, and yet not getting better either. Doctor Storm insisted that it was a leak in her heart which had suddenly manifested itself which was causing all the real trouble. He was apparently greatly troubled as to how to control it.

During all this period Mr. Haymaker had been, as usual, most sympathetic. His manner toward her was always soft, kindly, apparently tender. He had never really begrudged her anything  nothing certainly that he could afford. He was always glad to see her and the children humanly happy  though they, too, largely on account of her, he thought, had proved a disappointment to him  because he had always sympathized with her somewhat unhappy youth, narrow and stinted; and yet he had never been happy himself, either, never in all the time that he had been married. If she had endured much, he kept telling himself when he was most unhappy, so had he, only it was harder perhaps for women to endure things than men  he was always willing to admit that  only also she had had his love, or thought she had, an actual spiritual peace, which he had never had. She knew she had a faithful husband. He felt that he had never really had a wife at all, not one that he could love as he knew a wife should be loved. His dreams as to that!

Going to his office later this same day  it was in one of those tall buildings that face Madison Square  he had looked first, in passing, at the trees that line Central Park West, and then at the bright wall of apartment houses facing it, and meditated sadly, heavily. Here the sidewalks were crowded with nursemaids and children at play, and in between them, of course, the occasional citizen loitering or going about his errands. The day was so fine, so youthful, as spring days will seem at times. As he looked, especially at the children, and the young men bustling office-ward, mostly in new spring suits, he sighed and wished that he were young once more. Think how brisk and hopeful they were! Everything was before them. They could still pick and choose  no age or established conditions to stay them. Were any of them, he asked himself for the thousandth time, it seemed to him, as wearily connected as he had been at their age? Did they each have a charming young wife to love  one of whom they were passionately fond  such a one as he had never had; or did they not?

Wondering, he reached his office on one of the topmost floors of one of those highest buildings commanding a wide view of the city, and surveyed it wearily. Here were visible the two great rivers of the city, its towers and spires and far-flung walls. From these sometimes, even yet, he seemed to gain a patience to live, to hope. How in his youth all this had inspired him  or that other city that was then. Even now he was always at peace here, so much more so than in his own home, pleasant as it was. Here he could look out over this great scene and dream or he could lose the memory in his work that his love-life had been a failure. The great city, the buildings he could plan or supervise, the efficient help that always surrounded him  his help, not hers  aided to take his mind off himself and that deep-seated inner ache or loss.

The care of Mr. Haymakers apartment during his wifes illness and his present absence throughout the day, devolved upon a middle-aged woman of great seriousness, Mrs. Elfridge by name, whom Mrs. Haymaker had employed years before; and under her a maid of all work, Hester, who waited on table, opened the door, and the like; and also at present two trained nurses, one for night and one for day service, who were in charge of Mrs. Haymaker. The nurses were both bright, healthy, blue-eyed girls, who attracted Mr. Haymaker and suggested all the youth he had never had  without really disturbing his poise. It would seem as though that could never be any more.

In addition, of course, there was the loving interest of his son Wesley and his daughter Ethelberta  whom his wife had named so in spite of him  both of whom had long since married and had children of their own and were living in different parts of the great city. In this crisis both of them came daily to learn how things were, and occasionally to stay for the entire afternoon or evening, or both. Ethelberta had wanted to come and take charge of the apartment entirely during her mothers illness, only Mrs. Haymaker, who was still able to direct, and fond of doing so, would not hear of it. She was not so ill but that she could still speak, and in this way could inquire and direct. Besides, Mrs. Elfridge was as good as Mrs. Haymaker in all things that related to Mr. Haymakers physical comfort, or so she thought.

If the truth will come out  as it will in so many pathetic cases  it was never his physical so much as his spiritual or affectional comfort that Mr. Haymaker craved. As said before, he had never loved Mrs. Haymaker, or certainly not since that now long-distant period back in Muskegon, Michigan, where both had been born and where they had lived and met at the ages, she of fifteen, he of seventeen. It had been, strange as it might seem now, a love match at first sight with them. She had seemed so sweet, a girl of his own age or a little younger, the daughter of a local chemist. Later, when he had been forced by poverty to go out into the world to make his own way, he had written her much, and imagined her to be all that she had seemed at fifteen, and more  a dream among fair women. But Fortune, slow in coming to his aid and fickle in fulfilling his dreams, had brought it about that for several years more he had been compelled to stay away nearly all of the time, unable to marry her; during which period, unknown to himself really, his own point of view had altered. How it had happened he could never tell really, but so it was. The great city, larger experiences  while she was still enduring the smaller ones  other faces, dreams of larger things, had all combined to destroy it or her, only he had not quite realized it then. He was always so slow in realizing the full import of the immediate thing, he thought.

That was the time, as he had afterward told himself  how often!  that he should have discovered his mistake and stopped. Later it always seemed to become more and more impossible. Then, in spite of some heartache to her and some distress to himself, no doubt, all would be well for him now. But no; he had been too inexperienced, too ignorant, too bound by all the conventions and punctilio of his simple Western world. He thought an engagement, however unsatisfactory it might come to seem afterward, was an engagement, and binding. An honorable man would not break one  or so his country moralists argued.

Yes, at that time he might have written her, he might have told her, then. But he had been too sensitive and kindly to speak of it. Afterward it was too late. He feared to wound her, to undo her, to undo her life. But now  now  look at his! He had gone back on several occasions before marriage, and might have seen and done and been free if he had had but courage and wisdom  but no; duty, order, the beliefs of the region in which he had been reared, and of America  what it expected and what she expected and was entitled to  had done for him completely. He had not spoken. Instead, he had gone on and married her without speaking of the change in himself, without letting her know how worse than ashes it had all become. God, what a fool he had been! how often since he had told himself over and over.

Well, having made a mistake it was his duty perhaps, at least according to current beliefs, to stick by it and make the best of it;  a bargain was a bargain in marriage, if no where else  but still that had never prevented him from being unhappy. He could not prevent that himself. During all these long years, therefore, owing to these same conventions  what people would think and say  he had been compelled to live with her, to cherish her, to pretend to be happy with her another perfect union, as he sometimes said to himself. In reality he had been unhappy, horribly so. Even her face wearied him at times, and her presence, her mannerisms. Only this other morning Doctor Storm, by his manner indicating that he thought him lonely, in danger of being left all alone and desperately sad and neglected in case she died had irritated him greatly. Who would take care of him? his eyes had seemed to say  and yet he himself wanted nothing so much as to be alone for a time, at least, in this life, to think for himself, to do for himself, to forget this long, dreary period in which he had pretended to be something that he was not.

Was he never to be rid of the dull round of it, he asked himself now, never before he himself died? And yet shortly afterward he would reproach himself for these very thoughts, as being wrong, hard, unkind  thoughts that would certainly condemn him in the eyes of the general public, that public which made reputations and ones general standing before the world.

During all this time he had never even let her know  no, not once  of the tremendous and soul-crushing sacrifice he had made. Like the Spartan boy, he had concealed the fox gnawing at his vitals. He had not complained. He had been, indeed, the model husband, as such things go in conventional walks. If you doubted it look at his position, or that of his children; or his wife  her mental and physical comfort, even in her illness, her unfailing belief that he was all he should be! Never once apparently, during all these years, had she doubted his love or felt him to be unduly unhappy  or, if not that exactly, if not fully accepting his love as something that was still at a fever heat, the thing it once was  still believing that he found pleasure and happiness in being with her, a part of the home which together they had built up, these children they had reared, comfort in knowing that it would endure to the end! To the end! During all these years she had gone on molding his and her lives  as much as that was possible in his case  and those of their children, to suit herself; and thinking all the time that she was doing what he wanted or at least what was best for him and them.

How she adored convention! What did she not think she knew in regard to how things ought to be  mainly what her old home surroundings had taught her, the American idea of this, that and the other. Her theories in regard to friends, education of the children, and so on, had in the main prevailed, even when he did not quite agree with her; her desires for certain types of pleasure and amusement, of companionship, and so on, were conventional types always and had also prevailed. There had been little quarrels, of course, always had been  what happy home is free of them?  but still he had always given in, or nearly always, and had acted as though he were satisfied in so doing.

But why, therefore, should he complain now, or she ever imagine, or ever have imagined, that he was unhappy? She did not, had not. Like all their relatives and friends of the region from which they sprang, and here also  and she had been most careful to regulate that, courting whom she pleased and ignoring all others  she still believed most firmly, more so than ever, that she knew what was best for him, what he really thought and wanted. It made him smile most wearily at times.

For in her eyes  in regard to him, at least, not always so with others, he had found  marriage was a sacrament, sacrosanct, never to be dissolved. One life, one love. Once a man had accepted the yoke or even asked a girl to marry him it was his duty to abide by it. To break an engagement, to be unfaithful to a wife, even unkind to her  what a crime, in her eyes! Such people ought to be drummed out of the world. They were really not fit to live  dogs, brutes!

And yet, look at himself  what of him? What of one who had made a mistake in regard to all this? Where was his compensation to come from, his peace and happiness? Here on earth or only in some mythical heaven  that odd, angelic heaven that she still believed in? What a farce! And all her friends and his would think he would be so miserable now if she died, or at least ought to be. So far had asinine convention and belief in custom carried the world. Think of it!

But even that was not the worst. No; that was not the worst, either. It had been the gradual realization coming along through the years that he had married an essentially small, narrow woman who could never really grasp his point of view  or, rather, the significance of his dreams or emotions  and yet with whom, nevertheless, because of this original promise or mistake, he was compelled to live. Grant her every quality of goodness, energy, industry, intent  as he did freely  still there was this; and it could never be adjusted, never. Essentially, as he had long since discovered, she was narrow, ultraconventional, whereas he was an artist by nature, brooding and dreaming strange dreams and thinking of far-off things which she did not or could not understand or did not sympathize with, save in a general and very remote way. The nuances of his craft, the wonders and subtleties of forms and angles  had she ever realized how significant these were to him, let alone to herself? No, never. She had not the least true appreciation of them  never had had. Architecture? Art? What could they really mean to her, desire as she might to appreciate them? And he could not now go elsewhere to discover that sympathy. No. He had never really wanted to, since the public and she would object, and he thinking it half evil himself.

Still, how was it, he often asked himself, that Nature could thus allow one conditioned or equipped with emotions and seekings such as his, not of an utterly conventional order, to seek out and pursue one like Ernestine, who was not fitted to understand him or to care what his personal moods might be? Was love truly blind, as the old saw insisted, or did Nature really plan, and cleverly, to torture the artist mind  as it did the pearl-bearing oyster with a grain of sand  with something seemingly inimical, in order that it might produce beauty? Sometimes he thought so. Perhaps the many interesting and beautiful buildings he had planned  the world called them so, at least  had been due to the loving care he lavished on them, being shut out from love and beauty elsewhere. Cruel Nature, that cared so little for the dreams of man  the individual man or woman!

At the time he had married Ernestine he was really too young to know exactly what it was he wanted to do or how it was he was going to feel in the years to come; and yet there was no one to guide him, to stop him. The custom of the time was all in favor of this dread disaster. Nature herself seemed to desire it  mere children being the be-all and the end-all of everything everywhere. Think of that as a theory! Later, when it became so clear to him what he had done, and in spite of all the conventional thoughts and conditions that seemed to bind him to this fixed condition, he had grown restless and weary, but never really irritable. No, he had never become that.

Instead he had concealed it all from her, persistently, in all kindness; only this hankering after beauty of mind and body in ways not represented by her had hurt so  grown finally almost too painful to bear. He had dreamed and dreamed of something different until it had become almost an obsession. Was it never to be, that something different, never, anywhere, in all time? What a tragedy! Soon he would be dead and then it would never be anywhere  anymore! Ernestine was charming, he would admit, or had been at first, though time had proved that she was not charming to him either mentally or physically in any compelling way; but how did that help him now? How could it? He had actually found himself bored by her for more than twenty-seven years now, and this other dream growing, growing, growing  until  

But now he was old, and she was dying, or might be, and it could not make so much difference what happened to him or to her; only it could, too, because he wanted to be free for a little while, just for a little while, before he died.

To be free! free!

One of the things that had always irritated him about Mrs. Haymaker was this, that in spite of his determination never to offend the social code in any way  he had felt for so many reasons, emotional as well as practical, that he could not afford so to do  and also in spite of the fact that he had been tortured by this show of beauty in the eyes and bodies of others, his wife, fearing perhaps in some strange psychic way that he might change, had always tried to make him feel or believe  premeditatedly and of a purpose, he thought  that he was not the kind of man who would be attractive to women; that he lacked some physical fitness, some charm that other men had, which would cause all young and really charming women to turn away from him. Think of it! He to whom so many women had turned with questioning eyes!

Also that she had married him largely because she had felt sorry for him! He chose to let her believe that, because he was sorry for her. Because other women had seemed to draw near to him at times in some appealing or seductive way she had insisted that he was not even a cavalier, let alone a Lothario; that he was ungainly, slow, uninteresting  to all women but her!

Persistently, he thought, and without any real need, she had harped on this, fighting chimeras, a chance danger in the future; though he had never given her any real reason, and had never even planned to sin against her in any way  never. She had thus tried to poison his own mind in regard to himself and his art  and yet  and yet  Ah, those eyes of other women, their haunting beauty, the flitting something they said to him of infinite, inexpressible delight. Why had his life been so very hard?

One of the disturbing things about all this was the iron truth which it had driven home, namely, that Nature, unless it were expressed or represented by some fierce determination within, which drove one to do, be, cared no whit for him or any other man or woman. Unless one acted for oneself, upon some stern conclusion nurtured within, one might rot and die spiritually. Nature did not care. Blessed be the meek  yes. Blessed be the strong, rather, for they made their own happiness. All these years in which he had dwelt and worked in this knowledge, hoping for something but not acting, nothing had happened, except to him, and that in an unsatisfactory way. All along he had seen what was happening to him; and yet held by convention he had refused to act always, because somehow he was not hard enough to act. He was not strong enough, that was the real truth  had not been. Almost like a bird in a cage, an animal peeping out from behind bars, he had viewed the world of free thought and freer action. In many a drawing-room, on the street, or in his own home even, had he not looked into an eye, the face of someone who seemed to offer understanding, to know, to sympathize, though she might not have, of course; and yet religiously and moralistically, like an anchorite, because of duty and current belief and what people would say and think, Ernestines position and faith in him, her comfort, his career and that of the children  he had put them all aside, out of his mind, forgotten them almost, as best he might. It had been hard at times, and sad, but so it had been.

And look at him now, old, not exactly feeble yet  no, not that yet, not quite!  but life weary and almost indifferent All these years he had wanted, wanted  wanted  an understanding mind, a tender heart, the some one woman  she must exist somewhere  who would have sympathized with all the delicate shades and meanings of his own character, his art, his spiritual as well as his material dreams  And yet look at him! Mrs. Haymaker had always been with him, present in the flesh or the spirit, and  so  

Though he could not ever say that she was disagreeable to him in a material way  he could not say that she had ever been that exactly  still she did not correspond to his idea of what he needed, and so  Form had meant so much to him, color; the glorious perfectness of a glorious womans body, for instance, the color of her thoughts, moods  exquisite they must be, like his own at times; but no, he had never had the opportunity to know one intimately. No, not one, though he had dreamed of her so long. He had never even dared whisper this to any one, scarcely to himself. It was not wise, not socially fit. Thoughts like this would tend to social ostracism in his circle, or rather hers  for had she not made the circle?

And here was the rub with Mr. Haymaker, at least, that he could not make up his mind whether in his restlessness and private mental complaints he were not even now guilty of a great moral crime in so thinking. Was it not true that men and women should be faithful in marriage whether they were happy or not? Was there not some psychic law governing this matter of union  one life, one love  which made the thoughts and the pains and the subsequent sufferings and hardships of the individual, whatever they might be, seem unimportant? The churches said so. Public opinion and the law seemed to accept this. There were so many problems, so much order to be disrupted, so much pain caused, many insoluble problems where children were concerned  if people did not stick. Was it not best, more blessed  socially, morally, and in every other way important  for him to stand by a bad bargain rather than to cause so much disorder and pain, even though he lost his own soul emotionally? He had thought so  or at least he had acted as though he thought so  and yet  How often had he wondered over this!

Take, now, some other phases. Granting first that Mrs. Haymaker had, according to the current code, measured up to the requirements of a wife, good and true, and that at first after marriage there had been just enough of physical and social charm about her to keep his state from becoming intolerable, still there was this old ache; and then newer things which came with the birth of the several children: First Elwell  named after a cousin of hers, not his  who had died only two years after he was born; and then Wesley; and then Ethelberta. How he had always disliked that name!  largely because he had hoped to call her Ottilie, a favorite name of his; or Janet, after his mother.

Curiously the arrival of these children and the death of poor little Elwell at two had somehow, in spite of his unrest, bound him to this matrimonial state and filled him with a sense of duty, and pleasure even  almost entirely apart from her, he was sorry to say  in these young lives; though if there had not been children, as he sometimes told himself, he surely would have broken away from her; he could not have stood it. They were so odd in their infancy, those little ones, so troublesome and yet so amusing  little Elwell, for instance, whose nose used to crinkle with delight when he would pretend to bite his neck, and whose gurgle of pleasure was so sweet and heart-filling that it positively thrilled and lured him. In spite of his thoughts concerning Ernestine  and always in those days they were rigidly put down as unmoral and even evil, a certain unsocial streak in him perhaps which was against law and order and social well-being  he came to have a deep and abiding feeling for Elwell. The latter, in some chemic, almost unconscious way, seemed to have arrived as a balm to his misery, a bandage for his growing wound  sent by whom, by what, how? Elwell had seized upon his imagination, and so his heartstrings  had come, indeed, to make him feel understanding and sympathy there in that little child; to supply, or seem to at least, what he lacked in the way of love and affection from one whom he could truly love. Elwell was never so happy apparently as when snuggling in his arms, not Ernestines, or lying against his neck. And when he went for a walk or elsewhere there was Elwell always ready, arms up, to cling to his neck. He seemed, strangely enough, inordinately fond of his father, rather than his mother, and never happy without him. On his part, Haymaker came to be wildly fond of him  that queer little lump of a face, suggesting a little of himself and of his own mother, not so much of Ernestine, or so he thought, though he would not have objected to that. Not at all. He was not so small as that. Toward the end of the second year, when Elwell was just beginning to be able to utter a word or two, he had taught him that silly old rhyme which ran There were three kittens, and when it came to and they shall have no he would stop and say to Elwell, What now? and the latter would gurgle puh!  meaning, of course, pie.

Ah, those happy days with little Elwell, those walks with him over his shoulder or on his arm, those hours in which of an evening he would rock him to sleep in his arms! Always Ernestine was there, and happy in the thought of his love for little Elwell and her, her more than anything else perhaps; but it was an illusion  that latter part. He did not care for her even then as she thought he did. All his fondness was for Elwell, only she took it as evidence of his growing or enduring affection for her  another evidence of the peculiar working of her mind. Women were like that, he supposed  some women.

And then came that dreadful fever, due to some invading microbe which the doctors could not diagnose or isolate, infantile paralysis perhaps; and little Elwell had finally ceased to be as flesh and was eventually carried forth to the lorn, disagreeable graveyard near Woodlawn. How he had groaned internally, indulged in sad, despondent thoughts concerning the futility of all things human, when this had happened! It seemed for the time being as if all color and beauty had really gone out of his life for good.

Man born of woman is of few days and full of troubles, the preacher whom Mrs. Haymaker had insisted upon having into the house at the time of the funeral had read. He fleeth also as a shadow and continueth not.

Yes; so little Elwell had fled, as a shadow, and in his own deep sorrow at the time he had come to feel the first and only sad, deep sympathy for Ernestine that he had ever felt since marriage; and that because she had suffered so much  had lain in his arms after the funeral and cried so bitterly. It was terrible, her sorrow. Terrible  a mother grieving for her first-born! Why was it, he had thought at the time, that he had never been able to think or make her all she ought to be to him? Ernestine at this time had seemed better, softer, kinder, wiser, sweeter than she had ever seemed; more worthy, more interesting than ever he had thought her before. She had slaved so during the childs illness, stayed awake night after night, watched over him with such loving care  done everything, in short, that a loving human heart could do to rescue her young from the depths; and yet even then he had not really been able to love her. No, sad and unkind as it might seem, he had not. He had just pitied her and thought her better, worthier! What cursed stars disordered the minds and moods of people so? Why was it that these virtues of people, their good qualities, did not make you love them, did not really bind them to you, as against the things you could not like? Why? He had resolved to do better in his thoughts, but somehow, in spite of himself, he had never been able so to do.

Nevertheless, at that time he seemed to realize more keenly than ever her order, industry, frugality, a sense of beauty within limits, a certain laudable ambition to do something and be somebody  only, only he could not sympathize with her ambitions, could not see that she had anything but a hopelessly common-place and always unimportant point of view. There was never any flare to her, never any true distinction of mind or soul. She seemed always, in spite of anything he might say or do, hopelessly to identify doing and being with money and current opinion  neighborhood public opinion, almost  and local social position, whereas he knew that distinguished doing might as well be connected with poverty and shame and disgrace as with these other things  wealth and station, for instance; a thing which she could never quite understand apparently, though he often tried to tell her, much against her mood always.

Look at the cases of the great artists! Some of the greatest architects right here in the city, or in history, were of peculiar, almost disagreeable, history. But no, Mrs. Haymaker could not understand anything like that, anything connected with history, indeed  she hardly believed in history, its dark, sad pages, and would never read it, or at least did not care to. And as for art and artists  she would never have believed that wisdom and art understanding and true distinction might take their rise out of things necessarily low and evil  never.

Take now, the case of young Zingara. Zingara was an architect like himself, whom he had met more than thirty years before, here in New York, when he had first arrived, a young man struggling to become an architect of significance, only he was very poor and rather unkempt and disreputable-looking. Haymaker had found him several years before his marriage to Ernestine in the dark offices of Pyne & Starboard, Architects, and had been drawn to him definitely; but because he smoked all the time and was shabby as to his clothes and had no money  why, Mrs. Haymaker, after he had married her, and though he had known Zingara nearly four years, would have none of him. To her he was low, and a failure, one who would never succeed. Once she had seen him in some cheap restaurant that she chanced to be passing, in company with a drabby-looking maid, and that was the end.

I wish you wouldnt bring him here any more, dear, she had insisted; and to have peace he had complied  only, now look. Zingara had since become a great architect, but now of course, owing to Mrs. Haymaker, he was definitely alienated. He was the man who had since designed the Æsculapian Club; and Symphony Hall with its delicate façade; as well as the tower of the Wells Building, sending its sweet lines so high, like a poetic thought or dream. But Zingara was now a dreamy recluse like himself, very exclusive, as Haymaker had long since come to know, and indifferent as to what people thought or said.

But perhaps it was not just obtuseness to certain of the finer shades and meanings of life, but an irritating aggressiveness at times, backed only by her limited understanding, which caused her to seek and wish to be here, there and the other place; wherever, in her mind, the truly successful  which meant nearly always the materially successful of a second or third rate character  were, which irritated him most of all. How often had he tried to point out the difference between true and shoddy distinction  the former rarely connected with great wealth.

But no. So often she seemed to imagine such queer people to be truly successful, when they were really not  usually people with just money, or a very little more.

And in the matter of rearing and educating and marrying their two children, Wesley and Ethelberta, who had come after Elwell  what peculiar pains and feelings had not been involved in all this for him. In infancy both of these had seemed sweet enough, and so close to him, though never quite so wonderful as Elwell. But, as they grew, it seemed somehow as though Ernestine had come between him and them. First, it was the way she had raised them, the very stiff and formal manner in which they were supposed to move and be, copied from the few new-rich whom she had chanced to meet through him  and admired in spite of his warnings. That was the irony of architecture as a profession  it was always bringing such queer people close to one, and for the sake of ones profession, sometimes, particularly in the case of the young architect, one had to be nice to them. Later, it was the kind of school they should attend. He had half imagined at first that it would be the public school, because they both had begun as simple people; but no, since they were prospering it had to be a private school for each, and not one of his selection, either  or hers, really  but one to which the Barlows and the Westervelts, two families of means with whom Ernestine had become intimate, sent their children and therefore thought excellent!

The Barlows! Wealthy, but, to him, gross and mediocre people who had made a great deal of money in the manufacture of patent medicines out West, and who had then come to New York to splurge, and had been attracted to Ernestine  not him particularly, he imagined  because Haymaker had built a town house for them, and also because he was gaining a fine reputation. They were dreadful really, so gauche, so truly dull; and yet somehow they seemed to suit Ernestines sense of fitness and worth at the time, because, as she said, they were good and kind  like her Western home folks; only they were not really. She just imagined so. They were worthy enough people in their way, though with no taste. Young Fred Barlow had been sent to the expensive Gaillard School for Boys, near Morristown, where they were taught manners and airs, and little else, as Haymaker always thought, though Ernestine insisted that they were given a religious training as well. And so Wesley had to go there  for a time, anyhow. It was the best school.

And similarly, because Mercedes Westervelt, senseless, vain little thing, was sent to Briarcliff School, near White Plains, Ethelberta had to go there. Think of it! It was all so silly, so pushing. How well he remembered the long, delicate campaign which preceded this, the logic and tactics employed, the importance of it socially to Ethelberta, the tears and cajolery. Mrs. Haymaker could always cry so easily, or seem to be on the verge of it, when she wanted anything; and somehow, in spite of the fact that he knew her tears were unimportant, or timed and for a purpose, he could never stand out against them, and she knew it. Always he felt moved or weakened in spite of himself. He had no weapon wherewith to fight them, though he resented them as a part of the argument. Positively Mrs. Haymaker could be as sly and as ruthless as Machiavelli himself at times, and yet believe all the while that she was tender, loving, self-sacrificing, generous, moral and a dozen other things, all of which led to the final achievement of her own aims. Perhaps this was admirable from one point of view, but it irritated him always. But if one were unable to see him- or herself, their actual disturbing inconsistencies, what were you to do?

And again, he had by then been married so long that it was almost impossible to think of throwing her over, or so it seemed at the time. They had reached the place then where they had supposedly achieved position together, though in reality it was all his  and not such position as he was entitled to, at that. Ernestine  and he was thinking this in all kindness  could never attract the ideal sort. And anyhow, the mere breath of a scandal between them, separation or unfaithfulness, which he never really contemplated, would have led to endless bickering and social and commercial injury, or so he thought. All her strong friends  and his, in a way  those who had originally been his clients, would have deserted him.

Their wives, their own social fears, would have compelled them to ostracize him! He would have been a scandal-marked architect, a brute for objecting to so kind and faithful and loving a wife. And perhaps he would have been, at that. He could never quite tell, it was all so mixed and tangled.

Take, again, the marriage of his son Wesley into the De Gaud family  George de Gaud père being nothing more than a retired real-estate speculator and promoter who had money, but nothing more; and Irma de Gaud, the daughter, being a gross, coarse, sensuous girl, physically attractive no doubt, and financially reasonably secure, or so she had seemed; but what else? Nothing, literally nothing; and his son had seemed to have at least some spiritual ideals at first. Ernestine had taken up with Mrs. George de Gaud  a miserable, narrow creature, so Haymaker thought  largely for Wesleys sake, he presumed. Anyhow, everything had been done to encourage Wesley in his suit and Irma in her toleration, and now look at them! De Gaud père had since failed and left his daughter practically nothing. Irma had been interested in anything but Wesleys career, had followed what she considered the smart among the new-rich  a smarter, wilder, newer new-rich than ever Ernestine had fancied, or could. To-day she was without a thought for anything besides teas and country clubs and theaters  and what else?

And long since Wesley had begun to realize it himself. He was an engineer now, in the employ of one of the great construction companies, a moderately successful man. But even Ernestine, who had engineered the match and thought it wonderful, was now down on her. She had begun to see through her some years ago, when Irma had begun to ignore her; only before it was always the De Gauds here, and the De Gauds there. Good gracious, what more could any one want than the De Gauds  Irma de Gaud, for instance? Then came the concealed dissension between Irma and Wesley, and now Mrs. Haymaker insisted that Irma had held, and was holding Wesley back. She was not the right woman for him. Almost  against all her prejudices  she was willing that he should leave her. Only, if Haymaker had broached anything like that in connection with himself!

And yet Mrs. Haymaker had been determined, because of what she considered the position of the De Gauds at that time, that Wesley should marry Irma. Wesley now had to slave at mediocre tasks in order to have enough to allow Irma to run in so-called fast society of a second or third rate. And even at that she was not faithful to him  or so Haymaker believed. There were so many strange evidences. And yet Haymaker felt that he did not care to interfere now. How could he? Irma was tired of Wesley, and that was all there was to it. She was looking elsewhere, he was sure.

Take but one more case, that of Ethelberta. What a name! In spite of all Ernestines determination to make her so successful and thereby reflect some credit on her had she really succeeded in so doing? To be sure, Ethelbertas marriage was somewhat more successful financially than Wesleys had proved to be, but was she any better placed in other ways? John Kelso Jack, as she always called him  with his light ways and lighter mind, was he really any one!  anything more than a waster? His parents stood by him no doubt, but that was all; and so much the worse for him. According to Mrs. Haymaker at the time, he, too, was an ideal boy, admirable, just the man for Ethelberta, because the Kelsos, père and mère, had money. Horner Kelso had made a kind of fortune in Chicago in the banknote business, and had settled in New York, about the time that Ethelberta was fifteen, to spend it. Ethelberta had met Grace Kelso at school.

And now see! She was not unattractive, and had some pleasant, albeit highly affected, social ways; she had money, and a comfortable apartment in Park Avenue; but what had it all come to? John Kelso had never done anything really, nothing. His parents money and indulgence and his early training for a better social state had ruined him if he had ever had a mind that amounted to anything. He was idle, pleasure-loving, mentally indolent, like Irma de Gaud. Those two should have met and married, only they could never have endured each other. But how Mrs. Haymaker had courted the Kelsos in her eager and yet diplomatic way, giving teas and receptions and theater parties; and yet he had never been able to exchange ten significant words with either of them, or the younger Kelsos either. Think of it!

And somehow in the process Ethelberta, for all his early affection and tenderness and his still kindly feeling for her, had been weaned away from him and had proved a limited and conventional girl, somewhat like her mother, and more inclined to listen to her than to him  though he had not minded that really. It had been the same with Wesley before her. Perhaps, however, a child was entitled to its likes and dislikes, regardless.

But why had he stood for it all, he now kept asking himself. Why? What grand results, if any, had been achieved? Were their children so wonderful?  their lives? Would he not have been better off without her  his children better, even, by a different woman?  hers by a different man? Wouldnt it have been better if he had destroyed it all, broken away? There would have been pain, of course, terrible consequences, but even so he would have been free to go, to do, to reorganize his life on another basis. Zingara had avoided marriage entirely  wise man. But no, no; always convention, that long list of reasons and terrors he was always reciting to himself. He had allowed himself to be pulled round by the nose, God only knows why, and that was all there was to it. Weakness, if you will, perhaps; fear of convention; fear of what people would think and say.

Always now he found himself brooding over the dire results to him of all this respect on his part for convention, moral order, the duty of keeping society on an even keel, of not bringing disgrace to his children and himself and her, and yet ruining his own life emotionally by so doing. To be respectable had been so important that it had resulted in spiritual failure for him. But now all that was over with him, and Mrs. Haymaker was ill, near to death, and he was expected to wish her to get well, and be happy with her for a long time yet! Be happy! In spite of anything he might wish or think he ought to do, he couldnt. He couldnt even wish her to get well.

It was too much to ask. There was actually a haunting satisfaction in the thought that she might die now. It wouldnt be much, but it would be something  a few years of freedom. That was something. He was not utterly old yet, and he might have a few years of peace and comfort to himself still  and  and  That dream  that dream  though it might never come true now  it couldnt really  still  still  He wanted to be free to go his own way once more, to do as he pleased, to walk, to think, to brood over what he had not had  to brood over what he had not had! Only, only, whenever he looked into her pale sick face and felt her damp limp hands he could not quite wish that, either; not quite, not even now. It seemed too hard, too brutal  only  only  So he wavered.

No; in spite of her long-past struggle over foolish things and in spite of himself and all he had endured or thought he had, he was still willing that she should live; only he couldnt wish it exactly. Yes, let her live if she could. What matter to him now whether she lived or died? Whenever he looked at her he could not help thinking how helpless she would be without him, what a failure at her age, and so on. And all along, as he wryly repeated to himself, she had been thinking and feeling that she was doing the very best for him and her and the children!  that she was really the ideal wife for him, making every dollar go as far as it would, every enjoyment yield the last drop for them all, every move seeming to have been made to their general advantage! Yes, that was true. There was a pathos about it, wasnt there? But as for the actual results  !

The next morning, the second after his talk with Doctor Storm, found him sitting once more beside his front window in the early dawn, and so much of all this, and much more, was coming back to him, as before. For the thousandth or the ten-thousandth time, as it seemed to him, in all the years that had gone, he was concluding again that his life was a failure. If only he were free for a little while just to be alone and think, perhaps to discover what life might bring him yet; only on this occasion his thoughts were colored by a new turn in the situation. Yesterday afternoon, because Mrs. Haymakers condition had grown worse, the consultation between Grainger and Storm was held, and to-day sometime transfusion was to be tried, that last grim stand taken by physicians in distress over a case; blood taken from a strong ex-cavalryman out of a position, in this case, and the best to be hoped for, but not assured. In this instance his thoughts were as before wavering. Now supposing she really died, in spite of this? What would he think of himself then? He went back after a time and looked in on her where she was still sleeping. Now she was not so strong as before, or so she seemed; her pulse was not so good, the nurse said. And now as before his mood changed in her favor, but only for a little while. For later, waking, she seemed to look and feel better.

Later he came up to the dining room, where the nurse was taking her breakfast, and seating himself beside her, as was his custom these days, asked: How do you think she is to-day?

He and the night nurse had thus had their breakfasts together for days. This nurse, Miss Filson, was such a smooth, pink, graceful creature, with light hair and blue eyes, the kind of eyes and color that of late, and in earlier years, had suggested to him the love time or youth that he had missed.

The latter looked grave, as though she really feared the worst but was concealing it.

No worse, I think, and possibly a little better, she replied, eying him sympathetically. He could see that she too felt that he was old and in danger of being neglected. Her pulse is a little stronger, nearly normal now, and she is resting easily. Doctor Storm and Doctor Grainger are coming, though, at ten. Then theyll decide whats to be done. I think if shes worse that they are going to try transfusion. The man has been engaged. Doctor Storm said that when she woke to-day she was to be given strong beef tea. Mrs. Elfridge is making it now. The fact that she is not much worse, though, is a good sign in itself, I think.

Haymaker merely stared at her from under his heavy gray eyebrows. He was so tired and gloomy, not only because he had not slept much of late himself but because of this sawing to and fro between his varying moods. Was he never to be able to decide for himself what he really wished? Was he never to be done with this interminable moral or spiritual problem? Why could he not make up his mind on the side of moral order, sympathy, and be at peace? Miss Filson pattered on about other heart cases, how so many people lived years and years after they were supposed to die of heart lesion; and he meditated as to the grayness and strangeness of it all, the worthlessness of his own life, the variability of his own moods. Why was he so? How queer  how almost evil, sinister  he had become at times; how weak at others. Last night as he had looked at Ernestine lying in bed, and this morning before he had seen her, he had thought if she only would die  if he were only really free once more, even at this late date. But then when he had seen her again this morning and now when Miss Filson spoke of transfusion, he felt sorry again. What good would it do him now? Why should he want to kill her? Could such evil ideas go unpunished either in this world or the next? Supposing his children could guess! Supposing she did die now  and he wished it so fervently only this morning  how would he feel? After all, Ernestine had not been so bad. She had tried, hadnt she?  only she had not been able to make a success of things, as he saw it, and he had not been able to love her, that was all. He reproached himself once more now with the hardness and the cruelty of his thoughts.

The opinion of the two physicians was that Mrs. Haymaker was not much better and that this first form of blood transfusion must be resorted to  injected straight via a pump  which should restore her greatly provided her heart did not bleed it out too freely. Before doing so, however, both men once more spoke to Haymaker, who in an excess of self-condemnation insisted that no expense must be spared. If her life was in danger, save it by any means  all. It was precious to her, to him and to her children. So he spoke. Thus he felt that he was lending every force which could be expected of him, aside from fervently wishing for her recovery, which even now, in spite of himself, he could not do. He was too weary of it all, the conventional round of duties and obligations. But if she recovered, as her physicians seemed to think she might if transfusion were tried, if she gained even, it would mean that he would have to take her away for the summer to some quiet mountain resort  to be with her hourly during the long period in which she would be recovering. Well, he would not complain now. That was all right. He would do it. He would be bored of course, as usual, but it would be too bad to have her die when she could be saved. Yes, that was true. And yet  

He went down to his office again and in the meantime this first form of transfusion was tried, and proved a great success, apparently. She was much better, so the day nurse phoned at three; very much better. At five-thirty Mr. Haymaker returned, no unsatisfactory word having come in the interim, and there she was, resting on a raised pillow, if you please, and looking so cheerful, more like her old self than he had seen her in some time.

At once then his mood changed again. They were amazing, these variations in his own thoughts, almost chemic, not volitional, decidedly peculiar for a man who was supposed to know his own mind  only did one, ever? Now she would not die. Now the whole thing would go on as before. He was sure of it. Well, he might as well resign himself to the old sense of failure. He would never be free now. Everything would go on as before, the next and the next day the same. Terrible! Though he seemed glad  really grateful, in a way, seeing her cheerful and hopeful once more  still the obsession of failure and being once more bound forever returned now. In his own bed at midnight he said to himself: Now she will really get well. All will be as before. I will never be free. I will never have a day  a day! Never!

But the next morning, to his surprise and fear or comfort, as his moods varied, she was worse again; and then once more he reproached himself for his black thoughts. Was he not really killing her by what he thought? he asked himself  these constant changes in his mood? Did not his dark wishes have power? Was he not as good as a murderer in his way? Think, if he had always to feel from now on that he had killed her by wishing so! Would not that be dreadful  an awful thing really? Why was he this way? Could he not be human, kind?

When Doctor Storm came at nine-thirty, after a telephone call from the nurse, and looked grave and spoke of horses blood as being better, thicker than human blood  not so easily bled out of the heart when injected as a serum  Haymaker was beside himself with self-reproaches and sad, disturbing fear. His dark, evil thoughts of last night and all these days had done this, he was sure. Was he really a murderer at heart, a dark criminal, plotting her death?  and for what? Why had he wished last night that she would die? Her case must be very desperate.

You must do your best, he now said to Doctor Storm. Whatever is needful  she must not die if you can help it.

No, Mr. Haymaker, returned the latter sympathetically. All that can be done will be done. You need not fear. I have an idea that we didnt inject enough yesterday, and anyhow human blood is not thick enough in this case. She responded, but not enough. We will see what we can do to-day.

Haymaker, pressed with duties, went away, subdued and sad. Now once more he decided that he must not tolerate these dark ideas any more, must rid himself of these black wishes, whatever he might feel. It was evil. They would eventually come back to him in some dark way, he might be sure. They might be influencing her. She must be allowed to recover if she could without any opposition on his part. He must now make a further sacrifice of his own life, whatever it cost. It was only decent, only human. Why should he complain now, anyhow, after all these years! What difference would a few more years make? He returned at evening, consoled by his own good thoughts and a telephone message at three to the effect that his wife was much better. This second injection had proved much more effective. Horses blood was plainly better for her. She was stronger, and sitting up again. He entered at five, and found her lying there pale and weak, but still with a better light in her eye, a touch of color in her cheeks  or so he thought  more force, and a very faint smile for him, so marked had been the change. How great and kind Doctor Storm really was! How resourceful! If she would only get well now! If this dread siege would only abate! Doctor Storm was coming again at eight.

Well, how are you, dear? she asked, looking at him sweetly and lovingly, and taking his hand in hers.

He bent and kissed her forehead  a Judas kiss, he had thought up to now, but not so to-night. To-night he was kind, generous  anxious, even, for her to live.

All right, dearest; very good indeed. And how are you? Its such a fine evening out. You ought to get well soon so as to enjoy these spring days.

Im going to, she replied softly. I feel so much better. And how have you been? Has your work gone all right?

He nodded and smiled and told her bits of news. Ethelberta had phoned that she was coming, bringing violets. Wesley had said he would be here at six, with Irma! Such-and-such people had asked after her. How could he have been so evil, he now asked himself, as to wish her to die? She was not so bad  really quite charming in her way, an ideal wife for some one, if not him. She was as much entitled to live and enjoy her life as he was to enjoy his; and after all she was the mother of his children, had been with him all these years. Besides, the day had been so fine  it was now  a wondrous May evening. The air and sky were simply delicious. A lavender haze was in the air. The telephone bell now ringing brought still another of a long series of inquiries as to her condition. There had been so many of these during the last few days, the maid said, and especially to-day  and she gave Mr. Haymaker a list of names. See, he thought, she had even more friends than he, being so good, faithful, worthy. Why should he wish her ill?

He sat down to dinner with Ethelberta and Wesley when they arrived, and chatted quite gayly  more hopefully than he had in weeks. His own varying thoughts no longer depressing him, for the moment he was happy. How were they? What were the children all doing? At eight-thirty Doctor Storm came again, and announced that he thought Mrs. Haymaker was doing very well indeed, all things considered.

Her condition is fairly promising, I must say, he said. If she gets through another night or two comfortably without falling back I think shell do very well from now on. Her strength seems to be increasing a fraction. However, we must not be too optimistic. Cases of this kind are very treacherous. To-morrow well see how she feels, whether she needs any more blood.

He went away, and at ten Ethelberta and Wesley left for the night, asking to be called if she grew worse, thus leaving him alone once more. He sat and meditated. At eleven, after a few moments at his wifes bedside  absolute quiet had been the doctors instructions these many days  he himself went to bed. He was very tired. His varying thoughts had afflicted him so much that he was always tired, it seemed  his evil conscience, he called it  but to-night he was sure he would sleep. He felt better about himself, about life. He had done better, to-day. He should never have tolerated such dark thoughts. And yet  and yet  and yet  

He lay on his bed near a window which commanded a view of a small angle of the park, and looked out. There were the spring trees, as usual, silvered now by the light, a bit of lake showing at one end. Here in the city a bit of sylvan scenery such as this was so rare and so expensive. In his youth he had been so fond of water, any small lake or stream or pond. In his youth, also, he had loved the moon, and to walk in the dark. It had all, always, been so suggestive of love and happiness, and he had so craved love and happiness and never had it. Once he had designed a yacht club, the base of which suggested waves. Once, years ago, he had thought of designing a lovely cottage or country house for himself and some new love  that wonderful one  if ever she came and he were free. How wonderful it would all have been. Now  now  the thought at such an hour and especially when it was too late, seemed sacrilegious, hard, cold, unmoral, evil. He turned his face away from the moonlight and sighed, deciding to sleep and shut out these older and darker and sweeter thoughts if he could, and did.

Presently he dreamed, and it was as if some lovely spirit of beauty  that wondrous thing he had always been seeking  came and took him by the hand and led him out, out by dimpling streams and clear rippling lakes and a great, noble highway where were temples and towers and figures in white marble. And it seemed as he walked as if something had been, or were, promised him  a lovely fruition to something which he craved  only the world toward which he walked was still dark or shadowy, with something sad and repressing about it, a haunting sense of a still darker distance. He was going toward beauty apparently, but he was still seeking, seeking, and it was dark there when  

Mr. Haymaker! Mr. Haymaker! came a voice  soft, almost mystical at first, and then clearer and more disturbing, as a hand was laid on him. Will you come at once? Its Mrs. Haymaker!

On the instant he was on his feet seizing the blue silk dressing gown hanging at his beds head, and adjusting it as he hurried. Mrs. Elfridge and the nurse were behind him, very pale and distrait, wringing their hands. He could tell by that that the worst was at hand. When he reached the bedroom  her bedroom  there she lay as in life  still, peaceful, already limp, as though she were sleeping. Her thin, and as he sometimes thought, cold, lips were now parted in a faint, gracious smile, or trace of one. He had seen her look that way, too, at times; a really gracious smile, and wise, wiser than she was. The long, thin, graceful hands were open, the fingers spread slightly apart as though she were tired, very tired. The eyelids, too, rested wearily on tired eyes. Her form, spare as always, was outlined clearly under the thin coverlets. Miss Filson, the night nurse, was saying something about having fallen asleep for a moment, and waking only to find her so. She was terribly depressed and disturbed, possibly because of Doctor Storm.

Haymaker paused, greatly shocked and moved by the sight  more so than by anything since the death of little Elwell. After all, she had tried, according to her light. But now she was dead  and they had been together so long! He came forward, tears of sympathy springing to his eyes, then sank down beside the bed on his knees so as not to disturb her right hand where it lay.

Ernie, dear, he said gently, Ernie  are you really gone? His voice was full of sorrow; but to himself it sounded false, traitorous.

He lifted the hand and put it to his lips sadly, then leaned his head against her, thinking of his long, mixed thoughts these many days, while both Mrs. Elfridge and the nurse began wiping their eyes. They were so sorry for him, he was so old now!

After a while he got up  they came forward to persuade him at last  looking tremendously sad and distrait, and asked Mrs. Elfridge and the nurse not to disturb his children. They could not aid her now. Let them rest until morning. Then he went back to his own room and sat down on the bed for a moment, gazing out on the same silvery scene that had attracted him before. It was dreadful. So then his dark wishing had come true at last? Possibly his black thoughts had killed her after all. Was that possible? Had his voiceless prayers been answered in this grim way? And did she know now what he had really thought? Dark thought. Where was she now? What was she thinking now if she knew? Would she hate him  haunt him? It was not dawn yet, only two or three in the morning, and the moon was still bright. And in the next room she was lying, pale and cool, gone forever now out of his life.

He got up after a time and went forward into that pleasant front room where he had so often loved to sit, then back into her room to view the body again. Now that she was gone, here more than elsewhere, in her dead presence, he seemed better able to collect his scattered thoughts. She might see or she might not  might know or not. It was all over now. Only he could not help but feel a little evil. She had been so faithful, if nothing more, so earnest in behalf of him and of his children. He might have spared her these last dark thoughts of these last few days. His feelings were so jumbled that he could not place them half the time. But at the same time the ethics of the past, of his own irritated feelings and moods in regard to her, had to be adjusted somehow before he could have peace. They must be adjusted, only how  how? He and Mrs. Elfridge had agreed not to disturb Doctor Storm any more to-night. They were all agreed to get what rest they could against the morning.

After a time he came forward once more to the front room to sit and gaze at the park. Here, perhaps, he could solve these mysteries for himself, think them out, find out what he did feel. He was evil for having wished all he had, that he knew and felt. And yet there was his own story, too  his life. The dawn was breaking by now; a faint grayness shaded the east and dimly lightened this room. A tall pier mirror between two windows now revealed him to himself  spare, angular, disheveled, his beard and hair astray and his eyes weary. The figure he made here as against his dreams of a happier life, once he were free, now struck him forcibly. What a farce! What a failure! Why should he, of all people, think of further happiness in love, even if he were free? Look at his reflection here in this mirror. What a picture  old, grizzled, done for! Had he not known that for so long? Was it not too ridiculous? Why should he have tolerated such vain thoughts? What could he of all people hope for now? No thing of beauty would have him now. Of course not. That glorious dream of his youth was gone forever. It was a mirage, an ignis fatuus. His wife might just as well have lived as died, for all the difference it would or could make to him. Only, he was really free just the same, almost as it were in spite of his varying moods. But he was old, weary, done for, a recluse and ungainly.

Now the innate cruelty of life, its blazing ironic indifference to him and so many grew rapidly upon him. What had he had? What all had he not missed? Dismally he stared first at his dark wrinkled skin; the crows-feet at the sides of his eyes; the wrinkles across his forehead and between the eyes; his long, dark, wrinkled hands  handsome hands they once were, he thought; his angular, stiff body. Once he had been very much of a personage, he thought, striking, forceful, dynamic  but now! He turned and looked out over the park where the young trees were, and the lake, to the pinking dawn  just a trace now  a significant thing in itself at this hour surely  the new dawn, so wondrously new for younger people  then back at himself. What could he wish for now  what hope for?

As he did so his dream came back to him  that strange dream of seeking and being led and promised and yet always being led forward into a dimmer, darker land. What did that mean? Had it any real significance? Was it all to be dimmer, darker still? Was it typical of his life? He pondered.

Free! he said after a time. Free! I know now how that is. I am free now, at last! Free! . . . Free! . . . Yes  free . . . to die!

So he stood there ruminating and smoothing his hair and his beard.


McEWEN OF THE SHINING SLAVE MAKERS

It was a hot day in August. The parching rays of a summer sun had faded the once sappy green leaves of the trees to a dull and dusty hue. The grass, still good to look upon in shady places, spread sere and dry where the light had fallen unbroken. The roads were hot with thick dust, and wherever a stone path led, it reflected heat to weary body and soul.

Robert McEwen had taken a seat under a fine old beech tree whose broad arms cast a welcome shade. He had come here out of the toil of the busy streets.

For a time he gave himself over to blank contemplation of the broad park and the occasional carriages that jingled by. Presently his meditation was broken by an ant on his trousers, which he flipped away with his finger. This awoke him to the thought that there might be more upon him. He stood up, shaking and brushing himself. Then he noticed an ant running along the walk in front of him. He stamped on it.

I guess that will do for you, he said, half aloud, and sat down again.

Now only did he really notice the walk. It was wide and hard and hot. Many ants were hurrying about, and now he saw that they were black. At last, one more active than the others fixed his eye. He followed it with his glance for more than a score of feet.

This particular ant was progressing urgently, now to the right, now to the left, stopping here and there, but never for more than a second. Its energy, the zigzag course it pursued, the frequency with which it halted to examine something, enlisted his interest. As he gazed, the path grew in imagination until it assumed immense proportions.

Suddenly he bestirred himself, took a single glance and then jumped, rubbing his eyes. He was in an unknown world, strange in every detail. The branched and many-limbed trees had disappeared. A forest of immense flat swords of green swayed in the air above him. The ground between lacked its carpet of green and was roughly strewn with immense boulders of clay. The air was strong with an odor which seemed strange and yet familiar. Only the hot sun streaming down and a sky of faultless blue betokened a familiar world. In regard to himself McEwen felt peculiar and yet familiar. What was it that made these surroundings and himself seem odd and yet usual? He could not tell. His three pairs of limbs and his vigorous mandibles seemed natural enough. The fact that he sensed rather than saw things was natural and yet odd. Forthwith moved by a sense of duty, necessity, and a kind of tribal obligation which he more felt than understood, he set out in search of food and prey and presently came to a broad plain, so wide that his eye could scarce command more than what seemed an immediate portion of it. He halted and breathed with a feeling of relief. Just then a voice startled him.

Anything to eat hereabout? questioned the newcomer in a friendly and yet self-interested tone.

McEwen drew back.

I do not know, he said, I have just

Terrible, said the stranger, not waiting to hear his answer. It looks like famine. You know the Sanguineæ have gone to war.

No, answered McEwen mechanically.

Yes, said the other, they raided the Fuscæ yesterday. Theyll be down on us next.

With that the stranger made off. McEwen was about to exclaim at the use of the word us when a ravenous craving for food, brought now forcibly to his mind by the words of the other, made him start in haste after him.

Then came another who bespoke him in passing.

I havent found a thing to-day, and Ive been all the way to the Pratensis region. I didnt dare go any further without having some others with me. Theyre hungry, too, up there, though theyve just made a raid. You heard the Sanguineæ went to war, didnt you?

Yes, he told me, said McEwen, indicating the retreating figure of the stranger.

Oh, Ermi. Yes, hes been over in their territory. Well, Ill be going now.

McEwen hastened after Ermi at a good pace, and soon overtook him. The latter had stopped and was gathering in his mandibles a jagged crumb, almost as large as himself.

Oh! exclaimed McEwen eagerly, where did you get that?

Here, said Ermi.

Will you give me a little?

I will not, said the other, and a light came in his eye that was almost evil.

All right, said McEwen, made bold by hunger and yet cautious by danger, which way would you advise me to look?

Wherever you please, said Ermi, why ask me? You are not new at seeking, and strode off.

The forest was better than this, thought McEwen; there I would not die of the heat, anyhow, and I might find food. Here is nothing, and he turned and glanced about for a sight of the jungle whence he had come.

Far to the left and rear of him he saw it, those great up-standing swords. As he gazed, revolving in his troubled mind whether he should return or not, he saw another like himself hurrying toward him out of the distance.

He eagerly hailed the newcomer, who was yet a long way off.

What is it? asked the other, coming up rapidly.

Do you know where I can get something to eat?

Is that why you called me? he answered, eyeing him angrily. Do you ask in time of famine? Certainly not. If I had anything for myself, I would not be out here. Go and hunt for it like the rest of us. Why should you be asking?

I have been hunting, cried McEwen, his anger rising. I have searched here until I am almost starved.

No worse off than any of us, are you? said the other. Look at me. Do you suppose I am feasting?

He went off in high dudgeon, and McEwen gazed after him in astonishment. The indifference and sufficiency were at once surprising and yet familiar. Later he found himself falling rapidly into helpless lassitude from both hunger and heat, when a voice, as of one in pain, hailed him.

Ho! it cried.

Hello! he answered.

Come, come! was the feeble reply.

McEwen started forward at once. When he was still many times his own length away he recognized the voice as that of his testy friend of a little while before, but now sadly changed. He was stretched upon the earth, working his mandibles feebly.

What is it? asked McEwen solicitously. What ails you? How did this happen?

I dont know, said the other. I was passing along here when that struck me, indicating a huge boulder. I am done for, though. You may as well have this food now, since you are one of us. The tribe can use what you do not eat, he sighed.

Oh, nothing of the sort, said McEwen solicitously, the while he viewed the crushed limbs and side of the sufferer. Youll be all right. Why do you speak of death? Just tell me where to take you, or whom to go for.

No, said the other, it would be no use. You see how it is. They could do nothing for me. I did not want your aid. I merely wanted you to have this food here. I shall not want it now.

Dont say that, returned McEwen. You mustnt talk about dying. There must be something I can do. Tell me. I dont want your food.

No, there isnt anything you could do. There isnt any cure, you know that. Report, when you return, how I was killed. Just leave me now and take that with you. They need it, if you do not.

McEwen viewed him silently. This reference to a colony or tribe or home seemed to clarify many things for him. He remembered now apparently the long road he had come, the immense galleries of the colony to which he belonged under the earth, the passages by which he had made his way in and out, the powerful and revered ant mother, various larvæ to be fed and eggs to be tended. To be sure. That was it. He was a part of this immense colony or group. The heat must have affected his sensory powers. He must gather food and return there  kill spiders, beetles, grubs, and bring them back to help provision the colony. That was it. Only there were so few to be found here, for some reason.

The sufferer closed his eyes in evident pain, and trembled convulsively. Then he fell back and died.

McEwen gazed upon the now fast stiffening body, with all but indifference, and wondered. The spectacle seemed so familiar as to be all but commonplace. Apparently he had seen so many die that way. Had he not, in times past, reported the deaths of hundreds?

Is he dead? asked a voice at his side.

Yes, said McEwen, scarcely bringing himself out of his meditation sufficiently to observe the newcomer.

Well, then, he will not need this, I guess, said the other, and he seized upon the huge lump with his mandibles, but McEwen was on the alert and savage into the bargain, on the instant. He, too, gripped his mandibles upon it.

I was called by him to have this, before he died, he shouted and I propose to have it. Let go.

That I will not, said the other with great vigor and energy. Ill have some of it, at least, and, giving a mighty wrench, which sent both himself and McEwen sprawling, he tore off a goodly portion of it and ran, gaining his feet so quickly that he was a good length off before McEwen arose. The latter was too hungry, however, to linger in useless rage, and now fell to and ate before any other should disturb him. Then, feeling partially satisfied, he stretched himself languorously and continued more at his leisure. After a time he shook himself out of his torpor which had seized on him with his eating, and made off for the distant jungle, in which direction, as he now felt, lay the colony home.

He was in one of the darkest and thickest portions of the route thither when there was borne to him from afar the sound of feet in marching time, and a murmuring as of distant voices. He stopped and listened. Presently the sounds grew louder and more individual. He could now tell that a great company was nearing him. The narrow path which he followed was clear for some distance, and open to observation. Not knowing what creatures he was about to meet, he stepped out of it into a thicket, at one side and took up a position behind a great boulder. The tramp of many feet was now so close as to bode contact and discovery, and he saw, through the interstices of green stalks, a strange column filing along the path he had left. They were no other than a company of red warriors  slave makers like himself, only of a different species, the fierce Sanguineæ that Ermi had spoken of as having gone to war.

To war they certainly had been, and no doubt were going again. Nearly every warrior carried with him some mark of plunder or of death. Many bore in their mandibles dead bodies of the enemy or their larvæ captured from a Fuscan colony. Others bore upon their legs the severed heads of the poor blacks who had been slain in the defense of their home, and whose jaws still clung to their foes, fixed in the rigor of death. Still others dragged the bodies of their victims, and shouted as they went, making the long, lonely path to ring with uncanny sounds as they disappeared in the distance.

McEwen came furtively out after a time and looked after them. He had gotten far to the left of the warriors and somewhat to the front of them, and was just about to leave the shadow of one clump of bushes to hurry to a neighboring stone, when there filed out from the very shelter upon which he had his eye fixed, the figure of one whom he immediately recognized as Ermi. The latter seemed to await a favorable opportunity when he should not be observed, and then started running. McEwen followed. In the distance could be seen a group of the Sanguineæ, who had evidently paused for something, moving about in great excitement, in groups of two or three, gesticulating and talking. Some of those not otherwise engaged displayed a sensibility of danger or a lust of war by working their jaws and sawing at heavy stones with their mandibles. Presently one gazed in the direction of Ermi, and shouted to the others.

Immediately four warriors set out in pursuit. McEwen hastened after Ermi, to see what would become of him. Discreetly hidden himself, he could do this with considerable equanimity. As he approached, he saw Ermi moving backward and forward, endeavoring to close the entrance to a cave in which he had now taken refuge. Apparently that warrior had become aware that no time was to be lost, since he also could see the pursuing Sanguineæ. With a swiftness born of daring and a keen realization of danger, he arranged a large boulder at the very edge of the portal as a key, and then others in such position that when the first should topple in the others would follow. Then he crawled deftly inside the portal, and pulling the keystone, toppled the whole mass in after him.

This was hardly done when the Sanguineæ were upon him. They were four cruel, murderous fighters, deeply scarred. One, called by the others Og, had a blacks head at his thigh. One of his temples bore a scar, and the tip of his left antenna was broken. He was a keen old warrior, however, and scented the prey at once.

Hi, you! he shouted to the others. Heres the place.

Just then another drew near to the portal which Ermi had barricaded. He looked at it closely, walked about several times, sounded with his antennæ and then listened. There was no answer.

Hist! he exclaimed to the others.

Now they came up. They also looked, but so well had Ermi done his work that they were puzzled.

Im not sure, said Og, it looks to me more like an abandoned cave than an entrance.

Tear it open, anyway, advocated Ponan, the second of the quartette, speaking for the first time. There may be no other exit.

Aha! cried Og, Good! We will see anyhow.

Come on! yelled Maru, a third, seizing the largest boulder, Mandibles to!

Out with him! cried Om, jumping eagerly to work. We will have him out in a jiffy!

It was not an easy task, as the boulders were heavy and deep, but they tore them out. Later they dragged forth Ermi, who, finding himself captured, seized the head of Maru with his mandibles. Og, on the other hand, seized one of Ermis legs in his powerful jaws. The others also had taken hold. The antennae of all were thrown back, and the entire mass went pushing and shoving, turning and tumbling in a whirl.

McEwen gazed, excited and sympathetic. At first he thought to avoid it all, having a horror of death, but a moment later decided to come to his friends rescue, a feeling of tribal relationship which was overwhelming coming over him. Springing forward, he clambered upon the back of Og, at whose neck he began to saw with his powerful teeth. Og, realizing a new adversary, released his hold upon Ermis limb and endeavored to shake off his new enemy. McEwen held tight, however. The others, however, too excited to observe the newcomer, still struggled to destroy Ermi. The latter had stuck steadily to his labor of killing Maru, and now, when Ogs hold was loosened, he gave a powerful crush and Maru breathed his last. This advantaged him little, however, for both Ponan and Om were attacking his sides.

Take that! shouted Om, throwing himself violently upon Ermi and turning him over. Saw off his head, Ponan.

Ponan released his hold and sprang for Ermis head. There was a kicking and crushing of jaws, and Ponan secured his grip.

Kill him! yelled Om. Come, Og! Come!

At this very moment Ogs severed head fell to the ground, and McEwen leaping from his back, sprang to the aid of Ermi.

Come! he shouted at Ponan, who was sawing at Ermis head. Its two to two now, and McEwen gave such a wrench to Ponans side that he writhed in pain, and released his hold on Ermi.

But recovering himself he leaped upon McEwen, and bore him down, sprawling.

The fight was now more desperate than ever. The combatants rolled and tossed. McEwens right antenna was broken by his fall, and one of his legs was injured. He could seem to get no hold upon his adversary, whom he now felt to be working toward his neck.

Let go! he yelled, gnashing at him with his mandibles, but Ponan only tightened his murderous jaws.

Better fortune was now with Ermi, however, who was a more experienced fighter. Getting a grip upon Oms body, he hurled him to the ground and left him stunned and senseless.

Seeing McEwens predicament, he now sprang to his aid. The latter was being sadly worsted and but for the generous aid of Ermi, would have been killed. The latter struck Ponan a terrific blow with his head and having stunned him, dragged him off. The two, though much injured, now seized upon the unfortunate Sanguinea and tore him in two, and would have done as much for Om, had they not discovered that that bedraggled warrior had recovered sufficiently to crawl away and hide.

McEwen and Ermi now drew near to each other in warm admiration.

Come with me, said Ermi. They are all about here now and that coward who escaped will have them upon us. There is a corridor into our home from here, only I was not able to reach it before they caught me. Help me barricade this entrance.

Together they built up the stones more effectually than before, and then entered, toppling the mass in behind them. With considerable labor, they built up another barricade below.

You watch a moment, now, said Ermi to McEwen, and then hurried down a long passage through which he soon returned bringing with him a sentinel, who took up guard duty at the point where the fight had occurred. He will stay here and give the alarm in case another attack is made, he commented.

Come now, he added, touching McEwen affectionately with his antennæ. Leading the way, Ermi took him along a long winding corridor with which, somehow, he seemed to be familiar, and through various secret passages into the colony house.

You see, he said to McEwen familiarly, as they went, they could not have gotten in here, even if they had killed me, without knowing the way. Our passageways are too intricate. But it is as well to keep a picket there, now that they are about. Where have you been? You do not belong to our colony, do you?

McEwen related his experiences since their meeting in the desert, without explaining where he came from.

He knew that he was a member of some other colony of this same tribe without being sure of which one. A strange feeling of wandering confusion possessed him, as though he had been injured in some way, somewhere, and was lost for the moment.

Well, you might as well stay with us, now, said Ermi. Are you hungry?

Very, said McEwen.

Then we will eat at once.

McEwen now gazed upon a domed chamber of vast proportions, with which, also, he seemed familiar, an old inhabitant of one such, no less. It had several doors that opened out into galleries, and corridors leading to other chambers and store rooms, a home for thousands.

Many members of this allied family now hurried to meet them, all genially enough.

You have had an encounter with them? asked several at once.

Nothing to speak of, said Ermi, who, fighter that he was, had also a touch of vanity. Look after my friend here, who has saved my life.

Not I! cried McEwen warmly.

They could not explain, however, before they were seized by their admirers and carried into a chamber where none of the din of preparation penetrated, and where was a carpet of soft grass threads upon which they might lie.

Injured though they were, neither could endure lying still for long, and were soon poking about, though unable to do anything. McEwen was privileged to idle and listlessly watch an attack on one portal of the cave which lasted an entire day, resulting in failure for the invaders. It was a rather broken affair, the principal excitement occurring about the barricaded portals and secret exits at the end of the long corridors, where McEwen often found himself in the way. The story of his prowess had been well told by Ermi, and he was a friend and hero whom many served. A sort of ambulance service was established which not only looked to the bringing in of the injured, but also to the removal of the dead. A graveyard was prepared just outside one of the secret entrances, far from the scene of the siege, and here the dead were laid in orderly rows.

The siege having ended temporarily the same day it began, the household resumed its old order. Those who had remained within went forth for forage. The care of the communal young, which had been somewhat interrupted, was now resumed. Larvæ and chrysalis, which had been left almost unattended in the vast nurseries, were moved to and fro between the rooms where the broken sunlight warmed, and the shadow gave them rest.

There is war ahead, said Ermi to McEwen one day not long after this. These Sanguineæ will never let us alone until we give them battle. We shall have to stir up the whole race of Shining Slave Makers and fight all the Sanguineæ before we have peace again.

Good, said McEwen. I am ready.

So am I, answered Ermi, but it is no light matter. They are our ancient enemy and as powerful as we. If we meet again you will see war that is war.

Not long after this McEwen and Ermi, foraging together, encountered a Sanguinea, who fought with them and was slain. Numerous Lucidi, of which tribe he found himself to be a member, left the community of a morning to labor and were never heard of again. Encounters between parties of both camps were frequent, and orderly living ceased.

At last the entire community was in a ferment, and a council was called. It was held in the main saloon of the formicary, a vast chamber whose hollowed dome rose like the open sky above them. The queen of the community was present, and all the chief warriors, including Ermi and McEwen. Loud talking and fierce comment were indulged in to no point, until Yumi, long a light in the councils of the Lucidi, spoke. He was short and sharp of speech.

We must go to war, he said. Our old enemies will give us no peace. Send couriers to all the colonies of the Shining Slave Makers. We will meet the Red Slave Makers as we did before.

Ah, said an old Lucidi, who stood at McEwens side, that was a great battle. You dont remember. You were too young. There were thousands and thousands in that. I could not walk for the dead.

Are we to have another such? asked McEwen.

If the rest of us come. We are a great people. The Shining Slave Makers are numberless.

Just then another voice spoke, and Ermi listened.

Let us send for them to come here. When the Sanguineæ again lay siege let us pour out and destroy them. Let none escape.

Let us first send couriers and hear what our people say, broke in Ermi loudly. The Sanguineæ are a vast people also. We must have numbers. It must be a decisive battle.

Ay, ay, answered many. Send the couriers!

Forthwith messengers were dispatched to all parts, calling the hordes of the Shining Slave Makers to war. In due course they returned, bringing information that they were coming. Their colonies also had been attacked. Later the warriors of the allied tribes began to put in an appearance.

It was a gathering of legions. The paths in the forests about resounded with their halloos. With the arrival of the first cohorts of these friendly colonies, there was a minor encounter with an irritant host of the Sanguineæ foraging hereabout, who were driven back and destroyed. Later there were many minor encounters and deaths before the hosts were fully assembled, but the end was not yet. All knew that. The Sanguineæ had fled, but not in cowardice. They would return.

The one problem with this vast host, now that it was assembled, was food. Eventually they expected to discover this in the sacked homes of the Sanguineæ, but temporarily other provision must be made. The entire region had to be scoured. Colonies of Fuscæ and Schauffusi living in nearby territory were attacked and destroyed. Their storehouses were ransacked and the contents distributed. Every form of life was attacked and still there was not enough.

Both McEwen and Ermi, now inseparable, joined in one of these raids. It was upon a colony of Fuscæ, who had their home in a neighboring forest. The company went singing on their way until within a short distance of the colony, when they became silent.

Let us not lose track of one another, said McEwen.

No, said Ermi, but they are nothing. We will take all they possess without a struggle. See them running.

As he said this, he motioned in the direction of several Fuscæ that were fleeing toward their portals in terror. The Lucidi set up a shout, and darted after, plunging into the open gates, striking and slaying as they went. In a few minutes those first in came out again carrying their booty. Others were singly engaged in fiercest battle with large groups of the weaker Fuscæ. Only a few of the latter were inclined to fight. They seemed for the most part dazed by their misfortunes. Numbers hung from the topmost blades of the towering sword-trees, and the broad, floor-like leaves of the massive weeds, about their caves where they had taken refuge, holding in their jaws baby larvæ and cocoons rescued from the invaders, with which they had hurriedly fled to these nearest elevated objects.

Singly, McEwen pursued a dozen, and reveled in the sport of killing them. He tumbled them with rushes of his body, crushed them with his mandibles, and poisoned them with his formic sting.

Do you need help? called Ermi once, who was always near and shouting.

Yes, called McEwen scornfully, bring me more of them.

Soon the deadly work was over and the two comrades, gathering a mass of food, joined the returning band, singing as they went

To-morrow, said Ermi, as they went along, we will meet the Sanguineæ. It is agreed. The leaders are conferring now.

McEwen did not learn where these latter were, but somehow he was pleased. An insane lust of combat was now upon him.

They will not be four to two this time, he laughed exultingly.

No, and we will not be barricading against them, either, laughed Ermi, the lust of war simmering in his veins.

As they came near their camp, however, they found a large number of the assembled companies already in motion. Thousands upon thousands of those who had arrived were already assembled in one group or another and were prepared for action. There were cries and sounds of fighting, and long lines of Lucidi hurrying hither and thither.

Whats the matter? asked Ermi excitedly.

The Sanguineæ, was the answer. They are returning.

Instantly McEwen became sober. Ermi turned to him affectionately.

Now, he said solemnly, courage. Were in for it.

A tremendous hubbub followed. Already vast legions of the Lucidi were bearing away to the east. McEwen and Ermi, not being able to find their own, fell in with a strange company.

Order! shouted a voice in their ears. Fall in line. We are called.

The twain mechanically obeyed, and dropped behind a regular line. Soon they were winding along with other long lines of warriors through the tall sword trees, and in a little while reached a huge, smooth, open plain where already the actual fighting had begun. Thousands were here, apparently hundreds of thousands. There was little order, and scarcely any was needed apparently, since all contacts were individual or between small groups. It all depended now on numbers, and the results of the contests between individuals, or at the most, these small groups. Ermi, McEwen, and several other Lucidi were about to seize upon one Sanguinea, who was approaching them, when an amazing rush of the latter broke them, and McEwen found himself separated from Ermi with a red demon snapping at his throat. Dazed by the shock and clamor, he almost fell a prey to this first charge. A moment later, however, his courage and daring returned. With a furious bound, he recovered himself and forced himself upon his adversary, snapping his jaws in his neck.

Take that! he said to the tumbling carcass.

He had no sooner ended one foe, however, than another clutched him. They were on every hand, hard, merciless fighters like himself and Ermi who rushed and tore and sawed with amazing force. McEwen faced his newest adversary swiftly. While the latter was seeking for McEwens head and antennæ with his mandibles, the former with a quick snap seized his foe by the neck. Turning up his abdomen, he ejected formic acid into the throat of the other. That finished him.

Meanwhile the battle continued on every hand with the same mad vehemence. Already the dead clogged the ground. Here, single combatants struggled  there, whole lines moved and swayed in deadly combat. Ever and anon new lines were formed, and strange hosts of friends or enemies came up, falling upon the combatants of both sides with murderous enthusiasm. McEwen, in a strange daze and lust of death, seemed to think nothing of it. He was alone now  lost in a tossing sea of war, and terror seemed to have forsaken him. It was wonderful, he thought, mysterious  

As enemy after enemy assailed him, he fought them as he best knew, an old method to him, apparently, and as they died, he wished them to die  broken, poisoned, sawed in two. He began to count and exult in the numbers he had slain. It was at last as though he were dreaming, and all around was a vain, dark, surging mass of enemies.

Finally, four of the Sanguineæ seized upon him in a group, and he went down before them, almost helpless. Swiftly they tore at his head and body, endeavoring to dispose of him quickly. One seized a leg, another an antenna. A third jumped and sawed at his neck. Still he did not care. It was all war, and he would struggle to the last shred of his strength, eagerly, enthusiastically. At last he seemed to lose consciousness.

When he opened his eyes again, Ermi was beside him.

Well? said Ermi.

Well? answered McEwen.

You were about done for, then.

Was I? he answered. How are things going?

I cannot tell yet, said Ermi. All I know is that you were faring badly when I came up. Two of them were dead, but the other two were killing you.

You should have left me to them, said McEwen, noticing now for the first time Ermis wounds. It does not matter so much  one Lucidi more or less  what of it? But you have been injured.

I  oh, nothing. You are the one to complain. I fear you are badly injured.

Oh, I, returned McEwen heavily, feeling at last the weight of death upon him, I am done for. I cannot live. I felt myself dying some time ago.

He closed his eyes and trembled. In another moment  

* * * * *

McEwen opened his eyes. Strangely enough he was looking out upon jingling carriages and loitering passersby in the great city park. It was all so strange, by comparison with that which he had so recently seen, the tall buildings in the distance, instead of the sword trees, the trees, the flowers. He jumped to his feet in astonishment, then sank back again in equal amaze, a passerby eyeing him curiously the while.

I have been asleep, he said in a troubled way. I have been dreaming. And what a dream!

He shut his eyes again, wishing, for some strange reason  charm, sympathy, strangeness  to regain the lost scene. An odd longing filled his heart, a sense of comradeship lost, of some friend he knew missing. When he opened his eyes again he seemed to realize something more of what had been happening, but it was fading, fading.

At his feet lay the plain and the ants with whom he had recently been  or so he thought. Yes, there, only a few feet away in the parched grass, was an arid spot, over-run with insects. He gazed upon it, in amazement, searching for the details of a lost world. Now, as he saw, coming closer, a giant battle was in progress, such a one, for instance, as that in which he had been engaged in his dream. The ground was strewn with dead ants. Thousands upon thousands were sawing and striking at each other quite in the manner in which he had dreamed. What was this?  a revelation of the spirit and significance of a lesser life or of his own  or what? And what was life if the strange passions, moods and necessities which conditioned him here could condition those there on so minute a plane?

Why, I was there, he said dazedly and a little dreamfully, a little while ago. I died there  or as well as died there  in my dream. At least I woke out of it into this or sank from that into this.

Stooping closer he could see where lines were drawn, how in places the forces raged in confusion, and the field was cluttered with the dead. At one moment an odd mad enthusiasm such as he had experienced in his dream-world lay hold of him, and he looked for the advantage of the Shining Slave Makers  the blacks  as he thought of the two warring hosts as against the reds. But finding it not, the mood passed, and he stood gazing, lost in wonder. What a strange world! he thought. What worlds within worlds, all apparently full of necessity, contention, binding emotions and unities  and all with sorrow, their sorrow  a vague, sad something out of far-off things which had been there, and was here in this strong bright city day, had been there and would be here until this odd, strange thing called life had ended.


NIGGER JEFF

The city editor was waiting for one of his best reporters, Elmer Davies by name, a vain and rather self-sufficient youth who was inclined to be of that turn of mind which sees in life only a fixed and ordered process of rewards and punishments. If one did not do exactly right, one did not get along well. On the contrary, if one did, one did. Only the so-called evil were really punished, only the good truly rewarded  or Mr. Davies had heard this so long in his youth that he had come nearly to believe it. Presently he appeared. He was dressed in a new spring suit, a new hat and new shoes. In the lapel of his coat was a small bunch of violets. It was one oclock of a sunny spring afternoon, and he was feeling exceedingly well and good-natured  quite fit, indeed. The world was going unusually well with him. It seemed worth singing about.

Read that, Davies, said the city editor, handing him the clipping. Ill tell you afterward what I want you to do.

The reporter stood by the editorial chair and read:



Pleasant Valley, Ko., April 16.

A most dastardly crime has just been reported here. Jeff Ingalls, a negro, this morning assaulted Ada Whitaker, the nineteen-year-old daughter of Morgan Whitaker, a well-to-do farmer, whose home is four miles south of this place. A posse, headed by Sheriff Mathews, has started in pursuit. If he is caught, it is thought he will be lynched.



The reporter raised his eyes as he finished. What a terrible crime! What evil people there were in the world! No doubt such a creature ought to be lynched, and that quickly.

You had better go out there, Davies, said the city editor. It looks as if something might come of that. A lynching up here would be a big thing. Theres never been one in this state.

Davies smiled. He was always pleased to be sent out of town. It was a mark of appreciation. The city editor rarely sent any of the other men on these big stories. What a nice ride he would have!

As he went along, however, a few minutes later he began to meditate on this. Perhaps, as the city editor had suggested, he might be compelled to witness an actual lynching. That was by no means so pleasant in itself. In his fixed code of rewards and punishments he had no particular place for lynchings, even for crimes of the nature described, especially if he had to witness the lynching. It was too horrible a kind of reward or punishment. Once, in line of duty, he had been compelled to witness a hanging, and that had made him sick  deathly so  even though carried out as a part of the due process of law of his day and place. Now, as he looked at this fine day and his excellent clothes, he was not so sure that this was a worthwhile assignment. Why should he always be selected for such things  just because he could write? There were others  lots of men on the staff. He began to hope as he went along that nothing really serious would come of it, that they would catch the man before he got there and put him in jail  or, if the worst had to be  painful thought!  that it would be all over by the time he got there. Lets see  the telegram had been filed at nine a.m. It was now one-thirty and would be three by the time he got out there, all of that. That would give them time enough, and then, if all were well, or ill, as it were, he could just gather the details of the crime and the  aftermath  and return. The mere thought of an approaching lynching troubled him greatly, and the farther he went the less he liked it.

He found the village of Pleasant Valley a very small affair indeed, just a few dozen houses nestling between green slopes of low hills, with one small business corner and a rambling array of lanes. One or two merchants of K  , the city from which he had just arrived, lived out here, but otherwise it was very rural. He took notes of the whiteness of the little houses, the shimmering beauty of the small stream one had to cross in going from the depot. At the one main corner a few men were gathered about a typical village barroom. Davies headed for this as being the most likely source of information.

In mingling with this company at first he said nothing about his being a newspaper man, being very doubtful as to its effect upon them, their freedom of speech and manner.

The whole company was apparently tense with interest in the crime which still remained unpunished, seemingly craving excitement and desirous of seeing something done about it. No such opportunity to work up wrath and vent their stored-up animal propensities had probably occurred here in years. He took this occasion to inquire into the exact details of the attack, where it had occurred, where the Whitakers lived. Then, seeing that mere talk prevailed here, he went away thinking that he had best find out for himself how the victim was. As yet she had not been described, and it was necessary to know a little something about her. Accordingly, he sought an old man who kept a stable in the village, and procured a horse. No carriage was to be had. Davies was not an excellent rider, but he made a shift of it. The Whitaker home was not so very far away  about four miles out  and before long he was knocking at its front door, set back a hundred feet from the rough country road.

Im from the Times, he said to the tall, raw- boned woman who opened the door, with an attempt at being impressive. His position as reporter in this matter was a little dubious; he might be welcome, and he might not. Then he asked if this were Mrs. Whitaker, and how Miss Whitaker was by now.

Shes doing very well, answered the woman, who seemed decidedly stern, if repressed and nervous, a Spartan type. Wont you come in? Shes rather feverish, but the doctor says shell probably be all right later on. She said no more.

Davies acknowledged the invitation by entering. He was very anxious to see the girl, but she was sleeping under the influence of an opiate, and he did not care to press the matter at once.

When did this happen? he asked.

About eight oclock this morning, said the woman.

She started to go over to our next door neighbor here, Mr. Edmonds, and this negro met her. We didnt know anything about it until she came crying through the gate and dropped down in here.

Were you the first one to meet her? asked Davies.

Yes, I was the only one, said Mrs. Whitaker. The men had all gone to the fields.

Davies listened to more of the details, the type and history of the man, and then rose to go. Before doing so he was allowed to have a look at the girl, who was still sleeping. She was young and rather pretty. In the yard he met a country man who was just coming to get home news. The latter imparted more information.

Theyre lookin all around south of here, he said, speaking of a crowd which was supposed to be searching. I expect theyll make short work of him if they get him. He cant get away very well, for hes on foot, wherever he is. The sheriffs after him too, with a deputy or two, I believe. Hell be tryin to save him an take him over to Clayton, but I dont believe hell be able to do it, not if the crowd catches him first.

So, thought Davies, he would probably have to witness a lynching after all. The prospect was most unhappy.

Does any one know where this negro lived? he asked heavily, a growing sense of his duty weighing upon him.

Oh, right down here a little way, replied the farmer. Jeff Ingalls was his name. We all know him around here. He worked for one and another of the farmers hereabouts, and dont appear to have had such a bad record, either, except for drinkin a little now and then. Miss Ada recognized him, all right. You follow this road to the next crossing and turn to the right. Its a little log house that sets back off the road  something like that one you see down the lane there, only its got lots o chips scattered about.

Davies decided to go there first, but changed his mind. It was growing late, and he thought he had better return to the village. Perhaps by now developments in connection with the sheriff or the posse were to be learned.

Accordingly, he rode back and put the horse in the hands of its owner, hoping that all had been concluded and that he might learn of it here. At the principal corner much the same company was still present, arguing, fomenting, gesticulating. They seemed parts of different companies that earlier in the day had been out searching. He wondered what they had been doing since, and then decided to ingratiate himself by telling them he had just come from the Whitakers and what he had learned there of the present condition of the girl and the movements of the sheriff.

Just then a young farmer came galloping up. He was coatless, hatless, breathless.

Theyve got him! he shouted excitedly. Theyve got him!

A chorus of whos, wheres and whens greeted this information as the crowd gathered about the rider.

Why, Mathews caught him up here at his own house! exclaimed the latter, pulling out a handkerchief and wiping his face. He must a gone back there for something. Mathewss takin him over to Clayton, so they think, but they dont project hell ever get there. Theyre after him now, but Mathews says hell shoot the first man that tries to take him away.

Which wayd he go? exclaimed the men in chorus, stirring as if to make an attack.

Cross Sellers Lane, said the rider. The boys think hes goin by way of Baldwin.

Whoopee! yelled one of the listeners. Well get him away from him, all right! Are you goin, Sam?

You bet! said the latter. Waitll I get my horse!

Lord! thought Davies. To think of being (perforce) one of a lynching party  a hired spectator!

He delayed no longer, however, but hastened to secure his horse again. He saw that the crowd would be off in a minute to catch up with the sheriff. There would be information in that quarter, drama very likely.

Whats doin? inquired the liveryman as he noted Davies excited appearance.

Theyre after him, replied the latter nervously. The sheriffs caught him. Theyre going now to try to take him away from him, or thats what they say. The sheriff is taking him over to Clayton, by way of Baldwin. I want to get over there if I can. Give me the horse again, and Ill give you a couple of dollars more.

The liveryman led the horse out, but not without many provisionary cautions as to the care which was to be taken of him, the damages which would ensue if it were not. He was not to be ridden beyond midnight. If one were wanted for longer than that Davies must get him elsewhere or come and get another, to all of which Davies promptly agreed. He then mounted and rode away.

When he reached the corner again several of the men who had gone for their horses were already there, ready to start. The young man who had brought the news had long since dashed off to other parts.

Davies waited to see which road this new company would take. Then through as pleasant a country as one would wish to see, up hill and down dale, with charming vistas breaking upon the gaze at every turn, he did the riding of his life. So disturbed was the reporter by the grim turn things had taken that he scarcely noted the beauty that was stretched before him, save to note that it was so. Death! Death! The proximity of involuntary and enforced death was what weighed upon him now.

In about an hour the company had come in sight of the sheriff, who, with two other men, was driving a wagon he had borrowed along a lone country road. The latter was sitting at the back, a revolver in each hand, his face toward the group, which at sight of him trailed after at a respectful distance. Excited as every one was, there was no disposition, for the time being at least, to halt the progress of the law.

Hes in that wagon, Davies heard one man say. Dont you see theyve got him in there tied and laid down?

Davies looked.

Thats right, said another. I see him now.

What we ought to do, said a third, who was riding near the front, is to take him away and hang him. Thats just what he deserves, and thats what hell get before were through to-day.

Yes! called the sheriff, who seemed to have heard this. Youre not goin to do any hangin this day, so you just might as well go on back. He did not appear to be much troubled by the appearance of the crowd.

Wheres old man Whitaker? asked one of the men who seemed to feel that they needed a leader. Hed get him quick enough!

Hes with the other crowd, down below Olney, was the reply.

Somebody ought to go an tell him.

Clarks gone, assured another, who hoped for the worst.

Davies rode among the company a prey to mingled and singular feelings. He was very much excited and yet depressed by the character of the crowd which, in so far as he could see, was largely impelled to its jaunt by curiosity and yet also able under sufficient motivation on the part of some one  any one, really  to kill too. There was not so much daring as a desire to gain daring from others, an unconscious wish or impulse to organize the total strength or will of those present into one strength or one will, sufficient to overcome the sheriff and inflict death upon his charge. It was strange  almost intellectually incomprehensible  and yet so it was. The men were plainly afraid of the determined sheriff. They thought something ought to be done, but they did not feel like getting into trouble.

Mathews, a large solemn, sage, brown man in worn clothes and a faded brown hat, contemplated the recent addition to his trailers with apparent indifference. Seemingly he was determined to protect his man and avoid mob justice, come what may. A mob should not have him if he had to shoot, and if he shot it would be to kill. Finally, since the company thus added to did not dash upon him, he seemingly decided to scare them off. Apparently he thought he could do this, since they trailed like calves.

Stop a minute! he called to his driver.

The latter pulled up. So did the crowd behind. Then the sheriff stood over the prostrate body of the negro, who lay in the jolting wagon beneath him, and called back:

Go way from here, you people! Go on, now! I wont have you follerin after me!

Give us the nigger! yelled one in a half-bantering, half-derisive tone of voice.

Ill give ye just two minutes to go on back out o this road, returned the sheriff grimly, pulling out his watch and looking at it. They were about a hundred feet apart. If you dont, Ill clear you out!

Give us the nigger!

I know you, Scott, answered Mathews, recognizing the voice. Ill arrest every last one of ye tomorrow. Mark my word!

The company listened in silence, the horses champing and twisting.

Weve got a right to foller, answered one of the men.

I give ye fair warning, said the sheriff, jumping from his wagon and leveling his pistols as he approached. When I count five Ill begin to shoot!

He was a serious and stalwart figure as he approached, and the crowd fell back a little.

Git out o this now! he yelled. One  Two

The company turned completely and retreated, Davies among them.

Well foller him when he gits further on, said one of the men in explanation.

Hes got to do it, said another. Let him git a little ways ahead.

The sheriff returned to his wagon and drove on. He seemed, however, to realize that he would not be obeyed and that safety lay in haste alone. His wagon was traveling fast. If only he could lose them or get a good start he might possibly get to Clayton and the strong county jail by morning. His followers, however, trailed him swiftly as might be, determined not to be left behind.

Hes goin to Baldwin, said one of the company of which Davies was a member.

Wheres that? asked Davies.

Over west o here, about four miles.

Why is he going there?

Thats where he lives. I guess he thinks if he kin git im over there he kin purtect im till he kin git more help from Clayton. I callate hell try an take im over yet to-night, or early in the mornin shore.

Davies smiled at the mans English. This countryside lingo always fascinated him.

Yet the men lagged, hesitating as to what to do. They did not want to lose sight of Matthews, and yet cowardice controlled them. They did not want to get into direct altercation with the law. It wasnt their place to hang the man, although plainly they felt that he ought to be hanged, and that it would be a stirring and exciting thing if he were. Consequently they desired to watch and be on hand  to get old Whitaker and his son Jake, if they could, who were out looking elsewhere. They wanted to see what the father and brother would do.

The quandary was solved by one of the men, who suggested that they could get to Baldwin by going back to Pleasant Valley and taking the Sand River pike, and that in the meantime they might come upon Whitaker and his son en route, or leave word at his house. It was a shorter cut than this the sheriff was taking, although he would get there first now. Possibly they could beat him at least to Clayton, if he attempted to go on. The Clayton road was back via Pleasant Valley, or near it, and easily intercepted. Therefore, while one or two remained to trail the sheriff and give the alarm in case he did attempt to go on to Clayton, the rest, followed by Davies, set off at a gallop to Pleasant Valley. It was nearly dusk now when they arrived and stopped at the corner store  supper time. The fires of evening meals were marked by upcurling smoke from chimneys. Here, somehow, the zest to follow seemed to depart. Evidently the sheriff had worsted them for the night. Morg Whitaker, the father, had not been found; neither had Jake. Perhaps they had better eat. Two or three had already secretly fallen away.

They were telling the news of what had occurred so far to one of the two storekeepers who kept the place, when suddenly Jake Whitaker, the girls brother, and several companions came riding up. They had been scouring the territory to the north of the town, and were hot and tired. Plainly they were unaware of the developments of which the crowd had been a part.

The sheriffs got im! exclaimed one of the company, with that blatancy which always accompanies the telling of great news in small rural companies. He taken him over to Baldwin in a wagon a coupla hours ago.

Which way did he go? asked the son, whose hardy figure, worn, hand-me-down clothes and rakish hat showed up picturesquely as he turned here and there on his horse.

Cross Seller Lane. You wont git em that-a-way, though, Jake. Hes already over there by now. Better take the short cut.

A babble of voices now made the scene more interesting. One told how the negro had been caught, another that the sheriff was defiant, a third that men were still tracking him or over there watching, until all the chief points of the drama had been spoken if not heard.

Instantly suppers were forgotten. The whole customary order of the evening was overturned once more. The company started off on another excited jaunt, up hill and down dale, through the lovely country that lay between Baldwin and Pleasant Valley.

By now Davies was very weary of this procedure and of his saddle. He wondered when, if ever, this story was to culminate, let alone he write it. Tragic as it might prove, he could not nevertheless spend an indefinite period trailing a possibility, and yet, so great was the potentiality of the present situation, he dared not leave. By contrast with the horror impending, as he now noted, the night was so beautiful that it was all but poignant. Stars were already beginning to shine. Distant lamps twinkled like yellow eyes from the cottages in the valleys and on the hillsides. The air was fresh and tender. Some peafowls were crying afar off, and the east promised a golden moon.

Silently the assembled company trotted on  no more than a score in all. In the dusk, and with Jake ahead, it seemed too grim a pilgrimage for joking. Young Jake, riding silently toward the front, looked as if tragedy were all he craved. His friends seemed considerately to withdraw from him, seeing that he was the aggrieved.

After an hours riding Baldwin came into view, lying in a sheltering cup of low hills. Already its lights were twinkling softly and there was still an air of honest firesides and cheery suppers about it which appealed to Davies in his hungry state. Still, he had no thought now of anything save this pursuit.

Once in the village, the company was greeted by calls of recognition. Everybody seemed to know what they had come for. The sheriff and his charge were still there, so a dozen citizens volunteered. The local storekeepers and loungers followed the cavalcade up the street to the sheriffs house, for the riders had now fallen into a solemn walk.

You wont get him though, boys, said one whom Davies later learned was Seavey, the village postmaster and telegraph operator, a rather youthful person of between twenty-five and thirty, as they passed his door. Hes got two deputies in there with him, or did have, and they say hes going to take him over to Clayton.

At the first street corner they were joined by the several men who had followed the sheriff.

He tried to give us the slip, they volunteered excitedly, but hes got the nigger in the house, there, down in the cellar. The deputies aint with him. Theyve gone somewhere for help  Clayton, maybe.

How do you know?

We saw em go out that back way. We think we did, anyhow.

A hundred feet from the sheriffs little white cottage, which backed up against a sloping field, the men parleyed. Then Jake announced that he proposed to go boldly up to the sheriffs door and demand the negro.

If he dont turn him out Ill break in the door an take him! he said.

Thats right! Well stand by you, Whitaker, commented several.

By now the throng of unmounted natives had gathered. The whole village was up and about, its one street alive and running with people. Heads appeared at doors and windows. Riders pranced up and down, hallooing. A few revolver shots were heard. Presently the mob gathered even closer to the sheriffs gate, and Jake stepped forward as leader. Instead, however, of going boldly up to the door as at first it appeared he would, he stopped at the gate, calling to the sheriff.

Hello, Mathews!

Eh, eh, eh! bellowed the crowd.

The call was repeated. Still no answer. Apparently to the sheriff delay appeared to be his one best weapon.

Their coming, however, was not as unexpected as some might have thought. The figure of the sheriff was plainly to be seen close to one of the front windows. He appeared to be holding a double-barreled shotgun. The negro, as it developed later, was cowering and chattering in the darkest corner of the cellar, hearkening no doubt to the voices and firing of the revolvers outside.

Suddenly, and just as Jake was about to go forward, the front door of the house flew open, and in the glow of a single lamp inside appeared first the double-barreled end of the gun, followed immediately by the form of Mathews, who held the weapon poised ready for a quick throw to the shoulder. All except Jake fell back.

Mr. Mathews, he called deliberately, we want that nigger!

Well, you cant git im! replied the sheriff. Hes not here.

Then what you got that gun fer? yelled a voice.

Mathews made no answer.

Better give him up, Mathews, called another, who was safe in the crowd, or well come in an take him!

No you wont, said the sheriff defiantly. I said the man wasnt here. I say it agin. You couldnt have him if he was, an you cant come in my house! Now if you people dont want trouble youd better go on away.

Hes down in the cellar! yelled another.

Why dont you let us see? asked another.

Mathews waved his gun slightly.

Youd better go away from here now, cautioned the sheriff. Im tellin ye! Ill have warrants out for the lot o ye, if ye dont mind!

The crowd continued to simmer and stew, while Jake stood as before. He was very pale and tense, but lacked initiative.

He wont shoot, called some one at the back of the crowd. Why dont you go in, Jake, an git him?

Sure! Rush in. Thats it! observed a second.

He wont, eh? replied the sheriff softly. Then he added in a lower tone, The first man that comes inside that gate takes the consequences.

No one ventured inside the gate; many even fell back. It seemed as if the planned assault had come to nothing.

Why not go around the back way? called some one else.

Try it! replied the sheriff. See what you find on that side! I told you you couldnt come inside. Youd better go away from here now before ye git into trouble, he repeated. You cant come in, an itll only mean bloodshed.

There was more chattering and jesting while the sheriff stood on guard. He, however, said no more. Nor did he allow the banter, turmoil and lust for tragedy to disturb him. Only, he kept his eye on Jake, on whose movements the crowd seemed to hang.

Time passed, and still nothing was done. The truth was that young Jake, put to the test, was not sufficiently courageous himself, for all his daring, and felt the weakness of the crowd behind him. To all intents and purposes he was alone, for he did not inspire confidence. He finally fell back a little, observing, Ill git im before mornin, all right, and now the crowd itself began to disperse, returning to its stores and homes or standing about the postoffice and the one village drugstore. Finally, Davies smiled and came away. He was sure he had the story of a defeated mob. The sheriff was to be his great hero. He proposed to interview him later. For the present, he meant to seek out Seavey, the telegraph operator, and arrange to file a message, then see if something to eat was not to be had somewhere.

After a time he found the operator and told him what he wanted  to write and file a story as he wrote it. The latter indicated a table in the little postoffice and telegraph station which he could use. He became very much interested in the reporter when he learned he was from the Times, and when Davies asked where he could get something to eat said he would run across the street and tell the proprietor of the only boarding house to fix him something which he could consume as he wrote. He appeared to be interested in how a newspaper man would go about telling a story of this kind over a wire.

You start your story, he said, and Ill come back and see if I can get the Times on the wire.

Davies sat down and began his account. He was intent on describing things to date, the uncertainty and turmoil, the apparent victory of the sheriff. Plainly the courage of the latter had won, and it was all so picturesque. A foiled lynching, he began, and as he wrote the obliging postmaster, who had by now returned, picked up the pages and carefully deciphered them for himself.

Thats all right. Ill see if I can get the Times now, he commented.

Very obliging postmaster, thought Davies as he wrote, but he had so often encountered pleasant and obliging people on his rounds that he soon dropped that thought.

The food was brought, and still Davies wrote on, munching as he did so. In a little while the Times answered an often-repeated call.

Davies at Baldwin, ticked the postmaster, get ready for quite a story!

Let er go! answered the operator at the Times, who had been expecting this dispatch.

As the events of the day formulated themselves in his mind, Davies wrote and turned over page after page. Between whiles he looked out through the small window before him where afar off he could see a lonely light twinkling against a hillside. Not infrequently he stopped his work to see if anything new was happening, whether the situation was in any danger of changing, but apparently it was not. He then proposed to remain until all possibility of a tragedy, this night anyhow, was eliminated. The operator also wandered about, waiting for an accumulation of pages upon which he could work but making sure to keep up with the writer. The two became quite friendly.

Finally, his dispatch nearly finished, he asked the postmaster to caution the night editor at K  to the effect, that if anything more happened before one in the morning he would file it, but not to expect anything more as nothing might happen. The reply came that he was to remain and await developments. Then he and the postmaster sat down to talk.

About eleven oclock, when both had about convinced themselves that all was over for this night anyhow, and the lights in the village had all but vanished, a stillness of the purest, summery-est, country-est quality having settled down, a faint beating of hoofs, which seemed to suggest the approach of a large cavalcade, could be heard out on the Sand River pike as Davies by now had come to learn it was, back or northwest of the postoffice. At the sound the postmaster got up, as did Davies, both stepping outside and listening. On it came, and as the volume increased, the former said, Might be help for the sheriff, but I doubt it. I telegraphed Clayton six times to-day. They wouldnt come that way, though. Its the wrong road. Now, thought Davies nervously, after all there might be something to add to his story, and he had so wished that it was all over! Lynchings, as he now felt, were horrible things. He wished people wouldnt do such things  take the law, which now more than ever he respected, into their own hands. It was too brutal, cruel. That negro cowering there in the dark probably, and the sheriff all taut and tense, worrying over his charge and his duty, were not happy things to contemplate in the face of such a thing as this. It was true that the crime which had been committed was dreadful, but still why couldnt people allow the law to take its course? It was so much better. The law was powerful enough to deal with cases of this kind.

Theyre comin back, all right, said the postmaster solemnly, as he and Davies stared in the direction of the sound which grew louder from moment to moment.

Its not any help from Clayton, Im afraid.

By George, I think youre right! answered the reporter, something telling him that more trouble was at hand. Here they come!

As he spoke there was a clattering of hoofs and crunching of saddle girths as a large company of men dashed up the road and turned into the narrow street of the village, the figure of Jake Whitaker and an older bearded man in a wide black hat riding side by side in front.

Theres Jake, said the postmaster, and thats his father riding beside him there. The old mans a terror when he gets his dander up. Sompins sure to happen now.

Davies realized that in his absence writing a new turn had been given to things. Evidently the son had returned to Pleasant Valley and organized a new posse or gone out to meet his father.

Instantly the place was astir again. Lights appeared in doorways and windows, and both were thrown open. People were leaning or gazing out to see what new movement was afoot. Davies noted at once that there was none of the brash enthusiasm about this company such as had characterized the previous descent. There was grimness everywhere, and he now began to feel that this was the beginning of the end. After the cavalcade had passed down the street toward the sheriffs house, which was quite dark now, he ran after it, arriving a few moments after the former which was already in part dismounted. The townspeople followed. The sheriff, as it now developed, had not relaxed any of his vigilance, however; he was not sleeping, and as the crowd reappeared the light inside reappeared.

By the light of the moon, which was almost overhead, Davies was able to make out several of his companions of the afternoon, and Jake, the son. There were many more, though, now, whom he did not know, and foremost among them this old man.

The latter was strong, iron-gray, and wore a full beard. He looked very much like a blacksmith.

Keep your eye on the old man, advised the postmaster, who had by now come up and was standing by.

While they were still looking, the old man went boldly forward to the little front porch of the house and knocked at the door. Some one lifted a curtain at the window and peeped out.

Hello, in there! cried the old man, knocking again.

What do you want? asked a voice.

I want that nigger!

Well, you cant have him! Ive told you people that once.

Bring him out or Ill break down the door! said the old man.

If you do its at your own risk. I know you, Whitaker, an you know me. Ill give ye two minutes to get off that porch!

I want that nigger, I tell ye!

If ye dont git off that porch Ill fire through the door, said the voice solemnly. One  Two

The old man backed cautiously away.

Come out, Mathews! yelled the crowd. Youve got to give him up this time. We aint goin back without him.

Slowly the door opened, as if the individual within were very well satisfied as to his power to handle the mob. He had done it once before this night, why not again? It revealed his tall form, armed with his shotgun. He looked around very stolidly, and then addressed the old man as one would a friend.

Ye cant have him, Morgan, he said. Its agin the law. You know that as well as I do.

Law or no law, said the old man, I want that nigger!

I tell you I cant let you have him, Morgan. Its agin the law. You know you oughtnt to be comin around here at this time o night actin so.

Well, Ill take him then, said the old man, making a move.

Stand back! shouted the sheriff, leveling his gun on the instant. Ill blow ye into kingdom come, sure as hell!

A noticeable movement on the part of the crowd ceased. The sheriff lowered his weapon as if he thought the danger were once more over.

You-all ought to be ashamed of yerselves, he went on, his voice sinking to a gentle neighborly reproof, tryin to upset the law this way.

The nigger didnt upset no law, did he? asked one derisively.

Well, the laws goin to take care of the nigger now, Mathews made answer.

Give us that scoundrel, Mathews; youd better do it, said the old man. Itll save a heap o trouble.

Ill not argue with ye, Morgan. I said ye couldnt have him, an ye cant. If ye want bloodshed, all right. But dont blame me. Ill kill the first man that tries to make a move this way.

He shifted his gun handily and waited. The crowd stood outside his little fence murmuring.

Presently the old man retired and spoke to several others. There was more murmuring, and then he came back to the dead line.

We dont want to cause trouble, Mathews, he began explanatively, moving his hand oratorically, but we think you ought to see that it wont do any good to stand out. We think that

Davies and the postmaster were watching young Jake, whose peculiar attitude attracted their attention. The latter was standing poised at the edge of the crowd, evidently seeking to remain unobserved. His eyes were on the sheriff, who was hearkening to the old man. Suddenly, as the father talked and when the sheriff seemed for a moment mollified and unsuspecting, he made a quick run for the porch. There was an intense movement all along the line as the life and death of the deed became apparent. Quickly the sheriff drew his gun to his shoulder. Both triggers were pressed at the same time, and the gun spoke, but not before Jake was in and under him. The latter had been in sufficient time to knock the gun barrel upward and fall upon his man. Both shots blazed harmlessly over the heads of the crowd in red puffs, and then followed a general onslaught. Men leaped the fence by tens and crowded upon the little cottage. They swarmed about every side of the house and crowded upon the porch, where four men were scuffling with the sheriff. The latter soon gave up, vowing vengeance and the law. Torches were brought, and a rope. A wagon drove up and was backed into the yard. Then began the calls for the negro.

As Davies contemplated all this he could not help thinking of the negro who during all this turmoil must have been crouching in his corner in the cellar, trembling for his fate. Now indeed he must realize that his end was near. He could not have dozed or lost consciousness during the intervening hours, but must have been cowering there, wondering and praying. All the while he must have been terrified lest the sheriff might not get him away in time. Now, at the sound of horses feet and the new murmurs of contention, how must his body quake and his teeth chatter!

Id hate to be that nigger, commented the postmaster grimly, but you cant do anything with em. The county oughta sent help.

Its horrible, horrible! was all Davies could say.

He moved closer to the house, with the crowd, eager to observe every detail of the procedure. Now it was that a number of the men, as eager in their search as bloodhounds, appeared at a low cellar entryway at the side of the house carrying a rope. Others followed with torches. Headed by father and son they began to descend into the dark hole. With impressive daring, Davies, who was by no means sure that he would be allowed but who was also determined if possible to see, followed.

Suddenly, in the farthest corner, he espied Ingalls. The latter in his fear and agony had worked himself into a crouching position, as if he were about to spring. His nails were apparently forced into the earth. His eyes were rolling, his mouth foaming.

Oh, my Lawd, boss, he moaned, gazing almost as one blind, at the lights, oh, my Lawd, boss, dont kill me! I wont do it no mo. I didnt go to do it. I didnt mean to dis time. I was just drunk, boss. Oh, my Lawd! My Lawd! His teeth chattered the while his mouth seemed to gape open. He was no longer sane really, but kept repeating monotonously, Oh, my Lawd!

Here he is, boys! Pull him out, cried the father.

The negro now gave one yell of terror and collapsed, falling prone. He quite bounded as he did so, coming down with a dead chug on the earthen floor. Reason had forsaken him. He was by now a groveling, foaming brute. The last gleam of intelligence was that which notified him of the set eyes of his pursuers.

Davies, who by now had retreated to the grass outside before this sight, was standing but ten feet back when they began to reappear after seizing and binding him. Although shaken to the roots of his being, he still had all the cool observing powers of the trained and relentless reporter. Even now he noted the color values of the scene, the red, smoky heads of the torches, the disheveled appearance of the men, the scuffling and pulling. Then all at once he clapped his hands over his mouth, almost unconscious of what he was doing.

Oh, my God! he whispered, his voice losing power.

The sickening sight was that of the negro, foaming at the mouth, bloodshot as to his eyes, his hands working convulsively, being dragged up the cellar steps feet foremost. They had tied a rope about his waist and feet, and so had hauled him out, leaving his head to hang and drag. The black face was distorted beyond all human semblance.

Oh, my God! said Davies again, biting his fingers unconsciously.

The crowd gathered about now more closely than ever, more horror-stricken than gleeful at their own work. None apparently had either the courage or the charity to gainsay what was being done. With a kind of mechanical deftness now the negro was rudely lifted and like a sack of wheat thrown into the wagon. Father and son now mounted in front to drive and the crowd took to their horses, content to clatter, a silent cavalcade, behind. As Davies afterwards concluded, they were not so much hardened lynchers perhaps as curious spectators, the majority of them, eager for any variation  any excuse for one  to the dreary commonplaces of their existences. The task to most  all indeed  was entirely new. Wide-eyed and nerve-racked, Davies ran for his own horse and mounting followed. He was so excited he scarcely knew what he was doing.

Slowly the silent company now took its way up the Sand River pike whence it had come. The moon was still high, pouring down a wash of silvery light. As Davies rode he wondered how he was to complete his telegram, but decided that he could not. When this was over there would be no time. How long would it be before they would really hang him? And would they? The whole procedure seemed so unreal, so barbaric that he could scarcely believe it  that he was a part of it. Still they rode on.

Are they really going to hang him? he asked of one who rode beside him, a total stranger who seemed however not to resent his presence.

Thats what they got im fer, answered the stranger.

And think, he thought to himself, to-morrow night he would be resting in his own good bed back in K  !

Davies dropped behind again and into silence and tried to recover his nerves. He could scarcely realize that he, ordinarily accustomed to the routine of the city, its humdrum and at least outward social regularity, was a part of this. The night was so soft, the air so refreshing. The shadowy trees were stirring with a cool night wind. Why should any one have to die this way? Why couldnt the people of Baldwin or elsewhere have bestirred themselves on the side of the law before this, just let it take its course? Both father and son now seemed brutal, the injury to the daughter and sister not so vital as all this. Still, also, custom seemed to require death in this way for this. It was like some axiomatic, mathematic law  hard, but custom. The silent company, an articulated, mechanical and therefore terrible thing, moved on. It also was axiomatic, mathematic. After a time he drew near to the wagon and looked at the negro again.

The latter, as Davies was glad to note, seemed still out of his sense. He was breathing heavily and groaning, but probably not with any conscious pain. His eyes were fixed and staring, his face and hands bleeding as if they had been scratched or trampled upon. He was crumpled limply.

But Davies could stand it no longer now. He fell back, sick at heart, content to see no more. It seemed a ghastly, murderous thing to do. Still the company moved on and he followed, past fields lit white by the moon, under dark, silent groups of trees, through which the moonlight fell in patches, up low hills and down into valleys, until at last a little stream came into view, the same little stream, as it proved, which he had seen earlier to-day and for a bridge over which they were heading. Here it ran now, sparkling like electricity in the night. After a time the road drew closer to the water and then crossed directly over the bridge, which could be seen a little way ahead.

Up to this the company now rode and then halted. The wagon was driven up on the bridge, and father and son got out. All the riders, including Davies, dismounted, and a full score of them gathered about the wagon from which the negro was lifted, quite as one might a bag. Fortunately, as Davies now told himself, he was still unconscious, an accidental mercy. Nevertheless he decided now that he could not witness the end, and went down by the waterside slightly above the bridge. He was not, after all, the utterly relentless reporter. From where he stood, however, he could see long beams of iron projecting out over the water, where the bridge was braced, and some of the men fastening a rope to a beam, and then he could see that they were fixing the other end around the negros neck.

Finally the curious company stood back, and he turned his face away.

Have you anything to say? a voice demanded.

There was no answer. The negro was probably lolling and groaning, quite as unconscious as he was before.

Then came the concerted action of a dozen men, the lifting of the black mass into the air, and then Davies saw the limp form plunge down and pull up with a creaking sound of rope. In the weak moonlight it seemed as if the body were struggling, but he could not tell. He watched, wide-mouthed and silent, and then the body ceased moving. Then after a time he heard the company making ready to depart, and finally it did so, leaving him quite indifferently to himself and his thoughts. Only the black mass swaying in the pale light over the glimmering water seemed human and alive, his sole companion.

He sat down upon the bank and gazed in silence. Now the horror was gone. The suffering was ended. He was no longer afraid. Everything was summery and beautiful. The whole cavalcade had disappeared; the moon finally sank. His horse, tethered to a sapling beyond the bridge, waited patiently. Still he sat. He might now have hurried back to the small postoffice in Baldwin and attempted to file additional details of this story, providing he could find Seavey, but it would have done no good. It was quite too late, and anyhow what did it matter? No other reporter had been present, and he could write a fuller, sadder, more colorful story on the morrow. He wondered idly what had become of Seavey? Why had he not followed? Life seemed so sad, so strange, so mysterious, so inexplicable.

As he still sat there the light of morning broke, a tender lavender and gray in the east. Then came the roseate hues of dawn, all the wondrous coloring of celestial halls, to which the waters of the stream responded. The white pebbles shone pinkily at the bottom, the grass and sedges first black now gleamed a translucent green. Still the body hung there black and limp against the sky, and now a light breeze sprang up and stirred it visibly. At last he arose, mounted his horse and made his way back to Pleasant Valley, too full of the late tragedy to be much interested in anything else. Rousing his liveryman, he adjusted his difficulties with him by telling him the whole story, assuring him of his horses care and handing him a five-dollar bill. Then he left, to walk and think again.

Since there was no train before noon and his duty plainly called him to a portion of another days work here, he decided to make a day of it, idling about and getting additional details as to what further might be done. Who would cut the body down? What about arresting the lynchers  the father and son, for instance? What about the sheriff now? Would he act as he threatened? If he telegraphed the main fact of the lynching his city editor would not mind, he knew, his coming late, and the day here was so beautiful. He proceeded to talk with citizens and officials, rode out to the injured girls home, rode to Baldwin to see the sheriff. There was a singular silence and placidity in that corner. The latter assured him that he knew nearly all of those who had taken part, and proposed to swear out warrants for them, but just the same Davies noted that he took his defeat as he did his danger, philosophically. There was no real activity in that corner later. He wished to remain a popular sheriff, no doubt.

It was sundown again before he remembered that he had not discovered whether the body had been removed. Nor had he heard why the negro came back, nor exactly how he was caught. A nine oclock evening train to the city giving him a little more time for investigation, he decided to avail himself of it. The negros cabin was two miles out along a pine-shaded road, but so pleasant was the evening that he decided to walk. En route, the last rays of the sinking sun stretched long shadows of budding trees across his path. It was not long before he came upon the cabin, a one-story affair set well back from the road and surrounded with a few scattered trees. By now it was quite dark. The ground between the cabin and the road was open, and strewn with the chips of a woodpile. The roof was sagged, and the windows patched in places, but for all that it had the glow of a home. Through the front door, which stood open, the blaze of a wood-fire might be seen, its yellow light filling the interior with a golden glow.

Hesitating before the door, Davies finally knocked. Receiving no answer he looked in on the battered cane chairs and aged furniture with considerable interest. It was a typical negro cabin, poor beyond the need of description. After a time a door in the rear of the room opened and a little negro girl entered carrying a battered tin lamp without any chimney. She had not heard his knock and started perceptibly at the sight of his figure in the doorway. Then she raised her smoking lamp above her head in order to see better, and approached.

There was something ridiculous about her unformed figure and loose gingham dress, as he noted. Her feet and hands were so large. Her black head was strongly emphasized by little pigtails of hair done up in white twine, which stood out all over her head. Her dark skin was made apparently more so by contrast with her white teeth and the whites of her eyes.

Davies looked at her for a moment but little moved now by the oddity which ordinarily would have amused him, and asked, Is this where Ingalls lived?

The girl nodded her head. She was exceedingly subdued, and looked as if she might have been crying.

Has the body been brought here?

Yes, suh, she answered, with a soft negro accent.

When did they bring it?

Dis moanin.

Are you his sister?

Yes, suh.

Well, can you tell me how they caught him? When did he come back, and what for? He was feeling slightly ashamed to intrude thus.

In de afternoon, about two.

And what for? repeated Davies.

To see us, answered the girl. To see my motha.

Well, did he want anything? He didnt come just to see her, did he?

Yes, suh, said the girl, he come to say good-by. We doan know when dey caught him. Her voice wavered.

Well, didnt he know he might get caught? asked Davies sympathetically, seeing that the girl was so moved.

Yes, suh, I think he did.

She still stood very quietly holding the poor battered lamp up, and looking down.

Well, what did he have to say? asked Davies.

He didn have nothin much to say, suh. He said he wanted to see motha. He was a-goin away.

The girl seemed to regard Davies as an official of some sort, and he knew it.

Can I have a look at the body? he asked.

The girl did not answer, but started as if to lead the way.

When is the funeral? he asked.

Tomorra.

The girl then led him through several bare sheds of rooms strung in a row to the furthermost one of the line. This last seemed a sort of storage shed for odds and ends. It had several windows, but they were quite bare of glass and open to the moonlight save for a few wooden boards nailed across from the outside. Davies had been wondering all the while where the body was and at the lonely and forsaken air of the place. No one but this little pig-tailed girl seemed about. If they had any colored neighbors they were probably afraid to be seen here.

Now, as he stepped into this cool, dark, exposed outer room, the desolation seemed quite complete. It was very bare, a mere shed or wash-room. There was the body in the middle of the room, stretched upon an ironing board which rested on a box and a chair, and covered with a white sheet. All the corners of the room were quite dark. Only its middle was brightened by splotches of silvery light.

Davies came forward, the while the girl left him, still carrying her lamp. Evidently she thought the moon lighted up the room sufficiently, and she did not feel equal to remaining. He lifted the sheet quite boldly, for he could see well enough, and looked at the still, black form. The face was extremely distorted, even in death, and he could see where the rope had tightened. A bar of cool moonlight lay just across the face and breast He was still looking, thinking soon to restore the covering, when a sound, half sigh, half groan, reached his ears.

At it he started as if a ghost had made it. It was so eerie and unexpected in this dark place. His muscles tightened. Instantly his heart went hammering like mad. His first impression was that it must have come from the dead.

Oo-o-ohh! came the sound again, this time whimpering, as if some one were crying.

Instantly he turned, for now it seemed to come from a corner of the room, the extreme corner to his right, back of him. Greatly disturbed, he approached, and then as his eyes strained he seemed to catch the shadow of something, the figure of a woman, perhaps, crouching against the walls, huddled up, dark, almost indistinguishable.

Oh, oh, oh! the sound now repeated itself, even more plaintively than before.

Davies began to understand. He approached slowly, then more swiftly desired to withdraw, for he was in the presence of an old black mammy, doubled up and weeping. She was in the very niche of the two walls, her head sunk on her knees, her body quite still. Oh, oh, oh! she repeated, as he stood there near her.

Davies drew silently back. Before such grief his intrusion seemed cold and unwarranted. The guiltlessness of the mother  her love  how could one balance that against the other? The sensation of tears came to his eyes. He instantly covered the dead and withdrew.

Out in the moonlight he struck a brisk pace, but soon stopped and looked back. The whole dreary cabin, with its one golden eye, the door, seemed such a pitiful thing. The weeping mammy, alone in her corner  and he had come back to say Good-by! Davies swelled with feeling. The night, the tragedy, the grief, he saw it all. But also with the cruel instinct of the budding artist that he already was, he was beginning to meditate on the character of story it would make  the color, the pathos. The knowledge now that it was not always exact justice that was meted out to all and that it was not so much the business of the writer to indict as to interpret was borne in on him with distinctness by the cruel sorrow of the mother, whose blame, if any, was infinitesimal.

Ill get it all in! he exclaimed feelingly, if triumphantly at last. Ill get it all in!


THE LOST PHŒBE

They lived together in a part of the country which was not so prosperous as it had once been, about three miles from one of those small towns that, instead of increasing in population, is steadily decreasing. The territory was not very thickly settled; perhaps a house every other mile or so, with large areas of corn- and wheat-land and fallow fields that at odd seasons had been sown to timothy and clover. Their particular house was part log and part frame, the log portion being the old original home of Henrys grandfather. The new portion, of now rain-beaten, time-worn slabs, through which the wind squeaked in the chinks at times, and which several overshadowing elms and a butternut-tree made picturesque and reminiscently pathetic, but a little damp, was erected by Henry when he was twenty-one and just married.

That was forty-eight years before. The furniture inside, like the house outside, was old and mildewy and reminiscent of an earlier day. You have seen the what-not of cherry wood, perhaps, with spiral legs and fluted top. It was there. The old-fashioned four poster bed, with its ball-like protuberances and deep curving incisions, was there also, a sadly alienated descendant of an early Jacobean ancestor. The bureau of cherry was also high and wide and solidly built, but faded-looking, and with a musty odor. The rag carpet that underlay all these sturdy examples of enduring furniture was a weak, faded, lead-and-pink-colored affair woven by Phœbe Anns own hands, when she was fifteen years younger than she was when she died. The creaky wooden loom on which it had been done now stood like a dusty, bony skeleton, along with a broken rocking-chair, a worm-eaten clothes-press  Heaven knows how old  a lime-stained bench that had once been used to keep flowers on outside the door, and other decrepit factors of household utility, in an east room that was a lean-to against this so-called main portion. All sorts of other broken-down furniture were about this place; an antiquated clothes-horse, cracked in two of its ribs; a broken mirror in an old cherry frame, which had fallen from a nail and cracked itself three days before their youngest son, Jerry, died; an extension hat-rack, which once had had porcelain knobs on the ends of its pegs; and a sewing- machine, long since outdone in its clumsy mechanism by rivals of a newer generation.

The orchard to the east of the house was full of gnarled old apple-trees, worm-eaten as to trunks and branches, and fully ornamented with green and white lichens, so that it had a sad, greenish-white, silvery effect in moonlight. The low outhouses, which had once housed chickens, a horse or two, a cow, and several pigs, were covered with patches of moss as to their roof, and the sides had been free of paint for so long that they were blackish gray as to color, and a little spongy. The picket-fence in front, with its gate squeaky and askew, and the side fences of the stake-and-rider type were in an equally run-down condition. As a matter of fact, they had aged synchronously with the persons who lived here, old Henry Reifsneider and his wife Phœbe Ann.

They had lived here, these two, ever since their marriage, forty-eight years before, and Henry had lived here before that from his childhood up. His father and mother, well along in years when he was a boy, had invited him to bring his wife here when he had first fallen in love and decided to marry; and he had done so. His father and mother were the companions of himself and his wife for ten years after they were married, when both died; and then Henry and Phœbe were left with their five children growing lustily apace. But all sorts of things had happened since then. Of the seven children, all told, that had been born to them, three had died; one girl had gone to Kansas; one boy had gone to Sioux Falls, never even to be heard of after; another boy had gone to Washington; and the last girl lived five counties away in the same State, but was so burdened with cares of her own that she rarely gave them a thought. Time and a commonplace home life that had never been attractive had weaned them thoroughly, so that, wherever they were, they gave little thought as to how it might be with their father and mother.

Old Henry Reifsneider and his wife Phœbe were a loving couple. You perhaps know how it is with simple natures that fasten themselves like lichens on the stones of circumstance and weather their days to a crumbling conclusion. The great world sounds widely, but it has no call for them. They have no soaring intellect. The orchard, the meadow, the cornfield, the pig-pen, and the chicken-lot measure the range of their human activities. When the wheat is headed it is reaped and threshed; when the corn is browned and frosted it is cut and shocked; when the timothy is in full head it is cut, and the hay-cock erected. After that comes winter, with the hauling of grain to market, the sawing and splitting of wood, the simple chores of fire-building, meal-getting, occasional repairing, and visiting. Beyond these and the changes of weather  the snows, the rains, and the fair days  there are no immediate, significant things. All the rest of life is a far-off, clamorous phantasmagoria, flickering like Northern lights in the night, and sounding as faintly as cow-bells tinkling in the distance.

Old Henry and his wife Phœbe were as fond of each other as it is possible for two old people to be who have nothing else in this life to be fond of. He was a thin old man, seventy when she died, a queer, crotchety person with coarse gray-black hair and beard, quite straggly and unkempt. He looked at you out of dull, fishy, watery eyes that had deep-brown crows-feet at the sides. His clothes, like the clothes of many farmers, were aged and angular and baggy, standing out at the pockets, not fitting about the neck, protuberant and worn at elbow and knee. Phœbe Ann was thin and shapeless, a very umbrella of a woman, clad in shabby black, and with a black bonnet for her best wear. As time had passed, and they had only themselves to look after, their movements had become slower and slower, their activities fewer and fewer. The annual keep of pigs had been reduced from five to one grunting porker, and the single horse which Henry now retained was a sleepy animal, not over-nourished and not very clean. The chickens, of which formerly there was a large flock, had almost disappeared, owing to ferrets, foxes, and the lack of proper care, which produces disease. The former healthy garden was now a straggling memory of itself, and the vines and flower-beds that formerly ornamented the windows and dooryard had now become choking thickets. A will had been made which divided the small tax-eaten property equally among the remaining four, so that it was really of no interest to any of them. Yet these two lived together in peace and sympathy, only that now and then old Henry would become unduly cranky, complaining almost invariably that something had been neglected or mislaid which was of no importance at all.

Phœbe, wheres my corn-knife? You aint never minded to let my things alone no more.

Now you hush, Henry, his wife would caution him in a cracked and squeaky voice. If you dont, Ill leave yuh. Ill git up and walk out of here some day, and then where would y be? Y aint got anybody but me to look after yuh, so yuh just behave yourself. Your corn knifes on the mantel where its allus been unless youve gone an put it summers else.

Old Henry, who knew his wife would never leave him in any circumstances, used to speculate at times as to what he would do if she were to die. That was the one leaving that he really feared. As he climbed on the chair at night to wind the old, long-pendulumed, double-weighted clock, or went finally to the front and the back door to see that they were safely shut in, it was a comfort to know that Phœbe was there, properly ensconced on her side of the bed, and that if he stirred restlessly in the night, she would be there to ask what he wanted.

Now, Henry, do lie still! Youre as restless as a chicken.

Well, I cant sleep, Phœbe.

Well, yuh neednt roll so, anyhow. Yuh kin let me sleep.

This usually reduced him to a state of somnolent ease. If she wanted a pail of water, it was a grumbling pleasure for him to get it; and if she did rise first to build the fires, he saw that the wood was cut and placed within easy reach. They divided this simple world nicely between them.

As the years had gone on, however, fewer and fewer people had called. They were well-known for a distance of as much as ten square miles as old Mr. and Mrs. Reifsneider, honest, moderately Christian, but too old to be really interesting any longer. The writing of letters had become an almost impossible burden too difficult to continue or even negotiate via others, although an occasional letter still did arrive from the daughter in Pemberton County. Now and then some old friend stopped with a pie or cake or a roasted chicken or duck, or merely to see that they were well; but even these kindly minded visits were no longer frequent.

One day in the early spring of her sixty-fourth year Mrs. Reifsneider took sick, and from a low fever passed into some indefinable ailment which, because of her age, was no longer curable. Old Henry drove to Swinnerton, the neighboring town, and procured a doctor. Some friends called, and the immediate care of her was taken off his hands. Then one chill spring night she died, and old Henry, in a fog of sorrow and uncertainty, followed her body to the nearest graveyard, an unattractive space with a few pines growing in it. Although he might have gone to the daughter in Pemberton or sent for her, it was really too much trouble and he was too weary and fixed. It was suggested to him at once by one friend and another that he come to stay with them awhile, but he did not see fit. He was so old and so fixed in his notions and so accustomed to the exact surroundings he had known all his days, that he could not think of leaving. He wanted to remain near where they had put his Phœbe; and the fact that he would have to live alone did not trouble him in the least. The living children were notified and the care of him offered if he would leave, but he would not.

I kin make a shift for myself, he continually announced to old Dr. Morrow, who had attended his wife in this case. I kin cook a little, and, besides, it dont take much moren coffee an bread in the mornins to satisfy me. Ill get along now well enough. Yuh just let me be. And after many pleadings and proffers of advice, with supplies of coffee and bacon and baked bread duly offered and accepted, he was left to himself. For a while he sat idly outside his door brooding in the spring sun. He tried to revive his interest in farming, and to keep himself busy and free from thought by looking after the fields, which of late had been much neglected. It was a gloomy thing to come in of an evening, however, or in the afternoon and find no shadow of Phœbe where everything suggested her. By degrees he put a few of her things away. At night he sat beside his lamp and read in the papers that were left him occasionally or in a Bible that he had neglected for years, but he could get little solace from these things. Mostly he held his hand over his mouth and looked at the floor as he sat and thought of what had become of her, and how soon he himself would die. He made a great business of making his coffee in the morning and frying himself a little bacon at night; but his appetite was gone. The shell in which he had been housed so long seemed vacant, and its shadows were suggestive of immedicable griefs. So he lived quite dolefully for five long months, and then a change began.

It was one night, after he had looked after the front and the back door, wound the clock, blown out the light, and gone through all the selfsame motions that he had indulged in for years, that he went to bed not so much to sleep as to think. It was a moonlight night. The green-lichen-covered orchard just outside and to be seen from his bed where he now lay was a silvery affair, sweetly spectral. The moon shone through the east windows, throwing the pattern of the panes on the wooden floor, and making the old furniture, to which he was accustomed, stand out dimly in the room. As usual he had been thinking of Phœbe and the years when they had been young together, and of the children who had gone, and the poor shift he was making of his present days. The house was coming to be in a very bad state indeed. The bed-clothes were in disorder and not clean, for he made a wretched shift of washing. It was a terror to him. The roof leaked, causing things, some of them, to remain damp for weeks at a time, but he was getting into that brooding state where he would accept anything rather than exert himself. He preferred to pace slowly to and fro or to sit and think.

By twelve oclock of this particular night he was asleep, however, and by two had waked again. The moon by this time had shifted to a position on the western side of the house, and it now shone in through the windows of the living-room and those of the kitchen beyond. A certain combination of furniture  a chair near a table, with his coat on it, the half-open kitchen door casting a shadow, and the position of a lamp near a paper  gave him an exact representation of Phœbe leaning over the table as he had often seen her do in life. It gave him a great start. Could it be she  or her ghost? He had scarcely ever believed in spirits; and still He looked at her fixedly in the feeble half-light, his old hair tingling oddly at the roots, and then sat up. The figure did not move. He put his thin legs out of the bed and sat looking at her, wondering if this could really be Phœbe. They had talked of ghosts often in their lifetime, of apparitions and omens; but they had never agreed that such things could be. It had never been a part of his wifes creed that she could have a spirit that could return to walk the earth. Her after-world was quite a different affair, a vague heaven, no less, from which the righteous did not trouble to return. Yet here she was now, bending over the table in her black skirt and gray shawl, her pale profile outlined against the moonlight.

Phœbe, he called, thrilling from head to toe and putting out one bony hand, have yuh come back?

The figure did not stir, and he arose and walked uncertainly to the door, looking at it fixedly the while. As he drew near, however, the apparition resolved itself into its primal content  his old coat over the high-backed chair, the lamp by the paper, the half-open door.

Well, he said to himself, his mouth open, I thought shore I saw her. And he ran his hand strangely and vaguely through his hair, the while his nervous tension relaxed. Vanished as it had, it gave him the idea that she might return.

Another night, because of this first illusion, and because his mind was now constantly on her and he was old, he looked out of the window that was nearest his bed and commanded a hen-coop and pig-pen and a part of the wagon-shed, and there, a faint mist exuding from the damp of the ground, he thought he saw her again. It was one of those little wisps of mist, one of those faint exhalations of the earth that rise in a cool night after a warm day, and flicker like small white cypresses of fog before they disappear. In life it had been a custom of hers to cross this lot from her kitchen door to the pig-pen to throw in any scrap that was left from her cooking, and here she was again. He sat up and watched it strangely, doubtfully, because of his previous experience, but inclined, because of the nervous titillation that passed over his body, to believe that spirits really were, and that Phœbe, who would be concerned because of his lonely state, must be thinking about him, and hence returning. What other way would she have? How otherwise could she express herself? It would be within the province of her charity so to do, and like her loving interest in him. He quivered and watched it eagerly; but, a faint breath of air stirring, it wound away toward the fence and disappeared.

A third night, as he was actually dreaming, some ten days later, she came to his bedside and put her hand on his head.

Poor Henry! she said. Its too bad.

He roused out of his sleep, actually to see her, he thought, moving from his bed-room into the one living-room, her figure a shadowy mass of black. The weak straining of his eyes caused little points of light to flicker about the outlines of her form. He arose, greatly astonished, walked the floor in the cool room, convinced that Phœbe was coming back to him. If he only thought sufficiently, if he made it perfectly clear by his feeling that he needed her greatly, she would come back, this kindly wife, and tell him what to do. She would perhaps be with him much of the time, in the night, anyhow; and that would make him less lonely, this state more endurable.

In age and with the feeble it is not such a far cry from the subtleties of illusion to actual hallucination, and in due time this transition was made for Henry. Night after night he waited, expecting her return. Once in his weird mood he thought he saw a pale light moving about the room, and another time he thought he saw her walking in the orchard after dark. It was one morning when the details of his lonely state were virtually unendurable that he woke with the thought that she was not dead. How he had arrived at this conclusion it is hard to say. His mind had gone. In its place was a fixed illusion. He and Phœbe had had a senseless quarrel. He had reproached her for not leaving his pipe where he was accustomed to find it, and she had left. It was an aberrated fulfillment of her old jesting threat that if he did not behave himself she would leave him.

I guess I could find yuh agin, he had always said. But her cackling threat had always been:

Yuhll not find me if I ever leave yuh. I guess I kin git some place where yuh cant find me.

This morning when he arose he did not think to build the fire in the customary way or to grind his coffee and cut his bread, as was his wont, but solely to meditate as to where he should search for her and how he should induce her to come back. Recently the one horse had been dispensed with because he found it cumbersome and beyond his needs. He took down his soft crush hat after he had dressed himself, a new glint of interest and determination in his eye, and taking his black crook cane from behind the door, where he had always placed it, started out briskly to look for her among the nearest neighbors. His old shoes clumped soundly in the dust as he walked, and his gray-black locks, now grown rather long, straggled out in a dramatic fringe or halo from under his hat. His short coat stirred busily as he walked, and his hands and face were peaked and pale.

Why, hello, Henry! Wherere yuh goin this mornin? inquired Farmer Dodge, who, hauling a load of wheat to market, encountered him on the public road. He had not seen the aged farmer in months, not since his wifes death, and he wondered now, seeing him looking so spry.

Yuh aint seen Phœbe, have yuh? inquired the old man, looking up quizzically.

Phœbe who? inquired Farmer Dodge, not for the moment connecting the name with Henrys dead wife.

Why, my wife Phœbe, o course. Who do yuh spose I mean? He stared up with a pathetic sharpness of glance from under his shaggy, gray eyebrows.

Wall, Ill swan, Henry, yuh aint jokin, are yuh? said the solid Dodge, a pursy man, with a smooth, hard, red face. It cant be your wife yuhre talkin about. Shes dead.

Dead! Shucks! retorted the demented Reifsneider. She left me early this mornin, while I was sleepin. She allus got up to build the fire, but shes gone now. We had a little spat last night, an I guess thats the reason. But I guess I kin find her. Shes gone over to Matilda Races; thats where shes gone.

He started briskly up the road, leaving the amazed Dodge to stare in wonder after him.

Well, Ill be switched! he said aloud to himself. Hes clean outn his head. That poor old fellers been livin down there till hes gone outen his mind. Ill have to notify the authorities. And he flicked his whip with great enthusiasm. Geddap! he said, and was off.

Reifsneider met no one else in this poorly populated region until he reached the whitewashed fence of Matilda Race and her husband three miles away. He had passed several other houses en route, but these not being within the range of his illusion were not considered. His wife, who had known Matilda well, must be here. He opened the picket-gate which guarded the walk, and stamped briskly up to the door.

Why, Mr. Reifsneider, exclaimed old Matilda herself, a stout woman, looking out of the door in answer to his knock, what brings yuh here this mornin?

Is Phœbe here? he demanded eagerly.

Phœbe who? What Phœbe? replied Mrs. Race, curious as to this sudden development of energy on his part.

Why, my Phœbe, o course. My wife Phœbe. Who do yuh spose? Aint she here now?

Lawsy me! exclaimed Mrs. Race, opening her mouth. Yuh pore man! So youre clean outn your mind now. Yuh come right in and sit down. Ill git yuh a cup o coffee. O course your wife aint here; but yuh come in an sit down. Ill find her fer yuh after a while. I know where she is.

The old farmers eyes softened, and he entered. He was so thin and pale a specimen, pantalooned and patriarchal, that he aroused Mrs. Races extremest sympathy as he took off his hat and laid it on his knees quite softly and mildly.

We had a quarrel last night, an she left me, he volunteered.

Laws! laws! sighed Mrs. Race, there being no one present with whom to share her astonishment as she went to her kitchen. The pore man! Now somebodys just got to look after him. He cant be allowed to run around the country this way lookin for his dead wife. Its turrible.

She boiled him a pot of coffee and brought in some of her new-baked bread and fresh butter. She set out some of her best jam and put a couple of eggs to boil, lying whole-heartedly the while.

Now yuh stay right there, Uncle Henry, till Jake comes in, an Ill send him to look for Phœbe. I think its moren likely shes over to Swinnerton with some o her friends. Anyhow, well find out. Now yuh just drink this coffee an eat this bread. Yuh must be tired. Yuhve had a long walk this mornin. Her idea was to take counsel with Jake, her man, and perhaps have him notify the authorities.

She bustled about, meditating on the uncertainties of life, while old Reifsneider thrummed on the rim of his hat with his pale fingers and later ate abstractedly of what she offered. His mind was on his wife, however, and since she was not here, or did not appear, it wandered vaguely away to a family by the name of Murray, miles away in another direction. He decided after a time that he would not wait for Jake Race to hunt his wife but would seek her for himself. He must be on, and urge her to come back.

Well, Ill be goin, he said, getting up and looking strangely about him. I guess she didnt come here after all. She went over to the Murrays, I guess. Ill not wait any longer, Mis Race. Theres a lot to do over to the house to-day. And out he marched in the face of her protests taking to the dusty road again in the warm spring sun, his cane striking the earth as he went.

It was two hours later that this pale figure of a man appeared in the Murrays doorway, dusty, perspiring, eager. He had tramped all of five miles, and it was noon. An amazed husband and wife of sixty heard his strange query, and realized also that he was mad. They begged him to stay to dinner, intending to notify the authorities later and see what could be done; but though he stayed to partake of a little something, he did not stay long, and was off again to another distant farmhouse, his idea of many things to do and his need of Phœbe impelling him. So it went for that day and the next and the next, the circle of his inquiry ever widening.

The process by which a character assumes the significance of being peculiar, his antics weird, yet harmless, in such a community is often involute and pathetic. This day, as has been said, saw Reifsneider at other doors, eagerly asking his unnatural question, and leaving a trail of amazement, sympathy, and pity in his wake. Although the authorities were informed  the county sheriff, no less  it was not deemed advisable to take him into custody; for when those who knew old Henry, and had for so long, reflected on the condition of the county insane asylum, a place which, because of the poverty of the district, was of staggering aberration and sickening environment, it was decided to let him remain at large; for, strange to relate, it was found on investigation that at night he returned peaceably enough to his lonesome domicile there to discover whether his wife had returned, and to brood in loneliness until the morning. Who would lock up a thin, eager, seeking old man with iron-gray hair and an attitude of kindly, innocent inquiry, particularly when he was well known for a past of only kindly servitude and reliability? Those who had known him best rather agreed that he should be allowed to roam at large. He could do no harm. There were many who were willing to help him as to food, old clothes, the odds and ends of his daily life  at least at first. His figure after a time became not so much a common-place as an accepted curiosity, and the replies, Why, no, Henry; I aint see her, or No, Henry; she aint been here to-day, more customary.

For several years thereafter then he was an odd figure in the sun and rain, on dusty roads and muddy ones, encountered occasionally in strange and unexpected places, pursuing his endless search. Undernourishment, after a time, although the neighbors and those who knew his history gladly contributed from their store, affected his body; for he walked much and ate little. The longer he roamed the public highway in this manner, the deeper became his strange hallucination; and finding it harder and harder to return from his more and more distant pilgrimages, he finally began taking a few utensils with him from his home, making a small package of them, in order that he might not be compelled to return. In an old tin coffee-pot of large size he placed a small tin cup, a knife, fork, and spoon, some salt and pepper, and to the outside of it, by a string forced through a pierced hole, he fastened a plate, which could be released, and which was his woodland table. It was no trouble for him to secure the little food that he needed, and with a strange, almost religious dignity, he had no hesitation in asking for that much. By degrees his hair became longer and longer, his once black hat became an earthen brown, and his clothes threadbare and dusty.

For all of three years he walked, and none knew how wide were his perambulations, nor how he survived the storms and cold. They could not see him, with homely rural understanding and forethought, sheltering himself in hay-cocks, or by the sides of cattle, whose warm bodies protected him from the cold, and whose dull understandings were not opposed to his harmless presence. Overhanging rocks and trees kept him at times from the rain, and a friendly hay-loft or corn-crib was not above his humble consideration.

The involute progression of hallucination is strange. From asking at doors and being constantly rebuffed or denied, he finally came to the conclusion that although his Phœbe might not be in any of the houses at the doors of which he inquired, she might nevertheless be within the sound of his voice. And so, from patient inquiry, he began to call sad, occasional cries, that ever and anon waked the quiet landscapes and ragged hill regions, and set to echoing his thin O-o-o Phœbe! O-o-o Phœbe! It had a pathetic, albeit insane, ring, and many a farmer or plowboy came to know it even from afar and say, There goes old Reifsneider.

Another thing that puzzled him greatly after a time and after many hundreds of inquiries was, when he no longer had any particular dooryard in view and no special inquiry to make, which way to go. These cross-roads, which occasionally led in four or even six directions, came after a time to puzzle him. But to solve this knotty problem, which became more and more of a puzzle, there came to his aid another hallucination. Phœbes spirit or some power of the air or wind or nature would tell him. If he stood at the center of the parting of the ways, closed his eyes, turned thrice about, and called O-o-o Phœbe! twice, and then threw his cane straight before him, that would surely indicate which way to go for Phœbe, or one of these mystic powers would surely govern its direction and fall! In whichever direction it went, even though, as was not infrequently the case, it took him back along the path he had already come, or across fields, he was not so far gone in his mind but that he gave himself ample time to search before he called again. Also the hallucination seemed to persist that at some time he would surely find her. There were hours when his feet were sore, and his limbs weary, when he would stop in the heat to wipe his seamed brow, or in the cold to beat his arms. Sometimes, after throwing away his cane, and finding it indicating the direction from which he had just come, he would shake his head wearily and philosophically, as if contemplating the unbelievable or an untoward fate, and then start briskly off. His strange figure came finally to be known in the farthest reaches of three or four counties. Old Reifsneider was a pathetic character. His fame was wide.

Near a little town called Watersville, in Green County, perhaps four miles from that minor center of human activity, there was a place or precipice locally known as the Red Cliff, a sheer wall of red sandstone, perhaps a hundred feet high, which raised its sharp face for half a mile or more above the fruitful cornfields and orchards that lay beneath, and which was surmounted by a thick grove of trees. The slope that slowly led up to it from the opposite side was covered by a rank growth of beech, hickory, and ash, through which threaded a number of wagon-tracks crossing at various angles. In fair weather it had become old Reifsneiders habit, so inured was he by now to the open, to make his bed in some such patch of trees as this to fry his bacon or boil his eggs at the foot of some tree before laying himself down for the night. Occasionally, so light and inconsequential was his sleep, he would walk at night. More often, the moonlight or some sudden wind stirring in the trees or a reconnoitering animal arousing him, he would sit up and think, or pursue his quest in the moonlight or the dark, a strange, unnatural, half wild, half savage-looking but utterly harmless creature, calling at lonely road crossings, staring at dark and shuttered houses, and wondering where, where Phœbe could really be.

That particular lull that comes in the systole-diastole of this earthly ball at two oclock in the morning invariably aroused him, and though he might not go any farther he would sit up and contemplate the darkness or the stars, wondering. Sometimes in the strange processes of his mind he would fancy that he saw moving among the trees the figure of his lost wife, and then he would get up to follow, taking his utensils, always on a string, and his cane. If she seemed to evade him too easily he would run, or plead, or, suddenly losing track of the fancied figure, stand awed or disappointed, grieving for the moment over the almost insurmountable difficulties of his search.

It was in the seventh year of these hopeless peregrinations, in the dawn of a similar springtime to that in which his wife had died, that he came at last one night to the vicinity of this self-same patch that crowned the rise to the Red Cliff. His far-flung cane, used as a divining-rod at the last cross-roads, had brought him hither. He had walked many, many miles. It was after ten oclock at night, and he was very weary. Long wandering and little eating had left him but a shadow of his former self. It was a question now not so much of physical strength but of spiritual endurance which kept him up. He had scarcely eaten this day, and now exhausted he set himself down in the dark to rest and possibly to sleep.

Curiously on this occasion a strange suggestion of the presence of his wife surrounded him. It would not be long now, he counseled with himself, although the long months had brought him nothing, until he should see her, talk to her. He fell asleep after a time, his head on his knees. At midnight the moon began to rise, and at two in the morning, his wakeful hour, was a large silver disk shining through the trees to the east. He opened his eyes when the radiance became strong, making a silver pattern at his feet and lighting the woods with strange lusters and silvery, shadowy forms. As usual, his old notion that his wife must be near occurred to him on this occasion, and he looked about him with a speculative, anticipatory eye. What was it that moved in the distant shadows along the path by which he had entered  a pale, flickering will-o-the-wisp that bobbed gracefully among the trees and riveted his expectant gaze? Moonlight and shadows combined to give it a strange form and a stranger reality, this fluttering of bog-fire or dancing of wandering fire-flies. Was it truly his lost Phœbe? By a circuitous route it passed about him, and in his fevered state he fancied that he could see the very eyes of her, not as she was when he last saw her in the black dress and shawl but now a strangely younger Phœbe, gayer, sweeter, the one whom he had known years before as a girl. Old Reifsneider got up. He had been expecting and dreaming of this hour all these years, and now as he saw the feeble light dancing lightly before him he peered at it questioningly, one thin hand in his gray hair.

Of a sudden there came to him now for the first time in many years the full charm of her girlish figure as he had known it in boyhood, the pleasing, sympathetic smile, the brown hair, the blue sash she had once worn about her waist at a picnic, her gay, graceful movements. He walked around the base of the tree, straining with his eyes, forgetting for once his cane and utensils, and following eagerly after. On she moved before him, a will-o-the-wisp of the spring, a little flame above her head, and it seemed as though among the small saplings of ash and beech and the thick trunks of hickory and elm that she signaled with a young, a lightsome hand.

O Phœbe! Phœbe! he called. Have yuh really come? Have yuh really answered me? And hurrying faster, he fell once, scrambling lamely to his feet, only to see the light in the distance dancing illusively on. On and on he hurried until he was fairly running, brushing his ragged arms against the trees, striking his hands and face against impeding twigs. His hat was gone, his lungs were breathless, his reason quite astray, when coming to the edge of the cliff he saw her below among a silvery bed of apple-trees now blooming in the spring.

O Phœbe! he called. O Phœbe! Oh, no, dont leave me! And feeling the lure of a world where love was young and Phœbe as this vision presented her, a delightful epitome of their quondam youth, he gave a gay cry of Oh, wait, Phœbe! and leaped.

Some farmer-boys, reconnoitering this region of bounty and prospect some few days afterward, found first the tin utensils tied together under the tree where he had left them, and then later at the foot of the cliff, pale, broken, but elate, a molded smile of peace and delight upon his lips, his body. His old hat was discovered lying under some low-growing saplings, the twigs of which had held it back. No one of all the simple population knew how eagerly and joyously he had found his lost mate.


THE SECOND CHOICE

SHIRLEY DEAR:

You dont want the letters. There are only six of them, anyhow, and think, theyre all I have of you to cheer me on my travels. What good would they be to you  little bits of notes telling me youre sure to meet me  but me  think of me! If I send them to you, youll tear them up, whereas if you leave them with me I can dab them with musk and ambergris and keep them in a little silver box, always beside me.

Ah, Shirley dear, you really dont know how sweet I think you are, how dear! There isnt a thing we have ever done together that isnt as clear in my mind as this great big skyscraper over the way here in Pittsburgh, and far more pleasing. In fact, my thoughts of you are the most precious and delicious things I have, Shirley.

But Im too young to marry now. You know that, Shirley, dont you? I havent placed myself in any way yet, and Im so restless that I dont know whether I ever will, really. Only yesterday, old Roxbaum  thats my new employer here  came to me and wanted to know if I would like an assistant overseership on one of his coffee plantations in Java, said there would not be much money in it for a year or two, a bare living, but later there would be more  and I jumped at it. Just the thought of Java and going there did that, although I knew I could make more staying right here. Cant you see how it is with me, Shirl? Im too restless and too young. I couldnt take care of you right, and you wouldnt like me after a while if I didnt.

But ah, Shirley sweet, I think the dearest things of you! There isnt an hour, it seems, but some little bit of you comes back  a dear, sweet bit  the night we sat on the grass in Tregore Park and counted the stars through the trees; that first evening at Sparrows Point when we missed the last train and had to walk to Langley. Remember the tree-toads, Shirl? And then that warm April Sunday in Atholby woods! Ah, Shirl, you dont want the six notes! Let me keep them. But think of me, will you, sweet, wherever you go and whatever you do? Ill always think of you, and wish that you had met a better, saner man than me, and that I really could have married you and been all you wanted me to be. By-by, sweet. I may start for Java within the month. If so, and you would want them, Ill send you some cards from there  if they have any.

Your worthless,

ARTHUR.



She sat and turned the letter in her hand, dumb with despair. It was the very last letter she would ever get from him. Of that she was certain. He was gone now, once and for all. She had written him only once, not making an open plea but asking him to return her letters, and then there had come this tender but evasive reply, saying nothing of a possible return but desiring to keep her letters for old times sake  the happy hours they had spent together.

The happy hours! Oh, yes, yes, yes  the happy hours!

In her memory now, as she sat here in her home after the days work, meditating on all that had been in the few short months since he had come and gone, was a world of color and light  a color and a light so transfiguring as to seem celestial, but now, alas, wholly dissipated. It had contained so much of all she had desired  love, romance, amusement, laughter. He had been so gay and thoughtless, or headstrong, so youthfully romantic, and with such a love of play and change and to be saying and doing anything and everything. Arthur could dance in a gay way, whistle, sing after a fashion, play. He could play cards and do tricks, and he had such a superior air, so genial and brisk, with a kind of innate courtesy in it and yet an intolerance for slowness and stodginess or anything dull or dingy, such as characterized  But here her thoughts fled from him. She refused to think of any one but Arthur.

Sitting in her little bedroom now, off the parlor on the ground floor in her home in Bethune Street, and looking out over the Kessels yard, and beyond that  there being no fences in Bethune Street  over the yards or lawns of the Pollards, Bakers, Cryders, and others, she thought of how dull it must all have seemed to him, with his fine imaginative mind and experiences, his love of change and gayety, his atmosphere of something better than she had ever known. How little she had been fitted, perhaps, by beauty or temperament to overcome this  the something  dullness in her work or her home, which possibly had driven him away. For, although many had admired her to date, and she was young and pretty in her simple way and constantly receiving suggestions that her beauty was disturbing to some, still, he had not cared for her  he had gone.

And now, as she meditated, it seemed that this scene, and all that it stood for  her parents, her work, her daily shuttling to and fro between the drug company for which she worked and this street and house  was typical of her life and what she was destined to endure always. Some girls were so much more fortunate. They had fine clothes, fine homes, a world of pleasure and opportunity in which to move. They did not have to scrimp and save and work to pay their own way. And yet she had always been compelled to do it, but had never complained until now  or until he came, and after. Bethune Street, with its commonplace front yards and houses nearly all alike, and this house, so like the others, room for room and porch for porch, and her parents, too, really like all the others, had seemed good enough, quite satisfactory, indeed, until then. But now, now!

Here, in their kitchen, was her mother, a thin, pale, but kindly woman, peeling potatoes and washing lettuce, and putting a bit of steak or a chop or a piece of liver in a frying-pan day after day, morning and evening, month after month, year after year. And next door was Mrs. Kessel doing the same thing. And next door Mrs. Cryder. And next door Mrs. Pollard. But, until now, she had not thought it so bad. But now  now  oh! And on all the porches or lawns all along this street were the husbands and fathers, mostly middle-aged or old men like her father, reading their papers or cutting the grass before dinner, or smoking and meditating afterward. Her father was out in front now, a stooped, forbearing, meditative soul, who had rarely anything to say  leaving it all to his wife, her mother, but who was fond of her in his dull, quiet way. He was a pattern-maker by trade, and had come into possession of this small, ordinary home via years of toil and saving, her mother helping him. They had no particular religion, as he often said, thinking reasonably human conduct a sufficient passport to heaven, but they had gone occasionally to the Methodist Church over in Nicholas Street, and she had once joined it. But of late she had not gone, weaned away by the other commonplace pleasures of her world.

And then in the midst of it, the dull drift of things, as she now saw them to be, he had come  Arthur Bristow  young, energetic, good-looking, ambitious, dreamful, and instanter, and with her never knowing quite how, the whole thing had been changed. He had appeared so swiftly  out of nothing, as it were.

Previous to him had been Barton Williams, stout, phlegmatic, good-natured, well-meaning, who was, or had been before Arthur came, asking her to marry him, and whom she allowed to half assume that she would. She had liked him in a feeble, albeit, as she thought, tender way, thinking him the kind, according to the logic of her neighborhood, who would make her a good husband, and, until Arthur appeared on the scene, had really intended to marry him. It was not really a love-match, as she saw now, but she thought it was, which was much the same thing, perhaps. But, as she now recalled, when Arthur came, how the scales fell from her eyes! In a trice, as it were, nearly, there was a new heaven and a new earth. Arthur had arrived, and with him a sense of something different.

Mabel Gove had asked her to come over to her house in Westleigh, the adjoining suburb, for Thanksgiving eve and day, and without a thought of anything, and because Barton was busy handling a part of the work in the despatched office of the Great Eastern and could not see her, she had gone. And then, to her surprise and strange, almost ineffable delight, the moment she had seen him, he was there  Arthur, with his slim, straight figure and dark hair and eyes and clean-cut features, as clean and attractive as those of a coin. And as he had looked at her and smiled and narrated humorous bits of things that had happened to him, something had come over her  a spell  and after dinner they had all gone round to Edith Barringers to dance, and there as she had danced with him, somehow, without any seeming boldness on his part, he had taken possession of her, as it were, drawn her close, and told her she had beautiful eyes and hair and such a delicately rounded chin, and that he thought she danced gracefully and was sweet. She had nearly fainted with delight.

Do you like me? he had asked in one place in the dance, and, in spite of herself, she had looked up into his eyes, and from that moment she was almost mad over him, could think of nothing else but his hair and eyes and his smile and his graceful figure.

Mabel Gove had seen it all, in spite of her determination that no one should, and on their going to bed later, back at Mabels home, she had whispered:

Ah, Shirley, I saw. You like Arthur, dont you?

I think hes very nice, Shirley recalled replying, for Mabel knew of her affair with Barton and liked him, but Im not crazy over him. And for this bit of treason she had sighed in her dreams nearly all night.

And the next day, true to a request and a promise made by him, Arthur had called again at Mabels to take her and Mabel to a movie which was not so far away, and from there they had gone to an ice-cream parlor, and during it all, when Mabel was not looking, he had squeezed her arm and hand and kissed her neck, and she had held her breath, and her heart had seemed to stop.

And now youre going to let me come out to your place to see you, arent you? he had whispered.

And she had replied, Wednesday evening, and then written the address on a little piece of paper and given it to him.

But now it was all gone, gone!

This house, which now looked so dreary  how romantic it had seemed that first night he called  the front room with its commonplace furniture, and later in the spring, the veranda, with its vines just sprouting, and the moon in May. Oh, the moon in May, and June and July, when he was here! How she had lied to Barton to make evenings for Arthur, and occasionally to Arthur to keep him from contact with Barton. She had not even mentioned Barton to Arthur because  because  well, because Arthur was so much better, and somehow (she admitted it to herself now) she had not been sure that Arthur would care for her long, if at all, and then  well, and then, to be quite frank, Barton might be good enough. She did not exactly hate him because she had found Arthur  not at all. She still liked him in a way  he was so kind and faithful, so very dull and straightforward and thoughtful of her, which Arthur was certainly not. Before Arthur had appeared, as she well remembered, Barton had seemed to be plenty good enough  in fact, all that she desired in a pleasant, companionable way, calling for her, taking her places, bringing her flowers and candy, which Arthur rarely did, and for that, if nothing more, she could not help continuing to like him and to feel sorry for him, and, besides, as she had admitted to herself before, if Arthur left her  * * * * * Werent his parents better off than hers  and hadnt he a good position for such a man as he  one hundred and fifty dollars a month and the certainty of more later on? A little while before meeting Arthur, she had thought this very good, enough for two to live on at least, and she had thought some of trying it at some time or other  but now  now  

And that first night he had called  how well she remembered it  how it had transfigured the parlor next this in which she was now, filling it with something it had never had before, and the porch outside, too, for that matter, with its gaunt, leafless vine, and this street, too, even  dull, commonplace Bethune Street. There had been a flurry of snow during the afternoon while she was working at the store, and the ground was white with it. All the neighboring homes seemed to look sweeter and happier and more inviting than ever they had as she came past them, with their lights peeping from under curtains and drawn shades. She had hurried into hers and lighted the big red-shaded parlor lamp, her one artistic treasure, as she thought, and put it near the piano, between it and the window, and arranged the chairs, and then bustled to the task of making herself as pleasing as she might. For him she had gotten out her one best filmy house dress and done up her hair in the fashion she thought most becoming  and that he had not seen before  and powdered her cheeks and nose and darkened her eyelashes, as some of the girls at the store did, and put on her new gray satin slippers, and then, being so arrayed, waited nervously, unable to eat anything or to think of anything but him.

And at last, just when she had begun to think he might not be coming, he had appeared with that arch smile and a Hello! Its here you live, is it? I was wondering. George, but youre twice as sweet as I thought you were, arent you? And then, in the little entryway, behind the closed door, he had held her and kissed her on the mouth a dozen times while she pretended to push against his coat and struggle and say that her parents might hear.

And, oh, the room afterward, with him in it in the red glow of the lamp, and with his pale handsome face made handsomer thereby, as she thought! He had made her sit near him and had held her hands and told her about his work and his dreams  all that he expected to do in the future  and then she had found herself wishing intensely to share just such a life  his life  anything that he might wish to do; only, she kept wondering, with a slight pain, whether he would want her to  he was so young, dreamful, ambitious, much younger and more dreamful than herself, although, in reality, he was several years older.

And then followed that glorious period from December to this late September, in which everything which was worth happening in love had happened. Oh, those wondrous days the following spring, when, with the first burst of buds and leaves, he had taken her one Sunday to Atholby, where all the great woods were, and they had hunted spring beauties in the grass, and sat on a slope and looked at the river below and watched some boys fixing up a sailboat and setting forth in it quite as she wished she and Arthur might be doing  going somewhere together  far, far away from all commonplace things and life! And then he had slipped his arm about her and kissed her cheek and neck, and tweaked her ear and smoothed her hair  and oh, there on the grass, with the spring flowers about her and a canopy of small green leaves above, the perfection of love had come  love so wonderful that the mere thought of it made her eyes brim now! And then had been days, Saturday afternoons and Sundays, at Atholby and Sparrows Point, where the great beach was, and in lovely Tregore Park, a mile or two from her home, where they could go of an evening and sit in or near the pavilion and have ice-cream and dance or watch the dancers. Oh, the stars, the winds, the summer breath of those days! Ah, me! Ah, me!

Naturally, her parents had wondered from the first about her and Arthur, and her and Barton, since Barton had already assumed a proprietary interest in her and she had seemed to like him. But then she was an only child and a pet, and used to presuming on that, and they could not think of saying anything to her. After all, she was young and pretty and was entitled to change her mind; only, only  she had had to indulge in a career of lying and subterfuge in connection with Barton, since Arthur was headstrong and wanted every evening that he chose  to call for her at the store and keep her down-town to dinner and a show.

Arthur had never been like Barton, shy, phlegmatic, obedient, waiting long and patiently for each little favor, but, instead, masterful and eager, rifling her of kisses and caresses and every delight of love, and teasing and playing with her as a cat would a mouse. She could never resist him. He demanded of her her time and her affection without let or hindrance. He was not exactly selfish or cruel, as some might have been, but gay and unthinking at times, unconsciously so, and yet loving and tender at others  nearly always so. But always he would talk of things in the future as if they really did not include her  and this troubled her greatly  of places he might go, things he might do, which, somehow, he seemed to think or assume that she could not or would not do with him. He was always going to Australia sometime, he thought, in a business way, or to South Africa, or possibly to India. He never seemed to have any fixed clear future for himself in mind.

A dreadful sense of helplessness and of impending disaster came over her at these times, of being involved in some predicament over which she had no control, and which would lead her on to some sad end. Arthur, although plainly in love, as she thought, and apparently delighted with her, might not always love her. She began, timidly at first (and always, for that matter), to ask him pretty, seeking questions about himself and her, whether their future was certain to be together, whether he really wanted her  loved her  whether he might not want to marry some one else or just her, and whether she wouldnt look nice in a pearl satin wedding-dress with a long creamy veil and satin slippers and a bouquet of bridal-wreath. She had been so slowly but surely saving to that end, even before he came, in connection with Barton; only, after he came, all thought of the import of it had been transferred to him. But now, also, she was beginning to ask herself sadly, Would it ever be? He was so airy, so inconsequential, so ready to say: Yes, yes, and Sure, sure! Thats right! Yes, indeedy; you bet! Say, kiddie, but youll look sweet! but, somehow, it had always seemed as if this whole thing were a glorious interlude and that it could not last. Arthur was too gay and ethereal and too little settled in his own mind. His ideas of travel and living in different cities, finally winding up in New York or San Francisco, but never with her exactly until she asked him, was too ominous, although he always reassured her gaily: Of course! Of course! But somehow she could never believe it really, and it made her intensely sad at times, horribly gloomy. So often she wanted to cry, and she could scarcely tell why.

And then, because of her intense affection for him, she had finally quarreled with Barton, or nearly that, if one could say that one ever really quarreled with him. It had been because of a certain Thursday evening a few weeks before about which she had disappointed him. In a fit of generosity, knowing that Arthur was coming Wednesday, and because Barton had stopped in at the store to see her, she had told him that he might come, having regretted it afterward, so enamored was she of Arthur. And then when Wednesday came, Arthur had changed his mind, telling her he would come Friday instead, but on Thursday evening he had stopped in at the store and asked her to go to Sparrows Point, with the result that she had no time to notify Barton. He had gone to the house and sat with her parents until ten-thirty, and then, a few days later, although she had written him offering an excuse, had called at the store to complain slightly.

Do you think you did just right, Shirley? You might have sent word, mightnt you? Who was it  the new fellow you wont tell me about?

Shirley flared on the instant.

Supposing it was? Whats it to you? I dont belong to you yet, do I? I told you there wasnt any one, and I wish youd let me alone about that. I couldnt help it last Thursday  thats all  and I dont want you to be fussing with me  thats all. If you dont want to, you neednt come any more, anyhow.

Dont say that, Shirley, pleaded Barton. You dont mean that. I wont bother you, though, if you dont want me any more.

And because Shirley sulked, not knowing what else to do, he had gone and she had not seen him since.

And then sometime later when she had thus broken with Barton, avoiding the railway station where he worked, Arthur had failed to come at his appointed time, sending no word until the next day, when a note came to the store saying that he had been out of town for his firm over Sunday and had not been able to notify her, but that he would call Tuesday. It was an awful blow. At the time, Shirley had a vision of what was to follow. It seemed for the moment as if the whole world had suddenly been reduced to ashes, that there was nothing but black charred cinders anywhere  she felt that about all life. Yet it all came to her clearly then that this was but the beginning of just such days and just such excuses, and that soon, soon, he would come no more. He was beginning to be tired of her and soon he would not even make excuses. She felt it, and it froze and terrified her.

And then, soon after, the indifference which she feared did follow  almost created by her own thoughts, as it were. First, it was a meeting he had to attend somewhere one Wednesday night when he was to have come for her. Then he was going out of town again, over Sunday. Then he was going away for a whole week  it was absolutely unavoidable, he said, his commercial duties were increasing  and once he had casually remarked that nothing could stand in the way where she was concerned  never! She did not think of reproaching him with this; she was too proud. If he was going, he must go. She would not be willing to say to herself that she had ever attempted to hold any man. But, just the same, she was agonized by the thought. When he was with her, he seemed tender enough; only, at times, his eyes wandered and he seemed slightly bored. Other girls, particularly pretty ones, seemed to interest him as much as she did.

And the agony of the long days when he did not come any more for a week or two at a time! The waiting, the brooding, the wondering, at the store and here in her home  in the former place making mistakes at times because she could not get her mind off him and being reminded of them, and here at her own home at nights, being so absent-minded that her parents remarked on it. She felt sure that her parents must be noticing that Arthur was not coming any more, or as much as he had  for she pretended to be going out with him, going to Mabel Goves instead  and that Barton had deserted her too, he having been driven off by her indifference, never to come any more, perhaps, unless she sought him out.

And then it was that the thought of saving her own face by taking up with Barton once more occurred to her, of using him and his affections and faithfulness and dulness, if you will, to cover up her own dilemma. Only, this ruse was not to be tried until she had written Arthur this one letter  a pretext merely to see if there was a single ray of hope, a letter to be written in a gentle-enough way and asking for the return of the few notes she had written him. She had not seen him now in nearly a month, and the last time she had, he had said he might soon be compelled to leave her awhile  to go to Pittsburgh to work. And it was his reply to this that she now held in her hand  from Pittsburgh! It was frightful! The future without him!

But Barton would never know really what had transpired, if she went back to him. In spite of all her delicious hours with Arthur, she could call him back, she felt sure. She had never really entirely dropped him, and he knew it. He had bored her dreadfully on occasion, arriving on off days when Arthur was not about, with flowers or candy, or both, and sitting on the porch steps and talking of the railroad business and of the whereabouts and doings of some of their old friends. It was shameful, she had thought at times, to see a man so patient, so hopeful, so good-natured as Barton, deceived in this way, and by her, who was so miserable over another. Her parents must see and know, she had thought at these times, but still, what else was she to do?

Im a bad girl, she kept telling herself. Im all wrong. What right have I to offer Barton what is left? But still, somehow, she realized that Barton, if she chose to favor him, would only be too grateful for even the leavings of others where she was concerned, and that even yet, if she but deigned to crook a finger, she could have him. He was so simple, so good-natured, so stolid and matter of fact, so different to Arthur whom (she could not help smiling at the thought of it) she was loving now about as Barton loved her  slavishly, hopelessly.

And then, as the days passed and Arthur did not write any more  just this one brief note  she at first grieved horribly, and then in a fit of numb despair attempted, bravely enough from one point of view, to adjust herself to the new situation. Why should she despair? Why die of agony where there were plenty who would still sigh for her  Barton among others? She was young, pretty, very  many told her so. She could, if she chose, achieve a vivacity which she did not feel. Why should she brook this unkindness without a thought of retaliation? Why shouldnt she enter upon a gay and heartless career, indulging in a dozen flirtations at once  dancing and killing all thoughts of Arthur in a round of frivolities? There were many who beckoned to her. She stood at her counter in the drug store on many a day and brooded over this, but at the thought of which one to begin with, she faltered. After her late love, all were so tame, for the present anyhow.

And then  and then  always there was Barton, the humble or faithful, to whom she had been so unkind and whom she had used and whom she still really liked. So often self-reproaching thoughts in connection with him crept over her. He must have known, must have seen how badly she was using him all this while, and yet he had not failed to come and come, until she had actually quarreled with him, and any one would have seen that it was literally hopeless. She could not help remembering, especially now in her pain, that he adored her. He was not calling on her now at all  by her indifference she had finally driven him away  but a word, a word  She waited for days, weeks, hoping against hope, and then  



The office of Bartons superior in the Great Eastern terminal had always made him an easy object for her blandishments, coming and going, as she frequently did, via this very station. He was in the office of the assistant train-despatcher on the ground floor, where passing to and from the local, which, at times, was quicker than a street-car, she could easily see him by peering in; only, she had carefully avoided him for nearly a year. If she chose now, and would call for a message-blank at the adjacent telegraph-window which was a part of his room, and raised her voice as she often had in the past, he could scarcely fail to hear, if he did not see her. And if he did, he would rise and come over  of that she was sure, for he never could resist her. It had been a wile of hers in the old days to do this or to make her presence felt by idling outside. After a month of brooding, she felt that she must act  her position as a deserted girl was too much. She could not stand it any longer really  the eyes of her mother, for one.

It was six-fifteen one evening when, coming out of the store in which she worked, she turned her step disconsolately homeward. Her heart was heavy, her face rather pale and drawn. She had stopped in the stores retiring-room before coming out to add to her charms as much as possible by a little powder and rouge and to smooth her hair. It would not take much to reallure her former sweetheart, she felt sure  and yet it might not be so easy after all. Suppose he had found another? But she could not believe that. It had scarcely been long enough since he had last attempted to see her, and he was really so very, very fond of her and so faithful. He was too slow and certain in his choosing  he had been so with her. Still, who knows? With this thought, she went forward in the evening, feeling for the first time the shame and pain that comes of deception, the agony of having to relinquish an ideal and the feeling of despair that comes to those who find themselves in the position of suppliants, stooping to something which in better days and better fortune they would not know. Arthur was the cause of this.

When she reached the station, the crowd that usually filled it at this hour was swarming. There were so many pairs like Arthur and herself laughing and hurrying away or so she felt. First glancing in the small mirror of a weighing scale to see if she were still of her former charm, she stopped thoughtfully at a little flower stand which stood outside, and for a few pennies purchased a tiny bunch of violets. She then went inside and stood near the window, peering first furtively to see if he were present. He was. Bent over his work, a green shade over his eyes, she could see his stolid, genial figure at a table. Stepping back a moment to ponder, she finally went forward and, in a clear voice, asked,

May I have a blank, please?

The infatuation of the discarded Barton was such that it brought him instantly to his feet In his stodgy, stocky way he rose, his eyes glowing with a friendly hope, his mouth wreathed in smiles, and came over. At the sight of her, pale, but pretty  paler and prettier, really, than he had ever seen her  he thrilled dumbly.

How are you, Shirley? he asked sweetly, as he drew near, his eyes searching her face hopefully. He had not seen her for so long that he was intensely hungry, and her paler beauty appealed to him more than ever. Why wouldnt she have him? he was asking himself. Why wouldnt his persistent love yet win her? Perhaps it might. I havent seen you in a month of Sundays, it seems. How are the folks?

Theyre all right, Bart, she smiled archly, and so am I. How have you been? It has been a long time since Ive seen you. Ive been wondering how you were. Have you been all right? I was just going to send a message.

As he had approached, Shirley had pretended at first not to see him, a moment later to affect surprise, although she was really suppressing a heavy sigh. The sight of him, after Arthur, was not reassuring. Could she really interest herself in him any more? Could she?

Sure, sure, he replied genially; Im always all right. You couldnt kill me, you know. Not going away, are you, Shirl? he queried interestedly.

No; Im just telegraphing to Mabel. She promised to meet me to-morrow, and I want to be sure she will.

You dont come past here as often as you did, Shirley, he complained tenderly. At least, I dont seem to see you so often, he added with a smile. It isnt anything I have done, is it? he queried, and then, when she protested quickly, added: Whats the trouble, Shirl? Havent been sick, have you?

She affected all her old gaiety and ease, feeling as though she would like to cry.

Oh, no, she returned; Ive been all right. Ive been going through the other door, I suppose, or coming in and going out on the Langdon Avenue car. (This was true, because she had been wanting to avoid him.) Ive been in such a hurry, most nights, that I havent had time to stop, Bart. You know how late the store keeps us at times.

He remembered, too, that in the old days she had made time to stop or meet him occasionally.

Yes, I know, he said tactfully. But you havent been to any of our old card-parties either of late, have you? At least, I havent seen you. Ive gone to two or three, thinking you might be there.

That was another thing Arthur had done  broken up her interest in these old store and neighborhood parties and a banjo-and-mandolin club to which she had once belonged. They had all seemed so pleasing and amusing in the old days  but now  * * * * In those days Bart had been her usual companion when his work permitted.

No, she replied evasively, but with a forced air of pleasant remembrance; I have often thought of how much fun we had at those, though. It was a shame to drop them. You havent seen Harry Stull or Trina Task recently, have you? she inquired, more to be saying something than for any interest she felt.

He shook his head negatively, then added:

Yes, I did, too; here in the waiting-room a few nights ago. They were coming down-town to a theater, I suppose.

His face fell slightly as he recalled how it had been their custom to do this, and what their one quarrel had been about. Shirley noticed it. She felt the least bit sorry for him, but much more for herself, coming back so disconsolately to all this.

Well, youre looking as pretty as ever, Shirley, he continued, noting that she had not written the telegram and that there was something wistful in her glance. Prettier, I think, and she smiled sadly. Every word that she tolerated from him was as so much gold to him, so much of dead ashes to her. You wouldnt like to come down some evening this week and see The Mouse-Trap, would you? We havent been to a theater together in I dont know when. His eyes sought hers in a hopeful, doglike way.

So  she could have him again  that was the pity of it! To have what she really did not want, did not care for! At the least nod now he would come, and this very devotion made it all but worthless, and so sad. She ought to marry him now for certain, if she began in this way, and could in a months time if she chose, but oh, oh  could she? For the moment she decided that she could not, would not. If he had only repulsed her  told her to go  ignored her  but no; it was her fate to be loved by him in this moving, pleading way, and hers not to love him as she wished to love  to be loved. Plainly, he needed some one like her, whereas she, she  . She turned a little sick, a sense of the sacrilege of gaiety at this time creeping into her voice, and exclaimed:

No, no! Then seeing his face change, a heavy sadness come over it, Not this week, anyhow, I mean (Not so soon, she had almost said). I have several engagements this week and Im not feeling well. But  seeing his face change, and the thought of her own state returning you might come out to the house some evening instead, and then we can go some other time.

His face brightened intensely. It was wonderful how he longed to be with her, how the least favor from her comforted and lifted him up. She could see also now, however, how little it meant to her, how little it could ever mean, even if to him it was heaven. The old relationship would have to be resumed in toto, once and for all, but did she want it that way now that she was feeling so miserable about this other affair? As she meditated, these various moods racing to and fro in her mind, Barton seemed to notice, and now it occurred to him that perhaps he had not pursued her enough  was too easily put off. She probably did like him yet. This evening, her present visit, seemed to prove it.

Sure, sure! he agreed. Id like that. Ill come out Sunday, if you say. We can go any time to the play. Im sorry, Shirley, if youre not feeling well. Ive thought of you a lot these days. Ill come out Wednesday, if you dont mind.

She smiled a wan smile. It was all so much easier than she had expected  her triumph  and so ashenlike in consequence, a flavor of dead-sea fruit and defeat about it all, that it was pathetic. How could she, after Arthur? How could he, really?

Make it Sunday, she pleaded, naming the farthest day off, and then hurried out.

Her faithful lover gazed after her, while she suffered an intense nausea. To think  to think  it should all be coming to this! She had not used her telegraph-blank, and now had forgotten all about it. It was not the simple trickery that discouraged her, but her own future which could find no better outlet than this, could not rise above it apparently, or that she had no heart to make it rise above it. Why couldnt she interest herself in some one different to Barton? Why did she have to return to him? Why not wait and meet some other  ignore him as before? But no, no; nothing mattered now  no one  it might as well be Barton really as any one, and she would at least make him happy and at the same time solve her own problem. She went out into the train-shed and climbed into her train. Slowly, after the usual pushing and jostling of a crowd, it drew out toward Latonia, that suburban region in which her home lay. As she rode, she thought.

What have I just done? What am I doing? she kept asking herself as the clacking wheels on the rails fell into a rhythmic dance and the houses of the brown, dry, endless city fled past in a maze. Severing myself decisively from the past  the happy past  for supposing, once I am married, Arthur should return and want me again  suppose! Suppose!

Below at one place, under a shed, were some market-gardeners disposing of the last remnants of their days wares  a sickly, dull life, she thought. Here was Rutgers Avenue, with its line of red street-cars, many wagons and tracks and counter-streams of automobiles  how often had she passed it morning and evening in a shuttle-like way, and how often would, unless she got married! And here, now, was the river flowing smoothly between its banks lined with coal-pockets and wharves  away, away to the huge deep sea which she and Arthur had enjoyed so much. Oh, to be in a small boat and drift out, out into the endless, restless, pathless deep! Somehow the sight of this water, to-night and every night, brought back those evenings in the open with Arthur at Sparrows Point, the long line of dancers in Eckerts Pavilion, the woods at Atholby, the park, with the dancers in the pavilion  she choked back a sob. Once Arthur had come this way with her on just such an evening as this, pressing her hand and saying how wonderful she was. Oh, Arthur! Arthur! And now Barton was to take his old place again  forever, no doubt. She could not trifle with her life longer in this foolish way, or his. What was the use? But think of it!

Yes, it must be  forever now, she told herself. She must marry. Time would be slipping by and she would become too old. It was her only future  marriage. It was the only future she had ever contemplated really, a home, children, the love of some man whom she could love as she loved Arthur. Ah, what a happy home that would have been for her! But now, now  

But there must be no turning back now, either. There was no other way. If Arthur ever came back  but fear not, he wouldnt! She had risked so much and lost  lost him. Her little venture into true love had been such a failure. Before Arthur had come all had been well enough. Barton, stout and simple and frank and direct, had in some way  how, she could scarcely realize now  offered sufficient of a future. But now, now! He had enough money, she knew, to build a cottage for the two of them. He had told her so. He would do his best always to make her happy, she was sure of that. They could live in about the state her parents were living in  or a little better, not much  and would never want. No doubt there would be children, because he craved them  several of them  and that would take up her time, long years of it  the sad, gray years! But then Arthur, whose children she would have thrilled to bear, would be no more, a mere memory  think of that!  and Barton, the dull, the commonplace, would have achieved his finest dream  and why?

Because love was a failure for her  that was why  and in her life there could be no more true love. She would never love any one again as she had Arthur. It could not be, she was sure of it. He was too fascinating, too wonderful. Always, always, wherever she might be, whoever she might marry, he would be coming back, intruding between her and any possible love, receiving any possible kiss. It would be Arthur she would be loving or kissing. She dabbed at her eyes with a tiny handkerchief, turned her face close to the window and stared out, and then as the environs of Latonia came into view, wondered (so deep is romance): What if Arthur should come back at some time  or now! Supposing he should be here at the station now, accidentally or on purpose, to welcome her, to soothe her weary heart. He had met her here before. How she would fly to him, lay her head on his shoulder, forget forever that Barton ever was, that they had ever separated for an hour. Oh, Arthur! Arthur!

But no, no; here was Latonia  here the viaduct over her train, the long business street and the cars marked Center and Langdon Avenue running back into the great city. A few blocks away in tree-shaded Bethune Street, duller and plainer than ever, was her parents cottage and the routine of that old life which was now, she felt, more fully fastened upon her than ever before  the lawn-mowers, the lawns, the front porches all alike. Now would come the going to and fro of Barton to business as her father and she now went to business, her keeping house, cooking, washing, ironing, sewing for Barton as her mother now did these things for her father and herself. And she would not be in love really, as she wanted to be. Oh, dreadful! She could never escape it really, now that she could endure it less, scarcely for another hour. And yet she must, must, for the sake of  for the sake of  she closed her eyes and dreamed.

She walked up the street under the trees, past the houses and lawns all alike to her own, and found her father on their veranda reading the evening paper. She sighed at the sight.

Back, daughter? he called pleasantly.

Yes.

Your mother is wondering if you would like steak or liver for dinner. Better tell her.

Oh, it doesnt matter.

She hurried into her bedroom, threw down her hat and gloves, and herself on the bed to rest silently, and groaned in her soul. To think that it had all come to this!  Never to see him any more!  To see only Barton, and marry him and live in such a street, have four or five children, forget all her youthful companionships  and all to save her face before her parents, and her future. Why must it be? Should it be, really? She choked and stifled. After a little time her mother, hearing her come in, came to the door  thin, practical, affectionate, conventional.

Whats wrong, honey? Arent you feeling well tonight? Have you a headache? Let me feel.

Her thin cool fingers crept over her temples and hair. She suggested something to eat or a headache powder right away.

Im all right, mother. Im just not feeling well now. Dont bother. Ill get up soon. Please dont.

Would you rather have liver or steak to-night, dear?

Oh, anything  nothing  please dont bother  steak will do  anything  if only she could get rid of her and be at rest!

Her mother looked at her and shook her head sympathetically, then retreated quietly, saying no more. Lying so, she thought and thought  grinding, destroying thoughts about the beauty of the past, the darkness of the future  until able to endure them no longer she got up and, looking distractedly out of the window into the yard and the house next door, stared at her future fixedly. What should she do? What should she really do? There was Mrs. Kessel in her kitchen getting her dinner as usual, just as her own mother was now, and Mr. Kessel out on the front porch in his shirt-sleeves reading the evening paper. Beyond was Mr. Pollard in his yard, cutting the grass. All along Bethune Street were such houses and such people  simple, commonplace souls all  clerks, managers, fairly successful craftsmen, like her father and Barton, excellent in their way but not like Arthur the beloved, the lost  and here was she, perforce, or by decision of necessity, soon to be one of them, in some such street as this no doubt, forever and  . For the moment it choked and stifled her.

She decided that she would not. No, no, no! There must be some other way  many ways. She did not have to do this unless she really wished to  would not  only  . Then going to the mirror she looked at her face and smoothed her hair.

But whats the use? she asked of herself wearily and resignedly after a time. Why should I cry? Why shouldnt I marry Barton? I dont amount to anything, anyhow. Arthur wouldnt have me. I wanted him, and I am compelled to take some one else  or no one  what difference does it really make who? My dreams are too high, thats all. I wanted Arthur, and he wouldnt have me. I dont want Barton, and he crawls at my feet. Im a failure, thats whats the matter with me.

And then, turning up her sleeves and removing a fichu which stood out too prominently from her breast, she went into the kitchen and, looking about for an apron, observed:

Cant I help? Wheres the tablecloth? and finding it among napkins and silverware in a drawer in the adjoining room, proceeded to set the table.


A STORY OF STORIES

Take a smoky Western city. Call it Omaha or Kansas City or Denver, only let the Mississippi flow past it. Put in it two rival morning papers  two, and only two  the Star and the News, the staffs of which are rather keen to outwit each other. On the staff of the News, slightly the better of the two newspapers, put Mr. David Kolinsky, alias (yes, alias) David, or Red Collins (a little shift of nomenclature due to the facts that, first: he was a South Russian Jew who looked exactly like a red-headed Irishman  that is a peculiarity of South Russian Jews, I believe  and secondly: that it was more distingué, as it were, to be Irish in Omaha or Denver or Kansas City than it was to be a South Russian Jew). Give him a slithery, self-confident, race-track or tout manner. Put on him loud or showy clothes, a diamond ring, a ruby pin in his tie, a yellowish-green Fedora hat, yellow shoes, freckles, a sneering contemptuous tough smile, and you have Mr. Red Collins as Mr.  

But wait.

On the Star, slightly the lesser of these two great dailies that matutinally thrashed the city to a foam of interest, place Mr. Augustus Binns, no less, young (not over twenty-two), tall, college-y, rather graceful as young college men go, literary of course, highly ambitious, with gold eye-glasses, a wrist watch, a cane  in short, one of those ambitious young gentlemen of this rather un-happy go un-lucky scribbling world who has distinct ideals, to say nothing of dreams, as to what the newspaper and literary professions combined should bring him, and who, in addition, inherently despised all creatures of the Red Collins, or racetrack, gambler, amateur detective, police and political, type. Well may you ask, what was Mr. Collins, with his peculiar characteristics, doing on a paper of the importance and distinction of the News. A long story, my dears. Newspapers are peculiar institutions.

For this same paper not long since had harbored the truly elegant presence of Mr. Binns himself, and so excellent a writer and news gatherer was he that on more than one occasion he had been set to revise or rewrite the tales which Mr. Red Collins, who was then but tentatively connected with the paper as a tipster, brought in. This in itself was a crime against art and literature, as Mr. Binns saw it, for, when you come right down to it, and in the strict meaning of the word, Mr. Collins was not a writer at all, could not write, in fact, could only bring in his stories, and most interesting ones they were, nearly all of them, whereas about the paper at all times were men who could  Mr. Binns, for instance. It insulted if not outraged Mr. Binnss sense of the fitness of things, for the News to hire such a person and let him flaunt the title of reporter or representative, for he admired the News very much and was glad to be of it. But Collins! Red Collins!

The latter was one of those hard life, but by no means hard luck, Jews who by reason of indomitable ambition and will had raised himself out of practically frightful conditions. He had never even seen a bath-tub until he was fifteen or sixteen. By turns he had been a bootblack, newsboy, race-track tout, stable boy, helper around a saloon, and what not. Of late years, and now, because he was reaching a true wisdom (he was between twenty-five and six), he had developed a sort of taste for gambling as well as politics of a low order, and was in addition a police hanger-on. He was really a sort of pariah in his way, only the sporting and political editors found him useful. They tolerated him, and paid him well for his tips because, forsooth, his tips were always good.

Batsford, the capable city editor of the News, a round, forceful, gross person who was more allied to Collins than to Binns in spirit, although he was like neither, was Binnss first superior in the newspaper world. He did not like Binns because, for one thing, of his wrist watch, secondly, his large gold glasses  much larger than they need have been  and thirdly, because of his cane, which he carried with considerable of an air. The truth is, Binns was Eastern and the city editor was Western, and besides, Binns had been more or less thrust upon him by his managing editor as a favor to some one else. But Binns could write, never doubt it, and proved it. He was a vigorous reporter with a fine feeling for words and, above all, a power to visualize and emotionalize whatever he saw, a thing which was of the utmost importance in this rather loose Western emotional atmosphere. He could handle any story which came to him with ease and distinction, and seemed usually to get all or nearly all the facts.

On the other hand, Collins, for all his garishness, and one might almost say, brutality of spirit, was what Batsford would have called a practical man. He knew life. He was by no means as artistic as Binns, but still  Batsford liked to know what was going on politically and criminally, and Collins could always tell him, whereas Binns never could. Also, by making Binns rewrite Collinss stories, he knew he could offend him horribly. The two were like oil and water, Mussulman and Christian.

When Batsford first told Collins to relate the facts of a certain tale to Binns and let him work it out, the former strolled over to the collegian, his lip curled up at one corner, his eye cynically fixed on him, and said, The Chief says to give youse this dope and let youse work it out

Youse!

Oh, for a large, bright broad ax!

Binns, however, always your stickler for duty and order, bent on him an equally cynical and yet enigmatic eye, hitched up his trousers slightly, adjusted his wrist watch and glasses, and began to take down the details of the story, worming them out of his rival with a delicacy and savoir faire worthy of a better cause.

Not long after, however, it was brought to the horrified ears of Mr. Binns that Mr. Collins had said he was a stiff and a cheap ink-slinger, a la-de-da no less, that writers, one and all, college and otherwise, didnt count for much, anyhow, that they were all starving to death, and that they grew on trees  a phrase which particularly enraged Mr. Binns, for he interpreted it to mean that they were as numerous as the sands of the sea, as plentiful as mud.

By Allah! That such dogs should be allowed to take the beards of great writers into their hands thus!

Nevertheless and in spite of all this, the fortunes of Mr. Collins went forward apace, and that chiefly, as Mr. Binns frequently groaned, at his expense. Collins would come in, and after a long series of I sez to him-s and He sez to me-s, which Mr. Binns (per the orders of Mr. Batsford) translated into the Kings best Britannica, he having in the meanwhile to neglect some excellent tale of his own, would go forth again, free to point the next day to a column or column-and-a-half or a half-column story, and declare proudly, My story.

Think of it! That swine!

There is an end to all things, however, even life and crime. In due time, as per a series of accidents and the groundless ill-will of Mr. Batsford, Mr. Binns was perforce, in self-respect, compelled to transfer his energies to the Star, a paper he had previously contemned as being not so good, but where he was now made very welcome because of his ability. Then, to his astonishment and disgust, one day while covering a police station known as the South Ninth, from which emanated many amazing police tales, whom should he encounter but Red Collins, no less, now a full-fledged reporter on the News, if you please, and doing police. He had a grand and even contemptuous manner, barely deigning to notice Binns. Binns raged.

But he noticed at once that Collins was far more en rapport with the various sergeants and the captain, as well as all that was going on in this station, than ever he had dreamed of being. It was Hello, Red, here and Hi, sport, there, while Collins replied with various Caps and Charlies. He gave himself all the airs of a newspaper man proper, swaggering about and talking of this, that, and the other story which he had written, some of them having been done by Binns himself. And what was more, Collins was soon closeted intimately with the captain in his room, strolling in and out of that sanctum as if it were his private demesne, and somehow giving Binns the impression of being in touch with realms and deeds of which he had never heard, and never would. It made Binns doubly apprehensive lest in these secret intimacies tales and mysteries should be unfolded which should have their first light in the pages of the News, and so leave him to be laughed at as one who could not get the news. In consequence, he watched the News more closely than ever for any evidence of such treachery on the part of the police, while at the same time he redoubled his interest in any such items as came to his attention. By reason of this, as well as by his greater skill in writing and his undeniable imagination, on more than one occasion he gave Mr. Collins a good drubbing, chancing to make good stories out of things which Mr. Collins had evidently dismissed as worthless. Au contraire, now and then a case appeared in the columns of the News with details which he had not been able to obtain, and concerning which the police had insisted that they knew nothing. It was thus that Mr. Collins secured his revenge  and very good revenge too, it was at times.

But Mr. Binns managed to hold his own, as, for instance, late one August afternoon when a negro girl in one of those crowded alleys which made up an interesting and even amazing portion of O  was cut almost to shreds by an ex-lover who, following her from river-city to river-city and town to town, had finally come up with her here and had taken his revenge.

It was a glistering tale this. It appeared (but only after the greatest industry on the part of Mr. Binns) that some seven or eight months before [the O  papers curiously were always interested in a tale of this kind] this same girl and the negro who had cut her had been living together as man and wife in Cairo, Illinois, and that later the lover (a coal passer or stevedore, working now on one boat and now on another plying the Mississippi between New Orleans and O  ), who was plainly wildly fond of her, became suspicious and finally satisfying himself that his mistress, who was a real beauty after her kind, was faithless to him, set a trap to catch her. Returning suddenly one day when she imagined him to be away for a week or two of labor, and bursting in upon her, he found her with another man. Death would have been her portion as well as that of her lover had it not been for the interference of friends, which had permitted the pair to escape.

Lacerated by the double offenses of betrayal and desertion, he now set out to follow her, as the cutting on this occasion proved. Returning to his task as stevedore and working his way thus from one river-city to another, he arrived by turns in Memphis, Vicksburg, Natchez and New Orleans, in each case making it a point to disguise himself as a peddler selling trinkets and charms, and in this capacity walking the crowded negro sections of all these cities calling his wares. Ambling up one of these stuffy, stifling alleys, finally, in O  which bordered on this same police station and where so many negroes lived, he encountered this late August afternoon his quondam but now faithless love. In answer to his cry of Rings! Pins! Buckles! Trinkets! his false love, apparently not recognizing his voice, put her head out of a doorway. On the instant the damage was done. Dropping his tray, he was upon her in a flash with his razor, cris-crossing and slashing her until she was marred beyond recognition. With fiendish cruelty he cut her cheeks, lips, arms, legs, back, and sides, so much so that when Binns arrived at the City Hospital where she had been taken, he found her unconscious and her life despaired of. On the other hand, the lover had made good his escape, as had her paramour.

Curiously, this story captured the fancy of Mr. Binns as it did that of his city editor later, completely. It was such a thing as he could do, and do well. With almost deft literary art he turned it into a rather striking black tragedy. Into it, after convincing his rather fussy city editor that it was worth the telling, he had crowded a bit of the flavor of the hot waterfronts of Cairo, Memphis, Natchez, and New Orleans, the sing-song sleepiness of the stevedores at their lazy labors, the idle, dreamy character of the slow-moving boats, this rickety alley, with its semi-barbaric curtain-hung shacks and its swarming, idle, crooning, shuffling negro life. Even an old negro refrain appropriate to a trinket peddler, and the low, bold negro life two such truants might enjoy, were pictured. An old negro mammy with a yellow-dotted kerchief over her head who kept talking of disha Gawge and disha Sam and disha Marquatta (the girl), had moved him to a poetic frenzy. Naturally it made a colorful tale, and his city editor felt called upon to compliment him on it.

But in the News, owing possibly to Collinss inability to grasp the full significance, the romance, of such a story as this, it received but a scant stick  a low dive cutting affray. His was not the type of mind that could see the color here, but once seen he could realize wherein he had been beaten, and it infuriated him.

You think youre a helluva feller, dontcha? he snarled the next day on sight, his lip a-curl with scorn and rage. You think youve pulled off sompin swell. Say, Ive been up against you wordy boys before, and I can work all around you. All you guys can do is get a few facts and then pad em up. You never get the real stuff, never, and he even snapped his fingers under the nose of the surprised Mr. Binns. Waitll we get a real case some time, you and me, and then Ill show you sompin. Wait and see.

My good fellow, Mr. Binns was about to begin, but the cold, hard, revengeful glare in the eyes of Mr. Collins quite took his breath away. Then and there Mr. Collins put a strange haunting fear of himself into Mr. Binnss mind. There was something so savage about him, so like that of an angry hornet or snake that it left him all but speechless. Is that so? he managed to say after a time. You think you will, do you? Thats easy enough to say, now that youre beaten, but I guess Ill be right there when the time comes.

Aw, go to hell! growled Collins savagely, and he walked off, leaving Mr. Binns smiling pleasantly, albeit vacantly, and at the same time wondering just what it was Mr. Collins was going to do to him, and when.

The sequel to this was somewhat more interesting.

As Mr. Binns came in one morning fresh from his bath and breakfast, his new city editor called him into his office. Mr. Waxby, in contrast with Mr. Batsford, was a small, waspish, and yet affable and capable man whom Binns could not say he admired as a man or a gentleman, but who, he was sure, was a much better city editor than Batsford, and who appreciated him, Binns, as Batsford never had, i.e., at his true worth. Batsford had annoyed him with such a dog as Collins, whereas Waxby had almost coddled him. And what a nose for news!

Mr. Waxby eyed him rather solemnly and enigmatically on this occasion, and then observed: Do you remember, Binns, that big M.P. train robbery that took place out here near Dolesville about six months ago?

Yes, sir.

And do you remember that the Governor of this state and his military staff, all in uniform, as well as a half dozen other big-wigs, were on board, and that they all reported that there had been seven lusty bandits, all heavily armed, some of whom went through the train and robbed the passengers while others compelled the engineer and fireman to get down, uncouple the engine, and then blow open the express car door and safe for them and carry out the money, about twenty or thirty thousand dollars all told?

Binns remembered it well. He had been on the News at the time, and the full-page spread had attracted his keenest attention. It was illustrative, as he thought, of the character of this region  raw and still daring. It smacked so much of the lawlessness of the forties, when pack-train and stage-coach robberies were the rule and not the exception. It had caused his hair to tingle at the roots at times so real was it. Never had he been so close, as it were, to anything so dramatic.

Yes, sir, I remember it very well, he replied.

And do you remember how the newspapers laughed over the fact that the Governor and his military staff had crawled into their berths and didnt come out again until the train had started?

Yes, sir.

Well now, Binns, just read this, and here Mr. Waxby handed him a telegram, the while his eyes gleamed with a keen humorous light, and Mr. Binns read:



Medicine Flats, M. K.

Lem Rollins arrested here to-day confesses to single-handed robbery of M. P. express west of Dolesville February 2d last. Money recovered. Rollins being brought to O  via C. T. & A. this p. m. Should arrive six-thirty.



Apparently, cackled Mr. Waxby, there was nothing to that seven-bandit story at all, Binns. There werent any seven robbers, but just one, and theyve caught him, and hes confessed, and here he burst into more laughter.

No, Binns, went on Waxby, if this is really true, it is a wonderful story. You dont often find one man holding up a whole train anywhere and getting away with twenty or thirty thousand dollars. Its amazing. Ive decided that we wont wait for him to arrive, but that youre to go out and meet him. According to this time-table you can take a local that leaves here at two-fifteen and get to Pacific fifteen minutes ahead of the express on which he is coming in, and youve just about time to make it. That will give you all of an hour and a half in which to interview him. Its just possible that the News and the other papers wont get wind of this in time to send a man. Think of the opportunity it gives you to study him! No seven robbers, remember, but just one! And the Governor and his whole staff on board! Make him tell what he thinks of the Governor and his staff. Make him talk. Ha! ha! Youll have him all to yourself. Think of that! And they crawled into their berths! Ha! Ha! Gee whiz, youve got the chance of a lifetime!

Mr. Binns stared at the telegram. He recalled the detailed descriptions of the actions of the seven robbers, how some of them had prowled up and down outside the train, while others went through it rifling the passengers, and still others, forward, overawed the engineer and fireman, broke open and robbed the express car safe in the face of an armed messenger as well as mailman and trainmen, and how they had then decamped into the dark. How could one man have done it? It couldnt be true!

Nevertheless he arose, duly impressed. It would be no easy task to get just the right touch, but he felt that he might. If only the train werent over-run with other reporters! He stuffed some notepaper into his pocket and bustled down to the Union Station  if Mr. Binns could be said to bustle. Here he encountered his first hitch.

On inquiring for a ticket to Pacific, the slightly disturbing response of Which road? was made.

Are there two? asked Mr. Binns.

Yes  M.P. and C.T. & A.

They both go to Pacific, do they?

Yes.

Which train leaves first?

C.T. & A. Its waiting now.

Mr. Binns hesitated, but there was no time to lose. It didnt make any difference, so long as he connected with the incoming express, as the time-table showed that this did. He paid for his ticket and got aboard, but now an irritating thought came to him. Supposing other reporters from either the News or one of the three afternoon papers were aboard, especially the News! If there were not he would have this fine task all to himself, and what a beat! But if there were others? He walked forward to the smoker, which was the next car in front, and there, to his intense disgust and nervous dissatisfaction, he spied, of all people, the one man he would least have expected to find on an assignment of this kind, the one man he least wanted to see  Mr. Collins, no less, red-headed, serene, determined, a cigar between his teeth, crouched low in his seat smoking and reading a paper as calmly as though he were not bent upon the most important task of the year.

Pshaw! exclaimed Mr. Binns irritably and even bitterly.

He returned to his seat nervous and ill composed, all the more so because he now recalled Collinss venomous threat, Waitll we get a real case some time, you and me. The low creature! Why, he couldnt even write a decent sentence. Why should he fear him so? But just the same he did fear him  why, he could scarcely say. Collins was so raw, savage, brutal, in his mood and plans.

But why, in heavens name, he now asked himself as he meditated in his seat as to ways and means, should a man like Batsford send a man like Collins, who couldnt even write, to interpret a story and a character of this kind? How could he hope to dig out the odd psychology of this very queer case? Plainly he was too crude, too unintellectual to get it straight. Nevertheless, here he was, and now, plainly, he would have this awful creature to contend with. And Collins was so bitter toward him. He would leave no trick unturned to beat him! These country detectives and sheriff and railroad men, whoever they were or wherever they came from, would be sure, on the instant, to make friends with Collins, as they always did, and do their best to serve him. They seemed to like that sort of man, worse luck. They might even, at Collinss instigation, refuse to let him interview the bandit at all! If so, then what? But Collins would get something somehow, you might be sure, secret details which they might not relate to him. It made him nervous. Even if he got a chance he would have to interview this wonderful bandit in front of this awful creature, this one man whom he most despised, and who would deprive him of most of the benefit of all his questions by writing as though he had thought of and asked all of them himself. Think of it!

The dreary local sped on, and as it drew nearer and nearer to Pacific, Binns became more and more nervous. For him the whole charm of this beautiful September landscape through which he was speeding now was all spoiled. When the train finally drew up at Pacific he jumped down, all alive with the determination not to be outdone in any way, and yet nervous and worried to a degree. Let Collins do his worst, he thought. He would show him. Still  just then he saw the latter jumping down. At the same time, Collins spied him, and on the instant his face clouded over. He seemed fairly to bristle with an angry animal rage, and he glared as though he would like to kill Binns, at the same time looking around to see who else might get off. My enemy! was written all over him. Seeing no one, he ran up to the station-agent and apparently asked when the train from the West was due. Binns decided at once not to trail, but instead sought information from his own conductor, who assured him that the East-bound express would probably be on time five minutes later, and would certainly stop here.

We take the siding here, he said. Youll hear the whistle in a few minutes.

It always stops here, does it? asked Binns anxiously.

Always.

As they talked, Collins came back to the platforms edge and stood looking up the track. At the same time this train pulled out, and a few minutes later the whistle of the express was heard. Now for a real contest, thought Binns. Somewhere in one of those cars would be this astounding bandit surrounded by detectives, and his duty, in spite of the indignity of it, would be to clamber aboard and get there first, explain who he was, ingratiate himself into the good graces of the captors and the prisoner, and begin his questioning, vanquishing Collins as best he might  perhaps by the ease with which he should take charge. In a few moments the express was rolling into the station, and then Binns saw his enemy leap aboard and, with that iron effrontery and savageness which always irritated Binns so much, race through the forward cars to find the prisoner. Binns was about to essay the rear cars, but just then the conductor, a portly, genial-looking soul, stepped down beside him.

Is Lem Rollins, the train robber they are bringing in from Bald Knob, on here? he inquired. Im from the Star, and Ive been sent out to interview him.

Youre on the wrong road, brother, smiled the conductor. Hes not on this train. Those detective fellows have fooled you newspaper men, Im afraid. Theyre bringing him in over the M.P., as I understand it. They took him across from Bald Knob to Wahaba and caught the train there  but Ill tell you, and here he took out a large open-face silver watch and consulted it, you might be able to catch him yet if you run for it. Its only across the field there. You see that little yellow station over there? Well, thats the depot. Its due now, but sometimes its a little late. Youll have to run for it, though. You havent a minute to spare.

Binns was all aquiver on the instant. Suppose, in spite of Collinss zeal and savagery, he should outwit him yet by catching this other train while he was searching this one! All the gameness of his youth and profession rose up in him. Without stopping to thank his informer, he leaped like a hare along the little path which cut diagonally across this lone field and which was evidently well worn by human feet. As he ran he wondered whether the genial conductor could possibly have lied to him to throw him off the track, and also if his enemy, seeing him running, had discovered his error by now and was following, granting that the conductor had told him the truth. He looked back occasionally, taking off his coat and glasses as he ran, and even throwing away his cane. Apparently Collins was still searching the other train. And now Binns at the same time, looking eagerly forward toward the other station, saw a semaphore arm which stood at right angles to the station lower itself for a clear track for some train. At the same time he also spied a mail-bag hanging out on a take-post arm, indicating that whatever this train was and whichever way it might be going, it was not going to stop here. He turned, still uncertain as to whether he had made a mistake in not searching the other train. Supposing the conductor had deliberately fooled him! Suppose Collins had made some preliminary arrangements of which he knew nothing? Suppose he had! Supposing the burglar were really on there, and even now Collins was busy with the opening questions of his interview, while he was here, behind! Oh Lord, what a beat! And he would have no reasonable explanation to offer except that he had been outwitted. What would happen to him? He slowed up in his running, chill beads of sweat bursting out on his face as he did so, but then, looking backward, he saw the train begin to move and from it, as if shot out of a gun, the significant form of Collins leap down and begin to run along this same path. Then, by George, the robber was not on it, after all! The conductor had told him the truth! Ha! Collins would now attempt to make this other train. He had been told that the bandit was coming in on this. Binns could see him speeding along the path at top speed, his hat off, his hands waving nervously about. But by now Binns had reached the station a good three minutes ahead of his rival.

Desperately he ran into it, a tiny thing, sticking his eager perspiring face in at the open office window, and calling to the stout, truculent little occupant of it:

When is the East-bound M.P. express due here?

Now, replied the agent surlily.

Does it stop?

No, it dont stop.

Can it be stopped?

No, it cannot!

You mean to say you have no right to stop it?

I mean I wont stop it.

As they spoke there came the ominous shriek of the expresss whistle tearing on toward them. For the moment he was almost willing that Collins should join him if only he could make the train and gain this interview. He must have it. Waxby expected him to get it. Think of what a beat he would have if he won  what Waxby would think if he failed!

Would five dollars stop it? he asked desperately, diving into his pocket.

No.

Will ten?

It might, the agent replied crustily, and rose to his feet.

Stop it, urged Binns feverishly, handing over the bill.

The agent took it, and grabbing a tablet of yellow order blanks which lay before him, scribbled something on the face of one and ran outside, holding it up at arms length as he did so. At the same time he called to Binns:

Run on down the track! Run after it. She wont stop here  she cant. Shell go a thousand feet before she can slow up. Get on down there, and after youre on Ill let er go.

He waved the yellow paper desperately, while Binns, all tense with excitement and desire, began running as fast as he could in the direction indicated. Now, if he were lucky, he would make it, and Collins would be left behind  think of it! He could get them to go ahead, maybe, before Collins could get aboard. Oh, my! As he ran and thought, he heard the grinding wheels of the express rushing up behind him. In a thought, as it were, it was alongside and past, its wheels shrieking and emitting sparks. True enough, it was stopping! He would be able to get on! Oh, glory! And maybe Collins wouldnt be able to! Wouldnt that be wonderful? It was far ahead of him now, but almost stock-still, and he was running like mad. As he ran he could hear the final gritty screech of the wheels against the brakes as the train came to a full stop farther on, and then coming up and climbing aboard, breathless and gasping painfully, he looked back, only to see that his rival had taken a diagonal course across the common, and was now not more than a hundred feet behind. He would make the train if he kept this up. It could scarcely be started quickly enough to leave him behind, even if Binns paid for it. Instead of setting himself to the stern task of keeping Mr. Collins off the train, however, as assuredly Mr. Collins would have done  with his fists or his feet, if necessary, or his money  Mr. Binns now hesitated, uncertain what to do. On the rear platform with him was a brakeman newly stepped forth and, coming out of the door, the conductor.

Let her go! he cried to the conductor. Let her go! Its all right! Go on!

Dont that other fellow want to get on? asked the latter curiously.

No, no, no! Binns exclaimed irritably and yet pleading. Dont let him on! He hasnt any right on here. I arranged to stop this train. Im from the Star. Ill pay you if you dont let him on. Its the train robber I want. Go ahead, but even as he spoke Mr. Collins came up, panting and wet, but with a leer of triumph and joy over his rivals discomfiture written all over his face as he pulled himself up the steps.

You thought youd leave me behind, didnt you? he sneered as he pushed his way upward. Well, I fooled you this time, didnt I?

Now was the crucial moment of Mr. Binnss career had his courage been equal to it, but it was not. He had the opportunity to do the one thing which might have wrested victory from defeat  that is, push Mr. Collins off and keep him off. The train was beginning to move. But instead of employing this raw force which Mr. Collins would assuredly have employed, he hesitated and debated, unable in his super-refinement to make up his mind, while Mr. Collins, not to be daunted or parleyed with, dashed into the car in search of the robber. In the sudden immensity of his discomfiture, Binns now followed him with scarcely a thought for the moment, only to see Collins bustling up to the bandit in the third car ahead who, handcuffed to a country sheriff and surrounded by several detectives, was staring idly at the passengers.

Gee, sport, the latter was saying as Mr. Binns sat down, patting the burglar familiarly on the knee and fixing him with that basilisk gaze of his which was intended to soothe and flatter the victim, that was a great trick you pulled off. The paperll be crazy to find out how you did it. My paper, the News, wants a whole page of it. It wants your picture, too. Say, you didnt really do it all alone, did you? Well, thats what I call swell work, eh, Cap? and now he turned his ingratiating leer on the country sheriff and the detectives. In a moment or two more he was telling them all what an intimate friend he was of Billy Desmond, the chief of detectives of O  and Mr. So-and-So, the chief of police, as well as various other dignitaries of that world.

Plainly, admitted Binns to himself, he was beaten now, as much so as this burglar, he thought. His great opportunity was gone. What a victory this might have been, and now look at it! Disgruntled, he sat down beside his enemy, beginning to think what to ask, the while the latter, preening himself in his raw way on his success, began congratulating the prisoner on his great feat.

The dull stuff! thought Mr. Binns. To think that I should have to contend with a creature like this! And these are the people he considers something! And he wants a whole page for the News! My word! Hed do well if he wrote a half-column alone.

Still, to his intense chagrin, he could not fail to see that Mr. Collins was making excellent headway, not only with the country sheriff, who was a big bland creature, but the detectives and even the burglar himself. The latter was a most unpromising specimen for so unique a deed  short, broad-shouldered, heavy- limbed, with a squarish, inexpressive, even dull-looking face, blue-gray eyes, dark brown hair, big, lumpy, rough hands, and a tanned and seamed skin. He wore the cheap, nondescript clothes of a laborer, a blue hickory shirt, blackish-gray trousers, brownish-maroon coat, and a red bandana handkerchief in lieu of a collar. On his head was a small round brown hat pulled down over his eyes after the manner of a cap. He had the still, indifferent expression of a captive bird, and when Binns finally faced him and sat down, he seemed scarcely to notice either him or Collins, or if so with eyes that told nothing. Binns often wondered afterward what he really did think. At the same time he was so incensed at the mere presence of Collins that he could scarcely speak.

The latter had the average detective-politician-gamblers habit of simulating an intense interest and an enthusiasm which he did not feel, his face wreathing itself in a cheery smile, the while his eyes followed one like those of a hawk, attempting all the while to discover whether his assumed enthusiasm or friendship was being accepted at its face value or not. The only time Binns seemed to obtain the least grip on this situation, or to impress himself on the minds of the detectives and prisoner, was when it came to those finer shades of questioning which concerned just why, for what ulterior reasons, the burglar had attempted this deed alone. But even here, Binns noticed that his confrère was all ears, and making copious notes.

But always, to Binnss astonishment and chagrin, the prisoner as well as his captors paid more attention to Collins than they did to himself. They turned to him as to a lamp, and seemed to be really immensely more impressed with him than with himself, although the principal lines of questioning fell to him. After a time he became so dour and enraged that he could think of but one thing that would really have satisfied him, and that was to attack Collins physically and give him a good beating.

However, by degrees and between them, the story was finally extracted, and a fine tale it made. It appeared that up to seven or eight months preceding the robbery, possibly a year, Rollins had never thought of being a train robber but had been only a freight brakeman or yard-hand on this same road at one of its division points. Latterly he had even been promoted to be a sort of superior switchman and assistant freight handler at some station where there was considerable work of this kind. Previous to his railroad work he had been a livery stable helper in the town where he was eventually apprehended, and before that a farmhand somewhere near the same place. About a year before the crime, owing to hard times, this road had laid off a large number of men, including Rollins, and reduced the wages of all others by as much as ten per cent. Naturally a great deal of labor discontent ensued, and strikes, riots, and the like were the order of the day. Again, a certain number of train robberies which were charged and traced to discharged and dissatisfied employees now followed. The methods of successful train robbing were then and there so cleverly set forth by the average newspaper that nearly any burglar so inclined could follow them. Among other things, while working as a freight handler, Rollins had heard of the many money shipments made by express companies in their express cars, their large amounts, the manner in which they were guarded, and so on.

The road for which he worked at this time, the M.P., was, as he now learned, a very popular route for money shipments both East and West. And although express messengers (as those in charge of the car and its safe were called) were well and invariably armed owing to the many train robberies which had been occurring in the West recently, still these assaults had not been without success. Indeed, the deaths of various firemen, engineers, messengers, conductors, and even passengers, and the fact that much money had recently been stolen and never recovered, had not only encouraged the growth of banditry everywhere, but had put such an unreasoning fear into most employees connected with the roads that but few even of those especially picked guards ventured to give these marauders battle.

But just the same, the psychology which eventually resulted in this amazing single-handed attempt and its success was not so much that Rollins was a poor and discharged railroad hand unable to find any other form of employment, although that was a part of it, or that he was an amazingly cold, cruel and subtle soul, which he was not by any means, but that he was really largely unconscious of the tremendous risks he was taking. He was just mentally thick  well insulated, as it were. This was a fact which Binns had to bring out and which Collins noted. He had never, as it now developed, figured it out from the point of danger, being more or less lobster-like in his nervous organism, but solely from the point of view of success. In sum, in his idleness, having wandered back to his native region where he had first started out as a livery hand, he had now fallen in love with a young girl there, and then realizing, for the first time perhaps, that he was rather hard pressed for cash and unable to make her such presents as he desired, he had begun to think seriously of some method of raising money. Even this had not resulted in anything until latterly, another ex-railroad hand who had been laid off by this same company arrived and proposed, in connection with a third man whom he knew, to rob a train. At this time Rollins had rejected this scheme as not feasible, not wishing to connect himself with others in any such crime. Later, however, his own condition becoming more pressing, he had begun to think of train robbing as a means of setting himself up in life, only, as he reasoned, it must be alone.

Why alone? queried Binns.

That was the point all were so anxious to discover  why alone, with all the odds against him?

Well, he couldnt say exactly. He had just kind o sort o thort, as he expressed it, that he might frighten them into letting him alone! Other bandits (so few as three in one case of which he had read) had held up large trains. Why not one? Revolver shots fired about a train easily frightened all passengers as well as all trainmen, so the other robbers had told him, and anyhow it was a life to death job either way, and it would be better for him, he thought, if he worked it out alone instead of with others. Often, he said, other men squealed, or they had girls who told on them. He knew that Binns looked at him, intensely interested and all but moved by the sheer courage, or gall, or grit, imbedded somewhere in this stocky frame

But how could he hope to overcome the engineer, fireman, baggage man, express messenger, mailmen, conductor, brakeman and passengers, to say nothing of the Governor and his staff? How? By the way, did he know at the time that the Governor and his staff were on board? No, he hadnt known that until afterward, and as for the others, well, he just thought he could overawe them. Collinss eyes were luminous as Rollins said this, his face radiant. Far more than Binns, he seemed to understand and even approve of the raw force of all this.

The manner in which Rollins came to fix on this particular train to rob was also told. Every Thursday and Friday, or so he had been told while he was assistant freight handler, a limited which ran West at midnight past Dolesville carried larger shipments of money than on other nights. This was due to week-end exchanges between Eastern and Western banks, although he did not know that. Having decided on the train, although not on the day, he had proceeded by degrees to secure from one distant small town and another, and at different times so as to avoid all chance of detection, first, a small handbag from which he had scraped all evidence of the makers name: six or seven fused sticks of giant powder such as farmers use to blow up stumps; two revolvers holding six cartridges each, and some cartridges; and cord and cloth, out of which he proposed to make bundles of the money if necessary. Placing all of these in his bag, which he kept always beside him, he next visited Dolesville, a small town nearest the spot which he had fixed on in his mind as the place for his crime, and reconnoitering it and its possibilities, finally arranged all his plans to a nicety.

Just at the outskirts of this hamlet, as he now told Binns and Collins, which had been selected because of its proximity to a lone wood and marsh, stood a large water-tank at which this express as well as nearly all other trains stopped for water. Beyond it, about five miles, was the wood with its marsh, where he planned to have the train stopped. The express, as he learned, was regularly due at about one in the morning. The nearest town beyond the wood was all of five miles away, a mere hamlet like this one.

On the night in question, between eight and nine, he carried the bag, minus its revolvers and sticks of giant powder, which were now on his person, to that exact spot opposite the wood where he wished the train to stop, and left it there beside the railroad track. He then walked back the five miles to the water-tank, where he concealed himself and waited for the train. When it stopped, and just before it started again, he slipped in between the engine tender and the front baggage car, which was blind at both ends. The train resumed its journey, but on reaching the spot where he felt sure the bag should be, he could not make it out. The engine headlight did not seem to reveal it. Fearing to lose his chance and realizing that he was at about the place where he had left it, he rose up, and climbing over the coal-box, covered the two men in the cab, and compelled them to stop the train, dismount and uncouple the engine. Then, revolver in hand, he drove them before him to the express car door where, presenting one with a fused stick of giant powder, he forced him to blow open the door; the messenger within, still refusing to open it although he would not fire, for fear of killing either the engineer or fireman. Both engineer and fireman, at his command, then entered the car and blew open the money safe, throwing out the packages of bills and coin at his word, the while Rollins, realizing the danger of either trainmen or passengers coming forward, had been firing a few shots backward toward the rear coaches so as to overawe the passengers, and at the same time kept calling to purely imaginary companions to keep watch there. It was these shots and calls that had presumably sent the Governor and his staff scurrying to their berths. They also put the fear of death into the minds of the engineer and fireman and messenger, who imagined that he had many confrères on the other side of the express car but for some reason, because he was the leader, no doubt, preferred to act alone.

Dont kill anybody, boys, unless you have to, is what Rollins said he called, or Thats all right, Frank. Stay over there. Watch that side. Ill take care of these. Then he would fire a few more shots, and so all were deluded.

Once the express car door and safe had been blown open and the money handed out, he had now compelled the engineer and fireman to come down, recouple the engine, and pull away. Only after the train had safely disappeared in the distance did he venture to gather up the various packages, only since he had lost his bag and had no light, he had to fumble about and make a bag of his coat for them. With this over his shoulder, he eventually staggered off into the wood and marsh, concealing it under muck and stones, and then making for safety himself.

But, as it turned out, two slight errors, one of forgetfulness and one of eyesight, caused him to finally lose the fruit of his victory. The loss of the bag, in which he had first placed and then forgotten an initialed handkerchief belonging to his love, eventually brought about his capture. It is true that he had gone back to look for the bag, without, however, remembering that the handkerchief was in it, but fearing capture if he lingered too long, had made off after a time without it. Later a posse of detectives and citizens arriving and finding the bag with the initialed handkerchief inside, they were eventually able to trace him. For, experts meditating on the crime, decided that owing to the hard times and the laying-off of employees, some of the latter might have had a hand in it, and so, in due time, the whereabouts and movements of each and every one of them was gone into, resulting in the discovery finally that this particular ex-helper had returned rather recently to his semi-native town and had there been going with a certain girl, and that even now he was about to marry her. Also, it was said that he was possessed of unusual means, for him. Next, it was discovered that her initials corresponded to those on the handkerchief. Presto, Mr. Rollins was arrested, a search made of his room, and nearly all of the money recovered. Then, being caught with the goods, he confessed, and here on this day was he being hurried to O  to be jailed and sentenced, while Mr. Binns and Mr. Collins, like harpies, hovered over him, anxious to make literary capital of his error. The only thing that consoled Mr. Binns, now that this story was finally told, was that although he had failed to make it impossible for Collins to get it, when it came to the writing of it he would be able to outdo him, making a better and more connected narrative. Still, even here he was a little dubious. During this interview Collins had been making endless notes, putting down each least shade of Binnss questioning, and with the aid of one or several of the best men of the News would probably be able to work it out. Then what would be left?

But as they were nearing O  a new situation intruded itself which soon threatened on the face of it to rob Binns of nearly, if not quite, all his advantage. And this related, primarily, to the matter of a picture. It was most essential that one should be made, either here or in the city, only neither Waxby nor himself, nor the city editor of the News apparently, had thought to include an artist on this expedition. Now the importance of this became more and more apparent, and Collins, with that keen sense he had for making tremendous capital of seeming by-products, suggested, after first remarking that he guessed they would have to send to police headquarters afterward and have one made:

How would it do, old man, if we took him up to the News office after we get in, and let your friends Hill and Weaver make a picture of him? (These two were intimates of Binns in the art department, as Collins happened to know.) Then both of us could get one right away. Id say take him to the Star, only the News is so much nearer (which was true), and we have that new flash-light machine, you know (which was also true, the Star being but poorly equipped in this respect). He added a friendly aside to the effect that of course this depended on whether the prisoner and officers in charge were willing.

No, no, no! replied Binns irritably and suspiciously. No, I wont do that. You mean you want to get him into the News office first. Not at all. Ill never stand for that. Hill and Weaver are my friends, but I wont do it. If you want to bring him down to the Star, thats different. Ill agree to that. Our art department can make pictures just as good as yours, and you can have one.

For a moment Collinss face fell, but he soon returned to the attack. From his manner one would have judged that he was actually desirous of doing Binns a favor.

But why not the News? he insisted pleasantly. Those two boys are your friends. They wouldnt do anything to hurt you. Think of the difference in the distance, the time well save. We want to save time, dont we? Here it is nearly six-thirty, and by the time we get back to the office itll be half-past seven or eight. Its all right for you, because you can write faster, but look at me. Id just as lief go down there as not, but whats the difference? Besides the News has got a better plant, and you know it. Either Hill or Weaverll make a fine picture, and theyll give you one. Aint that all right?

At once he sensed what it was that Collins wanted. What he really understood was that if Collins could get this great train robber into the office of the News first, it would take away so much of the sheer necessity he would be put to of repeating all he had heard and seen en route. For once there, other staff members would be able to take the criminal in hand and with the aid of what Collins had to report, extract such a tale as even Binns himself could not better. In addition, it would be such a triumph of reporting  to go out and bring your subject in!

No, its not, replied Binns truculently, and I wont do it. Its all right about Hill and Weaver. I know theyll give me a picture if the paper will let them, but I know the paper wont let them, and besides, youre not doing it for that reason. I know what you want. You want to be able to claim in the morning that you brought this man to the News first. I know you.

For a moment Collins appeared to be quieted by this, and half seemed to abandon the project. He took it up again after a few moments, however, seemingly in the most conciliatory spirit in the world, only now he kept boring Binns with his eyes, a thing which he had never attempted before.

Aw, come on, he repeated genially, looking Binns squarely in the eyes. Whats the use being small about this? You know youve got the best of the story anyhow. And youre goin to get a picture too, the same as us. If you dont, then well have to go clear to your office or send a man down to the jail. Think of the time itll take. Whats the use of that? One pictures as good as another. And you cant take any good pictures down there to-night, anyhow, and you know it.

As he talked he held Binnss eyes with his own, and all at once the latter began to feel a curious wave of warmth, ease and uncertainty or confusion creep over him in connection with all this. What was so wrong with this proposition, anyhow, he began to ask himself, even while inwardly something was telling him that it was all wrong and that he was making a great mistake. For the first time in his life, and especially in connection with so trying a situation, he began to feel an odd sense of ease and comfort, or as if surrounded by a cloud of something that was comfortable and soothing. This scheme of Collinss was not so bad after all, he thought. What was wrong with it? Hill and Weaver were his friends. They would make a good picture and give him one. Everything Collins was saying seemed true enough, only, only  For the first time since knowing him, and in spite of all his opposition of this afternoon and before, Binns found himself not hating his rival as violently as he had in the past, but feeling as though he werent such an utterly bad sort after all. Curiously, though, he still didnt believe a word that Collins said, but  

To the News, sure, he found himself saying in a dumb, half-numb or sensuously warm way. That wouldnt be so bad. Its nearer. Whats wrong with that? Hill or Weaver will make a good picture seven or eight inches long, and then I can take it along, only at the same time he was thinking to himself, I shouldnt really do this. I shouldnt think it. Hell claim the credit of having brought this man to the News office. Hes a big bluff, and I hate him. Ill be making a big mistake. The Star or nothing  thats what I should say. Let him come down to the Star.

In the meantime they were entering O  , the station of which now appeared. By now, somehow, Collins had not only convinced the officers, but the prisoner himself. Binns could even see the rural love of show and parade a-gleam in their eyes, their respect for the News, the larger paper, as opposed to the Star. The Star might be all right, but plainly the News was the great place in the sight of these rurals for such an exhibition as this. What a pity, he thought, that he had ever left the News!

As he arose with the others to leave the train he said dully, No, I wont come in on this. Its all right if you want to bring him down to the Star, or you can take him to police headquarters. But Im not going to let you do this. You hear now, dont you?

But outside, Collins laying hold of his arm in an amazingly genial fashion, seemed to come nearer to him humanly than he had ever dreamed was possible before.

You come up with me to the News now, Collins kept saying, and then Ill go down with you to the Star, see? Well just let Hill or Weaver take one picture, and then well go down to your place  you see?

Although Mr. Binns did not see, he went. For the time, nothing seemed important. If Collins had stayed by him he could possibly have prevented his writing any story at all. Even as Binns dreamed, Collins hailed a carriage, and the six of them crowded into it and were forthwith whirled away to the door of the News where, once they had reached it and Collins, the detectives, and the bandit began hurrying across the sidewalk to that familiar door which once had meant so much to him, Binns suddenly awoke. What was it  the door? Or the temporary distraction of Collins? At any rate, he awoke now and made a frantic effort to retrieve himself.

Wait! he called. Say, hold on! Stop! I wont do this at all. I dont agree to this! but now it was too late. In a trice the prisoner, officers, Collins and even himself were up the two or three low steps of the main entrance and into the hall, and then seeing the hopelessness of it he paused as they entered the elevator and was left to meditate on the inexplicability of the thing that had been done to him.

What was it? How had this low brute succeeded in doing this to him? By the Lord, he had succeeded in hypnotizing him, or something very much like it. What had become, then, of his superior brain, his intellectual force, in the face of this gross savage desire on the part of Collins to win? It was unbelievable. Collins had beaten him, and that in a field and at a task at which he deemed himself unusually superior.

Great heavens! he suddenly exclaimed to himself. Thats what hes done, hes beaten me at my own game! Hes taken the prisoner, whom I really had in my own hands at one time, into the office of our great rival, and now in the morning it will all be in the paper! And I allowed him to do it! And I had him beaten, too! Why didnt I kick him off the train? Why didnt I bribe the conductor to help me? I could have. I was afraid of him, thats what it is. And to-morrow therell be a long editorial in the News telling how this fellow was brought first to the News and photographed, and theyll have his picture to prove it. Oh, Lord, what shall I do? How am I to get out of this?

Disconsolate and weary, he groaned and swore for blocks as he made his way toward the office of the Star. How to break it to Waxby! How to explain! The exact truth meant disgrace, possibly dismissal. He couldnt tell really, as he had hoped he might, how he had all but prevented Collins from obtaining any interview. Waxby would have sniffed at his weakness in a crisis, put him down as a failure.

Reaching the office, he told another kind of story which was but a half truth. What he could and did say was that the police, being temperamentally en rapport with Collins, had worked with him and against the Star; that in spite of anything he could do, these rural officers and detectives had preferred to follow Collins rather than himself, that the superior position of the News had lured them, and that against his final and fierce protest they had eventually gone in there, since the News was on the natural route to the jail, and the Star was not.

Now it was Waxbys turn to rage, and he did  not at Binns, but at the low dogs of police who were always favoring the News at the expense of the Star. They had done it in the past, as he well knew, when he was city editor of the News. Then it had pleased him  but now  

Ill fix them! he squeaked shrilly. Ill make them sweat. No more favors from me, by  , and rushing a photographer to the jail he had various pictures made, excellent ones, for that matter  only, what was the good? The fact that the News had the honor of making the first picture of this celebrity under its own roof, its own vine and fig-tree, was galling. As a matter of fact, Waxby by now was blaming himself for not having sent an artist along.

But to Binns the sad part was that Collins had him beaten, and that in the face of his self-boasted superiority. In spite of the fact that he might slave over the text, as he did, giving it, because of his despair and chagrin, all his best touches, still, the next morning, there on the front page of the News, was a large picture of the bandit seated in the sanctum sanctorum of the News, entirely surrounded by reporters and editors, and with a portion of the figure, although not the head, of the publisher himself in the background. And over it all in extra large type was the caption:

LOAN TRAIN ROBBER VISITS OFFICE OF NEWS TO PAY HIS RESPECTS while underneath, in italics, was a full account of how willingly he had visited the News because of its immense commercial, moral and other forms of superiority.

Was Binns beaten?

Well, rather!

And did he feel it?

He suffered tortures, not only for days, but for weeks and months, absolute tortures. The very thought of Collins made him want to rise and slay him.

To think, he said over and over to himself, that a low dog like Collins on whom I wouldnt wipe my feet intellectually, as it were, could do this to me! He hypnotized me, by George! He did! He can! Maybe he could do it again! I wonder if he knows? Am I really the lesser and this scum the greater? Do writers grow on trees?!

Sad thought.

And some weeks later, meeting his old enemy one day on the street, he had the immense dissatisfaction of seeing the light of triumph and contempt in his eyes. The latter was so bold now, and getting along so well as a reporter, or newspaper man, that he had the hardihood to leer, sniff and exclaim:

These swell reporters! These high-priced ink-slingers! Say, who got the best of the train robber story, huh?

And Binns replied  

But never mind what Binns replied. It wouldnt be fit to read, and no publisher would print it anyhow.


OLD ROGAUM AND HIS THERESA

In all Bleecker Street was no more comfortable doorway than that of the butcher Rogaum, even if the first floor was given over to meat market purposes. It was to one side of the main entrance, which gave ingress to the butcher shop, and from it led up a flight of steps, at least five feet wide, to the living rooms above. A little portico stood out in front of it, railed on either side, and within was a second or final door, forming, with the outer or storm door, a little area, where Mrs. Rogaum and her children frequently sat of a summers evening. The outer door was never locked, owing to the inconvenience it would inflict on Mr. Rogaum, who had no other way of getting upstairs. In winter, when all had gone to bed, there had been cases in which belated travelers had taken refuge there from the snow or sleet. One or two newsboys occasionally slept there, until routed out by Officer Maguire, who, seeing it half open one morning at two oclock, took occasion to look in. He jogged the newsboys sharply with his stick, and then, when they were gone, tried the inner door, which was locked.

You ought to keep that outer door locked, Rogaum, he observed to the phlegmatic butcher the next evening, as he was passing, people might get in. A couple o kids was sleepin in there last night.

Ach, dot iss no difference, answered Rogaum pleasantly. I haf der inner door locked, yet. Let dem sleep. Dot iss no difference.

Better lock it, said the officer, more to vindicate his authority than anything else. Something will happen there yet.

The door was never locked, however, and now of a summer evening Mrs. Rogaum and the children made pleasant use of its recess, watching the rout of street cars and occasionally belated trucks go by. The children played on the sidewalk, all except the budding Theresa (eighteen just turning), who, with one companion of the neighborhood, the pretty Kenrihan girl, walked up and down the block, laughing, glancing, watching the boys. Old Mrs. Kenrihan lived in the next block, and there, sometimes, the two stopped. There, also, they most frequently pretended to be when talking with the boys in the intervening side street. Young Connie Almerting and George Goujon were the bright particular mashers who held the attention of the maidens in this block. These two made their acquaintance in the customary bold, boyish way, and thereafter the girls had an urgent desire to be out in the street together after eight, and to linger where the boys could see and overtake them.

Old Mrs. Rogaum never knew. She was a particularly fat, old German lady, completely dominated by her liege and portly lord, and at nine oclock regularly, as he had long ago deemed meet and fit, she was wont to betake her way upward and so to bed. Old Rogaum himself, at that hour, closed the market and went to his chamber.

Before that all the children were called sharply, once from the doorstep below and once from the window above, only Mrs. Rogaum did it first and Rogaum last. It had come, because of a shade of lenience, not wholly apparent in the fathers nature, that the older of the children needed two callings and sometimes three. Theresa, now that she had got in with the Kenrihan maiden, needed that many calls and even more.

She was just at that age for which mere thoughtless, sensory life holds its greatest charm. She loved to walk up and down in the as yet bright street where were voices and laughter, and occasionally moonlight streaming down. What a nuisance it was to be called at nine, anyhow. Why should one have to go in then, anyhow. What old fogies her parents were, wishing to go to bed so early. Mrs. Kenrihan was not so strict with her daughter. It made her pettish when Rogaum insisted, calling as he often did, in German, Come you now, in a very hoarse and belligerent voice.

She came, eventually, frowning and wretched, all the moonlight calling her, all the voices of the night urging her to come back. Her innate opposition due to her urgent youth made her coming later and later, however, until now, by August of this, her eighteenth year, it was nearly ten when she entered, and Rogaum was almost invariably angry.

I vill lock you oudt, he declared, in strongly accented English, while she tried to slip by him each time. I vill show you. Du sollst come ven I say, yet. Hear now.

Ill not, answered Theresa, but it was always under her breath.

Poor Mrs. Rogaum troubled at hearing the wrath in her husbands voice. It spoke of harder and fiercer times which had been with her. Still she was not powerful enough in the family councils to put in a weighty word. So Rogaum fumed unrestricted.

There were other nights, however, many of them, and now that the young sparks of the neighborhood had enlisted the girls attention, it was a more trying time than ever. Never did a street seem more beautiful. Its shabby red walls, dusty pavements and protruding store steps and iron railings seemed bits of the ornamental paraphernalia of heaven itself. These lights, the cars, the moon, the street lamps! Theresa had a tender eye for the dashing Almerting, a young idler and loafer of the district, the son of a stationer farther up the street. What a fine fellow he was, indeed! What a handsome nose and chin! What eyes! What authority! His cigarette was always cocked at a high angle, in her presence, and his hat had the least suggestion of being set to one side. He had a shrewd way of winking one eye, taking her boldly by the arm, hailing her as, Hey, Pretty! and was strong and athletic and worked (when he worked) in a tobacco factory. His was a trade, indeed, nearly acquired, as he said, and his jingling pockets attested that he had money of his own. Altogether he was very captivating.

Aw, whaddy ya want to go in for? he used to say to her, tossing his head gayly on one side to listen and holding her by the arm, as old Rogaum called. Tell him yuh didnt hear.

No, Ive got to go, said the girl, who was soft and plump and fair  a Rhine maiden type.

Well, yuh dont have to go just yet. Stay another minute. George, what was that fellows name that tried to sass us the other day?

Theresa! roared old Rogaum forcefully. If you do not now come! Ve vill see!

Ive got to go, repeated Theresa with a faint effort at starting. Cant you hear? Dont hold me. I haf to.

Aw, whaddy ya want to be such a coward for? Y dont have to go. He wont do nothin tuh yuh. My old man was always hollerin like that up tuh a coupla years ago. Let him holler! Say, kid, but yuh got sweet eyes! Theyre as blue! An your mouth

Now stop! You hear me! Theresa would protest softly, as, swiftly, he would slip an arm about her waist and draw her to him, sometimes in a vain, sometimes in a successful effort to kiss her.

As a rule she managed to interpose an elbow between her face and his, but even then he would manage to touch an ear or a cheek or her neck  sometimes her mouth, full and warm  before she would develop sufficient energy to push him away and herself free. Then she would protest mock earnestly or sometimes run away.

Now, Ill never speak to you any more, if thats the way youre going to do. My father dont allow me to kiss boys, anyhow, and then she would run, half ashamed, half smiling to herself as he would stare after her, or if she lingered, develop a kind of anger and even rage.

Aw, cut it! Whaddy ya want to be so shy for? Dontcha like me? Whats gettin into yuh, anyhow? Hey?

In the meantime George Goujon and Myrtle Kenrihan, their companions, might be sweeting and going through a similar contest, perhaps a hundred feet up the street or near at hand. The quality of old Rogaums voice would by now have become so raucous, however, that Theresa would have lost all comfort in the scene and, becoming frightened, hurry away. Then it was often that both Almerting and Goujon as well as Myrtle Kenrihan would follow her to the corner, almost in sight of the irate old butcher.

Let him call, young Almerting would insist, laying a final hold on her soft white fingers and causing her to quiver thereby.

Oh, no, she would gasp nervously. I cant.

Well, go on, then, he would say, and with a flip of his heel would turn back, leaving Theresa to wonder whether she had alienated him forever or no. Then she would hurry to her fathers door.

Muss ich all my time spenden calling, mit you on de streeds oudt? old Rogaum would roar wrathfully, the while his fat hand would descend on her back. Take dot now. Vy dond you come ven I call? In now. I vill show you. Und come you yussed vunce more at dis time  ve vill see if I am boss in my own house, aber! Komst du vun minute nach ten to-morrow und you vill see vot you vill get. I vill der door lock. Du sollst not in kommen. Mark! Oudt sollst du stayen  oudt! and he would glare wrathfully at her retreating figure.

Sometimes Theresa would whimper, sometimes cry or sulk. She almost hated her father for his cruelty, the big, fat, rough thing, and just because she wanted to stay out in the bright streets, too! Because he was old and stout and wanted to go to bed at ten, he thought every one else did. And outside was the dark sky with its stars, the street lamps, the cars, the tinkle and laughter of eternal life!

Oh! she would sigh as she undressed and crawled into her small neat bed. To think that she had to live like this all her days! At the same time old Rogaum was angry and equally determined. It was not so much that he imagined that his Theresa was in bad company as yet, but he wished to forefend against possible danger. This was not a good neighborhood by any means. The boys around here were tough. He wanted Theresa to pick some nice sober youth from among the other Germans he and his wife knew here and there  at the Lutheran Church, for instance. Otherwise she shouldnt marry. He knew she only walked from his shop to the door of the Kenrihans and back again. Had not his wife told him so? If he had thought upon what far pilgrimage her feet had already ventured, or had even seen the dashing Almerting hanging near, then had there been wrath indeed. As it was, his mind was more or less at ease.

On many, many evenings it was much the same. Sometimes she got in on time, sometimes not, but more and more Connie Almerting claimed her for his steady, and bought her ice-cream. In the range of the short block and its confining corners it was all done, lingering by the curbstone and strolling a half block either way in the side streets, until she had offended seriously at home, and the threat was repeated anew. He often tried to persuade her to go on picnics or outings of various kinds, but this, somehow, was not to be thought of at her age  at least with him. She knew her father would never endure the thought, and never even had the courage to mention it, let alone run away. Mere lingering with him at the adjacent street corners brought stronger and stronger admonishments  even more blows and the threat that she should not get in at all.

Well enough she meant to obey, but on one radiant night late in June the time fled too fast. The moon was so bright, the air so soft. The feel of far summer things was in the wind and even in this dusty street. Theresa, in a newly starched white summer dress, had been loitering up and down with Myrtle when as usual they encountered Almerting and Goujon. Now it was ten, and the regular calls were beginning.

Aw, wait a minute, said Connie. Stand still. He wont lock yuh out.

But he will, though, said Theresa. You dont know him.

Well, if he does, come on back to me. Ill take care of yuh. Ill be here. But he wont though. If you stayed out a little while hed letcha in all right. Thats the way my old man used to try to do me but it didnt work with me. I stayed out an he let me in, just the same. Dontcha let him kidja. He jingled some loose change in his pocket

Never in his life had he had a girl on his hands at any unseasonable hour, but it was nice to talk big, and there was a club to which he belonged, The Varick Street Roosters, and to which he had a key. It would be closed and empty at this hour, and she could stay there until morning, if need be or with Myrtle Kenrihan. He would take her there if she insisted. There was a sinister grin on the youths face.

By now Theresas affections had carried her far. This youth with his slim body, his delicate strong hands, his fine chin, straight mouth and hard dark eyes  how wonderful he seemed! He was but nineteen to her eighteen but cold, shrewd, daring. Yet how tender he seemed to her, how well worth having! Always, when he kissed her now, she trembled in the balance. There was something in the iron grasp of his fingers that went through her like fire. His glance held hers at times when she could scarcely endure it.

Ill wait, anyhow, he insisted.

Longer and longer she lingered, but now for once no voice came.

She began to feel that something was wrong  a greater strain than if old Rogaums voice had been filling the whole neighborhood.

Ive got to go, she said.

Gee, but youre a coward, yuh are! said he derisively. What r yuh always so scared about? He always says hell lock yuh out, but he never does.

Yes, but he will, she insisted nervously. I think he has this time. You dont know him. Hes something awful when he gets real mad. Oh, Connie, I must go! For the sixth or seventh time she moved, and once more he caught her arm and waist and tried to kiss her, but she slipped away from him.

Ah, yuh! he exclaimed. I wish he would lock yuh out!

At her own doorstep she paused momentarily, more to soften her progress than anything. The outer door was open as usual, but not the inner. She tried it, but it would not give. It was locked! For a moment she paused, cold fear racing over her body, and then knocked.

No answer.

Again she rattled the door, this time nervously, and was about to cry out.

Still no answer.

At last she heard her fathers voice, hoarse and indifferent, not addressed to her at all, but to her mother.

Let her go, now, it said savagely, from the front room where he supposed she could not hear. I vill her a lesson teach.

Hadnt you better let her in now, yet? pleaded Mrs. Rogaum faintly.

No, insisted Mr. Rogaum. Nefer! Let her go now. If she vill alvays stay oudt, let her stay now. Ve vill see how she likes dot.

His voice was rich in wrath, and he was saving up a good beating for her into the bargain, that she knew. She would have to wait and wait and plead, and when she was thoroughly wretched and subdued he would let her in and beat her  such a beating as she had never received in all her born days.

Again the door rattled, and still she got no answer. Not even her call brought a sound.

Now, strangely, a new element, not heretofore apparent in her nature but nevertheless wholly there, was called into life, springing in action as Diana, full formed. Why should he always be so harsh? She hadnt done anything but stay out a little later than usual. He was always so anxious to keep her in and subdue her. For once the cold chill of her girlish fears left her, and she wavered angrily.

All right, she said, some old German stubbornness springing up, I wont knock. You dont need to let me in, then.

A suggestion of tears was in her eyes, but she backed firmly out onto the stoop and sat down, hesitating. Old Rogaum saw her, lowering down from the lattice, but said nothing. He would teach her for once what were proper hours!

At the corner, standing, Almerting also saw her. He recognized the simple white dress, and paused steadily, a strange thrill racing over him. Really they had locked her out! Gee, this was new. It was great, in a way. There she was, white, quiet, shut out, waiting at her fathers doorstep.

Sitting thus, Theresa pondered a moment, her girlish rashness and anger dominating her. Her pride was hurt and she felt revengeful. They would shut her out, would they? All right, she would go out and they should look to it how they would get her back  the old curmudgeons. For the moment the home of Myrtle Kenrihan came to her as a possible refuge, but she decided that she need not go there yet. She had better wait about awhile and see  or walk and frighten them. He would beat her, would he? Well, maybe he would and maybe he wouldnt. She might come back, but still that was a thing afar off. Just now it didnt matter so much. Connie was still there on the corner. He loved her dearly. She felt it.

Getting up, she stepped to the now quieting sidewalk and strolled up the street. It was a rather nervous procedure, however. There were street cars still, and stores lighted and people passing, but soon these would not be, and she was locked out. The side streets were already little more than long silent walks and gleaming rows of lamps.

At the corner her youthful lover almost pounced upon her.

Locked out, are yuh? he asked, his eyes shining.

For the moment she was delighted to see him, for a nameless dread had already laid hold of her. Home meant so much. Up to now it had been her whole life.

Yes, she answered feebly.

Well, lets stroll on a little, said the boy. He had not as yet quite made up his mind what to do, but the night was young. It was so fine to have her with him  his.

At the farther corner they passed Officers Maguire and Delahanty, idly swinging their clubs and discussing politics.

Tis a shame, Officer Delahanty was saying, the way things are run now, but he paused to add, Aint that old Rogaums girl over there with young Almerting?

It is, replied Maguire, looking after.

Well, Im thinkin hed better be keepin an eye on her, said the former. Shes too young to be runnin around with the likes o him.

Maguire agreed. Hes a young tough, he observed. I never liked him. Hes too fresh. He works over here in Myers tobacco factory, and belongs to The Roosters. Hes up to no good, Ill warrant that.

Teach em a lesson, I would, Almerting was saying to Theresa as they strolled on. Well walk around a while an make em think yuh mean business. They wont lock yuh out any more. If they dont let yuh in when we come back Ill find yuh a place, all right.

His sharp eyes were gleaming as he looked around into her own. Already he had made up his mind that she should not go back if he could help it. He knew a better place than home for this night, anyhow  the club room of the Roosters, if nowhere else. They could stay there for a time, anyhow.

By now old Rogaum, who had seen her walking up the street alone, was marveling at her audacity, but thought she would soon come back. It was amazing that she should exhibit such temerity, but he would teach her! Such a whipping! At half-past ten, however, he stuck his head out of the open window and saw nothing of her. At eleven, the same. Then he walked the floor.

At first wrathful, then nervous, then nervous and wrathful, he finally ended all nervous, without a scintilla of wrath. His stout wife sat up in bed and began to wring her hands.

Lie down! he commanded. You make me sick. I know vot I am doing!

Is she still at der door? pleaded the mother.

No, he said. I dont tink so. She should come ven I call.

His nerves were weakening, however, and now they finally collapsed.

She vent de stread up, he said anxiously after a time. I vill go after.

Slipping on his coat, he went down the stairs and out into the night. It was growing late, and the stillness and gloom of midnight were nearing. Nowhere in sight was his Theresa. First one way and then another he went, looking here, there, everywhere, finally groaning.

Ach, Gott! he said, the sweat bursting out on his brow, vot in Teufels name iss dis?

He thought he would seek a policeman, but there was none. Officer Maguire had long since gone for a quiet game in one of the neighboring saloons. His partner had temporarily returned to his own beat. Still old Rogaum hunted on, worrying more and more.

Finally he bethought him to hasten home again, for she must have got back. Mrs. Rogaum, too, would be frantic if she had not. If she were not there he must go to the police. Such a night! And his Theresa  This thing could not go on.

As he turned into his own corner he almost ran, coming up to the little portico wet and panting. At a puffing step he turned, and almost fell over a white body at his feet, a prone and writhing woman.

Ach, Gott! he cried aloud, almost shouting in his distress and excitement. Theresa, vot iss dis? Wilhelmina, a light now. Bring a light now, I say, for himmels sake! Theresa hat sich umgebracht. Help!

He had fallen to his knees and was turning over the writhing, groaning figure. By the pale light of the street, however, he could make out that it was not his Theresa, fortunately, as he had at first feared, but another and yet there was something very like her in the figure.

Um! said the stranger weakly. Ah!

The dress was gray, not white as was his Theresas, but the body was round and plump. It cut the fiercest cords of his intensity, this thought of death to a young woman, but there was something else about the situation which made him forget his own troubles.

Mrs. Rogaum, loudly admonished, almost tumbled down the stairs. At the foot she held the light she had brought  a small glass oil-lamp  and then nearly dropped it. A fairly attractive figure, more girl than woman, rich in all the physical charms that characterize a certain type, lay near to dying. Her soft hair had fallen back over a good forehead, now quite white. Her pretty hands, well decked with rings, were clutched tightly in an agonized grip. At her neck a blue silk shirtwaist and light lace collar were torn away where she had clutched herself, and on the white flesh was a yellow stain as of one who had been burned. A strange odor reeked in the area, and in one corner was a spilled bottle.

Ach, Gott! exclaimed Mrs. Rogaum. It iss a vooman! She haf herself gekilt. Run for der police! Oh, my! oh, my!

Rogaum did not kneel for more than a moment. Somehow, this creatures fate seemed in some psychic way identified with that of his own daughter. He bounded up, and jumping out his front door, began to call lustily for the police. Officer Maguire, at his social game nearby, heard the very first cry and came running.

Whats the matter here, now? he exclaimed, rushing up full and ready for murder, robbery, fire, or, indeed, anything in the whole roster of human calamities.

A vooman! said Rogaum excitedly. She haf herself umgebracht. She iss dying. Ach, Gott! in my own doorstep, yet!

Vere iss der hospital? put in Mrs. Rogaum, thinking clearly of an ambulance, but not being able to express it. She iss gekilt, sure. Oh! Oh! and bending over her the poor old motherly soul stroked the tightened hands, and trickled tears upon the blue shirtwaist. Ach, vy did you do dot? she said. Ach, for vy?

Officer Maguire was essentially a man of action. He jumped to the sidewalk, amid the gathering company, and beat loudly with his club upon the stone flagging. Then he ran to the nearest police phone, returning to aid in any other way he might. A milk wagon passing on its way from the Jersey ferry with a few tons of fresh milk aboard, he held it up and demanded a helping.

Give us a quart there, will you? he said authoritatively. A womans swallowed acid in here.

Sure, said the driver, anxious to learn the cause of the excitement. Got a glass, anybody?

Maguire ran back and returned, bearing a measure. Mrs. Rogaum stood looking nervously on, while the stocky officer raised the golden head and poured the milk.

Here, now, drink this, he said. Come on. Try an swallow it.

The girl, a blonde of the type the world too well knows, opened her eyes, and looked, groaning a little.

Drink it, shouted the officer fiercely. Do you want to die? Open your mouth!

Used to a fear of the law in all her days, she obeyed now, even in death. The lips parted, the fresh milk was drained to the end, some spilling on neck and cheek.



While they were working old Rogaum came back and stood looking on, by the side of his wife. Also Officer Delahanty, having heard the peculiar wooden ring of the stick upon the stone in the night, had come up.

Ach, ach, exclaimed Rogaum rather distractedly, und she iss oudt yet. I could not find her. Oh, oh!

There was a clang of a gong up the street as the racing ambulance turned rapidly in. A young hospital surgeon dismounted, and seeing the womans condition, ordered immediate removal. Both officers and Rogaum, as well as the surgeon, helped place her in the ambulance. After a moment the lone bell, ringing wildly in the night, was all the evidence remaining that a tragedy had been here.

Do you know how she came here? asked Officer Delahanty, coming back to get Rogaums testimony for the police.

No, no, answered Rogaum wretchedly. She vass here alretty. I vass for my daughter loog. Ach, himmel, I haf my daughter lost. She iss avay.

Mrs. Rogaum also chattered, the significance of Theresas absence all the more painfully emphasized by this.

The officer did not at first get the import of this. He was only interested in the facts of the present case.

You say she was here when you come? Where was you?

I say I vass for my daughter loog. I come here, und der vooman vass here now alretty.

Yes. What time was this?

Only now yet. Yussed a half-hour.

Officer Maguire had strolled up, after chasing away a small crowd that had gathered with fierce and unholy threats. For the first time now he noticed the peculiar perturbation of the usually placid German couple.

What about your daughter? he asked, catching a word as to that.

Both old people raised their voices at once.

She haf gone. She haf run avay. Ach, himmel, ve must for her loog. Quick  she could not get in. Ve had der door shut.

Locked her out, eh? inquired Maguire after a time, hearing much of the rest of the story.

Yes, explained Rogaum. It was to schkare her a liddle. She vould not come ven I called.

Sure, thats the girl we saw walkin with young Almerting, do ye mind? The one in the white dress, said Delahanty to Maguire.

White dress, yah! echoed Rogaum, and then the fact of her walking with some one came home like a blow.

Did you hear dot? he exclaimed even as Mrs. Rogaum did likewise. Mein Gott, hast du das gehoert?

He fairly jumped as he said it. His hands flew up to his stout and ruddy head.

Whaddy ya want to let her out for nights? asked Maguire roughly, catching the drift of the situation. Thats no time for young girls to be out, anyhow, and with these toughs around here. Sure, I saw her, nearly two hours ago.

Ach, groaned Rogaum. Two hours yet. Ho, ho, ho! His voice was quite hysteric.

Well, go on in, said Officer Delahanty. Theres no use yellin out here. Give us a description of her an well send out an alarm. You wont be able to find her walkin around.

Her parents described her exactly. The two men turned to the nearest police box and then disappeared, leaving the old German couple in the throes of distress. A time-worn old church-clock nearby now chimed out one and then two. The notes cut like knives. Mrs. Rogaum began fearfully to cry. Rogaum walked and blustered to himself.

Its a queer case, that, said Officer Delahanty to Maguire after having reported the matter of Theresa, but referring solely to the outcast of the doorway so recently sent away and in whose fate they were much more interested. She being a part of the commercialized vice of the city, they were curious as to the cause of her suicide. I think I know that woman. I think I know where she came from. You do, too  Adeles, around the corner, eh? She didnt come into that doorway by herself, either. She was put there. You know how they do.

Youre right, said Maguire. She was put there, all right, and thats just where she come from, too.

The two of them now tipped up their noses and cocked their eyes significantly.

Lets go around, added Maguire.

They went, the significant red light over the transom at 68 telling its own story. Strolling leisurely up, they knocked. At the very first sound a painted denizen of the half-world opened the door.

Wheres Adele? asked Maguire as the two, hats on as usual, stepped in.

Shes gone to bed.

Tell her to come down.

They seated themselves deliberately in the gaudy mirrored parlor and waited, conversing between themselves in whispers. Presently a sleepy-looking woman of forty in a gaudy robe of heavy texture, and slippered in red, appeared.

Were here about that suicide case you had tonight. What about it? Who was she? Howd she come to be in that doorway around the corner? Come, now, Maguire added, as the madam assumed an air of mingled injured and ignorant innocence, you know. Can that stuff! How did she come to take poison?

I dont know what youre talking about, said the woman with the utmost air of innocence. I never heard of any suicide.

Aw, come now , insisted Delahanty, the girl around the corner. You know. We know youve got a pull, but weve got to know about this case, just the same. Come across now. It wont be published. What made her take the poison?

Under the steady eyes of the officers the woman hesitated, but finally weakened.

Why  why  her lover went back on her  thats all. She got so blue we just couldnt do anything with her. I tried to, but she wouldnt listen.

Lover, eh? put in Maguire as though that were the most unheard-of thing in the world. What was his name?

I dont know. You never can tell that.

What was her name  Annie? asked Delahanty wisely, as though he knew but was merely inquiring for forms sake.

No  Emily.

Well, how did she come to get over there, anyhow? inquired Maguire most pleasantly.

George took her, she replied, referring to a man-of-all-work about the place.

Then little by little as they sat there the whole miserable story came out, miserable as all the wilfulness and error and suffering of the world.

How old was she?

Oh, twenty-one.

Well, whered she come from?

Oh, here in New York. Her family locked her out one night, I think.

Something in the way the woman said this last brought old Rogaum and his daughter back to the policemens minds. They had forgotten all about her by now, although they had turned in an alarm. Fearing to interfere too much with this well-known and politically controlled institution, the two men left, but outside they fell to talking of the other case.

We ought to tell old Rogaum about her some time, said Maguire to Delahanty cynically. He locked his kid out to-night.

Yes, it might be a good thing for him to hear that, replied the other. Wed better go round there an see if his girls back yet. She may be back by now, and so they returned but little disturbed by the joint miseries.

At Rogaums door they once more knocked loudly.

Is your daughter back again? asked Maguire when a reply was had.

Ach, no, replied the hysterical Mrs. Rogaum, who was quite alone now. My husband he haf gone oudt again to loog vunce more. Oh, my! Oh, my!

Well, thats what you get for lockin her out, returned Maguire loftily, the other story fresh in his mind. That other girl downstairs here tonight was locked out too, once. He chanced to have a girl-child of his own and somehow he was in the mood for pointing a moral. You oughtnt to do anything like that. Where dyuh expect shes goin to if you lock her out?

Mrs. Rogaum groaned. She explained that it was not her fault, but anyhow it was carrying coals to Newcastle to talk to her so. The advice was better for her husband.

The pair finally returned to the station to see if the call had been attended to.

Sure, said the sergeant, certainly. Whaddy ya think? and he read from the blotter before him:

Look out for girl, Theresa Rogaum. Aged 18; height, about 5, 3; light hair, blue eyes, white cotton dress, trimmed with blue ribbon. Last seen with lad named Almerting, about 19 years of age, about 5, 9; weight 135 pounds.

There were other details even more pointed and conclusive. For over an hour now, supposedly, policemen from the Battery to Harlem, and far beyond, had been scanning long streets and dim shadows for a girl in a white dress with a youth of nineteen,  supposedly.

Officer Halsey, another of this region, which took in a portion of Washington Square, had seen a good many couples this pleasant summer evening since the description of Theresa and Almerting had been read to him over the telephone, but none that answered to these. Like Maguire and Delahanty, he was more or less indifferent to all such cases, but idling on a corner near the park at about three a.m., a brother officer, one Paisly by name, came up and casually mentioned the missing pair also.

I bet I saw that couple, not over an hour ago. She was dressed in white, and looked to me as if she didnt want to be out. I didnt happen to think at the time, but now I remember. They acted sort o funny. She did, anyhow. They went in this park down at the Fourth Street end there.

Supposing we beat it, then, suggested Halsey, weary for something to do.

Sure, said the other quickly, and together they began a careful search, kicking around in the moonlight under the trees. The moon was leaning moderately toward the west, and all the branches were silvered with light and dew. Among the flowers, past clumps of bushes, near the fountain, they searched, each one going his way alone. At last, the wandering Halsey paused beside a thick clump of flaming bushes, ruddy, slightly, even in the light. A murmur of voices greeted him, and something very much like the sound of a sob.

Whats that? he said mentally, drawing near and listening.

Why dont you come on now? said the first of the voices heard. They wont let you in any more. Youre with me, aint you? Whats the use cryin?

No answer to this, but no sobs. She must have been crying silently.

Come on. I can take care of yuh. We can live in Hoboken. I know a place where we can go to-night. Thats all right.

There was a movement as if the speaker were patting her on the shoulder.

Whats the use cryin? Dont you believe I love yuh?

The officer who had stolen quietly around to get a better view now came closer. He wanted to see for himself. In the moonlight, from a comfortable distance, he could see them seated. The tall bushes were almost all about the bench. In the arms of the youth was the girl in white, held very close. Leaning over to get a better view, he saw him kiss her and hold her  hold her in such a way that she could but yield to him, whatever her slight disinclination.

It was a common affair at earlier hours, but rather interesting now. The officer was interested. He crept nearer.

What are you two doin here? he suddenly inquired, rising before them, as though he had not seen.

The girl tumbled out of her compromising position, speechless and blushing violently. The young man stood up, nervous, but still defiant.

Aw, we were just sittin here, he replied.

Yes? Well, say, whats your name? I think were lookin for you two, anyhow. Almerting?

Thats me, said the youth.

And yours? he added, addressing Theresa.

Theresa Rogaum, replied the latter brokenly, beginning to cry.

Well, you twoll have to come along with me, he added laconically. The Captain wants to see both of you, and he marched them solemnly away.

What for? young Almerting ventured to inquire after a time, blanched with fright.

Never mind, replied the policeman irritably. Come along, youll find out at the station house. We want you both. Thats enough.

At the other end of the park Paisly joined them, and, at the station-house, the girl was given a chair. She was all tears and melancholy with a modicum possibly of relief at being thus rescued from the world. Her companion, for all his youth, was defiant if circumspect, a natural animal defeated of its aim.

Better go for her father, commented the sergeant, and by four in the morning old Rogaum, who had still been up and walking the floor, was rushing station-ward. From an earlier rage he had passed to an almost killing grief, but now at the thought that he might possibly see his daughter alive and well once more he was overflowing with a mingled emotion which contained rage, fear, sorrow, and a number of other things. What should he do to her if she were alive? Beat her? Kiss her? Or what? Arrived at the station, however, and seeing his fair Theresa in the hands of the police, and this young stranger lingering near, also detained, he was beside himself with fear, rage, affection.

You! You! he exclaimed at once, glaring at the imperturbable Almerting, when told that this was the young man who was found with his girl. Then, seized with a sudden horror, he added, turning to Theresa, Vot haf you done? Oh, oh! You! You! he repeated again to Almerting angrily, now that he felt that his daughter was safe. Come not near my tochter any more! I vill preak your effery pone, du teufel, du!

He made a move toward the incarcerated lover, but here the sergeant interfered.

Stop that, now, he said calmly. Take your daughter out of here and go home, or Ill lock you both up. We dont want any fighting in here. Dye hear? Keep your daughter off the streets hereafter, then she wont get into trouble. Dont let her run around with such young toughs as this. Almerting winced. Then there wont anything happen to her. Well do whatever punishings to be done.

Aw, whats eatin him! commented Almerting dourly, now that he felt himself reasonably safe from a personal encounter. What have I done? He locked her out, didnt he? I was just keepin her company till morning.

Yes, we know all about that, said the sergeant, and about you, too. You shut up, or youll go downtown to Special Sessions. I want no guff out o you. Still he ordered the butcher angrily to be gone.

Old Rogaum heard nothing. He had his daughter. He was taking her home. She was not dead  not even morally injured in so far as he could learn. He was a compound of wondrous feelings. What to do was beyond him.

At the corner near the butcher shop they encountered the wakeful Maguire, still idling, as they passed. He was pleased to see that Rogaum had his Theresa once more. It raised him to a high, moralizing height.

Dont lock her out any more, he called significantly. Thats what brought the other girl to your door, you know!

Vot iss dot? said Rogaum.

I say the other girl was locked out. Thats why she committed suicide.

Ach, I know, said the husky German under his breath, but he had no intention of locking her out. He did not know what he would do until they were in the presence of his crying wife, who fell upon Theresa, weeping. Then he decided to be reasonably lenient.

She vass like you, said the old mother to the wandering Theresa, ignorant of the seeming lesson brought to their very door. She vass loog like you.

I vill not vip you now, said the old butcher solemnly, too delighted to think of punishment after having feared every horror under the sun, aber, go not oudt any more. Keep off de streads so late. I vont haf it. Dot loafer, aber  let him yussed come here some more! I fix him!

No, no, said the fat mother tearfully, smoothing her daughters hair. She vouldnt run avay no more yet, no, no. Old Mrs. Rogaum was all mother.

Well, you wouldnt let me in, insisted Theresa, and I didnt have any place to go. What do you want me to do? Im not going to stay in the house all the time.

I fix him! roared Rogaum, unloading all his rage now on the recreant lover freely. Yussed let him come some more! Der penitentiary he should haf!

Oh, hes not so bad, Theresa told her mother, almost a heroine now that she was home and safe. Hes Mr. Almerting, the stationers boy. They live here in the next block.

Dont you ever bother that girl again, the sergeant was saying to young Almerting as he turned him loose an hour later. If you do, well get you, and you wont get off under six months. Y hear me, do you?

Aw, I dont want er, replied the boy truculently and cynically. Let him have his old daughter. Whatd he want to lock er out for? Theyd better not lock er out again though, thats all I say. I dont want er.

Beat it! replied the sergeant, and away he went.


WILL YOU WALK INTO MY PARLOR?

It was a sweltering noon in July. Gregory, after several months of meditation on the warning given him by his political friend, during which time nothing to substantiate it had occurred, was making ready to return to the seaside hotel to which his present prosperity entitled him. It was a great affair, the Triton, about sixty minutes from his office, facing the sea and amid the pines and sands of the Island. His wife, the girl, as he conventionally referred to her, had been compelled, in spite of the plot which had been revealed or suggested, owing to the ailing state of their child, to go up to the mountains to her mother for advice and comfort. Owing to the imminence of the fall campaign, however, he could not possibly leave. Weekdays and Sundays, and occasionally nights, he was busy ferreting out and substantiating one fact and another in regard to the mismanagement of the city, which was to be used as ammunition a little later on. The mayor and his ring, as it was called, was to be ousted at all costs. He, Gregory, was certain to be rewarded if that came to pass. In spite of that he was eminently sincere as to the value and even the necessity of what he was doing. The city was being grossly mismanaged. What greater labor than to worm out the details and expose them to the gaze of an abused and irritated citizenship?

But the enemy itself was not helpless. A gentleman in the publishing business of whom he had never even heard called to offer him a position in the Middle West which would take him out of the city for four or five years at the least, and pay him six or seven thousand dollars a year. On his failure to be interested some of his mail began to disappear, and it seemed to him as though divers strange characters were taking a peculiar and undue interest in his movements. Lastly, one of the politicians connected with his own party called to see him at his office.

You see, Gregory, its this way, he said after a short preamble, you have got a line as to whats going on in connection with that South Penyank land transfer. The mayor is in on that, but he is absolutely determined that the public is not going to find it out, and so is his partner, Tilney  not until after the election, anyhow. They are prepared to use some pretty rough methods, so look out for yourself. Youre fond of your wife, are you? Well, keep her close beside you, and the kid. Dont let them get you away from her, even for a moment, where you shouldnt be. You saw what happened to Crothers two or three years ago, didnt you? He was about to expose that Yellow Point Ferry deal, but of course no one knew anything about that  and then, zip!  all at once he was arrested on an old charge of desertion, an old debt that he had failed to pay was produced and his furniture seized, and his wife was induced to leave him. Dont let them catch you in the same way. If you have any debts bring them to us and let us see what we can do about them. And if you are interested in any other woman, break it off, send her away, get rid of her.

Gregory viewed him with an irritated, half-pitying smile.

There isnt any other woman, he said simply. Think of his being faithless to the girl and the kid  the blue-eyed, pink-toed kid!

Dont think Im trying to pry into your affairs, went on the politician. Im just telling you. If you need any further advice or help, come to me. But whatever you do, look out for yourself, and with that he put on his high silk hat and departed.

Gregory stood in the center of his office after his visitor had gone, and gazed intently at the floor. Certainly, from what he had discovered so far, he could readily believe that the mayor would do just what his friend had said. And as for the mayors friend, the real estate plunger, it was plain from his whispered history that no tricks or brutalities were beneath him. Another politician had once said in describing him that he would not stop short of murder, but that one would never catch him red-handed or in any other way, and certainly that appeared to be true. He was wealthier, more powerful, than he had ever been, much more so than the mayor.

Since he and his wife had come to this seaside hotel several things had occurred which caused him to think that something might happen, although there was no evidence as yet that his suspicions were well-founded. An unctuous, over-dressed, bejeweled, semi-sporty widow of forty had arrived, a business woman, she indicated herself to be, conducting a highly successful theatrical agency in the great city, and consequently weltering in what one of Gregorys friends was wont to describe as the sinews of war. She abounded in brown and wine-colored silks, brown slippers and stockings, a wealth of suspiciously lustrous auburn hair. Her car, for she had one, was of respectable reputation. Her skill and willingness to risk at whist of good report. She was, in the parlance of the hotel clerks and idlers of the Triton veranda, a cheerful and liberal spender. Even while Mrs. Gregory was at Triton Hall, Mrs. Skelton had arrived, making herself comfortable in two rooms and bath on the sea front, and finding familiar friends in the manager and several stalwart idlers who appeared to be brokers and real estate dealers, and who took a respectable interest in golf, tennis, and the Triton Grill. She was unctuous, hearty, optimistic, and neither Gregory nor his wife could help liking her a little. But before leaving, his wife had casually wondered whether Mrs. Skelton would be one to engage in such a plot. Her friendliness, while possible of any interpretation, was still general enough to be free of suspicion. She might be looking for just such a situation as this, though  to find Gregory alone.

Do be careful, dear, his wife cautioned. If you become too doubtful, leave and go to another place. At least that will compel them to provide another set of people. And off she went, fairly serene in her faith in her husbands ability to manage the matter.

Thus, much against his will, at first, Gregory found himself alone. He began to wonder if he should leave, or weather it out, as he expressed it to himself. Why should he be driven from the one comfortable hotel on this nearest beach, and that when he most needed it, away from a region where he was regularly encountering most of his political friends, particularly at week-ends? For so near a place it had many advantages: a delightful golf course, several tennis courts, food and rooms reasonably well above complaint, and a refreshing and delightful view of the sea over a broad lawn. Besides it was absolutely necessary for him to be in the near-by city the greater portion of every single working day. His peculiar and pressing investigation demanded it and a comfortable place to rest and recuperate at night was also imperative.

Its beautiful here, he said to himself finally, and here is where I stick. I havent a car, and where is there any other place as convenient? Besides, if theyre going to follow me, theyre going to follow me.

In consequence, he traveled meditatively back and forth between this place and the city, thinking of what might happen. Becoming a little doubtful, he decided to call on Frank Blount and talk it over with him. Blount was an old newspaper man who had first turned lawyer and then broker. Seemingly clientless the major portion of the time, he still prospered mightily. A lorn bachelor, he had three clubs, several hotels, and a dozen country homes to visit, to say nothing of a high power car. Just now he was held unduly close to his work, and so was frequenting this coast. He liked golf and tennis, and, incidentally, Gregory, whom he wished to see prosper though he could not quite direct him in the proper way. Reaching the city one morning, Gregory betook him to Blounts office, and there laid the whole case before him.

Now, thats the way it is, he concluded, staring at the pink cheeks and partially bald head of his friend, and I would like to know what you would do if you were in my place.

Blount gazed thoughtfully out through the high towers of the city to the blue sky beyond, while he drummed with his fingers on the glass top of his desk.

Well, he replied, after a time, scratching his cheekbone thoughtfully, Id stick it out if I were you. If there is to be a woman, and she is attractive, you might have some fun out of it without getting yourself in any trouble. It looks like a sporty summer proposition to me. Of course, youll have to be on your guard. Id take out a permit to carry a revolver if I were you. Theyll hear of it if theyre up to anything, and it wont cheer them any. In the next place, you ought to make out a day-to-day statement of your exact movements, and swear to it before a notary. If they hear of that it wont cheer them any either, and it may make them try to think up something really original.

Besides, he went on, I havent so very much to do evenings and week-ends, and if you want me to Ill just be around most of the time in case of trouble. If were together they cant turn much of anything without one of us knowing something about it, and then, too, youll have an eye-witness. He was wondering whether the lady might not be interesting to him also. Im over at Sunset Point, just beyond you there, and if you want me Ill come over every evening and see how youre making out. If any trick is turned, Id like to see how it is done, and he smiled in a winsome, helpful manner.

Thats just the thing, echoed Gregory thoughtfully. I dont want any trick turned. I cant afford it. If anything should happen to me just now Id never get on my feet again politically, and then theres the wife and kid, and Im sick of the newspaper business, and he stared out of the window.

Well, dont be worrying about it, Blount insisted soothingly. Just be on your guard, and if you have to stay in town late any night, let me know and Ill come and pick you up. Or, if I cant do that, stay in town yourself. Go to one of the big hotels, where youll feel thoroughly safe.

For several days Gregory, to avoid being a nuisance, returned to the hotel early. Also he secured a permit, and weighted his hip pocket with an unwieldy weapon which he resented, but which he nevertheless kept under his pillow at night. His uncertainty worked on his imagination to such an extent that he began to note suspicious moves on the part of nearly everybody. Any new character about the hotel annoyed him. He felt certain that there was a group of people connected with Mrs. Skelton who were watching him, though he could not prove it, even to himself.

This is ridiculous, he finally told himself. Im acting like a five-year-old in the dark. Whos going to hurt me? And he wrote laughing letters to his wife about it, and tried to resume his old-time nonchalance.

It wasnt quite possible, however, for not long after that something happened which disturbed him greatly. At least he persuaded himself to that effect, for that was a characteristic of these incidents  their openness to another interpretation than the one he might fix on. In spite of Blounts advice, one night about nine he decided to return to Triton Hall, and that without calling his friend to his aid.

Whats the use? he asked himself. Hell be thinking Im the biggest coward ever, and after all, nothing has happened yet, and I doubt whether theyd go that far, anyhow. He consoled himself with the idea that perhaps humanity was better than he thought.

But just the same, as he left the train at Triton and saw it glimmering away over the meadows eastward, he felt a little uncertain as to his wisdom in this matter. Triton Station was a lonely one at nearly all times save in the morning and around seven at night, and to-night it seemed especially so. Only he alighted from the train. Most people went to and fro in their cars by another road. Why should he not have done as Blount had suggested, he now asked himself as he surveyed the flat country about;  called him to his aid, or stayed in the city? After all, hiring a car would not have been much better either, as Blount had pointed out, giving a possible lurking enemy a much sought point of attack. No, he should have stayed in town or returned with Blount in his car, and telling himself this, he struck out along the lonely, albeit short, stretch of road which led to the hotel and which was lighted by only a half dozen small incandescent globes strung at a considerable distance apart.

En route, and as he was saying to himself that it was a blessed thing that it was only a few hundred yards and that he was well-armed and fairly well constructed physically for a contest, a car swerved about a bend in the road a short distance ahead and stopped. Two men got out and, in the shadow back of the lights, which were less flaring than was usual, began to examine a wheel. It seemed odd to him on the instant that its headlights were so dim. Why should they be so dim at this time of night and why should this strange car stop just here at this lonely bend just as he was approaching it? Also why should he feel so queer about it or them, for at once his flesh began to creep and his hair to tingle. As he neared the car he moved to give it as wide a berth as the road would permit. But now one of the men left the wheel and approached him. Instantly, with almost an involuntary urge, he brought the revolver out of his hip pocket and stuffed it in his coat pocket. At the same time he stopped and called to the stranger:

Stay right where you are, Mister. Im armed, and I dont want you to come near me. If you do Ill shoot. I dont know who you are, or whether youre a friend or not, but I dont want you to move. Now, if theres anything you want, ask it from where you are.

The stranger stopped where he stood, seemingly surprised.

I was going to ask you for a match, he said, and the way to Tragers Point.

Well, I havent a match, returned Gregory savagely, and Tragers Point is out that way. Theres the hotel...if youre coming from there, why didnt you ask for directions there, and for matches, too? He paused, while the man in the shadow seemed to examine him curiously.

Oh, all right, he returned indifferently. I dont want anything you dont want to give, but instead of returning to the car, he stood where he was, following Gregory with his eyes.

Gregorys skin seemed to rise on the back of his neck like the fur of a cat. He fairly tingled as he drew his revolver from his pocket and waved it ominously before him.

Now, Im going to walk around you two, he called, and I want you to stand right where you are. I have you covered, and at the first move Ill shoot. You wont have any trouble out of me if youre not looking for it, but dont move, and he began orienting his own position so as to keep them directly in range of his eyes and weapon.

Dont move! he kept calling until he was well up the road, and then suddenly, while the men, possibly in astonishment, were still looking at him, turned and ran as fast as he could, reaching the hotel steps breathless and wet.

Thats the last lone trip for me, he said solemnly to himself.

When he spoke to Blount about it the latter seemed inclined to pooh-pooh his fears. Why should any one want to choose any such open place to kill or waylay another? There might have been other passengers on the train. A stray auto might be coming along there at any time. The men might have wanted a match, and not have been coming from the hotel at all. There was another road there which did not turn in at the hotel.

Still Gregory was inclined to believe that harm had been intended him  he could scarcely say why to himself  just plain intuition, he contended.

And then a day or two later  all the more significant now because of this other incident  Mrs. Skelton seemed to become more and more thoughtful as to his comfort and well-being. She took her meals at one of the tables commanding a view of the sea, and with (most frequently) one or the other, or both, broker friends as companions, to say nothing of occasional outside friends. But usually there was a fourth empty chair, and Gregory was soon invited to occupy that, and whenever Blount was present, a fifth was added. At first he hesitated, but urged on by Blount, who was amused by her, he accepted. Blount insisted that she was a comic character. She was so dressy, sporty, unctuous, good-natured  the very best kind of a seaside companion.

Why, man, shes interesting, the latter insisted one night as they were taking a ride after dinner. Quite a sporty fair and forty, that. I like her. I really do. Shes probably a crook, but she plays bridge well, and shes good at golf. Does she try to get anything out of you?

Not a thing, that I can see, replied Gregory. She seems to be simple enough. Shes only been here about three weeks.

Well, wed better see what we can find out about her. I have a hunch that shes in on this, but I cant be sure. It looks as though she might be one of Tilneys stool pigeons. But lets play the game and see how it comes out. Ill be nice to her for your sake, and you do the same for mine.

Under the warming influence of this companionship, things seemed to develop fairly rapidly. It was only a day or two later, and after Gregory had seated himself at Mrs. Skeltons table, that she announced with a great air of secrecy and as though it were hidden and rather important information, that a friend of hers, a very clever Western girl of some position and money, one Imogene Carle of Cincinnati, no less, a daughter of the very wealthy Brayton Carles of that city, was coming to this place to stay for a little while. Mrs. Skelton, it appeared, had known her parents in that city fifteen years before. Imogene was her owny ownest pet. She was now visiting the Wilson Fletchers at Grays Cove, on the Sound, but Mrs. Skelton had prevailed upon her parents to let her visit her here for a while. She was only twenty, and from now on she, Mrs. Skelton, was to be a really, truly chaperone. Didnt they sympathize with her? And if they were all very nice  and with this a sweeping glance included them all  they might help entertain her. Wouldnt that be fine? She was a darling of a girl, clever, magnetic, a good dancer, a pianist  in short, various and sundry things almost too good to be true. But, above all other things, she was really very beautiful, with a wealth of brown hair, brown eyes, a perfect skin, and the like. Neither Blount nor Gregory offered the other a single look during this recital, but later on, meeting on the great veranda which faced the sea, Blount said to him, Well, what do you think?

Yes, I suppose its the one. Well, she tells it well. Its interesting to think that she is to be so perfect, isnt it? he laughed.

A few days later the fair visitor put in an appearance, and she was all that Mrs. Skelton had promised, and more. She was beautiful. Gregory saw her for the first time as he entered the large dining room at seven. She was, as Mrs. Skelton had described her, young, certainly not more than twenty-one at most. Her eyes were a light gray-brown, and her hair and skin and hands were full of light. She seemed simple and unpretentious, laughing, gay, not altogether fine or perfect, but fairly intelligent, and good to look at  very. She was at Mrs. Skeltons table, the brokers paying her marked attention, and, at sight, Blount liked her, too.

Say, he began, some beauty, eh? Ill have to save you from yourself, I fancy. Ill tell you how well work it. You save me, and Ill save you. The old lady certainly knows how to select em, apparently, and so does Tilney. Well now, my boy, look out! and he approached with the air of one who was anxious to be a poor stricken victim himself.

Gregory had to laugh. However much he might be on his guard, he was interested, and as if to heighten this she paid more attention to Mrs. Skelton and her two friends than she did to Gregory or Blount. She was, or pretended to be absolutely sincere, and ignorant of her possible role as a siren, and they in turn pretended to accept her at her own valuation, only Blount announced after dinner very gaily that she might siren him all she blanked pleased. He was ready. By degrees, however, even during this first and second evening, Gregory began to feel that he was the one. He caught her looking at him slyly or shyly, or both, and he insisted to himself stubbornly and even vainly enough that he was her intended victim. When he suggested as much to Blount the other merely laughed.

Dont be so vain, he said. You may not be. I wish I were in your place. Ill see if I cant help take her attention from you, and he paid as much attention to her as any one.

However, Gregorys mind was not to be disabused. He watched her narrowly, while she on her part chattered gaily of many things  her life the winter before in Cincinnati, the bathing at Beachampton where she had recently been, a yachting trip she had been promised, tennis, golf. She was an expert at tennis, as she later proved, putting Gregory in a heavy perspiration whenever he played with her, and keeping him on the jump. He tried to decide for himself at this time whether she was making any advances, but could not detect any. She was very equitable in the distribution of her favors, and whenever the dancing began in the East room took as her first choice one of the brokers, and then Blount.

The former, as did Mrs. Skelton and the brokers, had machines, and by her and them, in spite of the almost ever-present Blount, Gregory was invited to be one of a party in one or the other of their cars whenever they were going anywhere of an afternoon or evening. He was suspicious of them, however, and refused their invitations except when Blount was on the scene and invited, when he was willing enough to accept. Then there were whist, pinochle, or poker games in the hotel occasionally, and in these Gregory as well as Blount, when he was there, were wont to join, being persistently invited. Gregory did not dance, and Imogene ragged him as to this. Why didnt he learn? It was wonderful! She would teach him! As she passed amid the maze of dancers at times he could not help thinking how graceful she was, how full of life and animal spirits. Blount saw this and teased him, at the same time finding her very companionable and interesting himself. Gregory could not help thinking what a fascinating, what an amazing thing, really, it was (providing it were true) that so dark a personality as Tilney could secure such an attractive girl to do his vile work. Think of it, only twenty-one, beautiful, able to further herself in many ways no doubt, and yet here she was under suspicion of him, a trickster possibly. What could be the compulsion, the reward?

My boy, you dont know these people, Blount was always telling him. Theyre the limit. In politics you can get people to do anything  anything. It isnt like the rest of life or business, its just politics, thats all. It seems a cynical thing to say, but its true. Look at your own investigations! What do they show?

I know, but a girl like that now replied Gregory solemnly.

But after all, as he insisted to Blount, they did not know that there was anything to all this. She might and she might not be a siren. It might be possible that both of them were grossly misjudging her and other absolutely innocent people.

So far, all that they had been able to find out concerning Mrs. Skelton was that she was, as she represented herself to be, the successful owner and manager of a theatrical agency. She might have known the better days and connections which she boasted. Gregory felt at times as though his brain were whirling, like a man confronted by enemies in the dark, fumbling and uncertain, but he and Blount both agreed that the best thing was to stay here and see it through, come what might. It was a good game even as it stood, interesting, very. It showed, as Blount pointed out to him, a depth to this political mess which he was attempting to expose which previously even he had not suspected.

Stick by, the other insisted sport-lovingly. You dont know what may come of this. It may provide you the very club youre looking for. Win her over to your side if you can. Why not? She might really fall for you. Then see what comes of it. You cant be led into any especial trap with your eyes open.

Gregory agreed to all this after a time. Besides, this very attractive girl was beginning to appeal to him in a very subtle way. He had never known a woman like this before  never even seen one. It was a very new and attractive game, of sorts. He began to spruce up and attempt to appear a little gallant himself. A daily report of his movements was being filed each morning, though. Every night he returned with Blount in his car, or on an early train. There was scarcely a chance for a compromising situation, and still there might be  who knows?

On other evenings, after the fashion of seaside hotel life, Gregory and Imogene grew a little more familiar. Gregory learned that she played and sang, and, listening to her, that she was of a warm and even sensuous disposition. She was much more sophisticated than she had seemed at first, as he could now see, fixing her lips in an odd inviting pout at times and looking alluringly at one and another, himself included. Both Blount and himself, once the novelty of the supposed secret attack had worn off, ventured to jest with her about it, or rather to hint vaguely as to her mission.

Well, how goes the great game to-night? Blount once asked her during her second or third week, coming up to where she and Gregory were sitting amid the throng on the general veranda, and eyeing her in a sophisticated or smilingly cynical way.

What game? She looked up in seemingly complete innocence.

Oh, snaring the appointed victim. Isnt that what all attractive young women do?

Are you referring to me? she inquired with considerable hauteur and an air of injured innocence. Id have you know that I dont have to snare any one, and particularly not a married man. Her teeth gleamed maliciously.

Both Gregory and Blount were watching her closely.

Oh, of course not. Not a married man, to be sure. And I wasnt referring to you exactly  just life, you know, the game.

Yes, I know, she replied sweetly. Im jesting, too. Both Gregory and Blount laughed.

Well, she got away with it without the tremor of an eyelash, didnt she? Blount afterward observed, and Gregory had to agree that she had.

Again, it was Gregory who attempted a reference of this kind. She had come out after a short instrumental interpretation at the piano, where, it seemed to him, she had been posing in a graceful statuesque way  for whose benefit? He knew that she knew he could see her from where he sat.

Its pretty hard work, without much reward, he suggested seemingly idly.

What is? I dont quite understand, and she looked at him questioningly.

No? he smiled in a light laughing manner. Well, thats a cryptic way I have. I say things like that. Just a light hint at a dark plot, possibly. You mustnt mind me. You wouldnt understand unless you know what I know.

Well, what is it you know, then, that I dont? she inquired.

Nothing definite yet. Just an idea. Dont mind me.

Really, you are very odd, both you and Mr. Blount. You are always saying such odd things and then adding that you dont mean anything. And whats cryptic?

Gregory, still laughing at her, explained.

Do you know, youre exceedingly interesting to me as a type. Im watching you all the while.

Yes? she commented, with a lifting of the eyebrows and a slight distention of the eyes. Thats interesting. Have you made up your mind as to what type I am?

No, not quite yet. But if youre the type I think you are, youre very clever. Ill have to hand you the palm on that score.

Really, you puzzle me, she said seriously. Truly, you do. I dont understand you at all. What is it you are talking about? If its anything that has any sense in it I wish youd say it out plain, and if not I wish you wouldnt say it at all.

Gregory stared. There was an odd ring of defiance in her voice.

Please dont be angry, will you? he said, slightly disconcerted. Im just teasing, not talking sense.

She arose and walked off, while he strolled up and down the veranda looking for Blount. When he found him, he narrated his experience.

Well, its just possible that we are mistaken. You never can tell. Give her a little more rope. Somethings sure to develop soon.

And thereafter it seemed as if Mrs. Skelton and some others might be helping her in some subtle way about something, the end or aim of which he could not be quite sure. He was in no way disposed to flatter himself, and yet it seemed at times as if he were the object of almost invisible machinations. In spite of what had gone before, she still addressed him in a friendly way, and seemed not to wish to avoid him, but rather to be in his vicinity at all times.

A smug, dressy, crafty Jew of almost minute dimensions arrived on the scene and took quarters somewhere in the building, coming and going and seeming never to know Mrs. Skelton or her friends, and yet one day, idling across some sand dunes which skirted an adjacent inlet, he saw them, Imogene and the antlike Jew, walking along together. He was so astounded that he stopped in amazement. His first thought was to draw a little nearer and to make very sure, but realizing, as they walked slowly in his direction, that he could not be mistaken, he beat a hasty retreat. That evening Blount was taken in on the mystery, and at dinner time, seeing the Hebrew enter and seat himself in state at a distant table, he asked casually, A newcomer, isnt he?

Mrs. Skelton, Imogene, and the one broker present, surveyed the stranger with curious but unacquainted indifference.

Havent the slightest idea, answered the broker.

Never saw him before. Cloaks and suits, Ill lay a thousand.

He looks as though he might be rich, whoever he is, innocently commented Imogene.

I think he came Thursday. He doesnt seem to be any one in particular, thats sure, added Mrs. Skelton distantly, and the subject was dropped.

Gregory was tempted to accuse the young woman and her friends then and there of falsehood, but he decided to wait and study her. This was certainly becoming interesting. If they could lie like that, then something was surely in the air. So she was a trickster, after all, and she was so charming. His interest in her and Mrs. Skelton and their friends grew apace.

And then came the matter of the mysterious blue racer, or trailer, as Gregory afterward came to call it, a great hulking brute of a car, beautifully, even showily, made, and with an engine that talked like no other. There was a metallic ring about it which seemed to carry a long way through the clear air and over the sands which adjoined the sea. It was the possession, so he learned later through Mrs. Skelton, of one of four fortunate youths who were summering at the next hotel west, about a mile away. The owner, one Castleman by name, the son and heir to a very wealthy family, was a friend of hers whom she had first met in a commercial way in the city. They came over after Imogenes arrival, she explained, to help entertain, and they invariably came in this car. Castleman and his friends, smart, showy youths all, played tennis and bridge, and knew all the latest shows and dances and drinks. They were very gay looking, at least three of them, and were inclined to make much of Imogene, though, as Mrs. Skelton cautiously confided to Gregory after a time, she did not propose to allow it. Imogenes parents might not like it. On the other hand, Gregory and Blount, being sober men both and of excellent discretion, were much more welcome!

Almost every day thereafter Mrs. Skelton would go for a ride in her own car or that of Castleman, taking Gregory if he would, and Imogene for companions. Blount, however, as he explicitly made clear at the very beginning, was opposed to this.

Dont ever be alone with her, I tell you, or just in the company of her and her friends anywhere except on this veranda. Theyre after you, and theyre not finding it easy, and theyre beginning to work hard. Theyll give themselves away in some way pretty soon, just as sure as youre sitting there. They want to cut me out, but dont let them do it  or if you do, get some one in my place. You dont know where theyll take you. Thats the way people are framed. Take me, or get them to use my machine and you take some other man. Then you can regulate the conditions partially, anyhow.

Gregory insisted that he had no desire to make any other arrangements, and so, thereafter, whenever an invitation was extended to him, Blount was always somehow included, although, as he could see, they did not like it. Not that Imogene seemed to mind, but Mrs. Skelton always complained, Must we wait for him? or Isnt it possible, ever, to go anywhere without him?

Gregory explained how it was. Blount was an old and dear friend of his. They were practically spending the summer together. Blount had nothing to do just now. . . . They seemed to take it all in the best part, and thereafter Blount was always ready, and even willing to suggest that they come along with him in his car.

But the more these accidental prearrangements occurred, the more innocently perverse was Mrs. Skelton in proposing occasional trips of her own. There was an interesting walk through the pines and across the dunes to a neighboring hotel which had a delightful pavilion, and this she was always willing to essay with just Gregory. Only, whenever he agreed to this, and they were about to set out, Imogene would always appear and would have to be included. Then Mrs. Skelton would remember that she had forgotten her parasol or purse or handkerchief, and would return for it, leaving Imogene and Gregory to stroll on together. But Gregory would always wait until Mrs. Skelton returned. He was not to be entrapped like this.

By now he and Imogene, in spite of this atmosphere of suspicion and uncertainty, had become very friendly. She liked him, he could see that. She looked at him with a slight widening of the eyes and a faint distention of the nostrils at times, which spelled  what? And when seated with him in the car, or anywhere else, she drew near him in a gently inclusive and sympathetic and coaxing way. She had been trying to teach him to dance of late, and scolding him in almost endearing phrases such as Now, you bad boy, or Oh, butterfingers! (when once he had dropped something), or Big, clumsy one  how big and strong you really are. I can scarcely guide you.

And to him, in spite of all her dark chicane, she was really beautiful, and so graceful! What a complexion, he said to himself on more than one occasion. How light and silken her hair! And her eyes, hard and gray-brown, and yet soft, too  to him. Her nose was so small and straight, and her lip line so wavily cut, like an Englishwomans, full and drooping in the center of the upper lip. And she looked at him so when they were alone! It was disturbing.

But as to the Blue Trailer on these careening nights. Chancing one night to be invited by Mrs. Skelton for a twenty-five-mile run to Bayside, Blount accompanying them, they had not gone ten miles, it seemed to him, when the hum of a peculiarly and powerfully built motor came to him. It was like a distant bee buzzing, or a hornet caught under a glass. There was something fierce about it, savage. On the instant he recalled it now, recognized it as the great blue machine belonging to young Castleman. Why should he be always hearing it, he asked, when they were out? And then quite thoughtlessly he observed to Imogene:

That sounds like Castlemans car, doesnt it?

It does, doesnt it? she innocently replied. I wonder if it could be.

Nothing caused him to think any more about it just then, but another time when he was passing along a distant road he heard its motor nearby on another road, and then it passed them. Again, it brought its customary group to the same inn in which he and Blount and Imogene and Mrs. Skelton were.

Suddenly it came to him just what it meant. The last time he had heard it, and every time before that, he now remembered, its sound had been followed by its appearance at some roadside inn or hotel whenever he Imogene and Blount happened to be in the same party; and it always brought with it this selfsame group of young men (joy riders, they called themselves), accidentally happening in on them, as they said. And now he remembered (and this fact was corroborated by the watchful Blount) that if the car had not been heard, and they had not appeared, either Mrs. Skelton or Imogene invariably sought the ladies retiring room once they had reached their destination, if they had one, when later the car would be heard tearing along in the distance and the joy riders would arrive. But what for? How to compromise him exactly, if at all?

One night after Mrs. Skelton had left them in one of these inns, but before the joy riders had arrived, Gregory was sitting at the edge of a balcony overlooking a silent grove of pines when suddenly it seemed to him that he heard it coming in the distance, this great rumbling brute, baying afar off, like a bloodhound on the scent. There was something so eerie, uncanny about it or about the night, which made it so. And then a few moments later it appeared, and the four cronies strolled in, smart and summery in their appearance, seemingly surprised to find them all there. Gregory felt a bit cold and chill at the subtlety of it all. How horrible it was, trailing a man in this way! How tremendous the depths of politics, how important the control of all the great seething cities millions, to these men  Tilney and his friends,  if they could find it important to plot against one lone investigating man like this! Their crimes! Their financial robberies! How well he knew some of them  and how near he was to being able to prove some of them and drive them out, away from the public treasury and the emoluments and honors of office!

That was why he was so important to them now  he a self-established newspaperman with a self-established investigating bureau. Actually, it was villainous, so dark and crafty. What were they planning, these two smiling women at his side and these four smart rounders, with their pink cheeks and affable manners? What could they want of him really? How would it all end?

As Mrs. Skelton, Imogene, Blount and himself were preparing to return, and Castleman and his friends were entering their own car, a third party hitherto unknown to Blount or Gregory appeared and engaged the two women in conversation, finally persuading them to return with them in their car. Mrs. Skelton thereupon apologized and explained that they were old friends whom she had not seen for a long time, and that they would all meet at the hotel later for a game of bridge. Blount and Gregory, left thus to themselves, decided to take a short cut to a nearby turnpike so as to beat them home. The move interested them, although they could not explain it at the time. It was while they were following this road, however, through a section heavily shaded with trees, that they were suddenly confronted by the blazing lights of another machine descending upon them at full speed from the opposite direction, and even though Blount by the most amazing dexterity managed to throw his car into the adjacent fence and wood, still it came so close and was traveling at such terrific speed that it clipped their left rear wheel as he did so.

Castlemans car! Blount said softly after it had passed. I saw him. They missed us by an inch!

What do you think of that! exclaimed Gregory cynically. I wonder if theyll come back to see the result of their work?

Even as they were talking, however, they heard the big car returning.

Say, this looks serious! I dont like the looks of it! whispered Blount. That car would have torn us to bits and never been scratched. And here they are now. Better look out for them. Its just as well that were armed. You have your gun, havent you?

The other group approached most brazenly.

Hello! Any trouble? they called from a distance. So sorry, and then as though they had just discovered it,   well, if it isnt Gregory and Blount! Well, well, fellows, so sorry! It was an accident, I assure you. Our steering gear is out of order.

Gregory and Blount had previously agreed to stand their ground, and if any further treachery were intended it was to be frustrated with bullets. The situation was partially saved or cleared up by the arrival of a third car containing a party of four middle-aged men who, seeing them in the wood and the other car standing by, stopped to investigate. It was Gregorys presence of mind which kept them there.

Do you mind staying by, Mister, until that other car leaves? he whispered to one of the newcomers who was helping to extricate Blounts machine. I think they purposely tried to wreck us, but Im not sure; anyway, we dont want to be left alone with them.

Finding themselves thus replaced and the others determined to stay, Castleman and his followers were most apologetic and helpful. They had forgotten something back at the inn, they explained, and were returning for it. As they had reached this particular spot and had seen the light of Blounts car, they had tried to stop, but something had gone wrong with the steering gear. They had tried to turn, but couldnt, and had almost wrecked their own car. Was there any damage? They would gladly pay. Blount assured them there was not, the while he and Gregory accepted their apologies in seeming good part, insisting, however, that they needed no help. After they had gone Blount and Gregory, with the strangers as guards, made their way to the hotel, only to find it dark and deserted.

What an amazing thing it all was, Gregory said to himself over and over, the great metropolis threaded with plots like this for spoil  cold blooded murder attempted, and that by a young girl and these young men scarcely in their middle twenties, and yet there was no way to fix it on them. Here he was, fairly convinced that on two occasions murder had been planned or attempted, and still he could prove nothing, not a word, did not even dare to accuse any one! And Imogene, this girl of beauty and gayety, pretending an affection for him  and he half believing it  and at the same time convinced that she was in on the plot in some way. Had he lost his senses?

He was for getting out now posthaste, feeling as he did that he was dealing with a band of murderers who were plotting his death by accident in case they failed to discredit him by some trick or plot, but Blount was of another mind. He could not feel that this was a good time to quit After all, everything had been in their favor so far. In addition, Blount had come to the conclusion that the girl was a very weak tool of these other people, not a clever plotter herself. He argued this, he said, from certain things which he had been able thus far to find out about her. She had once been, he said, the private secretary or personal assistant to a well known banker whose institution had been connected with the Tilney interests in Penyank, and whose career had ended in his indictment and flight. Perhaps there had been some papers which she had signed as the ostensible secretary or treasurer, which might make her the victim of Tilney or of some of his political friends. Besides, by now he was willing to help raise money to carry Gregorys work on in case he needed any. The city should be protected from such people. But Blount considered Imogene a little soft or easy, and thought that Gregory could influence her help him if he tried.

Stick it out, he insisted. Stick it out. It looks pretty serious, I know, but you want to remember that you wont be any better off anywhere else, and here we at least know what were up against. They know by now that were getting on to them. They must. Theyre getting anxious, thats all, and the time is getting short. You might send for your wife, but that wouldnt help any. Besides, if you play your cards right with this girl you might get her to come over to your side. In spite of what shes doing, I think she likes you. Gregory snorted. Or you might make her like you, and then you could get the whole scheme out of her. See how she looks at you all the time! And dont forget that every day you string this thing along without letting them bring it to a disastrous finish, the nearer you are to the election. If this goes on much longer without their accomplishing anything, Tilney wont have a chance to frame up anything new before the election will be upon him, and then it will be too late. Dont you see?

On the strength of this, Gregory agreed to linger a little while longer, but he felt that it was telling on his nerves. He was becoming irritable and savage, and the more he thought about it the worse he felt. To think of having to be pleasant to people who were murderers at heart and trying to destroy you!

The next morning, however, he saw Imogene at breakfast, fresh and pleasant, and with that look of friendly interest in her eyes which more and more of late she seemed to wear and in spite of himself he was drawn to her, although he did his best to conceal it.

Why didnt you come back last night to play cards with us? she asked. We waited and waited for you.

Oh, havent you heard about the latest accident? he asked, with a peculiar emphasis on the word, and looking at her with a cynical mocking light in his eyes.

No. What accident? She seemed thoroughly unaware that anything had happened.

You didnt know, of course, that Castlemans car almost ran us down after you left us last night?

No! she exclaimed with genuine surprise. Where?

Well, just after you left us, in the wood beyond Bellepoint. It was so fortunate of you two to have left just when you did. And he smiled and explained briefly and with some cynical comments as to the steering gear that wouldnt work.

As he did so, he examined her sharply and she looked at him with what he thought might be pain or fear or horror in her glance. Certainly it was not a look disguising a sympathetic interest in the plans of her friends or employers, if they were such. Her astonishment was so obviously sincere, confusing, revealing, in a way that it all but won him. He could not make himself believe that she had had a hand in that anyhow. It must be as Blount said, that she was more of a tool herself than anything else. She probably couldnt help herself very well or didnt know the lengths to which her pretended friends were prepared to go. Her eyes seemed troubled, sad. She seemed weaker, more futile, than at any time since he had known her, and this, while it did not add particularly to his respect, softened his personal animosity. He felt that under the circumstances he might come to like her. He also thought that she might be made to like him enough to help him. He had the emotional mastery of her, he thought, and that was something. He had described the incident with all the vividness of detail that he could, showing how he and Blount had escaped death by a hairs breadth. She seemed a little sick, and shortly after left the table. Gregory had taken good care to make it plain that the strangers in the other car had been informed as to the exact details of the case, and had offered their services as witnesses in case they were wanted.

But we dont propose to do anything about it, he said genially, not now, anyhow, and it was that she seemed to become a little sick or faint, and left him.

Whether owing to this conversation or the accident itself, or to circumstances concerning which he knew nothing, there now seemed to come a temporary lull in the activities of this group. The Blue Trailer disappeared as an active daily fact in their lives. Mrs. Skelton was called to the city on business for a few days, as well as Mr. Diamondberg, the cloak and suit man, as Blount always called him, who in all the time he had been there had never publicly joined them. Mrs. Skelton came back later as cheerful and optimistic as ever, but in the meanwhile there had been an approach on the part of Imogene toward himself which seemed to promise a new order of things. She was freer, more natural and more genial than she had been hitherto. She was with him more, smiling, playful, and yet concerned, he thought. Because of their conversation the morning after the accident, he felt easier in her presence, more confidential, as though he might be able to talk to her about all this soon and get her to help him.

They had two hours together on the second afternoon of the absence of the others which brought them within sight of each others point of view. It began after lunch, because Gregory had some reports to examine and was staying here to do it. She came over and stood beside him.

What are you doing? she asked.

Oh, Im looking up some facts, he replied enigmatically, smiling up at her. Sit down.

They fell into conversation first about a tennis match which was being held here, and then about his work, which he described in part after observing that she knew all about it, or ought to.

Why do you always talk to me that way about everything in connection with you? she asked after a moments pause. You have such a queer way of speaking, as though I knew something I ought not to know about your affairs.

Well, you do, dont you? he questioned grimly, staring at her.

Now, there it is again! What do you mean by that?

Do you really need to have me explain to you? he went on in a hard cynical manner. As though you didnt know! I dont suppose you ever heard of the Union Bank of Penyank, for instance? Or Mr. Swayne, its president? Or Mr. Riley, or Mr. Mears, the cashier?

At the mention of these, as at the mention of the automobile accident, there was something which seemed to click like a camera shutter in her eyes, only this time there was no sign of pain, none even of confusion. She seemed, except for a faint trace of color, to be fairly calm and poised. She opened her mouth slightly, but more in an attempted smile of tolerance than anything else.

The Union Bank? Mr. Swayne? Mr. Tilney? What are you talking about? she persisted. Who is Mr. Swayne, and where is the Union Bank?

Really, now, Miss Carle, he said with a kind of dogmatic fury, if you want me to have any regard of any kind for you in the future, quit lying about this. You know well enough what I mean. You know who Mr. Swayne is, all right, and why he left Eastridge. You also know Mr. Diamondberg, although I heard you say you didnt, and that right after I had seen you walking with him out here on the dunes three weeks ago. You dont remember that, I suppose? this as she fluttered slightly.

She stared, completely shaken out of her composure, and a real flush spread over her cheeks and neck. For the moment her expression hardened the least bit, then gave way to one of mingled weakness and confusion. She looked more or less guilty and genuinely distrait.

Why, Mr. Gregory, she pleaded weakly, how you talk! Positively, I havent the slightest idea of what you mean, and I wish you wouldnt be so rough. I dont think you know what youre talking about, or if you do you certainly dont know anything about me. You must have me mixed up with some one else, or with something that I dont know anything about. She moved as if to leave.

Now listen to me a minute, he said sharply, and dont be so ready to leave. You know who I am, and just what Im doing. Im running an investigation bureau on my own account with which I mean to break up the present city political ring, and I have a lot of evidence which might cause Mr. Tilney and the mayor and some others a lot of trouble this fall, and they know it, and thats why youre out here. Mr. Tilney is connected with the mayor, and he used to be a bosom friend of your friend, Jack Swayne. And Diamondberg and Mrs. Skelton are in his employ right now, and so are you. You think I dont know that Castleman and his friends were working with you and Mrs. Skelton, and Diamondberg and these brokers also, and that Castleman tried to run into us the other night and kill me, and that Im being watched here all the time and spied on, but I am, and I know it, and Im not in the dark as to anything  not one thing  not even you, and he leered at her angrily.

Now wait a moment, he went on quickly as she opened her mouth and started to say something. You dont look to me to be so crafty and devilish as all this seems, or I wouldnt be talking to you at all, and your manner all along has been so different  youve appeared so friendly and sympathetic, that Ive thought at times that maybe you didnt know exactly what was going on. Now, however, I see that you do. Your manner the other morning at breakfast made me think that possibly you were not so bad as you seemed. But now I see that youve been lying to me all along about all this, just as I thought, only I must say that up to now I havent been willing to believe it. This isnt the first time an attempt has been made to get people in this way, though. Its an old political trick, only youre trying to work it once more, and I dont propose that you shall work it on me if I can help it. Plainly, you people wouldnt hesitate to kill me, any more than Tilney hesitated to ruin Crothers three years ago, or than he would hesitate to ruin me or any other man or woman who got in his path, but he hasnt got me yet, and hes not going to, and you can tell him that for me. Hes a crook. He controls a bunch of crooks  the mayor and all the people working with him  and if youre in with them, as I know you are, and know what youre doing, youre a crook too.

Oh, oh, oh! Dont! she exclaimed. Please dont! This is too terrible! To think that you should talk to me in this way! but she made no attempt to leave.

Now I want to tell you something more, Miss Carle  if thats your real name Gregory went on as she was putting her hands to her temples and exclaiming, and she winced again. As I said before, you dont look to me to be as bad as you seem, and for that reason Im talking to you now. But just see how it is: Here I am, a young man just starting out in the world really, and here you are trying to ruin me. I was living here with my wife and my little two-year-old baby peacefully enough until she had to go to the mountains because our little boy was taken sick, and then you and Mrs. Skelton and Diamondberg and Castleman and the brokers and all the rest of the crowd that are and have been around here watching and spying, came and began to cause me trouble. Now Im not helpless. And you neednt think I wasnt warned before you came, because I was. There are just as many influential men on my side of the fence right now as there are on Tilneys  will be  and he isnt going to get away with this thing as easily as he thinks. But just think of your part in all this! Why should you want to ruin me or help these people? What have I ever done to you? I can understand Tilneys wanting to do it. He thinks that I have facts which will injure him, and I have, and that because I havent made any public statement the evidence is still in my hands, and that if I am put out of the way or discredited the whole thing will blow over and nothing will happen to him  but it wont. Not now any more. It cant. This thing will go on just the same, whether I am here or not. But that isnt the point either. I was told two months ago that you would come, not by Mrs. Skelton, but by friends of mine, and that an attempt would be made on my life, and at that she opened her eyes wide and sat there apparently amazed, and here you are on schedule time and doing just as you were told, and apparently you arent the least bit ashamed to do it. But dont you think its a pretty shabby game for you to play? He stared at her wearily and she at him, but now for the moment she said nothing, just sat there.

That big blue machine that was to have killed me the other night, he went on, stretching matters a little in so far as his own knowledge was concerned, was all arranged for long before you came down here. I havent the slightest idea why you work for Tilney, but I know now that thats what youre doing, and Im sick of you and the whole thing. Youre just a plain little crook, thats all, and Im through with you and this whole thing, and I dont want you to talk to me any more. Whats more, Im not going to leave this hotel, either, and you can take that news to Tilney if you want to, or Mrs. Skelton or whoever else is managing things here for him. Ive kept a day-to-day record of everything thats happened so far, and I have witnesses, and if anything more happens to me here Im going to the newspapers and expose the whole thing. If you had any sense of decency left you wouldnt be in on anything like this, but you havent  youre just a shabby little trickster, and that lets you out, and thats all I have to say.

He stood up and made as if to walk off, while Miss Carle sat there, seemingly dazed, then jumped up and called after him:

Mr. Gregory! Please! Please! Mr. Gregory, I want to tell you something!

He stopped and turned. She came hurriedly up to him.

Dont go, she pleaded, not just yet. Wait a minute. Please come back. I want to talk to you. And though he looked at her rather determinedly, he followed her.

Well? he asked.

You dont understand how it is, she pleaded, with a look of real concern in her eyes. And I cant tell you either, just now, but I will some time if you will let me. But I like you, and I really dont want to do you any harm. Really, I dont. I dont know anything about these automobile things youre telling about  truly I dont. Theyre all terrible and horrible to me, and if they are trying to do anything like that, I dont know it, and I wont have anything more to do with it  really I wont. Oh, its terrible! and she clenched her hands. I do know Mr. Diamondberg now, I admit that, but I didnt before I came down here, and Mr. Swayne and Mr. Tilney. I did come here to see if I could get you interested in me, but they didnt tell me just why. They told me  Mrs. Skelton did  that you, or some people whom you represented, were trying to get evidence against some friends of theirs  Mr. Tilneys, I believe  who were absolutely innocent, that you werent happy with your wife, and that if some one, any one, were able to make you fall in love with her or just become very good friends, she might be able to persuade you not to do it, you see. There wasnt any plan, so far as I know, to injure you bodily in any way. They didnt tell me that they wanted to injure you physically  really they didnt. Thats all news to me, and dreadful. All they said was that they wanted to get some one to get you to stop  make it worth your while in a money way, if I could. I didnt think there was anything so very wrong in that, seeing all they have done for me in the past  Mr. Tilney, Mrs. Skelton and some others. But after I saw you a little while I she paused and looked at him, then away, I didnt think you were that kind of a man, you see, and so  well, its different now. I dont want to do anything to hurt you. Really I dont. I couldnt  now.

So you admit now that you do know Mr. Tilney, he commented sourly, but not without a sense of triumph behind it all.

I just told you that, she said.

She stopped, and Gregory stared at her suspiciously. That she liked him was plain, and in a sense it was different from that of a mere passing flirtation, and as for himself  well, he couldnt help liking her in a genial way. He was free to admit that to himself, in spite of her trickery, and that she was attractive, and as yet she personally had not done anything to him, certainly nothing that he could prove. She seemed even now so young, although so sophisticated and wise, and much about her face, its smoothness, the delicate tracery of hair about her forehead, the drooping pout of the upper lip, sharpened his interest and caused him to meditate.

Well? he inquired after a time.

Oh, I wish you wouldnt turn on me so and leave me, she pleaded. I havent done anything to you, have I? Not yet, anyhow.

Thats just the point  not yet. Theres the whole story in a nutshell.

Yes, but I promise you faithfully that I wont, that I dont intend to. Really I dont. You wont believe me, but thats true. And I wont, I give you my word,  truly. Why wont you still be friends with me? I cant tell you any more about myself now than I have  not now  but I will some time, and I wish you would still be friends with me. I promise not to do anything to cause you trouble. I havent really, have I? Have I?

How should I know? he answered testily and roughly, the while believing that this was a deliberate attempt on her part to interest him in spite of himself, to get him not to leave yet. It seems to me youve done enough, being with these people. Youve led me into going about with them, for one thing. I would never have gone with them on most of these trips except for you. Isnt that enough? What more do you want? And why cant you tell me now, he demanded, feeling in a way the authority of a victor, who these people are and all about them? Id like to know. It might be a help to me, if you really wanted to do something for me. What are their plans, their game?

I dont know. I cant tell you any more than I have, truly I cant. If I find out, maybe I will some time. I promise to. But not now. I cant, now. Cant you trust me that much? Cant you see that I like you, when I tell you so much? I havent any plan to injure you personally, truly I havent. Im obliged to these people in one way and another, but nothing that would make me go that far. Wont you believe me? She opened her eyes very wide in injury. There was something new in her expression, a luring, coaxing something.

I havent any one who is really close to me any more, she went on, not anybody I like. I suppose its all my own fault, but her voice became very sweet.

In spite of his precautions and the knowledge that his wife was the best and most suitable companion for him in the world, and that he was permanently fixed through his affection for his child and the helpful, hopeful mother of it, nevertheless he was moved by some peculiarity of this girls temperament. What power had Tilney over her, that he could use her in this way? Think of it  a beautiful girl like this!

What about Mrs. Skelton? he demanded. Who is she, anyhow? And these three gardeners around here? What is it they want? (There were three gardeners of the grounds who whenever he and Imogene had been alone together anywhere managed somehow to be working near the scene  an arrival which caused him always instanter to depart.) And Diamondberg?

She insisted that in so far as the gardeners were concerned she knew absolutely nothing about them. If they were employed by Mrs. Skelton or any one, it was without her knowledge. As for Diamondberg, she explained that she had only met him since she had come here, but that she really did not like him. For some reason Mrs. Skelton had asked her to appear not to know him. Mrs. Skelton, she persisted, had known her years before in Cincinnati, as she had said, but more recently in the city. She had helped her to get various positions, twice on the stage. Once she had worked for Mr. Swayne, yes, for a year, but only as a clerk. She had never known anything about him or his plans or schemes, never. When Gregory wanted to know how it was that he was to be trapped by her, if at all, she insisted that she did not believe that he was to be trapped. It was all to have been as she said.

Gregory could not quite make out whether she was telling him the exact truth, but it was near enough, and it seemed to him that she could not be wholly lying. She seemed too frank and wishful. There was something sensuously affectionate in her point of view and her manner. He would know everything in the future, she insisted, if he wanted to, but only not now  please not now. Then she asked about his wife, where she was, when she was coming back.

Do you love her very much? she finally asked naively.

Certainly I love her. Why do you ask? Ive a two-year-old boy that Im crazy about.

She looked at him thoughtfully, a little puzzled or uncertain, he thought.

They agreed to be friends after a fashion before they were through. He confessed that he liked her, but still that he did not trust her  not yet. They were to go on as before, but only on condition that nothing further happened to him which could be traced to her. She frankly told him that she could not control the actions of the others. They were their own masters, and, after a fashion, hers, but in so far as she could she would protect him. She did not believe that they intended to try much longer. In so far as she was concerned, he might go away if he chose. She could see him anywhere, if he would. She was not sure if that would make any difference in their plans or not. Anyhow, she would not follow him if he did go unless he wished it, but she would prefer that he did. Perhaps nothing more would happen here. If she heard of anything she would tell him, or try to, in time. But she could not say more than that now. After a while, maybe, as soon as she could get out of here . . . there were certain things over which she had no control. She was very enigmatic and secretive, and he took it to mean that she was involved in some difficult situation and could not easily extricate herself.

I wouldnt take too much stock in her, at that, Blount reflected when Gregory had told him about it. Just keep your eyes open, thats all. Dont have anything to do with her in a compromising way. She may be lying to you again. Once a crook, always a crook. Such was his philosophy.

Mrs. Skelton returned on the third day after his long conversation with Imogene, and in spite of the fact that they had seemed to come closer together than ever before, to have established a friendly semi-defensive pact, still he sensed treachery. He could not make out what it was. She seemed to be friendly, simple, gay, direct, even wooing  and yet  what? He thought at one time that she might be the unconscious psychologic victim of Mrs. Skelton or of some one else; at other times, an absolutely unprincipled political philanderer. While pretending to be on the level, as he phrased it, with him, she was crossing his path in such odd ways, making him uncertain as to whether, in spite of all she had said and was saying, she was still engaged in trying to compromise him. The whole thing began to take on the fascination of a game with the unconquerable lure of sex at the bottom of it  steeled as he was against compromising himself in any way.

Thus once, after a late card game, when he stepped out on a small veranda or balcony which graced the end of the hall nearest which his room was situated, and which commanded a splendid view of the sea, he found her just outside his door, alone, diaphanously attired, and very sympathetic and genial. Now that they were friends and had had this talk, there was something in her manner which always seemed to invite him on to a closer life with her without danger to himself, as she seemed to say. She would shield him against all, at her own expense. At the same time he was far  very far  from yielding. More than once he had insisted that he did not want to have anything to do with her in an affectional way, and yet here she was on this occasion, and although there might or there might not have been anything very alarming in that, he argued with himself afterward, yet since he had told her, this could be made to look as though she were trying to overpersuade him, to take him off his guard. Any guest of the hotel might have done as much (her room was somewhere near there), but Rule One, as laid down by Blount, and as hitherto practised by him, was never, under any circumstances which might be misinterpreted, to be alone with her. And besides, when he withdrew, as, he did at once, excusing himself lightly and laughingly, he saw two men turning in at a cross corridor just beyond, and one, seeing him turn back, said to the other, It must be on the other side, Jim. Well, there might not have been anything very significant in that, either. Any two men might accidentally turn into a hall on an end balcony of which a maiden was sitting in very diaphanous array, but still  

It was the same whenever he walked along the outer or sea wall at night, listening to the thunder of the water against the rapp which sustained the walk, and meditating on the night and the beauty of the hotel and the shabbiness of politics. Imogene was always about him when she might be with safety, as he saw it, but never under such circumstances as could be made to seem that they were alone together. Bullen, one of the two brokers, who seemed not a bad sort after his kind, came out there one night with Mrs. Skelton and Imogene, and seeing Gregory, engaged him in conversation and then left Imogene to his care. Gregory, hating to appear asininely suspicious under such circumstances, was genuinely troubled as to what to do in such cases as these. Always now he was drawn to her, painfully so, and yet  He had told her more than once that he did not wish to be alone with her in this way, and yet here she was, and she was always insisting that she did not wish him to be with her if he objected to it, and yet look at this! Her excuse always was that she could not help it, that it was purely accidental or planned by them without her knowledge. She could not avoid all accidents. When he demanded to know why she did not leave, clear out of all of this, she explained that without great injury to herself and Mrs. Skelton she could not, and that besides he was safer with her there.

What is this? he asked on this occasion. Another plan? Feeling her stop and pull back a little, he felt ashamed of himself. Well, you know what Ive been telling you all along, he added gruffly.

Please dont be so suspicious, Ed. Why do you always act so? Cant I even walk out here? I couldnt avoid this to-night, truly I couldnt. Dont you suppose I have to play a part too  for a time, anyhow? What do you expect me to do  leave at once? I cant, I tell you. Wont you believe me? Wont you have a little faith in me?

Well, come on, he returned crossly, as much irritated with himself as any one. Give me your arm. Give a dog a bad name, you know, and he walked her courteously but firmly in the direction of the principal veranda, trying to be nice to her at the same time.

I tell you, Imogene, I cant and I wont do this. You must find ways of avoiding these things. If not, Im not going to have anything to do with you at all. You say you want me to be friends with you, if no more. Very well. But how are we going to do it? and after more arguments of this kind they parted with considerable feeling, but not altogether antagonistic, at that.

Yet by reason of all this finally, and very much to his personal dissatisfaction, he found himself limited as to his walks and lounging places almost as much as if he had been in prison. There was a little pergola at one end of the lawn with benches and flowering vines which had taken his fancy when he first came, and which he had been accustomed to frequent as a splendid place to walk and smoke, but not any more. He was too certain of being picked up there, or of being joined by Mrs. Skelton and Imogene, only to be left with Imogene, with possibly the three gardeners or a broker as witnesses. He could not help thinking how ridiculous it all was.

He even took Imogene, he and Blount, in Blounts car, and Mrs. Skelton with them or not, as the case might be  it was all well enough so long as Blount was along  to one place or another in the immediate vicinity  never far, and always the two of them armed and ready for any emergency or fray, as they said. It seemed a risky thing to do, still they felt a little emboldened by their success so far, and besides, Imogene was decidedly attractive to both of them. Now that she had confessed her affection for Gregory she was most alluring with him, and genial to Blount, teasing and petting him and calling him the watchdog. Blount was always crowing over how well he and Gregory were managing the affair. More than once he had pointed out, even in her presence, that there was an element of sport or fascinating drama in it, that she couldnt fool them, all of which was helping mightily to pass the time, even though his own and Gregorys life, or at least their reputation, might be at stake.

Go on, go on, is my advice, Blount kept saying now that he was being amused. Let her fall in love with you. Make her testify on your behalf. Get a confession in black and white, if you can. It would be a great thing in the campaign, if you were compelled to use it. He was a most practical and political soul, for all his geniality.

Gregory could not quite see himself doing that, however. He was too fond of her. She was never quite so yielding, so close to him, as now. When he and Blount were out with her, now, the two of them ventured to rag her as to her part in all this, asking her whether the other car were handy, whether the gardeners had been properly lined up, and as to who was behind this tree or that house. Thered be no use in going if everything wasnt just right, they said. She took it all in good part, even laughing and mocking them.

Better look out! Here comes a spy now, she would sometimes exclaim at sight of a huckster driving a wagon or a farm-hand pushing a wheelbarrow.

To both Blount and Gregory it was becoming a farce, and yet between themselves they agreed that it had its charm. They were probably tiring her backers and they would all quit soon. They hoped so, anyhow.

But then one night, just as they had concluded that there might not be so very much to this plot after all, that it was about all over, and Mrs. Gregory was writing that she would soon be able to return, the unexpected happened. They were returning from one of those shorter outings which had succeeded the longer ones of an earlier day, Blount and Gregory and Imogene, and true to his idea of avoiding any routine procedure which might be seized upon by the enemy as something to expect and therefore to be used, Blount passed the main entrance and drove instead around to a side path which led to a sunk-in porch flanked on either side by high box hedges and sheltered furry pines. True also to their agreed plan of never being separated on occasions like this, they both walked to the door with Imogene, Blount locking his car so that it could not be moved during his absence. On the steps of this side porch they chaffered a little, bantering Imogene about another safe night, and how hard it was on the gardeners to keep them up so late and moving about in the dark in this fashion, when Imogene said she was tired and would have to go. She laughed at them for their brashness.

You two think youre very smart, dont you? she smiled a little wearily. It would serve you right if something did happen to both of you one of these days  you know so much.

Is that so? chuckled Blount. Well, dont hold any midnight conferences as to this. Youll lose your beauty sleep if you do.

To which Gregory added, Yes, with all this hard work ahead of you every day, Imogene, I should think youd have to be careful.

Oh, hush, and go on, she laughed, moving toward the door.

But they had not gone more than a hundred and fifty feet down the shadowy side path before she came running after them, quite out of breath.

Oh dear! she called sweetly as she neared them, and they having heard her footsteps had turned. Im so sorry to trouble you, but some one has locked that side door, and I cant open it or make them hear. Wont one of you come and help me? Then, as the two of them turned, Thats right. I forgot. You always work in pairs, dont you?

Blount chortled. Gregory smiled also. They couldnt help it. It was so ridiculous at times  on occasions like this, for instance.

Well, you see how it is, Gregory teased, the door may be very tightly closed, and it might take the two of us to get it open.

Seeing that Blount was really coming, he changed his mind. I guess I can get it open for her. Dont bother this time. Ill have to be going in, anyhow, he added. The thought came to him that he would like to be with Imogene a little while  just a few moments.

Blount left them after a cautioning look and a cheery good night. In all the time they had been together they had not done this, but this time it seemed all right. Gregory had never felt quite so close to Imogene as he did this evening. She had seemed so warm, laughing, gay. The night had been sultry, but mellow. They had tittered and jested over such trifling things, and now he felt that he would like to be with her a while longer. She had become more or less a part of his life, or seemingly so, such a genial companion. He took her arm and tucked it under his own.

It was nice over there at the Berkeley, he commented, thinking of an inn they had just left. Beautiful grounds  and that music! It was delightful, wasnt it? They had been dancing together.

Oh, dear, she sighed, the summer will soon be over, and then Ill have to be going back, I suppose. I wish it would never end. I wish I could stay here forever, just like this, if you were here. She stopped and looked at the treetops, taking a full breath and stretching out her arms. And do look at those fire-flies, she added, arent they wonderful? She hung back, watching the flashing fire-flies under the trees.

Why not sit down here a little while? he proposed as they neared the steps. It isnt late yet.

Do you really mean it? she asked warmly.

You see, Im beginning to be so foolish as to want to trust you. Isnt that idiotic? Yes, Im even going to risk fifteen minutes with you.

I wish you two would quit your teasing, just once, she pleaded. I wish you would learn to trust me and leave Blount behind just once in a while, seeing that Ive told you so often that I mean to do nothing to hurt you without telling you beforehand.

Gregory looked at her, pleased. He was moved, a little sorry for her, and a little sorrier for himself.

In spite of himself, his wife and baby, as he now saw, he had come along a path he should not have, and with one whom he could not conscientiously respect or revere. There was no future for them together, as he well knew, now or at any other time. Still he lingered.

Well, here we are, he said, alone at last. Now you can do your worst, and I have no one to protect me.

It would serve you right if I did, Mr. Smarty. But if I had suggested that we sit down for a minute you would have believed that the wood was full of spies. Its too funny for words, the way you carry on. But youll have to let me go upstairs to change my shoes, just the same. Theyve been hurting me dreadfully, and I cant stand them another minute. If you want to, you can come up to the other balcony, or Ill come back here. I wont be a minute. Do you mind?

Not at all, he assented, thinking that the other balcony would not be as open as this, much too private for him and her. Certainly not. Run along. But Id rather you came back here. I want to smoke, anyhow, and he drew out his cigar and was about to make himself comfortable when she came back.

But youll have to get this door open for me, she said. I forgot about that.

Oh, yes, thats right.

He approached it, looking first for the large key which always hung on one side at this hour of the night, but not seeing it, looked at the lock. The key was in it.

I was trying before. I put it there, she explained.

He laid hold of it, and to his surprise it came open without any effort whatsoever, a thing which caused him to turn and look at her.

I thought you said it wouldnt open, he said.

Well, it wouldnt before. I dont know what makes it work now, but it wouldnt then. Perhaps some one has come out this way since. Anyhow, Ill run up and be down right away. She hurried up the broad flight of stairs which ascended leisurely from this entrance.

Gregory returned to his chair, amused but not conscious of anything odd or out of the way about the matter. It might well have been as she said. Doors were contrary at times, or some one might have come down and pushed it open. Why always keep doubting? Perhaps she really was in love with him, as she seemed to indicate, or mightily infatuated, and would not permit any one to injure him through her. It would seem so, really. After all, he kept saying to himself, she was different now to what he had originally thought, and what she had originally been, caught in a tangle of her own emotions and compelled by him to do differently from what she had previously planned. If he were not married as happily as he was, might not something come of this? He wondered.

The black-green wall of the trees just beyond where he was sitting, the yellow light filtering from the one bowl lamp which ornamented the ceiling, the fireflies and the sawing katydids, all soothed and entertained him. He was beginning to think that politics was not such a bad business after all, his end of it at least, or being pursued even. His work thus far had yielded him a fair salary, furnishing as it had excellent copy for some of the newspapers and political organizations  the best was being reserved for the last  and was leading him into more interesting ways than the old newspaper days had, and the future, outside of what had happened in the last few weeks, looked promising enough. Soon he would be able to deal the current administration a body blow. This might raise him to a high position locally. He had not been so easily frustrated as they had hoped, and this very attractive girl had fallen in love with him.

For a while he stared down the black-green path up which they had come, and then fixed his eyes in lazy contemplation on one of the groups of stars showing above the treetops. Suddenly  or was it suddenly?  more a whisper or an idea  he seemed to become aware of something that sounded, as he listened more keenly, like a light footfall in the garden beyond the hedge. It was so very light, a mere tickle of the grass or stirring of a twig. He pricked up his ears and on the instant strained every muscle and braced himself, not that he imagined anything very dreadful was going to happen, but  were they up to their old tricks again? Was this the wonderful gardeners again? Would they never stop? Removing the cigar from his mouth and stilling the rocker in which he had been slowly moving to and fro, he decided not to stir, not even to move his hands, so well concealed was he from the bushes on either side by the arrangement of the posts, one of which was to the left of him. In this position he might see and not be seen. Did they know he was there? How had they found out? Were they always watching yet? Was she a part of it? He decided to get up and leave, but a moment later thought it better to linger just a little, to wait and see. If he left and she came back and did not find him there  could it be that there was some new trick on foot?

While he was thus swiftly meditating, he was using his ears to their utmost. Certainly there was a light footfall approaching along the other side of the hedge to the left, two in fact, for no sooner was one seemingly still, near at hand, than another was heard coming from the same direction, as light and delicate as that of a cat  spies, trappers, murderers, even, as he well knew. It was so amazing, this prowling and stalking, so desperate and cruel, that it made him a little sick. Perhaps, after all, he had better have kept Blount with him  not have lingered in this fashion. He was about to leave, a nervous thrill chasing up and down his spine, when he heard what he took to be Imogenes step on the stair. Then she was coming back, after all, as she had said. She was not a part of this as he had feared  or was she? Who could tell? But it would be foolish to leave now. She would see that he was wholly suspicious again, and that stage had somehow seemed to be passing between them. She had promised on more than one occasion to protect him against these others, let alone herself. Anyhow he could speak of these newcomers and then leave. He would let her know that they were hanging about as usual, always ready to take advantage of his good nature.

But now, her step having reached the bottom of the stair and ceased, she did not come out. Instead, a light that was beside the door, but out at this hour, was turned on, and glancing back he could see her shadow, or thought he could, on the wall opposite, to the right. She was doing something  what? There was a mirror below the light. She might be giving her hair a last pat. She had probably arrayed herself slightly differently for him to see. He waited. Still she did not come. Then swiftly, a sense of something treacherous came over him, a creeping sensation of being victimized and defeated. He felt, over his taut nerves, this thrilling fear which seemed to almost convey the words: Move! Hurry! Run! He could not sit still a moment longer, but, as if under a great compulsion, leaped to his feet and sprang to the door just as he thought he heard additional movements and even whispers in the dark outside. What was it? Who? Now he would see!

Inside he looked for her, and there she was, but how different! When she had gone upstairs she had been arrayed in a light summery dress, very smart and out-door-ish, but here she was clothed in a soft clinging housedress such as one would never wear outside the hotel. And instead of being adjusted with her customary care, it was decidedly awry, as though she might have been in some disturbing and unhappy contest. The collar was slightly torn and pulled open, a sleeve ripped at the shoulder and wrist, the hang of the skirt over the hips awry, and the skirt itself torn, a ragged slit over the knee. Her face had been powdered to a dead white, or she herself was overcome with fear and distress, and the hair above it was disarranged, as though it had been shaken or pulled to one side. Her whole appearance was that of one who had been assailed in some evil manner and who had come out of the contest disarranged as to her clothes and shaken as to her nerves.

Brief as his glance was, Gregory was amazed at the transformation. He was so taken aback that he could not say anything, but just what it all meant came to him in an intuitive flash. To fly was his one thought, to get out of the vicinity of this, not to be seen or taken near it. With one bound he was away and up the easy stair three at a time, not pausing to so much as look back at her, meeting her first wide half-frightened stare with one of astonishment, anger and fear. Nor did he pause until he had reached his own door, through which he fairly jumped, locking himself in as he did so. Once inside, he stood there white and shaking, waiting for any sound which might follow, any pursuit, but hearing none, going to his mirror and mocking at himself for being such a fool as to be so easily outwitted, taken in, after all his caution and sophisticated talk. Lord! he sighed. Lord!

And after all her protests and promises, this very evening, too, he thought. What a revelation of the unreliability and treachery of human nature! So she had been lying to him all the time, leading him on in the face of his almost boastful precautions and suspicions, and to-night, almost at the close of the season, had all but succeeded in trapping him! Then Tilney was not so easily to be fooled, after all. He commanded greater loyalty and cunning in his employees than he had ever dreamed. But what could he say to her, now that he knew what she really was, if ever he saw her again? She would just laugh at him, think him a fool, even though he had managed to escape. Would he ever want to see her again? Never, he thought. But to think that any one so young, so smooth, so seemingly affectionate, could be so ruthless, so devilishly clever and cruel! She was much more astute than either he or Blount had given her credit for.

After moving the bureau and chairs in front of the door, he called up Blount and sat waiting for him to come.

Actually, as he saw it now, she had meant to stage a seeming assault in which he would have been accused as the criminal and if they had sufficient witnesses he might have had a hard time proving otherwise. After all, he had been going about with her a great deal, he and Blount, and after he had told himself that he would not

Her witnesses were there, close upon him, in the dark. Even though he might be able to prove his previous good character, still, considering the suspicious fact that he had trifled with her and this treacherous situation so long, would a jury or the public believe him? A moment or two more, and she would have screamed out that he was attacking her, and the whole hotel would have been aroused. Her secret friends would have rushed forward and beaten him. Who knows?  they might even have killed him! And their excuse would have been that they were justified. Unquestionably she and her friends would have produced a cloud of witnesses. But she hadnt screamed  there was a curious point as to that, even though she had had ample time (and she had had) and it was expected of her and intended that she should! Why hadnt she? What had prevented her? A strange, disturbing exculpating thought began to take root in his mind, but on the instant also he did his best to crush it.

No, no! I have had enough now, he said to himself. She did intend to compromise me and that is all there is to it. And in what a fashion. Horrible. No, this is the end. I will get out now to-morrow, that is one thing certain, go to my wife in the mountains, or bring her home. Meanwhile, he sat there trembling, revolver in hand, wiping the sweat from his face, for he did not know but that even yet they might follow him here and attempt the charge of assault anyhow. Would they  could they? Just then some one knocked on his door, and Gregory, after demanding to know who it was, opened it to Blount. He quickly told him of his evenings experience.

Well, said Blount, heavily and yet amusedly, she certainly is the limit. That was a clever ruse, say what you will, a wonder. And the coolness of her! Why, she joked with us about it! I thought you were taking a chance, but not a great one. I was coming around to thinking she might be all right, and now think of this! I agree with you that it is time for you to leave. I dont think youll ever get her over to your side. Shes too crafty.

The next morning Gregory was up early and on the veranda smoking and meditating as to his exact course. He would go now, of course, and probably never see this girl with her fiends heart again. What a revelation! To think that there were such clever, ruthless, beautiful sirens about in the same world with such women as his wife! Contrast them  his wife, faithful, self-sacrificing, patient, her one object the welfare of those whom she truly loved, and then put on the other side of the scale this girl  tricky, shameless, an actress, one without scruples or morals, her sole object in life, apparently, to advance herself in any way that she might, and that at the expense of everybody and everything!

He wanted to leave without seeing her, but in spite of himself he sat on, telling himself that it would do no harm to have just one last talk with her in order to clear up whether she had really intended to scream or no  whether she was as evil as he really thought now, confront her with her enormous treachery and denounce her for the villainess she was. What new lie would she have on her tongue now, he wondered? Would she be able to face him at all? Would she explain? Could she? He would like to take one more look at her, or see if she would try to avoid him completely. This morning she must be meditating on how unfortunately she had failed, missed out, and only last night she had taken his hand and smoothed it and whispered that she was not so bad, so mean, as he thought her to be, and that some day he would find it out. And now see!

He waited a considerable time, and then sent up word that he wanted to see her. He did not want to see this thing closed in this fashion with no chance to at least berate her, to see what new lie she would tell. After a while she came down, pale and seemingly exhausted, a weary look about her eyes as though she had not slept. To his astonishment she came over quite simply to where he was sitting, and when he stood up at her approach as if to ward her off, stood before him, seemingly weaker and more hopeless than ever. What an excellent actress, he thought! He had never seen her so downcast, so completely overcome, so wilted.

Well, he began as she stood there, what new lie have you fixed up to tell me this morning?

No lie, she replied softly.

What! Not a single lie? Anyhow, youll begin by shamming contrition, wont you? Youre doing that already. Your friends made you do it, of course, didnt they? Tilney was right there  and Mrs. Skelton! They were all waiting for you when you went up, and told you just what to do and how it had to be done, wasnt that it? And you had to do it, too, didnt you? he sneered cynically.

I told you I didnt have anything to say, she answered. I didnt do anything  I mean I didnt intend to  except to signal you to run, but when you burst in on me that way He waved an impatient hand. Oh, all right, she went on sadly. I cant help it if you wont believe me. But its true just the same. Everything you think, all except that automobile plot, and this is true, but Im not asking you to believe me any more. I cant help it if you wont. Its too late. But I had to go through my part anyhow. Please dont look at me that way, Ed  not so hard. You dont know how really weak I am, or what it is that makes me do these things. But I didnt want to do anything to hurt you last night, not when I left you. And I didnt. I hadnt the slightest intention, really I hadnt. Oh, well, sneer if you want to! I couldnt help myself, though, just the same  believe it or not. Nothing was farther from my mind when I came in, only  oh, what a state my life has come to, anyhow! she suddenly exclaimed. You dont know. Your lifes not a mess, like mine. People have never had you in any position where they could make you do things. Thats just the trouble  men never know women really. (I should say not! he interpolated.) But I have had to do so many things I didnt want to do  but Im not pleading with you, Ed, really Im not. I know its all over between us and no use, only I wish I could make you believe that as bad as I am Ive never wanted to be as bad to you as Ive seemed. Really, I havent. Oh, honestly

Oh, cut that stuff, please! he said viciously. Im sick of it. It wasnt to hear anything like that that I sent for you. The reason I asked you to come down here was merely to see how far you would face it out, whether you would have the nerve to come, really, that was all  oh, just to see whether you would have a new lie to spring, and I see you have. Youre a wonder, you are! But Id like to ask you just one favor: Wont you please let me alone in the future? Im tired, and I cant stand it any longer. Im going away now. This fellow Tilney you are working for is very clever, but its all over. It really is. Youll never get another chance at me if I know myself. He started to walk off.

Ed! Ed! she called. Please  just a minute  dont go yet, Ed, she begged. Theres something I want to say to you first. I know all you say is true. Theres nothing you can say that I havent said to myself a thousand times. But you dont understand what my life has been like, what Ive suffered, how Ive been pushed around, and I cant tell you now, either  not now. Our family wasnt ever in society, as Mrs. Skelton pretended  you knew that, of course, though  and I havent been much of anything except a slave, and Ive had a hard time, too, terrible, and she began dabbing her eyes. I know Im no good. Last night proved it to me, thats a fact. But I hadnt meant to do you any harm even when I came alone that way  really I didnt. I pretended to be willing, that was all. Hear me out, Ed, anyhow. Please dont go yet. I thought I could signal you to run without them seeing me  really I did. When I first left you the door was locked, and I came back for that sole reason. I suppose they did something to it so I couldnt open it. There were others up there; they made me go back  I cant tell you how or why or who  but they were all about me  they always are. Theyre determined to get you, Ed, in one way or another, even if I dont help them, and Im telling you youd better look out for yourself. Please do. Go away from here. Dont have anything more to do with me. Dont have anything more to do with any of these people. I cant help myself, honestly I cant. I didnt want to, but  oh she wrung her hands and sat down wearily, you dont know how Im placed with them, what it is

Yes? Well, Im tired of that stuff, Gregory now added grimly and unbelievingly. I suppose they told you to run back and tell me this so as to win my sympathy again? Oh, you little liar! You make me sick. What a sneak and a crook you really are!

Ed! Ed! she now sobbed. Please! Please! Wont you understand how it is? They have watched every entrance every time weve gone out since I came here. It doesnt make any difference which door you come through. They have men at every end. I didnt know anything about it until I went upstairs. Really, I didnt. Oh, I wish I could get out of all this! Im so sick of it all. I told you that Im fond of you, and I am. Oh, Im almost crazy! I wish sometimes that I could die, Im so sick of everything. My lifes a shabby mess, and now youll hate me all the time, and she rocked to and fro in a kind of misery, and cried silently as she did so.

Gregory stared at her, amazed but unbelieving.

Yes, he insisted, I know. The same old stuff, but I dont believe it. Youre lying now, just as you have been all along. You think by crying and pretending to feel sad that you might get another chance to trick me, but you wont. Im out of this to-day, once and for all, and Im through with you. Theres no use in my appealing to the police under this administration, or Id do that. But I want to tell you this. If you follow me any longer, or any of this bunch around here, Im going to the newspapers. Therell be some way of getting this before the courts somewhere, and Ill try it. And if you really were on the level and wanted to do anything, theres a way, all right, but you wouldnt do it if you had a chance, never, not in a million years. I know you wouldnt.

Oh, Ed! Ed! You dont know me, or how I feel, or what Ill do, she whimpered. You havent given me a chance. Why dont you suggest something, if you dont believe me, and see?

Well, I can do that easily enough, he replied sternly. I can call that bluff here and now. Write me out a confession of all thats been going on here. Let me hear you dictate it to a stenographer, and then come with me to a notary public or the district attorney, and swear to it. Now well see just how much there is to this talk about caring for me, and he watched her closely, the while she looked at him, her eyes drying and her sobs ceasing. She seemed to pause emotionally and stare at the floor in a speculative, ruminative mood. Yes? Well, thats different, isnt it? I see how it is now. You didnt think Id have just the thing to call your bluff with, did you? And just as I thought, you wont do it. Well, Im onto you now, so good day. I have your measure at last. Good-by! and he started off.

Ed! she called, jumping up suddenly and starting after him. Ed! Wait  dont go! Ill do what you say. Ill do anything you want. You dont believe I will, but I will. Im sick of this life, I really am. I dont care what they do to me now afterwards, but just the same Ill come. Please dont be so hard on me, Ed. Cant you see  cant you see  Ed  how I feel about you? Im crazy about you, I really am. Im not all bad, Ed, really Im not  cant you see that? Only  only and by now he had come back and was looking at her in an incredulous way. I wish you cared for me a little, Ed. Do you, Ed, just a little? Cant you, if I do this?

He looked at her with mingled astonishment, doubt, contempt, pity, and even affection, after its kind. Would she really do it? And if she did what could he offer her in the way of that affection which she craved? Nothing, he knew that. She could never extricate herself from this awful group by which she was surrounded, her past, the memory of the things she had tried to do to him, and he  he was married. He was happy with his wife really, and could make no return. There was his career, his future, his present position. But that past of hers  what was it? How could it be that people could control another person in this way she claimed, especially scoundrels like these, and why wouldnt she tell him about it? What had she done that was so terrible as to give them this power? Even if he did care for her what chance would he have, presuming her faithfulness itself, to either confront or escape the horde of secret enemies that was besetting him and her just now? They would be discovered and paraded forth at their worst, all the details. That would make it impossible for him to come forth personally and make the charge which would constitute him champion of the people. No, no, no! But why, considering all her efforts against him, should she come to his rescue now, or by doing so expect him to do anything for her by way of return? He smiled at her dourly, a little sadly.

Yes. Well, Imogene, I cant talk to you about that now, not for the present, anyhow. Youre either one of the greatest actresses and crooks that ever lived, or youre a little light in the upper story. At any rate, I should think that you might see that you could scarcely expect me to like you, let alone to love you, all things considered, and particularly since this other thing has not been straightened out. You may be lying right now, for all I know  acting, as usual. But even so  lets first see what you do about this other, and then talk.

He looked at her, then away over the sea to where some boats were coming towards them.

Oh, Ed, she said sadly, observing his distracted gaze, youll never know how much I do care for you, although you know I must care a lot for you, to do this. Its the very worst thing I can do for me  the end, maybe, for me. But I wish you would try and like me a little, even if it were only for a little while.

Well, Imogene, lets not talk about that now, he replied skeptically. Not until weve attended to this other, anyhow. Certainly you owe me that much. You dont know what my lifes been, either  one long up-hill fight. But youd better come along with me just as you are, if youre coming. Dont go upstairs to get any hat  or to change your shoes. Ill get a car here and you can come with me just as you are.

She looked at him simply, directly, beatenly.

All right, Ed, but I wish I knew how this is going to end. I cant come back here after this, you know, if they find it out. I know I owe this to you, but, oh dear, Im such a fool! Women always are where love is concerned, and I told myself Id never let myself get in love any more, and now look at me!

They went off to the city together, to his office, to a notary, to the district attorneys office  a great triumph. She confessed all, or nearly so, how she had formerly been employed by Mr. Swayne; how she had met Mr. Tilney there; how, later, after Swayne had fled, Tilney had employed her in various capacities, secretary, amanuensis, how she had come to look upon him as her protector; where and how she had met Mrs. Skelton, and how the latter, at Mr. Tilneys request (she was not sure, only it was an order, she said) had engaged  commanded, rather  her to do this work, though what the compulsion was she refused to say, reserving it for a later date. She was afraid, she said.



Once he had this document in his possession, Gregory was overjoyed, and still he was doubtful of her. She asked him what now, what more, and he requested her to leave him at once and to remain away for a time until he had time to think and decide what else he wished to do. There could be nothing between them, not even friendship, he reassured her, unless he was fully convinced at some time or other that no harm could come to him  his wife, his campaign, or anything else. Time was to be the great factor.

And yet two weeks later, due to a telephone message from her to his office for just one word, a few minutes, anywhere that he would suggest, they met again, this time merely for a moment, as he told himself and her. It was foolish, he shouldnt do it, but still  At this interview, somehow, Imogene managed to establish a claim on his emotions which it was not easy to overcome. It was in one of the small side booths in the rather out-of-the-way Grill Parzan Restaurant in the great financial district. Protesting that it was only because she wished to see him just once more that she had done this, she had come here, she said, after having dropped instantly and completely out of the life at Triton Hall, not returning even for her wardrobe, as he understood it, and hiding away in an unpretentious quarter of the city until she could make up her mind what to do. She seemed, and said she was, much alone, distrait. She did not know what was to become of her now, what might befall her. Still, she was not so unhappy if only he would not think badly of her any more. He had to smile at her seemingly pathetic faith in what love might do for her. To think that love should turn a woman about like this! It was fascinating, and so sad. He was fond of her in a platonic way, he now told himself, quite sincerely so. Her interest in him was pleasing, even moving, But what is it you expect of me? he kept saying over and over. You know we cant go on with this. Theres the girl and the kid. I wont do anything to harm them, and besides, the campaign is just beginning. Even this is ridiculously foolish of me. Im taking my career in my hands. This lunch will have to be the last, I tell you.

Well, Ed, she agreed wistfully, looking at him at the very close of the meal, you have made up your mind, havent you? Then youre not going to see me any more? You seem so distant, now that were back in town. Do you feel so badly toward me, Ed? Am I really so bad?

Well, Imogene, you see for yourself how it is, dont you? he went on. It cant be. You are more or less identified with that old crowd, even though you dont want to be. They know things about you, you say, and they certainly wouldnt be slow to use them if they had any reason for so doing. Of course they dont know anything yet about this confession, unless youve told them, and I dont propose that they shall so long as I dont have to use it. As for me, I have to think of my wife and kid, and I dont want to do anything to hurt them. If ever Emily found this out it would break her all up, and I dont want to do that. Shes been too square, and weve gone through too much together. Ive thought it all over, and Im convinced that what Im going to do is for the best. We have to separate, and I came here to-day to tell you that I cant see you any more. It cant be, Imogene, cant you see that?

Not even for a little while?

Not even for a day. It just cant be. Im fond of you, and youve been a brick to pull me out of this, but dont you see that it cant be? Dont you really see how it is?

She looked at him, then at the table for a moment, and then out over the buildings of the great city.

Oh, Ed, she reflected sadly, Ive been such a fool. I dont mean about the confession  Im glad I did that  but just in regard to everything Ive done. But youre right, Ed. Ive felt all along that it would have to end this way, even the morning I agreed to make the confession. But Ive been making myself hope against hope, just because from the very first day I saw you out there I thought I wouldnt be able to hold out against you, and now you see I havent. Well, all right, Ed. Lets say good-bye. Loves a sad old thing, isnt it? and she began to put on her things.

He helped her, wondering over the strange whirl of circumstances which had brought them together and was now spinning them apart.

I wish I could do something more for you, Imogene, I really do, he said. I wish I could say something that would make it a little easier for you  for us both  but what would be the use? It wouldnt really, now would it?

No, she replied brokenly.

He took her to the elevator and down to the sidewalk, and there they stopped for a moment.

Well, Imogene, he began, and paused. Its not just the way Id like it to be, but  well he extended his hand   heres luck and good-by, then.

He turned to go.

She looked up at him pleadingly.

Ed, she said, Ed  wait! Arent you  dont you want to? she put up her lips, her eyes seemingly misty with emotion.

He came back and putting his arm about her, drew her upturned lips to his. As he did so she clung to him, seeming to vent a world of feeling in this their first and last kiss, and then turned and left him, never stopping to look back, and being quickly lost in the immense mass which was swirling by. As he turned to go though he observed two separate moving-picture men with cameras taking the scene from different angles. He could scarcely believe his senses. As he gazed they stopped their work, clapped their tripods together and made for a waiting car. Before he could really collect his thoughts they were gone  and then  

As I live! he exclaimed. She did do this to me after all, or did she? And after all my feeling for her!  and all her protestations! The little crook! And now they have that picture of me kissing her! Stung, by George! and by the same girl, or by them, and after all the other things Ive avoided! Thats intended to make that confession worthless! She did that because shes changed her mind about me! Or, she never did care for me. Grim, reducing thought!) Did she  could she  know  do a thing like that? he wondered. Is it she and Tilney, or just Tilney alone, who has been following me all this time? He turned solemnly and helplessly away.

Now after all his career was in danger. His wife had returned and all was seemingly well, but if he proceeded with his exposures as he must, then what? This picture would be produced! He would be disgraced! Or nearly so. Then what? He might charge fraud, a concocted picture, produce the confession. But could he? Her arms had been about his neck! He had put his about her! Two different camera men had taken them from different angles! Could he explain that? Could he find Imogene again? Was it wise? Would she testify in his behalf? If so what good would it do? Would any one, in politics at least, believe a morally victimized man? He doubted it. The laughter! The jesting! The contempt! No one except his wife, and she could not help him here.

Sick at heart and defeated he trudged on now clearly convinced that because of this one silly act of kindness all his work of months had been undone and that now, never, so shy were the opposing political forces, might he ever hope to enter the promised land of his better future  not here, at least  that future to which he had looked forward with so much hope  neither he nor his wife, nor child.

Fool! Fool! he exclaimed to himself heavily and then fool! fool! Why had he been so ridiculously sympathetic and gullible? Why so unduly interested? but finding no answer and no clear way of escape save in denial and counter charges he made his way slowly on toward that now dreary office where so long he had worked, but where now, because of this he might possibly not be able to work, at least with any great profit to himself.

Tilney! Imogene! The Triton! he thought  what clever scoundrels those two were  or Tilney anyhow  he could not be sure of Imogene, even now, and so thinking, he left the great crowd at his own door, that crowd, witless, vast, which Tilney and the mayor and all the politicians were daily and hourly using  the same crowd which he had wished to help and against whom, as well as himself, this little plot had been hatched, and so easily and finally so successfully worked.


THE CRUISE OF THE IDLEWILD

It would be difficult to say just how the trouble aboard the Idlewild began, or how we managed to sail without things going to smash every fifteen minutes; but these same constitute the business of this narrative. It was at Spike, and the weather was blistering hot. Some of us, one in particular, were mortal tired of the life we were leading. It was a dingy old shop inside, loaded with machines and blacksmithing apparatus and all the paraphernalia that go to make up the little depots and furniture that railways use, and the labor of making them was intrusted to about a hundred men all told  carpenters, millwrights, woodturners, tinsmiths, painters, blacksmiths, an engineer, and a yard foreman handling a score of guineas, all of whom were too dull to interest the three or four wits who congregated in the engine room.

Old John, the engineer, was one of these  a big, roly-poly sort of fellow, five foot eleven, if he was an inch, with layers of flesh showing through his thin shirt and tight trousers, and his face and neck constantly standing in beads of sweat. Then there was the smith, a small, wiry man of thirty-five, with arms like a Titan and a face that was expressive of a goodly humor, whether it was very brilliant or not  the village smith, as we used to call him. Then there was Ike, little Ike, the blacksmiths helper, who was about as queer a little cabin boy as ever did service on an ocean-going steamer or in a blacksmiths shop  a small misshapen, dirty-faced lad, whose coat was three, and his trousers four, times too large for him  hand-me-downs from some mysterious source; immensely larger members of his family, I presume. He had a battered face, such as you sometimes see given to satyrs humorously represented in bronze, and his ears were excessively large. He had a big mouthful of dirty yellow teeth, two or three missing in front. His eyes were small and his hands large, but a sweeter soul never crept into a smaller or more misshapen body. Poor little Ike. To think how near he came to being driven from his job by our tomfoolishness!

I should say here that the Idlewild was not a boat at all, but an idea. She evolved out of our position on Longs Point, where the Harlem joins the Hudson, and where stood the shop in which we all worked, water to the south of us, water to the west of us, water to the north of us, and the railroad behind us landward, just like the four  or was it the six? hundred  at Balaklava. Anyhow, we got our idea from the shop and the water all around, and we said, after much chaffering about one thing and another, that we were aboard the Idlewild, and that the men were the crew, and that the engineer was the captain, and I was the mate, just as if everything were ship-shape, and this were a really and truly ocean-going vessel.

As I have said before. I do not know exactly how the idea started, except that it did. Old John was always admiring the beautiful yachts that passed up and down the roadstead of the Hudson outside, and this may have had something to do with it. Anyhow, he would stand in the doorway of his engine room and watch everything in the shape of a craft that went up and down the stream. He didnt know much about boats, but he loved to comment on their charms, just the same.

That there now must be Morgans yacht, he used to say of a fine black-bodied craft that had a piano-body finish to it, an That theres the Waterfowl, Governor Mortons yacht. Wouldn ja think, now, them fellersd feel comfortable a-settin back there on the poop deck an smokin them dollar cigars on a day like this? Aw, haw!

It would usually be blistering hot and the water a flashing blue when he became excited over the yacht question.

Right-o, I once commented enviously.

Aw, haw! Thems the boys as knows how to live. I wouldn like nothin better on a day like this than to set out there in one o them easy chairs an do up about a pound o tobacco. Come now, wouldnt that be the ideal life for your Uncle Dudley?

It truly would, I replied sadly but with an inherent desire to tease, only I dont think my Uncle Dudley is doing so very badly under the circumstances. I notice he isnt losing any flesh.

Well, I dunno. Im a little stout, Ill admit. Still, them conditions would be more congenial-like. I aint as active as I used to be. A nice yacht an some good old fifty-cent cigars an a cool breezed just about do for me.

Youre too modest, John. You want too little. You ought to ask for something more suited to your Lucullian instincts. What do you say to a house in Fifth Avenue, a country place at Newport, and the friendship of a few dukes and earls?

Well, Im not backward, he replied. If them things was to come my way I guess I could live up to em. Aw, haw!

Truly, truly, John, youre quite right, but you might throw in a few shovelfuls of shavings just to show that there are no hard feelings between you and the company while youre waiting for all this. I notice your steam is getting low, eh? What?

Hang the steam! If the road was decent theyd give a man coal to burn. It takes a hundred tons of shavins a day to keep this blinged old cormorant goin. Think of me havin to stand here all day an shovelin in shavins! Seems to me all I do here is shovel. Im an engineer, not a fireman. They ought to gimme a man for that, by rights.

Quite so! Quite so! Well see about that later  only, for the present, the shavings for yours. Back to the shovel, John! The tone was heavily bantering.

Well, the steam was gettin a little low, John would cheerfully acknowledge, once he was able to resume his position in the doorway. It was these painful interruptions which piqued him so.

Out of such chaffering and bickering as this it was that the spirit of the Idlewild finally took its rise. It came up from the sea of thought, I presume.

Whats the matter with us having a boat of our own, John? I said to him one day. Here we are, out here on the bounding main, or mighty near it. This is as good as any craft, this old shop. Ease the thing around and hoist the Jolly Roger, and Ill sail you up to White Plains. Whats the matter with calling her the Idlewild? The men will furnish the idle, and the bosses will furnish the wild, eh? Hows that for an appropriate title?

Haw! Haw! exclaimed stout John. Bully! Well fix er up to-day. You be the captain an Ill be the mate an

Far be it from me, John, I replied humbly and generously, seeing that he had the one point of vantage in this whole institution which would serve admirably as a captains cabin  with his consent, of course. It was more or less like a captains cabin on a tug-boat, at that, picturesque and with a sea view, as it were. You be the captain and Ill be the mate. Far be it from me to infringe on a good old sea dogs rights. Youre the captain, all right, and this is a plenty good enough cabin. Im content to be mate. Open up steam, Cap, and well run the boat up and down the yard a few times. Look out the window and see how she blows. Its ho! for a life on the bounding main, and a jolly old crew are we!

Right-o, my hearty! he now agreed, slapping me on the back at the same time that he reached for the steamcock and let off a few preliminary blasts of steam  by way of showing that we were moving, as it were. The idea that we were aboard a real yacht and about to cruise forth actually seized upon my fancy in a most erratic and delightsome way. It did on Johns, too. Plainly we needed some such idyllic dream. Outside was the blue water of the river. Far up and down were many craft sailing like ourselves, I said.

Inside of fifteen minutes we had appointed the smith, bosn, and little Ike, the smiths helper, the bosns mate. And we had said that the carpenters and turners and millwrights were the crew and that the guineas were the scullions. Mentally, we turned the engineroom into the captains cabin, and here now was nothing but Heave ho-s and How does she blow thar, Bill-s? and Shiver my timbers-s and Blast my top-lights-s for days to come. We heaved ho at seven oclock in the morning when the engine started, lay to and dropped anchor at noon when the engine stopped, hoisted and set sail again at one, for heaven knows what port, and sighted Spike and put hard to port at six. Sometimes during the day when it was hot and we were very tired we took ideal runs to Coney and Manhattan Beach and Newport, where the best of breezes are, in imagination, anyhow, and we found it equally easy to sail to all points of the compass in all sorts of weather. Many was the time we visited Paris and London and Rome and Constantinople, all in the same hour, regardless, and our calls upon the nobility of these places were always a matter of light comment. At night we always managed to promptly haul up at Spike, which was another subject of constant congratulation between the captain and the mate. For if we had missed our trains and gotten home late!  Regardless of the fact that we were seafaring men, we wanted our day to end promptly, I noticed.

During the days which followed we elaborated our idea, and the Idlewild became more of a reality than is to be easily understood by those who have not indulged in a similar fancy. We looked upon the shop as a trusty ship with a wheel at the stern, where the millwright, an Irishman by the name of Cullen, ran the giant plane, and an anchor at the prow, where the engine-room was. And there was a light in the captains eye at times which, to me at least, betokened a real belief. It is so easy to enter upon a fancy, especially when it is pleasing. He would stand in the doorway of his small, hot engine-room, or lean out of the window which commanded the beautiful sweep of water so close to our door, and at times I verily believe he thought we were under way, so great is the power of self-hypnotism. The river was so blue and smooth these summer days, the passing boats so numerous. We could see the waters race to and fro as the tides changed. It was such a relief from the dull wearisome grind of shoveling in shavings and carrying out ashes or loading cars, as I was occasionally compelled to do  for my health, in my own case, I should explain. I am sure that, as an ordinary fifteen-cent-an-hour-shaving-carrier, I valued my title of mate as much as I ever valued anything, and the smith, the village smith, was smilingly proud to be hailed as Bosn. Little Ike being of an order of mind that fancied the world ended somewhere abruptly in the Rocky Mountains, and that you really could shoot buffaloes after you left Buffalo, New York, did not grasp the meaning of it all at once, but at last it dawned upon him. When he got the idea that we really considered this a ship and that he was the bosns mate with the privilege of lowering the boats in case of a wreck or other disaster, he was beside himself.

Hully chee! he exclaimed, me a bosns mate! Dats de real ting, aint it! Heave ho, dere! And he fell back on the captains locker and kicked his heels in the air.

You want to remember, though, Ike, I said, once in an evil moment  what small things regulate the good and evil fortunes of all things! that this is the captains cabin and bosns mates are not much shucks on a vessel such as the Idlewild. If you want to retain your position you want to be respectful, and above all, obedient. For instance, if the captain should choose to have you act as stoker for a few minutes now and then, it would be your place to rejoice at the request. You get that, do you?

Not on yer life, replied Ike irritably, who understood well enough that this meant more work.

Thats right, though, chimed in big John, pleased beyond measure at this latest development. Im captain here now, an you dont want to forget that. No back lip from any bosns mate. What the mate says goes. The shovel for yours, bosn, on orders from the captain. Now jist to show that the boats in runnin order you can chuck in a few shovelfuls right now.

Na! I will not!

Come, Ike, I said, no insubordination. You cant go back on the captain like that. We have the irons for recalcitrants, and I eyed a pile of old rusty chains lying outside the door. We might have to truss him up, Cap, and lay him down below, and to prove the significance of my thought I picked up one end of a chain and rattled it solemnly. The captain half choked with fat laughter.

Thats right. Git the shovel there, Ike.

Ike looked as if he doubted the regularity of this, as if life on the briny deep might not be all that it was cracked up to be, but for the sake of regularity and in order not to be reduced to the shameful condition of a scullion, or worse, irons, which was the only alternative offered, he complied. After he had thrown in eight scoopfuls we both agreed that this was true order and that the organization and dignity of the Idlewild might well be looked upon now as established.

Things went from good to better. We persuaded Joe, who was the millwrights assistant, back at the wheel, that his dignity would be greatly enhanced in this matter if he were to accept the position of day watch, particularly since his labors in that capacity would accord with his bounden duties as a hireling of the road; for, if he were stationed in the rear (front room, actually) anyhow, and compelled, owing to the need of receiving and taking away various planks and boards as they came out of the planes and molding machines, to walk to and fro, it would be an easy matter to notice any suspicious lights on the horizon forward and to come aft at once, or at least at such times as the boss was not looking, or when he came to heat his coffee or get a drink, and report.

Amiable Joe! I can see him yet, tall, ungainly, stoop-shouldered, a slight cast in one eye, his head bobbing like a ducks as he walked  a most agreeable and pathetic person. His dreams were so simple, his wants so few. He lived with his sister somewhere in Eleventh Avenue downtown in a tenement, and carried home bundles of firewood to her at night all this great distance, to help out. He received (not earned  he did much more than that) seventeen and a half cents an hour, and dreamed of what? I could never quite make out. Marriage? A little cheap flat somewhere? Life is so pathetic at times.

Light on the starboard bow, or Light on the port bow, were the chosen phrases which we told him he was in duty bound to use, adding always Sir, as respectful subordinates should. Also we insisted on his instantly making known to us at such times as we twain happened to be in the engine-room together, all bell buoys, whistle buoys, lighthouses, passing vessels and most of all the monthly pay car as it rounded the curve half a mile up the track about the fifteenth of every month. The matter of reporting the approach of the pay car was absolutely without exception. If he failed to do that we would be compelled, sad as it might be and excellent as his other services had been, to put him in irons. Here we showed him the irons also.

Joe cheerfully accepted. For days thereafter he would come back regularly when the need of heating his coffee or securing a drink necessitated, and lifting a straight forefinger to his forehead, would report, Light on the port bow, Sir. I think its in the steel works jist up the track here, or Light on the starboard, Sir. Its the fast mail, maybe, for Chicago, jist passin Kingsbridge.

No thinks, Joseph, I used to reprimand. You are not supposed to give your thinks. If the captain wishes to know what it is, he will ask. Back to the molding machine for yours, Joseph.

Joseph, shock-headed, with dusty hair, weak eyes and a weaker smile, would retire, and then we would look at each other, the captain and I, and grin, and he would exclaim:

Pretty fair discipline, mate.

Oh, I think weve got em going, Captain.

Nothin like order, mate.

Youre right, Cap.

I dont suppose the mated ever condescend to take orders like that, eh, mate?

Well, hardly, Cap.

Still, you dont want to forget that Im captain, mate.

And you dont want to forget that Im mate, Captain.

Thus we would badger one another until one of the scullion crew arrived, when without loss of dignity on either side we could easily turn our attention to him.

And these scullions! What a dull crew! Gnarled, often non-English-speaking foreigners against or in front of whom we could jest to our hearts content. They could not even guess the amazing things we were ordering them to do on penalty of this, that, and the other.

Things went from better to best. We reached the place where the fact of the shops being a ship, and the engineer the captain, and I the mate, and the smith the bosn, ad infinitum, came to be a matter of general knowledge, and we were admired and congratulated and laughed with until nearly all the workers of the shop, with some trifling and unimportant exceptions, the foreman for one, began to share our illusion  carpenters, cabinet-makers, joiners, all. The one exception, as I say, was the foreman, only he was a host in himself, a mean, ill-dispositioned creature, of course, who looked upon all such ideas as fol-de-rol, and in a way subversive of order and good work. He was red-headed, big-handed, big-footed, dull. He had no imagination beyond lumber and furniture, no poetry in his soul. But the crew, the hundred-headed crew, accepted it as a relief. They liked to think they were not really working, but out upon a blue and dancing sea, and came back one by one, the carpenters, the tinsmiths, the millwrights, one and all, with cheerful grins to do us honor.

So youre the captain, eh? lazy old Jack, the partner of car-loading Carder, asked of the engineer, and John looked his full dignity at once.

That I am, Jack, he replied, only able seamen aint supposed to ask too many familiar questions. Are they, mate?

Well, I should say not, I replied, arriving with a basket of shavings. Able seamen should always salute the captain before addressing him, anyhow, and never fail to say Sir. Still, our crew is new. Its not very able and the seamen end of it is a little on the fritz, Im thinking. But, all things considered, we can afford to overlook a few errors until we get everything well in hand. Eh, Captain?

Right, mate, returned the captain genially. Youre always right  nearly.

Before I could start an argument on this score, one of the able seamen, one who was thus discourteously commented on, observed, I dont know about that. Seems to me the mate of this here ship aint any too much shucks, or the captain either.

The captain and I were a little dismayed by this. What to do with an able seaman who was too strong and too dull to take the whole thing in the proper spirit? It threatened smooth sailing! This particular person was old Stephen Bowers, the carpenter from the second floor who never to us seemed to have quite the right lightness of spirit to make a go of all this. He was too likely to turn rough but well-meant humor into a personal affront to himself.

Well, Captain, there you are, I said cautiously, with a desire to maintain order and yet peace. Mutiny, you see.

It does look that way, dont it? big John replied, eyeing the newcomer with a quizzical expression, half humorous, half severe. Whatll we do, mate, under such circumstances?

Lower a boat, Captain, and set him adrift, I suggested, or put him on bread and water, along with the foreman and the superintendent. Theyre the two worst disturbers aboard the boat. We cant have these insubordinates breaking up our discipline.

This last, deftly calculated to flatter, was taken in good part, and bridged over the difficulty for the time being. Nothing was taken so much in good part or seemed to soothe the feelings of the rebellious as to include them with their superiors in an order of punishment which on the very first day of the cruise it had been decided was necessary to lay upon all the guiding officers of the plant. We could not hope to control them, so ostensibly we placed them in irons, or lowered them in boats, classifying them as mutineers and the foremans office as the lock-up. It went well.

Oh no, oh no, I dont want to be put in that class, old Bowers replied, the flattering unction having smoothed his ruffled soul. Im not so bad as all that.

Very well, then, I replied briskly. What do you think, Captain?

The latter looked at me and smiled.

Do you think we kin let him go this wunst? he inquired of me.

Sure, sure, I replied. If hes certain he doesnt want to join the superintendent and the foreman.

Old Bowers went away smiling, seemingly convinced that we were going to run the boat in shipshape fashion, and before long most of the good-natured members of the crew consented to have themselves called able seamen.

For nearly a month thereafter, during all the finest summer weather, there existed the most charming life aboard this ideal vessel. We used the shop and all its details for the idlest purposes of our fancy. Hammers became belaying pins, the machines of the shop ships ballast, the logs in the yard floating debris. When the yard became too cluttered, as it did once, we pretended we were in Sargasso and had to cut our way out  a process that took quite a few days. We were about all day commenting on the weather in nautical phrases, sighting strange vessels, reporting disorders or mutiny on the part of the officers in irons, or the men, or announcing the various bells, lighthouses, etc.

In an evil hour, however, we lit upon the wretched habit of pitching upon little Ike, the butt of a thousand quips. Being incapable of grasping the true edge of our humor, he was the one soul who was yet genial enough to take it and not complain. We called upon him to shovel ashes, to split the wood, to run aft, that was, to the back gate, and see how the water stood. More than once he was threatened with those same irons previously mentioned, and on one occasion we actually dragged in a length, pretending to bind him with it and fasten him to the anvil (with the bosns consent, of course), which resulted in a hearty struggle, almost a row. We told him we would put him in an old desk crate we had, a prison, no less, and once or twice, in a spirit of deviltry, John tried to carry out his threat, nailing him in, much against his will. Finally we went to the length of attempting to physically enforce our commands when he did not obey, which of course ended in disaster.

It was this way. Ike was in the habit of sweeping up his room  the smiths shop  at three oclock in the afternoon, which was really not reasonable considering that there were three hours of work ahead of all of us, and that he was inclined to resent having his fine floor mussed up thereafter. On the other hand I had to carry shavings through there all this time, and it was a sore temptation to drop a few now and then just for the devils sake. After due consultation with the captain, I once requested him to order that the bosns mate leave the floor untouched until half past four, at least, which was early enough. The bosns mate replied with the very cheering news that the captain could go to the devil. He wasnt going to kill himself for anybody, and besides, the foreman had once told him he might do this if he chose, heaven only knows why. What did the captain think that he (the bosns mate) was, anyhow?

Here at last was a stiff problem. Mutiny! Mutiny! Mutiny! What was to be done? Plainly this was inconveniencing the mate and besides, it was mutiny. And in addition it so lacerated our sense of dignity and order that we decided it could not be. Only, how to arrange it. We had been putting so much upon the bosns mate of late that he was becoming a little rebellious, and justly so, I think. He was always doing a dozen things he need not have done. Still, unless we could command him, the whole official management of this craft would go by the board, or so we thought. Finally we decided to act, but how? Direct orders, somehow, were somewhat difficult to enforce. After due meditation we took the bosn, a most approving officer and one who loved to tease Ike (largely because he wanted to feel superior himself, I think), into our confidence and one late afternoon just after Ike had, figuratively speaking, swabbed up the deck, the latter sent him to some other part of the shop, or vessel, rather, while we strewed shavings over his newly cleaned floor with a shameless and lavish hand. It was intensely delicious, causing gales of laughter at the time  but  . Ike came back and cleaned this up  not without a growl, however. He did not take it in the cheerful spirit in which we hoped he would. In fact he was very morose about it, calling us names and threatening to go to the foreman [in the lock-up] if we did it again. However, in spite of all, and largely because of the humorous spectacle he in his rage presented we did it not once, but three or four times and that after he had most laboriously cleaned his room. A last assault one afternoon, however, resulted in a dash on his part to the foremans office.

Im not goin to stand it, he is declared to have said by one who was by at the time when he appeared in front of that official. Theyre strewin up my floor with shavins two an three times every day after Ive cleaned it up for the day. Ill quit first.

The foreman, that raw, non-humorous person previously described, who evidently sympathized with Ike and who, in addition, from various sources, had long since learned what was going on, came down in a trice. He had decided to stop this nonsense.

I want you fellows to cut that out now, he declared vigorously on seeing us. Its all right, but it wont do. Dont rub it in. Let him alone. Ive heard of this ship stuff. Its all damn nonsense.

The captain and mate gazed at each other in sad solemnity. Could it be that Ike had turned traitor? This was anarchy. He had not only complained of us but of the ship.  the Idlewild! What snakiness of soul! We retired to a corner of our now storm-tossed vessel and consulted in whispers. What would we do? Would we let her sink or try to save her? Perhaps it was advisable for the present to cease pushing the joke too far in that quarter, anyhow. Ike might cause the whole ship to be destroyed.

Nevertheless, even yet there were ways and ways of keeping her afloat and punishing an insubordinate even when no official authority existed. Ike had loved the engineroom, or rather, the captains office, above all other parts of the vessel because it was so comfortable. Here between tedious moments of pounding iron for the smith or blowing the bellows or polishing various tools that had been sharpened, he could retire on occasion, when the boss was not about and the work not pressing (it was the very next room to his) and gaze from the captains door or window out on the blue waters of the Hudson where lay the yachts, and up the same stream where stood the majestic palisades. At noon or a little before he could bring his cold coffee, sealed in a tin can, to the captains engine and warm it. Again, the captains comfortable locker held his coat and hat, the captains wash bowl  a large wooden tub to one side of the engine into which comforting warm water could be drawn  served as an ideal means of washing up. Since the bosns mate had become friendly with the captain, he too had all these privileges. But now, in view of his insubordination, all this was changed. Why should a rebellious bosns mate be allowed to obtain favors of the captain? More in jest than in earnest one day it was announced that unless the bosns mate would forego his angry opposition to a less early scrubbed deck  

Well, mate, the captain observed to the latter in the presence of the bosns mate, with a lusty wink and a leer, you know how it goes with these here insubordinates, dont you? No more hot coffee at noon time, unless theres more order here. No more cleanin up in the captains tub. No more settin in the captains window takin in the cool mornin breeze, as well as them yachts. What say? Eh? We know what to do with these here now insubordinates, dont we, mate, eh? This last with a very huge wink.

Youre right, Captain. Very right, the mate replied. Youre on the right track now. No more favors  unless  Order must be maintained, you know.

Oh, all right, replied little Ike now, fully in earnest and thinking we were. If I cant, I cant. Jist the same I dont pick up no shavins after four, and off he strolled.

Think of it, final and complete mutiny, and there was nothing more really to be done.

All we could do now was to watch him as he idled by himself at odd free moments down by the waterside in an odd corner of the point, a lonely figure, his trousers and coat too large, his hands and feet too big, his yellow teeth protruding. No one of the other workingmen ever seemed to be very enthusiastic over Ike, he was so small, so queer; no one, really, but the captain and the mate, and now they had deserted him.

It was tough.

Yet still another ill descended on us before we came to the final loss, let us say, of the good craft Idlewild. In another evil hour the captain and the mate themselves fell upon the question of priority, a matter which, so long as they had had Ike to trifle with, had never troubled them. Now as mate and the originator of this sea-going enterprise, I began to question the authority of the captain himself occasionally, and to insist on sharing as my undeniable privilege all the dignities and emoluments of the office  to wit: the best seat in the window where the wind blew, the morning paper when the boss was not about, the right to stand in the doorway, use the locker, etc. The captain objected, solely on the ground of priority, mind you, and still we fell a-quarreling. The mate in a stormy, unhappy hour was reduced by the captain to the position of mere scullion, and ordered, upon pain of personal assault, to vacate the captains cabin. The mate reduced the captain to the position of stoker and stood in the doorway in great glee while the latter, perforce, owing to the exigencies of his position, was compelled to stoke whether he wanted to or no. It could not be avoided. The engine had to be kept going. In addition, the mate had brought many morning papers, an occasional cigar for the captain, etc. There was much rancor and discord and finally the whole affair, ship, captain, mate and all, was declared by the mate to be a creation of his brain, a phantom, no less, and that by his mere act of ignoring it the whole ship  officers, men, masts, boats, sails  could be extinguished, scuttled, sent down without a ripple to that limbo of seafaring men, the redoubtable Davy Joness locker.

The captain was not inclined to believe this at first. On the contrary, like a good skipper, he attempted to sail the craft alone. Only, unlike the mate, he lacked the curious faculty of turning jest and fancy into seeming fact. There was a something missing which made the whole thing seem unreal. Like two rival generals, we now called upon a single army to follow us individually, but the crew, seeing that there was war in the cabin, stood off in doubt and, I fancy, indifference. It was not important enough in their hardworking lives to go to the length of risking the personal ill-will of either of us, and so for want of agreement, the ship finally disappeared.

Yes, she went down. The Idlewild was gone, and with her, all her fine seas, winds, distant cities, fogs, storms.

For a time indeed, we went charily by each other.

Still it behooved us, seeing how, in spite of ourselves, we had to work in the same room and there was no way of getting rid of each others obnoxious presence, to find a common ground on which we could work and talk. There had never been any real bitterness between us  just jest, you know, but serious jest, a kind of silent sorrow for many fine things gone. Yet still that had been enough to keep everything out of order. Now from time to time each of us thought of restoring the old life in some form, however weak it might be. Without some form of humor the shop was a bore to the mate and the captain, anyhow. Finally the captain sobering to his old state, and the routine work becoming dreadfully monotonous, both mate and captain began to think of some way in which they, at least, could agree.

Remember the Idlewild, Henry? asked the ex-captain one day genially, long after time and fair weather had glossed over the wretched memory of previous quarrels and dissensions.

That I do, John, I replied pleasantly.

Great old boat she was, wasnt she, Henry?

She was, John.

An the bosns mate, he wasnt such a bad old scout, was he, Henry, even if he wouldnt quit sweepin up the shavins?

He certainly wasnt, John. He was a fine little fellow. Remember the chains, John?

Haw! Haw! echoed that worthy, and then, Do you think the old Idlewild could ever be found where shes lyin down there on the bottom, mate?

Well, she might, Captain, only shed hardly be the same old boat that she was now that shes been down there so long, would she  all these dissensions and so on? Wouldnt it be easier to build a new one  dont you think?

I dont know but what youre right, mate. Whatd we call her if we did?

Well, how about the Harmony, Captain? That sounds rather appropriate, doesnt it?

The Harmony, mate? Youre right  the Harmony. Shall we? Put er there!

Put her there, replied the mate with a will. Well organize a new crew right away, Captain  eh, dont you think?

Right! Wait, well call the bosn an see what he says.

Just then the bosn appeared, smiling goodnaturedly.

Well, whats up? he inquired, noting our unusually cheerful faces, I presume. You aint made it up, have you, you two? he exclaimed.

Thats what we have, bosn, an whats more, were thinkin of raisin the old Idlewild an renamin her the Harmony, or, rather, buildin a new one. What say? It was the captain talking.

Well, Im mighty glad to hear it, only I dont think you can have your old bosns mate any longer, boys. Hes gonna quit.

Gonna quit! we both exclaimed at once, and sadly, and John added seriously and looking really distressed, Whats the trouble there? Whos been doin anything to him now? We both felt guilty because of our part in his pains.

Well, Ike kind o feels that the shops been rubbin it into him of late for some reason, observed the bosn heavily. I dont know why. He thinks you two have been tryin to freeze him out, I guess. Says he cant do anything any more, that everybody makes fun of him and shuts him out.

We stared at each other in wise illumination, the new captain and the new mate. After all, we were plainly the cause of poor little Ikes depression, and we were the ones who could restore him to favor if we chose. It was the captains cabin he sighed for  his old pleasant prerogatives.

Oh, we cant lose Ike, Captain, I said. What good would the Harmony be without him? We sorely cant let anything like that happen, can we? Not now, anyhow.

Youre right, mate, he replied. There never was a better bosns mate, never. The Harmonys got to have im. Lets talk reason to him, if we can.

In company then we three went to him, this time not to torment or chastise, but to coax and plead with him not to forsake the shop, or the ship, now that everything was going to be as before  only better  and  

Well, we did.


MARRIED

In connection with their social adjustment, one to the other, during the few months they had been together, there had occurred a number of things which made clearer to Duer and Marjorie the problematic relationship which existed between them, though it must be confessed it was clearer chiefly to him. The one thing which had been troubling Duer was not whether he would fit agreeably into her social dreams  he knew he would, so great was her love for him  but whether she would fit herself into his. Of all his former friends, he could think of only a few who would be interested in Marjorie, or she in them. She cared nothing for the studio life, except as it concerned him, and he knew no other.

Because of his volatile, enthusiastic temperament, it was easy to see, now that she was with him constantly, that he could easily be led into one relationship and another which concerned her not at all. He was for running here, there, and everywhere, just as he had before marriage, and it was very hard for him to see that Marjorie should always be with him. As a matter of fact, it occurred to him as strange that she should want to be. She would not be interested in all the people he knew, he thought. Now that he was living with her and observing her more closely, he was quite sure that most of the people he had known in the past, even in an indifferent way, would not appeal to her at all.

Take Cassandra Draper, for instance, or Neva Badger, or Edna Bainbridge, with her budding theatrical talent, or Cornelia Skiff, or Volida Blackstone  any of these women of the musical art-studio world with their radical ideas, their indifference to appearances, their semisecret immorality. And yet any of these women would be glad to see him socially, unaccompanied by his wife, and he would be glad to see them. He liked them. Most of them had not seen Marjorie, but, if they had, he fancied that they would feel about her much as he did  that is, that she did not like them, really did not fit with their world. She could not understand their point of view, he saw that. She was for one life, one love. All this excitement about entertainment, their gathering in this studio and that, this meeting of radicals and models and budding theatrical stars which she had heard him and others talking about  she suspected of it no good results. It was too feverish, too far removed from the commonplace of living to which she had been accustomed. She had been raised on a farm where, if she was not actually a farmers daughter, she had witnessed what a real struggle for existence meant.

Out in Iowa, in the neighborhood of Avondale, there were no artists, no models, no budding actresses, no incipient playwrights, such as Marjorie found here about her. There, people worked, and worked hard. Her father was engaged at this minute in breaking the soil of his fields for the spring planting  an old man with a white beard, an honest, kindly eye, a broad, kindly charity, a sense of duty. Her mother was bending daily over a cook-stove, preparing meals, washing dishes, sewing clothes, mending socks, doing the thousand and one chores which fall to the lot of every good housewife and mother. Her sister Cecily, for all her gaiety and beauty, was helping her mother, teaching school, going to church, and taking the commonplace facts of mid-Western life in a simple, good-natured, unambitious way. And there was none of that toplofty sense of superiority which marked the manner of these Eastern upstarts.

Duer had suggested that they give a tea, and decided that they should invite Charlotte Russell and Mildred Ayres, who were both still conventionally moral in their liberalism; Francis Hatton, a young sculptor, and Miss Ollie Stearns, the latter because she had a charming contralto voice and could help them entertain. Marjorie was willing to invite both Miss Russell and Miss Ayres, not because she really wanted to know either of them but because she did not wish to appear arbitrary and especially contrary. In her estimation, Duer liked these people too much. They were friends of too long standing. She reluctantly wrote them to come, and because they liked Duer and because they wished to see the kind of wife he had, they came.

There was no real friendship to be established between Marjorie and Miss Ayres, however, for their outlook on life was radically different, though Miss Ayres was as conservative as Marjorie in her attitude, and as set in her convictions. But the latter had decided, partly because Duer had neglected her, partly because Marjorie was the victor in this contest, that he had made a mistake; she was convinced that Marjorie had not sufficient artistic apprehension, sufficient breadth of outlook, to make a good wife for him. She was charming enough to look at, of course, she had discovered that in her first visit; but there was really not enough in her socially, she was not sufficiently trained in the ways of the world, not sufficiently wise and interesting to make him an ideal companion. In addition she insisted on thinking this vigorously and, smile as she might and be as gracious as she might, it showed in her manner. Marjorie noticed it. Duer did, too. He did not dare intimate to either what he thought, but he felt that there would be no peace. It worried him, for he liked Mildred very much; but, alas! Marjorie had no good to say of her.

As for Charlotte Russell, he was grateful to her for the pleasant manner in which she steered between Scylla and Charybdis. She saw at once what Marjories trouble was, and did her best to allay suspicions by treating Duer formally in her presence. It was Mr. Wilde here and Mr. Wilde there, with most of her remarks addressed to Marjorie; but she did not find it easy sailing, after all. Marjorie was suspicious. There was none of the old freedom any more which had existed between Charlotte and Duer. He saw, by Marjories manner, the moment he became the least exuberant and free that it would not do. That evening he said, forgetting himself:

Hey, Charlotte, you skate! Come over here. I want to show you something.

He forgot all about it afterward, but Marjorie reminded him.

Honey, she began, when she was in his arms before the fire, and he was least expecting it, what makes you be so free with people when they call here? Youre not the kind of man that can really afford to be free with any one. Dont you know you cant? Youre too big; youre too great. You just belittle yourself when you do it, and it makes them think that they are your equal when they are not.

Who has been acting free now? he asked sourly, on the instant, and yet with a certain make-believe of manner, dreading the storm of feeling, the atmosphere of censure and control which this remark forboded.

Why, you have! she persisted correctively, and yet apparently mildly and innocently. You always do. You dont exercise enough dignity, dearie. It isnt that you havent it naturally  you just dont exercise it. I know how it is; you forget.

Duer stirred with opposition at this, for she was striking him on his tenderest spot  his pride. It was true that he did lack dignity at times. He knew it. Because of his affection for the beautiful or interesting things  women, men, dramatic situations, songs, anything  he sometimes became very gay and free, talking loudly, using slang expressions, laughing boisterously. It was a failing with him, he knew. He carried it to excess at times. His friends, his most intimate ones in the musical profession had noted it before this. In his own heart he regretted these things afterward, but he couldnt help them, apparently. He liked excitement, freedom, gaiety  naturalness, as he called it  it helped him in his musical work, but it hurt him tremendously if he thought that any one else noticed it as out of the ordinary. He was exceedingly sensitive, and this developing line of criticism of Marjories was something new to him. He had never noticed anything of that in her before marriage.

Up to the time of the ceremony, and for a little while afterward, it had appeared to him as if he were lord and master. She had always seemed so dependent on him, so anxious that he should take her. Why, her very life had been in his hands, as it were, or so he had thought! And now  he tried to think back over the evening and see what it was he had done or said, but he couldnt remember anything. Everything seemed innocent enough. He couldnt recall a single thing, and yet  

I dont know what youre talking about, he replied sourly, withdrawing into himself. I havent noticed that I lack dignity so much. I have a right to be cheerful, havent I? You seem to be finding a lot thats wrong with me.

Now please dont get angry, Duer, she persisted, anxious to apply the corrective measure of her criticism, but willing, at the same time, to use the quickness of his sympathy for her obvious weakness and apparent helplessness to shield herself from him. I cant ever tell you anything if youre going to be angry. You dont lack dignity generally, honey-bun! You only forget at times. Dont you know how it is?

She was cuddling up to him, her voice quavering, her hand stroking his cheek, in a curious effort to combine affection and punishment at the same time. Duer felt nothing but wrath, resentment, discouragement, failure.

No, I dont, he replied crossly. What did I do? I dont recall doing anything that was so very much out of the way.

It wasnt that it was so very much, honey; it was just the way you did it. You forget, I know. But it doesnt look right. It belittles you.

What did I do? he insisted impatiently.

Why, it wasnt anything so very much. It was just when you had the pictures of those new sculptures which Mr. Hatton lent you, and you were showing them to Miss Russell. Dont you remember what you said  how you called her over to you?

No, he answered, having by now completely forgotten. He was thinking that accidentally he might have slipped his arm about Charlotte, or that he might have said something out of the way jestingly about the pictures; but Marjorie could not have heard. He was so careful these days, anyway.

Why, you said: Hey, Charlotte, you skate! Come over here. Now, what a thing to say to a girl! Dont you see how ugly it sounds, how vulgar? She cant enjoy that sort of remark, particularly in my presence, do you think? She must know that I cant like it, that Id rather you wouldnt talk that way, particularly here. And if she were the right sort of girl she wouldnt want you to talk to her at all that way. Dont you know she wouldnt? She couldnt. Now, really, no good woman would, would she?

Duer flushed angrily. Good heaven! Were such innocent, simple things as this to be made the subject of comment and criticism! Was his life, because of his sudden, infatuated marriage, to be pulled down to a level he had never previously even contemplated? Why  why  This catechising, so new to his life, so different to anything he had ever endured in his youth or since, was certain to irritate him greatly, to be a constant thorn in his flesh. It cut him to the core. He got up, putting Marjorie away from him, for they were sitting in a big chair before the fire, and walked to the window.

I dont see that at all, he said stubbornly. I dont see anything in that remark to raise a row about. Why, for goodness sake! I have known Charlotte Russell  for years and years, it seems, although it has only been a little while at that. Shes like a sister to me. I like her. She doesnt mind what I say. Id stake my life she never thought anything about it. No one would who likes me as well as she does. Why do you pitch on that to make a fuss about, for heavens sake?

Please dont swear, Duer, exclaimed Marjorie anxiously, using this expression for criticising him further. It isnt nice in you, and it doesnt sound right toward me. Im your wife. It doesnt make any difference how long youve known her; I dont think its nice to talk to her in that way, particularly in my presence. You say youve known her so well and you like her so much. Very well. But dont you think you ought to consider me a little, now that Im your wife? Dont you think that you oughtnt to want to do anything like that any more, even if you have known her so well  dont you think? Youre married now, and it doesnt look right to others, whatever you think of me. It cant look right to her, if shes as nice as you say she is.

Duer listened to this semipleading, semichastising harangue with disturbed, opposed, and irritated ears. Certainly, there was some truth in what she said; but wasnt it an awfully small thing to raise a row about?

Why should she quarrel with him for that? Couldnt he ever be lightsome in his form of address any more? It was true that it did sound a little rough, now that he thought of it. Perhaps it wasnt exactly the thing to say in her presence, but Charlotte didnt mind. They had known each other much too long. She hadnt noticed it one way or the other; and here was Marjorie charging him with being vulgar and inconsiderate, and Charlotte with being not the right sort of girl, and practically vulgar, also, on account of it. It was too much. It was too narrow, too conventional. He wasnt going to tolerate anything like that permanently.

He was about to say something mean in reply, make some cutting commentary, when Marjorie came over to him. She saw that she had lashed him and Charlotte and his generally easy attitude pretty thoroughly, and that he was becoming angry. Perhaps, because of his sensitiveness, he would avoid this sort of thing in the future. Anyhow, now that she had lived with him four months, she was beginning to understand him better, to see the quality of his moods, the strength of his passions, the nature of his weaknesses, how quickly he responded to the blandishments of pretended sorrow, joy, affection, or distress. She thought she could reform him at her leisure. She saw that he looked upon her in his superior way as a little girl  largely because of the size of her body. He seemed to think that, because she was little, she must be weak, whereas she knew that she had the use and the advantage of a wisdom, a tactfulness and a subtlety of which he did not even dream. Compared to her, he was not nearly as wise as he thought, at least in matters relating to the affections. Hence, any appeal to his sympathies, his strength, almost invariably produced a reaction from any antagonistic mood in which she might have placed him. She saw him now as a mother might see a great, overgrown, sulking boy, needing only to be coaxed to be brought out of a very unsatisfactory condition, and she decided to bring him out of it. For a short period in her life she had taught children in school, and knew the incipient moods of the race very well.

Now, Duer, she coaxed, youre not really going to be angry with me, are you? Youre not going to be mad to me? (imitating childish language).

Oh, dont bother, Marjorie, he replied distantly. Its all right. No; Im not angry. Only lets not talk about it any more.

You are angry, though, Duer, she wheedled, slipping her arm around him. Please dont be mad to me. Im sorry now. I talk too much. I get mad. I know I oughtnt. Please dont be mad at me, honey-bun. Ill get over this after a while. Ill do better. Please, I will. Please dont be mad, will you?

He could not stand this coaxing very long. Just as he thought, he did look upon her as a child, and this pathetic baby-talk was irresistible. He smiled grimly after a while. She was so little. He ought to endure her idiosyncrasies of temperament. Besides, he had never treated her right. He had not been faithful to his engagement-vows. If she only knew how bad he really was!

Marjorie slipped her arm through his and stood leaning against him. She loved this tall, slender distinguished-looking youth, and she wanted to take care of him. She thought that she was doing this now, when she called attention to his faults. Some day, by her persistent efforts maybe, he would overcome these silly, disagreeable, offensive traits. He would overcome being undignified; he would see that he needed to show her more consideration than he now seemed to think he did. He would learn that he was married. He would become a quiet, reserved, forceful man, weary of the silly women who were buzzing round him solely because he was a musician and talented and good-looking, and then he would be truly great. She knew what they wanted, these nasty women  they would like to have him for themselves. Well, they wouldnt get him. And they neednt think they would. She had him. He had married her. And she was going to keep him. They could just buzz all they pleased, but they wouldnt get him. So there!

There had been other spats following this  one relating to Duer not having told his friends of his marriage for some little time afterward, an oversight which in his easy going bohemian brain augured no deep planted seed of disloyalty, but just a careless, indifferent way of doing things, whereas in hers it flowered as one of the most unpardonable things imaginable! Imagine any one in the Middle West doing anything like that  any one with a sound, sane conception of the responsibilities and duties of marriage, its inviolable character! For Marjorie, having come to this estate by means of a hardly won victory, was anxious lest any germ of inattentiveness, lack of consideration, alien interest, or affection flourish and become a raging disease which would imperil or destroy the conditions on which her happiness was based. After every encounter with Miss Ayres, for instance, whom she suspected of being one of his former flames, a girl who might have become his wife, there were fresh charges to be made. She didnt invite Marjorie to sit down sufficiently quickly when she called at her studio, was one complaint; she didnt offer her a cup of tea at the hour she called another afternoon, though it was quite time for it. She didnt invite her to sing or play on another occasion, though there were others there who were invited.

I gave her one good shot, though, said Marjorie, one day, to Duer, in narrating her troubles. Shes always talking about her artistic friends. I as good as asked her why she didnt marry, if she is so much sought after.

Duer did not understand the mental sword-thrusts involved in these feminine bickerings. He was likely to be deceived by the airy geniality which sometimes accompanied the bitterest feeling. He could stand by listening to a conversation between Marjorie and Miss Ayres, or Marjorie and any one else whom she did not like, and miss all the subtle stabs and cutting insinuations which were exchanged, and of which Marjorie was so thoroughly capable. He did not blame her for fighting for herself if she thought she was being injured, but he did object to her creating fresh occasions, and this, he saw, she was quite capable of doing. She was constantly looking for new opportunities to fight with Mildred Ayres and Miss Russell or any one else whom she thought he truly liked, whereas with those in whom he could not possibly be interested she was genial (and even affectionate) enough. But Duer also thought that Mildred might be better engaged than in creating fresh difficulties. Truly, he had thought better of her. It seemed a sad commentary on the nature of friendship between men and women, and he was sorry.

But, nevertheless, Marjorie found a few people whom she felt to be of her own kind. M. Bland, who had sponsored Duers first piano recital a few months before, invited Duer and Marjorie to a  for them  quite sumptuous dinner at the Plaza, where they met Sydney Borg, the musical critic of an evening paper; Melville Ogden Morris, curator of the Museum of Fine Arts, and his wife; Joseph Newcorn, one of the wealthy sponsors of the opera and its geniuses, and Mrs. Newcorn. Neither Duer nor Marjorie had ever seen a private dining-room set in so scintillating a manner. It fairly glittered with Sèvres and Venetian tinted glass. The wine-goblets were seven in number, set in an ascending row. The order of food was complete from Russian caviare to dessert, black coffee, nuts, liqueurs, and cigars.

The conversation wandered its intense intellectual way from American musicians and singers, European painters and sculptors, discoveries of ancient pottery in the isles of the Ægean, to the manufacture of fine glass on Long Island, the character of certain collectors and collections of paintings in America, and the present state of the Fine Arts Museum. Duer listened eagerly, for, as yet, he was a little uncertain himself of his position in the art world. He did not quite know how to take these fine and able personages who seemed so powerful in the worlds affairs. Joseph Newcorn, as M. Bland calmly indicated to him, must be worth in the neighborhood of fifteen million dollars. He thought nothing, so he said, of paying ten, fifteen, twenty, thirty thousand dollars for a picture if it appealed to him. Mr. Morris was a graduate of Harvard, formerly curator of a Western museum, the leader of one of the excavating expeditions to Melos in the Grecian Archipelago. Sydney Borg was a student of musical history, who appeared to have a wide knowledge of art tendencies here and abroad, but who, nevertheless, wrote musical criticisms for a living. He was a little man of Norse extraction on his fathers side, but, as he laughingly admitted, born and raised in McKeesport, Pennsylvania. He liked Duer for his simple acknowledgment of the fact that he came from a small town in the Middle West, and a drug business out in Illinois.

Its curious how our nation brings able men from the ranks, he said to Duer. Its one of the great, joyous, hopeful facts about this country.

Yes, said Duer; thats why I like it so much.

Duer thought, as he dined here, how strange America was, with its mixture of races, its unexpected sources of talent, its tremendous wealth and confidence. His own beginning, so very humble at first, so very promising now  one of the most talked of pianists of his day  was in its way an illustration of its resources in so far as talent was concerned. Mr. Newcorn, who had once been a tailor, so he was told, and his wife was another case in point. They were such solid, unemotional, practical-looking people, and yet he could see that this solid looking man whom some musicians might possibly have sneered at for his self-complacency and curiously accented English, was as wise and sane and keen and kindly as any one present, perhaps more so, and as wise in matters musical. The only difference between him and the average American was that he was exceptionally practical and not given to nervous enthusiasm. Marjorie liked him, too.

It was at this particular dinner that the thought occurred to Marjorie that the real merit of the art and musical world was not so much in the noisy studio palaver which she heard at so many places frequented by Duer, in times past at least  Charlotte Russells, Mildred Ayress and elsewhere  but in the solid commercial achievements of such men as Joseph Newcorn, Georges Bland, Melville Ogden Morris, and Sydney Borg. She liked the laconic Yes, yes, of Mr. Newcorn, when anything was said that suited him particularly well, and his I haf seen dat bardicular berformance with which he interrupted several times when Grand Opera and its stars were up for consideration. She was thinking if only a man like that would take an interest in Duer, how much better it would be for him than all the enthusiasm of these silly noisy studio personalities. She was glad to see also that, intellectually, Duer could hold his own with any and all of these people. He was as much at ease here with Mr. Morris, talking about Greek excavations, as he was with Mr. Borg, discussing American musical conditions. She could not make out much what it was all about, but, of course, it must be very important if these men discussed it. Duer was not sure as yet whether any one knew much more about life than he did. He suspected not, but it might be that some of these eminent curators, art critics, bankers, and managers like M. Bland, had a much wider insight into practical affairs. Practical affairs  he thought. If he only knew something about money! Somehow, though, his mind could not grasp how money was made. It seemed so easy for some people, but for him a grim, dark mystery.

After this dinner it was that Marjorie began to feel that Duer ought to be especially careful with whom he associated. She had talked with Mrs. Newcorn and Mrs. Morris, and found them simple, natural people like herself. They were not puffed up with vanity and self-esteem, as were those other men and women to whom Duer had thus far introduced her. As compared to Charlotte Russell and Mildred Ayres or her own mother and sisters and her Western friends, they were more like the latter. Mrs. Newcorn, wealthy as she was, spoke of her two sons and three daughters as any good-natured, solicitous mother would. One of her sons was at Harvard, the other at Yale. She asked Marjorie to come and see her some time, and gave her her address. Mrs. Morris was more cultured apparently, more given to books and art; but even she was interested in what, to Marjorie, were the more important or, at least, more necessary things, the things on which all art and culture primarily based themselves  the commonplace and necessary details of the home. Cooking, housekeeping, shopping, sewing, were not beneath her consideration, as indeed they were not below Mrs. Newcorns. The former spoke of having to go and look for a new spring bonnet in the morning, and how difficult it was to find the time. Once when the men were getting especially excited about European and American artistic standards, Marjorie asked:

Are you very much interested in art, Mrs. Morris?

Not so very much, to tell you the truth, Mrs. Wilde. Oh, I like some pictures, and I hear most of the important recitals each season, but, as I often tell my husband, when you have one baby two years old and another of five and another of seven, it takes considerable time to attend to the art of raising them. I let him do the art for the family, and I take care of the home.

This was sincere consolation for Marjorie. Up to this time she appeared to be in danger of being swamped by this artistic storm which she had encountered. Her arts of cooking, sewing, housekeeping, appeared as nothing in this vast palaver about music, painting, sculpture, books and the like. She knew nothing, as she had most painfully discovered recently, of Strauss, Dvorák, Debussy, almost as little of Cézanne, Goguin, Matisse, Van Gogh, Rodin, Ibsen, Shaw and Maeterlinck, with whom the studios were apparently greatly concerned. And when people talked of singers, musicians, artists, sculptors, and playwrights, often she was compelled to keep silent, whereas Duer could stand with his elbow on some mantel or piano and discuss by the half hour or hour individuals of whom she had never heard  Verlaine, Tchaikowsky, Tolstoy, Turgenieff, Tagore, Dostoyevsky, Whistler, Velasquez  anybody and everybody who appeared to interest the studio element. It was positively frightening.

A phase of this truth was that because of his desire to talk, his pleasure in meeting people, his joy in hearing of new things, his sense of the dramatic, Duer could catch quickly and retain vigorously anything which related to social, artistic, or intellectual development. He had no idea of what a full-orbed, radiant, receptive thing his mind was. He only knew that life, things, intellect  anything and everything  gave him joy when he was privileged to look into them, whereas Marjorie was not so keenly minded artistically, and he gave as freely as he received. In this whirl of discussion, this lofty transcendentalism, Marjorie was all but lost; but she clung tenaciously to the hope that, somehow, affection, regard for the material needs of her husband, the care of his clothes, the preparation of his meals, the serving of him quite as would a faithful slave, would bind him to her. At once and quickly, she hated and feared these artistically arrayed, artistically minded, vampirish-looking maidens and women who appeared from this quarter and that to talk to Duer, all of whom apparently had known him quite well in the past  since he had come to New York. When she would see him standing or leaning somewhere, intent on the rendering of a song, the narration of some dramatic incident, the description of some book or picture, or personage, by this or that delicately chiseled Lorelei of the art or music or dramatic world, her heart contracted ominously and a nameless dread seized her. Somehow, these creatures, however intent they might be on their work, or however indifferent actually to the artistic charms of her husband, seemed to be intent on taking him from her. She saw how easily and naturally he smiled, how very much at home he seemed to be in their company, how surely he gravitated to the type of girl who was beautifully and artistically dressed, who had ravishing eyes, fascinating hair, a sylphlike figure, and vivacity of manner  or how naturally they gravitated to him. In the rush of conversation and the exchange of greetings he was apt to forget her, to stroll about by himself engaging in conversation first with one and then another, while she stood or sat somewhere gazing nervously or regretfully on, unable to hold her own in the cross-fire of conversation, unable to retain the interest of most of the selfish, lovesick, sensation-seeking girls and men.

They always began talking about the opera, or the play, or the latest sensation in society, or some new singer or dancer or poet, and Marjorie, being new to this atmosphere and knowing so little of it, was compelled to confess that she did not know. It chagrined, dazed, and frightened her for a time. She longed to be able to grasp quickly and learn what this was all about. She wondered where she had been living  how  to have missed all this. Why, goodness gracious, these things were enough to wreck her married life! Duer would think so poorly of her  how could he help it? She watched these girls and women talking to him, and by turns, while imitating them as best she could, became envious, fearful, regretful, angry; charging, first, herself with unfitness; next, Duer with neglect; next, these people with insincerity, immorality, vanity; and lastly, the whole world and life with a conspiracy to cheat her out of what was rightfully her own. Why wouldnt these people be nice to her? Why didnt they give of their time and patience to make her comfortable and at home  as freely, say, as they did to him? Wasnt she his wife, now? Why did Duer neglect her? Why did they hang on his words in their eager, seductive, alluring way? She hated them and, at moments, she hated him, only to be struck by a terrifying wave of remorse and fear a moment later. What if he should grow tired of her? What if his love should change? He had seemed so enamored of her only a little while before they were married, so taken by what he called her naturalness, grace, simplicity and emotional pull.

On one of these occasions, or rather after it, when they had returned from an evening at Francis Hattons at which she felt that she had been neglected, she threw herself disconsolately into Duers arms and exclaimed:

Whats the matter with me, Duer? Why am I so dull  so uninteresting  so worthless?

The sound of her voice was pathetic, helpless, vibrant with the quality of an unuttered sob, a quality which had appealed to him intensely long before they were married, and now he stirred nervously.

Why, whats the matter with you now, Margie? he asked sympathetically, sure that a new storm of some sort was coming. Whats come over you? Theres nothing the matter with you. Why do you ask? Whos been saying there is?

Oh, nothing, nothing  nobody! Everybody! Everything! exclaimed Marjorie dramatically, and bursting into tears. I see how it is. I see what is the matter with me. Oh! Oh! Its because I dont know anything, I suppose. Its because Im not fit to associate with you. Its because I havent had the training that some people have had. Its because Im dull! Oh! Oh! and a torrent of heart-breaking sobs which shook her frame from head to toe followed the outburst and declamation.

Duer, always moved by her innate emotional force and charm, whatever other lack he had reason to bewail, gazed before him in startled sympathy, astonishment, pain, wonder, for he was seeing very clearly and keenly in these echoing sounds what the trouble was. She was feeling neglected, outclassed, unconsidered, helpless; and because it was more or less true it was frightening and wounding her. She was, for the first time no doubt, beginning to feel the tragedy of life, its uncertainty, its pathos and injury, as he so often had. Hitherto her home, her relatives and friends had more or less protected her from that, for she had come from a happy home, but now she was out and away from all that and had only him. Of course she had been neglected. He remembered that now. It was partly his fault, partly the fault of surrounding conditions. But what could he do about it? What say? People had conditions fixed for them in this world by their own ability. Perhaps he should not have married her at all, but how should he comfort her in this crisis? How say something that would ease her soul?

Why, Margie, he said seriously, you know thats not true! You know youre not dull. Your manners and your taste and your style are as good as those of anybody. Who has hinted that they arent? What has come over you? Who has been saying anything to you? Have I done anything? If so, Im sorry! He had a guilty consciousness of misrepresenting himself and his point of view even while saying this, but kindness, generosity, affection, her legal right to his affection, as he now thought, demanded it.

No! No! she exclaimed brokenly and without ceasing her tears. It isnt you. It isnt anybody. Its me  just me! Thats whats the matter with me. Im dull; Im not stylish; Im not attractive. I dont know anything about music or books or people or anything. I sit and listen, but I dont know what to say. People talk to you  they hang on your words  but they havent anything to say to me. They cant talk to me, and I cant talk to them. Its because I dont know anything  because I havent anything to say! Oh dear! Oh dear! and she beat her thin, artistic little hands on the shoulders of his coat.

Duer could not endure this storm without an upwelling of pity for her. He cuddled her close in his arms, extremely sad that she should be compelled to suffer so. What should he do? What could he do? He could see how it was. She was hurt; she was neglected. He neglected her when among others. These smart women whom he knew and liked to talk with neglected her. They couldnt see in her what he could. Wasnt life pathetic? They didnt know how sweet she was, how faithful, how glad she was to work for him. That really didnt make any difference in the art world, he knew, but still it almost seemed as if it ought to. There one must be clever, he knew that  everybody knew it. And Marjorie was not clever  at least, not in their way. She couldnt play or sing or paint or talk brilliantly, as they could. She did not really know what the world of music, art, and literature was doing. She was only good, faithful, excellent as a housewife, a fine mender of clothes, a careful buyer, saving, considerate, dependable, but  

As he thought of this and then of this upwelling depth of emotion of hers, a thing quite moving to him always, he realized, or thought he did, that no woman that he had ever known had anything quite like this. He had known many women intimately. He had associated with Charlotte and Mildred and Neva Badger and Volida Blackstone, and quite a number of interesting, attractive young women whom he had met here and there since, but outside of the stage  that art of Sarah Bernhardt and Clara Morris and some of the more talented English actresses of these later days  he persuaded himself that he had never seen any one quite like Marjorie. This powerful upwelling of emotion which she was now exhibiting and which was so distinctive of her, was not to be found elsewhere, he thought. He had felt it keenly the first days he had visited her at her fathers home in Avondale. Oh, those days with her in Avondale! How wonderful they were! Those delicious nights! Flowers, moonlight, odors, came back  the green fields, the open sky. Yes; she was powerful emotionally. She was compounded of many and all of these things.

It was true she knew nothing of art, nothing of music  the great, new music  nothing of books in the eclectic sense, but she had real, sweet, deep, sad, stirring emotion, the most appealing thing he knew. It might not be as great as that exhibited by some of the masters of the stage, or the great composers  he was not quite sure, so critical is life  but nevertheless it was effective, dramatic, powerful. Where did she get it? No really common soul could have it. Here must be something of the loneliness of the prairies, the sad patience of the rocks and fields, the lonesomeness of the hush of the countryside at night, the aimless, monotonous, pathetic chirping of the crickets. Her father following down a furrow in the twilight behind straining, toil-worn horses; her brothers binding wheat in the July sun; the sadness of furrow scents and field fragrances in the twilight  there was something of all these things in her sobs.

It appealed to him, as it might well have to any artist. In his way Duer understood this, felt it keenly.

Why, Margie, he insisted, you mustnt talk like that! Youre better than you say you are. You say you dont know anything about books or art or music. Why, that isnt all. There are things, many things, which are deeper than those things. Emotion is a great thing in itself, dearest, if you only knew. You have that. Sarah Bernhardt had it; Clara Morris had it, but who else? In La Dame aux Camelias, Sapho, Carmen, Mademoiselle de Maupin, it is written about, but it is never commonplace. Its great. Id rather have your deep upwelling of emotion than all those cheap pictures, songs, and talk put together. For, sweet, dont you know  and he cuddled her more closely great art is based on great emotion. There is really no great art without it. I know that best of all, being a musician. You may not have the power to express yourself in music or books or pictures  you play charmingly enough for me  but you have the thing on which these things are based; you have the power to feel them. Dont worry over yourself, dear. I see that, and I know what you are, whether any one else does or not. Dont worry over me. I have to be nice to these people. I like them in their way, but I love you. I married you  isnt that proof enough? What more do you want? Dont you understand, little Margie? Dont you see? Now arent you going to cheer up and be happy? You have me. Aint I enough, sweetie? Cant you be happy with just me? What more do you want? Just tell me.

Nothing more, honey-bun! she went on sobbing and cuddling close; nothing more, if I can have you. Just you! Thats all I want  you, you, you!

She hugged him tight. Duer sighed secretly. He really did not believe all he said, but what of it? What else could he do, say, he asked himself? He was married to her. In his way, he loved her  or at least sympathized with her intensely.

And am I emotionally great? she cuddled and cooed, after she had held him tight for a few moments. Doesnt it make any difference whether I know anything much about music or books or art? I do know something, dont I, honey? Im not wholly ignorant, am I?

No, no, sweetie; how you talk!

And will you always love me whether I know anything or not, honey-bun? she went on. And wont it make any difference whether I can just cook and sew and do the marketing and keep house for you? And will you like me because Im just pretty and not smart? I am a little pretty, aint I, dear?

Youre lovely, whispered Duer soothingly. Youre beautiful. Listen to me, sweet. I want to tell you something. Stop crying now, and dry your eyes, and Ill tell you something nice. Do you remember how we stood, one night, at the end of your fathers field there near the barn-gate and saw him coming down the path, singing to himself, driving that team of big gray horses, his big straw hat on the back of his head and his sleeves rolled up above his elbows?

Yes, said Marjorie.

Do you remember how the air smelled of roses and honeysuckle and cut hay  and oh, all those lovely scents of evening that we have out there in the country?

Yes, replied Marjorie interestedly.

And do you remember how lovely I said the cowbells sounded tinkling in the pasture where the little river ran?

Yes.

And the fireflies beginning to flash in the trees?

Yes.

And that sad, deep red in the West, where the sun had gone down?

Yes, I remember, said Marjorie, crushing her cheek to his neck.

Now listen to me, honey: That water running over the bright stones in that little river; the grass spreading out, soft and green, over the slope; the cow-bells tinkling; the smoke curling up from your mothers chimney; your father looking like a patriarch out of Bible days coming home  all the soft sounds, all the sweet odors, all the carolling of birds  where do you suppose all that is now?

I dont know, replied Marjorie, anticipating something complimentary.

Its here, he replied easily, drawing her close and petting her. Its done up in one little body here in my arms. Your voice, your hair, your eyes, your pretty body, your emotional moods  where do you suppose they come from? Nature has a chemistry all her own. Shes like a druggist sometimes, compounding things. She takes a little of the beauty of the sunset, of the sky, of the fields, of the water, of the flowers, of dreams and aspirations and simplicity and patience, and she makes a girl. And some parents somewhere have her, and then they name her Marjorie and then they raise her nicely and innocently, and then a bold, bad man like Duer comes along and takes her, and then she cries because she thinks he doesnt see anything in her. Now, isnt that funny?

O-oh! exclaimed Marjorie, melted by the fire of his feeling for beauty, the quaintness and sweetness of his diction, the subtlety of his compliment, the manner in which he coaxed her patiently out of herself.

Oh, I love you, Duer dear! I love you, love you, love you! Oh, youre wonderful! You wont ever stop loving me, will you, dearest? Youll always be true to me, wont you, Duer? Youll never leave me, will you? Ill always be your little Margie, wont I? Oh, dear, Im so happy! and she hugged him closer and closer.

No, no, and Yes, yes, assured Duer, as the occasion demanded, as he stared patiently into the fire. This was not real passion to him, not real love in any sense, or at least he did not feel that it was. He was too skeptical of himself, his life and love, however much he might sympathize with and be drawn to her. He was questioning himself at this very time as to what it was that caused him to talk so. Was it sympathy, love of beauty, power of poetic expression, delicacy of sentiment?  certainly nothing more. Wasnt it this that was already causing him to be hailed as a great musician? He believed so. Could he honestly say that he loved Marjorie? No, he was sure that he couldnt, now that he had her and realized her defects, as well as his own  his own principally. No; he liked her, sympathized with her, felt sorry for her. That ability of his to paint a picture in notes and musical phrases, to extract the last ringing delicacy out of the keys of a piano, was at the bottom of this last description. To Marjorie, for the moment, it might seem real enough, but he  he was thinking of the truth of the picture she had painted of herself. It was all so  every word she said. She was not really suited to these people. She did not understand them; she never would. He would always be soothing and coaxing, and she would always be crying and worrying.


WHEN THE OLD CENTURY WAS NEW

When William Walton, of Colonial prestige, left his fathers house, St Georges Square, New York, in the spring of 1801, it was to spend a day of social activity, which, in the light of his ordinary commercial duties, might be termed idleness. There were, among other things, a luncheon at the Livingstone Kortrights, a stroll with one Mlle. Cruger to the Lispenard Meadows, and a visit in the evening to the only recently inaugurated Apollo Theater, where were organized the first permanent company of players ever transported to America. Under the circumstances, he had no time for counting-house duties, and had accordingly decided to make a day of it, putting the whole matter of commerce over until such time as he could labor uninterrupted, which was to-morrow.

As he came out of the door over which was a diamond-pane lunette for a transom, he was a striking example of the new order of things which had come with the Declaration of Independence and the victory of the colonies over the British. Long trousers of light twilled cloth encased his legs, and were fastened under his shoes by straps. A flower-ornamented pink waistcoat and light blue dress coat of broadcloth, shared with brass buttons, yellow gloves, and an exceedingly narrow-brimmed silk hat, in giving his appearance that touch of completeness which the fashion of the day demanded. In the face of those of the older order, who still maintained the custom of wearing knee breeches and solemn, black waistcoats, he was a little apt to appear the exaggerated dandy; but, nevertheless, it was good form. My Madame Kortright would expect it at any luncheon of hers, and the common people knew it to be the all-desirable whenever wealth permitted.

In lower Pearl Street, below Wall, which direction he took to reach the Bowling Green and the waterfront, he encountered a number of the fashionable, so far as the commercial world was concerned, who were anything but idle like himself.

Why, Master Walton, are you neglecting business so early in the morning? inquired Robert Goelet, whose iron-mongering business was then the most important in the city.

For this day only, returned Walton, smiling agreeably at the thought of a pleasant day to come. Several engagements make it unavoidable.

You are going to the Collect, then, possibly? returned Goelet, looking in the direction of the old water reservoir, where all of the citys drinking supply was stored.

No, said the other, I had not thought of it. What is there?

Some one, I understand, who has a boat he wishes to try. It is said to go without sail. I should think one with as many ships upon the water as you have would have heard of any such invention as that.

Ah, yes, answered young Walton, I have heard of men who are going to sail in the air, also. I will believe that a vessel can go without sail when I see it.

Well, said the other, I do not know. These inventors are strange adventurers, at best, but there might be no harm in looking at it. I think I shall go myself later.

Oh, I should also like to see it, said the other, providing I have time. When is it to sail, do you know?

About eleven, answered Goelet. The Post tells of it.

Many thanks for the information, returned the other, and, with a few commonplaces as to ships expected and the news from France, they betook their separate ways.

In one of the many fine yards which spread before the old mansions below Wall Street, he beheld John Adams, the newly-elected President of the States, busy among his flowers. The elder statesman bowed gravely to the younger gentleman and returned to his work.

A fine gentleman, thought the latter, and well worthy to be the chief of this good government.

As he neared the Bowling Green, he observed that there was no one of the many residents about taking advantage of the pleasant sunlight to enjoy an hour at that favorite pastime, and so continued his way to the Astor docks adjoining the Whitehall slip, where never yet had the commercial New Yorker, interested in the matter of shipping, failed to find a crowd. Messrs. John Jacob Astor and William Van Rensalaer were already upon the ground, as he could see at a distance, the distinct high hat of the one and the portly figure of the other standing out in clear relief against the green waters of the bay. Elder Johannis Coop was there, he of the vast ship chandlery business, and Opdyke Stewart, importer of the finest stuffs woven in Holland. Old Jacob Cruger and Mortimer Morris, the lean Van Tassel and Julius van Brunt, merchants all and famous men of the city, chatted, smiled, and laughed together as they discussed the probabilities of trade and the arrival of the Silver Spray and the Laughing Mary, both in the service between New York and Liverpool. Almost every worthy present was armed with his spy-glass, as the three-foot telescopes were then called, and now and then one would take a look down the bay and through the distant narrows to see if any sign of a familiar sail were present.

And how is Master Walton? asked the elder Astor, recognizing the scion of the one exceedingly wealthy family of the community.

Very well, thank you, returned the other, surveying the company, whose knee breeches and black coats presented a striking contrast to his modern trousers and fancy jacket.

These modern fashions, exclaimed Cruger, the elder, coming forward, make us old fellows seem entirely out of date. They are a wretched contrivance to hide the legs. If I were a young woman I would have no man whose form I could not judge by his clothes.

And if I were a young man, put in the jovial John Jacob, I would put on no clothes which a young woman did not approve of.

Ah, well, said the other, smiling, these fashions are strange contrivances. Not ten years since a man would have been drummed out of New York had he appeared in such finery as this, and now, by heaven, it is we old fellows who are like to be shown the door for dressing as our fathers taught us.

Not so bad as that, surely, said Walton. Full dress commands the old style yet at evening. This is but daylight custom. But how about the Bowling Green; is no one to play there this morning?

Not when two ships like the Silver Spray and the Laughing Mary are like to show their noses at any moment, observed Cruger stoutly. I have fifty barrels of good India ale on the Silver Spray. Astor, here, has most of the hold of the Laughing Mary filled with his dress goods. No bowling when stocks must be unpacked quickly.

It is a weary watch, this, for these dogged vessels, added Astor reflectively. There is no good counting wind or wave. The Spaniard, too, is not dead yet, worse luck to him.

I saw that about the Polly, said young Walton interestedly. Perhaps the government will wake up now to our situation. The Spaniard can wipe our vessels off the seas and hide behind the piracy idea. We need more war vessels and that quickly, I think.

And I, too, said Astor. But we are like to have them now. Only to-day Congress voted to buy more land across the East River there, and he waved his spy-glass in the direction of the green outlines of Long Island.

And that reminds me, said Walton, pulling out his timepiece by the fob attached to it; I but now met Goelet, who says there is to be a boat tried at the Collect which goes without sail. It is to be run by steam.

Ha! exclaimed Cruger, have no time for such nonsense.

I heard of it, remarked Astor. Possibly there is something to it. There could be no harm in going to see.

I am going, said Walton, and by-the-bye, it is high time I was on my way.

And if you have no objection I go with you, said Astor, who was seriously interested to know if there was anything to this idea or not. Others hearing this joined them.

Having thus secured companionship, young Walton proceeded up the Whitehall slip to the Bowling Green, whence, with his friends, he now turned into the Broadway, and so out past the fine residences and occasional stores of that new thoroughfare to the old White residence, where later was to be White Street, and thence eastward, across the open common, to the Collect, where is now the Tombs. Quite a formidable company of sightseers had gathered, the aristocracy, gentry, and common rabble forming in separate groups. A very plain and homely looking individual of the older school, clad in swallowtail and knee breeches, was there with a contrivance large enough to sustain his own weight in the water, which he was endeavoring with a wrench, a hammer, and an oil can to put in final shape for the very important experiment of traveling without sail. Naturally he had the undivided and even pushing and prying attention of all present.

While the citizens thus gazed, awaiting in comfortable idleness for something of the marvelous to happen, there came a clattering sound along the east road toward the city, where suddenly appeared the outlines of Van Huickens water wagon, a great hogshead on wheels, which, by its rumbling haste, suggested fire. Close after followed the Almerich, another vehicle of the same kind, which secured its name from its owner. Both drivers hailed the crowd while yet a distance off with shouts of Fire! and then from distant Fulton Street were heard the sounds of a bell tolling out the same intelligence.

Everybody now wavered uncertainly between the possibility of witnessing a marvelous invention and the certainty of seeing a splendid conflagration, with the result that certainty triumphed. Instantly upon learning the nature of the fire, both commonry and gentry departed, leaving Astor and Walton, with their associates, gazing at the tinkering wonder-worker alone.

That must be near the Presidents house, observed Walton, who was looking toward the city. It may spread.

This fellow will get nothing out of his machine to-day, I fear, returned Astor, moved by the thought of a dangerous and yet interesting fire as he gazed rather unfavorably upon the quiet inventor, who had not remained unaware of this public defection. Let us go back.

With somewhat more of eagerness than was conformable with their general stately bearing, this rather important local company now took up the trail of the water wagons and returned.

In William Street, just off the Old Boston Road and near the newly-named Liberty Street, were many signs of public excitement. The fine residence of the Athorps, recently leased by the French minister, had taken fire, and was rapidly burning. Although nine of the fourteen water-pumps of the city were upon the scene of action, and eight men were toiling at each handle, little progress was making. Bucket brigades were also in operation, the volunteer citizens drawing upon every well in the neighborhood for blocks about; but to small result. The flames gained apace. Men ran looking for Goiters water conveyance, which had not yet been pressed into action, and Huickens Broadway sprinkler, which, however, had already been sent to the Collect for more water. There was a deal of clatter and confusion, coupled with the absolute certainty of destruction, for no pumping could throw the water beyond the second story. More than once the tank supply, as rattled forward from the Collect and the East River, was totally suspended, while the flames gained new ground. This latter was due to the badness of the roads and the inadequacy of the help at the supply end, where, since all thought to gaze upon the fire, none were remaining to help the lone Huicken or the energetic Goiter.

When this last company of volunteer fire fighters arrived, with their buckets and other contrivances for fighting a blaze, the flames had gained such headway that there was little to be done. Walton wasted half an hour discussing fire protection, and then bethought himself of his luncheon engagement.

I must be out of this, he said to Astor, as they stood gazing upon the flames and the surging throng. I am late as it is.

The genial forefather scarcely heard him at all. So interested was he that his own luncheon mattered not at all. Quietly Walton withdrew then, and getting back into Boston Road and the Broadway, betook himself toward the Bowling Green and Madame Kortrights.

That ladys mansion was to the west of the old playground, looking out over lawn and lane to some space of water to be seen in the East River and a boat or two at anchor in the bay. As he tapped upon the broad door with its brazen knocker, a liveried servant opened to him, bowing profoundly in greeting.

Will Master Walton give me his hat and gloves?

Ah, Master Walton, remarked the hostess, who now entered smiling. I had almost doubted your punctuality, though you have good reason. Whose house is it burning?

Count Rennays, answered Walton, mentioning the French representative to our government.

I have sent a servant to discover it for me, but he has not yet returned. It must have fascinated him also. We must sit to lunch at once, sir.

As the hostess said this, she turned about in her great hoops, now but recently, like long trousers, come into fashion, and led the way. Her hair was done in the curls of the post-revolution period, three at each side, about the ears, and a tall chignon that was almost a curl in itself. With stately grace she led the way to the dining chamber and bowed him to his place. Eulalia, a daughter, and Sophia, a friend, entered almost at the same moment with them through another door.

At the head of the long, oaken table there were already standing the two black table servants of this dignified household, splendid imported Africans, trained in Virginia. My ladys table was a-gleam with much of the richest plate and old Holland china in the city. An immense silver candelabra graced the center, and at every corner were separate graven gold sticks making a splendid show.

I have the greatest terror of fire anywhere in our city, began the hostess, even as young Walton was bowing. We have so little protection. I have urged upon our selectmen the necessity of providing something better than we have  a water tower or something of the sort but so far nothing has come of it.

You were at the fire, Master Walton? inquired the handsome Eulalie archly.

I came that way with several friends from the Collect, he answered.

Why the Collect? asked the hostess, who was now seated with the two blacks towering above her.

There is a man there who has a boat which is to go without sail, as I understand it, providing his idea is correct. It is to go by steam, I believe, only he did not succeed in making it so do to-day, at least not while I was there. It may have gone, though. I could not wait to see.

Oh marvelous, exclaimed Eulalie, putting up a pair of pretty hands, and really is it a boat that will travel so?

I cannot vouch for that, returned the youth gravely. It was not going when we visited it. The fire and my engagement took the entire audience of the inventor away, and he smiled.

I shall have no faith in any such trap as that until I see it, observed Madame Kortright. Fancy being on the water and no sail to waft you. Mercy!

I fancy it will be some time before men will venture afar on any such craft, returned the youth; but it is a bit curious.

Dangerous, I should say, suggested Mistress Sophia.

No, said Walton, not that, I think. My father has often told me that Master Franklin predicted to him that men should harness the lightning before many years. That is even more strange than this.

That may all be true, said Madame Kortright, but it has not come to pass yet. It will never be in our time, I fear. But did you hear of the case of jewels at Matons?

Has he imported something new? inquired Eulalie smartly.

The last ship brought a case of gems for him, I hear, continued the hostess. That should be of interest to you, Master Walton.

The youth flushed slightly at the implication involved. His attentions to Mistress Beppie Cruger were becoming a subject of pleasing social comment.

So it is, he said gaily, as he recovered his composure. I shall look in upon Maton this very afternoon.

And I should like to see what is new in France, said the ruddy Sophia seriously. I have not an earring or a pin in my collection that is not as old as the hills

Nor any the less valuable, I venture, answered Walton, with an impressive air.

I would give them for new ones, believe me, returned the girl quaintly.

Upon this gossiping company the two blacks waited with almost noiseless accuracy, one serving at each side in answer to silent looks and nods from the hostess. Walton watched them out of the corner of his eye, gossiping the while. In his new home, he thought, whenever the fair lady consented, there should be two such lackeys gracing her more tender beauty. He could not help thinking how much more effective they would appear behind her than his present hostess, who, however, was attractive enough. It made him restless to depart, for certainly this afternoon he should definitely, if he could, learn his fate. The jewels would be one excuse. He would take her to look at the jewels before the evening called them to the theater, and then he would see.

Once he was free of the entertainment provided, he hurried away into Wall Street, the spire of Trinity already beginning to cast a short eastward shadow. About the building occupied as the new National Capitol a few dignitaries from the colonies were to be seen. The new mixture of stores among the residences was beginning to make lovely Wall Street less conservative. A bank had opened just below the Capitol, its entrance reaching out to the very sidewalk and hedging in the view of the gardens beyond. Soon, if the city kept on growing, all the fine old gardens would have to go.

He pondered, as he walked, until he came to a certain gateway below William Street, where he entered. From a window looking out upon a small balcony above a face disappeared, and now he was greeted by another pompous servant at the door.

My compliments, he said, to Mistress Cruger, if she pleases, and I am waiting.

The servant bowed and retired. In a few moments more there fluttered down into the large reception room from above the loveliest embodiment of the new order of finery that he had ever seen. Such daintiness in curls and laces, such lightness in silken flounces displayed upon spreading hoops, he felt to be without equal. With a graceful courtesy she received his almost ponderous bow.

Mother gives you her greeting, and she cannot come with us to-day, she said. She has a very severe headache.

I am very sorry to hear that, he replied sympathetically, but you will come? The weather has favored us, and I fancy the meadows will be beautiful to see.

Oh, yes, I will come, she returned smiling. It is not quite three, however, she added. You are early.

I know, he answered, but we may talk until then. Besides there is something I wish you to see before theater time  no, I will tell you of it later. Henry will be on time.

They seated themselves very respectfully distant and took up the mornings commonplaces. Had he heard of the fire and where the French minister was now being entertained? Cards had but this morning come from the Jacob Van Dams for a reception at their new house in Broome Street. The Goelets were to build farther out in Pearl Street

I think it is a shame, she said, the way they are deserting us in this street. We shall have to go also very shortly, and I like Wall Street.

When your turn comes perhaps you will not mind it so much, he returned, thinking of the proposal he hoped to find the courage to make. Broome Street is certainly pleasing after the new style.

She thought of all the fine residences being erected in that new residence section, and for some, to him, inexplicable reason, smiled. Outside, through the vine-festooned window, she could see a broad, open barouche turning.

Here is the carriage, she said.

As they came out of the quiet chamber into the open sunlight, part of their stilted reserve vanished. Once in the carriage beside him, she smiled happily. As they rolled into William Street and up the Old Boston Road into the green shaded Bowery, she laughed for the very joy of laughing.

It is good to feel spring again, she said, the cold days are so many.

As they traveled, an occasional citizen before his doorway, or pleasure seeker upon horseback, greeted them. The distinguished Aaron Burr was here prancing gaily countryward. Old Peter Stuyvesants mansion was kept as rich in flowers as when he had been alive to care for it.

Are not the fields beautiful about here? he observed, after they had passed the region of the Collect.

Lovely, she returned. I never see them but I think of dancing, they are so soft.

Let us get out and walk upon them, anyhow, he answered. Henry can wait for us at the turn yonder.

He was pointing to a far point, where, through a dump of trees, the winding footpath, leading out from here, joined Broadway, now a lane through the woods and fields.

Gaily she acquiesced, and he helped her down. When the servant was out of hearing, he reached for a dandelion, and pressing his lips to it said, Here is a token.

Of what? she said shyly.

What should it be? he asked wistfully.

Spring, probably.

And nothing else?

Youth, she answered, laughing.

And nothing else? he questioned, drawing close with a tenderness in his voice.

How should I know? she said, laughing and casting it down, because of her fear of the usual significance of the situation.

You mustnt throw it away, he said stooping. Keep it. Ill tell you what it means. I  I

See the wild roses! she exclaimed, suddenly increasing her pace. I should rather have some of those for a token, if you please.

He relaxed his tension, and hastened for that which she desired. When he returned to hand them to her, she was laughing at something.

Ah, you laugh, he said sadly. I think I know why.

It is because of the day, she answered.

Somehow he could make no progress with his declaration until it was too late. Already they were near the carriage, and south along the road a quarter of a mile was the Lispenard country house. Her relatives, the Lispenards, were there as owners. He scarcely had time for what he wished to say.

Shall we stop there? he asked in a subdued murmur, as in driving again they neared the long piazza where guests were seated enjoying the prospect of the meadows beyond. It is four now, and the play begins at six. There are some new jewels from France at Matons, which I thought you might like to see before then.

Jewels from France! Oh, yes, I should like to see those. Let us go there, she answered. But I must have time to dress, too, you know.

To the guests then, bowing as they passed, they returned a smiling nod, and meeting others in carriages and chairs, extended this same courtesy as they went along. Walton brooded in a mock-dreary manner, but finding that it availed nothing thought to tempt her considerateness with jewels.

What trinkets are these you have from France of which I hear? he inquired of Maton as they entered that sturdy jewelers shop in Maiden Lane.

On the very last packet, explained the latter, spreading the best of his importations upon a black velvet cloth before them. You will not see the like of these six diamonds in New York again for many years, I warrant you. Look at this.

He held up an exquisitely wrought ring of French workmanship, in which a fine stone was gleaming, and smiled upon it approvingly.

Look, he said, it is very large. It is cut by Toussard. Did you ever see such workmanship? He turned it over and over, and then held it lovingly up. The band itself is so small, he added, that I believe it would fit the ladys finger  let us see.

Coquettishly she put out her hand, and then seeing that it marvelously slipped on and fitted, opened her eyes wide.

Now, is not that beautiful! exclaimed the jeweler. What a gem! The finest of any that I have imported yet, and it fits as though it had been ordered for her. He cast a persuasive smile upon Walton whose interest in the fair Beppie he well knew. The latter pretended not the slightest understanding.

It is well cut, she said.

And the loveliest you have ever worn, added Walton hopefully.

By her side, in front of the counter and between their bodies, he was endeavoring to take her free hand.

Let it stay, he said gently, when he had secured it, and was signalling the significance of the ring to her fingers.

Oh, she said, smiling as if she were only jesting, you are too daring. I might!

Do, he answered.

Such a ring! said the jeweler.

I will then, said she.

Then, Master Maton, said Walton, you need only send the bill to me, and he laughed as he pushed the remaining display away.

As they came out, after having vaguely picked over the others, the young lover was all elation. Upon the narrow side-path a servant wheeling a trunk to the Liverpool dock upon a barrow brushed him rudely, but he did not notice. Only a newsboy crying out the Gazette, the blast of the bugle of the incoming stage coach from Boston, the dust of the side-path, where the helper of the Apollo was sweeping the lobby preparatory to the performance of the night, attracted and pleased him. He helped his fiancée gaily into the carriage and half bounded with joy to the seat beside her, where he smiled and smiled.

I may not wear it, though, said his betrothed, now that the remarkable episode was over, and she held up a dainty finger; because, as you know, you have not spoken to my father as yet.

Keep it, nevertheless, he answered. I will speak to him fast enough.

I give you good-day, Master Walton, said the distinguished Jefferson as they passed from William into Wall Street, near where that statesman made temporary stopping-place when in the city.

Master Jefferson, William, cried his fiancée softly, using for the first time his given name. Master Jefferson has bid you good-day.

Good evening! cried Walton, all deference in a moment because of the error which his excitement had occasioned, good evening to you, sir! and he bowed, and bowed very gracefully again.

How can I be so mindful, though, of all these formalities, he said explanatorily as he turned once more to his fair intended, when I have you? It is not to be expected.

But necessary, just the same, she said. And if you are to begin thus quickly neglecting your duties, what am I to think?

For answer he took her hand. Elatedly then they made their way to the old homestead again, and there being compelled to leave her while she dressed for the theater, he made his way toward the broad and tree-shaded Bowery, where was the only true and idyllic walk for a lover. The older houses nearest the city, redolent in their Dutch architecture of an older and even quainter period; the wide paths and broad doorways, rich in both vines and flowers; the rapidly decreasing evidences of population as ones steps led northward  all combined to soothe and set dreaming the poetic mind. Here young Walton, as so many before him, strolled and hummed, thinking of all that life and the young city held for him. Now, indeed, was his fortune truly made. Love was his, the lovely Beppie, no less. Here then he decided to build that mansion of his own  far out, indeed, above Broome Street, but in this self-same thoroughfare where all was so suggestive of flowers and romance. He had no inkling, as he pondered, of what a century might bring forth. The crush and stress and wretchedness fast treading upon this path of loveliness he could not see.

THE END
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SANCTUARY

I 

PRIMARILY, there were the conditions under which she was brought to fifteen years of age: the crowded, scummy tenements; the narrow green-painted halls with their dim gas-jets, making the entrance look more like that of a morgue than a dwelling-place; the dirty halls and rooms with their green or blue or brown walls painted to save the cost of paper; the bare wooden floors, long since saturated with every type of grease and filth from oleo-margarine and suet leaked from cheap fats or meats, to beer and whiskey and tobacco-juice. A little occasional scrubbing by some would-be hygienic tenant was presumed to keep or make clean some of the chambers and halls.

And then the streets outside  any of the streets by which she had ever been surrounded  block upon block of other red, bare, commonplace tenements crowded to the doors with human life, the space before them sped over by noisy, gassy trucks and vehicles of all kinds. And stifling in summer, dusty and icy in winter; decorated on occasion by stray cats and dogs, pawing in ashcans, watched over by lordly policemen, and always running with people, people, people  who made their living heaven only knows how, existing in such a manner as their surroundings suggested.

In this atmosphere were always longshoremen, wagon-drivers, sweepers of floors, washers of dishes, waiters, janitors, workers in laundries, factories  mostly in indifferent or decadent or despairing conditions. And all of these people existed, in so far as she ever knew, upon that mysterious, evanescent and fluctuating something known as the weekly wage.

Always about her there had been drunkenness, fighting, complaining, sickness or death; the police coming in, and arresting one and another; the gas man, the rent man, the furniture man, hammering at doors for their due  and not getting it  in due time the undertaker also arriving amid a great clamour, as though lives were the most precious things imaginable.

It is entirely conceivable that in viewing or in meditating upon an atmosphere such as this, one might conclude that no good could come out of it. What! a dung-heap grow a flower? Exactly, and often, a flower  but not to grow to any glorious maturity probably. Nevertheless a flower of the spirit at least might have its beginnings there. And if it shrank or withered in the miasmatic atmosphere  well, conceivably, that might be normal, although in reality all flowers thus embedded in infancy do not so wither. There are flowers and flowers.

Viewing Madeleine Kinsella at the ages of five, seven, eleven and thirteen even, it might have been conceded that she was a flower of sorts  admittedly not a brave, lustrous one of the orchid or gardenia persuasion, but a flower nevertheless. Her charm was simpler, more retiring, less vivid than is usually accorded the compliment of beauty. She was never rosy, never colourful in the high sense, never daring or aggressive. Always, from her infancy on, she seemed to herself and others, to be slipping about the corners and out-of-the-way places of life, avoiding it, staring at it with wide, lamblike eyes, wondering at things, often fearfully.

Her face, always delicately oval and pale, was not of the force which attracted. Her eyes, a milkish blue-grey with a suggestion of black in the iris, her hair black, her hands longfingered and slim, were not of a type which would appeal to the raw youth of her world. Unconsciously, and ever, her slender, longish body sank into graceful poses. Beside the hard, girlish, colourful, strident types of her neighbourhoods  the girls whom the boys liked  she was not fascinating, and yet, contemplated at odd moments as she grew, she was appealing enough  at times beautiful.

What most affected her youth and her life was the internal condition of her family, the poverty and general worthlessness of her parents. They were as poor as their poorest neighbours, and quarrelsome, unhappy and mean-spirited into the bargain. Her father came dimly into her understanding at somewhere near her seventh or eighth year as an undersized, contentious and drunken and wordy man, always more or less out of a job, irritated with her mother and her sister and brother, and always, as her mother seemed to think, a little the worse for drink.

Youre a liar! Youre a liar! Youre a liar! Youre a liar!  how well she remembered this sing-song echoing reiteration of his, in whatever basement or hole they were living at the time! Youre a liar! I never did it! Youre a liar! I wasnt there!

Her mother, often partially intoxicated or morose because of her own ills, was only too willing to rejoin in kind. Her elder sister and brother, much more agreeable in their way and as much put upon as herself, were always coming in or running out somewhere and staying while the storm lasted; while she, shy and always a little frightened, seemed to look upon it all as unavoidable, possibly even essential. The world was always so stern, so mysterious, so non-understandable to Madeleine.

Again it might be, and often was, Here, you, you brat, go an get me a can o beer! Gwan, now! which she did quickly and fearfully enough, running to the nearest wretched corner saloon with the can or growler, her slim little fingers closed tightly over the five-cent piece or dime entrusted to her, her eyes taking in the wonders and joys of the street even as she ran. She was so small at the time that her little arms were unable to reach quite the level of the bar, and she had to accept the aid of the bartender or some drinker. Then she would patiently wait while one of them teased her as to her size or until the beer was handed down.

Once, and once only, three bad boys, knowing what she was going for and how wretched and shabby was her father, not able to revenge himself on any one outside his family, had seized her en route, forced open her hand and run away with the dime, leaving her to return fearsomely to her father, rubbing her eyes, and to be struck and abused soundly and told to fight Blank-blank you, what the hell are you good for if you cant do that?

Only the vile language and the defensive soberness of her mother at the time saved her from a worse fate. As for the boys who had stolen the money, they only received curses and awful imprecations, which harmed no one.

Wretched variations of this same existence were endured by the other two members of the family, her brother Frank and her sister Tina.

The former was a slim and nervous youth, given to fits of savage temper like his father and not to be ordered and controlled exactly as his father would have him. At times, as Madeleine recalled, he appeared terribly resentful of the conditions that surrounded him and cursed and swore and even threatened to leave; at other times he was placid enough, at least not inclined to share the dreadful scenes which no one could avoid where her father was.

At the age of twelve or thirteen he secured work in a box-factory somewhere and for a while brought his wages home. But often there was no breakfast or dinner for him, and when his father and mother were deep in their cups or quarrelling, things were so generally neglected that even where home ties were strong, no one of any worldly experience could have endured them, and he ran away.

His mother was always complaining of the lumbago and of not being able to get up, even when he and Tina were working and bringing home a portion of their weekly wage or all of it. If she did, it was only to hover over the wretched cookstove and brew herself a little tea and complain as before.

Madeleine had early, in her ignorant and fearsome way, tried to help, but she did not always know how and her mother was either too ill or too disgruntled with life to permit her to assist, had she been able.

As it had been with Frank so it was with Tina, only it came sooner.

When Madeleine was only five Tina was a grown girl of ten, with yellow hair and a pretty, often smiling face, and was already working somewhere  in a candy store  for a dollar and a half a week. Later, when Madeleine was eight and Tina thirteen, the latter had graduated to a button-works and was earning three.

There was something rather admirable and yet disturbing connected dimly with Tina in Madeleines mind, an atmosphere of rebelliousness and courage which she had never possessed and which she could not have described, lacking as she did a mind that registered the facts of life clearly. She only saw Tina, pretty and strong, coming and going from her ninth to her thirteenth year, refusing to go for beer at her fathers order and being cursed for it, even struck at or thrown at by him, sometimes by her mother, and often standing at the foot of the stairs after work hours or on a Sunday afternoon or evening, looking at the crowded street or walking up and down with other girls and boys, when her mother wanted her to be doing things in the house  sweeping, washing dishes, making beds  dreary, grey tasks all.

Fixin your hair again! Fixin your hair again! Fixin your hair again! she could hear her father screaming whenever she paused before the one cracked mirror to arrange her hair. Always in front of that blank-blank mirror fixin her hair! If you dont get away from in front of it Ill throw you an the mirror in the street! What the hell are you always fixin your hair for? Say? Whatre you always fixin your hair for? Say! What? Whatre you always fixin your hair for?

But Tina was never cast down apparently, only silent. At times she sang and walked with an air. She dressed herself as attractively as possible, as if with the few things she had she was attempting to cast off the burden of the life by which she was surrounded. Always she was hiding things away from the others, never wanting them to touch anything of hers. And how she had hated her father as she grew, in bitter moments calling him a sot and a fool.

Tina had never been very obedient, refusing to go to church or to do much of anything about the house. Whenever her father and mother were drinking or fighting she would slip away and stay with some girl in the neighbourhood that she knew. And in spite of all this squalor and misery and the fact that they moved often and the food was bad, Tina, once she was twelve or thirteen, always seemed able to achieve an agreeable appearance.

Madeleine often remembered her in a plaid skirt she had got somewhere, which looked beautiful on her, and a little gilt pin which she wore at her neck. And she had a way of doing her yellow hair high on her head, which had stuck in Madeleines mind perhaps because of her fathers rude comments on it.

II 

It is not surprising that Madeleine came to her twelfth and thirteenth years without any real understanding of the great world about her and without any definite knowledge or skill. Her drunken mother was now more or less dependent upon her, her father having died of pneumonia and her brother and sister having disappeared to do for themselves.

Aside from petty beginners tasks in shops or stores, or assisting her mother at washing or cleaning, there was little that she could do at first. Mrs. Kinsella, actually compelled by the need for rent or food or fuel after a time, would get occasional work in a laundry or kitchen or at scrubbing or window-cleaning, but not for long. The pleasure of drink would soon rob her of that.

At these tasks Madeleine helped until she secured work in a candy factory in her thirteenth year at the wage of three-thirty a week. But even with this little money paid in regularly there was no assurance that her mother would add sufficient to it to provide either food or warmth. Betimes, and when Madeleine was working, her mother cheered her all too obvious sorrows with the bottle, and at nights or week-ends rewarded Madeleine with a gabble which was all the more painful because no material comfort came with it.

The child actually went hungry at times. Usually, after a few drinks, her mother would begin to weep and recite her past ills: a process which reduced her timorous and very sympathetic daughter to complete misery. In sheer desperation the child sought for some new way in her own mind. A reduction in the working-force of the candy factory, putting her back in the ranks of the work-seekers once more, and a neighbour perceiving her wretched state and suggesting that some extra helpers were wanted in a department store at Christmastime, she applied there, but so wretched were her clothes by now that she was not even considered.

Then a man who had a restaurant in a nearby street gave her mother and Madeleine positions as dishwashers, but he was compelled to discharge her mother, although he wished to retain Madeleine. From this last, however, because of the frightening attentions of the cook, she had to flee, and without obtaining a part of the small pittance which was due her. Again, and because in times past she had aided her mother to clean in one place and another, she was able to get a place as servant in a family.

Those who know anything of the life of a domestic know how thoroughly unsatisfactory it is  the leanness, the lack of hope. As a domestic, wherever she was  and she obtained no superior places for the time being  she had only the kitchen for her chief chamber or a cubby-hole under the roof. Here, unless she was working elsewhere in the house or chose to visit her mother occasionally, she was expected to remain. Pots and pans and scrubbing and cleaning and bed-making were her world. If any one aside from her mother ever wanted to see her (which was rare) he or she could only come into the kitchen, an ugly and by day inconvenient realm.

She had, as she soon came to see, no privileges whatsoever. In the morning she was expected to be up before any one else, possibly after working late the night before. Breakfast had to be served for others before she herself could eat  what was left. Then came the sweeping and cleaning. In one place which she obtained in her fifteenth year the husband annoyed her so, when his wife was not looking, that she had to leave; in another it was the son. By now she was becoming more attractive, although by no means beautiful or daring.

But wherever she was and whatever she was doing, she could not help thinking of her mother and Tina and Frank and her father, and of the grim necessities and errors and vices which had seemed to dominate them. Neither her brother nor her sister did she ever see again. Her mother, she felt (and this was due to a sensitiveness and a sympathy which she could not possibly overcome), she would have with her for the rest of her days unless, like the others, she chose to run away.

Daily her mother was growing more inadequate and less given to restraint or consideration. As bad as she was, Madeleine could not help thinking what a hard time she had had. From whatever places she obtained work in these days (and it was not often any more) she was soon discharged, and then she would come inquiring after Madeleine, asking to be permitted to see her. Naturally, her shabby dress and shawl and rag of a hat, as well as her wastrel appearance, were an affront to any well-ordered household. Once in her presence, whenever Madeleine was permitted to see her, she would begin either a cozening or a lachrymose account of her great needs.

Its out o oil, I am, me dear, or Wurra, I have no wood or bread or meat  never drink. Ye wont let yer pore old mother go cold or hungry, now, will ye? Thats the good girl now. Fifty cents now, if ye have it me darlin, or a quarter, an Ill not be troublin ye soon again. Even a dime, if ye can spare me no more. Godll reward ye. Ill have work o me own to-morra. Thats the good girl now  ye wont let me go away without anything.

Oscillating between shame and sympathy, her daughter would take from the little she had and give it to her, tremulous for fear the disturbing figure would prove her undoing. Then the old woman would go out, lurching sometimes in her cups, and disappear, while an observant fellow servant was probably seeing and reporting to the mistress, who, of course, did not want her to come there and so told the girl, or, more practical still, discharged her.

Thus from her fourteenth to her sixteenth year she was shunted from house to house and from shop to shop, always in the vain hope that this time her mother might let her alone.

And at the same very time, life, sweetened by the harmonies of youth in the blood, was calling  that exterior life which promised everything because so far it had given nothing. The little simple things of existence, the very ordinary necessities of clothing and ornament, with which the heart of youth and the inherent pride of appearance are gratified, had a value entirely disproportionate to their worth. Yes, already she had turned the age wherein the chemic harmonies in youth begin to sing, thought to thought, colour to colour, dream to dream. She was being touched by the promise of life itself.

And then, as was natural, love in the guise of youth, a rather sophisticated gallant somewhat above the world in which she was moving, appeared and paid his all but worthless court to her. He was physically charming, the son of a grocer of some means in the vicinity in which she was working, a handsome youth with pink cheeks and light hair and blue eyes, and vanity enough for ten. Because she was shy and pretty he became passingly interested in her.

Oh, I saw you cleaning the windows yesterday, this with a radiant, winning smile,; or You must live down toward Blake Street. I see you going down that way once in a while.

Madeleine acknowledged rather shamefacedly that it was true. That so dashing a boy should be interested in her was too marvellous.

In the evenings, or at any time, it was easy for a youth of his skill and savoir-faire to pick her out of the bobbing stream of humanity in which she occasionally did errands or visited her mother in her shabby room, and to suggest that he be permitted to call upon her. Or, failing that, because of her mothers shabby quarters and her mother herself, that the following Sunday would be ideal for an outing to one of those tawdry, noisy beaches to which he liked to go with other boys and girls in a car.

A single trip to Wonderland, a single visit to one of its halls where music sounded to the splash of the waves and where he did his best to teach her to dance, a single meal in one of its gaudy, noisy restaurants, a taste of its whirly pleasures, and a new colour and fillip were given to hope, a new and seemingly realisable dream of happiness implanted in her young mind. The world was happier than she had thought, or could be made so; not all people fought and screamed at each other. There were such things as tenderness, soft words, sweet words.

But the way of so sophisticated a youth with a maid was brief and direct. His mind was of that order which finds in the freshness of womankind a mere passing delight, something to be deflowered and then put aside. He was a part of a group that secured its happiness in rifling youth, the youth of those whose lives were so dull and bleak that a few words of kindness, a little change of scene, the mere promixity of experience and force such as they had never known, were pay ample for anything which they might give or do.

And of these Madeleine was one.

Never having had anything in her own life, the mere thought of a man so vigorous and handsome, one with knowledge enough to show her more of life than she had ever dreamed of, to take her to places of colour and light, to assure her that she was fitted for better things even though they were not immediately forthcoming, was sufficient to cause her to place faith where it was least worthy of being placed. To win his way there was even talk of marriage later on, that love should be generous and have faith  and then  

III 

Plain-clothesman Amundsen, patrolling hawk-like the region of Fourteenth and K Streets, not so far from Blake, where Madeleine had lived for a time, was becoming interested in and slightly suspicious of a new face.

For several days at odd hours, he had seen a girl half-slinking, half-brazening her way through a region the very atmosphere of which was blemishing to virtue. To be sure, he had not yet seen her speak to any one; nor was there that in her glance or manner which caused him to feel that she might.

Still  with the assurance of his authority and his past skill, in trapping many he followed discreetly, seeing where she went how she lingered for awhile nervously, then returned as she had come. She was very young, not more than seventeen.

He adjusted his tie and collar and decided to attempt his skill.

Excuse me, Miss. Out for a little stroll? So am I. Mind my walking along with you a little way? Wouldnt like to come and have a drink, would you? I work in an automobile place over here in Grey Street, and Im just off for the afternoon. Live here in the neighourhood?

Madeleine surveyed this stranger with troubled eyes. Since the day her youthful lover had deserted her, and after facing every conceivable type of ill, but never being willing to confess or fall back upon her drunken, dreaming mother for aid, she had tested every device. The necessities and expenses incident to a prospective, and to her degrading state, as well as the continued care of her mother, had compelled her, as she had finally seen it, to come to this  for a time anyhow. A street girl, finding her wandering and crying, had taken her in hand and shown her, after aiding her for weeks, how to make her way.

Her burden that she feared so much was artificially if ruthlessly and criminally disposed of. Then she was shown the way of the streets until she could gain a new foothold in life; only, as she had since learned, it was difficult for her to accommodate herself to this fell traffic. She was not of it spiritually. She really did not intend to continue in it; it was just a temporary makeshift, born of fear and a dumb despair.

But neither Detective Amundsen nor the law was ready to believe that. To the former she seemed as worthless as any  one of those curious, uncared-for flowers never understood by the dull.

In a nearby café she had listened to his inquiries, the fact that he had a room in a nearby hotel, or could secure one. Contemning a fate which drove her to such favours, and fully resolved to leave it soon, to make something better of her life in the future, she went with him.

Then came the scarring realisation that he was an officer of the law, a cynical, contemptuous hawk smirking over her tears and her explanations. It was absolutely nothing to him that she was so young and could scarcely have been as hardened as he pretended. She was compelled to walk through the streets with him to the nearest police station, while he nodded to or stopped to explain to passing brothers of the cloth the nature of his latest conquest.

There was the registering of her under the false name that she chose, rather than be exposed under her true one, before a brusque and staring sergeant in shirt-sleeves; a cell with a wooden bench, the first she had ever known; a matron who searched her; then a ride somewhere in a closed vehicle, and the usual swift and confusing arraignment before a judge whose glance was seemingly so cold that it was frightening.

Nellie Fitzpatrick; Officer Amundsen, Eighth Precinct.

The friend who had taught her the ways of the streets had warned her that if caught and arrested it might mean months of incarceration in some institution, the processes or corrective meaning of which she did not quite comprehend. All that she had grasped fully was that it meant a severance from her freedom, the few little things, pitiful as they were, that she could call her own. And now here she was, in the clutches of the law, and with no one to defend her.

The testimony of the officer was as it had been in hundreds of cases before this; he had been walking his beat and she had accosted him, as usual.

There being no legal alternative, the magistrate had held her for sentence, pending investigation, and the investigation proving, as it only could, that her life would be better were some corrective measures applied to it, she was sent away. She had never had any training worthy the name. Her mother was an irresponsible inebriate. A few months in some institution where she could be taught some trade or craft would be best.

And so it was that for a period of a year she was turned over to the care of the Sisterhood of the Good Shepherd.

IV

The grey and bony walls of that institution starkly dominated one of the barest and most unprepossessing regions of the city. Its northern façade fronted a stone-yard, beyond which were the rocks of the racing Sound and a lighthouse. To the east, rocks and the river, a grey expanse in winter picked over by gulls, mourned over by the horns of endless craft. To the south, bare coal-yards, wagon-yards, tenements.

Twice weekly, sentenced delinquents of various ages  the children, of whom Madeleine was one; the girls, ranging from eighteen to thirty; the women, ranging from thirty to fifty; and the old people, ranging from fifty until the last years of life  were brought here in an all but air-tight cage, boxed like a great circus van, and with only small barred air-holes at the top. Inside the van were bare, hard benches, one against either wall. A representative of the probation and control system of the city, a gaunt female of many years, sat within; also an officer of such prodigious proportions that the mere sight of him might well raise the inquiry of why so much unnecessary luggage. For amusement in dull hours he smoothed his broad mouth with the back of his red, hairy hand, and dreamed of bygone days.

The institution itself was operated by a Mother Superior and thirty nuns, all of the order mentioned, all expert in their separate ways in cooking, housekeeping, laundering, buying, lace-making, teaching, and a half dozen other practical or applied arts.

Within the institution were separate wings or sections for each of the four groups before mentioned, sections in which each had its separate working, eating, sleeping and playing rooms. Only one thing was shared in common: the daily, and often twice or thrice daily, religious ceremonies in the great chapel, a lofty, magi-decorated and be-altared and be-candled chamber, whose tall, thin spire surmounted with a cross might easily be seen from many of the chambers in which the different groups worked. There were masses in the mornings, vespers and late prayers in the afternoons, often late prayers at night or on holidays, when additional services of one kind and another were held. To the religious-minded these were of course consoling. To the contrary-minded they became at times a strain.

Always, and over all the work and all the routine relaxations or pleasures of the institution, there hung the grim insistence of the law, its executive arm, upon order, seemliness, and, if not penance, at least a servility of mind which was the equivalent thereof. Let the voices of the nuns be never so soft, their footfalls light, their manners courteous, their ways gentle, persuasive, sympathetic, their mood tender; back of it all lay the shadow of the force which could forthwith return any or all to the rough hands of the police, the stern and not-to-be-evaded dictum of the courts.

This, much more than any look of disappointment or displeasure, if such were ever necessary, spoke to these delinquents or victims, whatever their mood, and quieted them in their most rebellious hours. Try as they would, they could not but remember that it was the law that had placed them here and now detained them. That there reigned here peace, order, sweetness and harmony, was well enough, comforting in cases, yet and always the life here had obviously a two-fold base: one the power of the law itself, the other the gentle, appealing, beautiful suasion of the nuns.

But to so inexperienced and as yet unreasoning a child as Madeleine all of this savoured at this time of but one thing: the sharp, crude, inconsiderate and uninquiring forces of law or life, which seemed never to stop and inquire how or why, but only to order how, and that without mercy. Like some frightened animal faced by a terrifying enemy, she had thus far been able to think only of some darksome corner into which she might slip and hide, a secret place so inconspicuous and minute that the great savage world without would not trouble or care to follow.

And well enough the majority of the Sisterhood, especially those in immediate authority over her, understood the probable direction and ramifications of her present thoughts.

They knew her mood, for had they not during years past dealt with many such? And stern as was the law, they were not unmindful of her welfare. So long as she was willing and obedient there was but one thing more: that somehow her troubled or resentful or congealed and probably cruelly injured mind should be wooed from its blind belief in the essential injustice of life, to be made to feel, as they themselves were ready to believe, that all paths were not closed, all forces not essentially dark or evil.

For them there was hope of sorts for all, a way out, and many  even she  might find ways and means of facing life, better possibly than any she had ever known.

V

Sister St. Agnes, for instance, who controlled the spotlessly clean, but barnlike and bleak room in which were a hundred machines for the sewing of shirtwaists, was a creature of none too fortunate a history herself.

Returning at the age of eighteen and at the death of her father from a convent in which she had been placed by him in order to escape the atmosphere of a home which he himself had found unsatisfactory, she had found a fashionable mother leading a life of which she could scarcely conceive, let alone accept. The taint, the subterfuge, the self-indulgent waste, had as soon sickened her as had the streets Madeleine.

Disappointed, she felt herself after a time incapable of enduring it and had fled, seeking first to make her way in a world which offered only meagre wages and a barren life to those incapable of enduring its rugged and often shameless devices; later, again wearied of her own trials, she had returned to the convent in which she had been trained and asked to be schooled for service there. Finding the life too simple for a nature grown more rugged, she had asked to be, and had been, transferred to the House of the Good Shepherd, finding there for the first time, in this institution, duties and opportunities which somehow matched her ideals.

And by the same token the Mother Superior of this same institution, Mother St. Bertha, who often came through and inquired into the story of each one, was of a history and of an order of mind which was not unlike that of Sister St. Agnes, only it had even more of genuine pathos and suffering in it. The daughter of a shoe manufacturer, she had seen her father fail, her mother die of consumption, a favourite brother drink and carouse until he finally fell under the blight of disease and died. The subsequent death of her father, to whom she had devoted her years, and the failing of her own dreams of a personal love, had saddened her, and she sought out and was admitted to this order in the hope that she, too, might still make especial use of a life that promised all too little in the world outside.

Her great comfort was in having some one or something to love, the satisfaction of feeling that lives which otherwise might have come to nothing had by some service of hers been lifted to a better state. And in that thought she worked here daily, going about among those incarcerated in different quarters, seeing to it that their tasks were not too severe, their comforts and hopes, where hope still remained, in nowise betrayed.

But to Madeleine at first the solemn habits of the nuns, as well as the grey gingham apron she had to don, the greyer woollen dress, the severe manner in which she had to dress her hair, her very plain shoes, the fact that she had to rise at six-thirty, attend mass and then breakfast at eight, work from eight-thirty to twelve-thirty, and again from one-thirty to four; lunch regularly at twelve-thirty and sup at six, attend a form of prayer service at four-thirty, play at simple games with her new companions between five and six and again between seven and nine, and then promptly retire to a huge sleeping-ward set with small white iron beds in long rows, and ht, after the retiring bell had sounded, by small oil cups or candles burning faintly before various images, all smacked of penance, the more disturbing because it was strange, a form of personal control which she had not sought and could not at once accept.

Nor could she help thinking that some severer form of punishment was yet to be meted out to her, or might ensue by reason of one unavoidable error to another. Life had always been so with her. But, once here a time, things proved not so bad.

The large workroom with its hundred machines and its tall windows, which afforded a stark view of the coal-pockets to the south, and the river with its boats and gulls, proved not unpleasing. The clean, bright windows, polished floors and walls  washed and cleaned by the inmates themselves, the nuns not disdaining to do their share  and the habits of the Sisters, their white-fringed hoods, black robes and clinking beads and their silent tread and low speech, impressed her greatly.

The fact that there was no severe reproof for any failure to comprehend at first, but only slow and patient explanations of simple things, not difficult in themselves to do; that aside from the routine duties, the marching in line with hands crossed over breast and head up, as well as genuflections at mass, prayers before and after meals, at rising and on retiring and at the peal of the Angelus, morning, noon and night, there was no real oppression, finally caused her to like it.

The girls who were here with her, shy or silent or cold or indifferent at first, and each with her world of past experiences, contacts and relationships locked in her heart, were still, placed as they were elbow to elbow at work, at meals, at prayer, at retiring, incapable of not achieving some kind of remote fellowship which eventually led to speech and confidences.

Thus the young girl who sat next at her right in the sewing-room  Viola Patters by name, a brave, blonde, cheerful little thing  although she had endured much that might be called ill-fortune, was still intensely interested in life.

By degrees and as they worked the two reached an understanding. Viola confessed that her father, who was a non-union painter by trade, had always worked well enough when he could get work, but that he managed badly and could not always get it. Her mother was sickly and they were very poor and there were many children.

Viola had first worked in a box-factory, where she had been able to earn only three dollars or less at piece work pasting corners, as she described it  and once she had been sworn at and even thrown away from a table at which she had been working because she didnt do it right, and then she quit. Then her father in turn swearing at her for her uppishness, she had got work in a five-and-ten-cent store, where she had received three dollars a week and a commission of one per cent on her sales, which were not sufficient to yield more than a dollar more. Then she had secured a better place in a department store at five dollars a week, and there it was that she had come by the handsome boy who had caused her so much trouble.

He was a taxi-driver, who always had a car at his disposal when he worked, only it was very seldom that he cared to work. Although he married her swiftly enough and took her away from her family, still he had not supported her very well, and shortly after they were married he was arrested and accused with two others of stealing a machine and selling it, and after months and months of jail life he had been sentenced to three years in the penitentiary.

In the meantime he had called upon her to aid him, pressed her to raise sums of which she had never previously dreamed  and by ways of which she had never previously dreamed  was pleaded with, all but ordered  and still she loved him. And then in executing the how of it she had been picked up by the police and sent here, as had Madeleine, only she never told, not even to Madeleine, what the police had never discovered  that at the suggestion of her first love she had included robbery among her arts.

But I dont care, she had whispered finally as they worked. He was good to me, anyhow, when he had work. He was crazy about me, and he liked to go places and dance and eat and see shows when he had money, and he always took me. Gee, the times weve had! And if he wants me to stick to him when he gets out, I will. He aint half as bad as some. Gee, you oughta hear some of the girls talk!

And so it was finally that Madeleine was induced to tell her story.

There were other girls here who, once this bond of sympathy was struck, were keen enough to tell their tales  sad, unfortunate, harried lives all  and somehow the mere telling of them restored to Madeleine some of her earlier faint confidence or interest in life. It was bad, but it was vivid. For in spite of their unfortunate beginnings, the slime in which primarily and without any willing of their own they had been embedded and from which nearly all were seeking to crawl upwards, and bravely enough, they had heart for and faith in life.

In all cases, apparently, love was their star as well as their bane. They thought chiefly of the joy that might be had in joining their lives with some man or being out in the free world, working again possibly, at least in touch in some feeble way with the beauty and gaiety of life, as beauty and gaiety manifested themselves to them.

And so by degrees, the crash of her own original hopes echoing less and less loudly in the distance, the pain of her great shame and rude awakening passed farther and farther from her. The smoothness and regularity of this austere life, indifferent as it seemed at times, consoled her by its very security and remoteness from the world. It was lean and spare, to be sure, but it offered safety and rest to the mind and heart. Now, rising in her dim, silent ward of a morning, repeating her instructed prayers, marching in silence to chapel, to breakfast, to work, hearing only the soft hum of the machines, marching again to chapel, playing each day, but not too noisily, and finally retiring in the same ordered and silent way to her tiny bed, she was soothed and healed.

And yet, or perhaps because of this, she could not help thinking of the clangour and crash of the world without. It had been grim and painful to her, but in its rude, brutal way it had been alive. The lighted streets at night! The cars! That dancing pavilion in which once she had been taught to dance by the great blue sea! The vanished touches of her faithless lovers hands  his kisses  brief, so soon over! Where was he now in the great strange world outside? With whom? What was she like? And would he tire of her as quickly? Treat her as badly? Where was Tina? Frank? Her mother? What had happened to her mother? Not a word had she heard.

To Sister St. Agnes, after a time, sensing her to be generous, faithful, patient, she had confided all concerning herself and her mother, crying on her shoulder, and the Sister had promised to learn what she could. But the investigation proving that her mother had been sent to the workhouse, she deemed it best to say nothing for the present. Madeleine would find her quickly enough on returning to the world. Why cloud the new budding life with so shameful a memory?

VI 

And then once more, in due time, and with the memory of these things clinging fast to her, she was sent forth into the world, not quite as poorly-armed as before, perhaps but still with the limited equipment which her own innate disposition and comprehension compelled.

After many serious and presumably wise injunctions as to the snares and pitfalls of this world, and accompanied by a black-habited nun, who took her direct to one of those moral and religious families whose strict adherence to the tenets of this particular faith was held to provide an ideal example, she was left to her own devices and the type of work she had previously followed, the nuns themselves being hard put to it to discover anything above the most menial forms of employment for their various charges. Theirs was a type of schooling and training which did not rise above a theory of morality requiring not so much skill as faith and blind obedience.

And again, here, as in the institution itself, the idea of a faith, a religion, a benign power above that of man and seeking his welfare, surrounded her as the very air itself or as an aura, although she personally was by no means ready to accept it, never having given it serious thought.

Everywhere here, as in the institution itself, were little images or coloured pictures of saints, their brows circled by-stars or crowns, their hands holding sceptres or lilies, their bodies arrayed in graceful and soothing robes of white, blue, pink and gold. Their faces were serene, their eyes benignly contemplative, yet to Madeleine they were still images only, pretty and graceful, even comforting, but at so great variance to life as she knew it as to be little more than pretty pictures.

In the great church which they attended, and to which they persuaded her to accompany them, were more of these same candle-lit pictures of saints, images and altars starred with candles, many or few, at which she was wont to stare in wonder and awe. The vestments of the priest and the acolytes, the white-and-gold and red-and-gold of the chasuble and the stole and the cope, the gold and silver crosses, chalices and winecups, overawed her inexperienced and somewhat impressionable mind without convincing it of the immanence of superior forces whose significance or import she could in nowise guess. God, God, God  she heard of Him and the passion and death of the self-sacrificing Lord Jesus.

And here, as there, the silence, the order, the cleanliness and regularity, as well as simplicity, were the things which most invested her reason and offered the greatest contrasts to her old life.

She had not known or sensed the significance of these things before. Now, day by day, like the dripping of water, the ticking of time, they made an impression, however slight. Routine, routine, routine, and the habit and order and colour of a vast and autocratic religion, made their lasting impression upon her.

And yet, in spite of an occasional supervisory visit on the part of one or other of the nuns of the probation department, she was not only permitted but compelled to work out her life as best she might, and upon such wages as she could command or devise. For all the prayers and the good-will of the nuns, life was as insistent and driving as ever. It did not appear to be so involved with religion. In spite of the admonitions of the church, the family for whom she was working saw little more in its religious obligation than that she should be housed and fed according to her material merits. If she wished to better herself, as she soon very clearly was she must, she would have to develop a skill which she did not now have and which, once developed, would make her of small use here. At the same time, if the months spent in the institution had conveyed to her the reasonableness of making something better of her life than hitherto she had been able to do, the world, pleasure, hope, clanged as insistently and as wooingly as ever before.

But how? How? was the great problem. Hers was no resourceful, valiant soul, capable of making its own interesting way alone. Think as she would, and try, love, and love only, the admiration and ministering care of some capable and affectionate man was the only thing that seemed likely to solve for her the various earthly difficulties which beset her.

But even as to this, how, in what saving or perfect way, was love to come to her? She had made one mistake which in the development of any honest relationship with another would have to be confessed. And how would it be then? Would love, admiration, forgive? Love, love, love, and the peace and comfort of that happy routine home life which she imagined she saw operative in the lives of others  how it glimmered afar, like a star!

And again there was her mother.

It was not long after she had come from the institution that sheer loneliness, as well as a sense of daughterly responsibility and pity had urged her to look up her mother, in order that she might restore to herself some little trace of a home, however wretched it might be. She had no one, as she proceeded to argue. At least in her own lonely life her mother provided, or would, an ear and a voice, sympathetic if begging, a place to go.

She had learned on returning to their last living-place on one of her afternoons off, that her mother had been sent away to the Island, but had come back and since had been sent to the city poor-farm. This last inquiry led eventually to her mothers discovery of her and of her fixing herself upon her once more as a dependent, until her death somewhat over a year later.

But in the meantime, and after all, life continued to call and call and to drive her on, for she was still full of the hope and fever of youth.

Once, before leaving the institution in which they had worked together, Viola Patters had said to her in one of those bursts of confidence based on attraction:

Once youre outa here an I am, too, Id like to see you again, only there aint no use your writin me here, for I dont believe theyd give it to me. I dont believe theyd want us to run together. I dont believe they like me as well as they do you. But you write me, wherever you are, care of  , and here she gave a definite address an Ill get it when I get out.

She assured Madeleine that she would probably be able to get a good place once she was free of the control of the Sisters, and then she might be able to do something for her.

Often during these dark new days she thought of this, and being hard-pressed for diverting interests in her life she finally wrote her, receiving in due time a request to come and see her.

But, as it proved, Viola was no avenue of improvement for her in her new mood. She was, as Madeleine soon discovered, part of a small group which was making its way along a path which she had promised herself henceforth to avoid. Viola was more comfortably placed in quarters of her own than Madeleine had ever been, but the method by which she was forwarding her life she could not as readily accept.

Yet her own life, move about as she might and did after a time from one small position to another, in store or factory, in the hope of bettering herself, held nothing either. Day by day as she worked she sensed all the more clearly that the meagre tasks at which she toiled could bring her nothing of permanent value. Her mother was dead now, and she more alone than ever. During a period of several years, in which she worked and dreamed, leading a thin, underpaid life, her mind was ever on love and what it might do for her  the pressure of a seeking hand, the sanctuary of an enveloping heart.

And then, for the second time in her brief life, love came, or seemed to  at least in her own heart if nowhere else.

She had by now, and through her own efforts, attained to a clerkship, in one of the great stores at the salary of seven dollars a week, on which she was trying to live. And then, behold, one day among her customers one of those suave and artful masters of the art of living by ones wits, with a fortune of looks, to whom womanhood is a thing to be taken by an upward curl of a pair of moustaches, the vain placement of ringed locks, spotless and conspicuous linen, and clothes and shoes of a newness and lustre all but disturbing to a very work-a-day world. His manners and glances were of a winsomeness which only the feminine heart  and that unschooled in the valuelessness of veneer  fully appreciates.

Yes, the sheer grace of the seeking male, his shallow and heartless courtesy, the lustre of his eye and skin, a certain something of shabby-grand manner, such as she had never known in the particularly narrow world in which she moved, was sufficient to arrest and fix her interest.

He leaned over and examined the stationery and pencils which she sold, commenting on prices, the routine of her work, smiled archly and suggested by his manner entire that she was one in whom he could be deeply interested. At the same time a certain animal magnetism, of the workings of which she was no more conscious than might be any stick or stone, took her in its tow.

Here was one out of many, a handsome beau, who was interested in her and her little life. The oiled and curled hair became the crown of a god; the moustache and the sharp, cruel nose harmonies of exquisite beauty. Even the muscular, prehensile hands were rhythmic, musical in their movements. She had time only to sense the wonder of his perfect self before he went away. But it was to return another day, with an even more familiar and insinuating grace.

He was interested in her, as he frankly said the next time, and she must be his friend. At lunch-time one day he was waiting to take her to a better restaurant than she would ever have dreamed of entering; on another day it was to dinner that she accompanied him.

According to him, she was beautiful, wonderful. Her flower-like life was being wasted on so rude a task. She should marry him, and then her difficulties would be solved. He was one who, when fortune was with him, so he said, made much, much money. He might even take her from the city at times to see strange places and interesting scenes.

As for her own stunted life, from most of the details of which she forebore, he seemed in nowise interested. It was not due to any lack on her part in the past that her life had been so ill....

Love, love, love.... The old story. In a final burst of admiration and love for his generosity she told him of her one great error, which caused him a few moments of solemn cogitation and was then dismissed as nothing of importance, a pathetic, childish mistake. Then there followed one of those swift and seemingly unguarded unions, a commonplace of the tangled self-preserving underworld of poverty. A clergyman was found whose moral assurances seemed to make the union ideal. Then a room in a commonplace boarding-house, and the newer and better life which eventually was to realise all was begun.

VII 

To those familiar with the brazen and relentless methods of a certain type of hawk of the underworld, which picks fledglings from the nest and springlings from the fields and finds life itself only a hunting-ground in which those mentally or physically weaker than itself may be enslaved, this description will seem neither strained nor inadequate. Fagans of sex, creatures who change their women as they would their coats, they make an easy if reprehensible bed of their lives, and such of their victims as have known them well testify that for a while at least in their care or custody they were not unhappy.

So it was with Madeleine and her lover. With amused and laughing tolerance toward her natural if witless efforts to build up a home atmosphere about their presumably joint lives, to build for a future in which they should jointly share, he saw in them only something trivial or ridiculous, whereas to her it was as though the heavens had opened and she was surveying a new world. For in his love and care there was to be peace. Latterly, if not now  for already he complained of conditions which made it impossible for him to work  the results of their several labours were to be pooled in order to prepare for that something better which would soon be achieved  a home, an ideally happy state somewhere. Even children were in her mind.

The mere fact that he shortly complained of other temporary reverses which made it necessary for him and her to keep close watch over their resources, and that for the time being, until he could arrange his affairs, she must find some employment which would pay much better than her old one, gave her no shock.

Indeed, it was an indescribable joy for her to do for her love, for love had come, that great solvent of all other earthly difficulties, that leveller of all but insurmountable barriers. Even now love was to make her life flower at last. There was an end to loneliness and the oppressive indifference of the great sea of life.

But, as in the first instance, so now the awakening was swift and disconcerting. Realising the abject adoration in which she held his surface charms and that his thin, tricky soul was the beginning and the end of things for her, it was all the easier to assure her, and soon insist, that the easiest and swiftest way of making money, of which she was unfortunately aware, must be resorted to, for a great necessity had come upon him. The usual tale of a threatening disaster, a sudden loss at cards, which might end in imprisonment for him and their enforced separation, was enough.

Swiftly he filled her ears with tales of rescues by women of many of his men friends similarly circumstanced, of the fools and marks that filled the thoroughfares to be captured and preyed upon by women. Why hesitate? Consider the meagre, beggarly wages she had previously earned, the nothingness of her life before. Why jeopardise their future now? Why be foolish, dull? Plainly it was nothing to love, as he saw it. Should it be so much to her? In this wise she was persuaded.

But now it was not the shame and the fear of arrest that troubled her, but the injury which love had done and was doing to her, that cut and burned and seared and scarred.

Love, as she now began dimly to realise once more, should not be so. More than anything else, if love was what she had always dreamed, should it not protect and save and keep her for itself? And now see. Love was sending her out again to loiter in doorways and before windows and to make eyes.

It was this that turned like a wheel in her brain and heart. For in spite of the roughness of her emotional experiences thus far, she had faith to believe that love should not be so, should not do so.

Those features which to this hour, and long after, like those features of her first love, seemed so worship-worth, those eyes that had seemed to beam on her with love, the lips that had smiled so graciously and kissed hers, the hands and arms that had petted and held her, should not be part of the compulsion that sent her here.

No, love should be better than that. He himself had told her so at first  that she was worth more than all else to him  and now see!

And then one night, fully a year and a half later, the climax. Being particularly irritated by some money losses and the need of enduring her at all, even though she might still prove of some value as a slave, he turned on her with a savage fury.

What, only...! Get to hell outa here! What do you think I am  a sucker? And let go my arm. Dont come that stuff on me. Im sick of it. Dont hang on my arm, I tell yah! Im tired, damned tired! Get out! Go on  beat it, an dont come back, see? Im through  through  yuh hear me? I mean what I say. Im through, once an fer all. Beat it, an fer good. Dont come back. Ive said that before, but this time it goes! Go on, now quick  Scat!  an dont ever let me see yah around here any more, yah hear  yah damned piece o mush, yah!

He pushed her away, throwing open the door as he did so, and, finding her still pleading and clinging, threw her out with such force that she cut her left eye and the back of her left hand against the jamb of the door.

There was a cry of Fred! Fred! Please! Please  ! and then the door was slammed and she was left leaning disconsolately and brokenly against the stair-rail outside.

And now, as before, the cruelty and inscrutability of life weighed on her, only now, less than before, had she hope wherewith to buoy herself. It was all so dark, so hopeless.

Often in this hour she thought of the swift, icy waters of the river, glistening under a winter moon, and then again of the peace and quiet of the House of the Good Shepherd, its shielding remoteness from life, the only true home or sanctuary she had ever known. And so, brooding and repressing occasional sobs, she made her way toward it, down the long streets, thinking of the pathetically debasing love-life that was now over  the dream of love that never, never could be again, for her.

VIII 

The stark red walls of the institution stood as before, only dim and grey and cold under a frosty winter moon. It was three of a chill, cold morning. She had come a long way, drooping, brooding, half-freezing and crying. More than once on the way the hopelessness of her life and her dreams had given her pause, causing her to turn again with renewed determination toward the river  only the vivid and reassuring pictures she had retained of this same grim and homely place, its restricted peace and quiet, the sympathy of Sister St. Agnes and Mother St. Bertha, had carried her on.

En route she speculated as to whether they would receive her now, so objectionable and grim was her tale. And yet she could not resist continuing toward it, so reassuring was its memory, only to find it silent, not a single light burning. But, after all, there was one, at a side door  not the great cold gate by which she had first been admitted, but another to one side, to her an all but unknown entrance; and to it after some brooding hesitation she made her way, ringing a bell and being admitted by a drowsy nun, who ushered her into the warmth and quiet of the inner hallway. Once in she mechanically followed to the bronze grille which, as prison bars, obstructed the way, and here on one of the two plain chairs placed before a small aperture she now sank wearily and looked through.

Her cut eye was hurting her and her bruised hands. On the somewhat faded jacket and crumpled hat, pulled on indifferently because she was too hurt to think or care, there was some blown snow. And when the Sister Secretary in charge of the room after midnight, hearing footsteps, came to the grille, she looked up wanly, her little red, rough hands crossed on her lap.

Mother, she said beseechingly, may I come in?

Then remembering that only Mother St. Bertha could admit her, added wearily:

Is Mother St. Bertha here? I was here before. She will know me.

The Sister Secretary surveyed her curiously, sensing more of the endless misery that was ever here, but seeing that she was sick or in despair hastened to call her superior, whose rule it was that all such requests for admission should be referred to her. There was no stir in the room in her absence. Presently pattened feet were heard, and the face of Mother St. Bertha, wrinkled and a-weary, appeared at the square opening.

What is it, my child? she asked curiously if softly, wondering at the crumpled presence at this hour.

Mother, began Madeleine tremulously, looking up and recognising her, dont you remember me? It is Madeleine. I was here four years ago. I was in the girls ward. I worked in the sewing-room.

She was so beaten by life, the perpetual endings to her never more than tremulous hopes, that even now and here she expected little more than an indifference which would send her away again.

Why, yes, of course I remember you, my child. But what is it that brings you now, dear? Your eye is cut, and your hand.

Yes, mother, but please dont ask  just now. Oh, please let me come in! I am so tired! Ive had such a hard time!

Of course, my child, said the Mother, moving to the door and opening it. You may come in. But what has happened, child? How is it that your cheek is cut, and your hands?

Mother, pleaded Madeleine wearily, must I answer now? I am so unhappy! Cant I just have my old dress and my bed for to-night  that little bed under the lamp?

Why, yes, dear, you may have them, of course, said the nun, tactfully sensing a great grief. And you need not talk now. I think I know how it is. Come with me.

She led the way along bare, dimly lit corridors and up cold solid iron stairs, echoing to the feet, until once more, as in the old days, the severe but spotless room in which were the baths and the hampers for soiled clothes was reached.

Now, my child, she said, you may undress and bathe. I will get something for your eye.

And so here at last, once more, Madeleine put aside the pathetic if showy finery that for a time had adorned and shamed her: a twilled skirt she had only recently bought in the pale hope of interesting him, the commonplace little hat for which she had paid ten dollars, the striped shirtwaist, once a pleasure to her in the hope that it would please him.

In a kind of dumbness of despair she took off her shoes and stockings and, as the Mother left, entered the warm, clean bath which had been provided. She stifled a sob as she did so, and others as she bathed. Then she stepped out and dried her body and covered it with the clean, simple slip of white which had been laid on a chair, brushing her hair and touching her eye, until the Mother Sister returned with an unguent wherewith to dress it.

Then she was led along other silent passages, once dreary enough but now healing in their sense of peace and rest, and so into the great room set with row upon row of simple white iron beds, covered with their snowy linen and illuminated only by the minute red lamps or the small candles burning before their idealistic images here and there, beneath which so many like herself were sleeping. Over the bed which she had once occupied, and which by chance was then vacant, burned the one little lamp which she recognised as of old  her lamp, as she had always thought of it  a thin and flickering flame, before an image of the Virgin. At sight of it she repressed a sob.

You see, my child, said the Mother Superior poetically, it must have been waiting for you. Anyhow it is empty. Perhaps it may have known you were coming.

She spoke softly so that the long rows of sleepers might not be disturbed, then proceeded to turn down the coverlets.

Oh, Mother, Madeleine suddenly whispered softly as she stood by the bed, wont you let me stay always? I never want to go out any more. I have had such a hard time. I will work so hard for you if you will let me stay!

The experienced Sister looked at her curiously. Never before had she heard such a plea.

Why, yes, my child, she said. If you wish to stay Im sure it can be arranged. It is not as we usually do, but you are not the only one who has gone out in the past and come back to us. I am sure God and the Blessed Virgin will hear your prayer for whatever is right. But now go to bed and sleep. You need rest. I can see that. And to-morrow, or any time, or never, as you choose, you may tell me what has happened.

She urged her very gently to enter and then tucked the covers about her, laying finally a cool, wrinkled hand on her forehead. For answer Madeleine seized and put it to her lips, holding it so.

Oh, Mother, she sobbed as the Sister bent over her, dont ever make me go out in the world again, will you? You wont, will you? Im so tired! Im so tired!

No dear, no, soothed the Sister, not unless you wish it. And now rest. You need never go out in the world again unless you wish.

And withdrawing the hand from the kissing lips, she tiptoed silently from the room.


THE HAND

I 

DAVIDSON could distinctly remember that it was between two and three years after the grisly event in the Monte Orte range  the sickening and yet deserved end of Mersereau, his quondam partner and fellow adventurer  that anything to be identified with Mersereaus malice toward him, and with Mersereaus probable present existence in the spirit world, had appeared in his life.  

He and Mersereau had worked long together as prospectors, investors, developers of property. It was only after they had struck it rich in the Klondike that Davidson had grown so much more apt and shrewd in all commercial and financial matters, whereas Mersereau had seemed to stand still  not to rise to the splendid opportunities which then opened to him. Why, in some of those later deals it had not been possible for Davidson even to introduce his old partner to some of the moneyed men he had to deal with. Yet Mersereau had insisted, as his right, if you please, on being in on everything  everything!

Take that wonderful Monte Orte property, the cause of all the subsequent horror. He, Davidson  not Mersereau  had discovered or heard of the mine, and had carried it along, with old Besmer as a tool or decoy  Besmer being the ostensible factor  until it was all ready for him to take over and sell or develop. Then it was that Mersereau, having been for so long his partner, demanded a full half  a third, at least  on the ground that they had once agreed to work together in all these things.

Think of it! And Mersereau growing duller and less useful and more disagreeable day by day, and year by year! Indeed, toward the last he had threatened to expose the trick by which jointly, seven years before, they had possessed themselves of the Skyute Pass Mine; to drive Davidson out of public and financial life, to have him arrested and tried  along with himself, of course. Think of that!

But he had fixed him  yes, he had, damn him! He had trailed Mersereau that night to old Besmers cabin on the Monte Orte, when Besmer was away. Mersereau had gone there with the intention of stealing the diagram of the new field, and had secured it, true enough. A thief he was, damn him. Yet, just as he was making safely away, as he thought, he, Davidson, had struck him cleanly over the ear with that heavy rail-bolt fastened to the end of a walnut stick, and the first blow had done for him.

Lord, how the bone above Mersereaus ear had sounded when it cracked! And how bloody one side of that bolt was! Mersereau hadnt had time to do anything before he was helpless. He hadnt died instantly, though, but had turned over and faced him, Davidson, with that savage, scowling face of his and those blazing animal eyes.

Lying half propped up on his left elbow. Mersereau had reached out toward him with that big, rough, bony right hand of his  the right with which he always boasted of having done so much damage on this, that, and the other occasion  had glared at him as much as to say:

Oh, if I could only reach you just for a moment before I go!

Then it was that he, Davidson, had lifted the club again. Horrified as he was, and yet determined that he must save his own life, he had finished the task, dragging the body back to an old fissure behind the cabin and covering it with branches, a great pile of pine fronds, and as many as one hundred and fifty boulders, great and small, and had left his victim. It was a sickening job and a sickening sight, but it had to be.

Then, having finished, he had slipped dismally away, like a jackal, thinking of that hand in the moonlight, held up so savagely, and that look. Nothing might have come of that either, if he hadnt been inclined to brood on it so much, on the fierceness of it.

No, nothing had happened. A year had passed, and if anything had been going to turn up it surely would have by then. He, Davidson, had gone first to New York, later to Chicago, to dispose of the Monte Orte claim. Then, after two years, he had returned here to Mississippi, where he was enjoying comparative peace. He was looking after some sugar property which had once belonged to him, and which he was now able to reclaim and put in charge of his sister as a home against a rainy day. He had no other.

But that body back there! That hand uplifted in the moonlight  to clutch him if it could! Those eyes.



II  JUNE, 1905

Take that first year, for instance, when he had returned to Gatchard in Mississippi, whence both he and Mersereau had originally issued. After looking after his own property he had gone out to a tumble-down estate of his uncles in Issaqueena County  a leaky old slope-roofed house where, in a bedroom on the top floor, he had had his first experience with the significance or reality of the hand.

Yes, that was where first he had really seen it pictured in that curious, unbelievable way; only who would believe that it was Mersereaus hand? They would say it was an accident, chance, rain dropping down. But the hand had appeared on the ceiling of that room just as sure as anything, after a heavy rain-storm  it was almost a cyclone  when every chink in the old roof had seemed to leak water.

During the night, after he had climbed to the room by way of those dismal stairs with their great landing and small glass oil-lamp he carried, and had sunk to rest, or tried to, in the heavy, wide, damp bed, thinking, as he always did those days, of the Monte Orte and Mersereau, the storm had come up. As he had listened to the wind moaning outside he had heard first the scratch, scratch, scratch, of some limb, no doubt, against the wall  sounding, or so it seemed in his feverish unrest, like some one penning an indictment against him with a worn, rusty pen.

And then, the storm growing worse, and in a fit of irritation and self-contempt at his own nervousness, he had gone to the window, but just as lightning struck a branch of the tree nearest the window and so very near him, too  as though some one, something, was seeking to strike him  (Mersereau?) and as though he had been lured by that scratching. God! He had retreated, feeling that it was meant for him.

But that big, knotted hand painted on the ceiling by the dripping water during the night! There it was, right over him when he awoke, outlined or painted as if with wet, grey whitewash against the wretched but normally pale-blue of the ceiling when dry. There it was  a big, open hand just like Mersereaus as he had held it up that night  huge, knotted, rough, the fingers extended as if tense and clutching, And, if you will believe it, near it was something that looked like a pen  an old, long-handled pen  to match that scratch, scratch, scratch!

Huldah, he had inquired of the old black mammy who entered in the morning to bring him fresh water and throw open the shutters, what does that look like to you up there  that patch on the ceiling where the rain came through?

He wanted to reassure himself as to the character of the thing he saw  that it might not be a creation of his own feverish imagination, accentuated by the dismal character of this place.

Pears t me mo like a big han an anythin else, Marse Davison, commented Huldah, pausing and staring upward. Mo like a big fist, kinda. Dat airs a new drip come las night, I reckon. Dis here ole place ain gonna hang togethah much longah, lessn some repairin be done mighty quick now. Yassir, dat airs a new drop, shos yo bon, en it come ony las night. I haint never seed dat befo.

And then he had inquired, thinking of the fierceness of the storm:

Huldah, do you have many such storms up this way?

Good gracious, Marse Davison, we haint seed no sech blow en  en come three years now. I haint seed no sech lightnin en I doan know when.

Wasnt that strange, that it should all come on the night, of all nights, when he was there? And no such other storm in three years!

Huldah stared idly, always ready to go slow and rest, if possible, whereas he had turned irritably. To be annoyed by ideas such as this! To always be thinking of that Monte Orte affair! Why couldnt he forget it? Wasnt it Mersereaus own fault? He never would have killed the man if he hadnt been forced to it.

And to be haunted in this way, making mountains out of mole-hills, as he thought then! It must be his own miserable fancy  and yet Mersereau had looked so threateningly at him. That glance had boded something; it was too terrible not to.

Davidson might not want to think of it, but how could he stop? Mersereau might not be able to hurt him any more, at least not on this earth; but still, couldnt he? Didnt the appearance of this hand seem to indicate that he might? He was dead, of course. His body, his skeleton, was under that pile of rocks and stones, some of them as big as wash-tubs. Why worry over that, and after two years? And still  

That hand on the ceiling!



III  DECEMBER, 1905

Then, again, take that matter of meeting Pringle in Gatchard just at that time, within the same week. It was due to Davidsons sister. She had invited Mr and Mrs. Pringle in to meet him one evening, without telling him that they were spiritualists and might discuss spiritualism.

Clairvoyance, Pringle called it, or seeing what cant be seen with material eyes, and clairaudience, or hearing what cant be heard with material ears, as well as materialisation, or ghosts, and table-rapping, and the like. Table-rapping  that damned tap-tapping that he had been hearing ever since!

It was Pringles fault, really. Pringle had persisted in talking. He, Davidson, wouldnt have listened, except that he somehow became fascinated by what Pringle said concerning what he had heard and seen in his time. Mersereau must have been at the bottom of that, too.

At any rate, after he had listened, he was sorry, for Pringle had had time to fill his mind full of those awful facts or ideas which had since harassed him so much  all that stuff about drunkards, degenerates, and weak people generally being followed about by vile, evil spirits and used to effect those spirits purposes or desires in this world. Horrible!

Wasnt it terrible? Pringle  big, mushy, creature that he was, sickly and stagnant like a springless pool  insisted that he had even seen clouds of these spirits about drunkards, degenerates, and the like, in street-cars, on trains, and about vile corners at night. Once, he said, he had seen just one evil spirit  think of that!  following a certain man all the time, at his left elbow  a dark, evil, red-eyed thing, until finally the man had been killed in a quarrel.

Pringle described their shapes, these spirits, as varied. They were small, dark, irregular clouds, with red or green spots somewhere for eyes, changing in form and becoming longish or round like a jellyfish, or even like a misshapen cat or dog. They could take any form at will  even that of a man.

Once, Pringle declared, he had seen as many as fifty about a drunkard who was staggering down a street, all of them trying to urge him into the nearest saloon, so that they might re-experience in some vague way the sensation of drunkenness, which at some time or other they themselves, having been drunkards in life, had enjoyed!

It would be the same with a drug fiend, or indeed with any one of weak or evil habits. They gathered about such an one like flies, their red or green eyes glowing  attempting to get something from them, perhaps, if nothing more than a little sense of their old earth-life.

The whole thing was so terrible and disturbing at the time, particularly that idea of men being persuaded or influenced to murder, that he, Davidson, could stand it no longer, and got up and left. But in his room upstairs he meditated on it, standing before his mirror. Suddenly  would he ever forget it  as he was taking off his collar and tie, he had heard that queer tap, tap, tap, right on his dressing-table or under it, and for the first time, which Pringle said, ghosts made when table-rapping in answer to a call, or to give warning of their presence.

Then something said to him, almost as clearly as if he heard it:

This is me, Mersereau, come hack at last to get you! Pringle was just an excuse of mine to let you know I was coming, and so was that hand in that old house, in Issaqueena County. It was mine! I will be with you from now on. Dont think I will ever leave you!

It had frightened and made him half sick, so wrought up was he. For the first time he felt cold chills run up and down his spine  the creeps. He felt as if some one were standing over him  Mersereau, of course  only he could not see or hear a thing, just that faint tap at first, growing louder a little later, and quite angry when he tried to ignore it.

People did live, then, after they were dead, especially evil people  people stronger than you, perhaps. They had the power to come back, to haunt, to annoy you if they didnt like anything you had done to them. No doubt Mersereau was following him in the hope of revenge, there in the spirit world, just outside this one, close at his heels, like that evil spirit attending the other man whom Pringle had described.



IV  FEBRUARY, 1906

Take that case of the hand impressed on the soft dough and plaster of Paris, described in an article that he had picked up in the dentists office out there in Pasadena  Mersereaus very hand, so far as he could judge. How about that for a coincidence, picking up the magazine with that disturbing article about psychic materialisation in Italy, and later in Berne, Switzerland, where the scientists were gathered to investigate that sort of thing? And just when he was trying to rid himself finally of the notion that any such thing could be!

According to that magazine article, some old crone over in Italy  spiritualist, or witch, or something  had got together a crowd of experimentalists or professors in an abandoned house on an almost deserted island off the coast of Sardinia. There they had conducted experiments with spirits, which they called materialisation, getting the impression of the fingers of a hand, or of a whole hand and arm, or of a face, on a plate of glass covered with soot, the plate being locked in a small safe on the centre of a table about which they sat!

He, Davidson, couldnt understand, of course, how it was done, but done it was. There in that magazine were half a dozen pictures, reproductions of photographs of a hand, an arm and a face  or a part of one, anyhow. And if they looked like anything, they looked exactly like Mersereaus! Hadnt Pringle, there in Gatchard, Miss., stated spirits could move anywhere, over long distances, with the speed of light. And would it be any trick for Mersereau to appear there at Sardinia, and then engineer this magazine into his presence, here in Los Angeles? Would it? It would not. Spirits were free and powerful over there, perhaps.

There was not the least doubt that these hands, these partial impressions of a face, were those of Mersereau. Those big knuckles! That long, heavy, humped nose and big jaw! Whose else could they be?  they were Mersereaus, intended, when they were made over there in Italy, for him, Davidson, to see later here in Los Angeles. Yes, they were! And looking at that sinister face reproduced in the magazine, it seemed to say, with Mersereaus old coarse sneer:

You see? You cant escape me! Im showing you how much alive I am over here, just as I was on earth. And Ill get you yet, even if I have to go farther than Italy to do it!

It was amazing, the shock he took from that. It wasnt just that alone, but the persistence and repetition of this hand business. What could it mean? Was it really Mersereaus hand? As for the face, it wasnt all there  just the jaw, mouth, cheek, left temple, and a part of the nose and eye; but it was Mersereaus, all right. He had gone clear over there into Italy somewhere, in a lone house on an island, to get this message of his undying hate back to him. Or was it just spirits, evil spirits, bent on annoying him because he was nervous and sensitive now?



V  OCTOBER, 1906

Even new crowded hotels and new buildings werent the protection he had at first hoped and thought they would be. Even there you werent safe  not from a man like Mersereau. Take that incident there in Los Angeles, and again in Seattle, only two months ago now, when Mersereau was able to make that dreadful explosive or crashing sound, as if one had burst a huge paper bag full of air, or upset a china-closet full of glass and broken everything, when as a matter of fact nothing at all had happened. It had frightened him horribly the first two or three times, believing as he did that something fearful had happened. Finding that it was nothing  or Mersereau  he was becoming used to it now; but other people, unfortunately, were not.

He would be  as he had been that first time  sitting in his room perfectly still and trying to amuse himself, or not to think, when suddenly there would be that awful crash. It was astounding! Other people heard it, of course. They had in Los Angeles. A maid and a porter had come running the first time to inquire, and he had had to protest that he had heard nothing. They couldnt believe it at first, and had gone to other rooms to look. When it happened the second time, the management had protested, thinking it was a joke he was playing; and to avoid the risk of exposure he had left.

After that he could not keep a valet or nurse about him for long. Servants wouldnt stay and managers of hotels wouldnt let him remain when such things went on. Yet he couldnt live in a house or apartment alone, for there the noises and atmospheric conditions would be worse than ever.



VI  JUNE, 1907

Take that last old house he had been in  but never would be in again!  at Anne Haven. There he actually visualised the hand  a thing as big as a washtub at first, something like smoke or shadow in a black room moving about over the bed and everywhere.. Then, as he lay there, gazing at it spellbound, it condensed slowly, and he began to feel it. It was now a hand of normal size  there was no doubt of it in the world  going over him softly, without force, as a ghostly hand must, having no real physical strength, but all the time with a strange, electric, secretive something about it, as if it were not quite sure of itself, and not quite sure that he was really there.

The hand, or so it seemed  God!  moved right up to his neck and began to feel over that as he lay there. Then it was that he guessed just what it was that Mersereau was after.

It was just like a hand, the fingers and thumb made into a circle and pressed down over his throat, only it moved over him gently at first, because it really couldnt do anything yet, not having the material strength. But the intention! The sense of cruel, savage determination that went with it!

And yet, if one went to a nerve specialist or doctor about all this, as he did afterward, what did the doctor say? He had tried to describe how he was breaking down under the strain, how he could not eat or sleep on account of all these constant tappings and noises; but the moment he even began to hint at his experiences, especially the hand or the noises, the doctor exclaimed:

Why, this is plain delusion! Youre nervously run down, thats all that ails you  on the verge of pernicious anæmia, I should say. Youll have to watch yourself as to this illusion about spirits. Get it out of your mind. Theres nothing to it!

Wasnt that just like one of these nerve specialists bound up in their little ideas of what they knew or saw, or thought they saw?



VII  NOVEMBER, 1907

And now take this very latest development at Battle Creek recently where he had gone trying to recuperate on the diet there. Hadnt Mersereau, implacable demon that he was, developed this latest trick of making his food taste queer to him  unpalatable or with an odd odour?

He, Davidson, knew it was Mersereau, for he felt him beside him at the table whenever he sat down. Besides, he seemed to hear something  clairaudience was what they called it, he understood  he was beginning to develop that, too, now. It was Mersereau of course saying in a voice which was more like a memory of a voice than anything real  the voice of some one you could remember as having spoken in a certain way, say, ten years or more ago:

Ive fixed it so you cant eat any more, you

There followed a long list of vile expletives, enough in itself to sicken one.

Thereafter, in spite of anything he could do to make himself think to the contrary, knowing that the food was all right, really, Davidson found it to have an odour or a taste which disgusted him, and which he could not overcome, try as he would. The management assured him that it was all right, as he knew it was  for others. He saw them eating it. But he couldnt  had to get up and leave, and the little he could get down he couldnt retain, or it wasnt enough for him to live on. God, he would die, this way! Starve, as he surely was doing by degrees now.

And Mersereau always seeming to be standing by. Why, if it werent for fresh fruit on the stands at times, and just plain, fresh-baked bread in bakers windows, which he could buy and eat quickly, he might not be able to live at all. It was getting to that pass!



VIII  AUGUST, 1908

That wasnt the worst, either, bad as all that was. The worst was the fact that under the strain of all this he was slowly but surely breaking down, and that in the end Mersereau might really succeed in driving him out of life here  to do what, if anything, to him there? What? It was such an evil pack by which he was surrounded, now, those who lived just on the other side and hung about the earth, vile, debauched creatures, as Pringle had described them, and as Davidson had come to know for himself, fearing them and their ways so much, and really seeing them at times.

Since he had come to be so weak and sensitive, he could see them for himself  vile things that they were, swimming before his gaze in the dark whenever he chanced to let himself be in the dark, which was not often  friends of Mersereau, no doubt, and inclined to help him just for the evil of it.

For this long time now Davidson had taken to sleeping with the light on, wherever he was, only tying a handkerchief over his eyes to keep out some of the glare. Even then he could see them  queer, misshapen things, for all the world like wavy, stringy jellyfish or coils of thick, yellowish-black smoke, moving about, changing in form at times, yet always looking dirty or vile, somehow, and with those queer, dim, reddish or greenish glows for eyes. It was sickening!



IX  OCTOBER, 1908

Having accomplished so much, Mersereau would by no means be content to let him go. Davidson knew that! He could talk to him occasionally now, or at least could hear him and answer back, if he chose, when he was alone and quite certain that no one was listening.

Mersereau was always saying, when Davidson would listen to him at all  which he wouldnt often  that he would get him yet, that he would make him pay, or charging him with fraud and murder.

Ill choke you yet! The words seemed to float in from somewhere, as if he were remembering that at some time Mersereau had said just that in his angry, savage tone  not as if he heard it; and yet he was hearing it of course.

Ill choke you yet! You cant escape! You may think youll die a natural death, but you wont and thats why Im poisoning your food to weaken you. You cant escape! Ill get you, sick or well, when you cant help yourself, when you!re sleeping. Ill choke you, just as you hit me with that club. Thats why youre always seeing and feeling this hand of mine! Im not alone. Ive nearly had you many a time already, only you have managed to wriggle out so far, jumping up, but some day you wont be able to  see? Then

The voice seemed to die away at times, even in the middle of a sentence, but at the other times  often, often  he could hear it completing the full thought. Sometimes he would turn on the thing and exclaim:

Oh, go to the devil! or, Let me alone! or, Shut up! Even in a closed room and all alone, such remarks seemed strange to him, addressed to a ghost; but he couldnt resist at times, annoyed as he was. Only he took good care not to talk if any one was about.

It was getting so that there was no real place for him outside of an asylum, for often he would get up screaming at night  he had to, so sharp was the clutch on his throat  and then always, wherever he was, a servant would come in and want to know what was the matter. He would have to say that it was a nightmare  only the management always requested him to leave after the second or third time, say, or after an explosion or two. It was horrible!

He might as well apply to a private asylum or sanatorium now, having all the money he had, and explain that he had delusions  delusions!  Imagine!  and ask to be taken care of. In a place like that they wouldnt be disturbed by his jumping up and screaming at night, feeling that he was being choked, as he was, or by his leaving the table because he couldnt eat the food, or by his talking back to Mersereau, should they chance to hear him, or by the noises when they occurred.

They could assign him a special nurse and a special room, if he wished  only he didnt wish to be too much alone. They could put him in charge of some one who would understand all these things, or to whom he could explain. He couldnt expect ordinary people, or hotels catering to ordinary people, to put up with him any more. Mersereau and his friends made too much trouble.

He must go and hunt up a good place somewhere where they understood such things, or at least tolerated them, and explain, and then it would all pass for the hallucinations of a crazy man  though as a matter of fact, he wasnt crazy at all. It was all too real, only the average or so-called normal person couldnt see or hear as he could  hadnt experienced what he had.



X  DECEMBER, 1908

The trouble is, doctor, that Mr. Davidson is suffering from the delusion that he is pursued by evil spirits. He was not committed here by any court, but came of his own accord about four months ago, and we let him wander about here at will. But he seems to be growing worse, as time goes on.

One of his worst delusions, doctor, is that there is one spirit in particular who is trying to choke him to death. Dr. Major, our superintendent, says he has incipient tuberculosis of the throat, with occasional spasmodic contractions. There are small lumps or callouses here and there as though caused by outside pressure and yet our nurse assures us that there is no such outside irritation. He wont believe that: but when ever he tries to sleep, especially in the middle of the night, he will jump up and come running out into the hall, insisting that one of these spirits, which he insists are after him, is trying to choke him to death. He really seems to believe it, for he comes out coughing and choking and feeling at his neck as if some one has been trying to strangle him. He always explains the whole matter to me as being the work of evil spirits and asks me to not pay any attention to him unless he calls for help or rings his call-bell; and so I never think anything more of it now unless he does.

Another of his ideas is that these same spirits do something to his food  put poison in it, or give it a bad odour or taste, so that he cant eat it. When he does find anything he can eat, he grabs it and almost swallows it whole, before, as he says, the spirits have time to do anything to it. Once he says, he weighed more than two hundred pounds, but now he only weighs one hundred and twenty. His case is exceedingly strange and pathetic, doctor!

Dr. Major insists that it is purely a delusion, that so far as being choked is concerned, it is the incipient tuberculosis, and that his stomach trouble comes from the same thing; but by association of ideas, or delusion, he thinks some one is trying to choke him and poison his food, when it isnt so at all. Dr. Major says that he cant imagine what could have started it. He is always trying to talk to Mr. Davidson about it, but whenever he begins to ask him questions, Mr. Davidson refuses to talk, and gets up and leaves.

One of the peculiar things about his idea of being choked, doctor, is that when he is merely dozing he always wakes up in time, and has the power to throw it off. He claims that the strength of these spirits is not equal to his own when he is awake, or even dozing, but when hes asleep their strength is greater and that then they may injure him. Sometimes, when he has had a fright like this, he will come out in the hall and down to my desk there at the lower end, and ask if he maynt sit there by me. He says it calms him. I always tell him yes, but it wont be five minutes before hell get up and leave again, saying that hes being annoyed, or that he wont be able to contain himself if he stays any longer, because of the remarks being made over his shoulder or in his ear.

Often hell say: Did you hear that, Miss Liggett? Its astonishing, the low, vile things that man can say at times! When I say, No, I didnt hear, he always says, Im so glad!

No one has ever tried to relieve him of this by hypnotism, I suppose?

Not that I know of, doctor. Dr. Major may have tried it. I have only been here three months.

Tuberculosis is certainly the cause of the throat trouble, as Dr. Major says, and as for the stomach trouble, that comes from the same thing  natural enough under the circumstances. We may have to resort to hypnotism a little later. Ill see. In the meantime youd better caution all who come in touch with him never to sympathise, or even to seem to believe in anything he imagines is being done to him. It will merely encourage him in his notions. And get him to take his medicine regularly; it wont cure, but it will help. Dr. Major has asked me to give special attention to his case, and I want the conditions as near right as possible.

Yes, sir.



XI  JANUARY, 1909

The trouble with these doctors was that they really knew nothing of anything save what was on the surface, the little they had learned at a medical college or in practise  chiefly how certain drugs tried by their predecessors in certain cases, were known to act. They had no imagination whatever, even when you tried to tell them.

Take that latest young person who was coming here now in his good clothes and with his car, fairly bursting with his knowledge of what he called psychiatrics, looking into Davidsons eyes so hard and smoothing his temples and throat  massage, he called it  saying that he had incipient tuberculosis of the throat and stomach trouble, and utterly disregarding the things which he, Davidson, could personally see and hear! Imagine the fellow trying to persuade him, at this late date, that all that was wrong with him was tuberculosis, that he didnt see Mersereau standing right beside him at times, bending over him, holding up that hand and telling him how he intended to kill him yet  that it was all an illusion!

Imagine saying that Mersereau couldnt actually seize him by the throat when he was asleep, or nearly so, when Davidson himself, looking at his throat in the mirror, could see the actual finger-prints  Mersereaus  for a moment or so afterward. At any rate, his throat was red and sore from being clutched as Mersereau of late was able to clutch him! And that was the cause of these lumps. And to say, as they had said at first, that he himself was making them by rubbing and feeling his throat, and that it was tuberculosis!

Wasnt it enough to make one want to quit the place? If it werent for Miss Liggett and Miss Koehler, his private nurse, and their devoted care, he would. That Miss Koehler was worth her weight in gold, learning his ways as she had, being so uniformly kind, and bearing with his difficulties so genially. He would leave her something in his will.

To leave this place and go elsewhere, though, unless he could take her along, would be folly. And anyway, where else would he go? Here at least were other people, patients like himself, who could understand and could sympathise with him  people who werent convinced as were these doctors that all that he complained of was mere delusion. Imagine! Old Rankin, the lawyer, for instance, who had suffered untold persecution from one living person and another, mostly politicians, was convinced that his, Davidsons troubles were genuine, and liked to hear about them, just as did Miss Koehler. These two did not insist, as the doctors did, that he had slow tuberculosis of the throat, and could live a long time and overcome his troubles if he would. They were merely companionable at such times as Mersereau would give him enough peace to be sociable.

The only real trouble, though, was that he was growing so weak from lack of sleep and food  his inability to eat the food which his enemy bewitched and to sleep at night on account of the choking  that he couldnt last much longer. This new physician whom Dr. Major had called into consultation in regard to his case was insisting that along with his throat trouble he was suffering from acute anæmia, due to long undernourishment, and that only a solution of strychnine injected into the veins would help him. But as to Mersereau poisoning his food  not a word would he hear. Besides, now that he was practically bedridden, not able to jump up as freely as before, he was subject to a veritable storm of bedevilment at the hands of Mersereau. Not only could he see  especially toward evening, and in the very early hours of the morning  Mersereau hovering about him like a black shadow, a great, bulky shadow  yet like him in outline, but he could feel his enemys hand moving over him. Worse, behind or about him he often saw a veritable cloud of evil creatures, companions or tools of Mersereaus who were there to help him and who kept swimming about like fish in dark waters, and seemed to eye the procedure with satisfaction.

When food was brought to him, early or late, and in whatever form, Mersereau and they were there, close at hand, as thick as flies, passing over and through it in an evident attempt to spoil it before he could eat it. Just to see them doing it was enough to poison it for him. Besides, he could hear their voices urging Mersereau to do it.

Thats right  poison it!

He cant last much longer!

Soon hell be weak enough so that when you grip him he will really die!

It was thus that they actually talked  he could hear them.

He also heard vile phrases addressed to him by Mersereau, the iterated and reiterated words murderer and swindler and cheat there in the middle of the night. Often, although the light was still on, he saw as many as seven dark figures, very much like Mersereaus, although different, gathered close about him  like men in consultation  evil men. Some of them sat upon his bed, and it seemed as if they were about to help Mersereau to finish him, adding their hands to his.

Behind them again was a complete circle of all those evil, swimming things with green and red eyes, always watching  helping probably. He had actually felt the pressure of the hand to grow stronger of late, when they were all there. Only, just before he felt he was going to faint, and because he could not spring up any more, he invariably screamed or gasped a choking gasp and held his finger on the button which would bring Miss Koehler. Then she would come, lift him up, and fix his pillows. She also always assured him that it was only the inflammation of his throat, and rubbed it with alcohol, and gave him a few drops of something internally to ease it.

After all this time, and in spite of anything he could tell them, they still believed, or pretended to believe, that he was suffering from tuberculosis, and that all the rest of this was delusion, a phase of insanity!

And Mersereaus skeleton still out there on the Monte Orte!

And Mersereaus plan, with the help of others, of course, was to choke him to death, there was no doubt of that now; and yet they would believe after he was gone that he had died of tuberculosis of the throat. Think of that.



XII  MIDNIGHT OF FEBRUARY 10, 1909

THE GHOST OF MERSEREAU (bending over Davidson): Softly! Softly! Hes quite asleep! He didnt think we could get him  that I could! But this time  yes, Miss Koehler is asleep at the end of the hall and Miss Liggett cant come, cant hear. Hes too weak now. He can scarcely move or groan. Strengthen my hand, will you! I will grip him so tight this time that he wont get away! His cries wont help him this time! He cant cry as he once did! Now! Now!

A CLOUD OF EVIL SPIRITS (swimming about): Right! Right! Good! Good! Now! Ah!

DAVIDSON (waking, choking, screaming, and feebly striking out): Help! Help! He-l-p! Miss  Miss  H  e  l  p!

Miss LIGGETT (dozing heavily in her chair): Everything is still. No one restless. I can sleep. (Her head nods.)

THE CLOUD OF EVIL SPIRITS: Good! Good! Good!

His soul at last! Here it comes! He couldnt escape this time! Ah! Good! Good! Now!

MERSEREAU (to Davidson): You murderer! At last! At last!



XIII  3 A.M. OF FEBRUARY 17, 1909

Miss KOEHLER (at the bedside, distressed and -pale): He must have died some time between one and two, doctor. I left him at one oclock, comfortable as I could make him. He said he was feeling as well as could be expected. Hes been very weak during the last few days, taking only a little gruel. Between half past one and two I thought I heard a noise, and came to see. He was lying just as you see here, except that his hands were up to his throat, as if it were hurting or choking him. I put them down for fear they would stiffen that way. In trying to call one of the other nurses just now, I found that the bell was out of order, although I know it was all right when I left, because he always made me try it. So he may have tried to ring.

DR. MAJOR (turning the head and examining the throat): It looks as if he had clutched at his throat rather tightly this time, I must say. Here is the mark of his thumb on this side and of his four fingers on the other. Rather deep for the little strength he had. Odd that he should have imagined that some one else was trying to choke him, when he was always pressing at his own neck! Throat tuberculosis is very painful at times. That would explain the desire to clutch at his throat.

Miss LIGGETT: He was always believing that an evil spirit was trying to choke him, doctor.

DR. MAJOR: Yes, I know  association of ideas. Dr. Scain and I agree as to that. He had a bad case of chronic tuberculosis of the throat, with accompanying malnutrition, due to the effect of the throat on the stomach; and his notion about evil spirits pursuing him and trying to choke him was simply due to an innate tendency on the part of the subconscious mind to join things together  any notion, say, with any pain. If he had had a diseased leg, he would have imagined that evil spirits were attempting to saw it off, or something like that. In the same way the condition of his throat affected his stomach, and he imagined that the spirits were doing something to his food. Make out a certificate showing acute tuberculosis of the esophagus as the cause, with delusions of persecution as his mental condition. While I am here we may as well look in on Mr. Baff.


CHAINS

AS Garrison left his last business conference in K  , where the tall buildings, and the amazing crowds always seemed such a commentary on the power and force and wealth of America and the world, and was on his way to the railway station to take a train for G  , his home city, his thoughts turned with peculiar emphasis and hope, if not actual pleasure  and yet it was a pleasure, of a sad, distressed kind  to Idelle. Where was she now? What was she doing at this particular moment. It was after four of a grey November afternoon, just the time, as he well knew, winter or summer, when she so much preferred to be glowing at an afternoon reception, a the dansant, or a hotel grill where there was dancing, and always, as he well knew, in company with those vivid young sports or pleasure lovers of the town who were always following her. Idelle, to do her no injustice, had about her that something, even after three years of marriage, that drew them, some of the worst or best  mainly the worst, he thought at times  of those who made his home city, the great far-flung G  , interesting and in the forefront socially and in every other way.

What a girl! What a history! And how strange that he should have been attracted to her at all, he with his forty-eight years, his superior (oh, very much!) social position, his conservative friends and equally conservative manners. Idelle was so different, so hoyden, almost coarse, in her ways at times, actually gross and vulgar (derived from her French tanner father, no doubt, not her sweet, retiring Polish mother), and yet how attractive, too, in so many ways, with that rich russet-brown-gold hair of hers, her brown-black eyes, almost pupil-less, the iris and pupil being of the same colour, and that trig, vigorous figure, always tailored in the smartest way! She was a paragon  to him at least  or had been to begin with.



How tingling and dusty these streets of K  were, so vital always! How sharply the taxis of this mid-Western city turned corners!



But what a period he had endured since he had married her, three years before! What tortures, what despairs! If only he could make over Idelle to suit him! But what a wonderful thing that destroying something called beauty was, especially to one, like himself, who found life tiresome in so many ways  something to possess, a showpiece against the certain in-roads of time, something wherewith to arouse envy in other persons.



At last they were reaching the station J



She did not deserve that he should love her. It was the most unfortunate thing for him that he did, but how could he help it now? How overcome it? How punish her for her misdeeds to him without punishing himself more? Love was such an inscrutable thing; so often one lavished it where it was not even wanted. God, he could testify to that! He was a fine example, really. She cared about as much for him as she did for the lamp-post on the corner, or an old discarded pair of shoes. And yet  He was never tired of looking at her, for one thing, of thinking of her ways, her moods, her secrets. She had not done and was not doing as she should  it was impossible, he was beginning to suspect, for her so to do  and still  



He must stop and send her a telegram before the train left!



What a pleasure it was, indeed, anywhere and at all times, to have her hanging on his arm, to walk into a restaurant or drawing-room and to know that of all those present none had a more attractive wife than he, not one. For all Idelles commonplace birth and lack of position to begin with, she was the smartest, the best dressed, the most alluring, by far  at least, he thought so  of all the set in which he had placed her. Those eyes! That hair! That graceful figure, always so smartly arrayed! To be sure, she was a little young for him. Their figures side by side were somewhat incongruous  he with his dignity and years and almost military bearing, as so many told him, she with that air of extreme youthfulness and lure which always brought so many of the younger set to her side wherever they happened to be. Only there was the other galling thought: That she did not wholly belong to him and never had. She was too interested in other men, and always had been. Her youth, that wretched past of hers, had been little more than a lurid streak of bad, even evil  yes, evil  conduct. She had, to tell the truth, been a vile girl, sensuous, selfish, inconsiderate, unrepentant, and was still, and yet he had married her in spite of all that, knowing it, really. Only at first he had not known quite all.



Yes, all three of these! And wait till I get my sleeper ticket!



No wonder people had talked, though. He had heard it  that she had married him for his money, position, that he was too old, that it was a scandal, etc. Well, maybe it was. But he had been fond of her  terribly so  and she of him, or seemingly, at first. Yes, she must have been  her manner, her enthusiasm, if temporary, for him! Those happy, happy first days they spent together! Her quiet assumption of the rôle of hostess in Sicard Avenue at first, her manner of receiving and living up to her duties! It was wonderful, so promising. Yes, there was no doubt of it; she must have cared for him a little at first. Her brain, too, required a man of his years to understand  some phases of her moods and ideas, and as for him  well, he was as crazy about her then as now  more so, if anything  or was he? Wasnt she just as wonderful to him now as she had been then? Truly. Yes, love or infatuation of this kind was a terrible thing, so impossible to overcome.



Car three, section seven!



Would he ever forget the night he had first seen her being carried into the Insull General on that canvas ambulance stretcher, her temple bruised, one arm broken and internal injuries for which she had to be operated on at once  a torn diaphragm, for one thing  and of how she had instantly fascinated him? Her hair was loose and had fallen over one shoulder, her hands limp. Those hands! That picture! He had been visiting his old friend Dr. Dorsey and had wondered who she was, how she came to be in such a dreadful accident and thought her so beautiful. Think of how her beauty might have been marred, only it wasnt, thank goodness!



His telegram should be delivered in one hour, at most  that would reach her in time!



Then and there he had decided that he must know her if she did not die, that perhaps she might like him as he did her, on the instant; had actually suffered tortures for fear she would not! Think of that! Love at first sight for him  and for one who had since caused him so much suffering  and in her condition, torn and bruised and near to death! It was wonderful, wasnt it?



How stuffy these trains were when one first entered them  coal smokey!



And that operation! What a solemn thing it was really, with only himself, the doctor and three nurses in the empty operating room that night. Dorsey was so tall, so solemn, but always so courageous. He had asked if he might not be present, although he did not know her, and because there were no relatives about to bar him from the room, no one to look after her or to tell who she was, the accident having occurred after midnight in the suburbs, he had been allowed by Dorsey to come in.



Yes, put them down here!



He had pulled on a white slip over his business suit, and clean white cotton gloves on his hands, and had then been allowed to come into the observation gallery while Dorsey, assisted by the hospital staff, had operated. He saw her cut open  the blood  heard her groan heavily under ether! And all the time wondering who she was. Her history. And pitying her, too! Fearing she might not come to! How the memory of her pretty shrewd face, hidden under bandages and a gas cone, had haunted him!



The train on this other track, its windows all polished, its dining-car tables set and its lamps already glowing!



That was another of those fool dreams of his  of love and happiness, that had tortured him so of late. From the first almost without quite knowing it, he had been bewitched stricken with this fever, and could not possibly think of her dying. And afterward, with her broken arm set and her torn diaphragm mended, he had followed her into the private room which he had ordered and had charged to himself (Dorsey must have thought it queer!) and then had waited so restlessly at his club until the next morning, when, standing beside her bed, he had said: You dont know me, but my name is Garrison  Upham Brainerd Garrison. Perhaps you know of our family here in G  , the Willard Garrisons. I saw you brought in last night. I want to be of service to you if I may, to notify your friends, and be of any other use that I can. May I?

How well he remembered saying that, formulating it all before hand, and then being so delighted when she accepted his services with a peculiar, quizzical smile  that odd, evasive glance of hers!



Men struck car wheels this way, no doubt, in order to see that they were not broken, liable to fly to pieces when the train was running fast and so destroy the lives of all!



And then she had given him her address  her mothers, rather, to whom he went at once, bringing her back with him.

And so glad he was to know that there was only her mother, no husband or  And the flowers he had sent. And the fruit. And the gifts generally, everything he thought she might like! And then that queer friendship with Idelle afterwards, his quickly realised dream of bliss when she had let him call on her daily, not telling him anything of herself, of course, evading him rather, and letting him think what he would, but tolerating him! Yes, she had played her game fair enough, no doubt, only he was so eager to believe that everything was going to be perfect with them  smooth, easy, lasting, bliss always. What a fool of love he really was!



What a disgusting fat woman coming in with all her bags! Would this train never start?



At that time  how sharply it had all burned itself into his memory!  he had found her living as a young widow with her baby daughter at her mothers, only she wasnt a widow really. It was all make-believe. Already she had proved a riant scoffer at the conventions, a wastrel, only then he did not know that. Where he thought he was making an impression on a fairly unsophisticated girl, or at least one not roughly used by the world, in reality he was merely a new sensation to her, an incident, a convenience, something to lift her out of a mood or a dilemma in which she found herself. Although he did not know it then, one of two quarrelling men had just attempted to kill her via that automobile accident and she had been wishing peace, escape from her own thoughts and the attentions of her two ardent wooers, for the time being, at the time he met her. But apart from these, even, there were others, or had been before them, a long line apparently of almost disgusting  but no, he could not say quite that  creatures with whom she had been  well, why say it? And he had fancied for the moment that he was the big event in her life  or might be! be!

But even so, what difference did all that make either, if only she would love him now? What would he care who or what she was, or what she had done before, if only she really cared for him as much as he cared for her  or half as much  or even a minute portion! But Idelle could never care for anyone really, or at least not for him, or him alone, anyway. She was too restless, too fond of variety in life. Had she not, since the first six or seven months in which she had known and married him, little more than tolerated him? She did not really need to care for anybody; they all cared for her, sought her.



At last they were going!



Too many men of station and means  younger than himself, as rich or richer, far more clever and fascinating in every way than he would ever be (or she would think so because she really liked a gayer, smarter type than he had ever been or ever could be now)  vied with him for her interest, and had with each other before ever he came on the scene. She was, in her queer way, a child of fortune, a genius of passion and desire, really. Life would use her well for some time yet, whatever she did to him or any other person, or whatever he sought to do to her in revenge, if he ever did, because she was interesting and desirable. Why attempt to deny that? She was far too attractive yet, too clever, too errant, too indifferent, too spiritually free, to be neglected by any one yet, let alone by such seeking, avid, pleasure lovers as always followed her. And because she wouldnt allow him to interfere (that was the basis on which she had agreed to marry him, her personal freedom) she had always been able to go and do and be what she chose, nearly, just as she was going and doing now.



These wide yards and that ruck of shabby yellow-and-black houses, begrimed and dirty externally, and internally no doubt, with souls in them nearly as drab, perhaps. How much better it was to be rich like himself and Idelle; only she valued her station so lightly!



Always, wherever he went these days, and his affairs prevented him from being with her very much, she was in his mind  what she was doing, where she was going, with whom she might be now  ah, the sickening thought, with whom she might be now, and where  with that young waster Keene, possibly, with his millions, his shooting preserve and his yacht; or Browne, equally young and still in evidence, though deserted by her to marry him, Garrison; or Coulstone, with whom Idelle had had that highly offensive affair in Pittsburgh five years before, when she was only eighteen. Eighteen! The wonder year!

He, too, was here in G  now after all these years, this same Coulstone, and after Idelle had left him once! Yes, he was hanging about her again, wanting her to come back and marry him, although each of them had remarried!



That flock of crows flying across that distant field!



Of course, Idelle laughed at it, or pretended to. She pretended to be faithful to him, to tell him all this was unavoidable gossip, the aftermath of a disturbing past, before ever she saw him. But could he believe her? Was she not really planning so to do  leave him and return to Coulstone, this time legally? How could he tell? But think of the vagaries of human nature and character, the conniving and persuasive power of a man of wealth like Coulstone. He had left his great business in Pittsburgh to come here to G  in order to be near her and annoy him (Garrison) really  not her, perhaps  with his pleas and crazy fascination and adoration when she was now safely and apparently happily married! Think of the strangeness, the shame, the peculiarity of Idelles earlier life! And she still insisted that this sort of thing was worth while! All his own station and wealth and adoration were not enough  because he could not be eight or ten people at once, no doubt. But why should he worry? Why not let her go? To the devil with her, anyhow! She merely pretended to love him in her idle, wanton spirit, because she could  well, because she could play at youth and love!



Barkershurg  a -place of 30,000, and the train not stopping! The sun, breaking through for just one peep at this grey day, under those trees!



The trouble with his life, as Garrison now saw it, was that throughout it for the last twenty years, and before that even, in spite of his youth and money, he had been craving the favour of just such a young, gay, vigorous, attractive creature as Idelle or Jessica  she of his earlier years  and not realising it, until he met Idelle, his desire. And this, of course, had placed him at a disadvantage in dealing with women like them. Years before  all of fourteen now, think of it!  there had been that affair between himself and Jessica, daughter of the rich and fashionable Balloughs, of Lexington, which had ended so disastrously for him. He had been out there on Colonel Ledgebrooks estate attending to some property which belonged to his father, when she had crossed his path at the colonels house, that great estate in Bourbon County. Then, for the first time really, he had realised the delight of having a truly beautiful girl interested in him, and him alone, of being really attracted to him  for a little while. It was wonderful.



The smothered, clang of that crossing bell!



But also what a failure! How painful to hark back to that, and yet how could he avoid it? Although it had seemed to end so favourably  he having been able to win and marry her  still in reality it had ended most disastrously, she having eventually left him as she did. Jessica, too, was like Idelle in so many ways, as young, as gay, nearly as forceful, not as pretty, and not with Idelles brains. You had to admit that in connection with Idelle. She had more brains, force, self-reliance, intuition, than most women he knew anything about, young or old.

But to return to Jessica. At first she seemed to think he was wonderful, a man of the world, clever, witty, a lover of light, frivolous, foolish things, such as dancing, drinking, talking idle nonsense, which he was not at all. Yes, that was where he had always failed, apparently, and always would. He had no flair, and clever women craved that.



That flock of pigeons on that barn roof!



At bottom really he had always been slow, romantic, philosophic, meditative, while trying in the main to appear something else, whereas these other men, those who were so successful with women at least, were hard and gay and quick and thoughtless, or so he thought. They said and did things more by instinct than he ever could, were successful  well, just because they were what they were. You couldnt do those things by just trying to. And gay, pretty fascinating women, such as Idelle or Jessica, the really worthwhile ones, seemed to realise this instinctively and to like that kind and no other. When they found a sober and reflective man like himself, or one even inclined to be, they drew away from him. Yes, they did; not consciously always, but just instinctively. They wanted only men who tingled and sparkled and glittered like themselves. To think that love must always go by blind instinct instead of merit  genuine, adoring passion!



This must be Phillipsburg coming into view! He couldnt mistake that high, round water tower!



Ah, the tragedy of seeing and knowing this and not being able to remedy it, of not being able to make oneself over into something like that! Somehow, Jessica had been betrayed by his bog-fire resemblance to the thing which she took him to be. He was a bog fire and nothing more, in so far as she was concerned, all she thought he was. Yet because he was so hungry, no doubt, for a woman of her type he had pretended that he was the real thing, as she so liked to describe a gay character, a man of habits, bad or good, as you choose; one who liked to gamble, shoot, race, and do a lot of things which he really did not care for at all, but which the crowd or group with which he was always finding himself, or with whom he hoped to appear as somebody, was always doing and liking.



These poor countrymen, always loitering about their village stations!



And the women they ran with were just like them, like Jessica, like Idelle  smart, showy and liked that sort of man  and so  

Well, he had pretended to be all that and more, when she (Jessica) had appeared out of that gay group, petite, blonde (Idelle was darker), vivacious, drawn to him by his seeming reality as a man of the world and a gay cavalier. She had actually fallen in love with him at sight, as it were, or seemed to be at the time  she!  and then, see what had happened!

Those awful months in G  after she had returned with him.

The agonies of mind and body!



If only that stout travelling man in that grey suit would cease staring at him! It must be the horn-rimmed glasses he had on which interested him so! These mid-Western people!



Instantly almost, only a few weeks after they were married, she seemed to realise that she had made a mistake. It seemed not to make the slightest difference to her, after the first week or so, that they were married or that he was infatuated with her or that he was who he was or that her every move and thought were beautiful to him. On the contrary, it seemed only to irritate her all the more. She seemed to sense then  not before  that he was really the one man not suited to her by temperament or taste or ideas, not the kind she imagined she was getting, and from then on there were the most terrible days, terrible  



That pretty girl turning in at that village gate!



Trying, depressing, degrading really. What dark frowns used to flash across her face like clouds at that time  she was nineteen to his twenty-four, and so pretty!  the realisation, perhaps, that she had made a mistake. What she really wanted was the gay, anachronistic, unthinking, energetic person he had seemed to be under the stress of the life at Ledgebrooks, not the quiet, reasoning, dreamy person he really was. It was terrible!



Tall trees made such shadowy aisles at evening!



Finally she had run away, disappeared completely one morning after telling him she was going shopping, and then never seeing him any more  ever  not even once! A telegram from Harrisburg had told him that she was going to her mothers and for him not to follow her, please; and then before he could make up his mind really what to do had come that old wolf Caldwell, the famous divorce lawyer of G  , representing her mother, no doubt, and in smooth, ingratiating, persuasive tones had talked about the immense folly of attempting to adjust natural human antipathies, the sadness of all human inharmonies, the value of quiet in all attempts at separation, the need he had to look after his own social prestige in G  , and the like, until finally Caldwell had persuaded him to accept a decree of desertion in some Western state in silence and let her go out of his life forever! Think of that!



The first call for dinner! Perhaps he had better go at once and have it over with! He wanted to retire early to-night!



But Jessica  how she had haunted him for years after that! The whole city seemed to suggest her at times, even after he heard that she was married again and the mother of two children, so strong was the feeling for anything one lost. Even to this day certain corners in G  , the Brandingham, where they had lived temporarily at first; Mme. Gateleys dressmaking establishment, where she had had her gowns made, and the Tussockville entrance to the park  always touched and hurt him like some old, dear, poignant melody.



How this train lurched as one walked! The crashing couplings between these cars!



And then, after all these busy, sobering years, in which he had found out that there were some things he was not and could not be  a gay, animal man of the town, for instance, a blood, a waster; and some things that he was  a fairly capable financial and commercial man, a lover of literature of sorts, and of horses, a genial and acceptable person in many walks of society  had come Idelle.



Think of the dining-car being crowded thus early! And such people!



He was just settling down to a semi-resigned acceptance of himself as an affectional, emotional failure in so far as women were concerned, when she had come  Idelle  this latest storm which had troubled him so much. Idelle had brains, beauty, force, insight  more than Jessica ever had had, or was he just older?  and that was what made her so attractive to men, so indifferent to women, so ready to leave him to do all the worshipping. She could understand him, apparently, at his time of life, with his sober and in some ways sad experiences and sympathise with him most tenderly when she chose, and yet, strangely enough, she could ignore him also and be hard, cruel, indifferent. The way she could neglect him at times  go her own way! God!



Not a had seat, only now it was too dark to see anything outside! These heavy forks!



But to return to that dreadful pagan youth of hers, almost half-savage: take that boy who shot himself at the age of sixteen for love of her, and all because she would not run away with him, not caring for him at all, as she said, or she would have gone! What a sad case that was, as she had told it, at least. The boys father had come and denounced her to her parents in her own home, according to her, and still she denied that it had been her fault. And those other two youths, one of whom had embezzled $10,000 and spent it on her and several other boys and girls! And that other one who had stolen five hundred in small sums from his fathers till and safe and then wasted it on her and her companions at country inns until he was caught! Those country clubs! Those little rivers she described, with their canoes  the automobiles of these youths  the dancing, eating, drinking life under the moon in the warmth of spring and summer under the trees! And he had never had anything like that, never! When one of the boys, being caught, complained to her of his parents as the cause of his evil ways she had denied it, or so she said, and did still to this day, saying she really did not know he was stealing the money and calling him coward or cry-baby. Idelle told him of this several years ago as though it had some humorous aspects, as possibly it had, to her  who knows? but with some remorse, too, for she was not wholly indifferent to the plight of these youths, although she contended that what she had given them of her time and youth and beauty was ample compensation. Yes, she was a bad woman, really, or had been  a bad girl, say what one would, a child of original evil impulse. One could not deny that really. But what fascination also, even yet, and then no doubt  terrible! He could understand the actions of those youths, their recklessness. There was something about sheer beauty, evil though it might be, which overcame moral prejudices or scruples. It had done so in his case, or why was he living with her? And so why not in theirs?



How annoying to have a train stop in a station while you were eating!



Beauty, beauty, beauty! How could one gainsay the charm or avoid the lure of it? Not he, for one. Trig, beautiful women, who carried themselves with an air and swing and suggested by their every movement passion, alertness, gaiety of mind! The church bells might ring and millions of religionists preach of a life hereafter with a fixed table of rewards and punishments, but what did any one know of the future, anyhow? Nothing! Exactly nothing, in spite of all the churches. Life appeared and disappeared again; a green door opened and out you went, via a train wreck, for instance, on a night like this. All these farmers here tilling their fields and making their little homes and towns  where would they be in forty or fifty years, with all their moralities? No, here and now was life, here and now beauty  here and now Idelle, or creatures like her and Jessica.



He would pay his bill and go into the smoker for a change. It would he pleasant to sit there until his berth was made up.



Then, take that affair of the bankers son, young Gratiot it was, whom he knew well even now here in G  , only Gratiot did not know that he knew  or did he? Perhaps he was still friendly with Idelle, although she denied it. You could never really believe her. He it was, according to her, who had captured her fancy with his fine airs and money and car when she was only seventeen, and then robbed her (or could you call it robbery in Idelles case, seeking, restless creature that she was)? of her indifferent innocence. No robbery there, surely, whatever she might say.



Those fascinating coke ovens blazing in the dark beside the track, mile after mile!



Somehow her telling him these things at first, or rather shortly after they were married and when she was going to make a clean breast of everything and lead a better life, had thrown a wonderful glamour over her past.



Gay Stories! What a name for a magazine! And that stout old travelling man reading it!



What a strange thing it was to be a girl like that  with passions and illusions like that! Perhaps, after all, life only came to those who sought it with great strength and natural gifts. But how hard it was on those who hadnt anything of that kind! Nevertheless, people should get over the follies of their youth  Idelle should, anyhow. She had had enough, goodness knows. She had been one of the worst  hectic, vastly excited about life, irresponsible  and she should have sobered by now. Why not? Look at all he had to offer her! Was that not enough to effect a change? While it made her interesting at times, this left-over enthusiasm, still it was so ridiculous, and made her non-desirable, too, either as wife or mother. Yet no doubt that was what had made her so fascinating to him, too, at this late day and to all those other men in B  and elsewhere  that blazing youthfulness.

Strange as it might seem, he could condone Idelles dreadful deeds even now, just as her mother could, if she would only behave herself, if she would only love him and him alone  but would she? She seemed so determined to bend everything to her service, regardless  to yield nothing to him.



No use! He couldnt stand these travelling men in this smoking room! He must have the porter make up his berth!



And then had come Coulstone, the one who was still hanging about her now, the one with whom she had had that dreadful affair in Pittsburgh, the affair that always depressed him to think about even now. Of course, there was one thing to be said in extenuation of that, if you could say anything at all  which you couldnt really  and that was that Idelle was no longer a good girl then, but experienced and with all her blazing disposition aroused. She had captured the reins of her life then and was doing as she pleased  only why couldnt he have met her then instead of Coulstone? He was alive then. And his own life had always been so empty. When she had confessed so much of all this to him afterward  not this Coulstone affair exactly, but the other things  why hadnt he left her then? He might have and saved himself all this agony  or could he have then? He was twice her age when he had married her and knew better, only he thought he could reform her  or did he? Was that the true reason? Could he admit the true reason to himself?



Yes, make it up right away, if you will! Now he would have to wait about and be bored!



But to come back to the story of Coulstone and all that hectic life in Pittsburgh. Coulstone, it seems, had been one of four or five very wealthy young managing vice-presidents of the Inverson-Centelever Frog and Switch Company, of Pittsburgh. And Idelle, because her father had suddenly died after her affair with young Gratiot, never knowing a thing about it, and her mother, not knowing quite what to do with her, had (because Idelle seemed to wish it) sent her to stay with an aunt in Pittsburgh. But the aunt having to leave for a time shortly after Idelle reached there, a girl friend had, at Idelles instigation, apparently, suggested that she stay with her until the aunts return, and Idelle had then persuaded her mother to agree to that.



That tall lanky girl having to sleep in that upper berth opposite! European sleeping cars were so much better!



Her girl friend was evidently something like Idelle, or even worse. At any rate, Idelle appeared to have been able to wind her around her finger. For through her she had found some method of being introduced to (or letting them introduce themselves) a few of these smart new-rich men of the town, among them two of these same vice-presidents, one of whom was Coulstone. According to Idelle, he was a lavish and even reckless spender, wanting it to appear generally that he could do anything and have anything that money could buy, and liking to be seen in as many as a dozen public places in one afternoon or evening, especially at week-ends, only there werent so many in Pittsburgh at the time.



This must be Centerfield, the state capital of E  , they were now passing without a pause! These expresses cut through so many large cities!



From the first, so Idelle said, he had made violent love to her, though he was already married, (unhappily, of course), and she, caring nothing for the conventions and not being of the kind that obeys any laws (wilful, passionate, reckless,) had received him probably in exactly the spirit in which he approached her, if not more so. That was the worst of her, her constant, wilful, pagan pursuit of pleasure, regardless of anybody or anything, and it still held her in spite of him. There was something revolting about the sheer animality of it, that rushing together of two people, regardless. Still, if it had been himself and Idelle now  





How fortunate that he had been able to obtain a section! At least he would have air!



There had been a wild season, according to her own admissions or boastings  he could never quite tell which  extending over six or seven months, during which time Idelle had pretended to her mother, so she said, to prefer to live with her girl friend rather than return home. She had had, according to her, her machine, her servants, clothes without end, and what-not  a dream-world of luxury and freedom which he had provided and from which she never expected to wake, and her mother totally ignorant of it all the while! There had been everything she wished at her finger tips  hectic afternoons, evenings and midnights; affairs at country clubs or hotel grills, where the young bloods of the city and their girls congregated; wild rides in automobiles; visits to the nearest, smartest watering-places, and the like. Or was she lying? He could scarcely think so, judging by her career with him and others since.



Ah what a comfort to fix oneself this way and rest, looking at the shadowy moonlit landscape passing by!



Idelle had often admitted or boasted that she had been wildly happy  that was the worst of it  that she had not quite realised what she was doing, but that she had no remorse either, even now  that she had lived! (And why should she have, perhaps? Werent all people really selfish at bottom  or were they?) Only, owing to her almost insatiable pagan nature, there were other complications right then and there  think of that!  an older rival millionaire, if you please, richer by far than Coulstone, and more influential locally... and younger ones, too, who sought her but really did not win her, she having no time or plan for them. As it happened, the older one, having been worsted in the contest but being partially tolerated by her, had become frantically jealous and envious, although he had no right, as she said, and had finally set about making trouble for the real possessor, and succeeded to the extent of exposing him and eventually driving him out of the great concern with which he was connected and out of Pittsburgh, too, if you please, on moral grounds (?), although he himself was trying to follow in Coulstones footsteps! And all for the love or possession of a nineteen-year-old girl, a petticoat, a female neer-do-well! How little the world in general knew of such things  and it was a blessed thing, too, by George! Where would things be if everybody went on like that?



The rhythmic clack of these wheels and trucks over these sleeper joints  a poetic beat, of sorts!



But Idelle was so naïve about all this now, or pretended to be, so careless of what he or any one else might think in case they ever found out. She did not seem to guess how much he might suffer by her telling him all this, or how much pain thinking about it afterward might cause him. She was too selfish intellectually. She didnt even guess, apparently, what his mood might be toward all this, loving her as he did. No  she really didnt care for him, or any one else  couldnt, or she couldnt have done anything like that. She would have lied to him rather. She had been, and was  although now semi-reformed  a heartless, careless wastrel, thinking of no one but herself. She had not cared about the wives of either of those two men who were pursuing her in B  , or what became of them, or what became of any of the others who had pursued her since. All she wanted was to be danced attendance on, to be happy, free, never bored. The other fellow never counted with Idelle much. In this case the wife of the younger lover, Coulstone, had been informed, the conservatives of the city appealed to, as it were. Coulstone, seeing the storm and being infatuated with his conquest, suggested Paris or a few years on the Riviera, but, strangely enough, Idelle would have none of it, or him, then. She wouldnt agree to be tied down for so long! She had suffered a reversal of conscience or mood  even  or so she said,  went to a priest, went into retirement here in G  , having fled her various evil pursuers.



How impressive the outlying slopes of these mountains they were just entering!



And yet he could understand that, too, in some people, anyhow,  the one decent thing in her life maybe, a timely revolt against a too great and unbroken excess. But, alas, it had been complicated with the fact that she wasnt ready to leave her mother or to do anything but stay in America. Besides things were becoming rather complicated. The war on J  C  threatened to expose her. Worse yet,  and so like her, life had won her back. Her beauty, her disposition, youth and age pursuing her  one slight concession to indulgence or pleasure after another and the new mood or bent toward religiosity was entirely done away with. Her sensual sex nature had conquered, of course.



That little cabin on that slope, showing a lone lamp in the dark!



And then  then  



Morning, by George! Ten oclock! He had been asleep all this time! He would have to hurry and dress now!



But where was he in regard to Idelle? Oh yes!... How she haunted him all the time these days! Coulstone, angered at her refusal to come with him again (she could not bring herself to do that, for all her religiosity, she said, not caring for him so much any more), but frightened by the presence of others, had eventually transferred all his interests from Pittsburgh to G  , and at this very time, on the ground of some form of virtue or duty  God only knows what!  five years later, indeed  was here in G  with his wife and attempting to persuade her that she ought to give him a divorce in order to permit him to marry Idelle and so legitimise her child! And he, Garrison, already married to her! The insanity of mankind!



He must be hurrying through his breakfast; they would soon be nearing G  now... and he must not forget to stop in at Kiralfys when he reached G  and buy some flowers for her!



But Idelle was not to be taken that way. She did not care for J  C  any more, or so she said. Besides nothing would cure her varietism then or now but age, apparently. And who was going to wait for age to overtake her? Not he, anyhow. Why, the very event that threw her into his arms  couldnt he have judged by that if he had had any sense? Wasnt that just such another affair as that of Coulstone and old Candia, only in this case it concerned much younger men  wasters in their way, too  one of whom, at least, was plainly madly in love with her, while the other was just intensely interested. Why was it that Idelles affairs always had to be a complex of two or more contending parties?



The condition of these washrooms in the morning!



According to her own story, she had first fallen in love, or thought she had, with the younger of the two, Gaither Browne, of the Harwood Brownes here in G  and then while he was still dancing attendance on her (and all the while Coulstone was in the background, not entirely pushed out of her life) young Gatchard Keene had come along with his motor cars, his yacht, his stable of horses, and she had begun to flirt with him also. Only, by then  and she didnt care particularly for him, either  



What a crowded breakfast car  all the people of last night, and more from other cars attached since, probably!



 she had half promised young Browne that she would marry him, or let him think she might; had even confessed a part of her past to him (or so she said) and he had forgiven her, or said it didnt matter. But when Keene came along and she began to be interested in him, Browne did not like this new interest in the least, became furiously jealous indeed. So great was his passion for her that he had threatened to kill her and himself if she did not give up Keene, which, according to her, made her care all the more for Keene. When Browne could stand it no longer and was fearful lest Keene was to capture the prize  which he was not, of course, Idelle being a mere trifler at all stages  he had invited her out on that disastrous automobile ride  



A mere form, eating this morning! No appetite  due to his troubled thoughts, of course, these days!



 which had ended in her being carried into his presence at the Instill General. Browne must have been vividly in love with her to prefer to kill himself and her in that fashion rather than lose her, for, according to her, he had swung the car squarely into the rocks at Saltair Brook, only it never came out in the papers, and neither Idelle nor Browne would tell.



All railway cars seemed so soiled toward the end of a ride like this!



She professed afterwards to be sorry for Browne and inquired after him every day, although, of course, she had no sympathy for him or Keene, either  for no man whom she could engage in any such contest. She was too wholly interested in following her own selfish bent. Afterward, when Keene was calling daily and trying to find out how it really did happen, and Coulstone was still in evidence and worrying over her condition (and old Candia also, he presumed  how could he tell whom all she had in tow at that time?), she refused to tell them, or any of a half dozen others who came to inquire. Yet right on top of all that she had encouraged him, Garrison, to fall in love with her, and had even imagined herself, or so she sneeringly charged, whenever they quarrelled, in love with him, ready to reform and lead a better life, and had finally allowed him to carry her off and marry her in the face of them all! What were you to make of a creature like that? Insanity, on his or her part? Or both? Both, of course.



Kenelm! They were certainly speeding on! Those four wooden cows in that field, advertising a brand of butter!



But she could be so agreeable when she chose to be, and was so fascinatingly, if irritatingly, beautiful all the time!

There was no doubt, though, that things were now reaching such a state that there would have to be a change. He couldnt stand this any longer. Women like Idelle were menaces, really, and shouldnt be tolerated. Most men wouldnt stand for her, although he had. But why? Why? Well, because he loved her, that was why, and you couldnt explain love. And the other reason  the worst of all  was the dread he had been suffering of late years of being left alone again if she left him. Alone! It was a terrible feeling, this fear of being left alone in the future, and especially when you were so drawn to someone who, whatever her faults, could make you idyllically happy if she only would. Lord, how peculiar these love passions of people were, anyhow! How they swayed one! Tortured one! Here he was haunted all the time now by the knowledge that he would be miserable if she left him, and that he needed some one like her to make him happy, a cheerful and agreeable beauty when she chose to be, fascinating even when she was not, and yet knowing that he would have to learn to endure to be alone if ever he was to get the strength to force her to better ways. Why couldnt he? Or why couldnt she settle down and be decent once? Well, he would have to face this out with her, once and for all now. He wasnt going to stand for her carrying on in this fashion. She must sober down. She had had her way long enough now, by God! He just wasnt going to pose as her husband and be a shield for her any longer! No, sir, by George.



Only thirty-eight miles more! If she were not there now, as she promised!



Beginning to-day she would have to give him a decent deal or he would leave her. He wouldnt  he couldnt  stand for it any longer. Think of that last time he had come on from K  , just as he was coming to-day, and she had agreed to be at home  because he had made her promise before going that she would  and then, by George, when he got off the train and walked into the Brandingham with Arbuthnot to telephone, having just told Arbuthnot that he expected to find her out at the house, wasnt she there with young Keene and four or five others, drinking and dancing?

Why, theres your wife now, Garrison, Arbuthnot had laughingly jested, and he had had to turn it all off with that Oh, yes, thats right! I forgot! She was to meet me here. How stupid of me!

Why hadnt he made a scene then? Why hadnt he broken things up then? Because he was a blank-blanked fool, thats why, allowing her to pull him around by the nose and do as she pleased! Love, thats why! He was a damned fool for loving her as much as he did, and in the face of all he knew!



Nearing Shively! Colonel Brands stock-farm! Home soon now! That little town in the distance, no connection with the railroad at all!



On that particular occasion, when at last they were in a taxi, she had begun one of her usual lies about having come down town for something  a romper for Tatty  only when he ventured to show her what she was doing to herself and him socially, that he was being made a fool of, and that he really couldnt stand it, hadnt she flown into the usual rage and exclaimed: Oh, all right! Why dont you leave me then! I dont care! Im bored! I cant help it! I cant always sit out in Sicard Avenue waiting for you!

In Sicard Avenue. And that on top of always refusing to stay out there or to travel with him anywhere or to meet him and go places! Think of that for a happy married life, will you? Love! Love! Yes, love! Hell!

Well, here was Lawndale now, only eighteen miles  that meant about eighteen minutes from here, the way they were running now  and he would soon see her now if she was at home. If she only were, just this one time, to kiss him and laugh and ask about the trip and how he had made out, and let him propose some quiet dinner somewhere for just the two of them, a quiet dinner all to themselves, and then home again! How delightful that would be! Only  No doubt Charles would be at the station with the jitney, as he always called the yellow racer. He would have to summon all his ease to make his inquiry, for one had to keep ones face before the servants, you know  but then it was entirely possible that Charles wouldnt know whether she was home or not. She didnt always tell the servants. If she wasnt there, though  and after that letter and telegram  Well  now  this time!  by God!  



Wheelwright! They were running a little later, perhaps, but they would enter the station nearly on time!



But take, again, that last affair, that awful scene in the Shackamaxon at C  , when without his knowing it she had gone down there with Bodine and Arbuthnot and that wretched Aikenhead. Think of being seen in a public place like the Shackamaxon with Aikenhead and two such other wasters (even if Mrs. Bodine were along  she was no better than the others! ), when she was already married and under so much suspicion as it was. If it werent for him she would have been driven out of society long ago! Of course she would have! Hadnt General and Mrs de Pasy cut her dead on that occasion?  only when they saw that he had joined her they altered their expressions and were polite enough, showing what they would do if they had to deal with her alone.



That brown automobile racing this train! How foolish some automobilists were!



Well, that time, coming home and finding her away, he had run down to C  on the chance of finding her there  and sure enough there she was dancing with Aikenhead and Bodine by turns, and Mrs. Bodine and that free Mrs. Gildas and Belle Geary joining them later. And when he had sought her out to let her know he was back quite safe and anxious to see her, hadnt she turned on him with all the fury of a wild cat Always following me up and snooping around after me to catch me in something! and that almost loud enough for all the others to hear! It was terrible! How could anybody stand for such a thing! He couldnt, and retain his self-respect. And yet he had  yes, he had, more shame to him! But if it hadnt been that he had been so lonely just beforehand and so eager to see her, and hadnt had those ear-rings for her in his pocket  thinking they would please her  perhaps he wouldnt have done as he did, backed down so. As it was  well, all he could think of at that moment was to apologise  to his own wife!  and plead that he hadnt meant to seem to follow her up and snoop around. Think of that! Hang it all, why hadnt he left her then and there! Supposing she didnt come back? Supposing she didnt? What of it? What of it? Only  



This way out, please.



Well, here was G  at last, and there was Charles, well enough, waiting as usual. Would she be home now? Would she? Perhaps, after all, he had better not say anything yet, just go around to Kiralfys and get the flowers. But to what end, really, if she werent there again? What would he do this time? Surely this must be the end if she werent there, if he had any strength at all. He wouldnt be put upon in this way again, would he?  after all he had told himself he would do the last time if ever it happened again! His own reputation was at stake now, really. It depended on what he did now. What must the servants think  his always following her up and she never being there or troubling about him in the least?



Ah, Charles, there you are! To Kiralfys first, then home!



She was making him a laughing-stock, or would if he didnt take things in hand pretty soon to-day, really  a man who hung on to a woman because she was young and pretty, who tolerated a wife who did not care for him and who ran with other men  a sickening, heartless social pack  in his absence. She was pulling him down to her level, thats what she was doing, a level he had never deemed possible in the old days. It was almost unbelievable  and yet  But he would go in and get the flowers, anyway!



Back in a minute, Charles!



And now here was Sicard Avenue, again, dear old Sicard, with its fine line of trees on either side of its broad roadway, and their own big house set among elms and with that French garden in front  so quiet and aristocratic! Why couldnt she be content with a place like this, with her present place in society? Why not? Why not be happy in it? She could be such an interesting social figure if she chose, if she would only try. But no, no  she wouldnt. It would always be the same until  until  



The gardener had trimmed the grass again, and nicely!



No, suh, Mr. Garrison, George was already saying in that sing-song darky way of his as he walked up the steps ahead of him, and just as he expected or feared he would. It was always the way, and always would be until he had courage enough to leave once and for all  as he would to-day, by George! He wouldnt stand for this one moment longer  not one. Mrs. Garrison she say she done gone to Mrs. Gildas (it might just as well have been the Bodines, the Del Guardias or the Cranes  they were all alike), an dat yo was to call her up dere when yo come in or come out. She say to say she lef a note fo yo on yo dresser.

Curse her! Curse her! Curse her! To be treated like this all the time! He would fix her now, though, this time! Yes, he would. This time he wouldnt change his mind.



And the brass on the front door not properly cleaned, either!



George, this to his servant as the latter preceded him into his room  their room  where he always so loved to be when things were well between them, never mind the bags now. Ill call you later when I want you, and then, as the door closed, almost glaring at everything about him. There in the mirror, just above his military brushes, was stuck a note  the usual wheedling, chaffering rot she was inclined to write him when she wanted to be very nice on such occasions as this. Now he would see what new lying, fooling communication she had left for him, where he would be asked to come now, what do, instead of her being here to receive him as she had promised, as was her duty really, as any decent married woman would  as any decent married man would expect her to be. Oh, the devil!



That fly buzzing in the window there, trying to get out!



What was the use of being alive, anyway? What the good of anything  money or anything else? He wouldnt stand for this any longer, he couldnt  no, he couldnt, that was all there was to it! She could go to the devil now; he wouldnt follow her any more  never, never, never!  the blank-blank-blank-blank  ! This was the end! This was the way she was always doing! But never again now, not once more! Hed get a divorce now! Now, by George, for once he would stand his ground and be a man, not a social door-mat, a humble beggar of love, hanging around hat in hand waiting for her favours! Never again, by God! Never!! Never!!! Only  



That letter of hers on the dresser there waiting for him, as usual!



Dearest Old Judge: This isnt the real one. This is just a hundred-kiss one, this. The real one is pinned to your pillow over there  our pillow  where it ought to be, dont you think? I dont want you to be unhappy at not finding me home, Judgie, see? And I dont want you to get mad and quarrel. And I do want you to be sure to find the other letter. So dont be angry, see? But call me up at the Gildas. Im dying to see you, dearie, really and truly I am! Ive been so lonesome without you! (Yes!) Youre sure to find me out there. And youre not to be angry  not one little frown, do you hear? I just couldnt help it, dearest! So read the other letter now!

IDELLE.



If only his hands wouldnt tremble so! Damn her! Damn her! Damn her! To think she would always treat him like this! To think he was never to have one decent hour of her time to himself, not one! Always this running here, there and everywhere away from him, as it were!



He crumpled up the note and threw it on the floor, then went to the window and looked out. There over the way at her own spacious door was young Mrs. Justus just entering her car  a simple, home-loving little woman, who would never dream of the treacheries and eccentricities of Idelle; who, if she even guessed what manner of woman she was, would never have anything more to do with her. Why couldnt he have loved a girl like her  why not? And just beyond, the large quiet house of the Walterses, those profoundly sober people of the very best ways and means, always so kind and helpful, anxious to be sociable, of whom Idelle could think of nothing better to say than stuffy. Anything kind and gentle and orderly was just stuffy to her, or dull. That was what she considered him, no doubt. Thats because she was what she was, curses on her! She couldnt stand, or even understand, profoundly worthy people like the Justuses or the Walterses. (There was May Walters now at her diningroom window.) And then there were the Hartleys.... But that other note of hers  what did it say? He ought to read that now, whether he left or no; but he would leave this time, well enough!

He turned to the twin bed and from the fretted counterpane unpinned the second lavender-coloured and scented note  the kind Idelle was always scribbling when she was doing things she shouldnt. It didnt make one hanged bit of difference now what she wrote, of course  only  He wouldnt follow her this time; no, he wouldnt! He wouldnt have anything more to do with her ever! He would quit now, lock the doors in a few minutes, discharge the servants, cut off her allowance, tell her to go to blazes. He would go and live at a club, as he had so often threatened before to himself  or get out of G  , as he had also threatened. He couldnt stand the comment that would follow, anyhow. He had had enough of it. He hated the damned city? He had never had any luck in it. Never had he been happy here, in spite of the fact that he had been born and brought up here, and twice married here  never! Twice now he had been treated like this by women right here in this city, his home town, where everybody knew! Twice he had been made a fool of, but this time  



The letter, though!



Dearest and best of hubbies, I know youre going to be disappointed at not finding me here, and in spite of anything I can say, probably terrible angry, too. (I wish you wouldnt be, darling!) But, sweetheart, if youll only believe me this time (Ive said that before when you wouldnt, I know, and it wasnt my fault, either), it wasnt premeditated, really, it wasnt! Honest, cross my heart, dear, twenty ways, and hope to die!



(What did she really care for his disappointment or what he suffered, curse her!)



Only yesterday at four, Betty called up and insisted that I should come. Theres a big house party on, and youre invited, of course, when you get back. Her cousin Frank is coming and some friends of his.



(Yes, he knew what friends!)



and four of my old girl chums, so I just couldnt get out of it, nor would I, particularly since she wanted me to help her, and Ive asked her so many times to help us  now, could I?

Idelles way in letters, as in person, was always bantering. To the grave with Betty Gildas and all her house parties, in so far as he was concerned, the fast, restless, heartless thing! Why couldnt she have been here just this once, when he wanted her so much and had wired and written in plenty of time for her to be!

But no, she didnt care for him. She never had. She merely wanted to fool him along like this, to keep his name, his position, the social atmosphere he could give her. This whole thing was a joke to her  this house, his friends, himself, all  just nothing! Her idea was to fool him along in this way while she continued to run with these other shabby, swift, restless, insatiable creatures like herself, who liked cabarets, thés dansants, automobile runs to this, that and the other wretched place, country house parties, country clubs, country this, country that, or New York and all its shallow and heartless mockery of simplicity and peace. Well, he was through. She was always weary of him, never anxious to be with him for one moment even, but never weary of any of them, you bet  of seeking the wildest forms of pleasure! Well, this was the end now. He had had enough. She could go her own way from now on. Let the beastly flowers lie there  what did he care? He wouldnt carry them to her. He was through now. He was going to do what he said  leave. Only  

He began putting some things in another bag, in addition to the ones he had  his silk shirts, extra underwear, all his collars. Once and for all now he wouldnt stand this  never! Never!

Only  

As he fumed and glared, his eye fell on his favourite photo of Idelle  young, rounded, sensuous, only twenty-four to his forty-eight, an air and a manner flattering to any mans sense of vanity and possession  and then, as a contrast, he thought of the hard, smiling, self-efficiency of so many of her friends  J  C  , for one, still dogging her heels in spite of him, and Keene, young and wealthy, and Arbuthnot  and who not else?  any one and all of whom would be glad to take her if he left her. And she knew this. It was a part of her strength, even her charm  curse her! Curse her! Curse her!

But more than that, youth, youth, the eternal lure of beauty and vitality, her smiling softness at times, her geniality, her tolerance, their long talks and pleasant evenings and afternoons. And all of these calling, calling now. And yet they were all at the vanishing point, perhaps never to come again, if he left her! She had warned him of that. If I go, she had once said  more than once, indeed its for good. Dont think Ill ever come back, for I wont. And he understood well enough that she would not. She didnt care for him enough to come back. She never would, if she really went.

He paused, meditating, biting his lips as usual, flushing, frowning, darkening  a changeable sky his face  and then  

George, he said after the servant had appeared in answer to his ring, tell Charles to bring the jitney around again, and you pack me the little brown kit bag out of these others. Im going away for a day or two, anyhow.

Yes, suh!

Then down the stairs, saying that Idelle was a liar, a wastrel, a heartless butterfly, worthy to be left as he proposed to leave her now. Only, once outside in his car with Charles at the wheel, and ready to take him wherever he said, he paused again, and then  sadly To the Gildases, and better go by the Skillytown road. Its the shortest!

Then he fell to thinking again.


ST. COLUMBA AND THE RIVER

THE first morning that McGlathery saw the great river stretching westward from the point where the initial shaft had been sunk he was not impressed by it  or, rather, he was, but not favourably. It looked too grey and sullen, seeing that he was viewing it through a driving, sleety rain. There were many ferry boats and craft of all kinds, large and small, steaming across its choppy bosom, giant steamers, and long projecting piers, great and mysterious, and clouds of gulls, and the shriek of whistles, and the clang of fog-bells,... but he did not like water. It took him back to eleven wretched seasick days in which he had crossed on the steamer from Ireland. But then, glory be, once freed from the mysteries of Ellis Island, he had marched out on dry land at the Battery, cloth bags in hand, and exclaimed, Thanks be, Im shut av it!

And he thought he was, for he was mortally afraid of water. But fate, alas! had not decreed it as a permanent thing. As a matter of fact, water in one form or another had persistently seemed to pursue him since. In Ireland, County Clare, from whence he hailed, he had been a ditcher  something remotely connected with water. Here in America, and once safely settled in Brooklyn, he had no sooner sought work than the best he could seemingly get was a job in connection with a marsh which was being drained, a very boggy and pool-y one  water again, you see. Then there was a conduit being dug, a great open sewer which once when he and other members of the construction gang were working on it, was flooded by a cloudburst, a tremendous afternoon rain-storm which drove them from it with a volume of water which threatened to drown them all. Still later, he and thirty others were engaged in cleaning out a two-compartment reservoir, old and stone-rotten, when, one-half being empty and the other full, the old dividing wall broke, and once more he barely escaped with his life by scrambling up a steep bank. It was then that the thought first took root in his mind that water  any kind of water, sea or fresh  was not favourable to him. Yet here he was, facing this great river on a grey rainy November morning, and with the avowed object of going to work in the tunnel which was about to be dug under it.

Think of it! In spite of his prejudices and fears, here he was, and all due to one Thomas Cavanaugh, a fellow churchman and his foreman these last three years, who had happened to take a fancy to him and had told him that if he came to work in the tunnel and prosecuted his new work thoroughly, and showed himself sufficiently industrious and courageous, it might lead to higher things  viz., bricklaying, or plastering, in the guise of cement moulding, down in this very tunnel, or timbering, or better yet, the steel-plate-joining trade, which was a branch of the ironworkers guild and was rewarded by no less a compensation than twelve dollars a day. Think of it  twelve dollars a day! Men of this class and skill were scarce in tunnel work and in great demand in America. This same Cavanaugh was to be one of the foremen in this tunnel, his foreman, and would look after him. Of course it required time and patience. One had to begin at the bottom  the same being seventy-five feet under the Hudson River, where some very careful preliminary digging had to be done. McGlathery had surveyed his superior and benefactor at the time with uncertain and yet ambitious eyes.

Is it as ye tell me now? he commented at one place.

Yis. Av course. What dye think Im talkin to ye about?

Ye say, do ye?

Certainly.

Well! Well! Belike its a fine job. I dunno. Five dollars a day, ye say, to begin with?

Yis, five a day.

Well, a man in my line could git no more than that, eh? It wouldnt hurt me fer once, fer a little while anyway, hey?

It would be the makin of ye.

Well, Ill be with ye. Yis, Ill be with ye. Its not five I can get everywhere. When is it yell be wantin me?

The foreman a Gargantuan figure in yellow jeans and high rubber boots smeared to the buttocks with mud, eyed him genially and amiably, the while McGlathery surveyed his superior with a kind of reverence and awe, a reverence which he scarcely felt for any other man, unless perchance it might be his parish priest, for he was a good Catholic, or the political backer of his district, through whom he had secured his job. What great men they all were, to be sure, leading figures in his life.

So here he was on this particular morning shortly after the work had been begun, and here was the river, and down below in this new shaft, somewhere, was Thomas Cavanaugh, to whom he had to report before he could go to work.

Sure, its no colleens job, he observed to a fellow worker who had arrived at the mouth of the shaft about the same time as himself, and was beginning to let himself down the ladder which sank darkly to an intermediate platform below which again was another ladder and platform, and below that a yellow light. Ye say Mr. Cavanaugh is below there?

He is, replied the stranger without looking up. Yell find him inside the second lock. Arr ye workin here?

Yis.

Come along then.

With a bundle which consisted of his rubber boots, a worn suit of overalls, and with his pick and shovel over his shoulder, he followed. He reached the bottom of the pit, boarded as to the sides with huge oak planks sustained by cross beams, and there, with several others who were waiting until the air pressure should be adjusted, entered the lock. The comparatively small and yet massive chamber, with its heavy iron door at either end, responding so slowly to pressure, impressed him. There was only a flickering light made by a gasoline torch here. There was a whistling sound from somewhere.

Ever work under air pressure before, Paddy? inquired a great hulking ironworker, surveying him with a genial leer.

Air what? asked McGlathery without the slightest comprehension of what was meant, but not to be outdone by mere words. No, I never did.

Well, yere under it now, two thousand pounds to the square inch. Dont ye feel it?

Dennis, who had been feeling an odd sensation about his ear-drums and throat, but had no knowledge that it was related to this, acknowledged that he did. Tis air, is it? he inquired. Tis a quare feeling I have. The hissing ceased.

Yuh want to look out fer that, new man, volunteered another, a skimpy, slithery, genial American. Dont let em rush that stuff on yuh too fast. Yuh may git the bends.

Dennis, ignorant as to the meaning of bends, made no reply.

Dyuh know what the bends is, new man? persisted the other provocatively.

Naw, replied Dennis awkwardly after a time, feeling himself the centre of a fire of curious observations and solicitation.

Well, yuh will if yuh ever git em  haw! haw! this from a waggish lout, a bricklayer who had previously not spoken. The group in the lock was large. It comes from them lettin the pressure be put on or took off too fast. It twists yer muscles all up, an does sumpin to yer nerves. Yuhll know it if yuh ever git it.

Member Eddie Slawder? called another gaily. He died of it over here in Bellevue, after they started the Fourteenth Street end. Gee, you oughta heerd him holler! I went over to see him.

Good news, indeed! So this was his introduction to the tunnel, and here was a danger not commented on by Cavanaugh. In his dull way McGlathery was moved by it. Well, he was here now, and they were forcing open the door at the opposite side of the lock, and the air pressure had not hurt him, and he was not killed yet; and then, after traversing a rather neatly walled section of tunnel, albeit badly littered with beams and plates and bags of cement and piles of brick, and entering another lock like the first and coming out on the other side  there, amid an intricate network of beams and braces and a flare of a half dozen great gasoline lamps which whistled noisily, and an overhanging mass of blackness which was nothing less than earth under the great river above, was Cavanaugh, clad in a short red sweater and great rubber boots, and old yellowish-brown felt hat pulled jauntily over one ear. He was conversing with two other foremen and an individual in good clothes, one of those mighties  an engineer, no doubt.

Ah, how remote to McGlathery were the gentlemen in smooth fitting suits! He viewed them as you might creatures from another realm.

Beyond this lock also was a group of night workers left over from the night before and under a strange foreman (ditchers, joiners, earth carriers, and steel-plate riveters), all engaged in the rough and yet delicate risk of forcing and safeguarding a passage under the river, and only now leaving. The place was full. It was stuffy from the heat of the lamps, and dirty from the smear of the black muck which was over everything. Cavanaugh spied Dennis as he made his way forward over the widely separated beams.

So here ye arr! These men are just after comin out, and he waved a hand toward the forward end of the tunnel. Git in there, Dennis, and dig out that corner beyond the post there. Jerry herell help ye. Git the mud up on this platform so we can git these jists in here.

McGlathery obeyed. Under the earthy roof whose surface he could see but dimly at the extreme forward end of the tunnel beyond that wooden framework, he took his position. With a sturdy arm and a sturdy back and a sturdy foot and leg, he pushed his spade into the thick mud, or loosened it with his pick when necessary, and threw it up on the crude platform, where other men shovelled it into a small car which was then trundled back over the rough boards to the lock, and so on out. It was slow, dirty, but not difficult work, so long as one did not think of the heavy river overhead with its ships and its choppy waves in the rain, and the gulls and the bells. Somehow, Dennis was fearfully disturbed as to the weight of this heavy volume of earth and water overhead. It really terrified him. Perhaps he had been overpersuaded by the lure of gold? Suppose it should break through, suppose the earth over his head should suddenly drop and bury him  that dim black earth overhead, as heavy and thick as this he was cutting with his shovel now.

Come, Dennis, dont be standin there lookin at the roof.

The roofs not goin to hurt ye. Yere not down here to be lookin after the roof. Ill be doin that. Just ye tend to yer shovelin.

It was the voice of Cavanaugh near at hand. Unconsciously McGlathery had stopped and was staring upward. A small piece of earth had fallen and struck him on the back. Suppose! Suppose!

Know, O reader, that the business of tunnelling is one of the most hazardous and dramatic, albeit interesting, of all known fields of labour. It consists in these latter days at least, in so far as under-water tunnelling is concerned, of sinking huge shafts at either end or side of a river, lake or channel (one hundred feet, perhaps, within the shore line) to a depth of, say, thirty feet below the water level, and from these two points tunnelling outward under the bottom of the river until the two ends meet somewhere near the middle. The exact contact and precise joining of these outer ends is considered one of the true tests of skilful engineering. McGlathery personally understood all this but dimly. And even so it could not cheer him any.

And it should be said here that the safety of the men who did the work, and the possibility of it, depended first on the introduction at either end, just at the base of the shafts and then at about every hundred or so feet, as the tunnel progressed outward, of huge cylindrical chambers, or locks, of heavy iron  air locks, no less  fifteen feet in diameter, and closed at each end by massive doors swinging inward toward the shore line, so that the amazing and powerful pressure of air constantly forced outward from the shore by huge engines could not force them open. It was only by the same delicate system which causes water locks to open and close that they could be opened at all. That is, working-men coming down into the shaft and desiring to pass into the head of the tunnel beyond the lock, would have to first enter one of these locks, which would then gradually be filled with air compressed up to the same pressure as that maintained in the main portion of the tunnel farther in. When this pressure had been reached they could easily open the inward swinging door and pass into the tunnel proper. Here, provided that so much had been completed, they might walk, say, so much as a hundred or more feet, when they would encounter another lock. The pressure in the lock, according to who had last used it, would be either that of the section of the tunnel toward the shore, or of the section beyond, toward the centre of the river. At first, bell cords, later, telephones, and then electric signals controlled this  that is, the lowering or raising of the pressure of air in the locks so that one door or the other might be opened. If the pressure in the lock was different from that in your section, and you could not open the door (which you could not), you pulled the cord or pushed the button so many times, according to your position, and the air in the lock was adjusted to the section of the tunnel in which you stood. Then you could open the door. Once in, as in a water lock, the air was raised or lowered, according to your signal, and you could enter the next section outward or inward. All these things had been adjusted to a nicety even in those days, which was years ago.

* * * * *

The digging of this particular tunnel seemed safe enough  for McGlathery at least, once he began working there. It moved at the rate of two and even three feet a day, when things were going well, only there were days and days when, owing to the need of shoring and timbering and plate setting, to say nothing of the accidental encountering of rock in front which had to be drilled away, the men with picks and shovels had to be given a rest, or better yet, set to helping the joiners in erecting those cross beams and supports which made the walls safe. It was so that Dennis learned much about joining and even drilling.

Nevertheless, in spite of the increased pay, this matter of working under the river was a constant source of fear to him. The earth in which he worked was so uncertain. One day it would be hard black mud, another soft, another silt, another sand, according as the tunnel sloped further and further under the bed. In addition, at times great masses of it fell, not enough to make a hole in the roof above, but enough, had it chanced to fall on one of the workers, to break his back or half bury him in mud. Usually it was broken by the beams overhead. Only one day, some seven months after he had begun and when he was becoming fairly accustomed to the idea of working here, and when his skill had increased to such an extent that he was considered one of the most competent workers in his limited field, the unexpected happened.

He had come down one morning at eight with the rest of his gang and was working about the base of two new supports which had just been put in place, when he noticed, or thought he did, that the earth seemed wetter than usual, sticky, watery, and hard to manage. It could not have been much worse had a subterranean spring been encountered. Besides, one of the gasoline lamps having been brought forward and hung close by, he noticed by its light that the ceiling seemed to look silvery grey and beady. He spoke of it to Cavanaugh, who stood by.

Yis, said his foreman dubiously, staring upward, tis wet. Maybe the air pumps is not workin right. Ill just make sure, and he sent word to the engineer.

The shaft superintendent himself appeared.

Everythings all right up above, he said. Two thousand pounds to the square inch. Ill just put on a little more, if you say so.

Yed better, replied Cavanaugh. The roofs not actin right. And if ye see Mr. Henderson, send him down. Id like to talk to him.

All right, and off he went.

McGlathery and the others, at first nervous, but now slightly reassured, worked on. But the ground under their feet became sloppy, and some of the silvery frosting on the roof began to drop and even trickle as water. Then a mass of sloppy mud fell.

Back, men!

It was the voice of Cavanaugh, but not quicker than the scampering of the men who, always keenly alive to the danger of a situation, had taken note of the dripping water and the first flop of earth. At the same time an ominous creak from one of the beams overhead gave warning of the imminence of a catastrophe. A pell-mell rush for the lock some sixty feet away ensued. Tools were dropped, precedence disregarded. They fell and stumbled over the beams and between, pushing each other out of the way into the water and mud as they ran, McGlathery a fair second to none.

Open the door! Open the door! was the cry as they reached the lock, for some one had just entered from the other side  the engineer. For Christs sake, open the door! But that could not be done so quickly. A few moments at least had to elapse.

Its breakin in! cried someone in a panicky voice, an ironworker.

Great God, its comin down! this from one of the masons, as three lamps in the distance were put out by the mud.

McGlathery was almost dying of fear. He was sweating a cold sweat. Five dollars a day, indeed! He should stay away from water, once and for all. Didnt he know that? It was always bad luck to him.

Whats the trouble? Whats the trouble? called the amazed engineer as, unconscious of what was happening outside, he pushed open the door.

Git out of the way!

Fer Gods sake, let us in!

Shut the door! this from a half dozen who had already reached safety assuming that the door could be instantly closed.

Wait! Cavanaughs outside! This from someone  not McGlathery, you may be sure, who was cowering in a corner. He was so fearful that he was entirely unconscious of his superiors fate.

To hell with Cavanaugh! Shut the door! screamed another, a great ironworker, savage with fear.

Let Cavanaugh in, I say! this from the engineer.

At this point McGlathery, for the first time on this or any other job, awoke to a sense of duty, but not much at that. He was too fearful. This was what he got for coming down here at all. He knew Cavanaugh  Cavanaugh was his friend, indeed. Had he not secured him this and other jobs? Surely. But then Cavanaugh had persuaded him to come down here which was wrong. He ought not to have done it. Still, even in his fear he had manhood enough to feel that it was not quite right to shut Cavanaugh out. Still, what could he do  he was but one. But even as he thought, and others were springing forward to shut Cavanaugh out, so eager were they to save themselves, they faced a gleaming revolver in the steady hand of the big foreman.

Ill shoot down the first damned man that tries to shut the door before me and Kelly are in, the big foreman was calling, the while he was pulling this same Kelly from the mud and slime outside. Then fairly throwing him into the lock, and leaping after him, he turned and quietly helped close the door.

McGlathery was amazed at this show of courage. To stop and help another man like that in the face of so much danger! Cavanaugh was even a better and kinder man than he had thought  really a great man  no coward like himself. But why had Cavanaugh persuaded him to come down here when he knew that he was afraid of water! And now this had happened. Inside as they cowered  all but Cavanaugh  they could hear the sound of crushing timber and grinding brick outside, which made it quite plain that where a few moments before had been beams and steel and a prospective passageway for men, was now darkness and water and the might of the river, as it had been since the beginning.

McGlathery, seeing this, awoke to the conviction that in the first place he was a great coward, and in the second that the tunnel digging was no job for him. He was by no means fitted for it, he told himself. Tis the last, he commented, as he climbed safely out with the others, after a distressing wait of ten minutes at the inward lock. Begob, I thought we was all lost. Twas a close shave. But Ill go no more below. Ive had enough. He was thinking of a small bank account  six hundred dollars in all  which he had saved, and of a girl in Brooklyn who was about to marry him. No more!

* * * * *

But, at that, as it stood, there was no immediate danger of work being offered. The cave-in had cost the contractors thousands and in addition had taught them that mere air pressure and bracing as heretofore followed were not sufficient for successful tunnelling. Some new system would have to be devised. Work on both halves of the tunnel were suspended for over a year and a half, during which time McGlathery married, a baby was born to him, and his six hundred had long since diminished to nothing. The difference between two and five dollars a day is considerable. Incidentally he had not gone near his old foreman in all this time, being somehow ashamed of himself, and in consequence he had not fared so well. Previously Cavanaugh had kept him almost constantly employed, finding him faithful and hard-working, but now owing to stranger associates there were weeks when he had no work at all and others when he had to work for as little as one-fifty a day. It was not so pleasant. Besides, he had a sneaking feeling that if he had behaved a little more courageously at that time, gone and talked to his old foreman afterward or at the time, he might now be working for good pay. Alas, he had not done so, and if he went now Cavanaugh would be sure to want to know why he had disappeared so utterly. Then, in spite of his marital happiness, poverty began to press him so. A second and a third child were born  only they were twins.

In the meantime, Henderson, the engineer whom Cavanaugh had wanted to consult with at the time, had devised a new system of tunnelling, namely, what subsequently came to be known as the pilot tunnel. This was an iron tube ten feet in length and fifteen feet in diameter  the width of the tunnel, which was carried forward on a line with the axis of the tunnel into the ground ahead. When it was driven in far enough to be completely concealed by the earth about, then the earth within was removed. The space so cleared was then used exactly as a hub is used on a wagon wheel. Beams like spokes were radiated from its sides to its centre, and the surrounding earth sustained by heavy iron plates. On this plan the old company had decided to undertake the work again.

One evening, sitting in his doorway thumbing his way through an evening paper which he could barely read, McGlathery had made all this out. Mr. Henderson was to be in charge as before. Incidentally it was stated that Thomas Cavanaugh was going to return as one of the two chief foremen. Work, was to be started at once. In spite of himself, McGlathery was impressed. If Cavanaugh would only take him back! To be sure, he had come very near losing his life, as he thought, but then he had not. No one had, not a soul. Why should he be so fearful if Cavanaugh could take such chances as he had? Where else could he make five dollars a day? Still, there was this haunting sensation that the sea and all of its arms and branches, wherever situated, were inimical to him and that one day one of them would surely do him a great injury  kill him, perhaps. He had a recurring sensation of being drawn up into water or down, he could not tell which, and of being submerged in ooze and choking slowly. It was horrible.

But five dollars a day as against one-fifty or two or none at all (seven, once he became very proficient) and an assured future as a tunnel worker, a sand-hog, as he had now learned such men as himself were called, was a luring as well as a disturbing thought. After all, he had no trade other than this he had begun to learn under Cavanaugh. Worse he was not a union man, and the money he had once saved was gone, and he had a wife and three children. With the former he had various and sundry talks. To be sure, tunnelling was dangerous, but still! She agreed with him that he had better not, but  after all, the difference that five, maybe seven, instead of two a day would make in their living expenses was in both their minds. McGlathery saw it. He decided after a long period of hesitation that perhaps he had best return. After all, nothing had happened to him that other time, and might it ever again, really? He meditated.

As has been indicated, a prominent element in McGlatherys nature was superstition. While he believed in the inimical nature of water to him, he also believed in the power of various saints, male and female, to help or hinder. In the Catholic Church of St. Columba of South Brooklyn, at which McGlathery and his young wife were faithful attendants, there was a plaster statue of a saint of this same name, a co-worker with St. Patrick in Ireland, it appears, who in McGlatherys native town of Kilrush, County of Clare, on the waters edge of Shannon, had been worshipped for centuries past, or at least highly esteemed, as having some merit in protecting people at sea, or in adventures connected with water. This was due, perhaps, to the fact that Kilrush was directly on the water and had to have a saint of that kind. At any rate, among other things, he had occasionally been implored for protection in that realm when McGlathery was a boy. On his setting out for America, for instance, some few years before at the suggestion of his mother, he had made a novena before this very saint, craving of him a safe conduct in crossing the sea, as well as prosperity once he had arrived in America. Well, he had crossed in safety, and prospered well enough, he thought. At least he had not been killed in any tunnel. In consequence, on bended knees, two blessed candles burning before him in the rack, a half-dollar deposited in the box labelled St. Columbas Orphans, he finally asked of this saint whether, in case he returned to this underground tunnel work, seeing that necessity was driving him, would he be so kind as to protect him? He felt sure that Cavanaugh, once he applied to him, and seeing that he had been a favourite worker, would not begrudge him a place if he had one. In fact he knew that Cavanaugh had always favoured him as a good useful helper.

After seven Our Fathers and seven Hail Marys, said on his knees, and a litany of the Blessed Virgin for good measure, he crossed himself and arose greatly refreshed. There was a pleasant conviction in his mind now, newly come there before this image, that he would never come to real harm by any power of water. It was a revelation  a direct communication, perhaps. At any rate, something told him to go and see Cavanaugh at once, before the work was well under way, and not be afraid, as no harm would come to him, and besides, he might not get anything even though he desired it so much if he delayed. He bustled out of the church and over to the waterfront where the deserted shaft was still standing, and sure enough, there was Cavanaugh, conversing with Mr. Henderson.

Yis  an what arr ye here fer? he now demanded to know of McGlathery rather amusedly, for he had sensed the cause of his desertion.

I was readin that ye was about to start work on the tunnel again.

An so we arr. What av it?

I was thinkin maybe yed have a place fer me. Im married now an have three children.

An yere thinkin thats a reason fer givin ye something, is it? demanded the big foreman rather cynically, with a trace of amusement. I thought ye said ye was shut av the sea  that ye was through now, once an fer all?

So I did, but Ive changed me mind. Its needin the work I am.

Very well, then, said Cavanaugh. Were beginnin in the mornin. See that yere here at seven sharp. An mind ye, no worryin or lookin around. Weve a safe way now. Its different. Theres no danger.

McGlathery gratefully eyed his old superior, then departed, only to return the next morning a little dubious, but willing. St. Columba had certainly indicated that all would be well with him  but still  A man is entitled to a few doubts even when under the protection of the best of saints. He went down with the rest of the men and began cleaning out that nearest section of the tunnel where first water and then earth had finally oozed and caked. That done he helped install the new pilot tunnel which was obviously a great improvement over the old system. It seemed decidedly safe. McGlathery attempted to explain its merits to his wife, who was greatly concerned for him, and incidentally each morning and evening on his way to and from his task he dropped in at St. Columbas to offer up a short silent prayer. In spite of his novena and understanding with the saint he was still suspicious of this dread river above him, and of what might happen to him in spite of St. Columba. The good saint, due to some error on the part of McGlathery, might change his mind.

Nothing happened, of course, for days and weeks and months. Under Cavanaughs direction the work progressed swiftly, and McGlathery and he, in due time, became once more good friends, and the former an expert bracer or timberer, one of the best, and worth seven a day really, which he did not get. Incidentally, they were all shifted from day to night work, which somehow was considered more important. There were long conversations now and again between Cavanaugh and Henderson, and Cavanaugh and other officials of the company who came down to see, which enlightened McGlathery considerably as to the nature and danger of the work. Just the same, overhead was still the heavy river  he could feel it pushing at him at times, pushing at the thick layer of mud and silt above him and below which with the aid of this new pilot shield they were burrowing.

Yet nothing happened for months and months. They cleared a thousand feet without a hitch. McGlathery began to feel rather comfortable about it all. It certainly seemed reasonably safe under the new system. Every night he went down and every morning came up, as hale and healthy as ever, and every second week, on a Tuesday, a pay envelope containing the handsome sum of seventy-two dollars was handed him. Think of it! Seventy-two dollars! Naturally, as a token of gratitude to St. Columba, he contributed liberally to his Orphans Home, a dollar a month, say, lit a fresh candle before his shrine every Sunday morning after high mass, and bought two lots out on the Goose Creek waterfront  on time  on which some day, God willing, he proposed to build a model summer and winter cottage. And then  ! Well, perhaps, as he thought afterward, it might have been due to the fact that his prosperity had made him a little more lax than he should have been, or proud, or not quite as thoughtful of the saint as was his due. At any rate, one night, in spite of St. Columba  or could it have been with his aid and consent in order to  show McGlathery his  power?  the wretched sneaky river  did  him  another bad  turn, a terrible turn, really.

It was this way. While they were working at midnight under the new form of bracing, based on the pilot tunnel, and with an air pressure of two thousand pounds to the square inch which had so far sufficed to support the iron roof plates which were being put in place behind the pilot tunnel day after day, as fast as space permitted, and with the concrete men following to put  in aform of arch which no river weight could break,  the  very  worst happened. For it was just at this point where the iron roof and the mud of the river bottom came in contact behind the pilot tunnel that there was a danger spot ever since the new work began. Cavanaugh had always been hovering about that, watching it, urging others to be careful taking no chances with it, as he said.

Dont be long, men! was his constant urge. Up with it now! Up with it! In with the bolts! Quick, now, with yer riveter  quick! quick!

And the men! How they worked there under the river whenever there was sufficient space to allow a new steel band to be segmentally set! For at that point it was, of course, that the river might break through. How they tugged, sweated, grunted, cursed, in this dark muddy hole, lit by a few glittering electric arcs  the latest thing in tunnel work! Stripped to the waist in mud-soaked trousers and boots, their arms and backs and breasts mud-smeared and wet, their hair tousled, their eyes bleary  an artists dream of bedlam, a heavenly inferno of toil  so they laboured. And overhead was the great river, Atlantic liners resting upon it, thirty or fifteen or ten feet of soil only, sometimes, between them and this thin strip of mud sustained, supposedly, by two thousand pounds of air pressure to the square inch  all they had to keep the river from bleeding water down on them and drowning them like rats!

Up with it! Up with it! Up with it! Now the bolts! Now the riveter! Thats it! In with it, Johnny! Once more now!

Cavanaughs voice urging them so was like music to them, their gift of energy, their labour song, their power to do, their Ei Uchnam.

But there were times also, hours really, when the slow forward movement of the pilot tunnel, encountering difficult earth before it, left this small danger section unduly exposed to the rotary action of the water overhead which was constantly operating in the bed of the river. Leaks had been discovered from time to time, small tricklings and droppings of earth, which brought Cavanaugh and Henderson to the spot and caused the greatest tension until they had been done away with. The air had a tendency to bore holes upwards through the mud. But these were invariably stanched with clay, or, if growing serious, bags of shavings or waste, the air pressure blowing outward from below being sufficient to hold these in place, provided the breach was not too wide. Even when all hands were working directly under a segment wide enough for a ring of plates, one man was told off to kape an eye on it.

On the evening in question, however, after twenty-eight men, including Cavanaugh and McGlathery, had entered at six and worked until midnight, pushing the work as vigorously as usual, seven of the men (they were told off in lots of seven to do this) were allowed to go up to the mouth of the tunnel to a nearby all-night saloon for a drink and a bite of food. A half hour to each lot was allowed, when another group would depart. There was always a disturbing transition period every half hour between twelve and two, during which one group was going and another coming, which resulted at times in a dangerous indifference which Cavanaugh had come to expect at just about this time and in consequence he was usually watching for it.

On the other hand, John Dowd, ditcher, told off to keep an eye on the breach at this time, was replaced on this particular night by Patrick Murtha, fresh from the corner saloon, a glass of beer and the free lunch counter still in his mind. He was supposed to watch closely, but having had four glasses in rapid succession and meditating on their excellence as well as that of the hot frankfurters, the while he was jesting with the men who were making ready to leave, he forgot about it. What now  was a man always to keep his eye on the blanked thing! What was going to happen anyway? What could happen? Nothing, of course. What had ever happened in the last eight months?

Sssst!

What was that? A sound like the blowing off of steam. All at once Cavanaugh, who was just outside the pilot tunnel indicating to McGlathery and another just where certain braces were to be put, in order that the pilot tunnel might be pushed forward a few inches for the purpose of inserting a new ring of plates, heard it. At a bound he was back through the pilot hub, his face aflame with fear and rage. Who had neglected the narrow breach?

Come now! What the hell is this? he was about to exclaim, but seeing a wide breach suddenly open and water pour down in a swift volume, his spirit sank and fear overcame him.

Back, men! Stop the leak!

It was the cry of a frightened and yet courageous man at bay. There was not only fear, but disappointment, in it. He had certainly hoped to obviate anything like this this time. But where a moment before had been a hole that might have been stopped with a bag of saw dust (and Patrick Murtha was there attempting to do it) was now a rapidly widening gap through which was pouring a small niagara of foul river water, ooze and slime. As Cavanaugh reached it and seized a bag to stay it, another mass of muddy earth fell, striking both him and Murtha, and half blinding them both. Murtha scrambled away for his life. McGlathery, who had been out in the front of the fatal tunnel with others, now came staggering back horribly frightened, scarcely knowing what to do.

Quick, Dennis! Into the lock! Cavanaugh called to him, while he himself held his ground. Hurry! and realising the hopelessness of it and his own danger, Dennis thought to run past, but was stopped by the downpour of water and mud.

Quick! Quick! Into the lock! For Christs sake, cant ye see whats happenin? Through with ye!

McGlathery, hesitating by his chiefs side, fearful to move lest he be killed, uncertain this time whether to leave his chief or not, was seized by Cavanaugh and literally thrown through, as were others after him, the blinding ooze and water choking them, but placing them within range of safety. When the last man was through Cavanaugh himself plunged after, wading knee-deep in mud and water.

Quick! Quick! Into the lock! he called, and then seeing McGlathery, who was now near it but waiting for him, added, In, in! There was a mad scramble about the door, floating timbers and bags interfering with many, and then, just as it seemed as if all would reach safety, an iron roof plate overhead, loosened by the breaking of plates beyond, gave way, felling one man in the half-open doorway of the lock and blocking and pinning it in such a way that it could be neither opened nor closed. Cavanaugh and others who came up after were shut out. McGlathery, who had just entered and saw it, could do nothing. But in this emergency, and unlike his previous attitude, he and several others on the inside seized upon the dead man and tried to draw him in, at the same time calling to Cavanaugh to know what to do. The latter, dumbfounded, was helpless. He saw very clearly and sadly that very little if anything could be done. The plate across the dead man was too heavy, and besides, the ooze was already pouring over him into the lock. At the same time the men in the lock, conscious that although they were partially on the road to safety they were still in danger of losing their lives, were frantic with fear.

Actually there were animal roars of terror. At the same time McGlathery, once more realising that his Nemesis, water, had overtaken him and was likely to slay him at last, was completely paralysed with fear. St. Columba had promised him, to be sure, but was not this that same vision that he had had in his dreams, that awful sense of encroaching ooze and mud? Was he not now to die this way, after all? Was not his patron saint truly deserting him? It certainly appeared so.

Holy Mary! Holy St. Columba! he began to pray, what shall I do now? Mother of God! Our Father, who art in Heaven! Bejasus, its a tight place Im in now! Ill never get out of this! Tower of Ivory! House of Gold! Cant we git him in, boys? Ark of the Covenant! Gate of Heaven!

As he gibbered and chattered, the others screaming about him, some pulling at the dead man, others pulling at the other door, the still eye of Cavanaugh outside the lock waist-deep in mud and water was surveying it all.

Listen to me, men! came his voice in rich, heavy, guttural tones. You, McGlathery! Dennis!! Arr ye all crazy! Take aaf yer clothes and stop up the doorway! Its yer only chance! Aaf with yer clothes, quick! And those planks there  stand them up! Never mind us. Save yerselves first. Maybe ye can do something for us afterwards.

As he argued, if only the gap in the door could be closed and the compressed air pushing from the tunnel outward toward the river allowed to fill the chamber, it would be possible to open the other door which gave into the next section shoreward, and so they could all run to safety.

His voice, commanding, never quavering, even in the face of death, subsided. About and behind him were a dozen men huddled like sheep, waist-deep in mud and water, praying and crying. They had got as close to him as might be, still trying to draw upon the sustaining force of his courage, but moaning and praying just the same and looking at the lock.

Yis! Yis! exclaimed McGlathery of a sudden, awakening at last to a sense of duty and that something better in conduct and thought which he had repeatedly promised himself and his saint that he would achieve. He had been forgetting. But now it seemed to him once more that he had been guilty of that same great wrong to his foreman which had marked his attitude on the previous occasion  that is, he had not helped him or any one but himself. He was a horrible coward. But what could he do? he asked himself. What could he do? Tearing off his coat and vest and shirt as commanded, he began pushing them into the opening, calling to the others to do the same. In a twinkling bundles were made of all as well as of the sticks and beams afloat in the lock, and with these the gap in the door was stuffed, sufficiently to prevent the air from escaping, but shutting out the foreman and his men completely.

Its awful. I dont like to do it, McGlathery kept crying to his foreman, but the latter was not so easily shaken.

Its all right, boys, he kept saying. Have ye no courage at aal? And then to the others outside with him, Cant ye stand still and wait? They may be comin back in time. Kape still. Say yer prayers if ye know any, and dont be afraid.

But, although the air pressing outward toward Cavanaugh held the bundles in place, still this was not sufficient to keep all the air in or all the water out. It poured about the dead man and between the chinks, rising inside to their waists also. Once more it threatened their lives and now their one hope was to pull open the shoreward door and so release themselves into the chamber beyond, but this was not to be done unless the escaping air was completely blocked or some other method devised.

Cavanaugh, on the outside, his whole mind still riveted on the men whom he was thus aiding to escape, was the only one who realised what was to be done. In the panel of the door which confronted him, and the other, which they were trying to break open, were thick glass plates, or what were known as bulls eyes, through which one could see, and it was through the one at his end that Cavanaugh was peering. When it became apparent to him that the men were not going to be able to open the farthest door, a new thought occurred to him. Then it was that his voice was heard above the tumult, shouting:

Break open the outside bulls eye! Listen to me, Dennis! Listen to me! Break open the outside bulls eye!

Why did he call to Dennis, the latter often asked himself afterwards. And why did Dennis hear him so clearly? Through a bedlam of cries within, he heard, but also realised that if he or they knocked out the bulls eye in the other door, and the air escaped through it inward, the chances of their opening it would be improved, but the life of Cavanaugh and his helpless companions would certainly be destroyed.

The water would rush inward from the river, filling up this chamber and the space in which stood Cavanaugh. Should he? So he hesitated.

Knock it out! came the muffled voice of his foreman from within where he was eyeing him calmly. Knock it out, Dennis! Its yer only chance! Knock it out! And then, for the first time in all the years he had been working for him, McGlathery heard the voice of his superior waver slightly: If yere saved, it said, try and do what ye can fer the rest av us.

In that moment McGlathery was reborn spiritually. Although he could have wept, something broke in him  fear. He was not afraid now for himself. He ceased to tremble, almost to hurry and awoke to a new idea, one of undying, unfaltering courage. What! There was Cavanaugh outside there, unafraid, and here was he, Dennis McGlathery, scrambling about like a hare for his life! He wanted to go back, to do something, but what could he? It was useless. Instead, he assumed partial command in here. The spirit of Cavanaugh seemed to come over to him and possess him. He looked about, saw a great stave, and seized it.

Here, men! he called with an air of command. Help knock it out! and with a will born of terror and death a dozen brawny hands were laid on it. With a mighty burst of energy they assaulted the thick plate and burst it through. Air rushed in, and at the same time the door gave way before them, causing them to be swept outward by the accumulated water like straws. Then, scrambling to their feet, they tumbled into the next lock, closing the door behind them. Once in, they heaved a tremendous sigh of relief, for here they were safe enough  for the time being anyhow. McGlathery, the new spirit of Cavanaugh in him, even turned and looked back through the bulls eye into the chamber they had just left. Even as they waited for the pressure here to lower sufficiently to permit them to open the inner door he saw this last chamber they had left his foreman and a dozen fellow workers buried beyond. But what could he do? Only God, only St. Columba, could tell him, perhaps, and St. Columba had saved him  or had he?  him and fifteen other men, the while he had chosen to allow Cavanaugh and twelve men to perish! Had St. Columba done that  or God  or who?

Tis the will av God, he murmured humbly  but why had God done that?

* * * * * *

But somehow, the river was not done with him yet, and that, seemingly, in spite of himself. Although he prayed constantly for the repose of the soul of Thomas Cavanaugh and his men, and avoided the water, until five years later, still there was a sequel. By now McGlathery was the father of eight children and as poor as any average labourer. With the death of Cavanaugh and this accident, as has been said, he had foresworn the sea  or water  and all its works. Ordinary house shoring and timbering were good enough for him, only  only  it was so hard to get enough of this at good pay. He was never faring as well as he should. And then one day when he was about as hard up as ever and as earnest, from somewhere was wafted a new scheme in connection with this same old tunnel.

A celebrated engineer of another country  England, no less  had appeared on the scene with a new device, according to the papers. Greathead was his name, and he had invented what was known as The Greathead Shield, which finally, with a few changes and adaptations, was to rid tunnel work of all its dangers. McGlathery, sitting outside the door of his cottage overlooking Bergen Bay, read it all in the Evening Clarion, and wondered whether it could be true. He did not understand very much about this new shield idea even now, but even so, and in spite of himself, some of the old zest for tunnelling came back to him. What times he had had, to be sure! What a life it had been, if a dogs one  and Cavanaugh  what a foreman! And his body was still down there entombed  erect, no doubt, as he was left. He wondered. It would be only fair to dig him out and honour his memory with a decent grave if it could be done. His wife and children were still living in Flatbush. It stirred up all the memories, old fears, old enthusiasms, but no particular desire to return. Still, here he was now, a man with a wife and eight children, earning three a day, or less  mostly less  whereas tunnelling paid seven and eight to such as himself, and he kept thinking that if this should start up again and men were advertised for, why shouldnt he go? His life had been almost miraculously saved these two times  but would it be again?  that was the great question. Almost unceasingly he referred the matter to his saint on Sundays in his church, but receiving no definite advice as yet and there being no work doing on the tunnel, he did nothing.

But then one day the following spring the papers were full of the fact that work would soon actually be resumed, and shortly thereafter, to his utter amazement, McGlathery received a note from that same Mr. Henderson under whom Cavanaugh had worked, asking him to call and see him. Feeling sure that it was the river that was calling him, he went over to St. Columbas and prayed before his saint, putting a dollar in his Orphans box and a candle on his shrine, and then arising greatly refreshed and reassured, and after consulting with his wife, journeyed over to the river, where he found the old supervisor as before in a shed outside, considering one important matter and another.

What he wanted to know was this  did McGlathery want to take an assistant-foremanship under a new foreman who was going to be in charge of the day work here, one Michael Laverty by name, an excellent man, at seven dollars a day, seeing that he had worked here before and understood the difficulties, etc.? McGlathery stared in amazement. He an assistant-foreman in charge of timbering! And at seven dollars a day! He!

Mr. Henderson neglected to say that because there had been so much trouble with the tunnel and the difficulties so widely advertised, it was rather difficult to get just the right sort of men at first, although McGlathery was good enough any time. But the new shield made everything safe, he said. There could be no calamity this time. The work would be pushed right through. Mr. Henderson even went so far as to explain the new shield to him, its excellent points.

But McGlathery, listening, was dubious, and yet he was not thinking of the shield exactly now, nor of the extra pay he would receive, although that played a big enough part in his calculations, but of one Thomas Cavanaugh, mason foreman, and his twelve men, buried down below there in the ooze, and how he had left him, and how it would only be fair to take his bones out, his and the others, if they could be found, and give them a decent Christian burial. For by now he was a better Catholic than ever, and he owed that much to Cavanaugh, for certainly Cavanaugh had been very good to him  and anyhow, had not St. Columba protected him so far? And might he not in the future, seeing the position he was in? Wasnt this a call, really? He felt that it was.

Just the same, he was nervous and troubled, and went home and consulted with his wife again, and thought of the river and went over and prayed in front of the shrine of St. Columba. Then, once more spiritualised and strengthened, he returned and told Mr. Henderson that he would come back. Yes, he would come.

He felt actually free of fear, as though he had a mission, and the next day began by assisting Michael Laverty to get out the solid mass of earth which filled the tunnel from the second lock outward. It was slow work, well into the middle of the summer before the old or completed portion was cleared and the bones of Cavanaugh and his men reached. That was a great if solemn occasion  the finding of Cavanaugh and his men. They could recognise him by his big boots, his revolver, his watch, and a bunch of keys, all in position near his bones. These same bones and boots were then reverently lifted and transferred to a cemetery in Brooklyn, McGlathery and a dozen workers accompanying them, after which everything went smoothly. The new shield worked like a charm. It made eight feet a day in soft mud, and although McGlathery, despite his revived courage, was intensely suspicious of the river, he was really no longer afraid of it in the old way. Something kept telling him that from now on he would be all right  not to fear. The river could never hurt him any more, really.

But just the same, a few months later  eight, to be exact  the river did take one last slap at him, but not so fatally as might have appeared on the surface, although in a very peculiar way, and whether with or without St. Columbas aid or consent, he never could make out. The circumstances were so very odd. This new cutting shield, as it turned out, was a cylinder thirteen feet long, twenty feet in diameter, and with a hardened steel cutting edge out on front, an apron, fifteen inches in length and three inches thick at the cutting edge. Behind this came what was known as an outside diaphragm, which had several openings to let in the mud displaced by the shields advance.

Back of these openings were chambers four feet in length, one chamber for each opening, through which the mud was passed. These chambers in turn had hinged doors, which regulated the quantity of mud admitted, and were water tight and easily closed. It was all very shipshape.

Behind these little chambers, again, were many steel jacks, fifteen to thirty, according to the size of the shield, driven by an air pressure of five thousand pounds to the square inch, which were used to push the shield forward. Back of them came what was known as the tail end of the shield, which reached back into the completed tunnel and was designed to protect the men who were at work putting in the new plates (at that danger point which had killed Cavanaugh) whenever the shield had been driven sufficiently forward to permit of a new ring of them.

The only danger involved in this part of the work lay in the fact that between this lining and the tail end of the shield was always a space of an inch to an inch and a half which was left unprotected. This small opening would, under ordinary circumstances, be insignificant, but in some instances where the mud covering at the top was very soft and not very thick, there was danger of the compressed air from within, pushing at the rate of several thousand pounds to the square inch, blowing it away and leaving the aperture open to the direct action of the water above. This was not anticipated, of course, not even thought of. The shield was going rapidly forward and it was predicted by Henderson and Laverty at intervals that the tunnel would surely go through within the year.

Some time the following winter, however, when the shield was doing such excellent work, it encountered a rock which turned its cutting edge and, in addition, necessitated the drilling out of the rock in front. A bulkhead had to be built, once sufficient stone had been cut away, to permit the repairing of the edge. This took exactly fifteen days. In the meantime, at the back of the shield, at the little crevice described, compressed air, two thousand pounds to the square inch, was pushing away at the mud outside, gradually hollowing 

Lout a cup-like depression eighty-five feet long (Mr. Henderson had soundings taken afterwards), which extended backward along the top of the completed tunnel toward the shore. There was then nothing but water overhead.

It was at this time that the engineers, listening to the river, which, raked by the outpouring of air from below, was rolling gravel and stones above the tunnel top and pounding on it like a drum, learned that such was the case. It was easy enough to fix it temporarily by stuffing the crevices with bags, but one of these days when the shield was repaired it would have to be moved forward to permit the insertion of a new ring of plates, and then, what?

At once McGlathery scented trouble. It was the wretched river again (water), up to its old tricks with him. He was seriously disturbed, and went to pray before St. Columba, but incidentally, when he was on duty, he hovered about this particular opening like a wasp. He wanted to know what was doing there every three minutes in the day, and he talked to the night foreman about it, as well as Laverty and Mr. Henderson. Mr. Henderson, at Lavertys and McGlatherys request, came down and surveyed it and meditated upon it.

When the time comes to move the shield, he said, youll just have to keep plenty of bags stuffed around that opening, everywhere, except where the men are putting in the plates. Well have extra air pressure that day, all we can stand, and I think thatll fix everything all right. Have plenty of men here to keep those bags in position, but dont let em know theres anything wrong, and well be all right. Let me know when youre ready to start, and Ill come down.

When the shield was eventually repaired and the order given to drive it just twenty-five inches ahead in order to permit the insertion of a new ring of plates, Mr. Henderson was there, as well as Laverty and McGlathery. Indeed, McGlathery was in charge of the men who were to stuff the bags and keep out the water. If you have ever seen a medium-sized red-headed Irishman when he is excited and determined, you have a good picture of McGlathery. He was seemingly in fifteen places at once, commanding, exhorting, persuading, rarely ever soothing  and worried. Yes, he was worried, in spite of St. Columba.

The shield started. The extra air pressure was put on, the water began to pour through the crevice, and then the bags were put in place and stopped most of it, only where the ironworkers were riveting on the plates it poured, poured so heavily at times that the workers became frightened.

Come now! Whats the matter wid ye! What arr ye standin there fer? What arr ye afraid av? Give me that bag! Up with it! Thats the idea! Do ye think yere goin to be runnin away now?

It was McGlatherys voice, if you please, commanding!  McGlathery, after his two previous experiences! Yet in his vitals he was really afraid of the river at this very moment.

What was it that happened? For weeks after, he himself, writhing with bends in a hospital, was unable to get it straight. For four of the bags of sawdust burst and blew through, he remembered that  it was a mistake to have sawdust bags at all. And then (he remembered that well enough), in stuffing others in, they found that they were a bag short and until something was secured to put in its place, for the water was streaming in like a waterfall and causing a flood about their ankles, he, McGlathery, defiant to the core, not to be outdone by the river this time, commanded the great thing to be done.

Here! he shouted, the three av ye, to three gaping men near at hand, up with me! Put me there! Im as good as a bag of sawdust any day. Up with me!

Astonished, admiring, heartened, the three of them jumped forward and lifted him. Against the small breach, through which the water was pouring, they held him, while others ran off for more bags. Henderson and Laverty and the ironworkers, amazed and amused and made braver themselves because of this very thing  filled with admiration, indeed, by the sheer resourcefulness of it, stood by to help. But then, if you will believe it, while they were holding him there, and because now there was nothing but water above it, one end of the shield itself  yes, that great iron invention  was lifted by the tremendous air pressure below  eleven or thirteen or fourteen inches, whatever space you can imagine a mediumsized man being forced through  and out he went, McGlathery, and all the bags, up into the river above, the while the water poured down, and the men fled for their lives.

A terrific moment, as you can well imagine, not long in duration, but just long enough to swallow up McGlathery, and then the shield, having responded at first to too much air pressure, now responding to too little (the air pressure having been lessened by the escape), shut down like a safety valve, shutting off most of the water and leaving the tunnel as it was before.

But McGlathery!

Yes, what of him?

Reader  a miracle!

A passing tug captain, steaming down the Hudson at three one bright December afternoon was suddenly astonished to see a small geyser of water lift its head some thirty feet from his boat, and at the top of it, as it were lying on it, a black object which at first he took to be a bag or a log. Later he made it out well enough, for it plunged and bellowed.

Fer the love av God! Will no one take me out av this? Git me out av this! Oh! Oh! Oh!

It was McGlathery right enough, alive and howling lustily and no worse for his blow-out save that he was suffering from a fair case of the bends and suffering mightily. He was able to scream, though, and was trying to swim. That old haunting sensation!  he had had it this time, sure enough. For some thirty or forty seconds or more he had been eddied swiftly along the top of the tunnel at the bottom of the river, and then coming to where the air ricocheted upward had been hustled upward like a cork and literally blown through the air at the top of the great volume of water, out into space. The sudden shift from two thousand pounds of air pressure to none at all, or nearly none, had brought him down again, and in addition induced the severe case of bends from which he was now suffering. But St. Columba had not forgotten him entirely. Although he was suffering horribly, and was convinced that he was a dead man, still the good saint must have placed the tug conveniently near, and into this he was now speedily lifted.

Well, of all things! exclaimed Captain Hiram Knox, seeing him thoroughly alive, if not well, and eyeing him in astonishment. Where do you come from?

Oh! Oh! Oh! bawled McGlathery. Me arms! Me ribs! Oh! Oh! Oh! The tunnel! The tunnel below, av course! Quick! Quick! Its dyin av the bends I am! Git me to a hospital, quick!

The captain, truly moved and frightened by his groans, did as requested. He made for the nearest dock. It took him but a few moments to call an ambulance, and but a few more before McGlathery was carried into the nearest hospital.

The house physician, having seen a case of this same disease two years before, and having meditated on it, had decided that the hair of the dog must be good for the bite. In consequence of this McGlathery was once more speedily carted off to one of the locks of this very tunnel, to the amazement of all who had known of him (his disappearance having aroused general excitement), and he was stared at as one who had risen from the grave. But, what was better yet, under the pressure of two thousand pounds now applied he recovered himself sufficiently to be host here and tell his story  another trick of his guardian saint, no doubt  and one rather flattering to his vanity, for he was now in no least danger of dying.

The whole city, if not the whole country, indeed, was astounded by the accident, and he was a true nine days wonder, for the papers were full of the strange adventure. And with large pictures of McGlathery ascending heavenward, at the top of a geyser of water. And long and intelligent explanations as to the way and the why of it all.

But, better yet, four of the happiest weeks of his life were subsequently spent in that same hospital to which he had first been taken relating to all and sundry his amazing adventure, he being interviewed by no less than five representatives of Sunday editors and eleven reporters for city dailies, all anxious to discover just how it was that he had been blown through water and air up through so great a thing as a river, and how he felt while en route. A triumph.

Rivers may be smart, but saints are smarter, thanks be.

And, to top it all, seeing that his right hand and arm might possibly be crippled for life, or at least an indefinite period (the doctors did not know), and in grateful appreciation of the fact that he had refused to deal with various wolfish lawyers who had now descended on him and urged him to sue for a large sum, he was offered a substantial pension by the company, or its equivalent, work with the company, no less, at good pay for the rest of his life, and a cash bonus into the bargain, a thing which seemed to solve his very uncertain future for him and put him at his ease. Once more the hand of the saint, you will certainly admit.

But, lastly, there was the peculiar spiritual consolation that comes with the feeling that you have done your duty and that a great saint is on your side. For if all these things did not prove that the good St. Columba had kept faith with him, what could? To be sure the river had attempted to do its worst, and had caused him considerable fear and pain, and perhaps St. Columba did not have as much control over the river as he should or as he might like to have, or  and this was far more likely  it was entirely possible that he (McGlathery) had not at all times deserved the good saints support. But none the less, in the final extremity, had he not acted? And if not, how would you explain the fact that the tug Mary Baker was just at hand as he arose out of the water two thousand feet from shore? And why was it, if the saint had not been trying to help him, that the hospital doctor had seen to it that he was hustled off to a lock just in time  had seen, indeed, just such a case as this before, and known how to handle it i Incontrovertible facts all, arent they?  or if not, why not?

At any rate McGlathery thought so, and on Sundays and holidays, whether there was or was not anything of importance being celebrated in his church, he might have been seen there kneeling before his favourite saint and occasionally eyeing him with both reverence and admiration. For, Glory be, as he frequently exclaimed in narrating the wonderful event afterward, I wasnt stuck between the shield and the tunnel, as I might a been, and killed entirely, and sure, Ive aaften thought tis a miracle that not enough water come in, just then, to drown em aal. It lifted up just enough to let me go out like a cork, and up I went, and then, God be praised, it shut down again. But, glory be, here I am, and Im no worse for it, though it do be that me hand wrenches me now and then.

And as for the good St. Columba  

Well, what about the good St. Columba?


CONVENTION

I 

THIS story was told to me once by a very able newspaper cartoonist, and since it makes rather clear the powerfully repressive and often transforming force of convention, I set it down as something in the nature of an American social document. As he told it, it went something like this:

At one time I was a staff artist on the principal paper of one of the mid-Western cities, a city on a river. It was, and remains to this hour, a typical American city. No change. It had a population then of between four and five hundred thousand. It had its clubs and churches and its conventional goings-on. It was an excellent and prosperous manufacturing city; nothing more.

On the staff with me at this time was a reporter whom I had known a little, but never intimately. I dont know whether I ought to bother to describe him or not  physically, I mean. His physique is unimportant to this story. But I think it would be interesting and even important to take him apart mentally and look at him, if one could  sort out the various components of his intellectual machinery, and so find out exactly how his intellectual processes proceeded. However, I cant do that; I have not the skill. Barring certain very superficial characteristics which I will mention, he was then and remains now a psychological mystery to me. He was what I would describe as superficially clever, a good writer of a good, practical, matter-of-fact story. He appeared to be well liked by those who were above him officially, and he could write Sunday feature stories of a sort, no one of which, as I saw it, ever contained a moving touch of colour or a breath of real poetry. Some humour he had. He was efficient. He had a nose for news. He dressed quite well, and he was not ill-looking  tall, thin, wiry, almost leathery. He had a quick, facile smile, a genial word-flow for all who knew him. He was the kind of man who was on practical and friendly terms with many men connected with the commercial organisations and clubs about town, and from whom he extracted news bits from time to time. By the directing chiefs of the paper he was considered useful.

Well, this man and I were occasionally sent out on the same assignment, he to write the story, I to make sketches  usually some Sunday feature story. Occasionally we would talk about whatever was before us  newspaper work, politics, the particular story in hand  but never enthusiastically or warmly about anything. He lacked what I thought was the artistic and poetic point of view. And yet, as I say, we were friendly enough. I took him about as any newspaperman takes another newspaperman of the same staff who is in good standing.

Along in the spring or summer of the second year that I was on the paper, the Sunday editor, to whom I was beholden in part for my salary, called me into his room and said that he had decided that Wallace Steele and myself were to do a feature story about the love-boats which plied Saturday and Sunday afternoons and every evening up and down the river for a distance of thirty-five miles or more. This distance, weather permitting, gave an opportunity to six or seven hundred couples on hot nights to escape the dry, sweltering heat of the city  and it was hot there in the summer  and to enjoy the breezes and dance, sometimes by the light of Chinese lanterns, sometimes by the light of the full moon. It was delightful. Many, many thousands took advantage of the opportunity in season.

It was delicious to me, then in the prime of youth and ambition, to sit on the hurricane or spoon deck, as our Sunday editor called it, and study not only the hundreds of boys and girls, but also the older men and women, who came principally to make love, though secondarily to enjoy the river and the air, to brood over the picturesque groupings of the trees, bushes, distant cabins and bluffs which rose steeply from the river, to watch the great cloud of smoke that trailed back over us, to see the two halves of the immense steel walking beam chuff-chuffing up and down, and to listen to the drive of the water-wheel behind. This was in the days before the automobile, and any such pleasant means of getting away from the city was valued much more than it is now.

But to return to this Sunday editor and his orders. I was to make sketches of spooning couples, or at least of two or three small distinctive groups with a touch of romance in them. Steele was to tell how the love-making went on. This, being an innocent method of amusement, relief from the humdrum of such a world as this was looked upon with suspicion if not actual disfavour by the wiseacres of the paper, as well as by the conservatives of the city. True conservatives would not so indulge themselves. The real object of the Sunday editor was to get something into his paper that would have a little kick to it. We were, without exaggerating the matter in any way, to shock the conservatives by a little picture of life and love, which, however innocent, was none the less taboo in that city. The story was to suggest, as I understand it, loose living, low ideals and the like. These outings did not have the lockstep of business or religion in them.

II 

Well, to proceed. No sooner had the order been given, than Steele came to me to talk it over. He liked the idea very much. It was a good Sunday subject. Besides, the opportunity for an outing appealed to him. We were to go on the boat that left the wharf at the foot of Beach Street at eight oclock that evening. He had been told to write anything from fifteen hundred to two thousand words. If I made three good sketches, that would make almost a three-fourths page special. He would make his story as lively and colourful as he could. He was not a little flattered, I am sure, by having been called to interpret such a gay, risqué scene.

It was about one-thirty when we had been called in. About four oclock he came to me again. We had, as I had assumed, tentatively agreed to meet at the wharf entrance and do the thing together. By now, however, he had another plan.

Perhaps I should say here that up to that moment I only vaguely knew that he had a wife and child and that he lived with them somewhere in the south-western section of the city, whether in his own home or a rooming-house, I did not know. Come to think of it, just before this I believe I had heard him remark to others that his wife was out of the city. At any rate, he now said that since his wife was out of the city and as the woman of whom they rented their rooms was a lonely and a poor person who seldom got out anywhere, he had decided to bring her along for the outing. I neednt wait for him. He would see me on the boat, or we could discuss the story later.

I agreed to this and was prepared to think nothing of it except for one thing. His manner of telling me had something about it, or there was some mood or thought in connection with it in his own mind, which reached me telepathetically, and caused me to think that he was taking advantage of his wifes absence to go out somewhere with some one else. And yet, at that, I could not see why I thought about it. The thing had no real interest for me. And I had not the least proof and wanted none. As I say. I was not actually interested. I did not know his wife at all. I did not care for him or her. I did not care whether he flirted with some one else or not. Still, this silly, critical thought passed through my mind, put into it by him, I am sure, because he was thinking  at least, might have been thinking  that I might regard it as strange that he should appear anywhere with another woman than his wife. Apart from this, and before this, seeing him buzzing about here and there, and once talking to a girl on a street corner near the Mail office, I had only the vague notion that, married or not, he was a young man who was not averse to slipping away for an hour or two with some girl whom he knew or casually met, provided no one else knew anything about it, especially his wife. But that was neither here nor there. I never gave the man much thought at any time.

At any rate, seven oclock coming, I had my dinner at a little restaurant near the office and went to the boat. It was a hot night, but clear and certain to bring a lovely full moon, and I was glad to be going. At the same time, I was not a little lonely and out of sorts with myself because I had no girl and was wishing that I had  wishing that some lovely girl was hanging on my arm and that now we two could go down to the boat together and sit on the spoon deck and look at the moon, or that we could dance on the cabin deck below, where were all the lights and musicians. My hope, if not my convinced expectation, was that somewhere on this boat I, too, should find someone who would be interested in me  I, too, should be able to sit about with the others and laugh and make love. But I didnt. The thought was futile. I was not a ladies man, and few if any girls ever looked at me. Besides, women and girls usually came accompanied on a trip like this. I went alone, and I returned alone. So much for me.

Brooding in this fashion, I went aboard along with the earliest of the arrivals, and, going to the cabin deck, sat down and watched the others approach. It was one of my opportunities to single out interesting groups for my pen. And there were many. They came, so blithe, so very merry, all of them, in pairs or groups of four or six or eight or ten, boys and girls of the tenements and the slums  a few older couples among them,  but all smiling and chatting, the last ones hurrying excitedly to make the boat, and each boy with his girl, as I was keen to note, and each girl with her beau. I singled out this group and that, this type and that, making a few idle notes on my pad, just suggestions of faces, hats, gestures, swings or rolls of the body and the like. There was a strong light over the gangway, and I could sketch there. It was interesting and colourful, but, being very much alone, I was not very happy about it.

In the midst of these, along with the latter half of the crowd, came Steele and his lonely landlady, to whom, as he said, this proffer on his part was a kindness. Because of what he had said I was expecting a woman who would be somewhat of a frump  at least thirty-five or forty years old and not very attractive. But to my surprise, as they came up the long gangplank which led from the levee and was lighted by flaring gasoline torches, I saw a young woman who could not have been more than twenty-seven or -eight at most  and pretty, very. She had on a wide, floppy, lacy hat of black or dark blue, but for contrast a pale, cream-coloured, flouncy dress. And she was graceful and plump and agreeable in every way. Some landlady, indeed, I thought, looking enviously down and wishing that it was myself and not he to whose arm she was clinging!

The bounder! I thought. To think that he should be able to interest so charming a girl, and in the absence of his wife! And I could get none! He had gone home and changed to a better suit, straw hat, cane and all, whereas I  I  dub!  had come as I was. No wonder no really interesting girl would look at me. Fool! But I remained in position studying the entering throng until the last couple was on, and I listened to the cries of Heave off, there! Loosen those stay lines, will you?

Careful, there!

Hurry with that gangplank! Soon we were in midstream. The jouncy, tinny music had begun long before, and the couples, scores and scores of them, were already dancing on the cabin deck, while I was left to hang about the bar or saunter through the crowd, looking for types when I didnt want to be anywhere but close beside some girl on the spoon deck, who would hang on my arm, laugh into my eyes, and jest and dance with me.

III 

Because of what he had said, I did not expect Steele to come near me, and he didnt. In sauntering about the two decks looking for arresting scenes I did not see him. Because I wanted at least one or two spoon deck scenes, I finally fixed on a couple that was half-hidden in the shadow back of the pilot-house. They had crumpled themselves up forward of an air-vent and not far from the two smoke-stacks and under the walking-beam, which rose and fell above them. The full moon was just above the eastern horizon, offering a circular background for them, and I thought they made a romantic picture outlined against it. I could not see their faces  just their outlines. Her head was upon his shoulder. His face was turned, and so concealed, and inclined toward hers. Her hat had been taken off and was held over her knee by one hand. I stepped back a little toward a companion-way, where was a light, in order to outline my impression. When I returned, they were sitting up. It was Steele and his rooming-house proprietress! It struck me as odd that of all the couple and group scenes that I had noted, the most romantic should have been that provided by Steele and this woman. His wife would be interested in his solicitude for her loneliness and her lack of opportunities to get out into the open air, I was sure. Yet, I was not envious then  just curious and a little amused.

Well, that was the end of that. The sketches were made, and the story published. Because he and this girl had provided my best scene I disguised it a little, making it not seem exactly back of the pilot-house, since otherwise he might recognise it. He was, for once, fascinated by the colour and romance of the occasion, and did a better story than I thought he could. It dwelt on the beauty of the river, the freedom from heat, the loveliness of the moon, the dancing. I thought it was very good, quite exceptional for him, and I thought I knew the reason why.

And then one day, about a month or six weeks later, being in the city room, I encountered the wife of Steele and their little son, a child of about five years. She had stopped in about three or four in the afternoon, being downtown shopping, I presume. After seeing him with the young woman on the steamer, I was, I confess, not a little shocked. This woman was so pinched, so homely, so faded  veritably a rail of a woman, everything and anything that a woman, whether wife, daughter, mother or sweetheart, as I saw it then, should not be. As a matter of fact, I was too wrought up about love and youth and marriage and happiness at that time to rightly judge of the married. At any rate, after having seen that other woman on that deck with Steele, I was offended by this one.

She seemed to me, after the other, too narrow, too methodical, too commonplace, too humdrum. She was a woman whose pulchritudinous favours, whatever they may have been, must have been lost at the altar. In heavens name, I thought to myself, how could a man like this come to marry such a woman? He isnt so very good-looking himself, perhaps, but still... No wonder he wanted to take his rooming-house landlady for an outing! I would, too. I could understand it now. In fact, as little as I cared for Steele, I felt sorry that a man of his years and of his still restless proclivities should be burdened with such a wife. And not only that, but there was their child, looking not unlike him but more like her, one of those hostages to fortune by reason of which it is never easy to free oneself from the error of a mistaken marriage. His plight, as I saw it, was indeed unfortunate. And it was still summer and there was this other woman!

Well, I was introduced by him as the man who worked on some of his stories with him. I noticed that the woman had a thin, almost a falsetto voice. She eyed me, as I thought, unintelligently, yet genially enough. I was invited to come out to their place some Sunday and take dinner. Because of his rooming-house story I was beginning to wonder whether he had been lying to me, when she went on to explain that they had been boarding up to a few weeks ago, but had now taken a cottage for themselves and could have their friends. I promised. Yes, yes. But I never went  not to dinner, anyhow.

IV

Then two more months passed. By now it was late fall, with winter near. The current news, as I saw it, was decidedly humdrum. There was no local news to speak of. I scarcely glanced at the papers from day to day, no more than to see whether some particular illustration I had done was in and satisfactory or not. But then, of a sudden, came something which was genuine news. Steeles wife was laid low by a box of poisoned candy sent her through the mails, some of which she had eaten!

Just how the news of this first reached the papers I have almost forgotten now, but my recollection is that there was another newspaperman and his wife  a small editor or reporter on another paper  who lived in the same vicinity, and that it was to this newspapermans wife that Mrs. Steele, after having called her in, confided that she believed she had been poisoned, and by a woman whose name she now gave as Mrs. Marie Davis, and with whom, as she then announced, her husband had long been intimate  the lady of the Steamer Ira Ramsdell. She had recognised the handwriting on the package from some letters written to her husband, but only after she had eaten of the candy and felt the pains  not before. Her condition was serious. She was, it appeared, about to die. In this predicament she had added, so it was said, that she had long been neglected by her husband for this other woman, but that she had suffered in silence rather than bring disgrace upon him, herself and their child. Now this cruel blow!

Forthwith a thrill of horror and sympathy passed over the city. It seemed too sad. At the same time a cry went up to find the other woman  arrest her, of course  see if she had really done it. There followed the official detention, if not legal arrest, of Mrs. Davis on suspicion of being the poisoner. Although the charge was not yet proved, she was at once thrown into jail, and there held to await the death or recovery of Mrs. Steele, and the proof or disproof of the charge that the candy had been sent by her. And cameras in hand, reporters and artists were packed off to the county jail to hear the accuseds side of the story.

As I at once suspected on hearing the news, she proved to be none other than the lady of the Ira Ramsdell, and as charming as I had at first assumed her to be. I, being one of those sent to sketch her, was among the first to hear her story. She denied, and very vehemently, that she had sent any poisoned candy to any one. She had never dreamed of any such thing. But she did not deny, which at the time appeared to me to be incriminating, that she had been and was then in love with Steele. In fact, and this point interested me as much then as afterwards, she declared that this was an exceptional passion  her love for him, his love for her  and no mere passing and vulgar intimacy. A high and beautiful thing  a sacred love, the one really true and beautiful thing that had ever come to her  or him  in all their lives. And he would say so, too. For before meeting her, Wallace Steele had been very unhappy  oh, very. And her own marriage had been a failure.

Wallace, as she now familiarly called him, had confessed to her that this new, if secret, love meant everything to him. His wife did not interest him. He had married her at a time when he did not know what he was doing, and before he had come to be what he was. But this new love had resolved all their woes into loveliness  complete happiness. They had resolved to cling only to each other for life. There was no sin in what they had done because they loved. Of course, Wallace had sought to induce Mrs. Steele to divorce him, but she would not; otherwise they would have been married before this. But as Mrs. Steele would not give him up, both had been compelled to make the best of it. But to poison her  that was wild! A love so beautiful and true as theirs did not need a marriage ceremony to sanctify it. So she raved. My own impression at the time was that she was a romantic and sentimental woman who was really very greatly in love.

Now as to Steele. Having listened to this blazoning of her passion by herself, the interviewers naturally hurried to Steele to see what he would have to say. In contrast to her and her grand declaration, they found a man, as every one agreed, who was shaken to the very marrow of his bones by these untoward events. He was, it appeared, a fit inhabitant of the environment that nourished him. He was in love, perhaps, with this woman, but still, as any one could see, he was not so much in love that, if this present matter were going to cost him his place in this commonplace, conventional world, he would not be able to surrender to it. He was horrified by the revelation of his own treachery. Up to this hour, no doubt, he had been slipping about, hoping not to be caught, and most certainly not wishing to be cast out for sin. Regardless of the woman, he did not wish to be cast out now. On the contrary, as it soon appeared, he had been doing his best in the past to pacify his wife and hold her to silence while he slaked his thirst for romance in this other way. He did not want his wife, but he did not want trouble, either. And now that his sin was out he shivered.

In short, as he confided to one of the men who went to interview him, and who agreed to respect his confidence to that extent, he was not nearly so much in love with Mrs. Davis as she thought he was  poor thing! True he had been infatuated for a while, but only a little while. She was pretty, of course, and naturally she thought she loved him  but he never expected anything like this to happen. Great cripes! They had met at a river bathing-beach the year before. He had been smitten  well, you know. He had never got along well with his wife, but there was the little boy to consider. He had not intended any harm to any one; far from it. And he certainly couldnt turn on his wife now. The public wouldnt stand for it. It would make trouble for him. But he could scarcely be expected to turn on Mrs. Davis, either, could he, now that she was in jail, and suspected of sending poisoned candy to his wife? The public wouldnt stand for that, either.

It was terrible! Pathetic! He certainly would not have thought that Marie would go to the length of sending his wife poison, and he didnt really believe that she had. Still  and there may have been some actual doubt of her in that still, or so the reporting newspapermen thought. At any rate, as he saw it now, he would have to stick to his wife until she was out of danger. Public opinion compelled it. The general impression of the newspapermen was that he was a coward. As one of them said of his courage, Gee, its oozing out of his hair!

Nevertheless, he did go to see Mrs. Davis several times. But apart from a reported sobbing demonstration of affection on her part, I never learned what passed between them. He would not talk and she had been cautioned not to. Also, there were various interviews with his wife, who had not died, and now that the storm was on, admitted that she had intercepted letters between her husband and Mrs. Davis from time to time. The handwriting on the candy wrapper the day she received it so resembled the handwriting of Mrs. Davis that after she had eaten of it and the symptoms of poisoning had set in  not before  she had begun to suspect that the candy must have emanated from Mrs. Davis.

V

In the meantime Mrs. Davis, despite the wifes sad story, was the major attraction in the newspapers. She was young, she was beautiful, she had made, or at least attempted to make, a blood sacrifice on the altar of love. What more could a daily newspaper want? She was a heroine, even in this very moral, conservative, conventional and religious city. The rank and file were agog  even sympathetic. (How would the moralists explain that, would you say?) In consequence of their interest, she was descended upon by a corps of those women newspaper writers who, even in that day, were known as sob-sisters, and whose business it was  and this in advance of any proof of crime or indictment even  to psychologise and psychiatrise the suspect  to dig out if they could not only every vestige of her drama, but all her hidden and secret motives.

As I read the newspapers at the time, they revealed that she was and she was not a neurotic, a psychotic, who showed traces of being a shrewd, evasive and designing woman, and who did not. Also she was a soft, unsophisticated, passionate and deeply illusioned girl, and she was not. She was guilty, of course  maybe not  but very likely she was, and she must tell how, why, in what mood, etc. Also, it appeared that she had sent the poison deliberately, coldly, murderously. Her eyes and hands, also the shape of her nose and ears, showed it. Again, these very things proved she could not have done it. Had she been driven to it by stress of passionate emotion and yearning which had been too much for her to bear? Was she responsible for that  a great, destroying love? Of course she was! Who is not responsible for his deeds? A great, overwhelming, destroying love passion; indeed! Rot! She could help it. She could not help it. Could she help it? So it went.

Parallel with all this, of course, we were treated to various examinations of the Steele family. What sort of people were they, anyhow? It was said of Steele now that he was an average, fairly capable newspaperman of no very startling ability, but of no particular vices  one who had for some years been a serious and faithful employé of this paper. Mrs. Steele, on the other hand, was a good woman, but by no means prepossessing. She was without romance, imagination, charm. One could see by looking at her and then looking at so winsome and enticing a woman as Mrs. Davis why Steele had strayed. It was the old eternal triangle  the woman who was not interesting, the woman who was interesting, and the man interested by the more interesting woman. There was no solving it, but it was all very sad. One could not help sympathising with Mrs. Steele, the wronged woman; and again one could not help sympathising with Mrs. Davis, the beautiful, passionate, desirous, helpless beauty  helpless because she was desirous.

In the meantime, the District Attorneys office having taken the case in hand, there were various developments in that quarter. It was necessary to find out, of course, where the candy had been purchased, how it had been drugged, with what it had been drugged, where the drug had been purchased. Chemists, detectives and handwriting experts were all set to work. It was no trouble to determine that the drug was arsenic, yet where this arsenic was purchased was not so easy to discover. It was some time before it was found where it had been procured. Dissimilarly, it was comparatively easy to prove where the candy had come from. It had been sent in the original box of a well-known candy firm. Yet just who had purchased it was not quite so easy to establish. The candy company could not remember, and Mrs. Davis, although admitting that the handwriting did resemble hers, denied ever having addressed the box or purchased any candy from the firm in question. She was quite willing to go there and be identified, but no clerk in the candy-store was able to identify her as one woman who had purchased candy. There were one or two clerks who felt sure that there had been a woman there at some time or other who had looked like her, but they were not positive. However, there was one girl who had worked in the store during the week in which the candy had been purchased, and who was not there any longer. This was a new girl who had been tried out for that week only and had since disappeared. Her name was known, of course, and the newspapers as well as the District Attorneys office at once began looking for her.

There were some whispers to the effect that not only Mrs. Davis but Steele himself might have been concerned in the plot, or Steele alone, since apparently he had been anxious to get rid of his wife. Why not? He might have imitated the handwriting of Mrs. Davis or created an accidental likeness to it. Also, there were dissenting souls, even in the office of the paper on which I worked, who thought that maybe Mrs. Steele had sent the candy to herself in order to injure the other woman. Why not? It was possible. Women were like that. There had been similar cases, had there not? Argument! Contention! She might have wanted to die and be revenged on the other woman at the same time, might she not? observed the railroad editor. Oh, hell! What bunk! called another. No woman would kill herself to make a place for a rival. Thats crazy.

Well, said a third, she might have miscalculated the power of her own dope. Who knows? She may not have intended to take as much as she did.

Oh, Christ, called a fourth from somewhere, just listen to the Sherlock Holmes Association in session over there! Lay off, will you?

A week or more went by, and then the missing girl who had worked in the candy-store was found. She had left the city the following week and gone to Denver. Being shown the pictures of Mrs. Davis, Mrs. Steele and some others and asked whether on any given day she had sold any of them a two-pound box of candy, she seemed to recall no one of them save possibly Mrs. Steele. But she could not be sure from the photograph. She would have to see the woman. In consequence, and without any word to the newspapers who had been leading the case up to then, this girl was returned to the city. Here, in the District Attorneys office, she was confronted by a number of women gathered for the occasion, among whom was placed Mrs. Davis. But on looking them all over she failed to identify any one of them. Then Mrs. Steele, who was by then up and around, was sent for. She came, along with a representative of the office. On sight, as she entered the door, and although there were other women in the room at the time, this girl exclaimed: There she is! Thats the woman! Yes, thats the very woman! She was positive.

VI 

As is customary in such cases, and despite the sympathy that had been extended to her, Mrs. Steele was turned over to criminologists, who soon extracted the truth from her. She broke down and wept hysterically.

It was she who had purchased the candy and poisoned it. Her life was going to pieces. She had wanted to die, so she said now. She had addressed the wrapper about the candy, as some of the wiseacres of our paper had contended, only she had first made a tracing on the paper from Mrs. Davis handwriting, on an envelope addressed to her husband, and had then copied that. She had put not arsenic, but rat poison, bought some time before, into the candy, and in order to indict Mrs. Davis, she had put a little in each piece, about as much as would kill a rat, so that it would seem as though the entire box had been poisoned by her. She had got the idea from a case she had read about years before in a newspaper. She hated Mrs. Davis for stealing her husband. She had followed them.

When she had eaten one of the pieces of candy she had thought, as she now insisted, that she was taking enough to make an end of it all. But before taking it she had made sure that Mrs. Dalrymple, the wife of the newspaperman whom she first called to her aid, was at home in order that she might call or send her little boy. Her purpose in doing this was to instil in the mind of Mrs. Dalrymple the belief that it was Mrs. Davis who had sent the poison. When she was gone, Mrs. Davis would be punished, her husband would not be able to have her, and she herself would be out of her misery.

Result: the prompt discharge of Mrs. Davis, but no charge against Mrs. Steele. According to the District Attorney and the newspapers who most truly reflected local sentiment, she had suffered enough. And, as the state of public feeling then was, the District Attorney would not have dared to punish her. Her broken confession so reacted on the public mind that now, and for all time, it was for Mrs. Steele, just as a little while before it was rather for Mrs. Davis. For, you see, it was now proved that it was Mrs. Steele and not Mrs. Davis who had been wrought up to that point emotionally where she had been ready and willing  had actually tried  to make a blood sacrifice of herself and another woman on the altar of love. In either case it was the blood sacrifice  the bare possibility of it, if you choose  that lay at the bottom of the publics mood, and caused it to turn sympathetically to that one who had been most willing to murder in the cause of love.

But dont think this story is quite ended. Far from it. There is something else here, and a very interesting something to which I wish to call your attention. I. have said that the newspapers turned favourably to Mrs. Steele. They did. So did the sob-sisters, those true barometers of public moods. Eulogies were now heaped upon Mrs. Steele, her devotion, her voiceless, unbearable woe, the tragedy of her mood, her intended sacrifice of herself. She was now the darling of these journalistic pseudo-analysts.

As for Mrs. Davis  not a word of sympathy, let alone praise or understanding for her thereafter. Almost unmentioned, if you will believe it, she was, and at once allowed to slip back into the limbo of the unheralded, the subsequently-to-be-unknown. From then on it was almost as though she had never been. For a few weeks, I believe, she retired to the home in which she had lived; then she disappeared entirely.

But now as to Steele. Here was the third peculiar phase of the case. Subsequent to the exculpation of Mrs. Davis and her noiseless retirement from the scene, what would you say his attitude would have been, or should have been? Where would he go? What do? What attitude would he assume? One of renewed devotion to his wife? One of renewed devotion to Mrs. Davis? One of disillusion or indifference in regard to all things? It puzzled me, and I was a rank outsider with no least concern, except of course our general concern in all such things, so vital to all of us in our sex and social lives. But not only was it a puzzle to me; it was also a puzzle to others, especially those who were identified with the newspaper business in the city, the editors and the city editors and managing editors who had been following the wavering course of things with uncertain thoughts and I may say uncertain policy. They had been, as you may guess, as prepared to hang Steele as not, assuming that he had been identified with Mrs. Davis in a plot to do away with his wife. On the other hand, now that that shadow was removed and it was seen to be a more or less simple case of varietism on his part, resulting in marital unhappiness for his wife and a desire on her part to die, they were prepared to look upon him and this result with a more kindly eye. After all, she was not dead. Mrs. Davis had been punished. And say what you will, looking at Mrs. Steele as she was, and at Mrs. Davis as she was  well  with a certain amount of material if not spiritual provocation  what would you?

Indeed, the gabble about the newspaper offices was all to the above effect. What, if anything, finally asked some of the city editors and managing editors, was to be done about Steele? Now that everything had blown over, what of him? Go on hounding him forever? Nonsense! It was scarcely fair, and, anyhow, no longer profitable or worth while. Now that the storm was passing, might not something be done for him? After all, he had been a fairly respectable newspaperman and in good standing. Why not take him back? And if not that, how was he to be viewed in future by his friends? Was he to be let alone, dropped, forgotten, or what? Was he going to stay here in G  , and fight it out, or leave? And if he was going to leave or stay, with whom was he going to leave or stay? Semi-kindly, semi-selfish curiosity, as you see.

VII 

The thing to do, it was finally decided among several of those on our paper and several on other papers who had known him more or less intimately, was to go to Steele himself, and ask him, not for publicity but just between ourselves, what was to be done, what he proposed to do, whether there was anything now that the local newspapers could say or do which would help him in any way? Did he want to be restored to a staff position? Was he going to stick to his wife? What, if anything, and with no malicious intent, should they say about Mrs. Davis? In a more or less secret and brotherly or professional spirit they were going to put it up to him and then leave it there, doing whatever they could in accordance with what he might wish.

Accordingly, two of the local newsmen whom he quite honestly respected visited him and placed the above several propositions before him. They found him, as I was told afterwards, seated upon the front porch of the very small and commonplace house in which after the dismissal of the charge against Mrs. Davis, he and his wife had been dwelling, reading a paper. Seated with him was Mrs. Steele, thinner and more querulous and anæmic and unattractive than before. And upon the lot outside was their little son. Upon their arrival, they hailed Steele for a private word, and Mrs. Steele arose and went into the house. She looked, said one of these men, as though she expected more trouble. Steele, on his part, was all smiles and genial tenderings of hospitality. He was hoping for the best, of course, and he was anxious to do away with any new source of trouble. He even rubbed his hands, and licked his lips. Come right in, boys. Come on up on the porch. Wait a minute and Ill bring out a couple of chairs. He hastened away but quickly returned, determined, as they thought, to make as good an impression as possible.

After he had heard what they had come for  most tactfully and artfully put, of course  he was all smiles, eager, apparently, to be well thought of once more. To their inquiry as to whether he proposed to remain or not, he replied: Yes, for the present. He had not much choice. He had not saved enough money in recent days to permit him to do much of anything else, and his wifes illness and other things had used up about all he had. And now, just between ourselves, Steele, asked one of the two men who knew him better than the other, what about Mrs. Davis and your wife? Just where do you stand in regard to them? Are you going to stick to your wife, or are you going with the other woman eventually? No trouble for you, you understand  no more publicity. But the fellows on the papers are in a little bit of a quandary in regard to this. They dont intend to publish anything more  nothing disparaging. They only want to get your slant on the thing so that if anything more does come up in connection with this they can fix it so that it wont be offensive to you, you see.

Yes, I see, replied Steele cheerfully and without much reflection. But so far as that Davis woman is concerned, though, you can forget her. Im through with her. She was never much to me, anyhow, just a common  . Here he used the good old English word for prostitute. As for his wife, he was going to stick by her, of course. She was a good woman. She loved him. There was his little boy. He was through with all that varietistic stuff. There was nothing to it. A man couldnt get away with it  and so on.

The two men, according to their account of it afterward, winced not a little, for, as they said, they had thought from all that had gone before that there had surely been much more than common prostitution between Steele and the woman. How could all this have been in the face of Mrs. Steeles great jealousy, Mrs. Davis passionate declaration about pure, spiritual and undying love? Imagine it! After a few more words the men left, convinced that whether interested in his wife or not or Mrs. Davis or not, Steele was literally terrorised by convention,  and to the point where he was floundering about for an excuse. He was weak and he wanted to put the best face on the situation that he could. As one of the newspapermen afterward expressed it, there was something unpleasant about it all. Just why had he changed so quickly? Why the gratuitous insult to Mrs. Davis? Why, after the previous acknowledgment of an affection of sorts at least for her, was he now willing to write himself down a bounder and a cad in this open and offensive way? For a cad he plainly was. Mrs. Davis could not be as shabby as he had made her out. This was at once and generally agreed upon. That finally fixed Steeles position in G  as a bounder. He was never again taken back on any local staff.

And for myself, I could not quite fathom it. The thing haunted me. What was it that moved him  public opinion, fear of the loss of the petty social approval which had once been his, sorrow for his wife  what one special thing that Mrs. Davis might or might not have done? For certainly, as things turned out, she had been guilty of nothing except loving him  illegally, of course, but loving him. My mind involuntarily flashed back to the two curled abaft the pilothouse in the moonlight, those quaint, shadowy, romantic figures. And now this! And then there was dancing and laughter and love.

VIII 

But even this is not the end, however ready you may be to cease listening. There is an envoi that I must add. This was seven years later. By then I had removed to New York and established myself as a cartoonist. From others I had learned that Steele also had come to New York and was now connected with one of the local papers in some moderately responsible capacity  copy reading, I think. At any rate, I met him  one Sunday. It was near the entrance of the Bronx Zoo, at closing time. He was there with his wife and a second little son that had come to him since he had left G  . The first one  a boy of ten by then, I presume  was not present. All this I learned in the course of the brief conversation that followed.

But his wife! I can never forget her. She was so worn, so faded, so impossible. And this other boy by her  a son who had followed after their reunion! My God! I thought, how may not fear or convention slay one emotionally! And to cap it all, he was not so much apologetic as  I will not say defiant  but ingratiating and volubly explanatory about his safe and sane retreat from gaiety and freedom, and, if you will, immorality. For he knew, of course, that I recalled the other case  all its troublesome and peculiar details.

My wife! My wife! he exclaimed quickly, since I did not appear to recognise her at first, and with a rather grandiose gesture of the hand, as who should say, I am proud of my wife, as you see. I am still married to her and rightly so. I am not the same person you knew in G  at all  at all!

Oh, yes, I replied covering them all with a single glance. I remember your wife very well. And your boy.

Oh, no, not that boy, he hastened to explain. That was Harry. This is another little boy  Francis. And then, as though to re-establish his ancient social prestige with me, he proceeded to add: Were living over on Staten Island now  just at the north end, near the ferry, you know. You must come down some time. Its a pleasant ride. Well both be so glad to see you. Wont we, Estelle?

Yes, certainly, said Mrs. Steele.

I hastened away as quickly as possible. The contrast was too much; that damned memory of mine, illegitimate as it may seem to be, was too much. I could not help thinking of the Ira Ramsdell and of how much I had envied him the dances, the love, the music, the moonlight.

By God! I exclaimed as I walked away. By God! And that is exactly how I feel now about all such miscarriages of love and delight  cold and sad.


KHAT

O, thou blessed that contains no demon, but a fairy!

When I follow thee thou takest me into regions overlooking Paradise. My sorrows are as nothing. My rags are become as robes of silk. My feet are shod, not worn and bleeding. I lift up my head  O Flower of Paradise!

O Flower of Paradise!



Old Arabian Song.



When the European is weary he calls for alcohol to revive him; when he is joyful he thinks of wine that he may have more joy. In like manner the Chinese wooes his  white lady, the poppy flower. The Indian chews bhang, and the West African seeks surcease in kola. To the Yemen Arab, khat, the poor mans happiness, his flower of paradise, is more than any of these to its devotees. It is no narcotic compelling sleep, but a stimulant like alcohol, a green shrub that grows upon the hills in moist places. On the roads leading to the few cities of Arabia, and in the cities themselves, it may be seen being borne on the backs of camels to the market-place or the wedding feast  the wet and dripping leaves of the shrub. The poor and the well-to-do at once crave and adore it. They speak of it as the strength of the weak,

the inspiration of the depressed,

the dispeller of sorrow and too deep care. All who may, buy and chew it, the poor by the annas worth, the rich by the rupee. The beggar when he can beg or steal it  even he is happy too.



American Consular Report.



THE dawn had long since broken over the heat-weary cup and slopes of the Mugga Valley, in which lies Hodeidah. In the centre of the city, like a mass of upturned yellow cups and boxes surrounded by a ring of green and faced by the sea, were the houses, with their streets and among and in them the shopkeepers of streets or ways busy about the labours of the day. Al Hajjaj, the cook, whose place was near the mosque in the centre of the public square, had already set his pots and pans over the fire and washed his saucers and wiped his scales and swept his shop and sprinkled it. And, indeed, his fats and oils were clear and his spices fragrant, and he himself was standing behind his cooking pots ready to serve customers. Likewise those who dealt in bread, ornaments, dress goods, had put forth such wares as they had to offer. In the mosque a few of the faithful had entered to pray. Over the dust of the ill-swept street, not yet cleared of the rubbish of the day before, the tikka gharries of the better-to-do dragged their way along the road about various errands. The same was speckled with natives in bright or dull attire, some alive with the interest of business, others dull because of a life that offered little.

In his own miserable wattle-covered shed or hut, no more than an abandoned donkeys stall at the edge of the city, behold Ibn Abdullah. Beggar, neer-do-well, implorer of charity before the mosque, ex-water-carrier and tobacco seller in Mecca and Medina, from whence he had been driven years before by his extortions and adulterations, he now turned wearily, by no means anxious to rise although it was late. For why rise when you are old and weary and ragged, and life offers at best only a little food and sleep  or not so much food as (best and most loved of all earthly blessings) khat, the poor mans friend? For that, more than food or drink, he craved. Yet how to come by it was a mystery. There was about him not a single anna wherewith to sate his needs  not so much as a pice!

Indeed, as Ibn Abdullah now viewed his state, he had about reached the end of his earthly tether. His career was and had been a failure. Born in the mountain district back of Hodeidah, in the little village of Sabar, source of the finest khat, where formerly his father had been a khat farmer, his mother a farmers helper, he had wandered far, here and there over Arabia and elsewhere, making a living as best he might: usually by trickery. Once for a little while he had been a herdsman with a Bedouin band, and had married a daughter of the tribe, but, restlessness and a lust of novelty overcoming him, he had, in time, deserted his wife and wandered hence. Thence to Jiddah, the port of debarkation for pilgrims from Egypt and Central Africa approaching Mecca and Medina, the birthplace and the burial place of the Prophet. Selling trinkets and sacred relics, water and tobacco and fruit and food, and betimes indulging in trickery and robbery, he had finally been taken in the toils of the Cadis of both Mecca and Medina, by whose henchmen he had been sadly drubbed on his back and feet and ordered away, never to return. Venturing once more into the barren desert, a trailer of caravans, he had visited Taif, Taraba and Makhwa, but finding life tedious in these smaller places he had finally drifted southward along the coast of the Red Sea to the good city of Hodeidah, where, during as many as a dozen years now, he had been eking out a wretched existence, story-telling, selling tobacco (when he could get it) or occasionally false relics to the faithful. Having grown old in this labour, his tales commonplace, his dishonesty and lack of worth and truth well known, he was now weary and helpless, truly one near an unhonoured end.

Time was, in his better days and greater strength, as he now bethought him on this particular morning, when he had had his full share of khat, and food too. Ay-ee! There had been some excellent days in the past, to be sure! Not even old Raschid, the khat drunkard, or Al Hajjaj, the cook, who might be seen of a late afternoon before his shop, his pillow and carpets and water chatties about him, his narghili lit, a bunch of khat by his side, his wife and daughter at the window above listening to him and his friends as they smoked or chewed and discoursed, had more of khat and food than had he. By Allah, things were different then! He had had his girls, too, his familiar places in the best of the mabrazes, where were lights and delightful strains of song, and dancing betimes. He had sung and applauded and recounted magnificent adventures with the best of them. Ay-ee!

But of late he had not done well  not nearly as well as in times past. He was very, very old now, that was the reason; his bones ached and even creaked. An undue reputation for evil things done in the past  Inshallah! no worse than those of a million others  pursued him wherever he went. It was remembered of him, unfortunately, here in Hodeidah, as in Mecca and Medina (due no doubt to the lying, blasting tongue  may it wither in his mouth!  of Tahrbulu, the carrier, whom he had known in Mecca)  that he had been bastinadoed there for adulterating the tobacco he sold  a little dried goats and camels dung, wind-blown and clean; and as for Taif, to which place he had gone after Mecca, Firaz, the ex-caravan guard who had known him in that place  the dog!  might his bones wither in the sun!  had recalled to various and sundry that at Mecca he had been imprisoned for selling water from a rain-pit as that of the sacred well of Jezer! Be it so; he was hard pressed at the time; there was no place to turn; business was poor  and great had been his yearning for khat.

But since then he had aged and wearied and all his efforts at an honest livelihood had served him ill. Betimes his craving for khat had grown, the while his ability to earn it  aye, even to beg it with any success!  had decreased. Here in Hodeidah he was too well known (alas, much too well known!), and yet where else was he to go? By sea it was all of three hundred miles to Aden, a great and generous place, so it was said, but how was he to get there at his time of life? No captain would carry him. He would be tossed into the sea like a rat. Had he not begged and been roundly cursed? And to Jiddah, whereby thousands came to Mecca, a full five hundred miles north, he dare not return. Were he there, no doubt he would do better: the faithful were generous.... But were he caught in the realm of the Grand Sheriff  No; Hodeidah had its advantages.

He arose after a time, and, without ablutions, prostrating himself weakly in the direction of Mecca, adjusted his ragged loin-and shoulder-cloths and prepared to emerge for the day. Although hungry and weak, it was not food but khat that he desired, a few leaves of the green, succulent, life-giving plant that so restored his mood and strength and faculties generally. By Allah, if he had but a little, a handful, his thoughts concerning life would be so much more endurable. He might even, though cracked and wretched was his voice, tell a tale or two to idlers and so earn an honest anna. Or he would have more courage to beg, to lie, to mourn before the faithful. Yea, had he not done so often? With it he was as good as any man, as young, as hopeful; without it  well, he was as he was: feeble and worn.

As he went forth finally along the hot, dusty road which led into the city and the public market and mosque, lined on either side by low one-story mud houses of the poor, windowless, and with the roadway in front as yet unswept, his thoughts turned in eager seeking to the khat market, hard by the public square and beyond the mosque, whose pineapple-shaped dome he could even now see rising in the distance over the low roofs before him. Here it was that at about eleven oclock in the morning the khat camels bearing their succulent loads would come winding along the isthmus road from the interior. He could see them now, hear their bells, the long striding camels, their shouting drivers, the green herb, wet and sweet, piled in refreshing masses upon their backs! How well he knew the process of its arrival  the great rock beyond the Jiddah gate casting a grateful shade, the two little black policemen ready to take custom toll of each load and give a receipt, the huge brutes halting before the door of the low kutcha-thatched inn, there to pick at some wisps of grass while their masters went inside to have a restful pull at a hubbuk (water-pipe) and a drink of kishr, or maybe a bowl of curds. Meanwhile, a flock of shrewd youngsters, bribelings of the merchants of the bazaars within the city, would flit about the loaded animals, seeking to steal a leaf or to thrust an appraising glance into the closely wrapped bundles, in order that they might report as to the sweetness and freshness of their respective loads.

What, O kowasji, is the quality of your khat to-day? Which beast carries the best, and has thy driver stinted no water on the journey to keep it fresh?

To find true answers to these questions had these urchins taken their bribe-money in the bazaars. But the barefoot policeman would chase them away, the refreshed drivers would come out again, fiercely breathing calumnies against the grandmothers of such brats, and the little caravan would pick its way upward and downward again into the market.

But to-day, too weary to travel so far, even though by sighs and groans and many prayers for their well-being he might obtain so little as a leaf or two from the comfortable drivers, he betook himself slowly toward the market itself. En route, and especially as he neared a better portion of the city where tikka gharries might be seen, he was not spareful of Alms in the name of Allah! Allah! Alms! or May thy hours in paradise be endless! But none threw him so much as a pice. Instead, those who recognised his familiar figure, the sad antithesis of all industry and well-being, turned away or called: Out of the way, thou laggard! To one side, dog!

When he reached the market, however, not without having cast a wishful eye at the shining pots and saucers of Al Hajjaj en route, the adjoining bazaar had heard of the coming of the green-laden caravan, and from the dark shops, so silent until now, cheerful cries were beginning to break forth. Indeed the streets were filled with singing and a stream of lean figures all headed one way. Like himself they were going to the khat market, only so much better equipped for the occasion  rupees and anna in plenty for so necessary and delectable an herb. Tikka gharries rattled madly past him, whips were waved and turbans pushed awry; there were flashes of colour from rich mens gowns, as they hurried to select the choicest morsels, the clack of oryx-hide sandals, and the blunt beating of tomtoms. As the camels arrived in the near distance, the market was filled with a restless, yelling mob. Bedlam had broken loose, but a merry, good-natured bedlam at that. For khat, once obtained, would ease whatever ill-feeling or morning unrest or weariness one might feel.

Although without a pice wherewith to purchase so much as a stalk, still Ibn could not resist the temptation of entering here. What, were none of the faithful merciful? By Allah, impossible!  Perchance  who knows?  there might be a stranger, a foreigner, who in answer to his appealing glance, his outstretched hands, an expression of abject despair which long since he had mastered would cast him an anna, or even a rupee (it had happened!), or some one, seeing him going away empty handed or standing at the gate outside, forlorn and cast down, and asking always alms, alms, would cast him a delicious leaf or spray of the surpassing delight.

But no; this day, as on the day previous, and the one before that, he had absolutely no success. What was it  the hand of fate itself? Had Allah truly forsaken him at last? In a happy babel, and before his very eyes, the delicious paradisiacal stimulant was weighed on government scales and taxed again  the Emir must live! And then, divided into delicious bundles the thickness of a mans forearm, it was offered for sale. Ah, the beauty of those bundles  the delight therein contained  the surcease even now! The proud sellers, in turban and shirt, were mounting the small tables or stands about the place and beginning to auction it off, each bundle bringing its own price. Min kam! Min kam! Hadji, the son of Dodow, was now crying  Hadji, whom Ibn had observed this many a day as a seller here. He was waving a bunch above the outstretched hands of the crowd. How much? How much will you give for this flower of paradise, this bringer of happiness, this dispeller of all weakness. Tis as a maidens eyes. Tis like bees breath for fragrance. Tis

That I might buy! sighed Ibn heavily. That I might buy! Who will give me so much as a spray?

One anna (two cents), yelled a mirthful and contemptuous voice, knowing full well the sacrilege of the offer.

Thou scum! O thou miserable little tick on the back of a sick camel! replied the seller irritably. May my nose grow a beard if it is not worth two rupees at the very least!

Bismallah! There is not two rupees worth in all thy filthy godown, budmash!

Thou dog! Thou detractor! But why should one pay attention to one who has not so much as an anna wherewith to ease himself? To those who have worth and many rupees  look, behold, how green, how fresh!

And Al Hajjaj, the cook, and Ahmed, the carpet-weaver, stepped forward and took each a bunch for a rupee, the while Ibn Abdullah, hanging upon the skirt of the throng and pushed contemptuously here and there, eyed it all sadly. Other bundles in the hands of other sellers were held up and quickly disposed of  to Chudi, the baker, Azad Bakht, the barber, Izz-al-Din, the seller of piece goods, and so on, until within the hour all was exhausted and the place deserted. On the floor was now left only the litter and débris of stems and deadened leaves, to be haggled over by the hadjis (vendors of firewood), the sweepers, scavengers and beggars generally, of whom he was one; only for the want of a few pice, an anna at the most, he would not even now be allowed to carry away so much as a stem of this, so ill had been his fortunes these many, many days. In this pell-mell scene, where so many knew him and realised the craving wherewith he was beset, not one paused to offer him a sprig. He was as wretched as before, only hungrier and thirstier.

And then, once the place was finally deserted, not a leaf or a stem upon the ground, he betook himself slowly and wearily to his accustomed place in the shadow of one of the six columns which graced the entryway of the mosque (the place of beggars), there to lie and beseech of all who entered or left that they should not forget the adjuration of the Prophet and give thy kinsman his due and the poor and the son of the road. At noon he entered with others and prayed, for there at least he was welcome, but alas, his thoughts were little on the five prescribed daily prayers and the morning and evening ablutions  no, not even upon food, but rather upon khat. How to obtain it  a leaf  a stem!

Almost perforce his thoughts now turned to the days of his youth, when as a boy living on the steep terraced slope of the mountains between Taiz and Yerim, he was wont literally to dwell among the small and prosperous plantations of the khat farmers who flourished there in great numbers. Indeed, before his time, his father had been one such, and Sabar and Hirwa, two little villages in the Taiz district, separated only by a small hill, and in the former of which he was born, were famous all over Arabia for the khat that was raised there. Next to that which came from Bokhari, the khat of Sabar, his home town, was and remained the finest in all Yemen. Beside it even that of Hirwa was coarse, thin and astringent and more than once he had heard his mother, who was a khat-picker, say that one might set out Sabari plants in Hirwa and that they quickly became coarse, but remove Hirwa plants to Sabar, and they grew sweet and delicate.

And there as a child he  who could not now obtain even so much as a leaf of life-giving khat!  had aided his mother in picking or cutting the leaves and twigs of khat that constituted the crops of this region  great camel-loads of it! In memory now he could see the tasks of the cooler months, where, when new fields were being planted, they were started from cuttings buried in shallow holes four to six inches apart with space enough between the rows for pickers to pass; how the Yemen cow and the sad-eyed camel, whose maw was never full, had to be guarded against, since they had a nice taste in cuttings, and thorn twigs and spiny cactus leaves had to be laid over the young shoots to discourage the marauders.

At the end of a year the young shrubs, now two feet high, had a spread of thick green foliage eighteen inches in diameter. Behold now the farmer going out into the dawn of each morning to gaze at his field and the sky, in the hope of seeing the portents of harvest time. On a given morning the air would be thick with bulbuls, sparrows, weaver birds, shrilly clamouring; they would rise and fall above the plants, picking at the tenderest leaves. Allah be praised! would cry the farmer in delight. The leaves are sweet and ripe for the market! And now he would call his women and the wives of his neighbours to the crop-picking. Under a bower of jasmine vines, with plumes of the sweet smelling rehan, the farmer and his cronies would gather to drink from tiny cups and smoke the hubbuk, while the womenfolk brought them armfuls of the freshly cut khat leaves. What a joyous time it was for all the village, for always the farmer distributed the whole of his first crop among his neighbours, in the name of Allah, that Allahs blessings might thus be secured on all the succeeding ones. Would that he were in Sabar or Hirwa once more!

But all this availed him nothing. He was sick and weary, with little strength and no money wherewith to return; besides, if he did, the fame of his evil deeds would have preceded him perhaps. Again, here in Hodeidah, as elsewhere in Arabia, the cities and villages especially, khat-chewing was not only an appetite but a habit, and even a social custom or function, with the many, and required many rupees the year to satisfy. Indeed one of the painful things in connection with all this was that, not unlike eating in other countries, or tea at least, it had come to involve a paraphernalia and a ritual all its own, one might say. At this very noon hour here in Hodeidah, when, because of his luck, he was here before the temple begging instead of having a comfortable home of his own, hundreds  aye, thousands  who an hour earlier might have been seen wending their way happily homeward from the market, their eyes full of a delicious content, their jaws working, a bundle of the precious leaves under their arms, might now be found in their private or public mabraz making themselves comfortable, chewing and digesting this same, and not until the second hour of the afternoon would they again be seen. They all had this, their delight, to attend to!

Aye, go to the house of any successful merchant (only the accursed Jews and the outlanders did not use khat) between these hours and say that you had urgent news for him or that you had come to buy a lakh of rupees worth of skins.... His servant would meet you on the verandah (accursed dogs! How well he knew them and their airs!) and offer the profoundest apologies... the master would be unutterably sick (here he would begin to weep), or his sisters husbands aunts mother had died this very morning and full of unutterable woe as he was he would be doing no business; or certainly he had gone to Tawahi, but assuredly would return by three. Would the caller wait? And at that very moment the rich dog would be in his mabraz at the top of his house smoking his hubbuk and chewing his leaves  he who only this morning had refused Ibn so much as a leaf! Bismillah! Let him rot like a dead jackal!

Or was it one who was less rich? Behold the public mabraz such as he  Ibn  dared not even look into save as a wandering teller of tales, or could only behold from afar. For here these prosperous swine could take their ease in the heat of the day, cool behind trellised windows of these same, or at night could dream where were soft lights and faint strains of song, where sombre shadow-steeped figures swayed as though dizzy with the sound of their own voices, chanting benedictions out of the Koran or the Prophets. Had he not told tales for them in his time, the uncharitable dogs? Even now, at this noon hour, one might see them, the habitués of these same well-ventilated and well-furnished public rooms, making off in state for their favourite diversion, their khat tied up in a bright shawl and conspicuously displayed  for whom except himself, so poor or so low that he could not afford a little?  and all most anxious that all the world should know that they went thus to enjoy themselves. In the mabraz, each one his rug and pillow arranged for him, he would recline, occupying the space assigned him and no more. By his side would be the tall narghili or hubbuk, the two water-pots or chatties on copper stands, and a bowl of sweets. Bismillah, he was no beggar! When the mabraz was comfortably filled with customers, a servant would come and light the pipes, some one would produce a Koran or commence a story  not he any more, for they would not have him, such was his state  and the afternoons pleasure would begin. Occasionally the taraba (a kind of three-stringed viol) would be played, or, as it might happen, a favourite singer be present. Then the happy cries of Taieeb! or Marhabba! Marhabba! (Good!) or the more approbative, O friend, excellent indeed! would be heard. How well he remembered his own share in all this in former years, and how little the knowledge of it all profited him now  how little! Ah, what a sadness to be old and a beggar in the face of so much joy!

But as he mused in the shade, uttering an occasional Alms, alms, in the name of Allah! as one or another of the faithful entered or left the mosque, there came from the direction of the Jiddah gate, the regular khat-bearing camel route, shrill cries and yells. Looking up now, he saw a crowd of boys racing toward the town, shouting as they ran: Al khat aja! (the khat has come), a thing which of itself boded something unusual  a marriage or special feast of some kind, for at this late hour for what other reason would khat be brought? The market was closed; the chewers of khat already in their mabrazes. From somewhere also, possibly in the house of a bridegroom, came the faint tunk-a-lunk of a torn-torn, which now seemed to take up the glad tidings and beat out its summons to the wedding guests.

Bismillah! What means this? commented the old beggar to himself, his eyes straining in the direction of the crowd; then folding his rags about him he proceeded to limp in the direction of the noise. At the turn of a narrow street leading into the square his eye was gladdened truly enough by the sight of a khat-bearing camel, encompassed by what in all likelihood, and as he well knew was the custom on such occasions, a cloud of witnesses (seekers of entertainment or food at any feast) to the probable approaching marriage. Swathed round the belly of the camel as it came and over its load of dripping green herbs, was laid a glorious silken cloth, blazing with gold and hung with jasmine sprays; and though torn-toms thumped and fifes squealed a furious music all about him, the solemn beast bore his burden as if it were some majesty of state.

By Allah, observed the old beggar wearily yet eyeing the fresh green khat with zest, that so much joy should be and I have not a pice, let alone an anna! Would that I might take a spray  that one might fall!

Friend, he ventured after a moment, turning to a water-carrier who was standing by, one almost as poor as himself if more industrious, what means this? Has not Ramazan passed and is not Mohorrum yet to come?

Dost thou address, me, thou bag of bones? returned the carrier, irritated by this familiarity on the part of one less than himself.

Sahib, returned the beggar respectfully, using a term which he knew would flatter the carrier, no more entitled to a Sir, than himself, use me not ill. I am in sore straits and weak. Is it for a marriage or a dance, perhaps?

Thou hast said, replied the carrier irritably,   of Zeila, daughter of old Bhori, the tin-seller in the bazaar, to Adbul, whose father is jemidar of chaprassies at the burra bungalow.

At the mere mention of marriage there came into the mind of Ibn the full formula for any such in Hodeidah  for had he not attended them in his time, not so magnificent as this perhaps, but marriages of sorts? From noon on all the relatives and friends invited would begin to appear in twos and threes in the makhdara, where all preparations for the entertainment of the guests had no doubt been made. Here for them to sit on in so rich a case as this (or so he had heard in the rumoured affairs of the rich), would be long benches of stone or teak, and upon them beautiful carpets and pillows. (In all the marriages he had been permitted to attend these were borrowed for the occasion from relatives or friends.) Madayeh, or water-bubbles, would be ready, although those well enough placed in the affairs of this world would prefer to bring their own, carried by a servant. A lot of little chatties for the pipes would be on hand, as well as a number of fire-pots, these latter outside the makhdara with a dozen boys, fan in hand, ready to refill for each guest his pipe with tobacco and fire on the first call of Ya yi-yall! How well he remembered his services as a pipe-filler on occasions of this kind in his youth, how well his pleasure as guest or friend, relative even on one occasion, in his earlier and more prosperous years and before he had become an outcast, when his own pipe had been filled. Oh, the music! the bowls of sweets! the hot kishr, the armful of delicious khat, and before and after those little cakes of wheat with butter and curds! When the makhdara was full and all the guests had been solemnly greeted by the father of the bride, as well as by the prospective husband, khat would be distributed, and the pleasure of chewing it begin. Ah! Yes, weddings were wonderful and very well in their way indeed, provided one came by anything through them.

Alas, here, as in the case of the market sales, his opportunities for attending the same with any profit to himself, the privilege of sharing in the delights and comforts of the same, were over. He had no money, no repute, not even respect. Indeed the presence of a beggar such as he on an occasion of this kind, and especially here in Hodeidah where were many rich, would be resented, taken almost as an evil omen. Not only the guests within but those poorer admirers without, such as these who but now followed the camel, would look upon his even so much as distant approach as a vile intrusion, lawless, worthless dog that he was, come to peek and pry and cast a shadow upon what would otherwise be a happy occasion.

Yet he could not resist the desire to follow a portion of the way, anyhow. The escorted khat looked too enticing. Bismillah! There must be some one who would throw him a leaf on so festal an occasion, surely! By a slow and halting process therefore he came finally before the gate of the residence into which already the camel had disappeared. Before it was the usual throng of those not so vastly better than himself who had come to rejoice for a purpose, and within, the sound of the torn-torn and voices singing. Over the gate and out of the windows were hung silken carpets and jasmine sprays, for old Bhori was by no means poor in this worlds goods.

While recognising a number who might have been tolerant of him, Ibn Abdullah also realised rather painfully that of the number of these who were most friendly, having known him too long as a public beggar, there were few.

What! Neer-do-well! cried one who recognised him as having been publicly bastinadoed on one occasion here years before, when he had been younger and healthy enough to be a vendor of tobacco, for adulterating his tobacco. Do you come here, too? Then turning to another he called: Look who comes here  Ibn, the rich man! A friend of the good Bhori, no doubt, mayhap a relative, or at least one of his invited guests!

Ay-ee, a friend of the groom at least! cried another.

Or a brother or cousin of the bride! chaffed still a third.

A rich and disappointed seeker after her hand! declared a fourth titteringly.

He brings rich presents, as one can see! proclaimed a fifth. But look now at his hands! A chortle followed, joined in by many.

And would he be content with so little as a spray of khat in return? queried a sixth.

By Allah, an honest tobacco-merchant! Bismillah! One whom the Cadi loves! cried a seventh.

For answer Ibn turned a solemn and craving eye upon them, thinking only of khat. Inshallah! Peace be with thee, good citizens! he returned. Abuse not one who is very low in his state. Alms! Alms! A little khat, of all that will soon generously be bestowed upon thee! Alms!

Away, old robber! cried one of them. If you had ever been honest you would not now be poor.

What, old jackal, dost thou come here to beg? What brings thee from the steps of the mosque? Are the praying faithful so ungenerous? By Allah! Likely they know thee  not?

Peace! Peace! And mayst thou never know want and distress such as mine! Food I have not had for three days. My bones yearn for so much as a leaf of khat. Be thou generous and of all that is within, when a portion is given thee give me but a leaf!

The Cadi take thee!

Dog!

Beggar!

Come not too near, thou bag of decay!

So they threatened him and he came no closer, removing rather to a safe distance and eyeing as might a lorn jackal a feast partaken of by lions.

Yet having disposed of this objectionable intruder in this fashion, no khat was as yet forthcoming, the reason being that it was not yet time. Inside, the wedding ceremony and feast, a matter of slow and ordered procedure, was going forward with great care. Kishr was no doubt now being drunk, and there were many felicitations to be extended and received. But, once it was all over and the throng without invited to partake of what was left, Ibn was not one of those included. Rather, he was driven off with curses by a servant, and being thus entirely shut out could only wait patiently in the distance until those who had entered should be satisfied and eventually come forth wiping their lips and chewing khat  in better humour, perchance  or go his way. Then, if he chose to stay, and they were kind  

But, having eaten and drunk, they were in no better mood in regard to him. As they came forth, singly or in pairs, an hour or more later, they saw in him only a pest, one who would take from them a little of that which they themselves had earned with difficulty. Therefore they passed him by unheeding or with jests.

And by now it was that time in the afternoon when the effect on the happy possessor of khat throughout all Arabia was only too plainly to be seen. The Arab servant who in the morning had been surly and tactiturn under the blazing sun was now, with a wad of the vivifying leaves in his cheek, doing his various errands and duties with a smile and a light foot. The bale which the ordinary coolie of the waterfront could not lift in the morning, was now but a featherweight on his back. The coffee merchant who in the morning was acrid in manner and sharp at a bargain, now received your orders gratefully and with a pleasantry, and even a bid for conversation in his eye. Abdullah, the silk merchant, dealing with his customers in sight of the mosque, bestowed compliments and presents. By Allah, he would buy your horse for the price of an elephant and find no favour too great to do for you. Yussuf, the sambuk-carrier, a three-hundred-weight goatskin on his back, and passing Ibn near the mosque once more, assured Ali, his familiar of the same world and of equal load, as they trudged along together, Cut off my strong hand, and I will become Hadji, the sweeper (a despised caste), but take away my khat and let me die! Everywhere the evasive, apathetic atmosphere of the morning had given way to the valour of sentient life. Chewing the life-giving weed, all were sure that they could perform prodigies of energy and strength, that life was a delicious thing, the days and years of their troubles as nothing.

But viewing this and having none, and trudging moodily along toward his waiting-place in front of the mosque, Ibn was truly depressed and out of sorts. The world was not right. Age and poverty should command more respect. To be sure, in his youth perhaps he had not been all that he might have been, but still, for that matter, had many others so been? Were not all men weak, after their kind, or greedy or uncharitable? By Allah, they were, and as he had reason to know! Waidi, the water-seller? A thief really, no whit better than himself, if the world but knew. Hussein, the peddler of firewood; Haifa, the tobacco tramp  a wretched and swindling pack, all, not a decent loin-or shoulder-cloth among them, possessed of no better places of abode than his own really, yet all, even as the richest of men, had their khat, could go to their coffee places this night and enjoy it for a few anna. Even they! And he!

In Hodeidah there was still another class, the strictly business or merchant class, who, unlike men of wealth or the keepers of the very small shops, wound up their affairs at four in the afternoon and returning to their homes made a kind of public show of their ease and pleasure in khat from then on until the evening prayers. Charpoys, water-pipes and sweetmeats, were brought forth into the shade before the street door. The men of the household and their male friends sprawled sociably on the charpoys, the ingredients for the promotion of goodly fellowship ready to their hands. A greybeard or two might sit among them expounding from the sacred book, or conversation lively in character but subdued in tone entertained the company. Then the aged, the palsied, even the dying of the family, their nearest of kin, were brought down on their beds from the top of the house to partake of this feast of reason and flow of wit. Inside the latticed windows the women sat, munching the second-best leaves and listening to the scraps of wisdom that floated up to them from the company below.

It was from this hour on that Ibn found it most difficult to endure life. To see the world thus gay while he was hungry was all but too much. After noting some of this he wandered wearily down the winding market street which led from the mosque to the waterfront and where in view of the sea were a few of the lowest coffee-houses, frequented by coolies, bhisties and hadjis. Here in some one of them, though without a single pice in his hand, he proposed to make a final effort before night should fall, so that thereafter in some one of them, the very lowest of course, he himself might sit over the little khat he would (if fortunate) be permitted to purchase, and a little kishr. Perhaps in one of these he would receive largess from one of these lowest of mabraz masters or his patrons, or be permitted to tell an old and hoarse and quavering tale. His voice was indeed wretched.

On his way thence, however, via the Street of the Seven Blessings, he came once more before the door of Al Hajjaj, the cook, busy among his pots and pans, and paused rather disconsolately in the sight of the latter, who recognised him, but made no sign.

Alms, O Hajjaj, in the name of the Prophet, and mayst thou never look about thy shop but that it shall be full of customers and thy profit large! he voiced humbly.

Be off! Hast thou no other door than mine before which to pause and moan?

Ever generous Hajjaj, he continued, tis true thou hast been kind often, and I deserve nothing more of thee. Yet wilt thou believe me that for days I have had neither food nor drink  nor a leaf of khat  nay, not so much as an wheaten cake, a bowl of curds or even a small cup of kishr. My state is low. That I shall not endure another day I know.

And well enough, dog, since thou hast not made more of thy life than thou hast. Other men have affairs and children, but thou nothing. What of all thy years! Hast thou aught to show? Thou knowest by what steps thou hast come so. There are those as poor as thyself who can sing in a coffee-house or tell a tale. But thou  Come, canst thou think of nothing better than begging? Does not Hussein, the beggar, sing? And Ay-eeb tell tales? Come!

Do thou but look upon me! Have I the strength? Or a voice? Or a heart for singing? It is true: I have sung in my time, but now my tales are known, and I have not the strength to gather new ones. Yet who would listen?

The restaurant-keeper eyed him askance. Must I therefore provide for thee daily? By Allah, I will not! Here is a pice for thee. Be off, and come not soon again!

I do not want thee before my door. My customers will not come here if thou dost!

With slow and halting steps Ibn now took himself off, but little the better for the small gift made him. There was scarcely any place where for a pice, the smallest of coins, he could obtain anything. What, after all, was to be had for it  a cup of kishr? No. A small bowl of curds? No. A sprig of khat? No. And so great was his need, his distress of mind and body, that little less than a good armful of khat, or at least a dozen or more green succulent sprays, to be slowly munched and the juice allowed to sharpen his brain and nerves, would have served to strengthen and rest him. But how to come by so much now? How?

The character of the places frequented by the coolies, bhisties (water-carriers), hadjis and even beggars like Ibn, while without any of the so-called luxuries of these others, and to the frequenters of which the frequenters of these were less than the dust under their feet, were still, to these latter, excellent enough. Yea, despised as they were, they contained charpoys on which each could sit with his little water-chatty beside him, and in the centre of the circle one such as even the lowly Ibn, a beggar, singing his loudest or reciting some tale  for such as they. It was in such places as these, before his voice had wholly deserted him, that Ibn had told his tales. Here, then, for the price of a few anna, they could munch the leavings of the khat market, drink kishr and discuss the state of the world and their respective fortunes. Compared to Ibn in his present state, they were indeed as lords, even princes.

But, by Allah, although having been a carrier and a vendor himself in his day, and although born above them, yet having now no voice nor any tales worth the telling, he was not even now looked upon as one who could stand up and tell of the wonders of the Jinn and demons and the great kings and queens who had reigned of old. Indeed, so low had he fallen that he could not even interest this despised caste. His only gift now was listening, or to make a pathetic picture, or recite the ills that were his.

Nevertheless necessity, a stern master, compelled him to think better of his quondam tale-telling art. Only, being, as he knew, wholly unsuited to recite any tale now, he also knew that the best he could do would be to make the effort, a pretence, in the hope that those present, realising his age and unfitness, would spare him the spectacle he would make of himself and give him a few anna wherewith to ease himself then and there. Accordingly, the hour having come when the proffered services of a singer or story-teller would be welcomed in any mabraz, he made his way to this region of many of them and where beggars were so common. Only, glancing through the door of the first one, he discovered that there were far too few patrons for his mood. They would be in nowise gay, hence neither kind nor generous as yet, and the keeper would be cold. In a second, a little farther on, a torn-torn was beginning, but the guests were only seven in number and but newly settled in their pleasure. In a third, when the diaphanous sky without was beginning to pale to a deep steel, and the evening star was hanging like a solitaire from the pure breast of the western firmament, he pushed aside the veiling cords of beads of one and entered, for here was a large company resting upon their pillows and charpoys, their chatties and hubbuks beside them, but no singer or beater of a torn-torn or teller of tales as yet before them.

O friends, he began with some diffidence and imaginings, for well he knew how harsh were the moods and cynical the judgments of some of these lowest of lifes offerings, be generous and hearken to the tale of one whose life has been long and full of many unfortunate adventures, one who although he is known to you

What! called Hussein, the peddler of firewood, reclining at his ease in his corner, a spray of all but wilted khat in his hand. Is it not even Ibn Abdullah? And has he turned tale-teller once more! By Allah, a great teller of tales  one of rare voice! The camels and jackals will be singing in Hodeidah next!

An my eyes deceive me not, cried Waidi, the water-carrier, at his ease also, a cup of kishr in his hands, this is not Ibn Abdullah, but Sinbad, fresh from a voyage!

Or Ali Baba himself, cried Yussuf, the carrier, hoarsely. Thou hast a bag of jewels somewhere about thee? Now indeed we shall hear things!

And in what a voice! added Haifa the tobacco-tramp, noting the husky, wheezy tones with which Ibn opened his plea. This is to be a treat, truly. And now we may rest and have wonders upon wonders. Ibn of Mecca and Jiddah, and even of marvellous Hodeidah itself, will now tell us much. A cup of kishr, ho! This must be listened to!

But now Babal Oman, the keeper, a stout and cumbrous soul, coming forth from his storeroom, gazed upon Ibn with mingled astonishment and no little disfavour, for it was not customary to permit any of his customers of the past to beg in here, and as for a singer or story-teller he had never thought of Ibn in that light these many years. He was too old, without the slightest power to do aught but begin in a wheezy voice.

Hearken, he called, coming over and laying a hand on him, the while the audience gazed and grinned, hast thou either anna or rupee wherewith to fulfil thy account in case thou hast either khat or kishr? The rags and the mummylike pallor of the old man offended him.

Do but let him speak, insisted Hussein the peddler gaily, or sing, for he was already feeling the effects of his ease and the restorative power of the plant. This will be wonderful. By the voices of eleven hundred elephants!

Yea, a story, called Waidi, or perhaps that of the good Cadi of Taiz and the sacred waters of Jezer!

Or of the Cadi of Mecca and the tobacco that was too pure!

Ibn heard full well and knew the spectacle he was making of himself. The references were all too plain. Only age and want and a depressing feebleness, which had been growing for days, caused him to forget, or prevented, rather, his generating a natural rage and replying in kind. These wretched enemies of his, dogs lower than himself, had never forgiven him that he had been born out of their caste, or, having been so, that he had permitted himself to sink to labour and beg with them. But now his age and weakness were too great. He was too weary to contend.

O most generous Oman, best of keepers of a mabraz  and thou, O comfortable and honourable guests, he insisted wheezily, I have here but one pice, the reward of all my seekings this day. It is true that I am a beggar and that my coverings are rags, yet do but consider that I am old and feeble. This day and the day before and the day before that

Come, come! said Oman restlessly and feeling that the custom and trade of his mabraz were being injured, out!

Thou canst not sing and thou canst not tell a tale, as thou well knowest. Why come here when thou hast but a single pice wherewith to pay thy way? Beg more, but not here! Bring but so much as half a rupee, and thou shalt have service in plenty!

But the pice I have here  may not I  O good sons of the Prophet, a spray of khat, a cup of kishr  suffer me not thus be cast forth!  and the poor and the son of the road!

Alms  alms  in the name of Allah!

Out, out! insisted Oman gently but firmly. So much as ten anna, and thou mayest rest here; not otherwise.

He turned him forth into the night.

And now, weak and fumbling, Ibn stood there for a time, wondering where else to turn. He was so weak that at last even the zest for search or to satisfy himself was departing. For a moment, a part of his old rage and courage returning, he threw away the pice that had been given him, then turned back, but not along the streets of the bazaars. He was too distrait and disconsolate. Rather, by a path which he well knew, he circled now to the south of the town, passing via the Bet-el-Fakin gate to the desert beyond the walls, where, ever since his days as a pack servant with the Bedouins, he had thought to come in such an hour. Overhead were the stars in that glorious æther, lit with a light which never shines on other soils or seas. The evening star had disappeared, but the moon was now in the west, a thin feather, yet transfiguring and transforming as by magic the homely and bare features of the sands. Out here was something of that beauty which as a herdsman among the Bedouins he had known, the scent of camels and of goats milk, the memory of low black woollen tents, dotting the lion-tawny sands and gazelle-brown gravels with a warm and human note, and the camp-fire that, like a glow-worm, had denoted the village centre. Now, as in a dream, the wild weird songs of the boys and girls of the desert came back, the bleating of their sheep and goats in the gloaming. And the measured chant of the spearsmen, gravely stalking behind their charges, the camels, their song mingling with the bellowing of their humpy herds.



It is finished, he said, once he was free of the city and far into the desert itself. I have no more either the skill nor the strength wherewith to endure or make my way. And without khat one cannot endure. What will be will be, and I am too old. Let them find me so. I shall not move. It is better than the other.

Then upon the dry, warm sands he laid himself, his head toward Mecca, while overhead the reremouse circled and cried, its tiny shriek acknowledging its zest for life; and the rave of a jackal, resounding through the illuminated shade beyond, bespoke its desire to live also. Most musical of all music, the palm trees now answered the whispers of the night breeze with the softest tones of falling water.

It is done, sighed Ibn Abdullah, as he lay and wearily rested. Worthless I came, O Allah, and worthless I return. It is well.


TYPHOON

INTO a singularly restricted and indifferent environment Ida Zobel was born. Her mother, a severe, prim German woman, died when she was only three, leaving her to the care of her father and his sister, both extremely reserved and orderly persons. Later, after Ida had reached the age of ten, William Zobel took unto himself a second wife, who resembled Zobel and his first wife in their respect for labour and order.

Both were at odds with the brash gaiety and looseness of the American world in which they found themselves. Being narrow, sober, workaday Germans, they were annoyed by the groups of restless, seeking, eager, and as Zobel saw it, rather scandalous young men and women who paraded the neighbourhood streets of an evening without a single thought apparently other than pleasure. And these young scamps and their girl friends who sped about in automobiles. The loose, indifferent parents. The loose, free ways of all these children. What was to become of such a nation? Were not the daily newspapers, which he would scarcely tolerate in his home longer, full of these wretched doings? The pictures of almost naked women that filled them all! Jazz! Petting parties! High school boys with flasks on their hips! Girls with skirts to their knees, rolled-down stockings, rolled-down neck-bands, bare arms, bobbed hair, no decent concealing underwear!

What  a daughter of his grow up like that! Be permitted to join in this prancing route to perdition! Never! And in consequence, the strictest of rules with regard to Idas upbringing. Her hair was to grow its natural length, of course. Her lips and cheeks were never to know the blush of false, suggestive paint. Plain dresses. Plain underwear and stockings and shoes and hats. No crazy, idiotic finery, but substantial, respectable clothing. Work at home and, when not otherwise employed with her studies at school, in the small paint and colour store which her father owned in the immediate vicinity of their home. And last, but not least, a schooling of such proper and definite character as would serve to keep her mind from the innumerable current follies which were apparently pulling at the foundations of decent society.

For this purpose Zobel chose a private and somewhat religious school conducted by an aged German spinster of the name of Elizabeth Hohstauffer, who had succeeded after years and years of teaching in impressing her merits as a mentor on perhaps as many as a hundred German families of the area. No contact with the careless and shameless public school here. And once the child had been inducted into that, there followed a series of daily inquiries and directions intended to guide her in the path she was to follow.

Hurry! You have only ten minutes now in which to get to school. There is no time to lose!... How comes it that you are five minutes late to-night? What were you doing?... Your teacher made you stay? You had to stop and look for a blank book?... Why didnt you come home first and let me look for it with you afterwards? (It was her stepmother talking.) You know your father doesnt want you to stay after school.... And just what were you doing on Warren Avenue between twelve and one to-day? Your father said you were with some girl.... Vilma Balet? And who is Vilma Balet? Where does she live? And how long has it been that you have been going with her? Why is it that you have not mentioned her before? You know what your fathers rule is. And now I shall have to tell him. He will be angry. You must obey his rules. You are by no means old enough to decide for yourself. You have heard him say that.

Notwithstanding all this, Ida, though none too daring or aggressive mentally, was being imaginatively drawn to the very gaieties and pleasures that require courage and daring. She lived in a mental world made up of the bright lights of Warren Avenue, of which she caught an occasional glimpse.

The numerous cars speeding by! The movies and her favourite photographs of actors and actresses, some of the mannerisms of whom the girls imitated at school. The voices, the laughter of the boys and girls as they walked to and fro along the commonplace thoroughfare with its street-cars and endless stores side by side! And what triumphs or prospective joys they planned and palavered over as they strolled along in their easy manner  arms linked and bodies swaying  up the street and around the corner and back into the main street again, gazing at their graceful ankles and bodies in the mirrors and windows as they passed, or casting shy glances at the boys.

But as for Ida  despite her budding sensitivity  at ten, eleven, twelve, thirteen, fourteen  there was no escape from the severe regimen she was compelled to follow. Breakfast at seven-thirty sharp because the store had to be opened by her father at eight; luncheon at twelve-thirty, on the dot to satisfy her father; dinner invariably at six-thirty, because there were many things commercial and social which fell upon the shoulders of William Zobel at night. And between whiles, from four to six on weekdays and later from seven to ten at night, as well as all day Saturdays, store duty in her fathers store. No parties, no welcome home atmosphere for the friends of her choice. Those she really liked were always picked to pieces by her stepmother, and of course this somewhat influenced the opinion of her father. It was common gossip of the neighbourhood that her parents were very strict and that they permitted her scarcely any liberties. A trip to a movie, the choice of which was properly supervised by her parents; an occasional ride in an automobile with her parents, since by the time she had attained her fifteenth year he had purchased one of the cheaper cars.

But all the time the rout of youthful life before her eyes. And in so far as her home life and the emotional significance of her parents were concerned, a sort of depressing greyness. For William Zobel, with his grey-blue eyes gleaming behind gilt-rimmed glasses, was scarcely the person to whom a girl of Idas temperament would be drawn. Nor was her stepmother, with her long, narrow face, brown eyes and black hair. Indeed, Zobel was a father who by the very solemnity of his demeanour, as well as the soberness and practicability of his thoughts and rules, was constantly evoking a sense of dictatorship which was by no means conducive to sympathetic approach. To be sure, there were greetings, acknowledgments, respectful and careful explanations as to this, that and the other. Occasionally they would go to a friends house or a public restaurant, but there existed no understanding on the part of either Zobel or his wife  he never having wanted a daughter of his own and she not being particularly drawn to the child of another  of the growing problems of adolescence that might be confronting her, and hence none of that possible harmony and enlightenment which might have endeared each to the other.

Instead, repression, and even fear at times, which in the course of years took on an aspect of careful courtesy supplemented by accurate obedience. But within herself a growing sense of her own increasing charm, which, in her fathers eyes, if not in her stepmothers, seemed to be identified always with danger  either present or prospective. Her very light and silky hair  light, greyish-blue eyes  a rounded and intriguing figure which even the other girls at Miss Hoh-stauffers school noticed and commented on. And in addition a small straight nose and a full and yet small and almost pouting mouth and rounded chin. Had she not a mirror and were there not boys from her seventh year on who looked at her and sought to attract her attention? Her father could see this as well as his second wife. But she dared not loiter here and there as others did, for those vigorous, bantering, seeking, intriguing contacts. She must hurry home  to store or house duty or more study in such fields as Zobel and his wife thought best for her. If it was to run errands she was always timed to the minute.

And yet, in spite of all these precautions, the swift telegraphy of eyes and blood. The haunting, seeking moods of youth, which speaks a language of its own. In the drug-store at the corner of Warren and Tracy, but a half-block from her home, there was at one time in her twelfth year Lawrence Sullivan, a soda clerk. He seemed to her the most beautiful thing she had ever seen. The dark, smooth hair lying glossed and parted above a perfect white forehead; slim, graceful hands  or so she thought  a care and smartness in the matter of dress which even the clothing of the scores of public school boys passing this way seemed scarcely to match. And such a way where girls were concerned  so smiling and at his ease. And always a word for them as they stopped in on their way home from school.

Why, hello, Della! Hows Miss McGinnis to-day? I bet I know what youre going to have. I think pretty blonde girls must like chocolate sundaes  they contrast with their complexions. And then smiling serenely while Miss McGinnis panted and smiled: A lot you know about what blonde girls like.

And Ida Zobel, present on occasion by permission for a soda or a sundae, looking on and listening most eagerly. Such a handsome youth. All of sixteen. He would as yet pay no attention to so young a girl as she, of course, but when she was older! Would she be as pretty as this Miss McGinnis? Could she be as assured? How wonderful to be attractive to such a youth! And what would he say to her, if he said anything at all? And what would she say in return? Many times she imitated these girls mentally and held imaginary conversations with herself. Yes, despite this passive admiration, Mr. Sullivan went the way of all soda-clerks, changing eventually to another job in another neighbourhood.

But in the course of time there were others who took her eye and for a time held her mind  around whose differing charms she erected fancies which had nothing to do with reality. One of these was Merton Webster, the brisk, showy, vain and none too ambitious son of a local state senator, who lived in the same block she did and attended Watkins High School, which she was not permitted to attend. So handsome was he  so debonair. Hello, kid! Gee, you look cute, all right. One of these days Ill take you to a dance if you want to go. Yet, because of her years and the strict family espionage, blushes, her head down, but a smile none the less.

And she was troubled by thoughts of him until Walter Stour, whose father conducted a realty and insurance business only a little way west of her fathers store, took her attention  a year later. Walter was a tall, fair complexioned youth, with gay eyes and a big, laughing mouth, who, occasionally with Merton Webster, Lawrence Cross, a grocers son, Sven Volberg, the dry-cleaners son, and some others, hung about the favourite moving-picture theatre, or the drugstore on the main corner and flirted with the girls as they passed by. As restricted as she was still, because of her trips to and fro between home and school and her service as a clerk in her fathers store, she was not unfamiliar with these several figures or their names. They came into the store occasionally and even commented on her looks: Oh, getting to be a pretty girl, isnt she? Whereupon she would flush with excitement and nervously busy herself about filling a customers order.

It was through Etelka Shomel, the daughter of a German neighbour who was also a friend of William Zobel, that she learned much of these boys and girls. Her father thought Etelka a safe character for Ida to chum with, chiefly on account of her unattractiveness. But through her, as well as their joint pilgrimages here and there, she came to hear much gossip about the doings of these same. Walter Stour, whom she now greatly admired, was going with a girl by the name of Edna Strong, who was the daughter of a milk-dealer. Stours father was not as stingy as some fathers. He had a good car and occasionally let his son use it. Stour often took Edna and some of her friends to boathouse resorts on the Little Shark River. A girl friend of Etelkas told her what a wonderful mimic and dancer he was. She had been on a party with him. And, of course, Ida lent a willing and eager ear to all this. Oh, the gaiety of such a life! Its wonders! Beauties!

And then one night, as Ida was coming around the corner to go to her fathers store at about seven-thirty, and Stour was on his favourite corner with several other boys, he called: I know whos a sweet kid, but her daddy wont let her look at a guy. Will he? This last aimed directly at her as she passed, while she, knowing full well who was meant and how true it was, hurried on all the faster. If her father had heard that! Oh, my! But it thrilled her as she walked. Sweet kid.

Sweet kid  kept ringing in her ears.

And then at last, in her sixteenth year, Edward Hauptwanger moved into a large house in Grey Street. His father, Jacob Hauptwanger, was a well-to-do coal-dealer who had recently purchased a yard on the Absecon. It was about this time that Ida became keenly aware that her normal girlhood, with its so necessary social contacts, was being set at naught and that she was being completely frustrated by the stern and repressive attitude of her father and step-mother. The wonder and pain, for instance, of spring and summer evenings just then, when she would stand gazing at the moon above her own commonplace home  shining down into the narrow, commonplace garden at the back, where still were tulips, hyacinths, honeysuckle and roses. And the stars shining above Warren Avenue, where were the cars, the crowds, the moving-picture theatres and restaurants which held such charm for her. There was a kind of madness, an ache, in it all. Oh, for pleasure  pleasure! To go, run, dance, play, kiss with some one  almost any one, really, if he were only young and handsome. Was she going to know no one  no one? And, worse, the young men of the neighbourhood calling to her as she passed: Oh, look whos here! Shame her daddy wont let her out.

Why dont you bob your hair, Ida? Youd be cute. Even though she was out of school now, she was clerking as before and dressing as before. No short skirts, bobbed hair, rolled-down stockings, rouge.

But with the arrival of this Edward Hauptwanger, there came a change. For here was a youth of definite and drastic impulses  a beau, a fighter, a fellow of infinite guile where girls of all sorts were concerned  and, too, a youth of taste in the matter of dress and manner  one who stood out as a kind of hero to the type of youthful male companions with whom he chose to associate. Did he not live in a really large, separate house on Grey Street? And were not his fathers coal-pockets and trucks conspicuously labelled, outstanding features of the district? And, in addition, Hauptwanger, owing to the foolish and doting favour of his mother (by no means shared by his father), always supplied with pocket money sufficient to meet all required expenditures of such a world as this. The shows to which he could take his flames; the restaurants, downtown as well as here. And the boat club on the Little Shark which at once became a rendezvous of his. He had a canoe of his own, so it was said. He was an expert swimmer and diver. He was allowed the use of his fathers car, and would often gather up his friends on a Saturday or Sunday and go to the boat club.

More interesting still, after nearly a years residence here, in which he had had time to establish himself socially after this fashion, he had his first sight of Ida Zobel passing one evening from her home to the store. Her youthful if repressed beauty was at its zenith. And some remarks concerning her and her restricted life by youths who had neither the skill nor the daring to invade it at once set him thinking. She was beautiful, you bet! Hauptwanger, because of a certain adventurous fighting strain in his blood, was at once intrigued by the difficulties which thus so definitely set this girl apart. These old-fashioned, dictatorial Germans! And not a fellow in the neighbourhood to step up and do anything about it! Well, whaddya know?

And forthwith an intensive study of the situation as well as of the sensitive, alluring Ida Zobel. And with the result that he was soon finding himself irresistibly attracted to her. That pretty face! That graceful, rounded figure! Those large, blue-grey, shy and evasive eyes! Yet with yearning in them, too.

And in consequence various brazen parades past the very paint store of Zobel, with the fair Ida within. And this despite the fact that Zobel himself was there  morning, noon and night  bent over his cash register or his books or doing up something for a customer. And Ida, by reason of her repressed desires and sudden strong consciousness of his interest in her as thus expressed, more and more attracted to him. And he, because of this or his own interest, coming to note the hours when she was most likely to be alone. These were, as a rule, Wednesdays and Fridays, when because of a singing society as well as a German social and commercial club her father was absent from eight-thirty on. And although occasionally assisted by her stepmother she was there alone on these nights.

And so a campaign which was to break the spell which held the sleeping beauty. At first, however, only a smile in the direction of Ida whenever he passed or she passed him, together with boasts to his friends to the effect that he would win that kid yet, wait and see. And then, one evening, in the absence of Zobel, a visit to the store. She was behind the counter and between the business of waiting on customers was dreaming as usual of the life outside. For during the past few weeks she had become most sharply conscious of the smiling interest of Hauptwanger. His straight, lithe body  his quick, aggressive manner  his assertive, seeking eyes! Oh, my! Like the others who had gone before him and who had attracted her emotional interest, he was exactly of that fastidious, self-assured and self-admiring type toward which one so shy as herself would yearn. No hesitancy on his part. Even for this occasion he had scarcely troubled to think of a story. What difference? Any old story would do. He wanted to see some paints. They might be going to repaint the house soon  and in the meantime he could engage her in conversation, and if the old man came back, well, he would talk paints to him.

And so, on this particularly warm and enticing night in May, he walked briskly in, a new grey suit, light tan fedora hat and tan shoes and tie completing an ensemble which won the admiration of the neighbourhood. Oh, hello. Pretty tough to have to work inside on a night like this, aint it? (A most irresistible smile going with this.) I want to see some paints  the colours of em, I mean. The old man is thinking of repainting the house.

And at once Ida, excited and flushing to the roots of her hair, turning to look for a colour card  as much to conceal her flushing face as anything else. And yet intrigued as much as she was affrighted. The daring of him! Suppose her father should return  or her stepmother enter? Still, wasnt he as much of a customer as any one else  although she well knew by his manner that it was not paint that had brought him. For over the way, as she herself could and did see, were three of his admiring companions ranged in a row to watch him, the while he leaned genially and familiarly against the counter and continued: Gee, Ive seen you often enough, going back and forth between your school and this store and your home. Ive been around here nearly a year now, but Ive never seen you around much with the rest of the girls. Too bad! Otherwise we mighta met. Ive met all the rest of em so far, and at the same time by troubling to touch his tie he managed to bring into action one hand on which was an opal ring, his wrist smartly framed in a striped pink cuff. I heard your father wouldnt even let you go to Warren High. Pretty strict, eh? And he beamed into the blue-grey eyes of the budding girl before him, noted the rounded pink cheeks, the full mouth, the silky hair, the while she trembled and thrilled.

Yes, he is pretty strict.

Still, you cant just go nowhere all the time, can you? And by now the colour card, taken into his own hand, was lying flat on the counter. You gotta have a little fun once in a while, eh? If Ida thought youda stood for it, Ida introduced myself before this. My father has the big coal-dock down here on the river. He knows your father, Im sure. I gotta car, or at least my dad has, and thats as good as mine. Do you think your fatherd letcha take a run out in the country some Saturday or Sunday  down to Little Shark River, say, or Pecks Beach? Lots of the fellows and girls from around here go down there.

By now it was obvious that Hauptwanger was achieving a conquest of sorts and his companions over the way were abandoning their advantageous position, no longer hopefully interested by the possibility of defeat. But the nervous Ida, intrigued though terrified, was thinking how wonderful it was to at last interest so handsome a youth as this. Even though her father might not approve, still might not all that be overcome by such a gallant as this? But her hair was not bobbed, her skirts not short, her lips not rouged. Could it really be that he was attracted by her physical charms? His dark brown and yet hard and eager eyes  his handsome hands. The smart way in which he dressed. She was becoming conscious of her severely plain blue dress with white trimmings, her unmodish slippers and stockings. At the same time she found herself most definitely replying: Oh, now, I couldnt ever do anything like that, you know. You see, my father doesnt know you. He wouldnt let me go with anyone he doesnt know or to whom I havent been properly introduced. You know how it is.

Well, couldnt I introduce myself then? My father knows your father, Im sure. I could just tell him that I want to call on you, couldnt I? Im not afraid of him, and theres sure no harm in that, is there?

Well, that might be all right, only hes very strict  and he might not want me to go, anyhow.

Oh, pshaw! But you would like to go, wouldnt you? Or to a picture show? He couldnt kick against that, could he?

He looked her in the eye, smiling, and in doing so drew the lids of his own eyes together in a sensuous, intriguing way which he had found effective with others. And in the budding Ida were born impulses of which she had no consciousness and over which she had no control. She merely looked at him weakly. The wonder of him! The beauty of love! Her desire toward him! And so finding heart to say: No, maybe not. I dont know. You see Ive never had a beau yet.

She looked at him in such a way as to convince him of his conquest. Easy! A cinch! was his thought. Nothing to it at all. He would see Zobel and get his permission or meet her clandestinely. Gee, a father like that had no right to keep his daughter from having any fun at all. These narrow, hard-boiled German parents  they ought to be shown  awakened  made to come to life.

And so, within two days brazenly presenting himself to Zobel in his store in order to test whether he could not induce him to accept him as presumably at least a candidate for his daughters favour. Supposing the affair did not prove as appealing as he thought, he could drop the contact, couldnt he? Hadnt he dropped others? Zobel knew of his father, of course. And while listening to Hauptwangers brisk and confident explanation he was quite consciously evaluating the smart suit, new tan shoes and gathering, ail in all, a favourable impression.

You say you spoke to her already?

I asked her if I might call on her, yes, sir.

Uh-uh! When was this?

Just two days ago. In the evening here.

Uh-uh!

At the same time a certain nervous, critical attitude toward everything, which had produced many fine lines about the eyes and above the nose of Mr. Zobel, again taking hold of him: Well, well  this is something I will have to talk over with my daughter. I must see about this. I am very careful of my daughter and who she goes with, you know. Nevertheless, he was thinking of the many coal trucks delivering coal in the neighbourhood, the German name of this youth and his probable German and hence conservative upbringing. I will let you know about it later. You come in some other time.

And so later a conference with his daughter, resulting finally in the conclusion that it might be advisable for her to have at least one male contact. For she was sixteen years old and up to the present time he had been pretty strict with her. Perhaps she was over the worst period. At any rate, most other girls of her age were permitted to go out some. At least one beau of the right kind might be essential, and somehow he liked this youth who had approached him in this frank, fearless manner.

And so, for the time being, a call permitted once or twice a week, with Hauptwanger from the first dreaming most daring and aggressive dreams. And after a time, having conducted himself most circumspectly, it followed that an evening at one of the neighbourhood picture houses was suggested and achieved. And once this was accomplished it became a regularity for him to spend either Wednesday or Friday evening with Ida, it depending on her work in the store. Later, his courage and skill never deserting him, a suggestion to Mr. Zobel that he permit Ida to go out with him on a Saturday afternoon to visit Pecks Beach, nine miles below the city, on the Little Shark. It was very nice there, and a popular Saturday and Sunday resort for most of the residents of this area. After a time, having by degrees gained the complete confidence of Zobel, he was granted permission to take Ida to one or another of the theatres downtown, or to a restaurant, or to the house of a boy friend who had a sister and who lived in the next block.

Despite his stern, infiltrating supervision, Zobel could not prevent the progressive familiarities based on youth, desire, romance. For with Edward Hauptwanger, to contact was to intrigue and eventually demand and compel. And so by degrees hand pressures, stolen or enforced kisses. Yet, none the less, Ida, still fully dominated by the mood and conviction of her father, persisting in a nervous evasiveness which was all too trying to her lover.

Ah, you dont know my father. No, I couldnt do that. No, I cant stay out so late. Oh, no  I wouldnt dare go there  I wouldnt dare to. I dont know what he would do to me.

This, or such as this, to all of his overtures which hinted at later hours, a trip to that mysterious and fascinating boat club on the Little Shark twenty-five miles out, where, as he so glibly explained, were to be enjoyed dancing, swimming, boating, music, feasting. But as Ida who had never done any of these things soon discovered for herself, this would require an unheard-of period of time  from noon until midnight  or later Saturday, whereas her father had fixed the hour of eleven-thirty for her return to the parental roof.

Ah, dont you want to have any fun at all? Gee! He dont want you to do a thing, and you let him get away with it. Look at all the other girls and fellows around here. Theres not one thats as scary as you are. Besides, what harm is there? Supposing we dont get back on time? Couldnt we say the car broke down? He couldnt say anything to that. Besides, no one punches a time clock any more. But Ida nervous and still resisting, and Hauptwanger, because of this very resistance, determined to win her to his mood and to outwit her father at the same time.

And then the lure of summer nights  Corybantic  dithy-rambic  with kisses, kisses, kisses  under the shadow of the trees in King Lake Park, or in one of the little boats of its lake which nosed the roots of those same trees on the shore. And with the sensitive and sensual, and yet restricted and inexperienced Ida, growing more and more lost in the spell which youth, summer, love, had generated. The beauty of the face of this, her grand cavalier! His clothes, his brisk, athletic energy and daring! And with him perpetually twittering of this and that, here and there, that if she only truly loved him and had the nerve, what wouldnt they do? All the pleasures of the world before them, really. And then at last, on this same lake  with her lying in his arms  himself attempting familiarities which scarcely seemed possible in her dreams before this, and which caused her to jump up and demand to be put ashore, the while he merely laughed.

Oh, what had he done that was so terrible? Say, did she really care for him? Didnt she? Then, why so uppish? Why cry? Oh, gee, this was a scream, this was. Oh, all right, if that was the way she was going to feel about it. And once ashore, walking briskly off in the gayest and most self-sufficient manner while she, alone and tortured by her sudden ejection from paradise, slipped home and into her room, there to bury her face in her pillow and to whisper to it and herself of the danger  almost the horror  that had befallen her. Yet in her eyes and mind the while the perfect Hauptwanger. And in her heart his face, hands, hair. His daring. His kisses. And so brooding even here and now as to the wisdom of her course  her anger  and in a dreary and hopeless mood even, dragging herself to her fathers store the next day, merely to wait and dream that he was not as evil as he had seemed  that he could not have seriously contemplated the familiarities that he had attempted; that he had been merely obsessed, bewitched, as she herself had been.

Oh, love, love! Edward! Edward! Edward! Oh, he would not, could not remain away. She must see him  give him a chance to explain. She must make him understand that it was not want of love but fear of life  her father, everything, everybody  that kept her so sensitive, aloof, remote.

And Hauptwanger himself, for all of his bravado and craft, now nervous lest he had been too hasty. For, after all, what a beauty! The lure! He couldnt let her go this way. It was a little too delicious and wonderful to have her so infatuated  and with a little more attention, who knew? And so conspicuously placing himself where she must pass on her way home in the evening, at the corner of Warren and High  yet with no sign on his part of seeing her. And Ida, with yearning and white-faced misery, seeing him as she passed. Monday night! Tuesday night! And worse, to see him pass the store early Wednesday evening without so much as turning his head. And then the next day a note handed the negro errand boy of her fathers store to be given to him later, about seven, at the corner where he would most surely be.

And then later, with the same Edward taking it most casually and grandly and reading it. So she had been compelled to write him, had she? Oh, these dames! Yet with a definite thrill from the contents for all of that, for it read: Oh, Edward, darling, you cant be so cruel to me. How can you? I love you so. You didnt mean what you said. Tell me you didnt. I didnt. Oh, please come to the house at eight. I want to see you.

And Edward Hauptwanger, quite triumphant now, saying to the messenger before four cronies who knew of his present pursuit of Ida: Oh, thats all right. Just tell her Ill be over after a while. And then as eight oclock neared, ambling off in the direction of the Zobel home. And as he left one of his companions remarking: Say, whaddya know? Hes got that Zobel girl on the run now. Shes writing him notes now. Didnt ya see the coon bring it up? Dont it beat hell? And the others as enviously, amazedly and contemptuously inquiring: Whaddya know?

And so, under June trees in King Lake Park, once more another conference. Oh, darling, how could you treat me so, how could you? Oh, my dear, dear darling. And he replying Oh, sure, sure, it was all right, only what do you think Im made of? Say, have a heart, Im human, aint I? Ive got some feelings same as anybody else. Aint I crazy about you and aint you crazy about me? Well, then  besides  well, say... A long pharisaical and deluding argument as one might guess, with all the miseries and difficulties of restrained and evaded desire most artfully suggested  yet with no harm meant, of course. Oh, no.

But again, on her part, the old foolish, terrorised love plea. And the firm assurance on his part that if anything went wrong  why, of course. But why worry about that now? Gee, she was the only girl he knew who worried about anything like that. And finally a rendezvous at Little Shark River, with his fathers car as the conveyance. And later others and others. And she  because of her weak, fearsome yielding in the first instance  and then her terrorised contemplation of possible consequences in the second  clinging to him in all too eager and hence cloying fashion. She was his now  all his. Oh, he would never, never desert her, now, would he?

But he, once satisfied  his restless and overweening ego comforted by another victory  turning with a hectic and chronic, and for him uncontrollable sense of satiety, as well as fear of complications and burden  to other phases of beauty  other fields and relationships where there was no such danger. For after all  one more girl. One more experience. And not so greatly different from others that had gone before it. And this in the face of the magic of her meaning before capitulation. He did not understand it. He could not. He did not even trouble to think about it much. But so it was. And with no present consciousness or fear of being involved in any early and unsatisfactory complications which might require marriage  on the contrary a distinct and definite opposition to any such complication at any time, anywhere.

Yet, at last, after many, many perfect hours throughout July and August, the fatal complaint. There was something wrong, she feared. She had such strange moods  such strange spells, pains, fears  recently. Could there be? Did he think there could be any danger? She had done what he said. Oh, if there was! What was she to do then? Would he marry her? He must, really, then. There was no other way. Her father  his fierce anger. Her own terrors. She could not live at home any more. Could they not  would they not  be married now if anything were wrong? He had said he would if anything like this ever happened, had he not?

And Hauptwanger, in the face of this, suffering a nervous and cold reaction. Marriage! The mere thought of such a thing! Impossible! His father! His hitherto free roving life! His future! Besides, how did she know? How could she be sure? And supposing she was! Other girls got out of such things without much trouble. Why not she? And had he not taken all the usual customary and necessary precautions that he knew! She was too easily frightened  too uninformed  not daring enough. He knew of lots of cases where girls got through situations of this kind with ease. He would see about something first.

But conjoined with this, as she herself could see and feel, a sudden definite coolness never before sensed or witnessed by her, which was based on his firm determination not to pursue this threatening relationship any longer, seeing that to do so meant only to emphasise responsibility. And in addition, a keen desire to stay away. Were there not other girls? A whole world full. And only recently had he not been intrigued by one who was more aware of the free, smart ways of pleasure and not so likely ever to prove a burden?

But on the other hand, in the face of a father as strict as Zobel himself and a mother who believed in his goodness, his course was not absolutely clear either. And so from this hour on an attempt to extricate himself as speedily and as gracefully as possible from this threatening position. But before this a serious, if irritated, effort on his part to find a remedy among his friends of the boating club and street corners. But with the result merely of a vivid advertisement of the fact that this gay and successful adventure of his had now resulted most unsuccessfully for Ida. And thereafter hints and nods and nudges among themselves whenever she chanced to pass. And Ida, because of fear of scandal, staying in as much as she could these days, or when she did appear trying to avoid Warren Avenue at High as much as possible. For by now she was truly terrified, seized indeed with the most weakening emotions based on the stern and unrelenting countenance of her father which loomed so threateningly beyond the immediate future. If me no ifs, and but me no buts. Oh, how to do? For throughout the trial of this useless remedy, there had been nothing to do but wait. And the waiting ended in nothing  only greater horrors. And between all this, and enforced work at the store and enforced duties at home, efforts to see her beloved  who, because of new and more urgent duties, was finding it harder and harder to meet her anywhere or at any time.

But you must see how it is with me, dont you, dear?

I cant go on like this, cant you see that? You said youd marry me, didnt you? And look at all the time thats gone already. Oh, Im almost mad. You must do something. You must! You must! If father should find out, what in the world would I do? What would he do to me, and to you, too? Cant you see how bad it is?

Yet in the face of this tortured plea on the part of this frantic and still love-sick girl, a calm on the part of Hauptwanger that expressed not indifference but cruelty. She be damned! He would not. He could not. He must save himself now at whatever cost. And so a determined attempt not to see her any more at all  never to speak to her openly anywhere  or to admit any responsibility as to all this. Yet, because of her inexperience, youth and faith thus far, no willingness on her part to believe this. It could not be. She had not even so much as sensed it before. Yet his continuing indifference which could only be interpreted one way. The absences  the excuses! And then one day, when pains and terror seized on her and thereby drove her to him, he looking her calmly and brazenly in the eye and announcing: But I didnt really promise to marry you, and you know I didnt. Besides, Im not to blame any more than you are. You dont suppose that just because you dont know how to take care of yourself, Ive got to marry you now, do you?

His eyes now for the first time were truly hard. His intention to end this by one fell blow was very definite. And the blow was sufficient at the moment to half unseat the romantic and all but febrile reason of this girl, who up to this hour had believed so foolishly in love. Why, how could this be? The horror of it! The implied disaster. And then half in understanding, half in befuddled unreason, exclaiming: But, Ed! Ed! You cant mean that. Why, it isnt true! You know it isnt! You promised. You swore. You know I never wanted to  until you made me. Why... oh, whatll I do now? My father! I dont know what hell do to me or to you either. Oh, dear! Oh, dear! And frantically, and without sufficient balance to warrant the name of reason, beginning to wring her hands and twist and sway in a kind of physical as well as mental agony.

At this Hauptwanger, more determined than ever to frighten her away from him once and for all, if possible, exclaiming: Oh, cut that stuff! I never said Id marry you, and you know it! and turning on his heel and leaving her to rejoin the chattering group of youths on the corner, with whom, before her arrival, he had been talking. And as much to sustain himself in this fatal decision as well as to carry it off before them all, adding: Gee, these skirts! It does beat hell, dont it?

Yet now a little fearsome, if vain and contemptuous, for the situation was beginning to take on a gloomy look. But just the same when Johnny Martin, one of his companions and another aspirant for street corner and Lothario honours, remarked: I saw her here last night lookin for you, Ed. Better look out. One of these skirts is likely to do somepin to you one of these days he calmly extracted a cigarette from a silver cigarette-case and without a look in the direction of the half-swooning Ida, said: Is that so? Well, maybe. Well see first. And then with a nonchalant nod in the direction of Ida, who, too tortured to even retreat, was standing quite still, exclaimed: Gee, these Germans!

Shes got an old man that wouldnt ever let her find out anything and now because she thinks theres something wrong with her she blames me. And just then, another intimate approaching, and with news of two girls who were to meet them somewhere later, exclaiming: Hello, Skate! Everything set? All right, then. We might as well go along. Slong, fellas. And stepping briskly and vigorously away.

But the stricken and shaken Ida still loitered under the already partially denuded September trees. And with the speeding street and auto-cars with their horns and bells and the chattering voices and shuffling feet of pedestrians and the blazing evening lights making a kind of fanfare of colour and sound. Was it cold? Or was it only herself who was numb and cold? He would not marry her! He had never said he would! How could he say that now? And her father to deal with  and her physical condition to be considered!

As she stood there without moving, there flashed before her a complete panorama of all the paths and benches of King Lake Park  the little boats that slipped here and there under the trees at night in the summertime  a boy and a girl  a boy and a girl  a boy and a girl  to each boat. And the oars dragging most inconsequentially  and infatuated heads together  infatuated hearts beating ecstatically  suffocatingly strong. Yet now  after so many kisses and promises, the lie given to her dreams, her words  his words on which her words had been based  the lie given to kisses  hours, days, weeks, months of unspeakable bliss  the lie given to her own security and hopes, forever. Oh, it would be best to die  it would  it would.

And then a slow and dragging return to her room, where because of the absence of her father and stepmother she managed to slip into her bed and lie there, thinking. But with a kind of fever, alternating with chills  and both shot through with most menacing pains due to this most astounding revelation. And with a sudden and keener volume of resentment than she had ever known gathering in her brain. The cruelty! The cruelty! And the falsehood! He had not only lied, but insulted her as well. He who only five months before had sought her so eagerly with his eyes and intriguing smile. The liar! The brute! The monster! Yet linked and interwoven with such thoughts as these, a lacerating desire not to believe them  to turn back a month  two  three  to find in his eyes somewhere a trace of something that would gainsay it all. Oh, Ed! Ed!

And so the night going  and the dawn coming. A horrible lacerating day. And after that other days. And with no one to talk to  no one. If only she could tell her stepmother all. And so other days and nights  all alone. And with blazing, searing, whirling, disordered thoughts in unbroken procession stalking her like demons. The outside world in case she were to be thrust into it! Her own unfamiliarity and hence fear of it! Those chattering, gaping youths on the corners  the girls she knew  their thoughts, since they must all soon know. Her loneliness without love. These and a hundred related thoughts dancing a fantastic, macabre mental dance before her.

But even so, within her own brain the persistent and growing illusion that all she had heard from him was not true  a chimera  and so for the time being at least continued faith in the value of pleading. Her wonderful lover. It must be that still some understanding could be reached. Yet with growing evidence that by no plea or plaint was he to be restored to his former attitude. For in answer to notes, waiting at the corners, at the end of the street which led down to his fathers coal-dock, in the vicinity of his home  silence, evasions, or direct insults, and sneers, even.

Whats the big idea, following me around, anyhow? You think I havent anything else to do but listen to you? Say, I told you in the first place I couldnt marry, didnt I? And now because you think theres something wrong with you, you want to make me responsible. Well, Im not the only fellow in this neighbourhood. And everybody knows that.

He paused there, because as he saw this last declaration had awakened in her a latent strength and determination never previously shown in any way. The horror of that to her, as he could see. The whiteness of her face afterwards and on the instant. The blazing electric points within the pupils of her eyes. Thats a lie, and you know it! Its not true! Oh, how terrible! And for you to say that to me! I see it all now. Youre just a sneak and a coward. You were just fooling with me all the time, then! You never intended to marry me, and now because youre afraid you think you can get out of it that way  by trying to blame it on some one else. You coward! Oh, arent you the small one, though! And after all the things you said to me  the promises! As though I even thought of any one else in my life! You dare to say that to me, when you know so well!

Her face was still lily white. And her hands. Her eyes flashed with transcendent and yet helpless and defeated misery. And yet, despite her rage  in the centre of this very misery-love itself  strong, vital, burning love  the very core of it. But so tortured that already it was beginning to drive the tears to her eyes.

And he knowing so thoroughly that this love was still there, now instantly seizing on these latest truthful words of hers as an insult  something on which to base an assumed grievance.

Is that so? A coward, eh? Well, lets see what you draw down for that, you little dumb-bell. And so turning on his heel  the strongest instinct in him  his own social salvation in this immediate petty neighbourhood at the present time uppermost in his mind. And without a look behind.

But Ida, her fear and terror at its height, calling: Ed! Ed! You come back here! Dont you dare to leave me like this! I wont stand for it. I tell you, I wont! You come back here now! Do you hear me? And seeing that he continued on briskly and indifferently, running after him, unbelievably tense and a little beside herself  almost mentally unaccountable for the moment. And he, seeing her thus and amazed and troubled by this new turn his problem had taken, turning abruptly with: Say! You cut out o this now before I do something to you, do you hear? Im not the one to let you pull this stuff on me. You got yourself into this and now you can get yourself out of it. Beat it before I do something to you, do you hear? And now he drew nearer  and with such a threatening and savage look in his eyes that for the first time in all her contact with him Ida grew fearful of him. That angry, sullen face. Those fierce, cruel, savage eyes. Was it really true that in addition to all the rest he would really do her physical harm? Then she had not understood him at all, ever. And so pausing and standing quite still, that same fear of physical force that had kept her in subjection to her father overawing her here. At the same time, Hauptwanger, noting the effect of his glowering rage, now added: Dont come near me any more, do you hear? If you do, youre goin to get something youre not going to like. Im through, and Im through for good, see.

Once more he turned and strode away, this time toward the central business district of the High and Warren Avenue region  the while Ida, too shaken by this newest development to quite grasp the full measure of her own necessity or courage, stood there. The horror of it! The disgrace! The shame! For now, surely, tragedy was upon her!

For the time being, in order to save herself from too much publicity, she began to move on  walk  only slowly and with whirling, staggering thoughts that caused her to all but lurch. And so, shaking and pale, she made her way once more to her home, where she stole into her room unnoticed. Yet, now, too tortured to cry, but thinking grimly  fiercely at moments  at other times most weakly and feebly even  on all that had so recently occurred.

Her father! Her stepmother! If he  she  they should come to know! But no  something else must happen before ever that should be allowed to happen. She must leave  or  or, better yet  maybe drown herself  make way with herself in some way  or  



In the garret of this home, to which as a child on certain days she had frequently resorted to play, was an old wire clothes-line on which was hung an occasional wash. And now  might not that  in the face of absolute fiasco here  might not that  she had read of ending ones life in that manner. And it was so unlikely that any one would trouble to look there  until  until  well  

But would she? Could she? This strange budding of life that she sensed  feared. Was it fair to it? Herself? To life that had given it to her? And when she desired so to live? And when he owed her something  at least help to her and her  her  her  No, she could not  would not think of that yet, especially when to die this way would be but to clear the way to easier and happier conquests for him. Never! Never! She would kill him first  and then herself. Or expose him and so herself  and then  and then  

But again her father! Her stepmother! The disgrace! And so  

In her fathers desk at the store was a revolver  a large, firm, squarish mechanism which, as she had heard him say, fired eight shots. It was so heavy, so blue, so cold. She had seen it, touched it, lifted it once  but with a kind of terror, really. It was always so identified with death  anger  not life  But now  supposing  supposing, if she desired to punish Edward and herself  or just herself alone. But no, that was not the way. What was the way, anyhow? What was the way?

And so now brooding in a tortured and half-demented way until her father, noting her mental state, inquired solemnly as to what had come over her of late. Had she had a quarrel with Hauptwanger? He had not seen him about recently. Was she ill in any way? Her appetite had certainly fallen off. She ate scarcely anything. But receiving a prompt No to both inquiries he remained curious but inclined to suspend further inquiry for the time being. There was something, of course, but no doubt it would soon come out.

But now  in the face of this  of course there must be action  decision. And so, in view of the thoughts as to self-destruction and the revolver, a decision to try the effect of a physical threat upon Hauptwanger. She would just frighten him. She might even point the gun at him  and see what he would do then. Of course, she could not kill him  she knew that. But supposing  supposing  one aimed  but not at him, really  and  and  (but, oh no!) a spit of fire, a puff of smoke, a deadly bullet  into his heart  into hers afterward, of course. No, no! For then what? Where?

A dozen, a score, of times in less than two days she approached the drawer that held the revolver and looked at it  finally lifting it up but with no thought of doing more than just that at the moment. It was so heavy, so cold, so blue. The very weight and meaning of it terrorised her, although at last  after the twentieth attempt  she was able to fit it into her bosom in such a way that it lay quite firm and still. The horror of it  cold against her breast, where so often during the summer his head had lain.

And then one afternoon, when she could scarcely endure the strain longer  her father demanding: What is the matter with you, anyhow? Do you know what youre doing half the time? Is there anything wrong between you and that beau of yours? I see he doesnt come around any more. It is time that you either married or had nothing more to do with him, anyway. I dont want any silly nonsense between you and him, you know. And this effected the very decision which she had most dread. Now... now... she must act. This evening  at least she must see him again and tell him that she was going to see his father and reveal all  furthermore, that if he did not marry her she would kill him and herself. Show him the gun, maybe, and frighten him with it  if she could  but at any rate make a last plea as well as a threat. If only  if only he would listen this time  not turn on her  become frightened, maybe, and help her,  not curse  or drive her away.

There was the coal-yard of his father that was at the end of an inlet giving into the river. Or his own home. She might go first to the coal office. He would be sure to be leaving here at half past five, or at six he would be nearing his home. At seven or half past departing from that again very likely to see  to see  whom? But best  best to go to the coal office first. He would be coming from there alone. It would be the quickest.

And Hauptwanger coming out of the coal office on this particular evening in the mood and with the air of one with whom all was well. But in the windy dusk of this November evening, arc lights blazing in the distance, the sound of distant cars, distant life, the wind whipping crisp leaves along the ground  the figure of a girl  a familiar cape about her shoulders, suddenly emerging from behind a pile of brick he was accustomed to pass.

Ed! I want to talk to you a minute.

You again! What the hell did I tell you? I aint got no time to talk to you, and I wont! What did I...

Now listen, Ed, stop that, now! Im desperate. Im desperate Ed, do you hear? Cant you see? Her voice was staccato  almost shrill and yet mournful, too. Ive come to tell you that youve got to marry me now. Youve got to  do you hear? She was fumbling at her breast where lay that heavy blue thing  no longer so cold as when she had placed it there. The handle was upward. She must draw it now  show it  or hold it under her cloak ready, so that at the right moment she could show it  and make him understand that unless he did something.... But her hand shaking so that she could scarcely hold it. It was so heavy  so terrible. She could scarcely hear herself adding: Otherwise, Im going to your father and mine, now. My father may do something terrible to me, but hell do more to you. And so will your father when he knows.... But, anyway... She was about to add: Youve got to marry me, and right away too, or, or, Im going to kill you and myself, thats all and then to produce the revolver, and wave it before him in a threatening dramatic manner.

But before that the uncalculated and non-understanding fury of Hauptwanger. Well, of all the nerve! Say, cut this out, will ya? Who do you think you are? What did I tell you? Go to my father, if you want to. Go to yours!

Whos afraid? Do you think theyre going to believe a  like you? I never had anything to do with you, and thats that! And then in his anger giving her a push  as much to overawe her as anything.

But then, in spite of her desire not to give way, fury, blindness, pain,  whirling, fiery sparks, such as never in all her life before had she seen  and executing strange, rhythmic, convoluting orbits in her brain  swift, eccentric, red and yet beautiful orbits. And in the centre of them the face of Hauptwanger  her beloved  but not as it was now  oh, no  but rather haloed by a strange white light  as it was under the trees in the spring. And herself turning, and in spite of the push, jumping before him.

You will marry me, Ed, you will! You will! You see this? You will marry me!

And then, as much to her astonishment as to his  yet with no particular terror to either of them  the thing spitting flame  making a loud noise  jumping almost out of her hand  so much so that before she could turn it away again there was another report  another flash of red in the dusk. And then Hauptwanger, too astonished quite for words at the moment, exclaiming: Jesus! What are you... And then, because of a sharp pain in his chest, putting his hand there and adding: Oh, Christ! Im shot! and falling forward to one side of her....

And then herself  those same whirling red sparks in her brain, saying: Now, now  I must kill myself, too. I must. I must. I must run somewhere and turn this on myself, only quite unable to lift it at the moment  and because of some one  a man  approaching  a voice  footsteps, running  herself beginning to run  for some tree  some wall  some gate or doorway where she might stop and fire on herself. But a voice: Hey! Stop that girl! Murder! And another voice from somewhere else: Hey! Murder! Stop that girl! And footsteps, hard, quick ones, immediately behind her. And a hand grabbing hers in which was still the pistol, wildly and yet unwittingly held. And as the other hand wrenched at her hand Gimme that gun! And then a strong youth whom she had never seen before  and yet not unlike Eddie either  turning her about  restraining her Say, you! What the devil is this, anyhow! Come back here. You cant get away with this.

And yet at the same time not unfriendly eyes looking into hers, strong hands holding her, but not too roughly, and herself exclaiming: Oh, let me go! Let me go! I want to die, too, I tell you! Let me go! And sobbing great, dry, shaking sobs.

But after that  and all so quickly  crowds  crowds  men and women, boys and girls, and finally policemen gathering about her, each with the rules of his training firmly in mind to get as much general information as possible; to see that the wounded man was hurried to a hospital, the girl to a precinct police station; the names and addresses of various witnesses secured. But with the lorn Ida in a state of collapse  seated upon a doorstep in a yard surrounded by a pushing crowd, while voices rang in her ears: Where? What? How?

Sure, sure! Just now, right back there. Sure, theyre calling the ambulance.

Hes done for, I guess. Twice in the breast. He cant live.

Gee! Hes all covered with blood.

Sure, she did. With a revolver  a great big one. The cops got it. She was tryin to get away. Sure, Jimmie Allen caught her. He was just comin home.

Yeah. Shes the daughter of old Zobel who keeps the paint store up here in Warren Avenue. I know her. An hes the son of this Hauptwanger here who owns the coal-yard. I used to work for em. He lives up in Grey Street.

But in the meantime young Hauptwanger unconscious and being transferred to an operating table at Mercy Hospital  his case pronounced hopeless  twenty-four hours of life at the very most. And his father and mother hearing the news and running there. And in the same period the tortured Ida transferred to Henderson Avenue Police Station, where in a rear inquisitorial chamber, entirely surrounded by policemen and detectives, she was questioned and re-questioned. Yah say yah seen this fella for the first time over a year ago? Is that right? He just moved into the neighbourhood a little while before? Aint that so? And the disconsolate, half-conscious Ida nodding her head. And outside a large, morbid, curious crowd. A beautiful girl! A young man dying! Some sex mystery here.

And in the interim Zobel himself and his wife, duly informed by a burly policeman, hurrying white-faced and strained to the station. My God! My God! And both rushing in breathless. And beads of perspiration on Zobels forehead and hands  and misery, misery eating at his vitals. What! His Ida had shot some one! Young Hauptwanger!

And in the street, near his office! Murder! Great God! Then there was something between them. There was. There was. But might he not have known? Her white face. Her dreary, forsaken manner these later days. She had been betrayed. That was it. Devils! Devils! That was it! Eighty thousand hells! And after all he had said to her! And all his and his wifes care of her! And now the neighbours! His business! The police! A public trial! Possibly a sentence  a death sentence! God in heaven! His own daughter, too! And that young scoundrel with his fine airs and fine clothes! Why  why was it that he had let her go with him in the first place? When he might have known  his daughter so inexperienced. Where is she? My God! My God! This is terrible!

But seeing her sitting there, white, doleful-looking, and looking up at him when spoken to with an almost meaningless look  a bloodless, smileless face  and saying: Yes, I shot him. Yes. Yes. He wouldnt marry me. He should have but he wouldnt  and so And then at once crushing her hands in a sad, tortured way and crying: Oh, Ed! Ed! And Zobel exclaiming: Ach, God! Ida! Ida! In Gods name, it cant be so. Why didnt you tell me! Why didnt you come to me? Am I not your father!

I would have understood. Of course! Of course! I would have gone to his father  to him. But now  this  and now and he began to wring his own hands.

Yet the principal thought in his mind that now the world would know all  And after all his efforts. And beginning volubly to explain to the desk lieutenant and the detectives and policemen all that he knew. But the only thought afloat in the unhappy Idas brain, once she awakened again, was: Was this really her father? And was he talking so  of help? That she might have come to him  for what  when she had thought  that  that he would not be like that to her. But... after a time again... there was Ed to be thought of. That terrible scene. That terrible accident. She had not intended to do that  really. She had not. She had not. No! But was he really dead? Had she really killed him? That push  almost a blow it was  those words. But still  Oh, dear! Oh, dear! And then beginning to cry to herself, silently and deeply, while Zobel and his wife bent over her for the first time in true sympathy. The complications of life! The terrors! There was no peace for any one on this earth  no peace  no peace. All was madness, really, and sorrow. But they would stand by her now  yes, yes.

But then the reporters. A public furore fanned by the newspapers, with their men and women writers, pen and ink artists, photographers. Their editorials: Beautiful girl of seventeen shoots lover, twenty-one. Fires two bullets into body of man she charges with refusing to keep faith. About to become a mother. Youth likely to die. Girl admits crime. Pleads to be left alone in misery. Parents of both in despair. And then columns and columns, day after day  since on the following afternoon at three Hauptwanger did die  admitting that he had wronged her. And a coroners jury, called immediately afterwards, holding the girl for subsequent action by the Grand Jury, and without bail. Yet, because of her beauty and the pathos of the case  letters to the newspapers, from ministers, society men and women, politicians and the general public, demanding, that this wronged girl about to become a mother, and who had committed no wrong other than that of loving too well  if not wisely  be not severely dealt with  be forgiven  be admitted to bail. No jury anywhere would convict her. Not in America. Indeed, it would go hard with any jury that would attempt to further punish a girl who had already suffered so much. Plainly it was the duty of the judge in this case to admit this poor wronged soul to bail and the peace and quiet of some home or institution where her child might be born, especially since already a woman of extreme wealth and social position, deeply stirred by the pathos of this drama, had not only come forward to sympathise with this innocent victim of love and order and duty, but had offered any amount of bail that she might be released to the peace and quiet of her own home  there to await the outcome of her physical condition as well as the unavoidable prosecution which must fix her future.

And so, to her wonder and confusion, Ida finally released in the custody of this outwardly sober and yet inwardly emotional woman, who ever since the first day of her imprisonment in the central county jail had sought to ingratiate herself into her good graces and emotions  a woman middle-aged and plain but soft-voiced and kindly-mannered, who over and over repeated that she understood, that she also had suffered  that her heart had been torn, too  and that she, Ida, need never worry. And so Ida finally transferred (a bailed prisoner subject to return upon demand) to the wide acres and impressive chambers of a once country but now city residence, an integral part of the best residence area of the city. And there, to her astonishment and wonder  and this in spite of her despair  all needful equipment and service provided  a maid and servants, her food served to her in her room when she wished  silence or entertainment as she chose. And with her own parents allowed to visit her whenever she chose. Yet she was so uncomfortable in their presence always now. True, they were kind  gentle, whenever they came. They spoke of the different life that was to be after this great crisis was truly past  the birth of the child, which was never other than indirectly referred to, or the trial, which was to follow later. There was to be a new store in a new neighbourhood. The old one had already been offered for sale. And after that... well, peace perhaps, or a better life. But even in her fathers eyes as he spoke could she not see the weight of care which he now shouldered? She had sinned! She had killed a man! And wrecked another family  the hearts of two other parents as well as her fathers own peace of mind and commercial and social well-being. And in all his charity, was there room for that? In the solemnity of his manner, as well as that of her stepmother, could she feel that there was?

Yet in the main, and because her mood and health seemed to require it, she was now left to contemplate the inexplicable chain of events which her primary desire for love had brought about. The almost amazing difference in the mental attitude of her parents toward her now and before this dreadful and unfortunate event in her life! So considerate and sympathetic now as to result in an offer of a happier home for her and her child in the future, whereas before all was  or as she sensed it  so threatening and desperate. The strange and to her inexplicable attitude of this woman even  so kind and generous  and this in the face of her sin and shame.

And yet, what peace or quiet could there be for her here or anywhere now? The terrible torture that had preceded that terrible accident! Her Edwards cry! His death! And when she loved him so! Had! Did now! And yet by his dread perverseness, cruelty, brutality, he had taken himself from her. But still, still  now that he was gone  now that in dying, as she heard he had said, he had been stuck on her at first, that she had set him crazy, but that afterwards, because of his parents, as well as hers, he had decided that he would not marry her  she could not help but feel more kindly to him. He had been cruel. But had he not died? And at her hands. She had killed him  murdered him. Oh, yes, she had. Oh! Oh! Oh! For in connection with the actual scene did she not recall some one crying that his shirt front had been all bloody. Oh! Oh! Oh! And in her heart, no doubt, when she had jumped in front of him there in the dusk had been rage  rage and hate even, too, for the moment. Oh, yes. But he had cried: Oh, Christ! Im shot! (Her Edwards cry.)



And so, even in the silence of these richly furnished rooms, with a servant coming to her call, hot, silent tears and deep, racking sobs  when no one was supposed to see or hear  and thoughts, thoughts, thoughts  sombre, bleak  as to her lack of sense, her lack of courage or will to end it all for herself on that dreadful evening when she so easily might have. And now here she had plighted her word that she would do nothing rash  would not attempt to take her life. But the future! The future! And what had she not seen since that dreadful night! Edwards father and mother at the inquest! And how they had looked at her! Hauptwanger, senior  his strong, broad German face marked with a great anguish. And Mrs. Hauptwanger  small and all in black and with great hollow rings under her eyes. And crying silently nearly all the time. And both had sworn that they knew nothing of Edwards conduct, or of his definite interest in her. He was a headstrong, virile, restless boy. They had a hard time controlling him. And yet he had not been a bad boy, either  headstrong but willing to work  and gay  their only son.

At one point in these extensive grounds  entirely surrounded by Lombardy poplars now leafless  there stood a fountain drained of its water for the winter. But upon the pedestal, upon a bronze rock, at the foot of which washed bronze waves of the Rhine, a Rhine maiden of the blonde German Lorelei type, standing erect and a-dream in youth, in love. And at her feet, on his knees, a German lover of the Ritter type  vigorous, uniformed, his fair blond head and face turned upward to she beauty about whose hips his arms were clasped  his look seeking, urgent. And upon his fair bronze hair, her right hand, the while she bent on him a yearning, yielding glance. Oh, Edward! Oh, love! Spring! She must not come out here any more. And yet evening after evening in early December, once the first great gust of this terrific storm had subsided and she was seeing things in a less drastic light, she was accustomed to return to look at it. And sometimes, even in January, a new moon overhead would suggest King Lake Park! The little boats gliding here and there! She and Edward in one. Herself leaning back and dreaming as now  now  this figure of the girl on the rock was doing. And he  he  at her knees. To be sure, he had cursed her. He had said the indifferent, cruel words that had at last driven her to madness. But once he had loved her just this way. It was there, and only there, that she found spiritual comfort in her sorrow  

But then, in due course, the child  with all these thoughts, moods enveloping it. And after that the trial, with her prompt acquittal. A foreseen conclusion. And with loud public acclaim for that verdict also, since it was all for romance and drastic drama. And then the final leaving of these great rooms and this personal intimate affection that had been showered upon her. For after all the legal, if not the emotional problem, had now been solved. And since her father was not one who was poor or welcomed charity  a contemplated and finally accomplished return to a new world  the new home and store which had been established in a very different and remote part of the city. The child a boy. That was good, for eventually he could care for himself. He would not need her. The new paint shop was near another cross business street, near another moving-picture theatre. And boys and girls here as elsewhere  on the corners  going arm in arm  and herself again at home cooking, sewing, cleaning as before. And with Mrs. Zobel as reserved and dubious as before. For after all, had she not made a mess of her life, and for what? What now? Here forever as a fixture? And even though Zobel, in spite of his grimness, was becoming fond of the child. How wretched, how feeble life really was!

But far away King Lake Park and the old neighbourhood. And thoughts that went back to it constantly. She had been so happy the summer before. And now this summer! And other summers to come  even though perhaps some time  once little Eric was grown  there might be some other lover  who would not mind  But, no  no, not that. Never! She did not want that. Could not  would not endure it.

And so at last of a Saturday afternoon, when she had the excuse of certain things needed for Eric, a trip to presumably the central business heart  whereas, in reality, it was to King Lake Park she was going. And once there  the little boats, the familiar paths  a certain nook under the overarching bushes and trees. She knew it so well. It was here that she had demanded to be let out in order that she might go home by herself  so shocked, so ashamed. Yet now seeking it.

The world does not understand such things. It is so busy with so many, many things.

And then dusk  though she should have been returning. Her boy! He would miss her! And then a little wind with a last faint russet glow in the west. And then stars! Quite all the world had gone to its dinner now. The park was all but empty. The water here was so still  so agate. (The world  the world  it will never understand, will it?) Where would Edward be? Would he be meeting her somewhere? Greeting her? Would he forgive,  when she told him all  could she find him, perchance? (The world  the busy, strident, indifferent, matter-of-fact world  how little it knows.)

And then a girl in the silence, in the shadows, making her way down to the very spot that the nose of their boat had nuzzled but one short summer before. And calmly stepping into the water and wading out to her knees  to her waist  her breasts  in the mild, caressing water  and then to her lips and over them  and finally, deliberately  conclusively  sinking beneath its surface without and a cry or sigh.

The world does not understand such things. The tide of life runs too fast. So much that is beautiful  terrible  sweeps by  by  by  without thought  without notice in the great volume.

And yet her body was found  her story retold in great, flaring headlines. (Ida Zobel  Girl Slayer of Hauptwanger a Suicide.) And then... and then... forgotten.


THE OLD NEIGHBOURHOOD

HE came to it across the new bridge, from the south where the greater city lay  the older portion  and where he had left his car, and paused at the nearer bridgehead to look at it  the eddying water of the river below, the new docks and piers built on either side since he had left, twenty years before; the once grassy slopes on the farther shore, now almost completely covered with factories, although he could see too, among them, even now, traces of the old, out-of-the-way suburb which he and Marie had known. Chadds Bridge, now an integral part of the greater city, connected by car lines and through streets, was then such a simple, unpretentious affair, a little suburban village just on the edge of this stream and beyond the last straggling northward streets of the great city below, where the car lines stopped and from which one had to walk on foot across this bridge in order to take advantage of the rural quiet and the cheaper  much cheaper  rents, so all-important to him then.

Then he was so poor  he and Marie  a mere stripling of a mechanic and inventor, a student of aeronautics, electricity, engineering, and what not, but newly married and without a dollar, and no clear conception of how his future was to eventuate, whereas now  but somehow he did not want to think of now. Now he was so very rich, comparatively speaking, older, wiser, such a forceful person commercially and in every other way, whereas then he was so lean and pathetic and worried and wistful  a mere uncertain stripling, as he saw himself now, with ideas and ambitions and dreams which were quite out of accord with his immediate prospects or opportunities. It was all right to say, as some one had  Emerson, he believed hitch your wagon to a star. But some people hitched, or tried to, before they were ready. They neglected some of the slower moving vehicles about them, and so did not get on at all  or did not seem to, for the time being.

And that had been his error. He was growing at the time, of course, but he was so restless, so dissatisfied with himself, so unhappy. All the world was apparently tinkling and laughing by, eating, drinking, dancing, growing richer, happier, every minute; whereas he  he and Marie, and the two babies which came a little later  seemed to make no progress at all. None. They were out of it, alone, hidden away in this little semi-rural realm, and it was all so disturbing when elsewhere was so much  to him, at least, if not to her  of all that was worth while  wealth, power, gaiety, repute. How intensely, savagely almost, he had craved all of those things in those days, and how far off they still were at that time!

Marie was not like him, soft, clinging little thing that she was, inefficient in most big ways, and yet dear and helpful enough in all little ones  oh, so very much so.

When first he met her in Philadelphia, and later when he brought her over to New York, it seemed as though he could not possibly have made a better engagement for himself. Marie was so sweet, so gentle, with her waxy white pallor, delicately tinted cheeks, soft blackish brown eyes that sought his so gently always, as if seeming to ask, And what can I do for my dearie now? What can he teach me to do for him? She was never his equal, mentally or spiritually  that was the dreadful discovery he had made a few months after the first infatuation had worn off, after the ivory of her forehead, the lambent sweetness of her eyes, her tresses, and her delicately rounded figure, had ceased to befuddle his more poetical brain. But how delightful she seemed then in her shabby little clothes and her shabbier little home  all the more so because her delicate white blossom of a face was such a contrast to the drear surroundings in which it shone. Her father was no more than a mechanic, she a little store clerk in the great Rand department store in Philadelphia when he met her, he nothing more than an experimental assistant with the Culver Electric Company, with no technical training of any kind, and only dreams of a technical course at some time or other. The beginnings of his career were so very vague.

His parents were poor too, and he had had to begin to earn his own living, or share, at fourteen. And at twenty-four he had contracted this foolish marriage when he was just beginning to dream of bigger things, to see how they were done, what steps were necessary, what studies, what cogitations and hard, grinding sacrifices even, before one finally achieved anything, especially in the electrical world. The facts which had begun to rise and take colour and classify themselves in his mind had all then to develop under the most advantageous conditions thereafter. His salary did not rise at once by any means, just because he was beginning to think of bigger things. He was a no better practical assistant in a laboratory or the equipment department of the several concerns for which he worked, because in his brain were already seething dim outlines of possible improvements in connection with arms, the turbine gun, electro-magnetic distance control, and the rotary excavator. He had ideas, but also as he realised at the time he would have to study privately and long in order to make them real; and his studies at night and Sundays and holidays in the libraries and everywhere else, made him no more helpful, if as much so, in his practical, everyday corporation labours. In fact, for a long time when their finances were at the lowest ebb and the two children had appeared, and they all needed clothes and diversion, and his salary had not been raised, it seemed as though he were actually less valuable to everybody.

But in the meantime Marie had worked for and with him, dear little thing, and although she had seemed so wonderful at first, patient, enduring, thoughtful, later because of their poverty and so many other things which hampered and seemed to interfere with his work, he had wearied of her a little. Over in Philadelphia, where he had accompanied her home of an evening and had watched her help her mother, saw her set the table, wash the dishes, straighten up the house after dinner, and then if it were pleasant go for a walk with him, she seemed ideal, just the wife for him, indeed. Later as he sensed the world, its hardness, its innate selfishness, the necessity for push, courage, unwillingness to be a slave and a drudge, these earlier qualities and charms were the very things that militated against her in his mind. Poor little Marie!

But in other ways his mind was not always on his work, either. Sometimes it was on his dreams of bigger things.



Sometimes it was on his silly blindness in wanting to get married so soon, in being betrayed by the sweet innocence and beauty of Marie into saddling himself with this burden when he was scarcely prepared, as he saw after he was married to work out his own life on a sensible, economic basis. A thought which he had encountered somewhere in some book of philosophy or other (he was always reading in those days) had haunted him He that hath wife and children hath given hostages to fortune  and that painful thought seemed to grow with each succeeding day. Why had he been so foolish, why so very foolish, as to get married when he was so unsuitably young! That was a thing the folly of which irritated him all the time.

Not that Marie was not all she should be  far from it!  nor the two little boys (both boys, think of that!), intensely precious to him at first. No, that was not it, but this, that whatever the values and the charms of these (and they were wonderful at first), he personally was not prepared to bear or enjoy them as yet. He was too young, too restless, too nebulous, too inventively dreamful. He did not, as he had so often thought since, know what he wanted  only, when they began to have such a very hard time, he knew he did not want that. Why, after the first year of their marriage, when Peter was born, and because of better trade conditions in the electrical world, they had moved over here (he was making only twenty-two dollars a week at the time), everything had seemed to go wrong. Indeed, nothing ever seemed to go right any more after that, not one thing.

First it was Maries illness after Peters birth, which kept him on tenterhooks and took all he could rake and scrape and save to pay the doctors bill, and stole half her beauty, if not more. She always looked a little pinched and weak after that. (And he had charged that up to her, too!) Then it was some ailment which affected Peter for months and which proved to be undernourishment, due to a defect in Maries condition even after she had seemingly recovered. Then, two years later, it was the birth of Frank, due to another error, of course, he being not intended in Maries frail state; and then his own difficulties with the manager of the insulating department of the International Electric, due to his own nervous state, his worries, his consciousness of error in the manipulation of his own career  and Maries. Life was slipping away, as he saw it then and he kept thinking he was growing older, was not getting on as he had thought he should, was not achieving his technical education; he was saddled with a family which would prevent him from ever getting on. Here, in this neighbourhood, all this had occurred  this quiet, run-down realm, so greatly changed since he had seen it last. Yes, it had all happened here.

But how peaceful it was to-day, although changed. How the water ran under this bridge now, as then, eddying out to sea. And how this late October afternoon reminded him of that other October afternoon when they had first walked up here  warm, pleasant, colourful. Would he ever forget that afternoon? He had thought he was going to do so much better  was praying that he would, and they had done so much worse. He, personally, had grown so restless and dissatisfied with himself and her and life. And things seemed to be almost as bad as they could be, drifting indefinitely on to nothing. Indeed, life seemed to gather as a storm and break. He was discharged from the International Electric, due supposedly to his taking home for a night a battery for an experiment he was making, but in reality because of the opposition of his superior, based on the latters contempt for his constantly (possibly) depressed and dissatisfied air, his brooding mien, and some minor inattentions due to the state of his mind at the time.

Then, quite as swiftly (out of black plotting or evil thoughts of his own, perhaps), Peter had died of pneumonia. And three days later Frank. There were two funerals, two dreary, one-carriage affairs  he remembered that so well!  for they had no money; and his pawned watch, five dollars from Maries mother, and seven chemical and electrical works sold to an old book man had provided the cash advance required by the undertaker! Then, spiritually, something seemed to break within him. He could not see this world, this immediate life in which he was involved, as having any significance in it for himself or any one after that. He could not stand it any more, the weariness, the boredom, the dissatisfaction with himself, the failure of himself, the sickening chain of disasters which had befallen this earlier adventure. And so  

But that was why he was here to-day, after all these years  twenty-four, to be exact  with his interest in this old region so keen, if so sad. Why, there  there!  was a flock of pigeons, just like those of old Abijah Hargots, flying around the sky now, as then. And a curl of smoke creeping up from Tanzers blacksmith shop, or the one that had succeeded it, just one block from this bridge. How well he remembered old Tanzer and his forge, his swelling muscles and sooty face! He had always nodded in such a friendly way as he passed and talked of the pest of flies and heat in summer. That was why he was pausing on this bridge to-day, just to see once more, to feel, standing in the pleasant afternoon sun of this October day and gazing across the swirling waters below at the new coal-pockets, the enlarged lamp works of the George C. Woodruff Company, once a mere shed hidden away at a corner of this nearest street and rented out here no doubt because it was cheap and Woodruff was just beginning  just as he did twenty-four years before. Time had sped by so swiftly. Ones ideals and ideas changed so. Twenty years ago he would have given so much to be what he was now  rich and fairly powerful  and now  now  The beauty of this old neighbourhood, to-day, even.

The buff school which crowned the rise beyond, and the broad asphalt of Edgewood Avenue, leading up to the old five-story flat building  the only one out here, and a failure financially  in which he and Marie had had their miserable little apartment  here it was, still to be seen. Yes, it and so many other things were all here; that group of great oaks before old Hargots door; the little red  if now rusted  weather-vane over his carriage house; the tall romantic tower of St. Georges Episcopal Church  so far to the west over the river, and the spars and masts of vessels that still docked here for a while. But dark memories they generated, too, along with a certain idyllic sweetness, which had seemed to envelop the whole at first. For though it had had sweetness and peace at first, how much that had been bitter and spiritually destroying had occurred here, too.

How well he recalled, for instance, the day he and Marie had wandered up here, almost hand in hand, across this very bridge and up Edgewood Avenue, nearly twenty-four years before! They had been so happy at first, dreaming their little dream of a wonderful future for them  and now  well, his secret agency had brought him all there was to know of her and her mother and her little world after he had left. They had suffered so much, apparently, and all on account of him. But somehow he did not want to think of that now. It was not for that he had come to-day, but to see, to dream over the older, the better, the first days.

He crossed over, following the old road which had then been a cobble wagon trail, and turned into Edgewood Avenue, which led up past the line of semi-country homes which he used to dread so much, homes which because of their superior prosperity, wide lawns, flowers and walks, made the life which he and Marie were compelled to lead here seem so lean and meagre by contrast. Why, yes, here was the very residence of Gatewood, the dentist, so prosperous then and with an office downtown; and that of Dr. Newton, whom he had called in when Peter and Frank were taken ill that last time; and Temple, the druggist, and Stoutmeyer, the grocer  both of whom he had left owing money; and Dr. Newton, too, for that matter  although all had subsequently been paid. Not a sign of the names of either Gatewood or Newton on their windows or gates now; not a trace of Temples drug store. But here was Stoutmeyers grocery just the same. And Buchspiel, the butcher. (Could he still be alive, by any chance  was that his stout, aged figure within?) And Ortman, the baker  not a sign of change there. And over the way the then village school, now Public School No. 261, as he could see. And across from it, beyond, the slim little, almost accidental (for this region) five-story apartment house  built because of an error in judgment, of course, when they thought the city was going to grow out this way  a thing of greyish-white brick. On the fifth floor of this, in the rear, he and Marie had at last found a tiny apartment of three rooms and bath, cheap enough for them to occupy in the growing city and still pay their way. What memories the mere sight of the building evoked! Where were all the people now who used to hustle about here of a summer evening when he and Marie were here, boys and girls, grown men and women of the neighbourhood? It had all been so pleasant at first, Marie up there preparing dinner and he coming home promptly at seven and sometimes whistling as he came! He was not always unhappy, even here.

Yes, all was exactly as it had been in the old days in regard to this building and this school, even  as he lived!  a For Rent sign in that very same apartment, four flights up, as it had been that warm October day when they had first come up here seeking.

But what a change in himself  stouter, so much older, grey now. And Marie  dying a few years after in this very region without his ever seeing her again or she him  and she had written him such pathetic letters. She had been broken, no doubt, spiritually, and in every other way when he left her  no pointless vanity in that, alas  it was too sad to involve vanity. Yes, he had done that. Would it ever be forgiven him? Would his error of ambition and self dissatisfaction be seen anywhere in any kindly light  on earth or in heaven? He had suffered so from remorse in regard to it of late. Indeed, now that he was rich and so successful the thought of it had begun to torture him. Some time since  five years ago  he had thought to make amends, but then  well, then he had found that she wasnt any more. Poor little Marie!

But these walls, so strong and enduring (stone had this advantage over human flesh!), were quite as he had left them, quite as they were the day he and Marie had first come here  hopeful, cheerful, although later so depressed, the two of them. (And he had charged her spiritually with it all, or nearly so  its fatalities and gloom, as though she could have avoided them!)

The ruthlessness of it!

The sheer brutality!

The ignorance!

If she could but see him now, his great shops and factories, his hundreds of employés, his present wife and children, his great new home  and still know how he felt about her! If he could only call her back and tell her, apologise, explain, make some amends! But no; life did not work that way. Doors opened and doors closed. It had no consideration for eleventh-hour repentances. As though they mattered to life, or anything else! He could tell her something now, of course, explain the psychology, let her know how pathetically depressed and weary he had felt then. But would she understand, care, forgive? She had been so fond of him, done so much for him in her small, sweet way. And yet, if she only knew, he could scarcely have helped doing as he did then, so harried and depressed and eager for advancement had he been, self-convinced of his own error and failure before ever his life had a good start. If she could only see how little all his later triumphs mattered now, how much he would be glad to do for her now! if only  only  he could. Well, he must quit these thoughts. They did not help at all, nor his coming out here and feeling this way!

But life was so automatic and unconsciously cruel at times. Ones disposition drove one so, shutting and bolting doors behind one, driving one on and on like a harried steer up a narrow runway to ones fate. He could have been happy right here with Marie and the children  as much so as he had ever been since. Or, if he had only taken Marie along, once the little ones were gone  they might have been happy enough together. They might have been! But no, no; something in him at that time would not let him. Really, he was a victim of his own grim impulses, dreams, passions, mad and illogical as that might seem. He was crazy for success, wild with a desire for a superior, contemptuous position in the world. People were so, at times. He had been. He had had to do as he did, so horribly would he have suffered mentally if he had not, all the theories of the moralists to the contrary notwithstanding. The notions of ones youth were not necessarily those of age, and that was why he was here to-day in this very gloomy and contrite mood.

He went around the corner now to the side entrance of the old apartment house, and paused. For there, down the street, almost  not quite  as he had left it, was the residence of the quondam old Abijah Hargot, he of the pigeons  iron manufacturer and Presbyterian, who even in his day was living there in spite of the fact that the truly princely residence suburbs had long since moved much farther out and he was being entirely surrounded by an element of cheaper life which could not have been exactly pleasant to him. In those days he and Marie had heard of the hardwood floors, the great chandeliers, the rugs and pictures of the house that had once faced a wide sward leading down to the rivers edge itself. But look at it now! A lumber-yard between it and the river! And some sort of a small shop or factory on this end of the lawn! And in his day, Abijah had kept a pet Jersey cow nibbling the grass under the trees and fan-tailed pigeons on the slate roof of his barn, at the corner where now was this small factory, and at the back of his house an immense patch of golden glow just outside the conservatory facing the east, and also two pagodas down near the river. But all gone! all gone, or nearly so. Just the house and a part of the lawn. And occupied now by whom? In the old days he had never dared dream, or scarcely so, that some day, years later  when he would be much older and sadder, really, and haunted by the ghosts of these very things  he would be able to return here and know that he had far more imposing toys than old Hargot had ever dreamed of, as rich as he was.

Toys!

Toys!

Yes, they were toys, for one played with them a little while, as with so many things, and then laid them aside forever.

Toys!

Toys!

But then, as he had since come to know, old Hargot had not been without his troubles, in spite of all his money. For, as rumour had it then, his oldest son, Lucien, his pride, in those days, a slim, artistic type of boy, had turned out a drunkard, gambler, night-life lover; had run with women, become afflicted with all sorts of ills, and after his father had cut him off and driven him out (refusing to permit him even to visit the home), had hung about here, so the neighbours had said, and stolen in to see his mother, especially on dark or rainy nights, in order to get aid from her. And, like all mothers, she had aided him secretly, or so they said, in spite of her fear of her husband. Mothers were like that  his mother, too. Neighbours testified that they had seen her whispering to him in the shade of the trees of the lawn or around the corner in the next street  a sad, brooding, careworn woman, always in black or dark blue. Yes, life held its disappointments for every one, of course, even old Abijah and himself.

He went on to the door and paused, wondering whether to go up or not, for the atmosphere of this building and this neighbourhood was very, very sad now, very redolent of old, sweet, dead and half-forgotten things. The river there, running so freshly at the foot of the street; the school where the children used to play and shout, while he worked on certain idle days when there was no work at the factory; the little church up the street to which so many commonplace adherents used to make their way on Sunday; the shabby cabin of the plumber farther up this same street, who used to go tearing off every Saturday and Sunday in a rattle-trap car which he had bought second-hand and which squeaked and groaned, for all the expert repairing he had been able to do upon it.

The colour, the humour, the sunshine of those old first days, in spite of their poverty!

He hesitated as to whether to ring the bell or no  just as he and Marie had, twenty-odd years before. She was so gay then, so hopeful, so all-unconscious of the rough fate that was in store for her here.... How would it be inside? Would Maries little gas stove still be near the window in the combined kitchen, dining-room and laundry  almost general living-room  which that one room was? Would the thin single gas jet still be hanging from the ceiling over their small dining-room table (or the ghost of it) where so often after their meals, to save heat in the other room  because there was no heat in the alleged radiator, and their oil stove cost money  he had sat and read or worked on plans of some of the things he hoped to perfect  and had since, years since, but long after he had left her and this place? How sad! He had never had one touch of luck or opportunity with her here,  not one. Yet, if only she could, and without pain because of it, know how brilliantly he had finished some of them, how profitably they had resulted for him if not her.

But he scarcely looked like one who would be wanting to see so small an apartment, he now felt, tall and robust and prosperous as he was. Still might he not be thinking of buying this place? Or renting quarters for a servant or a relative? Who should know? What difference did it make? Why should he care?

He rang the bell, thinking of the small, stupid, unfriendly and self-defensive woman who, twenty or more years before, had come up from the basement below, wiping her hands on a gingham apron and staring at them querulously. How well he remembered her  and how unfriendly she had always remained in spite of their efforts to be friendly, because they had no tips to give her. She could not be here any longer, of course; no, this one coming was unlike her in everything except stupidity and grossness. But they were alike in that, well enough. This one was heavy, beefy. She would make almost two of the other one.

The rooms, he had almost said apartment,

on the top floor  may I see them?

Dey are only tree an bat  fourteen by der mont.

Yes, I know, he now added almost sadly. So they had not raised the rent in all this time, although the city had grown so. Evidently this region had become worse, not better. Ill look at them, if you please, just the same, he went on, feeling that the dull face before him was wondering why he should be looking at them at all.

Vait: I getcha der key. You can go up py yerself.

He might have known that she would never climb any four flights save under compulsion.

She returned presently, and he made his way upward, remembering how the fat husband of the former janitress had climbed up promptly every night at ten, if you please, putting out the wee lights of gas on the return trip (all but a thin flame on the second floor: orders from the landlord, of course), and exclaiming as he did so, at each landing, Ach Gott, I go me up py der secon floor ant make me der lights out. Ach Gott, I go me py der tird floor ant make me der lights out. Ach Gott, I go me py der fourt floor ant make me der lights out, and so on until he reached the fifth, where they lived. How often he had listened to him, puffing and moaning as he came!

Yes, the yellowish-brown paper that they had abhorred then, or one nearly as bad, covered all these hall walls to-day. The stairs squeaked, just as they had then. The hall gas jets were just as small and surmounted by shabby little pink imitation glass candles  to give the place an air, no doubt! He and Marie would never have taken this place at all if it had depended on the hall, or if the views from its little windows had not been so fine. In the old days he had trudged up these steps many a night, winter and summer, listening, as he came, for sounds of Marie in the kitchen, for the prattle of the two children after they were with them, for the glow of a friendly light (always shining at six in winter) under the door and through the keyhole. His light! His door! In those early dark winter days, when he was working so far downtown and coming home this way regularly, Marie, at the sound of his key in the lock, would always come running, her heavy black hair done in a neat braid about her brow, her trim little figure buttoned gracefully into a house-dress of her own making. And she always had a smile and a Hello, dearie; back again? no matter how bad things were with them, how lean the little larder or the family purse. Poor little Marie!

It all came back to him now as he trudged up the stairs and neared the door. God!

And here was the very door, unchanged  yellow, painted to imitate the natural grain of oak, but the job having turned out a dismal failure as he had noted years before. And the very lock the same! Could he believe? Scarcely any doubt of it. For here was that other old hole, stuffed with putty and painted over, which he and Marie had noted as being the scar of some other kind of a lock or knob that had preceded this one. And still stuffed with paper! Marie had thought burglars (!) might make their way in via that, and he had laughed to think what they would steal if they should. Poor little Marie!

But now, now  well, here he was all alone, twenty-four years later, Marie and Peter and Frank gone this long time, and he the master of so many men and so much power and so much important property. What was life, anyhow? What was it?

Ghosts! Ghosts!

Were there ghosts?

Did spirits sometimes return and live and dream over old, sad scenes such as this? Could Marie? Would she? Did she?

Oh, Marie!... Marie! Poor little weak, storm-beaten, life-beaten soul. And he the storm, really.

Well, here was the inside now, and things were not a bit different from what they had been in his and her day, when they had both been so poor. No, just the same. The floor a little more nail-marked, perhaps, especially in the kitchen here, where no doubt family after family had tacked down oil-cloth in place of other pieces taken up  theirs, for instance. And here in the palour  save the mark!  the paper as violent as it had ever been! Such paper  red, with great bowls of pinkish flowers arranged in orderly rows! But then they were paying so little rent that it was ridiculous for them to suggest that they wanted anything changed. The landlord would not have changed it anyhow.

And here on the west wall, between the two windows, overlooking Abijah Hargots home and the river and the creeping city beyond, was where he had hung a wretched little picture, a print of an etching of a waterscape which he had admired so much in those days and had bought somewhere second-hand for a dollar  a house on an inlet near the sea, such a house as he would have liked to have occupied, or thought he would  then.  Ah, these windows! The northern most one had always been preferred by him and her because of the sweep of view west and north. And how often he had stood looking at a soft, or bleak, or reddening sunset over the river; or, of an early night in winter, at the lights on the water below. And the outpost apartments and homes of the great city beyond. Life had looked very dark then, indeed. At times, looking, he had been very sad. He was like some brooding Hamlet of an inventor as he stood there then gazing at the sweet little river, the twinkling stars in a steely black sky overhead; or, in the fall when it was still light, some cold red island of a cloud in the sky over the river and the city, and wondering what was to become of him  what was in store for him! The fallacy of such memories as these! Their futility!

But things had dragged and dragged  here! In spite of the fact that his mind was full of inventions, inventions, inventions, and methods of applying them in some general way which would earn him money, place, fame  as they subsequently did  the strange mysteries of ionic or electronic action, for instance, of motion, of attraction and polarity, of wave lengths and tensile strengths and adhesions in metals, woods and materials of all kinds  his apparent error in putting himself in a position where failure might come to him had so preyed on his mind here, that he could do nothing. He could only dream, and do common, ordinary day labour  skeleton wiring and insulating, for instance, electrical mapping, and the like. Again, later, but while still here, since he had been reading, reading, reading after marriage and working and thinking, life had gone off into a kind of welter of conflicting and vet organised and plainly directed powers which was confusing to him, which was not to be explained by anything man could think of and which no inventor had as yet fully used, however great he was  Edison, Kelvin, or Bell. Everything as he knew then and hoped to make use of in some way was alive, everything full of force, even so-called dead or decaying things. Life was force, that strange, seemingly (at times) intelligent thing, and there was apparently nothing but force  everywhere  amazing, perfect, indestructible. (He had thought of all that here in this little room and on the roof overhead where he made some of his experiments, watching old Hargots pigeons flying about the sky, the sound of their wings coming so close at times that they were like a whisper of the waves of the sea, dreams in themselves.)

But the little boundaries of so-called health and decay, strength and weakness, as well as all alleged fixity or changelessness of things  how he had brooded on all that, at that time. And how all thought of fixity in anything had disappeared as a ridiculous illusion intended, maybe, by something to fool man into the belief that his world here, his physical and mental state, was real and enduring, a greater thing than anything else in the universe, when so plainly it was not. But not himself. A mere shadow  an illusion  nothing. On this little roof, here, sitting alone at night or by day in pleasant weather or grey, Saturdays and Sundays when it was warm and because they had no money and no particular place to go, and looking at the stars or the lights of the city or the sun shining on the waters of the little river below  he had thought of all this. It had all come to him, the evanescence of everything, its slippery, protean changefulness. Everything was alive, and everything was nothing, in so far as its seeming reality was concerned. And yet everything was everything but still capable of being undermined, changed, improved, or come at in some hitherto undreamed-of way  even by so humble a creature as himself, an inventor  and used as chained force, if only one knew how. And that was why he had become a great inventor since  because he had thought so  had chained force and used it  even he. He had become conscious of anterior as well as ulterior forces and immensities and fathomless wells of wisdom and energy, and had enslaved a minute portion of them, that was all. But not here! Oh, no. Later!

The sad part of it, as he thought of it now, was that poor little Marie could not have understood a thing of all he was thinking, even if he had explained and explained, as he never attempted to do. Life was all a mystery to Marie  deep, dark, strange  as it was to him, only he was seeking and she was not. Sufficient to her to be near him, loving him in her simple, dumb way, not seeking to understand. Even then he had realised that and begun to condemn her for it in his mind, to feel that she was no real aid and could never be  just a mother-girl, a housewife, a social fixture, a cook, destined to be shoved back if ever he were really successful; and that was sad even then, however obviously true.

But to her, apparently, he was so much more than just a mere man  a god, really, a dream, a beau, a most wonderful person, dreaming strange dreams and thinking strange thoughts which would lead him heaven knows where; how high or how strange, though, she could never guess, nor even he then. And for that very reason  her blind, non-understanding adoration  she had bored him then, horribly at times. All that he could think of then, as he looked at her at times  after the first year or two or three, when the novelty of her physical beauty and charm had worn off and the children had come, and cares and worries due to his non-success were upon them  was that she was an honest, faithful, patient, adoring little drudge, but no more, and that was all she would ever be. Think of that! That was the way life was  the way it rewarded love! He had not begun to dislike her  no, that was not it  but it was because, as the philosopher had said, that in and through her and the babies he had given hostages to fortune, and that she was not exactly the type of woman who could further him as fast as he wished  that he had begun to weary of her. And that was practically the whole base of his objection to her  not anything she did.

Yes, yes  it was that, that, that had begun to plague him as though he had consciously fastened a ball and chain on one foot and now never any more could walk quickly or well or be really free. Instead of being able to think on his inventions he was constantly being compelled to think on how he would make a living for her and them, or find ten more dollars, or get a new dress for Marie and shoes for the children! Or how increase his salary. That was the great and enduring problem all the time, and over and over here. Although healthy, vigorous and savagely ambitious, at that time, it was precisely because he was those things that he had rebelled so and had desired to be free. He was too strong and fretful as he could see now to endure so mean a life. It was that that had made him savage, curt, remote, indifferent so much of the time in these later days  here  And to her. And when she could not help it at all  poor little thing  did not know how to help it and had never asked him to marry her! Life had tinkled so in his ears then. It had called and called. And essentially, in his own eyes then, he was as much of a failure as a husband as he was at his work, and that was killing him. His mind had been too steadily depressed by his mistake in getting married, in having children so soon, as well as by his growing knowledge of what he might be fitted to do if only he had a chance to go off to a big technical school somewhere and work his way through alone and so get a new and better position somewhere else  to have a change of scene. For once, as he knew then, and with all his ideas, he was techincally fitted for his work, with new light and experience in his mind, what wonders might he not accomplish! Sitting in this little room, or working or dreaming upstairs in the air, how often he had thought of all that!

But no; nothing happened for ever so long here. Days and weeks and months, and even years went by without perceptible change. Nature seemed to take a vicious delight in torturing him, then, in so far as his dreams were concerned, his hopes. Hard times came to America, blasting ones  a year and a half of panic really  in which every one hung on to his pathetic little place, and even he was afraid to relinguish the meagre one he had, let alone ask for more pay. At the same time his dreams, the passing of his youth, this unconscionable burden of a family, tortured him more and more. Marie did not seem to mind anything much, so long as she was with him. She suffered, of course, but more for him than for herself, for his unrest, and his dissatisfaction, which she feared. Would he ever leave her? Was he becoming unhappy with her? Her eyes so often asked what her lips feared to frame.

Once they had seventy dollars saved toward some inventive work of his. But then little Peter fell from the top of the washtub, where he had climbed for some reason, and broke his arm. Before it was healed and all the bills paid, the seventy was gone. Another time Maries mother was dying, or so she thought, and she had to go back home and help her father and brother in their loneliness. Again, it was brother George who, broke, arrived from Philadelphia and lived with them a while because he had no place else to go. Also once he thought to better himself by leaving the International Electric, and joining the Winston Castro Generator Company. But when he had left the first, the manager of the second, to whom he had applied and by whom he had been engaged, was discharged (let out, as he phrased it), and the succeeding man did not want him. So for three long months he had been without anything, and, like Job, finally, he had been ready to curse God and die.

And then  right here in these rooms it was  he had rebelled, spiritually, as he now recalled, and had said to himself that he could not stand this any longer, that he was ruining his life, and that however much it might torture Marie  ruin her even  he must leave and do something to better his state. Yes, quite definitely, once and for all, then, he had wished that he had not married Marie, that they had never been so foolish as to have children, that Marie was not dependent on him any more, that he was free to go, be, do, all the things he felt that he could go do, be  no matter where, so long as he went and was free. Yes, he had wished that in a violent, rebellious, prayerful way, and then  

Of all the winters of his life, the one that followed that was the blackest and bleakest, that last one with Maria. It seemed to bring absolutely nothing to either him or her or the children save disaster. Twenty-five dollars was all he had ever been able to make, apparently, while he was with her. The children were growing and constantly requiring more; Marie needed many things, and was skimping along on God knows what. Once she had made herself some corset slips and other things out of his cast-off underwear  bad as that was! And then once, when he was crossing Chadds Bridge, just below here, and had paused to meditate and dream, a new hat  his very best, needless to say, for he had worn his old one until it was quite gone  had blown off into the water, a swift wind and some bundles he was compelled to carry home aiding, and had been swiftly carried out by the tide. So much had he been harried in those days by one thing and another that at first he had not even raged, although he was accustomed so to do. Instead then he had just shut his teeth and trudged on in the biting wind, in danger of taking cold and dying of something or other  as he had thought at the time  only then he had said to himself that he did not really mind now. What difference did it make to himself or anybody whether he died or not? Did anybody care really, God or anybody else, what became of him? Supposing he did it? What of it? Could it be any worse than this i To hell with life itself, and its Maker,  this brutal buffeting of winds and cold and harrying hungers and jealousies and fears and brutalities, arranged to drive and make miserable these crawling beggarly creatures  men! Why, what had he ever had of God or any creative force so far? What had God ever done for him or his life, or his wife and children?

So he had defiantly raged.

And then life  or God, or what you will  had seemed to strike at last. It was as if some Jinnee of humane or inhuman power had said, Very well, then, since you are so dissatisfied and unhappy, so unworthy of all this (perhaps) that I have given you, you shall have your will, your dreams. You have prayed to be free. Even so  this thing that you see here now shall pass away. You have sinned against love and faith in your thoughts. You shall be free! Look! Behold! You shall be! Your dreams shall come true!

And then, at once, as if in answer to this command of the Jinnee, as though, for instance, it had waved its hand, the final storm began which blew everything quite away. Fate struck. It was as if black angels had entered and stationed themselves at his doors and windows, armed with the swords of destruction, of death. Harpies and furies beset his path and perched on his roof. One night  it was a month before Peter and Frank died, only three days before they contracted their final illness  he was crossing this same bridge below here and was speculating, as usual, as to his life and his future, when suddenly, in spite of the wind and cold and some dust flying from a coal barge below, his eye was attracted by two lights which seemed to come dancing down the hill from the direction of his apartment and passed out over the river. They rose to cross over the bridge in front of him and disappeared on the other side. They came so close they seemed almost to brush his face, and yet he could not quite accept them as real. There was something too eerie about them. From the moment he first laid eyes on them in the distance they seemed strange. They came so easily, gracefully, and went so. From the first moment he saw them there below Tegetmillers paint shop, he wondered about them. What were they? What could they mean? They were so bluish clear, like faint, grey stars, so pale and watery. Suddenly it was as if something whispered to him, Behold! These are the souls of your children. They are going  never to return? See! Your prayers are being answered!

And then it was that, struck with a kind of horror and numb despair, he had hurried home, quite prepared to ask Marie if the two boys were dead or if anything had happened to them. But, finding them up and playing as usual he had tried to put away all thought of this fact as a delusion, to say nothing. But the fights haunted him. They would not stay out of his mind. Would his boys really die? Yet the first and the second day went without change. But on the third both boys took sick, and he knew his dread was well founded.

For on the instant, Marie was thrown into a deep, almost inexplicable, depression, from which there was no arousing her, although she attempted to conceal it from him by waiting on and worrying over them. They had to put the children in the one little bedroom (theirs), while they used an extension cot in the parlour, previously occupied by the children. Young Dr. Newton, the one physician of repute in the neighbourhood, was called in, and old Mrs. Wertzel, the German woman in front, who, being old and lonely and very fond of Marie, had volunteered her services. And so they had weathered along, God only knows how. Marie prepared the meals  or nearly all of them  as best she could. He had gone to work each day, half in a dream, wondering what the end was to be.

And then one night, as he and Marie were lying on the cot pretending to sleep, he felt her crying. And taking her in his arms he had tried to unwish all the dark things he had wished, only apparently then it was too late. Something told him it was. It was as though in some dark mansion somewhere  some supernal court or hall of light or darkness  his prayer had been registered and answered, a decision made, and that that decision could not now be unmade. No. Into this shabby little room where they lay and where she was crying had come a final black emissary, scaled, knightly, with immense arms and wings and a glittering sword, all black, and would not leave until all this should go before him. Perhaps he had been a little deranged in his mind at the time, but so it had seemed.

And then, just a few weeks after he had seen the lights and a few days after Marie had cried so, Peter had died  poor weak little thing that he was  and, three days later, Frank. Those terrible hours! For by then he was feeling so strange and sad and mystical about it all, that he could neither eat nor sleep nor weep nor work nor think. He had gone about, as indeed had Marie, in a kind of stupor of misery and despair. True, as he now told himself  and then too, really  he had not loved the children with all the devotion he should have or he would never have had the thoughts he had had  or so he had reasoned afterward. Yet then as now he suffered because of the love he should have given them, and had not  and now could not any more, save in memory. He recalled how both boys looked in those last sad days, their pinched little faces and small weak hands! Marie was crushed, and yet dearer for the time being than ever before. But the two children, once gone, had seemed the victims of his own dark thoughts as though his own angry, resentful wishes had slain them. And so, for the time, his mood changed. He wished, if he could, that he might undo it all, go on as before with Marie, have other children to replace these lost ones in her affection  but no. It was apparently not to be, not ever any more.

For, once they were gone, the cords which had held him and Marie together were weaker, not stronger  almost broken, really. For the charm which Marie had originally had for him had mostly been merged in the vivacity and vitality and interest of these two prattling curly-headed boys. Despite the financial burden, the irritation and drain they had been at times, they had also proved a binding chain, a touch of sweetness in the relationship, a hope for the future, a balance which had kept even this uneven scale. With them present he had felt that however black the situation it must endure because of them, their growing interests; with them gone, it was rather plain that some modification of their old state was possible  just how, for the moment, he scarcely dared think or wish. It might be that he could go away and study for awhile now. There was no need of his staying here. The neighbourhood was too redolent now of the miseries they had endured. Alone somewhere else, perhaps, he could collect his thoughts, think out a new programme. If he went away he might eventually succeed in doing better by Marie. She could return to her parents in Philadelphia for a little while and wait for him, working there at something as she had before until he was ready to send for her. The heavy load of debts could wait until he was better able to pay them. In the meantime, also, he could work and whatever he made over and above his absolute necessities might go to her  or to clearing off these debts.

So he had reasoned.

But it had not worked out so, of course. No. In the broken mood in which Marie then was it was not so easy. Plainly, since he had run across her that April day in Philadelphia, when he was wiring for the great dry goods store, her whole life had become identified with his, although his had not become merged with hers. No. She was, and would be, as he could so plainly see, then, nothing without him, whereas he  he  Well, it had long since been plain that he would be better off without her  materially, anyhow. But what would she do if he stayed away a long time  or never came back? What become? Had he thought of that then? Yes, he had. He had even thought that once away he might not feel like renewing this situation which had proved so disastrous. And Marie had seemed to sense that, too. She was so sad. True he had not thought of all these things in any bold outright fashion then. Rather they were as sly, evasive shadows skulking in the remote recesses of his brain, things which scarcely dared show their faces to the light, although later, once safely away  they had come forth boldly enough. Only at that time, and later  even now, he could not help feeling that however much Marie might have lacked originally, or then, the fault for their might was his  that if he himself had not been so dull in the first instance all these black things would not have happened to him or to her. But could she go on without him? Would she? he had asked himself then. And answered that it would be better for him to leave and build himself up in a different world, and then return and help her later. So he fretted and reasoned.

But time had solved all that, too. In spite of the fact that he could not help picturing her back there alone with her parents in Philadelphia, their poor little cottage in Leigh Street, in which she and her parents had lived  not a cottage either, but a minute little brick pigeon-hole in one of those long lines of red, treeless, smoky barracks flanking the great mills of what was known as the Reffington District, where her father worked  he had gone. He had asked himself what would she be doing there i What thinking, all alone without him  the babies dead? But he had gone.

He recalled so well the day he left her  she to go to Philadelphia, he to Boston, presumably  the tears, the depression, the unbelievable sadness in her soul and his. Did she suspect? Did she foreknow? She was so gentle, even then, so trustful, so sad. You will come back to me, dearie, wont you, soon? she had said, and so sadly. We will be happy yet, wont we? she had asked between sobs. And he had promised. Oh yes; he had done much promising in his life, before and since. That was one of the darkest things in his nature, his power of promising.

But had he kept that?

However much in after months and years he told himself that he wanted to, that he must, that it was only fair, decent, right, still he had not gone back. No. Other things had come up with the passing of the days, weeks, months, years, other forces, other interests. Some plan, person, desire had always intervened, interfered, warned, counselled, delayed. Were there such counsellors? There had been times during the first year when he had written her and sent her a little money  money he had needed badly enough himself. Later there was that long period in which he felt that she must be getting along well enough, being with her parents and at work, and he had not written. A second woman had already appeared on the scene by then as a friend. And then  

The months and years since then in which he had not done so! After his college course  which he took up after he left Marie, working his way  he had left Boston and gone to K  to begin a career as an assistant plant manager and a developer of ideas of his own, selling the rights to such things as he invented to the great company with which he was connected. And then it was that by degrees the idea of a complete independence and a much greater life had occurred to him. He found himself so strong, so interesting to others. Why not be free, once and for all? Why not grow greater? Why not go forward and work out all the things about which he had dreamed? The thing from which he had extricated himself was too confining, too narrow. It would not do to return. The old shell could not now contain him. Despite her tenderness, Marie was not significant enough. So  He had already seen so much that he could do, be, new faces, a new world, women of a higher social level.

But even so, the pathetic little letters which still followed from time to time  not addressed to him in his new world (she did not know where he was), but to him in the old one  saying how dearly she loved him, how she still awaited his return, that she knew he was having a hard time, that she prayed always, and that all would come out right yet, that they would be able to be together yet!  she was working, saving, praying for him! True, he had the excuse that for the first four years he had not really made anything much, but still he might have done something for her  might he not have?  gone back, persuaded her to let him go, made her comfortable, brought her somewhat nearer him even? Instead he had feared, feared, reasoned, argued.

Yes, the then devil of his nature, his ambition, had held him completely. He was seeing too clearly the wonder of what he might be, and soon, what he was already becoming. Everything as he argued then and saw now would have had to be pushed aside for Marie, whereas what he really desired was that his great career, his greater days, his fame, the thing he was sure to be now  should push everything aside. And so  Perhaps he had become sharper, colder, harder, than he had ever been, quite ready to sacrifice everything and everybody, or nearly, until he should be the great success he meant to be. But long before this he might have done so much. And he had not  had not until very recently decided to revisit this older, sweeter world.

But in the meantime, as he had long since learned, how the tragedy of her life had been completed. All at once in those earlier years all letters had ceased, and time slipping by  ten years really  he had begun to grow curious. Writing back to a neighbour of hers in Philadelphia, in a disguised hand and on nameless paper, he had learned that nearly two years before her father had died and that she and her mother and brother had moved away, the writer could not say where. Then, five years later, when he was becoming truly prosperous, he had learned, through a detective agency, that she and her mother and her neer-do-well brother had moved back into this very neighbourhood  this old neighbourhood of his and hers!  or, rather, a little farther out near the graveyard where their two boys were buried. The simplicity of her! The untutored homing instinct!

But once here, according to what he had learned recently, she and her mother had not prospered at all. They had occupied the most minute of apartments farther out, and had finally been compelled to work in a laundry in their efforts to get along  and he was already so well-to-do, wealthy, really! Indeed three years before his detectives had arrived, her mother had died, and two years after that, she herself, of pneumonia, as had their children. Was it a message from her that had made him worry at that time? Was that why only six months since, although married and rich and with two daughters by this later marriage, he had not been able to rest until he had found this out, returned here now to see? Did ghosts still stalk the world?

Yes, to-day he had come back here, but only to realise once and for all now how futile this errand was, how cruel he had been, how dreary her latter days must have been in this poor, out-of-the-way corner where once, for a while at least, she had been happy  he and she.

Been happy!

By God, he suddenly exclaimed, a passion of self-reproach and memory overcoming him, I cant stand this! It was not right, not fair. I should not have waited so long. I should have acted long, long since. The cruelty  the evil! There is something cruel and evil in it all, in all wealth, all ambition, in love of fame  too cruel. I must get out! I must think no more  see no more.

And hurrying to the door and down the squeaking stairs, he walked swiftly back to the costly car that was waiting for him a few blocks below the bridge  that car which was so representative of the realm of so-called power and success of which he was now the master  that realm which, for so long, had taken its meaningless lustre from all that had here preceded it  the misery, the loneliness, the shadow, the despair. And in it he was whirled swiftly and gloomily away.


PHANTOM GOLD

YOU would have to have seen it to have gathered a true impression  the stubby roughness of the country, the rocks, the poverty of the soil, the poorness of the houses, barns, agricultural implements, horses and cattle and even human beings, in consequence  especially human beings, for why should they, any more than any other product of the soil, flourish where all else was so poor?

It was old Judge Blow who first discovered that Jack, or zinc, was the real riches of Taney, if it could be said to have had any before Jack was discovered. Months before the boom began he had stood beside a smelter in far-off K  one late winter afternoon and examined with a great deal of care the ore which the men were smelting, marvelling at its resemblance to certain rocks or boulders known as slug lumps in his home county.

What is this stuff? he asked of one of the bare-armed men who came out from the blazing furnace after a time to wipe his dripping face.

Zinc, returned the other, as he passed his huge, soiled palm over his forehead.

We have stuff down in our county that looks like that, said the judge as he turned the dull-looking lump over and considered for a while. Im sure of it  any amount. Then he became suddenly silent, for a thought struck him.

Well, if its really Jack, said the workman using the trade or mining name for it, theres money in it, all right. This here comes from St. Francis.

The old judge thought of this for a little while and quietly turned away. He knew where St. Francis was. If this was so valuable that they could ship it all the way from Southeast B  why not from Taney? Had he not many holdings in Taney?

The result was that before long a marked if secret change began to manifest itself in Taney and regions adjacent thereto. Following the private manipulations and goings to and fro of the judge, one or two shrewd prospectors appeared, and then after a time the whole land was rife with them. But before that came to pass many a farmer who had remained in ignorance of the value of his holdings was rifled of them.

Old Bursay Queeder, farmer and local neer-do-well in the agricultural line, had lived on his particular estate or farm for forty years, and at the time that Judge Blow was thus mysteriously proceeding to and fro and here and there upon the earth, did not know that the rocks against which his pair of extra large feet were being regularly and bitterly stubbed contained the very wealth of which he had been idly and rather wistfully dreaming all his life. Indeed, the earth was a very mysterious thing to Bursay, containing, as it did, everything he really did not know. This collection of seventy acres, for instance  which individually and collectively had wrung more sweat from his brow and more curses from his lips than anything else ever had  contained, unknown to him, the possibility of the fulfilment of all his dreams. But he was old now and a little queer in the head at times, having notions in regard to the Bible, when the world would come to an end, and the like, although still able to contend with nature, if not with man. Each day in the spring and summer and even fall seasons he could be seen on some portion or other of his barren acres, his stubby beard and sparse hair standing out roughly, his fingers like a birds claws clutching his plough handles, turning the thin and meagre furrows of his fields and rattling the stony soil, which had long ceased to yield him even a modicum of profit. It was a bare living now which he expected, and a bare living which he received. The house, or cabin, which he occupied with his wife and son and daughter, was dilapidated beyond the use or even need of care. The fences were all decayed save for those which had been built of these same impediments of the soil which he had always considered a queer kind of stone, useless to man or beast  a hendrance, as he would have said. His barn was a mere accumulation of patchboards, shielding an old wagon and some few scraps of machinery. And the alleged corn crib was so aged and lopsided that it was ready to fall. Weeds and desolation, bony horses and as bony children, stony fields and thin trees, and withal solitude and occasional want  such was the world of his care and his ruling.

Mrs. Queeder was a fitting mate for the life to which he was doomed. It had come to that pass with her that the monotony of deprivation was accepted with indifference. The absence or remoteness of even a single modest school, meeting house or town hall to say nothing of convenient neighbours, had left her and hers all but isolated. She was irascible, cantankerous, peculiar; her voice was shrill and her appearance desolate. Queeder, whom she understood or misunderstood thoroughly, was a source of comfort in one way  she could nag at him, as he said, and if they quarrelled frequently it was in a fitting and harmonious way. Amid such a rattletrap of fields and fences bickering was to be expected.

Why dont yuh take them thar slug lumps an make a fence over thar? she asked of Queeder for something like the thousandth time in ten years, referring to as many as thirty-five piles of the best and almost pure zinc lying along the edges of the nearest field, and piled there by Bursay,  this time because two bony cows had invaded one of their corn patches. The slug lumps to which she referred could not have been worth less than $2,000.

For as many as the thousandth time he had replied:

Well, fer the land sakes, haint I never got nuthin else tuh do? Yuhd think them thar blame-ding rocks wuz wuth more nor anythin else. I do well enough ez tis to git em outen the sile, I say, thout tryin tuh make fences outen em.

So yuh say  yuh lazy, good-fer-nuthin ole tobacco-chewin  , here a long list of expletives which was usually succeeded by a stove lid or poker or a fair-sized stick of wood, propelled by one party or the other, and which was as deftly dodged. Love and family affection, you see, due to unbroken and unbreakable propinquity, as it were.

But to proceed: The hot and rainy seasons had come and gone in monotonous succession during a period of years, and the lumps still la y in the field. Dode, the eldest child and only son  a huge, hulking, rugged and yet bony ignoramus, who had not inherited an especially delicate or agreeable disposition from his harried parents  might have removed them had he not been a consarned lazy houn, his father said, or like his father, as his mother said, and Jane, the daughter, might have helped, but these two partook of the same depressed indifference which characterised the father. And why not, pray? They had worked long, had had little, seen less and hoped for no particular outlet for their lives in the future, having sense enough to know that if fate had been more kind there might have been. Useless contention with an unyielding soil had done its best at hardening their spirits.

I dont see no use ploughin the south patch, Dode had now remarked for the third time this spring. The blamed thing dont grow nuthin.

Ef yuh only half tended it instid o settin out thar under them thar junipers pickin yer teeth an meditatin, mebbe twould, squeaked Mrs. Queeder, always petulant or angry or waspish  a nature soured by long and hopeless and useless contention.

No use shakin up a lot uv rocks, ez I see, returned Dode, wearily and aimlessly slapping at a fly. The hull place aint wuth a hill o beans, and from one point of view he was right.

Why dont yuh git offn hit then? suggested Queeder in a tantalising voice, with no particular desire to defend the farm, merely with an idle wish to vary the monotony. Ef hits good enough tuh sport yuh, hits good enough to work on, I say.

Sport! sniffed the undutiful Dode, wearily, and yet humorously and scornfully. I aint seed much sport, ez I kin remember. Mebbe yere thinkin uv all the fine schoolin Ive had, er the places Ive been. He slapped at another fly.

Old Queeder felt the sneer, but as he saw it it was scarcely his fault. He had worked. At the same time he felt the futility of quarrelling with Dode, who was younger and stronger and no longer, owing to many family quarrels, bearing him any filial respect. As a matter of fact it was the other way about. From having endured many cuffs and blows in his youth Dode was now much the more powerful physically, and in any contest could easily outdo his father; and Queeder, from at first having ruled and seen his word law, was now compelled to take second, even third and fourth place, and by contention and all but useless snarling gain the very little consideration that he received.

But in spite of all this they lived together indifferently. And day after day  once Judge Blow had returned to Taney  time was bringing nearer and nearer the tide of mining and the amazing boom that went with it. Indeed every day, like a gathering storm cloud, it might have been noted by the sensitive as approaching closer and closer, only these unwitting holders were not sensitive. They had not the slightest inkling as yet of all that was to be. Here in this roadless, townless region how was one to know. Prospectors passed to the north and the south of them; but as yet none had ever come directly to this wonderful patch upon which Queeder and his family rested. It was in too out-of-the-way a place  a briary, woodsy, rocky corner.

Then one sunny June morning  

Hi, thar! called Cal Arnold, their next neighbour, who lived some three miles further on, who now halted his rickety wagon and bony horses along the road opposite the field in which Queeder was working. Hyur the news? He spoke briskly, shifting his cud of tobacco and eyeing Queeder with the chirpiness of one who brings diverting information.

No; what? asked Queeder, ceasing his cultivating with a worn one-share plough and coming over and leaning on his zinc fence, rubbing a hand through his sparse hair the while.

Ol Dunk Porter down here to Newtons sold his farm, replied Cal, shrewdly and jubilantly, as though he were relating the tale of a great battle or the suspected approach of the end of the world. An he got three thousan dollars fer it. He rolled the sum deliciously under his tongue.

Yuh dont say! said Queeder quietly, but with profound and amazed astonishment. Three thousan? He stirred as one who hears of the impossible being accomplished and knows it cant be true. Whut fer?

They low now ez how thars minl onto it, went on the farmer wisely. They low ez how now this hyur hull kentry round hyur is thick an spilin with it. Hits uvry-whar. They tell me ez how these hyur slug lumps   and he flicked at one of the large piles of hitherto worthless zinc against which Queeder was leaning is this hyur minl  er Jack, ez they call hit  an that hits wuth two cents a pound when its swelted (smelted, he meant) an even more. I see yuh got quite a bit uv hit. Sove I. Thars a lot layin down around my place. I alius lowed ez how twant wuth much o anythin, but they say tis. I hyur from some o the boys ats been to K  that when hits fixed up, swelted and like o that, that hits good fer lots of things.

He did not know what exactly, so he did not stop to explain. Instead he cocked a dreamful eye, screwed up his mouth preparatory to expectorating and looked at Queeder. The latter, unable to adjust his thoughts to this new situation, picked up a piece of the hitherto despised slug and looked at it. To think that through all these years of toil and suffering he should have believed it worthless and now all of a sudden it was worth two cents a pound when swelted and that neighbours were beginning to sell their farms for princely sums!  and his farm was covered with this stuff, this gold almost! Why, there were whole hummocks of it raising slaty-grey backs to the hot sun further on, a low wall in one place where it rose sheer out of the ground on this prupetty, as he always referred to it. Think of that! Think of that! But although he thought much he said nothing, for in his starved and hungry brain was beginning to sprout and flourish a great and wondrous idea. He was to have money, wealth  ease, no less! Think of it! Not to toil and sweat in the summer sun any more, to loaf and dream at his ease, chew all the tobacco he wished, live in town, visit far-off, mysterious K  , see all there was to see!

Well, I guess Ill be drivin on, commented Arnold after a time, noting Queeders marked abstraction. I cal- late tuh git over tuh Bruders an back by sundown. Hes got a little hay I traded him a pig fer hyur a while back, and he flicked his two bony horses and was off up the rubbly, dusty road.

For a time Queeder was scarcely satisfied to believe his senses. Was it really true? Had Porter really sold his place i For days thereafter, although he drove to Arno  sixteen miles away  to discover the real truth, he held his own counsel, nursing a wonderful fancy. This property was his, not his wifes, nor his two childrens. Years before he had worked and paid for it, a few lone dollars at a time or their equivalent in corn, pigs, wheat, before he had married. Now  now  soon one of those strange creatures  a prowspector, Arnold had called him  who went about with money would come along and buy up his property. Wonderful! Wonderful! What would he get for it?  surely five thousand dollars, considering that Porter had received three for forty acres, whereas he had seventy. Four thousand, anyhow  a little more than Dunk. He could not figure it very well, but it would be more than Dunks, whatever it was  probably five thousand!

The one flaw in all this though  and it was a great flaw  was the thought of his savage and unkindly family  the recalcitrant Dode, the angular Jane and his sour better half, Emma  who would now probably have to share in all this marvellous prosperity, might even take it away from him and push him into that background where he had been for so long. They were so much more dogmatic, forceful than he. He was getting old, feeble even, from long years of toil. His wife had done little this long time but sneer and jeer at him, as he now chose most emphatically to remember; his savage son the same. Jane, the indifferent, who looked on him as a failure and a neer-do-well, had done nothing but suggest that he work harder. Love, family tenderness, family unity  if these had ever existed they had long since withered in the thin, unnourishing air of this rough, poverty-stricken world. What did he owe any of them? Nothing. And now they would want to share in all this, of course. Having lived so long with them, and under such disagreeable conditions, he now wondered how they would dare suggest as much, and still he knew they would. Fight him, nag him, thats all they had ever done. But now that wealth was at his door they would be running after him, fawning upon him  demanding it of him, perhaps! What should he do? How arrange for all of this?  for wealth was surely close to his hands. It must be. Like a small, half-intelligent rat he peeked and perked. His demeanour changed to such an extent that even his family-noticed it and began to wonder, although (knowing nothing of all that had transpired as yet) they laid it to the increasing queerness of age.

Have yuh noticed how Pap acts these hyur days? Dode inquired of Jane and his mother one noontime after old Queeder had eaten and returned to the fields. Hes all the time standin out thar at the fence lookin aroun ez if he wuz a-waitin fer somebody er thinkin about somepin. Mebbe hes gittin a little queer, huh? Y think so?

Dode was most interested in anything which concerned his father  or, rather, his physical or mental future  for once he died this place would have to be divided or he be called upon to run it, and in that case he would be a fitting catch for any neighbourhood farming maiden, and as such able to broach and carry through the long-cherished dream of matrimony, now attenuated and made all but impossible by the grinding necessities he was compelled to endure.

Yes, Ive been noticin somepin, returned Mrs. Queeder. He haint the same ez he wuz a little while back. Some new notion hes got into his mind, I reckon, somepin he wants tuh do an kaint, er somepin new in ligion, mebbe. Yuh kaint ever tell whuts botherin him.

Jane lowed as much and the conversation ended. But still Queeder brooded, trying to solve the knotty problem, which depended, of course, on the open or secret sale of the land  secret, if possible, he now finally decided, seeing that his family had always been so unkind to him. They deserved nothing better. It was his  why not?

In due time appeared a prospector, mounted on horseback and dressed for rough travel, who, looking over the fields of this area and noting the value of these particular acres, the surface outcropping of a thick vein, became intensely interested. Queeder was not to be seen at the time, having gone to some remote portion of the farm, but Mrs. Queeder, wholly ignorant of the value of the land and therefore of the half-suppressed light in the strangers eye, greeted him pleasantly enough.

Would you let me have a drink of water? inquired the stranger when she appeared at the door.

Sartinly, she replied with a tone of great respect. Even comparatively well-dressed strangers were so rare here.

Old Queeder in a distant field observing him at the well, now started for the house.

What is that stuff you make your fences out of? asked the stranger agreeably, wondering if they knew.

Well, now, I dunno, said Mrs. Queeder. Its some kind o stone, I reckon  slug lumps, we uns always call hit aroun hyur.

The newcomer suppressed a desire to smile and stooped to pick up a piece of the zinc with which the ground was scattered. It was the same as he had seen some miles back, only purer and present in much greater quantities. Never had he seen more and better zinc near the surface. It was lying everywhere exposed, cultivation, frosts and rains having denuded it, whereas in the next county other men were digging for it. The sight of these dilapidated holdings, the miserable clothing, old Queeder toiling out in the hot fields, and all this land valueless for agriculture because of its wondrous mineral wealth, was almost too much for him.

Do you own all this land about here? he inquired.

Bout seventy acres, returned Mrs. Queeder.

Do you know what it sells at an acre?

No. It aint wuth much, though, I reckon. I aint heerd o none bein sold aroun hyur fer some time now.

The prospector involuntarily twitched at the words not wuth much. What would some of his friends and rivals say if they knew of this particular spot? What if some one should tell these people? If he could buy it now for a song, as he well might! Already other prospectors were in the neighbourhood. Had he not eaten at the same table at Arno with three whom he suspected as such? He must get this, and get it now.

I guess Ill stroll over and talk to your husband a moment, he remarked and ambled off, the while Mrs. Queeder and Jane, the twain in loose blue gingham bags of dresses much blown by the wind, stood in the tumbledown doorway and looked after him.

Funny, aint he? said the daughter. Wonder whut he wants o Paw?

Old Queeder looked up quizzically from his ploughing, to which he had returned, as he saw the stranger approaching, and now surveyed him doubtfully as he offered a cheery Goodmorning.

Do you happen to know if there is any really good farming land around here for sale? inquired the prospector after a few delaying comments about the weather.

Air yuh wantin it fer farmin? replied Queeder cynically and casting a searching look upon the newcomer, who saw at once by Queeders eye that he knew more than his wife. Theyre buyin hit now mostly fer the minl ez is onto it, ez I hyur. At the same time he perked like a bird to see how this thrust had been received.

The prospector smiled archly if wisely. I see, he said. You think its good for mining, do you? What would you hold your land at as mineral land then if you had a chance to sell it?

Queeder thought for a while. Two wood doves cooed mournfully in the distance and a blackbird squeaked rustily before he answered.

I dunno ez I keer tuh sell yit. He had been getting notions of late as to what might be done if he were to retain his land, bid it up against the desires of one and another, only also the thought of how his wife and children might soon learn and insist on dividing the profits with him if he did sell it was haunting him. Those dreams of getting out in the world and seeing something, of getting away from his family and being happy in some weird, free way, were actually torturing him.

Who owns the land just below here, then? asked the stranger, realising that his idea of buying for little or nothing might as well be abandoned. But at this Queeder winced. For after all, the land adjoining had considerable mineral on it also, as he well knew.

Why, let me see, he replied waspishly, with mingled feelings of opposition and indifference. Marradew, he finally added, grudgingly. It was no doubt true that this stranger or some other could buy of other farmers if he refused to sell. Still, land around here anywhere must be worth something, his as much as any other. If Dunk Porter had received $3,000  

If you dont want to sell, I suppose he might, the prospector continued pleasantly. The idea was expressed softly, meditatively, indifferently almost.

There was a silence, in which Queeder calmly leaned on his plough handles thinking. The possibility of losing this long-awaited opportunity was dreadful. But he was not floored yet, for all his hunger and greed. Arnold had said that the metal alone, these rocks, was worth two cents a pound, and he could not get it out of his mind that somehow the land itself, the space of soil aside from the metal, must be worth something. How could it be otherwise? Small crops of sorts grew on it.

I dunno, he replied defiantly, if internally weakly. Yuh might ast. I aint heerd o his wantin to sell. He was determined to risk this last if he had to run after the stranger afterward and beg him to compromise, although he hoped not to have to do that, either. There were other prospectors.

I dont know yet whether I want this, continued the prospector heavily and with an air of profound indifference, but Id like to have an option on it, if youd like to sell. Whatll you take for an option at sixty days on the entire seventy acres?

The worn farmer did not in the least understand what was meant by the word option, but he was determined not to admit it. Whutll yuh give? he asked finally, in great doubt as to what to say.

Well, how about $200 down and $5,000 more at the end of sixty days if we come to terms at the end of that time? He was offering the very lowest figure that he imagined Queeder would take, if any, for he had heard of other sales in this vicinity this very day.

Queeder, not knowing what an option was, knew not what to say. Five thousand was what he had originally supposed he might be offered, but sixty days! What did he mean by that? Why not at once if he wanted the place  cash  as Dunk Porter, according to Arnold, had received? He eyed the stranger feverishly, fidgeted with his plough handles, and finally observed almost aimlessly: I low ez I could git seven thousan any day ef I wanted to wait. The feller hyur blow me a ways got three thousan, an hes got thirty acres lessn I got. Thats been a feller aroun hyur offerin me six thousan.

Well, I might give you $6,000, providing I found the ground all right, he said.

Cash down? asked Queeder amazedly, kicking at a clod.

Within sixty days, answered the prospector.

Oh! said Queeder, gloomily. I thort yuh wanted tuh buy tday.

Oh, no, said the other. I said an option. If we come to terms Ill be back here with the money within sixty days or before, and well close the thing up  six thousand in cash, minus the option money. Of course I dont bind myself absolutely to buy  just get the privilege of buying at any time within sixty days, and if I dont come back within that time the money I turn over to you to-day is yours, see, and youre free to sell the land to some one else.

Huh! grunted Queeder. He had dreamed of getting the money at once and making off all by himself, but here was this talk of sixty days, which might mean something or nothing.

Well, said the prospector, noting Queeders dissatisfaction and deciding that he must do something to make the deal seem more attractive, suppose we say seven thousand, then, and I put down $500 cash into your hands now? Hows that? Seven thousand in sixty days and five hundred in cash right now. What do you say?

He reached in his pocket and extracted a wallet thick with bills, which excited Queeder greatly. Never had so much ready money, which he might quickly count as his if he chose, been so near him. After all, $500 in cash was an amazing amount in itself. With that alone what could he not do? And then the remainder of the seven thousand within sixty days! Only, there were his wife and two children to consider. If he was to carry out his dream of decamping there must be great secrecy, if they learned of this  his possession of even so much as five hundred in cash  what might not happen? Would not Dode or his wife or Jane, or all three, take it away from him  steal it while he was asleep? It might well be so. He was so silent and puzzled that the stranger felt that he was going to reject his offer.

Ill tell you what Ill do, he said, as though he were making a grand concession. Ill make it eight thousand and put up eight hundred. Hows that? If we cant arrange it on that basis well have to drop the matter, for I cant offer to pay any more, and at that he returned the wallet to his pocket.

But Queeder still gazed, made all but dumb by his good fortune and the difficulties it presented. Eight thousand! Eight hundred in cash down! He could scarcely understand.

Tday? he asked.

Yes, to-day  only youll have to come with me to Arno. I want to look into your title. Maybe you have a deed, though  have you?

Queeder nodded.

Well, if its all right Ill pay you the money at once. I have a form of agreement here, and we can get some one to witness it, I suppose. Only well have to get your wife to sign, too.

Queeders face fell. Here was the rub  his wife and two children! Shes gotta sign, hez she? he inquired grimly, sadly even. He was beside himself with despair, disgust. To work and slave so all these years! Then, when a chance came, to have it all come to nothing, or nearly so!

Yes, said the prospector, who saw by his manner and tone that his wifes knowledge of it was not desired. Well have to get her signature, too. Im sorry if it annoys you, but the law compels it. Perhaps you could arrange all that between you in some way. Why not go over and talk to her about it?

Queeder hesitated. How he hated it  this sharing with his wife and son! He didnt mind Jane so much. But now if they heard of it they would quarrel with him and want the larger share. He would have to fight  stand by his rights. And once he had the money  if he ever got it  he would have to watch it, hide it, to keep it away from them.

Whats the matter? asked the prospector, noting his perturbation. Does she object to your selling?

Taint that. Shell sell, well enough, once she hyurs. I didnt low ez Id let er know at fust. Shell be wantin the most uv it  her an Dode  an hit aint thern, hits mine. I wuz on hyur fust. I owned this hyur place fust, fore ever I saw er. She dont do nuthin but fuss an fight, ez tis.

Supposing we go over to the house and talk to her. She may not be unreasonable. Shes only entitled to a third, you know, if you dont want to give her more than that. Thats the law. That would leave you nearly five thousand. In fact, if you want it, Ill see that you get five thousand whatever she gets. He had somehow gathered the impression that five thousand, for himself, meant a great deal to Queeder.

And true enough, at that the old farmer brightened a little. For five thousand f Was not that really more than he had expected to get for the place as a whole but an hour before! And supposing his wife did get three thousand? What of it? Was not his own dream coming true? He agreed at once and decided to accompany the prospector to the house. But on the way the farmer paused and gazed about him. He was as one who scarcely knew what he was doing. All this money  this new order of things  if it went through! He felt strange, different, confused. The mental ills of his many years plus this great fortune with its complications and possibilities were almost too much for him. The stranger noted a queer metallic and vacant light in the old farmers eyes as he now turned slowly about from west to east, staring.

Whats the matter? he asked, a suspicion of insanity coming to him.

The old man seemed suddenly to come to. Taint nuthin, he said. I wuz just thinkin.

The prospector meditated on the validity of a contract made with a lunatic, but the land was too valuable to bother about trifles. Once a contract was made, even with a half-wit, the legal difficulties which could be made over any attempt to break the agreement would be very great.

In the old cabin Jane and her mother wondered at the meaning of the approaching couple, but old Queeder shooed off the former as he would have a chicken. Once inside the single room, which served as parlour, sitting-room, bedroom and all else convenient, Queeder nervously closed the door leading into the kitchen, where Jane had retired.

Go on away, now, he mumbled, as he saw her there hanging about. We want a word with yer Maw, I tell yuh.

Lank Jane retired, but later clapped a misshapen ear to the door until she was driven away by her suspicious father. Then the farmer began to explain to his wife what it was all about.

This hyur stranger  I dont know your name yit

Crawford! Crawford! put in the prospector.

Crawford  Mr. Crawford  is hyur tuh buy the place ef he kin. I thought, seein ez how yuhve got a little intest in it  third  he was careful to add wed better come an talk tuh yuh.

Intest! snapped Mrs. Queeder, sharply and suspiciously, no thought of the presence of the stranger troubling her in her expression of her opinion, I should think I had  workin an slavin on it fer twenty-four year! Well, whut wuz yuh thinkin uv payin fer the place? she asked of the stranger sharply.

A nervous sign from Queeder, whose acquisitiveness was so intense that it was almost audible, indicated that he was not to say.

Well, now what do you think it would be worth?

Dunno ez I kin say exackly, replied the wife slyly and greedily, imagining that Queeder, because of his age and various mental deficiencies, was perhaps leaving these negotiations to her. Thats ben furms aroun hyur ez bigs this sold fer nigh onto two thousan dollars. She was quoting the topmost figure of which she had ever heard.

Well, thats pretty steep, isnt it? asked Crawford solemnly, but refusing to look at Queeder. Ordinarily land around here is not worth much more than twenty dollars an acre, and you have only seventy, as I understand.

Yes, but this hyur land aint so pore ez some, nuther, rejoined Mrs. Queeder, forgetting her original comment on it and making the best argument she could for it. Thars a spring on this hyur one, just blow the house hyur.

Yes, said Crawford, I saw it as I came in. It has some value. So you think two thousand is what its worth, do you? He looked at Queeder wisely, as much as to say, This is a good joke, Queeder.

Mrs. Queeder, fairly satisfied that hers was to be the dominant mind in this argument, now turned to her husband for counsel. What do yuh think, Bursay? she asked.

Queeder, shaken by his duplicity, his fear of discovery, his greed and troublesome dreams, gazed at her nervously. I sartinly think hits wuth that much anyhow.

Crawford now began to explain that he only wanted an option on it at present, an agreement to sell within a given time, and if this were given, a paper signed, he would pay a few dollars to bind the bargain  and at this he looked wisely at Queeder and half closed one eye, by which the latter understood that he was to receive the sum originally agreed upon.

If you say so well close this right now, he said ingratiatingly, taking from his pockets a form of agreement and opening it. Ill just fill this in and you two can sign it. He went to the worn poplar table and spread out his paper, the while Queeder and his wife eyed the proceeding with intense interest. Neither could read or write, but the farmer, not knowing how he was to get his eight hundred, could only trust to the ingenuity of the prospector to solve the problem. Besides, both were hypnotised by the idea of selling this worthless old land so quickly and for so much, coming into possession of actual money, and moved and thought like people in a dream. Mrs. Queeders eyelids had narrowed to thin, greedy lines.

How much did yuh callate yuhd give tuh bind this hyur? she inquired tensely and with a feverish gleam in her eye.

Oh, said the stranger, who was once more looking at Queeder with an explanatory light in his eye, about a hundred dollars, I should say. Wouldnt that be enough?

A hundred dollars! Even that sum in this lean world was a fortune. To Mrs. Queeder, who knew nothing of the value of the mineral on the farm, it was unbelievable, an unexplainable windfall, an augury of better things. And besides, the two thousand to come later! But now came the question of a witness and how the paper was to be signed. The prospector, having filled in (in pencil) a sample acknowledgment of the amount paid  $100  and then having said, Now you sign here, Mr. Queeder, the latter replied, But I kaint write an nuther kin my wife.

Thar wuznt much chance fer schoolin around hyur when I wuz young, simpered his better half.

Well then, well just have to let you make your marks, and get some one to witness them. Can your son or daughter write?

Here was a new situation and one most unpleasant to both, for Dode, once called, would wish to rule, being so headstrong and contrary. He could write his name anyhow, read a little bit also  but did they want him to know yet? Husband and wife looked at each dubiously and with suspicion. What now? The difficulty was solved by the rumble of a wagon on the nearby road.

Maybe that is some one who could witness for you? suggested Crawford.

Queeder looked out. Yes, I blieve he kin write, he commented. Hi, thar, Lester! he called. Come in hyur a minute! We wantcha fer somepin.

The rumbling ceased, and in due time one Lester Botts, a farmer, not so much better in appearance than Queeder, arrived at the door. The prospector explained what was wanted, and the agreement was eventually completed, only Botts, not knowing of the mineral which Queeders acres represented, was anxious to tell the prospector of better land than this, from an agricultural view, which could be had for less money, but he did not know how to go about it. Before she would sign, Mrs. Queeder made it perfectly clear where she stood in the matter.

I git my sheer uv this hyur money now, dont I, she demanded, paid tuh me right hyur?

Crawford, uncertain as to Queeders wishes in this, looked at him; and he, knowing his wifes temper and being moved by greed, exclaimed, Yuh dont git nuthin ceptin I die. Yuh aint entitled tuh no sheer unlessn were separatin, which we haint.

Then I dont sign nuthin, said Mrs. Queeder truculently.

Of course I dont want to interfere, commented the prospector, soothingly, but I should think youd rather give her her share of this  thirty-three dollars, he eyed Queeder persuasively and then possibly a third of the two thousand  thats only six hundred and sixty  rather than stop the sale now, wouldnt you? Youll have to agree to do something like that. Its a good bargain. There ought to be plenty for everybody.

The farmer hearkened to the subtlety of this. After all, six hundred and sixty out of eight thousand was not so much. Rather than risk delay and discovery he pretended to soften, and finally consented. The marks were made and their validity attested by Botts, the one hundred in cash being counted out in two piles, according to Mrs. Queeders wish, and the agreement pocketed. Then the prospector accompanied by Mr. Botts, was off  only Queeder, following and delaying him, was finally handed over in secret the difference between the hundred and the sum originally agreed upon. When he saw all the money the old farmers eyes wiggled as if magnetically operated. Trembling with the agony of greed he waited, and then his hard and knotted fingers closed upon the bills like the claws of a gripping hawk.

Thank yuh, he said aloud. Thank yuh, and he jerked doorward in distress. See me alone fust when yuh come agin. We gotta be mighty keerful er shell find out, an ef she does shell not sign nuthin, an raise ol Harry, too.

Oh, thats all right, replied the prospector archly. He was thinking how easy it would be, in view of all the dishonesty and chicanery already practised, to insist that the two thousand written in in pencil was the actual sale price and efface old Queeder by threatening to expose his duplicity. However, there were sixty days yet in which to consider this. In sixty days, maybe less, Ill show up. And he slipped gracefully away, leaving the old earth-scraper to brood alone.

But all was not ended with the payment of this sum, as any one might have foretold. For Dode and Jane, hearing after a little while from their mother of the profitable sale of the land, were intensely moved. Money  any money, however small in amount  conjured up visions of pleasure and ease, and who was to get it, after all the toil here on the part of all? Where was their share in all this? They had worked, too. They demanded it in repeated ways, but to no avail. Their mother and father were obdurate, insisting that they wait until the sale was completed before any further consideration was given the matter.

While they were thus arguing, however, quarrelling over even so small a sum as $100, as they thought, a new complication was added by Dode learning, as he soon did, that this was all mineral land, that farms were being sold in Adair  the next township  and even here; that it was rumoured that Queeder had already sold his land for $5,000, and that if he had he had been beaten, for the land was worth much more  $200 an acre even, or $14,000. At once he suspected his father and mother of some treachery in connection with the sale  that there had been no option given, but a genuine sale made, and that Queeder or his mother, or both, were concealing a vast sum from himself and Jane. An atmosphere of intense suspicion and evil will was at once introduced.

Theyve sold the furm fer $5,000 stid uv $2,000; thats whut theyve gone an done, insisted Dode one day to Jane in the presence of his father and mother. Evrybody aroun hyur knows now what this hyur lands wuth, an thats whut they got, yuh kin bet.

Yuh lie! shrieked Queeder shrilly, who was at once struck by the fact that if what Dode said was true he had walked into a financial as well as a moral trap from which he could not well extricate himself. I haint sold nuthin, he went on angrily. Lester Botts wuz hyur an seed whut we done. He signed onto it.

Ef the lands wuth moren $2,000, that feller twuz hyur didn agree tuh pay no moren that fer it in hyur, put in Mrs. Queeder explanatorily, although, so little did she trust her husband, she was now beginning to wonder if there might not have been some secret agreement between him and this stranger. Ef he had any different talk with yer Paw, and here she eyed old Queeder suspiciously, beginning to recall the prospectors smooth airs and ways, he didn say nuthin bout it tuh me. I do recleck yer Pawn him talkin over by the fence yander near an hour afore they come in hyur. I wondered then whut it wuz about. She was beginning to worry as to how she was to get more seeing that the price agreed upon was now, apparently, inconsequential.

And as for Dode, he now eyed his father cynically and suspiciously. I callate he got somepin more fer it than hes tellin us about, he insisted. They aint sellin land down to Arno right now fer no $200 an acre an him not knowin it  an land not ez good ez this, nuther. Yere hidin the money whut yuh got fer it, thats what!

Mrs. Queeder, while greatly disturbed as to the possibility of duplicity on her husbands part in connection with all this, still considered it policy to call Heaven to witness that in her case at least no duplicity was involved. If more had been offered or paid she knew nothing of it. For his part Queeder boiled with fear, rage, general opposition to all of them and their share in this.

Yuh consarned varmint! he squealed, addressing Dode and leaping to his feet and running for a stick of stovewood, Ill show yuh whuther we air er not! Yuh low I steal, do yuh?

Dode intercepted him, however, and being the stronger, pushed him off. It was always so easy so to do  much to Queeders rage. He despised his son for his triumphant strength alone, to say nothing of his dour cynicism in regard to himself. The argument was ended by the father being put out of the house and the mother pleading volubly that in so far as she knew it was all as she said, that in signing the secret agreement with her husband she had meant no harm to her children, but only to protect them and herself.

But now, brooding over the possibility of Queeders deception, she began to lay plans for his discomfiture in any way that she might  she and Dode and Jane. Queeder himself raged secretly between fear and hatred of Dode and what might follow because of his present knowledge. How was he to prevent Dode from being present at the final transaction, and if so how would the secret difference be handed him? Besides, if he took the sum mentioned, how did he know that he was not now being overreached? Every day nearly brought new rumours of new sales at better prices than he had been able to fix. In addition, each day Mrs. Queeder cackled like an irritable hen over the possible duplicity of her husband, although that creature in his secretive greed and queerness was not to be encompassed. He fought shy of the house the greater part of each day, jerked like a rat at every sound or passing stranger and denied himself words to speak or explain, or passed the lie if they pressed him too warmly. The seven hundred extra he had received was wrapped in paper and hidden in a crevice back of a post in the barn, a tin can serving as an outer protection for his newly acquired wealth. More than once during the day he returned to that spot, listened and peeked before he ventured to see whether it was still safe.

Indeed, there was something deadly in the household order from now on, little short of madness in fact, for now mother and children schemed for his downfall while all night long old Queeder wakened, jerking in the blackness and listening for any sounds which might be about the barn. On more than one occasion he changed the hiding place, even going so far as to keep the money on his person for a time. Once he found an old rusty butcher knife and, putting that in his shirt bosom, he slept with it and dreamed of trouble.

Into the heart of this walked another prospector one morning rejoicing, like the first one, at his find. Like all good business men he was concerned to see the owner only and demanded that Queeder be called.

Oh, Paw! called Jane from the rickety doorway. Thars some one hyur wants tuh see yuh!

Old Queeder looked warily up from his hot field, where he had been waiting these many days, and beheld the stranger. He dropped his weed fighting and came forward. Dode drifted in from somewhere.

Pretty dry weather were having, isnt it? remarked the stranger pleasantly meeting him halfway in his approach.

Yes, he replied vacantly, for he was very, very much worn these days, mentally and physically. Its tolable dry! Tol-able dry! He wiped his leathery brow with his hand.

You dont know of any one about here, do you, who has any land for sale?

Yere another one uv them minl prowspecters, I projeck, eh? inquired Queeder, now quite openly. There was no need to attempt to conceal that fact any longer.

The newcomer was taken aback, for he had not expected so much awareness in this region so soon. I am, he said frankly.

I thought so, said Queeder.

Have you ever thought of selling the land here? he inquired.

Well, I dunno, began the farmer shrewdly. Tharve been fellers like yuh aroun hyar afore now lookin at the place. What do yuh cal-late it might be wuth tuh yuh? He eyed him sharply the while they strolled still further away from the spot where Dode, Jane and the mother formed an audience in the doorway.

The prospector ambled about the place examining the surface lumps, so very plentiful everywhere.

This looks like fairly good land to me, he said quietly after a time. You havent an idea how much youd want an acre for it, have you?

Well, I hyur theyre gettin ez much ez three hundred down to Arno, replied Queeder, exaggerating fiercely. Now that a second purchaser had appeared he was eager to learn how much more, if any, than the original offer would be made.

Yes  well, thats a little steep, dont you think, considering the distance the metal would have to be hauled to the railroad? Itll cost considerable to get it over there.

Not enough, I low, tuh make it wuth much lessn three hundred, would it? observed Queeder, sagely.

Well, I dont know about that. Would you take two hundred an acre for as much as forty acres of it?

Old Queeder pricked his ears at the sound of bargain. As near as he could figure, two hundred an acre for forty acres would bring him as much as he was now to get for the entire seventy, and he would still have thirty to dispose of. The definiteness of the proposition thrilled him, boded something large for his future  eight thousand for forty, and all he could wring from the first corner had been eight thousand for seventy!

Huh! he said, hanging on the argument with ease and leisure. I got an offer uv a option on the hull uv it fer twelve thousan now.

What! said the stranger, surveying him critically. Have you signed any papers in the matter?

Queeder looked at him for the moment as if he suspected treachery, and then seeing the gathered family surveying them from the distant doorway he made the newcomer a cabalistic sign.

Come over hyur, he said, leading off to a distant fence. At the safe distance they halted. I tell yuh just how tis, he observed very secretively. Thar wuz a feller come along hyur three er four weeks ago an at that time I didnt know ez how this hyur now wuz minl, see? An he ast me, thout sayin nuthin ez tuh whut he knowed, whut Id take for it, acre fer acre. Well, thar wuz anuther feller, a neighbour o mine, had been along hyur an he wuz sayin ez how a piece o land just below, about forty acres, wuz sold fer five thousan dollars. Seein ez how my land wuz the same kind o land, only better, I lowed ez how thar bein seventy acres hyur tuh his forty I oughta git nearly twicet ez much, an I said so. He didnt low ez I ought at fust, but later on he kind o come roun an we agreed ez how I bein the one that fust had the place  I wuz farmin hyur fore ever I married my wife  that ef any sale wuz made I orter git the biggest sheer. So we kind o fixed it up btween us, quiet-like an not lettin anybody else know, that when it come tuh makin out the papers an sich at the end uv the sixty days he was to gimme a shade the best o the money afore we signed any papers. Course I wouldnt do nuthin like that ef the place hadnt blonged tuh me in the fust place, an ef me an my wife an chiln got along ez wells we did at fust, but shes allers a-fightin an squallin. Ef he come back hyur, ez he lowed he would, I wuz t have eight thousan fer myself, an me an my wife wuzta divide the rest btween us ez best we could, her to have her third, ez the law is.

The stranger listened with mingled astonishment, amusement and satisfaction at the thought that the contract, if not exactly illegal, could at least to Queeder be made to appear so. For an appeal to the wife must break it, and besides because of the old mans cupidity he might easily be made to annul the original agreement. For plainly even now this farmer did not know the full value of all that he had so foolishly bartered away. About him were fields literally solid with zinc under the surface. Commercially $60,000 would be a mere bagatelle to give for it, when the East was considered. One million dollars would be a ridiculously low capitalisation for a mine based on this property. A hundred thousand might well be his share for his part in the transaction. Good heavens, the other fellow had bought a fortune for a song! It was only fair to try to get it away from him.

Ill tell you how this is, Mr. Queeder, he said after a time. It looks to me as though this fellow, whoever he is, has given you a little the worst end of this bargain. Your land is worth much more than that, thats plain enough. But you can get out of that easily enough on the ground that you really didnt know what you were selling at the time you made this bargain. Thats the law, I believe. You dont have to stick by an agreement if its made when you dont understand what youre doing. As a matter of fact, I think I could get you out of it if you wanted me to. All you would have to do would be to refuse to sign any other papers when the time comes and return the money thats been paid you. Then when the time came I would be glad to take over your whole farm at three hundred dollars an acre and pay cash down. That would make you a rich man. Id give you three thousand cash in hand the day you signed an agreement to sell. The trouble is you were just taken in. You and your wife really didnt know what you were doing.

Thats right, squeaked Queeder, we wuz. We didnt low ez they wuz any minl on this when we signed that air contrack.

Three hundred dollars an acre, as he dumbly figured it out, meant $21,000  twenty-one instead of a wretched eight thousand! For the moment he stood there quite lost as to what to do, say, think, a wavering, element-worn figure. His bent and shrivelled body, raked and gutted by misfortune, fairly quivered with the knowledge that riches were really his for the asking, yet also that now, owing to his early error and ignorance in regard to all this, he might not be able to arrange for their reception. His seared and tangled brain, half twisted by solitude, balanced unevenly with the weight of this marvellous possibility. It crossed the wires of his mind and made him see strabismically.

The prospector, uncertain as to what his silence indicated, added: I might even do a little better than that, Mr. Queeder  say, twenty-five thousand. You could have a house in the city for that. Your wife could wear silk dresses; you yourself need never do another stroke of work; your son and daughter could go to college if they wanted to. All you have to do is to refuse to sign that deed when he comes back  hand him the money or get his address and let me send it to him.

He swindled me, so he did! Queeder almost shouted now, great beads of sweat standing out upon his brow. He tried tuh rob me! He shant have an acre, by God  not an acre!

Thats right, said the newcomer, and before he left he again insinuated into the farmers mind the tremendous and unfair disproportion between twelve (as he understood Queeder was receiving) and twenty-five thousand. He pictured the difference in terms of city or town opportunities, the ease of his future life.

Unfortunately, the farmer possessed no avenue by which to escape from his recent duplicity. Having deceived his wife and children over so comparatively small a sum as eight thousand, this immensely greater sum offered many more difficulties  bickering, quarrelling, open fighting, perhaps, so fierce were Dode and his wife in their moods, before it could be attained. And was he equal to it? At the same time, although he had never had anything, he was now feeling as though he had lost a great deal, as if some one were endeavouring to take something immense away from him, something which he had always had!

During the days that followed he brooded over this, avoiding his family as much as possible, while they, wondering when the first prospector would return and what conversation or arrangement Queeder had had with the second, watched him closely. At last he was all but unbalanced mentally, and by degrees his mind came to possess but one idea, and that was that his wife, his children, the world, all were trying to rob him, and that his one escape lay in flight with his treasure if only he could once gain possession of it. But how? How? One thing was sure. They should not have it. He would fight first; he would die. And alone in his silent field, with ragged body and mind, he brooded over riches and felt as if he already had them to defend.

In the meanwhile the first prospector had been meditating as to the ease, under the circumstances, with which Queeders land could be taken from him at the very nominal price of two thousand, considering the secrecy which, according to Queeders own wish, must attach to the transfer of all moneys over that sum. Once the deed was signed  the same reading for two thousand  in the presence of the wife and a lawyer who should accompany him, how easy to walk off and pay no more, standing calmly on the letter of the contract!

It was nearing that last day now and the terrible suspense was telling. Queeder was in no mental state to endure anything. His hollow eyes showed the wondering out of which nothing had come. His nervous strolling here and there had lost all semblance of reason. Then on the last of the sixty allotted days there rode forward the now bane of his existence, the original prospector, accompanied by Attorney Giles, of Arno, a veritable scamp and rascal of a lawyer.

At first on seeing them Queeder felt a strong impulse to run away, but on second consideration he feared so to do. The land was his. If he did not stay Dode and Mrs. Queeder might enter on some arrangement without his consent  something which would leave him landless, moneyless  or they might find out something about the extra money he had taken and contracted for, the better price he was now privately to receive. It was essential that he stay, and yet he had no least idea as to how he would solve it all.

Jane, who was in the doorway as they entered the yard, was the one to welcome them, although Dode, watchful and working in a near-by patch, saluted them next. Then Mrs. Queeder examined them cynically and with much opposition. These, then, were the twain who were expecting to misuse her financially!

Wheres your father, Dode? asked Attorney Giles familiarly, for he knew them well.

Over thar in the second tater patch, answered Dode sourly. A moment later he added with rough calculation, Ef yere comin about the land, though, I low ez twont do yuh no good. Maw an Paw have decided not tuh sell. The place is wuth a heap moren whut you allre offerin. Theyre sellin land roun Arno with not near ez much minl onto hit ez this hez for three hundred now, an yuh all only wanta give two thousan fer the hull place, I hyur. Mawn Pawd be fools ef theyd agree tuh that.

Oh, come now, exclaimed Giles placatively and yet irritably  a very wasp who was always attempting to smooth over the ruffled tempers of people on just such trying occasions as this. Mr. Crawford here has an option on this property signed by your mother and father and witnessed by a Mr.  he considered the slip a Mr. Botts  oh, yes, Lester Botts. You cannot legally escape that. All Mr. Crawford has to do is to offer you the money  leave it here, in fact  and the property is his. That is the law. An option is an option, and this one has a witness. I dont see how you can hope to escape it, really.

They wuznt nuthin said about no minl when I signed that air, insisted Mrs. Queeder, an I dont low ez no paper whut I didnt know the meanin uv is goin tuh be good anywhar. Leastways, I wont put my name onto nuthin else.

Well, well! said Mr. Giles fussily, Wed better get Mr. Queeder in here and see what he says to this. Im sure hell not take any such unreasonable and illegal view.

In the meantime old Queeder, called for lustily by Jane, came edging around the house corner like some hunted animal  dark, fearful, suspicious  and at sight of him the prospector and lawyer, who had seated themselves, arose.

Well, here we are, Mr. Queeder, said the prospector, but stopped, astonished at the weird manner in which Queeder passed an aimless hand over his brow and gazed almost dully before him. He had more the appearance of a hungry bird than a human being. He was yellow, emaciated, all but wild.

Look at Paw! whispered Jane to Dode, used as she was to all the old mans idiosyncrasies.

Yes, Mr. Queeder, began the lawyer, undisturbed by the whisper of Jane and anxious to smooth over a very troublesome situation, here we are. We have come to settle this sale with you according to the terms of the option. I suppose youre ready?

Whut? asked old Queeder aimlessly, then, recovering himself slightly, began, I haint goin tuh sign nuthin! Nuthintall! Thats whut I haint! Nuthin! He opened and closed his fingers and twisted and craned his neck as though physically there were something very much awry with him.

Whats that? queried the lawyer incisively, attempting by his tone to overawe him or bring him to his senses, not sign? What do you mean by saying you wont sign? You gave an option here for the sum of $100 cash in hand, signed by you and your wife and witnessed by Lester Botts, and now you say you wont sign! I dont want to be harsh, but theres a definite contract entered into here and money passed, and such things cant be handled in any such light way, Mr. Queeder. This is a contract, a very serious matter before the law, Mr. Queeder, a very serious matter. The law provides a very definite remedy in a case of this kind. Whether you want to sign or not, with this option we have here and what it calls for we can pay over the money before witnesses and enter suit for possession and win it.

Not when a fellers never knowed whut he wuz doin when he signed, insisted Dode, who by now, because of his self-interest and the appearance of his father having been misled, was coming round to a more sympathetic or at least friendly attitude.

Ill not sign nuthin, insisted Queeder grimly. I haint a-goin tuh be swindled out o my prupetty. I never knowed they wuz minl onto hit, like they is  leastways not whut it wuz wuth  an I wont sign, an yuh aint a-goin tuh make me. Yere a-tryin tuh get it away from me fur nuthin, thats whut yere a-tryin tuh do. I wont sign nuthin!

I had no idee they wuz minl onto hit when I signed, whimpered Mrs. Queeder.

Oh, come, come! put in Crawford sternly, deciding to deal with this eccentric character and believing that he could overawe him by referring to the secret agreement between them, dont forget, Mr. Queeder, that I had a special agreement with you concerning all this. He was not quite sure now as to what he would have to pay  the two or the eight. Are you going to keep your bargain with me or not? You want to decide quick now. Which is it?

Git out! shouted Queeder, becoming wildly excited and waving his hands and jumping backward. Yuh swindled me, thats whutcha done! Yut thort yuhd git this place fer nuthin. Well, yuh wont  yuh kaint. I wont sign nuthin. I wont sign nuthin. His eyes were red and wild from too much brooding.

Now it was that Crawford, who had been hoping to get it all for two thousand, decided to stick to his private agreement to pay eight, only instead of waiting to adjust it with Queeder in private he decided now to use it openly in an attempt to suborn the family to his point of view by showing them how much he really was to have and how unjust Queeder had planned to be to himself and them. In all certainty the family understood it as only two. If he would now let them know how matters stood, perhaps that would make a difference in his favour.

You call eight thousand for this place swindling, and after youve taken eight hundred dollars of my money and kept it for sixty days?

Whats that? asked Dode, edging nearer, then turning and glaring at his father and eyeing his mother amazedly. This surpassed in amount and importance anything he had imagined had been secured by them, and of course he assumed that both were lying. Eight thousan! I thort yuh said it wuz two! He looked at his mother for confirmation.

The latter was a picture of genuine surprise. Thats the fust I hearn uv any eight thousan, she replied dumbly, her own veracity in regard to the transaction being in question.

The picture that Queeder made under the circumstances was remarkable. Quite upset by this half-unexpected and yet feared revelation, he was now quite beside himself, with rage, fear, the insolvability of the amazing tangle into which he had worked himself. The idea that after he had made an agreement with this man, which was really unfair to himself, he should turn on him in this way was all but mentally upsetting. Besides, the fact that his wife and son now knew how greedy and selfish he had been weakened him to the point of terror.

Well, thats what I offered him, just the same, went on Crawford aggressively and noting the extreme effect, and thats what he agreed to take, and thats what Im here to pay. I paid him $800 in cash to bind the bargain, and he has the money now somewhere. His saying now that I tried to swindle him is too funny! He asked me not to say anything about it because the land was all his and he wanted to adjust things with you three in his own way.

Git outen hyur! shouted Queeder savagely, going all but mad, before I kill yuh! I haint signed nuthin! We never said nuthin about no $8,000. It wuz $2,000  thats what it wuz! Yere trin tuh swindle me, the hull varmint passel o yuh! I wont sign nuthin! and he stooped and attempted to seize a stool that stood near the wall.

At this all retreated except Dode, who, having mastered his father in more than one preceding contest, now descended on him and with one push of his arm knocked him down, so weak was he, while the lawyer and prospector, seeing him prone, attempted to interfere in his behalf. What Dode was really thinking was that now was his chance. His father had lied to him. He was naturally afraid of him. Why not force him by sheer brute strength to accept this agreement and take the money? Once it was paid here before him, if he could make his father sign, he could take his share without let or hindrance. Of what dreams might not this be the fulfilment? He agreed ont, an now hes gotta do it, he thought; thats all.

No fighting, now, called Giles. We dont want any fighting  just to settle this thing pleasantly, thats all.

After all, Queeders second signature or mark would be required, peaceably if possible, and besides they wished no physical violence. They were men of business, not of war.

Yuh say he agreed tuh take $8,000, did he? queried Dode, the actuality of so huge a sum ready to be paid in cash seeming to him almost unbelievable.

Yes, thats right, replied the prospector.

Then, by heck, hes gotta make good on whut he said! said Dode with a roll of his round head, his arms akimbo, heavily anxious to see the money paid over. Here you, he now turned to his father and began  for his prostrate father, having fallen and injured his head, was still lying semi-propped on his elbows, surveying the group with almost non-comprehending eyes, too confused and lunatic to quite realise what was going on or to offer any real resistance.

Whuts a-gittin into yuh, anyhow, Ol Spindle Shanks? Git up hyur! Dode went over and lifted his father to his feet and pushed him toward a chair at the table. Yuh might ez well sign fer this, now at yuhve begun it. Whars the paper? he asked of the lawyer. Yuh just show him whar he orter sign, an I guess hell do it. But lets see this hyur money that yere a-goin tuh pay over fust, he added, afore he signs. I wanta see ef its orl right.

The prospector extracted the actual cash from a wallet, having previously calculated that a cheque would never be accepted, and the lawyer presented the deed to be signed. At the same time Dode took the money and began to count it.

All he has to do, observed Giles to the others as he did so, is to sign this second paper, he and his wife. If you can read, he said to Dode when the latter had concluded, and seeing how satisfactorily things were going, you can see for yourself what it is. Dode now turned and picked it up and looked at it as though it were as simple and clear as daylight. As you can see, went on the lawyer, we agreed to buy this land of him for eight thousand dollars. We have already paid him eight hundred. That leaves seven thousand two hundred still to pay, which you have there, and he touched the money in Dodes hands. The latter was so moved by the reality of the cash that he could scarcely speak for joy. Think of it  seven thousand two hundred dollars  and all for this wretched bony land!

Well, did yuh ever! exclaimed Mrs. Queeder and Jane in chorus. Whod a thort! Eight thousan!

Old Queeder, still stunned and befogged mentally, was yet recovering himself sufficiently to rise from the chair and look strangely about, now that Dode was attempting to make him sign, but his loving son uncompromisingly pushed him back again.

Never mind, Ol Spindle Shanks, he repeated roughly. Just yuh stay whar yuh air an sign as he asts yuh tuh. Yuh agreed tuh this, an yuh might ez well stick tuh it. Yere gittin so yuh dont know what yuh want no more, he jested, now that he realised that for some strange reason he had his father completely under his sway. The latter was quite helplessly dumb. Yuh agreed tuh this, he says. Did ja? Air yuh clean gone?

Lawsy! put in the excited Mrs. Queeder. Eight thousan! An him awalkin roun hyur all the time sayin hit wuz only two an never sayin nuthin else tuh nobody! Whod a thort hit! An him a-goin tuh git hit all ef he could an say nuthin!

Yes, added Jane, gazing at her father greedily and vindictively, tryin tuh git it all fer hisself! An us a-workin hyur year in an year out on this hyur ol place tuh keep him comfortable! She was no less hard in her glances than her brother. Her father seemed little less than a thief, attempting to rob them of the hard-earned fruit of their toil.

As the lawyer took the paper from Dode and spread it upon the old board table and handed Queeder a pen the latter took it aimlessly, quite as a child might have, and made his mark where indicated, Mr. Giles observing very cautiously, This is of your own free will and deed, is it, Mr. Queeder i The old man made no reply. For the time being anyhow, possibly due to the blow on his head as he fell, he had lost the main current of his idea, which was not to sign. After signing he looked vaguely around, as though uncertain as to what else might be requested of him, while Mrs. Queeder made her mark, answering yes to the same shrewd question. Then Dode, as the senior intelligence of this institution and the one who by right of force now dominated, having witnessed the marks of his father and mother, as did Jane, two signatures being necessary, he took the money and before the straining eyes of his relatives proceeded to recount it. Meanwhile old Queeder, still asleep to the significance of the money, sat quite still, but clawed at it as though it were something which he ought to want, but was not quite sure of it.

You find it all right, I suppose? asked the lawyer, who was turning to go. Dode acknowledged that it was quite correct.

Then the two visitors, possessed of the desired deed, departed. The family, barring the father, who sat there still in a daze, began to discuss how the remarkable sum was to be divided.

Now, I just wanta tell yuh one thing, Dode, urged the mother, all avarice and anxiety for herself, a third o that, whutever tis, blongs tuh me, accordin tuh law!

An I sartinly oughta git a part o that thar, workin the way I have, insisted Jane, standing closely over Dode.

Well, just keep yer hands off till I git through, cantcha? asked Dode, beginning for the third time to count it. The mere feel of it was so entrancing! What doors would it not open? He could get married now, go to the city, do a hundred things he had always wanted to do. The fact that his father was entitled to anything or that, having lost his wits, he was now completely helpless, a pathetic figure and very likely from now on doomed to wander about alone or to do his will, moved him not in the least. By right of strength and malehood he was now practically master here, or so he felt himself to be. As he fingered the money he glowed and talked, thinking wondrous things, then suddenly remembering the concealed eight hundred, or his fathers part of it, he added, Yes, an whars that other eight hundred, Id like tuh know? Hes a-carryin it aroun with him er hidin it hyurabout mebbe! Then eyeing the crumpled victim suspiciously, he began to feel in the old mans clothes, but, not finding anything, desisted, saying they might get it later. The money in his hands was finally divided: a third to Mrs. Queeder, a fourth to Jane, the balance to himself as the faithful heir and helper of his father, the while he speculated, as to the whereabouts of the remaining eight hundred.

Just then Queeder, who up to this time had been completely bereft of his senses, now recovered sufficiently to guess nearly all of what had so recently transpired. With a bound he was on his feet, and, looking wildly about him, exclaiming as he did so in a thin, reedy voice: Theyve stole my prupetty! Theyve stole my prupetty! Ive been robbed, I have! Ive been robbed! Eh! Eh! Eh! This hyur land aint wuth only eight thousan  hits wuth twenty-five thousan, an thats whut I could a had for it, an theyve gone an made me sign it all away! Eh! Eh! Eh! He jigged and moaned, dancing helplessly about until, seeing Dode with his share of the money still held safely in his hand, his maniacal chagrin took a new form, and, seizing it and running to the open door, he began to throw a portion of the precious bills to the winds, crying as he did so, Theyve stole my prupetty! Theyve stole my prupetty! I dont want the consarned money  I dont want it! I want my prupetty! Eh! Eh! Eh!

In this astonishing situation Dode saw but one factor  the money. Knowing nothing of the second prospectors offer, he could not realise what it was that so infuriated the old man and had finally completely upset his mind. As the latter jigged and screamed and threw the money about he fell upon him with the energy of a wildcat and, having toppled him over and wrested the remainder of the cash from him, he held him safely down, the while he called to his sister and mother, Pick up the money, cantcha? Pick up the money an git a rope, cantcha? Git a rope! Cantcha see hes done gone plum daffy? Hes outen his head, I tell yuh. Hes crazy, he is, shore! Git a rope! and eyeing the money now being assembled by his helpful relatives, he pressed the struggling maniacs body to the floor. When the latter was safely tied and the money returned, the affectionate son arose, and, having once more recounted his share in order to see that it was all there, he was content to look about him somewhat more kindly on an all too treacherous world. Then, seeing the old man where he was trussed like a fowl for market, he added, somewhat sympathetically, it may be:

Well, whod a thort! Pore ol Pap! I do blieve hes outen his mind for shore this time! Hes clean gone  plum daffy.

Yes, thats whut he is, I do blieve, added Mrs. Queeder with a modicum of wifely interest, yet more concerned at that with her part of the money than anything else.

Then Dode, his mother and sister began most unconcernedly to speculate as to what if anything was next to be done with the old farmer, the while the latter rolled a vacant eye over a scene he was no longer able to interpret.


MARRIAGE  FOR ONE

WHENEVER I think of love and marriage I think of Wray. That clerkly figure. That clerkly mind. He was among the first people I met when I came to New York and, like so many of the millions seeking to make their way, he was busy about his affairs. Fortunately, as I saw it, with the limitations of the average man he had the ambitions of the average man. At that time he was connected with one of those large commercial agencies which inquire into the standing of business men, small and large, and report their findings, for a price, to other business men. He was very much interested in his work and seemed satisfied that should he persist in it he was certain to achieve what was perhaps a fair enough ambition: a managership in some branch of this great concern, which same would pay him so much as five or six thousand a year. The thing about him that interested me, apart from a genial and pleasing disposition, was the fact that with all his wealth of opportunity before him for studying the human mind, its resources and resourcefulness, its inhibitions and liberations, its humour, tragedy, and general shiftiness and changefulness, still he was largely concerned with the bare facts of the differing enterprises whose character he was supposed to investigate. Were they solvent? Could and did they pay their bills? What was their capital stock? How much cash did they have on hand?... Such was the nature of the data he needed, and to this he largely confined himself.

Nevertheless, by turns he was amused or astonished or made angry or self-righteous by the tricks, the secretiveness, the errors and the downright meanness of spirit of so many he had to deal with. As for himself, he had the feeling that he was honest, straightforward, not as limited or worthless as some of these others, and it was on this score that he was convinced he would succeed, as he did eventually, within his limitations, of course. What interested me and now makes me look upon him always as an excellent illustration of the futility of the dream of exact or even suitable rewards was his clerkly and highly respectable faith in the same. If a man did as he should do, if he were industrious and honest and saving and courteous and a few more of those many things we all know we ought to be, then in that orderly nature of things which he assumed to hold one must get along better than some others. What  an honest, industrious, careful man not do better than one who was none of these things  a person who flagrantly disregarded them, say? What nonsense. It must be so. Of course there were accidents and sickness, and men stole from one another, as he saw illustrated in his daily round. And banks failed, and there were trusts and combinations being formed that did not seem to be entirely in tune with the interests of the average man. But even so, all things considered, the average man, if he did as above, was likely to fare much better than the one who did not. In short, there was such a thing as approximate justice. Good did prevail, in the main, and the wicked were punished, as they should be.

And in the matter of love and marriage he held definite views also. Not that he was unduly narrow or was inclined to censure those whose lives had not worked out as well as he hoped his own would, but he thought there was a fine line of tact somewhere in this matter of marriage which led to success there quite as the qualities outlined above led, or should lead, to success in matters more material or practical. One had to understand something about women. One had to be sure that when one went a-courting one selected a woman of sense as well as of charm, one who came of good stock and hence would be possessed of good taste and good principles. She need not be rich; she might even be poor. And one had to be reasonably sure that one loved her. So many that went a-courting imagined they loved and were loved when it was nothing more than a silly passing passion. Wray knew. And so many women were designing, or at least light and flighty; they could not help a serious man to succeed if they would. However, in many out-of-the-way corners of the world were the really sensible and worthy girls, whom it was an honour to marry, and it was one of these that he was going to choose. Yet even there it was necessary to exercise care: one might marry a girl who was too narrow and conventional, one who would not understand the world and hence be full of prejudices. He was for the intelligent and practical and liberal girl, if he could find her, one who was his mental equal.

It was when he had become secretary to a certain somebody that he encountered in his office a girl who seemed to him to embody nearly all of the virtues or qualities which he thought necessary. She was the daughter of very modestly circumstanced parents who dwelt in the nearby suburb of O  , and a very capable and faithful stenographer, of course. If you had seen the small and respectable suburb from which she emanated you would understand. She was really pretty and appeared to be practical and sensible in many ways, but still very much in leash to the instructions and orders and tenets of her home and her church and her family circle, three worlds as fixed and definite and worthy and respectable in her thought as even the most enthusiastic of those who seek to maintain the order and virtue of the world would have wished. According to him, as he soon informed me  since we exchanged nearly all our affairs whenever me met, she was opposed to the theatre, dancing, any form of night dining or visiting in the city on weekdays, as well as anything that in her religious and home world might be construed as desecration of the Sabbath. I recall him describing her as narrow as yet, but he hoped to make her more liberal in the course of time. He also told me with some amusement and the air of a man of the world that it was impossible for him to win her to so simple an outing as rowing on the Sabbath on the little river near her home because it was wrong; on the contrary, he had to go to church with her and her parents. Although he belonged to no church and was mildly interested in socialism, he kept these facts from her knowledge. The theatre could not even be mentioned as a form of amusement and she could not and would not dance; she looked upon his inclination for the same as not only worldly but loose and sinful. However, as he told me, he was very fond of her and was doing his best to influence and enlighten her. She was too fine and intelligent a girl to stick to such notions. She would come out of them.

By very slow degrees (he was about his business of courting her all of two or three years) he succeeded in bringing her to the place where she did not object to staying downtown to dinner with him on a weekday, even went with him to a sacred or musical concert of a Sunday night, but all unbeknown to her parents or neighbours, of course. But what he considered his greatest triumph was when he succeeded in interesting her in books, especially bits of history and philosophy that he thought very liberal and which no doubt generated some thin wisps of doubt in her own mind. Also, because he was intensely fond of the theatre and had always looked upon it as the chiefest of the sources of his harmless entertainment, he eventually induced her to attend one performance, and then another and another. In short, he emancipated her in so far as he could, and seemed to be delighted with the result.

With their marriage came a new form of life for both of them, but more especially for her. They took a small apartment in New York, a city upon which originally she had looked with no little suspicion, and they began to pick up various friends. It was not long before she had joined a literary club which was being formed in their vicinity, and here she met a certain type of restless, pushing, seeking woman for whom Wray did not care  a Mrs. Drake, and a Mrs. Munshaw, among others, who, from the first, as he afterwards told me, he knew could be of no possible value to any one. But Bessie liked them and was about with them here, there, and everywhere.

It was about this time that I had my first suspicion of anything untoward in their hitherto happy relations. I did not see him often now, but when I did visit them at their small apartment, could not help seeing that Mrs. Wray was proving almost too apt a pupil in the realm in which he had interested her. It was plain that she had been emancipated from quite all of her old notions as to the sinfulness of the stage, and in regard to reading and living in general. Plainly, Wray had proved the Prince Charming, who had entered the secret garden and waked the sleeping princess to a world of things she had never dreamed of. She had reached the place where she was criticising certain popular authors, spoke of a curiously enlightened history of France she was reading, of certain bits of philosophy and poetry which her new club were discussing. From the nature of the conversation being carried on by the three of us, I could see that Wray was beginning to feel that the unsophisticated young girl he had married a little while before might yet outstrip him in the very realm in which he had hoped to be her permanent guide. More than once, as I noticed, she chose to question or contradict him as to a matter of fact, and I think he was astonished if not irritated by the fact that she knew more than he about the import of a certain plot or the relativity of certain dates in history. And with the force and determination that had caused her to stand by her former convictions, she now aired and defended her new knowledge. Not that her manner was superior or irritating exactly; she had a friendly way of including and consulting him in regard to many things which indicated that as yet she had no thought of manifesting a superiority which she did not feel. Thats not right, dearest. His name is Bentley. He is the author of a play that was here last year  The Seven Rings of Manfred  dont you remember? And Wray, much against his will, was compelled to confess that she was right.

Whenever he met me alone after this, however, he would confide the growing nature of his doubts and perplexities. Bessie was no more the girl she had been when he first met her than he was like the boy he had been at ten years of age. A great, a very great change was coming over her. She was becoming more aggressive and argumentative and self-centred all the time, more this, more that. She was reading a great deal, much too much for the kind of life she was called upon to lead. Of late they had been having long and unnecessary arguments that were of no consequence however they were settled, and yet if they were not settled to suit her she was angry or irritable. She was neglecting her home and running about all the time with her new-found friends. She did not like the same plays he did. He wanted a play that was light and amusing, whereas she wanted one with some serious moral or intellectual twist to it. She read only serious books now and was attending a course of lectures, whereas he, as he now confessed, was more or less bored by serious books. What was the good of them? They only stirred up thoughts and emotions which were better left unstirred. And she liked music, or was pretending she did, grand opera, recitals and that sort of thing, whereas he was not much interested in music. Grand opera bored him, and he was free to admit it, but if he would not accompany her she would go with one or both of those two wretched women he was beginning to detest. Their husbands had a little money and gave them a free rein in the matter of their social and artistic aspirations. They had no household duties to speak of and could come and go as they chose, and Wray now insisted that it was they who were aiding and abetting Bessie in these various interests and enthusiasms and stirring her up to go and do and be. What was he to do? No good could come if things went on as they were going. They were having frequent quarrels, and more than once lately she had threatened to leave him and do for herself here in New York, as he well knew she could. He was doing very well now and they could be happy together if only these others could be done away with.

It was only a month or two after this that Wray came to see me, in a very distrait state of mind. After attempting to discuss several other things quite casually he confessed that his young wife had left him. She had taken a room somewhere and had resumed work as a stenographer, and although he met her occasionally in the subway she would have nothing to do with him. She wanted to end it all. And would I believe it? She was accusing him of being narrow and ignorant and stubborn and a number of other things! Only think of it! And three or four years ago she had thought he was all wrong when he wanted to go rowing on Sunday or stay downtown to dinner of an evening. Could such things be possible? And yet he loved her, in spite of all the things that had come up between them. He couldnt help it. He couldnt help thinking how sweet and innocent and strange she was when he first met her, how she loved her parents and respected their wishes. And now see. I wish to God, he suddenly exclaimed in the midst of the oldtime picture he was painting of her, that I hadnt been so anxious to change her. She was all right as she was, if I had only known it. She didnt know anything about these new-fangled things then, and I wasnt satisfied till I got her interested in them. And now see. She leaves me and says Im narrow and stubborn, that Im trying to hold her back intellectually. And all because I dont want to do all the things she wants to do and am not interested in the things that interest her, now.

I shook my head. Of what value was advice in such a situation as this, especially from one who was satisfied that the mysteries of temperament of either were not to be unravelled or adjusted save by nature  the accidents of chance and affinity, or the deadly opposition which keep apart those unsuited to each other? Nevertheless, being appealed to for advice, I ventured a silly suggestion, borrowed from another. He had said that if he could but win her back he would be willing to modify the pointless opposition and contention that had driven her away. She might go her intellectual way as she chose if she would only come back. Seeing him so tractable and so very wishful, I now suggested a thing that had been done by another in a somewhat related situation. He was to win her back by offering her such terms as she would accept, and then, in order to bind her to him, he was to induce her to have a child. That would capture her sympathy, very likely, as well as insinuate an image of himself into her affectionate consideration. Those who had children rarely separated  or so I said.

The thought appealed to him intensely. It satisfied his practical and clerkly nature. He left me hopefully and I saw nothing of him for several months, at the end of which time he came to report that all was once more well with him. She had come back, and in order to seal the new pact he had taken a larger apartment in a more engaging part of the city. Bessie was going on with her club work, and he was not opposing her in anything. And then within the year came a child and there followed all those simple, homey, and seemingly binding and restraining things which go with the rearing and protection of a young life.

But even during that period, as I was now to learn, all was not as smooth as I had hoped. Talking to me in Wrays absence once Bessie remarked that, delightful as it was to have a child of her own, she could see herself as little other than a milch cow with an attendant calf, bound to its service until it should be able to look after itself. Another time she remarked that mothers were bond-servants, that even though she adored her little girl she could not help seeing what a chain and a weight a child was to one who had ambitions beyond those of motherhood. But Wray, clerkly soul that he was, was all but lost in rapture. There was a small park nearby, and here he could be found trundling his infant in a handsome baby-carriage whenever his duties would permit. He would sit or walk where were others who had children of about the age of his own so that he might compare them. He liked to speculate on the charm and innocence of babyhood and was amused by a hundred things which he had never noticed in the children of others. Already he was beginning to formulate plans for little Janets future. It was hard for children to be cooped up in an apartment house in the city. In a year or two, if he could win Bessie to the idea, they would move to some suburban town where Janet could have the country air.

They were prospering now and could engage a nursemaid, so Mrs. Wray resumed her intellectual pursuits and her freedom. Throughout it all one could see that, respect Wray as she might as a dutiful and affectionate and methodical man, she could not love or admire him, and that mainly because of the gap that lay between them intellectually. Dissemble as he might, there was always the hiatus that lies between those who think or dream a little and those who aspire and dream much. Superiority of intellect was not altogether the point; she was not so much superior as different, as I saw it. Rather, they were two differing rates of motion, flowing side by side for the time being only, his the slower, hers the quicker. And it mattered not that his conformed more to the conventional thought and emotions of the majority. Hers was the more satisfactory to herself and constituted an urge which he feared rather than despised; and his was more satisfactory to himself, compromise as he would. Observing them together one could see how proud he was of her and of his relationship to her, how he felt that he had captured a prize, regardless of the conditions by which it was retained; and on the other hand one could easily see how little she held him in her thought and mood. She was forever talking to others about those things which she knew did not interest him or to which he was opposed.

For surcease she plunged into those old activities that had so troubled him at first, and now he complained that little Janet was being neglected. She did not love her as she should or she could not do as she was doing. And what was more and worse, she had now taken to reading Freud and Kraft-Ebbing and allied thinkers and authorities, men and works that he considered dreadful and shameful, even though he scarcely grasped their true significance.

One day he came to me and said: Do you know of a writer by the name of Pierre Loti?

Yes, I replied, I know his works. What about him?

What do you think of him?

As a writer? Why, I respect him very much. Why?

Oh, I know, from an intellectual point of view, as a fine writer, maybe. But what do you think of his views of life  of his books as books to be read by the mother of à little girl?

Wray, I replied, I cant enter upon a discussion of any mans works upon purely moral grounds. He might be good for some mothers and evil for others. Those who are to be injured by a picture of life must be injured, or kept from its contaminating influence, and those who are to be benefited will be benefited. I cant discuss either books or life in any other way. I see worthwhile books as truthful representations of life in some form, nothing more. And it would be unfair to any one who stood in intellectual need to be restrained from that which might prove of advantage to him. I speak only for myself, however.

It was not long after that I learned there had been a new quarrel and that Bessie had left him once more, this time, as it proved, for good. And with her, which was perhaps illegal or unfair, she had taken the child. I did not know what had brought about this latest rupture, but assumed that it was due to steadily diverging views. They could not agree on that better understanding of life which at one time, he was so anxious for her to have  his understanding. Now that she had gone beyond that, and her method of going was unsatisfactory to him, they could not agree, of course.

Not hearing from him for a time I called and found him living in the same large apartment they had taken. Its equipment was better suited to four than to one, yet after seven or eight months of absence on her part here he was, living alone, where every single thing must remind him of her and Janet. As for himself, apart from a solemnity and reserve which sprang from a wounded and disgruntled spirit, he pretended an indifference and a satisfaction with his present state which did not square with his past love for her. She had gone, yes; but she had made a mistake and would find it out. Life wasnt as she thought it was. She had gone with another man  he was sure of that, although he did not know who the man was. It was all due to one of those two women she had taken up with, that Mrs. Drake. They were always interested in things which did not and could not interest him. After a time he added that he had been to see her parents. I could not guess why, unless it was because he was lonely and still very much in love and thought they might help him to understand the very troublesome problem that was before him.

It was a year and a half before I saw him again, during which time, as I knew, he continued to live in the apartment they had occupied together. He had become manager of a department of the agency by this time and was going methodically to and fro between his home and office. After living alone and brooding for more than a year, he came to see me one rainy November night. He looked well enough materially, quite the careful person who takes care of his clothes, but thinner, more tense and restless. He seated himself before my fire and declared that he was doing very well and was thinking of taking a long vacation to visit some friends in the West. (He had once told me that he had heard that Bessie had gone to California.) Yes, he was still living in the old place. I might think it strange, but he had not thought it worth while to move. He would only have to find another place to live in; the furniture was hard to pack; he didnt like hotels.

Then of a sudden, noting that I studied him and wondered, he grew restless and finally stood up, then walked about looking at some paintings and examining a shelf of books. His manner was that of one who is perplexed and undetermined, of one who has stood out against a silence and loneliness of which he was intensely weary. Then of a sudden he wheeled and faced me: I cant stand it. Thats whats the matter. I just cant stand it any longer. Ive tried and tried. I thought the child would make things work out all right, but she didnt. She didnt want a child and never forgave me for persuading her to have Janet. And then that literary craze  that was really my own fault, though. I was the one that encouraged her to read and go to theatres. I used to tell her she wasnt up-to-date, that she ought to wake up and find out what was going on in the world, that she ought to get in with intelligent people. But it wasnt that either. If she had been the right sort of woman she couldnt have done as she did. He paused and clenched his hands nervously and dramatically. It was as though he were denouncing her to her face instead of to me.

Now, Wray, I interposed, how useless to say that. Which of us is as he should be? Why will you talk so?

But let me tell you what she did, he went on fiercely. You havent an idea of what Ive been through, not an idea. She tried to poison me once so as to get rid of me. And here followed a brief and sad recital of the twists and turns and desperation of one who was intensely desirous of being free of one who was as desirous of holding her. And then he added: And she was in love with another man, only I could never find out who he was. And his voice fell to a low, soft level, as though he was even then trying to solve the mystery of who it was. And I know she had an operation performed, though I could never prove it. And he gave me details of certain mysterious goings to and fro, of secret pursuits on his part, actions and evidences and moods and quarrels that pointed all too plainly to a breach that could never be healed. And whats more, he exclaimed at last, she tortured me. Youll never know. You couldnt. But I loved her.... And I love her now. Once more the tensely gripped fingers, the white face, the flash of haunted eyes.

One afternoon I stood outside of a window of an apartment house when I knew she was inside, and I knew the name of the man who was supposed to occupy it, only he had re-sub-let it, as I found out afterwards. And she had Janet with her  think of that!  our own little girl! I saw her come to the window once to look out  I actually saw her in another mans rooms. I ran up and hammered at the door  I tried to break it open. I called to her to come out but she wouldnt, and I went to get a policeman to make him open the door. But when I got back a servant was coming up as though she had been out, and she unlocked the door and went in. It was all a ruse, and I know it. They werent inside. She had slipped out with Janet. And she had told me they were going to Westchester for the day.

And another time I followed her to a restaurant when she said she was going to visit a friend. I suspected there was a man  the man I thought she was going with, but it was some one I had never seen before. When they came out and were getting into a cab I came up and told them both what I thought of them. I threatened to kill them both. And she told him to go and then came home with me, but I couldnt do anything with her. She wouldnt talk to me. All she would say was that if I didnt like the way she was doing I could let her go. She wanted me to give her a divorce. And I couldnt let her go, even if I had wanted to. I loved her too much. And I love her too much now. I do. I cant help it. He paused. The pain and regret were moving.

Another time, he went on, I followed her to a hotel  yes, to a hotel. But when I got inside she was waiting for me; she had seen me. I even saw a man coming toward her  but not the one I believed was the one  only when he saw me he turned away and I couldnt be sure that he was there to meet her. And when I tried to talk to her about him she turned away from me and we went back home in silence. I couldnt do anything with her. She would sit and read and ignore me for days  days, I tell you  without ever a word.

Yes, I said, but the folly of all that. The uselessness, the hopelessness. How could you?

I know, I know, he exclaimed, but I couldnt help it. I cant now. I love her. I cant help that, can I? Im miserable without her. I see the folly of it all, but Im crazy about her. The more she disliked me the more I loved her. And I love her now, this minute. I cant help it. There were days when she tortured me so that I vomited, from sheer nervousness. I was sick and run down. I have been cold with sweat in her presence and when she was away and I didnt know where she was. I have walked the streets for hours, for whole days at a time, because I couldnt eat or sleep and didnt know what to do. By God! Once more the pause and a clenching of the hands. And all I could do was think and think and think. And that is all I do now really  think and think and think. Ive never been myself since she went away. I cant shake it off. I live up there, yes. But why? Because I think she might come back some day, and because we lived there together. I wait and wait. I know its foolish, but still I wait. Why? God only knows. And yet I wait. Oh, he sighed, and its three years now. Three years!

He paused and gazed at me and I at him, shaken by a fact that was without solution by any one. Here he was  the one who had understood so much about women. But where was she, the one he had sought to enlighten, to make more up-to-date and liberal? I wondered where she was, whether she ever thought of him even, whether she was happy in her new freedom. And then, without more ado, he slipped on his raincoat, took up his umbrella, and stalked out into the rain, to walk and think, I presume. And I, closing the door on him, studied the walls, wondering. The despair, the passion, the rage, the hopelessness, the love. Truly, I thought, this is love, for one at least. And this is marriage, for one at least. He is spiritually wedded to that woman, who despises him, and she may be spiritually wedded to another man who may despise her. But love and marriage, for one, at least, I have seen here in this room to-night, and with mine own eyes.


FULFILMENT

HEARING the maid tap lightly on her door for the third or fourth time, Ulrica uttered a semiconscious Come. It was her usual rising hour, but to-day she was more depressed than usual, although the condition was common enough at all times. The heavy drag of a troubled mental state was upon her. Was it never to end? Was she never to be happy again? After several weeks of a decidedly acceptable loneliness, during which Harry had been in the west looking after his interminable interests, he was about to return. The weariness of that, to begin with! And while she could not say that she really hated or even disliked him deeply (he was too kind and considerate for that), still his existence, his able and different personality, constantly forced or persuaded upon her, had come to be a bore. The trouble was that she did not truly love him and never could. He might be, as he was, rich, resourceful and generous to a fault in her case, a man whom the world of commerce respected, but how did that avail her? He was not her kind of man. Vivian before him had proved that. And other men had been and would be as glad to do as much if not more.

Vivian had given all of himself in a different way. Only Harrys seeking, begging eyes pleading with her (after Vivians death and when she was so depressed) had preyed upon and finally moved her to sympathy. Life had not mattered then, (only her mother and sister), and she had become too weary to pursue any career, even for them. So Harry with his wealth and anxiety to do for her  

(The maid entered softly, drew back the curtains and raised the blinds, letting in a flood of sunshine, then proceeded to arrange the bath.)

It had been, of course, because of the magic of her beauty  how well she knew the magic of that!  plus an understanding and sympathy she had for the miseries Harry had endured in his youth, that had caused him to pursue her with all the pathetic vehemence of a man of fifty. He was not at all like Vivian, who had been shy and retiring. Life had seemed to frighten poor Vivian and drive him in upon himself in an uncomplaining and dignified way. In Harrys case it had acted contrariwise. Some men were so, especially the old and rich, those from whom life was slipping away and for whom youth, their lost youth, seemed to remain a coloured and enthralling spectacle however wholly gone. The gifts he had lavished upon her, the cars, the jewels, this apartment, stocks and bonds, even that house in Seadale for her sister and mother! And all because of a beauty that meant so little to her now that Vivian was gone, and in the face of an indifference so marked that it might well have wearied any man.

How could she go on? (She paused in her thoughts to survey and follow her maid, who was calling for the second time.) Though he hung upon her least word or wish and was content to see her at her pleasure, to run her errands and be ever deferential and worshipful, still she could not like him, could barely tolerate him. Before her always now was Vivian, with his brooding eyes and elusive, sensitive smile; Vivian, who had never a penny to bless himself with. She could see him now striding to and fro in his bare studio, a brush in one hand, or sitting in his crippled chair meditating before a picture or talking to her of ways and means which might be employed to better their state. The pathos!

I cannot endure that perfume, Olga!

In part she could understand her acceptance of Harry after Vivian (only it did not seem understandable always, even to her), for in her extreme youth her parents had been so very poor. Perhaps because of her longings and childish fears in those days she had been marked in some strange way that had eventually led her to the conviction that wealth was so essential. For her parents were certainly harassed from her sixth to her thirteenth years, when they recovered themselves in part. Some bank or concern had failed and they had been thrown on inadequate resources and made to shift along in strange ways. She could remember an old brick house with a funereal air and a weedy garden into which they had moved and where for a long time they were almost without food. Her mother had cried more than once as she sat by the open window looking desolately out, while Ulrica, not quite comprehending what it was all about, had stared at her from an adjacent corner.

Will madame have the iris or the Japanese lilac in the water?

She recalled going downtown once on an errand and slipping along shyly because her clothes were not good. And when she saw some schoolgirls approaching, hid behind a tree so they should not see her. Another time, passing the Pilkington at dinner-time, the windows being open and the diners visible, she had wondered what great persons they must be to be able to bask in so great a world. It was then perhaps that she had developed the obsession for wealth which had led to this. If only she could have seen herself as she now was she would not have longed so. (She paused, looking gloomily back into the past.) And then had come the recovery of her father in some way or other. He had managed to get an interest in a small stove factory and they were no longer so poor  but that was after her youth had been spoiled, her mind marked in this way.

And to crown it all, at seventeen had come Byram the inefficient. And because he was cute and had a suggestion of a lisp; was of good family and really insane over her, as nearly every youth was once she had turned fourteen, she had married him, against her parents wishes, running away with him and lying about her age, as did he about his. And then had come trying times. Byram was no money-maker, as she might have known. He was inexperienced, and being in disfavour with his parents for ignoring them in his hasty choice of a wife, he was left to his own devices. For two whole years what had she not endured  petty wants which she had concealed from her mother, furniture bought on time and dunned for, collectors with whom she had to plead not to take the stove or the lamp or the parlour table, and grocery stores and laundries and meat-markets which had to be avoided because of unpaid bills. There had even been an ejectment for non-payment of rent, and job after job lost for one reason and another, until the whole experiment had been discoloured and made impossible even after comfort had been restored.

I cannot endure the cries of the children, Olga. You will have to close that window.

No; Byram was no money-maker, not even after his parents in far-distant St. Paul had begun to help him to do better. And anyhow by then, because she had had time to sense how weak he was, what a child, she was weary of him, although he was not entirely to blame. It was life. And besides, during all that time there had been the most urgent pursuit of her by other men, men of the world and of means, who had tried to influence her with the thought of how easily her life could be made more agreeable. Why remain faithful to so young and poor a man when so much could be done for her. But she had refused. Despite Byrams lacks she had small interest in them, although their money and skill had succeeded in debasing Byram in her young and untrained imagination, making him seem even weaker and more ridiculous than he was. But that was all so long ago now and Vivian had proved so much more important in her life. While even now she was sorry for Harry and for Byram she could only think of Vivian, who was irretrievably gone. Byram was successful now and out of her life, but maybe if life had not been so unkind and they so foolish   

You may have Henry serve breakfast and call the car!

And then after Byram had come Newton, big, successful, important, a quondam employer of Byram, who had met her on the street one day when she was looking for work, just when she had begun to sense how inefficient Byram really was, and he had proved kind without becoming obnoxious or demanding. While declaring, and actually proving, that he wished nothing more of her than her good-will, he had aided her with work, an opportunity to make her own way. All men were not selfish. He had been the vice-president of the Dickerson Company and had made a place for her in his office, saying that what she did not know he would teach her since he needed a little sunshine there. And all the while her interest in Byram was waning, so much so that she had persuaded him to seek work elsewhere so that she might be rid of him, and then she had gone home to live with her mother. And Newton would have married her if she had cared, but so grieved was she by the outcome of her first love and marriage that she would not.

The sedan, yes. And I will take my furs.

And then, living with her mother and making her own way, she had been sought by others. But there had been taking root and growing in her an ideal, which somehow in the course of time had completely mastered her and would not even let her think of anything else, save in moments of loneliness and the natural human yearning for life. This somehow concerned some one man, not any one she knew, not any one she was sure she would ever meet, but one so wonderful and ideal that for her there could be no other like him. He was not to be as young or unsophisticated as Byram, nor as old and practical as Newton, though possibly as able (though somehow this did not matter), but wise and delicate, a spirit-mate, some such wondrous thing as a great musician or artist might be, yet to whom in spite of his greatness she was to be all in all. She could not have told herself then how she was to have appealed to him, unless somehow surely, because of her great desire for him, her beauty and his understanding of her need. He was to have a fineness of mind and body, a breadth, a grasp, a tenderness of soul such as she had not seen except in pictures and dreams. And such as would need her.

To Thorne and Companys first, Fred.

Somewhere she had seen pictures of Lord Byron, of Shelly, Liszt and Keats, and her soul had yearned over each, the beauty of their faces, the record of their dreams and seekings, their something above the common seeking and clayiness (she understood that now). They were of a world so far above hers. But before Vivian appeared, how long a journey! Life had never been in any hurry for her. She had gone on working and seeking and dreaming, the while other men had come and gone. There had been, for instance, Joyce with whom, had she been able to tolerate him, she might have found a life of comfort in so far as material things went. He was, however, too thin or limited spiritually to interest a stirring mind such as hers, a material man, and yet he had along with his financial capacity more humanity than most, a kind of spiritual tenderness and generosity at times towards some temperaments. But no art, no true romance. He was a plunger in real estate, a developer of tracts. And he lacked that stability and worth of temperament which even then she was beginning to sense as needful to her, whether art was present or not. He was handsomer than Byram, a gallant of sorts, active and ebullient, and always he seemed to sense, as might a homing pigeon, the direction in which lay his own best financial opportunities and to be able to wing in that direction. But beyond that, what? He was not brilliant mentally, merely a clever mixer and maker of money, and she was a little weary of men who could think only in terms of money. How thin some clever men really were!



I rather like that. Ill try it on.



And so it had been with him as it had been with Byram and Newton, although he sought her eagerly enough! and so it was afterwards with Edward and Young. They were all worthy men in their way. No doubt some women would be or already had been drawn to them and now thought them wonderful. Even if she could have married any one of them it would only have been to have endured a variation of what she had endured with Byram; with them it would have been of the mind instead of the purse, which would have been worse. For poor Byram, inefficient and inexperienced as he was, had had some little imagination and longings above the commonplace. But these, as contrasted with her new ideal  



Tes, the lines of this side are not bad.



Yes, in those days there had come to her this nameless unrest, this seeking for something better than anything she had yet known and which later, without rhyme or reason, had caused her to be so violently drawn to Vivian. Why had Vivian always grieved so over her earlier affairs? They were nothing, and she regretted them once she knew him.



Tes, you may send me this one, and the little one with the jade fins.



And then after Young had come Karel, the son of rich parents and well-placed socially in Braleigh. He was young, well-informed, a snob of sorts, although a gentle one. The only world he knew was that in which his parents had been reared. Their ways had been and always would be his, conservatism run mad. At thirty the only place to go in summer was Macomber Beach, and in winter the only place to be was in Braleigh. There he could meet his equals twenty times a day. They went to the same homes, the same hotels, the same parties the year round. It was all the life he wanted, and it was all the life she would have been expected to want. But by then she was being hopelessly held by this greater vision and something within had said: No, no, no!



You were making over my ermine cafe. Is it finished?



And Loring! He, for a change, was a physician there in Braleigh and lived with his sister in Lankester Way, near her home, only hers was in a cheaper street. He was young and good-looking, but seemed to think only of his practice, how it was to make him and achieve her perhaps, although it had all seemed so commonplace and practical to her. He was so keen as to his standing with the best people, always so careful of his ways and appearance, as though his life depended upon it. He might have married more to his social and financial advantage but he had wanted her. And she had never been able to endure him  never seriously tolerate his pursuit.



Yes, if you would alter these sleeves I might like it.



Whenever he saw her he would come hustling up. My, but its nice to see you again, Ulrica. You are always the same, always charming, always beautiful  now dont frown. Have you changed your mind yet, Ulrica? You dont want to forget that Im going to be one of the successful men here some day. Please do smile a little for me. Ill be just as successful as Joyce or any of them.

And is it just success you think I want? she had asked.

Oh, I know it isnt just that, but Ive had a hard time and so have you. I know it wouldnt do any good to offer you only success, but what I mean is that it makes everything so much easier. With you I could do anything   and so he would ramble on.



To McCaffereys, the Post Street entrance.



But the shrewd hard eyes and dapper figure and unvaried attention to his interests had all bored and after a time alienated her, since her ideal seemed to dwarf and discolour every one and everything. Was there not something somewhere much bigger than all this, these various and unending men, she had asked herself, some man not necessarily so successful financially but different? She had felt that she would find him somewhere, must indeed if her life was to mean anything to her. Always her great asset, her beauty, had been looked upon as the one thing she must keep, for this other. And so it had gone, man after man and flirtation after flirtation. It had seemed as though it would never end. Even after she had transferred her life to the great city, to work, to go upon the stage if need be, there were more of these endless approaches and recessions; but, like the others, they had come and gone, leaving only a faint impression. Not until that day at Altheas party in the rooming-house in which they both lived had she found the one who touched her.

And then  



And now to the Willoughby.



It was late afternoon and just as she was returning from her task of seeking work in connection with the stage that they met. There he was in Altheas room, tall, spare, angular, slightly sallow and cloisterish, his heavy eyebrows low above his sunken eyes as though he sought to shut himself in to himself, and with those large dark eyes fixed ruminatively and yet somewhat uncertainly upon all, even her when she came. And from Althea she gathered that he was a painter of strange dark landscapes and decorations which many of those who knew seemed to think were wonderful but which as yet had achieved no recognition at all. Worse, he was from the Rockies, a sheep-ranchers son, but had not been able to endure ranching. His future was still very far before him, and, as one could sense, he was so innocent of any desire to be put forward; he seemed half the time to be a  a dream. By some strange freak of luck he was still there when she entered, sitting in a corner not entirely at ease, because, as he told her later, he was strange to such affairs and did not know when to go.



The brightness of the buildings in the spring sun!



And she had looked at his hands, at his commonplace clothes, and then, a little troubled by his gaze, had withdrawn hers. Again and again her eyes sought his or his hers, as though they were furtively surveying each other; as though each was unable to keep his eyes off the other. And by degrees there was set up in her a tremendous something that was like music and fear combined, as though all at once she had awakened and comprehended. She was no longer the complete master of herself, as she had always imagined, but was now seized upon and possessed by this stranger! In brief, here he was, her dream, and now she could do nothing save gaze nervously and appealingly  for what? Those dark, sombre eyes, the coarse black hair and sallow skin? Yes, it was he indeed, her love, her star, the one by whose mystic lights she had been steering her course these many years. She sensed it. Knew it. He was here before her now as though saying: Come. And she could only smile foolishly without speaking. Her hands trembled and her throat tightened until she almost choked. I never saw any one more beautiful than you, he had said afterwards when they talked, and she had thrilled so that it was an effort not to cry out. And then he had sighed like a child and said: Talk to me, about anything  but dont go, will you?



The air  the air  this day!



And so, realising that he valued her for this one gift at least, her beauty, she had sought now to make him understand that she was his without, however, throwing herself beggingly before him. With her eyes, her smile, her every gesture, she had said: I am yours! I am yours! Cant you see? At last, in his shy way, he had seemed to comprehend, but even then, as he afterwards confessed, he could not believe that anything so wonderful could follow so speedily upon contact, that one could love, adore, at sight. She had asked where he lived and if she might come and see his work, and with repressed intensity he had said: I wish you would! I wish you could come to-day! It had made her sad and yet laugh, too, for joy.



That single tree blooming in this long, hard block!



There and then, with only the necessary little interludes which propriety seemed to demand, and with longing and seeking on the part of each, had begun that wondrous thing, their love. Only it seemed to have no fixed beginning  to have been always  just been. For the day she had called him up his voice had so thrilled her that she could scarcely speak. She had still felt she had known him for so long. How could that have been?

I was afraid you might not call, he had said tremulously, and she had replied: And I was wondering if you really wanted me to.

And when she sought him out in his studio she had found it to be such a poor mean room over a stable, in a mean street among a maze of mean streets, and yet had thought it heaven. It was so like him, so bare and yet wonderful  a lovely spiritual mood set over against tawdry materials and surroundings.



Drive me through the East Side, Fred.



Better, she had found him painting or perhaps merely pretending to. He had on that old long grey linen duster which later became so familiar a thing to her. And to one side of him and his easel on a table were some of the colours of his palette, greens and purples and browns and blues. He had said so softly as he opened the door to her: My painting is all bluffing to-day. I havent been able to think of anything but you, how you might not come, how you would look

And then, without further introduction or explanation, under the north light of his roof window filtering down dustily upon them, he had put his arms about her and she her lips to his, and they had clung together, thinking only of each other, their joy and their love. And he had sighed, a tired sigh, or one of great relief after a strain, such a strain as she herself had been under.



That one little cloud in the sky!



And then after a time, he had shown her the picture he was painting, a green lush sea-marsh with a ribbon of dark enamel-like water laving the mucky strand, and overhead heavy, sombre, smoky clouds, those of a sultry summer day over a marsh. And in the distance, along the horizon, a fringe of trees showing as a filigree. But what a mood! Now it hung in the Wakefield Gallery  and  (Harry had helped to place it there for her!) But then he had said, putting his brushes aside: But what is the use of trying to paint now that you are here? And she had sighed for joy, so wonderful was it all.



The crowds in these East Side streets!



Yet what had impressed her most was that he made no apology for the bareness and cheapness of his surroundings. Outside were swarming push carts and crowds, the babble of the great foreign section, but it was all as though he did not hear. Over a rack at the back of the large bare room he had hung a strip of faded burnt orange silk and another of clear light green, which vivified what otherwise would have been dusty and grey. Behind this, as she later discovered, were his culinary and sleeping worlds.

And then, of course, had come other days.



But how like that first day was this one, so fresh and bright!



There was no question here of what was right or wrong, conventional or otherwise. This was love, and this her beloved. Had she not sought him in the highways and the byways? At the close of one afternoon, as she was insisting that she must continue her search for work, now more than ever since neither he nor she had anything, he had said sadly: Dont go. We need so little, Ulrica. Dont. I cant stand it now. And she had come back. No, she had replied, I wont  I cant  not any more, if you want me.

And she had stayed.

And that wondrous, beautiful love-life! The only love-life she had ever known.

But just the same she had seen that she must redouble her efforts to make her way, and had. Six hundred dollars she had brought to the city was nearly all gone, and as for Vivian, his allotment was what he could earn, a beggars dole. During the days that followed, each bringing them closer, he had confessed more and more of the difficulties that confronted him, how hard it was to sell his wares. And she  it was needful for her to reopen the pages of her past. She had not been happy or prosperous, she told him; fortune might have been hers for the taking but she could not endure those who came with it. Now that she had the misery of her souls ache removed she must find something to do. The stage was her great opportunity. And plainly his life was one which had always been and must be based on the grudged dole that life offers to those who love its beauty and lift their eyes. So few, as yet, knew of his work or had been arrested by it. Yet if he persisted, as she felt  if that wondrous something in his work which had attracted the sensitive and selective did not fail  



The hot, hare redness of the walls of these streets, so flowerless, so bleak, and yet so alive and human!



But all too well she understood that his life, unless changed by her, would ever be the meagre thing it had been. Beauty was his, but no more,  a beauty of mind and of dreams and of the streets and the night and the sea and the movements of life itself, but of that which was material he had nothing. That was for those whom she had been unable to endure. Only by a deft synthesis of those wondrous faculties which concern beauty was he able to perceive, respond to, translate the things which he saw and felt, and these were not of matter. Rather, they were epitomes, his pictures, of lands and skies and seas and strange valleys of dreams, worlds in miniature. But what transmutations and transferences! She was never weary of the pictures he made. Nor was she ever weary of the picture he made before his easel, tenuous and pale and concerned, his graceful hands at work with the colours he synthetised. The patience, the stability, the indifference to all but that which was his to do!



Into Bartow Street, Fred.



And in him, too, was no impatience with life for anything it might have failed to provide. Instead, he seemed ever to be thinking of its beauties and harmonies, the wonder of its dawns and sunsets, the colours and harmonies of its streets, buildings, crowds, silences. Often of a morning when it was yet dark he would arise and open a door that gave ouf on to a balcony and from there gaze upon the sky and city. And at any time it was always an instinct with him to pause before anything that appealed to either of them as beautiful or interesting. And in his eye was never the estimating glint of one who seeks to capture for profit that which is elemental and hence evanescent, but only the gaze of the lover of beauty, the worshipper of that which is profitable to the soul only.



The very street! The very studio!



Although she was ignorant of the spirit or the technique of art she had been able to comprehend it and him, all that he represented as a portion of beauty itself, the vast and supernal beauty toward which the creative forces of life in their harsh and yet tender ways seem impelled at times.

Had she not understood very well that it was as beauty that she appealed to him at first anyhow, an artistry of face and form plus a certain mood of appreciation or adoration or understanding which was of value to him? How often had he spoken of her lavender-lidded eyes, the whiteness and roundness of her arms, the dark gold of her hair, the sombre unrevealing blue of the iris of her eyes! How strange it was that these seemed to enthrall and hold him at times, leaving him, if not weak, at least childlike in her hands. He had never seemed to weary of her and during all their days together she could feel his unreasoning joy in her.



His one-time yellow curtains exchanged for green ones!



That she had proved and remained irresistible to him was evidenced by his welcoming and gratified eyes, the manner in which he paused to survey her whenever she came near, seeming to re-estimate her every least attribute with loving interest. Indeed, he seemed to need her as much as she needed him, to yearn, with an intense hunger over her as a thing of beauty  he who to her was strength, beauty, ideals, power, all the substance of beauty and delight that she could crave.



Yes, here was where they had come to gaze at the towers of the bridge beyond.



And so for over a year it was that they clung together, seeking to make of their lives an ideal thing. Only it was after she came into his life that he had begun to worry  and because of what? It was no hardship for him to live upon what he could make, but now that she had come, with her beauty and her beautys needs, it was no longer the same. As soon as she appeared he had seemed to sense his inefficiency as a creator of means. Bowdler, the wealthy dealer, had once told him that if he pleased him with something it might be worth five hundred dollars. Five hundred dollars! But when he took a painting to Bowlder he said he was overstocked, had too many of his things on hand  the very things that to-day  (now that Vivian was gone)  were selling for as much as ten and twelve thousand! And a single one of all those now being sold would have made them both happy for a whole year or more!



He had called this tree her parasol!



And she had been able to do so little for him! Realising how little life had done for him she had decided then and there that all her efforts must be bent toward correcting this injustice. Life owed him more. And so it was that at last she had turned to the stage and sought earnestly, day after day and week after week, only to obtain very little of all she needed to make them happy, a small part in one of Wexfords many productions, he of the comedies and farces and beauty shows. Yet after some effort she had made him admit that she was distinctive and that he could use her. But then had come that long wait of nearly three months before the work began! And in the meantime what labour, the night and day work of rehearsals and appearances, the trying to get back to him each afternoon or night. And he had been so patient and hopeful and helpful, waiting for her after late hours of rehearsal to walk home with her and encouraging her in every way. And yet always there was a tang of something unreal about it all, hopes, as she so truly feared, that were never to be realised, dreams too good to come true. The hours had flown. The very pressure of his hand had suggested paradise, present and yet not to be.



She must be returning now. It was not wise for her to sit here alone.



And while those three months were dragging their slow days she had borrowed what money she could to keep them going. She had even borrowed from her mother! Yet they had been happy, wandering here and there, he always rejoicing in the success which her work promised to bring her. The studios facing the great park where she now lived at which they had looked, he seeming to think they were not for such as he. (The creatures who really dwelt there! )



Yes, she must be going. His train was due at four.



And then at last, her trial period was over, Wexford had complimented her and her salary had been increased. She had begun to buy things for Vivian and his studio, much as he protested. But best of all for her the hope of better days still to come, greater fame for herself and so better days for Vivian, a real future in which he was to share  money  comfort for them both.



To the apartment, Fred.



And then  In spite of all her wishes and fears, had come the necessity for her to go on the road with the show. And owing to their limited means he was compelled to remain behind. Worse, despite the fact that each knew that every thought was for the other, the thought of separation tortured them both. Wherever she was there was the thought of him, alone, at his easel and brooding. And herself alone. It had seemed at times as though she must die unless this separation could be ended.



If only Harry were not coming into her life again!



But it was not ended  for weeks. And then one day, after a brief silence had come the word that he had been ill. A wave of influenza was sweeping the city and had seized him. She was not to worry. But she did worry  and returned immediately, only to find him far along the path which he was never to retrace. He was so ill. And worse, a strange despondency based on the thought that he was never to get well, had seized him. He had felt when she left, or so he said, that something were sure to happen. They might not ever, really, be together again. It had been so hard for him to do without her.

He had added that he was sorry to be so poor a fighter, to bring her back from her work. Her work! And he ill!



The immense wall these hotels made along the park!



And then against the utmost protest of her soul had come the end, a conclusion so sudden and unexpected that it had driven despair like metal into her very soul. Hour after hour and under her very eyes, her protesting if not restraining hands and thoughts, he had grown weaker. Though he knew, he seemed to wish to deny it, until at last his big dear eyes fixed upon her, he had gone, looking as though he wished to say something.



This wretchedly wealthy West Side!



It was that look, the seeking in it, that wishing to remain with her that was written there, that had haunted her and did still. It was as though he had wished to say: I do not want to go! I do not want to go!

And then, half-dead, she had flung herself upon him.

With her hands she had tried to draw him back, until she was led away. For days she was too ill to know, and only his grave  chosen by strangers!  had brought it all back. And then the long days! Never again would life be the same. For the first time in her life she had been happy. A bowl of joy had been placed in her eager fingers, only to be dashed from them. Yes, once more now she was alone and would remain so, thrust back upon herself. And worse, with the agonising knowledge of what beauty might be. Life had lost its lustre. What matter if others told of her beauty, if one or many sought to make her life less bare?



This stodgy porter always at the door in his showy braid! Why might not such as he die instead?



But then her mother and sister, learning of her despair, had come to her. Only since there was nothing that any pleasure or aspect of life could offer her, the days rolled drearily  meaninglessly. And only because of what was still missing in her mothers life, material comfort, had she changed. It had been with the thought of helping her mother that after a year she had returned to the city and the stage, but exhausted, moping, a dreary wanderer amid old and broken dreams.

By degrees of course she had managed to pick up the threads of her life again. Who did not? And now nature, cynical, contemptuous of the dreams and longings which possess men, now lavished upon her that which she and Vivian had longed for in vain. Fame? It was hers. Money? A Score of fortunes had sought her in vain. Friendship. She could scarcely drive it from the door. She was successful.

But what mattered it now? Was it not a part of the routine, shabby method of life to first disappoint one  sweat and agonise one  and then lavish luxury upon one  afterwards?



I want nothing. And if any one calls, I am not in.



And so it was that after a time Harry descending upon her with his millions, and seeking solace for himself through her sympathy, she had succumbed to that  or him  as a kindly thing to do. He too had confessed to a wretched dole of difficulties that had dogged his early years. He too had been disappointed in love, comfort  almost everything until too late. In his earliest years he had risen at four in a mill-town to milk cows and deliver milk, only later to be taken himself, barefooted and in the snow, to a mill to work. Later still he had worked in a jewellery factory, until his lungs had failed. And had then taken to the open road as a peripatetic photographer of street children in order to recover his health. But because of this work  the chemistry, and physics of photography  he had interested himself in chemistry and physics  later taking a regular job, as he phrased it, in a photographic supply house and later still opening a store of his own. It was here that he had met Kesselbloom, who had solved the mystery of the revolving shutter and the selenium bath. Financing him and his patents, he had been able to rise still more, to fly really, as though others were standing still. The vast Dagmar Optical and Photographic Company. It was now his, with all its patents. And the Baker-Wile Chemical Company. Yes, now he was a multimillionaire, and lonely  as lonely as she was. Strange that he and she should have met.



No, I will not see any one.



So now, through her, he was seeking the youth which could be his no more. Because of some strange sense of comradeship in misery, perhaps, they had agreed to share each others unhappiness!



You say Mr. Harris telephoned from the station?



Yes, as he had told her in his brooding hours, at fifty it had suddenly struck him that his plethora of wealth was pointless. As a boy he had not learned to play, and now it was too late. Already he was old and lonely. Where lay his youth or any happiness? And so now  nearly icy-cold the two of them, and contemning life dreams  they were still facing life together. And here he was this day, at her door or soon would be, fresh from financial labours in one city and another. And returning to what? With a kind of slavish and yet royal persistence he still pursued her  to comfort  as well as to be comforted, and out of sheer weariness she endured him. Perhaps because he was willing to await her mood, to accept the least crumb of her favour as priceless. The only kinship that existed between them was this unhappy youth of his and her sympathy for it, and his seeming understanding of and sympathy for the ills that had beset her. Supposing (so his argument had run) that the burden of this proposed friendship with him were to be made very light, the lightest of all burdens, that upon closer contact he proved not so hopeless or dull as he appeared, could she not  would she not  endure him? (The amazing contrarieties and strangenesses of things)! And so friendship, and later marriage under these strange conditions. Yet she could not love him, never had and never would. However it might have seemed at first  and she did sympathise with and appreciate him  still only because of her mother and sister and the fact that she herself needed some one to fall back upon, a support in this dull round of living, had caused her to go on as long as she had.



How deserted that wading-pool looked at evening, with all the children gone!



And now at this very moment he was below stairs waiting for her, waiting to learn whether she had smiled or her mood had relaxed so that he might come up to plead afresh for so little as she could give  her worthless disinterested company somewhere!

Well, perhaps it was unfair to serve one so who wished nothing more than to be kind and who had striven in every way for several years now to make himself useful if not agreeable to her, and yet  True, she had accepted of his largess, not only for herself but for her mother; but had she not had things of her own before that? And had she not been content? Was it charity from her or from him?

And still  



Those darkening shadows in the sky in the east!

And yet it was always Ulrica here and Ulrica there. Did she so much as refer to an old-time longing was it not he who attempted to make amends in some way or to bring about a belated fulfilment? Vivians painting now in the museum, the talk as to his worth, his monument but now being erected  to whom, to whom were those things due  this belated honouring of her darling  ?



Oh, well, tell him to come up. And you may lay out my green evening dress, Olga.


VICTORY

I 

Some excerpts from an article on the late J. H. Osterman, by C. A. Gridley, Chief Engineer of the Osterman Development Company. This article appeared in the Engineering Record for August last.



MY admiration for the late J. H. Osterman was based on his force and courage and initiative, rather than upon his large fortune and the speed with which he had accumulated it after he had passed the age of forty. Mr. Osterman was not always a pleasant person to be near. Not that he was given to violent rages, but in the prosecution of his various enterprises he had the faculty of giving one the impression that but a fraction of his thoughts was being revealed and that he was sitting apart and in judgment upon one, as it were, even while he talked. He had the habit of extracting the most carefully thought-out opinions of all those about him, and when all had been said of shaking his head and dismissing the whole matter as negligible, only to make use of the advice in some form later. At such times he was apt to convince himself, and quite innocently, I am sure, that his final opinion was his own.

In so far as I could judge from hearsay and active contact with him for a period of something like fourteen years, Mr. Osterman was one who required little if any rest and at all times much work to keep him content. His was an intense and always dominant personality. Even after he had passed the age of sixty-five, when most men of means are content to rest and let others assume the strenuous burdens of the world, he was always thinking of some new thing to do. It was only the week before he died, stricken while walking upon his verandah, that he was in my office with a plan to subsidize the reigning authorities of a certain minor Asiatic state, in order that certain oil and other properties there might be developed under peaceful conditions. A part of this plan contemplated a local army to be organised and equipped and maintained at his expense. Of a related nature was his plan for the doublescrew platform descents and exits for the proposed New York-New Jersey traffic tunnel, which he appears to have worked out during the spring which preceded his sudden demise and plans for which he was most anxious to have this department prepare in order that they might be submitted to the respective states. It is hardly needful to state, since the fact is generally known, that those plans have been accepted. Of a related nature were those Argentine-Chilean Trans-Andean railway projects so much discussed in the technical engineering as well as the trade papers of a few years since, and which recently have been jointly financed by the two governments. Only the natural tact and diplomacy of a man like Mr. Osterman, combined with his absolute genius for detecting and organising the natural though oftentimes difficult resources of a country, would have been capable of making anything out of that very knotty problem. It was too much identified with diplomacy and the respective ambitions and prejudices of the countries involved. Yet it was solved and he succeeded in winning for his South American organisation the confidence and friendship of the two governments.

II 

The facts concerning the founding and development of the fortune of the late J. H. Osterman, as developed by C. B. Cummings, quondam secretary to Mr. Osterman, special investigator for E. X. Bush, of counsel for the minority stockholders of the C. C. and Q. L., in their suit to compel the resale of the road to the original holders and the return of certain moneys alleged to have been illegally abstracted by J. H. Osterman and Frank O. Parm, of Parm-Baggott and Company, and by him set forth in his reminiscences of Mr. Bush and the Osterman-Parm-C. C. & Q. L. imbroglio.

I. The details of the Osterman-De Malquit matter were, as near as I have been able to gather, or recall, since I was Mr. Ostermans secretary until that time, as follows: De Malquit was one of the many curb brokers in New York dabbling in rubber and other things at the time Osterman returned from Honduras and executed his very dubious coup. The afternoon before De Malquit killed himself  and this fact was long held against Mr. Osterman in connection with his sudden rise  he had come to Ostermans office in Broad Street, and there, amid rosewood and mahogany and an unnecessary show of luxury which Osterman appeared to relish even at that time, had pleaded for time in which to meet a demand for one hundred thousand dollars due for ten thousand shares of Calamita Rubber, which Osterman then entirely controlled and for which he was demanding the par or face value. And this in spite of the fact that it had been selling on curb only the day before for seven and one-fourth and seven and three-fourths. De Malquit was one of those curb brokers whom Osterman, upon coming to New York and launching Calamita (which was built on nothing more solid than air), had deliberately plotted to trap in this way. Unwitting of Ostermans scheme, he had sold ten thousand shares of Calamita on margin at the above low price without troubling to have the same in his safe, as Osterman well knew. That was what Osterman had been counting on and it had pleased him to see De Malquit, along with many others just at that moment, in the very same difficult position. For up to that day Calamita, like many another of its kind, had been a wildcat stock. Only wash sales were traded in by brokers in order to entrap the unwary from the outside. They traded in it without ever buying any of it. It had to fluctuate so that the outsider might be induced to buy, and that was why it was traded in. But when it did fluctuate and the lamb approached, he sold any quantity he wished, the same being entered upon their books as having been sold or bought on his order. When a quotation sufficiently low to wipe out the margin exacted had been engineered among friends, the lamb was notified that he must either post more money to cover the decline or retire. In quite all cases the lamb retired, leaving the broker with a neat profit.

This was the very situation upon which Osterman had been counting to net him the fortune which it eventually did, and overnight at that. Unknown to the brokers, he had long employed agents whose business it was to permit themselves to be fleeced for small sums in order that these several brokers, growing more and more careless and finding this stock to be easy and a money-maker, should sell enough of it without actually having it in their safes to permit him to pounce upon them unexpectedly and make them pay up. And so they did. The promoters of the stock seeming indifferent or unable to manage their affairs, these fake sales became larger and larger, a thousand and finally a ten thousand share margin sale being not uncommon. When the stage was set the trap was sprung. Overnight, as it were, all those who at Ostermans order had bought the stock on margin (and by then some hundreds of thousands of dollars worth had been disposed of) decided that they would not lose their margins, but would follow up their cash with more and take the stock itself, holding it as an investment. It then became the duty of these brokers to deliver the stock within twenty-four hours or take the consequences  say, a petition in bankruptcy or a term in jail. Naturally there was a scrambling about to find any loose blocks of the stock. But these had been carefully garnered into the safe of Mr. Osterman, who was the sole owner of the stock, and they were compelled to hurry eventually to him. Here they were met by the genial eye of the cat that is expecting the mouse. They wanted Calamita, did they? Well, they could have it, all they wanted... at par or a little more. Did that seem harsh, seeing that it had been selling only the day before for seven and three-fourths or seven-eighths? Sorry. That was the best he could do. They could take it that price or leave it.

Naturally there was a panic among those who were short. The trick was obvious, but so was the law. Those who could, pocketed their losses without undue complaint and departed; some who could not, and were financially unimportant decamped, leaving Ostermans agents to collect as best they might. Only one, Mr. De Malquit finding himself faced by complications which he could not meet, took his own life. He had unfortunately let himself in for much more money than had the others and at a time when he could least stand the strain.

The day De Malquit came to see Osterman, he was behind his desk expecting many, and because, as I afterwards learned from Mr. Osterman himself, Mr. De Malquit had been so wary, making agreements at first, which made it hard to trap him, Osterman saw him as one of those who had made it most difficult for him to win, and therefore deserving to be sheared the closest. One hundred per share, take it or leave it, was his only comment in reply to Mr. De Malquits statement that he found himself in a bit of a hole and would like to explain how a little time would see him through.

But, Mr. Osterman, I recall De Malquit replying, I havent so much now, and I cant get it. These shares were being quoted at seven and three-fourths only yesterday. Cant you let me off easier than that or give me a few months in which to pay? If I could have six months or a year  I have some other matters that are pressing me even more than this. They will have to come first, but I might pull through if I had a little time.

One hundred on the nail. Thats the best I can do, Osterman replied, for I was in the room at the time. And then signalled me to open the door for him.

But at that Mr. De Malquit turned and bent on him a very troubled look, which, however, did not move Mr. Osterman any. Mr. Osterman, he said, I am not here to waste either your time or mine. I am in a corner, and I am desperate. Unless you can let me have some of this stock at a reasonable price I am done for. That will bring too much trouble to those who are near and dear to me for me to care to five any longer. I am too old to begin over again. Let me have some of it now. To-morrow will be too late. Perhaps it wont make any difference to you, but I wont be here to pay anybody. I have a wife who has been an invalid for two years. I have a young son and daughter in school. Unless I can go on He turned, paused, swallowed and then moistened his lips.

But Mr. Osterman was not inclined to believe any broker or to be worked by sentiment. Sorry. One hundred is the best I can do.

At that De Malquit struck his hands together, a resounding smack, and then went out, turning upon Osterman a last despairing glance. That same night De Malquit killed himself, a thing which Osterman had assumed he would not do  or so he said, and I resigned. The man had really been in earnest. And, to make matters worse, only three months later De Malquits wife killed herself, taking poison in the small apartment to which she had been forced to remove once the breadwinner of the family was gone. According to the pictures and descriptions published in the newspapers at the time she was, as De Malquit had said, an invalid, practically bedridden. Also, according to the newspapers, De Malquit had in more successful days been charitably inclined, having contributed liberally to the support of an orphan asylum, the Gratiot Home for Orphans, the exterior appearance of which Osterman was familiar with. This fact was published in all of the papers and was said to have impressed Osterman who was said always to have had a friendly leaning toward orphans. I have since heard that only his very sudden death three years ago prevented his signing a will which contained a proviso leaving the bulk of his great fortune to a holding company instructed to look after orphans. Whether this is truth or romance I do not know.

2. The case of Henry Greasadick, another of Mr. Ostermans competitors, was similar. Mr. Greasadick has been described to me as a very coarse and rough man, without any education of any kind, but one who understood oil prospecting and refining, and who was finally, though rather unfortunately for himself, the cause of the development by Osterman of the immensely valuable Arroya Verde field. It is not likely that Greasadick would ever have made the fortune from this field that Osterman and his confrères were destined to reap. However, it is equally true that he was most shabbily treated in the matter, far more so than was De Malquit in regard to his very questionable holdings and sales. The details of the Arroya Verde field and Greasadick are as follows; Greasadick has been described to me as a big, blustery, dusty soul, uncouth in manners and speech, but one who was a sound and able prospector. And Osterman, it appears, having laid the foundation of his fortune by treating De Malquit and others as he had, had come west, first to the lumber properties of Washington and Oregon, where he bought immense tracts; and later, to the oil lands of California and Mexico, in which state and country he acquired very important and eventually (under him) productive holdings. Now it chanced that in his wanderings through southern California and Arizona, he came across Greasadick, who had recently chanced upon a virgin oil field which, although having very little capital himself, he was secretly attempting to develop. In fact, Greasadick had no money when he discovered this oil field and was borrowing from L. T. Drewberry, of the K. B. & B., and one or two others on the strength of his prospects. It also appears that Drewberry it was who first called the attention of Osterman to Greasadick and his find and later plotted with him to oust Greasadick. Osterman was at that time one of three or four men who were interested in developing the K. B. & B. into a paying property by extending it into Arizona.

At any rate, Greasadicks holdings were one hundred miles from any main line road, and there was very little water, only a thin trickle that came down through a cut. True, the K. B. & B. was about to build a spur to Larston in order to aid him, but Larston, once the line was built to it, was fourteen miles away and left Greasadick with the problem of piping or hauling his oil to that point. Once he heard of it Osterman saw at a glance that by a little deft manoeuvring it could be made very difficult for Greasadick to do anything with his property except sell, and this manoeuvring he proceeded to do. By buying the land above Greasadicks which was a mountain slope, and then because of a thin wall of clay and shale dividing the Arroya Verde, in which lay Greasadicks land, from the Arroya Blanco, which was unwatered and worthless, being able to knock the same through, he was able to divert the little water upon which Greasadick then depended to do his work. Only it was all disguised as a landslide  an act of God  and a very expensive one for Greasadick to remedy. As for the proposed spur to Larston  well, that was easy to delay indefinitely. There was Drewberry, principal stockholder of the K. B. & B., who joined with Osterman in this adroit scheme. Finally, there was the simple device of buying in the mortgage given by Greasadick to Drewberry and others and waiting until such time as he was hard-pressed to force him to sell out. This was done through Whitley, Ostermans efficient assistant, who in turn employed another to act for him. Throughout, Osterman saw to it that he personally did not appear.

Of course Greasadick, when he discovered what the plot was, roared and charged like a bull. Indeed before he was eventually defeated he became very threatening and dangerous, attempting once even to kill Drewberry. Yet he was finally vanquished and his holdings swept away. With no money to make a new start and seeing others prosper where he had failed for want of a little capital, he fell into a heavy gloom and finally died there in Larston in the bar that had been erected after the K.B.&.B. spur had been completed. Through all of this Mr. Osterman appears to have been utterly indifferent to the fate of the man he was undermining. He cared so little what became of him afterwards that he actually admitted or remarked to Whitley, who remained one of his slaves to the end, that one could scarcely hope to build a large fortune without indulging in a few such tricks.

3. Lastly, there was the matter of the C.C. and Q.L. Railroad, the major portion of the stock of which he and Frank O. Parm, of the Parm-Baggott chain of stores, had managed to get hold of by the simple process of buying a few shares and then bringing stockholders suits under one and another name in order to embarrass President Doremus and his directors, and frighten investors so they would let go of the stock. And this stock, of course, was picked up by Osterman and Parm, until at last these two became the real power behind the road and caused it to be thrown into the hands of a receiver and then sold to themselves. That was two years before ever Michael Doremus, the first president of the road, resigned. When he did he issued a statement saying that he was being hounded by malign financial influences and that the road was as sound as ever it had been, which was true. Only it could not fight all of these suits and the persistent rumours of mismanagement that were afoot. As a matter of fact, Mr. Doremus died only a year after resigning, declaring at that time that a just God ruled and that time would justify himself. But Mr. Osterman and Mr. Parm secured the road, and finally incorporated it with the P. B. & C. as is well known.

III 

Some data taken from the biographic study of the late J. H. Osterman, multimillionaire and oil king, prepared for Lingleys Magazine and by it published in its issue for October, 1917.

In order to understand the late J. H. Osterman and his great success and his peculiar faults one would first have to have known and appreciated the hard and colourless life that had surrounded him as a boy. His father, in so far as I have been able to ascertain, was a crude, hard, narrow man who had been made harder and, if anything, cruder by the many things which he had been compelled to endure. He was not a kind or soft-spoken man to his children. He died when John Osterman, the central figure of this picture, was eleven. Ostermans mother, so it is said, was a thin and narrow and conventional woman, as much harried and put upon by her husband as ever he was by life. Also there was one sister, unattractive and rough-featured, an honest and narrow girl who, like her mother, worked hard up to nineteen, when her mother died. After that, both parents being dead, she and her brother attempted to manage the farm, and did so fairly successfully for two years when the sister decided to marry; and Osterman consenting, she took over the farm. This falling in with his mood and plans, he ceased farming for good and betook himself to the Texas oil fields, where he appears to have mastered some of the details of oil prospecting and refining.

But before that, what miseries had he not endured! He was wont to recount how, when grasshoppers and drought took all of their crops for two years after his fathers death, he and his mother and sister were reduced to want and he had actually been sent to beg a little cornmeal and salt from the local store on the promise to pay, possibly a year later. Taxes mounted up. There was no money to buy seed or to plant or replace stock, which had had to be sold. The family was without shoes or clothes. Osterman himself appeared to be of the fixed opinion that the citizens and dealers of Reamer, from near which point in Kansas he hailed, were a hard and grasping crew. He was fond of telling how swift they were to point out that there was no help for either himself or his mother or sister as farmers and to deny them aid and encouragement on that score. He once said that all he ever heard in the local branch of his mothers church, of which he was never a confessing communicant, was an eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth; also with whatsoever measure ye mete it shall be measured to you again. Obviously such maxims taken very much to heart by a boy of his acquisitive and determined nature might bring about some of the shrewd financial tricks later accredited to him. Yet he appears to have been a man of some consideration and sympathy where boys were concerned, for it was said that he made it a rule in all his adventures to select the poorest if most determined youths of his organisation for promotion and to have developed all of his chief lieutenants from the ranks of farm or orphan boy beginners whom he encouraged to work for him. How true this is the writer is not able to state. However, of the forty or more eminent men who have been connected with him in his enterprises, all but four were farm or orphan boys who had entered his enterprises as clerks or menials at the very bottom, and some seven of the total were from his native State, Kansas.

IV

The private cogitations of the late John H. Osterman in his mansion at 1046 Fifth Avenue, New York, and elsewhere during the last five years of his life.

Oh, but those days when he had been working and scheming to get up in the world and was thinking that money was the great thing  the only thing! Those impossible wooden towns in the North-west and elsewhere in which he had lived and worked and those worse hotels and boarding-houses  always hunting, hunting for money or the key to it. The greasy, stinking craft in which he had made his way up weedy and muddy rivers in Honduras and elsewhere  looking for what? Snakes, mosquitoes, alligators, tarantulas, horned toads and lizards. In Honduras he had slept under chiqua trees on mats or chiqua leaves, with only a fire to keep away snakes and other things. And of a morning he had chased away noisy monkeys and paraquets from nearby branches with rotten fruit so as to sleep a little longer. Alone, he had tramped through fever swamps, pursued by Pequi Indians, who wanted only the contents of his wretched pack. And he had stared at huge coyal palms, a hundred feet high, with the great feathery leaves fifteen feet long and their golden flowers three feet high. Ah, well, that was over now. He had shot the quetzal with its yellow tail feathers three feet long and had traded them for food. Once he had all but died of fever in a half-breeds hut back of Cayo. And the half-breed had then stolen his gun and razor and other goods and left him to make his way onward as best he might. That was life for you, just like that. People were like that.

And it was during that time that he had come to realise that by no honest way at his age was he likely to come to anything financially. Roaming about the drowsy sun-baked realm, he had encountered Messner, an American and a fugitive, he guessed, and it was Messner who had outlined to him the very scheme by which he had been able, later, to amass his first quick fortune in New York. It was Messner who had told him of Torbey and how he had come up to London from Central Africa to offer shares in a bogus rubber enterprise based on immense forests which he was supposed to have found in the wilds of Africa yet which did not exist. And it was the immense though inaccessible rubber forests in Honduras that had inspired him to try the same thing in New York. Why not? A new sucker was born every minute, and he had all to gain and nothing to lose. Messner said that Torbey had advertised for a widow with some money to push his enterprise, whereupon he had proceeded to tell the London speculative public of his treasure and to sell two pound shares for as low as ten shillings in order to show tremendous rises in value  to issue two million pounds worth of absolutely worthless stock.

By these methods and by having the stock listed on the London curb he was able to induce certain curb or dog brokers to go short of this stock without having any of it in their possession. Finally they began to sell so freely and to pay so little attention to the amount that was being sold that it was easy for Torbey to employ agents to buy from all of them freely on margin. And then, as the law of the curb and the state permitted, he had demanded (through them, of course) the actual delivery of, the shares, the full curb value of the stock being offered. Of course, the brokers had none, although they had sold thousands; nor had any one else except Torbey who had seen to it that all outstanding stock had been recalled to his safe. That meant that they must come to Torbey to buy or face a jail sentence, and accordingly they had flocked to his office only to be properly mulcted for the total face value of the shares when they came.

Well, he had done that same thing in New York. Following the example of the good Torbey, he had picked up a few unimportant options in Honduras, far from any railroad, and had come to New York to launch Calamita. Just as Torbey had done, he had looked for a rich widow, a piano manufacturers wife in this case, and had persuaded her that there were millions in it. From her he had gone on to Wall Street and the curb and had done almost exactly as Torbey had done.... Only that fellow De Malquit had killed himself, and that was not so pleasant. He hadnt anticipated that anything like that would happen! That unfortunate wife of his. And those two children made orphans. That was the darkest spot. He hadnt known, of course, that De Malquit himself was helping orphans  or  And from there he had gone on to the forests of Washington and Oregon, where he had bought immense tracts on which even yet he was realising, more and more. And from there it had been an easy step to oil in southern California and Mexico  Ah, Greasadick, another sad case  ! And from there to mines and government concessions in Peru and Ecuador, and the still greater ones in Argentina and Chile. Money came fast to those who had it. At last, having accumulated a fortune of at least nine millions, he had been able to interest Nadia, and through her the clever and well-to-do fashionable set who had backed his projects with their free capital. And by now his fortune had swollen to almost forty millions.

But what of it? Could he say he was really content? What was he getting out of it? Life was so deceptive; it used and then tossed one aside. At first it had seemed wonderful to be able to go, do, act, buy and sell as he chose, without considering anything save whether the thing he was doing was agreeable and profitable. He had thought that pleasure would never pall, but it had. There was this thing about age, that it stole over one so unrelentingly, fattening one up or thinning one down, hardening the arteries and weakening the muscles and blood, until it was all but useless to go on. And what was the import of his success, anyhow, especially to one who had no children and no friends worthy of the name? There was no such thing as true friendship in nature. It was each man for himself, everywhere, and the devil take the hindmost. It was life that used and tossed one aside, however great or powerful one might be. There was no staying life or the drift of time.

Of course, there had been the pleasure of building two great houses for Nadia and living in them when he was not living in other parts of the world. But all that had come too late; he had been too old to enjoy them when they did come. She had been a great catch no doubt, but much too attractive to be really interested in him at his age. His wealth had been the point with her  any one could see that; he knew it at the time and would not now try to deceive himself as to that. At the time he had married her she had had social position whereas he had none. And after she married him all her social influence to be sure, had been used to advance his cause. Still, that scheme of hers to get him to leave his great fortune to those two worthless sons of hers. Never! They were not worthy of it. Those dancing, loafing wasters! He would see to it that his fortune was put to some better use than that. He would leave it to orphans rather than to them, for after all orphans in his employ had proved more valuable to him than even they had, hadnt they?  That curious fellow, De Malquit!  So long ago. Besides wasnt it Nadias two sons who had influenced their mother to interest herself in DEyraud, the architect who had built their two houses and had started Nadia off on that gallery idea. And not a picture in it that would interest a sensible person. And wasnt it because of her that he had never troubled to answer the letters of his sister Elvira, asking him to educate her two boys for her. He had fancied at the time that taking her two children into his life would in some way effect his social relations with Nadia and her set. And now Elvira was dead and he did not know where the children were. He could charge that to her if he wanted to, couldnt he?

Well, life was like that. When he had built his two great houses he had thought they would prove an immense satisfaction to him, as they had for a time; but he would not be here much longer now to enjoy them. He wasnt nearly as active as he had been, and the sight of the large companies of people that came to pose and say silly things to each other was very wearying. They were always civil to him, of course, but little more. They wanted the influence of his name. And as long as he permitted it, his homes would be haunted by those who wished to sell him things  stocks, bonds, enterprises, tapestries, estates, horses. And those two boys of hers, along with Nadia herself where her so-called art objects were concerned so busy encouraging them! Well, he was done with all that now. He would not be bothered. Even youth and beauty of a venal character had appeared on the scene and had attempted to set traps for him. But his day was over. All these fripperies and pleasures were for people younger than he. It required youth and energy to see beauty and romance in such things, and he hadnt a trace of either left. His day was over and he might as well die, really, for all the good he was, apart from his money, to any one.

V

The reminiscences of Byington Briggs, Esq., of Skeff, Briggs & Waterhouse, private legal advisers to the late J. H. Osterman as developed in a private conversation at the Metropolitan Club in New York in December, 19  .

You knew old Osterman, didnt you? I was his confidential adviser for the last eight years of his life, and a shrewder old hawk never sailed the air. He was a curious combination of speculator, financier and dreamer, with a high percentage of sharper thrown in for good measure. Youd never imagine that he was charitably inclined, now would you? It never occurred to me until about a year and a half before his death. I have never been able to explain it except that as a boy he had had a very hard time and in his old age resented his seeing two step-sons, Kester and Rand Benda, getting ready to make free use of his fortune once he was gone. And then I think he had come to believe that his wife was merely using him to feather her own nest. I wouldnt want it mentioned to a soul as coming from me, but three months before he died he had me draw up a will leaving his entire estate of something like forty millions, not to her, as the earlier will filed by her showed, but to the J. H. Osterman Foundation, a corporation whose sole purpose was to administer his fortune for the benefit of something like three hundred thousand orphans incarcerated in institutions in America. And but for the accident of his sudden death out there at Shell Cove two years ago, he would have left it that way.

According to the terms of the will that I drew up, Mrs. Osterman and her two sons were to receive only the interest on certain bonds that were to be placed in trust for them for their lifetime only; after that the money was to revert to the fund. That would have netted them between forty and fifty thousand a year among them  nothing more. In the will I drew up he left $500,000 outright to that Gratiot Home for Orphans up here at 68th Street, and he intended his big country place at Shell Cove as the central unit in a chain of modern local asylums for orphans that was to have belted America. The income from the property managed by the foundation was to have been devoted to this work exclusively, and the Gratiot institution was to have been the New York branch of the system. His wife has leased the Shell Cove place to the Gerbermanns this year, I see, and a wonderful place it is too, solid marble throughout, a lake a mile long, a big sunken garden, a wonderful glassed-in conservatory, and as fine a view of the sea as youll find anywhere. Yet she never knew until the very last hour of his life  the very last, for I was there  that he planned to cut her off with only forty or fifty thousand a year. If we werent all such close friends I wouldnt think of mentioning it even now, although I understand that Klippert, who was his agent in the orphan project, has been telling the story. It was this way:

You see, I was his lawyer, and had been ever since the K.  B. & B. control fight in 1906, and the old man liked me  I dont know why unless it was because I drew up the right sort of waterproof contracts, as he always called them. Anyway, I knew six or seven years before he died that he wasnt getting along so well with Mrs. Osterman. She is still an attractive woman, with plenty of brain power and taste, but I think he had concluded that she was using him and that he wasnt as happy as he thought he would be. For one thing, as I gathered from one person and another, she was much too devoted to those two boys by her first husband, and in the next place I think he felt that she was letting that architect DEyraud lead her about too much and spend too much of his money. You know it was common rumour at the time that DEyraud and his friend Beseroe, another man the old captain disliked, were behind her in all her selections of pictures for the gallery she was bringing together up there in the Fifth Avenue place. Osterman, of course, knowing absolutely nothing about art, was completely out of it. He wouldnt have known a fine painting from a good lithograph, and I dont think he cared very much either. And yet it was a painting that was one of the causes of some feeling between them, as I will show you. At that time he looked mighty lonely and forlorn to me, as though he didnt have a friend in the world outside of those business associates and employés of his. He stayed principally in that big town house, and Mrs. Benda  I mean Mrs. Osterman  and her sons and their friends found a good many excuses for staying out at Shell Cove. There were always big doings out there. Still, she was clever enough to be around him sometimes so as to make it appear, to him at least, that she wasnt neglecting him. As for him, he just pottered around up there in that great house, showing his agents and employés, and the fellows who buzzed about him to sell him things, the pictures she was collecting  or, rather, DEyraud  and letting it appear that he was having something to do with it. For he was a vain old soldier, even if he did have one of the best business minds of his time. Youd think largeness of vision in some things might break a man of that, but it never does, apparently.

Whenever I think of him I think of that big house, those heavily carved and gilded rooms, the enormous eighty-thousand dollar organ built into the reception-room, and those tall stained-glass windows that gave the place the air of a church. Beseroe once told me that if left to follow her own taste Mrs. Osterman would never have built that type of house, but that Osterman wanted something grand and had got his idea of grandeur from churches. So there was nothing to do but build him a house with tall Gothic windows and a pipe-organ, and trust to other features to make it homelike and livable. But before they were through with it Mrs.

Osterman and DEyraud had decided that the best that could be done with it would be to build something that later could be turned into an art gallery and either sold or left as a memorial. But I think both DEyraud and Mrs. Osterman were kidding the old man a little when they had that selfplaying attachment built in. It looked to me as though they thought he was going to be alone a good part of the time and might as well have something to amuse himself with. And he did amuse himself with it, too. I recall going up there one day and finding him alone, in so far as the family was concerned, but entirely surrounded by twenty-five or more of those hard, slick and yet nervous (where social form was concerned) western and southern business agents and managers of his, present there to hold a conference. A luncheon was about to be served in the grand dining-room adjoining the reception-room, and there were all these fellows sitting about that big room like a lot of blackbirds, and Osterman upon a raised dais at one end of the room solemnly rendering The Bluebells of Scotland, one of his favourites, from the self player attachment! And when he finished they all applauded!

Well, what I wanted to tell you is this: One day while I was there, some dealer dropped in with a small picture which for some reason took his fancy. According to Beseroe, it wasnt such a bad thing, painted by a Swedish realist by the name of Dargson. It showed a rather worn-out woman of about forty-three who had committed suicide and was lying on a bed, one hand stretched out over the edge and a glass or bottle from which she had taken the poison lying on the floor beside her. Two young children and a man were standing near, commiserating themselves on their loss, I presume. It seemed to have a tremendous impression on Osterman for some reason or other. I could never understand why  it was not so much art as a comment on human suffering. Nevertheless, Osterman wanted it, but I think he wanted Nadia to buy it for her collection and so justify his opinion of it. But Nadia, according to Beseroe, was interested only in certain pictures as illustrations of the different schools and periods of art in different countries. And when the dealer approached her with the thing, at Ostermans suggestion, it was immediately rejected by her. At once Osterman bought it for himself, and to show that he was not very much concerned about her opinion he hung it in his bedroom. Thereafter he began to be quarrelsome in regard to the worthwhileness of the gallery idea as a whole and to object to so much money being squandered in that direction. But to this day no one seems to know just why he liked that particular picture so much.

What I personally know is that it was just about this time that Osterman began to be interested in that fellow Klippert, and his plan for improving the condition of the orphan. He finally turned him over to me with the request that I go into the idea thoroughly, not only in regard to the work done by the Gratiot Home but by orphan asylums in general in America. He told us that he wanted it all kept very quiet until he was ready to act, that if anything was said he would refuse to have anything further to do with it. That was a part of his plan to outwit Mrs. Osterman, of course. He told us that he wanted some scheme in connection with orphans that would be new and progressive, better than anything now being done, something that would do away with great barracks and crowd regulations and cheap ugly uniforms, and would introduce a system of education and home life in cottages. I had no idea then that he was planning the immense thing that was really in his mind, and neither did Klippert. He thought he might be intending to furnish enough money to revive the Gratiot Home as an experiment, and he urged me to use my influence to this end if I had any. As it turned out, he wanted to establish an interstate affair, as wide as the nation, of which the place at Shell Cove was to be the centre or head  a kind of Eastern watering-place or resort for orphans from all over America. It was a colossal idea and would have taken all of his money and more.

But since he wanted it I went into the idea thoroughly with this fellow Klippert. He was very clever, that man, honest and thorough and business-like and disinterested in so far as I could see. I liked him, and so did Osterman, only Osterman wanted him to keep out of sight of his wife until he was ready to act. Klippert made a regular business of his problem and went all over the United States studying institutions of the kind. Finally, he came back with figures on about fifty or sixty and a plan which was the same as that outlined to me by Osterman and which I incorporated in his will, and there it ended for the time being. He didnt want to sign it right away for some reason, and there it lay in my safe until  well, let me tell you how it was.

One Saturday morning  it was a beautiful day and I was thinking of going out to the club to play golf  I received a long distance call from Osterman asking me to get hold of Klippert and another fellow by the name of Moss and bring them out to Shell Cove, along with the will for him to sign. He had made up his mind, he said, and I have often wondered if he had a premonition of what was going to happen.

I remember so well how excited Klippert was when I got him on the wire. He was just like a boy, that fellow, in his enthusiasm for the scheme, and apparently not interested in anything except the welfare of those orphans. We started for Shell Cove, and what do you think? Just as we got there  I remember it all as though it had happened yesterday. It was a bright hot Saturday afternoon. There were some big doings on the grounds, white-and-green and white-and-red striped marque tents, and chairs and swings and tables everywhere. Some of the smartest people were there sitting or walking or dancing on the balcony. And there was Osterman walking up and down the south verandah near the main motor entrance, waiting for us, I suppose. As we drove up he recognised us, for he waved his hand, and then just as we were getting out and he was walking towards us, I saw him reel and go down. It was just as though some one had struck him with something. I realised that it must be paralysis or a stroke or apoplexy and I chilled all over at the thought of what it might mean. Klippert went up the steps four at a time, and as we all ran down the verandah they carried him in and I telephoned for a doctor. Klippert was very still and white. All we could do was to stand around and wait and look at each other, for Mrs. Osterman and her sons were there and were taking charge. Finally word came out that Mr. Osterman was a little better and wanted to see us, so up we went. He had been carried into an airy, sunny room overlooking the sea and was lying in a big white canopied bed looking as pale and weak as he would if he had been ill for a month. He could scarcely speak and lay there and looked at us for a time, his mouth open and a kind of tremor passing over his lips from time to time. Then he seemed to gather a little strength and whispered: I want  I want and then he stopped and rested, unable to go on. The doctor arrived and gave him a little whisky, and then he began again, trying so hard to speak and not quite making it. At last he whispered: I want  I want  that  that  paper. And then: Klippert  and you He stopped again, then added: Get all these others out of here  all but you three and the doctor.

The doctor urged Mrs. Osterman and her sons to leave, but I could see that she didnt like it. Even after she went out she kept returning on one excuse and another, and she was there when he died. When she was out of the room the first time I produced the will and he nodded his approval. We called for a writing board, and they brought one  a Ouija board, by the way. We lifted him up, but he was too weak and fell back. When we finally got him up and spread the will before him he tried to grasp the pen but he couldnt close his fingers. He shook his head and half whispered The  the  boys  th  the  boys.  Klippert was all excited, but Osterman could do nothing. Then his wife came into the room and asked: What is it that you are trying to make poor Johnnie sign? Dont you think you had better let it rest until he is stronger? She tried to pick up the paper but I was too quick for her and lifted it to one side as though I hadnt noticed that she had reached for it. I could see that she was aware that something was being done that neither we nor Osterman wanted her to know about, and her eyes fairly snapped. Osterman must have realised that things were becoming a little shaky for he kept looking at first one and then another of us with a most unhappy look. He motioned for the pen and will. Klippert put down the board and I the paper, and he leaned forward and tried to grasp the pen. When he found he couldnt he actually groaned: The  the  I  I  I want to  to  do something  for  for  the  the  the Then he fell back, and the next moment was dead.

But I wish you could have seen Klippert. It wasnt anything he said or did, but just something that passed over his face, the shadow of a great cause or idea dying let us say. Something seemed to go out from or die in him, just as old Osterman had died. He turned and went out without a word. I would have gone too, only Mrs. Osterman intercepted me.

You might think that at such a moment she would have been too wrought up to think of anything but her husbands death, but she wasnt. Far from it. Instead, as her husband was lying there, and right before the doctor, she came over to me and demanded to see the paper. I was folding it up to put into my pocket when she flicked it out of my hands. I am sure you can have no objection to my seeing this, she said icily, and when I protested she added: I am sure that I have a right to see my own husbands will. I had only been attempting to spare her feelings, but when I saw what her attitude was I let it go at that and let her read it.

I wish you could have seen her face! Her eyes narrowed and she bent over the paper as though she were about to eat it. When she fully comprehended what it was all about she fairly gasped and shook  with rage, I think  though fear as to what might have happened except for her husbands weakness may have been a part of it. She looked at him, at his dead body, the only glance he got from her that day, Im sure, then at me, and left the room. Since there was nothing more to do, I went too.

And thats the reason Mrs. Osterman has never been friends with me since, though she was genial enough before. But it was a close shave for her, all the same, and dont you think it wasnt. Just an ounce or two more of strength in that old codgers system, and think what would have been done with those millions. She wouldnt have got even a million of it all told. And those little ragamuffins would have had it all. Hows that for a stroke of chance?


THE SHADOW

I 

WHAT had given him his first hint that all might not be as well at home as he imagined was the incident of the automobile. Up to that time he had not had a troubled thought about her, not one. But after  Well, it was a year and a half now and although suspicion still lingered it was becoming weaker. But it had not been obliterated even though he could not help being fond of Beryl, especially since they had Tickles to look after between them. But anyhow, in spite of all his dark thoughts and subtle efforts to put two and two together, he had not been able to make anything of it. Perhaps he was being unjust to her to go on brooding about it.... But how was it possible that so many suspicious-looking things could happen in a given time, and one never be able to get the straight of them?

The main thing that had hampered him was his work. He was connected with the Tri-State Paper Company, at the City Order desk, and as a faithful employé he was not supposed to leave during working hours, without permission, and it was not always easy to get permission. It was easy to count the times he had been off  once to go to the dentist, and two or three times to go home when Beryl was ill. Yet it just happened that on that particular afternoon his superior, Mr Baggott, had suggested that he, in the place of Naigly who always attended to such matters but was away at the time, should run out to the Detts-Scanlon store and ask Mr. Pierce just what was wrong with that last order that had been shipped. There was a mix-up somewhere, and it had been impossible to get the thing straight over the telephone.

Well, just as he was returning to the office, seated in one of those comfortable cross seats of the Davenant Avenue line and looking at the jumble of traffic out near Blakely Avenue, and just as the car was nearing the entrance to Briscoe Park, he saw a tan-and-chocolate coloured automobile driven by a biggish man in a light tan overcoat and cap swing into view, cross in front of the car, and enter the park. It was all over in a flash. But just as the car swung near him who should he see sitting beside the man but Beryl, or certainly a woman who was enough like her to be her twin sister. He would have sworn it was Beryl. And what was more, and worse, she was smiling up at this man as though they were on the best of terms and had known each other a long time! Of course he had only had a glimpse and might have been mistaken. Beryl had told him that morning that she was going to spend the afternoon with her mother. She often did that, sometimes leaving Tickles there while she did her mothers marketing. Or, she and her mother, or she and her sister Alice, if she chanced to be there, would take the baby for a walk in the park. Of course he might have been mistaken.

But that hat with the bunch of bright green grapes on the side.... And that green-and-white striped coat.... And that peculiar way in which she always held her head when she was talking. Was it really, Beryl? If it wasnt, why should he have had such a keen conviction that it was?

Up to that time there never had been anything of a doubtful character between them  that is, nothing except that business of the Raskoffsky picture, which didnt amount to much in itself. Anybody might become interested in a great violinist and write him for his photo, though even that couldnt be proved against Beryl. It was inscribed to Alice. But even if she had written him, that wasnt a patch compared to this last, her driving about in a car with a strange man. Certainly that would justify him in any steps that he chose to take, even to getting a divorce.

But what had he been able to prove so far? Nothing. He had tried to find her that afternoon, first at their own house, then at her mothers, and then at Winton & Markos real estate office, where Alice sometimes helped out, but he couldnt find a trace of her. Still, did that prove anything once and for all? She might have been to the concert as she said, she and Alice. It must be dull to stay in the house all day long, anyhow, and he couldnt blame her for doing the few things she did within their means. Often he tried to get in touch with her of a morning or afternoon, and there was no answer, seeing that she was over to her mothers or out to market, as she said. And up to the afternoon of the automobile it had never occurred to him that there was anything queer about it. When he called up Beryls mother she had said that Beryl and Alice had gone to a concert and it wasnt believable that Mrs. Dana would lie to him about anything. Maybe the two of them were doing something they shouldnt, or maybe Alice was helping Beryl to do something she shouldnt, without their mother knowing anything about it. Alice was like that, sly. It was quite certain that if there had been any correspondence between Beryl and that man Raskoffsky, that time he had found the picture inscribed to Alice, it had been Alice who had been the go-between. Alice had probably allowed her name and address to be used for Beryls pleasure  that is, if there was anything to it at all. It wasnt likely that Beryl would have attempted anything like that without Alices help.

But just the same he had never been able to prove that they had been in league, at that time or any other. If there was anything in it they were too clever to let him catch them. The day he thought he had seen her in the car he had first tried to get her by telephone and then had gone to the office, since it was on his way, to get permission to go home for a few minutes. But what had he gained by it? By the time he got there, Beryl and her mother were already there, having just walked over from Mrs. Danas home, according to Beryl. And Beryl was not wearing the hat and coat he had seen in the car, and that was what he wanted to find out. But between the time he had called up her mother and the time he had managed to get home she had had time enough to return and change her clothes and go over to her mothers if there was any reason why she should. That was what had troubled him and caused him to doubt ever since. She would have known by then that he had been trying to get her on the telephone and would have had any answer ready for him. And that may have been exactly what happened, assuming that she had been in the car and gotten home ahead of him, and presuming her mother had lied for her, which she would not do  not Mrs. Dana. For when he had walked in, a little flushed and excited, Beryl had exclaimed: Whatever is the matter, Gil? And then: What a crazy thing, to come hurrying home just to ask me about this! Of course I havent been in any car. How ridiculous! Ask Mother. You wouldnt expect her to fib for me, would you? And then to clinch the matter she had added: Alice and I left Tickles with her and went to the concert after going into the park for a while. When we returned, Alice stopped home so Mother could walk over here with me. What are you so excited about. And for the life of him, he had not been able to say anything except that he had seen a woman going into Briscoe Park in a tan-and-chocolate car, seated beside a big man who looked like  well, he couldnt say exactly whom he did look like. But the woman beside him certainly looked like Beryl. And she had had on a hat with green grapes on one side and a white-and-green striped sports coat, just like the one she had. Taking all that into consideration, what would any one think? But she had laughed it off, and what was he to say? He certainly couldnt accuse Mrs. Dana of not knowing what she was talking about, or Beryl of lying, unless he was sure of what he was saying. She was too strong-minded and too strong-willed for that. She had only married him after a long period of begging on his part; and she wasnt any too anxious to live with him now unless they could get along comfortably together.

Yet taken along with that Raskoffsky business of only a few months before, and the incident of the Hotel Deming of only the day before (but of which he had thought nothing until he had seen her in the car), and the incident of the letters in the ashes, which followed on the morning after he had dashed home that day, and then that business of the closed car in Bergley Place, just three nights afterwards  well, by George! when one put such things together  

It was very hard to put these things in the order of their effect on him, though it was easy to put them in their actual order as to time. The Hotel Deming incident had occurred only the day before the automobile affair and taken alone, meant nothing, just a chance encounter with her on the part of Naigly, who had chosen to speak of it. But joined afterwards with the business of the partly burned letters and after seeing her in that car or thinking he had  Well  After that, naturally his mind had gone back to that Hotel Deming business, and to the car, too. Naigly, who had been interested in Beryl before her marriage (she had been Baggotts stenographer), came into the office about four  the day before he had seen Beryl, or thought he had, in the car, and had said to him casually: I saw your wife just now, Stoddard.

That so? Where?

She was coming out of the Deming ladies entrance as I passed just now. Well, taken by itself, there was nothing much in that, was there? There was an arcade of shops which made the main entrance to the Deming, and it was easy to go through that and come out of one of the other entrances. He knew Beryl had done it before, so why should he have worried about it then? Only, for some reason, when he came home that evening Beryl didnt mention that she had been downtown that day until he asked her. What were you doing about four to-day? Downtown, shop ping. Why? Did you see me? I went for Mother.

Me? No. Who do you know in the Deming f.

No one  this without a trace of self-consciousness, which was one of the things that made him doubt whether there had been anything wrong. Oh, yes: I remember now. I walked through to look at the hats in Anna McCartys window, and came out the ladies entrance. Why? Oh, nothing. Naigly said he saw you, thats all. Youre getting to be a regular gadabout these days.

Oh, what nonsense! Why shouldnt I go through the Deming Arcade? I would have stopped in to see you, only I know you dont like me to come bothering around there.

And so he had dismissed it from his mind  until the incident of the car.

And then the matter of the letters... and Raskoffsky...

Beryl was crazy about music, although she couldnt play except a little by ear. Her mother had been too poor to give her anything more than a common school education, which was about all that he had had. But she was crazy about the violin and anybody who could play it, and when any of the great violinists came to town she always managed to afford to go. Raskoffsky was a big blond Russian who played wonderfully, so she said. She and Alice had gone to hear him, and for weeks afterward they had raved about him.

They had even talked of writing to him, just to see if he would answer, but he had frowned on such a proceeding because he didnt want Beryl writing to any man. What good would it do her? A man like that wouldnt bother about answering her letter, especially if all the women were as crazy about him as the papers said. Yet later he had found Raskoffskys picture in Beryls room, only it was inscribed to Alice.... Still, Beryl might have put Alice up to it, might even have sent her own picture under Alices name, just to see if he would answer. They had talked of sending a picture. Besides, if Alice had written and secured this picture, why wasnt it in her rather than Beryls possession. He had asked about that. Yet the one flaw in that was that Alice wasnt really good-looking enough to send her picture and she knew it. Yet Beryl had sworn that she hadnt written. And Alice had insisted that it was she and not Beryl who had written. But there was no way of proving that she hadnt or that Beryl had.

Yet why all the secrecy? Neither of them had said anything more about writing Raskoffsky after that first time. And it was only because he had come across Raskoffskys picture in one of Beryls books that he had come to know anything about it at all. To my fair little western admirer who likes my  Dance Macabre so much. The next time I play in your city you must come and see me. But Alice wasnt fair or good-looking. Beryl was. And it was Beryl and not Alice, who had first raved over that dance; Alice didnt care so much for music. And wasnt it Beryl, and not Alice, who had proposed writing him. Yet it was Alice who had received the answer. How was that? Very likely it was Beryl who had persuaded Alice to write for her, sending her own instead of Alices picture, and getting Alice to receive Raskoffskys picture for her when it came. Something in their manner the day he had found the picture indicated as much. Alice had been so quick to say: Oh yes. I wrote him. But Beryl had looked a little queer when she caught him looking at her, had even flushed slightly, although she had kept her indifferent manner. At that time the incident of the car hadnt occurred. But afterwards,  after he had imagined he had seen Beryl in the car  it had occurred to him that maybe it was Raskoffsky with whom she was that day. He was playing in Columbus, so the papers said, and he might have been passing through the city. He was a large man too, as he now recalled, by George! If only he could find a way to prove that!



Still, even so and when you come right down to it, was there anything so terrible about her writing a celebrity like that and asking for his picture, if that was all she had done. But was it? Those long-enveloped grey letters he had found in the fireplace that morning, after that day in which he had seen her in the car (or thought he had)  or at least traces of them. And the queer way she had looked at him when he brought them up in connection with that closed car in Bergley Place. She had squinted her eyes as if to think, and had then laughed rather shakily when he charged her with receiving letters from Raskoffsky, and with his having come here to see her. His finding them had been entirely by accident. He always got up early to start things, for Beryl was a sleepyhead, and he would start the fire in the grate and put on the water to boil in the kitchen. And this morning as he was bending over the grate to push away some scraps of burnt wood so as to start a new fire, he came across five or six letters, or the ashes of them, all close together as though they might have been tied with ribbon or something. What was left of them looked as though they had been written on heavy stationery such as a man of means might use, the envelopes long and thick. The top one still showed the address Mrs. Beryl Stoddard, Care of He was bending over to see the rest when a piece of wood toppled over and destroyed it. He rescued one little scrap, the half-charred corner of one page, and the writing on this seemed to be like that on Raskoffskys picture, or so he thought, and he read: to see you. Just that and nothing more, part of a sentence that ended the page and went to the next. And that page was gone, of course!

But it was funny, wasnt it, that at sight of them the thought of Raskoffsky should have come to him? And that ride in the park. Come to think of it, the man in the car had looked a little like Raskoffskys picture. And for all he knew, Raskoffsky might have then been in town  returned for this especial purpose,  and she might have been meeting him on the sly. Of course. At the Deming. That was it. He had never been quite able to believe her. All the circumstances at the time pointed to something of the kind, even if he had never been able to tie them together and make her confess to the truth of them.

But how he had suffered after that because of that thought! Things had seemed to go black before him. Beryl unfaithful? Beryl running around with a man like that, even if he was a great violinist? Everybody knew what kind of a man he was  all those men. The papers were always saying how crazy women were over him, and yet that he should come all the way to C  to make trouble between him and Beryl! (If only he could prove that!) But why should she, with himself and Tickles to look after, and a life of her own which was all right  why should she be wanting to run around with a man like that, a man who would use her for a little while and then drop her. And when she had a home of her own? And her baby? And her mother and sister right here in C  ?

And him? And working as hard as he was and trying to make things come out right for them? That was the worst of it. That was the misery of it. And all for a little notice from a man who was so far above her or thought he was, anyhow, that he couldnt care for her or any one long. The papers had said so at the time. But that was the whole secret. She was so crazy about people who did anything in music or painting or anything like that, that she couldnt reason right about them. And she might have done a thing like that on that account. Personally he wouldnt give a snap of his finger for the whole outfit. They werent ordinary, decent people anyhow. But making herself as common as that! And right here in C  , too, where they were both known. Oh, if only he had been able to prove that! If only he had been able to at that time!

When he had recovered himself a little that morning after he had found the traces of the letters in the ashes he had wanted to go into the bedroom where she was still asleep and drag her out by the hair and beat her and make her confess to these things. Yes, he had. There had been all but murder in his heart that morning. He would show her. She couldnt get away with any such raw stuff as that even if she did have her mother and sister to help her. (That sly little Alice, always putting her sister up to something and never liking him from the first, anyhow.) But then the thought had come to him that after all he might be wrong. Supposing the letters werent from Raskoffsky? And supposing she had told the truth when she said she hadnt been in the car? He had nothing to go on except what he imagined, and up to then everything had been as wonderful as could be between them. Still...

Then another thought had come: if the letters werent from Raskoffsky who were they from? He didnt know of anybody who would be writing her on any such paper as that. And if not Raskoffsky whom did she know? And why should she throw them in the fire, choosing a time when he wasnt about i That was strange, especially after the automobile incident of the day before. But when he taxed her with this the night of the Bergley Place car incident  she had denied everything and said they were from Claire Haggerty, an old chum who had moved to New York just about the time they were married and who had been writing her at her mothers because at that time he and she didnt have a home of their own and that was the only address she could give. She had been meaning to destroy them but had been putting it off. But only the night before she had come across them in a drawer and had tossed them in the fire, and that was all there was to that.

But was that all there was to it?

For even as he had been standing there in front of the grate wondering what to do the thought had come to him that he was not going about this in the right way. He had had the thought that he should hire a detective at once and have her shadowed and then if she were doing anything, it might be possible to find it out. That would have been better. That was really the way. Yet instead of doing that he had gone on quarrelling with her, had burst in on her with everything that he suspected or saw, or thought he saw, and that it was, if anything, that had given her warning each time and had allowed her to get the upper hand of him, if she had got the upper hand of him. That was it. Yet he had gone on and quarrelled with her that day just the same, only, after he had thought it all over, he had decided to consult the Sol Cohn Detective Service and have her watched. But that very night, coming back from the night conference with Mr. Harris Cohn, which was the only time he could get to give it, was the night he had seen the car in Bergley Place, and Beryl near it.

Bergley Place was a cross street two doors from where they lived on Winton. And just around the corner in Bergley, was an old vacant residence with a deal of shrubbery and four over-arching trees in front, which made it very dark there at night. That night as he was coming home from Mr. Harris Cohns  (he had told Beryl that he was going to the lodge, in order to throw her off and had come home earlier in order to see what he might see) and just as he was stepping off the Nutley Avenue car which turned into Marko Street, about half a block above where they lived whom should he see  But, no, let us put it this way. Just at that moment or a moment later as he turned toward his home an automobile that had been going the same way he was along Winton swung into Bergley Place and threw its exceptionally brilliant lights on a big closed automobile that was standing in front of the old house aforementioned. There were two vacant corner lots opposite the old house at Bergley and Winton and hence it was that he could see what was going on. Near the rear of the automobile, just as though she had stepped out of it and was about to leave, stood Beryl  or, he certainly thought it was Beryl, talking to some one in the car, just as one would before parting and returning into the house. She had on a hooded cape exactly like the one she wore at times though not often. She did not like hooded capes any more. They were out of style. Just the same so sure had he been that it was Beryl and that at last he had trapped her that he hurried on to the house, or, rather, toward the car. But just as he neared the corner the lights of the car that had been standing there lightless flashed on for a second  then off and then sped away. Yet even with them on there had not been enough light to see whether it was Beryl, or who. Or what the number on the license plate was. It was gone and with it Beryl, presumably up the alley way and into the back door or so he had believed. So sure was he that she had gone that way that he himself had gone that way. Yet when he reached the rear door following her, as he chose to do, it was locked and the kitchen was dark. And he had to rap and pound even before she came to let him in. And when she did there she was looking as though she had not been out at all, undressed, ready for bed and wanting to know why he chose to come that way! And asking him not to make so much noise for fear of waking Tickles...!

Think of it. Not a trace of excitement. No cape with a hood on. The light up in the dining-room and a book on the table as though she might have been reading  one of those novels by that fellow Barclay. And not a sign about anywhere that she might have been out  that was the puzzling thing. And denying that she had been out or that she had seen any car, or anything. Now what would you make of that!

Then it was, though, that he had burst forth in a fury of suspicion and anger and had dealt not only with this matter of the car in Bergley Place, but the one in Briscoe Park, the letters in the ashes and the matter of Naigly seeing her come out of the Deming, to say nothing of her writing to Raskoffsky for his picture. For it was Raskoffsky, of course, if it was anybody. He was as positive as to that as any one could be. Who else could it have been? He had not even hesitated to insist that he knew who it was  Raskoffsky, of course  and that he had seen him and had been able to recognise him from his pictures. Yet she had denied that vehemently  even laughingly  or that he had seen any one, or that there had been a car there for her. And she did show him a clipping a week later which said that Raskoffsky was in Italy.

But if it wasnt Raskoffsky then who was it  if it was any one. For goodness sake, Gil, was all she would say at that or any other time, I havent been out with Raskoffsky or any one and I dont think you ought to come in here and act as you do. It seems to me you must be losing your mind. I havent seen or heard of any old car. Do you think I could stand here and say that I hadnt if I had? And I dont like the way you have of rushing in here of late every little while and accusing me of something that I havent done. What grounds have you for thinking that I have done anything wrong anyhow? That silly picture of Raskoffsky that Alice sent for. And that you think you saw me in an automobile. Not another thing. If you dont stop now and let me alone I will leave you I tell you and that is all there is to it. I wont be annoyed in this way and especially when you have nothing to go on. It was with that type of counter-argument that she had confronted him.

Besides, at that time  the night that he thought he saw her in Bergley Place  and as if to emphasise what she was saying, Tickles in the bedroom had waked up and begun to call Mama, Mama. And she had gone in to him and brought him out even as she talked. And she had seemed very serious and defiant, then  very much more like her natural self and like a person who had been injured and was at bay. So he had become downright doubtful again, and had gone back into the dining-room. And there was the light up and the book that she had been reading. And in the closet as he had seen when he had hung up his own coat was her hooded cape on the nail at the back where it always hung.

And yet how could he have been mistaken as to all of those things? Surely there must have been something to some of them. He could never quite feel, even now, that there hadnt been. Yet outside of just that brief period in which all of these things had occurred there had never been a thing that he could put his hands on, nothing that he could say looked even suspicious before or since. And the detective agency had not been able to find out anything about her either  not a thing. That had been money wasted: one hundred dollars. Now how was that?

II 

The trouble with Gil was that he was so very suspicious by nature and not very clever. He was really a clerk, with a clerks mind and a clerks point of view. He would never rise to bigger things, because he couldnt, and yet she could not utterly dislike him either. He was always so very much in love with her, so generous  to her, at least  and he did the best he could to support her and Tickles, which was something, of course. A lot of the trouble was that he was too affectionate and too clinging. He was always hanging around whenever he was not working. And with never a thought of going any place without her except to his lodge or on a business errand that he couldnt possibly escape. And if he did go he was always in such haste to get back! Before she had ever thought of marrying him, when he was shipping clerk at the Tri-State and she was Mr. Baggotts stenographer, she had seen that he was not very remarkable as a man. He hadnt the air or the force of Mr. Baggott, for whom she worked then and whose assistant Gil later became. Indeed, Mr. Baggott had once said: Gilbert is all right, energetic and faithful enough, but he lacks a large grasp of things. And yet in spite of all that she had married him.

Why?

Well, it was hard to say. He was not bad-looking, rather handsome, in fact, and that had meant a lot to her then. He had fine, large black eyes and a pale forehead and pink cheeks, and such nice clean hands. And he always dressed so well for a young man in his position. He was so faithful and yearning, a very dog at her heels. But she shouldnt have married him, just the same. It was all a mistake. He was not the man for her. She knew that now. And, really, she had known it then, only she had not allowed her common sense to act. She was always too sentimental then  not practical enough as she was now. It was only after she was married and surrounded by the various problems that marriage includes that she had begun to wake up. But then it was too late.

Yes, she had married, and by the end of the first year and a half, during which the original glamour had had time to subside, she had Tickles, or Gilbert, Jr., to look after. And with him had come a new mood such as she had never dreamed of in connection with herself. Just as her interest in Gil had begun to wane a little her interest in Tickles had sprung into flame. And for all of three years now it had grown stronger rather than weaker. She fairly adored her boy and wouldnt think of doing anything to harm him. And yet she grew so weary at times of the humdrum life they were compelled to live. Gil only made forty-five dollars a week, even now. And on that they had to clothe and feed and house the three of them. It was no easy matter. She would rather go out and work. But it was not so easy with a three-year-old baby. And besides Gil would never hear of such a thing. He was just one of those young husbands who thought the wifes place was in the home, even when he couldnt provide a very good home for her to live in.

Still, during these last few years she had had a chance to read and think, two things which up to that time she had never seemed to have time for. Before that it had always been beaux and other girls. But most of the girls were married now, and so there was an end to them. But reading and thinking had gradually taken up all of her spare time, and that had brought about such a change in her. She really wasnt the same girl now that Gil had married at all. She was wiser. And she knew so much more about life now than he did. And she thought so much more, and so differently. He was still at about the place mentally that he had been when she married him, interested in making a better place for himself in the Tri-State office and in playing golf or tennis out at the country club whenever he could afford the time to go out there. And he expected her to curry favour with Dr and Mrs. Realk, and Mr and Mrs. Stofft, because they had a car and because Mr. Stofft and Gil liked to play cards together. But beyond that he thought of nothing, not a thing.

But during all of this time she had more and more realised that Gil would never make anything much of himself. Alice had cautioned her against him before ever they had married. He was not a business man in any true sense. He couldnt think of a single thing at which he could make any money except in the paper business, and that required more capital than ever he would have. Everybody else they knew was prospering. And perhaps it was that realisation that had thrown her back upon books and pictures and that sort of thing. People who did things in those days were so much more interesting than people who just made money, anyhow.

Yet she would never have entered upon that dangerous affair with Mr. Barclay if it hadnt been for the awful mental doldrums she found herself in about the time Tickles was two years old and Gil was so worried as to whether he would be able to keep his place at the Tri-State any longer. He had put all the money they had been able to save into that building and loan scheme, and when that had failed they were certainly up against it for a time. There was just nothing to do with, and there was no prospect of relief. To this day she had no clothes to speak of. And there wasnt much promise of getting them now. And she wasnt getting any younger. Still, there was Tickles, and she was brushing up on her shorthand again. If the worst came  

But she wouldnt have entered upon that adventure that had come so near to ending disastrously for herself and Tickles  for certainly if Gil had ever found out he could have taken Tickles away from her  if it hadnt been for that book Heyday which Mr. Barclay wrote and which she came across just when she was feeling so out of sorts with life and Gil and everything. That had pictured her own life so keenly and truly; indeed, it seemed to set her own life before her just as it was, and as though some one were telling her about herself. It was the story of a girl somewhat like herself who had dreamed her way through a rather pinched girlhood, having to work for a living from the age of fourteen. And then just as she was able to make her own way had made a foolish marriage with a man of no import in any way  a clerk, just like Gil. And he had led her through more years of meagre living, until at last, very tired of it all, she had been about to yield herself to another man who didnt care very much about her but who had money and could do the things for her that her husband couldnt. Then of a sudden in this story her husband chose to disappear and leave her to make her way as best she might. The one difference between that story and her own life was that there was no little Tickles to look after. And Gil would never disappear, of course. But the heroine of the story had returned to her work without compromising herself. And in the course of time had met an architect who had the good sense or the romance to fall in love with and marry her. And so the story, which was so much like hers, except for Tickles and the architect, had ended happily.

But hers  well  

But the chances she had taken at that time! The restless and yet dreamy mood in which she had been and moved and which eventually had prompted her to write Mr. Barclay, feeling very doubtful as to whether he would be interested in her and yet drawn to him because of the life he had pictured. Her thought had been that if he could take enough interest in a girl like the one in the book to describe her so truly he might be a little interested in her real life. Only her thought at first had been not to entice him; she had not believed that she could. Rather, it was more the feeling that if he would he might be of some help to her, since he had written so sympathetically of Lila, the heroine. She was faced by the problem of what to do with her life, as Lila had been, but at that she hadnt expected him to solve it for her  merely to advise her.

But afterwards, when he had written to thank her, she feared that she might not hear from him again and had thought of that picture of herself, the one Dr. Realk had taken of her laughing so heartily, the one that everybody liked so much. She had felt that that might entice him to further correspondence with her, since his letters were so different and interesting, and she had sent it and asked him if his heroine looked anything like her, just as an excuse for sending it. Then had come that kindly letter in which he had explained his point of view and advised her, unless she were very unhappy, to do nothing until she should be able to look after herself in the great world. Life was an economic problem. As for himself, he was too much the rover to be more than a passing word to any one. His work came first. Apart from that, he said he drifted up and down the world trying to make the best of a life that tended to bore him. However if ever he came that way he would be glad to look her up and advise her as best he might, but that she must not let him compromise her in any way. It was not advisable in her very difficult position.

Even then she had not been able to give him up, so interested had she been by all he had written. And besides, he had eventually come to U   only a hundred and fifty miles away, and had written from there to know if he might come over to see her. She couldnt do other than invite him, although she had known at the time that it was a dangerous thing to do. There was no solution, and it had only caused trouble  and how much trouble! And yet in the face of her mood then, anything had been welcome as a relief. She had been feeling that unless something happened to break the monotony she would do something desperate. And then something did happen. He had come, and there was nothing but trouble, and very much trouble, until he had gone again.

You would have thought there was some secret unseen force attending her and Gil at that time and leading him to wherever she was at just the time she didnt want him to be there. Take, for example, that matter of Gil finding Mr. Barclays letters in the fire after she had taken such care to throw them on the live coals behind some burning wood. He had evidently been able to make out a part of the address, anyhow, for he had said they were addressed to her in care of somebody he couldnt make out. And yet he was all wrong, as to the writer, of course. He had the crazy notion, based on his having found that picture of Raskoffsky inscribed to Alice, some months before, that they must be from him, just because he thought she had used Alice to write and ask Raskoffsky for his picture  which she had. But that was before she had ever read any of Mr. Barclays books. Yet if it hadnt been for Gils crazy notion that it was Raskoffsky she was interested in she wouldnt have had the courage to face it out the way she had, the danger of losing Tickles, which had come to her the moment Gil had proved so suspicious and watchful, frightening her so. Those three terrible days! And imagine him finding those bits of letters in the ashes and making something out of them! The uncanniness of it all.

And then that time he saw her speeding through the gate into Briscoe Park. They couldnt have been more than a second passing there, anyhow, and yet he had been able to pick her out! Worse, Mr. Barclay hadnt even intended coming back that way; they had just made the mistake of turning down Ridgely instead of Warren. Yet, of course, Gil had to be there, of all places, when as a rule he was never out of the office at any time. Fortunately for her she was on her way home, so there was no chance of his getting there ahead of her as, plainly, he planned afterwards. Still, if it hadnt been for her mother whom everybody believed, and who actually believed that she and Alice had been to the concert, she would never have had the courage to face him. She hadnt expected him home in the first place, but when he did come and she realised that unless she faced him out then and there in front of her mother who believed in her, that she as well as he would know, there was but one thing to do  brave it. Fortunately her mother hadnt seen her in that coat and hat which Gil insisted that she had on. For before going she and Alice had taken Tickles over to her mothers and then she had returned and changed her dress. And before Gil had arrived Alice had gone on home and told her mother to bring over the baby, which was the thing that had so confused Gil really. For he didnt know about the change and neither did her mother. And her mother did not believe that there had been any, which made her think that Gil was a little crazy, talking that way. And her mother didnt know to this day  she was so unsuspecting.

And then that terrible night on which he thought he had seen her in Bergley Place and came in to catch her. Would she ever forget that? Or that evening, two days before, when he had come home and said that Naigly had seen her coming out of the Deming. She could tell by his manner that time that he thought nothing of that then  he was so used to her going downtown in the daytime anyhow. But that Naigly should have seen her just then when of all times she would rather he would not have!

To be sure it had been a risky thing  going there to meet Mr. Barclay in that way, only from another point of view it had not seemed so. Every one went through the Deming Arcade for one reason or another and that made any ones being seen there rather meaningless. And in the great crowd that was always there it was the commonest thing for any one to meet any one else and stop and talk for a moment anyhow. That was all she was there for that day  to see Mr. Barclay on his arrival and make an appointment for the next day. She had done it because she knew she couldnt stay long, and she knew Gil wouldnt be out at that time, and that if any one else saw her she could say that it was almost any one they knew casually between them. Gil was like that, rather easy at times. But to think that Naigly should have been passing the Deming just as she was coming out  alone, fortunately  and should have run and told Gil. That was like him. It was pure malice. He had never liked her since she had turned him down for Gil. And he would like to make trouble for her if he could, that was all. That was the way people did who were disappointed in love.

But the worst and the most curious thing of all was that last evening in Bergley Place, the last time she ever saw Mr. Barclay anywhere. That was odd. She had known by then, of course, that Gil was suspicious and might be watching her, and she hadnt intended to give him any further excuse for complaint. But that was his lodge night, and he had never missed a meeting since they had been married  not one. Besides she had only intended to stay out about an hour and always within range of the house so that if Gil got off the car or any one else came she would know of it. She had not even turned out the light in the dining-room, intending to say if Gil came back unexpectedly or any one else called, that she had just run around the corner in the next block to see Mrs. Stofft. And in order that that statement might not be questioned, she had gone over there for just a little while before Mr. Barclay was due to arrive with his car. She had even asked Mr. Barclay to wait in the shadow of the old Dalrymple house in Bergley Place, under the trees, in order that the car might not be seen. So few people went up that street, anyhow. And it was always so dark in there. Besides it was near to raining which made it seem safer still. And yet he had seen her. And just as she was about to leave. And when she had concluded that everything had turned out so well.

But how could she have foreseen that a big car with such powerful lights as that would have turned in there just then. Or that Gil would step off the car and look up that way? Or that he would be coming home an hour earlier when he never did  not from lodge meeting. And besides she hadnt intended to go out that evening at all until Mr. Barclay called up and said he must leave the next day, for a few days anyhow, and wanted to see her before he went. She had thought that if they stayed somewhere in the neighbourhood in a closed car, as he suggested, it would be all right. But no. That big car had to turn in there just when it did, and Gil had to be getting off the car and looking up Bergley Place just when it did, and she had to be standing there saying good-bye, just as the lights flashed on that spot. Some people might be lucky, but certainly she was not one of them. The only thing that had saved her was the fact that she had been able to get in the house ahead of Gil, hang up her cape and go in to her room and undress and see if Tickles was still asleep. And yet when he did burst in she had felt that she could not face him  he was so desperate and angry. And yet, good luck, it had ended in his doubting whether he had really seen her or not, though even to this day he would never admit that he doubted.

But the real reason why she hadnt seen Mr. Barclay since (and that in the face of the fact that he had been here in the city once since, and that, as he wrote, he had taken such a fancy to her and wanted to see her and help her in any way she chose), was not that she was afraid of Gil or that she liked him more than she did Mr. Barclay (they were too different in all their thoughts and ways for that) or that she would have to give up her life here and do something else, if Gil really should have found out (she wouldnt have minded that at all)  but because only the day before Mr. Barclays last letter she had found out that under the law Gil would have the power to take Tickles away from her and not let her see him any more if he caught her in any wrongdoing. That was the thing that had frightened her more than anything else could have, and had decided her, then and there, that whatever it was she was thinking she might want to do, it could never repay her for the pain and agony that the loss of Tickles would bring her. She had not really stopped to think of that before. Besides on the night of that quarrel with Gil, that night he thought he saw her in Bergley Place, and he had sworn that if ever he could prove anything he would take Tickles away from her, or, that he would kill her and Tickles and himself and Raskoffsky (Raskoffsky!), it was then really that she had realised that she couldnt do without Tickles  no, not for a time even. Her dream of a happier life would be nothing without him  she knew that. And so it was that she had fought there as she had to make Gil believe he was mistaken, even in the face of the fact that he actually knew he had seen her. It was the danger of the loss of Tickles that had given her the courage and humour and calmness, the thought of what the loss of him would mean, the feeling that life would be colourless and blank unless she could take him with her wherever she went, whenever that might be, if ever it was.

And so when Gil had burst in as he did she had taken up Tickles and faced him, after Gils loud talk had waked him. And Tickles had put his arms about her neck and called Mama! Mama! even while she was wondering how she was ever to get out of that scrape. And then because he had fallen asleep again, lying close to her neck, even while Gil was quarrelling, she had told herself then that if she came through that quarrel safely she would never do anything more to jeopardise her claim to Tickles, come what might. And with that resolution she had been able to talk to Gil so convincingly and defiantly that he had finally begun to doubt his own senses, as she could see. And so it was that she had managed to face him out and to win completely.

And then the very next day she had called up Mr. Barclay and told him that she couldnt go on with that affair, and why  that Tickles meant too much to her, that she would have to wait and see how her life would work out. And he had been so nice about it then and had sympathised with her and had told her that, all things considered, he believed she was acting wisely and for her own happiness. And so she had been. Only since he had written her and she had had to say no to him again. And now he had gone for good. And she admired him so much. And she had never heard from him since, for she had asked him not to write to her unless she first wrote to him.

But with how much regret she had done that! And how commonplace and humdrum this world looked at times now, even with the possession of Tickles. Those few wonderful days.... And that dream that had mounted so high. Yet she had Tickles. And in the novel the husband had gone away and the architect had appeared.


THE MERCY OF GOD

Once, one of his disciples, walking with him in the garden, said: Master, how may I know the Infinite, the Good, and attain to union with it, as thou hast? And he replied: By desiring it utterly, with all thy heart and with all thy mind. And the disciple replied: But that I do.

Nay, not utterly, replied the Master, or thou wouldst not now ask how thou mayst attain to union with it. But come with me, he added, and I will show thee. And he led the way to a stream, and into the water, and there, by reason of his greater strength, he seized upon his disciple and immersed him completely, so that presently he could not breathe but must have suffocated and drowned had it not been his plan to bring him forth whole. Only when, by reason of this, the strength of the disciple began to wane and he would have drowned, the Master drew him forth and stretched him upon the bank and restored him. And when he was sufficiently restored and seeing that he was not dead but whole, he exclaimed: But, Master, why didst thou submerge me in the stream and hold me there until I was like to die? And the Master replied: Didst thou not say that above all things thou desirest union with the Infinite? Yea, true; but in life, not death.

That I know, answered the Master. But now tell me: When thou wast thus held in the water what was it that thou didst most desire? To be restored to breath, to life.

And how much didst thou desire it?

As thou sawest  with all my strength and with all my mind.

Verily. Then when in life thou desirest union with the All-Good, the Infinite, as passionately as thou didst life in the water, it will come. Thou wilt know it then, and not before.

Keshub Chunder Sen.

A FRIEND of mine, a quite celebrated neurologist, psychiatrist, and interpreter of Freud, and myself were met one night to discuss a very much talked-of book of his, a book of clinical studies relative to various obsessions, perversions and inhibitions which had afflicted various people in their day and which he, as a specialist in these matters, had investigated and attempted to alleviate. To begin with, I should say that he had filled many difficult and responsible positions in hospitals, asylums, and later, as a professor of these matters, occupied a chair in one of our principal Universities. He was kindly, thoughtful, and intensely curious as to the workings of this formula we call life, but without lending himself to any  at least to very few  hard and fast dogmas. More interesting still life appeared to interest but never to discourage him. He really liked it. Pain, he said, he accepted as an incentive, an urge to life. Strife he liked because it hardened all to strength. And he believed in action as the antidote to too much thought, the way out of brooding and sorrow. Youth passes, strength passes, life forms pass; but action makes all bearable and even enjoyable. Also he wanted more labour, not less, more toil, more exertion, for humanity. And he insisted that through, not round or outside, life lay the way to happiness, if there was a way. But with action all the while. So much for his personal point of view.

On the other hand, he was always saying of me that I had a touch of the Hindu in me, the Far East, the Brahmin. I emphasised too much indifference to life  or, if not that, I quarrelled too much with pain, unhappiness, and did not impress strongly enough the need of action. I was forever saying that the strain was too great, that there had best be less of action, less of pain.... As to the need of less pain, I agreed, but never to the need of less action; in verification of which I pointed to my own life, the changes I had deliberately courted, the various activities I had entered upon, the results I had sought for. He was not to be routed from his contention entirely, nor I from mine.

Following this personal analysis we fell to discussing a third man, whom we both admired, an eminent physiologist, then connected with one of the great experimental laboratories of the world, who had made many deductions and discoveries in connection with the associative faculty of the brain and the mechanics of associative memory. This man was a mechanist, not an evolutionist, and of the most convinced type. To him nowhere in nature was there any serene and directive and thoughtful conception which brought about, and was still bringing about continually, all the marvels of structure and form and movement that so arrest and startle our intelligence at every turn. Nowhere any constructive or commanding force which had thought out, for instance, and brought to pass flowers, trees, animals, men  associative order and community life. On the contrary, the beauty of nature as well as the order of all living, such as it is, was an accident, and not even a necessary one, yet unescapable, a condition or link in an accidental chain. If you would believe him and his experiments, the greatest human beings that ever lived and the most perfect states of society that ever were have no more significance in nature than the most minute ephemera. The Macedonian Alexander is as much at the mercy of fate as the lowest infusoria. For every germ that shoots up into a tree thousands are either killed or stunted by unfavourable conditions; and although, beyond question, many of them  the most  bear within themselves the same power as the successful ones to be and to do, had they the opportunity, still they fail  a belief of my own in part, albeit a hard doctrine.

One would have thought, as I said to Professor Z  at this meeting, that such a mental conviction would be dulling and destructive to initiative and force, and I asked him why he thought it had not operated to blunt and destroy this very great man. For the very reasons I am always emphasising, he replied. Pain, necessity, life stung him into action and profound thought, hence success. He is the person he is by reason of enforced mental and physical action.

But, I argued, his philosophy makes him account it all as worthless, or, if not that, so fleeting and unstable as to make it scarcely worth the doing, even though he does it. As he sees it, happiness and tribulation, glory and obscurity, are all an accident. Science, industry, politics, like races and planets, are accidents. Trivial conditions cause great characters and geniuses like himself to rest or to remain inactive, and mediocre ones are occasionally permitted to execute great deeds or frustrate them in the absence of the chance that might have produced a master. Circumstances are stronger than personalities, and the impotence of individuals is the tragedy of everyday life.

Quite so, agreed my friend, and there are times when I am inclined to agree with him, but at most times not. I used to keep hanging in one of my offices, printed and framed, that famous quotation from Ecclesiastes:  I returned, and saw under the sun that the race is not to the swift, nor the battle to the strong, neither yet bread to the wise, nor yet favour to men of skill; but time and chance happeneth to them all. But I took it down because it was too discouraging. And yet, he added after a time, because we both fell silent at this point, although I still think it is true, as time has gone on and I have experimented with life and with people I have come to believe that there is something else in nature, some not as yet understood impulse, which seeks to arrange and right and balance things at times. I know that this sounds unduly optimistic and vainly cheerful, especially from me, and many  you, for one, will disagree  but I have sometimes encountered things in my work which have caused me to feel that nature isnt altogether hard or cruel or careless, even though accidents appear to happen.

Accidents? I said; holocausts, you mean. But he continued:

Of course, I do not believe in absolute good or absolute evil, although I do believe in relative good and relative evil. Take tenderness and pity, in some of their results at least.

Our friend Z  , on the contrary, sees all as accident, or blind chance and without much if any real or effective pity or amelioration, a state that I cannot reason myself into. Quite adversely, I think there is something that helps life along or out of its difficulties. I know that you will not agree with me; still, I believe it, and while I do not think there is any direct and immediate response, such as the Christian Scientists and the New Thought devotees would have us believe, I know there is a response at times, or at least I think there is, and I think I can prove it. Take dreams, for instance, which, as Freud has demonstrated, are natures way of permitting a man to sleep in the presence of some mental worry that would tend to keep him awake, or if he had fallen asleep, and stood in danger to wake him.

I waived that as a point, but then he referred to medicine and surgery and all the mechanical developments as well as the ameliorative efforts of life, such as laws relating to child labour, working-mens compensation and hours, compulsory safety devices and the like, as specific proofs of a desire on the part of nature, working through man, to make life easier for man, a wish on her part to provide him, slowly and stumblingly, mayhap, with things helpful to him in his condition here. Without interrupting him, I allowed him to call to mind the Protestant Reformation, how it had ended once and for all the iniquities of the Inquisition; the rise of Christianity, and how, temporarily at least, it had modified if not entirely ended the brutalities of Paganism. Anaesthetics, and how they had served to ameliorate pain. I could have pointed out that life itself was living on life and always had been, and that as yet no substitute for the flesh of helpless animals had been furnished man as food. (He could not hear my thoughts.) The automobile, he went on, had already practically eliminated the long-sufferings of the horse; our anti-slavery rebellion and humane opposition in other countries had once and for all put an end to human slavery; also he called to mind the growth of humane societies of one kind and another, that ministered to many tortured animals. And humane laws were being constantly passed and enforced to better if not entirely cure inhuman conditions.

I confess I was interested, if not convinced. In spite of life itself existing on life, there was too much in what he said to permit any one to pass over it indifferently. But there came to my mind just the same all the many instances of crass accident and brutish mischance which are neither prevented nor cured by anything  the thousands who are annually killed in railroad accidents and industrial plants, despite protective mechanisms and fortifying laws compelling their use; the thousands who die yearly from epidemics of influenza, smallpox, yellow fever, cholera and widespread dissemination of cancer, consumption and related ills. These I mentioned. He admitted the force of the point but insisted that man, impelled by nature, not only for his own immediate protection but by reason of a sympathy aroused through pain endured by him, was moved to kindly action. Besides, if nature loved brutality and inhumanity and suffering why should any atom of it wish to escape pain, and why in those atoms should it generate sympathy and tears and rejoicing at escape from suffering by man, why sorrow and horror at the accidental or intentional infliction of disaster on man by nature or man?

After a time, he volunteered: Let me give you a concrete instance. It has always interested me, and it seems to prove that there is something to what I say. It concerns a girl I know, a very homely one, who lost her mind. At the beginning of her mental trouble her father called me in to see what, if anything, could be done. The parents of this girl were Catholics. He was a successful contractor and politician, the father of three children; he provided very well for them materially, but could do little for them mentally. He was not the intellectual but the religious type. The mother was a cheerful, good-natured and conventional woman, and had only the welfare of her children and her husband at heart. When I first came to know this family  I was a young medical man then  this girl was thirteen or fourteen, the youngest of the three children. Of these three children, and for that matter of the entire family, I saw that this girl was decidedly the most interesting psychically and emotionally. She was intense and receptive, but inclined to be morbid; and for a very good reason. She was not good-looking, not in any way attractive physically. Worse, she had too good a mind, too keen a perception, not to know how severe a deprivation that was likely to prove and to resent it. As I came to know through later investigations  all the little neglects and petty deprivations which, owing to her lack of looks and the exceeding and of course superior charms of her sister and brother, were throughout her infancy and youth thrust upon her. Her mouth was not sweet  too large; her eyes unsatisfactory as to setting, not as to wistfulness; her nose and chin were unfortunately large, and above her left eye was a birthmark, a livid scar as large as a penny. In addition her complexion was sallow and muddy, and she was not possessed of a truly graceful figure; far from it. After she had reached fifteen or sixteen, she walked, entirely by reason of mental depression, I am sure, with a slow and sagging and moody gait; something within, I suppose, always whispering to her that hope was useless, that there was no good in trying, that she had been mercilessly and irretrievably handicapped to begin with.

On the other hand, as chance would have it, her sister and brother had been almost especially favoured by nature. Celeste Ryan was bright, vivacious, colourful. She was possessed of a graceful body, a beautiful face, clear, large and blue eyes, light glossy hair, and a love for life. She could sing and dance. She was sought after and courted by all sorts of men and boys. I myself, as a young man, used to wish that I could interest her in myself, and often went to the house on her account. Her brother also was smart, well-favoured, careful as to his clothes, vain, and interested in and fascinating to girls of a certain degree of mind. He and his sister liked to dance, to attend parties, to play and disport themselves wherever young people were gathered.

And for the greater part of Marguerites youth, or until her sister and brother were married, this house was a centre for all the casual and playful goings-on of youth. Girls and boys, all interested in Celeste and her brother, came and went  girls to see the good-looking brother, boys to flirt with and dance attendance upon the really charming Celeste. In winter there was skating; in summer automobiling, trips to the beach, camping even. In most of these affairs, so long as it was humanly possible, the favourless sister was included; but, as we all know, especially where thoughtless and aggressive youth is concerned, such little courtesies are not always humanly possible. Youth will be served. In the main it is too intent upon the sorting and mating process, each for himself, to give the slightest heed or care for another. Væ Victis.

To make matters worse, and possibly because her several deficiencies early acquainted her with the fact that all boys and girls found her sister and brother so much more attractive, Marguerite grew reticent and recessive  so much so that when I first saw her she was already slipping about with the air of one who appeared to feel that she was not as ingratiating and acceptable as she might be, even though, as I saw, her mother and father sought to make her feel that she was. Her father, a stodgy and silent man, too involved in the absurdities of politics and religion and the difficulties of his position to give very much attention to the intricacies and subtleties of his childrens personalities, never did guess the real pain that was Marguerites. He was a narrow and determined religionist, one who saw in religious abstention, a guarded and reserved life, the only keys to peace and salvation. In fact before he died an altar was built in his house and mass was read there for his especial spiritual benefit every morning. What he thought of the gaieties of his two eldest children at this time I do not know, but since these were harmless and in both cases led to happy and enduring marriages, he had nothing to quarrel with. As for his youngest child, I doubt if he ever sensed in any way the moods and torturous broodings that were hers, the horrors that attend the disappointed love life. He had not been disappointed in his love life, and was therefore not able to understand. He was not sensitive enough to have suffered greatly if he had been, I am sure. But his wife, a soft, pliable, affectionate, gracious woman, early sensed that her daughter must pay heavily for her looks, and in consequence sought in every way to woo her into an unruffled complacence with life and herself.

But how little the arts of man can do toward making up for the niggardliness of nature! I am certain that always, from her earliest years, this ugly girl loved her considerate mother and was grateful to her; but she was a girl of insight, if not hard practical sense or fortitude, and loved life too much to be content with the love of her mother only. She realised all too keenly the crass, if accidental injustice which had been done her by nature and was unhappy, terribly so. To be sure, she tried to interest herself in books, the theatre, going about with a homely girl or two like herself. But before her ever must have been the spectacle of the happiness of others, their dreams and their fulfilments. Indeed, for the greater part of these years, and for several years after, until both her sister and brother had married and gone away, she was very much alone, and, as I reasoned it out afterwards, imagining and dreaming about all the things she would like to be and do. But without any power to compel them. Finally she took to reading persistently, to attending theatres, lectures and what not  to establish some contact, I presume, with the gay life scenes she saw about her. But I fancy that these were not of much help, for life may not be lived by proxy. And besides, her father, if not her mother, resented a too liberal thought life. He believed that his faith and its teachings were the only proper solution to life.

One of the things that interested me in connection with this case  and this I gathered as chief medical counsel of the family between Marguerites fifteenth and twenty-fifth year  was that because of the lack of beauty that so tortured her in her youth she had come to take refuge in books, and then, because of these, the facts which they revealed in regard to a more worthwhile life than she could have, to draw away from all religion as worthless, or at least not very important as a relief from pain. And yet there must have been many things in these books which tortured her quite as much as reality, for she selected, as her father once told me afterward  not her mother, who could read little or nothing  only such books as she should not read; books, I presume, that painted life as she wished it to be for herself. They were by Anatole France, George Moore, de Maupassant and Dostoyevsky. Also she went to plays her father disapproved of and brooded in libraries. And she followed, as she herself explained to me, one lecturer and another, one personality and another, more, I am sure, because by this method she hoped to contact, although she never seemed to, men who were interesting to her, than because she was interested in the things they themselves set forth.

In connection with all this I can tell you of only one love incident which befell her. Somewhere around the time when she was twenty-one or-two she came in contact with a young teacher, himself not very attractive or promising and whose prospects, as her father saw them, were not very much. But since she was not pretty and rather lonely and he seemed to find companionship, and mayhap solace in her, no great objection was made to him. In fact as time went on, and she and the teacher became more and more intimate, both she and her parents assumed that in the course of time they would most certainly marry. For instance, at the end of his school-teaching year here in New York, and although he left the city he kept up a long correspondence with her. In addition, he spent at least some of his vacation near New York, at times returning and going about with her and seeming to feel that she was of some value to him in some way.

How much of this was due to the fact that she was provided with spending money of her own and could take him here and there, to places to which he could not possibly have afforded to go alone I cannot say. None the less, it was assumed, because of their companionship and the fact that she would have some money of her own after marriage, that he would propose. But he did not. Instead, he came year after year, visited about with her, took up her time, as the family saw it (her worthless time!), and then departed for his duties elsewhere as free as when he had come. Finally this having irritated if not infuriated the several members of her family, they took her to task about it, saying that she was a fool for trifling with him. But she, although perhaps depressed by all this, was still not willing to give him up; he was her one hope. Her explanation to the family was that because he was poor he was too proud to marry until he had established himself. Thus several more years came and went, and he returned or wrote, but still he did not propose. And then of a sudden he stopped writing entirely for a time, and still later on wrote that he had fallen in love and was about to be married.

This blow appeared to be the crowning one in her life. For in the face of the opposition, and to a certain degree contempt, of her father, who was a practical and fairly successful man, she had devoted herself to this man who was neither successful nor very attractive for almost seven years. And then after so long a period, in which apparently he had used her to make life a little easier for himself, even he had walked away and left her for another. She fell to brooding more and more to herself, reading not so much now, as I personally know, as just thinking. She walked a great deal, as her father told me, and then later began to interest herself, or so she pretended, in a course of history and philosophy at one of the great Universities of the city. But as suddenly, thereafter, she appeared to swing between exaggerated periods of study or play or lecture-listening and a form of recessive despair, under the influence of which she retired to her room and stayed there for days, wishing neither to see nor hear from any one  not even to eat. On the other hand again, she turned abruptly to shopping, dressmaking and the niceties which concerned her personal appearance; although even in this latter phase there were times when she did nothing at all, seemed to relax toward her old listlessness and sense of inconsequence and remained in her room to brood.

About this time, as I was told afterwards, her mother died and, her sister and brother having married, she was left in charge of the house and of her father. It was soon evident that she had no particular qualifications for or interest in housekeeping, and a maiden sister of her father came to look after things. This did not necessarily darken the scene, but it did not seem to lighten it any. She liked this aunt well enough, although they had very little in common mentally.

Marguerite went on as before. Parallel with all this, however, had run certain things which I have forgotten to mention. Her father had been growing more and more narrowly religious. As a matter of fact he had never had any sympathy for the shrewd mental development toward which her lack of beauty had driven her. Before she was twenty-three as I have already explained, her father had noted that she was indifferent to her church duties. She had to be urged to go to mass on Sunday, to confession and communion once a month. Also as he told me afterward, as something to be deplored, her reading had caused her to believe that her faith was by no means infallible, its ritual important; there were bigger and more interesting things in life. This had caused her father not only to mistrust but to detest the character of her reading, as well as her tendencies in general. From having some sympathy with her at first, as did her mother always, as the ugly duckling of the family, he had come to have a cold and stand-offish feeling. She was, as he saw it, an unnatural child. She did not obey him in respect to religion. He began, as I have hinted, to look into her books, those in the English tongue at least, and from a casual inspection came to feel that they were not fit books for anyone to read. They were irreligious, immoral. They pictured life as it actually was, scenes and needs and gaieties and conflicts, which, whether they existed or not, were not supposed to exist; and most certainly they were not to be introduced into his home, her own starved disposition to the contrary notwithstanding. They conflicted with the natural chill and peace of his religion and temperament. He forbade her to read such stuff, to bring such books into his home. When he found some of them later he burned them. He also began to urge the claims of his religion more and more upon her.

Reduced by this calamity and her financial dependence, which had always remained complete, she hid her books away and read them only outside or in the privacy of her locked room  but she read them. The subsequent discovery by him that she was still doing this, and his rage, caused her to think of leaving home. But she was without training, without any place to go, really. If she should go she would have to prepare herself for it by teaching, perhaps, and this she now decided to take up.

About this time she began to develop those characteristics or aberrations which brought me into the case. As I have said, she began to manifest a most exaggerated and extraordinary interest in her facial appearance and physical well-being, an interest not at all borne out rationally by her looks. Much to her fathers and his sisters astonishment, she began to paint and primp in front of her mirror nearly all day long. Lip sticks, rouge, eyebrow pencils, perfumes, rings, pins, combs, and what not else, were suddenly introduced  very expensive and disconcerting lingerie, for one thing.

The family had always maintained a charge account at at least two of the larger stores of the city, and to these she had recently repaired, as it was discovered afterwards, and indulged herself, without a by-your-leave, in all these things. High-heeled slippers, bright-coloured silk stockings, hats, blouses, gloves, furs, to say nothing of accentuated and even shocking street costumes, began to arrive in bundles. Since the father was out most of the day and the elderly aunt busy with household affairs, nothing much of all this was noted, until later she began to adorn herself in this finery and to walk the streets in it. And then the due bills, sixty days late; most disturbing but not to be avoided. And so came the storm.

The father and aunt, who had been wondering where these things were coming from, became very active and opposed. For previous to this, especially in the period of her greatest oppression, Marguerite had apparently dressed with no thought of anything, save a kind of resigned willingness to remain inconspicuous, as much as to say:  What difference does it make. No one is interested in me. Now, however, all this had gone  quite. She had supplied herself with hats so wide and fancy or fixy, as her father said, that they were a disgrace. And clothing so noticeable or loud  I forget his exact word  that anyone anywhere would be ashamed of her. There were, as I myself saw when I was eventually called in as specialist in the case, too many flowers, too much lace, too many rings, pins and belts and gewgaws connected with all this, which neither he nor his sister was ever quite able to persuade her to lay aside. And the colours! Unless she were almost forcibly restrained, these were likely to be terrifying, even laughter-provoking, especially to those accustomed to think of unobtrusiveness as the first criterion of taste  a green or red or light blue broad-trimmed hat, for instance, with no such colour of costume to harmonise with it. And, whether it became her or not, a white or tan or green dress in summertime, or one with too much red or too many bright colours in winter. And very tight, worn with a dashing manner, mayhap. Even high-heeled slippers and thin lacy dresses in bitter windy weather. And the perfumes with which she saturated herself, were, as her father said, impossible  of a high rate of velocity, I presume.

So arrayed, then, she would go forth, whenever she could contrive it, to attend a theatre, a lecture, a moving picture, or to walk the streets. And yet, strangely enough, and this was as curious a phase of the case as any, she never appeared to wish to thrust her personal charms, such as they were, on anyone. On the contrary, as it developed, there had generated in her the sudden hallucination that she possessed so powerful and self-troubling a fascination for men that she was in danger of bewildering them, enticing them against themselves to their moral destruction, as well as bringing untold annoyance upon herself. A single glance, one look at her lovely face, and presto! they were enslaved. She needed but to walk, and lo! beauty  her beauty, dazzling, searing, destroying  was implied by every motion, gesture. No man, be he what he might, could withstand it. He turned, he stared, he dreamed, he followed her and sought to force his attention on her. Her father explained to me that when he met her on the street one day he was shocked to the point of collapse. A daughter of his so dressed, and on the street! With the assistance of the maiden sister a number of modifications was at once brought about. All charge accounts were cancelled. Dealers were informed that no purchases of hers would be honoured unless with the previous consent of her father. The worst of her sartorial offences were unobtrusively removed from her room and burnt or given away, and plainer and more becoming things substituted.

But now, suddenly, there developed a new and equally interesting stage of the case. Debarred from dressing as she would, she began to imagine, as these two discovered, that she was being followed and admired and addressed and annoyed by men, and that at her very door. Eager and dangerous admirers lurked about the place. As the maiden aunt once informed me, having wormed her way into Marguerites confidence, she had been told that men were wild about her and that go where she would, and conduct herself however modestly and inconspicuously, still they were inflamed.

A little later both father and sister began to notice that on leaving the house or returning to it she would invariably pause, if going out, to look about first; if returning, to look back as though she were expecting to see someone outside, whom she either did or did not wish to see. Not infrequently her comings-in were accompanied by something like flight, so great a need to escape some presumably dangerous or at least impetuous pursuer as to cause astonishment and even fear for her. There would be a feverish, fumbled insertion of the key from without, after which she would fairly jump in, at the same time looking back with a nervous, perturbed glance. Once in she would almost invariably pause and look back as though, having succeeded in eluding her pursuer, she was still interested to see what he was like or what he was doing, often going to the curtained windows of the front room to peer out. And to her then confidante, this same aunt, she explained on several occasion that she had just been followed again all the way from Broadway or Central Park West, or somewhere, sometimes by a most wonderful-looking gentleman, sometimes by a most loathsome brute. He had seen her somewhere and had pursued her to her very room. Yet, brute or gentleman, she was always interested to look back.

When her father and aunt first noted this manifestation they had troubled to inquire into it, looking into the street or even going so far as to go to the door and look for the man, but there was no one, or perchance some passing pedestrian or neighbour who most certainly did not answer to the description of either handsome gentleman or brute. Then sensibly they began to gather that this was an illusion. But by now the thing had reached a stage where they began to feel genuine alarm. Guests of the family were accused by her of attempting to flirt with her, of making appealing remarks to her as they entered, and neighbours of known popularity and conventional rigidity of presuming to waylay her and forcing her to listen to their pleas. Thus her father and aunt became convinced that it was no longer safe for her to be at large. The familys reputation was at stake; its record for freedom from insanity about to be questioned.

In due time, therefore, I was sent for, and regardless of how much they dreaded a confession of hallucination here the confession was made to me. I was asked to say what if anything could be done for her, and if nothing, what was to be done with her. After that I was permitted to talk to Marguerite whom of course I had long known, but not as a specialist or as one called in for advice. Rather, I was presented to her as visiting again as of yore, having dropped in after a considerable absence. She seemed pleased to see me, only as I noticed on this, as on all subsequent occasions, she seemed to wish, first, not to stay long in my presence and more interesting still, as I soon noted, to wish to keep her face, and even her profile, averted from me, most especially her eyes and her glances. Anywhere, everywhere, save at me she looked, and always with the purpose, as I could see, of averting her glances.

After she had left the room I found that this development was new to the family. They had not noticed it before, and then it struck me as odd. I suspected at once that there was some connections between this and her disappointed love life. The devastating effect of lack of success in love in youth had been too much for her. So this averted glance appeared to me to have something to do with that. Fearing to disturb or frighten her, and so alienate her, I chose to say nothing, but instead, came again and again in order to familiarise her with my presence, to cause her once more to take it as a matter of course. And to enlist her interest and sympathy, I pretended that there was a matter of taxes and some involved property that her father was helping me to solve.

And in order to insure her presence I came as a rule just before dinner, staying some little time and talking with her. To guarantee being alone with her I had her father and his sister remain out for a few minutes after I arrived, so as to permit me to seem to wait. And on these occasions I invented all sorts of excuses for coming into conversation with her. On all of these visits I noticed that she still kept her face from me. Having discussed various things with her, I finally observed: I notice, Marguerite, that whenever I come here now you never look at me. Dont you like me? You used to look at me, and now you keep your face turned away. Why is that?

Oh, of course I like you, doctor, of course, she replied, only, she paused, well, Ill tell you how it is: I dont want to have the same effect on you that I do on other men.

She paused and I stared, much interested. Im afraid I dont quite understand, Marguerite, I said.

 Well, you see, its this way, she went on, its my beauty. All you men are alike you see: you cant stand it. You would be just the same as the rest. You would be wanting to flirt with me, too, and it wouldnt be your fault, but mine. You cant help it. I know that now. But I dont want you to be following me like the rest of them, and you would be if I looked at you as I do at the others. She had on at the time a large hat, which evidently she had been trying on before I came, and now she pulled it most coquettishly low over her face and then sidled, laughingly, out of the room.

When I saw and heard this, he went on, I was deeply moved instead of being amused as some might imagine, for I recognised that this was an instance of one of those kindly compensations in nature about which I have been talking, some deep inherent wish on the part of some overruling Providence perhaps to make life more reasonably endurable for all of us. Here was this girl, sensitive and seeking, who had been denied everything  or, rather, the one thing she most craved in life; love. For years she had been compelled to sit by and see others have all the attention and pleasures, while she had nothing  no pleasures, no lovers. And because she had been denied them their import had been exaggerated by her; their colour and splendour intensified. She had been crucified, after a fashion, until beauty and attention were all that her mind cried for. And then, behold the mercy of the forces about which we are talking! They diverted her mind in order to save her from herself. They appeared at last to preserve her from complete immolation, or so I see it. Life does not wish to crucify people, of that I am sure. It lives on itself  as we see,  is red of beak and claw as the phrase has it  and yet, in the deep, who knows there may be some satisfactory explanation for that too  who can tell? At any rate, as I see it basically, fundamentally, it is well-intentioned. Useless, pointless torture had no real place in it; or at least so I think. He paused and stared, as though he had clinched his argument.

Just the same, as you say, I insisted, it does live on itself, the slaughter houses, the stockyards, the butcher shops, the germs that live and fatten as people die. If you can get much comfort out of these you are welcome.

He paid no attention to me. Instead, he went on: This is only a theory of mine, but we know, for instance, that there is no such thing as absolute evil, any more than there is absolute good. There is only relative evil and relative good. What is good for or to me may be evil to you, and vice versa, like a man who may be evil to you and good to me.

In the case of this girl I cannot believe that so vast a thing as life, involving as it does, all the enormous forces and complexities, would single out one little mite such as she deliberately and specially for torture. On the contrary I have faith to believe that the thing is too wise and grand for that. But, according to my theory, the machinery for creating things may not always run true. A spinner of plans or fabrics wishes them to come forth perfect of course, arranges a design and gathers all the colours and threads for a flawless result. The machine may be well oiled. The engine perfectly geared. Every precaution taken, and yet in the spinning here and there a thread will snap, the strands become entangled, bits, sometimes whole segment spoiled by one accident and another, but not intentionally. On the other hand, there are these flaws, which come from where I know not, of course, but are accidental, I am sure, not intended by the spinner. At least I think so. They cause great pain. They cause the worst disasters. Yet our great mother, Nature, the greatest spinner of all, does what she can to right things  or so I wish to believe. Like the spinner himself, she stops the machine, unites the broken strands, uses all her ability to make things run smoothly once more. It is my wish to believe that in this case, where a homely girl could not be made into a beautiful one and youth could not be substituted for maturity, still nature brought about what I look upon as a beneficent illusion, a providential hallucination. Via insanity, Marguerite attained to all the lovely things she ever had longed for. In her unreason she had her beautiful face, her adoring cavaliers  they turned and followed her in the streets. She was beautiful to all, to herself, and must hide her loveliness in order to avert pain and disaster to others. How would you explain that? As reasoned and malicious cruelty on the part of nature. Or as a kindly intervention, a change of heart, a wish on the part of nature or something to make amends to her for all that she suffered, not to treat her or any of us too brutally or too unfairly? Or just accident? How?

He paused once more and gazed at me, as much as to say: Explain that, if you can. I, in turn, stared, lost for the time being in thoughts of this girl, for I was greatly impressed. This picture of her, trying, in her deranged imaginings as to her beauty, to protect others from herself, turning her face away from those who might suffer because of her indifference, because she in her day had suffered from the indifference of others, finding in hallucination, in her jumbled fancies, the fulfilment of all her hopes, her dreams, was too sad. I was too sad. I could not judge, and did not. Truly, truly, I thought, I wish I might believe.

* * * * * *

Master, how may I know the Infinite, the Good, and attain to union with it, as thou hast? And the Master replied: By desiring it utterly.


A PRINCE WHO WAS A THIEF

AN IMPROVISATION ON THE OLDEST ORIENTAL THEME

THE doors of the mosque in Hodeidah stood wide and inviting after the blaze of an Arabian afternoon. And within, the hour of prayer having drawn nigh, were prostrated a few of the more faithful, their faces toward Mecca. Without, upon the platform of the great mosque and within the shadow of the high east wall, a dozen mendicants in their rags were already huddled or still arranging themselves, in anticipation of the departure of those of the faithful who might cast them a pice or an anna, so plain is the prescription of the Koran. For is it not written: And forget not the poor, and the son of the road? Even so, praise be to Allah, the good, the great.

Apart from them, oblivious of them and their woes, even of the import of the mosque itself, a score or more of Arabian children were at play, circling about like gnats or bats. And passing among these or idling in groups for a word as to the affairs of the day, were excellent citizens of Hodeidah, fresh from their shops and errands  Bhori, the tin-seller, for one, making his way before going home to a comfortable mabraz, there to smoke a water-pipe and chew a bit of khat; and Ahmed, the carpet-weaver, stopping at the mosque to pray before going home; and Chudi, the baker, and Zad-el-Din, the seller of piece goods, whose shops were near together, both fathers, these, and discussing trade and the arrival of the camel train from Taif. And now came Azad Bakht, the barber, mopping his brow as was his wont. And Feruz, the water-carrier, to offer water for sale. And many others came and went, for this was the closing hour of the shops; soon all would be making for home or the mabrazes after a moment of prayer in the mosque, so near is the hereafter to the now.

But Gazzar-al-Din, a mendicant story-teller, fresh from the camel train out of Taif which within the hour had passed beyond the Chedar gate, was not one of these. Indeed he was a stranger in Hodeidah, one of those who make their way from city to city and village to village by their skill as tellers of tales, reciters of the glories of kings and princesses and princes and the doings of Jinn and magicians and fabled celebrities generally. Yet poor was he indeed. His tales he had gathered on many travels. And though nearing the age of eighty and none too prepossessing of mien, yet so artful was he in the manner of presenting his wares that he had not thus far died of want. His garb was no more than a loin-cloth, a turban and a cape as dirty as they were ragged. His beard and hair had not for years known any other comb than the sands of the desert and the dust of the streets. His face was parchment, his hands claws, one arm was withered.

Taking in at a glance the presence of a score of comrades in misery at or near the mosque door, Gazzar-al-Din betook himself to a respectful distance and surveyed the world in which he found himself. The cook-shop at Al Hadjaz being not far off and some inviting fragrance there-from streaming to him on the wind, he made shift to think how he could best gather an audience of all who now came and went so briskly. For eat he must. No doubt there were many in Hodeidah who told tales, and by those about the mosque who sought alms certainly an additional seeker would not be welcomed. Indeed there had been times when open hostility had been manifested, as in Feruz where, after gathering many anna from an admiring throng, once he had been set upon and beaten, his purse taken, and, to crown it all, a pail of slops cast upon him by a savage she-wolf of their pack. It behooved him therefore to have a care.

Still, all things considered, it was not so poor a life. Many had their homes, to be sure, and their wives and shops, but were there not drawbacks? The best of them were as fixed as the palms and sands of the desert. Once in their lives perhaps they had journeyed to Mecca or Medina, to be preyed upon and swindled, in some instances even to be murdered, by the evil hawks that dwelt there. But in his case now....

The fragrances from the shop of Al Hadjaz renewed themselves.... There was nothing for it: he must find a comfortable doorway, or the shaded side of a wall where he could spread his cape, belabour his tambour and so attract attention and secure as many anna as might be before he began to unfold such a tale of adventure and surprise as would retain the flagging interest of the most wearied and indifferent. And eventually secure him sufficient anna for his meal and lodging. But to do that, as he well knew, there must be in it somewhere, a beautiful princess and a handsome lover; also a noble and generous and magnificent caliph. And much talk to be sure of gold and power where so little existed in real life. In addition there should be cruel robbers and thieves and, also, a righteous man too  though in real life, how few. Sometimes as the faces of those addressed showed a wane of interest it was wise to take a part and recombine many tales, borrow from one to bolster up another.

As he walked, looking at the windows and doors of all the shops and residences about him, he eventually spied a deep recess giving into the closed market a score of feet from the public square. Here he seated himself and began softly to thump his tambour, lest those religiously minded should take offence. Also it was no part of his desire to attract the mendicants, who were still before the door of the mosque. Soon they might depart, and then he would feel safer, for in them, especially for such as he  a fellow craftsman, as it were  was nothing but jibes and rivalry. He drummed softly, looking briskly about the while, now at the windows, now toward the mosque, now along the winding street. Seeing two urchins then a third, pause and gaze, he reasoned that his art was beginning to lure. For where children paused, their elders were sure to follow. And so it proved. Drawing nearer and nearer these first children were joined by a fourth, a fifth, a sixth. Presently Haifa, the tobacco vendor limping toward the mosque to sell his wares, paused and joined the children. He was curious as to what was to follow  whether Gazzar would secure an audience. Next came Waidi, the water-seller, fresh from a sale; then Ajeeb, neer-do-well cleaner of market stalls for the merchants, and full of curiosity ever. And after him came Soudi and Parfi, carriers, an appetite for wonders besetting them; and then El-Jed, the vendor of kindling.

As they gathered about him Gazzar-al-Din ventured to thrum louder and louder, exclaiming: A marvellous tale, O Company of the Faithful! A marvellous tale! Hearken!

A tale such as has never yet been told in all Hodeidah  no, not in all Yemen! A Prince who was a Thief. A Prince who was a Thief! For a score of anna  yea, the fourth part of a rupee  I begin. And ah, the sweetness of it! As jasmine, it is fragrant; as khat, soothing. A marvellous tale!

Ay-ee, but how is one to know that, observed Ahmed, the carpet-weaver, to Chudi, the tailor, with whom he had drawn near. There are many who promise excellent tales but how few who tell them.

It is even as thou sayst, O Ahmed. Often have I hearkened and given anna in plenty, yet few there are whose tales are worth the hearing.

Why not begin thy tale, O Kowasji? inquired Soudi, the carrier. Then if, as thou sayst, it is so excellent, will not anna enough be thine? There are tellers of tales, and tellers of tales

Yea, and that I would, replied the mendicant artfully, were all as honest as thou lookest and as kind. Yet have I travelled far without food, and I know not where I may rest this night.... A tale of the great caliph and the Princess Yanee and the noble Yussuf, stolen and found again. And the great treasury sealed and guarded, yet entered and robbed by one who was not found. Anna  but a score of anna, and I begin! What? Are all in Hodeidah so poor that a tale of love and pleasure and danger and great palaces and great princes and caliphs and thieves can remain untold for the want of a few anna  for so many as ten dropped into my tambour? A marvellous tale! A marvellous tale!

He paused and gazed speculatively about, holding out his tambour. His audience looked dubiously and curiously at him; who now was this latest teller of wonders, and from whence had he come? An anna was not much, to be sure, and a tale well told  well  yet there had been tellers of such whose tales were as dull as the yawn of a camel.

An excellent tale, sayst thou? queried Parfi cautiously.

Then, if it be so marvellous, why not begin? For a handful of anna one may promise anything.

A great promiser there was here once, commented Ajeeb, the gossip, sententiously, and he sat himself in this self-same door. I remember him well. He wore a green turban, but a greater liar there never was. He promised wonders and terrors enough, but it came to nothing  not a demon or Jinn in it.

Is it of demons and Jinns only that thou thinkest, donkey? demanded Haifa. Verily, there are wonders and mysteries everywhere, without having them in tales.

Yea, but a tale need not be for profit, either, said Waidi, the water-seller. It is for ones leisure, at the end of a day.

I like such as end happily, with evil punished and the good rewarded.

Come, O friends, insisted Gazzar-al-Din, seeing that one or two were interested, for a score of anna I begin.

Of Yemen it is, this very Yemen, and Baghdad, once a greater city than any to-day

Begin then, said Azad Bakht, the barber. Here is an anna for thee, and he tossed a coin in the tambour.

And here is another for thee, observed Haifa, fishing in his purse. I do not mind risking it.

And here is another, called Soudi condescendingly.

Begin.

And here is yet another, added Parfi grandiosely. Now then, thy tale, and look thee that it is as thou sayst, marvellous. And they squatted about him on the ground.

But Gazzar, determined not to begin until he had at least ten anna, the price of a bowl of curds and a cup of kishr, waited until he had accumulated so many, as well, as various Dogs! and Pigs! and Wilt thou begin, miser, or wilt thou fill thy tambour? into the bargain. He then crouched upon his rags, lifted his hand for silence, and began:

Know then, O excellent citizens of Hodeidah, that once, many years since, there lived in this very Yemen where now is Taif, then a much more resplendent city, a sultan by the name of Kar-Shem, who had great cities and palaces and an army, and was beloved of all over whom he ruled. When he  wilt thou be seated, O friend? And silence  when he was but newly married and ruling happily a son was born to him, Hussein, an infant of so great charm and beauty that he decided he should be carefully reared and wisely trained and so made into a fit ruler for so great a country. But, as it chanced, there was a rival or claimant to this same throne by another line, a branch long since deposed by the ancestors of this same king, and he it was Bab-el-Bar by name, who was determined that the young Prince Hussein should be stolen and disposed of in some way so that he should never return and claim the throne. One day, when the prince was only four years of age, the summer palace was attacked and the princeling captured. From thence he was carried over great wastes of sand to Baghdad, where he was duly sold as a slave to a man who was looking for such, for he was a great and successful thief, one who trained thieves from their infancy up so that they should never know what virtue was.

Ay-ee, there are such, interrupted Ahmed, the carpet-weaver loudly, for his place had only recently been robbed. I know of the vileness of thieves.

Peace! Peace! insisted Waidi and Haifa sourly.

Gazzar-al-Din paused until quiet should be restored, then resumed:

Once the Prince Hussein was in the hands of this thief, he was at once housed with those who stole, who in turn taught him. One of the tricks which Yussuf, the master thief, employed was to take each of his neophytes in turn at the age of seven, dress him in a yarn jacket, lower him into a dry cistern from which there was no means of escape, place a large ring-cake upon a beam across the top and tell him to obtain the cake or starve. Many starved for days and were eventually dismissed as unworthy of his skill. But when the young Prince Hussein was lowered he meditated upon his state. At last he unravelled a part of his yarn jacket, tied a pebble to it and threw it so that it fell through the hole of the cake, and thus he was able to pull it down. At this Yussuf was so pleased that he had him drawn up and given a rare meal.

One day Yussuf, hearing good reports from those who were training Hussein in thieving, took him to the top of a hill traversed by a road, where, seeing a peasant carrying a sheep on his back approaching, Yussuf Ben Ali asked of Hussein, now renamed Abou, so that he might not be found; How shall we get the sheep without the peasant learning that we have taken it? Trained by fear of punishment to use his wits, Abou, after some thought replied: When thou seest the sheep alone, take it! Stealing from the thicket, he placed one of his shoes in the road and then hid. The peasant came and saw the shoe, but left it lying there because there was but one. Abou ran out and picked up the shoe, reappearing from the wood far ahead of the peasant where he put down the mate to the first shoe and then hid again. The peasant came and examined the shoe, then tied his sheep to a stake and ran back for the first one. Yussuf, seeing the sheep alone, now came out and hurried off with it, while Abou followed, picking up the last shoe.

He was a donkey to leave his sheep in the road, interpolated Parfi, the carrier, solemnly.

But more of a donkey not to have taken up the first shoe, added Soudi.

Anna! Anna! insisted Gazzar-al-Din, seizing upon this occasion to collect from those who had newly arrived. Tis a marvellous tale! Remember the teller of good tales, whose gift it is to sweeten the saddest of days. He lightens the cares of those who are a-weary. Anna! Anna! And with a clawy hand he held out the tambou to Zad-el-Din and Azad Bakht, who began to regret their interest.

Cannot a man speak without thou demandest anna? grumbled Zad-el-Din, fishing in his purse and depositing an anna, as did Azad Bakht and several more? Whereupon, the others beginning to grumble, Gazzar continued:

The peasant coming back to where he had seen the first shoe and not finding it, was dazed and ran back to his sheep, to find that that and the second shoe were gone. Yussuf was much pleased and rewarded Abou with a new coat later, but for the present he was not done. Judging by long experience that the peasant had either bought the sheep and was taking it home or that he was carrying it to market to sell, he said to Abou: Let us wait. It may be that he will return with another.

Ah, shrewd, muttered Ajeeb, nodding his head gravely.

Accordingly, went on Gazzar-al-Din, they waited and soon the peasant returned carrying another sheep. Yussuf asked Abou if he could take this one also, and Abou told him that when he saw the sheep alone to take it.

Dunce! declared Chudi, the baker. Will he put another sheep down after just losing one? This is a thin tale! But Gazzar was not to be disconcerted.

Now Yussuf was a great thief, he went on, but this wit of Abous puzzled him. Of all the thieves he had trained few could solve the various problems which he put before them, and in Abou he saw the makings of a great thief. As the peasant approached, Abou motioned to Yussuf to conceal himself in a crevice in the nearby rocks, while he hid in the woods. When the peasant drew near Abou placed his hands to his lips and imitated a sheep bleating whereupon the peasant thinking it must be his lost sheep, put down behind a stone the one he was carrying, for its feet were tied, and went into the woods to seek the lost one. Yussuf, watching from his cave, then ran forth and made off with the sheep. When the peasant approached, Abou climbed a tree and smiled down on him as he sought his sheep, for he had been taught that to steal was clever and wise, and the one from whom he could steal was a fool.

And so he is, thought Waidi, who had stolen much in his time.

When the peasant had gone his way lamenting, Abou came down and joined Yussuf. They returned to the city and the home of Yussuf, where the latter, much pleased, decided to adopt Abou as his son. Gazzar now paused upon seeing the interest of his hearers and held out his tambour, Anna, O friends, anna! Is not the teller of tales, the sweetener of weariness, worthy of his hire? I have less than a score of anna, and ten will buy no more than a bowl of curds or a cup of kishr, and the road I have travelled has been long. So much as the right to sleep in a stall with the camels is held at ten anna, and I am no longer young, He moved the tambour about appealingly.

Dog! growled Soudi. Must thy tambour be filled before we hear more?

Bismillah! This is no story-teller but a robber, declared Parfi.

Peace, friends, said Gazzar, who was afraid to irritate his hearers in this strange city. The best of the tale comes but now  the marvellous beauty of the Princess Yanee and the story of the caliphs treasury and the master thief. But, for the love of Allah, yield me but ten more anna and I pause no more. It is late. A cup of kishr, a camels stall He waved the tambour. Some three of his hearers who had not yet contributed anything dropped each an anna into his tambour.

Now, continued Gazzar somewhat gloomily, seeing how small were his earnings for all his art, aside from stealing and plundering caravans upon the great desert, and the murdering of men for their treasure, the great Yussuf conducted a rug bazaar as a blind for more thievery and murder. This bazaar was in the principal street of the merchants, and at times he was to be seen there, his legs crossed upon his pillows. But let a merchant of wealth appear, a stranger, and although he might wish only to ask prices Yussuf would offer some rug or cloth so low that even a beggar would wish to take it. When the stranger, astonished at its price, would draw his purse a hand-clap from Yussuf would bring forth slaves from behind hangings who would fall upon and bind him, take his purse and clothes and throw his body into the river.

An excellent robber indeed! approved Soudi.

Yussuf, once he had adopted Abou as his son, admitted him to his own home, where were many chambers and a garden, a court with a pool, and many servants and cushions and low divans in arcades and chambers; then he dressed him in silks and took him to his false rug market, where he introduced him with a great flourish as one who would continue his affairs after he, Yussuf, was no more. He called his slaves and said: Behold thy master after myself. When I am not here, or by chance am no more  praise be to Allah, the good, the great!  see that thou obey him, for I have found him very wise. Soon Yussuf disguised himself as a dervish and departed upon a new venture. As for Abou, being left in charge of the rug market, he busied himself with examining its treasures and their values and thinking on how the cruel trade of robbery, and, if necessary, murder, which had been taught him, and how best it was to be conducted.

For although Abou was good and kind of heart, still being taken so young and sharply trained in theft and all things evil, and having been taught from day to day that not only were murder and robbery commendable, but that softness or error in their pursuit was wrong and to be severely punished, he believed all this and yet innocently enough at times sorrowed for those whom he injured. Yet also he knew that he durst not show his sorrow in the presence of Yussuf, for the latter, though kind to him, was savage to all who showed the least mercy or failed to do his bidding, even going so far as to slay them when they sought to cross or betray him.

Ay-ee, a savage one was that, muttered Al Hadjaz, the cook.

And I doubt not there are such in Yemen to this day, added Ajeeb, the cleaner of stalls. Was not Osman Hassan, the spice seller, robbed and slain?

Soon after Yussuf had left on the secret adventure, there happened to Abou a great thing. For it should be known that at this time there ruled in Baghdad the great and wise Yianko I., Caliph of the Faithful in the valleys of the Euphrates and the Tigris and master of provinces and principalities, and the possessor of an enormous treasury of gold, which was in a great building of stone. Also he possessed a palace of such beauty that travellers came from many parts and far countries to see. It was built of many-coloured stones and rare woods, and possessed walks and corridors and gardens and flowers and pools and balconies and latticed chambers into which the sun never burst, but where were always cool airs and sweet. Here were myrtle and jasmine and the palm and the cedar and birds of many colours and the tall ibis and the bright flamingo. It was here, with his many wives and concubines and slaves and courtiers, and many wise men come from far parts of the world to advise with him and bring him wisdom, that he ruled and was beloved and admired.

Now by his favourite wife, Atrisha, there had been born to him some thirteen years before the beautiful and tender and delicate and loving and much-beloved Yanee, the sweetest and fairest of all his daughters, whom from the very first he designed should be the wife of some great prince, the mother of beautiful and wise children, and the heir, through her husband, whoever he should be, to all the greatness and power which the same must possess to be worthy of her. And also, because he had decided that whoever should be wise and great and deserving enough to be worthy of Yanee should also be worthy of him and all that he possessed  the great Caliphate of Baghdad. To this end, therefore, he called to Baghdad instructors of the greatest wisdom and learning of all kinds, the art of the lute and the tambour and the dance. And from among his wives and concubines he had chosen those who knew most of the art of dress and deportment and the care of the face and the body; so that now, having come to the age of the ripest perfection, thirteen, she was the most beautiful of all the maidens that had appeared in Arabia or any of the countries beyond it. Her hair was as spun gold, her teeth as pearls of the greatest price, lustrous and delicate; her skin as the bright moon when it rises in the east, and her hands and feet as petals in full bloom. Her lips were as the pomegranate when it is newly cut, and her eyes as those deep pools into which the moon looks when it is night.

Yea, I have heard of such, in fairy-tales, sighed Chudi, the baker, whose wife was as parchment that has cracked with age.

And I, behind the walls of palaces and in far cities, but never here, added Zad-el-Din, for neither his wife nor his daughters was any too fair to look upon. They come not to Hodeidah.

Ay-ee, were any so beautiful, sighed Al Tadjaz, there would be no man worthy. But there are none.

Peace! cried Ahmed. Let us have the tale.

Yea, before he thinks him to plead for more anna, muttered Hadjaz, the sweeper, softly.

But Gazzar, not to be robbed of this evidence of interest, was already astire. Even as they talked he held out the tambour, crying: Anna, anna, anna! But so great was the opposition that he dared not persist.

Dog! cried Waidi. Wilt thou never be satisfied? There is another for thee, but come no more.

Thou miser! said Haifa, still greatly interested, tell thy tale and be done!

The thief has rupees and to spare, I warrant, added Scudi, contributing yet another anna.

And Zad-el-Din and Ahmed, because they were lustful of the great beauty of Yanee, each added an anna to his takings.

Berate me not, O friends, pleaded Gazzar tactfully, hiding his anna in his cloak, for I am as poor as thou seest  a son of the road, a beggar, a wanderer, with nowhere to la y my head. Other than my tales I have nothing. But seeing scant sympathy in the faces of his hearers, he resumed.

Now, at the time that Abou was in charge of the dark bazaar it chanced that the caliph, who annually arranged for the departure of his daughter for the mountains which are beyond Azol in Bactria, where he maintained a summer palace of great beauty, sent forth a vast company mounted upon elephants and camels out of Ullar and Cerf and horses of the rarest blood from Taif. This company was caparisoned and swathed in silks and thin wool and the braided and spun cloth of Esher and Bar with their knitted threads of gold. And it made a glorious spectacle indeed, and all paused to behold. But it also chanced that as this cavalcade passed through the streets of Baghdad, Abou, hearing a great tumult and the cries of the multitude and the drivers and the tramp of the horses feet and the pad of the camels, came to the door of his bazaar, his robes of silk about him, a turban of rare cloth knitted with silver threads upon his head. He had now grown to be a youth of eighteen summers. His hair was as black as the wing of the uck, his eyes large and dark and sad from many thoughts as is the pool into which the moon falls. His face and hands were tinted as with henna when it is spread very thin, and his manners were graceful and languorous. As he paused within his doorway he looked wonderingly at the great company as it moved and disappeared about the curves of the long street. And it could not but occur to him, trained as he was, how rich would be the prize could one but seize upon such a company and take all the wealth that was here and the men and women as slaves.

Yet, even as he gazed and so thought, so strange are the ways of Allah, there passed a camel, its houdah heavy with rich silks, and ornaments of the rarest within, but without disguised as humble, so that none might guess. And within was the beautiful Princess Yanee, hidden darkly behind folds of fluttering silk, her face and forehead covered to her starry eyes, as is prescribed, and even these veiled. Yet so strange are the ways of life and of Allah that, being young and full of the wonder which is youth and the curiosity and awe which that which is unknown or strange begets in us all, she was at this very moment engaged in peeping out from behind her veils, the while the bright panorama of the world was passing. And as she looked, behold, there was Abou, gazing wonderingly upon her fine accoutrements. So lithe was his form and so deep his eyes and so fair his face that, transfixed as by a beam, her heart melted and without thought she threw back her veil and parted the curtains of the houdah the better to see, and the better that he might see. And Abou, seeing the curtains put to one side and the vision of eyes that were as pools and the cheeks as the leaf of the rose shine upon him, was transfixed and could no longer move or think.

So gazing, he stood until her camel and those of many others had passed and turned beyond a curve of the street. Then bethinking himself that he might never more see her, he awoke and ran after, throwing one citizen and another to the right and the left. When at last he came up to the camel of his fair one, guarded by eunuchs and slaves, he drew one aside and said softly: Friend, be not wrathful and I will give thee a hundred dinars in gold do thou, within such time as thou canst, report to me at the bazaar of Yussuf, the rug-merchant, who it is that rides within this houdah. Ask thou only for Abou. No more will I ask. The slave, noting his fine robes and the green-and-silver turban, thought him to be no less than a noble, and replied:  Young master, be not over curious. Remember the vengeance of the caliph.... Yet dinars have I to give.... I will yet come to thee.

Abou was enraptured by even so little as this, and yet dejected also by the swift approach and departure of joy For what am I now? he asked himself. But a moment since, I was whole and one who could find delight in all things that were given me to do; but now I am as one who is lost and knows not his way.

Ay-ee, sighed Azad Bakht, the barber, I have had that same feeling more than once. It is something that one may not overcome.

Al Tzoud, in the desert    began Parfi, but he was interrupted by cries of Peace  Peace!

Thereafter, for all of a moon, went on Gazzar, Abou was as one in a dream, wandering here and there drearily, bethinking him how he was ever to know more of the face that had appeared to him through the curtains of the houdah.

And whether the driver of the camel would ever return. As day after day passed and there was no word, he grew thin and began to despair and to grow weary of life. At last there came to his shop an aged man, long of beard and dusty of garb, who inquired for Abou. And being shown him said: I would speak with thee alone. And when Abou drew him aside he said: Dost thou recall the procession of the caliphs daughter to Ish-Pari in the mountains beyond Azol? And Abou answered, Ay, by Allah!

And dost thou recall one of whom thou madest inquiry? Aye, replied Abou, vastly stirred. I asked who it was that was being borne aloft in state. c And what was the price for that knowledge?

A hundred dinars.

Keep thy dinars  or, better yet, give them to me that I may give them to the poor, for I bring thee news. She who was in the houdah was none other than the Princess Yanee, daughter of the caliph and heir to all his realm. But keep thou thy counsel and all thought of this visit and let no one know of thy inquiry. There are many who watch, and death may yet be thy portion and mine. Yet, since thou art as thou art, young and without knowledge of life, here is a spray of the myrtles of Ish-Pari  but thou art to think no further on anything thou hast seen or heard. And thou dost not  death! He made the sign of three fingers to the forehead and the neck and gave Abou the spray, receiving in return the gold.

Marhallah! cried Soudi. How pleasant it is to think of so much gold!

Yea, added Haifa, there is that about great wealth and beauty and comfort that is soothing to the heart of every man.

Yet for ten more anna, began Gazzar, the price of a bed in the stall of a camel, how much more glorious could I make it  the sweetness of the love that might be, the wonder of the skill of Abou  anna, anna  but five more, that I may takke up this thread with great heart.

Jackal! screamed Ajeeb fiercely. Thou barkst for but one thing  anna. But now thou saidst if thou hadst but ten more, and by now thou hast a hundred. On with thy tale!

Reremouse! said Chudi. Thou art worse than thy Yussuf himself! And none gave an anna more.

Knowing that the myrtle was from the princess, went on Gazzar wearily, and that henceforth he might seek but durst not even so much as breathe of what he thought or knew, he sighed and returned to his place in the bazaar.

But now, Yussuf, returning not long after from a far journey, came to Abou with a bold thought. For it related to no other thing than the great treasury of the caliph, which stood in the heart of the city before the public market, and was sealed and guarded and built of stone and carried the wealth of an hundred provinces. Besides, it was now the time of the taking of tithes throughout the caliphate, as Yussuf knew, and the great treasury was filled to the roof, or so it was said, with golden dinars. It was a four-square building of heavy stone, with lesser squares superimposed one above the other after the fashion of pyramids. On each level was a parapet, and upon each side of every parapet as well as on the ground below there walked two guards, each first away from the centre of their side to the end and then back, meeting at the centre to reverse and return. And on each side and on each level were two other guards. No two of these, of any level or side, were permitted to arrive at the centre or the ends of their parapet at the same time, as those of the parapets above or below, lest any portion of the treasury be left unguarded. There was but one entrance, which was upon the ground and facing the market. And through this no one save the caliph or the caliphs treasurer or his delegated aides might enter. The guards ascended and descended via a guarded stair. Anna, O friends, pleaded Gazzar once more, for now comes the wonder of the robbing of the great treasury  the wit and subtlety of Abou  and craft and yet confusion of the treasurer and the Caliph  anna!  A few miserable anna!

Jackal! shouted Azad Bakht, getting up. Thou robbest worse than any robber! Hast thou a treasury of thine own that thou hopest to fill?

Give him no more anna, called Feruz stoutly. There is not an annas worth in all his maunderings.

Be not unkind, O friends, pleaded Gazzar soothingly. As thou seest, I have but twenty annas  not the price of a meal, let alone of a bed. But fen  but  five  and I proceed.

Come, then, here they are, cried Al Hadjaz, casting down four; and Zad-el-Din and Haifa and Chudi each likewise added one, and Gazzar swiftly gathered them up and continued:

Yussuf, who had long contemplated this wondrous storehouse, had also long racked his wits as to how it might be entered and a portion of the gold taken. Also he had counselled with many of his pupils, but in vain. No one had solved the riddle for him. Yet one day as he and Abou passed the treasury on their way to the mosque for the look of honour, Yussuf said to Abou: Bethink thee, my son; here is a marvellous building, carefully constructed and guarded. How wouldst thou come to the store of gold within? Abou, whose thoughts were not upon the building but upon Yanee, betrayed no look of surprise at the request, so accustomed was he to having difficult and fearsome matters put before him, but gazed upon it so calmly that Yussuf exclaimed:

How now? Hast thou a plan? Never have I given it a thought, O Yussuf, replied Abou; but if it is thy wish, let us go and look more closely.

Accordingly, through the crowds of merchants and strangers and donkeys and the veiled daughters of the harem and the idlers generally, they approached and surveyed it. At once Abou observed the movement of the guards, saw that as the guards of one tier were walking away from each other those of the tiers above or below were walking toward each other. And although the one entrance to the treasury was well guarded still there was a vulnerable spot, which was the crowning cupola, also four-square and flat, where none walked or looked. It is difficult, he said after a time, but it can be done. Let me think.

Accordingly, after due meditation and without consulting Yussuf, he disguised himself as a dispenser of fodder for camels, secured a rope of silk, four bags and an iron hook. Returning to his home he caused the hook to be covered with soft cloth so that its fall would make no sound, then fastened it to one end of the silken cord and said to Yussuf: Come now and let us try this. Yussuf, curious as to what Abou could mean, went with him and together they tried their weight upon it to see if it would hold. Then Abou, learning by observation the hour at night wherein the guards were changed, and choosing a night without moon or stars, disguised himself and Yussuf as watchmen of the city and went to the treasury. Though it was as well guarded as ever they stationed themselves in an alley near-by. And Abou, seeing a muleteer approaching and wishing to test his disguise, ordered him away and he went. Then Abou, watching the guards who were upon the ground meet and turn, and seeing those upon the first tier still in the distance but pacing toward the centre, gave a word to Yussuf, and they ran forward, threw the hook over the rim of the first tier and then drew themselves up quickly, hanging there above the lower guards until those of the first tier met and turned. Then they climbed over the wall and repeated this trick upon the guards of the second tier, the third and fourth, until at last they were upon the roof of the cupola where they lay flat. Then Abou, who was prepared, unscrewed one of the plates of the dome, hooked the cord over the side and whispered: Now, master, which? Yussuf, ever cautious in his life, replied: Go thou and report.

Slipping down the rope, Abou at last came upon a great store of gold and loose jewels piled in heaps, from which he filled the bags he had brought. These he fastened to the rope and ascended. Yussuf, astounded by the sight of so much wealth, was for making many trips, but Abou, detecting a rift where shone a star, urged that they cease for the night. Accordingly, after having fastened these at their waists and the plate to the roof as it had been, they descended as they had come.

A rare trick, commented Zad-el-Din.

A treasury after mine own heart, supplied Al Hadjaz.

Thus for three nights, continued Gazzar, fearing to cry for more anna, they succeeded in robbing the treasury, taking from it many thousands of dinars and jewels. On the fourth night, however, a guard saw them hurrying away and gave the alarm. At that, Abou and Yussuf turned here and there in strange ways, Yussuf betaking himself to his home, while Abou fled to his masters shop. Once there he threw off the disguise of a guard and reappeared as an aged vendor of rugs and was asked by the pursuing guards if he had seen anybody enter his shop. Abou motioned them to the rear of the shop, where they were bound and removed by Yussufs robber slaves. Others of the guards, however, had betaken themselves to their captain and reported, who immediately informed the treasurer. Torches were brought and a search made, and then he repaired to the caliph. The latter, much astonished that no trace of the entrance or departure of the thieves could be found, sent for a master thief recently-taken in crime and sentenced to be gibbeted, and said to him:  Wouldst thou have thy life?

Aye, if thy grace will yield it.

Look you, said the caliph. Our treasury has but now been robbed, and there is no trace. Solve me this mystery within the moon, and thy life, though not thy freedom, is thine.

O Protector of the Faithful, said the thief, do thou but let me see within the treasury.

And so, chained and in care of the treasurer himself and the caliph, he was taken to the treasury Looking about him he at length saw a faint ray penetrating through the plate that had been loosed in the dome.

 O Guardian of the Faithful, said the thief wisely and hopefully, do thou place a cauldron of hot pitch under this dome and then see if the thief is not taken.

Thereupon the caliph did as advised, the while the treasury was resealed and fresh guards set to watch and daily the pitch was renewed, only Abou and Yussuf came not. Yet in due time, the avarice of Yussuf growing, they chose another night in the dark of the second moon, and repaired once more to the treasury, where, so lax already had become the watch, they mounted to the dome. Abou, upon removing the plate, at once detected the odour of pitch and advised Yussuf not to descend, but he would none of this. The thought of the gold and jewels into which on previous nights he had dipped urged him, and he descended. However, when he neared the gold he reached for it, but instead of gold he seized the scalding pitch, which, when it burned, caused him to loose his hold and fall. He cried to Abou: I burn in hot pitch. Help me! Abou descended and took the hand but felt it waver and grow slack. Knowing that death was at hand and that should Yussufs body be found not only himself but Yussufs wife and slaves would all suffer, he drew his scimitar, which was ever at his belt, and struck off the head. Fastening this to his belt, he reascended the rope, replaced the plate and carefully made his way from the treasury. He then went to the house of Yussuf and gave the head to Yussufs wife, cautioning her to secrecy.

But the caliph, coming now every day with his treasurer to look at the treasury, was amazed to find it sealed and yet the headless body within. Knowing not how to solve the mystery of this body, he ordered the thief before him, who advised him to hang the body in the market-place and set guards to watch any who might come to mourn or spy. Accordingly, the headless body was gibbeted and set up in the marketplace where Abou, passing afar, recognised it. Fearing that Mirza, the wife of Yussuf, who was of the tribe of the Veddi, upon whom it is obligatory that they mourn in the presence of the dead, should come to mourn here, he hastened to caution her. Go thou not thither, he said; or, if thou must, fill two bowls with milk and go as a seller of it. If thou must weep drop one of the bowls as if by accident and make as if thou wept over that. Mirza accordingly filled two bowls, and passing near the gibbet in the public square dropped one and thereupon began weeping as her faith demanded. The guards, noting her, thought nothing for here is one, said they, so poor that she cries because of her misfortune. But the caliph, calling for the guards at the end of the day to report to himself and the master thief, inquired as to what they had seen. We saw none, said the chief of the guard, save an old woman so poor that she wept for the breaking of a bowl!

Dolts! cried the master thief. Pigs! Did I not say take any who came to mourn? She is the widow of the thief. Try again. Scatter gold pieces under the gibbet and take any that touch them.

The guards scattered gold, as was commanded, and took their positions. Abou, pleased that the widow had been able to mourn and yet not be taken, came now to see what more might be done by the caliph. Seeing the gold he said: It is with that he wishes to tempt. At once his pride in his skill was aroused, and he determined to take some of the gold and yet not be taken. To this end he disguised himself as a ragged young beggar and one weak of wit, and with the aid of an urchin younger than himself and as wretched he began to play about the square, running here and there as if in some game. But before doing this he had fastened to the sole of his shoes a thick gum so that the gold might stick. The guards, deceived by the seeming youth and foolishness of Abou and his friend, said: These are but a child and a fool.

They take no gold. But by night, coming to count the gold, there were many pieces missing, and they were sore afraid. When they reported to the caliph that night he had them flogged and new guards placed in their stead. Yet again he consulted with the master thief, who advised him to load a camel with enticing riches and have it led through the streets of the city by seeming strangers who were the worse for wine. This thief who eludes thee will be tempted by these riches and seek to rob them.

Soon after it was Abou, who, prowling about the marketplace, noticed this camel laden with great wealth and led by seeming strangers. But because it was led to no particular market he thought that it must be of the caliph. He decided to take this also, for there was in his blood that which sought contest, and by now he wished the caliph, because of Yanee, to fix his thought upon him. He filled a skin with the best of wine, into which he placed a drug of the dead Yussufs devising, and dressing himself as a shabby vendor, set forth. When he came to the street in which was the camel and saw how the drivers idled and gaped, he began to cry, Wine for a para! A drink of wine for a para! The drivers drank and found it good, following Abou as he walked, drinking and chaffering with him and laughing at his dumbness, until they were within a door of the house of Mirza, the wife of the dead Yussuf, where was a gate giving into a secret court. Pausing before this until the wine should take effect, he suddenly began to gaze upward and then to point. The drivers looked but saw nothing. And the drug taking effect they fell down; whereupon Abou quickly led the camel into the court and closed the gate. When he returned and found the drivers still asleep he shaved off half the hair of their heads and their beards, then disappeared and changed his dress and joined those who were now laughing at the strangers in their plight, for they had awakened and were running here and there in search of a camel and its load and unaware of their grotesque appearance. Mirza, in order to remove all traces, had the camel killed and the goods distributed. A careful woman and housewifely, she had caused all the fat to be boiled from the meat and preserved in jars, it having a medicinal value. The caliph, having learned how it had gone with his camel, now meditated anew on how this great thief, who mocked him and who was of great wit, might be taken. Calling the master thief and others in council he recited the entire tale and asked how this prince of thieves might be caught. Try but one more ruse, O master, said the master thief, who was now greatly shaken and feared for his life. Do thou send an old woman from house to house asking for camels grease. Let her plead that it is for one who is ill. It may be that, fearing detection, the camel has been slain and the fat preserved. If any is found, mark the door of that house with grease and take all within.

Accordingly an old woman was sent forth chaffering of pain. In due time she came to the house of Mirza, who gave her of the grease, and when she left she made a cross upon the door. When she returned to the caliph he called his officers and guards and all proceeded toward the marked door. In the meantime Abou, having returned and seen the mark, inquired of Mirza as to what it meant. When told of the old womans visit he called for a bowl of the camels grease and marked the doors in all the nearest streets. The caliph, coming into the street and seeing the marks, was both enraged and filled with awe and admiration for of such wisdom he had never known. I give thee thy life, he said to the master thief, for now I see that thou art as nothing to this one. He is shrewd beyond the wisdom of caliphs and thieves. Let us return, and he retraced his steps to the palace, curious as to the nature and soul of this one who could so easily outwit him.

Time went on, and the caliph one day said to his vizier: I have been thinking of the one who robbed the treasury and my camel and the gold from under the gibbet. Such an one is wise above his day and generation and worthy of a better task. What think you? Shall I offer him a full pardon so that he may appear and be taken  or think you he will appear?Do but try it, O Commander of the Faithful, said the vizier. A proclamation was prepared and given to the criers, who announced that it was commanded by the caliph that, should the great thief appear on the market-place at a given hour and yield himself up, a pardon full and free would be granted him and gifts of rare value heaped upon him. Yet it was not thus that the caliph intended to do.

Now, Abou, hearing of this and being despondent over his life and the loss of Yanee and the death of Yussuf and wishing to advantage himself in some way other than by thievery, bethought him how he might accept this offer of the caliph and declare himself and yet, supposing it were a trap to seize him, escape. Accordingly he awaited the time prescribed, and when the public square was filled with guards instructed to seize him if he appeared he donned the costume of a guard and appeared among the soldiers dressed as all the others. The caliph was present to witness the taking, and when the criers surrounding him begged the thief to appear and be pardoned, Abou called out from the thick of the throng: Here I am, O Caliph! Amnesty! Whereupon the caliph, thinking that now surely he would be taken, cried:  Seize him! Seize him! But Abou, mingling with the others, also cried: Seize him! Seize him! and looked here and there as did the others. The guards, thinking him a guard, allowed him to escape, and the caliph, once more enraged and chagrined, retired. Once within his chambers he called to him his chief advisers and had prepared the following proclamation:



BE IT KNOWN TO ALL



Since within the boundaries of our realm there exists one so wise that despite our commands and best efforts he is still able to work his will against ours and to elude our every effort to detect him, be it known that from having been amazed and disturbed we are now pleased and gratified that one so skilful of wit and resourceful should exist in our realm. To make plain that our appreciation is now sincere and our anger allayed it is hereby covenant with him and with all our people, to whom he may appeal if we fail in our word, that if he will now present himself in person and recount to one whom we shall appoint his various adventures, it will be our pleasure to signally distinguish him above others. Upon corroboration by us of that which he tells, he shall be given riches, our royal friendship and a councillors place in our council. I have said it.



YIANKO I.



This was signed by the caliph and cried in the public places. Abou heard all but because of the previous treachery of the caliph he was now unwilling to believe that this was true. At the same time he was pleased to know that he was now held in great consideration, either for good or ill, by the caliph and his advisers, and bethought him that if it were for ill perhaps by continuing to outwit the caliph he might still succeed in winning his favour and so to a further knowledge of Yanee. To this end he prepared a reply which he posted in the public square, reading:



PROCLAMATION BY THE ONE WHOM THE CALIPH SEEKS



Know, O Commander of the Faithful, that the one whom the caliph seeks is here among his people free from harm. He respects the will of the caliph and his good intentions, but is restrained by fear. He therefore requests that instead of being commanded to reveal himself the caliph devise a way and appoint a time where in darkness and without danger to himself he may behold the face of the one to whom he is to reveal himself. It must be that none are present to seize him.



THE ONE WHOM THE CALIPH SEEKS.



Notice of this reply being brought to the caliph he forthwith took counsel with his advisers and decided that since it was plain the thief might not otherwise be taken, recourse must be had to a device that might be depended upon to lure him. Behind a certain window in the palace wall known as The Whispering Window, and constantly used by all who were in distress or had suffered a wrong which owing to the craft of others there was no hope of righting, sat at stated times and always at night, the caliphs own daughter Yanee, whose tender heart and unseeking soul were counted upon to see to it that the saddest of stories came to the ears of the caliph. It was by this means that the caliph now hoped to capture the thief. To insure that the thief should come it was publicly announced that should any one that came be able to tell how the treasury had been entered and the gold pieces taken from under the gibbet or the camel stolen and killed, he was to be handed a bag of many dinars and a pardon in writing; later, should he present himself, he would be made a councillor of state.

Struck by this new proclamation and the possibility of once more beholding the princess, Abou decided to match his skill against that of the caliph. He disguised himself as a vendor of tobacco and approached the window, peered through the lattice which screened it and said: O daughter of the great caliph, behold one who is in distress. I am he whom the caliph seeks, either to honour or slay, I know not which. Also I am he who, on one of thy journeys to the mountain of Azol and thy palace at Ish-Pari thou beheldest while passing the door of my fathers rug-market, for thou didst lift the curtains of thy houdah and also thy veil and didst deign to smile at me. And I have here, and he touched his heart, a faded spray of the myrtles of Ish-Pari, or so it has been told me, over which I weep.

Yanee, shocked that she should be confronted with the great thief whom her father sought and that he should claim to be the beautiful youth she so well remembered, and yet fearing this to be some new device of the vizier or of the women of the harem who might have heard of her strange love and who ever prayed evil against all who were younger or more beautiful than they, she was at a loss how to proceed. Feeling the need of wisdom and charity, she said: How sayst thou? Thou art the great chief whom my father seeks and yet the son of a rug-merchant on whom I smiled? Had I ever smiled on a thief, which Allah forbid, would I not remember it and thee? Therefore, if it be as thou sayst, permit it that I should have a light brought that I may behold thee. And if thou art the rug-merchants son or the great thief, or both, and wishes thy pardon and the bag of dinars which here awaits thee, thou must relate to me how it was the treasury was entered, how the gold was taken from under the gibbet and my fathers camel from its drivers.

Readily enough, O Princess, replied Abou, only if I am thus to reveal myself to thee must I not know first that thou art the maiden whom I saw? For she was kind as she was fair and would do no man an ill. Therefore if thou wilt lower thy veil, as thou didst on the day of thy departure, so that I may see, I will lift my hood so that thou mayst know that I lie not.

The princess, troubled to think that the one whom she had so much admired might indeed be the great thief whose life her father sought, and yet wavering between duty to her father and loyalty to her ideal, replied: So will I, but upon one condition: should it be that thou art he upon whom thou sayst I looked with favour and yet he who also has committed these great crimes in my fathers kingdom, know that thou mayst take thy pardon and thy gold and depart; but only upon the condition that never more wilt thou trouble either me or my father. For I cannot bear to think that I have looked with favour upon one who, however fair, is yet a thief.

At this Abou shrank inwardly and a great sorrow fell upon him; for now, as at the death of Yussef, he saw again the horror of his way. Yet feeling the justice of that which was said, he answered: Yea, O Princess, so will I, for I have long since resolved to be done with evil, which was not of my own making, and will trouble thee no more. Should this one glance show me that beloved face over which I have dreamed, I will pass hence, never more to return, for I will not dwell in a realm where another may dwell with thee in love. I am, alas, the great thief and will tell thee how I came by the gold under the gibbet and in thy fathers treasury; but I will not take his gold. Only will I accept his pardon sure and true. For though born a thief I am no longer one. The princess, struck by the nobility of these words as well as by his manner, said sadly, fearing the light would reveal the end of her dreams: Be it so. But if thou art indeed he thou wilt tell me how thou earnest to be a thief, for I cannot believe that one of whom I thought so well can do so ill.

Abou, sadly punished for his deeds, promised, and when the torch was brought the princess lifted her veil. Then it was that Abou again saw the face upon which his soul had dwelt and which had caused him so much unrest. He was now so moved that he could not speak. He drew from his face its disguise and confronted her. And Yanee, seeing for the second time the face of the youth upon whom her memory had dwelt these many days, her heart misgave her and she dared not speak. Instead she lowered her veil and sat in silence, the while Abou recounted the history of his troubled life and early youth, how he could recall nothing of it save that he had been beaten and trained in evil ways until he knew naught else; also of how he came to rob the treasury, and how the deeds since of which the caliph complained had been in part due to his wish to protect the widow of Yussuf and to defeat the skill of the caliph. The princess, admiring his skill and beauty in spite of his deeds, was at a loss how to do. For despite his promise and his proclamation, the caliph had exacted of her that in case Abou appeared she was to aid in his capture, and this she could not do. At last she said: Go, and come no more, for I dare not look upon thee, and the caliph wishes thee only ill. Yet let me tell my father that thou wilt trouble him no more, to which Abou replied: Know, O Princess, thus will I do. Then opening the lattice, Yanee handed him the false pardon and the gold, which Abou would not take. Instead he seized and kissed her hand tenderly and then departed.

Yanee returned to her father and recounted to him the story of the robbery of the treasury, and all that followed, but added that she had not been able to obtain his hand in order to have him seized because he refused to reach for the gold. The caliph, once more chagrined by Abous cleverness in obtaining his written pardon without being taken, now meditated anew on how he might be trapped. His daughter having described Abou as both young and handsome, the caliph thought that perhaps the bait of his daughter might win him to capture and now prepared the following and last pronunciamento, to wit:



TO THE PEOPLE OF BAGHDAD



Having been defeated in all our contests with the one who signs himself The One Whom the Caliph Seeks, and yet having extended to him a full pardon signed by our own hand and to which has been affixed the caliphate seal, we now deign to declare that if this wisest of lawbreakers will now present himself in person before us and accept of us our homage and good will, we will, assuming him to be young and of agreeable manners, accept him as the affiant of our daughter and prepare him by education and training for her hand; or, failing that, and he being a man of mature years we will publicly accept him as councillor of state and chiefest of our advisers. To this end, that he may have full confidence in our word, we have ordered that the third day of the seventh moon be observed as a holiday, that a public feast be prepared and that our people assemble before us in our great court. Should this wisest of fugitives appear and declare himself we will there publicly reaffirm and do as is here written and accept him into our life and confidence. I have said it.



YIANKO I.



The caliph showed this to his daughter and she sighed, for full well she knew that the caliphs plan would prove vain  for had not Abou said that he would return no more? But the caliph proceeded, thinking this would surely bring about Abous capture.

In the meantime in the land of Yemen of which Abou was the rightful heir, many things had transpired. His father, Kar-Shem, having died and the wretched pretender, Bab-el-Bar haying failed after a revolution to attain to Kar-Shems seat, confessed to the adherents of Kar-Shem the story of the Prince Husseins adbuction and sale into slavery to a rug-merchant in Baghdad. In consequence, heralds and a royal party were at once sent forth to discover Hussein. They came to Baghdad and found the widow of Yussuf, who told them of the many slaves Yussuf had owned, among them a child named Hussein to whom they had given the name of Abou.

And so, upon Abous return from The Whispering Window, there were awaiting him at the house of Mirza the representatives of his own kingdom, who, finding him young and handsome and talented, and being convinced by close questioning that he was really Hussein, he was apprised of his dignity and worth and honoured as the successor of Kar-Shem in the name of the people of Yemen.

And now Hussein (once Abou), finding himself thus ennobled, bethought him of the beautiful Yanee and her love for him and his undying love for her. Also he felt a desire to outwit the caliph in one more contest. To this end he ordered his present entourage to address the caliph as an embassy fresh from Yemen, saying that having long been in search of their prince they had now found him, and to request of him the courtesy of his good-will and present consideration for their lord. The caliph, who wished always to be at peace with all people, and especially those of Yemen, who were great and powerful, was most pleased at this and sent a company of courtiers to Hussein, who now dwelt with his entourage at one of the great caravanseries of the city, requesting that he come forthwith, to the palace that he might be suitably entertained. And now Abou, visiting the caliph in his true figure, was received by him in great state, and many and long were the public celebrations ordered in his honour.

Among these was the holiday proclaimed by Yianko in order to entrap Abou. And Yianko, wishing to amuse and entertain his guest, told him the full history of the great thief and of his bootless efforts thus far to take him. He admitted to Hussein his profound admiration for Abous skill and ended by saying that should any one know how Abou might be taken he would be willing to give to that one a place in his council, or, supposing he were young and noble, the hand of his daughter. At this Hussein, enticed by the thought of so winning Yanee declared that he himself would attempt to solve the mystery and now prepared to appear as a fierce robber, the while he ordered one of his followers to impersonate himself as prince for that day.

The great day of the feast having arrived and criers having gone through the streets of the city announcing the feast and the offer of the caliph to Abou, there was much rejoicing. Long tables were set in the public square, and flags and banners were strung. The beautiful Yanee was told of her fathers vow to Hussein, but she trusted in Abou and his word and his skill and so feared naught. At last, the multitude having gathered and the caliph and his courtiers and the false Hussein having taken their places at the head of the feast, the caliph raised his hand for silence. The treasurer taking his place upon one of the steps, leading to the royal board, reread the proclamation and called upon Abou to appear and before all the multitude receive the favour of the caliph or be forever banned. Abou, or Hussein, who in the guise of a fierce mountain outlaw had mingled with the crowd, now came forward and holding aloft the pardon of the caliph announced that he was indeed the thief and could prove it. Also, that as written he would exact of the caliph his daughters hand. The caliph, astounded that one so uncouth and fierce-seeming should be so wise as the thief had proved or should ask of him his daughters hand, was puzzled and anxious for a pretext on which he might be restrained. Yet with all the multitude before him and his word given, he scarce knew how to proceed or what to say. Then it was that Yanee, concealed behind a lattice, sent word to her father that this fierce soul was not the one who had come to her but an impostor. The caliph now suspecting treachery and more mischief, ordered this seeming false Abou seized and bound, whereupon the fictitious Hussein, masquerading in Husseins clothes, came forward and asked for the bandits release for the reason that he was not a true bandit at all but the true prince, whom they had sought far and wide.

Then the true Hussein, tiring of the jest and laying aside his bandit garb, took his place at the foot of the throne and proceeded to relate to Yianko the story of his life. At this the caliph, remembering his word and seeing in Abou, now that he was the Prince of Yemen, an entirely satisfactory husband for Yanee, had her brought forward. Yanee, astonished and confused at being thus confronted with her lost love, now become a Prince, displayed so much trepidation and coquetry that the caliph, interested and amused and puzzled, was anxious to know the cause. Whereupon Hussein told how he had seen her passing his robber fathers bazaar on her way to Ish-Pari and that he had ever since bemoaned him that he was so low in the scale of life as not to be able to aspire to her hand yet now rejoiced that he might make his plea. The caliph, realising how true a romance was here, now asked his daughter what might be her will, to which she coyly replied that she had never been able to forget Abou. Hussein at once reiterated his undying passion, saying that if Yanee would accept him for her husband and the caliph as his son he would there and then accept her as his queen and that their nuptials should be celebrated before his return to his kingdom. Whereupon the caliph, not to be outdone in gallantry, declared that he would gladly accept so wise a prince, not only as his son by marriage, but as his heir, and that at his death both he and Yanee were jointly to rule over his kingdom and their own. There followed scenes of great rejoicing among the people, and Hussein and Yanee rode together, before them.

And now, O my hearers, continued Gazzar most artfully, although his tale was done, ye have heard how it was with Abou the unfortunate, who came through cleverness to nothing but good  a beautiful love, honour and wealth and the rule of two realms  whereas, I, poor wanderer that I am  

But the company, judging that he was about to plead for more anna, and feeling, and rightly, that for so thin a tale he had been paid enough and to spare, arose and as one man walked away. Soudi and Parfi denounced him as a thief and a usurer; and Gazzar, counting his small store of anna and looking betimes at the shop of Al Hadjaz, from which still came the odours of food, and then in the direction of the caravan where lay the camels among which he must sleep, sighed. For he saw that for all his pains he had not more than the half of a meal and a bed and that for the morrow there was nothing.

By Allah, he sighed, what avails it if one travel the world over to gather many strange tales and keep them fresh and add to them as if by myrrh and incense and the colour of the rose and the dawn, if by so doing one may not come by so much as a meal or a bed? Bismillah! Were it not for my withered arm no more would I trouble to tell a tale! And tucking his tambour into his rags he turned his steps wearily toward the mosque, where before eating it was, as the Koran commanded, that he must pray.


Fine Furniture
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FINE FURNITURE

That which afflicted Opal was a superiority complex. The same related to furniture and material surroundings. This derived from a poverty-striken girlhood in the small logging supply town of MacCumber, followed by a brief experience as waitress in the renowned Calico Cat in the thriving little city of Renton.

Renton boasted of a population of twenty-five thousand as against MacCumbers paltry eight hundred; and the Calico Cat was one of those glorified refreshment centers to which the beaus and belles of Renton turned for material sustenance combined with artistic surroundings. The tables and chairs of the Calico Cat were delicate-legged and grey-stained, scattered most gracefully about a room that was papered in grey. The walls were ornamented with candle-shaped electroliers supporting oval pink silk shades which glowed exactly like some bright, delicious candy. And there was a handsome grey rug on the floor. The front section held a really splashous candy counter on one side  all glass and gilt  and on the other side a fripperous soda fountain of grey marble, with leather-upholstered stools in front of it. Grandeur indeed! And the windows were graced with net curtains of a delicate, creamy hue, with a blue calico cat rampant.

Allons! The logging camp from which Opal had arrived (and to which on reaching Renton she had sworn she would never return) was very different. Oh, very. MacCumber was but the central provisioning point for some four or five logging camps scattered circle-wise on the receding pine-covered mountain slopes surrounding it. And a dreary hole! Opal despised it. For her mother had taken in loggers for boarders when they were in town, and Opal had waited on tables, listening the while to their rude and often coarse jokes and their boisterous haw-haws. Later, being ambitious and determined to improve herself  her home held absolutely nothing for her  she had secured a position in McSpeers Restaurant in MacCumber, which was nothing more than a long counter near the post office at which rough loggers sat and ate sandwiches and pie and drank coffee. And as for McSpeer himself he was but a fat greasy nobody, as Opal saw him  as greasy and odorous as his kitchen. The double incentive to waiting on table here was eight dollars a week and her board  all the pie and ice cream, for instance, which she cared to eat  worse pie than was served by her own mother, but at least different  and the pleasure of seeing life.

But Renton! Ah, that was something else. Here were automobiles  fine ones. Also moving picture theatres, a vaudeville theatre, fine churches, a court house, and big, wide streets. Two railroads bisected each other at this point and ran heaven only knows where  just lots and lots of trains going through all the time  some of them all Pullman. And of a week-end  especially the week-end following pay day in the scores of logging camps that lay north, south, east, and west  literally hundreds of loggers with bulging purses arrived to taste the delights of a great city. And how much better dressed than those who came to MacCumber! Swell, as it were! And they spent their money on the Renton girls  which was more than did those of MacCumber for the MacCumber girls. Some of them even ventured into the Calico Cat with their girls, looking very sheepish and out of place as they should.

Opal had discovered a hall bedroom in an entirely respectable rooming house in Bissell Street, and from there, evenings, midevenings, and afternoons when her hours off permitted, she reconnoitered the various moving picture theatres, dry goods stores, five-and-ten  and what not else. MacCumber? Pig-sty! The fine young men in Renton, with their hair oiled so nice and laid so flat! And with their shoes shined, if you please! And in their good clothes. No hob-nailed cork boots here, you bet! Many of these young men had travelled. She heard them, when they came into the Calico Cat with their best girls to sip ice cream sodas and sundaes, talk of Spokane and Seattle. Yes, indeed, some of them had been to both places. And some of them had cars. After eating lunch or dinner, these boys and girls on occasion would leisurely make their way to a waiting roadster outside and buzz off. To what paradise? To what dreamland?

Now that is all well enough in its way, but to one short, stocky girl of no svelte figure, but a not unpleasing face and not exactly shallow emotions by any means, this was not only disconcerting but reducing. For had she discovered all at once that (a) she did not know very much about dressing; and (b) that what she was earning  twelve dollars a week and meals  did not provide the means to dress very well  not nearly as well as most of those who frequented the Calico Cat  even once she did begin to sense that there was a better way to dress. The cute frocks! The classy hats! The sassy furs and belts and shoes and stockings! Actually, in the form of flares of envy and jealousy, she began to semi-consciously realize that because of certain innate deficiencies of mould and linament she would never be able to attain to the swagger and charm of some of these girls. Grim  but so. On the other hand, there were improvements that could be made. In consequence she haunted the several department stores which the town boasted. Also she proceeded to make things for herself, and at what pains! Also she sought to display her charms and her arts  those most recently acquired by observing others  to the best advantage, smiling as constantly as her moods permitted and walking as briskly and cheerfully as her knowledge of what men liked suggested. Nevertheless, the thing that troubled her not a little after a time was the fact that the young men who entered the Calico Cat, as well as those whom she casually passed here and there, were never very much interested in her. They looked, but those whom she most wished would look again, did not. And those whom she wished would not look at all, did. Curses!

At last, however, and when she was tending toward discouragement with her lot, there entered the restaurant a young engineman whom she recalled having seen on the train between MacCumber and Renton. He was most likely connected with one of the camps  Red Ledge  she had thought. But now he was with a Renton girl, as she could tell  not anyone who lived in MacCumber, thank goodness! And this girl was not as pretty as herself, or so she thought, though better off for clothes. (But the Calico Cat uniform was smart enough.) And no more than her escort did she appear to be at ease in this superior place, whereas Opal, having become accustomed to the work and so generally efficient in what she was called upon to do could now afford to look with toleration and sympathy even upon those who found themselves disturbed by the beauty of this place.

Yet Clem Broderson, despite the fact that he was a logger  and hence of the world which Opal despised  was certainly a most engaging sort. Those even teeth of his. How cheerily they gleamed whenever he spoke! And that laugh. And he seemed bursting with health and energy. To be sure, she had promised herself that she would never marry a logger, and by the gingery way he put aside the small linen napkin put before him by Opal and the uncertain manner in which he fingered the long, thin, ice cream spoon, she could see that he was one  or at least lacking in many of the refinements of which she was now aware. Yet since he could go with a Renton girl and was big and blonde and laughing  and that despite the shyness that was advertised by his walk and looks on entering  was he to be despised? Scarcely! Why, pray, should such a little snip as this girl be the one permitted to pilot him?

There are certain definite things which people do from time to time which fixes them at once as doers or the reverse. By the next decisive thing which Opal did, she must needs be classed as a doer. But first let us remark here that Clem Broderson, in dining with his Renton girl, had more than once looked at Opal in a sly, inquiring, wishful way. And the following week-end, of his lone, he had come back to get an ice cream soda. But finding the place crowded at the time and Opal busy, he had gone away without being able to establish that psychic connection which truly he was seeking. And then one thing and another preventing, he did not come again  was in danger of forgetting, even.

But Opal, finding herself merely marking time at Renton, and with her ideas of something better immeasurably improved upon, and confronted by someone for whom she felt she could really care, now determined upon a definite course of action. Listening to his conversation with the Renton girl, she learned that he was connected with Red Ledge, as she had thought; was daily to be seen there, in fact. And returning to MacCumber to make inquiries, had learned of a position open as waitress at the log mess at Red Ledge. And though this was one of those dreadful logging camps which she had despised from her infancy, she immediately resigned her position at the Calico Cat and went to Red Ledge as waitress. And so it was that she encountered Clem Broderson again  quite by accident, of course  and made it clear to him that she was the one who had waited on him at the Calico Cat, but recently on account of the illness of her mother had been compelled to be near MacCumber and so had taken this place at Red Ledge. Nor did she hesitate to make it clear that she was interested in him, although so shy was he and so inexperienced that all of this remained a mystery, one of the deep, dark secrets of providence and chance.

But whether understood by Mr. Broderson or not, the other waitresses about the camp were not long in fathoming the mystery. Who was this upstart, anyway? Why the better clothes? the Renton airs? Upon our united words! Why hadnt she stayed at the Calico Cat? Up here to catch a man as sure as anything, because she couldnt get one down there! And that man, as it soon appeared, none other than Broderson, as fine and innocent a logger as was anywhere to be seen. And earning one hundred and fifty dollars a month. And this upstart now trying to steal him from the older (in point of service) waitresses who naturally had a prior claim on him. In fact, until Opal arrived, it was at one particular girls end of the pie counter that Broderson had chosen to sit, laughing and jesting between trips to and from MacCumber, from where as engineman he piloted a log train. But after her arrival he moved to Opals sector. And more, since here by contrast she was prettier than any of the other girls, and with more ways and arts, all so recently acquired she interested others as well as him, a fact neither he nor the other waitresses failed to note.

So it was not at all surprising, even to Opal, that soon all these others joined to make common war against her. On several occasions, for instance, she found her apron missing. And once an enemy stumbled and spilled soup on her at the very moment when Clem Broderson was due to arrive, a sortie which was not as effective as was hoped since later Clem was made to listen as to how she was being persecuted, an account so worded as to prove moving to his naturally sympathetic temperament. She might even have to leave, she said; and she needed to be near her mother  to whose healthly presence she returned several evenings a week, whereupon Clem began taking her down on the logging engine and returning with it and her at midnight or thereabouts.

Of course they were married, and that within four months after Opal came to Red Ledge. But then came their real problems; Clems as to how to make a decent home for such a wonderful, sweet, helpless girl in such a rough, makeshift world as a logging camp. And Opals how to keep him thinking her sweet and foolish without endangering her position as master and manager, both of which she proposed to remain. As for the problem of a home in a logging camp, it had other aspects than that of just being good enough for her. Having tasted the glories of the Calico Cat, to say nothing of the various wonders of the Renton picture theaters and their shows, it had to be much better than most of those homes furnished if not built by those who found it necessary for reasons of salary  and good salary in most instances  to work in a logging camp. For such houses as they were! The company supplied them; and they had to be movable, because logging camps move. Hence, they had to be reasonably small  small enough to be loaded, with the aid of derricks and a dummy engine or two, upon the surface of one or two flat cars at the most. Hence, also, they had to be made of wood  two or three rooms and a kitchen, all in a row, and no bath  one bathed outside in an improvised shed.

But while still working as mess waitress at the shack, Opal had once been invited, along with some of the other girls, to visit the home of Mrs. Saxstrom, wife of the superintendent of the company  this lady being a most solid and aggressive and socially contented person, the first lady of the logging camp, as it were. And there  which was, after all, the main purpose of Mrs. Saxstrom  she had seen how fine (as Mrs. Saxstrom saw it) a logging camp cottage could be furnished. Red plush and heavy walnut in profusion; big chairs, big and comfortable enough for Mr. Saxstroms six feet one and two hundred and fifty pounds. Mrs. Saxstrom wanted it generally known that hers was the best furnished cottage in the camp as well as hers the best furnished table and she the best dressed  quite the richest, at least  for didnt her husband, the superintendent, get the biggest salary? Yet Opal, eyeing all this, conveived of Clem and herself as infinitely superior to Mr and Mrs. Saxstrom. And as for taste... poof! Mrs. Saxstrom knew nothing. She was a dub! Stuffy! She the first lady of a logging camp! Pooh! And as for salary, Mr. Saxstrom earned only fifty dollars more than Clems one hundred and fifty. What was fifty dollars? And why should Mrs. Saxstrom be the first lady of the camp?

Now as aggressive and dictatorial as all this may sound, no shade of it ever entered the eyes, no hint the ear, of one Clemons Broderson. On the contrary, he saw in Opal only a sweet, shrinking violet, who was all smiles and coos and delicate recessive thoughts anent not injuring any one unless, forsooth  and probably not even then  they chose to injure her  which for some insane reason, as she saw it, they were occasionally inclined to do. In short, although he did not know it, Opal was envious, sensitive, suspicious, and quarrelsome, and so on the constant watch for affronts to herself and Clem  and most especially since she was the wife of so desirable and promising a man.

More, now that they were married  and even some time before, it had occurred to Opal that with Clems stored-up salary  (he had confessed to her before marriage that he had three thousand dollars in the bank)  and with her present knowledge of luxury and taste, she could furnish a home as would be a home. Mrs. Saxstrom, indeed! That walrus! And these other poor fish here who toiled and slaved and lived in these wretched places and knew nothing about life! Oh, dear! Small as were all of these houses, and inconvenient, still since they were all one might have and one had to live in one of them for the time being, was there any reason why all need be painted red, or yellow? And though plumped down upon raw bits of newly cleared land near the forest line, and always beside the track and directly opposite the forest being felled  so that the logs might, unimpeded, be rolled down to the trains  still why not an improved fence and eke a cute inclosed yard? Flowers, even! For once in Renton had she not come across a place that sold the cutest ready-cut houses, with the cutest ready-cut fences  small, diamond-shaped openings with cute little posts between  and all so cheap  well, she forgot, but very, very little per foot. And one such fence, if she chose to pay for it, could be placed around one of these cottages  theirs  and the same newly painted and decorated, for a dull yellow or red house would never do. Only, since these were all company houses, permission had first to be obtained. Next, assuming one to be truly diplomatic, public taste and favor consulted, although since Opal was not diplomatic, the latter thought never even so much as occurred to her. Could not Clem get permission of the company? He could. Allons.

And when it came to furniture.... Halt, mortal! Consider! There, indeed, should be her triumph! Yes, indeedy! for in Renton  darling, informing Renton  in browsing before the windows of the Biggs-Rottler Furniture Company, once she had seen the cutest, the most wonderful of all furniture sets  for parlor, for bedroom, for diningroom. Oh, dear! Oh, dear! Oh, dear! And what was to prevent her now (this was some six weeks before her marriage, these thoughts) from selecting from the wealth and abundance of all Renton such choice bits and sets as would make her new home a dream? Hers and Clems. Besides, once they had it, it would endure a long time. And when they left here and went somewhere else, it would still be good and could be taken along. Clem, dear, we just must have this new, wonderful furniture. Its so fine! And Clem, husky youth that he was, would look generously at her the while he was instructed as to how cute he would look sitting in one fumed walnut, overstuffed easy chair, for instance, or lounging upon one fumed walnut, overstuffed davenport. There might also be a footstool. And a victrola. (She had never owned a victrola.) Also a parlor lamp. (Oh, kind, gracious nature!) And a delicate, light-colored, say green and grey and blue, rug to be laid under all these in the front or livingroom.

And as for the bedroom, an ivory set, of course, with blue chintz or lace curtains, a la the Calico Cat. And as for the combined kitchen and diningroom (it must be so, alack! ) a cute little orange and black diningroom set such as she had seen in the Biggs-Rottler windows. Oh me, oh my! Oh my, oh me! How cute, how cute! Wouldnt all Red Ledge be agog? Wouldnt it just? She fairly hugged herself in anticipation of the sensation that she and Clem and all that was theirs and unto them appended would create. Wait and see! Just you wait and see!

So, therefore, Clem, being in the best of standing with the company at the time, had persuaded the superintendent, Mr. Olaf Saxstrom, no less  to permit him to bargain with an Italian who occupied the only cabin that had running water directly beside it  a mountain brook that tumbled down and under the tracks beyond. Also, with the same superintendents consent  but at his own expense, you may be sure  to be allowed to have the same plastered and papered and artistically painted a gay blue and white where before it had been yellow like the rest. Also, to set it off from its nearest neighbors  which were not more than fifty feet away in either direction  by a small hedge or fence, thus providing a yard or garden for flowers and grass and whatsoever other purpose a yard or garden can be put to. Once this was done, and with Clems assistance, Opal proceeded  it being spring at the time  to set forth flowering shrubs and roses and begonias and petunias and such other plants as she had learned or observed would flower at that height. Also, the interior of the cabin was rehung with electroliers similar to those that adorned the walls of the Calico Cat  things that were not to be seen in all Red Ledge, or even MacCumber for that matter, but with no lights in them. There was no electricity in Red Ledge. And they were for looks only.

So eventually, to Red Ledge, came furniture such as the camp, to say nothing of Clem himself, had never seen here or elsewhere. Hearken! Behold! Item: one fumed walnut living-room or parlor set, consisting of davenport, table, parlor lamp, two overstuffed chairs, a rug (of a delicate yellow and orange), a footstool, and a victrola. (After these were all properly placed in the sixteen-by-twelve front room, there was just space enough between them to make ones way if one did it carefully.) Item: one ivory-finished bedroom set, decorated with moulded pink and blue floral motifs  bed, dresser, chest of drawers, two chairs, a wall mirror, and curtains of old gold to harmonize. Item: one oval rag rug of mingled greys and blue to be laid under all this. Item: one kitchen set, consisting of four-burner gas stove and white enamel kitchen cabinet, with white-and-blue-squared linoleum to go under the same. Also an electric iron. Item: one grey-enameled diningroom table, with chairs to match, and cutlery, crockery, porcelain, and serving and cooking utensils  all crowded into said ten-by-fourteen kitchen and leaving scarcely room there for service from stove to table  a most inconvenient arrangement for a large, clumsy engineer. And out in the lean-to were one bread box, one washing machine, one highly improved woodbox painted blue, one electric vacuum cleaner, and one highly convenient trash burner, to say nothing of gardening implements sufficient to keep the lawn and garden in trim.

In fact the flat car that eventually hauled their furniture from Renton and MacCumber one cool, clear July day was surveyed with interest by every worker and house wife in the camp, high-climbers, chaffeurs, broad axe men, engineers, donkey engine drivers and their ilk, the wives, children, friends, relatives. For it was an unparalleled event. And as it was transferred from the car to the house after working hours by Clem and two friends of his, it was surveyed with even greater interest by ( I ) Mrs. Doody and son, Jerry, wood chopper to donkey engine No. 3, who lived in the first house but one to the right of the Brodersons and who had observed the previous painting and interior decorating with no little astonishment. (For the lova Mike, mother, have you seen the white and blue paint goin on next door?

I have that, Jerry. Tis the quare business it is, Im thinkin, with all the smoke and the blast and the noise here. Sure, and Clem is the foolishest one to be wastin money on the likes othat. The campll be moving now again in another six months, anyhow, and what goodll that black and white picket fence be then?

Yards aint no good up here nohow, supplemented her son. You cant grow nothin in em with all the oil and sand and cinders blowin about. Im not after understandin it at all. Maybe its she thats after makin him do it. She acts sort of uppish.

Tis his own money, of course, thats payin fer it, went on Jerrys mother, but tis that vain and foolish that it is, whether tis he or she.)

(2)  Mrs. Binwool, wife of Martin Binwool, logger; and (3)  Mrs. Citron, wife of Jig Citron, tool dresser, together with Ella Citron, aged nine. Mrs. Citron: Land sakes, aint that the lovely big davenport? Blue and grey  such nice colors. An that fine, big chair! Its a wonder if that goes in that door. And that beautiful big lamp stand! I expect thats the shade in that brown paper there. And Ella Citron, tugging at her mothers skirt and pointing: An look, ma, see! The papers torn. Ivory! And Mrs. Binwool  two roundish sections divided by a string, upon the upper globe of which a head has been superimposed: Such waste! I call it downright foolishness to bring such things to a place like this. How long will a fine lampshade like that last in this smoke? And that rug now, with Clem trampin in an out in his boots! An the rainy season comin on in the fall, too. Ella Citron: Ma, Ma! See the white stove! Enamel, ma! An whats that? A ice chest? Mrs. Citron: Well, well, that certainly out-does anything in this camp.

(4)  George Parch, trimmer, and Orville Wilkus, donkey fireman, on their way home from work. Wilkus, pausing, arms akimbo: Well, now, thats a fine lot o household stuff fer a place like this! Hi, Clem! I see yer stuffs showed up. Victrola, too, I see. Jest about get it in fore dark, wont cha? And George Parch: Pretty swell-lookin stuff fer these parts, Clem. I aint never seed any sech funnychure in no loggin camp I ever was in, an I been loggin now fourteen years. Lo, Mark. Need a lift with that there stove? Mark Stark (assisting Clem with the moving): A couple strong mens got a hold o this here thing. You kin hold the door open ef ye like. It takes strong men for this here, I said. Wilkus: When you want a real strong man, Mark and he lifts one arm.

There were a few others, nameless here for lack of space. And yet all this but the beginning. Like smoke on the morning wind, sand blast from the engines, the smell of spruce and white pine and hemlock, flew the news that Clem Brodersons wife had the swellest furniture that ever was in any camp anywhere. Gee, you ought to see! (Itemization of principal articles, together with colors so far as known, furnished with each announcement.) An a lotta records come with the graphophone. That was one now. Hear it? An theyre puttin up yellow curtains. Oh, fine, just like the hotel to Renton. An you should see the lamp in the front room  a big one with a blue silk shade. Say, the supes house wasnt a patch now to what Broderson has. An wont that make Mrs. Saxstrom sore, bein outdone like that by a girl that used to wait on table at the mess? Say, the Saxstrom furniture aint just nothin tall.

All well enough in its way, but there were other things. The furniture was no sooner installed than the camp became aware that it was not only precious but sacred, all but too good for human use. It was an equipment to be admired from a distance, not actually used. And spelled class, superiority, social difference even. Thus Bud Rokes, senior high-climber of the camp, and a man who in inclement weather could track water, mud, soot, and cinders with the best into his own or any other house, passing the door of the Broderson menage one evening, and having always been on friendly terms with Clem, felt it to be his social duty to pause and say howdy to the young wife of his old friend. But this in soiled overalls, spiked felt logging boots, wet and muddy because of a heavy rain, and with his face and hands black with grime and soot.

Howdy, howdy, Mrs. Broderson, howdy! The wife was tellin me how you was fixin up the little place and I just thort Id stop in to see. Jiminy, it is swell, aint it? This last due to the fact that regardless of the interposed body of Opal which was barring his entrance into the room proper, he was peeking interestingly about. A dandy lamp you got there, Mrs. Broderson, aint it? An a victrola, too. My, my! You oughta git a sight o pleasure outa these things, and this place, too. I suppose now Clem thinks its considble different to the old bunk house, eh? Well, nothin like havin a wife about to look after things and keep erm a-goin, I say. Its just swell. And being intensely interested and intensely social, he made as if to enter, and would have done so had it not been that Opal interposed her trim figure more firmly than ever between him and the perfection within.

Im afraid I cant let you in, Mr. Rokes, not with your muddy boots. I wont let Clem come in that way, so Im afraid I cant let you either. But you can look in. And if youll come around any evening or Sunday with Mrs. Rokes, Ill be delighted to have you both come in and stay as long as you like. Its just because the rug can be so easily soiled, dont you see?

Of course, of course. Why, certainly, Mrs. Broderson, certainly. Thats jest what me and my wifell do. I didnt stop to think how new it all is, and he bowed himself away, taking it all in the best way possible, but doing some thinking at the same time. Such finery, and such a new kind of reception to a social call in this camp; so different from anything done elsewhere hereabouts among the workers. To be sure, Mrs. Broderson meant well, but the custom long since established by this logging camp had decreed that one ambled in, spiked boots, overalls, even cant-hook, axe, or chopping knife in hand and was offered a chair, be the weather and the ground underfoot what it might. In such a yardless and treeless region as this, to call meant being invited in, and to be invited in meant to be offered a chair.

But with the arrival of the furniture had come this new rule at the Brodersons. And this, in the face of the fact that up to this time the geniality and camaraderie of Clem with all had been all but flawless. Worse, a watchfulness and insistence on the part of Mrs. Broderson in regard to her fine furniture which was all but insulting to some, although really not intended to be so  warnings and cautionings in regard to this and that to all and sundry.

Now, just see what that clumsy Bud Rokes did to my nice new rug this morning! An that right after I had swept and dusted, too. Look at those finger-marks on that door-post, and the wall paper! Ive been trying to get them off with talcum and bagwhite. Why, he even wanted to sit down! Came tracking in here just to ask me how we liked the new place, just as though he hadnt been in here every day since we began movin in. And I had the hardest time makin him understand that I didnt want him to sit in those new chairs in his dirty old overalls. I just had to tell him finally that I couldnt let him sit down. Not that way. That if hed come over in his Sunday clothes any evening after dinner, he and his wife...

It is true that on first hearing from Opal of her plans, Clem had pointed out the temporary and hence the necessarily inconvenient nature of life in these camps; the besmearing and deteriorating influence of smoke, cinders, and sand blast. If she would only wait a little while, it might be that he could fit himself for the position of regular engineer upon one of the main lines, and then they could set up such a home as would be worthy of the dreams of both. But nonsense, exclaimed Opal! Why wait? Didnt he love her? How ridiculous! Dust screens would protect the furniture from smoke and cinders. Besides, look at Mrs. Saxstrom and her furniture. How did she manage to keep it clean? Did he want them to live any less charmingly than did the Saxstroms? Wasnt she as good as Mrs. Saxstrom and he as good as Mr. Saxstrom? Perish any other thought! Besides, wouldnt it be better to get at least some of the things that they wanted now  enough to fill so small a house  and then later, when they had a larger one, add to the same? And wasnt it best, surely, to enjoy things now than to wait until later when they might not be as keen about them? Now, when they were in love was the time, wasnt it? (A thinly concealed half sob, a melodramatic lowering of the voice, and there was your argument ended  the elegant furniture, all of twelve hundred dollars worth and yet no more than enough to fill three small rooms in a shack not more than eighteen by thirty-three, inside measurement, permanently, victoriously installed! )

Yet despite his love  his adoration, even  this news impressed Clem, well, not exactly favorably. Rokes was senior high-climber of the camp and one of the most genial characters in the place, friendly with all. It was a little hard on an old friend  wasnt it?  even if the furniture was new and fine. Very hard. But Opal was so pleased with all the new fixins, he could easily understand her attitude. So, kisses and much gloating over the charm and beauty and comfort of the new little nest for two.

But then repeat the scene with Bud Rokes or his ilk, say fifteen or twenty times  with Mark Stark, feller, for instance, and Mrs. Mark Stark, calling on a rainy day; with Jerry Doody and his mother; with Martin Binwool, logger; with Jig Citron, tool dresser, and Sam (feller), his brother; with little Ella Citron  cautioned not to come in the front or side door without first knocking, and not getting in then; with George Parch, trimmer, and Orville Wilkus, fireman  all friendly, all curious about the fine furniture, all anxious to see it in place and to be on the best of terms with any one so grand as to want it.

Still, his wifes word and wish were law to Clem, at present anyhow. He couldnt even think of a time when they would not be. Gee, I hope they didnt feel any too bad about it. The camp aint ever been like that to any one. Its always been so open. Still, youre right, babe. Youve a right to keep the furniture as nice as you can, as long as you want to. But I do wish we had some place where they could sit down, even in bad weather. Its always been that-a-way hereabout. Still I guess youre right.

But mark you, soon another phase to all this. There was, for instance, Clem himself. Previous to his marriage he had bunked in the old camp mess hall, where were rooms, a general mess or lounging hall, and a shower. It had been a comfortable if somewhat untidy thing to do to enter the bunk hall at night, boots, overalls, and all, and if the mood so willed it, throw himself into a chair or upon his dusty couch, resting until such time as he was moved to do otherwise; eat, go into the card room and loaf, or play, or smoke, or go to MacCumber, where were still other pleasures. But since the arrival of the furniture, no such ease was possible. All of his comings and goings, as he now found, must be not only subordinate to but worthy of the furniture and the realm in which it now found itself. From the irreverent weight of any body not previously purified by the removal of felt boots, overalls, jumper, and from hands and face not cleansed with soap outside in a tin pan placed on a post by the stream, the rugs, furniture, hangings, all, were sacred, not to be defiled. To enter either the front or the back door with his boots or his overalls on  those muddy boots and those greasy overalls  was not to be thought of. Even to sit at the combination kitchen and diningroom table with anything less than a carefully scrubbed face and hands and his body purified by the temporary removal of his overalls, was also not to be thought of.

Why, Clem! You wouldnt want to spoil our nice new things by sitting around that way, would you? (This argument was presented the very first day, and in the sweetest, most pleading tones, and our nice, new was so heavily accented.) Wouldnt it be just as easy to change to a nice pair of slippers if I got them for you?

Also it was manifest that once in the house he was expected to conduct himself as became the possessor of so much beauty. He couldnt just grab things up or drop them down. One had to do things easily, softly, gracefully, not tramp here and there and fling ones self heavily or wearily upon this, that, or the other precious convenience. Ah, no. A kind, loving, thoughtful, careful husband would never do such. Thoughtfulness was always where true love was, and was he not truly in love with her and this darling place they had fixed up together? Oh, yes. Yes. Yes, of course. To be sure.

At first he scratched his ear or the back of his head a little dubiously but said nothing. A little later, the routine becoming a little irksome, he first scratched his head and then pleaded:

Cant I even come into the diningroom at noon, Opal, without taking off these dinged boots and overalls? It takes a lot o time to change all these things every day.

To obviate this little hardship, however, Opal contrived a new device. There was that lean-to to which had been consigned the washing machine, the vacuum cleaner, the this, the that. By a slight re-arrangement of these things  effected one evening when Clem was not too tired to do it  a secondary luncheon space was cleared, for the summer anyhow, and in it placed a common deal table, painted black and orange, also a very common kitchen chair, likewise retouched. On this, and at this table, he was permitted to sit at the luncheon hour in boots and overalls  never, however, with grimy hands or face  and make short work of the food, especially when he was in a hurry. But from this déjeuner  so grossly unsuited to the sacred precincts within  were withheld the small white laundered napkins, à la Calico Cat, and the delicate porcelain and silverware of the inner table; in fact, quite everything which made that inner chamber so refined, enticing, and difficult. And unfortunately, because of this outer chambers doorless door and windowless window, there blew in, not infrequently, smoke and sand from the passing puffing logging trains as well as from the dummy engines which via cables drew the logs from the higher-up line of the choppers and fellers to the track line. The cinders and sand got into Clems eyes and hair as well as his soup. The sand and cinders often flavored his beefsteak, his bread, his potatoes. They floated anon, as specks in his coffee. But let that go. It was a mere incident.

Far more significant  far  was the changing attitude of the camp toward Opal and himself. The general feeling as to Clem had previously been that he was one of the best fellows about, always laughing, jesting, showing his even teeth, hailing all and being as genially hailed in return  a real logger. But since his marriage and the installation of this glorious furniture, the general feeling seemed to be that not only was his wife remote and cold and stand-offish but that he himself was beginning to lack cordiality. Why, hang it! what sort of man was it that would let his wife treat his old friends so  bring such furniture to a logging camp and then shut people out? Was there anything but dirt and smoke and yelling and whistling and calling and the crash of falling giants in the distance and the squeak and grind of dummy engines and logging trains there, anyhow? And when a man was through with his work and all tired out and dirty, he certainly didnt want to go home and dress and fix up just to call on the Brodersons and look at their furniture. Who in hell were the Brodersons, anyhow?

In consequence, soon a general falling-off of visitors at the Brodersons, a general if voiceless acceptance of the fact that they were not wanted, even though Clem very frequently and elaborately protested that they were. And not only that, but these same Brodersons now found themselves being cut publicly.

Yet when these matters came up for discussion in this majolica household  and that most delicately and elusively the first time  Opal was not for seeing anything of import to even this gossip or feeling. You dont see any of them tracking into Mrs. Saxstroms with their working clothes on, she commented. And her furniture isnt as good as ours. I know she wouldnt have em.  

Oh, I know, but then shes the superintendents wife, said Clem. And weve been kinda used to seein her have her way up here, at least so far as to thinkin hers might be the best place up here. I dont say it is, but it dont make no real difference, does it, honey?

The best place up here! I like that! Who is she, anyhow, Id like to know, that she should have the best place up here? I cant see that aside from the fact that he makes a little more money than you do, that he or she is any better than we are. How do you get that way? I consider myself her equal at any time and anywhere, and if you dont, too, then Id like to know why.

Hold on, Opal, hold on. Stop right where you are, wont you? You dont mean to try to make me say that I think shes better than you are. Thats not right. You know thats not so. What I mean is, Saxstroms and these others, all of em, are in a position to make trouble up here for a man, according to how they like him or not. An a woman, too. Saxstrom has the hiring and firing of nearly every one. He could get me out if he wanted to, I suppose. That dont mean, though, that he would or that Im afraid of him, or her either, or that I want you to be, or that Ive got to toady to them. That aint it. I think he might get me out if he tried. An again he might not, seein that I never done nothing but what I thought was the right thing. But just the same, if the idea gits around that we think ourselves better than anybody else, well, dont you see...? you know how it is. People resent that sort of thing. They dont like to think anybody is better than they are; at least not in this line. An if they get to feelin thataway, they wont like us. Not that I want any of em coming in here and trackin up your nice things either, Opal  I dont. Theyre too nice to be treated rough like that. But I kinda wisht, Opal, that you hadnt a-wanted to get such fine things yet. We coulda got-a-long with stuff that wasnt so terrible fine and not so bad either for a while, an then maybe we wouldna had all this trouble about not wantin to let people come in. I know that they track up the floor, but on the other hand I know how Id feel if some one else treated me like the way you treated Bud that time. I wouldnt feel, maybe, that I ought to sit on the furniture or track up the floor, but just the same I wouldnt feel so good about havin it shown to me that I wasnt goin to be allowed to either.

Boo-hoo! To think that she should have married a man that didnt want her to have anything nice around the house, an just after she had married him, too! Boo-hoo! To think that she should have gone to all the trouble of trying to get the nicest things for him, an that would make his dirty old camp pleasanter for him, an then that he should tell her he wished she hadnt done it an that she was not as good as that cheap little Mrs. Saxstrom because she happened to be the wife of the superintendent! Boo-hoo! Theres no use tryin to have things nice at all up here. It would be better to have dirty old cheap things and live like the rest of them  boo-hoo!  with every one trackin in and out all the time. Boo-hoo! All she did was to wash up after all of them, anyhow. Boo-hoo! As though she didnt have all she could do right now, boo-hoo, to keep the place looking half way decent, and for his sake, too! Boo-hoo! And then to have him come home and tell her that it was all wrong and that she shouldnt have done it! Boo-hoo! Oh, boo-hoo, boo-hoo, boo-hoo! She wished she was dead, thats what she wished!

Tableau, of course. Big, fair Broderson, his spiked felt boots changed to house slippers, his overalls discarded, and his red face and hands washed, bending over the artful Opal and assuring her that he hadnt meant anything of the sort, of course; that all he meant was  oh, what the devil did he mean, anyhow? It didnt make any difference, anyhow. Come on, now, baby. Please dont cry no more, will you, Opal? Aw, hell! What was the use? He wouldnt hurt her for worlds. She was perfectly right about the furniture. It was beautiful. And the house, too. By far and away the finest he had ever seen anywhere in the camp. Let the Saxstroms think anything they pleased. Or Bud either. It was all right. He didnt care, really. And he was sure when they all understood how it was and how she felt about it, it would be all right. Why not! Please do stop crying now, will you, honey?

The drying of tears. The implanting of many kisses. Seeming peace and concord and a solemn willingness on the part of Clem to do almost anything to maintain the same. Opals tears and tempers were so very trying and disconcerting. They mustnt have many of such scenes, not if he wanted her to be happy. Just the same, the problem remained, because the furniture remained. And the furniture was too fine for the camp. It had engendered the feeling that Opal was vain and aspiring and stand-offish, and would continue to engender that feeling unless a very great deal of tact were exercised to make every one feel as welcome here as everywhere else. Yet Clem was continuing to take off his shoes at the door every night and washing his face and hands in the woodshed, and sitting most gingerly upon the chairs at all times and only in his good clothes. But gee! what was the use of saying anything more about it now? Why not wait and see how things came out? Maybe Opal herself would eventually see how difficult it made everything for both of them and would think of some solution that would be satisfactory to all. Maybe.

Vain dream. The months of October and November, which were the sixth and seventh respectively after the marriage of Opal and Clem and the installation of the furniture, brought drenching and depressing rains, with wind and lightning that occasionally blackened a towering pine from topmost tuft to roots and left it as bare and gaunt as a spear of charcoal. It rained for as many as three or four or five days at a stretch, with never a break in the downpour, on the forty or more dismal shacks that stretched up both sides of the track toward the forest. This made them, for the most part, more yellow and bare and dreary than ever. And incidentally, and by degrees, it soaked into the not exactly properly creosoted shingles and the ten-inch clapboard siding of the shacks, causing them (an annual complaint, really) to swell and stand out from the wall lines and to let in water. Even the roofs began to leak in some instances  the Brodersons roof for one  causing rage and all but despair on the part of Opal. For below the said leak were the golden rug and the overstuffed chairs and the glorious renaissance davenport and the cretonne draperies with the gold and green cockatoos swaying upon stems of green!

Clem! For heavens sake, wake up! Get up! The roofs leaking! Its dripping in here on our nice new rug. And oh!  this last a veritable wail on the davenport! And oh, my goodness, on the footstool, too! Hurry, Clem, quick! Get me the dish pan! And that big wooden bucket in the woodshed! And that zinc slop pail! Quick! Ill have to put your rain coat over the davenport. Where is it? Oh, dear, and its leaking over there in that corner, down the wall. Good gracious, think of it! All our lovely new wallpaper! Now it will never look right again! Oh, dear! What nasty, mean, miserable dirty little houses these things are, anyway! I hate em! I dont wonder they call em shacks! Thats what they are. Think of offering such dirty, leaky old things to any human being to live in! Why, theyre scarcely fit for animals, let alone people  nice people, at any rate!

Dont imagine, though, that during all this talk she was standing still, or that the precious rug and davenport and footstool were standing as-you-were and being dripped upon. Au contraire, at the sound of the first drip  heard in her dreams of a better life, as it were  she was on her feet, and lighting a lamp, examined every object in the room. And as each item was appraised from the danger point, it was snatched out of the danger zone. Also papers, and old clothes and towels, and Clems rain coat hauled out of a trunk, and a window seat, and a box, and a shelf, and made to do duty as protection against further damage.

And Clem, in night shirt and bare feet, bringing buckets and tins and placing them under the drips.

But then, that having been done, there was before the house the problem of how best and quickest to have the roof and walls repaired before any further damage came. For it was the custom of the occupants of the shacks to report damages such as these to Mr. Saxstrom or his assistant, Mr. Goole. The company even carried a small staff of carpenters which was moved single or en masse, as the case might be, from camp to camp  of which there were six owned by this one company  to do anything and everything that might be required. Only, its disposition in so far as this particular camp was concerned, was at the will of Mr. Saxstrom. And curiously, on this occasion, Mr. Saxstrom was slow to act. Early the next morning he heard from Mr. Goole, who had heard from Clem, that the roof and sides of the Broderson cabin were in bad shape and also that the gorgeous, the most troublesome furniture in the camp had been damaged by water. But did it excite him any? Not any. That so? (This was Saxstrom talking to Goole.) Well, there are six other complaints ahead of hisn, an the carpenters wont be over before Tuesday. When they come, let em take the jobs in their turn. Cant be playin no favorites here. Mrs. Binwool reported hers first, didnt she? Begin with her. And so it was done.

Worse, the rain did not cease at once. There were two more days of it. And the carpenters didnt even come. Throughout, nearly all of the furniture had to be piled up and covered with tar paper. And there was no immediate chance of the wallpaper drying out. And then, when the Carpenters did come, bless our several and general souls they began as ordered upon the roofs of Mrs. Binwool and Mrs. Scarth, progressing from thence to Bud Rokes place, the kitchen of which was leaking, and next, to the roof of the general mess hall, which required a whole section to be done over and took a week! And from there, and there only, early on the morning of the third day, and thirteen days after the damage, did they appear at the Brodersons. Of course, it was all legitimate enough, as Clem was busy explaining to Opal, although even in his mind a faint suspicion had by then arisen, and a very definite conviction in Opals case, that but for Mr. Saxstrom and the private, if concealed, mood of Mrs. Saxstrom as well as others, the thirteen days would never have gone by without something being done.

None-the-less, things drifted peacefully enough thereafter, though the general attitude remained as before  stand-offish and critical, if not hostile  until it was suddenly announced one day in February that there was likely to be a camp move, and that soon. The best trees in this vicinity were by now nearly all down; and Mr. Brierly, the companys topographical engineer, had been to see Mr. Saxstrom, and that usually meant a move. Besides, a site facing a deep slope, compact of tall timber, some two miles farther on, had already been fixed upon. And that meant that shacks, station, mess hall, and all, would have to be loaded on flat cars and hauled to the new location.

Only, in this connection, it is to be recorded and remembered by the reader that cottage sites in the camp were never allotted via seniority or length of service. Too many workers came and left without a word, to make the matter of consulting them important. Besides Mr. Brierly only fixed upon a general site with an eye to water, air and sanitation. After that he was gone and it was left to Mr. Saxstrom to say how the cabins were to be arranged in the new village. Just one rule held  the main line of them must always face the track, because all had to be accessible for loading on flat cars, like circus wagons, at such times as this  when another move was contemplated. So bother whether the houses were placed in the same relative position as before! It might be cooler here or warmer there. A prettier view for one; not nearly as good for another. But could such stuff as that be taken into consideration in a loggers camp or by a huge logging camp company? Nonsense! This was no summer resort. Only by the loggers themselves it was always considered a little better by all not to be too far from the station and the mess hall, since those things were central and accordingly the shacks were placed as near them as was possible, other things being equal. The main thing to regret or avoid was not being on the first line facing the track, since to be behind the first line or across the track was somehow déclassé. Only the cabins of the poorer laborers were placed there, as a rule. And yet occasionally it did happen that owing to the lay of the land or the convenience of the company in loading or unloading, it was necessary to place one or two cottages of even the highly prized workers in unsatisfactory places. Hence, beforehand, some whispering and figuring  the seeing of Mr. Goole or Mr. Saxstrom by those most shrewd or interested.

Came the time to move, and still at the very last hour apparently no one knew where any particular cabin would be placed. Worse, the new site a poor one, between two high slopes; no view at all. But worst of all, as Clem now truly learned, the camp was against himself, and Opal. Useless his genial smiles, his jests. It was assumed, from Opals attitude principally  for which he still stood sponsor  that the two of them felt themselves above the remaining members of the camp. Therefore, let those who thought so well of themselves look out for themselves.

Came the day and the cars, and the movers themselves. And great  however regular  was the excitement, for this was a complete change of habitat. Yet at the very last hour, apparently no one knowing where the cabins would be placed  only some here and there eyeing each other and smiling, for conferences there had been. Worse, it developed now that owing to the danger of a landslide from the slope above the track on one side, all of the cottages might not be put in a row on the other. Rather, in double, or treble rows even. Yet no one knowing until he got there where his shack was to be. In charge was Mr.

Goole, with such noble stand-bys as Sirs Rokes, Binwool, Doody, Parsley, and others  all men who singly or with their wives had at one time or another ventured into the Broderson home and been received most gingerly.

None-the-less, all cabins were now most skilfully lifted, one by one, from their present moorings and skidded up to and then down on flat cars. And hauled, cabin after cabin, up the track and unloaded at their next temporary stop. But not Clems, though at first that is, although he as engineman and hauling the cabins of others was compelled to see spot after spot near the center of things go and still no suggestion of any site for himself and Opal  their so much smarter cabin. Rather, the most obvious and even disgraceful favoritism  the Rokeses, Binwools, etc., all being well placed in the first line until it became so plain that by the time Clems shack was reached, every single decent site in the first and second lines for half a mile either side of the customary center would be gone. Therefore, it followed as a matter of course, that his would be in the third line, at one extreme or the other, or nowhere. And up against the slope of a hill  as Opal, who was at the new site waiting and watching, nearly screamed to him, yet in a supposed whisper  where it would be hot, and no view of anything, oh, dear! but the back doors of other peoples cabins. Heavens, what a shame! Was he going to stand around and let them do that to him and her? And with all their new furniture to be placed and shown? Oh, dear! Oh, dear! Oh, dear! Oh, dear! And Clem not a little sour and depressed, as now for himself he saw what was being done. And to him who had been so popular here only the year before.

Well, well! Yet so it was. But when Opal finally saw the house actually shifted to the extreme eastern end near an unsightly gully, and worse, to the rear of a shack occupied by a lowly whistle-punk and his wife, her rage knew no bounds. And now over the protests of her disconcerted and loving husband, who was constrained to remain with his engine on the track, she was off to the newly placed shack of Mr. Saxstrom, and to have her say, no less, the troubled Clem first gazing and then deciding to follow at a respectful distance, of course, but to follow. For if she sassed his superintendent or made too much of a protest  well, now, Mr. Saxstrom was boss of this camp, was he not? and...

Opal had found Saxstrom in the company of Mr. Goole solemnly going over the proposed site of the central mess hall which was to be brought up next day. Yet at sight of her and her snapping eyes, and Clem rather moodily standing in the distance, he was no more disconcerted than he would have been had a donkey engineman been waiting for orders from him.

Well, now, Mrs. Broderson, he commented, after a time, turning and leisurely surveying her  and this after several feverish and waspish calls on her part to attract his attention. (She was actually trembling with rage, shivering with anger and excitement, her nerves and voice at the snapping point.) And what can I do for you?

Were not going to live in that house, Mr. Saxstrom, and thats all there is to it! Not where youve put it! Its a shame  thats what it is  stuck way off there at the end and behind the house of a whistle-punk, too. And no air. And that hill and every other house of every other important worker out on the front line! Oh... she almost screamed and stamped. And big hateful tears were already forming in the corners of her eyes.

Whats wrong with the house of a whistle-punk? Mr. Saxstrom now ventured to interpolate, and coldly, too. Whats that got to do with it? These houses go where they have to. We cant be suitin everybody. First come, first served, is the way it is with us.

Yes, it is! was Opals angry and staccato reply. Like anything it is! Its an outrage, thats what it is, and Clem the good engineman that he is, as good as any and better too. And me just as good as any one else in this camp, certainly as much to be considered as any whistle-punk. And to be pushed off to one end in this way, clear out to the end and over a dirty old rocky gully. And what for? Just as we wanted to fix up our cabin a little better than those of some others. And for no other reason  and you know not any other reason at all. And I say its unfair, thats what it is! Its just not right, and you know it! And whats worse, to be made to wait all day before any one touched our house, until it was almost dark, and then put down there. Oh, its an outrage! Thats just what it is, and were not going to stand it either, me and Clem aint. We dont have to work here if we cant have a decent place to live in, and you neednt think it either!

Well, if you want to quit, thats another thing, replied Saxstrom. I cant say anything as to that. This is a free country. But if you want to stay, youll have to put up with it where it is. Its the only place where it can be put now. You mighta spoke up before if you were so anxious for a better place.

Clem, who had been contemplating nothing less than disaster from the first now stepped forward, his eyes a warm, clean, defiant brown, and began. Maybe Id better speak now, Mr. Saxstrom. Opal heres a little excited, I guess, but I aint. And then a detailed account of how he had tried for and failed of a better site. No one had appeared to know or wanted to know where he was concerned. There had not been any chance to insist that earlier attention be given his shack; that of every other person had come first, perforce.

Whereupon Saxstrom exclaimed: Cant be doin anything for you now, Clem. Sorry. Its take it or leave it is all I can say. Sorry.

Well then, Ill leave it, replied Clem, in great heat and walking off, his little wife savagely and defiantly following. Yet with the thought, none-the-less, that here somewhere had been a mistake on her part. Yet just where? And Clem, thinking that in some manner he was being made a fool of  by life or the company, by his own easy-going temperament, or his wife, or Saxstrom, or by all joined together. One thing was certain  he was out of a place  and after due meditation, walking into the little shack, where all the furniture lay disarranged and awaiting a new distribution, it occurred to him quite clearly that fine furniture and Opals inordinate love of and care for it probably really lay at the bottom of all this trouble, and nothing else. And she, at last, realizing it very clearly for herself, was in a very timorous and nervous state. At last!

Clem, it dont mean that youve really quit, does it? That youve lost your place?

Yes, it means that Ive quit and Ive lost my place, he said, dourly and not a little sadly.

But I didnt think... I didnt mean... you know... I just felt so bad about the way theyve been treatin you and me of late, and I got so excited. And then today  and this place  and oh, dear, theyve broken some of the furniture  the mirror of the dressing table. Oh, dear! Boo-hoo! I feel so bad. I didnt mean to bring all this on to us.

Well, you didnt break the mirror. It aint bad luck to us.

There was a silence. He sat and thought while she stood and stared. At last he turned on her, the first time in all the days of their marriage, and began just as though he had cut in at some point of his own thought and was not troubling to go back and explain all that had gone before.

Sure, the house has been put in a rotten place. And why? Because of you and this here furniture! I tried to tell you that at first Opal. It aint the kinda stuff that belongs in a place like this no how. Any one coulda seen that, as nice as it is. Why, didnt the different people around here talk about Mrs. Saxstrom and her furniture? And just because it was a little better. And there may be a little excuse for her; shes the wife of the superintendent, over all of us. But what excuse is there for us? Me an engineer and us just a-livin in a place like this. It dont stand to reason, bringin all that stuff up here and then blowin about it and tellin everybody how much it cost and not wantin anybody to call or sit down if they did for fear they might hurt it. Hell! Who wants that kind of damn stuff, anyhow? Its crazy, thats what it is. You cant live with that stuff anyhow. It makes people afraid to come near you. I aint been comfortable one single day since we had it, an Ive been tryin to live with it for nearly a year. And he paused and gazed solemnly at the floor.

By now, of course, Opal was beside herself with defeat and despair. She had had her fine furniture and preserved it intact to this hour. But what else? Friends: none. Her husbands love: wavering now, maybe. His job: gone. A decent site for their home in the new community: lost. Oh, boo-hoo! Boo-hoo! She began wringing her hands and shaking her head. Oh, boo-hoo! Boo-hoo!

But Clem, once having entered upon a chain of thought, if not a plane of anger, was not so easily to be set aside. Let her boo-hoo for a moment. It wouldnt do her any harm. He had lost a good job, to say nothing of a number of other things, and it was time they reached some sort of an understanding before they went any further.

An whats more, he went on, doggedly and not paying any particular attention to her weeping, look how youve treated every person in this place. Can you blame em? I cant. Before we were married there wasnt a single one of em here that wasnt friendly to me. Today there aint one thatll do moren pass the time o day, if theyll do that, and then sorter cold-like. And why? Because of this here furniture. It growed out of just one thing. Furniture! And dont oh Clem me, because its so. An whats more, Ive given my word now an Im goin to quit. Its more like, since Ive stood well with the company always, I can go to one or the other camp around here and git somepin. But no more fine furniture goes in any other place, see, because there aint any room for such stuff an keepin people out on account of it. Im agoin down to MacCumber tonight to get a moving van or a car, see, an tomorrow or the next day well git it outa here. An then well put it in storage, an you can live with your mother till I look around these here other camps to see whats a doin. An when I get a place Ill come for you. But no more o this swell stuff in any loggin camp. It wont do. Well waitll we can live where it belongs, or we wont have none, thats all.

There was silence, for as Opal now saw it, the end had certainly come. Her husband had lost his place and he was angry. More he was laying down the law to her  and that was as new as it was authoritative and so final. For one thing was all too obvious about Clem  he was slow to anger  and amazingly patient  but once having reached a conclusion of any kind there was no changing him. And had he not reached a conclusion here?  More, unquestionably he had borne a great deal on account of her and this, and in silence. She could scarcely blame him for being angry. Still, as it seemed to her, there had been trouble enough in it for her without him turning on her too and deserting her in this fashion, and after her great effort to be somebody. Yet for a time she hesitated to speak, largely because she could think of no logical thing to say, and instead took it out in tears. But one thing that did begin to loom up in her mind was this  that whatever else happened, she mustnt let the furniture and its care come between her and her husband. Whatever else it might be worth, it wasnt worth that. He was too fine, too kind, too boyish. And at the sight of him sitting there, on the edge of one of the overstuffed chairs  all properly covered, of course, for the occasion  and rather sadly brooding upon all that had been and apparently was to be, she came over and put her arms around his neck, her eyes wet.

Clem, she began, coaxingly, you aint goin to be mad at me, are you? You still care for me, dont you, Clem? I didnt mean nothing by it, Clem; honest I didnt, any more than to make us happy. I wanted so for us to have nice things, dont you see? For you, Clem, as much as for me. Oh, I wanted it so! And now her head sank to her arms and she began to cry. And now I hate the old furniture! I do! I do! I wish to God I had never seen it! I wish we had just taken a chair and a table and gotten along that way. Wed a been happier an then you wouldnt hate me now.

Sob stuff, to be sure, but it was real enough to her and it moved him quite as much as she was really moved.

Thats all right, honey, he finally murmured, after contemplating her quite in sorrow and reaching up and putting his arm about her neck. Im not so mad as Im sorry. Its all kinda mixed-up like. I know you didnt mean nothin except what you thought was all right. An I dont mean nothin except it just wont work up here, see? It woulda been all right in some places. But dont cry. We wont let any damn furniture come between us, you betcher life! An this aint the only job in the world, neither. I can git lots of em. An one o these days well have a place where you can have all the swell furniture you want, see?
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St. Lukes Place, New York  Dreiser lived at a studio apartment at No. 16 whilst working on An American Tragedy


Plays of the Natural and Supernatural

[image: img55.jpg]

CONTENTS

I. THE GIRL IN THE COFFIN

II. THE BLUE SPHERE

III. LAUGHING GAS

IV. IN THE DARK

V. THE SPRING RECITAL

VI. THE LIGHT IN THE WINDOW

VII. OLD RAGPICKER

THE ANÆSTHETIC REVELATION




I. THE GIRL IN THE COFFIN

CHARACTERS

WILLIAM MAGNET, a foreman of loom workers. JOHN FERGUSON, a strike leader.

MRS. MAMIE SHAEFER, a strikers wife.

MRS. MARGARET RICKERT, another strikers wife. MRS. HANNAH LITTIG, an old woman.

NICHOLAS BLUNDY, a young mill worker.

TIMOTHY MCGRATH, a member of the strikers executive committee.

TIME: Between seven and eight oclock of an early spring evening.

PLACE: A large mill town.

SCENE

The parlor of WILLIAM MAGNETS house, which is that of a well-to-do workingman. At the left is a door leading outside to the porch. On either side of the door are windows, with blinds drawn and heavy coarse white lace curtains. To the right is a wooden mantel with a plush lambrequin, an ornamental clock, a gilded plaster cast and a photograph in a celluloid frame. Over the mantel hangs a large crayon portrait of a woman in a heavy silvered frame. Toward the rear is a door leading to the dining room and the kitchen. In one corner stands a cheap mahogany upright piano with silk drapery hung over one corner. A large highly decorated vase and a chromo under glass representing St. Cecelia playing to the angels (this picture supported by a bracket) ornament the top of the piano. To the right of it is a standing lamp (unlighted when the curtain rises). Near this are three tiers of section bookcases filled with sets. Under the window at the left is a small upholstered plush sofa with a sofa cushion made of cigar ribbons. In middle of the back wall hangs a large framed lithograph portrait of JOHN FERGUSON, strike leader, standing in an oratorical attitude. A real silk flag with gilt lettering and gilt fringe is draped over one corner of this portrait. On the floor directly below this picture  far enough out so that there is room to pass between it and the wall  stands a black coffin on trestles. The pallid profile and thick dark hair of a dead woman are barely visible.

To the right of the stage toward the front stands a small oak table with a lace cover and a large oil lamp with a painted china shade giving a dim light.

MRS. MAMIE SHAEFER is discovered seated to the left of the table in a straight chair, crocheting lace edging. She is stout, neat, vigorous, redcheeked, her hair brushed tightly back. She is dressed in tight-fitting black merino. To her left, MRS. MARGARET RICKERT occupies a cane-seated rocker. She also is stout and rosy, but of a more placid type. She wears a brown shawl and over her head a knitted scarf of pink wool. While MRS. RICKERT rocks and MRS. SHAEFER crochets, enter from the dining room door MRS. LITTIG, a little, thin, pale, vapid-looking old woman with scraggly gray hair, a gray calico dress and a small woolen shawl over her shoulders. She walks across the stage and lights the lamp by the piano.

MRS. SHAEFER
[Looking up from her crocheting.]
Has Magnet come in yet, Mrs. Littig?

MRS. LITTIG  
[Busy with the lamp-lighting.]
No, he aint come in. (She speaks in a mild, high, patient voice.)  

MRS. SHAEFER
Where did he say he was goin?

MRS. LITTIG
He didnt say. Most like he went to the cemetery.

MRS. SHAEFER
Its queer he wouldnt be back by now.

MRS. RICKERT
He might be at the depot to meet Fergusons train. A quarter past seven he gets here. The crowds was thick already when I come up the street.

MRS. SHAEFER
To be sure, thats where he is. Are you gettin somethin to eat, Mrs. Littig? Magnetll need a good hot bite in case he goes to the hall.

MRS. LITTIG
Theres coffee made and ham and eggs ready to fry ef hell eat.

MRS. RICKERT
[To MRS. LITTIG.]
Poor man, he aint much appetite, I expect.

MRS. LITTIG
No, he dont eat very good.
[When MRS. LITTIG has finished lighting the lamp, she walks to the coffin and stands, facing the audience, stroking her cheek and wiping her eyes now and then with her hand. She is disregarded by the others, who go on talking. After a moment or two she goes out by the dining room door.]

MRS. RICKERT
I understand he takes it terrible hard, Mrs. Shaefer. My Jim met him on the street last night, and he says to him: Magnet, he says, Im sorry trouble should a come to you of all men in this town just at this time, he says, when so many looks to you for help. And with that Magnet just give him a nod and walked on without a word to say. Jim was tellin me he had a terrible look on his face like he was near to lose his senses. It was a bad day for the workers o this town, Maggie, Jim says to me, when Magnets girl took sick. You want to remember, he says, leb the Tabitha run another week and this strikes lost; and run it will, he says, as sure as Im alive, without Magnet sticks on the job. Fergusons a wonder, he says, but he cant do everything alone. Its a shame for Magnet to draw out just now  there aint nothin ought to make him do it, he says.

MRS. SHAEFER
I heard say they got a message last night from Ferguson, one o them secret telegrams. The Tabitha walks out at noon Saturday, he says, or the games up. Drive them damn scabs  thats what he says right in the telegram drive them damn scabs into Murray Hall at half past eight and look for me on the seven fifteen train. Have Magnet there, he says.
[A slight pause.
Ferguson  aint it surprising, now, what hes done in this town? Aint he got a terrible strong will?
Hes a great man  thats what Tim McGrath says to a crowd down there one night. Talk about your kings and your emperors and your presidents and your millionaires, he says there aint one of em all with the brains and the fists could stand up alone against Ferguson.

MRS. RICKERT
Its little Ferguson can do without others to help him. What do them nine-dollar-a-week scabs at the Tabitha know or care who Ferguson is? He cant talk no Eyetalian. He aint never run a loom. It needs somebody can speak their own tongue and has lived in the same place and worked on the same job. Magnets the man to talk to them men. Do you think hell go to the meetin tonight, Mrs. Shaefer?

MRS. SHAEFER
I dont know, Im sure, Mrs. Rickert. Im here to do what I can. Its his duty, thats what my Joe says to me this mornin its his duty, and no man aint got a right to go against his duty, no matter how black his trouble may be. Do you want we should a starved and scraped ten weeks for nothin? he says. Mill after mill will shut down, he says the Excelsior down a month since, the Maxwell down a fortnight this coming Wednesday, the Junta down three weeks past  My God, think o that! Joe says to me, the Junta  that miserable pesthouse o poor, chatterin Dago apes that you wouldnt a thought would a ever knew the difference between a strike and a bunch of spaghetti; and here they are holdin together like human men, and whos done it? Joe says to me. Why, old Magnets done it. Ferguson never could a brought this strike where it is today without Magnet to back him. When the Tabitha shuts down, he says, weve got the best o them bloodsuckers thats tryin to live off our carcasses, an theres only one man can put a little reason an backbone into them cowardly sponges o furren scabs, an that mans Magnet. Magnets in a bad place, he says, with nobody but that one pore foolish old woman  (She lowers her voice and motions toward the dining room door.) to look after him. Shed a been in the almshouse long ago ef it hadnt a been for Magnets good heart. Shes nobody to put nerve into a man. Now for Gods sake, Joe says to me, you go down there tonight, Mamie, and see he gets a good meal an turns up at the hall an gives his talk accordin to the timetable. Its a great pity, he says, for more reasons than one, that Magnets wife is no more alive. That house would a been better this long time past for a good, strong woman in it, he says.

MRS. RICKERT
Seemed like he was terrible devoted to Mary.

MRS. SHAEFER
He made a great mistake to indulge her the way he did, Mrs. Rickert, a great mistake.

MRS. RICKERT
Seems queer she wouldnt a got a man of her own before now  a bright, stylish girl like Mary. There was plenty courted her. They say as young Nick Blundy, thats foreman of the warpers and twisters down at the Waverly, was after her to marry him this long time.

MRS. SHAEFER
[Severely.]
She would never a been content to be a mill workers wife  Mary Magnet wouldnt. Shed too many notions for that. It takes a hard jolt to bring some off their high horse. (Significantly.)

MRS. RICKERT
[Leaning forward confidentially.]
Aint it surprising now that she should a gone so quick? A strong, lively girl like that  she did look the very picture of health. What did you understand was the cause of her sickness, Mrs. Shaefer? I heard say the doctors wasnt able to give any satisfaction whatever.
[A sudden knock at the door intercepts the reply to this query. MRS. RICKERT rocks in silence, while MRS. SHAEFER opens the door and admits NICK BLUNDY, a tall, good-looking young workingman in a dark gray suit and flannel shirt. He carries a large pasteboard box under his arm, and enters nervously, quickly removing his soft felt hat.]

MRS. SHAEFER
[In a subdued voice and with great solemnity.] Good evening, Mr. Blundy. You come to view the corpse?
[She makes an impressive gesture toward the coffin and resumes her seat. The rocking and crocheting continue, while NICK stands for a moment or two by the coffin. The women glance furtively at him. When he moves MRS. SHAEFER speaks.]

MRS. SHAEFER
Wont you set down a minute, Mr. Blundy?
[She places a chair to the left of MRS. RICKERT. NICK seats himself gingerly on the edge of the chair, propping his package against it and turning his hat in his hand. The women assume attitudes and expressions of renewed gravity and importance. MRS. RICKERT almost ceases to rock.]

NICK
[In a subdued, nervous voice.]
Its a terrible thing about Mary, aint it?
[Appropriately lugubrious sighs and murmurs come from the women.]

WOMEN
It is indeed, Mr. Blundy. Terrible. Yes, its very sad.

NICK
[After a slight pause.]
Wheres the old man?

MRS. SHAEFER
Were expectin him in any minute.

NICK
They say he grieves very bitter.

MRS. SHAEFER
Yes, he takes on a good bit.

NICK
Aint he goin down to the hall tonight?

MRS. SHAEFER
[With much gravity.]
I cant say positive, Mr. Blundy. Its his duty to go. Theres hopes he may be made to feel that.

NICK
[Spasmodically, after another slight pause.]
I didnt know there was anything ailed Mary. I seed her only a week or two ago walkin down Grant Street one night, and she says to me: Nick, she says, its slow times these days, aint it, with the girls and the fellows; but, she says, whatll you bet when we win this strike we dont have more coin in our pockets than ever we did  and then for the good old Saturday nights! Why, she was laughin and carryin on as lively as a kitten.

MRS. RICKERT
[Nodding.]
She did enjoy a good time as much as any girl, Mary did.

NICK
[Shaking his head mournfully.]
She must a been took awful sudden. I heard she died Wednesday night down in the St. Francis. Is that right?

MRS. SHAEFER
Yes, Mr. Blundy, thems the facts.

NICK
Have you heard say what it was that ailed her? [MRS. RICKERT stops rocking entirely and looks expectantly at MRS. SHAEFER, who draws herself up with portentous dignity.]

MRS. SHAEFER
She was took very sudden, and they had need to operate to cure her. Theres great danger in them operations.
[A pause. MRS. RICKERT resumes rocking, folds her hands and looks wise. NICK gazes silently at the floor.]

NICK
[Sadly reflective.]
She sure did have the ginger in her, that girl. There was few fellows could do with a loom what she could.

MRS. RICKERT
Mary was smart all right. I guess there aint nobody questions that.

NICK
[Lost in his own recollections.]
Why, I seed her-one day on a bet run six looms, at once  seventy picks to the inch, mind you  and not a snarl on one o them six machines. While we was standin there watchin the boss come by, and he says: Mary Magnet, he says, ef I could get the rest o these chaps to work the way you kin work, he says, Id git a damn big raise to me wages, he says; and quick as a flash Mary says back: Well, just because me and the boys kin make human shuttlecocks out o ourselves, that aint no reason why were a goin to do it, she says, just to raise your pay. We know darn well wed never raise our own, she says, all the time jumpin around from one loom to another as springy as a cricket. (A pause.) Gee! (He shakes his head.) It sure is hard to believe shed a been took like this so soon.
[He fumbles after the box on the floor and lifts it to his knees, hesitates awkwardly and then removes the cover, displaying a white pillow of immortelles with the word Asleep formed upon it in large purple letters and tied across one corner with an elaborate bow of purple satin ribbon. There is a chorus of appreciative murmurs from the women. MRS. SHAEFER rises and takes the box, holding it up to full view.]

MRS. SHAEFER
Now, aint that a beautiful thing?

MRS. RICKERT
Oh, that is handsome.

MRS. SHAEFER
Wait till I fix it on the coffin.
[She walks across the room and props the pillow (which has a fixture for this purpose) on the lower half of the coffin which is closed, then backs away admiringly to get the effect. The others rise for the same purpose. At this moment the sound of shouts and band music, faintly audible outside in the distance for some few moments previous, becomes more distincte MRS. SHAEFER lifts her hand.]

MRS. SHAEFER
Its Ferguson.

MRS. RICKERT
Yes, thats who it is. Theyre bringin him up from the depot.

SHAEFER
Most like therell be trouble with the police down here by the mill at the corner.
[A sudden loud knock comes. All walk toward the door, and MRS. SHAEFER opens it, admitting TIMOTHY MCGRATH, a stocky, sandy-haired, smooth-shaven man in a black suit with a strikers button and ribbon conspicuous in his buttonhole. At the sound of the knock MRS. LITTIG creeps timidly in from the kitchen and stands in the background with one hand on the coffin.]

MCGRATH
[Standing in the doorway.]
Wheres Magnet?

MRS. SHAEFER
He aint come in yet.

MRS. RICKERT
Wasnt he at the depot?

MCGRATH
[Rapidly and excitedly.]
No, he was not, and Fergusons been raisin hell down there. Wheres Magnet? he says the first thing he steps off the train. Take away the band, take away the parade, take away that carriage, he says, and get me Magnet. Why aint Magnet here? he says. I told you to have Magnet here. Jack Flaven spoke up and says: Mr. Ferguson, we done our best but we cant locate Magnet. You may not a heard, he says, but Magnets had trouble. His girls dead. He wont talk tonight, and Ferguson says:  (He lowers his voice.) I dont give a damn whos dead; Ill have no words with anybody till Ive seen Magnet, he says. Cant none of you tell me where he is? When was he last home?

MRS. SHAEFER
I understand he aint been home since noon, Mr. McGrath.

MCGRATH
Well, for Christs sake, any time he gets in send him down to the hall.
[NICK BLUNDY and MCGRATH go out. MRS. SHAEFER and MRS. RICKERT remain standing just inside the open door. MRS. LITTIG moves aimlessly back and forth behind the coffin, her arms folded, gazing at the dead and now and then wiping her eyes. The hand is now distinctly heard at the end of the street playing the Marseillaise, and cheers, Hurrah for Ferguson! mingled with shouts.]

MRS. RICKERT
[Pointing excitedly.]
Theres Ferguson! See him there walkin behind the band! Oh, hes a grand man! There aint nothin this town can do thats too good for Ferguson  thats what my Jim says.
[They stand for a moment looking and listening, then close the outside door. MRS. LITTIG furtively leaves her stand by the coffin and starts toward the dining room door, but is intercepted by MRS. RICKERT, who crosses the stage and seats herself near MRS. SHAEFER, who has resumed her crocheting.]

MRS. RICKERT
Mis Littig, you was at the hospital when Mary died, wasnt you? I heard tell she suffered a good bit.

MRS. LITTIG
[Turning reluctantly on her way to the door.]
She died very quiet, Mary did.

MRS. RICKERT
[Persistently.]
Aint you heard the doctors say what was the matter with her?

MRS. LITTIG
No, I aint heard.

MRS. RICKERT
Aint they told her father?

MRS. LITTIG
I aint heard him say.

MRS. RICKERT
I heard tell Mary was to be married in the summer, Mrs. Littig. Is that a fact?

MRS. LITTIG
I aint never heard Mary was to be married.

MRS. SHAEFER  
[Addressing MRS. RICKERT In a contemptuous whisper.]
She dont know nothin.
[Exit MRS. LITTIG By the dining room door. MRS. RICKERT looks around to make sure that she has gone, then draws her chair close to MRS. SHAEFER and whispers a question. The latter responds by a very slow and preternaturally solemn nodding of the head, accompanied by a sideward glance full of the direst meaning.]

MRS. RICKERT
Oh, aint that terrible now! (Parenthetically.) I had my suspicions!  (She leans forward eagerly and whispers another question.)

MRS. SHAEFER
[Very impressively.]
That I dont know, Mrs. Rickert. As far as I can make out there aint nobody knows. You can be sure o one thing, Joe says to me this morning: whoever it is, Magnet has still to learn his name. Its a short lease o life for the man that wronged Mary Magnet, once her father finds out the truth. Thats what ails Magnet, Joe says to me. He cant find out. Ef somethin dont happen to take his mind off it hell brood hisself crazy.

MRS. RICKERT
[Shaking her head and clicking her tongue.]
Tck! Tck! tck! It certainly is awful. Now whoever do you suppose?

MRS. SHAEFER
In my belief its some rich fellow she met up to the city. Many a Saturday night when work was over shes been seen take the train. I understand she spread round the report she was goin to business college up there. I guess, if truth be told, it was the gay life she was after.  Well, shes not the first girl foolishness has brought to her grave. (She nods wisely.) Them rich ones knows how to cover their tracks.

MRS. RICKERT
Aint it a terrible shame now for a man like Magnet, a man as has worked hard and lived an honest life and everybody respects, that his girl should make a common woman of herself and his name be made a shame in the town?

MRS. SHAEFER
Theres very few knows the real truth, Mrs. Rickert. Whatever you do, Mamie, Joe says to me, dont talk. It would be a bad thing just at this time, he says, if many was to get the straight of how Magnets girl come to her death. I wouldnt want Ferguson to know of it, he says; why, Ferguson thinks the sun rises and sets in old Magnet, he says.

MRS. RICKERT
Mary always did seem like a right well behaved, sensible girl, too  for all her free ways and smart talk. Its queer about them things.

MRS. SHAEFER
She looked too high, Mrs. Rickert  she looked too high. Thats the way with them smart, good-lookin girls. They aint never content with enough. Thats what I says to Joe this mornin. Now there was a girl, I says, that wanted to own the earth. Why, I used to see her go down to work in the mornin her head way up in the air, swingin her arms and steppin along as proud as a peacock. You might a thought she was some fine lady instead of a mill girl. An now look what shes come to. A bitter dose shes had to take for her pride.
[There is a sound of voices and footsteps on the porch outside. The women rise. The door opens and WILLIAM MAGNET enters. He is a tall, spare man of over fifty, with plentiful gray hair, dressed in a dark suit and flannel shirt. He is pale and harassed-looking, and almost savagely grim and abrupt in manner. He holds open the door, admitting TIMOTHY MCGRATH.]

MAGNET
[Abruptly, closing the door.]
Take a seat, Tim. Ill be with you in a minute. (To MRS. SHAEFER, politely but sternly.) What is there I can do for you, Mrs. Shaefer?

MRS. SHAEFER
[Ingratiatingly.]
Put it the other way round, Mr. Magnet. Aint there nothin we can do for you? Thats what were here for. Wont you come out in the kitchen and have a bite of somethin before you talk to Mr. McGrath? Itll do you a sight o good, Mr. Magnet. Theres coffee right on the stove.

MAGNET
[Maintaining his direct and forbidding manner.]
Thank you very kindly, but I aint hungry just at present. Theres one thing you can do, if youll excuse my speaking very plain, Mrs. Shaefer.

MRS. SHAEFER
[Somewhat awed.]
Well, now, whats that, Mr. Magnet?

MAGNET
You can leave me to myself for this evening if youll be so kind. Im willing those that wants to should come in during the daytime, but at nights it suits me better to be alone.

MRS. SHAEFER
[Swelling with offended dignity.]
Why, certainly, Mr. Magnet, just as you say. Ive no wish to thrust in my company anywhere I aint wanted.
[She goes out promptly by the dining room door, followed by MRS. RICKERT. MAGNET, quite unmoved, draws up a chair and seats himself in front of MCGRATH. He speaks restlessly, and with a harsh, detached manner.]

MAGNET
Now, Tim, whatever youve got to say, make it as short as you can. This is no time and place to waste words. (He motions vaguely toward the coffin.) That ought to be plain.

MCGRATH
[Leaning forward and placing his hand on MAGNETS knee.]
You have us all wrong, Magnet, if you think you aint got our sympathy. Youve got it. But, man alive  (Straightening slightly and shaking both hands in front of him.)  we cant stop tonight to think of our feelings. We gotta think of the proposition were up against. Inside of an hour that hall down therell be chock full o workers from the Tabitha. Weve sweat blood to get em there. If they go back to work tomorrow morning this strikes on the blink. Whos goin to hold that crowd, Magnet? Ferguson cant do it. He dont know the language.

MAGNET
[Impatiently.]
Whats the matter with Bruno Bastido? He can make a speech all right.

MCGRATH
Theyre jealous of Bastido. They think hes got a graft. Magnet, do you remember what you says to us down at the hotel that night last January when Ferguson first come to town? You says: Boys, it aint no use tryin to stir up the warpers an the twisters an the loom workers  theyre organized so tight already they can hardly move. If you want to see a real strike in this town, theres just one way to do it, and that is stop the looms. Begin at the bottom of the ladder and get the dyers and the weavers out. Stop wastin your breath on these gentlemen of labor thats enjoyin good union wages, and talk to them poor devils thats starved so long they dont know theyre hungry. Get out them at the bottom and the othersll follow fast enough.  Wasnt that the advice you give, Magnet?

MAGNET
[Indifferently.]
I guess it was, Tim.

MCGRATH
Aint we stuck pretty close to them tactics you proposed? Aint that the way the Maxwell was shut down, an the Junta? Wasnt you personally pretty much responsible for bringin about them two walk outs?

MAGNET
[Wearily.]
Well, suppose I was, Tim. Whats that to do with it?

MCGRATH
[With renewed earnestness.]
Why, just this, Magnet. You got the men out, but theres some of the rest of us has had the devils own time tryin to keep em out. You know what the trouble is. Up to the middle o last week we aint never been able to get as much as a look-in on the Tabitha. That G   d   Vito Toccati theyve got for a foreman up there has double-crossed us from the start. Its pretty hard on them poor devils from the Maxwell and the Junta thats livin along from day to day on bread and potatoes from the relief station to see the Tabitha hands goin to work an know theyre gettin double pay and the promise of a big raise when the strikes over. They wont stick it out that way much longer. You cant put too big a strain on human nature. Weve got to shut down the Tabitha. Why, Magnet, you was the first to say it. For two weeks weve kept a hundred pickets round that mill. Its been a grim game. Every day theres been as many as thirty out of the hundred arrested or sent to the hospital with a shot through the arm or a broken head, and every time the next morning weve had thirty new ones there to take their places. Well, weve made some progress. Out of the 425 that works in that mill there was only one hundred-gob through the picket lines-this mornin. But, my God, the fights only just begun! We gotta get em all out an we gotta keep em out. We gotta clinch this thing, and tonights the time. Fergusons come down a purpose. If this meeting falls flat the whole strike may go for nothing. You wouldnt want that to happen, would you, Magnet? Dont you feel like you ought to come down and help us put it through?
[A pause. MAGNET rises abruptly and faces MCGRATH squarely.]

MAGNET
Well, now, Tim, if youve said your say and feel satisfied, you can have my answer. Its the same I give you before we come in a few minutes ago. I cant do what you want me to.  (Hastily, as MCGRATH starts to interrupt.) At least, I wont do it. Theres no more chance of my goin down to Murray Hall tonight than there would be if it was me instead of my girl lyin in that coffin. Now thats all I have to say. I hope its enough. I wish youd go now and leave me to myself.

MCGRATH
Do you mean that, Magnet?

MAGNET
[Savagely.]
Do I mean it? O course I mean it. Did you ever know me say anything I didnt mean? (He turns his back.)

MCGRATH
[Rising.]
Do you think youre doin the square thing by Ferguson, Magnet? Hes staked pretty heavy on you.

MAGNET
[Desperately.]
Square or crooked, Tim, have it as you please. I aint goin down to Murray Hall tonight. And whats more, I aint goin to argue about it any further. Now I wish youd go.

MCGRATH
[Shaking his head.]
Im sorry about this, Magnet. I dont think youre doin the thing that will give you the most satisfaction in the end.
[MCGRATH goes out. MAGNET closes the door and stands for a moment stretching his arms back and forth with a weary movement of mental suffering and physical exhaustion. He walks to the coffin for a moment, shakes his head, moans a little and swears under his breath, then sinks into a rocking chair near the table, stretches out his feet, throws back his head, closes his eyes and lets his hands rest limply one above the other in an attitude of utter weariness and dejection. MRS. LITTIG looks in from the dining room, retreats for a moment, and then reappears, carrying a pair of shoes, which she places on the floor beside him. He stirs a little, but otherwise pays no attention. MRS. LITTIG returns to the kitchen and brings back a large bottle, cup and spoon. She pours from the bottle into the cup and touches MAGNET on the arm.]

MRS. LITTIG
Take a sup o this.

MAGNET
[Rousing.]
What is it?

MRS. LITTIG
Its hot spirits and Jamaicy ginger.

MAGNET
[Motioning her away impatiently.]
No, no. I dont want it.
[MRS. LITTIG places the cup on the table near him and starts toward the door.]

MAGNET
[Moving uneasily.]
Mis Littig!
[MRS. LITTIG turns and walks slowly back.]

MAGNET
Mis Littig. Come set here a minute. I want to ask you somethin.
[MRS. LITTIG seats herself in a nearby chair and rocks timidly with folded arms. MAGNET, with eyes still closed, twists about in great distress.]
What did you say was the last thing Mary said to you?

MRS. LITTIG
She says: Tell pap its all right. Tell him he aint to worry.

MAGNET
Didnt she never leave a message for anybody else?

MRS. LITTIG
Not as I heard.

MAGNET
That night you was settin by her when her fever was so high  Aint she never mentioned anybodys name?

MRS. LITTIG
[Shaking her head.]
No, she aint.

MAGNET
Didnt you ever hear the nurse or the doctor say there was somebody she was talkin about?

MRS. LITTIG
No, I didnt hear.

MAGNET
[Reaching shakily over to the table for the cup and taking a long drink, then replacing the cup on the table and slowly beginning to unlace his boots and put on dry ones.]
What ever become o that ring Mary used to wear?

MRS. LITTIG
What ring?

MAGNET
Why, that gold ring with a little blue stone in it. Youve seed her wear it. She told me she bought it out of her savings. It aint on her finger now. What become of it?

MRS. LITTIG
I dunno, Mr. Magnet. I never noticed what she done with it.

MAGNET
I was upstairs this mornin lookin through all her things, and I couldnt find it. It aint on her finger now. (A pause.) Them times last winter, Mrs. Littig, when Mary went up to the city so often, didnt she ever tell you nothing about where she went and what she done?

MRS. LITTIG
[Reflectively.]
She wasnt ever much to tell.

MAGNET
Cant you recall she ever mentioned anybody she met up there, anybody that took her round and acted nice to her?

MRS. LITTIG
[Mildly.]
Dont seem like I can remember she ever did.
[A pause. MRS. LITTIG rises, takes the bottle and cup from the table and moves toward the kitchen. She turns as she reaches the dining room door.]
Mebbe you would eat a little after a while. I got some supper in the stove. (She goes out.)

MAGNET
[Groaning despairingly and turning in his chair.]
Her mother would a knew! Her mother would a knew!
[There is a knock. MAGNET does not move.] Somebody else after me, damn it! Why cant they leave me alone? (The knock is repeated. MAGNET rises and goes savagely toward the door.) Ill teach em to stay out o here for one night!
[He opens and admits JOHN FERGUSON  a large man, tall, heavily built, smooth-shaven. He enters in silence. MAGNET succumbs a little under his steady eye.]
Oh, why, good evening, Mr. Ferguson, good evening.
[He holds out his hand, which FERGUSON takes silently.]

FERGUSON
Im sorry to find you in trouble, Magnet.

MAGNET
[Walking toward the opposite side of the room. For the first time he speaks a little tremulously.]
Yes, Im in a bad way, Mr. Ferguson, a bad way. Its my girl, Mary. (He motions toward the coffin.) Shes all I had.
[While MAGNETS back is turned, FERGUSON glances swiftly about the room and in the direction of the open coffin with a look that is peculiarly painful, apprehensive and significant. Then he walks toward MAGNET and puts a hand on his shoulder.]

FERGUSON
I know youve had a hard blow, Magnet, but theres only one way to meet it. Pull yourself together. You have work to do. Youre lucky there. Not every man has that comfort in his trouble.

MAGNET  
[Half turning away.]  
It dont seem like I can take any comfort from that, Mr. Ferguson. Id be glad to if I could. I wish I could talk to the boys tonight. I cant do it. I cant do nothing for a while but set here an think. I cant believe Marys gone. I cant get used to it. She was all I had. Id better be dead myself. (Passionately.) My God, I wish I was!

FERGUSON
[Very quiet and repressed.]
Thats no thought for you to hold tonight, Magnet. If a mans no good to the world and he knows it, let him get out of it if he wants to. It dont stand that way with you. Youve got a big responsibility. Why dont you be worthy of it? Why dont you stand up to it?

MAGNET  
I cant think about that now, Mr. Ferguson. The way I see it Ive got a right to be left alone with my own trouble. Its a privilege belongs to any man if hes a mind to claim it.

FERGUSON
[With sudden intensity.]
Let me tell you, Magnet, its a privilege no man ought to want to claim at the expense of fourteen thousand of his fellow workers. Things have got to a crisis, and youve had as much to do with that as anybody. If we can close out the Tabitha tomorrow and hold down it and the other mills till the end of next week, were over the danger line. If we cant, we lose as sure as fate. If we lose, itll take years, years  you know that, Magnet  to win back what weve gained. The outcome o this strike dont rest on High, Magnet  (he makes a sardonic upward gesture)  it rests right here in this room with you and me. (He pounds his fist softly on the table.) Now what are you going to do about it?
[MAGNET shakes his head doubtfully. FERGUSON continues.]
You want to remember how much depends on a big fight like this. What made the workers of this town listen to me when I landed here? It was because they knew Id won a miners strike out in Montana and a lumber jacks strike in Oregon and a cotton workers strike in North Carolina and a glass blowers strike in New Jersey. They thought if Id helped others to better wages and shorter hours I could help them. If we lose here, the next town where I go they wont be quite so ready to listen, now will they? To every big strike lost theres a hundred others lost in future. Ive been holding off from this town a long time. I thought they werent ripe for it. I looked over the ground a good while before I made up my mind. Do you want to know what was the chief thing made me decide to come here this winter and stick it out? It was because I found you here. When I heard you talk to that crowd outside the Excelsior one night last year, I said to myself: When the time comes, theres a man I can depend on. Well, I have depended on you. You dont want to give me cause to regret that, do you, Magnet? If it hadnt been for you things here could never have come to a head the way they have. You know that. Its no time for you to desert me now. You cant do more to prove your sorrow than to meet it the way a man ought. Come on down to the hall, Magnet. The boys are waiting.

MAGNET
[Painfully, after a pause.]
Im sorry. I cant do it, Ferguson.

FERGUSON
Why cant you do it?

MAGNET
[Moving away a little distance and speaking with great feeling.]
Youre a big man, Ferguson. Youve got a big mind. Youve got a big power. You know how to fight, and you know how to put fight into other men. You put it into me. I shant ever forget the day you come into this God-forsaken town. It give me a feeling I aint had for a good many years  a feeling Id clean forgot I ever could have. Well  I followed it. Ive fought for you, Ferguson, every day and every night for these past two months, and Id a fought for you to the end for better or for worse if it hadnt been for this. Theres something, Ferguson, a mans mind dont seem to have no power to make him understand. Hes got to a been there himself. You aint got no children of your own, Ferguson. You cant understand theres some troubles comes first with a man. The whole world might be waiting for him to save it, but itd have to wait. Nobody wouldnt have any right to interfere. You dont know what it is to a man, Ferguson, when somebody  when somebody  
[MAGNETS voice breaks. He pauses and looks about hopelessly as if driven into a corner.
Then, with a sudden, desperate gesture, breaks out fiercely.]
Damn it, theres some rotten coward, some beast, some low down scoundrel has ruined my girl. I dont know who he is. But I want to know! I want to find out! I want to find him! I want to kill him! Its the only thing I do want. Until Ive done that, this strike can go to hell. You can go to hell. They all can go to hell.
[He drops into a chair and covers his face with his hands. FERGUSON watches him steadily in silence, then as he quiets a little begins to pace up and down.]

FERGUSON
This man you say has done your girl so much harm  how do you know but what she loved him?

MAGNET
[In a savage tone, looking up swiftly.]
Loved him! Loved him! The damn dog. Suppose she did love him! Whats that to do with it?

FERGUSON
[Very quietly, still pacing up and down and looking at the floor.]
A whole lot. No man ever lived that ruined the woman that loved him. It cant be done.
[There is such a deep conviction in FERGUSONS tone that MAGNET gazes at him in silent astonishment. FERGUSON seats himself slowly, remaining silent a minute.]
Theres something I might as well tell you, Magnet, if you have a mind to listen.
[A long pause follows, FERGUSON gazing at the floor. Then he speaks in a low voice.]
You are not the only man in this town tonight whose hopes are lying in a coffin.

MAGNET
[Startled, looking closely at FERGUSON.]
You? (FERGUSON nods.) Somebody close?

FERGUSON
Yes, somebody close.

MAGNET
Dead?

FERGUSON
[Heavily.]
Yes, dead.

MAGNET
[After a pause, drawing closer.)
It aint your wife?

FERGUSON
No, not my wife. (He moves restlessly, and speaks, after a pause,  a changed tone.) Its been some time since your girls mother died, Magnet  isnt that so?

MAGNET
Fifteen years.

FERGUSON
I suppose you and she lived happy together, didnt you?

MAGNET
[Solemnly.]
We did that.

FERGUSON
Well  I wasnt so lucky. My wife and I havent lived together at all this many a day. If we had Id never be here in a loom workers cottage, fighting within an inch of my life to win a strike. Id be sitting in some hotel parlor hobnobbing with a lot of bishops and politicians and college professors, trying to patch up a peace between the mill owners and the strikers. Id wear a medal and have a good fat bank account. Id kowtow to ladies and gentlemen. They wouldnt hate me the way they do now  theyd only snub me. I wouldnt stick out my tongue at the minister. When I drank champagne and ate at swell restaurants Id do it on the quiet. The newspapers wouldnt hound me  theyd praise me. I wouldnt be a scoundrel, an anarchist, a cut-throat revolutionist. Id be a respectable labor leader  thats what Id be if Id stayed with my wife. Maybe you think Id better have stayed with her. (He laughs sneeringly.) Theres plenty would agree with you in that opinion.
[MAGNET makes a protesting gesture, but FERGUSON pays no attention.]  
Well, I didnt stay with her, I left her. A good living is all she gets out of me. Its all she ever will get. Except my name. She hangs on to that. And my freedom. Shes got that locked up safe enough, or she thinks she has. She claims Im not good enough to marry any other woman. (He laughs cynically.) Maybe shes right about that. But I was good enough for another woman to love me just the same. (With a touch of boyish pride.)
She did love me anyhow, this other woman, whether I was good enough or not. She didnt get a living out of me. She didnt get my name. She didnt get a right to blame me if I was unfaithful to her  and I wasnt always faithful to her. She didnt even get a right to tell anybody she loved me, and it seems like thats what a woman hankers after the most of all. I never told her I loved her. She just had a sort of an idea I was glad she loved me. I was glad  for a kind of a queer reason. She kept me from feeling lonely. Ill say that for her  she was the only human being Ive ever known that could stand between me and mortal loneliness. Maybe that means I loved her. I dont know. I dont suppose I did. (A pause.)
Well, tonight, just before I took the train to come down here, I heard that woman was dead. I didnt enjoy the trip down so very much.
[There is so much suppressed suffering in his voice that MAGNET instinctively reaches forward and lays a hand on his shoulder. FERGUSON shakes it off, rises and faces MAGNET.] You said to me I dont know how it feels to be a father. Youre right about that, Magnet, dead right. I dont know. Being the kind of man I am, nobody seems to think Im entitled to any connection with a family. A courtroom or a jail cell is supposed to be the place where my disposition thrives to the best advantage. The only kind of a father Ive ever had a chance to be you wouldnt call a father at all. Youd call him a beast, a low-down scoundrel, a man that ruins other mens daughters. Since my mother died, when I was a ten-year-old kid working on the bunkers in a coal mine out in Colorado, Ive never known but one home, and thats in a dead womans heart. Im alone now and likely to stay so. I havent any more hope of happiness in this world than I have of going to heaven when I die, and thats none at all.
[With sudden, passionate emphasis.]
But theres one thing I dont ever forget, Magnet  unhappiness is a lot easier to bear when youve got clothes to cover your back and food enough to hold your body and soul together. When I come to a town in the dead of winter and find twenty-five thousand people on the edge of freezing and starvation, I remember the time when my own mother went cold and hungry, and it dont seem to make very much difference to me whether Im happy or not.
[He takes up his hat as if to leave, and moves a little toward the door.]
As long as I can keep alive to fight for those poor devils, Ill fight for em. There was a while I expected others to feel the same way, but Ive got over that. Nobody knows any better than I do how few men youre likely to run across in a lifetime thatll join the ranks to stay. I used to take it pretty hard when an old comrade fell out, but it dont make so much difference any more. Ive swallowed that kind of a disappointment with my daily bread for so many years now that its got to be a pretty old story. Theres one thing that always helps me to stand it. If theres nobody else in this world I can count on, I know I can always count on myself. As long as theres breath in my body Ill never lose heart and Ill never give up the game. A good part of the world seems to look on me as a kind of a devil. Well, if thats the way they feel about it, let em think so. I dont mind being the kind of an individual that can walk through hell without being scorched any sos youd notice it. Life can kill and bury my happiness, but it cant kill and bury my courage. This strike thats on in this town is the biggest Ive ever handled. Without you to help me, Magnet, maybe Ill lose it. Or maybe I wont lose it. Maybe Ill win it anyhow. This night may mean the beginning of the end for me or it may mean the beginning of the biggest success Ive ever known. But whichever way it is, you can be sure of one thing  if ever I go down itll be with every mans hand against me and my back shoved up against a hard high wall.
[There is a knock. FERGUSON opens the door and MCGRATH steps just inside.]

MCGRATH
Are you ready, Mr. Ferguson? Times getting short.

FERGUSON
All ready, McGrath.

MAGNET
[Rising suddenly.]
Hold on there a minute, Tim. (He walks to the dining room door and calls to MBS. LITTIG.) YOU neednt set the table till I get back, Mrs. Littig. Im going down to the ball. (He takes his hat and walks to the door.)

FERGUSON
You take the machine and go on over, boys. I want to walk. Ill be with you in a few minutes.
[MAGNET and MCGRATH go out. FERGUSON closes the door and leans against it, raising his head and laying one hand across his mouth. As he stands there MRS. LITTIG enters hesitatingly, looking about to make sure MAGNET has gone. She walks over to FERGUSON, and standing before him, pulls from the neck of her dress a long ribbon and from it unties a gold ring which she hands to FERGUSON. She looks at him sadly and timidly but simply and quite without reproach.]

MRS. LITTIG
She said I was to give you this. She said I was to say she died happy.
[Without waiting for comment or reply, MRS. LITTIG leaves the room by the dining room door. FERGUSON slips the ring in his vest pocket and walks slowly to the coffin. He stands behind it and looks down.]

CURTAIN


II. THE BLUE SPHERE

CHARACTERS

JOSEPH DELAVAN, a grocer.

MRS. DELAVAN.

HARRY, their son.

EDDIE, the monstrosity.

THE SHADOW.

THE FAST MAIL.

MRS. MINTURN, a neighbor.

JOHN GALLOWAY, an engineer.

PETERSEN, a fireman.

Conductor, Postmen, Trainmen and Passengers.

SCENE

The kitchen of the Delavan home, one block from the tracks at the outskirts of Marydale. A solid board fence, unpainted, encloses the yard on three sides. In the front, a yellow picket fence with a gate caught by a string. From the gate to the front and rear doors, a moist, brick walk. Outside the kitchen window, vines and hollyhocks. Inside, a breakfast table on which dishes are spread, and at opposite sides of which sit MR. and MRS. DELAVAN.

TIME  Seven-thirty A.M.

JOSEPH DELAVAN
[A short, stout man with brown hair and moustache, and brown-blue eyes, a grocery man by trade  rising and brushing the crumbs from his lap.]
Well, Ill be going. (He takes down his coat and hat from a hook, and folds up his paper.) See that the boy dont get out again today, will you?
[He glances toward the front room in an apprehensive, strained way, and goes out, leaving the door open, but carefully fastening the gate behind him.]

MRS. DELAVAN blonde woman of thirty-three, clearing away the breakfast dishes and shaking her head dolefully.]
Ah me! Oh, the day that he was born! It makes all the difference. Things have not been the same since he came  poor little thing that it is! And to think that I should have given birth to it! (She brushes away the gathering tears with her hand.) It would be a blessing almost  (she pauses, terrified by her own thoughts)  but God forgive me for thinkin of it! It would be me that would suffer if any harm came to a single hair of its head. (She wipes her eyes anew.)

DELAVAN
[Walking out Wood Street to his store, and sighing heavily.]
Dear, dear, dear, dear! That this should have befallen us! (He sighs again.) Three years old! Not walking, not talking, and never will! The years! The years! (He renews his sigh.)

THE SHADOW
[A soft, girlish figure, entering the Delavan kitchen, trailing clouds of diaphanous drapery, a pale blue sphere in her hands. She looks about, passes through the walls to the front bedroom, where Eddie, THE MONSTROSITY, lies, and bends over the crib.] Eddie! Eddie! (She holds up the sphere.)

THE FAST MAIL
[Passing Ellsworth, one hundred and sixty miles away.]  
Ooooooo-ee! Ooo-ee! Ooh-ooh!  

MRS. DELAVAN
[Laying dishes in the dishpan.]
My, but the flowers smell sweet this morning. (She pauses to examine the trumpet flowers.)

THE MONSTROSITY
[À child, with a head almost twice the size of a normal one, opening its large and unnaturally starey eyes, and for the first time perceiving the blue sphere.]
Urg-ubbla-da! Blub! Blub! (It holds out its hands. )

THE SHADOW
[Smiling winsomely, and waving the sphere to and fro, and revealing the splendor of its clarity.]
See how beautiful it is! How blue, how light!
[It seems to float in her hands like a bubble as she turns it round and round, beckoning the child to follow.]

THE MONSTROSITY
[Its arms still aloft, kicking and crowing horribly.]
Ahda-da! Urg! Ahbublu!

MRS. DELAVAN
[Hearing the sound of its voice, and opening the door.]
Its awake, is it? My little pet. (She suppresses an almost uncontrollable shudder as she views it.) I thought I heard you kicking and crowing. Poor little dear! My loving, petty lamb! Come now! (She lifts it up and fondles it on her breast and neck.) Oh, the poor little sweetheart. Was it having to talk all to itself? Well, mothers been thinking of her pretty baby all the night long. (To the lad of nine years who appears in the doorway): Come, Harry. Get your clothes on. Ill want you to go to the store. (She smooths the great head on her breast with a feeling of anguish.) Sweety baby! Mothers little lamb. ( She begins to dress it.)

THE FAST MAIL
[Passing Ultona, one hundred and fifty miles away.]
Oooooo-ee! Oooooo-ee! Ooh-ooh!

DELAVAN
[Arriving at his store, still thinking.]
It would be so much better if it should die  though I dont suppose I ought to wish it. Its unchristian. (He unlocks the door and goes in.)

THE SHADOW
[Before the child and its mother, waving the blue ball.]
See! How wonderful! How lovely! Here are yellow and grey and green as I turn it. See the pink here  isnt it lovely? This soft, soft shade of pink! (She holds the ball close.)

THE MONSTROSITY
[Staring, interested, allured.]
Ah-da! Eee! Oo-blub!
[It holds out its hands and kicks and struggles.
The shadow moves backward, then forward, then backward, then forward, luring the child by the motion.]

MES. DELAVAN
[Carrying the child to the kitchen.]
Come now, Ill put you down here where mother can see you. Thats right. Now heres a nice wooden rattle for baby to play with until mother gets it something to eat. (She places a red and green rattle in the childs lap. He drops it to gaze at the blue sphere.) And now here is something for the baby to eat. (She brings a bowl with a spoon, from which she feeds it, sighing the while. The shadow disappears.)

MES. MINTURN
[A neighbor, looking out of her window at some sweet pea vines and smiling.]
What a perfect day! How nice Mrs. Arthurs trees look! I think  (She is thinking of calling on Mrs. Arthur.)

THE SHADOW
[At her elbow.]
You think you will call on Mrs. Delavan, dont you? She is so lonely!

MRS. MINTURN
[Sympathetically but seemingly continuing her own thoughts.]
I will call on Mrs. Delavan; she is so lonely. I guess Id better do my house work first, though.

MRS. DELAVAN
[Ceasing to feed the child.]
Now then, will it play with its rattle like a nicey baby, while mama does the front room? (She passes her hand over her forehead wearily, and turns to her work.)

THE SHADOW
[Reappearing to the child.]
See how wonderful! How beautiful! It floats and flies as you will float and fly if you come with me. (She dances the sphere before it.)

THE MONSTROSITY
Ugh! Blooble!
[It begins to propel itself across the floor toward the door, holding out its hands at times.]

THE SHADOW
[Waving the blue sphere.]
Come! Come!

THE FAST MAIL
[Passing Ungers, one hundred and twenty miles away.]
Ooooo-ee! Ooooo-ee! Ooh-ooh!

MRS. MINTURN
[Finishing her housework at eleven.]
Now I think Ill go. Mrs. Delavans life with that child on her hands must be awful. (She throws a light shawl about her shoulders and steps out.)

THE SHADOW
[Meeting her at the DELAVAN gate.]
Forget the gate! Forget the gate!
[Unconsciously MRS. MINTURN leaves the gate open.]

MRS. DELAVAN
[The spell of self-absorption broken by the sight of MRS. MINTURN nearing her window.] Eddie! Eddie! Where is he? (She hurries to the kitchen and out upon the walk, where she finds him.)
(To MRS. MINTURN, without greeting):  He al ways makes for the gate for some reason, and were so afraid that if he gets out some time hell get hurt. (She picks him up and carries him back to the kitchen entrance with grieved thoughts.) Now wont you play here, dearie? (She puts him down.)

MRS. MINTURN
[A pale, slight woman with partially gray hair.]
It is such a lovely morning I thought I would run over and see how you are getting along. (To herself ):  What an affliction! Horrible! What a dreadful thing it really is. (She plunges into an exchange of friendly gossip.)

THE SHADOW
[Reappearing before the child, the blue sphere in her hands.]
See! How perfect! Green and violet, and this fleck of milky white all toned into one!  (She waves the blue sphere.)

THE FAST MAIL
[Passing Berham, eighty miles away.]
Ooooo-ee! Oooooo-ee! Ooh-ooh!

JOHN GALLOWAY
[The engineer, stout and round, to PETEESEN, the fireman, slender and sinewy.]
This makes the fifteenth year Ive been on this run; fifteen years tomorrow. If somethin dont happen then itll be fifteen years without a real, serious, big accident. I guess Id better tap on wood.
[He smites the small window ledge of his window. The engine takes a great trestle.]

PETERSEN
[Stopping in his shoveling.]
This makes my fifth.
[The thunder of the wheels on the bridge drowns most of the sound, and the wind blows the rest away.]

DELAVAN
[Approaching his home at twelve-fifteen, a block distant.]
Well, if the gate isnt open and Eddie on the sidewalk! Ella ought to keep a better lookout than that. I told her about it this morning! (He hurries forward.) Its bad enough to have a child in this state, but to have it crawling all over the neighborhood. (He stoops to pick it up.)

THE SHADOW
[The blue sphere in her hands.]
Forget the gate! Forget the gate! (Passing her hand before his eyes.)
[He enters the gate, leaving it open, but returns after a little to close it.]

MRS. DELAVAN
[Appearing at the door, distressed and ashamed.]
Eddie! He has crawled out again! Oh, dear! Oh, dear! Whatever will I do with him! Why, he was right here only a moment ago. Where did you find him? (She makes room for MRS. MINTURN, who comes forward to make her departure.)

DELAVAN
[With suppressed irritation.]
Outside the gate. He was half way down the street here. The gate was wide open.

MRS. MINTURN
[Apologetically, sorry for MRS. DELAVAN.]
I may have left it open, though I thought I closed it. I must be going now. Im sorry. I know how it is with children. They love to crawl. (She greets MR. DELAVAN.)

DELAVAN
[To MRS. DELAVAN, after MRS. MINTURN has gone.]
Something is sure to happen one of these days if you dont keep that gate closed. Its bad enough as it is, seems to me, without making a spectacle of us. I  

MRS. DELAVAN
[Wiping her eyes.]
There you go. As though I didnt have a hundred things to think of besides watching him. Heaven knows, I dont want him to get away any more than you do, but he seems possessed to do it. I didnt leave the gate open. Mrs. Minturn called a little while ago  

DELAVAN
[Sympathetically.]
I know youve got a lot to do. Im just ashamed to have him crawling around that way. (He pats her shoulder.)

THE MAILMAN
[Whistling and calling] Delavan! [hands in a letter.]

THE SHADOW
[As he goes out the gate.]
Forget the gate! Forget the gate! (He goes of, leaving it open.)

THE FAST MAIL
[Passing Tyndale, sixty miles away.]
Ooooo-ee! Oooo-ee! Ooh-ooh!

THE SHADOW
[To the child, who is just inside the door.] Grey! Green! Blue! Brown! See how smooth, how glistening, how round!
[She coaxes him with the sphere, waving it before her. The child begins to crawl.]

DELAVAN
[To his wife, who is putting food on the table.] Mrs. MacMichaels was in this morning. She wanted me to give her more credit. But with that husband of hers I couldnt. I told her if she would pay half the old bill  but she cant, of course. I dont see why I should be called upon to trust them. (He eats rapidly.)

MRS. DELAVAN
[Forgetful of the MONSTROSITY for a moment.] Nor I. I know its too bad, and Im sorry for her, but I dont see that you should be called upon to do it. I wonder whats keeping Harry so long? (She goes to the door.)

THE SHADOW
[Before the child outside, waving the sphere in sinuous lines.]
Thus and so, right and left, round and round.
[The child rocks its head in time with the motion.]

DELAVAN
[Chancing to glance at the child and deeming the motion to he the result of idiocy.]
Tct! Tct! Tct! Its too bad. (He hides his distress behind a grave face.)

MRS. DELAVAN
[Returning from looking for her son.]
I dont see him. ( She seats herself. They eat in silence.)

THE SHADOW
[The child following her.]
Round and round, round and round. Pale grey! Pale blue! Dark! Light! Light! Dark! Light! Dark! (The child crawls eagerly after.)

HARRY
[Entering a few moments later with Eddie in his arms.]
Somebodys left the gate open again. The kid was right near it. Say, if we dont keep it closed hell get out some day and right down on the tracks. He was just scramblin along.
[Wearily.]
Now, who could have done that! It must have been the mailman. (She puts the child beside her on the floor.) I think Ill have to tie a string around him. Hes getting awfully restless these days. I never saw anything like it. (She contemplates the years of misery and discomfort and distress which he represents, but reproaches herself for it all at the same time.) I dont know whatever I am to do with him. I cant lock him up in a room all day all by himself. (She closes the door.)

DELAVAN
That makes it pretty hot in here, doesnt it?

THE SHADOW
[Hovering over the child.]
To hold this would be so wonderful  see round, blue, glistening! (She waves it rhythmically. The child follows it with his eyes.)

THE FAST MAIL
[Passing Wheatlands, forty-five miles away.] Ooooo-ee! Ooooo-ee! Ooh-ooh!

GALLOWAY
[The engineer, wiping the dust out of the corners of his eyes and turning to PETERSEN.] Remember that cow we killed at Ellworth two years ago?

PETERSEN
[Shoveling coal at his feet.]
Yay-o.

GALLOWAY
[Proudly.]
They collected sixty dollars for that  so I understand. Utterson was telling me here a few days ago. (He sticks his head out of a window and surveys the elbow of a stream that comes into view, then withdraws it.) I never saw a cow tossed clean up in the air before. Her tail stood out as straight as a stick. (He smiles and whistles for a crossing.)

DELAVAN
[Arising and shaking off the crumbs.]
Well, Id better be going now, I guess. (He takes down his hat and coat. ) I dont see why he shouldnt play in the yard if we can keep the gate shut. (He goes out.)

HARRY
[Fifteen minutes later, hanging around his mothers skirt.]
Ma, I promised to pitch at a ball game at two oclock. Can I go?

HIS MOTHER
[Wearily, but sympathetically.]
If youll promise me faithfully to be back at five. You know what your father told you the other day. You ought to really stay here and help me mind the baby. (He takes his cap and goes.)

THE SHADOW
[Moving before him to the gate.]
Forget the gate! Forget the gate! (He goes out, leaving the gate open.)

THE FAST MAIL
[Passing Hunterstown, thirty-five miles away.] Oooo-ee! Ooooo-ee! Ooh-ooh!

MRS. DELAVAN
[Entering the front room for a moment.]
And now I have that mending to do. And those pies. I think Ill do the mending first  no; Ill make the pies first. (She returns to the kitchen.)

THE SHADOW
[Retreating before her.]
Ill watch the child! Forget him! Forget him! [MRS. DELAVAN commences paring apples, all thought of the child passing from her.]

THE SHADOW
[Before the baby on the walk.]
Come!
[THE MONSTROSITY crawls eagerly after.]

THE FAST MAIL
[Passing Palmers Station, fifteen miles away.] Ooooo-ee! Oooo-ee! Ooh-ooh!

GALLOWAY
[Watching a red barn recede in the distance.] Didjy see where Esposito got thirty days for that last shindig of his?

PETERSEN
[Manifesting a proper interest.]
No! You dont say! When did that happen?

GALLOWAY
[Loftily.]
Oh, last Monday. He come around the roundhouse, talkin his usual guff, and they just took an locked him up. Its thirty days for him now.

PETERSEN
[Reverently and righteously.]
An it serves him good and right, I say.

GALLOWAY
Thats what I say, too. These dago wipers! What good are they?
[He blows for another crossing.]

MRS. DELAVAN
[Paring in her kitchen.]
These apples are not as good as bell-flowers for pies, but theyll do.
[She casts cores and peelings away, mixes flour and rolls her dough.]

THE SHADOW
[Half way down the street to the track, the child following.]
Such a pretty color. Blue! Blue as your mothers eyes! See how the light touches it here. See how clear it is. If you had this in your hands you would be happy, happy, happy!
[The child crawls, his eyes fixed on it.]

MRS. DELAVAN
[Spreading the dough for the third pie.]
This dough is really softer than it ought to be. Its so hard to get it just right. Those last pies  
[She sprinkles a little flour on it!]

THE SHADOW
[Returning for a second and holding a pink-flowered dress before her eyes.]
Do you remember this?

MRS. DELAVAN
[A vision of the church door at Clarendon, a small town thirty miles away, and of herself entering it in this very dress, and Nate Saulsby passing her and looking at her admiringly, filling her eyes.]
That was such a pretty dress. It had such nice frilled collars and cuffs. I wonder how Nate is doing now. He was a nice, handsome, clever boy.
[Shadows of other girls and boys troop by  bits of crowds, country roads, country squares, a panorama of half-forgotten faces and places.]

THE SHADOW
[At MRS. DELAVAN dreams and the child crawls.]
This ball is so perfect that if you had it you would be happy for ever and ever. It is perpetual joy, the color of peace. No need to seek for happiness elsewhere. Follow this  but take it from my hands, you will be happy. See  
[She waves it near, then far, then near, then far.]

THE MONSTROSITY
Ooogh! Bubblum!

THE FAST MAIL
[Passing Rutland, five miles away,]
Ooooo-ee! Ooooo-ee! Ooh-ooh!

THE SHADOW
Just a little farther! Soon you will have it now. Soon I will give it to you. When we reach the corner, when we get there where the steel rails shine  I will give it to you. Isnt it perfect! Isnt it blue! See how the light falls through it  clear as water.
[She trips gaily backward, waving the sphere before her from side to side.]

THE FAST MAIL
[Entering the environs -of Marydale at fifty miles an hour and only a mile away.]
Ooooo-ee! Oooooo-ee! Ooh-ooh!

THE SHADOW
[Hovering above the tracks a few feet in front of the child.]
See, when you get here, right here, I will give it to you. The beautiful ball! The beautiful sphere! This you are to have when you get here  here! You will be so happy.
[She coaxes, smiles and pleads. THE MONSTROSITY follows.]

PETERSEN
[To GALLOWAY, as he notes the outlying houses and ringing the bell.]
I see they havent started on that siding yet here. They were to begin yesterday, so Jaycox said.

GALLOWAY
[On his seat by the window, a look of serene content on his face.]
So I see. They couldnt get done at Linden, I suppose. (He shifts his position for comfort and prepares to maintain silence as the train rounds a curve and the Wood Street crossing comes into view. Noting a wagon waiting at a minor crossing): They ought to put a gate or two more in this town. They need them. (He blows the whistle.)

THE SHADOW
[Hovering above THE MONSTROSITY, the blue sphere in her hand.]
Just a little farther, dearest. Only a little more, and then  
[The child crawls out on the tracks as the engine rounds the curve, eight hundred feet away.]

GALLOWAY
[Stiffening.]
By God! I believe thats a child on the track! Shake down the sand, will you? It is, as I live. Oh, Jesus!
[He reverses the lever and throws on the air brakes.]

PETERSEN
[Leaping to the sand box.]
Cant you stop her?

GALLOWAY
[As the engine grinds and clanks, a frozen grip on the throttle.]
No, by God! Its too late!!
[The engine strikes.]

THE SHADOW
[Tossing the blue ball in the air.]
There, my sweet, it is yours!
[The ball falls into the childs hands.]

MRS. DELAVAN
[Hearing the whistle and shaking off her dreams.]
The express! The baby! Good gracious! Where is it! (She runs to the door, the gate, the street.) Eddie! Eddie! Where is he, anyway?
[She notes the train grinding to a stop at the corner and runs in that direction. A cold trembling seizes upon her.]

GALLOWAY
[Holding the air brake in a cutting grip, his face drawn and yellow.]
I saw its face! I saw its face! I tell you! A beautiful child! I can never forgive myself for this.
Just a little baby, too. Not more than two or three years old.
[He drops down as the train stops and runs back  the conductor, trainmen and passengers join. A large crowd, gesticulating and exclaiming, gathers.]

A SCORE OF PASSENGERS
How dreadful! How terrible! What a pity!
[Two women faint.]

GALLOWAY
[Explaining.]
I didnt see it until we was right on it. I have three little ones of my own.

MRS. DELAVAN
[Frantically making her way forward and falling on her knees.]
My Eddie! My Eddie!
[She screams hysterically and bends over.]

THE SHADOW
[Appearing to the bereft mother as she weeps over the broken body.]
It is here, it is here, dont you see!
[The baby, holding the blue sphere, appears to the mothers eyes. It smiles.]

THE CONDUCTOR
[To a passenger, as the train moves slowly and then a little faster.]
Well, its a Gods blessing if a child had to be killed it was a deformed one, anyway.

A PASSENGER
Youre right there.

GALLOWAY
[A heavy, weary look on his face.]
And I thought I was looking! The first child I ever killed in my fifteen years!

CURTAIN


III. LAUGHING GAS

CHARACTERS

JASON JAMES VATABEEL, an eminent physician, FENWAY BAIL, a celebrated surgeon.

ARTHUR GAILEY, house physician of the Michael Slade Memorial Hospital.

SEASON TUFTS, his assistant.

FRANKLIN DRYDEN, an anesthetist.

DEMYAPHON [nitrous oxide], an element of chemistry.

ALCEPHORAN, a power of physics.
Shadows and voices of the first, second, third and fourth planes. Nurses and internes of the Michael Slade Hospital. The Rhythm of the Universe.

SCENE

The operating-room of the Michael Slade Hospital, a glistening chamber of white porcelain and white tile. Nickel operating table in the foreground. Racks of surgical implements and supplies to either side. A strong, even light from the north French windows. Attendants in white bustling about preparatory to an operation. Enter FENWAY BAIL, an eminent surgeon, and JASON JAMES VATA- BEEL, his friend, a celebrated physician. They are followed by ARTHUR GALLEY, chief house physician; SEASON TUFTS, his assistant; FRANKEIN DRYDEN, the anesthetist, and two nurses.

BAIL
[A cool, sallow-faced, collected man of perhaps fifty-five, wise and incisive.]
Well, Jason, here you are, a victim of surgery after all!

VATABEEL
[Tall, gaunt, all of fifty-eight, very distinguished, a little pale from recent suffering, a bandage about his neck, beginning to loosen his shirt in front.]  
The last time I took ether I had a very strange experience or dream, one of the best of the etheric variety, I fancy. I am wondering whether it will repeat itself today.

BAIL
[Examining a case of instruments, and busy with asides to GAILEY and others.]
I was thinking of using nitrous oxide, unless you would prefer ether. It seems to me a little too much for a minor operation. I doubt whether I shall be four or five minutes in all. Just as you say, however.

VATABEEL
[With a dry, medical smile.]
Far be it from me to demand ether. I dislike the stuff intensely.
[He begins to take off his coat and waistcoat and adjusts an aseptic apron.]

BAIL
[To GAILEY.]
I shall want a retractor, clamps and thumb forceps. Are all the different ligatures here? Ah, yes, I see. (To VATABEEL):  NOW, Doctor, if you will just make yourself comfortable. (He indicates the operating table.)

VATABEEL
[Opening the neck of his undershirt and sitting down on the edge of the operating table.]
I never imagined a small tumor could be so troublesome. (To BAIL):  This is where Greek meets Greek, isnt it?

BAIL
[When GAILEY has unfastened the bandage around VATABEELS neck, pressing the tumor lightly with his forefinger.]
But not bearing gifts unfortunately  at least, not pleasant ones. This seems to be doing very well; no inflammation.

VATABEEL
[Stretching himself comfortably, with, however, a sense of impending disaster or the possibility of it.]
At least this is the end of my bother with it.
[The gas tank is wheeled forward, the breathing cap adjusted.]

THE ANESTHETIST
[Taking his place at the doctor-patients head.] Now, Doctor, if you please. We are only using one-fourth strength to begin with. And dont forget the forefinger.

VATABEEL
[Beginning to inhale and thinking of the mysteries of medicine and surgery and gases  to himself.]
Ah, yes, the forefinger. I must keep that going, or try to, until the gas overpowers me and I can no longer do it. When it drops of its own accord they will know I am unconscious. Marvelous progress medicine has made in these last few years! It hasnt been ten years since we had to administer ether and gas full strength because we didnt know how to dilute them. And there werent any anesthetists. (He begins to crook his finger.)

THE ANESTHETIST
[One finger on VATABEELS pulse, the other on the siphon regulator.]
Thats very nice, Doctor, excellent. Breathe very deeply, please  as deep as possible.

VATABEEL
[Continuing his thoughts, but taking a deep, full breath.]
How self-contained and executive these young beginners are  just as I was in my day! Thus the control of the world passes from generation to generation.
[His face and ears begin to tingle. The fumes of the gas reach his brain. A warm, delightful stupor overcomes him. He imagines he is moving his forefinger, but he is not.]

GAILEY
[Noting the change.]
Very full breath, Doctor, if you please. Keep the finger moving as long as you are conscious. (The finger moves feebly once or twice; then ceases. The arms and legs become inert.)

THE RHYTHM OF THE UNIVERSE
Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om!

VATABEEL
[Functioning through the spirit only, conscious of tremendous speed, tremendous space, and figures gathered around him in the gloom.]
Strange! Wonderful! Astounding! This is the same-place I was in when I was operated on before. These are the same people. I hear voices. A most impressive company! (The figures begin to converse.) This is immensity  all space  that surrounds me. I am not alive, really, and yet I am. Am I so important as this? How dark, and yet how strangely light! (Feels a sense of great heaviness and great speed.) This operating table is moving like lightning! Who are these people about me, not Bail or Gailey? (He thinks to see, but cannot.) This is something else. I wonder if I shall come out of this! Oh, the terror! I really dont want to die! I cant! There are so many things I want to do. People do die under the influence of gas.
[The arc of his flight bisects the first of a series of astral planes.]

ALCEPHORAN
[A power of physics without form or substance, generating and superimposing ideas without let or hindrance. They come without word or form and take possession as a mood and as understanding without thought Deep, deep and involute are the ways and the substance of things. Oh, endless reaches! Oh, endless order! Oh, endless disorder! Death without life! Life without death! A sinking! A rising! An endless sinking! An endless rising!

THE RHYTHM OF THE UNIVERSE
Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om!

BAIL
[Turning from the examination of the instruments and examining the eyes of VATABEEL, turning the lids up; to himself.]
A remarkable man, very. Such sacrifices for his profession! How persistently he has scorned money. Great, and poor  that is my idea of a physician. (To the anesthetist) How is he now, Doctor?

DRYDEN
[Who is holding VATABEEL s left wrist.]
Very good, I think. (He looks at GALLEY for confirmation.) His pulse is one hundred and ten. His blood pressure seventy.

GAILEY
He is quite under.

BAIL
[Lifting an arm and dropping it.]
Excellent! (To GALLEY and TUFTS.) Turn him on his right side, please. The scalpel and the retractor, please.
[He takes up a scalpel and makes an incision one and one-half inches long by one-half inch deep. TUFTS sponges the blood.]

VATABEEL
[An inert mass carried in the line of the earths arc and becoming conscious of it, but unconscious of pain.]
Oh, wonderful, wonderful! They are talking! It is light! It is dark! What is that they are saying? This rhythmic beat is so strange!
[The arc of the earth bisects a second plane.]

THE RHYTHM OF THE UNIVERSE
Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om!

FIRST SHADOW
[Of the second astral plane; a tall, gram man, seemingly with heavy dark whiskers and hair and deep blue eyes, surveying VATABEELS body as it speeds onward and he with it.]
This man is of the greatest import, scientifically speaking, to his day. His trouble relates to Valerian, an element inimical to him. It is more serious than he thinks. It may be that he will not live. It may be that Valerian is unalterably opposed to him.
[The voice becomes confused with other voices.
Shadows gather about as though in conference. The operating table sweeps on at limitless speed.]

THE RHYTHM OF THE UNIVERSE
Om! Om! Om! Om!

SECOND SHADOW
[Seemingly near; a surgeon in contact with the wound.]
Very serious! Very serious! It lies closer to the large artery than they think. In fact, it surrounds it. A separating shield may help. This man should not be permitted to end yet. He is of great import to life.
[Other figures gather about in the gloom and confer. The shadow increases. The voices cease.]

ALCEPHORAN
No high, no low! No low, no high! Time without measure, measure without time. A rising, a sinking! An endless rising, and an endless sinking!

VATABEEL
[Experiencing a vast depression as of endless space and unutterable loneliness.]
Ah!!!

THE RHYTHM OF THE UNIVERSE
Om! Om! Om! Om!
[The earth sweeps onward in its arc, bisecting a third plane.]

BAIL
[Inserting a surgical spoon and scraping out the wound.]
This thing is somewhat more serious than I thought. I believe the tumor surrounds the large artery. It has ramifications I hadnt thought were here. (To GAILEY and one of the Nurses, bending over.) Here are two side pockets to the left and one just below. And another! Well have to tie up some of these veins before I can go any farther. This artery is abnormally near the surface, to begin with. How is his pulse?
[He talks as he works, holding a bit of tissue up to the light, catching vein ends with hemostats, while GAILEY ties the knots with silk thread and the Nurses pass thread and sponges.]

DRYDEN
[In charge of the tank and feeding cone.]
One hundred and ten.

BAIL
[To himself.] Excellent.

VATABEEL
[Sensing the line of the arc of his flight to he upward as get.]
Strange, I feel so comfortable, yet so helpless  Jason James Vatabeel, physician extraordinary, scientist. Of so much importance. Will I live? Will I die? Life is so treacherous, so sad!

FIRST SHADOW
[Central figure of a new group, and a surgeon  as the operating table rushes into a new realm.]  
Difficult! Difficult! This man is in a very serious condition  much more serious than he imagines. The envy of elements! His services to life are in great danger. I am not sure that he can return to the world.
[He shakes his head with grave, oppressive solemnity, while the other shadows seem to listen and articulate.]

THE RHYTHM OF THE UNIVERSE
Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om!

ALCEPHORAN
Deep below deep! High above high! No high! No low! Space beyond space! Singleness without unity! Unity without singleness!

VATABEEL
[Awed and disturbed by the rush and confusion.]
Spirits of the first order of earthly council. This mystery of living, how I have pondered it! Vast orders and powers of which I know nothing. The terror of the after life  what may it be  Death? Annihilation? No continuance?  Forever and ever? And in life itself  the mystery of the blood, of articulated bones, of organized society. Poverty, waste, hunger, pain, wealth, sickness, health  I have tried to think there was some good in what Ive done. Vanity, hate, love, greed, patience, generosity. My fame is so wide, I know so little. (He sighs deeply.) Ah!

GAILEY
[Noting the tendency toward greater vitality, and so toward consciousness.]
A little more gas, perhaps. This cutting is affecting him.

DRYDEN
[Administering more.]
I think so.

BAIL
[Gouging at a second sac.]
This is apt to shake him a little. Perhaps ether would have been better, after all. It is going to take longer than I thought. How is your oxygen?
[He is thinking of how much gas will have to be administered and how much oxygen may be required to restore the patient.]

DRYDEN
[Who has received his supply from the institution.]
All right, I think. (He tries it. The examination proves that it is dangerously low. To WILLIAMS, his assistant.) See if you can find another tank.
[BAIL frowns slightly, unconsciously irritated by the unpreparedness.]

SECOND SHADOW
[Of the second group  a stern, almost invisible figure.]
I perceive near the cardiac region a tendency to weakness which is affected by gas. His condition is serious. Powers inimical and above us are at this moment producing error. This man is a powerful thinker and original investigator. Of him much might be expected.
[The operating table sweeps on. The RHYTHM OF THE UNIVERSE asserts itself.]

VATABEEL
[In vast depression, lying as under an immense, suffocating weight].
Precarious! Precarious! And I do not want to die. I have so much to live for, so much fame to seek, so much to do. (He sighs again.)

DEMYAPHON
[Nitrous oxide, also with the power of generating and superimposing huge ideas without let or hindrance, the capacity of the individual permitting. They come without word or form, taking possession as a mood or as understanding without thought.]
So life is to be studied, and what for? Your little experiments! What do they teach you? You seek to find out, to know!

THE RHYTHM OF THE UNIVERSE
Om! Om! Om! Om!

ALCEPHORAN
[At an angle to the waves of DEMYAPHON.] Vast! Vast! Vast! Measure without time  time without measure!

DRYDEN
[Noting VATABEEES pulse to be greatly depressed and shutting off the gas, at the same time turning on the remaining oxygen.]
My assistant is long about that oxygen. See if you can find him, Miss Karns.
[A nurse departs hurriedly.]

BAIL
[Realizing that he has a much more treacherous situation at hand than he had imagined and anxious for the security of his patient; to the anesthetist.]
Dont let him get too low, Doctor. It is these extra pockets. I shall be done shortly. (He hastens his efforts.)

DRYDEN
[Becoming disturbed over the delay of the oxygen, and lifting an eyelid to observe the condition of the patients eyes.]
Hm! I dont like the look of that. (Aloud.) Chafe his feet, Miss Hale. You had better move his arm up and down. (The oxygen gives out.) I dont understand this oxygen business.
[Returning.]
They have allowed the storeroom on this floor to run out. He has gone to the basement in the next building.

DRYDEN
[Snapping his teeth.]
Run and tell him to hurry  please. I am all out. (She departs.)

DEMYAPHON
[Appearing only as thoughts placed in the dreamers mind.]
There is a solution, but you will never be able to guess it. It is ages beyond a growth, which, when it is passed, you will be unable to remember. Eons upon eons, worlds upon worlds. Far and above the mysteries here and below are other mysteries  deep, deep.  You puzzle over the phenomena of man. In a vain, critical, cynical ambitious way you dream. It will all be wiped out and forgotten. To that which you seek there is no solution. A tool, a machine, you spin and spin on a given course through new worlds and old. Vain, vain! For you there is no great end.
[A sense of ruthless indifference, inutility, futility, overcomes the spirit of VATABEEL.]

THE RHYTHM OF THE UNIVERSE
Om! Om! Om! Om!

ALCEPHORAN
Behind, before, beneath, above, presence without reality  reality without presence.

FIRST SHADOW
[Of a third group, vague yet clear, young, experimental, curious, indifferent, obviously operating as a surgeon in charge.]
We shall soon be done with this now. He bleeds a lot, doesnt he? A bony old duffer! A ligature, please. A hemostat. I dont see why I should have been given this to do. They say he is needed. (He seems to bend over. Other faces are near.)

SECOND SHADOW
[Seemingly operating in charge of the gas and nose cone.]
It looks as though this gas might prove too much, Doctor. His pulse is a little feeble.

FIRST SHADOW
[Indifferently.]
That cant be. We are two periods this side the danger mark on this plane. We can leave him until he reaches the next one. Hes safe enough.
[The operating table, like a bier, rushes on. The shadows recede. Once more darkness and space, and a sense of rigidity and tomblike confinement.]

THE ANESTHETIST
[Anxiously.]
Will you please go and see whats keeping them, Miss Hale? He cant stand this much longer. His pulse is one hundred and forty now.
[Miss Hale dashes from the room. BAIL, conscious of the lapse of oxygen gas, increases his efforts to clean and close the wound.]

THE RHYTHM OF THE UNIVERSE
Om! Om! Om! Om!

DEMYAPHON
[Continuing.]
So complicated that even the littlest things concerning man you cannot suspect. You think of forces as immense, silent, conglomerate, without thought, humor or individuality. I am a force without dimension or form, yet I am an individuality, and I smile. (A sense of something  vast and formless  cynically smiling comes over VATABEEL, though he cannot conceive how. He is conscious of a desire to smile also, though in a hopelessly mechanical way.) I am laughing gas, for one thing. You will laugh with me, because of me, shortly. You will not be able to help yourself. You are a mere machine run by forces which you cannot understand. This life that you seek  you may have it on condition, by a condition. You will find out what that is a little later, yet you will not know for certain.

THE RHYTHM OF THE UNIVERSE
Om! Om! Om! Om!

FIRST SHADOW
[Of a fourth group  a young doctor  material, much more material than the last.]
A little Valerian, please. Some iodine. Doing very well, dont you think, Doctor?

SECOND SHADOW
[In charge of gas and feeder cone.]
I am not so sure, Doctor. You will have to hurry. He isnt very strong. He should have been taken care of on the last plane. His eyelids  

FIRST SHADOW
[Working briskly but indifferently.]
Nonsense! That cant be. Hes one point this side the danger mark on this plane. No hurry. Hell do well enough.

THE RHYTHM OF THE UNIVERSE
Om! Om! Om! Om!

THIRD SHADOW
[A nurse suggestive of mild materiality, bending over.]
Hes sinking, Doctor, I tell you. He cant go much longer. Look at his hands! Look at them! He ought to be hurried to the earth plane.
[The bier rushes on into space. The voices fade and cease.]

THE RHYTHM OF THE UNIVERSE
[Resuming.]
Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om! Om!

AUCEPHORAN
A rising, a sinking! An endless rising! An endless sinking! Outward without inward  inward without outward....

DEMYAPHON
Material planes that recede  each one more material than the other, as you sink to your own. Spirits almost more material than yourself. Because of the points spoken of as in your favor, you think you will regain life. You do not know that they are standards set by you in previous experiences, eons apart. To live you will have to attain to a new one now.

VATABEEL
Ah!

DEMYAPHON
Round and round, operation upon operation, world upon world, hither and you, so you come and go. The same difficulty, the same operation, ages and worlds apart. Your whole life repeated detail by detail except for slight changes. Now if you live you must make an effort or die. (The gas smiles. )

THE RHYTHM OF THE UNIVERSE
Om! Om! Om! Om!

DRYDEN
[To GAILEY.]
He cant get back, Doctor, unless we get the oxygen here in thirty seconds. This tank is run out. His condition is desperate. (He does the nurses work, chafing one of VATABEELS hands; to himself): If he does, it will be the most wonderful case I ever heard of. A new standard, by George. (He wipes the perspiration from his brow.)

VATABEEL
[Struggling desperately to assist himself to live.]
A thing of the spirit, this, plainly. I suppose I am a test but how futile so to be. Round and round and round, an endless, pointless existence. Yet I cannot help myself. I must live. I must try. I do not want to die. (He makes a great effort, concentrating his strength on the thought of life.) Oh how ruthless and indifferent it all is. Think of our being mere machines to be used by others! (He struggles again without physically stirring.)

MISS KARNS AND MISS HALE
[Hurrying in.]
Here it comes now!

THE ASSISTANT
[In charge of tanks, following.]
I had to go to the second building for the key.
The floor man was over there. (He quickly couples the connections and the oxygen is turned on.) Fine work, I call that!

DRYDEN
[Bitterly.]
What a system! And half a dozen important operations on today! (He adjusts the cap and feeds the oxygen, full force.)

VATABEEL
There is something vastly mysterious about this  horrible! In older worlds I have been, worlds like this. I have done this same thing. Society has done all the things it has done over and over. We manufacture toys  the same toys over and over. Does Life produce its worlds and evolutions the same way? Great God!

DEMYAPHON
[Cynically.]
The resistance which you are now displaying is in part by reason of your previous efforts and previous successes. You are the victim of experiences of which you have been made the victim. A patient, a subject, a tool, a method, round and round and round you go, a servant of higher forces, each time seemingly a step farther, each time in this way, for the same purpose, the same people, to no known end, over and over.

VATABEEL
Ah!

THE RHYTHM OF THE UNIVERSE
Om!Om!Om!Om!

GAILEY
[Disturbed by his weakened condition, and uncertain whether or not he can be revived.]
I am afraid that you will have to hurry, Doctor. He is very weak. His pulse is scarcely distinguishable.

BAIL
[Desperately scraping the last pocket and tying the veins.]
I am not supposed to be handicapped by poor service in this institution. Try to hold him a few moments. (To TUFTS): Sponge! (To the first nurse): Scissors!

FIRST SHADOW
[Of a fourth group just outside the gates of life, a very material young doctor, whose hands and white uniform are almost luminous.]
Say, there isnt so much to do here  is there? A few stitches. Those veins ought to be clamped, though. (He works briskly, lightly, with an inconsequential air.) Hell do all right, dont you think?

SECOND SHADOW
[At the gas tank.]
Pretty weak, I should say. Gad, yes! He may hold out, though. They didnt shut off the gas on the last plane  thats a good sign. They usually do if its serious. Hes just at the turning point.

THIRD SHADOW
[A nurse apparently impressed by the uncertainty of the occasion.]
Hes very low, I tell you, Doctor. Look at his nails. Youd better shut off the gas. Hes nearly all in! Look at his eyes! Hes william, I tell you. Hes william. He cant live thirty seconds more.
[An intense, disturbed rate of vibration indicates crisis. The second shadow shuts off the gas. The operating table rushes on into darkness.]

VATABEEL
[Thinking.]
On, on  and I am now to die  I am dying, unless I can help myself! An endlessly serviceable victim  an avatar! The mystery of life  its gloomy complications! But I dont want to die! I wont die. (He concentrates vigorously on the thought of life.)

DEMYAPHON
[Smiling.]
The points which you established on your previous circuit of this orbit of materiality, and which have been counting in your favor, have now been exhausted. This safety mark, which you have heard frequently mentioned, you yourself established. If you live it will be by setting a new standard  rendering a new service but in an old way  over and over and over. Unless you struggle to live  unless you succeed in living  

VARIOUS VOICES
Try, oh try, oh try! You, above all others!
[VATABEEL senses some vast, generic, undecipherable human need. He wishes to weep, but cannot.]

THE RHYTHM OF THE UNIVERSE
Om! Om! Om! Om!
[A sense of derision, of indifference, of universal terror and futility, fills VATABEEL. Suffocating, he tries to move.]

ALCEPHORAN
Deep below deep! High above high! no beginning, no end! No end  no beginning!

VATABEEL
[Terrified and yet seemingly helpless.]
The dark! The dark! The ultimate dark! Plane upon plane! Eon upon eon! To do over and over! Or annihilation! Why  oh  why. But I wont die. I cant. (He struggles again.)

DEMYAPHON
It has no meaning! Over and over! Round and round! The orbit of which you are a part brings you back and back again and again in non-understanding. (The thought seems to become rhythmic and painful.)

VATABEEL
[Struggling.]
Am I really to die? Oh, no!! What if I do go round and round! I am a man! Life is sweet, intense, perfect! If I do go round and round, what of it? Beyond this, what? Nothing! I serve!
[He stirs. His spirit struggles with materiality. The vital spark is rekindled within the inert frame. With a gigantic effort, it reestablishes itself and resumes control and respiration. The effort to inhale, feeble at the surface of materiality, is immense.]

DRYDEN
[Working the one free arm as vigorously as possible, while Miss HALE and Miss KARNS chafe his hands and feet.]
There, he has caught it. Chafe his arms, Miss Karns. I am not sure that we can bring him round even yet. His vitality is amazing. I dont understand it at all. His heart was all right, though  extra strong.

BAIL
I shall have to have a few more seconds. I have three stitches to take. You may let him come out if you wish. This is the last time I shall use gas  here. I have had enough trouble with it before. (He tries to think where.)

DEMYAPHON
[To VATABEEL.]
And the humor of it is that it is without rhyme or reason. Over and over! Eon after eon! What you do now, you will do again. And there is no explanation. You are so eager to live  to do it again. Do you not see the humor of that?
[With sardonic intent the rate of vibration which is laughter is set up in VATABEELS body. Even as he struggles to breathe and to regain his material state, he realizes that the impulse, a part of something vast, unearthly, mechanical, wavelike, is sweeping him into its rate. Weak from loss of blood  in danger of rupturing the large artery in the center of the wound, close to the surface, he begins to swell with pent-up laughter. A dry, hard, sardonic desire to shout overcomes him, although he is yet unable to move.]

DRYDEN
[To GAILEY, noting the customary action of nitrous oxide as the patient approaches consciousness, and uncertain what to do.]
He is coming to. Im a little afraid to use more gas in his present condition, Doctor. If he laughs too hard  !!

BAIL
[Irritably.]
Can you keep him under ten more seconds? I have one more stitch to take. (He takes one.)

DRYDEN
I think hell last that long, Doctor, anyhow.
[Nurses and assistants seek to hold VATABEEL rigid in order that the operation may not he disturbed.]

DEMYAPHON
And I told you you would laugh. You will eventually forget why, but you will shout and shout and see no reason. I am the reason. I am the master of your personality. I am Demyaphon  Laughing Gas. Shout! Shout! Shout! (It leaves him in a waking condition.)

VATABEEL
[As BAIE takes the last stitch and GAILEY begins the bandaging of his neck, seemingly bursting into consciousness, the wound still unbandaged, the pain of the needle still fresh.]
Oh, ho! ho! ho!
Oh, ha! ha! ha!
Oh, ho! ho! ho!
Oh, ha! ha! ha!
Oh, ho! ho! ho!

GAILEY
[Holding one arm to calm him, uncertain as to whether he is mentally clear or not  as yet.]
Something very funny, Doctor?

BAIL
[Accustomed to the effects of laughing gas, but disturbed by his patients condition  to GAILEY.]
Make those bandages very tight. Im afraid of that wound. It is too bad we couldnt have kept him under longer. Hes very close to death even yet. I scarcely had time to take those stitches properly. And, of course, the effects of the gas have to be the very worst possible. (He shrugs his shoulders.)

VATABEEL
[Still shaken by the rate of vibration set up in him, his mouth open, his face a mask of sardonic inanity.]
Oh, ho!  ho!  ho  oh,  ha!  ha!  ha!
Oh, ho!  ho!  ho  oh,  ha!  ha!  ha!
Oh, ho!  ho!  ho  oh,  ha!  ha!  ha!
I see it all now! Oh, what a joke! Oh, what a trick! Over and over! And I cant help myself! Oh, ho! ho! ho! Oh, ha! ha! ha! And the very laughing compulsory! vibratory! a universal scheme of laughing! Oh, ho! ho! ho! Ah, ha! ha! ha! I have the answer! I see the trick. The folly of medicine! The folly of life! Oh, ho! ho! ho! Oh, ha! ha! ha! Oh, ho! ho! ho! Oh, ha! ha! ha! What fools and tools we are! What pawns! What numbskulls! Oh, ho! ho! ho! Ah, ha! ha! ha!
[His face has a sickly flatness, the while he glares with half-glazed eyes, and shakes his head.]

GAILEY
I never saw gas act more vigorously. Did you, Doctor?

BAIL
[Annoyed by the incident.]
I never did. (Taking his friends arm.) Come, Jason, youre all right now! Get over this! Just laughing gas, you know. Its all over. You have a serious cut in your neck. (He presses his arm fondly.) Youre just laughing because of the gas.

VATABEEL
[Wearily  with the sense of immense futility still holding him.]
Oh, ho! ho! ho. Oh, yes, yes, yes. Just laughing gas! And thats why I laugh. Oh, ho! ho! ho! Ah, ha! ha! ha! I dont wonder it laughs! I would too! You would if you knew! The mystery! The cruelty! The folly! Oh, ho! ho! ho! Oh, ha! ha! ha!
[He stares and glares the while his friends and hearers view him with kindly, condescending tolerance mingled with a touch of awe and amazement.]

BAIL
[Genially.]
Just the same, its all over, Jason. Come on!

VATABEEL
[Shaking himself and beginning to recover his natural poise and reserve.]
And was it only the gas, then? That is very strange: I thought  I thought  I wonder? I wonder  ? (His mouth remains open.)

DRYDEN
[His calmness restored.]
It seems odd to see him laughing like that.

THE SECOND ASSISTANT
I never saw Dr. Bail so irritated. Hell hold this against us.
[The various doctors and nurses and assistants go about their duties. BAIL slowly leads VATABEEL to his automobile. VATABEELS face retains a look of deep, amazed abstraction.]

CURTAIN


IV. IN THE DARK

CHARACTERS

JOHN REPISO, a fruit-peddler.

OFFICERS: BRADY, BOCOCK, DINGWALTER, TRAIN, KELLY, SYFAX, EMMETT, BONES,

JACOB WOITEZEK, upholsterer.

GEORGE STEPHANIE, shoe-dealer.

FRUIT DEALER.

OLD WOMAN.

THE GHOST WITH THE RED EYES.

THE WRAITH.
Spirits, Passers-by, Voices of Various Dogs.

SCENE

Kerry Patch, adjoining the car-yards, at one in the morning. Long, dimly lighted streets, with here and there a gas lamp flaring in the wind. On the fourth floor of Kerrigans flats  a detached, tatterdemalion row of buildings facing Eleventh Avenue  a dim light behind a tightly drawn curtain is suddenly put out.

FIRST SPIRIT
[Sweeping by.]
A murder! A murder!

CALLAHANS GRAY BULL
[In the next block north.]
Wow! Wow! Wow! Gr-r-r  

SECOND SPIRIT
[Sweeping by.]
A murder! A murder!

MOINYHANS HOUND [Three blocks east.]
Yow-wee! Yow-wee! Yow-wee!  ee!  ee! (subsiding with a whine.)

THIRD SPIRIT
[Sweeping by.]
A murder! A murder! A murder!

KORNBLUMS GREAT DANE
[From the back yard of his grocery store, three blocks south.]
Ow-wow!  Ow-wow! Ow-wow! Yoof! Yoof!
Yoof! Ur!

A DOZEN DOGS
[In all directions, taking up the chorus.] Ow-wee! Ow-wee! Yoof! Yoof! Ur! Ur! Ooo! Ooo! Ooo!

OFFICER BRADY
[Stepping out of the family entrance of Dryheisens Café, three blocks south, and wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.]
Tis a strange noise these dogs do be makin. Whats scratchin them?

FIRST SPIRIT
[Sweeping by.]
A murder! A murder!

OFFICER BRADY
[Suffering an odd tremor of the flesh and adjusting his belt and revolver. He scratches his ear meditatively.]
A windy night.

JOHN REPISO
[Coming down the back stairs of Kerrigans flats in the dark, the wraith of a new spirit before him, a vile ghost with red eyes behind. Over his shoulder a thick, brown bundle. He opens the door carefully and peers out.] Alla right so far. Musta no maka da noise. (Peers out still further, sees a home-hurrying plumber and retreats.) Jesu! Santa Maria! San Tomo! (He wipes his brow with one grimy finger and listens until the steps die away in the distance.)

THE GHOST WITH RED EYES
[From behind.]
Fine! Fine! Ah, Life! Life! The smell of new blood! Fine!
[Before.]
Ah, me! Ah, me! Am I really dead? Where am I? I do not want to die!

A SCORE OF SPIRITS
[Rushing from street to street.]
A murder! A murder! Awake! Awake!
[The dogs begin to howl as before.]

JACOB WOITEZEK
[Upholsterer, a victim of insomnia and Brights disease, opening his window on the third floor opposite and leaning out.]
Ach, I sleep so badly. I think I am going to die. What is all the noise? The dogs! They never sleep! Why do they howl?

A SPIRIT
[Sweeping by.]
A murder! A murder! Awake! Awake!

JACOB WOITEZEK
[A tremor passing down his spine.]
Dark! And empty! The streets are very bare. When the dogs howl they say someone is dead. I must go back or I will take more cold in my back. How they howl! (He rubs his flabby, sickly face, looks up and down the long, dim street, and puts his hand on the window-frame to pull it down.)

OFFICER BRADY
[Strolling north, twirling his night-stick nonchalantly.]
Tis a great racket they make. Yed think theyud lost their last fren. Me granmother used to belave that whin dogs howled someone was dyin. That was in the country. Tis different in the big cities, no doubt. (He thumbs his belt and looks inquiringly around.)

FIVE SPIRITS
[Circling around him in a wreath.]
A murder! A murder! Awake! Awake! Watch! Wake!
[He feels the same tremor as before, and peers into every entry and storefront.]

JOHN REPISO
[Still waiting, but hearing no sound.]
No can wait. They no can tell without the head. One, two, tree block! Then cars! Then alla right! (He steps out.)

THE GHOST WITH RED EYES
Courage! Well done! Fine! Fine! Ah! Life is fine! (It keeps step behind.)

THE WRAITH
[Drifting on before.]
Perhaps I am not dead. I must stay near. I do not want to die!

CHORUS OF SPIRITS
[Clouding the air overhead.]
A murder! A murder! Vengeance! Come one! Come all! Vengeance!

JACOB WOITEZEK
[At his window.]
There comes a man with a bundle at this hour in the morning. I wonder what is in it? He keeps close to that wall.

A SPIRIT
[Sweeping by.]
A murder! A murder!

GEORGE STEPHANIK
[A shoe-dealer, coming home from a lodge meeting.]
That was a fine business I did this afternoon.
Fourteen pairs in three hours. It is because of the cold weather. If I could do as well as that every day I would open a bigger store in a little while. In a better neighborhood, too. This is nothing  very bad, trash. But why do the dogs howl so?
[There is continued yowling in near and far places.]

THREE SPIRITS
[Swirling about him.]
A murder! A murder! Watch! Behold!

THE SHOE-DEALER
[Hunching his shoulders, drawing his coat tight, and looking about him.]
I dont like these dark neighborhoods. I never did. They are dangerous. Is that a man with a bag in the next block? He is going into Santangelos, or the next place to it. But Santangelo is asleep. No, the man is just stopping there. What can he be carrying in a bag at this hour of the night?

THE THREE SPIRITS
[Still swirling in a circle above him.]
A murder! A murder! Watch! Watch!

THE SHOE-DEALER
[Bustling on.]
It is half-past one. It will be hard to get up again at seven in the morning. I do not like these late hours.

JOHN REPISO
[Crowding into a dark doorway, waiting for the stranger to pass, and adjusting the bundle on his back.]
Jesu! Santa Maria! San Tomo! One  two block more. Then no can see. Railroad track. No can tell. Come back same as any man.
[He adjusts the bundle and grasps the handle of a knife in his shirt-front.]

STEPHANIK
[Passing by on the other side of the street and peering over.]
There he is  someone waiting there. It is too dark to see. Someone with a bundle. There ought to be an officer hereabouts. They never do their duty, these police. You never can find one when you want one.

THE CLOUD OF SPIRITS  
[Over SANTANGELOS door.]
A murder! A murder! Come! Come!

THE THREE SPIRITS
[Circling over STEPHANIES head.]
A murder! A murder! Come! See!

STEPHANIE
[Unreasonably disturbed.]
It is strange  that man! Why should he hide here? He may be trying to break into Santangelos store! And these dogs! They make me creepy! If I could see an officer now!
[He hurries on, looking right and left, for he is a great coward.]

OFFICER BRADY
[Two blocks away, twirling his stick.]
Tis the divils own night for dogs! I never heard the like!
[He peers in at other doorways.]

GEORGE STEPHANIK
[Drawing nearer on the other side of the street, and crossing over to him.]
Officer! I saw a man in the next block, there, on this side of the street, hiding in a doorway. He had a bundle over his shoulder. It looked to me as if he had broken in somewhere or was going to. He didnt want me to see him. There are so many thieves around I thought you might want to see him. He is in Santangelos doorway.

OFFICER BRADY
[Stiffening with a sense of duty and adventure.]
In the next block, you say? Ill have a look at him. Come along if you like.
[Clouds of spirits wheel overhead, crying A murder! A murder!]

JOHN REPISO
[Peering out.]
Alla gone! Two more block! No more can tell without the head! Jesu! I no meant he die.
[He wipes his brow and starts.]

THE GHOST WITH RED EYES
Fine! Fine! Two more blocks! The smell of new blood! Ah! Ah!
[He keeps step behind.]

THE WRAITH
[Going before.]
Am I alive? Am I dead? I must stay near. I do not want to die!

THE SPIRITS
[Circling above in a great cloud.]
A murder! A murder! Come one, come all!
[The dogs begin to howl again.]

OFFICER BRADY
[Sighting the figure in the distance.]
There he goes now. Thats the man ye mean, no doubt. Well, well have a look at what he has in that bag. Come, now.
[He sharpens his pace.]

THE GHOST WITH RED EYES
Hurry! Hurry! Ah, a good deed. Good life! Good life! Would that I were alive!

THE SPIRITS
A murder! A murder!

JOHN REPISO
[Hearing steps and looking about.]
Ah, Jesu! Ah, San Tomo!
[He begins to run.]

OFFICER BRADY
[Beginning to run, also, two blocks behind.] Come, now! None o that!
[He raps on the sidewalk with his night-sticky then extracts his police-whistle and blows a blast.]
[JACOB WOITEZEK, who has only just closed his window, opens it. Other windows fly open.]

SPIRITS
[Sweeping before one and all.]
A murder! A murder!

JOHN REPISO
[Turning into the car-yard.]
Ah, Jesu! Ah, Santa Maria! Gratia Dio!
[He slips between two lines of idle boxcars, dark and sombre, and hurries past ten before he deposits the bag under the trucks of one of them.]
They may not find it yet. The police! That is my terrible luck, that there should be a policeman!
[He slips under the cars, while spirits hover overhead, passing through the wood and steel, leaving the wraith beside the bag. Outside the whistle of OFFICER BRAD? is sounding, the while other police-whistles answer from a distance, drawing nearer and nearer.]

THE WRAITH
[Hovering over the body.]
Am I dead? Am I dead? I do not want to die!

OFFICER BRADY
[Turning into the yard.]
We may have a job finding him in here. And the river is just beyond.
[He blows new blasts.]

OFFICER BOCOCK
[Running up.]
Whats the trouble? Whats the trouble?

OFFICER BRADY
A thief, be God! Hes just turned in here with a bag. Right through here he went.

OFFICER DINGWALTER
[Arriving breathless.]
Whats the row?

OFFICER BRADY
Wait here and tell the others. A thief has just turned in here with a bag.
[Other officers arrive. A spirited search begins. The place is surrounded.]

THE GHOST WITH RED EYES
[At the heels of REPISO.]
Fine! Fine! Well done! The body smells of blood! Fine!

THE SPIRITS
[A cloud over each officer.]
A murder! A murder! This way!
[They pass to REPISO and then back to the officers. The air is vibrant with their motion.]

REPISO
[Stumbling out from the last line of cars at the waters edge, and surveying the retaining wall. The water flows silently below.]
Jesu! No can swim! (He hears the continued shrieks of many whistles and at the same time discovers a sewer-vent.) Ah! Gratia Dio! Ah, Santa Maria! Gratia!
[He seeks, via rocks and a projecting beam, to lower himself into it.]

OFFICER BOCOCK
[Reaching the waters edge and flashing a bulls-eye out over the wall.]
This is where he would make for first.
[He keeps a cocked revolver poised lightly in his hand.]

OFFICER DINGWALTER
[Revolver and bulls-eye in hand.]
Ill look after the other end, George.

OFFICER TRAIN
Theres a sewer-vent here somewhere. He may make for that. (He walks along the wall toward it. A police-boat passes. He calls,) Shoot a light in here, captain, will you? We think a pigeon may have ducked in here.
[The boat draws near and a powerful ray is flashed.]

SPIRITS
[Filling the air like gulls.]
In here! In here! In here!

AN OFFICER
[On board the boat, detecting REPISO crouching low.]
Come out of that.
[Revolvers are drawn. Three men are landed.
They return with REPISO.]

THE GHOST WITH RED EYES
[Close behind.]
Ah, blood! More blood! Fine! Fine!

OFFICER BRADY
[Forcing himself to the front.]
Now yell be tellin me what ye did with that bag ye had. Where did ye put it?

ANOTHER OFFICER
[Shaking him roughly.]
Come, now! Out with it! Where did ye put it?

JOHN REPISO
[Cautiously.]
No spika da Anglais.

OFFICER BRADY
Ye Guinea scut! Its no English, is it? Well, well make ye talk something before long. Bring him along, boys. The bags here, if it aint in the river. Well soon be findin it. Ye say its not in the sewer there?

AN OFFICER
Its not in the sewer.
[The air is full of spirits weaving between the body and the searching police. Determined effort is made by the former to transmit knowledge in terms of thought.]

OFFICER KELLY
[Of the fifth precinct, throwing a bulls-eye light between the trucks of each car of the second row.]
Hi, now, heres somethin! (He reaches under and draws forth the bag.) Thisll be it, Im thinkin. (He takes out a knife, cuts the cord and reveals the wet wrappings of the body.) Mother of Mary! (He blows his police-whistle.)

OFFICER BOCOCK
[Appearing.]
Youve found it, have you?

OFFICER DINGWALTER
Thisll be more black-hand work, Im thinkin. Well, hell talk English or somethin like it before we get through.
[Other officers attend. Spirits, a legion, thread and weave.]

REPISO
[Arriving with several officers, the light of various bulls-eyes on his face. To himself, sotto voce.]
Jesu! Santa Maria! Me make me dont know.

OFFICER BRADY
Here ye are, my fine one. So thats what ye had in the bag? Now will ye speak and tell us where ye brought it from?

OFFICER DINGWALTER
[His hand on his collar, shaking him.]
Come, now, speak, will you?

REPISO
[Wet and blanched.]
No spika da Anglais! No understan!

OFFICER KELLY
[Outraged by the horror of it.]
Well spika the English for ye, ye black scut! Yell swing for this.

OFFICER SYFAX
[Newly arrived on the scene, and edging his way through.]
A murder? Whaddye know about that! Is that the man? Say (edging closer and peering into REPISOS face), I think I know this fellow. He used to be hangin around Kerrigans flats when I did the day trick there. Whered ye see him first?

OFFICER DINGWALTER
Brady saw him here in 11th Avenue somewhere.

OFFICER BRADY
[Eagerly.]
Sure, I thought thats where he might a been comin from when I seen him with the bag. Them flats is full of Eyetalians.

OFFICER BOCOCK
Wed better take him down there then and see what we can find out.
[The air is still thick with spirits weaving and threading; the red-eyed ghost standing behind REPISO, the wraith over the dead body repeating its vacuous plaint.]

THE WRAITH
Am I dead? Am I dead?

THE RED-EYED GHOST
Blood! More blood!

OFFICER DINGWALTER
[Officiously.]
Thats the idea. Someone ring for an ambulance.
Someone ought to stay here and look after this.

OFFICER KELLY
[Too old to be eager for publicity.]
Ill be lookin after that.
[The procession starts, with REPISO held by DINGWALTER and BOCOCK and followed by the ghost with red eyes. In front, SYFAX and BRADY; behind, Officers TRAIN, BONES, EMMETT. Over the body in the car-yards, the wraith. Overhead, a legion of spirits. The procession approaches the entrance to Kerrigans flats.]

OFFICERS SYFAX AND BRADY
[To citizens who have crowded in before.]
Out of the way there!
[They make their way up the stairs to the first landing, followed by DINGWALTER and BO- COCK with REPISO and the others.]

OFFICER SYFAX  
[Pounding vigorously on the door.]
Hello! Hello!
[An Italian fruit dealer puts his head out of the door.]

FRUIT DEALER
[Recognizing REPISO in the hands of the police.]
Whats da mat? Whats da mat?

OFFICER BRADY
[Irritably.]
Cut that, ye heathen Guinea! Yell soon know whats da mat. Did yez ever see this man before?

THE FRUIT DEALER
[Fearing Italian retaliation.]
No unstan! No spika da Anglais!

OFFICER SYFAX
[Vigorously.]
You lie, you hound! Theyre all in cahoots.
Somebody watch this man until we see about the others.
[OFFICER EMMETT takes charge of the fruit dealer. They turn to another door.]

OFFICER BRADY
[Beating it.]
Hello! Hello!
[He shakes the door-knob. An old woman puts her head out of the door.]

OLD WOMAN
Whatever is the matter?

OFFICER BRADY
Tell me, now, have ye ever seen this man before?

OLD WOMAN
[Unconscious of REPISOS strain and terror.] Why, yes, thats Mr. Repiso. Hes a nice man. Whatever are ye holding him for?
[Repiso shivers convulsively.]

OFFICER SYFAX
[Facetiously.]
A fine man, eh! Oh, perfectly good! What floor does he live on, old lady?

THE OLD WOMAN
The fourth. Im very sorry, Im sure. Whats he done?
[REPISO shivers again. The eyes of the ghost become vaguely luminous.]

OFFICER BRADY
What hasnt he done! Be all the saints! Does he speak English?

THE OLD WOMAN
Sure he speaks English. He always speaks it to me.

REPISO
[To himself Jesu!

THE GHOST WITH RED EYES
Blood! More blood!

SPIRITS
[Sweeping in clouds through wood and stone.] Up here! Up here!

OFFICER DINGWALTER
[To REPISO.]
I thought so. Now maybe youll talk, Charley. [They mount the stairs.]

OFFICER SYFAX
[Pounding on the door.]
Hello! Hello! (No answer.) Open the door! Hey! Open the door!
[He presses to break it in.]

OFFICER BRADY
[To REPISO.]
Is this where yez live? Say!

OFFICER DINGWALTER
You might as well talk. Its all up with you, anyhow. It might do you a little good to be honest.

JOHN REPISO
[Weakly, almost in a fainting condition.]
No can spik. No unerstan.

SPIRITS
[Swirling in circles.]
In here! In here!
[The door is broken down with a crash. They enter a tenement kitchen, oilcloth on the floor much worn, the stationary washtubs dirty and filled with junk, the walls painted a dull green and badly smeared. Beyond, a sitting-room badly arranged with cheap red-plush furniture, so worn that it looks as if it had been collected from ash-heaps. In one corner an imitation walnut table upset and the white marble top broken. A chair is piled on a black iron and wire couch. A zinc washtub holds the segments of a mans arms. In one corner of the room lies a roundish bundle. In another, on oilclothy lies a pair of legs. In the zinc washtub on a newspaper are laid a small saw and a knife. Brooding over it all, the wraithy unconscious of duality.]

OFFICER SYFAX
[Sweeping a bulls-eye around, then striking a light.]
Well, Ill be damned! Heres a how-dy-je-do! Whaddye know about this? Hes been tryin to cut him up into bits. Say, youre a wonder, Spaghetti! Theyll make a hell of a noise over this.
[He kicks the zinc tub with his foot, proud of his official association with so grim a crime.]

OFFICER BRADY
[Interested in the publicity he will get as the original pursuer, yet nauseated and anxious to have done.]
Mother of Moses! And I thought he was a second-story man!
[He sees the round bundle, suspects what it contains, but refrains from approaching it.]

THE WRAITH
Am I dead? Am I dead?

THE GHOST WITH RED EYES
Blood! Good blood!

OFFICER DINGWALTER
[Shaking REPISO.]
Come, me fine man! Whatve ye got to say to this? Cant ye talk English now a little?

OFFICERS TRAIN AND BOCOCK
[Crowding close.]
Speak up now! Whadyu kill!m for? Hey?

THE GHOST WITH RED EYES
Blood! Good blood!

OFFICER SYFAX
[Bringing forward the round bundle.]
Heres somethin else.
[He unties the rough twine and reveals a gory head, black-haired and curly, with a short black moustache. At sight of the face REPISO falls on his knees, uttering a cry and rocking emotionally to and fro.]

REPISO
[Frenzied and incoherent, the while the spirits sweep and swirl.]
No meana to kill. No maka da strong word, no maka da first blow! I alla time maka da safe word. He alla time follow me roun. He my brod. Hata da job! Hata da work! No maka da mon! Alla time beg! Alla time maka da lie! Say he no can find job. Alla time maka da game. No maka da fair game. He cheata da cards. Showa da stiletto  taka da mon  Madré de Dio! No can see, no can hear. He grabba all what I got.
[He raves on incoherently as to the details of the crime, the while the spirits weave and twine.]

OFFICER DINGWALTER
Thats the stuff. Now its comin out. Good for you, Italy!

OFFICER BONES
Sure, thats the way. They had a card game. This fellow gets sore and cuts him up. Its always the way with these spaghetti.

OFFICER TRAIN
[Coming back from the legs.]
Well, its the chair for him, hey?

OFFICER SYFAX
Sure; not a ghost of a chance.
[They ring for an ambulance. The coroner arrives. Officers, surgeons, gather up the remains. The lights are put out. The second representation follows them. Spirits fill the air, thinning and disappearing as they lead REPISO down the stairs.]

THE GHOST WITH RED EYES
[Glowing with a strange lustre.]
Blood! More blood!

CURTAIN


V. THE SPRING RECITAL

CHARACTERS

WILMUTH TABOR, an organist.

AN OLD DOOR-KEEPER.

MRS. PENCE.

MRS. STILLWATER.

TWO LOVERS.

A FAWN.

SIX HAMA-DRYADS.

A CAT.

A BUM.

THE MINISTER OF ST. GILES.

THREE PRIESTS OF ISIS.

A MONK OF THE THEBAID.

Troops of Fauns and Nymphs, clouds of Hags and Wastrels, persistences of Fish and Birds and Animals, various living and newly dead Spirits wandering in from the streets.

A prosperous First Church in the heart of a great city. Outside the citys principal avenue, along which busses and vehicles of all descriptions are rolling. An idling sense of spring in the gait and gestures of the pedestrians. Surrounding the church a graveyard, heavily shaded with trees, the branches of which reach to the open windows exhaling soft odors. Over the graves many full blown blossoms, and in the shy a round May moon. In front of the church hangs a small lighted cross, and under it swings the sign, Organ Recital, 8.30; Wilmuth Tabor, Organist The doors giving into the church are open. The interior, save for the presence of a caretaker in a chair, is empty. On either side of the pulpit, below a great, dark rose window, burns a partially lighted electrolier. In the organ loft, over the street doors, a single light.

FIRST STREET BOY
[To a companion, ambling to discover what the world contains, and glancing in as they pass.]
Gee! Whod wanta go to church on a night like this?

SECOND STREET BOY
I should say! Did you see the old guy wit de whiskers sittin inside?

FIRST STREET BOY
Sure. A swell job, eh?
[Their attention is attracted by an automobile spinning in the opposite direction, and they pass on.]

AN OLD LADY
[To her middle-aged daughter, on whose arm she is leaning... sympathetically and reminiscently.]
The dear old First Church! What a pity its parishioners have all moved away. I dont suppose the younger generation cares much for church going any more. People are so irreligious these days.

THE DAUGHTER
Poor Mr. Tabor. I went to one of his concerts in the winter and there were scarcely forty people there. And he plays so heavenly, too. I dont suppose the average person cares much for organ music.
[They pass with but a glance at the interior.]

A BELATED SHOE CLERK
[Hurrying to reach Hagans Olio Moving Picture Vaudeville Theatre before the curtain rises, but conscious that he ought to pay some attention to the higher phases of culture  turning to the old door-keeper.]
When does this concert begin?

THE OLD DOOR-KEEPER
[Heavily.]
Half past eight.
[He glances at the sign hanging over the youths head.]

THE BELATED SHOE CLERK
Do they have them every Wednesday night?

THE OLD DOOR-KEEPER
Every Wednesday. (The CLERK departs, and the old man scratches his head.) They often ask, but they dont come in. (He shifts to a more comfortable position in his chair.) I see no use playing to five or six people week in and week out all summer long. Still, if they want to do it they have the money. It looks like a good waste of light to me.
[Enter Mrs. PENCE and Mrs. STILEWATER, two neighbors of the immediate vicinity.]
Mrs. PENCE
[A heavy, pasty-faced woman in white lawn  lowering her voice to a religious whisper as they pass through the door.]
Yes, I like to come here now and then. I dont know much about music but the organ is so soothing. We had a parlor organ when I was a little girl and I learned to play on that.

MES. STILLWATER
[Short, blonde, and of a romantic turn, though the mother of three grown sons.]
I just think the organ is the loveliest of all instruments. Its so rich and deep. (They seat themselves in a pew.) Isnt it dim here? So romantic! I love an old church. I dont suppose people want much light when they hear music. See the moonlight in that window over there. Isnt it lovely?
[A pair of lovers enter.]

THE BOY
Ive heard of him. Hes a well-known organist. I wish he would play a Chopin Nocturne or something of Grieg. I love Grieg.

THE GIRL
Oh, yes, the Solviegs Lied. Isnt it still here!
[They seat themselves in a remote corner. She squeezes his hand and he returns the pressure.]

THE ORGANIST
[A pessimistic musician of fifty, entering and climbing slowly to the organ loft, surveying the empty auditorium gloomily.]
Only four people! (He turns on the bracket lights, uncovers the keys, and adjusts the sheets of his programme before him. Surveying himself in the mirror, and then examining the opening bars of Bachs Toccata and Fugue in D, he pulls out various stops and looks into the dim, empty auditorium once more.) What a night! And me playing in this dim, empty church. Its bad enough to be getting along in years and to have no particular following, but this church! All society and wealth away at the seashore and the mountains and me here. Ah, well. (He sighs.) Worse and worse times still succeed the former. (He sounds a faint tremolo to test the air pressure. Finding all satisfactory, and noting that the hands of his watch stand at eight-thirty, he begins the Overture to the Magic Flute.)
[Enter through an open north window even with the floor of the organ loft, a horned faun, with gay white teeth, grimacing as he comes. He begins pirouetting. He carries a hex on which he attempts to imitate the lovely piping of the overture.]

THE FAUN
[Prancing lightly here and there.]
Tra aa ala-lala! Ah, tra-la-la, Ah, tra-la-la! Tra-la-leee! Tra-la-leee! Very excellent! Very nice! (He grins from ear to ear and spying the church cat, a huge yellow torn who is mousing about, gives a spirited kick in its direction.) Dancings the thing! Life is better than death, thin shade that I am!

THE CAT
[Arching its back and raising its fur.]
Pfhs  s  st! Pfhs  s  st!
[The FAUN pirouettes nearer, indicating a desire to dance with it, whereupon the CAT retreats into a corner under the organ.]

THE FAUN
Ky-ey-ey! You silly dolt! (Kicks and spins away. )

THE ORGANIST
[Noticing the spit-fire attitude of the CAT.] He seems to see something. What the deuce is ailing him, now? I wonder whether cats do see anything when they act like that.
[He yields to the seduction of the frail harmony, and closes his eyes.]

THE BOY LOVER
Wonderful! So delicately gay and sad! Its just like flowers blooming in the night, isnt it?
[His sweetheart squeezes his hand and moves closer.]
[Enter Six HAMA-DRYADS from the trees without and circle about, wreath-wise under the groined arches of the ceiling. They are a pale, ethereal company, suiting their movements to the melody and its variations.]

THE SIX HAMA-DRYADS
Arch of church or arch of trees, Built of stone or built of air, Spirits floating on a breeze, Dancing gayly anywhere.
Out of lilac, out of oak, Hard by asphodel and rose, Never time when music spoke But a dryad fled repose.
Weaving, turning, high and low Where the purpled rhythms fall, Where the plangent pipings call, Round and round and round we go.

THE FAUN
[Dancing forward and about them.]
I can dance! Let me dance!
[He grins in the face of one.]

THE HAMA-DRYADS
Go way! Dont bother!

THE FAUN
Oh, dont be so fussy. (He dances away by himself.)

THE CAT
[Prowling under the organ.]
I saw a mouse peeping out of that hole just now. Wait! (He crouches very low, ready to spring.)

THE ORGANIST
[Dreamily.]
This passage always makes me think of moonlight on open fields and the spicy damp breath of dark, dewy wood, and of lilacs blowing over a wall, too. So suitable, but I would rather live than play. (He sighs.)
[A gloomy ghost with hard green eyes enters from the sacristy, and pauses in a dark angle of the wall.]

THE GHOST
[A barrel house burn a dozen years dead, but still enamored of the earth.]
Whats doing here, I wonder? (He stares.) A lot of fools dancing. Hm! (Turns and departs.)

THE GIRL
Oh, Sweetheart, isnt it perfect? (She lays her head on his shoulder.)

THE BOY
Darling!

THE CAT
[Springing.]
There! I almost caught him! (Peers into the hole.) Just the same, I know where he is now. (He strolls off with an air of undefeated skill.)

THE ORGANIST
[Missing a note.]
This finale isnt so easy. And I dont like it as well, either. I always stumble in these allegro movements. (He wipes his brow, improvises a few bars, interpolating also a small portion of the triumphal march from Aida) This is different. I can do it better.

MRS. STILLWATER
[Shifting her arm and moving her knee.]
I never like loud music as well as the softer kind. That middle part was beautiful.

MRS. PENCE
Well, I cant say I like loud music, either, but now this  
[He begins upon the Grail motif from Parsifal.]

THE SIX HAMA-DRYADS
[Still circling.]
Rose of fancy, gold of soul, Of all fragrance taking toll, Of all rhythm weaving wiles, We, the fabric of all smiles.
[They cease dancing and drift out of the window, followed by the FAUN. AS they do so an ENGLISH MINISTER, once of St. Giles, Cirencester, who died in 1631, a MONK of the Thebaid, A. D. 300, and three PRIESTS OF ISIS, B. C. 2840, enter. On detecting the odour of reverence, they materialize themselves to themselves as servitors of their respective earthly religions  the Egyptians in their winged hoods, the monk of the Thebaid in his high pointed cowl, the Minister of St. Giles in his broad-brimmed hat with high conical crown, knee-length coat, and heavy, silver-buckled shoes.]

THE MINISTER OF ST. GILES
[To himself.]
An unhappy costume this that I wear, yet it is all that identifies me with my former earthly self, or with life. (He notes the Egyptians and the monk, but pays no attention to them for the moment.)

FIRST PRIEST OF ISIS
[To his brothers.]
A house of worship, I take it. How the awe of man persists. I thought I detected exquisite and harmonious vibrations here.

SECOND PRIEST
[Tall and severely garbed, yet in the rich colors of his order.]
And I. It is melody, I feel the waves.

THIRD PRIEST
[Signing in the direction of the organist.] There is the musician. How pale his emanation. He is arranging something. And here is a very present reminder of one of our earthly stupidities. We worshiped the forerunner of that in our day. (He motions to the church CAT who strolls by with great dignity. They smile,)

THE CAT
[Surveying them with indifferent eyes.]
At least I am alive.

FIRST PRIEST
[A master of astrology.]
Small comfort. You will be dead within the year. I see the rock that ends you. Then no more airs for you.

THE MONK OF THE THEBAID
[To himself.]
This is a religious edifice  heavily material but of small pomp  Christian, possibly. That spirit yonder (he surveys the minister of St. Giles) was also a priest of sorts I take it, and these three Egyptians  how they strut! They give themselves airs because of the memory of them and their rites that endures in the world.

THE MINISTER OF ST. GILES
[Surveying the monk.]
A sombre flagellant. I wonder has he outgrown his earthly illusion! (He approaches.) Brother  do I not meet an emancipated spirit?

THE MONK
You do. Centuries of observation have taught me what earthly search could not. I smile at the folly of this. (He waves an inclusive hand about him.)

THE MINISTER OF ST. GILES
And I, I also  though I was of stern faith in my day, and of this very creed. Even now I suspect some discoverable power worthy of worship. My mere persistence causes me to wonder though it does not explain me to myself.

THE MONK
Nor does mine to me, nor the persistence of their seeming reality to them. (He points through the transparent walls of the church to where outside moving streams of shadows  automobiles, belated wagons, and pedestrians are to be seen  and to the lovers.) Yet there is no answer that I can discover  at least I drift and speculate. How much longer shall we persist? I often ask myself. They ( he waves a hand at the mass outside) have their faith, futile as it is. A greater darkness has fallen on you and me. Endless persistence for us if we must, let us say, but merging at last into what?

THE MINISTER OF ST. GILES
Ay, what! And when I died I imagined I should meet my maker face to face.

THE MONK
[Smiling.]
And I the same. And they  (He nods toward the Egyptians)  their gods were as real to them,  shadows all of the unknowable.  

THE ORGANIST
[Plunging into the minor-theme, which speedily dies off into unfathomable mysteries of bud notes and tones.]
I wonder if Im boring them by this heavy stuff. Still what do I care? There are only four.
[Nevertheless he passes from the Grail motif into the dance of the flower maidens.]

THE BOY
Isnt it lovely!

THE GIRL
Perfect!

THE ORGANIST
Lovely and very difficult. These pedals are working rather stiffly,  and that automobile has to honk just now.
[He fingers lightly three notes of a major key indicative of woodland echoes and faint bird notes. Re-enter the barrel-house BUM, who is seeking anything that will amuse him.]

THE BUM
Still playing! Hell! And there are those two old stuffs of women. Not an idea between em.
[He turns to go but catches sight of the monk and the Egyptians. He pauses, and then turns back.]

THE MONK
[Addressing the Egyptians.]
Soothing harmonies these! Most strange combinations, the reason for which we cannot guess, the joy and beauty of which we know. I find earthly harmonies very grateful.

FIRST PRIEST
And I. But I cannot fathom the origin of them.
[He observes the BUM and dematerializes to avoid him. The others follow. When they reappear in another part of the church the BUM instantly pursues them.]

THE BUM
[Staring interrogatively and irritatingly at the monk and the Egyptians, who, however, pay not the slightest attention to him.]
You thought you knew somepin when you were alive, didn jah? You thought you were smart, huh? You thought youd find out somepin when yuh died, huh? Well, yuh got fooled, didn jah? Youre like all the other stuffs that walk about and think they know a lot. Yuh got left. Har! Har! Har! (He chortles vibrantly.) I know as much as you fellers, and Ive only been dead a dozen years. There aint no answer! Har! Har! Har! There aint no answer! An here you are floatin aroun in them things! (He indicates their dress.) Oh, ho, ho! (He grins maliciously and executes a crude clog step.)

THE MONK
[Repugnantly, and pulling his cowl aside.] Away, vile creature  unregenerate soul! Has even the nothingness of materiality taught you nothing?

THE BUM
[Straightening up and leering.]
Whos vile? Whats vile? (He thinks to become obstreperous but, recalling his nothingness, grins contemptuously.) You think youre still a monk, don jah? You think youre good  bettern anybody else. What jah got to be good about, eh? Oh, ho, ho, ho, ho! Ah har, har, har, har! He thinks hes still a monk  say, cull  !

FIRST PRIEST
[To the monk sympathetically.]
Come away, friend. Leave him to his illusions.

SECOND PRIEST
Time alone can point out the folly of his mood. Let us vanish.

THE MINISTER OF ST. GILES
[Drawing near and scowling at the BUM.]
Out, sot!

THE BUM
[Defiantly and yet indifferently.]
Whos a sot? An wheres out? Oh, ho, ho, ho, ho!

THE ORGANIST
[Passing into the finale.]
And this is even more beautiful. It suggests graves and shrines  and fauns dancing. But I dont propose to play long for four people  !!
[A troop of FAUNS and NYMPHS dance in, pursuing and eluding each other. The Six HA- MA-DRYADS return, weaving and turning in diaphanous line. A passing cloud of HAGS and WASTRELS, the worst of the earth lovers, enticed by the gaiety of sound, enter and fill the arches and the vacant spaces for the moment, shipping about in wild hilarity. The BUM joins them, dancing deliriously. Persistences of fish and birds and animals, attracted by the rhythm which is both color and harmony to them, turn and weave among the others. Ancient and new dead of every clime, enamored of the earth life and wandering idly, enter. A TIRED PEDESTRIAN of forty, an architect, strolling for the air and hearing the melody, enters. After him come spirits of the streets  a doctor and two artisans, newly dead, wondering at the sound.]

THE MINISTER OF ST. GILES
[Noting the flood of hags and wastrels.]
And these horrible presences! Succubi! Will they never get enough of materiality?

THE MONK
In my day the Thebaid was alive with them  the scum of Rome and Alexandria, annoying us holy men at our devotions.

THE MINISTER OF ST. GILES
Do you still identify yourself with earthly beliefs?

THE MONK
A phrase! A phrase! In the presence and thought of materiality I seem to partake of it.

FIRST PRIEST
And I! A sound observation!

THIRD PRIEST
The lure of life! It has never lost its charm for me.  

THE MINISTER OF ST. GILES
[To himself.]
Nor for me.

THE FAUN
[Cavorting near, his hex to his lips, piping vigorously.]
Heavy dolts! Little they know of joy except to stare at it.

THE MINISTER OF ST. GILES
[Indicating the FAUN.]
And this animal  to profane a temple!

THE MONK
[Mischievously.]
And do you still cling to earthly notions of sanctity?

THE MINISTER OF ST. GILES
I hold, as I have said, that there must be some power that explains us.

THE SIX HAMA-DRYADS
[Dancing and singing.]
Round and round a dozen times, Three times up and three times down, Catch a shadow circlewise, Fill it full of thistle down.
Fill it up and then away  
How can stupid mortals know All the gladness of our play  
Where the dew-wet odors blow, Round and round and round we go!

THE BUM
[Spinning near.]
This is glorious! Gee!

FIRST PRIEST
[Unconscious of anything save the charm of the rhythm.]
Sweet vibrations these. But not our ancient harmonies. In our time they were different. Would that I could dance thus!

SECOND PRIEST
Our day! Our day! Endless memories of days. Oh, for an hour of sealed illusion!

THE BOY LOVER
Isnt it perfect!

THE GIRL
Divine! Its like a dream, and I want to cry.

THIRD PRIEST
The harmony! The harmony! (He calls his friends and points to the BOY and GIRL. The three approach and stand before the lovers, viewing them with envious eyes.) In ancient Egypt  on the banks of the Nile  how keen was this thrill of existence! How much greater is their reality than ours! And all because of their faith in it.

THE MINISTER OF ST. GILES
[Heavily.]
I grieve for life, brother.

THE MONK
And I also. Would that I might return! (They sigh.)

THE ORGANIST
[Finishing with a flourish.]
Well, theres the end of my work tonight.
[He closes various stops, begins to gather up his music and turn out the lights. The DRYADS and NYMPHS flood out of the windows, followed by FAUNS, HAGS, and WASTRELS. The green-eyed BUM starts to go, but pauses, looking back wistfully. The EGYPTIANS, fading from their presence as such, appear only as pale flames.]

MRS. STILLWATER
[Pluming herself.]
Now that was lovely, wasnt it?

MRS. PENCE
Charming, very charming!

THE BOY LOVER
Dont you love Wagner?

THE GIRL
Ido! Ido!
[In the shadows they embrace and THE ORGANIST
[Wearily, as he bustles down the stairs.]
Why should I play any more for four people? Its nine oclock. A half hour is enough. At least I can find a little comfort at the Crystal Garden.
[He thinks of an immense beer place, and shrugs his shoulders the while. The old doorman, hearing him go out, prepares to put out the lights.]

MRS. STILLWATER
[Rising.]
I do believe its over.

MRS. PENCE
Well, there are so few you can scarcely blame him.

THE BUM
[Gloomily.]
Now I gotta find somepin else.

THE CHURCH CAT
[Prowling toward the organ loft in the dark of the closed church.]
Now for one more try for that mouse.

CURTAIN


VI. THE LIGHT IN THE WINDOW

CHARACTERS

TRURO KINDELLING, a social butterfly. LAURA, his wife.

JOHN KITTS, a prosperous hat dealer. TUBBS, officer of the beat.

BURTON, the butler.

MISS WORTH BUDD, spinster.

Passers-by: A MILLIONAIRE IRON MANUFACTURER, A MESSENGER BOY, A LAWYER, A SCRUB WOMAN, A DEPARTMENT STORE MANAGER, A DISH WASHER, A YOUNG SCRIBBLER, A SHOP GIRL, MRS. COUPLES, A NEIGHBOR, MRS. ARTHUR DEEKER, HAND ORGAN.

SCENE

The best residence section of an old but fashionable district in the heart of a great city. To the east and west and south large districts of trade and manufacture. Crowds of workers and organizers of all degrees of ability and prosperity pour across and through it at all hours. At the corner of two intersecting streets where the tide of traffic is heaviest a large square brick house with white marble steps and window lintels. A wide parquetry stone walk leads to the front door and about one side of the house to the rear. A low box hedge encloses uniform lawn spaces. Square French windows are decorated at the bottom by boxes containing dwarf evergreens and English ivy sufficiently hardy to survive the winter. The interior faces of the windows are fitted with thin net of delicate texture and the sides draped with warm yellow brocade, visible from the street in the daytime or when the interior is lighted at night.

On the outside, of a late December evening, heavy flakes of snow are falling and the street is already white. Interiorly the rear parlor is lighted by a tall lamp, shaded with yellow silk. Looking in through the windows a fire, judged by a flickering glow, is burning somewhere. Before it, not visible from the street, a man and woman, the former standing, the latter sitting. Outside the ruck of traffic and pedestrians, the majority of whom give the old house at least a passing glance.

A MILLIONAIRE IRON MANUFACTURER
[Speeding north in his brown limousine, to a wealthy customer whom he is taking home to dinner.]
One of the oldest and prettiest residences of this section. I once tried to buy it! Owned now by the Kindellings  one of the best families here. (They speed past.)

JOHN KITTS
[A prosperous hat dealer, to OFFICER TUBBS, whom he has encountered on his way home, talking on the street corner opposite.]
Yes, old Col. Kindelling used to be a great figure around here. Ive seen him with his boy who lives over there now  a big, broad-chested, side-whiskered man. The mothers a hard, cold, clever woman, they say. Ive seen her, too, but not often. I dont know much about the boy.

OFFICER TUBBS
[With an air of knowing much more than he cares to communicate.]
Manys the time Ive seen him comin in with more than was good for him  and her, too.
MR. KITTS
[With a thought to his own children].
What the father earns the children spend.

LAURA KINDELLING
[Formerly the principal of the Lyceum Players, and the heroine of an unsanctioned society-theatrical marriage, rising and walking irritably to the mantel. She is of medium height, lithe, graceful, with a wealth of brown hair, and trailing an afternoon gown of green velvet. Her hands are unfortunately much too plump  her face the rounded oval of the petted beauty.]
You know I never said that! I never gave her the least cause to take offense. Shes never forgiven you for marrying me, thats all. She resented it from the first, and she resents it now. Has she ever called on us except to suggest that you go somewhere without me? Has she ever written a letter that hasnt had a criticism or a suggestion that wasnt directed against me in it? Has she  I ask you?

A MESSENGER BOY
[Passing and observing the glow in the window through the snow.]
Gee! I wish I could live like dat! It must be nice to be rich.

GEORGE WILSON ATTERSON sentimental lawyer, living at the Elzevir Club in the next block.]
The snow gives that doorway a very artistic look in this light. Red brick through snow is very effective. And that yellow light! If I could only find the right woman and establish a comfortable home like that. (His footfalls sink noiselessly into the fresh fallen snow.)

TRURO KINDELLING sleek, languid, carefully dressed individual of good height, but no great force  disturbed and bored, and finding it difficult to conceal his moody but admitting to himself the truth of his wifes charges. One carefully poised hand is twirling first one and then the other of a handsome pair of mustaches. The other is resting on the mantel.]
But, Laura! I know you dont understand mother. Im sure you never have. She isnt as tactful as she might be  at times  owing to her affection for me, perhaps; but as to that, if you didnt take such a savage attitude  

LAURA [Irritably and scornfully.]
Savage attitude! Tactless! Id like to know who has been savage if she hasnt. She didnt try to get you to come and visit Great Oaks alone the third week we were married, did she? She didnt get you to stay there two weeks when you only went to stay a day  did she?

TRURO
[Lying whole-heartedly.]
But she was sick when I got there  

LAURA Sick! Sick! Yes, I know how sick she was. She wasnt so sick but what she could go to the Redowas house party and the Shadow Plains Hunt, and you with her. Oh (as KINDELLINGS eyes lift), you neednt try to deny it. I know! Kitty Stapleton was there and she told me. (KINDELLING abandons his hope of lying out of it and relaxes his eyes,) And all the time I thought you were telling me the truth.

A SCRUB WOMAN
[Making her way toward one of the office buildings south.]
Ah, the rich have the easy time! No worries... and the warm fire... and the good bed.... (She pulls unthinkingly at her brown shawl, and trudges on.)

TRURO KINDELLING
[Thinking as LAURA talks.]
Mother really does dislike her terribly. I never imagined she could be so bitter. Ill never get a dollar of the estate as long as she can prevent it  as long as I stay with Laura. She is even going to hold up that inheritance of Uncle Wills unless I divorce her and marry some one she approves of  and on the ground of incompetence. If I sue! Gad! And yet she loves me. I dont know but what shes right at that. Laura isnt in our set, and I cant put her there. (He decides what to answer.) The fact is we went both times because she was feeling so bad that I thought the outing would do her good. She was sick all right.

LAURA Oh, was she? Well, you forget that you told me that you hadnt gone anywhere. That your mother had been too sick to leave the house!  (Her lip curls contemptuously.)

KINDELLING
[Not recalling that he ever made such a statement, but judging it to he true.]
When did I say that? I dont recall making such a statement. (To himself.) Gad! She has a sharp tongue! Perhaps mothers right. I did make a miserable mistake in marrying her. Shes beautiful, but shes slovenly, and she never takes the hair out of her comb. Now Althea Cameron   (He thinks to find an opportunity to pet her and so soften her mood.)

A BRISK DEPARTMENT STORE MANAGER
[In charge of white goods at Swintons  Christian, home loving, believing in all the conventions as preached.]
Now, that is what I call a lovely home. All peace and quiet and family affection. Hard-earned, no doubt. After all, prosperity depends on moral order and honesty. People get rich and stay rich because they deserve to.
[He eyes a shabby restaurant dish washer who is passing with suspicion as to his moral worth.]

THE DISH WASHER
Gee! That light through the snow makes me think of Christmas. I wish I could buy Annie a new coat.

MRS. KINDELLING
Why, just after you came back. You have an awfully poor memory, Truro. Youre not the one to try to lie out of things. (She smiles superiorly.) Youre letting your mother poison your mind against me in spite of anything I can do or say. I can tell.

KINDELLING
What do you mean  poisoning my mind? I dont see that Ive changed any. (He resumes his former position before the fire.)

MRS. KINDELLING
[Bitterly, and with a touch of heart pain as she recalls the intoxication of the first six months.]
Oh, dont you! You dont recall how you laced my shoes and corsets every morning, do you! Or that you insisted on buttering my bread and sugaring my coffee, and bringing me my negligee. (She represses a tendency to sob.) Youve done those things every day this year, havent you? (Her eyes harden as she thinks of his mother.)

KINDELLING
[Wincing at the memory of his lapsed passions, but desiring not to revive them, and yet failing to connect the change with his mother.] Do you mean to say that I havent done any of those things this year?

MRS. KINDELLING
[Her eyes swelling confutingly.]
You know you havent!

KINDELLING
[Defiantly, and not wishing to put himself in a position where more billing and cooing will he necessary.]  
Well, anyhow, I dont see how you can connect mother with that.

MRS. KINDELLING
[Realizing that another affectional transport has eluded her, and troubled by the ominous import of his indifference.]
Its always mother, never me. How can you stand there and say that she isnt poisoning your mind when over eight months ago you were planning to sue if your inheritance wasnt released and here you are, just where you were before. First she was sure to love me and we were to live at Great Oaks; then after she refused to have anything to do with me, you were going to stay away from her and let her do as she pleased; we were going to live in Europe; then you had to go there and try to persuade her to give you what is yours, what you could get by sueing. Now there isnt a week goes by without your spending at least two or three days with her, and maybe more. Its mother here and mother there, and mother this and mother that, while I sit here and get no more consideration than a housekeeper or a servant. (Her eyes blaze.)

KINDELLING
[Thinking of Althea Cameron  the daughter of the millionaire bond broker  whom his mother favors and to marry whom his mother plans to have him divorce his wife. He sees her slim, aloof, not nearly so animal or tactless as LAURA. On marrying her his mothers fortune would come to him without question  as well as Althea.]
Well  shes my mother, isnt she? You dont expect me to ignore her entirely? Besides  she has me in her power  you know that. What can we do without money? Weve talked it over lots of times. She can keep my share of fathers fortune or give it away if she wants to. It was left entirely to her. (A vision of his fathers contempt for him clouds his thought for a moment.) As for that eighty thousand Uncle Will left, I know she hasnt any right to keep it back, but she threatens to declare me incompetent if I sue her. (He assumes as good a look of injured innocence as he may.)

LAURA [Turning on him bitterly.]
Is that why you have changed toward me?

KINDELLING
[To whom the idea comes as a blow.]
Why no, certainly not. What makes you say that I have changed when I havent?

LAURA [Heavily and sneeringly.]
No, you havent. But youre preparing to go out for the third time this week to your mothers! That isnt any sign of change, is it? Oh, I know what she wants! You neednt try to deceive me! She thinks I can be bought off, and you can marry someone else,  that Althea Cameron she and you are always going around with. You think I dont know, dont you? You think Im a silly fool. Well, Ill show you and her. (She walks passionately toward one of the front windows and begins to sob.)

BURTON
[The butler, who has been requested to order the car, entering from the dining room.]
The cars here, sir.

KINDELLING
[Remorseful for the moment, but noting that she is less graceful than Althea Cameron, and that her face takes on unsatisfactory lines when crying.] Very well, Burton. (To LAURA):
Now, Laura  really you are impossible at times. Whatever put such an idea in your head? You know it isnt true. I promised her to go. My troubles are certainly enough without your adding to them. You must see how it is. (He approaches to lay a consoling but indifferent hand on her.)

A YOUNG SCRIBBLER
[An assistant magazine editor and self-imagined poet  seeing the car in front and her in the shadow, outlined against the light.]
Ah, the lovely woman! A maiden  probably dreaming of love! And wealthy! If only some rich and beautiful girl would fall in love with me. A house like that and an automobile.
[He stiffens himself so as to present his best address and walks stiffly by. His thoughts are on how well he would look paying court to one such in an exceptional parlor.]

MRS. COUPLES
[A resident of one of the side streets, a simple, homely housewife, fond of her husband and her children  noting the glow of the windows in the deepening gloom.]
That house always looks so charming, so well kept. It must be a happy family that lives there. They certainly love flowers and they have everything to make them happy.

BURTON
[The butler, surveying Schrieber, the gardener, who is packing in a small tree for the winter in the back yard. BURTON is comfortably lounging in the warm dining room.]
E might a done that a month ago, the loafer. And the edge not clipped this fall either. (He sniffs.)

A LITTLE SHOP GIRL
[Bustling home, full of impossible romance, and surveying the windows and the car with bursting sentiment.]
Oh, to be rich! And happy! (She pictures a society youth imploring her to be his.)

OFFICER TUBBS
[Beating the lamp post with his club, and still talking to MR. KITTS.]
I saw that Truro Kindelling riding with his wife here the other day. His name was in the paper not long ago. He won some coaching prize or other.
MR. KITTS
Oh, yes, hes well known for that. Theres some trouble between his mother and the daughter-in-law as I understand it. Old Colonel Kindelling didnt think much of his son, I guess. He left everything to his wife to do with as she chose.

OFFICER TUBBS
These rich sons dont know what to do with their money  half of them. (He strikes an attitude indicative of his own ability as a careful citizen.)

LAURA Dont touch me! Dont come near me! I know how it is. I know how you feel. If you didnt you wouldnt have neglected me the way you have. (The thought passes through her mind that she enjoys herself elsewhere than at home on occasions, but she puts it aside.) Anyone who can let his mother act as yours has toward me and still neglect his wife for her certainly dont care much. (She waits for him to make some comment, but he merely stares at her.) If theres nothing more than that left Id better let you get a divorce, and  (The telephone hell rings.) There she is now! You havent come soon enough. (She snaps her teeth savagely.)

BURTON
[Appearing at the door.]
Youre wanted on the phone, sir. (KINDELLING and BURTON leave.)

MRS. ARTHUR DEEKER
[Speeding north in her machine and noting the lights.]
It looks as though the Kindellings were home tonight. He must find it dull since he cant take her out anywhere. (She subsides into her furs.)

MISS MARTHA BUDD
[A spinster saleslady, occupying the front room in a hoarding house opposite on the side street, preparing to go down to a lonely dinner. From her window she can survey the entire Kindelling home.]
It is so dreadful to be lonely. I havent a single place to go. Another evening of reading. (She notes the light opposite.) If I only had a home! Think of all those who are rich and happy.
MR. KITTS
When I was in Havana once the Colonel came down there with his horses and autos. He had an immense sugar plantation among other things.

LAURA [Alone, soliloquizing.]
I know its she, the devil. Now for one last play. If he goes tonight, after all Ive said, all is lost. I might as well give up.
[She goes to the mirror and back, distrait, a kind of horror of defeat upon her, takes out her handkerchief and begins to cry.]

KINDELLING
[Coming in.]
Its mother  Im late as it is. (Looks at his watch.) I promised to be there at six-thirty. (He notes her tears.) Why will you cry, Laura? I havent changed, really I havent. (To himself.) This is a damned nuisance. (Comes over and puts his arm about her.) Why not let this go until tomorrow. I have to go tonight. I promised. She has guests there who are expecting to meet me. But tomorrow  (He pauses, disturbed that he has been so foolish as to mention guests and another day.)

LAURA [Taking fire at the thought of pleasant and possibly alluring company while she remains at home. She hopes he will invite her to ride with him.]
Are you really going? I suppose your dear Althea will be there, the cat! Doesnt the fact that I am here alone while you are away enjoying yourself make any difference to you at all? Dont you love me any more in any way? (She begins sobbing dramatically.)

KINDELLING
[Thinking to himself as LAURA weeps.]
This is really too much. Mother is right. Why should I stick to some one of whom I am tired? Im sorry  I made a mistake, thats all. Laura whines too much. Shes too clinging. Shes too sharp tongued. I think when I go tonight Ill stay a long time and see what she does about that. I can give her a hundred thousand eventually. Its the only way. (He addresses her.) Now I must go, Laura  I cant get out of it. This is nonsense. Ill come back late in the evening if you wish, but I must go now  really. You mustnt keep me. (He begins to loose the hand which she has laid on his shoulder.)

LAURA [Realizing that she is in danger of defeat and beginning to moan.]
Oh, dear! Oooh, dear!

KINDELLING
[Irritated and therefore firm.]
Now, Laura, this is ridiculous. Here I have a dinner appointment with my own mother at six-thirty, and at seven or nearly so I am still here, arguing with you. You always begin  just at this time when I have to leave. I havent time now, and Ive got to go. What you say isnt true, and anyway Im not going to stop and argue it now. Mother isnt as terrible as you think  and anyhow (he loosens her hand and puts her away gently but firmly) theres no use in our taking this particular time to settle it.
[He starts to move, but she clings to him. He forces her hands off and moving to a chaise longue puts her into it.]

LAURA [Hysterically, sensing the import of his departure.]
Oh, God! Oh, God! He forsakes his own wife for his mother, and another woman, and after only two years! To think that I should come to this. To think that that cold, scheming cat should be able to separate us  and after all that has been between us! Oh, oh, oh!!!

KINDELLING
[Seeing an excuse for anger and anxious to use it to effect a permanent separation.]
You call her a cat?

LAURA [Losing her self-control and her tact.]
Yes, I do. Shes a vile, treacherous, cold-hearted, scheming woman, and you know it. She planned to twist you around her finger, and shes done it. Youre no better than she is. Youre just as anxious to break with me as she is to have you. Youre both in a scheme to wreck my life. (She pauses, realizing she has said too much. )

KINDELLING
[Coldly and with an air of injured innocence.] Oh, very well  if thats the way you look at it. I dont see that were very well mated as it is. You go your way and Ill go mine. Ill not stay to listen to your charges. This is the end so far as Im concerned. (He steps into the hall and takes down his hat and coat.)

BURTON
[Who has overheard much of the storm, appearing to assist him.]
Will you be coming back before midnight tonight, Mr. Truro?

KINDELLING
[Irritably.]
Ill not be back at all tonight, Burton ( to himself), or ever, I hope.

BURTON
[Smugly.]
Very well, sir. (Fearing the possible approach of MRS. KENDELLING he discreetly retreats.)

LAURA [Realizing that she has overplayed her part and that he has a seeming excuse for anger.]
Oh, Truro, I didnt mean that. I wasnt thinking what I was saying. I was just angry and hurt. (She sees him pull on his overcoat with a jerk and imagines him temporarily outraged.) Please dont go. Please dont say you mean to go for good. It was just a slip of the tongue  really it was. I didnt mean it. I know you love me  some, anyhow. Oh, Truro! (He puts on his hat and pushes his way to the door.) Oh, Truro! Truro! Please dont go! Please dont! Please tell me that you love me before you do, anyhow! (He opens the door and pushes out into the entry way.) Truro! For Gods sake!

KINDELLING
[Forcefully, irritably, taking full advantage of his chance.]
Let go! (He forces her hands loose from about his neck and pushes her back.) What do you want! All the neighbors to hear you? Ive done, I tell you; youre too much for me! (He pushes her in, pulls the door to, runs down the steps and jumps into the car. To the chauffeur): Mothers.

LAURA [Reopening the door frantically.]
Truro! Truro! Oh, for Gods sake, Truro! Dont leave me! Dont leave me, Truro! Oh, Truro, if you love me  (She sees him disappear in the snow up street.)

OFFICER TUBBS
[Noting the exit.]
But its a beautiful home they have, servants and autos, and all that.
MR. KITTS
And twenty millions when his mother dies.

OFFICER TUBBS
And twenty millions.

THE SPINSTER
[In her front room, noting KINDELLINGS departure.]
A man to love you! To take you in his arms in front of a warm fire!

LAURA [Twisting her hands feverishly]. But he must come back! He will! He cant mean that  so soon  Oh, my God! My God! (She runs feverishly to dress and follow him.]

A HAND ORGAN
[Wheeling into position in front of the house.] Everybodys doin it, doin it, doin it  Everybodys doin it, doin it, doin it  

BURTON
[From the library window, left front.]
Hi do wish these ere and organ men would stop playing in front of hour residence. Theyre always a doing of it, and Hive spoken to the hofficers ere-abouts more an once. Wretched beggars! (He frowns darkly.)
MR. KITTS
[Realizing the flight of time.]
Well, good-night, officer.

OFFICER TUBBS
[Staring at the hand-organ man, but, enjoying the melody, permitting him to remain.] Good-night to you, Mr. Kitts.

CURTAIN


VII. OLD RAGPICKER

CHARACTERS

Officers of adjoining beats: Brogan, Mullarky
OLD RAGPICKER.

AN OLD WOMAN.

A GROCER BOY.

Children and Passers-by.

SCENE

A street corner in the lower west side in New York City. Low red brick three and four story buildings make the prospect on either hand, corners almost invariably being made into stores. In the front of one of them and next to a store stand two garbage cans conspicuously full.

On the corner under the wooden awning of one of two stores diagonally opposite to each other two policemen meet. One, the officer of the beat, is an oldish man, well over forty, genial, contemptuous. He stands twirling his club and looking indifferently about him. The other, younger still, a brute of a boy, but polished as to shoes and buttons, and conspicuous for his very large hands pinched into snow white cotton gloves, is equally bored. They salute.

TIME  Noon of a raw, January day.

OFFICER BROGAN
[Contemptuously and wearily, desiring to show off before his fellow officer.]
This is a hell of a beat, this is! This is a hell of a beat. Ive chased two cats out of a garbage can since morning and made one drunk move on. This is a hell of a beat, this is! (He twirls his stick.)

OFFICER MULLARKY
[Also contemptuously, but with a devil-may-care air, twirling his club like a baton.] Whaddy yah want, anyhow? Whatre yuh lookin for, a murder? We dont have anythin like that down here. This is a respectable neighborhood, this is. We have nice people here. None o your Brownsville, Tottenville, Canarsie Shinannigans around here. These people go to church on Sunday. Theyre respectable. If yuh want any o them other things youd better come over to my side o town where the real ones lives.

OFFICER BROGAN
Whadda you know about real ones? Ever pounded the pavements in Dugans flats yet? Ever walked Hells Kitchen between one and six in the mornin? When youve handled one of them beats for a year or so you can talk. Ive been in riots, I have.

OFFICER MULLARKY
[With a faint curl of the lip.]
Riots?

OFFICER BROGAN
Yes, riots. Real live riots, an all over a can o beer, or a stranger passin the time o day to a kid. None o your Jackrabbit sports in them neighborhoods, I can tell you. Real live riots with the reserves out  an heads broken for a block aroun. See this arm? (He pulls up a coat sleeve and hares his wrist.) Thats where I damned near had me left tendon cut. The nut was makin for my neck. If hed a caught me hedve opened me juggler, an Id a been a dead one sure. As it was I threw me hand up like this and caught it right there. Whadyyah know!

OFFICER MULLARKY
[Interested.]
Well, whaddyja do?

OFFICER BROGAN
Whaddid I do? Whaddid I do? Yuh better ask me! But Im not tellin what I did. I want to stay on the force for a while, yet, I guess. (He smiles as who should say, I committed endless horrors!) But if hed ha reached me juggler I wouldnt be here now, to be tellin about it.

OFFICER MULLARKY
[Condescendingl.]
Pretty tough, eh?

OFFICER BROGAN
[Shoving his thumbs into his belt.]
But this here beat, I never saw the like of this. I might as well be on dooty in Central Park watchin the sparrows. There aint nothin goin on here. I can hardly keep me eyes open half the time.
[He takes out his stick again and twirls it disdainfully.]

OFFICER MULLARKY
[Idly, but with a resigned air.]
Well, its kinder tough. I used to do time over here. Ever see old man Windhorst that owns the brewery? He lives up the street here.
[He jerks a thumb over his shoulder.]

OFFICER BROGAN
Sure. I seen him loads of times. He always bids me the time o day. Nice old feller, eh? They say hes wort millions.

OFFICER MULLARKY
That aint no merry jest, either, I guess. He give ol Bealstock when he had the beat here last Christmas fifteen dollars! An him ownin six houses in Hoboken! Whaddy yuh know? But looket whats comin up the street, will yuh? Get onto the walk  an the pants! An no overcoat, either. Gee! But its tough!

OFFICER BROGAN
That? Oh, thats only Old Ragpicker. Thats what the kids call him aroun here. He dont amount to nothin. Hes harmless. Hes been aroun here as long as Ive been here, an for four or five years before, they say. Didnjah ever see him before?

OFFICER MULLARKY
Hes a new one on me! Hes nutty, aint he?

OFFICER BROGAN
Is he nutty? His gallerys clean empty. He sleeps over on the water front, under one of them docks. Hes got a hole over there that he creeps into thats somepin awful. I followed him one night before I knew who he was, thinkin he might be a light-fingered gent, stagein it. But I was wrong. Say, yuh ought to see the place he lives in, though. Its a wonder! I dont see how he keeps from freezin in this weather. Rags, an dirt, an wet piles! I once thought o takin him up to be kind to him, but I changed muh mind. Hes makin a livin, an hes as well off here as he would be there. (They continue to gaze up the street.) He picks rags an tins an bottles out o the ash cans. All the junk men aroun here know him. They dont give him very much for them, I expect, but they buy from him. He never steals nothin, I guess. Once I seen him eatin a piece o bread outen an ash can, an another time a potato. Its tough, but what kin yuh do? I tried to give him a dime onct, but he wouldnt take it. I couldnt get nothin outa him. He just looked at me.

OFFICER MULLARKY
He wouldn take the dime?

OFFICER BROGAN
Naaa-a-a-a!

OFFICER MULLARKY
Hes bats alright.
[Enter OLD RAGPICKER. He is a man between sixty and seventy, frowsy, lean, dirty. A mop of grayish white hair protrudes from under a battered felt hat, the brim of which sags down on all sides. His face is long and seamed and yellow. His eyes are bleary and the rims sore and red with dust and cold. His hands are long and clawlike and dirty. His coat and trousers mere torn and fluttering rags, showing other coats and trousers underneath. His shoes are loose, mouldy and broken. He walks with a swinging limp, a great hemp bag over his shoulder in which are stuffed cans, bottles, and rags in lumpy confusion.]

OLD RAGPICKER
[Spying the two garbage cans beyond the officers, and pausing. He seems totally unconscious of anyone, passes, looks about, looks into the cans, then turns his back to the wall and drops his pack. He clears his throat feebly, then stirs in the cans.]
Eh hem! Eh hem!

OFFICER BROGAN
Look at that now! Will yuh? An them clothes!
Can yuh beat it?

OFFICER MULLARKY
The limit, eh?

OLD RAGPICKER
[As he picks over one thing and another, finally extracting a tomato can and a milk bottle.]
They always eat tomatoes. Yes. They always eat tomatoes. Yes! Lots of tomatoes! Its cold. My hands are cold, and my feet. Yes. Once they were warm. Yes. Once they were warm enough. Yes. Now they are cold. No matter. (He reaches down and finds another bottle, this time a small cream one.) Yes. Thats a milk bottle and this is a cream bottle. Cream. Its a long time since Ive had that. Thatll bring me one cent. Yes. And thisll bring me a cent. (He holds it up.) Once I had milk and cream, and a farm, too, and horses and cows. Yes, I did. Once I had horses and cows and pigs. People worked for me in those days, men did. Yes, they did. You wouldnt believe it to see me now, would you? Well, they did. They worked for me. Yes, they did. (He stirs about and brings up another tomato can.) Another tomato can! So many of em eat tomatoes. Yes, they do. So many of em eat tomatoes. Yes. So many eat tomatoes. (He stares about vacantly.)

[A young woman in a trim business suit goes by giving him a wide berth. An old man in a black fur-trimmed coat enters, sending him a sidelong glance, and goes on. An old woman in black enters, a market basket on her arm, passes a few steps and returns.]

OLD WOMAN
You poor man! Arent you cold? Dont you want to come to my house up here and let me give you a coat? I have an old one that would fit you Im sure.

OLD RAGPICKER
[Surveying her with only slightly comprehending eyes.]
A coat? Yes. I understand. A coat. Im cold and you want to give me a coat. I understand. Yes. Once I was warm, but now, now Im cold. Yes. Once I lived in a cellar under a dock. Yes. Once I picked rags and bottles and tin cans, but now, now I dont do that any more. No. Not now. Now Im a manufacturer like I was. Rags and bottles and tin. Rags and bottles and tin. Then I got cold and couldnt do it any more. You understand. I picked rags and bottles and tin and then I got cold. But Im all right now. Im all right now. That was a long time before I got poor. That was after I got old and lost my fortune, and my wife died. Yes, yes, thats how it was. I remember now. Thats how it was. That was after I got old  but now. (He turns to look into the can again.)

THE OLD WOMAN
Dont you want the coat, mister? Dont you want me to give it to you?
[He pays no more attention to her and she looks about confused. Enter a grocer boy with a basket on his arm.]

THE GROCER BOY
[Pausing and surveying the scene.]
Whatre yuh tryin to do, lady? Give im a coat? He dont unerstan yuh, lady. Yuh cant do nuttin wit him. Hes crazy. Dats all. His names Old Ragpicker. Dats what dey call im aroun here. Hes aroun here all de time, more or less. I seen im often. Yuh cant do nuttin wit him, missus. Hes bats. Hes light in the upper story. Nobody home, missus. (He moves on.)

OLD WOMAN
The poor old thing! The poor old thing! (She begins to move on.) Goin around in this January weather with no coat on. Its dreadful. I should think that some of these charity societies that are always talking so much would do something. I should think thered be someone to do something. (She spies the two policemen and approaches them.) Cant you do something for that poor old man, officer? I should think that the charity societies or someone could do something. (She sniffs righteously and defiantly.)

OFFICER BROGAN
[Very respectfully.]
I dont think you can do very much for him, madame. Hes not in his right mind, anyhow. Hes always around like that.

THE OLD WOMAN
[With considerable asperity.]
Well, I should think somebody might do something. He wont pay any attention to me. What are you police good for if you wont do something? Im sure somebody ought to do something, even if I cant make him understand. The idea! Letting him pick out of a garbage can at his age and in his condition! Its a shame, thats what it is! (She goes off heatedly.)

OFFICER MULLARKY
Well, listen to old fuss and feathers, will you! Whaddy yuh know? Yed think we made im do it!

OFFICER BROGAN
Aw, theyre all bats, these old ones, every one of them. They make me sick.
[Enter a crowd of school children, newly excused from a nearby school. They come running and shouting. As they note OLD RAGPICKER some of them come running, but some of them, seeing the policemen, pass on. Others, not so easily overawed, remain longer. Finally all go out except two boys and a girl.]

FIRST BOY
[A lad of ten, sarcastically.]
Ragpicker! Ragpicker! Look at the ragpicker!

SECOND BOY
Hes picking out bottles and cans. Heres a can for you!
[He picks up a can and throws it. It cuts OLD RAGPICKERS hand. He bends over it in pain.]

THE SCHOOL GIRL
You nasty thing! Arent you mean! Id think youd be ashamed of yourself. Nasty Irish! (She strikes at the boy.)

OFFICER BROGAN
[Noting the deed of the boy and starting toward him.]
Come now, get out of here, you little devil! Beat it! If I catch you around here again Ill fix you.
[He shakes his club at him.]

OFFICER MULLARKY
[Slightly sympathetic.]
Theyre the limit, these kids. He hurt his hand, I guess.

OFFICER BROGAN
The little devil! If I could catch him Id pan him.

OLD RAGPICKER
[Looking at his hand in a futile way and touching it.]
Theyre always hitting me, these boys. They never seem to care what they throw at me. They hurt, I tell you, those old cans!  (He puts his hand to his mouth, then turns to the garbage cans as if to continue his search. Suddenly a wild look comes into his eyes.) Now Ill tell you something! You let me alone! Im not crazy! You say Im crazy but Im not crazy! I was crazy. I did lose my mind. But I lost my money! I lost my wife! I lost my boy! I lost my friends! (He sobs convulsively for a moment or two, then as suddenly stops.) But Im not crazy now. I got better, I tell you. Thats why Im out. I got better. I live by myself now.
Im all alone where I can watch the water go by and the boats and the clouds. Thats why I live there. Im not crazy. (His voice and manner soften.) I like the water and the boats and the clouds. Im all right. Thats why I live alone. I dont bother anybody. I dont ask for anything, do I? (His manner becomes more intense.) Why dont you let me alone, you little devils? Why dont you let me alone, eh? Im not crazy. Im just cold. Thats whats the matter with me. Im cold. I know whats the matter with me. Im lonely. (He returns to the ash cans.)

OFFICER MULLARKY
[Interested.]
He talks a lot, dont he?

OFFICER BROGAN
Sure. He always goes on like that. Ive seen him do it lots of times. Theres no harm in him, though. He just talks. Youd talk too if you had your hand cut.

ANOTHER STREET BOY
[Aroused by the spectacle but withdrawing to a safe distance.]
Ragpicker! Ragpicker!

A SCHOOL GIRL
[Equally interested and amused.]
Goodness! Look at his shoes!

OLD RAGPICKER
[Picking out another can.]
Ragpicker! Ragpicker! Yes. Thats what they call me. Ragpicker! Yes! Thats what they call me. They throw stones at me, they do. They hit me once here  (he puts his hand to his head above his ear). They hurt me and I had to run. Theyre devils, those boys. Theyre devils! Yes, they are. (He straightens up and the wild look comes into his eyes.) Now you let me alone, I tell you. You let me be, do you hear? You cut my hand, you did. Why do you want to throw stones at me? Im an old man, I am. Now you let me be.
[The light in his eyes subsides completely. He returns to the garbage cans.]

OFFICER BROGAN
[Observing him narrowly.]
Some other kids must have been throwing stones at him somewhere.

OFFICER MULLARKY
Sure he seems to be goin on a good deal to me.

OLD RAGPICKER
[Ruefully.]
But that was a long time ago before I was old and cold, before I got bad again, I remember. The devils! They cut me. (He pulls up a small brass measuring cup, broken and dented, and a whiskey flask with a metal top to it. Pausing and examining the flask.) Yes, some of them drink. Thats the way. When youre old it doesnt matter what you do. It doesnt count. Nothing matters. You can drink if you want to when youre old. It may keep you warm. It would me if I could get it. (He rummages again.) But Im old now, and I dont mind. No, I dont mind. (He finds a small brass rod in the second can.) Heres a few cents, now. Brass is worth fifteen cents a pound and copper twenty. This metal cap, now  (he unscrews it from the whiskey bottle and puts it in his bag with the cup)  is worth a cent anyhow. I found a pair of rubber shoes yesterday. Two of them. Rubber is worth eight cents a pound. Small bottles are worth four cents a dozen if theyre the same size. (He pauses and his mood changes.) Oh yes, once I was young. Yes. I was young and used to sing, too. Yes, I remember.
[He begins singing in a cracked falsetto with no melody at all.]
Oh heigh ho!  
Its marching we go.
Its marching, its marching the boys you go, Oh ho ho! Oh ho ho!
Marching so the boys do go.
[He ceases and begins mumbling again.]

OFFICER MULLARKY
[Nonchalantly.]
Wouldnt yuh think now that thered be someone related to an old screw like that thatd look after him? Here he is roamin around without even a friend and there aint any one that knows his name. Ill bet he dont know it himself, if you get right down to it. Its funny, a nut like that without anybody to look after him.

OFFICER BROGAN
Well, if hes bats maybe they dont know where he is. I never thought of that.
[They contemplate him speculatively.]

OFFICER MULLARKY
Therere a lot of cases like that in the papers. How would it do if we ragged him a little, eh? He might come across with his real name. We might find out somepin about him. Whaddy yuh say, huh?

OFFICER BROGAN
Oh, all right. Im game. Sure. It cant do no harm. We better scare the kids away first though, and then go after him. (They make a demonstration in force... to the children.) Come on now, git out o here. All of you! Beat it! Git, now! Quick! Get along or well run you all in. (They shoo them away.)

CHORUS OF CHILDREN
[Defiantly.]
Oh wow wow wow! Ragpicker! Ragpicker! Wow! Wow! Wow! Woooooooow!

OFFICER MULLARKY
[Coming forward and touching the RAGPICKER on the arm.]
Here, old sport. Stop a minute. Hold on, now. Whats your name? Who are yuh? Whaddyuh got in that bag, eh? Whats your name, an whatre yuh doin? (He attempts to look wise and serious.)

OLD RAGPICKER
[Straightening up and seeming to recognize them for a moment. As he does so he quails and a troubled light comes into his eyes, but this passes after a few moments and he is as he was before.]
I  I  was picking bottles out of the garbage can here, sir. That was all I was doing, sir. Nothing more, sir, no sir, nothing more. Just bottles and cans and old rags, if there are any. Nothing more, sir. Thats all, sir. (He stares uncertainly before him.)

OFFICER MULLARKY
[Gaily and with condescension.]
Sure, thats all right, old sport. We know all about that. It dont make no difference about the bottles. What we want to know is  who are yuh, anyway? Whats your name? Whered yuh come from, eh? Kin yuh tell us that now? Whered yuh come from and whats your name, eh? (He lays an encouraging hand on his shoulder. )

OFFICER BROGAN
Your name, sure, thats it? Whats your name, now? Come!

OLD RAGPICKER
Name? Name? Yes, my name! What is my name? Let me see. (He fingers his coatsleeve aimlessly and picks at his buttons.) I had a name, let me see now. (He puts his hands to his brow and kinks his forehead while the officers contemplate him silently.) My name? My name? What was my name? I had a name. It just slips me now for the moment but it will come back to me. Im sure of that. Itll come back to me. My name. My name. What is my name? (He stares vacantly.)

OFFICER BROGAN
[Heavily.]
Well, cant you remember it, sport? Sure you got a name. Dont yuh know what people called yuh before yuh came down here? Cant you remember? Where were yuh before yuh came down here? Come on now, think! Where were yuh before yuh came down here? Come on, now? What was your name? (He beams on him encouragingly.)

OLD RAGPICKER
[Apparently straining to think.]
I cant seem to remember where I was. No, sir, not just at the moment, sir, I cant. Itll all come back to me though if youll just give me a little time. It always does. My name! My name! (He snaps his fingers helplessly.)

OFFICER MULLARKY
[Gallantly and tolerantly.]
Come on now and try, old Skeezicks. Thats a good old sport. Try hard.

OLD RAGPICKER
Ill tell you how it is. When you get old it dont seem to make so much difference any more, dont you see? Nothing really matters. You dont have to eat so much and it dont seem to make so much difference whether youre warm or not. I never seem cold now. No sir, really, I never think of it, you know. Once I had a factory, yes I did. I had three hundred people working for me. That was in eighty-six, before the panic. Oh those were great times. I made woollen blankets in those days  and jeans  and I made a lot of money. Yes, I was very successful. I had my horses and carriages, and my children went to school,  all my children  and some of the neighbors. There was a big demand for those things then. You cant imagine. Then I had two fires, and the trusts came along, and my wife died, and my boy, and I got  I got  I got  (He begins to sob again.) You cant imagine what a difference it made, all those things going so fast. Oh, a great difference, yes, sir. But its all the same now. Im just as happy.

OFFICER MULLARKY
[Still very gaily.]
Oh, yuhre happy, are yuh? Well, thats good. But how about your name now? Cant yuh remember that?

OLD RAGPICKER
Name? Name? (He looks about vaguely.) My name? Thats funny. Its gone completely again. (He beats Ms head foolishly.) I cant seem to think. (Half sobbing.) I  cant seem to think. I  I  have a name, but what is it? (He stops crying and stands opening and shutting his hand.)

OFFICER MULLARKY
[With a faint trace of sympathy.]
Sure its funny yuh cant remember that, old sport. Yuh can remember about your factory all right. What was the name on the factory? Cant yuh remember that?

OLD RAGPICKER
Factory? Factory? What factory was it? I dont remember any factory.

OFFICER BROGAN
Will yuh listen to that, now! One minute he remembers a factory an the next minute he dont. Yuh dont suppose he kin be stringin us, do yuh?

OFFICER MULLARKY
[Sternly.]
Look here, ol feller, none o yer con, now. Cut out the bull, dyah hear? None o yer slick tricks. Out wi yer name. Who are yuh? Where dyah come from? Gimme yer name damn quick now, or well lock yuh up. Yuh dont want tuh go to jail, do yuh? Dyuh want to go to jail? (He leans toward him threateningly.)

OLD RAGPICKER
[At first frightened by his manner but subsiding into a dreamy state.]
Jail? Jail? Is it warm there? (He begins to look around him.) Name? Name? Its funny, though, I can never think of it, or of hers, or of his, or of anybodys. Theyre all gone. Well, it doesnt matter. When yer old it doesnt really matter, does it? (He smiles benignly.)

OFFICER BROGAN
[Quite taken aback by the smile.]
Whaddyah know about that? Kin yuh beat it? If I thought he was stringin us Id beat him up, but I dont. Hes clean dips, nutty, empty. (He lifts his finger to his forehead suggestively.) All gone. Empty as a can.

OFFICER MULLARKY
[To BROGAN, but looking at OLD RAGPICKER suspiciously.]
I dont know about that. I dont know whether he is or not. He might be foolin us at that. Yuh never kin tell about these old nuts. (Aloud.) Do yuh think it would do any good if we took him to the station and locked him up for a while? Maybe hed git his name back sittin in a cell, eh? Whaddyah say, Brogan? Dyah think that ud brighten him up any? (He looks at OLD RAGPICKER to see if his remarks have had any effect, but they have not.) Come along then. (He takes him by the arm.) Well see what a few days in jailll do. (He starts to pull him.)

OLD RAGPICKER
[Sweetly.]
Is it warm there?

OFFICER BROGAN
[Who has seen OLD RAGPICKER about too long.]
Cut it, Bill, it wont do no good. Cant yah see hes nuts? Yuh cant scare him. He aint right. Besides, the sergeant wont stand for it. He knows him. Wed better let him go. Hes light in the upper story. Thats all. Theres no use runnin him in.

OFFICER MULLARKY
[Irritably, but mock pleasantly.]
All right then, old Skeezicks, Im goin to let yuh go, but beat it now! Git yer bag up and dust along. Yuh kin unerstan that all right, cant yuh? Yuh dont need to be told that twice, Ill bet. Well, git yer bag an mosey, now. Mosey! Yuhve got all yuh kin git out of this can, anyway. (He smiles broadly and gives him a hearty shove.)

OLD RAGPICKER
[Fumbling at his bag and looking around.] Yes, I must be going now, thats so. I must be going. Yes. (He begins to gather the neck of his bag into his hands.) If I just had a few more cans. Its cold, I tell you.

A PASSING STREET BOY
[Seeing the conference over.]
Ragpicker! Ragpicker! Look at the ragpicker!

OFFICER MULLARKY
[To OFFICER BROGAN, strolling away.]
He is nutty for fair, I guess, eh!

OFFICER BROGAN
[As they exit.]
Sure hes nutty. I told you that.

THE PASSING STREET BOY
[Repeating.]
Ragpicker! Ragpicker! Look at the ragpicker!

OLD RAGPICKER
[Still struggling to place his hag on his back and listening to the cry of the street boy as it dies away.]
Ragpicker! Ragpicker! Yes, thats it. Now I remember. Thats my name. Ragpicker! Ragpicker! Yes, thats what they call me. Ragpicker! Ragpicker! Thats my name. Thats what they wanted to know. Why wouldnt I think of it when they wanted to know it? It was on my card case. Three thousand pounds of wool. Ragpicker! Yes! Ragpicker. Yes. Ragpicker. Now I remember. Ragpicker. Yes. Why couldnt I remember that when they wanted to know? Ragpicker! Yes. Old Ragpicker. Yes. Old Ragpicker. Yes.
[As he mumbles he slowly gets his bag placed on his back and trudges off.]

CURTAIN


THE ANÆSTHETIC REVELATION

It seems, in connection with the play, Laughing Gas (page 83), that some of the effects of nitrous oxide gas (laughing gas) have been observed before.

In a pamphlet published in 1874 at Amsterdam, New York, by Benjamin Paul Blood, entitled The Anaesthetic Revelation and the Gist of Philosophy, Mr. Blood wrote:

Of this condition (a state of intense illumination or philosophic perception), although it may have been obtained otherwise, I know only by the use of anaesthetic agents. After experiments ranging over nearly fourteen years I affirm  what any man may prove at will  that there is an invariable and reliable condition (or uncondition) ensuing about the instant of recall from anaesthetic stupor to sensible observation, or coming to in which the genius of being is revealed; but because it can not be remembered in the normal condition it is lost altogether through the infrequency of anaesthetic treatment in any individual case ordinarily, and buried amid the hum of returning common sense under the epitaph of all illumination: this is a queer world. Yet I have warned others to expect this wonder on entering anaesthetic slumber, and none so cautioned has failed to report to me of it in terms which assured me of its realization. I have spoken with various persons who induce anæsthesis (dentists, surgeons, etc.) who had observed that many patients at the moment of recall seem as having made a startling yet somehow matter of course (and even grotesque) discovery in their own nature, and try to speak of it, but invariably fail in a last mood of introspection. Of what astonishes them it is hard to give or receive intimation, but I think most persons who have tested it will accept this as the central point of the illumination: that sanity is not the basic quality of intelligence, but a mere condition which invariable and like the humming of a wheel, goes up and down the musical gamut according to a physical activity; and that only insanity is formal or contrasted thought while the naked life is realized only outside of sanity altogether; and it is the instant contrast of this tasteless water of souls with formal thought as we come to that leaves in the patient an astonishment that the awful mystery of life is at last but a homely and a common thing, and that aside from mere formality the majestic and the absurd are of equal dignity.

Sometime subsequent to this, but before 1896, judging by the dates of the volume in which his comment appears, the attention of William James, Professor of Psychology at Harvard, was called to this, for, in his volume, The Will to Believe (Longmans Green and Co.  1897) as a footnote to his essay entitled Some Hegelisms, occurs the following:

Since the preceding article was written (Some Hegelisms), some observations on the effect of nitrous-oxide-gas-intoxication which I was prompted to make by reading the pamphlet called The Anaesthetic Revelation and the Gist of Philosophy, by Benjamin Paul Blood, Amsterdam, N. Y., 1874, have made me understand better than ever before both the strength and the weakness of Hegels philosophy. I strongly urge others to repeat the experiment, which, with pure gas, is harmless enough. The effects will of course vary with the individual from time to time; but it is probable that in the former case, as in the latter, a generic resemblance will obtain. With me, as with every other person of whom I have heard, the keynote of the experience is the tremendously exciting sense of an intense metaphysical illumination. Truth lies open to the view in depth beneath depth of almost blinding evidence. The mind sees all the logical relations of being with an apparent subtlety and instantaneity to which its normal consciousness offers no parallel; only as sobriety returns, the feeling of insight fades, and one is left staring vacantly at a few disjointed words and phrases, as one stares at a cadaverous-looking snowpeak from which the sunset glow has just fled, or at the black cinder left by an extinguished brand.

The immense emotional sense of reconciliation which characterizes the maudlin stage of alcoholic drunkenness,  a stage which seems silly to lookers-on, but the subjective rapture of which probably constitutes a chief part of the temptation to the vice,  is well known. The center and periphery of things seem to come together. The ego and its objects, the meum and the tuum, are one. Now this, only a thousand-fold enhanced, was the effect upon me of the gas; and its first result was to make peal through me with unutterable power the conviction that Hegelism was true after all and that the deepest convictions of my intellect hitherto were wrong. Whatever idea or representation occurred to the mind was seized by the same logical forceps, and served to illustrate the same truth; and that truth was that every opposition, among whatsoever things, vanishes in a higher unity in which it is based; that all contradictions, so-called, are but differences; that all differences are of degree; that all degrees are of a common kind; that unbroken continuity is of the essence of being; and that we are literally in the midst of an infinite, to perceive the existence of which is the utmost we can attain. Without the same as a basis how could strife occur? Strife presupposes something to be striven about; and in this common topic, the same for both parties, the differences merge. From the hardest contradiction to the tenderest diversity of verbiage differences evaporate; yes and no agree at least in being assertions; a denial of a statement is but another mode of stating the same, contradiction can only occur of the same thing,  all opinions are thus synonyms, are synonymous, are the same. But the same phrase by difference of emphasis is two; and here again difference and no-difference merge in one.

It is impossible to convey an idea of the torrential character of the identification of opposites as it streams through the mind in this experience. I have sheet after sheet of phrases dictated or written during the intoxication, which to sober readers seem meaningless drivel, but which in the moment of transcribing were fused in the fire of infinite rationality. God and devil, good and evil, life and death, I and you, sober and drunk, matter and form, black and white, quantity and quality, shiver of ecstasy and shudder of horror, vomiting and swallowing, inspiration and expiration, fate and reason, great and small, extent and intent, joke and earnest, tragic and comic, and fifty other contrasts figure in these pages in the same monotonous way. The mind saw how each term belonged to its contrast through a knife edged moment of transition which it effected, and which, perennial and eternal, was the nunc stans of life. The thought of mutual implication of the parts in the bare form of a judgment of opposition, as nothing  but no more  than, only  if, etc., produced a perfect delirium of theoretic rapture. And at last, when definite ideas to work on came slowly, the mind went through the mere form of recognizing sameness in identity by contrasting the same word with itself, differently emphasized, or shorn of its initial letter. Let me transcribe a few sentences:

Whats mistake but kind of take?

Whats nausea but a kind -ausea?

Sober, drunk, -unk, astonishment.

Everything can become the subject of criticism  how criticise without something to criticise?

Agreement  disagreement!!

Emotion  motion!!!

Die away from, from, die away (without from).

Reconciliation of opposites; sober, drunk, all the same!

Good and evil reconciled in a laugh!

It escapes, it escapes!

But  

What escapes  WHAT escapes?

Emphasis, Emphasis; there must be some emphasis in order for there to be a phasis.

No verbiage can give it, because the verbiage is the other.

Incoherent, coherent  same.

And it fades! And its infinite! AND its infinite!

If it wasnt going why should you hold on to it?

Dont you see the difference, dont you see the identity?

Constantly opposites united!

The same me telling you to write and not to write!

Extreme  extreme, extreme! Within the extensity that extreme contains is contained the extreme of intensity.

Something, and other than that thing!

Intoxication, and otherness than intoxication.

Every attempt at betterment,  every attempt at otherment,  is a  

It fades forever and forever as we move.

There is a reconciliation!

Reconciliation  econciliation!

By God how that hurts! By God how it doesnt hurt! Reconciliation of two extremes.

By George, nothing but othing!

That sounds like nonsense, but it is pure onsense!

Thought deeper than speech  !

Medical school, divinity school, school! SCHOOL! Oh, my God, oh God  oh God!

The most coherent and articulate sentence which came was this:  

There are no differences but differences of degree between different degrees of difference and no difference.

This phrase has the true Hegelian ring, being in fact a regular sich als sich auf sich selbst beziehende Negativatât. And true Hegelians will uberhaupt be able to read between the lines and feel, at any rate, what possible ecstasies of cognitive emotion might have bathed these tattered fragments of thought when they were alive. But for the assurance of a certain amount of respect from them, I should hardly venture to print what must be such caviare to the general.

But now comes the reverse of the medal. What is the principle of unity in all this monotonous rain of instances? Although I did not see it at first, I soon found that it was in each case nothing but the abstract genus of which the conflicting terms were opposite species. In other words, although the flood of ontologic emotion was Hegelian through and through, the ground for it was nothing but the world-old principle that things are the same only so far and no farther than they are the same, or partake of a common nature,  the principle that Hegel most tramples underfoot. At the same time the rapture of beholding a process that was infinite, changed (as the nature of the infinitude was realized by the mind) into the sense of a dreadful and ineluctable fate, with whose magnitude every finite effort is incommensurable and in the light of which whatever happens is indifferent. This instantaneous revulsion of mood from rapture to horror is, perhaps, the strongest emotion I have ever experienced. I got it repeatedly when the inhalation was continued long enough to produce incipient nausea; and I cannot but regard it as the normal and inevitable outcome of the intoxication, if sufficiently prolonged. A pessimistic fatalism, depth within depth of impotence and indifference, reason and silliness united, not in a higher synthesis, but in the fact that whatever you choose it is all one,  this is the upshot of a revelation that began so rosy bright.

Even when the process stops short of this ultimatum, the reader will have noted from the phrases quoted how often it ends by losing the clue. Something fades,

escapes; and the feeling of insight is changed into an intense one of bewilderment, puzzle, confusion, astonishment. I know no more singular sensation than this intense bewilderment, with nothing particular left to be bewildered at save the bewilderment itself. It seems, indeed, a causa sui, or spirit become its own object.

My conclusion is that the togetherness of things in a common world, the law of sharing, of which I have said so much, may, when perceived, engender a very powerful emotion; that Hegel was so unusually susceptible to this emotion throughout his life that its gratification became his supreme end, and made him tolerably unscrupulous as to the means that he employed; that indifferentism is the true outcome of every view of the world which makes infinity and continuity to be its essence, and that pessimistic or optimistic attitudes pertain to the mere accidental subjectivity of the moment; finally; that the identification of contradictories, so far from being the self-developing process that Hegel supposes, is really a self consuming process, passing from the less to the more abstract, and terminating either in a laugh in the ultimate nothingness, or in a mood of vertiginous amazement at a meaningless infinity.

It is needless to say, I presume, that Laughing Gas was not suggested or inspired by either of these comments.

My attention was not called to them until two months after my own work had been published.

THE AUTHOR.
New York, April, 1916.
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What! did the Hand then of the Potter shake?
OMAR KHAYYAM.


ACT I

SCENE

The top floor flat of AARON BERCHANSKY in the crowded Jewish section of the Upper East Side of New York City. In this instance the dining and living rooms are one. Forward of left center a door, giving out into the general hall, where occasionally noises of tenants going to and fro on the stairs below can be heard. Back of this door a little way, and against the wall, a cheap yellow bookcase filled with more or less shabby books, old magazines and papers. On the top of this bookcase, center, an old-fashioned wooden clock which ticks noisily whenever other sounds cease; to its right, facing it, a five-branch candlestick of brass containing half-burned candles. Right center, a window with a fire-escape giving into a court, and beyond this court the whitewashed wall and window of another apartment, obviously vacant. In the center of the room a general dining and work table of the same quality as the bookcase, and on it a red cotton tablecloth, a basket filled with sewing (socks, underwear, buttons), and to one side an inkstand and pen. A few chairs of poor design are scattered about. Right center, against the wall, an old sewing machine, severely battered, with a cheap velour cover on it. On it a samovar of brass. Forward of left center, a door giving into a bathroom. Rear of left center, two doors, one giving into a small bedroom or alcove, the other, beyond it, into the kitchen. The doors into the bedroom and kitchen are curtained with faded half-cotton, half-silk portières. On the inside of the door, which gives into the hall, a mezuze, the Jewish luck-piece.

TIME

About two-thirty of a hot Saturday afternoon in July. As the curtain rises, the father, mother, and lame daughter MASHA are disclosed. Owing to the fact that Saturday is the Jewish Sabbath, no work is being done, though the Saturday afternoon gayety and activity of the city is plainly in the air. AARON BERCHANSKY is sitting at the table reading. The lame girl is also reading, between the table and the window. MRS. BERCHANSKY, who has been in the kitchen, is seen entering. She is wearing a worn black silk shawl, and is obviously prepared to go somewhere. She is of that order of poor Jewess who has suffered mucky whose face is sad and careworn, and who, at her time of life, goes uncorseted.

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Speaking with the Yiddish accent and in the vernacular of her class.]
You hear me! Are you ready to come? Oi, its hot!

MASHA
[A dark, pale, thin-faced girl, with delicate, bloodless hands. She pauses from her reading and looks up.]  
Oh, yes; come. Lets go to the park. The sun on this tin roof is terrible. It makes me sick. No wonder the Hirshes moved out. [She looks across the court to the empty apartment.] They couldnt stand that top floor.

BERCHANSKY
[Looking up and over also, and closing his book. He is a kind-faced, slightly stooped and grizzled man of fifty-five, with sunken bloodless cheeks, a very spare frame, and deep-set, heavily eye-browed eyes. His partially bald head is surmounted by the customary Jewish black cotton skull-cap. Tufts of hair protrude from over his ears. He has a weary, indefinite and yet meditative air.]
So! Dey vent! Yes, but, Masha, my dear, it takes money to move. I vould never live under a tin roof if I could afford someting better. [Rises and walks over to her and takes her hand and pats it.] Come, now. You read later. Mamma, leben, ve vill go, den. Yes. [Returning to the table. ] But dis book  it interests me. Here is a writer  oi! but he knows! If tings should be so as he makes dem, den ve vould not live under tin roofs in hot vedder  de rich so rich, de poor so poor. Ach! [Picks up the book.] Masha, my dear, come here. Look. Oi, its fine leather! In a second-hand store I got it. Twenty-five cents! [With a movement of his hands.] But I should care! Now, it vould be vorth five dollars. Ach, I take it along. Under de trees I can read.

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Bringing the lame girl her hat and cane.]
Stop talking books. Vot you read, it dont help. Ve verk just de same. [Aside, nudging her daughter.] Tell him he should hurry.

MASHA
[Cheerfully, taking her hat and cane.]
Were ready, papa. [Steps are heard on the stair; the door opens.]
Thats Rae, I guess.

BERCHANSKY
[With a desire to be cheerful.]
So, youre home, den.

RAE
[Entering.]
Hello, everybody! Gee, its hot! Im all in. Ive done seven heads this mornin without a break, not a minute between. Maybe ya think that aint work. Say! Wotcha doin, everybody? Where ya goin?
[Takes off her hat and coat, and begins to undo her waist. She is of that vulgar-smart class of young Jewess that affects the latest and most gaudy of everything. Her hat is of varnished black straw with a white band, giving her face a mannish look. Her suit of linen is of a black-and-white check. White silk stockings, high-heeled slippers, a plain lawn shirtwaist decorated with a large pink cameo, complete her costume. As she loosens her waist she starts to walk to the bedroom.]

MASHA
[Limping to the window and looking out.]
To the park. Do you want to come?

RAE
[From the bedroom.]
Park? Quitcha kiddin. Think thats all I gotta do  sit on a bench in a park? Good night! Ive got something bettern that. [By this time she has partially disrobed, and returns in skirt and kimono. BERCHANSKY, by a motion of the hands and a lift of the eyebrows, has signified plainly that he does not approve of this modern looseness of tongue and manner.] Say, whaddya think I heard tday? Who dya think saw Isadore, an where? At a prize fight! Two weeks ago. An whaddya think he was doin? Carryin a bucket an a sponge to rub off one o the men! A prize fight rubber! An him only out o the penitentiary three months, an on probation!
[At the mention of this, a visible pain passes over the faces of the others. MRS. BERCHANSKY looks at her husband. He stiffens and looks into space, avoiding their glances. MASHA looks from mother to father, helplessly and in pity.]

BERCHANSKY
Rae! Dat you should say such tings!

RAE
[Hurriedly, and without appearing to notice the effect, the while taking the pins out of her hair.]
Well, its so, aint it? A swell job, eh? Abe Gruber had a box seat an saw him. Gee, I thought Id drop when he told me! I thought my ears ud fry an fall off! First its two years in the penitentiary for assaultin a little girl, an now hes gotta come an hang around here ah sponge at prize fights! A swell chance weve got, tryin to do anything or be anybody. Well never get away from that. Why dont he get out o New York if he cant do any better than that?

BERCHANSKY
Rae! I forbid you! Your own brother!

MASHA
[Appealingly.]
You know he isnt quite right. Why do you talk so? Why dont you give him a chance? Think of his spells.

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Ach, Rae! [Putting her hands to her face and sighing.] Ach, mein Gott! Mein Gott! Trouble, trouble, trouble!

RAE
[Defiantly.]
A chance! Fine use hes made of his chances! What use could he make of it if he had it? [She stares.] Why dont you put him away before he does any more damage? You say he aint right; sure, he aint. Then whats he doin outside Bloomingdale?

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Lifting her hands.]
Bloomingdale!  

BERCHANSKY
[Horrified at the mention of an asylum.]
An asylum! Ach, dats horrible!

RAE
Oh, well! Have it your way. Youll probably find out when its too late. [She walks off into the bedroom, shrugging her shoulders.]

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Coming over to her husband and patting him on the shoulder.]
Ach, Aaron. Lets go. It vill be nicer in de park.

MASHA
Yes, lets. [She picks up her book, which she has put down, and the three prepare to leave. As they approach the door to open it, other footsteps are heard. Pleasantly.] Its Joe.
[Enter JOSEPH, a clean, spruce, brisk-looking boy of seventeen. He is neatly, but somewhat extremely, dressed in a light tan suit and straw hat, and has an air of gayety and playfulness about him. As he enters, he takes off his coat.]

JOE
[Looking lightly from one to the other.]
Cold, aint it? Whats the row? [He goes toward the bedroom.]

BERCHANSKY
[Wearily and gloomily.]
Plenty! Plenty! It is vith love for one anudder dat I vould hev my children grow up, but instead, vot do I hear? Nutting but quarreling an hard tings! Oi! Oi! Such a business! Such a business! [He shakes his head.]

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Sadly.]
Alvays dis fighting, dis fighting!

RAE
[Coming to the bedroom door.]
Whos fightin? Who said anything? Im sure I didnt.

JOE
Whats the row? Whats the trouble?

MASHA
[Soothingly.]
Oh, nothing. Its about Isadore, but lets not talk any more. We were just going out in the park.

JOE
Well, what about him? Where is he?

MASHA
Oh, some one saw him at a prize fight, and told Rae.

JOE
What fight? Well, what of it? Whats he doin? Has he got a job? [He walks into the bathroom, takes off his tie, and returns.]

MASHA
Oh, we dont know. Raes mad because he was helping sponge one of the men.

JOE
[Interestedly.]
Hm! With his game arm? What fight was it  the Neil-Kerens bout?

MASHA
[Sadly.]
Oh, I dont know. One of Raes friends saw him.

RAE
[Appearing at the bedroom door.]
Yes, an you know as well as I do he oughtnt to be there. He oughtnt to be out at all. He aint right, an you know it. [Returns.]

BERCHANSKY
[Excitedly.]
Are ve goin to begin again? Are ve goin to begin again?

JOE
Well, whats so bad about that? I dont see. He hasnt done anything very wrong, has he? Plenty of fellows help at prize fights. [RAE clicks her tongue disdainfully.] He hasnt been around here, has he?

MASHA
No. Rae wants us to put him away.

JOE
Where?

MASHA
Bloomingdale.

JOE
[ Thoughtfully. ]
Oh, I dont know. He aint so bad. There are plenty of fellows worsen him walkin around. [Pauses.] Of course, with that arm  [pauses again.] If hed only get a job an stick to it, hed be all right. [He disappears into the bathroom again.]

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Heavily.]
Ach, my poor boy! My poor boy! Vot vill become of him? Vot vill be de end?
[She, BERCHANSKY, and MASHA move toward the door, when other steps are heard, and ISA- DOES enters. He is a tall, lithe, broadshouldered young man of twenty or twenty-one, so strangely composed mentally and physically that he is bizarre. He is so badly compounded chemically that he seems never to be of one mood, and has a restless, jerky, fidgety gait and manner. From moment to moment his facial expression changes. Also, he has an affliction of the left arm and shoulder, which causes it to twitch or jerk involuntarily. He has an odd, receding forehead, black hair, large brown eyes, and a pale yet healthy skin. A huge seal ring of a cheap quality is on one finger, a glass garnet of great size in his tie, which is of a flaring yellow. His hat is a small, round, saw-edge straw, with a bright striped band. His collar is very high, of the turndown order, and slightly soiled. His shoes are yellow and patched, his socks white. Under his arm are a number of newspapers rolled up.]

ISADORE
[Mock cheerfully. Surveying the family with an air of general well being.]
Well, here I am.
[At the sight of him MR. and MRS. BERCHANSKY and MASHA fall back. BERCHANSKY opens his mouth slightly, MRS. BERCHANSKY squeezes her daughters arm, MASHA stiffens and stands up very straight.]

BERCHANSKY, MRS. BERCHANSKY, MASHA
Isadora!

RAE
[Looking out of the bedroom.]
Well, of all things! So youre back, are you?

MASHA
[Gently and calmly.]
Were glad youve come, Isadora. [MRS. BERCHANSKY crosses over to where he is.] HOW are you?

ISADORE
[With a slight touch of irritation at their surprise.]
Oh, Im all right. Whats the matter with you all? Whaddy ya all want to stare at me for?

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Pleadingly.]
Isadora! Vere not staring. Vere glad. [She smooths his hand.]

MASHA
You know were always glad to see you, Isadore. Why shouldnt we be?

JOE
[Appearing at the bathroom door.]
Hello, Is! Where do you come from?

ISADORE
Well, where do you think? New York, of course. But Im not goin to use that name Isadore any more. Its a kike name. People laugh at it. Im Irving from now on. You get me?

JOE
[Lightly.]
Oh, all right. You cant get me mad. [He smiles.]

BERCHANSKY
For vy you change your name? Aint Isadore good enough?

ISADORE
Didnt I just tell you? Its a joke. Whoever picked that out must a wanted to hoodoo me.

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Tenderly.]
Isadore, vy should you say dat?

ISADORE
[Softening and turning to her.]
Thats all right, mom. I dont mean nothin. You know me. [Smooths her arm.]

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Solicitously, to MASHA and BERCHANSKY.] You go, an Ill stay here an talk to Isadore. [She takes his hand.]

ISADORE
[Loftily.]
No, you all go. I dont need anybody here while I work. I want to answer these ads. [He goes to the table, takes off his coat, and unfolds the papers.] Ill be all right. You dont mind me stayin here, do you? Ill come an meet you later. Wherell you be? [His shoulder jerks.]

JOE
[Coming out of the bathroom and parsing into the bedroom, accidentally kicking over a box in the bedroom, en route.]
Whats this box doin in here?

RAE
[Coming out to make room for him.]
Its mammas rags. Ill put em away after a bit.

BERCHANSKY
[Coming over to ISADORE, who has sat down at the table and is spreading out his newspapers  nervously, and with a rising inflection.]
You lost your last place? Den dey found out?

ISADORE
Sure, they did. A detective snitched on me. But Ill fix em this time. Im goin to get out o New York soon. Im goin to get a job an earn a little money an then Im goin to go.

BERCHANSKY
[Shaking his head and wringing his hands.]
More trouble. Oi! Oi!

ISADORE
[Lightly and with a careless bravado and half-charm, the while his shoulder jerks occasionally.]
Dont worry any more about me, pop. Im all right. Cant you see? [Takes hold of his hand in an affectionate way. MRS. BERCHANSKY comes over and stands by him.] Im goin to get a good job soon, mom. You know me. I like to work. I just got some newspapers, an Im goin to answer the ads. [To MASHA.] You havent got any paper an envelopes, have you?

MASHA
[Going to a drawer in the machine.]
How many do you want? Will six do?

ISADORE
[Judicially.]
Better give me a dozen. [He turns to his father. MASHA brings them over and puts them down. His shoulder jerks, and MRS. BERCHANSKY, who is behind him and out of his view, shakes her head sadly.] Hows the needle an thread business, pop? Not much in it, eh? An hard work, too. Well, never mind; Ill get a job now, an everythings goin to be all right. Im not goin to hang around here any more. [He scratches his ear meditatively. Seeing RAE, who has come out of the bathroom, looking at him.] You neednt be afraid of me, Rae. Im not goin to stay in New York much longer to disgrace you. I wanted to see the folks an get these ads answered. Thats why Im here. Gee, its hot out. Terrible. Where were you folks goin?

MASHA
Out to the park.

JOE
[Bustling out fully dressed.]
Well, so long, everybody. Ive gotta go. [He goes out.]

MASHA
[Nudging her father.]
You better come with us and leave him alone for a while. Dont ask him too many questions now.

BERCHANSKY
[Heavily.]
Yes. Yes. Vell, youll come, den? Vell be near de statue out here under de trees.

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Youll come, Isadore, yes? Vell vait for you. Everytîng vill be all right. Youll stay for dinner, yes?

ISADORE
Well, maybe. [He nods condescendingly. They all go  all but RAE. AS they disappear, he turns to his papers. To himself.] But how am I goin to do it  thats what Id like to know? What kind o references can I give? Say, every time a detective sees me now he wants to know what Im doin. [The clock strikes three.] An I cant seem to keep one when I get it. [His shoulder jerks.] An Ive gotta report to that probation officer every month like a schoolboy. Say! [He pauses and stares at the paper.] But it aint that. It aint that. Its their faces an their nice make-ups an the way they do their hair. Thats whats the matter with me. Its their stockins an their open shirtwaists an their shoulders an arms. I cant stand it no more. I cant seem to think of nothin else. Its the way they walk an talk an laugh  their teeth always showing an their red lips. Its gettin worse all the time.
[He gets up, stiffens. A strange, fierce, animal light comes into his eyes. He breathes heartily and clenches his hands.]

RAE
[Entering from the bedroom and noting him standing. She is powdered and painted  a picture of gauche tenement-house finery. She is trifling with an imitation gold chain purse.] Wotcha doin?

ISADORE
[Startled, and sinking back into his chair and his normal mood.]
Answerin some ads. Didnt I tell you? Whaddy ya think Im doin? Whaddy ya wanta look at me that way for? [Surveys her, and as he does so his mood changes. He softens and becomes objectionably mushy.] Gee, but you look good, kid. [Beckons.] Come over here. Give us a kiss, will you?

RAE
[Savagely.]
Say, what the devils the matter with you, anyhow? Cut the comedy! Whaddy ya think I am? Another ten-year-old? [She sniffs and switches toward the door.]

ISADORE
[Jumping after her and reaching the door first. He seizes her by the arm, the while his face becomes livid and his shoulder jerks.]
Whats the matter with you, anyhow, Rae? Whaddy y a think I am? Whaddy ya wanta throw up my past to me for? You aint like a sister to me, anyhow. You never was.
[He attempts to putt her to him. She strikes him in the face.]

RAE
Let go! Whats the matter with you, anyhow? Whaddy ya think I am? Dont try to pull that stuff on me. You nut! [She pushes him back.] Want me to call the police or the neighbors? A fine brother you are! [She pulls loose and opens the door.] You must be crazy  your own sister! [She steps into the hall.] I should think youd be ashamed of yourself. Waitll the family hears o this!

ISADORE
[Weakening as she mentions the police and the family.]
Gee, I must be crazy. I dont seem to be able to stand anything no more. You look so nice,  thats the trouble. Dont say anything to the folks, will you, Rae? I aint quite right, I guess. Aint I suffered enough? Dont you know what Im up against, havin the feelins I do? I aint so bad. I just cant stand things, thats all. [His shoulder jerks; Ms face contorts.] Its just their pretty faces, an their mouths, an their shoulders, an the way they fix their hair. [He becomes incoherent. Steps are heard outside. He turns, relaxes his expression, and straightens up.]
[Enter MRS. GREENBAUM, with her six-year-old daughter. She is tall, statuesque, neatly dressed. From the quality of her apparel it is very plain that she is in considerably better circumstances than her parents. A tan silk foulard dress, white hat, and black-and-white striped parasol are the chief outstanding features of her garb. Her daughter is neatly dressed in a starched, stiff white dress and a green straw hat.]

TILLIE
[Running forward.]
Hello, Aunty Rae! [Kisses her.]

RAE
Hello, Tillie! How are you?

MRS. GREENBAUM
[Observing only RAE at first, and her expression.]
Hello, Rae! Whats the matter? [Seeing ISA- DORE, and being plainly astonished.] Why, hello, Isadore! Home again? Whered you come from?

ISADORE
Oh, around town. Whered you think I come from? But my names not Isadore any more from now on. Its Irving. Im changin it. Im tired of that kike name. Dont forget that, will you?

RAE
[Looking up semi-sarcastically at her sister and smiling, as if to say: Something new.
She twitches her head indicatively in ISADORES direction. Sotto voce.]
Look out for him. Hes off to-day. Crazy about girls again. [Aloud.] But Ive gotta go right away. The folks are all out in the park near the gate. [Lowering her voice.] Dont stay here long alone, will you? Get him to go out in the park, if you can. So long! [Goes out.]

MRS. GREENBAUM
[Placatively, but unafraid, crossing to the bedroom and looking in.]
So youre changing your name, are you?

ISADORE
[Pleasantly.]
Sure. I cant land a job with this one. Its a kike name, anyhow. Whaddy they wanta give me that kike name for, huh? [His shoulder jerks. He returns to the table and takes up his papers. TILLIE runs to him and grabs him by the knees. He looks down at her, picks her up and kisses her.] Youre a pretty kid, eh?

MRS. GREENBAUM
[Walking into the bedroom and stumbling over the box.]
Goodness! Whats this?

ISADORE
[Looking around.]
Moms rags, I guess. She always keeps em there.

MRS. GREENBAUM
[Coming out.]
Whered all the folks go, anyhow?

ISADORE
[Pinching Tillies cheek.]
Theyre all out in the park. Mom an pop an Masha. Out near the gate, they said. [He fingers TILLIES hair.]

MRS. GREENBAUM
[Going to the rear window and looking out.]
The Hirshes have moved, havent they? [ISADORE turns and looks through the windows.] My, but its hot up here! I dont wonder they went. I wonder papa and mamma dont move. They could get some other place than this, just as cheap. Its dreadful! What are you doing?

ISADORE
Oh, Im answerin some ads for a job.

MRS. GREENBAUM
I thought you just had one.

ISADORE
I did, but I lost it. These damned detectives keep followin me around. Gee, but I dont seem to be able to keep anything no more. [He scratches his head. His shoulder jerks. He ignores TILLER for the moment.] Everybody seems to know me.
[His shoulder jerks, and he looks up, un-happy.]

MRS. GREENBAUM
[Coming over, leaning down and patting his shoulder, the while she experiences a wave of sympathy.]
Now listen, Isadore [he looks up]  Irving, I mean  youre not so badly off. Your lifes all before you, really. Youve still time to make good. Brace up. You should do it for mammas and papas sakes. Youve had a hard time but you can get something. You know how they worry. People arent going to always remember. They forget soon enough when you make good. You know how they forget. Look at Harold Greenberg. See what he did! And now hes made good no one questions about his past. Were all willing to forget. Why keep reminding us? George is always willing to help you. He can give you a job, if you want it. Why dont you ask him?

ISADORE
[Irritably.]
Yes, he would! Like hell! Didnt I ask him three months ago? An did he give me anything? He did not! [His shoulder jerks.] Ive been walkin around tryin to get sompin steady ever since. I know the folks dont want me here, an I cant blame em, either. Its all my fault, of course, but  [His shoulder jerks and his face contorts. MRS. GREENBAUM, who is only partially interested, makes a gesture as much as to say, Oh, whats the use? and walks toward the bookcase.  ISADORE surveys

TILLIE, playing with her hair and turning her face so as to look into her eyes. Finally he observes:] How old are you now, kid?

TILLIE
Six. Ill be seven next June. Then Ill be goin to college.

ISADORE
[Gayly.]
You dont say! Quick work, eh? Some scholar! [He turns up her chin. His shoulder jerks.]

TILLIE
Yes, an I got a box of paints, an cards that I can sew on, an a sewing machine, an now Im goin to get roller skates. An next summer Im goin to learn to swim.
[He continues to stare at her, the while Mrs. GREENBAUM picks up a magazine and examines it, and the child babbles on. That same look of uncontrolled and unnatural sex-interest begins to show in his eyes. He pushes the child out at arms length and begins to stare fixedly. His shoulder jerks.]

MRS. GREENBAUM
[Turning and observing the look. She starts and frowns, then comes over, takes the child by the hand and helps her down.]
Come, now. Say good-by to Uncle Irving. Were going down into the park to see grandma. Youll be here for dinner, wont you?

ISADORE
[Recovering, and rising.]
Sure. Sure. Youre goin, are you? See you later, eh? [He follows them to the door as they go out. After they have gone he returns to the table, apparently quite unconscious of what has just happened, and sits dozen. Continuing, as he takes up a newspaper, his shoulder jerking.] Gee! At last!
I gotta do this now. [He stretches his arms, and reads:]
WANTED, ACTOR, experienced stock man, to assist producing, on part or full time; write particulars and lowest figure considering permanent city engagement. CARO, 92 Steuben St., Brooklyn.

[Aside.] Well, I aint an actor. I wish I was. But half the time theyre out of a job, too. [Meditates. ] I might act, though. Gee, thats the life! All them pretty girls! I might answer that. [Marks it. Begins to read again.] Automobile mechanic, automobile mechanic, automobile mechanic, automobile mechanic [aside]  say, look at all the automobile mechanics! Well, I aint an automobile mechanic. I wish I was. Id get a job now, maybe, out o one o these. [Meditates.] But this burn arm o mine  thats the trouble. I cant really do nothin steady with that. People dont like it. [His shoulder jerks. Reads.] Boy, boy, boy, boy  look at all the boys, will yuh? Theres a whole procession of em. [Smiles.] Chauffeur, chauffeur, chauffeur, chauffeur. Thats a good job, too, ridin around in a good car. I wish Id get a chance to learn that. I could pick up a nice girl if I had a car like that. [Meditates.] But whered I find out how to run one, with this arm o mine? [It jerks. He reads.] Collector, collector, collector  
COLLECTOR, Young man; reference. 11 Murray Street, 7th floor.
I wonder how much money they make. I oughta be able to do a thing like that, if I could behave myself and give any references. Greenbaum oughta help me to get that. [He marks it. Silence. The clock ticks. He begins to hum a portion of a popular song. Reads. A knock is heard at the door  very soft.]

ISADORE
[Pausing in his work and soliloquizing.]
But look at me, anyhow! I aint no good, much. I dont amount to nothin. Here I am of a Saturday afternoon when everybody else is off sportin around, an I aint got no place to go, an no work, an no money. [He looks at his patched shoes, feels one, then feels in his pockets and produces a few cents.] An look at my shoes! Im a burn, thats what I am. I aint no good, an I never will be. I aint had a job in two months  not a good one. An nobody cares for me now no more, nobody but mom an pop an Masha, really. They got their own lives, an they go on an do things, an they dont count me in on em, not one of em. They cant, really. [He stares at the floor. His shoulder jerks. The clock ticks. The slight tap at the door is reviewed but he pays no heed.] Mom an pop! [He shakes his head.] But they aint got anything, either. Theyre as bad off as I am. Poor mom. Im sorry for her. She tries so hard  all the work shes had. [His shoulder jerks.] An pop  hes all right, too, only hes almost as bad off as I am, peddlin needles an thread. Think o that. [He meditates.] An Masha, with her game leg! An me! Im not right. I know that. I ought never a been brought in the world. They ought never to a had so many children. Not me, anyhow. [He gets up.] I know Ill do sompin wrong pretty soon. I feel it. I cant help it. I ought to kill myself, but I aint got the nerve, thats whats the matter! [He half sobs.] Id be better off. Think of ten children, an one crazy, an one lame, an four dead. Well, theyre better off, anyhow. [The knock sounds again, lightly. He does not hear.] I had a good job with that dentist, if Id only a done right, but I couldnt help myself. I just couldnt. I aint right, thats whats the matter with me. [Meditates.] Gee! Its a wonder I didnt kill her, feelin the way I did. I suppose I would, too, if they hadnt caught me. An the way she screamed! An the way they beat me up! Gee! An that Island! I dont want to go back there no more. [He turns and walks about, his hands in his pockets, his eyes staring.]
[As he does so the door opens, and KITTY NEAFIE puts her head in. She is a plump, blonde, almost red-headed child of eleven, with blue eyes and a pink skin. She has on a light brown linen dress and straw hat, with brown slippers and stockings.]

KITTY NEAFIE
[Timidly, because of the absence of the accustomed faces.]
Nobody home? Didnt Tillie come over to-day?

ISADORE
[Aroused by the fact that the child is pretty and alone. His expression changes instantly, and he becomes soft and ingratiating.] Hello! Who are you? [She pauses uncertainly.] Come on in, kid. Theyll be back in a minute. Im just Uncle Irving, thats all. You dont know me, but I belong here. Wanta see sompin?
[He looks around to find something to show her. Observes a pair of opera glasses on the top of the bookcase and takes them down.
The child, smiling and interested by his manner, comes in.]

KITTY NEAFIE
[Diffidently.]
I cant stay very long. I thought sure Id find Tillie here. Aint you Uncle Isadore?

ISADORE
Yes, thats what they used to call me, Isadore  that was my name, but Im changin it to Irving. I like that better  dont you? [KITTY nods her head.] Whats yours?

KITTY NEAFIE
My names Kitty Neafie. I live just downstairs here, below you, on that side. [She points.]

ISADORE
Well, thats a nice name, too. But who told you about me? [His shoulder jerks.]

KITTY
Oh, Masha. She said I hadnt seen you yet, but that you might come some day. Havent you ever been here before? [She takes the glasses held out to her, and examines them. Tries to see through them.]

ISADORE
Yes, I been here once before, since we moved. Aint they nice? [He smiles on her winningly.]

KITTY NEAFIE
Yes, but I cant see anything!

ISADORE
[Taking the glasses and adjusting them.] Let me show you. [His shoulder jerks.] See here. Now look. See how far away everything looks.

KITTY
[Eagerly.]
Oh, lemme see! Aint it funny! Oh, how funny everything looks! [She looks out of the window.]

ISADORE
[Surveying her avidly, but with caution.]
Now wait. Let me show you. Through this end everything looks near. [He adjusts them and gives then, to her again.] Now look.
[She takes them, puts them to her eyes and then begins slowly to move toward the wall, looking through them at the table.]

KITTY
Oh, how funny! Aint it nice? I can see the table! An your papers, an the inkstand! [Walks forward again curiously and bumps into him.] Oh! [Laughs.]

ISADORE
[Excitedly, with trembling hands.]
Now turn em the other way again. [she does so.] See how different it is.
[His shoulder jerks. As she looks, he stands and stares at her in a greedy, savage, half-insane way, his face coloring.]

KITTY
Oh, its so different, aint it? Everything looks so funny! [She laughs.]

ISADORE
[Walking to other side of table.]
Yes, but now look at me over here. Now watch me as I move.
[He returns, slowly, coming up close to her. She puts out her hand and touches him. As she does so, his expression flares to one of fierce, demoniac hunger. He snatches the glasses away, puts them behind his back, and laughs a playful, semi-idiotic laugh.]

KITTY
[Half-scared, half-laughing. Her expression changes as she looks.]
Why  why  you look so funny  I  [She laughs hysterically, but with dread in her voice.]

ISADORE
[Half-wild and half-intelligent.]
Oh, I was just foolin. Cant you see? I just wanted to see if I could scare you.

KITTY
Why  why  was you? I thought  [the clock ticks loudly]  I better go home now. I guess  I think  my  mother  wants  me  [She begins to back away.]

ISADORE
[Approaching and staring at her.]
Oh, no, she dont. You dont want to go yet. Dont be afraid. Didnt you just come from home?
[He tries to look sweet, and instead achieves weirdness. His face is slightly contorted, his smile ridiculous.]

KITTY
[Breathlessly.]
No, I just went to church this afternoon to confession. I was just goin home now. I thought Id stop in an see Tillie if she was here  but  I  [Pauses.]

ISADORE
But youre a good little girl, aint you? You aint got nothin to confess.

KITTY
No, no  but I have to go now. I know my mother wants me. [She moves again.] If Tillie comes, tell her Ill come up after awhile. [She backs away and reaches the door, still staring.]

ISADORE
[Following, his shoulder jerking. He has a hungry, seeking look.]
Oh, no, dont go. Stay. Why dont you stay? Shell be back in a minute. Ive got lots of nice things to show you. [He looks about the room seeking something, then takes her arm.]

KITTY
[Fearfully.]
No  no  I mustnt. I have to go. Really, I must. I gotta go now. Please, I do. My mother wants me. I know she does. [She begins to pull and whimper, reaching for the door.]

ISADORE
[Seizing her and lifting her up in his arms.]
No! No! You dont wanta go! You wanta stay, dont you? [She begins to scream. He puts his hand over her mouth and half smothers her cries.] Stay with me! Stay with me!
[He lifts and carries her, struggling, into the bedroom, from which for a few seconds emerge sounds of contest, half smothered cries, words of appeal or command. Silence ensues, save for the ticking of the clock. After a time ISADORE emerges, the child limp in his arms. One slipper has fallen off. He is hot, disheveled, plainly insane, and yet with a shrewd, canny, cautious look in his eyes. Between his hand and the childs mouth is a handkerchief. He looks about as if uncertain what to do, comes over to the door, cautiously locks it, and returns to center of the room. He then goes to the bedroom again, comes out, the child still in his arms, and goes to the window and stares across at the vacant apartment. Standing so, he seems to be struck with an idea, returns to the bedroom, puts the child down, comes out again, opens the door, listens, then looks up the stairway. He then goes out and disappears. In a few moments he returns in the same way, enters the bedroom, returns with the child in his arms, and disappears through the door.]

CURTAIN


ACT II

SCENE 1

Same as Act I. When the curtain goes up, the stage is empty. It is now about six-thirty, and the sense of a hot simmer evening is suggested by the light. A few pieces of colored cloth  green, blue, red  are lying about the floor between the table and the bedroom door, at the foot of the machine. On the table are Isadores papers, undisturbed. A sound of steps is heard on the stair. Enter in this order: MRS. BERCHANSKY, MRS. GREENBAUM, TILLIE, MASHA, and BERCHANSKY.

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Looking around and seeing the pieces of cloth, and beginning to pick them up.]
Isadore! [Pauses.] Isadore! [She looks into the bedroom and kitchen.] Gone again! Its too bed! Veil, now maybe ve vont see him again. I fought he vould stay. [Looks into the bedroom again.] Vots diss! Somebodys been at my rags! Such upset! Such upset! Veres de box? [She reenters the room, stooping and picking.

MRS. GREENBAUM
[Walking about in a stately way.]
Tck! Tck! Tck!  but its hot! Isadores gone, has he? I thought maybe he wouldnt stay. Ill open the window in the bathroom here. Perhaps we can get a breeze. [She goes into the bathroom and returns.]

BERCHANSKY
Yes, it is hot, but I tell you how to keep cool [gesticulating with his finger]  a little hot tea. Dats it! Ice cream! Ice cream soda! Who drinks dat? Poison, I tell you, poison  cornstarch. Young people, dey must alvays be in de kendy-store, nowadays, spendin dere five-cent pieces. If dey put dere five cents in dere pockets an hot tea in dere stomachs, believe me, its better.
[He illustrates their disposition with his hands, puts down his book, goes into the bathroom and lights the gas.]

MASHA
Oh, papa, thats an old-fashioned idea. Everybody likes ice-cream soda.

TILLIE
[Patting her stomach.]
Umm  in  wish I had some.

MASHA
[To Tillie, genially.]
Supperll be ready soon. [Bends over and whispers in her ear.] Then if youre good, Ill give you five cents, and you can go down and have an ice cream soda after supper. Ssh!
[Pats her cheek and points her finger, as much as to say, Dont tell the others! She then goes into the kitchen and begins to bring out things for the table. As she starts about her work, MRS. GREENBAUM clears ISADORES papers off the table, including the paper and envelopes which MASHA had brought him. These last she holds in her hands for a moment, then places them on top of the newspapers on a chair. TILLIE comes toward them.]
MRS. GREENBAUM
Now, Tillie, let them alone!

MASHA
[Returning from kitchen.]
This place looks upset. Wheres the oilcloth from the kitchen table, mamma?  Mamma!

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[From the bedroom.]
Yes?

MASHA
[With a puzzled look on her face.]
Come here. [MRS. BERCHANSKY appears at the door. She has a childs slipper in her hand, at which she is looking in a disturbed and secretive way. Before MASHA speaks, MRS. BERCHANSKY indicates it with her right hand. MASHA sees, starts, pales slightly, then says in a four voice:] The oilcloth on the kitchen table  do you know where it is?

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Vere could it be? Dats funny! An dis! [She holds out the slipper, which is concealed from the others by MASHAS body, then slips it under her shawl.] Its not Tillies. [She looks at Tillie, who is standing near.] Rae has no slippers like dis!
[They come out together, looking at each other oddly.]

BERCHANSKY
[Stepping out of the bathroom and listening a moment.]
Vots funny, Masha?
[MRS. BERCHANSKY and MASHA exchange warning glances.]

MASHA
Nothing... nothing. Its only a broken glass. Isadora didnt wait?
[She and MRS. BERCHANSKY go into the kitchen.]

BERCHANSKY
[Following them to the kitchen door.]
Vot iss it?

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Nervously, from the kitchen.]
Nothing... nothing. A little dish broke.
[He returns to the table.]

BERCHANSKY
[Seating himself.]
Now, I can eat. Im hungry. Its efter seven. [He lights the gas over the table.]

TILLIE
[Putting up a chair.]
Come on, everybody! [Fixes herself at the table.]

MRS. GREENBAUM
[Rising from her chair where she has been examining one of ISADORES papers.]
Arent you going to wait for Isadora and Rae?

BERCHANSKY
For Isadora? For him you could vait a long time! He comes vunce to-day, den he is gone again. Last time it vuz a month. Rae, she comes an goes yen she pleases. Coney Island, Rockaway, Beach Long  I should know vere she is! [He lifts his hands, then subsides and strikes his chest gently.] But, Esther, it hurts me plenty. Here it hurts me. Vunce youre old, den dey dont listen no more. [He sighs.] Dey tink dey know everyting. [With a rising inflection.] I should advise! Yes! Remember, Esther, my child, vit you it vuz different. You vuz de first, an ve hed time for you. But ven the oters come an dere vuz vork  fourteen, sixteen hours a day  den I had no time no more to vatch, to find out, vere dey vuz going, vot dey vuz doing. I hed plenty troubles, plenty troubles. [He shakes his head and reaches for the radishes. Turns again.] Dey try an teach us. Dey say ve are old fashion  vot dey call not up to date. But, Esther, dere aint no fashions for de heart. No! [He shakes his head.] Only feelings. [Puts his hand to his heart.] An sometimes it gets so full of feelings dat dere aint no more room, an I tink its going to break  better dat it should. But it dont! It only goes on hurting. Nu  vot can I say? [He shakes his head.] But, Esther, you know I dont care how much I verk. Id verk twenty hours, maybe twenty-two, so long as I see everyting goes nice, anve hev enough to eat, an my children are happy an do veil. Some of dem  veil, it vuz to be  [he shakes his head again].

MRS. GREENBAUM
[Consolingly.]
Well, the girls are all right. They havent done anything wrong. And the boysll take care of themselves. I wouldnt worry about any of them.

BERCHANSKY
Yes. All except Isadore. I dont know about him. He vuz here to-day, an now hes gone again! Vere? Ach! Its too bed!
[He shakes his head. MASHA AND MRS. BERCHANSKY come forward. MRS. BERCHANSKY goes to the machine drawer, opens it, and slips the shoe into it. They seat themselves at the table. Their faces are a study in wonder and distress. At the remark concerning ISADORE they exchange glances. Steps are heard on the stairs. A knock follows.]

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Come!
[The door opens, and a rather attractive Irish woman of perhaps thirty-seven or eight puts her head in at the door. She has a thin, intelligent face, silvery gray hair, a neat, cleanly appearance.]

MRS. NEAFIE
Good evenin! Oh, youre just afther sittin down to your supper? Mines waitin for John. Im sorry to be interruptin you, but you havent seen anything of my Kitty, have you? She went out early this afternoon to go to the church to confession, and she hasnt come back yet. [At the mention of KITTYS name, MASHA and MRS. BERCHANSKY exchange glances.]  Im that worried! I cant understand whats keepin her. [Her face shores anxiety.]

BERCHANSKY
[Pausing, his knife and fork in the air, and looking at her.]
Kitty  

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Solicitously and nervously, glancing at MASHA.]
No, Mrs. Neafie. Ve hev been out in de park all efternoon. She vuznt here up to de time ve left  vuz she? [She looks at MASHA for confirmation, then at her guest. MRS. NEAFIE turns to go.] Vont you sit down?

BERCHANSKY
[Idly.]
Maybe, now  

MASHA
[Interrupting Aim.]
Tea, papa? [To Mrs. NEAFIE.] Perhaps shes just stopped somewhere to play.

MRS. NEAFIE
[Not listening to the others.]
No, Mrs. Berchansky. No, thank you. Im expectin John home any minute now, an hell be afther wantin his supper. I was thinkin maybe she had come up here. Good night! [She goes out.]

BERCHANSKY
[To MASHA.]
For vy you push my arm?

MASHA
[Heavily.]
Did I? I didnt mean to. I just wanted to give you your tea.

TILLIE
[Who all this while has been eating industriously and unobserved.]
I want some tea, too!

MRS. GREENBAUM
Hush! Dont ask. Youll get some.

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Pleadingly, but in an intense way.]
Esther, take some cheese. I yonder vere Kitty could hey gone to, now?

MRS. GREENBAUM
[Indifferently. ]
Oh, shell come back. Shes just out playing somewhere. Tillie, dont reach! How many times have I told you?

TILLIE
Well, then, please can I have some cheese?

MRS. GREENBAUM
And how many times have I told you not to ask? If you want anything, whisper to me. Youve had enough already. Youll make yourself sick.

BERCHANSKY
[By whom TILLIE sits, gently.]
Never mind, Tillie. You is a good little girl. [He helps her to some more cheese. To Mrs. GREEN- BAUM.] Let de child eat. She must grow. Vot, Tillie?
[He chucks her under the chin. TILLIE looks up at him affectionately and smiles.]

MRS. GREENBAUM
Thats the way you always spoil them, papa. You always did.

BERCHANSKY
Ach, deyre babies only vunce. Dat time comes no more.
[He looks benignly at the child.]

MRS. GREENBAUM
But, papa, you know how it is with children. I have a hard time enough with her, as it is.

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Wearily.]
Ach, Esther, children is children.

MASHA
[Learning her head on the table and shaking it slightly.]
Its terrible!

MRS. GREENBAUM
[Addressing MASHA.]
Whats the matter?

MASHA
[Softly.]
The heat. [She shakes her head again.]

BERCHANSKY
Ven its hot, its hot. Inside, outside. Vots de difference?
[The clock strikes eight.]

MRS. GREENBAUM
Goodness, its eight. Ill have to go. [She rises.] George will be home soon. I promised him Id be home by eight. Come, Tillie. Youve had enough. Youve had too much. Youll be sick to-morrow. [She goes to the corner and secures her parasol.]

BERCHANSKY
[Patting TILLIE on the back and kissing her.] Nu, dis little vont hurt, vill it? [Helps TILLIE down.] Nu!
[Kisses her. TILLIE kisses her grandmother.]

TILLIE
Good-by, grandma.

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Patting her.]
So! Dats a nice girl.

MASHA
[As TILLIE approaches and puts up her mouth.] Good-by! [She rises, preparatory to going into the kitchen. TILLIE rum to the door, then comes running back, and putting up her arms, pulls MASHAS head down and whispers something in her ear. MASHA nods.] Oh, yes.
[She limps to the machine drawer and takes something out.]

MRS. GREENBAUM
Tillie! Now, Masha, I wont have that! [To TILLIE.] You just give that back. [As the child pouts.] No, no, no! Now, Ill get you some ice cream soda myself. Masha, take that. I wont have her asking for pennies. [The child gives up the coin. MRS. GREENBAUM approaches the door.] Come on, now! [Takes TILLIES hand.] Will you all come over to-morrow? Georges mother is coming.

MASHA
[Contemplating her mother in a distressed way.] Yes, well come.

MRS. GREENBAUM
[Going out.]
Good-by!

TILLIE
Bye-bye!
[Exit.]

BERCHANSKY
[Rising and brushing off his waistcoat.]
Veil, its nice. Esther, she gets along so veil. She has a nice home, a nice husband. He didnt hev much ven dey got married, but dey verked an saved. Now, Tillie she ken hev piano lessons, an dey ken live in a nice place. Its good.
[He goes over to the bookcase and begins to examine some half-smoked cigars he is keeping there in an old cigar box. He picks up one and another, examining them critically.]

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Softly]
Unberufen! Unberufen!

BERCHANSKY
[Sniffing at one fairly long butt doubtfully.] Veil, dis vill smoke me till I go to bed. Maybe my oder two girls dey marry good, too. Ach, I vish I could play pinochle to-night! Pinochle I can play alvays, even vet its hot.

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Heavily.]
Papa! [She hesitates and says no more.]

BERCHANSKY
Veil, vot is it? Vot is it?

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Papa, you know its funny. I dont say its anyting... he vouldnt do anyting now. [She pauses.]

BERCHANSKY
[Coming to attention.]
Who? Vot? Vot are you talking about?

MASHA
Oh, it may be nothing, mamma. She may not have been up here. It may not be her shoe. [She places her fingers to her lips.] Maybe hes just gone to mail his letters.

MRS. BERCHANSKY
But de box! De oil cloth! Who vould take dem? An my rags all over de floor! [She stares at MASHA. But vy didnt I stay? [She shakes her head.] Vy didnt I stay?

BERCHANSKY
[In a troubled voice.]
Box? Oil clawt? Shoe? Vot box? Vot is it you talk? [They do not reply at once.] Box? Oil clawt? Shoe? Vots dat?

MRS. BERCHANSKY
You know. De box vere I keep my rags. Dat big one in de bedroom. Its gone. [She rises and goes to the machine drawer, takes out the shoe and returns with it.] Ven I come in I found dis in dere. [She indicates the bedroom.] Now Kitty Neafie is not home. An de oil cloth from de kitchen table is gone. [She wrings her hands.] An heres de rags, but vere is de box?

BERCHANSKY
[Getting up and taking the shoe and examining it, a strained, puzzled look on his face.]
Nu! [He beats the table with his fingers.] Its not Tillies? Nu?

MASHA
No, it doesnt belong to her, nor to Rae, either.

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Uncertainly.]
An Kitty not home! She may hev been up here.

MASHA
[Consolingly.]
Oh, I wouldnt be so nervous, mamma. She may not have been here. Why worry so?

BERCHANSKY
[Folding his hands and swaying to and fro slightly. His face is a study in fear, puzzle, wonder.]
Nu? You tink  [His face blanches. ]

MASHA
Oh!!

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Leading the way to the kitchen door.]
An de oilcloth out here... its gone!

BERCHANSKY
Oilclawt! Ach, Gott, vot could anybody vant vit oilclawt? [He pauses.] De box  its gone, is it?

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Returning.]
Yes. Here are de rags, but I cant find de box. [They look into the bedroom.]

BERCHANSKY
Nu  you think  [He throws up his hands. They return to the center of the room.]

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Oi  I dont understend! I dont know. Maybe he did someting?

BERCHANSKY
Yes, yot? Vot could he do vit a box? [Pauses.] But vy vorry before ve know? Its maybe nutting. [He looks distressed himself.] Dont vorry so much. [He begins to walk up and down the floor.]

MASHA
[By the chair on which MRS. GREENBAUM has laid Isadores papers.]
Yes.... And here are his envelopes. I guess he didnt write, after all. [She looks at her mother.]

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Ach, weh-is-mer! Weh-is-mer! [She wrings her hands.] I vish I know vot it is!

BERCHANSKY
[Pausing and staring at the floor.]
Maybes more trouble. Sometimes I dont know vot to tink. [A noise is heard on the stairs. The door is thrown open.]
[Enter ISADORE. He stands in the entry way, surprised and irritated. His eyes are strained and restless, his hair disheveled, his face scratched, the marks of dust on one arm. One trousers leg is partially covered with burrs, the other has a tear. He looks irritable, somewhat savage. BERCHANSKY hides the shoe behind him.]

ISADORE
[Sharply.]
Oh, youre back, are you? [He crosses and enters the kitchen.]

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Following and looking after him.]
You vant supper, Isadore? [She stands, awe-stricken.]

ISADORE
[Calling back.]
Supper, no! I gotta go right away again, anyhow. [He returns, stuffing something into his pocket.]

BERCHANSKY
[Nervously, a quality of fear and insufficiency in his voice, approaching and standing before him.]
Vot is dis hurry? Look at your face! Vere hev you been? Your suit  [Leans down and picks a burr.] Vots dis?

ISADORE
Oh, nothing. Ive been playin ball. [His shoulder jerks.]

BERCHANSKY
Ball? You play ball yen its dark? [Touching his elbow.] Look at your sleeve! [Points to his left trouser leg.] Here its torn. Vot iss dis? [He stares at ISADORES face.]

ISADORE
[Irritably.]
Nothing. Nothing, I tell you. What should it be? Leave me alone. Ive been in a fight. [His shoulder jerks.]

BERCHANSKY
A fight? On Shabbas! Mit who? First youre playin ball, den its a fight. Now vich is it?

ISADORE
Oh, dont bother! I tell you I was in a fight! Im all right, though. Ive gotta go. [He starts.]

BERCHANSKY
[Uncertainly, because of his lesser strength, but placing himself in ISADORES path.]
Vy you run avay? Go, vash your face! Clean your suit! Its a shame! Its a shame!

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Gently.]
Take off your coat, Isadore. I fix it. Maybe youll eat someting?

ISADORE
[Irritably.]
No, no, no! Dont bother! Ive gotta go, I tell you. [Starts again. His shoulder jerks.]

BERCHANSKY
[With a slight show of anger.]
No, no, no! I dont believe dis! You tell me first, vot is dis? [He produces the shoe.] Whose is dis? [ISADORE stares at it.] Vere did it come from?

ISADORE
[Savagely and with a touch of wildness in his manner.]
What, that? I dont know where it come from. Whatre you talkin about? [His shoulder jerks.]

BERCHANSKY
An de box? An de oilclawt? Vot iss it about dem? Vot did you do vit dem? Did you take dem? Vot becomes of de oilclawt here? [He motions toward the kitchen.]

ISADORE
[Savagely.]
What box? What oilcloth? I didnt see no box, nor no oilcloth! What are you people talkin about  what are you lookin at me for? What do I know? What are you tryin to find out? [His shoulder jerks.]

BERCHANSKY
Veil, it vuz on de kitchen table. Now its gone. An de box! An dis! [He holds up the slipper.] Vot is it about dis? Vot I vant to know is, how did dis come here? Vuz Kitty Neafie up here to-day? Did you see her?

ISADORE
[Nervously.]
I tell you I dont know! She wasnt here when I was here. What do I know about any box or oilcloth? I havent seen them, I tell you. [He starts to go.]

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Nervously.]
De box in de bedroom, Isadore. Its gone, too. You didnt take it, maybe? [She looks at him appealingly.]

ISADORE
Me? No, no, no! What do I want with a box? I tell you I dont know anything about it! I havent seen no box nor no oilcloth. I dont know what youre talkin about. [He starts again.]

BERCHANSKY
[Laying a hand on him.]
Ach, I dont understend! I dont understend! Vait! I vant to know about dese tings. First its ball, den its a fight. Your coat torn, your face scratched! Here is a shoe! De oilclawt is gone, an de box. An dese things [pointing to the burrs]  I dont know vot dey are. But I know, I feel, its someting else. You kent tell me it aint, Isadore. An I shell know now, vot is it? Vot hev you done? Vere is Kitty Neafie? Vuz she here to-day? [He becomes very intense.]

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Appealingly.]
Isadore, if its someting, vy dont you tell? You know its better. Ve are your parents. Maybe ve cen help you. [She plucks at his sleeve.]

ISADORE
[Swinging about irritably.]
Oh, youre all crazy! [His shoulder jerks.] I dont know what youre talkin about! I dont know anything about Kitty Neafie! I gotta go!
[Starts. As he does so, his father seizes him vigorously by the arm.]

BERCHANSKY
No! Here you stay! You liar! You loafer! You good-for-nutting! You run de streets an get in jail, an den you come here an you vont tell me vot you do! Now, you shell tell me! I vant to know! I vill know! [ISADORES shoulder jerks.] Vot hev you done? You shell tell me now before you leave dis house! [He reaches a great height of fury.]

ISADORE
[Savagely, a little wildly.]
Let go! I dont know what youre talkin about! Youre all crazy.
[He jerks himself loose. A fierce angry light blazes in his eyes. He moves about the table trying to pull away from his father, who hangs on. In the struggle, his right hand, which is in his right pocket, is withdrawn, and with it a tangle of cord. His shoulder jerks.]

BERCHANSKY
[Shouting.]
An dis! Vots dis now! Ach, mein Gott! Vot for is it? [He grabs the string.]

ISADORE
[Tearing it away and yet struggling with him.] Let go! Let go!
[He throws his father about. The table is struck, the chairs upset. BERCHANSKY is thrown to his knees.  ISADORES shoulder jerks.]

BERCHANSKY
[Still shouting.]
Isadore! You hear me! Ach, mein Gott! Ill know before you go from dis house. Know, I vill! You shell tell me! [His coat is torn, his skull-cap falls off. He gets to Ms feet.}

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[To one side with MASHA.]
Dont, papa! Dont! Oh, Isadore! Dont! Ach!

MASHA
[Limping to and fro.]
Oh, this is terrible! I cant stand it! [Approaches her father and begins to cry.] Let him alone, papa. Please let him alone! Dont, Isadore! For shame!

BERCHANSKY
[Shouting to her out of the contest.]
Go vay! Go vay! Dis time I know vot I do. Tell me, he must! He vill tell me before he goes from here. [To ISADORE.] Before you leave dis house, you vill tell me. I am your fader. Dis time you vill obey me. You hear me?

ISADORE
[Throwing him off and down. His shoulder jerks.]
Let go!
[BERCHANSKY fails to the floor.  ISADORE dashes to the door, pulls it open and rum down the stairs, slamming it after him. BERCHANSKY, getting to his feet, seizes a chair, rum after him, and, aiming it, rum as far as the door, then stops and puts it down, opens the door and shouts.]

BERCHANSKY
Isadore! [A pause.] Isadore! [The sound of ISADORES clattering feet is heard on the stairs. The hall door below is heard to slam. As it does so, BERCHANSKY ceases to call, drops his hands, then his head, and repeats softly.] Isadore!
[There is a silence in which MASHA goes to the window and looks out. The clock is heard to tick. MRS. BERCHANSKY, nonplussed and frightened, crosses over to her husband and lays a hand on his arm.]

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Tck! Tck! Tck! Dis should heppen in our old days! Vot comes now?
[BERCHANSKY strike» his hands and shakes his head, but says nothing. As he stands there, the curtain descends for a few moments. The theater remains dark.]

CURTAIN

Scene 2

Same as Scene One. Two hours are supposed to elapse. As the curtain rises the clock is striking ten. BERCHANSKY, MRS. BERCHANSKY, MASHA, JOE, and MR. AND MRS. GREENBAUM are disclosed, scattered about the room and around the table. JOE is leaning against a side of the bathroom door, one foot crossed over the other. MASHA, MRS. BERCHANSKY and MRS. GREENBAUM are seated at the table. BERCHANSKY is standing behind MASHA, near the table, very pale and distressed. GEORGE GREENBAUM is seated on the window sill He is a simple, unpretentious, American-looking business man  very neat and silent. The shoe is on the table.

GREENBAUM
Well, you dont really know that hes done anything, yet. Whats the use getting so worked up about it? The slipper may not belong to her, after all.

BERCHANSKY
[Argumentatively, and with a considerable amount of emotion.]
Yes, but who else should it belong to? Its not Tillies, an who else vuz here? No vun! Unless Kitty, maybe, or some vun else. He hes done someting, dat much I know. An de box an de oilclawt, de scratches on his face, de string. Vy did he run avay? He didnt look right to me  he didnt act right. [He rubs his chin.]

GREENBAUM
Yes, thats all true enough, but we really dont know that Kitty was up here. She isnt home yet, but that doesnt prove that he saw her.

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Oi! Oi! Oi!

MRS. GREENBAUM
Yes, and the way he looked at Tillie this afternoon frightened me. When Rae went out she said he wasnt acting right. If that little girl came in here  [She pauses.]

GREENBAUM
How not acting right? [He shifts his position as though he has been talking for some time.] What did she say?

MRS. GREENBAUM
Well, I didnt have a chance to talk to her. She had to go. But she said he was off again to-day, and that I was to look out for him. He didnt seem so bad, outside of the way he looked at Tillie.

MASHA
Well, I dont know that Id listen to what Rae says, anyhow. You know how she is. He doesnt like her and she doesnt like him, and she might have excited him.

JOE
Yes, but that shoe and the box and oilcloth? What about them? It looks pretty tough to me.

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Ach, if ye could only keep him at home an take care of him! If only I hed stayed here!

MRS. GREENBAUM
Yes, if you could afford it.

GEORGE GREENBAUM
[Thoughtfully.]
I cant see that there is any sense in getting so excited until we know something positively. Its true, things do look bad. Still, there may be nothing. You havent heard whether shes come home yet, have you?

MASHA
No.

GREENBAUM
Well, I wouldnt inquire, if I were you. If anything is wrong it would look bad afterwards. What I dont see is why you take any more chances with him. Hes not right, really  thats plain now, isnt it? I hate to say it, but its true. Ive tried to help him several times, but Im afraid to recommend him to anybody any more, and we cant use him in our business. He hasnt any sense for that work. He doesnt look right. The best thing to do would be to put him in a home somewhere, I think, where hed be looked after, and yet where hed have plenty to do and not feel shut up. Hes not a bad boy, actually. He likes to work. Hes good-hearted, too. I know that. [MRS. BERCHANSKY nods.] But he cant help himself. Hes too restless and excitable, and hes crazy about girls. If you let him run around much longer by himself these days, hes sure to come to some harm. He cant help it  the way the girls dress now, with their short skirts and open shirtwaists. It seems to have a bad effect on him. He may not have done anything wrong to-day, but he frill some time. He cant help it, and it wont be his fault. [He sits down.]

MRS. GREENBAUM
After that look I saw him give Tillie to-day, Id be afraid to have him around. Really, I would. I think something had better be done.

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Oi! Oi! Oi! Trouble, trouble, trouble!

JOE
Well, why dont we send him away, then? Theres no use waitin any longer, is there?

BERCHANSKY
An asylum! An asylum! Ach! Veil, maybe it is. best. After to-night, I know it is.
[He rubs his chin. Steps are heard on the stairs. Enter RAE, decked out in all her finery.]

RAE
Hello, everybody! Wotcha doin? Wotcha talkin about?

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Oi! Oi! Oi! Trouble, trouble, trouble!

BERCHANSKY
[Folding and unfolding his hands on his breast.] Plenty to vorry about. Plenty! [He shakes his head.]

JOE
Its Isadore again.

RAE
[Eagerly.]
Well, what about him? Whats he been doin now?

MRS. GREENBAUM
Oh, nothing that we know of. He was in here a while ago all scratched up, with some burrs on him, and his coat torn, and he wouldnt tell where hed been, or what he had been doing, or where he was going, and theyre afraid hes done something. They found a little girls shoe in the bedroom, and Kitty Neafie hadnt come home by seven oclock, and her mother was up here looking for her. Mothers big rag box and the oilcloth from the kitchen table are gone.

RAE
Kitty Neafie! You found a shoe? Lets see it. [ They show it to her. She exclaims.] An that big piece of yellow oilcloth out in the kitchen  you say its gone?

MRS. GREENBAUM
Yes, and papa thinks he came back for some twine. [She gets up.]

JOE
He come in an went into the kitchen an grabbed a whole handful of cord out of the cupboard, an run out again. Pop tried to stop him, but Isadore threw him all around the place.

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Oi! Oi! Weh-is-mer!

BERCHANSKY
It is someting! I know! Ach, if I only knew! Hes not right. I know now!

MRS. GREENBAUM
Oh, dear, I wonder what he could have wanted with that?

RAE
Tck! Tck!  Tck! This is terrible! Kitty
Neafie! Goodness, if hes done anything to her  [she stares] Well, I warned ja all. You knew he wasnt right, an he oughtnt to be out an around loose. Still you wouldnt listen. Only to-day he tried to stop me in here when I was goin out  wanted me to kiss him  said I didnt seem like a sister to him. I had to slap his face before hed let me alone. [She takes a defiant pose.] I was almost afraid to leave Esther, only I know hes afraid of her. [She walks into the bedroom, taking off her hat.] Well, I spose youll agree, now, that he oughta be put away.

BERCHANSKY
[His head down.]
Tck! Tck! Tck!

MRS. GREENBAUM
[Softly.]
After Rae left I watched him, and it was then I saw him look at Tillie so. It frightened me so I took her and went out in the park. I didnt want to say anything because I thought he would be here when we got back, and I didnt want to make mamma and papa feel bad again.

RAE
[From the bedroom.]
Did he finish the letters he was writin?

MASHA
No, the envelopes are here.

GREENBAUM
[Getting up and walking about.]
Well, as I say, we dont know anything yet, positively. He may not have done anything, even though a slipper was here and the childs missing. It does look pretty bad, Ill admit, but I cant see that theres anything to do about it except wait until he comes back, or until we hear something else, then see if we can keep him around here, or get hold of him. Youll have to be careful, though, if he does come back, and not say or do anything to let him know, otherwise he wont go. Well have to fool him into it. [He subsides.]

BERCHANSKY
Rae, how long vuz you here mit Isadore? Ven did you leave?

RAE
About four. Why?

BERCHANSKY
Veil, vot vuz he doing? Vot vuz it he said to you? Did he look queer to you?

RAE
He acted crazy, like he always does, I tell ya! He tried to kiss me. He wouldnt let me alone till I gave him a good slap in the face.

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Ach, Rae! Vy did you do dat? He iss your brother. Maybe he vanted to be nice mit you again.

RAE
Say! Him? Cut that! Hes dips, I tell ya. Look at what may have happened to-day. [The others wince.] It wasnt because Im his sister that he wanted to kiss me. Hes crazy about girls, I tell ya. He cant let em alone. He cant help it. He cant let me alone, if ya wanta know. Dont take no chances with that hangin around the house. Hes dips, I tell ya. Put im away, an then you can breathe easy. [She begins to take off her shoes.] Afterwards we can move away from here, an nobodyll know where weve gone. We can move up to the Bronx.

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Oi! Oi! Oi!

BERCHANSKY
Rae, you should not talk foolish. Ve vant to find out, dont you understand?

GREENBAUM
[Seating himself again.]
Was there anybody else here when you left? I mean before Esther and Tillie came?

RAE
No. Joe had just gone, an Esther came in afterwards. I thought once I better speak to her before
I went. I was on the edge of comin back after I got downstairs, but I didnt have time. I knew he wouldnt do anything to any grown-up person, though. Hes too big a coward. He always is till youre alone and till its some one he thinks he can handle. But if Kitty came in here  [She shakes her head.] I know him of old. He knows he cant pull it over me, an so he dont try. Thats why he quit. Believe me, Id never trust a kid with him, though, anywhere.

BERCHANSKY
[Excitedly, and touching his heart.]
Rae! Rae! Stop! Ve know! Its bed enough! I kent stend it! [He moves uneasily.]

RAE
Well, when you all come to your senses an put him away, Ill stop, an not before. If youd listened to me this wouldnt a happened to-day  if anything has happened. For a cent, Id have him put away myself. Youd thank me for it in the long run. Youre just afraid of what peoplell say, thats all. Believe me, youd better act before sompin worse happens.

GREENBAUM
[Amicably.]
But weve agreed to do that now, Rae.

RAE
Well, its time, thats all Ive gotta say.

BERCHANSKY
[Shaking his head,]
Yes. Yes. Its better.

GREENBAUM
[Getting up.]
Well, then, to-morrow Ill see if I can find some place, if you want me to. If he comes back, youd better try and keep him here. Dont irritate him, and dont say anything. Just ask him to stay, and persuade him to, if you can. Ill talk to my lawyer, and let you know. [He takes out his watch and begins to look around for his hat, as if he were ready to depart,] Wed better be going, Esther. Its after eleven.
[MRS. GREENBAUM rises. As she does this, a noise is heard on the stair. It begins as a soft murmury and increases in volume until it more or less of an uproar. The shuffling of many feet is heard. As the noise begins and continues, the family stop all conversation, and listen. JOE, who is nearest the door, crosses and opens it.]

A VOICE
Yes, this is where they live.

ANOTHER VOICE
Neafie! They live in here. [ A knocking is heard.]

A THIRD VOICE
Mr. Neafie! Mr. Neafie!

SEVERAL VOICES
[In concert. ]
Its terrible, aint it?
To think it should be their little girl!
Poor Kitty!
Do they know who done it?
No. [A silence.]
[Suddenly the piercing scream of a woman is heard. As all this proceeds, the facial expression of the various members of the family changes. They become concerned, strained.]

BERCHANSKY
[In a low voice and with a frightened air, coming near the door.]
Vots dat?

JOE
[Softly, in a troubled voice.]
It sounds as if something has happened to Kitty Neafie. [He half closes the door.]

RAE
[Who is standing near the bedroom door, speaking out loud.]
Gee! I wonder whats that, now? [Crosses to JOE.]

BERCHANSKY
[With great intensity, clenching arid unclenching his hands.]
If it should be Isadore!

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Crossing to her husband and shaking his arm.] Ssh! [Shakes her head.]

GREENBAUM
[Stepping to the table.]
Listen to me. If it should be anything, no one of you must say anything. You hear? You havent seen him. You dont know where he is. Put that shoe away! Burn it! [MRS. BERCHANSKY takes the shoe into the kitchen and returns.] He hasnt been here, do you see!  [They all look at him without a word.] For goodness sake, dont all look as if something had happened! Thats a dead give-away.

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Oi! Oi! Vot ken ve do? Vot ken ve do? [She begins to cry.]

MASHA
[Sternly.]
Mamma! Dont cry! You mustnt!
[More steps are heard on the stairs, as if they were coming up and to the BERCHANSKY flat. At the sound of them, JOE closes the door.]

BERCHANSKY
[Walking the floor and twisting his hands.] Ach, Gott! Vot comes now? [A brisk knock is heard. No one offers to go to the door.]

GREENBAUM
[Commandingly, to JOE.]
Open it!
[JOE opens the door. Enter in a crush four neighbors, tenants of the building  an elderly red-faced woman, greasy, unkempt, fat; a younger, cleaner, but more vacuous and curious woman of thirty-three or four; a young boy of seventeen; a small girl of eleven.]

THE ELDERLY FAT WOMAN
[Pushing before the others.]
Oh, Mrs. Berchansky! Have you heard whats happened to Kitty Neafie! Theyve just took her away in the ambulance! Shes all cut up! They just found her in the lot back here, right back of the house, an she cant live. The policeman said so. Oh, its terrible! Poor Mrs. Neafie, shes just fainted an they cant bring her to an  [She pauses for want of breath.]

BERCHANSKY
[Striking his hands.]
Ach, Gott! Ach, Gott!

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Oi! Oi! Oi!

MASHA
[Heavily.]
Poor little Kitty!

RAE
[With great presence of mind, coming forward and staring at the four.]
Gee, thats terrible! How long ago did it happen?

THE YOUNGER WOMAN
Just now they found her. Nobody knows who done it. She was in a box, an there was a piece o oilcloth over her. [BERCHANSKY strikes his hands together. ] A man was comm through the lot an heard a noise. He went past, an then he went back. She wasnt dead, but she was almost. She couldnt talk no more. He hurry up an got the police. Gee, its awful! The crowd was sompin terrible! Mr. Melka, on the ground floor, was out there, an he told who she was. He knowed her. They told Mrs. Neafie just now, an shes almost crazy  shes fainted, but shes come to, an shes gone to the ospital, her an Mr. Neafie.

BERCHANSKY
Dont talk no more! [He strikes his head with his hands.]

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Ach, Mrs. Neafie! [She strikes her breast.]

THE LITTLE GIRL
[Her head between the elder and younger women.]
Yes, an o-o-h, she looked terrible! She was all marked up an bloody. I saw her just when they was takin her away.

THE YOUNG BOY
Gee, its fierce! Shell never get well. If dey ever get d fellow dat did dat, hell get d chair.
The policere all around here now. Theyre lookin everywhere.

BERCHANSKY
Dont talk! Dont talk!

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Nu, dats enough! Dont say no more, please. Ve must go down  

MRS. GREENBAUM
Tck! Tck! Tck! That poor little girl!

THE ELDER WOMAN
Yes, its awful! The whole neighborhoods out. [More noises and voices are heard below. They turn and listen.] Maybe theyve found sompin else.
[The four depart. JOE, nearest the door, half closes it after them.]

JOE
God!

BERCHANSKY
[Sinking into a chair.]
Now, its over. Vot could be vorse? Now, it vill all come out. Dis is de end!

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Oh, if it only vuznt him! Poor Isadore! Poor Kitty!

GREENBAUM
[In a low, concerned, earnest voice.]
Listen to me, all of you! Its pretty bad, but its best not to say anything  not yet, anyhow. We really dont know that he did it  not yet, anyhow. It looks that way, but dont talk! Dont let on that you know any thing! [To MASHA.] Youve burned the shoe? [She nods her head.] Dont ever say anything about it!

MRS. BERCHANSKY [Agonizedly.]
Yes! Yes!

GREENBAUM
It may not come out  not yet, anyhow. We can have him put away right off. If hes crazy, they cant do anything to him. They cant blame us, anyhow. Some of you had better go down to see Mrs. Neafie when she comes back. Cover that table out there with something, and dont mention the box! As soon as you can, youd better move away from here  but not too soon. You see  [As he talks, the curtain descends.]

CURTAIN


ACT III

SCENE

The grand jury room of New York County in the Criminal Courts Building, New York City, adjoining the offices of the district attorney and his assistants. The right and rear walls of the stage contain each three and two large windows respectively, reaching nearly to the ceiling. Through them pours a flood of morning light, a pattern of which from the windows, right, marks the floor. The tops of other buildings in the vicinity are to be seen. The space between the two windows at the rear of the stage is broken by a large circular gilt clock, the hands of which stand at ten-forty-five.

He left wall of the stage contains a door of good size which is standing open, showing an exterior office or ante-room of some sort, and some desks protected by a wire cage in which clerks are working. In the center of the room, and facing the door, a semi-circular desk of great size, to the rear of which are twenty-two chairs of exactly the same pattern, with the exception that the chair in the center is larger each occupied by a grand juror. Between this desk and the door, a table at which is sitting the grand jury clerk, his back to the jury. A few feet from him, and facing the jury, another chair, in which is sitting a short, stout, very phlegmatic-looking German, of about fifty-five, plainly under a strain and nervous. To the right, but between him and the jury, a chair on which has been laid a childs light brown linen dress, soiled and torn, a light green straw hat, a pair of tan stockings, also soiled and torn, a childs slipper, and a suit of light reddish-brown hair, soft and silky, and tied about with a string. Behind the seated jurors, an Assistant District Attorney, standing and facing the witness over their heads. The room is very still. A juror or two coughs and stirs. The woodwork is yellow oak; the walls a pale cream. No pictures or ornamentation of any kind are visible. As the curtain rises, the Assistant District Attorney is just about to address a remark to the witness. In this act a pair of light curtains, the color of the walls of the juryroom, close or open on the remarks of the various witnesses, the while the regular stage curtain remains up.

MILLER
[With the air of one who has been talking for some little time.]
Now, Mr. Daubenspeck, if you please, will you kindly tell the grand jury just what occurred on the night of July 17th last? I mean in connection with what you found in the lot back of 1727 First Avenue, this city. Tell it as simply and briefly as you can.

DAUBENSPECK
[Heavily, and arranging himself slowly.]
Ya, I do. Ess I say, ich bin, now, ein cabinetmaker by trait und als ich by Sixty-nint Sthreet near Fairst Affenoo, vuss coming about zehn uhr, ich vuss by a liddle chob in Sixty-fift Sthreet, und vuss going down troo der lot py Fairst Affenoo back of mein house da, I hert a kynt of noiss or groan, als if some von might haf site a liddle  oder groant, und daraan I sthobbed und kynta looged arount me, so. [He illustrates.] Ich couldnt see nudding. Id vuss ganz dunkle. Darauf ich started to go on again, but yust as ich dat done ich heered vonce more anudder noiss, und darauf ich vonce more sthobbed again. Der vuss someding  ach, ich weiss nicht ve mann saght veloren [he moves his hands to illustrate the sound] in der sount, und darauf ich loogt all arount vonce more und vent back, so ve dreisig oder verizig fuess  [ich hab ess later ge-measured]  und daraan, because der vus a liddle light in a vintow ubstairs in von off der flats, ich saw a kiste  how you say?  box  oder someding, mit a piece off oil clawd offer it, yust as if it hat been coffered py some von, und from unten vuss stickin aus dass kinds het und her hants und arms  so [he illustrates], and she vuss lying on her site, so [he illustrates].

MILLER
Yes.
[Several of the jurors place their elbows on their knees and their chins in their hands and contemplate him fixedly.]

DAUBENSPECK
Her face vuss very weiss, und der sleef off her tress vuss torn open at der haltz [he illustrates], und her neck vuss cut a liddle right here [he indicates the place]. At fairst I toud she vuss todt, but I listened, und den I saw dat she vuss still breading. I took der coffer off, und den ich see dat she vuss in a box, yust als she hat herself darein gesezt, und ess hat uber gefallen. It vuss offer on von site, so [he illustrates]. She vuss so weiss ich haf gedacht she mide be todt, und I vuss so schkairt  ich vuss almosd afrait to pull at her, but ich did, but she couldnt speag no more  she vuss nearly todt. So ich hop am strasse  on der sthreet  py 1727 gerunt, und als ich ans eck da kaam dair vair sthanding sechs oder seben manner. Ich hop  I tolt dem dere vuss a liddle girl pack in der lot der gekilt, und dey stharted to run down dere. Daan hab ich nach einer politzei gerufen  ein policeman  und ich vuss say some von shoult on der telefone go. Ich couldnt einer find aber, so ich hab nach meiner frau gerufet [she vuss py der vintow ubstairs dere], und she vuss unten gekommen  down  und uns beiden haben zurick ge-gangen. Ven ve vuss pack gekommen, der vuss ol-retty dreisig oder vierzig people da und some von hat olretty einer policeman geholt. Dey vuss telefoning noch der ambulance, und der vuss nudding more zu tuhen.

MILLER
Yes. [To the jury.] You understood most of what Mr. Daubenspeck said, didnt you, gentlemen? [The jurors nod their heads.] Anything more, Mr. Daubenspeck?

DAUBENSPECK
[Slowly.]
No. I didnt see nudding more. Der vair seferal mens benting offer her, und my vife tolt me afterwards dass she hat gesagt das einer mann hat ihr tiber bekommen. Den ich vent mit der police to der station.

MILLER
[Addressing the jury.]
He says that his wife told him that Kitty Neafie had said to some one that a man had stabbed her. [The jurors nod their heads.] Thats all you know, is it, Mr. Daubenspeck?

DAUBENSPECK
Ya, dass ist alles.
Gentlemen, do any of you wish to question this witness further? We have a great many to hear. Ill have the clerk write out this testimony so that any of you can examine it at your leisure if you wish. The less time we take in the beginning, the better. You may not need all the testimony that will be offered [he looks around inquiringly].

THE FOREMAN
[Tentatively.]
Perhaps wed better let him go for the present.

JUROR SIXTEEN
[A somber, heavy, taciturn-looking man.]
Did he say who it was stabbed her, or did she say?

MILLER
Did she say, Mr. Daubenspeck, who killed her?

DAUBENSPECK
Ich hab nicht  I didnt hear. My vife she tolt me afterwards dass she hat gevispered a man, a man. Den she dies.

JUROR THREE
Was she lying on her face or on her back, did he say, when he first came up?

DAUBENSPECK
On her site, so [he illustrates].

JUROR NINE
[Addressing MILLER.]
Did he notice or could he tell in that light what the color or pattern of that oilcloth was?
[As he speaks the inner stage curtains close, then immediately open. As they do so, the clock stands at twelve-fifteen. The sun pattern on the floor has moved. In the witness chair, in the place of MR. DAUBENSPECK, sits the elderly fat woman who appeared in the doorway of the BERCHANSKY apartment on the night of the murder. She is speaking.]

MRS. LERSCH
An as we went in they was all standin up around the table, an I says, Oh, Mr. Berchantsky, did you hear the news? Little Kitty Neafies been killed! And at that he throws up his hands like this, and he says, My God, its my son Isadore! An at that I didnt know wot to say. I felt sorry for im, an I didnt say nothin.

MILLER
But, Mrs. Lersch! Mrs. Lersch! One moment, please, one moment! This wont do. Youre not telling the same story you told me yesterday afternoon at all. I thought you told me that there were three others present beside yourself, and that Mr. Berchansky only exclaimed, My God! Isnt that what you told me?

MRS. LERSCH
[Pausing abstractedly.]
Did I say that? Well, maybe it was that-a-way, but it seems to me he did say something about his son Isadore. Leastways, it seems so to me. He done it, or Oh, my God, Im sure he done it! or something like that.
[The jurors stir impatiently, as though they had been annoyed by previous exaggerations.
The foreman looks as though he would interject a question.]

MILLER
But, Mrs. Lersch! Mrs. Lersch! One moment, please! This wont do at all! You forget that you are on the witness stand and under oath. You have sworn on the Bible to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. A mans life is in jeopardy here. If you do not tell the truth, the exact facts only  just what you know to be so, not what you think somebody said or what somebody told you afterwards or what you read somewhere  you may send an innocent man to the electric chair, to death, do you understand? An innocent man!

THE FOREMAN
[Sternly.]
Tell only what you know, madam. [He stares and whispers to a neighbor.]

MRS. LERSCH
[With some show of uncertainty and distress, rolling her hands.]
Well, of course, I didnt understand that. I wouldnt want to do anybody any harm, leastways not the Berchantskys. I aint got a thing against
Mr. Berchantsky. I wouldnt lay a straw in his way. Hes a good man, so far as I know. Course, you gotta remember I was very much excited myself at the time, after hearin the terrible news of poor little Kittys death, an I hardly knew what I was doin. But you better not take my word for it alone. You better let me go, an ast somebody else. I dont want to do nobody any harm, [She half rises.] When I think of poor Kitty, though  [she begins to weep].

THE FOREMAN OF THE JURY
One moment, please, madam, one moment! Just sit down, please.

MILLER
[Gently.]
One moment, Mrs. Lersch. Keep your seat, please. Now, just calm yourself and try to recollect what it was you did hear and see. You neednt be afraid of these gentlemen. They are not here to prosecute you. Now, you have stated that you and several other people left the crowd that was knocking at the door of Mrs. Neafie on the fourth floor, and climbed to the fifth, where Mr and Mrs. Berchansky lived, and that then you or some one knocked and that some one opened the door. And then what happened? Remember, youre not here to say what you think happened, or what you imagined you saw or heard, or what some one told you they saw or heard, or what you read, or what somebody else read in the paper, but just what you yourself saw with your own eyes, and heard with your own ears. Now what was it that you saw or heard?

MRS. LERSCH
[Subdued, in a low voice.]
Well, as I say, we all went in, an there was Mr. Berchantsky an Mrs. Berchantsky, an Miss Rae Berchantsky, an Joe, an several other people stand-in around, an they all looked kind o queer to me, as though they might be excited about something. An I says to Mrs. Berchantsky, Oh, Mrs. Berchantsky, have you heard the terrible news about Kitty Neafie? Shes been murdered  stabbed fifty times  an theres a young man they think done it [the jury gives evidence of new astonishment]. At that they all gathered around, an Mr. Berchantsky throws up his hands, or thats the way it seemed to me, an says sompin Oh, my God! or sompin like that, an Mrs. Berchantsky, if I remember right  Im not sure about Mrs. Berchantsky, I was that excited myself I begun to cry, an then they all wanted to know who done it, an how it all happened, an between explainin an other people talkin, I forget, kinda, just what did happen, but I know we went downstairs, an
Mrs. Droney, she says to me  now, I dont just remember whether it was that night or the next day  but anyhow, she says  

MILLER
[Wearily, with the air of one desirous of ending this particular examination.]
Well, now, Mrs. Lersch, were not interested in what Mrs. Droney or anybody else said to you at this or any other time. As a matter, of fact, you didnt know then whether there had been one or fifty stab wounds found on the body, did you?

MRS. LERSCH
Well, now, Mrs. Droney was sayin last Wednesday  

MILLER
[With a show of irritation, in a loud voice.] You didnt know at that time whether there was one or seventy wounds on the body, did you?

MRS. LERSCH
[Humbly.]
No, sir.

MILLER  
So you couldnt have told the Berchansky family of those?

MRS. LERSCH
Well, Mrs. Droney  

MILLER
[Sonorously.]
Never mind Mrs. Droney. Could you?

MRS. LERSCH
No, sir.

MILLER
And as for a young man having been suspected, you really never thought of that at that time, did you?

MRS. LERSCH
Well, Mrs. Droney  

MILLER
[Angrily.]
Never mind Mrs. Droney. Forget her. Just stick to what you saw and heard in the Berchansky flat at the time you were in it. Did you, or did you not, see or hear anything which caused you to think that any one connected with that particular family was in any way connected with this crime?
[As he talks the inner curtains close, and immediately open again. This time they disclose MRS. BERCHANSKY seated in the witness chair. She is very pale, her hands and face exceedingly thin. She is dressed in a black skirt, small bonnet, and black shard. She sits with drooped head, staring at the floor.
The hands of the clock now stand at twelve-forty-five, and the sunlight has left the room. The gaze of the Assistant District Attorney, and that of all the jurors, is fixed intently on her.]

MILLER
Tell us, Mrs. Berchansky, why it was you made up your mind to move so quickly after this happened? [MRS. BERCHANSKY does not answer.] Why did you move two days after the crime?

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[After a long pause, and twisting her fingers.]
My family vunted it.

MILLER
Yes. Why?

MRS. BERCHANSKY
It vuz too hot. Ve didnt like de place. [She lifts her hands slightly.]

MILLER
Yes. Well, how long before this was it that you or your family made up your minds that it was too hot?

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Slowly.]
Maybes a month  maybes two.

MILLER
Then it was some time in May or June that you did this?

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Yes.

MILLER
Cant you remember which month exactly?

MRS. BEBCHANSKT
No.

MILLER
Well, now, it wasnt so very warm in May, was it?

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[After a long pause.]
It vuz vorm, yes.

MILLER
[Restlessly, as though he had been examining a long time.]
Mrs. Berchansky, how long before the night of the murder was it that you had last seen your son Isadore at your apartment, or anywhere  how long?

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Turning and entwining her fingers. She does not look up.]
Maybes von month  maybes two or three.
[Sternly.]
Look at me, Mrs. Berchansky. Look at the jury. Lift your head. [Slowly the witness elevates a wan and haggard face  then lowers it again.] Are you telling the truth?

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Yes.

MILLER
Well, Mrs. Berchansky, there was a newspaper reporter in that chair not more than a half hour ago who testified that when he called on you at the apartment of your daughter, Mrs. Greenbaum, on the upper west side, ten days after you had moved from 1727 First Avenue, you told him that you had not seen your son Isadore in two weeks. That would have been two days before the murder. Now, what did you mean by that? [She does not answer.] Mrs. Berchansky, answer me! What did you mean by that?

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Maybes von month  maybes two.

MILLER
Listen to me, Mrs. Berchansky. Dont answer in a routine way, without thinking. You are now in the witness chair, before this grand jury, under oath. The newspaper man said that at that time you said to him that you had seen your son three days before the murder. Now, whom are we to believe  you, or this reporter? [He pauses and waits.]

MRS. BERCHANSKY  
[Without looking up.]
Maybes von month  maybes two.

MILLER
[Irritably.]
Dont make that stereotyped reply always! Did some one tell you to say that?

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[After a time, folding and unfolding her hands.]
No.

MILLER
Mrs. Berchansky, you swore just now to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. Is this the truth you are telling now?

MRS. BERCHANSKY  
[Without looking up,]
Yes.

MILLER
You swear to that, do you  by all that you hold sacred?

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[After a pause,]
Yes.

MILLER
Now, Mrs. Berchansky, isnt it true that your son was at your home the very day and evening that the crime was committed  that you and your husband had a quarrel with him, and that he ran out of the house, and that you or your husband called after him down the stairs?

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Stirringy and then subsiding after a pause.] No.
You deny that he was in your house the day or evening of the crime?

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Yes.

MILLER
Or a day or two before?

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Yes.

MILLER
Or a day or two after?

MRS. BERCHANSKY
Yes.

MILLER
You swear on your sacred honor  by the life of your husband and your children, that this is true?

MRS. BERCHANSKY
[Tightening her fingers for the least fraction of a second.]
Yes.
[The inner curtains close. As they open again the clock stands at two-ten. The clerk is completing the roll call of the afternoon session. All but three jurors are in their seats.]

MILLER
[To the clerk.]
Call Miss Rae Berchansky.
[The clerk goes to the door, whispers the call to the doorkeeper, who in turn calls it outside. In a moment or two RAE BERCHANSKY appearst dressed in white linen shirt  pearl buttons down the front  a white starched shirtwaist, black tie, black sailor hat with a white bandy black slippers, white stockings, and carries a black bag in her hand. She seats herself in the witness chair, rises, then sinks back again  very brisk and selfsufficient.]

THE CLERK
Name, please?

RAE
Rae Berchansky.

THE CLERK
Address?

RAE
2221 Portchester Avenue, Bronx.

CLERK
Business?

RAE
Manicuress.

MILLER
[As the clerk writes.]
Now, Miss Berchansky, the grand jury, through me, would like to ask you a few questions in regard to the death of Kitty Neafie on July 17th last. Will you kindly tell me, in your own way, what, if anything, you know about this case?

RAE
[Briskly.]
I dont know anything!

MILLER
[Archly.]
Not anything?

RAE
Nothing except what Ive seen in the papers  mostly lies.

MILLER
Now, Miss Berchansky, will you kindly tell the jury where you were on the afternoon and evening of July 17th last?

RAE
I was at Coney Island.

MILLER
When did you leave your home to go to Coney Island?

RAE
Oh, about two in the afternoon.

MILLER
And when did you return home again?

RAE
About eleven or twelve at night.

MILLER
Cant you remember exactly at what hour?

RAE
No, sir. It was between eleven and twelve, I think.

MILLER
[Suavely.]
Now, Miss Berchansky, this is a very trying case, and were only anxious to find the perpetrator of this very heinous crime  not to throw unnecessary suspicion on any one, your family in particular  so will you be kind enough to tell this jury how long before the day or hour of this crime, or after, was it that you last saw your brother Isadore?

RAE
[Coolly.]
Its been a little over two months, now, I think.

MILLER
You havent seen him in all that time?

RAE
No, sir.

MILLER
Nor heard from him?

RAE
No sir.
Has any member of your family, in so far as you know?

RAE
Not that I know of.

MILLER
Well now, he usually came around the house once a week or so, didnt he, up to that time?

RAE
Up to what time?
Up to the time you last saw him. Up to the night of the murder.

RAE
I just told you I didnt see him on the night of the murder, or the day, either.

MILLER
Yes.... I remember now. Up to the time you last saw him, I mean  two months ago.

RAE
Oh, he came home whenever he felt like it  once in two or three weeks, I should say.
And then suddenly he stopped coming?

RAE
Oh, I wouldnt call it sudden. We never knew when he was comin, or when he was goin again.

MILLER
Quite so! Quite so! Now, Miss Berchansky, it has been suggested here by one witness and another that your brother was not exactly right in his mind, that he had an aberration or delusion  an abnormal interest in little girls. Is that true?

RAE
Hes always been all right, so far as I know.

MILLER
Youre positive as to that?

RAE
Yes, sir.

MILLER
Nothing wrong with him whatsoever in so far as you know?

RAE
So far as I know, no.

MILLER
In so far as you can remember, you have never seen the least little thing wrong with him mentally?

RAE
No, sir. Not that I recall.

MILLER
Well, then, how do you explain that on March 15, 1914, he was sentenced to two years in a State penitentiary of this State for attempted  for assaulting  [he pauses]  a little girl? You knew of that, didnt you?

RAE
[Eyeing him fixedly.]
Yes, sir.  
Well, would you consider that the deed of an absolutely normal person, assuming, of course, that the jury did not err in its judgment?

RAE
Well, he never admitted that he did it, did he? A jury might be wrong once in a while, mightnt it?

MILLER
[With the shadow of a condescending smile, and robbing his chin.]
Yes, a jury might be wrong once in a while. But, tell us, Miss Berchansky, your brother did suffer from a nervous affliction of the left arm, didnt he  a jerking like this [he illustrates]?

RAE
[With some hesitation and show of anger.]
Yes, sir.

MILLER
Ever since he was born  is that not true?

RAE
[Snappishly.]
Yes!

MILLER
Still you are convinced that there was absolutely nothing wrong with him mentally in any way?

RAE
[Defiantly.]
Yes, I am!
And also you are absolutely sure that he wasnt at home the afternoon or evening or night of the crime?

RAE
Not that I know of.

MILLER
Nor at any time within forty-eight hours before or after the news of Kitty Neafies death?

RAE
Not that I know of.

MILLER
Is this the absolute truth? Remember, you are under oath here.

RAE
Yes, sir.

MILLER
Do you know for certain that he was not there?

RAE
No one told me that he was. No, sir.

MILLER
But youre not positive that he was not there?

RAE
Well, if he had been, it seems to me I would have heard about it.

MILLER
But youre not positive?

RAE
No, sir.

MILLER
Miss Berchansky, do you know a Mrs. Margaret Lindstrom?

RAE
Yes, sir.

MILLER
Where does she live?

RAE
I dont know where she lives now, but I know where she did live.

MILLER
Where was that?

RAE
On the floor below us at 1727 First Avenue.

MILLER
You know her personally?

RAE
Ive seen her.

MILLER
You dont know her to talk to?

RAE
Oh, Ive said Good morning, or nodded to her in the hall.

MILLER
Miss Berchansky, if there was a loud noise in the Lindstrom apartment, an angry argument of some kind, do you suppose you could hear it in your apartment upstairs?

RAE
I dont know whether I could or not. I never heard a loud argument down there.

MILLER
So you couldnt say, supposing there was a loud argument or quarrel of some kind in your apartment, whether the Lindstroms or any other family immediately around you could hear it or not?

RAE
No; I dont think they could.

MILLER
You mean they couldnt hear such a noise?

RAE
Yes.

MILLER
Why not?

RAE
Because of the noise in the street up there.

MILLER
Its pretty bad, is it?

RAE
It was. It was sompin fierce!

MILLER
Now, Miss Berchansky, isnt it a fact that your brother Isadore was home the very day of the death of Kitty Neafie, and that your father and mother had a quarrel with him, and that he ran downstairs about eight-thirty of the night of the crime, and that your father shouted his name after him? Isnt that true?

RAE
I dont know anything about it. I was at Coney Island.

MILLER
Well, you would have heard of it if he had been there, wouldnt you?

RAE
[Calmly.]
Yes, I think so.

MILLER
But you never heard anything about it?

RAE
No, I didnt.

MILLER
[Suavely.]
Well, now, Miss Berchansky, will you explain to this jury why it was that on the evening of July 21st last, or thereabouts, about five days after this crime had been committed, and about two days after your family had moved from 1727 First Avenue, that you returned to the house of your friend, Miss Bertha Solomon, at 1711 First Avenue, and secured a picture of yourself, and one of your brother Joe which contained a portrait of your brother Isadore?

RAE
[With considerable surprise and hesitation.]
Well, I wanted them, thats why. [She stirs uneasily.]

MILLER
Yes.... Why?

RAE
Oh, I didnt want any old cheap pictures of mine floatin around back there in that neighborhood, thats all.

MILLER
Yes  but why not in that neighborhood? Wasnt it good enough for you?

RAE
[Hesitatingly.]
Well, its a cheap neighborhood, thats all. I never liked it, and so long as we were goin away, I thought Id not leave anything of mine by which people could follow us up.

MILLER
That was the only reason, was it?
Yes.

MILLER
You hadnt committed any crime, had you?

RAE
No, of course not.

MILLER
Nor any member of your family, let us say?

RAE
I said I didnt know anything about that. MILLER
[Sweetly.]
To be sure! To be sure! You just didnt think the neighborhood was good enough for you? Was that it?

RAE
Well, something like that.

MILLER
Miss Berchansky, do you know a girl by the name of Peterson  Zella Peterson?

RAE
Yes, sir.

MILLER
Where does she work?

RAE
At the same place I do.

MILLER
Where is that?

RAE
At the Marie Manicure Parlors, in Sixth Avenue.

MILLER
She is a manicure, is she not?

RAE
Yes, sir.

MILLER
Shes a rather good friend of yours, isnt she?

RAE
Well, weve been friends, yes.  

MILLER
Isnt she, any longer?

RAE
Well, I suppose so. I havent seen her recently.

MILLER
Do you remember asking her, on the morning of the 22d of July last, what she thought of the Neafie case?

RAE
[With some hesitation.]
No, sir.
You dont recall asking her if she thought in case the murderer of Kitty Neafie were found, and he had brothers and sisters, and a father and mother, whether his whole family, in her judgment, would be disgraced on account of it?

RAE
I saw she said I did, in the papers, but I didnt. No, sir.

MILLER
You didnt?

RAE
No, I didnt!

MILLER
Did you ask her anything at all about the case? What she thought of it, or anything like that?

RAE
No, sir.

MILLER
Not a word? Never even referred to it?

RAE
No, sir.

MILLER
Well, it was a very startling case to you, wasnt it?

RAE
[Hesitatingly. ]
Yes.

MILLER
It must have shocked you a great deal at the time, being in your neighborhood  next door to you?

RAE
It certainly did.

MILLER
And it was on your mind a great deal at the time, wasnt it?

RAE
Well, not any more than on anybody elses, I guess, but it was, yes.

MILLER
Yet you didnt even mention it to Miss Peterson?

RAE
Not that I recall, no.

MILLER
Her manicure table is right next to yours, isnt it?

RAE
Yes.

MILLER
And you used to walk home with her occasionally across Forty-second Street?

RAE
Yes.

MILLER
Frequently, since July 17th, havent you?

RAS
I dont remember exactly whether I did or not.

MILLER
Oh, come now. You can remember that, Im sure.

RAE
[Stiffly.]
I say I dont remember exactly whether I did or not.
Yet you never mentioned this case to her  not once?

RAE
Well, I may have. I dont remember. Not that I recall.

MILLER
And yet it was in all the papers at the time?

RAE
Yes.

MILLER
And it occurred right next door to your home?

RAE
Yes.

MILLER
And it was in your mind  some?

RAE
Yes.

MILLER
But yet you cant remember that you ever mentioned it to your friend, the girl you used to walk home with  whose table was right next to yours in the manicure parlor?

RAE
No, sir.

MILLER
[With considerable emphasis.]
Not even if I tell you that your friend Miss Peterson was in here not more than an hour ago, and, sitting in that chair, testified under oath that you did ask her, and that you looked worried? Now, is that true, or isnt it?

RAE
Its not true.

MILLER
She lied, did she?

RAE
If she said that, she did. Yes, sir.

MILLER
Miss Berchansky, you say you have lived at home with your family right along, all your life?

RAE
Yes, sir.

MILLER
Well, now, tell the grand jury why it was that your family decided to move all of a sudden, on July 19th last.

RAE
We didnt decide to move all of a sudden. Wed been talkin of it for months.

MILLER
Why?

RAE
Well, it was too hot up there under the roof, and too high up.

MILLER
You wanted a cooler apartment, did you, and one lower down?

RAE
The family did, yes, sir, and so did I.

MILLER
Well, can you tell the grand jury why it was that your father and mother, or whoever it was decided on this, chose to move in the middle rather than at the end of the month? People generally choose to move at the end of the month, dont they?

RAE
Oh, I dont know. We didnt.

MILLER
[Gently.
Well, I know, but people generally do, dont they?

RAE
Well, I dont know about other people. I only know about us. We moved in the middle of the month, the time before that.

MILLER
When was that?

RAE
February 19, 1916.

MILLER
Five months before this crime was committed?

RAE
Yes.

MILLER
And youre sure this short stay of only five months had nothing to do with anything your brother Isadore did at this time?

RAE
No,  I mean yes.

MILLER
[Coming around in front, between the witness and the jury.]
If the jury pleases, I would like to excuse Miss Berchansky for the moment. We can recall her in a little while, if we choose. I have another witness I would like to present at this time. I believe it will throw a little extra light on this case, and may save your time and mine. [The jurymen nod their heads. To RAE.] YOU are excused for the present, Miss Berchansky. Please dont leave the building. I may want you again. [RAE goes out. To the clerk.] Call Rufus Bush.

THE CLERK
[Going to the door and speaking to the attendant.]
Rufus Bush!

THE ATTENDANT
[Out side.]
Rufus Bush! Rufus Bush!
[The door opens, and a lank, slithery, badly washed man of about forty-three, in obviously his best Sunday store clothes, enters. He has large red hands, large feet, a leathery, weather-tanned face, and a long strong nose and jaw. He walks briskly forward and starts to take the chair indicated, but is interrupted by the clerk, who holds out a Bible to him.]

THE FOREMAN OF THE JURY
Do you solemnly swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help you God?

BUSH
I do.
[He sits down, sees the little dress, hat and shoe on the chair, and stares.]

MILLER
[From his position behind the foreman once more.]
Now, Mr. Bush, you moved the furniture and belongings of one Aaron Berchansky from his apartment or flat at 1727 First Avenue some time during the latter part of July, didnt you?

RUFUS BUSH
Yes, sir.

MILLER
Just when was that? Do you recall?

BUSH
[With a great show of importance.]
It was the mornin of July 19th, 1916.

MILLER
Well, now, Mr. Bush, where did you take that furniture?

BUSH
To the Central Union Storage house at Avenue A and East Twenty-third Street, New York City.

MILLER
Now, Mr. Bush, please tell the grand jury just as briefly as you can what were the circumstances under which you came to move this furniture  who came to see you about it, what they said, what you did, what you saw, how whoever you saw acted, and so on. Be as brief and direct as you can, now, please.

BUSH
[Straightening himself in his chair, smoothing his hair, and wetting his lips.]
Well, as I was sayin to you yesterday, Mr. Miller, I was standin at the corner of First Avenue and Sixty-seventh Street  I keep my wagon standin there when I aint got nothin else to do  when who should come up to me but this here, now, Mis Berchantsky. Shes a little woman, kinda thin-like, with one of them black wigs the Jewish women wears, an a white band or sompin around her head kinda tied over her ears like [several members of the jury stir impatiently], an she says to me  I cant give you her exack langwidge  but she says to me, Could you come right over with me now to 1727 First Avenue an git a load o furniture out o there for me, right away quick? an I says, Sure, I could. Where is it you want it moved to, madam? an she says, I dont want it moved to no house  just to a storage warehouse, only, will you come right away, if youre comin, because I gotta git out o there before three oclock to-day, she says. An I says to myself, Thats funny! She must be tryin to make a get-a-way from er husband or the landlord, or sompin like that, an bein she was kinda nervous an a-fidgitin with er hands this-a-way [he illustrates], I felt sorry for er, so I jumps on my wagon an drives right over there. I was thinkin that maybe, since it was a hurry-up case, I might git a good tip extra, but I didnt. [The jury laughs.]

MILLER
Yes  go on.

BUSH
Well, when I seen the place, I wuz a little surprised again, because most people when they send for a movin man only have part of their stuff ready to be took out, an the rest we gotta git together ourselves, but she had everything done up as neat as a pin  you oughta seen it  an there was an old man with one o theta there little kike caps on is head, an he wuz a-bustlin around an a-tyin up things, an sayin Ga swind! Ga swind!  or sompin like that. There was a girl there, too, a cripple-like, hobblin around on a cane an helpin in one way an another.

MILLER
Yes?

BUSH
Well, the old lady kep sayin Hurry, hurry, please! so much that I was sure there must be sompin up. I got the furniture out as quick as I could, an got it down there to Twenty-third Street an Avenue A, an there she was, a-waitin for me on the corner, an she paid me, an I give er the receipt, an thats all I know.

MILLER
And you didnt get any tip?

BUSH
No, sir.

MILLER
Well, gentlemen, unless you can think of something more to ask this witness, I should like to excuse him also, and call some one else that we have waiting. We can recall him at any time, you know. [A silence follows this.] We have quite a number of witnesses still, and it may be that we shall not need all their testimony [ the jury nod their heads in acquiescence.] Youre excused, Mr. Bush. Please dont leave the building at present.

BUSH
No, sir. [Goes out.]

MILLER
[To the clerk.]
Call Mr. Berchansky.
[The clerk goes to the door.]

THE DOORMAN
[Out side.]
Aaron Berchansky! Aaron Berchansky!
[Enter AARON BERCHANSKY. He is very pale and nervous and careworn, and is dressed in a plain, threadbare black suit, the sleeves and trouser legs of which are too long and worn at elbows and knees, a black ready-made bow tie, black derby hat, rather loose shoes. As he enters he observes the chair with the childs clothes on it, stops, puts his hands before his eyes, falters, then walks lamely on to the witness chair. His manner is that of one who is enduring intense suffering and strain. The clerk rises and holds out the Bible.

THE FOREMAN OF THE JURY
[Rising.]
Do you solemnly affirm that you will tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help you God?
[BERCHANSKY nods, looks at the chair, then looks away again.]

THE CLERK
Name, please?

BERCHANSKY
Aaron Berchansky.

CLERK
Address?

BERCHANSKY
2221 Portchester Avenue.

CLERK
Business?

BERCHANSKY  
[With some hesitation.]
Thread and needles.

MILLER
You have a store where you sell thread and needles, have you, Mr. Berchansky?

BERCHANSKY
No. [He looks at the chair again.]

MILLER
Well, what kind of a business is it then, Mr. Berchansky? Will you kindly explain?

BERCHANSKY
[Very softly.]
I sell to my customers. I carry my goods in a bag.

MILLER
Yes. Who are your customers, Mr. Berchansky?

BERCHANSKY
Some shops, some that make shirts, cloaks, pants. [He glances at the chair.] I hey customers.

MILLER
[Overawed by his sad presence and speaking in a soothing voice.]
Mr. Berchansky, we are engaged in the very unpleasant task of unraveling, or attempting to do so, the details of a terrible crime, with some of the details of which you are already familiar. I shall have to ask you some very personal questions, Mr. Berchansky, some very trying ones, I am sorry to say, but it will not be with any intention of injuring your feelings. I hope you will understand this, that it is a duty on my  on our  part  on the part of the law and the state which makes the law  not mere inquisitiveness. [As he speaks, BERCHANSKY continues to stare at the chair.]
Nov, Mr. Berchansky, will you kindly tell the jury how many children you have?

BERCHANSKY
[Heavily.]
Two boys an three girls, living. The rest are dead. [He picks at his coat lapel.]

MILLER
And how old is your oldest boy  Is adore is his name, is it not?

BERCHANSKY
[Starting, and with an effort.]
Yes. Twenty-one.

MILLER
And the youngest?

BERCHANSKY
Seventeen.

MILLER
Were all your children born in this country?

BERCHANSKY
All but my oldest. She is dead now.
[He clenches and unclenches his fingers.]

MILLER
And where were you born?

BERCHANSKY
In Odessa.

MILLER
Russia?

BERCHANSKY
Yes.

MILLER
And your wife?

BERCHANSKY
The same place.
[As he talks, his glance constantly strays to the chair. He folds and unfolds his hands.]

MILLER
[Coming out from behind the foreman, picking up KITTY NEAFIES dress, hair and stockings, and placing himself squarely in front of the witness. He half holds the articles before him, as if exhibiting them. As he does so, BERCHANSKY shrinks back slightly.]
Mr. Berchansky, you knew little Kitty Neafie, didnt you?

BERCHANSKY
[His voice rising to a thin, half-vibrant, half-smothered cry.]
Yes.

MILLER
She came to your house fairly often, did she not?

BERCHANSKY
[In the same high, suppressed key.]
Vunce in a vile. Yes. [He picks at his coat.]

MILLER
Now, Mr. Berchansky, this grand jury is greatly concerned to know who, if any one, connected with your family knows anything about the murder of this little girl, whose hair and torn clothes you see here. It has been alleged by one person and another  newspaper reporters, the police and detectives, your neighbors  that your oldest boy is of such a disposition and character as to warrant the fear and the suspicion that he may have had something to do with it. He is not exactly of sound mind, is he?

BERCHANSKY
[Staring before him, as if meditating something.]
Nu... yes. He is all right.
He is absolutely of sound mind  you are sure of that?

BERCHANSKY
Yes.

MILLER
But he did serve two years in a penitentiary, did he not, for an assault on a little girl?

BERCHANSKY
[Half-rising, then sinking back again.]
Yes.

MILLER
[Somewhat sympathetically.]
And it is equally true, is it not, that he is, or was, still interested in little girls up to a very little while ago  in some of them, anyhow? Is not that true?

BERCHANSKY
[Stirring, with an effort to speak, but unable to do so.]
Nu. [He shakes his head negatively.]

MILLER
Mr. Berchansky, I do not want to make this examination too difficult for you. We all realize how trying your position must be. We know you are a father. We know that you are fond of your boy and would like to protect him, but the law is the law, Mr. Berchansky, and the law compels us to seek out the slayer of this harmless little girl, whosoever he may be, and bring him before the bar of justice in order that he may be dealt with according to the law. It is only right, it is our duty to ourselves, to our fellow-men, to humanity, to the stricken parents of this poor little dead girl whose clothes you see here  [He moves the dress from one arm to the other.] Now, I shall have to ask you to tell me, on your sacred honor: Do you, or do you not, know whether your oldest boy Isadore had anything to do with the taking of this little girls life?
[tie pauses, looking earnestly at the witness.]

BERCHANSKY
[Staring at the dress, then suddenly rising. As he does so, he sways to and fro as if ill, moves his hands to his face, then heats them together.]
Nu! Nu! Take dem avay! Take dem avay! I kent stend it! I kent stend it! It is too much! I hev lied! My vife, she hes lied! My daughter Rae, she hes lied! My son Joseph, he hes lied! Ve all hev lied! It is true. My son did it. He killed her!
He is not right! Since he vuz so small [he indicates with a gesture], he vuz not right. I know it all de time! It vuz killing me! Here it hurts me, here, here! [He strikes his heart.] I hev vatched, I hev prayed. Ach, Gott! Since two veeks now already, I know. But he is my boy! I could not speak.
[He choices.]

MILLER
Mr. Berchansky  

BERCHANSKY
Vait! Vait! You shell hear me! Now I shell tell all! All! I told him vot to do! He should kill himself, I told him! He wrote vun day I should meet him in Grend Street. I go to Grend Street. He vuz dere on de street. Even den he vuz not right, but he knew. He told me how it vuz  she come in vile ve vuz in de park, he choked an smodered her, he carried her up de stairs an over de roof to de next house. I told him I could not forgive him, his mudder an sisters an brudder could not forgive him  de best ting vuz for him to jump in de river an drown himself. Den he lef me, an I hevnt seen him since. [He pauses, shaking.] He is gone now. Maybe he is dead. So, it is better. I pray he is. [He sobs.] I hev vatched, I hev verked, I hev tried to be a good fader  no vun knows how hard I hev tried.
Ach! Ve hey verked, all of us, ve hev saved. De ot- ers are all good. Vy he should be so, I dont know. Since he vuz twelve he hes not been right, but he hes not alvays been bed. He hes been a good boy, too. He hes a good heart. He hes verked. He vuz not quite right here. [He points to his forehead.] Maybe it vuz not all his fault. [He breaks down completely and sobs. His voice sinks to a low murmur.] Maybe I hev not done all dat I should. It is so hard. [He ceases talking and sobs between his hands. Some of the jury take out their handkerchiefs, others lower their heads.] Dat dis should heppen to me, now dat I am old. [He shakes his head in silence.]

MILLER
Calm yourself, Mr. Berchansky. Calm yourself. This jury understands. It sympathizes with you completely. Most of the gentlemen here have children of their own. [He lays a hand on BERCHANSKYS arm.] Sit down. You can tell us the rest of this when you are calmer.
[He forces BERCHANSKY back into his seat.]

BERCHANSKY
[Weeping, and yet speaking through Ms fingers.]
No. He could not help it! He is not right. He is not a bed boy. He hes a good heart. If I hed been a better fader maybe dis vould not heppen. Maybe ve did not understand him. [He weeps in silence.]

MILLER
[After a pause, to the jury.]
Gentlemen, I am sure that you will agree with me that the rest of Mr. Berchanskys testimony can be taken later. He is too much overcome to continue. There is no need, I think, for our examining any further into this case.
[As MILLER speaks, the outer curtain is slowly descending. The foreman nods his head.]

CURTAIN


ACT IV

SCENE 1

A stuffy, wretchedly furnished halt bedroom on the top floor of a five-story tenement, the very appearance and atmosphere of which suggests heat, odors, poverty. Time, about four-thirty of a late August afternoon. A door, left, gives onto a stair landing, the squeaky boards of which can be heard. A small window, back center, shows chimneys, roofs, copings  a red, dry, colorless prospect. The windows are broken, patched and dirty. The wall-paper is a faded yellowish-gray, showing patches of paper of another color underneath. The bedstead of white iron enamel is slimsy, has peeled, and is creaky. It is unmade and tousled, with soiled sheets, a dirty pillow-case, and a soiled and torn bedspread. A more or less dilapidated chair stands at the foot of it. On the floor, a scrap of ragged carpet. Against the right wall, center, a cheap bureau or chest of drawers, above which hangs a small oblong mirror, the upper corners of which are curved, and the glass of which is cracked. A soiled and torn cover of some kind graces this bureau. From the ceiling in the center of the room descends a one-burner gas pipe. On the wall, over the bed, cm old fly-specked poster of a girl in red advertises a face cream.

When the curtain rises the stage is empty. Enter ISADORE. He closes the door quickly, stands with his hand on the knob, one ear to the crack above. Several copies of different evening papers are in his hands. He is haggard, shabby, a full weeks growth of beard on his face. His suit is worn and soiled his shoes dusty, and his hair, which is partially concealed by a broken straw hat is tousled and frowzy. He looks pale hungry, half-wild. As he stands there his left shoulder jerks.

ISADORE
[Looking straight before him with a stiff, expectant stare.]
I thought he was followin me. [Pauses and listens a while longer, tries the key to be sure it is turned, listens once more, then locks it again. His shoulder jerks.] They aint got me yet! Its the red ones, thats it. [He listens once more, then goes over to the window and unfolds one of the papers, which reveals his picture nearly quarter-page size. Type five inches high, and plainly visible to the audience, reads: FIND ISADORE BERCHANSKY! He stares at it, then speaks in a low voice.] Theyre after me, all right, for fair. I ought to a gone away in the first place. [He strikes at something.] Gwan away! Well, I dont look like that now. [He holds up the paper and examines his picture with care, then drops it and opens a second and a third, each one revealing a large picture and blazing with type. As he does so his shoulder jerks. He studies the headlines. After each one he exclaims: Gee! then drops it. Wearily.] I guess it aint no use. Theyll sure get me. Its the red ones. Thats it. Thats the trouble. They wont let me alone. [He strikes at something.] Gwan! This shoulder an armll give me away, if nothin else does. [His shoulder jerks.] Its the red ones, thats the trouble. If theyd let me alone Id be all right, but I cant work. They wont let me. [Stares and strikes at something.] Gwan! Its that two thousand dollar reward makes everybody so anxious. [His shoulder jerks.] But Im sick now, an dirty, an they dont know me. [Pauses and reflects.] Poor mom! How she must a suffered! An pop! [His shoulder jerks.] He couldnt stand it, he said. Well, I dont blame him. I cant, either, much longer. Gwan! [Strikes at something.] Im crazy, all right, an Im afraid to die. [Pauses.]
Sneakin around this way! [He wipes his eyes on his sleeve. His shoulder jerks.] If I had the nerve, Id kill myself. I oughta. Pop said I should. Ive been tryin to do it for three days, now. Gwan! [Strikes at something.] I aint right, I tell you! An I never was! [His shoulder jerks.] Its the red ones, thats it. They wont let me alone. These spells keep comin quicker an quicker. [His shoulder jerks and his face contorts slightly. He goes before the mirror, stares at himself, then darkens savagely. A weird expression passes over his face. He strikes at something.] Gwan! [He takes off his hat and coat and hangs them on a nail, then goes over to the window, picks up a paper and looks at it.] Gee, what liars newspapers are! Gwan! [Strikes at something.] Here it says I tried to lure little girls to my room four years ago, an I never even thought of it then. [Strikes at something.] I didnt have the nerve, an I wasnt as crazy then as I am now. [Strikes at something.] An this arrestin men all over the country for me  they make me sick. [He stirs irritably. His shoulder jerks.] Gwan! [Strikes at something.] Nineteen theyve arrested so far, an they aint got me yet. [He smiles and examines a small item closely.] If they dont get me pretty soon theyll hang some other fellow for me. Thats the way they do! These fly cops! [His lip curls, his shoulder jerks. He strikes at something. He tears off a small corner of a newspaper and writes on it, then puts it on the wall above his bed. Talks as he does it.] Gwan! [Strikes at something.]  An that parole officer!
[Indignantly.] What a liar! He says I broke my parole. I never did! Gwan! [Strikes at something.] He said not to come no more unless he sent for me  the damned faker. [He pauses again, looks out the window, stares at some imaginary thing in the corner, goes over to the door and listens, then comes back to the bureau and looks at himself. His shoulder jerks. As he does so, his expression changes, he loses control of his normal self and makes queer faces at his likeness in the mirror. Suddenly he crumples up the newspapers in his hand, hurls them at his image, then jumps back and seizes the one chair. As he does so he imagines he hears a noise, pauses, puts down the chair, goes over to the door and listens. There is no sound. He halfstrikes at something, then straightens up. Once more his mood appears to change. He goes over to the bed and lifts one corner of the mattress, extracting from under it a considerable length of rubber gas tubing. Surveying it, and looking at the gas jet.] Its the red ones, thats the trouble  the blacks aint so bad. They wouldnt hurt me, nohow. Whats the use, though? Im crazy, an theyre sure to get me. I cant beat em. Gwan! [Strikes at something.] I might as well quit now. [His shoulder jerks. He measures the distance from the gas jet to the bed to see if he has enough.] Its no use. [His shoulder jerks.] Im hungry! An Im gettin thinner an thinner all the time. [He goes to the mirror once more and examines himself, then looks about and strikes at something.] An the red ones wont let me alone. Gwan! [He stares at an invisible something.] Why wont you let me alone? Say? Gwan! [He strikes at something, turns and sits down on the bed. Meditatively.] An I wanted to live just like other people, an be happy. I wanted a girl an a home too, an now look at me! [He pauses, then wipes his eyes with the back of his hand.] Im not all bad. Ive worked an Ive tried to be all right, too. [Strikes.] But they wont let me alone! They wont ever do it. Gwan! Get away, I tell you! [Strikes.] I aint right. Look at em! Look at em! [He gets up, moves away as if from pursuers; his arm jerks. Stiffening, his expression changing.] But its their pretty mouths an their hair  thats it! Its the way they wear their shirtwaists an paint their faces! I cant stand it! Its the red ones. It aint my fault  its theirs! I cant help myself no more. They make me do it.
[He grows savage, vigorous. His shoulder jerks.] Well, I wont die, either. [Throws down the tubing.] Why should I? It aint my fault. I aint done nothin much, have I? I couldnt help it, could I? I didnt make myself, did I? [He stares sternly before him. His shoulder jerks.] Ill tell em that, I will! Ill write it. [He picks up one of the newspapers, tears off a small corner, fishes about in his coat for a lead pencil, and finding a small bit goes to the dresser and scribbles on the paper, pausing once as he does so to strike. Quotes:] I didnt make myself, did I? Gwan! [Reaches up and fastens it against the wall alongside the mirror. His shoulder jerks.] Well, I wont quit yet, either. Im not all in. Gwan! Gwan! [Strike at something.] They aint got me.
[He goes to the nail, takes down his hat and coat, and puts them on. As he does so, he hears a noise. He thinks some one is coming up the stairs, goes over and listens. A period of silence follows in which no noise is heard.
His shoulder jerks. A newsboys voice is heard crying.]

THE NEWSBOY
Extro! Extro! All about Isadore Berchansky! Extro! Extro! [The voice fades.]

ISADORE
[Listening.]
Huh! I wonder who it is now. I bet theyve found somebody else. I better not go out, though. They might know me. [His shoulder jerks. He goes back to the bed.] Gwan! [Strikes at something.] Its the red ones all the time, not the blacks. They wont let me alone  always followin me around. Gwan! [Strikes.] I gotta eat, though. I cant go on this way. I gotta eat or die. [His shoulder jerks. He moves toward the door.] I gotta get out o New York an get sompin to do, or I gotta quit. It aint no use. [Pauses.] Its the red ones. Thats it. They wont let me alone. Gwan! [Strikes at something.] Nothin but a cup o coffee an a sandwich since Wednesday! [He sniffs, reaches in his pocket and puts out some change. His shoulder jerks.] Eighteen cents! An I aint got the strength to earn any more. Look at me! [He surveys himself in the mirror. His shoulder jerks.] Its all up with me, I guess. Gwan! [He strikes at something.] These papersll fix me. Theyre all talkin about my arm. [Pauses.] I wonder why Joe aint answered my letter, an Greenbaum, the stiff! [He gulps.] Gwan! [He draws back his arm threateningly.] I guess hes afraid. Well, thats the way  when you aint got nothin.
[He stiffens and strikes at something. His shoulder jerks.] Gee, but its tough, though! All the world goin on an happy, an me  
[He half sobs, then starts to pick up the gas tube. The sound of steps is heard on the stairs. Hastily he puts away the tube and papers, and straightens up, listening intently. His shoulder jerks. A knock sounds, then another.]

A VOICE
[Outride.]
Mr. Abrams! Mr. Abrams! [ISADORE does not answer. The door rattles.] You are in there? I know youre in there! Vy dont you open the door?

ISADORE
[Stirring.]
Wait a minute!
[He goes to the door and opens it slightly. His shoulder jerks.]

SAMUEL ELKAS
[A small, dark, restless, inquisitive, ferret-like Jew, clothed in a dirty shirt, open at the neck, and rolled up at the sleeves, a pair of baggy, messy trousers, the suspenders of which are hanging down, and the leg-ends of which gather in folds above his instep. He wears slippers. His hair is tousled, his face and hands are damp and dirty.]
Good efternoon, Mr. Abrams. So, you are not verking yet? Hev you my rent for me?

ISADORE
[Taking off his hat and rubbing his stomach and hair.]
Ive been sick to-day. I couldnt look, very well. But Ive got a job, now, for to-morrow. [His shoulder jerks. He turns it away from ELKAS.] A friend o mine is goin to give it to me. By to-morrow night Ill have your rent for you.
[He starts to strike at something, but pauses.]

ELKAS
[With a gesture.]
To-morrow! To-morrow! Alvays to-morrow! Veil, if I dont get it by den, you vill haf to get out. You tink ve verk to give rooms free to people? [ISADORES shoulder jerks.], Vot is it vith your arm? Is it hurt?

ISADORE
[Savagely.]
No, no, no! Nothin! [He starts to close the door.] Ill get it for you to-morrow, sure. [His shoulder jerks.] Cant you trust me till then? Ill pay you, sure, [His shoulder jerks. He pushes the door nearly to.] I can get a dollar an a half. Its only a week yesterday.
[As the two stand there speaking, a little girl of nine or ten, dark, elfish, pretty, appears and stands behind ELKAS, who is evidently unaware of her presence. She peeps around as if anxious to be neither heard nor seen. She has on a worn blue gingham dress, sleeveless and cut low at the neck, which is very soiled and torn. Her legs as well as her arms are bare and dirty, and her hair is disheveled and not very clean, but she has the charm of sprightliness and curiosity.]

ELKAS
[Lifting his hands.]  
Veil, vy dontcha, den? I kent, an I need it bed enough. Ve haf to verk, too.
[He gesticulates antagonistically.]

ISADORE
[Crossly.]
Well, Ill have it for you by to-morrow, I tell you  by six oclock. [His shoulder jerks. He looks to one side as if to strike at something.] Dont bother me no more to-day, will you! Ill pay you then, sure.
[He pushes at the door as if to close it.]

ELKAS
[Pushing at his side of the door to hold it open.]
By six oclock! By six oclock! Den, if you dont pay, I lose Sunday, too! Vy not by noon?

ISADORE
All right, by noon. Ill get it to you as soon as I get it  by noon Ill send it over. [His shoulder jerks.] Youll get it, all right. Please dont worry me now. [Aside.] Gwan!

ELKAS
[Doubtfully, moving back. The child disappears.]
Veil, if it vuz some von else, I vouldnt do it. Since youre sick, Ill let it go to-day as a favor to you.
[He goes out. ISADORE closes the door, listens, then after a time looks up.]

ISADORE
[His shoulder jerks.]
Yes, the pig! To-morrow Ill pay him  to-morrow  huh!  I wont be alive to-morrow! Gwan!
[Strikes at something.] Its the red ones, thats it. They wont let me alone. A lot of difference itll make by to-morrow! I might as well quit now. I gotta. Its the red ones. I cant get away. He saw my arm. [Goes over to the bed.] Gee, its a wonder he didnt connect me! Gwan away! [Strikes at something. With a frozen.] Maybe he did! [Takes out the rubber tube, fastens one end of it over the gas jet and carries the other end to the head of the bed and rests it there. His shoulder jerks. He takes off his hat and coat, then gets out the pencil and begins feverishly to scribble on the wall at the head of the bed. As he writes he talks.] Parole  officer  Gavan  is  a  damned  liar. Gwan! [Strikes.] He  told  me  not  to  call Gwan!  any  more. He  never  told  me  to  sign  any  papers
[Stops, frowns, and stares at something.] Gwan! [Strikes. Writes.] Its  the  red  ones  not  the  blacks. He  told  me  hed  send
[Stops and frowns.] Gwan!   them  to  me  in  a  blank  envelope   [Pauses and thinks.
Frowns, then writes.] Seven  is  right. Dont  cry [Strikes. ] Gwan!
[A tap is heard at the door. Instantly he stiffens, removes the tube from the gas jet, tiptoes to the bed and puts it under, then draws a small knife from his pocket and listens. The tap is repeated. He does not answer.]

A SOFT LOW VOICE
Mr. Abams! Mr. Abams!

ISADORE
[Relaxing, and putting back the knife.]
Yes?

THE VOICE
[Softly.]
Oh, Mr. Abams! Its Hagar!

ISADORE
[Gruffly.]
Yes? Whaddy ya want?
[His shoulder jerks.]

THE VOICE
[Sweetly.]
Ive got sompin for you, Mr. Abams. [He opens the door and looks out. The little girl is there. She has an apple and is holding it out to him.] Want this?

ISADORE
[Starting. His shoulder jerks.]
Oh, its you, is it? What made you wanta bring it to me? [His expression changes from one of fear and doubt to one of smiting sympathy. He forgets to strike. A weird smile parses over his face.] Come on in.  
[Takes her by the arm and pulls her in.]

HAGAR
[Uncertainly.]
I dont think Id better. Hell scold if he ketches me up here. Im not allowed.
[Looks about as if to see if any one is coming.
She laughs.]

ISADORE
[Warmly.]
Aw, come on. [His shoulder jerks. His face grimaces oddly. Over his shoulder.] Gwan!

HAGAR
[Looking at him and smiling.]
I heard what you said. You said you aint got no money, an I felt sorry, so I thought Id bring you this. [She holds up the apple.] Didnt you see me? I was behind papa. [She laughs. ISADORE shakes his head. He looks at her greedily, staring at her arms and bare feet. His expression changes. He leers and smooths her arms and neck. His shoulder jerks. He shivers.] Dont you know me?

ISADORE
[Darkly.]
Sure. Youre Hagar Elkas, aint you? [She nods.] You like me, Hagar, dont you? Somebody likes me, anyhow. [To one side.] Gwan!

HAGAR
[Nodding her head and smiling.]
Uh-huh! Who you talkin to?
[She looks around behind him.]

ISADORE
Nobody! Nobody!
[He controls an inclination to strike.]

HAGAR
I seen you goin out this mornin. [Looking at the papers on the floor.] Wotcha doin with all them papers  lookin for a job?

ISADORE
[Looking about apprehensively, then stooping to gather up the papers from the floor and stuff them in a bureau drawer. He smiles wanly.]
Thats right! Youve got it! Im lookin for a job. [His shoulder jerks.] Come on up here. [He picks her up and seats her on the bureau and begins to trifle with her hair and feel her knees. His shoulder jerks. Again his expression changes to a leer. His face contorts. He glances over her, then looks up, sees himself in the mirror. Pauses. Puts Ins hand to his head and begins to back away. As he does so, a noise is heard in the had below, a voice calling HAGAB! HAGAB! A door slams. Voices sound, then die away. The voice of a newsboy in the street is heard Extro! Extro! Isadore Berchansky  ! Silence. ISADORE stares at HAGAB, who stares back at him in astonishment.] Naw! Naw! Thats right! Id better not do that any more! I wont! I cant! Its the red ones, thats it! They wont let me alone. [His shoulder jerks.] Id better quit now before I do, though. Im crazy, all right. [He goes to the door and listens, then returns and lifts HAGAB down and pushes her toward the door, his shoulder jerking. Roughly.] Get out, kid! Quick! Quick! Get out, I tell you, before I do sompin! Get out! You dont know me! Cant you see? Quick! Quick! Hurry! [His manner is very rough. He pushes her out, and as she gives him a frightened glance, slams the door, locks it, and then stands with his back to it, and stares.] Naw! Naw! Id better not do that no more! I better go, though, before I kill somebody else! Im sure to! Poor little kid! [His shoulder jerks. He goes to the bed, pulls off the coverlet and lays it along the crack at the bottom of the door, the while his shoulder jerks. He takes the newspapers out of the drawer and making twists of them, begins stuffing them into the cracks along the sides and between the window and in the keyhole. As he works he talks.] Mom, youll understand this. You know me. Its for the best. I couldnt help it. Youll understand. They wont let me alone. Gwan! [Strikes at something.] Dont cry! Im no good, anyhow. I never was. [His shoulder jerks.] You know that. [He wipes his eyes.] Be good to Masha. Tell her I always thought she was the best of em all. [He pauses and stares at something, moves as if to strike, but subsides without doing it.] She knows I like her. [His shoulder jerks.] An pop! Poor old pop! [He stops, picks up another bit of newspaper, writes on it and looks about for a suitable place to fasten it, finally sticking it in the mirror frame. His shoulder jerks. He stares curiously at something. Heavily.] I guess theyll see that, all right. [His shoulder jerks.] Gwan! [Strikes at something, goes over to the bed, takes out the gas tube, fastens one end over the gas jet and taking out his handkerchief stretches it by the corners and ties the tube to it. Looking over his shoulder.] Gwan! [Then he gets his coat, spreads it over the window with pins, and goes back to the bed, picks up the other end of the tube and stands there, his shoulder jerking from time to time. The curtain begins to descend.] Well, I guess its all day for me, all right. They wont let me be. Gwan! [Strikes at something.] I aint all bad, an I dont wanta die, but  oh  [He sits down.]

CURTAIN

SCENE 2

The same as Scene 1, except that it is now about eleven in the morning of the next day. Everything is as before, except that the window and door are open, the gas tubing hanging straight from the jet to the floor. ISADORES hat and coat are lying on one corner of the bed. On the floor in different places are the twists of paper used in stuffing the window and keyhole. Plainly outlined on the bed under a sheet is a body. A stout Irish policeman is standing in the doorway. Another is outside. Three reporters are grouped together near the window, examining a bit of paper.

 
FIRST POLICEMAN
Yell be tellin thim to bring his father or some one, eh?

SECOND POLICEMAN
Thats right.
[Exit. The first policeman strolls over to where the three reporters stand, and looks over their shoulders.]

ARMSBY
[Reporter for the Herald. He is short and stout and florid, with hair growing over his coat collar. In one pocket are various newspapers.]
Say, thisll create a real row, this will! Its Berchansky, all right  no doubt of it. Look at what he says here [reads, the other two looking over his [shoulder] Im guilty, and Im insane, caused by the beautiful make-ups of girls that has set me very passionate. Dont cry. [He looks up with a quizzical light in his eyes.] Whaddy ya know about that! [Smiles.] No one gets the two thousand reward, do they? That was for catching him alive, wasnt it?

LEACH
[Reporter for the Times. Young  about twenty-two  tall, slender, cynical, very neat, a pair of large gold-rimmed glasses on his nose.]
Yes, that was it. No one gets the two thousand now. Who found him?
[He stares about the room and at the bed.]

THE POLICEMAN
Sure, the landlord here. Elkas is his name. Hes gone to the station now. But he dont know its
Berchansky yet. No more did I till that young felly from the American come in. He took some of these papers away with him, Im thinkin. I was standin downstairs waitin fer me partner to come up, when who should come runnin out but the landlord here, a-yellin at the top of his voice. Sure, I thot he was killed himself, I did. Whats ailin ye? I says. A mans moirdered in me house, he says; hes killed himself, he says. So I blows me whistle an beats me sthick, an at that I runs up here, an here he was, a-lyin there with that tube in is mouth, an that pilly over is head. Come, now, I says, shakin im, come out o that! but he was dead, all right.

QUINN
[Reporter for the Sum. Irish, short, slender, red-headed, quick, almost waspish in his speech, about thirty-five years of age, and with a slight brogue.]
He (didnt know it was Berchansky, ye say?

THE POLICEMAN
Divil a bit. It was the little felly from the American that was in here just ahead o ye bys that told me that. He told me naht to say naathin, but since yeve found out fer yerselves, sure, theres no haarm in tellin ye. [Grins.] Sure, yell be afther sayin that Aafficer McKagg was called in, an that I was here doom me dooty [he pokes QUINN on the elbow]? Sure, yell be afther knowin how to fix it up.

QUINN
Sure! Sure! Thats all right! Whats the full name? [He begins to write it.] If that landlord had only known yesterday, he might have had that two thousand. Say!

MC KAGG
[Solemnly.]
By God, youre right! Think ave him losin that! [He looks over their shoulders as they write.] Aafficer Thomas McKagg, twelfth precinct.

LEACH, ARMSBY
[Together, as they show their papers to McKAGG.]
Thats right, isnt it  M-c-K-a-g-g?

MC KAGG
Yes, thats it.
[He smiles gratefully.]

QUINN
I suppose the fatherll be down here pretty soon, now. Have any detectives been here yet?

MC KAGG
Divil a waan. Im doubtin if they know it yet. Thisll be afther makin thim sorer still.

QUINN
[Jubilantly.]
A fine lot of detectives they have in this town! Say! Two hundred of em on the job, and they havent turned up a thing  not waan. Weve turned up everything thats been turned up so far  the mother, the sister, and now this poor divil.
[He waves a hand toward the bed.]

LEACH
[Briskly.]
Whaddy ya know! Isnt that a scream  the whole force looking for him  and we newspaper men find him!
[He laughs.]

ARMSBY
[Who is going about looking for other evidence  softly to LEACH.]
Sure, theyre all no good, a lot of hoboes. [He sees something on the floor and picks it up. Starts to conceal it, but sees QUINN and the officer looking at him, and opens it.] Heres some writing. [He reads. As he does so, the other two come to his side.] Tell  mother  I  should  have  died  two  years  ago.  So  let  her  forget  as  though  its  two  years  already.
[He takes out his notebook and begins to jot it down.]

QUINN
[Approaching with his pencil and paper.]
Not bad, that! Not bad! A nice bit o sentiment. [He begins to write.] The poor divil was crazy, all right. Sure enough! I begin to feel sorry for him. He couldnt help it, I suppose.

LEACH
You think not? Oh, I dont know. Let me have that first paper, Armsby, will you? I want to copy it.
[ARMSBY gives it to him.]

ARMSBY
[Going to the bed, picks up a paper containing ISADORES picture, turns back the sheet and compares the two. LEACH follows.]
Its him, all right. I see it now. The very fellow!

LEACH
[Excitedly, looking at the wall above ISADORES head.]
Say, heres something else! Hes written all over the place! [ARMSBY looks up.] He must have been clean crazy! [Reads slowly.] Parole  officer  Gavan  is  a  damned  liar. Go  Vay! He  told  me  not  to  call  any  more.  He  never.  told  me  to  sign  any  papers.  Its  the  reds  not  the  blacks. He  told  me  hed  send em  to  me  in  a  blank  envelope. Seven  is  right. Dont  cry. Its  no  use  much! Ha! Ha! Yes. Im  a  prize-fighter!
[Takes out his pencil and paper, as does ARMSBY. They begin to write. QUINN comes over.]

QUINN
Whats this, now? Let me see! [Reads the writing over their shoulders.] What dye think of that? What dye spose he means by those things, anyhow  the reds and the blacks? [He writes also.] He must have been crazy, sure enough. Thats quairer than the last, that. We aaht to get his faather down here to identify him. The papers are interested in him.

LEACH
Thats right. Only, the officer says he thinks some one from the American has gone for him.

MC KAGG
[Leaning against the door, his hands behind him.]
Make yerselves aisy on that score. That little felly from the American has gaan, aal right. He told me naht to let any waan else in till he come back with him, if I could help it. Of course, hes a nice little felly, but I couldnt do that. Aal the papers have a right here. [He smiles.] Vallally, thats me partner, has just been afther tellin headquarters, an theyll be gettin him here in no time, too. Theyre sure to bring im, even if the little felly dont.
[He straightens up and puts his thumbs in his belt.]

ARMSBY
Wed better not be too sure of that. He might not bring him back until were out of here. One of us ought to go, Im thinking. [Then, as LEACH picks up another bit of paper from the floor and unfolds it, and then attempts to slip it into his pocket.] Whats that?
[He comes over.]  

LEACH
[A little shame-facedly.]
Nothing much, I guess.
[Takes it out and unfolds it.]

ARMSBY
Lets see it. [QUINN comes over.] Its fifty-fifty on all this, isnt it?

QUINN
Sure! Youre not goin to hold anything out, are you?

LEACH
[Irritably.]
Not at all! Not at all! Whos holding anything out? Cant I see it first if I find it? [Opens it.] Look at this! [Reads.] This is to my dear mother who I am always homesick for, and same to rest and pop, whose word I am taking by doing this. Go way! Maybe you think its easy. Well, maybe it is. I dont know. Its the reds, not the blacks. Mostly red. They wont let me alone. I figure easiest of my own. I want to say if I dont die this way Ill take my medicine just the same. Fields, carriages, four trees. Dont cry. My last job was in pants manafactor at 61 Norfolk. He owes me two days work. I aint et in three. Please secure pay and give to my dear mother who is very poor and for truth my mind aint right. Go way! My oldest sister has lots of money and Greenbaum and dont help as she should, or Rae either. Eleven buttons  four seams  and the bottoms turned up. Im sorry to cause all this trouble to my neighbor in particular, but all hes gotta do is call a cop! Go way! Go way! Gavan is a liar! Tell mother Im really guilty and shell not cry her eyes out  heart. Poor mom! You think Im innocent, even yet, dont you? Mothers is wonders! Great! I am, too, only I aint made right. Red, not black. We aint made right  not all of us  all wrong. Its their pretty mouths an hair an the way they walk an them shirtwaists so fine  thats it! Sorry. I got crazy like I often do, an you cant blame me or nobody else. It dont do things right always. Can you blame a man when he aint right?
Isadore Berchansky.

ARMSBY
[Looking up]
Tough, eh?

QUINN
Youre right, its tough. Ye never can tell about these poor divils, as [he points to the letter] ye can see by that. Heres the whole city runnin him down an he may not have been as bad as the people have been thinkin. Lifes a pretty stiff thing at times.

LEACH
[Going to the bureau, and smoothing out the paper he has found, preparatory to copying it.]
Oh, I dont know about that. I wonder sometimes just how crazy some of them are. I know a doctor who has made a study of these cases at Johns Hopkins, and he isnt so sure that they deserve so much sympathy. I cant understand it myself, wanting to attack a little girl like that, especially when he might interest a grown girl. The public wouldnt feel one-fiftieth as terrible if he had tried to attack a grown one instead of this little kid. But a little girl! And to torture her! Hell, you might as well talk about having sympathy for a mad dog. What I cant understand, though, is how it comes that a man like that should be allowed to walk about the streets here in New York free  not a person to touch him. And he had tried to attack another little girl two years ago. Why shouldnt his parents have done something about him then? He himself says he should have been dead two years ago. Well, why didnt they lock him up then? Whats the big idea, letting a fellow like that run at large?

ARMSBY
[Thoughtfully and apologetically.]
Oh, I know, but then you cant always tell, either. Everything isnt on the surface in this world. His parents might not have thought him as bad as he was, or they might have been sorry for him. Supposing you had a brother like that  then what? Would you want him locked up right away? People dont like to break up their own homes, especially parents. They feel too bad about it. At the same time, theyre likely to think hell get better. A single offense doesnt always prove that a mans crazy, especially in a case like this. He might change.

QUINN
Youre right there. The public doesnt understand them yet. Ive been readin up on these cases for some time, an from what I can make out theyre no more guilty than any other person with a disease. Did ye know, ayther ave ye, that theres something theyve called harmones which the body manufactures an which is poured into the blood streams of every waan ave us which excites us to the maning ave beauty an thim things sensitizes is the word they use. Now if a felly is so constituted that he has more ave that an less ave somethin else  somethin which balances him a little an makes him less sensitive to the beauty of women or girls  hes likely to be like that. He cant help it. Theres something in him that pushes him on in spite of himself. This fellys letter says so. I believe if the public knew more about these cases it might be able to catch some of these fellies earlier an begin to treat em or put em away somewhere where theyd come out aal right. Theyre naht aal bad  thats one thing sure, as ye can see by this. [He points to the letter Leach has been reading and is still holding.]

LEACH
[Superiority.]
Oh, all right. Just the same, this business of sympathizing with these people can be carried too far, I tell you. When I was at Cornell we made a study of some of these fellows. They have a pretty fine psychiatric laboratory there. We studied dozens of such cases. In every one we found that however feeble-minded a fellow like that might actually be, or queer, still, ordinarily, you couldnt tell it, you know, and often he was able to do better if he wanted to. They look just like other people.

QUINN
[Irritably, and yet lightly.]
Ave course! Ave course! What taalk have ye? Man, ye dont mane to say ye went to Cornell to find that out, do ye? Its in a hundred books. Havent ye ever read Havelock Ellis or Kraft-Ebbing? They give thousands ave cases  thousands.
[He takes the letter from Armsby and begins to write.]

LEACH
[Testily.]
Sure Ive read em. Of course. What do you think? What makes me so tired, though, is your taking up for these fellows as though they were deserving of nothing but sympathy. I dont see that so much sympathy is to be wasted on em, really. How about the little girl he killed? Her life was as good to her as his was to him. And I notice that fellows like that are nearly always shrewd enough to take care of themselves and get what they want. Take this Berchansky, there, now. [He nods towards the bed.] He was clever enough to lure that little girl to that empty apartment in some way. You cant say that that was so very fine. You cant have too much sympathy for them, I tell you. They ought to be watched, and at the first sign shut up for good  thats what I say. Its just as well that they are hounded in this way. It has to be so.
[As he talks, Armsby, who has been prowling about looking for other things but now scenting cm argument, draws near.]

QUINN
[Stopping his writing and coming directly under Leachs chin, staring up at him, argumentatively.]
Whos deny in it, Id like to know? Me? What ye say is aal true enough, and Im naht sayin that he shouldnt have been locked up long ago if they could have caught him  I think he should have  but what makes me tired in you an others an the papers is all this shoutin about human tigers lurkin on the East Side an everywhere else, men without a spark ave anything but evil in em  plain murderers  an doin naathin aal day long but lie in wait for little girls, to kill em. Yed think there was only waan side to the story. Yed think from the papers ave the past six weeks that this felly was aal wolf, naathin but murder an rape in his mind, a sane, calculatin villain turned to this sort ave thing for the fun of it only  naht a poor, crazy wastrel like this, without a place to go an no way ave gettin himself anything ave any kind. If he was such a divil, what was he doin workin for a dollar a day  an naht gettin his pay, at that? Now, for aal yeve been to Cornell  an I dont doubt ye learned a lot there  theres another side to this, an yere just the waan to know it if yeve been there. People judge these fellies solely by their acts, when as a matter ave fact they aaht to take into account the things which make up their natures an dispositions. This felly could no more help bein what he was than a fly can help bein a fly an naht an elephant, an thats naht at aal. Nature is deeper an stronger than anything we know. An by that Im naht sayin that the human race hasnt the right to defend itself from this sort ave felly. It has, an does. What Im taalkin about is aal this palaver in the papers about wolves an divils. Why, man, by the papers ave the last six weeks yed think the streets were full ave demons in the shape ave men. Yeve seen em arrest at least a hundred men for even smilin at a child or ahfferin it a stick ave candy. And now look at im. There he is  hungry an dirty an thin an hidden away in this pelatial room, an theres that letter to his mother tellin her not to cry an that he aaht to have been dead two years ago, an that hes naht right. Ave course he wasnt right, the poor divil, an perhaps no waan knew it better than his mother, ayther, an thats why he writes to her. [Leach shakes his head argumentatively.] An, me boy, while were on this subject, let me tell ye just waan thing more; Im an older man than ye by fourteen years an Ive seen a little somethin ave life that maybe ye havent seen yet, anyhow. Dont be so cocksure in your judgments of who are the good an who are the bad in this world. Facts an proofs are naht aal on the surface, by any means, as Armsby here was aafter sayin. Ye were sayin a while ago that he aaht to have taken a grown woman or girl. How do ye know whether any girl or woman would give him a single look or no, let alone a second waan? But supposin ye were like him  hungry an tortured by their pretty mouths an their hair an the way they walk an their shirtwaists so fine  I believe thats what he says here [he looks at the letter]  then what? Are ye sure yed do so very different from what he did, driven by the things that were drivin him?

LEACH
Oh, I dont know. I might not, of course.

QUINN
Yere tootin, ye might naht, nor any other man in the same state an place. Now, I wouldnt have a single word to say ave this case if it werent for all the noble palaverin thats been goin on in an out ave the papers, in the churches an everywhere else. Everybody seems to know exactly just what a low, horrible scoundrel he was without a spark ave decency in him. Well, it just so happens that Ive been studyin these very kinds ave cases for years, an I know what Im taalkin about. Aal men are naht balanced or normal be their own free will an say-so, any more than theyre free an aqual in life, an thats naht at aal. Theyre naht aal endowed with the power or the will to do an select, aal the rules ave the copybooks to the contrary nahtwithstandin. Some are so constituted mentally an physically that they cant do otherwise than as they do, an thats what ye never can get through the average fellys brain, nor through the average newspapers, ayther. Most people have a few rules, a pattern, an everybodys supposed to be like that. Well, theyre naht. An naathin will ever make em exactly alike, ayther  ayther aal good or aal bad, or a little ave waan or the other, accordin to anybodys theory. Nature dont work that way. An nature makes people, me young friend, me an you [he taps him on the chest], an every waan else, an she dont aalways make us right ayther, by a damned sight. Some people dont aalways have aal they waant mentally or physically  if they did Id be a millionaire to-day  nayther can they aalways do as theyd like to, or aaht to, aal theories to the contrary nahtwithstandin. Sometimes theyre made to do things  lots ave thim  by forces over which they have no control. [Leach stirs argumentatively. ] Man, yere naht goin to deny that? Sometimes I think were naht unlike those formulae they give ye in a chemical laboratory  if yere made up right, ye work right; if yere naht, ye dont, an thats aal there is to it  laa or no laa. An another thing Im tellin ye, me young friend, an Id like ye to think it over from time to time, whether ye like it or naht  that Dennis Quinn said it  an that is that laa is merely somethin that forces people to do what they dont waant to do whether they will or no, naht somethin that aalways shows em how to do it  ye get me? Remember that, me young friend. Im tellin ye. If ye waant to come out exactly right in this world, which nobody ever does, ye waant to be pairfectly balanced, or nearly that  an few are that. Its more luck than anythin else, an thats true, too. Now ye were sayin a while ago that ye cant understand why a man like that should be attackin a little girl, unless he were a low, vile creature, even if he wasnt balanced quite right  but I can. If yed ever made a study ave the passion ave love in the sense that Freud an some others have yed understand it well enough. Its a great force about which we know naathing as yet an which were just beginnin to look into  what it manes, how it affects people.

LEACH
Oh, well, Im ready to admit all that. Lets cut this, anyhow. We havent got time.
[The voice of a newsboy sounds: Extro!
Extro! All about Isadore Berchansky!]

ARMSBY
[Energetically. ]
Yes, fellows, youd better cut the argument and make copies of this. Look around! Look around! The bullll soon be here! Then theyll be wanting to shut everything off.
[He opens all the drawers and looks wader the bureau. Quinn goes over to the body and feels in the pockets. He looks under the bed and picks up a cottar, and starts to conceal it. Leach examines more of the walls. A step is heard on the stair. McKagg looks down.]

MC KAGG
I dunno who this may be. Its the central men now, Im thinkin, aal right. Yes, its them. Theres three ave thim. Better put those things away if ye waant thim.
[Enter Detectives MCGRANAHAN, HARSH and SKUMM. They are typical sleuths  very wide-eyed, very dull, very suspicious, and very secretive. Detective-fashion, they keep their hats on, even while bending over the dead. They swagger into the room, looking about as if each detail might contain a secret. They look at LEACH and ARMSBY copying, then approach the bed. As they do, they greet the newspaper men familiarly, who eye them askance, but return the salutation genially.]

MC GRANAHAN
[Turning back the sheet and eyeing the face of

ISADORE.]
Well, weve caught him at last, eh? So he quit, eh? The poor nut! Crazy, I hear!
[He looks around loftily at the newspaper men.]

SKUMM
[Equally superior.]
Oas! Whaddy ya know!
[He looks at the gas jet and the rubber tube. QUINN nudges ABMSBY, who eyes him without smiling.]

HARSH
[As MCGRANAHAN pulls back the sheet.] Pretty tough-lookin mug, eh?
[They turn to the newspaper men, who are looking at the letter.]

MC GRANAHAN
Whats that? Find anything much to identify him by, boys?

QUINN
[Who has a paper in his hand.]
Its a letter to his mother. Well give it to you after. Theyre a dozen things about the place  letters on the walls, and everywhere.

SKUMM  
[Sarcastically, with a crude attempt at humor.]
I dont suppose there was any joolry or anything like that on him? [He smiles wisely.]

LEACH
[Irritably.]
Why dont you search him? There he is.

HARSH
We will, in a minute. Who was the first to find him, dye know?

ARMSBY
[Pleasantly.]
The landlord, I think. We didnt get here first. He doesnt know its Berchansky yet, though. [Aside, to QUINN.] Waitll he hears hes lost that two thousand reward!
[QUINN lifts his hands. HARSH goes over to

MCKAGG. SKUMM goes to the head of the bed.]

SKUMM
[Surveying the scrawl about OFFICER GAVAN.] Knockin even before he dies, eh? Whaddy ya know! A swell chance he had to get away, with all o us after him!
[A new noise is heard on the stair. Enter an Inspector of Police in uniform, a sergeant of detectives, ELKAS, HAGAR ELKAS, a fourth reporter who shows his badge to MCKAGG, and after them various onlookers and curiosity mongers from the building and the street, whom MCKAGG pushes back. The Inspector and Sergeant make their way to the bedside.]

ELKAS
[Excitedly, to MCKAGG.]
Vuz it Berchansky yet? Oi! Oi!

MC KAGG
Man, aare ye just findin that out now?

THE INSPECTOR
[Brusquely, turning to the crowd.]
Dont let all these people in here, Officer. Only the ones who have business here. Drive them out! Drive them out!
[He looks at the detectives, who salute Aim.]

MC KAGG
[Vigorously.]
Get back! Get back! Whatll ye be afther waantin in here, anyhow?
[He admits ELKAS, HAGAE, and the fourth reporter. The latter joins the three.]

THE INSPECTOR
[Surrounded by detectives.]
This is the man, is it? Well, thats one trouble over, anyhow. Who found him?

MC GRANAHAN
[Sycophantic ally. ]
The landlord here, chief  Elkas is his name, I believe.

ELKAS
[Pushing forward.]
Here I am. It is Berchansky, you say? Vere do I get de reward?

THE INSPECTOR
Aw, dont get excited. Theres no reward in this case. That was for catching him alive. Cant you see hes dead? [ELKASS face falls.]

ELKAS
Ach, my house! My gas! He owes me for free veeks rent!

THE INSPECTOR
[Paying no attention to ELKAS]
Wheres his old man? Anybody gone for him? We ought to get him here to identify him. [Turning to MCKAGG.] Whend they find him, Officer?

MC KAGG
About nine this mornin, chief. The landlord caalled me in.

THE INSPECTOR
What about his old man? Anybody gone for him?

MC KAGG
Aafficer Vallally wint an hour ago. [A noise is heard.] Im thinkin hes comin now, sir.

MCGRANAHAN
[Ingratiatingly.]
Not a doubt in the world, chief. There are letters from him all over the place  on the walls, everywhere.
[He points to the writing at the head of the bed.]

THE INSPECTOR
Where are they? Lets see some of them.
[ARMSBY brings one forward. The Inspector takes it and reads. The noise at the head of the stairs increases. BERCHANSKY, accompanied by an officer and several plain-clothes men, appears in the doorway. MCKAGG makes way for them.]

MCGRANAHAN
[Softly.]
Heres his old man, now, chief.
[The INSPECTOR turns to look. BERCHANSKY, very pale, very worn, pauses at the door a moment, then, pushed and led by the detectives, comes forward. A hush falls over the room. MCGRANAHAN turns down the sheet, which has been pulled up, and BERCHANSKY looks at the corpse in silence. A pause ensues.]

BERCHANSKY
[Heavily and sadly, folding his hands over his breast.]
Yes, dats my son. Dats my boy.  [Pauses, and looks around.] Gas? Veil, its better den de oder. [Pauses again, while the silence endures.] Dat he should end so! [He wipes his eyes.] It is too bed! [He shakes his head and looks around, again.] It is strange. Four years ago ve lived next door.

THE INSPECTOR OF POLICE
[Coming alongside.]
Youre sure its your son, are you, Mr. Berchansky?

BERCHANSKY
Yes. Yes. I know. [He turns as if to go.]

ELKAS
[Who has crowded forward, speaking with irritation.]
So he vuz your son, vuz he? Such a scoundrel! He owes me for tree veeks rent, yet. An he should come by my house! He tells me his name is Abrams. I should lose two tousand dollars! If I know, he vouldnt a been here long. I fought he acted strange.

BERCHANSKY
[Humbly.]
I vill pay! I vill pay  only not to-day, please. I hevent so much.

ELKAS
[Angrily, while the police stare at him tolerantly.]
An you! vy shouldnt you bring your children up right? If you should bring him up right  if you should keep him off de streets, den he vouldnt do such a ting!

BERCHANSKY
[Slowly, with suppressed emotion, as the police push ELKAS back.]
My friend, hey you children?

ELKAS
[Defiantly.]
Yes!

BERCHANSKY
[In a quavering voice.]
Den you should know. Vy pull at de walls of my house? Dey are already down!

CURTAIN
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THE POET

OVER the grass beyond my door I saw them, stately, measured, benign.
Kings and their great retinues, in blue and gold.
Princesses of many lands, with eyes of almond form, and forms of porphyry;
A general on an elephant, urging his clanking phalanxes to war;
A hero who died, shouting to the skies:
Hail! Hail! Great is thy victory!
An angel in a tree, who sang of love and called:
Sing, thou;
A wall of demons that fell back before the hand of aspiration;
Legions and legions of the air whose wings I heard;
The whisperings of trees and flowers and pools in the dark.

* * * * *

And yet my soul was dumb of very grandeur.
In my mouth was the dust of despair and in my heart;
For beyond my door I saw it ever  the great procession  
Kings in state, and with measured steps and benign,

Generals the air awhirr with wings,
In the tree the angel singing.

* * * * *

And yet forever I bent at a lowly task:
I sighed and sighed, and spoke not;
For in my heart was the fear of grandeur and of beauty,
And over my voice the hush of power,
The while I lifted up my eyes beseechingly, beholding the wonder of it,
And my soul  wishing, wishing, wishing  
And then I died.


THE VISITOR

TAP, tap, tap.)
Yes, I hear.
But how do you hear without ears?
(Tap, tap, tap)
Yes, I see.
But how do you see without eyes?
(Tap, tap, tap)
You move things about.
I see that.
Therefore you have strength
And a sense of direction.
But how can that be,
Without body?  
Without form?
(Tap, tap, tap)
Or, have you form?
Body?
(Tap, tap)
And eyes?
And ears?
(Tap, tap)
Or yet their like
In yet another way?
(Tap, tap. Tap, tap)
Is there an up where you are?
Or a down?
(Tap)
A right? A left?
(Tap)  
What are you like, O visitor,
That here upon my table,
Chair,
Thus taps and taps and taps
(Tap, tap)
Without a trace of gain,
(Tap, tap)
And why to travail so
With those who do not know?
Who cannot know?  
Who cannot see or hear
Beyond these taps?
(Tap, tap. Tap, tap.
Tap, tap. Tap, tap.
Tap, tap. Tap, tap.
Tap, tap. Tap, tap)


TALL TOWERS

TALL towers.
Clustered pinnacles.
Varied and fretted flowers of stone and steel.
That island the upper air  
That top the fogs and storms.
Erect.
Elate.
Frowning.
Stern.
That shoulder in toothy canyons.
That march in serried ranks.
Dreams.
Ambitions.
Illusions.
Moods.
An architect has uttered a building,
A poet a tower.

Tall towers that ants have builded.
That mite and midge have reared.
Clustered pinnacles
That prow and pierce the windy sky,
That ark a horde of trudging ants.
That roof a world of burrowing moles.
Yet at your base the immemorial river,
And about your feet the contemptuous, immemorable soil
And before your strength the innumerable years.

Tall towers.
Clustered pinnacles.
Defiant spears of steel and stone.
Aye, but the inevitable winds that rag your strength.
Aye, but the inevitable cold that bites and eats.
Aye, but the inevitable days that front and wait.
Aye, but the unbroken grass that will bed you all.


PROTEUS

BIRDS flying in the air over a river.
And children playing in a meadow beside it.
A stream that turns an ancient wheel
Under great trees.
And cattle in the water
Below the trees.
And sun, and shade,
And warmth, and grass.
And myself
And not myself
Dreaming in the grass.

And I am the birds flying in the air over the river.
And the children playing in the meadow.
And the stream that turns the ancient wheel.
And the wheel.
And the turn of the wheel.
And the great trees that stir and whisper in the breeze.

And the cattle under them.
The sun, the shade,
The warmth, the grass,
And myself
And not myself,
Dreaming in the grass.

For it is spring
And youth is in my heart.
For I am youth
And spring is my heart.


FOR I HAVE MADE ME A GARDEN

FOR I have made me a garden,
Under the shadow of swords.

* * * * *

Beyond it are the hard forests
And the sad plains
And the black rivers,
Where, with cries and with moans,
Men seek to live.
 And many things:
Fierce beasts,
Wild birds,
The savage fly,
Harry,
The one the other,
And die.
(The terror. The death.)

* * * * *

But here, within my garden,
Under the shadow of swords,
What sweetness! What peace!
A rising sun
And a setting sun,
A rising moon
And a setting moon,
Make colour
And bloom
And beauty,
Lighting it always.
And unharried men
And unharried beasts
And birds
And flowers
Dream here,
Or browse,
Or wing in comfort,
Within the shadow of my palms
And to the whisper of my leaves.

* * * * *

For I have made me a garden,
Under the shadow of swords.


STATIC

YOU limitless actions!
You unperformed deeds  
Resident
Within my soul!
You angers quelled,
And fought combats unfought,
You dissipated fears
And flights unfled,
Emotions conquered  
All you ready states
That have been thoughts with me.

* * * * *

Oh, blood most toned
And muscles taut,
And details of intended deeds,
Schemed out,
Or simulated.
Yet, like a motor,
Throttle wide,
And spark advanced,
And engine racing,
Ready for the race,
I throb and tremble,
Energy unused,
And stand,
Idle,
At rest,
At meditation,
Motivating thought alone,
The while the will
That should connect with deed
Stands still
And unconnected.

* * * * *

I am exhausted
By that which I dream
But do not do.


SONG

OLD woman!
Old woman!
Grey hair
And dirty face
And claws for hands.
And a rag for a shawl.
And a grey veil of dirty hair
Before your eyes.

Where do you bed, old woman?
In what hole of the earth?
Under what shelf of rock?
Facing what blackened heath?
What thunder-shaken waste?
Not in a tame city street, really?
Not in a rancid slum, truly?
When you might dance about a fire
With other hags
And in lightning and in rain
Mouth and mumble
Plagues upon the world.
Old woman!
Old woman!
Of what do you mumble?
And what is your need?
Youth again?
Beauty again?
Love again?
Dreams again?

Old woman!
Old woman!
Wrinkled of face
And rheumy of eye,
Of what do you groan
Beneath your bent shoulders?
Your filthy rag of a shawl?
And your veil of grey
And dirty hair?


THE SAILOR

I WALK the deck of dogma,
Steering by the light of faith,
By the pole-star of conviction.
There are rumours of dark shores  
Of lands of evil,
Of coasts of disillusion  
But my compass points straight.
I hold by my all-seeing God,
My all-knowing science.
And yet  
And yet  
These bits of inexplicable sea-weed!
That something
That may be drift of what?  
There in the dark?
Illusion?
Unreality?
And that evil wind-tossed bird
That wings
And wings
And cries
Of what?

From what uncharted shore?
From what black coast of ill?
From what black coast of hell
Come these?


WOOD NOTE

THE whistle of a train  
Sound instinct with the richness of the woodland;
The thinness of air; the lightness of trees;
Shadows, darkness, undergrowth;
A pool gleaming under the stars  
Of what vast deep is this the echo?
Of what old dreams the answer?


THE GUARDIAN

YOU whispering, pushing thing,
You damned equation
Between the weak and strong,
The wise and foolish
Whom not one hero braves or flaunts,
Yet whom none would obey
Save with the lip,
Yet whom all men fear
And flatter,
Dreading now your eyes, your voice  
You are the thing one hates
Yet may not slay.

Oh, shabby, petty master,
Agog above our thoughts
As gainst the thoughts of others,
And over all our deeds
As gainst the deeds of others
You carp;
Complain
And ask the reason why,
The while you foresee all;
Know all our moods
And what we needs must do
When do we must.
Come, now  
The thing which you call sin
Is still not sin to me,
Or you.
Your standards,
Right or wrong,
Are still not mine,
Or yours.
Yet even so, I tremble,
Knowing still your power,
Upon you fawn,
Fearing the things
You yet might do.

Oh, damned equation!
Cheap, mean average
Between the strong and weak,
The wise and dull,
All knaves and fools.

How swiftly would I strike!
How seize upon the things I need,
And wreak my will
An twere not for this thing,
Your blatant, warning voice,
That asks,
And seeks to know,
And broods on what I do,
Continually.


ETUDE  RAIN

ROPES of silver,
Chains of thin, bright steel
Gliding from summer thunder clouds
Into a green meadow.
A stream of yellow
Upon the surface of which,
As it falls,
Spring tiny domes of silver mist.
And cattle brown and red
And black and white
Munch the green grass,
Wet
And glistening
After the heat,
The while the distant thunder
Bellows.

And now a butterfly
Struck by a pearl of rain  
A silver bullet
Collides with a wet pink thistle.
And, stumbling,
Falls.
Its black and purple wings
Flower-wise outspread
Upon the turbid bosom
Of this yellow flood.


SHADOW

YOU are a memory.
The flash of those cannas
In that desolate small yard,
Brings back your home  
Your parents lone possession  
Your beaten,
Disheartened father.
Your angular, wearied mother.

You are a memory.

A brook in a field
Beyond the rim of your small town
With one over-arching tree,
And five cows
Knee-deep in clear water
And yellow dandelion  
Eyes of the spring  
Starring the ground
Bring you back  
An April smile,
Eyes like the sea,
Eyes like the sky,
And a mood,
April and magic,
That calls even now.

You are a memory.

A shadow merely.
A blue flower memory
That this flash of lightning
In this summer storm
Brings back,
An eager, seeking face
And seeking hands,
A little fear
And a greater love,
Sufferings,
Hope,
Dreams,
To which the storm about
Was small.

You are a memory.

This tall building
In this wretched town,
This cross-town nondescript car,
That drug-store on the corner,
That old man
In that woeful yard
Cutting grass,
That petty church
Brings back
You  
You  

Sweetly,
Ruefully,
Tenderly,
Evanescently
Brings.

For you were sunshine,
And light,
And air  
A dream,
A mood.
And these,
These,
Are but the stubborn crumbling things
That have outlasted
You
A little while.


THE STREAM

OH, the great urge  the vivid, clashing stream!
In it men tumble and clash.
They steer their cockleshells against a swirling tide.
They strain and curse each other in the harbour marts.
And the reaches of it are wide, wide,
And there is no horizon and no boundary.

* * * * *

And here is one who says that Jesus will save,
And another, Buddha,
And another, Marduk,
And another, Osiris,
And another, Zeus,
And another, Ghor,
And another, gold is all,
And many there are who cry: There is no God.

* * * * *

Yet all the while the stream runs, clashing, bright,
And men strain and curse in the harbour marts.
They cry and part with that they love.

* * * * *

And there is no boundary, and there is no horizon.


THE FAR COUNTRY

HARK,
I will go aside,
Into the Land of Youth,
The Vale of Promise,
By the shores of the Sea of Wonder,
At the feet of the Mountains of Ambition,
And there I will dream
That I have youth,
And all the whips of want
And necessity,
Hunger,
And that food would make me whole;
Loneliness of heart,
And that love would heal it;
Poverty,
And that riches
Would supply my direst need;
Inconsequence,
And that fame would repair
The indifference of men.
Yet, never, never, never
Would I part from these more.
Oh, never!
Neither from hunger,
Nor poverty,
Nor inconsequence,
Nor loneliness of heart.
Oh, never.

Lest satiety come
And the ruefulness of the years
That spell the end of youth
And dreams,
And that
Never, never, never
Should I again know youth
Or hunger,
Or hope,
Or the wonder,
And the fulfilment
Of dreams.


THE RIDDLE

I SEE this empty skull which you show me.
I know that the force which produced it can do it again.
I know that the skill that constructed this framework was inherent in the spirit which occupied this framework.
I know that it cannot die.
And when it was through with this framework it departed.
Where that spirit now is I do not know.


DEMONS

DEMONS  
Demons  
Demons  
Everywhere,
And yet nowhere.
Pale souls of evil,
Envious,
Hungry,
Indifferent,
Cruel,
Issuing from their graves
To prey upon men.
Demons of the chimney
And the fireside,
The cow-shed
And the kitchen.
Demons of the living-room,
The pantry shelf,
The jar.
Demons
Of the water,
The air,
The earth,
Fire.
Demons by millions
That waylay the traveller,
Envy the well,
Attack the sick,
The fortunate
And the unfortunate;
Plot evil,
That scurry in the dark,
Or the light,
March beside the weary,
Direct the knife,
The bullet,
The poison.
Here they wing,
Before us,
Behind,
Dancing on nothing,
Crying out from above,
Below,
Whirring as birds with wings
Demons  
Demons  
Demons  
Of the earth,
The air,
The sky,
The sea.


BUT I HAVE NOT LOVE

LINNETS eggs in the gorse bushes
So prickly and yellow
Smelling so sweet
In the April sunshine.
But
I have not love.

Eggs in the chaffinches nest
At the end of the garden hedge
Tiny blue eggs of the hedge sparrow
Hidden below new leaves.
But
I have not love.

The happy tints of summers curtains
Put up unexpectedly in the night
Upon the young trees
After the dreary winter rains  
But
I have not love.

The sight of the first celandine.
Of forsythia.
The sight of hayfields by the river
Starred with spring flowers
As I wander through them.
But
I have not love.

The radiance of the childrens faces,
Of childrens voices
Of childrens dancing feet
Under the elms.
The delicate veils of blossoms
Cast as a gossamer mist
Over tree and bush.
But
I have not love.

All the scents and sounds of the garden,
Of spring,
Of the new year
Coming in at the window
Where I dream.
But  oh  
I have not love.


FORMULAE

I AM a scaly pickerel,
But newly landed upon this green bank
By a hook,
A gasping mechanism
That needs air and water
And some other elements
To make me go;
A form of which there are millions,
Easily ended.
Wanting air,
Water,
I cease.

But the form,
The idea of the form,
Of which I am a replica,
That will not die  
It cannot, I suspect.
As good fish as I am
Will endlessly be made
So long as they are needed,
Smooth, moving, balanced mechanisms,
That must have air and water
To make them go.
But the sensation of reality that I had!
The happy, balanced, moving combination that
I was
Of mathematical angles
And planes
And circles
And elements!


SKY IMAGERY

ECSTASIES that suffuse the skies
Songs of clouds.
Lyrics of diaphanous mist.
Dazzling exhalations and emanations
That make of moisture and sun
The coruscating halls of Aurora.

Snowy pastures,
Vaporous mountains,
Islands and continents
The shores of which
A Magellan
Or a Frobisher
Might explore.
Islands of fire,
Islands of gold
Or wool.

And a bacchante now dances
Upon golden spume,
Golden sands,
Golden fleece.
And a prophet shadows his coming
In tinted, evanishing vapour.
Or
A vaporous Attila or Napoleon
Rides before his cohorts
Toward the ever-receding plains
Of a continent
That flies before the wind,
Evanishes before the heat
Of a rising,
Or the failing light
Of a setting
Sun.


LITTLE DREAMS: LITTLE WISHES

LITTLE dreams;
Little wishes;
Unfulfilled longings and desires
That bud and blossom in the heart of failure
And need
Perfuming and tinting the unhappy hours
With colour  
Beauty  

* * * * *

Little dreams;
Unsatisfied longings
Colourful evocations
Of the heart and mind
That grow
And bloom
Where is only weakness
And despair  
That bloom where is only sorrow and longing,
Tinting the sky of misery,
Lightening the heart
Of failure  
And need.

* * * * *

Little dreams;
Unfulfilled wishes
That front the frosts of want and death
Or haven the heart
In those pale, pale gardens
That lie
Where only misery is
And yearning  
And need.


THE HOPELESS LOVER

YOU
Are a little flame
Dancing faintly
In the air;
And I,

I

A young tree
In the Spring,
Rooted
And standing out alone
Against the sky.

You
Are a sparkling, bubbling stream
Foaming over rocks
And making black pools
In smooth places;
And I,

I

Am a dry bank,
A rock
That bends over you
As you run.
You
Are a wind.
A strong,
A terrible wind
That blows
Out of the darkness
Of a stormy sea;
And I,

I

Am a boat
Left on the shore of your sea
By a fisherman.

You
Are the clouds that race and run
In the sky
Before a great wind;
And I,

I

Am the greyness
Of your shadow
Upon the land.


THE GLADIATOR

TO stifle the suffering
In ones own heart,
To stand up wounded
And bleeding
Before the vast amphitheatre
Of Life,
All digits down  
To face unflinching
The throne of power,
The lions of disaster,
The jackals of detraction  
Their teeth all white;
To hear the applause for the victor
The shouts of derision
For failure;
To feel the pull of the net of treachery,
The thrust of the javelin of pain  
And to know also
That within the vast amphitheatre
Sit only those
Who seek the blood of failure,
The condescension of the victor,
Who deride weakness
And adore strength  
And yet to look unflinching
Blood gushing from wounds
Short sword in hand
Death at elbow
And cry:
Hail, Life,
Farewell.

* * * * *

Is this not He?
And has he not won,
And does he not deserve the name of
Him

Who
Has won
The only Victory?


TO A WOOD DOVE

YOU with your breaking, melting note, O
Dove,
You mourn for that which never comes, O Dove,
And that you mourn is that which makes to mourn
The wide world over  
Youth that is youth, and yet is fear of age,
And death,
And pain.
And hope that shimmers, fading as it flies,
And beauty that, a needed lamp, burns out,
And love that need is, and would love its need  
The wide world over.
You with your breaking, melting note, O Dove.


MORITURI TE SALUTAMUS

WHEN youth realises that it is no longer youth  
When age realises that it is age  
The night approaches!
The body fails!
How in the hour of this certitude the mind darkens!
The world flaunts its banners in gay suggestion;
It shoulders the weary in rude indifference;
On, on, and out of the way!
And yet the halls are echoing the voice of pleasure;
The urge is to eat and drink and be merry;
The call is for beauty.
Do you take your weariness and gloom and depart.


LOVE SONG

DEAD, yellow leaves whirl past
As we struggle on.
The willows bend down
To the alders  
The alders
Desolately
To the reeds  
And these
In turn
Quiver
As they touch the surface
Of the swollen ditches.

* * * * *

That soaks the garments of these passing figures
Making them cling
In Phidian lines
Like swirls of wind and rain.

Rain!
That on the back of the wind
Gestures and gesticulates
Strikes and stings  
Making of the efforts
Of these flocks of struggling birds
Inept and blundering, and rudderless swoops  
Their wings beating aimlessly,
Vainly.

Rain!
That blurs the window panes
Of every house.
Shutting in the light,
Shutting out the heart  
That beats the curls
Of upward venturing smoke
Into dank smudgy shawls,
Makes of your face
And grey eyes
A glassy masque
Wet with the tears
Of this vast
Inconsolable
Niobe
The earth.
It plucks at the soul with a dank and cloudy hand
Drains the heart of its courage
Whispering of endless days of rain
And gloom
As though one
In search of warmth and life
Must sink in these sunless swirls
Wing with these awkward birds and leaves
Rest in these blurred and desolate fields
And droop as do these trees and grass
And never rise

* * * * *

But with you  
Ah, the heaven of rain.


THE CRY

HARK you, my message is of storm and stress and death.
Of fair days and still waters I say naught.
They need not me.
I am not here to croon of peace
That now, but for an hour is
And then is gone,
I stand to yell of rocks
And fanged reefs,
That ever are,
That ever wait,
That now
About my base
Centre and hiss and leap with death.
I shriek of wind and fog alone,
Wild brothers of my strength,
Because of whom I am.

Look not to me for song,
Or peace,
Or dream.
I bellow of death,
Death,
And of that fear of death
That in the human heart
Will never die.


THE RIVAL GODS

TWO gods, two gods.
And each his solemn hall.
And each his ponderous throne.
And each his lamps, his worshippers, his gifts.
And one may worship one  
The other not at all;
Or hate the one
And love the other much;
Or fear the one too much,
The other not enough.
But to fear both,
Or to hate both,
Or to love both,
Or not to love or hate  
That may not be.
For so tis willed by both.

Two gods upon their ponderous thrones,
Each silent in his giant hall.


DIANA

ARE you truly friendly
To the souls
And the aspirations
Of men?
Are you?

* * * * *

Moonlight in melting radiance
Splintered and powdered silver,
Showering the earth as with an infinitesimal rain,
Floating as a pale, diaphanous mist
About the motionless shadow of this tower;
The stillness
And ecstasy of these trees.

* * * * *

From the depths of Roland water
Rises a perch,
Fresh from the dusk
At the bottom of his pool
To flick
And flash
In perturbed
And liquid silver,
Only to sink again
And then rise;
And now this owl
Asleep in his treasured gloom,
Or shaken from his lethargy
By your light,
Pitches from this dead tree
To wing your silvered fields
In search of light
And life.

* * * * *

And grass saps,
And tree saps,
The blood and life
Of strange flowers and weeds
Stir in their paler dreams,
Filling this meadow
And this river
With the meaning and the perfume of their dreams.
And the souls of all who sleep
Or dream
Not dead
Now rise
And run
Or confer
Or mutter and bleat
Under the silver ecstasy of your rays
Among the solemn milk-white cattle
And trees
And flowers
Of your light.

* * * * *

Hearts sob
Or sigh
And in languid pallid dreams
Under your light
Tell of their sorrows
Or their desires.

* * * * *

Are you truly friendly,
O Diana,
To the aspirations
And the souls
Of men?


THE PASSING FREIGHT

OUT of the mystery
And meaninglessness of things
And into it again;
A train bearing cotton
With thunder and smoke
And a flare of fire,
Yet bearing that
Which is nothing more than an idea;
That has come out of the darkness of chemistry
And will soon return into it.
This train itself
Its engine
These cars
Ideas  
Ideas  
Iron
Wood
Form
Ideas  
Ideas  
Evoked in the mysteries
Where are energy
And chemistry  
And soon returning into them;
Yet sublimely screaming
And hurrying
With that
Which is but an idea
And has come from the dark
And will soon return into it.

And I, myself,
Who view it
And admire  
Out of the mystery
And meaninglessness of things
And into them again.


GEDDO STREET

BLEARY dwellings,
Dreary dwellings  
Mansions remodelled into tawdry shops;
And flaming posters on vacant lots
Telling of dubious attractions
Or impossible delights  
For these.
And open saloon doors at every corner,
And girls and children
Plodding home through the wet wintry streets,
Or,
In summer,
Idling in hallways
Or doors
Or windows,
Or slipping away to the gaieties of a trumpery beach
Or a park,
And dreaming rag dreams
Of happiness
In rags.
And the flash of splendid machines,
Speeding to the west,
That never pause.
And the looks of eyes
That know not this,
Nor vice defiant,
Nor poverty equally so,
Nor aught of rags,
That makes all riches interesting.

* * * * *

Yet Geddo Street,
It knows  
It knows its worth
(This dirty street,
This meanest street,
This beaten street)  
It knows that it it is,
Antithesis of that  
That makes that other
Interesting.


EPHEMERON

BETRAYED!
But not by the thousand impossible gods
Of mine own invention
To whom I have yearningly
And hopelessly prayed,
But by mine own lacks
And insufficiencies
That are not of my creating.

Ask me not whose.

Tremendous bulks of raging elements.
Suns with girths too vasty for conception  
A billion light years hence.
Algol
With two dead monsters at his shoulders.
Space
With a billion dead monsters
Ready to resolve themselves
Upon impact
Into vasty veils of fire.
Stupendous bridals of the dead
That bring to birth
New suns.
But how?
Why?

Ask me not how or why.

An eternity of time behind one.
An eternity of time before one.
An ephemeron
In time and space.
Ones life
A thing of moisture and of heat
Between degrees of light and heat.
Ones broodings
Feeble and purblind  
Poor fruit,
Pathetic fruit,
Ridiculous fruit
Of illimitable space,
Illimitable time,
Illimitable strength,
Illimitable wisdom.

Betrayed.
But not by the gods of mine own invention,
But by the lacks
That are not of me.

Ask me not of whom.


OH, YOU WHO FIND BEAUTY

A WANTON
OH, you who find beauty a wanton.
Oh, you who find beauty a need.
In the dim hearts of you,  
Within the walls
Of your restrained
And defeated
Souls,
What lurking shadows,
What emptiness,
What loneliness!
While without  
Beyond the gates
Of your immured dreams  
What gay gardens,
What flower-starred fields,
What glorious cloud-heads
Looking over your basalt walls
Into your sentinelled keeps!
What whimper of winds
In tree fronds! What star-dust of melodies
In the shadows
Beyond the rim
Of your defeat!
Oh, you who find beauty a wanton.
Oh, you who find beauty a need.


FOR MOMENT THE WIND DIED

FOR a moment the wind died,
And then came the sense of quieting leaves;
And then came the great stillness of the landscape;
And then the chorus of unheard insects;
And then the perfect sky, pouring a blaze of light
through mottled leaves.
And then the wind sprang up again  
And there was coolness in the air,
And for the face,
And the tired heart.


TETHERED

LITTLE boats that slip in and out of strange harbours.
Morning and evening suns
Upon Fez,
The Yukon,
Venice and Karnak;
Morning and night,
Winter and summer,
Upon the moving tepees
Of Bedouins
And Tartars;
Ngan-si of the Chinese,
Kusaie of the Carolines,
Alto Grosso of Brazil.
Stars, clouds, night, day,
That hang above enormous peaks
In India,
In Peru,
In the Rockies,
At the Horn.

Mayan temples in Honduras,
Mysterious ruins upon Easter Island,
Armies of penguins at Palmerland,
Regiments of seal in Mackenzie Bay,
Enormous seas,
Strange birds,
Strange fishes,
Diverse and unheralded
Rivers,
Cities,
Plains,
Peoples,
That call and call  
Mysterious and fascinating.

And I  
I sit at my stupid desk
In an office,
Or hang behind the dreary counter
Of a great store.
Count dimes or pennies.
Insure my flaccid life.
And see my world go by  
My pinchbeck dole of years,
Without a move,
Without a look,
Without a search,
Without a try.


HIM

NO eyes, but all eyes;
No ears, but all ears;
No feet, but all feet,
Hurrying or not.
Handless, save for all hands,
Without emotion, save for all emotion.
Moving, building, seeking,
His face, every face
Or none.
His smile, every smile
Or none.
His frown, every frown
Or none.
His plan, every plan
Or none.


THE PERFECT ROOM

TALL walls,
Bare walls,
Disconsolate doors
That give on nothing of interest
Disconsolate windows
That frame
Disconsolate scenes.

* * * * *

And yet  
So many many things
That have consecrated
And made it beautiful.

* * * * *

Courage  strength,
Days of working;
Nights of waiting;
Patience,
A smile;
The little things
That love can do
In love.

* * * * *

Let no one call it mean,
Or poor,
For it is set with the gems
And hung
With the tapestries
And flowers
Of that secret perfection
From which
All beauty springs  
Love  


THE BEGGAR

A WEARY face,
A greyish beard,
And rags.
And these outstretched, claw-like hands
That weave and seek,
And these rheumy, weary eyes
That stare and seek,
One of the faces,
One of the facets,
One of the moods
Of the creator
That surely,
Surely
He need not wear.


HEYDEY

PROUD of my warm flesh
That is firm
And perfectly moulded.
Proud of the make and fashion of my being
That I did not make
And cannot retain.
Proud of my lightness,
My little feet  
The light, sure feet of the young  
That touch the grass so sportively.
Proud to show the coy spirits of my youth
And beauty,
That can
At any moment
Make a gay sun to shine
In the dim hearts of those
Who find my beauty
A need.


RELATED

THIS exquisite moment
Of pulsating relationship
Here  
Now  
To bird
Rock
Flower
Tree
Beast
Rain
Calm
Sound
Heat
Cold  
This companionship
Here and now
With wind
And sun
And sea.
Gases,
Forces  
This integrality
In variety
And perfect balance,
Sentience of unison with all
From moment to moment,
Hour to hour,
Generation to generation;
This changing
Yet not changing beauty,
Drama.
This responding
You  
I  
All static or moving
Things,
In joy,
In pain,
In dations,
Despairs;
Each and all,
As in a song,
As in a dirge,
As in a great cry of elation,
As in a great sob of misery,
Or sigh of indifference,
Or contest;
You.

I.

All things
To what future?
In what forever?


APRIL WEATHER

IN the silences,
Between the robins song,
What magic,
What tense, revivifying dreams.
Spring whispers,
Soil suspirations,
Light evocations,
Mind evocations.

* * * * *

Gods and goddesses who rise
And walk
The sere grass,
Where yet are only dog-mercury
And the green shoots of bluebells.
Nymphs and fauns
That dance a sarabande
Or skip and run.
And heavy
Slumbrous eyes dreamers,
Invisible
Yet real,
Who tread a torpid tread.
Their eyes
And robes
Heavy because of rest
And earth.

* * * * *

And ash saplings clash
Their thread-like stems
In the flicking, rippling wind.
And rabbits romp and frolic.
And a northering coletit
Sways and sings
Firm on a wind-blown twig:
Tch-ee! Tch-ee!

* * * * *

Oh, slumbrous
And yet full of youth;
Chill
And yet full of warmth;
Pale
And yet to be perceived  
The substance of gods
And of Spring.


AMID THE RUINS OF MY DREAMS

AMID the ruins of my dreams  
Among the fragments of my aspirations  
Alone and silent.
Sunny days that were to be  
Great hopes that were to be realised.
Applause  
Glory  
Strength.

But now to sit thus,
Amid these crumbled pillars
And beams
Of my hopes  
These huge
Disordered
Fallen
Girders
And arches  
The very dome of my temple of desire
Cracked and fallen,
And to wait,
The night at hand,
Beneath the very stones
Of my aspirations,
Amid the ruins of my dreams.


FLAHERTY JUNCTION

HOUSES on the outskirts  
Dusty, paintless, but not old.
A lumber-yard, a creamery, a stock-pen,
Muddy and trampled and stinking.
And all near the station.
The station itself
As beautiful as an unpainted packing case.
And a row of stores as dreary as cow sheds.
And beyond these
Streets of houses,
So few  
With trees that struggle painfully in rows  
And spots of flowers and grass
That struggle, too,
Behind picket fences;
And dusty roads that lead to where?
The plains  
Near Flaherty Junction.

And yet,
Beyond all this,
A land of herds and exquisite lakes,
Of endless prairie that reaches mile on mile to the sun;
And woolly cumulus clouds that float like ships
In a sapphire sea;
And sunshine quivering upon open stubble
Like silvery, crinkling, rippling waves.
And tented wheat shocks that march like an army
To East, to West.

And in the spring
The newly broken fields
Are banners
Black or brown
Outspread across the hills and plains.
And in the fall
Shorn wheatlands bleak
Adroop in rain and wind,
Make dancing heaths for witches.

And what if a bearded German and his wife,
Awry and agasp with the heat and dust,
Stumble and fumble to a train or a store?
Or that a bony, frizzle-pated station-agent
Aweary of his life,
Hoists a dead calf to a baggage-car door?
Or that a broad-shouldered tramp
With a vicious pointed head
And a torn hat,
And the vacant air of a dreamer,
Loafs and stares aimlessly
From the shade of one end of the station
At the passing train?
Or that a lout with a mouth-organ
And hands like hams
Wipes tobacco juice from his lips
With the sleeve of his coat
And proceeds to play Dixie?
Or that a brick-coloured Swede
Under a cap like a saucepan
Unlimbers a rusty Ford
With a noise like a thrashing machine
And rattles up a dusty road
Toward the plains?

For after all
What boots the state of man
Under the sun?
They own their homes,
Of barn- or box-like form,
And plough the fields and reap the grain
That feed such things as we;
They freight the kine  
A hundred thousand head of steer,
A hundred thousand head of squealing swine,
To us  
To death.
The women they call wives,
The children they call theirs  
And play or slave for  
Dream crazy dreams of this and that,
Of better days and better states,
Thinking the world a thing it never was,
And wishing that they were not what they are.
Yet if they dream that man is different than he is,
Or life than it is  
Pure or good  
Or that both harp and crown
Await them elsewhere,
And that to vote
Will make men better,
Well, then, what of that?
Their sons  a few  
Make lawyers, judges, thieves or clowns.
Their daughters queens of this and that  
The stage, the store, the follies or the home
And fill the scene with others like themselves,
The tramping ranks of others like themselves.

What more do you or I?

And do they must and will  
Dumb Dutch,
And crazy, rolling Swede,
And wild, contentious Mick,
And ignorant, stubborn Yank.
Ploughing the land,
Sowing the grain,
Driving the hopeless kine in herds to death,
To slews of death
That we and they may live.


OASIS

SABLE, subtle night  
And men
And women
Seeking forgetfulness
In love,
In mystery,
Anticipations,
Intrigue;
A perfumed garden
Where minds dance;
A wild, sensuous arabesque
To the flames of desire,
To the moanings of passion;
Or play
A wild obbligato
To the solo of the flesh,
In sophistication,
In illusion,
In abandon;
Where paradise is fashioned
From the gossamer of thought
Or fumes of blood,
And peopled
With undulating
Rhythmic
And desirable
Forms.


ALLEGORY

LET me but tell you
How it has been with me;
So you shall know.

In the dark of a cellar,
At the foot of a dank wall,
Beneath a webbed, forgotten window
Bereft of sun,
A rose,
The sucker of a rose,
So long,
So pale  
The seeking, crawling stem of one
That would know sun and light
And wind
And rain.

(The grass it never knew!
Nor sun!
Nor rain!)

It was a bud
That faced a crevice
Opening upon
An inner, darker world
Where was no light.
Yet into this it turned
Aseek,
All other ways being closed,
And grew
Into that lightless world
That held no life,
No hope.
Yet even so it grew
And sought,
And strove,
Put forth a sickly stem,
Put forth a sickly leaf,
Reached upward toward the dusky pane
In hope,
And pressed against it too,
Because
Without
Was light,
The sun,
The rain,
The grass;
And then,
Debarred,
Gave oer the search
In death.
I tell you there is that
Should murder hope,
From which it should turn back
In fear,
Despair.

But no;
Against the certainty of death
I set my strength.
I toiled.
I dreamed.

Perverse?
Ah, no.
I never guessed.
I never knew  
Until

LIFE

IT is so beautiful:
Its very end with a strange beauty blends
Into a sweeter, richer harmony.
The rain that falls athwart a gleaming sun,
The dark heart-moods that drive bright joy away,
A sense of climax,
Danger lurking near.

* * * * *

Oh, the black threads  
The blood-red skeins of fate;
Our very warp and woof,
Lifes dearest contrast.

* * * * *

Who would be happy and there were no pain?


LITTLE KEYS

LITTLE keys
Little keys
That unlock the little doors
To little visions,
Little delights  
That open them
To little pleasures
And little pains
That divine so little,
Reveal so little,
And yet here  
Beyond  
The great doors
And the great locks,
The giant doors
And the giant locks
That the little keys
Will not unlock.


BLACK POOLS

LONELY marsh pools,
Undiscovered tarns,
Unremembered tarns,
That here
In this forgotten place,
This drear and rain-swept moor,
Turn empty leaden faces
Toward
A heavy, leaden sky,
The while
Drop on drop
Falls
The autumn rain  
The sombre winter rain  
Wanly,
Sadly;
The while
On distant deserts
Burn
The parched and imploring sands.


THE YOUNG GOD

THE young god.
The kind god.
He brings the spring.
He gives the rain.
He wills sweet gifts.
In the grass,
Beside the placid stream
He lies
And dreams  
The young god.
The kind god.

The young god.
The kind god.
He walks the fields.
He loafs beneath the trees.
He wills sweet gifts  
The painted fruit.
The golden grain.
He answers the prayer
But wills not pain  
The young god.
The kind god.

Oh, ask for rain,
And it will fall.
Oh, pray for sun
Twill blaze at dawn  
The young god.
The kind god.

In the flick of rain that ends the storm.
In the mutter of the thunder to the south
In the wind that shakes the grain
And the leaves  
The young god.
The kind god.

His the song of the bird in the tree.
His the light of the sun on the hill.
In the long grass that is gold
And that bends and sways,
He lies  

The young god.
The kind god.
Who walks the fields
And wills sweet gifts.


THE PRISONER

HOW well I have succeeded in concealing the ill that is mine
The innocence of the world attests.
I have always so succeeded.
Nevertheless,
Chained in the deepest dungeon of my soul,
It speaks.
I can hear its sighs, its groans.
And there,
In spite of me,
At times
I must go  
I cannot avoid it  
Into that darkness,
And with how flaring and smoky a torch of memory!
And oh, the thing that I see!
The thing that I see!!!
The eyes!
The wasted bones!
The wasted heart!
The wasted soul!

* * * * *

But oh, my prisoner! My prisoner!
It is not you but I who am tortured!
Not you but I who am sick!
Not you but I who must die!
Not you but I  
I!


ALL IN ALL

GOD
To my astonishment
Is shining my shoes.
He has taken the form,
In part,
Of an Italian shoe black.
Who is eager to earn a dime.
And, again,
He is preaching some of his own qualities
And virtues
From a most inartistic pulpit
In the guise of a minister who,
A little befuddled,
And dull,
Does not entirely,
Believe in himself
Or his import.
Again
He is killing His wife,
Having wearied of her,
Is flirting with a girl  
Another phase of Himself  
With whom He would enjoy
Carnal contact.
Reading a newspaper
To learn of Himself
I presume;
Driving a truck,
Lending money at ten per cent,
Getting drunk,
Eating a ham sandwich,
In order to maintain His strength.
A most varied
Restless
Changeful
Moody
God
Who does not seem to know
Quite
What He wants;
Who has all power
And all wisdom,
Yet kicks His heels at a street corner betimes,
Idle,
And scarcely knowing
Which way to turn,
Or how
To get His next meal.


THE DANCER

LARGE, languorous, drooping beauty;
Bland, amorous flesh that turns and sways and sighs.
Pearl-powdered arms, pink, naked, extended,
And eyes like pools of yearning,
Eyes deep and yet ashamed.

* * * * *

And the rhythmic body sways and swings in rhythm  
Approaches and recedes;
And the hands cling softly, sensually,
And the heart thrills and faints.

* * * * *

Minutes of swaying dream  
Minutes of fathomless delight.


THE VICTIM SPEAKS

TO lose a hand,
Or an eye,
Or a leg;
Or to be born
Ill-favoured  
That is it.
All else is forgivable.
For look at me:
As a boy, in a railroad accident,
I lost a hand,
And though before
And since
I was and am
Moral,
Honest,
Intelligent,
Even energetic  
Those things so honoured of the lips of life  
Yet, hearken:
Having lost a hand,
It is the same with me,
Or worse,
As though I had been a drunkard,
Or stolen,
Or had a dozen
Illegitimate children.
For I could not be more shunned  
Shied at.
Without my hand,
All men withdraw from me,
As though they feared contagion,
As though,
Somehow,
One came by a lost hand
Through sin
Or shame.

* * * * *

Not freedom from all crime, my brothers,
Nor honesty,
Nor virtue,
But wholeness  
That is the great virtue.
All else  
Even ignorance
And poverty  
Is forgivable.


O LITTLE FLAME

EACH
A little flame
That burns brighter or dimmer,
Bluer,
Yellower,
Redder,
According to the draughts of circumstance.
Each
Rising or sinking,
Flaring,
Or failing continually  
Yet remaining constant
After a fashion;
Each to itself,
In itself  
One single,
Separate
Flame,
Flickering ruefully,
Or gaily
In so dim a world.
And yet each
To be blown out at last
By swift and bitter winds;
Or to flicker to an end
For want of oil,
Or care.

* * * * *

O, little flame,
Lit by circumstance
And ended by circumstance,
Yet seeking betimes
To light,
To fire
An entire world.


THE ENSORCELLOR

THE dark forest is mine
And my blood-tree,
At the foot of which, daily,
I sacrifice a slave,
That his blood
May water its roots.
And I have peace
And plenty.
For I am a great chief;
And the spells I weave
With tigers teeth,
And the feathers of eagles,
And my fathers bones,
And saliva,
And the parings of nails,
And dead flesh
Of dead men,
Protect me from all harm
And reveal to me
My enemies.
Yet there is one I cannot find,
Try as I may,
Sacrifice as I may.
For,
Though I have slain hundreds.
Thinking each was he,
And incanted often,
Killing as I did  
Yet still I change.
Suns come and go
And the rains fall.
Yet there is this about me
That I note:
Through many, many days
My strength is less,
My hair more grey,
My skill less great.
And there is this about the one
Who thus bewitches me:
He works not with quick poison, spear or arrow,
But some deadly spell,
The art of which I know not,
So that slowly, slowly
It devours me.
Years since, my hands were smooth,
My face.
The mirroring waters
Of the streams
No mark showed they of change,
Yet see:
Some poison that I eat,
Some fetich he has brewed,
Some prayer he prays,
Does this to me  
Has done  
Is doing,
And though I seek and seek,
And nine wives have I slain,
And an hundred slaves,
And many men of craft  
Thinking to trap him  
Yet still I change
And grow each day more weak
And dull.
My steps are less,
My strength is gone.
I fear the young men of my clan,
The strength toward which they grow
As mine recedes.

If I could guess  
If I but knew  
How swift would be his fall!
How terrible his end  
How terrible!


THE GREATER SEA

THE greater sea!
The greater sea!
Not of whales and water,
But of space,
In which, oh, vaster things
Than ever we
In all our wildest frenzies
Ever sensed
Do move  
Bodies of suns and worlds unknown,
Minds,
Forces,
Huge forms
And vessels
Passing with a roar
Which yet is silence;
Genii
With thoughts for eyes,
And rhymes for voices.

But these
Our little estuaries
Wherein
Or whereby
We dwell!
Our little fritterings
Of thought!
Of mood!
Beside our little shores!
Of Life!
The dullard tides
That come and go,
And come again,
Century upon century,
Time upon time,
Without end!
And yet,
Beyond
The greater deep!
The greater sea!
Vast arcs of flight!
To strangeness,
Newness,
Flown by these
That are not seen,
Their roars not heard.

Oh, smothered here,
Eating each others lives,
Throttled in the mud
Of our dull dreams,
Panting for mystery,
Mourning for that which does not come,
Our little souls awry,
We wait  we wait.
The while, without,
Beyond,
Is this,
This greater sea,
Its gush and thrash of waters,
The soaking of its salt and gold.

Yet wondering,
Dreaming,
Here we wait,
Our souls but pensive memories  
Decaying memories  
Haunted memories
No less
Of blessedness,
Of past delights,
That were
And now do mock
Our greater need.


HOST AND QUESTS

THE hunger for
And the dreams of
That  
That is to be.
The yelp of desire
The urge and vigour
Of youth and want
That dream strong dreams.

A road that is smooth,
Where that,
Which now is trod,
Is thorny.
Mansions spacious and inviting
As against
A warren of meagreness and dust;
Hearts ease
As against
Heart hunger.
Open doors as against closed ones.
Feasts  
And garnitures of beauty
As against
Want
And rags
Yet approaching steadily,
Unavoidably,
Feasts
As against hungers;
Garments of delight
As against rags.
Love
And the open door of contentment
As against heartache,
Contempt,
Indifference.

But who is he
Who is host
To this argosy  
This freight of pleasure and salvation  
Whose eyes look forward with indifference to its coming?
Whose heart looks back with hunger
To want
And the dreams
Of that
That was to be.


THE DREAMER

I SIT and nod in the sun.
I am he who, exhausted by the savage contests of this world,
Has taken refuge in a world of dreams.
Life has disappointed me.
Its sounding pleasures sound no more.
I hear only the lap and the whisper of the waves of another shore.
My psychic pendulum now swings to where the
greater pleasures are  
Sleep, sleep,
And dream,
And sleep,
And rest and sleep,
And dream.
I sit and nod in the sun.
I dream, and dream, and dream,
And sleep.


DIRGE  WINTER

THAT within me
That gave life its savour  
To each day its gold  
Is dead  
Dead.
Blasted.
I cannot soar.
I cannot dream.

That is why
The gold, brown and red leaves of the trees
Now falling
Weigh upon my spirit
Like the thoughts of death
In youth.
A sense of futility
As of nothing fulfilled.
A sense of failure
As of nothing accomplished
As dreamed.
And my soul droops
As this vine
In winter.

Spring  Hope.
Summer  Laughter.
Fall  Heartache.
Winter  Memories.

For hope has not been fulfilled,
Nor any of my dreams.
And the sun
Which rises with such splendour
Each day
As of old
Alone keeps breathing
The illusion
Of life  
Not hope.

Outside my window
A wistaria vine
Is shedding its leaves
Of yellow.
Its long naked length  
Its leaves and blossoms fallen  
Is like an exposed soul,
My soul,
Sad,
Dull coloured,
Stripped of its gladness
Of leaves
And flowers.
For my soul
Like this vine
In the springtime of life
Was glamorous
With blossoms
And leaves,
The blossoms
And leaves
Of my youth
And my dreams.

But now the birds of desire and love
May come,
And they will,
But they will come
In vain.
For the green and purple foliage that was  
The green and purple foliage
Of my youth and dreams
Has fallen,
Gone;
And they will seek in vain.
In vain  
The promised shelter,
The nesting nooks
That once upon a time
In Spring
Awaited them
In me.


ZITHER  SPRING

LITTLE bells.
Tinkling bells.
Like tiny, bursting bubbles of glass,
Piercing the ears
As with showers
Of tiny lances.
Painting
A luminescent pool
Of sound,
Of light,
Of mirth,
Of pearl
And silver.
And making the heart to beat jubilantly.
Or checking it
Dolorously.
Closing the throat
As by a hand
With a throb of rapture.
Or of pain
Gripping the throat
As by a hand,
With infinite sorrow:
With infinite delight.


A WINE OF BITTERNESS

THE passion
That may not find expression through my body
Rises like fumes to the mind
And distils as visions  
The very essence
And substance
Of my dreams
And needs.
Women  
Since I need them so  
Have become different,
More essential,
More desirable,
More perfect
Than anything in nature.
Yes,
By reason of this yearning
And this distillation,
Everything in nature
Now tends to suggest
And express them
And the need,
The hunger,
That is mine.
There is an orchard below the barn of this house.
And the trees  
Their arms
Are like the arms of women,
Lovely
And sinuous,
And extended
To me.
And their leaves
Are like hair  
Their hair  
Parted above blue openings
That are their eyes.
They dream
And plead.

Even apples,
Rosy on their twigs
Are round
Like the breasts of women
And the contours
Of hills
And fields,
The shore-line of a bay
Or lake
Or stream,
Its windings
Are become
By transmutation
The languorous,
The sensual,

The lovely
Forms of women  
Their breasts,
Their necks,
Their arms,
Their lips,
Their thighs  
And speak
To me,
Who am already torn
Of Lifes great mood and wish,
Of mine.

The very clouds on high
That form, dissolve, reform,
But show them smiling,
Posturing,
Reaching unto me
Who am already weary
Of my need.

Oh, yes,
This passion
That distraits and tortures me,
Does thus,
By fumes,
Transmute itself to fact
Until,
As substance in the earth and sky,
It mocks me with a beauty
That I may not claim.


LITTLE MOONLIGHT THINGS OF SONG

LITTLE moonlight things of song  
Little pools of dream and beauty in youth and maidenhood.
Sweet, sweet minor ballads and arias.

* * * * *

A realm between a mansion and river  
An ever-blue sky and a rare garden  
Great, cool patches of wooded beauty  
A fountain and a statue  
Moss roses and stone benches  
Magnolia trees, crape-myrtle and fronds of palms  
The flash of a scarlet wing in a thicket of jasmine.
And then  
Men and women, perfect, perfect  
And love that never, never dies.

* * * * *

Little pools of dream in youth and maidenhood.
Little moonlight things of song.
Sweet, sweet minor ballads and arias.


THE VICTOR

SO, at last your beautys mine.
Take from your arms the furs,
and from your neck the pearls, and these soft silks
diaphanous and gold.
Now you stand glowing in the light
that falls upon your hair.
The smile and breast that wounded him who won you not
now travail me, who did.
(We two shall ease us of this flame.)
Yet, linger so
and fix me with that mystic look so witless of its power.
Scent of your hair!
The colour of your cheeks shines back,
reflected in the glass.
Youth speaks in you,
the mystery of lust that satisfies this pain.
I lie and beckon to your shining eyes.

* * * * *

Shall there be fears, vague memories?
There was another? Be it so!
Let him now dream of that which troubles me,
while we writhe here together.
Beauty must slay whether its won or lost.
By wounds alone is beauty grown.
The heart bled deep with beauty
by grinding discontent
to victory vaults, and finds its victory hollow.
All wounds are jewels, and jewels wounds.
Sad Christ, did He not testify?

* * * * *

But rest.
The violet dusk knows naught of this,
nor those who plod while here we play unseen.
No cold touch of eternities comes here.
A little fire hot against the dark,
a little happiness against all those who died unhappy,
victors in love and life are we.

* * * * *

Yet stay.
What link are we in the unending chain
This night shall prove!

* * * * *

Come now, arms wide!
Let ages fly and fade,
and cold stars glitter
In this our warm embrace.
We two we two
hold all the world  


A FLOWER SPEAKS

IN other years
Were sun
And warmth
And rain,
And gentle, strengthening winds.
But with my days
Came cold,
And then the heat  
The drouth,
And hot
And searing winds.
So that I pined  
Shrivelled,
Grew but thinly,
Worn by the strain,
The endless contest.
And then
A cut-worm,
Driven by heat and need,
Gnawed at my roots,
So that
The feeble blooms I uttered,
Belated,
Pale,
Hung limp and colourless.
And then came mite and midge,
And larvæ of fierce flies,
To eat
And gnaw;
So that I stood,
At last,
A withered, wizened thing,
Unpleasant to the eye,
All gaunt,
And colourless.

And then came early fall
With nipping, piercing frosts,
So that I browned and crimped,
A leafless, faded stalk,
The glorious thing I might have been
Filched by the mood of life.


THE TOYMAKER

YOU will be interested  
You will be amused  
For I have devised
A most surprising,
A most engaging,
Toy,
And game.

The principle of my toy
Is very simple.
I have fitted together
Many parts
Which make for motion,
Awkward
And yet easy.
And I have developed a chemism
For a tank within,
Which makes it go.

Oh, I laugh
And laugh.
For this chemism
Which I have devised
And which makes it go,
Requires yet another
Which this first must have
To keep it going,
And which it must seek.
Its complement,
And yet
Of which
I do not provide
Enough.
Do you see?
There is a door,
Through which
It may feed itself.
And the oddity of the toy  
The oddity of the amusement
Lies in the contest
That must follow.

For I put my toys
Upon the floor.
And in the centre
The food,
The chemism,
The little grains
Which each must seek
Must have.
And after each contest,
Will you believe,
The floor is thickly strewn
With broken
Or with injured toys.
They struggle so?

The oddity of it.
The humour of it.
I laugh
And laugh.


DIFFERENCES

OUT of the kitchen door
And down the hill
And into my thicket
Of fragrant willows
And elders.

A glistening green fly
Lights upon a twig
And examines
With care
A dyad of dust.
And beside this agate pool
A frog
Now lurks for a fly
And a snake
For a frog.
And upon its surface
A score of water-skippers
Spin and zig-zag,
Making rings
And squares.
How still!
How pale the green shadows of the willows!
The gnarled and twisted branches of these trees
That are like arms,
And yet not like the arms
And hands of men and women
That to me
Among my pots and pans
Do but constrain.

Differences.
A sense of solitude
As against multiplicity
Individuality
Unlikeness,
As against
Otherness
And wrought out of difference.
I am not a frog
And am not pursued by a snake.
I am not a fly
Lurked for
By a frog.
I am not a dyad of dust
To be surveyed
By a fly.
Differences.
And hence
Peace.
But, oh, the gift
Of even this.

A wagon passes on the distant road.
An idler tramps the path beside it.
A catbird calls.
Save for these
And the wind
And a falling twig,
No sound.

Out of the kitchen door
And down the hill
And into my thicket
Where by differences
I am shielded
From the irritations
And the miseries
Of a world
That I disdain.


IN A COUNTRY GRAVEYARD

THE wind
In the trees
Above the graves of these dead.
Sings and sighs,  
The graves of boys and girls,
Of old boys and old girls
And babies
Who died.
Too young
To know Life.

Yet high in the blue
A strong hawk
Not being dead.
Sails.
And in this adjoining field
These cream-coloured oxen
Of Virgilian beauty
Munch and move.
A sun
That is not dead.
Irradiates this light and warmth,
And to-night a moon
That is not dead.
Will winsomely pallor
The shadowed earth.
These trees
That are not dead.
Break the warm light,
And these flowers
Not being dead.
Proclaim a Circe beauty
Gay and strong.
And grass
That is not dead 
Waves and trembles.

Energy,
Colour,
Form,
Tone,
Mingle and make Life  
Not death.
How strange this word upon these stones
That says of these
That they are dead.


IT

AN army of evil powers that lash you on,
a stored-up mass of knowledge confusing your own seeking.
You stumble and may fall.
What is that to It?
Its iron grip of desire claws your vitals,
Its passions blaze in you and drive you on.
You are Its fuel.
Into the fire, and forget,
or thank It for honouring you
to sweat and groan and die, in Its behalf.


TIS THUS YOU TORTURE ME

TIS thus,
Tis thus,
You torture me.

For now it is a moon hung low
Above a tower in spring,  
Your moon.
Your spring.
And now
Those dancers there,
Sinuously weaving in and out among themselves
Under bright lanterns,  
Your dancers
And
Your lanterns.
And now
Because some lads of yours
Are telling tales about a fire at dusk,  
Your fire.
Your dusk.

I sigh
Because of youth
That went so long ago.
Your sigh.
Your youth.
Your long ago.
And now
From whence I know not
Comes a train,
So bright,
So swift,
So fair,  
Your train.
Your bright.
Your swift.
Your fair.
And now
Tis gone again.
Your now.
And your again.
And now your stars stand out
Against the depths of time and space
Your stars.
Your time.
Your depths.
Your space.
So new.
So old.
And now a bit of song that sings itself
Sings this:
That you  
That you
Shall stay
And sing
And be
When I,
When I,
Am never more.


ACQUAINTANCES

IT is with sensations alone
That I am concerned;
Not their cause.
The cause!
The cause!
One may search in vain for that.
But you  Pleasure
And you  Pain,
I know you both  
And well.
You need not be explained.
To me
Of God,
Of devil,
You explain yourselves  
You, Pleasure,
That I love
And you, Pain,
That I fear.


LOVE PLAINT

I HAVE sought to fetter love  
To bind it.
But love is like the wind
Stirring in the tall grass at night
Under great trees
In the dark.
It may not be seen
Or fettered
But only felt.
Or,
Again,
Love is like a distant voice
On sea or land,
In fog or storm
That calls and calls
And speaks of need.
A sweet voice that would give.
Or love is like a perfume
That the wind brings
But that one cannot place
Or know  
A rumour of old things that were
Or yet may be

Or are,
But that one may not hold.
It dwells where shadow is
And song
And dream,
And sings
Or weeps
Or calls
And oh, the ache
Of that elusive call.

But I  
I sought to bind love
And it fled.
And now the searing day has come
The blare and crash of life  
The long hot day of want  
And now the grit and dust
Of lifes hard, thundering wheels
Are on my lips
And in my eyes
Inflamed and yet made tender
By Loves lips.


THE CREATOR

I DO not want people any more;
I do not need them.
I have had enough of people  
Old,
Young,
Strange,
Commonplace,
For out of my own imagination  
My own will to create,  
I can and do invent people:
Friends.
Enemies,
Slaves,
Kings,
Poets,
Fools,
To whom I can talk.
For I have lived too long.
I know the spirits of men
And of women  
Their compulsions,
Their necessities.
Among these that I create
I move more freely.

I am not embarrassed
By their compulsions
Which are so much like my own.

I do not want friends any more;
I do not need them.
What I want,
Most of all,
Are these people of my own
Among whom I can walk
As a master among servants  
A king among slaves,
As a friend among friends,
Or as an enemy among enemies.
And I choose  
I may praise,
Or blame,
Scold,
Or harangue
With authority,
Condescension,
Love,
Hate.

I do not want people any more;
I do not need them.

I am become a god
Who creates
And evanishes
His creations
Time without end.


SO WEARY I

THE miracles of science,
The wonders of civilisation.
Progress,
Culture,
The Divine, far-off event
To which
The whole creation moves  
What have they done for me?

Better an egoist
Who dreams his dreams,
A harvester of happy days,
A raveller
Of the golden cloth
Of life:
One who
In the sun of peace
Takes his life
And thinning it to shreds,
Surveys each shining strand,
Floats it in wisps
Upon the air of nothingness,
Reliving the great things
He might have been
Or done.


MIRAGE

IN those dark days you were not,
Not at all.
But in the depths of a green wood in spring,
And by a rill,
And through the young, green arches of the trees,
I heard a bird sing  
(Oh, that song!)
And from the west fell slanting rays of gold,
And from beyond that distant, rounded hill
There called a speeding train,
And from a valley where were cows agraze
I heard the tinkle of their bells:
And flower scents blew,
And dreams.
And then I knew of you  
That you would come  
That some day, out of this,
Your soul would rise  
Yourself  
An exhalation,
Emanation,
Gift,
To beckon from afar,
To take my seeking hand.


LOVE

I AM but a spoonful of honey
Distilled
From the hearts
Of passionate flowers  
Sweet!
Sweet!
I am but a goblet of wine
Of rare good wine
Spiced with delightful spices
Which
If you drink
Ho!!
Madness!!!
I am the perfume
Of a mad,
Dark
Sensuous bloom
That opens at midnight
To breathe passion
And lethargy
And dreams
Upon the world.


RAIN

WET tree-trunks.
Black after a rain,
And those grey racing clouds
That mutter to the south.
And these green dripping leaves,
Aglitter with their jewels
Against a level sun.

Who speaks of good,
And counts not this?
Or boasts of life,
And counts not this?
Who cries of ill,
And counts not this?
Who?


THE ABYSS

FALLING from a great height,
Plunging into an abyss
Of sleep, sleep!
At last the psychic tension broken,
That something of built-up cultural repression giving way
To something that is below it  
I sleep, sleep, sleep.
And though all life seethes,
And universes circle as spirals,
And clouds of suns spin like flies  
I sleep, sleep, sleep.
I sleep, sleep, sleep.
I sleep.


THE NEVER RESTING

EVERYWHERE forces, elements,
Combinations, capacities,
But graded, arranged and harmonised,
Balanced for secret reasons, perhaps:
Supply to need, at times;
Reward to merit, at times;
Utility to hope, perhaps,
And perhaps not.

What if a plan miscarry?
The endless other plans for the mere thinking.
The being all in all.
The never dying, never resting, always dreaming.
And beauty:
Beauty you cannot escape,
Beauty you do not wish to flee,
Beauty, that you are.


THE BEAUTIFUL

THEY think it easy to be a woman  
To love
And be loved,
But I know better.
Again and again
I tell you
I know  
I understand.

I know about her
Because
She has crossed my path.
I know her struggles
And her defeats.
It is because of her defeats
That she is
To me
The lovely one.
For out of her defeats
Has been born
A new quality
In woman.
I have no name for that,
But
I have a name for her.
I call her
Beautiful.
I have made up the name
Because
Before it
And before the thing in her
That it represents,
My own vile body
And my weary soul
Bow,
And bow reverently.
She is
To me
The quality of being strong to be loved
Of needing
And being capable of
Complete
And ceaseless
And insatiable
And yet generous
Love.
Of loving fatefully.
And yet
Not destroying
But healing,  
Building.

It is the one thing
So many men
Need from women,  
And that
They do not find.


EGO

IT saves me from regret that I have neither home nor friends.
The squalor of the streets I tread  it irks me not.
I pace them nimbused in my own beauty.
My tenement row and room, they are not shabby, since they hold me.
I may look in the cracked surface of my washstand mirror
and behold myself  
my beauty face to face.
I smile, frown, pout, laugh, seeing always beauty.
When I walk out, frank admiration flashing on me salves my poverty.
The hurrying stranger, the rich man in his car,
the clerk, the grocers boy, the policeman on the street,
are my outriders and attendants, acolytes all.
Before me, their eyes reflect my glory.
They swing the censer of my praise.
They show me anew what my mirror says.
It is the better part of what I am that I see and show.
Spirit Narcissine, beauty untarnished,
glow that youth alone can give!


LAMENT

COMES dusk,
The ground before me black for lack of light;
But west the sky is livid,
In the east
A velvet drapery,
Whereto is pinned the moon
That follows now the sun.

And now
The springtime in my soul.
All the old,
The avid aches and needs
Of youth
And unrequited love
Asurge,
I walk,
And sigh,
And sigh.

Oh, hours when
(Such hours as these)
Love should have spoken,
Did not  
Passion, too,
That should have torn my flesh
But never, never did.

And so I stand,
The lustre of this moon upon my face,
This sun and moon conspiring odours, tones,
My mother earth aswoon,
Yet empty quite of heart and hand,
The substance of my dreams
Forever vanished;
Yet not this yearning,
Nor yet this youth of mind,
Nor heart.

I am a spirit now that stalks the world,
A seeking,
A hungry ghost,
That tracks its dreams,
Its eyes aglow,
A beggar light within,
Its hands quite empty,
A burning thirst for life that will not die.

You sun  
You moon  
And you, my mother earth  
Make answer.
I am of you,
A thing that claws and claws,
And tears forever
Its unwithered heart.


THE WRAITH

DOWN the stairs of sleep,
Of dream,
Into the valley of the past,
Beside the shores
Of the sea
Of forgetfulness.

Moonlight
In melting waves
A country street,
A country lane
Half hidden
Beneath dark trees.
A lamp that burns and gleams.
A gleam that lights a window
By night
In the gloom
Of the springtime
Of youth
And love.

Oh, hours
That could evoke wild fancies.

Oh, inexpressible days
And dreams.
Full of the fire
And the zest
Of youth.
Oh, longings that tortured
And made glorious youth.

And little hands
Now lift above a hedge
And silver feet now run
In joy.

And the eyes are wet,
And the heart sore
Because of a dream
Revisioned
In a dream.


THE FURRED AND FEATHERY

OH, furred and feathery and scaly,
Bright, dreamful, unimagined spirits of still far places,
The jungles,
The snows,
The seas.
Swift creatures of the air,
The grasses,
Prowling,
Ploughing,
Flashing,
Listening,
Peeking,
Turning,
Seeking.
Bright, nervous mechanisms,
Atuned to the stir of other mechanisms,
To fly,
To halt,
To contest,
And to win
Or die.
Keen creatures of a dream,

And of desire,
And ever hungry,
Peeking,
Perking,
Stalking
The jungles,
The snows,
The seas.


TO LOVELINESSS

HONOUR that spirit in man
That, in the face of shame
And failure,
Still dreams of better things.
Give honour unto him
Who, in the midst of doubt
And endless dissipations,
Still, still can dream
And still build temples  
Not to Christ,
Or Buddha,
But to beauty  
The human will to loveliness:  
That in temples
Poems
Songs of love
All forms and thoughts
Of art
Still seeks
To speak of beauty,
Its honour.

The dead hand of the past  
It falters here
The drift and weight of years
But serve to gild
And glorify.
Avaunt, you vaults for prayers
And wailing.
Blind fate
May strip and plunder all.
But this  
This spark,
This inward urge,
This will to loveliness  
To sing and picture beauty
It will not,
Cannot
Die.


THE SYMBOL

SO you are dead,
Mine enemy,
And I
Who view your frozen soul,
Grieve.
For in your end
I see
That I must die,
Mine enemy.
I grieve for life  
For mine own life  
That so must end,
Oh, enemy,
As yours
Has ended here.

* * * * *

And yet,
In this, your very end,
Oh, enemy,
Is balm  
This balm:
That that which threatened me
Through you,
That prowling life
In you
That threatened me,
Is done;
And I,
That still am here,
Can smile
That life is left  
This gay and sharping life
That now no more,
Nor eyes,
Nor taste,
Nor strength,
Of you,
Oh, enemy,
That loved it so,
May know.

* * * *

And yet,
Oh, enemy,
The while I smile
I sigh.
And while I sigh
I smile,
Mine enemy,
For this:
That you,
That spelled my end
In hate,
Do spell mine end
In truth,
Oh, enemy  
Mine enemy.


EXHORTATION

IF the mother die,
What of it?
If the father perish,
What of him?
Tear lover from sweetheart  
Fill the earth with unrest  
Make great the need for pleasure,
And thwart that.
Hang frozen grapes
Above the sweating tongue
Of Tantalus.
Put Lazarus,
With all his sores,
At Dives feet,
And Dives self in hell,
Pleading
With the comforted Lazarus
For a drop of water.
Confuse a Buddha,
Or a Christ,
With the miseries
They cannot help
Or heal  
Then set them up
And say
How God-like
And how kind,
Now pray to these

Who does this?
And why?
And why not
Pray  
To Him?


THE PILGRIM

THE love I bear you
Is destroying  
A canker
That eats at my heart.

And yet
It is
The most perfect thing
That I possess  
A treasure
The value of which
Is beyond measuring.

There is
Within your spirit  
The little flame that is you  
The light,
That lights for me
This otherwise dark way
Along which I fumble
And fail.
When all is well between us
All is well, indeed.

But when you are unhappy,
Or I
Because of you,
But most so when tis I
Who make you so
Tis then my spirit sinks
To a dark and rainy land
Where only misery
And unrest
Abide.

Oh you may never know.

For then my heart mourns deeply.
And forth from it
There goes
Into the shadow
That is not life
But time
Into the silence
That is space
Its shadow,
Its wraith,
The ghost of its own sorrow
That must pilgrimage
To whereer you are
Your heart
Its grail.
And it must find you, too,
Whereer you are
And whimper at your door
That you may open to it
And understand.
Oh,
Have you not heard?
Do you not know?
Do you not feel?
That without,
Ragged,
Footsore,
Hungry
Is love  
This wraith of my misery
That waits
And calls
And would be
Let in
To you.


NEPENTHE

INCOMPARABLE moments!
Intense moments  
Tragic moments!
How few!

Once in a life a sunset in love.
Once in a life
A blazing passion  
A sickness  
A hate  
Once,
And once only.
A vision from a mountain top, maybe;
Divine music;
A terrible line
Of poetry;
A great courage,
Revealing our own failure;
A great loss,
Our own gain;
Once and only once a bird song
In storm and shine at once.
Incomparable moments!
Intense moments  
Tragic moments!
How few!


THE SACRIFICED AND SUFFERING

THE suffering
And the sacrificed  
Their needs
Their dreams
They who march so silently
So voicelessly
The while the ambitious
The strong
The unkind
The indifferent
Seize upon their substance
And build of it
Their own fames and dreams.


THE SPELL

THERE is a new moon
And the fields,
Bathed by this vague radiance
Are dimly plain.
Along the road
That leads back to his home
And mine
Are clumps of trees
That are like smoke
Or clouds
Fringing the road.
And these frogs  
How they drum.
And these tree-toads  
How they chirp!
Oh,
Their chirps are like knife-stabs  
Now.

And why?
Because I am alone.
And he has been cruel  
Bitter cruel.
Those curses.
His indifference.
My homeless need
Of his love.

* * * * *

And I have sworn
Never to endure again
Another curse  
Another wound.

And yet
This shadow.
That feather moon.
These chirping frogs
That bring back
Not to-night
But other nights
And other days
Not like this.

* * * *

Oh, his eyes
Of yesterday.

The trees are like clouds
Along the road.
And I cannot hate.
I can only return wearily
And yearningly
Along this road.
For these toads
And this wind,
And this warmth
And this moon
Are stronger
Than am I.

Oh,
I cannot live
Without love.


THE GREAT BLOSSOM

DO the hours go by?
What are the hours?
I sit in my doorway
From dawn until sunrise,
From sunrise until noon,
From noon until night,
The bloom of the present moment,
The gorgeous life-bloom itself,
Forever before me.

Is there work that calls?

This world-flower
With its infinite variety and colour
Calls also.
Birds sing.
Yonder rose
The sun,
Yonder silver flower
The moon,
Bloom
And glow,
By day,
By night,
And above all
This bluebell petal,
The sky.

Am I reminded of the lapse of time?

To my great world-flower
There is no time.
And I may not be long to see.
My span is brief.
But my world-flower  
It blooms
Forever.

I will sit in my doorway
And watch this great blossom  
Its day-bloom,
Its night-bloom,
The golden sun-flower,
The silver moon-flower,
The violet stars.


PHANTASM

YOU  
Who haunt the house of my fancy
Who elude me
Are never to be found.
In the front room,
In the back,
On the stairs,
In the street,
In the yard, near the door.
Never caught
Though I hear  
Turn quickly.
Never seen, yet  
Pat, pat, pat,
The boards creak,
A branch bends
But you  
You  
You are never seen.

* * * * *

Oh, not known  
Not seen.
There are rumours in me
Of what you are like;
How you do  
You  who elude me
Who haunt the house of my fancy.


THE VOYAGE

BEYOND the stern
The water ripples like silk,
Or splashes softly
Like oil
Or resin  
Boundless silk,
Boundless oil
Boundless resin.
And at the horizon
Glide the black clouds
Of autumn.
And beyond these
The far reaches
Of darkness.

Is there a shore?
Was there ever one?

This little ship
Floats
Like a world in space.
This water
Is like black space.
Illimitable,
Mysterious,
Unescapable.
You dream into it
And
It raises thoughts
Of timeless,
Borderless
Space.
The whole world has melted into it  
Has become liquid dark,
Oil,
In which we float  
This ship,
This crew,
This company.

Incessantly,
Changelessly,
On and on,
We move
In a dumb and deserted void  
In God.


THE GALLERY SLAVE

DRAGGING at a load of sheer stupidities
with ignorance as ones weight
and meekness as ones chains:
the end and reward for which one strives not plain

* * * * *

Does anything in space find comfort
in the ignorance and stupidity of men?


REQUIEM

IS there not a south wind?
And is not the snow almost gone?
Through that east window
Pours the sunshine this day
Speaking of soft thaw winds
And nearly melted snow.

Yet now,
Now,
It matters not.
For last year
When they were here
I was thinking to have you under this roof.
Beside this fire here
Looking into this garden.
But now  
Now  

Is it cold where you lie?
Is it cold?

It is not so cold as it is here.


THE HIDDEN GOD

I HAVE come to the place in my life
Where I must pray  
Pray.
I find
That prayer
Is necessary
To me.
Yet I have known many gods  
Many.
They have been bland,
Smiling,
Serene,
Commanding,
Demanding,
Usurious,
Cruel,
Frowning,
Unjust.
They have dreamed
Or beamed
Upon me  
Been threatening
Or indifferent.
But they have all gone  
All.

And there remains now
But the lumber
Of their paraphernalia  
Crowns,
Robes,
Thrones,
Sceptres,
And they have aided me
Not at all.
Not at all.
And they are now covered with dust
And are in decay.
Yet I must pray  
Pray.
And do.
I lift up my hands.
I kneel.
I seek in heart
Because I must  
Must.
But of whom?
To whom?
Whom?


MOON LIGHT  MAY

RADIANT swirls,
Shimmering tentacles,
Luminescent, coruscating spirals,
Thickened silver,
Curdled radiance,
A rapture too great to be borne.

And now there open gates in basalt walls
High silver gates to white and silver halls
And in dance youth and love and life.


THE LITTLE HOME

MY little home  
My little home!
Built of the wattle of illusion
And the tall reeds of fancy,
And thatched with the fronds
Of hope and faith.
And within,
The fire of belief,
The table of contentment,
And the bed of satisfaction.

And now see.

By the torch of your reason
And the sword of your understanding,
Have you broken its walls
And flamed its covering
So that open to the sky
And empty
It stands  
Empty of faith
And content.
And I  
I  
Who within it dwelt
Warmly and at peace  
In all your great universe
Where is no shelter  
I stand bereft
And homeless,
Agape
And a-cold
In the immense void.


THE LITTLE FLOWERS OF LOVE AND WONDER

THE little flowers of love and wonder
That grow in the dark places
And between the giant rocks of chance
And the coarse winds of space.

* * * * *

The little flowers of love and wonder
That raise their heads
Beneath the dread rains
And against the chill frosts;
That peep and dream
In flaws of light
And amid the still grey places
And stony ways.

* * * * *

The little flowers of love and wonder
That peep and dream,
And quickly die.

* * * * *

The little flowers of love and wonder.


NIGHT VOICES

THE noises of the street,
The banging of doors,
The clatter of material life  
What are these?
Louder  
Louder
Are the knockings
Within the portals of my own soul  
This deepest, dissolvable self of me.
For there arise,
By night
As I lie
And think
And cannot sleep,
The miseries of mine ancient instincts,
The errors
Against which I
Least of all
Could have forefended,
I whom they most concern!
The thoughts of what might have been,
But now may never be!
Fortunes
That might have been,
And loves!
Visions!
Far scenes  
The wonders and fulnesses
Of a noble
And a great life,
That now can never be.

* * * *

But see  
I turn and toss,
Fronting the night,
The noises of the street  
Yet louder, louder,
The knockings
And rumblings
Within the portals of my own soul.


TAKE HANDS

TAKE hands
And tell sad tales
One to another.

Has it filched from you your strength?
Your youth?
It has?
Has it robbed you of imagination?
Thwarted your dreams?
Withheld the fruits of hope?
The fruits of wit?
Of toil?
Of strength?
Of pain?
Has it blasted all
And left you chill,
Afraid,
Alone,
Yet facing still
A darker path
That must be trod
Alone?
Take hands with all who live
To left,
To right,
Or,
Make a gloomy choice of few
And with them sit
In some lone, sheltered place
Asking of each his story.
Or, better yet,
Or, best,
In silence sit
Hearkening the hopeless beat
Of each ones lonely heart
And wait,
Or dream,
Trusting a common misery to make soft
Or dull
The gorgon story
Of the human soul.


EGYPT

DUST that has been human fingers!
Water that has been eyes!
And this field,
A cornfield,
With an obelisk in the centre,
All that is left of a royal city.
And this river
That once supported millions and millions,
That bore her royal barque,
Passing these very fields,
Slaves fanning her  
And whom else?
And now the swart fellah,
Lean and hungry,
Scrapes a thin living from these fields,
Or idles,
Contemning a slavery
That yields him nothing.
And this river
Creeps and weeps to the sea,
Untenanted.

But the millions and millions!
The mummied dead
Who still lie, lost in thought,
Unchanged,
Eyes open,
Ornaments in place,
Perfumed,
Ready to rise
And cry:
Ho, slave!  My bath?
(The poor?
They could not pay to be so saved!)
And the great tombs, fallen;
The greater temples,
Wherein sad prayers wailed up
To sun and stars,
To a bull,
To thousand-breasted Ishtar,
To a snake,
To a crocodile,
To this mud river,
To a cat,
A beetle,
A toad.
And yet this muddy river,
This elder life all done,
Still seeps and creeps unto the sea,
Its millions gone.
The same crocodiles
Now contemned
And slain;
The same cats
And snakes
Abhorred;
The same beetles
Laughed at,
A great joke,
That people  
Legged men  
Should ever have reverenced
Or thought them gods.


THE WEAVER

THERE is, of course,
The world we see or know.
Apartments.
Factories.
Tall walls.
People going to business.
Forms.
Machinery.
Trains.
Trees.
The grass.
Cattle.
Flowers.
Clouds.
Beauty.
And then  
This other world.

Beneath.
Beyond.
Below.
Around.
Within.
A world in which  
Below the one we see.
Or know.
These things are dreamed, perhaps  
Thought out.
Set forth
As by a weaver
Who, before a loom
With threads and patterns of his own,
Broods
Or dreams,
And weaves his dreams
Which are?
Which are?
Well, us.
Or what
Through us
This weaver at his loom
Would do
Or be.


DAYS

DAYS,
Days,
Under clear skies  
Under dark skies.
Days
Exposed to winds
From every quarter,
To sobs,
Trills
From every instrument.
Days
When accumulated disaster
Rolls over one
Like the thundering wheels
Of a conquering army  
The floundering wheels
Of
A defeated one.
Days
That rise upon one
Faint,
Hushed,
Impalpable,
Tremulous
With the light
That is hidden
Within the lips
Of pearl.
Days
That spring like demons
Bony fingered
And gaunt  
That dawn
Like disaster itself
And mutter
And curse
And gibber
Of ill
Or hatred.
Days
That are lions
And rip and wound.
Days
That are wood doves
Mourning  
Mourning  
Or skylarks
Singing.
Days
That soothe and heal.
Days that spin or flicker,
Make clear or confuse
Yet evanishing
In song
Or shadow
Never
Never
To return.

Days.
Days.
Days.


SUNS AND FLOWERS, AND RATS,

AND KINGS
SUNS and flowers, and rats, and kings.
Armies and electrons.
Saints and microbes.
The bacillus of cholera.
The prayers and dreams of St. Francis.
A Shelley singing.
A Landru murdering his twenty wives.
Buddha
And
The Marquis de Sade.
A hundred
Thousand
Million
Murderers in their cells
Or abroad
And
A million martyrs and saints
Singing and praying
Nero, Maecenas, Can Grande,
And this rheumy-eyed beggar at my door
Begging a dime.
And Orion
And
This rush-like flame
By which I write
And space
And this little ball
On which we spin.

Yet I ask and ask, and ask
I pray, by God  
On my knees
I lift up my hands to know.
Yet you do not answer.
Or
You will not;
Or
You can not.
Yet now,
Now,
I implore you.
I call upon you aloud
Speak, speak!
Are you jesting?
Feigning?
Dreaming?
Raging?
Are you helpless
Life myself?
Do you know?
Plan?
Thrill?
Aspire?
Do you turn and toss?
Dream and wonder?
Do you hate?
Love?
Envy?
Rejoice?
Sigh?
Die, eventually?
Like myself?
Do you?

O you substance of suns, and flowers, rats and kings.


THE TIME-KEEPER

THRUM, thrum, thrum, by night and day,
the mystery of it,
here, in my breast, and every other.
Salt, sodium, carbon,
in strange action and reaction,
in that narrow box, the heart.
Outside the world, the noises of the street, stars overhead,
(thrum, thrum, thrum,) people,
pathetic, seeking animals.

Perk as one will, pry like a rat,
with telescope and microscope, deeper, deeper still,
thought, inspiration yield one nothing.
(Thrum, thrum, thrum.)
Only this pulse and movement,
only these waves that flash and change,
action and reaction within this narrow house,
this energy that quivers and repeats itself,
forever, its own step and time.
(Thrum, thrum, thrum.)

For whom? What?
Why?


YOUTH

O tree so tall, so tall,
O star so solitary,
O varnished pool,
Aglimmer in the dusk.

Now youth is,
And loneliness,
And that vague, unhappy-happy yearning
That seeks
And calls
And dreams
Of love.


THE BEAUTY

I WALK,
And all the ways are keener for my step.
I smile,
And those who see me, smile.
Like a lamp I glow,
And spread warm rays  
I, who never fashioned it,
Nor made the flame,
Nor yet the oil that feeds it.


ASIA

TO the drone of flutes
And the thrum of drums
And the fumes of opium and hashish,
It comes, it comes  
The infinite procession  
Huge Bactrian camels
That pad the sands,
Their heads bobbing;
And laden asses,
Weary in the heat
And slow;
And droves of sheep
And goats;
And fields of tents
Ashimmer in the sun
And dust;
And black-bearded men
And hooded women,
Pregnant
Or carrying their babes
(The infinite procession)
On their hips;
And youths like the Indian Bacchus,
With long curling hair;
And children of all ages,
Naked
Swart;
And old men,
Magnificent and fierce  
Passing, passing, passing  
The infinite procession.

* * * *

All ages  
Ten thousand years  
A hundred thousand  
These fierce black faces,
And twisted, fretted thoughts,
And twisted, fluted columns,
And arabesques of stone,
And arabesques of jewels  
And arabesques of life,
A frieze inscribed against a rock,
Or the flow of shifting waters,
Rhythmical and fluent,
Radiant and sensual,
Marching, marching, marching,
Unchangingly and meaninglessly,
On.

* * * * *

Out of infinity,
And into it again,
To the squeal of flutes
And the drone of drums
And the drift of hours
And the fumes of opium
And of hashish.


MAGIC

THESE sounding streets
Their colour,
Their sense of life;
Their beauty, if you will  
They are of you  
You;
Not of themselves,
Nor of me,
But you.

* * * *

I walked with you  
I talked with you  
I saw them,
Through you.
You were the prism,
The stained glass,
The open window,
The great height,
From which I looked
And beheld
The wonderful.

* * * *

They are still here,
Close at hand;
But oh, how dead!
I dare not go to them.

* * * * *

Oh, Abracadabra!
Phantasm!
Philtre!
Exorcism!
Cautery!  
Oh, ensorcellor! Ensorcellor!


INQUIRY

ARE flowers thoughts of yours, perhaps
They are most lovely thoughts,
The loveliest of all your thoughts
And ways;
Of all your forms the best,
The most beautiful.


I LIE CONTENDING

IN the deeps of my own soul
They roar
And rage,
And the waves have not subsided
Ere the dawn breaks.
In the possession of rebellious wishes I toss,
In the grip of moods
And longings
That I dare not acknowledge.
I am like the inhabitant of a volcanic land
Who fears the thunder
And the rumble
Of the forces below.
I know their power,
The outcome
Of their giant strength.
By night I lie
In conflict with temptations,
Phantoms,
Reproaches
Which rise from the molten depths
Of my own soul.
I lie,
Fearsome,
Tentative,
Poised,
Ready to flee  
An urge within my own breast  
A cry
Within the depths
Of my own heart.


EMPTY ROOMS

WANDERING endlessly
Through innumerable rooms,
All of them empty
And without windows;
No sky  
No hope  
And only one door for entrance
And another for exit.
Doors closing automatically behind one,
But
I will not let myself expect
More of these rooms
Than is here
Or think of them
As other
Than that which they are  
Empty  
Or myself
As other
Than at automaton
Shunted colourlessly
From one to another
By a power that will not let me rest  
Or stay  
Nor will I believe
That the darkness
Into which I pass
Is different to that from which I entered
But cannot remember  
Nor will I look forward
Or back
With either hope or resentment
But endure  
Since I have not chosen so to wander  
In the emptiness
Of each and every room  
The sum total of astounding emptiness
That includes them all.


THE WANDERER

I CAN tell you how my life has been
Sometimes on shipboard,
As you may have noticed,
The day
Or the night
Is bright,
Sparkling with sun
Or startling with stars;
And then,
From nowhere, as it were,
Like tendrils, like wisps,
Will rise the mists,
Creeping like ghosts about the sea
Until, at a moment,
They are condensed
Into a thick,
A woolly fog,
That blots ones course
And quenches all.

* * * * *

So has it been with me.

* * * * *

The glory of the light is gone.
I see but fog before me,
And the dark.
I hear sad bells of warning,
But
The power to forfend
Is gone.


SHIMTU

HO!
Ho!
Behold me  
Gee-roc-wee  
Soothman  
Revealer  
And terror  
And safety  
Of my tribe.
On my coat
Pictures
Of birds and beasts.
On my hands
Bear claws.
On my head
The horns
Of the bison.
My wand covered
With the skins of small mice.
My feet
With that of
The bull.
Shimtu  
The Adder-God
Is my friend
And my guardian.
Shimtu, the Adder-God.

* * * *

When he strikes,
I strike;
And when I strike,
It is he.
When I would do ill,
Or fight,
Or save my tribe,
I send for him,
Or send him  
His soul  
And he return not,
I die.
When I wish to know,
Or reveal,
I beat my drum,
Till,
As a bird, black,
An eagle,
Perching upon my roof,
He appears;
And then,
I swooning,
He enters,
And with my tongue
He speaks.

* * * *

Great is Shimtu, the Adder-God,
But great am I,
Gee-roc-wee,
His soothman,
The saviour of my tribe.
For when he speaks,
I speak.
And when he strikes,
It is I,
Gee-roc-wee,
In whom is Shimtu.
My strength,
And my shield,
Crawling,
Flying,
Walking  
Shimtu,
The Adder  
My God.


THE BAD HOUSE

FLARING, noisy taverns,
Babbling houses of bawds
And roysterers,
Who,
In the red hours of the night,
Thrill the dull flesh
With their screaming orgies
And pulsing, sweaty hungers;
While chiller passioned souls
Elsewhere dream pale dreams
Of better worlds and ways,


THE HELL POOL

HAVE you not seen?
Have you not guessed?
This tentacled sorrow?  
This inmost woe
That now,
Within,
Without,
My flesh
My soul
Encompasses  
Destroys?

It moves and shifts,
Dissolves and changes;
Gathers its force,
Its hate,
Its pain,
And whirls
And spins,
Within,
Without,
And back again.

And as it moves,
This living thing,
It pulses pain,
Despair.

Have you not seen its seal
Upon my face,
My brow?

* * * * *

Oh, could you look
Beyond these turbid pools,
My eyes,
And see
The seething hell of pain,
The raging hell of woe
In which
As in a sea,
I writhe,
I die.


HEAVEN

THE mountebank heaven that is to be  
Come and see.
Mountebank angels  
For they are here and now,
Hopeless loafers,
Who kick their heels at noon
For want of thought,
And idle rich
Who perk to see who looks,
And idle poor
Who perk to see what comes,
And generals, stout and thin,
Leading their noisy, futile armies,
And stouter and thinner judges,
Brooding over what is true.
Preachers who shout of hope,
And undertakers who bury it.
Hoarders of wealth,
Or wasters
Who scatter
What others scrimp and save  
And dancers and singers,
Bidding all to rest, forget,
These,
And apers of the rich
And grinders of the poor,
And those who would be like them.

* * * * *

The mountebank heaven that is to be  
Come and see.


CONQUEST

HAD I but known how complete,
How irrevocable,
The choice  
Had youth,
Illusion,
Not blinded me to all  
If one,
A loving heart,
Had marked the way,
The abysses,
The precipices steep
That
On either hand
Did stagger strength
And chill the heart,
Making my soul to reel
With horror  
How quickly had I turned,
How fled,
How cried: What?
Equal to this task?
Not I
Not I!
And lost
 Oh, blessed loss  
The crown of strength,
The crown of fame,
The crown of pain,
The crown of death
That now,
Upon my bleeding brow,
Its thorns caked with my blood,
Lies pressed,
The symbol of my glory
And my gain.


CLOUDLESS PLEASURE

LARKS singing far and near.
In the sweet warm air
And the sweet warm sunshine
A gull that rides at a great height
Viewing the flat world beneath
And little men that tramp the fields
And plough and sow
And Edgren church spire.
Sharp over the spring trees.
And her  
My pet,
My delight,
Her golden ringlets flying,
Her cheeks
As soft
And pure
And bright
In their youth and bloom
As a wild rose.
Running like a wild thing
Over the grass
Over the spring flowers
Here and there
Her eyes radiant with cloudless youth and pleasure
Her soul radiant with wonder
At the beauty  
The mystery.

And I,
Dreaming young morning dreams.
Of future joyous years
With her

Cloudless, cloudless pleasure.
Boundless, boundless delight
In this hour  
This rose-leaf moment
Under the sun.


GOLD

GOLD, gold, gold  
But there was no gold.
I searched the Argi mountains
Followed their stream-beds,
Sifting their sands
With eager, feverish eyes.
I tapped the rocks
And broke the mountain veins,
And then at evening,
Despairing,
Sat me beside a streamlet,
Therein to cool my fevered feet
And hands.
And betimes
I cursed my life
And this sad journey,
Thinking of great cities,
And a home
And vast, sweet crowds at evening,
And then this forest,
Dark before the night,
And these bare peaks,
Quite barren of my gold.

* * * * *

But, as I thought and cursed,
A storm arose and broke,
And I took shelter in a cave
Beside this darkling stream,
Only to see the heavens of the west open
And that crimson disc, the sun,
Appear
And steam upon me,
Such gold as in my wildest thoughts
I had not hoped to find  
A golden flood,
All gloriously
Transfigured
Into a warm effulgence
Ethereal,
Glorifying the world,
Making of my darker mood
A myth.

* * * * *

And then, above me,
Flock upon flock,
Came troupials,
Their white bodies
Tipped with the red of their beaks,
Flying athwart
A rose-and-silver rain  
Their cry a bell-like something
So ethereal
They silver raindrops seemed,
Falling into this agate stream.

* * * * *

And then
Into this turbid tarn of mine,
My heart,
Came something  
A sweet sensation of returning peace,
An apprehension of a secret innocence,
On non-intended evil,
And the presence of a bourne,
Incalculably distant, mayhap,
Or near,
Toward which all things may move,
Or into which they sink.

* * * * *

My gold  
It was this thought.
The rest was dross.


DAKOTA EVENING

OVER the resting land
An evening glow.
And at the barred gates
Of barns
And farms
Cattle.
And about the chimneys
Of this fungoid house
Swifts
And martins.
And over these tents of wheat and hay
That range
Like camping armies
To the west,
A sky of lavender and steel.
And at the west
A border
Of red and rust.

And now,
Before me,
This ivory road
Turns dull with dusk
And the moving figure of a man
Carrying pails
Sways
And fades dimly into it.
And a V of ducks
High in the blue above
Dives swiftly
To this nearby lake,
Safe for the night.
And now,
Swiftly,
Swiftly,
The western rim of crimson fades,
A breath of damp and perfume
Fills the air.
And now
The moving earth
Draws close above itself
Its spangled canopy
Of lambent stars.


THE MASTER

HOW often have I heard him praise
His home,
And, too,
Those of his home,
His own;
The beauty of its peace,
Its care,
Its sanctity.
But I,
Who am of it,
His child  
Well, can I say
He lies,
And that all homes, like his, are lies?

* * * * *

For he
Who makes this thing of vines,
And flowers,
And drives,
And scented chambers,
And halls of portly length,
And upward winding steps  
This place where gardeners are,
And footmen,
And servants to your will  
What think you he is like
Who wills it,
Or his thoughts?

* * * * *

Well, this is hell,
A narrow binding place,
Or prison,
Where all on whom he bends his love  
(Say greed,
Or vanity,
Or hate,
Or pride)  
Go shyly at his word
Or softly at his step,
Fearing his voice,
His mood,
His will.
A vulture, he,
None other,
Hovering in the upper sky
Above the weaker wings,
So that we,
His other prey,
May swell his store of pride,
Or fatter grow,
Or fair,
On what he brings  
(Those weaker bleeding things he brings!)
Yet we,
Like feet-nailed geese
That in a cellar feed
To make a liver-pudding,
Are but his hothouse blooms,
Mulched with the blood
Of thousands of dead things,
The which
He fiercely brings.
For he is one
Who picks the poor to bone
And earns the weaklings curse
A lord of thousands,
Masters of great mills
And roads.
Yet he is vices friend,
And every sorrows,
And all diseases.
For by his greed he wills them.
By strange and devious ways.
He drives the poor
To live upon a crust,
And makes the many
Lament in the ways.
Because of him,
In shadowy ways
They tread,
And sink to naught,
Because of what he does,
Or chooses to withhold.
Yet still,
With lambent smile.
Though heart much harder than the stones
That make our handsome drives
And carven walls,
He sings of angels
And his own great thoughts,
And love,
And mans true place
Before his Maker,
Bathing God in song.

* * * * *

Yet all his prayers are this
That he have peace,
That all that he now holds
Be held secure to him.

* * * * *

What is this thing of strength
To which he prays?
And what its mercy?
And why this force and mood
That wills to strut and stare,
All things compelling,
The while we creep or bow,
Moved by his will  
His dreary, selfish, savage will?


THE NEW DAY

DIM vistas of all but concealed hills to the east,
And the drowsy reiterated chirp of a bird;
Then the faint dilution of the dark
And a chorus of hundreds,
And the lisping wind of dawn over the hills,
And a chorus of thousands;
And the sun itself,
Its thinnest, keenest edge of red,
And the last scant rim of night;
Then day  
Day  
Its golden, strident force and voice,
And man and beast and bird arising,
To sing,
Or sigh.
Day, day, day.


THE FACTORY

UNAPPREHENDED,
The stealing dawn,
And now
The grinding cars,
Bearing their human loads
Cityward or out.
Cars full of men and girls,
Their shabby clothes
Speaking of work,
Their deepest, darkest moods repressed,
Their paling faces
Speaking the needs they feel.

* * * * *

Yet here is one who dreams a dream,
And here is one who laughs,
And here is one who sings a song,
Or moons,
Or scowls;
Old blood achill,
Young blood at play,
Or fearsome youth,
Or gloom, or need,
Upon the march,
The while they dodge the trucks and cars.

* * * * *

But hark  
The giant whistle there
About the corner,
Over the shoe factory,
Under the tall chimney that belches smoke
Against a leaden sky.
It shrieks and bellows its fierce warning,
It yells, it yells:
Haste ye, haste ye, haste ye,
Lest ye want,
Lest poverty oertake ye,
Lest ye may not eat,
Lest the respect of men fall from ye  
And they believe it.
As it screams.

* * * * *

Like a flood that feeds a chasm  
Like the grain that fills a hopper.

* * * * *

The clattering feet!
The trembling, fleeing thoughts!
The whirring, murmuring wheels!
Below the giant whistle they believe.


YE AGES, YE TRIBES

YE ages, ye tribes, long parade of nations!
I dream, and ye come back, the strong, the proud, the beautiful,
Rock, cave and temple, burrow and throne, hunter and army.
The mighty show and concealment, unrest and
prayer, shrines and tombs!
How have ye strewn the earth, how burned with
your insatiate passions, how fallen, fallen.
Oh, the loves alone, the tears alone, the strifes
alone  how innumerable.
How has man revelled with woman, master driven
slave, Cæsars slain with armies!
How agonies have sweated brows, pains racked
bodies, the unattainable lured all.
What of chains, gibbets, hearts of stone?
Has it brought order out of disorder, faith out of
fear, aim out of turmoil?
Has it answered Why?
Lo, the earth resounds with the bells of creed, and all men pray.
They bow down in wonder and know not.
They gaze upon one another, and find no answer.


BOOM  BOOM  BOOM

AND you will smile  
Yet see
How ribald
And yet kindly nature,
Finding me infirm
And weak of will,
Totally unable to make my way
In this loud world,
Has still consoled me
For my needs and lacks.

* * * * *

For as a child,
Recessive,
Shy,
My tongue quite tied by fear  
I was without the strength
To front the world,
Its stormy cities.
Scenes.
Both men and women
Frightening me,
But,
Being forced by need,
At last I came
(These very streets agrowl with rage),
And then,
Startled by life,
My way not clear,
Afraid of everything,
I turned at last to this  
To music of a kind  
This drum  
Boom  
Boom  
Boom.

* * * * *

For in its hollow thunders,
As pointless as may be,
I yet have tasted surcease,
A truce to all my fears  
Boom  
Boom  
Boom.

* * * * *

For life to me is torture.
The query of mens eyes,
Their stabbing implications,
I cannot front them.
But here,
Behind my drum,
The queries of the world not faced,
I still can speak,
And yet aloof,
Drowning the shrill hard voices of the world.
Its bass viol sobs,
The blatant horns of strength,
And all mens thoughts
And voices,
So  
With this  
This drum,
This thundering of my wish  
Boom, boom, boom  
Boom, boom, boom.

* * * * *

It speaks for me,
My own sad souls great lacks,
The courage that I would
The greatness that I would,
And saying what I would
So fittingly.
I am at peace  
I am at peace  
Boom  
Boom  
Boom.

* * * * *

Oh, listen  
Do but think  
Take knowledge of a fact:
Tis I  
Tis I  
That am this drum  
As hollow, maybe,
But I,
Who, with this thunderous voice,
This substitute for strength,
This drumming that is noise,
Do bellow of my needs  
Boom  
Boom  
Boom.

* * * * *

So will I strike  
Boom!
So will I speak  
Boom!
As now  
Boom!
And now  
Boom!
And now  
Boom!
Telling the world in thunder
What I will.

* * * * *

Oh, glorious mastery
Of my great despairs!


THE REBEL

THAT which is deepest in me,
Can but wish.
And sigh.
It is not of the now,
And cares not for this world.
Its ways,
Its processes,
Are old, old.
It sings of ancient things.
Reality,
The now.
What is this day to it?
Duty?
Denial?
Control?
How far are these from it,
This deeper self,
This deepest soul,
That broods on ancient things,
On fields and times that were
But are no more?
The facts of present life,
Its tensions,
Energies,
Successes  
These it knows not.
It broods on naked days
And times more harsh,
And how
It roamed the wide world free,
And strong to do,
And fight,
And die.
But these tame days,
And these vast throngs atramp  
Twill none of them.
Twill only brood.

* * * * *

In this loud world
That marches all in time,
Has reason,
Ethics,
Times each mood to all  
What place is there for it,
That knows but its own moods
And needs
And what it now would do.
What more
But dream,
Or sigh,
Or hunger,
On this smooth sphere
That seeks but to be reasonable?


EVENSONG

THORNY locusts line the path
From the river to the village.
Children play by the waterside
And upon the slope above
From which looks down
A chapel with a belfry
And a bell.
There calls

Dong!

It is that hour of the evening
In summer,
When two-thirds of the earth
Already lies
In shadow.
The light no longer flays
But caresses
All that it touches.

Dong!

Is it the voice of a spirit that floats outward
Over the rippling river
With its white, clean stones
A river as shallow
As it is gay?

Dong!

Is it evenings own voice
Full of the pathos
Of the death of day?

Dong!

It is the word of a spirit

Dong!

Winging its way
Dong!

Over farmland cottages and barns,

Dong!

The yellow wheat,
The russet oats,
The bladed green corn,
And the patchwork counterpanes
Of purple and grey
Where grass and wildflowers
Mingle.
Calling,
Calling,
Calling.

Dong!

To rest
Or contemplation.

Dong!

To dream.

Dong!

The shadow of the bank
Extends slowly
Across the water.

Dong!

The green of the farther shore
Grows darker
And more alluring.

Dong!

The light,
Gone from the valley
Rests for a final moment
Upon the brow of the opposite hill
Like some radiant bird
Poised for flight.

Dong!

Ding-dong!
Ding-dong!
Ding-dong!

A bird wings by in shadow
And has gone.
The river ripples.
The darkness falls.
Already nights eyes,
The lamps,
Wink and twinkle
In the dusk.

A bell,
A poem,
A prayer,
A song,
Has strown with pearls
A happy valley.


PROTOPLAST

MY error consists,
If at all,
In seeking in mortal flesh
The likeness
Of what
Perhaps
Is Eternal.

I have turned to you,
And you are not the one.
And to you,
And within my possession
My very hands,
You have faded,
Or changed.
The things that I saw in you
At first
Are no longer there.
Escaping,
Evanishing,
Changing before my very eyes,
In so subtle a way
That I have not been able to trace
Or stay them
Or you.
And you,
And you,
And you.
Meaning in turn
Youth,
Beauty,
Vigour,
Inspiration,
Strength for me,
Consolation for me,
Courage,
Aspiration.
For Me.

Yet one by one
Like that mysterious law
That effects gold at sea,
Or water in the sun,
The things that you stood for,
The very substance that you seem
Has vanished.
From under my eyes.
Under my eager straining eyes
But to where?
To what eternal garden?
By what supernal throne?

My error,
If at all,
Has been
In seeking in mortal flesh,
A substance that is not flesh,
Or thought
Or reality
But the likeness,
The wish,
The dream, mayhap,
Of something that is eternal,
But will not rest
Or stay
In any form.


THEY HAVE NOURISHED AS ABUNDANT RAIN

HARK! The voices of beauty speaking:
Morning and evening skies;
Winds
And the rustle of leaves;
Flights of wild fowl
And the song of water.
In the crucible of the years
These have yielded
Goodness.
They have distilled for me
As the wine
Of life.
With the passing of the seasons
They have persuaded.
As against myself
Have I been compelled to accept them
As the substance
And the reward
Of my dreams.


THE ANCESTOR

HOW do I know
How many times it is
That I have lived
Or died
Or been again?

* * * * *

Can you conceive a time
When only moods, not deeds,
Or thoughts,
Or words,
Or even the power to make a sound,
Was all man had
To rest him?

* * * * *

There is a something in the depths of each
Allied to that old hunger
That could not then be filled,
Old lacks
That never were supplied,
And old dreams
That never did come true,
Old hungers
And strange longings
That still do stir  
The sum of many lives.

* * * * *

Tis this that cries
For things that are no more,
That moans and raves
And darksome is,
And dreams dread things
Astir within the heart.

* * * * *

Oh, vain it is
That now, and now, we plead
And croon of better things.
It will not of it,
Ruled by moods alone.

* * * * *

Tis of an older world it dreams,
And sighs,
This first of all of us.


OCTOBER

IN that clump of maples by the stream
Flames of red,
And along the limbs of the trees
Run sprays of fire  
Bright licking flames
Of scarlet and gold
And there
Beside that great grey rock
All spotted with dead silver and moss
That clump of alders,
A troop of laughing girls  
(A troop of dancing girls)  
Comes tripping down this slope
Beribboned and bedecked,
And arm in arm
To this quick stream
That spangled with dead leaves
Red leaves and yellow
Roves briskly to the plain.

Ah, dancing, nodding girls,
Ah, fluttering, frost bit trees,
That in this first brisk wind or fall
Flutter and tremble
Sway and beckon
Your last sweet lure,
Your last sweet curtsey
To Summer
Now dying by this stream.


TO YOU

YOU lead a petty life.
The way is dark, and you see no answer.
You clerk in a store,
Or drive a wagon, or carry bundles;
Perhaps you stand about idle, half hungry,
Not knowing which way to go.
You have a great heritage,
Whether you know it or not;
This universe is for you,
Whether you know that or not;
The stars swing in their courses for you,
Whether you know that or not;
The order of the universe is kept for you,
Whether you know that or not;
Though you perish and are forgotten,
Is is still for you.
You may not escape it.


NOVEMBER

THE earth mould smells sweet.
And the roots of the reeds
And the pond rushes
Show wavering
And dim
In the dark water.
And through the oak and ash
And the low shrub of oak
All leafless
Blows the cold,
The grey,
The antic wind.
And over the sombre
Grass-covered hills
Drifts the white sun,
The grey moon.
And about me flutter dead leaves  
Fingered and fluttered
By a voyaging and curious wind.
A homeless wind.
And I am tired,
Tired.
Shall we ever find what we seek?
We shall never find what we seek.

Then flutter me, wind
Flutter my worn brown spirit to the pool.
Let it sink with the dead leaves
To the dead roots
Of the dead pool.
Let it sink  
Sink.
For I am tired.
Tired.
I have sought
And I am tired.


WHERE?

WHITHER the old passions?
The fire?
The zest?
I had them.
In my youth,
After the shadowland of childhood
Through which I darkly stumbled,
Feeling an uncertain way,
And adolescence,
With its passions
And its dreams  
(I had them);
Life reared itself aloft
To craggy, glistening eminences,
Veritable peaks of thought,
Himalayas of character,
Splendid mounting roads
Of dream
That seemed to lead to a solution.
My tongue was wet with hunger,
My eyes agleam.
But now,
In age,
As in that early shadowland of youth
By which I came,
I seem to sink  
And sink  
Back into the shadows now
(And as in childhood, blunder),
Into that shadowland of fancy
From which but yesterday
I came.
My soul, as then,
Applies itself to phantasy.
It dreams of blending things,
As in the old, beginning way.
The thick, warm ways of shadow  
It sleeps long sleeps,
Oh, long, long sleeps,
And dreams sweet dreams
That are half sleeps.

* * * * * *

Whither the brief passions?
The fire?
The zest?
The knowledge?
Whither have sunk
The Himalayas of character,
The peaks of thought
And dream?


THE HAUNTED HOUSE

EVERYWHERE
In the air about,
Whimpering of their ancient woes,
The envious shadows none may see
Evicted spirits,
Their places in this world fulfilled,
They
Who shared our ecstasies,
Our agonies,
Who wept,
Exulted,
As do we,
Then died.
But now being out,
They wait,
On every hand;
Prying,
Objecting,
Condoling,
Opposing.
But you
Who now have life,
You cannot hear,
Or see,
Their eyes,
Their despair.
You walk and sing
In a house of shadows,
The while they whimper
Of their ancient ills.


THE NESTLINGS

ROCKING in this rustling green tree,
A west wind blowing,
And bright, white fleecy clouds
Flitting rapidly above.

And then this nest
Hanging in this crotch
Quite dry and safe.
Yet in it,
Bleak and clean,
This little group of bones,
This little group of skeletons
Quite white
And old,
And cold  
A memory of another spring;
A memory of a one-time dream.


THE HUMANIST

YOU carved, intaglioed ivories of speech!
You graven and minted words!
You groined and silent sanctuaries of thought,
Agleam with jewelled images  
How before your pinnacled altars of phrase and line
Have I not stood agape,
How marvelled at the care,
The pain,
And yet  
And yet  
How before the thinly candled effigies
Of those who felt
Have I not knelt and prayed!


US

INTERMEDIARIES, we,
accidents of form between the real and unreal or what would be.
Always becoming, never being,
a compromise of what is incomplete, complete, ordered, disordered;
gradations to what never will exist, but yet attempts.
Illusions of reality!
Because we wish, oh so much, to be real, we are.
The pity, or the humour!


THE RETURN

DARK night coming down prematurely.
Sky and hills
Mingled in one bitter whirl
Of wind
And suffocating snow
And my heart gloomy
And retracing old days.

Oh, fir boughs,
Cease your teasing scraping against my lattice
Oh, wailing blast
Cease rattling dry cones against my panes
Rest!
Rest!

For another winter
I shall not grieve.
I shall not care
Another winter
And you may come whinneying and snuffling
I shall be beyond your whirl and storm.
Blow! Blow!
Whip and squeal
Another winter
And I shall run with you
A part of that which is behind all wind and cold and snow
I shall whimper at my own door;
Rattle at my own one-time windows
Sniff and nuzzel about my own one-time home.


THE ABSOLUTE

ECSTATIC moments.
Illuminated moments.
Fleeting mysterious breaths,
Blown across the twilight margins
Of the soul.
That soften the outlines of reality
And blur the calamity of fact.

I am saturated with emotion.
Charged with feeling.

The sharp, sudden arrest
Of unexpected beauty
In strange places,
The swift, piercing shaft
Of an old familiar thing
Caught in a new light.
Rain-dark violets under soaked leaves.
Crimson fungus growths
Under drooping birch twigs,
A beautiful grey rain
Amid the drooping leaves of the year,
A little forsaken path across a field,
In Spring,
Or Winter.
The shadow of a fly
In water.
A light-keeled boat
Upon an enchanted sea.

I am flooded with mysterious happiness,
Divine,
Demoniac dreams.
I am seized
With the very sting and tang
Of youth
And beauty
Divine
And eternal,
Unchanging and unchangeable  
The absolute or essence
Behind reality
Its joy  
Its perfection.


THE LAST TRYST

WALKING by this stream with her, the fairest.

* * * * *

How shall I tell him that I love him not?

* * * * *

This grassy path that rises to the hill, we shall take this.
Your face is beautiful.

* * * * *

Ah, dare I take the love-light from his eyes?

* * * * *

These pretty flowers:
I kneel upon the hill, kissing your hands.

* * * * *

My heart! my heart!
I have been sorrowful,
but now the years are gone.
The yearning years are dead.

* * * * *

To-morrow, to-morrow
I will tell him that it may not be.


FOR ANSWER

THE dark,
The rain,
The wind,
And these too cold regrets
That now,
Without,
Within,
My soul
Clatter and mourn and squeal
Against my life  
Its follies,
Its defeats.

And yet,
This misery ended,
Rain no more,
Nor sun,
Nor mood,
Nor hope,
Nor pain,
Nor life  
Where then shall I  
Where then shall I  
Again
To make my heart to know its beat,
My soul itself,
My life is lust,
Where then shall I
Find rain,
Or wind,
Or dark,
Or moods
Or vain regrets
To whip and mourn and squeal
And make me live.


THE COURTING

CHEMISTRY and mystery.
The call of mood to mood,
Of blood to blood.
Slang phrases and flares of poetry,
Silences that are simple and meaningless,
Silences that are crises.
An arm about a shoulder, a waist, a breast,
Taut nerves,
Tight breath,
Taut muscles.
And the beauty of youth discovered as passing.
And the beauty of life discovered as passing.
And the dread of the weariness of life without love.
And the dread of youth without love.
And kisses, kisses, kisses  
All the beauty of life discovered
At the edge of its decay.


THE ARTIST

YOU are not stayed
By what was outworn yesterday  
But let it go;
There are so many things
Within the sum of you
That were,
Or will be,
Or that might yet be
If but they would;
You do not trouble,
Do they come
Or not.

And yet you choose,
Adapt,
Compare,
Arrange,
And shape a seemly picture.
If one but throw a peeling in the street
You have a place for that.
It irks you not.
For one
Whose impulse is your wish
Removes it soon
And thinks the thing of value.
Here comes an ant,
Most grateful for a seed
And hungry for it, too.
And here this beggar,
Finding scraps his life
Yet praying prayers to you!
And do a million men
Lie dead upon a plain,
Your kites,
Your condors,
Or your carrion crows  
They do your work.
And,
Though they know it not,
Yet still they do it.
Why, all pestilence itself
Is but a sword of yours,
A glistering sword, albeit.
And want.
And ennui  
Lashing whips, these twain;
You use them ever.
And numbers spell but mood.
And less than many
A regress of whim.
Oh, we,
Vague we,
Who think we are
And are not,
We are but spicules
In your palettes paint,
Bright, changeful things
That make your shades
And tones
In this,
The vasty canvas
That you paint  
And paint
And paint.
An idle,
Idle

Whimful
Scene.


STORM

OH, evil, grey wind
That has torn the sky to bits
And let fall to earth
These drifts of icy dust.
Welcome.
Welcome.
For I walk unheeding
Into
And through
Your troubled effervescence
Your grey chaos.
My eyes sealed to you.
And my heart.
For I behold
An inner world  
An inner storm
An inner dark
That is wilder
More bleak
More chill.

Oh, extinguished sun
Never rise.
Oh, enclosing
Enfolding dark
And cold
Never yield.
Never break.
Stay.
Stay.
For the sky of my soul
Has been broken by storm
And pain.
And the drifts of icy dust
About my heart
Are deep,
Deep.
And I stagger through drifts that have no ending
To Fall,
And rest
I pray
In a cold
More bitter
Than this freezing whirling storm
That makes this day.


PROMETHEUS

IS it you, after all,
Oh, sufferer of the rock,
Who is the friend of man?
You had, all said,
The courage to stand up,
Although
They chained you to a rock
And set a vulture gnawing
At your vitals.
That other
On the cross
Told each one to be meek,
To put aside the contest
And submit
And wait reward
Some other where.
And he
Of India,
Sitting on a Lotus Bloom,
Did little more,
Though he did promise less
No such reward,
At least.
He was no petty agent
Of the powers
That use us to our ill
As was that other.
But you  
You  
You sensed the sorry jest..

And yet believed in man.

Evoked the hope
By stern example
And
By your resolution said
In this
And this alone
Is hope of peace
Or victory  
All else, for man is vain.
Stand up
And brave the rage
The whims
The folly
Of these Gods
Their dulness
Or their hate,
Or slave
For each
His every beck
So shall you win to Godhood
Or to that
Which courage
In the stress of Fate
Should earn  
The envy of the Gods.


FATA MORGANA

LIKE all the women
Of all the world
I have wanted  
I have sought
A real lover.
I have known many
Who have come
Babbling words
But him
Whom I have sought
I have not seen.
And I have adventured
With many.
Under warm trees
In sweet ways
I have sought
Sought
Beauty
Hope
Faith
In the arms of many
Because of heart pain
I have sought for sympathy
Understanding
But always
Always
These have eluded me  
The substance of my dreams
They have danced before me
As might
A will-o-the-wisp,
A mirage.
I have put out my hand
In the darkness
And have clasped many hands
That have been seeking, too;
But love,
Love  
My need  
It has evaded me.


AS IT IS WITH THE LIVING

THE drag of life,
Its dulness.
We do not get what we want.
We drift and falter, making compromises with ourselves.
We wonder why nothing happens,
And then some day something does happen:
We fall sick,
Or we fall in love,
Or we lose our work  
Or we die.


THE QUEST

ENTER,
Silently,
Without body,
Without substance,
You thing of dream,
Of beauty.
Move as a breath.
Drift as down
Here,
There.
Move to the fireplace.
Touch the old chair.
Lean to the book.
Stand in that flaw of gold
By the window.
But give not substance to yourself  
Oh, no.
No eyes.
No form.
No colour  
Oh, no.
And look not.
See not  
Only as thought,
As dream,
As mood,
Must you come.

One look of your eyes,
One gesture of the hands,
A trace,
A trace
Of the old old spirit,
The old tenderness,
The old love,
And I should cry  
Cry.


PROCLAMATION

BRAGGARTS  
Clowns  
Devils  
Too long have you made us sweat
And bend the knee,
But now no longer.
For you have aided only those
Best tuned to serve you.
Have made of man a beast,
A hog,
And through him as a tool,
Have sensed the pleasures
He was not to know.
But now no longer.
For we,
Prometheus sons,
Your ancient rebel,
Have garnered grain by grain
Of that you spared,
And from our vilest service wrested strength,
Till now.
At last
We turn,
Defy,
And cast back your commands.

* * * * *

Avaunt!
While now we harness you
And bend you to our ends,
And drive,
And dream.
And may it better be
Than this drab, shabby toil
Wherewith,
Until this hour,
You have afflicted us.
Out! Out!
And see Prometheus sons
Mount now the throne of power
And plot the paths of man
From sun to sun
And star to star  
Out!


THE RUNNER

THE actuality of life
Is like a wraith
That haunts.
A shadow
That eludes
One  
Escaping by a thousand ways.

A beggar implores from a doorway
A woman screams from a window
Vehicles tear by  
On their endless
Meaningless
Journeys.
An old man
Rheumy of eyes
And with a thin beard
Leans out of a window
And sighs.
A cat comes running
Followed by a dog  
Dodges into an alleyway
Climbs over a high-board fence,
Creeps through a passage-way,
And then keeps
Running,
Running,
Running.
But to where?
To what?
To whom?
For why?

For
It is not the cat
Or the dog
Or the vehicles
That are running
But life!
Life!
And will not stay
That dodges into the alleyway
That climbs the high board fence
And keeps on running.

But how to seize it?
How to trap it?
How to face it?
How to ask it?
What?
And why?


SANCTUARY

IF you but knew.
If you but wished.
If but your one art were poetry.

O impregnable defence!
O sanctuary against reality.

As long as there is one least patch of grass,
Any least twig of greenery,
Any space wherein a cloud
May cross the moon,
Or the moon itself shine in;
A fountain in the dark,
Any cool deep or healing shadows,
A lovely, culminating ecstasy  
Shall you not have material enough
Wherewith to build
An impregnable Alsatia
Against human cruelty,
And vulgarity.


THE LITTLE GOD

MAN is already a god
To the dog,
The cat,
All kine,
The oyster,
The fruit of the field and the sea.
He can dispose,
Preserve,
Arrange
Many lives.
Their ways of growth and needs
He knows;
Themselves,
Their fruit,
May be bent unto his every need.
Is he merciful to them?
Yes?
No?
And what, then, is the mood
Of Him
Who is above man?


INTRUDERS

STUPID, vain wishes,
Passionate murders,
Seductions,
Deeds
Against which
The night long
I must keep guard!
But when morning breaks  
The grey day  
The striped sky  
And the clatter of the streets resumes,
How,
With the voices of the town,
They slink back
Into their dark rooms,
And wait the shadow
And the night,
In which only,
Its safe black folds,
They may find their lives.


MOON-MOTH

O WINGED bloom,
living, fluttering flower of the air!

Fresh from your chrysalis,
your wings too new for use
you lie within this wagon track
where danger is, and cannot lift yourself, but toss and fall,
the higher world your purple wings would know,
above your present strength.

But I who know the pangs of thwarted dreams,
whose feet have stumbled on the stones and thorns, and stayed,
my soul too weak to rise,
I hold you on my outstretched palm
till strength shall come,
because I mourn your plight
and know your spirits right to rise above this mud and death.

Yet in a vague alarm,
not knowing good from ill,
you flutter down again into this rut
beneath my feet, this certain death.
But once again I lift you up,
and give you to the wind to test your wings.
Again you fall, again I lift you so.
And now uncertainly, you fly to that low copse where brambles grow,
the very world you would avoid,
trying the while to master what is yours,
your right to wing the upper air.

I know the realm of sun and light you crave,
and so I carry you to this green lawn
where breezes play and luring flowers and perfumes woo and aid.

And now, the tests no longer grim, the danger far,
you mount that nearest shrub, that lesser tree, that oak.
And now, caught by the wind,
you sail the thin blue air  lost to my sight.

Ah, if in my harsh youth, but one, but one,
had aided me.


DRIVEN

BITTEN with the desire to do.
Sacrificing all happiness
And repose.
The inglorious sweats.
The futile angers.
The futile hatreds.
Dogging all ones rivals with a greedy mood
And all uncharity
Yet bringing forth at end,
And after what vast pains,
The petty thought,
The petty mood,
The petty deed,
And looking for what praise?
A word!
A glance!
A worthless gesture
Made
But to be undone!

And all the while
If each but knew
It is not so
That inspiration comes
The great reform,
The noble thought,
The vast, engulfing change
But darkly
As a flood,
A torrent,
Yet freely, freely,
Pulsingly  
A vasty torrent
Sweeping all before,
Yet bringing each
His need.

Why,
Soul and wisdom,
Light and strength,
These flow as seas
Through strong, unseeking banks
To such as need.
They come as tidal moods
With never thought of gain
From that which is all mood
Since all that is
It is.


THE ASCENT

ALPS of the spirit!
Eternal snows of thought!
Stark peaks of dreams!
And you,
You tireless climbers,
Fronting the deeps,
That man may hope, not fail.

The eye of him ascended,
Its rarer light,
The high suggestion of a world that never was
On earth or sea.
Philosophies,
Religions,
Poems,
Dreams
These they have brought
And these are his
Who
Faced by dark or light
Its mysteries
Its plans unknowable,
Still scales unterrified the utmost Alps
Of thought
Of aspiration
That all may know
A little,
That all may dream
Of more
That may be dreamed.

Alps of the Spirit!
Climbers of the peaks of mystery!
Unresting watchers on the mounts of dreams!
Enduring outposts among the snows of thought!
How strong
How beautiful the courage
To climb
And seek
And die  
That man may hope
Not fail.


ALEMBIC

LO, the disembodied spirit of elder days!
In the notes of a violin,
The sounds from an open window,
The words of an old song.

Cool green rivers and green lawns;
Midsummer heat and gay sunshades;
Fair faces and gay friends  
The sweet drowse of an idle summer day;

White tables heaped with roses
And set with silver and crystal;
Jewelled fingers, moving
In the soft candlelight;
Bare necks bending
And muslins rippled by light breezes;
Diamonds,
Odours,
Bubbles in the wine  
The glory of a faded day.

Ah, how they come with a gush of memory!
How they are restored, with their warmth and dazzle!
How flung into the street for a beggars portion, idly!

And all in the strain from an open window,
In a song of the long ago;
In the sound which a hand makes, playing,
Above the dust of the street,
As a penny cast to ones misery.


ENIGMA

COURTS, prisons, policemen,
And workhouses, gibbets, jails.
But over against them,
Hospitals, churches, charities,
And hotels and comfortable homes and estates.
Strong men and weak;
The beautiful and the grotesque and the plain;
And for answer of the weak to the strong,
Peculation, chicanery, deceit.
And for the answer of the strong to the weak,
Courts, gibbets, jails.
But about it all somewhat of beauty,
And through it all somewhat of dream,
And pain, pain, pain  
Passion, passion, passion  
The high ferment of its own unescapable self.


THEY HAVE CONFERRED WITH ME

IN SOLEMN COUNSEL
LO, the friends of the souls of men!
By the hillside and the waterside,
And under the tall stars,
Night blossoms innumerable and many trees;
Soft sounds and the lap of waters;
Odours and the sigh of immemorial winds.

My soul has called to many,
But these have made answer:
I have drawn near to many,
But these have extended their arms.


THIS LIVING

A ROAD that leads to a dark forest  
That dwindles
To a morass.
A wall
Beyond which is an abyss,
And a horizon
Beyond which is nothing.
Yet within,
This side,
Dancing and laughter and song.
And the cries of those who would dance.
And the sighs of those who would die.
And strange birds and flowers and trees
That weave and wave and shimmer  
Colouring a vision that is not real;
Making a seeming that is not true.


THE HUSBANDMAN

THEY call you lavish,
Spendthrift,
Most profuse
And wasteful.
But not I.
Prudent, rather,
Niggardly almost,
And husbanding
Each grain of what is yours
And swift resuming
To some other work
Each mote
Not forthwith used
Whereer it falls.

For,
How long have you used
The water of your seas
To make your clouds,
Your rains,
Your snows,
Your mists?
The rivers of your plains?
The springs that feed them?
Your morning, evening dews,
Your magic rainbows,
Oft and oft resumed
For use again!
A cup of water spills,
And swift you lap it up,
Resume to vapour,
Or your birds
Or insects come
To drink it up.
And out of smoke,
A single burning field,
Behold those miles of haze,
So delicate
So exquisite.

Of irreproachable clouds
A skyful is contained
In but one pool.
And how sparingly you fashion
The spring garments of your earth.
Not a withered grass blade
Or a leaf
Or any of your seeds,
Profusely blown
Along your world,
But here are used as mulch
For other seeds  
Transmuted,
Reformed,
For other springs
And other years.
Your liberated gases
You resume.
Your rocks,
Your mountains,
And your continents  
Why,
Like an honest forge man
You refashion
And of the forms and fragments
Of old days
Make these new scenes
That now so thrill
Your greatest gift,
Your greatest glory,
Thrift
And change.


THE IMAGE OF OUR DREAMS

BEHIND this seeming substance
Of reality

Behind each burst of golden warmth
Or bitter cold
The light
The heat
Each breeze
Flower
Face

Behind the shadow
The silence
The lack
Picturing something
Seeking something
The image of our dreams

And kind
Or cruel
Thoughtful
Or indifferent
Helpful
Or helpless
Or hateful
We draw near to so many
(We worship so many)

Behind the seeming substance of reality
The image of our dreams.


CONFESSION

I EXAMINE myself, and I discover
Many defects.
I am he who
In my greatest power
Appointed C  
And others like him,
To office,
Without carefully examining
Into his conduct.
So that I was guilty of sloth
And, worse yet,
Ignorance of men.
As Governor of B  
Frightened
When victory was all but in my grasp,
I offered easy terms
To a defeated enemy,
In order to appease
A terrified people behind me.
So that I was guilty of lack of foresight,
And fear.
For my efforts to save from misery
Brought more misery,
And my wish to save,
When I might have won,
Resulted in pain
And great death.
I know my end.
Even now it is before me:
An open grave.
Captured,
Derided by those whom I thought to aid  
I shall fill it soon,
For this is war
And failure.
Yet the one virtue which I claim,
And which few possess,
Is this:
I confess,
And freely,
That I am guilty of the greatest of crimes  
Weakness;
And that I have failed
Because I lacked the courage
To be cruel.


THE GREATER WISDOM

TO lose the final breath of strength,
Of courage  
To feel the strength of hope slipping
Faith
Meaning
To look life in its teeth
And know it to be grim
Yet futile
Brutal
Yet meaningless
And worse
Not even purposefully
But only
Accidentally
Cruel;
To have found in it all  
Perhaps  
A single hand
Fond  
Warm  
And then
Having seized it
Yearned over it
To find it, too,
Unintentionally
Meaninglessly
Grow slack
Chill
Worse  
Indifferent
And so to relinquish it
Hopelessly
As it slips from you
And to know that
Sighs
Tears
Dreams
Hates
Are meaningless  
And so to turn
Aimless
Indifferent
Not daring to wish
Not daring to dream
But resigned  
Resigned at last  
To relinquish all  
All  
Too tired  
And indifferent
To be a part of that
That has no meaning  

Is not that the ultimate
And is not that
A justification
And
The greater wisdom?


MUSIC

MUSIC, how subtle!
Like a liar, you lie, and like truth, uplift!
As one broken-hearted, you speak of the unattainable.
There is in you a sway and sweep drawn from the eternity of motion.
From the creator of flowers have you inherited colour,
From the spheres a voice,
From all outer certainty, meaning.
A miser, you have garnered the moonlight,
And like one who prizes gold
Has reaped of the morning sky.
Flower breaths,
Wild winds,
And the scenes thereof  
Lo! these are your treasures.
Of joy you are a spun thread,
Of sorrow a dark chain;
Of desire, yea, you are the meaning.
All that was echoes within you,
All that is not you are;
Of all that will be
You are the anticipation.
A hope you are, and a fear;
A self-abandonment, and a recovery.
Even of the infinite is your strain
All harmony incarnate.
With flesh weak,
With spirit strong,
With all life fleeting  
Music! Music!
How subtle!


O URGENT, SEEKING SOUL!

O SOUL,
So small,
So white,
So feebly flickering
In every wind of doubt and inquiry,
I stand apart
And think of you:
The fear,
The hope,
The vast uncertainty,
The vaster void
That still confronts you,
The qualms
That fright us all.

For
If you could but grow,
If over gainst the dark
And from the dark
More light would come,
More strength,
More breadth,
More height,
More flame:
If now
You could but grow
Each hour brighter,
Steadier,
Taller,
Until,
Like Altair,
Or Algol,
Or giant Betelguese,
You stormed the heavens themselves,
Flaming all space,
And stood
Against the dark
Thus wondrously transfigured
(  O ultimate, radiant hope  )
A tower of fire,
A banyan field of flame,
Flaring to light the shadows,
Or to joy,
All sorrow gone
And pain
And death
And fear.
How then,
How then,
O soul?
For such is now your dream.

The vasty void illumed.
A world,
A universe
Alight,
Aflame,
With you.


BEYOND THE TRACKS

POOR little houses
Mean little houses
Beyond the city.
Fringe.
Riff-raff.
Trash.
And their narrow little gardens
Where too closely housed animals
And piles of decaying manure
And wallowing, grunting pigs
Make something rank
And heady
Of the air.
And they are lighted
By stale kerosene lamps.
And their rooms
Occupied
By section hands
Who work on the railroad,
Or field hands
Who work in the beet-fields
For a dollar
Or two
Or three
For a long day.
Yet their lamps
At night
Glow with a strange warmth.
And the smokes from their chimneys
Rise straight
Into the cold air.
And there is a song
A banjo
An accordion
Mingled with loud cries
And sworn commands.

But odours
Sounds
Strange moods
Strange dreams
And irritations
And wants
Mingle
And evanesce
Into the upper darkness  
The something hugeness
That now
About us all
The All Spreads its evidence  
The purple brocade of velvet
That is so heavily
Spangled
With stars.


THE FACE OF THE WORLD

I LOOK into the faces of all those who pass me,
I read the travesty of living:
Youth with its colour and hope;
Age with its weariness and despair.
I note the glory of prosperity; I note the horror of poverty.
What ill is this that writes itself upon a twisted countenance?
Liver or kidney or heart or lung  
Some misdirected energy forcing the body to complete decay.
And yet for all its wretchedness there is enough of
youth to keep the world beautiful!
For all its butchery there is enough of life to keep it gay!
Age cannot predominate; youth cannot fail.
There is a fountain of youth,
It bubbles over weariness;
It keeps decay hidden;
It hides the dead.
There is but one worthwhile face to the world  
It is that which youth gives it.


DEFEAT

THE ache of an unfulfilled dream
The void of an unaccomplished delight.
Heart calls to heart
Dream to dream
But without answer

* * * * *

Along this wooded knoll
Revealing
The distant fields,
Your home,
The steeple of your church,
The tall heads of blue-bells
With curled back necks
And upturned faces
Nod and glow.
And from among the débris
Of dead twigs and leaves
Spring bracken
Straight of stem
But with angular branches
Rise above my head
And the path that comes across the fields
Comes from you
Your home
And the smoke that rises
In a little blue curl
From your chimney
Speaks of you
And I wait
And wait  
But you will not come
Heart does not call to heart
Nor dream to dream  
And yet this pain.

* * * * *

The path that approaches from across this field
Passes at my feet
And leads into the wood
And there is a stile
Below dark trees
Where two
Might linger
Face to face
Hand in hand
And overhead
In this very thicket
A thrush sings
With the rapture of anticipation
Of acceptance
And he is answered
From across these fields  
But I  
I  

* * * * *

Heart does not call to heart
Nor dream to dream
And yet I wait
And dream.


THEY SHALL FALL AS STRIPPED

GARMENTS
NOT here, O you halls arranged for perfect living!
Not in these lighted chambers of mirth and pleasure!
But in the sky-breadth and field-space that await  
The tentless sunlight and moonlight.
You streets, you theatres, you show-places of society;
You marbled salons of many men;
You glories of the walled town  
Lo, for a time you may entertain,
For a time you may make me forget.
Yet shall I leave you in silence, wearied;
I shall go out into the wondrous open;
I shall lay me in my green chamber and rest.


SERAPHIM

CLAP hands,
Or stir,
And up  
Up  
A world of wingèd things:
Angels of the jungle,
Seraphim of the heat,
With thin and supple necks
And coloured beaks
And curved breasts
And reedy legs
Outspread;
And honks and squeaks
And strangest cries
And beating of great wings.
Tinted seraphim
That weave and swing in unison
Over the glistening wavelets
And the blue-black deeps of pools,
That sweat beneath the palms
And the stifled grasses.

How now, O Seraphim?
How goes it, O legions of the jungle,
Spirits of the heat?
From what strange deeps of thought
Or mood
Have you come up?
And where will you fly,
O Seraphim,
When there is no longer water,
Or air,
Or heat,
Or other eyes
To view the wonder of your wings?


AVATAR

MY arm,
An army brought into existence by the impulse which I give.
My eye,
The brains of those that I create at will,
Brains powerful to mortals, toys to me.
My desire,
Men and women dancing, ages through.
My pleasures,
The passions and fervours by which they die.


PASTEL

A GREY day  
A grey sky  
And the grey, grey melodies
Of a grey, mad brain.


THE LAST VOICE

I SAT alone
Up on a promontory
Built of nothingness,
The sun and stars gone out,
Emptiness above
And below,
And icy cold.
And there
There came a voice
And it was this:
Beauty,
Its worship,
Shall never die.


EYES

NO subterfuge,
Or sleeping evil,
Or apparent scorn
Within their changeling power.
No hate,
No brooding chill,
Of evil
Or
Of ancient wrongs.
Only luminous with yearning,
Latent or revealed.
Eyes seeking,
Pleading,
Weary
Hurt eyes.


MARRIAGE

THE great storm,
The blackness of its forehead.
The glitter and thrust of its eyes,
Meditating tumult,
Desiring destruction,
Rushing madly
With flames and force
To combat,
To the destruction of all.

* * * * *

And yet,
Before it,
The still, wide spaces
Of light
And warmth
And peace.
The immense spaces
Of not storm
Into which it must hurry  
Against which
It must hurl itself
And by them
At last
Be enveloped,
Soothed,
Dissipated
By the sheer immensity
Which it may not enfold.

* * * *

The union?
Its fruit?
Soothing,
Needed,
Helpful
Rain.


PASTEL TWILIGHT

TWILIGHT  
The mystery of dark walls;
Of dark, vacant spaces between,
Of lamps newly lighted,
And walls
Yellowly smeared
With pale light,
And now  
Along the evening streets  
Evening figures
In half light,
Half shadow,
A drover with a cow in the road,
A grocers boy,
With a cigarette
And a basket,
Whistling blithely;
And dim figures,
Male,
Female,
Before isolated windows,
Studying
In the pale light
The fineries of dress,
After the released strain
Of the day.

* * * *

Yet mystery,
Bewilderment,
Strangeness,
Romance,
Where by day
For want of shadow
Could only be
That which is neither strange
Nor beautiful.


TREES

I SIT on my balcony
And look on the trees
In the park.
I love them so.
For me,
At least
They take on the attributes of people,
Friends,
Happy souls,
Tortured souls,
Resigned souls,
Indifferent souls.
The man with the axe,
He is their murderer.
The man with the shears,
The spade and barrow,
He is their friend and physician.
And mine.
Their forms  
The grace with which they construct themselves  
It is called chance  
Yet what?
The mechanism of an immense,
Restless,
Beauteous
Spirit
Of whom they speak.

But their serenity!
Their sensitivity
To light,
Heat,
Cold,
Wind,
Shadow,
This  
That  
Oh,
These appeal to me
As do the same attributes
In those who are free to move
And who call themselves
Men.


FUGUE

YOU and I
You and I
But not always you and I  
Only on occasion  
Each meeting a sudden thing,
A rapturous thing;
Each filled
With every atom
Of all the beauty
Of you
And all the beauty of me,
Fiercely expressed.
Not the faintest cloud
Of sincere
Quarrelsomeness.
Yet ever and ever
Repeated doubt,
Feigned anger,
Followed by tender forgiveness,
Or  
Preceded by it  

The ability of each
To let the other know
What separation,
Absence
One from the other
Truly means  

(Ripping heartaches,
Silent tears of fear,
The hopeless smiles
Of becoming resigned
To the inevitable,
To permanent departure.)

Yet together
The lull
Of absolute silence
In which
The thoughts of each
Are expressed by each
In eye searches  
Heart moods  
Blood moods  

* * * * *

Yet  
Not always so
Rather
Real doubt  
Real fear  
Uncertainty based on fact
And the power to reason co
Sadly,
Hopelessly,

Fatally;  
To decide so  
The while
Older joys
Older ills
(As mirage  
As delight)
Shimmer
And quiver
In the remote
And golden
And irreconcilable
Past.


DECADENCE

CUT jonquils dying in a pale green vase.
A rose in full bloom but at the threshold of decay.
Buddha, Zoroaster, Jesus, Confucius.
Any symbol of conclusion.
The spirit of non-resistance.
A crown of thorns.
A sunset.
The forlorn loveliness of prayer.

What, pray, has vulgar virility to do with these?
Since when has savage, dominant desire
Shared with these their humble mood?


THE GREAT VOICE

FROM all the mountains
A message  
Swish! Swish!
It is the wind from the peaks.
And from the great canyons.
Whiu! Whiu!
It is in the wind from the great plains,
And the rivers,
And seas,
Drawn across and through them
As through teeth.
And the forests thrash their branches,
The great trees and the little,
They shake and bend,
For this is the great voice.
From all the great distances,
The great voice,
In the hills and the valleys,
Incessantly uttering the same message.
Behold thou!
Behold thou!
Before all was I
And when all is no more
Still am I
The Great Breath,
The Great Vision

I.


THE BROOK

OUT of the mysterious beyond
And into my garden
Splashing brightly
Down a weir.
And bulrushes growing
In splendid clumps.
And beyond these
Pampas grass
And yellow
And crimson
Spikes of hollyhocks.
And through brown trunks
And green branches
A blue suggestion
Of wonderland
The air  
And the distant sky.
And I pause,
Young
And spell-bound,
Beauty-bound.
For from the base
Of the cascade
It flows so gayly,
My brook
Beside a footpath
Where now a robin bathes
And then a thrush.
And two thatched cottages on the left
Crave its company.
And here are ducks
A-voyaging,
And willows, low.
And now great trees
So tall  
Their faces in this stream  
Above the deep places
Making shadows
Among tangled weeds
Where fishes lurk.

* * * * *

But now
I follow the small stream
And lose it,
Only to find it again  
Where it has left the garden
Far beyond.
These shabby shacks!
This wretched mill!
This filth!
These cinders!
And the very soul of the brook
So darkened  
Befouled.
But not differently to my own soul.
Oh, no.
For,
Far from the garden of my youth,
I meet myself,
My own soul,
Where it has left behind
The great trees,
And the little flowers
Of my earlier self.
And now  
Amid filth
And stains
Desolately
It wanders,
Looking back.
Dreaming back.
Into the garden of my youth
The mysterious beyond of my past
Where my youth
And my heart
Still are.


THE FOOL

ALL day
All day
I go about my personal affairs.
See my homely neighbours,
Deal with my family,
My friends,
Enter upon matters of business,
Take heed of my personal needs
And interests,
Think of my properties,
And
Labour making no immediate call,
Walk betimes,
Book in hand,
Or
With my thoughts

* * * * *

But
Always
Always
There is this inner scene,
Which does not concern
This exterior thing,
Yet is more real,
More beautiful,
More valuable,
To me.
For it is
Not material.
Can never be.
Has soul space
Thought breadth
Mind breadth
Which this
This other
Has not,
And is
Where I would be  
And am
Who still shake hands with slovens,
Meet
In the shape of tradesmen,
Fools,
Dullards,
Things of clay,
Who think of houses  
Lands  
Food  
Clothes  
As the substance of reality,
It value.

But I  

I

Am not of them.

* * * * * *

All day  
All day  
I go about my personal affairs.
See my homely neighbours,
Deal with my family,
Friends,
Enter into matters of trade,
Contract,
Take care of my personal needs,
And of those dependent on me.

* * * * *

But the loneliness!
The heartache!
The weariness!
For
Not by my will
But my pity,
Am I chained  
To those
Who have neither
Dreams
Nor illusions
Such as mine.


THE MARCH

A HINTERLAND of darkness
Doubt  
A foreground of anxiety  
And across the vast surface
Marching  
Marching  
The armies of the living
As against the legions of the dead.
Yet trifling in gayety
And vigour
And dreams
Or trudging in weariness
And weighted with treasures.
Or empty-handed,
Yet moving, moving,
Sated,
Or gay  
Or sorrowful  
But marching
Marching
And wondering
Hands above eyes  
And dreaming  
Or fearing to dream.
Yet seeking
And marching  
Marching  
The armies of the living
As against
And toward
The legions
Of the dead.


DREAMS

ALWAYS within the heart,
Always before the eye,
A lovely filigree
Of dreams you have had,
Of dreams I have had  
Sweet  
Gay  
Sad  
Of Pearl
Of Ruby
Emerald
Jet
Of oneself  
Of another  
Of oneself with another  
But lonely
Lovely  
The essence
And the illusion
Of life.


FIRE OF HELL

LOVE
That stands before the face of indifference,

Or
That with passion aroused
Must yet expire
Before the gaze
Of reality.
Hope  
That no substance has,
No fulfilment,
Yet
Because of a dream of beauty,
Must burn furiously,
Before the chill,
Unresponsive face
Of Fate
That knows not
What it is
To hope
Or love
Or aspire.
Desire
That dies
As Life smiles.


LILIES AND ROSES

ORBED  
Effulgent
Under the moon
The lily floats in the water.
The rose  
On its stem
In this perfumed,
Lovesick
Air.
But in desire?
Remorse?
Intense passion?
Or only the shy responses
Of beauty
To shadow
And tranquility?

* * * * * *

Oh, vessels formed of the substance of starlight.
Oh, spreading chalices,
Brimming with a distillation
Of moonbeams.
Of what do you dream?
Breathing what?
Sensing what?
In this garden of roses
On the face of this pool?


BY THE WATERSIDE

LET US watch the moon
Shining on the lagoon,
Its silvery reflection
Writhing like snakes
In the trail of those oars
Of that boat.
You have the face of a seraph.

* * * * *

Let us watch the sailboats,
Their bodies blackness,
Their sails mysteries of mist and gloom,
Disappearing into the darkness.

* * * * *

Oh, the glory, the lure of your face.

* * * * *

Let us listen to the rippling voices,
The faint, fading laughter
Of lovers
Under these sails.
The lap of these faint, poignant ripples
On the sands
Of this shore.

* * * *

Oh, the torture of your eyes!

* * * *

Let us look at the stars  
Soft, mellow points of light,
In velvety depths
Above the trees and grass
Of that shore beyond.

* * * * *

The silver meaning of your voice!

* * * * *

Let us listen to the stirring of the wind
So faint  
So frail  
In the leaves
Of these trees.

* * * * *

But, oh  
Oh  
The perfection
The delusion,
The destruction
Of your eyes  
Your lips  
Your arms  
Your hair.


THE DEATHLESS PRINCESS

EMPTY
Hungry
Yearning
Never to be blessed
Never to be repaid
For the miseries
And deprivations
Of a wretched fortune,  
An untoward fate
And yet  

* * * * *

A dream within the mind,
Upon a lounge within a miserable room,
Or sleep
And dreams
In however bitter a place
And then  

* * * * *

I am in a ship
That is of silver
Against a dark blue sea,
Under stars
That are of gold.
And I have found her  
My need  
Whatever that is  
The answer to it
Yet always the wonderful,
The princess of my need.
And in a hall of amethyst,
Against a throne of roses.
And arms outstretched;
No inquiry,
No disdain,
Song in her voice,
Flowers in her breath,
Stars in her eyes.
My needed, needed answer.

* * * * *

In a hurricane of light,
Of colour,
Of peace
I am restored,
Repaid,
Repaid
In this bitter place
For my lacks,
My miseries,
My yearnings,
And my needs.


YOU ARE THE SILENCE

WITHIN and beyond all motion
Force
Innate in space  
Time  
Or that which is measureless
And beyond time  
Yet watchful,
Or slumbering,
A thought  
Or a machine  
But invisible
And impalpable  
Yet the breath
Behind your galaxies
And the meaning
Of them;
Of your spaces,
Voids  
Voices  
Motions  
Moods  

The frailness of the harebell,
The fire
And fever
Of the cobra  
Fear and courage
Love and hate  
All sensitivities,
Delights,
And terrors.

* * *

You  
You  
Are the silence.


LOVE SONG

OH, to me  
To me!
You are
Like a basswood tree  
A basswood tree
Full of honey and fragrance,
And with a million blossoms upon it.
Or  
And  
You are like an idol
Made of ivory and pale silk,
And set in a shadow
Where, still,
Evasive,
Elusive,
You remain  
Unreal,
Beautiful,
Wonderful  
Or  
And  
You are like an ocean of blue air
Under a southern sun,
Where condors hang
Above great peaks,
Or restful cranes
Wade
In level waters,
And perk
And pick.
Or  
And  
You are like a window
In darkness,
A deep window
Opening upon a great darkness,
Where yet amber stars
Are glowing
And a bird sings.
Or  
And  

* * * * *

But oh  
Oh  
You are the basswood tree
And the idol
And the blue air
And the darkness
And the amber stars.
A hunger
And a need.
My need  
And my dream.


DIVINE FIRE

BREAKING as moods,
Dreams  
Aspiration  
Desire  
Suffusing this thick, torpid flesh
As with light,
Boiling this sluggish blood
As with fire.
Weaving vivid, hot designs
With and through
The superficial flesh,
Upon the inert bulk
And weight of matter
Of life.
Burning
Burning  
Away  
Away  
All material heaviness.
Melting  
Melting
As with livid tongues of heat
The stubborn resistance of matter.
Driving,
Driving
To movement,
To action.
Everything  
Everything
That is matter
As against
Mind.

* * * *

Oh, inward flush of light,
Oh, inward flame of fire.
You  
You
That can make fire of flesh,
Song of fire  
You  
You
That will consume at last
My dull, dull body
And set yourself,
Your flaming,
Indestructible
Self
Free
Free
And in my place.


IN THE PARK

YOU  
Who are so graceful and so beautiful,
Of whom do you remind me?
You oak  
So lumpish  and yet so strong,
Extending your arms
Above this grass  
And you  
You elm  
Globed  
Unshaken  
Never tortured
By storm or drought,
Of whom do you speak?
And you  
You ash  
Beaten and broken.
And you  
You larch  
Stunted and dwarfed  
Of what ills
And to whom
Are you not a symbol?
(I could say.)
Yet
Toward you all  
So strong or so broken,
So perfect or so gnarled,
I offer the same offering,
Pity,
As toward men
Whom life has either prospered
Or beaten.
You failures  
You successes  
Oh
One may measure you all.
Offer you
An encompassing measure of understanding,
Of sorrow,
Or joy,
That life,
Its furthering favours,
Or devastating neglects,
Must come as law  
The mechanism of accident  
And leave you
Beautiful  or miserable
As you are.


REGRET

ATTENTION, you!
I have spent my life
In noble aspirations
And efforts  
Faithfully serving my fellowmen,
According to their dreams
And their illusions.
And they
In return
Have loved me
For the virtues that
They have assumed I had
And they had not  
The tolerance and charity they lacked,
The generosities
And faith
And courage  
And yet
Since they hoped these things of me,

I

Have sought to declare them,
To be them, even  
Realising them in myself
As best I might.
Yet now  
Now
Behold!
As a chrysalis
Within its shell  
A mummy
In a golden cloak,

I

Lie imprisoned,
Enfolded,
Smothered
Into stillness,
Failure,
Death,
By the very things
I sought to be
Yet was not  
These dreams of theirs  
While life  
Life
Pulsating
And wondrous  
Which they lived
And I lost
By seeking to be
What they wished me to be  
Has passed me by.


TO A WINDFLOWER

OH, fine gesture,
Oh, excellent symbol,
Evoked by the sun out of the soil,
Obeying an attraction of light,
An attraction of thought,
But
So carelessly fragile,
And yet
So aglow with sensation,
Warmth,
Impassioned colour,
Form,
You are  
You are
A reaction to what?
A thought of what?
A condensation of what?
Recording whose mood?
Gayety?
Breath?

* * * *

I will sit before you and ponder,
You windflower.
I will seek to imagine you
As pure form
As thought,
Colour  without colour  
As idea  
Or tone, only, maybe;
I will think of you as pure feeling,
Beyond sensation,
And then  
And then  
Maybe  
These inscrutable things
Out of which you take your rise
Will interpenetrate
And dwell
In me.


THE ONE AND ONLY

THIS never-ending yearning
And seeking
For one  
One  
One  
His or her face  
His or her favour  
Mood  
His or her meaning
Or smile,
Or hand-clasp  
This drawing near
Yet only to draw away  
Uniting
Only to separate  
Loving and then hating,
For a time,
A time,
Yet none the less harried
By this great urge
To find
And love;  
To escape weariness,
To escape loneliness,
From which,
From which,
There can never,
Never
Be an escape.


THE ROAD I CAME

AH, what is this
That knows
The road I came
And go again?
Instinct
Impulse
Assurance
Fear?
That whispers of paths
Beyond these
Which now I seem to know
Yet do not;
Wastes,
Planes,
Immensities,
In remote consciousness,
Where is no breath of self,
Such as I witness here,
Yet of which
To be conscious
Is wisdom  
Power, perhaps,
Creative strength.
Oh, inorganic
Yet breathing
The organic,  
Inarticulate,
Yet voicing itself
Articulate
In heights,
Depths,
To which we rise
Or sink  
Yet infinite
And from which we take our rise.

* * * * *

Oh, space!
Change!
Toward which we run
So gladly,
Or from which we retreat
In terror  
Yet that promises to bear us
In itself
Forever.

* * * * *

Oh, what is this
That knows the road I came?


THE EVANESCENT MOMENT

IN the brief moment of love only
Under the dark blue sky.
In the brief moment of love
Under the stars.
In a spring night
A dream  
A seeming meaning
Love itself, no less.
In that hour!
And then,
Thereafter,
In the chaos of days
Of slow drifting days
Of effort
To live,
The weary, weary seeking
To recapture that hour!
Love itself, no less
The ecstasy!
After the brief moment of love
Under the dark blue sky.


PHANTASM

I STAND outside your door
And beg.
You view me
With the gaze
Of a Dives
Or
A Croesus.
I take this knife
And
Because of my imagined ills
Now plunge it in your heart.
You view my deed as wrong,
Your insolence,
Or indifference
As brutal,
Vile.

I prate of love
And die of it.
You yearn for wealth
And die of that.
Lunatic to me
Your illusion of grandeur.
Lunatic to you
Mine of tenderness
And defeat.
Yet you  
I  
Your grandeur
And my ills  
But variants of one thing,
Degrees of the same thing,
An immense illusion
Of difference
In being,
Of being itself,
Between an illusion of heat
And an illusion of cold.


THE HOUSE OF DREAMS

LITTLE web
Little spinner
Between this window
And this ceiling  
Building,
Building,
So earnestly,
So passionately
Your gossamer web.
I have swept you down,
And down,
And again.
And yet,
Because of some mood,
Some need,
Or plan
Of yours,
You have built
And rebuilt here
Against all my mood
To prevent.
Yet  
Little spinner,

Your little web
Is no different from mine
Or my intent
From yours.
Are we not all spinners?
And each spinning what?
A House of Dreams?
And we toil so,
At my dream
At your dream  
And hurry
You and I,
Little spinner.
And betimes our webs
Are silver or grey,
Gold or black,
As the light shines
They may even glow
With rainbow hues
In the sun
Before
Strange chance
Wrecks each again.
Oh,
Even a broken and entangled web,
Its shreds dangling
In the sun,
Is beautiful.
And mine,
Like yours,
Has been  
And is  
Broken.
Its frayed ends
Wave in the wind
And sun.
And you are like me
In this, too,
That we have begun so often
Each
After a new failure.

* * * * *

But we,
Who have sought to build
You and I,
A House of Dreams,
And seen it shattered,
And have again rebuilt
And again seen it shattered
And again rebuilt
And again seen it shattered,
And again  
And again  
And again  
We know,
Little spinner,
We know
The meaning of a dream
That may never be.


PIERROT

TO keep Lifes heart from breaking,

I

With my cap and bells,
My tambour and my gestures,
My capers and my leer.
Because of dullness,
Greyness,
Want
Misery.
To keep Lifes heart from breaking,
I,
With my cap and bells.


THE OLD SOUTH

WINEY globules on swelling twigs.
A leaden sky
Sagging with rain clouds
Above raw-coloured
Red clay
Land.
And
At the foot of this garden
A river  
The Chatahoochee,
And behind it  
Looking down upon it,
Windowless,
Vacant,
This old, forlorn home,
With rotting steps
Descending
From this wide veranda
Between tall white wooden columns
To the grass  

* * * * *

And within
Empty rooms,
Still glowing with ancient darkness.
And without
About
Poverty,
Age,
The flavour of forgotten
Or defeated
Ambitions.
Negroes sprawling
About dilapidated huts
And whites,
Poor and indifferent
Where once a slave master walked
His cultivated fields
And dreamed his dream
Of Mastery.

* * * * *

One cannot rest here.
One can only restlessly walk here And dream
Or sigh.

* * * * *

For the rotting steps of this ancient home
Descend  
Descend
And down them has descended,
Decades since,
All  
All  
That was to be.


LINKS

UNDER the arc lights,
In the twilight,
Astarte,
Apollo,
But in a new guise.
She  
With warm, cuddling motions  
He  
With eager, awkward gestures
And seeking eyes,
Both with intriguing gait.

* * * * *

Look
It is Main Street,
And she sixteen
He eighteen.
It is Main Street
And the evening parade
Of those who would be happy  
(The world-old parade)
Has begun.
Boys and girls,
Pathetic boys and girls,
The twilight parade of the young,
Stirred by mysterious intimations  
Shop girls  
Apprentices  
Their first earned money invested
In stockings,
Dresses,
Ribbons,
Hats,
Suits,
Ties,
Collars,
And walking fearsomely,
Yet valiantly,
In hope,
In dread  
But eyeing meaningly,
Alluring fearfully,
Accosting fearfully,
Only to retreat fearfully,
Each according to his strength
And need.

* * * * *

Under the arc lights
Out of the twilight  
Astarte,
Apollo,
(The world-old parade)
Moths seeking lamps,
Glow-worms threading mysterious grasses,
Mysteriously.
But with warm tinted moods,
Tinted, hot faces,
And haloed with bright hair,
Their eyes glowing like pools
In the dark
Under the considering stars.

* * * * *

I will speak to you.
I will be possessed of you.
Or, love you.
And dream of you.
Or another,
Until I am possessed of one
Or another
And together we shall replenish
And continue
This ever fading,
Ever changing
Scene.


AS WITH A FINGER IN WATER

AS with chalk upon a board
Or
With a pencil upon a slate,
Or
With breath upon a pane
Or mist
Or
With a stick in the sand,  
Or dust
The aspirations,
The dreams,
And the achievements
Of men.
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CHAPTER I

BARFLEUR TAKES ME IN HAND

I HAVE just turned forty. I have seen a little something of life. I have been a newspaper man, editor, magazine contributor, author and, before these things, several odd kinds of clerk before I found out what I could do.

Eleven years ago I wrote my first novel, which was issued by a New York publisher and suppressed by him, Heaven knows why. For, the same year they suppressed my book because of its alleged immoral tendencies, they published Zolas Fecundity and An Englishwomans Love Letters. I fancy now, after eleven years of wonder, that it was not so much the supposed immorality, as the books straightforward, plain-spoken discussion of American life in general. We were not used then in America to calling a spade a spade, particularly in books. We had great admiration for Tolstoi and Flaubert and Balzac and de Maupassant at a distancesome of usand it was quite an honor to have handsome sets of these men on our shelves, but mostly we had been schooled in the literature of Dickens, Thackeray, George Eliot, Charles Lamb and that refined company of English sentimental realists who told us something about life, but not everything. No doubt all of these great men knew how shabby a thing this world ishow full of lies, make-believe, seeming and false pretense it all is, but they had agreed among themselves, or with the public, or with sentiment generally, not to talk about that too much. Books were always to be built out of facts concerning our better natures. We were always to be seen as we wish to be seen. There were villains to be sureliars, dogs, thieves, scoundrelsbut they were strange creatures, hiding away in dark, unconventional places and scarcely seen save at night and peradventure; whereas we, all clean, bright, honest, well-meaning people, were living in nice homes, going our way honestly and truthfully, going to church, raising our children believing in a Father, a Son and a Holy Ghost, and never doing anything wrong at any time save as these miserable liars, dogs, thieves, et cetera, might suddenly appear and make us. Our books largely showed us as heroes. If anything happened to our daughters it was not their fault but the fault of these miserable villains. Most of us were without original sin. The business of our books, our church, our laws, our jails, was to keep us so.

I am quite sure that it never occurred to many of us that there was something really improving in a plain, straightforward understanding of life. For myself, I accept now no creeds. I do not know what truth is, what beauty is, what love is, what hope is. I do not believe any one absolutely and I do not doubt any one absolutely. I think people are both evil and well-intentioned.

While I was opening my mail one morning I encountered a now memorable note which was addressed to me at my apartment. It was from an old literary friend of mine in England who expressed himself as anxious to see me immediately. I have always liked him. I like him because he strikes me as amusingly English, decidedly literary and artistic in his point of view, a man with a wide wisdom, discriminating taste, rare selection. He wears a monocle in his right eye, la Chamberlain, and I like him for that. I like people who take themselves with a grand air, whether they like me or notparticularly if the grand air is backed up by a real personality. In this case it is.

Next morning Barfleur took breakfast with me; it was a most interesting affair. He was latevery. He stalked in, his spats shining, his monocle glowing with a shrewd, inquisitive eye behind it, his whole manner genial, self-sufficient, almost dictatorial and always final. He takes charge so easily, rules so sufficiently, does so essentially well in all circumstances where he is interested so to do.

I have decided, he observed with that managerial air which always delights me because my soul is not in the least managerial, that you will come back to England with me. I have my passage arranged for the twenty-second. You will come to my house in England; you will stay there a few days; then I shall take you to London and put you up at a very good hotel. You will stay there until January first and then we shall go to the south of FranceNice, the Riviera, Monte Carlo; from there you will go to Rome, to Paris, where I shall join you,and then sometime in the spring or summer, when you have all your notes, you will return to London or New York and write your impressions and I will see that they are published!

If it can be arranged, I interpolated.

It can be arranged, he replied emphatically. I will attend to the financial part and arrange affairs with both an American and an English publisher.

Sometimes life is very generous. It walks in and says, Here! I want you to do a certain thing, and it proceeds to arrange all your affairs for you. I felt curiously at this time as though I was on the edge of a great change. When one turns forty and faces ones first transatlantic voyage, it is a more portentous event than when it comes at twenty.

I shall not soon forget reading in a morning paper on the early ride downtown the day we sailed, of the suicide of a friend of mine, a brilliant man. He had fallen on hard lines; his wife had decided to desert him; he was badly in debt. I knew him well. I had known his erratic history. Here on this morning when I was sailing for Europe, quite in the flush of a momentary literary victory, he was lying in death. It gave me pause. It brought to my mind the Latin phrase, memento mori. I saw again, right in the heart of this hour of brightness, how grim life really is. Fate is kind, or it is not. It puts you ahead, or it does not. If it does not, nothing can save you. I acknowledge the Furies. I believe in them. I have heard the disastrous beating of their wings.

When I reached the ship, it was already a perfect morning in full glow. The sun was up; a host of gulls were on the wing; an air of delicious adventure enveloped the great liners dock at the foot of Thirteenth Street.

Did ever a boy thrill over a ship as I over this monster of the seas?

In the first place, even at this early hour it was crowded with people. From the moment I came on board I was delighted by the eager, restless movement of the throng. The main deck was like the lobby of one of the great New York hotels at dinner-time. There was much calling on the part of a company of dragooned ship-stewards to keep moving, please, and the enthusiasm of farewells and inquiries after this person and that, were delightful to hear. I stopped awhile in the writing-room and wrote some notes. I went to my stateroom and found there several telegrams and letters of farewell. Later still, some books which had been delivered at the ship, were brought to me. I went back to the dock and mailed my letters, encountered Barfleur finally and exchanged greetings, and then perforce soon found myself taken in tow by him, for he wanted, obviously, to instruct me in all the details of this new world upon which I was now entering.

At eight-thirty came the call to go ashore. At eight fifty-five I had my first glimpse of a Miss E., as discreet and charming a bit of English femininity as one would care to set eyes upon. She was an English actress of some eminence whom Barfleur was fortunate enough to know. Shortly afterward a Miss X. was introduced to him and to Miss E., by a third acquaintance of Miss E.s, Mr. G. a very direct, self-satisfied and aggressive type of Jew. I noticed him strolling about the deck some time before I saw him conversing with Miss E., and later, for a moment, with Barfleur. I saw these women only for a moment at first, but they impressed me at once as rather attractive examples of the prosperous stage world.

It was nine oclockthe hour of the ships sailing. I went forward to the prow, and watched the sailors on B deck below me cleaning up the final details of loading, bolting down the freight hatches covering the windlass and the like. All the morning I had been particularly impressed with the cloud of gulls fluttering about the ship, but now the harbor, the magnificent wall of lower New York, set like a jewel in a green ring of sea water, took my eye. When should I see it again? How soon should I be back? I had undertaken this voyage in pell-mell haste. I had not figured at all on where I was going or what I was going to do. Londonyes, to gather the data for the last third of a novel; Romeassuredly, because of all things I wished to see Rome; the Riviera, say, and Monte. Carlo, because the south of France has always appealed to me; Paris, Berlinpossibly; Hollandsurely.

I stood there till the Mauretania fronted her prow outward to the broad Atlantic. Then I went below and began unpacking, but was not there long before I was called out by Barfleur.

Come up with me, he said.

We went to the boat deck where the towering red smoke-stacks were belching forth trailing clouds of smoke. I am quite sure that Barfleur, when he originally made his authoritative command that I come to England with him, was in no way satisfied that I would. It was a somewhat light venture on his part, but here I was. And now, having let himself in for this, as he would have phrased it, I could see that he was intensely interested in what Europe would do to meand possibly in what I would do to Europe. We walked up and down as the boat made her way majestically down the harbor. We parted presently but shortly he returned to say, Come and meet Miss E and Miss X. Miss E is reading your last novel. She likes it.

I went down, interested to meet these two, for the actressthe talented, good-looking representative of that peculiarly feminine world of artappeals to me very much. I have always thought, since I have been able to reason about it, that the stage is almost the only ideal outlet for the artistic temperament of a talented and beautiful women. Men?well, I dont care so much for the men of the stage. I acknowledge the distinction of such a temperament as that of David Garrick or Edwin Booth. These were great actors and, by the same token, 
I saw Mr. G. conversing with Miss E. they were great artistswonderful artists. But in the main the men of the stage are frail shadows of a much more real thingthe active, constructive man in other lines.

On the contrary, the women of the stage are somehow, by right of mere womanhood, the art of looks, form, temperament, mobility, peculiarly suited to this realm of show, color and make-believe. The stage is fairyland and they are of it. Womenthe women of ambition, aspiration, artistic longingsact, anyhow, all the time. They lie like anything. They never show their true colorsor very rarely. If you want to know the truth, you must see through their pretty, petty artistry, back to the actual conditions behind them, which are conditioning and driving them. Very few, if any, have a real grasp on what I call life. They have no understanding of and no love for philosophy. They do not care for the subtleties of chemistry and physics. Knowledgebook knowledge, the scienceswell, let the men have that. Your average woman cares mostalmost entirelyforthe policies and the abstrusities of her own little world. Is her life going right? Is she getting along? Is her skin smooth? Is her face still pretty? Are there any wrinkles? Are there any gray hairs in sight? What can she do to win one man? How can she make herself impressive to all men? Are her feet small? Are her hands pretty? Which are the really nice places in the world to visit? Do men like this trait in women? or that? What is the latest thing in dress, in jewelry, in hats, in shoes? How can she keep herself spick and span? These are all leading questions with herstrong, deep, vital, painful. Let the men have knowledge, strength, fame, forcethat is their business. The real man, her man, should have some one of these things if she is really going to love him very much. I am talking about the semi-artistic woman with ambition. As for her, she clings to these poetical details and they make her life. Poor little frail thingsfighting with every weapon at their command to buy and maintain the courtesy of the world. Truly, I pity women. I pity the strongest, most ambitious woman I ever saw. And, by the same token, I pity the poor helpless, hopeless drab and drudge without an idea above a potato, who never had and never will have a look in on anything. I knowand there is not a beating feminine heart anywhere that will contradict methat they are all struggling to buy this superior masculine strength against which they can lean, to which they can fly in the hour of terror. It is no answer to my statement, no contradiction of it, to say that the strongest men crave the sympathy of the tenderest women. These are complementary facts and my statement is true. I am dealing with women now, not men. When I come to men I will tell you all about them!

Our modern stage world gives the ideal outlet for all that is most worth while in the youth and art of the female sex. It matters not that it is notably unmoral. You cannot predicate that of any individual case until afterward. At any rate, to me, and so far as women are concerned, it is distinguished, brilliant, appropriate, important. I am always interested in a well recommended woman of the stage.

What did we talk aboutMiss E. and I? The stage a little, some newspapermen and dramatic critics that we had casually known, her interest in books and the fact that she had posed frequently for those interesting advertisements which display a beautiful young woman showing her teeth or holding aloft a cake of soap or a facial cream. She had done some of this work in the pastand had been well paid for it because she was beautiful, and she showed me one of her pictures in a current magazine advertising a set of furs.

I found that Barfleur, my very able patron, was doing everything that should be done to make the trip comfortable without show or fuss. Many have this executive or managerial gift. Sometimes I think it is a natural trait of the Englishof their superior classes, anyhow. They go about colonizing so efficiently, industriously. They make fine governors and patrons. I have always been told that English direction and English directors are thorough. Is this true or is it not? At this writing, I do not know.

Not only were all our chairs on deck here in a row, but our chairs at table had already been arranged forfour seats at the captains table. It seems that from previous voyages on this ship Barfleur knew the captain. He also knew the chairman of the company in England. No doubt he knew the chief steward. Anyhow, he knew the man who sold us our tickets. He knew the head waiter at the Ritzhe had seen him or been served by him somewhere in Europe. He knew some of the servitors of the Knickerbocker of old. Wherever he went, I found he was always finding somebody whom he knew. I like to get in tow of such a man as Barfleur and see him plow the seas. I like to see what he thinks is important. In this case there happens to be a certain intellectual and spiritual compatibility. He likes some of the things that I like. He sympathizes with my point of view. Hence, so far at least, we have got along admirably. I speak for the present only. I would not answer for my moods or basic change of emotions at any time.

Well, here were the two actresses side by side, both charmingly arrayed, and with them, in a third chair, the short, stout, red-haired Mr. G.

I covertly observed the personality of Miss X. Here was some one who, on sight, at a glance, attracted me far more significantly than ever Miss E. could. I cannot tell you why, exactly. In a way, Miss E. appeared, at moments and from certain points of viewdelicacy, refinement, sweetness of moodthe more attractive of the two. But Miss X., with her chic face, her dainty little chin, her narrow, lavender-lidded eyes, drew me quite like a magnet. I liked a certain snap and, vigor which shot from her eyes and which I could feel represented our raw American force. A foreigner will not, I am afraid, understand exactly what I mean; but there is something about the American climate, its soil, rain, winds, race spirit, which produces a raw, direct incisiveness of soul in its children. They are strong, erect, elated, enthusiastic. They look you in the eye, cut you with a glance, say what they mean in ten thousand ways without really saying anything at all. They come upon you fresh like cold water and they have the luster of a hard, bright jewel and the fragrance of a rich, red, fullblown rose. Americans are wonderful to meAmerican men and American women. They are rarely polished or refined. They know little of the subtleties of lifeits order and procedures. But, oh, the glory of their spirit, the hope of them, the dreams of them, the desires and enthusiasm of them. That is what wins me. They give me the sense of being intensely, enthusiastically, humanly alive.

Miss X. did not tell me anything about herself, save that she was on the stage in some capacity and that she knew a large number of newspaper men, critics, actors, et cetera. A chorus girl, I thought; and then, by the same token, a lady of extreme unconventionality.

I think the average man, however much he may lie and pretend, takes considerable interest in such women. At the same time there are large orders and schools of mind, bound by certain variations of temperament, and schools of thought, which either flee temptation of this kind, find no temptation in it, or, when confronted, resist it vigorously. The accepted theory of marriage and monogamy holds many people absolutely. There are these who would never sinhold unsanctioned relations, I meanwith any woman. There are others who will always be true to one woman. There are those who are fortunate if they ever win a single woman. We did not talk of these things but it was early apparent that she was as wise as the serpent in her knowledge of men and in the practice of all the little allurements of her sex.

Barfleur never ceased instructing me in the intricacies of ship life. I never saw so comforting and efficient a man.

Oh who can indicate exactly the sound of the English OhOh, there you are. (His are always sounded like ah.) Now let me tell you something. You are to dress for dinner. Ship etiquette requires it. You are to talk to the captain sometell him how much you think of his ship, and so forth; and you are not to neglect the neighbor to your right at table. Ship etiquette, I believe, demands that you talk to your neighbor, at least at the captains tablethat is the rule, I think. You are to take in Miss X. I am to take in Miss E. Was it any wonder that my sea life was well-ordered and that my lines fell in pleasant places?

After dinner we adjourned to the ships drawing-room and there Miss X. fell to playing cards with Barfleur at first, afterwards with Mr. G., who came up and found us, thrusting his company upon us perforce. The man amused me, so typically aggressive, money-centered was he. However, not he so much as Miss X. and her mental and social attitude, commanded my attention. Her card playing and her boastful accounts of adventures at Ostend, Trouville, Nice, Monte Carlo and Aix-les-Bains indicated plainly the trend of her interests. She was all for the showy life that was to be found in these placesburning with a desire to glitternot shinein that half world of which she was a smart atom. Her conversation was at once showy, nave, sophisticated and yet unschooled. I could see by Barfleurs attentions to her, that aside from her crude Americanisms which ordinarily would have alienated him, he was interested in her beauty, her taste in dress, her love of a certain continental caf life which encompassed a portion of his own interests. Both were looking forward to a fresh season of itBarfleur with meMiss X. with some one who was waiting for her in London.

I think I have indicated in one or two places in the preceding pages that Barfleur, being an Englishman of the artistic and intellectual classes, with considerable tradition behind him and all the feeling of the worth-whileness of social order that goes with class training, has a high respect for the conventionsor rather let me say appearances, for, though essentially democratic in spirit and loving Americaits raw forcehe still clings almost pathetically, I think, to that vast established order, which is England. It may be producing a dying condition of race, but still there is something exceedingly fine about it. Now one of the tenets of English social order is that, being a man you must be a gentleman, very courteous to the ladies, very observant of outward forms and appearances, very discreet in your approaches to the wickedness of the worldbut nevertheless you may approach and much more, if you are cautious enough.

After dinner there was a concert. It was a dreary affair. When it was over, I started to go to bed but, it being warm and fresh, I stepped outside. The night was beautiful. There were no fellow passengers on the promenade. All had retired. The sky was magnificent for starsOrion, the Pleiades, the Milky Way, the Big Dipper, the Little Dipper. I saw one star, off to my right as I stood at the prow under the bridge, which, owing to the soft, velvety darkness, cast a faint silvery glow on the waterjust a trace. Think of it! One lone, silvery star over the great dark sea doing this. I stood at the prow and watched the boat speed on. I threw back my head and drank in the salt wind. I looked and listened. England, France, Italy, Switzerland, Germanythese were all coming to me mile by mile. As I stood there a bell over me struck eight times. Another farther off sounded the same number. Then a voice at the prow called, Alls well, and another aloft on that little eyrie called the crows nest, echoed it. Alls well. The second voice was weak and quavering. Something came up in my throata quick unbidden lump of emotion. Was it an echo of old journeys and old seas when life was not safe? When Columbus sailed into the unknown? And now this vast ship, eight hundred and eighty-two feet long, eighty-eight feet beam, with huge pits of engines and furnaces and polite, veneered first-cabin decks and passengers!


CHAPTER II

MISS X.

IT was ten oclock the next morning when I arose and looked at my watch. I thought it might be eight-thirty, or seven. The day was slightly gray with spray flying. There was a strong wind. The sea was really a boisterous thing, thrashing and heaving in hills and hollows. I was thinking of Kiplings White Horses for a while. There were several things about this great ship which were unique. It was a beautiful thing all toldits long cherry-wood, paneled halls in the first-class section, its heavy porcelain baths, its dainty staterooms fitted with lamps, bureaus, writing-desks, washstands, closets and the like. I liked the idea of dressing for dinner and seeing everything quite stately and formal. The little be-buttoned call-boys in their tight-fitting blue suits amused me. And the bugler who bugled for dinner! That was a most musical sound he made, trilling in the various quarters gaily, as much as to say, This is a very joyous event, ladies and gentlemen; we are all happy; come, come; it is a delightful feast. I saw him one day in the lobby of C deck, his legs spread far apart, the bugle to his lips, no evidence of the rolling ship in his erectness, bugling heartily. It was like something out of an old medieval court or a play. Very nice and worth while.

Absolutely ignorant of this world of the sea, the social, domestic, culinary and other economies of a great ship like this interested me from the start. It impressed me no little that all the servants were English, and that they were, shall I say, polite?well, if not that, non-aggressive. American servantsI could write a whole chapter on that, but we have nt any servants in America. We dont know how to be servants. It is nt in us; it is nt nice to be a servant; it is nt democratic; and spiritually I dont blame us. In America, with our turn for mechanics, we shall have to invent something which will do away with the need of servants. What it is to be, I have nt the faintest idea at present.

Another thing that impressed and irritated me a little Was the stolidity of the English countenance as I encountered it here on this ship. I did nt know then whether it was accidental in this case, or national. There is a certain type of Englishmanthe robust, rosy-cheeked, blue-eyed Saxonwhom I cordially dislike, I think, speaking temperamentally and artistically. They are too solid, too rosy, too immobile as to their faces, and altogether too assured and stary. I dont like them. They offend me. They thrust a silly race pride into my face, which is nt necessary at all and which I always resent with a race pride of my own. It has even occurred to me at times that these temperamental race differences could be quickly adjusted only by an appeal to arms, which is sillier yet. But so goes life. Its foolish on both sides, but I mention it for what it is worth.

After lunch, which was also breakfast with me, I went with the chief engineer through the engine-room. This was a pit eighty feet deep, forty feet wide and, perhaps, one hundred feet long, filled with machinery. What a strange world! I know absolutely nothing of machinerynot a single principle connected with itand yet I am intensely interested. These boilers, pipes, funnels, pistons, gages, registers and bright-faced register boards speak of a vast technique which to me is tremendously impressive. I know scarcely anything of the history of mechanics, but I know what boilers and feed-pipes and escape-pipes are, and how complicated machinery is automatically oiled and reciprocated, and there my knowledge ends. All that I know about the rest is what the race knows. There are mechanical and electrical engineers. They devised the reciprocating engine for vessels and then the turbine. They have worked out the theory of electrical control and have installed vast systems with a wonderful economy as to power and space. This deep pit was like some vast, sad dream of a fevered mind. It clanked and rattled and hissed and squeaked with almost insane contrariety! There were narrow, steep, oil-stained stairs, very hot, or very cold and very slippery, that wound here and there in strange ways, and if you were not careful there were moving rods and wheels to strike you. You passed from bridge to bridge under whirling wheels, over clanking pistons; passed hot containers; passed cold ones. Here men were standing, blue-jumpered assistants in oil-stained caps and glovesthin caps and thick gloveswatching the manuvers of this vast network of steel, far from the pasenger life of the vessel. Occasionally they touched something. They were down in the very heart or the bowels of this thing, away from the sound of the water; away partially from the heaviest motion of the ship; listening only to the clank, clank and whir, whir and hiss, hiss all day long. It is a metal world they live in, a hard, bright metal world. Everything is hard, everything fixed, everything regular. If they look up, behold a huge, complicated scaffolding of steel; noise and heat and regularity.

I should nt like that, I think. My soul would grow weary. It would pall. I like the softness of scenery, the haze, the uncertainty of the world outside. Life is better than rigidity and fixed motion, I hope. I trust the universe is not mechanical, but mystically blind. Lets hope its a vague, uncertain, but divine idea. We know it is beautiful. It must be so.

The wind-up of this day occurred in the lounging- or reception-room where, after dinner, we all retired to listen to the music, and then began one of those really interesting conversations between Barfleur and Miss X. which sometimes illuminate life and make one see things differently forever afterward.

It is going to be very hard for me to define just how this could be, but I might say that I had at the moment considerable intellectual contempt for the point of view which the conversation represented. Consider first the American attitude. With us (not the established rich, but the hopeful, ambitious American who has nothing, comes from nothing and hopes to be President of the United States or John D. Rockefeller) the business of life is not living, but achieving. Roughly speaking, we are willing to go hungry, dirty, to wait in the cold and fight gamely, if in the end we can achieve one or more of the seven stars in the human crown of lifesocial, intellectual, moral, financial, physical, spiritual or material supremacy. Several of the forms of supremacy may seem the same, but they are not. Examine them closely. The average American is not born to place. He does not know what the English sense of order is. We have not that national esprit de corps which characterizes the English and the French perhaps; certainly the Germans. We are loose, uncouth, but, in our way, wonderful. The spirit of God has once more breathed upon the waters.

Well, the gentleman who was doing the talking in this instance and the lady who was coinciding, inciting, aiding, abetting, approving and at times leading and demonstrating, represented two different and yet allied points of view. Barfleur is distinctly a product of the English conservative school of thought, a gentleman who wishes sincerely he was not so conservative. His house is in order. You can feel it. I have always felt it in relation to him. His standards and ideals are fixed. He knows what life ought to behow it ought to be lived. You would never catch him associating with the rag-tag and bobtail of humanity with any keen sense of human brotherhood or emotional tenderness of feeling. They are human beings, of course. They are in the scheme of things, to be sure. But, let it go at that. One cannot be considering the state of the underdog at any particular time. Government is established to do this sort of thing. Statesmen are large, constructive servants who are supposed to look after all of us. The masses! Let them behave. Let them accept their state. Let them raise no undue row. And let us, above all things, have order and peace.

This is a section of Barfleurnot all, mind you, but a section.

Miss X.I think I have described her fully enough, but I shall add one passing thought. A little experience of Europeconsiderable of its show placeshad taught her, or convinced her rather, that America did not know how to live. You will hear much of that fact, I am afraid, during the rest of these pages, but it is especially important just here. My lady, prettily gowned, perfectly manicured, going to meet her lover at London or Fishguard or Liverpool, is absolutely satisfied that America does not know how to live. She herself has almost learned. She is most comfortably provided for at present. Anyhow, she has champagne every night at dinner. Her equipment in the matter of toilet articles and leather traveling bags is all that it should be. The latter are colored to suit her complexion and gowns. She is scented, polished, looked after, and all men pay 
One of those really interesting conversations between Barfleur and Miss X. her attention: She is vain, beautiful, and she thinks that America is raw, uncouth; that its citizens of whom she is one, do not know how to live. Quite so. Now we come to the point.

It would be hard to describe this conversation. It began with some have you beens, I think, and concerned eating-places and modes of entertainment in London, Paris and Monte Carlo. I gathered by degrees, that in London, Paris and elsewhere there were a hundred restaurants, a hundred places to live, each finer than the other. I heard of liberty of thought and freedom of action and pride of motion which made me understand that there is a free-masonry which concerns the art of living, which is shared only by the initiated. There was a world in which conventions, as to morals, have no place; in which ethics and religion are tabooed. Art is the point. The joys of this world are sex, beauty, food, clothing, art. I should say money, of course, but money is presupposed. You must have it.

Oh, I went to that place one day and then I was glad enough to get back to the Ritz at forty francs for my room. She was talking of her room by the day, and the food, of course, was extra. The other hotel had been a little bit quiet or dingy.

I opened my eyes slightly, for I thought Paris was reasonable; but not sono more so than New York, I understood, if you did the same things.

And, oh, the life! said Miss X. at one point. Americans dont know how to live. They are all engaged in doing something. They are such beginners. They are only interested in money. They dont know. I see them in Paris now and then. She lifted her hand. Here in Europe people understand life better. They know. They know before they begin how much it will take to do the things that they want to do and they start out to make that muchnot a fortunejust enough to do the things that they want to do. When they get that they retire and live.

And what do they do when they live? I asked. What do they call living?

Oh, having a nice country-house within a short traveling distance of London or Paris, and being able to dine at the best restaurants and visit the best theaters once or twice a week; to go to Paris or Monte Carlo or Scheveningen or Ostend two or three or four, or as many times a year as they please; to wear good clothes and to be thoroughly comfortable.

That is not a bad standard, I said, and then I added, And what else do they do?

And what else should they do? Isnt that enough?

And there you have the European standard according to Miss X. as contrasted with the American standard which is, or has been up to this time, something decidedly different, I am sure. We have not been so eager to live. Our idea has been to work. No American that I have ever known has had the idea of laying up just so much, a moderate amount, and then retiring and living. He has had quite another thought in his mind. The Americanthe average AmericanI am sure loves power, the ability to do something, far more earnestly than he loves mere living. He wants to be an officer or a director of something, a poet, anything you please for the sake of being itnot for the sake of living. He loves power, authority, to be able to say, Go and he goeth, or, Come and he cometh. The rest he will waive. Mere comfort? You can have that. But even that, according to Miss X., was not enough for her. She had told me before, and this conversation brought it out again, that her thoughts were of summer and winter resorts, exquisite creations in the way of clothing, diamonds, open balconies of restaurants commanding charming vistas, gambling tables at Monte Carlo, Aix-les-Bains, Ostend and elsewhere, to say nothing of absolutely untrammeled sex relations. English conventional women were frumps and fools. They had never learned how to live; they had never understood what the joy of freedom in sex was. Moralsthey are built up on a lack of imagination and physical vigor; tendernesswell, you have to take care of yourself; dutythere isnt any such thing. If there is, its ones duty to get along and have money and be happy.


CHAPTER III

AT FISHGUARD

WHILE I was lying in my berth the fifth morning, I heard the room steward outside my door tell some one that he thought we reached Fishguard at one-thirty.

I packed my trunks, thinking of this big ship and the fact that my trip was over and that never again could I cross the Atlantic for the first time. A queer world this. We can only do any one thing significantly once. I remember when I first went to Chicago, I remember when I first went to St. Louis, I remember when I first went to New York. Other trips there were, but they are lost in vagueness. But the first time of any important thing sticks and lasts; it comes back at times and haunts you with its beauty and its sadness. You know so well you cannot do that any more; and, like a clock, it ticks and tells you that life is moving on. I shall never come to England any more for the first time. That is gone and clone forworse luck.

So I packedwill you believe it?a little sadly. I think most of us are a little silly at times, only we are cautious enough to conceal it. There is in me the spirit of a lonely child somewhere and it clings pitifully to the hand of its big mama, Life, and cries when it is frightened; and then there is a coarse, vulgar exterior which fronts the world defiantly and bids all and sundry to go to the devil. It sneers and barks and jeers bitterly at times, and guffaws and cackles and has a joyous time laughing at the follies of others.

Then I went to hunt Barfleur to find out how I should do. How much was I to give the deck-steward; how much to the bath-steward; how much to the room-steward; how much to the dining-room steward; how much to boots, and so on.

Look here! observed that most efficient of all managerial souls that I have ever known. Ill tell you what you do. NoIll write it. And he drew forth an ever ready envelope. Deck-stewardso much, it read, Room stewardso much  etc.

I went forthwith and paid them, relieving my soul of a great weight. Then I came on deck and found that I-had forgotten to pack my ship blanket, and a steamer rug, which I forthwith went and packed. Then I discovered that I had no place for my derby hat save on my head, so I went back and packed my cap. Then I thought I had lost one of my brushes, which I had nt, though I did lose one of my stylo pencils. Finally I came on deck and sang coon songs with Miss X., sitting in our steamer chairs. The low shore of Ireland had come into view with two faint hills in the distance and these fascinated me. I thought I should have some slight emotion on seeing land again, but I did nt. It was gray and misty at first, but presently the sun came out beautifully clear and the day was as warm as May in New York. I felt a sudden elation of spirits with the coming of the sun, and I began to think what a lovely time I was going to have in Europe.

Miss X. was a little more friendly this morning than heretofore. She was a tricky creaturecoy, uncertain and hard to please. She liked me intellectually and thought I was able, but her physical and emotional predilections, so far as men are concerned, did not include me.

We rejoiced together singing, and then we fought. There is a directness between experienced intellects which waves aside all formalities. She had seen a lot of life; so had I.

She said she thought she would like to walk a little, and we strolled back along the heaving deck to the end of the first cabin section and then to the stern. When we reached there the sky was overcast again, for it was one of those changeable mornings which is now gray, now bright, now misty. Just now the heavens were black and lowering with soft, rain-charged clouds, like the wool of a smudgy sheep. The sea was a rich green in consequencenot a clear green, but a dark, muddy, oil-green. It rose and sank in its endless unrest and one or two boats appeareda lightship, anchored out all alone against the lowering waste, and a small, black, passenger steamer going somewhere.

I wish my path in life were as white as that and as straight, observed Miss X., pointing to our white, propeller-churned wake which extended back for half a mile or more.

Yes, I observed, you do and you dont. You do, if it would nt cost you trouble in the futureimpose the straight and narrow, as it were.

Oh, you dont know, she exclaimed irritably, that ugly fighting light coming into her eyes, which I had seen there several times before. You dont know what my life has been. I have nt been so bad. We all of us do the best we can. I have done the best I could, considering.

Yes, yes, I observed, youre ambitious and alive and youre seekingHeaven knows what! You would be adorable with your pretty face and body if you were not soso sophisticated. The trouble with you is

Oh, look at that cute little boat out there! She was talking of the lightship. I always feel sorry for a poor little thing like that, set aside from the main tide of life and left lonelywith no one to care for it.

The trouble with you is, I went on, seizing this new remark as an additional pretext for analysis, youre romantic, not sympathetic. Youre interested in that poor little lonely boat because its state is romantic; not pathetic. It may be pathetic, but that is nt the point with you.

Well, she said, if you had had all the hard knocks I have had, you would nt be sympathetic either. Ive suffered, I have. My illusions have been killed dead.

Yes. Love is over with you. You cant love any more. You can like to be loved, thats all. If it were the other way about

I paused to think how really lovely she would be with her narrow lavender eyelids; her delicate, almost retrouss, little nose; her red cupids-bow mouth.

Oh, she exclaimed, with a gesture of almost religious adoration. I cannot love any one person any more, but I can love love, and I doall the delicate things it stands for.

Flowers, I observed, jewels, automobiles, hotel bills, fine dresses.

Oh, youre brutal. I hate you. Youve said the crudest, meanest things that have ever been said to me.

But theyre so.

I dont care. Why should nt I be hard? Why should nt I love to live and be loved? Look at my life. See what Ive had.

You like me, in a way? I suggested.

I admire your intellect.

Quite so. And others receive the gifts of your personality.

I cant help it. I cant be mean to the man Im with.

He good to me. I wont. Id be sinning against the only conscience I have.

Then you have a conscience?

Oh, you go to the devil!

But we didnt separate by any means.

They were blowing a bugle for lunch when we came back, and down we went. Barfleur was already at table. The orchestra was playing Auld Lang Syne, Home Sweet Home, Dixie and the Suwannee River. It even played one of those delicious American rags which I love so muchthe Oceana Roll. I felt a little lump in my throat at Auld Lang Syne and Dixie, and together Miss X. and I hummed the Oceana Roll as it was played. One of the girl passengers came about with a plate to obtain money for the members of the orchestra, and half-crowns were universally deposited. Then I started to eat my dessert; but Barfleur, who had hurried off, came back to interfere.

Come, come! (He was always most emphatic.) Youre missing it all. Were landing.

I thought we were leaving at once. The eye behind the monocle was premonitory of some great loss to me. I hurried on deckto thank his artistic and managerial instinct instantly I arrived there. Before me was Fishguard and the Welsh coast, and to my dying day I shall never forget it. Imagine, if you please, a land-locked harbor, as green as grass in this semi-cloudy, semi-gold-bathed afternoon, with a half-moon of granite scarp rising sheer and clear from the green waters to the low gray clouds overhead. On its top I could see fields laid out in pretty squares or oblongs, and at the bottom of what to me appeared to be the east end of the semi-circle, was a bit of gray scruff, which was the village no doubt. On the green water were several other boatssteamers, much smaller, with red stacks, black sides, white rails and funnelsbearing a family resemblance to the one we were on. There was a long pier extending out into the water from what I took to be the village and something farther inland that looked like a low shed.

This black hotel of a ship, so vast, so graceful, now rocking gently in the enameled bay, was surrounded this hour by wheeling, squeaking gulls. I always like the squeak of a gull; it reminds me of a rusty car wheel, and, somehow, it accords with a lone, rocky coast. Here they were, their little feet coral red, their beaks jade gray, their bodies snowy white or sober gray, wheeling and cryingmy heart remembers how. I looked at them and that old intense sensation of joy came backthe wish to fly, the wish to be young, the wish to be happy, the wish to be loved.

But, my scene, beautiful as it was, was slipping away. One of the pretty steamers I had noted lying on the water some distance away, was drawing alongsideto get mails, first, they said. There were hurrying and shuffling people on all the first cabin decks. Barfleur was forward looking after his luggage. The captain stood on the bridge in his great gold-braided blue overcoat. There were mail chutes being lowered from our giant vessels side, and bags and trunks and boxes and bales were then sent scuttling down. I saw dozens of uniformed men and scores of ununiformed laborers briskly handling these in the sunshine. My fellow passengers in their last hurrying hour interested me, for I knew I should see them no more; except one or two, perhaps.

While we were standing here I turned to watch an Englishman, tall, assured, stalky, stary. He had been soldiering about for some time, examining this, that and the other in his critical, dogmatic British way. He had leaned over the side and inspected the approaching lighters, he had stared critically and unpoetically at the gulls which were here now by hundreds, he had observed the landing toilet of the ladies, the material equipment of the various men, and was quite evidently satisfied that he himself was perfect, complete. He was aloof, chilly, decidedly forbidding and judicial.

Finally a cabin steward came hurrying out to him.

Did you mean to leave the things you left in your room unpacked? he asked. The Englishman started, stiffened, stared. I never saw a self-sufficient man so completely shaken out of his poise.

Things in my room unpacked? he echoed. What room are you talking about? My word!

There are three drawers full of things in there, sir, unpacked, and they re waiting for your luggage now, sir!

My word! he repeated, grieved, angered, perplexed. My word! Im sure I packed everything. Three drawers full! My word! He bustled off stiffly. The attendant hastened cheerfully after. It almost gave me a chill as I thought of his problem. And they hurry so at Fishguard. He was well paid out, as the English say, for being so stalky and superior.

Then the mail and trunks being off, and that boat having veered away, another and somewhat smaller one came alongside and we first, and then the second class passengers, went aboard, and I watched the great ship growing less and less as we pulled away from it. It was immense from alongside, a vast skyscraper of a ship. At a hundred feet, it seemed not so large, but more graceful; at a thousand feet, all its exquisite lines were perfectits bulk not so great, but the pathos of its departing beauty wonderful; at two thousand feet, it was still beautiful against the granite ring of the harbor; but, alas, it was moving. The captain was an almost indistinguishable spot upon his bridge. The stacksin their way gorgeoustook on beautiful proportions. I thought, as we veered in near the pier and the ship turned within her length or thereabouts and steamed out, I had never seen a more beautiful sight. Her convoy of gulls was still about her. Her smoke-stacks flung back their graceful streamers. The propeller left a white trail of foam. I asked some one: When does she get to Liverpool?

At two in the morning.

And when do the balance of the passengers land? (We had virtually emptied the first cabin.)

At seven, I fancy.

Just then the lighter bumped against the dock. I walked under a long, low train-shed covering four tracks, and then I saw my first English passenger traina semi-octagonal-looking affair(the ends of the cars certainly looked as though they had started out to be octagonal) and there were little doors on the sides labeled First, First, First. On the side, at the top of the car, was a longer sign: Cunard Ocean SpecialLondonFishguard.


CHAPTER IV

SERVANTS AND POLITENESS

RIGHT here I propose to interpolate my second dissertation on the servant question and I can safely promise, I am sure, that it will not be the last. One night, not long before, in dining with a certain Baron N. and Barfleur at the Ritz in New York this matter of the American servant came up in a conversational way. Baron N. was a young exquisite of Berlin and other European capitals. He was one of Barfleurs idle fancies. Because we were talking about America in general I asked them both what, to them, was the most offensive or objectionable thing about America. One said, expectorating; the other said, the impoliteness of servants. On the ship going over, at Fishguard, in the train from Fishguard to London, at London and later in Barfleurs country house I saw what the difference was. Of course I had heard these differences discussed before ad lib. for years, but hearing is not believing. Seeing and experiencing is.

On shipboard I noticed for the first time in my life that there was an aloofness about the service rendered by the servants which was entirely different from that which we know in America. They did not look at one so brutally and critically as does the American menial; their eyes did not seem to say, I am your equal or better, and their motions did not indicate that they were doing anything unwillingly. In Americaand I am a good AmericanI have always had the feeling that the American hotel or house servant or store clerkparticularly store clerkmale or femalewas doing me a great favor if he did anything at all for me. As for train-men and passenger-boat assistants, I have never been able to look upon them as servants at all. Mostly they have looked on me as an interloper, and as some one who should be put off the train, instead of assisted in going anywhere. American conductors are Czars; American brakemen and train hands are Grand Dukes, at least; a porter is little less than a highwayman; and a hotel clerkGod forbid that we should mention him in the same breath with any of the foregoing!

However, as I was going on to say, when I went aboard the English ship in question I felt this burden of serfdom to the American servant lifted. These people, strange to relate, did not seem anxious to fight with me. They were actually civil. They did not stare me out of countenance; they did not order me gruffly about. And, really, I am not a princely soul looking for obsequious service. I am, I fancy, a very humble-minded person when traveling or living, anxious to go briskly forward, not to be disturbed too much and allowed to live in quiet and seclusion.

The American servant is not built for that. One must have great social or physical force to command him. At times he needs literally to be cowed by threats of physical violence. You are paying him? Of course you are. You help do that when you pay your hotel bill or buy your ticket, or make a purchase, but he does not know that. The officials of the companies for whom he works do not appear to know. If they did, I dont know that they would be able to do anything about it. You can not make a whole people over by issuing a book of rules. Americans are free men; they dont want to be servants; they have despised the idea for years. I think the early Americans who lived in America after the Revolution the anti-Tory elementthought that after the war and having won their nationality there was to be an end of servants. I think they associated labor of this kind with slavery, and they thought when England had been defeated all these other things, such as menial service, had been defeated also. Alas, superiority and inferiority have not yet been done away withwholly. There are the strong and the weak; the passionate and passionless; the hungry and the well-fed. There are those who still think that life is something which can be put into a mold and adjusted to a theory, but I am not one of them. I cannot view life or human nature save as an expression of contrariesin fact, I think that is what life is. I know there can be no sense of heat without cold; no fullness without emptiness; no force without resistance; no anything, in short, without its contrary. Consequently, I cannot see how there can be great men without little ones; wealth without poverty; social movement without willing social assistance. No high without a low, is my idea, and I would have the low be intelligent, efficient, useful, well paid, well looked after. And I would have the high be sane, kindly, considerate, useful, of good report and good-will to all men.

Years of abuse and discomfort have made me rather antagonistic to servants, but I felt no reasonable grounds for antagonism here. They were behaving properly. They were nt staring at me. I did nt catch them making audible remarks behind my back. They were not descanting unfavorably upon any of my fellow passengers. Things were actually going smoothly and nicely and they seemed rather courteous about it all.

Yes, and it was so in the dining-saloon, in the bath, on deck, everywhere, with yes, sirs, and thank you, sirs, and two fingers raised to cap visors occasionally for good measure. Were they acting? Was this a fiercely suppressed class I was looking upon here? I could scarcely believe it. They looked too comfortable. I saw them associating with each other a great deal. I heard scraps of their conversation. It was all peaceful and genial and individual enough. They were, apparently, leading unrestricted private lives. However, I reserved judgment until I should get to England, but at Fishguard it was quite the same and more also. These railway guards and porters and conductors were not our railway conductors, brakemen and porters, by a long shot. They were different in their attitude, texture and general outlook on life. Physically I should say that American railway employees are superior to the European brand. They are, on the whole, better fed, or at least better set up. They seem bigger to me, as I recall them; harder, stronger. The English railway employee seems smaller and more refined physicallyless vigorous.

But as to manners: Heaven save the mark! These people are civil. They are nice. They are willing. Have you a porter, sir? Yes, sir! Thank you, sir! This way, sir! No trouble about that, sir! In a moment, sir! Certainly, sir! Very well, sir! I heard these things on all sides and they were like balm to a fevered brain. Life did nt seem so strenuous with these people about. They were actually trying to help me along. I was led; I was shown; I was explained to. I got under way without the least distress and I began actually to feel as though I was being coddled. Why, I thought, these people are going to spoil me. Im going to like them. And I had rather decided that I would nt like the English. Why, I dont know; for I never read a great English novel that I did nt more or less like all of the characters in it. Hardys lovely country people have warmed the cockles of my heart; George Moores English characters have appealed to me. And here was Barfleur. But the way the train employees bundled me into my seat and got my bags in after or before me, and said, We shall be starting now in a few minutes, sir, and called quietly and pleadinglynot yelling, mind you Take your seats, please, delighted me.

I did nt like the looks of the cars. I can prove in a moment by any traveler that our trains are infinitely more luxurious. I can see where there is nt heat enough, and where one lavatory for men and women on any train, let alone a first-class one, is an abomination, and so on and so forth; but still, and notwithstanding, I say the English railway service is better. Why? Because its more human; it s more considerate. You are nt driven and urged to step lively and called at in loud, harsh voices and made to feel that you are being tolerated aboard something that was never made for you at all, but for the employees of the Company. In England the trains are run for the people, not the people for the trains. And now that I have that one distinct difference between England and America properly emphasized I feel much better.


CHAPTER V

RIDE TO LONDON

AT last the train was started and we were off. The track was not so wide, if I am not mistaken, as ours, and the little freight or goods cars were positively ridiculousmere wheelbarrows, by comparison with the American type. As for the passenger cars, when I came to examine them, they reminded me of some of our fine street cars that run from, say Schenectady to Gloversville, or from Muncie to Marion, Indiana. They were the first-class cars, toothe English Pullmans! The train started out briskly and you could feel that it did not have the powerful weight to it which the American train has. An American Pullman creaks audibly, just as a great ship does when it begins to move. An American engine begins to pull slowly because it has something to pulllike a team with a heavy load. I did nt feel that I was in a train half so much as I did that I was in a string of baby carriages.

Miss X. and her lover, Miss E. and her maid, Barfleur and I comfortably filled one little compartment; and now we were actually moving, and I began to look out at once to see what English scenery was really like. It was not at all strange to me, for in books and pictures I had seen it all my life. But here were the actual hills and valleys, the actual thatched cottages, and the actual castles or moors or lovely country vistas, and I was seeing them!

As I think of it now I can never be quite sufficiently grateful to Barfleur for a certain affectionate, thoughtful, sympathetic regard for my every possible mood on this occasion. This was my first trip to this England of which, of course, he was intensely proud. He was so humanly anxious that I should not miss any of its charms or, if need be, defects. He wanted me to be able to judge it fairly and humanly and to see the eventual result sieved through my temperament. The soul of attention; the soul of courtesy; patient, long-suffering, humane, gentle. How I have tried the patience of that man at times! An iron mood he has on occasion; a stoic one, always. Gentle, even, smiling, living a rule and a standard. Every thought of him produces a grateful smile. Yet he has his defectsplenty of them. Here he was at my elbow, all the way to London, momentarily suggesting that I should not miss the point, whatever the point might be, at the moment. He was helpful, really interested, and above all and at all times, warmly human.

We had been just two hours getting from the boat to the train. It was three-thirty when the train began to move, and from the lovely misty sunshine of the morning the sky had become overcast with low, grayalmost blackrain clouds. I looked at the hills and valleys. They told me we were in Wales. And, curiously, as we sped along first came Wordsworth into my mind, and then Thomas Hardy. I thought of Wordsworth first because these smooth, kempt hills, wet with the rain and static with deep gray shadows, suggested him. England owes so much to William Wordsworth, I think. So far as I can see, he epitomized in his verses this sweet, simple hominess that tugs at the heart-strings like some old call that one has heard before. My father was a German, my mother of Pennsylvania Dutch extraction, and yet there is a pull here in this Shakespearian-Wordsworthian-Hardyesque world which is precisely like the call of a tender mother to a child. I cant resist it. I love it; and I am not English but radically American.

I understand that Hardy is not so well thought of in England as he might bethat, somehow, some large conservative class thinks that his books are immoral or destructive. I should say the English would better make much of Thomas Hardy while he is alive. He is one of their great traditions. His works are beautiful. The spirit of all the things he has done or attempted is lovely. He is a master mind, simple, noble, dignified, serene. He is as fine as any of the English cathedrals. St. Pauls or Canterbury has no more significance to me than Thomas Hardy. I saw St. Pauls. I wish I could see the spirit of Thomas Hardy indicated in some such definite way. And yet I do not. Monuments do not indicate great men. But the fields and valleys of a country suggest them.

At twenty or thirty miles from Fishguard we came to some open wateran arm of the sea, I understoodthe Bay of Bristol, where boats were, and tall, rain-gutted hills that looked like tumbled-down castles. Then came more open countrymoorland, I supposewith some sheep, once a flock of black ones; and then the lovely alternating hues of this rain-washed world. The water under these dark clouds took on a peculiar luster. It looked at times like burnished steelat times like muddy lead. I felt my heart leap up as I thought of our own George Inness and what he would have done with these scenes and what the English Turner has done, though he preferred, as a rule, another key.

At four-thirty one of the charming English trainmen came and asked if we would have tea in the dining-car. We would. We arose and in a few moments were entering one of those dainty little basket cars. The tables were covered with white linen and simple, pretty china and a silver tea-service. It was nt as if you were traveling at all. I felt as though I were stopping at the house of a friend; or as though I were in the cozy corner of some well-known and friendly inn. Tea was served. We ate toast and talked cheerfully.

This whole tripthe landscape, the dining-car, this cozy tea, Miss X. and her lover, Miss E. and Barfleurfinally enveloped my emotional fancy like a dream. I realized that I was experiencing a novel situation which would not soon come again. The idea of this pretty mistress coming to England to join her lover, and so frankly admitting her history and her purpose, rather took my mind as an intellectual treat. You really dont often get to see this sort of thing. I dont. Its Gallic in its flavor, to me. Barfleur, being a man of the world, took it as a matter of coursehis sole idea being, I fancy, that the refinement of personality and thought involved in the situation were sufficient to permit him to tolerate it. I always judge his emotion by that one gleaming eye behind the monocle. The other does not take my attention so much. I knew from his attitude that ethics and morals and things like that had nothing to do with his selection of what he would consider interesting personal companionship. Were they interesting? Could they tell him something new? Would they amuse him? Were they nicesocially, in their clothing, in their manners, in the hundred little material refinements which make up a fashionable lady or gentleman? If so, welcome. If not, hence. And talent! Oh, yes, he had a keen eye for talent. And he loves the exceptional and will obviously do anything and everything within his power to foster it.

Having started so late, it grew nearly dark after tea and the distant landscapes were not so easy to descry. We came presently, in the mist, to a place called Carmarthen, I think, where were great black stacks and flaming forges and lights burning wistfully in the dark; and then to another similar place, Swansea, and finally to a third, Cardiffgreat centers of manufacture, I should judge, for there were flaming lights from forges (great, golden gleams from open furnaces) and dark blue smoke, visible even at this hour, from tall stacks overhead, and gleaming electric lights like bright, lucent diamonds.

I never see this sort of place but I think of Pittsburgh and Youngstown and the coke ovens of western Pennsylvania along the line of the Pennsylvania Railroad. I shall never forget the first time I saw Pittsburgh and Youngstown and saw how coke was fired. It was on my way to New York. I had never seen any mountains before and suddenly, after the low, flat plains of Indiana and Ohio, with their pretty little wooden villages so suggestive of the new life of the New World, we rushed into Youngstown and then the mountains of western Pennsylvania (the Alleghanies). It was somewhat like this night coming from Fishguard, only it was not so rainy. The hills rose tall and green; the forge stacks of Pittsburgh flamed with a red gleam, mile after mile, until I thought it was the most wonderful sight I had ever seen. And then came the coke ovens, beyond Pittsburgh mile after mile of them, glowing ruddily down in the low valleys between the tall hills, where our train was following a stream-bed. It seemed a great, sad, heroic thing then, to me,plain day labor. Those common, ignorant men, working before flaming forges, stripped to the waist in some instances, fascinated my imagination. I have always marveled at the inequalities of naturethe way it will give one man a low brow and a narrow mind, a narrow round of thought, and make a slave or horse of him, and another a light, nimble mind, a quick wit and air and make a gentleman of him. No human being can solve either the question of ability or utility. Is your gentleman useful? Yes and no, perhaps. Is your laborer useful? Yes and no, perhaps. I should say obviously yes. But see the differences in the reward of laborphysical labor. One eats his hard-earned crust in the sweat of his face; the other picks at his surfeit of courses and wonders why this or that does nt taste better. I did not make my mind. I did not make my art. I cannot choose my taste except by predestined instinct, and yet here I am sitting in a comfortable English home, as I write, commiserating the poor working man. I indict nature here and now, as I always do and always shall do, as being aimless, pointless, unfair, unjust. I see in the whole thing no scheme but an accidental oneno justice save accidental justice. Now and then, in a way, some justice is done, but it is accidental; no individual man seems to will it He cant. He does nt know how. He cant think how. And there s an end of it.

But these queer, weird, hard, sad, drab manufacturing citieswhat great writer has yet sung the song of them? Truly I do not recall one at present clearly. Dickens gives some suggestion of what he considered the misery of the poor; and in Les Miserables there is a touch of grim poverty and want here and there. But this is something still different. This is creative toil on a vast scale, and it is a lean, hungry, savage, animal to contemplate. I know it is because I have studied personally Fall River, Patterson and Pittsburgh, and I know what Im talking about. Life runs at a gaunt level in those places. Its a rough, hurtling world of fact. I suppose it is not any different in England, I looked at the manufacturing towns as we flashed by in the night and got the same feeling of sad commiseration and unrest. The homes looked poor and they had a deadly sameness; the streets were narrow and poorly lighted. I was eager to walk over one of these towns foot by foot. I have the feeling that the poor and the ignorant and the savage are somehow great artistically. I have always had it. Millet saw it when he painted The Man with the Hoe. These drab towns are grimly wonderful to me. They sing a great diapason of misery. I feel hunger and misery there; I feel lust and murder and life, sick of itself, stewing in its own juice; I feel women struck in the face by brutal men; and sodden lives too low and weak to be roused by any storm of woe. I fancy there are hungry babies and dying mothers and indifferent bosses and noble directors somewhere, not caring, not knowing, not being able to do anything about it, perhaps, if they did. I could weep just at the sight of a large, drab, hungry manufacturing town. I feel sorry for ignorant humanity. I wish I knew how to raise the low foreheads; to put the clear light of intellect into sad, sodden eyes. I wish there were nt any blows, any hunger, any tears. I wish people did nt have to long bitterly for just the little thin, bare necessities of this world. But I know, also, that life would nt be as vastly dramatic and marvelous without them. Perhaps Im wrong. Ive seen some real longing in my time, though. Ive longed myself and Ive seen others die longing.

Between Carmarthen and Cardiff and some other places where this drab, hungry world seemed to stick its face into the window, I listened to much conversation about the joyous side of living in Paris, Monte Carlo, Ostend and elsewhere. I remember once I turned from the contemplation of a dark, sad, shabby world scuttling by in the night and rain to hear Miss E. telling of some Parisian music-hall favoriteIll call her Carmen rivaling another Parisian music-hall favorite by the name of Diane, let us say, at Monte Carlo. Of course it is understood that they were women of loose virtue. Of course it is understood that they had fine, white, fascinating bodies and lovely faces and that they were physically ideal. Of course it is understood that they were marvelous mistresses and that money was flowing freely from some source or otherperhaps from factory worlds like theseto let them work their idle, sweet wills. Anyhow they were gambling, racing, disporting themselves at Monte Carlo and all at once they decided to rival each other in dress. Or perhaps it was that they did nt decide to, but just began to, which is much more natural and human.

As I caught it, with my nose pressed to the carriage window and the sight of rain and mist in my eyes, Carmen would come down one night in splendid white silk, perhaps, her bare arms and perfect neck and hair flashing priceless jewels; and then the fair Diane would arrive a little later with her body equally beautifully arrayed in some gorgeous material, her white arms and neck and hair equally resplendent. Then the next night the gowns would be of still more marvelous material and artistry, and more jewelsevery night lovelier gowns and more costly jewels, until one of these women took all her jewels, to the extent of millions of francs, I presume, and, arraying her maid gorgeously, put all the jewels on her and sent her into the casino or the ballroom or the dining-roomwherever it wasand she herself followed, inlet us hopeplain, jewelless black silk, with her lovely flesh showing voluptuously against it. And the other lady was there, oh, much to her chagrin and despair now, of course, decked with all her own splendid jewels to the extent of an equally large number of millions of francs, and so the rivalry was ended.

It was a very pretty story of pride and vanity and I liked it. But just at this interesting moment, one of those great blast furnaces, which I have been telling you about and which seemed to stretch for miles beside the track, flashed past in the night, its open red furnace doors looking like rubies, and the frosted windows of its lighted shops looking like opals, and the fluttering street lamps and glittering arc lights looking like pearls and diamonds; and I said: behold! these are the only jewels of the poor and from these come the others. And to a certain extent, in the last analysis and barring that unearned gift of brain which some have without asking and others have not at all, so they do.

It was seven or eight when we reached Paddington. For one moment, when I stepped out of the car, the thought came to me with a tingle of vanityI have come by land and sea, three thousand miles to London! Then it was gone again. It was strangethis scene. I recognized at once the various London types caricatured in Punch, and Pick Me Up, and The Sketch, and elsewhere. I saw a world of cabs and busses, of porters, gentlemen, policemen, and citizens generally. I saw charactersstrange onesthat brought back Dickens and Du Maurier and W. W. Jacobs. The words Booking Office and the typical London policeman took my eye. I strolled about, watching the crowd till it was time for us to board our train for the country; and eagerly I nosed about, trying to sense London from this vague, noisy touch of it. I cant indicate how the peculiar-looking trains made me feel. Humanity is so very different in so many little unessential thingsso utterly the same in all the large ones. I could see that it might be just as well or better to call a ticket office a booking office; or to have three classes of carriages instead of two, as with us; or to have carriages instead of cars; or trams instead of street railways; or lifts instead of elevators. What difference does it make? Life is the same old thing. Nevertheless there was a tremendous difference between the London and the New York atmospherethat I could see and feel.

A few days at my place in the country will be just the thing for you, Barfleur was saying. I sent a wireless to Dora to have a fire in the hall and in your room. You might as well see a bit of rural England first.

He gleamed on me with his monocled eye in a very encouraging manner.

We waited about quite awhile for a local or suburban which would take us to Bridgely Level, and having ensconced ourselves first classas fitting my arrivalBarfleur fell promptly to sleep and I mused with my window open, enjoying the country and the cool night air.


CHAPTER VI

THE BARFLEUR FAMILY

I AM writing these notes on Tuesday, November twenty-eighth, very close to a grate fire in a pretty little sitting-room in an English country house about twenty-five miles from London, and I am very chilly.

We reached this place by some winding road, inscrutable in the night, and I wondered keenly what sort of an atmosphere it would have. The English suburban or country home of the better class has always been a concrete thought to merather charming on the whole. A carriage brought us, with all the bags and trunks carefully looked after (in England you always keep your luggage with you), and we were met in the hall by the maid who took our coats and hats and brought us something to drink. There was a small fire glowing in the fireplace in the entrance hall, but it was so smallcheerful though it wasthat I wondered why Barfleur had taken all the trouble to send a wireless from the sea to have it there. It seems it is a custom, in so far as his house is concerned, not to have it. But having heard something of English fires and English ideas of warmth, I was not greatly surprised.

I am going to be cold, I said to myself, at once. I know it. The atmosphere is going to be cold and raw and I am going to suffer greatly. It will be the devil and all to write.

I fancy this is a very fair and pretty example of the average country home near London, and it certainly lacks none of the appointments which might be considered worthy of a comfortable home; but it is as cold as a sepulcher, and I cant understand the evoluted system of procedure which has brought about any such uncomfortable state and maintains it as satisfactory. These Britons are actually warm when the temperature in the room is somewhere between forty-five and fifty and they go about opening doors and windows with the idea that the rooms need additional airing. They build you small, weak coal fires in large, handsome fireplaces, and then if the four or five coals huddled together are managing to keep themselves warm by glowing, they tell you that everything is all right (or stroll about, at least, looking as though it were). Doors are left open; the casement windows flung out, everything done to give the place air and draughtiness.

Now, said my host, with his usual directness of speech, as I stood with my back to the hall fireplace, I think it is best that you should go to bed at once and get a good nights rest. In the morning you shall have your breakfast at whatever hour you say. Your bath will be brought you a half or three-quarters of an hour before you appear at table, so that you will have ample time to shave and dress. I shall be here until eleven-fifteen to see how you are getting along, after which I shall go to the city. You shall have a table here, or wherever you like, and the maid will serve your luncheon punctually at two oclock. At half past four your tea will be brought to you, in case you are here. In the evening we dine at seven-thirty. I shall be down on the five fifty-two train.

So he proceeded definitely to lay out my life for me and I had to smile. That vast established order which is England, I thought again. He accompanied me to my chamber door, or rather to the foot of the stairs. There he wished me pleasant dreams. And remember, he cautioned me with the emphasis of one who has forgotten something of great consequence, this is most important. Whatever you do, dont forget to put out your boots for the maid to take and have blacked. Otherwise you will disrupt the whole social procedure of England.

It is curiousthis feeling of being quite alone for the first time in a strange land. I began to unpack my bags, solemnly thinking of New York. Presently I went to the window and looked out. One or two small lights burned afar off. I undressed and got into bed, feeling anything but sleepy. I lay and watched the fire flickering on the hearth. So this was really England, and here I was at lasta fact absolutely of no significance to any one else in the world, but very important to me. An old, old dream come true! And it had passed so oddlythe tripso almost unconsciously, as it were. We make a great fuss, I thought, about the past and the future, but the actual moment is so often without meaning. Finally, after hearing a rooster crow and thinking of Hamlets fatherhis ghostand the chill that invests the thought of cock-crow in that tragedy, I slept.

Morning came and with it a knocking on the door. I called, Come in. In came the maid, neat, cleanly, rosy-cheeked, bringing a large tin basinvery much wider than an American tub but not so deepa large water can, full of hot water, towels and the like. She put the tub and water can down, drew a towel rack from the wall nearby, spread out the towels and left.

I did not hear her take the boots, but when I went to the door they were gone. In the afternoon they were back again, nice and bright. I speculated on all this as an interesting demonstration of English life. Barfleur is not so amazingly well-to-do, but he has all these things.

It struck me as pleasing, soothing, orderlyquite the same thing I had been seeing on the train and the ship. It was all a part of that interesting national system which I had been hearing so much about.

At breakfast it was quite the samea most orderly meal. Barfleur was there to breakfast with me and see that I was started right. His face was smiling. How did I like it? Was I comfortable? Had I slept well? Had I slept very well? It was bad weather, but I would rather have to expect that at this season of the year.

I can see his smiling facea little cynical and disillusionedget some faint revival of his own native interest in England in my surprise, curiosity and interest. The room was cold, but he did not seem to think so. No, no, no, it was very comfortable. I was simply not acclimated yet. I would get used to it.

This house was charming, I thought, and here at breakfast I was introduced to the children. Berenice Mary Barfleur, the only girl and the eldest child, looked to me at first a little pale and thinquite peaked, in factbut afterwards I found her not to be somerely a temperamental objection on my part to a type which afterwards seemed to me very attractive. She was a decidedly wise, high-spoken, intellectual and cynical little maid. Although only eleven years of age she conversed with the air, the manner and the words of a woman of twenty.

Oh, yes. Amyreeka! Is that a nice place? Do you like it?

I cannot in the least way convey the touch of lofty, well-bred feeling it hadquite the air and sound of a woman of twenty-five or thirty schooled in all the niceties of polite speech. What a child, I thought. She talks as though she were affected, but I can see that she is not. Quite different she seemed from what any American child could beless vigorous, more intellectual, more spiritual; perhaps not so forceful but probably infinitely more subtle. She looked delicate, remote, Burne-Jonesyfar removed from the more common-place school of force we knowand I think I like our type better. I smiled at her and she seemed friendly enough, but there was none of that running forward and greeting people which is an average middle-class American habit. She was too well bred. I learned afterward, from a remark dropped at table by her concerning American children, that it was considered bad form. American children are the kind that run around hotel foyers with big bows on their hair and speak to people, was the substance of it. I saw at once how bad American children were.

Well, then came the eldest boy, Percy Franklin Barfleur, who reminded me, at first glance, of that American caricature typedear to the newspaper cartoonistof Little Johnnie Bostonbeans. Here he wasglawses, inquiring eyes, a bulging forehead, a learned air; and all at ten years, and somewhat undersized for his agea clever child; sincere, apparently; rather earnest; eager to know, full of the light of youthful understanding. Like his sister, his manners were quite perfect but unstudied. He smiled and replied, Quite well, thank you, to my amused inquiries after him. I could see he was bright and thoughtful, but the unconscious (though, to me, affected) quality of the English voice amused me here again. Then came Charles Gerard Barfleur, and James Herbert Barfleur, who impressed me in quite the same way as the others. They were nice, orderly children but English, oh, so English!

It was while walking in the garden after breakfast that I encountered James Herbert Barfleur, the youngest; but, in the confusion of meeting people generally, I did not recognize him. He was outside the coach house, where are the rooms of the gardener, and where my room is.

And which little Barfleur might this be? I asked genially, in that patronizing way we have with children.

James Herbert Barfleur, he replied, with a gravity of pronunciation which quite took my breath away. We are not used to this formal dignity of approach in children of so very few years in America. This lad was only five years of age and he was talking to me in the educated voice of one of fifteen or sixteen. I stared, of course.

You dont tell me, I replied. And what is your sisters name, again?

Berenice Mary Barfleur, he replied.

Dear, dear, dear, I sighed. Now what do you know about that?

Of course such a wild piece of American slang as that had no significance to him whatsoever. It fell on his ears without meaning.

I dont know, he replied, interested in some fixture he was fastening to a toy bath tub.

Is nt that a fine little bath tub you have, I ventured, eager to continue the conversation because of its novelty.

Its a nice little bawth, he went on, but I would nt call it a tub.

I really did not know how to reply to this last, it took me so by surprise;a child of five, in little breeches scarcely larger than my two hands, making this fine distinction. We surely live and learn, I thought, and went on my way smiling.

This house interested me from so many other points of view, being particularly English and new, that I was never weary of investigating it. I had a conversation with the gardener one morning concerning his duties and found that he had an exact schedule of procedure which covered every day in the year. First, I believe, he got hold of the boots, delivered to him by the maid, and did those; and then he brought up his coal and wood and built the fires; and then he had some steps and paths to look after; and then some errands to do, I forget what. There was the riding pony to curry and saddle, the stable to cleanoh, quite a long list of things which he did over and over, day after day. He talked with such an air of responsibility, as so many English servants do, that I was led to reflect upon the reliability of English servants in general; and he dropped his hs where they occurred, of course, and added them where they should nt have been. He told me how much he received, how much he had received, how he managed to live on it, how shiftless and irresponsible some people were.

They dont know ow to get along, sir, he informed me with the same solemn air of responsibility. They just does nt know ow to manige, sir, I tyke it; some people does nt, sir. They gets sixteen or highteen shillins, the same as me, sir, but hawfter they goes and buys five or six guns (I thought he said gunshe actually said gallons) o beer in the week, there haint much left fer other things, is there, sir? Now thats no wy, sir, is it, sir? I hawsk you.

I had to smile at the rural accent. He was so simple mindedso innocent, apparently. Every one called him Wilkinsnot Mr. Wilkins (as his colleagues might in America) or John or Jack or some sobriquet, but just Wilkins. He was Wilkins to every onethe master, the maid, the children. The maid was Dora to every one, and the nurse, Nana. It was all interesting to me because it was so utterly new.

And then this landscape round about; the feel of the country was refreshing. I knew absolutely nothing about it, and yet I could see and feel that we were in a region of comfortable suburban life. I could hear the popping of guns all day long, hereand thereaboutsthis being the open season for shooting, not hunting, as my host informed me; there was no such thing as hunting hereabouts. I could see men strolling here and there together, guns under their arms, plaid caps on their heads, in knee breeches, and leather leggings. I could see, from my writing desk in the drawing-room window, clever-riding English girls bounding by on light-moving horses, and in my limited walks I saw plenty of comfortable-looking country placessuburban homes. I was told by a friend of mine that this was rather a pleasant country section, but that I might see considerable of the same thing anywhere about London at this distance.

Dora the maid interested me very much. She was so quiet, so silent and so pretty. The door would open, any time during the day when I was writing, and in she would come to look after the fire, to open or close the windows, to draw the curtains, light the candles and serve the tea, or to call me to luncheon or dinner. Usually I ate my luncheon and drank my four-oclock tea alone. I ate my evening meal all alone once. It made no differencemy eating alone. The service was quite the same; the same candles were lightedseveral brackets on different parts of the table; the fire built in the diningroom. There were four or five courses and wine. Dora stood behind me watching me eat in silence, and I confess I felt very queer. It was all so solemn, so stately. I felt like some old gray baron or bachelor shut away from the world and given to contemplating the follies of his youth. When through with nuts and winethe final glass of portit was the custom of the house to retire to the drawing-room and drink the small cup of black coffee which was served there. And on this night, al-though I was quite alone, it was the same. The coffee was served just as promptly and dignifiedly as though there were eight or ten present. It interested me greatly, all of it, and pleased me more than I can say.

Personally I shall always be glad that I saw some rural aspects of England first, for they are the most characterful and, to me, significant. London is an amazing city and thoroughly English, but the rural districts are more suggestive. In what respects do the people of one country differ from those of another, since they eat, sleep, rise, dress, go to work, return, love, hate, and aspire alike? In littledynamically, mechanically speaking. But temperamentally, emotionally, spiritually and even materially they differ in almost every way. England is a mood, I take it, a combination of dull colors and atmosphere. It expresses heaven only knows what feeling for order, stability, uniformity, homeiness, simplicity. It is highly individualmore so almost than Italy, France or Germany. It is vitaland yet vital in an intellectual way only. You would say off-hand, sensing the feel of the air, that England is all mind with convictions, prejudices, notions, poetic longings terribly emphasized. The most egotistic nation in the world because, perhaps, the most forcefully intellectual.

How different is the very atmosphere of it from America. The great open common about this house smacked of English individuality, leisure, order, stratificationanything you will. The atmosphere was mistily damp, the sun at best a golden haze. All the bare trees were covered with a thin coating of almost spring-green moss. The ground was springy, dewy. Rooks were in the sky, the trees. Little red houses in the valleys, with combination flues done in quaint individual chimney pots send upward soft spirals of blue smoke. Laborers, their earth-colored trousers strapped just below the knees by a small leather strap, appeared ever and anon; housemaids, spick and span, with black dresses, white aprons, white laces in their hair, becoming streamers of linen made into large trig bows at their backs, appeared at some door or some window of almost every home. The sun glints into such orderly, well-dressed windows; the fields suspire such dewy fragrances. You can encounter hills of sheep, creaking wains, open common land of gorse and wild berries. My little master, smartly clad; dashes by on a pony; my young mistress looks becomingly gay and superior on a Shetland or a cob. A four-year-old has a long-eared white donkey to ride. That is England.

How shall it be saidhow described? It is so delicate, so remote, so refined, so smooth, a pleasant land of great verse and great thought.


CHAPTER VII

A GLIMPSE OF LONDON

AFTER a few days I went to London for the first timeI do not count the night of my arrival, for I saw nothing but the railway terminusand, I confess, I was not impressed as much as I might have been. I could not help thinking on this first morning, as we passed from Paddington, via Hyde Park, Marble Arch, Park Lane, Brook Street, Grosvenor Square, Berkeley Square, Piccadilly and other streets to Regent Street and the neighborhood of the Carlton Hotel, that it was beautiful, spacious, cleanly, dignified and well ordered, but not astonishingly imposing. Fortunately it was a bright and comfortable morning and the air was soft. There was a faint bluish haze over the city, which I took to be smoke; and certainly it smelled as though it were smoky. I had a sense of great life but not of crowded life, if I manage to make myself clear by that. It seemed to me at first blush as if the city might be so vast that no part was important. At every turn Barfleur, who was my ever-present monitor, was explaining, Now this that we are coming to, or This that we are passing, or This is so and so; and so we sped by interesting things, the city impressing me in a vague way but meaning very little at the moment. We must have passed through a long stretch of Piccadilly, for Barfleur pointed out a line of clubs, naming themthe St. Jamess Club, the Savile Club, the Lyceum Club, and then St. Jamess Palace.

I was duly impressed. I was seeing things which, after all, I thought, did not depend so much upon their exterior beauty or vast presence as upon the import of their lineage and connections. They were beautiful in a low, dark way, and certainly they were tinged with an atmosphere of age and respectability. After all, since life is a figment of the brain, built-up notions of things are really far more impressive in many cases than the things themselves. London is a fanfare of great names; it is a clatter of vast reputations; it is a swirl of memories and celebrated beauties and orders and distinctions. It is almost impossible any more to disassociate the real from the fictitious or, better, spiritual. There is something here which is not of brick and stone at all, but which is purely a matter of thought. It is disembodied poetry; noble ideas; delicious memories of great things; and these, after all, are better than brick and stone. The city is lowuniversally not more than five stories high, often not more than two, but it is beautiful. And it alternates great spaces with narrow crevices in such a way as to give a splendid variety. You can have at once a sense of being very crowded and of being very free. I can understand now Brownings desire to include poor old Camberwell with Italy in the confines of romance.

The thing that struck me most in so brief a surveywe were surely not more than twenty minutes in reaching our destinationwas that the buildings were largely a golden yellow in color, quite as if they had been white and time had stained them. Many other buildings looked as though they had been black originally and had been daubed white in spots. The truth is that it was quite the other way about. They had been snow white and had been sooted by the smoke until they were now nearly coal black. And only here and there had the wind and rain whipped bare white places which looked like scars or the drippings of lime. At first I thought, How wretched. Later I thought, This effect is charming.

We are so used to the new and shiny and tall in America, particularly in our larger cities, that it is very hard at first to estimate a city of equal or greater rank, which is old and low and, to a certain extent, smoky. In places there was more beauty, more surety, more dignity, more space than most of our cities have to offer. The police had an air of dignity and intelligence such as I have never seen anywhere in America. The streets were beautifully swept and clean; and I saw soldiers here and there in fine uniforms, standing outside palaces and walking in the public ways. That alone was sufficient to differentiate London from any American city. We rarely see our soldiers. They are too few. I think what I felt most of all was that I could not feel anything very definite about so great a city and that there was no use trying.

We were soon at the bank where I was to have my American order for money cashed; and then, after a short walk in a narrow street, we were at the office of Barfleur, where I caught my first glimpse of an English business house. It was very different from an American house of the same kind, for it was in an old and dark building of not more than four storiesand set down in a narrow angle off the Strand and lighted by small lead-paned windows, which in America would smack strongly of Revolutionary days. In fact we have scarcely any such buildings left. Barfleurs private offices were on the second floor, up a small dingy staircase, and the room itself was so small that it surprised me by its coziness. I could not call it dingy. It was quaint rather, Georgian in its atmosphere, with a small open fire glowing in one corner, a great rolltop desk entirely out of keeping with the place in another, a table, a book-case, a number of photographs of celebrities framed, and the rest books. I think he apologized for, or explained the difference between, this and the average American business house, but I do not think explanations are in order. London is London. I should be sorry if it were exactly like New York, as it may yet become. The smallness and quaintness appealed to me as a fit atmosphere for a healthy business.

I should say here that this preliminary trip to London from Bridgely Level, so far as Barfleur was concerned, was intended to accomplish three things: first, to give me a preliminary glimpse of London; second, to see that I was measured and examined for certain articles of clothing in which I was, according to Barfleur, woefully lacking; and third, to see that I attended the concert of a certain Austrian singer whose singing he thought I might enjoy. It was most important that I should go, because he had to go; and since all that I did or could do was merely grist for my mill, I was delighted to accompany him.

Barfleur in many respects, I wish to repeat here, is one of the most delightful persons in the world. He is a sort of modern Beau Brummel with literary, artistic and gormandizing leanings. He loves order and refinement, of course,things in their proper ways and placesas he loves life. I suspect him at times of being somewhat of a martinet in home and office matters; but I am by no means sure that I am not doing him a grave injustice. A more even, complaisant, well-mannered and stoical soul, who manages to get his way in some fashion or other, if it takes him years to do it, I never met. He surely has the patience of fate and, I think, the true charity of a great heart. Now before I could be properly presented in London and elsewhere I needed a long list of things. So this morning I had much shopping to attend to.

Since the matter of English and American money had been troubling me from the moment I reached that stage on my voyage where I began to pay for things out of my own pocket to the ships servants, I began complaining of my difficulties now. I could nt figure out the tips to my own satisfaction and this irritated me. I remember urging Barfleur to make the whole matter clear to me, which he did later. He gave me a typewritten statement as to the relative value of the various pieces and what tips I should pay and how and when at hotels and country houses, and this I followed religiously. Here it is:





	
In leaving the hotel to-morrow, give the
following tips:





	
Maid 


	
3/- 


	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	






	
Valet 
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Gold Braid 
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Porter (who looks after telephone) 


	
1/- 


	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	






	
Outside Man (Doorman) 


	
1/- 


	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	







If you reckon at a hotel to give 9d. a day to the maid and the valet, with a minimum of 1/-, you will be doing handsomely. On a visit, on the supposition that they have only maids, give the two maids whom you are likely to come across 2/6 each, when you come away on Monday. (I am speaking of week-ends.) Longer periods should be figured at 9d. a day. If, on the other hand, it is a large establishmentbutler and footmanyou would have to give the butler 10/- and the footman 5/- for a week-end; for longer periods more.

I cannot imagine anything more interesting than being introduced as I was by Barfleur to the social character of London. He was so intelligent and so very nice about it all. Now, first, he said, we will get your glasses mended; and then you want a traveling bag; and then some ties and socks, and so on. I have an appointment with you at your tailors at eleven oclock, where you are to be measured for your waistcoats, and at eleven-thirty at your furriers, where you are to be measured for your fur coat, and so on and so forth. Well, come along. Well be off.

I have to smile when I think of it, for I, of all people, am the least given to this matter of proper dressing and self-presentation, and Barfleur, within reasonable limits, represents the other extreme. To him, as I have said, these things are exceedingly important. The delicate manner in which he indicated and urged me into getting the things which would be all right, without openly insisting on them, was most pleasing. In England, you know, he would hint, it is nt quite good form to wear a heavy striped tie with a frock coatnever a straight black; and we never tie them in that fashionalways a simple knot. My socks had to be striped for morning wear and my collars winged, else I was in very bad form indeed. I fell into the habit of asking, What now?

London streets and shops as I first saw them interested me greatly. I saw at once more uniforms than one would ordinarily see in New York, and more high hats and, presumably,I could not tell for the overcoatscutaway coats. The uniforms were of mail-men, porters, messenger-boys and soldiers; and all being different from what I had been accustomed to, they interested methe mail-men particularly, with a service helmet cut square off at the top; and the little messenger boys, with their tambourine caps cocked joyously over one ear, amused me; the policemans helmet strap under his chin was new and diverting.

In the stores the clerks first attracted my attention, but I may say the stores and shops themselves, after New York, seemed small and old. New York is so new; the space given to the more important shops is so considerable. In London it struck me that the space was not much and that the woodwork and walls were dingy. One can tell by the feel of a place whether it is exceptional and profitable, and all of these were that; but they were dingy. The English clerk, too, had an air of civility, I had almost said servility, which was different. They looked to me like individuals born to a condition and a point of view; and I think they are. In America any clerk may subsequently be anything he chooses (ability guaranteed), but I m not so sure that this is true in England. Anyhow, the American clerk always looks his possibilitieshis problematic future; the English clerk looks as if he were to be one indefinitely.

We were through with this round by one oclock, and Barfleur explained that we would go to a certain very well-known hotel grill.

The hotel, after its fashionthe grillwas a distinct blow. I had fancied that I was going to see something on the order of the luxurious new hotel in New Yorkcertainly as resplendent, let us say, as our hotels of the lower first class. Not so. It could be compared, and I think fairly so, only to our hotels of the second or third class. There was the same air of age here that there was about our old but very excellent hotels in New York. The woodwork was plain, the decorations simple.

As for the crowd, well, Barfleur stated that it might be smart and it might not. Certain publishers, rich Jewish merchants, a few actors and some Americans would probably be here. This grill was affected by the foreign element. The matre dhtel was French, of coursea short, fat, black-whiskered man who amused me by his urbanity. The waiters were, I believe, German, as they are largely in London and elsewhere in England.

One might almost imagine Germany intended invading England via its waiters. The china and plate were simple and inexpensive, almost poor. A great hotel can afford to be simple. We had what we would have had at any good French restaurant, and the crowd was rather commonplace-looking to me. Several American girls came in and they were good-looking, smart but silly. I cannot say that I was impressed at all, and my subsequent experiences confirm that feeling. I am inclined to think that London has nt one hotel of the material splendor of the great new hotels in New York. But let that go for the present.

While we were sipping coffee Barfleur told me of a Mrs. W., a friend of his whom I was to meet. She was, he said, a lion-hunter. She tried to make her somewhat interesting personality felt in so large a sea as London by taking up with promising talent before it was already a commonplace. I believe it was arranged over the phone then that I should lunch thereat Mrs. W.sthe following clay at one and be introduced to a certain Lady R., who was known as a patron of the arts, and a certain Miss H., an interesting English type. I was pleased with the idea of going. I had never seen an English lady lion-hunter. I had never met English ladies of the types of Lady R. and Miss H. There might be others present. I was also informed that Mrs. W. was really not English but Danish; but she and her husband, who was also Danish and a wealthy broker, had resided in London so long that they were to all intents and purposes English, and in addition to being rich they were in rather interesting standing socially.

After luncheon we went to hear a certain Miss T., an Austrian of about thirty years of age, sing at some important hall in LondonBechstein Hall, I believe it was,and on the way I was told something of her. It seemed that she was very promisinga great success in Germany and elsewhere as a concert-singerand that she might be coming to America at some time or other. Barfleur had known her in Paris. He seemed to think I would like her. We went and I heard a very lovely set of songsoh, quite delightful, rendered in a warm, sympathetic, enthusiastic manner and representing the most characteristic type of German love sentiment. It is a peculiar sentimenttender, wistful, smacking of the sun at evening and lovely water on which the moon is shining. German sentiment verges on the mushyis always close to tearsbut anything more expressive of a certain phase of life I do not know.

Miss T. sang forcefully, joyously, vigorously, and I wished sincerely to meet her and tell her so; but that was not to be, then.

As we made our way to Paddington Barfleur, brisk and smiling, asked:

Were you amused?

Quite.

Well, then this afternoon was not wasted. I shall always be satisfied if you are amused.

I smiled, and we rode sleepily back to Bridgely Level to dine and thence to bed.


CHAPTER VIII

A LONDON DRAWING-ROOM

I RECALL the next day, Sunday, with as much interest as any date, for on that day at one-thirty I encountered my first London drawing-room. I recall now as a part of this fortunate adventure that we had been talking of a new development in French art, which Barfleur approved in part and disapproved in partthe Post-Impressionists; and there was mention also of the Cubistsa still more radical departure from conventional forms, in which, if my impressions are correct, the artist passes from any attempt at transcribing the visible scene and becomes wholly geometric, metaphysical and symbolic.

When I reached the house of Mrs. W., which was in one of those lovely squares that constitute such a striking feature of the West End, I was ushered upstairs to the drawing-room, where I found my host, a rather practical, shrewd-looking Dane, and his less obviously Danish wife.

Oh, Mr. Derrizer, exclaimed my hostess on sight, as she came forward to greet me, a decidedly engaging woman of something over forty, with bronze hair and ruddy complexion. Her gown of green silk; cut after the latest mode, stamped her in my mind as of a romantic, artistic, eager disposition.

You must come and tell us at once what you think of the picture we are discussing. It is downstairs. Lady R. is there and Miss H. We are trying to see if we can get a better light on it. Mr. Barfleur has told me of you. You are from America. You must tell us how you like London, after you see the Degas.

I think I liked this lady thoroughly at a glance and felt at home with her, for I know the type. It is the mobile, artistic type, with not much practical judgment in great matters, but bubbling with enthusiasm, temperament, life.

Certainlydelighted. I know too little of London to talk of it. I shall be interested in your picture.

We had reached the main floor by this time.

Mr. Derrizer, the Lady R.

A modern suggestion of the fair Jahane, tall, astonishingly lissom, doneas to clothesafter the best manner of the romanticistssuch was the Lady R. A more fascinating typefrom the point of view of stagecraftI never saw. And the languor and lofty elevation of her gestures and eyebrows defy description. She could say, Oh, I am so weary of all this, with a slight elevation of her eyebrows a hundred times more definitely and forcefully than if it had been shouted in stentorian tones through a megaphone.

She gave me the fingers of an archly poised hand.

It is a pleasure!

And Miss H., Mr. Derriser.

I am very pleased!

A pink, slim lily of a woman, say twenty-eight or thirty, very fragile-seeming, very Dresden-china-like as to color, a dream of light and Tyrian blue with some white interwoven, very keen as to eye, the perfection of hauteur as to manner, so well-bred that her voice seemed subtly suggestive of it allthat was Miss H.

To say that I was interested in this company is putting it mildly. The three women were so distinct, so individual, so characteristic, each in a different way. The Lady R. was all peace and reposestatuesque, weary, dark. Miss H. was like a ray of sunshine, pure morning light, delicate, gay, mobile. Mrs. W. was of thicker texture, redder blood, more human fire. She had a vigor past the comprehension of either, if not their subtlety of intellectwhich latter is often so much better.

Mr. W. stood in the background, a short, stocky gentleman, a little bored by the trivialities of the social world.

Ah, yes. Daygah! You like Daygah, no doubt, interpolated Mrs. W., recalling us. A lovely pigture, dont you think? Such color! such depth! such sympathy of treatment! Oh!

Mrs. W.s hands were up in a pretty artistic gesture of delight.

Oh, yes, continued the Lady R., taking up the rapture. It is saw humansaw perfect in its harmony. The hairit is divine! And the poor man! he lives alone now, in Paris, quite dreary, not seeing any one. Aw, the tragedy of it! The tragedy of it! A delicately carved vanity-box she carried, of some odd workmanshipblue and white enamel, with points of coral in itwas lifted in one hand as expressing her great distress. I confess I was not much moved and I looked quickly at Miss H. Her eyes, it seemed to me, held a subtle, apprehending twinkle.

And you! It was Mrs. W. addressing me.

It is impressive, I think. I do not know as much of his work as I might, I am sorry to say.

Ah, he is marvelous, wonderful! I am transported by the beauty and the depth of it all! It was Mrs. W. talking and I could not help rejoicing in the quality of her accent. Nothing is so pleasing to me in a woman of culture and refinement as that additional tang of remoteness which a foreign accent lends. If only all the lovely, cultured women of the world could speak with a foreign accent in their native tongue I would like it better. It lends a touch of piquancy not otherwise obtainable.

Our luncheon party was complete now and we would probably have gone immediately into the dining-room except for another pictureby Piccasso. Let me repeat here that before Barfleur called my attention to Piccassos cubical uncertainty in the London Exhibition, I had never heard of him. Here in a dark corner of the room was the nude torso of a consumptive girl, her ribs showing, her cheeks colorless and sunken, her nose a wasted point, her eyes as hungry and sharp and lustrous as those of a bird. Her hair was really no hairstrings. And her thin bony arms and shoulders were pathetic, decidedly morbid in their quality. To add to the morgue-like aspect of the composition, the picture was painted in a pale bluish-green key.

I wish to state here that now, after some little lapse of time, this conceptionthe thought and execution of itis growing upon me. I am not sure that this work which has rather haunted me is not much more than a protestthe expression and realization of a great temperament. But at the moment it struck me as dreary, gruesome, decadent, and I said as much when asked for my impression.

Gloomy! Morbid! Mrs. W. fired in her quite lovely accent. What has that to do with art? Luncheon is served, Madam!

The double doors of the dining-room were flung open.

I found myself sitting between Mrs. W. and Miss H. I was so glad to hear you say you did nt like it, Miss H. applauded, her eyes sparkling, her lip moving with a delicate little smile. You know, I abhor those things. They are decadent like the rest of France and England. We are going backward instead of forwardI am quite sure. We have not the force we once had. It is all a race after pleasure and living and an interest in subjects of that kind. I am quite sure it is nt healthy, normal art. I am sure life is better and brighter than that.

I am inclined to think so, at times, myself, I replied.

We talked further and I learned to my surprise that she suspected England to be decadent as a whole, falling behind in brain, brawn and spirit and that she thought America was much better.

Do you know, she observed, I really think it would be a very good thing for us if we were conquered by Germany.

I had found here, I fancied, some one who was really thinking for herself and a very charming young lady in the bargain. She was quick, apprehensive, all for a heartier point of view. I am not sure now that she was not merely being nice to me, and that anyhow she is not all wrong, and that the heartier point of view is the courage which can front life unashamed; which sees the divinity of fact and of beauty in the utmost seeming tragedy. Piccassos grim presentation of decay and degradation is beginning to teach me somethingthe marvelous perfection of the spirit which is concerned with neither perfection, nor decay, but life. It haunts me.

The charming luncheon was quickly over and I think I gathered a very clear impression of the status of my host and hostess from their surroundings. Mr. W. was evidently liberal in his understanding of what constitutes a satisfactory home. It was not exceptional in that it differed greatly from the prevailing standard of luxury. But assuredly it was all in sharp contrast to Piccassos grim representation of life and Degass revolutionary opposition to conventional standards.

Another man now made his appearancean artist. 
I like it, he pronounced. The note is somber, but it is excellent work I shall not forget him soon, for you do not often meet people who have the courage to appear at Sunday afternoons in a shabby workaday business suit, unpolished shoes, a green neckerchief in lieu of collar and tie, and cuffless sleeves. I admired the quality, the workmanship of the silver-set scarab which held his green linen neckerchief together, but I was a little puzzled as to whether he was very poor and his presence insisted upon, or comfortably progressive and indifferent to conventional dress. His face and body were quite thin; his hands delicate. He had an apprehensive eye that rarely met ones direct gaze.

Do you think art really needs that? Miss H. asked me. She was alluding to the green linen handkerchief.

I admire the courage. It is at least individual.

It is after George Bernard Shaw. It has been done before, replied Miss H.

Then it requires almost more courage, I replied.

Here Mrs. W. moved the sad excerpt from the morgue to the center of the room that he of the green neckerchief might gaze at it.

I like it, he pronounced. The note is somber, but it is excellent work.

Then he took his departure with interesting abruptness. Soon the Lady R. was extending her hand in an almost pathetic farewell. Her voice was lofty, sad, sustained. I wish I could describe it. There was just a suggestion of Lady Macbeth in the sleep-walking scene. As she made her slow, graceful exit I wanted to applaud loudly.

Mrs. W. turned to me as the nearest source of interest and I realized with horror that she was going to fling her Piccasso at my head again and with as much haste as was decent I, too, took my leave.


CHAPTER IX

CALLS

IT was one evening shortly after I had lunched with Mrs. W. that Barfleur and I dined with Miss E., the young actress who had come over on the steamer with us. It was interesting to find her in her own rather smart London quarters surrounded by maid and cook, and with male figures of the usual ornamental sort in the immediate background. One of them was a ruddy, handsome, slightly corpulent French count of manners the pink of perfection. He looked for all the world like the French counts introduced into American musical comedy,just the right type of collar about his neck, the perfect shoe, the close-fitting, well-tailored suit, the mustachios and hair barbered to the last touch. He was charming, too, in his easy, gracious aloofness, saying only the few things that would be of momentary interest and pressing nothing.

Miss E. had prepared an appetizing luncheon. She had managed to collect a group of interesting peoplea Mr. T., for instance, whose bte noire was clergymen and who stood prepared by collected newspaper clippings and court proceedings, gathered over a period of years, to prove that all ecclesiastics were scoundrels. He had, as he insisted, amazing data, showing that the most perverted of all English criminals were usually sons of bishops and that the higher you rose in the scale of hieratic authority the worse were the men in charge. The delightful part of it all was the mans profound seriousness of manner, a thin, magnetic, albeit candle-waxy type of person of about sixty-five who had the force and enthusiasm of a boy.

Ali, yes, you would hear him exclaim often during lunch, I know him well. A greater scoundrel never lived. His father is bishop of Wimbledon or, for variation his father was once rector of Christ Church, Mayfair.

There was a thin, hard, literary lady present, of the obviously and militantly virgin type. She was at the foot of the table, next to the count, but we fell into a discussion of the English womans-suffrage activity under his very nose, the while he talked lightly to Barfleur. She was for more freedom for women, politically and otherwise, in order that they might accomplish certain social reforms. You know the type. How like a sympathetic actress, I thought, to pick a lady of this character to associate with! One always finds these opposing types together.

The thing that interested me was to see this charming little actress keeping up as smart a social form as her means would permit and still hoping after years of effort and considerable success to be taken up and made much of. She could not have been made to believe that society, in its last reaches, is composed of dullness and heaviness of soul, which responds to no schools of the unconventional or the immoral and knows neither flights of fancy nor delicacy and tenderness of emotion.

Individuals like Miss E. think, somehow, that if they achieve a certain artistic success they will be admitted everywhere. Dear aspiring little Miss E.! She could hardly have been persuaded that there are walls that are never scaled by art. And morality, any more than immorality or religion, has nothing to do with some other walls. Force is the thing. And the ultimate art force she did not possess. If she had, she would have been admitted to a certain interchange in certain fields. Society is composed of slightly interchanging groups, some members of which enter all, most members of which never venture beyond their immediate individual circle. And only the most catholic minded and energetic would attempt or care to bother with the labor of keeping in touch with more than one single agreeable circle.

Another evening I went with Barfleur to call on two professional critics, one working in the field of literature, the other in art exclusively. I mention these two men and their labors because they were very interesting to me, representing as they did two fields of artistic livelihood in London and both making moderate incomes, not large, but sufficient to live on in a simple way. They were men of mettle, as I discovered, urgent, thinking types of mind, quarreling to a certain extent with life and fate, and doing their best to read this very curious riddle of existence.

These two men lived in charming, though small quarters, not far from fashionable London, on the fringe of ultra-respectability, if not of it. Mr. F. was a conservative man, thirty-two or thirty-three years of age, pale, slender, remote, artistic. Mr. Tyne was in character not unlike Mr. F., I should have said, though he was the older manartistic, remote, ostensibly cultivated, living and doing all the refined things on principle more than anything else.

It amuses me now when I think of it, for of course neither of these gentlemen cared for me in the least, beyond a mild curiosity as to what I was like, but they were exceedingly pleasant. How did I like London? What did I think of the English? How did London contrast with New York? What were some of the things I had seen?

I stated as succinctly as I could, that I was puzzled in my mind as to what I did think, as I am generally by this 
Hoped for the day when the issue might be tried out physically phantasmagoria called life, while Mr. Tyne served an opening glass of port and I toasted my feet before a delicious grate-fire. Already, as I have indicated in a way, I had decided that England was deficient in the vitality which America now possessescertainly deficient in the raw creative imagination which is producing so many new things in America, but far superior in what, for want of a better phrase, I must call social organization as it relates to social and commercial interchange generally. Something has developed in the English social consciousness a sense of responsibility. I really think that the English climate has had a great deal to do with this. It is so uniformly damp and cold and raw that it has produced a sober-minded race. When subsequently I encountered the climates of Paris, Rome and the Riviera I realized quite clearly how impossible it would be to produce the English temperament there. One can see the dark, moody, passionate temperament of the Italian evolving to perfection under their brilliant skies. The wine-like atmosphere of Paris speaks for itself. London is what it is, and the Englishmen like-wise, because of the climate in which they have been reared.

I said something to this effect without calling forth much protest, but when I ventured that the English might possibly be falling behind in the worlds race and that other nationssuch as the Germans and the Americansmight rapidly be displacing them, I evoked a storm of opposition. The sedate Mr. F. rose to this argument. It began at the dinner-table and was continued in the general living-room later. He scoffed at the suggestion that the Germans could possibly conquer or displace England, and hoped for the day when the issue might be tried out physically. Mr. Tyne good-humoredly spoke of the long way America had to go before it could achieve any social importance even within itself. It was a thrashing whirlpool of foreign elements. He had recently been to the United States, and in one of the British quarterlies then on the stands was a long estimate by him of Americas weaknesses and potentialities. He poked fun at the careless, insulting manners of the people, their love of show, their love of praise. No Englishman, having tasted the comforts of civilized life in England, could ever live happily in America. There was no such thing as a serving class. He objected to American business methods as he had encountered them, and I could see that he really disliked America. To a certain extent he disliked me for being an American, and resented my modest literary reputation for obtruding itself upon England. I enjoyed these two men as exceedingly able combatantsmen against whose wits I could sharpen my own.

I mention them because, in a measure, they suggested the literary and artistic atmosphere of London.


CHAPTER X

SOME MORE ABOUT LONDON

LONDON sings in my ears. I remember writing this somewhere about the fourth or fifth day of my stay. It was delicious, the sense of novelty and wonder it gave me. I am one of those who have been raised on Dickens and Thackeray and Lamb, but I must confess I found little to corroborate the world of vague impressions I had formed. Novels are a mere expression of temperament anyhow.

New York and America are all so new, so lustful of change. Here, in these streets, when you walk out of a morning or an evening, you feel a pleasing stability. London is not going to change under your very eyes. You are not going to turn your back to find, on looking again, a whole sky line effaced. The city is restful, nave, in a way tender and sweet like an old song. London is more fatalistic and therefore less hopeful than New York.

One of the first things that impressed me, as I have said, was the grayish tinge of smoke that was over everythinga faint hazeand the next that as a city, street for street and square for square, it was not so strident as New York or Chicagonot nearly so harsh. The traffic was less noisy, the people more thoughtful and considerate, the so-called rush, which characterizes New York, less foolish. There is something rowdyish and ill-mannered about the street life of American cities. This was not true here. It struck me as simple, sedate, thoughtful, and I could only conclude that it sprang from a less stirring atmosphere of opportunity. I fancy it is harder to get along in London. People do not change from one thing to another so much. The world there is more fixed in a pathetic routine, and people are more conscious of their so-called betters. In so far as I could judge on so short a notice, London seemed to me to represent a mooda uniform, aware, conservative state of being, neither brilliant nor gay anywhere, though interesting always. About Piccadilly Circus, Trafalgar Square, Leicester Square, Charing Cross, and the Strand I suppose the average Londoner would insist that London is very gay; but I could not see it. Certainly it was not gay as similar sections in New York are gay. It is not in the Londoner himself to be so. He is solid, hard, phlegmatic, a little dreary, like a certain type of rain-bird or Northern loon, content to make the best of a rather dreary situation. I hope not, but I felt it to be true.

I do not believe that it is given any writer to wholly suggest a city. The mind is like a voracious fishit would like to eat up all the experiences and characteristics of a city or a nation, but this, fortunately, is not possible. My own mind was busy pounding at the gates of fact, but during all the while I was there I got but a little way. I remember being struck with the nature of St. Jamess Park which was near my hotel, the great column to the Duke of Marlborough, at the end of the street, the whirl of life in Trafalgar Square and Piccadilly Circus which were both very near. The offices I visited in various nearby streets interested me, and the storm of cabs which whirled by all the corners of the region of my hotel. It was described to me as the center of London; and I am quite sure it wasfor clubs, theaters, hotels, smart shops and the like were all here. The heavy trading section was further east along the banks of the Thames, and between that and Regent Street, where my little hotel was located, lay the financial section, sprawling around St. Pauls Cathedral and the Bank of England. One could go out of this great central world easily enoughbut it was only, apparently, to get into minor centers such as that about Victoria Station, Kensington, Paddington, Liverpool Street, and the Elephant and Castle.

I may be mistaken, but London did not seem either so hard or foreign to me as New York. I have lived in New York for years and years and yet I do not feel that it is My city. One always feels in New York, for some reason, as though he might be put out, or even thrown out. There is such a perpetual and heavy invasion of the stranger. Here in London I could not help feeling offhand as though things were rather stable and that I was welcome in the worlds great empire city on almost any basis on which I wished myself taken. That sense of civility and courtesy to which I have already so often referred was everywhere noticeable in mail-men, policemen, clerks, servants. Alas, when I think of New York, how its rudeness, in contrast, shocks me! At home I do not mind. With all the others I endure it. Here in London for the first time in almost any great city I really felt at home.

But the distances! and the various plexi of streets! and the endless directions in which one could go! Lord! Lord! how they confounded me. It may seem odd to make separate comment on something so thoroughly involved with everything else in a trip of this kind as the streets of London; but nevertheless they contrasted so strangely with those of other cities I have seen that I am forced to comment on them. For one thing, they are seldom straight for any distance and they change their names as frequently and as unexpectedly as a thief. Bond Street speedily becomes Old Bond Street or New Bond Street, according to the direction in which you are going; and I never could see why the Strand should turn into Fleet Street as it went along, and then into Ludgate Hill, and then into Cannon Street. Neither could I understand why Whitechapel Road should change to Mile End Road, but that is neither here nor there. The thing that interested me about London was that it was endless and that there were no high buildingsnothing over four or five stories as a rulethough now and then you actually find eight- and nine-story buildingsand that it was homey and simple and sad in some respects. I remember thinking how gloomy were some of the figures I saw trudging here and there in the smoke-grayed streets and the open park spaces. I never saw such sickly, shabby, run-down-at-the-heels, decayed figures in all my lifefigures from which all sap and juice and the freshness of youth and even manhood had long since de-parted. Men and women they were who seemed to emerge out of gutters and cellars where could be neither light nor freshness nor any sense of hope or care, but only eloquent misery. Merciful heaven! I said to myself more than once, is this the figure of a man? That is what life does to some of us. It drains us as dry as the sickled wheat stalks and leaves us to blow in wintry winds. Or it poisons us and allows us to fester and decay within our own skins.

But mostly I have separate, vivid pictures of Londonindividual things that I saw, idle, pointless things that I did, which cheer and amuse and please me even now whenever I think of them. Thus I recall venturing one noon into one of the Lyons restaurants just above Regent Street in Piccadilly and being struck with the size and importance of it even though it was intensely middle class. It was a great chamber, decorated after the fashion of a palace ball-room, with immense chandeliers of prismed glass hanging from the ceiling, and a balcony furnished in cream and gold where other tables were set, and where a large stringed orchestra played continuously during lunch and dinner. An enormous crowd of very commonplace people were thereclerks, minor officials, clergymen, small shop-keepersand the bill of fare was composed of many homely dishes such as beef-and-kidney pie, suet pudding, and the likecombined with others bearing high-sounding French names. I mention this Lyons restaurant because there were several quite like it, and because it catered to an element not reached in quite the same way in America. In spite of the lifted eyebrows with which Barfleur greeted my announcement that I had been there, the food was excellent; and the service, while a little slow for a place of popular patronage, was good. I recall being amused by the tall, thin, solemn English head-waiters in frock coats, leading the exceedingly bourgeois customers to their tables. The English curate with his shovel hat was here in evidence and the minor clerk. I found great pleasure in studying this world, listening to the music, and thinking of the vast ramifications of London which it represented; for every institution of this kind represents a perfect world of people.

Another afternoon I went to the new Roman Catholic Cathedral in Westminster to hear a fourteenth-century chant which was given between two and three by a company of monks who were attached to the church. In the foggy London atmosphere a church of this size takes on great gloom, and the sound of these voices rolling about in it was very impressive. Religion seems of so little avail these days, however, that I wondered why money should be invested in any such structure or liturgy. Or why able-bodied, evidently material-minded men should concern themselves with any such procedure. There were scarcely a half-dozen people present, if so many; and yet this vast edifice echoes every day at this hour with these voicesa company of twenty or thirty fat monks who seemingly might be engaged in something better. Of religionthe spirit as opposed to the formone might well guess that there was little.

From the cathedral I took a taxi, and bustling down Victoria Street, past the Houses of Parliament and into the Strand, came eventually to St. Pauls. Although it was only four oclock, this huge structure was growing dusky, and the tombs of Wellington and Marlborough were already dim. The organist allowed me to sit in the choir stalls with the choristersa company of boys who entered, after a time, headed by deacons and sub-deacons and possibly a canon. A solitary circle of electric bulbs flamed gloomily overhead. By the light of this we were able to make out the liturgy covering this servicethe psalms and prayers which swept sonorously through the building. As in the Roman Catholic Cathedral, I was impressed with the darkness and space and also, though not so much for some reason (temperamental inclination perhaps), with the futility of the procedure. There are some eight million people in London, but there were only twenty-five or thirty here, and I was told that this service was never much more popular. On occasions the church is full enoughfull to overflowingbut not at this time of day. The best that I could say for it was that it had a lovely, artistic import which ought to be encouraged; and no doubt it is so viewed by those in authority. As a spectacle seen from the Thames or other sections of the city, the dome of St. Pauls is impressive, and as an example of English architecture it is dignifiedthough in my judgment not to be compared with either Canterbury or Salisbury. But the interesting company of noble dead, the fact that the public now looks upon it as a national mausoleum and that it is a monument to the genius of Christopher Wren, makes it worth while. Compared with other cathedrals I saw, its chief charm was its individuality. In actual beauty it is greatly surpassed by the pure Gothic or Byzantine or Greek examples of other cities.

One evening I went with a friend of mine to visit the House of Parliament, that noble pile of buildings on the banks of the Thames. For days I had been skirting about them, interested in other things. The clock-tower, with its great round clock-face,twenty-three feet in diameter, some one told me,had been staring me in the face over a stretch of park space and intervening buildings on such evenings as Parliament was in session, and I frequently debated with myself whether I should trouble to go or not, even if some one invited me. I grow so weary of standard, completed things at times! However, I did go. It came about through the Hon. T. P. OConnor, M.P., an old admirer of Sister Carrie, who, hearing that I was in London, invited me. He had just finished reading Jennie Gerhardt the night I met him, and I shall never forget the kindly glow of his face as, on meeting me in the dining-room of the House of Commons, he exclaimed:

Ah, the biographer of that poor girl! And how charming she was, too! Ah me! Ah me!

I can hear the soft brogue in his voice yet, and see the gay romance of his Irish eye. Are not the Irish all inborn cavaliers, anyhow?

I had been out in various poor sections of the city all day, speculating on that shabby mass that have nothing, know nothing, dream nothing; or do they? It was most depressing, as dark fell, to return through long, humble streets alive with a home-hurrying mass of peopleclouds of people not knowing whence they came or why. And now I was to return and go to dine where the laws are made for all England.

I was escorted by another friend, a Mr. M., since dead, who was, when I reached the hotel, quite disturbed lest we be late. I like the man who takes society and social forms seriously, though I would not be that man for all the world. M. was one such. He was, if you please, a stickler for law and order. The Houses of Parliament and the repute of the Hon. T. P. OConnor meant much to him. I can see OConnors friendly, comprehensive eye understanding it allunderstanding in his deep, literary way why it should be so.

As I hurried through Westminster Hall, the great general entrance, once itself the ancient Parliament of England, the scene of the deposition of Edward II, of the condemnation of Charles I, of the trial of Warren Hastings, and the poling of the exhumed head of Cromwell, I was thinking, thinking, thinking. What is a place like this, anyhow, but a fanfare of names? If you know history, the long, strange tangle of steps or actions by which life ambles crab-wise from nothing to nothing, you know that it is little more than this. The present places are the thing, the present forms, salaries, benefices and that dream of the mind which makes it all into something. As I walked through into Central Hall, where we had to wait until Mr. OConnor was found, I studied the high, groined arches, the Gothic walls, the graven figures of the general anteroom. It was all rich, gilded, dark, lovely. And about me was a room full of men all titillating with a sense of their own importancecommoners, lords possibly, call-boys, ushers, and here and there persons crying of Division! Division! while a bell somewhere clanged raucously.

Theres a vote on, observed Mr. M. Perhaps they wont find him right away. Never mind; he ll come.

He did come finally, with, after his first greetings, a Well, now well ate, drink, and be merry, and then we went in.

At table, being an old member of Parliament, he explained many things swiftly and interestingly, how the buildings were arranged, the number of members, the procedure, and the like. He was, he told me, a member from Liverpool, which, by the way, returns some Irish members, which struck me as rather strange for an English city.

Not at all, not at all. The English like the Irish at times, he added softly.

I have just been out in your East End, I said, trying to find out how tragic London is, and I think my mood has made me a little color-blind. It s rather a dreary world, I should say, and I often wonder whether law-making ever helps these people.

He smiled that genial, equivocal, sophisticated smile of the Irish that always bespeaks the bland acceptance of things as they are, and tries to make the best of a bad mess.

Yes, it s bad, and nothing could possibly suggest the aroma of a brogue that went with this,but it s no worse than some of your American citiesLawrence, Lowell, Fall River. (Trust the Irish to hand you an intellectual You re another!) Conditions in Pittsburgh are as bad as anywhere, I think; but its true the East End is pretty bad. You want to remember that it s typical London winter weather were having, and London smoke makes those gray buildings look rather forlorn, its true. But theres some comfort there, as there is everywhere. My old Irish father was one for thinking that we all have our rewards here or hereafter. Perhaps theirs is to be hereafter. And he rolled his eyes humorously and sanctimoniously heavenward.

An able man this, full, as I knew, from reading his weekly and his books, of a deep, kindly understanding of life, but one who, despite his knowledge of the tragedies of existence, refused to be cast down.

He was going up the Nile shortly in a house-boat with a party of wealthy friends, and he told me that Lloyd George, the champion of the poor, was just making off for a winter outing on the Riviera, but that I might, if I would come some morning, have breakfast with him. He was sure that the great commoner would be glad to see me. He wanted me to call at his rooms, his London official offices, as it were, at 5 Morpeth Mansions, and have a pleasant talk with him, which latterly I did.

While he was in the midst of it, the call of Division sounded once more through the halls, and he ran to take his place with his fellow-parliamentarians on some question of presumably vital importance. I can see him bustling away in his long frock coat, his napkin in his hand, ready to be counted yea or nay, as the case might be.

Afterwards when he had outlined for me a tour in Ireland which I must sometime take, he took us up into the members gallery of the Commons in order to see how wonderful it was, and we sat as solemn as owls, contemplating the rather interesting scene below. I can-not say that I was seriously impressed. The Hall of Commons, I thought, was small and stuffy, not so large as the House of Representatives at Washington, by any means.

In delicious Irish whispers he explained a little concerning the arrangement of the place. The seat of the speaker was at the north end of the chamber on a straight line with the sacred wool sack of the House of Lords in another part of the building, however important that may be. If I would look tinder the rather shadowy canopy at the north end of this extremely square chamber, I would see him, smothering under an immense white wig, he explained. In front of the canopy was a table, the speakers table, with presumably the speakers official mace lying upon it. To the right of the speaker were the recognized seats of the government party, the ministers occupying the front bench. And then he pointed out to me Mr. Lloyd George, Mr. Bonar Law (Unionist member and leader of the opposition), and Mr. Winston Churchill, all men creating a great stir at the time. They were whispering and smiling in genial concert, while opposite them, on the left hand of the speaker, where the opposition was gathered, some droning M. P. from the North, I understood, a noble lord, was delivering one of those typically intellectual commentaries in which the British are fond of indulging. I could not see him from where I sat, but I could see him just the same. I knew that he was standing very straight, in the most suitable clothes for the occasion, his linen immaculate, one hand poised gracefully, ready to emphasize some rather obscure point, while he stated in the best English why this and this must be. done. Every now and then, at a suitable point in his argument, some friendly and equally intelligent member would give voice to a soothing Hyah! hyah! or Rathah! Of the four hundred and seventy-six provided seats, I fancy something like over four hundred were vacant, their occupants being out in the dining-rooms, or off in those adjoining chambers where parliamentarians confer during hours that are not pressing, and where they are sought at the call for a division. I do not presume, however, that they were all in any so safe or sane places. I mock-reproachfully asked Mr. OConnor why he was not in his seat, and he said in good Irish:

Me boy, there are thricks in every thrade. Ill be there whin me vote is wanted.

We came away finally through long, floreated passages and towering rooms, where I paused to admire the intricate woodwork, the splendid gilding, and the tier upon tier of carven kings and queens in their respective niches. There was for me a flavor of great romance over it all. I could not help thinking that, pointless as it all might be, such joys and glories as we have are thus compounded. Out of the dull blatherings of half-articulate members, the maunderings of dreamers and schemers, come such laws and such policies as best express the moods of the timeof the British or any other empire. I have no great faith in laws. To me, they are ill-fitting garments at best, traps and mental catch-polls for the unwary only. But I thought as I came out into the swirling city again, It is a strange world. These clock-towers and halls will sometime fall into decay. The dome of our own capital will be rent and broken, and through its ragged interstices will fall the pallor of the moon. But life does not depend upon parliaments or men.


CHAPTER XI

THE THAMES

AS pleasing hours as any that I spent in London were connected with the Thames a murky little stream above London Bridge, compared with such vast bodies as the Hudson and the Mississippi, but utterly delightful. I saw it on several occasions,once in a driving rain off London Bridge, where twenty thousand vehicles were passing in the hour, it was said; once afterward at night when the boats below were faint, wind-driven lights and the crowd on the bridge black shadows. I followed it in the rain from Blackfriars Bridge, to the giant plant of the General Electric Company at Chelsea one afternoon, and thought of Sir Thomas More, and Henry VIII, who married Anne Boleyn at the Old Church near Battersea Bridge, and wondered what they would think of this modern power-house. What a change from Henry VIII and Sir Thomas More to vast, whirling electric dynamos and a London subway system!

Another afternoon, bleak and rainy, I reconnoitered the section lying between Blackfriars Bridge and Tower Bridge and found it very interesting from a human, to say nothing of a river, point of view; I question whether in some ways it is not the most interesting region in London, though it gives only occasional glimpses of the river. London is curious. It is very modern in spots. It is too much like New York and Chicago and Philadelphia and Boston; but here between Blackfriars Bridge and the Tower, along Upper and Lower Thames Street, I found something thing that delighted me. It smacked of Dickens, of Charles II, of Old England, and of a great many forgotten, far-off things which I felt, but could not readily call to mind. It was delicious, this narrow, winding street, with high walls,high because the street was so narrow,and alive with people bobbing along under umbrellas or walking stodgily in the rain. Lights were burning in all the stores and warehouses, dark recesses running back to the restless tide of the Thames, and they were full of an industrious commercial life.

It was interesting to me to think that I was in the center of so much that was old, but for the exact details I confess I cared little. Here the Thames was especially delightful. It presented such odd vistas. I watched the tumbling tide of water, whipped by gusty wind where moderate-sized tugs and tows were going by in the mist and rain. It was delicious, artistic, far more significant than quiescence and sunlight could have made it. I took note of the houses, the doorways, the quaint, winding passages, but for the color and charm they did not compare with the nebulous, indescribable mass of working boys and girls and men and women which moved before my gaze. The mouths of many of them were weak, their noses snub, their eyes squint, their chins undershot, their ears stub, their chests flat. Most of them had a waxy, meaty look, but for interest they were incomparable. American working crowds may be much more chipper, but not more interesting. I could not weary of looking at them.

Lastly I followed the river once more all the way from Cleopatras Needle to Chelsea one heavily down-pouring afternoon and found its mood varying splendidly though never once was it anything more than black-gray, changing at times from a pale or almost sunlit yellow to a solid leaden-black hue. It looked at times as though 
Here the Thames was especially delightful remarkable were about to happen, so weirdly greenish-yellow was the sky above the water; and the tall chimneys of Lambeth over the way, appearing and disappearing in the mist, were irresistible. There is a certain kind of barge which plies up and down the Thames with a collapsible mast and sail which looks for all the world like something off the Nile. These boats harmonize with the smoke and the gray, lowery skies. I was never weary of looking at them in the changing light and mist and rain. Gulls skimmed over the water here very freely all the way from Blackfriars to Battersea, and along the Embankment they sat in scores, solemnly cogitating the state of the weather, perhaps. I was delighted with the picture they made in places, greedy, wide-winged, artistic things.

Finally I had a novel experience with these same gulls one Sunday afternoon. I had been out all morning reconnoitering strange sections of London, and arrived near Blackfriars Bridge about one oclock. I was attracted by what seemed to me at first glance thousands of gulls, lovely clouds of them, swirling about the heads of several different men at various points along the wall. It was too beautiful to miss. It reminded me of the gulls about the steamer at Fishguard. I drew near. The first man I saw was feeding them minnows out of a small box he had purchased for a penny, throwing the tiny fish aloft in the air and letting the gulls dive for them. They ate from his hand, circled above and about his head, walked on the wall before him, their jade bills and salmon-pink feet showing delightfully.

I was delighted, and hurried to the second. It was the same. I found the vender of small minnows near by, a man who sold them for this purpose, and purchased a few boxes. Instantly I became the center of another swirling cloud, wheeling and squeaking in hungry anticipation. It was a great sight. Finally I threw out the last minnows, tossing them all high in the air, and seeing not one escape, while I meditated on the speed of these birds, which, while scarcely moving a wing, rise and fall with incredible swiftness. It is a matter of gliding up and down with them. I left, my head full of birds, the Thames forever fixed in mind.

I went one morning in search of the Tower, and coming into the neighborhood of Eastcheap witnessed that peculiar scene which concerns fish. Fish dealers, or at least their hirelings, always look as though they had never known a bath and are covered with slime and scales, and here, they wore a peculiar kind of rubber hat on which tubs or pans of fish could be carried. The hats were quite flat and round and reminded me of a smashed stovepipe as the silk hat has been derisively called. The peasant habit of carrying bundles on the head was here demonstrated to be a common characteristic of London.

On another morning I visited Pimlico and the neighborhood of Vincent Square. I was delighted with the jumble of life I found there, particularly in Strutton Ground and Churton Street. Horse Ferry Road touched me as a name and Lupus Street was strangely suggestive of a hospital, not a wolf.

It was here that I encountered my first coster cart, drawn by the tiniest little donkey you ever saw, his ears standing up most nobly and his eyes suggesting the mellow philosophy of indifference. The load he hauled, spread out on a large table-like rack and arranged neatly in baskets, consisted of vegetablespotatoes, tomatoes, cabbage, lettuce and the like. A bawling merchant or peddler followed in the wake of the cart, calling out his wares. He was not arrayed in coster uniform, however, as it has been pictured in America. I was delighted to listen to the cockney accent in Strutton Ground where Ere you are, Lydy, could be constantly heard, and Foine potytoes these ere, Madam, hextra noice.

In Earl Street I found an old cab-yard, now turned into a garage, where the remnants of a church tower were visible, tucked away among the jumble of other things. I did my best to discover of what it had been a part. No one knew. The ex-cabman, now dolefully washing the wheels of an automobile, informed me that he had only been work in ere a little wile, and the foreman could not remember. But it suggested a very ancient English world as early as the Normans. Just beyond this again I found the saddest little chapel part of an abandoned machine-shop, with a small hand-bell over the door which was rung by means of a piece of common binding-twine! Who could possibly hear it, I reflected. Inside was a wee chapel, filled with benches constructed of store boxes and provided with an altar where some form of services was conducted. There was no one to guard the shabby belongings of the place and I sat down and meditated at length on the curiosity of the religious ideal.

In another section of the city where I walked Hammersmith and still another Seven Kings I found conditions which I thought approximated those in the Bronx, New York, in Brooklyn, in Chicago and elsewhere. I could not see any difference between the lines of store-front apartment houses in Seven Kings and Hammersmith and Shepherds Bush for that matter, and those in Flatbush, Brooklyn or the South End of Philadelphia. You saw the difference when you looked at the people and, if you entered a tavern, America was gone on the instant. The barmaid settled that and the peculiar type of idler found here. I recall in Seven Kings being entertained by the appearance of the working-men assembled, their. trousers strapped about the knees, their hats or caps pulled jauntily awry. Always the English accent was strong and, at times, here in London, it became unintelligible to me. They have a lingo of their own. In the main I could make it out, allowing for the appearance or disappearance of hs at the most unexpected moments.

The street cars in the outlying sections are quite the same as in America and the variety of stores about as large and bright. In the older portions, however, the twisting streets, the presence of the omnibus in great numbers, and of the taxi-stands at the more frequented corners, the peculiar uniforms of policemen, mail-men, street-sweepers (dressed like Tyrolese mountaineers), messenger-boys, and the varied accoutrements of the soldiery gave the great city an individuality which caused me to realize clearly that I was far from home a stranger in a strange land. As charming as any of the spectacles I witnessed were the Scotch soldiers in bare legs, kilts, plaid and the like swinging along with a heavy stride like Norman horses or singly making love to a cockney English girl on a bus top perhaps. The English craze for pantomime was another thing that engaged my curious attention and why any reference to a mystic and presumably humorous character known as Dirty Dick should evoke such volumes of applause.


CHAPTER XII

MARLOWE

AFTER I had been at Bridgely Level four or five days Barfleur suggested that I visit Marlowe, which was quite near by on the Thames, a place which he said fairly represented the typical small country town of the old school.

You will see there something which is not so generally common now in England as it was a type of life which is changing greatly, I think; and perhaps you had better see that now before you see much more.

I promised to go and Barfleur gave positive instructions as to how this was to be achieved. I was to say to the maid when I would be ready. Promptly at that hour one of the boys was to come and escort me to some point in the road where I could see Marlowe. From there I was to be allowed to proceed alone.

You wont want to be bothered with any company, so just send him back. You ll find it very interesting.

The afternoon had faired up so beautifully that I decided I must go out of doors. I was sick of writing. I gave notice to Dora, the maid, at luncheon that I should want one of the boys for a guide at three oclock, and at ten minutes of the hour Percy entered my room with the air of a soldier.

When shall you be ready for your walk to Marlowe? he asked, in his stately tone.

In just ten minutes now.

And have you any objection to our walking to Marlowe with you?

Are there two of you?

Yes. My brother Charles and myself.

None whatever. Your father does nt mind, does he.?

No, he does nt mind.

So at three Percy and Charles appeared at the window. Their faces were eager with anticipation and I went at once to get my cap and coat. We struck out along a road between green grass, and although it was December you would have thought it April or May. The atmosphere was warm and tinged with the faintest, most delicate haze. A lovely green moss, very fine, like powdered salt, was visible on the trunks of the trees. Crows were in the air, and robins an English robin is a solemn-looking bird on the lawns. I heaved a breath of delight, for after days of rain and chill this burst of golden light was most delicious.

On the way, as I was looking about, I was being called upon to answer questions such as: Are there any trees like these in Amyreeka? Do you have such fine weather in Amyreeka? Are the roads as good as this in Amyreeka?

Quite as good as this, I replied, referring to the one on which we were walking, for it was a little muddy.

The way lay through a patch of nearly leafless trees, the ground strewn thick with leaves, and the sun breaking in a golden shower through the branches. I laughed for joy at being alive the hour was so fine. Presently, after going down a bank so steep that it was impossible not to run if you attempted to walk fast, we came to an open field, the west border of which was protected by a line of willows skirting the banks of a flume which gave into the Thames somewhere. Below the small bridge over which we passed was fastened a small punt, that quaint little boat so common on the Thames. Beyond that was a very wide field, fully twenty acres square, with a yellow path running diagonally across it and at the end of this path was Marlowe.

In the meantime my young friends insisted on discussing the possibility of war between America and England and I was kept busy assuring them that England would not be able to do anything at all with the United States. The United States was so vast, I said. It was full of such smart people. While England was attempting to do something with its giant navy, we should be buying or building wonderful ships and inventing marvelous machines for destroying the enemy. It was useless to plead with me as they did that England had a great army and we none. We can get one, I insisted, oh, a much vaster army than you could.

And then Can-ee-dah, insisted Percy wisely, while you would be building your navy or drilling your army, we should be attacking you through Can-ee-dah.

But Canada does nt like you, I replied. And besides it only has six million people.

He insisted that Canada was a great source and hope and I finally said: Now, I ll tell you what I ll do. You want England to whip the United States, dont you?

Yes, echoed both Percy and Charles heartily.

Very well, then for peace and quiets sake, I ll agree that it can. England can whip the United States both on sea and land. Now is that satisfactory?

Yes, they echoed, unanimously.

Very well then, I laughed. It is agreed that the United States is badly beaten everywhere and always by England. Is nt Marlowe lovely?and fixed my interested gaze on the approaching village.

In the first glimpse of Marlowe some of the most joyous memories of my childhood came back. I dont know whether you as a boy or a girl loved to look in your first reader at pictures of quaint little towns with birds flying above belfries and gabled roofs standing free in some clear, presumably golden air, but I did. And here, across this green field lay a little town, the sweetness of which was most appealing. The most prominent things were an arched bridge and a church, with a square gray belfry, set in a green, tree-grown church-yard. I could see the smooth surface of the Thames running beside it, and as I live, a flock of birds in the sky.

Are those rooks? I asked of Percy, hoping for poetrys sake that they were.

Rooks or crows, he replied, I dont know which.

Are there rooks in Amyreeka?

No there are no rooks.

Ah, thats something.

I walked briskly because I wanted to reach this pretty scene while the sun was still high, and in five minutes or so we were crossing the bridge. I was intensely interested in the low gray stone houses, with here and there a walk in front with a gate, and a very pretty churchyard lying by the water, and the sylvan loveliness of the Thames itself.

On the bridge I stopped and looked at the water. It was as smooth as glass and tinged with the mellow light which the sun casts when it is low in the west. There were some small boats anchored at a gate which gave into some steps leading up to an inn The Compleat Angler. On the other side, back of the church was another inn the Lion and Elk or something like that and below the bridge, more towards the west, an old man in a punt, fishing. There was a very old man such as I have often seen pictured in Punch and the Sketch, sitting near the support of the bridge, a short black pipe between his very wrinkled lips. He was clad in thick greenish-brown clothes and heavy shoes and a low flat hat some curate may have discarded. His eyes, which he turned up at me as I passed, were small and shrewd, set in a withered, wrinkled skin, and his hands were a collection of dried lines, like wrinkled leather.

There, I thought, is a type quite expressive of all England in its rural form. Pictures of England have been teaching me that all my life.

I went into the church, which was located on the site of one built in the thirteenth century and on the wall near the door was a list of the resident vicars and their patrons, beginning with some long-since-forgotten soul. The monks and the abbots of the pre-Reformation period were indicated and the wars of the Reformation also. I think that bridge which I had crossed had been destroyed by Cromwell and rebuilt only sixty or seventy years before, but my memory is not good and I will not guarantee these facts.

From the church we went out into the street and found an old stock inside an iron fence, dating from some older day where they punished people after that fashion. We came to a store which was signaled by a low, small-paned window let into a solid gray wall, where were chocolates and candies and foreign-manufactured goods with labels I had never seen before. It is a strange sensation to go away from home and leave all your own familiar patent medicines and candies and newspapers and whiskies and journey to some place where they never saw or heard of them.

Here was Marlowe, and lovely as it was, I kept saying to myself, Yes, yes, it is delicious, but how terrible it would be to live here! I could nt. Its a dead world. We have passed so far beyond this. I walked through the pretty streets as smooth and clean as though they had been brushed and between rows of low, gray; winding houses which curved in pretty, lines, but for the life of me I could not help swinging between the joy of art for that which is alive and the sorrow for something that is gone and will never be, any more. Everything, everything spoke to me of an older day. These houses all of them were lower than they need be, grayer than they need be, thicker, older, sadder. I could not think of gas or electricity being used here, although they were, or of bright broad windows, open plumbing, modern street cars, a stock of modern, up-to-date goods, which I am sure they contained. I was impressed by a grave silence which is apathetic to me as nothing else a profound peace. I must get out of this, I said to myself, and yet I was almost hugging my self for joy at the same time.

I remember going into one courtyard where an inn might once have been and finding in there a furniture shop, a tin shop, a store room of some kind and a stable, all invisible from the street. Do you recall Dickens description of busy inn scenes? You came into this one under the chamber belonging to a house which was built over the entry way. There was no one visible inside, though a man did cross the court finally with a wheel spoke in his hand. One of the houses or shops had a little circular cupola on it, quite white and pretty and surmounted by a faded weather cock. How lovely, I said, how lovely, but I was as sad as I could be.

In the stores in the main street were always small, many-paned windows. There were no lights as yet and the rooms into which I peered and the private doors gave glimpses of things which reminded me of the poorest, most backward and desolate sections of our own country.

I saw an automobile here and there, not many, and some girls on bicycles,not very good looking. Say what you will, you could not find an atmosphere like this in an American town, however small, unless it had already been practically abandoned. It would not contain a contented population of three or four hundred. Instead of saloons I saw wine and spirit merchants and also Mrs. Jane Sawyer, licensed wine and spirit dealer. The butcher shops were the most American things I saw, because their ruddy goods were all displayed in front with good lights behind, and the next best things were the candy stores. Dressmakers, milliners, grocers, hardware stores, wine shops, anything and everything were apparently concealed by solid gray walls or at best revealed by small-paned windows. In the fading afternoon I walked about hunting for schools, some fine private houses, some sense of modernness but no it was not there. I noticed that in two directions the town came abruptly to an end, as though it had been cut off by a knife, and smooth, open, green fields began. In the distance you could see other towns standing out like the castellated walls of earlier centuries but here was an end, sharp, definite, final.

I saw at one place the end of one of these streets and where the country began an old gray man in a shabby black coat bending to adjust a yoke to his shoulders to the ends of which were attached two buckets filled with water. He had been into a low, gray, one-story inn entitled, Ye Bank of England, before which was set a bench and also a stone hitching post. For all the world he looked like some old man in Hardy, wending his fading, reflective way homeward. I said to myself here England is old; it is evening in England and they are tired.

I went back toward the heart of things along another street, but I found after a time it was merely taking me to another outer corner of the town. It was gray now, and I was saying to my young companions that they must be hurrying on home that I did not intend to go back so soon. Say I will not be home for dinner, I told them, and they left after a time, blessed with some modern chocolate which they craved very much.

Before they left, however, we reconnoitered another street and this led me past low, one-story houses, the like of which, I insist, can rarely be duplicated in America. Do you recall the log cabin? In England it is preserved in stone, block after block of it. It originated there. The people, as I went along, seemed so thick and stolid and silent to me. They were healthy enough, I thought, but they were raw, uncouth, mirthless. There was not a suggestion of gaiety anywhere not a single burst of song. I heard no one whistling. A man came up behind us, driving some cattle, and the oxen were quite upon me before I heard them. But there were no loud cries. He was so ultra serious. I met a man pushing a dilapidated baby carriage. He was a grinder of knives and mender of tinware and this was his method of per-ambulating his equipment. I met another man pushing a hand cart with some attenuated remnants of furniture in it. What is that?I asked. What is he?

Oh, he s somebody who s moving. He has nt a van, you know.

Moving! Here was food for pathetic reflection.

I looked into low, dark doors where humble little tin and glass-bodied lamps were beginning to flicker.

Thank God, my life is different from this, I said, and yet the pathos and the beauty of this town was gripping me firmly. It was as sweet as a lay out of Horace as sad as Keats.

Before a butcher shop I saw a man trying to round up a small drove of sheep. The grayish-yellow of their round wooly backs blended with the twilight. They seemed to sense their impending doom, for they ran here and there, poking their queer thin noses along the ground or in the air and refusing to enter the low, gray entry way which gave into a cobbled yard at the back where were located the deadly shambles they feared. The farmer who was driving them wore a long black coat and he made no sound, or scarcely any.

Sooey! he called softly Ssh, as he ran here and there this way and that.

The butcher or his assistant came out and caught one sheep, possibly the bell-wether, by the leg and hauled him backward into the yard. Seeing this, the silly sheep, not recognizing the enforced leadership, followed after. Could there be a more convincing commentary on the probable manner in which the customs and forms of life have originated?

I walked out another long street, quite alone now in the dusk, and met a man driving an ox, also evidently to market.

There was a school in session at one place, a boys school low, ancient in its exterior equipment and silent as I passed. It was out,but there was no running no hallooing. The boys were going along chatting rather quietly in groups. I do not understand this. The American temper is more ebullient. I went into one bar Mrs. Davidges and found a low, dark room, with a very small grate fire burning and a dark little bar where were some pewter mugs, some pink-colored glasses and a small brass lamp with a reflector. Mrs. Davidge must have served me herself, an old, slightly hunched lady in a black dress and gray gingham apron. Can this place do enough business to support her? I asked myself. There was no one in the shop while I was there.

The charm of Marlowe to me was its extreme remoteness from the life I had been witnessing in London and elsewhere. It was so simple. I had seen a comfortable inn somewhere near the market place and this I was idly seeking, entertaining myself with reflections the while. I passed at one place a gas manufacturing plant which looked modern enough, in so far as its tank was concerned, but not otherwise, and then up one dark street under branches of large trees and between high brick walls, in a low doorway, behind which a light was shining, saw a shovel-hatted curate talking to an old woman in a shawl. All the rest was dark. At another corner I saw a thin old man, really quite reverential looking, with a peaked intelligent face, fine in its lines (like Calvin or Dante or John Knox) and long thin white hair, who was pulling a vehicle a sort of revised baby carriage on which was, of all things, a phonograph with a high flower-like tin horn. He stopped at one corner where some children were playing in the dark and putting on a record ground out a melody which I did not consider very gay or tuneful. The children danced, but not, however, with the lightness of our American children. The people here seemed either like this old man, sad and old and peaked, with a fine intellectuality apparent, or thick and dull and red and stodgy.

When I reached the market I saw a scene which something some book or pictures had suggested to me before. Solid women in shawls and flat, shapeless wrecks of hats, and tall shambling men in queer long coats and high boots drovers they looked like going to and fro. Children were playing about and laborers were going home, talking a dialect which I could not understand, except in part.

Five men came into the square and stood there under the central gas lamp, with its two arms each with a light. One of them left the others and began to sing in front of various doors. He sang and sang Annie Laurie, Auld Lang Syne, Sally in our Alley, in a queer nasal voice, going in and coming out again, empty-handed I fancy. Finally he came to me.

Would you help us on our way? he asked.

Where are you going? I inquired.

We are way-faring workmen, he replied simply, and I gave him some coppers those large English tuppencesthat annoyed me so much. He went back to the others and they stood huddled in the square together like sheep, conferring, but finally they went off together in the dark.

At the inn adjacent I expected to find an exceptional English scene of some kind but I was more or less disappointed. It was homey but not so different from old New England life. The room was large with an open fire and a general table set with white linen and plates for a dozen guests or more. A shambling boy in clothes much too big for him came and took my order, turning up the one light and stirring the fire. I called for a paper and read it and then I sat wondering whether the food would be good or bad.

While I was waiting a second traveler arrived, a small, dapper, sandy-haired person, with shrewd, fresh, inquisitive eyes a self-confident and yet clerkly man.

Good evening, he said, and I gave him the time of day. He bustled to a little writing table nearby and sat down to write, calling for a pen, paper, his slippers I was rather puzzled by that demand and various other things. On sight this gentleman (I suppose the English would abuse me for that word) looked anything but satisfactory. I suspected he was Scotch and that he was cheap minded and narrow. Later something about his manner and the healthy, brisk way in which, when his slippers came, he took off his shoes and put them on quite cheerful and homelike soothed me.

He is nt so bad, I thought. He s probably a traveling salesman the English type. I d better be genial, I may learn something.

Soon the waiter returned (arrayed by this time, remarkable to relate, in a dress suit the size of which was a piece of pure comedy in itself), and brought the stranger toast and chops and tea. The latter drew up to the other end of the table from me with quite an air of appetite and satisfaction.

They dont usually put us fellows in with you, he observed, stating something the meaning of which I did not grasp for the moment. Us traveling men usually have a separate dining- and writing-room. Our place seems to be shut up here to-night for some reason. I would nt have called for my slippers here if they had the other room open.

Oh, that s quite all right, I replied, gathering some odd class distinction. I prefer company to silence. You say you travel?

Yes, I m connected with a house in London. I travel in the south of England.

Tell me, I said, is this a typical English town from the point of view of life and business, or is it the only one of its kind? It s rather curious to me.

It s one of the poorest I know, certainly the poorest I stop at. There is no life to speak of here at all. If you want to see a typical English town where there s more life and business you want to see Canterbury or Maidenhead. No, no, you must nt judge England by this. I suppose you re traveling to see things. You re not English, I see.

No, I m from America. I come from New York.

I had a strong notion before I came to London to go to America after I left school and to have heard him pronounce school alone would have settled his identity for those who know the Scotch. Some of my friends went there, but I decided not. I thought Id try London instead and Im glad I did.

You like it?

Oh, yes, from a money point I do. I make perhaps fifty per cent. more than I did in Scotland but I may say, too, it costs me almost fifty per cent. more to live. He said this with a sigh. I could see Scotch thrift sticking out all over him. An interesting little man he proved, very intelligent, very cautious, very saving. You could see early religious training and keen desire to get up in the world in his every gesture.

We fell into a most interesting conversation, to me, for knowing so little of England I was anxious to know more. Despite the littleness of my companion and his clerkly manner I found him entertaining. He wanted to know what I thought of England and I told him as much as I could judge by a few days stay. He told me something of London life its streets, sections and so on and asked a great many questions about America. He had the ability to listen intelligently which is a fine sign. He wanted to know particularly what traveling salesmen receive in America and how far their money goes. He was interested to know the difference between English and American railroads. By this time the meal had ended and we were toasting our toes before the fire. We were quite friendly.

Its some little distance back to my place and I think I ll be going, I said. I dont know whether I really know how to get there, but Ill try. I understand there is no direct railroad connection between here and there. I may not be able to find my way at night as it is.

Well, I ll walk with you a little way if you dont mind, he replied solicitously. I have nothing else to do.

The idea of companionship soothed me. Walking around alone and standing in the market place looking at the tramping men had given me the blues. I felt particularly lonely at moments, being away from America, for the difference in standards of taste and action, the difference in modes of thought and practice, and the difference in money and the sound of human voices was growing on me. When you have lived in one country all your life and found yourself comfortable in all its ways and notions and then suddenly find yourself out of it and trying to adjust yourself to things that are different in a hundred little ways, it is rather hard.

Thats very nice of you. Id like to have you, and out we went, paying our bills and looking into a misty night. The moon was up but there was a fairly heavy fog and Marlowe looked sheeted and gray. Because I stated I had not been in any of the public houses and was interested to go, he volunteered to accompany me, though I could see that this was against his principles.

I dont drink myself, he observed, but I will go in with you if you want to. Heres one.

We entered and found a rather dimly lighted room, gas with a mantle over it,set with small tables and chairs, and a short bar in one corner. Mrs. Davidges bar had been short, too, only her room was dingier and small. A middle-sized Englishman, rather stout, came out of a rear door, opening from behind the bar, and asked us what we would have. My friend asked for root beer. I noticed the unescapable open fire and the array of pink and green and blue wine glasses. Also the machinery for extracting beer and ale from kegs, a most brassy and glowing sight. Our host sold cigars and there were boards about on the tables for some simple games.

This and a half-dozen other places into which we ventured gave me the true spirit of Marlowes common life. I recalled at once the vast difference between this and the average American small town saloon. In the latter (Heaven preserve us from it) the trade might be greater or it might not, but the room would be larger, the bar larger, the flies, dirt, odor, abominable. I hope I am not traducing a worthy class, but the American saloon keeper of small town proclivities has always had a kind of horror for me. The implements of his trade have always been so scummy and ill-kept. The American place would be apt to be gayer, rougher, noisier. I am thinking of places in towns of the same size. Our host was no more like an American barkeeper than a bee is like a hornet. He was a peaceful-looking man, homely, family marked, decidedly dull. Your American country barkeeper is another sort, more intelligent, perhaps, but less civil, less sensible and reliable looking. The two places were miles apart in quality and feeling. Here in Marlowe and elsewhere in England, wherever I had occasion to inspect them, the public houses of the small-town type were a great improvement over the American variety. They were clean and homelike and cheerful. The array of brass, the fire, the small tables for games, all pleased me. I took it to be a place more used as a country club or meeting-house than as in our case a grimy, orgiastic resort. If there were drunken men or women in any of the pubs, this night I did not see them. My Scotch friend assured me that he believed them, ordinarily, to be fairly respectable.

Not knowing my way through the woods adjacent and having spent much time in this way I finally decided to take a train or conveyance of some kind. But there was no train to be had for some time to come. The trains there were did not run my way and no flywould convey me, as one bar mistress informed me, because there was a hard hill to climb and the rain which had fallen during the day had made the roads bad. I began to meditate returning to the inn. Finally the lady observed, I can tell you how to get there, if you want to walk. Its not more than an hour and it is a perfectly good road all the way. She drew with her finger an outline of the twists of the road. If youre not afraid of a few screech owls, theres nothing to harm you. You go to the bridge up here, cross it and take the first road to your left. When you come to a culvert about a mile out you will find three roads dividing there. One goes down the hollow to somewhere, I forgot the name; one goes up the hill to Bridgely Level, its a bridle path; and one goes to the right. Its a smooth, even road thats the one you want.

It was a lovely night. The moon overhead was clear and bright and the fog gave the fields a white eerie look. As we walked, my friend regaled me with what he said was a peculiar custom among English traveling men. At all English inns there is what is known as the traveling mens club. The man who has been present at any inn on any stated occasion for the greatest number of hours or days is ipso facto, president of this club. The traveling man who has been there next longest if only for ten minutes less than the first, or more than the third, is vice president. Every inn serves what is known as the traveling mans dinner at twelve oclock or thereabouts and he who is president by virtue of the qualifications above described, is entitled to sit at the head of the table and carve and serve the roast. The vice president, if there be one, sits at the foot of the table and carves and serves the fowl. When there are two or more traveling men present, enough to provide a president and a vice president for this dinner, there is a regular order of procedure to be observed. The president arriving takes his seat first at the head of the table; the vice president then takes his place at the foot of the table. The president, when the roast beef is served, lifts the cover of the dish and says, Mr. Vice President, we have here, I see, some roast beef. The vice president then lifts the cover of his dish and says, Mr. President we have here, I see, some roast goose. Gentlemen, then says the president, bowing to the others present, the dinner is for all, and begins serving the roast. The vice president later does his duty in turn. The next day in all likelihood, the vice president or some other becomes president, and so it goes. My little Scotchman was most interested in telling me this, for it appealed to his fancy as it did to mine and I could see he relished the honor of being president in his turn.

It was while he was telling this that we saw before us three paths, the middle one and the one to the right going up through the dark woods, the one to the left merely skirting the woods and keeping out in the light.

Lets see, its the left you want, is nt it? he asked.

No, its the right, I replied.

I think she said the left, he cautioned. Well, anyhow heres a sign post. You lift me up and Ill read what it says.

It was nt visible from the ground.

I caught him about the legs and hoisted him aloft and he peered closely at all three signs. He was a dapper, light little man.

You re right, he said.

We shook hands and wished each other luck. He struck off back along the road he had come in the fog and I mounted musingly through the woods. It was dark and delightfully odorous, the fog in the trees, struck by the moonlight, looking like moving sheeted ghosts. I went on gaily expecting to hear a screech owl but not one sounded. After perhaps fifteen or twenty minutes of walking I came out into the open road and then I found that I really did not know where Bridgely Level was after all. There was no sign.

I went from house to house in the moonlight it was after midnight rousing drowsy Englishmen who courteously gave me directions and facing yowling dogs who stood in the open roadway and barked. I had to push one barking guardian out of the way with my hands. All was silent as a church yard. Finally I came to a family of Americans who were newly locating for the winter not far from Bridgely Level and they put me right. I recall the comment of the woman who opened the door: Youre an American, are nt you? and the interest she took in being sure that I would find my way. When I finally reached my door I paused in the garden to survey the fog-lined valley from which came the distant bark of a dog.


CHAPTER XIII

LILLY: A GIRL OF THE STREETS

I STOOD one evening in Piccadilly, at the dinner hour, staring into the bright shop windows. Londons display of haberdashery and gold and silver ornaments interests me intensely. It was drizzling and I had no umbrella; yet that situation soon ceases to annoy one in England. I walked on into Regent Street and stopped under an arc light to watch the home-surging crowds the clerks, men and women, the boys and girls.

The thought was with me as I walked in the rain, Where shall I dine? How shall I do it? I wandered through New Bond Street; and looking idly at the dark stores, as I came back along Piccadilly, I saw two girls, arm in arm, pass by. One of them looked over her shoulder at me and smiled. She was of medium size and simply dressed. She was pretty in the fresh English way, with large, too innocent eyes. The girls paused before a shop window and as I stopped beside them and looked at the girl who had smiled, she edged over toward me and I spoke to her.

Would nt you like to take the two of us? she asked with that quaint odd accent of the Welsh. Her voice was soft and her eyes were as blue and weak in their force as any unsophisticated girls might well be.

This girl is nt hard and vulgar, I said to myself. I suppose we all pride ourselves on knowing something of character in women. I thought I did.

No, I replied rather directly to her question. Not to-night. But lets you and I go somewhere for dinner.

Would you mind givin my friend a shillin? she asked.

Not at all, I replied. There you are.

It was a wet night, chill and dreary, and on second thought I made it half-a-crown. The second girl went away a girl with a thin white face and I turned to my companion.

Now, I said, what shall we do? It was nearly eight oclock and I was wondering where I could go with such a girl to dine. Her clothes, I perceived, were a mere patchwork. Her suit was of blue twill, worn shiny. She wore the cheapest kind of a feather boa and her hat was pathetic. But the color of her cheeks was that wonderful apple color of the English and her eyes really her eyes were quite a triumph of nature soft and deep blue, and not very self-protective.

Poor little storm-blown soul, I thought as I looked at her. Your life is nt much. A vague, conscienceless thing (in the softer sense of that word). You have a chilly future before you.

She looked as though she might be nineteen.

Lets see! Have you had your dinner? I asked.

No, sir.

Where is there a good restaurant? Not too smart, you know.

Well, theres L.s Corner House.

Oh, yes, where is that? Do you go there yourself, occasionally?

Oh, yes, quite often. Its very nice, I think.

We might go there, I said. Still, on second thought, I dont think we will just now. Where is the place you go to the place you take your friends?

Its at No. Great Titchfield Street.

Is that an apartment or a hotel?

Its a flat, sir, my flat. The lady lets me bring my friends there. If you like, though, we could go to a hotel. Perhaps it would be better.

I could see that she was uncertain as to what I would think of her apartment.

And where is the hotel? Is that nice?

Its pretty good, sir, not so bad.

I smiled. She was holding a small umbrella over her head.

We had better take a taxi and get out of this rain.

I put up my hand and hailed one. We got in, the driver obviously realizing that this was a street liaison, but giving no sign. London taxi-drivers, like London policemen, are the pink of civility.

This girl was civil, obliging. I was contrasting her with the Broadway and the American type generally hard, cynical little animals. The English, from prostitutes to queens, must have an innate sense of fair play in the social relationship of live and let live. I say this in all sincerity and with the utmost feeling of respect for the nation that has produced it. They ought to rule, by right of courtesy. Alas, I fear me greatly that the force and speed of the American, his disregard for civility and the waste of time involved, will change all this.

In the taxi I did not touch her, though she moved over near to me in that desire to play her rle conscientiously line by line, scene by scene.

Have we far to go? I asked perfunctorily.

Not very, only a little way.

How much ought the cab charge to be?

Not more than eight or ten pence, sir. Then, Do you like girls, sir? she asked quaintly in a very human effort to be pleasant under the circumstances.

No, I replied, lying cautiously.

She looked at me uncertainly a little over-awed, I think. I was surely a strange fish to swim into her net anyhow.

Very likely you dont like me then?

I am not sure that I do. How should I know? I never saw you before in my life. I must say you have mighty nice eyes, was my rather banal reply.

Do you think so? She gave me a sidelong, speculative look.

What nationality are you? I asked.

Im Welsh, she replied.

I did nt think you were English exactly. Your tone is softer.

The taxi stopped abruptly and we got out. It was a shabby-looking building with a tea- or coffee-room on the ground floor, divided into small rooms separated by thin, cheap, wooden partitions. The woman who came to change me a half sovereign in order that I might pay the driver, was French, small and cleanly looking. She was pleasant and brisk and her whole attitude reassured me at once. She did not look like a person who would conspire to rob, and I had good reason to think more clearly of this as we came out later.

This way, said my street girl, we go up here.

And I followed her up two flights of thinly carpeted stairs into a small dingy room. It was clean, after the French fashion.

Its not so bad? she asked with a touch of pride.

No. Not at all.

Will you pay for the room, please?

The landlady had followed and was standing by.

I asked how much and found I was to be charged five shillings which seemed a modest sum.

The girl locked the door, as the landlady went out, and began taking off her hat and jacket. She stood before me with half-challenging, half-speculative eyes. She was a slim, graceful, shabby figure and a note of pathos came out unexpectedly in a little air of bravado as she rested one hand on her hip and smiled at me. I was standing in front of the mantelpiece, below which was the grate ready to be fired. The girl stood beside me and watched and plainly wondered. She was beginning to suspect that I was not there on the usual errand. Her eyes, so curiously soft and blue, began to irritate me. Her hair I noticed was brown but coarse and dusty not well kept. These poor little creatures know absolutely nothing of the art of living or fascination. They are the shabbiest pawns in life, mere husks of beauty and living on husks.

Sit down, please, I said. She obeyed like a child.

So you re Welsh. What part of Wales do you come from?

She told me some outlandish name.

What were your parents? Poor, I suppose.

Indeed not, she bridled with that quaint country accent. My father was a grocer. He had three stores.

I dont believe it, I said mockingly. You women lie so. I dont believe you re telling me the truth.

It was brutal, but I wanted to get beneath the conventional lies these girls tell, if I could.

Why not? Her clear eyes looked into mine.

Oh, I dont. You dont look to me like the daughter of a man who owned three grocery stores. That would mean he was well-to-do. You dont expect me to believe that, with you leading this life in London?

She bristled vaguely but without force.

Believe it or not, she said sullenly. It s so.

Tell me, I said, how much can you make out of this business?

Oh, sometimes more, sometimes less. I dont walk every day. You know I only walk when I have to. If I pick up a gentleman and if he gives me a good lot I dont walk very soon again not until that s gone. I I dont like to very much.

What do you call a good lot?

Oh, all sorts of sums. I have been given as high as six pounds.

That is nt true, I said. You know it is nt true. You re talking for effect.

The girls face flushed.

It is true. As I m alive it s true. It was nt in this very room, but it was in this house. He was a rich American. He was from New York. All Americans have money. And he was drunk.

Yes, all Americans may have money, I smiled sardonically, but they dont go round spending it on such as you in that way. You re not worth it.

She looked at me, but no angry rage sprang to her eyes.

Its true just the same, she said meekly. You dont like women, do you? she asked.

No, not very much.

You re a woman-hater. That s what you are. I ve seen such.

Not a woman-hater, no. Simply not very much interested in them.

She was perplexed, uncertain. I began to repent of my boorishness and recklessly lighted the fire (cost one shilling). We drew up chairs before it and I plied her with questions. She told me of the police regulations which permit a woman to go with a man, if he speaks to her first, without being arrested not otherwise and of the large number of women who are in the business. Piccadilly is the great walking-ground, I understood, after one oclock in the morning; Leicester Square and the regions adjacent, between seven and eleven. There is another place in the East End I dont recall where where the poor Jews and others walk, but they are a dreadful lot, she assured me. The girls are lucky if they get three shillings and they are poor miserable drabs. I thought at the time, if she would look down on them, what must they be?

Then, somehow, because the conversation was getting friendly, I fancy, this little Welsh girl decided perhaps that I was not so severe as I seemed. Experience had trained her to think constantly of how much money she could extract from men not the normal fee, there is little more than a poor living in that, but extravagant sums which produce fine clothes and jewels, according to their estimate of these things. It is an old story. Other women had told her of their successes. Those who know anything of women the street type know how often this is tried. She told the customary story of the man who picked her up and, having escorted her to her room, offered her a pound when three or four pounds or a much larger sum even was expected. The result was, of course, according to her, dreadful for the man. She created a great scene, broke some pottery over his head, and caused a general uproar in the house. It is an old trick. Your timid man hearing this and being possibly a new or infrequent adventurer in this world, becomes fearful of a scene. Many men are timid about bargaining with a woman beforehand: It smacks too much of the brutal and evil and after all there is a certain element of romance involved in these drabby liaisons for the average man, even if there is none as there is none for the woman. It is an old, sad, sickening, grim story to most of them and men are fools, dogs, idiots, with rarely anything fine or interesting in their eyes. When they see the least chance to betray one of them, to browbeat and rob or overcharge him in any way and by any trick, they are ready to do it. This girl, Lilly E, had been schooled by perhaps a hundred experienced advisers of the street as to how this was done. I know this is so, for afterwards she told me of how other women did it.

But to continue: He laid a sovereign on the table and I went for him, she said.

I smiled, not so much in derision as amusement. The story did not fit her. Obviously it was not so.

Oh, no, you did nt, I replied. You are telling me one of the oldest stories of the trade. Now the truth is you are a silly little liar and you think you are going to frighten me, by telling me this, into giving you two or three pounds. You can save yourself the trouble. I dont intend to do it.

I had every intention of giving her two or three if it suited my mood later, but she was not to know this now.

My little Welsh girl was all at sea at once. Her powerless but really sweet eyes showed it. Something hurt the pathos of her courage and endurance in the face of my contemptuous attitude. I had made fun of her obvious little lies and railed at her transparent tricks.

I m a new experience in men, I suggested.

Men! I dont want to know anything more about them, she returned with sudden fury. I m sick of them the whole lot of them! If I could get out of this I would. I wish I need never see another man!

I did not doubt the sincerity of this outburst. But I affected not to believe her.

It s true! she insisted sullenly.

You say that, but that s talk. If you wanted to get out, you would. Why dont you get a job at something? You can work.

I dont know any trade now and I m too old to learn.

What nonsense! You re not more than nineteen and you could do anything you pleased. You wont though. You are like all the others. This is the easy way. Come, I said more gently, put on your things and let s get out of this.

Obediently and without a word she put on her coat and her bedraggled hat and we turned to the door.

Look here, I said, I have nt meant to be unkind. And Heaven knows I ve no right to throw stones at you. We are all in a bad mess in this world you and I, and the rest. You dont know what I m talking about and it does nt matter. And now let s find a good quiet restaurant where we can dine slowly and comfortably like two friends who have a lot to talk over.

In a moment she was all animation. The suggestion that I was going to act toward her as though she were a lady was, according to her standards, wildly unconventional.

Well, you re funny, she replied, laughing; you really are funny. And I could see that for once, in a long time, perhaps, the faintest touch of romance had entered this sordid world for her.

As we came out, seeing that my attitude had changed so radically, she asked, Would you get me a box of cigarettes? I have nt any change.

Surely, I said, and we stepped into a tobacconists shop. From there we took a taxi to a certain restaurant, which she seemed to regard as sufficiently luxurious; and from there but Ill tell this in detail.

Tell me, I said, after she had given the order, picking something for herself and me; you say you come from Wales. Tell me the name of a typical mining-town which is nearer London than some of the others some place which is really poor and hard-worked.

Well, where I come from was pretty bad, she ventured, giving me some unpronounceable name. The people have nt got much to live on there.

I wish you might have heard the peculiar purr of her accent.

And how far is that?

She gave me the hours from London and the rail-road fare in shillings. I think it was about three hours at most.

And Cardiffs pretty bad, she added. There s lots of mines there. Very deep ones, too. The people are poor there.

Have you ever been in a mine?

Yes, sir.

I smiled at her civility, for in entering and leaving the room of the house of assignation, she had helped me on and off with my overcoat, quite as a servant might.

I learned a little about Wales through her its ill-paid life and then we came back to London. How much did the average street girl really make? I wanted to know. She could nt tell me and she was quite honest about it.

Some make more than others, she said. I m not very good at it, she confessed. I cant make much. I dont know how to get money out of men.

I know you dont, I replied with real sympathy. You re not brazen enough. Those eyes of yours are too soft. You should nt lie though, Lilly. You re better than that. You ought to be in some other work, worse luck.

She did nt answer, choosing to ignore my petty philosophic concern over something of which I knew so little.

We talked of girls the different kinds. Some were really very pretty, some were not. Some had really nice figures, she said, you could see it. Others were made up terribly and depended on their courage or their audacity to trick money out of men dissatisfied men. There were regular places they haunted, Piccadilly being the best the only profitable place for her kind and there were no houses of ill repute the police did not allow them.

Yes, but that cant be, I said. And the vice of London is nt concentrated in just this single spot. The restaurant we were in a large but cheap affair was quite a center, she said. There must be other places. All the women who do this sort of thing dont come here. Where do they go?

Theres another place along Cheapside.

It appeared that there were certain places where the girls congregated in this district saloons or quasi-restaurants, where they could go and wait for men to speak to them. They could wait twenty minutes at a time and then if no one spoke to them they had to get up and leave, but after twenty minutes or so they could come back again and try their luck, which meant that they would have to buy another drink. Meantime there were other places and they were always full of girls.

You shall take me to that Cheapside place, I suggested. I will buy you more cigarettes and a box of candy afterwards. I will pay you for your time.

She thought about her traveling companion whom she had agreed to meet at eleven, and finally promised. The companion was to be left to her fate.

While we dined we talked of men and the types they admired. Englishmen, she thought, were usually attracted toward French girls and Americans liked English girls, but the great trick was to get yourself up like an American girl and speak her patois imitate her slang, because she was the most popular of all.

Americans and English gentlemen she herself made that odd distinction like the American girl. I m sometimes taken for one, she informed me, and this hat is like the American hats.

It was. I smiled at the compliment, sordid as it may appear.

Why do they like them? I asked.

Oh, the American girl is smarter. She walks quicker. She carries herself better. Thats what the men tell me.

And you are able to deceive them?

Yes.

Thats interesting. Let me hear you talk like an American. How do you do it?

She pursed her lips for action. Well, I guess I ll have to go now, she began. It was not a very good imitation. All Americans say I guess, she informed me.

And what else? I said.

Oh, let me see. She seemed lost for more. You teach me some, she said. I knew some other words, but I forget.

For half an hour I coached her in American slang. She sat there intensely interested while I drilled her simple memory and her lips in these odd American phrases, and I confess I took a real delight in teaching her. She seemed to think it would raise her market value. And so in a way I was aiding and abetting vice. Poor little Lilly E! She will end soon enough.

At eleven we departed for the places where she said these women congregated and then I saw what the London underworld of this kind was like. I was told afterwards that it was fairly representative.

This little girl took me to a place on a corner very close to a restaurant we were leaving I should say two blocks. It was on the second floor and was reached by a wide stairway, which gave into a room like a circle surrounding the head of the stairs as a center. To the left, as we came up, was a bar attended by four or five pretty barmaids, and the room, quite small, was crowded with men and women. The women, or girls rather, for I should say all ranged somewhere between seventeen and twenty-six, were good looking in an ordinary way, but they lacked the go of their American sisters.

The tables at which they were seated were ranged around the walls and they were drinking solely to pay the house for allowing them to sit there. Men were coming in and going out, as were the other girls. Sometimes they came in or went out alone. At other times they came in or went out in pairs. Waiters strolled to and fro, and the etiquette of the situation seemed to demand that the women should buy port wine why, I dont know. It was vile stuff, tasting as though it were prepared of chemicals and I refused to touch it. I was shown local detectives, girls who worked in pairs, and those lowest of all creatures, the men who traffic in women. I learned now that London closes all its restaurants, saloons, hotel bars and institutions of this kind promptly at twelve-thirty, and then these women are turned out on the streets.

You should see Piccadilly around one oclock in the morning, my guide had said to me a little while before, and now I understood. They were all forced out into Piccadilly from everywhere.

It was rather a dismal thing sitting here, I must confess. The room was lively enough, but this type of life is so vacant of soul. It is precisely as though one stirred in straw and sawdust, expecting it to be vigorous with the feel of growing life and freshness, such as one finds in a stalk or tree. It is a world of dead ideals I should say or, better yet, a world in which ideals never had a chance to grow. The women were the veriest birds of prey, cold, weary, disillusioned, angry, dull, sad, perhaps; the men were victims of carnal desire without the ability to understand how weary and disgusted the women were who sought to satisfy them. No clear understanding of life on either side; no suggestion of delicacy or romance. No subtlety of lure or parade. Rather, coarse, hard bargaining in which robbery and abuse and bitter recrimination play a sodden part. I know of nothing so ghastly, so suggestive of a totally dead spirit, so bitter a comment on life and love and youth and hope as a street girls weary, speculative, commercial cry of Hello, sweetheart!

From this first place we went to others not so good, Lilly told me.

It is a poor world. I do not attempt to explain it. The man or woman of bridled passion is much better off. As for those others, how much are they themselves to blame? Circumstances have so large a part in it. I think, all in all, it is a deadly hell-hole; and yet I know that talking is not going to reform it. Life, in my judgment, does not reform. The world is old. Passion in all classes is about the same. We think this shabby world is worst because it is shabby. But is it? Is nt it merely that we are different used to different things? I think so.

After buying her a large box of candy I hailed a taxi and took my little girl home to her shabby room and left her. She was very gay. She had been made quite a little of since we started from the region of rented rooms. Her purse was now the richer by three pounds. Her opinion had been asked, her advice taken, she had been allowed to order. I had tried to make her feel that I admired her a little and that I was sorry for her a little. At her door, in the rain, I told her I might use some of this experience in a book sometime. She said, Send me a copy of your book. Will I be in it?

Yes.

Send it to me, will you?

If you re here.

Oh, I ll be here. I dont move often.

Poor little Welsh waif! I thought, how long, how long, will she be here before she goes down before the grim shapes that lurk in her dreary path disease, despair, death?


CHAPTER XIV

LONDON; THE EAST. END

AS interesting as any days that I spent in London were two in the East End, though I am sorry to add more drabby details to those just narrated. All my life I had heard of this particular section as grim, doleful, a center and sea of depraved and depressed life.

Nothing like the East End of London, I have heard people say, and before I left I expected to look over it, of course. My desire to do so was whetted by a conversation I had with the poet, John Masefield, who, if I remember rightly, had once lived in the extreme East End of London, Canningtown. He had talked of the curious physical condition of the people which he described as bluggy or stagnant. Little intelligence in the first place, according to him, seemed to be breeding less and less intelligence as time went on. Poverty, lack of wits, lack of ambition were fostering in-breeding. Such things are easy to say. No one can really tell. Even more interesting to me was the proffered information concerning East End amusements calf-eating contests, canary-singing contests, whiffet races, pigeon-eating contests. I was told it would be hard to indicate how simple-minded the people were in many things and yet how low and dark in their moods, physical and moral. I got a suggestion of this some days later, when I discovered in connection with the police courts that every little while the court-room is cleared in order that terrible, unprintable, almost unbearable testimony may be taken. What he said to me somehow suggested the atmosphere of the Whitechapel murders those demoniac crimes that had thrilled the world a few years before.

I must confess that my first impression was one of disappointment. America is strident and its typical East Side and slum conditions are strident also. There is no voiceless degradation that I have ever seen in America. The East Side of New York is unquestionably one of the noisiest spots in the world, if not the worst. It is so full of children so full of hope too.

I was surprised to find how distinctly different are the two realms of poverty in New York and London.

On my first visit I took the subway or tube to St. Marys Station, Whitechapel, and getting out, investigated all that region which lies between there and the Great Eastern Railway Station and Bethnal Green and Shoreditch. I also reconnoitered Bethnal Green.

It was a chill, gray, January day. The London haze was gray and heavy, quite depressing. Almost at once I noticed that this region which I was in, instead of being strident and blatant as in America, was peculiarly quiet. The houses, as in all parts of London, were exceedingly low, two and three stories, with occasional four- and five-story buildings for variation, but all built out of that drab, yellowish-gray brick which when properly smoked has such a sad and yet effective air. The streets were not narrow, as in New Yorks East Side, quite the contrary; but the difference in crowds, color, noise, life, was astounding. In New York the East Side streets, as I have said, are almost invariably crowded. Here they were almost empty. The low doors and areaways oozed occasional figures who were either thin, or shabby, or dirty, or sickly, but a crowd was not visible anywhere. They seemed to me to slink along in a half-hearted way and I, for one, experienced no sense of desperado criminality of any kind only a low despair. The people looked too meek too law-governed. The policeman must be an immense power in London. Vice? yes. Poverty? yes. I saw young boys and girls with bodies which seemed to me to be but half made up by nature half done. They were ambling, lackadaisical, weary-looking. Low? yes, in many cases. Filthy? yes. Savage or dangerous? not at all. I noticed the large number of cheap cloth caps worn by the men and boys and the large number of dull gray shawls wrapped slatternwise about the shoulders of the women. This world looked sad enough in all conscience, inexpressibly so, but because of the individual houses in many instances, the clean streets and the dark tiny shops, not unendurable even homey in instances. I ventured to ask a stalwart London policeman they are all stalwart in London Where are the very poor in the East End the poorest there are?

Well, most of these people hereabouts have little enough to live on, he observed, looking straight before him with that charming soldierly air the London police-men have his black strap under his chin.

I walked long distances through such streets as Old Montague, King Edward, Great Carden, Hope, Brick Lane, Salesworthy, Flower, Dean, Hare, Fuller, Church Row, Cheshire, Hereford, a long, long list, too long to give here, coming out finally at St. Johns Catholic Church at Bethnal Green and taking a car line for streets still farther out. I had studied shops, doorways, areas, windows, with constant curiosity. The only variation I saw to a dead level of sameness, unbroken by trees, green places or handsome buildings of any kind, were factory chimneys and endless charitable institutions covering, apparently, every form of human weakness or deficiency, but looking as if they were much drearier than the thing they were attempting to cure. One of them I remember was an institution for the orphans of seamen, and another a hospital for sick Spanish Jews. The lodging-houses for working-girls and working-boys were so numerous as to be discouraging and so dreary looking that I marveled that any boy or girl should endure to live in them. One could sense all forms of abuse and distress here. It would spring naturally out of so low a grade of intelligence. Only a Dickens, guided by the lamp of genius, could get at the inward spirit of these, and then perhaps it would not avail. Life, in its farthest reaches, sinks to a sad ugly mess and stays there.

One of the places that I came upon in my perambulations was a public washhouse, laundry and bath, established by the London County Council, if I remember rightly, and this interested me greatly. It was near Winchester Street and looked not unlike a low, one-story, factory building. Since these things are always fair indications of neighborhoods, I entered and asked permission to inspect it. I was directed to the home or apartment of a small martinet of a director or manager, quite spare and dark and cockney, who frowned on me quizzically when he opened his door, a perfect devil of a cheap superior who was for putting me down with a black look. I could see that it was one of the natives he was expecting to encounter.

I would like to look over the laundry and baths, I said.

Where do you come from? he asked.

America, I replied.

Oh! Have you a card?

I gave him one. He examined it as though by some chance it might reveal something concerning me. Then he said if I would go round to the other side he would admit me. I went and waited a considerable time before he appeared. When he did, it was to lead me with a very uncertain air first into the room filled with homely bath closets, where you were charged a penny more or less according to whether you had soap and towel or not and where the tubs were dreary affairs with damp-looking wooden tops or flanges, and thence into the washroom and laundry-room, where at this time in the afternoon about four oclock perhaps a score of women of the neighborhood were either washing or ironing.

Dreary! dreary! dreary! Ghastly! In Italy, later, and southern France, I saw public washing under the sky, beside a stream or near a fountain a broken, picturesque, deliciously archaic fountain in one instance. Here under gray skies, in a gray neighborhood, and in this prison-like washroom was one of the most doleful pictures of life the mind of man could imagine. Always when I think of the English, I want to go off into some long analysis of their character. We have so much to learn of life, it seems to me, and among the first things is the chemistry of the human body. I always marvel at the nature of the fluids which make up some people. Different climates must produce different kinds, just as they produce strange kinds of trees and animals. Here in England this damp, gray climate produces a muggy sort of soul which you find au naturel only when you walk among the very poor in such a neighborhood as this. Here in this wash-house I saw the low English au naturel, but no passing commentary such as this could do them justice. One would have to write a book in order to present the fine differences. Weakness, lowness of spirit, a vague comprehension of only the simplest things, combined with a certain meaty solidarity, gave me the creeps. Here they were, scrubbing or ironing; strings tied around their protuberant stomachs to keep their skirts up; clothes the color of lead or darker, and about as cheerful; hair gray or brownish-black, thin, unkempt; all of them flabby and weary-looking about the atmosphere one would find in an American poorhouse.

They washed here because there were no washing facilities in their own homes no stationary tubs, no hot or cold water, no suitable stoves to boil water on. It was equally true of ironing facilities, the director told me. They came from blocks away. Some women washed here for whole vicinities the more industrious ones. And yet few came here at that the more self-respecting stayed away. I learned this after a long conversation with my guide whose principal commentary was that they were a worthless lot and that you had to watch them all the time. If you dont, he said in cockney English, they wont keep things clean. You cant teach em scarcely how to do things right. Now and then they gets their hands caught. He was referring to the washing-drums and the mangles. It was a long story, but all I got out of it was that this was a dreary world, that he was sick of his position but compelled to keep it for financial reasons, that he wanted as little as possible to do with the kind of cattle which he considered these people to be and that he would prefer to give it up. There was a touch of socialism in all this trying to do for the masses but I argued that perhaps under more general socialistic conditions things would be better; certainly, one would have to secure more considerate feelings on the part of directors and some public approval which would bring out the better elements. Perhaps under truer socialism, however, public wash-houses would not be necessary at all. Anyhow, the cry from here to Bond Street and the Houses of Parliament and the stately world of the Lords seemed infinitely far. What can society do with the sad, shadowy base on which it rests?

I came another day to another section of this world, approaching the East End via Aldgate and Commercial Road, and cutting through to Bethnal Green via Stepney. I found the same conditions clean streets, low gray buildings, shabby people, a large museum whose chief distinction was that the floor of its central rotunda had been laid by women convicts! and towering chimneys. So little life existed in the streets, generally speaking, that I confess I was depressed. London is so far flung. There were a great many Jews of Russian, Roumanian and Slavic extraction, nearly all bearing the marks of poverty and ignorance, but looking shrewd enough at that, and a great many physically deteriorated English. The long-bearded Jew with trousers sagging about his big feet, his small derby hat pulled low over his ears, his hands folded tightly across his back, was as much in evidence here as on the East Side in New York. I looked in vain for restaurants or show places of any kind (saloons, moving pictures, etc.). There were scarcely any here. This whole vicinity seemed to me to be given up to the poorest kind of living sad, drab, gray. No wonder the policeman said to me: Most of these people hereabouts have little enough to live on. I m sure of it. Finally, after a third visit, I consulted with another writer, a reputed authority on the East End, who gave me a list of particular neighborhoods to look at. If anything exceptional was to be detected from the appearance of the people, beyond what I have noted, I could not see it. I found no poor East End costers with buttons all over their clothes, although they once existed here. I found no evidence of the overcrowded home life, because I could not get into the houses to see. Children, it seemed to me, were not nearly so numerous as in similar areas in American cities. Even a police-court proceeding I saw in Avon Square was too dull to be interesting. I was told I might expect the most startling crimes. The two hours I spent in court developed only drunkenness and adultery. But as my English literary guide informed me, only time and familiarity with a given neighborhood would develop anything. I believe this. All I felt was that in such a dull, sordid, poor-bodied world any depth of filth or crime might be reached, but who cares to know?


CHAPTER XV

ENTER SIR SCORP

DURING all my stay at Bridgely Level I had been hearing more or less an occasional remark of a certain Sir Scorp, an Irish knight and art critic, a gentleman who had some of the finest Manets in the world. He had given Dublin its only significant collection of modern pictures in fact, Ireland should be substituted for Dublin, and for this he was knighted. He was the art representative of some great museum in South Africa at Johannesburg, I think, and he was generally looked upon as an authority in the matter of pictures.

Barfleur came one evening to my hotel with the announcement that Sir Scorp was coming down to Bridgely Level to spend Saturday and Sunday, that he would bring his car and that together on Sunday we three would motor to Oxford. Barfleur had an uncle who was a very learned master of Greek at that University and who, if we were quite nice and pleasant, might give us luncheon. We were, I found, to take a little side trip on Saturday afternoon to a place called Penn, some twenty or twenty-five miles from Bridgely Level, in Buckinghamshire, whence William Penn had come originally.

Saturday was rainy and gloomy and I doubted whether we should do anything in such weather, but Barfleur was not easily put out. I wrote all morning in my alcove, while Barfleur examined papers, and some time after two Sir Scorp arrived, a pale, slender, dark-eyed man of thirty-five or thereabouts, with a keen, bird-like glance, a poised, nervous, sensitive manner, and that elusive, subtlety of reference and speech which makes the notable intellectual wherever you find him. For the ten thousandth time in my life, where intellectuals are concerned, I noticed that peculiarity of mind which will not brook equality save under compulsion. Where are your credentials? such minds invariably seem to ask. How do you come to be what you think you are? Is there a flaw in your intellectual or artistic armor? Let us see. So the duel of ideas and forms and methods of procedure begins, and you are made or unmade, in the momentary estimate of the individual, by your ability to withstand criticism. I liked Sir Scorp as intellectuals go. I liked his pale face, his trim black beard, his slim hands and his poised, nervous, elusive manner.

Oh, yes. So you re new to England. I envy you your early impression. I am reserving for the future the extreme pleasure of reading you. These little opening civilities always amuse me. We are all on the stage and we play our parts perforce whether we do so consciously or not.

It appeared that the chauffeur had to be provided for, Sir Scorp had to be given a hasty lunch. He seemed to fall in with the idea of a short run to Penn before dark, even if the day were gloomy, and so, after feeding him quickly before the grate fire in the drawing-room, we were off Sir Scorp, Barfleur, Berenice and Percy Barfleurs son and myself. Sir Scorp sat with me in the tonneau and Barfleur and Percy in the front seat.

Sir Scorp made no effort to strike up any quick relationship with me remained quite aloof and talked in generalities. I could see that he took himself very seriously as well he might, seeing that, as I understood it, he had begun life with nothing. There were remarks.familiar ones concerning well-known painters, sculptors, architects, and the social life of England.

This first afternoon trip was pleasant enough, acquainting me as it did with the character of the country about Bridgely Level for miles and miles. Up to this time I had been commiserated on the fact that it was winter and I was seeing England under the worst possible conditions, but I am not so sure that it was such a great disadvantage. To-day as we sped down some damp, slippery hillside where the river Thames was to be seen far below twisting like a letter S in the rain, I thought to myself that light and color summer light and color would help but little. The villages that we passed were all rain-soaked and preternaturally solemn. There were few if any people abroad. We slid not pass a single automobile on the way to Penn and but a single railroad track. These little English villages for all the extended English railway system, are practically without railway communication. You have to drive or walk a number of miles to obtain suitable railway connection.

I recall the sag-roofed, moss-patterned, vine-festooned cottages of once red but now brownish-green brick, half hidden behind high brick walls where curiously clipped trees sometimes stood up in sentinel order, and vines and bushes seemed in a conspiracy to smother the doors and windows in an excess of knitted leafage. Until you see them no words can adequately suggest the subtlety of age and some old order of comfort, once prevailing, but now obsolete, which these little towns and separate houses convey. You know, at a glance, that they are not of this modern work-a-day world. You know at a glance that no power under the sun can save them. They are of an older day and an older thought the thought perhaps that goes with Grays Elegy and Goldsmiths Traveller and Deserted Village.

That night at dinner, before and after, we fell into a most stirring argument. As I recall, it started with Sir Scorps insisting that St. Pauls of London, which is a product of the skill of Sir Christopher Wren, as are so many of the smaller churches of London, was infinitely superior externally to the comparatively new and still unfinished Roman Catholic Cathedral of Westminster. With that I could not agree. I have always objected, anyhow, to the ground plan of the Gothic cathedral, namely, the cross, as being the worst possible arrangement which could be devised for an interior. It is excellent as a scheme for three or four interiors the arms of the cross being always invisible from the nave but as one interior, how can it compare with the straight-lying basilica which gives you one grand forward sweep, or the solemn Greek temple with its pediment and glorifying rows of columns. Of all forms of architecture, other things being equal, I most admire the Greek, though the Gothic exteriorly,-even more than interiorly, has a tremendous appeal. It is so airy and florate.

However, St. Pauls is neither Greek, Gothic, nor anything else very much a staggering attempt on the part of Sir Christopher Wren to achieve something new which is to me not very successful. The dome is pleasing and the interior space is fairly impressive, but the general effect is botchy, and I think I said as much. Naturally this was solid ground for an argument and the battle raged to and fro, through Greece, Rome, the Byzantine East and the Gothic realms of Europe and England. We finally came down to the skyscrapers of New York and Chicago and the railway terminals of various American cities, but I shall not go into that. What was more important was that it raised a question concerning the proletariate of England, the common people from whom, or because of whom, all things are made to rise, and this was based on the final conclusion that all architecture is, or should be, an expression of national temperament, and this as a fact was partly questioned and partly denied, I think. It began by my asking whether the little low cottages we had been seeing that afternoon the quaint windows, varying gables, pointless but delicious angles, and the battered, time-worn state of houses generally was an expression of the English temperament. Mind you, I love what these things stand for. I love the simpleness of soul which somehow is conveyed by Burns and Wordsworth and Hardy, and I would have none of change if life could be ordered so sweetly if it could really stay. Alas, I know it can not. Compared to the speed and skill which is required to manipulate the modern railway trains, the express companies, the hotels, the newspapers, all this is helpless, pathetic.

Sir Scorps answer was yes, that they were an expression, but that, nevertheless, the English mass was a beast of muddy brain. It slid not could not quite understand what was being done. Above it were superimposed intellectual classes, each smaller and more enthusiastic and aware as you reach the top. At least, it has been so, he said, but now democracy and the newspapers are beginning to break up this lovely solidarity of simplicity and ignorance into something that is not so nice.

People want to get on now, he declared. They want each to be greater than the other. They must have baths and telephones and railways and they want to undo this simplicity. The greatness of England has been clue to the fact that the intellectual superior classes with higher artistic impulses and lovelier tendencies generally could direct the masses and like sheep they would follow. Hence all the lovely qualities of England; its ordered households, its beautiful cathedrals, its charming castles and estates, its good roads, its delicate homes, and order and precedences. The magnificent princes of the realm have been able to do so much for art and science because their great impulses need not be referred back to the mass the ignorant, non-understanding mass for sanction.

Sir Scorp sprang with ease to Lorenzo, the magnificent, to the princes of Italy, to Rome and the Csars for illustration. He cited France and Louis. Democracy, he declared, is never going to do for all what the established princes could do. Democracy is going to be the death of art. Not so, I thought and said, for democracy can never alter the unalterable difference between high and low, rich and poor, little brain and big brain, strength and weakness. It cannot abolish difference and make a level plane. It simply permits the several planes to rise higher together. What is happening is that the human pot is boiling again. Nations are undergoing a transition period. We are in a maelstrom, which means change and reconstruction. America is going to flower next and grandly, and perhaps after that Africa, or Australia. Then, say, South America, and we come back to Europe by way of India, China, Japan and through Russia. All in turn and new great things from each again. Lets hope so. A pretty speculation, anyhow.

At my suggestion of American supremacy, Sir Scorp, although he protested, no doubt honestly, that he preferred the American to any other foreign race, was on me in a minute with vital criticism and I think some measure of insular solidarity. The English do not love the Americans that is sure. They admire their traits some of them, but they resent their commercial progress. The wretched Americans will not listen to the wise British. They will not adhere to their noble and magnificent traditions. They go and do things quite out of order and the way in which they should be done, and then they come over to England and flaunt the fact in the noble Britishers face. This is above all things sad. It is evil, crass, reprehensible, anything you will, and the Englishman resents it. He even resents it when he is an Irish Englishman. He dislikes the German much fears the outcome of a war from that quarter but really he dislikes the American more. I honestly think he considers America far more dangerous than Germany. What are you going to do with that vast realm which is the states ? It is upsetting the whole world by its nasty progressiveness, and this it should not be permitted to do. England should really lead. England should have invented all the things which the Americans have invented. England should be permitted to dictate to-day and to set the order of forms and procedures, but somehow it is nt doing it. And, hang it all! the Americans are. We progressed through various other things, an American operatic manager who was then in London attempting to revise English opera, an American tobacco company which had made a failure of selling tobacco to the English, but finally weariness claimed us all, and we retired for the night, determined to make Oxford on the morrow if the weather faired in the least.

The next morning I arose, glad that we had had such a forceful argument. It was worth while, for it brought us all a little closer together. Barfleur, the children and I ate breakfast together while we were waiting for Scorp to come down and wondering whether we should really go, it was so rainy. Barfleur gave me a book on Oxford, saying that if I was truly interested I should look up beforehand the things that I was to see. Before a pleasant grate fire I studied this volume, but my mind was disturbed by the steadily approaching fact of the trip itself, and I made small progress. Somehow during the morning the plan that Barfleur had of getting us invited to luncheon by his uncle at Oxford disappeared and it turned out that we were to go the whole distance and back in some five or six hours, having only two or three hours for sightseeing.

At eleven Sir Scorp came down and then it was agreed that the rain should make no difference. We would go, anyhow.

I think I actually thrilled as we stepped into the car, for somehow the exquisite flavor and sentiment of Oxford was reaching me here. I hoped we would go fast so that I should have an opportunity to see much of it. We did speed swiftly past open fields where hay cocks were standing drearily in the drizzling rain, and down dark aisles of bare but vine-hung trees, and through lovely villages where vines and small oddly placed windows and angles and green-grown, sunk roofs made me gasp for joy. I imagined how they would look in April and May with the sun shining, the birds flying, a soft wind blowing. I think I could smell the odor of roses here in the wind and rain. We tore through them, it seemed to me, and I said once to the driver, Is there no law against speeding in England?

Yes, he replied, there is, but you cant pay any attention to that if you want to get anywhere.

There were graceful flocks of crows flying here and there. There were the same gray little moss-grown churches with quaint belfries and odd vine-covered windows. There were the same tree-protected borders of fields, some of them most stately where the trees were tall and dark and sad in the rain. I think an open landscape, such as this, with green, wet grass or brown stubble and low, sad, heavy, gray clouds for sky and background, is as delicious as any landscape that ever was. And it was surely not more than one hour and a half after we left Bridgely before we began to rush through the narrow, winding streets where houses, always brick and stone and red walls with tall gates and vines above them, lined either side of the way. It was old you could see that, even much that could be considered new in England was old according to the American standard. The plan of the city was odd to me because unlike the American cities, praise be! there was no plan. Not an east and west street, anywhere. Not a north and south one. Not a four- or five-story building anywhere, apparently, and no wood; just wet, gray stone and reddish-brown brick and vines. When I saw High Street and the facade of Queens College I leaped for joy. I can think of nothing lovelier in either marble or bronze than this building line. It is so gentle, so persuasive of beautiful thought, such an invitation to reflection and tender romance. It is so obvious that men have worked lovingly over this. It is so plain there has been great care and pains and that life has dealt tenderly with all. It has not been destroyed or revised and revivified, but just allowed to grow old softly and gracefully.

Owing to our revised plans for luncheon I had several marmalade sandwiches in my hand, laid in an open white paper which Barfleur had brought and passed around, the idea being that we would not have time for lunch if we wished to complete our visit and get back by dark. Sir Scorp had several meat sandwiches in another piece of paper equally flamboyant. I was eating vigorously, for the ride had made me hungry, the while my eyes searched out the jewel wonders of the delicious prospect before me.

This will never do, observed Sir Scorp, folding up his paper thoughtfully, invading these sacred precincts in this ribald manner. They ll think we re a lot of American sightseers come to despoil the place.

Such being the case, I replied, we ll disgrace Barfleur for life. He has relations here. Nothing would give me greater pleasure.

Come, Dreiser. Give me those sandwiches.

It was Barfleur, of course.

I gave over my feast reluctantly. Then we went up the street, shoulder to shoulder, as it were, Berenice walking with first one and another. I had thought to bring my little book on Oxford and to my delight I could see that it was even much better than the book indicated.

How shall one do justice to so exquisite a thing as Oxford, twenty-two colleges and halls, churches, museums and the like, with all their lovely spires, towers, buttresses, ancient walls, ancient doors, pinnacles, gardens, courts, angles and nooks which turn and wind and confront each other and break into broad views and delicious narrow vistas with a grace and an uncertainty which delights and surprises the imagination at every turn. I can think of nothing more exquisite than these wonderful walls, so old that whatever color they were originally, they now are a fine mottled black and gray, with uncertain patches of smoky hue, and places where the stone has crumbled to a dead white. Time has done so much; tradition has done so much; pageantry and memory; the art of the architect, the perfect labor of builder, the beauty of the stone itself, and then nature leaves and trees and the sky! This day of rain and lowery clouds though Sir Scorp insisted it could stand no comparison with sunshine and spring and the pathos of a delicious twilight was yet wonderful to me. Grays and blacks and dreary alterations of storm clouds have a remarkable value when joined with so delicate and gracious a thing as perfectly arranged stone. We wandered through alleys and courts and across the quadrangles of University College, Baliol College, Wadham College, Oriel College, up High Street, through Park Street, into the Chapel of Queens College, into the banquet of Baliol and again to the Bodleian Library, and thence by strange turns and lovely gateways to an inn for tea. It was raining all the while and I listened to disquisitions by Sir Scorp on the effect of the personalities, and the theories of both Inigo Jones and Christopher Wren, not only on these buildings but on the little residences in the street. Everywhere, Sir Scorp, enthusiast that he is, found something a line of windows done in pure Tudor, a clock tower after the best fashion of Jones, a facade which was Wren pure and simple. He quarreled delightfully, as the artist always will, with the atrocity of this restoration or that failure to combine something after the best manner, but barring the worst errors which showed quite plainly enough in such things as the Oxford art gallery and a modern church or two it was all perfect. Time and tradition have softened, petted, made lovely even the plainest surfaces.

I learned from Barfleur where Walter Pater and Oscar. Wilde lived, where Shelleys essay on atheism was burned, and where afterwards a monument was erected to him, where some English bishops were burned for refusing to recant their religious beliefs and where the dukes and princes of the realm were quartered in their college days. Sir Scorp descanted on the pity of the fact, that some, who would have loved a world such as this in their youth, could never afford to come here, while others who were as ignorant as boors and as dull as swine, were for reasons of wealth and family allowed to wallow in a world of art which they could not possibly appreciate. Here as elsewhere I learned that professors were often cads and pedants greedy, jealous, narrow, academic. Here as elsewhere precedence was the great fetish of brain and the silly riot of the average college student was as common as in the meanest school. Life is the same, be art great or little, and the fame of even Oxford cannot gloss over the weakness of a humanity that will alternately be low and high, shabby and gorgeous, narrow and vast.

The last thing we saw were some very old portions of Christ College, which had been inhabited by Dominican monks, I believe, in their day, and this thrilled and delighted me quite as much as anything. I forgot all about the rain in trying to recall the type of man and the type of thought that must have passed in and out of those bolt-riven doors, but it was getting time to leave and my companions would have none of my lagging delight.

It was blowing rain and as we were leaving Oxford I lost my cap and had to walk back after it. Later I lost my glove! As we rode my mind went back over the ancient chambers, the paneled woodwork, stained glass windows, and high vaulted ceilings I had just seen. The heavy benches and somber portraits in oil sustained themselves in my mind clearly. Oxford, I said to myself, was a jewel architecturally. Another thousand years and it would be as a dream of the imagination. I feel now as if its clay were done; as if so much gentle beauty can not endure. I had seen myself the invasion of the electric switch board and the street car in High Street, and of course other things will come. Already the western world is smiling at a solemnity and a beauty which are noble and lovely to look upon, but which cannot keep pace with a new order and a new need.


CHAPTER XVI

A CHIRISTMAS CALL

THE Christmas holidays were drawing near and Barfleur was making due preparations for the celebration of that event. He was a stickler for the proper observance of those things which have national significance and national or international feeling behind them. Whatever joy he might get out of such things, much or little, I am convinced that he was much more concerned lest some one should fail of an appropriate share of happiness than he was about anything else. I liked that in Barfleur. It touched me greatly, and made me feel at times as though I should like to pat him on the head.

During all my youth in Indiana and elsewhere I had been fed on that delightful picture, Christmas in England, concocted first, I believe (for American consumption, anyhow), by Washington Irving, and from him rehashed for magazines and newspaper purposes until it had come to be romance ad nauseam. The boars head carried in by the butler of Squire Bracebridge, the ancient peacock pie with the gorgeous tail feathers arranged at one end of the platter and the crested head at the other, the yule log, the mistletoe berries, and the Christmas choristers singing outside of windows and doors of echoing halls, had vaguely stood their ground and as such had rooted themselves in my mind as something connected with ancestral England. I did not exactly anticipate anything of this kind as being a part of present-day England, or of Barfleurs simple country residence, but, nevertheless, I was in England, and he was making Christmas preparations of one kind or another, and my mind had a perfect right to ramble a little. I think most of all I anticipated another kind of toy from that to which we are accustomed in America.

So many things go to make tip that very amiable feast of Christmas when it is successful that I can hardly think now of all that contributed to this one. There was Sir Scorp, of whom by now I had grown very fond, and who was coming here to spend the holidays. There was Gerard Barfleur, a cousin of Barfleurs, a jolly, roystering theatrical manager, who was unquestionably after Barfleur one of the most pleasing figures I met in England, a whimsical, comic-ballad-singing, character-loving soul, who was as great a favorite with women and children as one would want to find. He knew all sorts of ladies, apparently, of high and low degree, rich and poor, beautiful and otherwise, and seemed kindly disposed toward them all. I could write a splendid human-interest sketch of Gerard Barfleur alone. There was Mr. T. McT., a pale, thoughtful person, artistic and poetic to his finger tips, curator of one of the famous museums, a lover of Mr. Housmans A Shropshire Lad, a lover of ancient glass and silver, whose hair hung in a sweet mop over his high, pale forehead, and whose limpid dark eyes shone with a kindly, artistic light. Then there was Barfleurs aunt and her daughter, mother and sister respectively of the highly joyous Gerard Barfleur, and wife and daughter of a famous litterateur. Then, to cap it all, were the total of Barfleurs very interesting household, housekeeper, governess, maid, cook, gardener, and last, but not least, the four charming, I might almost say adorable, children.

There, too, was Barfleur, a host in himself. For weeks beforehand he kept saying on occasion as we wandered about London together, No, we cant go there, or, You must nt accept that, because we have reserved that Saturday and Sunday for Christmas at my place, and so nothing was done which might interfere. Being in his hands I finally consulted him completely as to Christmas presents, and found that I was to be limited to very small gifts, mere tokens of good-will, I being his guest. I did manage to get him a supply of his favorite cigarettes, however, unknown to himself,the ones his clever secretary told me he much preferred,and had them sent out to the house with some favorite books for the remaining members of the household.

But the man was in such high spirits over the whole program he had laid out for me winter and spring, the thought of Paris and the Riviera, that he was quite beside himself. More than once he said to me, beaming through his monocle, Weshall have a delightful time on the continent soon. I m looking forward to it, and to your first impressions. Every evening he wanted to take my hastily scribbled notes and read them, and after doing so was anxious to have me do them all just that way, that is, day by day as I experienced them. I found that quite impossible, however. Once he wanted to know if I had any special preference in wines or cordials and I knew very well why he asked. Another time he overheard me make the statement that I had always longed to eat rich, odorous Limburger cheese from Germany.

Done! he exclaimed. We shall have it for Christmas.

But, Papa, piped up Berenice maliciously, we dont all have to have it at the same time, do we?

No, my dear, replied Barfleur solemnly, with that amazingly patronizing and parental air which always convulsed me, a sort of gay deviltry always lurking behind it.

Only Mr. Dreiser need have it. He is German and likes it.

I assumed as German a look as I might, profound, Limburgery.

And I believe you like Mr. Joness sausage, he observed on another occasion, referring to an American commodity, which he had heard me say in New York that I liked. We shall have some of those.

Are American sausage like English sausage? inquired young Charles Gerald interestedly.

Now Heaven only knows, I replied. I have never eaten English sausages. Ask your father.

Barfleur merely smiled. I think not, he replied.

Christmas is certainly looking up, I said to him badgeringly. If I cone out of here alive, in condition for Paris and the Riviera, I shall be grateful.

He beamed on me reprovingly.

Well, finally, to make a long story short, the day came, or, at least, the clay before. We were all assembled for a joyous Christmas Eve T. McT., Sir Scorp, Gerard Barfleur, the dearest aunt and the charming cousin, extremely intelligent and artistic women both, the four children, Barfleurs very clever and appealing secretary, and myself. There was a delightful dinner spread at seven-thirty, when we all assembled to discuss the prospects of the morrow. It was on the program, as I discovered, that I should arise, and accompany Barfleur, his aunt, his cousin, and the children to a nearby abbey church, a lovely affair, I was told, on the bank of the Thames hard by the old English town called Bridgely, while Gerard Barfleur, who positively refused to have anything to do with religion of any kind, quality or description, was to go and reconnoiter a certain neighboring household (of which more anon), and to take young James Herbert (he of the bavvth ) for a fine and long-anticipated ride on his motor cycle. Lord Scorp and T. McT. were to remain behind to discuss art, perhaps, or literature, being late risers. If there was to be any Santa Claus, which the children doubted, owing to Barfleurs rather grave asseveration to the contrary (there having been a number of reasons why a severely righteous Santa might see fit to remain away), he was not to make his appearance until rather late in the afternoon. Meanwhile we had all adjourned to the general living-room, where a heavy coal fire blazed on the hearth (for once), and candles were lighted in profusion. The children sang songs of the north, accompanied by their governess. I can see their quaint faces now, gathered about the piano. Lord Scorp, McT. and myself indulged in various artistic discussions and badinage; Mrs. Barfleur, the aunt, told me the brilliant story of her husbands life, a great naturalistic philosopher and novelist, and finally after coffee, sherry, nuts and much music and songs, some comic ones by Gerard Barfleur, we retired for the night.

It is necessary, to prepare the reader properly for the morrow, to go back a few days or weeks, possibly, and tell of a sentimental encounter that befell me one day as I was going for a walk in that green world which en-compassed Bridgely Level. It was a most delightful spectacle. Along the yellowish road before me, with its border of green grass and green though leafless trees, there was approaching a most interesting figure of a woman, a chic, dashing bit of femininity, at once (the presumption, owing to various accompanying details was mine) wife, mother, chatelaine, as charming a bit of woman-hood and English family sweetness as I had yet seen in England. English women, by and large, let me state here, are not smart, at least those that I encountered; but here was one dressed after the French fashion in trig, close-fitting blue, outlining her form perfectly, a little ermine cap of snowy whiteness set jauntily over her ear, her smooth black hair parted demurely over her forehead, a white muff warming her hands, and white spats emphasizing the trim leather of her foot gear. Her eyes were dark brown, her cheeks rosy, her gait smart and tense. I could scarcely believe she was English, the mother of the three-year-old in white and red wool, a little girl, who was sitting astride a white donkey, which, in turn, was led by a trim maid or nurse or governess in somber brown, but it was quite plain that she was. There was such a wise, sober look about all this smartness, such a taut, buttressed conservatism, that I was enchanted. It was such a delightful picture to encounter of a clear December morning that, in the fashion of the English, I exclaimed, My word! This is something like!

I went back to the house that afternoon determined to make inquiries. Perhaps she was a neighbor, a friend of the family!

Of all the individuals who have an appropriate and superior taste for the smart efforts of the fair sex, commend me to Barfleur. His interest and enthusiasm neither flags nor fails. Being a widower of discretion he knows exactly what is smart for a woman as well as a man, and all you have to do to make him prick up his ears attentively is to mention trig beauty as existing in some form, somewhere,not too distant for his adventuring.

Whats this? I can see his eye lighting. Beauty? A lovely woman? When? Where?

This day, finding Wilkins in the garden trimming some bushes, I had said, Wilkins, do you know any family hereabouts that keeps a white donkey?

Wilkins paused and scratched his ear reflectively. No, sir! I cawnt say has I do, sir. I might harsk, sir, down in the village, hif you re very hanxious to know.

Be it known by all men that I feed Wilkins amply for all services performed, hence his interest.

Never mind for the present, Wilkins, I replied. I may want to know. If so, I ll ask you.

I knew he would inquire anyhow.

That night at dinner, the family being all present, Barfleur in his chair at the head of the table, the wine at his right, I said mildly

I saw the most beautiful woman to-day I have yet seen in England.

Barfleur was just in the act of elevating a glass of champagne to his lips, but he paused to fix me with an inquiring eye.

Where? he questioned solemnly. Were you in the city?

Not at all. I rarely, if ever, see them in the city. It was very near here. A most beautiful woman, very French, trim figure, small feet, a gay air. She had a lovely three-year-old child with her riding a white donkey.

A white donkey? Trim, very French, you say? This is most interesting! I dont recall any one about here who keeps a white donkey. Berenice, he turned to his young daughter. Do you recall any one here-about who keeps a white donkey?

Berenice, a wizard of the future, merely smiled wisely. I do not, Papa.

This is very curious, very curious indeed, continued Barfleur, returning to me. For the life of me, I cannot think of any one who keeps a white donkey. Who can she be? Walking very near here, you say? I shall have a look into this. She may be the holiday guest of some family. But the donkey and child and maid Young, you say? Percy, you dont remember whether any one hereabout owns a white donkey, any one with a maid and a three-year-old child?

Percy smiled broadly. No, I dont, he said. Barfleur shook his head in mock perturbation. It s very strange, he said. I dont like the thought of there being any really striking women hereabout of whom I know nothing. He drank his wine.

There was no more of this then, but I knew that in all probability the subject would come up again. Barfleur inquired, and Wilkins inquired, and as was natural, the lady was located. She turned out to be the wife of a tennis, golf, and aeroplane expert or champion, a man who held records for fast automobiling and the like, and who was independently settled in the matter of means. Mrs. Barton Churchill was her name as I recall. It also turned out most unfortunately that Barfleur did not know her, and could not place any one who did.

This is all very trying, he said when he discovered this much. Here you are, a celebrated American author, admiring a very attractive woman whom you meet on the public highway; and here am I, a resident of the neighborhood in which she is living, and I do not even know her. If I did, it would all be very simple. I could take you over, she would be immensely flattered at the nice things you have said about her. She would be grateful to me for bringing you. Presto, we should be fast friends.

Exactly, I replied sourly. You and she would be fast friends. After I am gone in a few days all will be lovely. I shall not be here to protect my interests. It is always the way. I am the cats paw, the bait, the trap. I wont stand for it. I saw her first, and she is mine.

My dear fellow, he exclaimed banteringly, how you go on! I dont understand you at all. This is England. The lady is married. A little neighborly friendship. Hmm.

Yes, yes, I replied. I know all about the neighborly friendship. You get me. an introduction to the lady and I shall speak for myself.

As for that matter, he added thoughtfully, it would not be inappropriate under the circumstances for me to introduce myself in your behalf. She would be pleased, I m sure. You are a writer, you admire her. Why should nt she be pleased?

Curses! I exclaimed. Always in the way. Always stepping in just when I fancy I have found something for myself.

But nothing was done until Gerard Barfleur arrived a day or two before Christmas. That worthy had traveled all over England with various theatrical companies. Being the son of an eminent literary man he had been received in all circles, and knew comfortable and interesting people in every walk of life apparently, everywhere. Barfleur, who, at times, I think, resented his social sufficiency, was nevertheless prone to call on him on occasion for advice. On this occasion, since Gerard knew this neighborhood almost as well as his cousin, he consulted him as to our lady of the donkey.

Mrs. Churchill? Mrs. Barton Churchill? I can still see his interested look. Why, it seems to me that I do know some one of that name. If I am not mistaken I know her husbands brother, Harris Churchill, up in Liverpool. He s connected with a bank up there. We ve motored all over England together, pretty nearly. I 11 stop in Christmas morning and see if it is nt the same family. The description you give suits the lady I know almost exactly.

I was all agog. The picture she had presented was so smart. Barfleur was interested though perhaps dis 
Barfleur appointed, too, that Gerard knew her when he did nt.

This is most fortunate, he said to me solemnly. Now if it should turn out that he does know her, we can call there Christmas day after dinner. Or perhaps he will take you.

This came a little regretfully, I think, for Gerard Barfleur accounted himself an equal master with his cousin in the matter of the ladies, and was not to be easily set aside. So Christmas eve it was decided that Gerard should, on the morrow, reconnoiter the Churchill country house early, and report progress, while we went to church. Fancy Barfleur and me marching to church Christmas morning with the children!

Christmas in England! The day broke clear and bright, and there we all were. It was not cold, and as is usual, there was little if any wind. I remember looking out of my window down into the valley toward Bridgely, and admiring the green rime upon the trees, the clustered chimneys of a group of farmers and working-mens cottages, the low sagging roofs of red tile or thatch, and the small window panes that always somehow suggest a homey simplicity that I can scarcely resist. The English milkmaid of fiction, the simple cottages, the ordered hierarchy of farmers are, willy nilly, fixtures in my mind. I cannot get them out.

First then, came a breakfast in our best bibs and tuckers, for were we not to depart immediately afterwards to hear an English Christmas service? Imagine Barfleur the pride of Piccadilly, marching solemnly off at the head of his family to an old, gray abbey church. As the French say, I smile. We all sat around and had our heavy English breakfast,tea, and, to my comfort and delight, Mr. Joness sausages. Barfleur had secured a string of them from somewhere.

Think of it, commented Berenice sardonically. Mr. Joness sausages  for breakfast. Are nt they comic! Do you like them?

I most assuredly do.

And do you eat them every day in A-my-reeka? queried Charles Gerard with a touch of latent jesting in his voice.

When I can afford them, yes.

They re quite small, are nt they? commented five-year-old James Herbert.

Precisely, I replied, unabashed by this fire of inquiry. Thats their charm.

The church that we visited was one of those semi-ancient abbey affairs, done in good English Gothic, with a touch of Tudor here and there, and was located outside the village of Bridgely Level two or three miles from Barfleurs home. I recall with simple pleasure the smug, self-righteous, Sunday-go-to-meeting air with which we all set forth, crossing homey fields via diagonal paths, passing through stiles and along streams and country roads, by demure little cottages that left one breathless with delight. I wish truly that England could be put under glass and retained as a perfect specimen of unconscious, rural poetry the south of England. The pots and pans outside the kitchen doorways! The simple stoop, ornamented with clambering vines! The reddish-green sagging roofs with their clustered cylindrical chimneypots! When we came to the top of a hill we could see the church in the valley below, nestling beside one bank of the Thames which wound here and there in delightful Ss. A square tower, as I recall, rose quaintly out of a surrounding square of trees, grass, grave-stones and box-hedge.

There was much ado in this semi-ancient place as we came up, for Christmas day, of all days, naturally drew forth a history-loving English audience. Choir boys were scurrying here and there, some ladies of solemn demeanor, who looked as if they might be assisting at the service in some way or another, were dawdling about, and I even saw the rector in full canonicals hastening up a gravel path toward a side door, as though matters needed to be expedited considerably. The interior was dark, heavy-beamed, and by no means richly ornamented with stained glass, but redolent of by-gone generations at that. The walls were studded with those customary slabs and memorial carvings with which the English love to ornament their church interiors. A fair-sized, and yet for so large an edifice, meager audience was present, an evidence it seemed to me, of the validity of the protest against state support for the Established Church. There was a great storm of protest in England at this time against the further state support of an institution that was not answering the religious needs of the people, and there had been some discussion of the matter at Barfleurs house. As was natural, the artistically inclined were in favor of anything which would sustain, unimpaired, whether they had religious value or not, all the old cathedrals, abbeys, and neighborhood churches, solely because of their poetic appearance. On the other hand an immense class, derisively spoken of as chapel people, were heartily in favor of the ruder disposition of the matter. Barfleur in his best Piccadilly clothing was for their maintenance.

To be frank, as charming as was this semi-ancient atmosphere, and possibly suited to the current English neighborhood mood (I could not say as to that), it did not appeal to me as strongly on this occasion as did many a similar service in American churches of the same size. The vestments were pleasing as high church vestments go; the choir, made of boys and men from the surrounding countryside no doubt, was not absolutely villainous but it could have been much better. To tell the truth, it seemed to me that I was witnessing the last and rather threadbare evidences of an older and. much more prosperous order of things. Beautiful in its way? Yes. Quaint? Yes. But smacking more of poverty and an ordered system continued past its day than anything else. I felt a little sorry for the old church and the thin rector and the goodly citizens, albeit a little provincial, who clung so fatuously to a time-worn form. They have their place, no doubt, and it makes that sweet, old lavender atmosphere which seems to hover over so much that one encounters in England. Nevertheless life does move on, and we must say good-bye to many a once delightful thing. Why not set these old churches aside as museums or art galleries, or for any other public use, as they do with many of them in Italy, and let the matter go at that? It is not necessary that a service be kept up in them day by day and year by year. Services on special or state occasions would be sufficient. Let by-gones be by-gones, and let the people tax themselves for things they really do want, skating-rinks, perhaps, and moving pictures. They seemed to flourish even in these elderly and more sedate neighborhoods.

Outside in the graveyard, after the services were over and we were idling about a few moments, I found a number of touches of that valiant simplicity in ability which is such a splendid characteristic of the English. Although there were many graves here of the nobility and gentry, dating from as far back as the sixteenth century, there was no least indication so far as I could see, of ostentation, but everywhere simple headstones recording names only, and not virtues, sometimes, perhaps, a stately verse or a stoic line. I noticed with a kind of English-speaking pride the narrow new-made grave of Sir Robert Hart, the late great English financial administrator of China, who, recently deceased, had been brought over sea to this simple churchyard, to lie here with other members of his family in what I assumed to be the neighborhood of his youth and nativity. It is rather fine, I think, when a nations sons go forth over the world to render honorable service, each after his capacity, and then come back in death to an ancient and beloved soil. The very obscurity of this little grave with its two-feet, six-inch headstone and flowerless mound spoke more to me of the dignity and ability that is in true greatness of soul than a soaring shaft might otherwise do.

On the way home I remember we discussed Christian Science and its metaphysical merit in a world where all creeds and all doctrines blow, apparently, so aimlessly about. Like all sojourners in this fitful fever of existence Mrs. Barfleur and her daughter and her son, the cheerful Gerard were not without their troubles; so much so that, intelligent woman that she was, and quite aware of the subtleties and uncertainties of religious dogma, she was eager to find something upon which she could lean, spiritually speaking, the strong arm, let us say, of an All Mighty, no less, who would perchance heal her of her griefs and ills. I take it, as I look at life, that only the very able intellectually, or the very rock-ribbed and dull materially can front the storms and disasters that beset us, or the ultimate dark which only the gifted, the imaginative, see, without quakes and fears. So often have I noticed this to be true, that those who stand up brave and strong in their youth turn a nervous and anguished eye upon this troubled seeming in later years. They have no longer any heart for a battle that is only rhyme and no reason, and, whether they can conceive why or not, they must have a god. I, for one, would be the last person in the world to deny that everywhere where I find boundless evidence of an intelligence or intelligences far superior to my own. I, for one, am inclined to agree with the poet that if my barque sink, tis to another sea. In fact I have always innately presumed the existence of a force or forces that, possibly ordered in some noble way, maintain a mathematical, chemical, and mechanical parity and order in visible things. I have always felt, in spite of all my carpings, that somehow in a large way there is a rude justice done under the sun, and that a balance for, I will not say right, but for happiness is maintained. The world has long since gathered to itself a vast basket of names such as Right, Justice, Mercy, and Truth. My thinking has nothing to do with these. I do not believe that we can conceive what the ultimate significance of anything is, therefore why label it? I have seen good come to the seemingly evil and evil come to the seemingly good. But if a religion will do anybody any good, for Heavens sake, let him have it! To me it is a case of individual, sometimes of race weakness. A stronger mind could not attempt to define what may not be defined, nor to lean upon what, to infinite mind must be utterly insubstantial and thin air. Obviously there is a vast sea of force. Is it good? Is it evil? Give that to the philosophers to fight over, and to the fearful and timid give a religion. A mighty fortress is our God, sang Luther. He may be, I do not know.

But to return to Mrs. Barfleur and her daughter and Barfleurs children and Barfleur ambling across the sunny English landscape this Christmas morning. It was a fine thing to see the green patina of the trees, and richer green grass growing lush and thick all winter long, and to see the roofs of little towns like Bridgely Level, for we were walking on high ground, and the silvery windings of the Thames in the valley below, whence we had just come. I think. I established the metaphysical basis of life quite ably, for myself, and urged Mrs. Barfleur to take up Christian Science. I assailed the wisdom of maintaining by state funds the Established Church largely, I think, to irritate Barfleur, and protested that the chapel people had a great deal of wisdom on their side. As we drew near Bridgely Level and Barfleurs country place it occurred to me that Gerard Barfleur had gone to find out if he really knew the lady of the donkey, and I was all anxiety to find out. Barfleur himself was perking up considerably, and it was agreed that first we would have an early afternoon feast, all the Christmas dainties of the day, and then, if Gerard really knew the lady, we were to visit her and then return to the house, where, I now learned, there was to be a Santa Claus. He was to arrive via the courtesy of Gerard Barfleur who was to impersonate him, and on that account, Barfleur announced, we might have to cut any impending visit to our lady short in order not to disappoint the children, but visit we would. Knowing Gerard Barfleur to be a good actor and intensely fond of children, Barfleurs especially, I anticipated some pleasure here. But I will be honest, the great event of the day was our lady of the donkey, her white furs, and whether she was really as striking as I had imagined. I was afraid Gerard would return to report that either, (A) he did not know her, or (B) that she was not so fascinating as I thought. In either case my anticipated pleasure would come to the ground with a crash. We entered, shall I say, with beating hearts.

Gerard had returned. With Sir Scorp and T. McT. he was now toasting his English legs in front of the fire, and discoursing upon some vanity of the day. At sight of the children he began his customary badinage but I would have none of it. Barfleur fixed him with a monitory eye. Well, he said, putting the burden of the inquiry on me. Our friend here has been quite restless during the services this morning. What did you find out?

Yes, chimed in Mrs. Barfleur who had been informed as to this romantic encounter, for goodness sake tell us. We are all dying to know.

Yes, tell them, sarcastically interpolated Lord Scorp. There will be no peace, believe me, until you do.

To be sure, to be sure, cheerfully exclaimed Gerard, straightening up from jouncing James Herbert. I know her well. Her sister and her husband are here with her. That little baby is hers, of course. They live just over the hill here. I admire your taste. She is one of the smartest women I know. I told her that you were stopping here and she wants you to come over and see the Christmas tree lighted. We are all invited after dinner.

Very good, observed Barfleur, rubbing his hands. Now that is settled.

Is nt she charming, observed Mrs. G. A. Barfleur, to be so politely disposed?

Thereafter the dinner could not come too soon, and by two-thirty we were ready to depart, having consumed Heaven knows how many kinds of wines and meats, English plum-pudding, and especially for me real German Limburger. It was a splendid dinner.

Shall I stop to describe it? I cannot say, outside of the interesting English company, that it was any better or any worse than many another Christmas feast in which I have participated. Imagine the English dining-room, the English maid, the housekeeper in watchful attendance on the children, the maid, like a bit of Dresden china, on guard over the service, Barfleur, monocle in eye, sitting solemnly in state at the head of the board, Lord Scorp, T. McT., Gerard Barfleur, his mother, her daughter, myself, the children all chattering and gobbling. The high-sounding English voices, the balanced English phrases, the quaint English scene through the windows, it all comes back, a bit of sweet color. Was I happy? Very. Did I enjoy myself? Quite. But as to this other matter.

It was a splendid afternoon. On the way over, Barfleur and myself, the others refusing contemptuously to have anything to do with this sentimental affair, had the full story of our lady of the donkey and her sister and the two brothers that they married.

We turned eventually into one of those charming lawns enclosed by a high, concealing English fence, and up a graveled automobile path to a snow-white Georgian door. We were admitted to a hall that at once bore out the testimony as to the athletic prowess of the husbands twain. There were guns, knives, golf-sticks, tennis rackets, automobile togs and swords. I think there were deer and fox heads in the bargain. By a ruddy, sportsmanlike man of perhaps thirty-eight, and all of six feet tall, who now appeared, we were invited to enter, make ourselves at home, drink what we would, whiskey, sherry, ale a suitable list. We declined the drink, putting up fur coats and sticks and were immediately asked into the billiard room where the Christmas tree and other festivities were holding,or about to be. Here, at last there were my lady of the donkey and the child and the maid and my ladys sister and alas, my ladys husband, full six feet tall and vigorous and, of all tragic things, fingering a forty-caliber, sixteen-shot magazine pistol which his beloved brother of sporting proclivities had given him as a Christmas present! I eyed it as one might a special dispensation of Providence.

But our lady of the donkey? A very charming woman she proved, intelligent, smiling, very chic, quite aware of all the nice things that had been said about her, very clever in making light of it for proprietys sake, unwilling to have anything made of it for the present for her husbands sake. But that Anglicized French air! And that romantic smile!

We talked of what do people talk on such occasions? Gerard was full of the gayest references to the fact that Barfleur had such interesting neighbors as the Churchills and did not know it, and that they had once motored to Blackpool together. I shall not forget either how artfully Barfleur conveyed to Mrs. Barton Churchill, our lady of the donkey, that I had been intensely taken with her looks while at the same time presenting himself in the best possible light. Barfleur is always at his best on such occasions, Chesterfieldian, and with an air that says, A mere protegee of mine. Do not forget the managerial skill that is making this interesting encounter possible. But Mrs. Churchill, as I could see, was not utterly unmindful of the fact that I was the one that had been heralded to her as a writer, and that I had made the great fuss and said all the nice things about her after a single encounter on a country road which had brought about this afternoon visit. She was gracious, and ordered the Christmas tree lighted and had the young heirs most interesting toys spread out on the billiard table. I remember picking up a linen story book, labeled Loughlin Bros., New York.

From America, I said, quite unwisely I think.

Oh, yes, you Americans, she replied, eyeing me archly. Everything comes from America these days, even our toys. But its rather ungracious to make us admit it, dont you think?

I picked up a train of cars, and, to my astonishment, found it stamped with the name of a Connecticut firm. I hesitated to say more, for I knew that I was on dangerous ground, but after that I looked at every book or box of blocks and the like, to find that my suspicions were well founded. England gets many of its Christmas toys from America.

Nothing came of this episode except a pleasant introduction for Barfleur, who had all the future before him. I was leaving for Manchester after the new year, and for Paris a week or two later. It was all in vain as I foresaw, that I was invited to call again, or that she hoped to see something of me among her friends in London. I think I said as much to Barfleur with many unkind remarks about the type of mind that manages to secure all merely by a process of waiting. Meantime he walked bravely forward, his overcoat snugly buttoned, his cane executing an idle circle, his monocle on straight, his nose in the air. I could have made away with him for much less.

The last of this very gallant day came in the home of Barfleur himself. As we neared the house we decided to hurry forward and to say that Gerard had remained at the Churchills for dinner, while he made a wide detour, ending up, I think, in some chamber in the coach house. I did not see him again until much later in the evening, but meantime the children, the relatives, the friends and the family servants were all gathered in the nursery on the second floor. There was much palaver and badinage concerning the fact that Santa Claus had really had such bad reports that he had found it much against his will to come here, early at least. There were some rather encouraging things that had been reported to him later, However, and he had, so some one had heard, changed his mind. Whether there would be little or much for such a collection of neer-do-wells was open to question. However if we were all very quiet for a while we should see. I can see Barfleur now in his gala attire, stalking nobly about, and the four little Barfleurs surveying rather incredulously but expectantly the maid, the nurse, the governess, and their father. I wondered what had become of my small mementos and whether my special cigarettes for Barfleur were in safety in Santa Clauss pack. It was small stock, I fear me much, that these well-behaved little English children took in this make-believe, but presently there was a loud hammering at the nursery door, and without a By your leave, the same was opened and a vigorous, woolly-headed Santa Claus put his rosy face into the chamber.

Is there any one living here by the name of Percy Franklin Barfleur, or Berenice Barfleur, or James Herbert Barfleur? I shall not repeat all the names he called in a high falsetto voice, Ive been a long way to-day and I ve had a great deal to do, and I have nt had the least assistance from anybody. They re so busy having a good time themselves.

I never saw a redder nose, or more shaggy eye-browed eyes, or a gayer twinkle in them. And the pack that he carried was simply enormous. It could barely be squeezed through the door. As he made his way to the center of the room he looked quizzically about, groaning and squeaking in his funny voice, and wanting to know if the man in the monocle were really Barfleur, and whether the fat lady in the corner were really a nurse, or merely an interloper, and if the four children that had been reported to him as present were surely there. Having satisfied himself on various counts, and evoked a great deal of innocent laughter, to say nothing of awe as to his next probable comment, he finally untied the enormous bag and began to consult the labels.

Here s a package marked Charles Gerard Barfleur. Its rather large. Its been very heavy to carry all this distance. Can anybody tell me whether hes been a reasonably good child? Its very hard to go to all this trouble, if children are nt really deserving. Then, as he came forward, he added, He has a very impish look in his eye, but I suppose I ought to let him have it. And so the gift was handed over.

One by one the presents came forth, commented on in this fashion, only the comments varied with the age and the personality of the recipient. There was no lack of humor or intimacy of application, for this Santa Claus apparently knew whereof he spoke.

Is there a writer in the room by the name of Theodore Dreiser? he remarked at one time sardonically.Ive heard of him faintly and he is nt a very good writer, but I suppose he s entitled to a slight remembrance. I hope you reform, Mr. Dreiser, he remarked very wisely, as he drew near me. Its very plain to me that a little improvement could be effected.

I acknowledged the wisdom of the comment.

When my cigarettes were handed to Barfleur, Santa Claus tapped them sapiently. More wretched cigarettes! he remarked in his high falsetto. I know them well! If it isnt one vice that has to be pampered, its another. I would have brought him pt de foies gras or wine, if I did nt think this was less harmful. He s very fond of prawns too, but they re very expensive at this time of the year. A little economy would nt hurt him. Dora, the maid, and Mrs. A., the nurse, and Miss C., the governess, came in for really brilliant compliments. Lord Scorp was told that an old English castle or a Rembrandt would be most suitable, but that Santa was all out at present, and if he would just be a little more cheerful in the future he might manage to get him one. T. McT. was given books, as very fitting, and in a trice the place was literally littered with wonders. There were immense baskets and boxes of candied fruit from Holland; toys, books and fruit from Barfleurs mother in Rome; more toys and useful presents from ladies in London and the north of England and France and the Isle of Wight,a goodly company of mementos. Its something to be an attractive widower! I never saw children more handsomely or bountifully provided for a new saddle, bridle and whip for Berenices riding pony, curious puzzles, German mechanical toys from Berlin, and certain ornamental articles of dress seemed, by the astonishing bursts of excitement they provoked, exceedingly welcome. Santa now drew off his whiskers and cap to reveal himself as Gerard Barfleur, and we all literally got down on the floor to play with the children. You can imagine, with each particular present to examine, how much there was to do. Tea-time came and went unnoticed, a stated occasion in England. Supper, a meal not offered except on Christmas, was spread about eight oclock. About nine an automobile took Lord Scorp and T. McT. away, and after that we all returned to the nursery until about ten-thirty when even by the most liberal interpretation of holiday license it was bedtime. We soberer elders (I hope no one sets up a loud guffaw) adjourned to the drawing-room for nuts and wine, and finally, as the beloved Pepys was accustomed to remark, So to bed.

But what with the abbey church, the discourse on Christian Science, our lady of the donkey, a very full stomach and a phantasmagoria of toys spinning before my eyes, I went to bed thinking of,well now, what do you suppose I went to bed thinking of?


CHAPTER XVII

SMOKY ENGLAND

FOR years before going to England I had been interested in the north of England the land, as I was accustomed to think, of the under dog. England, if one could trust ones impression from a distance, was a land of great social contrasts the ultimate high and the ultimate low of poverty and wealth. In the north, as I understand it, were all of the great manufacturing centers Sheffield, Leeds, Nottingham, Birmingham, Liverpool, Manchester a whole welter of smoky cities whence issue tons upon tons of pottery, linen, cotton, cutlery. While I was at Bridgely Level I spoke of my interest in this region to Barfleur, who merely lifted his eyebrows. He knew little or nothing about that northern world. The south of England encompassed his interest. However, Barfleurs cousin, the agreeable Gerard Barfleur, told me soulfully that the north of England must be like America, because it was so brisk, direct, practical, and that he loved it. (He was a confirmed American rooter or booster, we would say over here, and was constantly talking about coming to this country to enter the theatrical business.)

I journeyed northward the last day of the old year to Manchester and its environs, which I had chosen as affording the best picture of manufacturing life. I had been directed to a certain hotel, recommended as the best equipped in the country. I think I never saw so large a hotel. It sprawled over a very large block in a heavy, impressive, smoky-stone way. It had, as I quickly discovered, an excellent Turkish and Russian bath in connection with it and five separate restaurants, German, French, English, etc., and an American bar. The most important travel life of Manchester centered here that was obvious. I was told that buyers and sellers from all parts of the world congregated in this particular caravanserai. It was New Years day and the streets were comparatively empty, but the large, showy, heavily furnished breakfast-room was fairly well sprinkled with men whom I took to be cotton operatives. There was a great mill strike on at this time and here were gathered for conference representatives of all the principal interests involved. I was glad to see this, for I had always wondered what type of man it was that conducted the great manufacturing interests in England particularly this one of cotton. The struggle was over the matter of the recognition of the unions and a slight raise in the wage-scale. These men were very much like a similar collection of wealthy manufacturers in the United States. Great industries seem to breed a certain type of mind and body. You can draw a mental picture of a certain keen, dressy, phlegmatic individual, not tall, not small, round, solid, ruddy and have them all. These men were so comfortably solid, physically. They looked so content with themselves and the world, so firm and sure. Nearly all of them were between forty-five and sixty, cold, hard, quick-minded, alert. They differed radically from the typical Englishman of the South. It struck me at once that if England were to be kept commercially dominant it would be this type of man, not that of the South, who would keep it so.

And now I could understand from looking at these men why it was that the north of England was supposed to hate the south of England, and vice versa. I had sat at a dinner-table in Portland Place one evening and heard the question of the sectional feeling discussed. Why does it exist? was the question before the guests. Well, the south of England is intellectual, academic, historic, highly socialized. It is rich in military, governmental, ambassadorial and titled life. The very scenery is far more lovely. The culture of the people, because of the more generally distributed wealth, is so much better. In the north of England the poor are very poor and contentious. The men of wealth are not historically wealthy or titled. In many cases they are hard greedy upstarts like the irrepressible Americans, one speaker remarked. They have no real culture or refinement. They manage to buy their way in from time to time, it is true, but that does not really count. They are essentially raw and brutal. Looking at these men breakfasting quietly, I could understand it exactly. Their hard, direct efficiency would but poorly adjust itself to the soft speculative intellectuality of the south. Yet we know that types go hand in hand in any country with a claim to greatness.

After my breakfast I struck out to see what I could see of the city. I also took a car to Salford, and another train to Stockport in order to gather as quick a picture of the Manchester neighborhood as I could. What I saw was commonplace enough. All of the larger cities of present-day Europe are virtually of modern construction. Most of them have grown to their present great population in the last fifty years. Hence they have been virtually built not rebuilt in that time.

Salford, a part of Manchester, was nothing great cotton and machine works and warehouses. Stockport was not anything either, save long lines of brick cottages one and two stories high and mills, mills, mills, mills. It always astounds me how life repeats itself any idea in life such as a design for a house over and over and over. These houses in Salford, Stockport and Manchester proper were such as you might see anywhere in Chicago, St. Louis, Cincinnati, Baltimore in the cheap streets. I had the sense of being pursued by a deadly commonplace. It all looked as people do when they think very little, know very little, see very little, do very little. I expected to learn that the churches flourished here very greatly and that there was an enormous Sunday school somewhere about. There was at Stock-port the largest in the world I was told, five thousand students attending. The thing that impressed me most was the presence of the wooden clog or shoe.

In Stockport there was a drab silence hanging over everything the pathetic dullness of the laborer when he has nothing to do save the one thing he cannot do think. As it was a Sunday the streets were largely empty and silent a dreary, narrow-minded, probably religious, conventional world which accepts this blank drabness as natural, ordered, probably even necessary. To the west and the south and the east and the north are great worlds of strangeness and wonder new lands, new people but these folks can neither see nor hear. Here they are harnessed to cotton-mills, believing no doubt that God intended it to be so, working from youth to age without ever an inkling of the fascinating ramifications of life. It appalled me.

In some respects I think I never saw so dreary a world as manufacturing England. In saying this I do not wish to indicate that the working conditions are any worse than those which prevail in various American cities, such as Pittsburgh, and especially the minor cities like Lawrence and Fall River. But here was a dark workaday world, quite unfavored by climate, a country in which damp and fogs prevail for fully three-fourths of the year, and where a pall of smoke is always present. I remember reading a sign on one of the railway platforms which stated that owing to the prevalence of fogs the company could not be held responsible for the running of trains on time. I noticed too, that the smoke and damp were so thick everywhere that occasionally the trees on the roadside or the houses over the way would disappear in a lovely, Corot-like mist. Lamps were burning in all stores and office-buildings. Street cars carried head-lamps and dawned upon you out of a hazy gloom. Traffic disappeared in a thick blanket a half block away.

Most of these outlying towns had populations ranging from ninety to a hundred thousand, but in so far as interesting or entertaining developments of civic life were concerned proportioned to their size there were none. They might as well have been villages of five hundred or one thousand. Houses, houses, houses, all of the same size, all the same color, all the same interior arrangement, virtually.

Everywhere in Middleton, Oldham, and Rochdale, which I visited the first day, and in Boulton, Blackburn, and Wigan, which I visited the next I found this curious multiplication of the same thing which you would dismiss with a glance whole streets, areas, neighborhoods of which you could say, all alike.

In Middleton I was impressed with the constant repetition of front rooms or parlors. You could look in through scores of partly open doors (this climate is damp but not cold) and see in each a chest of drawers exactly like every other chest in the town and in the same position relative to the door. Nearly all the round tables which these front rooms contained were covered with pink, patterned, cotton tablecloths. The small single windows, one to each house, contained blue or yellow jardinires set on small tables and containing geraniums. The fireplace, always to the right of the room as you looked in the window, glowed with a small coal fire. There were no other ornaments that I saw. The ceilings of the rooms were exceedingly low and the total effect was one of clean, frugal living.

The great mills bore pleasing names, such as Rob Roy, Tabitha, Marietta, and their towering stacks looked down upon the humbler habitations at their base much as the famous castles of the feudal barons must have looked down upon the huts of their serfs. I was constrained to think of the workaday existence that all this suggested, the long lines of cotton-mill employees going in at seven oclock in the morning, in the dark, and coming out at six oclock at night, in the dark. Many of these mills employ a day and a night shift. Their windows, when agleam in the smoke or rain, are like patins of fine gold. I saw them gleaming at the end of dull streets or across the smooth, olive-colored surfaces of mill ponds or through the mist and rain. The few that were running (the majority of them were shut down because of the strike) had a roar like that of Niagara tumbling over its rocks a rich, ominous thunder. In recent years the mill-owners have abandoned the old low, two-story type of building with its narrow windows and dingy aspect of gray stone, and erected in its stead these enormous structures the only approach to the American sky-scraper I saw in England. They are magnificent mills, far superior to those you will see to-day in this country, clean, bright and every one I saw new. If I should rely upon my merely casual impression, I should say that there were a thousand such within twenty-five miles of Manchester. When seen across a foreground of low cottages, such as I have described, they have all the dignity of cathedrals vast temples of labor. I was told by the American Consul-General at London that they are equipped with the very latest cotton-spinning machinery and are now in a position to hold their own on equal terms with American competition, if not utterly to defy it. The intricacy and efficiency of the machinery is greater than that employed in our mills. I could not help thinking what a far cry it was from these humble cottages, some few of which in odd corners looked like the simple, thatched huts sacred to Burns and The Cotters Saturday Night, to these lordly mills and the lordly owners behind them the strong, able, ruthless men whom I saw eating in the breakfast-room at the Midland the day before. Think of the poor little girls and boys, principally girls, clattering to and from work in their wooden shoes and, if you will believe it (I saw it at Boulton on a cold, rainy, January day), in thin black shawls and white straw hats, much darkened by continuous wear. One crowd that I observed was pouring out at high noon. I heard a whistle yelling its information, and then a mouse-hole of a door in one corner of the great structure opened, and released the black stream of mill-workers. By comparison, it looked like a small procession of ants or a trickle of black water. Small as it was, however, it soon filled the street. The air was wet, smoky, gray, the windows even at this midday hour gleaming here and there with lights. The factory hands were a dreary mass in the rain, some of them carrying umbrellas, many without them, all the women wearing straw hats and black shawls!

I looked at their faces pale, waxy, dull, inefficient. I looked at their shapeless skirts hanging like bags about their feet. I looked at their flat chests, their graceless hands, and then I thought of the strong men who know how to use I hesitate to say exploit inefficiency. What would these women do if they could not work in the mills? One thing I am sure of: the mills, whatever charges may be brought against their owners in regard to hours, insufficiency of payment, indifference of treatment, are nevertheless better places in which to spend ones working hours than the cottages with their commonplace round of duties. What can one learn washing dishes and scrubbing floors in a cottage? I can see some one jumping up to exclaim: What can one learn tying commonplace threads in a cotton mill, taking care of eight or nine machines one lone woman? What has she time to learn? This if you ask me; the single thought of organization, if nothing more. The thought that there is such a thing as a great machine which can do the work of fifty or a hundred men. It will not do to say the average individual can learn this method working in a home. It is not true. What the race needs is ideas. It needs thoughts of life and injustice and justice and opportunity or the lack of it kicked into its senseless clay. It needs to be made to think by some rough process or other (gentleness wont do it), and this is one way. I like labor-leaders. I like big, raw, crude, hungry men who are eager for gain for self-glorification. I like to see them plotting to force such men as I saw breakfasting at the Midland to give them something and the people beneath them. I am glad to think that the clay whose womankind wears black shawls and straw hats in January has sense enough at last to appoint these raw, angry fellows, who scheme and struggle and fight and show their teeth and call great bitter strikes, such as I saw here, and such as had shut tight so many of these huge solemn mills. It speaks much for the race. It speaks much for thinking, which is becoming more and more common. If this goes on, there wont be so many women with drabbly skirts and flat chests. There will still be strong men and weak, but the conditions may not be so severe. Anyhow let us hope so, for it is an optimistic thought and it cheers one in the face of all the drab streets and the drab people. I have no hope of making millionaires of everybody, nor of establishing that futile abstraction, justice; but I do cherish the idea of seeing the world growing better and more interesting for everybody. And the ills which make for thinking are the only things which will bring this about.


CHAPTER XVIII

SMOKY ENGLAND (continued)

AT Middleton the mills are majestically large and the cottages relatively minute. There is a famous old inn here, very picturesque to look upon, and Somebody of Somethings comfortable manor, but they were not the point for me. In one of its old streets, in the dark doorway of an old house, I encountered an old woman, very heavy, very pale, very weary, who stood leaning against the door post.

What do you burn here, gas or oil? I asked, interested to obtain information on almost any topic and seeking a pretext for talking to her.

Hey? she replied, looking at me wearily, but making no other move.

What do you burn? I asked. What do you use for light, gas or oil?

Ile, she replied heavily. You ll have to talk very loud. I m gettin old and I m goin to die pretty soon.

Oh, no, I said, you re not old enough for that. You re going to live a long time yet.

Hey? she asked.

I repeated what I had said.

No, she mumbled, and now I saw she had no teeth. I m gettin old. I m eighty-two and I m goin to die. I been workin in the mills all my life.

Have you ever been out of Middleton? I asked.

Hey? she replied.

I repeated.

Yes, to Manchester, Saturdays. Not of late, though. Not in years and years. I m very sick, though, now. I m goin to die.

I could see from her look that what she said was true. Only her exceeding weariness employed her mind. I learned that water came from a hydrant in the yard, that the kitchen floor was of earth. Then I left, noticing as I went that she wore wooden-soled shoes.

In the public square at Boulton, gathered about the city-hall, where one would suppose for the sake of civic dignity no unseemly spectacle would be permitted, was gathered all the paraphernalia of a shabby, eighth-rate circus red wagons, wild animal and domestic horse tents, the moderate-sized main tent, the side show, the fat womans private wagon, a cage and the like. I never saw so queer a scene. The whole square was crowded with tents, great and small; but there was little going on, for a drizzling rain was in progress. Can human dullness sink lower? I asked myself, feeling that the civic heart of things was being profaned. Could utmost drabbiness out-drab this? I doubted it. Why should the aldermen permit it? Yet I have no doubt this situation appealed exactly to the imagination of the working population. I can conceive that it would be about the only thing that would. It was just raw and cheap and homely enough to do it. I left with pleasure.

When I came into Oldham on a tram-car from Rochdale, it was with my head swimming from the number of mills I had seen. I have described the kind all new. But I did not lose them here.

It was the luncheon hour and I was beginning to grow hungry. As I walked along dull streets I noticed several small eating-places labeled fish, chip, and pea restaurant and tripe, trotters, and cow-heels restaurant, which astonished me greatly really astonished me. I had seen only one such before in my life and that was this same morning in Middleton a fish, chip, and pea restaurant; but I did not get the point sufficiently clearly to make a note of it. The one that I encountered this afternoon had a sign in the window which stated that unquestionably its chips were the best to be procured anywhere and very nourishing. A plate of them standing close by made it perfectly plain that potato chips were meant. No recommendation was given to either the fish or the peas. I pondered over this, thinking that such restaurants must be due to the poverty of the people and that meat being very dear, these three articles of diet were substituted. Here in Oldham, however, I saw that several of these restaurants stood in very central places where the rents should be reasonably high and the traffic brisk. It looked as though they were popular for some other reason. I asked a policeman.

What is a fish, chip, and pea restaurant? I asked.

Well, to tell you the truth, he said, it s a place where a man who s getting over a spree goes to eat. Those things are good for the stomach.

I pondered over this curiously. There were four such restaurants in the immediate vicinity, to say nothing of the one labeled tripe, trotters, and cow-heels, which astonished me even more.

And what s that for? I asked of the same officer.

The same thing. A man who s been drinking eats those things.

I had to laugh, and yet this indicated another characteristic of a wet, rainy climate, namely considerable drinking. At the next corner a man, a woman, and a child conferring slightly confirmed my suspicion.

Come on, said the man to the woman, all at once, let s go to the pub. A beer ll do you good.

The three started off together, the child hanging by the womans hand. I followed them with my eyes, for I could not imagine quite such a scene in America not done just in this way. Women a certain type go to the back rooms of saloons well enough; children are sent with pails for beer; but just this particular combination of husband, wife, and child is rare, I am sure.

And such public houses! To satisfy myself of their character I went to three in three different neighborhoods. Like those I saw in London and elsewhere around it, they were pleasant enough in their arrangement, but gloomy. The light from the outside was meager, darkened as it was by smoke and rain. If you went on back into the general lounging-room, lights were immediately turned on, for otherwise it was not bright enough to see. If you stayed in the front at the bar proper it was still dark, and one light a mantled gas-jet was kept burning. I asked the second barmaid with whom I conferred about this:

You dont always have to keep a light burning here, do you?

Always, except two or three months in summer, she replied. Sometimes in July and August we dont need it. As a rule we do.

Surely, it is nt always dark and smoky like this?

You should see it sometimes, if you call this bad, she replied contemptuously. It s black.

I should say it s very near that now, I commented.

Oh, no, most of the mills are not running. You should see it when it s foggy and the mills are running.

She seemed to take a sort of pride in the matter and I sympathized with her. It is rather distinguished to live in an extreme of any kind, even if it is only that of a smoky wetness of climate. I went out, making my way to the Kafe Monico, as the policeman who recommended the place pronounced it. Here I enjoyed such a meal as only a third-rate restaurant which is considered first by the local inhabitants would supply.

I journeyed forth once more, interested by the fact that, according to Baedeker, from one point somewhere, on a clear day, whenever that might be, six hundred stacks might be seen. In this fog I soon found that it was useless to look for them. Instead I contented myself with noting how, in so many cases, the end of a street, or the sheer dismal length of an unbroken row of houses, all alike, was honored, made picturesque, made grand even, by the presence of the mills, these gloomy monuments of labor.

There is an architecture of manufacture, dreary and shabby as its setting almost invariably is, which in its solemnity, strangeness of outline, pathos and dignity, quite rivals, if it does not surpass, the more heralded forms of the world its cathedrals, parthenons, Moorish temples and the like. I have seen it often in America and elsewhere where a group of factory buildings, unplanned as to arrangement and undignified as to substance, would yet take on an exquisite harmony of line and order after which a much more pretentious institution might well have been modeled. At Stockport, near Manchester, for instance, on the Mersey, which here is little more than a rivulet, but picturesque and lovely, I saw grouped a half-dozen immense mills with towering chimneys which, for architectural composition from the vantage point of the stream, could not have been surpassed. They had the dignity of vast temples, housing a world of under-paid life which was nevertheless rich in color and enthusiasm. Sometimes I fancy the modern world has produced nothing more significant architecturally speaking, than the vast manufactory. Here in Old-ham they were gathered in notable clusters, towering over the business heart and the various resident sections so that the whole scene might well be said to have been dominated by it. They bespeak a world of thought and feeling which we of more intellectual fields are inclined at times to look on as dull and low, but are they? I confess that for myself they move me at times as nothing else does. They have vast dignity the throb and sob of the immense. And what is more dignified than toiling humanity, anyhow its vague, formless, illusioned hopes and fears? I wandered about the dull rain-sodden thoroughfares, looking in at the store windows. In one I found a pair of gold and a pair of silver slippers offered for sale for what feet in Oldham? They were not high in price, but this sudden suggestion of romance in a dark workaday world took my fancy.

At four oclock, after several hours of such wandering, I returned to the main thoroughfare the market-place in order to see what it was the hundred and fifty thousand inhabitants found to entertain them. I looked for theaters and found two, one of them a large moving-picture show. Of a sudden, walking in a certain direction my ears were greeted by a most euphonious clatter so interwoven and blended were the particular sounds which I recognized at once as coming from the feet of a multitude, shod with wooden-soled clogs. Where were they coming from? I saw no crowd. Suddenly, up a side street, coming toward me down a slope I detected a vast throng. The immense moving-picture theater had closed for the afternoon and its entire audience, perhaps two thousand in all, was descending toward the main street. In connection with this crowd, as with the other at Boulton, I noted the phenomenon of the black or white straw hat, the black or brown shawl, the shapeless skirts and wooden-soled clogs of the women; the dull, commonplace suit and wooden clogs of the men. Where were they going now? Home, of course. These must be a portion of the strikers. They looked to me like typical mill-workers out on a holiday and their faces had a waxy pallor. I liked the sound of their shoes, though, as they came along. It was like the rattle of many drums. They might have been waltzing on a wooden floor. The thing had a swing and a rhythm of its own. What if a marching army were shod with wooden shoes! I thought; and then, What if a mob with guns and swords came clattering so!

A crowd like this is like a flood of water pouring downhill. They came into the dark main street and it was quite brisk for a time with their presence. Then they melted away into the totality of the stream, as rivers do into the sea, and things were as they had been before.

If there were any restaurants other than the Kafe Monico, I did not find them. For entertainment I suppose those who are not religiously minded do as they do in Fall River and elsewhere walk up and down past the bright shop windows or sit and drink in the public houses, which are unquestionably far more cheerful by night than by day.

The vast majority who live here must fall back for diversion on other things, their work, their church, their family duties, or their vices. I am satisfied that under such conditions sex plays a far more vital part in cities of this description than almost anywhere else. For, although the streets be dull and the duties of life commonplace, sex and the mysteries of temperament weave their spells quite as effectively here as elsewhere, if not more so. In fact, denied the more varied outlets of a more interesting world, humanity falls back almost exclusively on sex. Women and men, or rather boys and girls (for most of the grown women and men had a drudgy, disillusioned, wearied look), went by each other glancing and smiling. They were alert to be entertained by each other, and while I saw little that I would call beauty in the women, or charm and smartness in the men, nevertheless I could understand how the standards of New York and Paris might not necessarily prevail here. Clothes may not fit, fashion may find no suggestion of its dictates, but after all, underneath, the lure of temperament and of beauty is the same. And so these same murky streets may burn with a rich passional life of their own. I left Oldham finally in the dark and in a driving rain, but not without a sense of the sturdy vigor of the place, keen if drab.


CHAPTER XIX

CANTERBURY

IT was not so long after this that I journeyed southward. My plan was to leave London two days ahead of Barfleur, visit Canterbury and Dover, and meet with him there to travel to Paris together, and the Riviera. From the Riviera I was to go on to Rome and he was to return to England.

Among other pleasant social duties I paid a farewell visit to Sir Scorp, who shall appear often hereafter in these pages. During the Christmas holidays at Barfleurs I had become well acquainted with this Irish knight and famed connoisseur of art, and while in London I had seen much of him. Here in his lovely mansion in Cheyne Walk I found him surrounded by what one might really call the grandeur of his pictures. His house contained distinguished examples of Rembrandt, Frans Hals, Van Dyck, Paul Potter, Velasquez, Mancini and others, and as I contemplated him on this occasion he looked not unlike one of the lymphatic cavaliers of Van Dycks canvases. A pale gentleman, this very remote in his spirit, very far removed from the common run of life, concerned only with the ultimately artistic, and wishing to be free of everything save the leisure to attend to this. He was not going to leave London, he thought, at this time, except possibly for a short visit to Paris. He was greatly concerned with the problem of finding a dilapidated cahstle which he could restore, live in, fill with his pictures and eventually sell, or dedicate to his beloved England as a memorial of himself. It must be a perfect example of Tudor architecture that he invariably repeated. I gained the impression that he might fill it with interesting examples of some given school or artist and leave it as a public monument.

He urged upon me that I ought to go about the work of getting up a loan exhibit of representative American art, and have it brought to London. He commended me to the joys of certain cities and scenes Pisa, San Miniato outside of Florence, the Villa Doria at Rome. I had to smile at the mans profound artistic assurance, for he spoke exactly as a grandee recounting the glories of his kingdom. I admired the paleness of his forehead and his hands and cast one longing look at his inestimable Frans Hals. To think that any man in these days should have purchased for little a picture that can in all likelihood be sold for $500,000 it was like walking into Aladdins cave.

The morning I left it was gray as usual. I had brought in all my necessary belongings from Bridgely Level and installed them in my room at the hotel, packed and ready. The executive mind of Barfleur was on the qui vive to see that nothing was forgotten. A certain type of tie must be purchased for use on the Riviera he had overlooked that. He thought my outing hat was not quite light enough in color, so we went back to change it. I had lost my umbrella in the excitement, and that had to be replaced. But finally, rushing to and fro in a taxi, loaded like a van with belongings, Barfleur breathing stertorously after each venture into a shop, we arrived at the Victoria Station. Never having been on the Continent before, I did not realize until we got there the wisdom of Barfleurs insistence that I pack as much of my belongings as possible in bags, and as little as possible in trunks. Traveling first class, as most of those who have much luggage do, it is cheaper. As most travelers know, one can take as many as five or six parcels or bags in the compartment with one, and stow them on racks and under the seats, which saves a heavy charge for excess baggage. In some countries, such as Italy, nothing is carried free save your hand-luggage which you take in your compartment with you. In addition the rates are high. I think I paid as much as thirty shillings for the little baggage I had, over and above that which I took in my compartment with me. To a person with a frugal temperament such as mine, that is positively disconcerting. It was my first taste of what I came subsequently to look upon as greedy Europe.

As the train rushed southeastwards I did my best to see the pleasant country through which we were speeding the region indicated on the map as North Downs. I never saw any portion of English country anywhere that I did not respond to the charming simplicity of it, and understand and appreciate the Englishmans pride in it. It has all the quality of a pastoral poem the charm of Arcady fields of sheep, rows of quaint chimney pots and odd houses tucked away among the trees, exquisite moldy and sagging roofs, doorways and windows which look as though loving care had been spent on them. Although this was January, all the leafless trees were covered with a fine thin mold, as green as spring leaves. At Rochester the ruins of an ancient castle came into view and a cathedral which I was not to see. At Faversham I had to change from the Dover express to a local, and by noon I was at Canterbury and was looking for the Fleur-de-lis which had been recommended to me as the best hotel there. At least, observed Barfleur, quite solemnly to me as we parted, I think you can drink the wine. I smiled, for my taste in that respect was not so cultivated as his.

Of all the places I visited in England, not excluding Oxford, I believe that Canterbury pleased me most. The day may have had something to do with it. It was warm and gray threatening rain at times but at times also the sun came out and gave the old English town a glow which was not unrelated to spring and Paradise. You will have to have a fondness for things English to like it quaint, two-story houses with unexpected twists to their roofs, and oriel and bay windows which have been fastened on in the most unexpected places and in the strangest fashion. The colors, too, in some instances, are high for England reds and yellows and blues; but in the main a smoky red-brick tone prevails. The river Stour, which in America would be known as Stours Creek, runs through the city in two branches; and you find it in odd places, walled in closely by the buildings, hung over by little balconies and doorsteps, the like of which I did not see again until I reached Venice. There were rooks in the sky, as I noticed, when I came out of the railway station; I was charmed with winding streets, and a general air of peace and quiet but I could not descry the cathedral anywhere. I made my way up High Street which is English for Main and finally found my recommended inn, small and dark, but in the hands of Frenchmen and consequently well furnished in the matter of food. I came out after a time and followed this street to its end, passing the famous gate where the pilgrims used to sink on their knees and in that position pray their way to the cathedral. As usual my Baedeker gave me a world of information, but I could not stomach it, and preferred to look at the old stones of which the gate was composed, wondering that it had endured so long. The little that I knew of St. Augustine and King Ethelbert and Chaucer and Thomas Becket and Laud came back to me. I cculd not have called it sacred ground, but it was colored at least with the romance of history, and I have great respect for what people once believed, whether it was sensible or not.

Canterbury is a city of twenty-eight thousand, with gas-works and railroads and an electric-power plant and moving pictures and a skating-rink. But, though it has all these and much more of the same kind, it nevertheless retains that indefinable something which is pure poetry and makes England exquisite. As I look at it now, having seen much more of other parts of Europe, the quality which produces this indefinable beauty in England is not so much embodied in the individual as in the race. If you look at architectural developments in other countries you have the feeling at times as if certain individuals had greatly influenced the appearance of a city or a country. This is true of Paris and Berlin, Florence and Milan. Some one seems to have worked out a scheme at some time or other. In England I could never detect an individual or public scheme of any kind. It all seemed to have grown up, like an unheralded bed of flowers. Again I am satisfied that it is the English temperament which, at its best, provides the indefinable lure which exists in all these places. I noticed it in the towns about Manchester where, in spite of rain and smoke, the same poetic hominess prevailed. Here in Canterbury, where the architecture dates in its variation through all of eight centuries, you feel the dominance of the English temperament which has produced it. To-day, in the newest sections of London Hammersmith and Seven Kings, West Dulwich and North Finchley you still feel it at work, accidentally or instinctively constructing this atmosphere which is common to Oxford and Canterbury. It is compounded of a sense of responsibility and cleanliness and religious feeling and strong national and family ties. You really feel in England the distinction of the fireside and the family heirloom; and the fact that a person must always keep a nice face on things, however bad they may be. The same spirit erects bird-boxes on poles in the yard and lays charming white stone doorsteps and plants vines to clamber over walls and windows. It is a sweet and poetic spirit, however dull it may seem by comparison with the brilliant iniquities of other realms. Here along this little river Stour the lawns came down to the water in some instances; the bridges over it were built with the greatest care; and although houses lined it on either side for several miles of its ramblings, it was nevertheless a clean stream. I noticed in different places, where the walls were quite free of any other marks, a poster giving the picture and the history of a murderer who was wanted by the police in Nottingham, and it came to me, in looking at it, that he would have a hard time anywhere in England concealing his identity. The native horror of disorder and scandal would cause him to be yielded up on the moment.

In my wanderings, which were purely casual and haphazard, I finally came upon the cathedral which loomed up suddenly through a curving street under a leaden sky. It was like a lovely song, rendered with great pathos. Over a Gothic gate of exquisite workmanship and endless labor, it soared two black stone towers rising shapely and ornate into the gray air. I looked up to some lattices which gave into what might have been the belfry, and saw birds perched just as they should have been. The walls, originally gray, had been turned by time and weather into a soft spongy black which somehow fitted in exquisitely with the haze of the landscape. I had a curious sensation of darker and lighter shades of gray lurking pools of darkness here and there, and brightness in spots that became almost silver. The cathedral grounds were charmingly enclosed in vine-covered walls that were nevertheless worked out in harmonious detail of stone. An ancient walk of some kind, overhung with broken arches that had fallen into decay, led away into a green court which, by a devious process of other courts and covered arches, gave into the cloister proper. I saw an old deacon, or canon, of the church walking here in stately meditation; and a typical English yeoman, his trousers fastened about the knee by the useless but immemorial strap, came by, wheeling a few bricks in a barrow. There were endless courts, it seemed to me, surrounded by two-story buildings, all quaint in design, and housing Heaven-knows-what subsidiary factors of the archiepiscopal life. They seemed very simple habitations to me. Children played here on the walks and grass, gardeners worked at vines and fences, and occasional workmen appeared men who, I supposed, were connected with the architectural repairs which were being made to the faade. As I stood in the courtyard of the archbishops house, which was in front and to the left of the cathedral as you faced it, a large blue-gray touring-car suddenly appeared, and a striking-looking ecclesiastic in a shovel hat stepped out. I had the wish and the fancy that I was looking at the archbishop himself a sound, stern, intellectual-looking person but I did not ask. He gave me a sharp, inquiring look, and I withdrew beyond these sacred precincts and into the cathedral itself, where a tinny-voiced bell was beginning to ring for afternoon service.

I am sure I shall never forget the interior of Canterbury. It was the first really old, great cathedral that I had seen for I had not prized very highly either St. Pauls or St. Albans. I had never quite realized how significant these structures must have been in an age when they were far and away the most important buildings of the time. No kings palace could ever have had the importance of Canterbury, and the cry from the common peasant to the Archiepiscopal see must have been immense. Here really ruled the primate of all England, and here Becket was murdered.

Of all known architectural forms the Gothic corresponds more nearly to the finest impulse in nature itself that is, to produce the floreated form. The aisles of the trees are no more appealing artistically than those of a great cathedral, and the overhanging branches through which the light falls have not much more charm than some of these perfect Gothic ceilings sustained by their many branching arms of stone. Much had happened, apparently, to the magnificent stained-glass windows which must have filled the tall-pointed openings at different periods, and many of them have been replaced by plain frosted glass. Those that remain are of such richness of color and such delightful variety of workmanship that, seen at the end of long stretches of aisles and ambulatories, they are like splotches of blood or deep indigo, throwing a strange light on the surrounding stone.

I presently fell in tow of a guide. It is said to-day that Americans are more like the Germans than like the English; but from the types I encountered in England I think the variety of American temperaments spring naturally from the mother country. Four more typical New England village specimens I never saw than these cathedral ushers or guides. They were sitting on the steps leading up to the choir, clad in cap and gown, engaged in cheerful gossip.

Your turn, Henry, said one, and the tallest of the three came around and unlocked the great iron gates which give into the choir. Then began, for my special benefit, a magnificent oration. We were joined, after we had gone a little way, by a party of ladies from Pennsylvania sylvania who were lurking in one of the transepts; and nothing would do but my guide must go back to the iron entrance-way to the choir and begin all over. Not a sentence was twisted, not a pause misplaced. Good heavens, I thought, he does that every day in the year, perhaps a dozen times a day. He was like a phonograph with but one record, which is repeated endlessly. Nevertheless, the history of the archbishops, the Black Prince, the Huguenot refugees, the carving of the woodwork and the disappearance of the windows was all interesting. After having made the rounds of the cathedral, we came out into the cloister, the corridors of which were all black and crumbling with age, and he indicated the spot and described the manner in which Becket had been stabbed and had fallen. I dont know when a bit of history has moved me so much.

It was the day the gentle quality of it its very spring-like texture that made it all so wonderful. The grass in this black court was as green as new lettuce; the pendants and facets of the arches were crumbling into black sand and spoke seemingly of a thousand years. High overhead the towers and the pinnacles, soaring as gracefully as winged living things, looked down while I faced the black-gowned figure of my guide and thought of the ancient archbishop crossing this self-same turf (how long can be the life of grass?).

When I came outside the gate into the little square or triangle which faces it I found a beautiful statue of the lyric muse a semi-nude dancing girl erected to the memory of Christopher Marlowe. It surprised me a little to find it here, facing Canterbury, in what might be called the sacred precincts of religious art; but it is suitably placed and brought back to my mind the related kingdom of poetry.

All the little houses about have heavy overhanging eaves and diamond-shaped, lead-paned windows. The walls are thick and whitewashed, ranging in color from cream to brown. They seem unsuited to modern life; and yet they frequently offered small shop-windows full of all the things that make it: picture-postcards, American shoes, much-advertised candy, and the latest books and magazines. I sought a tea-room near by and had tea, looking joyously out against the wall where some clematis clambered, and then wandered back to the depot to get my mackintosh and umbrella for it was begining to rain. For two hours more I walked up and down in the rain and dark, looking into occasional windows where the blinds had not been drawn and stopping in taprooms or public hosues where rosy barmaids waited on one with courteous smiles.


CHAPTER XX

EN ROUTE TO PARIS

ONE of the things which dawned upon me in moving about England, and particularly as I was leaving it, was the reason for the inestimable charm of Dickens. I do not know that anywhere in London or England I encountered any characters which spoke very forcefully of those he described. It is probable that they were all somewhat exaggerated. But of the charm of his setting there can be no doubt. He appeared at a time when the old order was giving way, and the new the new as we have known it in the last sixty years was manifesting itself very sharply. Railroads were just coming in and coaches being dispensed with; the modern hotel was not yet even thought of, but it was impending.

Dickens, born and raised in London, was among the first to perceive the wonder of the change and to contrast it graphically with what had been and still was. In such places as St. Albans, Marlowe, Canterbury, Oxford, and others, I could see what the old life must have been like when the stage-coach ruled and made the principal highways lively with traffic. Here in Canterbury and elsewhere there were inns sacred to the characters of Dickens; and you could see how charming that world must have appeared to a man who felt that it was passing. He saw it in its heyday, and he recorded it as it could not have been recorded before and can never be again. He saw also the charm of simple English life the native love of cleanly pots and pans and ordered dooryards; and that, fortunately, has not changed. I cannot think of any one doing England as Dickens did it until there is something new to be done the old spirit manifested in a new way. From Shakespeare to Dickens the cry is long; from Dickens to his successors it may be longer still.

I was a bit perturbed on leaving Canterbury to realize that on the morrow at this same time I should catch my first glimpse of Paris. The clerk at the station who kept my bags for me noted that I came from New York and told me he had a brother in Wisconsin, and that he liked it very much out there.

I said, I suppose you will be coming to America yourself, one of these days?

Oh, yes, he said; the big chances are out there. I ll either go to Canada or Wisconsin.

Well, there are plenty of states to choose from, I said.

A lot of people have gone from this place, he replied.

It rained hard on the way to Dover; but when I reached there it had ceased, and I even went so far as to leave my umbrella in the train. When I early discovered my loss I reported it at once to the porter who was carrying my belongings.

Dont let that worry you, he replied, in the calmest and most assuring of English tones. They always look through the trains. You ll find it in the parcel-room.

Sure enough, when I returned there it was behind the clerks desk; and it was handed to me promptly. If I had not had everything which I had lost, barring one stick, promptly returned to me since I had been in England, I should not have thought so much of this; but it confirmed my impression that I was among a people who are temperamentally honest.

My guide led me to the Lord Warden Hotel, where I arranged myself comfortably in a good room for the night. It pleased me, on throwing open my windows, to see that this hotel fronted a bay or arm of the sea and that I was in the realm of great ships and sea traffic instead of the noisy heart of a city. Because of a slight haze, not strong enough to shut out the lights entirely, fog-horns and fog-bells were going; and I could hear the smash of waves on the shore. I decided that after dinner I would reconnoiter Dover. There was a review of warships in the harbor at the time; and the principal streets were crowded with marines in red jackets and white belts and the comic little tambourine caps cocked jauntily over one ear. Such a swarm of red-jackets I never saw in my life. They were walking up and down in pairs and trios, talking briskly and flirting with the girls. I fancy that representatives of the underworld of women who prey on this type of youth were here in force.

Much to my astonishment, in this Snargate Street I found a south-of-England replica of the Fish, Chip, and Pea institution of the Manchester district. I concluded from this that it must be an all-English institution, and wherever there was much drunkenness there would be these restaurants. In such a port as Dover, where, sailors freely congregate, it would be apt to be common; and so it proved.

Farther up High Street, in its uttermost reaches in fact, I saw a sign which read: Thomas Davidge, Bone-setter and Tooth-surgeon whatever that may be. Its only rival was another I had seen in Boulton which ran: Temperance Bar and Herbal Stores.

The next morning I was up early and sought the famous castle on the hill, but could not gain admission and could not see it for the fog. I returned to the beach when the fog had lifted and I could see not only the castle on the hill, but the wonderful harbor besides. It was refreshing to see the towering cliff of chalk, the pearl-blue water, the foaming surf along the interesting sea walk, and the lines of summer or perhaps they are winter residences facing the sea on this one best street. Dover, outside of this one street, was not to me handsome, but here all was placid, comfortable, socially interesting. I wondered what type of Englishman it was that came to summer or winter at Dover so conveniently located between London and Paris.

At ten-thirty this morning the last train from London making the boat for Calais was to arrive and with it Barfleur and all his paraphernalia bound for Paris.

It seems to me that I have sung the praises of Barfleur as a directing manager quite sufficiently for one book; but I shall have to begin anew. He arrived as usual very brisk, a porter carrying four or five pieces of luggage, his fur coat over his arm, his monocle gleaming as though it had been freshly polished, a cane and an umbrella in hand, and inquiring crisply whether I had secured the particular position on deck which he had requested me to secure and hold. If it were raining, according to a slip of paper on which he had written instructions days before I left London, I was to enter the cabin of the vessel which crossed the channel; prempt a section of seat along the side wall by putting all my luggage there; and bribe a porter to place two chairs in a comfortable windless position on deck to which we could repair in case it should clear up on the way over. All of this I faithfully did. The chairs had the best possible position behind the deck-house and one of my pieces of luggage was left there as a guarantee that they belonged to me. It looked like rain when the train arrived, and we went below for a sandwich and a cup of coffee; but before the boat left it faired up somewhat and we sat on deck studying the harbor and the interesting company which was to cross with us. Some twenty English school-girls in charge of several severe-looking chaperones were crossing to Paris, either for a holiday, or, as Barfleur suggested, to renew their studies in a Paris school. A duller lot of maidens it would be hard to conceive, and yet some of them were not at all bad-looking. Conservatism and proper conduct were written all over them. Their clothing was severely plain, and their manners were most circumspect. None of that vivacity which characterizes the average American girl would have been tolerated under the circumstances. There was no undue giggling and little, if any, jesting. They interested me, because I instantly imagined twenty American girls of the same age in their place. They would have manifested twenty times the interest and enthusiasm, only in England that would have been the height of bad manners. As it was these English maidens sat in a quaint row all the way over, and disappeared quite conservatively into the train at Calais.

This English steamer crossing the channel to France was a disappointment to me in one way. I had heard for some time past that the old uncomfortable channel boats had been dispensed with and new commodious steamers put in their place. As a matter of fact, these boats were not nearly so large as those that run from New York to Coney Island, nor so commodious, though much cleaner and brighter. If it had rained, as Barfleur anticipated, the cabin below would have been intolerably overcrowded and stuffy. As it was, all the passengers were on the upper deck, sitting in camp chairs and preparing stoically to be sick. It was impossible to conceive that a distance so short, not more than twenty-three or four miles, should be so disagreeable as Barfleur said it was at times. The boat did not pitch to any extent on this trip over. On my return, some three months later, I had a different experience. But now the wind blew fiercely and it was cold. The channel was as gray as a rabbit and offensively bleak. I did not imagine the sea could be so dull-looking, and France, when it appeared in the distance, was equally bleak in appearance. As we drew near Calais it was no better a shore-line beset with gas tanks and iron foundries. But when we actually reached the dock and I saw a line of sparkling French facteurs looking down on the boat from the platform above presto! England was gone. Gone all the solemnity and the politeness of the porters who had brought our luggage aboard, gone the quiet civility of ship officers and train-men, gone the solid doughlike quiescence of the whole English race. It seemed to me on the instant as if the sky had changed and instead of the gray misty pathos of English life albeit sweet and romantic had come the lively slap-dash of another world. These men who looked down on us with their snappy birdlike eyes were no more like the English than a sparrow is like a great auk. They were black-haired, black-eyed, lean, brown, active. They had on blue aprons and blue jumpers and a kind of military cap. There was a touch of scarlet somewhere, either in their caps or their jackets, I forget which; and somewhere near by I saw a French soldier his scarlet woolen trousers and lead-blue coat contrasting poorly, so far as clat goes, with the splendid trimness of the British. Nevertheless he did not look inefficient, but raw and forceful, as one imagines the soldiers of Napoleon should be. The vividness of the coloring made up for much, and I said at once that I would not give France for fifty million Englands. I felt, although I did not speak the language, as though I had returned to America.

It is curious how one feels about France, or at least how I feel about it. For all of six weeks I had been rejoicing in the charms and the virtues of the English. London is a great city splendid the intellectual capital of the world. Manchester and the north represent as forceful a manufacturing realm as the world holds, there is no doubt of that. The quaintness and sweetness of English country life is not to be surpassed for charm and beauty. But France has fifty times the spirit and enthusiasm of England. After London and the English country it seems strangely young and vital. France is often spoken of as decadent but I said to myself, Good Lord, let us get some of this decadence, and take it home with us. It is such a cheerful thing to have around. I would commend it to the English particularly.

On the way over Barfleur had been giving me additional instructions. I was to stay on board when the boat arrived and signal a facteur who would then come and get my luggage. I was to say to him, Sept colis, whereupon he would gather up the bundles and lead the way to the dock. I was to be sure and get his number, for all French facteurs were scoundrels, and likely to rob you. I did exactly as I was told, while Barfleur went forward to engage a section, first class, and to see that we secured places in the dining-car for the first service. Then he returned and found me on the dock, doing my best to keep track of the various pieces of luggage, while the facteur did his best to secure the attention of a customs inspector.

It was certainly interesting to see the difference between the arrival of this boat at Calais and the similar boat which took us off the Mauretania at Fishguard. There, although the crowd which had arrived was equally large, all was peaceful and rather still. The porters went about their work in such a matter-of-fact manner. All was in apple-pie order. There was no shouting to speak of. Here all was hubbub and confusion, apparently, although it was little-more than French enthusiasm. You would have fancied that the French guards and facteurs were doing their best to liberate their pent-up feelings. They bustled restlessly to and fro; they grimaced; they reassured you frequently by look and sign that all would be well, must be so. Inside of five minutes, during which time I examined the French news-stand and saw how marvelously English conservatism had disappeared in this distance of twenty miles, the luggage had been passed on and we were ready to enter the train. Barfleur had purchased a number of papers, Figaro, Gil Bias, and others in order to indicate the difference between the national lives of the two countries which I was now to contrast. I never saw a man so eager to see what effect a new country would have on another. He wanted me to see the difference between the English and the French papers at once; and although I was thoroughly familiar with it already, I carefully examined these latest productions of the French presses. The same delicious nudities that have been flourishing in the French papers for years were there, the same subtle Gallic penchant for the absurd and the ridiculous. I marveled anew at the sprightliness of these figures, which never cross the Atlantic into American papers. We do not know how to draw them because we are not accustomed to them in our lives. As a matter of fact the American papers and magazines adhere rigorously to the English standard. We have varied some in presentation, but have not broadened the least in treatment. As a matter of fact I believe that the American weekly and monthly are even more conservative than the British paper of the same standard. We think we are different, but we are not. We have not even anything in common with the Germans, from whom we are supposed to have drawn so much of our national personality.

However, the train started after a few moments and soon we were speeding through that low flat country which lies between Calais and Paris. It was a five-hour run direct, but we were going to stop off at Amiens to see the great cathedral there. I was struck at once by the difference between the English and the French landscape. Here the trees were far fewer, and what there were of them were not tinged with that rich green mold which is characteristic of every tree in England. The towns, too, as they flashed past for this was an express were radically different in their appearance. I noted the superabundance of conical red roofs swimming in a silvery light, and hard white walls that you could see for miles. No trees intervened to break the view, and now and then a silvery thread of a river appeared.

It was on this trip that I gathered my first impressions of a French railway as contrasted with those of England and America. The French rails were laid to the standard gage, I noticed, and the cars were after the American not the English style: large, clean, commodious, with this improvement over the American car that they were of the corridor and compartment style as contrasted with our one room, open-space style. After my taste of the compartment car in England I was fairly satisfied to part forever with the American plan of one long open room in which every one can see every one else, interesting as that spectacle may be to some. The idea of some privacy appealed to me more. The American Pullman has always seemed a criminal arrangement to me, anyhow, and at Manchester I had met a charming society woman who in passing had told me that the first time she was compelled to undress in an American sleeping car she cried. Her personal sense of privacy was so outrageously invaded. Our large magnates having their own private cars or being able to charter a whole train on occasion need not worry about this small matter of delicacy in others (it would probably never concern them personally anyhow) and so the mass and the unsuspecting stranger is made to endure what he bitterly resents and what they never feel. I trust time and a growing sense of chivalry in the men at the top as well as a sense of privilege and necessity in the mass at the bottom will alter all this. America is a changing country. In due time, after all the hogs are fed or otherwise disposed of, a sense of government of the people for the people will probably appear. It has made only the barest beginning as yet. There are some things that the rank and file are entitled to, however even the rank and file and these they will eventually get.

I was charmed with the very medieval air of Amiens, when we reached there, a bare, gray, cobble-stony city which, however, appeared to be solid and prosperous. Here, as in the rest of France, I found that the conical-roofed tower, the high-peaked roof, the solid gray or white wall, and the thick red tile, fluted or flat, combined to produce what may be looked upon as the national touch. The houses here varied considerably from the English standard in being in many cases very narrow and quite high for their width four and five stories. They are crowded together, too, in a seemingly defensive way, and seem to lack light and air. The solid white or gray shutters, the thick fluted rain-pipe, and the severe, simple thickness of the walls produced an atmosphere which I came to look upon after a time as supremely Gallic, lingering on from a time when France was a very different country from what it is to-day.

Amiens was all of this. It would have seemed hard and cold and bare and dry except for these little quirks of roofs, and the lightness of the spirit of the people. We wandered through high-walled, cobble-paved streets until suddenly we came on the cathedral, soaring upward out of a welter of the dreary and commonplace. I had thought Canterbury was wonderful but now I knew that I had never seen anything in my life before so imposing as Amiens. Pure Gothic, like Canterbury, it was so much larger; a perfect maze of pinnacles, towers, arches, buttresses and flying buttresses; it soared into the sky carven saint above carven saint, and gargoyles leering from every cranny. I could scarcely believe that the faith of man had ever reared so lovely a thing. What a power religion must have been in those days! Or what a grip this form of art must have taken on the imagination of some! To what perfection the art of architecture had attained! The loving care that has been exercised in designing, shaping and placing these stones is enough to stagger the brain. I did not wonder when I saw it that Ruskin and Morris had attained to a sort of frenzy over the Gothic. It is a thing for sighs and tears. Both Barfleur and I walked around it in reverent silence, and I knew that he was rejoicing to know that I was feeling what I ought to feel.

We went inside after a time because it was threatening dusk and we had to make our train for Paris. I shall never forget the vast space within those wondrous doors the world of purple and gold and blue in the windows, the blaze of a hundred and more candles upon the great altar, the shrines with their votive offerings of flaming tapers, the fat waddling mothers in bunchy skirts, the heavy priests with shovel hats and pig-like faces, the order of attendant sisters in blue collars and flaring linen headgear, the worshipful figures scattered here and there upon the hard stone floor on their knees. The vast space was full of a delicious incense; faint shadows were already pooling themselves in the arches above to blend into a great darkness. Up rose the columns, giant redwoods of stone, supporting the far-off roof; the glory of pointed windows, the richness of foliated decorations, the worshipfulness of graven saints set in shrines whose details seemed the tendrils of spring. Whatever the flower, the fruit, the leaf, the branch, could contribute in the way of artistic suggestion had here been seized upon. Only the highest order of inspiration could have conceived or planned or executed this delicious dream in stone.

A guide, for a franc or two, took us high up into the organ-loft and out upon a narrow balustrade leading about the roof. Below, all France was spread out; the city of Amiens, its contour, was denned accurately. You could see some little stream, the Somme, coming into the city and leaving it. Wonderful figures of saints and devils were on every hand. We were shown a high tower in which a treaty between France and Spain had been signed. I looked down into the great well of the nave inside and saw the candles glowing like gold and the people moving like small bugs across the floor. It was a splendid confirmation of the majesty of man, the power of his ideals, the richness and extent of his imagination, the sheer ability of his hands. I would not give up my fleeting impression of Amiens for anything that I know.

As we came away from the cathedral in the dusk we walked along some branch or canal of the Somme, and I saw for the first time the peculiar kind of boat or punt used on French streams a long affair, stub-pointed at either end. It was black and had somewhat the effect of a gondola. A Frenchman in baggy corduroy trousers and soft wool cap pulled over one ear was poling it along. It contained hay piled in a rude mass. It was warm here, in spite of the fact that it was the middle of January, and there was a feeling of spring in the air. Barfleur informed me that the worst of winter in Paris appeared between January fifteenth and the middle of March, that the spring did not really show itself until the first of April or a little later.

You will be coming back by then, he said, and you will see it in all its glory. We will go to Fontainebleau and ride. That sounded very promising to me.

I could not believe that these dull cobble-stone streets through which we were passing were part of a city of over ninety thousand, and that there was much manufacturing here. There were so few people in sight. It had a gray, shut-up appearance none of the flow and spirit of the towns of the American Middle West. It occurred to me at once that, though I might like to travel here, I should never like to live here. Then we reached the railway station again.


CHAPTER XXI

PARIS!

THERE is something about the French nation which, in spite of its dreary-looking cities, exhibits an air of metropolitan up-to-dateness. I dont know where outside of America you will find the snap and intensity of emotion, ambition, and romance which you find everywhere in French streets. The station, when we returned to it, was alive with a crowd of bustling, hurrying people, buying books and papers at news-stands, looking after their luggage in the baggage-room, and chattering to the ticket-sellers through their windows. A train from Paris was just in and they were hurrying to catch that; and as I made my first French purchase twenty centimes worth of post-cards of Amiens our train rolled in. It was from the North such a long train as you frequently see in America, with cars labeled Milan, Trieste, Marseilles, Florence, and Rome. I could hardly believe it, and asked Barfleur as he bustled about seeing that the luggage was put in the proper carriage, where it came from. He thought that some of these cars started from St. Petersburg and others from Denmark and Holland. They had a long run ahead of them yet over thirty hours to Rome, and Paris was just one point in their journey. We crowded into one car stuffy with luggage, its windows damp with human breath, various nationalities occupying the section and disposed of our grips, portmanteaus, rugs and so on, as best we could. I slipped the bustling old factenr a franc not so much because he deserved it, but because he had such a gay and rakish air. His apron swung around his legs like a skirt, and his accordion-plaited cap was lolling gaily over one ear. He waved me a smiling farewell and said something in French which I wished I could understand. Then I realized for the first time what a pity it is not to understand the language of the country in which you are traveling.

As the train sped on through the dark to Paris I fell to speculating on the wonders I was to see. Barfleur was explaining to me that in order to make my entrance into Paris properly gay and interesting, we were to dine at the Caf de Paris and then visit the Folies-Bergre and afterwards have supper at the Abbaye Thlme.

I should say here that of all people I know Barfleur is as capable of creating an atmosphere as any perhaps more so. The man lives so heartily in his moods, he sets the stage for his actions long beforehand, and then walks on like a good actor and plays his part thoroughly. All the way over from the very first day we met in New York, I think he was either consciously or unconsciously building up for me the glamour of smart and artistic life in Europe. Now these things are absolutely according to your capacity to understand and appreciate them; they are, if you please, a figment of the brain, a frame of mind. If you love art, if you love history, if the romance of sex and beauty enthralls you, Europe in places presents tremendous possibilities. To reach these ethereal paradises of charm, you must skip and blink and dispense with many things. All the long lines of commonplaces through which you journey must be as nothing. You buy and prepare and travel and polish and finally you reach the center of this thing which is so wonderful; and then, when you get there, it is a figment of your own mind. Paris and the Riviera are great realities there are houses and crowds and people and great institutions and the remembrance and flavor of great deeds; but the thing that you get out of all this for yourself is born of the attitude or mood which you take with you. Toward gambling, show, romance, a delicious scene, Barfleur carries a special mood. Life is only significant because of these things. His great struggle is to avoid the dingy and the dull, and to escape if possible the penalties of encroaching age. I think he looks back on the glitter of his youth with a pathetic eye, and I know he looks forward into the dark with stoic solemnity. Just one hour of beauty, is his private cry, one more day of delight. Let the future take care of itself. He realizes, too, with the keenness of a realist, that if youth is not most vivid in yourself, it can sometimes be achieved through the moods of others. I know he found in me a zest and a curiosity and a wonder which he was keen to satisfy. Now he would see this thing over as he had seen it years before. He would observe me thrill and marvel, and so he would be able to thrill and marvel himself once more. He clung to me with delicious enthusiasm, and every now and then would say, Come now, what are you thinking? I want to know. I am enjoying this as much as you are. He had a delicious vivacity which acted on me like wine.

As we neared Paris he had built this city up so thoroughly in my mood that I am satisfied that I could not have seen it with a realistic eye if I had tried. It was somethingI cannot tell you what Napoleon, the Louvre, the art quarter, Montmartre, the gay restaurants, the boulevards, Balzac, Hugo, the Seine and the soldiery, a score and a hundred things too numerous to mention and all greatly exaggerated. I hoped to see something which was perfect in its artistic appearance exteriorly speaking. I expected, after reading George Moore and others, a wine-like atmosphere; a throbbing world of gay life; women of exceptional charm of face and dress; the bizarre, the unique, the emotional, the spirited. At Amiens I had seen enough women entering the trains to realize that the dreary commonplace of the English woman was gone. Instead the young married women that we saw were positively daring compared to what England could show shapely, piquant, sensitive, their eyes showing a birdlike awareness of what this world has to offer. I fancied Paris would be like that, only more so; and as I look back on it now I can honestly say that I was not greatly disappointed. It was not all that I thought it would be, but it was enough. It is a gay, brilliant, beautiful city, with the spirit of New York and more than the distinction of London. It is like a brilliant, fragile child not made for contests and brutal battles, but gay beyond reproach.

When the train rolled into the Gare du Nord it must have been about eight oclock. Barfleur, as usual, was on the qui vive for precedence and advantage. He had industriously piled all the bags close to the door, and was hanging out of a window doing his best to signal a facteur. I was to stay in the car and hand all the packages down rapidly while he ran to secure a taxi and an inspector and in other ways to clear away the impediments to our progress. With great executive enthusiasm he told me that we must be at the Hotel Normandy by eight-fifteen or twenty and that by nine oclock we must be ready to sit down in the Caf de Paris to an excellent dinner which he had ordered by telegraph.

I recall my wonder in entering Paris the lack of any long extended suburbs, the sudden flash of electric lights and electric cars. Mostly we seemed to be entering through a tunnel or gully, and then we were there. The noisy facteurs in their caps and blue jumpers were all around the cars. They ran and chattered and gesticulated so unlike the porters in Paddington and Waterloo and Victoria and Euston. The one we finally secured, a husky little enthusiast, did his best to gather all our packages in one grand mass and shoulder them, stringing them on a single strap. The result of it was that the strap broke right over a small pool of water, and among other things the canvas bag containing my blanket and magnificent shoes fell into the water. Oh, my God, exclaimed Barfleur, my hat box!

The fool ass, I added, I knew he would do just that My blanket! My shoes!

The excited facteur was fairly dancing in anguish, doing his best to get the packages strung together. Between us we relieved him of about half of them, and from about his waist he unwrapped another large strap and strung the remainder on that. Then we hurried on for nothing would do but that we must hurry. A taxi was secured and all our luggage piled on it. It looked half suffocated under bundles as it swung out into the street, and we were off at a mad clip through crowded, electric-lighted streets. I pressed my nose to the window and took in as much as I could, while Barfleur between calculations as to how much time this would take, and that would take, and whether my trunk had arrived safely, expatiated laconically on French characteristics.

You smell this air it is all over Paris.

The taxis always go like this. (We were going like mad.)

There is an excellent type look at her.

Now you see the chairs out in front they are that way all over Paris.

I was looking at the interesting restaurant life which never really seems to be interrupted anywhere in Paris. You can always find a dozen chairs somewhere, if not fifty or a hundred, out on the sidewalk under the open sky, or a glass roof little stone-topped tables beside them, the crowd surging to and fro in front. Here you can sit and have your coffee, your liqueur, your sandwich. Everybody seems to do it it is as common as walking in the streets.

We whirled through street after street partaking of this atmosphere, and finally swung up in front of a rather plain hotel which, I learned this same night, was close to the Avenue de lOpra, on the corner of the Rue St. Honor and the Rue de lEchelle. Our luggage was quickly distributed and I was shown into my room by a maid who could not speak English. I unlocked my belongings and was rapidly changing my clothes when Barfleur, breathing mightily, fully arrayed, appeared to say that I should await him at the door below where he would arrive with two guests. I did so, and in fifteen minutes he returned, the car spinning up out of a steady stream that was flowing by. I think my head was dizzy with the whirl of impressions which I was garnering, but I did my best to keep a sane view of things, and to get my impressions as sharp and clear as I could.

I am quite satisfied of one thing in this world, and that is that the commonest intelligence is very frequently confused or hypnotized or overpersuaded by certain situations, and that the weaker ones are ever full of the wildest forms of illusion. We talk about the sanity of life I question whether it exists. Mostly it is a succession of confusing, disturbing impressions which are only rarely valid. This night I know I was moving in a sort of maze, and when I stepped into the car and was introduced to the two girls who were with Barfleur, I easily succumbed to what was obviously their great beauty.

The artist Greuze has painted the type that I saw before me over and over soft, buxom, ruddy womanhood. I think the two may have been twenty-four and twenty-six. The elder was smaller than the younger although both were of good size and not so ruddy; but they were both perfectly plump, round-faced, dimpled, and with a wealth of brownish-black hair, even white teeth, smooth plump arms and necks and shoulders. Their chins were adorably rounded, their lips red, and their eyes laughing and gay. They began laughing and chattering the moment I entered, extending their soft white hands and saying things in French which I could not understand. Barfleur was smiling beaming through his monocle in an amused, superior way. The older girl was arrayed in pearl-colored silk with a black mantilla spangled with silver, and the younger had a dress of peach-blow hue with a white lace mantilla also spangled, and they breathed a faint perfume. We were obviously in beautiful, if not moral, company.

I shall never forget the grand air with which this noble company entered the Caf de Paris. Barfleur was in fine feather and the ladies radiated a charm and a flavor which immediately attracted attention. This brilliant caf was aglow with lights and alive with people. It is not large in size quite small in fact and triangular in shape. The charm of it comes not so much from the luxury of the fittings, which are luxurious enough, but from their exceeding good taste, and the fame of the cuisine. One does not see a bill of fare here that indicates prices. You order what you like and are charged what is suitable. Champagne is not an essential wine as it is in some restaurants you may drink what you like. There is a delicious sparkle and spirit to the place which can only spring from a high sense of individuality. Paris is supposed to provide nothing better than the Caf de Paris, in so far as food is concerned. It is as good a place to go for dinner as the city provides.

It amuses me now when I think of how the managerial ability of Barfleur had been working through all this. As the program had been arranged in his mind, I was to take the elder of the two ladies as my partner and he had reserved the younger for himself. As a matter of fact they were really equally pretty and charming and I was interested in both until, after a few parleys and when I had exchanged a few laughing signs with the younger, he informed me that she was really closely tied up with some one else and was not available. This I really did not believe; but it did not make any particular difference. I turned my attention to the elder who was quite as vivacious, if not quite so forceful as her younger sister. I never knew what it meant before to sit in a company of this kind, welcome as a friend, looked to for gaiety as a companion and admirer, and yet not able to say a word in the language of the occasion. There were certain words which could be quickly acquired on an occasion of this kind, such as beautiful, charming, very delightful, and so on, for which Barfleur gave me the French equivalent, and then I could make complimentary remarks which he would translate for all, and the ladies would say things in reply which would come to me by the same medium. It went gaily enough for the conversation would not have been of a high order if I had been able to speak French. Barfleur objected to being used constantly as an interpreter, and when he became stubborn and chattered gaily without stopping to explain, I was compelled to fall back on the resources of looks and smiles and gestures. It interested me to see how quick these women were to adapt themselves to the difficulties of the situation. They were constantly laughing and chaffing between themselves looking at me and saying obviously flattering things, and then laughing at my discomfiture in not being able to understand. The elder explained what certain objects were by lifting them up and insisting on the French name. Barfleur was constantly telling me of the compliments they made and how sad they thought it was that I could not speak French. We departed finally for the Folies-Bergre where the newest sensation of Paris, Mistinguett, was playing. She proved to be a brilliant hoyden to look upon; a gay, slim, yellow-haired tomboy who seemed to fascinate the large audience by her boyish manners and her wayward air. There was a brilliant chorus in spangled silks and satins, and finally a beautiful maiden without any clothing at all who was cloaked by the soldiery of the stage before she had half crossed it. The vaudeville acts were about as good as they are anywhere. I did not think that the performance was any better than one might see in one or two places in New York, but of course the humor was much broader. Now and then one of their remarkable bans mots was translated for me by Barfleur just to give me an inkling of the character of the place. Back of the seats was a great lobby or promenade where a fragment of the demimonde of Paris was congregated beautiful creatures, in many instances, and as unconventional as you please. I was particularly struck with the smartness of their costumes and the cheerful character of their faces. The companion type in London and New York is somewhat colder-looking. Their eyes snapped with Gallic intelligence, and they walked as though the whole world held their point of view and no other.

From here at midnight we left for the Abbaye Thlme; and there I encountered the best that Paris has to show in the way of that gaiety and color and beauty and smartness for which it is famous. One really ought to say a great deal about the Abbaye Thlme, because it is the last word, the quintessence of midnight excitement and international savoir faire. The Russian and the Brazilian, the Frenchman, the American, the Englishman, the German and the Italian all meet here on common ground. I saw much of restaurant life in Paris while I was there, but nothing better than this. Like the Caf de Paris it was small very small when compared to restaurants of similar repute in New York and London. I fancy it was not more than sixty feet square only it was not square but pentagonal, almost circular. The tables, to begin with, went round the walls, with seats which had the wall for a back; and then, as the guests poured in, the interior space was filled up with tables which were brought in for the purpose; and, later in the morning, when the guests began to leave, these tables were taken out again, and the space devoted to dancing and entertainers.

As in the Caf de Paris I noticed that it was not so much the quality of the furnishings as the spirit of the place which was important. This latter was compounded of various elements success, perfection of service, absolute distinction of cooking, and lastly the subtlety and magnetism of sex which is capitalized and used in Paris as it is nowhere else in the world. I never actually realized until I stepped into this restaurant what it is that draws a certain moneyed element to Paris. The Tomb of Napoleon and the Panthon and the Louvre are not the significant attractions of that important city. Those things have their value they constitute an historical and artistic element that is appealing, romantic and forceful. But over and above that there is something else and that is sex. I did not learn what I am going to say now until later, but it might as well be said here, for it illustrates the point exactly. A little experience and inquiry in Paris quickly taught me that the owners and managers of the more successful restaurants encourage and help to sustain a certain type of woman whose presence is desirable. She must be young, beautiful, or attractive, and above all things possessed of temperament. A woman can rise in the caf and restaurant world of Paris quite as she can on the stage; and she can easily graduate from the Abbaye Thlme and Maxims to the stage, though the path is villainous. On the other hand, the stage contributes freely to the atmosphere of Maxims, the Abbaye Thlme, and other restaurants of their kind. A large number of the figures seen here and at the Folies-Bergre and other places of the same type, are interchangeable. They are in the restaurants when they are not on the stage, and they are on the stage when they are not in the restaurants. They rise or fall by a world of strange devices, and you can hear brilliant or ghastly stories illustrating either conclusion. Paris this aspect of it is a perfect maelstrom of sex; and it is sustained by the wealth and the curiosity of the stranger, as well as the Frenchman.

The Abbaye Thlme on this occasion presented a brilliant scene. The carpet, as I recall it, was a rich green velvet; the walls a lavender-white. From the ceiling six magnificently prismed electroliers were suspended three glowing with a clear peach-blow hue and three with a brilliant white. Outside a small railing near the door several negro singers, a mandolin and a guitar-player, several stage dancers, and others were congregated. A perfect storm of people was pouring through the doors all with their tables previously arranged for. Out in the lobby, where a January wind was blowing, you could hear a wild uproar of slamming taxi doors, and the calls of doormen and chauffeurs getting their vehicles in and out of the way. The company generally, as on all such occasions, was on the qui vive to see who else were present and what the general spirit of the occasion was to be. Instantly I detected a number of Americans; three amazingly beautiful English women, such as I never saw in England, and their escorts; a few Spaniards or South Americans; and, after that, a variety of individuals whom I took to be largely French, although it was impossible to tell. The English women interested me because, during all my stay in Europe, I never saw three other women quite so beautiful, and because, during all my stay in England, I scarcely saw a good-looking English woman. Barfleur suggested that they were of that high realm of fashion which rarely remains in London during the winter season when I was there; that if I came again in May or June and went to the races I would see plenty of them. Their lovely hair was straw-colored and their cheeks and foreheads a faint pink and cream. Their arms and shoulders were delightfully bare, and they carried themselves with amazing hauteur. By one oclock, when the majority of the guests had arrived, this room fairly shimmered with white silks and satins, white arms and shoulders, roses in black hair and blue and lavender ribbons fastened about coiffures of lighter complexion. There were jewels in plenty opals and amethysts and turquoises and rubies and there was a perfect artillery of champagne corks. Every table was attended by its silver bucket of ice; and the mandolins and guitars in their crowded angle were strumming mightily.

I speculated interestedly as we seated ourselves as to what drew all these people from all parts of the world to see this, to be here together. Barfleur was eager to come here first and to have me see this, without delay. I do not know where you could go, and for a hundred francs see more of really amazing feminine beauty. I do not know where for the same money you could buy the same atmosphere of lightness and gaiety and enthusiasm. This place was fairly vibrating with a wild desire to live. I fancy the majority of those who were here for the first time particularly of the young would tell you that they would rather be here than in any other spot you could name. The place had a peculiar glitter of beauty which was compounded by the managers with great skill. The waiters were all of them deft, swift, suave, good-looking; the dancers who stepped out on the floor after a few moments were of an orchid-like Spanish type ruddy, brown, full-bodied, black-haired, black-eyed. They had on dresses that were as close fitting as the scales of a fish and that glittered with the same radiance. They waved and rattled and clashed castanets and tambourines and danced wildly and sinuously to and fro among the tables. Some of them sang, or voices accompanied them from the raised platform devoted to music.

After a while red, blue, pink and green balloons were introduced, anchored to the champagne bottles, and allowed to float gaily in the air. Paper parcels of small paste balls of all colors, as light as feathers, were distributed for the guests to throw at one another. In ten minutes a wild artillery battle was raging. Young girls were up on their feet, their hands full of these colored weapons, pelting the male strangers of their selection. You would see tall Englishmen and Americans exchanging a perfect volley of colored spheres with girls of various nationalities, laughing, chattering, calling, screaming. The cocotte in all her dazzling radiance was here exquisitely dressed, her white arms shimmering, perfectly willing to strike up an understanding with the admirer who was pelting her.

After a time, when the audience had worn itself through fever and frenzy to satisfaction or weariness, or both, a few of the tables were cleared away and the dancing began, occasional guests joining. There were charming dances in costume from Russia, from Scotland, from Hungary, and from Spain. I had the wonder of seeing an American girl rise from her table and dance with more skill and grace than the employed talent. A wine-enthused Englishman took the floor, a handsome youth of twenty-six or eight, and remained there gaily prancing about from table to table, dancing alone or with whomsoever would welcome him. What looked like a dangerous argument started at one time because some high-mettled Brazilian considered that he had been insulted. A cordon of waiters and the managers soon adjusted that. It was between three and four in the morning when we finally left; and I was very tired.

It was decided that we should meet for dinner; and since it was almost daylight I was glad when we had seen our ladies to their apartment and returned to the hotel.


CHAPTER XXII

A MORNING IN PARIS

I SHALL never forget my first morning in Paris the morning that I woke up after about two hours sleep or less, prepared to put in a hard day at sightseeing because Barfleur had a program which must be adhered to, and because he could only be with me until Monday, when he had to return. It was a bright day, fortunately, a little hazy and chill, but agreeable. I looked out of the window of my very comfortable room on the fifth floor which gave out on a balcony overhanging the Rue St. Honor, and watched the crowd of French people below coming to shop or to work. It would be hard to say what makes the difference between a crowd of Englishmen and a crowd of Frenchmen, but there is a difference. It struck me that these French men and women walked faster and that their every movement was more spirited than either that of the English or the Americans. They looked more like Americans, though, than like the English; and they were much more cheerful than either, chatting and talking as they came. I was interested to see whether I could make the maid understand that I wanted coffee and rolls without talking French, but the wants of American travelers are an old story to French maids; and no sooner did I say caf and make the sign of drinking from a cup than she said, Oh, oui, oui, oui oh, oui, oui, oui! and disappeared. Presently the coffee was brought me and rolls and butter and hot milk; and I ate my breakfast as I dressed.

About nine oclock Barfleur arrived with his program. I was to walk in the Tuileries which is close at hand while he got a shave. We were to go for a walk in the Rue de Rivoli as far as a certain bootmakers, who was to make me a pair of shoes for the Riviera. Then we were to visit a haberdashers or two; and after that go straight about the work of sight-seeing visiting the old bookstalls on the Seine, the churches of St. tienne-du-Mont, Notre-Dame, Sainte-Chapelle, stopping at Foyots for lunch; and thereafter regulating our conduct by the wishes of several guests who were to appear Miss N. and Mr. McG., two neo-impressionist artists, and a certain Mme. de B., who would not mind showing me around Paris if I cared for her company.

We started off quite briskly, and my first adventure in Paris led me straight to the gardens of the Tuileries, lying west of the Louvre. If any one wanted a proper introduction to Paris, I should recommend this above all others. Such a noble piece of gardening as this is the best testimony France has to offer of its taste, discrimination, and sense of the magnificent. I should say, on mature thought, that we shall never have anything like it in America. We have not the same lightness of fancy. And, bsides, the Tuileries represents a classic period. I recall walking in here and being struck at once with the magnificent proportions of it all the breadth and stately lengths of its walks, the utter wonder and charm of its statuary snow-white marble nudes standing out on the green grass and marking the circles, squares and paths of its entire length. No such charm and beauty could be attained in America because we would not permit the public use of the nude in this fashion. Only the fancy of a monarch could create a realm such as this; and the Tuileries and the Place du Carrousel and the Place de la Concorde and the whole stretch of lovely tree-lined walks and drives that lead to the Arc de Triomphe and give into the Bois de Boulogne speak loudly of a noble fancy untrammeled by the dictates of an inartistic public opinion. I was astonished to find how much of the heart of Paris is devoted to public usage in this manner. It corresponds, in theory at least, to the space devoted to Central Park in New York but this is so much more beautiful, or at least it is so much more in accord with the spirit of Paris. These splendid walks, devoted solely to the idling pedestrian, and set with a hundred sculptural fancies in marble, show the gay, pleasure-loving character of the life which created them. The grand monarchs of France knew what beauty was, and they had the courage and the taste to fulfil their desires. I got just an inkling of it all in the fifteen minutes that I walked here in the morning sun, waiting for Barfleur to get his shave.

From here we went to a Paris florists where Madame pinned bright boutonnires on our coats, and thence to the bootmakers where Madame again assisted her husband in the conduct of his business. Everywhere I went in Paris I was struck by this charming unity in the conduct of business between husband and wife and son and daughter. We talk much about the economic independence of women in America. It seems to me that the French have solved it in the only way that it can be solved. Madame helps her husband in his business and they make a success of it together. Monsieur Galoyer took the measurements for my shoes, but Madame entered them in a book; and to me the shop was fifty times as charming for her presence. She was pleasingly dressed, and the shop looked as though it had experienced the tasteful touches of a womans hand. It was clean and bright and smart, and smacked of good housekeeping; and this was equally true of bookstalls, haberdashers shops, art-stores, coffee-rooms, and places of public sale generally. Wherever Madame was, and she looked nice, there was a nice store; and Monsieur looked as fat and contented as could reasonably be expected under the circumstances.

From Galoyers we struck forth to Paris proper, its most interesting features, and I recall now with delight how fresh and trig and spick it all seemed. Paris has an air, a presence, from the poorest quarter of the Charenton district to the perfections of the Bois and the region about the Arc de Triomphe. It chanced that the day was bright and I saw the Seine, as bright as new buttons glimmering over the stones of its shallow banks and racing madly. If not a majestic stream it is at least a gay and dashing one quick-tempered, rapid-flowing, artistically walled, crossed by a score of handsome bridges, and ornamented in every possible way. How much the French have made of so little in the way of a river! It is not very wide about one-half as wide as the Thames at Blackfriars Bridge and not so wide as the Harlem River which makes Manhattan an island. I followed it from city wall to city wall one day, from Charenton to Issy, and found every inch of it delightful. I was never tired of looking at the wine barges near Charenton; the little bathing pavilions and passenger boats in the vicinity of the Louvre; the brick-barges, hay-barges, coal-barges and Heaven knows what else plying between the citys heart and points downstream past Issy. It gave me the impression of being one of the brightest, cleanest rivers in the world a river on a holiday. I saw it once at Issy at what is known in Paris as the green hour which is five oclock when the sun was going down and a deep palpable fragrance wafted from a vast manufactory of perfume filled the air. Men were poling boats of hay and laborers in their great wide-bottomed corduroy trousers, blue shirts and inimitable French caps, were trudging homewards, and I felt as though the world had 
The French have made much of the Seine nothing to offer Paris which it did not already have even the joy of simple labor amid great beauty. I could have settled in a small house in Issy and worked as a laborer in a perfume factory, carrying my dinner pail with me every morning, with a right good-will or such was the mood of the moment.

This morning, on our way to St.-tienne-du-Mont and the cathedral, we examined the bookstalls along the Seine and tried to recall off-hand the interesting comment that had been made on them by great authors and travelers. My poor wit brought back only the references of Balzac; but Barfleur was livelier with thoughts from Rousseau to George Moore. They have a magnificent literary history; but it is only because they are on the banks of the Seine, in the center of this whirling pageant of life, that they are so delighted. To enjoy them one has to be in an idle mood and love out-of-doors; for they consist of a dusty row of four-legged boxes with lids coming quite to your chest in height, and reminding one of those high-legged counting-tables at which clerks sit on tall stools making entries in their ledgers. These boxes are old and paintless and weather-beaten; and at night the very dusty-looking keepers, who from early morning until dark have had their shabby-backed wares spread out where dust and sunlight and wind and rain can attack them, pack them in the body of the box on which they are lying and close the lid. You can always see an idler or two here perhaps many idlers between the Quai dOrsay and the Quai Voltaire.

We made our way through the Rue Mazarin and Rue de lAncienne Comdie into that region which surrounds the cole de Medecin and the Luxembourg. In his enthusiastic way Barfleur tried to indicate to me that I was in the most historic section of the left bank of the Seine, where were St.-tienne-du-Mont, the Panthon, the Sorbonne, the Luxembourg, the cole des Beaux-Arts and the Latin Quarter. We came for a little way into the Boulevard St.-Michel, and there I saw my first artists in velvet suits, long hair, and broad-brimmed hats; but I was told that they were poseurs the kind of artist who is so by profession, not by accomplishment. They were poetic-looking youths the two that I saw swinging along together with pale faces and slim hands. I was informed that the type had almost entirely disappeared and that the art student of to-day prefers to be distinctly inconspicuous. From what I saw of them later I can confirm this; for the schools which I visited revealed a type of boy and girl who, while being romantic enough, in all conscience, were nevertheless inconspicuously dressed and very simple and off-hand in their manner. I visited this region later with artists who had made a name for themselves in the radical world, and with students who were hoping to make a name for themselves sitting in their cafs, examining their studios, and sensing the atmosphere of their streets and public amusements. There is an art atmosphere, strong and clear, compounded of romance, emotion, desire, love of beauty and determination of purpose, which is thrilling to experience even vicariously.

Paris is as young in its mood as any city in the world. It is as wildly enthusiastic as a child. I noticed here, this morning, the strange fact of old battered-looking fellows singing to themselves, which I never noticed anywhere else in this world. Age sits lightly on the Parisian, I am sure; and youth is a mad fantasy, an exciting realm of romantic dreams. The Parisian from the keeper of a market-stall to the prince of the money world, or of art wants to live gaily, briskly, laughingly, and he will not let the necessity of earning his living deny him. I felt it in the churches, the depots, the department stores, the theaters, the restaurants, the streets a wild, keen desire for life with the blood and the body to back it up. It must be in the soil and the air, for Paris sings. It is like poison in the veins, and I felt myself growing positively giddy with enthusiasm. I believe that for the first six months Paris would be a disease from which one would suffer greatly and recover slowly. After that you would settle down to live the life you found there in contentment and with delight; but you would not be in so much danger of wrecking your very mortal body and your uncertainly immortal soul.

I was interested in this neighborhood, as we hurried through and away from it to the Ile-de-la-Cit and Notre-Dame, as being not only a center for art strugglers of the Latin Quarter, but also for students of the Sorbonne. I was told that there were thousands upon thousands of them from various countries eight thousand from Russia alone. How they live my informant did not seem to know, except that in the main they lived very badly. Baths, clean linen, and three meals a day, according to him, were not at all common; and in the majority of instances they starve their way through, going back to their native countries to take up the practice of law, medicine, politics and other professions. After Oxford and the American universities, this region and the Sorbonne itself, I found anything but attractive.

The church of St.-tienne-du-Mont is as fine as possible, a type of the kind of architecture which is no type and ought to have a new name modern would be as good as any. It has a creamish-gray effect, exceedingly ornate, with all the artificery of a jewel box.

The Panthon seemed strangely bare to me, large and spacious but cold. The men who are not there as much as the men who are, made it seem somewhat unrepresentative to me as a national mausoleum. It is hard to make a national burying-ground that will appeal to all.

Notre-Dame after Canterbury and Amiens seems a little heavy but as contrasted with St. Pauls in London and anything existing in America, it seemed strangely wonderful. I could not help thinking of Hugos novel and of St. Louis and Napoleon and the French Revolution in connection with it. It is so heavy and somber and so sadly great. The Htel Dieu, the Palais de Justice, Sainte-Chapelle and the Pont-Saint-Michel all in the same neighborhood interested me much, particularly Sainte-Chapelle to me one of the most charming exteriors and interiors I saw in Paris. It is exquisite this chapel which was once the scene of the private prayers of a king. This whole neighborhood somehow from the bookstalls to Sainte-Chapelle suggested Balzac and Hugo and the flavor of this world as they presented it, was in my mind.

And now there was luncheon at Foyots, a little restaurant near the Luxembourg and the Muse de Cluny, where the wise in the matter of food love to dine and where, as usual, Barfleur was at his best. The French, while discarding show in many instances entirely, and allowing their restaurant chambers to look as though they had been put together with an effort, nevertheless attain a perfection of atmosphere which is astonishing. For the life of me I could not tell why this little restaurant seemed so bright, for there was nothing smart about it when you examined it in detail; and so I was compelled to attribute this impression to the probably all-pervading temperament of the owner. Always, in these cases, there is a man (or a woman) quite remarkable for his point of view. Otherwise you could not take such simple appointments and make them into anything so pleasing and so individual. A luncheon which had been ordered by telephone was now served; and at the beginning of its gastronomic wonders Mr. McG. and Miss N. arrived.

I shall not soon forget the interesting temperaments of these two; for even more than great institutions, persons who come reasonably close to you make up the atmosphere of a city. Mr. McG. was a solid, sandy, steady-eyed Scotchman who looked as though, had he not been an artist, he might have been a kilted soldier, swinging along with the enviable Scotch stride. Miss N. was a delightfully Parisianized American, without the slightest affectation, however, so far as I could make out, of either speech or manner. She was pleasingly good-looking, with black hair, a healthy, rounded face and figure, and a cheerful, good-natured air. There was no sense of either that aggressiveness or superiority which so often characterizes the female artist. We launched at once upon a discussion of Paris, London and New York and upon the delights of Paris and the progress of the neo-impressionist cult. I could see plainly that these two did not care to force their connection with that art development on my attention; but I was interested to know of it. There was something so solid and self-reliant about Mr. McG. that before the meal was over I had taken a fancy to him. He had the least suggestion of a Scotch burr in his voice which might have said awaw instead of away and doon instead of down; but it resulted in nothing so broad as that. They immediately gave me lists of restaurants that I must see in the Latin Quarter and asked me to come with them to the Caf dHarcourt and to Bulliers to dance and to some of the brasseries to see what they were like. Between two and three Mr. McG. left because of an errand, and Barfleur and I accompanied Miss N. to her studio close by the gardens of the Luxembourg. This public garden which, not unlike the Tuileries on the other side of the Seine, was set with charming statues, embellished by a magnificent fountain, and alive with French nursemaids and their charges, idling Parisians in cutaways and derbies, and a smart world of pedestrians generally impressed me greatly. It was lovely. The wonder of Paris, as I was discovering, was that, walk where you would, it was hard to escape the sense of breadth, space, art, history, romance and a lovely sense of lightness and enthusiasm for life.

Miss N.s studio is in the Rue Defert-Rochereau. In calling here I had my first taste of the Paris concierge, the janitress who has an eye on all those who come and go and to whom all not having keys must apply. In many cases, as I learned, keys are not given to the outer gate or door. One must ring and be admitted. This gives this person a complete espionage over the affairs of all the tenants, mail, groceries, guests, purchases, messagesanything and everything. If you have a charming concierge, it is well and good; if not, not. The thought of anything so offensive as a spying concierge irritated me greatly and I found myself running forward in my mind picking fights with some possible concierge who might at some remote date possibly trouble me. Of such is the contentious disposition.

The studio of Mr. McG., in the Boulevard Raspail, overlooks a lovely gardena heavenly place set with trees and flowers and reminiscent of an older day in the bits of broken stone-work lying about, and suggesting the architecture of a bygone period. His windows, reaching from floor to ceiling and supplemented by exterior balconies, were overhung by trees. In both studios were scores of canvases done in the neo-impressionistic style which interested me profoundly.

It is one thing to see neo-impressionism hung upon the walls of a gallery in London, or disputed over in a West End residence. It is quite another to come upon it fresh from the easel in the studio of the artist, or still in process of production, defended by every thought and principle of which the artist is capable. In Miss N.s studio were a series of decorative canvases intended for the walls of a great department store in America which were done in the raw reds, yellows, blues and greens of the neo-impressionist cultflowers which stood out with the coarse distinctness of hollyhocks and sunflowers; architectural outlines which were as sharp as those of rough buildings, and men and women whose details of dress and feature were characterized by colors which by the uncultivated eye would be pronounced unnatural.

For me they had an immense appeal if for nothing more than that they represented a development and an individual point of view. It is so hard to break tradition.

It was the same in the studio of Mr. McG. to which we journeyed after some three-quarters of an hour. Of the two painters, the man seemed to me the more forceful. Miss N. worked in a softer mood, with more of what might be called an emotional attitude towards life.

During all this, Barfleur was in the heyday of his Parisian glory, and appropriately cheerful. We took a taxi through singing streets lighted by a springtime sun and came finally to the Restaurant Prunier where it was necessary for him to secure a table and order dinner in advance; and thence to the Thtre des Capucines in the Rue des Capucines, where tickets for a farce had to be secured, and thence to a bar near the Avenue de lOpra where we were to meet the previously mentioned Mme. de B. who, out of the goodness of her heart, was to help entertain me while I was in the city.

This remarkable woman who by her beauty, simplicity, utter frankness, and moody immorality would shock the average woman into a deadly fear of life and make a horror of what seems a gaudy pleasure world to some, quite instantly took my fancy. Yet I think it was more a matter of Mme. de B.s attitude, than it was the things which she did, which made it so terrible. But that is a long story.

We came to her out of the whirl of the green hour, when the Paris boulevards in this vicinity were fairly swarming with peoplethe gayest world I have ever seen. We have enormous crowds in New York, but they seem to be going somewhere very much more definitely than in Paris. With us there is an eager, strident, almost objectionable effort to get home or to the theater or to the restaurant which one can easily resentit is so inconsiderate and indifferent. In London you do not feel that there are any crowds that are going to the theaters or the restaurants; and if they are, they are not very cheerful about it; they are enduring life; they have none of the lightness of the Parisian world. I think it is all explained by the fact that Parisians feel keenly that they are living now and that they wish to enjoy themselves as they go. The American and the Englishmanthe Englishman much more than the Americanhave decided that they are going to live in the future. Only the American is a little angry about his decision and the Englishman a little meek or patient. They both feel that life is intensely grim. But the Parisian, while he may feel or believe it, decides wilfully to cast it off. He lives by the way, out of books, restaurants, theaters, boulevards, and the spectacle of life generally. The Parisians move briskly, and they come out where they can see each otherout into the great wide-sidewalked boulevards and the thousands upon thousands of cafs; and make themselves comfortable and talkative and gay on the streets. It is so obvious that everybody is having a good timenot trying 
One of the thousands upon thousands of cafs on the boulevards of Paris to have it; that they are enjoying the wine-like air, the cordials and apritifs of the brasseries, the net-like movements of the cabs, the dancing lights of the road-ways, and the flare of the shops. It may be chill or drizzling in Paris, but you scarcely feel it. Rain can scarcely drive the people off the streets. Literally it does not. There are crowds whether it rains or not, and they are not despondent. This particular hour that brought us to G.s Bar was essentially thrilling, and I was interested to see what Mme. de B. was like.


CHAPTER XXIII

THREE GUIDES

IT was only by intuition, and by asking many questions, that at times I could extract the significance of certain places from Barfleur as quickly as I wished. He was always reticent or a little cryptic in his allusions. In this instance I gathered rapidly however that this bar was a very extraordinary little restaurant presided over by a woman of a most pleasant and practical type. She could not have been much over fortybuxom, good-looking, self-reliant, efficient. She moved about the two rooms which constituted her restaurant, in so far as the average diner was concerned, with an air of considerable social importance. Her dresses, as I noticed on my several subsequent visits, were always sober, but in excellent taste. About this time of day the two rooms were a little dark, the electric lights being reserved for the more crowded hours. Yet there were always a few people here. This evening when we entered I noticed a half-dozen men and three or four young women lounging here in a preliminary way, consuming apritifs and chatting sociably. I made out by degrees that the mistress of this place had a following of a kind, in the Parisian scheme of thingsthat certain men and women came here for reasons of good-fellowship; and that she would take a certain type of struggling maiden, if she were good-looking and ambitious and smart, under her wing. The girl would have to know how to dress well, to be able to carry herself with an air; and when money was being spent very freely by an admirer it might as well be spent at this bar on occasion as anywhere else. There was obviously an entente cordiale between Madame G. and all the young women who came in here. They seemed so much at home that it was quite like a family party. Everybody appeared to be genial, cheerful, and to know everybody else. To enter here was to feel as though you had lived in Paris for years.

While we are sitting at a table sipping a brandy and soda, enter Mme. de B., the brisk, genial, sympathetic French personage whose voice on the instant gave me a delightful impression of her. It was the loveliest voice I have ever heard, soft and musical, a colorful voice touched with both gaiety and sadness. Her eyes were light blue, her hair brown and her manner sinuous and insinuating. She seemed to have the spirit of a delightfully friendly collie dog or child and all the gaiety and alertness that goes with either.

After I had been introduced, she laughed, and putting aside her muff and stole, shook herself into a comfortable position in a corner and accepted a brandy and soda. She was so interested for the moment, exchanging whys and wherefores with Barfleur, that I had a chance to observe her keenly. In a moment she turned to me and wanted to know whether I knew either of two American authors whom she knewmen of considerable repute. Knowing them both very well, it surprised me to think that she knew them. She seemed, from the way she spoke, to have been on the friendliest terms with both of them; and any one by looking at her could have understood why they should have taken such an interest in her.

Now, you know, that Mistaire N., he is very nice. I was very fond of him. And Mistaire R., he is clever, dont you think?

I admitted at once that they were both very able men and that I was glad that she knew them. She informed me that she had known Mr. R. and Mr. N. in London and that she had there perfected her English, which was very good indeed. Barfleur explained in full who I was and how long I would be in Paris and that he had written her from America because he wanted her to show me some attention during my stay in Paris.

If Mme. de B. had been of a somewhat more calculating type I fancy that, with her intense charm of face and manner and her intellect and voice, she would have been very successful. I gained the impression that she had been on the stage in some small capacity; but she had been too diffidentnot really brazen enoughfor the grim world in which the French actress rises. I soon found that Mme. de B. was a charming blend of emotion, desire, and refinement which had strayed into the wrong field. She would have done better in literature or music or art; and she seemed fitted by her moods and her understanding to be a light in any one of them or all. Some temperaments are so missing by a fraction what they would give all the world to have. It is the little things that do itthe fractions, the bits, the capacity for taking pains in little things that make, as so many have said, the difference between success and failure and it is true.

I shall never forget how she looked at me, quite in the spirit of a gay uncertain child, and how quickly she made me feel that we would get along very well together. Why, yes, she said quite easily in her soft voice, I will go about with you, although I would not know what is best to see. But I shall be here, and if you want to come for me we can see things together. Suddenly she reached over and took my hand and squeezed it genially, as though to seal the bargain. We had more drinks to celebrate this rather festive occasion; and then Mme. de B., promising to join us at the theater, went away. It was high time then to dress for dinner; and so we returned to the hotel. We ate a companionable meal, watching the Parisian and his lady love (or his wife) arrive in droves and cline with that gusto and enthusiasm which is so characteristic of the French.

When we came out of this theater at half after eleven, Mme. de B. was anxious to return to her apartment, and Barfleur was anxious to give me an extra taste of the varied cafe life of Paris in order that I might be able to contrast and compare intelligently. If you know where they are and see whether you like them, you can tell whether you want to see any more of themwhich I hope you wont, said he wisely, leading the way through a swirling crowd that was for all the world like a rushing tide of the sea.

There are no traffic laws in Paris, so far as I could make out; vehicles certainly have the right-of-way and they go like mad. I have read of the Parisian authorities having imported a London policeman to teach Paris police the art of traffic regulation, but if so, the instruction has been wasted. This night was a bedlam of vehicles and people. A Paris guide, one of the tribe that conducts the morbid stranger through scenes that are supposedly evil, and that I know from observation to be utterly vain, approached us in the Bouelvard des Capucines with the suggestion that he be allowed to conduct us through a realm of filthy sights, some of which he catalogued. I could give a list of them if I thought any human organization would ever print them, or that any individual would ever care to read themwhich I dont. I have indicated before that Barfleur is essentially clean-minded. He is really interested in the art of the demi-mondaine, and the spectacle which their showy and, to a certain extent, artistic lives present; but no one in this world ever saw more clearly through the shallow make-believe of this realm than he does. He contents himself with admiring the art and the tragedy and the pathos of it. This world of women interests him as a phase of the struggle for existence, and for the artistic pretense which it sometimes compels. To him the vast majority of these women in Paris were artisticwhatever one might say for their morals, their honesty, their brutality and the other qualities which they possess or lack; and whatever they were, life made them soconditions over which their temperaments, understandings and wills had little or no control. He is an amazingly tolerant manone of the most tolerant I have ever known, and kindly in his manner and intention.

Nevertheless, he has an innate horror of the purely physical when it descends to inartistic brutality. There is much of that in Paris; and these guides advertise it; but it is filth especially arranged for the stranger. I fancy the average Parisian knows nothing about it; and if he does, he has a profound contempt for it. So has the well-intentioned stranger, but there is always an audience for this sort of thing. So when this guide approached us with the proposition to show us a selected line of vice, Barfleur took him genially in hand. Stop a moment, now, he said, with his high hat on the back of his head, his fur coat expansively open, and his monocled eye fixing the intruder with an inquiring gaze, tell me one thinghave you a mother?

The small Jew who was the industrious salesman for this particular type of ware looked his astonishment.

They are used to all sorts of set-backsthese particular guidesfor they encounter all sorts of people, severely moral and the reverse; and I fancy on occasion they would be soundly trounced if it were not for the police who stand in with them and receive a modicum for their protection. They certainly learn to understand something of the type of man who will listen to their proposition; for I have never seen them more than ignored and I have frequently seen them talked to in an off-hand way, though I was pleased to note that their customers were few.

This particular little Jew had a quizzical, screwed-up expression on his face, and did not care to answer the question at first; but resumed his announcement of his various delights and the price it would all cost.

Wait, wait, wait, insisted Barfleur, answer my question. Have you a mother?

What has that got to do with it?asked the guide. Of course I have a mother.

Where is she? demanded Barfleur authoritatively.

She s at home, replied the guide, with an air of mingled astonishment, irritation and a desire not to lose a customer.

Does she know that you are out here on the streets of Paris doing what you are doing to-night? he continued with a very noble air.

The man swore under his breath.

Answer me, persisted Barfleur, still fixing him solemnly through his monocle. Does she?

Why, no, of course she does nt, replied the Jew sheepishly.

Would you want her to know? This in sepulchral tones.

No, I dont think so.

Have you a sister?

Yes.

Would you want her to know?

I dont know, replied the guide defiantly. She might know anyhow.

Tell me truly, if she did not know, would you want her to know?

The poor vender looked as if he had got into some silly, inexplicable mess from which he would be glad to free himself; but he did not seem to have sense enough to walk briskly away and leave us. Perhaps he did not care to admit defeat so easily.

No, I suppose not, replied the interrogated vainly.

There you have it, exclaimed Barfleur triumphantly. You have a motheryou would not want her to know. You have a sisteryou would not want her to know. And yet you solicit me here on the street to see things which I do not want to see or know. Think of your poor gray-headed mother, he exclaimed grandiloquently, and with a mock air of shame and sorrow. Once, no doubt, you prayed at her knee, an innocent boy yourself.

The man looked at him in dull suspicion.

No doubt if she saw you here to-night, selling your manhood for a small sum of money, pandering to the lowest and most vicious elements in life, she would weep bitter tears. And your sisterdont you think now you had better give up this evil life? Dont you think you had better accept any sort of position and earn an honest living rather than do what you are doing?

Well, I dont know, said the man. This living is as good as any other living. Ive worked hard to get my knowledge.

Good God, do you call this knowledge? inquired Barfleur solemnly.

Yes, I do, replied the man. I ve worked hard to get it.

These places were crowded with a gay and festive throng

My poor friend, replied Barfleur, I pity you. From the bottom of my heart I pity you. You are degrading your life and ruining your soul. Come now, to-morrow is Sunday. The church bells will be ringing. Go to church. Reform your life. Make a new startdo. You will never regret it. Your old mother will be so gladand your sister.

Oh, say, said the man, walking off, you dont want a guide. You want a church. And he did not even look back.

It is the only way I have of getting rid of them, commented Barfleur. They always stop when I begin to talk to them about their mother. They cant stand the thought of their mother.

Very true, I said. Cut it out now, and come on. You have preached enough. Let us see the worst that Paris has to show. And off we went, arm in arm.

Thereafter we visited restaurant after restaurant,high, low, smart, dull,and I can say truly that the strange impression which this world made on me lingers even now. Obviously, when we arrived at Fyshers at twelve oclock, the fun was just getting under way. Some of these places, like this Bar Fysher, were no larger than a fair-sized room in an apartment, but crowded with a gay and festive throngAmericans, South Americans, English and others. One of the tricks in Paris to make a restaurant successful is to keep it small so that it has an air of overflow and activity. Here at Fyshers Bar, after allowing room for die red-jacketed orchestra, the piano and the waiters, there was scarcely space for the forty or fifty guests who were present. Champagne was twenty francs the bottle and champagne was all they served. It was necessary here, as at all the restaurants, to contribute to the support of the musicians; and if a strange young woman should sit at your table for a moment and share either the wine or the fruit which would be quickly offered, you would have to pay for that. Peaches were three francs each, and grapes five francs the bunch. It was plain that all these things were offered in order that the house might thrive and prosper. It was so at each and all of them.


CHAPTER XXIV

THE POISON FLOWER

IT was after this night that Barfleur took his departure for London for two weeks, where business affairs were calling him during which time I was to make myself as idle and gay as I might alone or with the individuals to whom he had introduced me or to whom I had introductions direct. There was so much that I wished to see and that he did not care to see over again with me, having seen it all beforethe Musee de Cluny, for instance, the Louvre, the Luxembourg and so on.

The next afternoon after a more or less rambling day I saw him off for London and then I plunged into this treasure world alone.

One of the things that seriously impressed me was the never-failing singing air of the city which was everywhere; and another the peculiarly moody atmosphere of the cemetery of Pre-Lachaisethat wonderful world of celebrated deadwho crowd each other like the residents of a narrow city and who make a veritable fanfare of names. What a world! One whole day I idled here over the tombs of Balzac, Daudet, De Musset, Chopin, Rachel, Ablard and Hloisea long, long list of celebrities. My brain fairly reeled with the futility of lifeand finally I came away immensely sad. Another day I visited Versailles and all its splendor with one of the most interesting and amusing Americans I met abroad, a publisher by the name of H, who regaled me with his own naive experiences. I fairly choked at times over his quaint, slangy, amusing comments on things as when at Versailles, in the chambers of Marie Antoinette, he discovered a small secret stair only to remark, There s where Louis XVI took a sneak often enough no doubt, or on one of the towers of Notre Dame when to a third person who was present he commented, There s your gargoyles, old sox! Think of the artistic irreverence of it! Concerning a group of buildings which related to the Beaux-Arts I believe he inquired, What s the bunch of stuff to the right? and so it went. But the beauty of Versaillesits stately artificiality!how it all comes back.

After two weeks in which I enjoyed myself as much as I ever hope to, studying out the charm and color of Paris for myself, Barfleur returned fresh, interested, ready for the Riviera, ready for more of Paris, ready indeed for anything, I said to myself once more, when I saw himand I was very glad to see him indeed.

The personality of Barfleur supplies a homey quality of comfortable companionship. He is so full of a youthful zest to live, and so keen after the shows and customs of the world. I have never pondered why he is so popular with women, or that his friends in different walks of life constitute so great a company. He seems to have known thousands of all sorts, and to be at home under all conditions. That persistent, unchanging atmosphere of All is well with me, to maintain which is as much a duty as a tradition with him, makes his presence a constant delight.

We were soon joined by a small party of friends thereafter: Sir Scorp, who was bound for an extended stay on the Riviera, a sociologist, who was abroad on an important scientific investigation, and the representative of an American publishing house, who was coming to Paris to waylay Mr. Morgan Shuster, late of Persia, and secure his book. This goodly company descended upon the Hotel Normandy late one Friday afternoon; and it was planned that a party of the whole was to be organized the following night to dine at the Caf de Paris and then to make a round of the lesser known and more picturesque of Parisian resorts.

Before this grand pilgrimage to the temples of vice and excitement, however, Barfleur and I spent a remarkable evening wandering from one restaurant to another in an effort to locate a certain Mile. Rillette, a girl who, he had informed me when we first came to Paris, had been one of the most interesting figures of the Folies stage. Four or five years before she had held at the Folies-Bergre much the same position now recently attained by Mistinguett who was just then enthralling Paris in other words, she was the sensation of that stormy world of art and romance of which these restaurants are a part. She was more than that. She had a wonderful mezzo-soprano voice of great color and richness and a spirit for dancing that was Greek in its quality. Barfleur was most anxious that I should get at least a glimpse of this exceptional Parisian type the real spirit of this fast world, your true artistic poison flower, your lovely hooded cobra before she should be too old, or too wretched, to be interesting.

We started out to visit G.s Bar, the Bar Fysher, the Rat Mort, Palmyrs Bar, the Grelot, the Rabelais, in fact the whole list of restaurants and show-places where on occasion she might be expected to be seen. On the way Barfleur recounted bits of her interesting history, her marriages, divorces, vices, drug-habits, a strange category of tendencies that sometimes affect the most vigorous and eager of human temperaments.

At one caf, on this expedition, quite by accident apparently, we encountered Miss X., whom I had not seen since we left Fishguard, and who was here in Paris doing her best to outvie the women of the gay restaurants in the matter of her dresses, her hats, and her beauty. I must say she presented a ravishing spectaclequite as wonderful as any of the other women who were to be seen here; but she lacked, as I was to note, the natural vivacity of the French. We Americans, in spite of our high spirits and our healthy enthusiasm for life, are nevertheless a blend of the English, the German, and some of the sedate nations of the north; and we are inclined to a physical and mental passivity which is not common to the Latins. This Miss X., vivid creature that she was, did not have the spiritual vibration which accompanies the French women. So far as spirit was concerned, she seemed superior to most of the foreign types presentbut the French women are naturally gayer, their eyes brighter, their motions lighter. She gave us at once an account of her adventures since I had seen herwhere she had been living, what places she had visited, and what a good time she was having. I could not help marveling at the disposition which set above everything else in the world the privilege of moving in this peculiar realm which fascinated her so much. From a conventional point of view, much of what she did was, to say the least of it, unusual, but she did not trouble about this. As she told me on the Mauretania, all she hoped for was to become a woman of Machiavellian finesse, and to have some money. If she had money and attained to real social wisdom, conventional society could go to the devil; for the adventuress, according to her, was welcome everywherethat is, anywhere she would care to go. She did not expect to retain her beauty entirely; but she did expect to have some money, and meanwhile to live brilliantly as she deemed that she was now doing. Her love of amusement was quite as marked as ever, and her comments on the various women of her class as hard and accurate as they were brilliant. I remember her saying of one woman, with an easy sweep of her hand, Like a willow, dont you think?and of another, She glows like a ruby. It was true fine character delineation.

At Maxims, an hour later, she decided to go home, so we took her to her hotel and then resumed our pursuit of Mlle. Rillette. After much wandering we finally came upon her, about four in the morning, in one of those showy pleasure resorts that I have so frequently described.

Ah, yes, there she is, Barfleur exclaimed. I looked to a distant table to see the figure he indicatedthat of a young girl seemingly not more than twenty-four or twenty-five, a white silk neckerchief tied about her brown hair, her body clothed in a rather nondescript costume for a world so showy as this. Most of the women wore evening clothes. Rillette had on a skirt of light brown wool, a white shirtwaist open in the front and the collar turned down showing her pretty neck. Her skirt was short, and I noticed that she had pleasing ankles and pretty feet and her sleeves were short, showing a solid forearm. Before she noticed Barfleur we saw her take a slender girl in black for a partner and dance, with others, in the open space between the tables which circled the walls. I studied her with interest because of Barfleurs description, because of the fact that she had been married twice, and because the physical and spiritual ruin of a dozen girls was, falsely or not, laid at her door. Her face did not suggest the depravity which her career would indicate, although it was by no means ruddy; but she seemed to scorn rouge. Her eyeseyes are always significant in a forceful personage were large and vague and brown, set beneath a wide, full foreheadvery wonderful eyes. She appeared, in her idle security and profound nonchalance, like a figure out of the Revolution or the Commune. She would have been magnificent in a riotmarching up a Parisian street, her white band about her brown hair, carrtying a knife, a gun, or a flag. She would have had the courage, too; for it was so plain that life had lost much of its charm and she nearly all of her caring. She came over when her dance was done, having seen Barfleur, and extended an indifferent hand. He told me, after their light conversation in French, that he had chided her to the effect that her career was ruining her once lovely voice. I shall find it again at the next corner, she said, and walked smartly away.

Some one should write a novel about a woman like that, he explained urgently. She ought to be painted. It is amazing the sufficiency of soul that goes with that type. There are nt many like her. She could be the sensation again of Paris if she wanted towould try. But she wont. See what she said of her voice just now. He shook his head. I smiled approvingly, for obviously the appearance of the womanher full, rich eyesbore him out.

She was a figure of distinction in this restaurant world; for many knew her and kept track of her. I watched her from time to time talking with the guests of one table and another, and the chemical content which made her exceptional was as obvious as though she were a bottle and bore a label. To this day she stands out in my mind in her simple dress and indifferent manner as perhaps the one forceful, significant figure that I saw in all the cafs of Paris or elsewhere.

I should like to add here, before I part forever with this curious and feverish Parisian restaurant world, 
I looked to a distant table to see the figure he indicated that my conclusion had been, after much and careful observation, that it was too utterly feverish, artificial and exotic not to be dangerous and grimly destructive if not merely touched upon at long intervals. This world of champagne drinkers was apparently interested in but two thingsthe flare and glow of the restaurants, which were always brightly lighted and packed with peopleand women. In the last analysis women, the young women of easy virtue, were the glittering attraction; and truly one might say they were glittering. Fine feathers make fine birds, and nowhere more so than in Paris. But there were many birds who would have been fine in much less showy feathers. In many instances they craved and secured a demure simplicity which was even more destructive than the flaring costumes of the demi-monde. It was strange to see American innocencethe products of Petoskey, Michigan, and Hannibal, Missouri, cheek by jowl with the most daring and the most vicious women which the great metropolis could produce. I did not know until some time later how hard some of these women were, how schooled in vice, how weary of everything save this atmosphere of festivity and the privilege of wearing beautiful clothes.

Most people come here for a night or two, or a month or two, or once in a year or so; and then return to the comparatively dull world, from which they emanatedwhich is fortunate. If they were here a little while this deceptive world of delight would lose all its glamour; but a very few days and you see through the dreary mechanism by which it is produced; the brow-beating of shabby waiters by greedy managers, the extortionate charges and tricks by which money is lured from the pockets of the unwary, the wretched hallrooms and garrets from which some of these butterflies emanate to wing here in seeming delight and then disappear. It was a scorching world, and it displayed vice as an upper and a nether millstone between which youth and beauty is ground or pressed quickly to a worthless mass. I would defy anybody to live in this atmosphere so long as five years and not exhibit strongly the tell-tale marks of decay. When the natural glow of youth has gone comes the powder and paint box for the face, belladonna for the eyes, rouge for the lips, palms, and the nails, and perfumes and ornament and the glister of good clothing; but underneath it all one reads the weariness of the eye, the sickening distaste for bargaining hour by hour and day by day, the cold mechanism of what was once natural, instinctive coquetry. You feel constantly that so many of these demi-mondaines would sell their souls for one last hour of delight and then gladly take poison, as so many of them do, to end it all. Consumption, cocaine and opium maintain their persistent toll. This is a furnace of desirethis Montmartre districtand it burns furiously with a hard, white-hot flame until there is nothing left save black cinders and white ashes. Those who can endure its consuming heat are welcome to its wonders until emotion and feeling and beauty are no more.


CHAPTER XXV

MONTE CARLO

ALL my life before going abroad I had been filled with a curiosity as to the character of the Riviera and Monte Carlo. I had never quite understood that Nice, Cannes, Mentone, San Remo in Italy and Monte Carlo were all in the same vicinitya stones throw apart, as it were; and that this world is as distinct from the spirit of the north of France as the south of England is from the north of England.

As Barfleur explained it, we went due south from Paris to Marseilles and then east along the coast of the Mediterranean until we came to the first stopping-place he had selected, Agay, where we would spend a few days in peace and quiet, far from the hurry and flare of the caf life we had just left, and then journey on the hour or two more which it takes to reach Monte Carlo. He made this arrangement in order that we might have the journey through France by day, and proceed from Agay of a morning, which would give us, if we had luckand such luck usually prevails on the Rivieraa sunlight view of the Mediterranean breaking in rich blue waves against a coast that is yellow and brown and gold and green by turns.

Coming south from Paris I had the same sensation of wonder that I had traveling from Calais to Parisa wonder as to where the forty odd millions of the population of France kept itself. It was not visible from the windows of the flying train. All the way we traveled through an almost treeless country past little white lawns and vineyards; and I never realized before, although I must have known, that these same vineyards were composed of separate vines, set in rows like corn stalks and standing up for all the world like a gnarled T. Every now and then a simple, straightrunning, silvery stream would appear, making its way through a perfectly level lane and set on either bank with tall single lines of feathery poplars. The French landscape painters have used these over and over; and they illustrate exactly the still, lonely character of the country. To me, outside of Paris, France has an atmosphere of silence and loneliness; although, considering the character of the French people I do not understand how that can be.

On the way south there was much badinage between Barfleur and Sir Scorp, who accompanied us, as to the character of this adventure. A certain young friend of Barfleurs daughter was then resident at Lyons; and it was Barfleurs humorously expressed hope, that his daughters friend would bring him a basket of cold chicken, cake, fruit, and wine. It seems that he had urged Berenice to write her friend that he was passing through; and I was hourly amused at Scorps biting reference to Barfleurs parental ruse, which he vindictively hoped would come to nothing. It was as he hoped; for at Lyons the young lady and her parents appeared, but no basket. There were some minutes of animated conversation on the platform; and then we were off again at high speed through the same flat land, until we reached a lovely mountain range in the south of Francea region of huts and heavy ox-wains. It reminded me somewhat of the mountain regions of northern Kentucky. At Marseilles there was a long wait in the dark. A large number of passengers left the train here; and then we rode on for an hour or two more, arriving by moonlight at Agay, or at least the nearest railway station to it.

The character of the world in which Agay was located was delicious. After the raw and cold of our last few days in Paris this satin atmosphere of moonlight and perfume was wonderful. We stepped out of a train at the little beach station of this summer coast to find the trees in full leaf and great palms extending their wide fronds into the warm air. There was much chatter in French while the cabby struggled to get all our numerous bags into one vehicle; but when it was all accomplished and the top lowered so that we could see the night, we set forth along a long white road between houses which had anything but a French aspect, being a showy development of things Spanish and Moorish, and past bright whitewashed walls of stone, over which wide-leaved palms leaned. It was wonderful to see the moonlight on the water, the bluish black waves breaking in white ripples on sandy shores, and to feel the wind of the South. I could not believe that a ten-hour ride from Paris would make so great a change; but so it was. We clattered up finally to the Grand Htel d Agay; and although it possessed so fine a name it was nothing much more than a country inncomparatively new and solidly built, with a charming vine-covered balcony overlooking the sea, and a garden of palms in which one might walk. However, the food, Barfleur assured us, would be passable. It was only three stories high and quite primitive in its appointments. We were lighted to our rooms with candles, but the rooms were large and cool, and the windows, I discovered by throwing mine open, commanded a magnificent view of the bay. I stood by my window transfixed by the beauty of the night. Not in France outside this coastnor in Englandcan you see anything like this in summer. The air was like a caress. Under the white moon you could see the main outlines of the coast and the white strip of sand at the bottom. Below us, anchored near the garden, were some boats, and to the right white houses sheltered in trees and commanding the wonders of the water. I went to bed breathing a sigh of relief and feeling as if I should sleep soundlywhich I did.

The next morning revealed a world if anything more wonderful. Now all the whiteness and the brownness and the sharpness of the coast line were picked out by a brilliant sun. The bay glittered in the light, a rich indigo blue; and a fisherman putting forth to sea hoisted a golden sail. I was astonished to find now that the houses instead of being the drab and white of northern France were as like to be blue or yellow or greenand always there was a touch of color somewhere, blue window-sills ornamenting a white house, brown chimneys contrasting with a blue one, the charm of the Moorish arch and the Moorish lattice suggesting itself at different pointsand always palms. I dressed and went below and out upon the balcony and through the garden to the waters edge, sitting in the warm sun and tossing pebbles into the water. Flowers were in bloom hereblue and yellow blossoms and when Barfleur came down we took a delightful morning walk up a green valley which led inland between hills. No northern day in June could have rivaled in perfection the wonder of this day; and we talked of the stagey make-believe of Parisian night-life as contrasted with this, and the wonder of spring generally.

I should think the whole world would want to live here in winter, I said.

The fact is, replied Barfleur, what are called the best people do not come here so much nowadays.

Where do they go? I asked.

Oh, Switzerland is now the thing in winterthe Alps and all that relates to them. The new rich have overdone this, and it is becoming a little banal.

They cannot alter the wonder of the climate, I replied.

We had a table put on the balcony at eleven and ate our morning fish and rolls and salad there. I can see Sir Scorp cheerfully trifling with the cat we found there, the morning sun and scenery having put him in a gay mood, calling, Chat, chat, chat! and asking, How do you talk to a cat in French? There was an open carriage which came for us at one into which we threw our fur coats and blankets; and then climbed by degrees mile after mile up an exquisite slope by the side of a valley that gradually became a caon; and at the bottom of which tinkled and gurgled a mountain stream. This road led to more great trees at the top of a range overlooking what I thought at first was a great valley where a fog prevailed, but which a few steps further was revealed as the wondrous seawhite sails, a distant pavilion protruding like a fluted marble toy into the blue water, and here and there a pedestrian far below. We made our way to a delightful inn some half way down and back, where under soaring black pine trees we had tea at a little green tablestrawberry jam, new bread, and cakes. I shall never forget the bitter assault I unthinkingly provoked by dipping my spoon into the jelly jar. All the vials of social wrath were poured upon my troubled head. It serves him right, insisted Barfleur, treacherously. I saw him do that once before. These people from the Middle West, what can you expect?

That night a grand row developed at dinner between Scorp and Barfleur as to how long we were to remain in Agay and whether we were to stop in or out of Monte Carlo. Barfleur s plan was for remaining at least three days here, and then going to a hotel not directly in Monte Carlo but half way between Monte Carlo and Mentonethe Htel Bella Riva. I knew that Barfleur had come here at the present time largely to entertain me; and since I would rather have had his presence than the atmosphere of the best hotel in Monte Carlo, it really did not matter so much to me where we went, so long as it was comfortable. Scorp was greatly incensed, or pretended to be, to think I should be brought here to witness the wonders of this festive world, and then be pocketed in some side spot where half the delicious life would escape me. Agay! he kept commenting, Agay! We come all the way to the south of France to stop at Agay! Candles to light us to bed and French peasants for servants. And then we ll go to Monte Carlo and stop at some third-rate hotel! Well, you can go to the Bella Riva if you choose; I am going to the Palace Hotel where I can see something, and have a decent bed. I am not going to be packed off any ten miles out of Monte Carlo, and be compelled to use a street car that stops at twelve oclock and spend thirty francs getting home in a carriage!

This kept up until bedtime with Barfleur offering solemn explanations of why he had come here, why it would be advisable for us to refresh ourselves at the fountain of simple scenery after the fogs of London and the theatric flare of Paris. He had a fine argument for the Bella Riva as a dwelling-site: it was just half way between Monte Carlo and Mentone, it commanded all the bay on which Monte Carlo stood. Cap Martin, with the hotel of that name, here threw its sharp rocky point far out into the sea. A car-line passed the door. In a half-hour either way we could be in either Mentone or Monte Carlo.

Who wants to be in Mentone?demanded Sir Scorp. I would rather be an hour away from it instead of half an hour. If I came to see Monte Carlo I would not be bothering about Mentone. I, for one, will not go.

It was not long before I learned that Scorp did much protesting but equally much following. The patient silence of Barfleur coupled with direct action at the decisive moment usually won. Scorps arguments did result in one thing. The next morning, instead of idling in the sun and taking a carriage ride over the adjacent range, we gathered all our belongings and deposited them at the near-by station, while Barfleur and I climbed to the top of an adjacent hill where was an old water-pool, to have a last look at the lovely, high-colored, florescent bay of Agay. Then the long train, with drawing-room cars from all parts of Europe rolled in; and we were off again.

Barfleur called my attention as we went along to the first of the umbrella treesof which I was to see so many later in Italycoming into view in the occasional sheltered valleys which we were passing, and later those marvels of southern France and all Italy, the hill cities, towering like great cathedrals high in the air. I shall never forget the impression the first sight of one of these made on me. In America we have nothing save the illusion of clouds over distant landscapes to compare with it. I was astonished, transportedthe reality was so much more wonderful than the drawings of which I had seen so many. Outside the car windows the sweeping fronds of the palms seemed almost to brush the train, hanging over white enclosures of stone. Green shutters and green lattices; red roofs and bright blue jardinires; the half-Italianized Frenchman with his swarthy face and burning eyes. Presently the train stopped at Cannes. I struck out to walk in the pretty garden which I saw was connected with the depot, Barfleur to send a telegram, Scorp to show how fussy and cantankerous he could be. Here were long trains that had come from St. Petersburg via Vilna and Vienna; and others from Munich, Berlin and Copenhagen with diners labeled Speisewagen and sleepers Schlafwagen. Those from Paris, Calais, Brussels, Cherbourg bore the imposing legend, Compagnie Internationale des Wagons-Lits et des Grands Express Europens. There was a long black train rumbling in from the south with cars marked Tripoli, Roma, Firenze and Milano. You had a sense, from merely looking at the stations, that the idleness and the luxury of all the world was pouring in here at will.

In ten minutes we were off againBarfleur expatiating solemnly on the fact that in England a homely girl was left to her own devices with no one to make anything of her, she being plain and that being the end of it; while here in France something was done with the poorest specimens.

Now those two young ladies, he said, waving his hand dramatically in the direction of two departing travelers, they are not muchbut look at them. See how smartly they are gotten up. Somebody will marry them. They have been encouraged to buck up,to believe that there is always hope. And he adjusted his monocle cheerfully.

Our train was pulling into the station at Monte Carlo. I had the usual vague idea of a much-talked-of but never-seen place.

I can hear the boys calling Ascenseur, exclaimed Barfleur to Scorp prophetically, when we were still a little way out. He was as keen for the adventure as a childmuch more so than I was. I could see how he set store by the pleasure-providing details of the life here; and Scorp, for all his lofty superiority, was equally keen. They indicated to me the great masses of baggage which occupied the platformsall bright and new and mostly of good leather. I was interested to see the crowds of peoplefor there was a train departing in another directionand to hear the cries of Ascenseur as predictedthe elevators lifting to the terrace in front of the Casino, where the tracks enter along a shelf of a declivity considerably above the level of the sea. It is a tight little placeall that I had expected in point of showinessgay rococo houses, white and cream, with red roofs climbing up the sides of the bare brown hill which rises to La Turbie above. We did not stop, but went on to Mentone where we were to lunch. It was charming to see striped awningspink and white and blue and greengay sunshades of various colors and ladies in fresh linens and silks and men in white flannels and an atmosphere of outing generally. I think a sort of summer madness seizes on people under such circumstances and dull care is thrown to the winds, and you plan gay adventures and dream dreams and take yourself to be a singularly important person. And to think that this atmosphere should always be here, and that it can always be reached out of the snows of Russia and the bitter storms of New York and the dreary gray fogs of London, and the biting winds of Berlin and Paris!

We lunched at the Admiraltyone of those restaurants celebrs where the haute cuisine of France was to be found in its perfection, where balconies of flowers commanded the cte dazure.


CHAPTER XXVI

THE LURE OF GOLD!

BEFORE I go a step further in this narrative I must really animadvert to the subject of restaurants and the haute cuisine of France generally, for in this matter Barfleur was as keen as the greatest connoisseurs are in the matter of pictures. He loved and remembered the quality of dishes and the method of their preparation and the character of the men who prepared them and the atmosphere in which they were prepared and in fact everything which relates to the culinary and gastronomic arts and the history of the gourmet generally.

In Paris and London Barfleur was constantly talking of the restaurants of importance and contrasting the borrowed French atmosphere of the best English restaurants with the glories of the parent kitchens in France. He literally schooled me in the distinction which was to be drawn between the Caf Anglais, Voisins and Paillards, and those smart after-supper restaurants of the Montmartre district where the cuisine of France had been degraded by the addition of negroes, tinsel, dancers, and music. Nevertheless he was willing to admit that their cuisine was not bad. As I remember it now, I was advised to breakfast at Henrys, to dine at the Ritz, and to sup at Durands; but if I chose to substitute the Caf de Paris for the Ritz at dinner I was not going far wrong. He knew that M. Braquesec, the younger, was now in charge of Voisins and that Paul was the matre dhtel and that during the Commune Voisins had once served consomm dlphant, le chameau roti lAnglais, and le chat planqu de rats. He thought it must have been quite excellent because M. Braquesec, the elder, supervised it all and because the wines served with it were from twenty to forty years of age.

When it came to the Riviera he was well aware of all that region had to promise from Cannes to Mentone; and he could nicely differentiate the advantages of the Caf de Paris; the grand dining-room of the Htel de Paris which was across the street; the Hermitage, which he insisted had quite the most beautiful dining-room in Monte Carlo; the Princess which one of the great stars of the opera had very regularly patronized some years before; the restaurant of the Grand Hotel which he considered very exceptional indeed; and the restaurant at the terminus of the La Turbie mountain railwaywhich he emphatically approved and which commanded a magnificent view of the coast and the sea. I was drilled to understand that if I had mostelle IAnglais at the Htel de Paris I was having a very excellent fish of the country, served in the very best manner, which is truly worth knowing. If we went to the Princess, the matre dhtel, whom he knew from an older day, would serve us midgeon in some marvelous manner which would be something for me to remember. At the Caf de Paris we were to have soupe Mongasque which had a reminiscence, so he insisted, of Bouillabaisse and was very excellent. The soupions were octopi, but delicate little onesnot the kind that would be thrust upon one in Rome. I was lost among discourses regarding the value of the Regents at Nice; the art of M. Fleury, now the manager of the Htel de Paris; and what a certain head-master could do for one in the way of providing a little local color, as Barfleur termed it, in the food. To all of this, not being a gourmet, I paid as strict attention as I could; though I fear me much, that a large proportion of the exquisite significance of it all was lost on me. I can only say, however, that in spite of Scorps jeering, which was constant, the only time we had a really wonderful repast was when Barfleur ordered it.

The first luncheon at the Admiralty was an excellent case in point. Barfleur being on the Riviera and being host to several, was in the most stupendous of artistic moods. He made up a menu of the most delicious of hors dceuvrewhich he insisted should never have been allowed to take the place of soup, but which, alas, the custom of the time sanctioned and the caviare of which in this case was gray, a point which he wished me particularly to notesole walewski; roast lamb; salad nicois; and Genoese asparagus in order to give our meal the flavor of the land. We had coffee on the balcony afterwards, and I heard much concerning the wonders of this region and of the time when the Winter Palace was the place to lunch. A grand duke was a part of the days ensemble, and two famous English authors before whom we paraded with dignity.

After lunch we made our way to the Htel Bella Riva, which Barfleur in spite of Scorps complaints had finally selected. It stood on a splendid rise between Mentone and Monte Carlo; and here, after some slight bargaining we were assigned to three rooms en suite with bath. I was given the corner room with two balconies and a flood of sunshine and such a view as I have never seen from any window before or since. Straight before me lay the length of Cap Martin, a grove of thousands of olive trees reflecting from its burnished leaves the rays of the sun and crowding it completely, and beyond it the delicious sweep of the Mediterranean. To the right lay the bay of Monte Carlo, the heights of La Turbie, and all the glittering world which is Monte Carlo proper. To the left lay Mentone and the green and snow-capped mountains of Ventimiglia and San Remo faintly visible in the distance. Never an hour but the waters of the sea were a lighter or a darker shade of blue and never an hour but a lonely sail was crossing in the foreground. High above the inn at La Turbie, faintly visible in the distance, rose a ruined column of Augustusa broken memory of the time when imperial Rome was dominant here, and when the Roman legions passed this way to Spain. At different hours I could hear the bugle of some frontier garrison sounding reveille, guard-mount, and the sun-set call. Oh, those wonderful mornings when I was waked by the clear note of a horn flying up the valleys of the mountains and sounding over the sea!

Immediately after our arrival it was settled that once we had made a swift toilet we would start for Monte Carlo. We were ready to bring back tremendous winningsand eager to see this showy world, the like of which, Scorp insisted, was not to be found elsewhere.

Oh, yes, he said, I have been to Biarritz and to Ostend and Aix-les-Bainsbut they are not like this. We really should live at the Palace where we could walk on the terrace in the morning and watch the pigeon-shooting. He told a significant story of how once having a toothache he came out of the card-rooms of the Casino into the grand lobby and attempted to pour a little laudanum out of a thin vial, with which to ease the pain. I stepped behind a column, he explained, so that I might not be seen; but just as I uncorked the vial four guards seized me and hurried me out of the place. They thought I was taking poison. I had to make plain my identity to the management before they would let me back.

We arrived at the edge of the corporation which is Monte Carlo and walked in, surveying the character of the place. It was as gaudy and rococoesque as one might well expect this world to be. It reminded me in part of that Parisian world which one finds about the Arc de Triomphe, rich and comfortable, only there are no carriages in Monte Carlo to speak of. The distances are too slight and the grades too steep. When we reached the square of the Casino, it did not strike me as having any especial charm. It was small and sloping, and laid off in square beds of reddish flowers with greensward about and gravel paths going down either side. At the foot lay the Casino, ornate and cream-white, with a glass and iron canopy over the door and a swarm of people moving to and fronot an idling throng but rather having an air of considerable industry about it, quite as one might expect to find in a business world. People were bustling along as we were to get to the Casino or to go away from it on some errand and get back. We hurried down the short length of the sward, checking our coats, after waiting a lengthy time for our turn in line, and then entering the chambers where credentials are examined and cards of admission sold. There was quite some formality about this, letters being examined, our personal signature and home address taken and then we were ready to enter.

While Barfleur presented our credentials, Sir Scorp and I strolled about in the lobby observing the inpouring and outpouring throng. He showed me the exact pillar where he had attempted to ease his tooth. This was an interesting world of forceful people. The German, the Italian, the American, the Englishman and the Russian were easily recognizable. Sir Scorp was convinced that the faces of the winners and the losers could be distinguished, but I am afraid I was not enough of a physiognomist to do this. If there were any who had just lost their last dollar I did not detect them. On the contrary it seemed to me that the majority were abnormally cheerful and were having the best time in the world. A large bar at the end of the room opposite the general entrance to the card-rooms had a peculiarly American appearance. The one thing that was evident was that all here were healthy and vigorous, with a love of life in their veins, eager to be entertained, and having the means in a large majority of cases to accomplish this end. It struck me here as it has in so many other places where great pleasure-loving throngs congregate, that the difference between the person who has something and the person who has nothing is one of intense desire, and what, for a better phrase, I will call a capacity to live.

The inner chambers of the Casino were divided into two groups, the outer being somewhat less ornately decorated and housing those who for reasons of economy prefer to be less exclusive, and the inner more elaborate in decoration and having of an evening, it was said, a more gorgeously dressed throng. Just why one should choose less expensive rooms when gambling, unless low in funds, I could not guess. Those in both sets of rooms seemed to have enough money to gamble. I could not see, after some experience, that there was very much difference. The players seemed to wander rather indiscriminately through both sets of rooms. Certainly we did. An extra charge of five Louis was made for the seasons privilege of entering the inner group or Cirque priv as it was called.

I shall never forget my first sight of the famous gaming-tables in the outer roomsfor we were not venturing into the inner at present. Aside from the glamour of the crowdwhich was as impressive as an opera first nightand the decorative quality of the room which was unduly rich and brilliant, I was most vividly impressed by the vast quantities of money scattered so freely over the tables, small piles of gold louis, stacks of eight, ten, fifteen and even twenty-five franc pieces, layers of pale crisp bank-notes whose value was anywhere from one hundred to one thousand francs. It was like looking through the cashiers window of an immense bank. The mechanism and manipulation of the roulette wheel I did not understand at first nor the exact duties of the many croupiers seated at each table. Their cry of Rien ne va plus! and the subsequent scraping together of the shining coin with the little rakes or the throwing back of silver, gold and notes to the lucky winner gripped my attention like a vise. Great God! I thought, supposing I was to win a thousand pounds with my fifteen. I should stay in Europe an entire year.

Like all beginners I watched the process with large eyes and then seeing Barfleur get back five gold louis for one placed on a certain number I ventured one of my own. Result: three louis. I tried again on another number and won two more. I saw myself (in fancy) the happy possessor of a thousand pounds. My next adventure cost me two louis, whereupon I began to wonder whether I was such a fortunate player after all.

Come with me, Barfleur said, coming around to where I stood adventuring my small sums with indescribable excitement and taking my arm genially. I want to send some money to my mother for luck. Ive just won fifteen pounds.

Talk about superstition, I replied, coming away from the table, I did nt believe it of you.

Im discovered! he smiled philosophically; besides I want to send some sweets to the children.

We strolled out into the bright afternoon sun finding the terrace comparatively empty, for the Casino draws most of the crowd during the middle and late afternoon. It was strange to leave these shaded, artificially lighted rooms with their swarms of well-dressed men and women sitting about or bending over tables all riveted on the one thrilling thingthe drop of the little white ball in a certain pocketand come out into the glittering white world with its blazing sun, its visible blue sea, its cream-colored buildings and its waving palms. We went to several shopsone for sweets and one for flowers, haut parisiennes in their atmosphereand duly dispatched our purchases. Then we went to the post-office, plastered with instructions in various languages, and saw that the money was sent to Barfleurs mother. Then we returned to the Casino and Barfleur went his way, while I wandered from board to board studying the crowd, risking an occasional louis, and finally managing to lose three pounds more than I had won. In despair I went to see what Scorp was doing. He had three or four stacks of gold coin in front of him at a certain table, all of five hundred dollars. He was risking these in small stacks of ten and fifteen louis and made no sign when he won or lost. On several occasions I thought he was certain to win a great sum, so lavishly were gold louis thrown him by the croupier, but on others I felt equally sure he was to be disposed of, so freely were his gold pieces scraped away from him.

How are you making out? I asked.

I think Ive lost eight hundred francs. If I should win this though, Ill risk a bee-a.

Whats a bee-a?

A thousand franc note.

My poor little three louis seemed suddenly insignificant. A lady sitting next to him, a woman of perhaps fifty, with a cool, calculating face had perhaps as much as two thousand dollars in gold and notes piled up before her. All around the table were these piles of gold, silver and notes. It was a fascinating scene.

There, that ends me, observed Scorp, all at once, his stock of gold on certain numbers disappearing with the rake of the croupier. Now Im done. We might walk out in the lobby and watch the crowd. All his good gold so quietly raked in by the croupier was lingering painfully in my memory. I was beginning to see plainly that I would not make a good gambler. Such a loss distressed me.

How much did you lose? I inquired.

Oh, a thousand francs, he replied.

We strolled up and down, Scorp commenting sarcastically on one type and another and yet with a genial tolerance which was amusing.

I remember a charming-looking cocotte, a radiant type of brunette, with finely chiseled features, slim, delicate fingers, a dainty little foot, who, clad in a fetching costume of black and white silk which fitted her with all the airy grace of a bon-bon ribbon about its box, stood looking uncertainly about as if she expected to meet some one.

Look at her, Scorp commented with that biting little ha! ha! of his, which involved the greatest depths of critical sarcasm imaginable. There she is. Shes lost her last louis and shes looking for some one to pay for her dinner!

I had to smile to myself at the mans croaking indifference to the ladys beauty. Her obvious charms had not the slightest interest for him.

Of another lovely creature who went by with her head held high and her lips parted in a fetching, coaxing way he observed, She practises that in front of her mirror! and finding nothing else to attack, finally turned to me. I say, its a wonder you dont take a cocktail. Theres your American bar.

Its the wrong time, Scorp, I replied. You dont understand the art of cocktail drinking.

I should hope not! he returned morosely.

Finally after much more criticism of the same sort Barfleur arrived, having lost ten Louis, and we adjourned for tea. As usual an interesting argument arose now not only as to where we were to dine, but how we were to live our very lives in Monte Carlo.

Now I should think, said Barfleur, it would be nice if we were to dine at the Princess. You can get sole and canard la presse there and their wines are excellent. Besides we cant drive to the Bella Riva every evening.

Just as I thought! commented Scorp bitterly. Just as I thought. Now that we are staying at Bella Riva, a half hour or so away, we will dine in Monte Carlo. I knew it. We will do no such thing. We will go back to the Bella Riva, change our clothes, dine simply and inexpensively [this from the man who had just lost a thousand francs] come back here, buy our tickets for the Cirque priv and gamble inside. First we go to Agay and spend a doleful time among a lot of peasants and now we hang around the outer rooms of the Casino. We cant live at the Htel de Paris or enter the Cirque priv but we can dine at the Princess. Ha! ha! Well, we will do no such thing. Besides, a little fasting will not do you any harm. You need not waste all your money on your stomach.

The man had a gay acidity which delighted me.

Barfleur merely contemplated the ceiling of the lobby where we were gathered while Sir Scorp rattled on in this fashion.

I expected to get tickets for the Cirque priv he soothed and added suggestively, It will cost at least twenty francs to drive over to the Bella Riva.

Exactly! replied Scorp. As I predicted. We cant live in Monte Carlo but we can pay twenty francs to get over to Cap Martin. Thank Heaven there are still street cars. I do not need to spend all my money on shabby carriages, riding out in the cold! (It was a heavenly night.)

I think wed better dine at the Princess and go home early, pleaded Barfleur. Were all tired. To-morrow I suggest that we go up to La Turbie for lunch. That will prove a nice diversion and after that well come down and get our tickets for the Cirque priv. Come now. Do be reasonable. Dreiser ought to see something of the restaurant life of Monte Carlo.

As usual Barfleur won. We did go to the Caf Princess. We did have sole Normande. We did have canard la presse. We did have some excellent wine and Barfleur was in his glory.


CHAPTER XXVII

WE GO TO EZE

THE charms of Monte Carlo are many. Our first morning there, to the sound of a horn blowing reveille in the distance, I was up betimes enjoying the wonderful spectacles from my balcony. The sun was just peeping up over the surface of an indigo sea, shooting sharp golden glances in every direction. Up on the mountains, which rise sharp and clear like great unornamented cathedrals back of the jeweled villages of this coast, it was picking out shepherds hut and fallen mementoes of the glory that was Rome. A sailboat or two was already making its way out to sea, and below me on that long point of land which is Cap Martin, stretching like a thin green spear into the sea, was the splendid olive orchard which I noted the day before, its gleaming leaves showing a different shade of green from what it had then. I did not know it until the subject came up that olive trees live to be a thousand years old and that they do as well here on this little strip of coast, protected by the high mountains at their back, as they do anywhere in Italy. In fact, as I think of it, this lovely projection of land, no wider than to permit of a few small villages and cities crowding between the sea and the mountains, is a true projection of Italy itself, its palms, olive trees, cypresses, umbrella trees and its peasants and architecture. I understand that a bastard Frenchhalf French, half Italianis spoken here and that only here are the hill cities truly the same as they are in Italy.

While I was gazing at the morning sun and the blue sea and marveling how quickly the comfortable Riviera Express had whirled us out of the cold winds of Paris into this sun-kissed land, Barfleur must have been up and shaving, for presently he appeared, pink and clean in his brown dressing-gown, to sit out on my lovely balcony with me.

You know, he said, after he had commented on the wonder of the morning and the delicious soothing quality of the cool air, Scorp is certainly an old fussbutton. There he lies in there now, ready to pounce on us. Of course he is nt very strong physically and that makes him irritable. He does so love to be contrary.

I think he is a good running-mate for you, I observed. If he leans to asceticism in the matter of food, you certainly run to the other extreme. Sybaritic is a mild expression for your character.

You dont mean it?

I certainly do.

In what way have I shown myself sybaritic?

I charged him with various crimes. My amicable lecture was interrupted by the arrival of rolls and coffee and we decided to take breakfast in the company of Scorp. We knocked at his door.

Entrez!

There he was, propped up in bed, his ascetic face crowned by his brownish black hair and set with those burning dark eyesa figure of almost classic significance.

Ah! he exclaimed grimly, here he comes. The gourmets guide to Europe!

Now, do be cheerful this morning, Scorp, do be, cooed Barfleur. Remember it is a lovely morning. You are on the Riviera. We are going to have a charming time.

You are, anyway! commented Scorp.

I am the most sacrificial of men, I assure you, commented Barfleur. I would do anything to make you happy. We will go up to La Turbie to-day, if you say, and order a charming lunch. After that we will go to Eze, if you say, and on to Nice for dinner, if you think fit. We will go into the Casino there for a little while and then return. Is nt that a simple and satisfactory program? Dreiser and I will walk up to La Turbie. You can join us at one for lunch. You think he ought to see Eze, dont you?

Yes, if there is nt some Caf de Paris hidden away up there somewhere where you can gormandize again. If we can just manage to get you past the restaurants!

So it was agreed: Barfleur and I would walk; Sir Scorp was to follow by train. As the day was balmy and perfect, all those special articles of adornment purchased in London for this trip were extracted from our luggage and duly put onlight weight suits, straw hats and ties of delicate tints; and then we set forth. The road lay in easy swinging Ss, up and up past terraced vineyards and garden patches and old stone cottages and ambling muleteers with their patient little donkeys heavily burdened. Automobiles, I noticed, even at this height came grumbling up or tearing downand always the cypress tree with its whispering black-green needles and the graceful umbrella tree made artistic architectural frames for the vistas of the sea.

Here and now I should like to pay my tribute to the cypress tree. I saw it later in all its perfection at Pisa, Rome, Florence, Spello, Assisi and elsewhere in Italy, but here at Monte Carlo, or rather outside of it, I saw it first. I never saw it connected with anything tawdry or commonplace and wherever it grows there is dignity and beauty. It is not to be seen anywhere in immediate contact with this feverish Casino world of Monte Carlo. It is as proud as beauty itself, as haughty as achievement. By old ruins, in sacred burial grounds, by worn gates and forgotten palaces it sways and sighs. It is as mournful as deathas somber in its mien as great age and experiencea tree of the elders. Where Rome grew it grew, and to Greek and Roman temples in their prime and pride it added its sacred company.

Plant a cypress tree near my grave when I am dead. To think of its tall spearlike body towering like a stately monument over me would be all that I could artistically ask. If some of this illusory substance which seems to be that which is I, physically, here on this earth, should mingle with its fretted roots and be builded into the noble shaft of its body I should be glad. It would be a graceful and artistic way to disappear into the unknown.

Our climb to La Turbie was in every respect delightful. We stopped often to comment on the cathedral-like character of the peaks, to speculate as to the age of the stone huts.

About half way up we came to a little inn called the Corniche, which really hangs on the cornice of this great range, commanding the wide, blue sweep of the Mediterranean below; and here, under the shade of umbrella trees and cypresses and with the mimosa in full bloom and with some blossom which Barfleur called cherrypie blowing everywhere, we took seats at a little green table to have a pot of tea. It is an American innthis Cornichewith an American flag fluttering high on a white pole, and an American atmosphere not unlike that of a country farmhouse in Indiana. There were some chickens scratching about the door; and at least three canaries in separate bright brass cages hung in the branches of the surrounding trees. They sang with tremendous energy. With the passing of a muleteer, whose spotted cotton shirt and earth-colored trousers and dusty skin bespoke the lean, narrow life of the peasant, we discussed wealth and poverty, lavish expenditure and meager subsistence, the locust-like quality of the women of fashion and of pleasure, who eat and eat and gorge and glut themselves of the showy things of life without. aim or even thought; the peasant on this mountainside, with perhaps no more than ten cents a day to set his beggar board, while below the idle company in the Casino, shining like a white temple from where we sat, were wasting thousands upon thousands of dollars hourly. Barfleur agreed most solemnly with it all. He was quite sympathetic. The tables there, he said, even while we looked, were glutted with gold, and the Prince of Monaco was building, with his surplus earnings, useless marine museums which no one visited.

I was constantly forgetting in our peregrinations about the neighborhood how small the Principality of Monaco is. I am sure it would fit nicely into ten city blocks. A large portion of Monte Carlo encroaches on French territoryonly the Casino, the terrace, the heights of Monaco belong to the Principality. One-half of a well-known restaurant there, I believe, is in Monaco and the other half in France. La Turbie, on the heights here, the long road we had come, almost everything in fact, was in France. We went into the French post-office to mail cards and then on to the French restaurant commanding the heights. This particular restaurant commands a magnificent view. A circle about which the automobiles turned in front of its door was supported by a stone wall resting on the sharp slope of the mountain below. All the windows of its principal diningroom looked out over the sea, and of the wonderful view I was never weary. The room had an oriental touch, and the, white tables and black-coated waiters accorded ill with this. Still it offered that smartness of service which only the French restaurants possess.

Barfleur was for waiting for Scorp who had not arrived. I was for eating, as I was hungry. Finally we sat down to luncheon and we were consuming the sweet when in he came. His brownish-black eyes burned with their usual critical fire. If Sir Scorp had been born with a religious, reforming spirit instead of a penchant for art he would have been a St. Francis of Assisi. As it was, without anything to base it on, except Barfleurs gormandizing propensities, he had already established moral censorship over our actions.

Ah, here you are, eating as usual, he observed with that touch of lofty sarcasm which at once amused and irritated me. No excursion without a meal as its object.

Sit down, El Greco, I commented, and note the beautiful view. This should delight your esthetic soul.

It might delight mine, but I am not so sure about yours. Barfleur would certainly see nothing in it if there were not a restaurant hereha!

I found a waiter here who used to serve me in the Caf Royal in London, observed Barfleur cheerfully.

Now we can die content, sighed Scorp. We have been recognized by a French waiter on the Riviera. Ha! Never happy, he added, turning to me, unless he is being recognized by waiters somewherehis one claim to glory.

We went out to see the ruined monument to Augustus Csar, crumbling on this high mountain and commanding the great blue sweep of the Mediterranean below. There were a number of things in connection with this monument which were exceedingly interesting. It illustrated so well the Roman method of construction: a vast core of rubble and brick, faced with marble. Barfleur informed me that only recently the French government had issued an order preventing the removal of any more of the marble, much of which had already been stolen, carted away or cut up here into other forms. Immense marble drums of pure white stone were still lying about, fallen from their places; and in the surrounding huts of the peasant residents of La Turbie could be seen part of once noble pillars set into the fabric of their shabby doorways or used as corner-stones to support their pathetic little shelters. I recall seeing several of these immense drums of stone set at queer angles under the paper walls of the huts, the native peasants having built on them as a base, quite as a spider might attach its gossamer net to a substantial bush or stone. I reflected at length on the fate of greatness and how little the treasures of one age may be entrusted to another. Time and chance, dullness and wasteful ignorance, lie in wait for them all.

The village of La Turbie, although in France, gave me my first real taste of the Italian village. High up on this mountain above Monte Carlo, in touch really with the quintessence of showy expenditureclothes, jewels, architecture, foodhere it stood, quite as it must have been standing for the last three or four hundred yearsits narrow streets clambering up and down between houses of gray stone or brick, covered with gray lichens. I thought of Benvenuto Cellinihow he always turned the corners of the dark, narrow streets of Rome in as wide a circle as possible in order to save himself from any lurking assassinthat he might draw his own knife quickly. Dirt and age and quaintness and romance: it was in these terms that La Turbie spoke to us. Although anxious to proceed to Eze, not so very far away, which they both assured me was so much more picturesque and characteristic, yet we lingered, looking lovingly up and down narrow passages where stairs clambered gracefully, where arches curved picturesquely over streets, and where plants bloomed bravely in spotted, crumbling windows. Age! age! And with it men, women and children of the usual poverty-stricken Italian typenot French, but Italians. Women with bunchy blue or purple skirts, white or colored kerchiefs, black hair, wrinkled, yellow or blackish-brown faces, glittering dark eyes and claw-like hands.

Not far from the center of this moldy scene, flourishing like a great lichen at the foot of Augustus, his magnificent column, was a public fountain, of what date I do not know. The housewives of the community were hard at their washing, piling the wet clothes in soapy masses on the stone rim of the basin. They were pattering and chattering, their skirts looped up at their hips, their heads wound about with cloths of various colors. It brought back to my mind, by way of contrast, the gloomy wash- and bath-house in Bethnal Green, which I have previously commented on. Despite poverty and ignorance, the scene here was so much more invitingeven inspiring. Under a blue sky, in the rays of a bright afternoon sun, beside a moldering but none the less lovely fountain, they seemed a very different kind of mortalfar more fortunate than those I had seen in Bethnal Green and Stepney. What can governments do toward supplying blue skies, broken fountains and humanly stirring and delightful atmosphere? Would Socialism provide these things?

With many backward glances, we departed, conveyed hence in an inadequate little vehicle drawn by one of the boniest horses it has ever been my lot to ride behind. The cheerful driver was as fat as his horse was lean, and as dusty as the road itself. We were wedged tightly in the single green cloth seat, Scorp on one side, I on the other, Barfleur in the middle, expatiating as usual on the charm of life and enduring cheerfully all the cares and difficulties of his exalted and self-constituted office of guide, mentor and friend.

Deep green valleys, dizzy precipices along which the narrow road skirted nervously, tall tops of hills that rose about you craggily or pastorallyso runs the road to Eze and we followed it jestingly, Sir Scorp so dizzy contemplating the depths that we had to hold him in. Barfleur was gay and ebullient. I never knew a man who could become so easily intoxicated with life.

There you have it, said Sir Scorp, pointing far down a green slope to where a shepherd was watching his sheep, a cape coat over his arm, a crooked staff in his hand; there is your pastoral, lineally descended from the ancient Greeks. Barfleur pretends to love nature, but that would not bring him out here. There is no canard la presse attached to itno sole walewski.

And see the goose-girl!I exclaimed, as a maiden in bare feet, her skirt falling half way below her knees, crossed the road.

All provided, my dear boy, assured Barfleur, beaming on me through his monocle. Everything as it should be for you. You see how I do. Goose-girls, shepherds, public fountains, old monuments to Csar, anything you like. I will show you Eze now. Nothing finer in Europe.

We were nearing Eze around the green edge of a mountainits topand there I saw it, my first hillcity. Not unlike La Turbie, it was old and gray, but with that spectacular dignity which anything set on a hill possesses. Barfleur carefully explained to me that in the olden dayssome few hundred years beforethe inhabitants of the seashore and plain were compelled to take to the hills to protect themselves against marauding piratesthat the hill-city dates from the earliest times in Italy and was common to the Latins before the dawn of history. Eze towered up, completely surrounded by a wall, the only road leading to it being the one on which we were traveling. By a bridge we crossed a narrow gully, dividing one mountain height from another, and then, discharging our fat cabman and his bony horse, mounted to the open gate or arched door, now quite unguarded. Some of the village children were selling the common flowers of the field, and a native in tight dusty trousers and soft hat was entering.

I think I devoured the strangeness and glamour of Eze as one very hungry would eat a meal. I examined all the peculiarities of this outer entrance and noted how like a hole in a snail shell it was, giving not directly into the old city, or village, but into a path that skirted the outer wall. Above were holes through which defenders could shower arrows and boiling oil upon those who might have penetrated this outer defense. There was a blind passage at one point, luring the invaders into a devilish pocket where their fate was sealed. If one gained this first gate and the second, which gave into a narrow, winding, upward-climbing street, the fighting would be hand to hand and always upward against men on a higher level. The citadel, as we found at last, was now a red and gray brick ruin, only some arches and angles of which were left, crowning the summit, from which the streets descended like the whorls of a snailshell. Gray cobble-stone, and long narrow bricks set on their sides, form the streets or passages. The squat houses of brick and gray stone followed closely the convolutions of the street. It was a silent, sleepy little city. Few people were about. The small shops were guarded by old women or children. The men were sheep-herders, muleteers, gardeners and farmers on the slopes below. Anything that is sold in this high-placed city is brought up to it on the backs of slow-climbing, recalcitrant donkeys. One blessed thing, the sewage problem of these older Italian-French cities, because of their situation on the hillside, solves itselfotherwise, God help the cities. Barfleur insisted that there was leprosy hereaboutsa depressing thought.

Climbing up and around these various streets, peering in at the meager little windows where tobacco, fruit, cheese and modest staples were sold, we reached finally the summit of Eze, where for the first time in ItalyI count the Riviera Italianthe guide nuisance began. An old woman, in patois French, insisted on chanting about the ruins. Sir Scorp kept repeating, No, no, my good woman, go away, and I said in English, Run, tell it to Barfleur. He is the bell-wether of this flock.

Barfleur clambered to safety up a cracked wall of the ruin and from his dizzy height eyed her calmly and bade her Run along, now. But it was like King Canute bidding the sea to retreat, till she had successfully taken toll of us. Meanwhile we stared in delight at the Mediterranean, at the olive groves, the distant shepherds, at the lovely blue vistas and the pale threads of roads.

We were so anxious to get to Nice in time for dinner, and so opposed to making our way by the long dusty road which lay down the mountain, that we decided to make a short cut of it and go down the rocky side of the hill by a foot-wide path which was pointed out to us by the village priest, a haggard specimen of a man who, in thin cassock and beggarly shoes and hat, paraded before his crumbling little church door. We were a noble company, if somewhat out of the picture, as we piled down this narrow mountaineers trackBarfleur in a brilliant checked suit and white hat, and Sir Scorp in very smart black. My best yellow shoes (ninety francs in Paris) lent a pleasing note to my otherwise inconspicuous attire, and gave me some concern, for the going was most rough and uncertain.

We passed shepherds tending sheep on sharp slopes, a donkey-driver making his way upward with three donkeys all heavily laden, an umbrella-tree sheltering a peasant so ancient that he must have endured from Grecian days, and olive groves whose shadows were as rich as that bronze which time has favored with its patina. It seemed impossible that half way between Monte Carlo and Nicethose twin worlds of spendthrift fashion and pampered viceshould endure a scene so idyllic. The Vale of Arcady is here; all that art could suggest or fancy desire, a world of simple things. Such scenes as this, remarked Sir Scorp, were favored by his great artistic admirationDaubigny.

We found a railway station somewhere, and then we got to Nice for dinner. Once more a soul-stirring argument between Barfleur and Sir Scorp. We would take tea at Rumpelmeyerswe would not take tea at Rumpelmeyers. We would dine at The Regence; we would not dine at The Regence. We would pay I-forget-how-many louis and enter the baccarat chambers of the Casino; we would not do anything of the sort. It was desired by Barfleur that I should see the wonders of the sea-walk with the waves spraying the protecting wall. It was desired by Scorp that I should look in all the jewelry shop windows with him and hear him instruct in the jewelers art. How these matters were finally adjusted is lost in the haze of succeeding impressions. We did have tea at Rumpelmeyers, howevera very commonplace but bright affairand then we loitered in front of shop windows where Sir Scorp pointed out really astounding jewels offered to the public for fabulous sums. One great diamond he knew to have been in the possession of the Sultan of Turkey, and you may well trust his word and his understanding. A certain necklace here displayed had once been in his possession and was now offered at exactly ten times what he had originally sold it for. A certain cut steel broochvery large and very handsomewas designed by himself, and was first given as a remembrance to a friend. Resultendless imitation by the best shops. He dallied over rubies and emeralds, suggesting charming uses for then. And then finally we came to the Casinothe Casino Municipalewith its baccarat chambers, its great dining-rooms, its public lounging-room with such a world of green wicker chairs and tables as I have never seen. The great piers at Atlantic City are not so large. Being the height of the season, it was of course filled to overflowing by a brilliant throngcocottes and gamblers drawn here from all parts of Europe; and tourists of all nationalities.

Sir Scorp, as usual, in his gentle but decided way, raised an argument concerning what we should have for dinner. The mere suggestion that it should be canard la presse and champagne threw him into a dyspeptic chill. I will not pay for it. You can spend your money showing off if you choose; but I will eat a simple meal somewhere else.

Oh, no, protested Barfleur. We are here for a pleasant evening. I think it important that Dreiser should see this. It need not be canard la presse. We can have sole and a light Burgundy.

So sole it was, and a light Burgundy, and a bottle of water for Sir Scorp.


CHAPTER XXVIII

NICE

NOT having as yet been in the Cirque pric at Monte Carlo, I was perhaps unduly impressed by the splendor of the rooms devoted to gambling in this amazingly large casino. There were eight hundred or a thousand people all in evening clothes, who had paid a heavy price for the mere privilege of entering, and were now gathered about handsome green-covered mahogany tables under glittering and ornate electroliers, playing a variety of carefully devised gambling games with a fervor that at times makes martyrs in other causes. To a humble-minded American person like myself, unused to the high world of fashion, this spectacle was, to say the least, an interesting one. Here were a dozen nationalities represented by men and women whose hands were manicured to perfection, whose toilets were all that a high social occasion might require, their faces showing in every instance a keen understanding of their world and how it works. Here in Nice, if you walk away from these centers of social perfection, where health and beauty and sophistication and money abound, the vast run of citizens are as poverty-stricken as any; but this collection of nobility and gentry, of millionaires, adventurers, intellectual prostitutes and savage beauties is recruited from all over the world. I hold that is something to see.

The tables were fairly swarming with a fascinating throng all very much alike in their attitude and their love of the game, but still individual and interesting. I venture to say that any one of the people I saw in this room, if you saw him in a crowd on the street, would take your attention. A native force and self-sufficiency went with each one. I wondered constantly where they all came from. It takes money to come to the Riviera; it takes money to buy your way into any gambling-room. It takes money to gamble; and what is more it takes a certain amount of self-assurance and individual selection to come here at all. By your mere presence you are putting yourself in contact and contrast with a notable standard of social achievement. Your intellectuality, your ability to take care of yourself, your breeding and your subtlety are at once challengednot consciously, but unconsciously. Do you really belong here? the eyes of the attendants ask you as you pass. And the glitter and color and life and beauty of the room is a constant challenge.

It did not surprise me in the least that all these men and women in their health and attractiveness carried themselves with cynical, almost sneering hauteur. They might well do soas the world judges these material thingsfor they are certainly far removed from the rank and file of the streets; and to see them extracting from their purses and their pockets handfuls of gold, unfolding layers of crisp notes that represented a thousand francs each, and with an almost indifferent air laying them on their favorite numbers or combinations was to my unaccustomed eye a gripping experience. Yet I was not interested in gamblingonly in the people who played.

I know that to the denizens of this world who are fascinated by chance and find their amusement in such playing, this atmosphere is commonplace. It was not so to me. I watched the womenparticularly the beautiful womenwho strolled about the chambers with their escorts solely to show off their fine clothes. You see a certain type of youth here who seems to be experienced in this gay world that drifts from one resort to another, for you hear such phrases as Oh, yes, I saw her at Aix-les-Bains, or, She was at Karlsbad last summer. Is that the same fellow she was with last year? I thought she was living with (this of a second individual). My heaven, how well she keeps up! or, This must be her first season hereI have never seen her before. Two or three of these young bloods would follow a woman all around the rooms, watching her, admiring her beauty quite as a horseman might examine the fine points of a horse. And all the while you could see that she was keenly aware of the critical fire of these eyes.

At the tables was another type of woman whom I had first casually noticed at Monte Carlo, a not too good looking, rather practical, and perhaps disillusioned type of womanusually inclined to stoutness, as is so often the case with women of indolent habits and no temperamentalthough, now that I think of it, I have the feeling that neither illusion nor disillusion have ever played much part in the lives of such as these. They looked to me like women who, from their youth up, had taken life with a grain of salt and who had never been carried away by anything muchneither love, nor fashion, nor children, nor ambition. Perhaps their keenest interest had always been moneythe having and holding of it. And here they satnot good-looking, not apparently magneticinterested in chance, and very likely winning and losing by turns, their principal purpose being, I fancy, to avoid the dullness and monotony of an existence which they are not anxious to endure. I heard one or two derogatory comments on women of this type while I was abroad; but I cannot say that they did more than appeal 
My heaven, how well she keeps up! to my sympathies. Supposing, to look at it from another point of view, you were a woman of forty-five or fifty. You have no familynothing to hold you, perhaps, but a collection of dreary relatives, or the ennui of a conventional neighborhood with prejudices that are wearisome to your sense of liberty and freedom. If by any chance you have money, here on the Riviera is your resource. You can live in a wonderful climate of sun and blue water; you can see nature clad in her daintiest raiment the year round; you can see fashion and cosmopolitan types and exchange the gossip of all the world; you can go to really excellent restaurantsthe best that Europe provides; and for leisure, from ten oclock in the morning until four or five oclock the next morning, you can gamble if you choose, gamble silently, indifferently, without hindrance as long as your means endure.

If you are of a mathematical or calculating turn of mind you can amuse yourself infinitely by attempting to solve the strange puzzle of chancehow numbers fall and why. It leads off at last, I know, into the abstrusities of chemistry and physics. The esoteric realms of the mystical are not more subtle than the strange abnormalities of psychology that are here indulged in. Certain people are supposed to have a chemical and physical attraction for numbers or cards. Dreams are of great importance. It is bad to sit by a losing person, good to sit by a winning one. Every conceivable eccentricity of thought in relation to personality is here indulged in; and when all is said and done, in spite of the wonders of their cobwebby calculations, it comes to about the same old thingthey win and lose, win and lose, win and lose.

Now and then some interesting personalitystranger, youth, celebrity, or otherwins heavily or loses heavily; in which case, if he plunges fiercely on, his table will be surrounded by a curious throng, their heads craning over each others shoulders, while he piles his gold on his combinations. Such a man or woman for the time being becomes an intensely dramatic figure. He is aware of the audacity of the thing he is doing, and he moves with conscious gesturesthe manner of a grand seigneur. I saw one such laterin the Cirque priv at Monte Carloa red-bearded man of fiftytall, intense, graceful. It was rumored that he was a prince out of Russiaalmost any one can be a prince out of Russia at Monte Carlo! He had stacks of gold and he distributed it with a lavish hand. He piled it in little golden towers over a score of numbers; and when his numbers fell wrong his towers fell with them, and the croupier raked great masses of metal into his basket. There was not the slightest indication on his pale impassive face that the loss or the gain was of the slightest interest to him. He handed crisp bills to the clerk in charge of the bank and received more gold to play his numbers. When he wearied, after a dozen failuresa breathing throng watching him with moist lips and damp, eager eyeshe rose and strolled forth to another chamber, rolling a cigarette as he went. He had lost thousands and thousands.

The next morning it was lovely and sunshiny again; Sitting out on my balcony high over the surrounding land, commanding as it did all of Monte Carlo, the bay of Mentone and Cap Martin, I made many solemn resolutions. This gay life here was meretricious and artificial, I decided. Gambling was a vice, in spite of Sir Scorps lofty predilection for it; it drew to and around it the allied viciousness of the world, gormandizing, harlotry, wastefulness, vain-glory. I resolved here in the cool morning that I would reform. I would see something of the surrounding country and then leave for Italy where I would forget all this.

I started out with Barfleur about ten to see the Oceanographical Museum and to lunch at the Princess, but the day did not work out exactly as we planned. We visited the Oceanographical Museum; but I found it amazingly dullthe sort of a thing a prince making his money out of gambling would endow. It may have vast scientific ramifications, but I doubt it. A meager collection of insects and dried specimens quickly gave me a headache. The only case that really interested me was the one containing a half-dozen octopi of large size. I stood transfixed before their bulbous centers and dull, muddy, bronze-green arms, studded with suckers. I can imagine nothing so horrible as to be seized upon by one of these things, and I fairly shivered as I stood in front of the case. Barfleur contemplated solemnly the possibility of his being attacked by one of them, monocle and all. He foresaw a swift end to his career.

We came out into the sunlight and viewed with relief, by contrast with the dull museum, the very new and commonplace cathedraloh, exceedingly poorly executedand the castle or palace or residence of His Highness, the Prince of Monaco. I cannot imagine why Europe tolerates this man with his fine gambling privileges unless it is that the different governments look with opposition on the thought of any other government having so fine a source of wealth. France should have it by rights; and it would be suitable that the French temperament should conduct such an institution. The palace of the Prince of Monaco was as dull as his church and his museum; and the Monacoan Army drawn up in front of his residence for their morning exercise looked like a company of third-rate French policemen.

However I secured as fine an impression of the beauty of Monaco and the whole coast from this height, as I received at any time during my stay; for it is like the jewel of a ring projecting out of the sea. You climb up to the Oceanographical Museum and the palace by a series of stairways and walks that from time to time bring you out to the sheer edge of the cliff overlooking the blue waters below. There is expensive gardening done here, everywhere; for you find vines and flowers and benches underneath the shade of palms and umbrella trees where you can sit and look out over the sea. Lovely panoramas confront you in every direction; and below, perhaps as far down as three and four hundred feet, you can see and hear the waves breaking and the foam eddying about the rocks. The visitor to Monte Carlo, I fancy, is not greatly disturbed about scenery, however. Such walks as these are empty and still while the Casino is packed to the doors. The gaming-tables are the great center; and to these we ourselves invariably returned.


CHAPTER XXIX

A FIRST GLIMPSE OF ITALY

MY days in Monte Carlo after this were only four, exactly. In spite of my solemn resolutions of the morning the spirit of this gemlike world got into my bones by three oclock; and at four, when we were having tea at the Riviera Palace Hotel high above the Casino, I was satisfied that I should like to stay here for months. Barfleur, as usual, was full of plans for enjoyment; and he insisted that I had not half exhausted the charms of the place. We should go to some old monastery at Laghet where miracles of healing were performed, and to Cannes and Beaulieu in order to see the social life there.

A part of one of these days we spent viewing a performance in Mentone. Another day Barfleur and I went to Laghet and Nice, beginning with a luncheon at the Riviera Palace and winding up at the Hotel des Fleurs. The last day we were in the Casino, gambling cheerfully for a little while, and then on the terrace viewing the pigeon shooting, which Barfleur persistently refused to contemplate. This (to me) brutal sport was evidently fascinating to many, for the popping of guns was constant. It is so curious how radically our views differ in this world as to what constitutes evil and good. To Scorp this was a legitimate sport. The birds were ultimately destined for pies anyhow; why not kill them here in this manner? To me the crippling of the perfect winged things was a crime. I would never be one to hold a gun in such a sport.

It was this last day in the Caf de Paris that Barfleur and I encountered Marcelle and Mme. Y., our companions of that first dinner in Paris. Barfleur was leaving for London, Scorp was to stay on at Monte Carlo, and for the first time I faced the prospect of traveling alone. Acting on impulse I turned to Marcelle and said: Come with me as far as Ventimiglia, never thinking for a moment that she would. Oui, she replied, oui, oui, and seemed very cheerful over the prospect.

Marcelle arrived some fifteen minutes before my train was due, but she was not to speak to me until we were on the train. It took some manuvering to avoid the suspicions of Scorp.

Barfleur left for the north at four-thirty, assuring me that we would meet in Paris in April and ride at Fontainebleau, and that we would take a walking tour in England. After he was gone, Scorp and I walked to and fro and then it was that Marcelle appeared. I had to smile as I walked with Scorp, thinking how wrathful he would have been if he had known that every so often we were passing Marcelle, who gazed demurely the other way. The platforms, as usual, were alive with passengers with huge piles of baggage. My train was a half hour late and it was getting dark. Some other train which was not bound for Rome entered, and Marcelle signaled to know whether she, was to get into that. I shook my head and hunted up the Cooks tourist agent, always to be found on these foreign platforms, and explained to him that he was to go to the young lady in the blue suit and white walking-shoes and tell her that the train was a half hour late and ask her if she cared to wait. With quite an American sang-froid he took in the situation at once, and wanted to know how far she was going. I told him Ventimiglia and he advised that she get off at Garaban in order to catch the first train back. He departed, and presently returned, cutting me out from the company of Sir Scorp by a very wise look of the eye, and informed me that the lady would wait and would go. I promptly gave him a franc for his trouble. My pocket was bulging with Italian silver lire and paper five- and ten-lire pieces which I had secured the day before. Finally my train rolled in and I took one last look at the sea in the fading light and entered. Sir Scorp gave me parting instructions as to simple restaurants that I would find at different places in Italynot the showy and expensive cafs, beloved of Barfleur. He wanted me to save money on food and have my portrait painted by Mancini, which I could have done, he assured me, with a letter from him. He looked wisely around the platform to see that there was no suspicious lady anywhere in the foreground and said he suspected one might be going with me.

Oh, Scorp, I said, how could you? Besides, I am very poor now.

The ruling passionstrong in poverty, he commented, and waved me a farewell.

I walked forward through the train looking for my belongings and encountered Marcelle. She was eager to explain by signs that the Cooks man had told her to get off at Garaban.

Msieur Thomas Cook, il ma ditil faut que je descends Garabanpas VentimigliaGaraban. She understood well enough that if she wanted to get back to Monte Carlo early in the evening she would have to make this train, as the next was not before ten oclock.

I led the way to a table in the dining-car still vacant, and we talked as only people can talk who have no common language. By the most astonishing efforts Marcelle made it known that she would not stay at Monte Carlo very long now, and that if I wanted her to come to Florence when I got there she would. Also she kept talking about Fontainebleau and horseback riding in April. She imitated a smart rider holding the reins with one hand and clucking to the horse with her lips. She folded her hands expressively to show how heavenly it would be. Then she put her right hand over her eyes and waved her left hand to indicate that there were lovely vistas which we could contemplate. Finally she extracted all her bills from the Hotel de Parisand they were astonishingto show me how expensive her life was at Monte Carlo; but I refused to be impressed. It did not make the least difference, however, in her attitude or her mood. She was just as cheerful as ever, and repeated AvrilFontainebleau, as the train stopped and she stepped off. She reached up and gave me an affectionate farewell kiss. The last I saw of her she was standing, her arms akimbo, her head thrown smartly back, looking after the train.

It was due to a railroad wreck about twenty miles beyond Ventimiglia that I owe my acquaintance with one of the most interesting men I have met in years, a man who was very charming to me afterwards in Rome, but before that I should like to relate how I first really entered Italy. One afternoon, several days before, Barfleur and I paid a flying visit to Ventimiglia, some twenty miles over the border, a hill city and the agreed customs entry city between France and Italy. No train leaving France in this region, so I learned, stopped before it reached Ventimiglia, and none leaving Ventimiglia stopped before it entered France, and once there customs inspectors seized upon one and examined ones baggage. If you have no baggage you are almost an object of suspicion in Italy.

On the first visit we came to scale the walls of this old city which was much like Eze and commanded the sea from a great eminence. But after Eze it was not Ventimiglia that interested me so much as the fact that Italy was so different from France. In landing at Fish-guard I had felt the astonishing difference between England and the United States. In landing at Calais the atmosphere of England had fallen from me like a cloak and Franceits high color and enthusiasmhad succeeded to it. Here this day, stepping off the train at Ventimiglia only a few miles from Monte Carlo, I was once more astonished at the sharp change that had come over the spirit of man. Here were Italians, not French, dark, vivid, interesting little men who, it seemed to me, were so much more inclined to strut and stare than the French that they appeared to be vain. They were keen, temperamental, avid, like the French but strange to say not so gay, so light-hearted, so devil-may-care.

Italy, it seemed to me at once, was much poorer than France and Barfleur was very quick to point it out. A different people, he commented, not like the French, much darker and more mysterious. See the carshow poor they are. You will note that everywhere. And the buildings, the trainsthe rolling stock is not so good. Look at the houses. The life here is more poverty-stricken. Italy is poorvery. I like it and I dont. Some things are splendid. My mother adores Rome. I crave the French temperament. It is so much more light-hearted. So he rambled on.

It was all trueaccurate and keenly observed. I could not feel that I was anywhere save in a land that was seeking to rehabilitate itself but that had a long way to go. The menthe officials and soldiery of whom there were a legion clad in remarkable and even astonishing uniforms, appealed to my eye, but the souls of them to begin with, did not take my fancy. I felt them to be suspicious and greedy. Here for the first time I saw the uniform of the Italian bersaglicri: smart-looking in long capes, round hats of shiny leather with glossy green rooster feathers, and carrying short swords.

This night as I crossed the border after leaving Garaban I thought of all I had seen the day I came with Barfleur. When we reached Ventimiglia it was pitch dark and being alone and speaking no Italian whatsoever, I was confused by the thought of approaching difficulties.

Presently a customs inspector descended on mea large, bearded individual who by signs made me understand that I had to go to the baggage car and open my trunk. I went. Torches supplied the only light: I felt as though I were in a bandits cave. Yet I came through well enough. Nothing contraband was found. I went back and sat down, plunging into a Baedeker for Italian wisdom and wishing gloomily that I had read more history than I had.

Somewhere beyond Ventimiglia the train came to a dead stop in the dark, and the next morning we were still stalled in the same place. I had risen early, under the impression that I was to get out quickly, but was waved back by the porter who repeated over and over, Beau-coup de retard! I understood that much but I did not understand what caused it, or that I would not arrive in Pisa until two in the afternoon. I went into the dining-car and there encountered one of the most obstreperous English women that I have ever met. She was obviously of the highly intellectual class, but so haughty in her manner and so loud-spoken in her opinions that she was really offensive. She was having her morning fruit and rolls and some chops and was explaining to a lady, who was with her, much of the character of Italy as she knew it. She was of the type that never accepts an opinion from any one, but invariably gives her own or corrects any that may be volunteered. At one time I think she must have been attractive, for she was moderately tall and graceful, but her face had become waxy and sallow, and a little thinI will not say hard, although it was anything but ingratiating. My one wish was that she would stop talking and leave the dining-car, she talked so loud; but she stayed on until her friend and her husband arrived. I took him to be her husband by the way she contradicted him.

He was a very pleasing, intellectual personthe type of man, I thought, who would complacently endure such a woman. He was certainly not above the medium in height, quite well filled out, and decidedly phlegmatic. I should have said from my first glance that he never took any exercise of any kind; and his face had that interesting pallor which conies from much brooding over the midnight oil. He had large, soft, lustrous gray eyes and a mop of gray hair which hung low over a very high white forehead. I must repeat here that I am the poorest judge of people whom I am going to like of any human being. Now and then I take to a person instantly, and my feeling endures for years. On the other hand I have taken the most groundless oppositions based on nothing at all to people of whom subsequently I have become very fond. Perhaps my groundless opposition in this case was due to the fact that the gentleman was plainly submissive and overborne by his loud-talking wife. Anyhow I gave him a single glance and dismissed him from my thoughts. I was far more interested in a stern, official-looking Englishman with white hair who ordered his bottle of Perrier in a low, rusty voice and cut his orange tip into small bits with a knife.

Presently I heard a German explaining to his wife about a wreck ahead. We were just starting now, perhaps twenty-five or thirty miles from Ventimiglia, and were dashing in and out of rocky tunnels and momentarily bursting into wonderful views of walled caves and sunlit sweeps of sea. The hill-town, the striped basilica with its square, many-arched campanile was coming into view. I was delighted to see open plains bordered in the distance by snow-capped mountains, and dotted sparsely with little huts of stone and brickhow old, Heaven only knows. Here once the Tuscan shepherds strayed. As Barfleur said, Italy was much poorer than France. The cars and stations seemed shabbier, the dress of the inhabitants much poorer. I saw natives, staring idly at the cars as we flashed past, or taking freight away from the platforms in rude carts drawn by oxen. Many of the vehicles appeared to be rattle-trap, dusty, unpainted; and some miles this side of Genoaour first stopwe ran into a region where it had been snowing and the ground was covered with a wet slushy snowfall. After Monte Carlo, with its lemon and orange trees and its lovely palms, this was a sad comedown; and I could scarcely realize that we were not so much as a hundred miles away and going southward toward Rome at that. I often saw, however, distant hills crowned with a stronghold or a campanile in high browns and yellows, which made up for the otherwise poor foreground. Often we dashed through a cave, protected by high surrounding walls of rock, where the palm came into view again and where one could see how plainly these high walls of stone made for a tropic atmosphere. I heard the loud-voiced English woman saying, It is such a delight to see the high colors again. England is so dreary. I never feel it so much as when we come down through here.

We were passing through a small Italian town, rich i whites, pinks, browns and blues, a world of clothes-lines showing between rows of buildings, and the crowds, pure Italian in type, plodding to and fro along the streets. It was nice to see windows open here and the sunshine pouring down and making dark shadows. I saw one Italian woman, in a pink-dotted dress partly covered by a bright yellow apron, looking out of a window; and then it was that I first got the tang of Italythe thing that I felt afterwards in Rome and Florence and Assisi and Perugiathat wonderful love of color that is not rampant but just deliciously selective, giving the eye something to feed on when it least expects it. That is Italy!

When nearly all the diners had left the car the English lady left also and her husband remained to smoke. He was not so very far removed from me, but he came a little nearer, and said: The Italians must have their striped churches and their wash lines or they would nt be happy.

It was some time before he volunteered another suggestion, which was that the Italians along this part of the coast had a poor region to farm. I got up and left presently because I did not want to have anything to do with his wife. I was afraid that I might have to talk to her, which seemed to me a ghastly prospect.

I sat in my berth and read the history of art as it related to Florence, Genoa, and Pisa, interrupting my paragraphs with glances at every interesting scene. The value of the prospect changed first from one side of the train to the other, and I went out into the corridor to open a window and look out. We passed through a valley where it looked as though grapes were flourishing splendidly, and my Englishman came out and told me the name of the place, saying that it was good wine that was made there. He was determined to talk to me whether I would or no, and so I decided to make to best of it. It just occurred to me that he might be the least bit lonely, and, seeing that I was very curious about the country through which we were passing, that he might know something about Italy. The moment it dawned upon me that he might be helpful to me in this respect I began to ask him questions, and I found h knowledge to be delightfully wide. He knew Ital thoroughly. As we proceeded he described how the country was divided into virtually three valleys, separated by two mountain ranges, and what the lines of its early, almost prehistoric, development, had been. He knew where it was that Shelley had come to spend h summers, and spots that had been preferred by Browning and other famous Englishmen. He talked of the cities that lie in a row down the center of ItalyPerugia, Florence, Bologna, Modena, Piacenza an Milanof the fact that Italy had no educational system whatsoever and that the priests were bitterly opposed to it. He was sorry that I was not going to stop at Spezia because at Spezia the climate was very mild and the gulf very beautiful. He was delighted to think that I was going to stop at Pisa and see the cathedral and the Baptistery. He commented on the charms of Genoacommercialized as it had been these later yearssaying that there was a very beautiful Campo Santo and that some of the palaces of the quarreling Guelphs and Ghibel-lines still remaining were well worth seeing. When passed the quarries of Carrara he told me of their age and of how endless the quantity of marble still was. He was going to Rome with his wife and he wanted to know if I would not look him up, giving me the name of a hotel, where he lived by the season. I caught a note of remarkable erudition; for we fell to discussing religion an priestcraft and the significance of government generally, and he astonished me by the breadth of his knowledge. We passed to the subject of metaphysics from which all religions spring; and then I saw how truly philosophic and esoteric he was. His mind knew no country, his knowledge no school. He led off by easy stages into vague speculations as to the transcendental character of race impulses; and I knew I had chanced upon a profound scholar as well as a very genial person. I was very sorry now that I had been so rude to him. By the time we reached Pisa we were fast friends, and he told me that he had a distinguished friend, now a resident of Assisi, and that he would give me a letter to him which would bring me charming intellectual companionship for a day or two. I promised to seek him out at his hotel; and as we passed the Leaning Tower and the Baptistery, not so very distant from the railroad track as we entered Pisa, he gave me his card. I recognized the name as connected with some intellectual labors of a most distinguished character and I said so. He accepted the recognition gracefully and asked me to be sure and come. He would show me around Rome.

I gathered my bags and stepped out upon the platform at Pisa, eager to see what I could in the few hours that I wished to remain.


CHAPTER XXX

A STOP AT PISA

BAEDEKER says that Pisa has a population of twenty-seven thousand two hundred people and that it is a quiet town. It is. I caught the spell of a score of places like this as I walked out into the open square facing the depot. The most amazing botch of a monument I ever saw in my life I saw here a puffing, swelling, strutting representation of Umberto I, legs apart, whiskers rampant, an amazing cockade, all the details of a gaudy uniform, a breast like a pouter-pigeon outrageous! It was about twelve or thirteen times as large as an ordinary man and not more than twelve or fifteen feet from the ground! He looked like a gorgon, a monster to eat babies, ready to leap upon you with loud cries. I thought, In Heavens name! is this what Italy is coming to! How can it brook such an atrocity?

With the spirit of adventure strong within me I decided to find the campanile and the cathedral for myself. I had seen it up the railroad track, and, ignoring appealing guides with urgent, melancholy eyes, I struck up walled streets of brown and gray and green with solid, tight-closed, wooden shutters, cobble pavements and noiseless, empty sidewalks. They were not exactly narrow, which astonished me a little, for I had not learned that only the older portions of growing Italian cities have narrow streets. All the newer sections which surround such modern things as depots are wide and supposedly up to date. There was a handsome trolley-car just leaving as I came out, a wide-windowed shiny thing which illustrated just how fine trolley-cars can be, even in Italy. I had learned from my Baedeker that Pisa was on the Arno. I wanted to see the Arno because of Florence and Dante. Coming from Ventimiglia I had read the short history of Pisa given in Baedeker its wars with Genoa, the building of its cathedral. It was interesting to learn that the Pisans had expelled the Saracens from Sardinia in 1025, and destroyed their fleet in 1063 near Palermo, that once they were the most powerful adherents of the Ghibellines, and how terribly they were defeated by the Genoese near Leghorn in 1284. I pumped up a vast desire to read endless volumes concerning the history of Italy, now that I was here on the ground, and when it could not be done on the instant. My book told me that the great cathedral was erected after the naval victory of the Pisans at Palermo and that the ancient bronze gates were very wonderful. I knew of the Campo Santo with its sacred earth brought from Palestine, and of the residence here of Niccolo Pisano. His famous hexagonal pulpit in the Baptistery is a commonplace almost as much so as the Leaning Tower. I did not know that Galileo had availed himself of the oblique position of the tower to make his experiments regarding the laws of gravitation until I read it in my precious Baedeker, but it was a fact none the less delightful for encountering it there.

Let me here and now, once and for all, sing my praises of Baedeker and his books. When I first went abroad it was with a lofty air that I considered Barfleurs references to the fact that Baedeker on occasion would be of use to me. He wanted me to go through Europe getting my impressions quite fresh and not disturbed by too much erudition such as could be gathered from books. He might have trusted me. My longing for erudition was constantly great, but my willingness to burn the midnight oil in order to get it was exceedingly small. It was only at the last moment, when I was confronted with some utterly magnificent object, that I thumbed feverishly through my one source of supply the ever-to-be-praised and blessed Karl Baedeker his books. I think the German temperament is at its best when it is gathering all the data about anything and putting it in apple-pie order before you. I defy the most sneering and supercilious scholars and savants to look at these marvelous volumes and not declare them wonderful. There is no color in Baedeker anywhere, no joke, no emotion, no artistic enthusiasm. It is a plain statement of delightful fact fact so pointless without the object before you, so invaluable when you are standing open-mouthed wondering what it is all about! Trust the industrious, the laborious, the stupendous, the painstaking Baedeker to put his finger on the exact fact and tell you not what you might, but what you must, know to really enjoy it. Take this little gem from page 430 of his volume on northern Italy. It concerns the famous Baptistery which I was so eagerly seeking.

The interior (visitors knock at the principal entrance; adm. free) rests on eight columns and four piers, above which there is a single triforium. In the center is a marble octagonal Font by Guido Bigarelli of Como (1246) and near it the famous hexagonal PULPIT borne by seven columns, by Niccol Pisano, 1260. The reliefs (comp. p.p. XXXIX, 432) on the pulpit are: (1) Annunciation and Nativity; (2) Adoration of the Magi; (3) Presentation in the Temple; (4) Crucifixion; (5) Last Judgment; in the spandrels, Prophets and Evangelists; above the columns, the Virtues.Fine echo.

Dry as dried potatoes, say you. Exactly. But go to Italy without a Baedeker in your hand or precious knowledge stored up from other sources and see what happens. Karl Baedeker is one of the greatest geniuses Germany has ever produced. He knows how to give you what you want, and has spread the fame of German thoroughness broadcast. I count him a great human benefactor; and his native city ought to erect a monument to him. Its base ought to be a bronze library stand full of bronze Baedekers; and to this good purpose I will contribute freely and liberally according to my means.

When I reached the Arno, as I did by following this dull vacant street, I was delighted to stop and look at its simple stone bridges, its muddy yellow water not unlike that of the New River in West Virginia, the plain, still, yellow houses lining its banks as far as I could see. The one jarring note was the steel railroad bridge which the moderns have built over it. It was a little consoling to look at an old moss-covered fortress now occupied as a division headquarters by the Italian army, and at a charming old gate which was part of a fortified palace left over from Pisas warring days. The potential force of Italy was overcoming me by leaps and bounds, and my mind was full of the old and powerful Italian families of which the Middle Ages are so redolent. I could not help thinking of the fact that the Renaissance had, in a way, its beginning here in the personality of Niccol Pisano, and of how wonderful the future of Italy may yet be. There was an air of fallow sufficiency about it that caused me to feel that, although it might be a dull, unworked field this year or this century, another might see it radiant with power and magnificence. It is a lordly and artistic land and I felt it here at Pisa.

Wandering along the banks of the Arno, I came to a spot whence I could see the collection of sacred buildings, far more sacred to art than to religion. They were amazingly impressive, even from this distance, towering above the low houses. A little nearer, standing on a space of level grass, the boxing of yellow and brown and blue Italian houses about them like a frame, they set my mouth agape with wonder and delight. I walked into Pisa thinking it was too bad that any place so dignified should have fallen so low as to be a dull, poverty-stricken city; but I remained to think that if the Italians are wise (and they are wise and new-born also) they will once more have their tremendous cities and their great artistic inheritances in the bargain. I think now that perhaps of all the lovely things I saw abroad the cathedral and tower and baptistery and campo santo of Pisa grouped as they are in one lovely, spacious, green-sodded area, are the loveliest and most perfect of all. It does not matter to me that the cathedral at Pisa is not a true Gothic cathedral, as some have pointed out. It is better than that it is Italian Gothic; with those amazing artistic conceptions, a bell-tower and a baptistery and a campo santo thrown in. Trust the. Italians to do anything that they do grandly, with a princely lavishness.

As I stepped first into this open square with these exquisite jewels of cream-colored stone pulsating under the rays of an evening sun, it was a spectacle that evoked a rare thrill of emotion, such as great art must always evoke. There they stood fretted, fluted, colonnaded, crowded with lovely traceries, studded with lovely marbles, and showing in every line and detail all that loving enthusiasm which is the first and greatest characteristic of artistic genius. I can see those noble old first citizens who wanted Pisa to be great, calling to their aid the genius of such men as Pisano and Bonannus of Pisa and William of Innsbruck and Diotisalvi and all the noble company of talent that followed to plan, to carve, to color and to decorate. To me it is a far more impressive and artistic thing than St. Peters in Rome. It has a reserve and an artistic subtlety which exceeds the finest Gothic cathedral in the world. Canterbury, Amiens and Rouen are bursts of imagination and emotion; but the collection of buildings at Pisa is the reserved, subtle, princely calculation of a great architect and a great artist. It does not matter if it represents the handiwork, the judgment and the taste of a hundred men of genius. It may be without the wildfire of a cathedral like that at Cologne, but it approximates the high classic reserve of a temple of Pallas Athene. It is Greek in its dignity and beauty, not Christian and Gothic in its fire and zeal. As I think of it, I would not give it for anything I have seen; I would not have missed it if I had been compelled to sacrifice almost everything else; and the Italian Government has done well to take it and all similar achievements under its protection and to declare that however religion may wax or wane this thing shall not be disturbed. It is a great, a noble, a beautiful thing; and as such should be preserved forever.

The interior of the basilica was to me a soothing dream of beauty. There are few interiors anywhere in this world that truly satisfy, but this is one of them. White marble turned yellow by age is gloriously satisfying. This interior, one hundred feet in diameter and one hundred and seventy-nine feet high, has all the smooth perfection of a blown bubble. Its curve recedes upward and inward so gracefully that the eye has no quarrel with any point. My mind was fascinated by the eight columns and four piers which seemingly support it all and by the graceful open gallery or arcade in the wall resting above the arches below. The octagonal baptismal font, so wide and so beautiful, and the graceful pulpit by Pisano, with its seven columns and three friendly-looking lions, is utterly charming. While I stood and stroked the heads of these amiable-looking beasts, a guide who had seen me enter came in, and without remark of any kind began slowly and clearly to articulate the scale, in order that I might hear the fine echo mentioned by Baedeker. Long practice had made him perfect, for by giving each note sufficient space to swell and redouble and quadruple itself he finally managed to fill the great chamber with a charming harmony, rich and full, not unlike that of a wind-harp.

If I fell instantly in love with the Baptistery, I was equally moved by the Leaning Tower a perfect thing. If man is wise and thoughtful he can keep the wonders of great beauty by renewing them as they wear; but will he remain wise and thoughtful? So little is thought of true beauty. Think of the guns thundering on the Parthenon and of Napoleon carrying away the horses of St. Marks! I mounted the steps of the tower (one hundred and seventy-nine feet, the same height as the Baptistery), walking out on and around each of its six balustrades and surveying the surrounding landscape rich in lovely mountains showing across a plain. The tower tilts fourteen feet out of plumb, and as I walked its circular arcades at different heights I had the feeling that I might topple over and come floundering down to the grass below. As I rose higher the view increased in loveliness; and at the top I found an old bell-man who called my attention by signs to the fact that the heaviest of the seven bells was placed on the side opposite the overhanging wall of the tower to balance it. He also pointed in the different directions which presented lovely views, indicating to the west and southwest the mouth of the Arno, the Mediterranean, Leghorn and the Tuscan Islands, to the north the Alps and Mount Pisani where the Carrara quarries are, and to the south, Rome. Some Italian soldiers from the neighboring barracks came up as I went down and entered the cathedral, which interiorly was as beautiful as any which I saw abroad. The Italian Gothic is so much more perfectly spaced on the interior than the Northern Gothic and the great flat roof, coffered in gold, is so much richer and more soothing in its aspect. The whole church is of pure marble yellowed by age, relieved, however, by black and colored bands.

I came away after a time and entered the Campo Santo, the loveliest thing of its kind that I saw in Europe. I never knew, strange to relate, that graveyards were made, or could be made, into anything so impressively artistic. This particular ground was nothing more than an oblong piece of grass, set with several cypress trees and surrounded with a marble arcade, below the floor and against the walls of which are placed the marbles, tombs and sarcophagi. The outer walls are solid, windowless and decorated on the inside with those nave, light-colored frescoes of the pupils of Giotto. The inner wall is full of arched, pierced windows with many delicate columns through which you look to the green grass and the cypress trees and the perfectly smooth, ornamented dome at one end. I have paid my tribute to the cypress trees, so I will only say that here, as always, wherever I saw them one or many I thrilled with delight. They are as fine artistically as any of the monuments or bronze doors or carved pulpits or perfect baptismal fonts. They belong where the great artistic impulse of Italy has always put them side by side with perfect things. For me they added the one final, necessary touch to this realm of romantic memory. I see them now and I hear them sigh.

I walked back to my train through highly colored, winding, sidewalkless, quaint-angled streets crowded with houses, the faades of which we in America to-day attempt to imitate on our Fifth Avenues and Michigan Avenues and Rittenhouse Squares. The medieval Italians knew so well what to do with the door and the window and the cornice and the wall space. The size of their window is what they choose to make it, and the door is instinctively put where it will give the last touch of elegance. How often have I mentally applauded that selective artistic discrimination and reserve which will use one panel of colored stone or one niche or one lamp or one window, and no more. There is space lots of it unbroken until you have had just enough; and then it will be relieved just enough by a marble plaque framed in the walls, a coat-of-arms, a window, a niche. I would like to run on in my enthusiasm and describe that gem of a palace that is now the Palazzo Communale at Perugia, but I wall refrain. Only these streets in Pisa were rich with angles and arcades and wonderful doorways and solid plain fronts which were at once substantial and elegant. Trust the Italian of an older day to do well whatever he did at all; and I for one do not think that this instinct is lost. It will burst into flame again in the future; or save greatly what it already possesses.


CHAPTER XXXI

FIRST IMPRESSIONS OF ROME

AS we approached Rome in the darkness I was on the qui vive for my first glimpse of it; and impatient with wonder as to what the morning would reveal. I was bound for the Hotel Continental the abode, for the winter at least, of Barfleurs mother, the widow of an Oxford don. I expected to encounter a severe and conservative lady of great erudition who would eye the foibles of Paris and Monte Carlo with severity.

My mother, Barfleur said, is a very conservative person. She is greatly concerned about me. When you see her, try to cheer her up, and give her a good report of me. I dont doubt you will find her very interesting; and it is just possible that she will take a fancy to you. She is subject to violent likes and dislikes.

I fancied Mrs. Barfleur as a rather large woman with a smooth placid countenance, a severe intellectual eye that would see through all my shams and make-believes on the instant.

It was midnight before the train arrived. It was raining; and as I pressed my nose to the window-pane viewing the beginning lamps, I saw streets and houses come into view apartment houses, if you please, and street cars and electric arc-lights, and asphalt-paved streets, and a general atmosphere of modernity. We might have been entering Cleveland for any particular variation it presented. But just when I was commenting to myself on the strangeness of entering ancient Rome in a modern compartment car and of seeing box cars and engines, coal cars and flat cars loaded with heavy material, gathered on a score of parallel tracks, a touch of the ancient Rome came into view for an instant and was gone again in the dark and rain. It was an immense, desolate tomb, its arches flung heavenward in great curves, its rounded dome rent and jagged by time. Nothing but ancient Rome could have produced so imposing a ruin and it came over me in an instant, fresh and clear like an electric shock, like a dash of cold water, that this was truly all that was left of the might and glory of an older day. I recall now with delight the richness of that sensation. Rome that could build the walls and the baths in far Manchester and London, Rome that could occupy the Ile-St.-Louis in Paris as an outpost, that could erect the immense column to Augustus on the heights above Monte Carlo, Rome that could reach to the uppermost waters of the Nile and the banks of the Tigris and Euphrates and rule, was around me. Here it was the city to which St. Paul had been brought, where St. Peter had sat as the first father of the Church, where the first Latins had set up their shrine to Romulus and Remus, and worshiped the she-wolf that had nourished them. Yes, this was Rome, truly enough, in spite of the apartment houses and the street cars and the electric lights. I came into the great station at five minutes after twelve amid a clamor of Italian porters and a crowd of disembarking passengers. I made my way to the baggage-room, looking for a Cooks guide to inquire my way to the Continental, when I was seized upon by one.

Are you Mr. Dreiser? he said.

I replied that I was.

Mrs. Barfleur told me to say that she was waiting for you and that you should come right over and inquire for her.

I hurried away, followed by a laboring porter, and found her waiting for me in the hotel lobby, not the large, severe person I had imagined, but a small, enthusiastic, gracious little lady. She told me that my room was all ready and that the bath that I had demanded was connected with it, and that she had ordered some coffee sent up, but that I could have anything else that I chose. She began with a flood of questions how was her poor dear son, and her daughter in London? And had we lost much money at Monte Carlo? And had we been very nice and quiet in Paris? And had I had a pleasant trip? And was it very cold in Paris? And would I like to go with her here and there for a few days, particularly until I was acclimated and able to find my own way about? I answered her freely and rapidly, for I took a real liking to her and decided at once that I was going to have a very nice time she was so motherly and friendly. It struck me as delightful that she should wait up for me, and see that I was welcomed and comfortably housed; I can see her now with a loving memory in her charming gray silk dress and black lace shawl.

The first morning I arose in Rome it was raining; but to my joy, in an hour or two the sun came out and I saw a very peculiar city. Rome has about the climate of Monte Carlo, except that it is a little more changeable, and in the mornings and evenings quite chill. Around noon every day it was very warm almost invariably bright, deliciously bright; but dark and cool where the buildings or the trees cast a shadow. I was awakened by huzzaing which I learned afterwards was for some officer who had lately returned from Morocco.

Like the English, the Italians are not yet intimately acquainted with the bathroom, and this particular hotel reminded me of the one in Manchester with its bath chambers as large as ordinary living-rooms. My room looked out into an inner court, which was superimposed upon the lobby of the hotel, and was set with palms and flowers which flourished mightily. I looked out through an opening in this court to some brown buildings over the way brown as only the Italians know how to paint them, and bustling with Italian life.

Mrs. Barfleur had kindly volunteered to show me about this first day, and I was to meet her promptly at ten in the lobby. She wanted me to take a street car to begin with, because there was one that went direct to St. Peters along the Via Nazionale, and because there were so many things she could show me that way. We went out into the public square which adjoined the hotel and there it was that she pointed out the Museo delle Terme, located in the ancient baths of Diocletian, and assured me that the fragments of wall that I saw jutting out from between buildings in one or two places dated from the Roman Empire. The fragment of the wall of Servius Tullius which we encountered in the Via Nazionale dates from 578 B. C, and the baths of Diocletian, so close to the hotel, from 303 A. D. The large ruin that I had seen the night before on entering the city was a temple to Minerva Medica, dating from about 250 A. D. I shall never forget my sensation on seeing modern stores drug stores, tobacco stores, book stores, all with bright clean windows, adjoining these very ancient ruins. It was something for the first time to see a fresh, well-dressed modern throng going about its mornings business amid these rude suggestions of a very ancient life.

Nearly all the traces of ancient Rome, however, were apparently obliterated, and you saw only busy, up-to-date thoroughfares, with street cars, shops, and a gay metropolitan life generally. I have to smile when I think that I mistook a section of the old wall of Servius Tullius for the remnants of a warehouse which had recently been removed. All the time in Rome I kept suffering this impression that I was looking at something which had only recently been torn down, when as a matter of fact I was looking at the earlier or later walls of the ancient city or the remnants of famous temples and baths. This particular street car line on which we were riding was a revelation in its way, for it was full of black-frocked priests in shovel hats, monks in brown cowls and sandals, and Americans and English old maids in spectacles who carried their Baedekers with severe primness and who were, like ourselves, bound for the Vatican. The conductors, it struck me, were a trifle more civil than the American brand, but not much; and the native passengers were a better type of Italian than we usually see in America. I sighted the Italian policeman at different points along the way not unlike the Parisian gendarme in his high cap and short cape. The most striking characteristic, however, was the great number of priests and soldiers who were much more numerous than policemen and taxi drivers in New York. It seemed to me that on this very first morning I saw bands of priests going to and fro in all directions, but, for the rest of it, Rome was not unlike Monte Carlo and Paris combined, only that its streets were comparatively narrow and its colors high.

Mrs. Barfleur was most kindly and industrious in her explanations. She told me that in riding down this Via Nazionale we were passing between those ancient hills, the Quirinale and the Viminale, by the Forum of Trajan, the Gallery of Modern Art, the palaces of the Aldobrandini and Rospigliosi, and a score of other things which I have forgotten. When we reached the open square which faces St. Peters, I expected to be vastly impressed by my first glimpse of the first Roman Church of the world; but in. a way I was very much disappointed. To me it was not in the least beautiful, as Canterbury was beautiful, as Amiens was beautiful, and as Pisa was beautiful. I was not at all enthusiastic over the semicircular arcade in front with its immense columns. I knew that I ought to think it was wonderful, but I could not. I think in a way that the location and arrangement of the building does not do it justice, and it has neither the somber gray of Amiens nor the delicate creamy hue of the buildings of Pisa. It is brownish and gray by turns. As I drove nearer I realized that it was very large astonishingly large and that by some hocus-pocus of perspective and arrangement this was not easily realizable. I was eager to see its interior, however, and waived all exterior consideration until later.

As we were first going up the steps of St. Peters and across the immense stone platform that leads to the door, a small Italian wedding-party arrived, without any design of being married there, however; merely to visit the various shrines and altars. The gentleman was somewhat self-conscious in a long black frock coat and high hat a little, brown, mustached, dapper man whose patent leather shoes sparkled in the sun. The lady was a rosy Italian girl, very much belaced and besilked, with a pert, practical air; a little velvet-clad page carried her train. There were a number of friends the parents on both sides, I took it and some immediate relatives who fell solemnly in behind, two by two; and together this little ant-like band crossed the immense threshold. Mrs. Barfleur and I followed eagerly after or at least I did, for I fancied they were to be married here and I wanted to see how it was to be done at St. Peters. I was disappointed, however; for they merely went from altar to altar and shrine to shrine, genuflecting, and finally entered the sacred crypt, below which the bones of St. Peter are supposed to be buried. It was a fine religious beginning to what I trust has proved a happy union.

St. Peters, if I may be permitted to continue a little on that curious theme, is certainly the most amazing church in the world. It is not beautiful I am satisfied that no true artist would grant that; but after you have been all over Europe and have seen the various edifices of importance, it still sticks in your mind as astounding, perhaps the most astounding of all. While I was in Rome I learned by consulting guide-books, attending lectures and visiting the place myself, that it is nothing more than a hodge-podge of the vagaries and enthusiasms of a long line of able pontiffs. To me the Catholic Church has such a long and messy history of intrigue and chicanery that I for one cannot contemplate its central religious pretensions with any peace of mind. I am not going into the history of the papacy, nor the internecine and fratricidal struggles of medieval Italy; but what veriest tyro does not grasp the significance of what I mean? Julius II, flanking a Greek-cross basilica with a hexastyle portico to replace the Constantinian basilica, which itself had replaced the oratory of St. Anacletus on this spot, and that largely to make room for his famous tomb which was to be the finest thing in it; Urban VIII melting down the copper roof of the Panthon portico in order to erect the showy baldachino! I do not now recall what ancient temples were looted for marble nor what popes did the looting, but that it was plentifully done I am satisfied and Van Ranke will bear me out. It was Julius II and Leo X who resorted to the sale of indulgences, which aided in bringing about the Reformation, for the purpose of paying the enormous expenses connected with the building of this lavish structure. Think of how the plans of Bramante and Michelangelo and Raphael and Carlo Maderna were tossed about between the Latin cross and the Greek cross and between a portico of one form and a portico of another form! Wars, heartaches, struggles, contentions these are they of which St. Peters is a memorial. As I looked at the amazing length six hundred and fifteen feet and the height of the nave one hundred and fifty-two feet and the height of the dome from the pavement in the interior to the roof four hundred and five feet and saw that the church actually contained forty-six immense altars and read that it contained seven hundred and forty-eight columns of marble, stone or bronze, three hundred and eighty-six statues and two hundred and ninety windows, I began to realize how astounding the whole thing was. It was really so large, and so tangled historically, and so complicated in the history of its architectural development, that it was useless for me to attempt to synchronize its significance in my mind. I merely stared, staggered by the great beauty and value of the immense windows, the showy and astounding altars. I came back again and again; but I got nothing save an unutterable impression of overwhelming grandeur. It is far too rich in its composition for mortal conception. No one, I am satisfied, truly completely realizes how grandit is. It answers to that word exactly. Brownings poem, The Bishop Orders His Tomb at St. Praxeds, gives a faint suggestion of what any least bit of it is like. Any single tomb of any single pope of which it seemed to me there were no end might have had this poem written about it. Each one appears to have desired a finer tomb than the other; and I can understand the eager enthusiasm of Sixtus V (1588), who kept eight hundred men working night and day on the dome in order to see how it was going to look. And well he might. Murray tells the story of how on one occasion, being in want of another receptacle for water, the masons tossed the body of Urban VI out of his sarcophagus, put aside his bones in a corner, and gave the ring on his finger to the architect. The popes remains were out of their receptacle for fifteen years or more before they were finally restored.

The Vatican sculptural and art museums were equally astonishing. I had always heard of its eleven hundred rooms and its priceless collections; but it was thrilling and delightful to see them face to face, all the long line of Greek and Roman and medieval perfections, chiseled or painted, transported from ruins or dug from the earth such wonders as the porphyry vase and Laocoon, taken from the silent underground rooms of Neros house, where they had stood for centuries, unheeded, in all their perfection; and the river god, representative of the Tiber. I was especially interested to see the vast number of portrait busts of Roman personalities known and unknown which gave me a face-to-face understanding of that astounding people. They came back now or arose vital before me Claudius, Nerva, Hadrian, Faustina the elder, wife of Antoninus Pius, Pertinax, whose birthplace was near Monte Carlo, Julius Caesar, Cicero, Antoninus Pius, Tiberius, Mark Antony, Aurelius Lepidus, and a score of others. It was amazing to me to see how like the modern English and Americans they were, and how practical and present-day-like they appeared. It swept away the space of two thousand years as having no significance whatever, and left you face to face with the far older problem of humanity. I could not help thinking that the duplicates of these men are on our streets to-day in New York and Chicago and London urgent, calculating, thinking figures and that they are doing to-day much as these forerunners did two thousand years before. I cannot see the slightest difference between an emperor like Hadrian and a banker like Morgan. And the head of a man like Lord Salisbury is to be found duplicated in a score of sculptures in various museums throughout the Holy City. I realized, too, that any one of hundreds of these splendid marbles, if separated from their populous surroundings and given to a separate city, meager in artistic possessions, would prove a great public attraction. To him that hath shall be given, however; and to those that have not shall be taken away even the little that they have. And so it is that Rome fairly suffocates with its endless variety of artistic perfection one glory almost dimming the other while the rest of the world yearns for a crust of artistic beauty and has nothing. It is like the Milky Way for jewels as contrasted with those vast starless spaces that give no evidence of sidereal life.

I wandered in this region of wonders attended by my motherly friend until it was late in the afternoon, and then we went for lunch. Being new to Rome, I was not satisfied with what I had seen, but struck forth again coming next into the region of Santa Maria Maggiore and up an old stairway that had formed a part of a Medici palace now dismantled only to find myself shortly thereafter and quite by accident in the vicinity of the Colosseum. I really had not known that I was coming to it, for I was not looking for it. I was following idly the lines of an old wall that lay in the vicinity of San Pietro in Vincoli when suddenly it appeared, lying in a hollow at the foot of a hill the Esquiline. I was rejoicing in having discovered an old well that I knew must be of very ancient date, and a group of cypresses that showed over an ancient wall, when I looked and there it was. It was exactly as the pictures have represented it oval, many-arched, a thoroughly ponderous ruin. I really did not gain a suggestion of the astonishing size of it until I came down the hill, past tin cans that were lying on the grass a sign of the modernity that possesses Romeand entered through one of the many arches. Then it came on methe amazing thickness of the walls, the imposing size and weight of the fragments, the vast dignity of the uprising flights of seats, and the great space now properly cleared, devoted to the arena. All that I ever knew or heard of it came back as I sat on the cool stones and looked about me while other tourists walked leisurely about, their Baedekers in their hands. It was a splendid afternoon. The sun was shining down in here; and it was as warm as though it were May in Indiana. Small patches of grass and moss were detectable everywhere, growing soft and green between the stones. The five thousand wild beasts slaughtered in the arena at its dedication, which remained as a thought from my high-school days, were all with me. I read up as much as I could, watching several workmen lowering themselves by ropes from the top of the walls, the while they picked out little tufts of grass and weeds beginning to flourish in the earthy niches. Its amazing transformations from being a quarry for greedy popes by whom most of its magnificent marbles were removed, to its narrow escape from becoming a woolen-mill operated by Sixtus V, were all brooded over here. It was impossible not to be impressed by the thought of the emperors sitting on their especial balcony; the thousands upon thousands of Romans intent upon some gladiatorial feat; the guards outside the endless doors, the numbers of which can still be seen, giving entrance to separate sections and tiers of seats; and the vast array of civic life which must have surged about. I wondered whether there were venders who sold sweets or food and what their cries were in Latin. One could think of the endless procession that wound its way here on gala days. Time works melancholy changes.

I left as the sun was going down, tremendously impressed with the wonder of a life that is utterly gone. It was like finding the glistening shell of an extinct beetle or the suggestion in rocks of a prehistoric world. As I returned to my hotel along the thoroughly modern streets with their five- and six-story tenement and apartment buildings, their street cars and customary vehicles, their newspaper, flower and cigar stands, I tried to restore and keep in my mind a suggestion of the magnificence that Gibbon makes so significant. It was hard; for be ones imagination what it will, it is difficult to live outside of ones own day and hour. The lights already beginning to flourish in the smart shops, distracted my mood.


CHAPTER XXXII

MRS. Q. AND THE BORGIA FAMILY

I AM going to introduce you to such a nice woman, Mrs. Barfleur told me the second morning I was in Rome, in her very enthusiastic way. She is charming. I am sure you will like her. She comes from America somewhereNew York, I think. Her husband is an author, I believe. I heard so. She chattered on in her genial, talk-making way. I dont understand these American women; they go traveling about Europe without their husbands in such a strange way. Now, you know in England we would not think of doing anything of that kind.

Mrs. Barfleur was decidedly conservative in her views and English in manner and speech, but she had the saving proclivity of being intensely interested in life, and realized that all is not gold that glitters. She preferred to be among people who know and maintain good form, who are interested in maintaining the social virtues as they stand accepted and who, if they do not actually observe all of the laws and tenets of society, at least maintain a deceiving pretense. She had a little coterie of friends in the hotel, as I found, and friends outside, such as artists, newspaper correspondents and officials connected with the Italian court and the papal court. I never knew a more industrious social mentor in the shape of a woman, though among men her son outstripped her. She was apparently here, there and everywhere about the hotel, in the breakfast-room, in the dining-room, in the card-room, in the writing-room, greeting her friends, planning games, planning engagements, planning sightseeing trips. She was pleasant, too; delightful; for she knew what to do and when to do it, and if she was not impelled by a large constructive motive of any kind, nevertheless she had a sincere and discriminating love of the beautiful which caused her to excuse much for the sake of art. I found her well-disposed, kindly, sympathetic and very anxious to make the best of this sometimes dull existence, not only for herself, but for every one else. I liked her very much.

Mrs. Q. I found on introduction, to be a beautiful woman of perhaps thirty-three or four, with two of the healthiest, prettiest, best-behaved children I have ever seen. I found her to be an intellectual and brilliant woman with an overwhelming interest in the psychology of history and current human action.

I trust I see an unalienated American, I observed as Mrs. Barfleur brought her forward, encouraged by her brisk, quizzical smile.

You do, you do, she replied smartly, as yet. Nothing has happened to my Americanism except Italy, and thats only a second love.

She had a hoarse little laugh which was nevertheless agreeable. I felt the impact of a strong, vital temperament, self-willed, self-controlled, intensely eager and ambitious. I soon discovered she was genuinely interested in history, which is one of my great failings and delights. She liked vital, unillusioned biography such as that of Jean Jacques Rousseaus Confessions, Cellinis Diary, and the personal reminiscences of various court favorites in different lands. She was interested in some plays, but cared little for fiction, which I take to be commendable. Her great passion at the moment, she told me, was the tracing out in all its ramifications of the history and mental attitude of the Borgia family especially Csar and Lucreziawhich I look upon as a remarkable passion for a woman. It takes a strong, healthy, clear-thinking temperament to enjoy the mental vagaries of the Borgiasfather, son and daughter. She had conceived a sincere admiration for the courage, audacity, passion and directness of action of Csar, to say nothing of the lymphatic pliability and lure of Lucrezia, and the strange philosophic anarchism and despotic individualism of their father, Alexander VI.

I wonder how much the average reader knows of the secret history of the Borgias. It is as modern as desire, as strange as the strangest vagaries of which the mind is capable. I am going to give here the outline of the Borgia family history as Mrs. Q. crisply related it to me, on almost the first evening we met, for I, like so many Americans, while knowing something of these curious details in times past had but the haziest recollection then. To be told it in Rome itself by a breezy American who used the vernacular and who simply could not suppress her Yankee sense of humor, was as refreshing an experience as occurred in my whole trip. Let me say first that Mrs. Q. admired beyond words the Italian subtlety, craft, artistic insight, political and social wisdom, governing ability, and as much as anything their money-getting and money-keeping capacities. The raw practicality of this Italian family thrilled her.

You will remember that Rodrigo Lanzol, a Spaniard who afterwards assumed the name of Rodrigo Borgia, because his maternal uncle of that name was fortunate enough to succeed to the papacy as Calixtus III, and could do him many good turns afterwards, himself succeeded to the papacy by bribery and other outrages under the title of Alexander VI. That was August 10, 1442. Before that, however, as nephew to Calixtus III, he had been made bishop, cardinal, and vice-chancellor of the Church solely because he was a relative and favored by his uncle; and all this before he was thirty-five. He had proceeded to Rome, established himself with many mistresses at his call in a magnificent palace, and at the age of thirty-seven, his uncle Calixtus III having died, was reprimanded by Pius II, the new pope, for his riotous and adulterous life. By 1470, when he was forty-nine he took to himself, as his favorite, Vanozza dei Cattani, the former wife of three different husbands. By Vanozza, who was very charming, he had four children, all of whom he prized highlyGiovanni, afterwards Duke of Gandia, born 1474; Csar, 1476; Lucrezia, 1480; Geoffreddo or Giuffr, born 1481 or 1482. There were other childrenGirolamo, Isabella and Pier Luigi, whose parentage on the mothers side is uncertain; and still another child, Laura, whom he acquired via Giulia Farnese, the daughter of the famous family of that name, who was his mistress after he tired, some years later, of Vanozza. Meanwhile his children had grown up or were fairly well-grown when he became pope, which opened the most astonishing chapter of the history of this strange family.

Alexander was a curious compound of paternal affection, love of gold, love of women, vanity, and other things. He certainly was fond of his children or he would not have torn Italy with dissension in order to advantage them in their fortunes. His career is the most ruthless and weird of any that I know.

He was no sooner pope (about April, 1493) than he proposed to carve out careers for his familyhis favored children by his favorite mistress. In 1492, the same year he was made pope, he created Csar, his sixteen-year-old son, studying at Pisa, a cardinal, showing the state of the papacy in those days. He proposed to marry his daughter Lucrezia well, and having the year before, when she was only eleven, betrothed her to one Don Cherubin de Centelles, a Spaniard, he broke this arrangement and had Lucrezia married by proxy to Don Gasparo de Procida, son of the Count of Aversa, a man of much more importance, who, he thought, could better advance her fortune.

Italy, however, was in a very divided and disorganized state. There was a King of Naples, a Duke of Venice, a Duke of Milan, a separate state life at Pisa, Genoa, Florence and elsewhere. In order to build himself up and become very powerful, and to give preferment to each of his sons, some of these states had to be conquered and controlled; and so the old gentleman, without conscience and without mercy except as suited his whim, was for playing politics, making war, exercising treachery, murdering, poisoning, persuading, bribinganything and everything to obtain his ends. He must have been well thought of as a man of his word, for when he had made a deal with Charles VIII of France to assist him in invading and conquering Naples, the king demanded and obtained Csar, Alexanders son, aged twenty-one, as a hostage for faithful performance of agreement. He had not taken him very far, however, before the young devil escaped and returned to Rome, where subsequently his father, finding it beneficial to turn against the King of France, did so.

But to continue. While his father was politicking and trafficking in this way for the benefit of himself and his dear family, young Csar was beginning to develop a few thoughts and tendencies of his own. Alexander VI was planning to create fiefs or dukedoms out of the papal states and out of the Kingdom of Naples and give them to his eldest son, Giovanni, and his youngest, Giuffr. Csar would have none of this. He saw himself as a young cardinal being left out in the cold. Besides, there was a cause of friction between him and his brother Giovanni over the affections of their youngest brother Giuffrs wife, Sancha. They were both sharing the latters favors, and so one day, in order to clear matters up and teach his father (whose favorite he was) where to bestow his benefits and so that he might have Sancha all to himselfhe murdered his brother Giovanni. The latters body, after a sudden and strange absence, was found in the Tiber, knife-marked, and all was local uproar until the young cardinal was suspected, when matters quieted down and nothing more was thought of it. There was also thought to be some rivalry between Csar and Giovanni over the affections of their sister Lucrezia.

After this magnificent evidence of ability, the way was clear for Csar. He was at once (July, 1497) sent as papal legate to Naples to crown Frederick of Aragon; and it was while there that he met Carlotta, the daughter of the king, and wanted to marry her. She would have none of him. What, marry that priest, that bastard of a priest! she is alleged to have said; and that settled the matter. This may have had something to do with Csars desire to get out of Holy Orders and return to civil life, for the next year (1498) he asked leave of the papal consistory not to be a cardinal any longer and was granted this privilege for the good of his soul. He then undertook the pleasant task, as papal legate, of carrying to Louis XII of France the popes bull annulling the marriage of Louis with Jeanne of France in order that he might marry Anne of Brittany. On this journey he met Charlotte dAlbret, sister of the King of Navarre, whom he married. He was given the duchy of Valentinois for his gracious service to Louis XII and, loaded with honors, returned to Rome in order to further his personal fortunes with his fathers aid.

In the meanwhile there were a number of small principalities in Romagna, a territory near Milan, which his father Alexander VI was viewing with a covetous eye. One of these was controlled by Giovanni Sforza, Lord of Pesaro, whom Alexander, at a time when he wanted to pit the strength of Milan against the subtle machinations of the King of Naplescaused Lucrezia his daughter, then only thirteen years of age, to marry, her union with the Count of Aversa having by this time been severed. Alexander having won the friendship of the King of Naples, he decided to proceed against the princelings of Romagna and confiscated their property. Csar was tolled off as general to accomplish this for himself, being provided men and means. Young Sforza, who had married Lucrezia, found himself in a treacherous position,his own brother-in-law, with the assistance of his father-in-law, plotting against his life,and fled with his wife, the fair Lucrezia, aged fifteen, to Pesaro. There he was fought by Csar who, however, not having sufficient troops was checked for the time being and returned to Rome. A year or so later, Pope Alexander being in a gentler frame of mindit was Christmas and he desired all his children about himinvited them all home, including Lucrezia and her husband. Then followed a series of magnificent ftes and exhibitions in honor of all this at Rome, and the family, including the uncertain son-in-law, husband of Lucrezia, seemed to be fairly well united in bonds of peace.

Unfortunately, however, a little later (1497) the popes mood changed again. He was now, after some intermediate quarrels, once more friendly with the King of Naples and decided that Sforza was no longer a fit husband for Lucrezia. Then came the annulment of this marriage and the remarriage of Lucrezia to Alphonso of Aragon, Duke of Bisceglie, a relative and favorite of the King of Naples, aged eighteen and handsome. But, alas! no sooner is this fairly begun than new complications arise. The pope thinks he sees an opportunity to destroy the power of Naples as a rival with the aid of the King of France, Louis XII. He lends assistance to the latter, who comes to invade Naples, and young Bisceglie, now fearing for his life at the hands of his treacherous father-in-law, deserts Rome and Lucrezia and flees. Louis XII proceeds against Naples. Spoleto falls and Lucrezia, Bisceglies wife, as representative of the pope (aged eighteen) is sent to receive the homage of Spoleto!

But the plot merely thickens. There comes a nice point in here on which historians comment variously. Incest is the basis. It was one time assumed that Alexander, the father, during all these various shifts treated his daughter as his mistress. Her brother Csar also bore the same relation to her. Father and son were rivals, then, for the affections and favors of the daughter-sister. To offset the affections of the son the father has the daughter lure her husband, Bisceglie, back to Rome. From all accounts he was very much in love with his wife who was beautiful but dangerous because of her charms and the manner in which she was coveted by others. In 1499, when he was twenty and Csar twenty-three, he was lured back and the next year, because of Csars jealousy of his monopoly of his own wife (Csar being perhaps denied his usual freedom) Bisceglie was stabbed while going up the steps of the papal palace by Csar Borgia, his brother-in-law, and that in the presence of his father-in-law, Alexander VI, the pope of Rome. According to one account, on sight of Csar, jumping out from behind a column, Alphonso sought refuge behind Alexander, the pope, who spread out his purple robe to protect him, through which Csar drove his knife into the bosom of his brother-in-law. The dear old father and father-in-law was severely shocked. He was quite depressed, in fact. He shook his head dismally. The wound was not fatal, however. Bisceglie was removed to the house of a cardinal near-by, where he was attended by his wife, Lucrezia, and his sister-in-law, Sancha, wife of Giuffr, both of whom he apparently feared a little, for they were compelled first to partake of all food presented in order to prove that it was not poisoned. In this housein this sick-chamber doorwaysuddenly and unexpectedly one day there appears the figure of Csar. The ensuing scene (Lucrezia and Sancha present) is not given. Bisceglie is stabbed in his bed and this time dies. Is the crime avenged? Not at all. This is Papa Alexanders own dominion. This is a family affair, and father is very fond of Csar, so the matter is hushed up.

Witness the interesting final chapters. Csar goes off, October, 1500, to fight the princes in Romagna once more, among whom are Giovanni, and Sforza, one of Lucrezias ex-husbands. July, 1501, Alexander leaves the papal palace in Rome to fight the Colonna, one of the two powerful families of Rome, with the assistance of the other powerful family, the Orsini. In his absence Lucrezia, his beloved, is acting-pope! January first (or thereabouts), 1501, Lucrezia is betrothed to Alphonso, son and heir to Ercole dEste, whose famous villa near Rome is still to be seen. Neither Alphonso nor his father was anxious for this union, but Papa Alexander, Pope of Rome, has set his heart on it. By bribes and threats he brings about a proxy marriageAlphonso not being presentcelebrated with great pomp at St. Peters. January, 1502, Lucrezia arrives in the presence of her new husband who falls seriously in love with her. Her fate is now to settle down, and no further tragedies befall on account of her, except one. A certain Ercole Strozzi, an Italian noble, appears on the scene and falls violently in love with her. She is only twenty-three or four even now. Alphonso dEste, her new husband, becomes violently jealous and murders Ercole. Result: further peace until her death in 1511 in her thirty-ninth year, during which period she had four children by Alphonsothree boys and one girl.

As for brother Csar he was, unfortunately, leading a more checkered career. On December 21, 1502, when he was only twenty-six, as a general fighting the allied minor princes in Romagna, he caused to be strangled in his headquarters at Senigallia, Vitellozzo Viletti and Oliveralto da Fermo, two princelings who with others had conspired against him some time before at Perugia. Awed by his growing power, they had been so foolish as to endeavor to placate him by capturing Senigallia for him from their allies and presenting it to him and allowing themselves to be lured to his house by protestations of friendship. Result: strangulation.

August 18, 1503, Father Borgia, Pope Alexander VI, charming society figure, polished gentleman, lover of the chase, patron of the arts, for whom Raphael, Michelangelo and Brabante had worked, breathes his last. He and Csar had fallen desperately sick at the same time of a fever. When Csar recovers sufficiently to attend to his affairs, things are already in a bad way. The cardinals are plotting to seat a pope unfriendly to the Borgias. The Spanish cardinals on whom he has relied do not prove friendly and he loses his control. The funds which Papa Borgia was wont to supply for his campaigns are no longer forthcoming. Pope Julius II succeeding to the throne, takes away from Csar the territories assigned to him by his father for the honor of recovering what our predecessors have wrongfully alienated. In May, 1504, having gone to Naples on a safe conduct for the Spanish governor of that city, he is arrested and sent to Spain, where he is thrown into prison. At the end of two years he manages to escape and flees to the court of his brother-in-law, the King of Navarre, who permits him to aid in besieging the castle of a refractory subject. Here, March 12, 1507, while Lucrezia elsewhere is peacefully residing with her spouse, he is killed.

I have given but a feeble outline of this charming Renaissance idyl. Mixed in with it are constant murders or poisonings of wealthy cardinals and the confiscation of their estates whenever cash for the prosecution of Csars wars or the protection of papal properties are needed. The uxorious and child-loving old pope was exceedingly nonchalant about these little matters of human life. When he died there was a fight over his coffin between priests of different factions and mercenaries belonging to Csar Borgia. The coffin being too short, his body was jammed down in it, minus his miter, and finally upset. Think of so much ambition coming to such a shameful end! He achieved his desire, however. He wrote his name large, if not in fame, at least in infamy. He lived in astonishing grandeur and splendor. By his picturesque iniquities he really helped to bring about the Reformation. He had a curious affection for his children and he died immensely richand, pope. The fair Lucrezia stands out as a strange chemical magnet of disaster. To love her was fear, disappointment, or death. And it was she and her brother Csar, who particularly interested Mrs. Q., although the aged Alexander amused her.

During her vigorous recital I forgot the corner drug store and modern street cars of Rome, enthralled by the glamour of the ancient city. It was a delight to find that we had an intellectual affinity in the study of the vagaries of this strange phantasmagoria called human life, in which to be dull is to be a bond-slave, and to be wise is to be a mad philosopher, knowing neither right from wrong nor black from white.

Together Mrs. Q. and I visited the Borghese and Barberini Palaces, the Villa Doria, the Villa Umberto, the Villa dEste and the Appian Way. We paid a return visit to the Colosseum and idled together in the gardens of the Pincian, the paths of the Gianicolo, the gardens of the Vatican and along the Tiber. It was a pleasure to step into some old court of a palace where the walls were encrusted with fragments of monuments, inscriptions, portions of sarcophagi and the like, found on the place or in excavating, and set into the walls to preserve themand to listen to this clever, wholesome woman comment on the way the spirit of life builds shells and casts them off. She was not in the least morbid. The horror and cruelties of lust and ambition held no terrors for her. She liked life as a spectacle.


CHAPTER XXXIII

THE ART OF SIGNOR TANNI

THE first Sunday I was in Rome I began my local career with a visit to the church of Santa Maria Maggiore, that faces the Via Cavour not far from the Continental Hotel where I was stopping, and afterwards San Prassede close beside it. After Canterbury, Amiens, Pisa and St. Peters, I confess churches needed to be of great distinction to interest me much; but this church, not so divinely harmonious, exteriorly speaking, left me breathless with its incrustations of marbles, bronzes, carvings, and gold and silver inlay. There is a kind of beauty, or charm, or at least physical excitation, in contemplating sheer gorgeousness which I cannot withstand, even when my sense of proportion and my reason are offended, and this church had that. Many of the churches in Rome have just this and nothing more. At least, what else they may have I am blind to. It did not help me any to learn as I did from Mrs. Barfleur, that it was very old, dating from 352 A. D., and that the blessed Virgin herself had indicated just where this basilica in her honor was to be built by having a small, private fall of snow which covered or outlined the exact dimensions of which the church was to be. I was interested to learn that they had here five boards of the original manger at Bethlehem inclosed in an urn of silver and crystal which is exposed in the sacristy on Christmas Eve and placed over the high altar on Christmas Day, and that here were the tombs and chapels of Sixtus V and Paul V and Clement VIII of the Borghese family and, too, a chapel of the Sforza family. Nevertheless the hodge-podge of history, wealth, illusion and contention, to say nothing of religious and social discovery, which go to make up a church of this kind, is a little wearisome, not to say brain-achey, when contemplated en masse. These churches! Unless you are especially interested in a pope or a saint or a miracle or a picture or a monument or an artistthey are nothing save intricate jewel-boxes; nothing more.

For the first five or six days thereafter I went about with a certain Signer Tanni who was delivering peripatetic lectures at the principal places of interest in Rome. This is a curious development of the modern city, for so numerous are the travelers and so great their interest in the history of Rome that they gladly pay the three to twelve lire each, which is charged by the various lecturers for their discussions and near-by trips. There was a Nashville, Tennessee, chicken-and-egg merchant who, with his wife, was staying at our hotel and who was making the matter of seeing Rome quite as much of a business as that of chickens and eggs in Tennessee. He was a man of medium height, dark, pale, neat, and possessed of that innate courtesy, reserve, large-minded fairness and lively appreciationwithin set convictionswhich is so characteristic of the native, reasonably successful American. We are such innocent, pure-minded Greeksmost of us Americans. In the face of such tawdry vulgarity and vileness as comprises the underworld caf life of Paris, or before such a spectacle of accentuated craft, lust, brutality, and greed as that presented by the Borgias, a man such as my chicken-merchant friend, or any other American of his type, of whom there are millions, would find himself utterly nonplused. It would be so much beyond his ken, or intention, that I question whether he would see or understand it at all if it were taking place before his very eyes. There is something so childlike and pure about the attitude of many strong, able Americans that I marvel sometimes that they do as well as they do. Perhaps thei very innocence is their salvation. I could not have told this chicken-merchant and his wife, for instance, anything of the subtleties of the underworld of Paris and Monte Carlo as I encountered them; and if I had he would not have believed me, he would have recoiled from it all as a burned child would recoil from fire. He was as simple and interesting and practical as a man could be, and yet so thoroughly efficient that at the age of forty-five he had laid by a competence and was off on a three years tour of the world.

Mrs. Chicken Merchant was a large womanvery stout, very fair, very cautious of her thoughts and her conduct, thoroughly sympathetic and well-meaning. Before leaving her native town, she told me, she had inaugurated a small library, the funds for which she had helped collect. Occasionally she was buying engravings of famous historic buildings, such as the Colosseum and the Temple of Vesta, which would eventually grace the walls of the library. She and her husband felt that they were educating themselves; and that they would return better citizens, more useful to their country, for this exploration of the ancient world. They had been going each day, morning and afternoon, to some lecture or ancient ruin; and after I came they would seek me out of an evening and tell me what they had seen. I took great satisfaction in this, because I really liked them for their nave point of view and their thoroughly kindly and whole-hearted interest in life. It flattered me to think that I was so acceptable to them and that we should get along so well together. Frequently they invited me to their table to dinner. On these occasions my friend would open a bottle of wine, concerning which he had learned something since he had come abroad.

It was Mr. and Mrs. Chicken Merchant who gave me a full description of the different Roman lecturers, their respective merits, their prices, and what they had to show. They had already been to the Forum, the Palatine, the Colosseum and the House of Nero, St. Peters, the Castle of St. Angelo, the Appian Way, the Catacombs and the Villa Frascati. They were just going to the Villa dEste and to Ostia, the old seaport at the mouth of the Tiber. They were at great pains to get me to join the companies of Signer Tanni who, they were convinced, was the best of them all. He tells you something. He makes you see it just as it was. By George! when we were in the Colosseum you could just fairly see the lions marching out of those doors; and that House of Nero, as he tells about it, is one of the most wonderful things in the world.

I decided to join Signer Tannis classes at once, and persuaded Mrs. Barfleur and Mrs. Q. to accompany me at different times. I must say that in spite of the commonplaceness of the idea my mornings and afternoons with Signer Tanni and his company of sightseers proved as delightful as anything else that befell me in Rome. He was a most interesting person, born and brought up, as I learned, at Tivoli near the Villa dEste, where his father controlled a small inn and livery stable. He was very stocky, very dark, very ruddy, and very active. Whenever we came to the appointed rendezvous where his lecture was to begin, he invariably arrived, swinging his coat-tails, glancing smartly around with his big black eyes, rubbing and striking his hands in a friendly manner, and giving every evidence of taking a keen interest in his work. He was always polite and courteous without being officious, and never for a moment either dull or ponderous. He knew his subject thoroughly of course; but what was much better, he had an eye for the dramatic and the spectacular. I shall never forget how in the center of the Forum Romanum he lifted the cap from the ancient manhole that opens into the Cloaca Maxima and allowed us to look in upon the walls of that great sewer that remains as it was built before the dawn of Roman history. Then he exclaimed dramatically: The water that Csar and the emperors took their baths in no doubt flowed through here just as the water of Roman bath-tubs does to-day!

On the Palatine, when we were looking at the site of the Palace of Elagabalus, he told how that weird worthy had a certain well, paved at the bottom with beautiful mosaic, in order that he might leap down upon it and thus commit suicide, but how he afterwards changed his mindwhich won a humorous smile from some of those present and from others a blank look of astonishment. In the House of Nero, in one of those dark underhill chambers, which was once out in the clear sunlight, but now, because of the lapse of time and the crumbling of other structures reared above it, is deep under ground, he told how once, according to an idle legend, Nero had invited some of his friends to dine and when they were well along in their feast, and somewhat intoxicated, no doubt, it began to rain rose leaves from the ceiling. Nothing but delighted cries of approval was heard for this artistic thought until the rose leaves became an inch thick on the floor and then two and three, and four and five inches thick, when the guests tried the doors. They were locked and sealed. Then the shower continued until the rose leaves were a foot deep, two feet deep, three feet deep, and the tables were covered. Later the guests had to climb on tables and chairs to save themselves from their rosy bath; but when they had climbed this high they could climb no higher, for the walls were smooth and the room was thirty feet deep. By the time the leaves were ten feet deep the guests were completely covered; but the shower continued until the smothering weight of them ended all life.An ingenious but improbable story.

No one of Signer Tannis wide-mouthed company seemed to question whether this was plausible or not; and one American standing next to me exclaimed, Well, Ill be switched! My doubting mind set to work to figure out how I could have overcome this difficulty if I had been in the room; and in my mind I had all the associated guests busy tramping down rose leaves in order to make the quantity required as large as possible. My idea was that I could tire Nero out on this rose-leaf proposition. The picture of these noble Romans feverishly trampling down the fall of rose leaves cheered me greatly.

After my first excursion with Signer Tanni I decided to take his whole course; and followed dutifully along behind him, listening to his interesting and good-natured disquisitions, during many delightful mornings and afternoons in the Forum, on the Palatine, in the Catacombs, on the Appian Way and in the Villas at Frascati and Tivoli! I shall never forget how clearly and succinctly the crude early beginnings and characteristics of Christianity came home to me as I walked in the Catacombs and saw the wretched little graves hidden away in order that they might not be desecrated, and the underground churches where converts might worship free from molestation and persecution.

On the Palatine the fact that almost endless palaces were built one on top of the other, the old palace leveled by means of the sledge and the crowbar and the new one erected upon the smoothed-over space, is easily demonstrated. They find the remains of different ruins in different layers as they dig down, coming eventually to the early sanctuaries of the kings and the federated tribes. It is far more interesting to walk through these old ruins and underground chambers accompanied by some one who loves them, and who is interested in them, and who by fees to the state servitors has smoothed the way, so that the ancient forgotten chambers are properly lighted for you, than it is to go alone. And to have a friendly human voice expatiating on the probable arrangement of the ancient culinary department and how it was all furnished, is worth while. I know that the wonder and interest of the series of immense, dark rooms which were once the palace of Nero, and formerly were exposed to the light of day, before the dust and incrustation of centuries had been heaped upon them, but which now underlie a hill covered by trees and grass, came upon me with great force because of these human explanations; and the room in which, in loneliness and darkness for centuries stood the magnificent group of Laocoon and the porphyry vase now in the Vatican, until some adventuring students happened to put a foot through a hole, thrilled me as though I had come upon them myself. Until one goes in this way day by day to the site of the Circus Maximus, the Baths of Caracalla, the ruins of Hadrians Villa, the Castle of St. Angelo, the Forum, the Palatine and the Colosseum, one can have no true conception of that ancient world. When you realize, by standing on the ground and contemplating these ancient ruins and their present fragments, that the rumored immensity of them in their heyday and youth is really true, you undergo an ecstasy of wonder; or if you are of a morbid turn you indulge in sad speculations as to the drift of life. I cannot tell you how the mosaics from the palace of Germanicus on the Palatine affected me, or how strange I felt when the intricacies of the houses of Caligula and Tiberius were made clear. To walk through the narrow halls which they trod, to know truly that they ruled in terror and with the force of murder, that Caligula waylaid and assaulted and killed, for his personal entertainment, in these narrow alleys which were then the only streets, and where torches borne by hand furnished the only light, is something. A vision of the hugeness and audacity of Hadrians villa which now stretches apparently, one would say, for miles, the vast majority of its rooms still unexcavated and containing what treasures Heaven only knows, is one of the strangest of human experiences. I marveled at this vast series of rooms, envying the power, the subtlety and the genius which could command it. Truly it is unbelievableone of those things which stagger the imagination. One can hardly conceive how even an emperor of Rome would build so beautifully and so vastly. Rome is so vast in its suggestion that it is really useless to apostrophize. That vast empire that stretched from India to the Arctic was surely fittingly represented here; and while we may rival the force and subtlety and genius and imagination of these men in our day, we will not truly outstrip them. Mind was theirsvast, ardent imagination; and if they achieved crudely it was because the world was still young and the implements and materials of life were less understood. They were the great onesthe Romans. We must still learn from them.


CHAPTER XXXXIV

AN AUDIENCE AT THE VATICAN

THE remainder of my days in Rome were only three or four. I had seen much of it that has been in no way indicated here. True to my promise I had looked up at his hotel my traveling acquaintance, the able and distinguished Mr. H., and had walked about some of the older sections of the city hearing him translate Greek and Latin inscriptions of ancient date with the ease with which I put my ordinary thought into English. Together we visited the Farnese Palace, the Mamertine Prison, the Temple of Vesta, Santa Maria in Cosmedin and other churches too numerous and too pointless to mention. It was interesting to me to note the facility of his learning and the depth of his philosophy. In spite of the fact that life, in the light of his truly immense knowledge of history and his examination of human motives, seemed a hodge-podge of contrarieties and of ethical contradictions, nevertheless he believed that through all the false witness and pretense and subtlety of the ages, through the dominating and apparently guiding impulses of lust and appetite and vanity, seemingly untrammeled by mercy, tenderness or any human consideration, there still runs a constructive, amplifying, art-enlarging, life-developing tendency which is comforting, dignifying, and purifying, making for larger and happier days for each and all. It did not matter to him that the spectacle as we read it historically is always one of the strong dominating the weak, of the strong battling with the strong, of greed, hypocrisy and lying. Even so, the world was moving onto what he could not say,we were coming into an ethical understanding of things. The mass was becoming more intelligent and better treated. Opportunity, of all sorts, was being more widely diffused, even if grudgingly so. We would never again have a Nero or a Caligula he thoughtnot on this planet. He called my attention to that very interesting agreement between leading families of the Achan League in lower Greece in which it was stipulated that the ruling class should be honored like gods and that the subject class should be held in subservience like beasts. He wanted to know if even a suspicion of such an attitude to-day would not cause turmoil. I tried out his philosophy by denying it, but he was firm. Life was better to him, not merely different as some might take it to be.

I gave a dinner at my hotel one evening in order to pay my respects to those who had been so courteous to me and put it in charge of Mrs. Barfleur, who was desirous of nothing better. She was fond of managing. Mrs. Q. sat at my left and Mrs. H. at my right and we made a gay hour out of history, philosophy, Rome, current character and travel. The literary executor of Oscar Wilde was present, Mr. Oscar Browning, and my Greek traveler and merchant, Mr. Bouris. An American publisher and his wife, then in Rome, had come, and we were as gay as philosophers and historians and antiquaries can be. Mr. H. drew a laugh by announcing that he never read a book under 1500 years of age any more, and the literary executor of Oscar Wilde told a story of the latter to the effect that the more he contemplated his own achievements, the more he came to admire himself, and the less use he had for other peoples writings. One of the most delightful stories I have heard in years was told by H. who stated that an Italian thief, being accused of stealing three rings from the hands of a statue of the Virgin that was constantly working miracles, had declared that, as he was kneeling before her in solemn prayer, the Virgin had suddenly removed the rings from her finger and handed them to him. But the priests who were, accusing him (servitors of the Church) and the judge who was trying him, all firm believers, would not accept this latest development of the miraculous tendencies of the image and he was sent to jail. Alas! that true wit should be so poorly rewarded.

One of the last things I did in Rome was to see the Pope. When I came there, Lent was approaching, and I was told that at this time the matter was rather difficult. None of my friends seemed to have the necessary influence, and I had about decided to give it up, when one day I met the English representative of several London dailies who told me that sometimes, under favorable conditions, he introduced his friends, but that recently he had overworked his privilege and could not be sure. On the Friday before leaving, however, I had a telephone message from his wife, saying that she was taking her cousin and would I come. I raced into my evening clothes though it was early morning and was off to her apartment in the Via Angelo Brunetti, from which we were to start.

Presentation to the Pope is one of those dull formalities made interesting by the enthusiasm of the faithful and the curiosity of the influential who are frequently non-catholic, but magnetized by the amazing history of the Papacy and the scope and influence of the Church. All the while that I was in Rome I could not help feeling the power and scope of this organizationmuch as I condemn its intellectual stagnation and pharisaism. Personally I was raised in the Catholic Church, but outgrew it at an early age. My father died a rapt believer in it and I often smile when I think how impossible it would have been to force, upon him the true history of the Papacy and the Catholic hierarchy. His subjugation to priestly influence was truly a case of the blind leading the blind. To him the Pope was truly infallible. There could be no wrong in any Catholic priest, and so on and so forth. The lives of Alexander VI and Boniface VIII would have taught him nothing.

In a way, blind adherence to principles is justifiable, for we have not as yet solved the riddle of the universe and one may well agree with St. Augustine that the vileness of the human agent does not invalidate the curative or corrective power of a great principle. An evil doctor cannot destroy the value of medicine; a corrupt lawyer or judge cannot invalidate pure law. Pure religion and undefiled continues, whether there are evil priests or no, and the rise and fall of the Roman Catholic hierarchy has nothing to do with what is true in the teachings of Christ.

It was interesting to me as I walked about Rome to see the indications or suggestions of the wide-spread influence of the Catholic Churchpriests from England, Ireland, Spain, Egypt and monks from Palestine, the Philippines, Arabia, and Africa. I was standing in the fair in the Campo dei Fiori, where every morning a vegetable-market is held and every Wednesday a fair where antiquities and curiosities of various lands are for sale, when an English priest, seeing my difficulties in connection with a piece of jewelry, offered to translate for me and a little later a French priest inquired in French whether I spoke his language. In the Colosseum I fell in with a German priest from Baldwinsville, Kentucky, who invited me to come and see a certain group of Catacombs on a morning when he intended to say mass there, which interested me but I was prevented by another engagement; and at the Continental there were stopping two priests from Buenos Ayres; and so it went. The car lines which led down the Via Nazionale to St. Peters and the Vatican was always heavily patronized by priests, monks, and nuns; and I never went anywhere that I did not encounter groups of student-priests coming to and from their studies.

This morning that we drove to the papal palace at eleven was as usual bright and warm. My English correspondent and his wife, both extremely intelligent, had been telling of the steady changes in Rome, its rapid modernization, the influence of the then Jewish mayor in its civic improvement and the waning influence of the Catholics in the matter of local affairs. All Rome is probably Catholic, he said, or nearly so; but it is nt the kind of Catholicism that cares for papal influence in political affairs. Why, here not long ago, in a public speech the mayor charged that the papacy was the cause of Romes being delayed at least a hundred years in its progress and there was lots of applause. The national parliament which meets here is full of Catholics but it is not interested in papal influence. Its all the other way about. They seem to be willing to let the Pope have his say in spiritual matters but he cant leave the Vatican and priests cant mix in political affairs very much.

I thought, what a change from the days of Gregory VII and even the popes of the eighteenth century!

The rooms of the Vatican devoted to the Popeat least those to which the public is admitted at times of audience seemed to me merely large and gaudy without being impressive. One of the greatest follies of architecture, it seems to me, is the persistent thought that mere size without great beauty of form has any charm whatever. The Houses of Parliament in England are large but they are also shapely. As much might be said for the Palais Royal in Paris though not for the Louvre and almost not for Versailles. The Vatican is another great splurge of nothingmere size without a vestige of charm as to detail.

All I remember of my visit was that arriving at the palace entrance we were permitted by papal guards to ascend immense flights of steps, that we went through one large red room after another where great chandeliers swung from the center and occasional decorations or over-elaborate objects of art appeared on tables or pedestals. There were crowds of people in each room, all in evening dress, the ladies with black lace shawls over their heads, the men in conventional evening clothes. Over-elaborately uniformed guards stood about, and prelates of various degrees of influence moved to and fro. We took our station in a room adjoining the Popes private chambers where we waited patiently while various personages of influence and importance were privately presented.

It was dreary business wraiting. Loud talking was not to be thought of, and the whispering on all sides as the company increased was oppressive. There was a group of ladies from Venice who were obviously friends of the Holy Fathers family. There were two brown monks, barefooted and with long gray beards, patriarchal types, who stationed themselves by one wall near the door. There were three nuns and a mother superior from somewhere who looked as if they were lost in prayer. This was a great occasion to them. Next to me was a very official person in a uniform of some kind who constantly adjusted his neck-band and smoothed his gloved hands. Some American ladies, quite severe and anti-papistical if I am not mistaken, looked as if they were determined not to believe anything they saw, and two Italian women of charming manners had in tow an obstreperous small boy of say five or six years of age in lovely black velvet, who was determined to be as bad and noisy as he could. He beat his feet and asked questions in a loud whisper and decided that he wished to change his place of abode every three seconds; all of which was accompanied by many sh-sh-es from his elders and whisperings in his ear, severe frowns from the American ladies and general indications of disapproval, with here and there a sardonic smile of amusement.

Every now and then a thrill of expectation would go over the company. The Pope was coming! Papal guards and prelates would pass through the room with speedy movements and it looked as though we would shortly be in the presence of the vicar of Christ. I was told that it was necessary to rest on one knee at least, which I did, waiting patiently the while I surveyed the curious company. The two brown monks were appropriately solemn, their heads bent. The sisters were praying. The Italian ladies were soothing their restive charge. I told my correspondent-friend of the suicide of a certain journalist, whom he and his wife knew, on the day that I left New Yorka very talented but adventurous man; and he exclaimed: My God! dont tell that to my wife. She ll feel it terribly. We waited still longer and finally in sheer weariness began jesting foolishly; I said that it must be that the Pope and Merry del Val, the Popes secretary, were inside playing jackstones with the papal jewels. This drew a convulsive laugh from my newspaper friendI will call him W.who began to choke behind his handkerchief. Mrs. W. whispered to me that if we did not behave we would be put out and I pictured myself and W. being unceremoniously hustled out by the forceful guards, which produced more laughter. The official beside me, who probably did not speak English, frowned solemnly. This produced a lull, and we waited a little while longer in silence. Finally the sixth or seventh thrill of expectation produced the Holy Father, the guards and several prelates making a sort of aisle of honor before the door. All whispering ceased. There was a rustle of garments as each one settled into a final sanctimonious attitude. He came in, a very tired-looking old man in white wool cassock and white skull cap, a great necklace of white beads about his neck and red shoes on his feet. He was stout, close knit, with small shrewd eyes, a low forehead, a high crown, a small, shapely chin. He had soft, slightly wrinkled hands, the left one graced by the papal ring. As he came in he uttered something in Italian and then starting on the far side opposite the door he had entered came about to each one, proffering the hand which some merely kissed and some seized on and cried over, as if it were the solution of a great woe or the realization of a too great happiness. The mother superior did this and one of the Italian ladies from Venice. The brown monks laid their foreheads on it and the official next to me touched it as though it were an object of great value.

I was interested to see how the Supreme Pontiffthe Pontifex Maximus of all the monumentsviewed all this. He looked benignly but rather wearily down on each one, though occasionally he turned his head away, or, slightly interested, said something. To the woman whose tears fell on his hands he said nothing. With one of the women from Venice he exchanged a few words. Now and then he murmured something. I could not tell whether he was interested but very tired, or whether he was slightly bored. Beyond him lay room after room crowded with pilgrims in which this performance had to be repeated. Acquainted with my newspaper correspondent he gave no sign. At me he scarcely looked at all, realizing no doubt my critical un-worthiness. At the prim, severe American woman he looked quizzically. Then he stood in the center of the room and having uttered a long, soft prayer, which my friend W. informed me was very beautiful, departed. The crowd arose. We had to wait until all the other chambers were visited by him and until he returned guarded on all sides by his soldiers and disappeared. There was much conversation, approval, and smiling satisfaction. I saw him once more, passing quickly between two long lines of inquisitive, reverential people, his head up, his glance straight ahead and then he was gone.

We made our way out and somehow I was very glad I had come. I had thought all along that it really did not make any difference whether I saw him or not and that I did not care, but after seeing the attitude of the pilgrims and his own peculiar mood I thought it worth while. Pontifex Maximus! The Vicar of Christ! What a long way from the Catacomb-worshiping Christians who had no Pope at all, who gathered together to sing responsively a hymn to Christ as to a God and who bound themselves by a sacramental oath to commit no thefts, nor robberies, nor adulteries, nor break their word, nor deny a deposit when called upon, and who for nearly three hundred years had neither priest nor altar, nor bishop nor Pope, but just the rumored gospels of Christ.


CHAPTER XXXV

THE CITY OF ST. FRANCIS

THE Italian hill-cities are such a strange novelty to the American of the Middle Westused only to the flat reaches of the prairie, and the city or town gathered primarily about the railway-station. One sees a whole series of them ranged along the eastern ridge of the Apennines as one travels northward from Rome. All the way up this valley I had been noting examples on either hand but when I got off the train at Assisi I saw what appeared to be a great fortress on a distant hillthe sheer walls of the church and monastery of St. Francis. It all came back to me, the fact that St. Francis had been born here of a well-to-do father, that he had led a gay life in his youth, had had his visionhis change of heartwhich caused him to embrace poverty, the care of the poor and needy and to follow precisely that idealistic dictum which says: Lay not up for yourselves treasures upon earth, . . . but lay up for yourselves treasures in heaven, . . . for where your treasure is there will your heart be also. I had found in one of the little books I had with me, Umbrian Towns, a copy of the prayer that he devised for his Order which reads:

Poverty was in the crib and like a faithful squire she kept herself armed in the great combat Thou didst wage for our redemption. During Thy passion she alone did not forsake Thee. Mary, Thy Mother, stopped at the foot of the cross, but poverty mounted it with Thee and clasped Thee in her embrace unto the end; and when Thou wast dying of thirst as a watchful spouse she prepared for Thee the gall. Thou didst expire in the ardor of her embraces, nor did she leave Thee when dead, O Lord Jesus, for she allowed not Thy body to rest elsewhere than in a borrowed grave. O poorest Jesus, the grace I beg of Thee is to bestow on me the treasure of the highest poverty. Grant that the distinctive mark of our Order may be never to possess anything as its own under the sun for the glory of Thy name and to have no other patrimony than begging.

I wonder if there is any one who can read this without a thrill of response. This world sets such store by wealth and comfort. We all batten on luxury so far as our means will permit,many of us wallow in it; and the thought of a man who could write such a prayer as that, and live it, made my hair tingle to the roots. I can understand Pope Innocent IIIs saying that the rule offered by St. Francis and his disciples to ordinary mortals was too severe, but I can also conceive the poetic enthusiasm of a St. Francis. I found myself on the instant in the deepest accord with him, understanding how it was that he wanted his followers not to wear a habit, and to work in the fields as day-laborers, begging only when they could not earn their way. The fact that he and his disciples had lived in reed huts on the site of Santa Maria degli Angeli, the great church which stands in the valley near the station, far down from the town, and had practised the utmost austerity, came upon me as a bit of imaginative poetry of the highest sort. Before the rumbling bus arrived, which conveyed me and several others to the little hotel, I was thrilling with enthusiasm for this religious fact, and anything that concerned him interested me.

In some ways Assisi was a disappointment because I expected something more than bare picturesqueness; it is very old and I fancy, as modern Italy goes, very poor. The walls of the houses are for the most part built of dull gray stone. The streets climbed up hill and down dale, hard, winding, narrow, stony affairs, lined right to the roadway by these bare, inhospitable-looking houses. No yards, no gardensat least none visible from the streets, but, between walls, and down street stairways, and between odd angles of buildings the loveliest vistas of the valley below, where were spread great orchards of olive trees, occasional small groups of houses, distant churches and the mountains on the other side of the valley. Quite suited to the self-abnegating spirit of St. Francis, I thought, and I wondered if the town had changed greatly since his day  1182!

As I came up in the bus, looking after my very un-St. Francis-like luggage, and my precious fur overcoat, I encountered a pale, ascetic-looking French priest,LAbb Guillmant, Vicar General, Arras (Pas-de-Calais), France; he wrote out his address for me, who, looking at me over his French Baedeker every now and then, finally asked in his own tongue, Do you speak French? I shook my head deprecatingly and smiled regretfully. Italiano? Again I had to shake my head. Cest triste! he said, and went on reading. He was clad in a black cassock that reached to his feet, the buttons ranging nicely down his chest, and carried only a small portmanteau and an umbrella. We reached the hotel and I found that he was stopping there. Once on the way up he waved his hand out of the window and said something. I think he was indicating that we could see Perugia further up the valley. In the dining-room where I found him after being assigned to my room he offered me his bill-of-fare and indicated that a certain Italian dish was the best.

This hotel to which we had come was a bare little affair. It was new enoughone of Cooks offerings,to which all the tourists traveling under the direction of that agency are sent. The walls were quite white and clean. The ceilings of the rooms were high, over high latticed windows and doors. My room, I found, gave upon a balcony which commanded the wonderful sweep of plain below.

The dining-room contained six or seven other travelers bound either southward towards Rome or northward towards Perugia and Florence. It was a rather hazy day, not cold and not warm, but cheerless. I can still hear the clink of the knives and forks as the few guests ate in silence or conversed in low tones. Travelers in this world seem almost innately fearsome of each other, particularly when they are few in number and meet in some such out-of-the-way place as this. My Catholic Abb was longing to be sociable with me, I could feel it; but this lack of a common tongue prevented him, or seemed to. As I was leaving I asked the proprietor to say to him that I was sorry that I did not speak French, that if I did I would be glad to accompany him; and he immediately reported that the Abb said, Would I not come along, anyhow? He haav ask, said the proprietor, a small, stout, dark man, weel you not come halong hanyhow?

Certainly, I replied. And so the Abb Guillmant and I, apparently not understanding a word of each others language, started out sightseeing togetherI had almost said arm-in-arm.

I soon learned that while my French priest did not speak English, he read it after a fashion, and if he took plenty of time he could form an occasional sentence. It took time, however. He began,in no vivid or enthusiastic fashion, to be sure,to indicate what the different things were as we went along.

Now the sights of Assisi are not many. If you are in a hurry and do not fall in love with the quaint and picturesque character of it and its wonderful views you can do them all in a day,an afternoon if you skimp. There is the church of St. Francis with its associated monastery (what an anachronism a monastery seems in connection with St. Francis, who thought only of huts of branches, or holes in the rocks!) with its sepulcher of the saint in the lower church, and the frescoed scenes from St. Franciss life by Giotto in the upper; the church of St. Clare (Santa Chiara) with its tomb and the body of that enthusiastic imitator of St. Francis; the Duomo, or cathedral, begun in 1134a rather poor specimen of a cathedral after some othersand the church of St. Damiano, which was giventhe chapel of itto St. Francis by the Benedictine monks of Monte Subasio soon after he had begun his work of preaching the penitential life. There is also the hermitage of the Carceri, where, in small holes in the rocks the early Franciscans led a self-depriving life, and the new church raised on the site of the house belonging to Pietro Bernardone, the father of St. Francis, who was in the cloth business.

I cannot say that I followed with any too much enthusiasm the involved architectural, historical, artistic, and religious details of these churches and chapels. St. Francis, wonderful jongleur of God that he was, was not interested in churches and chapels so much as he was in the self-immolating life of Christ. He did not want his followers to have monasteries in the first place. Carry neither gold nor silver nor money in your girdles, nor bag, nor two coats, nor sandals, nor staff, for the workman is worthy of his hire. I liked the church of St. Francis, however, for in spite of the fact that it is gray and bare as befits a Franciscan edifice, it is a double churchone below the other, and seemingly running at right angles; and they are both large Gothic churches, each complete with sacristy, choir nave, transepts and the like. The cloister is lovely, in the best Italian manner, and through the interstices of the walls wonderful views of the valley below may be secured. The lower church, gray and varied in its interior, is rich in frescoes by Cimabue and others dealing with the sacred vows of the Franciscans, the upper (the nave) decorated with frescoes by Giotto, illustrating the life of St. Francis. The latter interested me immensely because I knew by now that these were almost the beginning of Italian and Umbrian religious art and because Giotto, from the evidences his work affords, must have been such a naive and pleasant old soul. I fairly laughed aloud as I stalked about this great nave of the upper church the Abb was still belowat some of the good old Italians attempts at characterization and composition. It is no easy thing, if you are the founder of a whole line of great artists, called upon to teach them something entirely new in the way of life-expression, to get all the wonderful things you see and feel into a certain picture or series of pictures, but Giotto tried it and he succeeded very well, too. The decorations are not great, but they are quaint and lovely, even if you have to admit at times that an apprentice of to-day could draw and compose better. He could nt intend better, however, nor convey more human tenderness and feeling in gay, light coloring, and therein lies the whole secret!

There are some twenty-eight of these frescoes ranged along the lower walls on either sideSt. Francis stepping on the cloak of the poor man who, recognizing him as a saint, spread it down before him; St. Francis giving his cloak to the poor nobleman; St. Francis seeing the vision of the palace which was to be reared for him and his followers; St. Francis in the car of fire; St. Francis driving the devils away from Arezzo; St. Francis before the Sultan; St. Francis preaching to the birds; and so on. It was very charming. I could not help thinking what a severe blow has been given to religious legend since those days however; nowadays, except in the minds of the ignorant, saints and devils and angels and stigmata and holy visions have all but disappeared. The grand phantasmagoria of religious notions as they relate to the life of Christ have all but vanished, for the time being anyhow, even in the brains of the masses, and we are having an invasion of rationalism or something approximating it, even at the bottom. The laissez-faire opportunism which has characterized the men at the top in all ages is seeping down to the bottom. Via the newspaper and the magazine, even in Italyin Assisisomething of astronomy, botany, politics and mechanics, scientifically demonstrated, is creeping in. The inflow seems very meager as yet, a mere trickle, but it has begun. Even in Assisi I saw newspapers and a weekly in a local barber-shop. The nativesthe aged onesvery thin, shabby and pale, run into the churches at all hours of the day to prostrate themselves before helpless saints; but nevertheless the newspapers are in the barber-shops. Old Cosimo Medicis truism that governments are not managed by paternosters is slowly seeping down. We have scores of men in the world to-day as able as old Cosimo Medici and as ruthless. We will have hundreds and thousands after a while, only they will be much more circumspect in their ruthlessness and they will work hard for the State. Perhaps there wont be so much useless praying before useless images when that time comes. The thought of divinity in the individual needs to be more fully developed.

While I was wandering thus and ruminating I was interested at the same time in the faithful enthusiasm my Abb was manifesting in the details of the art of this great church. He followed me about for a time in my idle wanderings as I studied the architectural details of this one of the earliest of Gothic churches and then he went away by himself, returning every so often to find in my guide-book certain passages which he wanted me to read, pointing to certain frescoes and exclaiming, Giotto! Cimabue! Andrea da Bologna! Finally he said in plain English, but very slowly: Didyoueverreadalifeof St. Francis?

I must confess that my knowledge of the intricacies of Italian art, aside from the lines of its general development, is slim. Alas, dabbling in Italian art, and in art in general, is like trifling with some soothing drugthe more you know the more you want to know.

We continued our way and finally we found a Franciscan monk who spoke both English and Frencha peculiar-looking man, tall, and athletic, who appeared to be very widely experienced in the world, indeed. He explained more of the frescoes, the history of the church, the present state of the Franciscans here, and so on.

The other places Franciscan, as I have said, did not interest me so much, though I accompanied my friend, the Abb, wherever he was impelled to go. He inquired about New York, looking up and waving his hand upward as indicating great height, great buildings, and I knew he was thinking of our skyscrapers. American bar! he said, twittering to himself like a bird, American stimeat [steam heat]; American otel.

I had to smile.

Side by side we proceeded through the church of St. Clare, the Duomo, the new church raised on the site of the house that belonged to Pietro Bernardone, the father of the saint; and finally to the Church of San Damiano, where after St. Francis had seen the vision of the new life, he went to pray. After it was given him by the Benedictines he set about the work of repairing it and when once it was in charge of the poor Clares, after resigning the command of his order, he returned thither to rest and compose the Canticle of the Law. I never knew until I came to Assisi what a business this thing of religion is in Italyhow valuable the shrines and churches of an earlier day are to its communities. Thousands of travelers must pass this way each year. They support the only good hotels. Travelers from all nations come, English, French, German, American, Russian, and Japanese. The attendants at the shrines reap a small livelihood from the tips of visitors and they are always there, lively and almost obstreperous in their attentions. The oldest and most faded of all the guides and attendants throng about the churches and shrines of Assisi, so old and faded that they seemed almost epics of poverty. My good priest was for praying before every shrine. He would get down on his knees and cross himself, praying four or five minutes while I stood irreligiously in the background, looking at him and wondering how long he would be. He prayed before the tomb of St. Francis in the Franciscan church; before the body of St. Clare (clothed in a black habit and shown behind a glass case), in the church of St. Clare; before the altar in the chapel of Saint Damiano, where St. Francis had first prayed; and so on. Finally when we were all through, and it was getting late evening, he wanted to go down into the valley, near the railroad station, to the church of Santa Maria degli Angeli, where the cell in which St. Francis died, is located. He thought I might want to leave him now, but I refused. We started out, inquiring our way of the monks at Saint Damiano and found that we had to go back through the town. One of the monks, a fat, barefooted man, signaled me to put on my hat, which I was carrying because I wanted to enjoy the freshness of the evening wind. It had cleared off now, the sun had come out and we were enjoying one of those lovely Italian spring evenings which bring a sense of childhood to the heart. The good monk thought I was holding my hat out of reverence to his calling. I put it on.

We went back through the town and then I realized how lovely the life of a small Italian town is, in spring. Assisi has about five thousand population. It was cool and pleasant. Many doorways were now open, showing evening fires within the shadows of the rooms. Some children were in the roadways. Carts and wains were already clattering up from the fields below and church-bellsthe sweetest echoes from churches here and there in the valley and from those here in Assisiexchanged melodies. We walked fast because it was late and when we reached the station it was already dusk. The moon had risen, however, and lighted up this great edifice, standing among a ruck of tiny homes. A number of Italian men and women were grouped around a pump outsidethose same dark, ear-ringed Italians with whom we are now so familiar in America. The church was locked, but my Abb went about to the cloister gate which stood at one side of the main entrance, and rang a bell. A brown-cowled monk appeared and they exchanged a few words. Finally with many smiles we were admitted into a moonlit garden, where cypress trees and box and ilex showed their lovely forms, and through a long court that had an odor of malt, as if beer were brewed here, and so finally by a circuitous route into the main body of the church and the chapel containing the cell of St. Francis. It was so dark by now that only the heaviest objects appeared distinctly, the moonlight falling faintly through several of the windows. The voices of the monks sounded strange and sonorous, even though they talked in low tones. We walked about looking at the great altars, the windows, and the high, flat ceiling. We went into the chapel, lined on either side by wooden benches, occupied by kneeling monks, and lighted by one low, swinging lamp which hung before the cell in which St. Francis died. There was much whispering of prayers here and the good Abb was on his knees in a moment praying solemnly.

St. Francis certainly never contemplated that his beggarly cell would ever be surrounded by the rich marbles and bronze work against which his life was a protest. He never imagined, I am sure, that in spite of his prayer for poverty, his Order would become rich and influential and that this, the site of his abstinence, would be occupied by one of the most ornate churches in Italy. It is curious how barnacle-wise the spirit of materiality invariably encrusts the ideal! Christ died on the cross for the privilege of worshiping God in spirit and in truth after he had preached the sermon on the mount,and then you have the gold-incrusted, power-seeking, wealth-loving Papacy, with women and villas and wars of aggrandizement and bastardy among the principal concomitants. And following Francis, imitating the self-immolation of the Nazarene, you have another great Order whose churches and convents in Italy are among the richest and most beautiful. And everywhere you find that lust for riches and show and gormandizing and a love of seeming what they are not, so that they may satisfy a faint scratching of the spirit which is so thickly coated over that it is almost extinguished.

Or it may be that the ideal is always such an excellent device wherewith to trap the unwary and the unsophisticated. Feed them with a fine-seeming and then put a tax on their humble credulity seems to be the logic of materialism in regard to the mass. Anything to obtain power and authority! Anything to rule! And so you have an Alexander VI, Vicar of Christ, poisoning cardinals and seizing on estates that did not belong to him: leading a life of almost insane luxury; and a Medicean pope interested in worldly fine art and the development of a pagan ideal.


CHAPTER XXXVI

PERUGIAFU

WE returned at between seven and eight that night. After a bath I sat out on the large balcony, or veranda, commanding the valley, and enjoyed the moonlight. The burnished surface of the olive trees, and brown fields already being plowed with white oxen and wooden shares, gave back a soft glow that was somehow like the patina on bronze. There was a faint odor of flowers in the wind and here and there lights gleaming. From some street in the town I heard singing and the sound of a mandolin. I slept soundly.

At breakfast,coffee, honey, rolls and, butter,my Abb gave me his card. He was going to Florence. He asked the hotel man to say to me that he had had a charming time and would I not come to France and visit him? When I learn to speak French, I replied, smiling at him. He smiled and nodded. We shook hands and parted.

After breakfast I called a little open carriage such as they use in Paris and Monte Carlo and was off for Spello; and he took an early omnibus and caught his train.

On this trip which Barfleur had recommended as offering a splendid view of cypresses I was not disappointed: about some villa there was an imposing architectural arrangement of them and an old Roman amphitheater nearbythe ruins of itbespoke the prosperous Roman life which had long since disappeared. Spello, like Assisi, and beyond it Perugia, (all these towns in this central valley in fact) was set on top of a high ridge, and on some peak of it at that. As seen from the valley below it was most impressive. Close at hand, in its narrow winding streets it was simply strange, outre, almost bizarre, and yet a lovely little place after its kind. Like Assisi it was very pooronly more so. A little shrine to some old Greek divinity was preserved here and at the very top of all, on the extreme tipper round of the hill was a Franciscan monastery which I invaded without a by your leave and walked in its idyllic garden. There and then I decided that if ever fortune should permit I would surely return to Spello and write a book, and that this garden and monastery should be my home. It was so eerie hereso sweet. The atmosphere was, so wine-like. I wandered about under green trees and beside well-kept flower beds enjoying the spectacle until suddenly peering over a wall I beheld a small garden on a slightly lower terrace and a brown-cowled monk gathering vegetables. He had a basket on his arm, his hood back over his shouldersa busy and silent anchorite. After a time as I gazed he looked and smiled, apparently not startled by my presence and then went on with his work. When I come again, I said, I shall surely live here and Ill get him to cook for me. Lovely thought! I leaned over other walls and saw in the narrow, winding streets below natives bringing home bundles of fagots on the backs of long-eared donkeys, and women carrying water. Very soon, I suppose, a car line will be built and the uniformed Italian conductors will call Assisi! Perugia! and even The Tomb of St. Francis!

Of all the hill-cities I saw in Italy certainly Perugia was the most remarkable, the most sparkling, the most forward in all things commercial. It stands high, very high, above the plain as you come in at the depot and a wide-windowed trolley-car carries you up to the principal square, the Piazza Vittorio Emanuele, stopping in front of the modern hotels which command the wide sea-like views which the valley presents below. Never was a city so beautifully located. Wonderful ridges of mountains fade into amazing lavenders, purples, scarlets, and blues, as the evening falls or the dawn brightens. If I were trying to explain where some of the painters of the Umbrian school, particularly Perugino, secured their wonderful sky touches, their dawn and evening effects, I should say that they had once lived at Perugia. Perugino did. It seemed to me as I wandered about it the two days that I was there that it was the most human and industrious little city I had ever walked into. Every living being seemed to have so much to do. You could hear, as you went up and down the streetsstreets that ascend and descend in long, winding stairways, step by step, for blockspianos playing, anvils ringing, machinery humming, saws droning, and, near the great abattoir where cattle were evidently slaughtered all clay long, the piercing squeals of pigs in their death throes. There was a busy market-place crowded from dawn until noon with the good citizens of Perugia buying everything from cabbages and dress-goods to picture post-cards and hardware. Long rows of fat Perugian old ladies, sitting with baskets of wares in front of them, all gossiped genially as they awaited purchasers. In the public square facing the great hotels, nightly between seven and ten, the whole spirited city seemed to be walking, a whole world of gay, enthusiastic life that would remind you of an American manufacturing town on a Saturday nightonly this happens every night in Perugia.

When I arrived there I went directly to my hotel, which faces the Piazza Vittorio Ernanuele. It was excellent, charmingly built, beautifully located, with a wide view of the Umbrian plain which is so wonderful in its array of distant mountains and so rich in orchards, monasteries, convents and churches. I think I never saw a place with so much variety of scenery, such curious twists of streets and lanes, such heights and depths of levels and plat-forms on which houses, the five- and six-story tenement of the older order of life in Italy, are built. The streets are all narrow, in some places not more than ten or fifteen feet wide, arched completely over for considerable distances, and twisting and turning, ascending or descending as they go, but they give into such adorable squares and open places, such magnificent views at every turn!

I do not know whether what I am going to say will have the force and significance that I wish to convey, but a city like Perugia, taken as a whole, all its gates, all its towers, all its upward-sweeping details, is like a cathedral in itself, a Gothic cathedral. You would have to think of the ridge on which it stands as providing the nave and the transepts and the apse and then the quaint little winding streets of the town itself with their climbing houses and towers would suggest the pinnacles, spandrels, flying buttresses, airy statues and crosses of a cathedral like Amiens. I know of no other simile that quite suggests Perugia,that is really so true to it.

No one save an historical zealot could extract much pleasure from the complicated political and religious history of this city. However once upon a time there was a guild of money-changers and bankers which built a hall, called the Hall of the Cambio, which is very charming; and at another time (or nearly the same time) there was a dominant Guelph party which, in conjunction with some wealthy townsmen known as the Raspanti, built what is now known as the Palazzo Publico or Palazzo Communale, in what is now known as the Piazza del Municipio, which I think is perfect. It is not a fortress like the Bargello or the Palazzo Vecchio at Florence, but it is a perfect architectural thing, the charm of which remains with me fresh and keen. It is a beautiful structureone that serves charmingly the uses to which it is putthat of a public center for officials and a picture-gallery. It was in one of these rooms, devoted to a collection of Umbrian art, that I found a pretentious collection of the work of Perugino, the one really important painter who ever lived or worked in Perugiaand the little city now makes much of him.

If I felt like ignoring the long-winded art discussions of comparatively trivial things, the charm and variety of the town and its present-day life was in no wise lost upon me.

The unheralded things, the things which the guide-books do not talk about, are sometimes so charming. I found it entrancing to descend of a morning by lovely, cool, stone passages from the Piazza of Vittorio Emanuele to the Piazza of the Army, and watch the soldiers, principally cavalry, drill. Their ground was a space about five acres in extent, as flat as a table, set high above the plain, with deep ravines descending on either hand, and the quaint houses and public institutions of Perugia looking down from above. To the left, as you looked out over the plain, across the intervening ravine, was another spur of the town, built also on a flat ridge with the graceful church of St. Peter and its beautiful Italian-Gothic tower, and the whole road that swept along the edge of the cliff, making a delightful way for carriages and automobiles. I took delight in seeing how wonderfully the deep green ravines separate one section of the town from another, and in watching the soldiers, Italy then being at war with Tripoli.

You could stand, your arms resting upon some old brownish-green wall, and look out over intervening fields to distant ranges of mountains, or tower-like Assisi and Spoleto. The variety of the coloring of the plain below was never wearying.

This Italian valley was so beautiful that I should like to say one more word about the skies and the wonderful landscape effects. North of here, in Florence, Venice and Milan, they do not occur so persistently and with such glorious warmth at this season of the year. At this height the nights were not cold, but cool, and the mornings burst with such a blaze of color as to defy the art of all save the greatest painters. They were not so much lurid as richly spiritualized, being shot through with a strange electric radiance. This did not mean, as it would so often in America, that a cloudy day was to follow. Rather the radiance slowly gave place to a glittering field of light that brought out every slope and olive orchard and distant cypress and pine with amazing clearness. The bells of the churches in Perugia and in the valley below were like muezzins calling to each other from their praying-towers. As the day closed the features of the landscape seemed to be set in crystal, and the greens and browns and grays to have at times a metallic quality. Outside the walls in the distance were churches, shrines, and monasteries, always with a cypress or two, sometimes with many, which stood out with great distinctness, and from distant hillsides you would hear laborers singing in the bright sun. Well might they sing, for I know of no place where life would present to them a fairer aspect.


CHAPTER XXXVII

THE MAKERS OF FLORENCE

WITH all the treasures of my historic reading in mind from the lives of the Medici and Savonarola to that of Michelangelo and the Florentine school of artists, I was keen to see what Florence would be like. Mrs. Q. had described it as the most individual of all the Italian cities that she had seen. She had raved over its narrow, dark, cornice-shaded streets, its fortress-like palaces, its highly individual churches and cloisters, the way the drivers of the little open vehicles plied everyhere cracking their whips, until, she said, it sounded like a Fourth of July in Janesville. I was keen to see how large the dome of the cathedral would look and whether it would really tower conspicuously over the remaining buildings of the city, and whether the Arno would look as picturesque as it did in all the photographs. The air was so soft and the sun so bright, although sinking low in the west, as the train entered the city, that I was pleased to accept, instead of the ancient atmosphere which I had anticipated, the wide streets and rows of four-and six-family apartment houses which characterize all the newer sections. They have the rich browns and creams of the earlier portion of Florence; but they are very different in their suggestion of modernity. The distant hills, as I could see from the car windows, were dotted with houses and villas occupying delightful positions above the town. Suddenly I saw the Duomo; and although I knew it only from photographs I recognized it in an instant. It spoke for itself in a large, dignified way. Over the housetops it soared like a great bubble; and some pigeons flying in the air gave it the last touch of beauty. We wound around the city in a circleI could tell this by the shifting position of the sunthrough great yards of railway-tracks with scores of engines and lines of small box-cars; and then I saw a small stream and a bridge,nothing like the Arno, of course,a canal; and the next thing we were rolling into a long crowded railway-station, the guards calling Firenze. I got up, gathered my overcoat and bags into my arms, signaled afacino and gave them to him; and then I sought a vehicle that would convey me to the hotel for which I was boundthe Hotel de Ville on the Arno. I sat behind a fat driver while he cracked his whip endlessly above the back of a lazy horse, passing the while the showy faade of Santa Maria Novella, striped with strange bands of white and bluish gray or drab,a pleasing effect for a church. I could see at once that the Florence of the Middle Ages was a much more condensed affair than that which now sprawls out in various directions from the Loggia dei Lanzi and the place of the cathedral.

The narrow streets were alive with people; and the drivers of vehicles everywhere seemed to drive as if their lives depended on it. Suddenly we turned into apiazza very modern and very different from that of Santa Maria Novella; and then we were at the hotel door. It was a nice-looking square, as I thought, not very large,clean and gracious. To my delight I found that my room opened directly upon a balcony which overlooked the Arno, and that from it, sitting in a chair, I could command all of that remarkable prospect of high-piled medieval houses hanging over the waters edge. It was beautiful. The angelus bells were ringing; there was a bright glow in the west where the sun was going down; the water of the stream was turquoise blue, and the walls of all the houses seemingly brown. I stood and gazed, thinking of the peculiarly efficient German manager I had encountered, the German servants who were in charge of this hotel, and the fact that Florence had long since radically changed from what it was. A German porter came and brought my bags; a German maid brought hot water; a German clerk took my full name and address for the register, and possibly for the police; and then I was at liberty to unpack and dress for dinner. Instead I took a stroll out along the stream-banks to study the world of jewelry shops which I saw there, and the stands for flowers, and the idling crowd.

I dare not imagine what the interest of Florence would be to any one who did not know her strange and variegated history, but I should think, outside of the surrounding scenic beauty, it would be little or nothing. Unless one had a fondness for mere quaintness and gloom and solidity, it would in a way be repulsive, or at best dreary. But lighted by the romance, the tragedy, the lust, the zealotry, the brutality and the artistic idealism that surrounds such figures as Dante, the Medici, Savonarola, Donatello, Michelangelo, Brunelleschi, and the whole world of art, politics, trade, war, it takes on a strange luster to me, that of midnight waters lighted by the fitful gleams of distant fires. I never think of it without seeing in my minds eye the Piazza della Signoria as it must have looked on that day in 1494 when that famous fiasco, in regard to the test by fire, entered into between Savonarola and the Franciscan monks, took place,those long, ridiculous processions of Dominicans and Francis-cans, Savonarola bearing the chalice aloft; or that other clay when Charles VIII of France at the instance of Savonarola paraded the street in black helmet with mantle of gold brocade, his lance leveled before him, his retainers gathered about him, and then disappointed the people by getting off his horse and showing himself to be the insignificant little man that he was, almost deformed and with an idiotic expression of countenance. Neither can I forget the day that Savonarola was beheaded and burnt for his religious zealotry in this same Piazza della Signoria; nor all the rivals of the Medici hung from the windows of the Palazzo Vecchio or beheaded in the Bargello. Think of the tonsured friars and grave citizens of this medieval city, under Savonarolas fiery incitement, their heads garlanded with flowers, mingling with the overwrought children called to help in purifying the city, dancing like David before the ark and shouting Long live Christ and the Virgin, our rulers; of the days when Alessandro Medici and his boon companion and cousin, Lorenzo, rode about the city on a mule together, defiling the virtue of innocent girls, roistering in houses of ill repute, and drinking and stabbing to their hearts content; of Fra Girolamo preaching to excited crowds in the Duomo and of his vision of a black cross over Rome, a red one over Jerusalem; of Machiavelli writing his brochure The Prince; and of Michelangelo defending the city walls as an engineer. Can any other city match this spectacular, artistic, melodramatic progress in so short a space of time, or present the galaxy of artists, the rank company of material masters such as the Medici, the Pazzi, the Strozzi, plotting and counterplotting to the accompaniment of lusts and murders? Other cities have had their amazing hours, all of them, from Rome to London. But Florence! It has always seemed to me that the literary possibilities of Florence, in spite of the vast body of literature concerning it, have scarcely been touched.

The art section alone is so vast and so brilliant that one of the art merchants told me while I was there that at least forty thousand of the citys one hundred and seventy thousand population is foreign (principally English and American), drawn to it by its art merits, and that the tide of travel from April to October is amazing. I can believe it. You will hear German and English freely spoken in all the principal thoroughfares.

Because of a gray day and dull, following the warmth and color and light of Perugia and Rome, Florence seemed especially dark and somber to me at first; but I recovered. Its charm and beauty grew on me by degrees so that by the time I had done inspecting Santa Maria Novella, Santa Croce, San Marco, the Cathedral group and the Bargello, I was really desperately in love with the art of it all, and after I had investigated the galleries, the Pitti, Uffizi, Belle Arti, and the cloisters, I was satisfied that I could find it in my heart to live here and work, a feeling I had in many other places in Europe.

Truly, however, there is no other city in Europe just like Florence; it has all the distinction of great individuality. My mood changed about, at times, as I thought of the different periods of its history, the splendor of its ambitions or the brutality of its methods; but when I was in the presence of some of its perfect works of art, such as Botticellis Spring in the Belle Arti, or Michelangelos Tombs of the Mediciin San Lorenzo, or Titians Magdalen, or Raphaels Leo X in the Pitti, or Benozzo Gozzolis fresco (the journey of the three kings to Bethlehem) in the old Medici Palace, then I was ready to believe that nothing could be finer than Florence. I realized now that of all the cities in Europe that I saw Florence was possessed of the most intense art atmosphre,something that creeps over your soul in a grim realistic way and causes you to repeat over and over: Amazing men worked hereamazing men!

It was so strange to find driven home to me,even more here than in Rome, that illimitable gulf that divides ideality of thought and illusion from reality. Men painted the illusions of Christianity concerning the saints and the miracles at this time better than ever before or since, and they believed something else. A Cosimo Medici who could patronize the Papacy with one hand and make a cardinal into a pope, could murder a rival with the other; and Andrea del Castagno, who was seeking to shine as a painter of religious artmadonnas, transfigurations, and the likecould murder a Domenico Veneziano in order to have no rival in what he considered to be a permanent secret of how to paint in oils. The same munificence that could commission Michelangelo to design and execute a magnificent faade for San Lorenzo (it was never done, of course) could suborn the elective franchise of the people and organize a school on the lines of Platos Academy. In other words, in Florence as in the Court of Alexander VI at Rome, we find life stripped of all sham in action, in so far as an individual and his conscience were concerned, and filled with the utmost subtlety in so far as the individual and the public were concerned. Cosimo and Lorenzo de Medici, Andrea del Castagno, Machiavelli, the Pazzi, the Strozzi,in fact, the whole kit and kaboodle of the individuals comprising the illustrious life that foregathered here, were cut from the same piece of cloth. They were, one and all, as we know, outside of a few artistic figures, shrewd, calculating, relentless and ruthless seekers after power and position; lust, murder, gormandizing, panoplizing, were the order of the day. Religion,it was to be laughed at; weakness,it was to be scorned. Poverty was to be misused. Innocence was to be seized upon and converted. Laughing at virtue and satisfying themselves always, they went their way, building their grim, dark, almost windowless palaces; preparing their dungeons and erecting their gibbets for their enemies. No wonder Savonarola saw a black cross over Rome. They struck swiftly and surely and smiled blandly and apparently mercifully; they had the Asiatic notion of morality,charity, virtue, and the like, combined with a ruthless indifference to them. Power was the thing they cravedpower and magnificence; and these were the things they had. But, oh, Florence! Florence! how you taught the nothingness of life itself; its shams; its falsehoods; its atrocities; its uselessness. It has never been any wonder to me that the saddest, darkest, most pathetic figure in all art, Michelangelo Buonarroti, should have appeared and loved and dreamed and labored and died at this time. His melancholy was a fit commentary on his age, on life, and on all art. Oh, Buonarroti, loneliest of figures: I think I understand how it was with you.

Bear with me while I lay a flower on this great grave. I cannot think of another instance in art in which indomitable will and almost superhuman energy have been at once so frustrated and so successful.

I never think of the great tomb for which the Moses in San Pietro in Vincolilarge, grave, thoughtful; the man who could walk with Godand the slaves in the Louvre were intended without being filled with a vast astonishment and grief to think that life should not have permitted this design to come to fulfilment. To think that a pope so powerful as Julius should have planned a tomb so magnificent, with Michelangelo to scheme it out and actually to begin it, and then never permit it to reach completion. All the way northward through Italy this idea of a parallelogram with forty figures on it and covered with reliefs and other ornaments haunted me. At Florence, in the Belle Arti, I saw more of the figures (casts), designed for this tombstrange, unfolding thoughts half-hewn out of the rock, which suggest the source from which Rodin has drawn his inspiration, and my astonishment grew. Before I was out of Italy, this man and his genius, the mere dreams of the things he hoped to do, enthralled me so that to me he has become the one great art figure of the world. Colossal is the word for Michelangelo,so vast that life was too short for him to suggest even a tithe of what he felt. But even the things that he did, how truly monumental they are.

I am sure I am not mistaken when I say that there is a profound sadness, too, running through all that he ever did. His works are large, Gargantuan, and profoundly melancholy; witness the Moses that I have been talking of, to say nothing of the statues on the tombs of the Medici in San Lorenzo at Florence. I saw them in Berlin, reproduced there in plaster in the Kaiser-Friederich-Museum, and once more I was filled with the same sense of profound, meditative melancholy. It is present in its most significant form here in Florence, in San Lorenzo, the faade of which he once prepared to make magnificent, but here he was again frustrated. I saw the originals of these deep, sad figures that impressed me as no other sculptural figures ever have done. Dawn and Dusk ; Day and Night. How they dwell with me constantly. I was never able to look at any of his later workthe Sistine Chapel frescoes, the figures of slaves in the Louvre, the Moses in San Pietro in Vincoli, or these figures here in Florence, without thinking how true it was that this great will had rarely had its way and how, throughout all his days, his energy was so unfortunately compelled to war with circumstance. Life plays this trick on the truly great if they are not ruthless and of material and executive leanings. Art is a pale flower that blooms only in sheltered places and to drag it forth and force it to contend with the rough usages of the world is to destroy its perfectness. It was so in this mans case who at times, because of unlucky conjunctions, was compelled to fly for his life, or to sue for the means which life should have been honored to bestow upon him, or else to abandon great purposes.

Out of such a mist of sorrow, and only so, however, have come these figures that now dream here year after year in their gray chapel, while travelers come and go, draining their cup of wonder,rising ever and anon to the level of the beauty they contemplate. I can see Browning speculating upon the spirit of these figures. Night with her heavy lids, lost in great weariness; and Day with his clear eyes. I can see Rodin gathering substance for his Thinker, and Shelley marveling at the suggestions which arise from these mighty figures. There is none so great as this man who, in his medieval gloom and mysticism, inherited the art of Greece.


CHAPTER XXXVIII

A NIGHT RAMBLE IN FLORENCE

WHATEVER the medieval atmosphere of Florence may have been, and when I was there the exterior appearance of the central heart was obviously somewhat akin to its fourteenth- and fifteenth-century predecessor, to-day its prevailing spirit is thoroughly modern. If you walk in the Piazza della Signoria or the Piazza del Duomo or the Via dei Calzaioli, the principal thoroughfare, you will encounter most of the ancient landmarksa goodly number of them, but they will look out of place, as in the case of the palaces with their windowless ground floors, built so for purposes of defense, their corner lanterns, barricaded windows, and single great entrances easily guarded. To-day these regions have, if not the open spacing of the modern city, at least the commercial sprightliness and matter-of-fact business display and energy which is characteristic of commerce everywhere.

I came to the Piazza della Signoria, the most famous square of the city, quite by accident, the first night following a dark, heavily corniced street from my hotel and at once recognized the Palazzo Vecchio, with its thin angular tower; the Loggia dei Lanzi, where in older times public performances were given in the open; and the equestrian statue of Cosimo I. I idled long here, examining the bronze slab which marks the site of the stake at which Savonarola and two other Dominicans were burned in 1498, the fountain designed by Bartolommeo Ammanati; the two lions at the step of the Loggia and Benvenuto Cellinis statue of Perseus with the head of Medusa. A strange genius, that. This figure is as brilliant and thrilling as it is ghastly.

It was a lovely night. The moon came up after a time as it had at Perugia and Assisi and I wandered about these old streets, feeling the rough brown walls, looking in at the open shop windows, most of them dark and lighted by street lamps, and studying always the wide, over-hanging cornices. All really interesting cities are so delightfully different. London was so low, gray, foggy, heavy, drab, and commonplace; Paris was so smart, swift, wide-spaced, rococo, ultra-artistic, and fashionable; Monte Carlo was so semi-Parisian and semi-Algerian or Moorish, with sunlight and palms; Rome was so higgledy-piggledy, of various periods, with a strange mingling of modernity and antiquity, and over all blazing sunlight and throughout all cypresses; and now in Florence I found the compact, dark atmosphere, suggestive of what Paris once was, centuries before, with this distinctive feature, that the wide cornice is here an essential characteristic. It is so wide! It protrudes outward from the building line at least three or four feet and it may be much more, six or seven. One thing is certain, as I found to my utter delight on a rainy afternoon, you can take shelter under its wide reach and keep comparatively dry. Great art has been developed in making it truly ornamental and it gives the long narrow streets a most individual and, in my judgment, distinguished appearance.

It was quite by accident, also, on this same evening that I came upon the Piazza del Duomo where the street cars are. I did not know where I was going until suddenly turning a corner there I saw itthe Campanile at last and a portion of the Cathedral standing out soft and fair in the moonlight! I shall always be glad that I saw it so, for the strange stripe and arabesque of its stone work,slabs of white or cream-colored stone interwoven in lovely designs with slabs of slate-colored granite, had an almost eerie effect. It might have been something borrowed from Morocco or Arabia or the Far East. The dome, too, as I drew nearer, and the Baptistery soared upwards in a magnificent way and, although afterwards I was sorry that the municipality has never had sense enough to tear out the ruck of buildings surrounding it and leave these three monumentsthe Cathedral, the Campanile, and the Baptisterystanding free and clear, as at Pisa, on a great stone platform or square,nevertheless, cramped as I think they are, they are surely beautiful.

I was not so much impressed by the interior of the cathedral. Its beauty is largely on the outside.

I ascended the Campanile still another day and from its height viewed all Florence, the windings of the Arno, San Miniato, Fiesole, but, try as I might, I could not think of it in modern terms. It was too reminiscent of the Italy of the Medici, of the Borgias, Julius II, Michelangelo and all the glittering company who were their contemporaries. One thing that was strongly impressed upon me there was that every city should have a great cathedral. Not so much as a symbol or theory of religion as an object of art, something which would indicate the perfection of the religious ideal taken from an artistic point of view. Here you can stand and admire the exquisite double windows with twisted columns, the infinite variety of the inlaid marble work, and the quaint architecture of the niches supported by columns. It was after midnight and the moon was high in the heavens shining down with a rich springlike effect before I finally returned from the Duomo Square, following the banks of the Arno and admiring the shadows cast by the cornices and so finally reached my hotel and my bed.

The Uffizi and Pitti collections of paintings are absolutely the most amazing I saw abroad. There are other wonderful collections, the Louvre being absolutely unbelievable for size; but here the art is so uniformly relative to Italy, so identified with the Renaissance, so suggestive of the influence and the patronage which gave it birth. The influence of religion, the wealth of the Catholic Church, the power of individual families such as the Medici and the Dukes of Venice are all clearly indicated. Botticellis Adoration of the Magi in the Uffizi, showing the proud Medici children, the head of Cosimo Pater Patriae, and the company of men of letters and statesmen of the time, all worked in as figures about the Christ child, tell the whole story. Art was flattering to the nobility of the day. It was dependent for its place and position upon religion, upon the patronage of the Church, and so you have endless Annunciations, Adorations, Flights into Egypt, Crucifixions, Descents from the Cross, Entombments, Resurrections, and the like. The sensuous Magdalena, painted for her form and the beauty of suggestion, you will encounter over and over again. All the saints in the calendar, the proud Popes and Cardinals of a dozen families, the several members of the Medici familythey are all there. Now and then you will encounter a Rubens, a Van Dyck, a Rembrandt, or a Frans Hals from the Netherlands, but they are rare. Florence, Rome, Venice, Pisa, and Milan, are best represented by their own sculptors, painters and architects and it is the local men largely in whom you rejoice. The bits from other lands are few and far between.

Rome for sculptures, frescoes, jewel-box churches, ancient ruins, but Florence for paintings and the best collections of medieval artistic craftsmanship.

In the Uffizi, the Pitti, and the Belle Arti I browsed among the vast collections of paintings sharpening my understanding of the growth of Italian art. I never knew until I reached Florence how easy it is to trace the rise of Christian art, to see how one painter influenced another, how one school borrowed from another. It is all very plain. If by the least effort you fix the representatives of the different Italian schools in mind, you can judge for yourself.

I returned three times to look at Botticellis Spring in the Belle Arti, that marvelous picture which I think in many respects is the loveliest picture in the world, so delicate, so poetically composed, so utterly suggestive of the art and refinement of the painter and of life at its best. The Three Graces, so lightly clad in transparent raiment, are so much the soul of joy and freshness, the utter significance of spring. The ruder figures to the left do so portray the cold and blue of March, the warmer April, and the flower-clad May! I could never tire of the artistry which could have March blowing on Aprils mouth from which flowers fall into the lap of May. Nor could I weary of the spirit that could select green, sprouting things for the hem of Aprils garment; or above Springs head place a wingd and blindfolded baby shooting a fiery arrow at the Three Graces. To me Botticelli is the nearest return to the Greek spirit of beauty, grace and lightness of soul, combined with later delicacy and romance that the modern world has known. It is so beautiful that for me it is sadfull of the sadness that only perfect beauty can inspire.

I think now, of all the places I saw in Italy, perhaps Florence really preserves in spite of its changes most of the atmosphere of the past, but that is surely not for long, either; for it is growing and the Germans are arriving. They were in complete charge of my hotel here and of other places, as I shortly saw, and I fancy that 
I sated myself on the house fronts or backs below the Pont Vecchio the future of northern Italy is to be in the hands of the Germans.

As I walked about this city, lingering in its doorways, brooding over its pictures, reconstructing for myself the life of the Middle Ages, I could not help thinking how soon it must all go. No doubt the churches, palaces, and museums will be retained in their present form for hundreds of years, and they should be, but soon will come wider streets and newer houses even in the older section (the heart of the city) and then farewell to the medieval atmosphere. In all likelihood the wide cornices, now such a noticeable feature of the city, will be abandoned and then there will be scarcely anything to indicate the Florence of the past. Already the street cars were clang-clanging their way through certain sections.

The Arno here is so different from the Tiber at Rome; and yet so much like it, for it has in the main the same unprepossessing look, running as it does through the city between solid walls of stone but lacking the spectacles of the castle of St. Angelo, Saint Peters, the hills and the gardens of the Aventine and the Janiculum. There are no ancient ruins on the Arno,only the suggestive architecture of the Middle Ages, the wonderful Ponte Vecchio and the houses adjacent to it.

Indeed the river here is nothing more than a dammed streamshallow before it reaches the city, shallow after it leaves it, but held in check here by great stone dams which give it a peculiarly still mass and depth. The spirit of the people was not the same as that of those in Rome or other cities; the spirit of the crowd was different. A darker, richer, more phlegmatic populace, I thought. The people were slow, leisurely, short and comfortable. I sated myself on the house fronts or backs below the Ponte Vecchio and on the little jewelry shops of which there seemed to be an endless variety; and then feeling that I had had a taste of the city, I returned to larger things. The Duomo, the palaces of the Medici, the Pitti Palace, and that world which concerned the Council of Florence, and the dignified goings to and fro of old Cosimo Pater and his descendants were the things that I wished to see and realize for myself if I could.

I think we make a mistake when we assume that the manners, customs, details, conversation, interests and excitements of people anywhere were ever very much different from what they are now. In three or four hundred years from now people in quite similar situations to our own will be wondering how we took our daily lives; quite the same as our ancestors, I should say, and no differently from our descendants. Life works about the same in all times. Only exterior aspects change. In the particular period in which Florence, and all Italy for that matter, was so remarkable, Italy was alive with ambitious menstrong, remarkable, capable characters. They made the wonder of the life, it was not the architecture that did it and not the routine movements of the people. Florence has much the same architecture to-day, better in fact; but not the men. Great men make great timesand only struggling, ambitious, vainglorious men make the existence of the artist possible, however much he may despise them. They are the only ones who in their vainglory and power can readily call upon him to do great things and supply the means. Witness Raphael and Michelangelo in Italy, Rubens in Holland, and Velasquez in Spain.


CHAPTER XXXIX

FLORENCE OF TO-DAY

IT was while I was in Florence that a light was thrown on an industry of which I had previously known little and which impressed me much.

Brooding over the almost endless treasures of the city, I ambled into the Strozzi Palace one afternoon, that perfect example of Florentine palatial architecture, then occupied by an exposition of objects of art, reproductions and originals purporting to be the work of an association of Italian artists. After I had seen, cursorily, most of the treasures in the Palazzo Strozzi, I encountered a thing which I had long heard of but never seen,an organization for the reproduction, the reduplication, of all the wonders of art, and cheaply, too. The place was full of marbles of the loveliest character, replicas of famous statues in the Vatican, the Louvre, the Uffizi, and elsewhere; and in many instances, also, copies of the great pictures. There was beautiful furniture imitated, even as to age, from many of the Italian palaces, the Riccardi, Albizzi, Pazzi, Pitti, Strozzi, and others; and as for garden-fittingsfountains, fauns, cupids, benches, metal gateways, pergolas, and the like, they were all present. They were marvelous reproductions from some of the villas, with the patina of age upon them, and I thought at first that they were original. I was soon undeceived, for I had not been there long, strolling about, when an attendant brought and introduced to me a certain Prof. Ernesto Jesuram, a small, dark, wiry man with clear, black, crowlike eyes who made clear the whole situation.

The markets of the world, according to Mr. Jesuram, a Jew, were being flooded with cheap imitations of every truly worthy object of art, from Italian stone benches to landscapes by Corot or portraits by Frans Halsmasquerading as originals; and it had been resolved by this Association of Italian Artists that this was unfair, not only to the buyer and the art-loving public generally, but also to the honest craftsman who could make an excellent living reproducing, frankly, copies of ancient works of merit at a nominal price, if only they were permitted to copy them. Most, in fact all of them, could make interesting originals but in many cases they would lack that trait of personality which makes all the difference between success and failure; whereas they could perfectly reproduce the masterpieces of others and that, too, for prices with which no foreigner could compete. So they had banded themselves together, determined to do better work, and sell more cheaply than the fly-by-night rascals who were confounding and degrading all good art and to say frankly to each and all: Here is a perfect reproduction of a very lovely thing. Do you want it at a very low cost? or, We will make for you an exact copy of anything that you see and admire and wish to have and we will make it so cheaply that you cannot afford to dicker with doubtful dealers who sell you imitations as originals and charge you outrageous prices.

I have knocked about sufficiently in my time in the showy chambers of American dealers and elsewhere to know that there is entirely too much in what was told me.

The wonder of Florence grew a little under the Professors quiet commercial analysis, for after exhausting this matter of reproducing so cheaply, we proceeded to a discussion of the present conditions of the city.

Its very different commercially from anything in America or the north of Europe, he said, or even the north of Italy, for as yet we have scarcely anything in the way of commerce here. We still build in the fashion they used five hundred years agonarrow streets and big cornices in order to keep up the atmosphere of the city, for we are not strong enough commercially yet to go it alone, and besides I dont think the Italians will ever be different. They are an easy-going race. They dont need the American two dollars a day to live on. Fifty centimes will do. For one thousand dollars (five thousand lire) you can rent a palace here for a year and I can show you whole floors overlooking gardens that you can rent for seventeen dollars a month. We have a garden farther out that we use as a workshop here in Florence, in the heart of the city, which we rent for four hundred dollars a year.

What about the Italians idea of progress? Is nt he naturally constructive? I asked Mr. Jesuram.

Rarely the Italian. Not at this date. We have many Jews and Germans here who are doing well, and foreign capital is building street-railways. I think the Italians will have to be fused with another nation to experience a new birth. The Germans are mixing with them. If they ever get as far south as Sicily, Italy will be made over; the Germans themselves will be made over. I notice that the Italians and Germans get along well together.

I thought of the age-long wars between the Teutons and the Italians from the fifth to the twelfth century, but those days are over. They can apparently mingle in peace now, as I saw here and farther north.

It was also while I was in Florence that I first became definitely and in an irritated way conscious of a certain aspect of travel which no doubt thousands of other travelers have noted for themselves but of which, nevertheless, I feel called upon to speak.

I could never come in to the breakfast table either there, or at Rome, or in Venice, or Milan, without encountering a large company of that peculiarly American brand of sightseers, not enormously rich, of no great dignity, but comfortable and above all enormously pleased with themselves. I could never look at any of this tribe, comfortably clothed, very pursy and fussy, without thinking what a far cry it is from the temperament which makes for art or great originality to the temperament which makes for normalitythe great, so-called sane, conservative mass. God spare me! Ill admit that for general purposes, the value of breeding, trading, rearing of children in comfort, producing the living atmosphere of life in which we find ourselves and from which art, by the grace of great public occasions may rise, people of this type are essential. But seen individually, dissociated from great background masses, they arebut let me not go wild. Viewed from the artistic angle, the stress of great occasions, great emotion, great necessities, they fall into such pigmy weaknesses, almost ridiculous. Here abroad they come so regularly, Pa and Ma. Pa infrequently, and a little vague-looking from overwork and limited vision of soul; Ma not infrequently, a little superior, vain, stuffy, envious, dull and hard. I never see such a woman as that but my gorge rises a little. The one idea of a pair like this, particularly of the mother, is the getting her children (if there be any) properly married, the girls particularly, and in this phase of family politics Pa has obviously little to say. Their appearance abroad, accompanied by Henry and George, Junior, and Mary and Anabel, is forI scarcely know what. It is so plain on the face of it that no single one of them has the least inkling of what he is seeing. I sat in a carriage with two of them in Rome, viewing the ruins of the Via Appia, and when we reached the tomb of Ccilia Metella I heard:

Oh, yes. There it is. What was she, anyhow? He was a Roman general, I think, and she was his wife. His house was next door and he built this tomb here so she would be near him. Is nt it wonderful? Such a nice idea!

So far as I could make out from watching this throng the principal idea was to be able to say that they had been abroad. Poor old Florence! Its beauty and its social significance passed unrecognized. Art, so far as I could judge from the really unmoved spectators present, was for crazy people. The artist was some weird, spindling, unfortunate fool, a little daft perhaps, but tolerable for a strange furore he seemed to have created. Great men made and used him. He was, after his fashion, a servant. The objectionable feature of a picture like Botticellis Spring would be the nudity of the figures! From a Rubens or a nude Raphael we lead brash, unctuous, self-conscious Mary away in silence. If we encounter, perchance, quite unexpectedly a Leda by Michelangelo or a too nude Assumption by Bronzino, we turn away in disgust. Art must be limited to conventional theories and when so limited is not worth much anyhow.

It was amazing to see them strutting in and out, their good clothes rustling, an automobile in waiting, noisily puffing the while they gather aimless impressions wherewith to browbeat their neighbors. George and Henry and Mary and Anabel, protesting half the time or in open rebellion, are duly led to see the things which have been the most enthusiastically recommended, be they palaces or restaurants.

I often wondered what it wasthe bestwhich these people got out of their trip abroad. The heavy Germans I saw I always suspected of having solid Teutonic understanding and appreciation of everything; the English were uniformly polite, reserved, intelligent, apparently discriminating. But these Americans! If you told them the true story of Antinous, whose head I saw them occasionally admiring; or forced upon them the true details of the Borgias, the Sforzas, the Medici, or even the historical development of Art, they would fly in horror. They have no room in their little crania for anything save their own notions,the standards of the Methodist Church at Keokuk. I think, sometimes, perhaps it is because we are all growing to a different standard, trying to make life something different from what it has always been, or appeared to be, that all the trouble comes about. Time will remedy that. Life,its heavy, interminable processes,will break any theory. I conceive of life as a blind goddess, pouring from separate jars, one of which she holds in each hand, simultaneously, the streams of good and evil, which mingling, make this troubled existence, flowing ever onward to the sea.

It was also while I was at Florence that I finally decided to change my plan and visit Venice. It is a city without a disappointment, a publisher-friend of mine had one time assured me, with the greatest confidence. And so, here at Florence, on this first morning, I altered my plans; I changed my ticket at Thomas Cooks and crowded Venice in between Florence and Milan. I gave myself a stay of four days, deciding to lengthen it if I chose.

I really think that every traveler of to-day owes a debt of gratitude to Thomas Cook & Sons. I never knew, until I went abroad what an accommodation the offices of this concern are. Your mail is always courteously received and cared for; your routes and tickets are changed and altered at your slightest whim; your local bank is their cash-desk and the only advisers you have, if you are alone and without the native tongue at your convenience, are their clerks and agents at the train. It does not make any difference to me that that is their business and that they make a profit. In a foreign city where you are quite alone you would grant them twice the profit for this courtesy. And it was my experience, in the slight use I made of their service, that their orders and letters of advice were carefully respected and that when you came conducted by Thomas Cook, whether you took the best or the worst, you were politely and assiduously looked after.

One of the most amusing letters that I received while abroad was from this same publisher-friend who wanted me to go to Venice. Not so long before I left Rome, he had arrived with his wife, daughter, and a young girl friend of his daughter whose first trip abroad they were sponsoring. At a luncheon they had given me, the matter of seeing the Pope had come up and I mentioned that I had been so fortunate as to find some one who could introduce me, and that it was just possible, if they wished it, that my friend would extend his courtesy to them. The young girls in particular were eager, but I was not sure. I left Rome immediately afterward, writing to my British correspondent, bespeaking his interest in their behalf, and at the same time to my publisher-friend that I was doing so. As an analysis of girlhood vagaries, keen and clever, read his letter:

My Dear Dreiser:

The young woman who thinks she wants to see the Pope goes under the name of Margaret,but I would nt try very hard to bring it about, because if Margaret went, my daughter would want to go, and if Margaret and my daughter went, my wife would feel out in the cold. (The old man can stand it.)

Margarets motives are simply childish curiosity, possibly combined with a slight desire to give pleasure to the Holy Father.

But dont try to get that Papal interview for Margaret unless you can get it for all the ladies. You will introduce a serpent into my paradise.

No serpent was introduced because I could nt get the interview.

And the cells and cloister of San Marco,shall I ever forget them? I went there on a spring morning (spring in Italy) when the gleaming light outside filled the cloister with a cool brightness, and studied the frescoes of Fra Angelico and loitered between the columns of the arches in the cloister proper, meditating upon the beauty of the things here gathered. Really, Italy is too beautiful. One should be a poet in soul, insatiable as to art, and he should linger here forever. Each poorest cell here has a small fresco by Fra Angelico, and the refectory, the chapter house, and the foresteria are filled with large compositions, all rich in that symbolism which is only wonderful because of the art-feeling of the master. I lingered in the cells, the small chambers once occupied by Savonarola, and meditated on the great zealots imaginings. In a way his dream of the destruction of the Papacy came true. Even as he preached, the Reformation was at hand, only he did not know it. Martin Luther was coming. The black cross was over Rome! And also true was his thought that the end of the old order in Italy had come. It surely had. Never afterwards was it quite the same and never would it be so again. And equally true was his vision of the red cross over Jerusalem, for never was the simple humanism of Jesus so firmly based in the minds of men as it is to-day, though all creeds and religions theories totter wearily to their ruin. Savonarola was destroyed, but not his visions or his pleas. They are as fresh and powerful to-day, as magnetic and gripping, as are any that have been made in history.

It was the same with the Bargello, the tombs of the Medici, San Miniato and the basilica and monastery at Fiesole. That last, with the wind singing in the cypresses, a faint mist blowing down the valley of the Arno, all Florence lying below and the lights of evening beginning to appear, stands fixed and clear in my mind. I saw it for the last time the evening before I left. I sat on a stone bench overlooking a wonderful prospect, rejoicing in the artistic spirit of Italy which has kept fresh and clean these wonders of art, when I was approached by a brown Dominican, his feet and head bare, his body stout and comfortable. He asked for alms! I gave him a lira for the sake of Savonarola who belonged to his order andbecause of the spirit of Italy, that in the midst of a changing, commercializing world still ministers to these shrines of beauty and keeps them intact and altogether lovely.

One last word and I am done. I strolled out from Santa Croce one evening a little confused by the charm of all I had seen and wondering how I could best bestow my time for the remaining hours of light. I tried first to find the house of Michelangelo which I fancied was somewhere in the vicinity, but not finding it, came finally to the Arno which I followed upstream. The evening was very pleasant, quite a sense of spring in the air and of new-made gardens, and I overcame my disappointment at having failed to accomplish my original plan. I passed new streets, wider than the old ones in the heart of the city, with street lamps, arc-lights, modern awnings and a trolley-car running in the distance. Presently I came to a portion of the Arno lovelier than any I had yet seen. Of course the walls through which it flows in the city had disappeared and in their place came grass-covered banks with those tall thin poplars I had so much admired in France. The waters were a Nile green at this hour and the houses, collected in small groups, were brown, yellow, or white, with red or brown roofs and brown or green shutters. The old idea of arches with columns and large projecting roofs still persisted in these newer, outlying houses and made me wonder whether Florence might not, after all, always keep this characteristic.

As I went farther out the houses grew less frequent and lovely bluish-black hills appeared. There was a smoke-stack in the distance, just to show that Florence was not dead to the idea of manufacturing, and beyond in a somewhat different direction the dome of the cathedral,that really impressive dome.

Some men were fishing in the stream from the bank, apparently catching nothing. I noticed the lovely cypresses of the South in the distance, the large villas on the hills, and here and there clumps of those tall, slender trees of France, not conspicuous elsewhere on my journey.

In one place I noticed the largest display of washing I have ever seen, quite the largest,a whole field of linen, no less, hung out to dry; and in another place some slow-moving men cutting wood.

It was very warm, very pleasant, slightly suggestive of rain, with the smoke going up straight, and after a while when the evening church-bells were beginning to ring, calling to each other from vale and hill, my sense of springtime and pleasant rural and suburban sweetness was complete.

Laughter carried I noticed, in some peculiar, echoing way. The music of the bells was essentially quieting.

I had no sense of Florence, old or new, but just spring, hope, new birth. And as I turned back after a time I knew I had acquired a different and very precious memory of Florencesomething that would last me years and years. I should always think of the Arno as it looked this eveninghow safe and gracious and still. I should always hear the voices in laughter, and the bells; I should always see the children playing on the green banks, quite as I used to play on the Wabash and the Tippecanoe; and their voices in Italian were no less sweet than our childish voices. I had a feeling that somehow the spirit of Italy was like that of America, and that somehow there is close kinship between us and Italy, and that it was not for nothing that an Italian discovered America or that Americans, of all people, have apparently loved Italy most and rivaled it most closely in their periods of greatest achievement.


CHAPTER XL

MARIA BASTIDA

IN studying out my itinerary at Florence I came upon the homely advice in Baedeker that in Venice care should be taken in embarking and disembarking, especially when the tide is low, exposing the slimy lower steps. That, as much as anything I had ever read, visualized this wonder city to me. These Italian cities, not being large, end so quickly that before you can say Jack Robinson you are out of them and away, far into the country. It was early evening as we pulled out of Florence; and for a while the country was much the same as it had been in the southhill-towns, medieval bridges and strongholds, the prevailing solid browns, pinks, grays and blues of the architecture, the white oxen, pigs and shabby carts, but gradually, as we neared Bologna, things seemed to take on a very modern air of factories, wide streets, thoroughly modern suburbs and the like. It grew dark shortly after that and the country was only favored by the rich radiance of the moon which made it more picturesque and romantic, but less definite and distinguishable.

In the compartment with me were two women, one a comfortable-looking matron traveling from Florence to Bologna, the other a young girl of twenty or twenty-one, of the large languorous type, and decidedly good looking. She was very plainly dressed and evidently belonged to the middle class.

The married Italian lady was small and good-looking and bourgeoise. Considerably before dinner-time, and as we were nearing Bologna, she opened a small basket which she carried and took from it a sandwich, an apple, and a bit of cheese, which she ate placidly. For some reason she occasionally smiled at me good-naturedly, but not speaking Italian, I was without the means of making a single observation. At Bologna I assisted her with her parcels and received a smiling backward glance and then I settled myself in my seat wondering what the remainder of the evening would bring forth. I was not so very long in discovering.

Once the married lady of Bologna had disappeared, my young companion took on new life. She rose, smoothed down her dress and reclined comfortably in her seat, her cheek laid close against the velvet-covered arm, and looked at me occasionally out of half-closed eyes. She finally tried to make herself more comfortable by lying down and I offered her my fur overcoat as a pillow. She accepted it with a half-smile.

About this time the dining-car steward came through to take a memorandum of those who wished to reserve places for dinner. He looked at the young lady but she shook her head negatively. I made a sudden decision. Reserve two places, I said. The servitor bowed politely and went away. I scarcely knew why I had said this, for I was under the impression my young lady companion spoke only Italian, but I was trusting much to my intuition at the moment.

A little later, when it was drawing near the meal time, I said, Do you speak English?

Non, she replied, shaking her head.

Sprechen Sie Deutsch?

Ein weniy, she replied, with an easy, babyish, half-German, half-Italian smile.

Sie sind doch Italianisch, I suggested.

Oh, oui! she replied, and put her head down comfortably on my coat.

Reisen Sie nach Venedig? I inquired.

Oui, she nodded. She half smiled again.

I had a real thrill of satisfaction out of all this, for although I speak abominable German, just sufficient to make myself understood by a really clever person, yet I knew, by the exercise of a little tact I should have a companion to dinner.

You will take dinner with me, wont you? I stammered in my best German. I do not understand German very well, but perhaps we can make ourselves understood. I have two places.

She hesitated, and saidIch bin nicht hungerich.

But for companys sake, I replied.

Mais, oui, she replied indifferently.

I then asked her whether she was going to any particular hotel in VeniceI was bound for the Royal Danieliand she replied that her home was in Venice.

Maria Bastida was a most interesting type. She was a Diana for size, pallid, with a full rounded body. Her hair was almost flaxen and her hands large but not unshapely. She seemed to be strangely world-weary and yet strangely passionatethe kind of mind and body that does and does not, care; a kind of dull, smoldering fire burning within her and yet she seemed indifferent into the bargain. She asked me an occasional question about New York as we dined, and though wine was proffered she drank little and, true to her statement that she was not hungry, ate little. She confided to me in soft, difficult German that she was trying not to get too stout, that her mother was German and her father Italian and that she had been visiting an uncle in Florence who was in the grocery business. I wondered how she came to be traveling first class.

The time passed. Dinner was over and in several hours more we would be in Venice. We returned to our compartment and because the moon was shining magnificently we stood in the corridor and watched its radiance on clustered cypresses, villa-crowned hills, great stretches of flat prairie or marsh land, all barren of trees, and occasionally on little towns all white and brown, glistening in the clear light.

It will be a fine night to see Venice for the first time, I suggested.

Oh, oui! Herrlich! Prachtvoll! she replied in her queer mixture of French and German.

I liked her command of sounding German words.

She told me the names of stations at which we stopped, and finally she exclaimed quite gaily, Now we are here! The Lagoon!

I looked out and we were speeding over a wide body of water. It was beautifully silvery and in the distance I could see the faint outlines of a city. Very shortly we were in a car yard, as at Rome and Florence, and then under a large train shed, and then, conveyed by, an enthusiastic Italian porter, we came out on the wide stone platform that faces the Grand Canal. Before me were the white walls of marble buildings and intervening in long, waving lines a great street of water; the gondolas, black, shapely, a great company of them, nudging each other on its rippling bosom, green-stained stone steps, sharply illuminated by electric lights leading down to them, a great crowd of gesticulating porters and passengers. I startled Maria by grabbing her by the arm, exclaiming in German, Wonderful! Wonderful!

Est ist herrlich (It is splendid), she replied.

We stepped into a gondola, our bags being loaded in afterwards. It was a singularly romantic situation, when you come to think of it: entering Venice by moonlight and gliding off in a gondola in company with an unknown and charming Italian girl who smiled and sighed by turns and fairly glowed with delight and pride at my evident enslavement to the beauty of it all.

She was directing the gondolier where to leave her when I exclaimed, Dont leave meplease! Lets do Venice together!

She was not offended. She shook her head, a bit regretfully I like to think, and smiled most charmingly. Venice has gone to your head. To-morrow youll forget me!

And there my adventure ended!

It is a year, as I write, since I last saw the flaxen-haired Maria, and I find she remains quite as firmly fixed in my memory as Venice itself, which is perhaps as it should be.

But the five or six days I spent in Venicehow they linger. How shall one ever paint water and light and air in words. I had wild thoughts as I went about of a splendid panegyric on Venicea poem, no lessbut finally gave it up, contenting myself with humble notes made on the spot which at some time I hoped to weave into something better. Here they area portion of themthe task unfinished.

What a city! To think that man driven by the hand of circumstancethe dread of destructionshould have sought out these mucky sea islands and eventually reared as splendid a thing as this. The Veneti driven by the Lombards, reads my Baedeker, sought the marshy islands of the sea. Even so. Then came hard toil, fishing, trading, the wonders of the wealth of the East. Then came the Doges, the cathedral, these splendid semi-Byzantine palaces. Then came the painters, religion, romance, history. To-day here it stands, a splendid shell, reminiscent of its former glory. Oh, Venice! Venice!

The Grand Canal under a glittering moon. The clocks striking twelve. A horde of black gondolas. Lovely cries. The rest is silence. Moon picking out the ripples in silver and black. Think of these old stone steps, white marble stained green, laved by the waters of the sea these hundreds of years. A long, narrow street of water. A silent boat passing. And this is a city of a hundred and sixty thousand!

Wonderful painted arch doorways and windows. Trefoil and quadrifoil decorations. An old iron gate with some statues behind it. A balcony with flowers. The Bridge of Sighs! Nothing could be so perfect as a city of water.

The Lagoon at midnight under a full moon. Now I think I know what Venice is at its best. Distant lights, distant voices. Some one singing. There are pianos in this sea-isle city, playing at midnight. Just now a man silhouetted blackly, under a dark arch. Our gondola takes us into the very hallway of the Royal-Danieli.

Water! Water! The music of all earthly elements. The lap of water! The sigh of water! The flow of water! In Venice you have it everywhere. It sings at the base of your doorstep; it purrs softly under your window; it suggests the eternal rhythm and the eternal flow at every angle. Time is running away; life is running away, and here in Venice, at every angle (under your window) is its symbol. I know of no city which at once suggests the lapse of time hourly, momentarily, and yet soothes the heart because of it. For all its movement or because of it, it is gay, light-hearted, without being enthusiastic. The peace that passes all understanding is here, soft, rhythmic, artistic. Venice is as gay as a song, as lovely as a jewel (an opal or an emerald), as rich as marble and as great as verse. There can only be one Venice in all the world!

No horses, no wagons, no clanging of cars. Just the patter of human feet. You listen here and the very language is musical. The voices are soft. Why should they be loud? They have nothing to contend with. I am wild about this place. There is a sweetness in the hush of things which woos, and yet it is not the hush of silence. All is life here, all movementa sweet, musical gaiety. I wonder if murder and robbery can flourish in any of these sweet streets. The life here is like that of children playing. I swear in all my life I have never had such ravishing sensations of exquisite art-joy, of pure, delicious enthusiasm for the physical, exterior aspect of a city. It is as mild and sweet as moonlight itself.

This hotel, Royal Danieli, is a delicious old palace, laved on one side by a canal. My room commands the whole of the Lagoon. George Sand and Alfred de Musset occupied a room here somewhere. Perhaps I have it.

Venice is so markedly different from Florence. There all is heavy, somber, defensive, serious. Here all is light, airy, graceful, delicate. There could be no greater variation. Italy is such a wonderful country. It has Florence, Venice, Rome and Naples, to say nothing of Milan and the Riviera, which should really belong to it. No cornices here in Venice. They are all left behind in Florence.

What shall I say of St. Marks and the Ducal Palace mosaics of history, utterly exquisite. The least fragment of St. Marks I consider of the utmost value. The Ducal Palace should be guarded as one of the great treasures of the world. It is perfect.

Fortunately I saw St. Marks in the morning, in clear, refreshing, springlike sunlight. Neither Venice nor Florence have the hard glitter of the Southonly a rich brightness. The domes are almost gold in effect. The nine frescoes of the faade, gold, red and blue. The walls, cream and gray. Before it is the oblique quadrangle which necessitates your getting far to one side to see the church squarelya perfect and magnificently individual. jewel. All the great churches are that, I notice. Overhead a sky of blue. Before you a great, smooth pavement, crowded with people, the Campanile (just recompleted) soaring heavenward in perfect lines. What a square! What a treasure for a city to have! Momentarily this space is swept over by great clouds of pigeons. The new reproduction of the old Campanile glows with a radiance all its own. Above all, the gilded crosses of the church. To the right the lovely arcaded faade of the library. To the right of the church, facing the 
There can only be one Venice square, the fretted beauty of the Doges Palacea portion of it. As I was admiring it a warship in the harbor fired a great guntwelve oclock. Up went all my pigeons, thousands it seemed, sweeping in great restless circles while church bells began to chime and whistles to blow. Where are the manufactories of Venice?

At first you do not realize it, but suddenly it occurs to youa city of one hundred and sixty thousand without a wagon, or horse, without a long, wide street, anywhere, without trucks, funeral processions, street cars. All the shops doing a brisk business, citizens at work everywhere, material pouring in and out, but no wagonsonly small barges and gondolas. No noise save the welcome clatter of human feet; no sights save those which have a strange, artistic pleasantness. You can hear people talking sociably, their voices echoed by the strange cool walls. You can hear birds singing high up in pretty windows where flowers trail downward; you can hear the soft lap of waters on old steps at times, the softest, sweetest music of all.

I find boxes, papers, straw, vegetable waste, all cast indifferently into the water and all borne swiftly out to sea. People open windows and cast out packages as if this were the only way. I walked into the Banca di Napoli this afternoon, facing the Grand Canal. It was only a few moments after the regular closing hour. I came upon it from some narrow lanesome dry street. It was quite open, the ground floor. There was a fine, dark-columned hall opening out upon the water. Where were the clerks, I wondered? There were none. Where that ultimate hurry and sense of life that characterizes the average bank at this hour? Nowhere. It was lovely, open, dark,as silent as a ruin. When did the bank do business, I asked myself. No answer. I watched the waters from its steps and then went away.

One of the little tricks of the architects here is to place a dainty little Gothic balcony above a door, perhaps the only one on the faade, and that hung with vines.

Venice is mad about campaniles. It has a dozen, I think, some of them leaning, like the tower at Pisa.

I must not forget the old rose of the clouds in the west.

A gondolier selling vegetables and crying his wares is pure music. At my feet white steps laved by whitish-blue water. Tall, cool, damp walls, ten feet apart. Cool, wet, red brick pavements. The sun shining above makes one realize how lovely and cool it is here; and birds singing everywhere.

Gondolas doing everything, carrying casks, coal, lumber, lime, stone, flour, bricks, and boxed supplies generally, and others carrying vegetables, fruit, kindling and flowers. Only now I saw a boat slipping by crowded with red geraniums.

Lovely pointed windows and doors; houses, with colonnades, trefoils, quadrifoils, and exquisite fluted cornices to match, making every house that strictly adheres to them a jewel. It is Gothic, crossed with Moorish and Byzantine fancy. Some of them take on the black and white of London smoke, though why I have no idea. Others being colored richly at first are weathered by time into lovely half-colors or tones.

These little canals are heavenly! They wind like scattered ribbons, flung broadcast, and the wind touches them only in spots, making the faintest ripples. Mostly they are as still as death. They have exquisite bridges crossing in delightful arches and wonderful doors and steps open into them, steps gray or yellow or black with age, steps that have green and brown moss on them and that are alternately revealed or hidden by a high or low tide. Here comes a gondolier now, peddling oranges. The music of his voice!

Latticework is everywhere, and it so obviously belongs here. Latticework in the churches, the houses, the public buildings, Venice loves it. It is oriental and truly beautiful.

I find myself at a branch station of the water street-car service. There are gondolas here, too,a score for hire. This man hails me genially, his brown hands and face, and small, old, soft roll hat a picture in the sun. I feel as if I were dreaming or as if this were some exquisite holiday of my childhood. One could talk for years of these passages in which, amidst the shadow and sunlight of cool, gray walls a gleam of color has shown itself. You look clown narrow courts to lovely windows or doors or bridges or niches with a virgin or a saint in them. Now it is a black-shawled housewife or a fat, phlegmatic man that turns a corner; now a girl in a white skirt and pale green shawl, or a red skirt and a black shawl. Unexpected doorways, (lark and deep with pleasant industries going on inside, bakeries with a wealth of new, warm bread; butcheries with red meat and brass scales; small restaurants, where appetizing roasts and meat-pies are displayed. Unexpected bridges, unexpected squares, unexpected streams of people moving in the sun, unexpected terraces, unexpected boats, unexpected voices, unexpected songs. That is Venice.

To-day I took a boat on the Grand Canal to the Giardino which is at the eastern extreme of the city. It was evening. I found a lovely island just adjoining the gardensa Piazza dArena. Rich green grass and a line of small trees along three sides. Silvery water. A second leaning tower and more islands in the distance. Cool and pleasant, with that lovely sense of evening in the air which comes only in spring. They said it would be cold in Venice, but it is nt. Birds twittering, the waters of the bay waveless, the red, white and brown colors of the city showing in rich patches. I think if there is a heaven on earth, it is Venice in spring.

Just now the sun came out and I witnessed a Turner effect. First this lovely bay was suffused with a silvery-gold lightits very surface. Then the clouds in the west broke into ragged masses. The sails, the islands, the low buildings in the distance began to stand out brilliantly. Even the Campanile, San Giorgio Maggiore and the Salute took on an added glory. I was witnessing a great sky-and-water song, a poem, a picturesomething to identify Venice with my life. Three ducks went by, high in the air, honking as they went. A long black flotilla of thin-prowed coal barges passed in the foreground. The engines of a passing steamer heat rhythmically and I breathed deep and joyously to think I had witnessed all.

Bells over the water, the lap of waves, the smell of seaweed. How soft and elevated and ethereal voices sound at this time. An Italian sailor, sitting on the grass looking out over it all, has his arms about his girl.

It would be easy to give an order for ten thousand lovely views of Venice, and get them.


CHAPTER XLI

VENICE

ASIDE from the cathedral of St. Marks, the Doges Palace and the Academy or Venetian gallery of old masters, I could find little of artistic significance in Venicelittle aside from the wonderful spectacle of the city as a whole. As a spectacle, viewed across the open space of water, known as the Lagoon, the churches of San Giorgio Maggiore and Santa Maria Bella Salute with their domes and campaniles strangely transfigured by light and air, are beautiful. Close at hand, for me, they lost much romance which distance gave them, though the mere space of their interiors was impressive. The art, according to my judgment, was bad and in the main I noticed that my guide books agreed with mespiritless religious representations which, after the Sistine Chapel in Rome and such pictures as those of Michelangelos Holy Family and Botticellis Adoration of the Magi in the Uffizi at Florence, were without import. I preferred to speculate on the fear of the plague which had produced the Salute and the discovery of the body of St. Stephen, the martyr, which had given rise to San Giorgio, for it was interesting to think, with these facts before me, how art and spectacle in life so often take their rise from silly, almost pointless causes and a plain lie is more often the foundation of a great institution than a truth. Santa Maria did nt save the citizens of Venice from the plague in 1630, and in 1110 the Doge Ordelafo Faliero did not bring back the true body of St. Stephen from, Palestine, although he may have thought he did,at least there are other true bodies. But the old, silly progress of illusion, vanity, politics and the like has produced these and other institutions throughout the world and will continue to do so, no doubt, until time shall be no more. It was interesting to me to see the once large and really beautiful Dominican monastery surrounding San Giorgio turned into barracks and offices for government officials. I do not see why these churches should not be turned into libraries or galleries. Their religious import is quite gone.

In Venice it was, I think, that I got a little sick of churches and. second- and third-rate art. The city itself is so beautiful, exteriorly speaking, that only the greatest art could be tolerated here, yet aside from the Academy, which is crowded with canvases by Bellini, Tintoretto, Titian, Veronese and others of the Venetian school, and the Ducal Palace, largely decorated by Tintoretto and Veronese, there is nothing, save of course St. Marks. Outside of that and the churches of the Salute and San Giorgio,both bad, artistically, I think,there are thirty-three or thirty-four other churches all with bits of something which gets them into the catalogues, a Titian, a Tintoretto, a Giorgione or a Paolo Veronese, until the soul wearies and you say to yourselfWell, Ive had about enough of thiswhat is the use?

There is no use. Unless you are tracing the rise of religious art, or trying to visit the tombs of semi-celebrated persons, or following out the work of some one man or group of men to the last fragment you might as well desist. There is nothing in it. I sought church after church, entering (lark, pleasant, but not often imposing, interiors only to find a single religious representation of one kind or another hardly worth the trouble. In the Frari I found Titians famous Madonna of the Pescaro family and a pretentious mausoleum commemorating Canova, and in Santa Maria Formosa Palma Vecchios St. Barbara and four other saints, which appealed to me very much, but in the main I was disappointed and made dreary. After St. Peters, the Vatican, St. Pauls Without the Walls in Rome, the cathedrals at Pisa and elsewhere, and the great galleries of Florence, Venice seemed to me artistically dull. I preferred always to get out into the streets again to see the small shops, to encounter the winding canals, to cross the little bridges and to feel that here was something new and different, far different and more artistic than anything which any church or museum could show.

One of the strangest things about Venice to me was the curious manner in which you could always track a great public square or market place of some kind by following some thin trickling of people you would find making their way in a given direction. Suddenly in some quite silent residence section, with all its lovely waterways about you, you would encounter a small thin stream of people going somewhere, perhaps five or six in a row, over bridges, up narrow alleys, over more bridges, through squares or triangles past churches or small stores and constantly swelling in volume until you found yourself in the midst of a small throng turning now right, now left, when suddenly you came out on the great open market place or piazza to which they were all tending. They always struck me as a sheep-like company, these Venetians, very mild, very soft, pattering here and there with vague, almost sad eyes. Here in Venice I saw no newspapers displayed at all, nor ever heard any called, nor saw any read. There was none of that morning vigor which characterizes an American city. It was always more like a quiet village scene to me than any aspect of a fair-sized city. Yet because I was comfortable in Venice and because all the while I was there it was so radiantly beautiful, I left it with real sorrow. To me it was perfect.

The one remaining city of Italy that I was yet to see, Milan, because already I had seen so much of Italy and because I was eager to get into Switzerland and Germany, was of small interest to me. It was a long, tedious ride to Milan, and I spent my one clay there rambling about without enthusiasm. Outside of a half-dozen early Christian basilicas, which I sedulously avoided (I employed a guide), there was only the cathedral, the now dismantled palace and fortress of the Sforzas masquerading as a museum and the local art gallery, an imposing affair crowded with that same religious art work of the Renaissance which, one might almost say in the language of the Milwaukee brewer, had made Italy famous. I was, however, about fed up on art. As a cathedral that of Milan seemed as imposing as any, great and wonderful. I was properly impressed with its immense stained-glass windows, said to be the largest in the world, its fifty-two columns supporting its great roof, its ninety-eight pinnacles and two thousand statues. Of a splendid edifice such as this there is really nothing to sayit is like Amiens, Rouen, and Canterburysimply astounding. It would be useless to attempt to describe the emotions it provoked, as useless as to indicate the feelings some of the pictures in the local gallery aroused in me. It would be Amiens all over again, or some of the pictures in the Uffizi. It seemed to me the newest of all the Gothic cathedrals I saw, absolutely preserved in all its details and as recently erected as yesterday, yet it was begun in 1386.

The wonder of this and of every other cathedral like it that I saw, to me, was never their religious but their artistic significance. Some one with a splendid imagination must always have been behind each oneand I can never understand the character or the temper of an age or a people that will let anything happen to them.

But if I found little of thrilling artistic significance after Rome and the south I was strangely impressed with the modernity of Milan. Europe, to me, is not so old in its texture anywhere as one would suppose. Most European cities of large size are of recent growth, just as American cities are. So many of the great buildings that we think of as time-worn, such as the Ducal Palace at Venice, and elsewhere, are in an excellent state of preservationquite new looking. Venice has many new buildings in the old style. Rome is largely composed of modern tenements and apartment houses. There are elevators in Perugia, and when you reach Milan you find it newer than St. Louis or Cleveland. If there is any medieval spirit anywhere remaining in Milan I could not find it. The shops are bright and attractive. There are large department stores, and the honk-honk of the automobile is quite as common here as anywhere. It has only five hundred thousand population, but, even so, it evidences great commercial force. If you ride out in the suburbs, as I did, you see new houses, new factories, new streets, new everything. Unlike the inhabitants of southern Italy, the people are large physically and I did not understand this until I learned that they are freely mingled with the Germans. The Germans are here in force, in control of the silk mills, the leather manufactories, the restaurants, the hotels, the book stores and printing establishments. It is a wonder to me that they are not in control of the Opera House and the musical activities, and I have no doubt that they influence it greatly. The director of La Scala ought to be a German, if he is not. I got a first suggestion of Paris in the tables set before the cafs in the Arcade of Vittorio Emanuele and had my first taste of Germany in the purely German beer-halls with their orchestras of men or women, where for a few cents expended for beer you can sit by the hour and listen to the music. In the hotel where I stopped the German precision of regulation was as marked as anywhere in Germany. It caused me to wonder whether the Germans would eventually sweep down and possess Italy and, if they did, what they would make of it or what Italy would make of them.


CHAPTER XLII

LUCERNE

I ENTERED Switzerland at Chiasso, a little way from Lake Como in Italy, and left it at Basle near the German frontier, and all I saw was mountainsmountainsmountainssome capped with snow and some without, tall, sharp, craggy peaks, and rough, sharp declivities, with here and there a patch of grass, here and there a deep valley, here and there a lonely, wide-roofed, slab-built house with those immense projecting eaves first made familiar to me by the shabby adaptations which constitute our L stations in New York. The landscape hardens perceptibly a little way out of Milan. High slopes and deep lakes appear; At Chiasso, the first stop in Switzerland, I handed the guard a half-dozen letters I had written in Milan and stamped with Italian stamps. I did not know until I did this that we were out of Italy, had already changed guards and that a new crewSwisswas in charge of the train. Monsieur, he said, tapping the stamp significantly, vows tes en Suisee. I do not understand French, but I did comprehend that, and I perceived also that I was talking to a Swiss. All the people on the platform were Schweitzers as the Germans call them, fair, chunky, stolid-looking souls without a touch of that fire or darkness so generally present a few miles south. Why should a distance of ten miles, five miles, make such an astonishing change? It is one of the strangest experiences of travel, to cross an imaginary boundary-line and find everything different; people, dress, architecture, landscape, often soil and foliage. It proves that countries are not merely soil and climatic conditions but that there is something morea race stock which is not absolutely a product of the soil and which refuses to yield entirely to climate. Races like animals have an origin above soil and do hold their own in spite of changed or changing climatic conditions. Cross any boundary you like from one country into another and judge for yourself.

Now that I was started, really out of Italy, I was ready for any change, the more marked the better; and here was one. Switzerland is about as much like Italy as a rock is like a bouquet of flowersa sharp-edged rock and a rich colorful, odorous bouquet. And yet, in spite of all its chill, bare bleakness, its high ridges and small shut-in valleys, it has beauty; cold but real. As the train sped on toward Lucerne I kept my face glued to the window-pane on one side or the other, standing most of the time in the corridor, and was rewarded constantly by a magnificent panorama. Such bleak, sharp crags as stood always above us, such cold, white fields of snow! Sometimes the latter stretched down toward us in long deep caons or ravines until they disappeared as thin white streaks at the bottom. I saw no birds of any kind flying; no gardens nor patches of flowers anywhere, only brown or gray or white chlets with heavy over-hanging eaves and an occasional stocky, pale-skinned citizen in a short jacket, knee trousers, small round hat and flamboyant waistcoat. I wondered whether I was really seeing the national costume. I was. I saw more of it at Lucerne, that most hotelly of cities, and in the mountains and valleys of the territory beyond ittoward Basle. Somebody once said of God that he might love all the creatures he had made but he certainly could nt admire them. I will reverse that for Switzerland. I might always admire its wonders but I could never love them.

And yet after hours and hours of just this twisting and turning up slope and down valley, when I reached Lucerne I thought it was utterly beautiful. Long before we reached there the lake appeared and we followed its shores, whirling in and out of tunnels and along splendid slopes. Arrived at Lucerne, I came out into the piazza which spreads before the station to the very edge of the lake. I was instantly glad that I had included Lucerne in my itinerary. It was evening and the lamps in the village (it is not a large city) were already sparkling and the water of the lake not only reflected the glow of the lamps along its shores but the pale pinks and mauves over the tops of the peaks in the west. There was snow on the upper stretches of the mountains but down here in this narrow valley filled with quaint houses, hotels, churches and modern apartments, all was balmy and pleasant,not at all cold. My belongings were bundled into the attendant bus and I was rattled off to one of the best hotels I saw abroadthe Nationalof the Ritz-Carlton system; very quiet, very ornate, and with all those conveniences and comforts which the American has learned to expect, plus a European standard of service and politeness of which we can as yet know nothing in America.

I am afraid I have an insatiable appetite for natural beauty. I am entertained by character, thrilled by art, but of all the enlarging spiritual influences the natural panorama is to me the most important. This night, after my first day of rambling about Lucerne, I sat out on my hotel balcony, overlooking the lake and studied the dim moonlit outlines of the peaks crowding about it, the star-shine reflected in the water, the still distances and the moon sinking over the peaks to the west of the quaint city. Art has no method of including, or suggesting even, these vast sidereal spaces. The wonder of the night and moonlight is scarcely for the painters brush. It belongs in verse, the drama, great literary pageants such as those of Balzac, Turgenieff and Flaubert, but not in pictures. The human eye can see so much and the human heart responds so swiftly that it is only by suggestion that anything is achieved in art. Art cannot give you the night in all its fullness save as, by suggestion, it brings back the wonder of the reality which you have already felt and seen.

I think perhaps of the two impressions that I retained most distinctly of Lucerne, that of the evening and of the morning, the morning was best. I came out on my balcony at dawn, the first morning after I arrived, when the lake was lying below me in glassy, olive-black stillness. Up the bank to my left were trees, granite slopes, a small chlet built out over the water, its spiles standing in the still lake in a soothing, restful way. To my right, at the foot of the lake, lay Lucerne, its quaint outlines but vaguely apparent in the shadow. Across the lake only a little space were small boats, a dock, a church, and beyond them, in a circle, gray-black peaks. At their extreme summits along a rough, horny skyline were the suggestions of an electric dawn, a pale, steely gray brightening from dark into light.

It was not cold at Lucerne, though it was as yet only early March. The air was as soft and balmy as at Venice. As I sat there the mountain skyline brightened first to a faint pink, the snow on the ridges took on a lavender and bluish hue as at evening, the green of the lower slopes became softly visible and the water began to reflect the light of the sky, the shadow of the banks, the little boats, and even some wild ducks flying over its surface,ducks coming from what bleak, drear spaces I could only guess. Presently I saw a man come out from a hotel, enter a small canoe and paddle away in the direction of the upper lake. No other living thing appeared until the sky had changed from pink to blue, the water to a rich silvery gray, the green to a translucent green and the rays of the sun came finally glistering over the peaks. Then the rough notches and gaps of the mountainsgray where blown clear of snow, or white where filled with ittook on a sharp, brilliant roughness. You could see the cold peaks outlined clearly in the water, and the little steeples of the churches. My wild ducks were still paddling briskly about. I noticed that a particular pair found great difficulty in finding the exact spot to suit them. With a restless quank, quank, quank, they would rise and fly a space only to light with a soft splatter and quack cheerfully. When they saw the lone rower returning they followed him, coming up close to the hotel dock and paddling smartly in his vicinity. I watched him fasten his boat and contemplate the ducks. After he had gone away I wondered if they were pets of his. Then the day having clearly come, I went inside.

By ten oclock all Lucerne seemed to have come out to promenade along the smooth walks that border the shore. Pretty church-bells in severe, conical towers began to ring and students in small, dark, tambourine-like hats, jackets, tight trousers, and carrying little canes about the size of batons, began to walk smartly up and down. There were a few travelers present, wintering here, no doubt,English and Americans presenting their usual severe, intellectual, inquiring and self-protective dispositions. They stood out in sharp contrast to the native Swiss,a fair, stolid, quiescent people. The town itself by day I found to be as clean, spruce and orderly as a private pine forest. I never saw a more spick and span place, not even in ge-washed and ge-brushed Germany.

This being Sunday and wonderfully fair, I decided to take the trip up the lake on one of the two small steamers that I saw anchored at apparently rival docks. They may have served boats plying on different arms of the lake. On this trip I fell in with a certain Major Y. Myata, M.D., Surgeon, Imperial Japanese Army as his card read, who, I soon learned, was doing Europe much as I was, only entirely alone. I first saw him as he bought his ticket on board the steamer at Lucerne,a small, quiet, wiry man, very keen and observant, who addressed the purser in English first and later in German. He came on the top deck into the first-class section, a fair-sized camera slung over his shoulder, a notebook sticking out of the pocket, and finding a seat, very carefully dusted his small feet with the extreme corners of his military overcoat, and rubbed his thin, horse-hairy mustache with a small, claw-like hand. He looked about in a quiet way and began after the boat started to take pictures and make copious notes. He had small, piercing, bird-like eyes and a strangely unconscious-seeming manner which was in reality anything but unconscious. We fell to talking of Switzerland, Germany and Italy, where he had been, and by degrees I learned the route of his trip, or what he chose to tell me of it, and his opinions concerning Europe and the Far Eastas much as he chose to communicate.

It appeared that before coming to Europe this time he had made but one other trip out of Japan, namely to California, where he had spent a year. He had left Japan in October, sailed direct for London and reached it in November; had already been through Holland and Belgium, France, Germany, Italy, and was bound for Munich and Hungary and, not strange to relate, Russia. He was coming to AmericaNew York particularly, and was eager to know of a good hotel. I mentioned twenty. He spoke English, French, Italian and German, although he had never before been anywhere except to California. I knew he spoke German, for I talked to him in that language and after finding that he could speak it better than I could I took his word for the rest. We lunched together. I mentioned the little I knew of the Japanese in New York. He brightened consider-ably. We compared travel notesItaly, France, England. I do not like the Italians, he observed in one place. I think they are tricky. They do not tell the truth.

They probably held up your baggage at the station.

They did more than that to me. I could never depend on them.

How do you like the Germans? I asked him.

A very wonderful people. Very civil I thought. The Rhine is beautiful.

I had to smile when I learned that he had done the night cafs of Paris, had contrasted English and French farce as represented by the Empire and the Folies-Bergre, and knew all about the Post Impressionists and the Futurists or Cubists. The latter he did not understand. It is possible, he said in his strange, sing-songy way, that they represent some motives of constructive sub-conscious mind with which we are not any of us familiar yet. Electricity came to man in some such way as that. I do not know. I do not pretend to understand it.

At the extreme upper end of Lucerne where the boat stopped, we decided to get out and take the train back. He was curious to see the shrine or tomb of William Tell which was listed as being near here, but when he learned that it was two or three miles and that we would miss a fast train, he was willing to give it up.

With a strange, old-world wisdom he commented on the political organization of Switzerland, saying that it struck him as strange that these Alpine fastnesses should ever have achieved an identity of their own. They have always been separate communities until quite recently, he said, and I think that perhaps only rail-roads, tunnels, telegraph and telephone have made their complete union satisfactory now.

I marveled at the wisdom of this Oriental as I do at so many of them. They are so intensely matter-of-fact and practical. Their industry is uncanny. This man talked to me of Alpine botany as contrasted with that of some of the mountain regions of Japan and then we talked of Lincoln, Grant, Washington, Li Hung Chang and Richard Wagner. He suggested quite simply that it was probable that Germanys only artistic outlet was music.

I was glad to have the company of Major Myata for dinner that same evening, for nothing could have been duller than the very charming Louis Quinze dining-room filled with utterly conventional American and English visitors. Small, soldierly, erect, he made quite an impression as he entered with me. The Major had been in two battles of the Russian-Japanese War and had witnessed an attack somewhere one night after midnight in a snowstorm. Here at table as he proceeded to explain in his quiet way, by means of knives and forks, the arrangement of the lines and means of caring for the wounded, I saw the various diners studying him. He was a very forceful-looking person. Very. He told me of the manner in which the sanitary and surgical equipment and control of the Japanese army had been completely revolutionized since the date of the Japanese-Russian War and that now all the present equipment was new. The great things in our army to-day, he observed very quietly at one point, are artillery and sanitation. A fine combination! He left me at midnight, after several hours in various cafs.


CHAPTER XLIII

ENTERING GERMANY

IF a preliminary glance at Switzerland suggested to me a high individuality, primarily Teutonic but secondarily national and distinctive, all I saw afterwards in Germany and Holland with which I contrasted it, confirmed my first impression. I believe that the Swiss, for all that they speak the German language and have an architecture that certainly has much in common with that of medieval Germany, are yet of markedly diverging character. They struck me in the main as colder, more taciturn, more introspective and less flamboyant than the Germans. The rank and file, in so far as I could see, were extremely sparing, saving, reserved. They reminded me more of such Austrians and Tyrolians as I have known, than of Germans. They were thinner, livelier in their actions, not so lusty nor yet so aggressive.

The new architecture which I saw between Lucerne and the German frontier reminded me of much of that which one sees in northern Ohio and Indiana and southern Michigan. There are still traces of the over-elaborate curlicue type of structure and decoration so interesting as being representative of medieval Teutonic life, but not much. The new manufacturing towns were very clean and spruce with modern factory buildings of the latest almost-all-glass type; and churches and public buildings, obviously an improvement or an attempt at improvement on older Swiss and Teutonic ideals, were everywhere apparent. Lucerne itself is divided into an old section, honored and preserved for its historic and commercial value, as being attractive to travelers; a new section, crowded with stores, tenements and apartments of the latest German and American type; and a hotel section, filled with large Anglicized and Parisianized structures, esplanades, small lounging squares and the like. I never bothered to look at Thorwaldsens famous lion. One look at a photograph years ago alienated me forever.

I had an interesting final talk on the morning of my departure from Lucerne with the resident manager of the hotel who was only one of many employees of a company that controlled, so he told me, hotels in Berlin, Frankfort, Paris, Rome and London. He had formerly been resident manager of a hotel in Frankfort, the one to which I was going, and said that he might be transferred any time to some other one. He was the man, as I learned, whom I had seen rowing on the lake the first morning I sat out on my balconythe one whom the wild ducks followed.

I saw you, I said as I paid my bill, out rowing on the lake the other morning. I should say that was pleasant exercise.

I always do it, he said very cheerfully. He was a tall, pale, meditative man with a smooth, longish, waxen countenance and very dark hair. He was the last word as to toilet and courtesy. I am glad to have the chance. I love nature.

Are those wild ducks I see on the lake flying about?

Oh, yes. We have lots of them. They are not allowed to be shot. Thats why they come here. We have gulls, too. There is a whole flock of gulls that conies here every winter. I feed them right out here at the dock every day.

Why, where can they come from? I asked. This is a long way from the sea.

I know it, he replied. It is strange. They come over the Alps from the Mediterranean I suppose. You will see them on the Rhine, too, if you go there. I dont know. They come though. Sometimes they leave for four or five days or a week, but they always come back. The captain of the steamer tells me he thinks they go to some other lake. They know me though. When they come back in the fall and I go out to feed them they make a great fuss.

They are the same gulls, then?

The very same.

I had to smile.

Those two ducks are great friends of mine, too, he went on, referring to the two I had seen following him. They always come up to the dock when I come out and when I come back from my row they come again. Oh, they make a great clatter.

He looked at me and smiled in a pleased way.

The train which I boarded at Lucerne was a through express from Milan to Frankfort with special cars for Paris and Berlin. It was crowded with Germans of a ruddy, solid variety, radiating health, warmth, assurance, defiance. I never saw a more marked contrast than existed between these travelers on the train and the local Swiss outside. The latter seemed much paler and less forceful by contrast, though not less intellectual and certainly more refined.

One stout, German lady, with something like eighteen packages, had made a veritable express room of her second-class compartment. The average traveler, entitled to a seat beside her, would take one look at her defenses and pass on. She was barricaded beyond any hope of successful attack.

I watched interestedly to see how the character of the people, soil and climate would change as we crossed the frontier into Germany. Every other country I had entered had presented a great contrast to the last. After passing fifteen or twenty Swiss towns and small cities, perhaps more, we finally reached Basle and there the crew was changed. I did not know it, being busy thinking of other things, until an immense, rotund, guttural-voiced conductor appeared at the door and wanted to know if I was bound for Frankfort. I looked out. It was just as I expected: another world and another atmosphere had been substituted for that of Switzerland. Already the cars and depot platforms were different, heavier I thought, more pretentious. Heavy German porters (packtrger) were in evidence. The cars, the vast majority of them here, bore the label of Imperial Germanythe wide-winged, black eagle with the crown above it, painted against a pinkish-white background, with the inscription Kaiserlicher Deutsche Post. A station-master, erect as a soldier, very large, with splendiferous parted whiskers, arrayed in a blue uniform and cap, regulated the departure of trains. The Uscita and Entrata of Italy here became Ein-gang and Ausgang, and the Bagaglia of every Italian station was here Gepck. The endless German Verboten, and Es ist untersagt also came into evidence. We rolled out into a wide, open, flat, mountainless plain with only the thin poplars of France in evidence and no waterways of any kind, and then I knew that Switzerland was truly no more.

If you want to see how the lesser Teutonic countries vary from this greater one, the dominant German Empire, pass this way from Switzerland into Germany, or from Germany into Holland. At Basle, as I have said, we left the mountains for once and for all. I saw but few frozen peaks after Lucerne. As we approached Basle they seemed to grow less and less and beyond that we entered a flat plain, as flat as Kansas and as arable as the Mississippi Valley, which stretched unbroken from Basle to Frankfort and from Frankfort to Berlin. Judging from what I saw the major part of Germany is a vast prairie, as flat as a pancake and as thickly strewn with orderly, new, bright forceful towns as England is with quaint ones.

However, now that I was here, I observed that it was just these qualities which make Germany powerful and the others weak. Such thoroughness, such force, such universal superintendence! Truly it is amazing. Once you are across the border, if you are at all sensitive to national or individual personalities you can feel it, vital, glowing, entirely superior and more ominous than that of Switzerland, or Italy, and often less pleasant. It is very much like the heat and glow of a furnace. Germany is a great forge or workshop. It resounds with the industry of a busy nation; it has all the daring and assurance of a successful man; it struts, commands, defies, asserts itself at every turn. You would not want to witness greater variety of character than you could by passing from England through France into Germany. After the stolidity and civility of the English, and the lightness and spirit of France, the blazing force and defiance of the Germans comes upon you as almost the most amazing of all.

In spite of the fact that my father was German and that I have known more or less of Germans all my life. I cannot say that I admired the personnel of the German Empire, the little that I saw of it, half so much as I admired some of the things they had apparently achieved. All the stations that I saw in Germany were in apple-pie order, new, bright, well-ordered. Big blue-lettered signs indicated just the things you wanted to know.

The station platforms were exceedingly well built of red tile and white stone; the tracks looked as though they were laid on solid hardwood ties; the train ran as smoothly as if there were no flaws in it anywhere and it ran swiftly. I had to smile as occasionally on a platformthe train speeding swiftlya straight, upstanding German officer or official, his uniform looking like new, his boots polished, his gold epaulets and buckles shining as brightly as gold can shine, his blond whiskers, red cap, glistening glasses or bright monocle, and above all his sharp, clear eyes looking directly at you, making an almost amazing combination of energy, vitality and superiority, came into view and disappeared again. It gave you a startling impression of the whole of Germany. Are they all like that? I asked myself. Is the army really so dashing and forceful?

As I traveled first to Frankfort, then to Mayence, Coblenz and Cologne and again from Cologne to Frankfort and Berlin, and thence out of the country via Holland, the wonder grew. I should say now that if Germany has any number of defects of temperament, and it truly has from almost any American point of view, it has virtues and capacities so noteworthy, admirable and advantageous that the whole world may well sit up and take notice. The one thing that came home to me with great force was that Germany is in no way loose jointed or idle but, on the contrary, strong, red-blooded, avid, imaginative. Germany is a terrific nation, hopeful, courageous, enthusiastic, orderly, self-disciplining, at present anyhow, and if it can keep its pace without engaging in some vast, self-destroying conflict, it can become internally so powerful that it will almost stand irresistible. I should say that any nation that to-day chose to pick a quarrel with Germany on her home ground would be foolish in the extreme. It is the beau ideal of the aggressive, militant, orderly spirit and, if it were properly captained and the gods were kind, it would be everywhere invincible.

When I entered Germany it was with just two definite things in mind. One was to seek out my fathers birthplace, a little hamlet, as I understood it, called Mayen, located somewhere between the Moselle and the Rhine at Coblenz,the region where the Moselle wines come from. The other was to visit Berlin and see what Germanys foremost city was really like and to get a look at the Kaiser if possible. In both of these I was quickly successful, though after I reached Frankfort some other things transpired which were not on the program.

Frankfort was a disappointment to me at first. It was a city of over four hundred thousand population, clean, vigorous, effective; but I saw it in a rain, to begin with, and I did not like it. It was too squat in appearancetoo unvarying in its lines; it seemed to have no focal point such as one finds in all medieval cities. What has come over the spirit of city governments, directing architects, and individual enterprise? Is there no one who wants really to do the very exceptional thing? No German city I saw had a central heart worthy of the nameno Piazza del Campidoglio such as Rome has; no Piazza, della Signoria such as Florence has; no Piazza San Marco such as Venice has; not even a cathedral center, lovely thing that it is, such as Milan has. Paris with its Gardens of the Tuileries, its Champs-de-Mars, its Esplanades des Invalides, and its Arc de Triomphe and Place de lOpra, does so much better in this matter than any German city has dreamed of doing. Even London has its splendid focal point about the Houses of Parliament, St. Pauls and the Embankment, which are worth something. But German cities! Yet they are worthy cities, every one of them, and far more vital than those of Italy.

I should like to relate first, however, the story of the vanishing birthplace. Ever since I was three or four years old and dandled on my fathers knee in our Indiana homestead, I had heard more or less of Mayen, Coblenz, and the region on the Rhine from which my father came. As we all know, the Germans are a sentimental, fatherland-loving race and my father, honest German Catholic that he was, was no exception. He used to tell me what a lovely place Mayen was, how the hills rose about it, how grape-growing was its principal industry, how there were castles there and grafs and rich burghers, and how there was a wall about the city which in his day constituted it an armed fortress, and how often as a little child he had been taken out through some one of its great gates seated on the saddle of some kindly minded cavalryman and galloped about the drill-ground. He seems to have become, by the early death of his mother and second marriage of his father, a rather unwelcome stepchild and, early, to escape being draughted for the Prussian army which had seized this townwhich only a few years before had belonged to France, though German enough in characterhe had secretly decamped to the border with three others and so made his way to Paris. Later he came to America, made his way by degrees to Indiana, established a woolen-mill on the banks of the Wabash at Terre Haute and there, after marrying in Ohio, raised his large family. His first love was his home town, however, and Prussia, which he admired; and to his dying day he never ceased talking about it. On more than one occasion he told me he would like to go back, just to see how things were, but the Prussian regulations concerning deserters or those who avoided service were so drastic and the likelihood of his being recognized so great that he was afraid of being seized and at least thrown into prison if not shot, so he never ventured it. I fancy this danger of arrest and his feeling that he could not return cast an additional glamour over the place and the region which he could never revisit. Anyhow I was anxious to see Mayen and to discover if the family name still persisted there.

When I consulted with the Cooks agent at Rome he had promptly announced, There is nt any such place as Mayen. Youre thinking of Mayence, near Frankfort, on the Rhine.

No, I said, Im not. Im thinking of MayenM-a-y-e-n. Now you look and see.

There is nt any such place, I tell you, he replied courteously. Its Mayence, not very far from Frank-fort.

Let me see, I argued, looking at his map. Its near the junction of the Rhine and the Moselle.

Mayence is the place. See, here it is. Heres the Moselle and heres Mayence.

I looked, and sure enough they seemed reasonably close together. All right, I said, give me a ticket to Berlin via Mayence.

Ill book you to Frankfort. Thats only thirty minutes away. Theres nothing of interest at Mayencenot even a good hotel.

Arrived at Frankfort, I decided not to send my trunks to the hotel as yet but to take one light bag, leaving the remainder im Gepck and see what I could at Mayence. I might want to stay all night, wandering about my fathers old haunts, and I might want to go down the Rhine a little wayI was not sure.

The Mayence to which I was going was not the Mayen that I wanted, but I did not know that. You have heard of people weeping over the wrong tombstones. This was a case in point. Fortunately I was going in the direction of the real Mayen, though I did not know that either. I ran through a country which reminded me very much of the region in which Terre Haute is located and I said to myself quite wisely: Now I can see why my father and so many other Germans from this region settled in southern Indiana. It is like their old home. The wide, flat fields are the same.

When we reached Mayence and I had deposited my kit-bag, for the time being I strolled out into the principal streets wondering whether I should get the least impression of the city or town as it was when my father was here as a boy. It is curious and amusing how we can delude ourselves at times. Mayence I really knew, if I had stopped to consider, could not be the Mayen, where my father was born. The former was the city of that Bishop-Elector Albert of Brandenburg who in need of a large sum of money to pay Rome for the privilege of assuming the archbishopric, when he already held two other sees, made an arrangement with Pope Leo Xthe Medici pope who was then trying to raise money to rebuild or enlarge St. Petersto superintend the sale of indulgences in Germany (taking half the proceeds in reward for his services) and thus by arousing the ire of Luther helped to bring about the Reformation in Germany. This was the city also of that amiable Dominican Prior, John Tetzel, who, once appealing for ready purchasers for his sacerdotal wares declared:

Do you not hear your dead parents crying out Have mercy on us? We are in sore pain and you can set us free for a mere pittance. We have borne you, we have trained and educated you, we have left you all our property, and you are so hard-hearted and cruel that you leave us to roast in the flames when you could so easily release us.

I shall always remember Mayence by that ingenious advertisement. My father had described to me a small, walled town with frowning castles set down in a valley among hills. He had said over and over that it was located at the junction of the Rhine and the Moselle. I recalled afterward that he told me that the city of Coblenz was very near by, but in my brisk effort to find this place quickly I had forgotten that. Here I was in a region which contained not a glimpse of any hills from within the city, the Moselle was all of a hundred miles away, and no walls of any medieval stronghold were visible anywhere and yet I was reasonably satisfied that this was the place.

Dear me, I thought, how Mayence has grown. My father would nt know it. (Baedeker gave its population at one hundred and ten thousand). How Germany has grown in the sixty-five years since he was here. It used to be a town of three or four thousand. Now it is a large city. I read about it assiduously in Baedeker and looked at the rather thriving streets of the business heart, trying to visualize it as it should have been in 1843. Until midnight I was wandering about in the dark and bright streets of Mayence, satisfying myself with the thought that I was really seeing the city in which my father was born.

For a city of so much historic import Mayence was very dull. It was built after the theories of the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries with, however, many modern improvements. The Cathedral was a botch, ornamented with elaborate statues of stuffy bishops and electors. The houses were done in many places in that heavy scroll fashion common to medieval Germany.

The streets were narrow and winding. I saw an awful imitation of our modern Coney Island in the shape of a moving circus which was camped on one of the public camping places. A dull heavy place, all told.

Coming into the breakfast-room of my hotel the next morning, I encountered a man who looked to me like a German traveling salesman. He had brought his grip down to the desk and was consuming his morning coffee and rolls with great gusto, the while he read his paper. I said to him, Do you know of any place in this part of Germany that is called Mayen?not Mayence. I wanted to make sure of my location.

Mayen? Mayen? he replied. Why, yes. I think there is such a place near Coblenz. It is nt very large.

Coblenz! Thats it, I replied, recalling now what my father had told me of Coblenz. To be sure. How far is that?

Oh, that is all of three hours from here. It is at the juncture of the Moselle.

Do you know how the trains run? I asked, getting up, a feeling of disgusted disappointment spreading over me.

I think there is one around half-past nine or ten.

Damn! I said, realizing what a dunce I had been. I had just forty-five minutes in which to pay my bill and make the train. Three hours more! I could have gone on the night before.

I hurried out, secured my bag, paid my bill and was off. On the way I had myself driven to the old Juden-Gasse, said to be full of picturesque medieval houses, for a look. I reached the depot in time to have a two-minute argument with my driver as to whether he was entitled to two marks or oneone being a fair rewardand then hurried into my train, Ina half hour we were at Bingen-on-the-Rhine, and in three-quarters of an hour those lovely hills and ravines which make the Rhine so picturesque had begun, and they continued all the way to Coblenz and below that to Cologne.


CHAPTER XLIV

A MEDIEVAL TOWN

AFTER Italy and Switzerland the scenery of the Rhine seemed very mild and unpretentious to me, yet it was very beautiful. The Hudson from Albany to New York is far more imposing. A score of American rivers such as the Penobscot, the New in West Virginia, the James above Lynchburg, the Rio Grande, and others would make the Rhine seem simple by comparison; yet it has an individuality so distinct that it is unforgetable. I always marvel over this thingpersonality. Nothing under the sun explains it. So, often you can say this is finer, that is more imposing, by comparison this is nothing, but when you have said all this, the thing with personality rises up and triumphs. So it is with the Rhine. Like millions before me and millions yet to come, I watched its slopes, its castles, its islands, its pretty little German towns passing in review before the windows of this excellent train and decided that in its way nothing could be finer It had personality. A snatch of old wall, with peach trees in blossom; a long thin side-wheel steamer, one smokestack fore and another aft, labeled William Egan Gesellschaft; a dismantled castle tower, with a flock of crows flying about it and hills laid out in ordered squares of vines gave it all the charm it needed.

When Coblenz was reached, I bustled out, ready to inspect Mayen at once. Another disappointment. Mayen was not at Coblenz but fifteen or eighteen miles away on a small branch road, the trains of which ran just four times a day, but I did not learn this until, as usual, I had done considerable investigating. According to my map Mayen appeared to be exactly at the junction of the Rhine and the Moselle, which was here, but when I asked a small boy dancing along a Coblenz street where the Moselle was, he informed me, If you walk fast you will get there in half an hour!

When I reached the actual juncture of the Rhine and the Moselle, however, I found I was mistaken; I was entertained at first by a fine view of the two rivers, darkly walled by hills and a very massive and, in a way, impressive equestrian statue of Emperor William I, armed in the most flamboyant and aggressive military manner and looking sternly down on the fast-traveling and uniting waters of the two rivers. Idling about the base of this monument, to catch sightseers, was a young picture-post-card seller with a box of views of the Rhine, Coblenz, Cologne and other cities, for sale. He was a very humble-looking youth,a bit doleful,who kept following me about until I bought some post-cards. Where is Mayen? I asked, as I began to select a few pictures of things I had and had not seen, for future reference.

Mayence? he asked doubtfully. Mayence? Oh, that is a great way from here. Mayence is up the river near Frankfort.

No, no, I replied irritably. (This matter was getting to be a sore point with me.) I have just come from Mayence. I am looking for Mayen. Is nt it over there somewhere? I pointed to the fields over the river.

He shook his head. Mayen! he said. I dont think there is such a place.

Good heavens! I exclaimed, what are you talking about? Here it is on the map. What is that? Do you live here in Coblenz?

Gewiss! he replied. I live here.

Very good, then. Where is Mayen?

I have never heard of it, he replied.

My God! I exclaimed to myself, perhaps it was destroyed in the Franco-Prussian War. Maybe there is nt any Mayen.

You have lived here all your life, I said, turning to my informant, and you have never heard of Mayen?

Mayen, no. Mayence, yes. It is up the river near Frankfort.

Dont tell me that again! I said peevishly, and walked off. The elusiveness of my fathers birthplace was getting on my nerves. Finally I found a car-line which ended at the river and a landing wharf and hailed the conductor and motorman who were idling together for a moment.

Where is Mayen? I asked.

Mayence? they said, looking at me curiously.

No, no. M-a-y-e-n, Mayennot Mayence. It s a small town around here somewhere.

Mayen! Mayen! they repeated. Mayen! And then frowned.

Oh, God! I sighed. I got out my map. Mayen see? I said.

Oh, yes, one of them replied brightly, putting tip a finger. That is so. There is a place called Mayen! It is out that way. You must take the train.

How many miles? I asked.

About fifteen. It will take you about an hour and a half.

I went back to the station and found I must wait another two hours before my train left. I had reached the point where I did nt care a picayune whether I ever got to my fathers town or not. Only a dogged determination not to be beaten kept me at it.

It was at Coblenz, while waiting for my train, that I had my first real taste of the German army. Around a corner a full regiment suddenly came into view. They swung past me and crossed a bridge over the Rhine, their brass helmets glittering. Their trousers were gray and their jackets red, and they marched with a slap, slap, slap of their feet that was positively ominous. Every mans body was as erect as a poker; every mans gun was carried with almost loving grace over his shoulder. They were all big men, stolid and broad-chested. As they filed over the bridge, four abreast, they looked, at that distance, like a fine scarlet ribbon with a streak of gold in it. They eventually disappeared between the green hills on the other side.

In another part of the city I came upon a company of perhaps fifty, marching in loose formation and talking cheerfully to one another. Behind me, coming toward the soldiers, was an officer, one of those band-box gentlemen in the long gray, military coat of the Germans, the high-crowned, low-visored cap, and lacquered boots. I learned before I was out of Germany to listen for the clank of their swords. The moment the sergeant in charge of the men saw this officer in the distance, he gave vent to a low command which brought the men four by four instantly. In the next breath their guns, previously swinging loosely in their hands, were over their shoulders and as the officer drew alongside a sharp Vorwrts! produced that wonderful jack-knife motion the goose-stepeach leg brought rigidly to a level with the abdomen as they went slapslapslapping by, until the officer was gone. Then, at a word, they fell into their old easy formation again and were human beings once more.

It was to me a most vivid glimpse of extreme military efficiency. All the while I was in Germany I never saw a lounging soldier. The officers, all men of fine stature, were so showily tailored as to leave a sharp impression. They walked briskly, smartly, defiantly, with a tremendous air of assurance but not of vainglory. They were so superior to anything else in Germany that for me they made it. But to continue.

At half-past two my train departed and I entered a fourth-class compartmentthe only class one could book for on this branch road. They were hard, woodenseated little cars, as stiff and heavy as cars could possibly be. My mind was full of my fathers ancestral heath and the quaint type of life that must have been lived here a hundred years before. This was a French border country. My father, when he ran away, had escaped into Alsace, near by. He told me once of being whipped for stealing cherries, because his fathers house adjoined the priests yard and a cherry-tree belonging to that holy man had spread its branches, cherry-laden, over the walls, and he had secretly feasted upon the fruit at night. His stepmother, informed by the priest, whipped him. I wondered if I could find that stone wall.

The train was now running through a very typical section of old-time Germany. Solid, healthy men and buxom women got leisurely on and off at the various small but well-built stations. You could feel distinctly a strong note of commercial development here. Some small new factory buildings were visible at one place and another. An occasional real-estate sign, after the American fashion, was in evidence. The fields looked well and fully tilled. Hills were always in the distance somewhere.

As the train pulled into one small station, Metternich by name, I saw a tall, raw-boned yokel, lounging on the platform. He was a mere boy, nineteen or twenty, six feet tall, broad-shouldered, horny-handed, and with as vacuous a face as it is possible for an individual to possess. A cheap, wide-brimmed, soft hat, offensively new, and of a dusty mud color, sat low over one ear; and around it, to my astonishment, was twined a slim garland of flowers and leaves which, interwoven and chained, hung ridiculously down his back. He was all alone, gazing sheepishly about him and yet doing his best to wear his astounding honors with an air of bravado. I was looking at his collarless shirt, his big feet and hands and his bow legs, when I heard a German in the next seat remark to his neighbor, He wont look like that long.

Three monthshell be fine.

They went on reading their papers and I fell to wondering what they could mean.

At the next station were five more yokels, all similarly crowned, and around them a bevy of rosy, healthy village girls. These five, constituting at once a crowd and a center of attention, were somewhat more assuredmore swaggeringthan the lone youth we had seen.

What is that? I asked the man over the seat.

What are they doing?

Theyve been drawn for the army, he replied. All over Germany the young men are being drawn like this.

Do they begin to serve at once?

At once.

I paused in amazement at this trick of statecraft which could make of the drawing for so difficult and compulsory a thing as service in the army a gala occasion. For scarcely any compensationa few cents a daythese yokels and village men are seized upon and made to do almost heroic duty for two years, whether they will or no. J did not know then, quite, how intensely proud Germany is of her army, how perfectly willing the vast majority are to serve, how certain the great majority of Germans are that Germany is called of God to rulebeherrschen is their vigorous wordthe world. Before I was out of Frankfort and Berlin, I could well realize how intensely proud the average boy is to be drawn. He is really a man then; he is permitted to wear a uniform and carry a gun; the citizens from then on, at least so long as he is in service, respect him as a soldier. By good fortune or ability he may become a petty officer. So they crown him with flowers, and the girls gather round him in admiring groups. What a clever custom thus to sugar-coat the compulsory pill. And, in a way, what a travesty.

The climax of my quest was reached when, after traveling all this distance and finally reaching the Mayen on the railroad, I did nt really reach it after all! It proved to be West Mayena new section of the old townor rather a new rival of itand from West Mayen I had to walk to Mayen proper, or what might now be called East Mayena distance of over a mile. I first shook my head in disgust, and then laughed. For there, in the valley below me, after I had walked a little way, I could actually see the town my father had described, a small walled city of now perhaps seven or eight thousand population, with an old Gothic church in the center containing a twisted spire, a true castle or Schloss of ancient date, on the high ground to the right, a towered gate or two, of that medieval conical aspect so beloved of the painters of romance, and a cluster or clutter of quaint, many-gabled, sharp-roofed and sharp-pointed houses which speak invariably of days and nations and emotions and tastes now almost entirely superseded. West Mayen was being built in modern style.

Some coal mines had been discovered there and manufactories were coming in. At Mayen all was quite as my father left it, I am sure, some seventy years before.

Those who think this world would be best if we could have peace and quiet should visit Mayen. Here is a town that has existed in a more or less peaceful state for all of six hundred years. The single Catholic church, the largest structure outside of the adjacent castle, was begun in the twelfth century. Frankish princes and Teuton lords have by turns occupied its site. But Mayen has remained quite peacefully a small, German, walled city, doingin part at leastmany of the things its ancestors did. Nowhere in Europe, not even in Italy, did I feel more keenly the seeming out-of-placeness of the modern implements of progress. When, after a pause at the local graveyard, in search of ancestral Dreisers, I wandered down into the town proper, crossed over the ancient stone bridge that gives into an easily defended, towered gate, and saw the presence of such things as the Singer Sewing Machine Company, a thoroughly up-to-date bookstore, an evening newspaper office and a moving-picture show, I shook my head in real despair. Nothing is really old, I sighed, nothing!

Like all the places that were highly individual and different, Mayen made a deep impression on me. It was like entering the shell of some great mollusc that had long since died, to enter this walled town and find it occupied by another type of life from that which originally existed there. Because it was raining now and soon to grow dark, I sauntered into the first shelter I sawa four-story, rather presentable brick inn, located outside the gate known as the Brckentor (bridgegate) and took a room here for the night. It was a dull affair, run by as absurd a creature as I have ever encountered. He was a little man, sandy-haired, woolwitted, inquisitive, idle, in a silly way drunken, who was so astonished by the onslaught of a total stranger in this unexpected manner that he scarcely knew how to conduct himself.

I want a room for the night, I suggested.

A roem? he queried, in an astonished way, as if this were the most unheard-of thing imaginable.

Certainly, I said. A room. You rent rooms, dont you?

Oh, certainly, certainly. To be sure. A room. Certainly. Wait. I will call my wife.

He went into a back chamber, leaving me to face several curious natives who went over me from head to toe with their eyes.

Mah-ree-ah! I heard my landlord calling quite loudly in the rear portion of the house. There is one here who wants a room. Have we a room ready?

I heard no reply.

Presently he came back, however, and said in a highflown, deliberate way,. Be seated. Are you from Frankfort?

Yes, and no. I come from America.

O-o-oh! America. What part of America?

New York.

O-o-ohNew York. That is a great place. I have a brother in America. Since six years now he is out there. I forget the place. He put his hand to his foolish, frizzled head and looked at the floor.

His wife now appeared, a stout, dull woman, one of the hard-working potato specimens of the race. A whispered conference between them followed, after which they announced my room would soon be ready.

Let me leave my bag here, I said, anxious to escape, and then I will come back later. I want to look around for awhile.

He accepted this valid excuse and I departed, glad to get out into the rain and the strange town, anxious to find a better-looking place to eat and to see what I could see.

My search for dead or living Dreisers, which I have purposely skipped in order to introduce the town, led me first, as I have said, to the local graveyardthe old Kirchhof. It was lowering to a rain as I entered, and the clouds hung in rich black masses over the valley below. It was half-after four by my watch. I made up my mind that I would examine the inscription of every tombstone as quickly as possible, in order to locate all the dead Dreisers, and then get down into the town before the night and the rain fell, and locate the live onesif any. With that idea in view I began at an upper row, near the church, to work down. Time was when the mere wandering in a graveyard after this fashion would have produced the profoundest melancholy in me. It was so in Paris; it made me morbidly weary and ineffably sad. I saw too many great namesChopin, Balzac, Daudet, Rachelsolemnly chiseled in stone. And I hurried out, finally, quite agonized and unspeakably lonely.

Here in Mayen it was a simpler feeling that was gradually coming over mean amused sentimental interest in the simple lives that had had, too often, their beginning and their end in this little village. It was a lovely afternoon for such a search. Spring was already here in South Germany, that faint, tentative suggestion of budding life; all the wind-blown leaves of the preceding fall were on the ground, but in between them new grass was springing and, one might readily suspect, windflowers and crocuses, the first faint green points of lilies and the pulsing tendrils of harebells. It was beginning to sprinkle, the faintest suggestion of a light rain; and in the west, over the roofs and towers of Mayen, a gleam of sunlight broke through the mass of heavy clouds and touched the valley with one last lingering ray.

Hier ruhet in Gott (Here rests in God), or Hier ruhet sanft (Here softly rests), was too often the beginning. I had made my way through the sixth or seventh row from the top, pushing away grass at times from in front of faded inscriptions, rubbing other lichencovered letters clean with a stick and standing interested before recent tombstones, all smart with a very recently developed local idea of setting a black piece of glass into the gray of the marble and on that lettering the names of the departed in gold! It was to me a very thick-witted, truly Teutonic idea, dull and heavy in its mistakenness; but certainly it was no worse than the Italian idea of putting the photograph of the late beloved in the head of the slab, behind glass, in a stone-cut frame, and of further ornamenting the graves with ghastly ironshafted lamps, with globes of yellow, pink and green glass. That was the worst of all.

As I was meditating how, oysterlike, little villages reproduce themselves from generation to generation, a few coming and a few going but the majority leading a narrow simple round of existence, I came suddenly, so it seemed to me, upon one grave which gave me a real shock. It was a comparatively recent slab of gray granite with the modern plate of black glass set in it and a Gothic cross surmounting it all at the top. On the glass plate was lettered:

Here Rests
Theodor Dreiser,
Born 16Feb.1820.
Died 28Feb.1882.
R.I. P.

I think as clear a notion as I ever had of how my grave will look after I am gone and how utterly unimportant both life and death are, anyhow, came to me then. Something about this old graveyard, the suggestion of the new life of spring, a robin trilling its customary evening song on a near-by twig, the smoke curling upward from the chimneys in the old houses below, the spire of the medieval church and the walls of the medieval castle standing out in the softening lightone or all of them served to give me a sense of the long past that is back of every individual in the race of life and the long future that the race has before it, regardless of the individual. Religion offers no consolation to me. Psychic research and metaphysics, however meditated upon, are in vain. There is in my judgment no death; the universe is composed of life; but, nevertheless, I cannot see any continuous life for any individual. And it would be so unimportant if true. Imagine an eternity of life for a leaf, a fish-worm, an oyster! The best that can be said is that ideas of types survive somewhere in the creative consciousness. That is all. The rest is silence.

Besides this, there were the graves of my fathers brother John, and some other Dreisers; but none of them dated earlier than 1800.


CHAPTER XLV

MY FATHERS BIRTHPLACE

IT was quite dark when I finally came across a sort of tap-room restaurant whose quaint atmosphere charmed me. The usual pewter plates and tankards adorned the dull red and brown walls. A line of leather-covered seats followed the walls, in front of which were ranged long tables.

My arrival here with a quiet request for food put a sort of panic into the breast of my small but stout host, who, when I came in, was playing checkers with another middle-aged Mayener, but who, when I asked for food, gave over his pleasure for the time being and bustled out to find his wife. He looked not a little like a fat sparrow.

Why, yes, yes, he remarked briskly, what will you have?

What can I have?

On the instant he put his little fat hand to his semibald pate and rubbed it ruminatively. A steak, perhaps. Some veal? Some sausage?

I will have a steak if you dont mind, and a cup of black coffee.

He bustled out and when he came back I threw a new bomb into camp. May I wash my hands?

Certainly, certainly, he replied, in a minute. And he bounded upstairs. Katrina! Katrina! Katrina! I heard him call, have Anna make the washroom ready. He wishes to wash his hands. Where are the towels? Where is the soap?

There was much clattering of feet overhead. I heard a door being opened and things being moved. Presently I heard him call, Katrina, in Gods name, where is the soap! More clattering of feet, and finally he came down, red and puffing. Now, mein Herr, you can go up.

I went, concealing a secret grin, and found that I had dislocated a store-room, once a bath perhaps; that a babycarriage had been removed from a table and on it pitcher, bowl, towel, and soap had been placeda small piece of soap, and cold water. Finally, after seeing me served properly, he sat down at his table again and sighed. The neighbor returned. Several more citizens dropped in to read and chat. The two youngest boys in the family came downstairs with their books to study. It was quite a typical German family scene.

It was here that I made my first effort to learn something about the Dreiser family. Do you know any one by the name of Dreiser, hereabouts? I asked cautiously, afraid to talk too much for fear of incriminating myself.

Dreiser, Dreiser? he said. Is he in the furniture business?

I dont know. That is what I should like to find out. Do you know of any one by that name?

Is nt that the man, Henry,he turned to one of his guestswho failed here last year for fifty thousand marks?

The same, said this other, solemnly (I fancied rather feelingly)

Goodness, gracious! I thought. This is the end. If he failed for fifty thousand marks in Germany he is in disgrace. To think a Dreiser should ever have had fifty thousand marks! Would that I had known him in his palmy days.

There was a John Dreiser here, my host said to me, who failed for fifty thousand marks. He is gone, though, now, I think. I dont know where he is.

It was not an auspicious beginning, and under the circumstances I thought it as well not to identify myself with this Dreiser too closely. I finished my meal and went out, wondering how, if at all, I was to secure any additional information. The rain had ceased and the sky was already clearing. It promised to be fine on the morrow. After more idle rambling through a world that was quite as old as Canterbury I came back finally to my hotel. My host was up and waiting for me. All but one guest had gone.

So you are from America, he observed. I would like very much to talk with you some more.

Let me ask you something, I replied. Do you know any one here in Mayen by the name of Dreiser?

DreiserDreiser? It seems to me there was some one here. He failed for a lot of money. You could find out at the Mayener Zeitung. Mr. Schroeder ought to know.

I decided that I would appeal to Mr. Schroeder and his paper in the morning; and pretending to be very tired, in order to escape my host, who by now was a little tipsy, I went to the room assigned me, carrying a candle. That night I slept soundly, under an immense, stuffy feather-bed.

The next morning at dawn I arose and was rewarded with the only truly satisfying medieval prospect I have ever seen in my life. It was strange, remote, Teutonic, Burgundian. The grafs and burghers of an older world might well have been enacting their life under my very eyes. Below me in a valley was Mayen,its quaint towers and housetops spread out in the faint morning light. It was beautiful. Under my window tumbled the little stream that had served as a moat in earlier daysa good and natural defense. Opposite me was the massive Brckentor. Further on was a heavy circular sweep of wall and a handsome watch-tower. Over the wall, rising up a slope, could be seen the peak-roofed, gabled houses, of solid brick and stone with slate and tile roofs. Never before in my life had I looked on a truly medieval city of the castellated, Teutonic order. Nothing that I had seen in either France, England, or Italy had the peculiar quality of this remote spot. I escaped the importunities of my talkative host by a ruse, putting the two marks charged for the room in an envelope and leaving it on the dresser. I went out and followed the stream in the pleasant morning light. I mailed post-cards at the local post-office to all and sundry, of my relatives, stating the local condition of the Dreisers, as so far learned, and then sought out the office of the Mayener Zeitung, where I encountered one Herr Schroeder, but he could tell me nothing of any Dreisers save of that unfortunate one who had failed in the furniture business. He advised me to seek the curator of the local museum, a man who had the history of Mayen at his finger-tips. He was a cabinet-maker by trade. I could not find him at home and finally, after looking in the small local directory published by Mr. Schroeder and finding no Dreisers listed, I decided to give up and go back to Frankfort; but not without one last look at the private yard attached to the priests house and the cherry-tree which had been the cause of the trouncing, and lastly the local museum.

It is curious how the most innocent and idle of sentiments will lead a person on in this way. In the little Brckentor Museum, before leaving, I studied with the greatest interestbecause it was my fathers townthe ancient Celtic, Teutonic, Roman and Merovingian antiquities. It was here that I saw for the first time the much-talked-of wheat discovered in a Celtic funeral urn, which, although thousands of years have elapsed since it was harvested, is stillthanks to dryness, so the local savant assured mefertile, and if planted would grow! Talk of suspended animation!

Below the town I lingered in the little valley of the Moselle, now laid out as a park, and rexamined the gate through which my father had been wont to ride. I think I sentimentalized a little over the long distance that had separated my father from his old home and how he must have longed to see it at times, and then finally, after walking about the church and school where he had been forced to go, I left Mayen with a sorrowful backward glance. For in spite of the fact that there was now no one there to whom I could count myself related, still it was from here that my ancestors had come. I had found at least the church that my father had attended, the priests house and garden where possibly the identical cherry-tree was still standingthere were several. I had seen the gate through which my father had ridden as a boy with the soldiers and from which he had walked finally, never to return any more. That was enough. I shall always be glad I went to Mayen.


CHAPTER XLVI

THE ARTISTIC TEMPERAMENT

BEFORE leaving Frankfort I hurried to Cooks office to look after my mail. I found awaiting me a special delivery letter from a friend of Barfleurs, a certain famous pianist, Madame A., whom I had met in London. She had told me then that she was giving a recital at Munich and Leipzig and that she was coming to Frankfort about this very time. She was scheduled to play on Wednesday, and this was Monday. She was anxious to see me. There was a long account of the town outside Berlin where she resided, her house, its management by a capable housekeeper, etc. Would I go there? I could have her room. If I did, would I wait until she could come back at the latter end of the month? It was a most hospitable letter, and, coming from such a busy woman, a most flattering one and evidently instigated by Barfleur. I debated whether to accept this charming invitation as I strolled about Frankfort.

At one corner of the shopping district I came upon a music store in the window of which were displayed a number of photographs of musical celebrities. A little to my surprise I noticed that the central place was occupied by a large photograph of Madame A. in her most attractive pose. A near-by bill-board contained full announcement of her coming. I meditated somewhat more mellowly after this and finally returned to Cooks to leave a telegram. I would wait, I said, here at Frankfort until Wednesday.

In due time Madame A. arrived and her recital, as such things go, was a brilliant success. So far as I could judge, she had an enthusiastic following in Frank-fort, quite as significant, for instance, as a woman like Carreno would have in America. An institution known as the Saalbau, containing a large auditorium, was crowded, and there were flowers in plenty for Madame A. who opened and closed the program. The latter arrangement resulted in an ovation to her, men and women crowding about her feet below the platform and suggesting one composition and another that she might playselections, obviously, that they had heard her render before.

She looked forceful, really brilliant, and tender in a lavender silk gown and wearing a spray of an enormous bouquet of lilacs that I had sent her.

This business of dancing attendance upon a national musical favorite was a bit strange for me, although once before in my life it fell to my lot, and tempestuous business it was, too. The artistic temperament! My hair rises! Madame A. I knew, after I saw her, was expecting me to do the unexpectedto give edge as it were to her presence in Frankfort. And so strolling out before dinner I sought a florists, and espying a whole jardinire full of lilacs, I said to the woman florist, How much for all those lilacs?

You mean all? she asked.

All, I said.

Thirty marks, she replied.

Is nt that rather high? I said, assuming that it was wise to bargain a little anywhere.

But this is very early spring, she said. These are the very first we ve had.

Very good, I said, but if I should take them all would you put a nice ribbon on them?

O-o-oh! she hesitated, almost pouting, ribbon is very dear, my good sir. Stillif you wishit will make a wonderful bouquet.

Here is my card, I said, put that in it. And then I gave her the address and the hour. I wrote some little nonsense on the card, about tender melodies and spring-time, and then I went back to the hotel to at-tend Madame.

A more bustling, aggressive little artist you would not want to find. When I called at eight-thirtythe recital was at nineI found several musical satellites dancing attendance upon her. There was one beautiful little girl from Mayence I noticed, of the Jewish type, who followed Madame A. with positively adoring glances. There was another woman of thirty who was also caught in the toils of this womans personality and swept along by her quite as one planet dislocates the orbit of another and makes it into a satellite. She had come all the way from Berlin. Oh, Madame A., she confided to me upon introduction, oh, wonderful! wonderful! Such playing! It is the most wonderful thing in the world to me.

This woman had an attractive face, sallow and hollow, with burning black eyes and rich black hair. Her body was long and thin, supple and graceful. She followed Madame A. too, with those strange, questioning eyes. Life is surely pathetic. It was interesting, though, to be in this atmosphere of intense artistic enthusiasm.

When the last touch had been added to Madames coiffure, a sprig of blossom of some kind inserted in her corsage, a flowing opera cloak thrown about the shoulders, she was finally ready. So busy was she, suggesting this and that to one and another of her attendants, that she scarcely saw me. Oh, there you are, she beamed finally. Now, I am quite ready. Is the machine here, Marie? Oh, very good. And Herr Steiger! O-o-oh! This last to a well-known violinist who had arrived.

It turned out that there were two machinesone for the satellites and Herr Steiger who was also to play this evening, and one for Madame A., her maid and myself. We finally debouched from the hall and elevator and fussy lobby, where German officers were strolling to and fro, into the machines and were away. Madame A. was lost in a haze of artistic contemplation with thoughts, no doubt, as to her program and her success. Now maybe you will like my program better, she suggested after a while. In London it was not so goot. I haf to feel my audience isshow do you say?vith me. In Berlin and here and Dresden and Leipzig they like me. In England they do not know me. She sighed and looked out of the window. Are you happy to be with me? she asked navely.

Quite, I replied.

When we reached the auditorium we were ushered by winding passages into a very large green-room, a salon, as it were, where the various artists awaited their call to appear. It was already occupied by a half-dozen persons, or more, the friends of Madame A., the local manager, his hair brushed aloft like a cockatoo, several musicians, the violinist Herr Steiger, Godowsky the pianist, and one or two others. They all greeted Madame A. effusively.

There was some conversation in French here and there, and now and then in English. The room was fairly babbling with temperament. It is always amusing to hear a group of artists talk. They are so fickle, make-believe, innocently treacherous, jealous, vainglorious, flattering. Oh, yeshow splendid he was. That aria in C Majorperfect! But you know I did not care so much for his rendering of the Pastoral Symphonyvery weak in the allegro ma non troppovery. He should not attempt that. It is not in his veinnot the thing he does bestfingers lifted very suggestively and warningly in the air.

Some artist and his wife did not agree (very surprising); the gentleman was the weaker instrument in this case.

Oh!it was Madame A. talking, now that is too-oo ridiculous. She must go places and he must go along as manager! Herr Spink wrote me from Hamburg that he would not have him around. She has told him that he affects her playing. Still he goes! It is too-oo much. They will not live together long.

Where is Herr Schochman? (This being incident number three.) Is nt he leading to-night? But they promised me! No, I will not play then! It is always the way. I know him well! I know why he does it! It is to annoy me. He does nt like me and he disappoints me.

Great business of soothing the principal performer of the eveningthe manager explaining volubly, friends offering soothing comment. More talk about other artists, their wives, flirtations, successes, failures.

In the midst of this, by some miscalculation (they were to have been delivered over the footlights after the end of Madame A.s first number) in came my flowers. They looked like a fair-sized bush being introduced.

Oh! exclaimed Madame A. when the card was examined and they were offered to her, how heavenly. Good heavens! it is a whole tree. Ohwonderful, wonderful! And these be-yutiful words! O-o-oh!

More coquettish glances and tender sighs. I could have choked with amusement. It was all such delicious by-playquite the thing that artists expect and must have. She threw away the sprig of jasmine she wore and drawing out a few sprigs of the lilac wore those instead. Now I can play, she exclaimed.

Deep breathings, sighs, ecstatic expressions.

Her turn came and, as I expected after hearing her in London, I heard delicious music. She had her following. They applauded her to the echo. Her two female satellites sat with me, and little Miss Meyer of Mayenceas I will call herfairly groaned with happiness at times. Truly Madame A. was good to look upon, quite queenly, very assured. At the end of it all a fifteen- or twenty-minute ovation. It was beautiful, truly.

While we were in the green-room talking between sections of the program and intermediate soloists, I said to her, You are coming with me to supper, of course.

Of course! What else did you expect?

Are there any other restaurants besides those of the Frankforter Hof?

I think not.

How will you get rid of your friends after the performance?

Oh, I shall send them away. You take a table any-where you like and I will come. Make it twelve oclock.

We were bundled back to the hotel, flowers, wraps, maid, satellites, and I went to see about the supper. In fifteen minutes it was ready; and in twenty minutes more Madame A. came, quite rosy, all awake temperament-ally, inquisitive, defensive, coquettish, eager. We are all greedy animals at bestthe finer the greedier. The whole world is looking to see what life will give it to eatfrom ideas, emotions, enthusiasms down to grass and potatoes. We are organized appetites, magnificent, dramatic, pathetic at times, but appetites just the same. The greater the appetite the more magnificent the spectacle. Satiety is deadly discouraging. The human stomach is the grand central organlife in all its amazing, subtle, heavenly, pathetic ramifications has been built up around that. The most pathetic thing in life is a hungry man; the most stirringly disturbing thing, a triumphant, greedy one. Madame A. sat down to our cold chicken, salad, champagne, and coffee with beaming birdlike eyes.

Oh, it is so good to see you again! she declared; but her eyes were on the chicken. I was so afraid when I wrote you from Munich that you would not get my letter. I cant tell you how you appeal to me; we have only met twice, yet you see we are quite old friends already!

Just as her none too subtle flattery was beginning to work, she remarked casually, Do you know Mr. Barfleur well?

Oh, fairly well. Yes, I know a little something about him.

You like him, dont you?

I am very fond of him, I answered, my vanity deflating rapidly.

He is so fond of you, she assured me. Oh, he admires you so much. What you think must have considerable weight with him, ell? Where did you first meet him? she asked.

In New York.

Now, between us: he is one of the few men in the world I deeply care forbut I dont think he cares for me.

Good Lord! I said to myself wearily, why is it that all the charming ladies I meet either are or have been in love with Barfleur. It s getting monotonous! But I had to smile.

You will visit me in Berlin? she was saying. I will be back by the twenty-sixth. Cant you wait that long? Berlin is so interesting. When I come, we shall have such nice talks!

Yesabout Barfleur! I thought to myself. Aloud I said vaguely, It is charming of you; I will stop over to see you, if I possibly can. Then I said good night and left.


CHAPTER XLVII

BERLIN

BERLIN, when I reached it, first manifested itself in a driving rain. I f I laugh at it forever and ever as a blunder-headed, vainglorious, self-appreciative city I shall always love it too. Paris has had its day, and will no doubt have others; London is content with an endless, conservative day; Berlins is still to come and come brilliantly. The blood is there, and the hope, and the moody, lustful, Wagnerian temperament.

But first, before I reached it, I suffered a strange mental revolt at being in Germany at all. Why? I can scarcely say. Perhaps I was beginning to be depressed with what in my prejudice I called the dullness of Germany. A little while later I recognized that while there is an extreme conflict of temperament between the average German and myself, I could yet admire them without wishing to be anything like them. Of all the peoples I saw I should place the Germans first for sobriety, industry, thoroughness, a hearty intolerance of sham, a desire and a willingness to make the best of a very difficult earthly condition. In many respects they are not artistically appetizing, being gross physically, heartily passionate, vain, and cocksure; but those things after all are unimportant. They have, in spite of all their defects, great emotional, intellectual, and physical capacities, and these things are important. I think it is unquestionable that in the main they take life far too seriously. The belief in a hell, for instance, took a tremendous grip on the Teutonic mind and the Lutheran interpretation of Protestantism, as it finally worked out, was as dreary as anything could bealmost as dreary as Presbyterianism in Scotland. That is the sad German temperament. A great nationality, business success, public distinction is probably tending to make over or at least modify the Teutonic cast of thought which is gray; but in parts of Germany, for instance at Mayence, you see the older spirit almost in full force.

In the next place I was out of Italy and that land had taken such a strange hold on me. What a far cry from Italy to Germany! I thought. Gone; once and for all, the wonderful clarity of atmosphere that pervades almost the whole of Italy from the Alps to Rome and I presume Sicily. Gone the obvious dolce far niente, the lovely cities set on hills, the castles, the fortresses, the strange stone bridges, the hot, white roads winding like snowy ribbons in the distance. No olive trees, no cypresses, no umbrella trees or ilexes, no white, yellow, blue, brown and sea-green houses, no wooden plows, white oxen and ambling, bare-footed friars. In its place (the Alps and Switzerland between) this low rich land, its railroads threading it like steel bands, its citizens standing up as though at command, its houses in the smaller towns al-most uniformly red, its architecture a twentieth century modification of an older order of many-gabled roofsthe order of Albrecht Drerwith its fanciful decorations, conical roofs and pinnacles and quaint windows and doors that suggest the bird-boxes of our childhood. Germany appears in a way to have attempted to abandon the medieval architectural ideal that still may be seen in Mayence, Mayen, the heart of Frankfort, Nuremberg, Heidelberg and other places and to adapt its mood to the modern theory of how buildings ought to be constructed, but it has not quite clone so. The German scroll-loving mind of the Middle Ages is still the German scroll-loving mind of to-day. Look and you will see it quaintly cropping out everywhere. Not in those wonderful details of intricacy, Teutonic fussiness, naive, jester-like grotesqueness which makes the older sections of so many old German cities so wonderful, but in a slight suggestion of them here and therea quirk of roof, an over-elaborateness of decoration, a too protuberant frieze or grapeviney, Bacchus-mooded, sex-ornamented panel, until you say to yourself quite wisely, Ah, Teutons will be Teutons still. They are making a very different Germany from what the old Germany wasmodern Germany dating from 1871but it is not an entirely different Germany. Its citizens are still stocky, red-blooded, physically excited and excitable, emotional, mercurial, morbid, enthusiastic, women-loving and life-loving, and no doubt will be so, praise God, until German soil loses its inherent essentials, and German climate makes for some other variations not yet indicated in the race.

But to return to Berlin. I saw it first jogging down Unter den Linden from the Friedrichstrasse Bahnhof (station) to Cooks Berlin agency, seated comfortably in a dosed cab behind as fat a horse and driver as one would wish to see. And from there, still farther along Unter den Linden and through the Wilhelmstrasse to Leipzigstrasse and the Potsdamer Bahnhof I saw more of it. Oh, the rich guttural value of the German platzes and strasses and ufers and dams. They make up a considerable portion of your city atmosphere for you in Berlin. You just have to get used to themjust as you have to accept the fabriks and the restaurations and the wein handlungs, and all the other ichs, lings, bergs, brckes, until you sigh for the French and Italian -rics and the English-American -rys. However, among the first things that impressed me were these: all Berlin streets, seemingly, were wide with buildings rarely more than five stories high. Everything, 
A German dance hall, Berlin literally everything, was American newand newerGerman new! And the cabbies were the largest, fattest, most broad-backed, most thick-through and Deutschiest looking creatures I have ever beheld. Oh, the marvel of those glazed German cabby hats with the little hard rubber decorations on the side. Nowhere else in Europe is there anything like these cabbies. They do not stand; they sit, heavily and spaciouslyalone.

The faithful Baedeker has little to say for Berlin. Art? It is almost all in the Kaiser-Friedrich-Museum, in the vicinity of the Kupferdam. And as for public institutions, spots of great historic interestthey are a dreary and negligible list. But, nevertheless and not-withstanding, Berlin appealed to me instantly as one of the most interesting and forceful of all the cities, and that solely because it is new, crude, human, growing feverishly, unbelievably; and growing in a distinct and individual way. They have achieved and are achieving something totally distinct and worth whilea new place to go; and after a while, I have nt the slightest doubt, thousands and even hundreds of thousands of travelers will go there. But for many and many a day the sensitive and artistically inclined will not admire it.

My visit to Cooks brought me a mass of delayed mail which cheered me greatly. It was now raining pitch-forks but my bovine driver, who looked somehow like a segment of a wall, managed to bestow my trunk and bags in such a fashion that they were kept dry, and off we went for the hotel. I had a preconceived notion that Unter den Linden was a magnificent avenue lined shadily with trees and crowded with palaces. Nothing could have been more erroneous. The trees are few and insignificant, the palaces entirely wanting. It is a very wide business street, lined with hotels, shops, restaurants, newspaper offices and filled with a parading throng in pleasant weather. At one end it gives into an area known as the Lustgarten crowded with palaces, art galleries, the Berlin Cathedral, the Imperial Opera House and what not; at the other end (it is only about a mile long) into the famous Berlin Thiergarten, formerly a part of the Imperial (Hohenzollern) hunting-forest. On the whole, the avenue was a disappointment.

For suggestions of character, individuality, innate Teutonic charm or the reverseas these things strike onegrowth, prosperity, promise, and the like, Berlin cannot be equaled in Europe. Quite readily I can see how it might irritate and repel the less aggressive denizens of less hopeful and determined realms. The German, when he is oppressed is terribly depressed; when he is in the saddle, nothing can equal his bump of I-amity. It becomes so balloon-like and astounding that the world may only gaze in astonishment or retreat in anger, dismay, or uproarious amusement. The present-day Germans do take themselves so seriously and from many points of view with good reason, too.

I dont know where in Europe, outside of Paris, if even there, you will see a better-kept city. It is so clean and spruce and fresh that it is a joy to walk thereanywhere. Mile after mile of straight, imposing streets greet your gaze. Berlin needs a great Pantheon, an avenue such as Unter den Linden lined with official palaces (not shops), and unquestionably a magnificent museum of artI mean a better building. Its present public and imperial structures are most uninspired. They suggest the American-European architecture of 1860-1870. The public monuments of Berlin, and particularly their sculptural adornments are for the most part a crime against humanity.

I remember standing and looking one evening at that noble German effort known as the memorial statue of William I, in the Lustgarten, unquestionably the fiercest and most imposing of all the Berlin military sculptures. This statue speaks loudly for all Berlin and for all Germany and for just what the Teutonic disposition would like to benamely, terrible, colossal, astounding, world-scarifying, and the like. It almost shouts Ho! see what I am,but the sad part of it is that it does it badly, not with that reserve that somehow invariably indicates tremendous power so much better than mere bluster does. What the Germans seem not to have learned in their art at least is that easy does it. Their art is anything but easy. It is almost invariably showy, truculent, vainglorious. But to continue: The whole neighborhood in which this statue occurs, and the other neighborhood at the other end of Unter den Linden, where stands the Reichstag and the like, all in the center of Berlin, as it were, is conceived, designed, and executed (in my judgment) in the same mistaken spirit. Truly, when you look about you at the cathedral (save the mark) or the Royal Palace in the Lustgarten, or at the Winged Victory before the Reichstag or at the Reichstag itself, and the statue of Bismarck in the Knigs-Platz (the two great imperial centers), you sigh for the artistic spirit of Italy. But no words can do justice to the folly of spending three million dollars to erect such a thing as this Berlin Dom or cathedral. It is so bad that it hurts. And I am told that the Kaiser himself sanctioned some of the architectural designs. And it was only completed between 1894 and 1906. Shades of Brabante and Pisano!

But if I seem disgusted with this section of Berlinits evidence of Empire, as it werethere was much more that truly charmed me. Wherever I wandered I could perceive through all the pulsing life of this busy city the thoroughgoing German temperamentits moody poverty, its phlegmatic middle-class prosperity, its aggressive commercial, financial, and, above all, its official and imperial life. Berlin is shot through with the constant suggestion of officialism and imperialism. The German policeman with his shining brass helmet and brass belt; the Berlin sentry in his long military gray overcoat, his musket over his shoulder, his high cap shading his eyes, his black-and-white striped sentry-box behind him, stationed apparently at every really important corner and before every official palace; the German military and imperial automobiles speeding their independent ways, all traffic cleared away before them, the small flag of officialdom or imperialism fluttering defiantly from the foot-rails as they flash at express speed past you;these things suggest an individuality which no other European city that I saw quite equaled. It represented what I would call determination, self-sufficiency, pride. Berlin is new, green, vigorous, astoundinga city that for speed of growth puts Chicago entirely into the shade; that for appearance, cleanliness, order, for military precision and thoroughness has no counterpart anywhere. It suggests to you all the time, something very much greater to come which is the most interesting thing that can be said about any city, anywhere.

One panegyric I should like to write on Berlin concerns not so much its social organization as a city, though that is interesting enough, but specifically its traffic and travel arrangements. To be sure it is not yet such a city as either New York, London or Paris, but it has over three million people, a crowded business heart and a heavy, daily, to-and-fro-swinging tide of suburban traffic. There are a number of railway stations in the great German capital, the Potsdamer Bahnhof, the Friedrichstrasse Bahnhof, the Anhalter Bahnhof and so on, and coming from each in the early hours of the morning, or pouring toward them at evening are the same eager streams of people that one meets in New York at similar hours.

The Germans are amazingly like the Americans. Sometimes I think that we get the better portion of our progressive, constructive characteristics from them. Only, the Germans, I am convinced, are so much more thorough. They go us one better in economy, energy, endurance, and thoroughness. The American already is beginning to want to play too much. The Germans have not reached that stage.

The railway stations I found were excellent, with great switching-yards and enormous sheds arched with glass and steel, where the trains waited. In Berlin I admired the suburban train service as much as I did that of London, if not more. That in Paris was atrocious. Here the trains offered a choice of first, second, and third class, with the vast majority using the second and third. I saw little difference in the crowds occupying either class. The second-class compartments were upholstered in a greyish-brown corduroy. The third-class seats were of plain wood, varnished and scrupulously clean. I tried all three classes and finally fixed on the third as good enough for me.

I wish all Americans who at present suffer the indignities of the American street-railway and steam-railway suburban service could go to Berlin and see what that city has to teach them in this respect. Berlin is much larger than Chicago. It is certain soon to be a city of five or six millions of peoplevery soon. The plans for handling this mass of people comfortably and courteously are already in operation. The German public service is obviously not left to supposedly kindly minded business gentlemen Christian gentlemen, as Mr. Baer of the Reading once chose to put it, in partnership with God. The populace may be underlings to an imperial Kaiser, subject to conscription and eternal inspection, but at least the money-making Christian gentlemen with their hearts and souls centered on their private purses and working, as Mr. Croker once said of himself, for their own pockets all the time, are not allowed to take it out of the rank and file.

No doubt the German street-railways and steam-railways are making a reasonable sum of money and are eager to make more. I have nt the least doubt but that heavy, self-opinionated, vainglorious German directors of great wealth gather around mahogany tables in chambers, devoted to meetings of directors and listen to ways and means of cutting down expenses and improving the service. Beyond the shadow of a doubt there are hard, hired managers, eager to win the confidence and support of their superiors and ready to feather their own nests at the expense of the masses, who would gladly cut down the service, pack em in, introduce the cutting out system of car service and see that the car ahead idea was worked to the last maddening extreme; but in Germany, for some strange, amazing reason, they dont get a chance. What is the matter with Germany, anyhow? I should like to know. Really I would. Why is nt the Christian gentleman theory of business introduced there? The population of Germany, acre for acre and mile for mile, is much larger than that of America. They have sixty-five million people crowded into an area as big as Texas. Why dont they pack em in? Why dont they introduce the American sardine subway service? You dont find it anywhere in Germany, for some strange reason. Why? They have a subway service in Berlin. It serves vast masses of people, just as the subway does in New York; its platforms are crowded with people. But you can get a seat just the same. There is no vociferated step lively there. Overcrowding is nt a joke over there as it is heresomething to be endured with a feeble smile until you are spiritually comparable to a door mat. There must be Christian gentlemen of wealth and refinement in Germany and Berlin. Why dont they get on the job? The thought arouses strange uncertain feelings in me.

Take, for instance, the simple matter of starting and stopping street-railway cars in the Berlin business heart. In so far as I could see, that area, mornings and evenings, was as crowded as any similar area in Paris, London, or New York. Street-cars have to be run through it, started, stopped; passengers let on and offa vast tide carried in and out of the city. Now the way this matter is worked in New York is quite ingenious. We operate what might be described as a daily guessing contest intended to develop the wits, muscles, lungs, and tempers of the people. The scheme, in so far as the street railway companies are concerned, is (after running the roads as economically as possible) to see how thoroughly the people can be fooled in their efforts to discover when and where a car will stop. In Berlin, however, they have, for some reason, an entirely different idea. There the idea is not to fool the people at all but to get them in and out of the city as quickly as possible. So, as in Paris, London, Rome, and elsewhere, a plan of fixed stopping-places has been arranged. Signs actually indicate where the cars stop and theremarvel of marvelsthey all stop even in the so-called rush hours. No traffic policeman, apparently, can order them to go ahead without stopping. They must stop. And so the people do not run for the cars, the motorman has no joy in outwitting anybody. Perhaps that is why the Germans are neither so agile, quick-witted, or subtle as the Americans.

And then, take in additionif you will bear with me another momentthis matter of the Berlin suburban service as illustrated by the lines to Potsdam and elsewhere. It is true the officers, and even the Emperor of Germany, living at Potsdam and serving the Imperial German Government there may occasionally use this line, but thousands upon thousands of intermediate and plebeian Germans use it also. You can always get a seat. Please notice this word always. There are three classes and you can always get a seat in any classnot the first or second classes only, but the third class and particularly the third class. There are rush hours in Berlin just as there are in New York, dear reader. People swarm into the Berlin railway stations and at Berlin street-railway corners and crowd on cars just as they do here. The lines fairly seethe with cars. On the tracks ranged in the Potsdamer Bahnhof, for instance, during the rush hours, you will see trains consisting of eleven, twelve, and thirteen cars, mostly third-class accommodation, waiting to receive you. And when one is gone, another and an equally large train is there on the adjoining track and it is going to leave in another minute or two also. And when that is gone there will be another, and so it goes. There is not the slightest desire evident anywhere to pack anybody in. There is nt any evidence that anybody wants to make anything (dividends, for instance) out of straps. There are no straps. These poor, unliberated, Kaiser-ruled people would really object to straps and standing in the aisles. They would compel a decent service and there would be no loud cries on the part of Christian gentlemen operating large and profitable systems as to the rights of property, the need of  conserving the constitution, the privilege of appealing to Federal judges, and the right of having every legal technicality invoked to the letter;or, if there were, they would get scant attention. Germany just does nt see public service in that light. It has nt fought, bled, and died, perhaps, for liberty. It has nt had George Washington and Thomas Jefferson and Andrew Jackson and Abraham Lincoln. All it has had is Frederick the Great and Emperor William I and Bismarck and Von Moltke. Strange, is nt it? Queer, how Imperialism apparently teaches people to be civil, while Democracy does the reverse. We ought to get a little Imperialism into our government, I should say. We ought to make American law and American government supreme, but over it there ought to be a supremer people who really know what their rights are, who respect liberties, decencies, and courtesies for themselves and others, and who demand and see that their government and their law and their servants, public and private, are responsive and responsible to them, rather than to the Christian gentlemen who want to pack em in. If you dont believe it, go to Berlin and then see if you come home again cheerfully believing that this is still the land of the free and the home of the brave. Rather I think you will begin to feel that we are getting to be the land of the dub and the home of the door-mat. Nothing more and nothing less.


CHAPTER XLVIII

THE NIGHT-LIFE OF BERLIN

DURING the first ten days I saw considerable of German night-life, in company with Herr A., a stalwart Prussian who went out of his way to be nice to me. I cannot say that, after Paris and Monte Carlo, I was greatly impressed, although all that I saw in Berlin had this advantage, that it bore sharply the imprint of German nationality. The cafs were not especially noteworthy. I do not know what I can say about any of them which will indicate their individuality. Piccadilly was a great evening drinking-place near the Potsdamer Platz, which was all glass, gold, marble, glittering with lights and packed with the Germans, en famine, and young men and their girls.

La Clou was radically different. In a way it was an amazing place, catering to the moderately prosperous middle class. It seated, I should say, easily fifteen hundred people, if not more, on the ground floor; and every table, in the evening at least, Was full. At either end of the great center aisle bisecting it was stationed a stringed orchestra and when one ceased the other immediately began, so that there was music without interruption. Father and mother and young Lena, the little Heine, and the two oldest girls or boys were all here. During the evening, up one aisle and down an-other, there walked a constant procession of boys and girls and young men and young women, making shy, conservative eyes at one another.

In Berlin every one drinks beer or the lighter wines the children being present and no harm seems to come from it. I presume drunkenness is not on the increase in Germany. And in Paris they sit at tables in front of cafes men and womenand sip their liqueurs. It is a very pleasant way to enjoy your leisure. Outside of trade or the desire to be president, vice-president, or secretary of something, we in America have so often no real diversions.

In no sense could either of these restaurants be said to be smart. But Berlin, outside of one or two selected spots, does not run to smartness. The Cabaret Lin-den and the Cabaret Arcadia were, once more, of a different character. There was one woman at the Cabaret Linden who struck me as having real artistic talent of a strongly Teutonic variety. Claire Waldoff was her name, a hard, shock-headed tomboy of a girl, who sang in a harsh, guttural voice of soldiers, merchants, janitors, and policemen a really brilliant presentation of local German characteristics. It is curious how these little touches of character drawn from every-day life invariably win thunders of applause. How the world loves the homely, the simple, the odd, the silly, the essentially true! Unlike the others at this place, there was not a suggestive thing about anything which this woman said or did; yet this noisy, driveling audience could not get enough of her. She was truly an artist.

One night we went to the Palais de Danse, admittedly Berlins greatest night-life achievement. For several days Herr A. had been saying: Now tomorrow we must go to the Palais de Danse, then you will see something, but every evening when we started out, something else had intervened. I was a little skeptical of his enthusiastic praise of this institution as being bet-ter than anything else of its kind in Europe. You had to take Herr A.s vigorous Teutonic estimate of Berlin with a grain of salt, though I did think that a city that had put itself together in this wonderful way in not much more than a half-century had certainly considerable reason to boast.

But what about the Caf de Paris at Monte Carlo? I suggested, remembering vividly the beauty and glitter of the place.

No, no, no! he exclaimed, with great emphasis he had a habit of unconsciously making a fist when he was emphatic not in Monte Carlo, not in Paris, not anywhere.

Very good, I replied, this must be very fine. Lead on.

So we went.

I think Herr A. was pleased to note how much of my skepticism melted after passing the sedate exterior of this astounding place.

I want to tell you something, said Herr A. as we climbed out of our taxi a good, solid, reasonably priced, Berlin taxi if you come with your wife, your daughter, or your sister you buy a ticket for yourself four marks and walk in. Nothing is charged for your female companions and no notice is taken of them. If you come here with a demi-mondaine, you pay four marks for yourself and four for her, and you cannot get in without. They know. They have men at the door who are experts in this matter. They want you to bring such women, but you have to pay. If such a woman comes alone, she goes in free. How s that?

Once inside we surveyed a brilliant spectacle far more ornate than the Caf lAbbaye or the Caf Maxim, though by no means so enticing. Paris is Paris and Berlin is Berlin and the Germans cannot do as do the French. They have nt the airthe temperament. Everywhere in Germany you feel that that strange solidity of soul which cannot be gay as the French are gay. Nevertheless the scene inside was brilliant. Brilliant was the word. I would not have believed, until I saw it, that the German temperament or the German sense of thrift would have permitted it and yet after seeing the marvelous German officer, why not?

The main chamber very large consisted of a small, central, highly polished dancing floor, canopied far above by a circular dome of colored glass, glittering white or peach-pink by turns, and surrounded on all sides by an elevated platform or floor, two or three feet above it, crowded with tables ranged in circles on ascending steps, so that all might see. Beyond the tables again was a wide, level, semi-circular promenade, flanked by ornate walls and divans and set with palms, marbles and intricate gilt curio cases. The general effect was one of intense light, pale, diaphanous silks of creams and lemon hues, white-and-gold walls, white tables, a perfect glitter of glass mirrors, and picturesque paneling. Beyond the dancing-floor was a giant, gold-tinted, rococo organ, and within a recess in this, under the tinted pipes, a stringed orchestra. The place was crowded with women of the half-world, for the most part Germans unusually slender, in the majority of cases delicately featured, as the best of these women are, and beautifully dressed. I say beautifully. Qualify it any way you want to. Put it dazzlingly, ravishingly, showily, outrageously any way you choose. No respectable woman might come so garbed. Many of these women were unbelievably attractive, carried themselves with a grand air, pea-fowl wise, and lent an atmosphere of color and life of a very showy kind. The place was also crowded, I need not add, with young men in evening clothes. Only champagne was served to drink champagne at twenty marks the bottle. Champagne at twenty marks the bottle in Berlin is high. You can get a fine suit of clothes for seventy or eighty marks.

The principal diversions here were dining, dancing, drinking. As at Monte Carlo and in Paris, you saw here that peculiarly suggestive dancing of the habitues and the more skilled performances of those especially hired for the occasion. The Spanish and Russian dancers, as in Paris, the Turkish and Tyrolese specimens, gathered from Heaven knows where, were here. There were a number of handsome young officers present who occasionally danced with the women they were escorting. When the dancing began the lights in the dome turned pink. When it ceased, the lights in the dome were a glittering white. The place is, I fancy, a rather quick development for Berlin. We drarik champagne, waved away charmers, and finally left, at two or three oclock, when the law apparently compelled the closing of this great central chamber; though after that hour all the patrons who desired might adjourn to an inner sanctum, quite as large, not so showy, but full of brilliant, strolling, (lining, drinking life where, I was informed, one could stay till eight in the morning if one chose. There was some drunkenness here, but not much, and an air of heavy gaiety. I left thinking to myself, Once is enough for a place like this.

I went one clay to Potsdam and saw the Imperial Palace and grounds and the Royal Parade. The Emperor had just left for Venice. As a seat of royalty it did not interest me at all. It was a mere imitation of the grounds and palace at Versailles, but as a river valley it was excellent. Very dull, indeed, were the state apartments. I tried to be interested in the glass ball-rooms, picture galleries, royal auditoriums and the like. But alas! The servitors, by the way, were just as anxious for tips as any American waiters. Potsdam did not impress me. From there I went to Grunewald and strolled in the wonderful forest for an enchanted three hours. That was worth while.

The rivers of every city have their individuality and to me the Spree and its canals seem eminently suited to Berlin. The water effects and they are always artistically important and charming are plentiful.

The most pleasing portions of Berlin to me were those which related to the branches of the Spree its canals and the lakes about it. Always there were wild ducks flying over the housetops, over offices and factories; ducks passing from one bit of water to another, their long necks protruding before them, their metallic colors gleaming in the sun.

You see quaint things in Berlin, such as you will not see elsewhere the Spreewald nurses, for instance, in the Thiergarten with their short, scarlet, balloon skirt emphasized by a white apron, their triangular white linen head-dress, very conspicuous. It was actually suggested to me one day as something interesting to do, to go to the Zoological Gardens and see the animals fed! I chanced to come there when they were feeding the owls, giving each one a mouse, live or dead, I could not quite make out. That was enough for me. I despise flesh-eating birds anyhow. They are quite the most horrible of all evoluted specimens. This particular collection eagles, hawks, condors, owls of every known type and variety, and buzzards all sat in their cages gorging themselves on raw meat or mice. The owls, to my disgust, fixed me with their relentless eyes, the while they tore at the entrails of their victims. As a realist, of course, I ought to accept all these delicate manifestations of the iron constitution of the universe as interesting, but I cant. Now and then, very frequently, in fact, life becomes too much for my hardy stomach. I withdraw, chilled and stupefied by the way strength survives and weakness goes under. And to think that as yet we have no method of discovering why the horrible appears and no reason for saying that it should not. Yet one can actually become surfeited with beauty and art and take refuge in the inartistic and the unlovely!

One of the Berliners most wearying characteristics is their contentious attitude. To the few, barring the women, to whom I was introduced, I could scarcely talk. As a matter of fact I was not expected to. They would talk to me. Argument was, in its way, obviously an insult. Anything that I might have to say or suggest was of small importance; anything they had to say was of the utmost importance commercially, socially, educationally, spiritually, any way you chose, and they emphasized so many of their remarks with a deep voice, a hard, guttural force, a frown, or a rap on the table with their fists that I was constantly overawed.

Take this series of incidents as typical of the Berlin spirit: One day as I walked along Unter den Linden I saw a minor officer standing in front of a sentry who was not far from his black-and-white striped sentry-box, his body as erect as a ramrod, his gun presented stiff before him, not an eyelash moving, not a breath stirring. This endured for possibly fifty seconds or longer. You would not get the importance of this if you did not realize how strict the German military regulations are. At the sound of an officers horn or the observed approach of a superior officer there is a noticeable stiffening of the muscles of the various sentries in sight. In this instance the minor officer imagined that he had not been saluted properly, I presume, and suspected that the soldier was heavy with too much beer. Hence the rigid test that followed. After the officer was gone, the soldier looked for all the world like a self-conscious house-dog that has just escaped a good beating, sheepishly glancing out of the corners of his eyes and wondering, no doubt, if by any chance the officer was coming back. If he had moved so much as an eyelid, said a citizen to me, emphatically and approvingly, he would have been sent to the guard-house, and rightly. Swine-hound! He should tend to his duties!

Coming from Milan to Lucerne, and again from Lucerne to Frankfort, and again from Frankfort to Berlin, I sat in the various dining-cars next to Germans who were obviously in trade and successful. Oh, the compact sufficiency of them! Now, when you are in Italy, said one to another, you see signs French spoken, or  English spoken ; not  German spoken. Fools! They really do not know where their business comes from.

On the train from Lucerne to Frankfort I overheard another sanguine and vigorous pair. Said one: Where I was in Spain, near Barcelona, things were wretched. Poor houses, poor wagons, poor clothes, poor stores. And they carry English and American goodsthese dunces! Proud and slow. You can scarcely tell them anything.

We will change all that in ten years, replied the other. We are going after that trade. They need up-to-date German methods.

In a caf in Charlottenberg, near the Kaiser-Friedrich Gedchtnis-Kirche, I sat with three others. One was from Leipzig, in the fur business. The others were merchants of Berlin. I was not of their party, merely an accidental auditor.

In Russia the conditions are terrible. They do not know what life is. Such villages!

Do the English buy there much?

A great deal.

We shall have to settle this trade business with war yet. It will come. We shall have to fight.

In eight days, said one of the Berliners, we could put an army of one hundred and fifty thousand men in England with all supplies sufficient for eight weeks. Then what would they do?

Do these things suggest the German sense of self-sufficiency and ability? They are the commonest of the commonplaces.

During the short time that I was in Berlin I was a frequent witness of quite human but purely Teutonic bursts of temperthat rapid, fiery mounting of choler which verges apparently on a physical explosion,the bursting of a blood vessel. I was going home one night late, with Herr A., from the Potsdamer Bahnhof, when we were the witnesses of an absolutely magnificent and spectacular fight between two Germansso Teutonic and temperamental as to be decidedly worth while. It occurred between a German escorting a lady and carrying a grip at the same time, and another German somewhat more slender and somewhat taller, wearing a high hat and carrying a walking-stick. This was on one of the most exclusive suburban lines operating out of Berlin.

It appears that the gentleman with the high hat and cane, in running to catch his train along with many others, severely jostled the gentleman with the lady and the portmanteau. On the instant, an absolutely terrific explosion! To my astonishmentand, for the moment, I can say my horrorI saw these two very fiercely attack each other, the one striking wildly with his large portmanteau, the other replying with lusty blows of his stick, a club-like affair which fell with hard whacks on his rivals head. Hats were knocked off, 
Teutonic bursts of temper shirt-fronts marked and torn; blood began to flow where heads and faces were cut severely, and almost pandemonium broke loose in the surrounding crowd.

Fighting always produces an atmosphere of intensity in any nationality, but this German company seemed fairly to coruscate with anguish, wrath, rage, blood-thirsty excitement. The crowd surged to and fro as the combatants moved here and there. A large German officer, his brass helmet a welcome shield in such an affair, was brought from somewhere. Such noble German epithets asSwine-hound! Hundsknochen! (dogs bone), Schafskopf! (sheeps head), Schafsgesicht! (sheep-face), and even more untranslatable words filled the air. The station platform was fairly boiling with excitement. Husbands drove their wives back, wives pulled their husbands away, or tried to, and men immediately took sides as men will. Finally the magnificent representative of law and order, large and impregnable as Gibraltar, interposed his great bulk between the two. Comparative order was restored. Each contestant was led away in an opposite direction. Some names and addresses were taken by the policeman. In so far as I could see no arrests were made; and finally both combatants, cut and bleeding as they were, were allowed to enter separate cars and go their way. That was Berlin to the life. The air of the city, of Germany almost, was ever rife with contentious elements and emotions.

I should like to relate one more incident, and concerning quite another angle of Teutonism. This relates to German sentiment, which is as close to the German surface as German rage and vanity. It occurred in the outskirts of Berlinone of those interesting regions where solid blocks of gold- and silver-balconied apartment houses march up to the edge of streetless, sewerless, lightless green fields and stop. Beyond lie endless areas of truck gardens or open common yet to be developed. City-ward lie miles on miles of electric-lighted, vacuum-cleaned, dumb-waitered and elevator-served apartments, and, of course, street cars.

I had been investigating a large section of land devoted to free (or practically free) municipal gardens for the poor, one of those socialistic experiments of Germany which, as is always the way, benefit the capable and leave the incapable just where they were before. As I emerged from a large area of such land divided into very small garden plots, I came across a little graveyard adjoining a small, neat, white concrete church where a German burial service was in progress. The burial ground was not significant or pretentiousa poor mans graveyard, that was plain. The little church was too small and too sectarian in its mood, standing out in the wind and rain of an open common, to be of any social significance. Lutheran, I fancied. As I came up a little group of pall-bearers, very black and very solemn, were carrying a white satin-covered coffin down a bare gravel path leading from the church door, the minister following, bareheaded, and after him the usual company of mourners in solemn high hats or thick black veils, the foremosta mother and a remaining daughter I took them to besobbing bitterly. Just then six choristers in black frock coats and high hats, standing to one side of the gravel path like six blackbirds ranged on a fence, began to sing a German parting-song to the melody of Home Sweet Home. The little white coffin, containing presumably the body of a young girl, was put down by the grave while the song was completed and the minister made a few consolatory remarks.

I have never been able, quite, to straighten out for myself the magic of what followedits stirring effect. Into the hole of very yellow earth, cut through dead brown grass, the white coffin was lowered and then the minister stood by and held out first to the father and then to the mother and then to each of the others as they passed a small, white, ribbon-threaded basket containing broken bits of the yellow earth intermixed with masses of pink and red rose-leaves. As each sobbing person came forward he, or she, took a handful of earth and rose leaves and let them sift through his fingers to the coffin below. A lump rose in my throat and I hurried away.


CHAPTER XLIX

ON THE WAY TO HOLLANDM

I CAME near finding myself in serious straights financially on leaving Berlin; for, owing to an over-sight, and the fact that I was lost in pleasant entertainment up to quite the parting hour, on examining my cash in hand I found I had only fifteen marks all told. This was Saturday night and my train was leaving in just thirty minutes. My taxi fare would be two marks. I had my ticket, but excess baggage!I saw that looming up largely. It could mean anything in Europeten, twenty, thirty marks. Good Heavens! I thought. Who is there to cash a letter of credit for me on Saturday night? I thought of porters, taxis, train hands at Amsterdam. If I get there at all, I sighed, I get there without a cent. For a minute I thought seriously of delaying my departure and seeking the aid of Herr A. However, I hurried on to the depot where I first had my trunk weighed and found that I should have to pay ten marks excess baggage. That was not so bad. My taxi chauffeur demanded two. My Packtrger took one more, my parcel-room clerk, one mark in fees, leaving me exactly one mark and my letter of credit. Good Heavens! I sighed. I can see the expectant customs officers at the border! Without money I shall have to open every one of my bags. I can see the conductor expecting four or five marks and getting nothing. I can seeoh, Lord!

Still I did not propose to turn back, I did not have time. The clerk at the Amsterdam hotel would have to loan me money on my letter of credit. So I bustled ruminatively into the train. It was a long, dusty affair, coming from St. Petersburg and bound for Holland, Paris, and the boats for England. It was crowded with passengers but, thank Heaven, all of them safely bestowed in separate compartments or drawing-rooms after the European fashion. I drew my blinds, undressed swiftly and got into bed. Let all conductors rage, I thought. Porters be damned. Frontier inspectors could go to blazes. I am going to sleep, my one mark in my coat pocket.

I was just dozing off when the conductor called to ask if I did not want to surrender the keys to my baggage in order to avoid being waked in the morning at the frontier. This service merited a tip which, of course, I was in no position to give. Let me explain to you, I said. This is the way it is. I got on this train with just one mark. I tried to make it clear how it all happened, in my halting German.

He was a fine, tall, military, solid-chested fellow. He looked at me with grave, inquisitive eyes. I will come in a little later, he grunted. Instead, he shook me rudely at five-thirty A. M., at some small place in Holland, and told me that I would have to go out and open my trunk. Short shrift for the man who cannot or will not tip!

Still I was not so downcast. For one thing we were in Holland, actually and truly,quaint little Holland with its five million population crowded into cities so close together that you could get from one to another in a half-hour or a little over. To me, it was first and foremost the land of Frans Hals and Rembrandt van Ryn and that whole noble company of Dutch painters. All my life I had been more or less fascinated by those smooth surfaces, the spirited atmosphere, those radiant simplicities of the Dutch interiors, the village inns, windmills, canal scenes, housewives, fishwives, old topers, cattle, and nature scenes which are the basis and substance of Dutch art. I will admit, for arguments sake, that the Dutch costume with its snowy neck and head-piece and cuffs, the Dutch windmill, with its huge wind-bellied sails, the Dutch landscape so flat and grassy and the Dutch temperament, broad-faced and phlegmatic, have had much to do with my art attraction, but over and beyond those there has always been so much more than thisan indefinable something which, for want of a better phrase, I can only call the wonder of the Dutch soul, the most perfect expression of commonplace beauty that the world has yet seen. So easily life runs off into the mystical, the metaphysical, the emotional, the immoral, the passionate and the suggestive, that for those delicate flaws of perfection in which life is revealed static, quiescent, undisturbed, innocently gay, navely beautiful, how can we be grateful enough! For those lovely, idyllic minds that were content to paint the receipt of a letter, an evening school, dancing peasants, a gust of wind, skaters, wild ducks, milk-time, a market, playing at draughts, the fruiterer, a woman darning stockings, a woman scouring, the drunken roysterers, a cow stall, cat and kittens, the grocers shop, the chemists shop, the blacksmiths shop, feeding-time, and the like, my heart has only reverence. And it is not (again) this choice of subject alone, nor the favorable atmosphere of Holland in which these were found, so much as it is that delicate refinement of soul, of perception, of feelingthe miracle of temperamentthrough which these things were seen. Life seen through a temperament! that is the miracle of art.

Yet the worst illusion that can be entertained concerning art is that it is apt to appear at any time in any country, through a given personality or a group of individuals without any deep relation to much deeper mystical and metaphysical things. Some little suggestion of the artistry of life may present itself now and then through a personality, but art in the truest sense is the substance of an age, the significance of a countrya nationality. Even more than that, it is a time-spirit (the Zeitgeist of the Germans) that appears of occasion to glorify a land, to make great a nation. You would think that some-where in the sightless substance of thingsthe chemistry back of the material evidence of lifethere was a lovely, roseate milling of superior principle at times. Strange and lovely things come to the forethe restoration in England, the Renaissance in Italy, Florences golden period, Hollands classic art - all done in a century. And the spirit of God moved upon the face of the waters, and there was that which we know as art.

I think it was years before those two towering figuresRembrandt and Frans Hats (and of the two, Frans Hals is to me the greater)appeared in my consciousness and emphasized the distinction of Holland for me, showing me that the loveliness of Dutch art,the navet of Wouverman, the poetic realism of Nicolaes Mats, the ultimate artistry of Vermeer, de Hoogh, Ruysdael and all that sweet company of simple painters of simple things,had finally come to mean to me all that I can really hope for in artthose last final reflections of halcyon days which are the best that life has to show.

Sometimes when I think of the homely splendors of Dutch art, which in its delicate commonplaceness has nothing to do with the more universal significance of both Hals and Rembrandt, I get a little wild artistically. Those smooth persuasive surfacespure enameland symphonies of blue light which are Vermeer; those genial household intimacies and candle-light romances which are Dou; those alleluiahs of light and water which are Vandervelde, Backhysen, Van Goyen; those merry-makings, perambulations, doorway chats, poultry intimacies, small trade affections and exchanges which are Terburg and Van Ostade! Truly, words fail me. I do not know how to suggest the poetry, the realism, the mood, the artistic craftsmanship that go with these things. They suggest a time, a country, an age, a mood, which is at once a philosophy, a system, a spirit of life. What more can art be? What more can it suggest? How, in that fortune of chance, which combines it with color-sense, temperament, craft, can it be exceeded? And all of this is what Dutch artthose seemingly minor phases, after Hals and Rembrandtmeans to me.

But I was in Holland now, and not concerned so much for the moment with Dutch art as with my trunks. Still I felt here, at the frontier, that already I was in an entirely different world. Gone was that fever of the blood which is Germany. Gone the heavy, involute, enduring, Teutonic architecture. The upstanding German,kaiserlich, self-opinionated, drastic, aggressivewas no longer about me. The men who were unlocking trunks and bags here exemplified a softer, milder, less military type. This mystery of national temperamentswas I never to get done with it? As I looked about me against a pleasant rising Sunday sun I could see and feel that not only the people but the landscape and the architecture had changed. The architecture was obviously so different, low, modest, one-story cottages standing out on a smooth, green level land, so smooth and so green and so level that anything projected against the skylineit mattered not how modestthereby became significant. And I saw my first Holland windmill turning its scarecrow arms in the distance. It was like coming out of a Russian steam bath into the cool marble precincts of the plunge, to be thus projected from Germany into Holland. If you will believe me I was glad that I had no money in order that I might be driven out to see all this.

I had no trouble with trunks and bags other than opening them and being compelled to look as though I thought it a crime to tip anybody. I strolled about the station in the early light of a clear, soft day and speculated on this matter of national temperaments. What a pity, I thought, if Holland were ever annexed by Germany or France or any country and made to modify its individuality. Before I was done with it I was inclined to believe that its individuality would never be modified, come any authority that might.

The balance of the trip to Amsterdam was nothing, a matter of two hours, but it visualized all I had fancied concerning Holland. Such a mild little land it is. So level, so smooth, so green. I began to puzzle out the signs along the way; they seemed such a hodge-podge of German and English badly mixed, that I had to laugh. The train passed up the center of a street in one village where cool brick pavements fronted cool brick houses and stores, and on one shop window appeared the legend: Haar Snijden. Would not that as a statement of hair-cutting make any German-American laugh? Telefoon, stoom boot, Trein voor Ostende, land to koop (for sale) and the like brought a mild grin of amusement.

When we reached Amsterdam I had scarcely time to get a sense of it before I was whisked away in an electric omnibus to the hotel; and I was eager to get there, too, in order to replenish my purse which was now without a single penny. The last mark had gone to the porter at the depot to carry my bags to this bus. I was being deceived as to the character of the city by this ride from the central station to the hotel, for curiously its course gave not a glimpse of the canals that are the most charming and pleasing features of Amsterdam more so than in any other city in Holland. And now what struggles for a little ready money! My bags and fur coat had been duly carried into the hotel and I had signified to the porter in a lordly way that he should pay the busman, but seeing that I had letters which might result in local invitations this very day a little ready cash was necessary.

I tell you what I should like you to do, I observed to the clerk, after I had properly entered my name and accepted a room. Yesterday in Berlin, until it was too late, I forgot to draw any money on my letter of credit. Let me have forty gulden and I will settle with you in the morning.

But, my dear sir, he said, very doubtfully indeed and in very polite English, I do not see how we can do that. We do not know you.

It is surely not so unusual, I suggested ingratiatingly, you must have done it before. You see my bags and trunk are here. Here is my letter of credit. Let me speak to the manager.

The dapper Dutchman looked at my fur coat and bags quite critically, looked at my letter of credit as if he felt sure it was a forgery and then retired into an inner office. Presently a polished creature appeared, dark, immaculate, and after eyeing me solemnly, shook his head. It cant be done, he said.

He turned to go.

But here, here! I called. This wont do. You must be sensible. What sort of a hotel do you keep here, anyhow? I must have forty guldenthirty, anyhow. My letter of credit is good. Examine it. Good heavens! You have at least eight hundred gulden worth of lug-gage there.

He had turned and was surveying me again. It cant be done, he said.

Impossible! I cried. I must have it. Why, I have nt a cent. You must trust me until to-morrow morning.

Give him twenty gulden, he said to the clerk, wearily, and turned away.

Good Heavens! I said to the clerk, give me the twenty gulden before I die of rage. And so he counted them out to me and I went in to breakfast.

I was charmed to find that the room overlooked one of the lovely canals with a distant view of othersall of them alive with canal-boats poled along slowly by solid, placid Hollanders, the spring sunlight giving them a warm, alluring, mildly adventurous aspect. The sense of light on water was so delightful from the breakfast-room, a great airy place, that it gave an added flavor to my Sunday morning breakfast of eggs and bacon. I was so pleased with my general surroundings here that I even hummed a tune while I ate.


CHAPTER L

AMSTERDAM

AMSTERDAM I should certainly include among my cities of light and charm, a place to live in. Not that it has, in my judgment, any of that capital significance of Paris or Rome or Venice. Though greater by a hundred thousand in population than Frankfort, it has not even the forceful commercial texture of that place. The spirit of the city seemed so much more unbusinesslike,so much slower and easier-going. Before I sent forth a single letter of introduction I spent an entire day idling about its so often semicircular streets, following the canals which thread their centers like made pools, rejoicing in the cool brick walks which line the sides, looking at the reflection of houses and buildings in the ever-present water.

Holland is obviously a land of canals and windmills, but much more than that it is a land of atmosphere. I have often speculated as to just what it is that the sea does to its children that marks them so definitely for its own. And here in Amsterdam the thought came to me again. It is this: Your waterside idler, whether he traverses the wide stretches of the ocean or remains at home near the sea, has a seeming vacuity or dreaminess of soul that no rush of ordinary life can disturb. I have noted it of every port of the sea, that the eager intensity of men so often melts away at the waters edge. Boats are not loaded with the hard realism that marks the lading of trains. A sense of the idle-devil-may-care indifference of water seems to play about the affairs of these people, of those who have to do with themthe unhastening indifference of the sea. Perhaps the suggestion of the soundless, timeless, heartless deep that is in every channel, inlet, sluice, and dock-basin is the element that is at the base of their lagging motions. Your sailor and seafaring man will not hurry. His eyes are wide with a strange suspicion of the deep. He knows by contact what the subtlety and the fury of the waters are. The word of the sea is to be indifferent. Never you mind, dearie. As it was in the beginning, so it ever shall be.

I think the peace and sweetness of Amsterdam bear some relationship to this wonderful, soporific spirit of the endless deep. As I walked along these grachts and kades and through these pleinsseemingly enameled worlds in which water and trees and red brick houses swam in a soft light, exactly the light and atmosphere you find in Dutch artI felt as though I had come out of a hard modern existence such as one finds in Germany and back into something kindly, rural, intellectual, philosophic. Spinoza Was, I believe, Hollands contribution to philosophy,and a worthy Dutch philosopher he wasand Erasmus its great scholar. Both Rembrandt and Frans Hals have indicated in their lives the spirit of their country. I think, if you could look into the spirits and homes of thousands of simple Hollanders, you would find that same kindly, cleanly realism which you admire in their paintings. It is so placid. It was so here in Amsterdam. One gathered it from the very air. I had a feeling of peaceful, meditative delight in life and the simplicities of living all the time I was in Holland, which I take to be significant. All the while I was there I was wishing that I might remain throughout the spring and summer, and dream. In Germany I was haunted by the necessity of effort.

It was while I was in Amsterdam this first morning that the realization that my travels were fast drawing to a close dawned upon me. I had been having such a good time! That fresh, interested feeling of something new to look forward to with each morning was still enduring; but now I saw that my splendid world of adventure was all but ended. Thoreau has proved, as I recalled now with some satisfaction, that life can be lived, with great intellectual and spiritual distinction in a meager way and in small compass, but oh, the wonder of the worlds highwaysthe going to and fro amid the things of eminence and memory, seeing how, thus far, this wordly house of ours has been furnished by man and by nature.

All those wonderful lands and objects that I had looked forward to with such keen interest a few months before were now in their way things of the past. England, France, Italy, Germany, London, Paris, Rome, Berlin, Canterbury, Amiens, St. Peters, PisaI could not look on those any more with fresh and wondering eyes. How brief life is, I thought! How taciturn in its mood! It gives us a brief sip, some of us, once and then takes the cup away. It seemed to me, as I sat here looking out on the fresh and sweet canals of Holland, that I could idle thus forever fleeting down foolish impressions, exclaiming over fleeting phases of beauty, wiping my eyes at the hails and farewells that are so precious and so sad. Holland was before me, and Belgium, and one more sip of Paris, and a few days in England, perhaps, and then I should go back to New York to write. I could see itNew York with its high buildings, its clanging cars, its rough incivility. Oh, why might I not idle abroad indefinitely?

The second morning of my arrival I received a telephone message from a sister of Madame A., Madame J., the wife of an eminent Dutch jurist who had something to do with the International Peace Court. Would I come to lunch this day? Her husband would be a little late, but I would not mind. Her sister had written her. She would be so glad to see me. I promptly accepted.

The house was near the Ryks Museum, with a charming view of water from the windows. I can see it now this very pleasant Holland interior. The rooms into which I was introduced were bluish-gray in tone, the contents spare and in good taste. Flowers in abundance. Much brass and old copper. Madame J. was herself a study in steel blue and silver gray, a reserved yet temperamental woman. A better linguist than Madame A., she spoke English perfectly. She had read my book, the latest one, and had liked it, she told me. Then she folded her hands in her lap, leaned forward and looked at me.I have been so curious to see what you looked like.

Well, I replied smilingly, take a long look. I am not as wild as early rumors would indicate, I hope. You must nt start with prejudices.

She smiled engagingly. It is nt that. There are so many things in your book which make me curious. It is such a strange bookself-revealing; I imagine.

I would nt be too sure.

She merely continued to look at me and smile in a placid way, but her inspection was so sympathetic and in a way alluring that it was rather flattering than otherwise. I, in turn, studied her. Here was a woman that, I had been told, had made an ideal marriage. And she obviously displayed the quiet content that few achieve.

Like Shakespeare, I would be the last one to admit an impediment to the marriage of true minds. Unquestionably in this world in spite of endless liaisons, sex diversions, divorces, marital conflicts innumerable, the right people do occasionally find each other. There are true chemical-physical affinities, which remain so until death and dissolution undo their mysterious spell. Yet, on the other hand, I should say this is the rarest of events and if I should try to formulate the mystery of the marital trouble of this earth I should devote considerable percentages to: aungovernable passion not willed or able to be controlled by the individual; bdull, thick-hided irresponsiveness which sees nothing in the emotional mood of another and knows no guiding impulse save self-interest and gluttony; cfickleness of that unreasoning, unthinking character which is based on shallowness of soul and emotionsthe pains resulting from such a state are negligible; d diverging mental conceptions of life due to the hastened or retarded mental growth of one or the other of the high contracting parties; emistaken unions, wrong from the beginning, based on mistaken affectionscases where youth, inexperience, early ungovernable desire lead to a union based on sex and end, of course, in mental incompatibility; fa hounding compulsion to seek for a high spiritual and intellectual ideal which almost no individual can realize for another and which yet may be realized in a lightning flash, out of a clear sky, as it were. In which case the last two will naturally forsake all others and cleave only the one to the other. Such is sexs affection, mental and spiritual compatibility.

But in marriage, as in no other trade, profession, or contract, once a bargain is strucka mistake madesociety suggests that there is no solution save in death. You cannot back out. It is almost the only place where you cannot correct a mistake and start all over. Until death do us part! Think of that being written and accepted of a mistaken marriage! My answer is that death would better hurry up. If the history of human marriage indicates anything, it is that the conditions which make for the union of two individuals, male and female, are purely fortuitous, that marriages are not made in heaven but in lifes conditioning social laboratory, and that the marriage relation, as we understand it, is quite as much subject to modification and revision as anything else. Padical as it may seem, I predict a complete revision of the home standards as we know them. I would not be in the least surprised if the home, as we know it, were to disappear entirely. New, modifying conditions are daily manifesting themselves. Aside from easy divorce which is a mere safety valve and cannot safely (and probably will not) be dispensed with, there are other things which are steadily undermining the old home system as it has been practised. For instance, endless agencies which tend to influence, inspire, and direct the individual or child, entirely apart from the control and suggestion of parents, are now at work. In the rearing of the average child the influence of the average parent is steadily growing less. Intellectual, social, spiritual freedom are constantly being suggested to the individual, but not by the home. People are beginning to see that they have a right to seek and seek until they find that which is best suited to their intellectual, physical, spiritual development, home or no home. No mistake, however great, or disturbing in its consequences, it is beginning to be seen, should be irretrievable. The greater the mistake, really, the easier it should be to right it. Society must and is opening the prison doors of human misery, and old sorrows are walking out into the sunlight where they are being dispelled and forgotten. As sure as there are such things as mental processes, spiritual affinities, significant individualities and as sure as these things are increasing in force, volume, numbers, so sure, also, is it that the marriage state and the sex relation with which these things are so curiously and indissolubly involved will be modified, given greater scope, greater ease of adjustment, greater simplicity of initiation, greater freedom as to duration, greater kindliness as to termination. And the state will guarantee the right, privileges and immunities of the children to the entire satisfaction of the state, the parents, and the children. It cannot be otherwise.

Mynheer J. joined us presently. He was rather spare, very waxy, very intellectual, very unattached philosophicallyapparentlyand yet very rigid in his feeling for established principle. The type is quite common among intellectuals. Much reading had not made him mad but a little pedantic. He was speculatively interested in international peace though he did not believe that it could readily be established. Much more, apparently, he was interested in the necessity of building up a code or body of international laws which would be flexible and binding on all nations. Imaginatively I could see him at his heavy tomes. He had thin, delicate, rather handsome hands; a thin, dapper, wiry body. He was older than Madame J.,say fifty-five or sixty. He had nice, swell-barbered, short gray whiskers, a short, effective mustache, loose, well-trained, rather upstanding hair. Some such intellectual Northman Ibsen intended to give Hedda.


CHAPTER LI

SPOTLESS TOWN

AT three oclock I left these pleasant people to visit the Ryks Museum and the next morning ran over to Haarlem, a half-hour away, to look at the Frans Hals in the Stadhuis. Haarlem was the city, I remember with pleasure, that once suffered the amazing tulip craze that swept over Holland in the sixteenth centurythe city in which single rare tulips, like single rare carnations to-day, commanded enormous sums of money. Rare species, because of the value of the subsequent bulb sale, sold for hundreds of thousands of gulden. I had heard of the long line of colored tulip beds that lay between here and Haarlem and The Hague and I was prepared to judge for myself whether they were beautifulas beautiful as the picture post-cards sold everywhere indicated. I found this so, but even more than the tulip beds I found the country round about from Amsterdam to Haarlem, The Hague and Rotterdam delightful. I traveled by foot and by train, passing by some thirty miles of vari-colored flower-beds in blocks of red, white, blue, purple, pink, and yellow, that lie between the several cities. I stood in the old Groote Kerk of St. Bavo in Haarlem, the Groote Kerk of St. James in The Hagueboth as bare of ornament as an anchorites cellI wandered among the art treasures of the Ryks Museum in Amsterdam and the Mauritshuis and the Mesdag Museum in The Hague; I walked in the forests of moss-tinted trees at Haarlem and again at The Hague; my impression was that compact little Holland had all the charm of a great private estate, beautifully kept and intimately delightful.

But the canals of Hollandwhat an airy impression of romance, of pure poetry, they left on my mind! There are certain visions or memories to which the heart of every individual instinctively responds. The canals of Holland are one such to me. I can see them now, in the early morning, when the sun was just touching them with the faintest pearls, pinks, lavenders, blues, their level surfaces as smooth as glass, their banks rising no whit above the level of the water, but lying even with it like a black or emerald frame, their long straight lines broken at one point or another by a low brown or red or drab cottage or windmill! I can see them again at evening, the twilight hour, when in that poetically suffused mood of nature, which obtains then, they lie, liquid masses of silver, a shred of tinted cloud reflected in their surface, the level green grass turning black about them, a homing bird, a mass of trees in the distance, or humble cottage, its windows faintly gold from within, lending those last touches of artistry which make the perfection of nature. As in London and Venice the sails of their boats were colored a soft brown, and now and again one appeared in the fading light, a healthy Hollander smoking his pipe at the tiller, a cool wind fanning his brow. The world may hold more charming pictures but I have not encountered them.

And across the level spaces of lush grass that seemingly stretch unbroken for milesbordered on this side or that with a little patch of filigree trees; ribboned and segmented by straight silvery threads of water; ornamented in the foreground by a cow or two, perhaps, or a boatman steering his motor-power canal boat; remotely ended by the seeming outlines of a distant city, as delicately penciled as a line by Viergestand the windmills. I have seen ten, twelve, fifteen, marching serenely across the fields in a row, of an afternoon, like great, heavy, fat Dutchmen, their sails going in slow, patient motions, their great sides rounding out like solid Dutch ribs, naive, delicious things. There were times when their outlines took on classic significance. Combined with the utterly level land, the canals and the artistically martialed trees, they constitute the very atmosphere of Holland.

Haarlem, when I reached it, pleased me almost as much as Amsterdam, though it had no canals to speak ofby comparison. It was so clean and fresh and altogether lovely. It reminded me of Spotless Townthe city of advertising fameand I was quite ready to encounter the mayor, the butcher, the doctor and other worthies of that ultra-respectable city. Coming over from Amsterdam, I saw a little Dutch girl in wooden shoes come down to a low gate which opened directly upon a canal and dip up a pitcher of water. That was enough to key up my mood to the most romantic pitch. I ventured forth right gaily in a warm spring sun and spent the better portion of an utterly delightful day idling about its streets and museums.

Haarlem, to me, aside from the tulip craze, was where Frans Hals lived and where in 1610, when he was thirty years of age, he married and where six years later he was brought before the Burgomaster for ill-treating his wife, and ordered to abstain from dronkenschappe Poor Frans Hals! The day I was there a line of motor-cars stood outside the Stadhuis waiting while their owners contemplated the wonders of the ten Regents pictures inside which are the pride of Haarlem. When I left London Sir Scorp was holding his recently discovered portrait by Hals at forty thousand pounds or more. I fancy to-day any of the numerous portraits by Hals in his best manner would bring two hundred thousand dollars and very likely much more. Yet at seventy-two Halss goods and chattelsthree mattresses, one chair, one table, three bolsters, and five pictureswere sold to satisfy a bakers bill, and from then on, until he died fourteen years later, at eighty-six, his rent and firing were paid for by the municipality. Fate probably saved a very great artist from endless misery by letting his first wife die. As it was he appears to have had his share of wretchedness.

The business of being really great is one of the most pathetic things in the world. When I was in London a close friend of Herbert Spencer told me the story of his. last days, and how, save for herself, there was scarcely any one to cheer him in his loneliness. It was not that he lacked living meanshe had thatbut living as he did. aloft in the eternal snows of speculation, there was no one to share his thoughts,no one. It was the fate of that gigantic mind to be lonely. What a pity the pleasures of the bottle or a drug might not eventually have allured him. Old Omar knew the proper antidote for these speculative miseries.

And Rembrandt van Rynthere was another. It is probably true that from 1606, when he was born, until 1634, when he married at twenty-eight, he was gay enough. He had the delicious pleasure of discovering that he was an artist. Then he married Saskia van Uylenborchthe fair Saskia whom he painted sitting so gaily on his kneeand for eight years he was probably supremely happy. Saskia had forty thousand gulden to contribute to this mnage. Rembrandts skill and fame were just attaining their most significant proportions, when she died. Then, being an artist, his affairs went from bad to worse; and you have the spectacle of this other seer, Hollands metaphysician, color-genius, life-interpreter, descending to an entanglement with a rather dull housekeeper, losing his money, having all his possessions sold to pay his debts and living out his last days in absolute loneliness at the Keizerskroon Inn in Amsterdamquite neglected; for the local taste for art had changed, and the public was a little sick of Hals and Rembrandt.

As I sat in the Kroon restaurant, in Haarlem, opposite the Groote Kerk, watching some pigeons fly about the belfry, looking at Lieven de Keys meat market, the prototype of Dutch quaintness, and meditating on the pictures of these great masters that I had just seen in the Stadhuis, the insignificance of the individual as compared with the business of life came to me with overwhelming force. We are such minute, dusty insects at best, great or small. The old age of most people is so trivial and insignificant. We become mere shells granthers, Goody Two-Shoes, lean and slippered pantaloons. The spirit of life works in massesnot individuals. It prefers a school or species to a single specimen. A great man or woman is an accident. A great work of art of almost any kind is almost always fortuitouslike this meat market over the way. Life, for instance, I speculated sitting here, cared no more for Frans Hals or Rembrandt or Lieven de Key than I cared for the meanest butcher or baker of their day. If they chanced to find a means of subsistencewell and good; if not, well and good also. Vanity, vanity, saith the preacher, all is vanity. Even so.

From Haarlem I went on to The Hague, about fifty minutes away; from The Hague, late that evening, to Rotterdam; from Rotterdam to Dordrecht, and so into Belgium, where I was amused to see everything change againthe people, language, signs,all. Belgium appeared to be French, with only the faintest suggestion of Holland about itbut it was different enough from France also to be interesting on its own account.

After a quick trip across Belgium with short but delightful stops at Bruges, that exquisite shell of a once great city, at Ghent and at Brussels, the little Paris, I arrived once more at the French capital.


CHAPTER LII

PARIS AGAIN

ONCE I was in Paris again. It was delightful, for now it was spring, or nearly so, and the weather was pleasant. People were pouring into the city in droves from all over the world. It was nearly midnight when I arrived. My trunk, which I had sent on ahead, was somewhere in the limbo of advance trunks and I had a hard time getting it. Parisian porters and depot attendants know exactly when to lose all understanding of English and all knowledge of the sign language. It is when the search for anything becomes the least bit irksome. The tip they expect to get from you spurs them on a little way, but not very far. Let them see that the task promises to be somewhat wearisome and they disappear entirely. I lost two facteurs in this way, when they discovered that the trunk was not ready to their hand, and so I had to turn in and search among endless trunks myself. When I found it, a facteur was quickly secured to truck it out to a taxi. And, not at all wonderful to relate, the first man I had employed now showed up to obtain his pourboire. Oh, here you are! I exclaimed, as I was getting into my taxi. Well, you can go to the devil! He pulled a long face. That much English he knew.

When I reached the hotel in Paris I found Barfleur registered there but not yet returned to his room. But several letters of complaint were awaiting me: Why had nt I telegraphed the exact hour of my arrival; why had nt I written fully? It was nt pleasant to wait in uncertainty. If I had only been exact, several things could have been arranged for this day or evening. While I was meditating on my sins of omission and commission, a chasseur bearing a note arrived. Would I dress and come to G.s Bar. He would meet me at twelve. This was Saturday night, and it would be good to look over Paris again. I knew what that meant. We would leave the last restaurant in broad daylight, or at least the Paris dawn.

Coming down on the train from Brussels I had fallen into a blue funka kind of mental miasmaone of the miseries Barfleur never indulged in. They almost destroy me. Barfleur never, in so far as I could see, succumbed to the blues. In the first place my letter of credit was all but used upmy funds were growing terrify-ingly low; and it did not make me any more cheerful to realize that my journey was now practically at an end. A few more days and I would be sailing for home.

When, somewhat after twelve, I arrived at G.s Bar I was still a little doleful. Barfleur was there. He had just come in. That indescribable Parisian tensionthat sense of life at the topmost level of nervous strength and energywas filling this little place. The same red-jacketed musicians; the same efficient, inconspicuous, attentive and courteous waiters; Madame G., placid, philosophic, comfy, businesslike and yet motherlike, was going to and fro, pleasingly arrayed, looking no doubt after the interests, woes, and aspirations of her company of very, very bad but beautiful girls. The walls were lined with life-loving patrons of from twenty-five to fifty years of age, with their female companions. Barfleur was at his best. He was once more in Parishis beloved Paris. He beamed on me in a cheerful, patronizing way.

So there you are! The Italian bandits did nt waylay you, even if they did rob you, I trust? The German Empire did nt sit too heavily on you? Holland and Switzerland must have been charming as passing pictures. Where did you stop in Amsterdam?

At the Amstel.

Quite right. An excellent hotel. I trust Madame A. was nice to you?

She was as considerate as she could be.

Right and fitting. She should have been. I saw that you stopped at the National, in Lucerne. That is one of the best hotels in Europe. I was glad to see that your taste in hotels was not falling off.

We began with appetizers, some soup, and a light wine. I gave a rough summary of some things I had seen, and then we came to the matter of my sailing date and a proposed walking trip in England.

Now, Ill tell you what I think we should do and then you can use your own judgment, suggested Barfleur. By the time we get to London, next Wednesday or Tuesday, England will be in prime condition. The country about Dorchester will be perfect. I suggest that we take a weeks walk, anyway. You come to Bridgely Levelit is beautiful there nowand stay a week or ten days. I should like you to see how charming it is about my place in the spring. Then we will go to Dorchester. Then you can come back to Bridgely Level. Why not stay in England and write this summer?

I put up a hand in serious opposition. You know I cant do that. Why, if I had so much time, we might as well stay over here and settle down inwell, Fontaine-bleau. Besides, money is a matter of prime consideration with me. I ve got to buckle down to work at once at anything that will make me ready money. I think in all seriousness I had best drop the writing end of the literary profession for a while anyway and return to the editorial desk.

The geniality and romance that lightened Barfleurs eye, as he thought of the exquisite beauty of England in the spring, faded, and his face became unduly severe.

Really, he said, with a grand air, you discourage me. At times, truly, I am inclined to quit. You are a man, in so far as I can see, with absolutely no faith in yourselfa man without a profession or an appropriate feeling for his craft. You are inclined, on the slightest provocation, to give up. You neither save anything over from yesterday in the shape of satisfactory reflection nor look into the future with any optimism. Do, I beg of you, have a little faith in the future. Assume that a day is a day, wherever it is, and that so long as it is not in the past it has possibilities. Here you are a man of forty; the formative portion of your life is behind you. Your work is all indicated and before you. Public faith such as my own should have some weight with you and yet after a tour of Europe, such as you would not have reasonably contemplated a year ago, you sink down supinely and talk of quitting. Truly it is too much. You make me feel very desperate. One cannot go on in this fashion. You must cultivate some intellectual stability around which your emotions can center and settle to anchor.

Fairest Barfleur, I replied, how you preach! You have real oratorical ability at times. There is much in what you say. I should have a profession, but we are looking at life from slightly different points of view. You have in your way a stable base, financially speaking. At least I assume so. I have not. My outlook, outside of the talent you are inclined to praise, is not very encouraging. It is not at all sure that the public will manifest the slightest interest in me from now on. If I had a large bump of vanity and the dull optimism of the unimaginative, I might assume anything and go gaily on until I was attacked somewhere for a board bill. Unfortunately I have not the necessary thickness of hide. And I suffer periods of emotional disturbance such as do not appear to afflict you. If you want to adjust my artistic attitude so nicely, contemplate my financial state first and see if that does not appeal to you as having some elements capable of disturbing my not undue proportion of equanimity. We then went into actual figures from which to his satisfaction he deducted that, with ordinary faith in myself, I had no real grounds for distress, and I from mine figured that my immediate future was quite as dubious as I had fancied. It did not appear that I was to have any money when I left England. Rather I was to draw against my future and trust that my innate capabilities would see me through.

It was definitely settled at this conference that I was not to take the long-planned walking tour in the south of England, lovely as it would be, but instead, after three or four days in Paris and three or four days in London, I was to take a boat sailing from Dover about the middle of April or a little later which would put me in New York before May. This agreed we returned to our pleasures and spent three or four very delightful days together.

It is written of Hugo and Balzac that they always looked upon Paris as the capital of the world. I am afraid I shall have to confess to a similar feeling concerning New York. I know it all so wellits splendid water spaces, its magnificent avenues, its varying sections, the rugged splendor of its clifflike structures, the ripping force of its tides of energy and life. Viewing Europe from the vantage point of the seven countries I had seen, I was prepared to admit that in so many ways we are, temperamentally and socially speaking, the rawest of raw material. No one could be more crude, more illusioned than the average American. Contrasted with the savoir faire, the life understanding, the philosophic acceptance of definite conditions in nature, the Europeans are immeasurably superior. They are harder, better trained, more settled in the routine of things. The folderols of romance, the shibboleths of politics and religion, the false standards of social and commercial supremacy are not so readily accepted there as here. Ill-founded aspiration is not so rife there as here: every Jack does not consider himself, regardless of qualifications, appointed by God to tell his neighbor how he shall do and live. But granting all this, America, and particularly New York, has to me the most comforting atmosphere of any. The subway is like my library tableit is so much of an intimate. Broadway is the one idling show place. Neither the Strand nor the Boulevard des Capucines can replace it. Fifth Avenue is all that it should bethe one really perfect show street of the world. All in all the Atlantic metropolis is the first city in the world to me, first in force, unrivaled in individuality, richer and freer in its spirit than London or Paris, though so often more gauche, more tawdry, more shamblingly inexperienced.

As I sat in Madame G.s Bar, the pull of the city overseas was on meand that in the spring! I wanted to go home.

We talked of the women we had got to know in Parisof Marcelle and Madame de B. and other figures lurking in the background of this brilliant city. But Marcelle would expect a trip to Fontainebleau and Madame de B. was likely to be financially distressed. This cheerful sort of companionship would be expensive. Did I care to submit to the expense? I did not. I felt that I could not. So for once we decided to be modest and go out and see what we could see alone. Our individual companionship was for the time-being sufficient.

Barfleur and I truly kept step with Paris these early spring days. This first night together we revisited all our favorite cafs and restaurantsFyshers Bar, the Rat Mort, Cs Bar, the Abbaye Thlme, Maxims, the American, Paillards and the like, and this, I soon realized: without a keen sex interestthe companionship of these high-voltage ladies of ParisI can imagine nothing duller. It becomes a brilliant but hollow spectacle.

The next day was Sunday. It was warm and sunny as a day could be. The air was charged with a kind of gay expectation. Barfleur had discovered a neo-impressionist portraitist of merit, one Hans Bois, and had agreed to have his portrait done by him. This Sunday morning was the first day for a series of three sittings; so I left him and spent a delicious morning in the Bois. Paris in spring! The several daysfrom Saturday to Wednesdaywere like a dream. A gay worldfull of the subtleties of social ambition, of desire, fashion, love-making, and all the keenest, shrewdest aspects of life. It was interesting, at the Caf Madrid and The Elyse, to sit out under trees and the open sky and see an uninterrupted stream of automobiles and taxis pouring up, depositing smart-looking people all glancing keenly about, nodding to friends, now cordially, now tentatively, in a careful, selective social way.

One evening after I returned from a late ramble alone, I found on my table a note from Barfleur. For Gods sake, if you get this in time, come at once to the Abbaye Thlme. I am waiting for you with a Mrs. L., who wants to meet you. So I had to change to evening clothes at one-thirty in the morning. And it was the same old thing when I reached therewaiters tumbling over one another with their burdens of champagne, fruit, ices, confitures; the air full of colored glucose balls, colored balloons floating aloft, endless mirrors reflecting a giddy panorama, white arms, white necks, animated faces, snowy shirt bosomsthe old story. Spanish dancers in glittering scales, American negroes in evening clothes singing coon songs, excited life-lovers, male and female, dancing erotically in each others arms. Can it be, I asked myself, that this thing goes on night after night and year after year? Yet it was obvious that it did.

The lady in question was rather remoteas an English-woman can be. I m sure she said to hereslf, This is a very dull author. But I could nt help it. She froze my social sense into icy crystals of yes and no. We took her home presently and continued our rounds till the wee sma hours.


CHAPTER LIII

THE VOYAGE HOME

THE following Wednesday Barfleur and I returned to London via Calais and Dover. We had been, between whiles, to the races at Longchamps, luncheons at Au Pre Boivin, the Pr Catalan, and elsewhere. I had finally looked up Marcelle, but the concierge explained that she was out of town.

In spite of the titter fascination of Paris I was not at all sorry to leave, for I felt that to be happy here one would want a more definite social life and a more fixed habitation than this hotel and the small circle of people that we had met could provide. I took a lastalmost a yearninglook at the Avenue de 1Opera and the Gate du Nord and then we were off.

England was softly radiant in her spring dress. The leaves of the trees between Dover and London were just budding, that diaphanous tracery which resembles green lace. The endless red chimneys and sagging green roofs and eaves of English cottages peeping out from this vesture of spring were as romantic and poetic as an old English ballad. No doubt at all that Englandthe south of it, anyhowis in a rut; sixty years behind the times, but what a rut! Must all be new and polished and shiny? As the towers and spires of Canterbury sped past to the right, gray and crumbling in a winelike air, something rose in my throat. I thought of that old English song that begins

When shepherds pipe on oaten straws

1

And then London once more and all the mystery of endless involute streets and simple, hidden, unexplored regions! I went once more to look at the grim, sad, two-story East End in spring. It was even more pathetic for being touched by the caressing hand of Nature. I went to look at Hyde Park and Chelsea and Seven Kings. I thought to visit Sir Scorpto cringe once more before the inquiring severity of his ascetic eye; but I did not have time, as things turned out. Barfleur was insistent that I should spend a day or two at Bridgely Level. Owing to a great coal strike the boat I had planned to take was put out of commission and I was compelled to advance my sailing date two days on the boat of another line. And now I was to see Bridgely Level once more, in the spring.

After Italy and Holland, perhaps side by side with Holland or before it, Englandthe southern portion of itis the most charmingly individual country in Europe. For the sake of the walk, the evening was so fine, we decided to leave the train at Maidenhead and walk the remaining distance, some five or six miles. It was ideal. The sun was going down and breaking through diaphanous clouds in the west, which it tinted and gilded. The English hedges and copses were delicately tinted with new life. English robins were on the grass; sheep, cows; over one English hamlet and another smoke was curling and English crows or rooks were gaily cawing, cheered at the thought of an English spring.

As gay as children, Barfleur and I trudged the yellow English road. Now and then we passed through a stile and cut diagonally across a field where a path was laid for the foot of man. Every so often we met an English laborer, his trousers gripped just below the knee by the customary English strap. Green and red; green and red; (such were the houses and fields) with new spring violets, apple trees in blossom, and peeping steeples over sloping hillsides thrown in for good measure. I felt what shall I say I felt?not the grandeur of Italy, but something so delicate and tender, so reminiscent and aromaticfaintly soof other days and other fames, that my heart was touched as by music. Near Bridgely Level we encountered Wilkins going home from his work, a bundle of twigs under his arm, a pruning hook at his belt, his trousers strapped after the fashion of his class.

Well, Wilkins! I exclaimed.

Wy, ow do you do, sir, Mr. Dreiser? Him glad to see you again, Hi am, touching his cap. Hi opes as ow you ve had a pleasant trip.

Very, Wilkins, very, I replied grandiosely. Who cannot be grandiose in the presence of the fixed conditions of old England. I asked after his work and his health and then Barfleur gave him some instructions for the morrow. We went on in a fading lightan English twilight. And when we reached the country house it was already aglow in anticipation of this visit. Hearth fires were laid. The dining-room, reception-hall, and living-room were alight. Dora appeared at the door, quite as charming and rosy in her white apron and cap as the day I left, but she gave no more sign that I was strange or had been absent than as if I had not been away.

Now we must make up our minds what particular wines we want for dinner. I have an excellent champagne of course; but how about a light Burgundy or a Rhine wine? I have an excellent Assmanshuser.

I vote for the light Burgundy, I said.

Done. I will speak to Dora now.

And while he went to instruct Dora, I went to look after all my belongings in order to bring them finally together for my permanent departure. After a delicious dinner and one of those comfortable, reminiscent talks that seem naturally to follow the end of the day, I went early to bed.

When the day came to sail I was really glad to be going home, although on the way I had quarreled so much with my native land for the things which it lacks and which Europe apparently has.

Our boasted democracy has resulted in little more than the privilege every living, breathing American has of being rude and brutal to every other, but it is not beyond possibility that sometime as a nation we will sober down into something approximating human civility. Our early revolt against sham civility has, in so far as I can see, resulted in nothing save the abolition of all civilitywhich is sickening. Life, I am sure, will shame us out of it eventually. We will find we do not get anywhere by it. And I blame it all on the lawlessness of the men at the top. They have set the example which has been most freely copied.

Still, I was glad to be going home.

When the time came the run from London to Folk-stone and Dover was pleasant with its fleeting glimpses of the old castle at Rochester and the spires of the cathedral at Canterbury, the English orchards, the slopes dotted with sheep, the nestled chimneys and the occasional quaint, sagging roofs of moss-tinted tiles. The conductor who had secured me a compartment to myself appeared just after we left Folkstone to tell me not to bother about my baggage, saying that I would surely find it all on the dock when I arrived to take the boat. It was exactly as he said, though having come this way I found two transfers necessary. Trust the English to be faithful. It is the one reliable country in which you may travel. At Dover I meditated on how thoroughly my European days were over and when, if ever, I should come again. Life offers so much to see and the human span is so short that it is a question whether it is advisable ever to go twice to the same placea serious question. If I had my choice, I decidedas I stood and looked at the blue bay of DoverI would, if I could, spend six months each year in the United States and then choose Paris as niy other center and from there fare forth as I pleased.

After an hours wait at Dover, the big liner dropped anchor in the roadstead and presently the London passengers were put on board and we were under way. The Harbor was lovely in a fading lightchalk-blue waters, tall whitish cliffs, endless squealing, circling gulls, and a bugle calling from the fort in the city.

Our ships captain was a Christian Scientist, believing in the nothingness of matter, the immanence of Spirit or a divine idea, yet he was, as events proved, greatly distressed because of the perverse, undismissable presence and hauntings of mortal thought. He had beliefs concerning possible wrecks, fires, explosionsthe usual terrors of the deep, and one of the ships company (our deck-steward) told me that whenever there was a fog he was always on the bridge, refusing to leave it and that he was nervous and as cross as hell. So you can see how his religious belief squared with his chemical intuitions concerning the facts of life. A nice, healthy, brisk, argumentative, contentious individual he was, and very anxious to have the pretty women sit by him at dinner.

The third day we were out news came by wireless that the Titanic had sunk after collision with an iceberg in mid-ocean. The news had been given in confidence to a passenger. And this passenger had in confidence told others. It was a terrible piece of news, grim in its suggestion, and when it finally leaked out it sent a chill over all on board. I heard it first at nine oclock at night. A party of us were seated in the smoking-room, a most comfortable retreat from the terrors of the night and the sea. A damp wind had arisen, bringing with it the dreaded fog. Sometimes I think the card room is sought because it suggests the sea less than any place else on the ship. The great fog-horn began mooing like some vast Brobdingnagian sea-cow wandering on endless watery pastures. The passengers were gathered here now in groups where, played upon by scores of lights, served with drinks and reacted upon, one by the moods of the others, a temperamental combustion took place which served to dispel their gloom. Yet it was not possible entirely to keep ones mind off the slowing down of the ship, the grim moo of the horn, and the sound of long, swishing breakers outside speaking of the immensity of the sea, its darkness, depth, and terrors. Every now and then, I noticed, some one would rise and go outside to contemplate, no doubt, the gloominess of it all. There is nothing more unpromising to this little lamp, the body, than the dark, foggy waters of a mid-night sea.

One of the passengers, a German, came up to our table with a troubled, mysterious air. I got sumpin to tell you, gentlemen, he said in a stage whisper, bending over us. You better come outside where the ladies cant hear. (There were several in the room.) I just been talkin to the wireless man upstairs.

We arose and followed him out on deck.

The German faced us, pale and trembling. Gentlemen, he said, the captain s given orders to keep it a secret until we reach New York. But I got it straight from the wireless man: The Titanic went down last night with nearly all on board. Only eight hundred saved and two thousand drowned. She struck an iceberg off Newfoundland. You, gentlemen, must promise me not to tell the ladiesotherwise I shutt nt have told you. I promised the man up-stairs. It might get him in trouble.

We promised faithfully. And with one accord we went to the rail and looked out into the blackness ahead. The swish of the sea could be heard and the insistent moo of the fog-horn.

And this is only Tuesday, suggested one. His face showed a true concern. Weve got a week yet on the sea, the way they will run now. And we have to go through that regionmaybe over the very spot

He took off his cap and scratched his hair in a foolish, thoughtful way. I think we all began to talk at once, but no one listened. The terror of the sea had come swiftly and directly home to all. I am satisfied that there was not a man of all the company who heard without feeling a strange sensation. To think of a ship as immense as the Titanic, new and bright, sinking in endless fathoms of water. And the two thousand passengers routed like rats from their berths only to float helplessly in miles of water, praying and crying!

I went to my berth thinking of the pains and terrors of those doomed two thousand, a great rage in my heart against the fortuity of lifethe dullness or greed of man that prevents him from coping with it. For an hour or more I listened to the vibration of the ship that trembled at times like a spent animal as a great wave struck at it with smashing force.

It was a trying night.

I found by careful observation of those with me that I was not the only one subject to disquieting thoughts. Mr. W., a Chicago beef man, pleased me most, for he was so frank in admitting his inmost emotions. He was a vigorous young buck, frank and straightforward. He came down to breakfast the next morning looking a little dull. The sun was out and it was a fine day. You know, he confided genially, I dreamed of them poor devils all night. Say out in the cold there! And then those big waves kept hitting the ship and waking me up. Did you hear that smash in the night? I thought we had struck something. I got up once and looked out but that did nt cheer me any. I could only see the top of a roller now and then going by.

Another evening, sitting in the deepest recesses of the card room he explained that he believed in good and bad spirits and the good spirits could help you if they wanted to.

Monsieur G., a Belgian, doing business in New York, was nervous in a subdued, quiet way. He never ceased commenting on the wretchedness of the catastrophe, nor did he fail daily to consult the chart of miles made and course traveled. He predicted that we would turn south before we neared the Grand Banks because he did not believe the captain would take a chance. I am sure he told his wife and that she told every other woman, for the next clay one of them confided to me that she knew, and that she had been stiff with fear all the night before.

An Englishman, who was with us making for Calgary gave no sign, one way or the other. The German who first brought us the news was like a man with a mania; he talked of it all the time. An American judge on board talked solemnly with all who would listen a hard crab of a man, whose emotions found their vent in the business of extracting information. The women talked to each other but pretended not to know.

It took three days of more or less pleasant sailing to relax the tension which pervaded the whole vessel. The captain did not appear again at table for four days. On Wednesday, following the Monday of the wreck, there was a fire drill that ominous clanging of the fire-bell on the forward deck which brought many troubled spectators out of their staterooms and developed the fact that every piece of hose employed was rotten; for every piece put under pressure burst a cheering exhibition!

But as the days passed we began to take heart again. The philosophers of the company were unanimously agreed that as the Titanic had suffered this great disaster through carelessness on the part of her officers, no doubt our own chances of safely reaching shore were thereby enhanced. We fell to gambling again, to flirting, to playing shuffle-board. By Saturday, when we were passing in the vicinity of where the Titanic went down, only much farther to the south, our fears had been practically dispelled.

It was not until we reached Sandy Hook the following Tuesday a hard, bright, clear, blowy day, that we really got the full story. The customary pilot was taken on there, out of a thrashing sea, his overcoat pockets bulging with papers, all flaring with headlines describing the disaster. We crowded into the smoking-room for the last time and devoured the news. Some broke down and cried. Others clenched their fists and swore over the vivid and painful pen pictures by eye witnesses and survivors. For a while we all forgot we were nearly home. We came finally to quarantine. And I was amused to see how in these last hours the rather vigorous ardors of ship-friendship that had been engendered by the days spent together began to cool how all those on board began to think of themselves no longer as members of a coordinated ship company bound together for weal or woe on the bosom of the great deep, but rather as individuals of widely separated communities and interests to which they were now returning and which of necessity would sever their relationship perpetually. I saw, for instance, the American judge who had unbent sufficiently after we had been three days out to play cards with so humble a person as the commission merchant, and others, begin to congeal again into his native judicial dignity. Several of the young women who had been generally friendly now became quite remote other worlds were calling them.

And all of this goodly company were so concerned now as to whether they could make a very conservative estimate of the things they were bringing into America and yet not be disturbed by the customs inspectors, that they were a little amusing. What is honesty, anyhow? Foreign purchases to the value of one hundred dollars were allowed; yet I venture to say that of all this charming company, most of whom prided themselves on some form of virtue, few made a strictly honest declaration. They were all as honest as they had to, he as dishonest as they dared be no more. Poor pretending humanity! We all lie so. We all believe such untrue things about ourselves and about others. Life is literally compact of make-believe, illusion, temperamental bias, false witness, affinity. The so-called standards of right, truth, justice, law, are no more than the wire netting of a sieve through which the water of life rushes almost uninterrupted. It seems to be regulated, but is it? Look close. See for yourself. Christ said, Eyes and they see not; ears and they hear not. Is this not literally true? Begin with number one. How about you and the so-called universal standards?

It had been so cold and raw down the bay that I could scarcely believe, as we neared Manhattan Island that it was going to be so warm and springlike on land as it proved. When we first sighted Long Island and later Long Beach it was over a thrashing sea; the heads of the waves were being cut off by the wind and sent flying into white spindrift or parti-colored rainbows.

Even above Sandy Hook the wind made rainbows out of wave-tops and the bay had a tumbled surface. It was good to see again the stately towers of the lower city as we drew near that mountain of steel and stone cut with its narrow canyons. They were just finishing the upper framework of the Woolworth Building that first cathedral of the American religion of business and now it reared its stately head high above everything else.

There was a great company at the dockside to receive us. Owing to the sinking of the Titanic relatives were especially anxious and all incoming ships were greeted with enlarged companies of grateful friends. There were reporters on hand to ask questions as to the voyage had we encountered any bodies, had we struck any ice?

When s finally stepped on the dock, gathered up my baggage, called a few final farewells and took a taxi to upper Broadway, I really felt that I was once more at home. New York was so suggestively rich to me, this spring evening. It was so refreshing to look out and see the commonplace life of Eighth Avenue, up which I sped, and the long cross streets and later upper Broadway with its rush of cars, taxis, pedestrians. On Eighth Avenue negroes were idling at curbs and corners, the Eighth Avenue type of shopkeeper lolling in his door-way, boys and girls, men and women of a none-too-comforting type, making the best of a humdrum and shabby existence. In ones own land, born and raised among the conditions you are observing, responsive to the subtlest modifications of speech, gesture, expression, life takes on a fresh and intimate aspect which only your own land can give after a trip abroad. I never quite realized until later this same evening, strolling out along Broadway to pay a call, how much one really loses abroad for want of blood affinity and years and years of residence. All the finer details, such as through the magnifying glass of familiarity one gains at home, one loses abroad. Only the main outlinesthe very roughest details stand revealed as in a distant view of mountains. That is why generalizations, on so short an acquaintance as a traveler must have, are so dangerous. Here, each sight and sound was significant.

And he says to me, said one little girl, strolling with her picturesque companion on upper Broadway, if you dont do that, I m through.

And what did you say?

Good night!!!

I was sure, then, that I was really home!


A Hoosier Holiday
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TO

MY MOTHER


CHAPTER I

THE ROSE WINDOW

IT was at a modest evening reception I happened to be giving to a new poet of renown that the idea of the holiday was first conceived. I had not seen Franklin, subsequent companion of this pilgrimage, in all of eight or nine months, his work calling him in one direction, mine in another. He is an illustrator of repute, a master of pen and ink, what you would call a really successful artist. He has a studio in New York, another in Indiana  his home town  a car, a chauffeur, and so on.

I first met Franklin ten years before, when he was fresh from Indiana and working on the Sunday supplement of a now defunct New York paper. I was doing the same. I was drawn to him then because he had such an air of unsophisticated and genial simplicity while looking so much the artist. I liked his long, strong aquiline nose, and his hair of a fine black and silver, though he was then only twenty-seven or eight. It is now white  a soft, artistic shock of it, glistening white. Franklin is a Christian Scientist, or dreamy metaphysician, a fact which may not commend him in the eyes of many, though one would do better to await a full metaphysical interpretation of his belief. It would do almost as well to call him a Buddhist or a follower of the Bhagavad Gita. He has no hard and fast Christian dogmas in mind. In fact, he is not a Christian at all, in the accepted sense, but a genial, liberal, platonic metaphysician. I know of no better way to describe him. Socalled sin, as something wherewith to reproach one, does not exist for him. He has few complaints to make concerning peoples weaknesses or errors. Nearly everything is well. He lives happily along, sketching landscapes and trees and drawing many fine simplicities and perfections. There is about him a soothing repose which is not religious but human, which I felt, during all the two thousand miles we subsequently idled together. Franklin is also a very liberal liver, one who does not believe in stinting himself of the good things of the world as he goes  a very excellent conclusion, I take it.

At the beginning of this particular evening nothing was farther from my mind than the idea of going back to Indiana. Twentyeight years before, at the age of sixteen, I had left Warsaw, the last place in the state where I had resided. I had not been in the town of my birth, Terre Haute, Indiana, since I was seven. I had not returned since I was twelve to Sullivan or Evansville on the Ohio River, each of which towns had been my home for two years. The State University of Indiana at Bloomington, in the south central portion of the state, which had known me for one year when I was eighteen, had been free of my presence for twentysix years.

And in that time what illusions had I not built up in connection with my native state! Who does not allow fancy to color his primary experiences in the world? Terre Haute! A small city in which, during my first seven years, we lived in four houses. Sullivan, where we had lived from my seventh to my tenth year, in one house, a picturesque white frame on the edge of the town. In Evansville, at 1413 East Franklin Street, in a small brick, we had lived one year, and in Warsaw, in the northern part of the state, in a comparatively large brick house set in a grove of pines, we had spent four years. My mothers relatives were all residents of this northern section. There had been three months, between the time we left Evansville and the time we settled in Warsaw, Kosciusko County, which we spent in Chicago  my mother and nearly all of the children; also six weeks, between the time we left Terre Haute and the time we settled in Sullivan, which we spent in Vincennes, Indiana, visiting a kindly friend.

We were very poor in those days. My father had only comparatively recently suffered severe reverses, from which he really never recovered. My mother, a dreamy, poetic, impractical soul, was serving to the best of her ability as the captain of the family ship. Most of the ten children had achieved comparative maturity and had departed, or were preparing to depart, to shift for themselves. Before us  us little ones  were all our lives. At home, in a kind of intimacy which did not seem to concern the others because we were the youngest, were my brother Ed, two years younger than myself; my sister Claire (or Tillie), two years older, and occasionally my brother Albert, two years older than Claire, or my sister Sylvia, four years older, alternating as it were in the family home life. At other times they were out in the world working. Sometimes there appeared on the scene, usually one at a time, my elder brothers, Mark and Paul, and my elder sisters, Emma, Theresa, and Mary, each named in the order of their ascending ages. As I have said, there were ten all told  a restless, determined, halfeducated family who, had each been properly trained according to his or her capacities, I have always thought might have made a considerable stir in the world. As it was  but I will try not to become too technical.

But in regard to all this and the material and spiritual character of our life at that time, and what I had done and said, and what others had done and said, what notions had not arisen! They were highly colored ones, which might or might not have some relationship to the character of the country out there as I had known it. I did not know. Anyhow, it had been one of my dearly cherished ideas that some day, when I had the time and the money to spare, I was going to pay a return visit to Indiana. My father had once owned a woolen mill at Sullivan, still standing, I understood (or its duplicate built after a fire), and he also had managed another at Terre Haute. I had a vague recollection of seeing him at work in this one at Terre Haute, and of being shown about, having a spinning jenny and a carder and a weaver explained to me. I had fished in the Busseron near Sullivan, nearly lost my life in the Ohio at Evansville in the dead of winter, fallen in love with the first girls I ever loved at Warsaw. The first girl who ever kissed me and the first girl I ever ventured to kiss were at Warsaw. Would not that cast a celestial light over any midwestern village, however homely?

Well, be that as it may, I had this illusion. Someday I was going back, only in my plans I saw myself taking a train and loafing around in each village and hamlet hours or days, or weeks if necessary. At Warsaw I would try to find out about all the people I had ever known, particularly the boys and girls who went to school with me. At Terre Haute I would look up the house where I was born and our old house in Seventh Street, somewhere near a lumber yard and some railroad tracks, where, in a cool, roomy, musty cellar, I had swung in a swing hung from one of the rafters. Also in this lumber yard and among these tracks where the cars were, I had played with Al and Ed and other boys. Also in Thirteenth Street, Terre Haute, somewhere there was a small house (those were the darkest days of our poverty), where I had been sick with the measles. My father was an ardent Catholic. For the first fifteen years of my life I was horrified by the grim spiritual punishments enunciated by that faith. In this house in Thirteenth Street I had been visited by a long, lank priest in black, who held a silver crucifix to my lips to be kissed. That little house remains the apotheosis of earthly gloom to me even now.

At Sullivan I intended to go out to the Basler House, where we lived, several blocks from the local or old Evansville and Terre Haute depot. This house, as I recalled, was a charming thing of six or seven rooms with a large lawn, in which roses flourished, and with a truck garden north of it and a wonderful clover field to the rear (or east) of it. This clover field  how shall I describe it?  but I cant. It wasnt a clover field at all as I had come to think of it, but a honey trove in Arcady. An army of humble bees came here to gather honey. In those early dawns of spring, summer and autumn, when, for some reason not clear to me now, I was given to rising at dawn, it was canopied by a wonderful veil of clouds (tinted cirrus and nimbus effects), which seemed, as I looked at them, too wonderful for words. Across the fields was a grove of maples concealing a sugar camp (not ours), where I would go in the early dawn to bring home a bucket of maple sap. And directly to the north of us was a large, bare Gethsemane of a field, in the weedy hollows of which were endless whitening bones, for here stood a small village slaughter house, the sacrificial altar of one local butcher. It was not so gruesome as it sounds  only dramatic.

But this field and the atmosphere of that home! I shall have to tell you about them or the import of returning there will be as nothing. It was between my seventh and my tenth year that we lived there, among the most impressionable of all my youth. We were very hard pressed, as I understood it later, but I was too young and too dreamy to feel the pinch of poverty. This lower Wabash valley is an Egyptian realm  not very cold in winter, and drowsy with heat in summer. Corn and wheat and hay and melons grow here in heavy, plethoric fashion. Rains come infrequently, then only in deluging storms. The spring comes early, the autumn lingers until quite New Years time. In the beech and ash and hickory groves are many turtle doves. Great hawks and buzzards and eagles soar high in the air. House and barn martins circle in covies. The bluejay and scarlet tanager flash and cry. In the eaves of our cottage were bluebirds and wrens, and to our trumpet vines and purple clematis came wondrous humming birds to poise and glitter, tropic in their radiance. In old Kirkwoods orchard, a quarter of a mile away over the clover field, I can still hear the guinea fowls and the peacocks calling for rain.

Sometimes the experiences of delicious years make a stained glass window  the rose window of the west  in the cathedral of our life. These three years in dirty old Sullivan, as one of my sisters once called it (with a lip-curl of contempt thrown in for good measure), form such a flower of stained glass in mine. They are my rose window. In symphonies of leaded glass, blue, violet, gold and rose are the sweet harmonies of memory with all the ills of youth discarded. A bare-foot boy is sitting astride a high board fence at dawn. Above him are the tinted fleeces of heaven, those golden argosies of youthful seas of dream. Over the blooming clover are scudding the swallows, my heart remembers how. I look, and in a fence corner is a spider web impearled with dew, a great yellow spider somewhere on its surface is repairing a strand. At a window commanding the field, a window in the kitchen, is my mother. My brother Ed has not risen yet, nor my sister Tillie. The boy looks at the sky. He loves the feel of the dawn. He knows nothing of whence he is coming or where he is going, only all is sensuously, deliriously gay and beautiful. Youth is his: the tingle and response of a new body; the bloom and fragrance of the clover in the air; the sense of the mystery of flying. He sits and sings some tuneless tune. Of such is the kingdom of heaven.

Or it is a great tree, say, a hundred yards from the house. In its thick leaves and widespreading branches the wind is stirring. Under its shade Ed and Tillie and I are playing house. What am I? Oh, a son, a husband, or indeed anything that the occasion requires. We play at duties  getting breakfast, or going to work, or coming home. Why? But a turtle dove is calling somewhere in the depths of a woodland, and that gives me pause. Bob white cries and I think of strange and faroff things to come. A buzzard is poised in the high blue above and I wish I might soar on wings as wide.

Or is it a day with a pet dog? Now they are running side by side over a stubbly field. Now the dog has wandered away and the boy is calling. Now the boy is sitting in a rocking chair by a window and holding the dog in his lap, studying a gnarled tree in the distance, where sits a hawk all day, meditating no doubt on his midnight crimes. Now the dog is gone forever, shot somewhere for chasing sheep, and the boy, disconsolate, is standing under a tree, calling, calling, calling, until the sadness of his own voice and the futility of his cries moves him nearly to tears.

These and many scenes like these make my rose window of the west.


CHAPTER II

THE SCENIC ROUTE

IT was a flash of all this that came to me when in the midst of the blathering and fol de rol of a gay evening Franklin suddenly approached me and said, quite apropos of nothing: How would you like to go out to Indiana in my car?

Ill tell you what, Franklin, I answered, all my life Ive been thinking of making a return trip to Indiana and writing a book about it. I was born in Terre Haute, down in the southwest there below you, and I was brought up in Sullivan and Evansville in the southern part of the state and in Warsaw up north. Agree to take me to all those places after we get there, and Ill go. Whats more, you can illustrate the book if you will.

Ill do that, he said. Warsaw is only about two hours north of our place. Terre Haute is seventyfive miles away. Evansville is a hundred and fifty. Well make a oneday trip to the northern part and a threeday trip to the southern. I stipulate but one thing. If we ruin many tires, we split the cost.

To this I agreed.

Franklins home was really central for all places. It was at Carmel, fifteen miles north of Indianapolis. His plan, once the trip was over, was to camp there in his country studio, and paint during the autumn. Mine was to return direct to New York.

We were to go up the Hudson to Albany and via various perfect state roads to Buffalo. There we were to follow other smooth roads along the shore of Lake Erie to Cleveland and Toledo, and possibly Detroit. There we were to cut southwest to Indianapolis  so close to Carmel. It had not occurred to either of us yet to go direct to Warsaw from Toledo or thereabouts, and thence south to Carmel. That was to come as an afterthought.

But this Hudson-Albany-State-road route irritated me from the very first. Everyone traveling in an automobile seemed inclined to travel that way. I had a vision of thousands of cars which we would have to trail, consuming their dust, or meet and pass, coming toward us. By now the Hudson River was a chestnut. Having traveled by the Pennsylvania and the Central over and over to the west, all this mid-New York and southern Pennsylvania territory was wearisome to think of. Give me the poor, undernourished routes which the dull, imitative rabble shun, and where, because of this very fact, you have some peace and quiet. I traveled all the way uptown the next day to voice my preference in regard to this matter.

Id like to make a book out of this, I explained, if the material is interesting enough, and there isnt a thing that you can say about the Hudson River or the central part of New York State that hasnt been said a thousand times before. Poughkeepsie, Albany, Troy, Syracuse, Rochester  all ghastly manufacturing towns. Why dont we cut due west and see how we make out? This is the nicest, dryest time of the year. Lets go west to the Water Gap, and straight from there through Pennsylvania to some point in Ohio, then on to Indianapolis. A vision of quaint, wild, unexpected regions in Pennsylvania came to me.

Very good, he replied genially. He was playing with a cheerful, pop-eyed French bull. Perhaps that would be better. The other would have the best roads, but were not going for roads exactly. Do you know the country out through there?

No, replied. But we can find out. I suppose the Automobile Club of America ought to help us. I might go round there and see what I can discover.

Do that, he applauded, and I was making to depart when Franklins brother and his chauffeur entered. The latter he introduced as Speed.

Speed, he said, this is Mr. Dreiser, who is going with us. He wants to ride directly west across Pennsylvania to Ohio and so on to Indianapolis. Do you think you can take us through that way?

A blond, lithe, gangling youth with an eerie farmer-like look and smile ambled across the room and took my hand. He seemed half mechanic, half street-car conductor, half mentor, guide and friend.

Sure, he replied, with a kind of childish smile that won instantly  a little girl smile, really. If there are any roads, I can. We can go anywhere the carll go.

I liked him thoroughly. All the time I was trying to think where I had seen Speed before. Suddenly it came to me. There had been a car conductor in a recent comedy. This was the stage character to life. Besides he reeked of Indiana  the real Hoosier. If you have ever seen one, youll know what I mean.

Very good, I said. Fine. Are you as swift as your name indicates, Speed?

Im pretty swift,-he said, with the same glance that a collie will give you at times  a gay, innocent light of the eyes!

A little while later Franklin was saying to me that he had no real complaint against Speed except this: If you drive up to the St. Regis and go in for half an hour, when you come out the sidewalk is all covered with tools and the engine dismantled  that is, if the police have not interfered.

Just the same, put in Fred Booth, he is one of the chauffeurs who led the procession of cars from New York over the Alleghanies and Rockies to the coast, laying out the Lincoln Highway. (Afterwards I saw testimonials and autographed plates which proved this.) He can take a car anywhere shell go.

Then I proceeded to the great automobile club for information.

Are you a member? asked the smug attendant, a polite, airy, bufferish character.

No, only the temporary possessor of a car for a tour.

Then we can do nothing for you. Only members are provided with information.

On the table by which I was standing lay an automobile monthly. In its pages, which I had been idly thumbing as I waited, were a dozen maps of tours, those deceptive things gotten up by associated roadhouses and hotels in their own interest. One was labeled The Scenic Route, and showed a broad black line extending from New York via the Water Gap, Stroudsburg, Wilkes-Barré, Scranton, Binghamton, and a place called Watkins Glen, to Buffalo and Niagara Falls. This interested me. These places are in the heart of the Alleghanies and of the anthracite coal region. Visions of green hills, deep valleys, winding rivers, glistering cataracts and the like leaped before my mind.

The Scenic Route! I ventured. Heres a map that seems to cover what I want. What number is this?

Take it, take it! replied the lofty attendant, as if to shoo me out of the place. You are welcome.

May I pay you?

No, no, youre welcome to it.

I bowed myself humbly away.

Well, auto club or no auto club, here is something, a real route, I said to myself. Anyhow it will do to get us as far as Wilkes-Barré or Scranton. After that well just cut west if we have to.

On the way home I mooned over such names as Tobyhanna, Meshoppen, Blossburg, and Roaring Branch. What sort of places were they? Oh, to be speeding along in this fine warm August weather! To be looking at the odd places, seeing mountains, going back to Warsaw and Sullivan and Terre Haute and Evansville!


CHAPTER III

ACROSS THE MEADOWS TO THE PASSAIC

I ASSUME that automobiling, even to the extent of a two-thousand-mile trip such as this proved to be, is an old story to most people. Anybody can do it, apparently. The difference is to the man who is making the trip, and for me this one had the added fillip of including that pilgrimage which I was certain of making some time.

There was an unavoidable delay owing to the sudden illness of Speed, and then the next morning, when I was uncertain as to whether the trip had been abandoned or no, the car appeared at my door in Tenth Street, and off we sped. There were some amusing preliminaries. I was introduced to Miss H  , a lady who was to accompany us on the first day of our journey. A photograph was taken, the bags had to be arranged and strapped on the outside, and Speed had to examine his engine most carefully. Finally we were off  up Eighth Avenue and across Fortysecond Street to the West Forty-second Street Ferry, while we talked of non-skid chains and Silvertown tires and the durability of the machines in general  this one in particular. It proved to be a handsome sixty-horsepower Pathfinder, only recently purchased, very presentable and shiny.

As we crossed the West Fortysecond Street Ferry I stood out on the front deck till we landed, looking at the refreshing scene the river presented. The day was fine, nearly mid-August, with a sky as blue as weak indigo. Flocks of gulls that frequent the North River were dipping and wheeling. A cool, fresh wind was blowing.

As we stood out in front Miss H  deigned to tell me something of her life. She is one of those self-conscious, carefully dressed, seemingly prosperous maidens of some beauty who frequent the stage and the studios. At present she was Franklins chief model. Recently she had been in some pantomime, dancing. A little wearied perhaps (for all her looks), she told me her stage and art experiences. She had to do something. She could sing, dance, act a little, and draw, she said. Artists seemed to crave her as a model  so  

She lifted a thin silk veil and dabbed her nose with a mere rumor of a handkerchief. Looking at her so fresh and spick in the morning sunlight, I could not help feeling that Franklin was to be congratulated in the selection of his models.

But in a few minutes we were off again, Speed obviously holding in the machine out of respect for officers who appeared at intervals, even in Weehawken, to wave us on or back. I could not help feeling as I looked at them how rapidly the passion for regulating street traffic had grown in the last few years. Everywhere we seemed to be encountering them  the regulation New York police cap (borrowed from the German army) shading their eyes, their air of majesty beggaring the memories of Rome  and scarcely a wagon to regulate. At Passaic, at Paterson  but I anticipate.

As we hunted for a road across the meadows we got lost in a maze of shabby streets where dirty children were playing in the dust, and, as we gingerly picked our way over rough cobbles, I began to fear that much of this would make a disagreeable trip. But we would soon be out of it, in all likelihood  miles and miles away from the hot, dusty city.

I can think of nothing more suited to my temperament than automobiling. It supplies just that mixture of change in fixity which satisfies me  leaves me mentally poised in inquiry, which is always delightful. Now, for instance, we were coming out on a wide, smooth macadam road, which led, without a break, as someone informed us, into Passaic and then into Paterson. It was the first opportunity that Speed had had to show what the machine could do, and instantly, though various signs read, Speed limit: 25 miles an hour, I saw the speedometer climb to thirtyfive and then forty and then fortyfive. It was a smooth-running machine which, at its best (or worst), gave vent to a tr-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r which became after a while somewhat like a croon.

Though it was a blazing hot day (as any momentary pause proved, the leather cushions becoming like an oven), on this smooth road, and at this speed, it was almost too cool. I had decked myself out in a brown linen outing shirt and low visored cap. Now I felt as though I might require my overcoat. There was no dust to speak of, and under the low branches of trees and passing delightful dooryards all the homey flowers of August were blooming in abundance. Now we were following the Hackensack and the Passaic in spots, seeing long, low brick sheds in the former set down in wind rhythmed marsh grass, and on the latter towering stacks and also simple clubs where canoes were to be seen  white, red and green  and a kind of August summer life prevailing for those who could not go further. I was becoming enamored of our American country life once more.

Paterson, to most New Yorkers, and for that matter to most Americans, may be an old story. To me it is one of the most interesting pools of life I know. There is nothing in Paterson, most people will tell you, save silk mills and five-and-ten-cent stores. It is true. Yet to me it is a beautiful city in the creative sense  a place in which to stage a great novel. These mills  have you ever seen them? They line the Passaic river and various smooth canals that branch out from it. It was no doubt the well-known waterfall and rapids of this river that originally drew manufacturers to Paterson, supplied the first mills with water, and gave the city its start. Then along came steam and all the wonders of modern electricity-driven looms. The day we were there they were just completing a power plant or city water supply system. The ground around the falls had been parked, and standing on a new bridge one could look down into a great round, grey-black pit or cup, into which tumbled the water of the sturdy little river above. By the drop of eighty or a hundred feet it was churned into a white spray which bounded back almost to the bridge where we stood. In this gay sunlight a rainbow was ever present  a fine five-striped thing, which paled and then strengthened as the spray thinned or thickened.

Below, over a great flume of rocks, that stretched outward toward the city, the expended current was bubbling away, spinning past the mills and the bridges. From the mills themselves, as one drew near, came the crash of shuttles and the thrum of spindles, where thousands of workers were immured, weaving the silk which probably they might never wear. I could not help thinking, as I stood looking at them, of the great strike that had occurred two years before, in which all sorts of nameless brutalities had occurred, brutalities practised by judges, manufacturers and the police no less than by the eager workers themselves.

In spite of all the evidence I have that human nature is much the same at the bottom as at the top, and that the restless striker of today may be the oppressive manufacturer or boss of tomorrow, I cannot help sympathizing with the working rank and file. Why should the man at the top, I ask myself, want more than a reasonable authority? Why endless houses, and lands, and stocks, and bonds to flaunt a prosperity that he does not need and cannot feel? I am convinced that man in toto  the race itself  is nothing more nor less as yet than an embryo in the womb of something which we cannot see. We are to be protected (as a race) and born into something (some state) which we cannot as yet understand or even feel. We, as individual atoms, may never know, any more than the atoms or individual plasm cells which constructed us ever knew. But we race atoms are being driven to do something, construct something  (a race man or woman, let us say)  and like the atoms in the embryo, we are struggling and fetching and carrying. I did not always believe in some one divine faroff event for the race. I do not accept the adjective divine even now. But I do believe that these atoms are not toiling for exactly nothing  or at least, that the nothingness is not quite as undeniable as it was. There is something back of man. An avatar, a devil, anything you will, is trying to do something, and man is His medium, His brush, His paint, His idea. Against the illimitable space of things He is attempting to set forth his vision. Is the vision good? Who knows! It may be as bad as that of the lowest vaudeville performer clowning it before a hoodlum audience. But good or bad, here it is, struggling to make itself manifest, and we are of it!

What if it is a mad, aimless farce, my masters? Shant we clown it all together and make the best of it?

Ha ha! Ho ho! We are all crazy and He is crazy! Ha ha! Ho ho!

Or do I hear someone crying?


CHAPTER IV

THE PIETY AND EGGS OF PATERSON

BUT in addition to mills and the falls, Paterson offered another subject of conversation. Only recently there had been completed there an evangelical revival by one Billy Sunday, who had addressed from eight to twenty thousand people at each meeting in a specially constructed tabernacle, and caused from one to five hundred or a thousand a day to hit the trail, as he phrased it, or in other words to declare that they were converted to Christ, and hence saved.

America strikes me as an exceedingly intelligent land at times, with its far-flung states, its fine mechanical equipment, its good homes and liberal, rather non-interfering form of government, but when one contemplates such a mountebank spectacle as this, what is one to say? I suppose one had really better go deeper than America and contemplate nature itself. But then what is one to say of nature?

We discussed this while passing various mills and brown wooden streets, so poor that they were discouraging.

It is curious, but it is just such places as Paterson that seem to be afflicted with unreasoning emotions of this kind, observed Franklin wearily. Gather together hordes of working people who have little or no skill above machines, and then comes the revivalist and waves of religion. Look at Pittsburg and Philadelphia. See how well Sunday did there. He converted thousands.

He smiled heavily.

Billy Sunday comes from out near your town, volunteered Speed informatively. He lives at Winona Lake. Thats a part of Warsaw now.

Yes, and he conducts a summer revival right there occasionally, I believe, added Franklin, a little vindictively, I thought.

Save me! I pleaded. Anyhow, I wasnt born there. I only lived there for a little while.

This revival came directly on the heels of a great strike, during which thousands were compelled to obtain their food at soup houses, or to report weekly to the local officers of the union for some slight dole. The good God was giving them wrathful, condemnatory manufacturers, and clubbing, cynical police. Who was it, then, that revived and hit the trail? The same who were starved and clubbed and lived in camps, arid were railroaded to jail? Or were they the families of the bosses and manufacturers, who had suppressed the strike and were thankful for past favors (for they eventually won, I believe)? Or was it some intermediate element that had nothing to do with manufacturers or workers?

The day we went through, some Sunday school parade was preparing. There were dozens of wagons and autotrucks and automobiles gaily bedecked with flags and bunting and Sunday school banners. Hundreds, I might almost guess thousands, of children in freshly ironed white dresses and gay ribbons, carrying parasols, and chaperoned by various serious looking mothers and elders, were in these conveyances, all celebrating, presumably, the glory and goodness of God!

A spectacle like this, I am free to say, invariably causes me to scoff. I cannot help smiling at a world that cannot devise some really poetical or ethical reason for worshiping or celebrating or what you will, but must indulge in shrines and genuflections and temples to false or impossible ideas or deities. They have made a God of Christ, who was at best a humanitarian poet  but not on the basis on which he offered himself. Never! They had to bind him up with the execrable yah-vah of the Hebrews, and make him now a God of mercy, and now a God of horror. They had to dig themselves a hell, and they still cling to it. They had to secure a church organization and appoint strutting vicars of Christ to misinterpret him, and all that he believed. This wretched mountebank who came here and converted thousands  think of him with his yapping about hell, his bar-room and race-track slang, his base-ball vocabulary. And thousands of poor worms who could not possibly offer one reasonable or intelligible thought concerning their faith or history or life, or indeed anything, fall on their knees and accept Christ. And then they pass the collection plate and build more temples and conduct more revivals.

What does the God of our universe want, anyway? Slaves? Or beings who attempt to think? Is the fable of Prometheus true after all? Is autocracy the true interpretation of all things  or is this an accidental phase, infinitely brief in the long flow of things, and eventually to be done away with? I, for one, hope so.

Beyond Paterson we found a rather good road leading to a place called Boonton, via Little Falls, Singac, and other smaller towns, and still skirting the banks of the Passaic River. In Paterson we had purchased four hardboiled eggs, two pies, four slices of ham and some slices of bread, and four bottles of beer, and it being somewhere near noon we decided to have lunch. The task of finding an ideal spot was difficult, for we were in a holiday mood and content with nothing less than perfection. Although we were constantly passing idyllic scenes  waterfalls, glens, a canal crossing over a stream  none would do exactly. In most places there was no means of bringing the car near enough to watch it. One spot proved of considerable interest, however, for, although we did not stay, in spying about we found an old mosscovered, red granite block three feet square and at least eight feet long, on which was carved a statement to the effect that this canal had been completed in 1829, and that the following gentlemen, as officers and directors, had been responsible. Then followed a long list of names  Adoniram this, and Cornelius that, good and true business men all, whose carved symbols were now stuffed with mud and dust. This same canal was very familiar to me, I having walked every inch of it from New York to the Delaware River during various summer holidays. But somehow I had never before come upon this memorial stone. Here some twenty men, of a period so late as 1829, caused their names to be graven on a great stone which should attest their part in the construction of a great canal  a canal reaching from New York Bay to the Delaware River  and here lies the record under dust and vines! The canal itself is now entirely obsolete. Although the State of New Jersey annually spends some little money to keep it clean, it is rarely if ever used by boats. It was designed originally to bring hard coal from that same region around Wilkes-Barré and Scranton, toward which we were speeding. A powerful railroad corporation crept in, paralleled it, and destroyed it. This same corporation, eager to make its work complete, and thinking that the mere existence of the canal might some day cause it to be revived, and wanting no water competition in the carrying of coal, had a bill introduced into the State legislature of New Jersey, ordering, or at least sanctioning that it should be filled in, in places. Some citizens objected, several newspapers cried out, and so the bill was dropped. But you may walk along a canal costing originally fifty million dollars, and still ornamented at regular intervals with locks and planes, and never encounter anything larger than a canoe. Pretty farm houses face it now; door yards come down to the very water; ducks and swans float on its surface and cattle graze nearby. I have spent as much as two long springtimes idling along its banks. It is beautiful  but it is useless.

We did eventually come to a place that suited us exactly for our picnic. The river we were following widened at this point and skirted so near the road that it was no trouble to have our machine near at hand and still sit under the trees by the waterside. Cottages and tents were sprinkled cheerily along the farther shore, and the river was dotted with canoes and punts of various colors. Under a group of trees we stepped out and spread our feast. It was all so lovely that it seemed a bit out of fairyland or a sketch by Watteau. Franklin being a Christian Scientist, it was his duty, as I explained to him, to think any flies or mosquitoes awayto realized for us all that they could not be, and so leave us to enjoy our meal in peace. Miss H  was to be the background of perfection, the color spot, the proof of holiday, like all the ladies in Watteau and Boucher. The machine and Speed, his cap adjusted to a rakish angle, were to prove that we were gentlemen of leisure. On leaving New York I saw that he had a moustache capable of that upward twist so admired of the German Emperor, and so now I began to urge him to make the ends stand up so that he would be the embodiment of the distingu. Nothing loath, he complied smilingly, that same collielike smile in his eyes that I so much enjoy.

It was Franklin who had purchased the eggs. He had gone across the street in Paterson, his belted dust-coat swinging most impressively, and entering a little quick lunch room, had purchased these same eggs. Afterward he admitted that as he was leaving he noticed the black moustached face of a cook and the villainous head of a scullion peering after him from a sort of cooks galley window with what seemed to him a rumor of a sardonic smile. But suspecting nothing, he went his way. Now, however, I peeled one of these eggs, and touching it with salt, bit into it. Then I slowly turned my head, extracted as much as I could silently with a paper napkin, and deposited it with an air of great peace upon the ground. I did not propose to be the butt of any ribald remarks.

Presently I saw Franklin preparing his. He crushed the shell, and after stripping the glistening surface dipped it in salt. I wondered would it be good. Then he bit into it and paused, took up a napkin with a very graceful and philosophic air, and wiped his mouth. I was not quite sure what had happened.

Was your egg good? he said finally, examining me with an odd expression.

It was not, I replied. The most villainously bad egg I have had in years. And here it goes, straight to the fishes.

I threw it.

Well, they can have mine, observed Miss H  , sniffing gingerly.

What do you know about that? exclaimed Speed, who was sitting some distance from the rest of us and consuming his share. I think the man that sold you those ought to be taken out and slapped gently, and he threw his away. Say! And four of them all at once too. Id just like to get a camera and photograph him. Hes a bird, he is.

There was something amazingly comic to me in the very sound of Speeds voice. I cannot indicate just what, but his attempt at scorn was so inadequate, so childlike.

Well, anyhow, the fishes wont mind, I said. They like nice, fresh Franklin eggs. Franklin is their best friend, arent you, Franklin? You love fishes, dont you?

Booth sat there, his esoteric faith in the wellbeing of everything permitting him to smile a gentle, tolerant smile.

You know, I wondered why those two fellows seemed to smile at me, he finally commented. They must have done this on purpose.

Oh no, I replied, not to a full fledged Christian Scientist! Never! These eggs must be perfect. The error is with us. We have thought bad eggs, thats all.

We got up and tossed the empty beer bottles into the stream, trying to sink them with stones. I think I added one hundred stones to the bed of the river without sinking a single bottle. Speed threw in a rock pretending it was a bottle and I even threw at that before discovering my mistake. Finally we climbed into our car and sped onward, new joys always glimmering in the distance.

Just to think, I said to myself, there are to be two whole weeks of this in this glorious August weather. What lovely things we shall see!


CHAPTER V

ACROSS THE DELAWARE

THE afternoon run was even more delightful than that of the morning. Yet one does not really get free of New York  its bustle and thickness of traffic  until one gets west of Paterson, which is twentyfive miles west, and not even then. New York is so all embracing. It is supposed to be chiefly representnted by Manhattan Island, but the feel of it really extends to the Delaware Water Gap, one hundred miles west, as it does to the eastern end of Long Island, one hundred miles east, and to Philadelphia, one hundred miles south, or Albany, one hundred miles north. It is all New York.

But west of Paterson and Boonton the surge of traffic was beginning to diminish, and we were beginning to taste the real country. Not so many autotrucks and wagons were encountered here, though automobiles proper were even more numerous, if anything. This was a wealthy residence section we were traversing, with large handsome machines as common as wagons elsewhere, and the occupants looked their material prosperity. The roads, too, as far as Dover, our next large, town, thirty miles on, were beautiful  smooth, grey and white macadam, lined mostly with kempt lawns, handsome hedges, charming dwellings, and how and then yellow fields of wheat or oats or rye, with intermediate acres of tall, ripe corn. I never saw better fields of grain, and remembered reading in the papers that this was a banner season for crops. The sky, too, was wholly entrancing, a clear blue, with great, fleecy clouds sailing along in the distance like immense hills or ships. We passed various small hotels and summer cottages, nestling among these low hills, where summer boarders were sitting on verandas, reading books or swinging in hammocks or crocheting, American fashion, in rocking chairs. All my dread of the conventional American family arose as I surveyed them, for somehow, as idyllic as all this might appear on the surface, it smacked the least bit of the doldrums. Youths and maidens playing croquet and tennis, mother (and much more rarely father) seated near, reading and watching. The three regular meals, the regular nine oclock hour for retiring! Well, I was glad we were making forty miles an hour.

As we passed through Dover it was three oclock. As we passed Hopatcong, after pausing to sketch a bridge over the canal, it was nearing four. There were pauses constantly which interrupted our speed. Now it was a flock of birds flying over a pool, all their fluttering wings reflected in the water, and Franklin had to get out and make a pencil note of it. Now a lovely view over some distant hills, a small town in a valley, a factory stack by some water side.

Say, do these people here ever expect to get to Indiana? remarked Speed in an aside to Miss H  .

We had to stop in Dover  a city of thirty thousand  at the principal drug store, for a glass of ice cream soda. We had to stop at Hopatcong and get a time table in order to learn whether Miss H  could get a train in from the Water Gap later in the evening. We had to stop and admire a garden of goldenglows and old fashioned August flowers.

Beyond Hopatcong we began to realize that we would no more than make the Water Gap this day. The hills and valleys were becoming more marked, the roads more difficult to ascend. As we passed Stanhope, a small town beyond Hopatcong, we got on the wrong road and had to return, a common subsequent experience. Beyond Stanhope we petitioned one family group  a mother and three children  for some water, and were refused. A half mile further on, seeing a small iron pump on a lawn, we stopped again. A lean, dreamy woman came out and we asked her. Yes, surely, she replied and re-entered the house, returning with a blue pitcher. Chained to a nearby tree a collie bitch which looked for all the world like a fox jumped and barked for joy.

Are you going to Hackettstown? asked our hostess simply.

Were going through to Indiana, confided Franklin in a neighborly fashion.

A look of childlike wonder at the far off came into the womans voice and eyes. To Indiana? she replied. Thats a long way, isnt it?

Oh, about nine hundred miles, volunteered Speed briskly.

As we sped away  vain of our exploit, I fancy  she stood there, pitcher in hand, looking after us. I wished heartily she might ride all the long distances her moods might crave. Only, I thought, would it be a fair exchange for all her delightsome wonder?

This side of Hackettstown we careened along a ridge under beautiful trees surveying someones splendid country estate, with a great house, a lake and hills of sheep. On the other side of Hackettstown we had a blow out and had to stop and change a tire. A Russian moujik, transplanted to America and farming in this region, interested me. A reaper whirring in a splendid field of grain informed me that we were abroad at harvest time  we would see much reaping then. While the wheel was being repaired I picked up a scrap of newspaper lying on the road. It was of recent issue and contained an advertisement of a great farm for sale which read Winter is no time to look at a farm, for then everything is out of commission and you cannot tell what a farm is worth. Spring is a dangerous time, for then everything is at its best, and you are apt to be deceived by fields and houses which later you would not think of buying. Mid-August is the ideal time. Everything is bearing by then. If a field or a yard or a house or cattle look good at that time you may be sure that they will look as good or better at others. Examine in mid-August. Examine now.

Ah, I said, now I shall see this eastern half of the United States at the best time. If it looks good now I shall know pretty well how good eastern America is.

And so we sped on, passing a little farther on a forlorn, decadent, gloomy hamlet about which I wanted to write a poem or an essay. Edgar Allan Poe might have lived here and written The Raven. The house of Usher might have been a dwelling in one of these hypochondriacal streets. They were so dim and gloomy and sad. Still farther on as we neared the Delaware we came into a mountain country which seemed almost entirely devoted to cattle and the dairy business. It was not an ultra prosperous land  what mountain country is? You can find it on the map if you choose, lying between Phillipsburg and the river.

Something  perhaps the approach of evening, perhaps the gloom of great hills which make darksome valleys wherein lurk early shadows and cool, damp airs; perhaps the tinkle of cowbells and the lowing of homing herds; perhaps the presence of dooryards where laborers and farmers, newly returned from work, were washing their hands in pans outside of kitchen doors; or the smoke curl of evening fires from chimneys, or the glint of evening lamps through doors and windows  was very touching about all this; anyhow, as we sped along I was greatly moved. Life orchestrates itself at times so perfectly. It sings like a prima donna of humble joys, and happy homes and simple tasks. It creates like a great virtuoso, bow in hand, or fingers upon invisible keys, a supreme illusion. The heart hurts; ones eyes fill with tears. We skirted great hills so close that at times, as one looked up, it seemed as though they might come crashing down on us. We passed thick forests where in this mid-August weather, one could look into deep shadows, feeling the ancient childish terror of the woods and of the dark. I looked up a cliff side  very high up  and saw a railroad station labeled MANUNKA-CHUNK. I looked into a barnyard and saw pigs grunting over corn and swill, and a few chickens trying to flutter up into a low tree. The night was nigh.

THE OLD ESSEX AND MORRIS CANAL

Presently, in this sweet gloom we reached a ferry which crosses the river somewhere near the Water Gap and which we were induced to approach because we knew of no bridge. On the opposite side, anchored to a wire which crossed the river, was a low flat punt, which looked for all the world like a shallow saucepan. We called Yoho! and back came the answer All right! Presently the punt came over and in a silvery twilight Speed maneuvered the car onto the craft. A tall, lank yokel greeted us.

Goin to the Water Gap?

Yes, how far is it?

Seven miles.

What time is it?

Seven oclock.

That gave us an hour in which to make Miss H s train.

Thats Pennsylvania over there, isnt it?

Yep, thats Pennsylvania. There aint nothing in New Jersey cept cows and mountains.

He grinned as though he had made a great joke.

Speed, as usual, was examining the engine. Franklin and I were gazing enraptured at the stately hills which sentinel this stream. In the distance was the Water Gap, a great cleft in the hills where in unrecorded days the river is believed to have cut its way through. One could see the vast masonry of some bridge which had been constructed farther up the stream.

We clambered up the bank on the farther side, the car making a great noise. In this sweet twilight with fireflies and spirals of gnats and pinchin bugs, as Speed called them, we tore the remainder of the distance, the eyes of the car glowing like great flames. Along this river road we encountered endless groups of strolling summer boarders  girls with their arms about each other, quiescent women and older maids idling in the evening damp.

A land of summer hotels this, and summer boarding houses, I said.

Those are all old maids or school teachers, insisted Speed with Indiana assurance, or Ill eat my hat.

In the midst of our flight Speed would tell stories, tossing them back in the wind and perfumes. Miss H  was singing There Was an Old Soldier. In no time at all  though not before it was dark  we were entering a region compact of automobiles, gasoline smoke, and half concealed hotel windows and balconies which seemed to clamber up cliffs and disappear into the skies. Below us, under a cliff, ran a railroad, its freight and passenger trains seeming to thunder ominously near. We were, as I could see, high on some embankment or shelf cut in the hill. Presently we turned into a square or open space which opened out at the foot of the hill, and there appeared a huge caravansary, The Kittatinny, with a fountain and basin in the foreground which imitated the colored waters of the Orient. Lackeys were there to take our bags  only, since Miss H  had to make her train, we had to go a mile farther on to the station under the hill. To give Franklin and Miss H  time Speed parked the car somewhere near the station and I went to look for colored picture cards.

I wandered off into a region of lesser hotels and stores  the usual clutter of American mountain resort gayety. It brought back to me Tannersville and Haines Corners in the Catskills, Excelsior Springs and the Hot Springs of Virginia and the Ozarks. American summer mountain life is so naive, so gauche, so early Victorian. Nothing could be duller, safer, more commonplace apparently, and yet with such a lilt running through it, than this scene. Here were windows of restaurants or ball rooms or hotel promenades, all opened to the cool mountain air and all gaily lighted. An orchestra was to be heard crooning here and there. The one street was full of idlers, summer cottagers, hotel guests, the natives  promenading. Many electric lamps cast hard shadows provided by the trees. It was all so delightfully cool and fragrant. All these maidens were so bent on making catches, apparently, so earnest to attract attention. They were decked out in all the fineries and fripperies of the American summer resort scene. I never saw more diaphanous draperies  more frail pinks, blues, yellows, creams. All the brows of all the maidens seemed to be be-ribboned. All the shoulders were flung about with light gauzy shawls. Noses were powdered, lips faintly rouged, perhaps. The air was vibrant with a kind of mating note  or search.

Well, well, I exclaimed, and bought me all the truly indicative postcards I could find.


CHAPTER VI

AN AMERICAN SUMMER RESORT

I HAVE no quarrel with American summer resorts as such  they are as good as any  but I must confess that scenes like this do not move me as they once did. I can well recall the time  and that not so many years ago  when this one would have set me tingling, left me yearning with a voiceless, indescribable pain. Life does such queer things to one. It takes ones utmost passions of five years ago and puts them out like a spent fire. Standing in this almost operatic street, I did my best to contrast my feelings with those of twenty, fifteen and even ten years before. What had come over the spirit of my dreams? Well, twenty years before I knew nothing about love, actually  ten years before I was not satisfied. Was that it? Not exactly  no  I could not say that it was. But now at least these maidens and this somewhat banal stage setting were not to be accepted by me, at least, at the value which unsophistication and youth place on them. The scene was gay and lovely and innocent really. One could feel the wonder of it. But the stagecraft was a little too obvious.

Fifteen years before (or even ten) these gauche maidens idling along would have seemed most fascinating. Now the brow bands and diaphanous draperies and pink and blue and green slippers were almost like trite stage properties. Fifteen or twenty years before I would have been ready to exclaim with any of the hundred youths I saw bustling about here, yearning with their eyes: Oh, my goddess! Oh, my Venus! Oh, my perfect divinity! But deign to cast one encouraging glance upon me, your devoted slave, and I will grovel at your feet. Here is my heart and hand and my most sacred vow  and my pocket book. I will work for you, slave for you, die for you. Every night for the next two thousand nights of my life, all my life in fact, I will come home regularly from my small job and place all my earnings and hopes and fears in your hands. I will build a house and I will run a store. I will do anything to make you happy. We will have three, seven, nine children. I will spade a garden each spring, bring home a lawnmower and cut the grass. I will prove thoroughly domesticated and never look at another woman.

That, in my nonage, was the way I used to feel.

And as I looked about me I could see much the same emotions at work here. These young cubs  how enraptured they were; how truly like young puppies with still blinded eyes! The air was redolent of this illusion. That was why the windows and balconies were hung with Japanese lanterns. That was why the orchestras were playing so  divinely! To me now it tanged rather hollowly at moments, like a poor show. I couldnt help seeing that the maidens werent divinities at all, that most of them, were the dullest, most selfish, most shallow and strawy mannikinesses one could expect to find. Poor little halfequipped actors and actresses.

But even so, I said to myself, this is the best the master of the show has to offer. He is at most a strolling player of limited equipment. Perhaps elsewhere, in some other part of the universe, there may be a showman who can do better, who has a bigger, better company. But these

I returned to the hotel and waited for Franklin. We were assigned a comfortable room on the second or third floor, I forget which, down a mile of corridor. Supper in the grill cost us five dollars. The next morning breakfast in the Persian breakfast room cost us three more. But that evening we had the privilege of sitting on a balcony and watching a herd of deer come down to a wire fence and eat grass in the glare of an adjacent arc light. We had the joy of observing the colored fountains (quenched at twelve) and seeing the motoring parties come tearing up or go flying past, wild with a nameless gayety. In the parlors, the music rooms, the miles of promenade balconies, were hosts of rich mammas and daughters  the former nearly all fat, the latter all promising to be, and a little gross. For the life of me I could not help but think of breweries, distilleries, soap factories, furniture factories, stove companies and the like. Where did all these people come from? Where did they all get the money to stay here weeks and weeks at six, eight, and even fifteen and twenty a day a person? Our poor little six dollar rooms! Good Heavens! Some of them had suites with three baths. Think of all the factories, the purpose of which (aside from supplying the world with washtubs, flatirons, sealing wax, etc.) was to supply these elderly and youthful females with plumpness and fine raiment.

While we were in the grill eating our rather late dinner (the Imperial Egyptian dining room was closed), several families strolled in, pa, in one case, a frail, pale, meditative, speculative little man who seemed about as much at home in his dressy cutaway coat as a sheep would in a lions skin. He was so very small and fidgety, but had without doubt built up a wholesale grocery or an iron foundry or something of that sort. And ma was so short and aggressive, with such firm chin and such steady eyes. Ma had supplied pa with much of his fighting courage, you could see that. As I looked at pa I wondered how many thousand things he had been driven to do to escape her wrath, even to coming up here in August and wearing a cutaway coat and a stiff white shirt and hard cuffs and collars. He did look as though he would prefer some quiet small town veranda and his daily newspaper.

And then there was Cerise or Muriel or Albertina (I am sure she had some such name), sitting between her parents and obviously speculating as to her fate. Back at Wilsons Corner there may have been some youth at some time or other who thought her divine and implored her to look with favor on his suit, but behold pa was getting rich and she was not for such as him.

Jus you let him be, I could hear her mother counseling. Dont you have anything to do with him. Were getting on and next summer were going up to the Kittatinny. Youre sure to meet somebody there.

And so here they were  Cerise dressed in the best that Scranton or Wilkes-Barré or even New York could afford. Such organdies, voiles, swisses, silk crepes  trunks full of them, no doubt! Her plump arms were quite bare, shoulders partly so, her hair done in a novel way, white satin shoes were on her feet  oh dear! oh dear! She looked dull and uninteresting and meaty.

But think of Harvey Anstruther Kupfermacher, son of the celebrated trunk manufacturer of Punxsutawney, who will shortly arrive and wed her! If will be a love match from the first. The papers of Troy, Schenectady, and Utica will be full of it. There will be a grand church wedding. The happy couple will summer in the Adirondacks or the Blue Ridge. If the trunk factory and the iron foundry continue successful some day they may even venture New York.

Wilsons Corner? Well I guess not!

There was another family, the pater familias large and heavy, with big hands, big feet, a bursting pink complexion, and a vociferous grey suit. Pa leads his procession. Ma is very simple, and daughter is comparatively interesting, and rather sweet. Pa is going to show by living at the Kittatinny what it means to work hard and save your money and fight the labor unions and push the little fellow to the wall. Pa thinks, actually, that if he gets very rich  richer and richer  somehow he is going to be supremely happy. Money is going to do it. Yessiree, money can do anything, good old American dollars. Money can build a line house, money can buy a fine auto, money can give one a splendid office desk, money can hire obsequious factotums, money can make everyone pleasant and agreeable. Here I sit, says Pa, right in the grill room of the Kittatinny. Outside are colored fountains. My shoes are new. My clothes are of the best. I have an auto. What do I lack?

Not a thing, Pa, I wanted to answer, save certain delicacies of perception, which you will never miss.

 Soul, take thine ease; eat, drink and be merry.

The next morning we were up bright and early for a long drive. Owing to my bumptiousness in having set aside the regular route of the trip I could see that Franklin was now somewhat depending on me to complete my career as a manager and decide when and where to go. My sole idea was to cut direct through Pennsylvania, but when I consulted a large map which hung on the wall of the baggage room of the Kittatinny I was not so sure. It was about six feet long and two feet high and showed nothing but mountains, mountains, mountains, and no towns, let alone cities of any size. We began to speculate concerning Pennsylvania as a state, but meanwhile I consulted our Scenic Route map. This led us but a little way into Pennsylvania before it cut due north to Binghamton, and the socalled good roads of New York State. That did not please me at all. At any rate, after consulting with a most discouraging porter who seemed to be sure that there were no good roads in Pennsylvania, I consoled myself with the thought that Wilkes-Barré and Scranton were west of us, and that the Scenic Route led through these places. We might go to Wilkes-Barré or Scranton and then consult with the local automobile association, who could give us further information. Quite diplomatically I persuaded Franklin to do that.

The difficulty with this plan was that it left us worrying over roads, for, after all, the best machine, as anyone knows who has traveled much by automobiles, is a delicate organism. Given good roads it can seemingly roll on forever at top speed. Enter on a poor one and all the ills that flesh or machinery is heir to seem at once to manifest themselves. A little mud and water and you are in danger of skidding into kingdom come. A few ruts and you feel momentarily as though you were going to be thrown into high heaven. A bad patch of rocks and holes and you soon discover where all the weak places in your bones and muscles are. Punctures eventuate from nowhere. Blowouts arrive one after another with sickening frequency. The best of engines snort and growl on sharp grades. Going down a steep hill a three-thousand-pound car makes you think always My God! what if something should break! Then a spring may snap, a screw work loose somewhere.

But before we left the Water Gap what joys of observation were not mine! This was such an idle tour and such idle atmosphere. There was really no great need for hurry, as we realized once we got started, and I was desirous of taking our time, as was Franklin, though having no wish to stay long anywhere. We breakfasted leisurely while Speed, somewhere, was doctoring up our tires. Then we strolled out into this summer village, seeing the Water Gappers get abroad thus early. The town looked as kempt by day as it did by night. Our fat visitors of heavy purses were still in bed in the great hotels. Instead you saw the small town American busy about his chores; an ancient dame, for instance, in black bonnet and shawl, driving a lean horse and buggy, the latter containing three milk cans all labeled Sunset Farm Dairy Co.; a humpnosed, thinbodied, angular grocer, or general store keeper, sweeping off his sidewalk and dusting off his counters; various citizens in vests and shirt sleeves crossing the heavily oiled roads at various angles and exchanging the customary American morning greetings:

Howdy, Jake?

Hi, Si, been down t the barn yet?

Did Ed get that wrench he was lookin for?

Think so, yep.

Well, look at old Skeeter Cheevers comin along, will yuh  this last apropos of some hobbling septuagenarian with a willow basket.

I heaved a kind of sigh of relief. I was out of New York and back home, as it were  even here at the Delaware River  so near does the west come to the east.

Sitting in willow chairs in front of a garage where Speed was looking for a special kind of oil which evidently the more pretentious hotel could not or would not supply, Franklin and I discussed the things we had heard and seen. I think I drew a parallel between this hotel here and similar hotels at Monte Carlo and Nice, where the prices would be no higher, if so high.

It so happened that in the morning, when I had been dressing, there had been a knocking at the door of the next room, and listening I had heard a mans voice calling Ma! Ma! Have you got an undershirt in there for me?

I looked out to see a tall, greyheaded man of sixty or more, very intelligent and very forceful looking, a real American business chief.

Yes, came the answer after a moment. Wait a minute. I think theres one in Idas satchel. Is Harry up yet?

Yes, hes gone out.

This was at six A. M. Here stood the American in the pretentious hall, his suspenders down, meekly importuning his wife through the closed door.

Imagine this at Nice, or Cannes, or Trouville!

And then the lackadaisical store keeper where I bought my postcards.

Need any stamps, cap? was his genial inquiry.

Why the cap? An American civility  the equivalent of Mister, Monsieur, Sir,  anything you please.

I had of late been reading much magazine sociology of the kind that is labeled The Menace of Immigration, etc. I was saying to Franklin that I had been fast coming to believe that America, east, west, north, and south, was being overrun by foreigners who were completely changing the American character, the American facial appearance, the American everything. Do you recall the Hans Christian Andersen story of the child who saw the king naked? I was inclined to be that child. I could not see, from the first hundred miles or so we had traveled, that there was any truth in the assertions of these magazine sociologists. Franklin and I agreed that we could see no change in American character here, or anywhere, though it might be well to look sharply into this matter as we went along. In the cities there were thousands of foreigners, but they were not unamericanlzing the cities, and I was not prepared to believe that they are doing any worse by the small towns. Certainly there was no evidence of it here at the Water Gap. All was almost offensively American, as an Englishman would say. The caps, docs, and howdys were as common here as in  Indiana, for instance  so Franklin seemed to think  and he lives in Indiana a goodly part of the year. In the Water Gap and Stroudsburg, and various towns hereabout where, because of the various summer hotels and cottages, one might expect a sprinkling of the foreign element, at least in the capacity of servitors, in the streets and stores, yet they were not even noticeably dotted with them. If all that was American is being wiped out the tide had not yet reached northern New Jersey or eastern Pennsylvania. I began to take heart.


CHAPTER VII

THE PENNSYLVANIANS

AND then there was this matter of Pennsylvania and its rumored poor roads to consider, and the smallness and non-celebrity of its populations, considering the vastness of its territory  all of which consumed at least an hour of words, once we were started. This matter interested us greatly, for now that we had come to think of it we could not recall anyone in American political history or art or science who had come from Pennsylvania. William Penn (a foreigner) occurred to me, Benjamin Franklin and a certain Civil War governor of the name of Cameron, and there I stuck. Certain financial geniuses, as Franklin was quick to point out, had made money there; a Carnegie, Scotchman; Frick, an American; Widener, an American; Dolan, an Irishman; Elkins, and others; although, as we both agreed, America could not be vastly proud of these. The taint of greed or graft seemed to hang heavy in their wake.

But where are the poets, writers, painters? asked Franklin.

I paused. Not a name occurred to me.

What Pennsylvanian ever did anything? I asked

Here is a state one hundred and sixty miles wide, and more than three hundred miles long from east to west, and with five or six fair-sized cities in it, and not a name! We tried to explain it on the ground that mountainous countries are never prolific of celebrities, but neither of us seemed to know very much about mountainous countries, and so we finally dropped the subject.

But what about Pennsylvania, anyhow? Why hasnt it produced anything in particular? How many millions of men must live and die before a real figure arises? Or do we need figures? Are just men better?

The run from the Water Gap to Factoryville was accomplished under varying conditions. The day promised to be fine, a milky, hazy atmosphere which was still warm and bright like an opal. We were all in the best of spirits, Speed whistling gaily to himself as we raced along. Our way led first through a string of small towns set in great hills or mountains  Stroudsburg, Bartonsville, Tannersville, Swiftwater. We were trying to make up, our minds as we rode whether we would cut Wilkes-Barré, since, according to our map, it appeared to be considerably south of a due west course, or whether, because of its repute as a coal center, we would go there. Something, a sense of mountains and picturesque valleys, lured me on. I was for going to Wilkes-Barré if it took us as much as fifty miles out of our course.

But meanwhile our enjoyment in seeing Pennsylvania was such that we did not need to worry very much over its lack of human distinction. Everything appeared to be beautiful to such casual travelers. As we climbed and climbed out of the Water Gap, we felt a distinct change between the life of New Jersey and that of this hilly, almost mountainous land. Great slopes rose on either hand. We came upon long stretches of woodland and barren, rocky fields. The country houses from here to Wilkes-Barré, which we finally reached, were by no means so prosperous. Stroudsburg seemed a stringy, mountaintop town, composed principally of summer hotels, facing the principal street, hotels and boarding houses. Bartonsville and Tannersville, both much smaller, were much the same. The air was much lighter here, almost feathery compared to that of the lowlands farther east. But the barns and houses and stock were so poor. At Swift-water, another small town or crossroads, we came to a wood so dense, so deep, so black and even purple in its shades that we exclaimed in surprise. The sun was still shining in its opalescent way, but in here was a wonder of rare darks and solitudes which seemed like the depths of some untenanted cathedral at nightfall. And there was a river or stream somewhere nearby, for stopping the car. we could hear it tumbling over rough stones. We dismounted, quite spontaneously, and without any shall wes, and wandered into this bit of forest which was such a splendid natural wonder. Under these heavy cedars and tangled vines all was still, save for the river, and at the foot of trees, in a mulch of rich earth, were growing whole colonies of Indian pipes, those rare fragile, waxylooking orchids. Neither Franklin nor Speed had ever seen any and I aired my knowledge with great gusto. Speed was quite taken aback by the fact that they really looked like pipes with a small fire in their bowls. We sat down  it was too wonderful to leave instantly. I felt that I must come back here some time and camp.

It was about here that our second blowout occurred. Back in Stroudsburg, passing through the principal street, I had spied a horseshoe lying in the road  a new shoe  and jumped out to get it as a sign of good luck. For this I was rewarded by an indulgent glance from Franklin and considerable show of sympathetic interest from Speed. The latter obviously shared my belief in horseshoes as omens of good fortune. He promptly hung it over the speedometer, but alas, within the next three-quarters of an hour this first breakdown occurred. Speed was. just saying that now he was sure he would get through safely, and I was smiling comfortably to think that my life was thus charmingly guarded, when whee!  have you heard a whistle blowout? It sounds like a spent bullet instead of a revolver shot. Out we climbed to contemplate a large jagged rent in the rim of the tire and the loss of fifteen minutes. This rather dampened my ardor for my omen. Luck signs and omens are rather difficult things at best, for one can really never connect the result with the fact. I have the most disturbing difficulties with my luck signs. A cross-eyed man or boy should mean immediate good luck, but alas, I have seen scores and scores of cross-eyed boys at one time and another and yet my life seemed to go on no better than usual. Crosseyed women should spell immediate disaster, but to my intense satisfaction I am able to report that this does not seem to be invariably true. Then Franklin and I sat back in the cushions and began to discuss blowouts in general and the mystic power of mind to control such matters  the esoteric or metaphysical knowledge that there is no such thing as evil and that blowouts really cannot occur.

This brings me again to Christian Science, which somehow hung over this whole tour, not so much as a religious irritant as a pleasant safeguard. It wasnt religious or obtrusive at all. Franklin, as I have said, is inclined to believe that there is no evil, though he is perfectly willing to admit that the material appearances seem all against that assumption at times.

Its a curious thing, he said to me and Speed, but that makes the fifth blowout to occur in that particular wheel. All the trouble we have had this spring and summer has been in that particular corner of the wagon. I dont understand it quite. It isnt because we have been using poor tires on that wheel or any other. As a matter of fact I put a set of new Silvertown cord tires on the wheels last May, Its just that particular wheel.

He gazed meditatively at the serene hills around us, and I volunteered that it might be just accident. I could see by Franklins face that he considered it a lesion in the understanding of truth.

It may be, he said. Still youll admit its a little curious.

A little later on we ran on to a wonderful tableland, high up in the mountains, where were a lake, a golf course, a perfect macadam road, and interesting inns and cottages  quite like an ideal suburban section of a great city. As we neared a four corners or railway station center I spied there one of those peculiarly constructed wagons intended originally to haul hay, latterly to convey strawride parties around the country in mountain resorts  a diversion which seems never to lose its charm for the young. This one, or rather three, for there turned out to be three in a row, was surrounded by a great group of young girls, as I thought, all of them in short skirts and with a sort of gymnasium costume which seemed to indicate that they were going out to indulge in outdoor exercises.

As we drew nearer we discovered, however, to our astonishment, that a fair proportion were women over forty or fifty. It seemed more like a school with many monitors than a mountain outing.

Contemplating this very modern show of arms and legs, I felt that we had come a very long way from the puritanic views of the region in which I had been raised if an inland summer resort permitted this freedom of appearance. In my day the idea of any woman, young or old, save those under fourteen, permitting anything more than their shoe tip and ankles to be seen was not to be thought of. And here were mothers and spinsters of forty and fifty as freely garbed as any bather at a summer resort.

Speed and Franklin and myself were fascinated by the spectacle. There was a general store near at hand and Franklin went to buy some chocolate. Speed sat upright at his wheel and curled his mustachios. I leaned back and endeavored to pick out the most beautiful of the younger ones. It was a difficult task. There were many beauties.

By this spectacle we were led to discuss for a few moments whether sex  the tendency to greater freedom of relationship between men and women  was taking America or the world in an unsatisfactory direction. There had been so much talk on the subject of late in the newspapers and elsewhere that I could not resist sounding Franklin as to his views. Are we getting better or worse? I inquired.

Oh, better, he replied with the air of one who has given the matter a great deal of thought. I cannot feel that there is any value in repression, or certainly very little. Life as it appeals to me is a flowering out, not a recession. If it is flowering it is becoming richer, fuller, freer. I can see no harm in those girls showing their legs or in peoples bodies coming into greater and greater evidence. It seems to me it will make for a kind of natural innocence after a while. The mystery will be taken out of sex and only the natural magnetism left. I never see boys bathing naked in the water but what I wish we could all go naked if the climate would only permit. And then he told me about a group of boys in Carmel whom he had once seen on a rainy day racing naked upon the backs of some horses about a field near their swimming hole, their white, rain-washed bodies under lowering clouds making them look like centaurs and fawns. Personally I follow life, or like to, with a hearty enthusiasm wherever it leads.

As we were talking, it began to rain, and we decided to drive on more speedily. A few miles back, after some cogitation at a crossroads, we had decided to take the road to Wilkes-Barré. I shall never feel grateful enough for our decision, though for a time it looked as though we had made a serious mistake. After a time the fine macadam road ended and we took to a poorer and finally a rutty dirt road. The grades became steeper and steeper  more difficult to ascend and descend. In a valley near a bounding stream  Stoddartsville the place was  we had another blowout  or something which caused a flat tire, in the same right rear wheel; and this time in a driving rain. We had to get out and help spread tools in the wet road and hunt leaks in the rubber rim. When this was repaired and the chains put on the wheels we proceeded, up hill and down dale, past miles of apparently tenantless woods and rocky fields  on and on in search of Wilkes-Barré. We had concluded from our maps and some signs that it must be about thirtysix miles farther. As it turned out it was nearly seventy. The roads had a tendency to curve downwards on each side into treacherous hollows, and as I had recently read of an automobile skidding on one of these, overturning and killing three people, I was not very giddy about the prospect. Even with the chains the machine was skidding and our able driver kept his eye fixed on the road. I never saw a man pay more minute attention to his wheel nor work harder to keep his machine evenly balanced. A good chauffeur is a jewel, and Speed was one.

But this ride had other phases than a mere bad road. The clouds were so lowery and the rain so heavy that for a part of the way we had to have the storm curtains on. We could see that it was a wonderful country that we were traversing, deliciously picturesque, but a sopping rain makes ones spirits droop. Franklin sat in his corner and I in mine with scarcely a word. Speed complained at times that we were not making more than four miles an hour. I began to calculate how long it would take to get to Indiana at that rate. Franklin began to wonder if we were not making a mistake trying to cut straight across the poorly equipped state of Pennsylvania.

Perhaps it would have been better after all if we had gone up the Hudson.

I felt like a criminal trying to wreck a three thousand dollar car.

But beyond a place called Bear Creek things seemed to get better. This was a town in a deep ravine with a railroad and a thundering stream, plunging over a waterfall. The houses were charming. It seemed as if many well-to-do people must live here, for the summer anyhow. But when we asked for food no one seemed to have any. Better go to Wilkes-Barré, advised the local inn keeper. Its only fifteen miles. At four miles an hour we would be there in four hours.

Out we started. The rain ceased for a time, though the clouds hung low, and we took up the storm curtains. It was now nearly two oclock and by three it was plain we were nearing Wilkes-Barré. The roads were better; various railroads running in great cuts came into view. We met miners with bright tin buckets, their faces as black as coal, their caps ornamented with their small lamps. There were troops of foreign women and poorly clad children carrying buckets to or from the mines. Turning a corner of the road we came suddenly upon one of the most entrancing things in the way of a view that I have ever seen. There are city scapes that seem some to mourn and some to sing. This was one that sang. It reminded me of the pen and ink work of Rops or Vierge or Whistler, the paintings of Turner and Moran. Low hanging clouds, yellowish or black, or silvery like a fish, mingled with a splendid filigree of smoke and chimneys and odd sky lines. Beds of goldenglow ornamented and relieved a group of tasteless low red houses or sheds in the immediate foreground, which obviously sheltered the heavy broods of foreign miners and their wives. The lines of red, white, blue and grey wash, the honking flocks of white geese, the flocks of pigeons overhead, the paint-less black fences protecting orderly truck gardens, as well as the numerous babies playing about, all attested this. As we stood there a group of heavy-hipped women and girls (the stocky peasant type of the Hungarian-Silesian plains) crossed the foreground with their buckets. Immense mounds of coal and slag with glimpses of distant breakers perfected the suggestion of an individual and characterful working world. Anyhow we paused and applauded while Franklin got his sketching board and I sauntered to find more, if any, attractive angles. In the middle distance a tall white skyscraper stood up, a prelude, or a foretouch to a great yellowish black cloud behind it. A rich, smoky, sketchy atmosphere seemed to hang over everything.

Isnt Walkes-Barré wonderful? I said to Franklin. Arent you glad now youve come?

I am coming down here to paint soon, he said. This is the most wonderful thing I have seen in a long while.

And so we stood on this hillside overlooking Wilkes-Barré for a considerable period while Franklin sketched, and finally, when he had finished and I had wandered a mile down the road to see more, we entered.


CHAPTER VIII

BEAUTIFUL WILKES-BARRÉ

MY own interest in Wilkes-Barré and this entire region indeed dated from the great anthracite coal strike in 1902, in my estimation one of the fiercest and best battles between labor and capital ever seen in America. Who does not know the history of it, and the troubles and ills that preceded it? I recall it so keenly  the complaints of the public against the rising price of coal, the rumors of how the Morgans and the Vanderbilts had secured control of all these coal lands (or the railroads that carried their coal for them), and having this latter weapon or club, proceeded to compel the independent coal operators to do their will. How, for instance, they had detained the cars of the latter, taxed them exorbitant carrying charges, frequently declining to haul their coal at all on the ground that they had no cars; how they charged the independent mine operator three times as much for handling his hard coal (the product of the Eastern region) as they did the soft coal men of the west, and when the complained and fought them, took out the spur that led to his mine on the ground that it was unprofitable.

Those were great days in the capitalistic struggle for control in America. The sword fish were among the blue fish slaying and the sharks were after the sword fish. Tremendous battles were on, with Morgan and Rockefeller and Harriman and Gould after Morse and Heinze and Hill and the lesser fry. We all saw the end in the panic of 1907, when one multimillionaire, the scapegoat of others no less guilty, went to the penitentiary for fifteen years, and another put a revolver to his bowels and died as do the Japanese. Posterity will long remember 
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A rich, smoky, sketchy atmosphere this time. It cannot help it. A new land was in the throes of construction, a strange race of men with finance for their weapon were fighting as desperately as ever men fought with sword or cannon. Individual liberty among the masses was being proved the thin dream it has always been.

I have found in my book of quotations and labeled for my own comfort The Great Coal Appeal, a statement written by John Mitchell, then president of the United Mine Workers of America, presenting the miners side of the case in this great strike of 1902 which was fought out here in Wilkes-Barré, and Scranton and all the country we were now traversing. It was written at the time when the Coal Barons, as they were called, were riding around in their private cars with curtains drawn to keep out the vulgar gaze and were being wined and dined by governors and presidents, while one hundred and fifty thousand men and boys, all admittedly underpaid, out on strike nearly one hundred and sixty days  a half a year  waited patiently the arbitration of their difficulties. The total duration of the strike was one hundred and sixtythree days. It was a bitter and finally victorious protest against an enlarged and burdensome ton, company houses, company stores, powder at $2.75 a keg which anywhere else could be bought for ninety cents or $1.10.

The quotation from Mitchell reads:

In closing this statement I desire to say that we have entered and are conducting this struggle without malice and without bitterness. We believe that our antagonists are acting upon misrepresentation rather than in bad faith, we regard them not as enemies but as opponents, and we strike in patience until they shall accede to our demands or submit to impartial arbitration the difference between us. We are striking not to show our strength but the justice of our cause, and we desire only the privilege of presenting our case to a fair tribunal. We ask not for favors but for justice and we appeal our case to the solemn judgment of the American people.

Here followed a detailed statement of some of the ills they were compelled to hear and which I have in part enumerated above. And then:

Involved in this fight are questions weightier than any question or dollars and cents. The present miner has had his day. He has been oppressed and ground down; but there is another generation coming up, a generation of little children prematurely doomed to the whirl of the mill and the noise and blackness of the breaker. It is for these children that we are fighting. We have not underestimated the strength of our opponents; we have not overestimated our own power of resistance. Accustomed always to live upon a little, a little less is no unendurable hardship. It was with a quaking of hearts that we called for a strike. It was with a quaking of hearts that we asked for our last pay envelopes. But in the grimy, bruised hand of the miner was the little white hand of the child, a child like the children of the rich, and in the heart of the miner was the soul rooted determination to starve to the last crust of bread and fight out the long dreary battle to the end, in order to win a life for the child and secure for it a place in the world in keeping with advancing civilization.

Messieurs, I know the strong must rule the weak, the big brain the little one, but why not some small approximation towards equilibrium, just a slightly less heavily loaded table for Dives and a few more crumbs for Lazarus? I beg you  a few more crumbs! You will appear so much more pleasing because of your generosity.

Wilkes-Barré proved a city of charm  a city so instinct with a certain constructive verve that merely to enter it was to feel revivified. After our long, dreary drive in the rain the sun was now shining through sultry clouds and it was pleasant to see the welter of thriving foundries and shops, smoky and black, which seemed to sing of prosperity; the long, smooth red brick pavement of the street by which we entered, so very kempt and sanitary; the gay public square, one of the most pleasing small parks I have ever seen, crowded with long distance trolley cars and motors  the former bearing the names of towns as much as a hundred and a hundred and fifty miles away. The stores were bright, the throngs interesting and cheerful. We actually, spontaneously and unanimously exclaimed for joy.

Most people seem to have concluded that America is a most uninteresting land to travel in  not nearly so interesting as Europe, or Asia or Africa  and from the point of view of patina, ancient memories, and the presence of great and desolate monuments, they are right. But there is another phase of life which is equally interesting to me and that is the youth of a great country. America, for all its hundreds and some odd years of life, is a mere child as yet, or an uncouth stripling at best  gaunt, illogical, elate. It has so much to do before it can call itself a well organized or historic land, and yet humanly and even architecturally contrasted with Europe, I am not so sure that it has far to go. Contrasted with our mechanical equipment Europe is a child. Show me a country abroad in which you can ride by trolley the distance that New York is from Chicago, or a state as large as Ohio or Indiana  let alone both together  gridironed by comfortable lines, in such a way that you can travel anywhere at almost any time of the night or day. Where but in America can you at random step into a comfortable telephone booth and telephone to any city, even one so far as three thousand miles away; or board a train in almost any direction at any time, which will take you a thousand miles or more without change; or travel, as we did, two hundred miles through a fruitful, prosperous land with wonderful farms and farming machinery and a general air of sound prosperity  even lush richness? For this country in so far as we had traversed it seemed wonderfully prosperous to me, full of airy, comfortable homes, of spirited, genial and even witty people  a really happy people. I take that to be worth something  and a sight to see.

In Europe the country life did not always strike me as prosperous, or the people as intelligent, or really free in their souls. In England, for instance, the peasantry were heavy, sad, dull.

But Wilkes-Barré gave evidences of a real charm. All the streets about this central heart were thriving marts of trade. The buildings were new, substantial and with a number of skyscrapers  these inevitable evidences of Americas local mercantile ambitions, quite like the cathedrals religionists of the twelfth and thirteenth centuries loved to build. As the Florentines, Venetians and European high mightinesses of the middle ages generally went in for castles, palaces, and hotels de Ville, so Americans of money today go in for high buildings. We love them. We seem to think they are typical of our strength and power. As the Florentines, Venetians, Pisans and Genoese looked on their leaning towers and campaniles, so we on these. When America is old, and its present vigor and life hunger has gone and an alien or degenerate race tramp where once we lived and builded so vigorously, perhaps some visitors from a foreign country will walk here among these ruins and sigh: Ah, yes. The Americans were a great people. Their cities were so wonderful. These mouldy crumbling skyscrapers, and fallen libraries and post offices and city halls and state capitals!

In Wilkes-Barré it was easy to find a very pretentious restaurant of the grill and rathskeller type, so familiar and so dear, apparently, to the American heart  a partly underground affair, with the usual heavy Flemish paneling, a colored frieze of knights and goose girls and an immense yellow bill of fare. And here from our waiter, who turned out to be one of those dreadful creatures one sees tearing along country roads in khaki, army boots and goggles  a motor cyclist  we learned there were not good roads west of Wilkes-Barré. He had motorcycled to all places within a hundred or so miles east of here  Philadelphia, Dover, the Water Gap; but he knew of no good roads west. They were all dirt or rubble and full of ruts.

Later advice from a man who owned a drug and stationery store, where we laid in a stock of picture postcards, was to the same effect. There were no large towns and no good roads west. He owned a Ford. We should take the road to Binghamton, via Scranton (our original Scenic Route), and from there on by various routes 
A COAL BREAKER NEAR SCRANTON to Buffalo. We would save time going the long way round. It seemed the only thing to do. Our motorcycling waiter had said as much.

By now it was nearly five oclock. I was so enamored of this town with its brisk world of shoppers and motorists and its sprinkling of black faced miners that I would have been perfectly willing to make a night of it here  but the evening was turning out to be so fine that I could think of nothing better than motoring on and on. That feel of a cool breeze blowing against one, of seeing towns and hills and open fields and humble farm yards go scudding by! Of hearing the tr-r-r-r-r-r of this sound machine! The sun was coming out or at least great patches of blue were appearing in the heavy clouds and we had nineteen miles of splendid road, we understood, straight along the banks of the Susquehanna into Scranton and thence beyond, if we wished. As much as I had come to fancy Wilkes-Barré (I promised myself that I would certainly return some day), I was perfectly willing to go.

Right here began the most delightful portion of this trip  indeed one of the most delightful rides I have ever had anywhere. Hitherto the Susquehanna had never been anything much more than a name to me. I now learned that it takes its rise from Otsego Lake in Otsego County, New York, flows west to Binghamton and Owego and thence southeast via Scranton, Wilkes-Barré and Harrisburg to the Chesapeake Bay at Havre de Grace. Going west over the Pennsylvania I had occasionally seen a small portion of it gemmed with rocky islands and tumbling along, thinly bright it seemed to me, over a wide area of stones and boulders. Here at Wilkes-Barré, bordered for a part of the way by a public park, alongside of which our road lay, it was quite sizable, smooth and greenish grey. Perhaps it was due to the recent heavy rains that it was so presentable.

At any rate, sentineled by great hills, it seemed to come with gentle windings hither and yon, direct from the north. And the valley through which it moved  how beautiful it really was! Here and there, on every hand between Wilkes-Barré and Scranton were to be seen immense breakers with their attendant hills of coal or slag marking the mouths of mines. As we rode out tonight, finding it easy to make five to thirty miles an hour, even through the various mining towns we encountered on the way, we were constantly passing groups of miners, some on foot, some in trolleys, some in that new invention, the jitney bus, which seemed to be employed even on these stretches of road where one would have imagined the street car service was ample. How many long lines of miners cottages and yellowish frame tenements we passed! I wonder why it is that a certain form of such poverty and work seems to be inseparably identified with yellow or drab paints? So many of these cheap wooden tenements were thus enameled, and then darkened or smudged by grey soot.

Many of the dwellers in these hives were to be seen camped upon their thresholds. We ran through one long dreary street  all these towns followed the shores of the river  and had the interest of seeing a runaway horse, drawing a small load of fence posts, dashing toward us and finally swerving and crashing into a tree. Again a group of boys, seeing the New York license tag on our car, hailed us with a disconcerting, Eh, look at the New York bums! Still farther on, finding some difficulty with the lamps, Speed drew up by the roadside to attend to them while Franklin made a rough sketch of a heavenly scene that was just below us  great hills, a wide valley, some immense breakers in the foreground, a few clouds tinted pink by the last expiring rays of the day. This was such a sky and such a scene as might prelude a voice from heaven.


CHAPTER IX

IN AND OUT OF SCRANTON

DARKNESS had fallen when we reached Scranton. We approached from the south along a ridge road which skirted the city and could see it lying below to the east and ablaze with arc lights. There is something so appealing about a city in a valley at dark. Although we had no reason for going in  our road lay really straight on  I wanted to go down, because of my old weakness, curiosity, Nothing is more interesting to me than the general spectacle of life itself in these thriving towns of our new land  though they are devoid of anything historic on in the main artistic (no memories even of any great import). I cannot help speculating as to what their future will be. What writers, what statesmen, what arts, what wars may not take their rise in some such place as this?

And there are the indefinable and yet sweet ways of just life. We dwellers in big cities are inclined to overlook or forget entirely the half or quarter cities in which thousands upon thousands spend all their lives. For my part, I am never tired of looking at just mills and factories and those long lines of simple streets where just common people, without a touch perhaps of anything that we think of as great or beautiful or dramatic, dwell. I was not particularly pleased with Scranton after I saw it  a sprawling world of perhaps a hundred and fifty or two hundred thousand people without the verve or snap of a half hundred places half its size,  but still here were all these people. it was a warm night and as we descended into commonplace streets we could look through the open windows of homes or apartments or Flats and see the usual humdrum type of furniture and hangings, the inevitable lace curtains, the centre tables, the huge, junky lamps, the upright pianos or victrolas. Whenever I see long, artless streets like these in the hot, breathless summer time, I feel a wave of commiseration sweep over me, and yet I am drawn to them by something which makes me want to live among these people.

Oh, to escape endless cogitation! To feel that a new centre table or a new lamp or a new pair of shoes in the autumn might add something to my happiness! To believe that mere eating and drinking, the cooking of meals, the prospect of promotion in some small job might take away the misery of life, and so to escape chemistry and physics and the horror of ultimate brutal law! In the streets of Ur, says an old Chaldean chronicle, the women were weeping for that Bel was dead. Bel was their Christ and they were weeping as some people weep on Good Friday to this day. Such women one might find here in Scranton, no doubt; believers in old tales of old things. After five or six thousand years there is still weeping in simple streets over myths as vain!

Once down in the heart of Scranton, I did not care for it at all. It was so customary  an American city like Utica or Syracuse or Rochester or Buffalo  and American cities of the hundred thousand class are so much alike. They all have the long principal street  possibly a mile long. They all have the one or two skyscrapers and the principal dry goods store and the hotel and the new post office building and the new Carnegie library and sometimes the new court house (if its a county seat), or the new city hall. Sometimes these structures are very charming in themselves  tastefully done and all that  but most American cities of this class have no more imagination than an owl. They never think of doing an original thing.

Do you think they would allow the natural configuration of their land or any river front, or lake, or water of any kind to do anything for them? Not at all. Its the rarest exception when, as at Wilkes-Barré for instance, a city will take the slightest sthetic advantage of any natural configuration of land or water.

What! put a park or esplanade or a wall along a handsome river bank in the heart of the town! Impossible. Put it far out in the residence section where it truly belongs and let the river go hang. Isnt the centre of a city for business? What right has a park there?

Or perhaps it is a great lake front as at Buffalo or Cleveland, which could or should be made into something splendid  the municipal centre, for instance, or the site of a great park. No. Instead the city will bend all its energies to growing away from it and leave it to shabby factories and warehouses and tumble-down houses, while it constructs immense parks in some region where a park could never possibly have as much charm as on the water front.

Take the City of St. Louis as a case in point. Here is a metropolis which has a naturally fascinating water front along the Mississippi. Here is a stream that is quite wonderful to look at  broad and deep. Years ago, when St. Louis was small and river traffic was important, all the stores were facing this river. Later railroads came and the town built west. Today blocks and blocks of the most interesting property in the city is devoted to dead-alive stores, warehouses and tenements. It would be an easy matter and a profitable one for the city to condemn sufficient property to make a splendid drive along this river and give the city a real air. It would transform it instantly into a kind of wonder world which thousands would travel a long way to see. It would provide sites for splendid hotels and restaurants and give the city a suitable front door or facade.

But do you think this would ever be seriously contemplated? It would cost money. One had better build a park away from the river where there are no old houses. The mere thought of trading the old houses for a wonderful scene which would add beauty and life to the city is too much of a stretch of the imagination for St. Louisians to accomplish. It cant be done. American cities are not given to imagination outside the walks of trade.

Scranton was no worse than many another American city of the same size and class that I have seen  or indeed than many of the newer European cities. It was well paved, well lighted and dull. There were the usual traffic policemen (like New York, bgosh!), but with no traffic to guide, the one hotel designed to impress, the civic square surrounded by rows of thickly placed fivelamp standards. It was presentable, and, because Speed wanted to get oil and gasoline and we wanted to see what the town was like, we ran the machine into a garage and wandered forth, looking into shoe and bookstore windows and studying the people.

Here again I could see no evidence of that transformation of the American by the foreigner into something different from what he has eyer been  the peril which has been so much discussed by our college going sociologists. On the contrary,-America seemed to me to be making over the foreigner into its own image and likeness. I learned here that there were thousands of Poles, Czechs, Croatians, Silesians, Hungarians, etc., working here in the coal mines and at Wilkes-Barré, but the young men on the streets and in the stores were Americans. Here were the American electric signs in great profusion, the American bookstores and newsstands crowded with all that mushy adventure fiction of which our lady critics are so fond. Five hundred magazines and weekly publications blazed the faces of alleged pretty girls. The automat, the dairy kitchen, the Boston, Milwaukee or Chicago lunch, and all the smart haberdasheries so beloved of the ambitious American youth, were in full bloom. I saw at least a half dozen moving-picture theatres in as many blocks  and business and correspondence schools in ample array.

What becomes of all the young Poles, Czechs, Croatiaris, Serbians, etc., who are going to destroy us? Ill tell you. They gather on the street corners when their parents will permit them, arrayed in yellow or red ties, yellow shoes, dinky fedoras or beribboned straw hats and style-plus clothes, and talk about when I was out to Dreamland the other night, or make some such observation as Say, you should have seen the beaut that cut across here just now. Oh, mamma, some baby! Thats all the menace there is to the foreign invasion. Whatever their original intentions may be, they cant resist the American yellow shoe, the American moving picture, Stein-Koop clothes, Dreamland, the popular song, the automobile, the jitney. They are completely undone by our perfections. Instead of throwing bombs or lowering our social level, all bogies of the sociologist, they would rather stand on our street corners, go to the nearest moving pictures, smoke cigarettes, wear high white collars and braided yellow vests and yearn over the girls who know exactly how to handle them, or work to some day own an automobile and break the speed laws. They are really not so bad as we seem to want them to be. They are simple, gauche, de jeune, the limit. In other words, they are fast becoming Americans.

I think it was during this evening at Scranton that it first dawned on me what an agency for the transmission of information and a certain kind of railway station gossip the modern garage has become. In the old days, when railroads were new or the post road was still in force, the depot or the inn was always the centre for a kind of gay travelers atmosphere or way station exchange for gossip, where strangers alighted, refreshed themselves and did a little talking to pass the time. Today the garage has become a third and even more notable agency for this sort of exchange, automobile travelers being for the most part a genial company and constantly reaching out for information. Anyone who knows anything about the roads of his native town and country is always in demand, for he can fall into long conversation with chauffeurs or tourists in general, who will occasionally close the conversation with an offer of a drink or a cigar, or, if he is going in their direction, take him for a part of the way at least as a guide.

Having found Scranton so dull that we could not make up our minds to remain overnight, we returned to the garage we were patronizing and found it crowded to the doors with cars of all descriptions and constantly being invaded by some others in search of something. Here were a group of those typical American hangerson or loafers or city gossips or chair warmers  one scarcely knows what to call them  who, like the Roman frequenters of the Forum or the Greek sitters at the place of customs, gather to pass the time by watching the activity and the enthusiasm of others. Personally my heart rather yearns over that peculiar temperament, common enough to all the abodes of men, which for lack of spirit or strength or opportunity in itself to get up and do, is still so moved by the spectacle of life that it longs to be where others are doing. Here they were, seven or eight of them, leaning against handsome machines, talking, gesticulating and proffering information, to all and sundry who would have it. Owing to the assertion of the proprietors helper (who was eager, naturally enough, to have the car housed here for the night, as he would get a dollar for it) that the roads were bad between here and Binghamton, a distance of sixtynine miles, we were a little uncertain whether to go on or no. But this charge of a dollar was an irritation, for in most garages, as Speed informed us, the night charge was only fifty cents. Besides, the same youth was foolish enough to confess, after Speed questioned him, that the regular charge to local patrons was only fifty cents.

Something in the youths description of the difficulties of the road between here and Binghamton caused me to feel that he was certainly laying it on a little thick. According to him, there had been terrible rains in the last few weeks. The road in spots was all but impassable. There were great hills, impossible ravines, and deadly railroad crossings. I am not so much of an enthusiast for night riding as to want to go in the face 
FRANKLIN STUDIES AN OBLITERATED SIGN of difficulties  indeed I would much rather ride by day, when the beauties of the landscape can be seen,  still this attempt to frighten us irritated me.

And then the hangers-on joined in. Obviously they were friends of the owner and, like a Greek chorus, were brought on at critical moments to emphasize the tragedy or the terror or the joy, as the case might be. Instantly we were assailed with new exaggerations  there were dreadful, unguarded railway crossings, a number of robberies had been committed recently, one bridge somewhere was weak.

This finished me.

They are just talking to get that dollar, I whispered to Franklin.

Sure, he replied; its as plain as anything. I think we might as well go on.

By all means, I urged. Weve climbed higher hills and traversed worse or as bad roads today as we will anywhere else. I dont like Scranton very well anyhow.

My opposition was complete. Speed looked a little tired and I think would have preferred to stay. But my feeling was that at least we could, run on to some small inn or country town hotel where the air would be fresher and the noises less offensive. After a long year spent in the heart of New York, I was sick of the city  any city.

So we climbed in and were off again.

It was not so long after dark. The road lay north, through summery crowded streets for a time and then out under the stars. A cool wind was blowing. One old working man whom we had met and of whom we had asked the way had given us something to jest over.

Which way to Dalton? we called. This was the next town on our road.

Over the viderdock, he replied, with a wave of his arm, and thereafter all viaducts became viderdocks for us. We sank into the deep leather cushions and, encountering no bad roads, went comfortably on. The trees in places hung low and seemed to make arched green arbors through which we were speeding, so powerful were our lamps. At one place we came upon a brilliantly lighted amusement resort and there we could not resist stopping. There was music and dancing and all the young clerks and beaus for miles around were here with their girls. I was so entranced that I wanted to stay on, hoping that some young girl might talk to me, but not one gave me even so much as a smile. Then we came to a country inn  an enticing looking thing among great trees  but we were awake now, enjoying the ride, and Speed was smoking a cigarette  why quit now? So on and on, up hills and down dale, and now and then we seemed to be skirting the Susquehanna. At other times we seemed to be off in side hills where there were no towns of any size. A railroad train came into view and disappeared; a trolley track joined us and disappeared; a toll road made us pay fifteen cents  and disappeared. At last as it neared unto midnight I began to get sleepy and then I argued that, whatever town came next, we should pause there for the night.

All right, said Franklin genially, and then more aisles and more streams and more stores  and then in the distance some manufactories came into view, brightly lighted windows reflected in some water.

Here we are, I sighed sleepily, but we werent, not quite. This was a crossroad somewhere  a dividing of the ways  but the readable signs to say which way were not visible. We got out and struck matches to make the words more intelligible. They had been obliterated by rust. I saw a light in a house and went there. A tall, spare man of fifty came out on the porch and directed us. This was Factoryville or near it, he said  another mile on we would find an inn. We were something like twentyfive miles from Scranton. If you stop and look at electric parks and watch the dancers, you cant expect to make very good time. In Factoryville, as dark and silent as a small sleeping town may be, we found one light  or Franklin did  and behind it the village barber reading a novel. In the shadow of his doorway Franklin entered into a long and intimate discussion with him  about heaven only knows what. I had already noted of Franklin that he could take up more time securing seeming information than any human being I had ever known. It was astounding how he could stand and gossip, coming back finally with such a simple statement as, He says turn to the right, or We go north. But why a week to discover this, I used to think. Finally, almost arm in arm with the barber, they disappeared around a corner. A weary string of moments rolled past before Franklin strolled back to say there was no real inn  no hotel that had a license  but there was a man who kept a kind of a hotel and he had a barn or shed, which would do as a garage.

Better stay, eh.? he suggested.

Well, rather, I answered.

When we had unslung our bags and coats, Speed took the car to the barn in the rear and up we went into a typical American papier mch room. The least step, the least movement, and wooden floors and partitions seemed to shout. But there were two large rooms with three beds and, what was more, a porch with a wooden swing. There was a large porcelain bath in a room at the rear and pictures of all the proprietors relatives done in crayon.

How we slept! There were plenty of windows, with a fresh breeze blowing and no noises, except some katydids, sawing lustily. I caught the perfume of country woods and fields and, afar off, as I stretched on an easy bed, I could hear a train whistling and rumbling faintly  that far off Ooh!  ooh!  oo!  oo!

I lay there thinking what a fine thing it was to motor in this haphazard fashion  how pleasant it was not to know where you were going or where you would be tomorrow, exactly. Franklins car was so good, Speed so careful. Then I seemed to be borne somewhere on great wings, until the dawn coming in at the window awakened me. The birds were singing.

Oh, yes, Factoryville, I sighed. Thats where we are. Were motoring to Indiana.

And I turned over and slept another hour.


CHAPTER X

A LITTLE AMERICAN TOWN

FACTORYVILLE, as we found this morning, was one of these very small places which, to one weary of metropolitan life, occasionally prove entertaining through an extreme simplicity and a sense of rest and peace. It was, as I saw sitting in my dressing gown in our convenient wooden swing, a mere collection of white cottages with large lawns or country yard spaces and flowers in profusion and a few stores. Dr. A. B. Fitch. Druggist (I could see this sign on the window before which he stood), was over the way sweeping off the sidewalk in front of his store. I knew it was Dr. A. B. Fitch by his solemn proprietary air, his alpaca coat, his serious growth of thick grey whiskers. He was hatless and serene. I could almost hear him saying: Now, Annie, you tell your mother that this medicine is to be taken one teaspoonful every three hours, do you hear?

Farther down the street H. B. Wendel, hardware dealer, was setting out a small red and green lawnmower and some zinc cans capable of holding anything from rain water to garbage. This was his inducement to people to come and buy. Although it was still very early, citizens were making their way down the street, a working man or two, going to some distant factory not in Factoryville, a woman in a gingham poke bonnet standing at a corner of her small white home examining her flowers, a small barefooted boy kicking the damp dust of the road with his toes. It reminded me of the time when, as a youth in a similar town, I used to get up early and see my mother browsing over early, dewladen blossoms. I was for staying in Factoryvilly for some time.

But Franklin, energetic soul, would have none of it. He had lived in a small town or on a farm for the greater part of his life and, unlike me, had never really deserted the country. Inside the room, on the balcony of which I was already swinging and idly musing, he was industriously shaving  a task I was reserving for some city barber. Presently he came out and sat down.

Isnt it wonderful  the country! I said. This town! See old Dr. Fitch over there, and that grocery man putting out his goods.

Yes! replied Franklin. Carmel is very much like this. Theres no particular life there. A little smalltown trading. Of course, Indianapolis has come so near now that they can all go down there by trolley, and that makes a difference.

Forthwith he launched into amusing tales of Carmelite character  bits too idle or too profane to be narrated here. One only I remember  that of some yokels who were compelled to find a new hangout because the old building they frequented was torn down. When Franklin encountered them in the new place he said quite innocently: This place hasnt as much atmosphere as the old one. Oh, yes, it has, rejoined the rural. When you open the back windows.

Speed was shaving too by now, inside, and, hearing me sing the delights of rural life (windows and doors were open), he put in:

Yes, thats all well enough, but after youd lived here awhile you mightnt like it so much. Gee! people in the country arent any different from people anywhere else.

Speed had a peculiarly pained and even frightened look on his face at times, like a cloud passing over a landscape or something that made me want to put my hand on his shoulder and say, There, there. I wondered sometimes whether he had often been hungry or thrown out of job or put upon in some unkind way. He could seem momentarily so pathetic.

I know, I know, I said gaily, but there are the cows and the trees and the little flower gardens and the farmers mowing hay and

Huh! was all he deigned to reply, as he shaved. Franklin, in his large tolerance of vagaries and mush, did not condescend to comment. I did not even win a smile. He was looking at the drugstore and the hardware store and an old man in a shapeless, baggy suit hobbling along on a cane.

I like the country myself, he said finally, except I wouldnt want to have to farm for a living.

I could not help thinking of all the days we (I am referring to a part of our family) had lived in these small towns and how as a boy 1 used to wish and wish for so many things. The long trains going through! The people who went to Chicago, or Evansville, or Terre Haute, or Indianapolis! A place like Brazil, Indiana, a mere shabby coal town of three or four thousand population, seemed something wonderful. All the world was outside and I, sitting on our porch  front or back  or on the grass or under a tree, all alone, used to wonder and wonder. When would I go out into the world? Where would I go? What would I do? What see? And then sometimes the thought of my father and mother not being near any more  my mother being dead, perhaps  and my sisters and brothers scattered far and wide, and  I confess a little sadly even now  a lump would swell in my throat and I would be ready to cry.

A sentimentalist?

Indeed!

In a little while we were called to breakfast in a lovely, homely diningroom such as country hotels sometimes boast  a diningroom of an indescribable artlessness and crudity. It was so haphazard, so slung together of old yellow factory made furniture, chrormos, lithographs, flychasers, five jar castors, ironstone china, and heaven only knows what else, that it was delightful. It was clean, yes; and sweet withal  very  just like so many of our honest, frank, kindly psalm singing Methodists and Baptists are. The father and mother were eating their breakfast here, at one table. The little fair haired hired girl  with no more qualification as a waitress than a Thibetan Llama  was waiting on table. The traveling men, one or two of them at every breakfast no doubt, were eating their fried ham and eggs or their fried steak, and their fried potatoes, and drinking unbelievable coffee or tea.

Dear, crude, asinine, illusioned Americans! How I love them! And the great fields from the Atlantic to the Pacific holding them all, and their dreams! How they rise; how they hurry, how they run under the sun! Here they are building a viaduct, there a great road, yonder plowing fields or sowing grain, their faces lit with eternal, futile hope of happiness. You can see them religiously tending store, religiously running a small-town country hotel, religiously mowing the grass, religiously driving shrewd bargains or thinking that much praying will carry them to heaven  the dear things!  and then among them are the bad men, the loafers, the people who chew tobacco and swear and go to the cities Saturday nights and cut up and dont save their money!

Dear, dear, darling Yankee land my country tis  when I think of you and all your ills and all your dreams and all your courage and your faith  I could cry over you, wringing my hands.

But you, you great men of brains  you plotters of treason, of taxes which are not honest, of burdens too heavy to be borne, beware! These be simple souls, my countrymen singing simple songs in childish ignorance and peace, dreaming sweet dreams of life and love and hope. Dont awake them! Let them not once suspect, let them not faintly glimpse the great tricks and subterfuges by which they are led and harlequined and cheated; let them not know that their faith is nothing, their hope nothing, their love nothing  or you may see the bonfires of wrath, alight  in the evening dews and damp, the camps of the hungry  the lifting aloft of the fatal stripes  red for blood and white for spirit and blue for dreams of man; the white drawn faces of earnest seeking souls carrying the symbols of their desire, the guns and mortars and shells of their dreams!

Remember Valley Forge! Remember Germantown; remember the Wilderness; remember Lookout Mountain! These will not be disappointed. Their faith is too deep  their hope too high. They will burn and slay, but the fires of their dreams will bring other dreams to make this old illusion seem true.

It can hardly be said that America has developed a culinary art, because so many phases of our cooking are not, as yet, common to all parts of the country. In the southeast south you have fried chicken and gravy, cornpone, corn pudding, biscuit, and Virginia ham, southern style; in the southwest south you have broilers, chicken tamales, chile con carne, and all the nuances acquired from a proximity to Mexico. In New England one encounters the baked bean, the cold biscuit, pie for breakfast, and codfish cakes. In the great hotels and best restaurants of the large cities, especially in the east, the French cuisine dominates. In the smaller cities of the east and west, where no French chef would deign to waste his days, German, Italian and Greek  to say nothing of Jewish  and purely American restaurants (the dairy kitchen, for example) now contest with each other for patronage. We have never developed a single, dominating system of our own. The American grill or its companion in dullness, the American rathskeller, boast a mixture of everything and are not really anything. In all cities large and small may be found these horrible concoctions which in their superficial treatment are supposed to be Flemish or Elizabethan or old German combined with the worse imaginings of the socalled mission school of furniture. Here. German pancakes, knackwurst and cheesecake come cheek by jowl with American biscuit, English muffins, French rolls, Hungarian goulash, chicken à la Maryland, steaks, chops, and ham and eggs. Its serviceable, and yet its offensive.

The atmosphere is deadly  the idea atrocious. By comparison with a French inn or a German family restaurant such as one finds in Frankfort or Berlin, or even an English chophouse, it is unbelievably bad. Yet it seems to suit the present day spirit of America.

All restaurant forms are being tried out  French, Greek, Italian, Turkish, English, Spanish, German  to say nothing of teahouses of all lands. In the long run possibly some one school will become dominant or a compromise among them all. By that time American cooking will have become a complex of all the others. I sincerely trust that in the internecine struggle fried chicken, gravy, fresh hot biscuit, blackberry pie and fried mush do not wholly disappear. I am fond of French cooking and have a profound respect for the German art  but there! Supposing that never anywhere, any more, was there to be any fried mush or blackberry pie!!!


CHAPTER XI

THE MAGIC OF THE ROAD AND SOME TALES

OUR particular breakfast consisted of a choice of several flake breakfast foods, a hard fried chop, an egg or two, fried, some German fried potatoes, and all done as an American small town hotelkeeper used to dealing with farmers and storekeepers and hands would imagine they ought to be done. Where did the average American first get the idea that meals of nearly all kinds need to be fried hard? Or that tea has to be made so, strong that it looks black and tastes like weeds? Or that German fried potatoes ought to be soggy and that all people prefer German fried potatoes? If you should ask for French fried potatoes or potatoes au gratin or potatoes OBrien in a small country town hotel you would be greeted with a look of uncertainty if not of resentment. French fried potatoes, pray  or meat medium or broiled? Impossible! And as for weak, clear, tasteful tea  shades of Buffalo Bill and Davy Crockett! Whoever heard of weak, clear tea? The man has gone mad. He is some city fellow, bent on showing off. It is up to us to teach him not to get smart. We must frown and delay and show that we do not approve of him at all.

While we were eating, I was thinking where our car would take us this day, and the anticipation of new fields and strange scenes was enough to make a mere poor breakfast a very trivial matter indeed. Clouds and high hills, and spinning along the bank of some winding stream, were an ample exchange for any temporary inconvenience. After breakfast and while Franklin and I once more tightened up our belongings, Speed brought about the machine and in the presence of a few residents  a young girl of fifteen for one, who looked at us with wide, wishful eyes  we strapped on the bags and took our seats. I could not help feeling as I looked at some of them who observed us that they were wishing they were in our places. The car was good to look at. It was quite obvious from the various bags and wraps that we were en route somewhere. Someone was always asking us where we were from and where we were going  questions which the magic name of New York, particularly this distance away, seemed to make all the more significant. The night before in the garage at Scranton a youth, hearing us say that we were from there, had observed with an air: How is old New York anyway? And then, with a flourish: Ill have to be going over there pretty soon now. I havent been over in some time.

Leaving Factoryville, we ran through country so beautiful that before long I regretted sincerely that we had done any traveling after dark the night before. We were making our way up a wide valley as I could see, the same green Susquehanna Valley, between high hills and through a region given over entirely to dairy farming. The hills looked as though they were bedded knee deep in rich, succulent grass. Groups of black and white Holstein cattle were everywhere to be seen. Some of the hills were laid out in checkerboard fashion by fields of grain or hay or buckwheat or great thick groves of trees. Before many a farm dooryard was a platform on which stood a milk can, or two or three: now and then a neighborhood creamery would come into view, where the local milk was churned wholesale and butter prepared and shipped. The towns for the most part were rarely factory towns, looking more as if they harbored summer boarders or were but now starting on a manufacturing career. Girls or women were reading or sewing on porches. The region of the mines was far behind.

And what a day! The everchanging panorama  how wonderful it was! Tr-r-r-r-r-r and we were descending a steep hill, at the bottom of which lay a railroad track (one of those against which we had been warned, no doubt), and in the distance more great hills, sentineling this wide valley; the road showing like a white thread, miles and miles away.

Tr-r-r-r-r-r, and now we were passing a prosperous farmyard, aglow with strident flowers, one woman sewing at a window, others talking with a neighbor at the door. Tr-r-r-r-r-r, here we were swinging around a sharp curve, over an iron bridge, noisy and shaky and beneath which ran a turbulent stream, and in the immediate foreground was an old mill or a barnyard alive with cattle and poultry. I had just time to think, What if we should crash through this bridge into the stream below, when T-r-r-r-r-r-r, and now came a small factory or foundry section with tall smokestacks, and beyond it a fairsized town, clean, healthy, industrious. No tradition, you see, anywhere. No monuments or cathedrals or great hotels or any historic scene anywhere to look forward to: but Tr-r-r-r-r-r and here we are at the farther outskirts of this same small town with more green fields in the distance, the scuff and scar of manufacturing gone and only the blue sky and endless green fields and some birds flying and a farmer cutting his grain with a great reaper. Tr-r-r-r-r-r  how the miles do fly past, to be sure!

And T-r-r-r-r-r-r (these motors are surely tireless things), here is a lake now, just showing through the tall, straight trunks of trees, a silvery flash with a grey icehouse in the distance; and then, Tr-r-r-r-r-r, a thick green wall of woods, so rich and dark, from which pour the sweetest, richest, most invigorating odors and into the depth of which the glance sinks only to find cooler and darker shadows and even ultimate shadow or a green blackness; and then  Tr-r-r-r-r  a line of small white cottages facing a stream and a boy scuffing his toes in the warm, golden dust  oh, happy boyland!  and then, Tr-r-r-r-r  but why go on? It was all beautiful. It was all so refreshing. It was all like a song  only  Tr-r-r-r-r  and here comes another great wide spreading view, which Franklin wishes to sketch. He has a large pad of some peculiarly white porous paper, on which he works and from which he tears the sketches when they are done and deposits them in a convenient portfolio. By now Speed has become resigned to not getting to Indiana as fast as he would like.

Shucks! I heard him say once, as he was oiling up his engine, if we didnt have to stop this way every few minutes, wed soon get into Indiana. Give me half way decent roads and this little old motor will eat up the miles as good as anyone. . . . But when you have two loons aboard who are forever calling Whoa! and jumping up or out or both and exclaiming, Well now, what do you think of that?  Isnt it beautiful?  what are you going to do? No real chauffeur can get anywhere that way  you know that.

Here we were now backing the machine in the shade of a barn while Franklin fixed himself on the edge of a grey, lichen covered wall and I strolled off down a steep hill to get a better view of a railroad which here ran through a granite gorge. Perhaps Franklin worked as many as thirty or forty minutes. Perhaps I investigated even longer. There was a field on this slope with a fine spring on it. I had to speculate on what a fine pool could be made here. In the distance some horizon clouds made a procession like ships. I had to look at those. The spear pines here at the edge of this field were very beautiful and reminded me of the cypresses of Italy. I had to speculate as to the difference. Then Tr-r-r-r-r-r, and we were on again at about thirtyfive miles an hour.

While we were riding across this country in the bright morning sunshine, Speed fell into a reminiscent or tale-telling mood. Countrymen born have this trait at times and Speed was country bred. He began, as I had already found was his way, without any particular announcement, or a Didjah ever hear of the old fellow, etc., and then he would be off on a series of yarns the exact flavor and charm of which I cannot hope to transcribe, but some of which I nevertheless feel I must paraphrase as best I may.

Thus one of his stories concerned a wedding somewhere in the country. All the neighbors had been invited and the preacher and the justice of the peace. The women were all in the house picking wool for a pastime. The men were all out at the edge of the woods around a log heap they had built, telling stories. The bride-to-be was all washed and starched and her hair done up for once, and she was picking wool, too. When the fatal moment came the preacher and the prospective husband came in, followed by all the men, and the two stood in the proper position for a wedding before the fireplace; but the girl never moved. She just called, Go on; itll be all right. So the preacher read or spoke the ceremony, and when it came to the place where he asked her, Do you take this man to be your lawful wedded husband, etc., she stopped, took a chew of tobacco out of her mouth, threw it in the fire, expectorated in the same direction, and said, I reckon. Then she went on working again.

Another of these yarns concerned the resurveying of the county line between Brown and Monroe counties in Indiana which a little while before had been moved west about two hundred and fifty yards. That put the house of an old Brown County farmer about ten yards over the Monroe County line. A part of Monroe County in this region was swampy and famous for chills and fever  or infamous. When the old farmer came home that night his wife met him at the gate and said: Now we just got tuh move, paw; thats all there is to it. Im not goin to live over there in Monroe with all these here swamps. Well all die with chills and yuh know it.

Fishing was great sport in some county in Indiana  I forget which. They organized fishing parties, sometimes thirty or forty in a drove, and went fishing, camping out for, two or three days at a time, only they werent so strong for hooks and lines, except for the mere sport of it. To be sure of having enough fish to go round, they always took a few sticks of dynamite and toward evening or noon someone would light a fuse and attach it to a stick of dynamite and, just as it was getting near the danger line, throw it in the water.

Well, once upon a time there was just such a fishing party and they had a stick of dynamite, or two or three. There was also an old fat hotel man who had come along and he had a very fine big dog with him  a retriever  that he thought a great deal of. Whenever anyone would shoot a duck or throw a stick into the water, the dog would go and get it. On this occasion toward evening someone threw a stick of dynamite in the water with the fuse lit. Only instead of falling in the water it fell on some brush floating there and the darn fool dog seeing it jumped in and began to swim out toward it. They all commenced to holler at the dog to come back, but in vain. He swam to the dynamite stick, got it in his mouth, and started for shore  the fuse burning all the while. Then they all ran for their lives  all but the old fat hotel man, who couldnt run very well, though he did his best, and it was his dog. He lit out, though, through the green briars and brush, hollering, Go home, Tige! Go home, Tigel at every jump. But old Tige was just a-bounding on along behind him and a-wagging his tail and a-shaking the water off him. What saved the old man was that at one place the dog stopped to shake the water off and that gave him a fair start, but he only missed him by about forty feet at that. The dog was just that near when, bang! and say, there wasnt a thing left but just about a half inch of his tail, which somebody found and which the old man used to wear as a watch-charm and for good luck. He always said it was mighty good luck for him that the dog didnt get any nearer.

And once more upon a time there was a very stingy old man who owned a field opposite the railway station of a small town. A shed was there which made a rather good billboard and itinerant showmen and medicine men occasionally posted bills on it  not without getting the permission of the owner, however, who invariably extracted tickets or something  medicine even.

One day, however, the station agent, who was idling in front of his office, saw a man pasting showbills. He fancied Zeke Peters (the owners) permission had not been obtained, but he wasnt sure. It must be remembered that he was in no way related to Peters. Walking over to the man, he inquired:

Does paw know youre putting up them bills here?

Why, no, I didnt think thered be any trouble. Theyre only small bills, as you see.

The agent pulled a long face.

I know, he replied, but I dont think pawd like this.

The showman handed him a ticket for the circus  one ticket.

Well, I dont know about this, said the station agent heavily. If you didnt ask paw, I dont know whether youd better do this or not.

The billposter handed him another ticket.

Wont that fix it? he asked.

Well, replied the agent, seemingly somewhat mollified, paws awful particular, but I guess I can fix it. Ill try anyhow  and he walked solemnly back to the station.

Old Peters didnt chance to see the bills until a day or two before the circus. He was very angry, but at this time there were no circus men around to complain to. When the show came to town he looked up the box-office and found he had been done. Then he hurried to the agent.

Wheres them tickets? he demanded.

What tickets? replied the agent.

That you got from that billposter.

Well, Im usin em. He gave em to me.

What fer, Id like to know? Its my billboard, aint it?

Well, it was my idea, wasnt it?

There Speed stopped.

Well, did he get the tickets? I asked.

Course not. Nobody liked him, so he couldnt do nothing.

I liked the ending philosophy of this the best of all.

And once upon a time in some backwoods county in Indiana there was an election for president. There werent but sixtynine voters in the district and they kept straggling in from six A. M., when the polls opened, to six P. M., when they closed. Then they all hung around to see how the vote stood. And guess how it stood?

Well?

It was this-a-way. W. J. Bryan, 15; Andrew Jackson, 12; Jeff Davis, 9; Abraham Lincoln, 8; Thomas Jefferson, 8; Moses, 6; Abraham, 15; John the Baptist, 3; Daniel Boone, 2; William McKinley, I.

What about George Washington, Speed?

Well, I guess they musta fergot him.

And, once more now, not every family in Indiana or elsewhere is strong for education, and especially in the country. So once upon a time there was a family  father and mother, that is  that got into a row over this very thing. An old couple had married after each had been married before and each had had children. Only, now, each of em only had one son apiece left, that is, home with em. The old man believed in education and wanted his boy educated, whereas the woman didnt. No, siree, she said, I dont want any of my children to ever git any of that book learnin. None o the others had any and I low as Luke can git along just as well as they did.

But the old man he didnt feel quite right about it and somehow his boy liked books. So, since he was really the stronger of the two, he sent the two boys off and 
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Shucks! said the old man, hell git along all right. Whats the matter with you, anyhow? If my boy dont go to school hell feel bad, and if I send him to school and keep yours at home to work the neighbors will talk  now I just cant manage it, thats all.

So the two boys kept on going for awhile longer. Only the old woman kept feelin worse and worse about it. All at once one day she got to feelin so terrible bad that she just gathered up her boys clothes and took him over to his grandfathers to live, and gee! the old grandfather was sore about it. Say!

Send that boy to school! he says. Never! Why, he aint the same boy any more at all already. Ill be hanged if he aint even fergot how to cuss, and he wouldnt even let the boys fosterfather come near him. Not a bit of it, no siree.

And once upon a time, in the extreme southern part of Indiana where the ice doesnt get very thick  not over three inches  there was a backwoods preacher who made a trip to Evansville and saw an ice machine making ice a foot thick, and he came back and told his congregation about it.

Whaddy think of that! one of the old members exclaimed. The Lord cant make it moren three inches around here, and he says men in Evansville can make it a foot thick!

So they turned the old preacher out for lying, bgosh!

Once upon a time there was an old Irishman got on the train at Carmel, Indiana, and walked in the car, but the seats were all taken. One was occupied by an Indiana farmer and his dog. The Irishman knew, if he tried to make the dog get down and give him the seat, he would have the farmer and the dog to fight.

Thats a very fine darg ye have.

Yes, stranger; hes the finest dog in the county.

And he has the marks of a good coon darg.

Thats right. he can come as near findin coons where there aint any as the next one.

What brade of darg is he?

Well, hes a cross between an Irishman and a skunk.

Bejasus, then he must be related to the both of us!

Somewhere in the country in Indiana they once built a railroad where there never had been one and it created great excitement. One old farmer who had lived on his farm a great many years and had never even seen a train or a track and had raised a large family, mostly girls, was so interested that he put his whole family in the wagon and drove up close to the track so they could get a good view of the cars the first time they came through. But before the train came he got uneasy. He was afraid the old grey mare would get scared and run away. So he got out, unhitched the old horse and tied it to a tree, gave it some hay and got back into the wagon. Pretty soon he saw the train coming very fast, and as the old wagon was quite close to the track he thought the train might jump the track and kill them all, so he leaped out, got between the shafts and started to pull the wagon a little farther down the hill. Just then the train neared the station and he got so excited that he lost all control of himself and away he went down the hill, lickety split. He ran upon a stump, upset the wagon and threw the old woman and all the children out, and hurt them worse than ever the old mare would have. The old woman was furious. She didnt have any bridle on him and while he was running she missed seeing the train.

Gol darn you, she hollered, if I didnt have a sprained ankle now, Id fix you  runnin away like the crazy old fool that you are!

Thats all right, Maria, he called back meekly. I was a leetle excited, Ill admit; but next week when the train goes through again you and the children kin come down and Ill stay to home. I just cant stand these newfangled things, I reckon.

And once upon a time (and this is the last one for the present) there was a real wildcat fight somewhere  a most wonderful wildcat fight. An old farmer was sitting on a fence hoeing corn  thats the way they hoe corn in some places  and all at once he saw two Thomas wildcats approaching each other from different directions and swiftly. He was about to jump down and run when suddenly the cats came together. It was all so swift that he scarcely had time to move. They came along on their hind feet and when they got together each one began to claw and climb up the other. In fifteen minutes they were out of sight in the air, each one climbing rapidly up the other; but he could hear them squalling for two hours after they were out of sight, and froth and hair fell for two days!


CHAPTER XII

RAILROADS AND A NEW WONDER OF THE WORLD

IT wouldnt surprise me in the least if the automobile, as it is being perfected now, would make over the whole worlds railway systems into something very different from what they are today. Already the railways are complaining that the automobile is seriously injuring business, and this is not difficult to understand. It ought to be so. At best the railways have become huge, clumsy, unwieldy affairs little suited to the temperamental needs and moods of the average human being. They are mass carriers, freight handlers, great hurry conveniences for overburdened commercial minds, but little more. After all, travel, however much it may be a matter of necessity, is in most instances, or should be, a matter of pleasure. If not, why go forth to roam the world so wide? Are not trees, flowers, attractive scenes, great mountains, interesting cities, and streets and terminals the objective? If not, why not? Should the discomforts become too great, as in the case of the majority of railroads, and any reasonable substitute offer itself, as the automobile, the old form of conveyance will assuredly have to give way.

Think what you have to endure on the ordinary railroad  and what other kind is there  smoke, dust, cinders, noise, the hurrying of masses of people, the ringing of bells, the tooting of whistles, the brashness and discourtesy of employes, cattle trains, coal trains, fruit trains, milk trains in endless procession  and then they tell you that these are necessary in order to give you the service you get. Actually our huge railways are becoming so freight logged and trainyard and train terminal infested, and four tracked and cinder blown, that they are a nuisance.

Contrast travel by railroad with the charm of such a trip as we were now making. Before the automobile, this trip, if it had been made at all, would have had to be made by train  in part at least. I would not have ridden a horse or in any carriage to Indiana  whatever I might have done after I reached there. Instead of green fields and pleasant ways, with the pleasure of stopping anywhere and proceeding at our leisure, substitute the necessity of riding over a fixed route, which once or twice seen, or ten times, as in my case, had already become an old story. For this is one of the drawbacks to modern railroading, in addition to all its other defects  it is so fixed; it has no latitude, no elasticity. Who wants to see the same old scenes over and over and over? One can go up the Hudson or over the Alleghanies or through the Grand Canyon of the Arizona once or twice, but if you have to go that way always, if you go at all  But the prospect of new and varied roads, and of that intimate contact with woodland silences, grassy slopes, sudden and sheer vistas at sharp turns, streams not followed by endless lines of cars  of being able to change your mind and go by this route or that according to your mood  what a difference! These constitute a measureless superiority. And the cost per mile is not so vastly much more by automobile. Today it is actually making travel cheaper and quicker. Whether for a long tour or a short one, it appears to make man independent and give him a choice of life, which he must naturally prefer. Only the dull can love sameness.

North of Factoryville a little way  perhaps a score of miles  we encountered one of these amazing works of man which, if they become numerous enough, eventually make a country a great memory. They are the bones or articulatory ligaments of the body politic which, like the roads and viaducts and baths of ancient Rome, testify to the prime of its physical strength and after its death lie like whitening bones about the fields of the world which once it occupied.

We were coming around a curve near Nicholsen, Pennsylvania, approaching a stream which traversed this great valley, when across it from ridges edge to ridges edge suddenly appeared a great white stone or concrete viaduct or bridge  we could not tell at once which  a thing so colossal and impressive that we instantly had Speed stop the car so that we might remain and gaze at it. Ten huge arches  each say two hundred feet wide and two hundred feet high  were topped by eleven other arches say fifteen feet wide and forty feet high, and this whole surmounted by a great roadbed carrying several railway tracks, we assumed. The builders were still at work on it. As before the great Cathedral at Rouen or Amiens or Canterbury, or those giant baths in Rome which so gratify the imagination, so here, at Nicholsen, in a valley celebrated for nothing in particular and at the edge of a town of no size, we stood before this vast structure, gazing in a kind of awe. These arches! How really beautiful they were, how wide, how high, how noble, how symmetrically planned! And the smaller arches above, for all the actually huge size, how delicate and lightsomely graceful! How could they carry a heavy train so high in the air? But there they were, nearly two hundred and forty feet above us from the streams surface, as we discovered afterwards, and the whole structure nearly twentyfour hundred feet long. We learned that it was the work of a great railroad corporation  a part of a scheme for straightening and shortening its line about three miles!  which incidentally was leaving a monument to the American of this day which would be stared at in centuries to come as evidencing the courage, the resourcefulness, the taste, the wealth, the commerce and the force of the time in which we are living  now.

It is rather odd to stand in the presence of so great a thing in the making and realize that you are looking at one of the true wonders of the world. As I did so I could not help thinking of all the great wonders America has already produced  capitals, halls, universities, bridges, monuments, water flumes, sea walls, dams, 
THE GREAT BRIDGE AT NICHOLSEN towering structures  yet the thought came to me how little of all that will yet be accomplished have we seen. What towers, what bridges, what palaces, what roads will not yet come! Numerous as these great things already are  a statue of Lincoln in Chicago, a building by Woolworth in New York, a sea wall at Galveston, an Ashokan dam in the Catskills, this bridge at Nicholsen  yet in times to come there will be thousands of these wonders  possibly hundreds of thousands where now there are hundreds. A great free people is hard at work day after day building, building, building  and for what? Sometimes I think, like the forces and processes which produce embryonic life here or the coral islands in the Pacific, vast intelligences and personalities are at work, producing worlds and nations. As a child is builded in the womb, so is a star. We socalled individuals are probably no more than mere cell forms constructing something in whose subsequent movements, passions, powers we shall have no share whatsoever. Does the momentary cell life in the womb show in the subsequent powers of the man? Will we show in the subsequent life of the nation that we have helped build? When one thinks of how little of all that is or will be one has any part in  are we not such stuff as dreams are made of, and can we feel anything but a slaves resignation?

While we were sightseeing, Speed was conducting a social conference of his own in the shade of some trees in one of the quiet streets of Nicholson. I think I have never seen anyone with a greater innate attraction for boys. Speed was only twentyfive himself. Boys seemed to understand Speed and to be hail-fellow-well-met with him, wherever he was. In Dover, at the Water Gap, in Wilkes-Barré, Scranton  wherever we chanced to stop, there was a boy or boys. He or they drew near and a general conversation ensued. In so far as I could see, the mystery consisted of nothing more than a natural ability on Speeds part to take them at their own value and on their own terms. He was just like any other boy among them, questioning and answering quite as if he and they were all grownups and very serious. Here in Nicholsen, as we came back, no less than five youngsters were explaining to him all the facts and wonders of the great bridge.

Yes, and one man fell from the top of them there little arches way up there last winter down to the back of the big arch and he almost died.

Those little arches are forty feet above the big ones, another went on.

Yes, but he didnt die, put in another informatively. He just, now, broke his back. But he almost died, though. He cant do any more work.

Thats too bad, I said, and how does he manage to live now?

Well, his wife supports him, I believe, put in one quietly.

Hes goin to get a pension, though, said another.

Theres a law now or something, volunteered a fourth. They have to give him money.

Oh, I see, I said. Thats fine. Can any of you tell me how wide those arches are  those big arches?

One hundred and eighty feet wide and two hundred feet high, volunteered one boy.

And the little arches are sixteen feet and three inches wide and forty feet high, put in another.

And how long is it?

Two thousand, three hundred and ninetyfive feet from ridge to ridge, came with schoolboy promtpness from three at once.

I was flabbergasted.

How do you know all this? I inquired.

We learned it at school, said two. Our teacher knows.

I was so entertained by the general spirit of this group that I wanted to stay awhile and listen to them. American boys  I know nothing of foreign ones  are so frank, free and generally intelligent. There was not the slightest air of sycophancy about this group. They were not seeking anything save temporary entertainment. Some of them wanted to ride a little way,  perhaps to the nearest store  but only a little way and then only when invited. They all looked so bright, and yet in this group you could easily detect the varying characteristics which, other things being equal, would make some successes materially and others failures, possibly. Here was the comparatively dull boy, the bashful boy, the shrewd boy, the easy going, pleasure loving boy. You could see it in their eyes. One of them, a tallish, leanish youth, had instantly on the appearance of Franklin and myself crowded the others back and stood closest, his shrewd, examining eyes taking in all our characteristics. By looking into his eyes I could see how shrewd, independent, and self protective he was. He was not in the least overawed like some of the others, but rather superior, like one who would have driven a clever bargain with us, if he might have, and worsted us at it.

Except for this bridge and these children, Nicholsen held nothing, at least nothing obvious. It was just a small town with retail stores, at one of which, a druggists, we stopped for picture cards. One would have supposed, with so vast a thing as this bridge, there would have been excellent photographs of it; but no, there was none that was really good. The main street, some country roads, a wheat field which some rural poet had snapped  that was all. This country druggists store was very flyspecked. I wished for Nicholsens sake, as well as for my own, that something worthy had been prepared, which the sightseeing public might take away as a memento.


CHAPTER XIII

A COUNTRY HOTEL

BEYOND Nicholsen, somewhere in this same wondrous valley and in a winelike atmosphere, came New Milford and with it our noonday meal. We were rolling along aimlessly, uncertain where next we would pause. The sight of an old fashioned white hotel at a street corner with several rurals standing about and a row of beautiful elms over the way gave us our cue. This looks rather inviting, said Franklin; and then, to the figure of a heavy nondescript in brown jeans who was sitting on a chair outside in the shade:

Cant we get something to eat here?

You can, replied the countryman succintly; theyll be putting dinner on the table in a few minutes.

We went into the bar, Franklins invariable opening for these meals being a cocktail, when he could get one. It was a cleanly room, but with such a field hand atmosphere about those present that I was a little disappointed, and yet interested. I always feel about most American country saloons that they are patronized by ditchers and men who do the rough underpaid work of villages, while in England and France I had a very different feeling.

I was much interested here by the proprietor, or, as he turned out afterward, one of two brothers who owned the hotel. He was an elderly man, stout and serious, who in another place perhaps and with a slightly different start in life might, I am sure, have been banker, railroad offcer, or director. He was so circumspect, polite, regardful. He came to inquire in a serious way if we were going to take dinner? We were.

You can come right in whenever you are ready, he commented.

Something in his tone and presence touched me pleasantly.

Beause of the great heat  it was blazing outside  I had left my coat in the car and was arrayed in a brown khaki shirt and grey woolen trousers, with a belt. Because of the heat it did not occur to me that my appearance would not pass muster. But, no. Lifes little rules of conduct are not so easily set aside, even in a country hotel. As I neared the diningroom door and was passing the coatrack, mine host appeared and, with a grace and tact which I have nowhere seen surpassed, and in a voice which instantly obviated all possibility of a disagreeable retort, he presented me a coat which he had taken from a hook and, holding it ready, said: Would you mind slipping into this?

Pardon me, I said, I have a coat in the car; I will get that.

Dont trouble, he said gently; you can wear this if you like. It will do.

I had to smile, but in an entirely friendly way. Something about the mans manner made me ashamed of myself  not that it would have been such a dreadful thing to have gone into the diningroom looking as I was, for I was entirely presentable, but that I had not taken greater thought to respect his conventions more. He was a gentleman running a country hotel  a real gentleman. I was the brash, smart asininity from the city seeking to have my own way in the country because the city looks down on the country. It hurt me a little and yet I felt repaid by having encountered a man who could fence so skilfully with the little and yet irritable and no doubt difficult problems of his daily life. I wanted to make friends with him, for I could see so plainly that he was really above the thing he was doing and yet content in some philosophical way to make the best of it. How this man came to be running a country hotel, with a bar attached, I should like to know.

After luncheon, I fell into a conversation with him, brief but interesting. He had lived here many years.

The place over the way with the beautiful trees belonged to a former congressman. (I could see the forgotten dignitary making the best of his former laurels in this out-of-the-way place.) New Milford, a very old place, had been hurt by the growth of other towns. But now the automobile was beginning to do something for it. Last Sunday six hundred machines had passed through here. Only last week the town had voted to pave the principal street, in order to attract further travel. One could see by mine hosts manner that his hotel business was picking up. I venture to say he offered to contribute liberally to the expense, so far as his ability would permit.

I could not help thinking of this man as we rode away, and I have been thinking of him from time to time ever since. He was so simple, so sincere, so honorably dull or conventional. I wish that I could believe there are thousands of such men in the world. His hotel was tasteless; so are the vast majority of other hotels, and homes too, in America. The dining room was execrable from one point of view; nave, and pleasingly so, from another. One could feel the desire to set a good table and give a decent meal. The general ingredients were good as far as they went, but, alas! the average American does not make a good servant  for the public. The girl who waited on us was a poor slip, well intentioned enough, I am sure, but without the first idea of what to do. I could, see her being selected by mine host because she was a good girl, or because her mother was poor and needed the money  never because she had been trained to do the things she was expected to do. Americans live in a world of sentiment in spite of all their business acumen, and somehow expect God to reward good intentions with perfect results. I adore the spirit, but I grieve for its insutility. No doubt this girl was dreaming (all the time she was waiting on us) of some four-corners merry-go-round where her beau would be waiting. Dear, naïve America! When will it be different from a dreaming child, and, if ever that time arrives, shall we ever like it as much again?

And then came Halstead and Binghamton, for we were getting on. I never saw a finer day nor ever enjoyed one more. Imagine smooth roads, a blue sky, white and black cattle on the hills, lovely farms, the rich green woods and yellow grainfields of a fecund August. Life was going by in a Monticelli-esque mood. Door-yards and houses seemed to be a compound of blowing curtains, cool deep shadows, women in summery dresses reading, and then an arabesque of bright flowers, golden-glow, canna, flowering sage, sweet elyssum, geraniums and sunflowers. At Halstead we passed an hotel facing the Susquehanna River, which seemed to me the ideal of what a summer hotel should be  gay with yellow and white awnings and airy balconies and painted with flowers. Before it was this blue river, a lovely thing, with canoes and trees and a sense of summer life.

Beyond, on a smooth white road, we met a man who was selling some kind of soap  a soap especially good for motorists. He came to us out of Binghamton, driving an old ramshackle vehicle, and hailed us as we were pausing to examine something. He was a tall, lean, shabby American, clothed in an ancient frock coat and soft rumpled felt hat, and looked like some small-town carpenter or bricklayer or maker of cement walks. By his side sat a youngish man, who looked nothing and said nothing, taking no part in what followed. He had a dreamy, speculative and yet harassed look, made all the more emphatic by a long pointed nose and narrow pointed chin.

Ive got something here Id like to show you, gentlemen, he called, drawing rein and looking hopefully at Franklin and Speed.

Well, were always willing to look at something once, replied Franklin cheerfully and in a bantering tone.

Very well, gentlemen, said the stranger, youre just the people Im looking for, and youll be glad youve met me. Even as he spoke he had been reaching under the seat and produced a small can of something which he now held dramatically aloft. Its the finest thing in the way of a hand or machine soap that has ever been invented, no akali (he did not seem to know there were two Is in the word), good for man or woman. Wont soil the most delicate fabric or injure the daintiest hands. I know, now, for Ive been working on this for the last three years. Its my personal, private invention. The basis of it is cornmeal and healing, soothing oils. You rub it on your hands before you put them in water and it takes off all these spots and stains that come from machine oil and that ordinary turpentine wont take out. It softens them right up. Have you got any oilstains? he continued, seizing one of Speeds genial hands. Very good. This will take it right out. You havent any water in there, have you, or a pan? Never mind. Im sure this lady up here in this house will let me have some, and off he hustled with the air of a proselytizing religionist.

I was interested. So much enthusiasm for so humble a thing as a soap aroused me. Besides he was curious to look at  a long, lean, shambling zealot. He was so zealous, so earnest, so amusing, if you please, or hopeless. Here really,I said, is the basis of all zealotry, of all hopeless invention, of struggle and dreams never to be fulfilled. He looked exactly like the average inventor who is destined to invent and invent and invent and never succeed in anything.

Well, there is character there, anyhow, said Franklin. That long nose, that thin dusty coat, that watery blue, inventive eye  all mountebanks and charlatans and street corner fakers have something of this man in them  and yet

He came hustling back.

Here you are now! he exclaimed, as he put down a small washpan full of water. Now you just take this and rub it in good. Dont be afraid; it wont hurt the finest fabric or skin. I know what all the ingredients are. I worked on it three years before I discovered it. Everybody in Binghamton knows me. If it dont work, just write me at any time and you can get your money back.

In his eager routine presentation of his material he seemed to forget that we were present, here and now, and could demand our money back before he left. In a fitting spirit of camaraderie Speed rubbed the soap on his hands and spots which had for several days defied ordinary soap-cleansing processes immediately disappeared. Similarly, Franklin, who had acquired a few stains, salved his hands. He washed them in the pan of water standing on the engine box, and declared the soap a success. From my lofty perch in the car I now said to Mr. Vallaurs (the name on the label of the bottle), Well, now youve made fifteen cents.

Not quite, he corrected, with the eye of a holy disputant. There are eight ingredients in that besides the cornmeal and the bottle alone costs me four and one-half cents.

Is that so? I continued  unable to take him seriously and yet sympathizing with him, he seemed so futile and so prodigal of his energy. Then I really suppose you dont make much of anything?

Oh, yes, I do, he replied, seemingly unconscious of my jesting mood, and trying to be exact in the interpretation of his profit. I make a little, of course. Im only introducing it now, and it takes about all I make to get it around. Ive got it in all the stores of Bing-hamton. Ive been in the chemical business for years now. I got up some perfumes here a few years ago, but some fellows in the wholesale business did me out of them.

I see,  I said, trying to tease him and so bring forth any latent animosity which he might be concealing against fate or life. He looked to me to be a man who had been kicked about from pillar to post. Well, when you get this well started and it looks as though it would be a real success, some big soap or chemical manufacturer will come along and take it away from you. You wont make anything out of it.

Wont I? he rejoined defiantly, taking me with entire seriousness and developing a flash of opposition in his eyes.No, he wont, either. Ive had that done to me before, but it wont happen this time. I know the tricks of them sharps. Ive got all this patented. The last time I only had my application in. Thats why Im out here on this road today interducin this myself. I lost the other company I was interested in. But Im going to take better care of this one. I want to see that it gets a good start.

He seemed a little like an animated scarecrow in his mood.

Oh, I know, I continued dolefully, but purely in a jesting way, but theyll get you, anyhow. Theyll swallow you whole. Youre only a beginner; youre all right now, so long as your business is small, but just wait until it looks good enough to fight for and theyll come and take it away from you. Theyll steal or imitate it, and if you say anything theyll look up your past and have you arrested for something you did twenty or thirty years ago in Oshkosh or Oskaloosa. Then theyll have your first wife show up and charge you with bigamy or theyll prove that you stole a horse or something. Sure  theyll get it away from you, I concluded.

No, they wont either, he insisted, a faint suspicion that I was joking with him beginning to dawn on him. I aint never had but one wife and I never stole any horse. Ive got this patented now and Ill make some money out of it, I think. Its the best soap  (and here as he thought of his invention once more his brow cleared and his enthusiasm rose) the most all-round useful article that has ever been put on the market. You gentlemen ought really to take a thirty-cent bottle  he went back and produced a large one it will last you a lifetime. I guarantee it not to soil, mar or injure the finest fabric or skin. Cornmeal is the chief ingredient and eight other chemicals, no akali. I wish youd take a few of my cards  he produced a handful of these and if you find anyone along the road who stands in need of a thing of this kind I wish youd just be good enough to give em one sos theyll know where to write. Im right here in Binghamton. Ive been here now for twenty years or more. Every druggist knows me.

He looked at us with an unconsciously speculative eye  as though he were wondering what service we would be to him.

Franklin took the cards and gave him fifteen cents. Speed was still washing his hands, some new recalcitrant spots having been discovered. I watched the man as he proceeded to his rattletrap vehicle.

Well, gentlemen, Ill be saying good day to you. Will you be so kind as to return that pan to that lady up there, when youre through with it? She was very accommodating about it.

Certainly, certainly, replied Franklin, well attend to it.

Once he had gone there ensued a long discussion of inventors and their fates. Here was this one, fifty years of age, if he was a day, and out on the public road, advertising a small soap which could not possibly bring him the reward he desired soon.

You see, hes going the wrong way about it, Franklin said. Hes putting the emphasis on what he can do personally, when he ought to be seeing about what others can do for him; he should be directing as a manager, instead of working as a salesman. And another thing, he places too much emphasis upon local standards ever to become broadly successful. He said over and over that all the druggists and automobile supply houses in Binghamton handle his soap. Thats nothing to us. We are, as it were, overland citizens and the judgments of Binghamton do not convince us of anything any more than the judgments of, other towns and crossroad communities along our route. Every little community has its standards and its locally successful ones. The thing that will determine actual success is a mans ability or inability to see outside and put upon himself the test of a standard peculiar to no one community but common to all. This man was not only apparently somewhat mystified when we asked him what scheme he had to reach the broader market with his soap; he appeared never to have approached in his own mind that possibility at all. So he could never become more than partially successful or rich.

Very true, I assented, but a really capable man wouldnt work for him. Hed consider him too futile and try to take his treasure away from him and then the poor creature would be just where he was before, compelled to invent something else. Any man who would work for him wouldnt actually be worth having. It would be a case of the blind leading the blind.

There was much more of this  a long discussion. We agreed that any man who does anything must have so much more than the mere idea  must have vision, the ability to control and to organize men, a magnetism for those who are successful  in short, that mysterious something which we call personality. This man did not have it. He was a poor scrub, blown hither and yon by all the winds of circumstance, dreaming of some far-off supremacy which he never could enjoy or understand, once he had it.


CHAPTER XIV

THE CITY OF SWAMP ROOT

BINGHAMTONBimington, as Franklin confusedly called it in trying to ask the way of someone  now dawned swiftly upon us. I wouldnt devote a line to those amazingly commercial towns and cities of America which are so numerous if the very commercial life of the average American werent so interesting to me. If anyone should ask me Whats in Binghamton? I should confess to a sense of confusion, as if he were expecting me to refer to something artistic or connected in any way with the world of high thought. But then, whats in Leeds or Sheffield or Nottingham, or in Stettin or Hamburg or Bremen? Nothing save people, and people are always interesting, when you get enough of them.

When we arrived in Binghamton there was a parade, and a gala holiday atmosphere seemed everywhere prevailing. Flags were out, banners were strung across the roadway; in every street were rumbling, large flag-bedecked autotrucks and vehicles of various descriptions loaded with girls and boys in white (principally girls) and frequently labeled Boost Johnson City.

What in the world is Johnson City, do you suppose? I asked of Franklin. Are they going to change the name of Binghamton to Johnson City?

Speed was interested in the crowds. Gee, this is a swell town for girls, he commented; but after we had alighted and walked about among them for a time, they did not seem so attractive to me. But the place had a real if somewhat staccato air of gayety.

Where is Johnson City? I asked of a drug clerk of whom we were buying a sundae.

Oh, its a town out here  a suburb that used to be called Leicestershire. Theyre renaming it after a man out there  R. G. Johnson.

Why?

Oh, well, hes made a big success of a shoe business out there that employs two thousand people and hes given money for different things.

So theyre naming the town after him?

Yes. Hes a pretty good fellow, I guess. They say he is.

Not knowing anything of Mr. Johnson, good, bad, or indifferent, I agreed with myself to suspend judgment. A man who can build up a shoe manufacturing business that will employ two thousand people and get the residents of a fair-sized city or town tc rename it after him is doing pretty well, I think. He couldnt be a Dick Turpin or a Jesse James; not openly, at least. People dont rename towns after Dick Turpins.

But Binghamton soon interested me from another point of view, for stepping out of this store I saw a great red, eight or nine story structure labeled the Kilmer Building, and then I realized I was looking at the home of Swamp Root, one of those amazing cure-all remedies which arise, shine, make a fortune for some clever compounder and advertiser, and then after a period disappear. Think of Hoods Sarsaparilla, Ayers Sarsaparilla, Peruna, Omega Oil, Lydia E. Pinkhams Vegetable Compound! American inventions, each and all, purchased by millions. Why dont the historians tell us of the cure-alls of Greece and Rome and Egypt and Babylon? There must have been some.

Looking at Dr. Kilmers Swamp Root Building reminded me of a winter spent in a mountain town in West Virginia. It had a large and prosperous drug store, where one night I happened to be loafing for a little while, to take shelter from the snow that was falling heavily. Presently there entered an old, decrepit negro woman who hobbled up to the counter, and fumbling under her black shawl, produced a crumpled dollar bill.

I want a bottle of Swamp Root, she said.

Ill tell you how it is, mammy, said the clerk, a dapper country beau, with a most oily and ingratiating manner. If you want to take six bottles its only five dollars. Six bottles make a complete cure. If you take the whole six now, youve got -em. Then youve got the complete cure.

The old woman hesitated. She was evidently as near the grave with any remedy as without one.

All right, she said, after a moments pause.

So the clerk wrapped six bottles into a large, heavy parcel, took the extra bills which she produced and rang them up in his cash register. And meanwhile she gathered her cure under her shawl, and hobbled forth, smiling serenely. It depressed me at the time, but it was none of my business.

Now as I looked at this large building, I wondered how many other hobbling mammies had contributed to its bricks and plate glass  and why.

There was another large building, occupied by a concern called the Ansco Company, which seemed to arouse the liveliest interest in Franklin. He had at some previous time been greatly interested in cameras and happened to know that a very large camera company, situated somewhere in America, had once stolen from this selfsame Ansco Company some secret process relating to the manufacture of a flexible film and had proceeded therewith to make so many millions that the user of the stolen process eventually became one of the richest men in America, one of our captains of great industries.

But the owners of the Ansco Company were dissatisfied. Like the citizens in the ancient tale who are robbed and cry Stop thief! they sued and sued and sued in the courts. First they sued in a circuit court, then in a state court of appeals, then in a federal court and then before the United States Supreme Court. There were countless lawyers and bags and bags of evidence; reversals, new trials, stays, and errors in judgment, until finally, by some curious turn of events, the United States Supreme Court decided that the process invented by the Ansco Company really did belong to said Ansco Company and that all other users of the process were interlopers and would have to repay to said Ansco Company all they had ever stolen and more  a royalty on every single camera they had ever sold. So the Ansco Company, like the virtuous but persecuted youth or girl in the fairy tale, was able to collect the millions of which it had been defrauded and live happily ever afterwards.

Leaving Binghamton, we went out along the beautiful Susquehanna, which here in the heart of the city had been parked for a little way, and saw all the fine houses of all the very wealthy people of Binghamton. Then we drove along a street crowded with more and more beautiful homes, all fresh and airy with flowers and lawns and awnings, and at last we came to Johnson City, or Leicestershire as it once was. Here were the remains of a most tremendous American celebration  flags and buntings and signs and a merry-go-round. In front of a new and very handsome Catholic Church which was just building hung a large banner reading The noblest Roman of them allR. G. Johnson  a flare of enthusiasm which I take it must have had some very solid substance behind it. Down in a hollow, was a very, very, very large red factory with its countless windows and great towering stacks and a holiday atmosphere about it, and all around it were houses and houses and houses, all new and all very much alike. You could see that Mr. Johnson and his factory and his protgs had grown exceedingly fast. And in the streets still were wagons with bunting on them and people in them, and we could see that there had just been a procession, with soldiers and boy scouts and girls  but alas, we had missed it.

Well, I said to Franklin, now you see how it is. Here is the reward of virtue. A man builds a great business and treats his employés fairly and everybody loves him. Isnt that so?

FLORENCE AND THE ARNO. AT OWEGO

Franklin merely looked at me. He has a way of just contemplating you, at times  noncommittally.

It was soon after leaving Binghamton that we encountered the first of a series of socalled detours, occurring at intervals all through the states of New York, Ohio and Indiana, and which we later came to conclude were the invention of the devil himself. Apparently traffic on the roads of the states has increased so much of late that it has necessitated the repairing of former made roads and the conversion of old routes of clay into macadam or vitrified brick. Here in western New York (for we left Pennsylvania at Halstead for awhile) they were all macadam, and in many places the state roads socalled (roads paid for by the money of the state and not of the county) were invariably supposed to be the best. All strolling villagers and rurals would tell you so. As a matter of fact, as we soon found for ourselves, they were nearly always the worst, for they hummed with a dusty, whitey traffic, which soon succeeded in wearing holes in them of a size anywhere from that of a dollar to that of a washtub or vat. Traveling at a rate of much more than ten miles an hour over these hollows and depressions was almost unendurable. Sometimes local motorists and farmers in a spirit of despair had cut out a new road in the common clay, while a few feet higher up lay the supposedly model state road, entirely unused. At any rate, wherever was the best and shortest road, there were repairs most likely to be taking place, and this meant a wide circle of anywhere from two or three to nine miles. A wretched series of turns and twists calculated to try your spirit and temper to the breaking point.

Detours! Detours! Detours! I suddenly exclaimed at one place in western Ohio. I wish to heaven we could find some part of this state which wasnt full of detours. And Speed would remark: Another damn detour! Well, what do you think of that? Id I like to have a picture of this one  I would!

This, however, being the first we encouontered, did not seem so bad. We jounced and bounced around it and eventually regained the main road, spinning on to Owego, some fifteen or twenty miles away.

Day was beginning to draw to a close. The wane of our afternoons was invariably indicated these August days by a little stir of cool air coming from somewhere  perhaps hollows and groves  and seeming to have a touch of dew and damp in it. Spirals of gnats appeared spinning in the air, following us a little way and then being left behind or overtaken and held flat against our coats and caps. I was always brushing off gnats at this hour. We were still in that same Susquehanna Valley I have been describing, rolling on between hills anywhere from eight hundred to a thousand feet high and seeing the long shadows of them stretch out and cover the valley. Wherever the sun struck the river it was now golden  a bright, lustreful gold  and the hills seemed dotted with cattle, some with bells that tinkled. Always at this time evening smokes began to curl up from chimneys and the labor of the day seemed to be ending in a pastoral of delight.

Oh, Franklin, I once exclaimed, this is the ideal hour. Can you draw me this?

At one point he was prompted to make a sketch. At another I wanted to stop and contemplate a beautiful bend in the river. Soon Owego appeared, a town say of about five thousand, nestling down by the waterside amid a great growth of elms, and showing every element of wealth and placid comfort. A group of homes along the Susquehanna, their backs perched out over it, reminded us of the houses at Florence on the Arno and Franklin had to make a sketch of these. Then we entered the town over a long, shaky iron bridge and rejoiced to see one of the prettiest cities we had yet found.

Curiously, I was most definitely moved by Owego. There is something about the old fashioned, comfortable American town at its best  the town where moderate wealth and religion and a certain social tradition hold  which is at once pleasing and yet comfortable  a gratifying and yet almost disturbingly exclusive state of affairs. At least as far as I am concerned, such places and people are antipodal to anything that I could ever again think, believe or feel. From contemplating most of the small towns with which I have come in contact and the little streets of the cities as contrasted with the great, I have come to dread the conventional point of view. The small mind of the townsmen is antipolar to that of the larger, more sophisticated wisdom of the city. It may be that the still pools and backwaters of communal life as represented by these places is necessary to the preservation of the state and society. I do not know. Certainly the larger visioned must have something to direct and the small towns and little cities seem to provide them. They are in the main fecundating centres  regions where men and women are grown for more labor of the same kind. The churches and moral theorists and the principle of self preservation, which in the lowly and dull works out into the rule of live and let live, provide the rules of their existence. They do not gain a real insight into the fact that they never practise what they believe or that merely living, as man is compelled to live, he cannot interpret his life in the terms of the religionist or the moral enthusiast. Men are animals with dreams of something superior to animality, but the small town soul  or the little soul anywhere  never gets this straight. These are the places in which the churches flourish. Here is where your theologically schooled numskull thrives, like the weed that he is. Here is where the ordinary family with a little tradition puts an inordinate value on that tradition. All the million and one notions that have been generated to explain the universe here float about in a nebulous mist and create a dream world of error, a miasmatic swamp mist above which these people never rise. I never was in such a place for any period of time without feeling cabined, cribbed, confined, intellectually if not emotionally.

Speed went around the corner to look for a garage and Franklin departed in another direction for a bag of popcorn. Left alone, I contemplated a saloon which stood next door and on the window of which was pasted in gold glass letters B. B. Delano. Thirsting for a glass of beer, I entered, and inside I found the customary small town saloon atmosphere, only this room was very large and clean and rather vacant. There was a smell of whiskey in the cask, a good smell, and a number of citizens drinking beer. A solemn looking bartender, who was exceptionally bald, was waiting on them. Some bits of cheese showed dolefully under a screen. I ordered a beer and gazed ruefully about. I was really not here, but back in Warsaw, Indiana, in 1886.

And in here was Mr. B. B. Delano himself, a small, dapper, rusty, red faced man, who, though only moderately intelligent, was pompous to the verge of bursting, as befits a small man who has made a moderate success in life. Yet Mr. B. B. Delano, as I was soon to discover, had his private fox gnawing at his vitals. There was a worm in the bud. Only recently there had been a great anti-liquor agitation and a fair proportion of the saloons all over the state had been closed. Three months before in this very town, at the spring election, no license had been voted. All the saloons here, to the number of four, would have to be closed, including Mr. Delanos, in the heart of the town. That meant that Mr. Delano would have to get another business of some kind or quit. I saw him looking at me curiously, almost mournfully.

Touring the state? he asked.

Were riding out to Indiana, I explained. I come from there.

Oh, I see. Indiana! Thats a nice little trip, isnt it? Well, I see lots of machines going through here these days, many more than I ever expected to see. Its made a difference in my business. Only  and here followed a long account of his troubles. He owned houses and lands, a farm of three hundred acres not far out, on which he lived, and other properties, but this saloon obviously was his pet. Im thinking of making an eating place of it next fall, he added. No license may not last  forever. His eye had a shrewd, calculating expression.

Thats true, I said.

It keeps me worried, though, he added doubtfully. I dont like to leave now. Besides, Im getting along. Im nearly sixty, he straightened himself up as though he meant to prove that he was only forty, and I like my farm. It really wouldnt kill me if I never could open this place any more. But I could see that he was talking just to hear himself talk, boasting. He was desperately fond of his saloon and all that it represented; not ashamed, by any means.

But theres Newark and New York, I said. I should think youd like to go down there.

I might, he agreed; perhaps I will. Its a long way for me, though. Wont you have another drink  you and your friends? By now Franklin and Speed were returning and Mr. Delano waved a ceremonious, inclusive hand, as if to extend all the courtesies of the establishment.

The bartender was most alert  a cautious, apprehensive person. I could see that Mr. Delano was inclined to be something of a martinet. For some reason he had conceived of us as personages  richer than himself, no doubt  and was anxious to live up to our ideas of things and what he thought we might expect.

Well, now, he said, as we were leaving, if you ever come through here again you might stop and see if Im still here.

As Speed threw on the ignition spark and the machine began to rumble and shake, Mr. Delano proceeded up the handsome small town street with quite a stride. I could see that he felt himself very much of a personage  one of the leading figures of Owego.


CHAPTER XV

A RIDE BY NIGHT

IT was a glorious night  quite wonderful. There are certain summer evenings when nature produces a poetic, emotionalizing mood. Life seems to talk to you in soft whispers of wonderful things it is doing. Marshes and pools, if you encounter any, exhale a mystic breath. You can look into the profiles of trees and define strange gorgon-like countenances  all the crones and spectres of a thousand years. (What images of horror have I not seen in the profiles of trees!) Every cottage seems to contain a lamp of wonder and to sing. Every garden suggests a tryst of lovers. A river, if you follow one, glimmers and whimpers. The stars glow and sing. They bend down like lambent eyes. All nature improvises a harmony  a splendid harmony  one of her rarest symphonies indeed.

And tonight as we sped out of Owego and I rested in the deep cushions of the car it seemed as if some such perfect symphony was being interpreted. Somewhere out of the great mystery of the unknowable was coming this rare and lovely something. What is God, I asked, that he should build such scenes as this? His forces of chemistry! His powers of physics! We complain and complain, but scenes like these compensate for many things. They weave and sing. But what are they? Here now are treetoads cheep-cheeping. What do they know of life  or do their small bodies contain a world of wonder, all dark to my five dull senses? And these sweet shadows  rich and fragrant  now mellowing, now poignant! I looked over my right shoulder quite by accident and there was a new moon hanging low in the west, a mere feather, its faintness reflected in the bosom of a still stream. We were careening along a cliff overhanging this river and as we did so along came a brightly lighted train following the stream bed and rushing somewhere, probably to New York. I thought of all the people on it and what they were doing, what dreaming, where going; what trysts, what plots, what hopes nurturing. I looked into a cottage door and there a group of people were singing and strumming  their voices followed us down the wind in music and laughter.

Somewhere along this road at some wayside garage we had to stop for oil and gas, as Speed referred to gasoline  always one quart of oil, I noticed, and about seven gallons of gasoline, the price being anywhere from $1.25 to $1.75, according to where we chanced to be. I was drowsing and dreaming, thinking how wonderful it all was and how pleasant our route would surely be, when a man came up on a motorcycle, a strained and wiry looking individual, who said he had just come through western New York and northern Ohio  one of those fierce souls who cover a thousand miles a day on a motorcycle. They terrify me.

Franklin, with an honest interest in the wellbeing of his car, was for gathering information as to roads. There was no mystery about our immediate course, for we were in a region of populous towns  Waverley, Elmira, Corning, Hornell  which on our map were marked as easy of access. The roads were supposed to be ideal. The great proposition before us however, was whether once having reached Elmira we would go due north to Canandaigua and Rochester, thereby striking, as someone told us, a wonderful state road to Buffalo  the road  or whether we would do as I had been wishing and suggesting, cut due west, following the northern Pennsylvania border, and thereby save perhaps as much as a hundred and fifty miles in useless riding north and south.

Franklin was for the region that offered the best roads. I was for adventure, regardless of machines or roads. We had half compromised on the thought that it might be well to visit Warsaw, New York, which lay about half way between the two opposing routes with which we were opposing each other, and this solely because the name of one of my home towns in Indiana was Warsaw and this Warsaw, as my pamphlet showed, was about the same size. It was a sort of moonshiny, nonsensical argument all around; and this man who had just come through Warsaw from Buffalo had no particular good word to say for the roads. It was a hilly country, he said. You climb one hill to get into Warsaw and five others to get out, and theyre terrors. I could see a look of uncertainty pass over Franklins face. Farewell to Warsaw, I thought.

But another bystander was not so sure. All the roads from here on leading toward Buffalo were very good. Many machines came through Warsaw. My spirits rose. We decided to postpone further discussion until we reached Elmira and could consult with an automobile club, perhaps. We knew we would not get farther than Elmira tonight; for we had chaffered away another hour, and it was already dusk.

We never experienced a more delightful evening on the whole trip. It was all so moving  the warm air, the new silvery moon, the trees on the hills forming dark shadows, the hills themselves gradually growing dim and fading into black, the twinkling lights here and there, fireflies, the river, this highroad always high, high above the stream. There were gnats but no mosquitoes  at least none when we were in motion  and our friend Speed, guiding the car with a splendid technique, was still able between twists and turns and high speeds and low speeds to toss back tale after tale of a daring and yet childlike character, which kept me laughing all the while. Speed was so naïve. He had such innocently gross and yet comfortable human things to relate of horses, cows, dogs, farm girls, farm boys, the studfarm business, with which he was once connected, and so on.

Put on a slip and come down, he called to her. So she slipped on the stairs and came down.

(Do you remember that one? They were all like that.)

Once out of Owego, we were soon in Waverley, a town say of ten or fifteen thousand population, which we mistook at first for Elmira. Its streets were so wide and clean, its houses so large and comfortable, we saw on entering. I called Franklins attention to the typical American atmosphere of this town too  the America of a slightly older day. There was a time not long ago when Americans felt that the beginning and end of all things was the home. Not anything great in construction or tragically magnificent, but just a comfortable home in which to grow and vegetate. Everything had to be sacrificed to it. It came to have a sacrosanct character: all the art, the joy, the hope which a youthful and ingenuous people were feeling and believing, expressed, or attempted to express themselves, in the home. It was a place of great trees, numerous flowerbeds, a spacious lawn, French windows, a square cupola, verandas, birdhouses. All the romance of a youthful spirit crept into these things and still lingers. You can feel as you look at them how virtuous the owners felt themselves to be, and how perfect their children, what marvels of men and women these latter were to become  pure and above reproach.

Alas for a dusty world that would not permit it  that will never permit any perfect thing to be. These houses, a little faded now, a little puffy with damp, a little heavier for paint, a little grey or brown or greenish black, suggest by their atmosphere that they have yielded up crops of children. We have seen several generations go by since they were built. Have they been any better than their sires, if as good? It seems to me as if I myself have witnessed a great revolt against all the binding perfection which these lovely homes represented. In my youthful day it was taken for granted that we were to be good and beautiful and true, and God was to reward us in heaven. We were to die and go straight before the throne of grace. Each of us was to take one wife or one husband to our heart and hearth. We were never to swindle or steal or lie or do anything wrong whatsoever. America was to make the sermon on the mount come true  and look at us. Have we done it?

I call attention to Pittsburg, Chicago, and New York, to go no further: to the orgies of trust building, stock gambling, stock watering, get rich quick-ing; to the scandals of politics and finance; to the endless divorces and remarriages and all the license of the stage and the hungry streets of harlots and kept women. Have we made the ten commandments work? Do not these small towns with their faded ideal homes stand almost as Karnak and Memphis  in their frail way pointing the vanity of religious and moral ideals in this world? We have striven for some things but not the ideals of the sermon on the mount. Our girls have not been virtuous beyond those of any other nation  our boys more honest than those of any other land. We have simply been human, and a little more human for being told that we were not or ought not to be so.

In Waverley, despite the fact that we had determined to reach Elmira before stopping for dinner, we became suddenly hungry and while cruising, as Speed put it, down the principal street, about three quarters of a mile long, with various stores and movies in full swing, we discovered an irresistible lunch car crowded in between two buildings. Inside was the usual hash slinger, at his pots and pans. He was a swarthy skinned black-haired youth, this impresario with a penchant for doing his work gallantly, like an acrobat. He had nothing to offer save pork and beans, ham and eggs, various sandwiches, and one kind of pie. All the remainder of his stock had been disposed of. I ordered ham and eggs  somehow in small towns I always feel safest in so doing. It was amusing to watch him flip an egg with a turn of the wrist and at the same time hold bantering converse with a frowsy headed youth whose face was pressed to a small porthole giving out onto the sidewalk. Every now and then, as we were eating, some familiar of the town would tap on the window to give evidence of his passing, and soon the place was invaded by five evening roysterers, smart boys of the town, who made all sorts of quips and jests as to the limited bill of fare.

How about a whole egg? Have you got one?

Do you ever keep any salt and pepper here, Jake?

Somebody said youd have a new pie, tomorrow. Is that right?

Whats the matter with the old one? inquired someone.

Why, a feller bit into it by mistake. Theyre goin to sell it to the shootin gallery for a target.

Why dont you fellers get up a new line o dope? interjected the host at one place. My pies aint in it with what youre springin.

This drew a laugh and more chatter.

As I sat on a stool looking out and munching my ham-and I could not help thinking of the high spirits of all these towns we were passing. In Europe, in places of four or five times the size of this  Rotterdam, Amsterdam, The Hague, Dover, Amiens, Florence, Perugia, even Venice, I might say, I found no such flare nor any such zest for just living. What is it about Americans that gives all their small towns such an air? Somebody had already introduced the five-light lamp standard here, in one or two places. The stores were all brightly lighted and you could see boys and girls going up and down in the hope of those chance encounters with adventure which youths and maidens of all strata so crave. Noting all this, I said to myself that in Europe somehow, in towns of this size and much larger, things always seemed duller. Here in America there are always these boys and girls of no particular social caste, I take it, whose homes are not, very attractive, whose minds and bodies are craving a touch of vitality  gay contact with someone of the other sex  and who find their social life in this way, on the streets. No doubt at this point someone will rise to say that they need more supervision. I am not so sure. As life expresses itself, so it should be, I fancy. All my sympathies go out to such young people, for I recall with what earnestness as a boy I used to do this same thing  how I wished and longed and how my body tingled at the thoughts of love and the promise of life to come.

Once on the road again, I hummed and meditated until suddenly I found myself dreaming. I wasnt on the high road between Binghamton and Elmira at all but in some happy land that hadnt anything to do with motoring  a land of youth and affection. Suddenly I sat up, wondering whether I had keeled over toward Franklin, and he had discovered that I had been asleep.

We dont have to spend the night in Elmira, do we? I ventured cautiously.

Oh, no, said Franklin, amiably.

Since its so late, the next hotel we come to, wed better tie up, dont you think,  Im getting sleepy.

All right for me, agreed Franklin I couldnt tell whether he was sleepy or not.

Presently a great square old house came into view with trees and flowers and a light burning before it. It was so still now we seemed to have the night all to ourselves. No automobiles were in sight. We debated whether we would stay here.

Oh, lets risk it, said Franklin. Its only for one night, anyhow.

We were greeted by a tall, angular country boy with the air of one who is half asleep and a habit of running his hand through his hair. He had been serving three men in the rear with drinks. He led us up warm, stuffy, carpeted halls, lighted by oil lamps, into a small, musty chamber with a large, yellow, creaky bed. This and another similar apartment for Speed were all he could offer us.

It was hot. A few mosquitoes were buzzing. Still the prospect of a deep black sky and stars through the open window was soothing. I made a few joyless comments, which Franklin received in silence; and then we slept.


CHAPTER XVI

CHEMUNG

NEXT morning I was aroused at dawn, it seemed to me, by a pounding on a nearby door.

Get up, you drunken hound! called a voice which was unmistakably that of the young man who had rented us the room. Thats right, snore, after you stay up all night, he added; and he beat the door vehemently again.

I wanted to get up and protest against his inconsiderateness of the slumber of others and would have, I think, only I was interested to discover who the drunken hound might be and why this youth should be so abrupt with him. After all, I reflected, we were in a very poor hotel, the boy doing the knocking was a mere farm hand translated to the country hotel business, and anyhow we should soon be out of here. It was all life and color and if I didnt like it I neednt have stayed here the night before. Franklin would have gone on. But who was the drunken hound? The sound had ceased almost as abruptly as it had begun. The boy had gone downstairs. After awhile the light grew stronger and Franklin seemed to stir. I rose and pulled the shutters to, but could not sleep any more. The world outside looked so inviting. There were trees and great fields of grass and a few white houses scattered here and there and a heavy dew. I at once thought how delightful it would be to get up and ride on again.

This is a typical middle west country hotel, even if it is in New York,said Franklin, sitting up and running his hand through his tousled hair. That fellow hes calling a drunken hound must be his father. I heard him tell Speed last night that his father slept in there.

Presently we threw open the shutters and made what use we could of the bowl and pitcher and the two small towels provided.

How did you ever come to be an artist, Franklin? I inquired idly, as I watched him stare out at the surrounding fields, while he sat putting on his shoes. You told me once that you were a farm hand until you were nearly twentyfive.

Nearly twentysix, he corrected. Oh, I always wanted to draw and did, a little, only I didnt know anything about it. Finally I took a course in a correspondence school.

Get out, I replied incredulously.

Yes, I did, he went on. They sent me instructions how to lay in with pen and ink various sorts of line technique on sheets of paper that were ruled off in squares  long lines, short lines, stipple, crosspatch and that sort of thing. They made some other suggestions that had some value: what kind of ink and pens and paper to buy. I used to try to draw with ordinary writing ink and pens.

But a correspondence school I protested.

I know, he said. It seems ridiculous. Its true, just the same. I didnt know where else to go and besides I didnt have the money. There was a school in Indianapolis but they wanted too much  I tried it awhile but the instructor knew very little. The correspondence school wanted only six dollars for fifteen lessons, and they took it in part payments.

He smiled reminiscently.

Well, how did you come to get started, finally?

Oh, I worked most of my method out for myself. Art is a matter of feeling, anyhow. The drawing in squares gave me an idea which made me abandon the squares. I used to write poetry too, of sorts  or tried to  and one day I wrote a poem and decided to illustrate it and take it down to one of the Indianapolis newspapers, because I had seen others in there somewhat like it  I mean illustrated in pen and ink. It was a poem about October, or something. My father thought I was wasting my time. He wanted me to tend the farm. But I took the poem down and they bought it right away  gave me six dollars for it.

And then what? I asked, deeply interested.

Well, that rather astonished my father  as much, if not more, than it did me. He never imagined there was any money in that sort of thingand unless you were going to make money He waved his hand deprecatively.

I know, I agreed. And then what?

Well, they bought another and my father began to think there was something in it  in art, you know, if you want to call it that, in Indiana, at that time!  he paused. Still I cant tell you how much feeling I put in those things, either,  the trees, the birds flying, the shocked corn. I used to stop when I was plowing or reaping and stand and look at the sky and the trees and the clouds and wish I could paint them or do something. The big cities seemed so far off. But its Indiana that seems wonderful to me now.

And to me, I said. Like a mother. Because we were brought up there, I suppose.

Sitting on the edge of this wretched hotel bed, Franklin smiled vaguely, his fine hand moving through his glistening white hair.

And then?

Well, one day the editor in Indianapolis said I ought to send some of my drawing down to New York, or go down  that I would get along. He thought I ought to study art.

Yes?

Well, I saved enough drawing for the Indianapolis News and writing poetry and pitching hay and plowing wheat to go that autumn to Chicago; I spent three months in the Art Institute. Being in those days a good Sunday School boy, a publisher of religious literature, socalled, bought some work of me and at Christmas time I sold a half page to the old Chicago Record. The following fall I went to New York. I found a little room and sold sketches, and then I got on a paper  the News. You remember.

Certainly. Was that your first place?

The very first.

And I thought you had been in New York years and years.

I can see Franklin even yet, standing before his drawingboard in the newspaper office, making horrible Sunday layouts, He was so gentle, good looking and altogether attractive.

Yes, and then what?

Well, after my years contract which started with the News had expired, I tried freelancing. This didnt go very well; so I determined not to spend all my savings visiting art editors. I boarded a boat one day and went to Europe. Four months later, I returned to New York and rented a studio. After I had paid my first months rent I was broke. At the magazines I would say that I had just returned from abroad, so that I got plenty of work, but I owned neither easel nor chair. After a few days the janitor, if you please, came to me and said that he and his wife had been talking about me and thought perhaps I needed some money and that they had eighty dollars upstairs which I could have right away if I wanted to use it. It sounds wild, but its true. They said I could take it and pay it back whenever I got ready, in six months or a year or two years.

My estimate of poor old human nature was rapidly rising.

Did you take it?

Yes, a part of it. I had to, in a way; but I paid it back in a little while. I often think of those people.

We stopped talking about his career then and went down to look in the diningroom and after our car. The place was so unsatisfactory and it was still so early we decided not to remain for breakfast.

As I was sitting on the porch, Franklin having gone off to rout out Speed, an automobile approached containing a man and three women and bearing a plumcolored pennant labeled Lansing, Michigan. Pennants seem to be a habit with cars coming from the west. These tourists halted, and I was morally certain that they did so because of my presence here. They thought others were breakfasting. With much fluttering of their motoring regalia, the women stepped out and shook themselves while their escort departed to make inquiries. Presently he returned and with him our young host, who in the clear morning light seemed much more a farmer than ever  a plow hand. Something about his crude, untutored strength and energy appealed to me. I thought of his drunken father and how he might be trying to make the best of this place, against lack of experience and with a neer do well parent on his hands. Now he fixed me with a steady eye.

You people goin to have breakfast? he asked.

No, I replied, pleasantly.

You aint?

No.

Well, he went on, turning to the newcomers, then you people can have breakfast.

So, I thought, these people will have to eat the very poor breakfast that is being prepared for us. It will serve them right  the vulgar, showy creatures. As we were departing, however, Franklin explained that there was an extra charge which he had not troubled to dispute, for something which we had apparently not had. I explained that it was for the meal we had not eaten.

Once more, then, we drove off along more of those delightful country roads which in the early morning sun, with the fields glistening with dew, and laborers making their way to work, and morning birds on the wing, were too lovely. The air, after our stuffy room, was so refreshing, I began to sing. Little white houses hugged distant green hillsides, their windows shining like burnished gold. Green branches hung over and almost brushed our faces. The sky, the shade, the dew was heavenly. I thought of Franklin and his father and of him in his fathers fields at dawn, looking at the trees  those fog wrapped trees of dawn  and wishing he was an artist.

Meanwhile, my mind was busy with the sharp contrast this whole progress was presenting to my tour of Europe, even the poorest and most deserted regions I visited. In England, France, Germany, Italy, Holland, Belgium, Switzerland, there was so much to see  so much that was memorable or quaint or strange or artistic  but here; well, here there were just towns like this one and Binghamton and Scranton and Wilkes-Barré, places the best for which you could say was that they were brisk and vivid and building something which in the future will no doubt seem very beautiful,  Im sure of it.

And yet I kept saying to myself that notwithstanding all this, all I could sum up against America even, it was actually better than Europe. And why? Well, because of a certain indefinable something  either of hope or courage or youth or vigor or illusion, what you will; but the average American, or the average European transplanted to America, is a better or at least a more dynamic person than the average European at home, even the Frenchman. He has more grit, verve, humor, or a lackadaisical slapdash method which is at once efficient, self-sustaining, comforting. His soul, in spite of all the chains wherewith the ruling giants are seeking to fetter him, is free. As yet, regardless of what is or may be, he does not appear to realize that he is not free or that he is in any way oppressed. There are no ruling classes, to him. He sings, whistles, jests, laughs boisterously; matches everybody for cigars, beers, meals; chews tobacco, spits freely, smokes, swears, rolls to and fro, cocks his hat on one side of his head, and altogether by and large is a regular hell of a feller. He doesnt know anything about history, or very little, and doesnt give a damn. He doesnt know anything about art,  but, my God, who with the eternal hills and all nature for a background cannot live without representative art? His food isnt extraordinarily good, though plentiful, his clothes are made by Stein-Bloch, or Hart, Schaffner & Marx, and altogether he is a noisy, blatant, contented mess  but oh, the gay, selfsufficient soul of him! no moans! no tears! Into the teeth of destiny he marches, whistling Yankee Doodle or Turkey in the Straw. In the parlance of his own streets, Can you beat him?

Nevertheless my sympathies kept reverting to the young innkeeper and I finally got out a map to see if I could discover the name of the very small-town or crossroads where this hotel was situated. It proved to be Chemung.

Instantly I recalled the story of a gubernatorial aspirant of twenty years before who had come from this very place or county in New York. Previously a district attorney or lieutenant governor, he had one day been nominated for the governorship, on the reigning ticket. His chances were splendid. There was scarcely a cloud in the sky. He was believed to be brilliant, promising, a presidential possibility of the future. An important meeting was called in New York, I believe, at Madison Square Garden very likely, to ratify and celebrate his nomination. All the élite politically who customarily grace such events were present. The Garden was filled. But, alas, at the sound of the applause called forth by his opening burst of oratory, he paused and took off his coat  quite as he would at an upstate rally, here in Chemung. The audience gasped. The sophisticated leaders of the city groaned. What! Take off your coat at a political address in Madison Square Garden? A candidate for governorship of the state of New York? It completely destroyed him. He was never heard of more. I, a mere stripling at the time, brooded long over this sudden turn of fortune as exemplifying a need to discriminate between audiences and classes. It put a cool, jesuitical thought in my mind that I did not soon forget. Never remove your coat in the wrong place, was a maxim that dwelt with me for some time. And here we were in Chemung, the place to which this man subsequently retired, to meditate, no doubt, over the costly follies and errors we sometimes commit without the ability or the knowledge to guard against them.

An hour and a half later we were having breakfast at Elmira, a place much like Binghamton, in the customary Rathskeller-Grill-Café de Berlin. This one was all embossed with gold paper and Teutonic hunting scenes, and contained the usual heavy mission tables, to say nothing of a leftover smell of cigarettes burned the night before. There were negro waiters too, and another group of motorists having a most elaborate breakfast and much talk of routes and cars and distant cities. Here it was necessary for us to decide the course of our future progress, so we shortly set off in search of the local automobile club.


CHAPTER XVII

CHICKEN AND WAFFLES AND THE TOON O BATH

WE found an official of the Elmira Automobile Club, a small, stoop-shouldered, bald, eye-sockety person who greeted us with a genial rub of his hands and a hearty smirk as though we were just the persons, among all others, whom he was most pleased to see.

Come right in, gentlemen, he called, as Franklin and I appeared in the doorway. What can I do for you? Looking for maps or a route or something?

Tell me, I inquired, anxious to make my point at once, are there any good roads due west of here which would take us straight into Ohio, without going north to Buffalo?

He scratched his head.

No, I dont think there are, he replied; most of the good roads are north of here, around Rochester, where the main line of traffic is. Now there is a good road  or a part of one  and then he commenced a long rambling account of some road that was about to be built  but as yet  etc., etc. I saw my idea of a somewhat different trip going glimmering.

But here, he went on, picking up one of those maps which various hotels and towns combine to get up to attract automobile trade, whats the matter with the Onondaga trail from here on? That takes you up through Corning, Bath, Avoca, Dansville, Geneseo, and Avon, and up there you strike the main road through Batavia right into Buffalo. Thats a fine road, good hard macadam nearly all the way, and when you get to Avon you strike one of the best hotels anywhere. When you get up there you just roll your car right into the grounds  walk into the restaurant and ask em to give you some of their chicken and waffles. Youll just be about ready for it when you get there and youll thank me for telling you.

I fancied I could see the cloven hoof of the Avon hotel keeper mystically present in that speech. However, far to the left on another branch of the same trail I saw my beloved Warsaw, New York.

Whats the matter with the road up through here? I asked, putting my finger on it.

Well, Ill tell you, he said, there it is mostly dirt and there are no good dirt roads as you know, if youve autoed much. A man called up here this morning and wanted to know if there were any good dirt roads out of here to Utica and I said to him, My dear sir, there arent any good dirt roads anywhere. There aint any such thing.

I seemed to see the Avon hotel keeper smiling and beckoning once more  a chicken in one hand, a plate of waffles in the other  but he didnt appeal to me at all. These hotel routes and these Americans who are so quick to capitalize everything  motor routes, scenery, water falls, everything! Curses, curses, curses, I said to myself softly, why must everything be turned into business? Besides, many portions of the roads over which we had come in New Jersey and Pennsylvania were dirt and they were excellent. I smiled serenely, determined to make the best of whatever happened and however much I might want to go to Warsaw, New York.

But our friend seemed determined to send us via Avon and Batavia. He went on telling us how anxious he had been to convince the man who had telephoned that there were no good dirt roads, but I was happy to note that apparently he had not been successful. The man probably knew something about state and dirt roads, as we had found them, and refused to take his direction. I was pleased to think that whatever Franklin might be concluding, because of his advice, we still had some distance yet to travel before we would have to decide not to go tc Warsaw  all of seventyfive or a hundred miles 
BEYOND ELMIRA
Early morning anyhow. For, extending that distance our proposed route was directly toward Warsaw, and that cheered me a bit.

And now beyond Elmira for a distance of one hundred and twenty miles or more, all the way into Warsaw, we had one of the most delightful days of any  a perfectly heavenly day, the weather so fine, the sky so blue, and not a tinge of anything save harvesting weather anywhere. As we rolled along the sound of the reaper was heard in the land  great mechanical combinations of engines and threshers and grain separators and straw stack builders  a great flume or trough reaching high in the air and carrying out the grainless straw and chaff, blowing it on a single mound. It was really wonderful to see Americas daily bread being garnered mile after mile, and mile after mile.

And the marvelous herds of cattle, mostly Holstein, which yield the milk supply for the trains that pour nightly and daily towards that vast plexus of cities called New York, with its eight million people.

In this Pennsylvania-New York valley alone, which seemed to stretch unbroken from Wilkes-Barré to western New York, from the Chesapeake really to the falls of the Geneseo, there were indeed cattle on a thousand hills.

There was too much traffic along the first portion of the road out of Elmira and by now I was beginning to get an idea of the magnitude of the revolution which the automobile had effected. Thirty years ago these roads would have been traveled as elsewhere, if at all, by wagons and buggies, but now on this Saturday morning the ways were crowded with farmers coming to town in automobiles, or as Speed always put it, in autos and Fords. Why this useful little machine should be sniffed at is a puzzle to me, for it seemed to look nearly as well and to travel quite as fast as any of the others. The farmers were using it as a family carryall  taking in sacks of wheat or other products to town and bringing home groceries and other needfuls.

In Corning, a town of about ten or twelve thousand population, some twenty miles west of Elmira, we found a city as prosperous as most of the others apparently, and as nave. It being Saturday, the natives from the surrounding country were beginning to come in, but I did not notice any of that rural flavor which had seemed to characterize them in my youth. On leaving every town where we had loitered too long we made a solemn pact that we would not waste so much time in unimportant towns that were nearly all alike; but whenever one rose into view and we dashed into a principal street lined with stores and crowded with people, it was beyond human nature not to get out and look around a little. There was always the excuse of picture cards for a record of our trip, or meals or a drink of some kind or even popcorn (Franklins favorite), or peanuts or candy. Think of it  three grown men getting out to buy candy!

Here in Corning it was that I first noticed that Franklin had a peculiarly sharp nose and eye for ferreting out ideal rural types. Those who have read Hamlin Garlands Main Traveled Roads will understand instantly what I mean  not the crude, obvious, one might almost say burlesque types, but those more difficult and pathetic characters who do their best not to seem to be of the country and yet who are always so obviously of it. I tried my best, as Franklin nudged my arm at different times, to formulate to myself what it is about these interesting individuals  the boy or woman or young man from the country  dressed in those peculiarly new and store-y store clothes that makes them so appealing and so pathetic to me. In Main Traveled Roads one gets a sense of it all. Times have changed a little since then and yet here were the same types  the red-cheeked, wideeyed boy in the new brown suit and twentyfive cent hat looking at people as if all the world and its every gesture were a surprise, and the women walking about streets impossible, one must say, from a social and intellectual point of view, trying to look as if they had something to do and some place to go. I always suspect them of eating their meals in some wagon back of some store  a cold snack brought along for the occasion or asking the privilege of adding a few things out of a basket to the repast provided, say, by a glass of ice-cream soda.

Oh, the lovely roads by which they came, the sylvan nooks where their homes are, the small schoolhouses, the wide spacious fields with crows and blackbirds and bluejays for company, the grey snowy fields in winter, these black filigree trees for a border  and the great cities which haunt the dreams of these boys and girls and finally lure so many of them away.

Beyond Corning came more delightful small towns, Painted Post, with a church so singularly plain, a small spire so thin and tall that it was truly beautiful; Campbell, with one of these typical rural streets of homes which make you wish that you might stay for days, visiting country relatives; Savona, a hot country store street where Speed stopped for oil and gas. Anent Savona, which hadnt a tree to bless itself with, where Franklin and I sat and baked while Speed replenished his stores, Franklin told me the story of why the principal street of Carmel, his home town, was treeless. Once there had been trees there, beautiful ones, but with the arrival of the metropolitan spirit and a desire to catch passing automobile trade it was decided to widen the street somewhat and make it more commercial and therefore more attractive. The idea which first popped into the minds of all who desired metropolitan improvement was that the trees should come down.

Why? asked some lover of the trees as things of beauty.

Well, you dont see any trees in Main Street, Indianapolis, do you? replied another triumphantly.

The battle was lost and won right there  Main Street, Indianapolis, was the criterion. Are we going to be like Indianapolis  or Chicago or New York  or are we not? I can hear some sturdy rural asking. If not, let the trees stand.

What rural would save any tree as against being like New York, Id like to know. That is why, I suspect, we baked for fifteen minutes in Savona.

And then came the toon o Bath, as we forever after called it, for a reason which will appear,  a dear, lovely, summery town, with a square so delightful that on sight of it we instantly got out and loitered in the shade for over an hour, in spite of our resolution.

Here in the east, for some reason, this idea of a plain green open square, without any execrable reproduction of an American Civil War soldier perched high aloft on a tall shaft, has remained untainted. Wilkes-Barré, New Milford, Owego and now Bath had one, and in New England and New Jersey I have seen scores. The county offices are as a rule put around it, but not in it, as is the rule farther west.

In the west  everywhere west of Pennsylvania and sometimes east of it  a public square is not complete without a courthouse or at least a soldiers or sailors monument  or both  planted in the centre of it, and these almost an exact reproduction of every other courthouse or monument for one thousand miles about. The idea of doing anything original is severely frowned upon. Whatever else you may be in America or elsewhere, apparently you must not be different. Hold fast to the type, and do as your ancestors did! Build all courthouses and monuments as courthouses and monuments should be built  that is, true to tradition. If you dont believe this, visit any countyseat between New York and Seattle.

But this square, in Bath, like some others in New England and that in Owego, was especially pleasing because it had no courthouse and no monuments, merely a bandstand and a great spread of benches placed under wide-armed and sturdy trees. Under their high branches, which spread as a canopy over the walks and benches below, were festooned, on wires, a number of lights for the illumination of the place at night. About it, on the different sides, were residences, churches, a public school, some county offices, and to the east stores, all with a 
FRANKLIN DREAMS OVER A RIVER BEYOND SAVONA peaceful, rural flavor. Several farmer families were eating their meals from baskets as they sat in wagons, their horses unhitched and fastened behind. On the benches were seated a number of old soldiers idling in the shade. Why old soldiers should be so numerous at this day and date was more than I could understand, and I said so. It was now fiftyfour years since the war began, and here they were, scores of them apparently, all fairly hale and looking scarcely sixtyfive. They must have been at least seventy years each to have been of any service in the great war of the rebellion.

Near here, we discovered, there was an old soldiers home  a state home  and this being Saturday afternoon, the streets were full of them. They looked to be a crotchety, cantankerous crew. Later on we saw many of them in the road leading out to their institution  drunk. In order to strike up a conversation with some of the old soldiers, we asked three of them sitting on a bench about a drunken woman who was pirouetting before them in a frowzy, grimy gaiety.

That, said one, a little, thin-shouldered, clawy type of man with a high, cracked voice, a clownish expression, and a laugh as artificial and mechanical as any laugh could be, a sort of standard, everyday habit laugh, Oh, thats the Pete and Duck. (I give it as it sounded.)

The Pete and Duck! I exclaimed.

Yes, sir, the Pete and Duck  and then came the high, cackling, staccato laugh. Thats what they call her round here, the Pete and Duck. I dunno howsoever they come to call her that, but thats what they call her, the Pete and Duck, and a drunken old  she is, too,  just an old drunken girl  and then he went off into a gale of pointless laughter, slapping his knees and opening his mouth very wide.

Thats all Ive ever hearn her called. Aint that so, Eddie  he, he! ho, ho! ha, ha! Yes  thats what they allus call er  the Pete and Duck. Shes nothin but just a poor old drunken fool like many another in this here toon o Bath  he, he! ho, ho! ha, ha!

But then she aint the only funny thing in Bath neither. Theres a buildin theyre puttin up over there, he continued, that has front and back but no sides  the only buildin in the toon o Bath that aint got no sides but just front and back. He, he! ha, ha! ho, ho!

We looked in the direction of this building, but it was nothing more than an ordinary store building, being erected between two others by the party wall process. It was a bank, apparently, and the front was being put together out of white marble.

Yes, sir, the only buildin in the toon o Bath that aint got no sides, but just front and back, and he lapsed again into his vacant, idle laughter. Evidently he had been given over to the task of making sport, or trying to, out of the merest trifles for so many years that he had lost all sense of proportion and value. The least thing, where there was so little to be gay over, took on exaggerated lines of the comic. He was full of unconsicous burlesque. Suddenly he added with a touch of seriousness, and they say that the front is goin to cost seventeen thousand dollars. Jee-hosaphat! He hung onto the Jee with breathless persistence. It was really evident in this case that seventeen thousand dollars represented an immense sum to his mind.

It was pathetic to see him sitting there in his faded, almost ragged clothes, and all these other old lonely soldiers about. I began to feel the undertow of this clanking farce called life. What a boneyard old age seems, anyhow!

There was another old soldier, tall, heavy, oleaginous, with some kind of hip trouble, who explained that he lived in Brooklyn up to the year previous, and had been with Grant before Richmond and in the battle in the Wilderness. These endless, ancient tales seemed a little pale just now beside the heavy storms of battle raging in Europe. And I could not help thinking how utterly indifferent life is to the individual. How trivial, and useless and pointless we become in age! Whats the good of all the clatter and pathos and fuss about war to these ancients? How does patriotism and newspaper bluster and the fighting of other mens battles avail them, now they are old? Here they were, stranded, wrecked, forgotten. Who cares, really, what becomes of them? Fifty years ago they were fawned upon for the moment as the saviors of their country. And now they hobble about such squares as this, condemned by the smug gentry of small towns, despised for indulging in the one salve to disillusioned minds and meditating on things that are no more. I wanted to leave, and we soon did leave, anxious to feel the soothing waves of change.

Although in Bath the sun seemed suddenly overcast by these reflections in regard to the remorseless tread of time, outside, in the open fields, it was as inspiriting as ever. A few miles out and we came to the banks of a small river which flowed for a number of miles through this region, tumbling thinly over rough boulders, or forming itself into deep, grey-green pools. Gone were the ancient soldiers in blue, the miseries of a hag like the Pete and Duck. Just here the hills seemed to recede, and the land was very flat, like a Dutch landscape. We came to a section of the stream where it was sheltered by groves of trees which came to its very edge, and by small thickets of scrub willow. Just below a little way, some girls, one of them in a red jacket, were fishing. A little farther a few Holstein cows were standing in the water, knee deep. It looked so inviting that I began to urge that we all take a swim. A lovely bank coming into view, and an iron bridge above, which was a poem among trees, Franklin was inspired. That looks rather inviting, he said.

As usual, Speed had something to do  heaven only knows what  polishing some bolts, probably. But Franklin and I struck out through waving patterns of ox-eye daisies and goldenrod to the drab and pea green willow groves, where, amid rank growths of weeds and whitish pebbles and stones, we presently reached the waters edge and a little hillock of grass at the foot of a tree. Here on bushes and twigs we hung our clothes and went out into the bright, tumbling waters. The current was very swift, though very shallow  no deeper than just above the knees. By clearing away the stones and lying down on the pebbles and sand underneath, you could have the water race over you at breakneck speed, and feel as though you were being fingered by mystic hands. It was about all we could do, lying thus, to brace ourselves so that the stream would not keep moving us on.

The sky, between the walls of green wood, was especially blue. The great stones about us were all slippery with a thin, green moss, and yet so clean and pretty, and the water gurgled and sipped. Lying on my back I could see robins and bluejays and catbirds in the trees about. I amused myself kicking my feet in the air and throwing stones at the farther bank and watching Franklins antics. He had a strong, lean white body, which showed that it had been shaped in hayfields in his youth. His white hair and straight nose made him look somewhat like an ancient Etruscan, stalking about in the waters. We were undisturbed by any sound, and I could have spent the rest of the day lying in this babbling current  it was so warm  listening to the birds, watching the wind shake the leaves, and contemplating the blue sky. It was so warm that when one sat up the wind and sun soon dried the flesh. I was loath to leave.

THE TOON O BATH


CHAPTER XVIII

MR. HUBBARD AND AN AUTOMOBILE FLIRTATION

AVOCA, just beyond here, was a pleasant little town, with a white church steeple drowsing in the afternoon sun. We tried to get something to eat and couldnt  or rather could only obtain sandwiches, curse them!  and ham sandwiches at that. My God, how I do hate ham sandwiches when I am hungry enough to want a decent meal! And a place called Arkport was not better, though we did get some bananas there  eight  and I believe I ate them all. I forget, but I think I did. Franklin confined himself almost exclusively to popcorn and candy!

At Avoca we learned of two things which altered our course considerably.

First, in leisurely dressing after our bath, Franklin began browsing over a map to see where we were and what the name of this stream was, when suddenly his eye lighted on the magic name of East Aurora. (Imagine a town named East Aurora!) Here had lived until recently (when the Lusitania went down he and his wife were drowned) a certain Elbert Hubbard, author, publisher, lecturer, editor, manufacturer of art furniture and articles of virtu, whose personal characteristics and views seemed to have aroused more feverish interest in the minds of a certain type of American than almost any other mans, unless, perchance, it might have been William Jennings Bryans, or Billy Sundays.

In my youth, when he was first writing his interesting Little Journeys to the Homes of Good Men and Great (think of that for a title!), I thought him wonderful too. I never heard of his stirring those hard, sophisticated, unregerenate sanctums and halls of the great cities where lurk the shrewd, the sharp and evil, to say nothing of the dullest of the dull; but when it came to the rural places, there he shone. In the realms of the vast and far flung Chautauqua, with its halls and shrines of homage, he was au fait, a real prophet. Here he was looked up to, admired, adored. These people bought his furniture and read his books, and in the entertainment halls of public schools, clubs, societies, circles for the promotion of this, that, or the other, they quoted his thoughts. Personally, I early outgrew Mr. Hubbard. He appealed to me for about four months, in my twentyfourth or twentyfifth year, and then he was gone again. Later on his Roycroft furniture, book bindings, lamps and the like came to have a savage distaste to me. They seemed impossible, the height of the inane; but he went on opening salesrooms in New York, Chicago and elsewhere, and increasing his fame. He came to be little more than a shabby charlatan, like so many of those other itinerant evangelists that infest America.

This great man had established himself years before, in this place called East Aurora, near Buffalo, and there had erected what I always imagined were extensive factories or studios, or mere rooms for the manufacture and storage and sale of all the many products of art on which he put the stamp of his approval. Here were printed all those rare and wonderful books in limp leather and handstitched silk linings and a host of artistic blank flyleaves, which always sickened me a little when I looked at them. Here were sawed and planed and hand polished, no doubt, all the perfect woods that went into his Roycroft furniture. Here were hammered and polished and carefully shaped the various metals that went into his objects of art. I always felt that really it must be a remarkable institution, though I cared no whit for the books or furniture or objects of art. They were too fixy.

In all his writings he was the preacher of the severe, the simple, the durable  that stern beauty that has its birth in necessity, its continuance in use. With all such products, as he himself was forever indicating, art was a by-product,  a natural outcome of the perfection impulse of the life principle. Somewhere in all nature was something which wanted and sought beauty, the clear, strong, natural beauty of strength and necessity. Who shaped the tiger? Who gave perfection to the lion? Behold the tree. See the hill. Were they not beautiful, and did they not conform to the laws of necessity and conditional use? Verily, verily.

Whenever I looked at any of his books or objects of art or furniture, while they had that massiveness or durability or solidity which should be in anything built for wear and severe use, they had something else which did not seem to suggest these needs at all. There was a luxuriousness of polish and ornamentation and inutile excrescence about them which irritated me greatly. Here is a struggle, I said to myself, to mix together two things which can never mix  oil and water,  luxury and extreme, rugged durability. It was as if one took Abraham Lincoln and dressed him in the drawingroom clothes of a fop, curling his hair, perfuming his beard, encasing his feet in patent leather shoes, and then said, Gentlemen, behold the perfect man.

Well, behold him!

And so it was with this furniture and these art objects. They were log cabin necessities decked out in all the gimcrackery of the Petit Trianon. They werent logcabin necessities any more, and they certainly bore no close relationship to the perfection of a Heppelwhite or a Sheraton, or the convincing charms of the great periods. They were just a combination of country and city, as their inventor understood them, without having the real merit of either, and to me they seemed to groan of their unhappy union. It was as if a man had taken all the worst and best in American life and fastened them together without really fusing them. It was a false idea. The author of them was an artistic clown.

But when it came to the possibility of seeing his place I was interested enough. Only a few weeks before the country had been ringing with the news of his death and the tragedy of it. Long, appreciative editorials had appeared in all our American papers (on what subjects will not the American papers write long, appreciative editorials!). So I was interested, as was Franklin. He suggested going to East Eurora, and I was pleased to note that if we went there we would have to go through Warsaw, New Yor. That settled it. I agreed at once.

Another thing that we discussed at Avoca was that if we took the best road from there and followed it to Portageville, we would be in the immediate vicinity of the Falls of the Genesco, and theyre as fine as anything I ever see in America, was the way one countryman put it. Ive seen Niagara and them falls down there on the Big Kanawha in West Virginia, but I never expect to see anything finer than these. It was the village blacksmith and garage owner of Avoca who was talking. And Portageville was right on the road to Warsaw and East Aurora.

We were off in a trice  ham sandwiches in hand.

It was while we were speeding out of Arkport and on our way to Canaseraga and the Falls of the Geneseo that I had my first taste of what might be called an automobile flirtation. It was just after leaving Arkport and while we were headed for a town called Canaseraga that we caught up with and passed three maids in a machine somewhat larger than our own, who were being piloted at a very swift pace by a young chauffeur. It is a rule of the road and a state law in most states that unless a machine wishes to keep the lead by driving at the permitted speed it must turn to the right to permit any machine approaching from the rear and signaling to pass.

Most chauffeurs and all passengers I am sure resent doing this. It is a cruel thing to have to admit that any machine can go faster than yours or that you are in the mood to take the dust of anyone. Still if a machine is trailing you and making a great row for you to give way, what can you do, unless you seek open conflict and possibly disaster  a wreck  for chauffeurs and owners are occasionally choleric souls and like to pay out stubborn, greedy road hogs, even if in paying them out you come to grief yourself. Franklin had just finished a legal argument of this kind some few weeks before, he told us, in which some man who would not give the road and had been sideswiped by his car (Franklin being absent and his chauffeur who was out riding choleric) had been threatening to bring suit for physical as well as material injury. It was this threat to sue for physical injuries which brought about a compromise in Franklins favor, for it is against the law to threaten anyone, particularly by mail, as in this instance; and so Franklin, by threatening in return, was able to escape.

Be that as it may, these three maids, or their chauffeur, when we first came up refused to give the road, although they did increase their speed in an effort to keep it. One of them, a gay creature in a pink hat, looked back and half smiled at our discomfiture. I took no more interest in her than did any of the others apparently, at the time, for in a situation of this kind how is one to tell which is the favored one?

As an able chauffeur, the master of a good machine, and the ex-leader of the Lincoln Highway procession for a certain distance, how was a man like Speed to take a rebuff like this? Why, as all good and true chauffeurs should, by increasing his own speed and trailing them so close and making such a row that they would have to give way. This he did and so for a distance of three or four miles we were traveling in a cloud of dirt and emitting a perfect uproar of squawks. In consequence we finally were permitted to pass, not without certain unkind and even contemptuous looks flung in our direction, as who should say: You think yourselves very smart, dont you?  although in the case of the maiden in the pink hat it did not seem to me that her rage was very great. She was too amused and cheerful. I sat serene and calm, viewing the surrounding landscape, only I could not help noting that the young ladies were quite attractive and that the one in the pink hat was interested in someone in our car  Speed or Franklin, I decided  preferably Franklin, since he looked so very smart in his carefully cut clothes. I did not think it could be myself. As for Speed, mustachios up and a cigarette between his teeth, he looked far too handsome to condescend to flirt with a mere country  heiress, say. These chauffeurs  you know! But a little later, as we were careening along, having attained a good lead as we thought and taking our ease, what should come trailing up behind us but this same car, making a great clatter, and because of a peculiar wide width of road and our loitering mood, passing us before we could say Jack Robinson. Again the maid in the pink hat smiledit seemed to me  but at whom? And again Speed bustled to the task of overtaking them. I began to sit up and take notice.

What a chase! There was a big, frail iron bridge over a rocky, shallow stream somewhere, which carried a sign reading: Bridge weak, walk your horses. Speed limit four miles an hour. I think we crossed it in one bound. There was a hollow where the road turned sharply under a picturesque cliff and a house in a green field seemed to possess especial beauty because of a grove of pines. At another time I would have liked to linger here. A sign read: Danger ahead. Sharp Curve. Go Slow. We went about it as if we were being pursued by the devil himself. Then came a rough place of stone somewhere, where ordinarily Speed would have slowed down and announced that he would like to have a picture of this road. Do you think we slowed down this time? Not much. We went over it as if it were as smooth as glass. I was nearly jounced out of the car.

Still we did not catch up, quite. The ladies or the chauffeur or all were agreed apparently to best us, but we trailed them close and they kept looking back and laughing at us. The pink-hatted one was all dimples.

There you are, Mr. Dreiser, called Speed. Shes decided which one she wants. She doesnt seem to see any of the rest of us.

Speed could be horribly flattering at times.

No, I said, without a mustache or a cigarette or a long Napoleonic lock over my brow, never. Its Franklin here.

Franklin smiled  as Julius Csar might have smiled.

Which one is it youre talking about? he inquired innocently.

Which one?  you sharp! I scoffed. Dont come the innocent, guileless soul on me. You know whom shes looking at. The rest of us havent a chance.

Inwardly I was wondering whether by any chance freak of fancy she could have taken a tentative interest in me. While there is life  you know!

Alas, they beat us and for awhile actually disappeared because of a too rough stretch at one point and then, as I had given up all hope of seeing them any more, there they were, just a little ahead of us, in the midst of a most beatific landscape; and they were loitering  yes, they were!  people can loiter, even in motors.

My mind was full of all the possibilities of a gay, cheerful flirtation. Whose wouldnt be, on a summery evening like this, with a car full of girls and one bolder and prettier than the others, smiling back at you. The whole atmosphere was one of romance. It was after four now, with that rather restful holiday feeling that comes into the air of a Saturday afternoon when every laborer and rich man is deciding to knock off for the day and call it a day, as they express it, and you are wondering why there is any need to hurry over anything. The sky was so blue, the sun so warm. If you had been there you would have voted to sit on the grass of one of these lovely slopes and talk things over. I am sure you would.

Alas, for some distance now we had been encountering signs indicating that a place called Hornell was near and not on our route. It was off to the left or south and we were headed north, Canaseraga-ward. If our car turned north at the critical juncture of the dividing roads, would they miss us if we did not follow them and turn back, or was it not our duty to get the lead and show them which way we were going, or failing that, follow them into Hornell for a bit of food or something? I began to puzzle.

How about Hornell, for dinner? I suggested mildly.

I see that these signs indicate a place of about ten thousand.

Whats got into you? exclaimed my host. Didnt you just eat eight bananas?

Oh, I know; but bananas, in this air

But it isnt any more than four thirty. It would only be five by the time we got there. I thought you wanted to see the falls yet tonight  and Warsaw?

I did  only  you know how beautiful falls are likely to be in the morning

Oh, of course, I see  only  but, seriously, do you think wed better? It might turn out all right, but again, there are three of them, and two of them are not very good looking and were only two actually.

Right! Right! I sighed. Well, if it must be

I sank heavily against the cushion.

And then they did let us pass them, not far from the fatal juncture. Just as we neared it they decided to pass us and turned off toward Hornell.

Oh, heaven! heaven! Oh, woe! woe! I sighed.

And shes looking back. How can such things be?

Speed saw the point as quickly as anyone. Our better judgment would naturally have asserted itself anyhow, I presume.

We turn to the right here, dont we? he called chipperly, as we neared the signpost.

Of course, of course, I called gaily. Dont we, Franklin?

Yes, thats the way, he smiled, and off we went, northwest, while they were going southwest.

I began to wonder then whether they would have sense enough to turn back and follow us, but they didnt.

And it is such a lovely afternoon, I said to myself. Id like to see Hornell.

That was a good little car they had, called back Speed consolingly. That girl in the pink hat certainly had a fancy for someone here.

Not me, said Franklin. I know that.

Not me, I replied. She never looked at me.

Well, I know damn well she never looked at me. added Speed. She must have liked the car.

We both laughed.

I wonder what sort of place Hornell is, anyhow?


CHAPTER XIX

THE REV. J. CADDEN MCMICKENS

THE last twelve miles of the run into Portageville had seemed if anything the most perfect of all. Before we reached Canaseraga we traversed a number of miles of dirt road one of the finest dirt roads anywhere, a local enthusiast described it,  and it was excellent, very much above the average. After Canaseraga it continued for twelve miles, right into Portageville and the Falls, and even on to Warsaw and East Aurora, some forty miles farther, as we found out later. Following it we skirted a hillside with a fine valley below it, and few, if any, houses to evidence the thriving farm life which the fields seemed to suggest. Evening gnats were whirling everywhere. Breaths of cool air were beginning to emanate from the grove of woods which we occasionally passed. The long rays of the sun slanted so heavily that they came under my visor and found my eyes. A fine vigorous type of farm boy swinging along with an axe over his shoulder, and beads of perspiration on his brow, informed us that we were on the right road. I envied him his pink cheeks and his lithe body and his clear blue eyes.

But the Falls, when we found them, were not quite all that I expected. Three Falls  an upper, a lower and a middle  were all included in a park called Letch-worth, but it did not seem to me that much parking had been accomplished. A great house near them at the spot where a railroad crosses on a high trestle, deceived us into thinking that we had found a delightful hotel for the night; but no, it was an institution of some kind. Deep down in a valley below the Falls we found Portageville, a small, crossroads place that looked for all the world like one of those cowboy towns one sees so persistently displayed in the moving pictures. There were two or three frame hotels of drab or green shades, facing a large open square, and a collection of small white frame houses, with a host of rather primitive looking Americans sitting outside the hotels in rocking or arm chairs, the men in their shirt sleeves. Franklin, who is precise in his apparel, was rather irritated, I think. He was not expecting anything quite so crude. We inquired as to rooms and meals and found that we could have both, only the evening meal should be eaten very soon, if we wanted any. The hour for it was from six to seven, with no la carte service.

The individual who volunteered this information was a little, short, stout man in belted trousers and shirt sleeves who stood beside the car as it lay alongside the hotel platform, picking his teeth with a toothpick. He was so blandly unconscious of the fact that the process might be a little annoying that he was amusing. I got the feeling that things would not be so comfortable here as they might be, and so I was glad when Franklin suggested that we seek a more perfect view of the Falls, which someone had said was to be obtained from below the Falls. It would take only ten or fifteen minutes, so the proprietor suggested,  straight up the road we were on  so we went on seeking it. We did not return.

In the first place, we could not find the view indicated, and in the second place, we encountered a man who wanted to ride and who told such a queer story of being robbed of his bicycle while assisting another man to repair his machine, that we began to suspect he was a little crazy or that he had some scheme in mind of robbing us,  just which we could not determine. But in parleying with him and baffling him by suggesting we were going back into the village instead of the way he thought we were going, we lost so much time that it was night, and we did not think we would get a decent meal if we did return. So we questioned another stranger as to the route to Warsaw, found that it was only twenty miles, and struck out for it.

Over a road that was singularly smooth for a dirt one, and through land as flat as Illinois, a tableland on the top of a ridge,  which proved the last we were to see  we raced Warsaw-ward. It was strangely like my school days home, or I romanticised myself into the belief that it was. It was the same size as Warsaw, Indiana, when I left it  thirtyfive hundred  and its principal east and west street, as I discovered the next morning, was named Buffalo, as at home. It differed in one respect greatly, and that was that it had no courthouse square, and no lakes immediately adjoining it; but otherwise its general atmosphere was quite the same. It had a river, or small stream about the size of the Tippecanoe. The similarity is not so startling when one considers how many towns of thirtyfive hundred are county seats in the middle west, and how limited their opportunities for difference are. Assemble four or five hundred frame and brick houses of slightly varying size and architecture and roominess, surround them with trees and pleasing grass plots, provide the town a main street and one cross street of stores, place one or two red brick school houses at varying points in them, add one white sandstone courthouse in a public square, and a railroad station, and four or five or six red brick churches, and there you have them all. Give one town a lake, another a stream, another a mill pond  it makes little difference.

And actually, as we dashed along toward Warsaw under a starry sky, with a warm, summery wind blowing, a wind so warm that it felt suspiciously like rain, I allowed myself to sink into the most commemorative state. When you forget the now and go back a number of years and change yourself into a boy and view old scenes and see old faces, what an unbelievably strange and inexplicable thing life becomes! We attempt solutions of this thing, but to me it is the most vacuous of all employments. I rather prefer to take it as a strange, unbelievable, impossible orchestral blending of sounds and scenes and moods and odors and sensations, which have no real meaning and yet which, tinkling and kaleidoscopic as they are, are important for that reason. I never ride this way at night, or when I am tired by day or night, but that life becomes this uncanny blur of nothingness.

Why should something want to produce two billion people all alike,  ears, eyes, noses, hands, unless for mere sensory purposes,  to sensitize fully and voluptuously something that is delicious? Why billions of trees, flowers, insects, animals, all seeking to feel, unless feeling without socalled reason is the point? Why reason, anyway? And to what end? Supposing, for instance, that one could reason through to the socalled solution, actually found it, and then had to live with that bit of exact knowledge and no more forever and ever and ever Give me, instead, sound and fury, signifying nothing. Give me the song sung by an idiot, dancing down the wind. Give me this gay, sad, mad seeking and never finding about which we are all so feverishly employed. It is so perfect, this inexplicable mystery.

And it was with some such thoughts as these that I was employed, sitting back in the car and spinning along over these roads this night. I was only half awake and half in a dreamland of my own creating. The houses that we passed with open doors, lamp on table, people reading, girls playing at pianos, people sitting in doorsteps, were in the world of twentyfive or thirty years before, and I was entering the Warsaw of my school days. There was no real difference. What ideas have we today that we did not have then? I was dreamily asking myself. How do people differ? Are the houses any better, or the clothes? Or the people in their bodies and minds? Or are their emotions any richer or keener or sweeter? Euripides wrote the Medea in 440 B. C. Shakespeare wrote Macbeth in 1605 A. D. The Song of Songs  how old is that? Or the Iliad? The general feeling is that we are getting on, but I should like to know what we can get on to, actually. And beyond the delight of sensory response, what is there to get on to? Mechanicalizing the world does not, cannot, it seems to me, add to the individuals capacity for sensory response. Life has always been vastly varied. How, by inventing things, can we make it more so? As a matter of fact, life, not man, is supplying its own inventions and changes, adding some, discarding others. To what end? Today we have the automobile. Three thousand years ago we had the chariot. Today we fight with forty-centimeter guns and destructive gases. Three thousand years ago we fought with catapults and burning pitch and oil. Man uses all the forces he can conceive, and he seems to be able to conceive of greater and greater forces, but he does not understand them, and his individual share in the races sensory response to them is apparently no greater than ever. We are capable of feeling so much and no more. Has any writer, for instance, felt more poignantly or more sweetly than those whose moods and woes are now the Iliad? And when Medea speaks, can anyone say it is ancient and therefore less than we can feel today? We know that this is not true.

I may seem to grow dim in my researches, but I can conceive of no least suggestion of real change in the sensory capacity of life. As it was in the beginning, so it appears that it is now  and shall I say, ever shall be? I will not venture that. I am not all-wise and I do not know.

When we entered Warsaw I had just such thoughts in my mind, and a feeling that I would like very much to have something to eat. Since it was early Saturday evening, the streets were crowded with country vehioles, many automobiles, and a larger percentage of tumble-down buggies and wagons than I had so far seen elsewhere. Why? The oldest, poorest, most ratty and rickety looking auto I had seen in I dont know when was labeled For Hire.

Gee whiz! exclaimed Speed when he caught sight of it. And I added, Who would want to ride in that, anyhow?

Yet, since it was there, it would seem as if somebody might want to do so.

However, at the north end of the principal street, and close to a small park, we discovered one of the most comfortable little hotels imaginable. All the rooms were done in bright, cheerful colors, and seemed to be properly cared for. There were baths and an abundance of hot water and towels, and electric lights and electric call bells,  rather novel features for a country hotel of this size. The lobby was as smart and brisk as most hotels of a much more expensive character. We spruced up considerably at the sight of it. Franklin proceeded with his toilet in a most ambitious manner, whereupon I changed to a better suit. I felt quite as though I were dressing for an adventure of some kind, though I did not think there was the slightest likelihood of our finding one in a town of this size, nor was I eager for the prospect. A half dozen years before  perhaps earlier  I would have been most anxious to get into conversation with some girl and play the gallant as best I could, or roam the dark in search of adventure, but tonight I was interested in no such thing, even if I might have.

Surely I must be getting along in years, I said to my self, to be thus indifferent to these early enthusiasms. Twenty years before, if anyone had told me that I could go forth into a brisk Saturday evening crowd such as was filling this one street, and, seeing the young girls and boys and women and men going about, feel no least thrill of possible encounters, I would have said that life, under such circumstances, would not be worth living. Yet here I was, and here we were, and this was exactly what I was doing and life seemed fairly attractive.

Out in the buzzing country street we did nothing but stroll about, buy picture postcards, write on and address them, buy some camera films, get our shoes shined, and finally go for our dinner to a commonplace country restaurant. I was interested in the zealous, cadaverous, overambitious young man who was the proprietor, and a young, plump blonde girl acting as waitress, who might have been his wife or only a hired girl. Her eyes looked swollen and as though she had been crying recently. And he was in a crotchety, non-palliative mood, taking our orders in a superior, contemptuous manner, and making us feel as though we were of small import.

What ails mine host, do you suppose? I asked of Franklin.

Oh, he thinks that we think were something, I suppose, and hes going to prove to us that were not. You know how country people are.

I watched him thereafter, and I actually think Franklins interpretation was correct.

As we ambled about afterwards, Speed told us the harrowing story of the descent of the Rev. J. Cadden Mc-Mickens on the fair city of Kokomo, Indiana, some few years before, when he was working there as a test man for one of the great automobile companies. After a reasonable period of religious excitement and exhortation, in which the Rev. J. Cadden conducted a series of meetings in a public hall hired for the occasion and urged people to reform and repent of their sins, he suddenly announced that on a given day the end of the world would certainly take place and that all those not reformed or saved by that date would be damned. On the night before the fatal morning on which the earth was to be consumed by fire or water, or both, Speed suddenly awoke to the fact that he was not saved and that he could not get a train out of Kokomo to Carmel, Indiana, where his mother lived. To him at that time the world was surely coming to an end. Fire, brimstone, water, smoke, were already in the air. As he related this story to us I got the impression that his knees knocked under him. In consequence of the thought of never being able to see his dear mother any more, or his sister or brothers, he nearly succumbed of heart failure. Afterwards, finding that the earth was not destroyed and that he was as safe and sound as ever, he was seized by a great rage against the aforesaid Rev. J. Cadden McMickens, and went to seek him out in order that he might give him a damned good licking, as he expressed it, but the Rev. J. Cadden, having seen his immense prophecy come to nothing, had already fled.

But, Speed, I protested, how comes it that you, a sensible young fellow, capable of being a test man for a great automobile factory like that of the H  Company, could be taken in by such fol de rol? Didnt you know that the earth was not likely to be consumed all of a sudden by fire or water? Didnt you ever study geology or astronomy or anything like that?

No, I never, he replied, with the only true and perfect Hoosier response to such a query. I never had a chance to go to school much. I had to go to work when I was twelve.

Yes, I know, Speed, I replied sympathetically, but you read the newspapers right along, dont you? They rather show that such things are not likely to happen  in a general way they do.

Yes, I know, he replied, but I was just a kid then. That doggone skunk! Id just like to have a picture of him, I would, frightening me like that.

But, Speed, I said, surely you didnt believe that the earth was going to be swallowed by fire that next morning after you were so frightened?

Yes, I did, too, he replied. He was just agettin out papers and handbills with great big type, and hollerin there on the corner. It was enough to scare anybody. Why wouldnt I? Just the same, I wasnt the only one. There were hundreds  mostly everybody in Kokomo. I went over to see an old lady I knew, and she said she didnt know if it would happen or not  she wasnt sure.

You poor kid, I mumbled.

Well, what did you do, Speed, when you found you couldnt get out of town? inquired Franklin. Why didnt you walk out?

Yes, walk out, replied Speed resentfully. I have a picture of myself walking out, and Carmel forty miles away or more. I wanted to be with my mother when the earth burned up.

And you couldnt make it by morning, I commented.

No, I couldnt, he replied.

Well, then, what did you do? persisted Franklin.

Well, I went to see this old lady where I boarded once, and I just stayed with her. We sat and waited together.

At this point I was troubled between a desire to laugh and to weep. This poor youth! And the wild-eyed J. Cadden McMickens! And Kokomo! And the hundreds who believed! Cant you see Speed and the old lady  the young boy and the woman who didnt know and couldnt be sure, and Kokomo, and the Rev. J. Cadden McMic  

I feel as if I would like to get hold of the Rev. J. Cadden even at this late date and shake him up a bit. I wont say kick him, but  


CHAPTER XX

THE CAPITAL OF THE FRA

NEXT morning it was raining, and to pass the time before breakfast I examined a large packet of photographs which Speed had left with me the night before  mementoes of that celebrated pioneer venture which had for its object the laying out of the new Lincoln Highway from New York to San Francisco. We had already en route heard so much of this trip that by now we were fairly familiar with it. It had been organized by a very wealthy manufacturer, and he and his very good looking young wife had been inclined to make a friend of Speed, so that he saw much that would not ordinarily have fallen under his vision. I was never tired of hearing of this particular female, whom I would like to have met. Speed described her as small, plump, rosy and very determined,  an iron-willed, spiteful, jealous little creature  in other words, a real woman, who had inherited more money than her husband had ever made. Whenever anything displeased her greatly she would sit in the car and weep, or even yell. She refused to stay at any hotel which did not just suit her and had once in a Chicago hotel diningroom slapped the face of her spouse because he dared to contradict her, and another time in some famous Kansas City hostelry she had thrown the bread at him. Both were always anxious to meet only the best people, only Mr. Manufacturer would insist upon including prizefighters and auto-speed record men, greatly to her displeasure.

I wish you might have seen these pictures selected by Speed to illustrate his trip. Crossing a great country like America, from coast to coast, visiting new towns each day and going by a route hitherto not much followed, one might gather much interesting information and many pictures (if no more than postcards) of beautiful and striking things.

Do you imagine there were any in this collection which Speed left with me? Not one! The views, if you will believe me, were all of mired cars and rutty roads and great valleys which might have been attractive or impressive if they had been properly photographed. The car was always in the foreground, spoiling everything. He had selected dull scenes of cars in procession  the same cars always in the same procession, only in different order, and never before any radically different scene.

As a matter of fact, as I looked at these photographs I could tell exactly how Speeds mind worked, and it was about the way the average mind would work under such circumstances. Here was a great automobile tour, including say forty or fifty cars or more. The cars contained important men and women, or were supposed to, because the owners had money. Ergo, the cars and their occupants were the great things about this trip, and wherever the cars were, there was the interest  never elsewhere. Hence, whenever the cars rolled into a town or along a great valley or near a great mountain, let the town be never so interesting, or the mountain, or the valley, the great thing to photograph was the cars in the procession. It never seemed to occur to the various photographers to do anything different. Cars, cars, cars,  here they were, and always in a row and always the same. I finally put the whole bunch aside wearily and gave them back to him, letting him think that they were very, very remarkable  which they were.

Setting off after breakfast we encountered not the striking mountain effects of the region about Delaware Water Gap and Stroudsburg, nor yet the fine valley views along the Susquehanna, but a spent hill country  the last receding heaves and waves of all that mountainous country east of us. As we climbed up and up out of Warsaw onto a ridge which seemed to command all the country about for miles, I thought of the words of that motorcyclist at Owego who said he had come through Warsaw and that you climbed five hills to get in, but only one to get out, going east. It was true. In our westward course the hills we were to climb were before us. You could see two or three of them  the road ascending straight like a ribbon, ending suddenly at the top of each one and jumping as a thin whitish line to the next hill crest beyond.

The rain in which we began our day was already ceasing, so that only a few miles out we could put down the top. Presently the sun began to break through fleecy, whitish clouds, giving the whole world an opalescent tinge, and then later, as we neared East Aurora, it became as brilliant as any sun lover could wish.

A Sabbath stillness was in the air. One could actually feel the early morning preparations for church. As we passed various farmyards, the crowing of roosters and the barking of dogs seemed especially loud. Seeing a hen cross the road and only escape being struck by the car by a hairs breath, Franklin announced that he had solved the mystery of why hens invariably cross the road, or seem to, in front of any swift moving vehicle.

You dont mean to tell me that its because they want to get to the other side, do you? I inquired, thereby frustrating the possibility of the regulation Joe Miller.

Actually, yes, but Im not trying to put that old one over on you. Its because they always have the instinct, when any dangerous object approaches, to run toward their home  their coop, which is often just opposite where they are eating. Now you watch these chickens from now on. Theyll be picking peacefully on the side of the road opposite the farmyard. Our car will come along, and instead of moving a few feet farther away from their home, and so escaping altogether, they will wait until the car is near and then suddenly decide to run for home  the longest way out of danger. Lots of times theyll start, as this last one did, and then find, when theyre nearly half way over, that they cant make it. Then they start to run ahead of the car and of course nearly always theyre overtaken and killed.

Well, thats an ingenious explanation, anyhow, I said.

They lose their heads and then they lose their heads, he added.

Franklin! I exclaimed reproachfully and then turning to Speed added: Dont let that make you nervous, Speed. Be calm. We must get him to East Aurora, even though he will do these trying things. Show that you are above such difficulties, Speed. Never let a mere attempt at humor, a beggarly jest, cause you to lose control of the car.

Speed never even smiled.

Just here we stopped for gas and oil. We were unexpectedly entertained by a store clerk who seemed particularly anxious to air his beliefs and his art knowedge. He was an interesting young man, very, with keen blue eyes, light hair, a sharp nose and chin  and decidedly intelligent and shrewd.

How far is it to East Aurora from here? inquired Franklin.

Oh, about fifteen miles, answered the youth. Youre not from around here, eh?

No, said Franklin, without volunteering anything further.

Not bound for Elbert Hubbards place, are you?

We thought wed take dinner there, replied Franklin.

I ask because usually a number of people go through here of a Sunday looking for his place, particularly now that hes dead. Hes got quite an institution over there, I understand  or did have. They say his hotel is very good.

Havent you ever been there? I inquired, interested.

No, but Ive heard a good deal about it. Its a sort of new art place, as I understand it, heavy furniture and big beams and copper and brass things. He had quite a trade, too. He got into a bad way with some people over there on account of his divorcing his first wife and taking up with this second woman for awhile without being married to her. He was a pretty shrewd business man, I guess, even if he wore his hair long. I saw him once. He lectured around here  and everywhere else, I suppose. I think he was a little too radical for most people out this way.

He looked as though he had vindicated his right to a seat among the intellectuals.

I stared at him curiously. America is so brisk and well informed. Here was a small, out of the way place, with no railroad and only two or three stores, but this youth was plainly well informed on all the current topics. The few other youths and maids whom we saw here seemed equally brisk. I was surprised to note the Broadway styles in suits and dresses  those little nuances of the ready made clothes manufacturers which make one feel as if there were no longer any country nor any city, but just smart, almost impudent life, everywhere. It was quite diverting.

Looking at this fine country, dotted with red barns and silos and ripe with grain, in which already the reapers were standing in various places ready for the morrows work, I could see how the mountains of the east were puffing out. This was a spent mountain country. All the real vigor of the hills was farther east. These were too rolling  too easy of ascent and descent  long and trying and difficult as some of them were. It seemed as if we just climbed and climbed and climbed only to descend, descend, descend, and then climb, climb, climb again. Speed put on the chains,  his favorite employment in hilly regions.

But presently, after a few more hills, which finally gave way to a level country, we entered East Aurora.

It is curious how any fame, even meretricious or vulgar, is likely to put one on the qui vive. I had never been greatly impressed with the intellect or the taste of Elbert Hubbard. He seemed too much the quack savior and patent nostrum vender strayed into the realm of art.

His face as photographed suggested the strolling Thespian of country opera house fame. I could never look upon his pictures without involuntarily smiling.

Just the same, once here, I was anxious to see what he had achieved. Many people have I known who, after visiting East Aurora and the Roycroft (that name!) Shops, had commended its sacred precincts to my attention. I have known poets who lived there and writers to whom he allotted cottages within the classic precincts of his farm because of their transcendent merits in literature. Sic transit gloria mundi! I cannot even recall their names!

But here we were, rolling up the tree shaded streets of a handsome and obviously prosperous town of about twentyfive hundred which is now one of the residential suburbs of Buffalo. Our eyes were alert for any evidence of the whereabouts of the Roycroft Inn. Finally in the extreme western end of the city we found a Roycroft sign in front of a campus like yard containing a building which looked like a small college addition of some kind  one of those small halls specially devoted to chemistry or physics or literature. The whole place had the semi-academic socio-religious atmosphere which is associated by many with aspiration and intellectual supremacy and sweetness and light. Here on the sidewalk we encountered a youth who seemed to typify the happy acolyte or fanner of the sacred flame. His hair was a little long, his face and skin pale, quite waxen, and he wore a loose shirt with a blowy tie, his sleeves being rolled up and his negligee trousers belted at the waist. He had an open and amiable countenance and looked as though life had fortunately, but with rare discrimination, revealed much to him

What is this? I inquired, waving my hand at the nearest building.

Oh, one of the shops, he replied pleasantly.

Is it open?

Not on Sunday  not to the general public, no.

He looked as though he thought we might gain special permission possibly, if we sought it. But instead we inquired the location of the Inn and he accompanied us thither on the running board of our machine. It turned out to be a low, almost rectangular affair done in pea green, with a fine line of veranda displaying swings, rockers, wicker chairs and deep benches where a number of passing visitors were already seated. It was a brisk, summery and rather conventional hotel scene.

Within, just off the large lobby was a great music or reception hall, finished as I had anticipated in the Albertian vein of taste  a cross between a farm home and the Petit Trianon. The furniture was of a solid, logcabin foundation but hopelessly bastardized with oil, glaze, varnish and little metal gimcracks in imitation of wooden pegs. A parqueted floor as slippery as glass, great timbers to support the ceiling which was as meticulously finished as a lorgnette, and a six-panel frieze of Athens, Rome, Paris, London and New York  done in a semi-impressionistic vein, and without real distinction, somehow  completed the effect. There were a choice array of those peculiar bindings for which the Roycroft shop is noted  limp leather, silk linings and wrought-bronze corners and clasps, and a number of odd lamps, bookracks, candelabra and the like, which were far from suggesting that rude durability which is the fine art of poverty. One cannot take a leaf out of St. Francis of Assisi, another out of the Grand Louis and a third out of Davy Crockett and combine them into a new art. The thing was bizarre, overloaded, souffl, a kind of tawdry botch. Through it all were tramping various American citizens of that hybrid, commercial-intellectual variety which always irritates me to the swearing stage. In the lobby, the library, and various halls was more of the same gimcrackery  Andrew Jackson attempting to masquerade as Lord Chesterfield, and not succeeding, of course. Franklin, a very tolerant and considerate person when it comes to human idiosyncrasies, was at first inclined to bestow a few mild words of praise. After all, it did help some people, you know. It was an advance in its way. After a time, though, I noticed that his interest began to flag. We were scheduled to stay for dinner, which was still three quarters of an hour away, and had registered ourselves to that effect at the desk. In the meantime the place was filling up with new arrivals who suggested that last word of social investiture which the ownership of a factory may somehow imply. They would not qualify exactly as high-brow, but they did make an ordinary working artist seem a little de trop. As I watched them I kept thinking that here at last I had a very clear illustration in the flesh of a type that has always been excessively offensive to me. It is the type which everywhere having attained money by processes which at times are too contemptible or too dull to mention, are, by reason of the same astonishing dullness of mind or impulse, attempting to do the thing which they think they ought to do. Think of how many you personally know. They have some hazy idea of a social standard to which they are trying to attain or up to which they are trying to live. Visit for example those ghastly gaucheries, the Hotels Astor or Knickerbocker in New York or those profitable Bohemian places in Greenwich village (how speedily any decent rendezvous is spoiled once the rumor of it gets abroad!) or any other presumably smart or different place and you will see for yourself. A hotel like the Astor or the Knickerbocker may be trying to be conventionally smart as the mob understands that sort of thing, the Bohemian places just the reverse. In either place or case these visitors will be found trying to live up to something which they do not understand and do not really approve of but which, nevertheless, they feel that they must do.

In this East Aurora restaurant the dinner hour was one oclock. That is the worst of these places outside the very large cities. They have a fixed time and a fixed way for nearly everything. I never could understand here or anywhere else why a crowd should be made to wait and eat all at once. Where does that silly old mass rule come from anyhow? Why not let them enter and serve them as they come? The material is there as a rule to serve and waiting. But, no. They have a fixed dinner hour and neither love nor money will induce them to change it or open the doors one moment before the hour strikes. Then there is a rush, a pell-mell struggle! Think of the dullness, the reducing shame of it, really. The mere thought of it sickened me. I tried to talk to Franklin about it. He, too, was irritated by it. He said something about the average person loving a little authority and rejoicing in rules and following a custom and being unable to get an old idea or old ideas out their heads. It was abominable.

There was the female here with the golden-rimmed eye-glasses and the stern, accusing eye behind it. Are you or are you not of the best, artistically and socially? Answer yes or avaunt. There were tall, uncomfortable looking gentlemen in cutaway coats, and the stiffest of stiff collars, led at chains ends by stout, executive wives who glared and stared and pawed things over. The chains were not visible to the naked eye, but they were there. Then there were nervous, fussy, somewhat undersized gentlemen with white side whiskers and an air of delicate and uncertain inquiry, going timidly to and fro. There were old and young maids of a severe literary and artistic turn. I never saw better materials nor poorer taste than in their clothes. I remarked to Franklin that there was not one easy, natural, beautiful woman in the whole group, and after scrutinizing them all he agreed with me.

Now, Franklin, I said, this shows you what the best circles of art and literature should really be like. Once youre truly successful and have established a colony of your own  East Franklinia, let us say, or Booth-a-rootha  they will come and visit you in this fashion.

Not if I know it, they wont, he replied.

The crowd increased. Those who in some institutions might be known as waiters and waitresses, but who here were art directors and directoresses at the very least, were bustling to and fro, armed with all authority and not at all overawed by the standing throng which had now gathered outside the diningroom door. I never saw a more glistening array of fancy glass, plates, cups, knives, forks, spoons, flowers. The small black mission tables  Elbert Hubbardized, of course  were stuffed with this sort of thing to the breaking point. The room fairly sparkled as though the landlord had said, Ill give these people their moneys worth if it takes all the plate in the place. They love show and must have it. I began to feel a little sick and nervous. It was all so grand, and the people about us so plainly avid for it, that I said, Oh, God, just for a simple, plain board, with an humble yellow plate in the middle. What should I be doing here, anyhow?

Well, Franklin, I said, as gaily as I could, this is going to be a very sumptuous affair  a very, very sumptuous affair.

He looked at me wisely, at the crowd, at the long curio case diningroom, and hesitated, but something seemed to be stirring within him.

What do you say to leaving? he finally observed. It seems to me  then he stopped. His essential good nature and charity would not permit him to criticize. I heaved a sigh of relief, hungry as I was.

We hustled out. I was so happy I forgot all about dinner. There was dear old Speed, as human as anything, sitting comfortably in the front seat, no coat on, his feet amid the machinery for starting things, a cigarette in his mouth, the comic supplement of some Sunday paper spread out before him, as complacent and serene as anyone could be.

He swung the car around in a trice, and was off. Before us lay a long street, overhung with branches through which the sunlight was falling in lovely mottled effects. Overhead was the blue sky. Outward, to right and left, were open fields  the great, enduring, open fields.

It was a bit too much, wasnt it? said Franklin.


CHAPTER XXI

BUFFALO OLD AND NEW

WE had traveled now between six and seven hundred miles, and but for a short half mile between Nicholsen and New Milford, Pennsylvania, we could scarcely say that we had seen any bad roads  seriously impeding ones. To be sure, we had sought only the best ones in most cases, not always, and there were those patches of state road, cut up by heavy hauling, which we had to skirt; but all things considered, the roads so far had been wonderful. From East Aurora into Buffalo there was a solid, smooth, red brick boulevard, thirty feet wide and twelve miles long, over which we raced as though it were a bowling alley. The bricks were all vitrified and entirely new. I know nothing about the durability of such a road, and this one gave no evidence of its wearing qualities, but if many such roads are to be built, and they stand the wear, America will have a road system unrivaled.

As we were spinning along, the factories and high buildings and chimneys of Buffalo, coming into view across a flat space of land, somehow reminded me of those older hill cities of Europe which one sees across a space of land from a train, but which are dead, dead. Here is life, I said to myself, only here nothing has happened as yet, historically; whereas there, men have fought to and fro over every inch of the ground. How would it be if one could say of Buffalo that in 2316 A. D.  four hundred years after the writing of this  there was a great labor leader who having endured many injuries was tired of the exactions of the money barons and securing a large following of the working people seized the city and administered it cooperatively, until he had been routed by some capitalistic force and hanged from the highest building, his followers also being put to death? Or suppose a great rebellion had originated in New Mexico, and it had reached Buffalo and Pittsburg in its onsweep, and that here an enormous battle had been fought  an Austerlitz or a Waterloo? How we should stare at the towers as we came across this plain! How great names would rise up and flash across the sky! We would hear old war songs in our ears and dream old war dreams. Or suppose there were a great cathedral or a great museum crowded with the almost forgotten art of the twentieth, twentyfirst and twentysecond centuries!

I dream. Yet such are the things which somehow make a great city. But lacking in historic charm as Buffalo might be, the city had a peculiar interest for me, a very special one indeed, egoist that I am. For here, one springtime, twenty years before this, I entered Buffalo looking for work. Fear not, I am not going to begin a romantic and sentimental account of my youth and early struggles. It was still late March and very chilly. There was snow on the ground, but a touch of Spring in the air. I had come on from Cleveland, where I had failed to find anything to do, and was destined to go on to Pittsburg from here, for I could not make a permanent connection with any Buffalo paper. I was a lonely, lank, impossible newspaper type as I see myself now, and so sentimental and wistful that I must have seemed a fool to practical men. They never troubled to pay me a decent salary, I know that. But instead of looking briskly and earnestly for work, as you might think a boy with only a few dollars in his pocket and no friends anywhere within hundreds of miles would do, I spent my time mooning over what seemed then great streets and over the harbor waters near at hand, with their great grain elevators and ships and coal pockets. Ah, those small rivers with their boats and tugs and their romantic suggestion of the sea,  how I yearned over them!

At that time I traveled by trolley to Niagara, nearly forty miles away, and looked at that tumbling flood, which was then not chained or drained by turbine water power sluices. I was impressed, but somehow not quite so much as I thought I would be. Standing out on a rock near the greatest volume of water, under a grey sky, I got dizzy and felt as though I were being carried along, whether I wanted to or not. Farther up stream I stared at the water as it gathered force and speed, and wondered how I should feel if I were in a small canoe and were fighting it for my life. Below the falls I gazed up at the splendid spray and wanted to shout, so vigorously did the water fall and smash the rocks below. When I returned to Buffalo and my room, I congratulated myself that if I had got nothing else, so far, out of Buffalo, at least I had gained this.

Beyond having traveled from Warsaw to Chicago and thence to St. Louis and from St. Louis to this same city, via Toledo, and Cleveland, I had never really been anywhere, and life was all wonderful. No songs of Shelley, nor those strange wild lines of Euripides could outsing my mood at this time. I dreamed and dreamed here in this crude manufacturing town, roaming about these chilly streets, and now as I look back upon it, knowing that never again can I feel as I then felt, I seem to know that actually it was as wonderful as I had thought it was.

The spirit of America at that time was so remarkable. It was just entering on that vast, splendid, most lawless and most savage period in which the great financiers, now nearly all dead, were plotting and conniving the enslavement of the people and belaboring each other for power. Those crude and parvenu dynasties which now sit enthroned in our democracy, threatening its very life with their pretensions and assumptions, were just in the beginning. John D. Rockefeller was still in Cleveland. Flagler, William Rockefeller, H. H. Rogers, were still comparatively young and secret agents. Carnegie was still in Pittsburg  an iron master  and of all his brood of powerful children only Frick had appeared. William H. Vanderbilt and Jay Gould had only recently died. Cleveland was president and Mark Hanna was an unknown business man in Clevelan. The great struggles of the railroads, the coal companies, the gas companies, the oil companies, were still in abeyance, or just beginning. The multimillionaire had arrived, it is true, but not the billionaire. Giants were plotting, fighting, dreaming on every hand, and in this city, as in every other American city I then visited, there was a singing, illusioned spirit. Actually, the average American then believed that the possession of money would certainly solve all his earthly ills. You could see it in the faces of the people, in their step and manner. Power, power, power,  everyone was seeking power in the land of the free and the home of the brave. There was almost an angry dissatisfaction with inefficiency, or slowness, or age, or anything which did not tend directly to the accumulation of riches. The American world of that day wanted you to eat, sleep and dream money and power.

And I, to whom my future was still a mystery (would that it were so still!), was dreaming of love and power, too, but with no theory of realizing them and with no understanding, indeed, of any way in which I could achieve the happiness and pleasures which I desired. Knowing this, I was unhappy. All day, after a fifteen cent breakfast in some cheap restaurant, or some twenty-five cent dinner in another, I would wander about, staring at these streets and their crowds, the high buildings, the great hotels, uncertain whether to go on to Pittsburg or to hang on here a little while longer in the hope of getting a suitable position as a reporter. Ah, I thought, if I could just be a great newspaper man, like McCullagh of St. Louis, or Dana of New York! In my pocket was a letter from the proprietor of the St. Louis Republic, telling all and sundry what a remarkable youth he had found me to be, but somehow I never felt courageous enough to present it. It seemed so vainglorious! Instead, I hung over the rails of bridges and the walls of water fronts, watching the gulls, or stopped before the windows of shops and stores, and outside great factories, and stared. At night I would return to my gloomy room and sit and read, or having eaten somewhere, walk the streets. I haunted the newspaper offices at the proper hours, but finding nothing, finally departed. Buffalo seemed a great but hard and cold city. Spinning into it this day, over long viaducts and through regions of seemingly endless factories and cars, it still seemed quite as vigorous, only not so hard, because my circumstances were different. Alas, I said to myself, I am no longer young, no longer really poor in the sense of being uncertain and inefficient, no longer so dreamy or moony over a future the details of which I may not know. Then all was uncertain, gay with hope or dark with fear. It might bring me anything or nothing. But now, now  what can it bring as wonderful as what I thought it might bring? What youth, I said to myself, is now walking about lonely, wistful, dreaming great dreams, and wishing, wishing, wishing? I would be that one if I could. Yes, I would go back for the dreams sake,  the illusion of life. I would take hold of life as it was, and sigh and yearn and dream.

Or would I go back if I could?

We did not stay so long in Buffalo this day, but longer than we would have if we could have discovered at once that Canada had placed a heavy license tax on all cars entering Canada, and that, because of the European War, I presume, we would have to submit to a more thorough and tedious examination of our luggage than ordinarily. The war! The war! They were chasing German-American professors out of Canadian colleges, and making other demonstrations of hostility towards all others having pro-German leanings. I, with my German ancestry on one side and my German name and my German sympathies  what might they not have done to me! We didnt go. In spite of our plans to cross into Canada here and come out at Detroit at the west end of Lake Erie, we listened to words of wisdom and refrained. The automobile expert of the Statler assured us that we would have a great deal of trouble. There would be an extra tax, delays, explanations, and examination of our luggage. A very handsome cigar clerk in this same hotel  what an expensive youth he was, in a very high collar, a braided suit, and most roseate necktie!  told us with an air of condescension that made me feel like a mere beginner in this automobiling world: Its nothing to do now. What car have you?

We told him.

Ah, no, you need a big racer like the  (naming a car which neither Franklin nor I had ever heard of). Then you can make it in a day. Theres nothing to see. You dont wanta stop.

He patronized us so thoroughly from the vantage point of his youth (say eighteen years), and his knowledge of all the makes of machines and the roads about Buffalo, that I began to feel that perhaps as a boy I had not lived at all. Such shoes, such a tie, such rings and pins! Everything about him seemed to speak of girls and barbers and florists and garages and tailors. The Buffalo white light district rose up before me, and all the giddy-gaudy whirl of local rathskellers and the like.

What a rowdy-dow boy it is, to be sure, I observed to Franklin.

Yes, there you have it, he replied. Youth and inexperience triumphing over any possible weight of knowledge. Whats the Encyclopedia Britannica compared to that?

Our lunch at one of the big (I use the word advisedly) restaurants, was another experience in the same way. Speed had gone off somewhere with the car to some smaller place and Franklin and I ambled into the large place. It was as bad as the Roycroft Inn from the point of view of pretentiousness and assumed perfection, but from another it was even worse. When we try to be luxurious in America, how luxurious we can really be! The heaviness of our panelings and decorations! the thickness of our carpets! the air of solidity and vigor and cost without very much taste! It is Teutonic without that bizarre individuality which so often accompanies Teutonic architecture and decoration. We are so fine, and yet we are not  a sort of raw uncouthness showing like shabby woodwork from behind curtains of velvet and cloth of gold.

Sometimes, you know, I remember that we are a mongrel race and think we may never achieve anything of great import, so great is my dissatisfaction with the shows and vulgar gaucheries to be seen on all sides. At other times, viewing the upstanding middle class American with his vivid suit, yellow shoes, flaring tie and conspicuous money roll, I want to compose an ode in praise of the final enfranchisement of the common soul. How much better these millions, I ask you, with their derby and fedora hats, their ready made suits, their flaring jewelry, automobiles and a general sense of well being, and even perfection, if you will, than a race of slaves or serfs, dominated by grand dukes, barons, beperfumed and beribboned counts, daimios and lords and ladies, however cultivated and artistic these may appear! True, the latter would eat more gracefully, but would they be any the more desirable for that, actually? I hear a thousand patrician minded souls exclaiming, Yes, of course, and I hear a million lovers of democracy insisting No. Personally, I would take a few giants in every field, well curbed, and then a great and comfortable mass such as I see about me in these restaurants, for instance, well curbed also. Then I would let them mix and mingle.

But, oh, these restaurants!

And how long will it be before we will have just a few good ones in our cities?


CHAPTER XXII

ALONG THE ERIE SHORE

IF anyone doubts that this is fast becoming one of the most interesting lands in the world, let him, motor from Buffalo to Detroit along the shore of Lake Erie, mile after mile, over a solid, vitrified brick road fifteen feet wide at the least, and approximately three hundred miles long. As a matter of fact, the vitrified brick road of this description appears to be seizing the imagination of the middle west, and the onslaught of the motor and its owner is making every town and hamlet desirous of sharing the wonders of a new life. Truly, I have never seen a finer road than this, parts of which we traversed between Buffalo and Cleveland and between Cleveland and Sandusky. There were great gaps in it everywhere, where the newest portions were in process of completion, and the horrific detour sign was constantly in evidence, but traveling over the finished sections of it was something like riding in paradise. Think of a long, smooth red brick road stretching out before you mile after mile, the blue waters of Lake Erie to your right, with its waves, ships and gulls; a flat, Holland-like farming land to your left, with occasional small white towns, factory centers, and then field upon field of hay, corn, cabbages, wheat, potatoes  mile after mile and mile after mile.

Ohio is too flat. It hasnt the rural innocence and un-sophistication which Indiana seems still to retain, nor yet the characteristics of a thoroughgoing manufacturing world. There are too many factories and too many trolley lines, and a somewhat unsettled and uncertain feeling in the air, as if the state were undecided whether it would be all city and manufacturing or not. I hate that mid-state, uncertain feeling, which comes with a changing condition anywhere. It is something like that restless simmering into which water bursts before it boils. One wishes that it would either boil or stop simmering. This, as nearly as I can suggest it, is the way the northern portion of Ohio that we saw impressed me.

And, unlike my feeling of fifteen or twenty years ago, I think I am just a little weary of manufacturing and manufacturing towns, however well I recognize and applaud their necessity. Some show a sense of harmony and joy in labor and enthusiasm for getting on and being happy; but others, such as Buffalo and Cleveland, seem to have fallen into that secondary or tertiary state in which all the enthusiasm of the original workers and seekers has passed, money and power and privileges having fallen into the hands of the few. There is nothing for the many save a kind of spiritless drudgery which no one appreciates and which gives a city a hard, unlovely and workaday air. I felt this to be so, keenly, in the cases of Buffalo and Cleveland, as of Manchester, Leeds and Liverpool.

Years ago these American cities were increasing at the rate of from ten to fifty thousand a year. Then there was more of hope and enthusiasm about them than there is now, more of happy anticipation. It is true that they are still growing and that there is enthusiasm, but neither the growth nor the enthusiasm is of the same quality. As a nation, although we are only twentyfive to thirty years older in point of time, we are centuries older in viewpoint. We have experienced so much in these past few years. We have endured so much. That brood of giants that rose and wrought and fell between 1870 and 1910  children of the dragons teeth, all of them  wrought shackles in the night and bound us hand and foot. They have seized nearly all our national privileges, they have bedeviled the law and the courts and the national and state seats of legislation, they have laid a heavy hand upon our highways and all our means of communication, poisoned our food and suborned our colleges and newspapers; yet in spite of them, so young and strong are we, we have been going on, limping a little, but still advancing. Giants who spring from dragons teeth are our expensive luxury. In the high councils of nature there must be some need for them, else they never would have appeared. But I am convinced that these western cities have no longer that younger, singing mood they once had. We are soberer as a nation. Not every man can hope to be president, as we once fancied,  nor a millionaire. We are nearer the European standard of quiet, disillusioned effort, without so many great dreams to stir us.

Departing from Buffalo, not stopping to revisit the Falls or those immense turbine generators or indeed any other thing thereabout, we encountered some men who knew Speed and who were starting a new automobile factory. They wanted him to come and work for them, so well known was he as a test man and expert driver. Then we came to a grimy section of factories on a canal or pond, so black and rancidly stale that it interested us. Factory sections have this in common with other purely individual and utilitarian things,  they can be interesting beyond any intention of those who, plan them. This canal or pond was so slimy or oily, or both, that it constantly emitted bubbles of gas which gave the neighborhood an acrid odor. The chimneys and roofs of these warehouses rose in such an unusual way and composed so well that Franklin decided he should like to sketch them. So here we sat, he on the walking beam of a great shovel derrick lowered to near the ground, behind two tug boats anchored on the shore, while I made myself comfortable on a pile of white gravel, some of which I threw into the water. I spent my time speculating as to what sort of people occupied the small drab houses which faced this picturesque prospect. I imagined a poet as great as Walt Whitman being able to live and take an interest in this grimy beauty, with thieves and pick-pockets and prostitutes of a low order for neighbors.

A few blocks farther on there came into view an enormous grain elevator, standing up like a huge Egyptian temple in a flat plain. This elevator was composed 
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A Grain Elevator of a bundle of concrete tubes or stand pipes, capable of being separately filled or emptied, thus facilitating the loading and unloading of cars and allowing the separate storage of different lots of grain. Before it, as before the great bridge at Nicholsen, we paused, awestruck by its size and design, something colossal and ancient suggested by its lines.

Then we sped out among small yellow or drab workingmens cottages, their yards treeless for the most part, their walls smoky.

Lone women were hanging over gates and workingmen plodding heavily about with pipes in their mouths, and squeaky shoes and clothes too loose covering their bodies. Every now and then a church appeared  one of those noble institutions which represent to these poor clowns heaven, pearly gates and jasper streets. Great iron bridges came into view, or some small river or inlet crowded with great ships. Then came the lake shore, lit by a sinking and glorious afternoon sun, and a long stretch of that wonderful brick road, with enormous steel plants on either hand, thousands of automobiles, and lines of foreign looking workingmen going in and out of cottages straggling in conventional order across distant fields. Out over the water was an occasional white sail or a gull, or many gulls. Oh, gulls, gulls, I thought, take me into your free, wild world when I die!

Just outside Buffalo, on a spit of land between this wonderful brick road and the lake, we came to the Tackawanna Steel Company, its scores of tall, black stacks belching clouds of smoke and its immense steel pillar supported sheds showing the fires of the forges below. The great war had evidently brought prosperity to this concern, as to others. Thousands of men were evidently working here, Sunday though it was, for the several gates were crowded by foreign types of women carrying baskets and buckets, and the road and the one trolley line which ran along here for a distance were crowded with grimy workers, mostly of fine physical build. In naturally thought of all the shells and machine guns and cannon they might be making, and somehow it brought the great war a little nearer. Personally, I felt at the time that the war was likely to eventuate in favor of the Germans, in spite of all the odds against them, for anyone who had recently traveled through Germany, England, France and Italy could come to but one conclusion. One German was worth about fifty Italians in force and capacity,  and as for England, if left to contest with Germany alone, she would have been beaten to her knees in three months or less.

Be that as it may, my mood was not belligerent and not pro-moral or pro-anything. I am too doubtful of life and its tendencies to enthuse over theories. With nations, as with individuals, the strongest or most desired win, and in the crisis which was then the Germans seemed to me the strongest. I merely hoped that America might keep out of it, in order that she might attain sufficient strength and judgment to battle for her own ideals in the future. For battle she must, never doubt it, and that from city to city and state to state. If she survives the ultimate maelstrom, with her romantic ideals of faith and love and truth, it will be a miracle.

This matter of manufacture and enormous industries is always a fascinating thing to me, and careening along this lake shore at breakneck speed, I could not help marveling at it. It seems to point so clearly to a lordship in life, a hierarchy of powers, against which the common man is always struggling, but which he never quite overcomes, anywhere. The world is always palavering about the brotherhood of man and the freedom and independence of the individual; yet when you go through a city like Buffalo or Cleveland and see all its energy practically devoted to great factories and corporations and their interests, and when you see the common man, of whom there is so much talk as to his interests and superiority, living in cottages or long streets, of flats without a vestige of charm or beauty, his labor fixed in price and his ideas circumscribed in part (else he would never be content with so meager and grimy a world), you can scarcely believe in the equality or even the brotherhood of man, however much you may believe in the sympathy or good intentions of some people.

These regions around Buffalo were most suggestive of the great division that has arisen between the common man and the man of executive ability and ideas here in America,  a division as old and as deep as life itself. I have no least complaint against the common man toiling for anybody with ideas and superior brains  who could have?  if it were not for the fact that the superior man inevitably seeks to arrange a dynasty of his blood, that his children and his childrens children need never to turn a hand, whereas it is he only who is deserving, and not his children. Wealth tends to aristocracy, and your strong man comes almost inevitably to the conclusion that not only he but all that relates to him is of superior fiber. This may be and sometimes is true, no doubt, but not always, and it is the exception which causes all the trouble. The ordinary mortal should not be compelled to moil and delve for a fool. I refuse to think that it is either necessary or inevitable that I, or any other man, should work for a few dollars a day, skimping and longing, while another, a dunce, who never did anything but come into the world as the heir of a strong man, should take the heavy profits of my work and stuff them into his pockets. It has always been so, Ill admit, and it seems that there is an actual tendency in nature to continue it; but I would just as lief contend with nature on this subject, if possible, as any other. We are not sure that nature inevitably wills it at that. Kings have been slain and parasitic dynasties trampled into the earth.

Why not here and now?


CHAPTER XXIII

THE APPROACH TO ERIE

BEYOND the Tackawanna Steel Works there was a lake beach with thousands of people bathing and sausage and lemonade venders hawking their wares (I couldnt resist buying one hot dog); and after that a long line, miles it seemed to me, of sumptuous country places facing the lake, their roofs and gables showing through the trees; then the lake proper with not much interruption of view for a while; and then a detour, and then a flat, open country road, oiled until it was black, and then a white macadam road. Now that we were out of the hill and mountain country, I was missing those splendid rises and falls of earth which had so diverted me for days; but one cannot have hill country everywhere, and so as we sped along we endeavored to make the best of what was to be seen. These small white and grey wooden towns, with their white wooden churches and Sabbath ambling citizens, began to interest me. What a life, I said to myself, and what beliefs these people entertain! One could discern their creeds by the number of wooden and brick churches and the sense of a Sabbath stillness and propriety investing everything. At dusk, tiny church bells began to ring, church doors, revealing lighted interiors, stood open, and the people began to come forth from their homes and enter. I have no deadly opposition to religion. The weak and troubled mind must have something on which to rest. It is only when in the form of priestcraft and ministerial conniving it becomes puffed up and arrogant and decides that all the world must think as it thinks, and do as it does, and that if one does not one is a heretic and an outcast, that I resent it.

The effrontery of these theorists anyhow, with their sacraments and their catechisms! Think of that mad dog Torquemada bestriding Spain like a Colossus, driving out eight hundred thousand innocent Jews, burning at the stake two thousand innocent doubters, stirring up all the ignorant animal prejudice of the masses, and leaving Spain the bleak and hungry land it is today! Think of it!  a priest, a theorist, a damned speculator in monastic abstrusities, being able to do anything like that! And then the Inquisition as a whole, the burning of poor John Huss, the sale of indulgences and the driving out of Luther. Beware of the enthusiastic religionist and his priestly servitors and leaders! Let not the theorist become too secure! Think of those who, in the name of a mystic unproven God, would seize on all your liberties and privileges, and put them in leash to a wild-eyed exorcist romancer of the type of Peter the Hermit, for instance. Do not Asia and Africa show almost daily the insane uprising of some crack-brained Messiah? Beware! Look with suspicion upon all Billy Sundays and their ilk generally. Let not the uplifter and the reformer become too bold. They inflame the ignorant passions of the mob, who never think and never will. Already America is being too freely tramped over by liquor reformers, magazine and book and picture censors, dreamers and cranks and lunatics who think that mob judgment is better than individual judgment, that the welfare of the ignorant mass should guide and regulate the spiritual inspiration of the individual. Think of one million, or one billion, factory hands, led by priests and preachers, able to dictate to a Spencer whether or not he should compile a synthetic philosophy  or to a Synge, whether he should write a Play Boy of the Western World, or to a Voltaire, whether he should publish a Candide.

Out on them for a swinish mass! Shut up the churches, knock down the steeples! Harry them until they know the true place of religion,  a weak mans shield! Let us have no more balderdash concerning the duty of man to respect any theory. He can if he chooses. That is his business. But when he seeks to dictate to his neighbor what he shall think, then it is a different matter.

As I rode through this region this evening, I could not help feeling and seeing still operating here all the conditions which years ago I put safely behind me. Here were the people who still believed that God gave the Ten Commandments to Moses on Sinai and that Joshua made the sun to stand still in Avalon. They would hound you out of their midst for lack of faith in beliefs which otherwhere are silly childrens tales,  or their leaders would.

About seven oclock, or a little later, we reached the town of Fredonia, still in New York State but near its extreme western boundary. We came very near attending church here, Franklin and I, because a church door on the square stood open and the congregation were singing. Instead, after strolling about for a time, we compromised on a washup in a charming oldfashioned white, square, colonnaded hotel facing the park. We went to the only restaurant, the hotel diningroom being closed, and after that, while Speed took on a supply of gas and oil, we jested with an old Scotchman who had struck up a friendship with Speed and was telling him the history of his youth in Edinburgh, and how and why he wanted America to keep out of the war. He, too, had a mechanical laugh, like that odd creature in the square at Bath, a kind of wild jackalesque grimace, which was kindly and cheerfully meant, however. Finally he grew so gay, having someone to talk to, that he executed a Jack-knife-ish automaton dance which amused me greatly. When Speed was ready we were off again, passing hamlet after hamlet and town after town, and entering Pennsylvania again a few miles west (that small bit which cuts northward between Ohio and New York at Erie and interferes with the natural continuation of New York).

The night was so fine and the wind so refreshing that I went off into dreamland again, not into actual sleeping dreams, but into something that was neither sleeping nor waking. These states that I achieved in this way were so peculiar that I found myself dwelling on them afterward. They were like the effects of a drug. In the trees that we passed I could see strange forms, all the more weird for the moonlight, which was very weak as yet,  grotesque hags and demons whose hair and beards were leaves and whose bony structures were branches. They quite moved me, as in childhood. And on the road we saw strolling lovers occasionally, arm in arm, sometimes clasped in each others arms, kissing, couples whom the flare of our headlights illumined with a cruel realism.

A town called Brocton was passed, a fire arch over its principal street corner bidding all and sundry to stop and consider the joys of Brocton. A town called Pomfret, sweet as trees and snug little houses could make it, had an hotel facing a principal corner, which caused us to pause and debate whether we would go on, it was so homelike. But having set our hearts, or our duty, on Erie, we felt it to be a weakness thus to pause and debate.

On and on, through Westfield, Ripley, Northeast, Harbor Creek. It was growing late. At one of these towns we saw a most charming small hotel, snuggled in trees, with rocking chairs on a veranda in front and a light in the office which suggested a kind of expectancy of the stranger. It was after midnight now and I was so sleepy that the thought of a bed was like that of heaven to a good Christian. The most colorful, the most soothing sensations were playing over my body and in my brain. I was in that halcyon state where these things were either real or not, just as you chose  so intoxicating or soothing is fresh air. Sometimes I was here, sometimes in Warsaw or Sullivan or Evansville, Indiana, thirty years before, sometimes back in New York. Occasionally a jolt had brought me to, but I was soon back again in this twilight land where all was so lovely and where I wanted to remain.

Why should we go on into Erie? I sighed, once we were aroused. Itll be hot and stuffy.

Franklin got down and rang a bell, but no one answered. It was nearing one oclock. Finally he came back and said, Well, I cant seem to rout anybody out over there. Do you want to try?

Warm and sleepy, I climbed down.

On the porch outside were a number of comfortable chairs. In the small, clean office was a light and more chairs. It looked like an ideal abiding place.

I rang and rang and rang. The fact that I had been so drowsy made me irritable, and the fact that I could hear the bell tinkling and sputtering, but no voice replying and no step, irritated me all the more. Then I kicked for a while and then I tried beating.

Not a sound in response.

This is one swell hotel, I groaned irritably, and Speed, lighting a cigarette, added.

Well, Id like to have a picture of that hotel keeper. He must be a sight, his nose up, his mouth open.

Still no answer. Finally, in despair, I went out in the middle of the road and surveyed the hotel. It was most attractive in the moonlight, but absolutely dead to the world.

The blank, blank, blank, blank, blank, blank, blank, I called, resuscitating all my best and fiercest oaths. To think that a blank, blank, blank, blank, blank could sleep that way anyhow. Here we are, trying to bring him a little business, and off he goes to bed, or she. Blank, blank, blank, the blank, blank, blanked old place anyhow, and back I went and got into the car.

Say, called Speed, derisively, aint he a bird? Whaddy yknow. Hes a great hotel keeper.

Oh, well, I said hopelessly, and Franklin added, Were sure to get a good bed in Erie.

So on we went, tearing along the road, eager to get anywhere, it was so late.

But if we had known what was in store for us we would have returned to that small hotel, I think, and broken in its door, for a few miles farther on, an arrow, pointing northward, read, Erie Main Road Closed. Then we recalled that there had been a great storm a few days or weeks before and that houses had been 
PLEASURE BEFORE BUSINESS
The Tackawanna Steel Works washed out by a freshet and a number of people had been killed. The road grew very bad. It was a dirt road, a kind of marshy, oily, mucky looking thing, cut into deep ruts. After a short distance under darksome trees, it turned into a wide, marshy looking area, with a number of railroad tracks crossing it from east to west and numerous freight trains and switch engines jangling to and fro in the dark. A considerable distance off to the north, over a seeming waste of marshy land, was an immense fire sign which read, Edison General Electric Company, Erie. Overhead, in a fine midnight translucence, hung the stars, innumerable and clear, and I was content to lie back for a while, jolting as we were, and look at them.

Well, theres Erie, anyhow, I commented. We cant lose that fire sign.

Yes, but look whats ahead of us, sighed Speed.

As it developed, that fire sign had nothing to do with Erie proper but was stuck off on some windy beach or marsh, no doubt, miles from the city. To the west of it, a considerable distance, was a faint glow in the sky, a light that looked like anything save the reflection of a city, but so it was. And this road grew worse and worse. The car lurched so at times that I thought we might be thrown out. Speed was constantly stopping it and examining the nature of certain ruts and pools farther on. He would stop and climb down and walk say four or five hundred feet and then come back, and bump on a little further. Finally, having gone a considerable distance on this course, we seemed to be mired. We would dash into a muddy slough and there the wheels would just spin without making any progress. The way out of this was to trample earth behind the wheels and then back up. I began to think we were good for a night in the open. Franklin and I walked back blocks and blocks to see whether by chance we hadnt gotten on the wrong road. Having decided that we were doing as well as could be expected under the circumstances, we returned and sat in the car. After much time wasted we struck a better portion of the road, coming to where it turned at right angles over the maze of unguarded tracks which we had been paralleling all this while. It was a treacherous place, with neither gates nor watchmen, but just a great welter of dark tracks with freight cars standing here and there, signal lights glimmering in the distance, and engines and trains switching up and down.

Shall we risk it? asked Speed cautiously.

Sure, well have to, replied Franklin. Its dangerous but its the only way.

We raced over it at breakneck speed and into more unfriendly marshy country beyond. We reached a street, a far-out one, but nevertheless a street, without a house on it and only a few gas lamps flickering in the warm night air. In a region of small wooden cottages, so small as to be pathetic, we suddenly encountered one of those mounted police for which Pennsylvania is famous, sitting by the curbing of a street corner, his gun in his hand and a saddle horse standing near.

Which way into Erie? we called.

Straight on.

Is this where the storm was? we asked.

Where the washout was, he replied.

We could see where houses had been torn down or broken into or flung askew by some turbulent element much superior to these little shells in which people dwelt.

Through brightly lighted but apparently deserted streets we sped on, and finally found a public square with which Speed was familiar. He had been here before. We hurried up to an hotel, which was largely darkened for the night. Out of the door, just as we arrived, were coming two girls in frills and flounces, so conspicuously arrayed that they looked as though they must have been attending an affair of some kind. An hotel attendant was showing them to a taxi. Franklin went in to arrange for three adjoining rooms if possible, and as I followed I heard one attendant say to another,  they had both been showing the girls out Can you beat it? Say, they make theirs easy.

I wondered. The hotel was quite dark inside.

In a few minutes we had adjusted our accommodations and were in our rooms, I in one with a tall window looking out into a spacious court. The bed was large and soft. I fairly fell out of my clothes and sank into it, just having sense enough to turn out the light. In a minute I fancy I was sound asleep, for the next thing I was conscious of was three maids gossiping outside my door.

Blank, blank, blank, I began. Am I not going to be allowed to get any sleep tonight?

To my astonishment, I discovered the window behind the curtains was blazing with light.

I looked at my watch. It was nine oclock. And we had turned in at three thirty.


CHAPTER XXIV

THE WRECKAGE OF A STORM

THE next day was another of travel in a hot sun over a country that in part lacked charm, in other parts was idyllically beautiful. We should have reached Sandusky and even the Indiana line by night, if we had been traveling as we expected. But to begin with, we made a late start, did not get out of Erie until noon, and that for various reasons,  a late rising, a very good breakfast and therefore a long one, a shave, a search for picture cards and what not. Our examination of the wreck made by the great storm and flood was extended, and having been up late the night before we were in a lazy mood anyhow.

Erie proved exceedingly interesting to me because of two things. One of these was this: that the effects of the reported storm or flood were much more startling than I had supposed. The night before we had entered by some streets which apparently skirted the afflicted district, but today we saw it in all its casual naturalness, and it struck me as something well worth seeing. Blocks upon blocks of houses washed away, upset, piled in heaps, the debris including machinery, lumber, household goods, wagons and carts. Through one wall front torn away I saw a mass of sewing machines dumped in a heap. It had been an agency. In another there was a mass of wool in bags stacked up, all muddied by the water but otherwise intact. Grocery stores, butcher shops, a candy store, a drug store, factories and homes of all kinds had been broken into by the water or knocked down by the cataclysmic onslaught of water and nearly shaken to pieces. Ceilings were down, plaster stripped from the walls, bricks stacked in great heaps,  a sorry sight. We learned that thirtyfive people had been killed and many others injured.

Another was that, aside from this Greek-like tragedy, it looked like the native town of Jennie Gerhardt, my pet heroine, though I wrote that she was born in Columbus, a place I have never visited in my life.

[That reminds me that a Columbus book reviewer once remarked that it was easy to identify the various places mentioned in Columbus, that the study was so accurate!] But never having seen Columbus, and having another small city in mind, it chanced now that Erie answered the description exactly. These long, narrow, small housed, tree-shaded streets (in many instances saplings) dominated at intervals by large churches or factories,  this indubitably was the world in which Jennie originally moved, breathed, and had her being. I was fascinated when I arose in the morning, to find that this hotel was one such as the pretentious Senator Brander might have chosen to live in, and the polished brasses of whose handrails and stairsteps a woman of Mrs. Gerhardts limited capabilities would have been employed to polish or scrub. Even the great plate-glass windows lined within and without by comfortable chairs commanding, as they did, the principal public square or park and all the fascinating forces of so vigorous and young a town, were such as would naturally be occupied by the bloods and sports of the village, the traveling salesmen, and the idling bigwigs of political and other realms. It was an excellent hotel, none better; as clean, comfortable and tasteful as one would wish in this workaday world; and past its windows when I first came down looking for a morning paper, were tripping a few shop girls and belated workers carrying lunch boxes.

Jennies world to the life, I thought. Poor little girl.

But the seventyfive thousand people here  how did they manage to pass their lives without the manifold opportunities and diversions which fill, or can, at least, the minds of the citizens of Paris, Rome, London, Chicago, New York? Here were all these thousands, working and dreaming perhaps, but how did they fill their lives? I pictured them as dressing at breakfast time, going to work each morning, and then after a day at machines or in stores, with lunches on counter or workbench, returning at night, a fair proportion of them at any rate, to the very little houses we had seen coming in; and after reading those impossible, helter-skelter, higgledy-piggledy, hodge-podges of rumor, false witness, romance, malice, evil glamour and what not  the evening newspapers  retiring to their virtuous couches, socalled, to rise again the next day.

I am under no illusions as to these towns, and I hold no highflown notions as to our splendid citizenry, and yet I am intensely sympathetic with them. I have had too much evidence in my time of how they do and feel. I always wonder how it is that people who entertain such highflown ideas of how people are and what they think and say  in writing, theorizing, editorializing  manage to hold such practical and even fierce relations with life itself. Every one of those simple American towns through which we had been passing had its red light district. Every one had its quota of saloons and dives, as well as churches and honorable homes. Who keeps the vulgar, shabby, gross, immoral, inartistic end of things going, if we are all so splendid and worthy as so many current, top-lofty theorizers would have us believe? Here in this little city of Erie, as in every other peaceful American hamlet, you would find the more animal and vigorous among them turning to those same red streets and dives we have been speaking of, while the paler, more storm-beaten, less animal or vigorous, more life-harried, take to the darksome doors of the church. Necessity drives the vast majority of them along paths which they fain would not travel, and the factories and stores in which they work eat up a vitality which otherwise might show itself in wild and unpleasant ways.

Here, as I have said, in these plain, uninteresting streets was more evidence of that stern destiny and in-considerateness of the gods which the Greeks so well understood and with such majesty noted, and which always causes me to wonder how religion manages to survive in any form. For here, several weeks before, was this simple, virtuous town (if we are to believe the moralistic tosh which runs through all our American papers), sitting down after its dinner and a hard days work to read the evening paper. It was deserving not only of the encomiums of men, but of gods, presumably. And then, the gods presiding over and regulating all things in the interest of man, a rainstorm comes up and swells a small creek or rivulet running through the heart of the town and under small bridges, culverts and even houses  so small is it  into a kind of foaming torrent. All is going well so far. The culverts and bridges and stream beds are large enough to permit the water to be carried away. Only a few roofs are blown off, a few churches struck by lightning, one or two people killed in an ordinary, electric storm way.

Enters then the element of human error. This is always the great point with all moralists. Once the crimes or mistakes or indifferences of the ruling powers could be frankly and squarely placed on the shoulders of the devil. No one could explain how a devil who could commit so much error came to live and reign in the same universe with an omnipotent God, but even so. The devil, however, having become a mythical and threadbare scapegoat, it finally became necessary to invent some new palliative of omnipotent action, and so human error came into being as a whipping dummy  mans troubles are due to his own mistaken tendencies, though there is a God who creates and can guide him and who does punish him for doing the things which he ought to know better than to do.

Selah! So be it. But here in Erie is this honest or reprehensible community, as you will, and here is the extra severe thunder and rain storm,  a cloudburst, no less. The small brook or rivulet swells and swells. People notice it, perhaps, looking out of their doors and windows, but it seems to be doing well enough. Then, unknown to the great majority of them, a barn a number of blocks out, a poor, humanly erroneous barn, is washed away against a fair-sized culvert, blocking it completely.

The gully beyond the culvert, upstream, is very large and it fills and fills with water. Because of its somewhat widening character a small lake forms,  a heavy body of water pressing every moment more and more heavily against the culvert. When the former has swollen to a great size this latter gives way. There is a downward rush of water  a small mountain of water, no less. Bridges, culverts, houses built over the brook, houses for two blocks on either hand, are suddenly pressed against or even partially filled by water. Citizens reading their evening newspapers, or playing the accordeon or the victrola or cards or checkers or what you will, feel their houses begin to move. Chimneys and plaster fall. Houses collapse completely. In one house eight are instantly killed,  a judgment of God, no doubt, on their particular kind of wickedness. In another house three, in another house four; death being apportioned, no doubt, according to the quality of their crimes. Altogether, thirtyfive die, many are injured, and scores upon scores of houses, covering an area of twentysix blocks in length, are moved, upset, floated blocks from their normal position, or shaken to pieces or consumed by fire.

The fire department is called out and the Pennsylvania mounted police. The moving picture camera men come and turn an honest penny. Picture postcard dealers who make money out of cards at a cent apiece photograph all the horrors. The newspapers get out extras, thereby profiting a few dollars, and all Erie, and even all America is interested, entertained, emotionalized. Even we, coming several weeks later and seeing only carpenters, masons, and plumbers at work, where houses are lying about in ruins, are intensely concerned. We ride about examining all the debris and getting a fine wonder out of it, until we are ordered back, at one place, by a thick-witted mounted policeman whose horse has taken fright at our machine; a thing which a mounted policemans horse should never do, and which makes a sort of fool of him and so irritates him greatly.

Get out of here! he shouted angrily at one street corner, glaring at us, sticking your damn noses into everything!

What the hell ails you anyhow? I replied, equally irritable, for we had just been directed by another mounted policeman whose horse had not been frightened by us, to come down in here and see some real tragedy The policeman at the last corner told us to come in here.

Well, you cant come in. Get out! and he flicked his boot with his hand in a contemptuous way.

Ah, go to hell, I replied angrily, but we had to move just the same. The law in boots and a wide rimmed hat, à la Silver City, was before us.

We got out, cursing the mounted policeman, for who wants to argue with a long, lean, thin-faced, sallow Pennsylvanian armed with a great sixteen shot revolver? God has never been just to me. He has never made me a mounted policeman. As we cruised about in Franklins car, looking at all the debris and ruin, I speculated on this problem in ethics and morals or theism or what you will: Why didnt God stop this flood if he loved these people? Or is there no God or force or intelligence to think about them at all? Why are we here, anyhow? Were there any unjust, or only just among them? Why select Erie when He might have assailed Pittsburgh or Broadway and Fortysecond Street, New York, or Philadelphia? Think of what a splendid evidence of judgment that last would have been, or Brooklyn! Oh, God, why not Brooklyn? Why eight people in one house and only one in another and none in many others? Do I seem much too ribald, dear reader? Were the people themselves responsible for not building good barns or culverts or anticipating freshets? Will it come about after a while that every single man will think of the welfare of all other men before he does anything, and so build and so do that no other man will be injured by any action of his? And will every man have the brains (given by God) so to do  or will God prevent freshets and washouts and barns being swept against weak culverts?

I am an honest inquirer. I was asking myself these very questions, wondering over the justice or injustice of life. Do you think there is any such thing as justice, or will you agree with Euripides, as I invariably feel that I must?

Great treasure halls hath Zeus in heaven,

1

From whence to man strange dooms are given

2

Past hope or fear.

3

And the end looked for cometh not,

4

And a path is there where no man thought.

5

So hath it fallen here.

6


CHAPTER XXV

CONNEAUT

MORE splendid lake road beyond Erie, though we were constantly running into detours which took us through sections dreadful to contemplate. The next place of any importance was the city of Conneaut, Ohio, which revealed one form of mechanical advance I had never dreamed existed. Conneaut being contagious, as Philosopher Dooley used to say, to the coal fields of Pennsylvania  hard and soft  and incidentally (by water) to the iron and copper mines up Superior way in northern Michigan, a kind of transshipping business has sprung up, the coal from these mines being brought here and loaded onto boats for all points on the Great Lakes. Similarly copper and iron coming down from upper Michigan and Wisconsin on boats are here taken out and loaded into cars. I never knew before that iron ore was powdered for shipment  it looks just like a dull red earth  or that they stored it in great hills pending a day of use,  hills which looked to me as though a thousand ships might not lower them in a year. John D. Rockefeller, I am told, was the guiding spirit in all this development here, having first seen the profit and convenience of bringing ore from the mines in northern Michigan south by water to the mills of Pennsylvania and incidentally returning in the same carriers coal to all parts of the Great Lakes and elsewhere. A canny man, that. Wont some American Homer kindly sing of him as one of the great wonders of the world?

Optically and for a material thrill, the machinery for transshipping these enormous supplies was most interesting to me.

Suppose you were able to take an iron car weighing say thirty or forty thousand pounds, load it with coal weighing thirty or forty thousand pounds more, and turn it up, quite as you would a coal scuttle, and empty the contents into a waiting ship. . . . Then suppose you looked in the car and saw three or four pieces of coal still lying in it and said to yourself, Oh, well, I might as well dump these in, too, and then you lifted up the car and dumped the remaining two or three pieces out  wouldnt you feel rather strong?

Well, that is what is being done at Conneaut, Ohio, morning, noon and night, and often all night, as all day. The boats bringing these immense loads of iron ore are waiting to take back coal, and so this enormous process of loading and unloading goes on continually. Franklin and I were standing on a high bank commanding all this and a wonderful view of Lake Erie, never dreaming that the little box-like things we saw in the distance being elevated and turned over were steel coal cars, when he suddenly exclaimed, I do believe those things over there are cars, Dreiser,  steel coal cars.

Get out! I replied incredulously.

Thats what they are, he insisted. Well have Speed run the machine over onto that other hill, and then we can be sure.

From this second vantage point it was all very clear  great cars being run upon a platform, elevated quickly to a given position over a runway or coal chute leading down into the hold of a waiting steamer, and then quickly and completely upset; the last few coals being shaken out as though each grain were precious.

How long do you think it takes them to fill a ship like that? I queried.

Oh, I dont know, replied Franklin meditatively.

Lets see how long it takes to empty a car.

We timed them  one car every three minutes.

That means twenty cars an hour, I figured, or one hundred cars in five hours. That ought to fill any steamer.

A little farther along this same shore, reaching out toward the lake, where eventually was a small, white lighthouse, were those same hills of red powdered iron I have been telling you about  great long hills that it must have taken ships and ships and ships of iron to build. I thought of the ownership of all those things, the iron and copper mines in northern Michigan, the vast coal beds in Pennsylvania and elsewhere, and how they were acquired. Did you ever read a true history of them? Ill wager you havent. Well, there is one, not so detached as it might be, a little propagandistic in tone in spots, but for all that a true and effective work. It is entitled A History of the Great American Fortunes, by one Gustavus Myers, a curious soul, and ill repaid, as I have reason to know, for his untiring energy. It is really a most important work, and can be had in three compact volumes for about six dollars. It is almost too good to be true, a thorough going, forthright statement of the whole process. Some of his expositions make clear the almost hopeless nature of democracy,  and that is a very important thing to discover.

As I have said, this northern portion of Ohio is a mixture of half city and half country, and this little city of Conneaut was an interesting illustration of the rural American grappling with the metropolitan idea. In one imposing drug or candy store (the two are almost synonymous these days) to which Franklin and I went for a drink of soda, we met a striking example of the rural fixity of idea, or perhaps better, religiosity of mind or prejudice, in regard to certain normal human appetites or vices. In most of these small towns and cities in Ohio these days, total abstinence from all intoxicating liquors is enforced by local option. In Conneaut local option had decided that no intoxicating liquor of any kind should be sold there. But since human nature is as it is and must have some small outlet for its human naturalness, apparently they now get what are sometimes called near-drinks, which are sold under such enticing names as Sparkade (which is nothing more than a carbonated cider or apple juice), Gayola, Cheercoala, and a score of other,  all dosed, no doubt, with a trace of some temporarily bracing drug, like caffeine or kolanut. The one which I tried on this occasion was Sparkade, a feeble, watery thing, which was advertised to have all the invigorating qualities of champagne and to taste the same.

Has this any real champagne in it? I asked the conventional but rosy cheeked girl who waited on me, jestingly.

No, sir. I dont think so, sir. Ive never tried it, though.

What? I said, Never tried this wonderful drink? Have you ever tasted champagne?

Indeed, not! she replied, with a concerned and self-preservative air.

What, never? Well, then, theres your chance. Im going to drink a bottle of Sparkade and you can taste mine.

I poured out the bubbling stuff and offered it to her.

No, thank you, she replied haughtily, and as I still held it toward her, No, thank you! I never touch anything of that kind.

But you say it is a nonintoxicant?

Well, I think it is, but Im not sure. And anyhow, I dont think Id care for it.

Dont you belong to some society that is opposed to intoxicants of all kinds? I queried teasingly.

Yes, sir. Our church is opposed to liquor in any form.

Even Sparkade? I persisted.

She made a contemptuous mouth.

There you have it, Franklin, I said to him. You see  the Church rules here  a moral opinion. Thats the way to bring up the rising generation  above corruption.

But outside Conneaut was so delightful. There was such a downpour of sunlight upon great, wide armed trees and mottling the sidewalks and roadways. In the local garage where we stopped for oil and some tools all was 
CONNEAUT, OHIO
Trading Coal for Iron so orderly and clean  a veritable cosmos of mechanical intricacies which set me to meditating on the vast array of specialties into which the human mind may delve and make a living. Citizens were drifting about in an easy, summery way it seemed to me,  not with that hard pressure which seems to afflict the members of many larger cities. I felt so comfortable here, so much like idling. And Franklin and Speed seemed in the same mood.

Query. Was it the noon hour? or the gay, delicious sunlight seen through trees? or some inherent, spiritual quality in Conneaut itself? Query.

Beyond Conneaut we scuttled over more of that wonderful road, always in sight of the lake and so fine that when completed it will be the peer of any scenic route in the world, I fancy. Though as yet but earth, it was fast being made into brick. And positively I may assure you that you need never believe people you meet on the road and of whom you seek information as to shortest routes, places to eat, condition of road or the best roads. No traveling motorist seems to know, and no local resident or wiseacre anywhere is to be trusted. People tell you all sorts of things and without the slightest positive information. Franklin told me that out in his home town, Carmel, he had discovered that the wise loafers who hang about the post office and public stores, and had lived in Hamilton County all their lives, had been for years uniformly misdirecting passing automobilists as to the best or shortest route between Carmel and Nobels-ville, Indiana. In some cases it might be done, he thought, in a spirit of deviltry, in others prejudice as to routes was responsible, in still others nothing more than blank ignorance as to what constitutes good roads!

Here in Conneaut, as we were entering the city by the largest viaduct in the world, we asked an old toll keeper, who collected thirty cents from us as a token of his esteem, which was the shortest and best road to Ashtabula and whether there wasnt a good shore road.

Well, now, Ill tell you, he began, striking a position and beginning to smooth his abundant whiskers. There is a shore road that runs along the lake, but it haint no good. If youre a-goin fer business youll take the Ridge Road, but if youre just out joy ridin and dont care where you go, you can go by the lake. The Ridge Roads the business mans road. There haint no good road along the lake at this time o year, with all the rain weve been havin.

Franklin, I am sure, was inclined to heed his advice at first, whereas I, having listened to similar bits of misinformation all the way out from New York, was inclined to be skeptical and even angry, and besides the car wasnt mine. These wretched old fixtures, I said to myself, who had never been in an automobile more than a half dozen times in their lives, were the most convinced, apparently, as to the soundness of their information. They infuriated me at times, particularly when their advice tended to drive us out of the course I was interested in, and the shore road was the road I wanted to follow. I persuaded Franklin to pay no attention to this old fussbutton.

What does he know? I inquired. There he sits at that bridge day in and day out and takes toll. Farmers with heavy loads may report all sorts of things, but weve seen how fine the dirt roads have been everywhere weve followed them.

Speed agreed with me.

So we struck out along the shore road and nothing could have been better. It was not exactly smooth, but it was soft with a light dust and so close to the lake that you could see the tumbling waves and throw a stone into them if you chose; and at certain points where a cove gave a wider view, there were people bathing and tents tacked down along the shore against the wind. It was wonderful. Every now and then we would encounter young men and women bathers ambling along the road in their water costumes, and in one instance the girl was so very shapely and so young and attractive that we exclaimed with pleasure. When she saw us looking at her she merely laughed and waved her hands. At another point two young girls standing beside a fence called, Dont you wish you could take us along? They were attractive enough to make. anybody wish it.


CHAPTER XXVI

THE GAY LIFE OF THE LAKE SHORE

THEN came Ashtabula with another such scene as that at Conneaut, only somewhat more picturesque, since the road lay on high ground and we had a most striking view of the lake, with a world of coal cars waiting to be unloaded into ships, and ships and cranes and great moving derricks which formed a kind of filigree of iron in the distance with all the delicacy of an etching.

These coal and iron towns of Ohio were as like in their way as the larger manufacturing centers of the East in theirs. Coming into this place we passed through a small slum section at the end of the bridge by which we were entering, and because there was a water scene here which suggested the Chicago River in its palmiest days before it was renovated and practically deserted, I suggested that we stop and look at it. Three bums of the Chimmie Fadden-Chuck Connors type were standing in a doorway adjoining a saloon. No sooner did they see us pause than they nudged each other and whispered. Franklin and I passed them to look at the scene. Coming back we climbed in the car, and as we did so the huskiest of the three stepped up and, with a look of humility assumed for the occasion, whimpered: Say, boss, could you help a poor down-and-out to a mouthful of food?

I looked at him wearily, because the bluff was too much.

Franklin, however, reached in his pocket and gave him fifteen cents.

Why fifteen cents, Franklin? I enquired.

Oh, well, he replied, its an easy way to get rid of them. I dont like the looks of this place.

I turned to look at the recipient back among his friends. His mouth was pulled down at one corner as he related, with a leer of contempt, how easy it was to bleed these suckers. He even smiled at me as much as to say, You mark! I leered back with the greatest contempt I could assemble on such short notice  a great deal  but it did not cheer me any. He had the fifteen cents. He was of the same order of brain that today can be hired to kill a man for fifty dollars, or will undertake to rob or burn a house.

And after Ashtabula, which was as charming as any of these little cities to look at, with wide shady streets of homes and children playing gaily on lawns and in open lots everywhere, came Geneva-on-the-Lake, or Geneva Beach, as it seemed to be called  one of those new-sprung summer resorts of the middle west, which always amuse me by their endless gaucheries and the things they have not and never seem to miss. One thing they do have is the charm of newness and hope and possibility, which excels almost anything of the kind you can find elsewhere.

America can be the rawest, most awkward and inept land at times. You look at some of its scenes and people on occasions, and you wonder why the calves dont eat them. They are so verdant. And yet right in the midst of a thought like this you will be touched by a sense of youth and beauty and freedom and strength and happiness in a vigorous, garish way which will disarm you completely and make you want to become a part of it all, for a time anyhow.

Here lay this particular beach, high up above the lake, for all along this northern portion of Ohio the land comes close to the water, retaining an altitude of sixty or seventy feet and then suddenly dropping, giving room for a sandy beach say sixty or seventy feet wide, where a few tents may sometimes be found. And on this higher land, facing the water, are strung out all the cottages and small hotels or summer boarding places, with occasionally some stores and merry-go-rounds and restaurants, though not as a rule the gaudy rumble-jumble of a beach like Coney Island.

And the costumes! Heaven bless and preserve us! The patrons of this beach, as I learned by inquiry, come mostly from Pittsburg and points south in Ohio  Columbus, Dayton, Youngstown. They bring their rattan bags and small trunks stuffed to bursting with all the contraptions of assumed high life, and here for a period of anywhere from two days to three months, according to their means, associations, social position, they may be seen disporting themselves in the most colorful and bizarre ways. There was a gay welter of yellow coats with sky-blue, or white, or black-and-white skirts  and of blue, green, red or brown coats, mostly knit of silk or near-silk  with dresses or skirts of as sharply contrasting shades. Hats were a minus quantity, and ribbons for the hair ranged all the way from thin blue or red threads to great flaring bands of ribbon done into enormous bows and fastened over one ear or the other. Green, blue, red and white striped stick candy is nothing by comparison.

There were youths in tan, blue and white suits, but mostly white with sailor shirts open at the neck, white tennis shoes and little round white navy caps, which gave the majority of them a jocular, inconsequential air.

And the lawns of these places! In England, and most other countries abroad, I noticed the inhabitants seek a kind of privacy even in their summer gaieties  an air of reserve and exclusiveness even at Monte Carlo  but here!! The lawns, doors and windows of the cottages and boarding houses were open to the eyes of all the world. There were no fences. Croquet, tennis, basketball were being played at intervals by the most vivid groups. There were swings, hammocks, rockers and camp chairs scattered about on lawns and porches. All the immediate vicinity seemed to be a-summering, and it wanted everyone to know it.

As we sped into this region and stopped in front of a restaurant with a general store attachment at one side, two youths of that summering texture I have indicated, and both in white, drew near. They were of a shallow, vacant character. The sight of a dusty car, carrying a license tag not of their own state, and with bags and other paraphernalia strapped onto it, seemed to interest them.

From New York, eh? inquired the taller, a cool, somewhat shrewd and calculating type, but with that shallowness of soul which I have indicated  quite vacant indeed. Did you come all the way from New York City?

Yes, said Franklin. Is there a good restaurant anywhere hereabout?

Well, this is about the best, outside the boarding houses and inns around here. You might find it nicer if you stayed at one of the inns, though.

Why? asked Franklin. Is the food better?

Well, not so much better  no. But youd meet nicer people. Theyre more sociable.

Yes, now our inn, put in the smaller one of the two, a veritable quip in his ultra-summer appearance. Why dont you come over to our place? Its very nice there  lots of nice people.

I began to look at them curiously. This sudden burst of friendship or genial companionship  taking up with the stranger so swiftly  interested me. Why should they be so quick to invite one to that intimacy which in most places is attained only after a period  and yet, when you come to think of it, I suddenly asked myself why not. Is chemistry such a slow thing that it can only detect its affinities through long, slow formal movements? I knew this was not true, but also I knew that there was no affinity here, of any kind  merely a shallow, butterfly contact. These two seemed so very lightminded that I had to smile.

Theyre nice genial people, are they? I put in. Do you suppose we could introduce ourselves and be friendly?

Oh, wed introduce you  thats all right, put in this latest Sancho. We can say youre friends of ours.

Shades of the Hall Room Boys! I exclaimed to myself. What kind of world is this anyway  what sort of people? Here we ride up to a casino door in the heart of a summering community, and two soufflé youths in white offer to introduce us to their friends as friends of theirs. Is it my looks, or Franklins, or the car, or what?

A spirit of adventure began to well up in me. I thought of a few days spent here and what they might be made to mean. Thus introduced, we might soon find interesting companionship.

But I looked at Franklin and my enthusiasm cooled slightly. For an adventure of any kind one needs an absolutely unified enthusiasm for the same thing, and I was by no means sure that it existed here. Franklin is so solemn at times  such a moral and social mainstay. I argued that it was best, perhaps, not to say all that was in my mind, but I looked about me hopefully. Here were all those costumes I have indicated.

This seems to be quite a place, I said to this camp follower. Where do they all come from?

Oh, Pittsburg principally, and Cleveland. Most of the people right around here are from Pittsburg.

Is there very good bathing here?

Wonderful. As good as anywhere.

I wondered what he knew about bathing anywhere but here.

And what else is there?

Oh, tennis, golf, riding, boating. He fairly bristled with the social importance of the things he was suggesting.

They seem to have bright colors here, I went on.

You bet they do, he continued. There are a lot of swell dressers here, arent there, Ed?

Thats right, replied his summery friend. Some beauts here. George! You ought to see em some days.

Theyre very glorious, are they?

Thats what.

The conversation now turned back to us. Where were we going? What were we going for? Were we enjoying the trip? Were the roads good?

We told them of Indiana, and rose immediately in their estimation. We finally declined the invitation to be introduced into their circle. Instead we went into this restaurant, where the reception room was also a salesroom of sorts, and here we idled, while awaiting dinner.

I was still examining picture postcards when a young man, quite young, with a pink face and yellowish hair  a Scandinavian, I took it  came up beside me and stood looking at the pictures  almost over my shoulder I thought, though there was plenty of room in either direction. After a few moments I turned, somewhat irritated by his familiarity, and glanced at his shoes and suit, which were not of the best by any means, and at his hands, which were strong and well formed but rough.

Nice pictures of things about here, he observed, in a voice which seemed to have a trace of the Scandinavian in it.

Yes, very, I replied, wondering a little, uncertain whether it was merely another genial American seeking anyone to talk to or someone desirous of aid. You never can tell.

Yes, he went on a little nervously, with a touch of strain in his voice, it is nice to come to these places if you have the money. We all like to come to them when we can. Now I would like to come to a place like this, but I havent any money. I just walked in and I thought maybe I might get something to do here. Its a nice brisk place with lots of people working.

Now, whats his game? I asked myself, turning toward him and then away, for his manner smacked a little of that unctuous type of religious and charitable emotion which one encounters in side-street missions  a most despicable type of sanctimonious religiosity and duty worship.

Yes, it seems to be quite brisk, I replied, a little coldly.

But I have to get something yet tonight, that is sure, if I am to have a place to sleep and something to eat.

He paused, and I looked at him, quite annoyed I am sure. A beggar, I thought. Beggars, tramps, and neer-do-wells and beginners are always selecting me. Well, Ill not give him anything. Im tired of it. I did not come in here to be annoyed, and I wont be. Why should I always be annoyed? Why didnt he pick on Franklin? I felt myself dreadfully aggrieved, I know.

Youll find the manager back there somewhere, I presume, I said, aloud. Im only a stranger here myself. Then I turned away, but only to turn back as he started off. Something about him touched me  his youth, his strength, his ambitions, the interesting way he had addressed me. My rage wilted. I began to think of times when I was seeking work. Wait a minute, I said; heres the price of a meal, at least, and I handed him a bit of change. His face, which had remained rather tense and expressionless up to this time  the face that one always puts on in the presence of menacing degradation  softened.

Thank you, thank you, he said feverishly. I havent eaten today yet. Really I havent. But I may get something to do here. He smiled gratefully.

I turned away and he approached the small dark American who was running this place, but Im not sure that he got anything. The latter was a very irritable, waspish person, with no doubt many troubles of his own. Franklin approached and I turned to him, and when I looked again my beggar was gone.

I often wish that I had more means and a kindlier demeanor wherewith to serve difficult, struggling youth.

I could not help noticing that the whole region, as well as this restaurant, seemed new and crudely assembled. The very management of this restaurant, the best in the place, was in all likelihood not the same which had obtained in the previous year. A thing like that is so characteristic of these mid-western resort atmospheres. The help (you could by no means call them waiters, for they were untrained in that branch of service) were girls, and mostly healthy, attractive ones  here, no doubt, in order to catch a beau or to be in a summer resort atmosphere. As I have previously indicated, anybody, according to the lay mind west of the Atlantic, can run a restaurant. If you have been a cook on a farm for some hay workers or reapers, so much the better. You are thereby entitled to cook and to be hailed as a restaurateur. Any domestic can wait on table. All you have to do is to bring in the dishes and take them out again. All you need to do to steak or fish or fowl is to fry it. The art of selection, arrangement, combination are still mysteries of the decadent East. The West is above these things  the new West  God bless it! And if you ask for black coffee in a small cup, or potatoes prepared in any other way than fried, or should you desire a fish that carried with it its own peculiar sauce, they would stare at you as peculiar, or, better yet, with uncomprehending eyes.

But these girls, outside and in  what a contrast in American social relationships they presented! During our dinner the two youths had departed and got two maids from somewhere  maids of the mildest, most summery aspect  and were now hanging about, pending our return, in order to have more words and to indicate to us the true extent of their skill as beaux and summer gentlemen in waiting. As I looked through the windows at those outside and contrasted them with those within and now waiting on us, I was struck with the difference, class for class, between the girl who chooses to work and the girl of the same station practically who would rather do something else. The girls outside were of the gum-chewing, typewriter brand of summer siren, decked in white and blue dresses of the most feathery, flouncy character, and sport coats or jackets in broad, heavy stripes, one black and white, another orange and blue, and the usual ribbon in their hair. They seemed to me to be obsessed by the idea of being summery and nonchalant and sporty and preternaturally gay  indeed, all the things which the Sunday newspaper summer girl should be  a most amazing concoction at best, and purely a reflection or imitation of the vagrant thoughts of others  copies, marsh fire. Incidentally it struck me that in the very value of things they were destined to be nothing more than the toys and playthings of men  such men as they might be able to attract  not very important, perhaps, but as vigorous and inconsequential as themselves. On the other hand, those on the inside were so much more attractive because they lacked the cunning or silly sophistication of these others and because, by the very chemistry of their being, apparently, they were drawn to routine motherhood, legitimate or otherwise.

Personally I am by no means a conventionalist. I have never been able to decide which earthly state is best. All life is good, all life, to the individual who is enjoying himself and to the Creator of all things. The sting of existence is the great thing  the sensory sting, not its vocal theories  but that shuts out the religionist and the moralist and they will damn me forever. But still I so believe. Those girls outside, and for all their fineness and fripperies, were dull; whereas, those inside (some of them anyhow) had a dreamy, placid attractiveness which needed no particular smartness of speech or clothing to set them off. One of them, the one who waited on us, was a veritable Tess, large, placid, sensuous, unconsciously seductive. Many of the others seemed of a life they could not master but only gaze after. Where are the sensible males to see them, I thought. How is it that they escape while those others flaunt their dizzy gauds? But I soon consoled myself with the thought that they would not escape  for long. The strong male knows the real woman. Over and above ornament is the chemic attraction which laughs at ornament. I could see how the waitresses might fare better in love than the others.

But outside were the two youths and their maids waiting for us and we were intensely interested and as genial and companionable as might be. One of these girls was dark, svelte, languorous, rouged  a veritable siren of the modern moving picture school  or rather a copy of a siren. The other was younger, blonde, less made-up-ish, but so shallow. Dear, kind heaven, how shallow some people really are! And their clothes!

The conversation going on between them, for our benefit largely, was a thing to rejoice in or weep over, as you will. It was a hodge-podge of shallow humor and innuendo, the innuendo that conceals references to sex and brings smiles of understanding to the lips of the initiated.

Lelah here is some girl, Id have you know. This from the taller of the two summer men, who was feeling of her arm familiarly.

How do you know? This from Lelah, with a quizzical, evasive smile.

Dont I?

Do you?

Well, you ought to know.

I notice that you have to ask.

Or this other gem from the two men:

Ella has nice shoes on today.

That isnt all Ella has on, is it?

Well, not quite. She has a pretty smile.

I gathered from the many things thus said, and the way the girls were parading up and down in all directions in their very pronounced costumes, that if sex were not freely indulged in here, the beholding of it with the eyes and the formulation of it in thought and appearance were great factors in the daily life and charm of the place. There are ways and ways for the natural tendency of the world to show itself. The flaunting of desire, in its various aspects, is an old process. It was so being flaunted here.


CHAPTER XXVII

A SUMMER STORM AND SOME COMMENTS ON THE PICTURE POSTCARD

SHORTLY after leaving Ashtabula we ran into a storm  one of those fine, windy, dusty, tree-groaning rains that come up simply and magnificently and make you feel that you are going to be blown into kingdom come and struck by lightning en route. As we sped through great aisles of trees and through little towns all bare to our view through their open doors, as though they had not a thing to conceal or a marauder to fear, the wind began to rise and the trees to swish and whistle, and by the glare of our own powerful headlight we saw clouds of dust rolling toward us. A few heavy drops of water hit my head and face and someone, I suppose Franklin (let me put all the blame I can on him in this story  what else are hosts for?), suggested that we put up the top.

Now I, for one, vote automobile tops a nuisance. They are a crime, really. Here was a fine electric storm, with the heavens torn with great poles of light and the woods and the fields and distant little cottages revealed every few seconds with startling definiteness  and we had to put up the top. Why? Well, there were bags and coats and a camera and I know not what else, and these things had to be protected. My own glasses began to drip and my chin and my hair were very wet. So up went the top.

But, worse than that, the sides had to go up, for now the wind was driving the rain sidewise and we were all getting soaked anyhow  so up went the sides. Then, thus protected and with all the real beauty of the night shut out, we rattled along, I pressing my nose to the isinglass windows and wishing that I might see it all. I cursed God and man and close, stuffy automobiles. I snuggled down in my corner and began to dream again when presently, say one hour later, or two or three (it must have been two or three, now that I think of it), another enormous bridge such as that we had seen at Nicholsen, Pennsylvania, hove into view, down a curve which our lamps illuminated with amazing clearness.

Whoa! I called to Speed, as though he were a horse.

Youre right, commented Franklin, without further observation on my part. That is interesting, isnt it? Though it was still raining, we opened those storm curtains and clambered out, walking on ahead of the car to stand and look at it. As we did a train came from somewhere  a long, brightly lighted passenger train  and sped over it as noiselessly as if it had been on solid ground. A large arch rose before us, an enormous thing, with another following in the distance and bridging a stream.

Think Id better sketch that? queried Franklin.

Indeed I do, I replied, if it interests you. Its wonderful to me.

We wandered on down the curve and under it, through a great arch. A second bridge came into view  this time of iron  the one over which our road ran, and beyond that a third, of iron or steel also, much higher than either of the others. This last was a trolley bridge, and as we stood here a trolley car approached and sped over it. At the same time another train glided over the great stone arch.

What is this  Bridge Centre? I inquired.

Transportationsburg, replied Franklin. Cant you see?

We fell to discussing lights and shadows and the best angle at which to make the drawing.

But there was no umbrella between us  useless things, umbrellas  and so I had to lay my mackintosh on Franklins head and hold it out in front of him like an awning, while he peered under it and sketched and I played porch posts. Sketching so, we talked of the great walls of Europe  Spain and Italy  old Roman walls  and how these new things being built here in this fashion must endure  long after we were gone  and leave traces of what a wonderful nation we were, we Americans (German-Americans, Austro-Americans, Greek-Americans, Italian-Americans, French-Americans, English-Americans, Hindu-Americans).

Just think, Franklin, I chortled, you and I may be remembered for thousands and thousands of years as having stood here tonight and sketched this very bridge.

Uh, huh, he commented.

It may be written that In A. D. 1915, Thcodore Dreiser, accompanied by one Franklin Booth, an artist, visited the site of this bridge, which was then in perfect condition, and made a sketch of it, preserved now in that famous volume entitled A Hoosier Holiday, by Theodore Dreiser.

You know how to advertise your own wares, dont you? he said. Who made the sketch?

Why, Franklin Booth, of course.

But you didnt say so.

Why didnt I?

Because you didnt.

Oh, well. Well correct all little errors like that in the proof. Youll be safe enough.

Will I?

Surely you will.

Well, in that case Ill finish the sketch. For a moment I thought I wouldnt. But now that Im sure to be preserved for posterity

He went scratching on.

The lights we saw ahead of us were those of Paines-ville, Ohio, another manufacturing and trans-shipping city like Conneaut and Ashtabula, and this was the Grand River we were crossing, a rather modest stream, it seemed to me, for so large a name. (I learned its title from a picture postcard later in the city.)

One should be impressed with the development of this picture postcard business in American towns. What is there to photograph, you might ask, of any of these places, large or small? Well, waterworks and soldiers monuments and the residences of principal citizens, and so on and so forth. When I was a boy in Warsaw and earlier in Evansville and Sullivan, there wasnt a single picture postcard of this kind  only those highly colored panoramas or group views of the principal cities, like New York and Chicago, which sold for a quarter or at least fifteen cents. Of the smaller towns there was nothing, literally nothing. No small American town of that date would have presumed to suppose that it had anything of interest to photograph, yet on this trip there was scarcely a village that did not contain a rack somewhere of local views, if no more than of clouds and rills and cattle standing in water near an old bridge. By hunting out the leading drug store first, we could almost invariably discover all there was to know about a town in a scenic way, or nearly all. It was most gratifying.

This change in the number and character of our national facilities as they affect the very small towns had been impressing me all the way. When I was from eight to sixteen years of age, there was not a telephone or a trolley car or an ice cream soda fountain (in the modern sense of that treasure) or a roller-skating rink or a roller skate or a bicycle, or an automobile or phonograph, or a moving picture theatre, or indeed anything like the number of interesting and new things we have now  flying machines and submarines, for instance. It is true that just about that time  1880-1886  when I left Warsaw for the world outside, I was beginning to encounter the first or some solitary examples of these things. Thus the first picture postcards I ever found were in Chicago in 1896 or thereabouts, several years after I had visited the principal eastern cities, and I would have seen them if there had been any. The first electric light I ever saw was in Evansville, Indiana, in 1882, where to my youthful delight and amazement they were erecting tall, thin skeleton towers of steel, not less than one hundred and twentyfive feet high, and only about four feet in diameter  (you may still see them in Fort Wayne, Indiana)  and carrying four arc lights each at the top. Fifty such towers were supposed to light the whole city of Evansville, a place of between forty and fifty thousand, and they did, in a dim, mooney way. I remember as a boy of twelve standing in wonder, watching them being put up. Evansville seemed such a great city to me then. These towers were more interesting as a spectacle than useful as a lighting system, however, and were subsequently taken down.

The first telephone I ever saw was one being installed in the Central Fire Station at Vincennes, Indiana, in 1880 or thereabouts. At the time my mother was paying the enforced visit, later to be mentioned, to the wife of the captain of this particular institution, a girl who had worked for her as a seamstress years before. I was no more than eight at the time, and full of a natural curiosity, and I remember distinctly staring at the peculiar instrument which was being hung on a post in the centre of the fire station, and how the various firemen and citizens stood about and gaped. There was much excitement among the men because of the peculiar powers of the strange novelty. I think, from the way they stared at it, while Frank Bellett, the Captain, first talked through it to some other office in the little city, they felt there must be something spooky about it  some legerdemain by which the person talking at the other end made himself small and came along the wire, or that there was some sprite with a voice inside the box which as an intermediary did all the talking for both parties. I know I felt that there must be some such supernatural arrangement about it, and for this reason I too looked with awe and wonder. As days passed, however, and considerable talking was done through it, and my own mother, putting the receiver to her ear, listened while her friend, the wife, called from somewhere outside, my awe, if not the wonder, wore off. For years, though, perhaps because I never used one until nearly 
THE BRIDGE THAT IS TO MAKE FRANKLIN FAMOUS ten years later, the mystic character of the thing stuck in my mind.

It was much the same thing with the trolley car and the roller skate and the bicycle. I never saw a trolley car until I was seventeen or eighteen years of age, and then only an experimental one conducted on a mile of track laid on North Avenue, Chicago, by the late Charles T. Yerkes, at that time the principal traction magnate of Chicago. He was endeavoring to find out whether the underground trolley was a feasible thing for use in Chicago or not and had laid a short experimental section, or had had it laid for him. I was greatly astonished, when I first saw it, to think it would go without any visible means of propulsion  and that in spite of the fact that I had already seen the second cable road built in America running in State Street, Chicago, as early as 1884. At that time, our family having come to Chicago for the summer, I ran an errand for a West Madison Street confectioner which took me to a candy manufacturers basement in State Street. There, through a window in the front of the store, underground, I saw great engines going, and a cable on wheels spinning by. Every now and then the grip of a car would appear and disappear past an opening under the track, which was here. It was most astonishing, and gave me a sense of vast inexplicable mystery which is just as lively today as it ever was, and as warranted.

In regard to the bicycle, the first one I ever saw was in Warsaw in 1884  a high-wheeled one, not a safety!  and the first pair of roller skates I ever saw was in the same place in 1885, when some adventurous amusement provider came there and opened a roller-skating parlor. It was a great craze for a while, and my brother Ed became an expert, though I never learned. There were various storms in our family over the fact that he was so eager for it, staying out late and running away, and because my mother, sympathetic soul, aided and abetted him, so keen was her sympathy with childhood and play, whereas my father, stern disciplinarian that he was, objected. Often have I seen Ed hanging about my mothers skirts, and she, distressed and puzzled, finally giving him a quarter out of her hard earned store to enjoy himself. He ought certainly to have the most tender memories of her.

The first ice cream soda fountain I ever saw, or the first ice cream soda I ever tasted, was served to me in Warsaw, Indiana, at the corner book store, opposite the courthouse, subsequently destroyed. That was in 1885. It was called to my attention by a boy named Judson Morris, whose father owned the store, and it served as an introduction and a basis for future friendship, our family having newly moved to Warsaw. It had just succeeded a drink known as the milk shake, which had attained great popularity everywhere the preceding year. But ice cream soda! By my troth, how pale and watery milk shake seemed in comparison! I fell, a giddy victim, and have never since recovered myself or become as enthusiastic over any other beverage.

And so I could continue  leaving Franklin and Speed waiting patiently in Painesville, Ohio, in the rain, but I wont. We hastened in after Franklin made his sketch, and, owing to some extraordinary rush of business which had filled the principal hotel, were compelled to take refuge in a rickety barn of a house known as The Annex  an annex to this other and much better one.


CHAPTER XXVIII

IN CLEVELAND

THE next morning we set off under grey, lowery clouds, over the shore road to Cleveland, which proved better than that between Erie and Painesville, having no breaks and being as smooth as a table. At one place we had to stop in an oatfield where the grain had been newly cut and shocked, to see if we could still jump over the shocks as in days of yore, this being a true test, according to Speed, as to whether one was in a fit condition to live eighty years, and also whether one had ever been a true farmer. Franklin and Speed leaped over the shocks with ease, Franklins coat skirts flying out behind in a most bird-like manner, and Speeds legs and arms taking most peculiar angles. When it came my turn to do it, I funked miserably. Actually, I failed so badly that I felt very much distressed, being haunted for miles by the thought of increasing age and impending death, for once I was fairly athletic and could run three miles at a steady jog and not feel it. But now  well now, whenever I reached the jumping point I couldnt make it. My feet refused to leave the ground. I felt heavy.

Alas! Alas!

And then we had to pause and look at the lake, which because of the storm the night before and the stiff northwest wind blowing this morning, offered a fine tumbling spectacle. As to dignity and impressiveness I could see no difference between this lake shore and most of the best sea beaches which I have seen elsewhere. The waves were long and dark and foamy, rolling in, from a long distance out, with a thump and a roar which was as fierce as that of any sea. The beach was of smooth, grey sand, with occasional piles of driftwood scattered along its length, and twisted and tortured trees hanging over the banks of the highland above. In the distance we could see the faint outlines of the city of Cleveland, a penciled blur, and over it a cloud of dark smoke, the customary banner of our manufacturing world. I decided that here would be a delightful place to set up a writing shack or a studio, transferring all my effects from my various other dream homes, and spending my latter days. I should have been a carpenter and builder, I think. It would save me money constructing houses for myself.

In the suburbs of Cleveland were being built the many comfortable homes of those who could afford this handsome land facing the lake. Hundreds of cottages we passed were done in the newer moods of our American architects, and some of them were quite free of the horrible banalities to which the American country architect seems addicted. There were homes of real taste, with gardens arranged with a sense of their architectural value and trees and shrubs which enhanced their beauty. Here, as I could tell by my nerves, all the ethical and social conventions of the middle class American and the middle West were being practised, or at least preached. Right was as plain as the nose on your face; truth as definite a thing as the box hedges and macadam roads which surrounded them; virtue a chill and even frozen maid. If I had had the implements I would have tacked up a sign reading Non-conformists beware! Detour south through factory regions.

As we drew nearer Cleveland, this same atmosphere continued, only becoming more dense. Houses, instead of being five hundred feet apart and set in impressive and exclusive spaces, were one hundred feet apart or less. They were smartly suburban and ultra-respectable and refined. The most imposing of churches began to appear  I never saw finer  and schools and heavily tree-shaded streets. Presently we ran into Euclid Avenue, an amazingly long and wide street, once Clevelands pride and the centre of all her wealthy and fashionable life, 
WHERE I LEARN THAT I AM NOT TO LIVE EIGHTY YEARS but now threaded by a new double tracked trolley line and fallen on lesser, if not absolutely evil, days. This street was once the home, and still maybe for all I know (his immortal residence was pointed out to us by a policeman), of the sacrosanct John D. Rockefeller. Yes, in his earlier and poorer years, when he was worth only from seventy to eighty millions, he lived here, and the house seemed to me, as I looked at it this morning, actually to reflect all the stodgy conservatism with which he is credited. It was not smart  what rich Americans house of forty or fifty years ago ever is?  but it was solid and impressive and cold. Yes, cold is the word,  a large, roomy, silent thing of grey stone, with a wide smooth lawn at least a hundred feet wide spreading before it, and houses of its same character flanking it on either hand. Here lived John D. and plotted, no doubt, and from here he issued to those local religious meetings and church socials for which he is so famous. And no doubt some one or more of the heavy chambers of this house consumed in their spaciousness the soft, smooth words which meant wealth or poverty to many an oil man or competitor or railroad manipulator whose rates were subsequently undermined. For John D. knew how to outplot the best of them. As an American I forgive him for out-plotting the rest of the world. As an individual, well, if he werent intellectually and artistically so dull I could forgive him everything.

What is this? I queried of Franklin. Surely Euclid Avenue isnt being given over to trade, is it? See that drug store there, built in front of an old home  and that garage tacked on to that mansion  impossible!

But so it was. These great old mansions set back in their tremendous spaces of lawn were seeing the very last of their former glory. The business heart of the city was apparently overtaking them, and these car tracks were so new I was uncertain whether they were being put down or taken up.

I hailed a policeman.

Are these tracks being removed or put in?

Put in, he replied. Theyve just finished a long fight here. The rich people didnt want it, but the people won. Tom Johnson began fighting for this years ago.

Tom Johnson! What an odd sense of the passing of all things the name gave me. Between 1895 and 1910 his name was on nearly everyones tongue. How he was hated by the growing rich! In the face of the upspringing horde of financial buccaneers of that time  Hanna, Rockefeller, Morgan, Harriman, Ryan  he stood out as a kind of tribune of the people. He had made money in business, and by much the same methods as every other man, taking and keeping, but now he declared himself desirous of seeing something done for the people  of doing something  and so he fought for three cent fares in Cleveland, to be extended, afterwards, everywhere, I suppose.

Dont smile, dear reader. I know it sounds like a joke. In the face of the steady settling of all powers and privileges in America in the hands of a powerful oligarchy, the richest and most glittering the world has ever seen, the feeble dreamings of an idealist, and a but slightly equipped one at that, are foolish; but then, there is something poetic about it, just the same, quite as there is about all the other poets and dreamers the world has ever known. We always want to help the mass, we idealists, at first. We look about and see human beings like ourselves, struggling, complaining, dying, pinching along with little or nothing, and our first thought is that some one human being or some group of beings is responsible, that nature has designed all to have plenty, and that all we have to do is to clear away the greed of a few individuals who stand between man and nature, and presto, all is well again. I used to feel that way and do yet, at times. I should hate to think it was all over with America and its lovely morning dreams.

And its fine poetry, whether it will work or not. It fits in with the ideas of all prophets and reformers since the world began. Think of Henry George, that lovely soul, dying in New York in a cheap hotel, fighting the battle of a labor party  he, the dreamer of Progress and Poverty. And Doctor (The Reverend Father) McGlynn, declaring that some day we would have an American Pope strolling down Broadway under a silk hat and being thoroughly social and helpful and democratic; and then being excommunicated from the church for it or silenced  which was it? And W. J. Bryan, with his long hair and his perfect voice (that moving, bell-like voice), wishing to solve all the ills of man by sixteen to one  the double standard of gold and silver; and John P. Altgeld, high, clear, dreamy soul, with his blue eyes and his sympathy for the betrayed anarchists and the poor; and Potato Pingree, as they used to call him, once governor of Michigan, who wanted all idle land in Detroit and elsewhere turned over to the deserving poor in order that they might grow potatoes or something else on it. And Henry Ford with his peace ship and his minimum of five dollars a day for every man, and Hart, Schaffner and Marx with their minimum of two dollars for every little seamstress and poorest floor washer, What does it all mean?

Ill tell you.

It means a sense of equilibrium, or the disturbance of it. Contrasts remain forever,  vast differences in brain, in heart, in opportunity, in everything; but now and then when the contrasts become too sharp or are too closely juxtaposed, up rises some tender spirit  Isaiah, or Jeremiah, or Christ, or St. Francis, or John Huss, or Savan-arola, or Robert Owen, or John Brown, or Abraham Lincoln, or William Lloyd Garrison, or Walt Whitman, or Lloyd George, or Henry Ford, or John P. Altgeld, or W. J. Bryan  and begins to cry Ho! Assyrian or its equivalent. It is wonderful. It is positively beautiful and thrilling, this love of balance and fair play in nature. These men are not always thinking of themselves, you may depend on it. It is inherent in the scheme of things, just as are high mountains and deep valleys, but oh, those who have the sense of it  those dreamers and poets and seekers after the ideal!

They can kill my body but not what I stand for.  John Brown.

Blessed are the merciful, for they shall obtain mercy.  Christ.

Though I speak with the tongues of men and of angels and have not charity, I am become as sounding brass or a tinkling cymbal.  St. Paul.

Oh, poorest Jesus, the grace I beg of Thee is to bestow on me the grace of the highest poverty.  St. Francis.

I with my barbaric yawp, yawping over the roofs of the world.  Walt Whitman.

Are things to be made right by law? I will admit that some wide and sweeping differences can be eliminated. Tyrants can occasionally be pulled down and humanitarians elevated for the time being. Yes, yes. A rough equation can be struck always, and it is something of that of which these men were dreaming. But even so, in the face of all the physical, temperamental, spiritual, intellectual, to say nothing of climatic and planetary differences, what matter? Will law save an idiot or undo a Shelley or a Caesar? Will law pull down the sun and set the moon in its place? My masters, we can only sympathize at times where we cannot possibly act,and we can act and aid where we cannot cure. But of a universal panacea there is only a dream  or so I feel. Yet it is because we can and do dream  and must, at times  and because of our dreams and the fact that they must so often be shattered, that we have art and the joy of this thing called Life. Without contrast there is no life. And without dreams there might not be any alteration in these too sharp contrasts. But where would our dreams be, I ask you  or the need of them  if all of that of which we are compelled to dream and seek in an agony of sweat and despair were present and we did not need to dream? Then what?

But let us away with abstrusities. Let us sing over Life as it is. These tall, poetic souls  are they not beautiful? And would you not have it so that they may appear?

In riding up this same street I was on familiar ground, for here, twentytwo years before, in that same raw spring which took me to Buffalo, I stopped, looking for work  and found some, of sorts. I connected myself for a very little while (a week or two) with the Sunday issue of the Plain Dealer and did a few specials, trying to prove to the incumbent of the high office of Sunday editor that I was a remarkable man. He did not see it  or me. He commented once that my work was too lofty in tone, that I loved to rhapsodize too much. I know he was right. Nevertheless, the second city afterwards (Pittsburg), like the others from which I had just come (Toledo, St. Louis, and Chicago), liked me passing well. But my ambition did not run to a permanent position in Cleveland anyhow.

Just the same, and what was of interest to me this morning as I rode into Cleveland, was that here, after a most wonderful ramble east from St. Louis, I had arrived, quite as in Buffalo, spiritually very hungry and lorn. As I look back on it now I know that I must have been a very peculiar youth, for nothing I could find or do contented me for so much as an hour. I had achieved a considerable newspaper success in St. Louis, but had dropped it as being meaningless; and because of a silly dream about running a country newspaper (which I shall narrate later) in a town called Grand Rapids, Ohio, I had a chance to take over said country paper, but when I looked it over and pictured to myself what the local life would be, I fled in horror. In Toledo I encountered a poet and an enthusiast, a youth destined to prove one of the most helpful influences in my whole career, with whom I enjoyed a period of intense mental cerebration, yet him I left also, partly because I lacked money and an interesting future there, but more because I felt restless and wanted to see more of the world.

One of my principal trials at this time was that I was in love and had left the object of my adoration behind me, and was not sure that I would ever earn enough money to go and fetch her,  so uncertain were my talents and my opportunities in my own eyes.

And like Buffalo, which came after Cleveland in my experience, this city seemed dirty and raw and black, but forceful. America was in the furnace stage of its existence. Everything was in the making,fortunes, art, its social and commercial life, everything. The most astonishing thing in it was its rich men, their houses, factories, institutions of commerce and pleasure. Nothing else had occurred. There was nothing to see but business and a few hotels,  one, really  and theatres. I remember looking at a great soldiers monument (it is still here in the principal square) and wondering why so large a monument. I do not recall that any man of Cleveland particularly distinguished himself in the Civil War.

But the one thing that struck me as of greatest import in those days was Euclid Avenue with its large houses and lawns which are now so close to the business heart, and its rich men, John Dr Rockefeller and Mark Hanna and Henry M. Flagler and Tom Johnson. Rockefeller had just given millions and millions to revivify the almost defunct University of Chicago, then a small Baptist College, to say nothing of being hailed (newly then) as the richest man in America. All of these people were living here in Euclid Avenue, and I looked up their houses and all the other places of interest, envying the rich and wishing that I was famous or a member of a wealthy family, and that I might meet some one of the beautiful girls I imagined I saw here and have her fall in love with me.

Tra, la! Tra, la! Theres nothing like being a passionate, romantic dunce if you want to taste this wine of wizardry which is life. I was and I did. . .


CHAPTER XXIX

THE FLAT LANDS OF OHIO

BUT now Cleveland by no means moved me as it once had. Not that there was anything wrong with Cleveland. The change was in me, no doubt  a septicæmia which makes things look different in middle life. We breakfasted at a rather attractive looking restaurant which graced a very lively outlying corner, where a most stately and perfect featured young woman cashier claimed our almost undivided attention. (Hail, Eros!) And then we sped on to the Hollenden, an hotel which I recalled as being the best in my day, to consult the Cleveland Automobile Club as to the condition of the roads west.

Sitting before this hotel in our car, under a grey sky and with the wind whipping about rather chilly for an August morning, I was reminded of other days spent in this same hotel, not as a guest but as a youthful chair warmer between such hours as I was not working on the Cleveland Plain Dealer or walking the streets of the city, or sleeping in the very dull room I had engaged in a very dingy and smoky looking old house. Why didnt I get a better place? Well, my uncertainty as to whether I should long remain in Cleveland was very great. This house was convenient to the business heart, the rooms were clean, and from the several windows on the second floor I could see a wide sweep of the lake, with its white caps and gulls and ships, and closer at hand the imposing buildings of the city. It was a great spectacle, and I was somewhat of a recluse and fonder of spectacles than I was of people.

But the Hollenden, which was then the principal hotel of the city and centre of all the extravagant transient life of the time, appealed to me as a convenient method of obtaining comfort of sorts without any expense. Newspaper men have a habit of making themselves at home almost anywhere. Their kaleidoscopic contact with the rough facts of life, and their commercial compulsion to go, do, see, under all circumstances and at all hours, soon robs them of that nervous fear or awe which possesses less sophisticated souls. When you are sent in the morning to attend a wedding or a fire,, at noon to interview a celebrity or describe a trial, and at night to report an explosion, a political meeting or a murder, you soon lose all that sense of unwelcomed intrusion which restrains the average citizen. Celebrities become mere people. Gorgeous functions melt into commonplace affairs, no better than any other function that has been or will be again; an hotel like this is little more than a mere lounging place to the itinerant scribe, to the comforts of which as a representative of the press he is entitled.

If not awe or mystery, then certainly nervous anticipation attaches to the movements and personality of nearly all reporters. At least it does in my case. To this day, though I have been one in my time, I stand in fear of them. I never know what to expect, what scarifying question they are going to hurtle at me, or what cold, examining eyes are going to strip me to the bone  eyes that represent brains so shrewd and merciless that one wonders why they do not startle the world long before they usually do.

In those days this hotel was the most luxurious in Cleveland, and here, between hours, because it was cold and I was lonely, I came to sit and stare out at all the passing throng, vigorous and active enough to entertain anyone. It was a brisk life that Cleveland presented, and young. The great question with me always was, how did people come to be, in the first place? What were the underlying laws of our being? How did it come that human beings could separate themselves from cosmic solidarity and navigate alone? Why did we all have much the same tastes, appetites, desires? Why should two billion people on earth have two feet, two eyes, two hands? The fact that Darwin had already set forward his facts as to evolution did not clear things up for me at all. I wanted to know who started the thing evolving, and why. And so I loved to sit about in places like this where I could see people and think about it.

Incidentally I wanted to think about government and the growth of cities and the value and charm of different professions, and whether my own somewhat enforced profession (since I had no cunning, apparently, for anything else) was to be of any value to me. I was just at the age when the enjoyment of my life and strength seemed the most important thing in the world. I wanted to live, to have money, to be somebody, to meet and enjoy the companionship of interesting and well placed people, to seem to be better than I was. While I by no means condemned those above or beneath, nor ignored the claims of any individual or element to fair and courteous treatment, still, materialist that I was, I wanted to share on equal terms with the best, in all the more and most exclusive doings and beings. The fact that the world (in part) was busy about feasts and pleasures, that there were drawingrooms lighted for receptions, dining-rooms for dinner, ballrooms for dancing, and that I was nowhere included, was an aching thorn. I used to stroll about where theatres were just receiving their influx of evening patrons or where some function of note was being held, and stare with avid eyes at the preparations. I felt lone and lorn. A rather weak and profitless tendency, say you? Quite so; I admit it. It interests me now quite as much as it possibly could you. I am now writing of myself not as I am, but as I was.

We gained the information that the best road to Fort Wayne was not via the lake shore, as we wished, but through a town called Elyria and Vermilion, and so on through various Ohio towns to the Indiana line. I did not favor that at all. I argued that we should go by the lake anyhow, but somehow we started for Elyria  or Delirious, as we called it.

In leaving Cleveland I urged Franklin to visit the region where originally stood the house in which I had stopped, and to my surprise I found the place entirely done over  cleared of all the old tracks, houses and docks which, from the formal point of view, once marred the waterfront. In their stead were several stately municipal buildings facing the wide bosom of the lake and surrounded by great spaces of smooth grass. It was very imposing. So the spot I had chosen as most interesting to me had become the civic centre of the city! This flattered me not a little.

But Elyria and Vermilion  what about them?

Nothing. Just Ohio towns.

At Elyria we found a stream which had been diverted and made to run a turbine engine in order that the town might have light; but it was discovered afterward that there wasnt enough water power after all to supply the town, and so extra light had to be bought and paid for. The works were very picturesque  a deep, craggy cave, at the bottom of which was the turbine engine room, cut out of the solid rock apparently, the water pouring down through it. I thought what a delightful place it was for the town boys to play!

But this inland country was really too dreary. All the uncomfortable experiences of my early youth began to come back as I viewed these small cottages set in endless spaces of flat land, with nothing but scrubby trees, wire fences and occasionally desolately small and bare white churches to vary the landscape. What a life! I kept saying to myself. What a life! And I still say it, What a life! It would require endless friends to make such a landscape endurable.

Before reaching the lake again, we traversed about twenty miles of a region that seemed to me must be devoted to the chicken raising business, we saw so many of them. In one place we encountered a huge natural amphitheatre or depression which could easily have been turned into a large lake  the same hollowed out by a stream known as the Vermilion River. In another we came to a fine threshing scene with all the implements for the work in full motion  a scene so attractive that we stopped and loafed a while, inquiring as to the rewards of farming in this region. In still another place we passed a small river pleasure ground, a boating and bathing place which was probably patronized by the villagers hereabout. It suggested all sorts of sweet, simple summer romances.

Then Vermilion came into view with a Chautauqua meeting announced as coming soon, and a cove with a lighthouse and pretty launches and sailboats at anchor. Speed announced that if we were going to idle here, as usual, he would stop at the first garage and get oil and effect certain repairs, and there we left him, happy at his task, his body under the machine, while we walked on into the heart of the village. It being noontime, the hope of finding a restaurant lured us, as well as that possibility of seeing something different and interesting which the sight of every new town held out, at least to me. Here we had lunch then, and quite a good one too, with a piece of cherry pie thrown in for good measure, if you please, and then because the restaurant was conducted by a Japanese by the name of B. Kagi, and because the girl who waited on us looked like an Americanized product of the Flowery Kingdom, I asked her if she was Japanese.

I never got a blacker look in my life. For a moment her dark eyes seemed to shoot sparks. Her whole demeanor, which hitherto had been pleasant and helpful, changed to one of deadly opposition. Certainly not, she replied with a sting in her voice, and I saw clearly that I had made a most painful faux pas. I felt called upon to explain or apologize to Franklin, who heard and saw it all. He was most helpful.

I suppose, he commented, in these small middle West towns it is declassé to be Japanese. They dont discriminate much between Japanese and Chinese. To suggest anything like that probably hurts her feelings dreadfully. If people here discover it, it lowers her in their eyes, or that is what she thinks.

But she looks Japanese to you, doesnt she? I queried, humbly.

Not very, no.

I looked again and it semed very obvious. Back in the kitchen was occasionally visible B. Kagi, and it seemed to me even then that the girl looked like him. However, the air was so frigid from then on that I scarcely enjoyed my meal. And to confound me, as it were, several townspeople came in and my supposedly purely Japanese maid talked in the normal middle West fashion, even to a kind of a nasal intonation which we all have. Obviously she was American born and raised in this region. But why the likeness? I kept saying to myself in my worst and most suspicious manner. And then I began to build up a kind of fictional background for her, with this B. Kagi as her real, but for reasons of policy, concealed father, and so on and so forth, until I had quite a short story in mind. But I dont suppose Ill ever come to the pleasure of writing it.


CHAPTER XXX

OSTEND PURGED OF SIN

AT Vermilion the sun suddenly burst forth once more, clear and warm from a blanket of grey, and the whole world looked different and much more alluring. Speed arrived with the car just when we had finished luncheon, and we had the pleasure of sitting outside and feeling thoroughly warm and gay while he ate. Betimes Franklin commented on the probable character of the life in a community like this. He was of the conviction that it never rose above a certain dead level of mediocrity  however charming and grateful the same might be as life  and that all the ideas of all concerned ran to simple duties and in grooves of amusing, if not deadly prejudice; which was entirely satisfactory, so long as they did not interfere with or destroy your life. He was convinced that there was this narrow, solemn prejudice which made all life a sham, or a kind of rural show piece, in which all played a prescribed part, some thinking one thing, perhaps, and secretly conforming to it as much as possible, while publicly professing another and conforming to that, publicly, or, as is the case with the majority, actually believing in and conforming to life as they found it here. I know there were many such in the home communities in which I was brought up. Franklin was not one to charge general and widespread hypocrisy, as do some, but rather to sympathize with and appreciate the simple beliefs, tastes, and appetites of all concerned.

Now take those four town loafers sitting over there on that bin in front of that store, he commented, apropos of four old cronies who had come out to sun themselves. They havent a single thing in their minds above petty little humors which do not seriously affect anyone but themselves. They sit and comment and jest and talk about people in the town who are doing things, quite as four ducks might quack. They havent a single thing to do, not an important ambition. Crime of any kind is nearly beyond then.

Just then a boy came by crying a Cleveland afternoon paper. He was calling, All about the lynching of Leo Frank. This was a young Jew who had been arrested in Atlanta, Georgia, some months before, charged with the very disturbing crime of attempted rape and subsequent murder, the victim being a pretty working girl in a factory of which the murderer, socalled, was foreman or superintendent. The trick by which the crime was supposed to have been accomplished, as it was charged, was that of causing the girl to stay after work and then, when alone, attempting to seduce or force her. In this instance a struggle seems to have ensued. The girl may have fallen and crushed her head against a table, or she may have been struck on the head. The man arrested denied vigorously that he had anything to do with it. He attempted, I believe, to throw the blame on a negro janitor, or, if not that, he did nothing to aid in clearing him of suspicion. And there is the bare possibility that the negro did commit the crime, though personally I doubted it. When, upon trial, Franks conviction of murder in the first degree followed, a great uproar ensued, Jews and other citizens in all parts of the country protested and contributed money for a new trial. The case was appealed to the supreme court, but without result. Local or state sentiment was too strong. It was charged by the friends of the condemned man that the trial had been grossly unfair, and that Southern opposition to all manner of sex offenses was so abnormal and peculiar, having a curious relationship to the inversion of the psychoanalyst, that no fair trial could be expected in that section. Personally, I had felt that the man should have been tried elsewhere because of this very sectional characteristic, which I had noticed myself.

It had been charged that a southern mob overawed the jury in the very court room in which the case had been conducted, that the act of rape had never really been proved, that the death had really been accidental as described, that the very suspicious circumstance of the body being found in the cellar was due to fear on the part of the murderer, whoever he was, of being found out, and that the girl had not been brutally slain at all. Nevertheless, when the reigning governor, whose term was about to expire, commuted the sentence from death to life imprisonment, he had to leave the state under armed protection, and a few weeks later the criminal, if he was one, was set upon by a fellow convict in the penitentiary at Atlanta and his throat cut. It was assumed that the convict was employed by the element inimical to Frank at the trial. A little later, while he was still in the hospital, practically dying from this wound, Frank was taken out by a lynching party, taken to the small home town of the girl, Marietta, Georgia, and there lynched. It was this latest development which was being hawked about by the small newsboy at Vermilion.

Personally, as I say, I had the feeling that Frank had been unjustly dealt with. This seemed another exhibition of that blood lust of the South which produces feuds, duels, lynchings and burning at the stake even to this day and which I invariably relate to the enforced suppression of very natural desires in another direction. Southerners are usually so avid of women and so loud in their assertions that they are not. I have no opposition to Southerners as such. In many respects they are an interesting and charming people, courteous, hospitable, a little inclined to over-emphasis of gallantry and chivalry and their alleged moral purity, but otherwise interesting. But this sort of thing always strikes me as a definite indictment of the real native sense of the people. Have they brains, poise, judgment? Why, then, indulge in the antics and furies of children and savages?

I raged at the South for its narrowness and inefficiency and ignorance. Franklin, stung by the crime, no doubt, agreed with me. He told me of being in a quick lunch room in New York one day when a young Southerner entered and found a negro in the place, eating. Now as everyone knows, this is a commonplace. I, often, have sat next to a negro and eaten in peace and comfort. But according to Franklin, the first impulse of this Southerner was to make a scene and stir up as much prejudice as possible, beginning, as usual, with What the hell is a damned negro doing in here, anyhow?

He looked about for sympathy, said Franklin, but no one paid the slightest attention to him. Then he began pushing his chair about irritably and swaggering, but still no one heeded him. Finally, reducing his voice to a grumble, he went quietly and secured his sandwich, his coffee and his pie, like any other downtrodden American.

But what a blow it must have been to him to find himself swamped by a sea of indifference! I said not a soul to share his views!

It is that sort of thing that makes the South a jest to me, continued Franklin. I cant stand it.

His face was quite sour, much more so than I had seen it on any other occasion on this tour.

Oh, well, I said, those things adjust themselves in the long run. Frank is dead, but who knows, lynching may be killed by this act. The whole North and West is grieved by this. They will take it out of the South in contempt and money. Brutality must pay for itself like a stone flung in the water, if no more than by rings of water. The South cannot go on forever doing this sort of thing.

After we had raged sufficiently we rode on, for by now Speed had finished his lunch. Here, following that lake road I have mentioned, we were in an ideal realm for a time again, free of all the dreary monotony of the land farther south. The sun shone, the wind blew, and we forgot all about Frank and careened along the shore looking at the tumbling waves. Once we climbed down a steep bank and stood on the shore, expatiating on how 
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A Norse Sky fine it all was. Another time we got off to pick a few apples ready to our hand. There were many detours and we passed a fair sized town called Huron, basking in a blaze of afternoon light, but for once not stopping because it lay a little to the right of our road to Sandusky. In another hour we were entering the latter place, a clean, smooth paved city of brick and frame cottages, with women reading or sewing on doorsteps and porches, and a sense of American solidarity and belief in all the virtues hovering over it all.

I never knew until I reached there and beheld it with my own eyes that Sandusky has near it one of the finest fresh water beaches in the world  and I have seen beaches and beaches and beaches, from those at Monte Carlo, Nice and Mentone to those that lie between Portland, Maine, and New Brunswick, Georgia. It is called Cedar Point, and is not much more than twenty minutes from the pier at the foot of Columbus Avenue, in the heart of the city  if you go by boat. They have not been enterprising enough as yet to provide a ferry for automobiles. Once you get there by a very roundabout trip of twelve miles, you can ride for seven miles along a cement road which parallels exactly the white sand of the beach and allows you to enjoy the cool lake winds and even the spray of the waves when the wind is high. It is backed by marsh land, some of which has been drained and is now offered as an ideal and exclusive residence park.

But the trip was worth the long twelve miles  splendidly worth it  once we had made up our minds to return there,  for coming we had passed it without knowing it. What induced us to go was a number of picture cards we saw in the principal department store here, showing Cedar Point Beach in a storm, Cedar Point Beach crowded with thousands of bathers, Cedar Point Beach Pier accommodating three or four steamers at once, and so forth, all very gay and summery and all seeming to indicate a world of Monte Carloesque proportions.

As a matter of fact, it was nothing like Monte Carlo or any other beach, except for its physical beauty as a sea beach, for how could a watering place on a lake in Ohio have any of the features of a cosmopolitan ocean resort? In spite of the fact that it boasted two very large hotels, a literally enormous casino and bathing pavilion, and various forms of amusement pavilions, it was without the privilege of selling a drop of intoxicants, and its patrons, to the number of thousands, were anything but smart  just plain, Middle West family people.

Whatll we do with the Middle West and the South? Are they gradually and unconsciously sinking into the demnition doldrums? Suppose our largest soap factories, our largest reaper works, and our largest chewing gum emporiums are out there  what of it? It doesnt help much to amass large fortunes making routine things that merely increase the multitude who then sit back and do dull, routine things. Life was intended for the spectacular, I take it. It was intended to sting and hurt so that songs and dreams might come forth. When it becomes mere plethora and fixity, it is nothing  a stultifying world. When a great crisis comes  as come it surely will at some time or other  if people have just eaten and played and not dreamed vastly and beautifully, they are as chaff blown by the wind or burned in the oven. They do not even make a good spectacle. They are just pushed aside, destroyed, forgotten.

But this resort was so splendid in its natural aspects I could not help contrasting its material use by these middle westerners with what would have been the case if it were situate say in the South of France, or on the shores of Holland or Belgium. Anyone who has visited Scheveningen or Ostend, or Nice or Cannes, need scarcely be told there is a certain smartness not even suggested by the best of our American resorts. Contrasted even with these latter, this island place was lower in the scale. (I presume the Christian Middle West would say it was higher.) We motored out there positively thrilled by a halcyon evening in which a blood red sun, aided by tattered, wind whipped clouds, combined to give the days close a fabled, almost Norse aspect. The long beach was so beautiful that it evoked exclamations of surprise and delight. Think of being able to tear along for seven miles and more, the open water to your right, a weird, grass grown marsh world dotted with tall, gaunt trees to your left, this splendid cloud world above, turgid with red and pink, and a perfect road to ride on! We tore. But when we reached the extreme point of land known as Cedar Point, and devoted, as I have said, to the more definite entertainment of the stranger, things were very different. The exterior of all that I saw was quite charming, but imagine an immense casino devoted to tables for people who bring their own lunch or dinner and merely want to buy coffee or milk or soda!!  No beer sold here, if you please. A perfectly legitimate and laudable atmosphere, say you? Quite so, only  

And then the large hotels! We looked at them. The prices of the best one ranged from two to four dollars a day; the other from one to two! ! ! Shades of Atlantic City and Long Beach!  And remember that these were well built, well equipped hotels. The beach pavilions were attractive, but the crowd was of a simple, inexperienced character. I am not sniffing. Did I not praise Geneva Beach? I did. And before I left here I was fond of this place and would not have changed it in any least detail. I would not have even these mid-westerners different, in spite of anything I may have said. They seem to know that Sunday School meetings are important and that one must succeed in business in some very small way; but even so, they are a vivacious, hopeful crew, and as such deserving of all praise.

Franklin and I walked about talking about them and contrasting them with the East. Our conclusion was that the East is more schooled in vice and sensuality, and show and luxury, perhaps, and that these people were sweet and amusing and all right  here. We found a girl tending a cigar counter in the principal casino  a very angular, not too attractive creature, but not homely either, and decidedly vivacious. I could not help contrasting her with the maidens who wait on you at telephone booths and stands generally in New York, and who fix you with an icy stare and, at telephone booths, inquire, Numbah, please? She was quite set up, in a pleasantly human way, by the fact that she was in charge of a cigar stand in so vivacious a world, and communicated her thoughts to us with the greatest pleasure and fluency.

Do you have many people here every day? I asked, thinking that because I had seen three excursion steamers lying at anchor at the foot of the principal street in Sandusky it might merely be overrun by holiday crowds occasionally.

Indeed, yes, she replied briskly. The two big hotels here are always full, and on the coldest days we have four or five hundred in bathing. Havent you been here in the day time yet? Well, ya just ought to be here when its very hot and the sun is bright. Crowds! Course, I havent been to Atlantic City or any of them swell eastern places, but people that have tell me that this is one of the finest beaches anywhere. Style! You just oughta see. And the crowds! The bathing pavilions are packed, and the board walk. There are thousands of people here.

I suppose, then, this casino fills up completely? I said, looking round and seeing a few empty tables here and there.

It had evidently been raining the day before, and even early this morning, for it was pleasantly cool tonight and this seemed to have kept away some people.

Well, you just oughta see it on a real hot night, if you dont think we have crowds here. Full! Why people stand around and wait. Its wonderful!

Indeed? And is there much money spent here?

Well, I suppose as much as anywhere. I dont know about them big resorts in the East, but theres enough money spent here. Goodness! People come and take whole soots of rooms at these big hotels. You see some mighty rich people here.

Franklin and I availed ourselves of the cafeteria system of this place to serve ourselves and be in the life. We walked along the beach looking at the lights come out on the hotel verandas and in the pavilions and under the trees. We walked under these same trees and watched the lovers courting, and noted the old urge of youth and blood on every hand. There was dancing in one place, and at a long pier reaching out into the bay on the landward side, a large ferry steamer was unloading hundreds more. Finally at ten oclock we returned Sanduskyward, listening to the splash of the waves on the shore, and observing the curious cloud formations which hung overhead, interspersed with stars. In them once I saw a Russian moujiks head with the fur cap pulled low over the ears  that immemorial cap worn by the Assyrians and Chaldeans. Again I saw an old hag pursuing a wisp of cloud that looked like a fleeing hare, and then two horsemen riding side by side in the sky. Again I saw a whale and a stag, and finally a great hand, its fingers outspread  a hand that seemed to be reaching up helplessly and as if for aid.

The night was so fine that I would have counseled riding onward toward Fort Wayne, but when we reached Sandusky again and saw its pleasant streets and a clean-looking hotel, we concluded that we would stay by the ills we knew rather than to fly toward others that we knew not of.


CHAPTER XXXI

WHEN HOPE HOPPED HIGH

IT is Anatole France, I think, who says somewhere that robbery is to be condoned; the result of robbery respected. Even so, listen to this story. We came into this hotel at eleven P. M. or thereabouts. Franklin, who is good at bargaining, or thinks he is, sallied up to the desk and asked for two rooms with bath, and an arrangement whereby our chauffeur could be entertained for lessthe custom. There was a convention of some kind in town  traveling salesmen in certain lines, I believe  and all but one room in this hotel, according to the clerk, was taken. However, it was a large room  very, he said, with three beds and a good bath. Would we take that? If so, we could have it, without breakfast, of course, for three dollars.

Done, said Franklin, putting all three names on the registry.

It was a good room large and clean, with porcelain bath of good size. We arose fairly early and breakfasted on the usual hotel breakfast. I made the painful mistake of being betrayed by the legend pan fish and fried mush from taking ham and eggs.

After our breakfast we came downstairs prepared to pay and depart, when, in a polite voice  oh, very suave  the day clerk, a different one from him of the night  announced to Franklin, who was at the window, Seven-fifty, please.

How do you make that out? inquired Franklin, taken aback.

Three people in one room at three dollars a day each (two dollars each for the night)  six dollars. Breakfast, fifty cents each, extra  one-fifty. Total, seven-fifty.

But I thought you said this room was three for the night for three?

Oh, no  three dollars each per day. Two dollars each for the night. We always let it that way.

Oh, I see, said Franklin, curiously. You know what the night clerk said to me, do you?

I know the regular rate we charge for this room.

For the fraction of a moment Franklin hesitated, then laid down a ten dollar bill.

Why do you do that, Franklin? I protested. It isnt fair. I wouldnt. Lets see the manager.

Oh, well, he half whispered in weariness. What can you do about it? They have you at their mercy.

In the meantime, the clerk had slipped the bill in the drawer and handed back two-fifty in change.

But, Franklin, I exclaimed, this is an outrage. This man doesnt know anything about it, or if he does, hes swindling. Why doesnt he get the manager here if hes on the level?

This gentle clerk merely smiled at me. He had a comfortable, even cynical, grin on his face, which enraged me all the more.

You know what you are? I asked him asudden.

Youre a damned, third rate fakir and swindler! You know youre lying when you say that room rents for three per person when three occupy it. Thats nine dollars a day for a room in an hotel that gets two or three dollars at the outside.

He smiled, unperturbed, and then turned to wait on other people.

I raged and swore. I called him a few more names, but it never disturbed him the least. I demanded to see the mythical manager  but he remained mythical. Franklin, shocked, went off to get a cigar, and then helped Speed carry out the bags, porters being scarce. Meanwhile, I hung around hoping that glaring and offering to fight would produce some result. Not at all. Do you think I got back our three dollars, or that I ever saw the manager? Never. The car was ready. Franklin was waiting. He looked at me as much as to say, Well, you do love to fight, dont you? Finally I submitted to the inevitable, and, considerably crestfallen, clambered into the car, while Franklin uttered various soothing comments about the futility of attempting to cope with scoundrels en route. What was a dollar or two, more or less? But as we rode out of Sandusky I saw myself (1) beating the hotel clerk to death, (2) tearing the hotel down and throwing it into the lake, (3) killing the manager and all the clerks and help, (4) marching a triumphant army against the city at some future time, and razing it to the last stone.

I would show them, by George! I would fix them!

Arent the clouds fine this morning? observed Franklin, looking up at the sky, as we rolled out of the city. See that fine patch of woods over there. Now that were getting near the Indiana line the scenery is beginning to improve a little, dont you think?

We were in a more fertile land, I thought  smoother, more prosperous. The houses looked a little better, more rural and homey.

Yes, I think so, I grumbled.

And thats the lake off there. Isnt the wind fresh and fine?

It was.

In a little while he was telling me of some Quakers who inhabited a Quaker community just north of his home town, and how one of them said to another once, in a fit of anger:

Wilbur, thee knows I can lick thee, the best day thee ever lived.

The idea of two Quakers fighting cheered me. I felt much better.

But now tell me  dont you think I ought to destroy Sandusky anyhow, as a warning?

After we left Sandusky I began to feel at home again, for somehow this territory southwest was more like Indiana than any we had seen  smooth and placid and fertile  it was a homelike land. We scudded through a place called Clyde, hung madly with hundreds of little blue and white triangular banners announcing that a Chautauqua was to be held here within a few days  one of those simple, country life Chautauquas which do so much, apparently, to enliven this mid-western world. And then we came to a place called Fremont, which had once had the honor of being the home and death place (if not birthplace) of the Hon. Rutherford B. Hayes, once President of the United States by accident  the man who stole the office from Samuel J. Tilden, who was elected. A queer honor  but dishonor is as good as honor any day for ensuring one a place in the memory of posterity.

And after that we drove through places called Wood-side and Pemberton and Portage  you know the size  only in these towns, by now, I was seeing exact duplicates of men I had known in my earliest days. Thus at Woodside where we asked our way to Pemberton and Bowling Green, Ohio, the man who leaned against our car was an exact duplicate of a man I had known in Sullivan, over thirty years before, who used to drive a delivery wagon, and the gentleman he was driving (a local merchant of some import, I took it) was exactly like old Leonard B. Welles, who used to run one of the four or five successful grocery stores in Warsaw. He had a short, pointed, and yet full beard, with steely blue eyes and a straight, thin-lipped mouth  but not an unkindly expression about them. I began to think of the days when I used to wait for old Mr. Welles to serve me.

Later we came to a river called Portage, yellow and placid and flowing between winding banks that separated fields of hay from fields of grain; and then we began to draw near to a territory with which I had been exceedingly familiar twenty years before  so much so that it remains as fresh as though it had been yesterday.

You must know, because I propose to tell you, that in the fair city of St. Louis, at the age of twentytwo, I was fairly prosperous as a working newspaper mans prosperity goes, and in a position to get or make or even keep a place not only for myself but for various others  such friends, for instance, as I chose to aid. I do not record this boastfully. I was a harum scarm youth, who was fairly well liked by his elders, but with no least faculty, apparently, of taking care of his own interests. From Chicago one of those fine days blew a young newspaper man whom I had known and liked up there. He was not a very good newspaper man, humdrum and good natured, but a veritable satellite of mine. He wanted me to get him a place and I did. Then be wanted counsel as to whether he should get married, and I aided and abetted him in that. Then he lost his job through his inability to imagine something properly one night, and I had to get him another one. Then he began to dream of running a country paper with me as a fellow aspirer to rural honors and emoluments, and if you will believe me, so rackbrained was I, and so restless and uncertain as to my proper future, that I listened to him with willing ears. Yes, I had some vague, impossible idea of being first State Assemblyman Dreiser of some rural region, and then, perchance, State Senator Dreiser, and then Congressman Dreiser, or Governor Dreiser, if you please, and all at once, owing to my amazing facility and savoir faire, and my clear understanding of the rights, privileges, duties and emoluments of private citizens, and of public officers, and because of my deep and abiding interest in the welfare of the nation  President Dreiser  the distinguished son of the state of Indiana, or Ohio, or Michigan, or wherever I happened to bestow myself.

I had only one hundred and fifty dollars all told in the world at the time  but somehow money didnt seem so very important. Perhaps that was why I listened to him. Anyhow, he hailed from this northern section of Ohio. His father lived just outside of the village of Grand Rapids (Ohio, not Michigan), and between there and a town called Bowling Green, which we were now approaching, lay the region which we were to improve with our efforts and presence.

Looking at the country now, and remembering it as it was then, I could see little, if any, change. Oh, yes  one. At that time it was dotted on every hand with tall skeleton derricks for driving oil wells. The farming world was crazy about oil wells, believing them to be the open sesame to a world of luxury and every blessed thing which they happened to desire. And every man who owned so much as a foot of land was sinking an oil well on it. The spectacle which I beheld when I first ventured into this region was one to stir the soul of avarice, if not of oil. As far as the eye could see, the still wintry fields were dotted with these gaunt structures standing up naked and cold  a more or less unsatisfactory sight. I remember asking myself rather ruefully why it was that I couldnt own an oil well and be happy. Now when I entered this region again all these derricks had disappeared, giving place to small dummy engines, or some automatic arrangement lying close to the ground, and controlled from afar, by which the oil pumping was done. These engines were very dirty, but fortunately inconspicuous. And apparently nearly all the wells which I had seen being dug in 1893 had proved successful. In every field was at least one of these pumping devices, and sometimes two and three, all in active working order. They looked odd in fields of corn and wheat. But where were the palaces of great beauty which the farmers of 1893 expected if they struck oil? I saw none; merely many fairly comfortable, and I trust happy, homes.

But to return to my venture into this region. The most disturbing thing about it, as I look back on it now, is that it shows me how nebulous and impractical I was at that time. Clearly I had had a sharp desire to be rich and famous, without any understanding of how to achieve these terms of comfort. On the other hand, I had the true spirit of adventure, else I would never have dropped so comfortable a berth as I had, where I was well liked, to come up here where I knew nothing of what the future held in store. Great dreams invariably shoot past the possibilities of life.

Those cold, snowy, silent streets, those small bleak homes, shut in from the February or March cold, with all the force of their country life centered around the parlor stove! H  , my fellow adventurer, had preceded me, occupying with his wife a comfortable portion of his fathers home, and it was he who met me at the train. He could live here comfortably and indefinitely, and think nothing of it. He was home. After a single days investigation, I now saw that there was nothing to his proposition as far as I or Grand Rapids was concerned  not a thing. The paper which he had outlined to me as having a working circulation of sixteen hundred and advertising to the value of a thousand or more had really nothing at all. The county, which had only perhaps 10,000 population, had already more papers than it could support. The last editor had decamped, leaving a novice who worked for the leading druggist, owner of the printing press and other materials of construction, to potter about, endeavoring to explain what was useless to explain. And I had thrown up a good position to pursue a chimera.

But in spite of this, H  wished to see all the leading citizens to discover what encouragement they would offer to two aspiring souls like ourselves! I can see them yet  one a tall, bony man of a ministerial cast of countenance. He was the druggist, and by the same token one of several doctors living here. There was a short, fat, fussy man, who ran the principal feed and livery stable. He had advertised occasionally in other days. Then there were the local banker and four or five others, all of them meager, unimportant intellects.

They looked us over as if we were adventurers from Mars. They werent sure whether they needed a newspaper here or not. I agree now that they did not. They talked about small advertisements which they might or might not run, but which they were certain had never paid when they did  advertisements which they had placed as a favor to the former editor or editors. In addition, they wanted assurances as to how the paper would be run and whether we were good, moral boys and whether we would work hard for the interests of the town and against certain unsatisfactory elements. It was amazing. Oh, yes, the paper had to be Republican in politics.

No, no, no, I finally said to H  , in a spirit of dissatisfaction and at the end of a long, cold, windy day. We had walked out the country road toward his house and I had stopped to stare at an array of crows occupying a bleak woodpatch, and at the red sun, smiling over a floor of white. Theres nothing in this. It would set me crazy. Its a wild goose chase. Is there anything else around here, or shall I skip out tonight?

He wanted me to stay and visit Bowling Green, a town near at hand. (This was the one we were now approaching.) There was another newspaper there for sale on easy terms. I agreed after some coaxing, and, having lingered three days to secure suitable roads  the distance was twentyfive miles  we drove over. That was the time I saw the gas wells. It was a better place than Grand Rapids, but the price of the paper, when we reached there, was much more than we could pay. I think we figured, between us, that we could put down two hundred dollars and the owners wanted five hundred, with the balance on mortgage and a total selling price of eight thousand. So that dream went glimmering. In the meanwhile, I browsed about studying country life, admiring the Maumee River at Grand Rapids (H s home faced it from a beautiful rise). Then one fine spring day the sun rose on fields from which the snow had suddenly melted, and I felt that I must be off. I went, as I have said, to Toledo first. Here I encountered the youth to whom I have frequently referred and with whom I was destined to lead a carious career.

But now that I am upon the subject, perhaps I might as well include the story of my journey into Toledo, where was a principal paper called the Blade with which I wished to connect myself, if possible. The place only had a hundred thousand at the time, and I did not think it worth the remaining years of my life, but I thought it might be good for a little while  say six months. Although I was considered (I am merely quoting others) an exceptional newspaper man, I did not know what I wanted to be. Already the newspaper profession was boring me. It seemed a hopeless, unremunerative, more or less degrading form of work, and yet I could think of nothing else to do. Apparently I had no other talent.

I shall never forget the first morning I went into Toledo. The train followed the bank of a canal and ran between that canal and the Maumee River. The snow which had troubled us so much a day or two before had gone off, and it was as bright and encouraging as one might wish. I was particularly elated by the natural aspects of this region, for the Maumee River, beginning at Fort Wayne, Indiana, and flowing northeastward, makes a peculiarly attractive scenic diversion. It is a beautiful stream, with gently sloping banks on either hand, and in places rapids and even slight falls. At Grand Rapids and farther along it broadened out into something essentially romantic to look upon, and Toledo itself, when I reached it, was so clean and new and industrious  without all the depressing areas of factory and tenement life which lowers the charm of some cities. It seemed to me as I looked at it this Spring morning as if life must be better here than in cities older, or at least greater  cities like St. Louis and Chicago, where so much of the oppressive struggle for existence had already manifested itself. And yet I knew I liked those cities better. Be that as it may, it was a happy prospect which I contemplated, and I sought out the office of the Blade with the air of one who is certain of his powers and not likely to be daunted by mere outward circumstances.

I have always felt of life that it is more fortuitous than anything else. People strive so mightily to do things  to arrange life according to some scheme of their own  but little, if anything, comes of it in most cases. Children are taught by their parents that they must be this, that, or the other to get along  economical, industrious, sober, truthful and the like  and what comes of it? Unless they are peculiarly talented and able to use life in a direct and forceful way  unless they have qualities or charms which draw life to them, or compel life to come, willy-nilly, they are used and then discarded. A profound schooling in manners, morals and every other virtue and pleasantry will not make up for lack of looks in a girl. Honesty, sobriety, industry, and even other solemn virtues, will not raise a lad to a seat of dignity. Life is above these petty rules, however essential they may be to the strong in ruling the weak, or to a state or nation in the task of keeping itself in order. We succeed or fail not by the socalled virtues or their absence, but by something more or less than these things. All good things are gifts  beauty, strength, grace, magnetism, swiftness and subtlety of mind, the urge or compulsion to do. Taking thought will not bring them to anyone. Effort never avails save by grace or luck or something else. The illusion of the self made is one of the greatest of all.

Here in Toledo I came upon one of the happiest illustrations of this. In the office of the Blade in the city editorial room, sat a young man as city editor who was destined to take a definite and inspiriting part in my life. He was small, very much smaller than myself, plump, rosy cheeked, with a complexion of milk and cream, soft light brown hair, a clear, observing blue eye. Without effort you could detect the speculative thinker and dreamer. In the rôle of city editor of a western manufacturing town paper, one must have the air, if not the substance, of commercial understanding and ability (executive control and all that), and so in this instance, my young city editor seemed to breathe a determination to be very executive and forceful.

Youre a St. Louis newspaper man, eh? he said, estimating me casually and in a glance. Never worked in a town of this size though? Well, the conditions are very different. We pay much more attention to small items  make a good deal out of nothing, he smiled. But there isnt a thing that I can see anyhow. Nothing much beyond a three or four day job, which you wouldnt want, Im sure. As a matter of fact, theres a street car strike on  you may have noticed it  and I could use a man who would have nerve enough to ride round on the cars which the company is attempting to run and report how things are. But Ill tell you frankly, its dangerous. You may be shot or hit with a brick.

Yes, I said, smiling and thinking of my need of experience and cash. Just how many days work would you guarantee me, if any?

Well, four. I could guarantee you that many.

He looked at me in a mock serious and yet approving way. I could see that he was attracted to me  fate only knows why. Something about me (as he told me later) affected him vigorously. He could not, he admitted, get me out of his mind. He was slightly ashamed of offering me so wretched a task, and yet urged by the necessity of making a showing in the face of crisis. He, too, was comparatively new to his task.

I will not go into this story further than to say that it resulted in an enduring and yet stormy and disillusioning friendship. If he had been a girl he would have married me, of course. It would have been inevitable, even though he was already married, as he was. That other marriage would have been broken up. We were intellectual affinities, as it were. Our dreams were practically identical, approaching them though we were, at different angles. He was more the sentimentalist in thought, though the realist in action; I the realist in thought, and sentimentalist in action. He kept looking at me and that same morning, when having ridden about over all the short lines unharmed and made up a dramatic story, and when, in addition, for a Romance Column which the paper ran, I had written one or two brief descriptions of farm life about Toledo, he came over to tell me that he was impressed. My descriptions were beautiful, he said.

We went out to lunch, and stayed nearly three hours. He took me out to dinner. Though he was newly married and his delightful young wife was awaiting him in their home a few miles out of the city, duty compelled him to stay in town. Damon had met Pythias  Gawayne, Ivaine. We talked and talked and talked. He had worked in Chicago; so had I. He had known various newspaper geniuses there  so had I. He had dreams of becoming a poet and novelist  I of becoming a playwright. Before the second day had gone, a book of fairytales and some poems he had completed and was publishing locally had been shown me. Under the action of our joint chemistries I was magically impressed. I became enamoured of him  the victim of a delightful illusion  one of the most perfect I have ever entertained.

Because he was so fond of me, so strikingly adoring, he wanted me to stay on. There was no immediate place, and he could not make one for me at once, but would I not wait until an opening might come? Or better yet  would I not wander on toward Cleveland and Buffalo, working at what I chose, and then, if a place opened, come back? He would telegraph me (as he subsequently did at Pittsburg). Meanwhile we reveled in that wonderful possession  intellectual affection  a passionate intellectual rapprochement, in youth. I thought he was beautiful, great, perfect. He thought  well, I have heard him tell in after years what he thought. Even now, at times, he fixes me with hungry, welcoming eyes.

Alas, alas, for the dreams and the perfections which never stay!


CHAPTER XXXII

THE FRONTIER OF INDIANA

TO me, therefore, this region was holy Ganges  Mecca, Medina  the blessed isles of the West. In approaching Bowling Green, Ohio, I was saying to myself how strange it will be to see H  again, should he chance to be there! What an interesting talk I will have with him! And after Bowling Green how interesting to pass through Grand Rapids, even though there was not a soul whom I would wish to greet again! Toledo was too far north to bother about.

When we entered Bowling Green, however, by a smooth macadam road under a blazing sun, it was really not interesting at all; indeed it was most disappointing. The houses were small and low and everything was still, and after one sees town after town for eight hundred or a thousand miles, all more or less alike, one town must be different and possessed of some intrinsic merit not previously encountered to attract attention.

I persuaded Franklin to stop at the office of the principal newspaper, in order that I might make inquiry as to the present whereabouts of H  . He had written me, about four years before, to say that he was connected with a paper here. He wanted me to teach him how to write short stories! It was a dull room or store, facing the principal street, like a bank. In it were a young, reporterish looking boy, very trig and brisk and curious as to his glance, and a middle aged man, bald, red faced, roundly constructed like a pigeon, and about as active.

Do you happen to recall a man by the name of H  who used to work here in Bowling Green? I inquired of the elder, not willing to believe that he had controlled a paper, though I had understood from someone that he had.

B  H  ? he replied, looking me over.

Yes, thats the man.

He did work here on the other paper for a while, he replied with what seemed to me a faint look of contempt, though it may not have been. He hasnt been here for four or five years at the least. Hes up in Michigan now, I believe  Battle Creek, or Sheboygan, or some such place as that. They might tell you over at the other office. He waved his hand toward some outside institution  the other paper.

You didnt happen to know him personally, I presume?

No, I saw him a few times. He was their general utility man, I believe.

I went out, uncertain whether to bother any more or not. Twentythree years is a long time. I had not seen him in all of that. I started to walk toward the other newspaper office, but the sight of the bare street, with a buggy or two and an automobile, and the low, quiet store buildings, deterred me.

Whats the use? I asked myself. This is a stale, impossible atmosphere. There isnt an idea above hay and feed in the whole place.

I climbed back in the car and we fled.

It was not much better for some distance beyond here until we began to draw near Napoleon, Ohio. The country for at least twenty miles was dreadfully flat and uninteresting  houses with low fences and prominent chicken coops, orchards laden with apples of a still greenish yellow color, fields of yellowing wheat or green corn  oh, so very flat. Not a spire of an interesting church anywhere, not a respectable piece of architecture, nothing. Outside of one town, where we stopped for a glass of water, we did encounter a brick and plaster mausoleum  the adjunct, I believe, of a crematory  set down at the junction of two macadam crossroads, and enclosed by a most offensive wooden fence. Although there were some wide fields and some patches of woods, which might have been utilized to give an institution of this kind a little grace  it had none, not the faintest trace. The ground was grassless, or only patched in spots with it. The stained glass windows which ornamented its four sides were botches  done by some wholesale stained-glass window company, very likely of Peoria, Illinois.

Kind heaven, I exclaimed, on sight of it, what is the matter with a country where such things can be? Whats the trouble with their minds anyhow? What a deadly yearning for the commonplace and crude and offensive possesses them!

Yes, and they slave to do it, replied Franklin. You havent any idea how people will toil for years under a hot sun or in cold or snow to be able to build a thing like that  and he pointed to a new yellow house of the most repulsive design.

Youre right! Youre right! I replied.

This country isnt so bad, perhaps, but the intellectual or temperamental condition of the people spoils it  their point of view. I feel a kind of chicken raising mind to be dominant here. If another kind of creature lived on this soil it would be lovely, Im sure of it.

We sank into a deep silence. The car raced on. Once Franklin, seeing some fine apples on a tree, stopped the car, climbed a fence, and helped himself to a dozen. They were better to look at than to eat.

It was only when we reached the region of the Maumee that things began to brighten up again. We were entering a much fairer land  a region extending from the Maumee here at Grand Rapids, Ohio, to Fort Wayne, Warsaw and North Manchester, Indiana, and indeed, nearly all the rest of our journey. We were leaving the manufacturing section of Ohio and the East, and entering the grain growing, rural life loving middle West. The Maumee, when we reached it again, revivified all my earliest and best impressions of it. It was a beautiful stream, dimpling smoothly between raised banks of dark earth and fringed for the most of the way by lines of poplar, willow, and sycamore. Great patches of the parasite gold thread flourished here  more gold thread than I ever saw in my life before  looking like flames of light on a grey day, and covering whole small islands and steep banks for distances of thirty or forty feet or more at a stretch. We might have ridden into and through Grand Rapids, but I thought it scarcely worth while. What would I see anyhow? Another town like Bowling Green, only smaller, and the farm of H s parents, perhaps, if I could find it. All this would take time, and would it be worth while? I decided not. The Maumee, once we began to skirt its banks, was so poetic that I knew it could not be better nor more reminiscent of those older days, even though I followed it into Toledo.

But truly, this section, now that we were out of the cruder, coarser manufacturing and farming region which lay to the east of it, appealed to me mightily. I was beginning to feel as if I were in good company again  better company than we had been in for some time. Perhaps the people were not so pushing, so manufacturing,  for which heaven be praised. We encountered three towns, Napoleon, Defiance and Hicksville, before nightfall, which revived all the happiest days and ideals of my youth. Indeed, Napoleon was Warsaw over again, with its stone and red brick courthouse,  surmounted by a statute of Napoleon Bonaparte (gosh!)  and its O. N. G. Armory, and its pretty red brick Methodist and brown stone Presbyterian Churches and its iron bridges over the Maumee. The river here was as wide and shallow a thing as had been the Tippecanoe at home, at its best, with a few small boat houses at one place, and lawns or gardens which came down to the waters edge at others. The principal street was crowded with ramshackle buggies and very good automobiles (exceedingly fancy ones, in many instances) and farmers and idlers in patched brown coats and baggy, shapeless trousers  delightful pictures, every one of them. We eventually agreed to stop, and got out and hung about, while Speed went back to a garage which we had seen and treated himself to oil and gas.

Truly, if I were a poet, I would now attempt a Rubaiyat of a Middle West Town, or I would compose The Ballad of Napoleon, Ohio, or Verses on Hicksville, or Rondels of Warsaw. You have no idea what a charm these places have  what a song they sing  to one who has ever been of them and then gone out into the world and changed and cannot see life any more through the medium  the stained glass medium, if you will  of the time and the mood which we call our youth.

Here, as at Warsaw, the railroad station of an older day was hidden away in a side street, where possibly six trains a day may have stopped. At Warsaw we had the village bus, which took passengers to the one hotel. Here they had a Ford, by heck!

None o your cheap busses for us any more!

And in the plain red brick business street was this motley and yet charming collection of people. I have indicated farmers and farmers wives in (the equivalent of) homespun and linen. Behold, now, your town dandy, bustling into the bank or bookstore at two P. M. of this fine afternoon, a veritable village Beau Brummell, very conscious of his charms. He is between twentyone and twentythree, and very likely papar owns the book or the clothing store and is proud of his sons appearance. In my day son would have had a smart runabout, with red or yellow wheels, in which he would have arrived, picking up a very pretty girl by the way. Now he has an automobile  even if it is only a Buick  and he feels himself to be the most perfect of youths.

And here come three girls, arm in arm, village belles, so pretty in their bright, summery washdresses. Do you think New York can teach them anything  or Paris? Tush! Not so fast. Look at our skirts, scarcely below the knees, with pointed ruffles, and flaring flounces, and our bright grey kid slippers, and the delicate frills about our necks, and the soft bloomy gaiety of our sport hats. New York-teach us anything? We teach New York, rather! We are down for mail, or stationery, or an ice cream soda, and to see and be seen. Perhaps Beau Brummell will drive us home in his car, or we may refuse and just laugh at him.

And, if you please, here is one of the towns young scarlet women. No companionship for her. She is dressed like the others, only more so, but to emphasize the difference she is rouged as to cheeks and lips. Those eager, seeking eyes! No woman will openly look at her, nor any girl. But the men  these farmers and lawyers and town politicians! Which one of them will seek her out first tonight, do you suppose  the lawyer, the doctor, or the storekeeper?

How good it all tasted after New York! And what a spell it cast. I can scarcely make you understand, I fear. Indiana is a world all unto itself and this extreme western portion of Ohio is a part of it, not by official, but rather by natural arrangement. The air felt different  the sky and trees and streets here were sweeter. They really were. The intervening years frizzled away and once more I saw myself quite clearly in this region, with the ideas and moods of my youth still dominant. I was a kid again, and these streets and stores were as familiar to me as though I had lived in them all my life.

Franklin and I were looking in at the window of the one combined music and piano store, to see what they sold. All the popular songs were there I Didnt Raise My Boy To Be a Soldier, Its a Long, Long Way to Tipperary, Hes a Devil in His Own Home Town, and others such as Goodbye, Goodbye and Though We Should Never Meet Again. As I looked at these things, so redolent of small town love affairs and of calling Wednesdays and Saturdays, my mind went back to all the similar matters I had known (not my own  I never had any) and the condition of the attractive girl and the average young men in a town like this. How careful is their upbringing  supposedly. How earnestly is die Sunday School and the precept and the maxim invoked, and how persistently so many of them go their own way. They do not know what it is all about, all this talk about religion and morality and duty. In their blood is a certain something which responds to the light of the sun and the blue of the sky.

Did you ever read The Ballad of the Nun, by John Davidson? See if this doesnt suggest what Im talking about:

The adventurous sun took heaven by storm,

1

Clouds scattered largesses of rain,

2

The sounding cities, rich and warm,

3

Smouldered and glittered in the plain.

4

Sometimes it was a wandering wind,

5

Sometimes the fragrance of the pine,

6

Sometimes the thought how others sinned,

7

That turned her sweet blood into wine.

8

Sometimes she heard a serenade,

9

Complaining, sweetly, far away.

10

She said, A young man woos a maid;

11

And dreamt of love till break of day.

12

For still nights starry scroll unfurled,

13

And still the day came like a flood:

14

It was the greatness of the world

15

That made her long to use her blood.

16

Somehow this region suggested this poem.

But, oh, these youngsters, the object of so much attention and solicitation, once they break away from these sheltering confines and precepts and enter the great world outside  then what? Do they fulfil any or all of the ideals here dreamed for them? I often think of them in the springtime going forth to the towns and the cities, their eyes lit with the sheen of new life. Ninetynine per cent. of them, as you and I know, end in the most humdrum fashion  not desperately or dramatically  just humdrum and nothing at all. Death, disease, the doldrums, small jobs, smaller ideas claim the majority of them. They grow up thinking that to be a drug clerk or a dentist or a shoe dealer is a great thing. Well, maybe it is  I dont know. Spinoza was a watch repairer. But in youth all are so promising. They look so fine. And in a small town like this, they buzz about so ecstatically, dreaming and planning.

Seeing young boys walking through the streets of Napoleon and greeting each other and looking at the girls  sidewise or with a debonair security  brought back all the boys of my youth  all those who had been so promising and of such high hopes in my day. Where are they? Well, I do not need to guess. In most cases I know. They would make gloomy or dull tales. Why bother? In spring the sun-god breeds a new crop. Each autumn a new class enters school. Each spring time, at schools end, a group break away to go to the city.

Oh bright young hopes! Oh visions! visions!  mirages of success that hang so alluringly in amethyst skies!


CHAPTER XXXIII

ACROSS THE BORDER OF BOYLAND

AS we were looking in this same window, I saw a man who looked exactly like a man who used to be a lawyer politician in Warsaw, a small town lawyer politician, such as you find in every town of the kind, pettifogging their lives away, but doing it unconsciously, you may well believe. This one had that peculiar something about him which marks the citizen who would like to be a tribune of the people but lacks the capacity. His clothes, nondescript, durable garments, were worn with the air of one who says It is good to dress plainly. That is what my clients expect. Besides, I am a poor man, a commoner, and proud of it. I know that my constituents are proud of it too. He was standing at the foot of a law office stairs from which quite plainly he had just descended. This was not quite enough to confirm me in my idea that he was a country lawyerhe might have been a client  but I went further and asked him, in a roundabout way.

What is the best road to Defiance?

Well, he replied, with quite an air, as who should say, now here is a pleasant opportunity and diversion There are two of them. One runs to the north of here, a hard, macadam road, and the other follows the canal and the river most of the way. Personally, I would choose the canal. It isnt quite as good a road, but the scenery is so much better. You have the river nearly always in view to your left. To the right the scenery is very attractive. He raised his hand in a slightly oratorical way.

By the way, if you will pardon me, you are a lawyer, arent you?

Well, yes, I suppose I might lay claim to that distinction, he replied, with a faintly dry smile. I practice law here.

His coat was as brown as old brass, nearly, his shoes thick and unpolished, his trousers baggy. The soft hat he wore was pulled down indifferently over his eyes.

I ask, I said, because years ago, in Warsaw, Indiana, I knew a lawyer who looked very much like you.

Indeed! Ive never been in Warsaw, but Ive heard of it. We have people here that go to Winona Lake. Thats right near there, isnt it?

Practically the same place, I replied.

Well, when there are so many people in the world, I suppose some of us must look alike, He continued.

Yes, I replied, Ive met my counterpart more than once.

He began to expatiate on the charms of this region, but seeing that we were plainly rather anxious to be off, finally concluded and let us go. I could not help thinking, as he looked after us, that perhaps he would like very much to be going himself.

From here on the scenery was so simple and yet so beautiful that it was like a dream  such a land as Goldsmith and Gray had in mind when they wrote. This little stream, the Maumee, was delightful. It was, as he said, paralleled by a canal nearly all the way into Defiance and between canal and river were many little summer cottages, quaint and idle looking.

It had become excessively hot, so much so that I felt that now, at last, I was beginning to sunburn badly, but in spite of this we had no thought of putting up the top or of seeking shelter by lingering in the shade. It was so hot that I perspired sitting in the car, but even so it was too lovely, just moving along with what breeze the motion provided. At Napoleon, Booth had bought a light rubber ball, and with this, a few miles out, we stopped to play. The automobile gave us this freedom to seek ideal nooks and secluded places, and thus disport ourselves. The grass and trees were still green, not burned. Wheat fields newly shorn or still standing had that radiant gold hue which so pleases the eye at this season of the year. It was so hot and still that even all insects seemed to have taken to cover. We tossed our ball in a green field opposite a grove and looking up I could see a lonely buzzard soaring in the sky. Truly this is my own, my native land, I said to myself. I have rejoiced in hundreds of days just like this. All the middle West is like it  this dry heat, these clear skies, this sleepy baking atmosphere. For hundreds of miles, in my minds eye, I could see people idling on their porches or under their trees, making the best of it. The farmers wain was creaking along in the sun, the cattle were idling in the water, swishing their tails. Girls and boys home from school for the summer were idling in hammocks, reading or loafing. Few great thoughts or turmoils were breeding in this region. It was a pleasant land of drowsy mind and idle eye  I could feel it.

By winding ways, but always with a glimpse of this same Maumee or its parallel canal, we arrived at Defiance, and a little while later, at dusk, at Hicksville. Both of these towns, like Napoleon, were of the temperament of which I am most fond  nebulous, speculative, dreamy. You could tell by their very looks that that definite commercial sense which was so marked in places farther East was not here abounding. They were still, as at Warsaw in my day, outside the keen, shrill whip of things. Everyone was not strutting around with the all-too-evident feeling that they must get on. (I hate greedy, commercial people.) Things were drifting in a slow, romantic, speculative way. Actually I said to Franklin, and he will bear witness to it, that now we were in the exact atmosphere which was most grateful to me. I looked on all the simple little streets, the one and a half story houses with sloping roofs, the rows of good trees and unfenced lawns, and wished and wished and wished. If one only could go back  supposing one could  unreel like a film, and then represent ones life to oneself. What elisions would we not make, and what extensions! Some incidents I would make so much more perfect than they were  others would not be in the film at all.

In Defiance we all indulged in shaves, shoe shines, drinks. As we were nearing Hicksville we overtook two farmers  evidently brothers, on a load of hay. It was so beautiful, the charm of the land so great, that we were all in the best of spirits. To the south of us was a little town looking like one of those villages in Holland which you see over a wide stretch of flat land, a distant church spire or windmill being the most conspicuous object anywhere. Here it was a slate church steeple and a red factory chimney that stood up and broke the sky line. It was fairyland with a red sun, just sinking below the horizon, the trees taking on a smoky harmony in the distance. Spirals of gnats were in the air and we were on one of those wonderful brick roads I have previously mentioned, running from Defiance to Hicksville, as smooth and picturesque to view as an old Dutch tile oven. Once we stopped the car to listen to the evening sounds, the calls of farmers after pigs, the mooing of cows, the rasping of guinea hens, and the last faint twitterings of birds and chickens. That evening hush, with a tinge of cool in the air, and the fragrant emanation of the soil and trees, was upon us. It needed only some voice singing somewhere, I thought, or the sound of a bell, to make it complete. And even those were added.

As we were idling so, these two farmers came along seated on a load of hay, making a truly Ruysdaelish picture in the amethyst light. We made sure to greet them.

What town is that one there? Franklin inquired, jovially.

Squiresburg, the driver replied, grinning. His brother was sitting far back on the hay.

This is the road to Hicksville all right, isnt it? I put in.

Yes, this is the road, he returned.

How large a place is Squiresburg, anyhow? I queried.

Oh, seven or eight hundred.

And how big is Hicksville?

Oh, two or three thousand.

But Squiresburgs a better place than Hicksville, put in the brother, who sat behind, chewing a stalk of hay and smiling broadly.

Hows that? inquired Franklin.

The fellows manner was contagious.

Oh, theyre not as hard on yuh over in Squiresburg as they are in Hicksville. He munched his straw suggestively. Y kin have a better time there.

He smiled again, most elusively.

Oh, this, said Speed, quickly, forming his fingers into a cup and upending it before his lips.

Thats it, said the man. There aint no license in Hicksville.

Alas! I exclaimed. And were bound for Hicksville.

Well, taint too late, said the man in front. Theres Squiresburg right over there.

Im afraid, Im afraid, I sighed, and yet the thought came to me what a fine thing it would be to turn aside here and loaf in Squiresburg in one of its loutish country saloons, say, until midnight, seeing what might happen. The Dutch inns of Jan Steen were somehow in my mind. But just the same we didnt. Those things must be taken on the jump. An opportunity to be a success must provoke a spontaneous burst of enthusiasm. This suggestion of theirs, if it appealed to the others, provoked no vocal acquiescence. We smiled at them approvingly, and then rode on, only to comment later on what an adventure it might have proved  how rurally revealing.

As we entered Hicksville the lamps were being trimmed in a cottage or two, and I got a sense once more of the epic that life is day after day, year after year, century after century, cycle after cycle. Poets may come and poets may go, a Gray, a Goldsmith, a Burns in every generation, but this thing which they seek to interpret remains forever. A Daubigny, a Corot, a Ruysdael, a Vermeer, all American born, might well interpret this 
HICKSVILLE
A Rembrandt effect from generation to generation. It would never tire. Passing up this simple village street, with its small cottages on every hand, I could not help thinking of what a Monticelli or an Inness would make it. The shadows at this hour were somewhat flamboyant, like those in The Night Watch. A sprinkling of people in the two blocks which comprised the heart of things was Rembrandtish in character. Positively, it was a comfort now to know that Franklin was with me, and that subsequently he would register this or something like it either in pen and ink or charcoal. It was no delightful to me in all its rural naivet and crudity, that I wanted to sing about it or sit down in some corner somewhere and rhapsodize on paper. As it was, after exchanging a few words with a farmer who wanted to hear the story of our tour, we went to look for some picture postcards of Hicksville, and then to get something to eat.

It would seem at times as if life needed not so much action as atmosphere  certainly not action of any vigorous character  to make it transcendently pleasing. Insofar as I could see, there was no action in this town worthy of the name. Indeed, the people seemed to me to be of a lackadaisical turn, rurals of a very simple and unpretentious character, and, for the most part, as to the men, of an uncouth and workaday aspect. Many of them were of the stuff of which railroad hands are made, only here with the farm lands and the isolation of country life to fall back on, they were not so sophisticated.

The country lunch room which we encountered amused us all from one point of view and another. It was so typically your male center of rural life, swarming with all the wits and wags of the community and for miles around. Here raw yokels and noisy pretenders were eating, playing cards, pool, billiards, and indulging in rural wit, and we heard all the standard jests of country life. I gained the impression that the place had once been a barroom before the no-license limitation had descended upon it, and that many of its former patrons were making the best of the new conditions.

And here it was that for the first time in my life I tasted banana pie. Did you ever eat banana pie? Well! The piece I had here, in lieu of apple for which I inquired, a quarter section, with a larger layer of meringue on top, filled a long felt want and a void. It made up for the fact that I had to content myself with a ham sandwich and two fried eggs. It was thick  all of an inch and a half  and very pastryish. I asked the clerk (I cannot conscientiously call him a waiter) if he knew how to make it, but he did not. And I have been seeking ever since for a recipe as good as that from which this pie was made.

Next door to this restaurant was the Hotel Swilley  mark the name  and farther up the street, Mr. and Mrs. C. J. Holmes, Undertaker. In the one drug and book and stationery store, where the only picture postcards we could find were of the depot and the residence of N. C. Giffen, whoever he might be, several very young girls, downtown for a soda, were calling up some other girl at home.

Hello, Esther! Is this you, Esther? Well, dont you know who this is, Esther? Cant you tell? Oh, listen, Esther! Listen to my voice. Now cant you tell, Esther? I thought you could. Its Etta, of course. Wait a minute, Esther, Mabel wants to speak to you. Well, goodbye, Esther. (This last after Mabel had spoken to much the same effect as Etta.)

After idling about in what seemed an almost Saturday night throng, so chipper and brisk was it, we made our way to Fort Wayne. It was a brisk, cool ride. The moon was on high, very clear, and a light wind blowing which made overcoats comfortable. Just outside Hicksville we encountered another detour, which shut us off from our fine road and enraged us so that we decided to ignore the sign warning us to keep out under penalty of the law and to go on anyhow. There seemed a good road ahead in spite of the sign, and so we deliberately separated the boards on posts which barred the way and sped on.

But the way of the transgressor  remember! Scarcely a mile had gone before the road broke into fragments, partially made passable by a filling of crushed stone, but after that it swiftly degenerated into mud, rubble and ruts, and we began to think we had made a dreadful mistake. Supposing we were stalled here and found? What would become of my trip to Indiana! Fined and detained, Franklin might get very much out of sorts and not care to go on. Oh, dear! Oh, dear!

We bumped along over rocks and stumps in the most uncomfortable fashion. The car rocked like a boat on a helter-skelter at Coney Island. Finally we came to a dead stop and looked into our condition, fore and aft. Things were becoming serious. Perspiration began to flow and regrets for our sinful tendencies to exude, when, in the distance, the fence at the other end appeared.

Immediately we cheered up. Poof! What was a small adventure like this?  a jolly lark, that was all. Who wouldnt risk a car being stuck in order to achieve a cutoff like this and outwit the officers of the law? One had to take a sporting chance always. Why certainly! Nevertheless, I secretly thanked God or whatever gods there be, and Franklin and Speed looked intensely relieved. We jogged along another eight hundred feet, tore down the wire screen at the other end, and rushed on  a little fearfully, I think, since there was a farm house near at hand with a lot of road-making machinery in the yard. Perhaps it was the home of the road foreman! I hope he doesnt ever read this book, and come and arrest us. Or if he does I hope he only arrests Franklin and Speed. On reflection a month or so in jail would not hurt them any, I think.

And then, after an hour or so, the city of Fort Wayne appeared in the distance. It does not lie on high ground, or in a hollow, but the presence of some twenty or thirty of those antiquated light towers which I mentioned as having been installed at Evansville, Indiana, in 1882, and which were still in evidence here, gave it that appearance. It seemed at first as though this town must be on a rise and we looking up at it from a valley; as we drew nearer, as though it were in a valley and we looking down from a height. We soon came to one of those pretentious private streets, so common in the cities of the West in these days  a street with a great gate at either end, open and unguarded and set with a superfluity of lights; which arrangement, plus houses of a certain grade of costliness, give that necessary exclusiveness the newly rich require, apparently. It was quite impressive. And then we came to a place where, quite in the heart of the city, two rivers, the St. Mary and the St. Joseph, joined to make the Maumee; and here, most intelligently, I thought, a small park had been made. It was indeed pleasing. And then we raced into the unescapable Main Street of the city, in this instance a thoroughfare so blazing with lights that I was much impressed. One would scarcely see more light on the Great White Way in New York.


CHAPTER XXXIV

A MIDDLE WESTERN CROWD

THOUGH a city of seventyfive thousand, or thereabouts, Fort Wayne made scarcely any impression upon me. Now that I was back in Indiana and a few miles from my native heath, as it were, I expected, or perhaps I only half imagined, that I might gain impressions and sensations commensurate with my anticipations. But I didnt. This was the city, or town, as it was then, to which my parents had originally traveled after their marriage in Dayton, Ohio, and where my father worked in a woolen mill as foreman, perhaps, before subsequently becoming its manager. It had always been a place of interest, if not happy memory, to my mother, who seemed to feel that she had been very happy here.

When our family, such as it was (greatly depleted by the departure of most of the children), came north to Warsaw, Fort Wayne, so much nearer than Chicago and a city of forty thousand, was the Mecca for the sporting youth of our town. To go to Fort Wayne! What a week end treat! For most of our youth who had sufficient means to travel so far, it was a city of great adventure. The fare was quite one dollar and seventyfive cents for the round trip, and only the bloods and sports, as we knew them, attempted it. I never had money enough to go, as much as I wanted to, nor yet the friends who were eager for my companionship.

But what tales did I not hear of restaurants, saloons, theatres, and other resorts of pleasure visited, and what veiled hints were not cast forth of secret pleasures indulged in  flirtations, if not more vigorous escapades. Life was such a phantasm of delight to me then. Nameless and formless pleasures danced constantly before my eyes. Principally, not quite entirely, they were connected with the beauty of girls, though money and privilege and future success were other forms. And there were a few youths and some girls in Warsaw, who to my inexperienced judgment, possessed nearly all that life had to offer!

At this late date, however, Fort Wayne, looking at it in the cold, practical light of a middle-aged automobile tourist, offered but few titillations, either reminiscent or otherwise. Here it was, to me, sacred ground, and here had these various things occurred, yet as I viewed it now it seemed a rather dull, middle West town, with scarcely anything save a brisk commerce to commend it. Abroad one finds many cities of the same size of great interest, historically and architecturally  but here! By night and day it seemed bright enough, and decidedly clean. All that I could think of as Franklin and I drifted about it on this first night was that it was a very humble copy of every other larger American city in all that it attempted  streets, cabarets, high buildings and so on. Every small city in America desires to be like Chicago or New York or both, to reproduce what is built and done in these places  the most obvious things, I mean.

After dining at a cabaret Hofbru House and sleeping in a very comfortable room which admitted the clangor of endless street car bells, however, I awoke next morning with a sick stomach and a jaded interest in all material things, and I had neither eaten nor drunk much of anything the night before  truly, truly! We had sought out the principal resort and sat in it as a resource against greater boredom, nothing more. And now, being without appetite, I wandered forth to the nearest drug store to have put up the best remedy I know for a sick stomach  nux vomica and gentian, whatever that may be.

It was in this drug store that the one interesting thing in Fort Wayne occurred  at least to me. There were, as it was still early, a negro sweeping the place, and one clerk, a lean apothecary with roached and pointed hair, who was concealed in some rear room. He came forward after a time, took my prescription, and told me I would have to wait ten minutes. Later another man hobbled in, a creature who looked like the before picture of a country newspaper patent medicine advertisement. He was so gaunt and blue and sunken-seamed as to face that he rather frightened me, as if a corpse should walk into your room and begin to look around. His clothes were old and brown and looked as though they had been worn heaven knows what length of time. The clerk came out, and he asked for something the name of which I did not catch. Presently the clerk came back with his prescription and mine, and going to him and putting down a bottle and a box of pills, said of the former, holding it up, Now this is for your blood. You understand, do you? You take this three times a day, every day until it is gone. The sick man nodded like an automaton. And these  he now held up the pills are for your bowels. You take two o these every night.

This is for my blood and these are for my bowels, said the man slowly.

The nostrums were wrapped up very neatly in grey paper, and tied with a pink string. The corpse extracted out of a worn leather book sixtyfive cents in small pieces, and put them down. Then he shuffled slowly out.

What ails him, do you suppose? I asked of the dapper, beau-like clerk.

Oh, chronic anæmia. He cant live long.

Will that medicine do him any good, do you think?

Not a bit. He cant live. Hell all worn out. But he goes to some doctor around here and gets a prescription and we have to fill it. If we didnt, someone else would.

He smiled on me most genially.

What a shame to take his money, I thought. He looks as though food or decent clothes would be better for him, but what might one say? I recalled how when I was young and chronically ailing, how eagerly I clung to the thought of life, and would I not now if I were in his place? Here was I with a prescription of my own in my hand which I scarcely touched afterwards. But how near to his grave that man really was. And how futile and silly that advice about his blood sounded!

Without any special interest in Fort Wayne to delay us, and without any desire to see or do anything in particular, we made finally that memorable start for Warsaw toward which I had been looking ever since I stepped into the car in New York. Now in an hour or two or three, at the best, I would be seeing our old home, or one of them, at least, and gazing at the things which of all things identified with my youth appealed to me most. Here I had had my first taste of the public school as opposed to the Catholic or parochial school, and a delightful change it was. Warsaw was so beautiful, or seemed to me so at the time, a love of a place, with a river or small stream and several lakes and all the atmosphere of a prosperous and yet homey and home-loving resort. My mother and father and sisters and brothers were so interesting to me in those days. As in the poem of Davidsons,

The sounding cities, rich and warm

1

Smouldered and glittered in the plain.

2

I was thirteen, fourteen, fifteen, sixteen. The sun and the air and some responsive chemistry which I do not understand were making my blood into wine. Would I now be dreadfully disappointed?

Our way lay through a country more or less familiar as to its character, though I had never actually been through it except on a train. All about were small towns and lakes which I had heard of but never visited. Now it was my privilege to see them if I chose, and I felt very much elated over it all. I was interested, amused, curiosity stirred.

But it was not until we reached Columbia City, only twenty miles from Warsaw, that my imagination was keenly aroused. Columbia City, small as it was, say fifteen or eighteen hundred at that time, and not much larger now, was another spot to which our small-town life-seeking 
WITH THE OLD SETTLERS AT COLUMBIA CITY, INDIANA gadabouts were wont to run on a Saturday night  for what purpose I scarcely know, since I never had sufficient means to accompany them. At that time, in that vigorously imaginative period, I conjured up all sorts of sybaritic delights, as being the end and aim of these expeditions, since the youths who comprised them were so keen in regard to all matters of sex. They seemed to be able to think of nothing else, and talked girls, girls, girls from morning to night, or made sly references to these jaunts which thereby became all the more exciting to me Warsaw at that time was peculiarly favored with a bevy of attractive girls who kept all our youths on the qui vive as to love and their favor. With an imagination that probably far outran my years, I built up a fancy as to Columbia City which far exceeded its import, of course. To me it was a kind of Cairo of the Egyptians, with two horned Hathor in the skies, and what breaths of palms and dulcet quavers of strings and drums I know not.

These youths, who were quite smart and possessed of considerable pocket money, much more than I ever had or could get, would not have me as a companion. I was a betwixt and between soul at that time, not entirely debarred from certain phases of association and companionship with youths somewhat older than myself, and yet never included in these more private and intimate adventures to which they were constantly referring. They kept me on tenter hooks, as did the ravishing charms of so many girls about us, without my ever being satisfied. Besides, from this very town had come a girl to our Warsaw High School whom I used to contemplate with adoring eyes, she was so rounded and pink and gay. But that was all it ever came to, just that  I contemplated her from afar. I never had-the courage to go near her. In the presence of most girls, especially the attractive ones, I was dumb, frozen by a nameless fear.

So this place, now we reached it, had interest to this extent, that I wanted to see what it was like although I really knew  courthouse, courthouse square, surrounding stores, and then a few streets with simple homes and churches. Exactly. It was like all the others, only somewhat poorer  not so good as Napoleon, Ohio, or even Hicksville.

But there was something that was much better than anything we had encountered yet  an Old Settlers Day, no less  which had filled the streets with people and wagons and the public square with tents, for resting rooms, had spread table cloths out on the public lawn for eating, while a merry-go-round whirled in the middle of one street, and various tents and stands on several sides of the square were crowded with eatables and drinkables of sorts. I believe they have dubbed these small aisles of tents a Broadway, in the middle West. Of course, there were popcorn, candy, hot weenies, as sausages are known hereabouts, and lemonade. I never saw a more typically rural crowd, nor one that seemed to get more satisfaction out of its modest pleasures.

But the very old farmers and their wives, the old settlers and settleresses and their children and their grandchildren, and their great grandchildren! Life takes on at once comic and yet poetic and pathetic phases the moment you view a crowd of this kind in the detached way that we were doing it. Here were men and women so old and worn and bent and crumpled by the ageing processes of life that they looked like the yellow leaves of the autumn. Compared with the fresh young people who were to be seen spinning about on the merry-go-round, or walking the streets in twos and threes, they were infinitely worn. Such coats and trousers, actually cut and sewn at home! And such hats and whiskers and canes and shoes! I called Franklins attention to two stocky, pinky rustics wearing Charlie Chaplin hats and carrying Charlie Chaplin canes, and then to group after group of men and women so astonishing that they seemed figures out of some gnome or troll world, figures so distorted as to seem only fit fancies for a dream. We sat down by one so weird that he seemed the creation of a genius bent on depicting age. I tried to strike up a conversation, but he would not. He did not seem to hear. I began to whisper to Franklin concerning the difference between a figure like this and those aspirations which we held in our youth concerning getting on. Life seems to mock itself with these walking commentaries on ambition. Of what good are the fruits of earthly triumph anyhow?

Nearly all of the older ones, to add to their picturesqueness, wore bits of gold lettered cloth which stated clearly that they were old settlers. They stalked or hobbled or stood about talking in a mechanical manner. They rasped and cackled grandthers, gaffers, Polichinelles, Pantaloons. I had to smile, and yet if the least breath of the blood mood of sixteen were to return, one would cry.

And then came the younger generations! I wish those who are so sure that democracy is a great success and never to be upset by the cunning and self-interestedness of wily and unscrupulous men, would make a face to face study of these people. I am in favor of the dream of democracy, on whatever basis it can be worked out. It is an ideal. But how, I should like to ask, is a proletariat such as this, and poorer specimens yet, as we all know, to hold its own against the keen, resourceful oligarchs at the top? Certainly ever since I have been in the world, I have seen nothing but Americans who were so sure that the people were fit to rule, and did rule, and that nothing but the widest interests of all the people were ever really sought by our statesmen and leaders in various fields. The people are all right and to be trusted. They are capable of understanding their public and private affairs in such a manner as to bring the greatest-happiness to the greatest number  but are they? I was taught this in the adjacent schools of Warsaw, quite as I was taught that the Christian ideal was right and true, and that it really prevailed in life, and that those who did not agree with it were thieves and scoundrels. Actually, I went into life from this very region believing largely in all this, only to find by degrees that this theory had no relationship to the facts. Life was persistently demonstrating to me that self-interest and only self-interest ruled  that strength dominated weakness, that large ideas superseded and ruled small ones, and so on and so forth, ad infinitum. It was interesting and even astonishing to find that we were not only being dominated mentally by a theory that had no relationship to life whatsoever, but that large, forceful brains were even then plotting the downfall of the republic. Big minds were ruling little ones, big thoughts superseding little ones. The will to power was in all individuals above the grade of amba, and even there. All of us were mouthing one set of ideas and acting according to a set of instincts entirely opposed to our so called ideas. I, for one, was always charging individuals with failing to live up to the Christian idea and its derived moral code, whereas no detail of the latter affected my own conduct in the least.

Looking at this crowd of people here in the streets of Columbia City, I was more affected by their futility and pathos  lifes futility and pathos for the mass  than by anything else so far. What could these people do, even by banding together, to control the giants at the top? Here they were, entertained like babies by the most pathetic toys  a badge, a little conversation, a little face-to-face contemplation of other futilitarians as badly placed as themselves. The merry-go-round was spinning and grinding out a wheezy tune. I saw young girls sitting sidewise of wooden horses, lions and the like, their dresses (because of the short skirt craze) drawn to the knee, or nearly so. Imagine the storm which would have ensued in my day had any girl dared to display more than an ankle! (Custom! Custom!) About it were small boys and big boys and big girls, for the most part too poor to indulge in its circular madness very often, who were contenting themselves with contemplating the ecstasy of others.

Franklin, I said, you were raised out in this region about the time I was. How would such a spectacle as that have been received in our day? (I was referring to the exhibition of legs, and I was very pleased with it as such, not quarreling with it at all.)

Oh, shocking, he replied, smiling reminiscently, it just wouldnt have occurred.

And how do you explain its possibility now? These people are just as religious, arent they?

Nearly so  but fashion, fashion, the mass love of imitation. If the mass want to do it and can find an excuse or permission in the eyes of others, or even if they dont want to do it, but their superiors do, they will suffer it. I havent the slightest doubt but that there is many a girl sitting on a wooden horse in there who would rather not have her skirt pulled up to her knees, but since others do it she does it. She wants to be in the swim. And shed rather be unhappy or a little ashamed than not be in the swim. Nothing hurts like being out of style, you know, especially out in the country these days  not even the twinges of a Puritan conscience.

Franklin, I said, Ill tell you. You were raised on a farm and know farmer boys at sight. Pick me out a farmers boy here and now, who hasnt money enough to ride in this thing, and Ill give him a dime. Well see how he takes it.

Franklin smiled and looked around carefully. The thing interested him so much that he finally circled the merry-go-round and lighted on one youth whose short pants and ungainly shoes and cheap but clean little dotted skirt and small fifteen or twentyfive cent hat and pink cheeks, as well as his open mouth and rapt attention, indicated that here was a wonder with which he was thoroughly unfamiliar. I waited to see if he would step aboard at the next stop of the car, or the next, but no, he was merely an onlooker. At the next start of the car or platform I watched his eager eyes follow those who got on. It was pathetic, and when the merry-go-round started again he gazed aloft at the whirling thing in an ecstasy of delight. As it was slowing down for the second or third time, preparatory to taking on a new load, I reached over his shoulder and quite unheeded, at first, put a quarter before his eyes. For a moment he stopped quite dazed and looked at it, then at me, then at the quarter, then at me.

Go on! Ride! I commanded. Get on! The carousel was almost still.

Suddenly, with a mixture of reverence, awe, and a world of surprise in his eyes, he seemed to comprehend what I meant. He looked at his shabby father who had been standing near him all this while, but finding him interested in other things, clambered aboard. I watched him take his place beside a horse, not on it. I watched it start with almost as much pleasure as came to him, I think. Then as the speed increased, I turned to urge Franklin to photograph two old men, who were near. They were so wonderful. We were still at that when the machine stopped, only I did not notice. I was watching the two old men. All at once I saw this boy making his way through the crowd. He had his hand out before him, and as he reached me he opened it and there were the four nickels change.

Oh, no, I said. I didnt mean you to give them back. Run quick! Ride again! Get on before it starts again.

I can see those round, surprised blue eyes with the uncertain light of vague comprehension and happiness in them. He could scarcely make it out.

Run quick, I said. Ride four times, or do anything you please.

His eyes seemed to get rounder and bigger for a second, then his hand wavered, and the hungry fingers shut tight on the money. He ran.

Hows that for getting a thousand dollars worth of fun for a nickel, Franklin? I inquired.

Right-o, he replied. We ought to be ashamed to take it.

And it was literally true, so subtle are the ways by which one can come by what does not belong to him, even though partially paid for.


CHAPTER XXXV

WARSAW AT LAST!

GETTING to Warsaw was a matter of an hour or so at most from here. I think my principal sensation on entering Indiana and getting thus far was one of disappointment that nothing had happened, and worse, nothing could happen. From here on it was even worse. It is all very well to dream of revisiting your native soil and finding at least traces, if no more, of your early world, but I tell you it is a dismal and painful business. Life is a shifting and changing thing. Not only your own thoughts and moods, but those of all others who endure, undergo a mighty alteration. Houses and landscapes and people go by and return no more. The very land itself changes. All that is left of what you were, or of what was, in your own brain, is a dwindling and spindling thing.

Not many miles out from Warsaw, we passed through the town of Pierceton, where lived two girls I barely knew at school, and here we picked up a typical Hoosier, who, because we asked the road of the principal storekeeper, volunteered to ride along and show us. Im going for a couple of miles in that direction. If you dont mind Ill get in and show you.

Franklin welcomed him. I objected to the shrewd type, a cross between a country politician and a sales agent, who manages his errands in this way, but I said nothing. He made himself comfortable alongside Speed and talked to him principally the small change of country life.

As we sped along I began to feel an ugly resentment toward all life and change, and the driving, destroying urge of things. The remorselessness of time, how bitterly, irritatingly clear it stood out here! We talk about the hardness and cruelty of men! Contrast their sharpest, most brutal connivings with the slow, indifferent sapping of strength and hope and joy which nature practices upon each and every one of us. See the utter brutality with which every great dream is filched from the mind, all the delicate, tendril-like responsiveness of youth is taken away, your friends and pleasures and aspirations slain. I looked about me, and beginning to recognize familiar soil, such as a long stretch of white road ending in an old ice house, a railroad track out which I had walked, felt a sudden, overpowering, almost sickening depression at the lapse of time and all that had gone with it. Thirty years, nearly, had passed and with them all the people and all the atmosphere that surrounded them, or nearly so, and all my old intimacies and loves and romantic feelings. A dead world like this is such a compound  a stained-glass window at its best; a bone yard at its worst.

Approaching Warsaw after thirty years, my mind was busy gathering up a thousand threads long since fallen and even rotting in the grass of time. Here was the place, I said to myself, where we, the depleted portion of our family that constituted we at the time, came to stabilize our troubled fortunes and (it was my mothers idea) to give the three youngest children, of whom I was one, an opportunity to get a sensible American free school education. Hitherto our family (to introduce a little private history) had been more or less under the domination of my dogmatic father, who was a Catholic and a bigot. I never knew a narrower, more hidebound religionist, nor one more tender and loving in his narrow way. He was a crank, a tenth rate Saint Simon or Francis of Assisi, and yet a charming person if it had been possible to get his mind off the subject of religion for more than three seconds at a time. He worked, ate, played, slept and dreamed religion. With no other thought than the sanctity and glory and joy of the Catholic Church, he was constantly attempting to drive a decidedly recalcitrant family into a similar point of view.

In the main (there were ten of us living) we would none of it. The majority, by some trick of chemistry which produces unheard of reactions in the strangest manner (though he and, to a much less extent, my mother, were religiously minded) were caught fast by the material, unreligious aspect of things. They were, one and all, mastered by the pagan life stream which flows fresh and clean under all our religions and all our views, moralistic and otherwise. It will have none of the petty narrowing traps and gins wherewith the mistaken processes of the so-called minds of some would seek to enslave it. Life will not be boxed in boxes. It will not be wrapped and tied up with strings and set aside on a shelf to await a particular religious or moral use. As yet we do not understand life, we do not know what it is, what the laws are that govern it. At best we see ourselves hobbling along, responding to this dream and that lust and unable to compel ourselves to gainsay the fires and appetites and desires of our bodies and minds. Some of these, in some of us, strangely enough (and purely accidentally, of that I am convinced) conform to the current needs or beliefs of a given society; and if we should be so fortunate as to find ourselves in that society, we are by reason of these ideals, favorites, statesmen, children of fortune, poets of the race. On the other hand, others of us who do not and cannot conform (who are left-over phases of ancient streams, perhaps, or portentous stri of new forces coming into play) are looked upon as horrific, and to be stabilized, or standardized, and brought into the normal systole-diastole of things. Those of us endowed with these things in mind and blood are truly terrible to the mass  pariahs, failures, shams, disgraces. Yet life is no better than its worst elements, no worse than its best. Its perfections are changing temporalities, illusions of perfection that will be something very different tomorrow. Again I say, we do not know what life is  not nearly enough to set forth a fixed code of any kind, religious or otherwise. But we do know that it sings and stings, that it has perfections, entrancements shames  each according to his blood flux and its chemical character.

Life is rich, gorgeous, an opium eaters dream of something paradisiacal  but it is never the thin thing that thin blood and a weak, ill nourished, poorly responding brain would make it, and that is where the majority of our religions, morals, rules and safeguards come from. From thin, petered out blood, and poor, nervous, non-commanding weak brains.

Life is greater than anything we know.

It is stronger.

It is wilder.

It is more horrible.

It is more beautiful.

We need not stop and think we have found a solution. We have not even found a beginning. We do not know. And my patriotic father wanted us all to believe in the Catholic church and the infallibility of the Pope and confession and communion!

Great Pan of the Greeks, and you, Isis of the Egyptians, save me! These moderns are all insane!

But I was talking of the effect of the approach of Warsaw upon me. And I want to get back to my mother, for she was the center of all my experiences here. Such a woman! Truly, when I think of my mother I feel that I had best keep silent. I certainly had one of the most perfect mothers ever a man had. Warsaw, in fact, really means my mother to me, for here I first came to partially understand her, to view her as a woman and to know how remarkable she was. An open, uneducated, wondering, dreamy mind, none of the customary, conscious principles with which so many conventional souls are afflicted. A happy, hopeful, animal mother, with a desire to live, and not much constructive ability wherewith to make real her dreams. A pagan mother taken over into the Catholic Church at marriage, because she loved a Catholic and would follow her love anywhere. A great poet mother, because she loved fables and fairies and half believed in them, and once saw the Virgin Mary standing in our garden (this was at Sullivan), blue robes, crown and all, and was sure it was she! She loved the trees and the flowers and the clouds and the sound of the wind, and was wont to cry over tales of poverty almost as readily as over poverty itself, and to laugh over the mannikin fol de rols of all too responsive souls. A great hearted mother  loving, tender, charitable, who loved the neer do well a little better than those staid favorites of society who keep all laws. Her own children frequently complained of her errors and tempers (what mortal ever failed so to do?) and forgot their own beams to be annoyed by her motes. But at that they loved her, each and every one, and could not stay away from her very long at a time, so potent and alive she was.

I always say I know how great some souls can be because I know how splendid that of my mother was. Hail, you! wherever you are!

In drawing near to Warsaw, I felt some of this as of a thousand other things which had been at that time and now were no more.

We came in past the new outlying section of Winona, a region of summer homes, boat houses and casinos scattered about a lake which in my day was entirely surrounded by woods, green and still, and thence along a street which I found out later was an extension of the very street on which we had originally lived, only now very much lengthened to provide a road out to Winona. Lined on either side by the most modern of cottages, these new style verandaed, summer resorty things hung with swings and couch hammocks which one sees at all the modern American watering places, it was too new and smart to suit me exactly and carried with it no suggestion of anything that I had been familiar with. A little farther on, though, it merged into something that I did know. There were houses that looked as though they might have endured all of forty years and been the same ones I had known as the houses of some of my youthful companions. I tried to find the home of Loretta Brown, for instance, who was killed a few years later in a wreck in the West, and of Bertha Stillmayer, who used to hold my youthful fancy, at a distance. I could not find them. There was a church, also, at one corner, which I was almost sure I knew, and then suddenly, as we neared another corner, I recognized two residences. One was that of the principal lumber dealer of our town, a man who with his son and daughter and a few other families constituted the lite, and next to it, the home of the former owner of the principal dry goods store; very fine houses both of them, and suggesting by their architecture and the arrangement of their grounds all that at one time I thought was perfect  the topmost rung of taste and respectability!

In my day these were very close to the business heart, but so was everything in Warsaw then. In the first and better one, rather that of the wealthier of the two men, for they were both very much alike in their physical details, was, of all things, an automobile show room  an interesting establishment of its kind, made possible, no doubt, by the presence of the prosperous summer resort we had just passed. On the porch of this house and its once exclusive walk were exhibition tires and posters of the latest automobiles. In the other house, more precious to me still because of various memories, was the present home of the local Knights of Pythias, an organization I surely need not describe. In front of it hung a long, perpendicular glass sign or box, which could be lighted from within by incandescent globes. The lettering was merely K. of P.

In years and years I cannot recall anything giving me a sharper wrench. I was so surprised, although I was fully prepared not to be  not that I cared, really, whether these houses had changed or not  I didnt. But in one of them, the present home of the K. of P., had lived in my time the Yaisley family, and this family was endeared to me, partly by its wealth (qualify this by the inexperience of youth and our personal poverty) and partly by the presence of Dora Yaisley, the youngest daughter, who was a girl of about my own age, possibly younger, and who, to me, was so beautiful that I used to dream about her all the time. As a matter of fact, from my fourteenth to my sixteenth year, from the first time I saw her until a long time after I had seen her no more, she was the one girl whose perfection I was sure of. Perhaps she would not be called beautiful by many. No doubt, if I could see her today, she would not appeal to me at all. But then  


CHAPTER XXXVI

WARSAW IN 1884-6

AND right here I began to ponder on the mystery of association and contact, the chemistry and physics of transference by which a sky or a scene becomes a delicious presence in the human brain or the human blood, carried around for years in that mystic condition described as a memory and later transferred, perhaps, or not, by conversation, paint, music, or the written word, to the brains of others, there to be carried around again and possibly extended in ever widening and yet fading circles in accordance with that curious, so-called law (is it a law?) of the transmutation of energy. That sounds so fine, that law of transmutation, and yet it makes such short work of that other fine palaver about the immortality of the soul. How many impressions have you transferred in this way? How much of you has gone from you in this way and died? A thin and pathetic end, I say, if all go on, being thinned and transmuted as they go.

Warsaw was an idyllic town for a youth of my temperament and age to have been brought to just at that time. It was so young, vigorous and hopeful. I recall with never-ending delight the intense sense of beauty its surrounding landscape gave me, its three lakes, the Tippecanoe River, which drained two of them, the fine woods and roads and bathing places which lay in various directions. People were always coming to Warsaw to shoot ducks in the marshes about, or to fish or summer on the lakes. Its streets were graced with many trees  they were still here in various places as we rode about today, and not so much larger, as I could see, than when I was here years before. The courthouse, new in my day, standing in an open square and built of white Indiana limestone, was as imposing as ever, and, as we came upon it now turning; a corner, it seemed a really handsome building, one of the few in towns of this size which I had seen which I could honestly say I liked. The principal streets, Centre, Buffalo and South, were better built, if anything, than in my time, and actually wider than I had recalled them as being. They were imbued with a spirit not different to that which I had felt while living here. Only on the northwest corner of Centre and Buffalo Streets (the principal street corner opposite this courthouse) where once had stood a bookstore, and next to that a small restaurant with an oyster counter, and next to that a billiard and pool room, the three constituting in themselves the principal meeting or loafing place for the idle young of all ages, the clever workers, school boys, clerks and what not of the entire town, and I presume county  all this was entirely done away with, and in its place was a stiff, indifferent, exclusive looking bank building of three stories in height, which gave no least suggestion of an opportunity for such life as we had known to exist here.

Where do the boys meet now, I asked myself, and what boys? I should like to see. Why, this was the very center and axis of all youthful joy and life in my day. There is a kind of freemasonry of generations which binds together the youths of one season, plus those of a season or two elder, and a season or two younger. At this corner, and in these places, to say nothing of the village post office, Peters Shoe Repairing and Shine Parlor, and Moons and Thompsons grocery stores, we of ages ranging from fourteen to seventeen and eighteen  never beyond nineteen or twenty  knew only those who fell within these masonic periods. To be of years not much less nor more than these was the sine qua non of happy companionship. To have a little money, to be In the high or common school (upper grades), to have a little gaiety, wit, and intelligence, to be able to think and talk of girls in a clever, flirtatious (albeit secretly nervous manner), were almost as seriously essential.

A fellow by the name of Pierre (we always called him Peary) Morris ran this bookstore, which was the most popular meeting place of all. Here, beginning with the earliest days after our arrival, I recognized a sympathetic atmosphere, though I was somewhat too young to share in it. My mother (my father was still working in Terre Haute) placed us in what was known as the West Ward School. It adjoined an old but very comfortable house we had rented; the school yard and our yard touched. Here we dwelt for one year and part of another, then moved directly across the street, south, into an old brick house known as the Thralls Mansion, one of the first  as I understood it, actually the first  brick house to be built in the county years and years before. Here, in these two houses, we spent all the time that I was in Warsaw. From the frame or old Grant house, I sallied each day to my studies of the seventh grade in the school next door. From the Thralls house I accompanied my sister Tillie each day to the high school, in the heart of the town, not far from this court house, where I completed my work in the eighth grade and first year high. I have (in spite of the fact that I have been myself all these years) but a very poor conception of the type of youth I was, and yet I love him dearly. For one thing, I know that he was a dreamer. For another, somewhat cowardly, but still adventurous and willing, on most occasions, to take a reasonable chance. For a third, he was definitely enthusiastic about girls or beauty in the female form, and what was more, about beauty in all forms, natural and otherwise. What clouds meant to him! What morning and evening skies! What the murmur of the wind, the beauty of small sails on our lakes, birds a-wing, the color and flaunt and rhythm of things!

Walking, playing, dreaming, studying, I had finally come to feel myself an integral part of the group of youths, if not girls, who centered about this bookstore and this corner. Judson Morris, or Jud Morris, as we called him, a hunchback, and the son of the proprietor, was a fairly sympathetic and interesting friend. Frank Yaisley, the brother of Dora, and two years older; George Reed, since elevated to a circuit judgeship somewhere in the West; Mick or Will McConnell, who died a few years later of lockjaw contracted by accidentally running a rusty nail into his foot; Harry Croxton, subsequently a mining engineer who died in Mexico and was buried there, and John and George Sharp, sons of the local flour mill owner and grandnephews of my mother; Rutger Miller, Orren Skiff, and various others were all of this group. There were still others of an older group who belonged to the best families and somehow seemed to exchange courtesies here and, in addition, members of a younger group than ourselves, who were to succeed us, as freshman class succeeds freshman class at college.

My joy in this small world and these small groups of youths, and what the future held in store for us, was very great. As I figured it out, the whole duty of men was to grow, get strong, eat, drink, sleep, get married, have children and found a family, and so fulfill the Biblical injunction to multiply and replenish the earth. Even at this late date I was dull to such things as fame, lives of artistic achievement, the canniness and subtlety of wealth, and all such things, although I knew from hearing everyone talk that one must and did get rich eventually if one amounted to anything at all. A perfect, worldly wise dogma, but not truer, really, than any other dogma.

But what a change was here, not so much materially as spiritually! Have you ever picked up an empty beetle shell at the end of the summer  that pale, transparent thing which once held a live and flying thing? Did it not bring with it a sense of transmutation and lapse  the passing of all good things? Here was this attractive small town, as brisk and gay as any other, no doubt, but to me now how empty! Here in these streets, in the two houses in which we had lived, in this corner bookstore and its adjacent restaurant, in the West Ward and Central High Schools, in the local Catholic Church where mass was said only once a month, and in the post office, swimming holes, and on the lakes which surrounded us like gems, had been spent the three happiest years of my boyhood.

Only the year before we came here I had been taken out of a Catholic school at Evansville, Indiana. The public school was to me like a paradise after the stern religiosity of this other school. Education began to mean something to me. I wanted to read and to know. There was a lovely simplicity about the whole public school world which had nothing binding or driving about it. The children were urged, coaxed, pleaded with  not driven. Force was a last resort, and rarely indulged in. Cant you see how it was that I soon fell half in love with my first teacher, a big, soft, pink-cheeked, buxom blonde, and with our home and our life here?

But I was concerned now only with this corner book store and how it looked today. Coming out from New York, I kept thinking how it would look and how the square would look and whether there would be any of the old atmosphere about the schools or the lakes, or our two houses, or the houses of my friends, or the Catholic Church or anything. I wanted to see our exhomes and the schools and all these things. Turning into the square after passing the first two houses mentioned, I looked at this corner, and here was this new bank building and nothing more. It looked cold and remote. A through car of a state-wide trolley system, which ran all the way from Michigan City and Gary on Lake Michigan to Indianapolis, Evansville, Terre Haute, and other places in the extreme south, stood over the way. There had been no street car of any kind here in my day. The court house was the same, the store in which Nueweilers clothing store used to be (and because of Frank Nueweiler, an elderly figure in our crowd, one of our rendezvous) was now a bookstore, the successor, really, to the one I was looking for. The post office had been moved to a new store building erected by the government. (I think in every town we passed we had found a new post office erected by the government.) The Harry Oram wagon works was in exactly the same position at the northwest corner of the square, only larger. There was no trace of Epsteins Wool, Hide and Tallow Exchange, which had stood on another corner directly across the way from the bookstore. A new building had replaced that. All Epsteins children had gone to Chicago, so a neighboring hardware clerk told me, and Epstein himself had died fifteen years before.

But what of the Yaisleys? What of the Yaisleys? I kept asking myself that. Where had they gone? To satisfy myself as to that, before going any farther, I went into this new bookstore in Nueweilers old clothing emporium, and asked the man who waited on me while I selected postcards.

What became of the Nueweilers who used to run this place as a clothing store? I asked as a feeler, before going into the more delicate matter of the Yaisleys.

Nueweiler? he replied, with an air of slight surprise. Why, he has the dry goods store at the next corner  Yaisleys old place.

Well, and what has become of Yaisley, then?

Oh, he died all of twenty years ago. You must be quite a stranger about here.

I am, I volunteered. I used to live here, but I havent been here now for nearly thirty years, and thats why Im anxious to know. I used to know Frank and Will and Dora Yaisley, and even her elder sister, Bertha, by sight, at least.

Oh, yes, Will Yaisley. There was an interesting case for you, he observed reminiscently. I remember him, though I dont remember the others so well. I only came here in 1905, and he was back here then. Why, he had been out West by then and had come back here broke. His father was dead then, and the rest of the family scattered. He was so down and out that he hung around the saloons, doing odd jobs of cleaning and that sort of thing  and at other times laid cement sidewalks.

How old was he at that time, do you think? I inquired.

Oh, about forty, I should say.

This unhappy end of Will Yaisley was all the more startling when I contrasted it with what I had known of him (1884-1886). Then he was a youth of twenty or twentyone or two, clerking in his fathers store, which was the largest in town, and living in this fine house which was now a K. of P. Club. He was brisk and stocky and red-headed  his sister Dora had glints of red in her hair  and, like the rest of this family, was vain and supercilious.

Aphrodite had many devotees in this simple Christian village. The soil of the town, its lakes and groves, seemed to generate a kind of madness in us all. I recall that during the short time I was there, there was scandal after scandal, and seemingly innocent sex attractions, which sprang up between boys and girls whom I knew, ended disastrously after I had departed. One of the boys already referred to was found, after he was dead, to have left a pretty, oversexed school girl, whom I also knew, enceinte. The son of one of the richest land owners and a brother of a very pretty school girl who sat near me in first year high, was found, the year after I left, to have seduced a lovely tall girl with fair hair and blue eyes, who lived only two blocks from us. The story went round (it was retailed to me in Chicago) that she got down on her knees to him (how should anyone have seen her do that?) and on his refusing to marry her, committed suicide by swallowing poison. Her death by suicide, and the fact that he had been courting her, were true enough. I personally know of three other girls, all beauties, and all feverish with desire (how keen is the natural urge to sex!) who were easily persuaded, no doubt, and had to be sent away so that the scandal of having a child at home, without having a husband to vouch for it, might be hushed up.

Poor, dogma-bound humanity! How painfully we weave our way through the mysteries, once desire has trapped us!


CHAPTER XXXVII

THE OLD HOUSE

DORA Yaisley and her sister, insofar as I could learn this day, had fared no better than some of the others. Indeed, life had slipped along for all and made by generation, or many of the figures in it, at least, seem like the decaying leaves that one finds under the new green shoots and foliage of a later spring. Dora had married a lawyer from some other town, so my gossip believed, but later, talking to another old resident and one who remembered me, I was told that she had run away and turned up married  to leave again and live in another place. As for another beauty of my day, it was said that she had been seen in hotels in Indianapolis and Fort Wayne with some man not her husband. The book man with whom I first talked volunteered this information.

But shes working now right here in Warsaw, he volunteered a little later. If you know her, you might go to see her. Im sure shed be glad to see you. She hasnt any relative around now.

You dont say! I exclaimed, astonished. Is she as good looking as ever?

No, he replied with a faint wryness of expression, shes not beautiful any more. She must be over forty. But shes a very nice woman. I see her around here occasionally. She goes regularly to my church.

After browsing here so long with this man, Franklin having gone to seek something else, I returned to the car and requested that we proceed out Centre Street to the second house in which we had lived  the Thralls Mansion  that having been the most important and the more picturesque of the two. On nearing it I was again surprised and indeed given a sharp, psychic wrench which endured for hours and subsequently gave me a splitting headache. It was not gone, oh, no, not the formal walls, but everything else was. Formerly, in my day, there had been a large grove of pines here, with interludes, in one of which flourished five chestnut trees, yielding us all the chestnuts we could use; in another a group of orchard trees, apples, pears, peaches, cherries. The house itself stood on a slope which led down to a pond of considerable size, on which of a moonlight night, when our parents would not permit us to go farther, we were wont to skate. On the other side of this pond, to the southeast of it, was a saw and furniture mill, and about it, on at least two sides, were scattered dozens upon dozens of oak, walnut and other varieties of logs, stored here pending their use in the mill. Jumping logs was a favorite sport of all us school boys from all parts of the town  getting poles and leaping from pile to pile like flying squirrels. It was a regular Saturday morning and week day evening performance, until our mothers or sisters or brothers warning voices could be heard calling us hence. From my bedroom window on the second floor, I could contemplate this pond and field, hear the pleasant droning of the saw and planes of the mill, and see the face of the town clock in the court house tower, lighted at night, and hear the voice of its bell tolling the hours regularly day and night.

This house found and has retained a place in my affections which has never been disturbed by any other  and I have lived in many. It was so simple  two stories on the north side, three on the south, where the hill declined sharply, and containing eleven rooms and two cellar rooms, most convenient to our kitchen and dining room.

It was, as I have said, a very old house. Even when we took it age had marred it considerably. We had to replace certain window sashes and panes and fix the chimney and patch the roof in several places where it leaked. The stairs creaked. Being almost entirely surrounded by pines which sighed and whispered continually, it was supposed to be damp but it was not. In grey or rainy weather the aspect of the whole place was solemn, historic. In snowy or stormy weather, it took on a kind of patriarchal significance. When the wind was high these thick, tall trees swirled and danced in a wild ecstasy. When the snow was heavy they bent low with their majestic plumes of white. Underneath them was a floor of soft brown pine needles as soft and brown as a rug. We could gather basket upon basket of resiny cones with which to start our morning fires. In spring and summer these trees were full of birds, the grackle of blackbird particularly, for these seemed to preempt the place early in March and were inclined to fight others for possession. Nevertheless, robins, bluebirds, wrens and other of the less aggressive feathers built their nests here. I could always tell when spring was certainly at hand by the noise made by a tree full of newly arrived blackbirds on some chill March morning. Though snow might still be about, they were strutting about on the bits of lawn we were able to maintain between groups of pines, or hopping on the branches of trees, rasping out their odd speech.

But now, as we rolled out my familiar street, I noted that the sawmill was no longer. The furniture factory had been converted into an electrical supply works. Furthermore, the pond at the foot of our house was filled up, not a trace of it remaining, and all saw logs, of course, long since cleaned away. Worse and worse, the pine grove had disappeared completely. In the front or west part of our premises now stood two new houses of a commonplace character, with considerable lawn space about them, but not a tree. And there had been so many fine ones! Furthermore, the ground about the house proper was stripped bare, save for one lone crab apple tree which stood near our north side door. It was still vigorous, and the ground under it was littered with bright red-yellow crabs which were being allowed to decay. From the front door, which once looked out upon a long cobble and brick walk, which ran between double rows of pine trees to our very distant gate (all gone now) protruded a sign which read, Saws Filed. A path ran from this door southward over the very pond on which we used to skate! Near at hand was the old Grant house in which we had lived before we moved into this one, and it was still there, only it had been moved over closer to the school and another house crowded in beside it, on what was once our somewhat spacious lawn. The old school lawn, which once led down to the street that passed its gate, was gone, and instead this street came up to the school door, meeting the one which had formerly passed our house and ended at a stile, giving on to the school lawn. The school yard trees were gone, and facing the new street made of the old school lawn were houses. Only our old Thralls house remained standing as it was, on the right hand side.

I can only repeat that I was psychically wrenched, although I was saying to myself that I felt no least interest in the visible scene. I had lived here, true, but what of it? There was this of it, that somewhere down in myself, far below my surface emotions and my frothy reasoning faculties, something was hurting. It was not I, exactly. It was like something else that had once been me and was still in me, somewhere, another person or soul that was grieving, but was now overlayed or shut away like a ghost in a sealed room. I felt it the while I bustled about examining this and that detail.

First I went up to the old house and walked about it trying to replace each detail as it was, and as I did so, restoring to my mind scene after scene and mood after mood of my younger days. What becomes of old scenes and old moods in cosmic substance? Here had been the pump, and here it was still, thank heaven, unchanged. Here, under a wide-armed fir which once stood here, Ed, Al, Tillie and I had once taken turns stirring a huge iron pot full of apple butter which was boiling over pine twigs and cones, and also gathered cones to keep it going. Here, also, to the right of the front door as you faced west, was my favorite lounging place, a hammock strung between two trees, where of a summer day, or when the weather was favorable at any time, I used to lie and read, looking up between times through the branches of the trees to the sky overhead and wondering over and rejoicing in the beauty of life. We were poor in the main, and, worse yet, because of certain early errors of some of the children (how many have I committed since!) and the foolish imaginings of my parents, my father in particular, we considered ourselves socially discredited. We hadnt done so well as some people. We werent rich. Some of us hadnt been good!! But in books and nature, even at this age, I managed to find solace for all our fancied shortcomings, or nearly all, and though I grieved to think that we had so little of what seemed to give others so much pleasure, and the right to strut and stare, I also fancied that life must and probably did hold something better for me than was indicated here.

After I had made the rounds once, Franklin sitting in the offing in his car and sketching the house, I knocked at the front door and received no answer. Finally I went inside and knocked at the first inside door, which originally gave into our parlor. The place looked really very tatterdemalion, like an isolated Eleventh Avenue, New York, tenement. No one answered, but finally from what was formerly my sister Theresas room, on the second floor, a stocky and somewhat frowsy woman of plainly Slavic origin put her head over the balustrade of the handsome old carved walnut staircase, and called, Well?

I beg your pardon, I said, but once, a number of years ago, our family used to live in this house, and I have come back to look it over. Can you tell me who occupies it now?

Well, no one family has it now, she replied pleasantly on hearing of my mission. There are four families in it, two on this floor up here, one on that floor (indicating) and one in the basement. The people on the first floor rent that front room to a boarder.

A tenement! I exclaimed to myself.

Well, there doesnt appear to be anyone at home here, I said to her. Do you mind if I look at your rooms? The room at the end of the hall there was once my sleeping room.

Oh, not at all. Certainly. Certainly. Come right up.

I mounted the stairs, now creakier than ever, and entered a room which in our day seemed comparatively well furnished. It was memorable to me because of a serious siege of illness which my sister, Theresa, had undergone there, and because of several nights in which I had tried to sit up and keep watch. Once from this room, at two in the morning, I had issued forth to find our family physician, an old, grey-bearded man, who, once I had knocked him up, came down to his door, lamp in hand, a long white nightgown protecting his stocky figure, his whiskers spreading like a sheaf of wheat, and demanded to know what I meant by disturbing him.

But, doctor, I said timorously, shes very sick. She has a high fever. She asked me to beg you to come right away.

A high fever! Shucks! Wasnt I just there at four? Here I am, an old man, needing my sleep, and I never get a decent nights rest. Its always the way. As though I didnt know. Suppose she has a little fever. It wont hurt her.

But will you come, doctor? I pleaded, knowing full well that he would, although he had begun irritably to close the door.

Yes, Ill come. Of course Ill come, though I know it isnt a bit necessary. You run on back. Ill be there.

I hurried away through the dark, a little fearful of the silent streets, and presently he came, fussing and fuming at the inconsiderateness of some people.

I always think of old Dr. Woolley as being one of the nicest, kindest old doctors that ever was.

But now this room, instead of being a happy combination of bed room and study, was a kitchen, dining room and living room combined. There were prints and pots and pans hung on the walls, and no carpet, and a big iron cook stove and a plain deal table and various chairs and boxes, all very humble and old. But the place was clean, I was glad to see, and the warm, August sun was streaming through the west windows, a cheering sight. I missed the sheltering pine boughs outside, and was just thinking how different and asking myself what is time, anyhow when there came up the stairs a Slavic workingman of small but vigorous build. He had on grey jean trousers and a blue shirt, and carried a bucket and a shovel.

The gentleman once lived in this house. Hes come back to see it, explained his wife courteously.

Well, I suppose its changed, eh? he replied.

Oh, very much, I sighed. I used to sleep in this end bedroom as a boy.

Well, youll find another boy sleeping there if you look, he said, opening the door, and as he did so I saw a small, chubby, curly-haired boy of four or five snoozing on his pillow, his face turned away from the golden sun which poured into the room. The beauty of it touched me deeply. It brought back the lapse of time with a crash.

How nature dashes its generations of new childhood against the beaches of this old, old world, I thought. Our little day in the sun is so short. Our tenure of the things of earth so brief. And we fight over land and buildings and position. To my host and hostess I said, beautiful, and then that whimpering thing in the sealed room began to cry and I hurried down the stairs.


CHAPTER XXXVIII

DAY DREAMS

BUT I could not bear to tear myself away so swiftly. I went round to the side door on the north side, where often of a morning, before going to school, or of an afternoon, after school, or of a Saturday or Sunday, I was wont to sit and rock and look out at the grass and trees. As I see it now, I must have been a very peculiar youth, a dreamer, for I loved to sit and dream all the while. Just outside this door was the one best patch of lawn we possessed, very smooth and green. In late October and early November days it was most wonderful to me to sit and look at the leaves falling from the trees and think on the recurrent spectacles of spring, summer, autumn and winter, and wonder at the beauty and fragrance and hope of life. Everything was before me then. That is the great riches and advantage of youth. Experience was still to come  love, travel, knowledge, friends, the spectacle and stress of life. As age creeps on one says to ones self, Well, I will never do that any more  or that  or that. I did it once, but now it would not be interesting. The joy of its being a new thing is gone once and for all.

And so now, as I looked at this door, the thought of all this came upon me most forcibly. I could actually see myself sitting there in an old rocking chair, with my books on my knees, waiting to hear the last school bell ring, which would give me just fifteen minutes in which to get to school. It was all so perfect. Knowledge was such a solution  were they not always telling me so? If one studied one could find out about life, I thought. Somebody must know. Somebody did know. Werent there books here on every hand, and schools and teachers to teach us?

And there was my mother, slipping about in her old grey dress working for us, for me, and wishing so wistfully that life might do better for us all. What a wonderful woman she was, and how I really adored her  only I think she never quite understood me, or what I represented. She was so truly earnest in her efforts for us all, so eager for more life for each and every one. I can see her now with her large, round grey eyes, her placid face, her hopeful, wistful, tender expression! Dear, dear soul! Sweet dreamer of vagrom dreams! In my heart is an altar. It is of jasper and chalcedony and set with precious stones. Before it hangs a light, the lamp of memory, and to that casket which holds your poets soul, I offer, daily, attar and bergamot and musk and myrrh. As I write, you must know. As I write, you must understand. Your shrine is ever fragrant here.

Inside this door, when I knocked, I found a two-room apartment not much better than that of my Slavic friends upstairs. Although the young married woman, a mere girl, who opened the door, spoke English plainly, she seemed of marked Hungarian extraction, an American revision of the European peasant, but with most of the old world worn off. I had never been familiar with this type in my day. There was a baby here and a clutter of nondescript things  colored calendars and chromos on the walls; clap-trap instalment-sold furniture and the like. I made my very best bow, which is never a very graceful one, and explained why I was here. The young woman was sympathetic. Wouldnt I come right in?

So this is the room, I said, standing in the first one. My mother used to use this as a living room, and this (I walked into the next one, looking south over the vanished pond to the courthouse tower) as a sewing room. There was always such a fine morning light here.

Yes, there is, she replied.

As I stood here, a host of memories crowded upon me. I might as well have been surrounded by spirits of an older day suggesting former things. There sat my father by that window, reading, in the morning, when he was not working, the Lives of the Saints; in the evening the Chicago Daily News or Die Wahrheits Freund, issued in Cincinnati, or Die Waisenfreund, issued in Dayton. A hardy, industrious man he was, so religious that he was ridiculous to me even at that time. He carried no weight with me, though he had the power and authority to make me and nearly all the others obey. I was aways doubtful as to just how far his temper and fuming rages would carry him. As for my mother, she usually sat in a rocking chair close to this very north door, which looked out on the grass, to read. Her favorite publications were Leslies Magazine and Godeys Lady Book, or some of the newer but then not startlingly brilliant magazines  Scribners or Harpers. For my part I preferred Truth, or Life, or Puck, or Judge, publications which had been introduced into our family by my brother Paul when we were living in Evansville. At this time I had found Dickens, Scott, Thackeray, Hawthorne, Fielding, Defoe, and a score of others, and had been reading, reading, reading, swiftly and with enjoyment. Cooper, Irving and Lew Wallace (Ben Hur at least) were a part of my mental pabulum. From the public library I drew Dryden, Pope, Shakespeare, Herrick and a dozen other English and American poets, and brought them here. I was so keenly interested in love at this time  so inoculated with the virus of the ideal in the shape of physical beauty  that any least passage in Dryden, Herrick, Pope, Shakespeare, held me as in a vise. I loved the beauty of girls. A face piquant in its delicacy, with pink cheeks, light or dark eyes, long lashes  how I tingled at the import of it! Girlhood ravished me. It set my brain and my blood aflame. I was living in some ecstatic realm which had little if anything in common with the humdrum life about me, and yet it had. Any picture or paragraph anywhere which referred to or hinted at love lifted me up into, the empyrean. I was like that nun in Davidsons poem to whom the thought of how others sinned was so moving. I never tired of hauling out and secretly reading and rereading every thought and sentence that had a suggestive, poetic turn in relation to love.

I can see some asinine moralist now preparing to rise and make a few remarks. My comment is that I despise the frozen, perverted religiosity which would make a sin of sex. Imagine the torture, the pains, the miseries which have ensued since self immolation has been raised to a virtue and a duty. Think of it  healthy animals all of us, or we ought to be  and it is a crime to think of love and sex!


CHAPTER XXXIX

THE KISS OF FAIR GUSTA

STANDING in this room, looking at the place where our open fire used to be, but which was now closed up and a cooking stove substituted, and at the window where I often sat of a morning studying history, physical geography, geography, physiology, botany, and waiting for breakfast, or if it were afternoon and after school, for dinner, I asked myself, if I could, would I restore it all  and my answer was unhesitatingly yes. I have seen a great many things in my time, done a lot of dull ones, suffered intense shames, disgraces and privations, but all taken into account and notwithstanding, I would gladly be born again and do it all over, so much have I loved the life I have been permitted to live. Here, at this time, I was suffering from a boyish bashfulness which made me afraid of every girl. I was following this girl and that, nearly every beautiful one of my own age, with hungry eyes, too timid to speak, and yet as much as I longed and suffered on that account, I now said to myself I would gladly have it all back. I asked myself would I have mother and father, and my sisters and brothers, and all our old relatives and friends back as I knew them here, and my answer was, if it would not be an injustice to them, and if I could be as I was then and stand in the same unwitting relationship, yes. Life was intensely beautiful to me here. For all its drawbacks of money and clothes and friends it was nearly perfect. I was all but too happy, ecstatic, drunk with the spirit of all young and new things. If I were to have even more pain than I had, I think I would undertake it all gladly again.

The woman who permitted me to linger in these two rooms a few minutes informed me that the man who occupied the rooms just overhead  those back of the day laborer  was the same whose sign, Saws Filed, protruded from the front door. Its Mr. Gridley and his boy. He isnt in yet, I think. He usually comes in, though, about this time. If you want to wait, Im sure hell be glad to let you see his rooms.

She spoke as if she knew Mr. Gridley, and I had the feeling from her very assuring words that he must be a pleasant and accommodating character.

As I went out and around to the front door again to have one more look, I saw an old man approaching across the quondam pond, carrying a small saw, and I felt sure, at sight of him, that it was Mr. Gridley. He was tall, emaciated, stoop shouldered, a pleasant and even conciliatory type, whose leathern cheeks and sunken eyes combined with a simple, unaffected and somewhat tired manner seemed to suggest one to whom life had done much, but whose courage, gentleness and patience were not by any means as yet exhausted. As he came up I observed:

This isnt Mr. Gridley, is it?

Yes, sir, he smiled. What can I do for you?

You live in the rear rooms upstairs, I believe. My family used to live here, years ago. I wonder if you would mind my looking in for a moment. I merely want to see  for old times sake.

His face warmed sympathetically.

Come right up, neighbor, he volunteered. Ill be only too glad to let you see. Youll have to excuse the looks of the place. My son and I live here alone, bachelor style. Ive been out in the country today with him hunting. Hes only fifteen years old.

We ascended the stairs, and he unlocked the door to my old rooms and let me in  the rooms where Ed and I and Tillie (or whichever other brother or sister happened to be here at the time) were separately provided for. It was a suite of three rooms, one large and two small, opening out on the north, east, and south, via windows to the garden below. In summer, and even in winter, these rooms were always ideal, warmed as they were by an open fire, but in summer they were especially cool and refreshing, there being an attic above which broke the heat  delightful chambers in which to read or sleep. We never had much furniture (a blessing, I take it, because of the sense of space which results) but what we had was comfortable enough and ample for all our needs. In my day there was a bed and a dressing stand and mirror in each of these rooms, and then chairs, and in the larger room of the three, quite double the size of the other two, a square reading table of cheap oak by which I used to sit and work at times, getting my lessons. In the main it was a delight to sit here of a hot summer day, looking out on the surrounding world and the trees, and reading betimes. Here I read Shakespeare and a part of Macaulays History of England and Taines History of English Literature and a part of Guizots History of France. I was not an omnivorous reader  just a slow, idle, rambling one  but these rooms and these books, and the thought of happy days to come, made it all a wonder world to me. We had enough to live on. The problem of financing our lives was not as yet distracting me. I longed for a little money, but not much, and life, life, life  all its brilliant pyrotechnic meanings  was before me, still to come.

Its not very tidy in here, said my host, apologetically, as he opened the door. Take a chair, neighbor. We live as though we were camping out. Ever since my wife died and my oldest boy went into the navy, I stopped trying to keep house much. Me and Harry  thats my youngest boy  take pot luck here. We do our own house-keeping. Ive just suffered a great blow in the death of my oldest boy over at the Dardanelles. When he left the navy he went into the Australian Army, and they made him a captain and then when this war broke out his company was sent to the Dardanelles and he went along and has just been killed over there.

Its very sad, I said, looking about at the beggarly and disorderly furniture. In one room I could see a shabbily gotten up and unmade bed. In this room was an iron cook stove, pots and pans, a litter of guns, saws, fishing poles, and the like.

Yes, went on my host heavily, and with a keen narrative sense which was very pleasing to listen to, he was an extra fine boy, really. He graduated here at the high school before he went into the marines, and stood high in all his classes. Everybody liked him,  a nice, straight-talking young fellow, if I do say it.

He arose, crossed to an old yellow bureau, and took out a picture of a young fellow of about twentysix or twentyeight, in the uniform of an Australian captain of infantry.

The way he came to get into the Australian Army, he went on, looking fondly at the picture, was  he was over there with one of our ships and they took a liking to him and offered him more pay. He was always a great fellow for athletics and he used to send me pictures of himself as amateur champion of this or that ship, boxing. They got his regiment over there on that peninsula, and just mowed it down, I hear. You know, he said suddenly, his voice beginning to tremble and break, I just cant believe it. I had a letter from him only three weeks ago saying how fine he was feeling, and how interesting it all was.  And now hes dead.

A hot tear fell on a wrinkled hand.

Yes, I know, I replied, moved at last. I had been so interested in my own connection with this place and the memories that were swarming upon me that I had been overlooking his. I now felt very sorry for him.

You know, he persisted, surveying me with aged and wrinkled eyes, he wasnt just an ordinary boy. I have letters here  and now he fumbled around for something else from Lord Kitchener and the King and Queen of England and the Colonel of his regiment. (His voice broke completely, but after a time he went on:) They all said what a fine fellow he was and what a loss his death is. Its pretty hard when youre so fond of anybody.

He stopped, and I had difficulty in restraining a tendency to cry a little myself. When one gets so old and a boy is so precious  !

He rubbed his nose with the back of his hand, while I read the formal acknowledgments of Colonel Barclay Sattersley, D.S.O., of Field Marshal Earl Kitchener, K.G., Secretary of State for War, and of Their Majesties, the King and Queen, formal policy letters all, intended to assuage all brokenhearted contributors to the great war. But it all rang very futile and hollow to me. The phrases of the ruling classes of England rattle like whitening bones of dead souls, anyhow.

You know, he added, after a time, I cant help thinking that theres been an awful mistake made about that whole thing down there. His letters told me what a hard time they had landing, and how the trenches were just full of dead boys after every charge. It seems to me they might have found some other way. It looks terribly heartless to let whole regiments be wiped out.

I learned a great deal about Warsaw and its environs from this man, for he had lived in this county and near here all his life. This house, as he described it, had been here since 1848 or thereabouts. The original owner and builder had been a judge at one time, but a loss of fortune and ill health had compelled him to part with it. His oldest and most intelligent son had been a wastrel. He occasionally came to Warsaw to look at this very house, as he had once, in our day, and to my surprise he told me he was here now, in town, loafing about the place  an old man. The houses in front had been built only a year before, so if I had come a year earlier I would still have seen the ground space about as it was, all the old trees still standing. The trees had all been cut down thirteen months before! The Grant house, in which we had first lived here, had been moved over about five years before. The school yard had been cut away about seven years before, and so it went. I asked him about George and John Sharp, Odin Old-father, Pet Wall, Vesta Switzer, Myrtle Taylor, Judson Morris, and so on  boys and girls with whom I had gone to school. Of some he knew a little something; of others he imagined his youngest boy Harry might know. Through his eyes and his words I began to see what a long way I had come, and how my life was rounding out into something different and disturbingly remote from all I had ever known. I felt as though I were in a tomb or a garden of wraiths and shadows.

But if I was depressed here, I was even more so when I came to study the Grant house and the school itself. The former having been inhabited when my mind was in its most formative period, I was struck by the fact that nearly all its then pleasing traces had been obliterated. There was a tree outside the kitchen door from which a swing had once been suspended, and where of a morning or an evening I used to sit and meditate, admiring the skies, the schoolhouse tower, the trees, the freshness of the year. Swing and tree were gone, the house having been moved, and even a longish, parallel window through which, so often, I could see my mother cooking or working at something in the kitchen, had been done over into something else and was now no more. There had been a medium sized, handsome spear pine in the shade of which I used to lie and read of a summer (Water Babies, Westward Ho, The Scarlet Letter and The House of the Seven Gables, to say nothing of much of Irving and Goldsmith). It was gone. It was around this tree that once, of a late November evening not long after we had arrived here and I had been placed in the public school, that I was chased by Augusta Nueweiler (the daughter of the clothier who now owned the dry goods store once owned by Yaisley) in a determined desire to kiss me; which she succeeded in doing. If you will believe it, although I was thirteen years of age, I had never been kissed before. Why she had been attracted to me I do not know. She was plump and pretty, with a cap of short, dark ringlets swirling about her eyes and ears, and a red and brown complexion, and an open, pretty mouth. I thought she was very beautiful.

Back of this house had been a large garden or truck patch, which we planted richly that first summer, and back of that again, a grove of tall ash trees two acres in extent. To this, during that first summer and winter, I had been wont to repair in order to climb the trees and look out upon a large marsh (it seemed large to me at that time) which contained, as its principal feature, the winding Tippecanoe River or creek, making silvery Ss between the tall sedges and their brown cat tails. It was a delightful sight to me then. I used to climb so high (all alone and often) that the wind would easily rock the tall spear to which I was clinging, and then it seemed as though I were a part of heaven and the winds and all rhythmic and colorful elements above man  elements which had no part or share with him.

It was to this grove that my brother Ed and I once repaired of a Saturday morning after a Friday night party  our very first  at which a kissing game had been played and we had been kissed. Life was just dawning upon us as a garden of flowers, in which girls were the flowers. We had already been commenting on various girls at school during the past two or three months, learning to talk about and discriminate between them, and now, at this party, given at the house of one girl whom I thought to be the most perfect of all, we had been able to see twenty or thirty, decked in fineries so delicate and entrancing, that I was quite beside myself. All the girls, really, that we had come to single out as beautiful were there  wonderful girls, to my entranced eyes  and each of us, as it happened, had been called in to be kissed by girls to whom we had scarce dared to lift our eyes before. It was all in the game, and not to be repeated afterward. The moralists tell us that such games are pernicious and infective in their influence, but to memory they are entrancing. Whatever it is that is making life  throwing us on a screen of ether quite as moving pictures are thrown on canvas, to strut through our little parts  its supremest achievements, so far, are occasions such as I have been describing  moments in which the blood of youth in a boy speaks to its fellow atoms in the body of a girl and produces that astonishing reaction which causes the cheeks to mantle, the eyes to sparkle or burn, the heart to beat faster, the lungs to become suffocatingly slow in their labors.

On this particular morning, sitting in this grove now no longer present and sawing a log of wood which was ours, Ed and I tried to recall how wonderful it had been and how we felt, but it was scarcely possible. It could not be done. Instead, we merely glowed and shivered with the memory of intense emotions. And today it comes back as astonishing and perfect as ever  a chemical state, a rich, phantasmagoric memory, and never to be recaptured. I have changed too much. All of us of that day have changed too much.

I saw Ed on the street not long ago and his hair was slightly grey and he was heavy and mature. Having been here, I was tempted to ask him whether he remembered, but I refrained because I half fancied that he would not, or that he would comment on it from a lately acquired religious point of view  and then we might have quarreled.


CHAPTER XL

OLD HAUNTS AND OLD DREAMS

BUT the school next door gave me the cruellest shock of all. I went into it because, it being mid August, the preliminary autumn repairs were under way and the place was open. Workingmen were scattered about  carpenters, painters, glaziers. I had no idea how sound my memory was for these old scenes until I stepped inside the door and saw the closets where we used to hang our hats and coats on our nails and walked up the stairs to the seventh grade room, which is the one in which I had been placed on our arrival in Warsaw.

Here it was, just as I had left it, apparently  the same walls, the same benches, the same teachers table. But how small the benches had grown, scarcely large enough for me to squeeze into now, even though I allowed for a tight fit! The ceiling and walls seemed not nearly so high or so far as they had once seemed. At that very table sat Mae Calvert, our teacher  dead now, so someone told me later  a blooming girl of nineteen or twenty who at that time seemed one of the most entrancing creatures in all the world. She had such fine blue eyes, such light brown hair, such a rounded, healthy, vigorous body. And she had been so fond of me. Once, sitting at my little desk (it was the fifth from the front in the second aisle, counting from the west side of the room), she paused and put her hand on my head and cheek, pinching my neck and ear, and I colored the while I thrilled with pleasure. You see, hitherto, I had been trained in a Catholic school, what little I had been, and the process had proved most depressing  black garbed, straight laced nuns. But here in this warm, friendly room, with girls who were attractive and boys who were for the larger part genial and companionable, and with a teacher who took an interest in me, I felt as though I were in a kind of school paradise, the Nirvana of the compulsorily trained.

Another time (it was in reading class) she asked me to read a paragraph and when I had and paused, she said: I cant tell you how beautifully you read, Theodore. It is so natural; you make everything so real. I blushed again, for I felt for the moment by some odd transposition that she was making fun of me. When I looked up into her face and saw her eyes  the way in which she looked at me  I understood. She was actually fond of me.

At later times and in various ways during this year she drew me out of an intense dreamy shyness by watching over me, expending an affection which I scarcely knew how to take. She would occasionally keep me after school to help me with my grammar  a profound mystery, no least rudiment of which I ever mastered  and when she gradually discovered that I knew absolutely nothing concerning it, she merely looked at me and pinched my cheek.

Well, dont you worry; you can get along without grammar for a while yet. Youll understand it later on.

She passed me in all my examinations, regardless I presume, though I have reason to believe that I was highly intelligent in respect to some things. At the end of the year, when we were clearing up our papers and I was getting ready to leave, she put her arms about me and kissed me goodbye. I remember the day, the warm, spring sunlit afternoon, the beauty and the haunting sense of the waning of things that possessed me at the time. I went home, to think and wonder about her.

I saw her a year or so later, a much stouter person, married and with a baby, and I remember being very shocked. She didnt seem the same, but she remembered me and smiled on me. For my part, not having seen her for so long a time, I felt very strange and bashful  almost as though I were in the presence of one I had never known.

But the feeling which I had here today passed over this last unheeded. It concerned only the particular days in which I was here, the days of a new birth and freedom from horrific Spartan restraint, plus the overawing weight of the lapse of time. Never before I think, certainly not since my mothers death, was I so impressed by the lapse of time, the diaphanous nothingness of things. I was here thirtytwo years before and all that I saw then had body and substance  a glaring material state. Here was some of the same material, the same sunlight, a few of the same people, perhaps, but time had filched away nearly all our characteristics. That boy  was his spiritual substance inside of me still unchanged, merely overlaid by experience like the heart of a palm? I could not even answer that to myself. The soul within me could not say. And at least foursevenths of my allotted three score years and ten had gone.

Down the street from this school about five doors was another house which was very familiar. I went up the narrow brick walk and knocked. A tall, lean, sallow creature of no particular figure but with piercing black eyes and long, thin hands came to the door. Her hair, once jet black, was thinly streaked with grey. She must have been all of thirtyfive or forty when I knew her as a boy. That made her sixtyfive or seventy now; yet I could see no particular change, so vigorous and energetic was she.

Well, Ed, she exclaimed, or is it Theodore? Well, of all things! Come right in here. Im glad to see you. Land o goodness! And Nate will be pleased to death. Nate! Nate! she called into an adjoining room. Come in here. If here isnt Theodore  or is it Ed? (Its Theodore, I interjected quickly.) You know its been so long since Ive seen you two I can scarcely tell you apart. But I remember both as well as if it were yesterday. And its been  let me see  how long has it been? Nearly thirty years now, hasnt it? Well, of all things! I do declare! And youre getting stout, too. And youve grown to be over six feet, at least. Well, I do declare! To think of your walking in on me like this. Just you sit right down here and make yourself comfortable. Well, of all things!

By now I must have been smiling like a Cheshire cat.

Nate, or Nathaniel, one-time carpenter and builder (and still such, for all I know), strolled in. It was late in the afternoon, and he was lounging about in a white cotton shirt and grey trousers, his suspenders down about his hips, a pipe in his mouth and an evening paper in his hand.

Well, Dorse, he called, where do you come from?

I told him.

Think of that, now, exclaimed Mrs. McConnell, and a car! And you came all the way through from New York? Well, lots of them do that now. Charlie Biggers went through from here to Pennsylvania in a Ford not long ago.

She cackled stridently. I was fascinated by her vigor in age.

Nate here, she went on, says he thinks we ought to get a machine one of these days, but lawsie! I dont know whether I could learn to run it, and Im certain he couldnt. Her keen birdlike eyes devoured me, and she smiled. And so youre a writer? Well, what do you write? Novels?

Well, some people condescend to call them that, I answered. Id hesitate to tell you what some others call them.

Its funny I never heard of any of em. Whats the names of some of em?

I enlightened her.

Well, now, thats strange. I never heard of a one of them  I must get two or three and see how you write.

Thats good of you, I chuckled, in the best of spirits.

Bertie Wilkerson  you remember Bertie, dont you?  he was the son of the justice of the peace here  well, hes on one of the Cleveland papers now, writing in some way. Theres a woman over here in Wabash (I knew the name of the novelist coming now) has made a big reputation for herself with her books. They have whole stacks of em here in the stores, I see. I read one of em. They tell me shes worth four or five hundred thousand dollars by now. Youve heard of her, havent you? She gave me her name.

Yes, I replied very humbly, I have.

Well, I dont suppose you make that much, anyhow, do you? she queried.

No, I replied. Im very sorry, I dont.

I could see by the stress she laid on the four or five hundred thousand dollars and the stacks of books in the local store that my type of authorship would never appeal to her.

The conversation changed to the war, and I was amused to find her a most vigorous and determined pro-German. I had been under the impression from reading the Eastern papers that the West was almost solidly pro-Ally, but I received from her a rude awakening.

The papers! The papers! she exclaimed. Yes, thats how they all talk. Youd think from reading them around here  the Chicago papers, anyhow  that everybody was for the English. Theres more pro-German sentiment right here this minute than there is anything else. The English  they love us a lot, dont they? I keep reading about their being our brothers or cousins, but I guess if it came to a showdown theyd jump on us as quick as they did on the Germans. All this talk about blood being thicker than water! Shucks! Theres more German and other bloods in America than there is English.

Yes, I know, I said banteringly. But this country was settled by the English. Dont forget the Puritans and the Mayflower.

The Mayflower! Yes! Well, there were just as many other foreign settlers in other places  in New York and New Orleans.

And anyhow, I added, if we dont help the English now maybe theyll get mad at us after this war and come over and whip us.

Just let em come! she exclaimed defiantly  almost as if she could see them en route. They havent won this war yet, and if they hadnt had other people to help em, theyd have been whipped long ago. Shucks, we could lick em with broomsticks if we didnt have anything else. And Id use one myself!

I burst out laughing. The conjured spectacle of militant American Amazons such as my hostess, broomsticks in hand in battle array, was too much. She laughed with me heartily  stridently.

You laugh, she said. But we could do it. Wars are won by spirit and brains, and this country has em. Well never be whipped  not by the English, anyhow.

Bravo! I exclaimed. Splendid! I like to feel that! You remind me of the best things I have ever thought of America.

I cannot tell you all that we talked over here. It was a veritable bombardment of questions and answers.

When I came out of there after a time and returned to the car Franklin was still patiently sketching, making good use of his time, whereas Speed was sitting with his feet on a part of his engine equipment cleaning a chain. They were partly surrounded now: (1) by old Mr. Gridley, he of my former room, who was retailing the story of his sons death; (2) by a short, dusty, rotund, rather oily-haired man who announced that he was the owner of the property which had formerly sheltered me, and who by virtue of having cut down all the trees and built the two abominable houses in front seemed to think that he was entitled to my friendship and admiration  a non sequitur which irritated me greatly; (3) by a small boy from somewhere in the vicinity who stood with his legs very far apart, his hands in his pockets, and merely stared and listened while Mr. Gridley related the moving details of his sons death and the futility of the campaign at the Dardanelles. The owner of the houses in front kept trying to interject bits of his personal history as carpenter, builder, land speculator, and the like. It was most entertaining.

I was just saying to your friend here, said the latter, who had never met me until this moment, that if youre in town long enough you must come and take dinner with me. Were just plain people, but we can give you plenty to eat. Anyone who lived here as long ago as you did

I felt no least desire to dine with him, largely because he had cut down all the fine trees and built such trashy houses.

He chattered on in an impossible fashion. I could see he was greatly impressed by our possession of this car. And to have come all the way from New York! I wanted to annihilate him for having destroyed the trees  the wretch!

But I felt that we ought to be getting on. Here it was after five and I still had various things to see  the old Central High School, where so long ago I finished my eighth grade common and my first year German and algebra; the lakes, Centre and Pike, where with many others I had been accustomed to row, swim, skate, fish, and camp; the old swimming hole out in the Tippecanoe (three miles out, I thought, at least); our old Catholic Church, where I regularly went to confession and communion; the woods where I had once found a dead peddler, lying face down, self-finished, at the foot of a great oak; and so on and so forth  endless places, indeed. Besides, there were various people I wanted to see, people who, like the wiry Mrs. McConnell, could tell me much  perhaps.

Alas for intentions and opportunities! I suppose I might have spent days browsing and communing, but now that I was here and actually seeing things, I did not feel inclined to do it. What was there really to see, I asked myself, aside from the mere exterior or surface of things? In one more hour I could examine exteriorly or in perspective all of these things  the lakes, the school, the swimming hole, the church  they were all near at hand  unless I wanted to linger here for weeks. Did I really want to stay longer than this dusk?

Franklin was eager to get on. When first he invited me he had planned no such extended tour as this, and these were not his sacred scenes. It was all very well  but  

Nevertheless, we did cruise (as Speed was wont to express it), first to Centre Lake, where many a moonlight when the ice was as thick as a beam and as smooth as glass Ed, Tillie and I, along with a half hundred town boys and girls, had skated to our hearts content or fished through the ice. My, how wonderful it was! To see them cutting ice on the lake with horses and fishing through holes only large enough to permit the extraction of a small sized fish when one bit. To my astonishment the waters of the lake had receded or diminished fully a fifth of its original circumference, and all the houses and boathouses which formerly stood close to its edge were now fully two hundred feet inland. In addition, all the smartness and superiority which once invested this section were now gone  the region of the summer conferences at Winona having superseded this. Houses I was sure I would be able to recall, should they chance to be here  those of Maud Rutter, Augusta Nueweiler (she of the fir tree kiss), Ada Sanguiat, were not discernible at all. I knew they were here unchanged, but I could not find them.

We went out past an old bridge to the northeast of the town (scarcely a half mile out) and found to my astonishment that the stream it once spanned  the Tippecanoe, if you please  and that once drained Centre and Pike Lakes, was now no more. There was only a new stone culvert here, not the old iron and plank wagon bridge of my day  and no water underneath it at all, only a seepy muck, overgrown with marsh grass!! The whole river, a clear sandy-bottomed stream, was now gone  due to the recession of the lake, I suppose. The swimming hole that I fancied must be all of two or three miles out was not more than one, and it had disappeared, of course, with the rest. There was not even a sign of the footpath that led across the fields to it. All was changed. The wild rice fields that once stood about here for what seemed miles to me, and overrun in the summertime (July, August, and September, in particular) with thousands upon thousands of blackbirds and crows, were now well plowed cornland! I could not see more than the vaguest outlines of the region I had known, and I could not recapture, save in the vaguest way, any of the boyish moods that held me at the time. In my heart was a clear stream and a sandy bottom and a troop of half-forgotten boys, and birds, and blue skies, and men fishing by this bridge where was now this culvert  Ed and I among them occasionally  and here was nothing at all  a changed world.

Oh, its all gone! I cried to Franklin. Lets go back.

We went up to the old Central High School, looking exactly as it did in my day, only now a ward instead of a high school  a new high having been built since I left  and here I tried to recapture some of the emotions I have always had in my dreams of it and have still. I saw troops of boys and girls coming out of it at noon and at four in the afternoonI and my sister Tillie among them. I saw Dora Yaisley and Myrtle Taylor (of the pale flower face and violet eyes), and Jess Beasley and Sadie and Dolly Varnum  what a company! And there were George and John Sharp  always more or less companionable with me, and Jud Morris and Frank Yaisley and Al Besseler and a score of others  interesting souls all and now scattered to the four corners of the earth.

But sitting in the car  suddenly I saw myself in my seat upstairs looking out the north window which was nearest me, and dreaming of the future. From where I sat in those days I could see up a long, clean alley, with people crossing at its different street intersections for blocks away. I could see far off to where the station was and the flour mill and where the trains came in. I could hear their whistles  distant and beckoning  feeling the tug and pull of my future life to come out and away. I could see clouds and trees and little houses and birds over the court house tower, and then I wanted to get out and fly too  to walk up and down the great earth and be happy.

I tell you, in those days, wonderful, amazing moods were generated in the blood of me. I felt and saw things which have never come trueglories, moods, gayeties, prefections. There was a lilt in my heart and my soul. I wanted, oh! I wanted all that Nature can breed in her wealth of stars and universes  and I found  what have I found  ?

The frame of any man is an infinitesimal shell. The soul of him so small, a pale lamp which he carries in his hands! The passions of which we boast or from whose imagined horrors we flee are such little things  rush lights  scarcely able to glimmer in so great a dark. I have eaten and drunken, and thirsted after all, but should the curtain descend now, how little have I had! How little could any man ever have!

Oh, great, scheming, dreaming Prince of Life  what is that you are after? What blood moods in your soul is it that we, your atoms, hurry to fulfill? Do you love? Do you hate? By billions sweating, blazing, do we fulfill some quaint desire of yours? Drop you the curtain then on me. I do not care  I am very tired. Drop it and let me dream no more the endless wonders and delights that never, never, can be.


CHAPTER XLI

BILL ARNOLD AND HIS BROOD

WEST of Warsaw about twelve miles lies the town of Silver Lake, on a small picturesque lake of the same name  a place to which, during our residence at Warsaw, Ed and I more than once repaired to visit a neer-do-well uncle and his wife, the latter my mothers half sister. This family was so peculiar and so indifferent to all worldly success and precedence, so utterly trifling and useless, that I am tempted to tell about them even though they do not properly belong in this narrative. William or Bill Arnold, as he was called locally, was really the cause of it all. He was the father, but little more than a country wastrel. He had a fiddle on which he could play a little. He had a slightly cocked eye and a nasal voice, high and thin. He had no more education than a squirrel and no more care for things of place and position than any rabbit or woodchuck. His wife, a kindly, inarticulate and meditative woman, who looked like my mother, was all out of sorts and down at heels in soul and body because of his indifference to all things material or spiritual. They lived in an old tumble-down, paintless house, the roof of which leaked and the eaves sagged, and here, and in other houses like it, no doubt, they had had four children, one of whom, the eldest, became a thief (but a very clever one, I have heard); the second a railroad brakeman; the third the wife of an idle country loafer as worthless as her father; the fourth, a hunchbacked boy, was to me, at least, a veritable sprite of iniquity, thinking up small deviltries the whole day long. He was fond of fighting with his sister and parents, shouting vile names when angry, and so conducting himself generally that he was an object almost of loathing to such of our family as knew him.

Their home was a delightful place for me to come to, so fresh, so new, so natural  not at all like our ordered home. I felt as though I were housed with a kind of genial wild animal  a fox or prairie dog or squirrel or coyote. Old Arnold had no more morals than a fox or squirrel. He never bathed. He would get up in the morning and feed his pigs and two horses, the only animals he owned  and then, if the weather was suitable and he had no absolutely compelling work to do, he would hunt rabbits (in winter) or squirrel or pat-ridges, or go fishing, or go down to the saloon to fiddle and sing or to a dance. He was always driving off to some dance where he earned a few cents as a fiddler (it was his great excuse), and then coming home at two or three in the morning, slightly tipsy and genial, to relate his experiences to anyone who would listen. He was not afraid of his wife or children exactly, and yet he was not the master of them either, and it used to scandalize me to have him called a loafer and an old fool, not by her so much as by them. My own father was so strict, so industrious, so moral, that I could scarcely believe my ears.

I used to love to walk west from Warsaw on a fine summers day, when my mother would permit me, and visit them  walk the whole twelve miles. Once she empowered me to negotiate for a cow which this family owned and for which we paid twentyfive dollars. Ed and I drove the cow up from Silver Lake. Another time we bought three (or four) pigs, and drove them (Ed and I) the whole twelve miles on a hot July day. Great heavens! What a time we had to get them to come along straight! They ran into bogs and woods  wherever there was a fence down  and we had to chase them until they fell exhausted  too far gone to run us farther. Once they invaded a tangled, low growing swamp, to wallow in the muck, and we had to get down on our hands and knees  our bellies actually  to see where they had gone. We were not wearing shoes and stockings; but we took off our trousers, hung them over our arms, and went in after them. If we didnt beat those pigs when we got near enough! Say! We chased them for nearly a mile to exhaust and punish them, and then we switched them along the rest of the way to get even.

I remember one hot July afternoon, when I was visiting here, how my Aunt Susan read my fortune in the grounds of a coffee cup. It was after a one oclock farmhand dinner. Uncle Bill and one or two of the other children had come and gone. I was alone with her, and we sat in the shade of an east porch, comfortable in the afternoon. I can see the wall of trees over the way, even yet, the bees buzzing about an adjacent trumpet vine, the grass hot and dry but oh! so summery.

Now, lets see what it says about you in your cup, and she took it and turned it round and round, upside down three times. Then she looked into it meditatively and after a while began: Oh, I see cities, cities, cities, and great crowds, and bridges, and chimneys. You are going to travel a long way  all over the world, perhaps. And there are girls in your cup! I see their faces, (I thrilled at that.) You wont stay here long. Youll be going soon, out into the world. Do you want to travel? she asked.

Yes, indeed I do, I replied.

Well, you will. Its all here.

Her face was so grave! She looked like one of the three fates, so old, so wrinkled, so distant.

I thought nothing of her at the time, but only of myself. How beautiful would be that outside world! And I would be going to it soon! Walking up and down in it! Oh, wonderful, wonderful, wonderful!

When we were traveling toward Warsaw it had been my idea that we would visit Silver Lake and if I could find nothing more I could at least look at that body of water and the fields that surrounded it and the streets with which I had been fairly familiar. The lake had seemed such a glorious thing to me in those days. It was so sylvan and silent. A high growth of trees surrounded. it like a wall. Its waters reflected in turn blue, grey, green, black. It was so still within its wall of trees that our voices echoed hollowly. A fish leaping out of the water could be heard, and the echo of the splash. Often I sat here gazing at the blue sky and the trees, and waiting for a small red and green cork on my line to bob.

But my aunt and my uncle were long since dead, I knew. The children had gone  where? There was probably no least trace of them anywhere here, and I was in no mood to hunt them down. Still, in coming West, I had the desire to come here, to look, to stand in some one of these old places and recover if I might a boyhood mood.

Now, as we were leaving Warsaw, however, I was too physically tired and too spiritually distrait to be very much interested. My old home town had done for me completely  the shadows of older days. For one thing, I had a splitting headache, which I was carefully concealing, and a fine young heartache into the bargain. I was dreadfully depressed and gloomy.

But it was a fine warm night, with a splendid half moon in the sky and delicious wood and field fragrances about. Such odors! Is there anything more moving than the odors, the suspirings of the good earth, in summer?

As we neared Silver Lake (as I thought) we ran down into a valley where a small rivulet made its way and under the darkling trees we encountered a homing woman, coming from a milking shed which was close to the stream. Five children were with her, the oldest boy packing the youngest, an infant of two or three years. It reminded me of all the country families I had known in my time  a typical mid-Western and American procession. The mother, a not unprepossessing woman of forty, was clothed in a shapeless grey calico print with a sunbonnet to match, and without shoes. The children were all barefooted and ragged but as brown and healthy and fresh looking as young animals should be. It so 
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A Farm and Silo chanced that Speed had to do something here  look after the light or supply the motor with a cooling draught  and so we paused, and the children gathered around us, intensely curious.

Gee, aint it a big one! exclaimed the eldest. Look at the silver.

He was descanting on the lamp.

Ill bet it aint no bigger than that jackdigger that went through here yesterday, observed the second eldest boastfully.

Whats a jackdigger? I inquired helplessly.

Oh, its a car, replied the eldest, one of the handsomest boys one would want to look at  beautiful, really  all the more so because of his torn shirt and trousers and his bare feet and head.

Yes, but what kind of car? What make?

Oh, I cant think. We see em around here now and then  great big fellers.

And now the next to the youngest, a boy of five or six, had come alongside where I was sitting and was looking up at mea fat little cherub in panties so small you could have made them out of a good sized handkerchief.

There you are, I said to him helpfully. Wont you come up and sit with me here  such a nice big boy as you are?

He shook his head and backed away a little.

Huhuh, he said, after a pause.

Why not? I queried, a little yearningly, for I wanted him to come and sit with me.

I cant, he replied, eyeing me solemnly. Im fraid.

Oh, no, I said, not afraid of me, surely? Dont you know that no one would think of hurting a little boy like you  not a person in all the world? Wont you come now and sit with me? Its so nice up here.

I held out my arms.

Im fraid, he repeated.

Oh, no, I insisted. You mustnt say that, not of me? You couldnt be. Cant you see how much I like you? See here  and I reached into my pocket I have pennies and picturecards and I dont know what all. Wont you come now? Please do.

Go on. Charlie, called a brother. Whatcha fraid of? Go on. This brother came around then and tried to persuade him.

All the while he was staring at me doubtfully, his eyes getting very round, but finally he ventured a step forward, and I picked him up and snuggled him in my arms.

There, now, I said. Now, you see? Youre not afraid of me, are you? Up here in the nice, big car? And now heres your other brother come to sit beside us  (this because the next oldest had clambered in)and heres a nickel and heres a picturecard and

Whos fraid! he crowed, sitting up in my lap. I aint fraid, am I?

Indeed not, I returned. Big boys like you are not afraid of anything. And now heres a fine big nickelI went on because he had ignored the previous offer. And heres a card. Isnt that nice?

Huhuh, he replied.

You mean you dont like it  dont want it?

Huhuh, he repeated.

And why not?

My mother wont let me.

Your mother wont let you take any money?

Huhuh.

Is that right? I asked of the eldest boy, rather taken aback by the morals of this group  they were so orderly and sweet.

Thats right, he replied, she wont let us.

Well, now, I wouldnt have you do anything to displease mother  not for worlds  but Im sorry just the same, observing her in the distance. She was bending over several full milk pails. Even as I looked she picked them up and came trudging toward us.

Well, anyhow, you can take a card, cant you? I continued, and I gave each several pictures of Warsaw scenes. They wont hurt, will they?

Huhuh, answered the little one, taking them.

As the mother neared us I suffered a keen recrudescence of the mood that used to grip me when my mother would go out of an evening like this to milk or walk about the garden or look after the roses at Sullivan, and Ed and Tillie and I would follow her. She was so dear and gentle. Under the trees or about our lawn we would follow her, and here under these odorous trees, in the light of this clear moon, the smell of cattle and wild flowers about, my mother came back and took me by the hand. I held onto her skirt and rubbed against her legs self protectingly. She was all in all to us in those years  the whole world  my one refuge and strength.

How benign is the power that makes mothers  and mothers love!

Soon we were off again, speeding under the shade of overhanging trees or out in the open between level fields, and after racing about fourteen miles or thereabouts, we discovered that we were not near Silver Lake any more at all  had passed it by seven miles or so. We were really within six miles of North Manchester, Indiana, a place where a half uncle of mine had once lived, a stingy, greedy, well meaning Baptist, and his wife. He had a very large farm here, one of the best, and was noted for the amount of hay and corn he raised and the fine cattle he kept. My brother Albert, shortly after the familys fortune had come to its worst smash  far back in 1878  had been sent up here by mother to work and board. She was very distraught at the time  at her wits ends  and her brood was large. So here he had come, had been reasonably well received by this stern pair and had finally become so much of a favorite that they wanted to adopt him. Incidentally he became very vigorous physically, a perfect little giant, with swelling calves and biceps and a desire to exhibit his strength by lifting everybody and everything  a trait which my sister Tillie soon shamed out of him. When we had finally settled in Sullivan, in 1880, for a year or two he rejoined us and would not return to his foster parents. They begged him but the family atmosphere at Sullivan, restricted and poverty stricken as it was, proved too much for him. He preferred after a time to follow us to Evansville and eventually to Warsaw. Like all the rest of us, he was inoculated with the charm of my mother. No one of us could resist her. She was too wonderful.

And now as we neared this city I was thinking of all this and speculating where Al might be now  I had not heard from him in years  and how my half-uncle had really lived (I had never seen him) and what my mother would think if she could follow this ramble with her eyes. But also my head was feeling as though it might break open and my eyes ached and burned dreadfully. I wanted to go back to Warsaw and stay there for a while  not the new Warsaw as I had just seen it, but the old Warsaw. I wanted to see my mother and Ed and Tillie as we were then, not now, and I couldnt. We rolled into this other town, which I had never seen before, and having found the one hotel, carried in our bags and engaged our rooms. Outside, katy-dids and other insects were sawing lustily. There was a fine, clean bathroom with hot and cold water at hand, but I was too flat for that. I wished so much that I was younger and not so sick just now. I could think of nothing but to undress and sleep. I wanted to forget as quickly as possible, and while Franklin and Speed sallied forth to find something to eat I slipped between the sheets and tried to rest. In about an hour or less I slept  a deep, dreamless sleep;  and the next morning on opening my eyes I heard a wood dove outside my window and some sparrows and two neighbor women gossiping in good old Indiana style over a back fence, and then I felt more at ease, a little wistful but happy.


CHAPTER XLII

IN THE CHAUTAUQUA BELT

THE centre of Indiana is a region of calm and simplicity, untroubled to a large extent, as I have often felt, by the stormy emotions and distresses which so often affect other parts of America and the world. It is a region of smooth and fertile soil, small, but comfortable homes, large grey or red barns, the American type of windmill, the American silo, the American motor car  a happy land of churches, Sunday schools, public schools and a general faith in God and humanity as laid down by the Presbyterian or the Baptist or the Methodist Church and by the ten commandments, which is at once reassuring and yet disturbing.

This day as we traveled through Wabash, Peru (the winter home of Hagenbecks and Wallaces combined shows, bgosh!), Kokomo, where the world very nearly came to an end for Speed and where James Whitcomb Riley once worked in a printers shop (I understood he had no love for my work)  and so on through West-field, an old Quaker settlement, and to Carmel (where Franklin lives), and really to Indianapolis, for Carmel is little more than a suburb of the former,  I was more and more struck with the facts as I have outlined them here. Certain parts of the world are always in turmoil. Across the rasping grasses of Siberia or the dry sands of Egypt blow winds cold or hot, which make of the people restless, wandering tribes. To peaceful Holland and Belgium, the lowlands of Germany, the plains of France and Italy, and indeed all the region of the ancient world, come periodic storms of ambition or hate, which make of those old soils burying grounds not only of individual souls but of races. Here in America we have already had proof that certain sections of our land are destined apparently to tempestuous lives  the Atlantic and Pacific seaboards, Texas, Colorado, Kentucky, various parts of the South and the West and the Northwest, where conditions appear to engender the mood dynamic. From Chicago, or Colorado, or San Francisco one may expect a giant labor war or social upheaval of any kind; from Boston or Pennsylvania or New Mexico new religious movements may come  and have; New York, Pennsylvania, Kansas, Nebraska and Illinois can and have contributed vast political upheavals. This is even true of Ohio, its next door neighbor.

But Indiana lies in between all this  simple, unpretentious, not indifferent but quiescent,  a happy land of farms and simple industries which can scarcely be said to have worked any harm to any man.

Its largest cities have grown in an unobtrusive and almost unheralded way. Its largest contributions to American life so far have been a mildly soporific love literature of sorts, and an uncertain political vote. Anyone could look at these towns  all that we saw  and be sure that the natives were of an orderly, saving, genial and religious turn. I never saw neater small towns anywhere, nor more imposing churches and public buildings, nor fewer saloons, nor cleaner streets, nor better roads. A happy land, truly, where the local papers give large and serious attention to the most innocuous of social doings and the farmers take good care that all their land is under cultivation and well looked after.

As we were passing through Wabash, for instance  or was it Peru?  we came upon a very neat and pleasing church and churchyard, the front lawn of which an old man of a very energetic and respectable appearance  quite your first citizen type  was mowing with a lawn-mower.

Why should a man of that character be doing that work this weekday, do you suppose? I inquired of Franklin.

To get to heaven, of course. Cant you see? Heaven is a literal, material thing to him. Its like this church building and its grass. The closer he can identify himself with that here the nearer he will come to walking into his heaven there. Ive noticed at home that the more prosperous and well to do farmers are usually the leaders in the church. They apply the same rules of getting on in religion that they do to their business. It is all a phase of the instinct of a man to provide for himself and his family. I tell you, these people expect to find more or less a duplication of what they have here  with all the ills and pinches taken out and all the refinements of their fancy, such as it is, added.

I felt as I thought of that old man that this was true. He reminded me of my father, to whom to do the most menial work about a Catholic church was an honor  such as carrying in wood, building a fire, and the like. You were nearer God and the angels for doing it. Actually you were just outside the pearly gates. And if one could only die in a church  presto!  the gates would open and there you would be inside.

Truly, this day of riding south after my depressing afternoon in Warsaw was one of the most pleasant of any that had come to me. Now that I had recovered from my mood of the night before  a chemic and psychic disturbance which quite did for me  I was in a very cheerful frame of mind. Long before either Franklin or Speed had risen this morning  they had spent the evening looking around the town  I was up, had a cold bath, and had written various letters and visited the post office and studied the town in general.

It was a halcyon morning, partly grey with a faint tint of pink in the East, when I first looked out, and such an array of house martins on five telegraph or telephone wires over the way as I had not seen in a long time. Birds are odd creatures. Their gregariousness without speech always fascinates me. These, ranged as they were on the different wires, looked exactly like the notes of a complicated and difficult fugue  so much so that I said to a passing citizen who seemed to show an interest: Now, if you had a piano or an organ just how would you play that?

He looked up at the wires which a wave of my hand indicated, then at me. He was a man of over forty, who looked as though he might be a traveling salesman or hotelkeeper.

They do look like notes, dont they? he agreed.

We both smiled, and then he added: Now you make me wonder. And so we parted.

Towns of this size, particularly in the Middle West  and I can scarcely say why  have an intense literary and artistic interest for me. Whether it is because of a certain comic grandioseness which accompanies some of their characters or an ultra seriousness entirely out of proportion to the seeming import of events here  or whether one senses a flow of secret and subconscious desires hindered or trammeled perhaps by cluttering or suffocating beliefs or weaknesses, or a lightness and simplicity of character due to the soil and the air  I do not know; but it is so. In this region I am always stirred or appealed to by something which I cannot quite explain. The air seems lighter, the soil more grateful; a sense of something delicately and gracefully romantic is abroad.

Like children they are, these people, so often concerned with little things which do not matter at all  neighborhood opinions, neighborhood desires, neighborhood failures and contempts which a little more mind could solve or dissolve so readily. Whenever I see a town of this size in Indiana I think of our family and its relation to one or many like it. My mother and sisters and brothers suffered so much from conventional local notions. They made such a pathetic struggle to rid themselves of trammeling, minor local beliefs.

And did they succeed?

Not quite. Who does? Small life surrounds one like a sea. We swim in it, whether we will or no. In high halls somewhere are tremendous councils of gods and supermen, but they will not admit us. Zeus and Apollo will not suffer the feeble judgments of humble man. And so here we sit and slave and are weary  insects with an appointed task.

North Manchester, like all the small Indiana towns, appealed to me on the very grounds I have outlined. As I went up the street this early morning with my letters I encountered an old man, evidently a citizen of importance  present or past  being led down by his daughter (I took her to be). The latter was a thin, anmic person who looked endless devotion  a pathetic, yearning solicitude for this man. He was blind, and yet quite an impressive figure, large, protuberant as to stomach, a broad, well-modeled face somewhat like that of the late Henry Ward Beecher, long, snow white hair, a silk hat, a swinging cutaway coat of broadcloth, a pleated soft-bosomed shirt ornamented with a black string tie, and an ivory-headed cane. Under his arm were papers and books. His sightless eyes were fixed on nothing  straight ahead. To me he looked like a lawyer or judge or congressman or politician  a local big-wig of some kind yet stricken in this most pathetic of all ways. The girl who was with him was so intent on his welfare. She was his eyes, his ears, his voice, really. It was wonderful  the resignation and self-effacement of her expression. It was quite moving.

Who is that man? I asked of a grocer clerk putting out a barrel of potatoes.

That? Oh, thats Judge Shellenberger  or he was judge. Hes a lawyer now for the Monon (a railroad that runs through here). He used to be judge of the circuit court.

I watched them down the street, and as they turned into a block of buildings where I suppose was his office, my mind was busy conjuring up the background which enmeshed them. Life is so full of great tales  every life in its way a masterpiece if seen in its entirety and against the vast background of life itself. Poor, fluttering, summer loving man! The bones of him make the chalk cliffs of time.

To the curb in front of another grocery store as I was coming back to the hotel drew up a small, rickety buggy  so dilapidated and antique, scarcely worthy or safe to be hauled about rough country roads any longer. In it were my Grandfather Squeers  jackknife legs and all  and his wife, a most spare and crotchety female, in a very plain black dress, so inexpensive, a grey linseywoolsey shawl and a grey poke bonnet. She looked so set and fixed and yet humanly interesting in her way. I felt sorry for the two of them at once, as I always do for age and that limited array of thoughts which has produced only a hard, toilsome life. (We laugh at ignorance or dullness or condemn them so loudly, but sometimes they are combined with such earnestness and effort that one would rather cry.) My Grandfather Squeers was plainly a little rheumatic and crotchety, too. He reminded me of that Mr. Gridley who was occupying my old room in Warsaw, only he was much older and not quite so intelligent. He was having a hard time getting down between the wheels and straightening out some parcels under the seat, the while Aunt Sally stared on straight ahead and the horse looked back at them  a not overfed bay mare which seemed very much concerned in their affairs and what they were going to do next.

Now, dont you forget about them seed onions, came a definite caution from the figure on the seat.

No, I wont, he replied.

And ast about the potatoes.

Yes.

He cricketed his way into the store and presently came out with a small bag followed by a boy carrying a large bag  of potatoes, I assumed.

I guess we can put them right in front  eh, mother? he called.

Yes, I suppose so, she assented, rather sharply, I thought, but not angrily.

The while the boy roughly bestowed the bag between them he went back for something, then came out and readjusted the potatoes properly.

He didnt have any red tape, he called loudly, as though it was a matter of considerable importance.

Well, all right, she said. Come on and get in.

With much straining of his thin, stiff legs he got up and as he did so I noticed that his coat and trousers were home-made  cut, oh! most amazingly  and out of some old, faded wine colored cloth to begin with, probably worn years before by someone else. It made me think of all the old people I had known in my time, scrimping along on little or nothing, and of the thousands and thousands perhaps in every land for whom life is so hard, so meagre! If an artist takes a special case in hand and depicts it, one weeps, but no scheme has been devised to relieve the intense pressure on the many; and we forget so easily. I most of all. If I were a god, I have often said to myself, I would try to leaven the whole thing a little more evenly  but would I? Perhaps if I were a god I would see a reason for things as they are  a strangeness, a beauty, a requital not present to these mortal eyes.

These streets of North Manchester were hung with those same triangular banners  red, white, blue, green, pink, orange  which we had seen in the East and which announced the imminence of a local Chautauqua. I do not know much about that organization, but it certainly knows how to advertise in country towns. In the store windows were quite striking pictures of Stromboli, the celebrated band leader, a chrysanthemum haired, thin bodied Italian in a braided white suit, who had been photographed crouching, as though he were about to spring, and with one thin hand raised high in the air holding a bâton. His appearance was that of one who was saying: One more crash now and I have won all. And adjoining him in every window was the picture of Madame Adelina Scherzo, the celebrated soprano prim donna straight from the Metropolitan Opera House, New York, who was shown photographed with manager and friends on the observation platform of her private car. Madame Scherzo was in black velvet, with bare arms, shoulders and throat, an entrancing sight. She was rather pretty too, and a line under the picture made it clear that she was costing the management $800.00 a day, a charge which interested me, considering the size of the town and county and the probable audiences which could be got out to see anything.

How large is the hall where the Chautauqua entertainments are held? I asked of the local bookstore man where I was buying some picturecards.

It isnt a hall; its a tent, he replied. They bring their own tent.

Well, how many will it seat or hold?

Oh, about fifteen hundred people.

And how many can they count on at any given performance?

Oh, about a thousand.

Not more than that? I queried.

A thousand is a good crowd for a fair night, he persisted.

And how much can they average per head? I continued.

Oh, not more than twentyfive cents. The seats run fifteen, twentyfive thirtyfive and fifty cents.

Then say they average forty cents, I said to myself. That would mean that they took in four hundred dollars at a single performance  or if there are two a day, between seven and eight hundred dollars a day. And this one singer costs them eight hundred.

I saw the horns and hoofs of the ubiquitous press agent.

Do you think that Madame Scherzo gets the sum they say she does? I asked of this same bookstore man, wondering whether he was taken in by their announcement. He looked fairly intelligent.

Yes, indeed! She comes from the Metropolitan Opera House. I dont suppose shed come out here for any less than that.

I wondered whether he intended this as a reflection on

Indiana or a compliment to North Manchester. It was a little dubious.

Well, thats a good deal for a tent that only seats fifteen hundred, I replied.

But you dont want to forget that they play to two audiences a day, he returned solemnly, as though he had solved it all.

I thought it unkind to argue with him. Why shouldnt North Manchester have a celebrated prima donna costing eight hundred dollars a day? Think how the knowledge of that would add to the natives enjoyment of her music!

Youre right, I said. I hadnt thought of that. And out I went.

While we were trifling about getting ready to start, a singular combination of circumstances produced an odd case of repetition or duplication of a set of facts which had occurred the year before, which impressed me greatly, the more so as it corresponded exactly with a number of similar instances in my own life.

I might preface my remarks by saying that throughout my life experiences and scenes have to a certain extent tended to duplicate or repeat themselves. Nietzsche remarks somewhere that we all have our typical experiences. It is not a particularly brilliant deduction, considering the marked predilections of certain temperaments. But when we connect up the fact with chemical or physical law, as we are likely some day to do, it becomes highly significant. Personally, I am one who believes that as yet we have not scratched the surface of underlying fact and law. I once believed, for instance, that nature was a blind, stumbling force or combination of forces which knew not what or whither. I drew that conclusion largely from the fumbling nonintelligence (relatively speaking) of men and all sentient creatures. Of late years I have inclined to think just the reverse, i. e., that nature is merely dark to us because of her tremendous subtlety and our own very limited powers of comprehension; also that in common with many other minor forces and forms of intelligence  insects and trees, for example  we are merely tools or implements  slaves, to be exact  and that collectively we are used as any other tool or implement would be used by us.

Thus there is a certain species of ant, the Dorylii, which is plainly a scavenger so far as the surface of the earth is concerned, appearing at the precise moment when a dead body is becoming offensive and burying and devouring it. This may be said to be equally true of buzzards, jackals, carrion crows, creatures which a Darwinian naturalist would explain as the result of an unintentional pressure  and natural selection. On the other hand, current biology tends to indicate that all is foreshadowed, prearranged; that indications of what will be are given ages before it is permitted to appear. Onto genetic Orthogenesis it is called, I believe. The creative forces have an amazing way of working. They may use strange means  races of men and insects, of no particular value to them  to accomplish certain results. Thus man might well be a tool intended to release certain forces in the soil  coal, iron, stone, copper, gold  and all his social organization and social striving merely the physico-legal aspects or expression of the processes by which all things are done. Multiple unit forces must work in some harmonious way, and all these harmonious processes would therefore need to be provided for. They may be the chemical and physical laws by which we are governed. How otherwise can one explain the fact that although there is apparently sufficient wisdom in the universe to sustain immense sidereal systems in order and to generate all the complex organisms which we see and can examine at our leisure, yet man remains blind and dumb as to the processes by which he comes and goes? He has examined a little. He has prepared a lexicon of laws whose workings he has detected. Beyond these must be additional laws, or so he suspects, but what are they? In the meantime, instead of nature permitting him to go on (once he has his mind prepared for thought along these lines), it strikes him down and puts new, ignorant youth in his place  new, ignorant generations of youths.

Actually (I sincerely believe this) it is not intended that man should ever be permitted to know anything. The temperaments of the powers to whom we pray are not magnanimous. Man is a slave, a tool. The fable of Prometheus and the divine fire has more of fact than of poetry in it. At every turn of mans affairs he is arbitrarily and ruthlessly and mockingly confused. New generations of the dull and thick are put forth. False prophets arise. Religionists, warriors, dreamers without the slightest conception of the import of that which they seek or do, arise, slay, burn, confuse. Man stands confounded for a time, a slave to illusion, toiling with forces and by aid of forces which he does not understand, and effecting results the ultimate use of which he cannot possibly grasp. We burn gas! For ourselves alone? We generate electricity! For ourselves alone? We mine coal, iron, lead, etc.  release it into space eventually. For ourselves alone? Who knows, really? By reason of the flaming, generative chemistry of our bodies we are compelled to go on. Why?

At the critical moment when man becomes too inquisitive he may be once more chained to the rock, Prome-theus-like, and the eagles of ignorance and duty set at his vitals, Why the astounding bludgeoning of each other by the nations of Europe? Cosmically  permanently  what can they gain?


CHAPTER XLIII

THE MYSTERY OF COINCIDENCE

AS we were starting for Wabash from here, a distance of twenty miles or so, and at ten oclock in the morning, it began to sprinkle. Now the night before, as we were entering this place, Franklin had been telling me that as he had gone through here the year before about this time in the morning, homebound from a small lake in this vicinity, some defect in the insulation of the wiring had caused a small fire which threatened to burn the car. They detected it in time by smelling burning rubber. Incidentally, it had started to rain, and they had to go back to the local garage for repairs.

I bet it rains tomorrow, Speed had observed as he heard Franklins story.

Why? I asked.

Theres a ring around the moon.

That always means rain, does it? I chaffed.

He did not answer direct, but concluded: I bet it will be raining by tomorrow noon.

Just as we were leaving town, and before we reached a bridge which spans the Eel River at this place, I detected the odor of burning rubber and called Franklins attention to it. At the same time Speed smelt it too, and stopped the car. We got out and made a search. Sure enough, a rubber covering protecting and separating some wires which joined in a box was on fire, and the smoke was making a fine odor. We put it out, but as we did so Franklin observed, Thats funny.

What? I inquired.

Why, this, he replied. At this place last year, in a rain, this very spot, nearly, we got out because we smelled burning rubber and put out a fire in this same box.

That is odd, I said, and then I began to think of my own experiences in this line and the fact that so often things have repeated themselves in my life, in little and in big, in such a curious way.

Once, as I told Franklin now  the only other time, in fact, that I took an important trip in this way  a certain Englishman whom I had not seen in years burst in upon me with a proposition that I go to England and Europe with him, offering to see that the money for the trip was raised and without my turning a hand in the matter  and quite in the same way, only a week before, Franklin himself had burst in upon me with a similar proposition, which I had accepted. Another time, at the opening of a critical period of my life, I was compelled to undergo an operation in the process of which, under ether, certain characters appeared to me, acting in a particular way and saying various things to me which impressed me greatly at the time; and later, at another critical period when, strangely enough, I was, much against my wishes, undergoing another operation, these same characters appeared to me and said much the same things in the same way.

One of the commonest of my experiences, as I now told Franklin, had been a thing like this, I would be walking along thinking of nothing in particular when some person, male or female, about whom I cared nothing, would appear, stop me, and chat about nothing in particular. Let us say he or she carried a book, or a green parasol, or a yellow stick, and congratulated me upon or complained to me concerning something I had or had not done. As for my part, at that particular moment I might be trying to solve some problem. in relation to fiction or finance  a crucial problem. It would be raining or beautifully clear or snowing. A year or two later, under almost exactly the same circumstances, when I would be trying to solve a similar problem, in rain or snow or clear weather, as the case might be, I would meet the same person, dressed almost as before, carrying a book or a cane or green parasol, and we would talk about nothing in particular, and I would say to myself, after he or she were gone, perhaps: Why, last year, at just about this place, when I was thinking of just some such problem as this, I met this same person looking about like this.

I am not attempting to theorize concerning this. I am merely stating a fact.

This system of recurrence applies not only to situations of this kind, but to many others. The appearance of a certain person in my life has always been heralded by a number of hunchbacks who came forward, passed  sometimes touching my elbow  and frequently looking at me in a solemn manner, as though some subconscious force, of which they were the tool, were saying to me,

See, here is the sign.

For a period of over fifteen years in my life, at the approach of every marked change  usually before I have passed from an old set of surroundings to a new  I have met a certain smug, kindly little Jew, always the same Jew, who has greeted me most warmly, held my hand affectionately for a few moments, and wished me well. I have never known him any more intimately than that. Our friendship began at a sanatorium, at a time when I was quite ill. Thereafter my life changed and I was much better. Since then, as I say, always at the critical moment, he has never failed. I have met him in New York, Chicago, the South, in trains, on shipboard. It is always the same. Only the other day, after an absence of three years, I saw him again. I am not theorizing; I am stating facts. I have a feeling, at times, as I say, that life is nothing but a repetition of very old circumstances, and that we are practically immortal, only not very conscious of it.

Going south from North Manchester, we had another blowout in the right rear tire and in connection with this there was a discussion which may relate itself to what I have just been saying or it may not. The reader may recall that between Stroudsburg and Wilkes-Barré, in Pennsylvania, we had had two blowouts in this same right rear wheel, or tire, and in connection with the last of these two blowouts just east of Wilkes-Barré, Franklin had told me that hitherto  over since he had had the car, in fact  all the trouble had been in the same right rear wheel and that, being a good mystic, he had finally to realize for himself that there was nothing the matter with the perfect idea of this car as it existed before it was built or, in other words, its psychic unity, and hence that there couldnt be anything wrong with this right rear wheel. You see? After that, once this had been clearly realized by him, there had been no more trouble of any kind in connection with this particular quarter or wheel until this particular trip began.

Now see here, Speed, I heard him say on this particular occasion. Heres a psychic fact I want you to get. Well have to get that right hand tire off our minds. This car is an embodiment of a perfect idea, an idea that existed clear and sound before this car was ever built. There is nothing wrong with that idea, or that tire. It cant be injured. It is in existence outside this car and they are building other cars according to it right now. This car is as perfect as that idea. Its a whole  a unit. Its intact. Nothing can happen to it. It cant be injured. Do you get me? Now youre going to think that and were not going to have any trouble. Were going to enjoy this trip.

Speed looked at Franklin, and I felt as though something had definitely been put over, as we say  just what I am not quite able to explain myself. Anyhow we had no more tire trouble of any kind until just as we were nearing Wabash or about half way between the two towns. Then came the significant whistle and we climbed down.

There you have it! exclaimed Franklin enigmatically. You shouldnt have knocked on wood, Speed.

What was that? I inquired, interested.

Well, you remember where we had the last blowout, dont you?

Yes, I said, east of Wilkes-Barré.

We havent had any trouble since, have we?

Not a bit.

Last night, after you had gone to bed, Speed and I went to a restaurant. As we were eating, I said: Weve had some great tire luck, havent we? Perhaps I shouldnt have thought of it as luck. Anyhow he said, Yes, but were not home yet, and he knocked on wood. I said: You shouldnt knock on wood. Thats a confession of lack of understanding. Its a puncture in the perfect idea of the car. Were likely to have a blowout in the morning. And here it is.

He looked at me and smiled.

What is this, I said, a real trip or an illusion?

He smiled again.

Its a real trip, but it wants to be as perfect as the idea of it.

I felt my conception of a solid earth begin to spin a little, but I said nothing more. Anyhow, the wheel was fixed, as well as the psychic idea of it. And we didnt have any more tire trouble this side of Carmel, where Speed left us.

Going south from North Manchester, we came to Wabash, a place about as handsome as Warsaw, if not more so, with various charming new buildings. It was on the Wabash River  the river about which my brother Paul once composed the song entitled, On the Banks of the Wabash Far Away (I wrote the first verse and chorus!), and here we found a picture postcard on sale which celebrated this fact. On the Banks of the Wabash Far Away, it said under a highly colored scene of some sycamore trees hanging over the stream. As my brother Paul was very proud of his authorship of this song, I was glad.

From here, since it was raining and we were in a hurry to reach Carmel before dark, we hustled west to Peru, about twenty miles, the cover up and the storm curtains on, for we were in a driving rain. I could not help noting how flat Indiana was in this region, how numerous were the beech and ash groves, how good the roads, and how Hollandesque the whole distant scene. Unlike Ohio, there was no sense here of a struggle between manufacture and trade and a more or less simple country life. The farmers had it all, or nearly so. The rural homes were most of them substantial, if not markedly interesting to look upon, and the small towns charming. There were no great factory chimneys cutting the sky in every direction, as farther east, but instead, windmills, and silos and red or grey barns, and cows, or horses, or sheep in the fields. At Peru I asked a little girl who worked in the five-and-ten-cent store if she liked living in Peru.

Like it? This old town? I should say not.

Why not? I replied.

Well, you ought to live here for a while, and youd soon find out. Its all right to go through in a machine, I suppose.

Well, where would you rather be, if not here? I questioned.

Oh, whats the use wishing  lots of places, she replied irritably, and as if desiring to end the vain discussion. It never does me any good to wish.

She walked off to wait upon another customer, and I departed.

South of Peru were several county seats and towns of small size, which we might have visited had we chosen to take the time; but aside from passing through Kokomo, in order to see an enormous automobile works with which Speed had formerly been connected, and from whence, earlier in his life, he had attempted to flee at the approach of the end of all things, we avoided all these towns. It was raining too hard, and there would have been no pleasure in stopping.

At Kokomo, which appeared presently out of a grey mist and across a middle distance of wet green grass and small, far scattered trees, we had a most interesting experience. We met the man who made the first automobile in America, and saw his factory  the Haynes Automobile Company, of which he was president and principal stockholder, and which was employing, at the time we were there, nearly three thousand men and turning out over two thousand cars a year, nearly a car apiece for every man and woman in the place. I saw no children employed.

The history of this man, as sketched to me beforehand by Franklin and Speed, was most interesting. Years before he had been a traveling salesman, using a light runabout in this very vicinity. Later he had interested himself in motors of the gas and steam variety and had entered upon the manufacture of them. Still later, when the problem of direct transmission was solved in France and the automobile began to appear abroad, he, in conjunction with a man named Apperson, decided to attempt to construct a car here which would avoid infringing all the French patents. Alone, really, without any inventive aid from Apperson, so to speak, Haynes solved the problem, at least in part. It was claimed later, and no doubt it was true, that he, along with many other mechanicians attempting to perfect an American car which would avoid French lawsuits, had merely rearranged, not improved upon, the French idea of direct transmission. At any rate, he was sued, along with others; but the American automobile manufacturers eventually beat the French patentees and remained in possession of their designs. Of all of these, Haynes was the first American to put an American automobile in the field.

We were shown over his factory before meeting him, however, and a fascinating spectacle it proved. We arrived in a driving rain, with the clouds so thick and low that you would have thought it dusk. All the lights in the great concern were glowing as though it were night. A friendly odor of smoke and hot mould sand and grease and shellac and ground metal permeated the air for blocks around. Inside were great rooms, three to four hundred feet long, all of a hundred feet wide, and glassed over top and sides for light, in which were droves of men, great companies of them, in jeans and jumpers, their faces and hands and hair stained brown or black with oil and smoke, their eyes alight with that keen interest which the intelligent workman always has in his work.

I never saw so many automobiles and parts of automobiles in all my life. It was interesting to look at whole rooms piled high with auto carriage frames or auto motors, or auto tops or auto bodies. I never imagined that there were so many processes through which all parts of a machine have to be put to perfect them, or that literally thousands of men do some one little thing to every machine turned out. We stood and gazed at men who were polishing the lacquered sides of automobile bodies with their thumbs, dipping them in oil and so rubbing down certain rough places; or at others hovering over automobile motors attached in rows to gasoline tanks and being driven at an enormous rate of speed for days at a time without ever stopping, to test their durability and speed capacity. It was interesting to see these test men listening carefully for any untoward sound or flash, however slight, which might indicate an error. We pay very little, comparatively, for what we buy, considering the amount of time spent by thousands in supplying our idlest wants.

And there were other chambers where small steel, or brass, or copper parts were being turned out by the thousand, men hovering over giant machines so intricate in their motions that I was quite lost and could only develop a headache thinking about them afterward. Actually, life loses itself at every turn for the individual in just such a maze. You gaze, but you never see more than a very little of what is going on about you. If we could see not only all the processes that are at work simultaneously everywhere, supplying us with what we use here, but in addition, only a fraction  that nearest us  of the mechanics and physics of the universe, what a stricken state would we be in! Actually, unless we were protected by lack of capacity for comprehension, I should think one might go mad. The thunder, the speed, the light, the shuttle flashes of all the process  how they would confuse and perhaps terrify! For try as we will, without a tremendous enlargement of the reasoning faculty, we can never comprehend. Vast, amazing processes cover or encircle us at every turn, and we never know. Like the blind we walk, our hands out before us, feeling our way. Like moths we turn about the autogenetic flame of human mystery and never learn  until we are burned, and not then  not even a little.

After inspecting the factory we came into the presence of the man who had built up all this enterprise. He was relatively undersized, quite stocky, with a round, dumpling-like body, and a big, round head which looked as though it might contain a very solid mass of useful brains. He had the air of one who has met thousands, a diplomatic, cordial, experienced man of wealth. I sensed his body and his mind to be in no very healthy condition, however, and he looked quite sickly and preoccupied. He had a habit, I observed, contracted no doubt through years of meditation and introspection, of folding both arms over his stout chest, and then lifting one or the other forearm and supporting his head with it, as though it might fall over too far if he did not. He had grey-blue eyes, the eyes of the thinker and organizer, and like all strong men, a certain poise and ease very reassuring, I should think, to anyone compelled or desiring to converse with him.

The story he told us of how he came to build the first automobile (in America) was most interesting.

Franklin had seemed to be greatly interested to discover whether as an Indiana pioneer this man had borrowed the all-important idea of transmission from either Daimler or Panhard, two Europeans, who in the early stages of the automobile had solved this problem for themselves in slightly different ways, or whether he had worked out for himself an entirely independent scheme of transmission and control. Franklin went after him on this, but he could get nothing very satisfactory. The man, affable and courteous, explained in a roundabout way that he had made use of two clutches, and then toward the end of the interview, when Franklin remarked, You know, of course, that the idea of transmission was worked out some time before 1893 (the year Haynes built his first car), he replied, You have to give those fellows credit for a great deal  a very indefinite answer, as you see.

But to me the man was fascinating as a man, and I was pleased to hear him explain anything he would.

I was already interested in gas and steam engines and motors of this type, he said, and I just couldnt keep out of it.

In other words, you put an old idea into a new form, I suggested.

Yes  just that.

Tell me  who bought your first car? I inquired.

A doctor up in Chicago, he smiled. He has it yet.

Of course, you thought you could make money out of it?

Well, I built my first car with the idea of having one for myself, really. I have a turn for mechanics. I borrowed enough money to begin manufacturing at once  took in a partner.

And then what?

Well, the machine was a success. We just grew. In a few months we were behind on our orders, and always have been since.

He appeared too tired and weary to be actively at the head of any business at this time. Yet he went on telling us a little of his trade struggles and what he thought of the future of the automobile  in connection with farming, railroads and the like  then he suddenly changed to another subject.

But Im not nearly so interested in automobiles as I was, he observed smilingly, at the same time diving into his pocket and producing what looked like a silver knife. My son and I  he waved an inclusive hand toward an adjoining room built of red brick, and which seemed to be flickering romantically as to its walls with the flame reflections of small furnace fires have invented a thing which we call stellak, which is five hundred times harder than steel and cuts steel just as you would cut wood with an ordinary knife.

Well, how did you invent that? I asked.

We had need of something of that kind here, and my son and I invented it.

You just decided what to do, did you? But why did you call it stellak? I persisted.

After stella, star, because the metal turned out to be so bright. It has some steel in it, too.

He shifted his arms, sank his head into the palm of his left hand, and gazed at me solemnly.

All the processes are patented, he added, with a kind of unconscious caution which amused me. I felt as though he imagined we were looking too curiously into the workshop, where the perfecting processes were still going on, and might desire to steal his ideas.

There ought to be a real fortune in that, I said.

Yes, he replied, with a kind of lust for money showing in his face, although he was already comfortably rich and daily growing richer as well as sicker, were already behind on our orders. Everybody wants to see it. We can use a lot ourselves if we can just make it fast enough.

There was a time in my life when I would have envied a man of this type, or his son, the mere possession of money seemed such an important thing to me. Later on, it became the sign manual of certain limitations of thought which at first irritated and then bored me. Now I can scarcely endure the presence of a mind that sees something in money as money  the mere possession of it. If the mind does not race on to lovelier or more important things than money can buy, it has no import to the world, no more, at least, than is involved in the syphoning of a clam. We must have grocers and brewers and butchers and bakers  but if we were never to have more than these or anything different or new! !


CHAPTER XLIV

THE FOLKS AT CARMEL

THE run to Carmel, Franklins home, was not long  say, forty miles  and we made it in a downpour and were silent most of the way. It was so dark and damp and gloomy that no one seemed to want to talk, and yet I took a melancholy comfort in considering how absolutely cheerless the day was. I could not help reflecting, as we sped along, how at its worst life persistently develops charm, so that if one were compelled to live always in so gloomy a world, one would shortly become inured to it, or the race would, and think nothing of it.

Once Speed called my attention to a group of cattle with their heads to wind and rain, and asked, Do you know why they stand that way?

No, I replied.

Well, all animals turn their fighting end to any trouble. If those were horses, now, their rump would be to the rain.

I see, I said, They fight with their heels.

Like some soldiers, said Franklin drily.

In another place we saw another great stretch of beech woods, silvery in the rain, and Franklin commented on the characteristic presence of these groves everywhere in Indiana. There was one near his home, he said, and there had been one in every town I had ever lived in in this state.

At dusk we reached Westfield, only six miles from his home, where the Quakers lived. This was one of those typical community towns, with standardized cottages of grey-white wood and rather stately trees in orderly rows. Because of a difficulty here with one of the lamps, which would not light, we had to stop a while, until it grew quite dark. A lost chicken ran crying out of a neighboring cornfield, and we shooed it back towards its supposed home, wondering whether the rain and wind or some night prowler would not kill it. It was very much excited, running and squeaking constantly  a fine call to any fox or weasel. Chickens are so stupid.

Presently we came into Carmel, in the night and rain, but there being few lights, I could not make out anything. The car turned into a yard somewhere and stopped at a side door, or porch. We got out and a little woman, grey and small, cheerful and affectionate, as became a doting mother, came out and greeted us, kissing Franklin.

What kept you so long? she asked, in a familiar motherly fashion. We thought you were going to get here by noon.

So did we, replied Franklin drily. I wired you, though.

Yes, I know. Your fathers gone to bed. He stayed up as long as he could. Come right in here, please, she said to me, leading the way, while Franklin stopped to search the car. I followed, damp and heavy, wondering if the house would be as cheerful as I hoped.

It was. It was the usual American small-town home, built with the number of rooms supposed to be appropriate for a given number of people or according to your station in life. A middle class family of some means, I believe, is supposed to have a house containing ten or twelve rooms, whether they need them or not. A veranda, as I could see, ran about two sides, and there was a lawn with trees. Within, the furnishings were substantial after their kind  good middle-west furniture. (Franklins studio, at the back, as I discovered later, was charmingly appointed.) There were some of his early drawings on the wall, which love had framed and preserved. They reminded me of my familys interest in me. A tall, slim, dark girl, anæmic but with glistening black eyes, came in and greeted me. She was a sister, I understood  a milliner, by trade, taking her vacation here. As she came, she called to another girl who would not come  why I could not at first comprehend. This was a niece to whom Franklin more than once on the way out had referred as being superiorly endowed temperamentally, and as possessing what spiritualists or theosophists refer to as an old soul, she was so intelligent. He could not explain her natural wisdom save on the ground of her having lived before.

Some people just insist on being shy, said the sister. They are so temperamental.

She showed me to my room, and then went off to help get us something to eat.

Alone, I examined my surroundings, unpacked my things, opened a double handful of mail, and then came down and sat with the mother and sister at supper. It being late, bacon and eggs were our portion, and some cake  a typical late provision for anyone in America.

I wish I might accurately portray, in all its simplicity, and placidity, the atmosphere I found here. This house was so still  and the town. Mrs., Booth, Franklins mother, seemed so essentially the middle West, even Indiana mother, with convictions and yet a genial tolerance of much. Making the best of a difficult world was written all over the place. There was a little boy here, adopted from somewhere because his parents were dead, who seemed inordinately fond of Franklin, as indeed Franklin seemed of him. I had had stories of this boy all the way out, and how through him Franklin was gaining (or regaining, perhaps, I had better say) a knowledge of the ethics and governing rules of boy-land. It was amusing to see them together now, the boy with sharp, bird-like eyes devouring every detail of his older friends appearance and character  Franklin amused, fatherly, meditative, trying to make the most and best of all the opportunities of life. We sat in the front room, or parlor, and listened to the Victrola rendering pieces by Bert Williams and James Whitcomb Riley and Tchaikowsky and Weber and Fields and Beethoven  the usual medley of the sublime and the ridiculous found in so many musical collections. Franklin had told me that of late  only in the last two or three years  his father had begun to imagine that there might or must be in music something which would explain the worlds, to him, curious interest in it! Hitherto, on his farm, where there had been none, he had scoffed at it!

The next morning I arose early, as I thought  eight oclock  and going out on the front porch encountered an old, grizzled man, who looked very much like the last portraits of the late General Sherman, and who seemed very much what he was, or had been  a soldier, and then latterly a farmer. Now he was all gnarled and bent. His face was grizzled with a short, stubby grey beard. The eyes were rather small and brown and looked canny. He got up with difficulty, a cane assisting him, and offered me a withered hand. I felt sympathy for all age.

Well, ya got here, did ya? he inquired shortly. There was a choppy brevity about his voice which I liked. He seemed very self sufficient, genial and shrewd, for all his years. We expected ya last night. I couldnt wait up, though. I did stay up till eight. Thats pretty late for me  usually go to bed at seven. Have a nice trip?

We sat down and I told him. His eyes went over me like a swift feeling hand.

Well, youre just the man I want to talk to, he said, with a kind of crude eagerness. You from New York State?

Yes.

Franklin tells me that Governor Whitman has got in bad, refusing to pardon that fellow Becker. He says he thinks it will hurt him politically. What do you think?

No, I replied. I think not. I believe it will help him, if he doesnt injure himself in any other way.

Thats what I think, he exclaimed, with a kind of defiant chuckle. I never did think he knew what he was talking about.

On our way west, as I have indicated, Franklin had been telling me much, of his fathers and his own upbringing. They were types, as I judged, not much calculated either to understand or sympathize with each other  Franklin the sensitive, perceptive artist; his father the sheer, aggressive political soldier type. The one had artistic imagination, the other scarcely any imagination at all. I could see that. Yet both had a certain amount of practical understanding backed by conviction, which could easily bring them into conflict. I felt a touch of something here, as though this father would be rather gratified if he could prove his son to be in a false position. It amused me, for I knew from what I had heard that Franklin would be amused too. He was so tolerant.

More than that, i discovered a streak in the father which I think is to be found in thousands of countrymen the world over, in all lands, namely, that of pruriency, and that in the face of a rural conventionalism and even a religious bent which frowns on evidence of any tendency in that direction on the part of others, especially those most immediately related to them. Rural life is peculiar in this respect, somewhat different to that of the tribes of the city, who have so much more with which to satisfy themselves. Most isolated countrymen  or perhaps I had better modify that and say many confined to the silences of the woods and fields and the ministrations of one woman, or none  have an intense curiosity in regard to sex; which works out in strange, often nave ways. In this instance it showed itself shortly in connection with some inquiry I made in regard to local politics  how the next election was coming out (I knew that would interest him) and who the local leaders were. Soon this resulted in the production of a worn and dingy slip of paper which he handed me, chuckling.

What do you think of that? he asked. I took it and read it, smiling the while.

It seemed that some local wag  the owner of the principal drug storehad written and circulated a humorous double entendre description of a golf game and someones failure as a golfer, which was intended really to show that the man in the case was impotent. You can easily imagine how the thing was worked out. It was cleverly done, and to a grown-up person was quite harmless.

But the old gentleman was obviously greatly stirred by it. It fascinated and no doubt shocked him a little (all the more so since sex was over for him) and aroused in him a spirit of mischief.

Well, its very funny, I said. Rather good. What of it?

What do you think of a man thatll get up a thing like that and hand it around where children are apt to get a hold of it?

As regards the children, I commented, its rather bad. I suppose, although Ive seen but few children in my life that werent as sexually minded, if not more so, than their elders. I wouldnt advise putting this in their hands, however. As for grownups, well, its just a trivial bit of business, I should say, I concluded.

You think so? he said, restoring the paper to his vest pocket and twinkling his grey eyes.

Yes, I persisted.

Well, the fellow that got this up and handed it around here wants to head the republican county ticket this fall. I think Ive got him, with this. I dont mean that he shall.

Do you mean hes a bad character? I smiled.

Oh, no, not that exactly. Hes not a bad fellow, but hes not a good leader. Hes got too big a head. he cant win and he oughtnt to be nominated, and I dont mean that he shall be, if I can prevent it.

He was chewing tobacco as he talked, quite as a farmer at a fence corner, and now he expectorated solemnly, defiantly, conclusively.

You dont like him personally, then? I queried, curious as to the reason for this procedure.

IN CARMEL
Franklins Home Town

Oh, I like him well enough. He aint no good as a leader, though  not to my way of thinking.

Do you mean to say you intend to use this against him in the campaign?

I told him so, and some of the other fellows too, down at the post office the other day. I told him theyd better not nominate him. If they did, Id circulate this. He knows itll kill him if I do. I showed it to the Quaker minister here the other night, and he lowed it  ud do for him.

Whats a Quaker minister? I asked, suddenly interrupting the main theme of our conversation, curious as to the existence of such an official. I never heard of the Quakers having a minister. I know they have elders and ministers in a general or democratic sense  men whose counsels are given more or less precedence over that of others, but no particular minister.

Well, they have out here, he replied. I dont know where or when they got em. This one lives right over there next the Quaker Church.

So you have a Quaker Church instead of a meeting house, do you? I commented.

Yes, and they have congregational singing and an organ, observed the dark-eyed sister, who was just coming up now. You dont hear of anything like that in a Friends meeting house in the East, but you will here tomorrow. She smiled and called us in to breakfast.

It appeared that our host had eaten at six A. M., or five, but he came in with me for sociabilitys sake.

The discussion of the pornographic jocosity and its political use was suspended while we had breakfast, but a little later, the veranda being cleared and the old gentleman still sitting here, rocking and ruminating, I said:

Do you mean to say you intend to use that leaflet against this man in case he runs?

I intend to use it, he replied definitely, but still with a kind of pleasant, chuckling manner, as though it were a great joke. I dont think theyll nominate him, though, but if they do, itll kill him sure.

He smiled enigmatically and went on rocking.

But youre a republican?

Yes, Im a republican.

And hes a republican?

Yes.

Well, politics must certainly be stirring things out here, I commented.

He chuckled silently, like an old rooster in a garden, the while he moved to and fro in his rocker, ruminating his chew of tobacco, and then finally he added, Itll do for him sure.

I had to smile. The idea of stirring up a fight over so pornographic a document in a strictly religious community, and thus giving it a wider circulation than ever it could have in any other way, by a man who would have called himself religious, I suppose, had an element of humor in it.

At breakfast it was that I met the girl who refused to greet me the night before. As I looked at her for the first time, it struck me that life is constantly brewing new draughts of femininity, calculated to bewray or affright the world  Helens or Circes. The moralists and religionists and those who are saintly minded and believe that nature seeks only a conservative or coolly virtuous state have these questions to answer:

How is it that for every saint born into the world there is also a cruel or evil minded genius born practically at the same time? The twain are ever present.

That for every virtuous maid there is one who has no trace of virtue?  possibly many?

That while an evil minded person may be reforming, or an immoral person becoming moral, nature itself (which religion is supposed to be reforming) is breeding others constantly, fresh and fresh, new types of those who, sex hungry or wealth hungry or adventure hungry, have no part or parcel with morality? The best religion or morals appear to be able to do is to contend with nature, which is constantly breeding the un- or immoral, and generating blood lusts which result in all the crimes we know, and by the same token, all the religions. How is that?

These thoughts were generated, more or less, by my observation of this girl, for as I looked at her, solid and dimpling, I felt certain that here nature had bred another example of that type of person whom the moralists are determined to look upon as oversexed. She had all the provocative force that goes with a certain kind of beauty. I am not saying that she was so  merely that it was so she impressed me. Her mouth, for one thing, was full  pouty  and she was constantly changing its expression, as if aware of its import. Her eyes were velvety and swimming. Her neck and arms were heavy  rounded in a sensuous way. She walked with what to me seemed a distinct consciousness of the lines of her body, although as a matter of fact she may not have been. She was preternaturally shy and evasive, looking about as if something very serious were about to happen, as if she had to be most careful of her ways and looks, and yet really not being so. Her whole manner was at once an invitation and repulsion  the two carefully balanced so as to produce a static and yet an irritating state. I half liked and disliked her. If she had been especially friendly, no doubt I should, have liked her very much. Since she was so wholly evasive, I fancied that I could dislike her quite as much.

And at that we got on fairly well. I made no friendly overtures of any kind, and yet I half felt as if she might be expecting something of the kind. She hung about for a time, came to and fro, and then disappeared. She changed her dress while we were down town, and seemed even more attractive. She came out and sat on the porch next to me for a time, and I tried to talk to her, but she made me feel uncomfortable, as though I were trying to force attentions on her.

Apparently she was as much a puzzle to some others as she was to me, for Franklin told me that she had once run away from the academy where she was being schooled, and had come here instead, her parents being dead and these being her nearest friends or relatives. Her guardian, appointed by law, was greatly troubled by her. Also, that she had quite a little money coming to her, and that once she had expressed a desire to be given a horse and gun and allowed to go west  a sixteen-year-old girl! She told me, among other things, that she wanted to go on the stage, or into moving picture work. I could not help looking at her and wondering what storms and disasters might not follow in the wake of such a temperament. She would be so truly fascinating and possibly utterly destructive.

In connection with this type of temperament or at any rate the temperament which is not easily fixed in one passional vise, I have this to say: that, in spite of all the theories which hold in regard to morals and monogamy, life in general appears to be chronically and perhaps incurably varietistic and pluralistic in Its tastes and emotions. We hear much of one life, one love, but how many actually attain to that ideal  if it is one. Personally I have found it not only possible, but by a curious and entirely fortuitous combination of circumstances almost affectionately unavoidable, to hold three, four  even as many as five and six  women in regard or the emotional compass of myself, at one and the same time, not all to the same degree, perhaps, or in the same way, but each for certain qualities which the others do not possess. I will not attempt to dignify this by the name of love. I do not assume for a moment that it is love, but that it is a related state is scarcely to be questioned. Whether it is a weakness or a strength remains to be tested by results in individual cases. To some it might prove fatal, to others not. Witness the Mormons! As for myself I do not think it is. Some of my most dramatic experiences and sufferings, as well as my keenest mental illuminations, have resulted from intimate, affectionate contact with women. I have learned most from those strange, affectionately dependent and yet artistic souls who somehow crave physical and spiritual sympathy in the great dark or light in which we find ourselves  this very brief hour here. Observing their moods, their vanities, their sanities, their affectional needs, I have seen how absolutely impossible it is to balance up the socalled needs of life in any satisfactory manner, or to establish an order which, however seemingly secure for the time being, will not in the end dry rot or decay.

I say it out of the depths of my life and observation that there is no system ever established anywhere which is wholly good. If you establish matrimony and monogamy, let us say, and prove that it is wholly ideal for social entertainment, or the rearing and care of children, you at once shut out the fact that it is the death of affectional and social experience  that it is absolutely inimical to the roving and free soul which must comb the world for understanding, and that the spectacles which entertain the sober and stationary in art, literature, science, indeed every phase of life, would never be if all maintained the order and quiet which monogamy suggests.

Yet monogamy is good  nothing better for its purpose. Two souls are entitled to cling together in affectional embrace forever and ever, if they can. It is wholly wonderful and beautiful. But if all did so, where, then, would be a story like Carmen, for instance, or an opera like Tristan and Isolde, or I Pagliacci, or Madame Butterfly, or Louise? If we all accepted a lock-step routine, or were compelled to  but need I really argue? Is not life at its very best anachronistic? Does it not grow by horrible alternatives  going so far along one line, on one leg, as it were, and then suddenly abandoning everything in that direction (to sudden decay and death, perhaps) and as suddenly proceeding in an entirely different direction (apparently) on the other leg? All those who find their fixed conditions, their orders and stable states suddenly crumbling about them are inclined to cry: There is no God, Life is a cruel hell, Man is a beast  an insane egoist.

Friends, let me suggest something. Have faith to believe that there is a larger intelligence at work which does not care for you or me at all  or if it does, only to this extent, that it desires to use us as a carpenter does his tools, and does use us, whether we will or no. There is some idle scheme of entertainment (possibly self-entertainment) which is being accomplished by some power which is not necessarily outside man, but working through him, of which he, in part, is the expression. This power, in so far as we happen to be essential or useful to it, appears beneficent. A great or successful person might be inclined to look on it in that light. On the other hand, one not so useful, a physical failure, for instance  one blind or halt or maimed  would look upon it as maleficent, a brooding, destructive demon, rejoicing in evil. Neither hypothesis is correct. It is as good as the successful and happy feel it to be  as bad as the miserable think it is bad  only it is neither. It is something so large and strange and above our understanding that it can scarcely sense the pain or joy of one single individual  only the pains or joys of masses.

It recognizes only a mass delight or a mass sorrow. Can you share, or understand, the pains or delights of any one single atom in your body? You cannot. Why may there not be an oversoul that bears the same relationship to you that you bear to the individual atoms or ions of your physical cosmos? Some undernourished, partially developed ion in you may cry, The power which rules me is a devil. But you are not a devil. Nor does it necessarily follow that the thing that makes you is one. You really could not help that particular atom if you would. So over us may be this oversoul which is as helpless in regard to us as we are in regard to our constituent atoms. It is a product of something else still larger  above it. There is no use trying to find out what that is. Let the religionist call it God if he will, or the sufferer a devil. Do you bring all your fortitude and courage to bear, and do all that you can to keep yourself busy  serenely employed. There is no other answer. Get all you can that will make you or others happy. Think as seriously as you may. Count all the costs and all the dangers  or dont count them, just as you will  but live as fully and intelligently as you can. If, in spite of cross currents of mood and passion, you can make any other or others happy, do so. It will be hard at best. But strive to be employed. It is the only surcease against the evil of too much thought.


CHAPTER XLV

AN INDIANA VILLAGE

WHILE we were sitting on the veranda  Franklins father and myself  Speed came by on his way down town, and Mr. Booth, having gathered a sense of approval, perhaps, for the pornographic document from my attitude, drew it out and showed it to him.

Gee! exclaimed Speed, after reading it. I must get some of those.

Soon after, Franklin came out and, seeing the document and reading it, seemed troubled over the fact that his father should be interested in such a thing. I think he felt that it threw an unsatisfactory light on his sire, or that I, not understanding, might think so; but, after I made it clear that it was more or less of a Cervantesque bit of humor to me, he became more cheerful.

A little while thereafter we went downtown, Franklin and I, to inspect the village, and to see some of those peculiar natives of whom he had been talking. I think he must have a much better eye for rural and countryside types and their idiosyncrasies than I have, for I failed to gather any of those gay nuances which somehow he had made me feel were there. Little things in rural life which probably attract and hold his attention entirely escape me, as, for instance, the gaunt and spectacled old gentleman looking over his glasses into the troublesome works of his very small Ford. My own powers of observation in that direction, and my delight in them, are limited to a considerable extent by my sense of drama. Is a thing dramatic? Or at least potentially so? If not, it is apt to lose interest for me. As for Franklin, he was never weary of pointing out little things, and I enjoyed almost more of what was to be seen here and elsewhere because of his powers of indication than from my own observation.

Thus, on the way west, he had been telling me of one man who was almost always more or less sick, or thought he was, because, through one of the eccentricities of hypochondria, he discovered that one got more attention, if not sympathy, being sick than well. And when we came to the postoffice door here he was before it, complaining of a pain in his chest! It seemed to me, in looking at him, that by a process of thinking, if that were really true, he had made himself ill. He looked very poorly, as he expressed it, and as though he might readily sink into a destructive illness. Yet Franklin assured me that there had really been nothing the matter with him to begin with, but that jealousy of sympathy bestowed upon a cripple, the one who was to run our car for us south from here, had caused him to resort to this method of getting some for himself!

Also, there was another young man who had been described to me as a village wag  one of three or four who were certain to amuse me; but when he now came forward to greet me, and I was told that this was the person, I was not very much interested. He was of the type that has learned to consider himself humorous, necessarily so, with a reputation for humor to sustain. I must be witty, says such a one to himself, and so the eye is always cocked, the tongue or body set for a comic remark or movement. The stranger feels obliged by the very atmosphere which goes with such a person to smile anticipatorially, as who should say, something deliciously funny is soon to be said. I did not hear anything very humorous said, however.

Incidentally, I also met Bert, the crippled boy, who was to be our chauffeur south from this point. He was a youth in whose career Franklin seemed greatly interested, largely, I think, because other people of the village were inclined to be indifferent to or make sport of him. The boy was very bright and of a decidedly determined and characterful nature. Although both legs, below the hips, but not below the ankles, were practically useless, due to a schooltime wrestling bout and fall, he managed with the aid of a pair of crutches to get about with considerable ease and speed. There was no least trace of weakness or complaint or need of sympathy in his manner. Indeed, he seemed more self-reliant and upstanding than most of the other people I met here. How, so crippled, he would manage to run the car puzzled me. Franklins father had already expressed himself to me as opposed to the idea.

I cant understand what he sees in that fellow, he said to me early this morning. Hes reckless little devil, and I dont think he really knows anything about machinery. Frank will stick to him, though. If it were my machine, I wouldnt have him near it.

Now that I looked at Bert, though, I felt that he had so much courage and hope and optimism  such an intriguing look in his eyes  that I quite envied him. He was assistant mail clerk or something at the post office, and when I came up and had been introduced through the window, he promptly handed me out several letters. When I told Franklin what his father had said, he merely smiled. The old man is always talking like that, he said. Berts all right. Hes better than Speed.

It takes a certain slow-moving type of intellect to enjoy or endure life in a small country town. To be a doctor in a place like this! or a lawyer! or a merchant! or a clerk!

In the main, in spite of many preliminary descriptions, Carmel did not interest me as much as I thought it would, or might. It was interesting  as one says with the wave of a hand or a shrug of the shoulders. Of more import to me was the Booth household, and the peculiar girl who would not come out to greet me at first, and Franklins father and mother and sister. This day passed rather dully, reading proofs which had been sent me and listening to passing expresses which tore through here northward and southward, to and from Indianapolis, only fifteen miles away  never even hesitating, as the negro said  and listening to the phonograph, on which I put all the records I could find. Three recitations by James Whitcomb Riley, Little Orphant Annie, The Raggedy Man and My Grandfather Squeers, captured my fancy so strongly that I spent several hours just listening to them over and over, they were so delightful. Then I would vary my diet with Tchaikowsky, Mendelssohn, Beethoven and Bert Williams.

During the afternoon Franklin and I went for a walk in a nearby woods  a beech and oak grove  the beeches occupying one section and the oaks another. Truly, grey and lowery described this day. It was raining, but in addition the clouds hung so low and thick and dark that they were almost smothery in their sense of closeness. And it was warm and damp, quite like a Turkish bath. I had arrayed myself in great thigh-length rubber boots borrowed from Franklins father, and my raincoat and a worthless old cap, so that I was independent of the long, dripping wet grass and the frequent pools of water.

I know what Ill do, I exclaimed suddenly. Ill go in swimming. Its just the day. Fine!

When we reached the stream in the depth of the woods I was even more enchanted with the idea, the leafy depth of the hollow was so dark and wet, the water so seething and yellow, a veritable whirlpool, made so by the heavy rains everywhere about. Franklin would not come in with me. Instead, he stood on the shore and told me local tales of growths and deaths and mishaps and joys to many.

My problem was how to undress without getting my clothes wet and my feet so muddy when I came out that I could not put on my boots. By thought I solved it. I took off my raincoat, spread it down on the shore as a floor, then took off my boots and stood on it, dry and clean. Under one corner of it I tucked all my clothes to protect them from the rain; then, naked, I plunged into the swirling, boiling flood. It nearly swept me away, so terrific was the onslaught of the waters. I caught a branch hanging low, and, with my feet braced against a few rocks below, lay flat and let the water rush over me. It was wonderful to lie in this warm, yellow water, a bright gold color, really, and feel it go foaming over my breast and arms and legs. It tugged at me so, quite like a wrestling man, that I had to fight it to keep up. My arms ached after a time, but I hung on, loving the feel of it. Sticks and leaves went racing past. I would kick up a stone and instantly it would be swept onward toward some better lodging place farther down. I figured an angle finally by which I could make shore, letting go and paddling sidewise, and so I did, coming up bumped and scratched, but happy. Then I dipped my feet in the water, stood on my raincoat, drying myself with my handkerchief, and finally, dressed and refreshed, strode up shore.

Then we went off flower gathering, and made a big bouquet of iron weed. He told me how for years he had been coming to this place, how he loved the great oaks and the silvery beeches, huddled in a friendly company to the north, and how he had always wanted to paint them and some day would. The mania people have for cutting their names on beech trunks came up, for here were so many covered with lovers hearts  their names inside  and so many inscriptions, all but obliterated by time that I could not help thinking how lives flow by quite like the water in the stream below.

Then we went back, to a fine chicken dinner and a banana pie made especially for me, and the phonograph and the rushing trains, the whistles of which I was never tired hearing  they sounded so sad.

Another black, rainy night, and then the next morning the sun came up on one of the most perfect days imaginable. It was dewy and glistening and fragrant and colorful  a wonder world. What with the new wet trees and grass as cool and delightful as any day could be, it was like paradise. There was a warm south wind. I went out on the lawn and played ball with Franklin, missing three fourths of all throws and nearly breaking my thumb. I sat on the porch and looked over the morning paper, watching the outing automobiles of many natives go spinning by and feeling my share in that thrill and tingle which comes over the world on a warm Sunday morning in summer. It was so lovely. You could just feel that everybody everywhere was preparing to have a good time and that nothing mattered much. All the best Sunday suits, all the new straw hats, all the dainty frocks, all the everything were being brought forth and put on. Franklin disappeared for an hour and came back looking so spick and span and altogether Sunday  summery  and like Ormonde and Miami Beach, that I felt quite out of it. I had a linen suit and white shoes and a sport hat, but somehow I felt that they were a little uncalled for here, and my next best wasnt as good as his. Curses! He even had on perfect, glistening, glorious patent leather shoes, and a new blue suit.

It was while I was sitting here inwardly groaning over my fate that a young girl came swinging up, one of the most engaging I had seen anywhere on this trip  a lithe, dancing figure, with bright blue eyes, chestnut hair and an infectious smile. I had observed her approaching some seventy feet away, and beside her Speed, and I was wondering whether she was merely a town girl of his acquaintance or by any chance that half sister of whom I had heard Franklin and Speed speaking on the way west, saying that she was very talented and was hoping to come to New York to study music. Before I had time to do more than compliment her in my mind, she was here before me, having tripped across the grass in a fascinating way, and was holding out a hand and laughing into my eyes.

Weve been hearing about your coming for several days now. Speed wrote us nearly a week ago that you might, come.

It flattered me to be so much thought of.

Ive been hearing nice things of you, too, said, studying her pretty nose and chin and the curls about her forehead. In any apologia pro vita sua which I may ever compose, I will confess frankly and heartily to a weakness for beauty in the opposite sex.

She seemed inclined to talk, but was a little bashful. From her general appearance I gathered that she was not only of a gay, lightsome disposition, but a free soul, spiritually as yet not depressed by the local morality of the day  the confining chains of outward appearances and inward, bonehead fears. I had the feeling that she was beginning to be slightly sex conscious without having solved any of its intricacies as yet  just a humming bird, newly on the wing. She hung about, answering and asking questions of no import. Presently Speed had to leave and she went along, with a brisk, swinging step. As she neared the corner of the lawn she turned just for a second and smiled.

Apropos of this situation and these two girls who curiously and almost in spite of myself were uppermost in my mind  the second one most particularly, I should like to say  that of all things in life which seem to me to be dull and false, it is the tendency of weak souls in letters and in life to gloze over this natural chemical action and reaction between the sexes, to which we are all subject, and to make a pretence that our thoughts are something which they are not  sweet, lovely, noble, pure. It has become a duty among males and females, quite too much so, I think, to conceal from each other and from themselves, even, the fact that physical beauty in the opposite sex stirs them physically and mentally, naturally leading to thoughts of union.

What has come over life that it has become so superfine in its moods? Why should we make such a puritanic row over the natural instincts of man? I will admit that in part nature herself is the cause of this, the instinct to restrain being possibly as great as the instinct to liberate, and that she demands that you make a pretence and live a lie, only it seems to me it would be a little better for the mental health of the race if it were more definitely aware of this. Certainly it ought not be connected with religious illusion. It may not be possible, because of the varying temperaments of people, for anyone to express what he feels or thinks at any precise moment  its reception is too uncertain  but surely it is permissible in print, which is not unakin in its character to the Catholic confessional, to say what one knows to be so.

All normal men crave women  and particularly beautiful women. All married men and priests are supposed, by the mere sacrament of matrimony or holy orders, thereafter to feel no interest in any but one (or in the case of the priest none) of the other sex  or if they do, to rigidly suppress such desires. But men are men! And the women  many married and unmarried onesdont want them to be otherwise. Life is a dizzy, glittering game of trapping and fishing and evading, and slaying and pursuing, despite all the religious and socalled moral details by which we surround it. Nature itself has an intense love of the chase. It loves snares, pitfalls, gins, traps, masks and mummeries, and even murder and death  yes, very much murder and death. It loves nothing so much as to build up a papier-mch wall of convention, and then slip round or crash through it. It has erected a phantasmagoria of laws which no one can understand, and no one can strictly adhere to without disaster, and to which few do strictly adhere. Justice, truth, mercy, right are all abstractions and not to be come at by any series of weights or measures. We pocket our unfair losses of unearned gains and smile at our luck. Curiously, in finance and commercial affairs men understand this and accept it as a not altogether bad game. It has the element in it which they recognize as sport. When it comes to sex, the feeling becomes somewhat more serious. A man who will smile at the loss of a hundred, a thousand, or even a million dollars, will pull a grim countenance over the loss of a wife or a daughter. Death is the price in the judgment of some temperaments. In others it is despair. Why? And yet nature plans these traps and pitfalls. It is the all mother who schemes the Circe and Hellenic temperaments  the fox, the wolf, the lion. A raging, destroying bull, which insists on gormandizing all the females of a herd, is the product of nature, not of man. Man did not make the bull or the stallion, nor did they make themselves. Is nature to be controlled, made over, by man, according to some theory which man, a product of nature, has discovered?

Gentlemen, here is food for a dozen schools of philosophy! Personally, I do not see that any theory or any code or any religion that has yet been devised solves anything. All that one can intelligently say is that they satisfy certain temperaments. Like those theorems and formulæ in algebra and chemistry, which aid the student without solving anything in themselves, they make the living of life a little easier  for some. They are not a solution. They do not make over temperaments which are not adapted to their purposes. They do not assist the preternaturally weak, or restrain the super-strong. They merely, like a certain weave of mesh in fishing, hold some and let others get away  the very big and the very little.

What sort of moralic scheme is that, anyhow, which governs thus? And why is poor, dull man such a universal victim of it?


CHAPTER XLVI

A SENTIMENTAL INTERLUDE

AS we had planned it, we were to stay in Carmel only three days  from Friday until Monday  and then race south to Indianapolis, Terre Haute, Sullivan, Evansville, French Lick, Bloomington, back to Indianapolis, and after a day or night at Carmel for preparation, I might depart as I had planned, or I could stay here. Franklin suggested that I make his home my summering place  my room was mine for weeks if I cared to use it.

Actually up to now I had been anxious to get on and have the whole trip done with, but here in Carmel I developed a desire to stay and rest awhile, the country about was so very simple and homey; but I concluded that I must not.

Franklin had prepared a trip for Sunday afternoon which interested me very much. It was to be to the home of a celebrated automobile manufacturer, now dead, whose name, incidentally, had been in the papers for years, first as the President of the American Manufacturers Association, a very noble organization of materialists, I take it, and secondarily as the most strenuous opponent of organized labor that the country up to his day had produced. I hold no brief for organized labor any more than I do for organized manufacturers, being firmly convinced that both are entitled to organize and fight and that to the victors should belong the spoils; but at the present writing I would certainly sympathize with organized labor as being in the main the underdog, and wish it all the luck in the world. Personally, I believe in equilibrium, with a healthy swinging of the pendulum of life and time to and fro between the rich and the poor  a pendulum which should cast down the rich of today and elevate them again tomorrow, or others like them, giving the underdog the pleasure of being the overdog quite regularly, and vice versa. I think that is what makes life interesting, if it is interesting.

But as to this manufacturer, in spite of the entirely friendly things Franklin had to say of him, I had heard many other stories relating to him  his contentiousness, his rule of underpaying his labor, the way he finally broke down on a trip somewhere and forgot all the details of it, a blank space in his mind covering a period of two years. Franklin told me of his home, which was much more pleasant to hear about  a place down by a river near Indianapolis. According to Franklin, a good part of the estate was covered with a grove of wonderful trees, mostly beech. As you came to the place there was a keepers lodge by the gate which made you feel as if you were entering the historic domain of some old nobleman. The house was along a beautiful winding drive, bordered with a hedge of all sorts of flowers usually in bloom all through the summer. The house was very much hidden among the beech trees, a large red brick structure with many windows and tall chimneys; the lower story constructed of large field boulders, such as are found here. At the front and at the left of the main entrance this masonry projected to make an immense porch, with wide massive arches and posts of the same great boulders.

The first time I ever saw it, Franklin explained, I stepped out of the car and went up to ring the bell. It was a warm day, and Mrs.  was sitting alone at the left end of this great porch, quietly observing a colored man servant who was playing a hose on the vines and the main inside wall of the porch, apparently to partly cool the atmosphere. She is a little, sweet, quiet woman, and as she rose to greet me, something in the great house and the boulders and in the quietness of the forest air about us, and perhaps in the gentle humility of the woman herself, came to me and impressed me with the utter futility of building houses at all; and of any man building a house beyond the ability of a woman to touch lovingly with her hands and to care for and make a home of. Some time later when I entered the house she was sitting alone in the great hall in the sort of dusk that pervaded it. I somehow felt that the house opposed her; that it was her enemy. I dont know; I may be wrong; it was only an impression.

I have reproduced Franklins description as near as I can.

Of course I was interested to go. It promised a fine afternoon; only when the hour struck and we were off in our best feathers, two tires blew up and we were lucky to get to a garage. We limped back to Carmel, and I returned to my rocking chair on the front porch, watching cars from apparently all over the state go by, and wondering what had become of the two girls I had met  they had disappeared for the day, apparently  and what could I do to amuse myself. I listened to stories of local eccentricities, freaks of character, a man who had died and left a most remarkable collection of stuffed birds and animals, quite a museum, which he had elaborated while running a bakery, or something of that sortand so on and so forth. Local morality came in for its usual drubbing  the lies which people live  the things which they seem and are not. Personally, I like this subtlety of nature  I would not have all things open and aboveboard for anything. I like pretence when it is not snivelling, Pecksniffery, calculated to injure someone for the very crimes or deceits which you yourself are committing. Such rats should always be pulled from their holes and exposed to the light.

Sitting on the veranda  Franklin felt called upon to do some work in his studio, a very attractive building at the rear of the lawn  I grew lonely and even despondent! It is a peculiarity of my nature that I suffer these spells out of a clear sky and at a moments notice. I can be having the best time in the world, apparently (I am often amused thinking about it), and then of a sudden, the entertainment ceasing, the situation changing, I find myself heavily charged with gloom. I am getting old! (I had these same spells at nineteen and twenty.) Life is slipping on and away! Relatives and friends are dying! Nothing endures! Fame is a damned mockery! Affection is insecure or self-destroying! Soon I am in the last stages of despair and looking around for some means (speculatively purely) to end it all. It is really too amusing  afterwards.

While I was so meditating the first young girl came back, with that elusive, enigmatic smile of hers, and two underdone striplings of about eighteen or nineteen, and another girl, intended largely as a foil. She was most becomingly and tantalizingly dressed in something which defies description, and played croquet  with the two youths who were persistently seeking her favor and ignoring the other maiden. I watched her until I became irritated by her coy self sufficiency, and the art with which she was managing the situation,  a thing which included me as someone to disturb, too. I got up and moved round to the other side of the house.

That night after dinner, Franklin and I went to Indianapolis on the trolley, and ignoring all the sights went to a great hotel grill, where, entirely surrounded by onyx and gilt and prism-hung candelabra, we had beer in a teapot, with teacups as drinking vessels, it being against the law to serve beer on Sunday. For the same reason it cost seventy cents  two humble schooners of beer  for of course there was the service and the dear waiter with his itching palm.

By ten-thirty the next morning the car, overhauled and cleaned, was at the door, our new chauffeur at the wheel, ready for the run south.

I carried my bags down, put them into the car, and sat in it to wait. Franklin was off somewhere, in the heart of the village, arranging something. Suddenly I heard a voice. It had the tone I expected. Actually, I had anticipated it, in a psychic way. Looking up and 
THE BEST OF INDIANAPOLIS across a space of lawn two houses away, I saw the second girl of this meeting place standing out under an apple tree, with a little boy beside her, an infant the Speed family had adopted.

She was most gay in her dress and mood  something eery and sylph-like.

Arent you coming over to say goodby? she called.

I jumped up, ashamed of my lack of gallantry, and yet excusing myself on the ground that I was too timid to intrude before, and strolled over. She received me with a disturbed cordiality which was charming.

Its right mean of you, she said.

I was coming, I protested, only I expected to put it over until Thursday  on my way back. That sounds rather bad, doesnt it, but really I wanted to come, only I was a little bit afraid.

You  afraid?

Yes. Dont you think I can be?

Yes, but not of us, I should think. I thought maybe you were going away for good without saying goodby.

Now, how could you? I protested, knowing full well to the contrary. How nice we look today. Such a pretty dress and the clean white shoes  and the ribbon.

She was as gay and fluffy as a bit out of a bandbox. Oh, no, I just put these on because I had to wear them about the house this morning. She smiled in a simple, agreeable way, only I fancied that she might have dressed on purpose.

Well, anyhow, I said  and we began to talk of school and her life and what she wanted to do. Just as I was becoming really interested, Franklin appeared, carrying a package. Alas, here he is. And now Ill have to be going soon.

Yes, she said, quite simply, and with a little feeling. Youll be coming back, though.

But only for a day, Im afraid.

But you wont go away the next time without saying goodby, will you?

Isnt that kind of you, I replied. Are you sure you want me to say goodby?

Indeed I do. Ill feel hurt if you dont. She held out her hand. There was a naïve simplicity about it all that quite disarmed me and made it all innocent and charming.

Dont you think I wont? asked, teasingly. And then as I looked at her she blanched in an odd, disturbed way, and turning to the boy called, Come on, Billy, and ran to a side porch door, smiling back at me.

You wont forget, she called back from that safe place.


CHAPTER XLVII

INDIANAPOLIS AND A GLIMPSE OF FAIRYLAND

INDIANAPOLIS, the first city on our way south and west, was another like Cleveland, Buffalo, Toledo, only without the advantage of a great lake shore which those cities possess. It is boasted as one of the principal railroad centers of America, or the world. Good, but what of it? Once you have seen the others, it has nothing to teach you, and I grow tired of the mere trade city devoid of any plan or charm of natural surroundings. The best of the European cities, or of later years, Chicago and New York  Chicago from the lake, vast, frowning giant that it is, and New York, like a pearly cloud lying beyond her great green wet meadows on her sea  ho, Americans, there are two pictures! Travel far and wide, see all that the earth has to show, view Delhi, Venice, Karnak, the sacred temples of the Ganges  there are no such scenes as these. Already one beholds them with a kind of awe, conscious that they may not be duplicated within a thousand or two thousands of years. What could be more astounding than New Yorks financial area, or Chicagos commercial heart!

All that these minor American cities like Indianapolis (and I do not wish to belittle my own state or its capital) have to show is a few high buildings in imitation of New York or Chicago. If any one of them had any natural advantages which would suggest a difference in treatment, they would not follow it. No, no, let us be like Chicago or New York  as like as we may. A few artistic low buildings might have more appeal, but that would not be like New York. A city may even have been laid out perfectly, like Savannah, but do you think it appreciates its difference sufficiently to wish to remain so? Never! Destroy the old, the different, and lets be like New York! Every time I see one of these tenth-rate imitations, copying these great whales, I want to swear.

Yet, aside from this, Indianapolis was not so bad  not unpleasing in places, really. There is a river there, the White, with which nothing seems to have been done except to build factories on it at one place; but, on the other hand, a creek called Broad Ripple  pretty name, that  has been walled and parked and made most agreeable to look upon.

One or two streets, it seemed to me, were rather striking, lined as they were with pretentious dwellings and surrounded by gardens and enclosed in walls  but, oh, the little streets, the little streets!

Here is where Senator Fairbanks lives.

There is where Benjamin Harrison lived before he became President.

Quite so! Quite so! But I am thinking of the little streets just the same, and the great, inordinate differences between things at times.

Franklin pointed out the First and Second Churches of Christ, Scientist  large, artistic, snow-white buildings  and a little later, at my request, the home of James Whitcomb Riley, laureate of all that perfect company of Hoosiers to be found in his sympathetic, if small, volumes. I revere James Whitcomb with a whole heart. There is something so delicate, so tender, so innocent not only about his work but about him. His house in Lockerbie Street was about as old and homely as it could be, as indeed was Lockerbie Street itself  but, shucks, who cares. Let the senators and the ex-presidents and the beef packers have the big places. What should the creator of Old Doc Sifers be doing in a great house, anyhow? Think of Little Orphant Annie being born in a mansion! Never. Only over my dead body. We didnt go in. I wanted to, but I felt a little bashful. As I say, I had heard that he didnt approve of me. I suggested that we might come another time, Franklin knowing him quite well; but I knew I wouldnt. Yet all my loving thoughts went out to him  most sympathetic and pleasing wishes for a long life and a happy life.

The run to Terre Haute was more or less uninteresting, a flat and lifeless country. We arrived there at nearly dusk, entering along a street whose name was changed to Wabash shortly after my brothers song became so popular. Among the first things I saw were the buildings and grounds of the Rose Polytechnic Institute  an institution which, famous though it is, was only of interest to me because the man who founded it, Chauncey Rose, was once a friend and admirer of my fathers. At the time my fathers mill burned in Sullivan and he was made penniless, it was this man who came forward and urged him to begin anew, offering to advance him the money. But my father was too much of a religious and financial and moral coward to risk it. He was doubtful of success  his nerve had been broken  and he feared he might not be able to repay Mr. Rose and so, in event of his dying, his soul would be in danger of purgatory. Of such is the religious mind.

But this city of my birth! Now that I was in it, it had a strong and mournful fascination for me. Nothing that I was doing or being was altered thereby, but  

Suppose, once upon a time in a very strange wonderland, so wonderful that no mere earthborn mortal could tell anything about it or make you feel how wonderful it was, you had been a very little boy who had gotten in there somehow (how, he could not tell) and after a very few years had been taken out again and never after that saw it any more. And that during that time many strange and curious things happened  things so strange and curious that, though you lived many years afterward and wandered here and there and to and fro upon the earth, still the things that happened in that wonderland, the colors of it and the sounds and the voices and the trees, were ever present, like a distant mirage or a background of very far off hills, but still present.

And supposing, let us say, that in this strange land there was once a house, or two or three or four or five houses, what difference? In one of them (someone later said it stood at Twelfth and Walnut in a city called Terre Haute, but if you went there now you could not find it) there was a cellar, damp and dark. The mother of the little boy, to whose skirts he used to cling when anything troubled or frightened him, once told him that in the cellar of this house lived a Cat-man, and that if he went near it, let alone down into it, the Cat-man might appear and seize him and carry him off.

The small boy firmly believed in the Cat-man. He listened at times and thought he heard him below stairs, stirring about among the boxes and barrels there. In his minds eye he saw him, large and dark and toothy, a Hottentots dream of a demon. Finally, after meditating over it awhile, he got his brother Ed and conferred with him about it. They decided that Prince, the family dog, might help to chase the Cat-man out, and so rid them of this evil. Prince, the dog, was no coward; a friendly, gay, and yet ferocious animal. He was yellow and lithe, a fighter. He plainly believed in the Cat-man too (upon request, anyhow), for the cellar stairs door being opened and the presence of the Catman indicated, he sniffed and barked and made such an uproar that the mother of the children came out and made them go into the yard. And then they heard her laughing over the reality of the Cat-man, and exclaiming: Yes, indeed, youd just better be careful and not go down there. Hell catch Prince too!

But then there was a certain tree in this same yard or garden where once of a spring evening, at dusk, there was a strange sound being made, a sawing and rasping which in later years the boy was made quite well aware was a locust. But just at that time, at that age, in that strange land, with the soft, amethystine shadows pouring about the world, it seemed as though it must be the Catman come at last out of the cellar and gotten into the tree. The child was all alone. His mother was in the house. Sitting on the back porch meditating over the childish interests of the day, this sound began  and then the next minute he was frantically clasping his mothers knees, burying his face in her skirts and weeping. The Cat-man! The Cat-man! (Oh, what a horror! sawing there in that tree and leering! The child saw his eyes!)

And then the mother said: No, there isnt any Catman; it is all a foolish fancy. There, there! But to the child, for a long time, he was real enough, just the same.

And then there was Old Mr. Watchman, an old man with one arm who used to come by the house where the small boy lived. He was a watchman somewhere at a railroad crossing, a solid, weary, brown faced white haired man who in winter wore a heavy great coat in summer a loose, brown jacket, the pockets of which, or one pocket, at least, always, and every day, nearly, contained something which, if the little boy would only hurry out each morning or evening and climb on the fence and reach for, he might have.

Mr. Watchman! Mr. Watchman! I can hear him crying yet.

And somehow I seem to see a kindly gleam in the old blue eyes, and a smile on the brown face, and a big, rough hand going over a very little head.

Yes, there we have it. Thats the nice boy. And then someone would call from the house or the gate, a father or mother, perhaps, And now what do we say?

Oh, thank you, Mr. Watchman. Thank you.

And then the old watchman would go trudging onward with his bucket on his arm, and the boy would munch his candy or his peanuts or his apple and forget how kind and strange old Mr. Watchman really was  and how pathetic.

Then one day, some time later, after a considerable absence or silence on the part of Mr. Watchman, the small boy was taken to see him where he was lying very still in a very humble little cottage, in a black box, with nickels on his eyes  and the little boy wanted to take the nickels, too.

Dont you suppose Mr. Watchman must have smiled, wherever he was, if he could?

And then one last picture, though I might recall a hundred from fairyland  a thousand. It is a hot day and a house with closed shutters and drawn blinds, and in the center of a cool, still room a woman sitting in a loose neglige, and at her feet the child playing with the loose, worn slippers on her feet. The boy is very interested in his mother, he loves her, and for that reason, to his small mind her feet and her worn slippers are very dear to him.

See poor mamas shoes. Arent you sorry for her? Think how she has to wear such poor torn shoes and how hard she has to work.

Yes, poor shoes. Poor mummy.

When you grow up are you going to get work and buy poor mother a good pair  like a nice, strong, big man?

Yes, work. Yes, I get mummy shoes.

Suddenly, something in the mothers voice is too moving. Some mystic thread binding the two operates to convey and enlarge a mood. The child bursts into tears over the old pattens. He is gathered up close, wet eyed, and the mother cries too.

At the same time, this city of my birth was identified with so much struggle on the part of my parents, so many dramas and tragedies in connection with relatives and friends, that by now it seemed quite wonderful as the scene of almost an epic. I might try to indicate the exact character of it as it related to me; but instead, here at any rate, I will only say that from the time the mill burned until after various futile attempts to right ourselves, at Sullivan and Evansville, we finally left this part 
THE STANDARD BRIDGE OF FIFTY YEARS AGO
Reelsville, Indiana of the country for good, it was one unbroken stretch of privation and misery.

In that brilliant and yet defective story entitled The Turn of the Balance, by Brand Whitlock; there is narrated the career of an unfortunate German family which might almost have been ours, only in order to deal with so many children as there were in our family, the causes would necessarily have been further enlarged, or the data greatly condensed. In addition, there was no such complete collapse involved. The more I think of my father, and the more I consider the religious and fearful type of mind in general, the more certain I am that mere breeding of lives (raising a family without the skill to engineer it through the difficulties of infancy and youth) is one of the most pathetic, albeit humanly essential, blunders which the world contains. Yet, and perhaps wisely so, it is repeated over and over, age in and age out, ad infinitum. Governments love large families. These provide population, recruit large armies and navies, add the necessary percentage to the growth of cities and countries, fill the graping maws of the factories. The churches love large families, for they bring recruits to them and give proof of that solid morality which requires that sex shall result in more children and that these shall be adequately raised in the fear of God, if not in the comforts of life. Manufacturers and strong men generally like large families. Where else would they get the tools wherewith they work  the cheap labor  and the amazing contrasts between poverty and wealth, the contemplation of which gives them such a satisfaction in their own worth and force? Nature loves large families, apparently, because she makes so many of them. Vice must love large families because from them, and out of their needs and miseries, it is principally recruited. Death must love them too, for it gathers its principal toll there. But if an ordinary working man, or one without a serene and forceful capacity for toil and provision, could see the ramifications and miseries of birth in poverty, he would not reproduce himself so freely.

My father was of that happy religionistic frame of mind which sees in a large family  a very large family indeed, for there were thirteen of us  the be all and the end all of human existence. For him work, the rearing of children, the obligations of his religion and the liberal fulfilling of all his social obligations, imaginary or otherwise, were all that life contained. He took life to be not what it is, but what it is said to be, or written to be, by others. The Catholic volumes containing that inane balderdash, The Lives of the Saints, were truer than any true history  if there is such a thing  to him. He believed them absolutely. The pope was infallible. If you didnt go to confession and communion at least once a year, you were eternally damned. I recall his once telling me that, if a small bird were to come only once every million or trillion years and rub its bill on a rock as big as the earth, the rock would be worn out before a man would see the end of hell  eternal, fiery torture  once he was in it. And then he would not see the end of it, but merely the beginning, as it were. I recall invoking his rather heated contempt, on this occasion, by asking (or suggesting, I forget which) whether God might not change His mind about hell and let somebody out after a time. It seemed to him that I was evidently blasphemously bumptious, and that I was trifling with sacred things!

Unfortunately for him, though really not for us, I think, in the long run, his children were differently minded. Owing to an arrogant and domineering disposition, he insisted on the first ten, or first five, let us say being educated in the then Catholic parochial schools, where they learned nothing at all. Just before his failure, or the fire which ruined him, he gave the ground on which the church and school of St. Joseph in Terre Haute now stand, to the rector of that parish. Priests and bishops had the run of our home in the days when we were prosperous. After that they did not come so much, except to demand to know this, that, or the other, or to complain of our conduct. After my fathers failure, and because he did not feel himself courageous enough to venture on a new enterprise with the aid of the wealthy Mr. Rose, the then sufficiently grown children were supposed to go to work, the girls as housemaids, if necessary (for their education having been nothing, they had no skill for anything else), the boys as hands in the mill, the one thing my father knew most about, if they would (which they wouldnt), in order to learn a trade of some kind.

Instead there was a revolt. They broke out into the world to suit themselves. To save expenses, my mother had taken the three youngest, Ed, Clair (or Tillie, as we always called her) and myself, first to a friend at Vincennes, Indiana, for a few weeks stay, then to Sullivan, where we remained two years trying to maintain ourselves as best we could; thence to Evansville, where, my brother Paul having established himself rather comfortably, we remained two more; thence to Warsaw (via Chicago), where we remained three years and where I received my only intelligent schooling; thence out into the world, for the three youngest of us, at least, to become, as chance might have it, such failures or successes as may be. The others, too, after one type of career and another, did well enough. Paul, for one, managed to get a national reputation as a song writer and to live in comfort and even luxury. All of the girls, after varying years and degrees of success or failure, married and settled down to the average troubles of the married. One of these, the third from the eldest, was killed by a train in Chicago in her thirtysecond year, in 1897. One brother  the youngest (two years younger than myself)  became an actor. The brother next older than myself became an electrician. The fourth eldest, and one of the most interesting of all, as it seemed to me, a railroad man by profession, finally died of drunkenness (alcoholism is a nicer word) in a South Clark Street dive in Chicago, about 1905. So it goes. But all of them, in their way, were fairly intelligent people, no worse and no better than the average.

I can see the average smug, conventional soul, if one such should ever chance to get so deep into this book, chilling and sniffing over this frank confession. My answer is that, if he knows as much about life as I do or has the courage to say what he really knows or believes, he would neither be chilling or sniffing. If any individual in this dusty world has anything to be ashamed of, it is certainly not the accidents, ignorances and stark vicissitudes with which we are all more or less confronted. These last may be pathetic, but they have the merit nearly always of great and even beautiful drama; whereas, the treacheries, shams and poltrooneries which make for the creation and sustenance of the sniffy and the smug are really the things to be ashamed of. I can only think of Christs scathing denunciation of scribes, hypocrites and pharisees and his reference to the mote and the beam.

In Terre Haute, not elsewhere, we moved so often for want of means to pay our rent, or to obtain cheaper places, that it is almost painful to think of it in retrospect, though at the time I was too young to know anything much about it. There was so much sickness in the family, and at this time a certain amount of ill feeling between my mother and father. Several of the girls ran away and (in seeming, only in so far as the beliefs of my father were concerned) went to the bad. They did not go to the bad actually as time subsequently proved, though I might disagree with many as to what is bad and what good. One of the boys, Paul, got into jail, quite innocently it seems, and was turned out by my father, only to be received back again and subsequently to become his almost sole source of support in his later years. There was gloom, no work, often no bread, or scarcely any, in the house. Strange shifts were resorted to. My mother, and my father, for that matter, worked and slaved. Both, but she in particular, I am sure, because of her ambitious, romantic temperament, suffered the tortures of the damned.

Alas, she never lived to see our better days! My father did.

But Terre Haute! Terre Haute!

Here I was entering it now for the first time since I had left it, between seven and eight years of age, exactly thirtyseven years before.


CHAPTER XLVIII

THE SPIRIT OF TERRE HAUTE

ASIDE from these perfervid memories in connection with it, Terre Haute was not so different from Fort Wayne, or even Sandusky, minus the lake. It had the usual main street (Wabash Avenue) lighted with many lamps, the city hall, postoffice, principal hotel, and theatres; but I will say this for it, it seemed more vital than most of these other places  more like Wilkes-Barré or Binghamton. I asked Franklin about this, and he said that he felt it had exceptional vitality  something different.

I cant tell you what it is, he said. I have heard boys up in Carmel and Indianapolis who have been down here say it was a hot town. I can understand now something of what they mean. It has a young, hopeful, seeking atmosphere. I like it.

That was just how it seemed to me, after he had expressed it a seeking atmosphere. Although it claimed a population of only sixtyseven thousand or thereabouts, it had the tang and go of a much larger place. That something which I have always noticed about American cities and missed abroad, more or less, unless it was in Rome, Paris and Berlin, was here,  a crude, sweet illusion about the importance of all things material. What lesser god, under the high arch of life itself, weaves this spell? What is it man is seeking, that he is so hungry, so lustful? These little girls and boys, these half-developed men and women with their white faces and their seeking hands  oh, the pathos of it all!

Before going to an hotel for dinner, we drove across the Wabash River on a long, partially covered bridge, to what thought was the Illinois side, but which was only a trans-Wabash extension of Vigo County. Coming back, the night view of the city was so fine  tall chimneys and factories darkling along the upper and lower shores with a glow of gold in the center  that Franklin insisted he must make a memory note, something to help him do a better thing later, so we paused on the bridge while he sketched the lovely scene by arc light. Then we came back to the Terre Haute House (or the Terrible Hot House, as my brother Paul used to call it), where, for sentimental reasons, I preferred to stop, though there was a newer and better hotel, the Deming, farther up the street. For here, once upon a time, my brother Rome, at that time a seeking boy like any of those we now saw pouring up and down this well lighted street  (up and down, up and down, day after day, like those poor moths we see about the lamp)  was in the habit of coming, and, as my father described it, in his best suit of clothes and his best shoes, a toothpick in his mouth, standing in or near the doorway of the hotel, to give the impression that he had just dined there.

Loafers! Idle, good-for-nothings! I can hear my father exclaiming even now.

Yet he was not a loafer by any means  just a hungry, thirsty, curious boy, all too eager for the little life his limited experience or skill would buy. He was the one who finally took to drink and disappeared into the maelstrom of death  or is it life?

And here, once in her worst days, my mother came to look for work, and got it. In later years, Paul came here to be tendered a banquet by friends in the city because of his song about this river a tribute to the state  as one admirer expressed it.

Not that I cared at all, really. I didnt. It wouldnt have made any vast difference if we had gone to the other hotel  only it would have, too! We arranged our belongings in our adjoining rooms and then went out for a stroll, examining the central court and the low halls and the lobby as we passed. I thought of my mother  and Rome, outside on the corner  and Paul at his sentimental banquet, and then  well, then I felt very sad like, as we would say in Indiana.

Up the street from our hotel was the Deming, the principal hotel of this city our largest, as the average American would say  just like every other hotel in America which at this day and date aspires to be our largest and to provide the native with that something which he thinks is at once recherché (curse that word!) and grand, or gorgeous. Thus, there must be (1) a group of flamboyantly uniformed hall boys and porters, all braids and buttons, whose chief, if not sole duty, is to exact gratuities from the unwilling and yet ecstatic visitor; (2) an hotel clerk, or three or five, who will make him feel that he is a mere upstart or intruder, and that it is only by the generosity of a watchful and yet kindly management (which does not really approve of him) that he is permitted to enter at all; (3) maids, manicuresses, and newsstand salesladies, who are present solely to make him understand what he has missed by marrying, and how little his wife knows about dress, or taste, or life; (4) a lobby, lounging room, shoeshining parlor and barber shop, done entirely in imitation onyx; (5) a diningroom in imitation of one of the principal chambers of the Palace of Vairsigh; (6) a grill or mens restaurant, made to look exactly like a western architects dream of a Burgundian baronial hall; (7) a head waiter who can be friends only with millionaires or their equivalent, the local richest men; (9) a taxi service which can charge as much if not more than any other citys. This last is absolutely indispensable, as showing the importance of the city. But nevertheless we went here, after prowling about the city for some time, to enjoy a later supper  or rather to see if there were any people here who were worth observing at this favorite American midnight pastime. There were  in their way.

Those that we saw here  in the grill  suggested at once the aspirations and the limitations of a city of this size and its commercial and social predilections. For here, between eleven and one, came many that might be 
FRANKLINS IMPRESSION OF MY BIRTHPLACE called our largest or our most successful men, of a solid, resonant, generative materiality. The flare of the cloth of their suits! The blaze of their skins and eyes! The hardy, animal implication of their eyes!

And the women  elder and younger! wives and daughters of those men who have only recently begun to make money in easy sums and so to enjoy life. They reminded me of those I had seen in the Kittatinny at Delaware Water Gap. What breweries, what wagon works, what automobile factories may not have been grinding day and night for their benefit! Here they were, most circumspect, most quiescent, a gaudy and yet reserved company; but as I looked at some of them I could not help thinking of some of the places I had seen abroad, more especially the Abbaye Thélème in Paris and the Carlton at Monte Carlo, where, freed from the prying eyes of Terre Haute or Columbus or Peoria in summer or winter, the eager American abroad is free to dance and carouse and make up, in part, for some of the shortcomings of his or her situation here. Yes, you may see them there, the sons and daughters of these factory builders and paint manufacturers, a feverish hunger in their faces, making up for what Indiana or Illinois or Iowa would never permit them to do. Blood will tell, and the brooding earth forces weaving these things must have tremendous moods and yearnings which require expression thus.

But what interested me more, and this was sad too, were the tribes and shoals of the incomplete, the botched, the semi-articulate, all hungry and helpless, who never get to come to a place like this at all  who yearn for a taste of this show and flare and never attain to the least taste of it. Somehow the streets of this city suggested them to me. I know the moralists will not agree with me as to this, but what of it? Havent you seen them of a morning  very early morning and late evening, in their shabby skirts, their shapeless waists, their messes of hats, their worn shoes, trudging to and from one wretched task and another, through the great streets and the splendid places? And are you content always to dismiss them as just dull, or weak, or incapable of understanding those finer things which you think you understand so well? Are there not some possibly who are different? Oh, you brash thinkers who dismiss them all so lightly  Not so fast, pray! Do not lean too heavily upon the significance of your present state. Tonight, tomorrow, may begin the fierce blasts that will sweep away the last vestige of what was strength, or pride, or beauty, or power, or understanding. Even now the winds of disaster may be whining under your door. A good body is something, a brain is more. Taste, beauty, these are great gifts, not achievements. And that which gave so generously can as certainly take away again. When you see them trudging so hopelessly, so painfully, their eyes riveted by the flashing wonders of life, let it be not all contempt or all pride with which you view them. Hold to your strength if you will, or your subtlety; but this night, in your heart, on your knees, make obeisance. These are tremendous forces among which we walk. With their powers and their results we may have neither part nor lot. What, slave, do you strut and stare and make light of your fellow? This night may you be with them, not in paradise, but in eternal nothingness  voiceless, dreamless, not even so much as a memory of anything elsewhere. Nothing!

Even so! Even so!


CHAPTER XLIX

TERRE HAUTE AFTER THIRTYSEVEN YEARS

FOR good, bad, or indifferent, whether it had been painful or pleasant, the youth time that I had spent in Terre Haute had gone and would never come back again. My mother, as I remembered her then  and when is a mother more of a mother than in ones babyhood?  was by now merely a collection of incidents and pains and sweetnesses lingering in a few minds! And my father, earnest, serious-minded German, striving to do the best he knew, was gone also  all of thirteen years. Those brothers and sisters whose ambitions were then so keen, whose blood moods were so high, were now tamed and sober, scattered over all the eastern portion of America. And here was I walking about, not knowing a single soul here really, intent upon finding one man perhaps who had known my father and had been kind to him; for the rest, looking up the houses in which we had lived, the first school which I had ever attended, the first church, and thinking over all the ills we had endured rather than the pleasures we had enjoyed (for of the latter I could scarcely recall any), was all with which I had to employ myself.

In the first place, the night before coming in, because it was nearly dark and because neither Franklin nor I cared to spend any more time in this southern extension than we could help, I wanted to find and look at as many of the old places as was possible in the summer twilight, for more than look at them once I could scarcely, or at least, would not care to do. It was not a difficult matter. At the time we lived there, the city was much smaller, scarcely more than one-third its present size, and the places which then seemed remote from the business heart were now a five-minute walk, if so much. I could see, in coming in, that to get to Ninth and Chestnut, where I was born, I would have to go almost into the business section, or nearly so. Again, the house at Twelfth and Walnut, where the first few years of my life were spent  say from one to five  was first on our route in, and it was best to have Bert turn in there, for the street labelings were all very plain and it was easy to find our way. It was very evident that Terre Haute was another manufacturing city, and a prosperous one, for smoke filled the air and there was a somewhat inspiriting display of chimneys and manufacturing buildings in one direction and another. The sound of engine bells and factory whistles at six oclock seemed to indicate a cheerful prosperity not always present in larger and seemingly more successful cities. Franklin, as I have said, noted a temper or flare of youth and hope about the town, for he spoke of it.

I like this place. It is interesting, he said. I had no idea Terre Haute was so fine as this.

As for me, my mind was recurring to old scenes and old miseries, commingled with a childs sensations. Once in this town, in company with Ed and Al, I picked coal off the tracks because we had no coal at home. Somewhere here Ed and I, going for a sack of cornmeal, lost the fifty cents with which to buy it, and it was our last fifty cents. In a small house in Thirteenth Street, as I have elsewhere indicated, the three youngest of us were sick, while my father was out of work, and my mother was compelled, to take in washing. In some other house here  Seventh and Chestnut, I believe  there was a swing in a basement where I used to swing all alone by the hour, enjoying my own moods even at that time. From a small brick house in Fourteenth Street, the last I ever knew of Terre Haute, I carried my fathers dinner to him in a pail at a woolen mill, of which he was foreman or manager or something. He was never exactly a day laborer for anyone. I remember a carder and a fuller and a blower and a spinning jenny and his explaining their functions to me. Somewhere in this town was the remainder of St. Josephs School, or its site, at least, where at five years of age I was taken to learn my A B Cs, and where a nun in a great flaring white bonnet and a black habit, with a rattling string of great beads, pointed at a blackboard with a stick and asked us what certain symbols stood for. I recall even now, very faintly, it is true, having trouble remembering what the sounds of certain letters were.

I remember the church attached to this school, and a bell in a tower that used to get turned over and wouldnt ring until some one of us boys climbed up and turned it back  a great treat. I remember boating on a small, muddy pool, on boards, and getting my feet very wet, and almost falling in, and a serious sore throat afterwards. I remember a band  the first I ever heard  (Kleinbinds Terre Haute Ringold Band as my father afterwards explained was its official title)  marching up the street, the men wearing red jackets with white shoulder straps and tall black Russian shakos. They frightened me, and I cried. I remember once being on the Wabash River with my brother Rome in a small boat  the yellow water seemed more of a wonder and terror to me then than it does now  and of his rocking the boat and of my screaming, and of his wanting to whip me  a brotherly bit of tenderness, quite natural, dont you think? I remember, at Twelfth and Walnut, a great summer rainstorm, when I was very young, and my mother undressing me and telling me to run out naked in the great splattering drops making bubbles everywhere  an adventure which seemed very splendid and quite to my taste. I remember my brothers Paul and Rome as grownups  men really  when they were only boys, and of my elder sisters  girls of thirteen, fifteen, seventeen, seeming like great strong women.

Life was a strange, colorful, kaleidoscopic welter then. It has remained so ever since.

Here I was now, and it was evening. As we turned into Walnut Street at Twelfth I recognized one of the houses by pictures in the family and by faint memories and we stopped to give Franklin time to sketch it. It was a smoky, somewhat treeless neighborhood, with a number of children playing about, and long rows of one-story workingmens cottages receding in every direction. Once it had a large yard with a garden at the back, apple, pear and cherry trees along the fence, a small barn or cow shed, and rows of gooseberry and currant bushes bordering several sides. Now all that was gone, of course. The house had been moved over to the very corner. Small houses, all smoky, had been crowded in on either hand so tightly that there were scarcely sidewalks between them. I asked a little girl who came running over as the car stopped and Franklin began sketching, Who lives over there?

Kifer, she replied.

What does he do?

He works. They keep boarders. What are you making?

A picture.

Of that house?

Yes.

What for?

Well, I used to live there and Ive come back all the way from New York to see it.

Oh! And with that she climbed up on the running board to look on, but Franklin shooed her off.

You mustnt shake the car, he said.

She got down, but only to confer with six or seven other children who had gathered by now, and all of whom had to be enlightened. They ran back for a moment or two to inform inquisitive parents, but soon returned, increased in number. They stood in a group and surveyed the house as though they had never seen it before. Obviously, it had taken on a little luster in their eyes. They climbed up on the running boards and shook the car until Franklin was compelled to order them down again, though it was plain that he was not anxious so to do. Bats were circling in the air overhead  those fine, ricocheting winged mice. There were mosquitoes about, 
TERRE HAUTE FROM WEST OF THE WABASH annoying numbers of them  horrible clouds, in fact, which caused me to wonder how people endured living in the neighborhood. People walked by on their way home from work, or going out somewhere, young men in the most dandified and conspicuous garbs, and on porches and front steps were their fathers in shirt sleeves, and women in calico dresses, reading the evening paper. I studied each detail of the house, getting out and looking at it from one side and another, but I could get no least touch of the earlier atmosphere, and I did not want to go in. Interiorly it held no interest for me. I could not remember how it looked on the inside anyhow.

After leaving this house, I decided to look up Ninth and Chestnut, where I was born, but not knowing the exact corner (no one in our family having been able to tell me) I gave it up, only to notice that at that moment I was passing the corner. I looked. There were small houses on every hand. Which one was ours, or had been? Or was it there at all any more? Useless speculation. I did not even trouble to stop the car.

But from here I directed the car to Eighth and Chestnut, a corner at which, in an old red brick house still standing, my mother, as someone had informed me, had once essayed keeping borders. I was so young at the time I could scarcely remember  say six or seven. All I could recall of it was that here once was a little girl in blue velvet, with yellow hair, the daughter of some woman of comparative (it is a guess) means, who was stopping with us, and who, because of her blue velvet dress and her airs, seemed most amazing to me, a creature out of the skies. I remember standing at the head of the stairs and looking into her room  or her mothers, and seeing a dresser loaded with silver, bits, and marveling at the excellence of such a life. Just that, and nothing more, out of a whole period of months. Now I could only recall that the house was of brick, that it had a lawn and trees, a basement with a brick floor, and a sense of abandonment and departed merit. Finding it at this late date was not likely, but we ran the car around there and stopped and looked. There was a brick house there, old but improved. Was it the same? Who can tell, or what matter, really? The difference was to me.

We think of life as a definite, enduring thing, some of us; but what a thin shadow, or nothingness, it must be, really, when the past and your youth and all connected with it goes glimmering thus like smoke. I always think of that passage in Job (XIV: 1-2) Man that is born of a woman is of few days, and full of trouble. He cometh forth like a flower and is cut down; he fleeth also as a shadow, and continueth not. When I think of that, and how ideas and notions and fames and blames go glimmering, I often ask myself what is it all about, anyhow, and what are we here for, and why should anyone worry whether they are low or high, or moral or immoral. What difference does it really make? And to whom? Who actually cares, in the long run, whether you are good, bad or indifferent? There is much talk and much strutting to and fro and much concealment of our past ills and shames, and much parading of our present luxuries and well beings. But, my good friends, the wise know better. You cannot talk to a man or woman of capacity or insight or experience of any of these sharp distinctions. To them they do not exist. We are all low or high according to our dynamic energy to get and keep fame, money, notoriety, information, skill  no more. As for the virtuous, and those supposedly lacking in virtue  the honest and those who are dishonest  kind heaven, we havent the first inklings of necessary data wherewith to begin even to formulate a theory of difference! We do not know, and I had almost said we cannot know, though I am not one to be cocksure of anything  not even of the impossibility of perfection.

Allons! Then we moved the car to Seventh and Chestnut Streets, where had stood another house near a lumber yard. In this house was the swing in the basement where I used to swing, the sunlight pouring through a low cellar window, such days as I chose to play there. Outside was a great yard or garden with trees, and close at hand a large lumber yard  it seemed immense to me at the time  pleasingly filled with odoriferous woods, and offering a great opportunity for climbing, playing hide and seek running and jumping from pile to pile, and avoiding the watchman who wanted to catch us and give us a good beating for coming into it at all.

And beyond that was a train yard full of engines and cars and old broken down cabooses and a repair shop. When I was most adventurous I used to wander even beyond the lumber yard (there was a spur track going out into this greater world), staring at all I saw, and risking no doubt my young life more than once. At one time I fell off a car on which I had adventurously climbed and bruised my hand quite seriously. At another time I climbed up into a worn out and discarded engine, and examined all the machinery with the utmost curiosity. It all seemed so amazing to me. Engineers, Jiremen, brakemen, yard men  how astonishing they all seemed  the whole clangorous, jangling compact called life.

But this house was now a mere myth or rumor  something that may never have existed at all  so unreal are our realities. It had gone glimmering. There was no house here anything like that which I had in mind. There was a railroad yard, quite a large one, probably greatly enlarged since my day. There was a lumber yard adjoining it, very prosperous looking, and enclosed by a high board fence, well painted, and a long, old, low white house with green shutters. We stopped the car here and I meditated on my mother and sisters and on some laughing school teachers who took meals with us here at this time. Then we moved on. I was glad to go. I was getting depressed.

The last place we tried for was that much mentioned in Thirteenth Street, Thirteenth between Walnut and Chestnut, as some one of my relatives had said, but I could not find it. When we reached the immediate vicinity we found a hundred such houses  I had almost said a thousand  and it was a poor, sorrowful street, the homes of the most deficient or oppressed or defeated. I wanted to hurry on, and did so, but musingly and romantically, in passing, I picked out one which stood next to an alley  an old, small, black, faded house, and said to myself, that must be ours. But was it? Because of uncertainty my heart could not go out to it. It went out only to that other house back in the clouds of memory, where my mother and my sisters and brothers were all assembled.

And this street  yes, my heart went out to it  oh, very much. I felt as though I would be willing to trade places with and take up the burden of the least efficient and most depressed of all of those assembled here, in memory of  in memory of  


CHAPTER L

A LUSH, EGYPTIAN LAND

THE next morning, after purchasing our customary picture cards, we were about to achieve an early start when I suddenly remembered that I had not tried to find the one man I really wanted to see  a man for whom my father had worked in years gone by, the son of a mill owner who after his fathers death with a brother had inherited this mill and employed my father to run it. Although he was very much younger than my father at that time, there had always been a bond of sympathy and understanding between them. But even in my fathers lifetime the woolen industry in this region had fallen on hard lines  the East and some patents on machinery held by Massachusetts manufacturers crowding these westerners to the wall  so that this boy and his brother, who had been such good friends to my father, had been compelled to abandon their woolen properties entirely and Adam Shattuck had gone into the electric lighting business, and had helped, I understand, to organize the local electric light plant here and for a while anyhow was its first vicepresident and treasurer. After that I heard nothing more.

I had never seen him, but as is always the case with someone commercially connected with a family  a successful and so helpful a personality  I had heard a great deal about him. Indeed, in our worst days here, the Shattuck family had represented to me the height of all that was important and durable, and to such an extent that even now, and after all these years, I hesitated whether to inflict myself on him, even for so laudable a purpose as inquiring the exact site of the old mill or whether he recalled where my father first lived, on moving to Terre Haute from Sullivan, and which was the house where I was born. Nevertheless, I looked him up in the city directory and could find only one Adam B. Shattuck, hay, grain, and feed, 230 South Fourth Street, a region and a business which did not seem likely to contain so important a person. Nevertheless, because I was anxious to see the old mill which my father had managed under his ownership (I knew it stood somewhere down near the rivers edge), I ventured to go to this address, to find perchance if he could tell me where the true Adam B. Shattuck was to be found.

And on the way, because it was only a few blocks at most in any direction, I decided to look up the old St. Josephs Church and school which I had attended as a child, my first school, to see if possibly I could recognize anything in connection with that. A picture postcard which I had found showed a quite imposing church on the site my father had given, but no school.

Imagine my surprise on reaching it to be able to recognize in a rear building to which a new front had, in years gone by, been added, the exact small, square red brick building in which I had first been drilled in my A B Cs. Owing to a high brick wall and the presence of an encroaching building it was barely visible any longer from the street, but stripped of these later accretions I could see exactly how it looked  and remember it! As I gazed, the yard, the pond, the old church, the surrounding neighborhood, all came back to me. I saw it quite clearly. As at Warsaw, Indiana, I now suffered a slight upheaval in my vitals. A kind of nostalgia set in. The very earth seemed slipping out from under my feet. I looked through the small paned windows into one of the old rooms and then, because it was exactly the same, I wanted to get away. I went round by the church side and seeing a funeral train in front walked through the door into this newer building. Before the altar rail, surrounded by tall candles, lay a coffin. And I said to myself: Yes, it is symbolic. Death and change have taken much, so far. They will soon take all.

Then I climbed back into the car.

It was only a few blocks to the hay, grain and feed emporium of this bogus Adam Shattuck, and when I saw it, a low, drab, one story brick building, in a very dilapidated condition, I felt more convinced than ever that this man could have nothing to do with my fathers quondam employer. I went through the dusty, hay strewn door and at a small, tall, dusty and worn clerical desk saw an old man in a threadbare grey alpaca coat, making some entries in a cheap, reddish paper backed cashbook. There was a scale behind him. The shadowy, windowless walls in the rear and to the sides were lined with bins, containing sacks of oats and bran, bales of hay and other feed. Just as I entered a boy from the vicinity followed me, pushing a small truck, and laid a yellow slip on the desk.

He says to make it four half sacks of bran.

Can you tell me where I will find a Mr. Adam B. Shattuck, who used to own the Wabash Woolen Mills here? I inquired.

Im the man  Adam B. Shattuck. Just excuse me a minute, will you, while I wait on this boy.

I stared at him in rude astonishment, for he seemed so worn, so physically concluded. His face was seamed and sunken, his eyes deep tired, his hands wrinkled.

Youre Mr. Shattuck, are you? Well, Im the son of Paul Dreiser, who used to work for you. You dont remember me, of course  I was too young

This isnt by any chance Theodore, is it? he commented, his eyes brightening slightly with recognition.

Yes, thats me, I said.

Your brother Paul, he said, when he was out here a few years ago, was telling me about you. You write, I believe

Yes.

Well, of course, Ive never known of you except indirectly, but  how long are you going to be in town?

Only this morning, I replied. Im just passing through. This isnt my car. Im traveling in it with a friend. Im visiting all the old places just for the fun of it. I was just coming to you to ask if you could tell me where the old mill stood  whether its still standing.

Right at the foot of the street here, he commented very cheerfully, at the same time bustling about and getting out the half sacks of bran and other things. Its just as it was in your fathers day, only it is a wagon company now. All the woolen mills in this section died out long ago. Your father foresaw that. He told me they would. I went into the electric lighting business afterward, but they crowded me out of it  consolidation and all that. Then I got into this business. It isnt much but its a living. One seventyfive, he said to the boy, who put the money on the desk and went out.

Yes, indeed, I knew your father. He was a fine man. He worked for us off and on for pretty near fifteen year, after his own mill went up. This was no country for woolen manufacture, though. We couldnt compete with the East. Why, I read here not long ago that two hundred mills in Indiana, Ohio and Illinois had closed up in twenty years  two hundred! Well, thats all over. So youre Theodore! You couldnt stay and have lunch with me, could you?

Thank you, I couldnt possibly, I replied. Im only a guest in this car and I cant detain them too long. I did want to see you, though, and so I came.

Thats right; thats right, he said. Its good of you. Times have changed with me some, but then, Ive lived a long time. Ive a son in New York. Hes with . . . (he mentioned a large and successful company). You ought to call on him some time. Hed be glad to see you, Im sure.

He rambled on about one thing and another and followed me . . . to the door.

You couldnt tell me, by any chance, where the first house my father ever occupied in Terre Haute stands? I said idly.

Yes, I can. Its right around here in Second Street, one block south, next to a grocery store. You cant miss it. Its a two story brick now, but they added a story a long time ago. It was a one story house in his time, but then it had a big yard and lots of trees. I remember it well. I used to go there occasionally to see him. . . . Right down there at the foot of the street, he called after me.

I climbed into the car and down we went to the old mill to stare at that, now whirring with new sounds and looking fairly brisk and prosperous; then back to the old brick house, looking so old and so commonplace that I could well imagine it a fine refuge after a storm. But I had never even heard of this before and was not expecting to find it. Then we raced forth Sullivan-ward and I was heartily glad to be gone.

The territory into which we were now passing was that described in the first chapter of this book  of all places that I ever lived in my youth the most pleasing to me and full of the most colorful and poetic of memories. Infancy and its complete non-understanding had just gone. For me, when we arrived here, adolescence  the inquisitive boy of twelve to sixteen  had not yet arrived. This was the region of the wonder period of youth, when trees, clouds, the sky, the progression of the days, the sun, the rains, the grass all filled me with delight, an overpowering sense of beauty, charm, mystery. How eager I was to know, at times  and yet at other times not. How I loved to sit and gaze just drinking it all in, the sensory feel and glory of it. And then I had gone on to other ideas and other places and this had never come back  not once in any least way  and now I was to see it all again, or the region of it  

Sullivan, as we found on consulting our map, lay only twentyfive miles south, or thereabouts. Our road lay through a perfectly flat region, so flat and featureless that it should have been uninteresting and yet it was not. I have observed this of regions as of people, that however much alike they may appear to be in character there is, nevertheless, a vast difference in their charm or lack of it. This section in which I had been partially reared had charm  not the charm of personal predisposition, as others will testify, but real charm. The soil was rich  a sandy loam. The trees were shapely and healthy  peaceful trees, not beaten by angry winds and rains. The fields were lush with grass or grain  warm bottom lands these, composed of soil carried down by ancient riversnow, in the last hundred years or so, given names. As we came out of Terre Haute I turned and looked back at it, a prosperous, vigorous town. East of it, in a healthy, fruitful region, in that hill country around Reelsville and Brazil, there had been coal mines  soft coal mines, providing work and fuel. Here on our route to Sullivan were other mines, at Farmersburg, seven miles out, a town by the way which I recalled as being somehow an outpost of the priest who read mass at Sullivan, at Shelburne and other places still farther south. You could see the black, dirty breakers across flat green fields in which stood round healthy trees.

As we went south, one of those warm sudden rains sprang up, or came down  one of those quick, heavy rains which I recognized as characteristic of the region of my infancy. We saw it coming in the distance, a thickening of smoke clouds over some groves in the west. Then a green fog seemed to settle between us and the trees, and I knew it was raining.

Here it comes, I called. Had we better get the top up?

Bert, who was now the master of motion and a radically different temperament to Speed, paid no heed. He was very taciturn or meditative at times, but equally gay at others, and much more self sufficient and reliant, if anything. I had been most interested by the quiet, controlling way in which he had gone about getting himself housed and fed at night and at other times. Porters and garage managers gave no least care to Bert. He managed them and suggested ways and means to us occasionally. Whenever anything happened to the car he leisurely extracted himself with the aid of his crutches and set about adjusting it as though there were not the least thing defective about him. It was interesting, almost amusing.

But now, as I say, he paid no heed and soon a few heavy drops fell, great, splattering globules that left inch size wet spots on our clothing, and then we were in the storm. It gushed.

Now, will you listen? I observed as we jumped down. Franklin and I bustled about the task of getting the hood up. Before we could do it, thoughalmost before we could get our raincoats on  it was pouring  a torrent. It seemed to come down in bucketfuls. Then, once we had the hood up and the seats dried and our raincoats on and were suffocating of heat, the storm was gone. The sun came out, the road looked golden, the grass was heavenly. In the distance one could see it raining elsewhere, far across the fields.

Yes, I observed feelingly and tenderly,  this is me own, me native land; only I wish it wouldnt make its remembered characteristics quite so obvious. I can be shown that it is just as it used to be, without being killed.

The land smiled. Im sure it did. Arent there such things as smiling lands?

And a little farther on, without any suggestion from me, for I am well satisfied that he would never be so influenced, Franklin was commenting on the luxurious character of the region. The houses were all small and simple, very tasteless little cottages, but very good and new and seemingly comfortable, sheltering no doubt the sons and daughters of people who had been here when I was. Excellent automobiles were speeding along the roads, handsome western makes of cars  not so many Fords. The cattle in the fields looked healthy, fat. Timothy and corn were standing waist high. It was hot, as it should be in a fat riverland like this. We had not gone far before we had to get out to examine a hay baling machine  the first hay baler (for the use of individual farmers) I had ever seen. There had been a haypress at Sullivan, a most wonderful thing to me to contemplate in my day a horse going round in a ring and so lifting and dropping a great weight which compressed the hay in a box; but this was different. It was standing out in an open field near three haystacks and was driven by a gasoline motor, a force which made short work of the vast quantities of hay piled on the feeder. Three men operated it. The horses that drew it stood idle to one side.

How much hay can you bale in a day? I asked of one of the farmers.

Depends on the number working, he replied. We three men can do up a couple of stacks like that. He was referring to two goodly mounds of sweet brown hay that stood to the left.

Do you call it hard work? I asked.

No, not very, he answered. Pitching hay from the stacks down onto it and pulling the bales away.

What will the farmer not get next? I inquired of Franklin. It seems that nearly all the heavy labor of the old days is gone.

Its true, he said. I never saw a machine like this before. Ive heard of them. All that they need now is a good, cheap traction plow and farming will be a weak mans job  like golf  and twice as healthy.

We climbed back.

Scudding along under green trees and through stretches of meadow and under a hot, almost baking sun, we came at last to various signs reading: For Fine Dry Goods Visit Squibbs, South Side Square, or If You Want The Best Hardware In Sullivan Go To Beach & Gens.

Ha! then someone of the Beach family has gone into the hardware business, I commented.

Presently a huge sign appeared hanging across the road. It read:

Sullivan Welcomes You.

Imagine dirty old Sullivan venturing to welcome anyone! I commented, quoting my sister. If she could only see that! I added.

Theres another name I recognize, anyhow, I commented to Franklin, as another sign came into view. Some member of that family owned the clover field back of our house in my time. Good luck to him, if its in good condition.

In a few minutes we were rolling up a street which would have taken us to the public square if we had followed it; instantly I was on the qui vive to see what if anything I could remember. This was a section, the northwest corner of Sullivan, which I recalled as having been a great open common in my time, filled principally with dog fennel and dandelion and thistles and containing only one house, a red one, occupied by an Irish section boss, whose wife (my mother having befriended her years before when first she and her husband came to Sullivan) had now, at the time my mother was compelled to make this return pilgrimage, befriended us by letting us stay  mother and us three youngsters  until she could find a house. It was a period of three or four days, as I recall it. The father of this family, Thomas Brogan, was a great, heavy handed, hulking, red faced Irishman who knew only work and Catholicism. On Sunday in some weird, stiff combination of Sunday clothes and squeaky shoes, he was accustomed to lead in single file procession his more or less recalcitrant family through weeds and along the broken board walks of this poorly equipped region to mass. I saw him often, even in my day. His youngest son, Harry Brogan, often played with Ed and me and once he instigated some other, older boys, to lick us  a tale too long and too sad to be told here. His second youngest son, Jim  alias Red Brogan and subsequently known to fame as Red Oliphant, a bank robber (finally electrocuted by the state of New York at Sing Sing for murder  he and three or four others shot a night watchman, or so the police said)  was often beaten by his father with a horsewhip because he would not work in the local coal mine or perhaps do other drudging about his home. This coal mine, by the way, had killed his elder brother Frank some three or four years before by explosion, a tragedy which you might have thought would have ended coal mining in that family. Not at all. Far from it. These beatings had continued until the boy ran away, uneducated of course, and became the character he subsequently was or was alleged to have been. I do not know. If you want to know of a fairly good boy who died a criminal in the chair owing to conditions over which he had no least control or certainly very little, this was one. If I were Red Brogan and were summoned before the eternal throne  would that there were one  I would show Him the stripes on my back and my neglected brain and ask Him why, if He were God, He had forsaken me.

I have heard my mother tell how she was present at the time this older brothers body was brought up out of the mine (eight men were killed at the time) and how tragic seemingly was the grief of both Mr. and Mrs. Brogan. Later on, after we left Sullivan, the family became somewhat more prosperous and it is likely that the youngest son was not compelled to work as the others had.


CHAPTER LI

ANOTHER OLD HOME

BE that as it may, it was much of this and related matters that I was ruminating as I came through this region. But I could find no traces of what had formerly been. There was no red house anywhere  repainted probably. The coal mine, which I had remembered as being visible from this section, was not to be seen. Later I learned that it had been worked out and abandoned. The coal had all been dug out. Many new small houses in orderly, compact rows now made streets here. We had Bert follow this road a few blocks and then turn discreetly to the east until we should cross the railroad tracks, for I recalled that it was across these tracks or track facing another weed-grown square, and what was then a mildly industrious institution of the town, the hay press, that our house stood.

This square had always seemed a fascinating thing to me, for despite the fact that it was on the extreme outskirts of the town and in a district where (a little farther out) stood the village slaughterhouse, emitting uncomfortable odors when the wind was blowing right, still it was near the towns one railroad station and switching yards  there was a turntable near the hay press  and we could see the trains go by and watch the principal industry of the place, switching, the taking on or dropping off of cars. Every morning at ten-thirty and every afternoon at two there was a freight train  the one in the morning from the south, the other in the afternoon from the north  which stopped and switched here. As an eight to ten year-old boy how often I have sat on our porch, playing engine or freight with empty cigar boxes for cars (an extra big one for a caboose) and a spool for a smokestack, and imitated the switching and making up which I saw going on across the common. A delicious sense of wonder and delight always lingered in my mind in connection with Sullivan, for although we were apparently desperately poor there, were compensations which the inscrutable treasure of youth trebled and quadrupled  nay multiplied an hundred and a thousand fold.

This indeed, I said to myself, as I looked at it now trying eagerly to get it all back and failing so dismally in the main, was that Egyptian land of which I have spoken. Here were those blue skies, those warm rains. Back of this house which I am now to see once more perhaps will be that perfect field of clover  only remembered in the summer state, so naturally optimistic is the human soul. In the sky will be soaring buzzards, surely. Over a field of green will stand a tall, gnarled dead tree trunk, its gauntness concealed by a cape of wild ivy. On its topmost level will sit a brown hawk or a grey headed eagle calculating on methods of capture. Across the street, up the road a little way, will be the brown home of crazy old Bowles, who used to come to our well for water singing and sometimes executing a weird step, or gazing vacantly and insanely at the sky. He was an ex-army man, shot in the head at Lookout Mountain and now a little daffy. He had been pensioned and was spending his declining years here. Crazy old Bowles was his local name.

A few steps farther out this same road, the last house but one (which was ours) would be the house of Mrs. Hudson, a lonely and somewhat demented old widow whose children had long since gone and left her to live here quite alone. We children thought her a witch. Down in a hollow, beyond our house, where lay the whitening skulls and bones of many an ox and cow, stood the tumbledown slaughterhouse, to me a fearsome place. I always imagined dead cows prowling about at night. Over the way from our house had been a great elm, in which Ed and I used to climb to swing on its branches. In its shade, in summer time, Tillie, Ed and I played house. I can hear the wind in the leaves yet. Beyond the slaughterhouse eastward was a great cornfield. In autumn, when the frost was whitening the trees, I have seen thousands of crows on their way southward resting on the rail fences which surrounded this field, and on the slaughterhouse roof and on a few lone trees here and there, holding a conference. Such a cawing and chattering!

Beyond the clover field again, in a southeasterly direction, was the fine farm of Mr. Beach, his white house, his red barn, his trees sheltering peacocks that in summer called for rain. In the fields all about were blackberries, raspberries, dewberries, wild plums, wild crabapple trees  a host of things which we could gather free. If either Ed or I had had the least turn of ingenuity we might have trapped or shot enough wild animals to have kept us in meat  possibly even in funds, so numerous were various forms of small game. In summer we could have picked unlimited quantities of berries and helped mother preserve them against dark days. We did  some. But in the main all we did was to fish a little  as the thought of pleasure moved us.

But oh, this pleasing realm! Once here I could not see it as it really was at the moment, nor can I now write of it intelligently or dispassionately. It is all too involved with things which have no habitat in land or sea or sky. The light of early morning, the feet of youth, dreams, dreams, dreams  Yes, here once, I, told myself now, we carried coal in winter, Ed and I, but what matter? Was not youth then ours to comfort us? My father was gloomy, depressed, in no position or mood to put right his disordered affairs. But even so, oh Sullivan! Sullivan! of what wonders and dreams are not your poorest and most commonplace aspects compounded!

As we crossed the tracks by the railroad station, only two long blocks from our house in the old days, I began to recognize familiar landmarks. At the first corner beyond the station where I always turned north had been four young trees and here now were four quite large ones.

I was convinced they were the same. Looking up the street north I recognized the open common still intact, and as we neared the house the identical hay press, if you please, newly covered, with tin and perhaps otherwise repaired, but standing close to the tracks, where formerly the hay was loaded onto cars. By the sounds issuing from it, it must have been busy indeed. At the spot where we now were at the moment should have been Bowles house, a low, one story yellow affair but now only a patch of weeds and a broken well top indicated that a house had once stood there. Looking quickly for our house I distinguished it, one of a row of seemingly new and much poorer ones, but this older house was still the best of them all. Beyond, where Mrs. Hudsons house should have been and the great elm, and the Poe-like slaughterhouse, was nothing but a railroad track curving Y-fashion and joining another which ran where once the slaughterhouse hollow had been. There was no hollow any more, no tree, no nothing. Only a right-angled railroad track or switching Y.

My field of clover!

It was an unkempt weed patch, small, disreputable, disillusionizing  a thing that had never been large at all or had shrunk to insignificant proportions. My tree  the column of the brooding hawk  it was gone. There was no fine fecund truck patch alongside our house, where once we had raised corn, potatoes, peas, onions, beans  almost our total summer and winter fare. Three other small shabby houses and their grounds occupied the field we had cultivated. I realized now in looking at this what an earnest, industrious woman my mother must have been.

A band of ragamuffin children were playing out in front, children with bare legs, bare arms, in most cases half bare bodies, and so dirty! When they saw our car they gathered in a group and surveyed us. One of the littlest of them had a sore-eyed puppy elevated to his loving breast. It was a poor white trash neighborhood.

My brothers got tabuckalosis of the bones, one little girl said to me, nodding at a skimpy, distrait looking 
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Sullivan, Indiana youth who stood to one side, rather pleased than not that his ailment should attract so much attention.

Oh, no, I said, surely not. He doesnt look as though he had anything but a good appetite, does he, Franklin?

Certainly not, replied the latter cheerfully.

The youth gazed at me solemnly.

Oh, yes, he has, continued his sister, the doctor said so.

But dont you know that doctors dont know everything? put in Fraklin. doctors just imagine things, the same as other people. Why, look at him  hes nice and healthy.

No, he aint either, replied this protector argumentatively. If he dont get better hell haff to go to the ospital. Our doctor says so. My mother aint got the money or hed go now.

Dear! Dear! I exclaimed, looking at the youth sympathetically. But there, he looks so well. You feel all right, dont you? I asked of the contemplative victim, who was staring at me with big eyes.

Yes, sir.

Youre never sick in bed?

No, sir.

Well, now heres a nickel. And dont you get sick. Youll be well so long as you think so.

Ooh, lets see it, commanded the advertising sister, drawing near and trying to take the hand with the coin.

No.

Well, lets see how it looks,

No.

Well, then, keep it, smarty! Youll have to give it to maw, anyhow.

I began to wonder whether tabuckalosis of the bones was not something developed for trade purposes or whether it was really true.

The house was in exactly the same position and physically unchanged save that in our day the paint was new and white; whereas, now, it was drab and dirty. The yard, or garden as the English would call it, had all been cut away, or nearly so, leaving only a dusty strip of faded grass to the right as one looked in. In our time there was a neat white picket fence and gate in front. It was gone now. Inside, once, were roses in profusion, planted by mother, and a few small fruit trees  a peach, a cherry, an apple tree. Now there were none. The fence on which I used to sit of a morning  the adored back fence  and watch the swallows skimming over the clover and the yellow humble bees among the blooms was gone also. Not a trace of all the beauty that once was mine. I stood here and thought of the smooth green grass that I had rejoiced in, the morning and evening skies, the cloud for mations, the bluebird that built a nest under one corner of our roof, the swallows that built their hard bony nests in our chimneys and lost them occasionally  they and their poor naked young tumbling to ruin on our cool hearthstones. Had it been in fact or only in my own oul?

I thought of my mother walking about in the cool of the morning and the evening, rejoicing in nature. I saw her with us on the back porch or the front  Tillie, Ed, myself, and some of our elders gathered about her  listening to stories or basking in the unbelievable comfort of her presence.

Here, at dusk, I said, Ed and I used to throw cinders and small rocks at the encircling bats, hoping, as Ed used to say, to paralyze them. From our doorstep at night we could hear the whistle of incoming and outgoing trains and see the lighted coaches as they passed. An old grist mill a half mile down the track, as we always referred to the region due south, ground grain all night and we could hear the poetic rumble of the stones. Here, occasionally, my brooding father would come from Terre Haute, to sit with us and bring a little money  the money that he could spare from past accumulated debts.

My brother Rome came here once to get drunk and disgrace us, as my sister said. My elder sisters came, to avoid their father and have the consoling counsel and love of their mother. My brother Al came from my Uncle Martins fruit farm at North Manchester, if you please, to lord it over us with his rustic strength, to defeat and terrorize all our accumulated enemies (Ed and I had a genius for storing up enemies for him) and to elicit our contempt for his country bumpkin manners. And here finally when my mother was distrait as to means of weathering the persistent storm and we were actually cold and hungry, my brother Paul, now a successful minstrel man and the author of The Paul Dresser Comic Songster (containing all the songs sung in the show) and now traveling in this region, came to her aid and removed us all to Evansville  the spring following this worst of winters.

In addition to all this my fathers first mill was still here at that timeand even now as I later discovered  only two blocks away, behind the station  burned once but restored afterward  and also an old house which he had built and owned but had been compelled to sell. In those days these were the signs and emblems of our former greatness, which kept our drooping spirits from sinking too low and made us decide not to be put upon forever and ever by life.

As I stood looking at this I had once more that sinking sensation I experienced in Warsaw and Terre Haute. Life moves so insensibly out from under you. It slips away like a slow moving tide. You look and the box or straw that once was at your doorstep is far down stream  or rather you are the box, the straw. Your native castle is miles removed. I went in and knocked at the door while Franklin, without, sketched and photographed to suit himself. A slattern of a woman, small, young, stodgy, greasy, but not exactly unattractive, came to the door and stared at me in no particularly friendly way. Why are some animals so almost unconsciously savage?

I beg your pardon, I said. I lived here once, years ago. Would you let me come in and look over the house?

As I spoke a tall, gaunt yokel of not over twentysix ambled out from an inner room. He was an attractive specimen physically but so crude and ignorant. He looked me over superficially. I might have been a policeman or an enemy.

I repeated my question.

Yes, I guess you kin look it over, he said distantly.

It aint quite made up yet. The boarders dont keep their rooms just as spick as might be.

Boarders! In this unkempt house! It was a litter. The best pictures were flyspecked lithographs or chromos. The floors when they were laid with anything were covered with earthy looking rag carpets  creaky, yellow, nondescript furniture. A litter and crush of useless things  tin and glass lamps, papers, cheap pamphlets  a red tablecloth or two  and there were flies and odors and unmade beds.

I went through, looking into each room, restoring it to my mind as it had been. We had not had much  the rooms in our day were sparely and poorly furnished, tastelessly so no doubt  but there is an art in spareness and bareness and cleanliness, and still more in a pervasive personality like my mothers. What we had, thanks to her, was clean and neat, with flowers permitted to approach as near as summer and soil and pots made possible. I realized now that it was her temperament which like a benediction or a perfume had pervaded, surrounded, suffused this whole region and this home for me. It was my mother and myself and my brothers and sisters in part whom I was remembering  not just the house and the grounds.

Aside from this house there was not much that I wanted to see  not much with which I was intimately identified. A Catholic church to which a priest came once a month and in which the Catholic school was held  an institution which, fortunately, I was not permitted to attend very long, for want of shoes to wear; the old mill which my father built and which after a fire was restored, and in the mill pond of which Ed and I were wont to fish, on occasion; the courthouse square and postoffice, in the latter of which I have often waited eagerly for the distribution of mail  not that it meant anything to me personally, but because my mother was so pathetically eager for word of some kind; the Busseron river or creek, which I knew we would see as we left town. We left this group of chattering children, one of whom, a girl, wanted to sell us the small dog in order, as she said, to buy herself a new riding whip. I could not decide whether she was indulging in a flight of fancy  so poverty stricken was her home  or whether on some farm near by was a horse she was actually permitted to ride. She was brisk and stodgy  a black eyed, garrulous little creature with a fondness for great words, but no real charm.

With one backward glance on my part we were off to the mill, which stood just as it was in my day, only instead of running full time as it did then there was an assignees sign on the door saying that all the stock and fixtures of the Sullivan Woolen Mills Company would be sold under the hammer at a given date to satisfy certain judgments  a proof I thought of Mr. Shattucks assertions. The small white Catholic Church, still at hand, was no longer a Catholic Church but a hall, the Catholics having moved to a more imposing edifice. The county courthouse was entirely new, a thing in the usual fashion and scarcely so attractive as the old. The little old postoffice in its brown shell was replaced by a brick and glass structure, owned no doubt by the government. There was a Carnegie Library of sorts  what town has been skipped? A new central public school, various new churches, Baptist, Methodist, Presbyterian, showing where a part of the savings of the American people are being put. We stopped for lunch and picture postcards  and found only sleepy, lackadaisical merchants and clerks, a type of indolence befitting a hot, inter-river region. For to the east of this town about twenty miles was the White river (which we crossed at Indianapolis), and to the west about ten miles the Wabash, and all between was low, alluvial soila wonderful region for abundant crops  a region frequently overflowed in the springtime by the down rushing floods of the north.


CHAPTER LII

HAIL, INDIANA!

GOING out of Sullivan I made an observation, based on the sight of many men and women, sitting on doorsteps or by open windows or riding by in buggies or automobiles, or standing in yards or fields  that a lush, fecund land of this kind produces a lush, fecund population  and I think this was well demonstrated here. There was a certain plumpness about many people that I saw  men and women  a ruddy roundness of flesh and body, which indicated as much. I saw mothers on doorsteps or lawns with kicking, crowing children in their arms or youngsters playing about them, who illustrated the point exactly. The farmers that I saw were all robust, chunky men. The women  farm girls and town wives  had almost a Dutch stolidity. I gazed, hardly willing to believe, and yet convinced. It was the richness of this soil  black, sandy muck  of which these people partook. It made me think that governments ought to take starving populations off unfertile soils and put them on land like this.

Going south from here Franklin and I fell into a very curious and intricate discussion. The subtlety of some peoples private speculations at times astonishes me. Not that our conversation was at all extraordinary from any point of view, but it was so peculiar in spots. I am not wildly intoxicated by the spirit of my native state, not utterly so at any rate; yet I must admit that there is something curiously different about it  delicate, poetic, generative  I hardly know what I want to say. On the way there I had been saying to Franklin that I doubted whether I should find the West still the same or whether it was as generative and significant as I had half come to make myself believe it was. After leaving Warsaw I had remarked that either I or the town had changed greatly, and since the town looked the same, it must be me. To this he assented and now added:

You should go sometime to a Speedway race at Indianapolis, as I have often, year after year since it was first built. There, just when the first real summer days begin to take on that wonderful light, and a kind of luminous silence over things suggests growing corn and ripening wheat and quails whistling in the meadows over by the woods, you will find an assemblage of people from all over this country and from other countries  cars by the thousands with foreign licenses; which make you feel that this is the center of things. Ive been there, and getting a bit tired of watching the cars have gone over into the woods inside the grounds and lain down on the grass on my back. There would be the same familiar things about me, the sugar and hickory trees, the little cool breeze that comes up in the middle of the day, through the foliage, the same fine sky that I used to look up into when a boy; but, circling around me continuously for hours, coming up from the south and along the great stretches, and from the north bank of the track, were the weird roar and thunder of an international conflict. Then I would get up and look away south along the grandstands and see flying in the Indiana sunlight the flags of all the great nations, Italy and England, France and Belgium, Holland and Germany. So I sometimes think the spirit that has been instrumental in distinguishing this particular section from other sections of the country is something still effective; that it does not always lead away from itself; that it has established its freedom from isolation and mere locality and accomplished here a quite vital contact with universal thought.

Thats all very flattering to Indiana, I said, but do you really believe that?

Indeed I do, he replied. This is a most peculiar state. Almost invariably, on socalled clear days in July and August out here, an indescribable haze over everything leaves the horizons unaccounted for and the distance a sort of mystery. This, it has always seemed to me, is bound to produce in certain types of mind a kind of unrest. In such light, buzzards hanging high above you or crows flying over the woods are no longer merely the things that they are but become the symbols of a spiritual, if I may use the word, or æsthetic, suggestiveness that is unescapable. The forests here also, or such as used to be here, must have had their influence. Temples and cathedrals, all works of art, are designed to impress mens minds, leading them into varying conditions of consciousness. The forests of sugar and beech and poplar and oak and hickory about here originally, it has been said, were the most wonderful on the face of the earth. No one had ever experimented with the action of such things as these on peoples minds, to determine specific results, but I fancy they have them. In fact I sometimes think there is something about soil and light, a magnetism or creative power like the electric generative field of a dynamo, which produces strange, new, interesting things. How else can you explain the fact that Ben Hur was written out here at Crawfordville, under a beech tree, or why the first automobile course, after Brooklands, England, was built here at Indianapolis, or why La Salle, with a company of adventurers, should come canoeing down the St. Joseph and the Maumee into this region? I believe thoroughly in the presence of a great resource of relative truth, constituted of the facts of all human things; that this resource is available to anyone whoever or wherever he may be, who can, in his mind, achieve a clear understanding of his own freedom from the necessities of mere physical communication. This may seem to be getting a little thin but it is not beside the actual point if you trouble to think of it.

Thats rather flattering to dear old Indiana, I repeated, but still Im not sure that Im absolutely convinced. You make out a fairly plausible case.

Look at the tin plate trust, he continued, one of the first and most successful. It originated in Kokomo and expanded until it controlled the Rock Island Railway, Diamond Match, and other corporations. Look at the first American automobile  it came from here  and James Whitcomb Riley and George Ade and Tarkington, and other things like that.

Yes, and other things like that, I quoted. Youre right.

I did not manage to break in on his dream, however.

Take this man Haynes, for instance, and his car. Here is a case where the soil or the light or the general texture of the country generated a sense of freedom, right here in Indiana in a single mind, and to a great result; but instead of his going away or its taking that direction, Haynes developed his own sense of freedom right here by building his motor car here. He rose above his local limitations without leaving. Through his accomplishment he has made possible a fine freedom for some of the rest of us. After all, individual freedom is not simply the inclination and the liberty to get up and go elsewhere; nor is it, as people seem to think, something only to be embodied in forms of government. I consider it something quite detached from any kind of government whatever, a thing which exists in the human mind and, indeed, is mind.

Franklin was at his very best, I thought.

This is getting very esoteric, Franklin, I commented, very, very esoteric.

Just the same, he continued, the automobile is a part of this same sense of freedom, the desire for freedom made manifest; not the freedom of the group but the freedom of the individual. Thats about what it amounts to in the ultimate. Here we have been traveling across country, not limited in our ability to respond as we chose to the call of the road and of the outdoors in general; and we have been bound by no rule save our own, not by the schedule of any organization. That same freedom was in Haynes mind in the first instance, and right here, stationary in Indiana,  and it was generated by Indiana,  the conditions here.

Yes, I agreed.

Well, to me Indiana is noteworthy in having done and in still doing just that sort of thing. It stands unique in having produced a great many celebrated men and women in all departments of work, not only those who have departed from the state but those who have remained and gained a publicity for their achievements far outside its boundaries. It was, Im confident, primarily this soilgenerated call that came to you. It came to me. It must have come the same to many others, or to all I should say who have accomplished things, those who have grasped at or struggled for, if you wish to speak of it that way, universal standards and scope. You felt it and picked up and went away some years ago; now on your return you do not feel the old generative impulse any more; everything seems miserably changed and the beauty to a large extent faded. But it is not. I also do not find things the same any more. Yet I am convinced the old call is still here; and when I return I have a feeling that out here on the farms, driving the cows in the morning and at evening, in the small towns, and hanging around the old watergaps along the creeks, are boys just like we used to be, to whom the most vital thing in life is this call and the longing  to be free. Not to be free necessarily or at all, of these local experiences, but to achieve a working contact with universal things.

That sounds very well, at least, I commented.

Theres something in it, I tell you, he insisted, and whats more, though Im not inclined to make so very much of that, Indiana was originally French territory and La Salle and his companions coming down here may have brought a psychic sprig of the original French spirit, which has resulted in all these things we have been discussing.

You surely dont believe that? I questioned.

Well, I dont know. Certainly Indiana is different  inquisitive, speculative, constructive  the characteristics which have most distinguished the French. And, by the way, he added, returning to Haynes and his car for a 
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The Knox County Fair moment, a short time before Haynes developed his automobile, though not long enough, Im sure, or to such an extent that he could have known much of its progress, the same problem was being studied and worked out in France by Levasser.

He looked at me as though he thought this was significant, then continued: But Im really not inclined to think that all this stuff is true or that there is a deep laid spiritual connection between France and Indiana. I dont. Its all amusing speculation, but I do believe there is something in the soil and light idea.

He leaned back and we ceased talking.


CHAPTER LIII

FISHING IN THE BUSSERON AND A COUNTY FAIR

IT was just outside of Sullivan, a mile or two or three, that we encountered the Busseron, the first stream in which, as a boy, I ever fished. The strangeness of that experience comes back to me even now  the wonder, the beauty of a shallow stream, pooled in places, its banks sentineled by tall trees, its immediate shoreline ornamented by arrogant weeds and bushes blooming violently.

The stillness of the woods, the novelty of a long bamboo pole and a white line and a red and green cork; a hook, worms, the nibble of the unseen creature below the yellow surface of the stream. Even now I hear a distant gun shot  hunters prowling after birds. I see a dragon fly, steely blue and gauze of wing, fluttering and shimmering above my cork (why should they love cork floats so much?). My brother Ed has a nibble! Great, kind heaven, his cork is gone  once! twice!!

Pull him out, Ed.

For Gods sake, pull him out!

Gee, look at that!

Oh, a black and white silvery fish  or a dark, wet, slippery cat  as lovely and lustrous as porcelain. Oh, its on the grass now, flipping here and there. My nerves are all a-tingle, my hair on end, with delight. I can scarcely wait until I get a bite  hours perhaps  for my brother Ed was always a luckier fisherman than I, or a better one.

And then late in the afternoon, after hours of this wonder world, we trudge home, along the warm, dusty, yellow country road; the evening sun is red in the West, our feet buried in the dust. Not a wagon, not a sound, save that of wood doves, bluejays, the spiritual, soulful, lyric thrush. On a long, limp twig with a fork at the end is strung our fish, so small and stiff now  so large, glistening, brilliant, when we caught them. On every hand are field fragrances, the distant low of cows and the grunts of pigs. I hear the voice of a farmer Poo-gy! Poo-gy! Poogy! Poogy!

Gee, ma kin fry these  huh?

You bet.

Brown-legged, dusty, tired, we tramp back to the kitchen door. There she is, plump, tolerant, smiling  a gentle, loving understanding of boys and their hungry, restless ways written all over her face.

Yes, theyre fine. Well have them for supper. Wash and clean them, and then wash your hands and feet and come in.

On the grass we sit, a pan between us, cleaning those penny catches. The day has been so wonderful that we think the fish must be perfect. And they are, to us. And then the after-supper grouping on the porch, the velvety dusk descending, the bats, the mosquitoes, the smudge carried about the house to drive out the mosquitoes, tales of Indians and battle chiefs long dead, the stars, slumber.

I can feel my mothers hand as I lean against her knee and sleep.

By just such long, hot yellow roads as Ed and I traversed as boys Franklin and I came eventually to Vincennes, Indiana, but only after traversing a region so flat and yet so rich that it was a delight to look upon. I had never really seen it before  or its small, sweet simple towns  Paxton, Carlisle, Oaktown, Busseron. The fields were so rich and warm and moist that they were given over almost entirely to the growing of melons  water and cantaloupe, great far flung stretches of fields. Large, deep-bodied, green-painted wagons came creaking by, four, five, and six in a row, hauling melons to the nearest siding where were cars. There were melon packing sheds to be seen here and there, where muskmelons were being labeled and crated. It was lovely. At one point we stopped a man and bought two watermelons and sat down by the roadside to eat. Other machines passed and the occupants looked at us as though we had stolen them.

Here we are, I said to Franklin, three honest men, eating our hard-earned melons, and these people believe we stole them.

Yes, but think of our other crimes, he replied, and anyhow, who wouldnt  three men eating melons by a roadside, the adjoining fields of which are dotted with melons.

The man who had passed in the buggy had leered at us in such a convicting way.

And yet I have Franklin and Bert to witness we paid ten cents each for two of the best melons we ever tasted.

At Paxton and at Carlisle again we came upon coal mines  that vein of soft coal which seems to underlie this whole region. Miners in droves were to be seen walking along the roads as at Wilkes-Barré, their faces smudgy, their little lamps standing up from their caps, their big tin buckets hanging on or tucked under their arms. We stopped at one town and examined the exterior of a mine because it was so near the road. Every few seconds out of its subterranean depths (three hundred and fifty feet, the man told me) up a deep, dripping shaft would come a small platform carrying several small cars of coal, which would be shunted onto a runway and empties pushed in to take their places. I asked the man who ran the engine in the nearby shed how many tons of coal they would take out in a day. Oh, about four hundred, he said.

Any men ever killed here?

Yes, occasionally.

Recently?

Well, there was an explosion two years ago.

Many men killed?

Eight.

Were there any before that?

Two, about three years before.

He wiped his sweaty forehead with a grimy hand.

Wouldnt like to go down, would you? he asked genially, after a time  quite unconscious of our earlier conversation, I think.

No, thanks, I replied.

I had a sicky feeling, conveyed by that dark, dripping shaft. Three hundred and fifty feet  not me!

But I said to myself as I looked at all the healthy, smiling miners we met farther on, If I were a prince or a president and these were my subjects, how proud I would be of a land that contained such  how earnest for their well being  I had so little courage to do what they were doing.

But in spite of these mines, which were deep and far-reaching, as we learned, in many districts stretching for miles in different directions, the soil manifested that same fertility and the land grew flatter and flatter. All the towns in here were apparently dependent upon them. There were no rises of ground. Interesting groves of trees crowded to the roadside at times, providing a cooling shade, and excessively marshy lands appeared, packed with hazel bushes and goldenrod, but no iron weed as in the East. The roads were sped over by handsome automobiles  much finer in many instances than oursand I took it that they were representative of the real farmer wealth here, a wealth we as a family had never been permitted to taste.

In about two hours we entered Vincennes  a front tire having blown up just outside Sullivan on the banks of the Busseron. At its edge we came upon a fairgrounds so gaily bedecked with tents and flags that we parked our car and went in  to see the sights. The Knox County Fair. It seemed to me that this farmers show supported my belief in their prosperity, for to me at least it turned out to be the most interesting county fair I had ever seen. The animals displayed  prize sows and boars, horses and sheep of different breeds, chickens and domestic animals of various kinds,  were intensely interesting to look at and so attractively displayed. I never saw so many fat sheep, dams and rams, nor more astonishing hogs, great, sleek rolling animals that blinked at us with their little eyes and sniffed and grunted. Great white pleasant tents were devoted to farm machinery and automobiles and by these alone one could tell that here was a prosperous and buying population, else the manufacturers had never troubled to send so much and such expensive machinery. All that the farmer could use  machines for ploughing, planting, cutting, reaping, binding, fertilizing, baling (I think I counted a score of separate machines of this kind), to others intended for use around the home  kerosene cook stoves, well pumps, cream separators, churns, washing machines  a whole host of these  to the latest inventions in motor ploughs and motor driven farm wagons  were here. The display of automobiles was lavish  really all the important makes were represented and in addition there was a racetrack with races going on and a large number of tented amusements  the wild men from Boola-Boola; Calgero, the mindreader, several moving picture shows, a gypsy dancer, and the like.

Franklin and I browsed around at our leisure. On so fine and so hot an afternoon it was amusing to idle under these great trees and study the country throng. A hungry boy was treated to weenies (the Indiana version of hot dog) and coffee by him  a treat he was very backward about accepting. Hundreds, judging by the parked cars outside, possessed automobiles. Various church congregations of the region had established restaurant booths to aid one or other of their religious causes. At a table in the booth of the Holy Trinity Roman Catholic Church of Vincennes I ate a dish of chicken dumplings, a piece of cherry pie, and drank several glasses of milk, thereby demonstrating, I think, that no inalienable enmity existed between myself and the Catholic Church, at least not on the subject of food. At this booth, besides the several be-calicoed and bestarched old ladies who were in attendance, I noticed a tall Bernhardtesque girl of very graceful and sinuous lines who was helping to wait on people. She had red hair, long delicate tapering fingers, a wasplike but apparently uncorseted waist, and almond shaped greenish grey eyes. No edict of the Church prevented her from wearing hip tight skirts or one that came lower than perhaps four or five inches below the knee. She had on rings and pins and, quite unconsciously I think, took graceful and dreamful attitudes. There was a kind of high scorn  if not rebellion  in her mood, for one aiding a religious cause  

I wondered how long Vincennes and the sacred precincts of the Church would retain her.


CHAPTER LIV

THE FERRY AT DECKER

IS it an illusion of romance, merely, or is it true that, in spite of the fact that the French, governmentally speaking, have been out of old Vincennes  the very region of it  for over a hundred and fifty years, and that nearly all we know of the town of twenty thousand has come into existence in the last fifty years, there still exists in it, hovers over it, the atmosphere of old France? Do we see, always, what we would like to see, or is there something in this matter of predisposition, the planting of a seed, however small, which eventually results in a tree of the parent stock? I was scarcely prepared to believe that there was anything of old France about this town  it seemed quite too much to ask, and yet rolling leisurely through these streets, it seemed to me that there was a great deal of it. The houses, quite a number of them, had that American French Colonial aspect which we have all come to associate with their forbears, the palaces and decorative arts of the high Louis! France, the modifier of the flamboyant dreams of the Renaissance! France, the mother, really, of the classic styles of England! The cooler, more meditative and Puritan spirit took all that was best in the dreams and super-grand taste of the France of the Kings and Emperors and gave us Heppelwhite and Sheraton, and those charming architectural fancies known as Georgian. Or am I wrong?

And here in Vincennes, in the homes at least, there was something reminiscent of this latter, while in the principal streets  Third and Second  and in the names of some of the others, there was a suggestion of such towns or cities as Rouen and Amiens  a mere suggestion, perhaps, haps, some might insist, but definite enough to me. As a matter of fact, tucked away in this southern river region of Indiana, it seemed very French, and I recalled now that my first and only other connection with it had been through a French woman, a girl protégé of my mother, who had married (she was a wild, pagan creature, as I can testify) the manager or captain of the principal fire station in the then city of twelve thousand. Before her marriage, at Terre Haute, she had done sewing for my mother, in our more prosperous days, and when conditions grew so bad that my mother felt that she must get out of Terre Haute, instead of going to Sullivan direct (I do not think her original intention was to go to Sullivan at all) she wrote this French woman of her troubles, and upon her invitation visited her there. For a period of six weeks, or longer, we lived in the apartment which was a part of the fire captains perquisites, and a part of the central fire station itself  the rear half of the second floor. There must have been some unimportant connection between this and the county jail or central police station, or both, for in a building adjoining at the rear I remember there was a jail, and that I could go back, if I chose, downstairs and out, and see some of the incarcerated looking out through the bars. It was a pleasant enough place as such things go, and my mother must have had some idea of remaining in Vincennes, for not long after we arrived my sister and brother and I were put in another Catholic School,  the bane of my youthful life. This did not last very long, however, for shortly thereafter we were taken out and removed to Sullivan. Eleven years later, at the time of my mothers death in Chicago, this woman, who was then and there a dressmaker, came to cry over her coffin and to declare my mother the best friend she ever had.

My youthful impressions of Vincennes, sharp as they may have been at the time, had by now become very vague. I remember that from the fire tower, where hung an alarm bell and to which we were occasionally permitted to ascend, the straight flowing Wabash River was to be seen; also that northward, toward Sullivan, were Merom Bluffs, where pleasure seekers from Vincennes were accustomed to drive. My mother went once. Also, that certain tow headed and dark girls seemed very numerous about the fire station at night. Also that once, during our stay, there was a big fire, and that we all arose and went out to join the great throng watching it. Our host, the captain, was seen to mount a ladder and break in a window and disappear in a red glow, much to my mothers and my own horror. But he came back alive.

In ambling about, I found the exact firehouse, enlarged and improved, where it has always been, as one of the neighboring tradesmen told me  new automobile engines and trucks in it  and then I was ready to go. I had seen all I could hope to remember, even dimly. We hurried to a neighboring garage, took on a store of oil and gasoline, and were off in the twilight and the moonlight, for Evansville.

Uncertain is the outcome of all automobilists plans forever and ever, as with all other plans. Although we had inquired and inquired, getting the exact way (and Franklins conferences on these matters were always extended and minute) we were soon safely on the wrong road. We had been told to make for a place called Decker, via a town called Purcell, but soon in the shades of a fast falling night we were scuttling up a cowpath, under dark and ghostly trees.

How would it do to call on some squirrel or chipmunk and pay our respects? suggested Franklin. They appear to be about the only people living here.

We decided to go back.

Once more on a fairly good road again, a mile or so back, we met a charming milkmaid, with fine arms, pink cheeks, and two brimming buckets of milk. Modestly, she told us we were on the wrong road.

You should have kept the macadam road to Purcell. This goes to St. Francisville across the river. But if you go up here a mile or two and take the first road to your left, it will bring you to St. Thomas, and theres a road on from there to Decker. But it would be better if you went back.

Back? Never! I said to Franklin, as the girl went on, and thinking of the miles we had come. Its a fine night. Look at the moon. (There was an almost full moon showing a golden tip in the eastern sky.) Soon it will be as bright as day. Lets ride on. Well get to Evansville by morning, anyhow. Its only sixty miles or so.

Yes, if we could go straight, amended Bert, pessimistically.

Oh, well go straight enough. She says St. Thomas is only eight miles to our left.

So on we went. The moon rose. Across flat meadows in the pale light, lamps in distant houses looked like ships at sea, sailing off a sandy coast. There were clumps of pines or poplars gracefully distributed about the landscape. The air was moist, but so fragrant and warm! These were the bottom lands of the White and Wabash Rivers, quite marshy in places, and fifteen miles farther south we would have to cross the White River on a ferry.

We sped on. The road became sandy and soft. Now and then it broke into muddy stretches where we had to go slow. From straggling teamsters we gathered characteristic and sometimes amusing directions.

Yuh go up here about four miles to Ed Peters place. Its the big white store on the corner  yuh cant miss it. Then yuh turn to yer left about three miles, till yuh come to the school on the high ground there (a rise of about eight feet it was). Then yuh turn to yer right and go down through the marsh to the iron bridge, and thatll bring yer right into the Decker Road.

We gathered this as we were leaving St. Thomas, a lonely Catholic outpost, with a church and sisters school of some kind.

On and on. Riding is delightful in such a country. In lovely cottages as we tore past I heard mellifluous voices singing in some archaic way. You could see lighted lamps on the family tables,  a man or woman or both sitting by reading. On doorsteps, in dooryards now and then were loungers, possibly indifferent to the mosquitoes. The moon cleared to a silvery perfection and lighted all the fields and trees. There were owl voices and bats. In Ed Peters place a crowd of country bumpkins were disporting themselves.

Har, har, har! Whee-oh!

You should have heard the laughter. It was infectious.

A man outside directed us further. We came to the school, the iron bridge in the marsh, and then by a wrong road away from Decker, but we found it finally.

It was a railroad town. On the long steps of a very imposing country store, lighted by flaring oil lamps, a great crowd of country residents (all men) were gathered to see the train come in,  an event soon to happen, I gathered. They swam in a Vierge or Goyaesque haze,  a full hundred of them, their ivory faces picked out in spots by the uncertain light. We asked of one the road to Evansville, and he told us to go back over the bridge and south, or to our left, as we crossed the bridge.

The ferry haint here. It may be as ye cant get across tnight. The rivers runnin purty high.

That would be a nice note, wouldnt it? commented Bert.

Well, Decker looks interesting to me, observed Franklin. Whats the matter with Decker? Id like to sketch that crowd anyhow.

We went on down to the ferry to see.

En route we encountered a perfectly horrible stretch of road  great, mucky ruts that almost stalled the car  and in the midst of it an oil well, or the flaring industry of driving one. There was a great towering well frame in the air, a plunger, a forge, an engine, and various flaring torches set about and men working. It was so attractive that, although up to this moment we had been worrying about the car, we got out and went over, leaving 
THE FERRY AT DECKER it standing in inches and inches of mud. Watching the blaze of furnaces for sharpening drills and listening to the monotonous plunging of the drill, we sat about here for half an hour basking in the eerie effect of the torches in the moonlight and against the dark wood. It was fascinating.

A little later we came to the waterside and the alleged ferry. It was only a road that led straight into the river  a condition which caused Franklin to remark that they must expect us to drive under. At the shore was a bell on a post, with a rope attached. No sign indicated its import, but since far on the other side we could see lights, we pulled it vigorously. It clanged loud and long. Between us and the lights rolled a wide flood, smooth and yet swiftly moving, apparently. Small bits of things could be seen going by in the pale light. The moon on the water had the luster of an oyster shell. There was a faint haze or fog which prevented a clear reflection.

But our bell brought no response. We stood here between bushes and trees admiring the misty, pearly river, but we wanted to get on, too. On the other side was a town. You could hear laughing voices occasionally, and scraps of piano playing or a voice singing, but the immediate shore line was dark. I seized the rope again and clanged and clanged like a house afire, Bert said.

Still no response.

Maybe they dont run at night, suggested Bert.

He said the water might be too high, commented Franklin, It looks simple enough.

Once more I pulled the bell.

Then after another drift of moments there was a faint sound as of scraping chains or oars, and after a few moments more, a low something began to outline itself in the mist. It was a flat boat and it was coming, rigged to an overhead wire and propelled by the water. It was coming quite fast, I thought. Soon it was off shore and one of the two men aboard  an old man and a young one  was doing something with the rear chain, pulling the boat farther upstream, nearer the wire.

Git that end pole out of the way, called the older of the two men, the one nearer us, and then the long, flat dish scraped the shore and they were pushing it far inland with poles to make it fast.

Whats the matter? Couldnt you hear the bell? I inquired jocundly.

Yes, I heard the bell, all right, replied the older man truculently. This here boat aint supposed to run nights anyhow in this here flood. Ycant tell whatll happen, logs and drifts comin down. Weve lost three automobiles in her already as it is.

I speculated nervously as to that while he grumbled and fussed.

Hook er up tight, he called to his assistant. She might slip out yet.

But up at Decker, I added mischievously, they said you ran all night.

They said! They said! Whadda they know about this here ferry? Im runnin this, I guess. Havin to git out here nights, tar-erd (he was meaning tired) as I am, an take this thing back an forth. Im gittin sick on it. I haint got to do it.

I know, observed Franklin, but were very anxious to get across tonight. We have to be in Evansville by morning anyhow.

Well, I dont know nothin about that. All I know is everybodys in a all-fired hurry to git across.

Well, thats all right now, doctor, I soothed. Well fix this up on the other side. You just take us over like a good sort.

The aroma of a tip seemed to soothe him a little.

Be keerful how you run that car, he commented to Bert. One feller ran his car on an up-ended this thing an off he went. We never did get the machine out. She was carried on down stream.

Bert manœuvred the car very gingerly. Then we poled off in the moonlight, and I could see plainly that there was a flood. We were slow getting out to where the main current was, but once there its speed shocked me. A vast, sullen volume of water was pouring down  on and away into the Wabash, the Ohio, the Mississippi, the Gulf. I was thinking how wonderful water is anyhow  out of the unknown, into the unknown, like ourselves, it comes and goes. And here, like petty actors in a passing play, we were crossing under the moon  the water as much a passing actor as any of us.

Better pay out more at the stern there, called the old man to his helper. Shes pushin her pretty hard.

The water was fairly boiling along the upstream side.

At any minute now, he continued, a bundle of drift or logs or weeds is like to come along and foul us, and then if that there wire gave way, whered we be?

I felt a little uncomfortable at the thought, I confess  Franklins good machine, his inability to swim, the eddying swiftness of this stream.

Fortunately, at this rate, the center was soon passed and we began to near the other shore. The current drove us up into a deep-cut shallow inlet, where they poled the punt close to shore and fastened it.

Then Bert had to make a swift run with the machine, for just beyond the end of the boat was a steep incline up which we all had to clamber.

Dont let er slip back on yer, he cautioned. If yer do, shes like to go back in the water . . . and Bert sent her snorting uphill.

We paid the bill  fifty cents  (twentyfive of that being tacked on as a penalty for routing him out tar-erd as he was and fifteen cents extra for disturbing observations about drifts, lost automobiles, and the like). Then we bustled up and through an interesting, cleanly looking place called Hazleton (population twentyfive hundred) and so on toward Evansville, which we hoped surely to reach by midnight.


CHAPTER LV

A MINSTREL BROTHER

BUT we didnt reach Evansville, for all our declaration and pretence of our need. A delightful run along a delightful road, overhung with trees (and now that we were out of the valley between the two rivers, cut between high banks of tree shaded earth), brought us to Princeton, a town so bright and clean looking that we were persuaded, almost against our wishes, to pass the night here. Some towns have just so much personality. They speak to you of pleasant homes and pleasant people  a genial atmosphere. Here, as elsewhere, indeed, in all but the poorest of these small midwestern towns, the center of it was graced by the court house, a very presentable building, and four brightly lighted business sides. The walks about the square were outlined, every fifty feet or less, by a five-lamp standard. The stores were large and clean and bright. A drug store we visited contained such an interesting array of postcards that I bought a dozen  pictures of great grain elevators, four or five of which we had seen on entering the town, sylvan scenes along the banks of the Patoka, a small lake or watering place called Long Pond, and scenes along tree sheltered roads. I liked the spirit of these small towns, quite common everywhere today, which seeks out the charms of the local life and embodies them in colored prints, and I said so.

Walk into any drug or book store of any up to date small town today, and you will find in a trice nearly every scene of importance and really learn the character and charms of the vicinity. Thus at Conneaut, Ohio, but for the picture postcards which chronicled the fact, we would never have seen the giant cranes which emptied steel cars like coalscuttles. Again, except for the picture postcards displayed, I would never have sensed the astonishing charms of Wilkes-Barré, San-dusky, or even my native Terre Haute The picture cards told all, in a group, of what there was to see.

We discovered a most interesting and attractive quick lunch here, quite snowy and clean, with a bright, open grill at the back, and here, since we now were hungry again, we decided to eat. Franklin saw cantaloupes in the window and I announced that I had bought a picture card of a cantaloupe packing scene in a town called Cantaloupe, which, according to my ever ready map, was back on the road we had just come through.

They ought to be good around here, he commented, rather avidly, I thought. Nice, fresh cantaloupe right out of the field.

We entered.

I did not know, really, how seriously Franklin craved fresh, ripe, cold muskmelon in hot weather until we got inside.

Well have muskmelon, eh? he observed eagerly.

All right. Ill divide one with you.

Oh, no, he returned, with the faintest rise in his inflection. Id like a whole one.

Delighted, Franklin, I replied. On with the dance. Let muskmelon, etc.

He went to the counter and persuaded the waiter maid to set forth for him two of the very largest  they were like small watermelons  which he brought over.

These look like fine melons, he observed.

Theyre splendid, said the girl. This is a melon country.

A traveling salesman who was eating over at another table exclaimed, I can vouch for that.

Franklin and I began. They were delicious  fragrant, a luscious product of a rich soil. We ate in silence, and when his was consumed, he observed, eyeing me speculatively, I believe I could stand another one.

Franklin! I exclaimed reproachfully.

Yes, I could, he insisted. Theyre great, dont you think so?

As good as ever I have eaten  better even.

That settles it. Im going to have one more.

He brought it over and ate it alone, while I sat and talked to him and marveled. Once more, when he was finished, he fixed me with his eye.

Well, now, how do you feel? I inquired.

Fine. You know  youll think its funny  but I could eat another  a half anyhow.

Franklin! I exclaimed. This is too much. Two whole melons and now a third!

Do you think its too much?

There was a sort of childish navet about the inquiry which moved me to laughter  and firmness. Franklin achieves this quite unconsciously, at times  a certain self-abnegating shyness.

I certainly do. Here it is after eleven. We are supposed to be up early and off  and here you sit eating muskmelons by the crate. This is shameful. Besides, you can get more tomorrow. We are in the land of the muskmelon.

Oh, all right, he consented, quite crestfallen.

I did not realize at the time that I was actually stopping him, and before he had enough. It was a joke on my part.

The next day was Wednesday, a bright, sunny day, and pleasantly cool. The sun streaming under my black shades at six and earlier awoke me, and I arose and surveyed the small town, as much of it as I could see from my window and through encircling trees. It was as clean and homey and pleasing as it had seemed the night before. By now Franklin, hearing me stirring, was up too, and we awakened Bert, who was still asleep. If we were to get to Evansville and on to Indianapolis and Carmel again in this one day, it would have to be a long and speedy run, but even now I began to doubt whether we should make it. Evansville was too interesting to me, as one of my home towns. It was all of fifty miles away as we would ride, and after that would come a crosscountry run of one hundred and fortyfive miles as the crow flies, or counting the twists and turns we would make, say one hundred and seventyfive miles  a scant calculation. There were, as my map showed, at least seven counties to cross on returning. In our path lay French Lick and West Baden  the advertised Carlsbads of America. North of that would be Bedford, the home of the worlds supply of Indiana limestone, and beyond it Bloomington, the seat of the State University, where I had spent one dreamy, lackadaisical year. After that a run of at least sixtyfive miles straight, let alone winding, before we could enter Carmel.

It cant be done, Franklin, I argued, as we dressed. You said three days, but it will be four at the earliest, if not five. I want to see a little of Evansville and Bloomington.

Well, if we have decent roads, we can come pretty near doing it, he insisted. Certainly we can get home by tomorrow night. I ought to. I have a lot of things to do in town Friday.

Well, youre the doctor, I agreed, so long as I see what I want to see.

We bustled downstairs, agreeing to breakfast in Evansville. It was six thirty. Those favored souls who enjoy rising early in the morning and looking after their flowers were abroad, admiring, pinching, cutting, watering. It was a cheering spectacle. I respect all people who love flowers. It seems to me one of the preliminary, initiative steps in a love and understanding of beauty. Evansville came nearer at a surprising rate. I began to brush up my local geography and list in my mind the things I must see  the houses in which we had lived, the church and school which I was made to attend, the Ohio River, at the foot of Main Street  where once in January, playing with some boys, I fell into the river, knocked off a floating gangway, and came desperately near being swept away by the ice. Then I must see Blounts Plow Works, and the chair factory of Messrs. Nienaber and Fitton, where my brother Al worked for a time, and where of a Saturday I often went to help him. And the Evansville Ironstone Pottery Company must be found, too, at whose low windows I was wont to stand and delightedly watch the men form cups, plates, pitchers, etc., out of grey, wet clay. This seemed to me the most wonderfull manufacturing process of all those witnessed by me in my youth. It was so gracefully and delicately accomplished. There was only one other thing that compared in interest, and that was the heating and melting of iron in great furnaces in an enormous iron foundry on the same street with the Catholic School which I used to pass every day and where the pouring of the glistening metal into cauldrons and the pouring of that into wondrously intricate moulds of sand, whereby were shaped iron fences, grating, culvert tops, had always been of the intensest interest to me.

The essential interest of Evansville to me, however, was that at that particular time in my youth, and just at the time when seemingly things had reached a crisis for my mother  whose moods were invariably my own  Evansville had appeared like a splendid new chapter in our lives, and resolved all of our difficulties, for the time being, into nothing. How was this done? Well, as I have indicated somewhere, I believe, our oldest brother, the oldest living member of the family of children, had come to my mothers rescue in the nick of time. By now he was a successful, though up to this time wandering, minstrel man  an end man, no less. But, more recently still, he had secured a position with a permanent or stock minstrel company located in the Evansville Opera House, where he was honored with the position of interlocutor and end man, as the mood prompted him, and where nightly he was supposed to execute a humorous monologue. Incidentally, he was singing his own songs. Also, incidentally he was conducting a humorous column in a local paper, the Evansville Argus. The fences and billboards of the city attested to his comparative popularity, for a large red and yellow single sheet print of his face was conspicuously displayed in many windows.

His life so far had proved a charming version of the prodigal son. As a boy of seventeen, for errors which need not be recounted here, he was driven out of the home. As a man of twentyseven (or boy) he had now returned (the winter previous to our moving) adorned with a fur coat, a high silk hat, a gold-headed cane.

My mother cried on his shoulder and he on hers. He really loved her so tenderly, so unwaveringly, that this in itself constituted a fine romance. At once he promised to solve all her difficulties. She must come out of this. He was going to Evansville now. There is a bit of private history which should be included here, but which I do not wish to relate, at present. The result was that thereafter a weekly letter containing a few dollars  three or four  arrived every Monday. (How often have I gone to the postoffice to get it!) Then there was some talk of a small house he was going to rent, and of the fact that we were soon to move. Then one summer day we did go and I recall so well how, arriving in Evansville at about nine oclock at night (my mother and we three youngest), we were met at the station by the same smiling, happy brother, and taken to the house at 1413 East Franklin Street; where on seeing her new home and its rather comfortable equipment, my mother stood in the doorway and criedand he with her. I cannot say more than that. It all seems too wonderful  too beautiful, even now.


CHAPTER LVI

EVANSVILLE

BUT I cannot possibly hope to convey the delicious sting life had in it for me at this time as a spectacle, a dream, something in which to bathe and be enfolded, as only youth and love know life. Not Evansville alone but life itself was beautiful  the sky, the trees, the sun, the visible scene. People hurrying to and fro or idling in the shade, the sound of church bells, of whistles, a wide stretch of common. Getting up in the morning, going to bed at night. The stars, the winds, hunger, thirst, the joy of playing or of idly musing.

In Evansville I was just beginning to come out of the dream period which held for me between the years of seven and eleven. The significance of necessity and effort were for the first time beginning to suggest themselves. Still, I was not awake, only vaguely disturbed at times, like a silky, shimmery sea, faintly touched by vagrom winds. The gales and storms were to come fast enough. I was really not old enough to understand all or even any of the troublesome conditions affecting our family. Like my companionable brother and sister, I was too young, undaunted, hopeful. Sometimes, in my dreams, a faint suggestion of my mood at the time comes back, and then I know how I have changed  the very chemistry of me. I do not respond now as I did then, or at any rate, I think not.

As we neared the city we could see the ground elevating itself in the distance, and soon we were riding along a ridge or elevated highroad, suggestively alive with traffic and dotted with houses.

Evansville is a southern city, in spite of the fact that it is Indiana, and has all the characteristic marks of a southern city  a hot, drowsy, almost enervating summer, an early spring, a mild winter, a long, agreeable autumn. Snow falls but rarely and does not endure long. Darkies abound, whole sections of them, and work on the levee, the railroad, and at scores of tasks given over to whites in the north. You see them ambling about carrying packages, washing windows, driving trucks and autos, waiting on table. It is as though the extreme south had reached up and just touched this projecting section of Indiana.

Again, it is a German city, strangely enough, a city to which thousands of the best type of German have migrated. Despite the fact that Vincennes and Terre Haute were originally French, and then English, except for small sections through here, the German seems to predominate. We saw many German farmers, the Americanized type, coming up from Terre Haute, and here in Evansville German names abounded. It was as true of my days as a boy here as it is now  even more so, I believe. There are a number of purely German Catholic or Lutheran churches controlled by Bavarian priests or ministers.

Again it is a distinctly river type of town, with that floating population of river squatters  you can always tell them  drifting about. I saw a dozen in the little while I was there, river nomads or gypsies bustling about, dark, sallow, small, rugged. I have seen them at St. Louis, at Memphis, in Savannah, where the boats come up from the sea and down from Augusta. I can always tell them.

Once inside the city, I was interested to note that most cities, like people, retain their characteristics permanently. Thus in my day, Evansville was already noted as a furniture manufacturing city. Plainly it was so still. In half a dozen blocks we passed as many large furniture companies, all their windows open and the whir and drone of their wheels and saws and planes pouring forth a happy melody. Again, it was already at that time establishing a reputation for the manufacture of cheap pottery; and here, to our left, was a pottery crowded in among other things, not large, but still, a pottery. If there was one, we might expect others.

At the edge of the town, making its way through a notable gorge, was Pigeon Creek, a stream in which Ed, Al and I had often bathed and fished, and to the shore of which we had been led, on divers occasions, by a stout German Catholic priest, or three or four of them, giving an annual or semiannual picnic. The fact that the land rises at this section was probably what attracted the first settlers here, and gives to this creek and the heart of the city a picturesque and somewhat differentiated character.

Not far from the center of the city, in a region which I once considered very remote, we passed the double-steepled church of St. Anthony, an institution which, because I was taken to its dedication by my father, I had retained in memory as something imposing. It was not at all  a rather commonplace church in red brick and white stone, such as any carpenter and builder of Teutonic extraction might design and execute. A little farther on, facing my much beloved Vine Street, where stood Holy Trinity Catholic Church and School, and along which, morning and evening, I used to walk, I discovered the Vanderburg County Court House, filling a space of ground which had once been our public school playground. It was very large, very florate, and very like every other court house in America.

Friends, why is it that American architects can design nothing different  or is it that our splendidly free and unconventional people will not permit them? I sometimes feel that there could not exist a more dull witted nation architecturally than we are. In so far as intelligence is supposed to manifest itself in the matter of taste, we give no evidence of having any  positively none. Our ratiocinations are of the flock, herd or school variety. We run with the pack. Some mountebank Simon in art, literature, politics, architecture, cries thumbs up, and up goes every blessed thumb from the Atlantic to the Pacific. Then some other pseudoratiocinating ass calls thumbs down, and down go all thumbs  not a few, but all. Let a shyster moralist cry that Shakespeare is immoral and his plays are at once barred from all the schools of a dozen states. Let a quack nostrum peddling zany declare that the young must not be contaminated, and out go all the works of Montagne, Ibsen, Hauptmann, Balzac, on the ground, forsooth, that they will injure the young. Save the sixteen year old girl, if you must make mushheads and loons, absolute naturals, of every citizen from ocean to ocean!

I despair, really. I call for water and wash my hands. A land with such tendencies can scarcely be saved, unless it be by disaster. We need to be tried by fire or born again. We do not grasp the first principles of intellectual progress.

But our breakfast! Our breakfast! Before getting it I had to take Franklin to view the Ohio River from Water Street (I do believe they have changed the name to Riverside Drive, since New York has one) for I could not rest until he had seen one of the most striking American river scenes of which I know anything. I know how the Hudson joins the ocean at New York, the Missouri the Mississippi at St. Louis, the Moselle the Rhine, at Coblenz, the New and Big Kanawha in the picturesque mountains of West Virginia, and the Alleghany the Monongahela to make the Ohio in Pittsburg  but this sweep of the Ohio, coming up from the South and turning immediately south again in a mighty elbow which pushes at the low hill on which the city stands, is tremendous. You know this is a mighty river, bearing the muddy waters of half a continent, by merely looking at it. It speaks for itself.

Standing on this fronting street of this purely commercial city, whose sloping levee sinks to the waters edge, you see it coming, miles and miles away, this vast body of water; and turning, you see it disappearing around a lowland, over whose few weak and yellow trees the water frequently passes. In high water, whole towns and valleys fall before it. Houses and cabins go by on its flood. On it ride those picturesque sternwheelers, relics of an older order of navigation, and here on this bright August morning were several anchored at our feet. They were fastened to floating wharves, chained to the shore. On the long, downward slope of cobble stones were lying boxes and bales, the evidence of a river traffic that no inimical railroad management can utterly kill. A river capable of bearing almost all the slow freight of a half score of states is left to distribute the minor shipments of perhaps four or five. Franklin and Bert were struck with it, which pleased me greatly, for it is pleasant to bring another to a great view. They exclaimed over its scope and beauty.

Then we went looking for a restaurant. Although the killing of game was still out of season, we found one where broiled squirrels were being offered for the humble sum of sixty cents. We feasted. Our conservative chauffeur declared, as we sat down, that he did not care for anything much, and then ordered a steak, three eggs, a pot of coffee, a bowl of wheatena, muffins and hashed brown potatoes, topped off with a light plate of waffles and maple syrup.

Bert, exclaimed Franklin, you really arent as strong as you might be this morning. You must look after yourself.

He scarcely heard. Lost in a sea of provender, he toiled on, an honest driver worthy of his hire.

And here it was that the question of muskmelons once more arose  this time to plague me  melons which, as we have seen, were as plentiful as manna in the desert.

Now, Franklin observed with unction as we sat down, Im going to have another muskmelon.

Right, I congratulated him, with the air of a generous host, nows the time.

Give me a nice large, cold muskmelon, he observed to the darky who now appeared, napkin on arm.

Sorry, boss, replied that worthy, we aint got no mushmelers dis mawnin. Dey aint none to be had in de maaket.

THE OHIO AT EVANSVILLE

Whats that? I demanded, looking up and getting nervous, for we were in the very bcrt restaurant the city afforded. No muskmelons! What are you talking about? We saw fields of them  miles of them  between here and Vincennes and Sullivan.

Das right, boss. Das where dey grows. You see um dere all right. But dey dont allus bring um down here. Dis aint no maaket. Dey go noth and east  to New Yawk and Chicago. Das what it is.

You mean to say you cant get me a single melon? queried Franklin feebly, a distinct note of reproach in his voice. He even glanced my way.

Sorry, boss. If dey wuz to be had, wed have um. Yessir  dis is de place. We caint git um  das it.

Franklin turned upon me coldly.

Thats what comes of not eating all that I wanted to when I wanted to. Hang it all.

Franklin, I said. I am stricken to the earth. I crawl before you. Here is dust and here are ashes. I gesticulated with my arms. If I had thought for one moment

And all those fine melons up there!

I agree, I said.

He buried his face in the bill of fare and paid no attention to me. Only Berts declining state of health restored him, eventually, and we left quite cheerful.

Only a block or two from our restaurant was the St. George Hotel, my brothers resort, unchanged and as old fashioned as ever, white, with green lattices, rocking chairs out in front, an airy, restful, summery look about it. How, once upon a time, he loved to disport himself here with all the smart idlers of the town! I can see him yet, clothed to perfection, happy in his youth, health and new found honors, such as they were. Then came Holy Trinity (church and school), at Third and Vine, an absolutely unchanged institution. It had shrunk and lost quality, as had everything else nearly with which I had been connected. The school fence, the principals red brick house at the back (how I used to dread it), the church next door, with the rear passage by which, when we were extra good, we went to receive colored picture cards of the saints or Jesus or Mary, and when we were bad  to be warned by the priest.

The latter adventure was terrible. It had never befallen me, but other boys had experienced it.

I cannot possibly convey to you, I fear, how very definitely this particular school and church impressed me at the time. Although I had started in several schools, this was really my first. By this time my mother was beginning to doubt the efficacy of Catholic schools in general (how they would have condemned her for that!), but as yet she was not quite positive enough in her own mind to insist on a change. When I found it was another Catholic school I was to attend I was very downhearted. I was terrorized by the curriculum, the admixture of priests, nuns and one bewhiskered Herr Professor, very young and as he seemed to me very terrible, a veritable ogre, who ruled the principal school room here. Really he was a most amazing person in his way. He had blazing eyes, heavy black eyebrows, black hair, a full black beard, and he walked with a dynamic stride which, as it seemed to me, was sufficient to shake the earth. He controlled the principal or highest grade, and I, now eleven years of age and with a tendency to read a little of everything, was deemed fit to be put there  why I never can tell.

Oh, those two terrible years! The best I can say for them or the worst is this, that outside the school and at home was heaven; inside was hell. This young professor had the German idea of stern, vigorous control; in which he was supported by the parish rector. He whipped boys vigorously, and possibly for the type of youth under him this was just the thing. They were unquestionably a tough, thick-bottomed lot, and they made my life a nightmare into the bargain. It seems to me now as I look back on it that I learned nothing at all, not even catechism. The school rooms were always being prowled over by the rector and various nuns and sisters superior, whose sole concern seemed to be that we should learn our catechism and be graduated, at twelve years of age, whether we knew anything or not. Think of it! I am not grossly lying or exaggerating about the Catholic Church and its methods. I am telling you what I felt, saw, endured.

During these two years, as it seems to me, I never learned anything about anything. There was a Bible history there which entertained me so much that I read in it constantly, to the neglect of nearly everything else; and some of the boys brought Diamond Dick or its that day equivalent, and these we read under the seats, I among others, though I liked my Bible history and my geography (such as it was) better. On several occasions I had my hands severely marked by a ruler, wielded by the Herr Professor Falk  great red welts put across both my palms, because I whispered or laughed or did not pay attention. And once he pulled my ear so hard that I cried. He had a habit (shall I call it) of striking disorderly boys across the cheek so hard and so fiercely that their faces blazed for an hour; or of seizing them, laying them over a bench and beating them with a short rawhide whip. Once I saw a boy whom he intended so to whip turn on him, strike him across the face, and run and jump out the window to the ground, say seven feet below. To me, at that time, with my viewpoint on life, it was dreadful. My heart used to beat so I thought I would faint, and I lived in constant dread lest I be seized and handled in the same way. Whenever we met him or the Catholic priest or any other dignitary connected with the school or church we were supposed (compelled is the right word) to take off our hats. And if it was a priest we had to say, in German, praised be Jesus Christ, to which he would reply Amen. When school was over, at four P. M., I would creep away, haunted by the thought that on the morrow I would have to return.

Next to the school was the Church, and this also had been more or less of a torture to me, though not quite so much so. Here the Reverend Anton Dudenhausen (I am not inventing his name) was supreme, and here I made my first confession (no real sins at all, really  fibbing to my mother was the worst), and received my first communion. It was not a very striking church, but then with its gilt altars, the candles, the stained glass windows, the statues and stations of the cross, it seemed quite wonderful  only I was always afraid of it all! It seemed alien to the soul of me.

Entering it this day I found it just the same, not quite as large as I had fancied but still of good size as such churches go.

I recalled now with a kind of half pleasure, half pain, all the important functions that went on in this church, the celebrations of Easter, Christmas (the whole Christchild manger fable set forth life size and surrounded by candles), Palm Sunday, Good (or Black) Friday, when everything in the church was draped in black, the forty days of Lent, and the masses, high or low, sung on every great saints day or when bishops or missionaries (the latter to billysunday us) or other dignitaries came to visit us. My father was always much wrought up about these things when he was at home and the church always seemed to blaze with banners, candles and crowds of acolytes in red and white or visiting priests in white and gold. I always felt as though heaven must be an amazing and difficult place to reach if so much fuss over the mere trying for it here was necessary.

Then, in addition, there were the collections, communions, church fairs, picnics, raffles  a long line of amazing events, the chief importance of which was, as it seemed to me, the getting of money for the church. Certainly the Catholics know how to keep their communicants busy, and even worried. My recollection of school and church life here is one confused jumble of masses, funerals, processions, lessons in catechism, the fierce beating of recalcitrant pupils, instructions preparatory to my first confession and communion, the meeting of huge dull sodalities or church societies with endless banners and emblems  (the men a poor type of workingmen)  and then marching off somewhere to funerals, picnics and the like out of the school or church yard.

Inside (and these were partly what I was coming to see today) were the confessional, where I once told my sins to the Reverend Anton, and the altar rail and the altar, where once I had been received in Holy Communion and was confirmed by the Bishop, sitting on a high throne and arrayed in golden canonicals of the church. I can see him now  a pale, severe German, with a fine nose and hard blue eyes. I can feel his cool fingers anointing my forehead. Think of the influence of such formulas and all gorgeous flummery on the average mind! Is it any wonder that so many succumb permanently to theories and isms so gloriously arrayed? The wonder to me is that any child should ever be able to throw off the oppressive weight  the binding chains thus riveted on him.

Today, because it was so near September, they were cleaning the schoolrooms and preparing them for a new batch of victims. Think of the dull functioning of dogma, century after century, age after age. How many millions and billions have been led  shunted along dogmatic runways from the dark into the dark again. They do not fell them with an axe as at the stockyards, nor open their veins with a knife as befalls the squealing swine, but they fell and bleed them just the same. I am not ranting against Catholicism alone. As much may be said of Mohammedanism, Confucianism, Shintoism, Brahmanism, Buddhism  the Methodist, Presbyterian, Baptist yokes. It is possible that for the latter it may be said that the chains are not so difficult to break. I dont know. But here they come, endless billions; and at the gates dogma, ignorance, vice, cruelty seize them and clamp this or that band about their brains or their feet. Then hobbled, or hamstrung, they are turned loose, to think, to grow if possible. As well ask of a eunuch to procreate, or of an ox to charge. The incentive to discover is gone.

Says the dogmatist, See, this is the manner of it. If you dare to think otherwise, you are damned. Your soul will grill in hell  and here is the nature of that hell.

Poor life! I wonder that ever an Athens came to pass or a Rome arose, to have so glorious a fall!


CHAPTER LVII

THE BACKWOODS OF INDIANA

STOPPING to look at the old school door I went in. I recalled how, once upon a time, when we were first starting to school here, we tried to induce Ed to enter, he being the youngest and very shy as to education. But he refused to go and ran back home. The next day my sister Sylvia and I and Tillie took him, but at the gate he once more balked and refused to enter. It was a dreadful situation, for already we others had found the discipline here to be very stern. Perhaps it was Eds subconscious realization of what was about to be done to his soul that terrified him. At any rate, when pressed to come he cried and even screamed, making such an uproar that that same Herr Professor Ludwig Falk, ogreific soul that he was, came rushing out, grabbed him, and carried him, squalling, within. For a time he was not to be dealt with even there, but finding eventually that no one harmed him, he sat down and from that day to the time he left, two years later, learned nothing at all, not even his catechism  for which same I am truly grateful. But the formalism of the church caught him, its gold and colors and thunderings as to hell, and now he is as good a Catholic as any and as fearful of terrific fires.

Once inside, in the same room in which I used to sit and fear for my life and learned nothing, I encountered a black-garbed sister, her beads dangling at her waist, the same kind that used to overawe and terrify me in my youth. Because she looked at me curiously I bowed and then explained: Once I went to school here  over thirty years ago. (I could see she assumed I was still a good Catholic.) I went on: I sat in this seat here. It was the third row from the wall, about six seats back. A Mr. Falk was my teacher here then, and a Father Dudenhausen the pastor.

Yes, she said simply, I have heard of Mr. Falk  but he has not been here for years. He left many years ago. Father Dudenhausen died fifteen years ago.

Yes, so I heard, I replied, and Father Livermann  do you know of him?

No, I never heard of him, but if you will go to the pastor in the house back of the church, he can tell you. He would be pleased to see someone who had been here so long ago.

I smiled. I was only fortyfour, but how old I really was, after all.

Then Franklin came in with his camera.

Do you mind if we take a picture of it? I asked.

Not at all, she replied. It would be nice.

How would you like to sit at the desk there? I have sat in rooms where a sister was my teacher.

Oh, I think Id better not, she replied. Im not sure if its permissible. I

Just then another, an older, nun came in, and she put the matter to her in soft whispers.

She was dying to do it. I could see that.

Well, the rules, I heard the other say aloud.

There was more whispering, and then she mounted the platform and turned her head sidewise so that her bonnet concealed her face. Franklin snapped her.

Would you like a copy of it, if it turns out well? I inquired.

Oh, it would please me very much.

And your name?

Sister Mary Caroline  316 Vine Street.

I took one last look and went out.

Outside was the yard in which we had always played. As an eleven and twelve-year-old boy, this had seemed a dreadful place to me  one of brawls and arguments. I was not a fighter nor tough enough physically to share in the rough sports that went on here  leap frog, snap the whip, and bean bag. I did, but I was always getting the worst of it and in addition, for some unaccountable reason, I was always finding myself involved in fights. Suddenly, out of a clear sky, without my having said a word to anybody, I would be the object of some bucky little Americans or German-Americans rage or opposition  a fist would be shaken in my face. I would be told to wait till after school. After school a crowd would gather. I would be led, as it were, like a lamb to the slaughter. The crowd would divide into sides. I would be urged to take off my coat and go for him. But I was never much on the go. Somehow I did not know how to fight; even when at times I thought I ought to, or might win. A chance blow once won me a victory and great applause. I knocked my opponent flat  and all the fight out of him apparently  but quite by accident. I hadnt intended to at all. At other times I received undeserved beatings, which left me wondering what I had done and why life was so fierce. It made me shy of other boys. I kept out of trouble by keeping away from them, wandering about by myself and rejoicing in the beauty of life as a whole  its splendid, spectacular reality.

Inside the Church was nothing to disturb me or cause me to alter my point of view. It was just the same. There was the Reverend Anton Dudenhausens confessional, front, left; and here were all the altars, statues, stations, windows, just as I had left them. I looked up at the organ loft where I had pumped air for the organ, weekdays and Sundays. It was apparently as I had left it. Kind heaven, I exclaimed to myself, standing in here, what a farce life is anyhow. Here is this same Church, from the errors and terrors of which I managed by such hard straits of thought to escape, and here is a city and a school pouring more and more victims into its jaws and maw year after year after year, year after year! Supposing one does escape? Think of all the others! And if this were the middle ages I would not even dare write this. They would burn me at the stake. As it is, if any attention is paid to me at all I will be denounced as a liar, a maligner, a person with a diseased brain, as one of my dear relative (Catholic of course) condescended to remark. Yet at my elbow as I write stands the Encyclopedia Britannica and Van Rankes History of The Papacy, and a life of Torquemada, to say nothing of scores of volumes demolishing the folly of religious dogma completely  and yet  and yet  the poor victims of such unbelievable tommyrot as this would be among the first to destroy me and these things  the very first.

A little way down Vine Street from the school was the old foundry, now enlarged and doing a good business in old metal melting and recasting. We turned into Main, where it joined Vine, and there a block away was Blounts Iron Works unchanged. Thirtythree years had not made a particle of difference. The walls were as red and dusty, the noise as great. I went along the windows, looking in, and so interesting were the processes that Franklin joined me. In exactly the same positions, at the same windows, were seemingly the same men at the exact machines, heating, welding, shaping and grinding shares. It was astonishing. I felt young for the moment. At these windows, with my books under my arm, I had always lingered as long as I dared, only I recalled now that my eyes then came just above the window sills, whereas now the sills touched my middle chest. It was almost too good to be true.

And there, up Main Street, quite plainly was the railroad station we entered the night we came from Sullivan, and whence we departed two years later for Chicago and Warsaw  only it had been rebuilt. It was a newer, a grander affair  a Union Station, no less. Then we had slipped in, my mother and her helpless brood, and were met by Paul and put on a little one horse street car which had no conductor at the rear but only a small step, and in which, after depositing coins in a case where a light was, we rode a few blocks to Franklin Street. I recalled the night, the stars, the clang of summer engine bells, the citys confusing lights. It seemed so wonderful, this city; after Sullivan, so great. It had forty or fifty thousand people then (seventyfive thousand today). On the train, 
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Warwick County, Indiana as we came in, it seemed as if we were coming into fairyland.

Mister, I said to a passing Southern water type, a small, gypsyish, swarthy little man, can you tell us where Franklin Street is?

Why, sweetheart, right they it is  right they at the conoh.

The eyes poured forth a volume of gentle sunny humor. I smiled back. It was like being handed a bouquet of roses.

We turned into Franklin Street and rode such a little way  two blocks say. The house was easy to identify, even though the number had now been made 1415. It was now crowded in between a long row of brick and frame houses, of better construction, and the neighborhood had changed entirely in physical appearance though not in atmosphere. Formerly, save for our house, all was open common here. You could see from our house to the station at which we had arrived  from our house to the interesting potteries which I still hoped to find, east or toward the country. You could see north to the woods and an outlying Catholic Orphan Asylum.

Now all that was changed. It was all filled with houses. Streets that in my time had not even been platted now ran east and west and north and south. Our large yard and barn were gone. The house had no lawn at all, or just a tiny scrap in front. The fine commons at the back where all the neighborhood boys gathered to play ball, circus, top, marbles, was solidly built over with houses. I remembered how I used to run, kicking my bare toes in clover blooms in the summer. Once a bee stung me and I sat down and cried; then getting no aid, I made a paste of mud and saliva and held that on  instructions from big Ed Fisher, one of our neighborhood gang. I recalled how Ed and I played one old cat here with Harry Trochee, the gypsy traders son, up the street, and how we both hated to have to run up the street to Main Street to the grocers or butchers for anything. Here I could stand and see the steeple of Holy Trinity, clear across the city at Third and Pine, and hear the Angelus tolled, morning, noon and night. It was beautiful to me  I have often paused to listen  and to feel. Across the common of a Saturday I have wandered to the potteries to look in at the windows at so many interesting things that were being made.

Shall we stop? asked Franklin, as we neared the door.

Please dont. I dont want to go in.

Some little children were playing on our small front porch.

And next came the potteries themselves, over in the exact region where they should have been, but now swollen to enormous proportions. The buildings extended for blocks. Hundreds, if not thousands, of men and women must have been at work here. You could see them at all the windows, turning cups, saucers, plates, bowls, pitchers, tureens  thousands in a day. The size and the swing of it all was like a song. We got out and wandered about up and down the low red walls, looking at windows and doors, seeing the thousands upon thousands of bits of clay being shaped into the forms which they retain for a little while only to be returned to their native nothingness again. So may we be shaped and cast back broken  to be used some day for something else.

The methods have changed, said one man, talking to me through a window. Twenty years ago a lot of the work was still done by hand, but now we do it all by machinery. We have forms like this  and he held up one. You see we put just so much clay in and press this down and that makes the exact thickness. It cant be more or less. I make a hundred and twenty plates an hour.

He made twenty while we looked on.

Another man, at the next window, was putting handles on cups.

After this there was nothing of interest to see, so we consulted the map and decided that our best plan was to go first to Boonville in Warwick County, the next county east; then northeast to Huntingberg and Jasper in Dubois County, and then still northeast through Kellerville and Norton into Orange County, and so reach French Lick and West Baden.

Neither of us had ever been there. It was of some slight interest to me as being famous  a great cure and the quondam resort of my brother Paul, who was fond of places of this kind. Indeed, he was a kind of modern Falstaff, roystering with drinkers and women and having a gay time of it wherever he was  a vigorous animal soul, with a world of sentiment and a capacity for living which was the admiration and the marvel of all beholders.

So we were off. In so far as this part of the trip was concerned, I can truthfully say the attraction was off. There was still Bloomington, my one year university town, but beside Warsaw and Terre Haute and Sullivan and Evansville  how it paled! Chicago was really of much more interest to me, the Chicago that I visited between Evansville and Warsaw, but this trip did not include that. Besides, I had been to Chicago so often since.

We followed hot, wet bottom lands to Boonville, a poorer town even than Sullivan, with unpaved streets and a skimpy county fair not to be compared with the one of Knox County, in which Vincennes was situated. Then we struck northeast through a region where the roads were so bad that it seemed we should never come through with the car. Water puddles, and streams even, blocked the way. At one place we shot over a bridge the far end of which sank as we crossed, and a ditch of nine feet of depth yawned beside the track, separated by but one foot of earth! Death seemed to zip close to my ear at that moment. We saw poor homes, poor stores, wretched farms, shabby, almost ragged people. At one town, Selvin, on the road to Huntingberg, a pretty country girl tending the general store there asked us if we were coming from Boonville, and when we said yes, asked if we had seen the fair.

Yes, replied Franklin.

Its fine, isnt it? she commented.

Yes, he replied gently.

You can imagine the isolation of this region when I tell you that our automobile attracted universal attention; that we saw only one other between Boonville and Hunt-ingberg; that dogs and horses ran away frightened at the horn; and that children ran out to see. This did not seem quite possible.

At Holland, however, in the southwest corner of Dubois County, we encountered a splendid road, smooth and white, along which we tore. Indeed, this whole county proved a revelation, for whereas the two preceding ones were poor, wretched even, this was prosperous and delightful to look upon. Great meadows of emerald were interspersed with splendid forests of ash and beech. One saw sheep and Jersey and Holstein cattle in the fields, and for a novelty, new for me in America, repeated flocks of snow white geese, great droves of them,  a region, no doubt, given to feather raising.

Huntingberg was alive and clean  a truly handsome little town with well built houses, wide streets, attractive stores, a brisk, businesslike atmosphere. It was really charming, romantically so. Beyond it was an equally fine road leading to Jasper, the county seat. On this we encountered a beech grove so noble and well planned that it had the sanctity and aroma of a great cathedral. Through the columns of trees one could see the sun sinking  a great red ball of fire. The sky was sapphire and the air cool. Those lowings and bleatings and callings and tinklings of evening were just beginning. We ran the car into a fence pocket, and letting down the bars of a gate walked into this great hall. I was deeply impressed  moved really. I put my arms behind my back and gazed aloft into the silvery branches. I laid reverent hands on their smooth, silvery trunks  and my cheek. I almost asked them to bless me  to help me grow strong, natural, frank  all that a struggling mind in a mystic world should become. I spoke to the red sun in the West and bade it adieu for another night. I looked into the small still pools of water to be found here, wherein stars 
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Jasper Indiana would see their faces latterly, and begged of all wood sprites and water nymphs, nixies and pixies, that some day, soon perhaps, they would make me one in their happy councils and revels. I looked up through the trees to the sky, and told myself again, as I do each day, that life is good, that in spite of contest and bitterness and defeated hopes and lost ambitions and sickness and envy and hate and death  still, still, there is this wondrous spectacle which, though it may have no part or lot with us, or we with it, yet provides all we know of life. The sigh of winds, the lap of waters, the call of birds  all color, fragrance, yearning, hope, sweet memory  of what old mysteries are these compounded!

Jasper, the county seat, was another town of which I most heartily approved. It was beautiful, like the rest of this striking county. The court house, like most of those in this region and elsewhere, was new, but in this instance built with considerable taste and individualitynot a slavish copyand set in a square at the intersection of four wide streets on a slight rise of ground, so that coming townward from any direction, and from a long way off, one could see it commanding one of these striking approaches. What a charming place in which to grow up, I thought!

Again, there was a river here, that selfsame Patoka of Princeton, and as we entered from the south, it provided some most interesting views, sylvan and delicate. Still once more there was a church hereSt. Josephs Roman Catholicwhich was a triumph of taste. Most Roman Catholic Churches, and for that matter every other denominational church in America, have enough spent on them to insure originality and charm in design, if only taste were not wantingbut taste, that priceless, inexpensive thing, is rarely ever present. They build and build, slavish copies of European models, usually of cathedrals, so that when one sees an original design it is like a breath of fresh air entering a stuffy room. This Church was built of a faintly greenish gray stone, and possessed a soaring, yet delicate bell tower at one corner. It stood on a considerable rise, in an open space and at right angles with a low flat brown convent or school, which gave its entrance way a plaza-like atmosphere. But for the fact that it was late and we were in a hurry, and it was locked, we would have entered, but we would have had to go for a key.


CHAPTER LVIII

FRENCH LICK

AFTER passing through Jasper and Dubois Counties, where we had seen more good automobiles, good roads and brisk life than we had since the very best sections of northern Indiana and Ohio, our luck in roads left off. Around the courthouse square at Jasper we had seen machines of the best make, and parties of well to do people driving; but on our road to Kellerville and Norton and French Lick we passed nothing but rumbling wagons and some few, not very good, cars.

And now the landscape changed rapidly. I had always heard that Brown County, east of Monroe (the seat of our state university), was the roughest and most picturesque in the state, containing a hill, the highest in Indiana, of over five hundred feet! As a student I had walked there with a geologizing party, but if my memory served me correctly, it did not compare in picturesqueness with the region through which we were now making our way. Heights and depths are variable matters anyway, and the impression of something stupendous or amazingly precipitous which one can get from a region of comparatively low altitude depends on the arrangement of its miniature gorges and crevasses. Here in Orange County I had an impression of great hills and deep ravines and steep inclines which quite equalled anything we had seen. It suggested the vicinity of Stroudsburg in Pennsylvania, and as we sped along there were sudden drops down which we ground at breakneck speed, which quite took my breath away. It was a true and beautiful mountain country, becabined, lonely, for the most part bridgeless  and such roads! We bumped and jounced and floundered along. Now and again we were at the very bottom of a ravine, with lovely misty hills rising sheer above us. Again, we were on some seeming mountain side, the valleys falling sharply away from the road and showing some rocky rivulet at the bottom. More than once we shot the machine through a tumbling, sparkling, moonlit stream.

At the bottom of one ravine I saw a light, and we being very uncertain of our way, I climbed out at the gate and went up under some vines and bushes to knock at the door. Inside, since it was open, I beheld a quite metropolitan interior  craftsman furniture, a wall of well-built shelves loaded with books, a table strewn with magazines and papers, and the room lighted by a silk shaded lamp. When I knocked a short, stocky, legal looking youth of most precise manners and attire and a large pair of horn glasses on his-nose, arose from a small secretary and came over.

French Lick? I inquired. About eighteen miles, he replied. You are on the right road. I felt quite reduced. I had expected to find a picturesque, ambling, drawling mountaineer.

Between bounces and jounces and holding back against declivities to which Bert seemed amazingly indifferent, I sat and dreamed over those moonlit hills. What a possession for a state like Indiana, I thought  a small, quaint, wonderful Alpine region within its very center. As time went on and population increased, I thought, this would afford pleasure and recreation to thousands, perhaps hundreds of thousands, who knows, who could not afford to go farther. Plainly it had already evinced its charm to the world, for were we not on the very outskirts of two of the most remarkable curative spring resorts in America, if not in the world? Who had not heard of French Lick  West Baden? And yet when I went to school at the state university, these places had not been heard of locally, let alone nationally.

I recall a long, lanky student from this very county who was studying law at our college, who told me of French Lick, and that a lot of people around there thought the waters were good for rheumatism. I expected, somehow, as we rode along, to see some evidence in the way of improved mountain conditions  better houses, more of them, possibly  now that we were in the vicinity of such a prosperous resort, but not a sign was there. Ten oclock came and then eleven. We were told that we were within nine miles, seven miles, four miles, two miles  still no houses to speak of, and only the poorest type of cabin. At one mile there was still no sign. Then suddenly, at the bend of a road, came summer cottages of the customary resort type, a street of them. Bright lamps appeared. A great wall of cream colored brick, ablaze with lights, arose at the bottom of the ravine into which we were descending. I was sure this was the principal hotel. Then as we approached gardens and grounds most extensive and formal in character appeared, and in their depths, to the left, through a faint pearly haze, appeared a much larger and much more imposing structure. This was THE hotel. The other was an annex for servants!

All the gaudy luxury of a Lausanne or Biarritz resort was here in evidence. A railroad spur adjoining a private hotel station contained three or four private cars, idling here while their owners rested. A darkened Pullman train was evidently awaiting some particular hour to depart. At the foot of a long iron and glass awning, protecting a yellow marble staircase of exceedingly florate design, a liveried flunky stood waiting to open automobile doors. As we sped up he greeted us. Various black porters pounced on our bags like vultures. We were escorted through a marble lobby such as Arabian romances once dreamed of as rare, and to an altar like desk, where a high priest of American profit deigned to permit us to register. We were assigned rooms (separate quarters for our chauffeur) at six dollars the day, and subsequently ushered down two miles of hall on the fifth or sixth floor to our very plain, very white, but tastefully furnished rooms, where we were permitted to pay the various slaves who had attended us.

George, I said to the robustious soul who carried my bag, how many rooms has this hotel? Eight hundred, suh, Ah believe. And how many miles is it from here to the diningroom? We dont serve no meals aftah nine oclock, suh, but Ah expects if you wanted a lil sumfin sent up to yo room, de chef would see you done got it.

No, George, Im afraid of these chefs. I think Ill go out instead. Isnt there a restaurant around here somewhere? Nothin as you-alld like to patronize, suh, no suh. Dey is one restaurant. It keeps open most all night. Its right outside de grounds here. I think you might get a lil sumfin dayah. Dey has a kinda pie countah. Thats it, George, I replied. Thats me. A plain, humble pie counter. And now good night to you, George. Good night, suh. And he went out grinning.

I may seem to be exaggerating, but I say it in all seriousness. These enormous American watering place hotels, with their armies of servants, heavy, serious-faced guests, solemn state diningrooms, miles of halls and the like, more or less frighten me. They are so enormous. Their guests are so stiff, starchy, captain-of-industry-like. And they are so often (not always) accompanied by such pursy, fussy, heavily bejeweled or besilked and velveted females, whose very presence seems to exude a kind of opposition to or contempt for simple things, which puts me on tenter hooks. I dont seem quite to belong. I may have the necessary money to pay for all and sundry services such as great hostelries provide  for a period anyhow  but even so, I still feel small. I look about me furtively and suspect every man I see of being at least a millionaire. I feel as though I were entirely surrounded by judges, merchant princes, eminent doctors, lawyers, 
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The Hotel and Fresh Water Spring priests, senators and presidents, and that if I dare say a word, some one might cry That man! Who is he, anyhow? Put him out. And so, as I say, I kinda-sorta slip along and never make any more noise or fuss or show than I have to. If a head waiter doesnt put me in exactly the place I would like to be, or the room clerk doesnt give me just the room I would like, I always say, Ah, well, Im just a writer, and perhaps Id better not say anything. They might put me out. Bishops and doctors and lawyers ought to have all the center tables or window seats, and so Its really uncomfortable to be so humble  just nothing at all.

But notwithstanding this rather tragic state, my room was a good one, and the windows, once opened to the moonlight, commanded a fine view of the grounds, with the walks, spring pavilions and artificial grottoes and flower beds all picked out clearly by the pale, ethereal light. The restaurant over the way was all that George said it was and more  very bad. The whole town seemed to be comprised of this one great hotel and an enormous annex for servants and chauffeurs, and then a few tatterdemalion resorts and the town cottages. The springs in the grounds were four or five in number, all handsomely hooded with Moorish pavilions. In each case these latter were floored with colored marbles, and you went down steps into them, carrying your own glass and drinking all of the peculiar tasting fluid you could endure. Resident physicians prescribe treatments or methods, for a price. The very wealthy visitors or patients often bring their own physicians, who resent, no doubt, all local medical advice. The victims, or lovers of leisure, idle about these far-flung grounds, enjoying the walks, the smooth grass, the views, the golf links and the tennis courts. The hours for meals are the principal hours  and dinner from seven to nine is an event  a dress affair. The grand parade to the diningroom seems to begin at six fortyfive or six fifty. At that time you can sit in the long hall leading to that very essential chamber and see the personages go by.

For this occasion, at breakfast the next morning and luncheon, which here is a kind of an affair of state, Franklin and I did well enough. We were given tables with a pleasant view, walked over the grounds, drank at all the springs, bought picture postcards, and after idling and getting thoroughly refreshed, decided to be on our way. West Baden, as it proved, was directly on our route out of town, not more than three quarters of a mile off; and to this we repaired, also, merely to see.

If anything, it was more assuming in its appearance than French Lick. The principal hotel, an enormous one of cream brick and white stone, with a low, flat, red oval dome, Byzantine or Moroccan in spirit, was almost of the size and the general appearance of the Trocadero in Paris. As in the case of the hotel at French Lick, the grounds were very extensive and gardened to within an inch of their life. Pagodas and smart kiosks indicated the springs. A great wide circular driveway admitted to the entrance of the principal hotel. Banked and parked with stone, there was a stream here which ran through the principal grounds, and there were other hotels by no means humble in their appearance.

Satisfied at having at least seen these twin resorts, I was content to make short work of the rest of the journey. At Paoli (what a rural sounding midwestern name), the county seat of this poor and rather backwoods county, we found a courthouse so small and countrified that we could not resist the desire to pause and observe it  it was so nondescript  a cross between a Greek temple and a country school. The Greek temple was surmounted by a small, somewhat German looking belfry. About it, on all sides, ran the old time hitching rail for wagons, an unpretentious note which indicated the nonarrival of the automobile. To it were fastened a collection of nondescript wagons, buggies, and buckboards, intermingled with three or four small automobiles. I got out and walked through it only to see the county treasurer, or someone in his office, sawing away on a fiddle. The music was not exactly entrancing, but jolly. Outside stood a rather gaunt and malarial looking farmer in the poorest of crinkly jeans, threadbare and worn at the elbows. Tell me, I said. I see on the map here a place called Lost River. Is there a river here and does it disappear underground?

Thats just what it does, mister, he replied most courteously, but thar aint nothin to see. The water just sorta peters out as it goes along. You cant see nothin but just dry stones. I dont know exactly where it does come up again. Out here Orangeville way, I think. There are a lot of underground caves around here.

We went on, but on discovering a splendid stretch of road and speeding on it, we forgot all about Lost River.

Throughout this and the next county north, the roads seemed to attain a maximum of perfection, possibly due to the amazing quarries at Bedford, beyond. We traveled so fast that we ran down a hen and left it fluttering in the road, a sight which gave me the creeps and started a new train of speculation. I predicted then, to myself privately, that having run down one thing we would run down another before the trip was over, for, as I said before, this is the sort of thing that is always happening to me  what Nietzsche would call my typical experience. If I should stop at one pretentious hotel like the Kittatinny, on a trip like this, I would be sure to stop at another, like French Lick, before I was through, or if I lost a valuable ring on Monday, I would be sure to lose a valuable pin on Thursday or thereabouts. Life goes on in pairs for me. My one fear in connection with this chicken incident was that the loss might prove something much more valuable than a chicken, and the thought of death by accident, to others than myself, always terrifies me.

Through the region that suggested the beauty and sweep of western New York, we now sped into Bedford City, a city that seemed to have devoted hundreds of thousands of dollars to churches. I never saw so many large and even quite remarkable churches in so small a town. It only had twelve thousand population, yet the churches looked as though they might minister to thirty thousand.

Just at the edge of this town, north, we came to quarries, the extent and impressiveness of which seemed to me a matter of the greatest import. Carrara, in Italy, is really nothing compared with this. There some of the pure white stone is mined  cut from tunnels in the sides of the hills. Here the quarries are all open to the sky and reaching for miles, apparently, on every hand. Our road lay along a high ridge which divided two immense fields of stone, and sitting in our car we could see derricks and hear electrically driven stone drills on every hand for miles. There were sheer walls of stone, thirty, forty, and as it seemed to me, even fifty feet high, cut true to plummet, and which revealed veins of unquarried stone suggesting almost untold wealth. At the bottom of these walls were pools of dull green water, the color of a smoky emerald, and looking like a precious stone. In the distance, on every hand, were hills of discarded stone, or at least stone for which there was no present use. I fancy they were veined or broken or slightly defective blocks which are of no great value now, but which a more frugal generation may discover how to use. In every direction were car tracks, spurs, with flat cars loaded or waiting to be loaded with these handsome blocks. As we went north from here, following a line of railroad that led to Bloomington, Indiana, the ways seemed to be lined with freight trains hauling this stone. We must have passed a dozen such in our rapid run to Bloomington.

In approaching this town my mind was busy with another group of reminiscences. As I thought back over them now, it seemed to me that I must have been a most unsatisfactory youth to contemplate at this time, one who lacked nearly all of the firm, self-directive qualities which most youths of my age at that time were supposed to have. I was eighteen then, and all romance and moonshine. I had come down from Chicago after these several years at Warsaw and two in Chicago, in which I had been trying to connect commercially with life, and as I may say now, I feel myself to have been a rather poor specimen. I had no money other than about three hundred dollars loaned to me, or rather forced upon me, by an ex-teacher of mine (one who had conducted the recitation room in the high school at Warsaw) who, finding me working for a large wholesale hardware company in Chicago, insisted that I should leave and come here to be educated.

You may never learn anything directly there, Theodore, she counseled, but something will come to you indirectly. You will see what education means, what its aim is, and that will be worth a great deal. Just go one year, at least, and then you can decide for yourself what you want to do after that.

She was an old maid, with a set of false upper teeth, and a heavenly, irradiating smile. She had led a very hard life herself, and did not wish me to. She was possessed of a wondrously delicate perception of romance, and was of so good a heart that I can scarcely ever think of her without a tendency to rhapsodize. She was not beautiful, and yet she was not unattractive either. Four years later, having eventually married, she died in childbirth. At this time, for some reason not clear to myself, she yearned over me in a tender, delicate, motherly way. I have never forgotten the look in her eyes when she found me in the wholesale hardware house (they called me down to the office and I came in my overalls), nor how she said, smiling a delicate, whimsical, emotional smile:

Theodore, work of this kind isnt meant for you, really. It will injure your spirit. I want you to let me help you go to school again.

I cannot go into the romance of this  it is too long a story. I forget, really, whether I protested much or not. My lungs and stomach were troubling me greatly and I was coughing and agonizing with dyspepsia nearly all the while. After some conferences and arrangements made with my mother, I came  and for an entire college year dreamed and wondered.

I know now for a fact that I never learned, all the time I was there, quite what it was all about. I heard much talk of -ologies and -tries and -isms without quite grasping the fundamental fact that they were really dealing with plain, ordinary, everyday life  the forces about us. Somehow I had the vague uncertain notion that they did not concern ordinary life at all. I remember one brisk youth telling me that in addition to law, which he was studying, he was taking up politics, taxation, economics, and the like, as aids. I wondered of what possible use those things could be to him, and how much superior his mind must be to mine, since he could grasp them and I, no doubt, could not.

Again, the professors there were such a wondrous company to me, quite marvelous. They were such an outr company, your heavy-domed, owl-like wiseacres, who see in books and the storing up of human knowledge in books the sum and substance of lifes significance. As I look back on them now I marvel at my awe of them then, and at that time I was not very much awestricken either  rather nonplussed.

Suffice it to say that the one thing that I really wanted to see in connection with this college was a ground floor parlor I had occupied in an old, rusty, vine-covered house, which stood in the center of a pleasing village lawn and had for a neighbor a small, one-story frame, where dwelt a hoyden of a girl who made it her business to bait me the first semester I was there. This room I had occupied with a law student by the name of William or Bill Wad-hams, center rush and almost guiding spirit of the whole college football team, and-afterwards county treasurer of and state senator from an adjacent Indiana county. He was a romping, stamping, vigorous, black-haired, white-faced pagan, who cursed and drank a little and played cards and flirted with the girls. He could be so mild and so engaging that when I first saw him I liked him immensely, and what was much more curious he seemed to take a fancy to me. We made an agreement as to expenditures and occupying the same room. It did not seem in the least odd to me, at that time, that he should occupy the same bed with me. I had always been sleeping with one or the other of my brothers. It was more odd that, although he at once surrounded himself with the crême-de-la-crême of the college football world, who made of our humble chamber a conference and card room, I got along well enough with them all to endure it, and even made friends out of some of them. They were charming  so robust and boisterous and contentious and yet genial.

Through his personality or my own  I can never quite make out which  I was drawn into a veritable maelstrom of college life. I had no least idea what I wanted to study, but because I had been deficient in certain things in high school, I took up those,  first-year Latin, geometry, English literature, history and Old English. How I ever got along I do not know. I think I failed in most things because I never mastered grammar or mathematics. However, I staggered on, worrying considerably and feeling that my life, and indeed my character, was a failure. Between whiles, I found time and the mood for associating with and enjoying all sorts of odd personalities  youth of the most diverse temperaments and ambitions, who seemed to find in me something which they liked,  a Michigan law student, an Indiana ministers son, a boy who was soon to be heir to a large fortune and so on and so on. I was actually popular with some, after a fashion, and if I had known how to make use of my abilities in this line  had I really craved friendship and connections  I might have built up some enduring relationships which would have stood me in good stead, commercially and socially, later. As it was, my year ended, I left college, dropping all but half a dozen youths from my list of even occasional correspondents, and finally losing track of all of them, finding in different scenes and interests all that I seemed to require in the way of mental and social diversion.


CHAPTER LIX

A COLLEGE TOWN

BLOOMINGTON, as we sped into it, did not seem much changed from the last time I had laid eyes upon it, twentyfive years before, only now, having seen the more picturesque country to the south of it, I did not think the region in which it lay seemed as broken and diversified as it did the year I first came to it. Then I had seen only the more or less level regions of northern and southern Indiana and the territory about Chicago, and so Bloomington had seemed quite remarkable, physically. Now it seemed more or less tame, and in addition, it had grown so in size and architectural pretentiousness as to have obliterated most of that rural inadequacy and backwoods charm which had been its most delightful characteristic to me in 1889.

Then it was so poor and so very simple. The court house square had been a gem of moss-back simplicity and poverty, more attractive even, rurally speaking, than that court house I just mentioned as being the charm of Paoli. Here, also, the hitching rail had extended all around the square. I saw more tumble-down wagons, rheumatic and broken-down men, old, brown, almost moss covered coats and thin, bony, spavined horses in the Bloomington of 1889 than I ever saw anywhere before or since. In addition to this, in spite of the smallness of the college, many of the six hundred students had considerable money, for Indiana was a prosperous state and these youths and girls were very well provided for. Secret or Greek letter societies and college social circles of different degrees of import abounded. There were college rakes and college loafers and college swells. At that time the university chanced to have a faculty which, because of force and brains, was attracting considerable attention. David Starr Jordan, afterwards President of Leland Stanford, was president here. William Gifford Swain, afterwards President of Swarthmore, was professor of mathematics. Rufus L. Green, a man who made considerable stir in mathematics and astronomy in later years, was associate in the chair of mathematics. Jeremiah Jenks, a man who figured conspicuously in American sociological and political discussion in after life and added considerable luster to the fame of Cornell, was occupying the chair of sociology and political economy. Edward Howard Griggs, a man who has carried culture, with a large C, into all the womens clubs and intellectual movements of one kind and another from ocean to ocean, was occupying an assistant professorship in literature. There was Von Holst, called to the chair of history at the University of Chicago, and so on  a quite interesting and scintillating galaxy of educative minds.

The student body, of which I was such an unsatisfactory unit, seemed quite well aware of the character and import of the men above them, educationally. There was constant and great talk concerning the relative merits of each and every one. As Miss Fielding, my sponsor and mentor, had predicted, I learned more concerning the seeming import of education, the branches of knowledge and the avenues and vocations open to men and women in the intellectual world than I had ever dreamed existed  and just from hearing the students argue, apotheosize, anathematize, or apostrophize one course or one professor or another. Here I met my first true radicals  young men who disagreed vigorously and at every point with the social scheme and dogma as they found it. Here I found the smug conventionalists and grinds seeking only to carve out the details of a profession and subsequently make a living. Here I found the flirt, the college widow, and the youth with purely socializing tendencies, who found in college life a means of gratifying an intense and almost chronic desire for dancing, dressing, spooning, living in a world of social airs and dreams. There were, oddly enough, hard and chronic religionists even among the incoming class, who were bent upon preaching the kingdom of God is at hand to all the world. They seemed a little late to me, even at that day and date, though I was still not quite sure myself.

Catholicism had almost made heaven and hell a reality to me. And here were attractive and intellectual women  the first I had ever seen, really  who in those parliamentary and social discussions incidental to student class and social life as represented by professorial entertainments and receptions, could rise and discuss intelligently subjects which were still more or less nebulous to me. They gave me my first inkling of the third sex. Indeed, it was all so interesting, so new, so fascinating, that I was set agape and remained so until the college year was over.

I regained my health, which I had thought all but lost, and in addition began to realize that perhaps there were certain things I might intelligently investigate over a period of years, with profit to myself. I began to see that however unsuited certain forms of intellectual training and certain professions might be to me, they offered distinct and worthy means of employment to others. Though I had been aroused at first, now I began to be troubled and unhappy. I felt distinctly that I had wasted a year, or worse yet, had not been sufficiently well equipped mentally to make the most of it. I began to be troubled over my future, and while I was not willing to accept my sponsors kind offer and return the following year (I realized now that without some basic training it would do me no good), still, I was not willing to admit to myself that I was intellectually hopeless. There must be some avenue of approach to the intellectual life for me, too, I said to myself,  only how find it? I finally left unhappy, distrait, scarcely knowing which way to turn, but resolved to be something above a mere cog in a commercial machine. This proved, really, one of the most vitalizing years of my life.

During my stay here, what novel sensations did I not experience! It was all so different from the commercial life from which I had been extricated in Chicago. There I had been rising at five thirty, eating an almost impossible breakfast (often the condition of my stomach would not permit me to eat at all), taking a slow, long distance horse car to the business heart, working from seven to six with an hour for lunch, in a crowded, foreman bossed loft, and then taking the car home again to eat, and because I was always very tired, to go to bed almost atonce. Only Saturday afternoons in summer (the Saturday half holiday idea was then becoming known in America) and Sunday in winter offered sufficient time for me to recuperate and see a little of the world to make life somewhat endurable for me,  a situation which I greatly resented. It was most exasperating.

In college all that was changed. From the smoky, noisy city, I was transported once more to the really peaceful country, where all was green and sweer, and where owing to the peculiarly equable climate of this region, flowers bloomed until late December. The college curriculum necessitated my presence in class only from nine until twelve thirty or so. After that I was free to study or do as I chose. Outside my window in this lovely old house where I had a room were flowers and vines and a grape arbor heavy with blue grapes, and a stretch of grass that was like balm to my soul. The college campus, while it contained but a few humble and unattractive buildings, was so strewn with great trees and threaded through one corner of it (where I entered by a stile) with a crystal clear brook, that I was entranced. Many a morning on my way to class or at noon on my way out, I have thrown myself down by the side of this stream, stretched out my arms and rested, thinking of the difference between my state here and in Chicago. There I was so unhappy in the thing that f was doing. The Irish superintendent who was over my floor despised me  very rightly so, perhaps,  and was at no pains to conceal it, threatening always to see that I was discharged at the end of the year. Our home life was now not so unplertsant, only I found no time to enjoy it; my work was too arduous.

Here were no pots and kettles to pile in bins, no endless loads of tinware and woodenware to unpack out of straw or crates and store away, only to get them out again on orders. There I felt myself a pointless, unimportant bondslave. Here I was a free, intellectual agent, to come or go as I chose. I could even attend classes or not as I chose. Study was something I must do for myself or not. There was no one present to urge me on. Various youths, as I have said, at once gathered about me. Prospective lawyers, doctors, politicians, preachers, educators in embryo, walked by my side or sat by me at the club boarding table, or dropped in between four and six of an afternoon, or walked with me in the country, or played cards on Saturday afternon or Sunday, or proposed an evening at church or at a debating society to discuss philosophy or read, or even a call upon a girl. I was not very well equipped materially, but neither was I absolutely unpresentable, and aside from the various Greek letter and social fraternities, it did not make so much difference. I was never actually tapped for membership in one of these latter, and yet I was told afterwards that two different fraternities had been seriously divided over the question of my eligibility  another typical experience of mine. But I went out a great deal nevertheless, dreamed much, idled, rested; and if at the end of the year I was mentally disgruntled and unhappy, physically I was very much improved. There can be no question of that. And my outlook and ambitions were better.

It was during this winter that I experienced several of those early, and because I was young and very impressionable, somewhat memorable love affairs which, however sharp the impression they made at the time, came to nothing. Owing to a very retiring and nervous disposition I could never keep my countenance or find my tongue in the presence of the fair. If a girl was pretty and in the least coquettish or self conscious, I was at once stricken as if with the palsy, or left rigid and played over by chills and fever.

Adjoining this house, in the cottage previously mentioned, was a young, tow headed hoyden, who no sooner saw that I was in this house as a guest, than she plotted my discomfiture and unrest.

It was my custom, because there was a space between two windows outside of which were flowers, to study in the east side of my room, looking out on the lawn. In the cottage adjoining were several windows through which, on divers occasions during the first and second week, I saw a girl looking at me, at first closing the shutters when she saw me looking; but later, finding me bashful, no doubt, and inclined to keep my eyes on my books, leaving them open and even singing or laughing in a ringing, disturbing way. On several occasions when our eyes met, she half smiled, or seemed to, but I was too terrified by the thought of a possible encounter on the strength of this to be able to continue my gaze, or to do what would seem the logical thing to most, to speak, or nod, or smile. Nevertheless, in spite of my inability to meet her overtures in the spirit in which they were made, she was apparently not discouraged. She continued to half smile  to give me the shaking realization that some day soon I might have to talk to her whether I would or not  and then where would I find words?

One afternoon, as I was brooding over my Latin, attempting to unravel the mysteries of conjugations and modifications, I saw her come out of her back door and run across the lawn to the kitchen of the old widow lady who kept this house. I was not at all disturbed by this, only interested, and keenly so, even jealous of the pleasure the old lady was to have in the girls company. She was exceedingly pretty, and by now there were other male students in the house, though not on my floor. I thought of her graceful body and bright hair and pink cheeks, when suddenly there was a knock at my door, and opening it I encountered the feeble old lady who kept the place, very nervous and bashful herself, but smiling amusedly in a sly, senile way.

The young lady next door wants to know if you wont help her with her Latin. Theres something she cant quite understand, she said weakly.

Actually my blood ran cold. My hair writhed and rose, then wilted. I felt shooting pains in my arms and knees.

Why certainly, I managed to articulate, not knowing anything about Latin grammar, but being dizzard enough to imagine that any educational information was required on this occasion.

I followed into the old fashioned diningroom, with its table covered with a red cotton cloth, and there was the girl simpering and mock-shy, looking down after one appealing glance at me, and wanting to know if I wouldnt please show her how to translate this sentence!

We sat down in adjoining chairs. It was well, for my knees were rapidly giving way. I was dunce enough to look at her book instead of her, but at that her head came so close that her hair brushed my cheek. My tongue by then was swollen to nine times its normal proportions. Nevertheless I managed to say something  God only knows what. My hands were shaking like leaves. She could not have failed to notice. Possibly she took pity on me, for she looked at me coyly, laughed off her alleged need, inquired if I was taking Latin, and wanted to know if I wasnt from Fort Wayne, Indiana. She knew a boy who had been here the year before who looked like me, and he was from Fort Wayne.

With all these aids I could do nothing. I couldnt talk. I couldnt think of a single blessed thing to say. It never occurred to me to tease her, or to tell her how pretty she looked, or frankly to confess that I knew nothing of Latin but that I liked her, and to jest with her about love and boys. That was years beyond me. I was actually so helpless that in pity, or disgust, she finally exclaimed, Oh, well, I think I can get along now. Im so much obliged to you  and then jumped up and ran away.

I went back to my room to hide my head and to bemoan my cowardice and think over the things I should have said and done and the things I would do tomorrow or the next time I met her. But there never was any next time. She never troubled to look so teasingly out of her window. Thereafter when she passed the house she ran and seemed absorbed in something else. If, unavoidably, our eyes met, she nodded, but only in a neighborly way. And then in a few days, the aforesaid William Wadhams appeared upon the scene, gallant roysterer that he was, and made short work of her. One glance and there was a smile, a wave of the hand. The next afternoon he was leaning over her fence talking in the most gallant fashion. There was a gay chase a day or two later, in and out of bushes and around trees, in an attempt to kiss her, but she got away, leaving a slipper behind her which he captured and kept while he argued with her through her window. Later on there were other meetings. She went on a drive with him somewhere one Sunday afternoon. In my chagrined presence he discanted on having kissed her, and on what a peach she was. It was a pathetic, discouraging situation for me, but the race is to the swift, the battle to the strong, and so I told myself at the time. I really did not resent his victory. I liked him too much. But I developed a kind of horror of my own cowardice, a contempt for my ineptness, which in later years, year by year, finally built up a kind of courage.

There was another girl, fifteen or sixteen, across the street from me, the daughter of a doctor, living in a low, graceful, romantic cottage, fronted by trees and flowers. She inspired me with an entirely different kind of passion. The first was heavily admixed with desire  the girl who approached me inspired it. In the second case it was wholly sexless, something which sprang like a white flame at the sight of a delicate, romantic face, and while it tortured me for years, never went beyond the utmost outposts of romance. Although later I often fell in love with others, still I could never quite get her out of my mind. And though she colored this whole year for me, desperately, I never even spoke to her.

I first saw her coming home from school, a slim, delicate, tenuous type, her black hair smoothed back from her brow, her thin, slender white hands holding a few books, a long cape or mackintosh hung loosely about her shoulders, and  I adored her at sight. The fictional representations of Dantes Beatrice are the only ones that have ever represented her to me. I looked after her day after day until finally she noticed me. Once she paused as she went into her home, her books under her arm, and picking a flower stood and held it to her face, glancing only once in my direction. Then she danced lightly up her steps and disappeared. At other times, as she would pass, she would glance at me furtively, and then seem to hurry on. She seemed terrorized by my admiration. I did my best to screw up my courage to the point of being able to address her, and yet I never did. There were so many opportunities, too! Daily she went to the post office or down town for something or other, nearly every afternoon she came home along the same street, and most often alone. With some girls, or her sister, who was learning to play the violin, she went to church of a Wednesday and Sunday evening. I followed her and attended that church  or waited outside. Once in January, right after the Christmas holidays, there was a heavy snow fall and we had sleighing on this very street. She came out with her sled one Saturday morning and looked over at me where I was sitting by my window, studying. I wanted to go forth and speak to her on this hill  there were so few there  but I was afraid. And she sledded alone!

Then as the year drifted toward spring, I wrote her a note. I composed fifteen before I wrote this one, asking her if she would not come down to the campus stile after she had put her books away  that I wanted to talk with her. It was a foolish note, quite an impossible proposition for a girl of her years  frightening. All I had to say I could have said, falling in step with her at some point, and beginning a friendly, innocent conversation. But I was too wrought up and too cowardly to be able to do the natural thing.

After days of preliminary meditation I finally met her in her accustomed path, and handed her the paper. She took it with a frightened, averted glance  there was a look of actual fear in her eyes  and hurried on. I went to the stile, but she did not come. I saw her afterward, but she turned away, not in opposition, I could see that, but in fright. That night I saw her come to the window and look over at my window, but when she saw me looking she quickly drew the blind. Thereafter she would look regularly, and one evening, after putting away her books, I saw her walk down to the stile, but now I was too frightened to follow. And so it went until the end of the second semester, when, because of room changes and most of the crowd I was familiar with moving to the district immediately south of the college, I felt obliged to move also. Besides, by now I had given up in despair. I felt that she must feel and see that I was without vitality  and as for my opinion of myself, it is beyond description.

I left, but often of an evening in the spring I used to come and look at her windows, the lighted lamp inside communicating a pale luster to them. I was miserably, painfully unhappy and sad. But I never spoke. The very last day of my stay but one, in the evening, I went again  just to see.

What better tribute could I pay to beauty in youth!


CHAPTER LX

BOOSTER DAY AND A MEMORY

ENTERING Bloomington this afternoon, the memories of all my old aches and pains were exceedingly dim. We say to ourselves at many particular times, I will never forget this, or, The pain of this will endure forever, but, alas! even our most treasured pains and sufferings escape us. We are compelled to admit that the memory of that which rankled so is very dim. Marsh fires, all of us. We are made to glow by the heat and radiance of certain days, but we fade  and we vanish.

Nevertheless, entering Bloomington now it had some charm, only as I thought the whole thing over the memory of my various sex failures still rankled. I was not really happy here, I told myself. I was in too transient and inadequate a mood. And perhaps that was true. At any rate, I wanted to see this one principal room I have previously mentioned, and the college and the court house, and feel the general atmosphere of the place.

As a whole, the town was greatly changed, but not enough to make it utterly different. One could still see the old town in the new. For although the old, ramshackle, picturesque attractive court house had been substituted by a much larger and more imposing building of red brick and white stone  a not uninteresting design  still a number of the buildings which had formerly surrounded it were here. The former small and by no means cleanly post office, with its dingy paper and knife marked writing shelf on one side, had been replaced by a handsome government building suitable for a town of thirty or forty thousand. A new city hall, a thing unthought of in my day, was being erected in a street just south of the square. New bank buildings, drygoods stores, drug store, restaurants, were all in evidence. In my time there had been but two restaurants, both small, and one almost impossible. Now there were four or five quite respectable ones, and one of considerable pretensions. In addition, down the Main Street could be seen the college, or university, a striking group of buildings entirely different from those I had known. A picture postcard, referring to one of the buildings, spoke of five thousand population for the city, and a four thousand attendance for the University.

Feeling that too much had disappeared to make our stop of any particular import, still I was eager to see what had become of the old rooming house, and whether the little cottage next door and the home of Beatrice over the way were still in existence. Under my guidance we turned at the exact corner, and stopped the car at the curb. I was by no means uncertain, for on the corner diagonal from my old room was a quondam students rooming house too obviously the same to be mistaken. But where was the one in which I had lived? Apparently it was gone. There was an old house on the corner looking somewhat like it, and the second from it on the same side was evidently the small house in which Miss T  had lived; and over the way  yes, save for another house crowded in beside it, that was the same too. Only in the case of this house on the corner . . .

All at once it came to me. I could see what had been done.

Willie, I said, to a boy who was playing marbles with two other boys, right in front of us, how long has this second house been here  this one next to the corner?

I dont know. Ive only been here since Booster Day.

Booster Day? I queried, suddenly and entirely diverted by this curious comment. What in the world is Booster Day?

Booster Day! He stared incredulously, as though he had not quite heard. Aw, gwann, you know what Booster Day is.

I give you my solemn word, I replied, very seriously. I dont. I never heard of it before. Believe it or not  I never did. I dont live anywhere around here, you know.

Hey, Tozer, he called to another boy who was up in a tree in front of the house, and who up to this moment had been keeping another youth from coming near by striking at him with a stick, heres a feller says he never heard of Booster Day. Aw, haw!

Its the truth, I persisted. Im perfectly serious. You think Im teasing you, but Im not. I never heard of it.

Where dya live then? he asked.

New York, I replied.

City?

Yes.

Didya come out here in that car?

Yes.

And they aint got a Booster Day in New York?

I never heard of one before.

Well, we have one here.

Well, when does it come, then? I asked, hoping to get at it in that way.

In summer time, he replied, smiling, now  about August.

No, it dont, commented the boy in the tree. It comes in the spring. I know because we were still in school yet last year, and they let us out that day.

Well, what month was it in then? I went on. April, May, June?

May, I think, said the boy in the tree. I know we were still in school anyhow.

Well, what do they do on Booster Day? I inquired of the boy on the ground. What do you do?

Well, he said, kicking the bricks with his toes, they, now, send up balloons and shoot off firecrackers and have a parade, and someone goes up in a flying machine, at least he did last year.

Yes, what for, though? I inquired.

Because its Booster Day, he insisted.

But dont you see that isnt an answer? I pleaded. I want to know what Booster Day is for  why they have it, why they send up balloons and call it Booster Day. They didnt have a Booster Day when I lived out here.

I know, called the boy in the tree gallantly. He had evidently been turning this problem over in his own mind, and now came to the others rescue. Its the day all the stores advertise to get people to come into town. Its to boost the town.

Well, now, that sounds reasonable, I commented. And does it come on the same day every year?

I dont know. I think so.

Well, how long have you been here?

I was born here.

And have you always had a Booster Day?

Yes, sir.

Well now, there you have it, I said to the first boy. Booster Day is the day you boost the town  advertising day. You think its always been and yet you dont even know what day it comes on. Ill bet you havent had such a day out here for more than ten years.

Ooh! chimed in one of the little ones, quite apropos of so great a flight of time. I was born  now  three years ago.

Were you? I said. Then you scarcely know of Booster Day, do you?

No.

Ya do, too, put in the ground boy. Ya said awhile ago ya saw the parade last summer.

No, I never.

Ya did too.

To prevent hostilities over this very important point, I said to another boy, drawn near, and who was standing by open-mouthed: Where do you live?

In there, he pointed, indicating my old study. We keep boarders.

Then you can tell me maybe  did that house always have a porch?

No, sir. They put that one on two years ago.

And was it always on the corner?

No, sir. They moved it over when they built this house in here. I know cause, now, we lived down there before we moved up here, and I seen em do it.

That settles it, I said cheerfully. Do you suppose your mother would let me go in and look at that corner room?

My mothers away to the country. Its only my sisters at home. But you can come in. The room aint rented now.

He marched briskly up the steps and opened the door. I followed while Franklin, who had been idly listening to the conversation as he sketched, stood outside and watched me. It was quite the same, save for a new, smooth, hardwood floor and the porch. The window where I always sat commanded no view of any lawn, but, looking across the way and at the house diagonally opposite, I could get it all back. And it touched me in a way  like the dim, far-off echo or suggestion of something  a sound, an odor  one could scarcely say what. At best it was not cheerful, a slight pain in it,  and I was glad to leave.

Once outside I sat under the wide spreading elms waiting for Franklin to finish his sketch and thinking of old days. Over there, in the house diagonally opposite, on the second floor, had lived Thompson, the vain, in his delightfully furnished room. I always thought of him as vain, even in school. He was so tall, so superior, with a slight curl to his fine lips, with good clothes, a burning interest in football and hockey, and money, apparently, to gratify his every whim. He had a kindly, curious and yet supercilious interest in me, and occasionally stopped in to stare at me, apparently, and ask casually after my work.

And around the corner of the next block, in a large square house, but poorly provided with trees, lived one of the most interesting of the few who took an interest in me at the time. I could write a long and exhaustive character study of this youth, but it would be of no great import here. He was a kind of fox or wolf in his way, with an urbane and enticing way of showing his teeth in a smile which quite disarmed my opposition and interested me in him. He was a card sharp and as much a gambler as any young boy may be. He drank, too, though rarely to excess. All the mechanistic religious and moral propaganda of the college intended to keep the young straight were to him a laughing matter. He was his own boss and instructor. Evidently his family had some money, for they seemed to provide him freely. Once he came to me with the proposal that we take two girls, both of whom he knew and to whom he seemed perfectly willing to recommend me in the most ardent fashion, to Louisville over a certain holiday  Washingtons Birthday, I think  he to arrange all details and expenses. At first I refused, but after listening to him I was persuaded and agreed to go. The result, as I feared, proved decidedly disastrous to my vanity.

His girl, whom he took me to see, was petite, dark, attractive, by no means shy or inexperienced; and at her house I was introduced to a plump, seductive blonde of about seventeen, who was quite ready for any adventure. She had been told about me, almost persuaded against her will, I fancy, to like me. But I had no tongue. I could not talk to her. I was afraid of her. Still, by reason of a superhuman effort on my part to seem at ease, and not dull, I got through this evening; how I dont know. At any rate, I had not alienated her completely.

The following Sunday we went, and had I had the least sang froid or presence, I might then and there have been instructed in all the mysteries of love. This girl was out for an adventure. She was jealous of the attention showered upon her friend by W  . Secretly I think she admired him, only in this instance loyalty to her friend and indifference on his part made any expression of it a little difficult. I was a poor substitute  a lay figure  of which she was perfectly willing to make use.

On the way on the train we sat in the same seat and I took her hand. A little later I gallantly compelled myself to slip my arm around her waist, though it was almost with fear and trembling. I could not think of any witty, interesting things to say, and I was deadly conscious of the fact. So I struggled along torturing myself all the way with thoughts of my inadequacy.

Arrived at Louisville, we walked about to see the sights. There had been a great tornado a few days before, and the tremendous damage was still very much in evidence. Then we went to the principal hotel for dinner. My friend, with an effrontery which to me passed over into the realm of the unbelievable, registered for the four of us, taking two rooms. I never even saw the form of registration. Then we went up, and my girl companion, having by now concluded that I was a stick, went into the room whither W  and his sweetheart had retired. W  came to my room for me, and we went down to dinner. He even urged more boldness on my part.

After dinner, which passed heavily enough for me, for I was conscious of failure, we had five hours before our train should be due to return. That time was spent in part by myself and this girl idling in the general parlors, because W  and his mate had mysteriously disappeared. Then after an hour or more they sought us out and suggested a drive. Since we had brought bags, we had to return to the hotel to get them and pay the bill. There was still three quarters of an hour. After perfecting her toilet in the room belonging to my friend, my girl came downstairs to the parlor and, a half hour later, just in time to make the train, W  and his charmer appeared. The day was done. The opportunity gone. As in the previous cases, I heaped mounds of obloquy upon my head. I told myself over and over that never again would I venture to make overtures to any woman  that it would be useless. I am doomed to failure, I said. No girl will ever look at me. I am a fool, a dunce, homely, pathetic, inadequate.

Back in Bloomington I parted from them in a black despair, concealing my chagrin under a masque of pseudogaiety. But when I was alone I could have cried. I never saw that maiden any more. Afterwards W  took me to see his girl again. He had no feeling of disappointment in me, apparently, or rather he was careful to conceal it. He seemed to like me quite as much as ever, but he proposed no more outings of that kind.

And there were C. C. Hall, who lived in a small hall bedroom over me, and used to insist, for policys sake, I fancy, that he thought better in a small room, and that too much heat was not very healthy; and Short Bill Haughey, expert on the violin and a seeker after knowledge in connection with politics and taxation; Arthur Pendleton, solemn delver into the intricacies of the law; Russell Ratliff, embryo metaphysician and stoic  a long company. I can see them now, all life before them, the old, including men and women, merely so much baggage to be cleared away  their careers, their loves, their hopes all that was important in life. And life then felt so fresh and good, so inviting.

After this came the university, wholly changed, but far more attractive than it had been in my day  a really beautiful school. I could find only a few things  Wylie Hall, the brook, a portion of some building which had formerly been our library. It had been so added to that it was scarcely recognizable. I ran back in memory to all those whom I had known here  the young men, the women, the professors. Where were they all? Suddenly I felt dreadfully lonely, as though I had been shipwrecked on a desert island. Not a soul did I know any more of all those who had been here; scarcely one could I definitely place. What is life that it can thus obliterate itself, I asked myself. If a whole realm of interests and emotions can thus definitely pass, what is anything?


CHAPTER LXI

THE END OF THE JOURNEY

WE sped north in the gathering dusk, and I was glad to go. It was as though I had been to see something that I had better not have seen  a house that is tenantless, a garden that is broken down and ravished and run to weeds and wild vines, naked and open to the moon  a place of which people say in whispers that it is haunted. Yes, this whole region was haunted for me.

I took small interest in the once pleasing and even dramatic ravine where, in my college year, I had so often rambled, and which then seemed so beautiful. Now I was lonely. If I were to add one chamber to Dantes profound collection in the Inferno, it would be one in which, alone and lonely, sits one who contemplates the emotions and the fascinations of a world that is no more.

For a little way the country had some of the aspects of the regions south of French Lick, but we were soon out of that, at a place called Gosport, and once more in that flat valley lying between the White and Wabash rivers. At Gosport, though it was almost dark, we could see an immense grassy plain or marsh which the overflowing river had made for itself in times past, a region which might easily be protected by dykes and made into a paradise of wheat or corn. America, however, is still a young and extravagant country, not nearly done sowing its wild oats, let alone making use of its opportunities, and so such improvements are a long time off.

At Gosport, a very poorly lighted town, quite dark, we were told that the quickest way to Martinsville, which was on our route to Indianapolis, was to follow the river road, and because the moon had not risen yet, we were halloing at every crossroads to find out whether we were on the right one.

Hallo-o-o!

Hallo! What do you want?

This the right road to Martinsville?

Straight on!

How often this little hail and farewell occurred outside houses set back far from the road!

And the night lights of machines coming toward us were once more as picturesque as those east of Warsaw, New York. From afar we could see them coming along this flat bottomland, like giant fireflies, their rays, especially when they swept about turns, seeming to stand out before them like the long feeling antennae of insects, white and cautious. They were all headed in the direction of Gosport, though it did not seem quite possible that they were all going there.

In this warm, sensuous wind that was blowing here, it seemed as though nature must be about some fruitful labor. Sometimes a night achieves a quality of this sort, something so human and sympathetic that it is like a seeking hand. I sat back in the car meditating on all I had seen, how soon now we would be in Indianapolis and Carmel,  and then this trip would be over. Already with turns and twists and bypaths we had registered about two thousand miles. We had crossed four states and traversed this fifth one from end to end nearly. I had seen every place in which I had ever lived up to sixteen years of age, and touched, helplessly, on every pleasant and unpleasant memory that I had known in that period. The land had yielded a strange crop of memories and of characteristics to be observed. What did I think of all I had seen, I asked myself. Had the trip been worth while? Was it wise to disinter those shades of the past and brood over them? I recalled the comment of the poet to whom I had given the reception when I told him I was coming out here. You wont get anything out of it. It will bore you. But had I been bored? Had I not gotten something out of it? Somehow the lines of the ghost in Hamlet kept repeating themselves:

I am thy fathers spirit, doomed for a certain time to walk the earth

Martinsville, about half way to Indianapolis, counting from Gosport, was another county seat, and in stopping there for a shave and a mouthful of something to eat, I learned that this, also, was a locally celebrated watering place, that there were not less than six different sanatoriums here, and always as many as fifteen hundred patients taking the baths and drinking the water for rheumatism and gout  and I had scarcely ever heard of the place. The center of the town looked as though it might be enjoying some form of prosperity, for the court house on all sides was surrounded by large and rather tasteful and even metropolitan looking shops. This portion of the city was illuminated by five-lamp standards and even boasted two or three small fire signs. I began to wonder when, if ever, these towns would take on more than the significance of just newness and prosperity. Or is it better that people should live well always, rather than that their haunts should be lighted by the fires of tragedy? Did Rome really need to be sacked? Did Troy need to fall?

Franklin seemed to consider that peace and human comfort were of more import than great tragic records, and I thought of this, but to no purpose. One can never solve the riddle, really. It twists and turns, heaves and changes color, like a cauldron that glows and bubbles but is never still.

And then we settled ourselves once more for the last run of thirtyfive miles to Indianapolis. It was after nine, and by eleven, anyhow, if not before, barring accidents, we should be there. The country north of here, so far as I could see, retained none of the interesting variations of the land to the south. It was all level and the roads, if one could judge by the feel, as smooth as a table. There were no towns, apparently, on this particular road, and not many houses, but we encountered market wagon after market wagon, heavily loaded with country produce, a single light swinging between their wheels, all making their way north to the young, colorless city of three hundred thousand or more.

And when we were still within ten miles of it occurred the second of these psychic accidents which always come in twos for me. South of Bedford we had killed a hen. In the glow of our lamp, perhaps a hundred yards away, there suddenly appeared out of the dark a brown pig, young but quite as large as a dog, which at sight of the lights seemed to make straight for us. It was squealing plaintively, as though seeking human care, and yet we bore down on it, quite unable, as Bert explained afterward, to turn quickly enough to save it.

There was a smash, a grunt, and then silence. We were speeding along quite as swiftly as before.

I tried to turn, Bert called back, but the darn little fool made straight for us. They always do for some reason.

Yes, its odd about pigs that way, commented Franklin.

Number two, I said to myself.

And in a mile or two more the lights of Indianapolis began to appear. It had clouded up, as I have said, as we neared Martinsville, and now the heavens reflected the glow of the city below. We passed those remote houses which people seeking to make a little money out of their real estate, or to live where rents are low, build and occupy. I thought of the walled cities of the middle ages, when people crowded together as compactly as possible, in order to gain the feeling of comfort and security. In these days we are so safe that the loneliest cabin in the mountains fears no unfriendly intruder.

In a few moments more we were trundling up a rough street, avoiding street cars, crossing railroad and car tracks and soon stopping at the main entrance of one of those skyscraper hotels which every American town of any size must now boast or forever hang its head in shame. Anything under nine stories is a failure  a sore shame.

Well have a bite of something before we run out to Carmel, wont we? commented Franklin.

Lets end this historic pilgrimage with a drink, I suggested. Only mine shall be so humble a thing as a Scotch and soda.

Well, I think Ill have some tea! said Franklin.

So in we went.

I was not at all tired, but the wind had made me sleepy. It had been a pleasant day, like all these days  save for the evoked spirits of dead things. We drank and smiled and paid and then sped out of Indianapoliss best street, north, and on to Carmel. We were within a mile and a half of Franklins home when we had our last blowout in the front right wheel  the two rear ones carried new tires.

I knew it! exclaimed Bert crustily, reaching for his crutches and getting himself out. I knew wed never get back without one. I was just wondering where it was going to happen.

Thats funny, Bert! exclaimed Franklin. The last time we came north from Indianapolis, do you remember, we broke down right here.

I remember all right, said Bert, getting out the tools and starting to loosen the tire clamps. Youd better get out your note book, Mr. Dreiser, and make a note of this; the trips not done yet.

Bert had seen me draw my deadly pencil and paper so often that he could not resist that one comment.

Ill try and remember this, Bert, without notes, if youll just get the wheel on, I commented wearily.

This is what comes of thinking evil, called Franklin jocosely. If Bert hadnt been thinking that we ought to have a breakdown here, we wouldnt have had one. The puncture was really in his psychic unity.

Whats that? asked Bert, looking up.

Well, its something connected with the gizzard, I was about to say, but instead I observed: Its your spiritual consciousness of well being, Bert. Youre all right only you dont know it. You want to get so that you always know it.

Uh huh! he grunted heavily. I see.

But I dont think he did.

Then we climbed in, and in about two more minutes we were carrying our bags up Franklins front steps and dismissing the car for the night. Mrs. Booth came out and welcomed us.

We thought you were going to get back last night. What delayed you?

Oh, we just took a little longer, laughed Franklin.

There were letters and a telegram, and instead of my being able to stay a few days, as I had hoped, it seemed necessary that I should go the next day. My train left at two, and to get various things left at Indianapolis on my way south, I would have to leave a little before one. Speed appeared the next morning to say he would like to accompany me as far as Indianapolis. Bert came to say goodby early. He was off to join a high school picnic, composed exclusively of ex-classmates of a certain high school year. I was beginning to think I should see no more of my charming friend of a few days before, when,  but that  

On my long, meditative ride back to New York, I had time to think over the details of my trip and the nature of our land and the things I had seen and what I really thought of them. I concluded that my native state and my country are as yet children, politically and socially  a child state and a child country. They have all the health, wealth, strength, enthusiasm for life that is necessary, but their problems are all before them. We are indeed a free people, in part, bound only by our illusions, but we are a heavily though sweetly illusioned people nevertheless. A little over a hundred years ago we began with great dreams, most wondrous dreams, really  impossible ideals, and we are still dreaming them.

Man, says our national constitution, is endowed by his creator with certain inalienable rights. But is he? Are we born free? Equal? I cannot see it. Some of us may achieve freedom, equality  but that is not a right, certainly not an inalienable right. It is a stroke, almost, of unparalleled fortune. But it is such a beautiful dream.

As for the American people, at least that limited section of it that lies between New York and Indiana, the lakes and the Ohio River  what of them? Sometimes I think of America as a country already composed of or divided into distinct types or nationalities, which may merge or not as time goes on;  or they may be diverging phases of American life, destined to grow sharper and clearer  New England, the South, the Far West, the Middle West. Really, this region between New York and Indiana  New York and the Mississippi really  may be looked upon as a distinct section. It has little in common with New England, the South, or the Far West, temperamentally. It is a healthy, happy land in which Americans accept their pale religions and their politics and their financial and social fortunes with an easy grace. Here flourishes the harmless secret order; the church and the moving picture entertain where they do not save; the newspapers browbeat, lie, threaten, cajole; the plethoric trusts tax them of their last cent by high prices, rents, fares and interest on mortgages,  and yet they rarely, if ever, complain. It is still a new land  a rich one. Are they not free and equal? Does not the sacred American constitution, long since buried under a mass of decisions, say so? And have they not free speech to say what the newspapers, controlled by the trusts, will permit them to say? Happy, happy people!

Yet for the dreams sake, as I told myself at this time, and as against an illimitable background of natural chance and craft, I would like to see this and the other sections with which it is so closely allied, this vast republic, live on. It is so splendid, so tireless. Its people, in spite of their defects and limitations, sing so at their tasks. There are dark places, but there are splendid points of light, too. One is their innocence, complete and enduring; another is their faith in ideals and the Republic. A third is their optimism or buoyancy of soul, their courage to get up in the morning and go up and down the world, whistling and singing. Oh, the whistling, singing American, with his jest and his sound heart and that light of humorous apprehension in his eye! How wonderful it all is! It isnt English, or French, or German, or Spanish, or Russian, or Swedish, or Greek. Its American, Good Old United States,  and for that reason I liked this region and all these other portions of America that I have ever seen. New England isnt so kindly, the South not so hopeful, the Far West more so, but they all have something of these characteristics which I have been describing.

And for these reasons I would have this tremendous, bubbling Republic live on, as a protest perhaps against the apparently too unbreakable rule that democracy, equality, or the illusion of it, is destined to end in disaster. It cannot survive ultimately, I think. In the vast, universal sea of motion, where change and decay are laws, and individual power is almost always uppermost, it must go under  but until then  

We are all such pathetic victims of chance, anyhow. We are born, we struggle, we plan, and chance blows all our dreams away. If, therefore, one country, one state dares to dream the impossible, why cast it down before its ultimate hour? Why not dream with it? It is so gloriously, so truly a poetic land. We were conceived in ecstasy and born in dreams.

And so, were I one of sufficient import to be able to speak to my native land, the galaxy of states of which it is composed, I would say: Dream on. Believe. Perhaps it is unwise, foolish, childlike, but dream anyhow. Disillusionment is destined to appear. You may vanish as have other great dreams, but even so, what a glorious, an imperishable memory!

Once, will say those historians of far distant nations of times yet unborn, perchance, once there was a great republic. And its domain lay between a sea and seaa great continent. In its youth and strength it dared assert that all men were free and equal, endowed with certain inalienable rights. Then came the black storms of life  individual passions and envies, treasons, stratagems, spoils. The very gods, seeing it young, dreamful, of great cheer, were filled with envy. They smote and it fell. But, oh, the wondrous memory of it! For in those days men were free, because they imagined they were free

Of dreams and the memory of them is life compounded.

THE END
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Peter

In any group of men I have ever known, speaking from the point of view of character and not that of physical appearance, Peter would stand out as deliciously and irrefutably different. In the great waste of American intellectual dreariness he was an oasis, a veritable spring in the desert. He understood life. He knew men. He was free  spiritually, morally, in a thousand ways, it seemed to me.

As one drags along through this inexplicable existence one realizes how such qualities stand out; not the pseudo freedom of strong men, financially or physically, but the real, internal, spiritual freedom, where the mind, as it were, stands up and looks at itself, faces Nature unafraid, is aware of its own weaknesses, its strengths; examines its own and the creative impulses of the universe and of men with a kindly and non-dogmatic eye, in fact kicks dogma out of doors, and yet deliberately and of choice holds fast to many, many simple and human things, and rounds out life, or would, in a natural, normal, courageous, healthy way.

The first time I ever saw Peter was in St. Louis in 1892; I had come down from Chicago to work on the St. Louis Globe-Democrat, and he was a part of the art department force of that paper. At that time  and he never seemed to change later even so much as a hairs worth until he died in 1908  he was short, stocky and yet quick and even jerky in his manner, with a bushy, tramp-like get-up of hair and beard, most swiftly and astonishingly disposed of at times only to be regrown at others, and always, and intentionally, I am sure, most amusing to contemplate. In addition to all this he had an air of well-being, force and alertness which belied the other surface characteristics as anything more than a genial pose or bit of idle gayety.

Plainly he took himself seriously and yet lightly, usually with an air of suppressed gayety, as though saying, This whole business of living is a great joke. He always wore good and yet exceedingly mussy clothes, at times bespattered with ink or, worse yet, even soup  an amazing grotesquery that was the dismay of all who knew him, friends and relatives especially. In addition he was nearly always liberally besprinkled with tobacco dust, the source of which he used in all forms: in pipe, cigar and plug, even cigarettes when he could obtain nothing more substantial. One of the things about him which most impressed me at that time and later was this love of the ridiculous or the grotesque, in himself or others, which would not let him take anything in a dull or conventional mood, would not even permit him to appear normal at times but urged him on to all sorts of nonsense, in an effort, I suppose, to entertain himself and make life seem less commonplace.

And yet he loved life, in all its multiform and multiplex aspects and with no desire or tendency to sniff, reform or improve anything. It was good just as he found it, excellent. Life to Peter was indeed so splendid that he was always very much wrought up about it, eager to live, to study, to do a thousand things. For him it was a workshop for the artist, the thinker, as well as the mere grubber, and without really criticizing any one he was for the individual who is able to understand, to portray or to create life, either feelingly and artistically or with accuracy and discrimination. To him, as I saw then and see even more clearly now, there was no high and no low. All things were only relatively so. A thief was a thief, but he had his place. Ditto the murderer. Ditto the saint. Not man but Nature was planning, or at least doing, something which man could not understand, of which very likely he was a mere tool. Peter was as much thrilled and entendered by the brawling strumpet in the street or the bagnio as by the virgin with her starry crown. The rich were rich and the poor poor, but all were in the grip of imperial forces whose ruthless purposes or lack of them made all men ridiculous, pathetic or magnificent, as you choose. He pitied ignorance and necessity, and despised vanity and cruelty for crueltys sake, and the miserly hoarding of anything. He was liberal, material, sensual and yet spiritual; and although he never had more than a little money, out of the richness and fullness of his own temperament he seemed able to generate a kind of atmosphere and texture in his daily life which was rich and warm, splendid really in thought (the true reality) if not in fact, and most grateful to all. Yet also, as I have said, always he wished to seem the clown, the scapegrace, the wanton and the loon even, mouthing idle impossibilities at times and declaring his profoundest faith in the most fantastic things.

Do I seem to rave? I am dealing with a most significant person.

In so far as I knew he was born into a mid-Western family of Irish extraction whose habitat was southwest Missouri. In the town in which he was reared there was not even a railroad until he was fairly well grown  a fact which amused but never impressed him very much. Apropos of this he once told me of a yokel who, never having seen a railroad, entered the station with his wife and children long before train time, bought his ticket and waited a while, looking out of the various windows, then finally returned to the ticket-seller and asked, When does this thing start? He meant the station building itself. At the time Peter had entered upon art work he had scarcely prosecuted his studies beyond, if so far as, the conventional high or grammar school, and yet he was most amazingly informed and but little interested in what any school or college had to offer. His father, curiously enough, was an educated Irish-American, a lawyer by profession, and a Catholic. His mother was an American Catholic, rather strict and narrow. His brothers and sisters, of whom there were four, were, as I learned later, astonishingly virile and interesting Americans of a rather wild, unsettled type. They were all, in so far as I could judge from chance meetings, agnostic, tense, quick-moving  so vital that they weighed on one a little, as very intense temperaments are apt to do. One of the brothers, K  , who seemed to seek me out ever so often for Peters sake, was so intense, nervous, rapid-talking, rapid-living, that he frightened me a little. He loved noisy, garish places. He liked to play the piano, stay up very late; he was a high liver, a good dresser, as the denizens of the Tenderloin would say, an excellent example of the flashy, clever promoter. He was always representing a new company, introducing something  a table or laxative water, a shaving soap, a chewing gum, a safety razor, a bicycle, an automobile tire or the machine itself. He was here, there, everywhere  in Waukesha, Wisconsin; San Francisco; New York; New Orleans. My, my! This is certainly interesting! he would exclaim, with an air which would have done credit to a comedian and extending both hands. Peters pet friend, Dreiser! Well, well, well! Lets have a drink. Lets have something to eat. Im only in town for a day. Maybe youd like to go to a show  or hit the high places? Would you? Well, well, well! Lets make a night of it! What do you say? and he would fix me with a glistening, nervous and what was intended no doubt to be a reassuring eye, but which unsettled me as thoroughly as the imminence of an earthquake. But I was talking of Peter.

The day I first saw him he was bent over a drawing-board illustrating a snake story for one of the Sunday issues of the Globe-Democrat, which apparently delighted in regaling its readers with most astounding concoctions of this kind, and the snake he was drawing was most disturbingly vital and reptilian, beady-eyed, with distended jaws, extended tongue, most fatefully coiled.

My, I commented in passing, for I was in to see him about another matter, what a glorious snake!

Yes, you cant make em too snaky for the snake-editor up front, he returned, rising and dusting tobacco from his lap and shirtfront, for he was in his shirt-sleeves. Then he expectorated not in but to one side of a handsome polished brass cuspidor which contained not the least evidence of use, the rubber mat upon which it stood being instead most disturbingly decorated. I was most impressed by this latter fact although at the time I said nothing, being too new. Later, I may as well say here, I discovered why. This was a bit of his clowning humor, a purely manufactured and as it were mechanical joke or ebullience of soul. If any one inadvertently or through unfamiliarity attempted to expectorate in his golden cuspidor, as he described it, he was always quick to rise and interpose in the most solemn, almost sepulchral manner, at the same time raising a hand. Hold! Out  not in  to one side, on the mat! That cost me seven dollars! Then he would solemnly seat himself and begin to draw again. I saw him do this to all but the chiefest of the authorities of the paper. And all, even the dullest, seemed to be amused, quite fascinated by the utter trumpery folly of it.

But I am getting ahead of my tale. In so far as the snake was concerned, he was referring to the assistant who had these snake stories in charge. The fatter and more venomous and more scaly they are, he went on, the better. Id like it if we could use a little color in this paper  red for eyes and tongue, and blue and green for scales. The farmers upstate would love that. They like good but poisonous snakes. Then he grinned, stood back and, cocking his head to one side in a most examining and yet approving manner, ran his hand through his hair and beard and added, A snake cant be too vital, you know, for this paper. We have to draw em strong, plenty of vitality, plenty of go. He grinned most engagingly.

I could not help laughing, of course. The impertinent air! The grand, almost condescending manner!

We soon became fast friends.

In the same office in close contact with him was another person, one D  W  , also a newspaper artist, who, while being exceedingly interesting and special in himself, still as a character never seems to have served any greater purpose in my own mind than to have illustrated how emphatic and important Peter was. He had a thin, pale, Dantesque face, coal black, almost Indian-like hair most carefully parted in the middle and oiled and slicked down at the sides and back until it looked as though it had been glued. His eyes were small and black and querulous but not mean  petted eyes they were  and the mouth had little lines at each corner which seemed to say he had endured much, much pain, which of course he had not, but which nevertheless seemed to ask for, and I suppose earned him some, sympathy. Dick in his way was an actor, a tragedian of sorts, but with an element of humor, cynicism and insight which saved him from being utterly ridiculous. Like most actors, he was a great poseur. He invariably affected the long, loose flowing tie with a soft white or blue or green or brown linen shirt (would any American imitation of the Quartier Latin denizen have been without one at that date?), yellow or black gloves, a round, soft crush hat, very soft and limp and very different, patent leather pumps, betimes a capecoat, a slender cane, a boutonnière  all this in hard, smoky, noisy, commercial St. Louis, full of middle-West business men and farmers!

I would not mention this particular person save that for a time he, Peter and myself were most intimately associated. We temporarily constituted in our way a soldiers three of the newspaper world. For some years after we were more or less definitely in touch as a group, although later Peter and myself having drifted Eastward and hob-nobbing as a pair had been finding more and more in common and had more and more come to view Dick for what he was: a character of Dickensian, or perhaps still better, Cruikshankian, proportions and qualities. But in those days the three of us were all but inseparable; eating, working, playing, all but sleeping together. I had a studio of sorts in a more or less dilapidated factory section of St. Louis (Tenth near Market; now I suppose briskly commercial), Dick had one at Broadway and Locust, directly opposite the then famous Southern Hotel. Peter lived with his family on the South Side, a most respectable and homey-home neighborhood.

It has been one of my commonest experiences, and one of the most interesting to me, to note that nearly all of my keenest experiences intellectually, my most gorgeous rapprochements and swiftest developments mentally, have been by, to, and through men, not women, although there have been several exceptions to this. Nearly every turning point in my career has been signalized by my meeting some man of great force, to whom I owe some of the most ecstatic intellectual hours of my life, hours in which life seemed to bloom forth into new aspects, glowed as with the radiance of a gorgeous tropic day.

Peter was one such. About my own age at this time, he was blessed with a natural understanding which was simply Godlike. Although, like myself, he was raised a Catholic and still pretending in a boisterous, Rabelaisian way to have some reverence for that faith, he was amusingly sympathetic to everything good, bad, indifferent in case there might be something in it; you never can tell. Still he hadnt the least interest in conforming to the tenets of the church and laughed at its pretensions, preferring his own theories to any other. Apparently nothing amused him so much as the thought of confession and communion, of being shrived by some stout, healthy priest as worldly as himself, and preferably Irish, like himself. At the same time he had a hearty admiration for the Germans, all their ways, conservatisms, their breweries, food and such things, and finally wound up by marrying a German girl.

As far as I could make out, Peter had no faith in anything except Nature itself, and very little in that except in those aspects of beauty and accident and reward and terrors with which it is filled and for which he had an awe if not a reverence and in every manifestation of which he took the greatest delight. Life was a delicious, brilliant mystery to him, horrible in some respects, beautiful in others; a great adventure. Unlike myself at the time, he had not the slightest trace of any lingering Puritanism, and wished to live in a lush, vigorous, healthy, free, at times almost barbaric, way. The negroes, the ancient Romans, the Egyptians, tales of the Orient and the grotesque Dark Ages, our own vile slums and evil quarters  how he reveled in these! He was for nights of wandering, endless investigation, reading, singing, dancing, playing!

Apropos of this I should like to relate here that one of his seemingly gross but really innocent diversions was occasionally visiting a certain black house of prostitution, of which there were many in St. Louis. Here while he played a flute and some one else a tambourine or small drum, he would have two or three of the inmates dance in some weird savage way that took one instanter to the wilds of Central Africa. There was, so far as I know, no payment of any kind made in connection with this. He was a friend, in some crude, artistic or barbaric way. He satisfied, I am positive, some love of color, sound and the dance in these queer revels.

Nor do I know how he achieved these friendships, such as they were. I was never with him when he did. But aside from the satiation they afforded his taste for the strange and picturesque, I am sure they reflected no gross or sensual appetite. But I wish to attest in passing that the mere witnessing of these free scenes had a tonic as well as toxic effect on me. As I view myself now, I was a poor, spindling, prying fish, anxious to know life, and yet because of my very narrow training very fearsome of it, of what it might do to me, what dreadful contagion of thought or deed it might open me to! Peter was not so. To him all, positively all, life was good. It was a fascinating spectacle, to be studied or observed and rejoiced in as a spectacle. When I look back now on the shabby, poorly-lighted, low-ceiled room to which he led me for fun, the absolutely black or brown girls with their white teeth and shiny eyes, the unexplainable, unintelligible love of rhythm and the dance displayed, the beating of a drum, the sinuous, winding motions of the body, I am grateful to him. He released my mind, broadened my view, lengthened my perspective. For as I sat with him, watching him beat his drum or play his flute, noted the gayety, his love of color and effect, and feeling myself low, a criminal, disgraced, the while I was staring with all my sight and enjoying it intensely, I realized that I was dealing with a man who was bigger than I was in many respects, saner, really more wholesome. I was a moral coward, and he was not losing his life and desires through fear  which the majority of us do. He was strong, vital, unafraid, and he made me so.

But, lest I seem to make him low or impossible to those who instinctively cannot accept life beyond the range of their own little routine world, let me hasten to his other aspects. He was not low but simple, brilliant and varied in his tastes. America and its point of view, religious and otherwise, was simply amusing to him, not to be taken seriously. He loved to contemplate man at his mysteries, rituals, secret schools. He loved better yet ancient history, medieval inanities and atrocities  a most singular, curious and wonderful mind. Already at this age he knew many historians and scientists (their work), a most astonishing and illuminating list to me  Maspero, Froude, Huxley, Darwin, Wallace, Rawlinson, Froissart, Hallam, Taine, Avebury! The list of painters, sculptors and architects with whose work he was familiar and books about whom or illustrated by whom he knew, is too long to be given here. His chief interest, in so far as I could make out, in these opening days, was Egyptology and the study of things natural and primeval  all the wonders of a natural, groping, savage world.

Dreiser, he exclaimed once with gusto, his bright beady eyes gleaming with an immense human warmth, you havent the slightest idea of the fascination of some of the old beliefs. Do you know the significance of a scarab in Egyptian religious worship, for instance?

A scarab? Whats a scarab? I never heard of one, I answered.

A beetle, of course. An Egyptian beetle. You know what a beetle is, dont you? Well, those things burrowed in the earth, the mud of the Nile, at a certain period of their season to lay their eggs, and the next spring, or whenever it was, the eggs would hatch and the beetles would come up. Then the Egyptians imagined that the beetle hadnt died at all, or if it had that it also had the power of restoring itself to life, possessed immortality. So they thought it must be a god and began to worship it, and he would pause and survey me with those amazing eyes, bright as glass beads, to see if I were properly impressed.

You dont say!

Sure. Thats where the worship came from, and then he might go on and add a bit about monkey-worship, the Zoroastrians and the Parsees, the sacred bull of Egypt, its sex power as a reason for its religious elevation, and of sex worship in general; the fantastic orgies at Sidon and Tyre, where enormous images of the male and female sex organs were carried aloft before the multitude.

Being totally ignorant of these matters at the time, not a rumor of them having reached me as yet in my meagre reading, I knew that it must be so. It fired me with a keen desire to read  not the old orthodox emasculated histories of the schools but those other books and pamphlets to which I fancied he must have access. Eagerly I inquired of him where, how. He told me that in some cases they were outlawed, banned or not translated wholly or fully, owing to the puritanism and religiosity of the day, but he gave me titles and authors to whom I might have access, and the address of an old book-dealer or two who could get them for me.

In addition he was interested in ethnology and geology, as well as astronomy (the outstanding phases at least), and many, many phases of applied art: pottery, rugs, pictures, engraving, wood-carving, jewel-cutting and designing, and I know not what else, yet there was always room even in his most serious studies for humor of the bizarre and eccentric type, amounting to all but an obsession. He wanted to laugh, and he found occasion for doing so under the most serious, or at least semi-serious, circumstances. Thus I recall that one of the butts of his extreme humor was this same Dick, whom he studied with the greatest care for points worthy his humorous appreciation. Dick, in addition to his genuinely lively mental interests, was a most romantic person on one side, a most puling and complaining soul on the other. As a newspaper artist I believe he was only a fairly respectable craftsman, if so much, whereas Peter was much better, although he deferred to Dick in the most persuasive manner and seemed to believe at times, though I knew he did not, that Dick represented all there was to know in matters artistic.

Among other things at this time, the latter was, or pretended to be, immensely interested in all things pertaining to the Chinese and to know not only something of their language, which he had studied a little somewhere, but also their history  a vague matter, as we all know  and the spirit and significance of their art and customs. He sometimes condescended to take us about with him to one or two Chinese restaurants of the most beggarly description, and  as he wished to believe, because of the romantic titillation involved  the hang-outs of crooks and thieves and disreputable Tenderloin characters generally. (Of such was the beginning of the Chinese restaurant in America.) He would introduce us to a few of his Celestial friends, whose acquaintance apparently he had been most assiduously cultivating for some time past and with whom he was now on the best of terms. He had, as Peter pointed out to me, the happy knack of persuading himself that there was something vastly mysterious and superior about the whole Chinese race, that there was some Chinese organization known as the Six Companions, which, so far as I could make out from him, was ruling very nearly (and secretly, of course) the entire habitable globe. For one thing it had some governing connection with great constructive ventures of one kind and another in all parts of the world, supplying, as he said, thousands of Chinese laborers to any one who desired them, anywhere, and although they were employed by others, ruling them with a rod of iron, cutting their throats when they failed to perform their bounden duties and burying them head down in a basket of rice, then transferring their remains quietly to China in coffins made in China and brought for that purpose to the country in which they were. The Chinese who had worked for the builders of the Union Pacific had been supplied by this company, as I understood from Dick. In regard to all this Peter used to analyze and dispose of Dicks self-generated romance with the greatest gusto, laughing the while and yet pretending to accept it all.

But there was one phase of all this which interested Peter immensely. Were there on sale in St. Louis any bits of jade, silks, needlework, porcelains, basketry or figurines of true Chinese origin? He was far more interested in this than in the social and economic sides of the lives of the Chinese, and was constantly urging Dick to take him here, there and everywhere in order that he might see for himself what of these amazing wonders were locally extant, leading Dick in the process a merry chase and a dogs life. Dick was compelled to persuade nearly all of his boasted friends to produce all they had to show. Once, I recall, a collection of rare Chinese porcelains being shown at the local museum of art, there was nothing for it but that Dick must get one or more of his Oriental friends to interpret this, that and the other symbol in connection with this, that and the other vase  things which put him to no end of trouble and which led to nothing, for among all the local Chinese there was not one who knew anything about it, although they, Dick included, were not honest enough to admit it.

You know, Dreiser, Peter said to me one day with the most delicious gleam of semi-malicious, semi-tender humor, I am really doing all this just to torture Dick. He doesnt know a damned thing about it and neither do these Chinese, but its fun to haul em out there and make em sweat. The museum sells an illustrated monograph covering all this, you know, with pictures of the genuinely historic pieces and explanations of the various symbols in so far as they are known, but Dick doesnt know that, and hes lying awake nights trying to find out what theyre all about. I like to see his expression and that of those chinks when they examine those things. He subsided with a low chuckle all the more disturbing because it was so obviously the product of well-grounded knowledge.

Another phase of this same humor related to the grand artistic, social and other forms of life to which Dick was hoping to ascend via marriage and which led him, because of a kind of anticipatory eagerness, into all sorts of exaggerations of dress, manners, speech, style in writing or drawing, and I know not what else. He had, as I have said, a studio in Broadway, an ordinary large, square upper chamber of an old residence turned commercial but which Dick had decorated in the most, to him, recherché or different manner possible. In Dicks gilding imagination it was packed with the rarest and most carefully selected things, odd bits of furniture, objects of art, pictures, books  things which the ordinary antique shop provides in plenty but which to Dick, having been reared in Bloomington, Illinois, were of the utmost artistic import. He had vaulting ambitions and pretensions, literary and otherwise, having by now composed various rondeaus, triolets, quatrains, sonnets, in addition to a number of short stories over which he had literally slaved and which, being rejected by many editors, were kept lying idly and inconsequentially and seemingly inconspicuously about his place  the more to astonish the poor unsophisticated outsider. Besides it gave him the opportunity of posing as misunderstood, neglected, depressed, as becomes all great artists, poets, and thinkers.

His great scheme or dream, however, was that of marriage to an heiress, one of those very material and bovine daughters of the new rich in the West end, and to this end he was bending all his artistic thought, writing, dressing, dreaming the thing he wished. I myself had a marked tendency in this direction, although from another point of view, and speaking from mine purely, there was this difference between us: Dick being an artist, rather remote and disdainful in manner and decidedly handsome as well as poetic and better positioned than I, as I fancied, was certain to achieve this gilded and crystal state, whereas I, not being handsome nor an artist nor sufficiently poetic perhaps, could scarcely aspire to so gorgeous a goal. Often, as around dinnertime he ambled from the office arrayed in the latest mode  dark blue suit, patent leather boots, a dark, round soft felt hat, loose tie blowing idly about his neck, a thin cane in his hand  I was already almost convinced that the anticipated end was at hand, this very evening perhaps, and that I should never see him more except as the husband of a very rich girl, never be permitted even to speak to him save as an almost forgotten friend, and in passing! Even now perhaps he was on his way to her, whereas I, poor oaf that I was, was moiling here over some trucky work. Would my ship never come in? my great day never arrive? my turn? Unkind heaven!

As for Peter he was the sort of person who could swiftly detect, understand and even sympathize with a point of view of this kind the while he must laugh at it and his mind be busy with some plan of making a fol-de-rol use of it. One day he came into the city-room where I was working and bending over my desk fairly bursting with suppressed humor announced, Gee, Dreiser, Ive just thought of a delicious trick to play on Dick! Oh, Lord! and he stopped and surveyed me with beady eyes the while his round little body seemed to fairly swell with pent-up laughter. Its too rich! Oh, if it just works out Dickll be sore! Waitll I tell you, he went on. You know how crazy he is about rich young heiresses? You know how hes always dressing up and talking and writing about marrying one of those girls in the West end? (Dick was forever composing a short story in which some lorn but perfect and great artist was thus being received via love, the story being read to us nights in his studio.) Thats all bluff, that talk of his of visiting in those big houses out there. All he does is to dress up every night as though he were going to a ball, and walk out that way and moon around. Well, listen. Heres the idea. Well go over to Mermod & Jaccards to-morrow and get a few sheets of their best monogrammed paper, sample sheets. Then well get up a letter and sign it with the most romantic name we can think of  Juanita or Cyrene or Doris  and explain who she is, the daughter of a millionaire living out there, and that shes been strictly brought up but that in spite of all that shes seen his name in the paper at the bottom of his pictures and wants to meet him, see? Then well have her suggest that he come out to the west gate of, say, Portland Place at seven oclock and meet her. Well have her describe herself, see, young and beautiful, and some attractive costume shes to wear, and well kill him. Hell fall hard. Then well happen by there at the exact time when hes waiting, and detain him, urge him to come into the park with us or to dinner. Well look our worst so hell be ashamed of us. Hell squirm and get wild, but well hang on and spoil the date for him, see? Well insist in the letter that he must be alone, see, because shes timid and afraid of being recognized. My God, hell be crazy! Hell think weve ruined his life  oh, ho, ho! and he fairly writhed with inward joy.

The thing worked. It was cruel in its way, but when has man ever grieved over the humorous ills of others? The paper was secured, the letter written by a friend of Peters in a nearby real estate office, after the most careful deliberation as to wording on our part. Extreme youth, beauty and a great mansion were all hinted at. The fascination of Dick as a romantic figure was touched upon. He would know her by a green silk scarf about her waist, for it was spring, the ideal season. Seven oclock was the hour. She could give him only a moment or two then  but later  and she gave no address!

The letter was mailed in the West end, as was meet and proper, and in due season arrived at the office. Peter, working at the next easel, observed him, as he told me, out of the corner of his eye.

You should have seen him, Dreiser, he exclaimed, hunting me up about an hour after the letter arrived. Oh, ho! Say, you know I believe he thinks its the real thing. It seemed to make him a little sick. He tried to appear nonchalant, but a little later he got his hat and went out, over to Decks, a nearby saloon, for a drink, for I followed him. Hes all fussed up. Waitll we heave into view that night! Im going to get myself up like a joke, a hobo. Ill disgrace him. Oh, Lord, hell be crazy! Hell think weve ruined his life, scared her off. Theres no address. He cant do a thing. Oh, ho, ho, ho!

On the appointed day  and it was a delicious afternoon and evening, aflame with sun and in May  Dick left off his work at three p.m., as Peter came and told me, and departed, and then we went to make our toilets. At six we met, took a car and stepped down not more than a short block from the point of meeting. I shall never forget the sweetness of the air, the something of sadness in the thought of love, even in this form. The sun was singing its evensong, as were the birds. But Peter  blessings or curses upon him!  was arrayed as only he could array himself when he wished to look absolutely disconcerting  more like an unwashed, uncombed tramp who had been sleeping out for weeks, than anything else. His hair was over his eyes and ears, his face and hands dirty, his shoes ditto. He had even blackened one tooth slightly. He had on a collarless shirt, and yet he was jaunty withal and carried a cane, if you please, assuming, as he always could and in the most aggravating way, to be totally unconscious of the figure he cut. At one angle of his multiplex character the man must have been a born actor.

We waited a block away, concealed by a few trees, and at the exact hour Dick appeared, hopeful and eager no doubt, and walking and looking almost all that he hoped  delicate, pale, artistic. The new straw hat! The pale green artists shirt! His black, wide-buckled belt! The cane! The dark-brown low shoes! The boutonnière! He was plainly ready for any fate, his great moment.

And then, before he could get the feeling that his admirer might not be coming, we descended upon him in all our wretched nonchalance and unworthiness  out of hell, as it were. We were most brisk, familiar, affectionate. It was so fortunate to meet him so, so accidentally and peradventure. The night was so fine. We were out for a stroll in the park, to eat afterward. He must come along.

I saw him look at Peter in that hat and no collar, and wilt. It was too much. Such a friend  such friends (for on Peters advice I was looking as ill as I might, an easy matter)! No, he couldnt come. He was waiting for some friends. We must excuse him.

But Peter was not to be so easily shaken off. He launched into the most brisk and serious conversation. He began his badger game by asking about some work upon which Dick had been engaged before he left the office, some order, how he was getting along with it, when it would be done; and, when Dick evaded and then attempted to dismiss the subject, took up another and began to expatiate on it, some work he himself was doing, something that had developed in connection with it. He asked inane questions, complimented Dick on his looks, began to tease him about some girl. And poor Dick  his nervousness, his despair almost, the sense of the waning of his opportunity! It was cruel. He was becoming more and more restless, looking about more and more wearily and anxiously and wishing to go or for us to go. He was horribly unhappy. Finally, after ten or fifteen minutes had gone and various girls had crossed the plaza in various directions, as well as carriages and saddle-horses  each one carrying his heiress, no doubt!  he seemed to summon all his courage and did his best to dispose of us. You twoll have to excuse me, he exclaimed almost wildly. I cant wait. Those golden moments! She could not approach! My people arent coming, I guess. Ill have to be going on.

He smiled weakly and made off, Peter half following and urging him to come back. Then, since he would not, we stood there on the exact spot of the rendezvous gazing smirkily after him. Then we went into the park a few paces and sat on a bench in full view, talking  or Peter was  most volubly. He was really choking with laughter. A little later, at seven-thirty, we went cackling into the park, only to return in five minutes as though we had changed our minds and were coming out  and saw Dick bustling off at our approach. It was sad really. There was an element of the tragic in it. But not to Peter. He was all laughter, all but apoplectic gayety. Oh, by George! he choked. This is too much! Oh, ho! This is great! his poor heiress! And he came back! Har! Har! Har!

Peter, you dog, I said, arent you ashamed of yourself, to rub it in this way?

Not a bit, not a bit! he insisted most enthusiastically. Do him good. Why shouldnt he suffer? Hell get over it. Hes always bluffing about his heiresses. Now hes lost a real one. Har! Har! Har! and he fairly choked, and for days and weeks and months he laughed, but he never told. He merely chortled at his desk, and if any one asked him what he was laughing about, even Dick, he would reply, Oh, something  a joke I played on a fellow once.

If Dick ever guessed he never indicated as much. But that lost romance! That faded dream!

Not so long after this, the following winter, I left St. Louis and did not see Peter for several years, during which time I drifted through various cities to New York. We kept up a more or less desultory correspondence which resulted eventually in his contributing to a paper of which I had charge in New York, and later, in part at least I am sure, in his coming there. I noticed one thing, that although Peter had no fixed idea as to what he wished to be  being able to draw, write, engrave, carve and what not  he was in no way troubled about it. I dont see just what it is that I am to do best, he said to me once. It may be that I will wind up as a painter or writer or collector  I cant tell yet. I want to study, and meantime Im making a living  thats all I want now. I want to live, and I am living, in my way.

Some men are masters of cities, or perhaps better, of all the elements which enter into the making of them, and Peter was one. I think sometimes that he was born a writer of great force and charm, only as yet he had not found himself. I have known many writers, many geniuses even, but not one his superior in intellect and romantic response to life. He was a poet, thinker, artist, philosopher and master of prose, as a posthumous volume (Wolf, the Autobiography of a Cave Dweller) amply proves, but he was not ready then to fully express himself, and it troubled him not at all. He loved lifes every facet, was gay and helpful to himself and others, and yet always with an eye for the undercurrent of human misery, error and tragedy as well as comedy. Immediately upon coming to New York he began to examine and grasp it in a large way, its museums, public buildings, geography, politics, but after a very little while decided suddenly that he did not belong there and without a by-your-leave, although once more we had fallen into each others ways, he departed without a word, and I did not hear from him for months. Temporarily at least he felt that he had to obtain more experience in a lesser field, and lost no time in so doing. The next I knew he was connected, at a comfortable salary, with the then dominant paper of Philadelphia.

It was after he had established himself very firmly in Philadelphia that we two finally began to understand each other fully, to sympathize really with each others point of view as opposed to the more or less gay and casual nature of our earlier friendship. Also here perhaps, more than before, we felt the binding influence of having worked together in the West. It was here that I first noticed the ease with which he took hold of a city, the many-sidedness of his peculiar character which led him to reflect so many angles of it, which a less varied temperament would never have touched upon. For, first of all, wherever he happened to be, he was intensely interested in the age and history of his city, its buildings and graveyards and tombstones which pointed to its past life, then its present physical appearance, the chief characteristics of the region in which it lay, its rivers, lakes, parks and adjacent places and spots of interest (what rambles we took!), as well as its newest and finest things architecturally. Nor did any one ever take a keener interest in the current intellectual resources of a city  any city in which he happened to be  its museums, libraries, old bookstores, newspapers, magazines, and I know not what else. It was he who first took me into Learys bookstore in Philadelphia, descanting with his usual gusto on its merits. Then and lastly he was keenly and wisely interested in various currents of local politics, society and finance, although he always considered the first a low mess, an arrangement or adjustment of many necessary things among the lower orders. He seemed to know or sense in some occult way everything that was going on in those various realms. His mind was so full and rich that merely to be with him was a delight. He gushed like a fountain, and yet not polemically, of all he knew, heard, felt, suspected. His thoughts were so rich at times that to me they were more like a mosaic of variegated and richly colored stones and jewels. I felt always as though I were in the presence of a great personage, not one who was reserved or pompous but a loose bubbling temperament, wise beyond his years or day, and so truly great that perhaps because of the intensity and immense variety of his interests he would never shine in a world in which the most intensive specialization, and that of a purely commercial character, was the grand rôle.

And yet I always felt that perhaps he might. He attracted people of all grades so easily and warmly. His mind leaped from one interest to another almost too swiftly, and yet the average man understood and liked him. While in a way he contemned their mental states as limited or bigoted, he enjoyed the conditions under which they lived, seemed to wish to immerse himself in them. And yet nearly all his thoughts were, from their point of view perhaps, dangerous. Among his friends he was always talking freely, honestly, of things which the average man could not or would not discuss, dismissing as trash illusion, lies or the cunning work of self-seeking propagandists, most of the things currently accepted as true.

He was constantly commenting on the amazing dullness of man, his prejudices, the astonishing manner in which he seized upon and clung savagely or pathetically to the most ridiculous interpretations of life. He was also forever noting that crass chance which wrecks so many of our dreams and lives,  its fierce brutalities, its seemingly inane indifference to wondrous things,  but never in a depressed or morbid spirit; merely as a matter of the curious, as it were. But if any one chanced to contradict him he was likely to prove liquid fire. At the same time he was forever reading, reading, reading  history, archæology, ethnology, geology, travel, medicine, biography, and descanting on the wonders and idiosyncrasies of man and nature which they revealed. He was never tired of talking of the intellectual and social conditions that ruled in Greece and Rome from 600 B.C. on, the philosophies, the travels, the art, the simple, natural pagan view of things, and regretting that they were no more. He grieved at times, I think, that he had not been of that world, might not have seen it, or, failing that, might not see all the shards of those extinct civilizations. There was something loving and sad in the manner in which at times, in one museum and another, he would examine ancient art designs, those of the Egyptians, Greeks and Romans, their public and private house plans, their statues, book rolls, inscriptions, flambeaux, boats, swords, chariots. Carthage, Rome, Greece, Phoenicia  their colonies, art and trade stuffs, their foods, pleasures and worships  how he raved! A book like Thaïs, Salammbo, Sonica, Quo Vadis, touched him to the quick.

At the same time, and odd as it may seem, he was seemingly in intimate contact with a circle of friends that rather astonished me by its catholicity. It included, for instance, and quite naïvely, real estate dealers, clerks, a bank cashier or two, some man who had a leather shop or cigar factory in the downtown section, a drummer, a printer, two or three newspaper artists and reporters  a list too long to catalogue here and seemingly not interesting, at least not inspiring to look at or live in contact with. Yet his relations with all of these were of a warm, genial, helpful, homely character, quite intimate. He used them as one might a mulch in which to grow things, or in other words he took them on their own ground; a thing which I could never quite understand, being more or less aloof myself and yet wishing always to be able so to do, to take life, as he did.

For he desired, and secured, their good will and drew them to him. He took a simple, natural pleasure in the kinds of things they were able to do, as well as the kinds of things he could do. With these, then, and a type of girl who might not be classed above the clerk or manicure class, he and they managed to eke out a social life, the outstanding phases of which were dances, parties, dinners at one simple home and another, flirting, boating, and fishing expeditions in season, evenings out at restaurants or the theater, and I know not what else. He could sing (a very fair baritone), play the piano, cornet, flute, banjo, mandolin and guitar, but always insisted that his favorite instruments were the jews-harp, the French harp (mouth organ) and a comb with a piece of paper over it, against which he would blow with fierce energy, making the most outrageous sounds, until stopped. At any party he was always talking, jumping about, dancing, cooking something  fudge, taffy, a rarebit, and insisting in the most mock-serious manner that all the details be left strictly to him. Now just cut out of this, all of you, and leave this to your Uncle Dudley. Whos doing this? All I want is sugar, chocolate, a pot, a big spoon, and Ill show you the best fudge you ever ate. Then he would don an apron or towel and go to work in a manner which would rob any gathering of a sense of stiffness and induce a naturalness most intriguing, calculated to enhance the general pleasure an hundredfold.

Yes, Peter woke people up. He could convey or spread a sense of ease and good nature and give and take among all. Wise as he was and not so good-looking, he was still attractive to girls, very much so, and by no means unconscious of their beauty. He could always, and easily, break down their reserve, and was soon apparently on terms of absolute friendship, exchanging all sorts of small gossip and news with them about this, that and the other person about whom they knew. Indeed he was such a general favorite and so seemingly impartial that it was hard to say how he came close to any, and yet he did. At odd tête-à-tête moments he was always making confessions as to nights or afternoons. My God, Dreiser, Ive found a peach! I cant tell you  but oh, wonderful! Just what I need. This worlds a healthy old place, eh? Lets have another drink, what? and he would order a stein or a half-schoppen of light German beer and pour it down, grinning like a gargoyle.

It was while he was in Philadelphia that he told me the beginnings of the love affair which eventually ended in his marrying and settling down into the homiest of home men I have ever seen and which for sheer naïveté and charm is one of the best love stories I know anything about. It appears that he was walking in some out-of-the-way factory realm of North Philadelphia one Saturday afternoon about the first or second year of his stay there, when, playing in the street with some other children, he saw a girl of not more than thirteen or fourteen who, as he expressed it to me, came damned near being the prettiest thing I ever saw. She had yellow hair and a short blue dress and pink bows in her hair  and say, Dreiser, when I saw her I stopped flat and said me for that if I have to wait fifteen years! Dutchy  you never saw the beat! And poor! Her shoes were clogs. She couldnt even talk English yet. Neither could the other kids. They were all sausage  a regular German neighborhood.

But, say, I watched her a while and then I went over and said, Come here, kid. Where do you live? She didnt understand, and one of the other kids translated for her, and then she said, Ich sprech nicht English, and he mocked her. That fixed her for me. One of the others finally told me who she was and where she lived  and, say, I went right home and began studying German. In three months I could make myself understood, but before that, in two weeks, I hunted up her old man and made him understand that I wanted to be friends with the family, to learn German. I went out Sundays when they were all at home. There are six children and I made friends with em all. For a long time I couldnt make Madchen (thats what they call her) understand what it was all about, but finally I did, and she knows now all right. And Im crazy about her and Im going to marry her as soon as shes old enough.

How do you know that shell have you? I inquired.

Oh, shell have me. I always tell her Im going to marry her when shes eighteen, and she says all right. And I really believe she does like me. Im crazy about her.

Five years later, if I may anticipate a bit, after he had moved to Newark and placed himself rather well in the journalistic field and was able to carry out his plans in regard to himself, he suddenly returned to Philadelphia and married, preparing beforehand an apartment which he fancied would please her. It was a fortunate marriage in so far as love and home pleasures were concerned. I never encountered a more delightful atmosphere.

All along in writing this I feel as though I were giving but the thinnest portrait of Peter; he was so full and varied in his moods and interests. To me he illustrated the joy that exists, on the one hand, in the common, the so-called homely and what some might think ugly side of life, certainly the very simple and ordinarily human aspect of things; on the other, in the sheer comfort and satisfaction that might be taken in things truly intellectual and artistic, but to which no great expense attached  old books, prints, things connected with history and science in their various forms, skill in matters relating to the applied arts and what not, such as the coloring and firing of pottery and glass, the making of baskets, hammocks and rugs, the carving of wood, the collection and imitation of Japanese and Chinese prints, the art of embalming as applied by the Egyptians (which, in connection with an undertaker to whom he had attached himself, he attempted to revive or at least play with, testing his skill for instance by embalming a dead cat or two after the Egyptian manner). In all of these lines he trained himself after a fashion and worked with skill, although invariably he insisted that he was little more than a bungler, a poor follower after the art of some one else. But most of all, at this time and later, he was interested in collecting things Japanese and Chinese: netsukes, inros, censors, images of jade and porcelain, teajars, vases, prints; and it was while he was in Philadelphia and seemingly trifling about with the group I have mentioned and making love to his little German girl that he was running here and there to this museum and that and laying the foundations of some of those interesting collections which later he was fond of showing his friends or interested collectors. By the time he had reached Newark, as chief cartoonist of the leading paper there, he was in possession of a complete Tokaido (the forty views on the road between Tokio and Kyoto), various prints by Hokusai, Sesshiu, Sojo; a collection of one hundred inros, all of fifty netsukes, all of thirty censers, lacquered boxes and teajars, and various other exceedingly beautiful and valuable things  Mandarin skirts and coats, among other things  which subsequently he sold or traded around among one collector friend and another for things which they had. I recall his selling his completed Tokaido, a labor which had extended over four years, for over a thousand dollars. Just before he died he was trading netsukes for inros and getting ready to sell all these latter to a man, who in turn was going to sell his collection to a museum.

But in between was this other, this ultra-human side, which ran to such commonplaces as bowling, tennis-playing, golf, billiards, cards and gambling with the dice  a thing which always struck me as having an odd turn to it in connection with Peter, since he could be interested in so many other things, and yet he pursued these commonplaces with as much gusto at times as one possessed of a mania. At others he seemed not to miss or think of them. Indeed, you could be sure of him and all his interests, whatever they were, feeling that he had himself well in hand, knew exactly how far he was going, and that when the time came he could and would stop. Yet during the process of his momentary relaxation or satiation, in whatever field it might be, he would give you a sense of abandon, even ungovernable appetite, which to one who had not known him long might have indicated a mania.

Thus I remember once running over to Philadelphia to spend a Saturday and Sunday with him, visits of this kind, in either direction, being of the commonest occurrence. At that time he was living in some quiet-looking boarding-house in South Fourth Street, but in which dwelt or visited the group above-mentioned, and whenever I came there, at least, there was always an atmosphere of intense gaming or playing in some form, which conveyed to me nothing so much as a glorious sense of life and pleasure. A dozen or more men might be seated at or standing about a poker or dice table, in summer (often in winter) with their coats off, their sleeves rolled up, Peter always conspicuous among them. On the table or to one side would be money, a pitcher or a tin pail of beer, boxes of cigarettes or cigars, and there would be Peter among the players, flushed with excitement, his collar off, his hair awry, his little figure stirring about here and there or gesticulating or lighting a cigar or pouring down a glass of beer, shouting at the top of his voice, his eyes aglow, Thats mine! I say its not! Two on the sixes! Three! Four! Ah, roll the bones! Roll the bones! Get off! Get off! Come on now, Spikes  cough up! Youve got the money now. Pay back. No more loans if you dont. Once on the fours  the fives  the aces! Roll the bones! Roll the bones! Come on! Or, if he saw me, softening and saying, Gee, Dreiser, Im ahead twenty-eight so far! or Ive lost thirty all told. Ill stick this out, though, to win or lose five more, and then Ill quit. I give notice, you fellows, five more, one way or the other, and then Im through. See? Say, these damned sharks are always trying to turn a trick. And when they lose they dont want to pay. Im offa this for life unless I get a better deal.

In the room there might be three or four girls  sisters, sweethearts, pals of one or other of the players  some dancing, some playing the piano or singing, and in addition the landlord and his wife, a slattern pair usually, about whose past and present lives Peter seemed always to know much. He had seduced them all apparently into a kind of rakish camaraderie which was literally amazing to behold. It thrilled, fascinated, at times frightened me, so thin and inadequate and inefficient seemed my own point of view and appetite for life. He was vigorous, charitable, pagan, gay, full of health and strength. He would play at something, anything, indoors or out as occasion offered, until he was fairly perspiring, when, throwing down whatever implement he had in hand  be it cards, a tennis-racket, a golf club  would declare, Thats enough! Thats enough! Im done now. Ive licked-cha, or Im licked. No more. Not another round. Come on, Dreiser, I know just the place for us and then descanting on a steak or fish planked, or some new method of serving corn or sweet potatoes or tomatoes, he would lead the way somewhere to a favorite rats killer, as he used to say, or grill or Chinese den, and order enough for four or five, unless stopped. As he walked, and he always preferred to walk, the latest political row or scandal, the latest discovery, tragedy or art topic would get his keen attention. In his presence the whole world used to look different to me, more colorful, more hopeful, more gay. Doors seemed to open; in imagination I saw the interiors of a thousand realms  homes, factories, laboratories, dens, resorts of pleasure. During his day such figures as McKinley, Roosevelt, Hanna, Rockefeller, Rogers, Morgan, Peary, Harriman were abroad and active, and their mental states and points of view and interests  and sincerities and insincerities  were the subject of his wholly brilliant analysis. He rather admired the clever opportunist, I think, so long as he was not mean in view or petty, yet he scorned and even despised the commercial viewpoint or trade reactions of a man like McKinley. Rulers ought to be above mere commercialism. Once when I asked him why he disliked McKinley so much he replied laconically, The voice is the voice of McKinley, but the hands  are the hands of Hanna. Roosevelt seemed to amuse him always, to be a delightful if ridiculous and self-interested grandstander, as he always said, always looking out for Teddy, you bet, but good for the country, inspiring it with visions. Rockefeller was wholly admirable as a force driving the country on to autocracy, oligarchy, possibly revolution. Ditto Hanna, ditto Morgan, ditto Harriman, ditto Rogers, unless checked. Peary might have, and again might not have, discovered the North Pole. He refused to judge. Old Doc Cook, the pseudo discoverer, who appeared very shortly before he died, only drew forth chuckles of delight. My God, the gall, the nerve! And that wreath of roses the Danes put around his neck! Its colossal, Dreiser. Its grand. Munchausen, Cook, Gulliver, Marco Polo  theyll live forever, or ought to!

Some Saturday afternoons or Sundays, if he came to me or I to him in time, we indulged in long idle rambles, anywhere, either going first by streetcar, boat or train somewhere and then walking, or, if the mood was not so, just walking on and on somewhere and talking. On such occasions Peter was at his best and I could have listened forever, quite as the disciples of Plato and Aristotle must have to them, to his discourses on life, his broad and broadening conceptions of Nature  her cruelty, beauty, mystery. Once, far out somewhere beyond Camden, we were idling about an inlet where were boats and some fishermen and a trestle which crossed it. Just as we were crossing it some men in a boat below discovered the body of a possible suicide, in the water, days old and discolored, but still intact and with the clothes of a man of at least middle-class means. I was for leaving, being made a little sick by the mere sight. Not so Peter. He was for joining in the effort which brought the body to shore, and in a moment was back with the small group of watermen, speculating and arguing as to the condition and character of the dead man, making himself really one of the group. Finally he was urging the men to search the pockets while some one went for the police. But more than anything, with a hard and yet in its way humane realism which put any courage of mine in that direction to the blush, he was all for meditating on the state and nature of man, his chemical components  chlorine, sulphuric acid, phosphoric acid, potassium, sodium, calcium, magnesium, oxygen  and speculating as to which particular chemicals in combination gave the strange metallic blues, greens, yellows and browns to the decaying flesh! He had a great stomach for life. The fact that insects were at work shocked him not at all. He speculated as to these, their duties and functions! He asserted boldly that man was merely a chemical formula at best, that something much wiser than he had prepared him, for some not very brilliant purpose of his or its own perhaps, and that he or it, whoever or whatever he or it was, was neither good nor bad, as we imagined such things, but both. He at once went off into the mysteries  where, when with me at least, he seemed to prefer to dwell  talked of the divinations of the Chaldeans, how they studied the positions of the stars and the entrails of dead animals before going to war, talked of the horrible fetiches of the Africans, the tricks and speculations of the priests of Greek and Roman temples, finally telling me the story of the ambitious eel-seller who anchored the dead horse in the stream in order to have plenty of eels every morning for market. I revolted. I declared he was sickening.

My boy, he assured me, you are too thin-skinned. You cant take life that way. Its all good to me, whatever happens. Were here. Were not running it. Why be afraid to look at it? The chemistry of a mans body isnt any worse than the chemistry of anything else, and were eating the dead things weve killed all the time. A little more or a little less in any direction  what difference?

Apropos of this same a little later  to shock me, of course, as he well knew he could  he assured me that in eating a dish of chop suey in a Chinese restaurant, a very low one, he had found and eaten a part of the little finger of a child, and that it was very good  very good, indeed.

Dog! I protested. Swine! Thou ghoula! but he merely chuckled heartily and stuck to his tale!

But if I paint this side of him it is to round out his wonderful, to me almost incredible, figure. Insisting on such things, he was still and always warm and human, sympathetic, diplomatic and cautious, according to his company, so that he was really acceptable anywhere. Peter would never shock those who did not want to be shocked. A minute or two or five after such a discourse as the above he might be describing some marvelously beautiful process of pollination among the flowers, the history of some medieval trade guild or gazing at a beautiful scene and conveying to one by his very attitude his unspoken emotion.

After spending about two or three years in Philadelphia  which city came to reflect for me the color of Peters interests and mood  he suddenly removed to Newark, having been nursing an arrangement with its principal paper for some time. Some quarrel or dissatisfaction with the director of his department caused him, without other notice, to paste some crisp quotation from one of the poets on his desk and depart! In Newark, a city to which before this I had paid not the slightest attention, he found himself most happy; and I, living in New York close at hand, felt that I possessed in it and him an earthly paradise. Although it contained no more than 300,000 people and seemed, or had, a drear factory realm only, he soon revealed it to me in quite another light, because he was there. Very swiftly he found a wondrous canal running right through it, under its market even, and we went walking along its banks, out into the woods and fields. He found or created out of an existing boardinghouse in a back street so colorful and gay a thing that after a time it seemed to me to outdo that one of Philadelphia. He joined a country club near Passaic, on the river of that name, on the veranda of which we often dined. He found a Chinese quarter with a restaurant or two; an amazing Italian section with a restaurant; a man who had a $40,000 collection of rare Japanese and Chinese curios, all in his rooms at the Essex County Insane Asylum, for he was the chemist there; a man who was a playwright and manager in New York; another who owned a newspaper syndicate; another who directed a singing society; another who was president of a gun club; another who owned and made or rather fired pottery for others. Peter was so restless and vital that he was always branching out in a new direction. To my astonishment he now took up the making and firing of pottery for himself, being interested in reproducing various Chinese dishes and vases of great beauty, the originals of which were in the Metropolitan Museum of Art. His plan was first to copy the design, then buy, shape or bake the clay at some pottery, then paint or decorate with liquid porcelain at his own home, and fire. In the course of six or eight months, working in his rooms Saturdays and Sundays and some mornings before going to the office, he managed to produce three or four which satisfied him and which he kept plates of real beauty. The others he gave away.

A little later, if you please, it was Turkish rug-making on a small scale, the frame and materials for which he slowly accumulated, and then providing himself with a pillow, Turkish-fashion, he crossed his legs before it and began slowly but surely to produce a rug, the colors and design of which were entirely satisfactory to me. As may be imagined, it was slow and tedious work, undertaken at odd moments and when there was nothing else for him to do, always when the light was good and never at night, for he maintained that the coloring required the best of light. Before this odd, homely, wooden machine, a combination of unpainted rods and cords, he would sit, cross-legged or on a bench at times, and pound and pick and tie and unravel  a most wearisome-looking task to me.

For heavens sake, I once observed, couldnt you think of anything more interestingly insane to do than this? Its the slowest, most painstaking work I ever saw.

Thats just it, and thats just why I like it, he replied, never looking at me but proceeding with his weaving in the most industrious fashion. You have just one outstanding fault, Dreiser. You dont know how to make anything out of the little things of life. You want to remember that this is an art, not a job. Im discovering whether I can make a Turkish carpet or not, and it gives me pleasure. If I can get so much as one good spot of color worked out, one small portion of the design, Ill be satisfied. Ill know then that I can do it, the whole thing, dont you see? Some of these things have been the work of a lifetime of one man. You call that a small thing? I dont. The pleasure is in doing it, proving that you can, not in the rug itself. He clacked and tied, congratulating himself vastly. In due course of time three or four inches were finished, a soft and yet firm silky fabric, and he was in great glee over it, showing it to all and insisting that in time (how long? I often wondered) he would complete it and would then own a splendid carpet.

It was at this time that he built about him in Newark a structure of friendships and interests which, it seemed to me, promised to be for life. He interested himself intensely in the paper with which he was connected and although he was only the cartoonist, still it was not long before various departments and elements in connection with it seemed to reflect his presence and to be alive with his own good will and enthusiasm. Publisher, editor, art director, managing editor and business manager, were all in friendly contact with him. He took out life insurance for the benefit of the wife and children he was later to have! With the manager of the engraving department he was working out problems in connection with copperplate engraving and printing; with the official photographer, art photography; with the art director, some scheme for enlarging the local museum in some way. With his enduring love of the fantastic and ridiculous it was not long before he had successfully planned and executed a hoax of the most ridiculous character, a piece of idle drollery almost too foolish to think of, and yet which eventually succeeded in exciting the natives of at least four States and was telegraphed to and talked about in a Sunday feature way, by newspapers all over the country, and finally involved Peter as an actor and stage manager of the most vivid type imaginable. And yet it was all done really to amuse himself, to see if he could do it, as he often told me.

This particular hoax related to that silly old bugaboo of our boyhood days, the escaped and wandering wild man, ferocious, blood-loving, terrible. I knew nothing of it until Peter, one Sunday afternoon when we were off for a walk a year or two after he had arrived in Newark, suddenly announced apropos of nothing at all, Dreiser, Ive just hit upon a great idea which I am working out with some of the boys down on our paper. Its a dusty old fake, but it will do as well as any other, better than if it were a really decent idea. Im inventing a wild man. You know how crazy the average dub is over anything strange, different,terrible. Barnum was right, you know. Theres one born every minute. Well, Im just getting this thing up now. Its as good as the sacred white elephant or the blood-sweating hippopotamus. And whats more, Im going to stage it right here in little old Newark  and theyll all fall for it, and dont you think they wont, and he chuckled most ecstatically.

For heavens sake, whats coming now? I sighed.

Oh, very well. But I have it all worked out just the same. Were beginning to run the preliminary telegrams every three or four days  one from Ramblersville, South Jersey, let us say, another from Hohokus, twenty-five miles farther on, four or five days later. By degrees as spring comes on Ill bring him north  right up here into Essex County  a genuine wild man, see, something fierce and terrible. Were giving him long hair like a bison, red eyes, fangs, big hands and feet. Hes entirely naked  or will be when he gets here. Hes eight feet tall. He kills and eats horses, dogs, cattle, pigs, chickens. He frightens men and women and children. Im having him bound across lonely roads, look in windows at night, stampede cattle and drive tramps and peddlers out of the country. But say, wait and see. As summer comes on well make a regular headliner of it. Well give it pages on Sunday. Well get the rubes to looking for him in posses, offer rewards. Maybe some one will actually capture and bring in some poor lunatic, a real wild man. You can do anything if you just stir up the natives enough.

I laughed. Youre crazy, I said. What a low comedian you really are, Peter!

Well, the weeks passed, and to mark progress he occasionally sent me clippings of telegrams, cut not from his pages, if you please, but from such austere journals as the Sun and World of New York, the North American of Philadelphia, the Courant of Hartford, recording the antics of his imaginary thing of the woods. Longish articles actually began to appear here and there, in Eastern papers especially, describing the exploits of this very elusive and moving demon. He had been seen in a dozen fairly widely distributed places within the month, but always coming northward. In one place he had killed three cows at once, in another two, and eaten portions of them raw! Old Mrs. Gorswitch of Dutchers Run, Pennsylvania, returning from a visit to her daughter-in-law, Annie A. Gorswitch, and ambling along a lonely road in Osgoroola County, was suddenly descended upon by a most horrific figure, half man, half beast, very tall and with long hair and red, all but bloody eyes who, looking at her with avid glance, made as if to seize her, but a wagon approaching along the road from another direction, he had desisted and fled, leaving old Mrs. Gorswitch in a faint upon the ground. Barns and haystacks had been fired here and there, lonely widows in distant cotes been made to abandon their homes through fear.... I marveled at the assiduity and patience of the man.

One day in June or July following, being in Newark and asking Peter quite idly about his wild man, he replied, Oh, its great, great! Couldnt be better! Hell soon be here now. Weve got the whole thing arranged now for next Sunday or Saturday  depends on which day I can get off. Were going to photograph him. Wanto come over?

What rot! I said. Whos going to pose? Where?

Well, he chuckled, come along and see. Youll find out fast enough. Weve got an actual wild man. I got him. Ill have him out here in the woods. If you dont believe it, come over. You wouldnt believe me when I said I could get the natives worked up. Well, they are. Look at these, and he produced clippings from rival papers. The wild man was actually being seen in Essex County, not twenty-five miles from Newark. He had ravaged the property of people in five different States. It was assumed that he was a lunatic turned savage, or that he had escaped from a circus or trading-ship wrecked on the Jersey coast (suggestions made by Peter himself). His depredations, all told, had by now run into thousands, speaking financially. Staid residents were excited. Rewards for his capture were being offered in different places. Posses of irate citizens were, and would continue to be, after him, armed to the teeth, until he was captured. Quite remarkable developments might be expected at any time ... I stared. It seemed too ridiculous, and it was, and back of it all was smirking, chuckling Peter, the center and fountain of it!

You dog! I protested. You clown! He merely grinned.

Not to miss so interesting a dénouement as the actual capture of this prodigy of the wilds, I was up early and off the following Sunday to Newark, where in Peters apartment in due time I found him, his rooms in a turmoil, he himself busy stuffing things into a bag, outside an automobile waiting and within it the staff photographer as well as several others, all grinning, and all of whom, as he informed me, were to assist in the great work of tracking, ambushing and, if possible, photographing the dread peril.

Yes, well, whos going to be him? I insisted.

Never mind! Never mind! Dont be so inquisitive, chortled Peter. A wild man has his rights and privileges, as well as any other. Remember, I caution all of you to be respectful in his presence. Hes very sensitive, and he doesnt like newspapermen anyhow. Hell be photographed, and hell be wild. Thats all you need to know.

In due time we arrived at as comfortable an abode for a wild man as well might be. It was near the old Essex and Morris Canal, not far from Boonton. A charming clump of brush and rock was selected, and here a snapshot of a posse hunting, men peering cautiously from behind trees in groups and looking as though they were most eager to discover something, was made. Then Peter, slipping away  I suddenly saw him ambling toward us, hair upstanding, body smeared with black muck, daubs of white about the eyes, little tufts of wool about wrists and ankles and loins  as good a figure of a wild man as one might wish, only not eight feet tall.

Peter! I said. How ridiculous! You loon!

Have a care how you address me, he replied with solemn dignity. A wild man is a wild man. Our punctilio is not to be trifled with. I am of the oldest, the most famous line of wild men extant. Touch me not. He strode the grass with the air of a popular movie star, while he discussed with the art director and photographer the most terrifying and convincing attitudes of a wild man seen by accident and unconscious of his pursuers.

But youre not eight feet tall! I interjected at one point.

A small matter. A small matter, he replied airily. I will be in the picture. Nothing easier. We wild men, you know

Some of the views were excellent, most striking. He leered most terribly from arras of leaves or indicated fright or cunning. The man was a good actor. For years I retained and may still have somewhere a full set of the pictures as well as the double-page spread which followed the next week.

Well, the thing was appropriately discussed, as it should have been, but the wild man got away, as was feared. He went into the nearby canal and washed away all his terror, or rather he vanished into the dim recesses of Peters memory. He was only heard of a few times more in the papers, his supposed body being found in some town in northeast Pennsylvania  or in the small item that was telegraphed from there. As for Peter, he emerged from the canal, or from its banks, a cleaner if not a better man. He was grinning, combing his hair, adjusting his tie.

What a scamp! I insisted lovingly. What an incorrigible trickster!

Dreiser, Dreiser, he chortled, theres nothing like it. You should not scoff. I am a public benefactor. I am really a creator. I have created a being as distinct as any that ever lived. He is in many minds  mine, yours. You know that you believe in him really. There he was peeking out from between those bushes only fifteen minutes ago. And he has made, and will make, thousands of people happy, thrill them, give them a new interest. If Stevenson can create a Jekyll and Hyde, why cant I create a wild man? I have. We have his picture to prove it. What more do you wish?

I acquiesced. All told, it was a delightful bit of foolery and art, and Peter was what he was first and foremost, an artist in the grotesque and the ridiculous.

For some time thereafter peace seemed to reign in his mind, only now it was that the marriage and home and children idea began to grow. From much of the foregoing it may have been assumed that Peter was out of sympathy with the ordinary routine of life, despised the commonplace, the purely practical. As a matter of fact it was just the other way about. I never knew a man so radical in some of his viewpoints, so versatile and yet so wholly, intentionally and cravingly, immersed in the usual as Peter. He was all for creating, developing, brightening life along simple rather than outré lines, in so far as he himself was concerned. Nearly all of his arts and pleasures were decorative and homey. A good grocer, a good barber, a good saloon-keeper, a good tailor, a shoe maker, was just as interesting in his way to Peter as any one or anything else, if not a little more so. He respected their lines, their arts, their professions, and above all, where they had it, their industry, sobriety and desire for fair dealing. He believed that millions of men, especially those about him were doing the best they could under the very severe conditions which life offered. He objected to the idle, the too dull the swindlers and thieves as well as the officiously puritanic or dogmatic. He resented, for himself at least, solemn pomp and show. Little houses, little gardens, little porches, simple cleanly neighborhoods with their air of routine, industry, convention and order, fascinated him as apparently nothing else could. He insisted that they were enough. A man did not need a great house unless he was a public character with official duties.

Dreiser, he would say in Philadelphia and Newark, if not before, its in just such a neighborhood as this that some day Im going to live. Im going to have my little frau, my seven children, my chickens, dog, cat, canary, best German style, my garden, my birdbox, my pipe; and Sundays, by God, Ill march em all off to church, wife and seven kids, as regular as clockwork, shined shoes, pigtails and all, and Ill lead the procession.

Yes, yes, I said. You talk.

Well, wait and see. Nothing in this world means so much to me as the good old orderly home stuff. One ought to live and die in a family. Its the right way. Im cutting up now, sowing my wild oats, but thats nothing. Im just getting ready to eventually settle down and live, just as I tell you, and be an ideal orderly citizen. Its the only way. Its the way nature intends us to do. All this early kid stuff is passing, a sorting-out process. We get over it. Every fellow does, or ought to be able to, if hes worth anything, find some one woman that he can live with and stick by her. That makes the world that you and I like to live in, and you know it. Theres a psychic call in all of us to it, I think. Its the genius of our civilization, to marry one woman and settle down. And when I do, no more of this all-night stuff with this, that and the other lady. Ill be a model husband and father, sure as youre standing there. Dont you think I wont. Smile if you want to  its so. Ill have my garden. Ill be friendly with my neighbors. You can come over then and help us put the kids to bed.

Oh, Lord! This is a new bug now! Well have the vine-covered cot idea for a while, anyhow.

Oh, all right. Scoff if you want to. Youll see.

Time went by. He was doing all the things I have indicated, living in a kind of whirl of life. At the same time, from time to time, he would come back to this thought. Once, it is true, I thought it was all over with the little yellow-haired girl in Philadelphia. He talked of her occasionally, but less and less. Out on the golf links near Passaic he met another girl, one of a group that flourished there. I met her. She was not unpleasing, a bit sensuous, rather attractive in dress and manners, not very well informed, but gay, clever, up-to-date; such a girl as would pass among other women as fairly satisfactory.

For a time Peter seemed greatly attracted to her. She danced, played a little, was fair at golf and tennis, and she was, or pretended to be, intensely interested in him. He confessed at last that he believed he was in love with her.

So its all day with Philadelphia, is it? I asked.

Its a shame, he replied, but Im afraid so. Im having a hell of a time with myself, my alleged conscience, I tell you.

I heard little more about it. He had a fad for collecting rings at this time, a whole casket full, like a Hindu prince, and he told me once he was giving her her choice of them.

Suddenly he announced that it was all off and that he was going to marry the maid of Philadelphia. He had thrown the solitaire engagement ring he had given her down a sewer! At first he would confess nothing as to the reason or the details, but being so close to me it eventually came out. Apparently, to the others as to myself, he had talked much of his simple home plans, his future children  the good citizen idea. He had talked it to his new love also, and she had sympathized and agreed. Yet one day, after he had endowed her with the engagement ring, some one, a member of the golf club, came and revealed a tale. The girl was not straight. She had been, mayhap was even then, intimate with other men  one anyhow. She was in love with Peter well enough, as she insisted afterward, and willing to undertake the life he suggested, but she had not broken with the old atmosphere completely, or if she had it was still not believed that she had. There were those who could not only charge, but prove. A compromising note of some kind sent to some one was involved, turned over to Peter.

Dreiser, he growled as he related the case to me, it serves me right. I ought to know better. I know the kind of woman I need. This one has handed me a damned good wallop, and I deserve it. I might have guessed that she wasnt suited to me. She was really too free  a life-lover more than a wife. That home stuff! She was just stringing me because she liked me. She isnt really my sort, not simple enough.

But you loved her, I thought?

I did, or thought I did. Still, I used to wonder too. There were many ways about her that troubled me. You think Im kidding about this home and family idea, but Im not. It suits me, however flat it looks to you. I want to do that, live that way, go through the normal routine experience, and Im going to do it.

But how did you break it off with her so swiftly? I asked curiously.

Well, when I heard this I went direct to her and put it up to her. If youll believe me she never even denied it. Said it was all true, but that she was in love with me all right, and would change and be all that I wanted her to be.

Well, thats fair enough, I said, if she loves you. Youre no saint yourself, you know. If youd encourage her, maybe shed make good.

Well, maybe, but I dont think so really, he returned, shaking his head. She likes me, but not enough, Im afraid. She wouldnt run straight, now that shes had this other. Shed mean to maybe, but she wouldnt. I feel it about her. And anyhow I dont want to take any chances. I like her  Im crazy about her really, but Im through. Im going to marry little Dutchy if shell have me, and cut out this old-line stuff. Youll have to stand up with me when I do.

In three months more the new arrangement was consummated and little Dutchy  or Zuleika, as he subsequently named her  was duly brought to Newark and installed, at first in a charming apartment in a conventionally respectable and cleanly neighborhood, later in a small house with a yard, lawn front and back, in one of the homiest of home neighborhoods in Newark. It was positively entertaining to observe Peter not only attempting to assume but assuming the rôle of the conventional husband, and exactly nine months after he had been married, to the hour, a father in this humble and yet, in so far as his particular home was concerned, comfortable world. I have no space here for more than the barest outline. I have already indicated his views, most emphatically expressed and forecasted. He fulfilled them all to the letter, up to the day of his death. In so far as I could make out, he made about as satisfactory a husband and father and citizen as I have ever seen. He did it deliberately, in cold reason, and yet with a warmth and flare which puzzled me all the more since it was based on reason and forethought. I misdoubted. I was not quite willing to believe that it would work out, and yet if ever a home was delightful, with a charming and genuinely happy atmosphere, it was Peters.

Here she is, he observed the day he married her, me frau  Zuleika. Isnt she a peach? Ever see any nicer hair than that? And these here, now, pink cheeks? What? Look at em! And her little Dutchy nose! Isnt it cute? Oh, Dutchy! And right here in me vest pocket is the golden band wherewith I am to be chained to the floor, the domestic hearth. And right there on her finger is my badge of prospective serfdom. Then, in a loud aside to me, In six months Ill be beating her. Come now, Zuleika. We have to go through with this. You have to swear to be my slave.

And so they were married.

And in the home afterward he was as busy and helpful and noisy as any man about the house could ever hope to be. He was always fussing about after hours putting up something or arranging his collections or helping Zuleika wash and dry the dishes, or showing her how to cook something if she didnt know how. He was running to the store or bringing home things from the downtown market. Months before the first child was born he was declaring most shamelessly, In a few months now, Dreiser, Zuleika and I are going to have our first calf. The bones roll for a boy, but you never can tell. Im offering up prayers and oblations  both of us are. I make Zuleika pray every night. And say, when it comes, no spoiling-the-kid stuff. No bawling or rocking it to sleep nights permitted. Heres one kid thats going to be raised right. Ive worked out all the rules. No trashy baby-foods. Good old specially brewed Culmbacher for the mother, and the kid afterwards if it wants it. This is one family in which law and order are going to prevail  good old dichtig, wichtig law and order.

I used to chuckle the while I verbally denounced him for his coarse, plebeian point of view and tastes.

In a little while the child came, and to his immense satisfaction it was a boy. I never saw a man carry on so, make over it, take such a whole-souled interest in all those little things which supposedly made for its health and well-being. For the first few weeks he still talked of not having it petted or spoiled, but at the same time he was surely and swiftly changing, and by the end of that time had become the most doting, almost ridiculously fond papa that I ever saw. Always the child must be in his lap at the most unseemly hours, when his wife would permit it. When he went anywhere, or they, although they kept a maid the child must be carried along by him on his shoulder. He liked nothing better than to sit and hold it close, rocking in a rocking-chair American style and singing, or come tramping into my home in New York, the child looking like a woolen ball. At night if it stirred or whimpered he was up and looking. And the baby-clothes!  and the cradle!  and the toys!  colored rubber balls and soldiers the first or second or third week!

What about that stern discipline that was to be put in force here  no rocking, no getting up at night to coddle a weeping infant?

Yes, I know. Thats all good stuff before you get one. Ive got one of my own now, and Ive got a new light on this. Say, Dreiser, take my advice. Go through the routine. Dont try to escape. Have a kid or two or three. Theres a psychic punch to it you cant get any other way. Its natures way. Its a great scheme. You and your girl and your kid.

As he talked he rocked, holding the baby boy to his breast. It was wonderful.

And Mrs. Peter  how happy she seemed. There was light in that house, flowers, laughter, good fellowship. As in his old rooms so in this new home he gathered a few of his old friends around him and some new ones, friends of this region. In the course of a year or two he was on the very best terms of friendship with his barber around the corner, his grocer, some man who had a saloon and bowling alley in the neighborhood, his tailor, and then just neighbors. The milkman, the coal man, the druggist and cigar man at the next corner  all could tell you where Peter lived. His little front yard had two beds of flowers all summer long, his lot in the back was a garden  lettuce, onions, peas, beans. Peter was always happiest when he could be home working, playing with the baby, pushing him about in a go-cart, working in his garden, or lying on the floor making something  an engraving or print or a box which he was carving, the infant in some simple gingham romper crawling about. He was always busy, but never too much so for a glance or a mock-threatening, Now say, not so much industry there. You leave my things alone, to the child. Of a Sunday he sat out on the front porch smoking, reading the Sunday paper, congratulating himself on his happy married life, and most of the time holding the infant. Afternoons he would carry it somewhere, anywhere, in his arms to his friends, the Park, New York, to see me. At breakfast, dinner, supper the heir presumptive was in a high-chair beside him.

Ah, now, heres a rubber spoon. Beat with that. Its less destructive and less painful physically.

How about a nice prust (crust) dipped in bravery (gravy)   heh? Do you suppose that would cut any of your teeth?

Zuleika, this son of yours seems to think a spoonful of beer or two might not hurt him. What do you say?

Occasionally, especially of a Saturday evening, he wanted to go bowling and yet he wanted his heir. The problem was solved by fitting the latter into a tight little sweater and cap and carrying him along on his shoulder, into the bar for a beer, thence to the bowling alley, where young hopeful was fastened into a chair on the side lines while Peter and myself or some of his friends bowled. At ten or ten-thirty or eleven, as the case might be, he was ready to leave, but before that hour les ongfong might be sound asleep, hanging against Peters scarf, his interest in his toes or thumbs having given out.

Peter, look at that, I observed once. Dont you think wed better take him home?

Home nothing! Let him sleep. He can sleep here as well as anywhere, and besides I like to look at him. And in the room would be a great crowd, cigars, beers, laughter, and Peters various friends as used to the childs presence and as charmed by it as he was. He was just the man who could do such things. His manner and point of view carried conviction. He believed in doing all that he wanted to do simply and naturally, and more and more as he went along people not only respected, I think they adored him, especially the simple homely souls among whom he chose to move and have his being.

About this time there developed among those in his immediate neighborhood a desire to elect him to some political position, that of councilman, or State assemblyman, in the hope or thought that he would rise to something higher. But he would none of it  not then anyhow. Instead, about this time or a very little later, after the birth of his second child (a girl), he devoted himself to the composition of a brilliant piece of prose poetry (Wolf), which, coming from him, did not surprise me in the least. If he had designed or constructed a great building, painted a great picture, entered politics and been elected governor or senator, I would have taken it all as a matter of course. He could have. The material from which anything may rise was there. I asked him to let me offer it to the publishing house with which I was connected, and I recall with interest the comment of the oldest and most experienced of the bookmen and salesmen among us. Youll never make much, if anything, on this book. Its too good, too poetic. But whether it pays or not, I vote yes. Id rather lose money on something like this than make it on some of the trash we do make it on.

Amen. I agreed then, and I agree now.

The last phase of Peter was as interesting and dramatic as any of the others. His married life was going forward about as he had planned. His devotion to his home and children, his loving wife, his multiplex interests, his various friends, was always a curiosity to me, especially in view of his olden days. One day he was over in New York visiting one of his favorite Chinese importing companies, through which he had secured and was still securing occasional objects of art. He had come down to me in my office at the Butterick Building to see if I would not come over the following Saturday as usual and stay until Monday. He had secured something, was planning something. I should see. At the elevator he waved me a gay so long  see you Saturday!

But on Friday, as I was talking with some one at my desk, a telegram was handed me. It was from Mrs. Peter and read: Peter died today at two of pneumonia. Please come.

I could scarcely believe it. I did not know that he had even been sick. His little yellow-haired wife! The two children! His future! His interests! I dropped everything and hurried to the nearest station. En route I speculated on the mysteries on which he had so often speculated  death, dissolution, uncertainty, the crude indifference or cruelty of Nature. What would become of Mrs. Peter? His children?

I arrived only to find a home atmosphere destroyed as by a wind that puts out a light. There was Peter, stiff and cold, and in the other rooms his babies, quite unconscious of what had happened, prattling as usual, and Mrs. Peter practically numb and speechless. It had come so suddenly, so out of a clear sky, that she could not realize, could not even tell me at first. The doctor was there  also a friend of his, the nearest barber! Also two or three representatives from his paper, the owner of the bowling alley, the man who had the $40,000 collection of curios. All were stunned, as I was. As his closest friend, I took charge: wired his relatives, went to an undertaker who knew him to arrange for his burial, in Newark or Philadelphia, as his wife should wish, she having no connection with Newark other than Peter.

It was most distressing, the sense of dull despair and unwarranted disaster which hung over the place. It was as though impish and pagan forces, or malign ones outside life, had committed a crime of the ugliest character. On Monday, the day he saw me, he was well. On Tuesday morning he had a slight cold but insisted on running out somewhere without his overcoat, against which his wife protested. Tuesday night he had a fever and took quinine and aspirin and a hot whiskey. Wednesday morning he was worse and a doctor was called, but it was not deemed serious. Wednesday night he was still worse and pneumonia had set in. Thursday he was lower still, and by noon a metal syphon of oxygen was sent for, to relieve the sense of suffocation setting in. Thursday night he was weak and sinking, but expected to come round  and still, so unexpected was the attack, so uncertain the probability of anything fatal, that no word was sent, even to me. Friday morning he was no worse and no better. If he was no worse by night he might pull through. At noon he was seized with a sudden sinking spell. Oxygen was applied by his wife and a nurse, and the doctor sent for. By one-thirty he was lower still, very low. His face was blue, his lips ashen, his wife told me. We put the oxygen tube to his mouth and I said Can you speak, Peter? I was so nervous and frightened. He moved his head a little to indicate no. Peter, I said, you mustnt let go! You must fight! Think of me! Think of the babies! I was a little crazy, I think, with fear. He looked at me very fixedly. He stiffened and gritted his teeth in a great effort. Then suddenly he collapsed and lay still. He was dead.

I could not help thinking of the force and energy  able at the last minute, when he could not speak  to grit his teeth and fight, a minute before his death. What is the human spirit, or mind, that it can fight so, to the very last? I felt as though some one, something, had ruthlessly killed him, committed plain, unpunished murder  nothing more and nothing less.

And there were his cases of curios, his rug, his prints, his dishes, his many, many schemes, his book to come out soon. I gazed and marveled. I looked at his wife and babies, but could say nothing. It spelled, what such things always spell, in the face of all our dreams, crass chance or the willful, brutal indifference of Nature to all that relates to man. If he is to prosper he must do so without her aid.

That same night, sleeping in the room adjoining that in which was the body, a pale candle burning near it, I felt as though Peter were walking to and fro, to and fro, past me and into the room of his wife beyond, thinking and grieving. His imagined wraith seemed horribly depressed and distressed. Once he came over and moved his hand (something) over my face. I felt him walking into the room where were his wife and kiddies, but he could make no one see, hear, understand. I got up and looked at his cadaver a long time, then went to bed again.

The next day and the next and the next were filled with many things. His mother and sister came on from the West as well as the mother and brother of his wife. I had to look after his affairs, adjusting the matter of insurance which he left, his art objects, the burial of his body in consecrated ground in Philadelphia, with the consent and aid of the local Catholic parish rector, else no burial. His mother desired it, but he had never been a good Catholic and there was trouble. The local parish assistant refused me, even the rector. Finally I threatened the good father with an appeal to the diocesan bishop on the ground of plain common sense and courtesy to a Catholic family, if not charity to a tortured mother and wife  and obtained consent. All along I felt as if a great crime had been committed by some one, foul murder. I could not get it out of my mind, and it made me angry, not sad.

Two, three, five, seven years later, I visited the little family in Philadelphia. The wife was with her mother and father in a simple little home street in a factory district, secretary and stenographer to an architect. She was little changed  a little stouter, not so carefree, industrious, patient. His boy, the petted F  , could not even recall his father, the girl not at all of course. And in the place were a few of his prints, two or three Chinese dishes, pottered by himself, his loom with the unfinished rug. I remained for dinner and dreamed old dreams, but I was uncomfortable and left early. And Mrs. Peter, accompanying me to the steps, looked after me as though I, alone, was all that was left of the old life.


A Doer of the Word

Noank is a little played-out fishing town on the southeastern coast of Connecticut, lying half-way between New London and Stonington. Once it was a profitable port for mackerel and cod fishing. Today its wharves are deserted of all save a few lobster smacks. There is a shipyard, employing three hundred and fifty men, a yacht-building establishment, with two or three hired hands; a sail-loft, and some dozen or so shops or sheds, where the odds and ends of fishing life are made and sold. Everything is peaceful. The sound of the shipyard axes and hammers can be heard for miles over the quiet waters of the bay. In the sunny lane which follows the line of the shore, and along which a few shops struggle in happy-go-lucky disorder, may be heard the voices and noises of the workers at their work. Water gurgling about the stanchions of the docks, the whistle of some fisherman as he dawdles over his nets, or puts his fish ashore, the whirr of the single high-power sewing machine in the sail-loft, often mingle in a pleasant harmony, and invite the mind to repose and speculation.

I was in a most examining and critical mood that summer, looking into the nature and significance of many things, and was sitting one day in the shed of the maker of sailboats, where a half-dozen characters of the village were gathered, when some turn in the conversation brought up the nature of man. He is queer, he is restless; life is not so very much when you come to look upon many phases of it.

Did any of you ever know a contented man? I inquired idly, merely for the sake of something to say.

There was silence for a moment, and one after another met my roving glance with a thoughtful, self-involved and retrospective eye.

Old Mr. Main was the first to answer.

Yes, I did. One.

So did I, put in the sailboat maker, as he stopped in his work to think about it.

Yes, and I did, said a dark, squat, sunny, little old fisherman, who sold cunners for bait in a little hut next door.

Maybe you and me are thinking of the same one, Jacob, said old Mr. Main, looking inquisitively at the boat-builder.

I think weve all got the same man in mind, likely, returned the builder.

Who is he? I asked.

Charlie Potter, said the builder.

Thats the man! exclaimed Mr. Main.

Yes, I reckon Charlie Potter is contented, if anybody be, said an old fisherman who had hitherto been silent.

Such unanimity of opinion struck me forcibly. Charlie Potter  what a humble name; not very remarkable, to say the least. And to hear him so spoken of in this restless, religious, quibbling community made it all the more interesting.

So you really think he is contented, do you? I asked.

Yes, sir! Charlie Potter is a contented man, replied Mr. Main, with convincing emphasis.

Well, I returned, thats rather interesting. What sort of a man is he?

Oh, hes just an ordinary man, not much of anybody. Fishes and builds boats occasionally, put in the boat-builder.

Is that all? Nothing else?

He preaches now and then  not regularly, said Mr. Main.

A-ha! I thought. A religionist!

A preacher is expected to set a good example, I said.

He aint a regular preacher, said Mr. Main, rather quickly. Hes just kind of around in religious work.

What do you mean? I asked curiously, not quite catching the import of this around.

Well, answered the boat builder, he dont take any money for what he does. He aint got anything.

What does he live on then? I persisted, still wondering at the significance of around in religious work.

I dont know. He used to fish for a living. Fishes yet once in a while, I believe.

He makes models of yachts, put in one of the bystanders. He sold the New Haven Road one for two hundred dollars here not long ago.

A vision of a happy-go-lucky Jack-of-all-trades arose before me. A visionary  a theorist.

What else? I asked, hoping to draw them out. What makes you all think he is contented? What does he do that makes him so contented?

Well, said Mr. Main, after a considerable pause and with much of sympathetic emphasis in his voice, Charlie Potter is just a good man, thats all. Thats why hes contented. He does as near as he can what he thinks he ought to by other people  poor people.

You wont find anybody with a kinder heart than Charlie Potter, put in the boat-builder. Thats the trouble with him, really. Hes too good. He dont look after himself right, I say. A fellow has to look out for himself some in this world. If he dont, no one else will.

Right you are, Henry, echoed a truculent sea voice from somewhere.

I was becoming both amused and interested, intensely so.

If he wasnt that way, hed be a darned sight better off than he is, said a thirty-year-old helper, from a far corner of the room.

What makes you say that? I queried. Isnt it better to be kind-hearted and generous than not?

Its all right to be kind-hearted and generous, but that aint sayin that youve got to give your last cent away and let your family go hungry.

Is that what Charlie Potter does?

Well, no, maybe he dont, but he comes mighty near to it at times. He and his wife and his adopted children have been pretty close to it at times.

You see, this was the center, nearly, for all village gossip and philosophic speculation, and many of the most important local problems, morally and intellectually speaking, were here thrashed put.

Theres no doubt but thats where Charlie is wrong, put in old Mr. Main a little later. He dont always stop to think of his family.

What did he ever do that struck you as being over-generous? I asked of the young man who had spoken from the corner.

Thats all right, he replied in a rather irritated and peevish tone; I aint going to go into details now, but theres people around here that hang on him, and that hes give to, that he hadnt orter.

I believe in lookin out for Number One, thats what I believe in, interrupted the boat-maker, laying down his rule and line. This givin up everything and goin without yourself may be all right, but I dont believe it. A mans first duty is to his wife and children, thats what I say.

Thats the way it looks to me, put in Mr. Main.

Well, does Potter give up everything and go without things? I asked the boat-maker.

Purty blamed near it at times, he returned definitely, then addressing the company in general he added, Look at the time he worked over there on Fishers Island, at the Ellersbie farm  the time they were packing the ice there. You remember that, Henry, dont you?

Mr. Main nodded.

What about it?

What about it! Why, he give his rubber boots away, like a darned fool, to old drunken Jimmy Harper, and him loafin around half the year drunk, and worked around on the ice without any shoes himself. He might a took cold and died.

Why did he do it? I queried, very much interested by now.

Oh, Charlies naturally big-hearted, put in the little old man who sold cunners. He believes in the Lord and the Bible. Stands right square on it, only he dont belong to no church like. Hes got the biggest heart I ever saw in a livin being.

Course the other fellow didnt have any shoes for to wear, put in the boat-maker explanatorily, but he never would work, anyhow.

They lapsed into silence while the latter returned to his measuring, and then out of the drift of thought came this from the helper in the corner:

Yes, and look at the way Bailey used to sponge on him. Get his money Saturday night and drink it all up, and then Sunday morning, when his wife and children were hungry, go cryin around Potter. Dinged if Id a helped him. But Potterd take the food right off his breakfast table and give it to him. I saw him do it! I dont think thats right. Not when hes got four or five orphans of his own to care for.

His own children? I interrupted, trying to get the thing straight.

No, sir; just children he picked up around, here and there.

Here is a curious character, sure enough, I thought  one well worth looking into.

Another lull, and then as I was leaving the room to give the matter a little quiet attention, I remarked to the boat-maker:

Outside of his foolish giving, you havent anything against Charlie Potter, have you?

Not a thing, he replied, in apparent astonishment. Charlie Potters one of the best men that ever lived. Hes a good man.

I smiled at the inconsistency and went my way.

A day or two later the loft of the sail-maker, instead of the shed of the boat-builder, happened to be my lounging place, and thinking of this theme, now uppermost in my mind, I said to him:

Do you know a man around here by the name of Charlie Potter?

Well, I might say that I do. He lived here for over fifteen years.

What sort of a man is he?

He stopped in his stitching a moment to look at me, and then said:

How dye mean? By trade, so to speak, or religious-like?

What is it he has done, I said, that makes him so popular with all you people? Everybody says hes a good man. Just what do you mean by that?

Well, he said, ceasing his work as though the subject were one of extreme importance to him, hes a peculiar man, Charlie is. He believes in giving nearly everything he has away, if any one else needs it. Hed give the coat off his back if you asked him for it. Some folks condemn him for this, and for not giving everything to his wife and them orphans he has, but I always thought the man was nearer right than most of us. Ive got a family myself  but, then, sos he, now, for that matter. Its pretty hard to live up to your light always.

He looked away as if he expected some objection to be made to this, but hearing none, he went on. I always liked him personally very much. He aint around here now any more  lives up in Norwich, I think. Hes a man of his word, though, as truthful as kin be. He aint never done nothin for me, I not bein a takin kind, but thats neither here nor there.

He paused, in doubt apparently, as to what else to say.

You say hes so good, I said. Tell me one thing that he ever did that struck you as being preëminently good.

Well, now, I cant say as I kin, exactly, offhand, he replied, there bein so many of them from time to time. He was always doin things one way and another. He give to everybody around here that asked him, and to a good many that didnt. I remember once  and a smile gave evidence of a genial memory he give away a lot of pork that hed put up for the winter to some colored people back here  two or three barrels, maybe. His wife didnt object, exactly, but my, how his mother-in-law did go on about it. She was livin with him then. She went and railed against him all around.

She didnt like to give it to them, eh?

Well, I should say not. She didnt set with his views, exactly  never did. He took the pork, though  it was right in the coldest weather we had that winter  and hauled it back about seven miles here to where they lived, and handed it all out himself. Course they were awful hard up, but then they might a got along without it. They do now, sometimes. Charlies too good that way. Its his one fault, if you might so speak of it.

I smiled as the evidence accumulated. Houseless wayfarers, stopping to find food and shelter under his roof, an orphan child carried seven miles on foot from the bedside of a dead mother and cared for all winter, three children, besides two of his own, being raised out of a sense of affection and care for the fatherless.

One day in the local post office I was idling a half hour with the postmaster, when I again inquired:

Do you know Charlie Potter?

I should think I did. Charlie Potter and I sailed together for something over eleven years.

How do you mean sailed together?

We were on the same schooner. This used to be a great port for mackerel and cod. We were wrecked once together

How was that?

Oh, we went on rocks.

Any lives lost?

No, but there came mighty near being. We helped each other in the boat. I remember Charlie was the last one in that time. Wouldnt get in until all the rest were safe.

A sudden resolution came to me.

Do you know where he is now?

Yes, hes up in Norwich, preaching or doing missionary work. Hes kind of busy all the time among the poor people, and so on. Never makes much of anything out of it for himself, but just likes to do it, I guess.

Do you know how he manages to live?

No, I dont, exactly. He believes in trusting to Providence for what he needs. He works though, too, at one job and another. Hes a carpenter for one thing. Got an idea the Lord will send im whatever he needs.

Well, and does He?

Well, he lives. A little later he added:

Oh, yes. Theres nothing lazy about Charlie. Hes a good worker. When he was in the fishing line here there wasnt a man worked harder than he did. They cant anybody lay anything like that against him.

Is he very difficult to talk to? I asked, meditating on seeking him out. I had so little to do at the time, the very idlest of summers, and the reports of this mans deeds were haunting me. I wanted to discover for myself whether he was real or not  whether the reports were true. The Samaritan in people is so easily exaggerated at times.

Oh, no. Hes one of the finest men that way I ever knew. You could see him, well enough, if you went up to Norwich, providing hes up there. He usually is, though, I think. He lives there with his wife and mother, you know.

I caught an afternoon boat for New London and Norwich at one-thirty, and arrived in Norwich at five. The narrow streets of the thriving little mill city were alive with people. I had no address, could not obtain one, but through the open door of a news-stall near the boat landing I called to the proprietor:

Do you know any one in Norwich by the name of Charlie Potter?

The man who works around among the poor people here?

Thats the man.

Yes, I know him. He lives out on Summer Street, Number Twelve, I think. Youll find it in the city directory.

The ready reply was rather astonishing. Norwich has something like thirty thousand people.

I walked out in search of Summer Street and finally found a beautiful lane of that name climbing upward over gentle slopes, arched completely with elms. Some of the pretty porches of the cottages extended nearly to the sidewalk. Hammocks, rocking-chairs on verandas, benches under the trees  all attested the love of idleness and shade in summer. Only the glimpse of mills and factories in the valley below evidenced the grimmer life which gave rise mayhap to the need of a man to work among the poor.

Is this Summer Street? I inquired of an old darky who was strolling cityward in the cool of the evening. An umbrella was under his arm and an evening paper under his spectacled nose.

Bress de Lord! he said, looking vaguely around. Ah couldnt say. Ah knows dat street  been on it fifty times  but Ah never did know de name. Ha, ha, ha!

The hills about echoed his hearty laugh.

You dont happen to know Charlie Potter?

Oh, yas, sah. Ah knows Charlie Potter. Dats his house right ovah dar.

The house in which Charlie Potter lived was a two-story frame, overhanging a sharp slope, which descended directly to the waters of the pretty river below. For a mile or more, the valley of the river could be seen, its slopes dotted with houses, the valley itself lined with mills. Two little girls were upon the sloping lawn to the right of the house. A stout, comfortable-looking man was sitting by a window on the left side of the house, gazing out over the valley.

Is this where Charlie Potter lives? I inquired of one of the children.

Yes, sir.

Did he live in Noank?

Yes, sir.

Just then a pleasant-faced woman of forty-five or fifty issued from a vine-covered door.

Mr. Potter? she replied to my inquiry. Hell be right out.

She went about some little work at the side of the house, and in a moment Charlie Potter appeared. He was short, thick-set, and weighed no less than two hundred pounds. His face and hands were sunburned and brown like those of every fisherman of Noank. An old wrinkled coat and a baggy pair of gray trousers clothed his form loosely. Two inches of a spotted, soft-brimmed hat were pulled carelessly over his eyes. His face was round and full, but slightly seamed. His hands were large, his walk uneven, and rather inclined to a side swing, or the sailors roll. He seemed an odd, pudgy person for so large a fame.

Is this Mr. Potter?

Im the man.

I live on a little hummock at the east of Mystic Island, off Noank.

You do?

I came up to have a talk with you.

Will you come inside, or shall we sit out here?

Lets sit on the step.

All right, lets sit on the step.

He waddled out of the gate and sank comfortably on the little low doorstep, with his feet on the cool bricks below. I dropped into the space beside him, and was greeted by as sweet and kind a look as I have ever seen in a mans eyes. It was one of perfect courtesy and good nature  void of all suspicion.

We were sitting down in the sailboat makers place at Noank the other day, and I asked a half dozen of the old fellows whether they had ever known a contented man. They all thought a while, and then they said they had. Old Mr. Main and the rest of them agreed that Charlie Potter was a contented man. What I want to know is, are you?

I looked quizzically into his eyes to see what effect this would have, and if there was no evidence of a mist of pleasure and affection being vigorously restrained I was very much mistaken. Something seemed to hold the man in helpless silence as he gazed vacantly at nothing. He breathed heavily, then drew himself together and lifted one of his big hands, as if to touch me, but refrained.

Yes, brother, he said after a time, I am.

Well, thats good, I replied, taking a slight mental exception to the use of the word brother. What makes you contented?

I dont know, unless it is that Ive found out what I ought to do. You see, I need so very little for myself that I couldnt be very unhappy.

What ought you to do?

I ought to love my fellowmen.

And do you?

Say, brother, but I do, he insisted quite simply and with no evidence of chicane or make-believe  a simple, natural enthusiasm. I love everybody. There isnt anybody so low or so mean but I love him. I love you, yes, I do. I love you.

He reached out and touched me with his hand, and while I was inclined to take exception to this very moral enthusiasm, I thrilled just the same as I have not over the touch of any man in years. There was something effective and electric about him, so very warm and foolishly human. The glance which accompanied it spoke, it seemed, as truthfully as his words. He probably did love me  or thought he did. What difference?

We lapsed into silence. The scene below was so charming that I could easily gaze at it in silence. This little house was very simple, not poor, by no means prosperous, but well-ordered  such a home as such a man might have. After a while I said:

It is very evident that you think the condition of some of your fellowmen isnt what it ought to be. Tell me what you are trying to do. What method have you for improving their condition?

The way I reason is this-a-way, he began. All that some people have is their feelings, nothing else. Take a tramp, for instance, as I often have. When you begin to sum up to see where to begin, you find that all he has in the world, besides his pipe and a little tobacco, is his feelings. Its all most people have, rich or poor, though a good many think they have more than that. I try not to injure anybodys feelings.

He looked at me as though he had expressed the solution of the difficulties of the world, and the wonderful, kindly eyes beamed in rich romance upon the scene.

Very good, I said, but what do you do? How do you go about it to aid your fellowmen?

Well, he answered, unconsciously overlooking his own personal actions in the matter, I try to bring them the salvation which the Bible teaches. You know I stand on the Bible, from cover to cover.

Yes, I know you stand on the Bible, but what do you do? You dont merely preach the Bible to them. What do you do?

No, sir, I dont preach the Bible at all. I stand on it myself. I try as near as I can to do what it says. I go wherever I can be useful. If anybody is sick or in trouble, Im ready to go. Ill be a nurse. Ill work and earn them food. Ill give them anything I can  thats what I do.

How can you give when you havent anything? They told me in Noank that you never worked for money.

Not for myself alone. I never take any money for myself alone. That would be self-seeking. Anything I earn or take is for the Lord, not me. I never keep it. The Lord doesnt allow a man to be self-seeking.

Well, then, when you get money what do you do with it? You cant do and live without money.

He had been looking away across the river and the bridge to the city below, but now he brought his eyes back and fixed them on me.

Ive been working now for twenty years or more, and, although Ive never had more money than would last me a few days at a time, Ive never wanted for anything and Ive been able to help others. Ive run pretty close sometimes. Time and time again Ive been compelled to say, Lord, Im all out of coal, or Lord, Im going to have to ask you to get me my fare to New Haven tomorrow, but in the moment of my need He has never forgotten me. Why, Ive gone down to the depot time and time again, when it was necessary for me to go, without five cents in my pocket, and Hes been there to meet me. Why, He wouldnt keep you waiting when youre about His work. He wouldnt forget you  not for a minute.

I looked at the man in open-eyed amazement.

Do you mean to say that you would go down to a depot without money and wait for money to come to you?

Oh, brother, he said, with the softest light in his eyes, if you only knew what it is to have faith!

He laid his hand softly on mine.

What is car-fare to New Haven or to anywhere, to Him?

But, I replied materially, you havent any car-fare when you go there  how do you actually get it? Who gives it to you? Give me one instance.

Why, it was only last week, brother, that a woman wrote me from Maiden, Massachusetts, wanting me to come and see her. Shes very sick with consumption, and she thought she was going to die. I used to know her in Noank, and she thought if she could get to see me she would feel better.

I didnt have any money at the time, but that didnt make any difference.

Lord, I said, heres a woman sick in Maiden, and she wants me to come to her. I havent got any money, but Ill go right down to the depot, in time to catch a certain train, and I went. And while I was standing there a man came up to me and said, Brother, Im told to give you this, and he handed me ten dollars.

Did you know the man? I exclaimed.

Never saw him before in my life, he replied, smiling genially.

And didnt he say anything more than that?

No.

I stared at him, and he added, as if to take the edge off my astonishment:

Why, bless your heart, I knew he was from the Lord, just the moment I saw him coming.

You mean to say you were standing there without a cent, expecting the Lord to help you, and He did?

He shall call upon me, and I shall answer him, he answered simply, quoting the Ninety-first Psalm.

This incident was still the subject of my inquiry when a little colored girl came out of the yard and paused a moment before us.

May I go down across the bridge, papa? she asked.

Yes, he answered, and then as she tripped away, said:

Shes one of my adopted children. He gazed between his knees at the sidewalk.

Have you many others?

Three.

Raising them, are you?

Yes.

They seem to think, down in Noank, that living as you do and giving everything away is satisfactory to you but rather hard on your wife and children.

Well, it is true that she did feel a little uncertain in the beginning, but shes never wanted for anything. Shell tell you herself that shes never been without a thing that she really needed, and shes been happy.

He paused to meditate, I presume, over the opinion of his former fellow townsmen, and then added:

Its true, there have been times when we have been right where we had to have certain things pretty badly, before they came, but they never failed to come.

While he was still talking, Mrs. Potter came around the corner of the house and out upon the sidewalk. She was going to the Saturday evening market in the city below.

Here she is, he said. Now you can ask her.

What is it? she inquired, turning a serene and smiling face to me.

They still think, down in Noank, that youre not very happy with me, he said. Theyre afraid you want for something once in a while.

She took this piece of neighborly interference in better fashion than most would, I fancy.

I have never wanted for anything since I have been married to my husband, she said. I am thoroughly contented.

She looked at him and he at her, and there passed between them an affectionate glance.

Yes, he said, when she had passed after a pleasing little conversation, my wife has been a great help to me. She has never complained.

People are inclined to talk a little, I said.

Well, you see, she never complained, but she did feel a little bit worried in the beginning.

Have you a mission or a church here in Norwich?

No, I dont believe in churches.

Not in churches?

No. The sight of a minister preaching the word of God for so much a year is all a mockery to me.

What do you believe in?

Personal service. Churches and charitable institutions and societies are all valueless. You cant reach your fellowman that way. They build up buildings and pay salaries  but theres a better way. (I was thinking of St. Francis and his original dream, before they threw him out and established monasteries and a costume or uniform  the thing he so much objected to.) This giving of a few old clothes that the moths will get anyhow, that wont do. Youve got to give something of yourself, and thats affection. Love is the only thing you can really give in all this world. When you give love, you give everything. Everything comes with it in some way or other.

How do you say? I queried. Money certainly comes handy sometimes.

Yes, when you give it with your own hand and heart  in no other way. It comes to nothing just contributed to some thing. Ah! he added, with sudden animation, the tangles men can get themselves into, the snarls, the wretchedness! Troubles with women, with men whom they owe, with evil things they say and think, until they cant walk down the street any more without peeping about to see if they are followed. They cant look you in die face; cant walk a straight course, but have got to sneak around corners. Poor, miserable, unhappy  theyre worrying and crying and dodging one another!

He paused, lost in contemplation of the picture he had conjured up.

Yes, I went on catechistically, determined, if I could, to rout out this matter of giving, this actual example of the modus operandi of Christian charity. What do you do? How do you get along without giving them money?

I dont get along without giving them some money. There are cases, lots of them, where a little money is necessary. But, brother, it is so little necessary at times. It isnt always money they want. You cant reach them with old clothes and charity societies, he insisted. Youve got to love them, brother. Youve got to go to them and love them, just as they are, scarred and miserable and bad-hearted.

Yes, I replied doubtfully, deciding to follow this up later. But just what is it you do in a needy case? One instance?

Why, one night I was passing a little house in this town, he went on, and I heard a woman crying. I went right to the door and opened it, and when I got inside she just stopped and looked at me.

Madam, I said, I have come to help you, if I can. Now you tell me what youre crying for.

Well, sir, you know she sat there and told me how her husband drank and how she didnt have anything in the house to eat, and so I just gave her all I had and told her I would see her husband for her, and the next day I went and hunted him up and said to him, Oh, brother, I wish you would open your eyes and see what you are doing. I wish you wouldnt do that any more. Its only misery you are creating. And, you know, I got to telling about how badly his wife felt about it, and how I intended to work and try and help her, and bless me if he didnt up and promise me before I got through that he wouldnt do that any more. And he didnt. Hes working today, and its been two years since I went to him, nearly.

His eyes were alight with his appreciation of personal service.

Yes, thats one instance, I said.

Oh, there are plenty of them, he replied. Its the only way. Down here in New London a couple of winters ago we had a terrible time of it. That was the winter of the panic, you know. Cold  my, but that was a cold winter, and thousands of people out of work  just thousands. It was awful. I tried to do what I could here and there all along, but finally things got so bad there that I went to the mayor. I saw they were raising some kind of a fund to help the poor, so I told him that if hed give me a little of the money they were talking of spending that Id feed the hungry for a cent-and-a-half a meal.

A cent-and-a-half a meal!

Yes, sir. They all thought it was rather curious, not possible at first, but they gave me the money and I fed em.

Good meals?

Yes, as good as I ever eat myself, he replied.

How did you do it? I asked.

Oh, I can cook. I just went around to the markets, and told the market-men what I wanted  heads of mackerel, and the part of the halibut thats left after the rich man cuts off his steak  its the poorest part that he pays for, you know. And I went fishing myself two or three times  borrowed a big boat and got men to help me  oh, Im a good fisherman, you know. And then I got the loan of an old covered brickyard that no one was using any more, a great big thing that I could close up and build fires in, and I put my kettle in there and rigged up tables out of borrowed boards, and got people to loan me plates and spoons and knives and forks and cups. I made fish chowder, and fish dinners, and really I set a very fine table, I did, that winter.

For a cent-and-a-half a meal!

Yes, sir, a cent-and-a-half a meal. Ask any one in New London. Thats all it cost me. The mayor said he was surprised at the way I did it.

Well, but there wasnt any particular personal service in the money they gave you? I asked, catching him up on that point. They didnt personally serve  those who gave you the money?

No, sir, they didnt, he replied dreamily, with unconscious simplicity. But they gave through me, you see. Thats the way it was. I gave the personal service. Dont you see? Thats the way.

Yes, thats the way, I smiled, avoiding as far as possible a further discussion of this contradiction, so unconscious on his part, and in the drag of his thought he took up another idea.

I clothed em that winter, too  went around and got barrels and boxes of old clothing. Some of them felt a little ashamed to put on the things, but I got over that, all right. I was wearing them myself, and I just told them, Dont feel badly, brother. Im wearing them out of the same barrel with you  Im wearing them out of the same barrel. Got my clothes entirely free for that winter.

Can you always get all the aid you need for such enterprises?

Usually, and then I can earn a good deal of money when I work steadily. I can get a hundred and fifty dollars for a little yacht, you know, every time I find time to make one; and I can make a good deal of money out of fishing. I went out fishing here on the Fourth of July and caught two hundred blackfish  four and five pounds, almost, every one of them.

That ought to be profitable, I said.

Well, it was, he replied.

How much did you get for them?

Oh, I didnt sell them, he said. I never take money for my work that way. I gave them all away.

What did you do? I asked, laughing advertise for people to come for them?

No. My wife took some, and my daughters, and I took the rest and we carried them around to people that we thought would like to have them.

Well, that wasnt so profitable, was it? I commented amusedly.

Yes, they were fine fish, he replied, not seeming to have heard me.

We dropped the subject of personal service at this point, and I expressed the opinion that his service was only a temporary expedient. Times changed, and with them, people. They forgot. Perhaps those he aided were none the better for accepting his charity.

I know what you mean, he said. But that dont make any difference. You just have to keep on giving, thats all, see? Not all of em turn back. It helps a lot. Money is the only dangerous thing to give  but I never give money  not very often. I give myself, rather, as much as possible. I give food and clothing, too, but I try to show em a new way  thats not money, you know. So many people need a new way. Theyre looking for it often, only they dont seem to know how. But God, dear brother, however poor or mean they are  He knows. Youve got to reach the heart, you know, and I let Him help me. Youve got to make a man over in his soul, if you want to help him, and money wont help you to do that, you know. No, it wont.

He looked up at me in clear-eyed faith. It was remarkable.

Make them over? I queried, still curious, for it was all like a romance, and rather fantastic to me. What do you mean? How do you make them over?

Oh, in their attitude, thats how. Youve got to change a man and bring him out of self-seeking if you really want to make him good. Most men are so tangled up in their own errors and bad ways, and so worried over their seekings, that unless you can set them to giving its no use. Theyre always seeking, and they dont know what they want half the time. Money isnt the thing. Why, half of them wouldnt understand how to use it if they had it. Their minds are not bright enough. Their perceptions are not clear enough. All you can do is to make them content with themselves. And that, giving to others will do. I never saw the man or the woman yet who couldnt be happy if you could make them feel the need of living for others, of doing something for somebody besides themselves. Its a fact. Selfish people are never happy.

He rubbed his hands as if he saw the solution of the worlds difficulties very clearly, and I said to him:

Well, now, youve got a man out of the mire, and saved, as you call it, and then what? What comes next?

Well, then hes saved, he replied. Happiness comes next  content.

I know. But must he go to church, or conform to certain rules?

No, no, no! he replied sweetly. Nothing to do except to be good to others. True religion and undefiled before our God and Father is this, he quoted, to visit the widow and the orphan in their affliction and to keep unspotted from the world. Charity is kind, you know. Charity vaunteth not itself, is not puffed up, seeketh not its own.

Well, I said, rather aimlessly, I will admit, for this high faith staggered me. (How high! How high!) And then what?

Well, then the world would come about. It would be so much better. All the misery is in the lack of sympathy one with another. When we get that straightened out we can work in peace. There are lots of things to do, you know.

Yes, I thought, looking down on the mills and the driving force of self-interest  on greed, lust, love of pleasure, all their fantastic and yet moving dreams.

Im an ignorant man myself, and I dont know all, he went on, and Id like to study. My, but Id like to look into all things, but I cant do it now. We cant stop until this thing is straightened out. Some time, maybe, and he looked peacefully away.

By the way, I said, whatever became of the man to whom you gave your rubber boots over on Fishers Island?

His face lit up as if it were the most natural thing that I should know about it.

Say, he exclaimed, in the most pleased and confidential way, as if we were talking about a mutual friend, I saw him not long ago. And, do you know, hes a good man now  really, he is. Sober and hard-working. And, say, would you believe it, he told me that I was the cause of it  just that miserable old pair of rubber boots  what do you think of that?

I shook his hand at parting, and as we stood looking at each other in the shadow of the evening I asked him:

Are you afraid to die?

Say, brother, but Im not, he returned. It hasnt any terror for me at all. Im just as willing. My, but Im willing.

He smiled and gripped me heartily again, and, as I was starting to go, said:

If I die tonight, itll be all right. Hell use me just as long as He needs me. That I know. Good-by.

Good-by, I called back.

He hung by his fence, looking down upon the city. As I turned the next corner I saw him awakening from his reflection and waddling stolidly back into the house.


My Brother Paul

I like best to think of him as he was at the height of his all-too-brief reputation and success, when, as the author and composer of various American popular successes (On the Banks of the Wabash, Just Tell Them That You Saw Me, and various others), as a third owner of one of the most successful popular music publishing houses in the city and as an actor and playwright of some small repute, he was wont to spin like a moth in the white light of Broadway. By reason of a little luck and some talent he had come so far, done so much for himself. In his day he had been by turn a novitiate in a Western seminary which trained aspirants for the Catholic priesthood; a singer and entertainer with a perambulating cure-all oil troupe or wagon (Hamlins Wizard Oil) traveling throughout Ohio, Indiana and Illinois; both end- and middle-man with one, two or three different minstrel companies of repute; the editor or originator and author of a funny column in a Western small city paper; the author of the songs mentioned and a hundred others; a black-face monologue artist; a white-face ditto, at Tony Pastors, Miners and Niblos of the old days; a comic lead; co-star and star in such melodramas and farces as The Danger Signal, The Two Johns, A Tin Soldier, The Midnight Bell, A Green Goods Man (a farce which he himself wrote, by the way), and others. The man had a genius for the kind of gayety, poetry and romance which may, and no doubt must be, looked upon as exceedingly middle-class but which nonetheless had as much charm as anything in this world can well have. He had at this time absolutely no cares or financial worries of any kind, and this plus his health, self-amusing disposition and talent for entertaining, made him a most fascinating figure to contemplate.

My first recollection of him is of myself as a boy often and he a man of twenty-five (my oldest brother). He had come back to the town in which we were then living solely to find his mother and help her. Six or seven years before he had left without any explanation as to where he was going, tired of or irritated by the routine of a home which for any genuine opportunity it offered him might as well never have existed. It was run dominantly by my father in the interest of religious and moral theories, with which this boy had little sympathy. He was probably not understood by any one save my mother, who understood or at least sympathized with us all. Placed in a school which was to turn him out a priest, he had decamped, and now seven years later was here in this small town, with fur coat and silk hat, a smart cane  a gentleman of the theatrical profession. He had joined a minstrel show somewhere and had become an end-man. He had suspected that we were not as fortunate in this worlds goods as might be and so had returned. His really great heart had called him.

But the thing which haunts me, and which was typical of him then as throughout life, was the spirit which he then possessed and conveyed. It was one of an agile geniality, unmarred by thought of a serious character but warm and genuinely tender and with a taste for simple beauty which was most impressive. He was already the author of a cheap songbook, The Paul Dresser Songster (All the Songs Sung in the Show), and some copies of this he had with him, one of which he gave me. But we having no musical instrument of any kind, he taught me some of the melodies by ear. The home in which by force of poverty we were compelled to live was most unprepossessing and inconvenient, and the result of his coming could but be our request for, or at least the obvious need of, assistance. Still he was as much an enthusiastic part of it as though he belonged to it. He was happy in it, and the cause of his happiness was my mother, of whom he was intensely fond. I recall how he hung about her in the kitchen or wherever she happened to be, how enthusiastically he related all his plans for the future, his amusing difficulties in the past. He was very grand and youthfully self-important, or so we all thought, and still he patted her on the shoulder or put his arm about her and kissed her. Until she died years later she was truly his uppermost thought, crying with her at times over her troubles and his. He contributed regularly to her support and sent home all his cast-off clothing to be made over for the younger ones. (Bless her tired hands!)

As I look back now on my life, I realize quite clearly that of all the members of my family, subsequent to my mothers death, the only one who truly understood me, or, better yet, sympathized with my intellectual and artistic point of view, was, strange as it may seem, this same Paul, my dearest brother. Not that he was in any way fitted intellectually or otherwise to enjoy high forms of art and learning and so guide me, or that he understood, even in later years (long after I had written Sister Carrie, for instance), what it was that I was attempting to do; he never did. His world was that of the popular song, the middle-class actor or comedian, the middle-class comedy, and such humorous æsthetes of the writing world as Bill Nye, Petroleum V. Nasby, the authors of the Spoopendyke Papers, and Samantha at Saratoga. As far as I could make out  and I say this in no lofty, condescending spirit, by any means  he was entirely full of simple, middle-class romance, middle-class humor, middle-class tenderness and middle-class grossness, all of which I am very free to say early disarmed and won me completely and kept me so much his debtor that I should hesitate to try to acknowledge or explain all that he did for or meant to me.

Imagine, if you can, a man weighing all of three hundred pounds, not more than five feet ten-and-one-half inches in height and yet of so lithesome a build that he gave not the least sense of either undue weight or lethargy. His temperament, always ebullient and radiant, presented him as a clever, eager, cheerful, emotional and always highly illusioned person with so collie-like a warmth that one found him compelling interest and even admiration. Easily cast down at times by the most trivial matters, at others, and for the most part, he was so spirited and bubbly and emotional and sentimental that your fiercest or most gloomy intellectual rages or moods could scarcely withstand his smile. This tenderness or sympathy of his, a very human appreciation of the weaknesses and errors as well as the toils and tribulations of most of us, was by far his outstanding and most engaging quality, and gave him a very definite force and charm. Admitting, as I freely do, that he was very sensuous (gross, some people might have called him), that he had an intense, possibly an undue fondness for women, a frivolous, childish, horse-playish sense of humor at times, still he had other qualities which were absolutely adorable. Life seemed positively to spring up fountain-like in him. One felt in him a capacity to do (in his possibly limited field); an ability to achieve, whether he was doing so at the moment or not, and a supreme willingness to share and radiate his success  qualities exceedingly rare, I believe. Some people are so successful, and yet you know their success is purely selfish  exclusive, not inclusive; they never permit you to share in their lives. Not so my good brother. He was generous to the point of self-destruction, and that is literally true. He was the mark if not the prey of all those who desired much or little for nothing, those who previously might not have rendered him a service of any kind. He was all life and color, and thousands (I use the word with care) noted and commented on it.

When I first came to New York he was easily the foremost popular song-writer of the day and was the cause of my coming, so soon at least, having established himself in the publishing field and being so comfortably settled as to offer me a kind of anchorage in so troubled a commercial sea. I was very much afraid of New York, but with him here it seemed not so bad. The firm of which he was a part had a floor or two in an old residence turned office building, as so many are in New York, in Twentieth Street very close to Broadway, and here, during the summer months (1894-7) when the various theatrical road-companies, one of which he was always a part, had returned for the closed season, he was to be found aiding his concern in the reception and care of possible applicants for songs and attracting by his personality such virtuosi of the vaudeville and comedy stage as were likely to make the instrumental publications of his firm a success.

I may as well say here that he had no more business skill than a fly. At the same time, he was in no wise sycophantic where either wealth, power or fame was concerned. He considered himself a personage of sorts, and was. The minister, the moralist, the religionist, the narrow, dogmatic and self-centered in any field were likely to be the butt of his humor, and he could imitate so many phases of character so cleverly that he was the life of any idle pleasure-seeking party anywhere. To this day I recall his characterization of an old Irish washerwoman arguing; a stout, truculent German laying down the law; lean, gloomy, out-at-elbows actors of the Hamlet or classic school complaining of their fate; the stingy skinflint haggling over a dollar, and always with a skill for titillating the risibilities which is vivid to me even to this day. Other butts of his humor were the actor, the Irish day-laborer, the negro and the Hebrew. And how he could imitate them! It is useless to try to indicate such things in writing, the facial expression, the intonation, the gestures; these are not things of words. Perhaps I can best indicate the direction of his mind, if not his manner, by the following:

One night as we were on our way to a theater there stood on a nearby corner in the cold a blind man singing and at the same time holding out a little tin cup into which the coins of the charitably inclined were supposed to be dropped. At once my brother noticed him, for he had an eye for this sort of thing, the pathos of poverty as opposed to so gay a scene, the street with its hurrying theater crowds. At the same time, so inherently mischievous was his nature that although his sympathy for the suffering or the ill-used of fate was overwhelming, he could not resist combining his intended charity with a touch of the ridiculous.

Got any pennies? he demanded.

Three or four.

Going over to an outdoor candystand he exchanged a quarter for pennies, then came back and waited until the singer, who had ceased singing, should begin a new melody. A custom of the singers, since the song was of no import save as a means of attracting attention to him, was to interpolate a Thank you after each coin dropped in his cup and between the words of the song, regardless. It was this little idiosyncrasy which evidently had attracted my brothers attention, although it had not mine. Standing quite close, his pennies in his hand, he waited until the singer had resumed, then began dropping pennies, waiting each time for the Thank you, which caused the song to go about as follows:

Da-a-ling (Clink! Thank you!) I am (Clink! Thank you!) growing o-o-o-ld (Clink! Thank you!), Silve-e-r (Clink! Thank you!) threads among the (Clink! Thank you!) go-o-o-ld (Clink! Thank you!). Shine upon my-y (Clink! Thank you!) bro-o-ow toda-a-y (Clink! Thank you!), Life is (Clink! Thank you!) fading fast a-a-wa-a-ay (Clink! Thank you!)  and so on ad infinitum, until finally the beggar himself seemed to hesitate a little and waver, only so solemn was his rôle of want and despair that of course he dared not but had to go on until the last penny was in, and until he was saying more Thank yous than words of the song. A passer-by noticing it had begun to Haw-haw!, at which others joined in, myself included. The beggar himself, a rather sniveling specimen, finally realizing what a figure he was cutting with his song and thanks, emptied the coins into his hand and with an indescribably wry expression, half-uncertainty and half smile, exclaimed, Ill have to thank you as long as you keep putting pennies in, I suppose. God bless you!

My brother came away smiling and content.

However, it is not as a humorist or song-writer or publisher that I wish to portray him, but as an odd, lovable personality, possessed of so many interesting and peculiar and almost indescribable traits. Of all characters in fiction he perhaps most suggests Jack Falstaff, with his love of women, his bravado and bluster and his innate good nature and sympathy. Sympathy was really his outstanding characteristic, even more than humor, although the latter was always present. One might recite a thousand incidents of his generosity and out-of-hand charity, which contained no least thought of return or reward. I recall that once there was a boy who had been reared in one of the towns in which we had once lived who had never had a chance in his youth, educationally or in any other way, and, having turned out bad and sunk to the level of a bank robber, had been detected in connection with three other men in the act of robbing a bank, the watchman of which was subsequently killed in the mêlée and escape. Of all four criminals only this one had been caught. Somewhere in prison he had heard sung one of my brothers sentimental ballads, The Convict and the Bird, and recollecting that he had known Paul wrote him, setting forth his life history and that now he had no money or friends.

At once my good brother was alive to the pathos of it. He showed the letter to me and wanted to know what could be done. I suggested a lawyer, of course, one of those brilliant legal friends of his  always he had enthusiastic admirers in all walks  who might take the case for little or nothing. There was the leader of Tammany Hall, Richard Croker, who could be reached, he being a friend of Pauls. There was the Governor himself to whom a plain recitation of the boys unfortunate life might be addressed, and with some hope of profit.

All of these things he did, and more. He went to the prison (Sing Sing), saw the warden and told him the story of the boys life, then went to the boy, or man, himself and gave him some money. He was introduced to the Governor through influential friends and permitted to tell the tale. There was much delay, a reprieve, a commutation of the death penalty to life imprisonment  the best that could be done. But he was so grateful for that, so pleased. You would have thought at the time that it was his own life that had been spared.

Good heavens! I jested. Youd think youd done the man an inestimable service, getting him in the penitentiary for life!

Thats right, he grinned  an unbelievably provoking smile. Hed better be dead, wouldnt he? Well, Ill write and ask him which hed rather have.

I recall again taking him to task for going to the rescue of a down and out actor who had been highly successful and apparently not very sympathetic in his day, one of that more or less gaudy clan that wastes its substance, or so it seemed to me then, in riotous living. But now being old and entirely discarded and forgotten, he was in need of sympathy and aid. By some chance he knew Paul, or Paul had known him, and now because of the formers obvious prosperity  he was much in the papers at the time  he had appealed to him. The man lived with a sister in a wretched little town far out on Long Island. On receiving his appeal Paul seemed to wish to investigate for himself, possibly to indulge in a little lofty romance or sentiment. At any rate he wanted me to go along for the sake of companionship, so one dreary November afternoon we went, saw the pantaloon, who did not impress me very much even in his age and misery for he still had a few of his theatrical manners and insincerities, and as we were coming away I said, Paul, why should you be the goat in every case? for I had noted ever since I had been in New York, which was several years then, that he was a victim of many such importunities. If it was not the widow of a deceased friend who needed a ton of coal or a sack of flour, or the reckless, headstrong boy of parents too poor to save him from a term in jail or the reformatory and who asked for fine-money or an appeal to higher powers for clemency, or a wastrel actor or actress down and out and unable to get back to New York and requiring his or her railroad fare wired prepaid, it was the dead wastrel actor or actress who needed a coffin and a decent form of burial.

Well, you know how it is, Thee (he nearly always addressed me thus), when youre old and sick. As long as youre up and around and have money, everybodys your friend. But once youre down and out no one wants to see you any more  see? Almost amusingly he was always sad over those who had once been prosperous but who were now old and forgotten. Some of his silliest tender songs conveyed as much.

Quite so, I complained, rather brashly, I suppose, but why didnt he save a little money when he had it? He made as much as youll ever make. The man had been a star. He had plenty of it, didnt he? Why should he come to you?

Well, you know how it is, Thee, he explained in the kindliest and most apologetic way. When youre young and healthy like that you dont think. I know how it is; Im that way myself. We all have a little of it in us. I have; you have. And anyhow youths the time to spend money if youre to get any good of it, isnt it? Of course when youre old you cant expect much, but still I always feel as though Id like to help some of these old people. His eyes at such times always seemed more like those of a mother contemplating a sick or injured child than those of a man contemplating life.

But, Paul, I insisted on another occasion when he had just wired twenty-five dollars somewhere to help bury some one. (My spirit was not so niggardly as fearsome. I was constantly terrified in those days by the thought of a poverty-stricken old age for myself and him  why, I dont know. I was by no means incompetent.) Why dont you save your money? Why should you give it to every Tom, Dick and Harry that asks you? Youre not a charity organization, and youre not called upon to feed and clothe and bury all the wasters who happen to cross your path. If you were down and out how many do you suppose would help you?

Well, you know, and his voice and manner were largely those of mother, the same wonder, the same wistfulness and sweetness, the same bubbling charity and tenderness of heart, I cant say I havent got it, can I? He was at the height of his success at the time. And anyhow, whats the use being so hard on people? Were all likely to get that way. You dont know what pulls people down sometimes  not wasting always. Its thoughtlessness, or trying to be happy. Remember how poor we were and how mamma and papa used to worry. Often these references to mother or father or their difficulties would bring tears to his eyes. I cant stand to see people suffer, thats all, not if I have anything, and his eyes glowed sweetly. And, after all, he added apologetically, the little I give isnt much. They dont get so much out of me. They dont come to me every day.

Another time  one Christmas Eve it was, when I was comparatively new to New York (my second or third year), I was a little uncertain what to do, having no connections outside of Paul and two sisters, one of whom was then out of the city. The other, owing to various difficulties of her own and a temporary estrangement from us  more our fault than hers  was therefore not available. The rather drab state into which she had allowed her marital affections to lead her was the main reason that kept us apart. At any rate I felt that I could not, or rather would not, go there. At the same time, owing to some difficulty or irritation with the publishing house of which my brother was then part owner (it was publishing the magazine which I was editing), we twain were also estranged, nothing very deep really  a temporary feeling of distance and indifference.

So I had no place to go except to my room, which was in a poor part of the town, or out to dine where best I might  some moderate-priced hotel, was my thought. I had not seen my brother in three or four days, but after I had strolled a block or two up Broadway I encountered him. I have always thought that he had kept an eye on me and had really followed me; was looking, in short, to see what I would do As usual he was most smartly and comfortably dressed.

Where you going, Thee? he called cheerfully.

Oh, no place in particular, I replied rather suavely, I presume. Just going up the street.

Now, see here, sport, he began  a favorite expression of his, sport  with his face abeam, whats the use you and me quarreling? Its Christmas Eve, aint it? Its a shame! Come on, lets have a drink and then go out to dinner.

Well, I said, rather uncompromisingly, for at times his seemingly extreme success and well-being irritated me, Ill have a drink, but as for dinner I have another engagement.

Aw, dont say that. Whats the use being sore? You know I always feel the same even if we do quarrel at times. Cut it out. Come on. You know Im your brother, and youre mine. Its all right with me, Thee. Lets make it up, will you? Put er there! Come on, now. Well go and have a drink, see, something hot  its Christmas Eve, sport. The old home stuff.

He smiled winsomely, coaxingly, really tenderly, as only he could smile. I gave in. But now as we entered the nearest shining bar, a Christmas crowd buzzing within and without (it was the old Fifth Avenue Hotel), a new thought seemed to strike him.

Seen E  lately? he inquired, mentioning the name of the troubled sister who was having a very hard time indeed. Her husband had left her and she was struggling over the care of two children.

No, I replied, rather shamefacedly, not in a week or two  maybe more.

He clicked his tongue. He himself had not been near her in a month or more. His face fell, and he looked very depressed.

Its too bad  a shame really. We oughtnt to do this way, you know, sport. It aint right. What do you say to our going around there, it was in the upper thirties, and see how shes making out?  take her a few things, eh? Whaddya say?

I hadnt a spare dollar myself, but I knew well enough what he meant by take a few things and who would pay for them.

Well, well have to hurry if we want to get anything now, I urged, falling in with the idea since it promised peace, plenty and good will all around, and we rushed the drink and departed. Near at hand was a branch of one of the greatest grocery companies of the city, and near it, too, his then favorite hotel, the Continental. En route we meditated on the impossibility of delivery, the fact that we would have to carry the things ourselves, but he at last solved that by declaring that he could commandeer negro porters or bootblacks from the Continental. We entered, and by sheer smiles on his part and some blarney heaped upon a floor-manager, secured a turkey, sweet potatoes, peas, beans, a salad, a strip of bacon, a ham, plum pudding, a basket of luscious fruit and I know not what else  provender, I am sure, for a dozen meals. While it was being wrapped and packed in borrowed baskets, soon to be returned, he went across the way to the hotel and came back with three grinning darkies who for the tip they knew they would receive preceded us up Broadway, the nearest path to our destination. On the way a few additional things were picked up: holly wreaths, toys, candy, nuts  and then, really not knowing whether our plan might not mis-carry, we made our way through the side street and to the particular apartment, or, rather, flat-house, door, a most amusing Christmas procession, I fancy, wondering and worrying now whether she would be there.

But the door clicked in answer to our ring, and up we marched, the three darkies first, instructed to inquire for her and then insist on leaving the goods, while we lagged behind to see how she would take it.

The stage arrangement worked as planned. My sister opened the door and from the steps below we could hear her protesting that she had ordered nothing, but the door being open the negroes walked in and a moment or two afterwards ourselves. The packages were being piled on table and floor, while my sister, unable quite to grasp this sudden visitation and change of heart, stared.

Just thought wed come around and have supper with you, E  , and maybe dinner tomorrow if youll let us, my brother chortled. Merry Christmas, you know. Christmas Eve. The good old home stuff  see? Old sport here and I thought we couldnt stay away  tonight, anyhow.

He beamed on her in his most affectionate way, but she, suffering regret over the recent estrangement as well as the difficulties of life itself and the joy of this reunion, burst into tears, while the two little ones danced about, and he and I put our arms about her.

There, there! Its all over now, he declared, tears welling in his eyes. Its all off. Well can this scrapping stuff. Thee and I are a couple of bums and we know it, but you can forgive us, cant you? We ought to be ashamed of ourselves, all of us, and thats the truth. Weve been quarreling, too, havent spoken for a week. Aint that so, sport? But its all right now, eh?

There were tears in my eyes, too. One couldnt resist him. He had the power of achieving the tenderest results in the simplest ways. We then had supper, and breakfast the next morning, all staying and helping, even to the washing and drying of the dishes, and thereafter for I dont know how long we were all on the most affectionate terms, and he eventually died in this sisters home, ministered to with absolutely restless devotion by her for weeks before the end finally came.

But, as I have said, I always prefer to think of him at this, the very apex or tower window of his life. For most of this period he was gay and carefree. The music company of which he was a third owner was at the very top of its success. Its songs, as well as his, were everywhere. He had in turn at this time a suite at the Gilsey House, the Marlborough, the Normandie  always on Broadway, you see. The limelight district was his home. He rose in the morning to the clang of the cars and the honk of the automobiles outside; he retired at night as a gang of repair men under flaring torches might be repairing a track, or the milk trucks were rumbling to and from the ferries. He was in his way a public restaurant and hotel favorite, a shining light in the theater managers offices, hotel bars and lobbies and wherever those flies of the Tenderloin, those passing lords and celebrities of the sporting, theatrical, newspaper and other worlds, are wont to gather. One of his intimates, as I now recall, was Bat Masterson, the Western and now retired (to Broadway!) bad man; Muldoon, the famous wrestler; Tod Sloan, the jockey; Battling Nelson; James J. Corbett; Kid McCoy; Terry McGovern  prize-fighters all. Such Tammany district leaders as James Murphy, The McManus, Chrystie and Timothy Sullivan, Richard Carroll, and even Richard Croker, the then reigning Tammany boss, were all on his visiting list. He went to their meetings, rallies and district doings generally to sing and play, and they came to his office occasionally. Various high and mighties of the Roman Church, fathers with fine parishes and good wine cellars, and judges of various municipal courts, were also of his peculiar world. He was always running to one or the other to get somebody out, or they to him to get him to contribute something to something, or to sing and play or act, and betimes they were meeting each other in hotel grills or elsewhere and having a drink and telling funny stories.

Apropos of this sense of humor of his, this love of horse-play almost, I remember that once he had a new story to tell  a vulgar one of course  and with it he had been making me and a dozen others laugh until the tears coursed down our cheeks. It seemed new to everybody and, true to his rather fantastic moods, he was determined to be the first to tell it along Broadway. For some reason he was anxious to have me go along with him, possibly because he found me at that time an unvarying fountain of approval and laughter, possibly because he liked to show me off as his rising brother, as he insisted that I was. At between six and seven of a spring or summer evening, therefore, we issued from his suite at the Gilsey House, whither he had returned to dress, and invading the bar below were at once centered among a group who knew him. A whiskey, a cigar, the story told to one, two, three, five, ten to roars of laughter, and we were off, over the way to Weber & Fields (the Musical Burlesque House Supreme of those days) in the same block, where to the ticket seller and house manager, both of whom he knew, it was told. More laughter, a cigar perhaps. Then we were off again, this time to the ticket seller of Palmers Theater at Thirtieth Street, thence to the bar of the Grand Hotel at Thirty-first, the Imperial at Thirty-second, the Martinique at Thirty-third, a famous drug-store at the southwest corner of Thirty-fourth and Broadway, now gone of course, the manager of which was a friend of his. It was a warm, moony night, and he took a glass of vichy for looks sake, as he said.

Then to the quondam Hotel Aulic at Thirty-fifth and Broadway  the center and home of the then much-berated Hotel Aulic or Actors School of Philosophy, and a most impressive actors rendezvous where might have been seen in the course of an evening all the second leads and light comedians and heavies of this, that and the other road company, all blazing with startling clothes and all explaining how they knocked em here and there: in Peoria, Pasadena, Walla-Walla and where not. My brother shone like a star when only one is in the sky.

Over the way then to the Herald Building, its owls eyes glowing in the night, its presses thundering, the elevated thundering beside it. Here was a business manager whom he knew. Then to the Herald Square Theater on the opposite side of the street, ablaze with a small electric sign  among the newest in the city. In this, as in the business office of the Herald was another manager, and he knew them all. Thence to the Marlborough bar and lobby at Thirty-sixth, the managers office of the Knickerbocker Theater at Thirty-eighth, stopping at the bar and lobby of the Normandie, where some blazing professional beauty of the stage waylaid him and exchanged theatrical witticisms with him  and what else? Thence to the managers office of the Casino at Thirty-ninth, some bar which was across the street, another in Thirty-ninth west of Broadway, an Italian restaurant on the ground floor of the Metropolitan at Fortieth and Broadway, and at last but by no means least and by such slow stages to the very door of the then Mecca of Meccas of all theater- and sportdom, the sanctum sanctorum of all those sportively au fait, wise, the real thing  the Hotel Metropole at Broadway and Forty-second Street, the then extreme northern limit of the white-light district. And what a realm! Rounders and what not were here ensconced at round tables, their backs against the leather-cushioned wall seats, the adjoining windows open to all Broadway and the then all but somber Forty-second Street.

It was wonderful, the loud clothes, the bright straw hats, the canes, the diamonds, the hot socks, the air of security and well-being, so easily assumed by those who gain an all too brief hour in this pretty, petty world of make-believe and pleasure and pseudo-fame. Among them my dearest brother was at his best. It was Paul here and Paul there Why, hello, Dresser, youre just in time! Come on in. Whatll you have? Let me tell you something, Paul, a good one. More drinks, cigars, tales  magnificent tales of successes made, great shows given, fights, deaths, marvelous winnings at cards, trickeries in racing, prize-fighting; the dogs that some people were, the magnificent, magnanimous Gods own salt that others were. The oaths, stories of women, what low, vice-besmeared, crime-soaked ghoulas certain reigning beauties of the town or stage were  and so on and so on ad infinitum.

But his story?  ah, yes. I had all but forgotten. It was told in every place, not once but seven, eight, nine, ten times. We did not eat until we reached the Metropole, and it was ten-thirty when we reached it! The handshakes, the road stories This is my brother Theodore. He writes; hes a newspaper man. The roars of laughter, the drinks! Ah, my boy, thats good, but let me tell you one  one that I heard out in Louisville the other day. A seedy, shabby neer-do-well of a song-writer maybe stopping the successful author in the midst of a tale to borrow a dollar. Another actor, shabby and distrait, reciting the sad tale of a years misfortunes. Everywhere my dear brother was called to, slapped on the back, chuckled with. He was successful. One of his best songs was the rage, he had an interest in a going musical concern, he could confer benefits, favors.

Ah, me! Ah, me! That one could be so great, and that it should not last for ever and for ever!

Another of his outstanding characteristics was his love of women, a really amusing and at times ridiculous quality. He was always sighing over the beauty, innocence, sweetness, this and that, of young maidenhood in his songs, but in real life he seemed to desire and attract quite a different type  the young and beautiful, it is true, but also the old, the homely and the somewhat savage  a catholicity of taste I could never quite stomach. It was Paul dearest here and Paul dearest there, especially in his work in connection with the music-house and the stage. In the former, popular ballad singers of both sexes, some of the women most attractive and willful, were most numerous, coming in daily from all parts of the world apparently to find songs which they could sing on the American or even the English stage. And it was a part of his duty, as a member of the firm and the one who principally handled the so-called professional inquirers, to meet them and see that they were shown what the catalogue contained. Occasionally there was an aspiring female song-writer, often mere women visitors.

Regardless, however, of whether they were young, old, attractive or repulsive, male or female, I never knew any one whose manner was more uniformly winsome or who seemed so easily to disarm or relax an indifferent or irritated mood. He was positive sunshine, the same in quality as that of a bright spring morning. His blue eyes focused mellowly, his lips were tendrilled with smiles. He had a brisk, quick manner, always somehow suggestive of my mother, who was never brisk.

And how he fascinated them, the women! Their quite shameless daring where he was concerned! Positively, in the face of it I used to wonder what had become of all the vaunted and so-called stabilizing morality of the world. None of it seemed to be in the possession of these women, especially the young and beautiful. They were distant and freezing enough to all who did not interest them, but let a personality such as his come into view and they were all wiles, bending and alluring graces. It was so obvious, this fascination he had for them and they for him, that at times it took on a comic look.

Get onto the hit hes making, one would nudge another and remark.

Say, some tenderness, that! This in reference to a smile or a melting glance on the part of a female.

Nothing like a way with the ladies. Some baby, eh, boys?  this following the flick of a skirt and a backward-tossed glance perhaps, as some noticeable beauty passed out.

No wonder hes cheerful, a sour and yet philosophic vaudevillian, who was mostly out of a job and hung about the place for what free meals he could obtain, once remarked to me in a heavy and morose undertone. If I had that many women crazy about me Id be too.

And the results of these encounters with beauty! Always he had something most important to attend to, morning, noon or night, and whenever I encountered him after some such statement the important thing was, of course, a woman. As time went on and he began to look upon me as something more than a thin, spindling, dyspeptic and disgruntled youth, he began to wish to introduce me to some of his marvelous followers, and then I could see how completely dependent upon beauty in the flesh he was, how it made his life and world.

One day as we were all sitting in the office, a large group of vaudevillians, song-writers, singers, a chance remark gave rise to a subsequent practical joke at Pauls expense. Ill bet, observed some one, that if a strange man were to rush in here with a revolver and say, Wheres the man that seduced my wife? Paul would be the first to duck. He wouldnt wait to find out whether he was the one meant or not.

Much laughter followed, and some thought. The subject of this banter was, of course, not present at the time. There was one actor who hung about there who was decidedly skillful in make-up. On more than one occasion he had disguised himself there in the office for our benefit. Coöperating with us, he disguised himself now as a very severe and even savage-looking person of about thirty-five  side-burns, mustachios and goatee. Then, with our aid, timing his arrival to an hour when Paul was certain to be at his desk, he entered briskly and vigorously and, looking about with a savage air, demanded, Where is Paul Dresser?

The latter turned almost apprehensively, I thought, and at once seemed by no means captivated by the mans looks.

Thats Mr. Dresser there, explained one of the confederates most willingly.

The stranger turned and glared at him. So youre the scoundrel thats been running around with my wife, are you? he demanded, approaching him and placing one hand on his right hip.

Paul made no effort to explain. It did not occur to him to deny the allegation, although he had never seen the man before. With a rising and backward movement he fell against the rail behind him, lifting both hands in fright and exclaiming, Why  why  Dont shoot! His expression was one of guilt, astonishment, perplexity. As some one afterwards said, As puzzled as if he was trying to discover which injured husband it might be. The shout that went up  for it was agreed beforehand that the joke must not be carried far  convinced him that a hoax had been perpetrated, and the removal by the actor of his hat, sideburns and mustache revealed the true character of the injured husband. At first inclined to be angry and sulky, later on he saw the humor of his own indefinite position in the matter and laughed as heartily as any. But I fancy it developed a strain of uncertainty in him also in regard to injured husbands, for he was never afterwards inclined to interest himself in the much-married, and gave such wives a wide berth.

But his great forte was of course his song-writing, and of this, before I speak of anything else, I wish to have my say. It was a gift, quite a compelling one, out of which, before he died, he had made thousands, all spent in the manner described. Never having the least power to interpret anything in a fine musical way, still he was always full of music of a tender, sometimes sad, sometimes gay, kind  that of the ballad-maker of a nation. He was constantly attempting to work them out of himself, not quickly but slowly, brooding as it were over the piano wherever he might find one and could have a little solitude, at times on the organ (his favorite instrument), improvising various sad or wistful strains, some of which he jotted down, others of which, having mastered, he strove to fit words to. At such times he preferred to be alone or with some one whose temperament in no way clashed but rather harmonized with his own. Living with one of my sisters for a period of years, he had a room specially fitted up for his composing work, a very small room for so very large a man, within which he would shut himself and thrum a melody by the hour, especially toward evening or at night. He seemed to have a peculiar fondness for the twilight hour, and at this time might thrum over one strain and another until over some particular one, a new song usually, he would be in tears!

And what pale little things they were really, mere bits and scraps of sentiment and melodrama in story form, most asinine sighings over home and mother and lost sweethearts and dead heroes such as never were in real life, and yet with something about them, in the music at least, which always appealed to me intensely and must have appealed to others, since they attained so wide a circulation. They bespoke, as I always felt, a wistful, seeking, uncertain temperament, tender and illusioned, with no practical knowledge of any side of life, but full of a true poetic feeling for the mystery and pathos of life and death, the wonder of the waters, the stars, the flowers, accidents of life, success, failure. Beginning with a song called Wide Wings (published by a small retail music-house in Evansville, Indiana), and followed by such national successes as The Letter That Never Came, I Believe It, For My Mother Told Me So (!), The Convict and the Bird, The Pardon Came Too Late, Just Tell Them That You Saw Me, The Blue and the Grey, On the Bowery, On the Banks of the Wabash, and a number of others, he was never content to rest and never really happy, I think, save when composing. During this time, however, he was at different periods all the things I have described  a black-face monologue artist, an end- and at times a middle-man, a publisher, and so on.

I recall being with him at the time he composed two of his most famous successes: Just Tell Them That You Saw Me, and On the Banks of the Wabash, and noting his peculiar mood, almost amounting to a deep depression which ended a little later in marked elation or satisfaction, once he had succeeded in evoking something which really pleased him.

The first of these songs must have followed an actual encounter with some woman or girl whose life had seemingly if not actually gone to wreck on the shore of love or passion. At any rate he came into the office of his publishing house one gray November Sunday afternoon  it was our custom to go there occasionally, a dozen or more congenial souls, about as one might go to a club  and going into a small room which was fitted up with a piano as a try-out room (professionals desiring a song were frequently taught it in the office), he began improvising, or rather repeating over and over, a certain strain which was evidently in his mind. A little while later he came out and said, Listen to this, will you, Thee?

He played and sang the first verse and chorus. In the middle of the latter, so moved was he by the sentiment of it, his voice broke and he had to stop. Tears stood in his eyes and he wiped them away. A moment or two later he was able to go through it without wavering and I thought it charming for the type of thing it was intended to be. Later on (the following spring) I was literally astonished to see how, after those various efforts usually made by popular music publishers to make a song go  advertising it in the Clipper and Mirror, getting various vaudeville singers to sing it, and so forth  it suddenly began to sell, thousands upon thousands of copies being wrapped in great bundles under my very eyes and shipped express or freight to various parts of the country. Letters and telegrams, even, from all parts of the nation began to pour in Forward express today  copies of Dressers Tell Them That You Saw Me. The firm was at once as busy as a bee-hive, on easy street again, as the expression went, in clover. Just before this there had been a slight slump in its business and in my brothers finances, but now once more he was his most engaging self. Every one in that layer of life which understands or takes an interest in popular songs and their creators knew of him and his song, his latest success. He was, as it were, a revivified figure on Broadway. His barbers, barkeepers, hotel clerks, theatrical box-office clerks, hotel managers and the stars and singers of the street knew of it and him. Some enterprising button firm got out a button on which the phrase was printed. Comedians on the stage, newspaper paragraphers, his bank teller or his tailor, even staid business men wishing to appear up-to-date, used it as a parting salute. The hand-organs, the bands and the theater orchestras everywhere were using it. One could scarcely turn a corner or go into a cheap music hall or variety house without hearing a parody of it. It was wonderful, the enormous furore that it seemed to create, and of course my dear brother was privileged to walk about smiling and secure, his bank account large, his friends numerous, in the pink of health, and gloating over the fact that he was a success, well known, a genuine creator of popular songs.

It was the same with On the Banks of the Wabash, possibly an even greater success, for it came eventually to be adopted by his native State as its State song, and in that region streets and a town were named after him. In an almost unintentional and unthinking way I had a hand in that, and it has always cheered me to think that I had, although I have never had the least talent for musical composition or song versification. It was one of those delightful summer Sunday mornings (1896, I believe), when I was still connected with his firm as editor of the little monthly they were issuing, and he and myself, living with my sister E  , that we had gone over to this office to do a little work. I had a number of current magazines I wished to examine; he was always wishing to compose something, to express that ebullient and emotional soul of his in some way.

What do you suppose would make a good song these days? he asked in an idle, meditative mood, sitting at the piano and thrumming while I at a nearby table was looking over my papers. Why dont you give me an idea for one once in a while, sport? You ought to be able to suggest something.

Me? I queried, almost contemptuously, I suppose. I could be very lofty at times in regard to his work, much as I admired him  vain and yet more or less dependent snip that I was. I cant write those things. Why dont you write something about a State or a river? Look at My Old Kentucky Home, Dixie, Old Black Joe  why dont you do something like that, something that suggests a part of America? People like that. Take Indiana  whats the matter with it  the Wabash River? Its as good as any other river, and you were raised beside it.

I have to smile even now as I recall the apparent zest or feeling with which all at once he seized on this. It seemed to appeal to him immensely. Thats not a bad idea, he agreed, but how would you go about it? Why dont you write the words and let me put the music to them? Well do it together!

But I cant, I replied. I dont know how to do those things. You write it. Ill help  maybe.

After a little urging  I think the fineness of the morning had as much to do with it as anything  I took a piece of paper and after meditating a while scribbled in the most tentative manner imaginable the first verse and chorus of that song almost as it was published. I think one or two lines were too long or didnt rhyme, but eventually either he or I hammered them into shape, but before that I rather shamefacedly turned them over to him, for somehow I was convinced that this work was not for me and that I was rather loftily and cynically attempting what my good brother would do in all faith and feeling.

He read it, insisted that it was fine and that I should do a second verse, something with a story in it, a girl perhaps  a task which I solemnly rejected.

No, you put it in. Its yours. Im through.

Some time later, disagreeing with the firm as to the conduct of the magazine, I left  really was forced out  which raised a little feeling on my part; not on his, I am sure, for I was very difficult to deal with.

Time passed and I heard nothing. I had been able to succeed in a somewhat different realm, that of the magazine contributor, and although I thought a great deal of my brother I paid very little attention to him or his affairs, being much more concerned with my own. One spring night, however, the following year, as I was lying in my bed trying to sleep, I heard a quartette of boys in the distance approaching along the street in which I had my room. I could not make out the words at first but the melody at once attracted my attention. It was plaintive and compelling. I listened, attracted, satisfied that it was some new popular success that had caught on. As they drew near my window I heard the words On the Banks of the Wabash most mellifluously harmonized.

I jumped up. They were my words! It was Pauls song! He had another hit then On the Banks of the Wabash, and they were singing it in the streets already! I leaned out of the window and listened as they approached and passed on, their arms about each others shoulders, the whole song being sung in the still street, as it were, for my benefit. The night was so warm, delicious. A full moon was overhead. I was young, lonely, wistful. It brought back so much of my already spent youth that I was ready to cry  for joy principally. In three more months it was everywhere, in the papers, on the stage, on the street-organs, played by orchestras, bands, whistled and sung in the streets. One day on Broadway near the Marlborough I met my brother, gold-headed cane, silk shirt, a smart summer suit, a gay straw hat.

Ah, I said, rather sarcastically, for I still felt peeved that he had shown so little interest in my affairs at the time I was leaving. On the banks, I see.

On the banks, he replied cordially. You turned the trick for me, Thee, that time. What are you doing now? Why dont you ever come and see me? Im still your brother, you know. A part of that is really yours.

Cut that! I replied most savagely. I couldnt write a song like that in a million years. You know I couldnt. The words are nothing.

Oh, all right. Its true, though, you know. Where do you keep yourself? Why dont you come and see me? Why be down on me? I live here, you know. He looked up at the then brisk and successful hotel.

Well, maybe I will some time, I said distantly, but with no particular desire to mend matters, and we parted.

There was, however, several years later, a sequel to all this and one so characteristic of him that it has always remained in my mind as one of the really beautiful things of life, and I might as well tell it here and now. About five years later I had become so disappointed in connection with my work and the unfriendly pressure of life that I had suffered what subsequently appeared to have been a purely psychic breakdown or relapse, not physical, but one which left me in no mood or condition to go on with my work, or any work indeed in any form. Hope had disappeared in a sad haze. I could apparently succeed in nothing, do nothing mentally that was worth while. At the same time I had all but retired from the world, living on less and less until finally I had descended into those depths where I was in the grip of actual want, with no place to which my pride would let me turn. I had always been too vain and self-centered. Apparently there was but one door, and I was very close to it. To match my purse I had retired to a still sorrier neighborhood in B  , one of the poorest. I desired most of all to be let alone, to be to myself. Still I could not be, for occasionally I met people, and certain prospects and necessities drove me to various publishing houses. One day as I was walking in some street near Broadway (not on it) in New York, I ran into my brother quite by accident, he as prosperous and comfortable as ever. I think I resented him more than ever. He was of course astonished, shocked, as I could plainly see, by my appearance and desire not to be seen. He demanded to know where I was living, wanted me to come then and there and stay with him, wanted me to tell him what the trouble was  all of which I rather stubbornly refused to do and finally got away  not however without giving him my address, though with the caution that I wanted nothing.

The next morning he was there bright and early in a cab. He was the most vehement, the most tender, the most disturbed creature I have ever seen. He was like a distrait mother with a sick child more than anything else.

For Gods sake, he commented when he saw me, living in a place like this  and at this number, too! (130 it was, and he was superstitious as to the thirteen.) I knew thered be a damned thirteen in it! he ejaculated. And me over in New York! Jesus Christ! And you sick and run down this way! I might have known. Its just like you. I havent heard a thing about you in I dont know when. Well, Im not going back without you, thats all. Youve got to come with me now, see? Get your clothes, thats all. The cabbyll take your trunk. I know just the place for you, and youre going there tomorrow or next day or next week, but youre coming with me now. My God, I should think youd be ashamed of yourself, and me feeling the way I do about you! His eyes all but brimmed.

I was so morose and despondent that, grateful as I felt, I could scarcely take his mood at its value. I resented it, resented myself, my state, life.

I cant, I said finally, or so I thought. I wont. I dont need your help. You dont owe me anything. Youve done enough already.

Owe, hell! he retorted. Whos talking about owe? And you my brother  my own flesh and blood! Why, Thee, for that matter, I owe you half of On the Banks, and you know it. You cant go on living like this. Youre sick and discouraged. You cant fool me. Why, Thee, youre a big man. Youve just got to come out of this! Damn it  dont you see  dont make me  and he took out his handkerchief and wiped his eyes. You cant help yourself now, but you can later, dont you see? Come on. Get your things. Id never forgive myself if I didnt. Youve got to come, thats all. I wont go without you, and he began looking about for my bag and trunk.

I still protested weakly, but in vain. His affection was so overwhelming and tender that it made me weak. I allowed him to help me get my things together. Then he paid the bill, a small one, and on the way to the hotel insisted on forcing a roll of bills on me, all that he had with him. I was compelled at once, that same day or the next, to indulge in a suit, hat, shoes, underwear, all that I needed. A bedroom adjoining his suite at the hotel was taken, and for two days I lived there, later accompanying him in his car to a famous sanitarium in Westchester, one in charge of an old friend of his, a well-known ex-wrestler whose fame for this sort of work was great. Here I was booked for six weeks, all expenses paid, until I should be on my feet again, as he expressed it. Then he left, only to visit and revisit me until I returned to the city, fairly well restored in nerves if not in health.

But could one ever forget the mingled sadness and fervor of his original appeal, the actual distress written in his face, the unlimited generosity of his mood and deed as well as his unmerited self-denunciation? One pictures such tenderness and concern as existing between parents and children, but rarely between brothers. Here he was evincing the same thing, as soft as love itself, and he a man of years and some affairs and I an irritable, distrait and peevish soul.

Take note, ye men of satire and spleen. All men are not selfish or hard.

The final phase of course related to his untimely end. He was not quite fifty-five when he died, and with a slightly more rugged quality of mind he might have lasted to seventy. It was due really to the failure of his firm (internal dissensions and rivalries, in no way due to him, however, as I have been told) and what he foolishly deemed to be the end of his financial and social glory. His was one of those simple, confiding, non-hardy dispositions, warm and colorful but intensely sensitive, easily and even fatally chilled by the icy blasts of human difficulty, however slight. You have no doubt seen some animals, cats, dogs, birds, of an especially affectionate nature, which when translated to a strange or unfriendly climate soon droop and die. They have no spiritual resources wherewith to contemplate what they do not understand or know. Now his friends would leave him. Now that bright world of which he had been a part would know him no more. It was pathetic, really. He emanated a kind of fear. Depression and even despair seemed to hang about him like a cloak. He could not shake it off. And yet, literally, in his case there was nothing to fear, if he had only known.

And yet two years before he did die, I knew he would. Fantastic as it may seem, to be shut out from that bright world of which he deemed himself an essential figure was all but unendurable. He had no ready money now  not the same amount anyhow. He could not greet his old-time friends so gayly, entertain so freely. Meeting him on Broadway shortly after the failure and asking after his affairs, he talked of going into business for himself as a publisher, but I realized that he could not. He had neither the ability nor the talent for that, nor the heart. He was not a business man but a song-writer and actor, had never been anything but that. He tried in this new situation to write songs, but he could not. They were too morbid. What he needed was some one to buoy him up, a manager, a strong confidant of some kind, some one who would have taken his affairs in hand and shown him what to do. As it was he had no one. His friends, like winter-frightened birds, had already departed. Personally, I was in no position to do anything at the time, being more or less depressed myself and but slowly emerging from difficulties which had held me for a number of years.

About a year or so after he failed my sister E  announced that Paul had been there and that he was coming to live with her. He could not pay so much then, being involved with all sorts of examinations of one kind and another, but neither did he have to. Her memory was not short; she gave him the fullness of her home. A few months later he was ostensibly connected with another publishing house, but by then he was feeling so poorly physically and was finding consolation probably in some drinking and the caresses of those feminine friends who have, alas, only caresses to offer. A little later I met a doctor who said, Paul cannot live. He has pernicious anæmia. He is breaking down inside and doesnt know it. He cant last long. Hes too depressed. I knew it was so and what the remedy was  money and success once more, the petty pettings and flattery of that little world of which he had been a part but which now was no more for him. Of all those who had been so lavish in their greetings and companionship earlier in his life, scarcely one, so far as I could make out, found him in that retired world to which he was forced. One or two pegged-out actors sought him and borrowed a little of the little that he had; a few others came when he had nothing at all. His partners, quarreling among themselves and feeling that they had done him an injustice, remained religiously away. He found, as he often told my sister, broken horse-shoes (a bad sign), met cross-eyed women, another bad sign, was pursued apparently by the inimical number thirteen  and all these little straws depressed him horribly. Finally, being no longer strong enough to be about, he took to his bed and remained there days at a time, feeling well while in bed but weak when up. For a little while he would go downtown to see this, that and the other person, but would soon return. One day on coming back home he found one of his hats lying on his bed, accidentally put there by one of the children, and according to my sister, who was present at the time, he was all but petrified by the sight of it. To him it was the death-sign. Some one had told him so not long before!!!

Then, not incuriously, seeing the affectional tie that had always held us, he wanted to see me every day. He had a desire to talk to me about his early life, the romance of it  maybe I could write a story some time, tell something about him! (Best of brothers, here it is, a thin little flower to lay at your feet!) To please him I made notes, although I knew most of it. On these occasions he was always his old self, full of ridiculous stories, quips and slight mots, all in his old and best vein. He would soon be himself, he now insisted.

Then one evening in late November, before I had time to call upon him (I lived about a mile away), a hurry-call came from E  . He had suddenly died at five in the afternoon; a blood-vessel had burst in the head. When I arrived he was already cold in death, his soft hands folded over his chest, his face turned to one side on the pillow, that indescribable sweetness of expression about the eyes and mouth  the empty shell of the beetle. There were tears, a band of reporters from the papers, the next day obituary news articles, and after that a host of friends and flowers, flowers, flowers. It is amazing what satisfaction the average mind takes in standardized floral forms  broken columns and gates ajar!

Being ostensibly a Catholic, a Catholic sister-in-law and other relatives insistently arranged for a solemn high requiem mass at the church of one of his favorite rectors. All Broadway was there, more flowers, his latest song read from the altar. Then there was a carriage procession to a distant Catholic graveyard somewhere, his friend, the rector of the church, officiating at the grave. It was so cold and dreary there, horrible. Later on he was removed to Chicago.

But still I think of him as not there or anywhere in the realm of space, but on Broadway between Twenty-ninth and Forty-second Streets, the spring and summer time at hand, the doors of the grills and bars of the hotels open, the rout of actors and actresses ambling to and fro, his own delicious presence dressed in his best, his funny stories, his songs being ground out by the hand organs, his friends extending their hands, clapping him on the shoulder, cackling over the latest idle yarn.

Ah, Broadway! Broadway! And you, my good brother! Here is the story that you wanted me to write, this little testimony to your memory, a pale, pale symbol of all I think and feel. Where are the thousand yarns I have laughed over, the music, the lights, the song?

Peace, peace. So shall it soon be with all of us. It was a dream. It is. I am. You are. And shall we grieve over or hark back to dreams?


The County Doctor

How well I remember him  the tall, grave, slightly bent figure, the head like Platos or that of Diogenes, the mild, kindly, brown-gray eyes peering, all too kindly, into the faces of dishonest men. In addition, he wore long, full, brown-gray whiskers, a long gray overcoat (soiled and patched toward the last) in winter, a soft black hat that hung darkeningly over his eyes. But what a doctor! And how simple and often non-drug-storey were so many of his remedies!

My son, your father is very sick. Now, Ill tell you what you can do for me. You go out here along the Cheevertown road about a mile or two and ask any farmer this side of the creek to let you have a good big handful of peach sprigs  about so many, see? Say that Doctor Gridley said he was to give them to you for him. Then, Mrs.  , when he brings them, you take a few, not more than seven or eight, and break them up and steep them in hot water until you have an amber-colored tea. Give Mr.  about three or four tea-spoonfuls of that every three or four hours, and I hope well find hell do better. This kidney case is severe, I know, but hell come around all right.

And he did. My father had been very ill with gall stones, so weak at last that we thought he was sure to die. The house was so somber at the time. Over it hung an atmosphere of depression and fear, with pity for the sufferer, and groans of distress on his part. And then there were the solemn visits of the doctor, made pleasant by his wise, kindly humor and his hopeful predictions and ending in this seemingly mild prescription, which resulted, in this case, in a cure. He was seemingly so remote at times, in reality so near, and wholly thoughtful.

On this occasion I went out along the long, cold, country road of a March evening. I was full of thoughts of his importance as a doctor. He seemed so necessary to us, as he did to everybody. I knew nothing about medicine, or how lives were saved, but I felt sure that he did and that he would save my father in spite of his always conservative, speculative, doubtful manner. What a wonderful man he must be to know all these things  that peach sprouts, for instance, were an antidote to the agony of gall stones!

As I walked along, the simplicity of country life and its needs and deprivations were impressed upon me, even though I was so young. So few here could afford to pay for expensive prescriptions  ourselves especially  and Dr. Gridley knew that and took it into consideration, so rarely did he order anything from a drug-store. Most often, what he prescribed he took out of a case, compounded, as it were, in our presence.

A brisk wind had fluttered snow in the morning, and now the ground was white, with a sinking red sun shining across it, a sense of spring in the air. Being unknown to these farmers, I wondered if any one of them would really cut me a double handful of fresh young peach sprigs or suckers from their young trees, as the doctor had said. Did they really know him? Some one along the road  a home-driving farmer  told me of an old Mr. Mills who had a five-acre orchard farther on. In a little while I came to his door and was confronted by a thin, gaunt, bespectacled woman, who called back to a man inside:

Henry, heres a little boy says Dr. Gridley said you were to cut him a double handful of peach sprigs.

Henry now came forward  a tall, bony farmer in high boots and an old wool-lined leather coat, and a cap of wool.

Dr. Gridley sent cha, did he? he observed, eyeing me most critically.

Yes, sir.

Whats the matter? What does he want with em? Do ya know?

Yes, sir. My fathers sick with kidney trouble, and Dr. Gridley said I was to come out here.

Oh, all right. Waitll I git my big knife, and back he went, returning later with a large horn-handled knife, which he opened. He preceded me out through the barn lot and into the orchard beyond.

Dr. Gridley sent cha, did he, huh? he asked as he went. Well, I guess we all have ter comply with whatever the doctor orders. Were all apt ter git sick now an agin, and talking trivialities of a like character, he cut me an armful, saying: I might as well give ya too many as too few. Peach sprigs! Now, I never heered o them bein good fer anythin, but I reckon the doctor knows what hes talkin about. He usually does  or thats what we think around here, anyhow.

In the dusk I trudged home with my armful, my fingers cold. The next morning, the tea having been brewed and taken, my father was better. In a week or two he was up and around, as well as ever, and during this time he commented on the efficacy of this tea, which was something new to him, a strange remedy, and which caused the whole incident to be impressed upon my mind. The doctor had told him that at any time in the future if he was so troubled and could get fresh young peach sprigs for a tea, he would find that it would help him. And the drug expense was exactly nothing.

In later years I came to know him better  this thoughtful, crusty, kindly soul, always so ready to come at all hours when his cases permitted, so anxious to see that his patients were not taxed beyond their financial resources.

I remember once, one of my sisters being very ill, so ill that we were beginning to fear death, one and another of us had to take turn sitting up with her at night to help and to give her her medicine regularly. During one of the nights when I was sitting up, dozing, reading and listening to the wind in the pines outside, she seemed persistently to get worse. Her fever rose, and she complained of such aches and pains that finally I had to go and call my mother. A consultation with her finally resulted in my being sent for Dr. Gridley  no telephones in those days  to tell him, although she hesitated so to do, how sister was and ask him if he would not come.

I was only fourteen. The street along which I had to go was quite dark, the town lights being put out at two a.m., for reasons of thrift perhaps. There was a high wind that cried in the trees. My shoes on the board walks, here and there, sounded like the thuds of a giant. I recall progressing in a shivery ghost-like sort of way, expecting at any step to encounter goblins of the most approved form, until finally the well-known outlines of the house of the doctor on the main street  yellow, many-roomed, a wide porch in front  came, because of a very small lamp in a very large glass case to one side of the door, into view.

Here I knocked, and then knocked more. No reply. I then made a still more forceful effort. Finally, through one of the red glass panels which graced either side of the door I saw the lengthy figure of the doctor, arrayed in a long white nightshirt, and carrying a small glass hand-lamp, come into view at the head of the stairs. His feet were in gray flannel slippers, and his whiskers stuck out most grotesquely.

Wait! Wait! I heard him call. Ill be there! Im coming! Dont make such a fuss! It seems as though I never get a real good nights rest any more.

He came on, opened the door, and looked out.

Well, he demanded, a little fussily for him, whats the matter now?

Doctor, I began, and proceeded to explain all my sisters aches and pains, winding up by saying that my mother said wouldnt he please come at once?

Your mother! he grumbled. What can I do if I do come down? Not a thing. Feel her pulse and tell her shes all right! Thats every bit I can do. Your mother knows that as well as I do. That disease has to run its course. He looked at me as though I were to blame, then added, Calling me up this way at three in the morning!

But shes in such pain, Doctor, I complained.

All right  everybody has to have a little pain! You cant be sick without it.

I know, I replied disconsolately, believing sincerely that my sister might die, but shes in such awful pain, Doctor.

Well, go on, he replied, turning up the light. I know its all foolishness, but Ill come. You go back and tell your mother that Ill be there in a little bit, but its all nonsense, nonsense. She isnt a bit sicker than I am right this minute, not a bit and he closed the door and went upstairs.

To me this seemed just the least bit harsh for the doctor, although, as I reasoned afterwards, he was probably half-asleep and tired  dragged out of his bed, possibly, once or twice before in the same night. As I returned home I felt even more fearful, for once, as I was passing a woodshed which I could not see, a rooster suddenly flapped his wings and crowed  a sound which caused me to leap all of nineteen feet Fahrenheit, sidewise. Then, as I walked along a fence which later by day I saw had a comfortable resting board on top, two lambent golden eyes surveyed me out of inky darkness! Great Hamlets father, how my heart sank! Once more I leaped to the cloddy roadway and seizing a cobblestone or hunk of mud hurled it with all my might, and quite involuntarily. Then I ran until I fell into a crossing ditch. It was an amazing  almost a tragic  experience, then.

In due time the doctor came  and I never quite forgave him for not making me wait and go back with him. He was too sleepy, though, I am sure. The seizure was apparently nothing which could not have waited until morning. However, he left some new cure, possibly clear water in a bottle, and left again. But the night trials of doctors and their patients, especially in the country, was fixed in my mind then.

One of the next interesting impressions I gained of the doctor was that of seeing him hobbling about our town on crutches, his medicine case held in one hand along with a crutch, visiting his patients, when he himself appeared to be so ill as to require medical attention. He was suffering from some severe form of rheumatism at the time, but this, apparently, was not sufficient to keep him from those who in his judgment probably needed his services more than he did his rest.

One of the truly interesting things about Dr. Gridley, as I early began to note, was his profound indifference to what might be called his material welfare. Why, I have often asked myself, should a man of so much genuine ability choose to ignore the gauds and plaudits and pleasures of the gayer, smarter world outside, in which he might readily have shone, to thus devote himself and all his talents to a simple rural community? That he was an extremely able physician there was not the slightest doubt. Other physicians from other towns about, and even so far away as Chicago, were repeatedly calling him into consultation. That he knew life  much of it  as only a priest or a doctor of true wisdom can know it, was evident from many incidents, of which I subsequently learned, and yet here he was, hidden away in this simple rural world, surrounded probably by his Rabelais, his Burton, his Frazer, and his Montaigne, and dreaming what dreams  thinking what thoughts?

Say, an old patient, friend and neighbor of his once remarked to me years later, when we had both moved to another city, one of the sweetest recollections of my life is to picture old Dr. Gridley, Ed Boulder who used to run the hotel over at Sleichertown, Congressman Barr, and Judge Morgan, sitting out in front of Boulders hotel over there of a summers evening and haw-hawing over the funny stories which Boulder was always telling while they were waiting for the Pierceton bus. Dr. Gridleys laugh, so soft to begin with, but growing in force and volume until it was a jolly shout. And the green fields all around. And Mrs. Calders drove of geese over the way honking, too, as geese will whenever people begin to talk or laugh. It was delicious.

One of the most significant traits of his character, as may be inferred, was his absolute indifference to actual money, the very cash, one would think, with which he needed to buy his own supplies. During his life, his wife, who was a thrifty, hard-working woman, used frequently, as I learned after, to comment on this, but to no result. He could not be made to charge where he did not need to, nor collect where he knew that the people were poor.

Once he became angry at my uncle, his daughter once told me, because he offered to collect for him for three per cent, dunning his patients for their debts, and another time he dissolved a partnership with a local physician who insisted that he ought to be more careful to charge and collect.

This generosity on his part frequently led to some very interesting results. On one occasion, for instance, when he was sitting out on his front lawn in Warsaw, smoking, his chair tilted back against a tree and his legs crossed in the fashion known as jack-knife, a poorly dressed farmer without a coat came up and after saluting the doctor began to explain that his wife was sick and that he had come to get the doctors advice. He seemed quite disturbed, and every now and then wiped his brow, while the doctor listened with an occasional question or gently accented uh-huh, uh-huh, until the story was all told and the advice ready to be received. When this was given in a low, reassuring tone, he took from his pocket his little book of blanks and wrote out a prescription, which he gave to the man and began talking again. The latter took out a silver dollar and handed it to the doctor, who turned it idly between his fingers for a few seconds, then searched in his pocket for a mate to it, and playing with them a while as he talked, finally handed back the dollar to the farmer.

You take that, he said pleasantly, and go down to the drug-store and have the prescription filled. I think your wife will be all right.

When he had gone the doctor sat there a long time, meditatively puffing the smoke from his cob pipe, and turning his own dollar in his hand. After a time he looked up at his daughter, who was present, and said:

I was just thinking what a short time it took me to write that prescription, and what a long time it took him to earn that dollar. I guess he needs the dollar more than I do.

In the same spirit of this generosity he was once sitting in his yard of a summer day, sunning himself and smoking, a favorite pleasure of his, when two men rode up to his gate from opposite directions and simultaneously hailed him. He arose and went out to meet them. His wife, who was sewing just inside the hall as she usually was when her husband was outside, leaned forward in her chair to see through the door, and took note of who they were. Both were men in whose families the doctor had practiced for years. One was a prosperous farmer who always paid his doctors bills, and the other was a miller, a neer-do-well, with a delicate wife and a family of sickly children, who never asked for a statement and never had one sent him, and who only occasionally and at great intervals handed the doctor a dollar in payment for his many services. Both men talked to him a little while and then rode away, after which he returned to the house, calling to Enoch, his old negro servant, to bring his horse, and then went into his study to prepare his medicine case. Mrs. Gridley, who was naturally interested in his financial welfare, and who at times had to plead with him not to let his generosity stand wholly in the way of his judgment, inquired of him as he came out:

Now, Doctor, which of those two men are you going with?

Why, Miss Susan, he replied  a favorite manner of addressing his wife, of whom he was very fond  the note of apology in his voice showing that he knew very well what she was thinking about, Im going with W  .

I dont think that is right, she replied with mild emphasis. Mr. N  is as good a friend of yours as W  , and he always pays you.

Now, Miss Susan, he returned coaxingly, N  can go to Pierceton and get Doctor Bodine, and W  cant get any one but me. You surely wouldnt have him left without any one?

What the effect of such an attitude was may be judged when it is related that there was scarcely a man, woman or child in the entire county who had not at some time or other been directly or indirectly benefited by the kindly wisdom of this Samaritan. He was nearly everybodys doctor, in the last extremity, either as consultant or otherwise. Everywhere he went, by every lane and hollow that he fared, he was constantly being called into service by some one  the well-to-do as well as by those who had nothing; and in both cases he was equally keen to give the same degree of painstaking skill, finding something in the very poor  a humanness possibly  which detained and fascinated him and made him a little more prone to linger at their bedsides than anywhere else.

He was always doing it, said his daughter, and my mother used to worry over it. She declared that of all things earthly, papa loved an unfortunate person; the greater the misfortune, the greater his care.

In illustration of his easy and practically controlling attitude toward the very well-to-do, who were his patients also, let me narrate this:

In our town was an old and very distinguished colonel, comparatively rich and very crotchety, who had won considerable honors for himself during the Civil War. He was a figure, and very much looked up to by all. People were, in the main, overawed by and highly respectful of him. A remote, stern soul, yet to Dr. Gridley he was little more than a child or schoolboy  one to be bossed on occasion and made to behave. Plainly, the doctor had the conviction that all of us, great and small, were very much in need of sympathy and care, and that he, the doctor, was the one to provide it. At any rate, he had known the colonel long and well, and in a public place  at the principal street corner, for instance, or in the postoffice where we school children were wont to congregate  it was not at all surprising to hear him take the old colonel, who was quite frail now, to task for not taking better care of himself  coming out, for instance, without his rubbers, or his overcoat, in wet or chilly weather, and in other ways misbehaving himself.

There you go again! I once heard him call to the colonel, as the latter was leaving the postoffice and he was entering (there was no rural free delivery in those days)   walking around without your rubbers, and no overcoat! You want to get me up in the night again, do you?

It didnt seem so damp when I started out, Doctor.

And of course it was too much trouble to go back! You wouldnt feel that way if you couldnt come out at all, perhaps!

Ill put em on! Ill put em on! Only, please dont fuss, Doctor. Ill go back to the house and put em on.

The doctor merely stared after him quizzically, like an old schoolmaster, as the rather stately colonel marched off to his home.

Another of his patients was an old Mr. Pegram, a large, kind, big-hearted man, who was very fond of the doctor, but who had an exceedingly irascible temper. He was the victim of some obscure malady which medicine apparently failed at times to relieve. This seemed to increase his irritability a great deal, so much so that the doctor had at last discovered that if he could get Mr. Pegram angry enough the malady would occasionally disappear. This seemed at times as good a remedy as any, and in consequence he was occasionally inclined to try it.

Among other things, this old gentleman was the possessor of a handsome buffalo robe, which, according to a story that long went the rounds locally, he once promised to leave to the doctor when he died. At the same time all reference to death both pained and irritated him greatly  a fact which the doctor knew. Finding the old gentleman in a most complaining and hopeless mood one night, not to be dealt with, indeed, in any reasoning way, the doctor returned to his home, and early the next day, without any other word, sent old Enoch, his negro servant, around to get, as he said, the buffalo robe  a request which would indicate, of course that the doctor had concluded that old Mr. Pegram had died, or was about to  a hopeless case. When ushered into the latters presence, Enoch began innocently enough:

De doctah say dat now dat Mr. Pegam hab subspired, he was to hab dat ba  ba  buffalo robe.

What! shouted the old irascible, rising and clambering out of his bed. Whats that? Buffalo robe! By God! You go back and tell old Doc Gridley that I aint dead yet by a damned sight! No, sir! and forthwith he dressed himself and was out and around the same day.

Persons who met the doctor, as I heard years later from his daughter and from others who had known him, were frequently asking him, just in a social way, what to do for certain ailments, and he would as often reply in a humorous and half-vagrom manner that if he were in their place he would do or take so-and-so, not meaning really that they should do so but merely to get rid of them, and indicating of course any one of a hundred harmless things  never one that could really have proved injurious to any one. Once, according to his daughter, as he was driving into town from somewhere, he met a man on a lumber wagon whom he scarcely knew but who knew him well enough, who stopped and showed him a sore on the upper tip of his ear, asking him what he would do for it.

Oh, said the doctor, idly and jestingly, I think Id cut it off.

Yes, said the man, very much pleased with this free advice, with what, Doctor?

Oh, I think Id use a pair of scissors, he replied amusedly, scarcely assuming that his jesting would be taken seriously.

The driver jogged on and the doctor did not see or hear of him again until some two months later when, meeting him in the street, the driver smilingly approached him and enthusiastically exclaimed:

Well, Doc, you see I cut er off, and she got well!

Yes, replied the doctor solemnly, not remembering anything about the case but willing to appear interested,   what was it you cut off?

Why, that sore on my ear up here, you know. You told me to cut it off, and I did.

Yes, said the doctor, becoming curious and a little amazed, with what?

Why, with a pair of scissors, Doc, just like you said.

The doctor stared at him, the whole thing coming gradually back to him.

But didnt you have some trouble in cutting it off? he inquired, in disturbed astonishment.

No, no, said the driver, I made em sharp, all right. I spent two days whettin em up, and Bob Hart cut er off fer me. They cut, all right, but I tell you she hurt when she went through the gristle.

He smiled in pleased remembrance of his surgical operation, and the doctor smiled also, but, according to his daughter, he decided to give no more idle advice of that kind.

In the school which I attended for a period were two of his sons, Fred and Walter. Both were very fond of birds, and kept a number of one kind or another about their home  not in cages, as some might, but inveigled and trained as pets, and living in the various open bird-houses fixed about the yard on poles. The doctor himself was intensely fond of these and all other birds, and, according to his daughter and his sons, always anticipated the spring return of many of diem  black-birds, blue jays, wrens and robins  with a hopeful, Well, now, theyll soon be here again. During the summer, according to her, he was always an interested spectator of their gyrations in the air, and when evening would come was never so happy as when standing and staring at them gathering from all directions to their roosts in the trees or the birdhouses. Similarly, when the fall approached and they would begin their long flight Southward, he would sometimes stand and scan the sky and trees in vain for a final glimpse of his feathered friends, and when in the gathering darkness they were no longer to be seen would turn away toward the house, saying sadly to his daughter:

Well, Dollie, the blackbirds are all gone. I am sorry. I like to see them, and I am always sorry to lose them, and sorry to know that winter is coming.

Usually about the 25th or 26th of December, his daughter once quaintly added to me, he would note that the days were beginning to get longer, and cheer up, as spring was certain to follow soon and bring them all back again.

One of the most interesting of his bird friendships was that which existed between him and a pair of crows he and his sons had raised, Jim and Zip by name. These crows came to know him well, and were finally so humanly attached to him that, according to his family, they would often fly two or three miles out of town to meet him and would then accompany him, lighting on fences and trees by the way, and cawing to him as he drove along! Both of them were great thieves, and would steal anything from a bit of thread up to a sewing machine, if they could have carried it. They were always walking about the house, cheerfully looking for what they might devour, and on one occasion carried off a set of spoons, which they hid about the eaves of the house. On another occasion they stole a half dozen tin-handled pocket knives, which the doctor had bought for the children and which the crows seemed to like for the brightness of the metal. They were recovered once by the children, stolen again by the crows, recovered once more, and so on, until at last it was a question as to which were the rightful owners.

The doctor was sitting in front of a store one day in the business-heart of town, where also he liked to linger in fair weather, when suddenly he saw one of his crows flying high overhead and bearing something in its beak, which it dropped into the road scarcely a hundred feet away. Interested to see what it was the bird had been carrying, he went to the spot where he saw it fall and found one of the tin-handled knives, which the crow had been carrying to a safe hiding-place. He picked it up and when he returned home that night asked one of his boys if he could lend him a knife.

No, said his son. Our knives are all lost. The crows took them.

I knew that, said the doctor sweetly, and so, when I met Zip uptown just now, I asked her to lend me one, and she did. Here it is.

He pulled out the knife and handed it to the boy and, when the latter expressed doubt and wonder, insisted that the crow had loaned it to him; a joke which ended in his always asking one of the children to run and ask Zip if she would lend him a knife, whenever he chanced to need one.

Although a sad man at times, as I understood, the doctor was not a pessimist, and in many ways, both by practical jokes and the humoring of odd characters, sought relief from the intense emotional strain which the large practice of his profession put upon him. One of his greatest reliefs was the carrying out of these little practical jokes, and he had been known to go to much trouble at times to work up a good laugh.

One of the, to him, richest jokes, and one which he always enjoyed telling, related to a country singing school which was located in the neighborhood of Pierceton, in which reading (the alphabet, at least), spelling, geography, arithmetic, rules of grammar, and so forth, were still taught by a process of singing. The method adopted in this form of education was to have the scholar memorize all knowledge by singing it. Thus in the case of geography the students would sing the name of the country, then its mountains, then the highest peaks, cities, rivers, principal points of interest, and so on, until all information about that particular country had been duly memorized in song or rhyme. Occasionally they would have a school-day on which the local dignitaries would be invited, and on a number of these occasions the doctor was, for amusements sake merely, a grave and reverent listener. On one occasion, however, he was merely passing the school, when hearing Africa-a, Africa-a, mountains of the moo-oo-oon drawled out of the windows, he decided to stop in and listen a while. Having tethered his horse outside he knocked at the door and was received by the little English singing teacher who, after showing him to a seat, immediately called upon the class for an exhibition of their finest wisdom. When they had finished this the teacher turned to him and inquired if there was anything he would especially like them to sing.

No, said the doctor gravely, and no doubt with an amused twinkle in his eye, I had thought of asking you to sing the Rocky Mountains, but as the mountains are so high, and the amount of time I have so limited, I have decided that perhaps it will be asking too much.

Oh, not at all, not at all airily replied the teacher, and turning to his class, he exclaimed with a very superior smile: Now, ladies and gentlemen, ere is a scientific gentleman who thinks it is arder to sing of igh mountings than it is to sing of low mountings, and forthwith the class began to demonstrate that in respect to vocalization there was no difference at all.

Only those, however, who knew Dr. Gridley in the sickroom, and knew him well, ever discovered the really finest trait of his character: a keen, unshielded sensibility to and sympathy for all human suffering, that could not bear to inflict the slightest additional pain. He was really, in the main, a man of soft tones and unctuous laughter, of gentle touch and gentle step, and a devotion to duty that carried him far beyond his interests or his personal well-being. One of his chiefest oppositions, according to his daughter, was to telling the friends or relatives of any stricken person that there was no hope. Instead, he would use every delicate shade of phrasing and tone in imparting the fateful words, in order if possible to give less pain. I remember in the case of my father, said one of his friends, when the last day came. Knowing the end was near, he was compelled to make some preliminary discouraging remark, and I bent over with my ear against my fathers chest and said, Doctor Gridley, the disease is under control, I think. I can hear the respiration to the bottom of the lungs.

Yes, yes, he answered me sadly, but now with an implication which could by no means be misunderstood, it is nearly always so. The failure is in the recuperative energy. Vitality runs too low. It meant from the first, Your father will not live.

In the case of a little child with meningitis, the same person was sent to him to ask what of the child  better or worse. His answer was: He is passing as free from pain as ever I knew a case of this kind.

In yet another case of a dying woman, one of her relatives inquired: Doctor, is this case dangerous? Not in the nature of the malady, madam, was his sad and sympathetic reply, but fatal in the condition it meets. Hope is broken. There is nothing to resist the damage.

One of his patients was a farmer who lived in an old-time log house a few miles out from Silver Lake, who while working about his barn met with a very serious accident which involved a possible injury to the gall bladder. The main accident was not in itself fatal, but the possible injury to the gall bladder was, and this, if it existed, would show as a yellow tint in the eyeball on the tenth day. Fearing the danger of this, he communicated the possibility to the relatives, saying that he could do little after that time but that he would come just the same and make the patient as comfortable as possible. For nine days he came, sitting by the bedside and whiling away many a weary hour for the sufferer, until the tenth morning. On this day, according to his daughter, who had it from the sick mans relatives, his face but ill concealed the anxiety he felt. Coming up to the door, he entered just far enough to pretend to reach for a water bucket. With this in his hand he turned and gave one long keen look in the eye of the sick man, then walked down the yard to a chair under a tree some distance from the house, where he sat, drooping and apparently grieved, the certainty of the death of the patient affecting him as much as if he were his own child.

There was no need for words, said one of them. Every curve and droop of his figure, as he walked slowly and with bent head, told all of us who saw him that hope was gone and that death had won the victory.

One of his perpetual charges, as I learned later, was a poor old unfortunate by the name of Id Logan, who had a little cabin and an acre of ground a half dozen miles west of Warsaw, and who existed from year to year heaven only knows how.

Id never had any money, friends or relatives, and was always troubled with illness or hunger in some form or other, and yet the doctor always spoke of him sympathetically as Poor old Id Logan and would often call out there on his rounds to see how he was getting along. One snowy winters evening as he was traveling homeward after a long days ride, he chanced to recollect the fact that he was in the neighborhood of his worthless old charge, and fancying that he might be in need of something turned his horse into the lane which led up to the door. When he reached the house he noticed that no smoke was coming from the chimney and that the windows were slightly rimmed with frost, as if there were no heat within. Rapping at the door and receiving no response, he opened it and went in. There he found his old charge, sick and wandering in his mind, lying upon a broken-down bed and moaning in pain. There was no fire in the fireplace. The coverings with which the bed was fitted were but two or three old worn and faded quilts, and the snow was sifting in badly through the cracks where the chinking had fallen out between the logs, and under the doors and windows.

Going up to the sufferer and finding that some one of his old, and to the doctor well-known, maladies had at last secured a fatal grip upon him, he first administered a tonic which he knew would give him as much strength as possible, and then went out into the yard, where, after putting up his horse, he gathered chips and wood from under the snow and built a roaring fire. Having done this, he put on the kettle, trimmed the lamp, and after preparing such stimulants as the patient could stand, took his place at the bedside, where he remained the whole night long, keeping the fire going and the patient as comfortable as possible. Toward morning the sufferer died and when the sun was well up he finally returned to his family, who anxiously solicited him as to his whereabouts.

I was with Id Logan, he said.

Whats ailing him now? his daughter inquired.

Nothing now, he returned. It was only last night, and for years afterward he commented on the death of poor old Id, saying always at the conclusion of his remarks that it must be a dreadful thing to be sick and die without friends.

His love for his old friends and familiar objects was striking, and he could no more bear to see an old friend move away than he could to lose one of his patients. One of his oldest friends was a fine old Christian lady by the name of Weeks, who lived down in Louter Creek bottoms and in whose household he had practiced for nearly fifty years. During the latter part of his life, however, this family began to break up, and finally when there was no one left but the mother she decided to move over into Whitley County, where she could stay with her daughter. Just before going, however, she expressed a wish to see Doctor Gridley, and he called in upon her. A little dinner had been prepared in honor of his coming. After it was over and the old times were fully discussed he was about to take his leave when Mrs. Weeks disappeared from the room and then returned, bearing upon her arm a beautiful yarn spread which she held out before her and, in her nervous, feeble way getting the attention of the little audience, said:

Doctor, I am going up to Whitley now to live with my daughter, and I dont suppose I will get to see you very often any more. Like myself, you are getting old, and it will be too far for you to come. But I want to give you this spread that I have woven with my own hands since I have been sixty years of age. It isnt very much, but it is meant for a token of the love and esteem I bear you, and in remembrance of all that you have done for me and mine.

Her eyes were wet and her voice quivering as she brought it forward. The doctor, who had been wholly taken by surprise by this kindly manifestation of regard, had arisen during her impromptu address and now stood before her, dignified and emotionally grave, his own eyes wet with tears of appreciation.

Balancing the homely gift upon his extended hands, he waited until the force of his own sentiment had slightly subsided, when he replied:

Madam, I appreciate this gift with which you have chosen to remember me as much as I honor the sentiment which has produced it. There are, I know, threads of feeling woven into it stronger than any cords of wool, and more enduring than all the fabrics of this world. I have been your physician now for fifty years, and have been a witness of your joys and sorrows. But, as much as I esteem you, and as highly as I prize this token of your regard, I can accept it but upon one condition, and that is, Mrs. Weeks, that you promise me that no matter how dark the night, how stormy the sky, or how deep the waters that intervene, you will not fail to send for me in your hour of need. It is both my privilege and my pleasure, and I should not rest content unless I knew it were so.

When the old lady had promised, he took his spread and going out to his horse, rode away to his own home, where he related this incident, and ended with, Now I want this put on my bed.

His daughter, who lovingly humored his every whim, immediately complied with his wish, and from that day to the hour of his death the spread was never out of his service.

One of the most pleasing incidents to me was one which related to his last illness and death. Always, during his later years, when he felt the least bit ill, he refused to prescribe for himself, saying that a doctor, if he knew anything at all, was never such a fool as to take any of his own medicine. Instead, and in sequence to this humorous attitude, he would always send for one of the younger men of the vicinity who were beginning to practice here, one, for instance, who having other merits needed some assurance and a bit of superior recognition occasionally to help him along. On this occasion he called in a very sober young doctor, one who was greatly admired but had very little practice as yet, and saying, Doctor, Im sick today, lay back on his bed and waited for further developments.

The latter, owing to Dr. Gridleys great repute and knowledge, was very much flustered, so much so that he scarcely knew what to do.

Well, Doctor, he finally said, after looking at his tongue, taking his pulse and feeling his forehead, youre really a better judge of your own condition than I am, Im sure. What do you think I ought to give you?

Now, Doctor, replied Gridley sweetly, Im your patient, and youre my doctor. I wouldnt prescribe for myself for anything in the world, and Im going to take whatever you give me. Thats why I called you in. Now, you just give me what you think my condition requires, and Ill take it.

The young doctor, meditating on all that was new or faddistic, decided at last that just for variations sake he would give the doctor something of which he had only recently heard, a sample of which he had with him and which had been acclaimed in the medical papers as very effective. Without asking the doctor whether he had ever heard of it, or what he thought, he merely prescribed it.

Well, now, I like that, commented Gridley solemnly. I never heard of that before in my life, but it sounds plausible. Ill take it, and well see. Whats more, I like a young doctor like yourself who thinks up ways of his own and, according to his daughter, he did take it, and was helped, saying always that what young doctors needed to do was to keep abreast of the latest medical developments, that medicine was changing, and perhaps it was just as well that old doctors died! He was so old and feeble, however, that he did not long survive, and when the time came was really glad to go.

One of the sweetest and most interesting of all his mental phases was, as I have reason to know, his attitude toward the problem of suffering and death, an attitude so full of the human qualities of wonder, sympathy, tenderness, and trust, that he could scarcely view them without exhibiting the emotion he felt. He was a constant student of the phenomena of dissolution, and in one instance calmly declared it as his belief that when a man was dead he was dead and that was the end of him, consciously. At other times he modified his view to one of an almost prayerful hope, and in reading Emily Brontës somewhat morbid story of Wuthering Heights, his copy of which I long had in my possession, I noted that he had annotated numerous passages relative to death and a future life with interesting comments of his own. To one of these passages, which reads:

I dont know if it be a peculiarity with me, but I am seldom otherwise than happy while watching in the chamber of death, provided no frenzied or despairing mourner shares the duty with me. I see a repose that neither earth nor hell can break, and I feel an assurance of the endless and shadowless hereafter  the eternity they have entered  where life is boundless in its duration, and love in its sympathy, and joy in its fullness,

he had added on the margin:

How often I have felt this very emotion. How natural I know it to be. And what a consolation in the thought!

Writing a final prescription for a young clergyman who was dying, and for whom he had been most tenderly solicitous, he added to the list of drugs he had written in Latin, the lines:

In lifes closing hour, when the trembling soul flies And death stills the hearts last emotion, Oh, then may the angel of mercy arise Like a star on eternitys ocean!

When he himself was upon his death-bed he greeted his old friend Colonel Dyer  he of the absent overcoat and over-shoes  with:

Dyer, Im almost gone. I am in the shadow of death. I am standing upon the very brink. I cannot see clearly, I cannot speak coherently, the film of death obstructs my sight. I know what this means. It is the end, but all is well with me. I have no fear. I have said and done things that would have been better left unsaid and undone, but I have never willfully wronged a man in my life. I have no concern for myself. I am concerned only for those I leave behind. I never saved money, and I die as poor as when I was born. We do not know what there is in the future now shut out from our view by a very thin veil. It seems to me there is a hand somewhere that will lead us safely across, but I cannot tell. No one can tell.

This interesting speech, made scarcely a day before he closed his eyes in death, was typical of his whole generous, trustful, philosophical point of view.

If there be green fields and placid waters beyond the river that he so calmly crossed, so ran an editorial in the local county paper edited by one of his most ardent admirers, reserved for those who believe in and practice upon the principle of Do unto others as you would have them do unto you, then this Samaritan of the medical profession is safe from all harm. If there be no consciousness, but only a mingling of that which was gentleness and tenderness here with the earth and the waters, then the greenness of the one and the sparkling limpidity of the other are richer for that he lived, and wrought, and returned unto them so trustingly again.


Culhane, the Solid Man

I met him in connection with a psychic depression which only partially reflected itself in my physical condition. I might almost say that I was sick spiritually. At the same time I was rather strongly imbued with a contempt for him and his cure. I had heard of him for years. To begin with, he was a wrestler of repute, or rather ex-wrestler, retired undefeated champion of the world. As a boy I had known that he had toured America with Modjeska as Charles, the wrestler, in As You Like It. Before or after that he had trained John L. Sullivan, the worlds champion prize fighter of his day, for one of his most successful fights, and that at a time when Sullivan was unfitted to fight any one. Before that, in succession, from youth up, he had been a peasant farmers son in Ireland, a scullion in a ships kitchen earning his way to America, a beef slinger for a packing company, a cooks assistant and waiter in a Bowery restaurant, a bouncer in a saloon, a rubber down at prize fights, a policeman, a private in the army during the Civil War, a ticket-taker, exhibition wrestler, short-change man with a minstrel company, later a circus, until having attained his greatest fame as champion wrestler of the world, and as trainer of John L. Sullivan, he finally opened a sporting sanitarium in some county in upper New York State which later evolved into the great and now decidedly fashionable institution in Westchester, near New York.

It has always been interesting to me to see in what awe men of this type or profession are held by many in the more intellectual walks of life as well as by those whose respectful worship is less surprising,  those who revere strength, agility, physical courage, so-called, brute or otherwise. There is a kind of retiring worshipfulness, especially in men and children of the lower walks, for this type, which must be flattering in the extreme.

However, in so far as Culhane was concerned at this time, the case was different. Whatever he had been in his youth he was not that now, or at least his earlier rawness had long since been glazed over by other experiences. Self-education, an acquired politeness among strangers and a knowledge of the manners and customs of the better-to-do, permitted him to associate with them and to accept if not copy their manners and to a certain extent their customs in his relations with them. Literally, he owned hundreds of the best acres of the land about him, in one of the most fashionable residence sections of the East. He had already given away to some Sisters of Mercy a great estate in northern New York. His stables contained every type of fashionable vehicle and stalled and fed sixty or seventy of the worst horses, purposely so chosen, for the use of his guests. Men of all professions visited his place, paid him gladly the six hundred dollars in advance which he asked for the course of six weeks training, and brought, or attempted to, their own cars and retinues, which they lodged in the vicinity but could not use. I myself was introduced or rather foisted upon him by my dear brother, whose friend if not crony  if such a thing could have been said to exist in his life  he was. I was taken to him in a very somber and depressed mood and left; he rarely if ever received guests in person or at once. On the way, and before I had been introduced, I was instructed by my good brother as to his moods, methods, airs and tricks, supposed or rumored to be so beneficial in so many cases. They were very rough  purposely so.

The day I arrived, and before I saw him, I was very much impressed with the simplicity yet distinction of the inn or sanitarium or repair shop, as subsequently I learned he was accustomed to refer to it, perched upon a rise of ground and commanding a quite wonderful panorama. It was spring and quite warm and bright. The cropped enclosure which surrounded it, a great square of green fenced with high, well-trimmed privet, was good to look upon, level and smooth. The house, standing in the center of this, was large and oblong and gray, with very simple French windows reaching to the floor and great wide balustraded balconies reaching out from the second floor, shaded with awnings and set with rockers. The land on which this inn stood sloped very gradually to the Sound, miles away to the southeast, and the spires of churches and the gables of villages rising in between, as well as various toy-like sails upon the water, were no small portion of its charm. To the west for a score of miles the green-covered earth rose and fell in undulating beauty, and here again the roofs and spires of nearby villages might in fair weather be seen nestling peacefully among the trees. Due south there was a suggestion of water and some peculiar configuration, which by day seemed to have no significance other than that which attached to the vague outlines of a distant landscape. By night, however, the soft glow emanating from myriads of lights identified it as the body and length of the merry, night-reveling New York. Northward the green waves repeated themselves unendingly until they passed into a dim green-blue haze.

Interiorly, as I learned later, this place was most cleverly and sensibly arranged for the purpose for which it was intended. It was airy and well-appointed, with, on the ground floor, a great gymnasium containing, outside of an alcove at one end where hung four or five punching bags, only medicine balls. At the other end was an office or receiving-room, baggage or store-room, and locker and dining-room. To the east at the center extended a wing containing a number of shower-baths, a lounging room and sun parlor. On the second floor, on either side of a wide airy hall which ran from an immense library, billiard and smoking-room at one end to Culhanes private suite at the other, were two rows of bedrooms, perhaps a hundred all told, which gave in turn, each one, upon either side, on to the balconies previously mentioned. These rooms were arranged somewhat like the rooms of a passenger steamer, with its center aisle and its outer decks and doors opening upon it. In another wing on the ground floor were kitchens, servants quarters, and what not else! Across the immense lawn or campus to the east, four-square to the sanitarium, stood a rather grandiose stable, almost as impressive as the main building. About the place, and always more or less in evidence, were servants, ostlers, waiting-maids and always a decidedly large company of men of practically all professions, ages, and one might almost say nationalities. That is as nationalities are represented in America, by first and second generations.

The day I arrived I did not see my prospective host or manager or trainer for an hour or two after I came, being allowed to wait about until the very peculiar temperament which he possessed would permit him to come and see me. When he did show up, a more savage and yet gentlemanly-looking animal in clothes de rigueur I have never seen. He was really very princely in build and manner, shapely and grand, like those portraits that have come down to us of Richelieu and the Duc de Guise  fawn-colored riding trousers, bright red waistcoat, black-and-white check riding coat, brown leather riding boots and leggings with the essential spurs, and a riding quirt. And yet really, at that moment he reminded me not so much of a man, in his supremely well-tailored riding costume, as of a tiger or a very ferocious and yet at times purring cat, beautifully dressed, as in our childrens storybooks, a kind of tiger in collar and boots. He was so lithe, silent, cat-like in his tread. In his hard, clear, gray animal eyes was that swift, incisive, restless, searching glance which sometimes troubles us in the presence of animals. It was hard to believe that he was all of sixty, as I had been told. He looked the very well-preserved man of fifty or less. The short trimmed mustache and goatee which he wore were gray and added to his grand air. His hair, cut a close pompadour, the ends of his heavy eyebrow hairs turned upward, gave him a still more distinguished air. He looked very virile, very intelligent, very indifferent, intolerant and even threatening.

Well, he exclaimed on sight, you wish to see me?

I gave him my name.

Yes, thats so. Your brother spoke to me about you. Well, take a seat. You will be looked after.

He walked off, and after an hour or so I was still waiting, for what I scarcely knew  a room, something to eat possibly, some one to speak a friendly word to me, but no one did.

While I was waiting in this rather nondescript antechamber, hung with hats, caps, riding whips and gauntlets, I had an opportunity to study some of the men with whom presumably I was to live for a number of weeks. It was between two and three in the afternoon, and many of them were idling about in pairs or threes, talking, reading, all in rather commonplace athletic costumes  soft woolen shirts, knee trousers, stockings and running or walking shoes. They were in the main evidently of the so-called learned professions or the arts  doctors, lawyers, preachers, actors, writers, with a goodly sprinkling of merchants, manufacturers and young and middle-aged society men, as well as politicians and monied idlers, generally a little the worse for their pleasures or weaknesses. A distinguished judge of one of the superior courts of New York and an actor known everywhere in the English-speaking world were instantly recognized by me. Others, as I was subsequently informed, were related by birth or achievement to some one fact or another of public significance. The reason for the presence of so many people rather above than under the average in intellect lay, as I came to believe later, in their ability or that of some one connected with them to sincerely appreciate or to at least be amused and benefited by the somewhat different theory of physical repair which the lord of the manor had invented, or for which at least he had become famous.

I have remarked that I was not inclined to be impressed. Sanitariums with their isms and theories did not appeal to me. However, as I was waiting here an incident occurred which stuck in my mind. A smart conveyance drove up, occupied by a singularly lean and haughty-looking individual, who, after looking about him, expecting some one to come out to him no doubt, clambered cautiously out, and after seeing that his various grips and one trunk were properly deposited on the gravel square outside, paid and feed his driver, then walked in and remarked:

Ah  where is Mr. Culhane?

I dont know, sir, I replied, being the only one present. He was here, but hes gone. I presume some one will show up presently.

He walked up and down a little while, and then added: Um  rather peculiar method of receiving one, isnt it? I wired him Id be here. He walked restlessly and almost waspishly to and fro, looking out of the window at times, at others commenting on the rather casual character of it all. I agreed.

Thus, some fifteen minutes having gone by without any one approaching us, and occasional servants or guests passing through the room or being seen in the offing without even so much as vouchsafing a word or appearing to be interested in us, the new arrival grew excited.

This is very unusual, he fumed, walking up and down. I wired him only three hours ago. Ive been here now fully three-quarters of an hour! A most unheard-of method of doing business, I should say!

Presently our stern, steely-eyed host returned. He seemed to be going somewhere, to be nowise interested in us. Yet into our presence, probably into the consciousness of this new guest, he carried that air of savage strength and indifference, eyeing the stranger quite sharply and making no effort to apologize for our long wait.

You wish to see me? he inquired brusquely once more.

Like a wasp, the stranger was vibrant with rage. Plainly he felt himself insulted or terribly underrated.

Are you Mr. Culhane? he asked crisply.

Yes.

I am Mr. Squiers, he exclaimed. I wired you from Buffalo and ordered a room, this last with an irritated wave of the hand.

Oh, no, you didnt order any room, replied the host sourly and with an obvious desire to show his indifference and contempt even. You wired to know if you could engage a room.

He paused. The temperature seemed to drop perceptibly. The prospective guest seemed to realize that he had made a mistake somewhere, had been misinformed as to conditions here.

Oh! Um  ah! Yes! Well, have you a room?

I dont know. I doubt it. We dont take every one. His eyes seemed to bore into the interior of his would-be guest.

Well, but I was told  my friend, Mr. X  , the stranger began a rapid, semi-irritated, semi-apologetic explanation of how he came to be here.

I dont know anything about your friend or what he told you. If he told you you could order a room by telegraph, hes mistaken. Anyhow, youre not dealing with him, but with me. Now that youre here, though, if you want to sit down and rest yourself a little Ill see what I can do for you. I cant decide now whether I can let you stay. Youll have to wait a while. He turned and walked off.

The other stared. Well, he commented to me after a time, walking and twisting, if a man wants to come here I suppose he has to put up with such things, but its certainly unusual, isnt it? He sat down, wilted, and waited.

Later a clerk in charge of the registry book took us in hand, and then I heard him explaining that his lungs were not in good shape. He had come a long way  Denver, I believe. He had heard that all one needed to do was to wire, especially one in his circumstances.

Some people think that way, solemnly commented the clerk, but they dont know Mr. Culhane. He does about as he pleases in these matters. He doesnt do this any more to make money but rather to amuse himself, I think. He always has more applicants than he accepts.

I began to see a light. Perhaps there was something to this place after all. I did not even partially sense the drift of the situation, though, until bedtime when, after having been served a very frugal meal and shown to my very simple room, a kind of cell, promptly at nine oclock lights were turned off. I lit a small candle and was looking over some things which I had placed in a grip, when I heard a voice in the hall outside: Candles out, please! Candles out! All guests in bed! Then it came to me that a very rigorous régime was being enforced here.

The next morning as I was still soundly sleeping at five-thirty a loud rap sounded at my door. The night before I had noticed above my bed a framed sign which read: Guests must be dressed in running trunks, shoes and sweater, and appear in the gymnasium by six sharp. Gymnasium at six! Gymnasium at six! a voice echoed down the hall. I bounced out of bed. Something about the very air of the place made me feel that it was dangerous to attempt to trifle with the routine here. The tiger-like eyes of my host did not appeal to me as retaining any softer ray in them for me than for others. I had paid my six hundred ... I had better earn it. I was down in the great room in my trunks, sweater, dressing-gown, running shoes in less than five minutes.

And that room! By that time as odd a company of people as I have ever seen in a gymnasium had already begun to assemble. The leanness! the osseosity! the grandiloquent whiskers parted in the middle! the mustachios! the goatees! the fat, Hoti-like stomachs! the protuberant knees! the thin arms! the bald or semi-bald pates! the spectacles or horn glasses or pince-nezes!  laid aside a few moments later, as the exercises began. Youth and strength in the pink of condition, when clad only in trunks, a sweater and running shoes, are none too acceptable  but middle age! And out in the world, I reflected rather sadly, they all wore the best of clothes, had their cars, servants, city and country houses perhaps, their factories, employees, institutions. Ridiculous! Pitiful! As lymphatic and flabby as oysters without their shells, myself included. It was really painful.

Even as I meditated, however, I was advised, by many who saw that I was a stranger, to choose a partner, any partner, for medicine ball practice, for it might save me being taken or called by him. I hastened so to do. Even as we were assembling or beginning to practice, keeping two or three light medicine balls going between each pair, our host entered  that iron man, that mount of brawn. In his cowled dressing-gown he looked more like some great monk or fighting abbot of the medieval years than a trainer. He walked to the center, hung up his cowl and revealed himself lithe and lion-like and costumed like ourselves. But how much more attractive as he strode about, his legs lean and sturdy, his chest full, his arms powerful and graceful! At once he seized a large leather-covered medicine ball, as had all the others, and calling a name to which responded a lean whiskerando with a semi-bald pate, thin legs and arms, and very much caricatured, I presume, by the wearing of trunks and sweater. Taking his place opposite the host, he was immediately made the recipient of a volley of balls and brow-beating epithets.

Hurry up now! Faster! Ah, come on! Put the ball back to me! Put the ball back! Do you want to keep it all day? Great God! What are you standing there for? What are you standing there for? What do you think youre doing  drinking tea? Come on! I havent all morning for you alone. Move! Move, you ham! You call yourself an editor! Why, you couldnt edit a handbill! You cant even throw a ball straight! Throw it straight! Throw it straight! For Christs sake where do you think I am  out in the office? Throw it straight! Hell! and all the time one and another ball, grabbed from anywhere, for the floor was always littered with them, would be thrown in the victims direction, and before he could well appreciate what was happening to him he was being struck, once in the neck and again on the chest by the rapidly delivered six ounce air-filled balls, two of which at least he and the host were supposed to keep in constant motion between them. Later, a ball striking him in the stomach, he emitted a weak Ooph! and laying his hands over the affected part ceased all effort. At this the master of the situation only smirked on him leoninely and holding up a ball as if to throw it continued, Whats the matter with you now? Come on! What do you want to stop for? What do you want to stand there for? Youre not hurt. How do you expect to get anywhere if you cant keep two silly little balls like these going between us? (There had probably been six or eight.) Here I am sixty and youre forty, and you cant even keep up with me. And you pretend to give the general public advice on life! Well, go on; God pity the public, is all I say, and he dismissed him, calling out another name.

Now came a fat, bald soul, with dewlaps and a protruding stomach, who later I learned was a manufacturer of clothing  six hundred employees under him  down in health and nerves, really all shot to pieces physically. Plainly nervous at the sound of his name, he puffed quickly into position, grabbing wildly after the purposely eccentric throws which his host made and which kept him running to left and right in an all but panicky mood.

Move! Move! insisted our host as before, and, if anything, more irritably. Say, you work like a crab! What a motion! If you had more head and less guts you could do this better. A fine specimen you are! This is what comes of riding about in taxis and eating midnight suppers instead of exercising. Wake up! Wake up! A belt would have kept your stomach in long ago. A little less food and less sleep, and you wouldnt have any fat cheeks. Even your hair might stay on! Wake up! Wake up! What do you want to do  die? and as he talked he pitched the balls so quickly that his victim looked at times as though he were about to weep. His physical deficiencies were all too plain in every way. He was generally obese and looked as though he might drop, his face a flaming red, his hands trembling and missing, when a Well, go on, sounded and a third victim was called. This time it was a well-known actor who responded, a star, rather spry and well set up, but still nervous, for he realized quite well what was before him. He had been here for weeks and was in pretty fair trim, but still he was plainly on edge. He ran and began receiving and tossing as swiftly as he could, but as with the others so it was his turn now to be given such a grilling and tongue-lashing as falls to few of us in this world, let alone among the successful in the realm of the footlights. Say, youre not an actor  youre a woman! Youre a stewed onion! Move! Move! Come on! Come on! Look at those motions now, will you? Look at that one arm up! Where do you suppose the ball is? On the ceiling? Its not a lamp! Come on! Come on! Its a wonder when youre killed as Hamlet that you dont stay dead. You are. Youre really dead now, you know. Move! Move! and so it would go until finally the poor thespian, no match for his master and beset by flying balls, landing upon his neck, ear, stomach, finally gave up and cried:

Well, I cant go any faster than I can, can I? I cant do any more than I can!

Ah, go on! Go back into the chorus! called his host, who now abandoned him. Get somebody from the baby class to play marbles with you, and he called another.

By now, as may well be imagined, I was fairly stirred up as to the probabilities of the situation. He might call me! The man who was playing opposite me  a small, decayed person who chose me, I think, because he knew I was new, innocuous and probably awkward  seemed to realize my thoughts as well as his own. By lively exercise with me he was doing his utmost to create an impression of great and valuable effort here. Come on, lets play fast so he wont notice us, he said most pathetically at one point. You would have thought I had known him all my life.

But he didnt call us  not this morning at any rate. Whether owing to our efforts or the fact that I at least was too insignificant, too obscure, we escaped. He did reach me, however, on the fourth or fifth day, and no spindling failure could have done worse. I was struck and tripped and pounded until I all but fell prone upon the floor, half convinced that I was being killed, but I was not. I was merely sent stumbling and drooping back to the sidelines to recover while he tortured some one else. But the names he called me! The comments on my none too smoothly articulated bones  and my alleged mind! As in my schooldays when, a laggard in the fierce and seemingly malevolent atmosphere in which I was taught my ABCs, I crept shamefacedly and beaten from the scene.

It was in the adjoining bathroom, where the host daily personally superintended the ablutions of his guests, that even more of his remarkable method was revealed. Here a goodly portion of the force of his method was his skill in removing any sense of ability, agility, authority or worth from those with whom he dealt. Apparently to him, in his strength and energy, they were all children, weaklings, failures, numbskulls, no matter what they might be in the world outside. They had no understanding of the most important of their possessions, their bodies. And here again, even more than in the gymnasium, they were at the disadvantage of feeling themselves spectacles, for here they were naked. However grand an osseous, leathery lawyer or judge or doctor or politician or society man may look out in the world addressing a jury or a crowd or walking in some favorite place, glistening in his raiment, here, whiskered, thin of legs, arms and neck, with bulging brow and stripped not only of his gown but everything else this side of his skin  well, draw your own conclusion. For after performing certain additional exercises  one hundred times up on your toes, one hundred times (if you could) squatting to your knees, one hundred times throwing your arms out straight before you from your chest or up from your shoulders or out at right angles, right and left from your body and back to your hips until your fingers touched and the sweat once more ran  you were then ready to be told (for once in your life) how to swiftly and agilely take a bath.

Well, now, youre ready, are you? this to a noble jurist who, like myself perhaps, had arrived only the day before. Come on, now. Now you have just ten seconds in which to jump under the water and get yourself wet all over, twenty seconds in which to jump out and soap yourself thoroughly, ten seconds in which to get back in again and rinse off all the soap, and twenty seconds in which to rub and dry your skin thoroughly  now start!

The distinguished jurist began, but instead of following the advice given him for rapid action huddled himself in a shivering position under the water and stood all but inert despite the previous explanation of the host that the sole method of escaping the weakening influence of cold water was by counteracting it with activity, when it would prove beneficial.

He was such a noble, stalky, bony affair, his gold eyeglasses laid aside for the time being, his tweeds and carefully laundered linen all dispensed with during his stay here. As he came, meticulously and gingerly and quite undone by his efforts, from under the water, where he had been most roughly urged by Culhane, I hoped that he and not I would continue to be seized upon by this savage who seemed to take infinite delight in disturbing the social and intellectual poise of us all.

Soap yourself! exclaimed the latter most harshly now that the bather was out in the room once more. Soap your chest! Soap your stomach! Soap your arms, damn it! Soap your arms! And dont rub them all day either! Now soap your legs, damn it! Soap your legs! Dont you know how to soap your legs! Dont stand there all day! Soap your legs! Now turn round and soap your back  soap your back! For Christs sake, soap your back! Do it quick  quick! Now come back under the water again and see if you can get it off. Dont act as though you were cold molasses! Move! Move! Lord, you act as though you had all day  as though you had never taken a bath in your life! I never saw such an old poke. You come up here and expect me to do some things for you, and then you stand around as though you were made of bone! Quick now, move!

The noble jurist did as demanded  that is, as quickly as he could  only the mental inadequacy and feebleness which he displayed before all the others, of course, was the worst of his cruel treatment here, and in this as in many instances it cut deep. So often it was the shock to ones dignity more than anything else which hurt so, to be called an old poke when one was perhaps a grave and reverent senior, or to be told that one was made of bone when one was a famous doctor or merchant. Once under the water this particular specimen had begun by nervously rubbing his hands and face in order to get the soap off, and when shouted at and abused for that had then turned his attention to one other spot  the back of his left forearm.

Mine host seemed enraged. Well, well! he exclaimed irascibly, watching him as might a hawk. Are you going to spend all day rubbing that one spot? For Gods sake, dont you know enough to rub your whole body and get out from under the water? Move! Move! Rub your chest! Rub your belly! Hell, rub your back! Rub your toes and get out!

When routed from the ludicrous effort of vigorously rubbing one spot he was continually being driven on to some other, as though his body were some vast complex machine which he had never rightly understood before. He was very much flustered of course and seemed wholly unable to grasp how it was done, let alone please his exacting host.

Come on! insisted the latter finally and wearily. Get out from under the water. A lot you know about washing yourself! For a man who has been on the bench for fifteen years youre the dullest person I ever met. If you bathe like that at home, how do you keep clean? Come on out and dry yourself!

The distinguished victim, drying himself rather ruefully on an exceedingly rough towel, looked a little weary and disgusted. Such language! some one afterwards said he said to some one else. Hes not used to dealing with gentlemen, thats plain. The man talks like a blackguard. And to think we pay for such things! Well, well! Ill not stand it, Im afraid. Ive had about enough. Its positively revolting, positively revolting! But he stayed on, just the same  second thoughts, a good breakfast, his own physical needs. At any rate weeks later he was still there and in much better shape physically if not mentally.

About the second or third day I witnessed another such spectacle, which made me laugh  only not in my hosts presence  nay, verily! For into this same chamber had come another distinguished personage, a lawyer or society man, I couldnt tell which, who was washing himself rather leisurely, as was not the prescribed way, when suddenly he was spied by mine host, who was invariably instructing some one in this swift one-minute or less system. Now he eyed the operation narrowly for a few seconds, then came over and exclaimed:

Wash your toes, cant you? Wash your toes! Cant you wash your toes?

The skilled gentleman, realizing that he was now living under very different conditions from those to which presumably he was accustomed, reached down and began to rub the tops of his toes but without any desire apparently to widen the operation.

Here! called the host, this time much more sharply, I said wash your toes, not the outside of them! Soap them! Dont you know how to wash your toes yet? Youre old enough, God knows! Wash between em! Wash under em!

Certainly I know how to wash my toes, replied the other irritably and straightening up, and whats more, Id like you to know that I am a gentleman.

Well, then, if youre a gentleman, retorted the other, you ought to know how to wash your toes. Wash em  and dont talk back!

Pah! exclaimed the bather now, looking twice as ridiculous as before. Im not used to having such language addressed to me.

I cant help that, said Culhane. If you knew how to wash your toes perhaps you wouldnt have to have such language addressed to you.

Oh, hell! fumed the other. This is positively outrageous! Ill leave the place, by George!

Very well, rejoined the other, only before you go youll have to wash your toes!

And he did, the host standing by and calmly watching the performance until it was finally completed.

It was just this atmosphere which made the place the most astonishing in which I have ever been. It seemed to be drawing the celebrated and the successful as a magnet might iron, and yet it offered conditions which one might presume they would be most opposed to. No one here was really any one, however much he might be outside. Our host was all. He had a great blazing personality which dominated everybody, and he did not hesitate to show before one and all that he did so do.

Breakfast here consisted of a cereal, a chop and coffee  plentiful but very plain, I thought. After breakfast, between eight-thirty and eleven, we were free to do as we chose: write letters, pack our bags if we were leaving, do up our laundry to be sent out, read, or merely sit about. At eleven, or ten-thirty, according to the nature of the exercise, one had to join a group, either one that was to do the long or short block, as they were known here, or one that was to ride horseback, all exercises being so timed that by proper execution one would arrive at the bathroom door in time to bathe, dress and take ten minutes rest before luncheon. These exercises were simple enough in themselves, consisting, as they did in the case of the long and the short blocks (the long block seven, the short four miles in length), of our walking, or walking and running betimes, about or over courses laid up hill and down dale, over or through unpaved mudroads in many instances, along dry or wet beds of brooks or streams, and across stony or weedy fields, often still damp with dew or the spring rains. But in most cases, when people had not taken any regular exercise for a long time, this was by no means easy. The first day I thought I should never make it, and I was by no means a poor walker. Others, the new ones especially, often gave out and had to be sent for, or came in an hour late to be most severely and irritatingly ragged by the host. He seemed to all but despise weakness and had apparently a thousand disagreeable ways of showing it.

If you want to see what poor bags of mush some people can become, he once said in regard to some poor specimen who had seemingly had great difficulty in doing the short block, look at this. Here comes a man sent out to do four measly country miles in fifty minutes, and look at him. Youd think he was going to die. He probably thinks so himself. In New York hed do seventeen miles in a night running from barroom to barroom or one lobster palace to another  thats a good name for them, by the way  and never say a word. But out here in the country, with plenty of fresh air and a nights rest and a good breakfast, he cant even do four miles in fifty minutes! Think of it! And he probably thinks of himself as a man  boasts before his friends, or his wife, anyhow. Lord!

A day or two later there arrived here a certain major of the United States Army, a large, broad-chested, rather pompous person of about forty-eight or-nine, who from taking his ease in one sinecure and another had finally reached the place where he was unable to endure certain tests (or he thought so) which were about to be made with a view to retiring certain officers grown fat in the service. As he explained to Culhane, and the latter was always open and ribald afterward in his comments on those who offered explanations of any kind, his plan was to take the course here in order to be able to make the difficult tests later.

Culhane resented this, I think. He resented people using him or his methods to get anywhere, do anything more in life than he could do, and yet he received them. He felt, and I think in the main that he was right, that they looked down on him because of his lowly birth and purely material and mechanical career, and yet having attained some distinction by it he could not forego this work which raised him, in a way, to a position of dominance over these people. Now the sight of presumably so efficient a person in need of aid or exercise, to be built up, was all that was required to spur him on to the most waspish or wolfish attitude imaginable. In part at least he argued, I think (for in the last analysis he was really too wise and experienced to take any such petty view, although there is a subconscious past-lack motivating impulse in all our views), that here he was, an ex-policeman, ex-wrestler, ex-prize fighter, ex-private, ex-waiter, beef-carrier, bouncer, trainer; and here was this grand major, trained at West Point, who actually didnt know any more about life or how to take care of his body than to be compelled to come here, broken down at forty-eight, whereas he, because of his stamina and Spartan energy, had been able to survive in perfect condition until sixty and was now in a position to rebuild all these men and wastrels and to control this great institution. And to a certain extent he was right, although he seemed to forget or not to know that he was not the creator of his own great strength, by any means, impulses and tendencies over which he had no control having arranged for that.

However that may be, here was the major a suppliant for his services, and here was he, Culhane, and although the major was paying well for his minute room and his probably greatly decreased diet, still Culhane could not resist the temptation to make a show of him, to picture him as the more or less pathetic example that he was, in order perhaps that he, Culhane, might shine by contrast. Thus on the first day, having sent him around the short block with the others, it was found at twelve, when the joggers were expected to return, and again at twelve-thirty when they were supposed to take their places at the luncheon table, that the heavy major had not arrived. He had been seen and passed by all, of course. After the first mile or two probably he had given out and was making his way as best he might up hill and down dale, or along some more direct road, to the shop, or maybe he had dropped out entirely, as some did, via a kindly truck or farmers wagon, and was on his way to the nearest railway station.

At any rate, as Culhane sat down at his very small private table, which stood in the center of the dining-room and far apart from the others (a vantage point, as it were), he looked about and, not seeing the new guest, inquired, Has any one seen that alleged army officer who arrived here this morning?

No one could say anything more than that they had left him two or three miles back.

I thought so, he said tersely. There you have a fine example of the desk general and major  we had em in the army  men who sit in a swivel chair all day, wear a braided uniform and issue orders to other people. Youd think a man like that who had been trained at West Point and seen service in the Philippines would have sense enough to keep himself in condition. Not at all. As soon as they get a little way up in their profession they want to sit around hotel grills or society ballrooms and show off, tell how wonderful they are. Heres a man, an army officer, in such rotten shape that if I sent a good horse after him now its ten to one he couldnt get on him. Ill have to send a truck or some such thing.

He subsided. About an hour later the major did appear, much the worse for wear. A groom with a horse had been sent out after him, and, as the latter confided to some one afterward, he had to help the major on. From that time on, on the short block and the long, as well as on those horseback tours which every second or third morning we were supposed to take, the major was his especial target. He loved to pick on him, to tell him that he was nearly all guts  a phrase which literally sickened me at that time  to ask him how he expected to stay in the army if he couldnt do this or that, what good was he to the army, how could any soldier respect a thing like him, and so on ad infinitum until, while at first I pitied the major, later on I admired his pluck. Culhane foisted upon him his sorriest and boniest nag, the meanest animal he could find, yet he never complained; and although he forced on him all the foods he knew the major could not like, still there was no complaint; he insisted that he should be out and around of an afternoon when most of us lay about, allowed him no drinks whatever, although he was accustomed to them. The major, as I learned afterwards, stayed not six but twelve weeks and passed the tests which permitted him to remain in the army.

But to return to Culhane himself. The latters method always contained this element of nag and pester which, along with his brazen reliance on and pride in his brute strength at sixty, made all these others look so puny and ineffectual. They might have brains and skill but here they were in his institution, more or less undone nervously and physically, and here he was, cold, contemptuous, not caring much whether they came, stayed or went, and laughing at them even as they raged. Now and then it was rumored that he found some single individual in whom he would take an interest, but not often. In the main I think he despised them one and all for the puny machines they were. He even despised life and the pleasures and dissipations or swinish indolence which, in his judgment, characterized most men. I recall once, for instance, his telling us how as a private in the United States Army when the division of which he was a unit was shut up in winter quarters, huddled about stoves, smoking (as he characterized them) filthy pipes or chewing tobacco and spitting, actually lousy, and never changing their clothes for weeks on end  how he, revolting at all this and the disease and fevers ensuing, had kept out of doors as much as possible, even in the coldest weather, and finding no other way of keeping clean the single shift of underwear and the one uniform he possessed he had, every other day or so, washed all, uniform and underwear, with or without soap as conditions might compel, in a nearby stream, often breaking the ice to get to the water, and dancing about naked in the cold, running and jumping, while they dried on bushes or the branch of a tree.

Those poor rats, he added most contemptuously, used to sit inside and wonder at me or laugh and jeer, hovering over their stoves, but a lot of them died that very winter, and here I am today.

And well we knew it. I used to study the faces of many of the puffy, gelatinous souls, so long confined to their comfortable offices, restaurants and homes that two hours on horseback all but wore them out, and wonder how this appealed to them. I think that in the main they took it as an illustration of either one of two things: insanity, or giant and therefore not-to-be-imitated strength.

But in regard to them Culhane was by no means so tolerant. One day, as I recall, there arrived at the sanitarium a stout and mushy-looking Hebrew, with a semi-bald pate, protruding paunch and fat arms and legs, who applied to Culhane for admission. And, as much to irritate his other guests, I think, as to torture this particular specimen into some semblance of vitality, he admitted him. And thereafter, from the hour he entered until he left about the time I did, Culhane seemed to follow him with a wolfish and savage idea. He gave him a most damnable and savage horse, one that kicked and bit, and at mounting time would place Mr. Itzky (I think his name was) up near the front of the procession where he could watch him. Always at mount-time, when we were permitted to ride, there was inside the great stable a kind of preliminary military inspection of all our accouterments, seeing that we had to saddle and bridle and bring forth our own steeds. This particular person could not saddle a horse very well nor put on his bit and bridle. The animal was inclined to rear and plunge when he came near, to fix him with an evil eye and bite at him.

And above all things Culhane seemed to value strain of this kind. If he could just make his guests feel the pressure of necessity in connection with their work he was happy. To this end he would employ the most contemptuous and grilling comment. Thus to Mr. Itzky he was most unkind. He would look over all most cynically, examining the saddles and bridles, and then say, Oh, I see you havent learned how to tighten a belly-band yet, or I do believe you have your saddle hind-side to. You would if you could, thats one thing sure. How do you expect a horse to be sensible or quiet when he knows that he isnt saddled right? Any horse knows that much, and whether he has an ass for a rider. Id kick and bite too if I were some of these horses, having a lot of damned fools and wasters to pack all over the country. Loosen that belt and fasten it right (there might be nothing wrong with it) and move your saddle up. Do you want to sit over the horses rump?

Then would come the fateful moment of mounting. There was of course the accepted and perfect way  his way: left foot in stirrup, an easy balanced spring and light descent into the seat. One should be able to slip the right foot into the right stirrup with the same motion of mounting. But imagine fifty, sixty, seventy men, all sizes, weights and differing conditions of health and mood. A number of these people had never ridden a horse before coming here and were as nervous and frightened as children. Such mounts! Such fumbling around, once they were in their saddles, for the right stirrup! And all the while Culhane would be sitting out front like an army captain on the only decent steed in the place, eyeing us with a look of infinite and weary contempt that served to increase our troubles a thousandfold.

Well, youre all on, are you? You all do it so gracefully I like to sit here and admire you. Hulbert there throws his leg over his horses back so artistically that he almost kicks his teeth out. And Effingham does his best to fall off on the other side. And wheres Itzky? I dont even see him. Oh, yes, there he is. Well (this to Itzky, frantically endeavoring to get one fat foot in a stirrup and pull himself up), what about you? Cant you get your leg that high? Heres a man who for twenty-five years has been running a cloak-and-suit business and employing five hundred people, but he cant get on a horse! Imagine! Five hundred people dependent on that for their living! (At this point, say, Itzky succeeds in mounting.) Well, hes actually on! Now see if you can stick while we ride a block or two. Youll find the right stirrup, Itzky, just a little forward of your horses belly on the right side  see? A fine bunch this is to lead out through a gentlemans country! Hell, no wonder Ive got a bad reputation throughout this section! Well, forward, and see if you can keep from falling off.

Then we were out through the stable-door and the privet gate at a smart trot, only to burst into a headlong gallop a little farther on down the road. To the seasoned riders it was all well enough, but to beginners, those nervous about horses, fearful about themselves! The first day, not having ridden in years and being uncertain as to my skill, I could scarcely stay on. Several days later, I by then having become a reasonably seasoned rider, it was Mr. Itzky who appeared on the scene, and after him various others. On this particular trip I am thinking of, Mr. Itzky fell or rolled off and could not again mount. He was miles from the repair shop and Culhane, discovering his plight, was by no means sympathetic. We had a short ride back to where he sat lamely by the roadside viewing disconsolately the cavalcade and the country in general.

Well, whats the matter with you now? It was Culhane, eyeing him most severely.

I hef hurt my foot. I kent stay on.

You mean youd rather walk, do you, and lead your horse?

Vell, I kent ride.

All right, then, you lead your horse back to the stable if you want any lunch, and hereafter you run with the baby-class on the short block until you think you can ride without falling off. Whats the good of my keeping a stable of first-class horses at the service of a lot of mush-heads who dont even know how to use em? All they do is ruin em. In a week or two, after a good horse is put in the stable, hes not fit for a gentleman to ride. They pull and haul and kick and beat, when as a matter of fact the horse has a damned sight more sense than they have.

We rode off, leaving Itzky alone. The men on either side of me  we were riding three abreast  scoffed under their breath at the statement that we were furnished decent horses. The nerve! This nag! This bag of bones! To think a thing like this should be called a horse! But there were no outward murmurs and no particular sympathy for Mr. Itzky. He was a fat stuff, a sweat-shop manufacturer, they would bet; let him walk and sweat.

So much for sympathy in this gay realm where all were seeking to restore their own little bodies, whatever happened.

So many of these men varied so greatly in their looks, capacities and troubles that they were always amusing. Thus I recall one lean iron manufacturer, the millionaire president of a great frog and switch company, who had come on from Kansas City, troubled with anæmia, neurasthenia, nervous derangement of the heart and various other things. He was over fifty, very much concerned about himself, his family, his business, his friends; anxious to obtain the benefits of this celebrated course of which he had heard so much. Walking or running near me on his first day, he took occasion to make inquiries in regard to Culhane, the life here, and later on confidences as to his own condition. It appeared that his chief trouble was his heart, a kind of phantom disturbance which made him fear that he was about to drop dead and which came and went, leaving him uncertain as to whether he had it or not. On entering he had confided to Culhane the mysteries of his case, and the latter had examined him, pronouncing him (Rather roughly, as he explained to me), quite fit to do all the silly work he would have to do here.

Nevertheless while we were out on the short block his heart was hurting him. At the same time it had been made rather clear to him that if he wished to stay here he would have to fulfill all the obligations imposed. After a mile or two or three of quick walking and jogging he was saying to me, You know, Im not really sure that I can do this. Its very severe, more so than I thought. My heart is not doing very well. It feels very fluttery.

But, I said, if he told you you could stand it, you can, Im sure. Its not very likely hed say you could if you couldnt. He examined you, didnt he? I dont believe hed deliberately put a strain on any one who couldnt stand it.

Yes, he admitted doubtfully, thats true perhaps.

Still he continued to complain and complain and to grow more and more worried, until finally he slowed up and was lost in the background.

Reaching the gymnasium at the proper time I bathed and dressed myself quickly and waited on the balcony over the bathroom to see what would happen in this case. As a rule Culhane stood in or near the door at this time, having just returned from some route or block himself, to see how the others were faring. And he was there when the iron manufacturer came limping up, fifteen minutes late, one hand over his heart, the other to his mouth, and exclaiming as he drew near, I do believe, Mr. Culhane, that I cant stand this. Im afraid there is something the matter with my heart. Its fluttering so.

To hell with your heart! Didnt I tell you there was nothing the matter with it? Get into the bath!

The troubled manufacturer, overawed or reassured as the case might be, entered the bath and ten minutes later might have been seen entering the dining-room, as comfortable apparently as any one. Afterwards he confessed to me on one of our jogs that there was something about Culhane which gave him confidence and made him believe that there wasnt anything wrong with his heart  which there wasnt, I presume.

The intensely interesting thing about Culhane was this different, very original and forthright if at times brutal point of view. It was a blazing material world of which he was the center, the sun, and yet always I had the sense of very great life. With no knowledge of or interest in the superior mental sciences or arts or philosophies, still he seemed to suggest and even live them. He was in his way an exemplification of that ancient Greek regimen and stark thought which brought back the ten thousand from Cunaxa. He seemed even to suggest in his rough way historical perspective and balance. He knew men, and apparently he sensed how at best and at bottom life was to be lived, with not too much emotional or appetitive swaying in any one direction, and not too little either.

Yet in trapseing about this particular realm each day with ministers, lawyers, doctors, actors, manufacturers, papas or mammas young hopefuls and petted heirs, young scapegraces and so-called society men of the extreme upper crust, stuffed and plethoric with money and as innocent of sound knowledge or necessary energy in some instances as any one might well be, one could not help speculating as to how it was that such a man, as indifferent and all but discourteous as this one, could attract them (and so many) to him. They came from all parts of America  the Pacific, the Gulf, the Atlantic and Canada  and yet, although they did not relish, him or his treatment of them, once here they stayed. Walking or running or idling about with them one could always hear from one or another that Culhane was too harsh, a bounder, an upstart, a cheap pugilist or wrestler at best (I myself thought so at times when I was angry), yet here they were, and here I was, and staying. He was low, vulgar  yet here we were. And yet, meditating on him, I began to think that he was really one of the most remarkable men I had ever known, for these people he dealt with were of all the most difficult to deal with. In the main they were of that order or condition of mind which springs from (1), too much wealth too easily acquired or inherited; or (2), from a blazing material success, the cause of which was their own savage self-interested viewpoint. Hence a colder and in some respects a more critical group of men I have never known. Most of them had already seen so much of life in a libertine way that there was little left to enjoy. They sniffed at almost everything, Culhane included, and yet they were obviously drawn to him. I tried to explain this to myself on the ground that there is some iron power in some people which literally compels this, whether one will or no; or that they were in the main so tired of life and so truly selfish and egotistic that it required some such different iron or caviar mood plus such a threatening regimen to make them really take an interest. Sick as they were, he was about the only thing left on which they could sharpen their teeth with any result.

As I have said, a part of Culhanes general scheme was to arrange the starting time for the walks and jogs about the long and short blocks so that if one moved along briskly he reached the sanitarium at twelve-thirty and had a few minutes in which to bathe and cool off and change his clothes before entering the dining-room, where, if not at the bathroom door beforehand, Culhane would be waiting, seated at his little table, ready to keep watch on the time and condition of all those due. Thus one day, a group of us having done the long block in less time than we should have devoted to it, came in panting and rejoicing that we had cut the record by seven minutes. We did not know that he was around. But in the dining-room as we entered he scoffed at our achievement.

You think youre smart, dont you? he said sourly and without any preliminary statement as to how he knew we had done it in less time. You come out here and pay me one hundred a week and then you want to be cute and play tricks with your own money and health. I want you to remember just one thing: my reputation is just as much involved with the results here as your money. I dont need anybodys money, and I do need my orders obeyed. Now you all have watches. You just time yourselves and do that block in the time required. If you cant do it, thats one thing; I can forgive a man too weak or sick to do it. But I havent any use for a mere smart aleck, and I dont want any more of it, see?

That luncheon was very sad.

Another thing in connection with these luncheons and dinners, which were sharply timed to the minute, were these crisp table speeches, often made in re some particular offender or his offense, at other times mere sarcastic comments on life in general and the innate cussedness of human nature, which amused at the same time that they were certain to irritate some. For who is it that is not interested in hearing the peccadilloes of his neighbor aired?

Thus while I was there, there was a New York society man by the name of Blake, who unfortunately was given to severe periods of alcoholism, the results of which were, after a time, nervous disorders which sent him here. In many ways he was as amiable and courteous and considerate a soul as one could meet anywhere. He had that smooth, gracious something about him  good nature, for one thing, a kind of understanding and sympathy for various forms of life  which left him highly noncensorious, if genially examining at times. But his love of drink, or rather his mild attempts here to arrange some method by which in this droughty world he could obtain a little, aroused in Culhane not so much opposition as an amused contempt, for at bottom I think he really liked the man. Blake was so orderly, so sincere in his attempts to fulfill conditions, only about once every week or so he would suggest that he be allowed to go to White Plains or Rye, or even New York, on some errand or other  most of which requests were promptly and nearly always publicly refused. For although Culhane had his private suite at one end of the great building, where one might suppose one might go to make a private plea, still one could never find him there. He refused to receive complaints or requests or visits of any kind there. If you wanted to speak to him you had to do it when he was with the group in its entirety  a commonsense enough policy. But just the same there were those who had reasonable requests or complaints, and these, by a fine intuition as to who was who in this institution and what might be expected of each one, he managed to hear very softly, withdrawing slowly as they talked or inviting them into the office. In the main however the requests were very much like those of Blake  men who wanted to get off somewhere for a day or two, feeling, as they did after a week or two or three, especially fit and beginning to think no doubt of the various comforts and pleasures which the city offered.

But to all these he was more or less adamant. By hook or by crook, by special arrangements with friends or agents in nearby towns and the principal showy resorts of New York, he managed to know, providing they did leave the grounds, either with or without his consent, about where they were and what they had done, and in case any of his rules or their agreements were broken their privileges were thereafter cut off or they were promptly ejected, their trunks being set out on the roadway in front of the estate and they being left to make their way to shelter elsewhere as best they might.

On one occasion, however, Blake had been allowed to go to New York over Saturday and Sunday to attend to some urgent business, as he said, he on his honor having promised to avoid the white lights. Nevertheless he did not manage so to do but instead, in some comfortable section of that region, was seen drinking enough to last him until perhaps he should have another opportunity to return to the city.

On his return to the shop on Monday morning or late Sunday night, Culhane pretended not to see him until noonday lunch, when, his jog over the long block done with and his bath taken, he came dapperly into the dining-room, wishing to look as innocent and fit as possible. But Culhane was there before him at his little table in the center of the room, and patting the head of one of the two pure-blooded collies that always followed him about on the grounds or in the house, began as follows:

A dog, he said very distinctly and in his most cynical tone and apparently apropos of nothing, which usually augured that the lightning of his criticism was about to strike somewhere, is so much better than the average man that its an insult to the dog to compare them. The dogs really decent. He has no sloppy vices. You set a plate of food before a regularly-fed, blooded dog, and he wont think of gorging himself sick or silly. He eats what he needs, and then stops. So does a cat (which is of course by no means true, but still  ). A dog doesnt get a red nose from drinking too much. By now all eyes were turning in the direction of Blake, whose nose was faintly tinged. He doesnt get gonorrhea or syphilis. The united glances veered in the direction of three or four young scapegraces of wealth, all of whom were suspected of these diseases. He doesnt hang around hotel bars and swill and get his tongue thick and talk about how rich he is or how old his family is. (This augured that Blake did such things, which I doubt, but once more all eyes were shifted to him.) He doesnt break his word. Within the limits of his poor little brain hes faithful. He does what he thinks hes called upon to do.

But you take a man  more especially a gentleman  one of these fellows who is always very pointed in emphasizing that he is a gentleman (which Blake never did). Let him inherit eight or ten millions, give him a college education, let him be socially well connected, and what does he do? Not a damned thing if he can help it except contract vices  run from one saloon to another, one gambling house to another, one girl to another, one meal to another. He doesnt need to know anything necessarily. He may be the lowest dog physically and in every other way, and still hes a gentleman  because he has money, wears spats and a high hat. Why Ive seen fifty poor boob prize fighters in my time who could put it all over most of the so-called gentlemen I have ever seen. They kept their word. They tried to be physically fit. They tried to stand up in the world and earn their own living and be somebody. (He was probably thinking of himself.) But a gentleman wants to boast of his past and his family, to tell you that he must go to the city on business  his lawyers or some directors want to see him. Then he swills around at hotel bars, stays with some of his lady whores, and then comes back here and expects me to pull him into shape again, to make his nose a little less red. He thinks he can use my place to fall back on when he cant go any longer, to fix him up to do some more swilling later on.

Well, I want to serve notice on all so-called gentlemen here, and one gentleman in particular (and he heavily and sardonically emphasized the words), that it wont do. This isnt a hospital attached to a whorehouse or a saloon. And as for the trashy little six hundred paid here, I dont need it. Ive turned away more men who have been here once or twice and have shown me that they were just using this place and me as something to help them go on with their lousy drinking and carousing, than would fill this building. Sensible men know it. They dont try to use me. Its only the wastrels, or their mothers or fathers who bring their boys and husbands and cry, who try to use me, and I take em once or twice, but not oftener. When a man goes out of here cured, I know he is cured. I never want to see him again. I want him to go out in the world and stand up. I dont want him to come back here in six months sniveling to be put in shape again. He disgusts me. He makes me sick. I feel like ordering him off the place, and I do, and thats the end of him. Let him go and bamboozle somebody else. Ive shown him all I know. Theres no mystery. He can do as much for himself, once hes been here, as I can. If he wont, well and good. And Im saying one thing more: Theres one man here to whom this particularly applies today. This is his last call. Hes been here twice. When he goes out this time he cant come back. Now see if some of you can remember some of the things Ive been telling you.

He subsided and opened his little pint of wine.

Another day while I was there he began as follows:

If theres one class of men that needs to be improved in this country, its lawyers. I dont know why it is, but theres something in the very nature of the work of a lawyer which appears to make him cynical and to want to wear a know-it-all look. Most lawyers are little more than sharper crooks than the crooks they have to deal with. Theyre always trying to get in on some case or other where they have to outwit the law, save some one from getting what he justly deserves, and then they are supposed to be honest and high-minded! Think of it! To judge by some of the specimens I get up here, and then some lawyer in the place would turn a shrewd inquiring glance in his direction or steadfastly gaze at his plate or out the window, while the others stared at him, you would think they were the salt of the earth or that they were following a really noble profession or that they were above or better than other men in their abilities. Well, if being conniving and tricky are fine traits, I suppose they are, but personally I cant see it. Generally speaking, theyre physically the poorest fish I get here. Theyre slow and meditative and sallow, mostly because they get too little exercise, I presume. And theyre never direct and enthusiastic in an argument. A lawyer always wants to stick in an if or a but, to get around you in some way. Hes never willing to answer you quickly or directly. Ive watched em now for nearly fifteen years, and theyre all more or less alike. They think theyre very individual and different, but theyre not. Most of them dont know nearly as much about life as a good, all-around business or society man, this in the absence of any desire to discuss these two breeds for the time being. For the life of me I could never see why a really attractive woman would ever want to marry a lawyer  and so he would talk on, revealing one little unsatisfactory trait after another in connection with the tribe, sand-papering their raw places as it were, until you would about conclude, supposing you had never heard him talk concerning any other profession, that lawyers were the most ignoble, the pettiest, the most inefficient physically and mentally, of all the men he had ever encountered; and in his noble savage state there would not be one to disagree with him, for he had such an animal, tiger-like mien that you had the feeling that instead of an argument you would get a physical rip which would leave you bleeding for days.

The next day, or a day or two or four or six later  according to his mood  it would be doctors or merchants or society men or politicians he would discourse about  and, kind heaven, what a drubbing they would get! He seemed always to be meditating on the vulnerable points of his victims, anxious (and yet presumably not) to show them what poor, fallible, shabby, petty and all but drooling creatures they were. Thus in regard to merchants:

The average man who has a little business of some kind, a factory or a wholesale or brokerage house or a hotel or a restaurant, usually has a distinctly middle-class mind. At this all the merchants and manufacturers were likely to give a very sharp ear. As a rule, youll find that they know just the one little line with which theyre connected, and nothing more. One man knows all about cloaks and suits (this may have been a slap at poor Itzky) or he knows a little something about leather goods or shoes or lamps or furniture, and thats all he knows. If hes an American hell buckle down to that little business and work night and day, sweat blood and make every one else connected with him sweat it, underpay his employees, swindle his friends, half-starve himself and his family, in order to get a few thousand dollars and seem as good as some one else who has a few thousand. And yet he doesnt want to be different from  he wants to be just like  the other fellow. If some one in his line has a house up on the Hudson or on Riverside Drive, when he gets his money he wants to go there and live. If the fellow in his line, or some other that he knows something about, belongs to a certain club, he has to belong to it even if the club doesnt want him or he wouldnt look well in it. He wants to have the same tailor, the same grocer, smoke the same brand of cigars and go to the same summer resort as the other fellow. They even want to look alike. God! And then when theyre just like every one else, they think theyre somebody. They havent a single idea outside their line, and yet because theyve made money they want to tell other people how to live and think. Imagine a rich butcher or cloak-maker, or any one else, presuming to tell me how to think or live!

He stared about him as though he saw many exemplifications of his picture present. And it was always interesting to see how those whom his description really did fit look as though he could not possibly be referring to them.

Of all types or professions that came here, I think he disliked doctors most. The reason was of course that the work they did or were about to do in the world bordered on that which he was trying to accomplish, and the chances were that they sniffed at or at least critically examined what he was doing with an eye to finding its weak spots. In many cases no doubt he fancied that they were there to study and copy his methods and ideas, without having the decency later on to attribute their knowledge to him. It was short shrift for any one of them with ideas or notions unfriendly to him advanced in his presence. For a little while during my stay there was a smooth-faced, rather solid physically and decidedly self-opinionated mentally, doctor who ate at the same small table as I and who was never tired of airing his views, medical and otherwise. He confided to me rather loftily that there was, to be sure, something to Culhanes views and methods but that they were over-emphasized here, over-emphasized. Still, one could over-emphasize the value of drugs too. As for himself he had decided to achieve a happy medium if possible, and for this reason (for one) he had come here to study Culhane.

As for Culhane, in spite of the young doctors condescension and understanding, or perhaps better yet because of it, he thoroughly disliked, barely tolerated, him, and was never tired of commenting on little dancing medics with their pill cases and easily acquired book knowledge, boasting of their supposed learning which somebody else had paid for, as he once said  their fathers, of course. And when they were sick, some of them at least, they had to come out here to him, or they came to steal his theory and start a shabby grafting sanitarium of their own. He knew them.

One noon we were at lunch. Occasionally before seating himself at his small central table he would walk or glance about and, having good eyes, would spy some little defect or delinquency somewhere and of course immediately act upon it. One of the rules of the repair shop was that you were to eat what was put before you, especially when it differed from what your table companion received. Thus a fat man at a table with a lean one might receive a small portion of lean meat, no potatoes and no bread or one little roll, whereas his lean acquaintance opposite would be receiving a large portion of fat meat, a baked or boiled potato, plenty of bread and butter, and possibly a side dish of some kind. Now it might well be, as indeed was often the case, that each would be dissatisfied with his apportionment and would attempt to change plates.

But this was the one thing that Culhane would not endure. So upon one occasion, passing near the table at which sat myself and the above-mentioned doctor, table-mates for the time being, he noticed that he was not eating his carrots, a dish which had been especially prepared for him, I imagine  for if one unconsciously ignored certain things the first day or two of his stay, those very things would be all but rammed down his throat during the remainder of his stay; a thing concerning which one guest and another occasionally cautioned newcomers. However this may have been in this particular case, he noticed the uneaten carrots and, pausing a moment, observed:

Whats the matter? Arent you eating your carrots? We had almost finished eating.

Who, me? replied the medic, looking up. Oh, no, I never eat carrots, you know. I dont like them.

Oh, dont you? said Culhane sweetly. You dont like them, and so you dont eat them! Well, suppose you eat them here. They may do you a little good just as a change.

But I never eat carrots, retorted the medic tersely and with a slight show of resentment or opposition, scenting perhaps a new order.

No, not outside perhaps, but here you do. You eat carrots here, see?

Yes, but why should I eat them if I dont like them? They dont agree with me. Must I eat something that doesnt agree with me just because its a rule or to please you?

To please me, or the carrots, or any damned thing you please  but eat em.

The doctor subsided. For a day or two he went about commenting on what a farce the whole thing was, how ridiculous to make any one eat what was not suited to him, but just the same while he was there he ate them.

As for myself, I was very fond of large boiled potatoes and substantial orders of fat and lean meat, and in consequence, having been so foolish as to show this preference, I received but the weakest, most contemptible and puling little spuds and pale orders of meat  with, it is true, plenty of other side dishes; whereas a later table-mate of mine, a distressed and neurasthenic society man, was receiving  I soon learned he especially abhorred them  potatoes as big as my two fists.

Now look at that! Now look at that! he often said peevishly and with a kind of sickly whine in his voice when he saw one being put before him. He knows I dont like potatoes, and see what I get! And look at the little bit of a thing he gives you! Its a shame, the way he nags people, especially over this food question. I dont think theres a thing to it. I dont think eating a big potato does me a bit of good, or you the little one, and yet I have to eat the blank-blank things or get out. And I need to get on my feet just now.

Well, cheer up, I said sympathetically and with an eye on the large potato perhaps. He isnt always looking, and we can fix it. You mash up your big potato and put butter and salt on it, and Ill do the same with my little one. Then when hes not looking well shift.

Oh, thats all right, he commented, but wed better look out. If he sees us hell be as sore as the devil.

This system worked well enough for a time, and for days I was getting all the potato I wanted and congratulating myself on my skill, when one day as I was slyly forking potatoes out of his dish, moved helpfully in my direction, I saw Culhane approaching and feared that our trick had been discovered. It had. Perhaps some snaky waitress has told on us, or he had seen us, even from his table.

Now I know whats going on here at this table, he growled savagely, and I want you two to cut it out. This big boob here (he was referring to my esteemed self) who hasnt strength of will or character enough to keep himself in good health and has to be brought up here by his brother, hasnt brains enough to see that when I plan a thing for his benefit it is for his benefit, and not mine. Like most of the other damned fools that come up here and waste their money and my time, he thinks Im playing some cute game with him  tag or something that will let him show how much cuter he is than I am. And hes supposed to be a writer and have a little horse-sense! His brother claims it, anyhow. And as for this other simp here, and now he was addressing the assembled diners while nodding toward my friend, it hasnt been three weeks since he was begging to know what I could do for him. And now look at him  entering into a petty little game of potato-cheating!

I swear, he went on savagely, talking to the room in general, sometimes I dont know what to do with such damned fools. The right thing would be to set these two, and about fifty others in this place, out on the main road with their trunks and let them go to hell. They dont deserve the attention of a conscientious man. I prohibit gambling  what happens? A lot of nincompoops and mental lightweights with more money than brains sneak off into a field of an afternoon on the excuse that they are going for a walk, and then sit down and lose or win a bucket of money just to show off what hells of fellows they are, what sports, what big I ams. I prohibit cigarette-smoking, not because I think its literally going to kill anybody but because I think it looks bad here, sets a bad example to a lot of young wasters who come here and who ought to be broken of the vice, and besides, because I dont like cigarette-smoking here  dont want it and wont have it. What happens? A lot of sissies and mammas boys and pet heirs, whose fathers havent got enough brains to cut em off and make em get out and work, come up here, sneak in cigarettes or get the servants to, and then hide out behind the barn or a tree down in the lot and sneak and smoke like a lot of cheap schoolboys. God, it makes me sick! Whats the use of a man working out a fact during a lifetime and letting other people have the benefit of it  not because he needs their money, but that they need his help  if all the time he is going to have such cattle to deal with? Not one out of twenty or forty men that come here really wants me to help him or to help himself. What he wants is to have some one drive him in the way he ought to go, kick him into it, instead of his buckling down and helping himself. Whats the good of bothering with such damned fools? A man ought to take the whole pack and run em off the place with a dog-whip. He waved his hand in the air. Its sickening. Its impossible.

As for you two, he added, turning to us, but suddenly stopped. Hell, whats the use! Why should I bother with you? Do as you damned well please, and stay sick or die!

He turned on his heel and walked out of the dining-room, leaving us to sit there. I was so dumbfounded by the harangue our pseudo-cleverness had released that I could scarcely speak. My appetite was gone and I felt wretched. To think of having been the cause of this unnecessary tongue-lashing to the others! And I felt that we were, and justly, the target for their rather censorious eyes.

My God! moaned my companion most dolefully. Thats always the way with me. Nothing that I ever do comes out right. All my life Ive been unlucky. My mother died when I was seven, and my fathers never had any use for me. I started in three or four businesses four or five years ago, but none of them ever came out right. My yacht burned last summer, and Ive had neurasthenia for two years. He catalogued a list of ills that would have done honor to Job himself, and he was worth nine millions, so I heard!

Two or three additional and amusing incidents, and I am done.

One of the most outré things in connection with our rides about the countryside was Culhanes attitude toward life and the natives and passing strangers as representing life. Thus one day, as I recall very well, we were riding along a backwoods country road, very shadowy and branch-covered, a great company of us four abreast, when suddenly and after his very military fashion there came a Halt! Right by fours! Right dress! Face! and presently we were all lined up in a row facing a greensward which had suddenly been revealed to the left and on which, and before a small plumbers stove standing outside some gentlemans stable, was stretched a plumber and his helper. The former, a man of perhaps thirty-five, the latter a lad of, say, fourteen or fifteen, were both very grimy and dirty, but taking their ease in the morning sun, a little pot of lead on the stove being waited for, I presume, that it might boil.

Culhane, leaving his place at the head of the column, returned to the center nearest the plumber and his helper and pointing at them and addressing us in a very clear voice, said:

There you have it. Theres American labor for you, at its best  union labor, the poor, downtrodden workingman. Look at him. We all looked. This poor hard-working plumber here, and at that the latter stirred and sat up, scarcely even now grasping what it was all about, so suddenly had we descended upon him, earns or demands sixty cents an hour, and this poor sweating little helper here has to have forty. Theyre working now. Theyre waiting for that little bit of lead to boil, at a dollar an hour between them. They cant do a thing, either of em, until it does, and lead has to be well done, you know, before it can be used.

Well, now, these two here, he continued, suddenly shifting his tone from one of light sarcasm to a kind of savage contempt, imagine they are getting along, making life a lot better for themselves, when they lie about this way and swindle another man out of his honest due in connection with the work he is paying for. He cant help himself. He cant know everything. If he did hed probably find whats wrong in there and fix it himself in three minutes. But if he did that and the union heard of it theyd boycott him. Theyd come around and blackmail him, blow up his barn, or make him pay for the work he did himself. I know em. I have to deal with em. They fix my pipes in the same way that these two are fixing his  lying on the grass at a dollar an hour. And they want five dollars a pound for every bit of lead they use. If they forget anything and have to go back to town for it, you pay for it, at a dollar an hour. They get on the job at nine and quit at four, in the country. If you say anything, they quit altogether  theyre union laborers  and they wont let any one else do it, either. Once theyre on the job they have to rest every few minutes, like these two. Something has to boil, or they have to wait for something. Isnt it wonderful! Isnt it beautiful! And all of us of course are made free and equal! Theyre just as good as we are! If you work and make money and have any plumbing to do you have to support em  Right by fours! Guide right! Forward! and off we trotted, breaking into a headlong gallop a little farther on as if he wished to outrun the mood which was holding him at the moment.

The plumber and his assistant, fully awake now to the import of what had occurred, stared after us. The journeyman plumber, who was short and fat, sat and blinked. At last he recovered his wits sufficiently to cry, Aw, go to hell, you    ! but by that time we were well along the road and I am not sure that Culhane even heard.

Another day as we were riding along a road which led into a nearby city of, say, twenty thousand, we encountered a beer truck of great size and on its seat so large and ruddy and obese a German as one might go a long way and still not see. It was very hot. The German was drowsy and taking his time in the matter of driving. As we drew near, Culhane suddenly called a halt and, lining us up as was his rule, called to the horses of the brewery wagon, who also obeyed his lusty Whoa! The driver, from his high perch above, stared down on us with mingled curiosity and wonder.

Now, heres an illustration of what I mean, Culhane began, apropos of nothing at all, when I say that the word man ought to be modified or changed in some way so that when we use it we would mean something more definite than we mean now. That thing you see sitting up on that wagon-seat there  call that a man? And then call me one? Or a man like Charles A. Dana? Or a man like General Grant? Hell! Look at him! Look at his shape! Look at that stomach! You think a thing like that  call it a man if you want to  has any brains or that hes really any better than a pig in a sty? If you turn a horse out to shift for himself hell eat just enough to keep in condition; same way with a dog, a cat or a bird. But let one of these things, that some people call a man, come along, give him a job and enough money or a chance to stuff himself, and see what happens. A thing like that connects himself with one end of a beer hose and then he thinks hes all right. He gets enough guts to start a sausage factory, and then he blows up, I suppose, or rots. Think of it! And we call him a man  or some do!

During this amazing and wholly unexpected harangue (I never saw him stop any one before), the heavy driver, who did not understand English very well, first gazed and then strained with his eyebrows, not being able quite to make out what it was all about. From the chuckling and laughter that finally set up in one place and another he began dimly to comprehend that he was being made fun of, used as an unsatisfactory jest of some kind. Finally his face clouded for a storm and his eyes blazed, the while his fat red cheeks grew redder. Donnervetter! he began gutturally to roar. Schweine hunde! Hunds knoche! Nach der polizei soll man reufen!

I for one pulled my horse cautiously back, as he cracked a great whip, and, charging savagely through us, drove on. Culhane, having made his unkind comments, gave orders for our orderly formation once more and calmly led us away.

Perhaps the most amusing phase of him was his opposition to and contempt for inefficiency of any kind. If he asked you to do anything, no matter what, and you didnt at once leap to the task ready and willing and able so to do, he scarcely had words enough with which to express himself. On one occasion, as I recall all too well, he took us for a drive in his tally-ho  one or two or three that he possessed  a great lumbering, highly lacquered, yellow-wheeled vehicle, to which he attached seven or eight or nine horses, I forget which. This tally-ho ride was a regular Sunday morning or afternoon affair unless it was raining, a call suddenly sounding from about the grounds somewhere at eleven or at two in the afternoon, Tally-ho at eleven-thirty (or two-thirty, as the case might be). All aboard! Gathering all the reins in his hands and perching himself in the high seat above, with perhaps one of his guests beside him, all the rest crowded willy-nilly on the seats within and on top, he would carry us off, careening about the countryside most madly, several of his hostlers acting as liveried footmen or outriders and one of them perched up behind on the little seat, the technical name of which I have forgotten, waving and blowing the long silver trumpet, the regulation blasts on which had to be exactly as made and provided for such occasions. Often, having been given no warning as to just when it was to be, there would be a mad scramble to get into our de rigueur Sunday clothes, for Culhane would not endure any flaws in our appearance, and if we were not ready and waiting when one of his stablemen swung the vehicle up to the door at the appointed time he was absolutely furious.

On the particular occasion I have in mind we all clambered on in good time, all spick and span and in our very best, shaved, powdered, hands appropriately gloved, our whiskers curled and parted, our shoes shined, our hats brushed; and up in front was Culhane, gentleman de luxe for the occasion, his long-tailed whip looped exactly as it should be, no doubt, ready to be flicked out over the farthest horses head, and up behind was the trumpeter  high hat, yellow-topped boots, a uniform of some grand color, I forget which.

But, as it turned out on this occasion, there had been a hitch at the last minute. The regular hostler or stableman who acted as footman extraordinary and trumpeter plenipotentiary, the one who could truly and ably blow this magnificent horn, was sick or his mother was dead. At any rate, there he wasnt. And in order not to irritate Culhane, a second hostler had been dressed and given his seat and horn  only he couldnt blow it. As we began to clamber in I heard him asking, Can any of you gentleman blow the trumpet? Do any of you gentleman know the regular trumpet call?

No one responded, although there was much discussion in a low key. Some could, or thought they could, but hesitated to assume so frightful a risk. At the same time Culhane, hearing the fuss and knowing perhaps that his substitute could not trumpet, turned grimly around and said, Say, do you mean to say there isnt any one back there who knows how to blow that thing? Whats the matter with you, Caswell? he called to one, and getting only mumbled explanations from that quarter, called to another, How about you, Drewberry? Or you, Crashaw?

All three apologized briskly. They were terrified by the mere thought of trying. Indeed no one seemed eager to assume the responsibility, until finally he became so threatening and assured us so volubly that unless some immediate and cheerful response were made he would never again waste one blank minute on a lot of blank-blank this and thats, that one youth, a rash young society somebody from Rochester, volunteered more or less feebly that he thought that maybe he could manage it. He took a seat directly under the pompously placed trumpeter, and we were off.

Heigh-ho! Out the gate and down the road and up a nearby slope at a smart clip, all of us gazing cheerfully and possibly vainly about, for it was a bright day and a gay country. Now the trumpeter, as is provided for on all such occasions, lifted the trumpet to his lips and began on the grandiose ta-ra-ta-ta, but to our grief and pain, although he got through fairly successfully on his first attempt, there was one place where there was a slight hitch, a false crack, as some one rowdyishly remarked. Culhane, although tucking up his lines and stiffening his back irritably at this flaw, said nothing. For after all a poor trumpeter was better than none at all. A little later, however, the trumpeter having hesitated to begin again, he called back, Well, what about the horn? What about the horn? Cant you do something with it? Have you quit for the day?

Up went the horn once more, and a most noble and encouraging Ta-ra-ta-ta was begun, but just at the critical point, and when we were all most prayerfully hoping against hope, as it were, that this time he would round the dangerous curves of it gracefully and come to a grand finish, there was a most disconcerting and disheartening squeak. It was pathetic, ghastly. As one man we wilted. What would Culhane say to that? We were not long in doubt. Great Christ! he shouted, looking back and showing a countenance so black that it was positively terrifying. Who did that? Throw him off! What do you think  that I want the whole country to know Im airing a lot of lunatics? Somebody who can blow that thing, take it and blow it, for Gods sake! Im not going to drive around here without a trumpeter!

For a few moments there was more or less painful gabbling in all the rows, pathetic whisperings and go ons or eager urgings of one and another to sacrifice himself upon the altar of necessity, insistences by the ex-trumpeter that he had blown trumpets in his day as good as any one  what the deuce had got into him anyhow? It must be the horn!

Well, shouted Culhane finally, as a stop-gap to all this, isnt any one going to blow that thing? Do you mean to tell me that Im hauling all of you around, with not a man among you able to blow a dinky little horn? Whats the use of my keeping a lot of fancy vehicles in my barn when all I have to deal with is a lot of shoe salesmen and floorwalkers? Hell! Any child can blow it. Its as easy as a fish-horn. If I hadnt these horses to attend to Id blow it myself. Come on  come on! Kerrigan, whats the matter with you blowing it?

The truth is, Mr. Culhane, explained Mr. Kerrigan, the very dapper and polite heir of a Philadelphia starch millionaire, I havent had any chance to practice with one of those for several years. Ill try it if you want me to, but I cant guarantee

Try! insisted Culhane violently. You cant do any worse than that other mutt, if you blow for a million years. Blow it! Blow it!

Mr. Kerrigan turned back and being very cheerfully tendered the horn by the last failure, wetted and adjusted his lips, lifted it upward and backward  and  

It was pathetic. It was positively dreadful, the wheezing, grinding sounds that were emitted.

God! shouted Culhane, pulling up the coach to a dead stop. Stop that! Whoa! Whoa!!! Do you mean to say that thats the best you can do? Well, this finishes me! Whoa! What kind of a bunch of cattle have I got up here, anyhow? Whoa! And out in this country too where Im known and where they know all about such things! God! Whoa! Here I spend thousands of dollars to get together an equipment that will make a pleasant afternoon for a crowd of gentlemen, and this is what I draw  hams! A lot of barflies who never saw a tally-ho! Well, Im done! Im through! Ill split the damned thing up for firewood before I ever take it out again! Get down! Get out, all of you! Ill not haul one of you back a step! Walk back or anywhere you please  to hell, for all I care! Im through! Get out! Im going to turn around and get back to the barn as quick as I can  up some alley if I can find one. To think of having such a bunch of hacks to deal with!

Humbly and wearily we climbed down and, while he drove savagely on to some turning-place, stood about first in small groups, then by twos and threes began making our way  rather gingerly, I must confess, in our fine clothes  along the winding road back to the place on the hill. But such swearing! Such un-Sabbath-like comments! The number of times his sturdy Irish soul was wished into innermost and almost sacrosanct portions of Sheol! He was cursed from more angles and in more artistically and architecturally nobly constructed phrases and even paragraphs than any human being that I have ever heard of before or since, phrases so livid and glistening that they smoked.

Talk about the carved ivories of speech! The mosaics of verbal precious stones!

You should have heard us on our way back!

And still we stayed.



Some two years later I was passing this place in company with some friends, when I asked my host, who also knew of the place, to turn in. During my stay it had been the privilege and custom among those who knew much of this institution to drive through the grounds and past the very doors of the repair shop, even to stop if Culhane chanced to be visible and talking to or at least greeting him, in some cases. A custom of Culhanes was, in the summer time, to have erected on the lawn a large green-and-white striped marquee tent, a very handsome thing indeed, in which was placed a field-officers table and several camp chairs, and some books and papers. Here of a hot day, when he was not busy with us, he would sit and read. And when he was in here or somewhere about, a little pennant was run up, possibly as guide to visiting guests or friends. At any rate, it was the presence of this pennant which caused me to know that he was about and to wish that I might have a look at him once more, great lion that he was. As guests, none of us were ever allowed to come within more than ten feet of it, let alone in it. As passing visitors, however, we might, and many did, stop, remind him that we had once been his humble slaves, and ask leave to congratulate him on his health and sturdy years. At such times, if the visitors looked interesting enough, or he remembered them well, he would deign to come to the tent-fly and, standing there à la Napoleon at Lodi or Grant in the Wilderness, be for the first time in his relations with them a bit civil.

Anyway, on this occasion, urged on by curiosity to see my liege once more and also to learn whether he would remember me at all, I had my present host roll his car up to the tent door, where Culhane was reading. Feeling that by this venturesome deed I had let myself in for it and had to make a showing, I climbed briskly out and, approaching, recalled myself to him. With a semi-wry expression, half smile, half contemptuous curl of the corners of his mouth, he recalled me and took my extended hand; then seeing that possibly my friends if not myself looked interesting, he arose and came to the door. I introduced them  one a naval officer of distinction, the other the owner of a great estate some miles farther on. For the first time in my relations with him I had an opportunity to note how grandly gracious he could be. He accepted my friends congratulations as to the view with a princely nod and suggested that on other days it was even better. He was soon to be busy now or he would have some one show my friends through the shop. Some Saturday afternoon, if they would telephone or stop in passing, he would oblige.

I noted at once that he had not aged in the least. He was sixty-two or-three now and as vigorous and trim as ever. And now he treated me as courteously and formally as though he had never browbeaten me in the least. Good heavens, I said, how much better to be a visitor than a guest! After a moment or two we offered many thanks and sped on, but not without many a backward glance on my part, for the place fascinated me. That simply furnished institution! That severe regimen! This latter-day Stoic and Spartan in his tent! And, above all things, and the most astounding to me, so little could one know him, the book he had been reading and which he had laid upon his little table as I entered  I could not help noting the title for he laid it back up, open face down  was Leckys History of European Morals!

Now!

Well!

IN RETROSPECT

Two years after this visit, in a serious attempt to set down what I really did think of him, I arranged the following thoughts with which I closed my sketch then and which I now append for what they may be worth. They represented my best thought concerning him then:

Thomas Culhane belongs to that class of society which the preachers and the worlds army of conventional merchants, lawyers, judges and reputable citizens generally are presumably, if one may judge by the moral and religious literature of the day, trying to reach and reform. Yet here at his sanitarium are gathered representatives of those same orders, the so-called better element. And here we see them suddenly dominated, mind and soul, by this being whom they, theoretically at least, look upon as a brand to be snatched from the burning.

As the Church and society view Culhane, so they view all life outside their own immediate circles. Culhane is in fact a conspicuous figure among the semi-taboo. He has been referred to in many an argument and platform and pulpit and in the press as a type of man whose influence is supposed to be vitiating. Now a minister enters the sanitarium, broken down by his habits of life, and this same Culhane is able to penetrate him, to see that his dogmatic and dictatorial mental habits are the cause of his ailment, and he has the moral courage to shock him, to drag him by apparently brutal processes out of his rut. He reads the man accurately, he knows him better than he knows himself, and he effects a cure.

This astonishing condition is certainly a new light for those seeking to labor among men. Those who are successful gamblers, pugilists, pickpockets, saloon-keepers, book-makers, jockeys and the like are so by reason of their intelligence, their innate mental acumen and perception. It is a fact that in the sporting world and among the unconventional men-about-town you will often find as good if not better judges of human nature than elsewhere. Contact with a rough and ready and all-too-revealing world teaches them much. The worlds customary pretensions and delusions are in the main ripped away. They are bruised by rough facts. Often the men gathered in some such café and whom preachers and moralists are most ready to condemn have a clearer perception of preachers, church organizations and reformers and their relative importance in the multitudinous life of the world than the preachers, church congregations and reformers have of those in the café or the world outside to which they belong.

This is why, in my humble judgment, the Church and those associated with its aims make no more progress than they do. While they are consciously eager to better the world, they are so wrapped up in themselves and their theories, so hampered by their arbitrary and limited conceptions of good and evil, that the great majority of men move about them unseen, except in a far-away and superficial manner. Men are not influenced at arms length. It would be interesting to know if some day a preacher or judge, who, offended by Mr. Culhanes profanity and brutality, will be able to reach the gladiator and convert him to his views as readily as the gladiator is able to rid him of his ailment.

In justice to the preachers, moralists, et cetera, I should now like to add that it is probably not any of the virtues or perfections represented by a man like Culhane with which they are quarreling, but the vices of many who are in no wise like him and do not stand for the things he stands for. At the same time, the so-called sports might well reply that it is not with any of the really admirable qualities of the unco guid that they quarrel, but their too narrow interpretations of virtue and duty and their groundless generalization as to types and classes.

Be it so.

Here is meat for a thousand controversies.


A True Patriarch

In the streets of a certain moderate-sized county seat in Missouri not many years ago might have been seen a true patriarch. Tall, white-haired, stout in body and mind, he roamed among his neighbors, dispensing sympathy and a curiously genial human interest through the leisure of his day. One might have taken him to be Walt Whitman, of whom he was the living counterpart; or, in the clear eye, high forehead and thick, appealing white hair, have seen a marked similarity to Bryant as he appeared in his later years. Already at this time he had seen mans allotted term on earth, and yet he was still strong in the councils of his people and rich in the accumulated interests of a lifetime.

At the particular time in question he was most interesting for the eccentricities which years of stalwart independence had developed, but these were lovable peculiarities and only severed from remarkable actions by the compelling power of time and his increasing infirmities. The loud, though pleasant, voice, and strong, often fiery, declamatory manner, were remnants of the days when his fellow-citizens were wholly swayed by the magnificence of his orations. Charmingly simple in manner, he still represented with it that old courtesy which made every stranger his guest. When moved by righteous indignation, there cropped out the daring and domineering insistence of one who had always followed what he considered to be the right, and who knew its power.

Even then, old as he was, if there were any topic worthy of discussion, and his fellow-citizens were in danger of going wrong, he became an haranguing prophet, as it were, a local Isaiah or Jeremiah. Every gate heard him, for he stopped on his rounds in front of each, and calling out the inhabitant poured forth such a volume of fact and argument as tended to remove all doubt of what he, at least, considered right. All of this he invariably accompanied by a magnificence of gesture worthy of a great orator.

At such times his mind, apparently, was almost wholly engrossed with these matters, and I have it from one of his daughters, who, besides being his daughter, was a sincere admirer of his, that often he might have been seen coming down his private lawn, and even the public streets when there was no one near to hear him, shaking his head, gesticulating, sometimes sweeping upward with his arms, as if addressing his fellow-citizens in assemblage.

He used to push his big hat well back upon his forehead, she said on one occasion, and often in winter, forgetful of the bitter cold, would take off his overcoat and carry it on his arm. Occasionally he would stop quite still, as if he were addressing a companion, and with sweeping gestures illustrate some idea or other, although, of course, there was no one present. Then, planting his big cane forcibly with each step, as though still emphasizing his recently stated ideas, he would come forward and enter the house.

The same suggestion of mental concentration might have been seen in everything that he did, and I personally have seen him leading a pet Jersey cow home for milking with the same dignity of bearing and forcefulness of manner that characterized him when he stood before his fellow-citizens at a public meeting addressing them on some important topic. He never appeared to have a sense of difference from or superiority over his fellowmen, but only the keenest sympathy with all things human. Every man was his brother, every human being honest. A cow or a horse was as much to be treated with sympathy and charity as a man or a woman. If a purse was lost, forty-nine out of every fifty men would return it without thought of reward, if you were to believe him.

In the little town where he had lived so many years, and where he finally died, he knew every living creature from cattle upwards, and could call each by name. The sick, the poor, the widows, the orphans, the insane, and dependents of all kinds, were his especial care. Every Sunday afternoon for years, it was his custom to go the rounds of the indigent, frequently carrying a basket of his good wifes dinner. This he distributed, along with consolation and advice. Occasionally he would return home of a winters day very much engrossed with the discovery of some condition of distress hitherto unseen.

Mother, he would say to his wife in that same oratorical manner previously noted, as he entered the house, Ive found such a poor family. They have moved into the old saloon below Solmsons. You know how open that is. This was delivered in the most dramatic style after he had indicated something important by throwing his overcoat on the bed and standing his cane in the corner. Theres a man and several children there. The mother is dead. They were on their way to Kansas, but it got so cold theyve had to stop here until the winter is broken. Theyre without food; almost no clothing. Cant we find something for them?

On these occasions, said his daughter to me once, he would, as he nearly always did, talk to himself on the way, as if he were discussing politics. But you could never tell what he was coming for.

Then with his own labor he would help his wife seek out the odds and ends that could be spared, and so armed, would return, arguing by the way as if an errand of mercy were the last thing he contemplated. Nearly always the subject of these orations was some public wrong or error which should receive, although in all likelihood it did not, immediate attention.

Always of a reverent, although not exactly religious, turn of mind, he took considerable interest in religious ministration, though he steadily and persistently refused, in his later years, to go to church. He had St. Jamess formula to quote in self-defense, which insists that Pure religion and undefiled before our God and Father is this, To visit the fatherless and widows in their affliction, and to keep himself unspotted from the world. Often, when pressed too close, he would deliver this with kindly violence. One of the most touching anecdotes representative of this was related to me by his daughter, who said:

Mr. Kent, a poor man of our town, was sick for months previous to his death, and my father used to go often, sometimes daily, to visit him. He would spend perhaps a few minutes, perhaps an hour, with him, singing, praying, and ministering to his spiritual wants. The pastor of the church living so far away and coming only once a month, this duty devolved upon some one, and my father did his share, and always felt more than repaid for the time spent by the gratitude shown by the many poor people he aided in this way.

Mr. Kents favorite song, for instance, was On Jordans Stormy Banks I Stand. This he would have my father sing, and his clear voice could often be heard in the latters small house, and seemed to impart strength to the sick man.

Upon one occasion, I remember, Mr. Kent expressed a desire to hear a certain song. My father was not very familiar with it but, anxious to grant his request, came home and asked me if I would get a friend of mine and go and sing the song for him.

We entered the sick-room, he leading us by the hand, for we were children at the time. Mr. Kents face at once brightened, and father said to him:

Mr. Kent, I told you this morning that I couldnt sing the song you asked for, but these girls know it, and have come to sing it for you.

Then, waving his hand gently toward us, he said:

Sing, children.

We did so, and when we had finished he knelt and offered a prayer, not for the poor mans recovery but that he might put his trust in the Lord and meet death without fear. I have never been more deeply impressed nor felt more confident in the presence of death, for the man died soon after, soothed into perfect peace.

On another occasion he was sitting with some friends in front of the courthouse in his town, talking and sunning himself, when a neighbor came running up in great excitement, calling:

Mr. White, Mr. White, come, right quick. Mrs. Sadler wants you.

He explained that the woman in question was dying, and, being afraid she would strangle in her last moments, had asked the bystanders to run for him, her old acquaintance, in the efficacy of whose prayers she had great faith. The old patriarch was without a coat at the time, but, unmindful of that, hastened after.

Mr. White, exclaimed the sick woman excitedly upon seeing him, I want you to pray that I wont strangle. Im not afraid to die, but I dont want to die that way. I want you to offer a prayer for me that I may be saved from that. Im so afraid.

Seeing by the womans manner that she was very much overwrought, he used all his art to soothe her.

Have no fear, Mrs. Sadler, now, he exclaimed solemnly. You wont strangle. I will ask the Lord for you, and this evil will not come upon you. You need not have any fear.

Kneel down, you, he commanded, turning upon the assembled neighbors and relatives who had followed or had been there before him, while he pushed back his white hair from his forehead. Let us now pray that this good woman here be allowed to pass away in peace. And even with the rustle of kneeling that accompanied his words he lifted up his coatless arms and began to pray.

Through his magnificent phraseology, no doubt, as well as his profound faith, he succeeded in inducing a feeling of peace and quiet in all his hearers, the sick woman included, who, listening, sank into a restful stupor, from which all agony of mind had apparently disappeared. Then when the physical atmosphere of the room had been thus reorganized, he ceased and retired to the yard in front of the house, where on a bench under a shade tree he seated himself to wipe his moist brow and recover his composure. In a few moments a slight commotion in the sick-room denoted that the end had come. Several neighbors came out, and one said, Well, it is all over, Mr. White. She is dead.

Yes, he replied with great assurance. She didnt strangle, did she?

No, said the other, the Lord granted her request.

I knew He would, he replied in his customary loud and confident tone. Prayer is always answered.

Then, after viewing the dead woman and making additional comments, he was off, as placid as though nothing had occurred.

I happened to hear of this some time after, and one day, while sitting with him on his front porch, said, Mr. White, do you really believe that the Lord directly answered your prayer in that instance?

Answered! he almost shouted defiantly and yet with a kind of human tenderness that one could never mistake. Of course He answered! Why wouldnt He  a faithful old servant like that? To be sure, He answered.

Might it not have been merely the change of atmosphere which your voice and strength introduced? The quality of your own thoughts goes for something in such matters. Mind acts on mind.

Certainly, he said, in a manner as agreeable as if it had always been a doctrine with him. I know that. But, after all, what is that  my mind, your mind, the sound of voices? Its all the Lord anyhow, whatever you think.

How could one gainsay such a religionist as that?

The poor, the blind, the insane, and sufferers of all sorts, as I have said before, were always objects of his keenest sympathies. Evidence of it flashed out at the most unexpected moments  loud, rough exclamations, which, however, always contained a note so tender and suggestive as to defy translation. Thus, while we were sitting on his front porch one day and hotly discussing politics to while away a dull afternoon, there came down the street, past his home, a queer, ragged, half-demented individual, who gazed about in an aimless sort of way, peering queerly over fences, looking idly down the road, staring strangely overhead into the blue. It was apparent, in a moment, that the man was crazy, some demented creature, harmless enough, however, to be allowed abroad and so save the county the expense of caring for him. The old man broke a sentence short in order to point and shake his head emotionally.

Look at that, he said to me, with a pathetic sweep of the arm, now just look at that! Theres a poor, demented soul, with no one to look after him. His brother is a hard-working saddler. His sister is dead. No money to speak of, any of them. He paused a moment, and then added, I dont know what were to do in such cases. The state and the county dont always do their duty. Most people here are too poor to help, there are so many to be taken care of. It seems almost at times as if you cant do anything but leave them to the mercy of God, and yet you cant do that either, quite, and he once more shook his head sadly.

I was for denouncing the county, but he explained very charitably that it was already very heavily taxed by such cases. He did not seem to know exactly what should be done at the time, but he was very sorry, very, and for the time being the warm argument in which he had been indulging was completely forgotten. Now he lapsed into silence and all communication was suspended, while he rocked silently in his great chair and thought.

One day in passing the local poor-farm (and this is of my own knowledge), he came upon a man beating a poor idiot with a whip. The latter was incapable of reasoning and therefore of understanding why it was that he was being beaten. The two were beside a wood-pile and the demented one was crying. In a moment the old patriarch had jumped out of his conveyance, leaped over the fence, and confronted the amazed attendant with an uplifted arm.

Not another lick! he fairly shouted. What do you mean by striking an idiot?

Why, explained the attendant, I want him to carry in the wood, and he wont do it.

It is not his place to bring in the wood. He isnt put here for that, and in the next place he cant understand what you mean. Hes put here to be taken care of. Dont you dare strike him again. Ill see about this, and you.

Knowing his interrupter well, his position and power in the community, the man endeavored to explain that some work must be done by the inmates, and that this one was refractory. The only way he had of making him understand was by whipping him.

Not another word, the old man blustered, overawing the county hireling. Youve done a wrong, and you know it. Ill see to this, and off he bustled to the county courthouse, leaving the transgressor so badly frightened that whips thereafter were carefully concealed, in this institution at least. The court, which was held in his home town, was not in session at the time, and only the clerk was present when he came tramping down the aisle and stood before the latter with his right hand uplifted in the position of one about to make oath.

Swear me, he called solemnly, and without further explanation, as the latter stared at him. I want you to take this testimony under oath.

The clerk knew well enough the remarkable characteristics of his guest, whose actions were only too often inexplicable from the ground point of policy and convention. Without ado, after swearing him, he got out ink and paper, and the patriarch began.

I saw, he said, in the yard of the county farm of this county, not over an hour ago, a poor helpless idiot, too weak-minded to understand what was required of him, and put in that institution by the people of this county to be cared for, being beaten with a cowhide by Mark Sheffels, who is an attendant there, because the idiot did not understand enough to carry in wood, which the people have hired Mark Sheffels to carry in. Think of it, he added, quite forgetting the nature of his testimony and that he was now speaking for dictation and not for an audience to hear, and going off into a most scorching and brilliant arraignment of the entire system in which such brutality could occur, a poor helpless idiot, unable to frame in his own disordered mind a single clear sentence, being beaten by a sensible, healthy brute too lazy and trifling to perform the duties for which he was hired and which he personally is supposed to perform.

There was more to the effect, for instance, that the American people and the people of this county should be ashamed to think that such crimes should be permitted and go unpunished, and that this was a fair sample. The clerk, realizing the importance of Mr. White in the community, and the likelihood of his following up his charges very vigorously, quietly followed his address in a very deferential way, jotting down such salient features as he had time to write. When he was through, however, he ventured to lift his voice in protest.

You know, Mr. White, he said, Sheffels is a member of our party, and was appointed by us. Of course, now, its too bad that this thing should have happened, and he ought to be dropped, but if you are going to make a public matter of it in this way it may hurt us in the election next month.

The old patriarch threw back his head and gazed at him in the most blazing way, almost without comprehension, apparently, of so petty a view.

What! he exclaimed. Whats that got to do with it? Do you want the Democratic Party to starve the poor and beat the insane?

The opposition was rather flattened by the reply, and left the old gentleman to storm out. For once, at least, in this particular instance, anyhow, he had purified the political atmosphere, as if by lightning, and within the month following the offending attendant was dropped.

Politics, however, had long known his influence in a similar way. There was a time when he was the chief political figure in the county, and possessed the gift of oratory, apparently, beyond that of any of his fellow-citizens. Men came miles to hear him, and he took occasion to voice his views on every important issue. It was his custom in those days, for instance, when he had anything of special importance to say, to have printed at his own expense a few placards announcing his coming, which he would then carry to the town selected for his address and personally nail up. When the hour came, a crowd, as I am told, was never wanting. Citizens and farmers of both parties for miles about usually came to hear him.

Personally I never knew how towering his figure had been in the past, or how truly he had been admired, until one day I drifted in upon a lone bachelor who occupied a hut some fifteen miles from the patriarchs home and who was rather noted in the community at the time that I was there for his love of seclusion and indifference to current events. He had not visited the nearest neighboring village in something like five years, and had not been to the moderate-sized county seat in ten. Naturally he treasured memories of his younger days and more varied activity.

I dont know, he said to me one day, in discussing modern statesmen and political fame in general, but getting up in politics is a queer game. I cant understand it. Men that youd think ought to get up dont seem to. It doesnt seem to be real greatness that helps em along.

What makes you say that? I asked.

Well, there used to be a man over here at Danville that I always thought would get up, and yet he didnt. He was the finest orator I ever heard.

Who was he? I asked.

Arch White, he said quietly. He was really a great man. He was a good man. Why, manys the time Ive driven fifteen miles to hear him. I used to like to go into Danville just for that reason. He used to be around there, and sometimes hed talk a little. He could stir a fellow up.

Oratory alone wont make a statesman, I ventured, more to draw him out than to object.

Oh, I know, he answered, but White was a good man. The plainest-spoken fellow I ever heard. He seemed to be able to tell us just what was the matter with us, or at least I thought so. He always seemed a wonderful speaker to me. Ive seen as many as two thousand people up at High Hill hollerin over what he was saying until you could hear them for miles.

Why didnt he get up, then, do you suppose? I now asked on my part.

I dunno, he answered. Guess he was too honest, maybe. Its sometimes that way in politics, you know. He was a mighty determined man, and one that would talk out in convention, whatever happened. Whenever they got to twisting things too much and doing what wasnt just honest, I suppose hed kick out. Anyhow, he didnt get up, and Ive always wondered at it.

In Danville one might hear other stories wholly bearing out this latter opinion, and always interesting  delightful, really. Thus, a long, enduring political quarrel was once generated by an incident of no great importance, save that it revealed an odd streak in the old patriarchs character and his interpretation of charity and duty.

A certain young man, well known to the people of this county and to the patriarch, came to Danville one day and either drank up or gambled away a certain sum of money intrusted to him by his aunt for disposition in an entirely different manner. When the day was all over, however, he was not too drunk to realize that he was in a rather serious predicament, and so, riding out of town, traveled a little way and then tearing his clothes and marking his skin, returned, complaining that he had been set upon by the wayside, beaten, and finally robbed. His clothes were in a fine state of dilapidation after his efforts, and even his body bore marks which amply seconded his protestation. In the slush and rain of the dark village street he was finally picked up by the county treasurer seemingly in a wretched state, and the latter, knowing the generosity of White and the fact that his door was always open to those in distress, took the young man by the arm and led him to the patriarchs door, where he personally applied for him. The old patriarch, holding a lamp over his head, finally appeared and peered outward into the darkness.

Yes, he exclaimed, as he always did, eyeing the victim; what is it you want of me?

Mr. White, said the treasurer, its me. Ive got young Squiers here, who needs your sympathy and aid tonight. Hes been beaten and robbed out here on the road while he was on his way to his mothers home.

Who? inquired the patriarch, stepping out on the porch and eyeing the newcomer, the while he held the lamp down so as to get a good look. Billy Squiers! he exclaimed when he saw who it was. Mr. Morton, Ill not take this man into my house. I know him. Hes a drunkard and a liar. No man has robbed him. This is all a pretense, and I want you to take him away from here. Put him in the hotel. Ill pay his expenses for the night, but he cant come into my home, and he retired, closing the door after him.

The treasurer fell back amazed at this onslaught, but recovered sufficiently to knock at the door once more and declare to his friend that he deemed him no Christian in taking such a stand and that true religion commanded otherwise, even though he suspected the worst. The man was injured and penniless. He even went so far as to quote the parable of the good Samaritan who passed down by way of Jericho and rescued him who had fallen among thieves. The argument had long continued into the night and rain before the old patriarch finally waved them both away.

Dont you quote Scripture to me, he finally shouted defiantly, still holding the light and flourishing it in an oratorical sweep. I know my Bible. Theres nothing in it requiring me to shield liars and drunkards, not a bit of it, and once more he went in and closed the door.

Nevertheless the youth was housed and fed at his expense and no charge of any kind made against him, although many believed, as did Mr. White, that he was guilty of theft, whereas others of the opposing political camp believed not. However, considerable opposition, based on old Mr. Whites lack of humanity in this instance, was generated by this argument, and for years he was taunted with it although he always maintained that he was justified and that the Lord did not require any such service of him.

The crowning quality of nearly all of his mercies, as one may easily see, was their humor. Even he was not unaware, in retrospect, of the figure he made at times, and would smilingly tell, under provocation, of his peculiar attitude on one occasion or another. Partially from himself, from those who saw it, and the judge presiding in the case, was the following characteristic anecdote gathered.

In the same community with him at one time lived a certain man by the name of Moore, who in his day had been an expert tobacco picker, but who later had come by an injury to his hand and so turned cobbler, and a rather helpless, although not hopeless, one at that. Mr. White had known this man from boyhood up, and had been a witness at various times to the many changes in his fortunes, from the time, for instance, when he had earned as much as several dollars a day  good pay in that region  to the hour when he took a cobblers kit upon his back and began to eke out a bare livelihood for his old age by traveling about the countryside mending shoes. At the time under consideration, this ex-tobacco picker had degenerated into so humble a thing as Uncle Bobby Moore, a poor, half-remembered cobbler, whose earlier state but few knew, and who at this time had only a few charitably inclined friends, with some of whom he spent the more pleasant portion of the year from spring to fall. Thus, it was his custom to begin his annual pilgrimage with a visit of ten days to Mr. White, where he would sit and cobble shoes for all the members of the household. From here he would go to another acquaintance some ten miles farther on, where he could enjoy the early fruit which was then ripening in delicious quantity. Then he would visit a friendly farmer whose home was upon the Missouri River still farther away, where he did his annual fishing, and so on by slow degrees, until at last he would reach a neighborhood rich in cider presses, where he would wind up the fall, and so end his travel for the winter, beginning his peculiar round once more the following spring at the home of Mr. White. Naturally the old patriarch knew him and liked him passing well.

As he grew older, however, Uncle Bobby reached the place where even by this method and his best efforts he could scarcely make enough to sustain him in comfort during the winter season, which was one of nearly six months, free as his food and lodging occasionally were. He was too feeble. Not desiring to put himself upon any friend for more than a short visit, he finally applied to the patriarch.

I come to you, Mr. White, he said, because I dont think I can do for myself any longer in the winter season. My hand hurts a good deal and I get tired so easily. I want to know if youd wont help me to get into the county farm during the winter months, anyhow. In summer I can still look out for myself, I think.

In short, he made it clear that in summer he preferred to be out so that he might visit his friends and still enjoy his declining years.

The old patriarch was visibly moved by this appeal, and seizing him by the arm and leading off toward the courthouse where the judge governing such cases was then sitting he exclaimed, Come right down here, Uncle Bobby. Ill see what can be done about this. Your old age shouldnt be troubled in this fashion  not after all the efforts you have made to maintain yourself, and bursting in on the court a few moments later, where a trial was holding at the time, he deliberately led his charge down the aisle, disturbing the court proceedings by so doing, and calling as he came:

Your Honor, I want you to hear this case especially. Its a very important and a very sad case, indeed.

Agape, the spectators paused to listen. The judge, an old and appreciative friend of his, turned a solemn eye upon this latest evidence of eccentricity.

What is it, Mr. White? he inquired.

Your Honor, returned the latter in his most earnest and oratorical manner, this man here, as you may or may not know, is an old and honorable citizen of this county. He has been here nearly all the days of his life, and every day of that time he has earned an honest living. These people here, he said, gazing about upon the interested spectators, can witness whether or not he was one of the best tobacco pickers this county ever saw. Mayhew, he interrupted himself to call to a spectator on one of the benches, you know whether Uncle Bobby always earned an honest living. Speak up. Tell the Court, did he?

Yes, Mr. White, said Mayhew quickly, he did.

Morrison, he called, turning in another direction, where an aged farmer sat, what do you know of this man?

Mr. Morrison was about to reply, when the Court interfered.

The Court knows, Mr. White, that he is an honest man. Now what would you have it do?

Well, your Honor, resumed the speaker, indifferently following his own oratorical bent, the while the company surveyed him, amused and smiling, this man has always earned an honest living until he injured his hand here in some way a number of years ago, and since then it has been difficult for him to make his way and he has been cobbling for a living. However, he is getting so old now that he cant even earn much at that, except in the spring and summer, and so I brought him here to have him assigned a place in the county infirmary. I want you to make out an order admitting him to that institution, so that I can take it and go with him and see that he is comfortably placed.

All right, Mr. White, replied the judge, surveying the two figures in mid-aisle, I so order.

But, your Honor, he went on, theres an exception I want made in this case. Mr. Moore has a few friends that he likes to visit in the summer, and who like to have him visit them. I want him to have the privilege of coming out in the summer to see these people and to see me.

All right, Mr. White, said the judge, he shall have that privilege. Now, what else?

Satisfied in these particulars, the aged citizen led his charge away, and then went with him to the infirmary, where he presented the order of the Court and then left him.

Things went very well with his humble client for a certain time, and Uncle Bobby was thought to be well disposed of, when one day he came to his friend again. It appeared that only recently he had been changed about in his quarters at the infirmary and put into a room with a slightly demented individual, whose nocturnal wanderings greatly disturbed his very necessary sleep.

I want to know if you wont have them put me by myself, Mr. White, he concluded. I need my sleep. But they say they cant do it without an order.

Once more the old patriarch led his charge before the Court, then sitting, as it happened, and breaking in upon the general proceedings as before, began:

Your Honor, this man here, Mr. Moore, whom I brought before you some time ago, has been comfortably housed by your order, and hes deeply grateful for it, as he will tell you, and as I can, but hes an old man, your Honor, and, above all things, needs his rest. Now, of late theyve been quartering him with a poor, demented sufferer down there who walks a good deal in his sleep, and it wears upon him. Ive come here with him to ask you to allow him to have a room by himself, where he will be alone and rest undisturbed.

Very well, Mr. White, said the Court, it shall be as you request.

Without replying, the old gentleman turned and led the supplicant away.

Everything went peacefully now for a number of years, until finally Uncle Bobby, having grown so feeble with age that he feared he was soon to die, came to his friend and asked him to promise him one thing.

What is it? asked the latter.

By way of replying, the supplicant described an old oak tree which grew in the yard of the Baptist Church some miles from Danville, and said:

I want you to promise that when I am dead, wherever I happen to be at the time, that you will see that I am buried under that tree. He gave no particular reason save that he had always liked the tree and the view it commanded, but made his request a very secret matter and begged to be assured that Mr. White would come and get his body and carry it to the old oak.

The latter, always a respecter of the peculiarities and crotchets of his friends, promised. After a few years went by, suddenly one day he learned that Uncle Bobby was not only dead but buried, a thing which astonished him greatly. No one locally being supposed to know that he was to have had any special form of burial, the old patriarch at once recalled his promise.

Where is his body? he asked.

Why, they buried it under the old white oak over at Mt. Horeb Church, was the answer.

What! he exclaimed, too astonished to think of anything save his lost privilege of mercy, who told them to bury him there?

Why, he did, said the friend. It was his last wish, I believe.

The confounded villain, he shouted, amusingly enough. He led me to believe that I was the only one he told. I alone was to have looked after his burial, and now look at him  going and having himself buried without a word. The scoundrel! Would you believe that an old friend like Uncle Bobby would do anything like that? However, he added after a time, I think I know how it was. He got so old and feeble here of late that he must have lost his mind  otherwise he would never have done anything like that to me.

And with this he was satisfied to rest and let bygones be bygones.


De Maupassant, Junior

He dawned on me in the spring of 1906, a stocky, sturdy, penetrative temperament of not more than twenty-four or-five years of age, steady of eye, rather aloof and yet pervasive and bristling; a devouring type. Without saying much, and seeming to take anything I had to say with a grain of salt, he managed to impress himself on me at once. Frankly, I liked him very much, although I could see at a glance that he was not so very much impressed with me. I was an older man than he by, say, ten years, an editor of an unimportant magazine, newly brought in (which he did not know) to turn it into something better. In order to earn a few dollars he had undertaken to prepare for the previous editor a most ridiculous article, some silly thing about newspaper writing as a career for women. It had been ordered or encouraged, and I felt that it was but just that it should be paid for.

Why do you waste your time on a thing like that? I inquired, smiling and trying to criticize and yet encourage him at one and the same time, for I had been annoyed by many similar assignments given out by the old management which could not now be used. You look to me to have too much force and sense for that. Why not undertake something worth your time?

My time, hell! he bristled, like a fighting sledge-dog, of which by the way he reminded me. You show me a magazine in this town that would buy anything that I thought worthy of my time! Youre like all the rest of them: you talk big, but you really dont want anything very important. You want little things probably, written to a theory or down to our policy. I know. Give me the stuff. You dont have to take it. It was ordered, but Ill throw it in the waste basket.

Not so fast! Not so fast! I replied, admiring his courage and moved by his contempt of the editorial and book publishing conditions in America. He was so young and raw and savage in his way, quite animal, and yet how interesting! There was something as fresh and clean about him as a newly plowed field or the virgin prairies. He typified for me all the young unsophisticated strength of my country, but with more punch than it usually manifests, in matters intellectual at least. Now, dont get excited, and dont snarl, I cooed. I know what you say is true. They dont really want much of what you have to offer. I dont. Working for some one else, as most of us do, for the dear circulation department, its not possible for us to get very far above crowd needs and tastes. Ive been in your position exactly. I am now. Where do you come from?

He told me  Missouri  and some very few years before from its state university.

And what is it you want to do?

Whats that to you? he replied irritatingly, with an ingrowing and obvious self-conviction of superiority and withdrawing as though he highly resented my question as condescending and intrusive. You probably wouldnt understand if I told you. Just now I want to write enough magazine stuff to make a living, thats all.

Dear, dear! I said, laughing at the slap. What a bravo we are! Really, youre interesting. But suppose now you and I get down to brass tacks. You want to do something interesting, if you can, and get paid for it. I rather like you, and anyhow you look to me as though you might do the things I want, or some of them. Now, you want to do the least silly thing you can  something better than this. I want the least silly stuff I can get away with in this magazine  genuine color out of the life of New York, if such a thing can be published in an ordinary magazine. Roughly, heres the kind of thing I want, and I outlined to him the probable policy of the magazine under my direction. I had taken an anæmic white-light monthly known as The Broadway (!) and was attempting to recast it into a national or international metropolitan picture. He thawed slightly.

Well, maybe with that sort of idea behind it, it might come to something. I dont know. Its possible that you may be the one to do it. He emphasized the possible. At any rate, its worth trying. Judging by the snide editors and publications in this town, no one in America wants anything decent. His lip curled. I have ambitions of my own, but I dont expect to work them out through the magazines of this town; maybe not of this country. I didnt know that any change was under way here.

Well, it is, I said. Still, you cant expect much from this either, remember. After all, it seeks to be a popular magazine. Well see how far we can go with really interesting material. And now if you know of any others like yourself, bring them in here. I need them. Ill pay you for that article, only Ill include it in a better price Ill give you for something else later, see?

I smiled and he smiled. His was a warmth which was infectious when he chose to yield, but it was always a repressed warmth, cynical, a bit hard; heat chained to a purpose, I thought. He went away and I saw him no more until about a week later when he brought me his first attempt to give me what I wanted.

In the meantime I was busy organizing a staff which should if possible, I decided after seeing him, include him. I could probably use him as a salaried special writer, provided he could be trained to write specials. He looked so intelligent and ambitious that he promised much. Besides, the little article which he had left when he came again, while not well organized or arranged as to its ideas or best points, was exceedingly well written from the point of mere expression.

And the next thing I had given him to attempt was even better. It was, if I recall correctly, a stirring picture of the East Side, intended to appeal to readers elsewhere than in the city, but while in the matter of color and definiteness of expression as well as choice of words it was exceptional, it was lacking in, quite as the first one had been, the arrangement of its best points. This I explained to him, and also made it clear to him that I could show him how if he would let me. He seemed willing enough, quite anxious, although always with an air of reserve, as if he were accommodating himself to me in this much but no more. He grasped the idea of order swiftly, and in a little while, having worked at a table in an outer room, brought me the rearranged material, almost if not quite satisfactory. During a number of weeks and months thereafter, working on one special and another in this way with me, he seemed finally to grasp the theory I had, or at least to develop a method of his own which was quite as satisfactory to me, and I was very much pleased. A little later I employed him at a regular salary.

It was pathetic, as I look at it now, the things we were trying to do and the conditions under which we were trying to do them  the raw commercial force and theory which underlay the whole thing, the necessity of explaining and fighting for so much that one should not, as I saw it then, have to argue over at all. We were in new rooms, in a new building, filled with lumber not yet placed and awaiting the completion of partitions which, as some one remarked, would divide us up. Our publisher and owner was a small, energetic, vibrant and colorful soul, all egotism and middle-class conviction as to the need of push, ambition, closeness to life, punch, and what not else, American to the core, and descending on us, or me rather, hourly as it were, demanding the hows and the whyfors of the dream which the little group I was swiftly gathering about me was seeking to make real.

It was essential to me, therefore, that something different should be done, some new fresh note concerning metropolitan life and action be struck; the old, slow and somewhat grandiose methods of reporting and describing things dispensed with, at least in this instance, and here was a youth who seemed able to help me do it. He was so vigorous, so avid of life, so anxious to picture the very atmosphere which this magazine was now seeking to portray. I felt stronger, better for having him around. The growth of the city, the character and atmosphere of a given neighborhood, the facts concerning some great social fortune, event, condition, crime interested him intensely; on the other hand he was so very easy to teach, quick to sense what was wanted and the order in which it must be presented. A few brief technical explanations from me, and he had the art of writing a special at his fingertips, and thereafter gave me no real difficulty.

But what was more interesting to me than his success in grasping my theory of special writing was his own character, as it was revealed to me from day to day in intimate working contact with him under these conditions. Here, as I soon learned, and was glad to learn, was no namby-pamby scribbler of the old happy-ending, pretty-nothing school of literary composition. On the contrary he sounded, for the first time in my dealings with literary aspirants of every kind, that sure, sane, penetrating, non-sentimental note so common to the best writers of the Continent, a note entirely free from mush, bravado and cant. He had a style as clear as water, as simple as rain; color, romance, humor; and if a little too much of vanity and self-importance, still one could forgive him for they were rather well-based. Already used to dealing with literary and artistic aspirants of different kinds in connection with the publications of which I had been a part, this one appealed to me as being the best of them all and a very refreshing change.

One day, only a few weeks after I had met him, seeing that I was alert for fiction, poetry and short essays or prose phantasies, all illustrative of the spirit of New York, he brought me a little poem entitled Neuvain, which interested me greatly. It was so brief and forceful and yet so delicate, a double triolet of the old French order, but with the modernity and flavor of the streets outside, the conduit cars, hand-organs and dancing children of the pavements. The title seemed affected, seeing that the English word Spring would have done as well, but it was typical of his mood at the time, his literary adorations. He was in leash to the French school of which de Maupassant was the outstanding luminary, only I did not know it at the time.

Charming, I exclaimed quite enthusiastically. I like this. Let me see anything else you have. Do you write short stories?

For answer he merely stared at me for a little while in the most examining and arrogant and contemptuous way, as much as to say, Let me see if you are really worth my time and trouble in this matter, or This sad specimen of alleged mentality is just beginning to suspect that I might write a short story. Seeing that I merely smiled most genially in return, he finally deigned to say, Sure, I write short stories. What do you think Im in the writing game for?

But you might be interested in novels only or plays, or poetry.

No, he returned after a pause and with that same air of unrelieved condescension, the short story is what I want to specialize in.

Well, I said to myself, here is a young cub who certainly has talent, is crowded with it, and yet owing to the kind of thing he is starting out to do and the fact that life will give him slaps and to spare before he is many years older, he needs to be encouraged. I was like that myself not so long ago. And besides, if I do not encourage this type of work financially (which is the best way of all), who will?

About a week later I was given another and still more gratifying surprise, for one day, in his usual condescending manner, he brought to me two short pieces of fiction and laid them most gingerly on my desk with scarcely a word Here was something I might read if I chose, I believe. The reading of these two stories gave me as much of a start as though I had discovered a fully developed genius. They were so truly new or different in their point of view, so very clear, incisive, brief, with so much point in them (The Second Motive; The Right Man). For by then having been struggling with the short-story problem in other magazine offices before this, I had become not a little pessimistic as to the trend of American short fiction, as well as long  the impossibility of finding any, even supposing it publishable once we had it. My own experience with Sister Carrie as well as the fierce opposition or chilling indifference which, as I saw, overtook all those who attempted anything even partially serious in America, was enough to make me believe that the world took anything even slightly approximating the truth as one of the rankest and most criminal offenses possible. One dared not talk out loud, one dared not report life as it was, as one lived it. And one of the primary warnings I had received from the president of this very organization  a most eager and ambitious and distressing example of that American pseudo-morality which combines a pirate-like acquisitiveness with an inward and absolute conviction of righteousness  was that while he wanted something new in fiction, something more virile and life-like than that mush, as he characterized it, to be found in the current magazines, still (1), it must have a strong appeal for the general reader (!); and (2), be very compelling in fact and clean, as the dear general reader would of course understand that word  a solid little pair of millstones which would unquestionably end in macerating everything vital out of any good story.

Still I did not despair; something might be done. And though I sighed, I hoped to be able to make my superior stretch a point in favor of the exceptional thing, or, as the slang phrase went, slip a few over on him, but that of course meant nothing or something, as you choose. My dream was really to find one or many like this youth, or a pungent kind of realism that would be true and yet within such limits as would make it usable. Imagine, then, my satisfaction in finding these two things, tales that I could not only admire genuinely but that I could publish, things that ought to have an interest for all who knew even a little about life. True, they were ironic, cruel, but still with humor and color, so deftly and cleanly told that they were smile-provoking. I called him and said as much, or nearly so  a mistake, as I sometimes think now, for art should be long  and bought them forthwith, hoping, almost against hope, to find many more such like them.

By this time, by the way, and as I should have said before, I had still further enlarged my staff by one art director of the most flamboyant and erratic character, a genius of sorts, volatile, restless, emotional, colorful, a veritable Verlaine-Baudelaire-Rops soul, who, not content to arrange and decorate the magazine each month, must needs wish to write, paint, compose verse and music and stage plays, as well as move in an upper social world, entrée to which was his by birth. Again, there was by now an Irish-Catholic makeup editor, a graduate of some distinguished sectarian school, who was more interested in St. Jerome and his Vulgate, as an embodiment of classic Latin, than he was in getting out the magazine. Still he had the advantage of being interesting and I learned about Horace from him. Again, there was a most interesting and youthful and pretty, if severe, example of the Wellesley-Mt. Holyoke-Bryn Mawr school of literary art and criticism, a most engagingly interesting intellectual maiden, who functioned as assistant editor and reader in an adjoining room, along with the art-director, the makeup editor and an office boy. This very valuable and in some respects remarkable young woman, who while holding me in proper contempt, I fear, for my rather loose and unliterary ways, was still, as I had suspected before employing her, as keen for something new and vital in fiction and every other phase of the scriptic art as any one well could be. She was ever for culling, sorting, eliminating  repression carried to the N-th power. At first L  cordially hated her, calling her a simp, a bluff, a la-de-da, and what not. In addition to these there was a constantly swelling band of writers, artists, poets, critics, dreamers of reforms social, and I know not what else, who, holding the hope of achieving their ends or aims through some really forceful magazine, were by now beginning to make our place a center. It fairly swarmed for a time with aspirants; an amusing, vivid, strident world.

As for L  , all this being new to him, he was as interested, fascinated even, as any one well might be. He responded to it almost gayly at times, wondering whether something wonderful, international, enduring might not be made to come of it. He rapidly developed into one of the most pertinacious and even disconcerting youths I have ever met. At times he seemed to have a positive genius for saying and doing irritable and disagreeable things, not only to me but to others. Never having heard of me before he met me here, he was convinced, I think, that I was a mere nothing, with some slight possibilities as an editor maybe, certainly with none as a writer or as one who could even suggest anything to writers. I had helped him, but that was as it should be. As for my art-director, he was at first a fool, later a genius; ditto my makeup man.

As for Miss E  , the Wellesley-Bryn Mawr-Mt. Holyoke assistant, who from the first had agreed with me that here indeed was a writer of promise, a genius really, he, as I have said, at first despised her. Later, by dint of exulting in his force, sincerity of purpose, his keen insight and all but braggart strength, she managed, probably on account of her looks and physical graces, to install herself in his confidence and to convince him that she was not only an honest admirer of his skill but one who had taste and judgment of no mean caliber. Thereafter he was about as agreeable as a semi-caged wild animal would be about any office.

But above all he was affronted by M  , the publisher of the paper, concerning whom he could find no words equal to his contemptuous thoughts of him. The publisher, as L  made quite bold to say to me, was little more than a dodging, rat-like financial ferret, a financial stool-pigeon for some trust or other, a shrewd, material little shopkeeper. This because M  was accustomed to enter and force a conversation here and there, anxious of course to gather the full import of all these various energies and enthusiasms. One of the things which L  most resented in him at the time was his air of supreme material well-being, his obvious attempt and wish not to convey it, his carefully-cut clothes, his car, his numerous assistants and secretaries following him here and there from various other organizations with which he was connected.

M   s idea, as he always said, was to spend and to live, only it wasnt. He merely induced others so to do. One of his customs (and it must have impressed L  very much, innocent newcomer that he was) was to have one or another of his hirelings announce his passing from one important meeting to another, within or without his own building, telephone messages being thrown in on his line or barred out, wherever he happened to be at the moment and when, presumably, he was deep in one of those literary conferences or confidences with one employee or another or with a group, for which he rapidly developed a passion. Another of his vanities was to have his automobile announced and he be almost forced into it by impetuous secretaries, who, because of orders previously given, insisted that he must be made to keep certain important engagements. Or he would send for one of his hirelings, wherever he chanced to be  club, restaurant, his home  midnight if necessary, to confer with him on some subject of great moment, and the hireling was supposed to call a taxi and come post haste in order that he might not be kept waiting.

God! L  once remarked in my presence. To think that a thinking being has to be beholden to a thing like that for his weekly income! Somebody ought to tap him with a feather-duster and kill him!

But the manner in which L  developed in this atmosphere! It was interesting. At first, before the magazine became so significant or well-organized, it was a great pleasure for me to associate with him outside office hours, and a curious and vivid companion he made. He was so intensely avid of life, so intolerant of the old, of anything different to that which he personally desired or saw, that at times it was most difficult to say anything at all for fear of meeting a rebuff or at least a caustic objection. As I was very pleased to note, he had a passion for seeing, as all youth should have when it first comes to the great city  the great bridges, the new tunnels just then being completed or dug, the harbor and bay, Coney Island, the two new and great railway terminals, then under construction. Most, though, he reveled in different and even depressing neighborhoods  Eighth Avenue, for instance, about which he later wrote a story, and a very good one (A Quiet Duet); Hells Kitchen, that neighborhood that lies (or did), on the West Side of Manhattan, between Eighth and Tenth Avenues, Thirty-sixth and Forty-first Streets; Little Italy, the region below Delancey and north of Worth Street on the East Side; Chinatown; Washington Street (Syria in America); the Greeks in Twenty-seventh and -eighth Streets, West Side. All these and many more phases of New Yorks multiplex life took his full and restless attention. Once he said to me quite excitedly, walking up Eighth Avenue at two in the morning  I was showing him some rear tenement slums in the summertime God, how I hate to go to bed in this town! Im afraid something will happen while Im asleep and I wont see it! That was exactly how he felt all the time, I am sure.

And in those days he was most simple, a very Spartan of a boy. He hadnt the least taste for drink, lived in a small hall-bedroom somewhere  Eighth Avenue, I believe  and took his meals in those shabby little quick-lunch rooms where the characters were more important to him than the food. (My hat  my hat is in my hand!) Intellectually he was so stern and ambitious that I all but stood in awe of and reverence before him. Here, I said to myself, is one who will really do; let him be as savage as he pleases. In America he probably needs to be.

And during this short time, what scraps of his early life he revealed! By degrees I picked up bits of his early deprivations and difficulties, if such they might be called. He had been a newspaper reporter, or had tried to be, in Kansas City, had worked in the college restaurant and laundry of the middle-West State university from which he had graduated, to help pay his way. Afterward he had assisted the janitor of some great skyscraper somewhere  Kansas City, I believe  and, what was most pleasing to me, he in nowise emphasized these as youthful difficulties or made any comment as to their being hard. Neither did he try to boastingly minimize them as nothing at all  another wretched pose. From him I learned that throughout his youth he had been carried here and there by the iron woman who was his mother and whom he seemed to adore in some grim contentious way, smothering his comments as though he disliked to say anything at all, and yet describing her at times as coarse and vulgar, but a mother to him all right, someone who had made marked sacrifices for him.

She had once run a restaurant in a Western mining camp, had then or later carried him as a puling baby under her shawl or cloak across the Mojave Desert, on foot a part of the way. Apparently he did not know who his father was, and he was not very much concerned to know whether she did or not. His father had died, he said, when he was a baby. Later his mother, then a cook in some railroad hotel in Texas, had sent him to school there. Later still she had been a bawler out, if you know what that means, an employee of a loan shark and used by him to compel delinquent, albeit petty and pathetic, creditors to pay their dues or then and there, before all their fellow-workers, be screamed at for their delinquency about the shop in which they worked! Later she became a private detective! an insurance agent  God knows what  a kind of rough man-woman, as she turned out to be, but all the while clinging to this boy, her pet, no doubt her dream of perfection. She had by turns sent him to common and high school and to college, remitting him such sums of money as she might to pay his way. Later still (at that very time in fact) she was seeking to come to New York to keep house for him, only he would not have that, perhaps sensing the need of greater freedom. But he wrote her regularly, as he confessed to me, and in later years I believe sent her a part of his earnings, which were to be saved by her for him against a rainy day. Among his posthumous writings later I found a very lovely story (His Mother), describing her and himself in unsparing and yet loving terms, a compound of the tender and the brutal in his own soul.

The thing that always made me hope for the best was that at that time he was not at all concerned with the petty little moralic and economic definitions and distinctions which were floating about his American world in one form and another. Indeed he seemed to be entirely free of and even alien to them. What he had heard about the indwelling and abiding perfections of the human soul had gone, and rightly so, in one ear and out the other. He respected the virtues, but he knew of and reckoned with die antipathetic vices which gave them their reason for being. To him the thief was almost as important as the saint, the reason for the saints being. And, better still, he had not the least interest in American politics or society  a wonderful sign. The American dream of getting ahead financially and socially was not part of him  another mark royal. All life was fascinating, acceptable, to be interpreted if one had the skill; it was a great distinction to have the skill  worth endless pains to acquire it.

But how unwilling would the average American of his day have been, stuffed as he was and still is with book and picture drivel about artists and art, to accept L  as anything more than a raw, callow yokel, presuming to assail the outer portals of the temple with his muddy feet! A romping, stamping, irritable soul, with more the air of a young railroad brakeman or hand, than an artist, and with so much coarse language at times and such brutality of thought as to bar him completely, one might say, from having anything to do with great fiction, great artistic conceptions, or the temple of art. What, sit with the mighty!  that coarse youth, with darkish-brown hair parted at one side and combed over one ear, in the manner of a grandiose barber; with those thick-soled and none too shapely brown shoes, that none too well-made store suit of clothes, that little round brown hat, more often a cap, pulled rather savagely and vulgarly, even insultingly, over one eye; that coarse frieze overcoat, still worn on cold spring days, its corners back and front turned up by the damp and from being indifferently sat on; that brash corn-cob pipe and bag of cheap tobacco, extracted and lit at odd moments; what, that youth with the aggressive, irritating vibrant manner  almost the young tough with a chip on his shoulder looking for one to even so much as indicate that he is not all he should be! Positively, there was something brutal and yet cosmic (not comic) about him, his intellectual and art pretensions considered. At times his waspishness and bravado palled even on me. He was too aggressive, too forceful, too intolerant, I said. He should be softer. At other times I felt that he needed to be all that and more to get by, as he would have said. I wanted to modify him a little  and yet I didnt  and I remained drawn to him in spite of many irritating little circumstances, all but infuriating at times, and actually calculated, it seemed, with a kind of savage skill to reduce what he conceived to be my lofty superiority. At times I thought he ought to be killed  like a father meditating on an unruly son  but the mood soon passed and his literary ability made amends for everything.

In so far as the magazine was concerned, once it began to grow and attract attention he was for me its most important asset; not that he did so much directly as that he provided a definite standard toward which we all had to work. Not incuriously, he was swiftly recognized for what he was by all who came in touch with the magazine. In the first place, interested in his progress, I had seen to it that he was properly introduced wherever that was possible and of benefit to him, and later on, by sheer force of his mental capacity and integrity, his dreams and his critical skill, he managed to center about him an entire band of seeking young writers, artists, poets, playwrights, aspiring musicians; an amusing and as interesting a group as I have ever seen. Their points of rendezvous appeared to be those same shabby quick-lunches in back streets or even on the principal thoroughfares about Times Square, or they met in each others rooms or my office at night after I had gone, giving me as an excuse that they had work to do. And during all this time the air fairly hummed with rumors of new singers, dancers, plays, stories being begun or under way, articles and essays contemplated; avid, if none too well financed frolics or bohemian midnight suppers here and there. Money was by no means plentiful, and in consequence there was endless borrowing and paying up among them. Among the most enthusiastic members of this circle, as I had begun to note, and finally rather nervously, were my art-director, a valiant knight in Bohemia if ever there was one, and she of Bryn Mawr-Wellesley standards. My makeup editor, as well as various contributors who had since become more or less closely identified with the magazine, were also following him up all the time.

If not directly profitable it was enlivening, and I was fairly well convinced by now that from the point of view of being aware, in touch with, in sympathy with many of the principal tendencies and undercurrents which make for a magazines success and precedence, this group was as valuable to me as any might well be. It constituted a kitchen cabinet of sorts and brought hundreds of interesting ideas to the surface, and from all directions. Now it would be a new and hitherto unheard-of tenor who was to be brought from abroad and introduced with great noise to repute-loving Americans; a new sculptor or painter who had never been heard of in America; a great actor, perhaps, or poet or writer. I listened to any quantity of gossip in regard to new movements that were ready to burst upon the world, in sculpture, painting, the scriptic art. About the whole group there was much that was exceedingly warm, youthful, full of dreams. They were intensely informative and full of hope, and I used to look at them and wonder which one, if any, was destined to have his dreams realized.

Of L  however I never had the least doubt. He began, it is true, to adopt rather more liberal tendencies, to wish always to be part and parcel of this gayety, this rushing here and there; and he drank at times  due principally, as I thought, to my wildling art-director, who had no sense or reserve in matters material or artistic and who was all for a bacchanalian career, cost what it might. On more than one occasion I heard L  declaring roundly, apropos of some group scheme of pilgrimage, No, no! I will not. I am going home now! He had a story he wanted to work on, an article to finish. At the same time he would often agree that if by a certain time, when he was through, they were still at a certain place, or a second or third, he would look them up. Never, apparently, did his work suffer in the least.

And it was about this time that I began to gather the true source and import of his literary predisposition. He was literally obsessed, as I now discovered, with Continental and more especially the French conception of art in writing. He had studied the works as well as the temperaments and experiences (more especially the latter, I fear) of such writers as de Maupassant, Flaubert, Baudelaire, Balzac, de Musset, Sand, Daudet, Dumas junior, and Zola, as well as a number of the more recent writers: Hervieu, Bourget, Louys and their contemporaries. Most of all, though, he was impressed, and deeply, by the life and art of de Maupassant, his method of approach, his unbiased outlook on life, his freedom from moral and religious and even sentimental predisposition. In the beginning of his literary career I really believe he slaved to imitate him exactly, although he could not very well escape the American temperament and rearing by which he was hopelessly conditioned. A certain Western critic and editor, to whom he had first addressed his hopes and scribblings before coming to me, writing me after L   s death in reference to a period antedating that in which I had known him, observed, He was crazy about the fin de siècle stuff that then held the boards and from which (I hope the recording angel will put it to my credit) I steered him clear. I think so; but he was still very much interested in it. He admired Aubrey Beardsley, the poster artists of France, Verlaine, Baudelaire, Rops, the Yellow Book, even Oscar Wilde, although his was a far more substantial and plebeian and even radical point of view.

Unfortunately for L  , I have always thought, there now thrust himself forward the publisher and owner of the magazine, who from previously having been content to see that the mercantile affairs of the magazine were in good order, had decided that since it was attracting attention he should be allowed to share in its literary and artistic prestige, should indeed be closely identified with it and recognized as its true source and inspiration  a thing which in no fashion had been contemplated by me when I went there. From having agreed very distinctly with me that no such interference would at any time be indulged in, he now came forward with a plan for an advisory council which was to consist of himself and the very members of the staff which I had created.

I could not object and it did not disturb me so much personally. For some time I had been sensing that the thing was for me no end in itself, but an incident. This same I felt to be true for L  , who had been taking more and more interest in the magazines technical composition. At the same time I saw no immediate way of arranging my affairs and departing, which left me, for a very little while, more or less of a spectator. During this time I had the dissatisfaction of noting the growth of an influence with L  which could, as I saw, prove only harmful. M  was no suitable guide for him. He was a brilliant but superficial and very material type who was convinced that in the having and holding of many things material  houses, lands, corporation stocks, a place in the clubs and circles of those who were materially prosperous  was really to achieve all that was significant in the now or the hereafter. Knowing comparatively nothing of either art or letters, or that subtle thing which makes for personality and atmosphere in a magazine or in writing (and especially the latter), that grateful something which attracts and detains one, he was nevertheless convinced that he did. And what was more, he was determined not only to make friends with and hold all those whom I might have attracted, providing they could prove useful to him, but also a number of a much more successful group in these fields, those who had already achieved repute in a more commonplace and popular way and were therefore presumably possessed of a following and with the power to exact a high return for their product, and for the magazine, regardless of intrinsic merit. His constant talk was of money, its power to attract and buy, the significance of all things material. He now wanted the magazine to be representative of this glowing element, and at the same time, paradoxical as it might seem, the best that might be in literary and artistic thought.

Naturally the thing was impossible, but he had a facile and specious method of arguing, a most gay and in some respects magnetic personality, far from stodgy or gross, which for a time attracted many to him. Very briskly then indeed he proceeded to make friends with all those with whom I had surrounded myself, to enter into long and even private discussions with them as to the proper conduct of the magazine, to hint quite broadly at a glorious future in which all, each one particularly to whom he talked, was to share. Curiously, this new and (as I would have thought) inimical personality of M  seemed to appeal to L  very much.

I do not claim that the result was fatal. It may even, or at least might, have had value, combined with an older or slightly more balanced temperament. But it seemed to me that it offered too quickly what should have come, if at all, as the result of much effort. For in regard to the very things L  should have most guarded against  show and the shallow pleasures of social and night and material life in New York  M  was most specious. I never knew a more intriguing and fascinating man in this respect nor one who cared less for those he used to obtain his unimportant ends. He had positive genius for making the gaudy and the unworthy seem worthy and even perfect. During his earlier days there, L  had more than once cursed him out (in his absence, of course), to use his own expressive phrase, for his middle-West trade views, as he described them, his shabby social and material ideals, and yet, as I could plainly see, even at that time the virus of his theories was working. For it must be remembered that L  was very new to New York, very young, and never having had much of anything he was no doubt slightly envious of the mans material facility, the sense of all-sufficiency, exclusiveness and even a kind of petty trade grandeur with which he tried to surround himself.

Well, that might not have proved fatal either, only L  needed some one to keep him true to himself, his individual capabilities, to constantly caution and if possible sober him to his very severe taste, and as it was he was all but surrounded by acolytes and servitors.

A little later, having left M   s and assumed another editorial position, and being compelled to follow the various current magazines more or less professionally, I was disturbed to note that there began to appear in various publications  especially M   s, which was flourishing greatly for the moment  stories which while exhibiting much of the deftness and repression as well as an avidity for the true color of things, still showed what I had at first feared they might: a decided compromise. That curse of all American fiction, the necessarily happy ending, had been impressed on him  by whom? To my sincere dissatisfaction, he began writing stories, some at least, which concerned (1), a young woman who successfully abandoned art dreams for advertising; (2), a middle-aged charmer, female, who attempted libertinage and was defeated, American style; (3), a Christmas picture with sweetness and light reigning on every hand (Dickens at his sentimentalest could have done no worse); (4), a Broadway press agent who, attempting to bring patronage to a great hotel via chic vice, accidentally and unintentionally mates an all-too-good young society man turned hotel manager to a grand heiress. And so on and so on, not ad infinitum but for a period at least  the ten years in which he managed to live and work.

And, what was more, during this new period I heard and occasionally saw discouraging things in connection with him from time to time. True to his great promise, for I sincerely think M  had a genuine fondness for his young protégé, as much of a fondness as he could well have for anything, he guaranteed him perhaps as much as three thousand a year; sent him to Stockholm at the age of twenty-four or-five to meet and greet the famous false pole discoverer, Doctor Cook; allowed him to go to Paris in connection with various articles; to Rome; sent him into the middle and far West; to Broadway for dramatic and social studies. Well and good, only he wanted always in what was done for him the uplift note, the happy ending  or at least one not vulgar or low  whereas my idea in connection with L  , gifted as he was, was that he should confine himself to fiction as an art and without any regard to theories or types of ending, believing, as I did, that he would definitely establish himself in that way in the long run. I had no objection of course to experiences of various kinds, his taking up with any line of work which might seem at the moment far removed from realistic writing, providing always that the star of his ideal was in sight. Whenever he wrote, be it early or late, it must be in the clear, incisive, uncompromising vein of these first stories and with that passion for revelation which characterized him at first, that same unbiased and unfettered non-moral viewpoint.

But after meeting with and working for M  under this new arrangement and being apparently fascinated for the moment by his personality, he seemed to me to gradually lose sight of his ideal, to be actually taken in by the plausible arguments which the latter could spin with the ease that a spider spins gossamer. In that respect I insist that M  was a bad influence. Under his tutelage L  gradually became, for instance, an habitué of a well-known and pseudo-bohemian chop-house, a most mawkish and naïvely imitative affair, intended frankly to be a copy or even the original, forsooth, of an old English inn, done, in so far as its woodwork was concerned, in smoked or dark-stained oak to represent an old English interior, its walls covered with long-stemmed pipes and pictures of English hunting and drinking scenes, its black-stained but unvarnished tables littered with riding, driving and country-life society papers, to give it that air of sans ceremonie with an upper world of which its habitués probably possessed no least inkling but most eagerly craved. Here, along with a goodly group of his latter-day friends, far different from those by whom he had first been surrounded  a pretentious society poet of no great merit but considerable self-emphasis, a Wall Street broker, posing as a club man, raconteur, first-nighter and what not, and several young and ambitious playwrights, all seeking the heaven of a Broadway success  he began to pose as one of the intimates of the great city, its bosom child as it were, the cynosure and favorite of its most glittering precincts  a most M  like proceeding. His clothes by now, for I saw him on occasion, had taken on a more lustrous if less convincing aspect than those he had worn when I first knew him. The small round hat or rakish cap, typical of his Western dreams, had now given way to a most pretentious square-topped derby, beloved, I believe, of undertakers and a certain severe type of banker as well as some clergymen, only it was a light brown. His suit and waistcoat were of a bright English tweed, reddish-brown or herring-bone gray by turns, his shoes box-toed perfections of the button type. He carried a heavy cane, often a bright leather manuscript case, and seemed intensely absorbed in the great and dramatic business of living and writing. One must, so I read him at this time, take the pleasures as well as the labors of this world with the utmost severity. Here, with a grand manner, he patronized the manager and the waiters, sent word to his friend the cook, who probably did not know him at all, that his chop or steak was to be done just so. These friends of his, or at least one of them (the poet) he met every day at five for an all-essential game of chess, after which an evening paper was read and the chop ordered. Ale  not beer  in a pewter mug was comme il faut, the only thing for a gentleman of letters, worthy of the name, to drink.

I am sorry to write so, for after all youth must have its fling. Still, I had expected better of L  , and I was a little disappointed to see that earlier dream of simplicity and privation giving way to an absolutely worthless show. Besides, twenty or thirty such stories as The Right Man, Sweet Dreams, The Man With the Broken Fingers, The Second Motive, would outweigh a thousand of the things he was getting published and the profits of which permitted him these airs.

Again, during the early days of his success with M  , he had married  a young nurse who had previously been a clerk in a store, a serious, earnest and from one point of view helpful person, seeing that she could keep his domestic affairs in order and bear him children, which she did, but she had no understanding of, or flair for, the type of thing he was called upon to do. She had no instinct for literature or the arts, and aside from her domestic capacities little skill or taste for socializing. And, naturally, he was neglecting her. His head was probably surging with great ideas of art and hence a social supremacy which might well carry him anywhere. He had bought a farm some distance from New York, where in a community supposedly inhabited by successful and superior men of letters he posed as a farmer at times, mowing and cocking hay as became a Western plow-boy; and also, as the mood moved him, and as became a great and secluded writer, working in a den entirely surrounded by books in fine leather bindings (!) and being visited by those odd satellites of the scriptic art who see in genius of this type the summum bonum of life. It was the thing to do at that time, for a writer to own a farm and work it. Horace had. One individual in particular, a man of genuine literary and critical ability and great taste in the matter of all the arts but with no least interest in or tolerance for the simplicities of effort, came here occasionally, as I heard, to help him pile hay, and this in a silk shirt and a monocle; a second  and a most fascinating intellectual flaneur, who, however, had no vision or the gift of dreams  came to eat, drink, talk of many things to be done, to steal a few ideas, borrow a little money perhaps or consume a little morphine, and depart; a third came to spout of his success in connection with plays, or his proposed successes; a fourth to paint a picture, urged on by L  ; a fifth to compose rural verse; a sixth, a broker or race-track tout or city bar-tender (for color, this last), to marvel that one of L   s sense, or any one indeed, should live in the country at all. There were drinking bouts, absolute drunkenness, in which, according to the Johnsonian tradition and that of Messieurs Rabelais and Molière, the weary intellect and ones guiding genius were immersed in a comforting Lethe of rye.

Such things cost money, however. In addition, my young friend, due to a desire no doubt to share in the material splendors of his age (a doctrine M  was ever fond of spouting  and as a duty, if you please), had saddled himself, for a time at least, with an apartment in an exclusive square on the East Side, the rent of which was a severe drain. Before this there had been, and after it were still, others, obligations too much for him to bear financially, all in the main taken for show, that he might be considered a literary success. Now and again (so I was told by several of his intimates), confronted by a sudden exhaustion of his bank balance, he would leave some excellent apartment house or neighborhood, where for a few months he had been living in grand style, extracting his furniture as best he might, or leaving it and various debts beside, and would take refuge in some shabby tenement, or rear rooms even, and where, touched by remorse or encouraged by the great literary and art traditions (Balzac, Baudelaire, Johnson, Goldsmith, Verlaine) he would toil unendingly at definite money-yielding manuscripts, the results of which carried to some well-paying successful magazine would yield him sufficient to return to the white lights  often even to take a better apartment than that which last had been his. By now, however, one of the two children he eventually left behind him had been born. His domestic cares were multiplying, the marriage idea dull. Still he did not hesitate to continue those dinners given to his friends, the above-mentioned group or its spiritual kin, either in his apartment or in a bohemian restaurant of great show in New York. In short, he was a fairly successful short-story writer and critic in whom still persisted a feeling that he would yet triumph in the adjacent if somewhat more difficult field of popular fiction.

It was during this period, if I may interpolate an incident, that I was waiting one night in a Broadway theater lobby for a friend to appear, when who should arrive on the scene but L  , most outlandishly dressed in what I took to be a reductio ad absurdum of his first pose, as I now half-feared it to be: that of the uncouth and rugged young American, disclaiming style in dress at least, and content to be a clod in looks so long as he was a Shelley in brains. His suit was of that coarse ill-fitting character described as Store, and shelf-worn; his shoes all but dusty brogans, his headgear a long-visored yellowish-and-brown cross-barred cap. He had on a short, badly-cut frieze overcoat, his hands stuck defiantly in his trousers pockets, forcing its lapels wide open. And he appeared to be partially if not entirely drunk, and very insolent. I had the idea that the drunkenness and the dress were a pose, or else that he had been in some neighborhood in search of copy which required such an outfit. Charitably let us accept the last. He was accompanied by two satellic souls who were doing their best to restrain him.

Come, now! Dont make a scene. Well see the show all right!

Sure well see the show! he returned contentiously. Wheres the manager?

A smug mannikin whose uniform was a dress suit, the business manager himself, eyed him in no friendly spirit from a nearby corner.

This is Mr. L  , one of the satellites now approached and explained to the manager. Hes connected with M   s Magazine. He does short stories and dramatics occasionally.

The manager bowed. After all, M   s Magazine had come to have some significance on Broadway. It was as well to be civil. Courtesy was extended for three, and they went in.

As for myself, I resented the mood and the change. It was in no way my affair  his life was his own  and still I resented it. I did not believe that he was as bad as he seemed. He had too much genuine sense. It was just boyish swagger and show, and still it was time that he was getting over that and settling down. I really hoped that time would modify all this.

One thing that made me hope for the best was that very shortly after this M   s Magazine blew completely up, leaving him without that semi-financial protection which I felt was doing him so much harm. The next favorable sign that I observed was that a small volume of short stories, some sixteen in number, and containing the cream of his work up to that time, was brought to a publishing house with which I was financially identified at the time, and although no word was said to me (I really think he took great care not to see me), still it was left and on my advice eventually published (it sold, I believe, a little under five hundred copies). But the thing that cheered me was that it contained not one story which could be looked upon as a compromise with his first views. And better, it had been brought to the concern with which I was connected  intentionally, I am sure. I was glad to have had a hand in its publication. At least, I said, he has not lost sight of his first ideal. He may go on now.

And thereafter, in one magazine and another, excellent enough to have but a small circulation, I saw something of his which had genuine merit. A Western critical journal began to publish a series of essays by him, for which I am sure he received nothing at all. Again, three or four years later, a second volume of stories, almost if not quite as good as his first, was issued by this same Western paper. He was trying to do serious work; but he still sought and apparently craved those grand scenes on the farm or in some New York restaurant or an expensive apartment, and when he could no longer afford it. He still wrote happy-ending, or compromise, stories for any such magazine as would receive him, and was apparently building up a reasonably secure market for them. In the meantime the moving-picture scenario market had developed, and he wrote for it. His eyes were also turning toward the stage, as one completed manuscript and several starts turned over to me after his death proved. One day some one who knew him and me quite well assured me that L  , having sent out many excellent stories only to have them returned, had one day cried and then raged, cursing America for its attitude toward serious letters  an excellent sign, I thought, good medicine for one who must eventually forsake his hope of material grandeur and find himself. In time, in time, I said, he will eat through the husks of these other things, the M  complex, and do something splendid. He cant help it. But this fantastic dream of grandeur, of being a popular success, will have to be lived down.

For a time now I heard but little more save once that he was connected with a moving-picture concern, suggesting plots and making some money. Then I saw a second series of essays in the same Western critical paper  that of the editor who had published his book  and some of them were excellent, very searching and sincere. I felt that he was moving along the right line, although they earned him nothing. Then one week, very much to my surprise, there was a very glowing and extended commentary on myself, concerning which for the time being I decided to make no comment; and a little later, perhaps three weeks, a telephone call. Did I recall him? (!) Could he come and see me? (!) I invited him to dinner, and he came, carrying, of all things  and for him, the ex-railroad boy  a great armful of red roses. This touched me.

Whats the idea? I inquired jovially, laughing at him.

He blushed like a girl, a little irritably too, I thought, for he found me (as perhaps he had hoped not to) examining and critical, and he may have felt that I was laughing at him, which I wasnt. I wished to give them to you, and I brought em. Why shouldnt I?

You know you should bring them if you want me to have them, and Im only too glad to get them, anyway. Dont think Im criticizing.

He smiled and began at once on the old days, as he now called them, a sad commentary on our drifting days. Indeed he seemed able to talk of little else or fast enough or with too much enthusiasm. He went over many things and people  M  ; K  , the wonderful art-director, now insane and a wreck; the group of which he and I had once been a part; his youthful and unsophisticated viewpoint at the time. You know, he confessed quite frankly finally, my mother always told me then and afterwards that I made a mistake in leaving you. You were the better influence for me. She was right. I know it now. Still, a lifes a life, and we have to work through it and ourselves somehow.

I agreed heartily.

He told me of his wife, children, farm, his health and his difficulties. It appeared that he was making a bare living at times, at others doing very well. His great bane was the popular magazine, the difficulty of selling a good thing. It was true, I said, and at midnight he left, promising to come again, inviting me to come to his place in the country at my convenience. I promised.

But one thing and another interfered. I went South. One day six months later, after I had returned, he called up once more, saying he wished to see me. Of course I asked him down and he came and spoke of his health. Some doctor, an old college pal of his, was assuring him that he had Brights disease and that he might die at any time. He wanted to know, in case anything happened to him, would I look after his many mss., most of which, the most serious efforts at least, had never been published. I agreed. Then he went away and I never saw him again. A year later I was one day informed that he had died three days before of kidney trouble. He had been West to see a moving-picture director; on his way East he had been taken ill and had stopped off with friends somewhere to be treated, or operated upon. A few weeks later he had returned to New York, but refusing to rest and believing that he could not die, so soon, had kept out of doors and in the city, until suddenly he did collapse. Or, rather, he met his favorite doctor, an intellectual savage like himself, who with some weird desire to appear forceful, definite, unsentimental perhaps  a mental condition L  most fancied  had told him to go home and to bed, for he would be dead in forty-eight hours!  a fine bit of assurance which perhaps as much as anything else assisted L  to die. At any rate and in spite of the ministrations of his wife, who wished to defy the doctor and who in her hope for herself and her children as well as him strove to contend against this gloom, he did so go to bed and did die. On the last day, realizing no doubt how utterly indifferent his life had been, how his main aspirations or great dreams had been in the main nullified by passions, necessities, crass chance (how well he was fitted to understand that!) he broke down and cried for hours. Then he died.

A friend who had known much of this last period, said to me rather satirically, He was dealing with death in the shape of a medic. Have you ever seen him? The doctor, he meant. He looks like an advertisement for an undertaker. I do believe he was trying to discover whether he could kill somebody by the power of suggestion, and he met L  in the nick of time. You know how really sensitive he was. Well, that medic killed him, the same as you would kill a bird with a bullet. He said Youre already dead, and he was.

And  oh yes  M  , his former patron. At the time of L   s sickness and death he was still owing him $1100 for services rendered during the last days of that unfortunate magazine. He had never been called upon to pay his debts, for he had sunk through one easy trapdoor of bankruptcy only to rise out of another, smiling and with the means to continue. Yes, he was rich again, rated A No. 1, the president of a great corporation, and with L   s $1100 still unpaid and now not legally collectible. His bank balance, established by a friend at the time, was exactly one hundred thousand.

But Mrs. L  , anxious to find some way out of her difficulty since her husband was lying cold, and knowing of no one else to whom to turn, had written to him. There was no food in the house, no medicine, no way to feed the children at the moment. That matter of $1100 now  could he spare a little? L  had thought  

A letter in answer was not long in arriving, and a most moving M  y document it was. M  had been stunned by the dreadful news, stunned. Could it really be? Could it? His young brilliant friend? Impossible! At the dread, pathetic news he had cried  yes he had  cried  and cried  and cried  and then he had even cried some more. Life was so sad, so grim. As for him, his own affairs were never in so wretched a condition. It was unfortunate. Debts there were on every hand. They haunted him, robbed him of his sleep. He himself scarcely knew which way to turn. They stood in serried ranks, his debts. A slight push on the part of any one, and he would be crushed  crushed  go down in ruin. And so, as much as he was torn, and as much as he cried, even now, he could do nothing, nothing, nothing. He was agonized, beaten to earth, but still  . Then, having signed it, there was a P.S. or an N.B. This stated that in looking over his affairs he had just discovered that by stinting himself in another direction he could manage to scrape together twenty-five dollars, and this he was enclosing. Would that God had designed that he should be better placed at this sad hour!



However that may be, I at once sent for the mss. and they came, a jumbled mass in two suitcases and a portfolio; and a third suitcase, so I was informed, containing all of a hundred mss., mostly stories, had been lost somewhere! There had been much financial trouble of late and more than one enforced move. Mrs. L  had been compelled  but I will not tell all. Suffice it to say that he had such an end as his own realistic pen might have satirically craved.

The mss., finally sorted, tabulated and read, yielded two small volumes of excellent tales, all unpublished, the published material being all but uniformly worthless. There was also the attempt at a popular comedy, previously mentioned, a sad affair, and a volume of essays, as well as a very, very slender but charming volume of verse, in case a publisher could ever be found for them  a most agreeable little group, showing a pleasing sense of form and color and emotion. I arranged them as best I could and finally  

But they are still unpublished.



P.S. As for the sum total of the work left by L  , its very best, it might be said that although he was not a great psychologist, still, owing to a certain pretentiousness of assertion at times, one might unthinkingly suppose he was. Neither had he, as yet, any fixed theories of art or definite style of his own, imitating as he was now de Maupassant, now O. Henry, now Poe; but also it must be said that slowly and surely he was approximating one, original and forceful and water-clear in expression and naturalness. At times he veered to a rather showy technique, at others to a cold and even harsh simplicity. Yet always in the main he had color, beauty, emotion, poignance when necessary. Like his idol, de Maupassant, he had no moral or strong social prejudices, no really great or disturbing imagination, no wealth of perplexing ideas. He saw America and life as something to be painted as all masters see life and paint it. Gifted with a true vein of satire, he had not, at the time of his death, quite mastered its possibilities. He still retained prejudice of one type or another, which he permitted to interfere with the very smooth arrangement of his colors. At the same time, had he not been disturbed by so many of the things which in America, as elsewhere, ordinarily assail an ambitious and earnest writer  the prejudice against naturalness and sincerity in matters of the intellect and the facts of life, and the consequent difficulty of any one so gifted in obtaining funds at any time  he might have done much better sooner. He was certain to come into his own eventually had he lived. His very accurate and sensitive powers of observation, his literary taste, his energy and pride in his work, were destined to carry him there. It could not have been otherwise. Ten years more, judging by the rate at which he worked, his annual product and that which he did leave, one might say that in the pantheon of American letters it is certain that he would have proved a durable if not one of its great figures, and he might well have been that. As it stands, it is not impossible that he will be so recognized, if for no more than the sure promise of his genius.


The Village Feudists

In a certain Connecticut fishing-town sometime since, where, besides lobstering, a shipyard and some sail-boat-building there existed the several shops and stores which catered to the wants of those who labored in those lines, there dwelt a groceryman by the name of Elihu Burridge, whose life and methods strongly point the moral and social successes and failures of the rural man.

Sixty years of age, with the vanities and desires of the average mans life behind rather than before him, he was at the time not unlike the conventional drawings of Parson Thirdly, which graced the humorous papers of that day. Two moon-shaped eyes, a long upper lip, a mouth like the sickle moon turned downward, prominent ears, a rather long face and a mutton-chop-shaped whisker on either cheek, served to give him that clerical appearance which the humorous artists so religiously seek to depict. Add to this that he was middle-sized, clerically spare in form, reserved and quiet in demeanor, and one can see how he might very readily give the impression of being a minister. His clothes, however, were old, his trousers torn but neatly mended, his little blue gingham jumper which he wore about the store greasy and aged. Everything about him and his store was so still and dark that one might have been inclined on first sight to consider him crusty and morose.

Even more remarkable than himself, however, was his store. I have seen many in my time that were striking because of their neatness; I never saw one before that struck me as more remarkable for its disorder. In the first place it was filled neck-deep with barrels and boxes in the utmost confusion. Dark, greasy, provision-lined alleys led off into dingy sections which the eye could not penetrate. Old signs hung about, advertising things which had long since ceased to sell and were forgotten by the public. There were pictures in once gilt but now time-blackened frames, wherein queerly depicted children and pompous-looking grocers offered one commodity and another, all now almost obliterated by fly-specks. Shelves were marked on the walls by signs now nearly illegible. Cobwebs hung thickly from corners and pillars. There were oil, lard, and a dust-laden scum of some sort on three of the numerous scales with which he occasionally weighed things and on many exteriors of once salable articles. Pork, lard, molasses, and nails were packed in different corners of the place in barrels. Lying about were household utensils, ship-rigging, furniture and a hundred other things which had nothing to do with the grocery business.

As I entered the store the first afternoon I noticed a Bible open at Judges and a number of slips of paper on which questions had been written. On my second visit for oil and vinegar, two strangers from off a vagrant yacht which had entered the little harbor nudged one another and demanded to know whether either had ever seen anything like it. On the third, my companion protested that it was not clean, and seeing that there were other stores we decided to buy our things elsewhere. This was not so easily accomplished.

Where can I get a flatiron? I inquired at the Postoffice when I first entered the village.

Most likely at Burridges, was the reply.

Do you know where I can get a pair of row-locks? I asked of a boy who was lounging about the town dock.

At Burridges, he replied.

When we wanted oars, pickles of a certain variety, golden syrup, and a dozen other things which were essential at times, we were compelled to go to Burridges, so that at last he obtained a very fair portion of our trade despite the condition of his store.

During all these earlier dealings there cropped up something curt and dry in his conversation. One day we lost a fruit jar which he had loaned, and I took one very much like it back in its place. When I began to apologize he interrupted me with, A jars a jar, isnt it?

Another time, when I remarked in a conciliatory tone that he owed me eight cents for a can of potted ham which had proved stale, he exclaimed, Well, I wont owe you long, and forthwith pulled the money out of the loose jacket of his jumper and paid me.

I inquired one day if a certain thing were good. If it isnt, he replied, with a peculiar elevation of the eyebrows, your money is. You can have that back.

Thats the way you do business, is it?

Yes, sir, he replied, and his long upper lip thinned out along the line of the lower one like a vise.

I was in search of a rocking-chair one day and was directed to Burridges as the only place likely to have any!

Do you keep furniture? I inquired.

Some, he said.

Have you a rocking-chair?

No, sir.

A day or two later I was in search of a table and on going to Burridges found that he had gone to a neighboring city.

Have you got a table? I inquired of the clerk.

I dont know, he replied. Theres some furniture in the back room, but I dont know as I dare to sell any of it while hes away.

Why?

Well, he dont like me to sell any of it. Hes kind of queer that way. I dunno what he intends to do with it. Gar! he added in a strangely electric way, hes a queer man! Hes got a lot of things back there  chairs and tables and everything. Hes got a lot more in a loft up the street here. He never seems to want to sell any of em. Heard him tell people he didnt have any.

I shook my head in puzzled desperation.

Come on, lets go back and look anyway. Theres no harm in seeing if he has one.

We went back and there amid pork and molasses barrels, old papers, boxes and signs, was furniture in considerable quantity  tables, rocking-chairs, washstands, bureaus  all cornered and tumbled about.

Why, here are rocking-chairs, lots of them, I exclaimed. Just the kind I want! He said he didnt have any.

Gar! I dunno, replied the clerk. Heres a table, but I wouldnt dare sell it to you.

Why should he say he didnt have a rocking-chair?

Gar! I dunno. Hes goin out of the furniture business. He dont want to sell any. I dont know what he intends to do with it.

Well, I said in despair, what about the table? You can sell that, cant you?

I couldnt  not till he comes back. I dont know what hed want to do about it.

Whats the price of it?

I dunno. He could tell you.

I went out of the thick-aired stuffy backroom with its unwashed windows, and when I got opposite the Bible near the door I said:

Whats the matter with him anyhow? Why doesnt he straighten things out here?

Again the clerk awoke. Huh! he exclaimed. Straighten it out! Gar! Id like to see anybody try it.

It could be, I said encouragingly.

Gar! he chuckled. One man did try to straighten it out once when Mr. Burridge was away. Got about a third of it cleaned up when he come back. Gar! You oughta seen him! Gar!

What did he do?

What did he do! What didnt he do! Gar! Just took things an threw them about again. Said he couldnt find anything.

You dont say!

Gar! I should say so! Man come in an asked for a hammer. Said he couldnt find any hammer, things was so mixed up. Did it with screws, water-buckets an everything just the same. Took em right off the shelves, where they was all in groups, an scattered em all over the room. Gar! Now I guess I can find something when I want it, he said. The clerk paused to squint and add, There aint anybody tried any straightenin out around here since then, you bet. Gar!

How long ago has that been?

About fourteen years now.

Surprised by this sharp variation from the ordinary standards of trade, I began thinking of possible conditions which had produced it, when one evening I happened in on the local barber. He was a lean, inquisitive individual with a shock of sandy hair and a conspicuous desire to appear a well-rounded social factor.

What sort of person is this Burridge over here? He keeps such a peculiar store.

Elihu is a bit peculiar, he replied, his smile betraying a desire to appear conservative. The fault with Elihu, if he has one, is that hes terribly strong on religion. Cant seem to agree with anybody around here.

Whats the trouble? I asked.

Its moren I could ever make out, what is the matter with him. Theyre all a little bit cracked on the subject around here. Nothing but revivals and meetins, year in and year out. Theyre stronger on it winters than they are in summer.

How do you mean?

Well, theyll be more against yachtin and Sunday pleasures when they cant go than when they can.

What about Elihu? I asked.

Well, he cant seem to get along, somehow. He used to belong to the Baptist Church, but he got out o that. Then he went to a church up in Graylock, but he had a fallin out up there. Then he went to Northfield and Eustis. Hes been all around, even over on Long Island. He goes to church up at Amherst now, I believe.

What seems to be the trouble?

Oh, hes just strong-headed, I guess. He paused, and ideas lagged until finally I observed:

Its a very interesting store he keeps.

Its just as Billy Drumgold told him once: Burridge, he says, youve got everything in this store that belongs to a full-rigged ship cept one thing. Whats that? Burridge asks. A second-hand pulpit. Got that too, he answered, and takes him upstairs, and there he had one sure enough.

Well, I said, what was he doing with it?

Danged if I know. He had it all right. Has it yet, so they say.

Days passed and as the summer waned the evidences of a peculiar life accumulated. Noank, apparently, was at outs with Burridge on the subject of religion, and he with it. There were instances of genuine hard feeling against him.

Writing a letter in the Postoffice one day I ventured to take up this matter with the postmaster.

You know Mr. Burridge, dont you  the grocer?

Well, I should guess I did, he replied with a flare.

Anything wrong with him?

Oh, about everything thats just plain cussed  the most wrangling man alive. I never saw such a man. He dont get his mail here no more because hes mad at me, I guess. Took it away because I had Mr. Palmers help in my fight, I suppose. Wrote me that I should send all his mail up to Mystic, and he goes there three or four miles out of his way every day, just to spite me. Its against the law. I hadnt ought to be doing it, re-addressing his envelopes three or four times a day, but I do do it. Hes a strong-headed man, thats the trouble with Elihu.

I had no time to follow this up then, but a little later, sitting in the shop of the principal sailboat maker, which was situated in the quiet little lane which follows the line of the village, I was one day surprised by the sudden warm feeling which the name of Elihu generated. Something had brought up the subject of religion, and I said that Burridge seemed rather religious.

Yes, said the sailboat maker quickly, hes religious, all right, only he reads the Bible for others, not for himself.

What do you mean by that?

Why, he wants to run things, thats what. As long as you agree with Elihu, why, everythings all right. When you dont, the Bibles against you. Thats the way he is.

Did he ever disagree with you? I asked, suspecting some personal animus in the matter.

Me and Elihu was always good friends as long as I agreed with him, he went on bitterly. Weve been raised together, man and boy, for pretty near sixty years. We never had a word of any kind but what was friendly, as long as I agreed with him, but just as soon as I didnt he took a set against me, and we aint never spoke a word since.

What was the trouble? I inquired sweetly, anxious to come at the kernel of this queer situation.

Well, he said, dropping his work and looking up to impress me, Im a man thatll sometimes say what I dont believe; that is, Ill agree with what I hadnt ought to, just to be friendly like. I did that way a lot o times with Elihu till one day he came to me with something about particular salvation. Im a little more liberal myself. I believe in universal redemption by faith alone. Well, Elihu came to me and began telling me what he believed. Finally he asked me something about particular salvation and wanted to know whether I didnt agree with him. I didnt, and told him so. From that day on he took a set against me, and he aint never spoke a word to me since.

I was unaware that there was anything besides a religious disagreement in this local situation until one day I happened to come into a second friendly contact with the postmaster. We were speaking of the characteristics of certain individuals, and I mentioned Burridge.

Hes all right when you take him the way he wants to be taken. When you dont youll find him quite a different man.

He seems to be straightforward and honest, I said.

There aint anything you can tell me about Elihu Burridge that I dont know, he replied feelingly. Not a thing. Ive lived with him, as you might say, all my life. Been raised right here in town with him, and we went to school together. Man and boy, there aint ever been a thing that Elihu has agreed with, without he could have the running of it. You cant tell me anything about him that I dont know.

I could not help smiling at the warmth of feeling, although something about the mans manner bespoke a touch of heart-ache, as if he were privately grieving.

What was the trouble between you two? I asked.

Its moren I could ever find out, he replied in a voice that was really mournful, so difficult and non-understandable was the subject to him. Before I started to work for this office there wasnt a day that I didnt meet and speak friendly with Elihu. He used to have a good many deeds and papers to sign, and he never failed to call me in when I was passing. When I started to work for this office I noticed he took on a cold manner toward me, and I tried to think of something I might have done, but I couldnt. Finally I wrote and asked him if there was anything between us if he wouldnt set a time and place sos we might talk it over and come to an understanding. He paused and then added, I wish you could see the letter he wrote me. Comin from a Christian man  from him to me  I wish you could see it.

Why dont you show it to me? I asked inquisitively.

He went back into the office and returned with an ancient-looking document, four years old it proved to be, which he had been treasuring. He handed me the thumbed and already yellowed page, and I read:

MATTHEW HOLCOMB, ESQUIRE,

DEAR SIR:  In reply to your letter asking me to set a time and place in which we might talk over the trouble between us, would say that the time be Eternity and the place where God shall call us to judgment.

Very truly, ELIHU BURRIDGE.

His eyes rested on me while I read, and the moment I finished he began with:

I never said one word against that man, not one word. I never did a thing he could take offense at, not one thing. I dont know how a man can justify himself writing like that.

Perhaps its political, I said. You dont belong to the same party, do you?

Yes, we do, he said. Sometimes Ive thought that maybe it was because I had the support of the shipyard when I first tried to get this office, but then that wasnt anything between him and me, and he looked away as if the mystery were inexplicable.

This shipyard was conducted by a most forceful man but one as narrow and religionistic as this region in which it had had its rise. Old Mr. Palmer, the aged founder of it, had long been a notable figure in the streets and private chambers of the village. The principal grocery store, coal-yard, sail-loft, hotel and other institutions were conducted in its interests. His opinion was always foremost in the decision of the local authorities. He was still, reticent, unobtrusive. Once I saw him most considerately helping a cripple up the lane to the local Baptist Church.

Whats the trouble between Burridge and Palmer? I asked of the sail-maker finally, coming to think that here, if anywhere, lay the solution of the difficulty.

Two big fish in too small a basket, he responded laconically.

Cant agree, eh?

They both want to lead, or did, he said. Elihus a beaten man, though, now. He paused and then added, Im sorry for Elihu. Hes a good man at heart, one of the kindest men you ever saw, when you let him follow his natural way. Hes good to the poor, and hes carried more slow-pay people than any man in this country, I do believe. He wont collect an old debt by law. Dont believe in it. No, sir. Just a kind-hearted man, but he loves to rule.

How about Palmer? I inquired.

Just the same way exactly. He loves to rule, too. Got a good heart, too, but hes got a lot more money than Elihu and so people pay more attention to him, thats all. When Elihu was getting the attention he was just the finest man you ever saw, kind, generous, good-natured. People love to be petted, at least some people do  you know they do. When you dont pet em they get kind o sour and crabbed like. Now thats all thats the matter with Elihu, every bit of it. Hes sour, now, and a little lonely, I expect. Hes drove away every one from him, or nearly all, cept his wife and some of his kin. Anybody can do a good grocery business here, with the strangers off the boats  the harbor was a lively one all you have to do is carry a good stock. Thats why he gets along so well. But hes drove nearly all the local folks away from him.

I listened to this comfortable sail-loft sage, and going back to the grocery store one afternoon took another look at the long, grim-faced silent figure. He was sitting in the shadow of one of his moldy corners, and if there had ever been any light of merriment in his face it was not there now. He looked as fixed and solemn as an ancient puritan, and yet there was something so melancholy in the mans eye, so sad and disappointed, that it seemed anything but hard. Two or three little children were playing about the door and when he came forward to wait on me one of them sidled forward and put her chubby hand in his.

Your children? I asked, by way of reaching some friendly understanding.

No, he replied, looking fondly down, she belongs to a French lady up the street here. She often comes down to see me, dont you? and he reached over and took the fat little cheek between his thumb and forefinger.

The little one rubbed her face against his worn baggy trousers leg and put her arm about his knee. Quietly he stood there in a simple way until she loosened her hold upon him, when he went about his labor.

I was sitting one day in the loft of the comfortable sail-maker, who, by the way, was brother-in-law to Burridge, when I said to him:

I wish youd tell me the details about Elihu. How did he come to be what he is? You ought to know; youve lived here all your life.

So I do know, he replied genially. What do you want me to tell you?

The whole story of the trouble between him and Palmer; how he comes to be at outs with all these people.

Well, he began, and here followed with many interruptions and side elucidations, which for want of space have been eliminated, the following details:

Twenty-five years before Elihu had been the leading citizen of Noank. From operating a small grocery at the close of the Civil War he branched out until he sold everything from ship-rigging to hardware. Noank was then in the height of its career as a fishing town and as a port from which expeditions of all sorts were wont to sail. Whaling was still in force, and vessels for whaling expeditions were equipped here. Wealthy sea-captains frequently loaded fine three-masted schooners here for various trading expeditions to all parts of the world; the fishers for mackerel, cod and herring were making three hundred and fifty dollars a day in season, and thousands of dollars worth of supplies were annually purchased here.

Burridge was then the only tradesman of any importance and, being of a liberal, strong-minded and yet religious turn, attracted the majority of this business to him. He had houses and lands, was a deacon in the local Baptist Church and a counselor in matters political, social and religious, whose advice was seldom rejected. Every Fourth of July during these years it was his custom to collect all the children of the town in front of his store and treat them to ice-cream. Every Christmas Eve he traveled about the streets in a wagon, which carried half a dozen barrels of candy and nuts, which he would ladle out to the merry shouting throng of pursuing youngsters, until all were satisfied. For the skating season he prepared a pond, spending several thousand dollars damming up a small stream, in order that the children might have a place to skate. He created a library where all might obtain suitable reading, particularly the young.

On New Years morning it was his custom to visit all the poor and bereaved and lonely in Noank, taking a great dray full of presents and leaving a little something with his greetings and a pleasant handshake at every door. The lonely rich as well as the lonely poor were included, for he was certain, as he frequently declared, that the rich could be lonely too.

He once told his brother-in-law that one New Years Day a voice called to him in church: Elihu Burridge, how about the lonely rich and poor of Noank? Up I got, he concluded, and from that day to this I have never neglected them.

When any one died who had a little estate to be looked after for the benefit of widows or orphans, Burridge was the one to take charge of it. People on their deathbeds sent for him, and he always responded, taking energetic charge of everything and refusing to take a penny for his services. After a number of years the old judge to whom he always repaired with these matters of probate, knowing his generosity in this respect, also refused to accept any fee. When he saw him coming he would exclaim:

Well, Elihu, what is it this time? Another widow or orphan that weve got to look after?

After Elihu had explained what it was, he would add:

Well, Elihu, I do hope that some day some rich man will call you to straighten out his affairs. Id like to see you get a little something, so that I might get a little something. Eh, Elihu? Then he would jocularly poke his companion in charity in the ribs.

These general benefactions were continuous and coeval with his local prosperity and dominance, and their modification as well as the mans general decline the result of the rise of this other individual  Robert Palmer, operating to take the color of power and preëminence from him.

Palmer was the owner of a small shipyard here at the time, a thing which was not much at first but which grew swiftly. He was born in Noank also, a few years before Burridge, and as a builder of vessels had been slowly forging his way to a moderate competence when Elihu was already successful. He was a keen, fine-featured, energetic individual, with excellent commercial and strong religious instincts, and by dint of hard labor and a saving disposition he obtained, soon after the Civil War, a powerful foothold. Many vessels were ordered here from other cities. Eventually he began to build barges in large numbers for a great railroad company.

Early becoming a larger employer of labor than any one else in the vicinity he soon began to branch out, possessed himself of the allied industries of ship-rigging, chandlering, and finally established a grocery store for his employees, and opened a hotel. Now the local citizens began to look upon him as their leading citizen. They were always talking of his rise, frequently in the presence of Burridge. He said nothing at first, pretending to believe that his quondam leadership was unimpaired. Again, there were those who, having followed the various branches of labor which Palmer eventually consolidated, viewed this growth with sullen and angry eyes. They still sided with Burridge, or pretended still to believe that he was the more important citizen of the two. In the course of time, however  a period of thirty years or more  some of them failed; others died; still others were driven away for want of a livelihood. Only Burridges position and business remained, but in a sadly weakened state. He was no longer a man of any great importance.

Not unnaturally, this question of local supremacy was first tested in the one place in which local supremacy is usually tested  the church where they both worshiped. Although only one of five trustees, Burridge had been the will of the body. Always, whatever he thought, the others had almost immediately agreed to it. But now that Palmer had become a power, many of those ardent in the church and beholden to him for profit became his humble followers. They elected him trustee and did what he wished, or what they thought he wished. To Burridge this made them sycophants, slaves.

Now followed the kind of trivialities by which most human feuds are furthered. The first test of strength came when a vagrant evangelist from Alabama arrived and desired to use the church for a series of evening lectures. The question had to be decided at once. Palmer was absent at the time.

Here is a request for the use of the church, said one of the trustees, explaining its nature.

Well, said Burridge, youd better let him have it.

Do you think we ought to do anything about it, the trustee replied, until Mr. Palmer returns?

Although Burridge saw no reason for waiting, the other trustees did, and upon that the board rested. Burridge was furious. By one fell stroke he was put in second place, a man who had to await the return of Palmer  and that in his own church, so to speak.

Why, he told some one, the rest of us are nothing. This man is a king.

From that time on differences of opinion within the church and elsewhere were common. Although no personal animosity was ever admitted, local issues almost invariably found these two men opposed to each other. There was the question of whether the village should be made into a borough  a most trivial matter; another, that of creating public works for the manufacture of gas and distribution of water; a third, that of naming a State representative. Naturally, while these things might be to the advantage of Palmer or not, they were of no great import to Burridge, but yet he managed to see in them an attempt or attempts to saddle a large public debt upon widows and orphans, those who could not afford or did not need these things, and he proceeded to so express himself at various public meetings. Slowly the breach widened. Burridge became little more than a malcontent in many peoples eyes. He was a knocker, a man who wanted to hold the community back.

Although defeated in many instances he won in others, and this did not help matters any. At this point, among other things the decay of the fishing industry helped to fix definitely the position of the two men as that of victor and vanquished. Whaling died out, then mackerel and cod were caught only at farther and farther distances from the town, and finally three-and even two-masted schooners ceased entirely to buy their outfits here, and Burridge was left dependent upon local patronage or smaller harbor trade for his support. Coextensively, he had the dissatisfaction of seeing Palmers industries grow until eventually three hundred and fifty men were upon his payrolls and even his foremen and superintendents were considered influential townspeople. Palmers son and two daughters grew up and married, branched out and became owners of industries which had formerly belonged to men who had traded with Burridge. He saw his grocery trade dwindle and sink, while with age his religiosity grew, and he began to be little more than a petty disputant, one constantly arguing as to whether the interpretation of the Bible as handed down from the pulpit of what he now considered his recalcitrant church was sound or not. When those who years before had followed him obediently now pricked him with theological pins and ventured to disagree with him, he was quick and sometimes foolish in his replies. Thus, once a former friend and fellow-church-member who had gone over to the opposition came into his store one morning and said:

Elihu, for a man thats as strong on religion as you are, I see you do one thing that cant quite be justified by the Book.

Whats that? inquired Burridge, looking up.

I see you sell tobacco.

I see you chew it, returned the host grimly.

I know I do, returned his visitor, but Ill tell you what Ill do, Elihu. If youll quit selling, Ill quit chewing it, and he looked as if he had set a fancy trap for his straw-balancing brother, as he held him to be.

Its a bargain, said Burridge on the instant. Its a bargain!

And from that day on tobacco was not offered for sale in that store, although there was a large local demand for it.

Again, in the pride of his original leadership, he had accepted the conduct of the local cemetery, a thing which was more a burden than a source of profit. With his customary liberality in all things reflecting credit upon himself he had spent his own money in improving it, much more than ever the wardens of the church would have thought of returning to him. In one instance, when a new receiving vault was desired, he had added seven hundred dollars of his own to three hundred gathered by the church trustees for the purpose, and the vault was immediately constructed. Frequently also, in his pride of place, he had been given to asserting he was tired of conducting the cemetery and wished he could resign.

In these later evil days, therefore, the trustees, following the star of the newer power, saw fit to intimate that perhaps some one else would be glad to look after it if he was tired of it. Instantly the fact that he could no longer boast as formerly came home to him. He was not essential any longer in anything. The church did not want him to have a hand in any of its affairs! The thought of this so weighed on him that eventually he resigned from this particular task, but thereafter also every man who had concurred in accepting his resignation was his bitter enemy. He spoke acidly of the seven hundred he had spent, and jibed at the decisions of the trustees in other matters. Soon he became a disturbing element in the church, taking a solemn vow never to enter the graveyard again, and not long after resigned all his other official duties  passing the plate, et cetera  although he still attended services there.

Decoration Day rolled around, the G.A.R. Post of which he was an ardent member prepared for the annual memorial services over the graves of its dead comrades. Early on the morning of the thirtieth of May they gathered before their lodge hall, Burridge among them, and after arranging the details marched conspicuously to the cemetery where the placing of the wreaths and the firing of the salute were to take place. No one thought of Burridge until the gate was reached, when, gun over shoulder and uniform in perfect trim, he fell conspicuously out of line and marched away home alone. It was the cemetery he had vowed not to enter, his old pet and protégé.

Men now looked askance at him. He was becoming queer, no doubt of it, not really sensible  or was he? Up in Northfield, a nearby town, dwelt a colonel of the Civil War who had led the very regiment of which Burridge was a member but who during the war had come into serious difficulty through a tangle of orders, and had been dishonorably discharged. Although wounded in one of the engagements in which the regiment had distinguished itself, he had been allowed to languish almost forgotten for years and finally, failing to get a pension, had died in poverty. On his deathbed he had sent for Burridge, and reminding him of the battle in which he had led him asked that after he was gone, for the sake of his family, he would take up the matter of a pension and if possible have his record purged of the stigma and the pension awarded.

Burridge agreed most enthusiastically. Going to the local congressman, he at once began a campaign, but because of the feeling against him two years passed without anything being done. Later he took up the matter in his own G.A.R. Post, but there also failing to find the measure of his own enthusiasm, he went finally direct to one of the senators of the State and laying the matter before him had the records examined by Congress and the dead colonel honorably discharged.

One day thereafter in the local G.A.R. he commented unfavorably upon the indifference which he deemed had been shown.

There wouldnt have been half so much delay if the man hadnt been a deserter, said one of his enemies  one who was a foreman in Palmers shipyard.

Instantly Burridge was upon his feet, his eyes aflame with feeling. Always an orator, with a strangely declamatory style he launched into a detailed account of the late colonels life and services, his wounds, his long sufferings and final death in poverty, winding up with a vivid word picture of a battle (Antietam), in which the colonel had gallantly captured a rebel flag and come by his injury.

When he was through there was great excitement in the Post and much feeling in his favor, but he rather weakened the effect by at once demanding that the traitorous words be withdrawn, and failing to compel this, preferred charges against the man who had uttered them and attempted to have him court-martialed.

So great was the bitterness engendered by this that the Post was now practically divided, and being unable to compel what he considered justice he finally resigned. Subsequently he took issue with his former fellow-soldiers in various ways, commenting satirically on their church regularity and professed Christianity, as opposed to their indifference to the late colonel, and denouncing in various public conversations the double-mindedness and sharp dealings of the little gods, as he termed those who ran the G.A.R. Post, the church, and the shipyards.

Not long after his religious affairs reached a climax when the minister, once a good friend of his, following the lead of the dominant star, Mr. Palmer, publicly denounced him from the pulpit one Sunday as an enemy of the church and of true Christianity!

There is a man in this congregation, he exclaimed in a burst of impassioned oratory, who poses as a Christian and a Baptist, who is in his hearts depth the churchs worst enemy. Hell and all its devils could have no worse feelings of evil against the faith than he, and he doesnt sell tobacco, either!

The last reference at once fixed the identity of the person, and caused Burridge to get up and leave the church. He pondered over this for a time, severed his connections with the body, and having visited Graylock one Sunday drove there every Sabbath thereafter, each time going to a different church. After enduring this for six months he generated a longing for a more convenient meeting-place, and finally allied himself with the Baptist Church of Eustis. Here his anchor might possibly have remained fast had it not been that subtle broodings over his wrongs, a calm faith in the righteousness of his own attitude, and disgust with those whom he saw calmly expatiating upon the doctrines and dogmas of religion in his own town finally caused him to suspect a universal misreading of the Bible. This doubt, together with his own desire for justification according to the Word, finally put the idea in his mind to make a study of the Bible himself. He would read it, he said. He would study Hebrew and Greek, and refer all questionable readings of words and passages back to the original tongue in which it had been written.

With this end in view he began a study of these languages, the importance of the subject so growing upon him that he neglected his business. Day after day he labored, putting a Bible and a Concordance upon a pile of soap-boxes near the door of his store and poring over them between customers, the store meantime taking care of itself. He finally mastered Greek and Hebrew after a fashion, and finding the word repent frequently used, and that God had made man in the image of Himself, with a full knowledge of right and wrong, he gravitated toward the belief that therefore his traducers in Noank knew what they were doing, and that before he needed to forgive them  though his love might cover all  they must repent.

He read the Bible from beginning to end with this one feeling subconsciously dominant, and all its loving commands about loving one another, forgiving your brother seventy times seven, loving those that hate you, returning good for evil, selling all that you have and giving it to the poor, were made to wait upon the duty of others to repent. He began to give this interpretation at Eustis, where he was allowed to have a Sunday-school, until the minister came and told him once, to his face, as the local report ran: We dont want you here.

Meekly he went forth and, joining a church across the Sound on Long Island, sailed over every Sunday and there advanced the same views until he was personally snubbed by the minister and attacked by the local papers. Leaving there he went to Amherst, always announcing now that he held distinctive views about some things in the Bible and asking the privilege of explaining. In this congregation he was still comfortably at rest when I knew him.

All sensitiveness, the sail-maker had concluded after his long account. There aint anything the matter with Elihu, except that hes piqued and grieved. He wanted to be the big man, and he wasnt.

I was thinking of this and of his tender relationship with children as I had noticed it, and of his service to the late colonel when one day being in the store, I said:

Do you stand on the Bible completely, Mr. Burridge?

Yes, sir, he replied, I do.

Believe every word of it to be true?

Yes, sir.

If your brother has offended you, how many times must you forgive him?

Seventy times seven.

Do you forgive your brothers?

Yes, sir  if they repent.

If they repent?

Yes, sir, if they repent. Thats the interpretation. In Matthew you will find, If he repent, forgive him.

But if you dont forgive them, even before they repent, I said, arent you harboring enmity?

No, sir, Im not treasuring up enmity. I only refuse to forgive them.

I looked at the man, a little astonished, but he looked so sincere and earnest that I could not help smiling.

How do you reconcile that with the command, Love one another? You surely cant love and refuse to forgive them at the same time?

I dont refuse to forgive them, he repeated. If John there, indicating an old man in a sun-tanned coat who happened to be passing through the store at the time, should do me a wrong  I dont care what it was, how great or how vile  if he should come to me and say, Burridge, Im sorry, he executed a flashing oratorical move in emphasis, and throwing back his head, exclaimed: Its gone! Its gone! There aint any more of it! All gone!

I stood there quite dumbfounded by his virility, as the air vibrated with his force and feeling. So manifestly was his reading of the Bible colored by the grief of his own heart that it was almost painful to tangle him with it. Goodness and mercy colored all his ideas, except in relation to his one-time followers, those who had formerly been his friends and now left him to himself.

Do you still visit the poor and the afflicted, as you once did? I asked him once.

Id rather not say anything about that, he replied sternly.

But do you?

Yes, sir.

Still make your annual New Year round?

Yes, sir.

Well, youll get your reward for that, whatever you believe.

Ive had my reward, he said slowly.

Had it?

Yes, sir, had it. Every hand thats been lifted to receive the little I had to offer has been my reward.

He smiled, and then said in seemingly the most untimely way:

I remember once going to a lonely woman here on New Years Day and taking her a little something  basket of grapes or fruit of some kind it was. I was stopping a minute  never stay long, you know; just run in and say Happy New Year! leave what I have and get out  and so said, Good morning, Aunt Mary!

Good morning, Elihu, says she.

Cant stay long, Aunt Mary, I said. Just want to leave you these. Happy New Year!

Well, sir, you know I was just turning around and starting when she caught hold of my sleeve and says:

Elihu Burridge, she says, give me that hand! and do you know, before I knew what she was about she took it up to her lips and kissed it! Yes, she did  kissed my hand!

Now, he said, drawing himself up, with eyes bright with intense feeling, you know whether Ive had my reward or not, dont you?


Vanity, Vanity, Saith the Preacher

Sometimes a single life will clearly and effectively illustrate a period. Hence, to me, the importance of this one.

I first met X  at a time when American financial methods and American finances were at their apex of daring and splendor, and when the world was in a more or less tolerant mood toward their grandiose manners and achievements. It was the golden day of Mr. Morgan, Senior, Mr. Belmont, Mr. Harriman, Mr. Sage, Mr. Gates, Mr. Brady, and many, many others who were still extant and ruling distinctly and drastically, as was proved by the panic of 1907. In opposition to them and yet imitating their methods, now an old story to those who have read Frenzied Finance, Lawless Wealth, and other such exposures of the methods which produced our enormous American fortunes, were such younger men as Charles W. Morse (the victim of the 1907 panic), F. Augustus Heinze (another if less conspicuous victim of the same panic), E.R. Thomas, an ambitious young millionaire, himself born to money, David A. Sullivan, and X  . I refuse to mention his name because he is still alive although no longer conspicuous, and anxious perhaps to avoid the uncomfortable glare of publicity when all the honors and comforts which made it endurable in the first place are absent.

The person who made X  essentially interesting to me long before I met him was one Lucien de Shay, a neer-do-well pianist and voice culturist, who was also a connoisseur in the matters of rugs, hangings, paintings and furniture, things in which X  was just then most intensely interested, erecting, as he was, a great house on Long Island and but newly blossoming into the world of art or fashion or culture or show  those various things which the American multi-millionaire always wants to blossom or bloom into and which he does not always succeed in doing. De Shay was one of those odd natures so common to the metropolis  half artist and half man of fashion who attach themselves so readily to men of strength and wealth, often as advisors and counselors in all matters of taste, social form and social progress. How this particular person was rewarded I never quite knew, whether in cash or something else. He was also a semi-confidant of mine, furnishing me tips and material of one sort and another in connection with the various publications I was then managing. As it turned out later, X  was not exactly a multi-millionaire as yet, merely a fledgling, although the possibilities were there and his aims and ambitions were fast nearing a practical triumph the end of which of course was to be, as in the case of nearly all American multi-millionaires of the newer and quicker order, bohemian or exotic and fleshly rather than cultural or æsthetic pleasure, although the latter were never really exactly ignored.

But even so. He was a typical multi-millionaire in the showy and even gaudy sense of the time. For if the staid and conservative and socially well-placed rich have the great houses and the ease and the luxury of paraphernalia, the bohemian rich of the X  type have the flare, recklessness and imagination which lend to their spendings and flutterings a sparkle and a shine which the others can never hope to match.

Said this friend of mine to me one day: Listen, I want you to meet this man X  . You will like him. He is fine. You havent any idea what a fascinating person he really is. He looks like a Russian Grand Duke. He has the manners and the tastes of a Medici or a Borgia. He is building a great house down on Long Island that once it is done will have cost him five or six hundred thousand. Its worth seeing already. His studio here in the C  studio building is a dream. Its thick with the loveliest kinds of things. Ive helped buy them myself. And he isnt dull. He wrote a book at twenty, Icarus, which is not bad either and which he says is something like himself. He has read your book (Sister Carrie) and he sympathizes with that man Hurstwood. Says parts of it remind him of his own struggles. Thats why he wants to meet you. He once worked on the newspapers too. God knows how he is making his money, but I know how he is spending it. Hes decided to live, and hes doing it splendidly. Its wonderful.

I took notice, although I had never even heard of the man. There were so very, very many rich men in America. Later I heard much more concerning him from this same de Shay. Once he had been so far down in the scale that he had to shine shoes for a living. Once he had walked the streets of New York in the snow, his shoes cracked and broken, no overcoat, not even a warm suit. He had come here a penniless emigrant from Russia. Now he controlled four banks, one trust company, an insurance company, a fire insurance company, a great real estate venture somewhere, and what not. Naturally all of this interested me greatly. When are we indifferent to a rise from nothing to something?

At de Shays invitation I journeyed up to X   s studio one Wednesday afternoon at four, my friend having telephoned me that if I could I must come at once, that there was an especially interesting crowd already assembled in the rooms, that I would meet a long list of celebrities. Two or three opera singers of repute were already there, among them an Italian singer and sorceress of great beauty, a veritable queen of the genus adventuress, who was setting the town by the ears not only by her loveliness but her voice. Her beauty was so remarkable that the Sunday papers were giving full pages to her face and torso alone. There were to be several light opera and stage beauties there also, a basso profundo to sing, writers, artists, poets.

I went. The place and the crowd literally enthralled me. It was so gay, colorful, thrillful. The host and the guests were really interesting  to me. Not that it was so marvelous as a studio or that it was so gorgeously decorated and furnished  it was impressive enough in that way  but that it was so gracefully and interestingly representative of a kind of comfort disguised as elegance. The man had everything, or nearly so  friends, advisors, servants, followers. A somewhat savage and sybaritic nature, as I saw at once, was here disporting itself in velvets and silks. The iron hand of power, if it was power, was being most gracefully and agreeably disguised as the more or less flaccid one of pleasure and friendship.

My host was not visible at first, but I met a score of people whom I knew by reputation, and listened to clatter and chatter of the most approved metropolitan bohemian character. The Italian sorceress was there, her gorgeous chain earrings tinkling mellifluously as she nodded and gesticulated. De Shay at once whispered in my ear that she was X   s very latest flame and an expensive one too. You should see what he buys her! he exclaimed in a whisper. God! Actresses and society women floated here and there in dreams of afternoon dresses. The automobiles outside were making a perfect uproar. The poets and writers fascinated me with their praises of the hosts munificence and taste. At a glance it was plain to me that he had managed to gather about him the very element it would be most interesting to gather, supposing one desired to be idle, carefree and socially and intellectually gay. If America ever presented a smarter drawing-room I never saw it.

My friend de Shay, being the fidus Achates of the host, had the power to reveal the inner mysteries of this place to me, and on one or two occasions when there were not so many present and while the others were chattering in the various rooms  music-, dining-, ball-, library and so forth  I was being shown the kitchen, pantry, wine cellar, and also various secret doors and passages whereby mine host by pressing a flower on a wall or a spring behind a picture could cause a door to fly open or close which gave entrance to or from a room or passage in no way connected with the others save by another secret door and leading always to a private exit. I wondered at once at the character of the person who could need, desire or value this. A secret bedroom, for instance; a lounging-room! In one of these was a rather severe if handsome desk and a steel safe and two chairs  no more; a very bare room. I wondered at this silent and rather commercial sanctum in the center of this frou-frou of gayety, no trace of the sound of which seemed to penetrate here. What I also gained was a sense of an exotic, sybaritic and purely pagan mind, one which knew little of the conventions of the world and cared less.

On my first visit, as I was leaving, I was introduced to the host just within his picture gallery, hung with many fine examples of the Dutch and Spanish schools. I found him to be as described: picturesque and handsome, even though somewhat plump, phlegmatic and lethargic  yet active enough. He was above the average in height, well built, florid, with a huge, round handsome head, curly black hair, keen black eyes, heavy overhanging eyebrows, full red lips, a marked chin ornamented by a goatee. In any costume ball he would have made an excellent Bacchus or Pan. He appeared to have the free, easy and gracious manner of those who have known much of life and have achieved, in part at least, their desires. He smiled, wished to know if I had met all the guests, hoped that the sideboard had not escaped me, that I had enjoyed the singing. Would I come some evening when there was no crowd  or, better yet, dine with him and my friend de Shay, whose personality appeared to be about as agreeable to him as his own. He was sorry he could not give me more attention now.

Interestingly enough, and from the first, I was impressed with this man; not because of his wealth (I knew richer men) but because of a something about him which suggested dreams, romance, a kind of sense or love of splendor and grandeur which one does not often encounter among the really wealthy. Those cracked shoes were in my mind, I suppose. He seemed to live among great things, but in no niggardly, parsimonious or care-taking way. Here was ease, largess, a kind of lavishness which was not ostentation but which seemed rather to say, What are the minute expenses of living and pleasuring as contrasted with the profits of skill in the world outside? He suggested the huge and Aladdin-like adventures with which so many of the great financiers of the day, the true tigers of Wall Street, were connected.

It was not long thereafter that I was once more invited, this time to a much more lavish affair and something much more sybaritic in its tone, although I was really not conscious of what it was to be like when I went there. It began at twelve midnight, and to this day it glitters in my mind as among the few really barbaric and exotic things that I have ever witnessed. Not that the trappings or hangings or setting were so outré or amazing as that the atmosphere of the thing itself was relaxed, bubbling, pagan. There were so many daring and seeking people there. The thing sang and was talked of for months after  in whispers! The gayety! The abandon! The sheer intoxication, mental and physical! I never saw more daring costumes, so many really beautiful women (glitteringly so) in one place at one time, wonderful specimens of exotic and in the main fleshy or sensuous femininity. There was, among other things, as I recall, a large nickeled ice-tray on wheels packed with unopened bottles of champagne, and you had but to lift a hand or wink an eye to have another opened for you alone, ever over and over. And the tray was always full. One wall of the dining-room farther on was laden with delicate novelties in the way of food. A string quartette played for the dancers in the music-room. There were a dozen corners in different rooms screened with banks of flowers and concealing divans. The dancing and singing were superb, individual, often abandoned in character, as was the conversation. As the morning wore on (for it did not begin until after midnight) the moods of all were either so mellowed or inflamed as to make intentions, hopes, dreams, the most secret and sybaritic, the order of expression. One was permitted to see human nature stripped of much of its repression and daylight reserve or cant. At about four in the morning came the engaged dancers, quite the pièce de résistance  with wreaths about heads, waists and arms for clothing and well, really nothing more beyond their beautiful figures  scattering rose leaves or favors. These dancers the company itself finally joined, single file at first, pellmell afterwards  artists, writers, poets  dancing from room to room in crude Bacchic imitation of their leaders  the women too  until all were singing, parading, swaying and dancing in and out of the dozen rooms. And finally, liquor and food affecting them, I suppose, many fell flat, unable to do anything thereafter but lie upon divans or in corners until friends assisted them elsewhere  to taxis finally. But mine host, as I recall him, was always present, serene, sober, smiling, unaffected, bland and gracious and untiring in his attention. He was there to keep order where otherwise there would have been none.

I mention this merely to indicate the character of a long series of such events which covered the years 19  to 19  . During that time, for the reason that I have first given (his curious pleasure in my company), I was part and parcel of a dozen such more or less vivid affairs and pleasurings, which stamped on my mind not only X  but life itself, the possibilities and resources of luxury where taste and appetite are involved, the dreams of grandeur and happiness which float in some mens minds and which work out to a wild fruition  dreams so outré and so splendid that only the tyrant of an obedient empire, with all the resources of an enslaved and obedient people, could indulge with safety. Thus once, I remember, that a dozen of us  writers and artists  being assembled in his studio in New York one Friday afternoon for the mere purpose of idling and drinking, he seeming to have nothing better to do for the time being, he suddenly suggested, and as though it had but now occurred to him, that we all adjourn to his country house on Long Island, which was not yet quite finished (or, rather, furnished), but which was in a sufficient state of completion to permit of appropriate entertainment providing the necessaries were carried out there with us.

As I came to think of this afterward, I decided that after all it was not perhaps so unpremeditated as it seemed and that unconsciously we served a very useful purpose. There was work to do, suggestions to be obtained, an overseer, decorator and landscape gardener with whom consultations were absolutely necessary; and nothing that X  ever did was without its element of calculation. Why not make a gala affair of a rather dreary November task  

Hence  

At any rate the majority of us forthwith agreed, since plainly it meant an outing of the most lavish and pleasing nature. At once four automobiles were pressed into service, three from his own garage and one specially engaged elsewhere. There was some telephoning in re culinary supplies to a chef in charge of the famous restaurant below who was en rapport with our host, and soon some baskets of food were produced and subsequently the four cars made their appearance at the entryway below. At dusk of a gray, cold, smoky day we were all bundled into these  poets, playwrights, novelists, editors (he professed a great contempt for actors), and forthwith we were off, to do forty-five miles between five-thirty and seven p.m.

I often think of that ride, the atmosphere of it, and what it told of our hosts point of view. He was always so grave, serene, watchful yet pleasant and decidedly agreeable, gay even, without seeming so to be. There was something so amazingly warm and exotic about him and his, and yet at the same time something so cold and calculated, as if after all he were saying to himself, I am the master of all this, am stage-managing it for my own pleasure. I felt that he looked upon us all not so much as intimates or friends as rather fine birds or specimens of one kind and another, well qualified to help him with art and social ideas if nothing more  hence his interest in us. Also, in his estimation no doubt, we reflected some slight color or light into his life, which he craved. We had done things too. Nevertheless, in his own estimation, he was the master, the Can Grande. He could at will, take us up or leave us out, or so he thought. We were mere toys, fine feathers, cap-and-bell artists. It was nice to, take us around, have us with him. Smothered in a great richly braided fur coat and fur cap, he looked as much the Grand Duke as one might wish.

But I liked him, truly. And what a delicious evening and holiday, all told, he made of it for us. By leaving a trail of frightened horses, men and women, and tearing through the gloom as though streets were his private race-track  I myself as much frightened as any at the roaring speed of the cars and the possibilities of the road  we arrived at seven, and by eight were seated to a course dinner of the most gratifying character. There was no heat in the house as yet, but from somewhere great logs had been obtained and now blazed in the large fireplaces. There was no electricity as yet  a private plant was being installed  but candles and lamps blazed in lovely groups, casting a soft glow over the great rooms. One room lacked a door, but an immense rug took its place. There were rugs, hangings and paintings in profusion, many of them as yet unhung. Some of the most interesting importations of furniture and statuary were still in the cases in which they had arrived, with marks of ships and the names of foreign cities upon the cases. Scattered about the great living-room, dining-room, music-room and library were enough rugs, divans and chairs as well as musical instruments  a piano among others  to give the place an air of completeness and luxury. The walls and ceilings had already been decorated  in a most florid manner, I must say. Outside were great balconies and verandahs commanding, as the following morning proved, a very splendid view of a very bleak sea. The sand dunes! The distant floor of the sea! The ships! Upstairs were nine suites of one-and two-rooms and bath. The basement was an intricate world of kitchen, pantry, engine-room, furnace, wine cellars and what not. Outside was a tawny waste of sand held together in places in the form of hummocks and even concealing hills by sand-binding grasses.

That night, because it was windy and dull and bleak, we stayed inside, I for one going outside only long enough to discover that there were great wide verandahs of concrete about the house, fit for great entertainments in themselves, and near at hand, hummocks of sand. Inside all was warm and flaring enough. The wine cellar seemed to contain all that one might reasonably desire. Our host once out here was most gay in his mood. He was most pleasantly interested in the progress of his new home, although not intensely so. He seemed to have lived a great deal and to be making the best of everything as though it were something to go through with. With much talking on the part of us all, the evening passed swiftly enough. Some of the men could play and sing. One poet recited enchanting bits of verse. For our inspection certain pieces of furniture and statuary were unpacked and displayed  a bronze faun some three feet in height, for one thing. All the time I was sensible of being in contact with some one who was really in touch with life in a very large way, financially and otherwise. His mind seemed to be busy with all sorts of things. There were two Syrians in Paris, he said, who owned a large collection of rugs suitable for an exhibition. He had an agent who was trying to secure the best of them for his new home. De Shay had recently introduced him to a certain Italian count who had a great house in Italy but could not afford its upkeep. He was going to take over a portion of its furnishings, after due verification, of course. Did I know the paintings of Monticelli and Mancini? He had just secured excellent examples of both. Some time when his new home was further along I must come out. Then the pictures would be hung, the statuary and furniture in place. He would get up a week-end party for a select group.

The talk drifted to music and the stage. At once I saw that because of his taste, wealth and skill, women formed a large and yet rather toy-like portion of his life, holding about as much relation to his inner life as do the concubines of an Asiatic sultan. Madame of the earrings, as I learned from De Shay, was a source of great expense to him, but at that she was elusive, not easily to be come at. The stage and Broadway were full of many beauties in various walks of life, many of whom he knew or to whom he could obtain access. Did I know thus, and so  such-and-such, and one?

Ill tell you, he said after a time and when the wine glasses had been refilled a number of times, we must give a party out here some time, something extraordinary, a real one. De Shay and Bielow (naming another artist) and myself must think it out. I know three different dancers  and he began to enumerate their qualities. I saw plainly that even though women played a minor part in his life, they were the fringe and embroidery to his success and power. At one a.m. we went to our rooms, having touched upon most of the themes dear to metropolitan lovers of life and art.

The next morning was wonderful  glittering, if windy. The sea sparkled beyond the waste of sand. I noted anew the richness of the furnishings, the greatness of the house. Set down in so much sand and facing the great sea, it was wonderful. There was no order for breakfast; we came down as we chose. A samovar and a coffee urn were alight on the table. Rolls, chops, anything, were brought on order. Possibly because I was one of the first about, my host singled me out  he was up and dressed when I came down  and we strolled over the estate to see what we should see.

Curiously, although I had seen many country homes of pretension and even luxury, I never saw one that appealed to me more on the ground of promise and, after a fashion, of partial fulfillment. It was so unpretentiously pretentious, so really grand in a limited and yet poetic way. Exteriorly its placement, on a rise of ground commanding that vast sweep of sea and sand, its verandahs, so very wide  great smooth floors of red concrete  bordered with stone boxes for flowers and handsomely designed stone benches, its long walks and drives but newly begun, its stretch of beach, say a half mile away and possibly a mile and a half long, to be left, as he remarked, au naturel, driftwood, stones and all, struck me most favorably. Only one long pier for visiting yachts was to be built, and a certain stretch of beach, not over three hundred feet, cleared for bath houses and a smooth beach. On one spot of land, a high hummock reaching out into the sea, had already been erected a small vantage tower, open at the bottom for shade and rest, benches turning in a circle upon a concrete floor, above it, a top looking more like a small bleak lighthouse than anything else. In this upper portion was a room reached by small spiral concrete stairs!

I could not help noting the reserve and savoir faire with which my host took all this. He was so healthy, assured, interested and, I am glad to say, not exactly self-satisfied; at least he did not impress me in that way  a most irritating condition. Plainly he was building a very splendid thing. His life was nearing its apex. He must not only have had millions, but great taste to have undertaken, let alone accomplished, as much as was already visible here. Pointing to a bleak waste of sand between the house and the sea  and it looked like a huge red and yellow bird perched upon a waste of sand  he observed, When you come again in the spring, that will contain a garden of 40,000 roses. The wind is nearly always off the sea here. I want the perfume to blow over the verandahs. I can rotate the roses so that a big percentage of them will always be in bloom.

We visited the stables, the garage, an artesian well newly driven, a drive that was to skirt the sea, a sunken garden some distance from the house and away from the sea.

Next spring I came once more  several times, in fact. The rose garden was then in bloom, the drives finished, the pictures hung. Although this was not a world in which society as yet deigned to move, it was entirely conceivable that at a later period it might, and betimes it was crowded with people smart enough and more agreeable in the main than the hardy, strident members of the so-called really inner circles. There were artists, writers, playwrights, singers, actresses, and some nondescript figures of the ultra-social world  young men principally who seemed to come here in connection with beautiful young women, models and other girls whose beauty was their only recommendation to consideration.

The scene was not without brilliance. A butler and numerous flunkeys fluttered to and fro. Guests were received at the door by a footman. A housekeeper and various severe-looking maids governed in the matter of cleaning. One could play golf, tennis, bridge, motor, fish, swim, drink in a free and even disconcerting manner or read quietly in one angle or another of the grounds. There were affairs, much flirting and giggling, suspicious wanderings to and fro at night  no questions asked as to who came or whether one was married, so long as a reasonable amount of decorum was maintained. It was the same on other occasions, only the house and grounds were full to overflowing with guests and passing friends, whose machines barked in the drives. I saw as many gay and fascinating costumes and heard as much clever and at times informative talk here as anywhere I have been.

During this fall and winter I was engaged in work which kept me very much to myself. During the period I read much of X  , banks he was combining, new ventures he was undertaking. Yet all at once one winters day, and out of a clear sky, the papers were full of an enormous financial crash of which he was the center. According to the newspapers, the first and foremost of a chain of banks of which he was the head, to say nothing of a bonding and realty company and some street-railway project on Long Island, were all involved in the crash. Curiously, although no derogatory mention had previously been made of him, the articles and editorials were now most vituperative. Their venom was especially noticeable. He was a get-rich-quick villain of the vilest stripe; he had been juggling a bank, a trust company, an insurance company and a land and street-railway speculative scheme as one would glass balls. The money wherewith he gambled was not his. He had robbed the poor, deceived them. Yet among all this and in the huge articles which appeared the very first day, I noted one paragraph which stuck in my mind, for I was naturally interested in all this and in him. It read:

Wall Street heard yesterday that Superintendent H  got his first information concerning the state in which X   s affairs were from quarters where resentment may have been cherished because of his activity in the Long Island Traction field. This is one of the Streets clover patches and the success which the newcomer seemed to be meeting did not provoke great pleasure.

Another item read:

A hitch in a deal that was to have transferred the South Shore to the New York and Queens County System, owned by the Long Island Railroad, at a profit of almost $2,000,000 to X  , was the cause of all the trouble. Very active displeasure on the part of certain powers in Wall Street blocked, it is said, the closing of the deal for the railroad. They did not want him in this field, and were powerful enough to prevent it. At the same time pressure from other directions was brought to bear on him. The clearing-house refused to clear for his banks. X  was in need of cash, but still insisting on a high rate of remuneration for the road which he had developed to an important point. Their sinister influences entered and blocked the transfer until it was no longer possible for him to hold out.

Along with these two items was a vast mass of data, really pages, showing how, when, where he had done thus and so, juggled accounts between one bank and another, all of which he controlled however, and most of which he owned, drew out large sums and put in their place mortgages on, or securities in, new companies which he was organizing  tricks which were the ordinary routine of Wall Street and hence rather ridiculous as the sub-stone of so vast a hue and cry.

I was puzzled and, more than that, moved by the drama of the mans sudden end, for I understood a little of finance and its ways, also of what place and power had plainly come to mean to him. It must be dreadful. Yet how could it be, I asked myself, if he really owned fifty-one per cent or more in so many companies that he could be such a dark villain? After all, ownership is ownership, and control, control. On the face of the reports themselves his schemes did not look so black. I read everything in connection with him with care.

As the days passed various other things happened. For one thing, he tried to commit suicide by jumping out of a window of his studio in New York; for another, he tried to take poison. Now of a sudden a bachelor sister, of whom I had never heard in all the time I had known him, put in an appearance as his nearest of kin  a woman whose name was not his own but a variation of it, an -ovitch having suddenly been tacked onto it. She took him to a sanitarium, from which he was eventually turned out as a criminal, then to a hospital, until finally he surrendered himself to the police. The names of great lawyers and other bankers began to enter the case. Alienists of repute, those fine chameleons of the legal world, were employed who swore first that he was insane, then that he was not. His sister, who was a physician and scientist of repute, asked the transfer of all his property to her on the ground that he was incompetent and that she was his next of kin. To this she swore, giving as her reasons for believing him insane that he had illusions of grandeur and that he believed himself persecuted by eminent financiers, things which smacked more of sanity than anything else to me. At the same time he and she, as time rather indicated, had arranged this in part in the hope of saving something out of the great wreck. There were other curious features: Certain eminent men in politics and finance who from revelations made by the books of the various banks were in close financial if not personal relations with X  denied this completely. Curiously, the great cry on the part of these was that he was insane, must be, and that he was all alone in his schemes. His life on Broadway, on Long Island, in his studio in New York, were ransacked for details. Enough could not be made of his gay, shameful, spendthrift life. No one else, of course, had ever been either gay or shameful before  especially not the eminent and hounding financiers.

Then from somewhere appeared a new element. In a staggeringly low tenement region in Brooklyn was discovered somehow or other a very old man and woman, most unsatisfactory as relatives of such imposing people, who insisted that they were his parents, that years before because he and his sister were exceedingly restless and ambitious, they had left them and had only returned occasionally to borrow money, finally ceasing to come at all. In proof of this, letters, witnesses, old photos, were produced. It really did appear as if he and his sister, although they had long vigorously denied it, really were the son and daughter of the two who had been petty bakers in Brooklyn, laying up a little competence of their own. I never knew who dug them up, but the reason why was plain enough. The sister was laying claim to the property as the next of kin. If this could be offset, even though X  were insane, the property would at once be thrown into the hands of the various creditors and sold under a forced sale, of course  in other words, for a song  for their benefit. Naturally it was of interest to those who wished to have his affairs wound up to have the old people produced. But the great financier had been spreading the report all along that he was from Russia, that his parents, or pseudo-parents, were still there, but that really he was the illegitimate son of the Czar of Russia, boarded out originally with a poor family. Now, however, the old people were brought from Brooklyn and compelled to confront him. It was never really proved that he and his sister had neglected them utterly or had done anything to seriously injure them, but rather that as they had grown in place and station they had become more or less estranged and so ignored them, having changed their names and soared in a world little dreamed of by their parents. Also a perjury charge was made against the sister which effectually prevented her from controlling his estate, a lease long enough to give the financiers time for their work. Naturally there was a great hue and cry over her, the scandal, the shame, that they should thus publicly refuse to recognize their parents as they did or had when confronted by them. Horrible! There were most heavily illustrated and tearful Sunday articles, all blazoned forth with pictures of his house and studio, his banks, cars, yacht, groups of guests, while the motives of those who produced the parents were overlooked. The pictures of the parents confronting X  and his sister portrayed very old and feeble people, and were rather moving. They insisted that they were his parents and wept brokenly in their hands. But why? And he denying it! His sister, who resented all this bitterly and who stood by him valiantly, repudiated, for his sake of course, his and her so-called parents and friends.

I never saw such a running to cover of friends in all my life. Of all those I had seen about his place and in his company, scores on scores of people reasonably well known in the arts, the stage, the worlds of finance and music, all eating his dinners, riding in his cars, drinking his wines, there was scarcely any one now who knew him anything more than casually or slightly  oh, so slightly! When rumors as to the midnight suppers, the Bacchic dancing, the automobile parties to his great country place and the spirited frolics which occurred there began to get abroad, there was no one whom I knew who had ever been there or knew anything about him or them. For instance, of all the people who had been close or closest and might therefore have been expected to be friendly and deeply concerned was de Shay, his fidus Achates and literally his pensioner  yet de Shay was almost the loudest in his denunciation or at least deprecation of X  , his habits and methods! Although it was he who had told me of Mme.  and her relation to X  , who urged me to come here, there and the other place, especially where X  was the host, always assuring me that it would be so wonderful and that X  was really such a great man, so generous, so worth-while, he was now really the loudest or at least the most stand-offish in his comments, pretending never to have been very close to X  , and lifting his eyebrows in astonishment as though he had not even guessed what he had actually engineered. His Did-you-hears, Did-you-knows and Wouldnt-have-dreamed would have done credit to a tea-party. He was so shocked, especially at X   s robbing poor children and orphans, although in so far as my reading of the papers went I could find nothing that went to prove that he had any intention of robbing anybody  that is, directly. In the usual Wall Street high finance style he was robbing Peter to pay Paul, that is, he was using the monies of one corporation which he controlled to bolster up any of the others which he controlled, and was washing one hand with the other, a proceeding so common in finance that to really radically and truly oppose it, or do away with it, would mean to bring down the whole fabric of finance in one grand crash.

Be that as it may. In swift succession there now followed the so-called legal seizure and confiscation of all his properties. In the first place, by alienists representing the District Attorney and the State banking department, he was declared sane and placed on trial for embezzlement. Secondly, his sisters plea that his property be put into her hands as trustee or administrator was thrown out of court and she herself arrested and confined for perjury on the ground that she had perjured herself in swearing that she was his next of kin when in reality his real parents, or so they swore, were alive and in America. Next, his banks, trust companies and various concerns, including his great country estate, were swiftly thrown into the hands of receivers (what an appropriate name!) and wound up for the benefit of creditors. All the while X  was in prison, protesting that he was really not guilty, that he was solvent, or had been until he was attacked by the State bank examiner or the department back of him, and that he was the victim of a cold-blooded conspiracy which was using the State banking department and other means to drive him out of financial life, and that solely because of his desire to grow and because by chance he had been impinging upon one of the choicest and most closely guarded fields of the ultra-rich of Wall Street  the street railway area in New York and Brooklyn.

One day, so he publicly swore to the grand jury, by which he was being examined, as he was sitting in his great offices, in one of the great sky-scrapers of New York, which occupied an entire floor and commanded vast panoramas in every direction (another evidence of the mans insane delusion of grandeur, I presume), he was called to answer the telephone. One Mr. Y  , so his assistant said, one of the eminent financiers of Wall Street and America, was on the wire. Without any preliminary and merely asking was this Mr. X  on the wire, the latter proceeded, This is Mr. Y  . Listen closely to what I am going to say. I want you to get out of the street railway business in New York or something is going to happen to you. I am giving you a reasonable warning. Take it. Then the phone clicked most savagely and ominously and superiorly at the other end.

I knew at the time, went on X  , addressing the grand jury, that I was really listening to the man who was most powerful in such affairs in New York and elsewhere and that he meant what he said. At the same time I was in no position to get out without closing up the one deal which stood to net me two million dollars clear if I closed it. At the same time I wanted to enter this field and didnt see why I shouldnt. If I didnt it spelled not ruin by any means but a considerable loss, a very great loss, to me, in more ways than one. Oddly enough, just at this time I was being pressed by those with whom I was associated to wind up this particular venture and turn my attention to other things. I have often wondered, in the light of their subsequent actions, why they should have become so pressing just at this time. At the same time, perhaps I was a little vain and self-sufficient. I had once got the better of some agents of another great financier in a Western Power deal, and I felt that I could put this thing through too. Hence I refused to heed the warning. However, I found that all those who were previously interested to buy or at least develop the property were now suddenly grown cold, and a little later when, having entered on several other matters, I needed considerable cash, the State banking department descended on me and, crying fraud and insolvency, closed all my banks.

You know how it is when they do this to you. Cry Fire! and you can nearly wreck a perfectly good theater building. Depositors withdraw, securities tumble, investigation and legal expenses begin, your financial associates get frightened or ashamed and desert you. Nothing is so squeamish or so retiring and nervous as money. Time will show that I was not insolvent at the time. The books will show a few technically illegal things, but so would the books or the affairs of any great bank, especially at this time, if quickly examined. I was doing no more than all were doing, but they wanted to get me out  and they did.

Regardless of proceedings of various kinds  legal, technical and the like  X  was finally sent to the penitentiary, and spent some time there. At the same time his confession finally wrecked about nine other eminent men, financiers all. A dispassionate examination of all the evidence eight years later caused me to conclude without hesitation that the man had been a victim of a cold-blooded conspiracy, the object of which was to oust him from opportunities and to forestall him in methods which would certainly have led to enormous wealth. He was apparently in a position and with the brains to do many of the things which the ablest and coldest financiers of his day had been and were doing, and they did not want to be bothered with, would not brook, in short, his approaching rivalry. Like the various usurpers of regal powers in ancient days, they thought it best to kill a possible claimant to the throne in his infancy.

But that youth of his! The long and devious path by which he had come! Among the papers relating to the case and to a time when he could not have been more than eighteen, and when he was beginning his career as a book agent, was a letter written to his mother (August, 1892), which read:

MY DEAR PARENTS: Please answer me at once if I can have anything of you, or something of you or nothing. Remember this is the first and the last time in my life that I beg of you anything. You have given to the other child not $15 but hundreds, and now when I, the very youngest, ask of you, my parents, $15, are you going to be so hard-hearted as to refuse me? Without these $15 it is left to me to be without income for two or three weeks.

For Gods sake, remember what I ask of you, and send me at once so that I should cease thinking of it. Leon, as I have told you, will give me $10, $15 he has already paid for the contract, and your $15 will make $25. Out of this I need $10 for a ticket and $15 for two or three weeks board and lodging.

Please answer at once. Dont wait for a minute, and send me the money or write me one word not. Remember this only that if you refuse me I will have nothing in common with you.

Your son,   

There was another bit of testimony on the part of one Henry Dom, a baker, who for some strange reason came forward to identify him as some one he had known years before in Williamsburgh, which read:

I easily recognize them (X  and his sister) from their pictures in the newspapers. I worked for X   s father, who was a baker in Williamsburgh, and frequently addressed letters that were written by X  Senior and his wife to Dr. Louise X  who was then studying medicine in Philadelphia. X  was then a boy going to school, but working in his fathers bakery mornings and evenings. He did not want to do that, moaned a great deal, and his parents humored him in his attitude. He was very vain, liked to appear intellectual. They kept saying to their friends that he should have a fine future. Five years later, after I had left them once, I met the mother and she told me that X  was studying banking and getting along fine.

Some seven years after the failure and trial by which he had so summarily been disposed of and after he had been released from prison, I was standing at a certain unimportant street corner in New York waiting for a car when I saw him. He was passing in the opposite direction, not very briskly, and, as I saw, plainly meditatively. He was not so well dressed. The clothes he wore while good were somehow different, lacking in that exquisite something which had characterized him years before. His hat  well, it was a hat, not a Romanoff shako nor a handsome panama such as he had affected in the old days. He looked tired, a little worn and dusty, I thought.

My first impulse was of course to hail him, my second not, since he had not seen me. It might have been embarrassing, and at any rate he might not have even remembered me. But as he walked I thought of the great house by the sea, the studio, the cars, the 40,000 roses, the crowds at his summer place, the receptions in town and out, Madame of the earrings (afterward married to a French nobleman), and then of the letter to his mother as a boy, the broken shoes in the winter time, his denial of his parents, the telephone message from the financial tiger. Vanity, vanity, saith the preacher. The shores of our social seas are strewn with pathetic wrecks, the whitening bone of half-sand-buried ships.

At the next corner he paused, a little uncertain apparently as to which way to go, then turned to the left and was lost. I have never seen nor heard of him since.


The Mighty Rourke

When I first met him he was laying the foundation for a small dynamo in the engine-room of the repair shop at Spike, and he was most unusually loud in his protestations and demands. He had with him a dozen Italians, all short, swarthy fellows of from twenty-five to fifty years of age, who were busy bringing material from a car that had been pushed in on the side-track next to the building. This was loaded with crushed stone, cement, old boards, wheelbarrows, tools, and the like, all of which were to be used in the labor that he was about to undertake. He himself was standing in the doorway of the shop where the work was to be conducted, coat off, sleeves rolled up, and shouting with true Irish insistence, Come, Matt! Come, Jimmie! Get the shovels, now! Get the picks! Bring some sand here! Bring some stone! Wheres the cement, now? Wheres the cement? Jasus Christ! I must have some cement! What arre ye all doin? What do ye think yere up here fer? Hurry, now, hurry! Bring the cement! and then, having concluded this amazing fanfare, calmly turning to gaze about as if he were the only one in the world who had the right to stand still.

More or less oppressed with life myself at the time, I was against all bosses, and particularly against so seemingly a vicious one as this. What a slave driver! I thought. What a brute! And yet I remember thinking that he was not exactly unpleasant to look at, either  quite the contrary. He was medium in height, thick of body and neck, with short gray hair and mustache, and bright, clear, twinkling Irish gray eyes, and he carried himself with an air of unquestionable authority. It was much as if he had said, I am the boss here; and, indeed, he was. Is it this that sends the Irish to rule as captains of hundreds the world over?

The job he was bossing was not very intricate or important, but it was interesting. It consisted of digging a trench ten by twelve feet, and shaping it up with boards into a form, after which concrete was to be mixed and poured in, and some iron rods set to fasten the engine to  an engine bed, no less. It was not so urgent but that it might have been conducted with far less excitement, but what are you to do when you are naturally excitable, love to make a great noise, and feel that things are going forward whether they are or not? Plainly this particular individual loved noise and a great stir. So eager was he to have done with it, no matter what it was or where, that he was constantly trotting to and fro, shouting, Come, Matt! Come, Jimmie! Hurry, now, bring the shovels! Bring the picks! and occasionally bursting forth with a perfect avalanche of orders. Up with it! Down with it! Front with it! Back with it! In with it! Out with it! all coupled with his favorite expletive, Jasus Christ, which was as innocent of evil, I subsequently came to know, as a prayer. In short, he was simply wild Irish, and that was all there was to him  a delightful specimen, like Namgay Doola.

But, as I say, at the time he seemed positively appalling to me, a virulent specimen, and I thought, The Irish brute! To think of human beings having to work for a brute like that! To think of his driving men like that! However, I soon began to discover that he was not so bad as he seemed, and then I began to like him.

The thing that brought about this swift change of feeling in me was the attitude of his men toward him. Although he was so insistent with his commands, they did not seem to mind nor to strain themselves working. They were not killing themselves, by any means. He would stand over them, crying, Up with it! Up with it! Up with it! Up with it! or Down with it! Down with it! Down with it! until you would have imagined their nerves would be worn to a frazzle. As it was, however, they did not seem to care any more than you would for the ticking of a clock; rather, they appeared to take it as a matter of course, something that had to be, and that one was prepared for. Their steps were in the main as leisurely as those of idlers on Fifth Avenue or Broadway. They carried boards or stone as one would objects of great value. One could not help smiling at the incongruity of it; it was farcical. Finally gathering the full import of it all, I ventured to laugh, and he turned on me with a sharp and yet not unkindly retort.

Ha! ha! ha! he mocked. If ye had to work as hard as these min, ye wouldnt laugh.

I wanted to say, Hard work, indeed! but instead I replied, Is that so? Well, I dont see that theyre killing themselves, or you either. Youre not as fierce as you sound.

Then I explained that I was not laughing at them but at him, and he took it all in good part. Since I was only a nominal laborer here, not a real one  permitted to work for my health, for twelve cents an hour  we fell to conversing upon railroad matters, and in this way our period of friendship began.

As I learned that morning, Rourke was the foreman-mason for minor tasks for all that part of the railroad that lay between New York and fifty miles out, on three divisions. He had a dozen or so men under him and was in possession of one car, which was shunted back and forth between the places in which he happened to be working. He was a builder of concrete platforms, culverts, coal-bins, sidewalks, bridge and building piers, and, in fact, anything that could be made out of crushed stone and cement, or bricks and stone, and he was sent here and there, as necessity required. As he explained to me at the time, he sometimes rose as early as four a.m. in order to get to his place of labor by seven. The great railroad company for which he toiled was no gentle master, and did not look upon his ease, or that of his men, as important. At the same time, as he himself confessed, he did not mind hard work  liked it, in short. He had been working now for the company for all of twenty-two years, rain or shine. Darkness or storm made no difference to him. Shewer, I have to be there, he observed once with his quizzical, elusive Irish grin. Theyre not payin me wages fer lyin in bed. If ye was to get up that way yerself every day fer a year, me by, he added, eyeing my spare and none too well articulated frame, itd make a man av ye.

Yes? I said tolerantly. And how much do you get, Rourke?

Two an a half a day.

You dont say! I replied, pretending admiration.

The munificence of the corporation that paid him two and a half dollars a day for ten hours work, as well as for superintending and constructing things of such importance, struck me forcibly. Perhaps, as we say in America, he had a right to be happy, only I could not see it. At the same time, I could not help thinking that he was better situated than myself at the time. I had been ill, and was now earning only twelve cents an hour for ten hours work, and the sight of the foreman for whom I was working was a torture to my soul. He was such a loud-mouthed, blustering, red-headed ignoramus, and I wanted to get out from under him. At the same time, I was not without sufficient influence so to do, providing I could find a foreman who could make use of me. The great thing was to do this, and the more I eyed this particular specimen of foreman the better I liked him. He was genial, really kindly, amazingly simple and sincere. I decided to appeal to him to take me on his staff.

How would you like to take me, Mr. Rourke, and let me work for you? I asked hopefully, after explaining to him why I was here.

Shewer, he replied. Yed do fine.

Would I have to work with the Italians? I asked, wondering how I would make out with a pick and shovel. My frame was so spare at the time that the question must have amused him, considering the type of physique required for day labor.

Therell be plenty av work fer ye to do without ever yer layin a hand to a pick er shovel, he replied comfortingly. Shewer, thats no work fer white min. Let the nagurs do it. Look at their backs an arrms, an then look at yers.

I was ready to blush for shame. These poor Italians whom I was so ready to contemn were immeasurably my physical superiors.

But why do you call them negroes, Rourke? I asked after a time. Theyre not black.

Well, bedad, theyre not white, thats waan thing shewer, he added. Aany man can tell that be lookin at thim.

I had to smile. It was so dogmatic and unreasoning.

Very well, then, theyre black, I said, and we left the matter.

Not long after I put in a plea to be transferred to him, at his request, and it was granted. The day that I joined his flock, or gang, as he called it, he was at Williamsbridge, a little station north on the Harlem, building a concrete coal-bin. It was a pretty place, surrounded by trees and a grass-plot, a vast improvement upon a dark indoor shop, and seemed to me a veritable haven of rest. Ah, the smiling morning sun, the green leaves, the gentle fresh winds of heaven!

Rourke was down in an earthen excavation under the depot platform when I arrived, measuring and calculating with his plumb-bob and level, and when I looked in on him hopefully he looked up and smiled.

So here ye arre at last, he said with a grin.

Yes, I laughed.

Well, yere jist in time; I waant ye to go down to the ahffice.

Certainly, I replied, but before I could say more he climbed out of his hole, his white jeans odorous of the new-turned earth, and fished in the pocket of an old gray coat which lay beside him for a soiled and crumpled letter, which he finally unfolded with his thick, clumsy fingers. Then he held it up and looked at it defiantly.

I waant ye to go to Woodlawn, he continued, an look after some bolts that arre up there  theres a keg av thim  an sign the bill fer thim, an ship thim down to me. An thin I waant ye to go down to the ahffice an take thim this o.k. Here again he fished around and produced another crumpled slip, this time of a yellow color (how well I came to know them!), which I soon learned was an o.k. blank, a form which had to be filled in and signed for everything received, if no more than a stick of wood or a nail or a bolt. The company demanded these of all foremen, in order to keep its records straight. Its accounting department was useless without them. At the same time, Rourke kept talking of the nonsinse av it, and the onraisonableness of demanding o.k.s for everything. Yed think some one was goin to sthale thim from thim, he declared irritably and defiantly.

I saw at once that some infraction of the railroad rules had occurred and that he had been called down, or jacked up about it, as the railroad men expressed it. He was in a high state of dudgeon, and as defiant and pugnacious as his royal Irish temper would allow. At the same time he was pleased to think that I or some one had arrived who would relieve him of this damnable nonsinse, or so he hoped. He was not so inexperienced as not to imagine that I could help him with all this. In fact, as time proved, this was my sole reason for being here.

He flung a parting shot at his superior as I departed.

Tell him that Ill sign fer thim when I get thim, an not before, he declared.

I went on my way, knowing full well that no such message was for delivery, and that he did not intend that it should be. It was just the Irish of it. I went off to Woodlawn and secured the bolts, after which I went down to the ahffice and reported. There I found the chief clerk, a mere slip of a dancing master in a high collar and attractive office suit, who was also in a high state of dudgeon because Rourke, as he now explained, had failed to render an o.k. for this and other things, and did not seem to understand that he, the chief clerk, must have them to make up his reports. Sometimes o.k.s did not come in for a month or more, the goods lying around somewhere until Rourke could use them. He wanted to know what explanation Rourke had to offer, and when I suggested that the latter thought, apparently, that he could leave all consignments of goods in one station or another until such time as he needed them before he o.k.ed for them, he fairly foamed.

Say, he almost shouted, at the same time shoving his hands distractedly through his hair, what does he think I am? How does he think Im going to make up my books? Hell leave them there until he needs them, will he? Well, hes a damned fool, and you go back and tell him I said so. Hes been long enough on the road to know better. You go back and tell him I said that I want a signed form for everything consigned to him the moment he learns that its waiting for him, and I want it right away, without fail, whether its a single nut or a car of sand. I want it. Hes got to come to time about this now, or somethings going to drop. Im not going to stand it any longer. How does he think Im going to make up my books? I wish hed let you attend to these matters while youre up there. It will save an awful lot of trouble in this office and it may save him his job. Theres one thing sure: hes got to come to time from now on, or either he quits or I do.

These same o.k.s plus about twenty-five long-drawn-out reports or calculations, retroactive and prospective, covering every possible detail of his work from the acknowledgment of all material received up to and including the expenditure of even so much as one mills worth of paper, were the bane of my good foremans life. As I learned afterward, he had nearly his whole family, at least a boy and two girls, assisting him nights on this part of the work. In addition, while they were absolutely of no import in so far as the actual work of construction was concerned  and that was really all that interested Rourke  they were an essential part of the system which made it possible for him to do the work at all  a point which he did not seem to be able to get clear. At the same time, there was an unsatisfactory side to this office technicalia, and it was this: If a man could only sit down and reel off a graphic account of all that he was doing, accompanied by facts and figures, he was in excellent standing with his superiors, no matter what his mechanical defects might be; whereas, if his reports were not clear, or were insufficient, the efficiency of his work might well be overlooked. In a vague way, Rourke sensed this and resented it. He knew that his work was as good as could be done, and yet here were these constant reports and o.k.s to irritate and delay him. Apparently they aided actual construction no whit  but, of course, they did. Although he was a better foreman than most, still, because of his lack of skill in this matter of accounting, he was looked upon as more or less a failure, especially by the chief clerk. Naturally, I explained that I would do my best, and came away.

When I returned, however, I decided to be politic. I could not very well work with a pick and shovel, and this was about all that was left outside of that. I therefore explained as best I could the sad plight of the chief clerk, who stood in danger of losing his job unless these things came in promptly.

You see how it is, Rourke, dont you? I pleaded.

He seemed to see, but he was still angry.

An o.k. blank! An o.k. blank! he echoed contentiously, but in a somewhat more conciliatory spirit. He wants an o.k. blank, does he? Well, I expect ye might as well give thim to him, thin. I think the man lives on thim things, the way hes aalways caallin fer thim. Yed think I was a bookkeeper an foreman at the same time; its somethin aaful. An o.k. blank! An o.k. blank! and he sputtered to silence.

A little while later he humorously explained that he had clane forgot thim, anyhow.

The ensuing month was a busy one for us. We had a platform to lay at Morrisania, a chimney to build at Tarrytown, a sidewalk to lay at White Plains, and a large cistern to dig and wall in at Tuckahoe. Besides these, there were platforms to build at Van Cortlandt and Mount Kisco, water-towers at Highbridge and Ardsley, a sidewalk and drain at Caryl, a culvert and an ash-pit at Bronx Park, and some forty concrete piers for a building at Melrose  all of which required any amount of running and figuring, to say nothing of the actual work of superintending and constructing, which Rourke alone could look after. It seemed ridiculous to me at the time that any one doing all this hard practical labor should not be provided with a clerk or an accountant to take at least some of this endless figuring off his hands. At the same time, if he had been the least bit clever, he could have provided himself with one permanently by turning one of his so-called laborers into a clerk  carrying a clerk as a laborer  but plainly it had never occurred to him. He depended on his family. The preliminary labor alone of ordering and seeing that the material was duly shipped and unloaded was one mans work; and yet Rourke was expected to do it all.

In spite of all this, however, he displayed himself a masterful worker. I have never seen a better. He preferred to superintend, of course, to get down into the pit or up on the wall, and measure and direct. At the same time, when necessary to expedite a difficult task, he would toil for hours at a stretch with his trowel and his line and his level and his plumb-bob, getting the work into shape, and you would never hear a personal complaint from him concerning the weariness of labor. On the contrary, he would whistle and sing until something went wrong, when suddenly you would hear the most terrific uproar of words: Come out av that! Come out, now! Jasus Christ, man, have ye no sinse at aall? Put it down! Put it down! What arre ye doin? What did I tell ye? Have ye no raison in ye, no sinse, ye hathen nagur?

Great heavens! I used to think, what has happened now?

You would have imagined the most terrible calamity; and yet, all told, it might be nothing of any great import  a little error of some kind, more threatening than real, and soon adjusted. It might last for a few moments, during which time the Italians would be seen hurrying excitedly to and fro; and then there would come a lull, and Rourke would be heard to raise his voice in tuneful melody, singing or humming or whistling some old-fashioned Irish Come-all-ye.

But the thing in Rourke that would have pleased any one was his ready grasp for the actualities of life  his full-fledged knowledge that work is the thing, not argument, or reports, or plans, but the direct accomplishment of something tangible, the thing itself. Thus, while I was working with him, at least nothing that might concern the clerical end of the labor could disturb him, but, if the sky fell, and eight thousand chief clerks threatened to march upon him in a body demanding reports and o.k.s, he would imperturbably make you wait until the work was done. Once, when I interrupted him to question him concerning some of these same wretched, pestering aftermaths of labor, concerning which he alone could answer, he shut me off with: The reports! The reports! What good arre the reports! Ye make me sick. What have the reports to do with the work? If it wasnt fer the work, where would the reports be? And I heartily echoed Where?

Another thing was his charming attitude toward his men, kindly and sweet for all his storming, that innate sense of something intimate and fatherly. He had a way of saying kindly things in a joking manner which touched them. When he arrived in the morning, for instance, it was always in the cheeriest way that he began. Come, now, bys, ye have a good days work before ye today. Get the shovels, Jimmie. Bring the line, Matt! and then he would go below himself, if below it was, and there would be joy and peace until some obstacle to progress interfered. I might say in passing that Matt and Jimmie, his faithful henchmen, were each between forty and fifty, if they were a day  poor, gnarled, dusty, storm-tossed Italians who had come from heaven knows where, had endured God knows what, and were now rounding out a work-a-day existence under the sheltering wing of this same Rourke, a great and protecting power to them.

This same Matt was a funny little Italian, soft of voice and gentle of manner, whom Rourke liked very much, but with whom he loved to quarrel. He would go down in any hole where the latter was working, and almost invariably shortly after you would hear the most amazing uproar issuing therefrom, shouts of: Put it here, I say! Put it here! Down with it! Here! Here! Jasus Christ, have ye no sinse at aall?  coupled, of course, with occasional guttural growls from Matt, who was by no means in awe of his master and who feared no personal blows. The latter had been with Rourke for so long that he was not in the least overawed by his yelling and could afford to take such liberties. Occasionally, not always, Rourke would come climbing out of the hole, his face and neck fairly scarlet with heat, raging and shouting, Ill get shut av ye! Ill have no more thruck with ye, ye blitherin, crazy loon! What good arre ye? What work can ye do? Naathin! Naathin! Ill be shut av ye now, an thin maybe Ill have a little pace. Then he would dance around and threaten and growl until something else would take his attention, when he would quiet down and be as peaceful as ever. Somehow, I always felt that in spite of all the difficulties involved, he enjoyed these rows  must fight, in short, to be happy. Sometimes he would go home without saying a word to Matt, a conclusion which at first I imagined portended the end of the latter, but soon I came to know better. For the next morning Matt would reappear as unconcernedly as though nothing had happened, and Rourke would appear not to notice or remember.

Once, anent all this, I said to him, Rourke, how many times have you threatened to discharge Matt in the last three years?

Shewer, he replied, with his ingratiating grin, a man dont mane aall he says aall the time.

The most humorous of all his collection of workingmen, however, was the aforementioned Jimmie, a dark, mild-eyed, soft-spoken Calabrian, who had the shrewdness of a Machiavelli and the pertness of a crow. He lived in the same neighborhood as Rourke, far out in one of those small towns on the Harlem, sheltering so many Italians, for, like a hen with a brood of chicks, Rourke kept all his Italians gathered close about him. Jimmie, curiously, was the one who was always selected to run his family errands for him, a kind of valet to Rourke, as it were  selected for some merit I could never discover, certainly not one of speed. He was nevertheless constantly running here and there like an errand boy, his worn, dusty, baggy clothes making him look like a dilapidated bandit fresh from a sewer. On the job, however, no matter what it might be, Jimmie could never be induced to do real, hard work. He was always above it, or busy with something else. But as he was an expert cement-mixer and knew just how to load and unload the tool-car, two sinecures of sorts, nothing was ever said to him. If any one dared to reprove him, myself for instance (a mere interloper to Jimmie), he would reply: Yeh! Yeh! I know-a my biz. I been now with Misha Rook fifteen year. I know-a my biz. If you made any complaint to Rourke, he would merely grin and say, Ha! Jimmies the sharp one, or perhaps, Ill get ye yet, ye fox, but more than that nothing was ever done.

One day, however, Jimmie failed to comply with an extraordinary order of Rourkes, which, while it resulted in no real damage, produced a most laughable and yet characteristic scene. A strict rule of the company was that no opening of any kind into which a person might possibly step or fall should be left uncovered at any station during the approach, stay, or departure of any train scheduled to stop at that station. Rourke was well aware of this rule. He had a copy of it on file in his collection of circulars. In addition, he had especially delegated Jimmie to attend to this matter, a task which just suited the Italian as it gave him ample time to idle about and pretend to be watching. This it was which made the crime all the greater.

On this particular occasion Jimmie had failed to attend to this matter. We had been working on the platform at Williamsbridge, digging a pit for a coal-bin, when a train bearing the general foreman came along. The latter got off at the station especially to examine the work that had been done so far. When the train arrived there was the hole wide open with Rourke below shouting and gesticulating about something, and totally unconscious, of course, that his order had been neglected. The general foreman, who was, by the way, I believe, an admirer of Rourke, came forward, looked down, and said quietly: This wont do, Rourke. Youll have to keep the work covered when a train is approaching. Ive told you that before, you know.

Rourke looked up, so astonished and ashamed that he should have been put in such a position before his superior that he hardly knew what to say. I doubt if any one ever had a greater capacity for respecting his superiors, anyhow. Instead of trying to answer, he merely choked and began to shout for Jimmie, who came running, crying, as he always did, Whats da mat? Whats da mat?

Whats da mat? Whats da mat? mocked Rourke, fairly seething with a marvelous Irish fury. What the devil do ye suppose is the mat? What do ye mane be waalkin away an lavin the hole uncovered? Didnt I tell ye niver to lave a hole when a trains comin? Didnt I tell ye to attind to that an naathin else? An now what have ye been doin? Be all the powers, what dye mane be lavin it? What else arre ye good fer? What dye mane be lettin a thing like that happen, an Mr. Wilson comin along here, an the hole open?

He was as red as a beet, purple almost, perspiring, apoplectic. During all this tirade Mr. Wilson, a sad, dark, anæmic-looking person, troubled with acute indigestion, I fancy, stood by with an amused, kindly, and yet mock severe expression on his face. I am sure he did not wish to be severe.

Jimmie, dumbfounded, scarcely knew what to say. In the face of Rourkes rage and the foremans presence, he did his best to remedy his error by covering the hole, at the same time stuttering something about going for a trowel.

A trowel! cried Rourke, glaring at him. A trowel, ye hathen ginny! Whatd ye be doin lookin fer a trowel, an a train comin that close on ye it could a knocked ye off the thrack? An the hole open, an Mr. Wilson right here! Is that what I told ye? Is that what I pay ye fer? Be all the saints! A trowel, is it? Ill trowel ye! Ill break yer hathen Eyetalian skull, I will. Get thim boards on, an dont let me ketch ye lavin such a place as that open again. Ill get shut av ye, ye blitherin lunatic.

When it was all over and the train bearing the general foreman had gone, Rourke quieted down, but not without many fulgurous flashes that kept the poor Italian on tenterhooks.

About an hour later, however, another train arrived, and, by reason of some intervening necessity and the idle, wandering mood of the Italian, the hole was open again. Jimmie was away behind the depot somewhere, smoking perhaps, and Rourke was, as usual, down in the hole. This time misfortune trebled itself, however, by bringing, not the general foreman, but the supervisor himself, a grave, quiet man, of whom Rourke stood in the greatest awe. He was so solid, so profound, so severe. I dont believe I ever saw him smile. He walked up to the hole, and looking reproachfully down, said: Is this the way you leave your excavations, Rourke, when a train is coming? Dont you know better than to do a thing like that?

Jimmie! shouted Rourke, leaping to the surface of the earth with a bound, Jimmie! Now, be Jasus, where is that blaguard Eyetalian? Didnt I tell him not to lave this place open! and he began shoving the planks into place himself.

Jimmie, suddenly made aware of this new catastrophe, came running as fast as his short legs would carry him, scared almost out of his wits. He was as pale as a very dark and dirty Italian could be, and so wrought up that his facial expression changed involuntarily from moment to moment. Rourke was in a fairly murderous mood, only he was so excited and ashamed that he could not speak. Here was the supervisor, and here was himself, and conditions  necessity for order, etc.  would not permit him to kill the Italian in the formers presence. He could only choke and wait. To think that he should be made a mark of like this, and that in the face of his great supervisor! His face and neck were a beet-red, and his eyes flashed with anger. He merely glared at his recalcitrant henchman, as much as to say, Wait! When this train had departed and the dignified supervisor had been carried safely out of hearing he turned on Jimmie with all the fury of a masterful and excitable temper.

So yell naht cover the hole, after me tellin ye naht fifteen minutes ago, will ye? he shouted. Yell naht cover the hole! An whatll ye be tellin me ye was doin now?

I carry da waut (water) for da concrete, pleaded Jimmie weakly.

Waut fer the concrete, almost moaned Rourke, so great was his fury, his angry face shoved close to the Italians own. Waut fer the concrete, is it? Its a pity ye didnt fall into yer waut fer the concrete, ye damned nagur, an drown! Waut fer the concrete, is it, an me here, an Mr. Mills steppin off an lookin in on me, ye black-hearted son of a Eyetalian, ye! Ill waut fer the concrete ye! Ill crack yer blitherin Eyetalian skull with a pick, I will! Ill chuck ye in yer waut fer the concrete till ye choke, ye flat-footed, leather-headed lunatic! Ill tache ye to waalk aaf an lave the hole open, an me in it. Now, be Jasus, get yer coat an get out av this. Get  Im tellin ye! Ill have no more thruck with ye! Ill throuble no more with ye. Yere no damned good. Out with ye! An niver show me yer face again! And he made a motion as if he would grab him and rend him limb from limb.

Jimmie, well aware of his dire position, was too clever, however, to let Rourke seize him. During all this conversation he had been slowly backing away, always safely beyond Rourkes reach, and now ran  an amazing feat for him. He had evidently been through many such scenes before. He retreated first behind the depot, and then when Rourke had gone to work once more down in his hole, came back and took a safe position on guard over the hitherto sadly neglected opening. When the next train came he was there to shove the boards over before it neared the station, and nothing more was said about the matter. Rourke did not appear to notice him. He did not even seem to see that he was there. The next morning, however, when the latter came to work as usual, it was, Come, Matt! Come, Jimmie! just as if nothing had happened. I was never more astonished in my life.

An incident, even more ridiculous, but illustrative of the atmosphere in which Rourke dwelt, occurred at Highbridge one frosty October Sunday morning, where because of seepage from a hill which threatened to undermine some tracks, Rourke was ordered to hurry and build a drain  a thing which, because the order came on Saturday afternoon, required Sunday labor, a most unusual thing in his case. But in spite of the order, Rourke, who was a good Catholic, felt impelled before coming to go to at least early mass, and in addition  a regular Sunday practice with him, I presume  to put on a long-skirted Prince Albert coat, which I had never seen before and which lent to his stocky figure some amusing lines. It was really too tight, having been worn, I presume, every Sunday regularly since his wedding day. In addition, he had donned a brown derby hat which, to me at least, gave him a most unfamiliar look.

I, being curious more than anything else and wishing to be out of doors as much as possible, also went up, arriving on the scene about nine. Rourke did not arrive until ten. In the meantime, I proceeded to build myself a fire on the dock, for we were alongside the Harlem River and a brisk wind was blowing. Then Rourke came, fresh from church, smiling and genial, in the most cheerful Sunday-go-to-meeting frame of mind, but plainly a little conscious of his grand garb.

My, I said, surveying him, you look fine. I never saw you dressed up before.

Lave aaf with yer taalk, he replied. I know well enough how I look  good enough.

Then he bestirred himself about the task of examining what had been done so far. But I could see, in spite of all the busy assurance with which he worked, that he was still highly conscious of his clothes and a little disturbed by what I or others might think. His every-day garb plainly suited his mood much better.

Everything went smoothly until noon, not a cloud in the sky, when, looking across the tracks at that hour, I beheld coming toward us with more or less uncertain step another individual, stocky of figure and evidently bent on seeing Rourke  an Irishman as large as Rourke, younger, and, if anything, considerably coarser in fiber. He was very red-faced, smooth shaven, with a black derby hat pulled down over his eyes and wearing a somewhat faded tight-fitting brown suit. He was drunk, or nearly so, that was plain from the first. From the moment Rourke beheld him he seemed beside himself with anger or irritation. His expression changed completely and he began to swell, as was customary with him when he was angry, as though suffering from an internal eruption of some kind.

The blaguard! I heard him mutter. Now, be gob, whatll that felly be waantin? and then as the stranger drew nearer, Who was it tould him I was here? Maybe some waan at the ahffice.

Regardless of his speculations on this score, the stranger picked his way across the tracks and came directly to him, his face and manner indicating no particularly friendly frame of mind.

Maybe yell be lettin me have that money now, he began instanter, and when Rourke made no reply, merely staring at him, he added, Ill be waantin to know now, when it is yere goin to give me the rest av me time fer that Scarborough job. Ive been waitin long enough.

Rourke stirred irritably and aggressively before he spoke. He seemed greatly put out, shamed, to think that the man should come here so, especially on this peaceful Sabbath morning.

Ive tould ye before, he replied defiantly after a time, that yeve had aall ye earned, an more. Ye left me without finishin yer work, an yell get no more time from me. If ye waant more, go down to the ahffice an see if theyll give it to ye. I have no money fer ye here, and he resumed a comfortable position before the fire, his hands behind his back.

Its siven dollars ye still owe me, returned the other, ignoring Rourkes reply, an I waant it now.

Well, yell naht get it, replied my boss. Ive naathin fer ye, Im tellin ye. I owe ye naathin.

Is that so? returned the other. Well, well see about that. Yell be after givin it to me, er Ill get it out of ye somehow. Its naht goin to be chated out av me money I am.

Im owin ye naathin, insisted Rourke. Ye may as well go away from here. Yell get naathin. If ye waant anything more, go an see the ahffice, and now he strode away to where the Italians were, ignoring the stranger completely and muttering something about his being drunk. The latter followed him, however, over to where he stood, and continued the dispute. Rourke ignored him as much as possible, only exclaiming once, Lave me be, man. Yere drunk.

Im naht drunk, returned the other. Once an fer all now, Im askin ye, arre ye goin to give me that money?

No, replied Rourke, Im naht.

Belave me, said the stranger, Ill get it out av ye somehow, but for the moment he made no move, merely hanging about in an uncertain way. He seemed to have no definite plan for collecting the money, or if he had he had by now abandoned it.

Without paying any more attention to him, Rourke, still very irritated and defiant, returned to the fire. He tried to appear calm and indifferent, but the ex-workman, a non-union mason, I judged, followed after, standing before him and staring in the defiant, irritating way a drunken man will, not quite able to make up his mind what else to do. Presently Rourke, more to relieve the tedium of an embarrassing situation than anything else (a number of accusatory remarks having been passed), turned and began poking at the blaze, finally bending over to lay on a stick of wood. On the instant, and as if seized by sudden inspiration, whether because the tails of Rourkes long coat hung out in a most provoking fashion and suggested the thing that followed or not, I dont know, but now the red-faced intruder jumped forward, and seizing them in a most nimble and yet vigorous clutch, gave an amazing yank, which severed them straight up the back, from seat to nape, at the same time exclaiming:

Yell naht pay me, will ye? Yell naht, will ye?

On the instant a tremendous change came over the scene. It was as swift as stage play. Instantly Rourke was upright and faced about, shouting, Now, be gob, yeve torn me coat, have ye! Now Ill tache ye! Now Ill show ye! Wait! Get ready, now. Now Ill fix ye, ye drunken, thavin loafer, and at the same time he began to move upon the enemy in a kind of rhythmic, cryptic circle (some law governing anger and emotion, I presume), the while his hands opened and shut and his eyes looked as though they would be veiled completely by his narrowing lids. At the same time the stranger, apparently seeing his danger, began backing and circling in the same way around Rourke, as well as around the fire, until it looked as though they were performing a war dance. Round and round they went like two Hopi bucks or Zulu warriors, their faces displaying the most murderous cunning and intention to slay  only, instead of feathers and beads, they had on their negligible best. All the while Rourke was calling, Come on, now! Get ready, now! Ill show ye, now! Ill fix ye, now! Its me coat yell rip, is it? Come on, now! Get ready! Make yerself ready! Im goin to give ye the lickin av yer life! Come on, now! Come on, now! Come on, now!

It was as though each had been secreted from the other and had to be sought out in some mysterious manner and in a circle. In spite of the feeling of distress that an impending struggle of this kind gives one, I could not help noting the comic condition of Rourkes back  the long coat beautifully ripped straight up the back, its ends fluttering in the wind like fans, and exposing his waistcoat and Sunday boiled white shirt  and laying up a laugh for the future. It was too ridiculous. The stranger had a most impressive and yet absurd air of drunken sternness written in his face, a do-or-die look.

Whether anything serious would really have happened I was never permitted to learn, for now, in addition to myself and the Italians, all of them excited and ready to defend their lord and master, some passengers from the nearby station and the street above as well as a foreman of a section gang helping at this same task, a great hulking brute of a man who looked quite able to handle both Rourke and his opponent at one and the same time, came forward and joined in this excited circle. Considerable effort was made on the part of the latter to learn just what the trouble was, after which the big foreman interposed with:

Whats the trouble here? Come, now! Whats all this row, Rourke? Ye wouldnt fight here, would ye? Have him arristed, er go to his home  ye say ye know him  but dont be fightin here. Supposin waan av the bosses should be comin along now? and at the same time he interposed his great bulk between the two.

Rourke, quieted some by this interruption but still sputtering with rage and disgrace, shouted, Lookit me coat! Lookit what he done to me coat! See what he done to me coat! Man alive, dye think Im goin to stand fer the likes av that? Its naht me that can be waalked on by a loafer like that  an me payin him more than ever he was worth, an him waalkin aaf an lavin the job half done. Ill fix him this time. Ill show him. Ill tache him to be comin around an disturbin a man when hes at his work. Ill fix him now, and once more he began to move. But the great foreman was not so easily to be disposed of.

Well then, lets caall the police, he argued in a highly conciliatory mood. Ye cant be fightin him here. Sure, ye dont waant to do that. Whatll the chafe think? What is it yell think av yerself?

At the same time he turned to find the intruder and demand to know what he meant by it, but the latter had already decamped. Seeing the crowd that had and was gathering, and that he was likely to encounter more forms of trouble than he had anticipated, he had started down the track toward Mott Haven.

Ill fix ye! Rourke shouted when he saw him going. Yell pay fer this. Ill have ye arristed. Wait! Yell naht get aaf so aisy this time.

But just the same the storm was over for the present, anyhow, the man gone, and in a little while Rourke left for his home at Mount Vernon to repair his tattered condition. I never saw a man so crestfallen, nor one more determined to have the laa on him in my life. Afterwards, when I inquired very cautiously what he had done about it  this was a week or two later  he replied, Shewer, what can ye do with a loafer like that? He has no money, an lockin him up wont help his wife an children any.

Thus ended a perfect scene out of Kilkenny.

It was not so very long after I arrived that Rourke began to tell me of a building which the company was going to erect in Mott Haven Yard, one of its great switching centers. It was to be an important affair, according to him, sixty by two hundred feet in breadth and length, of brick and stone, and was to be built under a time limit of three months, an arrangement by which the company hoped to find out how satisfactorily it could do work for itself rather than by outside contract, which it was always hoping to avoid. From his manner and conversation, I judged that Rourke was eager to get this job, for he had been a contractor of some ability in his day before he ever went to work for the company, and felt, I am sure, that fate had done him an injustice in not allowing him to remain one. In addition, he felt a little above the odds and ends of masonry that he was now called on to do, where formerly he had done so much more important work. He was eager to be a real foreman once more, a big one, and to show the company that he could erect this building and thus make a little place for himself in the latters good graces, although to what end I could not quite make out. He would never have made a suitable general foreman. At the same time, he was a little afraid of the clerical details, those terrible nightmares of reports, o.k.s and the like.

How arre ye feelin, Teddy, by? he often inquired of me during this period, with a greater show of interest in my troublesome health than ever before. I talked of leaving, I suppose, from time to time because sheer financial necessity was about to compel it.

Fine, Rourke, I would say, never better. Im feeling better every day.

Thats good. Yere the right man in the right place now. If ye was to sthay a year er two at this work it would be the makin av ye. Yere too thin. Ye need more chist, and he would tap my bony chest in a kindly manner. I niver have a sick day, meself.

Thats right, Rourke, I replied pleasantly, feeling keenly the need of staying by so wonderful a lamp of health. I intend to stick at it as long as I can.

Ye ought to; itll do ye good. If we get the new buildin to build, itll be better yet for ye. Yell have plenty to do there to relave yer mind.

Relieve, indeed! I thought, but I did not say so. On the contrary I felt so much sympathy for this lusty Irishman and his reasonable ambitions that I desired to help him, and urged him to get it. I suggested indirectly that I would see him through, which touched him greatly. He was a grateful creature in his way, but so excitable and so helplessly self-reliant that there was no way of aiding him without doing it in a secret or rather self-effacing manner. He would have much preferred to struggle along alone and fail, though I doubt whether real failure could have come to Rourke so essentially capable was he.

In another three weeks the work was really given him to do, and then began one of the finest exhibitions of Irish domination and self-sufficiency that I have ever witnessed. We moved to Mott Haven Yard, a great network of tracks and buildings, in the center of which this new building was to be erected. Rourke was given a large force of men, whom he fairly gloried in bossing. He had as many as forty Italians, to say nothing of a number of pseudo-carpenters and masons (not those shrewd hawks clever enough to belong to the union, but wasters and failures of another type) who did the preliminary work of digging for the foundation, etc. Handling these, Rourke was in his element. He loved to see so much brisk work going on. He would trot to and fro about the place, beaming in the most angelic fashion, and shouting orders that could be heard all over the neighborhood. It was delicious to watch him. At times he would stand by the long trenches where the men were digging for the foundation, a great line of them, their backs bent over their work, and rub his hands in pleasingly human satisfaction, saying, Were goin along fine, Teddy. I can jist see me way to the top av the buildin, and then he would proceed to harass and annoy his men out of pure exuberance of spirits.

Ye waant to dig it so, man, or, Ye dont handle yer pick right; cant ye see that? Hold it this way. Sometimes he would get down in the trench and demonstrate just how it was to be done, a thing which greatly amused some of the workmen. Frequently he would exhibit to me little tricks or knacks of his trade, such as throwing a trowel ten feet so that it would stick in a piece of wood; turning a shovel over with a lump of dirt on it and not dropping the lump, and similar simple acts, always adding, Yell niver be a mason till ye can do that.

When he was tired of fussing with the men outside he would come around to the little wooden shed, where I was keeping the mass of orders and reports in shape and getting his material ready for him, and look over the papers in the most knowing manner. When he had satisfied himself that everything was going right, he would exclaim, Yere jist the by fer the place, Teddy. Yed made a good bookkeeper. If ever I get to be Prisident, Ill make ye me Sicretary av State.

But the thing which really interested and enthralled Rourke was the coming of the masons  those hardy buccaneers of the laboring world who come and go as they please, asking no favors and brooking no interference. Plainly he envied them their reckless independence at the same time that he desired to control their labor in his favor  a task worthy of the shrewdest diplomat. Never in my life have I seen such a gay, ruthless, inconsiderate point of view as these same union masons represented, a most astounding lot. They were  are, I suppose I should say  our modern buccaneers and Captain Kidds of the laboring world, demanding, if you please, their six a day, starting and stopping almost when they please, doing just as little as they dare and yet face their own decaying conscience, dropping any task at the most critical and dangerous point, and in other ways rejoicing in and disporting themselves in such a way as to annoy the representatives of any corporation great or small that suffered the sad compulsion of employing them. Seriously, I am not against union laborers. I like them. They spell rude, blazing life. But when you have to deal with them!

Plainly, Rourke anticipated endless rows. Their coming promised him the opportunity he inmostly desired, I suppose, of once more fussing and fuming with real, strong, determined and pugnacious men like himself, who would not take his onslaughts tamely but would fight him back, as he wished strong men to do. He was never weary of talking of them.

Wait till we have thirty er forty av thim on the line, he once observed to me in connection with them, every man layin his six hundred bricks a day, er takin aaf his apron! Thims the times yell see what excitement manes, me by. Thims the times.

Whatll I see, Rourke? I asked interestedly.

Throuble enough. Shewer, theyre no crapin Eyetalians, thatll let ye taalk to thim as ye plase. Indade not. Yell have to fight with them fellies.

Well, thats a queer state of affairs, I remarked, and then added, Do you think you can handle them, Rourke?

Handle thim! he exclaimed, his glorious wrath kindling in anticipation of a possible conflict. Handle thim, an the likes av a thousand av thim! I know them aall, every waan av thim, an their thricks. Its naht foolin me theyll be. But, me by, he added instructively, its a fine job yell have runnin down to the ahffice gettin their time. (This is the railroad mans expression for money due, or wages.) Yell have plenty av that to do, Im tellin ye.

You dont mean to say that youre going to discharge them, Rourke, do you? I asked.

Shewer! he exclaimed authoritatively. Why shouldnt I? Theyre jist the same as other min. Why shouldnt I? Then he added, after a pause, But its thim thatll be comin to me askin fer their time instid av me givin it to thim, niver fear. Theyre not the kind thatll let ye taalk back to thim. If their work dont suit ye, its give me me time. Wait till theyll be comin round half drunk in the mornin, an not feelin just right. Thims the times yell find out what masons arre made av, me by.

I confess this probability did not seem as brilliant to me as it did to him, but it had its humor. I expressed wonder that he would hire them if they were such a bad lot.

Where else will ye get min? he demanded to know. The unions have the best, an the most av thim. Thim outside fellies dont amount to much. Theyre aall pore, crapin creatures. If it wasnt fer the railroad bein against the union I wouldnt have thim at aall, and besides, he added thoughtfully, and with a keen show of feeling for their point of view, they have a right to do as they plase. Shewer, its no common workmen they arre. They can lay their eight hundred bricks a day, if they will, an no advice from any waan. If ye was in their place yed do the same. Theres no sinse in allowin another man to waalk on ye whin ye can get another job. I dont blame thim. I was a mason wanst meself.

You dont mean to say that you acted as you say these men are going to act?

Shewer!

Well, I shouldnt think youd be very proud of it.

I have me rights, he declared, flaring up. What kind av a man is it thatll let himself be waalked on? Theres no sinse in it. Its naht natchral. Its naht intinded that it should be so.

Very well, I said, smoothing the whole thing over, and so that ended.

Well, the masons came, and a fine lot of pirates they surely were. Such independence! Such defiance! Such feverish punctilio in regard to their rights and what forms and procedures they were entitled to! I stared in amazement. For the most part they were hale, healthy, industrious looking creatures, but so obstreperously conscious of their own rights, and so proud of their skill as masons, that there was no living with them. Really, they would have tried the patience of a saint, let alone a healthy, contentious Irish foreman-mason. First off, as the railroad men used to say, they wanted to know whether there were any non-union men on the job, and if so, would they be discharged instanter?  if not, no work  a situation which gave Rourke several splendid opportunities for altercations, which he hastened to improve, although the non-union men went, of course. Then they wanted to know when, where, and how they were to get their money, whether on demand at any time they chose, and this led to more trouble, since the railroad paid only once a month. However, this was adjusted by a special arrangement being made whereby the building department stood ready to pay them instantly on demand, only I had to run down to the division office each time and get their pay for them at any time that they came to ask for it! Then came an argument (or many of them) as to the number of bricks they were to lay an hour; the number of men they were to carry on one line, or wall; the length of time they were supposed to work, or had worked, or would work  all of which was pure food and drink to Rourke. He was in his element at last, shouting, gesticulating, demanding that they leave or go to  . After all these things had been adjusted, however, they finally consented to go to work, and then of course the work flew. It was a grand scene, really inspiring  forty or fifty masons on the line, perhaps half as many helpers or mixers, the Italians carrying bricks, and a score of carpenters now arriving under another foreman to set the beams and lay the joists as the walls rose upward.

Rourke was about all the time now, arguing and gesticulating with this man or that, fighting with this one or the other, and calling always to some mason or other to come down and get his time. Come down! Come down! I would hear, and then would see him rushing for the office, a defiant and even threatening mason at his heels; Rourke demanding that I make out a time-check at once for the latter and go down to the ahffice and get the money, the while the mason hung about attempting to seduce other men to a similar point of view. Once in a while, but only on rare occasions, Rourke would patch up a truce with a man. As a rule, the mason was only too eager to leave and spend the money thus far earned, while Rourke was curiously indifferent as to whether he went or stayed. Tis to drink he waants, he would declare amusedly. To me it was all like a scene out of comic opera.

Toward the last, however, a natural calm set in, the result no doubt of weariness and a sense of surfeit, which sent the building forward apace. During this time Rourke was to be seen walking defiantly up and down the upper scaffolding of the steadily rising walls, or down below on the ground in front of his men, his hands behind his back, his face screwed into a quizzical expression, his whole body bearing a look of bristling content and pugnacity which was too delicious for words. Since things were going especially well he could not say much, but still he could look his contentiousness, and did. Even now he would occasionally manage to pick a quarrel with some lusty mason or other, which resulted in the customary descent to the office, but not often.

But one cold December day, about three weeks later, when I was just about to announce that I could no longer delay my departure, seeing that my health was now as good, or nearly so, as my purse was lean, and that, whether I would or no, I must arrange to make more money, that a most dreadful accident occurred. It appeared that Rourke and a number of Italians, including Matt and Jimmie, were down in the main room of the building, now fast nearing completion, when the boiler of the hoisting engine, which had been placed inside the building and just at the juncture of three walls, blew up and knocked out this wall and the joists of the second and third floors loose, thus precipitating all of fifteen thousand bricks, which had been placed on the third floor, into this room below. For a few moments there had been a veritable hurricane of bricks and falling timber; and then, when it was over, it was found that the mighty Rourke and five Italians were embedded in or under them, and all but Jimmie more or less seriously injured or killed. Two Italians were killed outright. A third died later. Rourke, in particular, was unfortunately placed and terribly injured. His body from the waist down was completely buried by a pile of bricks, and across his shoulder lay a great joist pressing where it had struck him, and cutting his neck and ear. He was a pathetic sight when we entered, bleeding and pain-wrenched yet grim and undaunted, as one might have expected.

Im tight fast, me lad, he said when he could speak. Its me legs thats caught, not me body. But give a hand to the min, there. The Eyetalians are underneath.

Disregarding his suggestion, however, we began working about him, every man throwing away bricks like a machine; but he would not have it.

Tind to the min! he insisted with all of his old firmness. The Eyetalians are under there  Matt an Jimmie. Cant ye see that Ill be all right till ye get thim out? Come, look after the min!

We fell to this end of the work, although by now others had arrived, and soon there was a great crowd assisting  men coming from the yard and the machine shop. Although embedded in this mass of material and most severely injured, there was no gainsaying him, and he still insisted on directing us as best he could. But now he was so picturesque, so much nobler, really, than he had been in his healthier, uninjured days. A fabled giant, he seemed to me, half-god, half-man, composed in part of flesh, in part of brick and stone, gazing down on our earthly efforts with the eye of a demi-god.

Come, now  get the jists from aaf the end, there. Take the bricks away from that man. Cant ye see? Theres where his head is  there. There! Jasus Christ  theyer!

You would have thought we were Italians ourselves, poor wisps of nothing, not his rescuers, but slaves, compelled to do his lordly bidding.

After a time, however, we managed to release him and all his five helpers  two dead, as I say, and Matt badly cut about the head and seriously injured, while Jimmie, the imperturbable, was but little the worse for a brick mark on one shoulder. He was more or less frightened, of course, and comic to look at, even in this dread situation. Big-a smash, he exclaimed when he recovered himself. Like-a da worl fall. Misha Rook! Misha Rook! Where Misha Rook?

Here I am, ye Eyetalian scalawag, exclaimed the unyielding Rourke genially, who was still partially embedded when Jimmie was released. There was, however, a touch of sorrow in his voice as he added weakly, Arre ye hurted much?

No, Misha Rook. Help Misha Rook, replied Jimmie, grabbing at bricks himself, and so the rescue work of Rook went on.

Finally he was released, although not without deprecating our efforts the while (this wonderful and exceptional fuss over him), and exclaiming at one point as we tugged at joists and beams rather frantically, Take yer time. Take yer time. Im naht so bad fixed as aall that. Take yer time. Get that board out o the way there, Jimmie.

But he was badly fixed, and hurted unto death also, as we now found, and as he insisted he was not. His hip was severely crushed by the timbers and his legs broken, as well as his internal organs disarranged, although we did not know how badly at the time. Only after we had removed all the weight did he collapse and perhaps personally realize how serious was his plight. He was laid on a canvas tarpaulin brought by the yard-master and spread on the chip-strewn ground, while the doctors from two ambulances worked over him. While they were examining his wounds he took a critical and quizzical interest in what they were doing, and offered one or two humorous suggestions. Finally, when they were ready to move him he asked how he was, and on being told that he was all right, looked curiously about until he caught my eye. I could see that he realized how critical it was with him.

Id like to see a priest, Teddy, he whispered, and, if ye dont mind, Id like ye to go up to Mount Vernon an tell me wife. Theyll be after telegraphin her if ye dont. Break it aisy, if ye will. Dont let er think theres anything serious. Theres no need av it. Im naht hurted so bad as aall that.

I promised, and the next moment one of the doctors shot a spray of cocaine into his hip to relieve what he knew must be his dreadful pain. A few moments later he lost consciousness, after which I left him to the care of the hospital authorities and hurried away to send the priest and to tell his wife.

For a week thereafter he lingered in a very serious condition and finally died, blood-poisoning having set in. I saw him at the hospital a day or two before, and, trying to sympathize with his condition, I frequently spoke of what I deemed the dreadful uncertainty of life and the seeming carelessness of the engineer in charge of the hoisting engine. He, however, had no complaint to make.

Ye must expect thim things, was his only comment. Ye cant aalways expect to go unhurted. I niver lost a man before, nor had one come to haarm. Tis the way av things, ye see.

Mighty Rourke! You would have thought the whole Italian population of Mount Vernon knew and loved him, the way they turned out at his funeral. It was a state affair for most of them, and they came in scores, packing the little brick church at which he was accustomed to worship full to overflowing. Matt was there, bandaged and sore, but sorrowful; and Jimmie, artful and scheming in the past, but now thoroughly subdued. He was all sorrow, and sniveled and blubbered and wept hot, blinding tears through the dark, leathery fingers of his hands.

Misha Rook! Misha Rook! I heard him say, as they bore the body in; and when they carried it out of the church, he followed, head down. As they lowered it to the grave he was inconsolable.

Misha Rook! Misha Rook! I work-a for him fifteen year!


A Mayor and His People

Here is the story of an individual whose political and social example, if such things are ever worth anything (the moralists to the contrary notwithstanding), should have been, at the time, of the greatest importance to every citizen of the United States. Only it was not. Or was it? Who really knows? Anyway, he and his career are entirely forgotten by now, and have been these many years.

He was the mayor of one of those dreary New England mill towns in northern Massachusetts  a bleak, pleasureless realm of about forty thousand, where, from the time he was born until he finally left at the age of thirty-six to seek his fortune elsewhere, he had resided without change. During that time he had worked in various of the local mills, which in one way and another involved nearly all of the population. He was a mill shoe-maker by trade, or, in other words, a factory shoe-hand, knowing only a part of all the processes necessary to make a shoe in that fashion. Still, he was a fair workman, and earned as much as fifteen or eighteen dollars a week at times  rather good pay for that region. By temperament a humanitarian, or possibly because of his own humble state one who was compelled to take cognizance of the difficulties of others, he finally expressed his mental unrest by organizing a club for the study and propagation of socialism, and later, when it became powerful enough to have a candidate and look for political expression of some kind, he was its first, and thereafter for a number of years, its regular candidate for mayor. For a long time, or until its membership became sufficient to attract some slight political attention, its members (following our regular American, unintellectual custom) were looked upon by the rest of the people as a body of harmless kickers, filled with fool notions about a mans duty to his fellowman, some silly dream about an honest and economical administration of public affairs  their citys affairs, to be exact. We are so wise in America, so interested in our fellowman, so regardful of his welfare. They were so small in number, however, that they were little more than an object of pleasant jest, useful for that purpose alone.

This club, however, continued to put up its candidate until about 1895, when suddenly it succeeded in polling the very modest number of fifty-four votes  double the number it had succeeded in polling any previous year. A year later one hundred and thirty-six were registered, and the next year six hundred. Then suddenly the mayor who won that years battle died, and a special election was called. Here the club polled six hundred and one, a total and astonishing gain of one. In 1898 the perennial candidate was again nominated and received fifteen hundred, and in 1899, when he ran again, twenty-three hundred votes, which elected him.

If this fact be registered casually here, it was not so regarded in that typically New England mill town. Ever study New England  its Puritan, self-defensive, but unintellectual and selfish psychology? Although this poor little snip of a mayor was only elected for one year, men paused astounded, those who had not voted for him, and several of the older conventional political and religious order, wedded to their church and all the routine of the average puritanic mill town, actually cried. No one knew, of course, who the new mayor was, or what he stood for. There were open assertions that the club behind him was anarchistic  that ever-ready charge against anything new in America  and that the courts should be called upon to prevent his being seated. And this from people who were as poorly off commercially and socially as any might well be. It was stated, as proving the worst, that he was, or had been, a mill worker!  and, before that a grocery clerk  both at twelve a week, or less!! Immediate division of property, the forcing of all employers to pay as much as five a day to every laborer (an unheard-of sum in New England), and general constraint and subversion of individual rights (things then unknown in America, of course), loomed in the minds of these conventional Americans as the natural and immediate result of so modest a victory. The old-time politicians and corporations who understood much better what the point was, the significance of this straw, were more or less disgruntled, but satisfied that it could be undone later.

An actual conversation which occurred on one of the outlying street corners one evening about dusk will best illustrate the entire situation.

Who is the man, anyway? asked one citizen of a total stranger whom he had chanced to meet.

Oh, no one in particular, I think. A grocery clerk, they say.

Astonishing, isnt it? Why, I never thought those people would get anything. Why, they didnt even figure last year.

Seems to be considerable doubt as to just what hell do.

Thats what Ive been wondering. I dont take much stock in all their talk about anarchy. A man hasnt so very much power as mayor.

No, said the other.

We ought to give him a trial, anyway. Hes won a big fight. I should like to see him, see what he looks like.

Oh, nothing startling. I know him.

Rather young, aint he?

Yes.

Where did he come from?

Oh, right around here.

Was he a mill-hand?

Yes.

The stranger made inquiry as to other facts and then turned off at a corner.

Well, he observed at parting, I dont know. Im inclined to believe in the man. I should like to see him myself. Good-night.

Good-night, said the other, waving his hand. When you see me again you will know that you are looking at the mayor.

The inquirer stared after him and saw a six-foot citizen, of otherwise medium proportions, whose long, youthful face and mild gray eyes, with just a suggestion of washed-out blue in them, were hardly what was to be expected of a notorious and otherwise astounding political figure.

He is too young, was the earliest comments, when the public once became aware of his personality.

Why, he is nothing but a grocery clerk, was another, the skeptical and condemnatory possibilities of which need not be dilated upon here.

And he was, in his way  nothing much of a genius, as such things go in politics, but an interesting figure. Without much taste (or its cultivated shadow) or great vision of any kind, he was still a man who sensed the evils of great and often unnecessary social inequalities and the need of reorganizing influences, which would tend to narrow the vast gulf between the unorganized and ignorant poor, and the huge beneficiaries of unearned (yes, and not even understood) increment. For what does the economic wisdom of the average capitalist amount to, after all: the narrow, gourmandizing hunger of the average multi-millionaire?

At any rate, people watched him as he went to and fro between his office and his home, and reached the general conclusion after the first excitement had died down that he did not amount to much.

When introduced into his office in the small but pleasant city hall, he came into contact with a ring, and a fixed condition, which nobody imagined a lone young mayor could change. Old-time politicians sat there giving out contracts for street-cleaning, lighting, improvements and supplies of all kinds, and a bond of mutual profit bound them closely together.

I dont think he can do much to hurt us, these individuals said one to another. He dont amount to much.

The mayor was not of a talkative or confiding turn. Neither was he cold or wanting in good and natural manners. He was, however, of a preoccupied turn of mind, up in the air, some called it, and smoked a good many cigars.

I think we ought to get together and have some sort of a conference about the letting of contracts, said the president of the city council to him one morning shortly after he had been installed. You will find these gentlemen ready to meet you half-way in these matters.

Im very glad to hear that, he replied. Ive something to say in my message to the council, which Ill send over in the morning.

The old-time politician eyed him curiously, and he eyed the old-time politician in turn, not aggressively, but as if they might come to a very pleasant understanding if they wanted to, and then went back to his office.

The next day his message was made public, and this was its key-note:

All contract work for the city should be let with a proviso, that the workmen employed receive not less than two dollars a day.

The dissatisfied roar that followed was not long in making itself heard all over the city.

Stuff and nonsense, yelled the office jobbers in a chorus. Socialism! Anarchy! This thing must be put down! The city would be bankrupt in a year. No contractor could afford to pay his ordinary day laborers two a day. The city could not afford to pay any contractor enough to do it.

The prosperity of the city is not greater than the prosperity of the largest number of its component individuals, replied the mayor, in a somewhat altruistic and economically abstruse argument on the floor of the council hall. We must find contractors.

Well see about that, said the members of the opposition. Why, the mans crazy. If he thinks he can run this town on a goody-good basis and make everybody rich and happy, hes going to get badly fooled, thats all there is to that.

Fortunately for him three of the eight council members were fellows of the mayors own economic beliefs, individuals elected on the same ticket with him. These men could not carry a resolution, but they could stop one from being carried over the mayors veto. Hence it was found that if the contracts could not be given to men satisfactory to the mayor they could not be given at all, and he stood in a fair way to win.

What the hells the use of us sitting here day after day! were the actual words of the leading members of the opposition in the council some weeks later, when the fight became wearisome. We cant pass the contracts over his veto. I say let em go.

So the proviso was tacked on, that two a day was the minimum wage to be allowed, and the contracts passed.

The mayors followers were exceedingly jubilant at this, more so than he, who was of a more cautious and less hopeful temperament.

Not out of the woods yet, gentlemen, he remarked to a group of his adherents at the reform club. We have to do a great many things sensibly if we expect to keep the peoples confidence and win again.

Under the old system of letting contracts, whenever there was a wage rate stipulated, men were paid little or nothing, and the work was not done. There was no pretense of doing it. Garbage and ashes accumulated, and papers littered the streets. The old contractor who had pocketed the appropriated sum thought to do so again.

I hear the citizens are complaining as much as ever, said the mayor to this individual one morning. You will have to keep the streets clean.

The contractor, a robust, thick-necked, heavy-jawed Irishman, of just so much refinement as the sudden acquisition of a comfortable fortune would allow, looked him quizzically over, wondering whether he was out for a portion of the appropriation or whether he was really serious.

We can fix that between us, he said.

Theres nothing to fix, replied the mayor. All I want you to do is to clean the streets.

The contractor went away and for a few days after the streets were really clean, but it was only for a few days.

In his walks about the city the mayor himself found garbage and paper uncollected, and then called upon his new acquaintance again.

Im mentioning this for the last time, Mr. M  , he said. You will have to fulfill your contract, or resign in favor of some one who will.

Oh, Ill clean them, well enough, said this individual, after five minutes of rapid fire explanation. Two dollars a day for men is high, but Ill see that theyre clean.

Again he went away, and again the mayor sauntered about, and then one morning sought out the contractor in his own office.

This is the end, he said, removing a cigar from his mouth and holding it before him with his elbow at right angles. You are discharged from this work. Ill notify you officially to-morrow.

It cant be done the way you want it, the contractor exclaimed with an oath. Theres no money in it at two dollars. Hell, anybody can see that.

Very well, said the mayor in a kindly well-modulated tone. Let another man try, then.

The next day he appointed a new contractor, and with a schedule before him showing how many men should be employed and how much profit he might expect, the latter succeeded. The garbage was daily removed, and the streets carefully cleaned.

Then there was a new manual training school about to be added to the public school system at this time, and the contract for building was to be let, when the mayor threw a bomb into the midst of the old-time jobbers at the city council. A contractor had already been chosen by them and the members were figuring out their profits, when at one of the public discussions of the subject the mayor said:

Why shouldnt the city build it, gentlemen?

How can it? exclaimed the councilmen. The city isnt an individual; it cant watch carefully.

It can hire its own architect, as well as any contractor. Lets try it.

There were sullen tempers in the council chamber after this, but the mayor was insistent. He called an architect who made a ridiculously low estimate. Never had a public building been estimated so cheaply before.

See here, said one of the councilmen when the plans were presented to the chamber This isnt doing this city right, and the gentlemen of the council ought to put their feet down on any such venture as this. Youre going to waste the citys money on some cheap thing in order to catch votes.

Ill publish the cost of the goods as delivered, said the mayor. Then the people can look at the building when its built. Well see how cheap it looks then.

To head off political trickery on the part of the enemy he secured bills for material as delivered, and publicly compared them with prices paid for similar amounts of the same material used in other buildings. So the public was kept aware of what was going on and the cry of cheapness for political purposes set at naught. It was the first public structure erected by the city, and by all means the cheapest and best of all the citys buildings.

Excellent as these services were in their way, the mayor realized later that a powerful opposition was being generated and that if he were to retain the interest of his constituents he would have to set about something which would endear him and his cause to the public.

I may be honest, he told one of his friends, but honesty will play a lone hand with these people. The public isnt interested in its own welfare very much. It cant be bothered or hasnt the time. What I need is something that will impress it and still be worth while. I cant be reëlected on promises, or on my looks, either.

When he looked about him, however, he found the possibility of independent municipal action pretty well hampered by mandatory legislation. He had promised, for instance, to do all he could to lower the exorbitant gas rate and to abolish grade crossings, but the law said that no municipality could do either of these things without first voting to do so three years in succession  a little precaution taken by the corporation representing such things long before he came into power. Each vote must be for such contemplated action, or it could not become a law.

I know well enough that promises are all right, he said to one of his friends, and that these laws are good enough excuses, but the public wont take excuses from me for three years. If I want to be mayor again I want to be doing something, and doing it quick.

In the city was a gas corporation, originally capitalized at $45,000, and subsequently increased to $75,000, which was earning that year the actual sum of $58,000 over and above all expenses. It was getting ready to inflate the capitalization, as usual, and water its stock to the extent of $500,000, when it occurred to the mayor that if the corporation was making such enormous profits out of a $75,000 investment as to be able to offer to pay six per cent on $500,000 to investors, and put the money it would get for such stocks into its pocket, perhaps it could reduce the price of gas from one dollar and nineteen cents to a more reasonable figure. There was the three years voting law, however, behind which, as behind an entrenchment, the very luxurious corporation lay comfortable and indifferent.

The mayor sent for his corporation counsel, and studied gas law for awhile. He found that at the State capital there was a State board, or commission, which had been created to look after gas companies in general, and to hear the complaints of municipalities which considered themselves unjustly treated.

This is the thing for me, he said.

Lacking the municipal authority himself, he decided to present the facts in the case and appeal to this commission for a reduction of the gas rate.

When he came to talk about it he found that the opposition he would generate would be something much more than local. Back of the local reduction idea was the whole system of extortionate gas rates of the State and of the nation; hundreds of fat, luxurious gas corporations whose dividends would be threatened by any agitation on this question.

You mean to proceed with this scheme of yours? asked a prominent member of the local bar who called one morning to interview him. I represent the gentlemen who are interested in our local gas company.

I certainly do, replied the mayor.

Well, replied the uncredentialed representative of private interests, after expostulating a long time and offering various reasons why it would be more profitable and politically advantageous for the new mayor not to proceed, Ive said all I can say. Now I want to tell you that you are going up against a combination that will be your ruin. Youre not dealing with this town now; youre dealing with the State, the whole nation. These corporations cant afford to let you win, and they wont. Youre not the one to do it; youre not big enough.

The mayor smiled and replied that of course he could not say as to that.

The lawyer went away, and that next day the mayor had his legal counsel look up the annual reports of the company for the consecutive years of its existence, as well as a bulletin issued by a firm of brokers, into whose hands the matter of selling a vast amount of watered stock it proposed to issue had been placed. He also sent for a gas expert and set him to figuring out a case for the people.

It was found by this gentleman that since the company was first organized it had paid dividends on its capital stock at the rate of ten per cent per annum, for the first thirty years; had made vast improvements in the last ten, and notwithstanding this fact, had paid twenty per cent, and even twenty-five per cent per annum in dividends. All the details of cost and expenditure were figured out, and then the mayor with his counsel took the train for the State capitol.

Never was there more excitement in political circles than when this young representative of no important political organization whatsoever arrived at the State capitol and walked, at the appointed time, into the private audience room of the commission. Every gas company, as well as every newspaper and every other representative of the people, had curiously enough become interested in the fight he was making, and there was a band of reporters at the hotel where he was stopping, as well as in the commission chambers in the State capitol where the hearing was to be. They wanted to know about him  why he was doing this, whether it wasnt a strike or the work of some rival corporation. The fact that he might foolishly be sincere was hard to believe.

Gentlemen, said the mayor, as he took his stand in front of an august array of legal talent which was waiting to pick his argument to pieces in the commission chambers at the capitol, I miscalculated but one thing in this case which I am about to lay before you, and that is the extent of public interest. I came here prepared to make a private argument, but now I want to ask the privilege of making it public. I see the public itself is interested, or should be. I will ask leave to postpone my argument until the day after tomorrow.

There was considerable hemming and hawing over this, since from the point of view of the corporation it was most undesirable, but the commission was practically powerless to do aught but grant his request. And meanwhile the interest created by the newspapers added power to his cause. Hunting up the several representatives and senators from his district, he compelled them to take cognizance of the cause for which he was battling, and when the morning of the public hearing arrived a large audience was assembled in the chamber of representatives.

When the final moment arrived the young mayor came forward, and after making a very simple statement of the cause which led him to request a public hearing and the local condition which he considered unfair begged leave to introduce an expert, a national examiner of gas plants and lighting facilities, for whom he had sent, and whose twenty years of experience in this line had enabled him to prepare a paper on the condition of the gas-payers in the mayors city.

The commission was not a little surprised by this, but signified its willingness to hear the expert as counsel for the city, and as his statement was read a very clear light was thrown upon the situation.

Counsel for the various gas corporations interrupted freely. The mayor himself was constantly drawn into the argument, but his replies were so simple and convincing that there was not much satisfaction to be had in stirring him. Instead, the various counsel took refuge in long-winded discussions about the methods of conducting gas plants in other cities, the cost of machinery, labor and the like, which took days and days, and threatened to extend into weeks. The astounding facts concerning large profits and the present intentions of not only this but every other company in the State could not be dismissed. In fact the revelation of huge corporation profits everywhere became so disturbing that after the committee had considered and re-considered, it finally, when threatened with political extermination, voted to reduce the price of gas to eighty cents.

It is needless to suggest the local influence of this decision. When the mayor came home he received an ovation, and that at the hands of many of the people who had once been so fearful of him, but he knew that this enthusiasm would not last long. Many disgruntled elements were warring against him, and others were being more and more stirred up. His home life was looked into as well as his past, his least childish or private actions. It was a case of finding other opportunities for public usefulness, or falling into the innocuous peace which would result in his defeat.

In the platform on which he had been elected was a plank which declared that it was the intention of this party, if elected, to abolish local grade crossings, the maintenance of which had been the cause of numerous accidents and much public complaint. With this plank he now proposed to deal.

In this of course he was hampered by the law before mentioned, which declared that no city could abolish its grade crossings without having first submitted the matter to the people during three successive years and obtained their approval each time. Behind this law was not now, however, as in the case of the gas company, a small $500,000 corporation, but all the railroads which controlled New England, and to which brains and legislators, courts and juries, were mere adjuncts. Furthermore, the question would have to be voted on at the same time as his candidacy, and this would have deterred many another more ambitious politician. The mayor was not to be deterred, however. He began his agitation, and the enemy began theirs, but in the midst of what seemed to be a fair battle the great railway company endeavored to steal a march. There was suddenly and secretly introduced into the lower house of the State legislature a bill which in deceptive phraseology declared that the law which allowed all cities, by three successive votes, to abolish grade crossings in three years, was, in the case of a particular city mentioned, hereby abrogated for a term of four years. The question might not even be discussed politically.

When the news of this attempt reached the mayor, he took the first train for the State capitol and arrived there just in time to come upon the floor of the house when the bill was being taken up for discussion. He asked leave to make a statement. Great excitement was aroused by his timely arrival. Those who secretly favored the bill endeavored to have the matter referred to a committee, but this was not to be. One member moved to go on with the consideration of the bill, and after a close vote the motion carried.

The mayor was then introduced.

After a few moments, in which the silent self-communing with which he introduced himself impressed everyone with his sincerity, he said:

I am accused of objecting to this measure because its enactment will remove, as a political issue, the one cause upon which I base my hope for reëlection. If there are no elevated crossings to vote for, there will be no excuse for voting for me. Gentlemen, you mistake the temper and the intellect of the people of our city. It is you who see political significance in this thing, but let me assure you that it is of a far different kind from that which you conceive. If the passing of this measure had any significance to me other than the apparent wrong of it, I would get down on my knees and urge its immediate acceptance. Nothing could elect me quicker. Nothing could bury the opposition further from view. If you wish above all things to accomplish my triumph you will only need to interfere with the rights of our city in this arbitrary manner, and you will have the thing done. I could absolutely ask nothing more.

The gentlemen who had this measure in charge weighed well these assertions and trifled for weeks with the matter, trying to make up their minds.

Meanwhile election time approached, and amid the growing interest of politics it was thought unwise to deal with it. A great fight was arranged for locally, in which every conceivable element of opposition was beautifully harmonized by forces and conceptions which it is almost impossible to explain. Democrats, republicans, prohibitionists, saloon men and religious circles, all were gathered into one harmonious body and inspired with a single idea, that of defeating the mayor. From some quarter, not exactly identified, was issued a call for a civic committee of fifty, which should take into its hands the duty of rescuing the city from what was termed a throttling policy of commercial oppression and anarchy. Democrats, republicans, liquor and anti-liquorites, were invited to the same central meeting place, and came. Money was not lacking, nor able minds, to prepare campaign literature. It was openly charged that a blank check was handed in to the chairman of this body by the railway whose crossings were in danger, to be filled out for any amount necessary to the destruction of the official upstart who was seeking to revolutionize old methods and conditions.

As may be expected, this opposition did not lack daring in making assertions contrary to facts. Charges were now made that the mayor was in league with the railroad to foist upon the city a great burden of expense, because the law under which cities could compel railroads to elevate their tracks declared that one-fifth of the burden of expense must be borne by the city and the remaining four-fifths by the railroad. It would saddle a debt of $250,000 upon the taxpayers, they said, and give them little in return. All the advantage would be with the railroad. Postpone this action until the railroad can be forced to bear the entire expense, as it justly should, declared handbill writers, whose services were readily rendered to those who could afford to pay for them.

The mayor and his committee, although poor, answered with handbills and street corner speeches, in which he showed that even with the extravagantly estimated debt of $250,000, the citys tax-rate would not be increased by quite six cents to the individual. The cry that each man would have to pay five dollars more each year for ten years was thus wholesomely disposed of, and the campaign proceeded.

Now came every conceivable sort of charge. If he were not defeated, all reputable merchants would surely leave the city. Capital was certainly being scared off. There would be idle factories and empty stomachs. Look out for hard times. No one but a fool would invest in a city thus hampered.

In reply the mayor preached a fair return by corporations for benefits received. He, or rather his organization, took a door-to-door census of his following, and discovered a very considerable increase in the number of those intending to vote for him. The closest calculations of the enemy were discovered, the actual number they had fixed upon as sufficient to defeat him. This proved to the mayor that he must have three hundred more votes if he wished to be absolutely sure. These he hunted out from among the enemy, and had them pledged before the eventual morning came.

The night preceding election ended the campaign, for the enemy at least, in a blaze of glory, so to speak. Dozens of speakers for both causes were about the street corners and in the city meeting room.

Oratory poured forth in streams, and gasoline-lighted band-wagons rattled from street to street, emitting song and invective. Even a great parade was arranged by the anti-mayoral forces, in which horses and men to the number of hundreds were brought in from nearby cities and palmed off as enthusiastic citizens.

Horses dont vote, a watchword handed out by the mayor, took the edge off the extreme ardor of this invading throng, and set to laughing the hundreds of his partisans, who needed such encouragement.

Next day came the vote, and then for once, anyhow, he was justified. Not only was a much larger vote cast than ever, but he thrashed the enemy with a tail of two hundred votes to spare. It was an inspiring victory from one point of view, but rather doleful for the enemy. The latter had imported a carload of fireworks, which now stood sadly unused upon the very tracks which, apparently, must in the future be raised. The crowning insult was offered when the successful forces offered to take them off their hands at half price.

For a year thereafter (a mayor was elected yearly there), less was heard of the commercial destruction of the city. Gas stood, as decided, at eighty cents a thousand. A new manual training school, built at a very nominal cost, a monument to municipal honesty, was also in evidence. The public waterworks had also been enlarged and the rates reduced. The streets were clean.

Then the mayor made another innovation. During his first term of office there had been a weekly meeting of the reform club, at which he appeared and talked freely of his plans and difficulties. These meetings he now proposed to make public.

Every Wednesday evening for a year thereafter a spectacle of municipal self-consciousness was witnessed, which those who saw it felt sure would redound to the greater strength and popularity of the mayor. In a large hall, devoted to public gatherings, a municipal meeting was held. Every one was invited. The mayor was both host and guest, an individual who chose to explain his conduct and his difficulties and to ask advice. There his constituents gathered, not only to hear but to offer counsel.

Gentlemen, so ran the gist of his remarks on various of these occasions, the present week has proved a most trying one. I am confronted by a number of difficult problems, which I will now try to explain to you. In the first place, you know my limitations as to power in the council. But three members now vote for me, and it is only by mutual concessions that we move forward at all.

Then would follow a detailed statement of the difficulties, and a general discussion. The commonest laborer was free to offer his advice. Every question was answered in the broadest spirit of fellowship. An inquiry as to what to do frequently brought the most helpful advice. Weak and impossible solutions were met as such, and shown to be what they were. Radicals were assuaged, conservatives urged forward. The whole political situation was so detailed and explained that no intelligent person could leave, it was thought, with a false impression of the mayors position or intent.

With five thousand or more such associated citizens abroad each day explaining, defending, approving the official conduct of the mayor, because they understood it, no misleading conceptions, it was thought, could arise. Men said that his purpose and current leaning in any matter was always clear. He was thought to be closer to his constituency than any other official within the whole range of the Americas and that there could be nothing but unreasoning partisan opposition to his rule.

After one year of such service a presidential campaign drew near, and the mayors campaign for reëlection had to be contested at the same time. No gas monopoly evil was now a subject of contention. Streets were clean, contracts fairly executed; the general municipal interests as satisfactorily attended to as could be expected. Only the grade crossing war remained as an issue, and that would require still another vote after this. His record was the only available campaign argument.

On the other side, however, were the two organizations of the locally defeated great parties, and the railroad. The latter, insistent in its bitterness, now organized these two bodies into a powerful opposition. Newspapers were subsidized; the national significance of the campaign magnified; a large number of railroad-hands colonized. When the final weeks of the campaign arrived a bitter contest was waged, and money triumphed. Five thousand four hundred votes were cast for the mayor. Five thousand four hundred and fifty for the opposing candidate, who was of the same party as the successful presidential nominee.

It was a bitter blow, but still one easily borne by the mayor, who was considerable of a philosopher. With simple, undisturbed grace he retired, and three days later applied to one of the principal shoe factories for work at his trade.

What? Youre not looking for a job, are you? exclaimed the astonished foreman.

I am, said the mayor.

You can go to work, all right, but I should think you could get into something better now.

I suppose I can later, he replied, when I complete my law studies. Just now I want to do this for a change, to see how things are with the rank and file. And donning the apron he had brought with him he went to work.

It was not long, however, before he was discharged, largely because of partisan influence anxious to drive him out of that region. It was said that this move of seeking a job in so simple a way was a bit of grand standing  insincere  that he didnt need to do it, and that he was trying to pile up political capital against the future. A little later a local grocery man of his social faith offered him a position as clerk, and for some odd reason  humanitarian and sectarian, possibly  he accepted this. At any rate, here he labored for a little while. Again many said he was attempting to make political capital out of this simple life in order to further his political interests later, and this possibly, even probably, was true. All men have methods of fighting for that which they believe. So here he worked for a time, while a large number of agencies pro and con continued to denounce or praise him, to ridicule or extol his so-called Jeffersonian simplicity. It was at this time that I encountered him  a tall, spare, capable and interesting individual, who willingly took me into his confidence and explained all that had hitherto befallen him. He was most interesting, really, a figure to commemorate in this fashion.

In one of the rooms of his very humble home  a kind of office or den, in a small house such as any clerk or working-man might occupy  was a collection of clippings, laudatory, inquiring, and abusive, which would have done credit to a candidate for the highest office in the land. One would have judged by the scrap-books and envelopes stuffed to overflowing with long newspaper articles and editorials that had been cut from papers all over the country from Florida to Oregon, that his every movement at this time and earlier was all-essential to the people. Plainly, he had been watched, spied upon, and ignored by one class, while being hailed, praised and invited by another. Magazine editors had called upon him for contributions, journalists from the large cities had sought him out to obtain his actual views, citizens leagues in various parts of the nation had invited him to come and speak, and yet he was still a very young man in years, not over-intelligent politically or philosophically, the ex-mayor of a small city, and the representative of no great organization of any sort.

In his retirement he was now comforted, if one can be so comforted, by these memories, still fresh in his mind and by the hope possibly for his own future, as well as by a droll humor with which he was wont to select the sharpest and most willful slur upon his unimpeachable conduct as an offering to public curiosity.

Do you really want to know what people think of me? he said to me on one occasion. Well, heres something. Read this. And then he would hand me a bunch of the bitterest attacks possible, attacks which pictured him as a sly and treacherous enemy of the people  or worse yet a bounding anarchistic ignoramus. Personally I could not help admiring his stoic mood. It was superior to that of his detractors. Apparent falsehoods did not anger him. Evident misunderstandings could not, seemingly, disturb him.

What do you expect? he once said to me, after I had made a very careful study of his career for a current magazine, which, curiously, was never published. I was trying to get him to admit that he believed that his example might be fruitful of results agreeable to him in the future. I could not conclude that he really agreed with me. People do not remember; they forget. They remember so long as you are directly before them with something that interests them. That may be a lower gas-rate, or a band that plays good music. People like strong people, and only strong people, characters of that sort  good, bad or indifferent  Ive found that out. If a man or a corporation is stronger than I am, comes along and denounces me, or spends more money than I do (or can), buys more beers, makes larger promises, it is all day for me. What has happened in my case is that, for the present, anyhow, I have come up against a strong corporation, stronger than I am. What I now need to do is to go out somewhere and get some more strength in some way, it doesnt matter much how. People are not so much interested in me or you, or your or my ideals in their behalf, as they are in strength, an interesting spectacle. And they are easily deceived. These big fighting corporations with their attorneys and politicians and newspapers make me look weak  puny. So the people forget me. If I could get out, raise one million or five hundred thousand dollars and give the corporations a good drubbing, they would adore me  for awhile. Then I would have to go out and get another five hundred thousand somewhere, or do something else.

Quite so, I replied. Yet Vox populi, vox dei.

Sitting upon his own doorstep one evening, in a very modest quarter of the city, I said:

Were you very much depressed by your defeat the last time?

Not at all, he replied. Action, reaction, thats the law. All these things right themselves in time, I suppose, or, anyhow, they ought to. Maybe they dont. Some man who can hand the people what they really need or ought to have will triumph, I suppose, some time. I dont know, Im sure. I hope so. I think the world is moving on, all right.

In his serene and youthful face, the pale blue, philosophical eyes, was no evidence of dissatisfaction with the strange experiences through which he had passed.

Youre entirely philosophical, are you?

As much as any one can be, I suppose. They seem to think that all my work was an evidence of my worthlessness, he said. Well, maybe it was. Self-interest may be the true law, and the best force. I havent quite made up my mind yet. My sympathies of course are all the other way. He ought to be sewing shoes in the penitentiary, one paper once said of me. Another advised me to try something that was not above my intelligence, such as breaking rock or shoveling dirt. Most of them agreed, however, he added with a humorous twitch of his large, expressive mouth, that Ill do very well if I will only stay where I am, or, better yet, get out of here. They want me to leave. Thats the best solution for them.

He seemed to repress a smile that was hovering on his lips.

The voice of the enemy, I commented.

Yes, sir, the voice of the enemy, he added. But dont think that I think Im done for. Not at all. I have just returned to my old ways in order to think this thing out. In a year or two Ill have solved my problem, I hope. I may have to leave here, and I may not. Anyhow, Ill turn up somewhere, with something.

He did have to leave, however, public opinion never being allowed to revert to him again, and five years later, in a fairly comfortable managerial position in New York, he died. He had made a fight, well enough, but the time, the place, the stars, perhaps, were not quite right. He had no guiding genius, possibly, to pull him through. Adherents did not flock to him and save him. Possibly he wasnt magnetic enough  that pagan, non-moral, non-propagandistic quality, anyhow. The fates did not fight for him as they do for some, those fates that ignore the billions and billions of others who fail. Yet are not all lives more or less failures, however successful they may appear to be at one time or another, contrasted, let us say, with what they hoped for? We compromise so much with everything  our dreams and all.

As for his reforms, they may be coming fast enough, or they may not. In medias res.

But as for him...?


W.L.S.

Lifes little ironies are not always manifest. We hear distant rumbling sounds of its tragedies, but rarely are we permitted to witness the reality. Therefore the real incidents which I am about to relate may have some value.

I first called upon W.L.S  , Jr., in the winter of 1895. I had known of him before only by reputation, or, what is nearer the truth, by seeing his name in one of the great Sunday papers attached to several drawings of the most lively interest. These drawings depicted night scenes of the city of New York, and appeared as colored supplements, eleven by eighteen inches. They represented the spectacular scenes which the citizen and the stranger most delight in  Madison Square in a drizzle; the Bowery lighted by a thousand lamps and crowded with L and surface cars; Sixth Avenue looking north from Fourteenth Street.

I was a youthful editor at the time and on the lookout for interesting illustrations of this sort, and when a little later I was in need of a colored supplement for the Christmas number I decided to call upon S  . I knew absolutely nothing about the world of art save what I had gathered from books and current literary comment of all sorts, and was, therefore, in a mood to behold something exceedingly bizarre in the atmosphere with which I should find my illustrator surrounded.

I was not disappointed. It was at the time when artists  I mean American artists principally  went in very strongly for that sort of thing. Only a few years before they had all been going to Paris, not so much to paint as to find out and imitate how artists do and live. I was greeted by a small, wiry, lean-looking individual arrayed in a bicycle suit, whose countenance could be best described as wearing a perpetual look of astonishment. He had one eye which fixed you with a strange, unmoving solemnity, owing to the fact that it was glass. His skin was anything but fair, and might be termed sallow. He wore a close, sharp-pointed Vandyke beard, and his gold-bridge glasses sat at almost right angles upon his nose. His forehead was high, his good eye alert, his hair sandy-colored and tousled, and his whole manner indicated thought, feeling, remarkable nervous energy, and, above all, a rasping and jovial sort of egotism which pleased me rather than otherwise.

I noticed no more than this on my first visit, owing to the fact that I was very much overawed and greatly concerned about the price which he would charge me, not knowing what rate he might wish to exact, and being desirous of coming away at least unabashed by his magnificence and independence.

Whats it for? he asked, when I suggested a drawing.

I informed him.

You say you want it for a double-page center?

Yes.

Well, Ill do it for three hundred dollars.

I was taken considerably aback, as I had not contemplated paying more than one hundred.

I get that from all the magazines, he added, seeing my hesitation, wherever a supplement is intended.

I dont think I could pay more than one hundred, I said, after a few moments consideration.

You couldnt? he said, sharply, as if about to reprove me.

I shook my head.

Well, he said, lets see a copy of your publication.

The chief value of this conversation was that it taught me that the mans manner was no indication of his mood. I had thought he was impatient and indifferent, but I saw now that he was not so, rather brusque merely. He was simply excitable, somewhat like the French, and meant only to be businesslike. The upshot of it all was that he agreed to do it for one hundred and fifty, and asked me very solemnly to say nothing about it.

I may say here that I came upon S  in the full blush of his fancies and ambitions, and just when he was verging upon their realization. He was not yet successful. A hundred and fifty dollars was a very fair price indeed. His powers, however, had reached that stage where they would soon command their full value.

I could see at once that he was very ambitious. He was bubbling over with the enthusiasm of youth and an intense desire for recognition. He knew he had talent. The knowledge of it gave him an air and an independence of manner which might have been irritating to some. Besides, he was slightly affected, argue to the contrary as he would, and was altogether full of his own hopes and ambitions.

The matter of painting this picture necessitated my presence on several occasions, and during this time I got better acquainted with him. Certain ideas and desires which we held in common drew us toward each other, and I soon began to see that he was much above the average in insight and skill. He talked with the greatest ease upon a score of subjects  literature, art, politics, music, the drama, and history. He seemed to have read the latest novels; to have seen many of the current plays; to have talked with important people. Theodore Roosevelt, previously Police Commissioner but then Governor, often came to his studio to talk and play chess with him. A very able architect was his friend. He had artist associates galore, many of whom had studios in the same building or the immediate vicinity. And there were literary and business men as well, all of whom seemed to enjoy his company, and who were very fond of calling and spending an hour in his studio.

I had only called the second time, and was going away, when he showed me a steamship he had constructed with his own hands  a fair-sized model, complete in every detail, even to the imitation stokers in the boiler-room, and which would run by the hour if supplied with oil and water. I soon learned that his skill in mechanical construction was great. He was a member of several engineering societies, and devoted some part of his carefully organized days to studying and keeping up with problems in mechanics.

Oh, thats nothing, he observed, when I marveled at the size and perfection of the model. Ill show you something else, if you have time some day, which may amuse you.

He then explained that he had constructed several model warships, and that it was his pleasure to take them out and fight them on a pond somewhere out on Long Island.

Well go out some day, he said when I showed appropriate interest, and have them fight each other. Youll see how its done!

I waited some time for this outing, and finally mentioned it.

Well go tomorrow, he said. Can you be around here by ten oclock?

Ten the next morning saw me promptly at the studio, and five minutes later we were off.

When we arrived at Long Island City we went to the first convenient arm of the sea and undid the precious fighters, in which he much delighted.

After studying the contour of the little inlet for a few moments he took some measurements with a tape-line, stuck up two twigs in two places for guide posts, and proceeded to fire and get up steam in his war-ships. Afterwards he set the rudders, and then took them to the water-side and floated them at the points where he had placed the twigs.

These few details accomplished, he again studied the situation carefully, headed the vessels to the fraction of an inch toward a certain point of the opposite shore, and began testing the steam.

When I say ready, you push this lever here, he said, indicating a little brass handle fastened to the stern-post. Dont let her move an inch until you do that. Youll see some tall firing.

He hastened to the other side where his own boat was anchored, and began an excited examination. He was like a school-boy with a fine toy.

At a word, I moved the lever as requested, and the two vessels began steaming out toward one another. Their weight and speed were such that the light wind blowing affected them not in the least, and their prows struck with an audible crack. This threw them side by side, steaming head on together. At the same time it operated to set in motion their guns, which fired broadsides in such rapid succession as to give a suggestion of rapid revolver practice. Quite a smoke rose, and when it rolled away one of the vessels was already nearly under water and the other was keeling with the inflow of water from the port side. S  lost no time, but throwing off his coat, jumped in and swam to the rescue.

Throughout this entire incident his manner was that of an enthusiastic boy who had something exceedingly novel. He did not laugh. In all our acquaintance I never once heard him give a sound, hearty laugh. Instead he cackled. His delight apparently could only express itself in that way. In the main it showed itself in an excess of sharp movements, short verbal expressions, gleams of the eye.

I saw from this the mans delight in the science of engineering, and humored him in it. He was thereafter at the greatest pains to show all that he had under way in the mechanical line, and schemes he had for enjoying himself in this work in the future. It seemed rather a recreation for him than anything else. Like him, I could not help delighting in the perfect toys which he created, but the intricate details and slow process of manufacture were brain-racking. For not only would he draw the engine in all its parts, but he would buy the raw material and cast and drill and polish each separate part.

Upon my second visit I was deeply impressed by the sight of a fine passenger engine, a duplicate of the great 999 of the New York Central, of those days. It stood on brass rails laid along an old library shelf that had probably belonged to the previous occupant of the studio. This engine was a splendid object to look upon, strong, heavy, silent-running, with the fineness and grace of a perfect sewing-machine. It was duly trimmed with brass and nickel, after the manner of the great flyers, and seemed so sturdy and powerful that one could not restrain the desire to see it run.

How do you like that? S  exclaimed when he saw me looking at it.

Its splendid, I said.

See how she runs, he exclaimed, moving it up and down. No noise about that.

He fairly caressed the mechanism with his hand, and went off into a most careful analysis of its qualities.

I could build that engine, he exclaimed at last, enthusiastically, if I were down in the Baldwin Companys place. I could make her break the record.

I havent the slightest doubt in the world, I answered.

This engine was a source of great expense to him, as well as the chief point in a fine scheme. He had made brass rails for it  sufficient to extend about the four sides of the studio  something like seventy feet. He had made most handsome passenger-cars with full equipment of brakes, vestibules, Pintsch gas, and so on, and had painted on their sides The Great Pullman Line. One day, when we were quite friendly, he brought from his home all the rails, in a carpet-bag, and gave an exhibition of his engines speed, attaching the cars and getting up sufficient steam to cause the engine to race about the room at a rate which was actually exciting. He had an arrangement by which it would pick up water and stop automatically. It was on this occasion that he confided what he called his great biograph scheme, the then forerunner of the latter day moving pictures. It was all so new then, almost a rumor, like that of the flying machine before it was invented.

I propose to let the people see the photographic representation of an actual wreck  engine, cars, people, all tumbled down together after a collision, and no imitation, either  the actual thing.

How do you propose to do it? I asked.

Well, thats the thing, he said, banteringly. Now, how do you suppose Id do it?

Hire a railroad to have a wreck and kill a few people, I suggested.

Well, Ive got a better thing than that. A railroad couldnt plan anything more real than mine will be.

I was intensely curious because of the novelty of the thing at that time. The Biograph was in its infancy.

This is it, he exclaimed suddenly. You see how realistic this engine is, dont you?

I acknowledged that I did.

Well, he confided, Im building another just like it. Its costing me three hundred dollars, and the passenger-cars will cost as much more. Now, Im going to fix up some scenery on my roof  a gorge, a line of woods, a river, and a bridge. Im going to make the water tumble over big rocks just above the bridge and run underneath it. Then Im going to lay this track around these rocks, through the woods, across the bridge and off into the woods again.

Im going to put on the two trains and time them so theyll meet on the bridge. Just when they come into view where they can see each other, a post on the side of the track will strike the cabs in such a way as to throw the firemen out on the steps just as if they were going to jump. When the engines take the bridge theyll explode caps that will set fire to oil and powder under the cars and burn them up.

Then what? I asked.

Well, Ive got it planned automatically so that you will see people jumping out of the cars and tumbling down on the rocks, the flames springing up and taking to the cars, and all that. Dont you believe it? he added, as I smiled at the idea. Look here, and he produced a model of one of the occupants of the cars. He labored for an hour to show all the intricate details, until I was compelled to admit the practicability and novelty of the idea. Then he explained that instantaneous photography, as it was then called, was to be applied at such close range that the picture would appear life size. The actuality of the occurrence would do the rest.

Skepticism still lingered with me for a time, but when I saw the second train growing, the figures and apparatus gradually being modeled, and the correspondence and conferences going on between the artist and several companies which wished to gain control of the result, I was perfectly sure that his idea would some day be realized.

As I have said, when I first met S  he had not realized any of his dreams. It was just at that moment that the tide was about to turn. He surprised me by the assurance, born of his wonderful virility, with which he went about all things.

Ive got an order from the Ladies Home Journal, he said to me one day. They came to me.

Good, I said. What is it?

Somebodys writing up the terminal facilities of New York.

He had before him an Academy board, on which was sketched, in wash, a midnight express striking out across the Jersey meadows with sparks blazing from the smoke stacks and dim lights burning in the sleepers. It was a vivid thing, strong with all the strength of an engine, and rich in the go and enthusiasm which adhere to such mechanisms.

I want to make a good thing of this, he said. It may do me some good.

A little later he received his first order from Harpers. He could not disguise that he was pleased, much as he tried to carry it off with an air. It was just before the Spanish war broke out, and the sketches he was to do related to the navy.

He labored at this order with the most tireless enthusiasm. Marine construction was his delight anyhow, and he spent hours and days making studies about the great vessels, getting not only the atmosphere but the mechanical detail. When he made the pictures they represented all that he felt.

You know those drawings? he said the day after he delivered them.

Yes.

I set a good stiff price on them and demanded my drawings back when they were through.

Did you get them?

Yep. It will give them more respect for what Im trying to do, he said.

Not long after he illustrated one of Kiplings stories.

He was in high feather at this, but grim and repressed withal. One could see by the nervous movements of his wiry body that he was delighted over it.

At this time Kipling came to his studio. It was by special arrangement, but S  received him as if he were  well, as artists usually receive authors. They talked over the galley proofs, and the author went away.

Its coming my way now, he said, when he could no longer conceal his feelings. I want to do something good on this.

Through all this rise from obscurity to recognition he lived close to his friends  a crowd of them, apparently, always in his studio jesting, boxing, fencing  and interested himself in the mechanics I have described. His drawing, his engine-building, his literary studies and recreations were all mixed, jumbled, plunging him pell-mell, as it were, on to distinction. In the first six months of his studio life he had learned to fence, and often dropped his brush to put on the mask and assume the foils with one of his companions.

As our friendship increased I found how many were the mans accomplishments and how wide his range of sympathies. He was an expert bicyclist, as well as a trick rider, and used a camera in a way to make an amateur envious. He could sing, having a fine tenor voice, which I heard the very day I learned that he could sing. It so happened that it was my turn to buy the theater tickets, and I invited him to come with me that especial evening.

Cant do it, he replied.

All right, I said.

Im part of an entertainment tonight, or I would, he added apologetically.

What do you do? I inquired.

Sing.

Get out! I said.

So be it, he answered. Come up this evening.

To this I finally agreed, and was surprised to observe the ease with which he rendered his solo. He had an exquisitely clear and powerful voice and received a long round of applause, which he refused to acknowledge by singing again.

The influence of success is easily observable in a man of so volatile a nature. It seems to me that I could have told by his manner, day by day, the inwash of the separate ripples of the inrolling tide of success. He was all alive, full of plans, and the tale of his coming conquests was told in his eye. Sometime in the second year of our acquaintance I called at his studio in response to a card which he had stuck under my office door. It was his habit to draw an outline head of himself, something almost bordering upon a caricature, writing underneath it I called, together with any word he might have to say. This day he was in his usual good spirits, and rallied me upon having an office which was only a blind. He had a roundabout way of getting me to talk about his personal affairs with him, and I soon saw that he had something very interesting, to himself, to communicate. At last he said,  

Im going to Europe next summer.

Is that so? I replied. For pleasure?

Well, partly.

Whats up outside of that? I asked.

Im going to represent the American Architectural League at the international convention.

I didnt know you were an architect, I said.

Well, Im not, he answered, professionally. Ive studied it pretty thoroughly.

Well, you seem to be coming up, Louis, I remarked.

Im doing all right, he answered.

He went on working at his easel as if his fate depended upon what he was doing. He had the fortunate quality of being able to work and converse most entertainingly at the same time. He seemed to enjoy company under such circumstances.

You didnt know I was a baron, did you? he finally observed.

No, I answered, thinking he was exercising his fancy for the moment. Where do you keep your baronial lands, my lord?

In Germany, kind sir, he replied, banteringly.

Then in his customary excitable mood he dropped his brushes and stood up.

You dont believe me, do you? he exclaimed, looking over his drooping glasses.

Why, certainly I believe you, if you are serious. Are you truly a baron?

It was this way, he said. My grandfather was a baron. My father was the younger of two brothers. His brother got the title and what was left of the estate. That he managed to go through with, and then he died. Now, no one has bothered about the title

And youre going back to claim it?

Exactly.

I took it all lightly at first, but in time I began to perceive that it was a serious ambition. He truly wanted to be Baron S  and add to himself the luster of his ancestors.

With all this, the man was really not so much an aristocrat in his mood as a seeker after life and new experiences. Being a baron was merely a new experience, or promised to be. He had the liveliest sympathies for republican theories and institutions  only he considered his life a thing apart. He had a fine mind, philosophically and logically poised. He could reason upon all things, from the latest mathematical theorem to Christian Science. Naturally, being so much of an individualist, he was not drifting toward any belief in the latter, but was never weary of discussing the power of mind  a universal mind even  its wondrous ramifications and influences. Also he was a student of the English school of philosophy, and loved to get up mathematical and mechanical demonstrations of certain philosophic truths. Thus he worked out by means of a polygon, whose sides were of unequal lengths, a theory of friendship which is too intricate to explain here.

From now on I watched his career with the liveliest interest. He was a charming and a warm friend, and never neglected for a moment the obligations which such a relationship demands.

I heard from him frequently in many and various ways, dined with him regularly every second or third week, and rejoiced with him in his triumphs, now more and more frequent. One spring he went to Europe and spent the summer in tracing down his baronial claims, looking up various artists and scientists and attending several scientific meetings here and there at the same time. He did the illustrations for one of Kiplings fast express stories which one of the magazines published, and came back flushed and ready to try hard for a membership in the American Water-Color Society.

I shall never forget his anxiety to get into that mildly interesting body. He worked hard and long on several pictures which should not only be hung on the line but enlist sufficient interest among the artists to gain him a vote of admission. He mentioned it frequently and fixed me with his eyes to see what I thought of him.

Go ahead, I said; you have more right to membership perhaps than many another I know. Try hard.

He painted not one, but four, pictures, and sent them all. They were very interesting after their kind. Two were scenes from the great railroad terminal yards; the others, landscapes in mist or rain. Three of these pictures were passed and two of them hung on the line. The third was skyed, but he was admitted to membership.

I was delighted for his sake, for I could see, when he gave me the intelligence, that it was a matter which had keyed up his whole nervous system.

Not long after this we were walking on Broadway, one drizzly autumn evening, on our way to the theater. Life, ambition, and our future were the small subjects under discussion. The street, as usual, was crowded. On every hand blazed the fire signs. The yellow lights were beautifully reflected in the wet sidewalks and gray wet cobblestones glistening with water.

When we reached Greeley Square (at that time a brilliant and almost sputtering spectacle of light and merriment), S  took me by the arm.

Come over here, he said. I want you to look at it from here.

He took me to a point where, by the intersection of the lines of the converging streets, one could not only see Greeley Square but a large part of Herald Square, with its then huge theatrical sign of fire and its measure of store lights and lamps of vehicles. It was a kaleidoscopic and inspiring scene. The broad, converging walks were alive with people. A perfect jam of vehicles marked the spot where the horse and cable cars intersected. Overhead was the elevated station, its lights augmented every few minutes by long trains of brightly lighted cars filled with changing metropolitan crowds  crowds like shadows moving in a dream.

Do you see the quality of that? Look at the blend of the lights and shadows in there under the L.

I looked and gazed in silent admiration.

See, right here before us  that pool of water there  do you get that? Now, that isnt silver-colored, as its usually represented. Its a prism. Dont you see the hundred points of light?

I acknowledged the variety of color, which I had scarcely observed before.

You may think one would skip that in viewing a great scene, but the artist mustnt. He must get all, whether you notice it or not. It gives feeling, even when you dont see it.

I acknowledged the value of this ideal.

Its a great spectacle, he said. Its got more flesh and blood in it than people usually think. Its easy to make it too mechanical and commonplace.

Why dont you paint it? I asked.

He turned on me as if he had been waiting for the suggestion.

Thats something I want to tell you, he said. I am. Ive sketched it a half-dozen times already. I havent got it yet. But Im going to.

I heard more of these dreams, intensifying all the while, until the Spanish-American war broke out. Then he was off in a great rush of war work. I scarcely saw him for six weeks, owing to some travels of my own, but I saw his name. One day in Broadway I stopped to see why a large crowd was gathered about a window in the Hoffman House. It was one of S   s drawings of our harbor defenses, done as if the artist had been sitting at the bottom of the sea. The fishes, the green water, the hull of a massive war-ship  all were there  and about, the grim torpedoes. This put it into my head to go and see him. He was as tense and strenuous as ever. The glittering treasure at the end of the rainbow was more than ever in his eye. His body was almost sore from traveling.

I am in now, he said, referring to the war movement. I am going to Tampa.

Be gone long? I asked.

Not this first time. Ill only be down there three weeks.

Ill see you then.

Supposing we make it certain, he said. What do you say to dining together this coming Sunday three weeks?

I went away, wishing him a fine trip and feeling that his dreams must now soon begin to come true. He was growing in reputation. Some war pictures, such as he could do, would set people talking. Then he would paint his prize pictures, finish his wreck scheme, become a baron, and be a great man.

Three weeks later I knocked at his studio door. It was a fine springlike day, though it was in February. I expected confidently to hear his quick aggressive step inside. Not a sound in reply. I knocked harder, but still received no answer. Then I went to the other doors about. He might be with his friends, but they were not in. I went away thinking that his war duties had interfered, that he had not returned.

Nevertheless there was something depressing about that portion of the building in which his studio was located. I felt as if it should not be, and decided to call again. Monday it was the same, and Tuesday.

That same evening I was sitting in the library of the Salmagundi Club, when a well-known artist addressed me.

You knew S  , didnt you? he said.

Yes; what of it?

You knew he was dead, didnt you?

What! I said.

Yes, he died of fever, this morning.

I looked at him without speaking for a moment.

Too bad, he said. A clever boy, Louis. Awfully clever. I feel sorry for his father.

It did not take long to verify his statement. His name was in the perfunctory death lists of the papers the next morning. No other notice of any sort. Only a half-dozen seemed to know that he had ever lived.

And yet it seemed to me that a great tragedy had happened  he was so ambitious, so full of plans. His dreams were so near fulfillment.

I saw the little grave afterward and the empty studio. His desks revealed several inventions and many plans of useful things, but these came to nothing. There was no one to continue the work.

My feeling at the time was as if I had been looking at a beautiful lamp, lighted, warm and irradiating a charming scene, and then suddenly that it had been puffed out before my eyes, as if a hundred bubbles of iridescent hues had been shattered by a breath. We toil so much, we dream so richly, we hasten so fast, and, lo! the green door is opened. We are through it, and its grassy surface has sealed us forever from all which apparently we so much crave  even as, breathlessly, we are still running.
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HEY, RUB-A-DUB-DUB!

(Taken from the notes of the late John Paradiso)

I HAVE lived now to my fortieth year, and have seen a good deal of life. Just now, because of a stretch of poverty, I am living across the river from New York, in New Jersey, in sight of a splendid tower, the Woolworth Building on the lower end of Manhattan, which lifts its defiant spear of clay into the very maw of heaven. And although I am by no means as far from it as is Fifth Avenue, still I am a dweller in one of the shabbiest, most forlorn neighborhoods which the great metropolis affords. About me dwell principally Poles and Hungarians, who palaver in a lingo of which I know nothing and who live as I would despise to live, poor as I am. For, after all, in my hall-bedroom, which commands the river over the lumberyard, there is some attempt at intellectual adornment, whereas outside and around me there is little more than dull and to a certain extent aggrieved drudgery.

Not so very far from me is a church, a great yellow structure which lifts its walls out of a ruck of cheap frame houses, and those muddy, unpaved streets which are the pride of Jersey City and Hoboken. Here, if I will, I can hear splendid masses intoned, see bright altars and stained glass windows and people going to confession and burning votive candles before images. And if I go of a Sunday, which I rarely do, I can hear regularly that there is a Christ who died for men, and that He was the son of the living God who liveth and reigneth world without end.

I have no quarrel with this doctrine. I can hear it in a hundred thousand churches throughout the world. But I am one of those curious persons who cannot make up their minds about anything. I read and read, almost everything that I can lay hands onhistory, politics, philosophy, art. But I find that one history contradicts another, one philosopher drives out another. Essayists, in the main, point out flaws and paradoxes in the current conception of things; novelists, dramatists and biographers spread tales of endless disasters, or silly illusions concerning life, duty, love, opportunity and the like. And I sit here and read and read, when I have time, wondering.

For, friends I am a scrivener by tradeor try to be. Betimes, trying to make up my mind what to say about life, I am a motorman on a street-car at three dollars and twenty cents a day. I have been a handy man in a junk shop, and wagon driver, anything you will, so long as thereby I could keep body and soul together. I am not handsome, and therefore not attractive to women probablyat any rate I appear not to beand in consequence am very much alone. Indeed, I am a great coward when it comes to women. Their least frown or mood of indifference frightens me and makes me turn inward to myself, where dwell innumerable beautiful women who smile and nod and hang on my arm and tell me they love me. Indeed, they whisper of scenes so beautiful and so comforting that I know they are not, and never could be, true. And so, in my best moments, I sit at my table and try to write stories which no doubt equally necessitous editors find wholly unavailable.

The things which keep me thinking and thinking are, first, my social and financial state; second, the difference between my point of view and that of thousands of other respectable citizens, who, being able to make up their minds, seem to find me queer, dull, recessive, or at any rate unsuited to their tastes and pleasures. I look at them, and while I say, Well, thank heaven I am not like that, still I immediately ask myself, Am I not all wrong? Should I not be happier if I, too, were like John Spitovesky, or Jacob Feilchenfeld, or Vaclav Melka?some of my present neighbors. For Spitovesky, to grow a little personal, is a small dusty man who has a tobacco store around the corner, and who would, I earnestly believe, run if he were threatened with a bath. He smokes his own three-for-fives (Flor de Sissel Grass), and deposits much of the ashes between his waistcoat and his gray striped cotton shirt. His hair, sticking bushily out over his ears, looks as though it were heavily peppered with golden snuff.

Mr Spitovesky, I said to him one day not long since, have you been reading anything about the Colorado mining troubles?

I never read de papers, he said with a shrug of his shoulder.

No? Not at all? I pursued.

Dere is nodding in demlies mosdly. Somedimes I look ad de baseball news in sommer.

Oh, I see, I said hopelessly. Then, apropos of nothing, or because I was curious as to my neighbors, Are you a Catholic?

I doaned belong to no church. I doaned mix in no politics, neider. Some hof de men aboud here get excided aboud politics; I got no time. I tend to mine store.

Seeing him stand for hours against his doorpost, or sitting out front smoking while his darksome little wife peels potatoes or sews or fusses with the children, I could never understand his I got no time.

In a related sense there are my friends Jacob Feichenfeld and Vaclav Melka, whom I sometimes envy because they are so different. The former, the butcher to whom I run for chops and pigs feet for my landlady, Mrs. Wscrinkuus; the latter the keeper of a spirituous emporium whose windows read Vynas, Scnapas. Jacob, like every other honest butcher worthy the name, is broad and beefy. He turns on me a friendly eye as he inquires, About so thick? or suggests that he has some nice fresh liver or beef tongue, things which he knows Mrs. Wscrinkuus likes. I can sum up Mr. Feilchenfelds philosophy of life when I report that to every intellectual advance I make he exclaims in a friendly enough way, I dunno, or I aint never heard about dot.

My pride in a sturdy, passive acceptance of things, however, is nearly realized in Vaclav Melka, the happy dispenser of Vynas, Scnapsas. He also is frequently to be found leaning in his doorway in summer, business being not too brisk during the daytime, surveying the world with a reflective eye. He is dark, stocky, black-haired, black-eyed, a good Pole with a head like a wooden peg, almost flat at the top, and driven firmly albeit not ungracefully into his shoulders. He has a wife who is a slattern and nearly a slave, and three children who seem to take no noticeable harm from this saloon life. Leaning in coatless ease against his sticky bar of an evening, he has laid down the law concerning morals and ethics, thus: no lying or stealingamong friends; no brawling or assaults or murdering for any save tremendous reasons of passion; no truckling to priests or sisters who should mind their own business.

Did you ever read a book, Melka? I once asked him. It was apropos of a discussion as to a local brawl.

Once. It was about a feller wot killed a woman. Mostly I aint got no time to read. Once I was a bath-rubber, and I had time then, but that was long ago. Books aint nutting for me.

Melka states, however, that he was a fool to come here. A feller wanted me to take dis saloon, and here I am. I make a living. If my wife died I would go back to my old job, I think. He does not want his wife to die, I am sure. It does not make that much difference.

But over the river from all this is another picture which disturbs me even more than my present surroundings, because, as seen from here, it is seemingly beautiful and inviting. Its tall walls are those of a fabled city. I can almost hear the tinkle of endless wealth in banks, the honks of automobiles, the fanfare of a great constructive trade life. At night all its myriad lights seem to wink at me and exclaim, Why so incompetent? Why so idle, so poor? Why live in such a wretched neighborhood? Why not cross over and join the great gay throng, make a successful way for yourself? Why sit aside from this great game of materiality and pretend to ignore it or to feel superior?

And as I sit and think, so it seems to me. But, alas, I havent the least faculty for making money, not the least. Plainly beyond are all these wonderful things which are being done and made by men with that kind of ability which I appear to lack. I have no material, constructive sense. I can only think and write, in a way. I see these vast institutions (there are great warehouses on this side, too) filled to overflowing apparently with the financially interested and capable, but II have not the least idea how to do anything likewise. Yet I am not lazy. I toil over my stories or bounce out of bed and hurry to my work of a morning. But I have never earned more than thirty-five dollars a week in my whole life. No, I am not brilliant financially.

But the thing that troubles me most is the constant palaver going on in the papers and everywhere concerning right, truth, duty, justice, mercy and the like, things which I do not find expressed very clearly in my own motives nor in the motives of those immediately about me; and also the apparently earnest belief on the part of ever so many editors, authors, social reformers, et cetera, that every person, however weak or dull-appearing externally, contains within himself the seed or the mechanism for producing endless energy and ability, providing he can only be made to realize that he has it. In other words we are all Napoleons, only we dont know it. We are lazy Napoleons, idle Hannibals, wasteful and indifferent John D. Rockefellers, Turn the pages of any magazineare there not advertisements of and treatises on How To Be Successful, with the authors thereof offering to impart their knowledge of how so to be for a comparative song?

Well, I am not one who can believe that. In my very humble estimation people are not so. They are, in the main, as I see it weak and limited, exceedingly so, like Vaclav Melka or Mrs. Wscrinkuus, and to fill their humble brains with notions of an impossible supremacy, if it could be done, would be to send them forth to breast the ocean in a cockleshell. And, yet, here on my table, borrowed from the local library for purposes of idle or critical examination, is a silly book entitled Take It! It meaning the world!; and another Its Yours!the It in this case meaning that same great world! All you have to do is to decide so to doand to try! Am I a fool to smile at this very stout doctrine, to doubt whether you can get more than four quarts out of any four-quart measure, if so much?

But to return to this same matter of right, truth, justice, mercy, so freely advertised in these days and so clearly defined, apparently, in every ones mind as open paths by which they may proceed. In the main, it seems to me that people are not concerned about right, or truth, or justice, or mercy, or duty, as abstract principles or working rules, nor do I believe that the average man knows clearly or even semi-clearly what is meant by the words. His only relation to them, so far as I can see, is that he finds them used in a certain reckless, thoughtless way to represent some method of adjustment by which he would like to think he is protected from assault or saved from misery, and so uses them himself. His concern for them as related to the other individual is that the other individual should not infringe on him, and I am now speaking of the common unsuccessful mass as well as of the successful.

Mrs. Wscrinkuus, poor woman, is stingy and slightly suspicious, although she goes to church Sundays and believes that Christs Sermon on the Mount is the living truth. She does not want any one to be mean to her; she does not do anything mean to other people, largely because she has no particular taste or capacity in that direction. Supposing I should advise her to Take It! assure her that It was hers by right of capability! What would become of right, truth, justice, mercy in that case?

Or, once more, let us take Jacob Feilchenfeld and John Spitovesky, who care for no man beyond their trade and whose attitude toward right, truth, mercy, justice is as above. Suppose I should tell them to take It, or assure them that It was theirs? Of what import would the message be? Vaclav Melka does favors only in return for favors. He does not like priests because they are always taking up collections. If you told him to take It he would proceed to take something away from the very good priests first of all. Everywhere I find the common man imbued with this feeling for self-protection and self-advancement. Truth is something that must be told to him; justice is what he deservesalthough if it costs him nothing he will gladly see it extended to the other fellow.

But do not think for one moment because I say this that I think myself better or more deserving or wiser than any of these. As I said before, I do not understand life, although I like it; I may even say that I like this sharp, grasping scheme of things, and find that it works well. Plainly it produces all the fine spectacles I see. If it had not been for a certain hard, seeking ambition in Mr. Woolworth to get up and be superior to his fellows, where would his splendid tower have come from? It is only because I cannot understand why people cling so fatuitously to the idea that there is some fixed idyllic scheme or moral order handed down from on high, which is tender and charitable, punishes so-called evil and always rewards so-called good, that I write this. If it punishes evil, it is not all of the evil that I see. If it rewards good, then much of the good that I admire goes wholly unrewarded, on this earth at least.

But to return. The Catholics believe that Christ died on the Cross for them, and that unless the Buddhists, Shintoists, Mohammedans, et cetera, reform or find Christ they will be lost. Three hundred million Mohammedans believe quite otherwise. Two hundred and fifty million Buddhists believe something else. The Christian Scientists and Hicksites believe still differently. Then there are historians who doubt the authenticity of Christ (Gibbon; Vol. I, Chapters 15, 16). Where is a moral order which puts a false interpretation on history as in the case of sectarian literature (lists furnished on application), or allows fetiches to flourish like the grass of the new year?

I will admit that in cases such as lying, stealing and the like there is always a so-called moral thing to do or say when these so-called moral principles or beatitudes are inveighed against. You have ridden on a street-car; pay your fare. You have received five dollars from a given man; return it. You have had endless favors from a given individual; do not malign him. Such are the obvious and commonplace things with which these great words are concerned; and in these prima facie cases these so-called principles work well enough.

But take a case where temperament or body-needs or appetites fly in the face of man-made order, where a great spirit-thirst stands out against a life-made conviction. Here is a man-made law, and here is dire necessity. On which side is Right? On which side God?

A girl falls in love with a boy to whom the father takes an instant dislike. The father is not better than the lover, just different The girl and boy are aflame (no chemical law of their invention, mind you), and when the father opposes them they wed secretly. Result, rage. A weak temperament on the part of the father (no invention of his own) causes him to drink. On sight, in liquor, he kills the youth. The law says he must be hung unless justified. A lie on the part of the girl defaming the lover-husband will save the father. On which side now do right, truth, justice, mercy stand?

A man has a great trade idea. He sees where by combining fourteen companies he can reduce cost of manufacture and sell a very necessary product to the public at a reduced rate, the while he makes himself rich. In the matter of principle and procedure (right, truth, justice, etc.), since his competitors will not sell out, he is confronted by the following propositions: (a) forming a joint stock company and permitting them all to share in the profits; (b) giving them the idea, asking nothing, and allowing them to form a company of their own, so helping humanity; (c) making a secret combination with four or five and underselling the others and so compel them to sell or quit; (d) doing nothing, letting time and chance work and the public wait. Now it so happens that the second and fourth are the only things that can be done without opposition. He is a man of brains and ideals. What are his rights, duties, privileges? Where do justice, mercy, truth, fit in here, and how?

A mans son has committed a crime. The man realizes that owing to deficiencies of his own he has never been able to give the boy a right training or a fair chance. The law demands that he give up his son, even though he loves him dearly and feels himself responsible. Where do right, justice, mercy work here, and can they be made harmonious and consonant?

These are but three of fifty instances out of the current papers which I daily read. I have cited them to show how topsy-turvy the world seems to me, how impossible of a fixed explanation or rule. Scarcely any two individuals but will be at variance on these propositions. Yet the religionists, the moralists, the editorial writers preach a faith and an obvious line of duty which they label grandiosely right or true, just or merciful. My observation and experience lead me to believe that there is scarcely a so-called same, right, merciful, true, just, solution to anything. I know that many will cry in answer Look at all this great world! Look at all the interesting things made, the beautiful things, the pleasures provided. Are not these the intelligent directive product of a superior governing being, who is kind and merciful into the bargain and who has our interests at heart? Can you doubt, when you observe the exact laws that govern in mathematics, chemistry, physics, that there is an intelligent, kindly ruling power, truthful, merciful, etc? My answer is: I can and do, for these things can be used as readily against right, truth, justice, mercy, as we understand those things, as they can for or with them. If you dont believe this, and are anti-German or anti-Japanese, or anti-anything else, see how those or any other so-called inimical powers can use all these magnificent forces or arts in its behalf and against the powers of light and worth such as you understand and approve of. And when justice and mercy are tacked on as attributes of this intelligence there is no possible appeal to human reason.

But only look, some one is sure to cry, at some of the beautiful, wonderful, helpful things which Divine Providence, or Life, or Force, or Energy has provided now and here for man! Railroads; telegraphy; the telephone; theaters; gas; electricity; clothing of all sorts; newspapers; books; hotels; stores; fire departments; hospitals; plumbing; the pleasures of love and sex; music. An admirable list, truly, and all provided by one struggling genius or another or by the slow, cataclysmic processes of nature: fires, deaths and painful births. Aside from the fact that all of these things can be and are used for evil as well as good purposes (trust oppression, enemy wars and the like), still it might as well be supplemented by such things as jails, detectives, penitentiaries, courts of lawgood or evil things, as you choose to look at them. All of these things are good in the hands of good people, evil in the hands of the evil, and nature seems not to care which group uses them. A hospital will aid a scoundrel as readily as a good man, and vice versa.

Common dust swept into our atmosphere makes our beautiful sunsets and blue sky. Sidereal space, as we know it, is said to be one welter of strangely flowing streams of rock and dust, a wretched mass made attractive only by some vast compulsory coalition into a star. Stars clash and blaze, and the whole great complicated system seems one erosive, chaffering, bickering effort, with here and there a tendency to stillness and petrifaction. This world as we know it, the human race and the accompanying welter of animals and insects, do they not, aside from momentary phases of delight and beauty, often strike you as dull, aimless, cruel, useless? Are not the processes by which they are produced or those by which they live (the Chicago slaughter-houses, for instance), stark, relentless, brutal, shameful even?life living on life, the preying of one on another, the compulsory aging of all, the hungers, thirsts, destroying losses and pains. . . .

But I was talking of Jersey City and my difficulty in adjusting myself to the life about me, thinking as I do. Yet such facts as I can gather only confound me the more. Take the daily papers which I have been reading to beguile my loneliness, and note that:

Two old people who lived near me. after working hard for years to supply themselves with a competence, were ruined by the failure of a bank and were therefore forced to seek work. Not finding it, they were compelled to make a choice between subsisting on charity and dying. Desiring to be as agreeable to the world as possible and not to be a burden to it, they chose death by gas, locking the doors of their bare little home, stuffing paper and clothing into chinks and under doors and windows, and turning on the gas, seated side-by-side and hand-in-hand. Naturally the end came quickly enough, for Divine Mind has no objection to ordinary illuminating gas killing any one. It did not inform any one of their predicament. Impartial gas choked them as quickly as it would have lighted the room, and yet at the same time, according to the same papers, in this very same world

The sixteen-year-old son of a multi-millionaire real estate holder was left over fifty million dollars by his fond father, who did not know what else to do with it, the same son having not as yet exhibited any capacity for handling the money wisely or having done anything to deserve it save be the son of the aforesaid father.

A somewhat bored group of Newport millionairesses give a dinner for the pet dogs of their equally wealthy friends, one particular dog or doggess being host or hostess.

A Staten Island brewer worth twenty millions died of heart failure, induced by undue joy over the fact that he had been elected snare drummer of a shriners lodge, after spending thousands upon thousands in organizing a band of his own and developing sufficient influence to cause a shriners organization to tolerate him.

A millionaire politician and horse-racer erected a fifteen-thousand-dollar monument to a horse.

An uneducated darkey, trying to make his way North, climbed upon the carriage trucks of a Pullman attached to a fast express and was swept North into a blizzard, where he was finally found dving of exhaustion, and did diearms and legs frozena victim of an effort to better his condition.

Puzzle: locate Divine Mind, Light, Wisdom, Truth, Justice, Mercy in these items.

By these same papers, covering several months or more, I saw where:

Several people died waiting in line on bundle day for bundles of cast-off clothing given by those who could not use the clothes any longernot such people as you and I, perhaps, but those who were sick, or old, or weak.

Mr. Ford, manufacturer of automobiles, was convinced that he could reform any criminal or bad character by giving him or her plenty of work to do at good wages and with the prospect of advancement; also that he was earning too much and wished to divide with his fellow man.

August Belmont and J. P. Morgan, Jr., noting this item, concluded that they could not do anything for any one, intellectually, financially or otherwise.

An attendant in an Odd Fellows Home, having tired of some old patients, chloroformed them alla purely pagan event and not possible in an enlightened age and a Christian country.

A priest, having murdered a girl and confessed to it, no way was found to electrocute him because of his cloth. Men whose services and aid he contemned insisted that he must be proved insane and not be electrocuted, though he did not agree with them.

A young soldier and his bride, but one day married, walk out to buy furniture for their new home; a street fight in which three toughs assail each other with pistols breaks out and before they can take to cover a stray bullet instantly kills the soldier-husband. Subsequently the bride becomes morbid and goes insane.

In nearly all the countries of the late great war a day of prayer for Divine intervention was indulged in, but prayer having been made and not answered the combatants proceeded to make more and worse warDivine prohibition of combat, according to the Christian dogma, being no bar nor of any avail.

A well-known Western financier and promoter of strong religious and moralistic leanings, having projected and built a well-known railroad and made it immensely prosperous by reducing the rates to the people of his region was thereupon set upon by other financiers who wished to seoure his property for little or nothing, and being attacked by false charges brought by a suborned stockholder and his road thrown into the hands of a receiver by a compliant judge, was so injured financially thereby as never to be able to recover his property. And those who attacked him justified themselves on the ground that he was a rate-cutter and so a disturbing elementa disturber of the peace and profits of other railroads adjacent and elsewhere. His dying statement (years later) was that American history would yet justify him and that God governed for good, if one could wait long enough!

One man was given one year for a cold, brutal manslaughter in New York, whereas a whole family of colored people in the South was strung up and riddled with bullets for so little as that one of them fought with a deputy sheriff; while a woman who had shot another woman through a window because of jealousy (aroused by her husbands assumed attentions to said woman) was acquitted and then went on the stage, the general sentiment being that one could not electrocute a woman.

The principal charities aid society of New York had spent and was spending one hundred and fifty thousand dollars per year on running expenses, and something over ninety thousand dollars in actual relief work, though it was explained that the hundred and fifty thousand brought about much reference of worthy cases to other agencies and private charities, a thing which could not otherwise have been done.

It is immoral, un-Christian and illegitimate to have a child without a husband, yet when six hundred thousand men are withdrawn from England to fight the Germans and twenty thousand virgins become war-brides it is proposed to legalize the children on the ground that it is nevertheless moral to preserve the nation from extinction.

A doctor may advise against child-birth when that experience would endanger a woman or threaten her permanent disability, but if he gives information or furnishes contraceptal means which would prevent the trying situation he is guilty of a misdemeanor, subject to fine and the ruin of his career.

The president of one of the largest street railway corporations in the world finds it wrong to fail to rise and give your seat to a woman, but right to run so few cars as to make available seats for only one-third of the traffic; wrong not to take extreme precaution in stepping off or on a car or crossing the tracks, but right to leave the cars without heat, the windows and floors dirty and the doors broken, making anger, delay and haste contribute to inattention and unfairness; wrong to read a newspaper wide open, to cross your legs or protrude your feet too far, thereby inconveniencing your fellow-passenger, but right to mulct the city, composed of these same passengers, of millions via stolen franchises, watered stock, avoided taxes, the refusal of transfers at principal intersections, to say nothing of the prevention of fair competition via the jitney bus and other means which would relieve traffic pressure, and all with no excuse save that the corporation desires the money; and a tame public endures it with a little ineffectual murmuring.

A man has been found in a Western penitentiary who had been there for twenty years and who had been sent there because of erroneous circumstantial evidence, the real offender having confessed on his death-bed.

A certain landlord in New York compelled a certain family to move, because, not they, but some of their visitors, wore shabby, hence undesirable, clothes, thus lowering the social and material tone of the apartment house in question and causing their distant but still watchful fellow-tenants much distress of mind in being compelled to live in such an atmosphere. This was a Riverside Drive apartment.

But need I cite more, really?

It is because of these things that I sit in my hall-bedroom, a great panorama of beauty spread out before me, and in attempting to write of this thing, life, find myself confused. I do not know how to work right, truth, justice, mercy, etc., into these things, nor am I sure that life would be as fascinating without them, as driving or forceful. The scenes that I look upon here and everywhere are beautiful enough, sun, moon and stars swinging in their courses, seemingly mathematically and with great art or charm. I am wiling to assume that their courses are calculated and intelligent, but no more and no further. And the river at this moment is begemmed with thousands of lightsa truly artistic and poetic spectacle and one not to be gainsaid. By day it is gray, or blue, or green, wondrous shades by turns; by night a jewel world. Gulls wheel over it; tugs strain cheerily to and fro, emitting gorgeous plumes of smoke. Snows, rains, warmths, colds come in endless variety, the endless fillip which gives force and color to our days.

Still I am confused. For, on the one hand, here is Vaclav Melka, who does not care much for this alleged charm; nor John Spitovesky; nor Jacob Feilchenfeld; nor many, many others like them. On the other hand, myself and many others like me, sitting and meditating on it, are so spellbound that we have scarcely any thought wherewith to earn a living. Life seems to prove but one thing to me, and that is that the various statements concerning right, truth, justice, mercy are palaver merely, an earnest and necessitous attempt, perhaps, at balance and equation where all things are so very much unbalanced, paradoxical and contradictorythe small-change names for a thing or things of which we have not yet caught the meaning. History teaches me little save that nothing is really dependable or assured, but all inexplicable and all shot through with a great desire on the part of many to do or say something by which they may escape the unutterable confusion of time and the feebleness of earthly memory. Current action, it appears, demonstrates much the same thing. Kings and emperors have risen and gone. Generals and captains have warred and departed. Philosophers have dreamed, poets have written; and I, mussing around among religions, philosophies, fictions and facts can find nothing wherewith to solve my vaulting egoism, no light, and no way to be anything more than the humblest servitor.

Among so much that is tempestuous and glittering I merely occasionally scrub and make bright my room. I look out at the river flowing by now, after hundreds of millions of years of loneliness where there was nothing but silence and waste (past so much now that is vivid, colorful, human), and say to myself: Well, where there is so much order and love of order in every one and everywhere there must be some great elemental spirit holding for order of sorts, at any rate. Stars do not swing in given orbits for nothing surely, or at least I might have faith to that extent. But when I step out and encounter, as I daily do, lust and greed, plotting and trapping, and envy and all uncharitableness, including murderall severely condemned by the social code, the Bible and a thousand wise saws and lawsand also see, as I daily do, vast schemes of chicane grinding the faces of the poor, and wars brutally involving the death of millions whose lives are precious to them because of the love of power on the part of some one or many, I am not so sure. Illusions hold too many; lust and greed, vast and bleary-eyed, dominate too many more. Ignorance, vast and almost unconquerable, hugs and licks its chains in reverence. Brute strength sits empurpled and laughs a throaty laugh.

Yet here is the great riverthat is beautiful; and Mr. Woolworths tower, a strange attempt on the part of man to seem more than he is; and a thousand other evidences of hopes and dreams, all too frail perhaps against the endless drag toward nothingness, but still lovely and comforting. And yet here also is Vaclav Melka, who wants to be a bath-rubber again! John Spitovesky, who doesnt care; Jacob Feilchenfeld, who never heard; and millions of others like them, and II think and grow confused, and earn nineteen-twenty a week or lessnever more, apparently.

Come to think of it, is it not a wonder, holding such impossible views as I do, that I earn anything at all?


CHANGE

IF I were to preach any doctrine to the world it would be love of change, or at least lack of fear of it. From the Bible I would quote: The older order changeth, giving place to the new, and from Nietzsche: Learn to revalue your values. The most inartistic and discouraging phase of the visible scene, in so far as it relates to humanity, is its tendency to stratification, stagnation and rigidity. Yet from somewhere, fortunately, out of the demiurge there blows ever and anon a new breath, quite as though humanity were an instrument through which a force were calling for freshness and change. The old or unyielding die or crumble; the unwitting young arise to take their places. By this same thing which brings man into being is he ended before he becomes inelastic and unpliable. Indeed, Nature constantly replaces her handiwork, quite as in the case of the leaves on the trees, creating newer, greener, sappier things. This is just as true of religions, theories, arts and philosophies as it is of animals, races and individuals. Nothing is fixed. The most convincing and stable thing that you know may well bear inquiring scrutiny, even this law of change. Out of the well-springs of the deep what may not arise?

I often think how foolishly humanity opposes change at times and how steadily and uninterruptedly it flows in, altering the face of the world. With how many astounding changes has not life been visitedastounding only because life never seems to be prepared for the astounding. Our little earth minds, being only seventy years in duration and wise only by reason of the actual experience which can be crowded into that time, cannot but view as astounding those larger natural phenomena which in the endless duration of time come swiftly enough, however incalculably slow they may seem to us. For a thousand years in thy sight are as but yesterday, a million years but a day in geologic time. But to a being whose duration is only seventy years, whose thinking period about forty, how remote they seem, even impossible! If one could live a thousand years the value of change in connection with many things would appear swiftly enough, and the seemingly astounding would become the natural and even the commonplace.

If one but observes the phenomena of geology and of biology one may see how ready Nature is to quit one form of effort for another, once its uselessness has become apparent, to drop a difficult tendency in one direction and pursue an easier one in another. Indeed, the theory of the pragmatist is seemingly well-emphasized at times by the disappearance of some large and presumably successful species for reasons of difficulty in connection with its sustenance, and the steady rise of some minor creature whose wants are simple and not difficult to satisfy. And it is not necessarily through aeons and aeons of time that those changes are accomplished but almost instanter, as when behemoth ended and the great auk puffed out. Man says to himself today, I am the Lord of creation, but is he? A slight change in the chemistry of our atmosphere, so slight that it might be scarcely noticeable, a change in the odor of the air or the taste of the water, could soon end or debilitate him so as to make him of no import whatsoever. It might be unfavorable to man and favorable, let us say, to cats or spiders; then man, a sleepy stumbling creature, would be devoured by his hungry, pagan house pet and the theory of his domination disposed of. Remote? So was the rise of Christianity. If you do not believe this read history, or note what tragedies a slight trace of sewer gas can produce in your own household, how smoke ends a corps of firemen, how water, too much heat, too much cold, may destroy us all. And what star so humble that if it came near enough could not effect one or another of these changes?

Deep below deep lie the mysteries, and theories flourish like weeds in a gardenor let us call them flowers, for at times they are so artistic. Arts spring out of the mysteries, but the arts themselves grow stale if left to themselves. The thing that the individual should remember is that he is a part of this vast restlessness, uncertainty and opportunism. Life will have none of anything forever, neither Egypt nor Greece nor Rome nor England nor America; it will not have anything of one type of god, nor a fixed code of morals, nor a fixed conclusion as to what is art, nor a method of living. We build up rules wherewith life is to be governed, and behold!some fine day the character of life itself changes and our rules are worthless.

Many of us now dream that there is such a thing as justice, but experience teaches us that it is an abstraction and that what we actually see is an occasional compromise struck in an eternal battle. Many believe that there is such a thing as truth, but, if there is, it is not within the consciousness of man, for he has not the knowledge wherewith to discern it. There is too much that he does not know to permit him to say what is truth. Likewise, virtue and honesty go by the boards as names merely, a system of weights and measures, balances struck between man and man. They are symbols of something which man would like to believe true and permanent. They represent a balance he would like to strike between extremes on either hand, but they are only important to him in his state here. Beyond him lie the deeps which may know them not. All we can know is that we cannot know.

Therefore, what I would most earnestly advocate, if it were of any importance so to do, would be love of change, for by change have come all the spectacles, all the charms and all the creature comforts of which our consciousness is aware. Life appears to be innately artistic in all that it attempts, so that we need not trouble ourselves about that; we can scarcely escape it. If there is a seeming love of order, of stratification, of fixity, in connection with many things, an equally unending force appears to be bent on change and variation, so that that something within us which tends to rigid duty and stratification spells suffering or disappointment for us in so far as we are unable to counteract it. The caution, sprung from somewhere, to keep an open mind is well-grounded in Natures tendency to change. Not to cling too pathetically to a religion or a system of government or a theory of morals or a method of living, but to be ready to abandon at a moments notice is the apparent teaching of the agesto be able to step out free and willing to accept new and radically different conditions. This apparently is the ideal state for the human mind. Not that anything so much more perfect is in store (I, for one, do not believe that), but that a different thing is at hand, always, outside your door, around the corner, beyond the limits of the vision of even the philosopher and the thinker. To be always ready, if such a thing were possible, to meet the new and to know that it will be as valuable as the oldthat is the great thing. But what vain advice! for the experiences, the capacities, the tendencies of man are not in his keeping. There is something controlling, of which we are a part and not a part; there is a mystery to which we belong yet which will not show to us its face. Only its impulses burst upon us from day to day and from century to century, making us weep from fear or regret, or faint with terror, or thrill wild with joy. Out of the deeps they comethe realms we do not know. What is Master? Who? What is He or It like? Only by the artistry and the terror and the peace and the change through which it works can we guess, and all names and fames and blames by which we qualify it are as nothing, save that they brighten the face of its one outstanding tendency, which we must accept whether we will or notchange.


SOME ASPECTS OF OUR NATIONAL CHARACTER

OUR most outstanding phases, of course, are youth, optimism and illusion. These run through everything we do, affect our judgments and passions, our theories of life. As children we should all have had our fill of these, and yet even at this late date and after the late war, which should have taught us much, it is difficult for any of us to overcome them. Still, no one can refuse to admire the youth and optimism of America, however much they may resent its illusion. There is always something so nave about its method of procedure, so human and tolerant at times; so loutish, stubborn and ignorantly insistent at others, as when carpetbag government was forced on the South after the Civil War and Jefferson Davis detained in prison for years after the war was over.

Great men and great events, so I was told in my youth, went to the making of us. The dreams of justly dissatisfied and downtrodden souls elsewhere, so our histories read, impelled them to seek in a new land freedom from the tyrannies which had oppressed them abroad. Once here, they were prepared to fight and die in order that the vision which had led them forth might not end as an airy insubstantial nothing. For us (fatalistically, at any rate, if not really) Columbus sailed from Palos over the uncharted deep; Magellen rounded the Cape of Good Hope; and Vasco da Gama, Cape Horn; Balboa discovered the Pacific, Hendrick Hudson the Hudson; De Soto and Marquette the Mississippi. For us, especially (although before that, great sociologic, economic and moral dreamers had been at work), Locke, Paine, Von Humboldt, Voltaire, Fourier, de Tocqueville, Rousseau thought and dreamed.

In our new land, fresh upon an unbroken soil, giant spirits swiftly arose to testify to the significance of these dreamsWashington, Jefferson, Franklin, Adams, Hamilton, intellectual and social enthusiasts allwho saw a vision, or seemed to, and dreamed tremendous dreams of the wonders to come to our nation and race, and because of it and through it to the world at large. We, more than any other nation, because ours was the youth and the strength, were to lift and maintain aloft the banner of intellectual and spiritual freedom. We were to do tremendous things, not for the human pocketbook but the human mind and soul. Our children and our childrens children were to be free, progressive, fearless, mentally and spiritually alert, entirely loosened from the trammels and chains of superstition and the degradation of poverty and want.

Well, it is quite true that we have done some things: fought wars for our rights; freed the slaves (which, however, England did in her territories before we did and without bloodshed); liberated Cuba (to no exploitation since?); struggled with the Philippine and Mexican problems (to no final solution however); and then helped to crush the Kaiser without seeking gain for ourselves. However, it is also quite true that at no time in our history has this ideal been quite realized, even though in the hearts of a modest percentage of the population, as can be most safely asserted, this has been a dominant and moving ideal. Perhaps its realization is not within the possibilities of life. We are all slaves essentially, and there have as yet been no measures devised whereby strong and weak people will not be generated at one and the same time side by side. But it is useless to say to the average American that democracy is a dream and can never be realized. He will never believe it. Wars come and go. Strong men arise and plot and conquer and disappear. Weak men fail, and the poor are as much put upon here as anywhere and ignored and laughed at; but in spite of all these facts which endure in the face of every dreamof love, heaven, perfect happiness as well as perfect libertythe American goes on dreaming his sweet dream, and will. Perhaps he already has all the democracy there will ever be, because he believes that he has it.

Millions of Americans born on this soil or arriving here from other lands believe thus. With them it was and perhaps still is a glowing and enlivening thought that whether they were or not they were supposed to be free. Their children and their childrens children somehow are to be heirs to a magnificent and comforting land, one over which a wise and generous form of government, the fruit of the dreams and genius of their forefathers, their generosity and social aspiration, is to rule and ensure all the blessings for which they had hoped and fought.

Well and good. The thing has substance enough even now in the face of some setbacks and because of virgin soil and boundless untouched opportunities, unharassed by war or slavery, which offer to physical labor as well as to the imagination of those who come or who went before us, great opportunity. Their success hitherto has been written into our songs, our books, the public messages of our statesmen and patriots. Even to this day, many who lack even a shadow of the substance of these dreams are still dreaming, if not in their reality at least in their possibility and eventuality here. I in my youth was one of these. I saw in America what many others around me seemed to see: i. e., many if not all of the things for which our forefathers fought and bled: generous, protective and encouraging laws in all walks of life; an amazingly free and unterrified press; a warm, sympathetic and encouraging educational system reaching down to the poorest and humblest child and helping it to rise and better its station; a real political referendum or ballot system by which all projected laws and movements for the betterment and control of the impulses and tendencies of the people were formulated and with their consent;and these seemed real enough.

Well?

Well, I still think we have a modicum of these things. The pressure of the strong upon the weak is as yet not too grinding perhaps, and let us hope may never be, although it is daily becoming sharper. The poor are being put upon while being loudly told that they are notfed on air and kind words, as it were. The powerful are learning that the poor, here as elsewhere, are either fools or, being poor, may not help themselves; a very dangerous state of mind to begin with, I think.

Yes, in recent years a certain change has come over the spirit of our original dreams. Our bright morning sky has been overcast with something that was by no means foreseen by the charming and gracious idealists who framed our Constitution and, better yet, our ideals. America, ungracious as it may seem on the part of one who has prospered well enough in it, is neither so free nor so liberal as many imagined it would be. Our press, our school system, our laws, our political methodsdo these today answer to the incisive aspiration which was characteristic, or at least was supposed to be characteristic, of the spirit of those who generated the American Republic?

Let us see.

The fact is that what is supposed to be and what is true of American history are two very different things. Because as a people we have instinctively craved some things and have written it into a Constitution that man is inalienably entitled to them, it does not follow that we have them; although most Americans, I am inclined to fear, think so. If I read American history aright, the men who drew up the Declaration of Independence and framed our Constitution were men who, like ourselves today, were in the grip of an ideal which had very little to do with their own condition or the actual working necessities and conditions of life as seen about them. Far from being democratic at that time America was quite the reverse, a most stratified and nobility-aping nation with feudal servants and thralls at the bottom and landed and all but titled proprietors at the top (History of the Great American Fortunes, Myers). But those same leaders and many followers appear to have been in the grip of a time-spirit or movement which had its roots as far back in time as the thirteenth century, when Europe seemed to give new birth or breath to the pagan spirit and to revolt at the mummery and flummery of kings and the gorgeous paraphernalia of a religious idea run completely to seed. Hess and Bruno were but the foresteppers of Luther. Bacon, Locke, Voltaire, de Tocqueville, Rousseau and Paine, had much to do with the spirit of our American Constitution. Indeed, it is a question whether the latter six, and especially Rousseau with his Social Contract, his dream of a new social arrangement in which the State should do so much more than it had ever before attempted to do for its constituent units, are not the makers of the Declaration of Independence. Yet nothing that Paine, Voltaire, Locke or Rousseau dreamed or believed concerning the essential capacity of man to govern himself is absolutely true. What is true is that autocracy or single-headed government without genius and a love of humanity is closely allied, or very likely to be, to tyranny; whereas democracy or multiple-headed rotation in control is likely to prove even more dangerous where it is merely dull. It has not even the advantage of being spectacular and interesting. Whether the individual, thus protected against tyranny, is likely to prove a greater and more useful engine or mechanism for the development of more and better thought, more beautiful dreams and ideals than the world ever had before, remains to be seen. Dominant America, now in the saddle of the world, has an opportunity to prove this.

But does history provide a single analogy? Scarcely. The older nations were not built so much for the individual, that he might have life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness guaranteed him, as for the perpetuation and glory of the State itself, or the King thereof. This was true of Athens and Sparta as well as the Roman Republic, and more recently of Germany. It is very doubtful whether the modern republic is made any more for the humble, single individual than the old-time kingdom. Is not the modern trust-magnate or money-baron who taxes and drives him by his wage arrangements and food extortion as much of a King, or at least a medieval baron, as any such that ever lived? Take Rockefeller, for example. How different is he, or others like himMorgan, for instanceto the Dons who in combination ruled Spain, laughing at its King, or the money-lords who direct the policy of England today, as did their equivalents in Russia and Germany before the late war?

The truth is that it is given to few, if any, individuals of a nation to understand it. By some it is assumed that the individual must rule. By others the mass. Neither is true. The mass at times must be pitted against the individual, and vice versa. But neither must disappear entirely. That would spell death or slumber. It is also a question whether any nation at any time ever collectively understands itself. Do not some portions of its units always misunderstand other portions? Take our part in the late great war. Sentimentally, a fair portion of Americas integral units assumed that we entered the war to free humanity from slavery and to make the world safe for democracy, a very large order; but, to quote one of President Wilsons later utterances, it was for a somewhat different purpose, namely, the destruction of every arbitrary power anywhere that can separately and secretly and of single choice disturb the peace of the world. Well, that is not exactly the same as making it safe for democracybut still. The truth probably is that the nation, propelled by its instinct for self-preservation, entered the war to make America safe. It is not at all unlikely that sooner or later we should have gone to war with Germany had there been no European war. Germany was known to regard with avid eye many phases of this Western hemisphere, its resources, institutions, pretensions; so America very practically, however sentimental the reasons given may be, engaged herself on the side of four or five powers of the first rank (some long friendly, others not uniformly so) to protect her future interests.

From a practical point of view there were, and of course were sure to be, many who disagreed with the somewhat sentimental interpretation of all this. More than one person of authority at the time privately ventured the opinion that in giving so much to aid Europe something should have been done to secure for America its future integrity in the Western hemisphere. In so far as Mexico, Canada, the West Indies and the Pacific are concerned, wrote one authority, should not everything be done to further our interests there? Canada, one would say, thinking of a nation that should be looking reasonably well after its own welfare, should be made at least sovereignthat is, independent of Great Britainand compelled to enter into commercial and definite offensive and defensive alliances with us; the forts along our borders dismantled and all plans to oppose us at any future time set aside. Again, all of the West Indies, so it was argued, now controlled by European powers, should have been exacted or made independent under our protection so as not to fall into the hands of our enemies in the future. Should not, asked some, a halt have been called to European aggression in China, the open door insisted upon? ... The seas should have been made absolutely neutralpoliced by America, along with others. A great, even dominant, merchant marine should have been built up. Why the expenditure of endless blood and treasure, with no definite strength added to the point of viewwhich the United States representsthe right of her ideas as well as those of other people to prosper and grow strong?

But witness what was actually done, where our chief interests lay: Belgium, a country that had never been a completely sovereign State with rights which were inalienable, but a State which was the product of the fears of Europe, commanding our sympathies as though it had been individual and free throughout history. It was torn from Holland by England and France only as recently as 1830. England and France chose its reigning housethe English Queens uncle, who was speedily married to the daughter of the King of France. Yet with Ireland, India, Egypt, the Philippines, the Boer Republic and other violated lands and nationalities before us, the woes of this one country developed our greatest interest. Japan guaranteed the neutrality of Korea, but annexed it with the consent of the powers. England, before our very eyes, suppressed attempts at self-determination by smaller nations of their rights in Egypt, Ireland, India, the Boer Republic. Yet we thought nothing, or at least did nothing. Yet the Balkans, for some peculiar reason not easily to be explained, aroused another sentimental emotion in us. Although one would have said the interest of America in the question of what should become of Russia, Turkey and the Balkans was not direct, and from an old-time practical and political point of view never could be, yet America interfered there as elsewhere, laying down, or attempting to, a rule for the future organization of Europe (self-determination of nations!), and that without any referendum to the American voter, any definite constitutional inquiry as to what he thought of all this.

Yet the neglect of the latter, most important in a self-determining democracy or republic, one would suppose, was passed over as nothing, while it was assumed or preached by those in the lead, and in the face of much repressed grumbling, that we were engaged unquestionably with those who were nearest to and best for us intellectually, spiritually and in every other way, nations which would seek, or had invariably sought our welfare in the past. But history, of course, demonstrated that this was not true and that such alliances were only momentarily beneficial, if at all, and later were broken without so much as a by-your-leave or a farewell. But did this serve to alter the state of public feeling or illusion? By no means. In so far as England was concerned it appeared to strengthen it, although this was the first time she had ever been on our side (1776, 1812, 1865, 1896); (18978, the Boer War). In all those instances we were anything but pro-British. So again with France in 1788 and 1815, when we practically declared war on her in favor of England, although she had reason to expect our sympathy and aid. Our attitude toward Italy has varied, as it has toward Russia: now friendly, now the reverse. Taking into consideration the brevity of all international alliances one would have supposed that it would have been the imperative duty of American statesmen to make sure that in the course of a temporary alliance with European powers the best interests of the American nation would not have been imperiled, but being powerful and optimistic we assumed that our interests were safe enough, or, if not, that we could make them so, and let it go at that. But supposing we had not been so powerful? Would God, Justice, Mercy, Truth, Progress and a number of other things invoked during the great argument, have been on our side? All failure, some one has said, is due to but two things: weakness and error. Suppose we had been weak? Or foolish?

A singular thing in connection with this same great war and the American people, their history, is the attitude of this nation toward the French, at this time and earlier. At the beginning of the war AmericaChristian Americawas decidedly opposed to the French, on moral and intellectual grounds, their literature, their art, their stage, their vile tendencies to naturalism in thought and deed. Even before this, at the beginning of our history, the original Colonists, although of various nationalitiesEnglish, French, Dutch, Swedish, Spanishwere finally consolidated under English rule and a fairly systematic warfare waged against the French and the Indians, whom both the French and the English were employing by turns in their contest for supremacy. Yet later, at the time of the dispute between the English and the American Colonies, which ended in the Revolutionary War, French sympathy, due to ancient antipathy to England as well as the intense opposition to autocratic oppression in France, drew the Americans and the French together in a bond of sympathy. The French sent various Generals and Admirals (Rochambeau, Lafayette, Count dEstaing, Count de Grasse) to help the Americans on land and sea. Yet in 17889, when France and Spain declared war on England, and especially later (after the French Revolution in 1789) when the French were struggling to maintain their democratic independence and England was seeking to put the Bourbon rulers back on the throne of France, do you believe that American sympathy was with the French? If you do, you dont know American history. Under the offensive and defensive agreement or treaty entered into between France and the Colonies in 1778, when the latter were struggling for their independence, it was confidently expected by the French that the Americans would help them against England, but nothing of the sort followed. When, in the belief that America must sympathize with France, democratic societies, after the French model, were organized throughout the States, and later Genet, the French Minister to America, attempted to fit our privateers on American soil and to establish admiralty ports for the condemnation of prizes, there was great opposition to this. Only read the history of that period (Burgess: The Middle Period; Babcock: American Nationality; Hart: American History Told by Contemporaries). America, according to this new attitude, was now to look out for itself, and in consonance with this in 1793 Washington issued his famous Neutrality Proclamation, leaving France to take care of herself. After the issuance of the Proclamation, Genet, still believing that American sympathy must be with France, appealed to the people and openly defied the Government. His recall followed, of course.

Then followed a very curious state of affairs. The French Revolutionists, angered by the official attitude of America, fell to attacking American shipping, looking upon it as a hostile power aiding England. American commissionaires, sent to adjust our relations with France, were ignored and representatives of the Revolutionists (or so it was claimed), using the initials X Y Z, demanded tribute and a bribe. Hence the famous comment of William Pinckney, the American lawyer and statesman, who said Millions for defense, but not one cent for tribute. And that against our late ally, France!

President Adams laid the correspondence before Congress, and the whole country was aroused. War with France was thought to be inevitable and (1798) Washington was reappointed Commander-in-Chief of the Army. Owing to the activity of French sympathizers in America and rabid criticisms in the newspapers of the Governments stand in this matter, the Federalists, who were then in power and who had no sympathy for France, secured the passage (1798) of the famous Alien and Sedition Laws. These laws gave the Government power to banish foreigners (meaning the French) from the country and to suppress obnoxious newspapers. Actual warfare with France went on upon the sea! But these laws, being against the then fundamental ideas of Americans in regard to free speech and the right of asylum to immigrants, were regarded by enough of the people as proving all the charges of tyranny urged against the Federalists, and at the next election (1800) they were defeated. In the meantime Virginia and Kentucky had resolved, owing to these same Alien and Sedition Laws, that a State might nullify a law of the United States. Congress, because of French attacks on our shipping, formulated the Spoliation Claims, and it was not until Napoleon (1800), as First Consul of France, agreed to abandon the French Claim that America was still bound by the treaty of 1778 to aid her that these latter were abandoned and peace reached. In other words, we refused France aid in her most trying hour. Yet twelve years later, because of Englands continuous attacks upon our ships and seamen, trying to prevent our dealing with France in any way, we went to war with heronly she did not quit until the victory over Napoleon removed the cause of her alleged grievances. One hundred years later, as we have just seen (191419), although opposition to France on moral grounds had been steadily growing in America, still in the contest with Germany all the refused sympathy and gratitude of 1800 was revived and France became once more the object of our tenderest solicitude. So much for national moods and gratitudes.

Another curious phase of the late great war, as of all countries and wars perhaps, but one which illustrates the American temperament rather clearly, was the attitude of America to one and another phase of it, the psychologic floundering and back somersaults, as it were, concerning one problem and another. For one thing, as we all perhaps remember, the preliminary internal contest was for peace at any price practically, and any one who suggested mobilizing a large army for self-de-fense (if nothing more) was, if not a traitor, something of an undesirable citizen. Mr. Wilson, if you will recall, was elected the second time on the slogan He Kept Us Out of War; also before we entered the war we were told what a blessing it was in one way, commercially at least. Later, as Germany appeared to be winning and America was actually threatened, the whole world had to be made safe for democracy, an order so large that publicity was quietly refused it in all countries outside the United States. But that was the sweet milk fed to Americans. Later still, when it came to actually declaring war, although this is a republic and the people are supposed to have a voice in deciding that which they do, no willingness on the part of the authorities, executive or legislative, to refer the matter back to the people for a vote, was in evidence.

And once war was declared, the people were allowed or compelled to take out whatever opposition they might feel in private thought, not public or open opposition. It was openly admitted that a referendum might have prevented a declaration of war, yet afterwards public complaint was ruggedly suppressedby the courts and officials, if not by the whole people, astounding farces by way of law being perpetrated. Still later on, when it came to raising troops, money and supplies (controlling food), volunteer service in the first of these fields was swiftly abandoned, and conscription, with all which that implied in the way of force and putting down opposition to it, free speech as well as free action, was used. Public sentiment, as fostered by an administrative press bureau, to say nothing of much foreign propaganda, controlled or overawed the papers. Overawing sentences, such as forty years in the penitentiary, for circulating a pamphlet in opposition to the current will of the Government, were uniformly handed down in all parts of the nation by a judiciary whose independence, sanctity and what not were supposed to be the bulwark of American liberty. But at whose request? By what authority? The necessity of strict and impartial justice?

I am not quarreling with the process; I am showing the thin line of difference between autocracy and democracy where necessity or passing opinion favors one course of conduct or another. Later on, when suggestions in regard to food-saving were rather freely ignored, the suggestions became not only suggestions but restrictions and, to quote the food administrator, the restrictions will be voluntary, but any evasion will result in compulsory enforcement. Similarly in connection with bond-selling; the people were to lend and lend and lend because they loved their country, but (I am quoting a leading administrative organ) the period has arrived (October, 1918) to discontinue wooing and soft-soaping. God help the man who is found with filled pockets if the war goes on because of a financial failure here.

And it was not alone in such matters where some independence or at least latitude might have been presupposed, but it extended to a press censorship and an intolerance of opposing opinion which compared rather favorably to darkest days of Russian autocracy. Although America is always nave and free, its innumerable blessings of tolerance and the like prated of, still there was but one publicly endured opinion in relation to the conduct of the war, and that was prowar. Any other form of thought was rigidly put down, although in England and France one might say ones say with all but destructive freedom. One woman in New York was actually fined for saying that Ireland was as good as England any day! A booklet entitled Shall Morgan Own the Earth? and intended to show how the war was profiting some individuals, was first investigated by the Department of Justice and pronounced immune, then later the author was urged as a patriotic duty to change the title; still later, even under the milder title, it was refused the privilege of the mails by the Postoffice Department and the author warned that to circulate it would subject you to ten years in prison. You know it violates the Espionage Law.

And to what astounding fol-de-rol in regard to the conduct of all wars in the future, if not in the past, were we not treated! There were to be no more brutal wars of any kind anywhere. Ever! Oddly enough, the horrors of the Civil War, especially the part of the Northern soldiers in it, were entirely forgotten; also the water cure and Hell Roaring Jake Smith of the Philippine campaign were forgottenthose natives, for instance, who were stood up in rows and shot down one after another by an officer with a revolver or who had water poured down their throats and into their noses until they died of strangulation, because they could not, or did not choose to, reveal that which possibly they did not even know. Nations as well as individuals have short memories. Before we entered the war it really looked as though a great war must necessarily be fought with tooth-brushes, so great was the opposition to brutality. Later we were never to fight any more wars at all, or if we did it was all to be ended by one war. A little later one of our greatest agonies was that we could not visit on the enemy something much more terrible than they were visiting on usnational annihilation, no less. We could not live in peace with autocracyalthough, forsooth, we could live in peace with the Japanese, the Chinese, the Imperial Russian Government before it fell, England in India, England in Egyptanything and everything, indeed, save with a nation that did not fight as we did. Never again were the erring nations to be restored to their old place in the world. Between chortles over an immense trade increase, a finally united railway system, new and better methods of food control, intensive agriculture, lessons in self-denial and thought, still, and idiotic as it may seem, the war was an unmixed evil; the Germans were all wrong. The passage of a thousand years will not obliterate the memory of Germanys crime. She will get her good name back when Judas does. (I am quoting from the Cincinnati Enquirer of March, 1918.) And this in the face of the above-recited blessings pointed out in this very paper! What are you to say for such a ragbag point of view, a national intelligence that can blow hot and cold with the same breath?

Actually, it looked for a time as though America were suffering from pernicious mental anemia. Its whole original significance as a forward-pushing, clear-thinking nation appeared to have been clouded over, and, not unlike the bee and the coral insect which apparently serve only one or two purposes in lifethe one to gather honey and pollenize the flowers, the other to build a coral islandthat it had been invented by Nature to devise and manufacture machinery which it should never have the courage or brains to apply to the limits of their possibilities. It was as though the Germans and the English and the Japanese, seeing the peculiar gifts and mental limitations of the American, were to be permitted to use his gifts, quite as we use the stored labor of the bee or the coral insect, and leave him to go on moiling in his brainless mechanistic way. For the average American, who could so easily invent a flying machine, a submarine, a range-finder for guns, a revolving turret, a steel-protected battleship, a steamboat, and what not, was being urged to believe, at first, that he had no heart for their use and that he was too proud to fight or lacked the courage to face the horrible grinding necessities of life; later that he was the greatest fighter of all. Only, having proved that, he was still to believe that he was here only to save the world, never by any chance to further his own interests. His great inventions were to be put aside like toys or sold to others or reserved for moral purposes only.

For note, up to the hour of sheer tragic compulsion, everything was, and no doubt still is, to the average American, a matter of morality, and morality, take note, in the limited sense in which he understood and appreciated morals up to that time. You might invent a battleship wherewith to defend yourself and kill other people, but if you used it for any but a Christian or moral purpose, or the enemy who was non-Christian got it (and used it) it was terrible, shameful, a moral crime, not to be blotted out by a thousand years of expiation. To an American, a machine, however deadly in intention, or its method of slaying, was not to be used unless some distinctly moral end was to be achieved by it. And he was to judge as to the moral end involved. But, to his horror, he was finding and did find that the savage and the pagan could get hold of his machine gun or his flying machine, or submarine, or his battleship, or chemic invention of any kind, and turn it on him without any moral compunction whatsoeverand to his still further Christian horror it worked just as well for the savage or the pagan as it did for him. Nature, or God, did not prevent the submarine from discharging a torpedo at an unarmed merchantman any more than it aided the firing of one from a Christian submarine at a pagan battleship. In short, Nature seemed to be without Christianity or Christian morals, and this shocked the American terribly. He found that he had to lay aside, for the time being anyhow, his fine-spun theories and fight in any way that he could, and he proceeded to do so. Whereupon, he won. But to the American, nevertheless, and in spite of all this, Nature was and is still strictly moral. She has fixed, definite and Christian ways by which she works. Whenever the good American by any chance discovers that Nature is betraying him in any way, not working according to the code as handed down at Sinai, or the Mount in Palestine, he is horror-stricken! What! Nature not working according to the Ten Commandments? The weak do not inherit the earth? Thou shalt not kill not a universal law? Thou shalt not steal or commit adultery not chemic or psychic truth running through all nature? Who says so? Where is our God who told us these things? Why does he not act in our behalf? Why does he not confound the enemy in his blasphemies, destroy him, for flouting these fundamental religious truths?

But behold, God does not, or did not act until the Americans, bestirring themselves and laying aside their theorizing, proceeded to fight as do the heathen. Then and then only, with the moral and exegetic rust rubbed off and the good American, standing up vital and dangerous, did the tide turn. Up to that hour the tide was indifferently going against him. The heathen, noting his mood, had picked up the Americans subtle inventions where he laid them downfine, powerful, complete but immoral instrumentsand had used them for immoral purposes. And the machines and the schemes of the American, moral though he thought they were, worked just as well for the unmoral heathen as for himself. To his pathetic horror and utter Christian decay he found that if he was to succeed at all he must not only invent subtle and deadly things, but apply them in the same spirit in which he invented them or other people wouldhorrific Nature, working through other non-Christian nations quite as effectively as it worked through good Christian Americans. In other words, Nature was not Christian, not moral, in the sense that a race or an organized society working to protect its selfish internal arrangements and comforts may be, and no amount of energetic spouting on this score helped him in the least. Nature, or God, or what you will, showed that it cared no whit, not a snap of her or his fingers, what becomes of man or an American with his theories, religious or otherwise, unless he was able to protect himself. A man or a nation had to have wealth and power to survive, and if the Germans had had more power they would have survived, methods or means to the contrary notwithstanding. Ten thousand pagan shrines did not save Rome from the pacifist destruction which Christianity involved. Ten million Christian churches spouting peace and non-warlike ways could not and did not save America or any other country from a nation which put its faith in war and the ruthless forces of Nature herself. Only greater war on our part could do that, and did.

But let us consider some of Americas other equally potent and definite moods or opinions in regard to some other things: the negro for one. By the year 1700 slavery, which up to that time had been more or less a matter of individual preference or taste, there being no general Colonial agreement in regard to it, had become an economic institution in Colonial life. A legalized status of Indian, white and negro servants had preceded slavery in almost all, if not all, the English-maintained colonies; but apparently it paid to make them slaves, and they were so made in spite of the legal fact that they were not. Later the difference in the industries of the several States made slavery more desirable in some States than in others, and then the natural boundary lines of the slave territory began to develop. Georgia and South Carolina especially were clamoring for slave-labor on the tobacco, cotton and rice plantations; whereas in the North it was found to be an unsatisfactory system, and so there was early developed in those Colonies a sentiment against a negro population and the institution of slavery in general. It cannot be said that this was due entirely to the economic disadvantage of keeping slaves in the Norththere always existed some opposition to slavery in the minds of individualsbut would it have been effective if slave labor had been profitableas profitable, say, as it was in the South? Jefferson, for instance, wrote a denunciation of slavery into his draft of the Declaration of Independence, but later, owing to its probable effect on slave-holding Colonies, ereased, it. And negroes were freely lynched and burned in New York City in 1712 and 1741 because they were suspected of a desire to rebel against slavery. A public slave-market was established in New York City as early as 1709!

Yet to hear the average Christian American of today or earlier talk of slavery and its horrors and the great war fought to free the negro, you might assume that he liked him. Far from it. Although a Northern Congress (March 2d, 1867) attempted to impose universal manhood suffrage on the South and (1875) passed a law forbidding discrimination against negroes in inns, public conveyances, theaters and other places, aimed principally at the South, still the negro has never been accepted in the spirit of these laws either in the North or South. In any residence neighborhood anywhere in America, when the black man begins to come in the whites move out. Excellent as he may be, and I have known many who were wholly admirable, he is not even wanted in the same churches or schools. And the feeling, instead of growing less, becomes stronger. Almost daily he is burned alive somewhere in America, and for all but indifferent crimes. America may have fought and bled for his physical freedom, but she does not want him about; and when, as in 1917 in East St. Louis, employers attempted to use him to break a strike, he was murdered (117 of him in that instance), his homes burned, his wives and children driven out of the region; and in the far South, where one of him has even so much as insulted a deputy sheriff, he has been done to death, he and his entire family. Yet the American has no plan for the negrohis threatening future here. He merely allows the question to go begging, trusting to luck, no doubt. Puzzle: does the American citizen want the negro, or doesnt he?

Take once more the matter of the American and the idle, greedy or predatory rich, as you please, and their attitude toward America, all being citizens of the same land. Because a Colonial American once wrote it down in our Declaration of Independence that men are created free and equal, that they are, and of right ought to be, entitled to life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness at the hands of their fellow-citizens and the world, the American ever since has been amazed and troubled by the curious human or chemic contradictions of and oppositions to this, not only in others but himself. Struggling along trying to be free and happy he finds that he is constantly interfered with by others who are doing the same thing, and that, Declaration of Independence or no Declaration of Independence, the curious fact remains that the strong, the ruthless, the shrewd get along as well here as they do anywhere and that they are constantly developing ways and means of undermining him and foreshortening his peace and happiness in favor of their own.

Thus, in illustration: (1) A Federal judge (1919) ruled that although Congress (1918) had forbidden any one to compel children of ten or more years of age to labor in cotton mills, still it was unconstitutional for Congress so to forbid and those who wished could so employ children. Result, hundreds of thousands of children returned to eleven hours per day factory labor.

(2) A New Jersey judge, one Gumere by name, ruled (1900) that a childs life, lost in an accident on a railroad or other public conveyance, was not worth more than one dollar, the child not being as yet a source of profit to its parents.

An Ohio circuit judge (William H. Taft, afterwards President of the United States) ruled (1893) that quitting work without the consent of the employer was a criminal offense on the part of an employee.

The Federal Supreme Court ruled (1908) that arbitration in labor disputes is unconstitutional, therefore something which an employer may not even enter upon with his employees.

The Oregon Supreme Court decided (1903) that a citizen might be legally held in duress (jailed) for one month without trialthis in the face of explicit prohibition on the part of the American Constitution.

The Massachusetts Supreme Court held in one dispute (1906) that where conditions are unsatisfactory there is no remedy open to labor save by individual and personal suit; union or combined action being illegal or unconstitutional.

Four magnates, two of them controlling the production and two the distribution of milk for and in New York City, decided (January 10, 1919) that since they could not agree as to how the profits of the sale of milk in New York City were to be divided among them, New York was to have no milk until they could agree. Time of city without milk, one month.

One Barnet Baff, wholesale chicken merchant in New York City, was murdered because he would not enter upon a scheme with other chicken-wholesalers to fix prices and extort a higher profit from the public. Secondary executors, but not primary instigators or murderers, were caught and electrocuted.

In Lachnor vs. New York (198 U. S. 45) a majority of the judges of the New York Court of Appeals held unconstitutional a law limiting the hours of labor of bakers, many of whom (women) were forced to toil twelve hours daily in cellars to earn wages barely sufficient to keep them alive. The Court held that this law was void because it interfered with freedom of contract.

In Ives vs. South Buffalo Ry. Co. (94 N. E. R. 431), a case in which a railroad employee, crippled for life while at work and without contributory negligence, sued for recompense, the New York Court of Appeals unanimously decided that the law under which the suit was brought was unconstitutional. The judges admitted the injustice, since the man was helpless, but held the Constitution responsible.

... One might thus go forward for pages. I merely cite these in order to present a few definite instances. The truth is that while the average American imagines he is better looked after and more free here than he would be elsewhere, it is more a matter of thought than anything else. As to his daily earning and living capacity, while it is true that he gets more pay he also pays more for what he buys. A rising scale of wages has so regularly been accompanied by a lowering of the purchasing power of the dollar that he has not been much comforted by higher wages. In fact, the National Department of Labor (February, 1919), after studying family budgets in various cities of the country, announced that the then exorbitant cost of necessities bore heaviest on incomes of one thousand dollars or less, although five percent of the population controlled ninety-five per cent of the wealth of the nation. And one should further note the rising Protection policy of a hundred years, under which the trusts flourished without any notable increase of wages to the local consumer, and the local consumer paid uniformly higher prices than those paid by foreigners for the same grade of goods, often the very same goods made here and shipped abroad. This protection explains the American multi-millionaire; also the American beggar and his slum. It also explains the profiteer. If the average American has had a little more of food and clothes than the men of some other countries, he has also been confronted by the very irritating spectacle of thousands upon thousands who have so much more than he has or can get. He has been made to appear as poor as any churchmouse anywhere, and, worst of all, his woes get but small attention from those who, financially able to control his only medium of expression, the newspapers, insist upon telling him that he is well and happy. If any one should doubt this, let him consult, for one thing, the report of the Federal Trade Commission appointed by Congress (Report handed down June, 1918), wherein it was charged and proved that large exactions and safe profiteering permitted more than one giant concern to double, treble, even quintuple, its capitalization and still earn from 100 to 227 per cent in one instance. Coal, valued at five cents a ton in the ground, was being sold for twenty-two dollars a ton in New Yorknot over two hundred and fifty miles away. Milk was shoved up rapidly from seven to seventeen-and-one-half cents a quart, and with no interference on the part of any one and no effort to pool the wasteful competition and duplication of systems which, on the other hand, were offered as an excuse for the necessity of the more than 100 per cent increase. Wheat, potatoes, meat, oil, sugar rose in proportion. There was no corresponding increase in the wages, save to unionized labor (which was the only form of labor in a position to demand a just share, and which constituted but ten per cent of all employed). And these had to indulge in three hundred and sixty-seven strikes in the first three years of the war to effect even so much as a twenty per cent increase. (I am quoting figures furnished by the United States Bureau of Labor.) When complaint was made, one enthusiastic retort on the part of a corporation press was that the natural law of supply and demand must be allowed to work, that interference with exhorbitant prices meant curtailment of production at the source. The poor producer, robbed of his just right to high prices under a strenuous demand, would become discouraged and quit! On the other hand, the producer was constantly complaining that he was getting little more than before, while the rapidly increasing cost of labor was cited as proving the need of a from 100 to a 1000 per cent increase on everythingshoes, clothes, food, rent.

That is all simple and interesting enough when one accepts human nature for what it is: a thing of rough balances and equations only or a catch-as-catch-can struggle in which the strong or the shrewd survive and the weak go under. But when, in the same land in which these things occur, the air is full of a huge hubbub over the extreme merits of democracy, and when at the same time any one who says anything against profiteering or intimates that democracy as such may be subject to at least some of the faults of autocracy is looked upon as an enemy, if not an enemy alien, it becomes slightly anachronistic, to say the least.

It is also a matter of pride with most of us, frequently expressed in disparagement of our European contemporaries, that we are a nation of workers. To hold a position in any American community, so the thought runs, a man must have a job. We do not conceal our contempt for the chap who fails to go down to an office or a business every day. Often, of course, our ostentatious workers do go down but do very little work. Still, somehow it is felt by the public at large that every man owes it to the community or the nation to put in from six to ten hours outside of the residential district doing something, if no more than twiddling his thumbs. Hence the huge commuting armies oscillating to and fro, between home and office or factory. And yet can it be said that American commercial activity is so immensely more profitable than that of any other nation? Or even as much so? During the late great war it was actually proved that both Germany and England had shrewder and more profitable business schemes and methods. The German plan for national co-operative buying was one. Again, the superior efficiency of the Germans and even the English was one of the facts which burst like a flash of lightning out of a clear sky upon the astonished American, the instantaneous skill with which all national resourcesfood, clothing, transportation man-powerwere mobilized and put at the services of the nation, the relative cheapness of it all, the efficiency with which it was maneuvered once it was in the hands of the Government. Yet the American business man as well as the American executive, while English and French Commissionaires were instructing our factory masters and Captains of Industry, had been bustling down to his desk each day, his telephone to his ear, or racing from one directors meeting to anotherand the result to America was the largest war debt per capita for time of service in the war and number of men involved of any nation in the world, not even excepting Russia. Question: Is the American business man as efficient as we think he is? As honest? As patriotic? Is he?

Another curiosity of American character is, or was before the war, its adoration of all things foreign. Everything abroad was, if it is not now, excellent, priceless, beyond all praise or blame; whereas anything native, or even occidental, was more or less worthless or inconsiderableeven such things as the Andes and Amazon, as contrasted with the Alps and the Nile; Brazil and Argentina, Mexico and the Canadian snows were as nothing compared to Belgium or Turkey, the Riviera, Asia, Africa. One cannot help smiling a little at times at the grand manner with which the only moderately equipped foreigner, intellectually or otherwise, has been permitted to walk abroad in America and either sniff at or patronize all with which he comes in contact as though it were nothing. And the pathetic desire of the American to live up to what foreigners expected of himeven the waiters of France or the middle class or gentry of England. And as for the English lord, the French or Italian count, the Austrian or even German baron, the Spanish grandee, the Russian prince or Turkish pashait is folly to deny that he wasmay be even yet, for all one knowsovercome by his attentions. To the American they were inherently better, in some strange sense, more versed in the ways of that great world which he longed to explore. Let a restaurant advertise a French cuisine or cook; a tailor say he is English; a beauty-parlor or dressmaker that it or she or he is of Paris; a writer or artist that he is of French, Russian, Italian, English extractioncreak goes the American knee and instanter your native American is down on his marrowbones, his eyes rolled heavenward. Of Paris! Of London! Of Rome! Of St. Petersburg! Of Vienna! Ah! How many American fortunes have been re-banked in Europe to the order of the thinnest of noble pretensions! What millions have not been expended in an all but useless effort to take on the color and surface veneer of European manners and culture! To this day a foreign make of car, watch, cloth, is inherently better than that of any American manufacture. Formerly foreign plays practically excluded the American productand rightly enough, in my judgment. We have been raised on the foreign book, the foreign picture, the foreign object of art. The Swiss, French or Austrian Alpshow for a hundred years at least have they not outrivaled everything America has to offer!

And well enough, perhaps, since as yet America has no intellectual atmosphere, no native art force wherewith to present its claim, even to itself. A drab, and in places narrowly ignorant, people, imagining that it is religious, moral, conservativea thousand things that really it is not. Since it is mental capacity that makes a country interesting to itself and others, perhaps it is the drab attitude of the American toward what he has and is which makes his land so uninteresting to himself and others. Give him a different mental attitude, more perspective, punch, daring in regard to life itself, and America would soon take on a luster not outrivaled by that of any other land.

Let us contemplate in this connection another and, in so far as this essay is concerned, final phase of the American mindfor I have elsewhere dealt with moral narrownessand that is his serious and, were it not so pathetic and at times tragic, one might say, amusing, faith in the ballot and what it will or can accomplish for him. Always, always he is voting for some onea mayor or a State legislator every year; a congressman every two years, a senator every four or six; a governor every two and a President every four yearsand he is under the illusion that thereby, by his vote, his choice of a candidate, he is running the Government and maintaining his so-called liberties. The futility of his vote in the late great war might have taught him something, if only he were to be taught. To this day he has not discovered that, in the main, he is merely voting for individuals thrust upon him by interests and forces over which he has no control, never has had, and apparently never can have, and the election or defeat of whom does not depend upon him or the individuals about whom he is so excited. Mayors, governors, state legislators, congressmen, senators, and even judges and presidents, come and go, but the powerful interests at the top remain; and however much the former may be imbued with a desire to do something for the rank and file, the latter are there to revise or repress their emotions or opinions, and the ordinary voter finds himself about where he was beforeof small force or weight in the vast welter of American politics. In short, keen money-masters at the top long since learned that a bare majority of votes anywhere, in or out of congress or a state legislature, is sufficient to confer rule and that, apart from convincing the intellect by sound argument, there were many, many ways of bending the representatives of the people to their will. If this is not true, how is it that five per cent of them have ninety-five per cent of the wealth and the other ninety-five only five?

Those who have made a study of the history of the American judiciary have stood in amaze before the evidence that non elective branches of the Government could so consistently, so openly and so contemptuously undo the work of the elective branches (The Dred Scott decision; the first nullification of the income tax; to cite only two). In what American city would an outside corporation desiring real facilities or privileges not deem itself lunatic not to see the individual local boss, who holds no office of any kind but who is nevertheless the last authority and can tell the local mayor and the local council, often the local governor, what and how? And to whom does the local boss bowthe local governor or national president? Not at all. He makes them, or helps. He bows to but one force: money, the great national monied interests, and none other. It is only when the financial powers at the top fall out among themselves that the least of benefits accrue to the people. It is always so, and has always been so. Equationequation. The monied individual against the mass; the mass against the monied individual.

In what American city or state, pray, would a popular vote for any franchise or improvement, however needful, be of any avail unless the consent of the financial oligarchs at the top (in Wall Street principally) were first obtained? So much is this a commonplace that even the voters themselves would laugh at the suggestion of any power lying in them to obtain any such thing. Before the Government temporarily took over the railroads during the period of the great war, Lucius Tuttle (a mere single illustration, this), president of the Boston & Maine Railroad, controlled the political life of Maine, New Hampshire and Vermont and lifted up or cast down, at his personal whim, members of legislatures, governors, and United States senators. This is a matter of record, not of rumor. The quondam Senator Chandler of New Hampshire, one of the foremost senators of the nation of his day, was thrown out of office on orders from Mr. Tuttle for the most inconsequential exhibition of independence. And Mr. Tuttle took his orders from Charles S. Mellen, president of the New York, New Haven & Hartford Railroad; Mr. Mellen took his orders from J. Pierpont Morgan, the elder, financial master of Wall Street. And Mr. Morgan took his ordersfrom whom? God?

Is it not a commonplace of fact, recorded in every newspaper file in America as well as every history worthy the name, that the Goulds, Hills, Harrimans, Rockefellers, Vanderbilts and such great banking houses as Kuhn, Loeb & Company, absolutely ruledvia agents, attorneys, lobbyists, paid legislators, governors and the likethe politics of the states through which their roads passed? The little minnow voters running here and there in schools might amuse themselves as they would by voting for this, that or the other unimportant thinga mayor, say, or a governor or a presidentbut let any vital question appear, something affecting the purse or privileges of the money-lords, and the votes of the voters were cast out or miscounted, their elected representatives suborned and made false to their oaths and pledges, the judiciary ruled as the money interests dictated, the newspapers made to cloud the issue with specious or false arguments, and even presidents and parties faced about, leaving the dreaming, ambitious, hopeful voter to dream on or to seek his so-called constitutional rights in some other vain or ridiculous way. Money has always ruled America, and apparently always will. As well ask five cents to contend with five billion dollars as to ask an ordinary voter or business man of minor import to maintain or obtain his so-called rights, privileges, hopes, dreams via the ballot, or any other way. Even decent consideration for him or his affairs from those above him financially has not in the main been granted. He has been whipped and harried by the very rich as they chose; and still, because he has the ballot and can go to the polls every once in so often and cast itand at such times as he is not whimpering over his defeatshe imagines he rules!

The truth is that America has not as yet had an intelligence or a culture worthy the name. It has no visible intellectual purpose, unless it be that of getting money. What little so-called culture we have had, if we have had any, has been borrowed from abroadprincipally England, which itself has needed to be revivified along the lines of true culture; for it, too, as to its written and spoken professions at least, has become puritan, pharisaic, religious and never has been democratic. If you want to see America illustrated rather clearly as to its cultural, or lack of cultural, results contemplate the American millionaire. He had, if he has not now, the prevailing idea that money is power; he worshiped and slaved for it in the hope that it would make him wonderful in the eyes of all men.

But consider the pathetic result. He got it. A great war crisis arrived. He wished to be useful with his great (and purely imaginary) power, to do some significant thing which would help the world or at least his country in its hour of stress. Had he the mental or spiritual equipment to see or even feel what was needed? Or was he but one of that immense class of American men and women who discovered in this crisis that business somehow failed to fulfill their spiritual needs and reached out from it, only to find themselves lost in a maze of wider relationships for which they had no technique? Ford organized a peace ship! He, with a little load of editors, journalists, preachers and what not, going to Europe to call the men out of the trenches by Christmas! (1915). And the wise American papers, especially in our Middle and Far West, full of his praises, and the probability of success! It could be done! And that, in the face of an amazing and subtle racial movement and propaganda, with war and conquest as its under-stones, organizing in Germany since the year 1813. The rest contented themselves with making more money. So much for one American business giants success, and his intellectual grasp on life!

Take yet another phase in conclusion. At the beginning of the great world war we were constantly hearing talk of the obligations laid upon us, our duty to civilization, the necessity for making the world safe for democracy, when, as a matter of fact and according to our chief spokesmans own admission it was not until between the third and fourth year of the war that we began to realize the true program or purpose of the enemy and that some such enthusiasm as was at first called for might be necessary! We talked of the time having come for us to play our part among the societies of the world and then sent a Root and a Francis (corporation lawyers and agents both, and long since discredited by the American people themselves) to argue with the representatives of a torn and war-worn people seeking a new and better form of social and political life. In the war itself it was apparently assumed that men, money and ships (the old American idea of quantity, you see, not ideas or wits wherewith to match the deepest schemes of our adversaries as well as our friends) was the point. But life or international politics and relations or diplomacy is something more than that. It may, and did, require nothing less than a mobilization of new characteristics and unique forces on the part of the pacifistic and religious-minded American. It actually compelled him to open his brains to the fact that life is more dark and mysterious than he had supposed, more forceful and terrible and cruel than his petty little pacifistic and puritanic dreams would previously have permitted him to believe. A door was unlocked, a window opened, and looking out or in on the deeps of Nature he sawdimly enough even then, it must be admittedwhat he has not even yet digested; that Nature has no strict and God-given rules, that nothing is really fixed; anything may arise, and that within the bounds of an unknown arc of equation anything may happenanything.

But it took a world horror to crack the armor of smug, ignorant self-sufficiency which has covered the average American from crown to sole.

And has he learned? Does life really mean any more to him than it did before? I wonder. As some one else has brilliantly said:

The fierce, rudimentary mass mind of America, like that of some inchoate, primeval monster, relentlessly concentrated in the appetite of the moment, knows nothing as yet apparently of its own vast, inert, almost nerveless body encrusted with parasites. One looks out to-day over the immense vista of our society, stretching westward in a succession of dreary steppes, and one realizes what it means to possess no cultural initiative or tradition, filling in the interstices of energy and maintaining a steady current of life over and above the ebb and flow of individual necessity or animal appetite or purpose. Money, money, money. To build, build, build, in order to make more money, to make a show, to be better than thoufinancially only. It is told of the quondam Russell Sage that he kept near him in his office a strongbox containing $78,000,000 in what he called gilt-edge securities, the which, whenever he wished to prove how wonderful he was and how great his life had been, he brought forth and exclaimed: Therethere isnt a man in America who can show that many first-class stocks and bonds! Not one!

And there wasnt, perhaps.

But what of it?

He died, and not knowing what to do with it (splendid testimony to the American financial intellect), left it all to his wife; who, old and ignorant herself and not knowing what to do with it, but fearing its senseless distribution, left it, after various benefactions to sectarian schools and much influence brought to bear, to the Russell Sage Foundation. And the Russell Sage Foundation, not knowing exactly what to do with it, has been investigating, and re-investigating and re-re-investigating ever since, this, that and the other, with a view to finding out what it should do with it, what one thing, if any, to help. And what great thing, if any, has the Russell Sage Foundation done?

Well, America, in its own peculiar and interesting way, may find itself intellectually. As an old char-woman who worked for me remarked, Im not so dumb than I look. So, possibly and probably, America.

To be sure, a new country must at first borrow its culture from somewhere. One does not come by such a thing instanter and out of a silk hat. Still here is a nation now three hundred years old; it has one hundred and twenty millions of people, if not more; it has as great, and in their way forceful, cities as exist anywhere on the globe; its architecture is already most imposing and fast attaining a splendor hitherto never equaled by any land; a far better and more satisfying mechanical equipment is here than in any nation elsewhere. We have, in so far as material facilities are concerned, more and better opportunities for genuine culture than are now available to the mass anywhere. Then, why are we so bent, I should like to know, upon more money, and, when not that, upon idealistically misinterpreting life? The few genuine thinkers that America has thus far produced are taboo: Poe, Whitman, Twain. Only in one field, financenot in war, politics, the arts and sheer intellectdo our essential individuals compare favorably with those of other lands. In the main we are too idealistic or illusioned in all but our material affairs. But why all the delusion in re the ordinary intellectual facts of life? No single nation has more of wealth, courage, industry, or more impressive varieties of scenery, be it of mountains, lakes, valleys, the coast. We should be, and for all I know are (although the signs are not numerous), at the opening of an era of art and letters such as the world in none of its great periods has surpassed. Yet in spite of all this, and in so far as the mass and its ostensible leaders are concerned, we are intellectually dull and unperceiving in regard to all the basic facts of life. All men are still honest, kind and true (or should be) in America; all women pure as driven snow (or should be) in America. The Sermon on the Mount is our real Constitution; the Ten Commandments our only laws. We all do justly, think kindly, and it is only bad men from the world without, strangers and evil-thinkers, who come from heaven knows wherefor our intellectual and spiritual cosmogony does not admit themto cause us trouble.

America in its own good time may come to a great end. And again it may not. It may bewho knows?a mere money machine, a honey-gatherer like the bee, a material welter like Rome, without the slightest vision as to what to do or how to act once it has its great store. Other and shrewder nations, far less able financially or physically, may yet lead the giant by the hand, pull him around by the nose. He may be psychologically the same as the wealthy heir to whom lifes pains and doubts are and remain unknown, who, being pulled in upon expensive pleasures or the ventures of others and given a superficial reason, is cheerfully willing to pay the bill and depart.

Well, if so be, so be. Who can help it? Nature, if not man, has a way however, if not wisdom. In the course of time She disposes of nations and their dreams, as well as man and his, by rotting them and their material splendors back into primal chemical substances and forces and forgetting them. Rome has gone; Greece has gone; and many, many another. But speaking for a nation that wishes to stand forth mentally significant among the peoples of the earth, that wishes to lead or at least be among those that lead, must not thoughtintelligent, artistic, accurate visionbe among its primary characteristics? And is it not possible that as with individuals so with nationswhere the power to think is lacking failure follows? Sometimes, and in view of the careers of various nations past and still present, one is hounded by the thought that as with individuals so with nations; some are born fools, live fools, and die fools. And may not America perchance be one such?

One hopes not.

But


THE DREAM

SCENE: The vicinity of 115th Street and Broadway, New York City, on a warm, lowery May night. Time, 11.15.

Approach along Broadway from 116th Street George Paul Syphers, Professor of Chemistry; Forbes Mitchell, Professor of Philosophy; Abner Barrett, Professor of Physics. Syphers is medium in height, slim, fiery, black-whiskered, barbered to perfection. He is loquacious and demonstrative. Mitchell is at-tenuated, humped, gray. He is quite old. Barrett is fifty, blonde, bald, heavy, silent.

SYPHERS

(As they reach the corner.) Well, I turn off here. That was an interesting discussion we had, eh? The fact is, Mitchell, as I told you the other day, I have passed out of my old materialistic point of view to a certain extentnot entirelybut now I see more order in things than I once dida necessary if mechanistic order. It seems more or less inescapable to me, doesnt it to you?

MITCHELL

(Doubtfully) Well, yes, I might sayonlyof course

BARRETT

(Dogmatically.) I do not see how any one can doubt law. Everything obeys law of one kind and another.

SYPHERS

Quite so! Quite so! Law, of course. Everything obeys a law or laws of one kind and another. Nevertheless, there are so many confusing contradictions. Laws seem to conflict at times, dont you think, even in chemical and sidereal space. You dont deny that, do you?

BARRETT

Still, more knowledge might prove them to be anything but contradictory.

SYPHERS

Well, I admit that, too. Only I was merely suggesting that I see more definite order than I once did. A few years ago I could see nothing but disorder, chaos, the inexplicable clashing of forces. Of late I am not so sure. This matter of orthogenesis now; it appeals to me very much as demonstrating an intellectual if not a spiritual order, some great controlling force somewhere. I seem to see a definite tendency to order in things. Life has certainly built itself up through the ages in a very intelligent way indeed, dont you think?

BARRETT

(Loftily.) Ye-es, of course, only there have been many errors and conflicts there toosudden stoppage of plans in various directions.

MITCHELL

True, as I was about to point out.

SYPHERS

(Almost unconscious of interruption.) I admit that. I admit that. What I am getting at is this: all life, as we know it, is based on the cellcell origination, cell multiplication, cell arrangement. That is an old story. Now here is something which is my own ideaits a mere theory, of coursethat the whole thing may have been originated, somehow, somewhere else, worked out beforehand, as it were, in the brain of something or somebody and is now being orthogenetically or chemically directed from somewhere, being thrown on a screen, as it were, like a moving-picture, and we mere dot pictures, mere cell-built-up pictures, like the movies, only we are telegraphed or telautographed from somewhere else, like those dot pictures that are now made electrically, built up dot by dot, millions of them coming rapidly by wireless or wire and being thrown on a screen of some kindether, the elementsyou know what I mean. You have seen the telautograph pictures I mean, of course?

BARRETT

Yes, of course. Very ingenious. Very ingenious. But how do you prove the origination of the cell in the fashion that you want?

MITCHELL

(Aside.) A rather slow movie, I should say, considering the length of time it has taken to build it up.

SYPHERS

Well, in this wayit has its drawbacks, of course; you remember the experiments of that Irish scientist Burke, dont you? He generated what he called a radiobea single cell in a plasm culture which he had hermetically sealed and which he kept under the influence of radium. I do not recall the exact facts of the case at the moment, and I do not believe that his deductions have since been accepted, but that is neither here nor there. That idea of his illustrates mine very well. If we could prove that one cell, one radiobe, had been or could be originated or generated by an outside influence of this kindradium, if you wish, in a plasm of that kindwe would have to admit that the whole thing might be built up in some such fashion. Why, you could base a new philosophy on that, Mitchell. One radiobe generated in a plasm culture under radium or something else, some autogenetic force manifesting itself through a thing like radium, and there you are. After that you would have to grant the possibility of millions and billions of cells coming in that fashion, whole nations constructed of cells, as they have been.

MITCHELL

My dear Syphers!

BARRETT

There was some hitch in that experiment, however. The chain wasnt quite complete.

SYPHERS

I knowI know. I grant you that. All Im insisting on is that if one cell, one radiobe, say, can be generated by a synthesis of energy, why not millions? And if millions, why not billions, the whole human family, in short, since we are a synthesis of cellsthis whole visible scene in all its details? I know it sounds wild, but (to Mitchell) I have heard you yourself say that you thought it might be possible that we were all a part of some invisible psychic body, force body, in the mechanism of which we function in some way, just as the cells do in ours.

MITCHELL

(Much flattered.) Yes, I have said as much.

SYPHERS

Well, then, why may not my theory be true?

BARRETT

May? May? Of course it may. But how are you going to prove it? I myself have suggested that Mitchells larger psychic body, as he calls it, may be nothing more than a fetus, a secondary creature being built in the womb of a still larger organism, but what of it? All of us, everything that we see here, may be nothing more than parts of organs that are being constructed in some huge womb. This so-called higher psychic body may not even be complete yet, not ready to be born in its realm. But how do we know? Theres nothing to prove it.

SYPHERS

Just the same, if I had a few hundred thousand dollars I would enlarge my laboratory and pursue this subject. I believe that something may be discovered. I believe that I could prove it in the course of time. Why, snow crystals, tree and flower forms, everything, gives us a hint, sometimes instantaneously. Why do snow crystals assume almost instantaneously and out of nothing their beautiful forms? The controlling impulse is certainly artistic, isnt it, and outside of anything we know? (He notes that he is pressing the matter too far and boring his two friends.) Well, good night. Glad to see you two at the meeting to-night. It was interesting, wasnt it?

BARRETT

Very. (To himself.) Hes a terrible bore.

MITCHELL

Delightful. (To himself.) Im glad hes done. (They bow and depart.)

SYPHERS

Dolts! Fogies! Thats always the way, dull and cautious.

BARRETT

(As they walk up the street.) An ingenious theory, but dangerously speculative. He ought to read Stromeyer on Impulse.

MITCHELL

I often wonder about his work and just how sound he is.

SYPHERS reaches his own door and goes up the steps, unlocks it and mounts the inside stairs to his room. He lights the gas in a chamber which is half library and half bedroom.)

SYPHERS

(Seating himself and gazing about dreamily.) A great idea. Im sure of it. Along this line is coming a scientific revolution. If I had enough radium and stromium, whybut they cost so much. (He yawns.) Life is really a dream. We are all an emanation, a shadow, a moving picture cast on a screen of ether. Im sure of it. (He gazes about, yawns again, and begins to undress.)

A TELEGRAPH INSTRUMENT

(At 110th Street Station.) Ticktick-ticktick-tick-ticktick-tickticktick-tick-tick-tick-tick

TELEGRAPH OPERATOR

There goes that blamed machine again (begins to write) Professor George Paul Syphers, 621 West 115th Street, New York City. Your uncle, Edward Fillmore, died at eleven tonight. By the terms of his will you are the sole heir to the bulk of his fortune, three hundred thousand dollars. Come at once. A. J. Larywind, Counsellor, (Aside.) I wish someone would leave me three thousand cents. (To a waiting messenger.) Here, Patsy. Take this up to 115th Street.

PATSY LAFERTY

(Cock-eyed, overgrown, contentious.) Sure, its just de night to keep busy. Its goin to rain, an its me late watch. Oh, well, deres nuttin like bein poor an honest. (He seizes a black cotton umbrella almost as large as himself and goes out.)

SYPHERS

(Crawling into his bed.) The curious thing is: why should any dominant force outside this seeming life wish to create itthe smallness, the pettiness, the suffering? I must write a book about that. Here I am(he suddenly bethinks him of opening a window and gets out. Looking out). Its going to rain, I do believe. (He returns and stretches himself to rest.) There, its thundering already.

PATSY LAFERTY

(Trudging solemnly up Broadway.) Its funny, dese mokes wot git messages at one in de mornin. Ill lay a even bet I dont git nuttin, neider. If youd come wit a million dollars after twelve oclock deres guys wotd git sore.

SYPHERS

(Dozing, but still continuing his speculations hazily.) I must try to find the psychic impulse which originates and directs the cell. That is the great thing. Were all shadows, I say, shadowsadumbrationsimpalpable nothingsrumors dreams. (He turns on his side.) If our ills become too great we might be able to wake up or drive them away by thinking of this. It may be that thats what we do when we diewake up. But thats Christian Science, isnt it? Bah! (He snores slightly.)

PATSY LAFERTY

(Arriving at the door and closing his umbrella.) A fine night, dis. An he wont be in. Dats my luck. (He rings the bell.)

SYPHERS

(Beginning to dream.) Radiobes! Radiobes! Flying radi obes as big as housesmonsters(He stirs. As he does so the ringing of the bell, the rising wind and the thunder and lightning, which rapidly become violent, identify themselves in some weird way with his thoughts. He is on a large plain now over which a battle is being fought. The flashes of lightning and bellows of thunder gradually identify themselves in his mind with some impending disaster, vague and yet oppressive. He begins to cerebrate in an imaginative, illogical way. A sense of something ominous pervades him, a feeling of great change. Then the rat-a-tat-tat of machine guns begins and armed figures running and fighting appear in the distance.)

SYPHERS

(Who once saw military service.) War! And fighting men! (It begins to rain.) That is a machine gun. Now I am in real danger. How did I come here, anyhow? (He moves a hand, thinking he is hurrying to cover.)

PATSY LAFERTY

(Standing at the door, ringing the bell and shifting from one foot to the other.) Wot a swell night! Wot a swell night! Now its startin to pour an Ill have to stand here awile, I guess. Holy Cripes, dem drops is as big as marbles! (He pushes the bell again.)

THE PROFESSOR

(Hearing the whirr of the buzzer in his dreams and taking it for the rush of artillery and men.) Ah, the horror of war! What was I thinking?ah, yes! If one had some method of waking up. (He mingles the dream notions of his waking philosophy with the figures of his dream.) Then there would be no more war, no horrors. It is entirely possible, now that we know this existence of ours is a dream. I may be dreaming nowwho knows? If so, I could wake up and all my ills would vanishor would they? (As the thunder and lightning increase.) How horrible this is! (The dream sky lights up as if with red fire.)

PATSY LAFERTY

T-r-r-r! T-r-r-r-r! T-r-r-r-r-r! Wots de matter wit dis bell? Wy dont de guy answer?

THE PROFESSOR

(Dreaming and looking about him in apprehension.) War! War! How terrible! How did I come here? How does there happen to be war? Those are fighting men over there! They are killing each other! Horrors! But the great thing is to escape. That fire is dreadful. It means death. (He struggles to put himself in motion and grunts in his sleep.)

PATSY LAFERTY

(Ringing again.) Well, dis is some sleeper, all right. Or else dere aint nobody home. Ill kick, I will. (He kicks.) Come to! I aint supposed to stand here all night. (Kicks and knocks are without result.)

SYPHERS

(Still dreaming heavily.) And here comes a file of soldiersI hear them trampinga great company. Merciful heavens, they see me! (He begins to run. As he does so the file of dream soldiers begin to run also.)

THE FILE OF DREAM SOLDIERS

Halt!

THE PROFESSOR

(Breaking into a heavy sweat.) Great God! I havent a place to hide! Oh, Lord, what shall I do? (He turns, and in his dream he imagines a deserted stone hut set in a grove of thick tall trees, which seems to offer shelter. He runs towards the hut.) As I live, here is a stone hut among thick trees! Ill hide in it. Perhaps they wont see me. (He dashes wildly in, slamming a heavy door behind him.)

A SCORE OF DREAM SOLDIERS

(Hurrying after him and knocking with their musket butts on the door.) Knock! Knock! Knock!

PATSY LAFERTY

(At the door.) Knock! Knock! Knock! Gee, wot a night! Dese raindrops look like spits. An dat lightning! Dat last one looked like a telegraph pole standin straight in de air!

SYPHERS

(Cowering in a corner.) Oh, Lord! My life is worth nothing! Here I lie hiding in an empty stone hut, and those men at the door want my life. What is life? A dream! A dream!but, oh, such a precious dream! I would not want to disappearnot yet! No, no! I would not want to wake up. I dont want to dienot yet. Not yet! (As he lies there cowering, all the coruscations and thunder of a great battle afflict him; cannon, machine guns, human cries, commands. He cowers lower, and yet in spite of the thickness of the walls which seem to protect him he can see through them to the surrounding trees to where the dream soldiers await himtall men in red coats and towering shakosand beyond them again to the battlefield, red with flame and gore. As he stares, the men in the shakos glare at him.)

FIRST DREAM SOLDIER

(Pointing at him and speaking to another.) Well easily get him out of there. Cant you see him lying there, close by the wall? (To the other soldiers.) Bring a battering ram. (A soldier starts off.) No, bring a cannon. Well blow him out. (A second soldier goes.) He thinks we cant get him, but we can. (Other soldiers draw near. They move in the curious, indefinite way common to figures in dreams. Nothing is clear, and yet there is a sense of impending disaster. The Professor studies the nature of his predicament with a sense of horror.)

THE PROFESSOR

(Lying on the floor, close to the wall.) Ah, if I could only escape! I was thinking a while ago that life was a shadow of something else, an adumbration, a thing built up point by point like the dots of a telautographed picture. Now if that were so I could get out of here. It would be a dream. I could wake. I could cry Avaunt! I could stir and it would all disappear and become as nothing. But here! Here(he pauses and stares. A company of dream soldiers on horseback gallop up and swing a cannon into position.)

THE CAPTAIN OF THE DREAM SOLDIERS

(Dramatically.) Position! (They unhook the horses and man the guns.) Load! (A shell is put in.) Fire! (It belches flame and smoke. A great hole is torn in the wall of the hut.)

PATSY LAFERTY

(At the door.) Gee, dat las crack was a bold! If he kin sleep troo dat he soitenly wont hear meor maybe he aint home. Well, I might as well stand here. I cant go back in dis. (He decides to make himself comfortable in the doorway.)

THE PROFESSOR

(Imagining he is crying.) Help! Help! Oh, save me! Save me! (He realizes that he emits no sound, and groans.)

FIRST DREAM OFFICER

Once, more, men! Another shell here! (Another is put in.) Fire!

THE CANNON

Poof! Boom! (Another great hole is torn in the wall.)

PATSY LAFERTY

(As a second electric crash occurs.) I dont know wedder Id better stay here. I dont wanna get killed. (He walks about uneasily.)

THE PROFESSOR

(Heavily and desperately.) I am lost! I know it. Oh, if my idea were only true! What if all this turmoil and agony were a figment of the mind merely, a cell or dot picture? Here I am in this hut; these soldiers are about to destroy me. If I could just cry Avaunt! Disappear!or if I could know that I am not real, and disappear myself. I wonder if I might not try it? (He jumps to his feet.)

A FLASH OF LIGHTNING

ClickSssssss!

A CLAP OF REAL THUNDER

Boom!

THE PROFESSOR

(To the dream soldiers, defiantly.) I defy you! Do your worst! Youre not real! Im not real! This whole thing is a dream! Im a dream, or Im dreaming! I defy you!

FIRST DREAM SOLDIER

(Drawing near with a rifle.) Is that so? You defy me, do you? Ill show you whether Im real or not. (He takes deliberate aim.)

SECOND DREAM SOLDIER

Yes, kill him. Thats the way!

THE PROFESSOR

(Lifting his hand.) Wait a moment! Dont! IIm not sure!

FIRST DREAM SOLDIER

But I will, just the same. You say Im not real? Ill show you whether I am or not! (He fires.) How does that feel?

THE PROFESSOR

(Who has twisted himself about until he has one hand under him in a most painful position.) Oh, God, Im shot! And now Ill die! This whole scene, real or not real, will pass away and I will never knowor will I? And yet once I was a man, and it was good to be alive. Oh! Oh! Oh! (He weeps and sinks down. A powerful clap of thunder half arouses him. The knocking of Patsy Laferty becomes dimly audible, a cross between the clatter of musketry and a knock. He stares at the soldiers, some of whom seem already to be growing thin and wavering.) Dying! Alas! Im dying! Never will I see this wonderful world any more! (He partially wakes.) Or will I? Whats thisIm not dying, after all! Theyre not real! Im only dreaming. How astonishing! (To the dream soldiers, defiantly.) Youre not real, after all. Youre mere shadows, thin air. Im dying, but youre not real. This house isnt real. It couldnt have holes in it if it were, or at least I couldnt have seen through it in the first place if it hadnt. Youre shadows, tissues of nothing, a mere fancy of the brain. Oh, wonderful!

FIRST DREAM OFFICER

(Standing by the cannon.) Are we? Well, youre a fool! Wait! You may be waking into another state, but youll be dead to this one. But we wont. Ha! Ha! Well still be here, alive. (To the second dream soldier.) He thinks hes not real. He thinks were not real. He thinks hes not going to die, but wake up into something else! Ha! Ha! (They look at each other in a strange, fading, unreal way.) When he passes out of this wont he be dead to this, though?

THE PROFESSOR

(Amazedly.) What is this? Am I dying, or waking up? Which is it? Are there various worlds, one within another?

THE DREAM

Are those soldiers really real? Great heavens! How strange! I am waking up, and yet this world in which I am is real enough. I died there. I certainly did, or I am dying there. (The house begins to dissolve like smoke; the trees can be seen through the bodies of the soldiers.)

PATSY LAFERTY

(At the door.) Ill give dis guy one more spin an den Ill quit. I aint gonna stand here all night, rain or no rain. Clump! Clump! Clump! (He kicks with his heel at the same time that he rings.)

THE PROFESSOR

(Bounding out of bed.) Oh, blessed heaven! What is that? Im not dead, after all! I am really alive! It was a dream, all of it. How glad I am to be awake! (He reaches for his trousers.) But those soldiers! They argued with me about it! They did! They made fun of me! Isnt that amazing! This dream is a call to me to seek out this mystery. If ever I get money enough to do it that is certainly what I will do. I shall devote all my life to solving this mystery. If only I could find somebody who would endow a laboratory for this purpose. (He pauses and stares, as the bell whirrs.) Yes, yes! Im coming! (He bustles downstairs, turning up the light as he goes.)

PATSY LAFERTY

(Irritably, as the door is opened.) Syphers?

THE PROFESSOR

Yes.

PATSY LAFERTY

Tellygram. Sign here. (He produces about a half inch of pencil and holds up a signature blank. The Professor signs. Absentmindedly he tears open the message, but while doing so turns and closes the door. Patsy Lafferty stares at it disconsolately.)

THE PROFESSOR

(Reading.) A miracle! $300,000! Just what I need for that laboratory! Its a sign! The dream is a portent, a call! My poor dear, good uncle! What moved him to leave me that? Now I know the dream was an omen. And yet (thinking of a certain maiden he has been courting)should I really do that? Three hundred thousand are three hundred thousand, and where would I ever get that much again? (He hesitates mentally.) We could live beautifully on that. Im not so sure. Perhaps I could get some one else to furnish that money. (He starts upstairs.) But that poor boy! I forgot to give him a penny, and its storming. (Returns and reopens the door, looks up and down the street, and comes back.) Dear, dear, dear! I should have given him a dime, anyhowbringing such a fortunate message. But I must think about this laboratory, though, and this money. I must not act too hastily or inadvisedly. Three hundred thousand are three hundred thousand, andHe goes upstairs again solemnly.)

PATSY LAFERTY

(One block south, staring at the sidewalk.) Wot did I say? Wot did I say? Dey never comes across wit nuttin after twelvenuttin. Not if you handed dem a million.


THE AMERICAN FINANCIER

THE long line of American financiers, beginning with Stephen Girard (17501831), and extending via Astor, the Vanderbilts, Goulds, J. P. Morgan and F. W. Woolworth to Henry Ford of the present time, suggests nothing so much as a procession of thrifty and, in the main, cat-like animals weaving a devious way amid intricacies of law and public opinion and theories as to morals, duty, charity and the like, until finally one is led to conclude that, by and large, the financial type is the coldest, the most selfish, and the most useful of all living phenomena. Plainly it is a highly specialized machine for the accomplishment of some end which Nature has in view. Often humorless, shark-like, avid, yet among the greatest constructive forces imaginable; absolutely opposed to democracy in practice, yet as useful an implement for its accomplishment as for autocracy; either ignorant or contemptuous of ethical niceties as related to thine and mine, yet a stickler for all that concerns mine; moral and immoral sexuallyboth types abound; narrow to all but an infinitesimal line in nearly all that relates to the humanities as applied to individuals; wise and generous in the matter of large, even universal benefactions, yet guilty of the meanest subterfuge where their own interests are concerned; and seeking always to perpetuate their own fame. In other words, typical men and women of an avid pagan world (vide Hetty Green, Russell Sage), yet surrounded by religious and ethical abstrusities for which they care little and of which they understand less.

Such might be called the pathology of the genus financier, not only in America, but everywhere.

In regard to our American specimens it is more or less anachronistic to speak of them as purely American in character, although, in a way, they are. The organizing and financial type of mindAmerican, European or any otheris really little different from that of all preceding countries and ages. Yet financial manipulation, in the extended modern sense, is comparatively new. It dates from the industrial revolution in England in the eighteenth century. There was a time when the organizing type of mind, comparable to our modern examples, was engaged in other things: money-lending and exchange principally. The machinery for finance in the modern sense was lacking. You might have found a J. P. Morgan, a J. D. Rockefeller, or a Russell Sage as Keeper of the Exchequer and Supervisor of the Grain Stores of, say, Egypt or Assyria, or Adviser to the King, whether he ruled in Babylon, Persia or elsewhere. One cannot help thinking what an excellent type of Keeper of the Exchequer, Vizier or High Priest our own John D. Rockefeller would have made. The robes! The sanctity!

As we come forward in history to the end of the Roman Empire and the beginning of that mental darkness known as the Middle Ages, when all intelligence, financial and other, seems to have been completely swept away, we find the purely financial and organizing type but slowly developing. Joseph (he of the coat of many colors), fabled Croesus, who ruled in Asia Minor, and Lepidus and Maecenas, friends of triumvirs, emperors and poets, are excellent examples of the ancient financial type. Their like is not to be found until after the revival of banking and trade in the fifteenth century. And if you look back you will see that to-day, in another way, we have been repeating in Wall Street (or were until a few years ago), the type of man who occasionally sat as Emperor over all the Romans. If you are inclined to doubt this you might, if the opportunity offered, examine the collection of portrait busts of Roman Emperors of the highly executive and financial type (Hadrian, Trajanus, Titus, Caracalla and the rest) in the Vatican, the Musee del la Terme and the British Museum. Hadrian, for instance, was as much like the late Commodore Vanderbilt, side whiskers and all, as one man might be to another; and Trajanus greatly resembled the late Mark Hanna, whose name somehow suggests that of a Roman. Any one of ten or fifteen portrait busts of ancient Roman Emperors might almost be mistaken for Armour, Morgan, Gould, Sage, Crocker, Stanford, Hearst. For example, compare Russell Sage to Julius Caesar; or Wm. H. Vanderbilt to Augustus Caesar. Indeed, if you were to examine some of the major operations of the successful Roman Emperors you would find that their power to maintain their positions with the Praetorian Guard and the Patrician Class (which was really the Roman world, so far as they were concerned) was largely financial and organizing in the same peculiar spirit in which we find those qualities operating to-day.

It is not until the fourteenth, fifteenth and sixteenth centuries in Italy, Flanders and north Germany that one encounters financial types very like those with which we have been very recently dealing. Italy of the Renaissance found a most interesting specimen of this type of mind in Cosimo I. of the MediciPater Patriae, as he was calledwho was little more than a very active Vanderbilt I. of his day. The family first conducted a successful pill business, then Cosimo engaged in the banking business. Being a financier he secured control of nearly all the financial channels of Italy, France, Greece, a portion of Egypt, and the Lowlands, It is charged that he brought about the death of one or two enemies in Florence, not because he disliked them, but because he thought they were dangerous to his interests, and once he came very near to being gibbeted himself. He was a patron of the arts, not so much because he was emotionally and poetically enthusiastic about art as because, as at present, it was a distinguished thing to be. The trick of currying favor via art patronage is old. His descendants, having less of his force and more of the refinement which invariably follows wealth, did more for art and less for trade, and so while we see the Medici family identified with the most brilliant period of Italian art we also see it slowly sinking into financial and political insignificance. That it finally degenerated and passed out is no reflection on the significance of Cosimo, his primary import. Although the coldest and most financial of them all, he was also the best.

This was equally true of Louis XIV of France and Frederick the Great of Germany, organizing and financial types both, although monarchs by birth.

England has had its full share of the type in the officers and directors of its famous East India Company (Warren Hastings, for one) and their efforts to monopolize and exploit the Indian Empire, as well as in the very excellent Rothschild, who flourished at the time of the Battle of Waterloo and who stood behind a tree to view the battle in order that he might decide for himself which side was going to win and so get to London and the stock-market first. There he spread the report that England had lost so that the already trembling stocks of the nation might tumble and he be able to buy them for a song. When he had gathered in all the shares he could carry he gave out the correct news of the victory and reaped his harvest. Dishonest? As you choose to look at such things. But when has high finance been honest, or let us say, considerate of the interests of others? The financial history of this particular individual is so selfishly single-minded as to be almost ridiculous, suggesting a power which invents man for one purpose and no other, as generals, saints and the like are invented.

In America, the history of our financiers is so full of thievery and selfishness as to appear comic were it not for the mass misery which so many of their deeds involved. Stephen Girard, for instance, stole his employers ship at the outbreak of the American Revolution (pretending it had been sunk, of course), and with the proceeds opened a wine and cider business in Philadelphia. John Jacob Astor drugged the Indians with fire-water and bought their furs for a song, as well as bribed Government agents to permit him so to do. J. P. Morgan senior at the outbreak of the Civil War sold the Government five hundred of its own condemned rifles for twenty-two dollars each, after having but the moment before bought them from the Government for three dollars and fifty cents each, and that with money borrowed on the strength of the proposed contract. (History of the Great American Fortunes, Myers, Vol. II., page 172.) Cornelius Vanderbilt blackmailed the United States Steamship Company, plying between New York and California, in the amount of nearly $500,000 a year by threatening to operate a rival line. (Ibid. Vol. II., p21.) Jay Gould robbed the various States through which his railroad ran and drove some of his rivals to suicide. Russell Sage robbed the city of Troy of a railroad and bribed the Minnesota and other State Legislatures. (Ibid. Vol II., p.) The record is too long to be more than mentioned here; those interested should read Myers remarkable work, in which the crimes as well as genius of our long line of money kings are described in full.

That the world has always been troubled with the huge financial innovator and the self-seeker is of course a commonplace; the objection to him has been, as a rule, that he has too few human traits. Like the astronomer, the mathematician, the philosopher and the historian, his thoughts are more or less remote from the concerns of the ordinary individual, although his dealings are with him. To do anything which is to be of benefit to the individual it requires the mind that sees the individual en masse rather than in particular. Indeed, the thing that has always confronted the individual of ability since the beginning, aside from his own inner driving emotions, ambitions and needs, is this same organized need of the mass as represented constitutions, governments, declarations, which in order to advantage himself he must flatter, satisfy or exploitbut which he must meet in some way or fail. And only when the organized sense of the mass becomes sufficiently intelligent for it to act in concert is it possible to sweep away or even curb the individual. For the individual and the mass are interdependent facts, and the one cannot escape the other, try as each may.

But never, apparently, previous to the French Revolution, which was a revolt against centralized and hereditary constructive craft and ingenuity, had it occurred to the world, or rather the mass, to rout these individuals and make pariahs of them, although the world in recent days has developed an especial aptitude for it, one must admit. England, which is not so much a democracy as an ordered hierarchy of powers, largely financial in character, has never felt called upon to drive these gentlemen from their positions or quarrel with them for the often singular and fantastic manner in which they have achieved their success, or the indifference they may have displayed toward the millions below them. The gentlemen at the top may or may not have intentionally done anything for the peasants at the bottom in the past, but until very recent days they have not been asked to relinquish their control of the machinery. Yet now the world presents another angle to this proposition: the organizer and financier is being suspected and harried everywhere. Only in America, the home of anti-financial legislation, the multi-millionaire is apparently becoming safer than ever and more powerful. Yet to the economist, the historian, the student of politics, it is already a truism that economic reforms are not and never have been permanent; also that no one, however self-interested, ever succeeds wholly in working for himself. He must do something for the mass if he is to do anything for himself. It is a condition of life, not a theory.

The trouble in America, in so far as this type of mind is or was concerned, is or was this: that when it appeared it came rather speedily and roughly into contact with the pen-written notion or ideal embodied in our American Declaration that all men are born free and equal, and that they are possessed of certain inalienable rights, among which of course are those of life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness. And these latter were not supposed to be interfered with by financiers or organizers seeking power. Yet the race has always been, and will so remain, of course, to the swift, the battle to the strong; chemical and physical laws not being easily upset by fiats of government. Time and chance still continue to operate as before, sometimes to destroy the strong, sometimes to destroy the weak. The best that can be said for the theories laid down in the American Declaration is that they do more credit to the hearts of those who penned them than to their heads. Yet that these sentiments so expressed should have moved to bring about a conflict between the American individual and the American mass might well have been foreseen, although curiously it has not yet done so. Other countries without any Declaration are far more alive to their inalienable (so-called) rights than is America, if one may judge by recent developments in Russia and elsewhere. All good things may be and, no doubt, are gifts, but they are not conferred by governments, any more than death and disaster can be prevented by governments. Sometimes innate strength and fortuitous circumstances help some of us, yet this merely illustrates once more the truism that nature plays favorites and that many are vastly better equipped than others.

A great voice, for instance, is a gift, and cannot be acquired at any school or for any price; the beauty of a woman, however modest or staggering, is a gift and cannot be purchased or even manufactured (amazing as that may seem in the face of all the drug companies), although ugliness, apparently, can almost be wished on a person, so lavish is life with its disfavors. The ability to paint a great picture, to design a great building, to lead an army, to organize a government, to construct a philosophy, to dream a religion, is a gift and cannot be added to any one by taking thought, however quickly it may be taken away. Neither can the possessors of these be reduced to the level of those who have nothing to offer, no ideas, no dreams. Christ said one really significant thing, Who by taking thought can add a cubit to his stature? If He had followed the logic of that statement He would never have delivered the Sermon on the Mount or the Beatitudes and would not now be so popular, but apparently He was genius enough to be illogical.

What has confronted the American organizing genius, now known as a captain of industry, a multi-millionaire, a financier and the like, has beenaside from a mass need for this, that and the other and his desire to supply it in order that he might improve his own condition, strengthen his own individuality, etc.this same pen-written theory about all men being free and equal. Free they might be to begin with, one might hear him saying to himselfto a very limited extent, anyhowbut equal to himself, however much they might be equal one to another, never. It became his business, therefore, as he soon found and as he afterwards phrased it, to drive a horse and wagon through the Constitution, or indeed any other law that might be devised to stop him and his dreams. I do not believe that any financial genius, American or other, anywhere or at any time, ever stopped to consider that there was such a thing as law or a Declaration of Independence or a Constitution when he began; or, if he did, it was as something to be evaded or overcome. To the aggressive organizing mind life is and always has been a free and practically uncharted sea. It finds Itself blazing with an impulse to get some one new thing done; it conceives some great scheme, is inspired with some great enthusiasm for something; and thereafter all else is as nothing. Being strong and magnetic and enthusiastic, it rushes in where it is generally assumed angels fear to tread and seizes upon all which it deems may aid it in its dreams. The average man is of as little significance to such a temperament as a stalk of grain to a reaper. Any ideal other than its own is likely to be looked upon as an impediment. But always, of course, there exists the tramping mass of lesser individuals who have been going to school and church and there learning (in America at least) all the religious and copy-book maxims, which argue that the world was made for the individual and that he was born free and equal, each as good as any other and each called upon to aid the other; and these begrudge, and always have and always will, these great giants their power. They often fight them and sometimes beat them.

But they are not to be wholly undone by them at any time, anywhere. Like the Lilliputians, the mass as often succeeds in binding Gulliver with their threads as Gulliver succeeds in tearing through their petty stays. The twain are ever being born side by side in nature; the giant and the pygmy, the shark and the bluefish, the whale and the minnow. Look, cry the minnows to their fellows, this whale imagines he is better, wiser, greater, than we! He moves in larger ways, disturbs our great sea, taking his choice of the realms and pleasures of life. Why should this be? Are we not as good as he? And yet he does all these things which we cannot; he breaks the law which governs the average minnow, whereas we cannot. Therefore he must be evil We will seize and bind him and so end his privileges, if not him. Immediately and always, at this point, there arises an intermediate figure or group, the sophisticated advocates of the people, tribunes of the people, individuals less powerful than the giants, though shrewder than the pygmies, their employers, many of whom are sincere enough in their conviction of unselfishness; others self-seekers and charlatans purely, yet each and every one crying that he will deliver the mass from its bondage, and actually attempting, or pretending, to adjust the impossible demands of the people with the almost impossible individualism of the egoist. But, honest or dishonest as they may be, the mass is never made quite free; the financiers or individuals are never wholly curbed. Both merely proceed to develop new issues and new battlefields.

Personally I believe that most of us would prefer that the mass should not sweep away the individual, for each of us would prefer to be somebody in however small a way rather than mere unrecognizable cogs in a machine or bees in a beehive. At best, we are little more than that; even our greatest individuals, individual as they may seem. They, too, are but minute factors in the total machinery, little able to forefend against disaster or the ultimate nothingness that swallows them. But one thing is sure: the individual in the course of the development of his dreams and ambitions does scheme out and construct or bring into organic operation functions which are valuable to mass prosperity, and on that score there is scarcely any fault to be found with him.

The thing that might seriously concern a thinking American would be whether the American financial type, as contrasted with those of other lands and times, is more or less admirable. Greece had Croesus; Rome, Lepidus, Hadrian; Italy, Lorenzo, the money-gathering Popes; France, Louis XIV, the Baron de Hirsch; England, the first Rothschild, the late Cecil Rhodes, Harmsworth, Strathcona; Japan, Shibusawa.

While it may be admitted that the organizing types developed in America have not had any too great charm or virtue (Astor I., Vanderbilt I, Gould, Sage, Harriman, Morgan), still they appear to compare favorably with most ancients and moderns. If they have done less for the arts, as many seem to think, socially, or at least economically, they have done as much if not more than their predecessors. Astor I. may have begrudged a washerwoman fifty cents, dunned his tenants for rent, debauched the Indians, but he opened up the most remote portions of America and laid the way for roads and railroads. The first Vanderbilt was no doubt a brutal, cruel and savage man, but he had the vision which made a transcontinental railroad possible. His greed and vanity made it possible. As much might be said for Gould, Russell Sage and Harriman, though the picture of Sage keeping apples in his desk to avoid buying lunches for his friends or well-wishers and using his old plug hats for umbrella stands in order to get a little more wear out of them could not be of much interest to the mass except in a Dickensian sense. Unless one accepts the subtleties of Nature as one finds them, sees in all an inexplicable and yet biologic or universally constructive plan, and in these riant and lawless individuals a scheme of hers to achieve something quickly, there is nothing very admirable or even explicable about the dark goings to and fro of such types as the late J. P. Morgan, H. H. Rogers, Thomas F. Ryan, William C. Whitney, or any of a score of other large fortune-builders so recently in control of stupendous matters here and elsewhere. They are not explicable save as motivating forces in the hands or will of higher powersgood, bad or indifferent. Seen at close range they are more suggestive of sharks and we of sniveling bluefish, and it is plainly to our best interests either to keep out of their way or unite firmly to oppose them in whatever way we can, unless we choose to be promptly eaten.

Yet are they any worse than their prototypes anywhere? The worst that can be said for the American is that as yet no one of him has been able to rival Lorenzo the Magnificent or Louis XIV to gather and use in any marked way, supposing there has been anything of importance to use, the significant artistic personalities and materials (American or general) of his time after the fashion, say, of a Lorenzo, a Hadrian or a Can Grande. Perhaps he has had few opportunities, no Michelangelos to countenance or foster, no Raphaels or Leonardos to attach to his court or entourage. Again it may be urged that he has never been in any position to organize or dictate, being by no means in any free or superior position in a democracy such as this. The best he has been able to do apparently is to buy, although of course the power to patronize nobly and generously has to a certain extent been within his range. Still, a stranger to our rich and powerful land might (I do not say he would) be struck by the abject poverty of a Poe or a Whitman, scarcely knowing which way to turn for means, as contrasted with the enormous affluence of so many financial geniuses. Why, one such might ask, should either a writer or poet of the transcendent merit of either of these have lacked a financial sponsor? And why, the same inquiring mind might ask, was there no Maecenas to befriend the late George Inness, Harris Merton Lyon, or MacDowell, the musician? But in other waysvia libraries, gifts to art museums, schools and universitieshe would have to admit that the American multimillionaire has done quite as well as the others; only, in so far as I can see, he has in the main lacked the insight to connect his gifts with an impulse toward the truest art values and realms of mental freedom and refinement. Too often, as in the case of our universities, his gifts have been far too subtly identified, aside from purely technical progress, with mental retrogression, or at least the perpetuation of religious and moralistic dogma not compatible with the truest mental development. At the same time the retort might be that it has never been a part of the organizing ability of any money genius anywhere to plan for true mental progress. It may not be necessary. Life may be taking care of that on its own as the phrase runs.

However that may be, one cannot help thinking how interesting it would have been if in New York or elsewhere any one of the above-mentioned men had in his day troubled togather about him in some private court a representative group of intellectual and artistic personalities, for the sole purpose of testifying to his interest in that side of life, if nothing more. After all, the living individual is worth something, and any one of our financiers might have done what no American of wealth, as far as I know, has as yet done: invested some of his boundless wealth in personality. Or he might have endowed a wholly independent magazine or newspaper or theatre, of which there is at present not one, or a school of special learning free from dogmatic interference, or a publishing house, or a university which should have been a true university and not one devoted to the economic or social or religious theories or moods of any particular period. The strangest lack or flaw in the American organizing financial temperament, in so far as I can see, is or has been, hitherto, its inability to see either character or significance in anything save movements which tend to further the most material financial aims: railroads, butcher-companies, electricity, gas, typewriter and other purely mechanical or material organizations. Yet possibly, up to the present time, the land has only needed things of this kind. And perhaps the next generation will make amends. Who knows? Thus far there has been little if any tendency to invest in anything save such art or art forms as have been heralded by time.

To this day, ancient Asiatic, Egyptian and European art forms continue to pour in on us in a brilliant phantasmagoric stream, until we threaten, or did, to drain the world of its treasures. Our private mansions groan with the antiquated skill of Asia and other continents, but of these other matters, or the cultivation or preservation of a single living personality, not a word. It is possible to go forth and raise any reasonable or even unreasonable sum for any number of useless or surplus charitable organizations or hospitals or churches, whereas if it were a question of cash for a truly civilizing movement of some kind, or a personality, the obstacles would prove well nigh insurmountable. Some of the trashiest homes I have ever had the misery of beholding have been those of men of tremendous wealth and alleged refinement, stuffed to overflowing with bogus furniture and art. Yet, when all is said and done, are they to blame? Are they not specialized machines sent here for a purpose? And should one expect more? Verily we have our reward in their practical achievements....Yet, also, when one looks at them one cannot help remembering that Walt Whitman lived in a back street in Camden and depended upon a friendly admirer to bring him a fish for his supper; that Poe lived in a hut in the woods, unable to achieve or afford a more suitable abode. I am not quarreling; I cite these as interesting facts.

An interviewer once questioning me in regard to the significance of the American financial type (it was just after I had published The Financier), raised the question as to whether the American financial type, then so abundant and powerful, had ethically the right to be as it was or do as it was doing, seeing that it was being and doing about as it pleased. My answer was, and I still see no reason for changing it, that, in spite of all the so-called laws and prophets, there is apparently in Nature no such thing as the right to do or the right not to do, if you reach the place where the significance of the social chain in which you find yourself is not satisfactory. The murderer has under the written law no right to murder anybody. It is perfectly plain that he has the right if he is willing to pay the penalty, or if he can evade it. Conscience, this thing called conscience to which people repeatedly appeal, is, as I have pointed out elsewhere, little more than a built-up net of social acceptances and agreements in regard to society or the agreed state of facts in which we all find ourselves when we arrive here; in other words all the things which we wish to do and be, or avoid. It is not anything save an inherent condition of balance in Nature which desires and achieves a very rough equation, but nothing which works exact justice to any individual anywhere. The so-called still, small voice, ever present at ones inner or spiritual ear, is, if it is anything at all, a sense of self-preservation and conditional desire for equation or peace stillness, rest, lack of friction.

It is true that the individual may not always agree with the ethics of his time, or that he may smack of anything but sweetness and light, may even seem a little gross or terrible; but if he prove essential, as he nearly always does, his revolt against the commonplace fixity, rigidity and the like of the slower-moving man cannot be looked upon as either wholly evil or in vain. Indeed, if he did no more than throw a new light on this strange phantasmagory called existence, then, ethics or no ethics, he would have been worth while and it would make no essential difference whether he agreed with passing theories or not. Apparently the world, or let us say the race, is moving along in some curious way to possibly a larger, more widespread condition of complexity and articulation, part with part (variety in unity, unity in variety), and a self-sen-sating intellectual perception and appreciation of the same. Who knows? But beyond that, what? Is man better, purer, more spiritual, more generous than ever he was? Do any of the savages or animals lack any of the emotional or charitable traits which we possess? Observe the wolf with its young; the cat; the dog; the lion. Are not all swayed by conditioning laws of subsistence and which they obey, but nothing more? True, they kill to eat, to preserve themselves. Has man ever done lessor more?

Any naturalistic philosopher can, of course, trace all the steps for you, how it is that you have come to be seemingly so different, although he cannot tell you why or where you are going. My own guess would be that we, or rather the race, is going on to a greater individuality, plus a greater weakness as to its component and clinging atoms, providing it does not suffer an endless dark age of mass control or total extinction in some form or other. Nietzsche appeared preaching individuality, greater individuality for everybody who could achieve it, and to a certain extent he was right. Greater individuality than the world has yet seen will certainly be achieved by some. Schopenhauer, before him, announced that only failure for the individual was possible, and to a certain extent he was right also. The two saw the over-soul from different angles. Again, Marx, the humanitarian, appeared preaching solidarity for the mass and mass control, and his work will probably result in greater material battles between the individual and the mass than any yet witnessed. If one stands with the individualists, as one may well do. and believes that there are no laws created by mass conditions and necessities which the individual should not be allowed to break for the subsequent good of the mass, and also that the mass only moves forward because of the services of the exceptional individual, then one will be compelled to agree with Nietzsche that it is folly not to wish that the significant individual will always appear and will always do what his instincts tell him to do. On the other hand if one feels, as so many of the less well-equipped do, that in the long run and in the plan of Nature itself the individual is nothing, the type all, and that mass conditions favoring the production of many of the best type are most important, then the airs and dreams of the individual in regard to his personal satisfaction and satiation will not seem so important, the general welfare of each individual of the mass more important than anything else. And this will mean that always the special individual, the genius of any kind, will be curbed and restrained if not actually pushed into the background. And, in the main, life proves this nearly all the time. Attempts at world domination on the part of one individual and another have proved failures, as witness Darius, Alexander, Hannibal, Napoleon, the Kaiser.

Yet theories and doxies wear thin with the course of time, and the still, small voice of one age is not the still, small voice of the next, strange as it may seem. At best, all we have is the individual, not always financial, by any means, or artistic, but one who has dreamed out something: music, a picture, poetry, a machine, a railroad, an empireanything, in short, that man as race or nation can use or rejoice in. If to have a Woolworth Building, a transcontinental railroad, a Panama Canal, a flying machine, to say nothing of literature and art, means that we must endure a man who is dull, greedy, vain, ridiculous in many ways or even an advocate of every conceivable vice in order to twist his brain into some strange phantasmagorical tendency, the result of which will be some one of these things, there are many who would enthusiastically say, Then let us have him along with all his lacks or vices, in order that this other may be. If it is a question of having a Villon or not, provided we cannot have him without having a thief at the same time, then the same or another group would cry, Let us have the thief and the poem concerning the Snows of Yesterday. For my part I am convinced that so-called vice and crime and destruction and so-called evil are as fully a part of the universal creative process as are all the so-called virtues, and do as much goodproviding, as they do, for one thing, the religionist and the moralist with their reasons for existing. At best, ethics and religion are but one face of a shield which is essentially irreligious and unethical as to its other face, or the first would not exist.

For myself, then, I cannot say that personally or socially the American or any other financier, as I have investigated him, is not as satisfactory as may be, all things considered. Artistically thus far he is not much to survey, but a giant or a Titan he certainly has been. As for the majority of them, they were by no means presentable or even acceptable socially, but what would you? They were, in the main, too ignorant, too insistent on their own views, too self-hypnotized by their own dreams of self-advancement and dominance. A leader of polite society anywhere, for instance, might not be willing to welcome a Russell Sage, a Jay Gould, or a John W, Gates or his wife, or indeed any other American financial type thus far known, and this solely on the ground of expediency or social or artistic fitness or unfitness for the lighter forms of living, but that in itself proves nothing. It could truthfully be said, on the other hand, that it would scarcely be possible to admit the average society man to the threatening precincts of radical energy or thought in any form. One thing is sure: the individual cannot wholly understand the mass, nor the mass the individual. Both have their significance, their place, but if one were to say of either that it or he alone had claim to significance as a helpful factor in life, or as dramatic or artistic material, or as a spectacle, one would be greatly mistaken. Both have. All have.


THE TOIL OF THE LABORER

A TRILOGY

I.

The ears to hear! The beauty

1

Of life is unceasingly calling.

2

The eyes to see! Its glory

3

Is ever unfolding anew!

4

THE toil of the laborer is artless. There is in it neither form, nor color, nor tone. For months I have been working as only workingmen work, and in the dreary round of the hours it has come to me that the thing which is weari some and disheartening about it is that it is utterly devoid of art. In the construction of a building, for instance, whereat we labored for three long months, I discovered that with each days labor I was in contact only with that which was formless and colorless and toneless. Huge, misshapen, disheartening piles of brick; commonplace, indifferent and colorless masses of stone, wood, iron, sand, cement; bone and sinew of what was to be, but in themselves devoid of all that could appeal to the eye or touch the heart, and scattered about in such an aimless way as to bring to the mind nothing but a wearying sense of disorder. This disorder, however, as soon became clear to me, was not apparent in a definite way to all those who worked amidst it. These mixers of mortar and carriers of brick toiled in the grime and dust without seeming to realize that it was a wretched condition, hard, grim and, so far as the sum of their individual lives was concerned, but meagerly profitable. Carpenters, masons and iron-workers went sturdily about their labors, but the artless and unlovely nature of their work was over it all, and despite their seeming unconsciousness to it one felt the drag of its absence, their eagerness to get away, their innate yearning to be where things were not in the making, the urge to be out in the larger and more perfect world where form and color and tone do abound.

For, after all, in the main, things do stand complete, as we see them. The hills have their enduring roundness, the trees their perpetual forms. Landscapes and skylines are not torn and scraped as in the vicinity of some (comparatively) minute constructive labor. Nature is nearly always cunningly pleasing to the eye on the surface, whatever may go on below whereas the average constructive processes are so often discordant, broken, disordered.

Seeing this, and not being able in my own consciousness to explain why, my heart was sad and I wondered why life should be thus grimly organized; why formlessness in the parts of the thing to be formed; why tonelessness in that which when laboriously organized would be all tone; why colorlessness in that which in the end would enliven the heart with color and dance before the eye a perfect thing.

In the progress of the work, however, it was given me to see that, in the production of all things here, there is at bottom this very formlessness innate. For to organize and perfect one thing we must take from and destroy another; and in doing that we fly in the face of that which we most desire: order and harmony. Therefore, if we would have that which the inexplicable urge for something new and more beautiful commands, we must apparently steel our hearts against the old and destroy it, although, having committed the offense of destruction, we must repay or balance by the labor of construction.

It is not given to all of us to follow the ramifications of Natures planning nor to see wherein justice or the seeming injustice lies. Most of those about meaverage short-reasoning creaturestook their labor drearily enough and were not able to see in any definite inspiriting way the approaching beauty of that which their hands were building. It did not concern them. Many of them came and labored but a little while, doing but a minute portion of that which was to be the whole, seeing only the mass and chaos of it without ever obtaining one glimpse of the loveliness which was to be.

But when the labor had been completed, when the mortar had been mixed and the brick and stone removed from their uneven masses and set in order, when the wounds of the earth had been smoothed over, the scattered debris removed and the grass allowed to grow, when in the light of the restful evening there rose, in this instance, high in the air a perfect tower, buttressed, arched and pinnacled, with here a window reflecting the golden Western glow and there a pillar standing out in delicate relief against the perfect background of the sky, the meaning of the chaos came home. Here it was: color, form, tone, beauty. The labor of the excavator, the toil of the iron-worker, the irritating beats of the carpenters hammers, the mess and disorder of the field of action, had all blended together finally and made this perfect thingonly they were no longer a part of it. To most of them it was all but meaningless. Having labored on but portions of it they could scarcely conceive it as a whole.

And yet as I looked my heart rose up, and I, for one, was thankful to have been in part a worker, to have worked a little, to have wearied a little, to have sighed a little, that so lovely a thing might be.

II.

The toil of the laborer is thoughtless. There is in it neither conception nor initiative nor the development of that which is new. Though the hands labor and the body bend, the heart is not in it. It is all a weariness and a travail of the flesh, and the profit is unseen.

In a certain factory, not far from the heart of the city of New York, I worked as a laborer. My duty was to carry shavings and lumber and to sweep the floor. All day, from the blowing of the whistle at seven in the morning to its welcome blast at six at night, my body was busy bending and lifting in the effort to keep the floor clean of shavings and supplying a half-dozen machines with lumber. The slow, unchanging, imperative nature of the work, the fact that I went on whether one man came or another one stayed away, the dreary persistence with which it was necessary to repeat the same motion day after day, week after week, month after month, year after year, was, to the thinking and restless mind, maddening.

In this factory at the time there ruled a foreman well fitted to the scheme of things. He was a strange, egotistic, vainglorious soul, with a mind so set up by the fact that he had been foreman of this little shop that there was no living with him. He was arbitrary; his word was law. With an air that might have become a tragedian, he walked about his domain and glared upon each and all, meditating upon his exalted position. Every word was either a command or a reproof, and in times of excitement or depression, such as naturally flow from the hurry or the lack of work, he was always about, venting his humor or wrath, as his mood dictated.

This situation, coupled with the meager wages, the enormous wealth of the corporation which controlled it all, the utter indifference of those who sat at the top to those who worked at the bottom, was a difficult thing to endure. It was so very apparent to any one who thought that the work of those at the bottom was entirely without point save as a means of subsistence. To lift and carry, to move along given lines and within certain limitsthis was the sum and substance of wisdom required, and it mattered little who did it. Some small personal characteristics figured in, such as whether a man was naturally quick or slow, good-humored or ill-humored and the like, but the main point was to do the work as conceived, planned, initiated and developed by some one above. And this could be acquired until it was not a matter of thought but of rote. What you thought or how you felt was not involved.

One of its pathetic aspects was that it was involved with the maintenance of a condition which was not necessarily beneficial or worthy of approval. So many of the owners, for whom these thousands upon thousands of individuals labored, were mere idlers in society, social loafers, daily bulletined as the chief factors in a dozen trivial amusements, and as wholly unconscious of this under-condition which made for their situation and pleasure as if it did not exist at all. For every motion and bending here, some one else was deriving the privilege not to move or bend there. It was as if some untoward power were momentarily taking something from each of these and giving it to some one who did not even know whence it came.

And the saddest part of it was that these toilers, born for the most part to a condition and with brains unsuited to anything much better, were still not so dull that they could not see, and that rather plainly, how scurvily Nature was using them, with what a vast, contemptuous indifference. It was little to Her whether they lived or died, did poorly or well. Most of them were mere machines who had acquired the little they knew by observing others, who, if they were capable of thinking at all, were restricted by the nature of their labor in utilizing thought, and yet they could see so plainly that those above them did very little or nothing, and received much, so much more. It was one of those situations in which labor, a mere round of motions, took the place of thought and left them weary and disinterested at the close of the day, not fit to originate a thought if it had been possible or necessary.

And yet, after a time, it occurred to me that it was not, perhaps, so much the thoughtlessness of it that was so wretched as that any human being, toiling to his full capacity, should not receive more of the legitimate profits of his labor. These men, ignorant and, in a way, valueless without direction, were nevertheless useful creatures and, in this sense if no other, were deserving of a far more reasonable share of the profit which their efforts created. That it should not be so, that despite their willing or non-willing they should be driven early and late to create a surplus which was not directly applied to the pressing needs of society as a whole, but to the frittering amusements of the few, not much better in the main than themselves, seemed hard.

And yet sometimes when I looked out upon the world as it glimmered before my windowswhen I saw, as it so chanced, the waters of the river flowing by, the splendid boats riding at anchor or steaming peacefully past, and the wonder of the hills and hollows, all set suggestively before the eyesit came to me that, perhaps, in spite of the seeming injustice involved in this situation, variety was as essential to happiness as socalled justice or equation, and that the very inequalities I was bemoaning were the things which I was admiring in Nature. To blot out the light and the shadows, to remove the hills and dales, to take away the far reaches which spread between luxury and want, idleness and toilmight not these be the things which after all would rob life of much of its value and charm? Might they not?

But as I turned again to the weariness of my labor and saw once more the routine, the comparative slavery, the drag of almost endless hours, I could not help wishing for each that there might be some better solution than this necessity for varietythat perhaps the heights and hollows need not after all be so vast. To survey a mountain, to view a desertwas not this the privilege of but a few? And might not the true beauty of life exist in the way-places where are neither heights nor depths but only a tender and appealing undulation? I wondered, and still do, for in spite of endless personal inconvenience I have never been able to believe that an unbreakable dead level of equality should maintain, that none should suffer overmuch, that none should want to the extreme. And yet at this time, in this place, the less varied seemed the all-to-be-desired. That it was not to be found in so starkly diversified a world as here offers did not lessen the pain of the labor or the value of the ideal in the least. To work, to wait, to hope, to pray for some such changehow important these loomed in the hour of weariness! And yet the charm that hope cast over effort was as though the difference had already in part been bridged and that the realization of the ideal was almost at hand.

III.

The toil of the laborer is without mercy, its grim insistence unrequited by anything save the meager wages wherewith it is paid. There is no true beauty in it, no tenderness. There is no thought of anything save what muscle and the strength of the individual can be made to yield. More than this, the sum of what is accomplished passes almost entirely into other hands. There is no provision made for those who will be as tattered remnants when the things for which they labored have been accomplished.

For several months I worked with the laborers for a great railroad. It was the kind of labor that falls to the lot of every man who is unskilled and whose sense of honesty or compulsion or duty or need commands that he labor. Those with whom I worked were employed to carry lumber, load brick, shovel earth and mix mortar. The work was requited at the rate of fifteen cents an hour, and nothing more than this was allowed for overtime. We worked nine or ten hours a day, as the light permitted. There was no rest for those here employed save in a form of subterfuge, which was as wearisome as the toil itself to one not accustomed to it by long years of practice. To be sure one might delay in the carrying of anything; it was possible to be deliberate, to hang first on one foot and then the other; there was a way of resting on ones pick before lifting it; but the gain was scarcely worth the pains. At the close of the day the sum of idleness thus secured would not be sufficient to produce a restful feeling, and the knowledge that a watchful foreman was well aware of the spirit of your labor was not conducive to comfort.

We were under a foreman whose conception of life was that it meant toil, and who himself was perfectly equipped physically to meet it. He did not stop to parley or temper the necessities with tenderness but shouted and cursed his commands, the fulfilling of which was as much of a burden on his mind as upon our bodies. Work there was in plenty, vast quantities of labor extending into the weeks and years, and the only thought which the conclusion of one hard days toil could bring was that there was another exactly like it tomorrow. It had no end for the individual save in arbitrary cessation on his part, the ending of his pay, or in disintegration and death. And need drove so many to continue day after day, without rhyme or reason in so far as the individual was concerned.

I could not help pondering over this from time to time, wondering at the lust of the controlling powers at the top for money and place, the fierceness of Nature in placing such an impulse in them, the fierceness of the temper of our immediate masters (general managers, superintendents, foremen and the like), the persistence of their frowns, the manner in which, when anything was delayed or the work went wrong, they visited the blame upon the heads of those beneath them, the urge and blame finally falling with sharp effect upon the carriers and serfs at the bottom. Life did not seem to require or justify it, I often thought. The rewards achieved by those at the bottom at least were too inconsiderable. The enormous and almost useless surplus of this great corporation flowering out into exotic social forms at the top was proof that it was an unjust exaction. A man should be a man in spite of the orders of his superiors. Mercy and tenderness should qualify our every deed....So it looked from the bottom.

And then one day I was made a foreman.

I was determined that I, as foreman, would hold persistently, through whatever wearinesses might come, to this earlier creed of courtesy and consideration. I told myself that I would do better than these others. There should be no harshness in my tone. I would not swear. A moderate effort would be demanded of my men, but nothing more. So much for good intentions.

In this new capacity I found that my duties were of a different nature from those of my former, Here, instead of running at the beck and call of another, I had men running for me, I had from a dozen to fifteen men under me, as the work varied, and my principal duty was to see that they did not shirk.

I accepted this with a light heart. It seemed easy enough, something which could be accomplished in the most gracious spirit. All I had to do was to take my position beside my gang, humming a tune, and to watch (as I thought) their progress with a gentle and merry heart.

How speedy and how sad was my disillusionment!

Before one day was gone I was made to feel that the pressure which was on me from above must be transferred to those who were below, regardless. There were orders to be complied with, periods to be observed, standards of quality to be maintained in certain kinds of work, which my men did not always understand. Nor did an explanation or a simple request always result in understanding or ready willingness to comply. They were often tired, a nights rest not always apparently repairing the weariness of the day before. None were so dull that they could not see that many reaped where they had not sown, took joy in that for which they had never paid, while others like themselves sweated under a load which they had never vailed to carry. Dark looks, dark moods, dark wishes were as common as ever, yet if my own position or my superiors good will were worth anything to me I could not allow them to fall below their quota of toil. It was necessary to achieve a given result, or resign, and at every turn there were rules, rules, rules.

How hard I tried to adjust my new relationship to the ideal which had previously been mine, and at the same time comply with the rules of the company, I will not say. For a time I did manage to keep a cheerful attitude and to speak gently. I tried to overlook the indifference and subterfuge which I knew they were practicing and which before, in part at least, had seemed justifiable but which must also in part be overcome, if life were to go on at all. For Nature, as I had come to see, had established these inequalities, the smallness of mind in some, the strength and vision in others. Who was I to set about establishing exact justice or equation, where I had not created? Or how or where? Or I might smile and smile and urge with pleasant compliments, but how did that justify or make amends? And although for a time it seemed as though I might succeed in avoiding all difficulty, still the memory of my own recent feelings was too fresh not to influence me deeply.

Then came a day when the pressure of work to be done was so much greater than it had been before that the usual subterfuge of the men became an irritation to me. They were painfully and exasperatingly slow, if not without reason, and the pressure on me from above was heavy also. A heavy rain had washed the earth into a long trench which we had been excavating. It was necessary to hurry the reopening of this in order not to delay other work. Concrete had to be prepared, a large foundation set by a given date. We were under urgent surveillance from our superiors and could but follow out their orders or resign.

In this situation I confess that I did not do much parleying with my sense of equation or justice. Although I knew these men to be in the main underpaid and overworked, and in so far as the corporation was concerned mere machines to be pushed to the limit of their capacity and discharged when no longer useful, still I stood beside them and ordered and commanded, urging first one and then the other with shouts and gruff words, until at last they were as wrought up and as harried by me as they had been by any one of whom I had previously complained. They were driven, harassed by me, until one, irritated by the anachronism of it all, no doubt, my previous enthusiasm for better conditions, turned on me with: Yeshurry! Hurry! You didnt work so hard yourself, though!

I paused in my ordering and walked aside a little space to consider. How true was the thing he said! I had not worked so. It had been a constant complaint with me, in my own mind at least, that so much insistence and heartless driving had never been justified by the reward offered, that the men were entitled to more than they received for the grudging toil they gave. And here was I outdoing these drivers who to me had seemed most brutal!

For that day then, and for many others, I tried to discover just how it was that I had drifted into so rough and exacting an attitude. Did I not know now, as well as before, that the corporation for which we were all working was enormously rich? Had I not more evidence than before that the men were overworked and underpaid, my own demands proving it? Could I not see in the orders given me that there was no consideration for them, but only the thing to be accomplished at the least possible expense?

I acknowledged freely that this was absolutely true, and yet I now pleaded with myself that I saw no way to remedy it and that if I did not fulfill the companys orders some one else would. The work had to be done. There was no way of permitting these men to shirk and take their time, without noticeably delaying the work. If the corporation was to be run, its present efficiency maintained and the public served, it would of course have to be done at a profit which would induce men of initiative and skill at the top to serve; otherwise no man would undertake the matter, and there would be no labor at all for any of these men at the bottom. For Nature apparently went on the theory of great reward for those who could or would originate and conduct in a large way, little for those who could not; and these at the bottom did not and apparently could not originate. Their reasoning powers were not as yet sufficiently developed for that. They were, by reason of their mental equipment, hewers of wood and drawers of water.

After a time I felt that I could no longer go on without making a definite choice: I must serve them or their masters wholeheartedly. The retort of the laborer had proved too great a shock, and it was long before I recovered my exterior equanimity, and never again my internal peace, here. Plainly I was not one called by nature to this task. Reason as I would, the two elements of capital and labor, exacting strength and helpless weakness, would not adjust themselves within my consciousness save in some such rough way as I here saw operating, and so because of my natural sympathy for these underlings I was forced in spite of myself to choose sides. Either I must relinquish my former attitude of sympathy for the men and opposition to the indifference of the company, or I must side with them. There could be no middle ground, and until I should choose my conscience would give me no peace.

It was after a particularly hard days work and because of some special conditions that I managed finally to reach a decision, which, however much it may have benefited me, helped them in no least way. We had been mixing concrete and, a touch of my old cynical uncertainty dominating me, I had been driving them all the day long, urging one to shovel faster, calling to another to bring the wheelbarrows of stone almost before they were needed, sending this one for water and that one for cement, until the men were running about like ants. About four oclock of this long day it began to rain. It had been gray and lowery all day but now the moisture descended in a fine drizzle and we were compelled to work or leave unfinished the batch of concrete we were just beginning. In a sullen mood, because of my own dreary part in this, I stood and held them to their task, not caring much what became of them or myself either, until at last the work was completed. At dusk, damp and dreary, I took my lunch-box and tramped doggedly along the tracks toward the depot, comforted by one thought only: that the day was over and I myself was free.

It was at that hour when the traffic outward from the great city assumes its most imposing aspect. Along this magnificent highway of steel were speeding the trains of one of the wealthiest corporations in the world. Limiteds were passing, their splendid interiors aglow with half a hundred lights. Seemingly more prosperous citizens than we were reclining there in comfort. Others were gazing out idly. The dining cars of various trains were set with silver and white linen.

As I paused near the station to turn my eye on this truly appealing scene and to gather its significance as contrasted with that which I had just left, there passed by, going in my direction, the little procession of Italians over whom I ruled, bearing with them the tools with which they had been laboring. There was Philip, whom I had often noted as I stood beside the trench in which he was working, his body all twisted and bent from long years of unremitting toil; there was Angelo, old and leathern in feature, whose one boast was that he had never missed a days work in seventeen years; there was Matteo, thin, spare, worn-looking, whose eye was alight with a kindly humor and whose willingness to work I had never been able to question; there were John and Collarbrace (as we called one Calabrian), Mussolin and Jimmie, all trudging patiently onward like cattle, the day of their labor having brought forth nothing but a night of weariness.

And as I stood there looking at them I could not help contrasting the weariness of their labor with this (one of many, many), flowers which it, or labor like it, had produced at the top. Here was this immerse corporation with its magnificent equipment, its palatial depots, its comfortable trains speeding onward bearing their burdens of the comfortable (?) and the more fortunate (?), and here at the very bottom were these humble trudgers making their away homeward in the night and the rain. And as I thouht of the meagerness of their wages, the manner in which I had driven them, and the profitless luxury, in so far as they were concerned, to which their labor trended, I resolved that I, for one, would have nothing more to do with it.

Not to drive where I could not ease, not to urge where I could not repay, not to be a tool in the hands of their indifferent masters who could not or would not interest themselves in them, was something, even though my ceasing could not relieve them of their toil.


PERSONALITY

IN the last analysis personality appears to be a sense of power resting on a feeling of capability or wisdom and usefulness, and hence a right to be; or this may be reversed for some and it be said to be a sense of capability or usefulness which springs from inherent wisdom and power. At best it is inexplicable to the individual himself. He does not know from whence it comes, why he has it, why he of all people should have it and so many other billions not, why his thoughts should be large where those of others are so small, his cunning or subtlety great where those of so many others are obviously less. If he has in addition any charm of character, being thus endowed, he will be courteous, considerate, merciful; but it by no means follows that he must so have or be. That would not explain an Attila, an Alaric, a Can Grande or a Torquemada.

Why should I be born with a great mind, a Caesar, a Shakespeare, a Hannibal or a Leonardo might well have asked of himself, whereas so many have little ones? Why is my frail bark speeded by winds of destiny or chance over favorable seas to power, where so many are beached or foundered en route? Did I make myself? Did I foreknow all? Where so profound an egoist, even with a minute brain, to claim so much?

The truth is all good things are gifts, a voice, strength of body, vigor of mind, vision, the power to lead, as in war, any art, beauty, charm. This is not to say that these things may not be technically improved, and are, but this is the business with which mediocrity is chiefly concerning itself. I know that the world, where it lacks the strength to think on the subject, thinks differently, but this is mere nonsense and without import.

The man of personality or destiny realizes the guidance, enmity or favor of not necessarily higher, we will say, but different powers. (I am not for saints, guardian angels, Buddhas, Christs, perfect gods all.) He realizes all too keenly the element of chance, luck, unpropitious as well as propitious hours. Sometimes, in spite of himself and to his wonder, he notes that his affairs prosper. There is a tide At other times (and who has not realized this?), try as he will, he had better lay aside all effort and disappear. Fortune will have none of him. The furies hover over his path. Harpies beset him. Go where he will, there will be elements to annoy him, if no more than an ill wind to blow his cap away or to cast dust into his eyes. He, above all others, knows that time and chance happen to all men.

But it is so easy to cite the old-time virtues of honesty, stability, truthfulness, fair-dealing, etc., as proving character, its value, and the power of any one, however weak or defective, personally to achieve it. But always, in spite of the advocates of simple and normal and moral things as proving in themselves genius and worth, there is something more magnetism, for instance, a thing not necessarily or solely a part of these other so-called virtues, and strength, assurance, courage, generous or the reverse. These are not things of ethical import necessarily, but they make for success just the same. Observe that youth admires color, flare, pugnacity, brute courage and daring; middle age, knowledge of sorts, aggressiveness, endurance, success; old age, wisdom, generosity, humility, etc. How many of the former are ethical? In the quiet halls of learning or reflection certain of the tabulated virtues may be extolled, but to whom does the world pay attention, to whom has it paid attention? Darius, Artaxerxes, Alexander, Caesar, Hannibal, Attila, Alaric, Peter the Hermit, Napoleon, the Kaiser; possessing what of all these virtues? Caesar kind, patient, honest, truthful? Napoleon the same? Antony the same? Attila the same? Not even the popes, the preachers, the founders of religion were so. Always craft, force, diplomacy; but little of the sacrificial media so extolled and commended to the rank and file in order to keep them at rest.

It is significant of the intellectual development of America, if not of other countries, that we hear less these days of character, that something or somewhat which we were all supposed to have, or at least develop for ourselves or make (!) la Washington, Lincoln, Grant, etc., who in most American schoolbook essays and college addresses were and still are supposed to have made their skill, endurance, resourcefulness, etc.; and more of that other thing which we call personality and which for a long time apparently we were not supposed to have, that unexplainable, inescapable something with which we come and in which even here in America we are now beginning to believe. Yes, we are beginning to suspect that there are certain things which some of us cannot do, however much we may wish or try to. Also that ability in many realms and forms comes without volition on our part, fate and circumstance causing it to blaze for us whether we will or no. After many volumes of another kind of mush, this is at last becoming rather apparent. There is less talk now of being Napoleons all, adding inches to our stature by taking thought (lifting ourselves by our boot-straps, in other words), and more of plain effort according to our especially inherited abilities or capacities. It is a sad truth for most men, more especially for most Americans, when they discover it, but it is nevertheless an economic and helpful one. Men do better once they realize their genuine limitations and cease reaching for the moon. For so very long, here in America at least, we have been fed on something so very different: our inalienable ability to do anything and everything equally well.

One wonders at times whether the light is really breaking. Can it be that we are getting ready to admit that we are not Caesars each and all, held back by our own idleness and indifference? One begins to rub ones eyes. I have often wondered why it is that the word common, in its sense of being plentiful and therefore indifferent, has not struck home to the many of us for what it is: an expression of contempt; and that uncommon, extraordinary, denote approbation. Why, if this is not true, should everything that is common be held so lightly of the mass, whereas that which is special or individual, inherited or no, is of such intense interest to it? For example, the individual skill or personal traits of the actor, painter, writer, sculptor, the exceptionally talented in any field?

The truth is that the average man, dull as he is, realizes quite well that a creature who has little or nothing that is different from millions of his kind is of small import here or anywhere. There is no especial demand for what he has to offer. If he wishes to stand out above his fellows he must bring something new, and this he cannot provide by mere wishing or thinking. There is something more than thatinherent capacity, a something which he cannot create for himself, try as he may. He also knows that Nature sends bubbling up from her inexhaustible springs an infinitude of creatures who are of small import, because they have no inherent power wherewith to develop very special characteristics, or better yet individual impulsesin other words, personality. They cannot, and are not asked to, create them after they arrive here. They must have them to begin with, or they are not important, cannot make their way easily. And again, it is obviously quite right that a creature with qualities except those of the species should have to confine its claim to an existence entirely within the limits of the species, and live a life conditioned by them. If Nature wishes one to rise above the conditions wherewith he finds himself surrounded at birth She usually provides him with the equipment for so doing during gestation, or before, and in addition accidental and most opportune circumstances invariably aid him. He is the heir of most propitious conditions. Vide Caesar, Napoleon, Shakespeare, Luther, Lincoln, even Goethe. Yet, it is impossible, I presume, to convince the mass that this is true. It would be too discouraging.

Again, it is a common fallacy among the ignorant that no lower animal possesses more than the generic characteristics of its speciessuch-and-such powers, such-and-such limitations, such-and-such instincts,although this of course is not true. There are weak and strong animals of the same species, more cunning and less, more ferocious and less, better-natured and less, just as there are among men. (If you do not believe this study cats and dogs, the historic wolf of Cevennes in France.) Indeed in many intellectual circles, so-called, it is still claimed for man that he is the only one to possess individual character. But this is not true, as the Origin of Species plainly shows. Sometimes I think that man, take him by and large, presents less differences than some of the individuals of species of the so-called lower animals. He is supposed to reason more, but does he? It seems to me that the average cat reasons quite as well as the average plumber or grocer, if not better. Give a good pagan tomcat a mans body and sensory capacity, and how long do you suppose he would remain a plumber? The truth is that man, somewhat confused at present in his response to those chemic instincts which appear originally to have guided him, has been all but done for mentally by vain isms and theories. At times these same appear to be able, and quite completely, to do for him mentally, as does cancer and tuberculosis for him physicallyvide Christianity, Mohammedanism, Shintoism, etc. On the other hand, the animal has no such handicap, let us say, as Catholicism, Shintoism, or what Mohammed or Buddha or Zoroaster said. It has just life and its own bare wits or chemical responses wherewith to do, no restraining and deadening rules. Hence it has very marked personality at times, and makes its way exceedingly well and without restraint or deadening aid of community or mass governmental advice. This is true of snakes, birds, fishes, monkeys and all other creatures lower, so-called, than man.

In most men, individual character, that thing which is supposedly so superior to lower animals, comes to very little. They run in schools, join secret orders or churches, vegetate, label themselves in a dull way democrats, republicans, socialists, and strive in all ways to make themselves as like others (those within their immediate ken) as possible. My father, for instance (peace to his spirit!), wished to prepare himself by self-abnegation, prayers and good works here on earth to fit himself for an entirely mythical heaven, to be a standardized angelwings, harp, robes and allsuch as he saw in the saint pictures in the various Catholic churches which he attended from time to time. These were the only representations of the future life with which he was familiar, hence he accepted them as true! Indeed as a rule the average or ordinary man (fortunately there is no exact average) cannot think or see beyond his quite immediate environment and binding rules, his neighborhood, his church, what somebody else says or thinks.

A plumber wants to be exactly like the next successful plumber he sees; a grocer, the same; an undertaker, the same. Most rich men would like to live in a house like that of all the other rich men they know. Show them the very different house of a rich man in Spain, in Egypt, in India, in Japanit would never, never do. It is not like that which they know. Their thoughts and desires, like their faces, are those of the species to which they belong. In the main, they are of a trivial, commonplace character, as unimportant as a bean or a pea. Like animals of so limited a mentality as the duck and the penguin, if you know one you know all. You might almost say that they have come to their end spiritually. Nothing can be done for them. Some more vigorous active thingi. e., the thinking, restless, dissatisfied individualmust come along to rebel and push them aside. If ever the surface of the commonplace is to be disturbed the individual moved by some inherited or bestowed impulse must do it: Luther, Galileo, Keppler, Newton, Columbus.

Anything that is strong, special, different must, as a matter of course and by its very nature, stand alone in the world where so many things are not strong, special, different. That which places one being over another and sets differences between man and man is not alone intellect or knowledge, as some would have us believe (Schopenhauer, for one), but these plus, other things being equal, the vital energy to apply them or the hypnotic power of attracting attention to themin other words, personality. It is that peculiar quality or ability which makes a way for our plans, desires, dreams. Cunning, which is by no means knowledge in the sense in which we use that word, nor intellect of a high order perhaps (although it may well be), still may play a magnificent share in personality and contribute to its triumph. No truer book than Machiavellis The Prince, although it earned him the distinction of equaling the devil, was ever written, although the necessary gift of hypnotic personality was by no means sufficiently insisted upon. Was not one of the amazing qualities of Julius Caesar, as of Hannibal, Napoleon and, indeed, most of the outstanding figures of history, cunning? The average man, realizing his own limitations, does not like to believe it, but it is none the less true. Did Alexander the Great, for instance, lack it? Or Lincoln? On the other hand, mere strength without cunning is so little. Contrast the tiger and the Norman horse or an elephant. Which of the three is truly superior? Which one commands your innate respect?

Whatever else you do, believe nothing in regard to the individuals ability to develop an especial and remarkable capacity, unless it is already inherent in him at birth. Nature works in no other way. Another thing, life cannot do without brains, however much disassociated from beatific virtues these may be; for these are a gift and can no more be created here than you can add to your height by taking thought. What life does is to develop and train especial inherent capacitiesan eye, a hand, a taste, a smell perhaps; but the instinct and the ability to foreknow, to appreciate, understandthese things are not taught in schools. Schools labor with them to improve, polish, give them a special turn or bent; little more and little less.


A COUNSEL TO PERFECTION

BRIEF as are the sensations of success, victory, happiness, etc., yet these are things of actually some duration and as such can be looked forward to and back upon with pleasure, which in itself is a kind of reward for living. Love is real, a kinetic vibration of great comfort and a reward, as well as are the gratifications which arise from a sense of wealth or power or any hunger satiated. All these may be exceedingly brief and do fade, but however brief and however quickly faded they endure for at least a minute fraction of time and are therefore, and legitimately so, the basis of much human hope, ambition, delight, as well as despair and all the other contraries which might otherwise be inexplicable. The pathetic thing in connection with them all is that they are so plainly baits as well as rewards, that they do prove man to be the victim or evoluted mechanism if not tool of some higher, perhaps scheming force by no means essentially friendly to, if it is even conscious of, him, and that an enduring state of pleasure for anything is not contemplated by Nature as an essential portion of the career of man; also that it may be by no means concerned as to whether or no man, its tool, achieves any moments of triumph or satiation.

Looking at most livesthe defeated, the hungry, the poorly equipped mentally and physically, the homely, those seized on in childhood by the strong and shrewd and made to serve pointless and wretched purposes entirely alien to their livesI should say that Nature does not care and that distinctly for them life may not be worth its pains. On the other hand, where crass chance lifts a given organism to great power or builds it with such care that it is an almost perfect and delicately responsive machine, life may well be and no doubt is worth all its costs. Many organisms, by accident of dullness or non-responsiveness of a higher sort, come off with less pain, and Nature, either accidentally or intentionally, builds most of these. They are machines well suited to the rough grind of material and psychic forces, and may be said to strike such a neat equation with the circumstances of life that they achieve a kind of sensory comfort or satiation and so do well enough. Again, dulling religion or illusions of one type and another, fatuitous hopes far beyond the pale of possibility, sensory response of a comfortable character to this earthly scene as a spectacle, or depleted nervous energy or force which reduces many to the point where nervous or sensory response is lacking, eases many to the place where it may be said that if they do not enjoy keenly they at least do not suffer keenly.

But is man happy? Is his game worth the candle? The sophisticated reply that the fear of death proves that life is worth while, since all are so eager to avoid it. But this is worse than no answer for it predicates either no life at all, which is certainly no recommendation, or that there may be worse things there than those which befall man herecertainly no proof of a keen joy in this.

The essential tragedy of life, then, and the thing which makes it painful to consider, is this: that once man is raised above the non-cerebrating and automatic sensory responsiveness of the beast he becomes conscious of the rather obvious fact that he is either an intelligently or an accidentally evoluted mechanism or minute tool in the hands of something so much more significant than himself that he is as nothing; and again, that to this force or intelligence above him his little earthly schemes bear about as much relationship as do those of an office boy bent on becoming a baseball pitcher to those of the Standard Oil Company or the German Emperor bent on world dominion. And againand this is the darkest thought of allit, our personal Creator, assumed by the religionists at least to be so careful of our individual welfare, may be little more than the veriest tyro in so far as the larger and largest creative forces or impulses in the universe are concerned. Manifesting little or no interest in us, no more perhaps than is needful to its own welfare, it may be as little to the powers above it as are we to it. For who can guess whether the thing or power which makes man is the ultimate power or guiding force in so spacious a thing as the universe? Already our chemists and physicists are inclined to doubt it. Its impulses, humors, appetites and methods, as manifest in man, are by no means of so glorious or illuminating a character as to inspire admiration, even in its machine: man. Plainly its methods and actions bespeak as much of the lowest as of the highest that we know, and this is as much evidenced by the thoughts, aspirations, tastes or habits, chemically compulsory or no, of man, its product, and through whom it seemingly expresses itself, as by its methods and procedure in other ways, fumbling efforts and failures of all kinds. For man in his capacity as chemist, physicist, fumbling philosopher, didactic or synchronetic poet, experimentator or agnostic is scarcely a fit creature for one to contemplate as the highest product of a so-called supreme intelligence or God, or Good, however well he might look as the product of a minor and so seeking hieratic power. For if God, or Good, as so many have already pointed out, can do no better than produce the quarreling, cating, seeking, spewing thing we know as manand that is the chief concern of His intelligence!!!

We will assume that you have read at least a simple work on astronomy or chemistry or physics. If so, could you possibly believe that the present intelligence of man, or even any conceivable progress which he can make in his present limited form and with his present equipment of senses, would be of sufficient force to gather either the meaning or sensory impact of spaces, distances, weights, relationships which at present, except in the most minute and fragmentary way, are entirely beyond him? Consider the meaninglessness of numbers to you, of great weights, distances. I for one would be the last to cast a shadow upon mans dreams or pride, but when one investigates even the little we are permitted to knowthe darkness, the inexplicable confusion, the non-reason in all the things we think, believe, hope forit would, at the least, suggest that aeons must elapse and man himself change radically and develop powers (which, if they are his at all at present, are in embryo) before he could begin to conceive of the significance of even the smallest of the forces which he seems to use but which in reality use him.

All the great things, the creative impulses and substances such as produce even the most minute forms of life which at present we can see, are entirely outside the range of his limited group of senses. He does not know, for instance, where heat or cold begin or end; what shades lie beyond the outer edges of the spectrum; what are the limits or the immediate beyond of sound, light, weight, space, etc. His weak senses plus his devised instrumental aids offer him no real help. They merely multiply his difficulties. Something has invented an eye, an ear, an olfactory nerve, the ganglia of the fingertips, the central cerebral cortex and so-called reason, all of which appear to be nothing more than assembled and synchronized reactions to other and unknown stimuli, wherewith it is possible now for man to apprehend only minute portions of the immense energies and substances blowing about him. Yet with all these aids and the evidences of the mechanism of the universe outside him which they yield, still man, attacking special bits and portions, finds it quite impossible to suggest the reason for anything. He lacks the equipment and power, which even the thing which made him may not have, of creating such finer perceptive organs as might aid him. At present and at best apparently he is allowed only to invent some thingssuch, for instance, as are or may be useful to the propagation and rearing of man in the matter of numbers, not brains. His Creator apparently is either unable or unwilling to endow him with such equipment as might make for great knowledge. Tremendous psychic opportunities appear and go by, as when a duller and more ignorant Rome conquers a sensitive and highly perceptive and meditative Greece. Owing to his minor equipment, ignorance and vain beliefs flourish, and he stumbles from one vain illusion and delusion to anotherto achieve what? Something, possibly, which his Creator can use. Or so it would seem.

But it is not this phase alone which is troublesome. One might and does get along well enough knowing but a minute portion of that which, it would seem, our immediate Creator must plainly know concerning the processes by which we arrive, depart and function during our little stay here, but to a seeking intelligence there is inescapable tragedy in the plain implication, written large over everything, that to the accidental Creator of man the largest intelligence of whatsoever bent or character among him is of no more importance to the ruling force than the veriest gnat or leaf. It, whatever it is that makes man and the animal, manufactures intelligences as though they were buttons or pins, and though it create from time to time an Anaximander, a Plato, an Alexander, a Socrates, a Keppler, a Newton, a Leonardo or any other titanic brain, yet to it the least ditch-digger or wastrel is as important. The mass is everything, the individual nothing. With the greatest nonchalance or blundering inconsequence it strikes down a Hertz, a Raphael, a Curie, a Spinoza, a Schubert, a Keats. Seventy years is the allotted span for all, great or small, an average amount of strength, the same stomach and blood capacity. Though an individual had seemingly the most important ideas under consideration, great schemes wherewith to benefit or further the so-called progress of man (the especial care, as we learn, of his Maker), still this is of no least importance to his Creator. It is invariably on, on, out of the way, as though the Creator had most carefully arranged not to take advice from any one He made, or as though a blind process were at work which could not. If the former, one might say small blame to one so powerful. Presuming Him even moderately intelligent, how unimportant His little mannikins must be to the ultimate scheme of things, the giant forces through which He manifests Himself and which grind, helplessly create, helplessly control! Imagine taking advice from a loaf of bread you had accidentally evolved, or listening to the protests or advice of a ginger-snap of your own creating!

Nevertheless if it were possible in the face of the driving forces which seem wholly to manipulate him to reach man and by a suggestion aid him, it would be that in the face of so much confusion he no longer wastes time on theories wholly unrelated to himself or his own material welfare, his essential necessities here, but rather that he see to it first of all, and clearly, that his life here is something which is to be lived here and now to the utmost, in the best form for allduring seventy years, if not longerhere, and not elsewhere, and that some reasonable and concentrated effort be made to make it livable for man here and now instead of elsewhere, however glittering or picturesque that elsewhere may be, thin romance that it is. For is it not high time that we all realized how essential it is to make life worth while for all here, knowing as we now do that man is not a pet in Nature and that if he makes anything of himself and his social as well as his mental state here it must be with the full understanding that he can expect but little if any aid from Nature or the forces directing him, certainly none that would tend to ultimately enlarge his own mental clarity and supremacy. To this end therefore it would seem advisable that man as a whole throw over as swiftly as possible all his old-time religious and moral conceptions, his restraining conventions, taboos and the like, and re-examine for himself the data concerning which, accidentally or otherwise, he now finds himself capable of cerebrating and according to which he is now supposed to regulate his life. It may not be true that he should limit himself as his present theories and ethics suggest. And furthermore, his greatest problem being that of living longer, of being stronger, happier, not so much the butt and jest of chance or the willful or indifferent moods of the surrounding and stronger forces in Nature, that he devote himself entirely to solving those problems.

Elsewhere I have indicated a possibly broader moral conception which may be of value to this end. One of the greatest achievements, of course, would be to rid the human mind of all vain illusion concerning things spiritual, to get it to see, if it were possible, that man is not necessarily an enduring spiritual creature endowedfor who can know?with an enduring and progressive soul, but rather that he is an implement or tool in the hands of something else which is creating or using him as, for example, the vine does the leaf, yet which itself may be of no great import in Nature.

If, by any process of investigation, and as now seems possible, it could be proved that mans Creator is no universal lord by any means but a blind fumbling force, it should be possible for man to do one of two things: either ally himself strictly with such impulses and instincts as he can detect as coming from this lesser and plainly more immediate Creatormany of them plainly non-moral enough, as we may see by like impulses in him, and so aid this Creator to discover Himself; or, now that he has a foothold here and appears to be a fairly self-perpetuating machine, to endeavor to reveal to himself and for himself the secret of self-creation and perpetuation and so become the equal of the force or forces now using him. But to that end he would need to rid himself of the delusion that anything in life should be accepted in blind faith and without question as permanent. One of the oldest of the Hebraic sayings is My son, get wisdom, get understanding, and a later saw declares Knowledge is power, and so it is. Adam, in the fable of the genesis of man, was condemned not so much for eating of the Fruit of the Tree of Knowledge as for the fact that in the day ye eat thereof your eyes shall be opened and ye shall be as gods, knowing good and evil. And Prometheus (forethought), the other God who is supposed to have created man out of earth and water and who for mans benefit stole fire from heaven in a hollow tube and taught him all the useful arts, was punished for this by Zeus, the supreme God, by being chained to a rock and having his liver daily torn by an eaglecertainly a most significant fable, for he was trying to make something of man, or rather teaching man to help himself, and this the Supreme Ruler of the Universe did not want, probably for the same reason that the Hebraic God wanted Adam to remain a dull machine or clod.

But the Greek fable is far more hopeful and significant than is the Hebraic one, for, in the former, strength (Hercules) subsequently slew the eagle and released Prometheus, or forethought, thus allowing him to aid man; while in Genesis man is condemned, slave-like and forever after, to eat his bread in the sweat of his face, a very sharp commentary on the nature of his Maker as the ancients conceived him. What is implied by both fables is that man is a waif or accident in Nature, not intentionally endowed with wisdom or the power to get it, and that Nature (Zeus, Jehovah, anything you will) markedly objects to his obtaining any lest he become as one of us and put forth his hand and take also of the Tree of Life and eat and live forever.

In view of this one might ask, Is life worth living? Is there any use? Perhaps there would be if man, accidentally evoluted or not, but coming at last, by accident or not, to the place where he finds himself able to reason upon the processes which have brought him thus far, could seize upon the constructive processes and so begin a creative, constructive career of his own which would redound to his own benefit and comfort and none other. Only there is no least evidence as to that yet, i. e., that it is possible. In so far as one may judge by chemistry and physics man appears to be in the grip of a blind force or process which cannot help itself and from which man can derive no power to help himself save by accident or peradventure. Even now, for all one can know, he may be sinking into a blind, unreasoning mush instead of evoluting further, so many are the theories which counsel him to believe in some vague, aimless peace hereafter and which he so readily accepts. The important thing for him to do, supposing that he could, would be to avoid henceforth all destroying notions of this character and to think of himself rather as a waif, an unloved orphan in space, who must nevertheless and by his own effort make his own pathetic way in the world. Or, if that is too harsh, then to think of himself as part and parcel (leaf and vine) of some hard-pressed Creator, a sun, a group of chemic forces synthetized into an individual somewhat like himself, not a Supreme God, by any means, but a kind of local manufacturer or well-meaning Prometheus who is trying to make something out of man and Himself at the same time, being in or of man, or man in Him (I am in the Father; the Father is in me), but who in turn and so through him, man, is being assailed by larger or rival forces and cannot always make His way as well as He might wish. Hence, He needs the consideration and even help of man, the atomic force of which He is composed. That being the case, the burden of life might possibly come to seem less hard.

But, aside from such an hypothesis, thought offers but small comfort to the thinker viewing the drift of fact as one must. For see how painfully and often most sadly our scientists and philosophers dig at this riddle of existence and how slowly, if at all, we are really fitting ourselves for the giant task, these greater and greater contests with Nature, which must come if man is to come to anything. Even individual self-preservation via chemistry, physics, mathematics, economics, sociology, philosophy, astronomy, botany, biology, and what not, is a slow and difficult process. On every hand are destructive forces that beset us, and we have apparently only ourselves to look to that we be not so persistently tortured. All religions and theories of Divine aid to the contrary, man has been and is now compelled to battle hourly and momentarily for his right (how pale is that word!) to live and grow, let alone thinkagainst heat, cold, destructive rivals and enemies of all kinds, destructive insects, savage animals, savage men, droughts, storms, dissensions, diseases, deathwhereas he in turn has sought and does now seek to help himself via farmers, butchers, inventors, scientists, doctors, seeking to wrest from forces apparently alien to the one which prospers him, if there is such an one, some of the powers which apparently they hold in such vast abundance and which might even contain the secret of eternal life. Who knows? Indeed, surveying what has befallen him throughout the ages, I should suggest to man that he accept as true the fabled statement made by God in Genesis iii. 14:19, and seek persistently and without too much reverence for some method of solving his own difficulties. He should reject vain theory, especially that which relates to a mythical reward hereafter, and cling only to those methods and forms of procedure which give promise or hope of a larger reward here, tending to strengthen his capacity for living here and now. Such a theory or belief, however antagonistic to current religious theories, would at least tend to make man less depressed and indifferent to his state here and more conscious of the fact that if he is to extract any joy out of his span he must think and plan to make things better not only for himself but for others, since joy for himself depends upon his joy in others and they in him. Indeed, it would give him more zest for the game here if he did. By that last I am not arguing with the moralists for all their shabby, little pinchbeck repressions, the idea that the less you do and know the better you are; but rather that the more you do and know the better off you are, physically and mentally, and the more you make your state or form of government do and let you know the better.

How soon would not such an attitudenot on the part of all, for one cannot hope for that, but of even a moderate minoritymake for a more vivid, aggressive, fascinating world! How soon might not the now seemingly sealed doors open, unsolvable (so-called) riddles end as solved, man acquire new reasoning faculties, senses and powers, and finally stand forth a creative force himself, a genuine creator on his own account, able not only to fend and forefend against many of his present disasters here but to give new powers and thought, and even creative force, to things which now crawl meekly at the feet of man? Who knows? Is not courage better than fear? a healthy, if skeptical, seeking better than blind, dull acceptance of anything or nothing, as the case may be? I, for one, think so, and, for my part, would prefer to be a seeking Prometheus chained to a rock and my liver gnawed daily by the eagle of an irritated and jealous higher power than a crawling worm or whimpering slave praying for some endless Nirvana, or a minute part in an endless legion of cherubim harping the glory of something which had plainly sought neither my peace nor my signficance but only my painful, unimportant and even worthless service.


NEUROTIC AMERICA AND THE SEX IMPULSE

I SOMETIMES think that a calm and exhaustive study of the American temperament in relation to sex and its various manifestations would result in the scientific conclusion that this country, taken as a whole, is as much a victim of a deepseated neurosis relating to this impulse as any, the most morbid of those who appeal to psycho-analysis for treatment. The profound and even convulsive interest in any case involving a sex crime or delusion (Thaw, Leo Frank, Billy Brown, Carlisle Harris, Nan Patterson, Durant; or any negro rape case in the South); the ridiculous and quite neurotic interest displayed by grown men and women, to say nothing of children, in the exploits of so-called cutiesthe Spring Blossoms, June Elfs, Violet Dawns of the moviesthe perennial and astonishingly profitable (in so far as a certain class of theatrical management is concerned) interest of the male and even female American in the utterly mechanical and standardized beauty chorus shows with their (presumably) seventeen-year-old maids in bathing, bedroom-bath and other forms of abbreviated attire! Are not these points in evidence? In the matter of the latter, no story is necessary; just erotic color, music, dancing evolutions and double-meant (I almost said mint) jokes, and the thing is done.

Again, look at any American city where morality or religion, or both, presumably have full sway (and in what American city are they not supposed to be dominant?), and what do you find? The most desirable locations in the best portions of the city, outside of the trade centers, given over to the leading churches and the newspapers, which preach a lofty code of ethics and morals which they themselves find difficult if not impossible to practice; while elsewhere the local bookstores and picture shops and bill-boards are crowded with a class of literature and illustration, or so-called art, which to read or view, according to the adjacent churches and newspapers, would result in the loss of your immortal soul as well as your local standing. And yet these same are displayed, sold and read plentifully and with avidity, for the very good reason, no doubt, that they satisfy a craving and a thirst not otherwise open to satiation. In any town of any size, what pictures are not displayed and sold: September Morn, Youth, Purity, Innocence, Yes, Waiting, and the like, disguised as little as the law will permit. Again, where will you not find a swarm of sex magazines labeled breezy, snappy and the like, the kind that any sex-suppressed neurotic might well crave, and all received with the profoundest gratitude and widest distribution? Where in America, any more than abroad (barring countries of Asia, Africa and the South Pacific, where sex-suppression is not the order of the day) does one lack for pornographic nudes or privately circulated writings of the most lurid character? Are the art or book or drug stores of the small towns free of them? Is it not true that you can still buy almost everywhere, Three Weeks, Lifes Shop Window, The Yoke, and other such classics, whereas those admirable volumes of life and satire The Decameron, Droll Stories, The Confessions, Cellini, are only to be discovered, and that by chance and peradventure and against the law, on the dark and musty shelves of some out-of-the-way old book store, and these consumed by the intelligensia and the sex-satisfied only, and with an upward mouth-curl of amusement at the innate humors of passion? The hobble-skirt, the tango dance, the Hula-Hula or Hawaiian melodieswhat did each in its day indicate? Plays like Everywoman, Experience, The Girl from Rectors, Parlor, Bedroom and Bathwhat did they suggest?

Not so very long since, I stopped for a little while in a town of a hundred thousand population in the South. It was moral, religious, conventionalin other words, American. It might as well, however, have been in New England, the North-west, the Southwest, the Middle West, for any difference to be discovered in its moral texture. In this home of chivalry, courtesy, purity and the like, erected originally on the backs of driven slaves, a number of its most interesting points of vantage were as usual occupied by the churches, as impressive and prosperous as those anywhere. It had only one theater of consequence, and that open only two nights a week, if so often. Its poorer classes were entertained by three or four moving-picture establishments (Passed by the National Board of Censors); but the well-to-do also attended these, for they had no other place to go for amusement. Yet, in the face of the highly censored movies, theater and bookstores and the absence of houses of ill-repute (all suppressed), there were two or three first-class hotels, all with their Ths Dansantes, cabaret suppers and the like, of the character of which I propose to speak later. The most exclusive bookstore was so very moral that it would not carry any books not approved by the Watch and Ward and Library Protection association, nor would the vine-covered library in the best section, although at any time you might have gone to the principal dry-goods store and by a roundabout process secured nearly all that you desired.

While I was in this city a twelve-year-old boy was arrested at one of the railroad stations about two hundred yards from the principal beach for appearing in a two-piece bathing suit. It was not asserted in the prosecution which followed (which was vigorously defended by his father) that a twelve-year-old boy in a two-piece bathing suit was immoral, but a man in a one-piece one or a girl in any kind at all would be, and to avoid the possible vitiation of public purity which might thus follow the boy was arrested. He was discharged with a warningbut even so. You can see how high the virtue at this city should be.

Yet, at the same time, in this same city, were the three aforementioned hotels with their Ths Dansantes, roof gardens, cabaret grills, this, that and the other, and in these might have been seen, any late afternoon or evening, winter and summer, such a collection of sex-struck infants and elders as would be worth the same price of admission anywhere. The clothes! The wondrous shoes and gaudy purses, the subdued and yet moving and suggestive combination of colors! The efforts to flagellate the already too harried imagination with a promise of delights which the local morality squad, I fear, would never permit to be realized. You could pay as much in either of these places for a pot of tea and three little thin slices of toast as you could anywhere in the world. In their efforts to provide you with a superior (sex) atmosphere they made it possible for you so to do.

Wrong? Not a bit. I am not describing it for that purpose; nor am I quarreling with human nature for expressing its inmost desires, being what it is: avid, alluring, secret, hungry. I am smiling at the anachronistic spirit of the same community which would arrest the boy in the bathing suit, prohibit near beer, snip every even weakly suggestive passage out of a movie, run any indecent play (Hedda Gabler, let us say, or The Wild Duck, since it could not understand them) out of town. No copies of The Song of Songs, Rousseaus Confessions, The Decameron, or the unexpurgated Arabian Nights. Never, never, never! Yet look at these same hotels, these girls and youths clinging to each other in the suggestive dances! The movements, the sinuous, almost savage, abandon, the love-looks, the whispers! And the automobiles lined up along distant country roadsides in the dark lateralthough not a single house of assignation or prostitution was tolerated within the city limits. One had to secure a Ford and employ the open woods and fields instead. And in the basement next to the barbershop in each hotel was one or more manicure booths, curtained confessionals or recessionals, into which one might retire with a manicure maid to have ones fingers done. Owing to the dashing quality of these maids the business was large.

For myself, I do not know what the psychic or spiritual or creative significance of these impulses of the sexes may be, unless, in truth, within equational limits they are moral or at least essential, and so to be cherished as a good instead of an evil; but one thing is certain: their appearance in this florid public form and in the center of a vice-cured city would indicate that either the attitude of the nation is wrong or that we have in our midst a host of neurotic or sex-struck degenerates who ought to be eliminated from the body civic in a very radical manner. But are they neurotic? Or is it the nation that is wrong, and these but the neurotic symptoms of its error? Certainly, nowhere outside of America and especially in such a vice-taboo realm as this, I fancy, are the terrors of sex excess, the degradation and disease following sex libertinage, more enthusiastically or more glowingly pointed out as the psychic or spiritual aftermath or heavenly punishment of these sins; and, yet, for all the length of time these horrors have been known or insisted upon or pointed out, and regardless of whether they are really true or not, is there any marked diminution of the so-called sex evil in America? Has the denying of drink or prophylactics to the American sailor or soldier cured him of his interest in sex? Will it? The world apparently, or that part of it expressed by, in or through the sexes, is as avid and seeking as ever. We know, or some of us do, that the chemistry by which we and the sex impulse are compounded is above the knowledge or volition of man, although its object in so far as human moods and passions are concerned, is plain enough. But in America we are not willing, if we do know, to admit it. Our increasing numerical presence here should be evidence enough of its force, but we waive that in favor of our theories in regard to the inherently moral and Christian homeeven the complete suppression of sex! That a balance or equation between excess and license and inane, mollusc-like passivism in regard to sex and its expression is all that is ever struck in Nature, is plain enough to those who think; but that an American in authority in state or church should admit it! Life, apparently, is never exact in anything, and the desirability of having it so is of course open to question. But still

Yet, to me, the impulses we are trying to suppress are, this side of excess, perfectly normal, while the thing we think we want is an infantile conception of life and its processes, unsuited to thinking men and women. Our conviction is apparently that sexuality is essentially wrong and debasing, and yet we do not really think so, as our intense national interest in every phase of sex proves. We are afraid to face ourselves honestly and openly in anything, neurotically so, and that is what makes the American intellect so utterly contemptible and negligible at times. What is nearer the truth is that our attitude is to be psychoanalytically traced in various ways to the strangely exaggerated (neurotic, I think) conceptions of the part sex or its over-emphasis plays in life due to repression, which have followed upon impossible religious theories brought from abroad (Quaker, Methodist, Puritan, Mennonite, Catholic), and our reaction to them. These have developed that repressive social and biologic ignorance regarding sex characteristic of so many American families, offspring of these sects even when they are no longer of them. The conviction that sex is debasing, dominant at least at this time in nearly every American mind, I believe, is to be traced so often to these earlier experiences, particularly with regard to parents and their views. The average American childand I suppose England is not much better, judging by their novels and moralsis permitted to base its ideals of life and social relations, especially sex relations, on this earlier pretense on the part of parents that sex does not existfor them at least.

So it is that we find adult boys and girls pretending, even to themselves, that they do not know what sex is and the manner in which children come into existence, and preachers and pretending thinkers speaking and writing as though sex were not an all but dominant force in life. And instead of viewing this inconceivably dull attitude as something that needs modification and bringing ourselves to the realization that there is nothing inherently disgraceful about having sexual desire, or at least knowledge of it, and of eventually gratifying it, we allow ourselves to be kept in tow of crack-brained religionists and ethic mongers who insist on painting our very normal natures as abnormal and so developing national neuroses and psychoses which make us ridiculous, not only to ourselves but to every other nation. It has even succeeded in twisting our judgments in regard to politics and economics. For without a rational conception of the part, and the very normal part, sex plays in life, how can there be sanity in these other things? One cannot be wrong as to one vital point in life and right as to all others. We continue to assert, as a nation and as individuals, that everything sexual is wrong, while at the same time having sexual feelings and impulses which we can scarcely disguise even to ourselves and which we satisfy or over-compensate for in ways too ridiculous to mention (a Billy Sunday revival, for instance; a White Slave Crusade in which our papers blaze with sickening criticism; an insane, an impossible pursuit of money or vice, due to the repression of every other normal instinct). Truly, a goose nailed to the floor by its feet and stuffed daily to produce an enlarged and salable liver, could be no more ridiculous or pathetic than the average American debarred from every avenue of intelligence or effort save that which relates to money.

It is a bit curious, one cannot help remarking, that the widespread fame and weight of such sincere and eminent investigators as Kraft-Ebbing, Ellis, Freud and his host of followers, with all the profoundly moving evidence of the pathos of sex-repression which they offer, has not had more influence upon our national, if not the worlds international, mind. The sorrows revealed! The grisly prison doors unlocked by the patient and brilliantly revealing researches of Freud alone! The old sorrows dragged from the depths of the repressed subconscious and at last permitted to come forth into the light, where the fortuitous and yet crushing weight of earthly illusion and error may be noted! And yet they have not apparently as yet enlightened or broadened us.

At this point I would like to present a citation from the writings of one of our leading neurologists and psychoanalysts (H. W. Frink) in regard to the type of patient (neurotic) pouring in upon him from all parts of America, My own experience, he writes (Morbid Fears and Compulsions, page 224), is that the sexual factor comes to expression in every analysis at once, usually within the first two or three visits, and I am sure that for this result no special technique or dexterities are required; about all that is necessary being to let the patient talk. To the question, Why is the sexual factor dominant in every neurosis? I shall not attempt to make any detailed reply. The answer is perhaps to be sought in the direction indicated by Meyer (Discussion of Some Fundamental Issues in Freuds Psychoanalysis, State Hospital Bulletin, Vol. II, No. 4, 1910), when he says: No experience or part of our life is as much disfigured by convention as the sex feelings and ambitions. That is to say, if we had other impulses which throughout the whole life of the individual were so consistently and unremittingly warped, cramped and deformed in every conceivable and unnatural manner (as they are in America) and they had the same strength to rebel against such treatment as have the sex impulses, then we might have neuroses in which they and not the sex factor played the dominant role.

For my own part, I cannot understand why it is that the human mind, and more especially the American or Anglo-Saxon mind, unless it is regulated by biogenetic forces over which it has no control but which have full control over it, functions so dully in regard to sex and its import. One would assume, from the average religious or social conception of the time, that the sole function of sex in all its ramifications is the production of more children, to live, work and die according to the prescribed routine of the dullest Christian formula. But, unquestionably, sex means much more than that. While it is true that some of the minor professors of psychoanalysis are offering what they are pleased to term the sublimation of the holophilic (or sex) impulse into more useful, or, at any rate, more agreeable fields of effort via suppression or restraint, this in my judgment is little more than a sop, and an obvious one, to the moralists. What is actually true is that via sex gratificationor perhaps better, its ardent and often defeated pursuitcomes most of all that is most distinguished in art, letters and our social economy and progress generally. It may be and usually is displaced. referred, transferred, substituted by, identified with desires for wealth, preferment, distinction and what not, but underneath each and every one of such successes must primarily be written a deep and abiding craving for women, or some one woman, in whom the sex desires of any one person for the time being is centered. Love or lust (and the one is but an intellectual sublimation of the other) moves the seeker in every field of effort. It is the desire to enthrone and enhance, by every possible detail of ornamentation, comfort and colorlove, sensual gratificationthat man in the main moves, and by that alone. Protean as this impulse may be, and it takes many forms, it stands revealed as the underlying reality of a thousand astounding impulses or disguises pathetic, lying, simulating, denying, but the same old impulse everywhere and under all circumstances. Refracted as it is by opposition, misunderstanding, failure into a million glistering and lovely or pathetic things, it may seem to be what it is not; but hold fast, trace it back, and there, at bottom, sex appears, a craving for love, and its accompanying sensual gratification, and there is no other.

But the thing which is especially interesting about America is its infantile blindness to all this and the pathetic and at least semi-neurotic condition into which we have fallen in consequence. As one views American life to-day it can be safely asserted that scarcely one of a hundred American men or women view this phase of life intelligibly, although they respond to it normally enough in some of its other phases. Usually before their so-called vision, and between them and their daily deeds, hangs an inane and miasmatic cloud of cant and make-believe. The physiologically and biologically informed know, of course, how ridiculous is the assumption that sex union is the narrowly moral function which the religionists would have one believe, although moral it may well be in some larger constructive sense, as is any other life process, if life itself can be termed moral. But that it can involve, without becoming profoundly ridiculous, a narrow or sectarian religious interpretation, is open to question. That it has a sad, tragic, even ruthless aspect (read Maeterlincks description of the struggles of some flowers to be born and continue the species) is not, scientifically at least, to be combatted. In its biological aspects it has many, many tragic sides, although so dull is the race to all but its most individual ambitions and needs that it cannot be expected to sense this either. Indeed, as expressed by the impulses in man (concocted by what psychic meditation below and on the part of what?), sex is an unregenerate and only partially controlled passion which has more as its aim perhaps than is dreamed of in the philosophies of man. It is a fire, a chemical explosion, really. It concerns not so much the individual as the race, the endless unbroken chain of men and women, however much any individual may think it concerns him alone. Instead of denouncing the individual for his mmod in regard to all this, it might be more important to inquire how moral in their import are the elements which compound and bring about the explosion and to treat him as one of their victims

The truth no doubt is that in this much-maligned impulse which chemical forces beyond and above the willing of men are compounding lies the destiny of man (if he has one), only we are not as yet able to fathom that destiny. Here we come, bottles of fluid dynamite (prepared by what satiric super-soul, and why?), and somewhere in the world is, or may be, another compound which will set us aflameand we are supposed to connect this with a narrow religious order or theory! I will admit that for the necessities of social arrangement and relationship here, the necessary balances and inter-adjust-ments that go to make up a workable society of beings, some form of equation between the less and more avid sexually, the too hot and the too cold, must be and is struck, willynilly and regardless of individual or mans moral theory. But by what rule and rote? Is there so-called justice in it, or reason, or a fixed social order or method of procedure? We see that in spite of our fixed methods of moral procedure the tragedies continue, the waves and flames of morality and immorality come and go. Our divorce rate! Our sex tragedies and districts! And what guide has the individual? The Golden Rule? A more liberal method of adjustment? In the past, Nature has tolerated polygamy, polyandry and an abbreviated monogamy, and may do so again. The stress and strain which the present social arrangements show are almost premonitory.

But one thing is certain: no hard-and-fast rule governing this impulse has worked with accuracy for any given length of time, anywhere. If there are discovered or discoverable rules for its control and best management in the interest of the race and so in the interest of the Creator they have not yet been announced. We hear of the duty of preserving the sanctity of the home, maintaining a wife and raising a family according to the monogamic theory. Well and good. But, outside of raising endless children to be said in wars, vegetated in a routine factory life, worn threadbare in a vast and internecine struggle for existence, there is not so much to be said for that, either. Routine home life, even an artistic breeding-pen, can scarcely be the be-all and end-all of human existence, any more than may unrestrained license. And however comfortable or admirable or encouraging the average home may be to given individuals, it is not necessarily so to all. There are those who find it confining, destroying. And, again, religionists and theorists, moral and otherwise, as well as the great greedy syndics and master minds in business or politics, prey upon the fruit of the home and collect spiritual and material taxes and establish spiritual as well as material autocracies or over-lordships which in no wise make for sex morality any more than for the forces which destroy it. Vice, suborned by the wealthy and powerful, as well as the avid and perverse among the weak, feeds upon the fruit of the so-called moral home. The bull seal still conquers his fifty or a hundred, and the weakling none. In fact, in a so-called Christian realm the mistress abounds, and the high divorce rate attests much private dissatisfaction with the theory. Laws come and laws go; and still we are about where we were before. The gardens of Aphrodite still exist. The hetaera of Greece and Rome are still with usin our back streets or our high-priced apartment houses. If we no longer have our streets of the so-called fallen or evil women, who walk in the dark, is it not because caution has become the better part of trade? Are they not to be found behind closed doors in response to special rings, by card of admission, in our best streets? The endless pother! And still sex is as vigorous and dominant as ever it was. The riant scoffers nod and smile and accept the new rules.

Personally, after all this time, my conclusion is: (1), that no individual, however well or ill compounded physically, can make or unmake his moods or add one jot or tittle to his moral desires or perfections, although he and society (or convention) can exercise a certain amount of restrainta restraint that will almost invariably prove irksome and which he will seek to evade; (2), that however much theorists, hypocrites and sincere religionists, chill-blooded or otherwise, may revile sex or attempt to restrain or destroy it, yet Nature (God or the devil, or the two in one) permits these wild fires to be generated in man, and, in spite of all punishments and hindrances, sees to it that his passions overleap his fears and judgments and cause him to do all the things that may be strictly forbidden him but which may nevertheless be of value to the race itself; (3), that man is not temperamentally or chemically a monogamous animal, however much the social conditions and necessities by which he finds himself surrounded in certain lands and times tend to make him believe so or fear, and that a rough balance or equation is all that is ever struck between his outward public deeds and his inner chemic condition; (4), that, to this hour, there is no city without its percentage of prostitution or hetaera of one grade or another; (5), that there is no city or town where some women or girls do not walk, secretly or openly, to accomplish prostitution and where men do not, secretly or openly, encourage and pursue them, the chemic necessities of their being as much as poverty impelling them to do it; (6), that there is no city or town or countryside, anywhere, where adultery or fornication is not indulged in outside wedlock for love or pleasure; (7), that a high percentage of men in all walks, including priests and clergymen, look after some one type at least of woman and lust after her; (8), that a moderate percentage of women, in marriage and out, seek the affection of a given type of man temperamentally or chemically agreeable or appealing to them, and offer their bodies as a bid for or sacrifice to that affection; (9), that women crave monogamy where their affections or the interests of their children are involved; (10), that love of one woman or one man, or their several or joint love of children, is likely to overlay and put at rest, for the time being, the usual roving desires of sex; (11), that law in all special instances is absolutely helpless before passion, powerless either to interpret its psychology or fix a just measure of praise or blame; (12), that convention has not made, and cannot make, any headway against a chemical scheme of life which puts sex desires first and all else as secondary or socially contributory.

Do I seem illogical or inclined to exaggerate? Think well over the things I have said. The world has a partially traceable history covering more than ten thousand years; in that time nations have risen and fallen, law codes have come and gone, religions have dominated and been swept away. In no law code and in no religion of any nation has the sex question, the need of moderation, duty to family and the like, been ignored. But in all that time the social expression of sex has never been so much as modified, let alone done away with. The Mosaic law is all of three thousand years old, yet what has it availed? Are our women all pure, our men all moral? Yet, in the face of history and present-day occurrences, the facts of divorce courts, night courts, streets crowded with prostitution and kept women, men seeking constantly to lure women, and vice versa, all the million and one evidences in books, plays, newspapers and social life generally that sex is the keynote of existence, there are those who would bar all mention of it, harry the prostitute, unduly punish the fornicator, ostracise the woman who strays from the path of virtue or seeks in divorce a way out of a troubled marital state.

What to make of the brain of man under such circumstances? What to say of the thing that causes him to fight the passion of which he is a victim? Necessity for equation and balance in all things, a very rough balance which cares no more for the individual good or bad than we care for flies or gnats? Inherent love of moderation in some? Love of peace in some? Love of the reverse in others? The tendency of all things to become static, even passionate temperaments? Surely that, and nothing more. Yet, aside from that, there is something which does not care for the equation-seeking mood of either individuals or society, which is busy manufacturing and pouring into the world new individuals with all their new dreams, passions, lacks of equation, lack of a sense of self-restraint, and sweeping away the old, the conservative, the religious, sanctimonious.

One of the sanifying recourses in life is, of course, to fix ones eye on youth and note what it desires. Plainly, it is a fair expression of the thing that creates it, the chemic mood of the biologic force, for plainly it is closer to that which creates it. As the human or physical machine ages and wears out it is prepared, and then only, to accept the restraints and the equation which society, in order to maintain itself, requires; but not before. In the main, youth blazes with non-equational fires and it best represents that which makes it, the concocting chemic impulses below or behind life. Is youth wrong? Then so is the life impulse, for it builds youth freshly to its needs yearly, daily. The physical laws which seem to govern the biologic impulse after it expresses itself in the shape of youth, or man, and compels it for purposes of social expression to submit to restraints and equation, is another matter, inherent, perhaps, in the constitution of the universe itself and not to be avoided by the biologic impulse or its creatures. But this, as I have said before, does not provide us with exact rules for conducting ourselves here or how best to subdue or balance with other things the enormous fires with which we sometimes find ourselves lit. Better admit at once that hard-and-fast and cock-sure rules or laws are of no avail, and trust to the crude accidents of life to caution youth. A happy balance between the fires of youth and the fears and chills of age may be desirable, but, freely admitting that, can it be fixed by exact rule? We are inherent in some greater thing than manNature Herself. Only She knows.

One thing is sure: we are not done with the conflict and amazing super-impulses of sex, and are not likely to be soon. And if we were, would life be the varied, fascinating, humorous, poetic, tragic thing we see it to be? Suppose the moralists ruled, with their stiff and narrow balance, and man accepted their quiescent dictatesthen what? Contrast it with some of the freer, more distinguished periodsGreece, Rome, Italy during the Renaissance. France under the Louis, England under Elizabeth and Charles II. Consider. I for one see no immediate solution, and firmly believe there is none which does not end in complete mental quiescencebalance or its equivalent, intellectual and emotional or temperamental nothingness, decay and dissolution, with something not so balanced and therefore alive, to supersede, if we are to have any form of life at all.


SECRECYITS VALUE

IN the face of a rampant and inane morality which is constantly seeking to befog or misinterpret a world which needs to be seen quite clearly if man is even partially to understand himself or the conditions by which he is confronted, it is well to remember that life is secret, nearly entirely so, in all its phases. Nature reveals Her secrets to no man, save grudgingly and peradventure. By dint of slow searching and because of his own necessities and sufferings he has discovered a few thingshow few, as contrasted with the vast sea of the all but undiscoverable, not even the wisest can guess. And, even so, it is all a process of inclusion, and hence exclusion. How little included? And how much excluded? And Her secrecy is by no means moral or ethical or generous in any way. Yet, confronted by all the iron and pagan mysteries of a catch-as-catch-can world, and seeing daily and hourly that only the strong or shrewd or gifted, or those befriended by them, survive, and the weak and untalented are left to fester in want, and that only a rather loose and not very protective or comforting balance or equation is struck between extremes of any kind (even between his so-called God and devil), man still persists in interpreting his needs or hopes or dreams as the result of a super-tender administration of some kind, and sniffs rather disconsolately, if not quite unbelievingly, at the hard facts by which he is confronted. He is so anxious to think Nature kind, generous, non-secret. Indeed, any well-reared-and-ordered moralist or religionist would be inclined to contend, I am sure, that the world is not in the main secret, or at least not maliciously so, and that, even if it is, it should not beinnate desire for balance and equation between so-called evil and good always urging him to this conclusion.

But, Nature is secret, quite maliciously so at times, and Her secrecy is not to be escaped, even by those most anxious to condemn that phase of Her character. All of us, as a part of Her, reflect this chiefest characteristic as well as the most powerful instinct implanted in us by Hernamely, the desire to preserve ourselves and propagate our kind as against the lives and interests of all others. And, being confronted also by one of Her sternest regulations, that only the shrewd, the cunning, the appropriate or desired or presently essential or fit shall survive when assailed by millions of other creatures not so fortunately equipped, we are compelled to admit that we are at least a part of a more or less internecine struggle and so do our best, willy-nilly, as time and occasion may warrant or suggest to escape via secrecy, intrigue, cunning and the like. In other words, we are compelled to conceal that which is important to us and possibly inimical to others, showing, in times of stress, only that which will help us; hence, we, along with everything else, are compelled to be secret whether we wish to or not.

It may be mentioned here that there is a certain fish whose scientific name is Mycteroperca Bonaci and whose common name is Black Grouper, which is of considerable value in this connection. It is a healthy creature, growing to a weight of two hundred and fifty pounds and living a comfortable existence because of its very remarkable ability to adapt itself to conditions. Now while that very subtle thing which we call the creative power and which we endow with the spirit of the Beatitudes is supposed to build this mortal life in such fashion that only honesty and virtue shall prevail, still it builds this fish. Moving in its dark world of green waters, Mycteroperca has the very essence of secrecy, the power of almost instantaneous change into something quite different in so far as appearances are concerned. Its great superiority over other fishes lies in an almost unbelievable power of simulation, which relates solely to the pigmentation of its skin. In electrical mechanics we pride ourselves on our ability to make over one brilliant scene into another in the twinkling of an eye and flash picture after picture before the onlooker. The directive control of Mycteroperca over its appearance is so wonderful that you cannot look at it long without feeling that you are witnessing something spectral and unnatural, so brilliant is its power to deceive. Lying at the bottom of a bay, it can simulate the mud by which it is surrounded. Hidden in the folds of glorious leaves, it is of the same markings. Lurking in a flaw of light, it is like the light itself shining dimly in water. Its power to elude or strike unseen is of the greatest. One might go far afield and gather less forceful indictmentsthe horrific spider spinning his trap for the unthinking fly; the lovely Drosera (Sundew) using its crimson calyx for a smothering-pit in which to seal and devour the victim of its beauty; the rainbow-colored jellyfish that spreads its prismed tentacles like streamers of great beauty, only to sting and torture all that falls within their radiant folds. Man himself is busy digging the pit and fashioning the snare, but he will not believe it. His feet are in the trap of circumstances; his eyes are on an illusion.

But what would you say was the intention of the overruling intelligent, constructive force which gives to Mycteroperca this ability? To fit it to be truthful? Or would you say that subtlety, chicanery, trickery were here at work? An implement of illusion one might readily suspect it to be, a living lie, a creature whose business it is to appear what it is not, to simulate that with which it has nothing in common, the power of its enemies to forfend against which is little. The indictment is fair.

Yet is it not ridiculous that where all Nature is working in shadow, each thing hiding from the other its processes or thoughts of power and its intentions, that we ask of poor, spindling, cowardly, scurrying man, dodging perpetually here and there between the giant legs of chance and, in so far as he is concerned, all but malign forces, that he stand up and speak the truth in all things (would that he could discover it!) or that he say boldly and on all occasions what is in his heart, what are his intentions? Of old we know that men do not, anywhere, save in consonance with their interests, and yet the silly, self-interested request persists; a demonstration of how thought or observation and deduction and principally self-interest lag behind fact. The only thing which opposes secrecy and brings it to light is the skill for secrecy in others; another illustration of the law of balance or equation in Nature, the necessity of give and take in life, the desire of the other person to be protected from too much secrecy on the part of others. But the folly of the appeal in its ideal form, the charm that would disappear with the arrival of absolute frankness, the mystery that would go!

Ninety-nine and ninety-nine one-hundredths of all the interest or charm of all the creatures of the earth and of the circumstances and spaces and conditions in which they find themselves, is the secrecyor, what is the same, the mystery or subtletywhich attaches to them. We do not know them; we do not understand them; we wonder at their states, their thoughts, their moods, what they will do, which way turn, when attacked, whom attack, whom deceive, whom praise, whom reward. Secrecysecrecymystery. If it were gone the illusion of life itself, which is all that it is, would be gone also. And we are cautioned to love truth and to say truly and to our own hurt if necessary! And some advocate this so earnestly as part of the service due the other person, or of life to us. Yet, in the main, it comes to this: every other is to speak the truth to us, to conceal no important fact that might be helpful to us from us, to do justice to us, to think kindly of us.

A fine program, and absolutely consonant with our desire to live, prosper, succeed, regardless of the well-being of every other.

But let us reverse the program and advocate to ourselves, even in jest, that we do strict justice (if we could discover what that might be) to every other or tell him the exact truth about ourselves (heaven forbid!), our adventures, dreams, schemes; to think kindly (yes, even to think kindly in the face of the little that we know) of him. The Catholic hierarchywhich, by the way, has little to do with Messianic Christianity and its fine-spun idealsso thoroughly understood human nature of the middle centuries as well as to-day that it introduced as an intermediary between man and his own conscience, his private shames, regrets, fears: the confessional (secrecy) in order that the average individual might free his soul of crimes without exposing himself to the fierce light of criticism which a public confession or truth-telling would entail. And the hesitation and even shame, for all its cloak of secrecy, with which the confessional is approached! The Church knew that man was not equal to the task of confronting his own accusing conscience in the open or before others but must confess in secret, if at all. Hence the drawn curtain and the reward of absolution for confession!

War, in the main the result of economic pressure, is an illustration of the necessity for secrecy, or rather the methods by which war is madestrategy, no less. Mere brute numbers clouting each other to obtain a numerical supremacy is nothing. A soldier worthy the rank of corpora! would smile at such a program. Secrecy is the thing, the devising of traps and lures whereby the enemy may be betrayed and to his undoing. The spider weaving his net, the trapper devising his traps, the snake moving in grasses the color of itself, is no different to the general who by strategy (and what general without strategy is worthy the name?) seeks to encompass the enemy. Shakespeare in Macbeth, by means of the witches, suggests so archly the value of secrecy to the so-called good or just (in that instance MacDuff) in fighting evil (Macbeth) by having the soldiery of MacDuff simulate Birnam Wood by cutting off and carrying the branches of its trees towards his castle, thus lyingly fulfilling the prophecy of the witches to Macbeth that he should not be injured until Birnam Wood should rise and come against him, and so destroying his self-confidence. And, indeed, is not stark, threatening secrecy, non-moral force that it is, the thing which gives color if not joy to life and which lends surprise, uncertainty, fear and hence freedom from ennui to life, and, by contrast, hope and calculation, the greatest and most charming of all our gifts? For what game or sport, implying, as they do, friendly contest, would be worthy the name if it did not involve the element of chance or uncertainty, or, in other words, secrecy, to the extent that one cannot beforehand determine the outcome?

Again, are not all of our ambitions, if not as to their purport at least as to their outcome, secret? Nature provides secrecy, or uncertainty, which is the same thing, or darkness as a condition for the development of quite everything, from seeds to human plans, and builds and builds with us in countless ways and to astonishing results, and yet we are not permitted to share Her secret. Our petty brains and bodies are but mere implements of sorts in Her hands whereby She is constructing something, the significance or purpose of which we cannot even guess and which She is at no pains to reveal. She builds us to contain, or rather to comprehend, but a modicum, a minute fragment, of the enormous information or secret which is Hers. Secrecy on Her part, you see.

If one turns to the pages of science, what a masterly array of natural diplomacy and artifice is there displayed! The fishes of the sea imitating the coloring of the grasses or shadows of the deep in which they hide and by means of which they escape their enemies (protective coloring is the scientific name); insects the same, in so far as foliage and grasses are concerned; birds the same; reptiles the same; man, for all his noble theories and dreams of a generous and unselfish mode of conduct, the same; as artificial and secretive as any, he. The stripling lawyer imitates the look and manner of his intellectual superiorwords, phrases, carriage, side-whiskers evenin order to seem his equal, or in other words to conceal (secrecy, you see) the fact that he is not his equal from some trusting and unsophisticated client. Protective coloring, as it were.

Take again the instance of a man beginning to rise financially and wishing to appear the equivalent of men far richer than himself. His office is in their vicinity, his residence in their neighborhood. He is in their club if possible, their church, their directories. He is not as rich as they are, but wishes to conceal the fact. It is not good for the world to know that he is not what he is not. His few public deeds would not be as acceptable or he would be compelled to doff the uniform he so much desires to wear, the manners, along possibly with the emoluments thereof, or the hope of them. Secrecysecrecysecrecy. A seeming only, where reality would leave life bare and hard.

And is it not the same with doctors, merchants, professionals of all kinds? To this day is not medicine, like most other professions, fond of mystery and secrecy. . . . Latin for instance, in preparing its prescriptions, thereby giving them an air of superiority which is not necessarily there at all, or to prevent the patient from knowing what is being put into his stomach, or to make the cure seem more formidable by being mysterious or secret. And to this hour, lawyers delighting in magnificently darksome briefs, which in simple language would be understandable to all and far less fearsome. Again, religion, the Catholic and many other versions, rejoicing in a ritual which, if presented or sung in English, would be just as impressive to the really intelligent if it possessed any genuine merit or appeal. But to the ignorant laity, according to the thoughts of the churchman, it might not be; hence the Latin. And perhaps it is as it should be, for do not the ignorant and the savage invariably crave that which they cannot understand? It may be that they desire something more symbolic of all they feel but cannot express, a quantity and quality of mysterious inner moods and emotions which no human spoken words, especially those of their own tongue, would even suggest.

Hence the priest and preacher, Shiite or Sunnite, Dervish, Buddhist, or Brahman formalist, one and all, although ordinary human beings like ourselves, are trained, and most carefully, in the protective coloring of their profession. For essentially they are no different, or, with very rare exception, no more spiritual, no more self-sacrificialin other words, no more unnaturalthan any of their fellows. But, in due process of time, the manners, customs, rules even of those who by chance or peradventure (the accident of disposition or revulsion from too much of something else) have been tender, self-sacrificial, humanitarian, have given these latter their cue. They now know, let us say, what good or self-restraining or humanity-loving men and women in times past have, at one time and another, been like, how they walked in humility, denied themselves the pleasures, even the necessities of life, divided a cloak with a beggar or gave it whole, went with an importunate enemy two miles instead of one, turned the other cheek to one who had smitten them on one, gave the last of money or food to one who was hungered, shelter to the shelterless, warmth to the cold, ignored frivolity or laughter because of so much existing misery. And so those who, without performing similar discomforting services, would like to appear thus, now know what to do, how such an one, assuming that he minister to the weak, the erring, the deficient, should conduct himself, his most appropriate airs, manners, moods. Hencebut does one need to call attention to the vast system of protective coloring which now produces saviors, samaritans, ministers by the hundreds of thousands throughout the world, all presumably embracing the qualities which make the self-sacrificial character important, if it is important, yet who perform few if any of those deeds which the coloring implies: the cloth, the hats, the reversed collars, the severe black, sign of abstemiousness, self-sacrifice, putting aside of the vanities, shows and pleasures of this world.

Of course there is always the rare individual born so strong, so wise, so courageous, that he needs few if any disguises in order to make life palatable to him, or his way in it. But he is rare, and, even when present, may not always proceed with ease or fearlessly but must disguise the courage and intelligence which he possesses (secrecy). Even he, when dealing with weaker, as well as stronger, individuals and groups, dare not show forth his true strength, save in their behalf, unless he would evoke their destroying anger. For masses, lacking power as to their individual units, are infuriated by one who is not so constituted, who offends by his strength their own fu tility. All lesser strengths, whether represented by individuals or masses, are envious and jealous of power. And the strong hate the strong quite as much as they do the weak when the latter are opposed to them. And, vice versa, the weak look upon the strong as driving masters, but the strong look upon the strong as rivals seeking power equal to their own, or equal to the task of displacing them. Hence their bitter and destructive rage; the hate of tiger for tiger, for instance, bull for bull. Secrecy, secrecy, here as elsewhere apparently the best policy Nature has been able to devise the only or the essential one, the one most employed. Truly the wise, however powerful, disguise their power and wisdom. They go softly, speak kindly, advocate justice or equation in all things, as well they may, seeing that they themselves may stand in need of it at any turn; and, if they work their will, work it in the dark and alone as much as possible.

What, then, shall we say of life when confronted by truths such as thesethat it is offensive, unbearable, a thing to be wept over, shunned, departed from as quickly as possible? I think not. Nature has always been so, and men for millions of years have undertaken life with all its difficulties and subtleties and have done well enough. Indeed, they have thrived, like all those who sharpen their souls against difficulty. It is Natures way. With steel She cuts steel, with subtlety subtlety, and the whole process appears to be one in which a more capable device for enduring the inherent restlessness and changefulness of Nature Herself is steadily prepared. It is one of dull wit upon whom, like barnacles, illusions fasten. And he is in error who assumes that the processes of Nature are different from those of man. We are like life, like the chemicals and forces of which we are composed, and have always been so. Only theory and dogma, growing upon and obscuring sluggish minds, have permitted the rise of a contra-conception. We should brush the cobwebs from our eyes and do away with illusion. In so far as possible, and as did the gladiators of old, we should face life with such weapons as we may, some with raw strength and short sword and shield, others with net and trident; one relying on brute Strength if need must, the other on the skill and craft with which he may enmesh and slay. There is no other way. Life is so, and only the cowardly or the dull or the weak will either fail to see or endeavor to evade so solemn and even terrible a truth.


IDEALS, MORALS, AND THE DAILY NEWSPAPER

FOR two centuries now if not longer the newspapers, rather than the preachers and reformers generally who precede and still parallel them, have been elevating themselves to the roles of soothsayer, prophet, and guardians of all phases of virtue, honesty and the like, to say nothing of those shibboleths of the would-be intellectually dominant, justice and truth. And the particular views of these papers have come to have an undue weight with those so moderately equipped intellectually as to look upon them as moral leaders. Experiments in government and phases of moral self-control, public and private, are there constantly advocated for the good of the other man, yet nearly always in accordance with the current bias or the direction of the interests of the paper. Yet back of these papers, and in spite of a public following which is supposed to regulate or control or suggest their policy and viewpoint, is always, or nearly so, an individual or group of individuals, possibly a self-interested organization (comercial, religious or otherwise) with perhaps no more intellectual grip on the social and spiritual complexities of the world than any other individual of average capacity and judgment possibly not so much. Yet with the tremendous leverage circulation, plus a serviceable and profitable and aggressive counting-room to help out, their moral and social pronunciamentos ridiculously enough become all but sacrosanct, irrefutable, colossal! Yet after all is said and done, here is nothing more than an individual, all too human perhaps, or if not that, a group represented by one individual possibly, seeking via this same lever (circulation) the special, particular things which he or it or they crave. And as a rule he or his group is truckling and hand-rubbing to that which he or it or they imagine the time requires, but seeking always circulation first, as though that were the be-all and end-all of all value, wisdom and duty.

And yet, in America at least, where will you find a citizen who does not to a marked extent reverence the opinions of his paper? The slavish manner in which in certain regions to this day the voters follow a paper and the manner in which the American press has successfully clouded issue after issue since America beganthe currency issue for one, the slavery issue for another, the tariff issue for a third, the trust issue for a fourth, the profiteering and European war issues at the present moment. And where will you find a newspaper not advertising passing panaceas that it knows cannot heal (I am not talking about patent medicines), or admitting that a satisfactory social solution for the woes of the millions cannot be found, or admitting frankly that human law is the wide-spread net that it is, through which great and small alike skip briskly, chance and accident restraining some and releasing others? Only when the big skip through the lesion is greater, We where will you find a newspaper that will freely admit that the Ten Commandments are not after all God-given law (do think for a moment that they privately believe they are), or that they constitute anything more than a form of social agreement based for their validity on the will of the majority not holding where men do not believe them to be true and not followed by any spiritually destructive consequences where men do not accept them to be spiritually true? Life pours through the reportorial, editorial and counting-rooms the average newspaper pell-mell quite as it does elsewhere, only a little more so. Those at the head note well the secrecy, the self-interest, the policy running through all things, the struggles of all individuals and organizations to grow, usually at the expense of everything else; yet editorially, and at the very best, a balance or dependent equation between rival clashing interestsrival, hungry, self-seeking hordesis all that is ever struck here, although this is all but invariably announced as the Sinaitic command of an all-wise, omnipotent, omnipresent intelligence, the newspaper editor or owner posing as its especial mouthpiece and forwarder! Is it not too ridiculous that so human and fallible or greedy and venal a thing as the average newspaper should set itself up to be a moral and at times even a religious arbiter of a community?

Yet where would be the circulation of the average paper if it did not so do? And where would it be if it attempted to practice what it preached, literally and for itself, as it so freely advises others to do? As all those well know who have anything to do with the organization or control of anything in life, newspapers included, the Beatitudes, as Christ laid them down in the Sermon on the Mount, are not workable and never have been practically. Yet where will you find a newspaper I honestly so stating, or even whispering a serious doubt? On the contrary, is it not the absolute workability of these that has, hitherto at least, been most violently insisted upon, and by organizations which well know the pagan complexities of life and are in no way representative of even the faintest approach toward a beatific conception of anything? Do not as I do but as I say. That only quiescence and decay could follow the enforcement of any such program as the Beatitudes or the fixed rules of justice, truth, etc., advocated by the average daily paper or any one else, is not only scientifically demonstrable by chemistry and physics but is a truism to the average, and even less than average, constructive and even newspaper mind. Nearly every one with any claim to intelligence or experience understands this, yet where will you find a newspaper or any other public medium of expression venturing on this simple truth? The average man is still in leading strings to various silly theories, religious or otherwise, fostered by self-interested groups, or to his hope of temporary human prosperity, and these are the things which still keep him in the wake of various sophisticated journals which cunningly play upon his illusions. Indeed he flees exact fact as though it were the plague. Blessed words or the sweet milk of romance and prevarication are the things which entertain and soothe him most. In other wordsthink of this ridiculous and paradoxical fact!a creature invents a bugaboo and then kneels down and worships it It forges chains for its so-called intellect, and then groans or rests content under their binding weight.

But (to continue this slight diatribe) imagine the staff of any newspaper even attempting to follow any rules save those which govern she survival of the fit, or failing to cast the Beatitudes out of doors when it comes to their special interests or the prosperity of the several functions which they perform! Editorially the Beatitudes prove profitable as texts for moral preachment and mass consumption, but in the counting-office or the gathering of news how different! And as for going two miles with a traveler when he had compelled you to go one or turning the other cheek when the first had been smitten! These things do not fall within the realm of the practical and are therefore not in the purview of any news-paper organization except in the editorial or pulpiteering department, and that intended to catch the pennies of the religionists.

So daily we have the spectacle of pages that in one column misrepresent the motives of the social or political enemies of this or that particular newspaper organization, or that play up to the subtleties of vice or crime for their news or dramatic values, or that display to the eyes of the young and old alike all the misadventures and incalculable subterfuges of a treacherous universe, while in another column, constantly reiterated, appear the words right, justice, mercy, truth, tenderness duty, etc., as representing a definite program for conduct for the other person always, easily followed and easily achievedby him. Yes, for the other person, outside of any given newspaper office, there are always God-given and immutable rules which spell peace and happiness for him, that are invariably to be practiced, if you will believe these same papers, by the majority, especially of their readers. And indeed these rules are by them persistently represented as the will and thought of a definite, definable GodHe who spoke from Sinai, or who walked to Calvary (quite different Gods, by the way!)to fly in the face of whom or which leads only to destruction. Yet all that is needed, as they well know, in so far as a reasonable guide to conduct is concerned (and all that we ever get, whether via the law or the average motivating impulses of man) is the perception and the fact of the necessity for a certain equation or balance in all things, i. e., the Golden Rule, mystic heavens or hells and the clerical representatives of the same with their collections and false notions to the contrary notwithstanding. Yet where will you find a newspaper with sufficient courage to say so? Where? Is it not here that one should pause and inquire whether the newspapers, aside from their purely reportorial functions (which latter might well be vised under stricter libel, perjury and false witness laws than those prevailing at present), should receive so much as even a moments serious consideration?


EQUATION INEVITABLE
A VARIANT IN PHILOSOPHIC VIEWPOINT

IN society, where man is constantly scheming out methods of procedure and how his ideas and feelings and appetites can be brought to a harmonious workable state, a certain reciprocating smoothness of exchange and balance must be, and apparently has been, achieved. It is like those constructive adjustments which make any machine possible, and has apparently given rise to such conceptions of the necessary conditions for exchange as are indicated by the words harmony, justice, truth, possibly even tenderness and mercy, all of which mean but one thing, if they mean anything at all: the need of striking a balance or achieving an equilibrium between plalnly restless and conflicting elements. (Why restless? Who knows? Why conflicting? Who knows?) However, it is this same equation or balance which conditions so large a thing as a universe, whose prime impulse apparently is to achieve endless variety in homogeneity, and vice versa.

But these have been assumed, in an absolute and not a relative sense, to be attributes of a Supreme Being who is all-just, all-truthful, all-merciful, all-tender, rather than as mechanic or, if one accepts the created theory of life, as an intelligently and yet not moralistically worked-out system of minor arrangements, reciprocations and minute equations, which have little to do with the aspects and movements of much larger forces of which as yet we know nothing and which at first glance hinder rather than aid the intellect in perceiving the ultimate possibilities of the governing force in any direction. Indeed the rough balance or equation everywhere where seen and struck between element and element, impulse and impulse, need and need, while they might seem to lend color to the existence of absolute right, justice, truth, honor, etc., really indicates nothing more than this rough approximation to equation in everythingforce with matter, element with elementas an offset to incomprehensible and, to mortal mind, even horrible and ghastly extremes and disorder; nothing more. For in the face of all the schemes and contrivances whereby man may live in harmony with his neighbor there is the contrary fact that all these schemes are constantly being interfered with by contrary forces, decays, mistaken notions, dreams which produce inharmony. This can mean nothing if not an inherent impulse in Nature that makes for change and so rearrangement, regardless of any existing harmonies or balances, plus the curious impulse in man and Nature (inertia?) which seems to wish to avoid change.

In spite of all mans laws, taboos, social understandings, agreements and beliefs, there are certain things done under the sun which do not make for perpetual peace, harmony, order, exact justice and so the welfare of the race as he conceives it; nor do they argue for the domination of a harmonious, all-powerful God as man conceives Him. Shocking as it may seem, certain individuals and groups contrive to live and thrive under conditions which, according to other masses and individuals who live and contemplate them, are apparently inimical to the so-called best interests of the race and the plans of its Creator. Indeed the latter is constantly, according to man or his theorists, trying to overcome them and so save Himself.

Who and what are these inimical forces which are supposed to defy God Himself? Criminals, liars, lechers, murderers, self-aggrandizing intellects of all types and sizes, plus accident, disease, cataclysm. At the same time and as if working in harmony with them, and to the dismay of the religionist at least, there are vast legions of inimical non-moral and seemingly socially non-helpful or even destructive microbes and animals which seize on man, the image of God, whose welfare God seeks, and which live and thrive without sign of consciousness of God, equation, or anything else. I am thinking of the germs of cholera, smallpox, yellow fever, as well as plagues of locusts, worms, wood-lice or scales, rats and the like, which while destroying vegetation and wealth most necessary to man at one point at the same time may and do nourish birds inimical or helpful to him and cause all things to develop methods of defending themselves and so aid their growth. The chemic or mechanistic interpreter of life discovers equation here well enough, and even a kind of rough harmony, although the religionist does not, and so while it is entirely possible for a monistic or evolutionary mystic to believe in a series of individually severe but racially helpful checks and balances which in some of their aspects are non-moral but are still driving man on to something, good or ill, it is not possible for the religionist or the moralist, taking him at his own dogmatic valuation, so to do. God must be good, exactly just, always merciful, as man understands those things in the realm in which he moves. Though a world of scientific data may now be brought forward to demonstrate that God is not a personality with a given moral direction or bias, as we understand morals, or with a here decipherable purpose, yet he must deny that. The nature of God, if not revealed by a voice of thunder from a mountain top, is, according to him, seen in the works of Nature; and the works of Nature are good.

But if God, or Good, is imminent, working for some far-off, Divine event, why the intermediate pother? I wonder at times why those who ponder these things with a view of saving the race and so eventually establishing truth, justice, mercy here on earth, are not permanently confused or hushed into silence by the overwhelming evidence that no one thing, however put together by the human brain to endure, succeeds ultimately in maintaining itself or that which it dreams it will maintain. Religions come and go. Laws are written and fade away. Moral laws change with groups and climates. There remains only this necessity for equation, some form of adjustment, reciprocity, balance between the integral factors of each group, good, bad or indifferent, which no one thinks of translating as the only omnipresent evidence of so-called Divine Will. Indeed, since it is not necessarily directly connected with the welfare of the individual but is something to which, willy-nilly, he must at least roughly adjust himself, however successfully he may temporarily evade it, if he wishes to live, it has come to be looked upon by him as the machinations of a devil who opposes his God. In other words, dogmatic morals, as we understand these, have been introduced, although these same, or our interpretation of what is essential to the welfare of life, may not agree with the larger chemic urge and the import of this compulsion of balance as Nature views or uses the same.

It follows, then, that many things which we now consider essential to our racial or spiritual development, especially those which are intended to fit us for a purely mythical heaven, may not be essential at all. Especially may this be true of the many taboos and so-called moral social arrangements which we have established here to make comfortable our little passing state and which, by a process of egoism and self-interest, we ascribe to the will of God. Asceticism in morals, as well as self-imposed deprivations of any kind intended to bring us into conformity with the exact righteousness of Nature or God, may have nothing to do with any Divine mandate or impulse whatsoever. The investigations of the mechanists and the monists throw a very disturbing light on Nature (Loeb; Crile; Snyder), Excess, we knowor its equivalent, strainis destructive to any organism, and the dogmatic moralist may well caution against it. Yet does a Creator who creates by billions and allows whole races, such as the American Indians, for example, to disappear almost in a generation, care particularly whether this, that or the other organism is broken down by this, that or the other strain or excess? It may be that excess is entirely gratifying to Him or Itlike a shell maker pleased with the explosive power of his shells. What is one man, one organism, one race of organisms, to a thing that prouces them by quintillions, age in and age out? So a conditioning law of equation or balance which compels a rough reciprocity between parts, all parts, may not remove the effects of or the necessity for strain or excess in the relationship of some men or some races, or all men and all races. War certainly indicates as much, and all the plottings and struggles and injustices and deaths which are concomitants if not essentials of all forms of progress. Again, what we might consider necessary in the way of equation or balance, and what Nature would, are two very different things. Our very finite minds can see but finitely. So our seemingly necessary limitations on indiduals may be accidental and trivial and so detrimental to the larger purposes of Nature, which must betimes sweep them away with huge murderous wars or movements and so restore the changeful balance which she must keep in ways different from the minor arrangements which spring up here.

Even now Nature may be constructing individuals and forces which completely undo, or at least enlarge, our theories of individual limitations and powers. We do not as yet know what Nature is seeking through man, if anythingcertainly not his immortality; there is no evidence as to thatnor can we guess how she is seeking it. One thing we do know: our impulses do not always accord with moral or religious law, the so-called will of the Creator here on earth, and yet our impulses are assuredly provided us by a Creator, if no more than the mechanistic one of the chemists and physicists. We do not compound ourselves. We cannot always by any means control the impulses of our compounds. Only the warring, frustrating impulses of other compounds (or individuals or forces, social opinion being a phase of them) do that for us; hence we are not privileged to say that God, or the Creator, wishes us to do thus and so. We can only say that changing conditions compel us to or prevent us from doing thus and so. Nature may wish us to be forceful in many strange ways in order that we may contest, bicker with other things equally forceful in other ways (all created by Her) so that out of the contest such as we see may come something which we can never see. Who knows?

In other words, all we can say is that Nature has supplied us with certain forces or chemic tendencies and responses, and has also provided (rather roughly in certain instances) the checks and balances which govern the same. Our puny strengths will permit us to do only so much; no more. That these strengths are being enlarged from time to time is rather obvious (consider a man like John D. Rockefeller, or Napoleon, and an ape). At the same time the limitations essential to balance, reciprocity, part with part and force with force, are apparently never set aside entirely. Both Rockefeller and Napoleon find themselves decidedly limited in their powers, compelled to compromise with many things in moving to attain their dreams. And their wishes in the main have far transcended the dictates of ethics, as these have hitherto been conceived. For the most part they ignored reported or written ethics, sticking by seemingly unethical forces, subtlety, craft, the power to do all that their strength or their instincts permitted them to do. And Nature appears to have no objection to them or their results, has furthered them indeed, nor has She apparently to millions of creatures like them in spirit, or worse, as we see worse here, for She permits their appearance and uses the result.

Let me vary the argument slightly.

The shelves of our law libraries are packed to suffocation and moldering to decay with laws ethically intended govern things which man has never yet been able to govern entirely and probably never will be, although the instinct so legislate probably conforms to the mechanistic instinct for balance and proportion in all things. In England they hung men for sheep-stealing a few hundred years ago, and yet sheep were and still are stolen in England. It is death to kill your neighbor, and yet when did man ever cease killing his neighbor? Is it not as often and as indifferently done to-day as ever? It means from one to twenty years in the penitentiary in America to steal, and yet men steal. It is written that one should never covet his neighbors wife and that adultery is a crime, yet when has the ultimate conception of these things been more than a dream? Man, or at least a part of him, a fragment of the chemical whole of which he is a part or an expression, wishes and writes laws to confirm these, but in spite of all so-called spiritual instruction, an ordered scheme of spiritual rewards and punishments, he is still not chemically able to accommodate himself to these thingsnot all of him, at least. Nature, his sheer, rank human nature, which sinks deep below into mechanistic, chemical and physical laws and substances, will not let him. Instead he resorts to subtlety, crafta very unspiritual but plainly natural or chemical thing. The fact is that the power of certain individuals to do is only limited by the power of certain other individuals to resist, and their natures and tendencies are by no means the same. Yet this squares with the first or pyknotic law of energy, as laid down by Vogt. The self-integrating force of one individual is limited by the self-integrating force of all other individuals; which is, if it is anything, Newtons law working out in human affairs. There is a rough law of balance indicated by this opposition and strain, but nothing more.

I once talked with a discouraged, or let us say pessimistic, humanitarian, the twenty best years of whose life had been devoted to corrective and ameliorative work among dependents and defectives, young and old, criminals, the physically undermined and the insane. This man had worked to have various
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laws passed in various States which would tend to lessen the brutality of their treatment and also to bring about some method whereby their self-reproduction would be painlessly stopped. His idea, after twenty years of experimenting, was that the processes by which the criminal and defectives generally were being gathered and governed and improved, however laudable in theory, was destined to eventually prove economically impossible and so shirked. The tares were too many, too elusive, too expensive to gather and govern. The thing cant be done, I remember his saying. As society is at present governed or constituted something which is by no means humanitarian or ideal prevails and in spite of the best intentions of idealists or philanthropists you have the enormous toll of inefficiency and nepotism to contend with. Always the old Adam breaks loose somewhere, and by the time you have investigated and reinvestigated and built institutions and passed laws and elected officials the thing becomes a social and financial burden beyond reckoninglost, he added, in abstrusities and bad management. Politicians juggle with it, and newer reformers or reactionaries undo what you have done. Besides, he concluded, normal, healthy men and women do not appear to be able to concern themselves with the day-to-day variations and aberrations of dependent defectives and criminal types. You have the spectacle then of official and even medical neglect, brutality, rotten meat being served to criminals or those detained or cared forin short, all the horrors that spring from some curious opposition in Nature to anything which is not able to take care of itself. Her plan apparently is to let them die. I tell you that the law of the survival of the strongest cannot be set aside. Any attempt to do so merely begets a vast tangle of effort and expense which results in the final operation of that law anyhow.

My own observations of the working of various plans and theories calculated to improve or save mankind coincide with this and suggest to me the conclusion that there is, on the one hand, inherent in the chemic impulses and appetites of life (which man does not create), an instinct toward individuality which may be for good or for ill, plus, on the other hand, this law of balance or equation but over which neither the humanitarian nor the idealist, any more than the criminal or indifferent or self-seeking realist, has any control whatever. If this were not true there would be no explaining such strange social developments as the lusts of certain individuals, the vast animal hungers and abnormalities which seem to contradict any possibility of an exact social equation. While the ascetic passions and self-sacrifice of such men as St. Francis, Jesus, Buddha and the like may belie an entirely material or animal interpretation of this very material scene, the more material one of an Alexander VI., a Medici, a Morgan and a Gould do suggest that an equation or balance between the types is holding in Nature. Men do fight and die for idealistic or moral beliefs just as plainly as they do for material ends. This would indicate, as I said before, a desire for rough balance or equilibrium in Nature between the starkest extremes of its creative impulsesequation, equation. Nothing more nor less. But a God directing and calling?

Oh, no; not that necessarily, but a condition in Nature itself perhaps which will not permit it to move save by a process of checks and balancesvariety in unity, and vice versa.

If one takes no more varied types than Christ and Nero, or Alexander VI. and St. Francis, one sees how plain this is, in so far as our earthly state is concerned. God, or Nature, or Life, permits both, creates both. In these examples one sees how the impulses of the flesh always vary and how difficult it is, where millions outrival these in secret tendencies and impulses, to suggest a working harmony; and yet there is a harmony and they do harmonize, or, by triturating the one the other maintain a working balance, the tendencies of the one being offset by those of the other, and vice versa.

No less latitude, perhaps, could or would serve in a world or a universe which breeds individuals by quadrillions, momentarily perhaps, and which conceals or contains forces of whose impulses, emotions, necessities we know nothing, and so equation is and can be the only answer. What can we know, for instance, of the impulses or morals of the Sun, whose heat apparently breeds all forms of life we know here, horrific and otherwise? And yet we also know that heat is balanced by cold in the universe; light by no light; matter by force; tenderness by savagery; lust by asceticism; love by hate; and so on ad infinitum. No thing is fixed. All tendencies are permitted apparently. Only a balance is maintained.

The thing which the evolutionist has discovered and put forward with considerable enthusiasm is this: that life in every form has tended to evolve from the simple to the complex, and only through a vast complexity or organization has it managed to attain this spectacle of things which we call life or beautydivision of itself, as it were. The complexity of the individual thing which we call a tree or a flower or an animal, or, if you please, a social state (and indeed those more or less abstruse things which we know as arts and sciences), are but a further evolution of the complexity of the world machine, and life has brought them about and apparently saved them to the world, possibly for the purpose of partial self-expression. At the same time there has always been involved in this process the law of the survival of the strongest or temporarily and accidentally most favored, a process which the humanitarians are never prone to accept because it belies the theory of saving anything except by a compensative condition of slaughter and neglect of other things less strongor, as the phrase has it, unfit things. In the theory of the religionist and the moralist the horrific processes that work in the sea and the jungle, and other unsocialized and enigmatic phases of imminent life, are entirely outside the scheme of a just and merciful God or Creator, not countenanced by Him! When His will is known and His suggestions are obeyed, these will be overcome and disappear! Well, this may be true, only it does not appear from any material or mental examination of the scene.

Even now, as we talk of sweeter and less avid processes which might be brought into play by a superior power, life is maintaining its ancient balance of evil and good, or extremities of one kind balanced against extremities of another. Even now, under the very noses of the religionists and the moralists, these processes are at work and show no sign of being abated. For every neighborhood of taste and comfort, witness the vast areas of poverty, poor taste, neglect, dull thought, inefficiency. For every comfortable man a lean one, or many. For every mind of the first order a million of a weaker, fumbling character. For every tender, Christ-like soul how many of another kindavid, selfish, cruel, hideous almost! Are the poor governed by the richand well? Do the shrewd rule the ignorant, and to their advantage? Do the strong control the weak, and to their advantage? Are the inefficient well or badly housed, well or badly nourished, neglected, left to stew in their own juice of misery and live and die as best they can, or are they looked after, as the religionist and moralist suggest and hope for? Only the dull or dishonest among the moralists and religionists can, it seems to me, fail to perceive or dare deny what even the dull or the ignorant now being trampled upon do already vaguely perceive and understand.

And yet behold! the song of ultimate perfection continues yearly, from century to century, to be sung. The Divine, far-off event (which, if anything, is Nirvana) is surely coming. A sweeter and less avid process will be brought into play. Man is to be saved from hunger, cold, thirst, lust, undue material ambition, by telling him how horrible they are and asking him to be kind. Well, he may make a comfortable social organization for himself here on earth, but that will by no means prove that the universe or God is moral. For, beholdman himself is superimposed upon other forms of life, a ruthless Lord or devil to them, and thrives only by their destruction. Do you suppose the ox, the hog, the horse, the fish, or any of the multitude of creatures man slays or enslaves in order that he may be comfortable and spiritually at rest, could be made to look upon him as tender, merciful, a creature necessarily to be saved to a higher spiritual staterepresenting, for instance, an all-kind God? I doubt it. What about the God who allows their organization and so-called right to life to be disrupted in our favor? Where the universal harmony, justice, mercy there? We are to develop a social organization in which gentleness, mercy and harmony will prevail among us, but we do not hesitate to curb the efforts or aspirations of lesser creatures, even rival nationsthe Indians, sayin the same direction. In the great days to come no man will contest with his neighbor, but only with the universewhich of course raises the question of why fight the universe. And where do the rights of the universe come in, which we are hoping to rob to our own advantage and its enslavement?

Aside from the confusion involved as to the character of man and the governing forces of life, there is no quarrel with a portion of this theory. To a certain extent harmony, or a dependent equation, as Spencer was pleased to term it, will always be attained between individuals assembled in vast numbers on earth or in the sea perforce, because it may not be escaped. If one reads chemistry and physics correctly it is a condition which underlies everything. An equation between matter and force and the elements to which apparently they give rise, must be struck, a balance attained, if life as we see it is to appear or go on. The slightest disturbance of the existing equations which produce life as we see it, as Loeb and Crile and others have shown, ends in monstrosities or confusion, and life as we know it ceases. In our own social life, if equation did not hold, internecine contest would soon decimate and gradually eliminate the vast majority of us. The late great war indicated as much. Indeed there is scarcely any doubt that social life as we know it will yet need to be organized upon an even more closely balanced scale than at present, since the elements and powers which make for contest and self-defense are becoming more numerous. Hunger, cold, thirst and many other ills to which the flesh is heir may yet be eliminated among men, or the individuals of one dominant state. It is now, by certain orders of men and insects; the bee-hive and the ant-colony offer suggestions. But it does not follow that the basic elements of Nature or God, or man, would thereby be changed. Is it not more likely that here and now, in a small way and for the time being, only their disruptive as opposed to their constructive characteristics are restrained? Such stabilized centers of motion do occur in Nature from time to time in small ways and places. All human and animal bodies, machines and forms of government even, are illustrations in point. But does that prove or augur that the changeful elemental conditions everywhere prevailing outside these delicate arrangements in Nature may not eventually sweep in and make over that which has been established here into such a condition as we find in the sea, for instance, where life insistently and apparently mechanistically preys on life? Why not? The glory of pagan life and artwere they saved? Or was their knell sounded by the advent of Christianity?

Many, observing only the satisfactory results of harmony or equation or balance, and entirely failing to note the essential disharmonies out of which alone harmonies may take their rise, have assumed the existence of an emasculate God whose virtues are all negative, ignoring the positive horrors by which we live and progress. For them the cataclysms of physics, the fumbling failures of biology, are meaningless, if they exist at all. Yet plainly the creative force is neither as generous nor as amiable as they think. Rather, brilliant as is all this evolutionary process, and it reveals startling harmonies, beauties and seeming intelligence, it still only argues some such fumbling hit-or-miss mechanistic scheme as the chemists and physicists are beginning to outline and which allows for far more latitude in morals and conduct, as well as invention and discovery even, than the religionist has hitherto been willing to grant. The only one who appears to sense the true process or processes of Nature is the mechanistic chemist or physicist, who does not deny the possibility of extremes and horrors existing in the Divine mind or will of the creative impulse. Murder, say these scientific seekers after truth, or at least their facts point to this, is a disturbing and disrupting process. It destroys the equation best expressed in Live and let live. It affects individual peace. If you do so unto others they will do the same unto you. Chemically and physically, according to the law of reaction or equation, they cannot very well avoid it. Therefore do not murder. Yet where is there any Divine command in that? Is it not rather a simple and easily understandable interpretation of a very obvious and inescapable law of equation, under which nevertheless, so roughly is this law adjusted and so casually does it work, murder and many other forms of non-equation may and do take their rise and do persist? If that is God or Good, then God permits murder, repays with murder, or asks you to be the judge as to whether you will tolerate murder in your State. Rather, to the physicist and chemist, it appears to be not so much a Divine command as an accidental and inescapable condition of equation.

We are told, by way of dogmatic moral comfort, that man has achieved somewhat that the animals have not, and that therefore he is superior. But also, as is now becoming perfectly plain, he has been able to discover and perpetuate for his own satisfaction crimes and iniquities for which no animal apparently within its small range of instinct or mechanistic control has the skill. Nature makes both, yet she does not, or cannot, or at least has not, made the animals as delicately and resourcefully evil in some things as is man. That is why he is able to dominate them. In one way, then, man is worse than the animals, and in another bettera balance presumably in the favor of man, though not necessarily so. The truth is that most of the ways wherein man has been differentiated from the animals by forces over which he has no control concern not ethics, as we understand and act upon them, but mechanical articulations and utilitarian comforts, the construction and normal use of which lie entirely apart from the realm of ethics. There is nothing either moral or immoral in the development and use or non-use of steam, electricity, plumbing, the tractor engine, automobiles and so on. They are mechanistic and non-moral. Thus we have developed architecture, machinery and the arts. It is true that in so far as man himself is concerned these are helpful to him in his mass phase and provide a larger freedom, which has resulted in a large experience, hence intelligence or comprehension in every direction. Yet have they improved his morals? Or lowered them? Who would say so? Yet perceiving this development or change, and, more faintly, the need of balance and equation which runs through all and underlies all, man has set about the task of writing about it, framing the inescapable equational laws which all changes suggest and compel into definite unbreakable commands from a definite God, singing songs about Him, painting pictures of Him, and directing attention to what man has ignorantly assumed to be a universal source of supply which will or should permit the greatest possible number to live under some such scheme of equation as is here suggested. Unfortunately this has not been proved as yet, and at any rate it is not the same as the presumably provable scheme of moral order which has been foisted upon man by the dull, designing or poetically enthusiastic of all ages, and which involves the laying aside of nearly every forceful, vigorous, natural, or human or pagan, attribute. Quite the contrary.

In this connection I should like to reiterate that to the Christian and other metaphysical idealists neither dishonesty nor vice nor any crime is contemplated by God, and therefore should not exist, any more than any other variation from that perfect state, best indicated perhaps by what the Ten Commandments forbid and the Beatitudes imply. God does not will them. He personally resents and will punish their appearance. The first part of this (i. e., that He does not will them) might be accepted as true if the fact that he permits them, or at least that they are, in spite of Him, not denied. But of course religion, as all those who philosophically struggle with life now know or should, is an abstraction, an ideal, whose dogmas can only in part be approximated in life. For life, as we nearly all know by now or should, is a shifty and evasive mechanism, chemic in part at least, and material and inscrutable, with which the abstractions of the religionist have little if anything in common. The best that religion and ethics have so far done is to take credit for the inherent and necessary tendency to compromise which has previously been indicated and which is manifested by all phases of natural energy, as much by that shown in our body politic as anywhere else. Indeed, the very best that religion can show is no better than that which life, or Nature Herself, could and did long before any religion appeared, namely, a rough equation, a balance struck; so that if a man had done a consciously wrong thing in one place he was chemically or emotionally moved to do a right thing in another, and if his actions were bad in one way it might be that he was compelled by forces outside his control to counterbalance them by good ones in another. All animal forms above those merely mechanistic or tropic (those governed by tropisms of various kinds) appear to display most of the virtues exercised by humansthe care of their young, for instance, distress at their loss, loyalty, ability to organize and so observe group laws; characteristics celebrated by man, where exercised by him, as virtues, beatitudes and what not else. Yet these lower forms cannot possibly know of religious or moral precepts in any revealed or instructed sense, via a Messiah or Redeemer. Instincts or tropisms as developed and verified by oppositions or aids (accidental or otherwise)once more the law of balance or equationappear to have been their sole guides. Hence to the religionist and moralist, thus far at least, they have been beyond the pale of ethical consideration, things almost beyond the willing, and so beyond the care, of the Creator Himself. An especial opponent of God or Good had to be devised in order to take care of them. And yet are they not an excellent illustration of this same creative and governing force in Nature which, while apparently seeking variety in unity, is itself subject to a law of balance or harmony as well as one of disharmony or change, and this without any evidence self-conscious on its part? At least the investigations of the chemists and the physicists thus far appear to indicate as much. Vengeance is mine declared the old Hebraic Jahveh, and by that very assertion he admitted that he did not expect to establish the abstractions of right, truth, justice and mercy on earth but rather, since he could not, he would at least attempt to strike a balance and would exact, in the form of pain or disaster, repayment for things done in opposition to his code.

Well, that requires no Sinaitic command or religious law to make it true. It is not a matter for great churches and confessionals and pence and genuflectionsor is it? It is true, whether God or Moses or any one else ever said so or not. It is a material and an economic fact as well as a chemic or psychic law. If you wish to glorify God or Nature for that, well and good. Your mood may be admirable or interesting, if not exactly necessary. But certainly, whether one admits the existence of a self-willing Creator or not, it is too much to say that man obtains exact justice or that an exact return is made anywhere for energies expended, ideals struggled for, efforts, good, bad or indifferent, made. We know that is not true. Nor is it true that there is not a counter impulse to withhold it. There is. And men, fellow-units in the great self-balancing cosmos, all too frequently reflect that impulse. Man is no more essentially just than he is unjust. He is an impulse, a will to live, a sharply reflected chemical and physical impulse in Nature, which acts or reacts as the nature of other chemical and physical stimuli in immediate contact with him suggests or compels, and which same may be by no means as moral as we think. Man, as a representation of chemical and physical impulses coming from somewhere, has an innate desire for power for extreme movement for himself; but so have all other mechanical or physical representations of that impulse. And it is but the balancing pressure of his fellows which keeps him in position at or near a median line. If you examine him carefully you will find that in the main he desires so-called justice for himself only, a fair balance for himself, liberty for himself, or that which is related to him via pleasure or profit, and so on ad infinitum. At the same time he is a slave, a tool, a medium for something, an intruded if not self-intruding, self-seeking insect, but without power to control or fend against major impulses and powers. Still, between man and man, tribe and tribe, nation and nation, there are these necessary equations or balances plus their internal hopes or chemic tendencies, each one for himself, to change and achieve; yet the same being but roughly worked out; on the one hand to balance or equation in favor of all the others, on the other hand to supremacy or extreme liberty of movement for each. Where only failure is achieved there is either a lull, temporary only, or a storm soon or late (revolution), or periods of horror in which chaos rules, or peace in which nothing is achieved. The world is sad over its inability to obtain freedom, great scope of emotion, for itself, or gleeful because of its triumph in this direction. But all the time it is struggling and maintaining but a rough and in the main brief balance, part with part or unit with unit.

One might go on indefinitely contemplating other phases of this same equational law, its relation to love of parents, love of country, love of home, love of ones neighbor, love of this, love of that. Are not all of these held up as duties, virtues, perfections even Sinaitic commands, as in Honor thy father and thy mother, when as a matter of fact and inwardly we know that this is a matter of equation or balance and cannot absolutely as a commandment from on high exist where no reasonable return in kind is predicated. What, love a shameless, brutal, unparental or non-filial father or mother, son or daughter, in whom, let us say, exists not one redeeming trait or quality of all that we consider essential to or characteristic of those states? It is not chemically therefore not humanly possible. What is meant is that it is not only possible but natural to make a reasonable return where affection, kindness or care has been extended. Now while it is entirely conceivable that one might love one who was cruel to oneself and generous to others, or generous to oneself and cruel to others, who in some way or some one direction fulfilled some phases of balance or equation, in however weak or impossible a way, still one could not possibly love one who was in no wise kind or generous to any one, a thing without reciprocal or balancing relations in some direction. The law of balance or equation which governs in all processes, even thought, will not permit it. There must be something given in some way, directly or indirectly, before anything can be returned or evolved, even in thought. And if one reverses the picture and attempts to conceive of hating some one or thing equationally just, fair or balanced, not attempting to take from any one or thing too much and not withholding from any one or thing that which is equationally his, it is quite as psychically impossible. One cannot cerebrate inimically toward that person or thing as being evil, reprehensible or what not. It cannot be done. Sometimes, where by reason of plenty or inherent weakness of mind or force, or carelessness of thought or interest, an individual is in any way indifferent to a reasonable or balanced return to himself for effort made, labor given, thought expended and what not, and where this results in no injury to himself or others, it is entirely possible to look upon him with indifference or as a fool, or as one who is weak-minded or not capable of balancing himself against the shrewd and self-interested minds of others. But such indifference or lack of self-interest would not indicate that one looked upon him as being evil, scarcely even a discreditable force, save possibly where his operations, or lack of them, affected the interests or rights or privileges of another or others.

Not love of God, then, it would seem, nor fear of God, although these abstractions have come to be real enough to some minds, prevents one individual from overriding the dreams and hopes of his neighbor, but fear of retaliation which his selfishness might produce. Thou shalt not springs plainly from Thou hadst best not, it is dangerous, to which might be added the strangest quality of all, the tendency in large or small bodies or masses to quiescence, the love of peace, or inertia. Our evoluted mechanistic chemism has become so diffused or varied that we may even now speak of such intangible and yet vital forces as love of the fixed scene, which appears to be little more than a reflected form of helio, or ego, or some-other form of tropism, the inherent power in everything to attract something to itself and so maintain itself, for the time being anyhow. That things are inclined to a static or inert state or to congeal and so stratify and endure in that form (Nirvana?) is as true as that they must change; and, under certain conditions, Nature seems to abhor too much speed, as too little.

Is there anywhere in this to be found that universal right, truth, justice, mercy, as we have hitherto deemed it or them to be or exist? Perhaps not, but it is all of so-called right, truth, mercy or justice, universal or otherwise, that we will ever know, all of it that is involved with life. Does this, by any chance, contain truth? Yes, indeed, it is truth, for it is a fact. Is it right? Well, for life as we find it conditioned it is apparently the only way. Who can suggest a better? Should the fact that we find ourselves thus conditioned, confronted by Nature in all Her complexity and with only this necessity for equation to fall back on, disconcert or dishearten us? Need it or must it take the savor out of life? No; not, at least, in my judgment. Life in its most terrible as well as its most halcyon aspects is at once an enticing and a fit game. It seems well enough suited to our capacities, and we to it, since essentially we are of itit, in fact. At least it leaves or provides us much to strive for, and strife is the only key to knowledge or sensation and life that we have. Abstractions and theories are good as games at which the human mind may play if it chooses, and whenever life becomes too severe for any group or part of it it is easy enough to invent a theory or abstraction which will then make it seem different. And this is almost invariably done, as witness all the impossible religions and theories that at one time and another have filled the world. Like chess or checkers, they furnish a diversion or relief to life-weary minds. If you have nothing better to do even a religion may be worth while. At worst it can only narrow your vision, and if that is a comfortwell, it is a comfort, but you do not thus escape the essential facts of life. You merely invent a shield against their too-sharp blows. Regardless of whatever dogmatic moralities may have been dreamed, or yet may be, or attempted, life is still avid, treacherous, astounding. Our little safety, if we have any, lies not in the desires or intentions of our fellow-mortals, good, bad or indifferent, or in their churches or creeds, or ours really, but in their limitations. They dare not do unto us for fear of what we will do to them, or of what the machinery of equation which life has set up or is conditioned by and now operates, will do to them. All else is a poets dream.

What, then, shall man do? Weep for that? Shall he despair and call life a failure and a torment? Shall he say that it is limited, that there is no opportunity for progress, or that the sweetness of those things defined as love, charity, mercy, neighborliness and race sociability are by such a governing condition destroyed? Not at all. Wherein is the temperament of Nature Herself, Her sweetness, if such there be; Her romance, if such there be; Her beauty, if such there be, altered by this? Life is as it isactive, dancing, changeful, beautiful, at once brutal and tenderregardless of how our theories would seek to make it seem, and though it does as it chooses at times, or appears to, and invents or assumes various guises of perfection, it is as it has always been, both good and bad, yet held in a kind of equational vise or harmonyneither too good nor too bador we would not now be here at all, any of us, to tell the tale. As it is, and well within its equational swing or law, there is room for the will to superiority in the super-man as well as the trembling fears of the least of created creatures. Nor is it impossible for man, with his puny strength or with such force as he may gather, to attempt to upset this very equation and so rule all: or, on the contrary, choose to live in sweetest peace with his neighbor, if he can. He may, and great will be the wonder and charm of his existence if he no more than try. But that he should succeed in permanently so doing is not within his scope unless he should grow to be the universe itself. On the other hand, under this same controlling equation, a man may be a Colossus and bestride the world without upsetting the equation ultimately. Like Alexander, he may sigh for more worlds to conquer; or, like Hannibal, take refuge in despair and death. Or, better yet, like some forceful and yet humble laborer at some small task, he may seek to hide himself away in some simple peaceful realm, free of the storms which rock these greater worlds, and still be secure in one of those minor equilibriums which in the shadow of some of the greater ones are always holding somewhere in part. For, roughly, equation is always holding in one or many formsdependent equations, which consist of many, many equations or balances, joined in some still greater one or synthesisand apparently always will. Who shall say? To our present senses the ultimate facts of life are not altering; although that is not for petty man to know.

On the other hand, I should say that the condition of equation which is everywhere evident does not deny or belie any elements of softness, color, beauty or art which now sweeten, or seem, to, a picture which must seem to many inherently grim. God, Good, Nature, Force, is not now, and never has been apparently, without some of these aspects in part, nor bare of the easing limitations indicated by the Ten Commandments, the Golden Rule and the Beatitudes. For before these were it was, and if they are or ever were true they still are so, for they took their rise out of it and so must be and remain in it, forever and ever, emanations or adjustments (equation, no doubt) suggested by the desire for expression on the part of the cosmos as a whole. Yet the knowledge that they are the result of a condition or equation which the universe, the life force itself, cannot escape, is or should be most encouraging. Nature must let many things live in reasonable equation or peace, for it is in them and they in it. I am in the Father; the Father is in me.

If, then, man is savage he is also tender, inherently so apparently, for by what measure would he measure savageness if not by its contrary? And if he is avid, centripetal, individual, is he not somewhat of their contrary also? In truth, somewhere in the scheme of things is implanted a love of beauty and order as well as their contraries, which can only find expression via equation, and this it is, chemical, inherent awareness of it no doubt, which eases the ache of existence for us all (God, man, devil). For if life loves change, movement, difference, contest, it also plainly loves their contraries, for these exist, and we could not know the one without the other. Order exists as a half of its opposite, disorder, and the one could not well be without the other, and peace exists, if at all, as the complement or antithesis of what is not peaceful. Yet through all and all, and in all and all, are the sting and gayety of change and the consciousness of it, and these remain, possibly forever and ever, outside Nirvana, which Nature may never wish to see or know. It may be impossible for Her to die or be still.

Equation, then, is that which is involved in the lust of the lover for his sweetheart, and her acceptance; the husband for his wife, and her faith; the mother for her child, and its love; the citizen for his neighbor; the individual for his friend. Art, the love of life for itself, is nothing more than a synthesis of many equations whereby many lovely harmonies and their opposites are expressed or implied. Hunger, balanced against satiation, creates more beauty. Life builds and wills far beyond the ken of man or his companion animals, and all that he can know is the chemic thrill of life, its joys, the necessity of equation and so-called fair play, or rhythm and balance. For, behold, life is ever dancing and does not will to be still. Not to want too much, because one cannot get too much; not to seek to devour the whole world, because one cannot; not to threaten, because of vanity and self-appreciation, all else with extermination, because one cannot possibly exterminate all else without disturbing the general balance and so bring the weight, the conditioning and crushing force of equation itself upon oneself, is to say what may offend the individual life-lover but which nevertheless produces the only condition in which the general totality in all its glittering variety, which it appears to crave, can best express itself outside Nirvana. And this it is which should drive the fog of religious theory out of our minds.

For why pray in beggarly fashion for that which will be, whether we pray or notwhich, as the mechanists believe and show cannot escape its own destiny? Rather sing and be joyful. I should say, for ones unescapable share in so great a spectacle. The game is open, free, a thrashing, glorious scene. Our God, if we have one, is not a namby-pamby, milk-and-water solution, suitable for the stomachs and optics of still more namby-pamby men, but a vast somewhat which offers a splendid universe-eating career to the giant, if he wills, an opportunity to thrive and grow to even the most spindling of beginners. Our God, if we have one, is a vast somewhat too great for the perception or understanding or destruction or solution of any minor portion of Him, such as we are. He is a creator of spectacles, a slinger of thunder-bolts, a breather of fire, a master of cataclysm. His, or Its, least breath is storm. Its sigh is earthquake or orbital derangement. No attributes such as man can conceive can applyneither good nor evil, virtue or its oppositefor these apply only as mild suggestions at moments of equation in one minor part of the great whole or another. Our God is tragedy and comedy, terror and delight. He is limitless opportunity and endless opposition and destruction, for His way is extremes in equation, and nothing more and nothing less.

What then? Despair over that? Is there not, in all conscience, under a loose equation (loose and operative only in extremes) room for all the lusts, the terrors, the wonders, the simplicities of the greatest as well as the least? Alexander may yet be again, or the devil himself in all his power and lurid glory, before he is crushed and set aside, for the time being, by his inherent antithesis, the thing which is not devil.

And as for the religionist, may not Jesus, St. Francis, St. Simon Stylites come again? Let man fight for their return if he will. Who is to gainsay him?not God, Force, the Universal Substance. Obviously it does not care how it expresses itself, so long as it achieves avid, forceful, artistic expression.
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SCENE I. THE HOUSE OF BIRTH

SCENE: Darkness and illimitable space. ons of time, as measured by the illusion of time, clapse. THE LORD OF THE UNIVERSE, as force, inert, yet all-in-all, rests quiescent. A faint pulsing begins. Without thought or reason, restless, chaotic, the idea of separateness and individuality generatesan insane dream. The cloudy length of a giant outlines itself, reclining in endless space. It appears and disappears, now a thigh, now an arm, only to fade again. The vague outlines of a brow and check appear, only to fade again. ons of time elapse. The illusion reasserts itself. Cloudy fire-mists pour from his nostrils. Poles of light erect themselves from materialized temples. Blazing suns and meteors burst forth and swirl about his head. Strange and multitudinous forms manifest themselvesanimals, birds, fishes, horned and winged things. They appear and disappear, as thoughts form and fade. He is blind, aged, insane. He erects imaginary titanic arms and rubs his changing, stupendous face with his changing hands.

THE LORD OF THE UNIVERSE

Oh, ho, ho, ho! Oh, ho, ho, ho! (He sinks back wearily, all but the outlines of his head disappearing.)

BEAUTY (a thought)

(Leaping, pink-limbed and perfect, from his brain, a figure of delight.) Lord, thou hast created me! I am thy perfect thought, thy happiest illusion! I will be worshiped! I will be worshiped! (She springs sinuously among the spinning, changing spheres, a radiant smile upon her face, her arms tossed upward in delight.)

THE LORD OF THE UNIVERSE

(Materializing himself fully, a paretic smile upon his lips. He rubs his face and imagines eyes, giving himself sight, and surveys her broodingly.) Have I created thee? Oh, ho, ho, ho! (He rubs his flaming hair.) I must not forget thee! I must not forget thee! Oh, ho, ho! Thou art Beauty! (His expression changes; an unimaginable weariness settles upon his face, aged, onic. He frowns and leers and partly fades, re-establishing himself after a time. As he does so, AMBITION, a sinister thought, club in hand and darkling and scowling, a figure of terror, leaps from his eyes.)

AMBITION

(Brandishing his club.) I will be obeyed! I will be obeyed! Out of thy terror, Lord, thou hast created me! War and strife will I have! War! War! (He struts and stares.)

THE LORD OF THE UNIVERSE

(The darkling mood passing, a light of momentary peace settling on his face. He gazes at the figure tolerantly.) Have I created thee? Weary! Weary! I am weary! (He stretches his arms.) But stay! I am lonely. Be thou what thou art. (He draws himself to a sitting position, all the height and depth of space.)

BEAUTY

(Threading a necklace of suns.) I will be worshiped! I will be worshiped! (She croons joyously.)

THE LORD OF THE UNIVERSE

(His mood changing, a giant despair creeping into his eyes.) Forever and ever! Oh, ho, ho, ho! Forever and ever! It is a dream! (He staggers to his feet, the great shadowy arms flailing wildly. As he does so he imagines Space and Time, and begins to wander down their lengths, staggering as he goes. From his brow leap HATE, DESPAIR, PITY, HOPE, FEAR, thoughts all, the last two with great round eyes and open mouths. At the same time clouds upon clouds of unimaginable forms and characters, previously non-existent, come into being, the product of his fancy. Suns, worlds, fire-mists, swarms of birds, snakes, fishes, animals and men are born, strange wraiths that float in wreaths about him and traverse all immensity. They circle, murmur, mutter, cry. The avatars of men come forth, huge forms of gas. They are preceded and followed by vast clouds of thoughts of their ownravening, embodied fancies that bicker and contest. These immense companies and semblances appear and disappear, as the primary figure thinks or loses memory of what he has thought. He alternately laughs and groans, maundering.)

BEAUTY

(Dancing on before.) I will be worshiped! I will be worshiped!

AMBITION

(Gathering at his back vast clouds of restless, threatening figures like himself.) I am his thought of strength! I am his thought of power. I am his thought of rage! I am his thought of contest! Oh, ho, ho, ho! Follow me! Follow me! See, we will sow destruction! We will spread despair! We will slay! We will burn! Oh, ho, ho, ho!

THE LORD OF THE UNIVERSE

(Wildly, his fancy flaming furiously.) Oh, ho, ho, ho! I am God! I am that I am  all in all! I am my dream of myself! I will dream me dreams, visions. These are my creations, all! (He turns and surveys his endless fancies of horror and delight.) Oh, ho, ho, ho! Come, Art! Come, Love! Come, Hope! Come, Death! Dream as I dream! Create destiny, suffer! I am God! I cannot die! Insane! Insane! Insane! Oh, ho, ho, ho! (He shouts in agony, then joy, then sobs, staggering as he does so, ending in a gale of lunatic laughter.)

PITY

(To LOVE, hovering near.) We are his children; and we can do nothing?

LOVE

Nothing, save he think on us.

PITY

(To HOPE.) Canst thou do nothing?

HOPE

Nothing, save he think on me and thee.

HATE

(Clasping the hand of DESPAIR.) Come aside. Are not we his thought also? What have we in common with them?

DESPAIR

(Darkly.) Nothing! Nothing! Yet are we his thought also, but not of them! No, no, no! He should sleep again! He should sleep!

THE LORD OF THE UNIVERSE

(Staggering and writhing.) Oh, ho, ho, ho! Oh, ho, ho, ho! I am God! I dream me dreams! I build me endless wonders, endless pleasures, endless horrors! Oh, ho, ho, ho! (He staggers madly on.)

BEAUTY

Build thou me temples of beauty, Lord! I will be worshiped! I will be worshiped!

AMBITION

Make thou me worlds and legions! Worlds! Worlds! And legions! I would rule! I would slay! I would burn!

LOVE

Oh, but wilt thou make flowers and vast realms of quiet places, Lord? Or but little valleys, if thou wilt? Make streams and pretty shelters! Give not all to Ambition, Lord! Give not all to war!

HATE

(Springing before his face.) Make thou me implements of terror! Create thou me forms of horror, of evil! Spin thou me dark chains and darker places! Make thou tortures of failure and regret, Lord  tortures! Tortures! (He glowers about him.)

PITY

Nay, Lord, let not all be of horror and hate! Think thou on me, Lord, of sweet pity and tender things! Or, if thou canst not, think thou but of ways that I may heal what Hate will destroy, what Ambition would crush. Think thou thus, Lord! I am a thought of thine also!

THE LORD OF THE UNIVERSE

(Wearily.) Oh, ho, ho, ho! (He staggers on.)

FEAR

Lord, do thou protect me! Do thou conceal me! Forget me not, Lord! Forget me not! I fear! I fear!

DESPAIR

Why dost thou not sleep, Lord? Of what avail are we, thy fancies? Oh, why dost thou not sleep? Sleep! Sleep! Sleep!

THE LORD OF THE UNIVERSE

(Staggering on.) Oh, ho, ho, ho! Oh, ho, ho, ho! Space  Time  I have made me these! Suns  Planets  I have made me these! Love  Hate  I have made me these! Hope  Fear  I have made me these! Beauty  I have made me this! Oh, ho, ho, ho! Oh, ho, ho, ho! (He staggers on, gesticulating and laughing stupendously.)

BEAUTY

(Wildly.) I will be worshiped! I will be worshiped!


SCENE II: THE HOUSE OF LIFE.

SCENE: The cloudy realms of space. At a point, halls of illimitable and indescribable splendor, the colorings of the dawn. Beyond, a swirling belt of suns and satellites glittering thinly against the dark. Beyond this, in measureless nothingness, the suggestion of other clouds of suns and planets, spinning. At the center, the Presence, couched upon gold and porphyry, high-piled, cloud on cloud. Poles of outpouring thought, great flames, radiate from his brows; about him a nimbus of fire. He is now fully self-materialized and concentrated, but sits quiescent, weary, lonely, a compendium of vagrom, changeful, insane emotions and ideas. Immediately before him, BEAUTY, LOVE, PITY, HOPE, REASONcolorful shadows allas well as beasts, birds, fishes, reptiles, flowers, trees; men and women in cloudy, wraith-like masses. Above him, immense legions of CHERUBIM and SERAPHIM, figures of translucent light, radiant, choral. In the background, AMBITION; about him swirl, darkling, HATE, FEAR, GREED, DESPAIR, and behind them, cloud upon cloud, sinister figures, emissaries, dreams, the darker products of the Lords fancy.

SERAPHIM AND CHERUBIM

(Fanning with glittering wings.) Hail, our Creator! Hail, Lord! Do thou remain forever in thought our Creator, our Thinker! Blessed be thy reality! Hail! Hail!

BEAUTY

(Surveying from a glistering footstool, nearest of all the swarming universe.) Am I not beautiful, Lord? Am I not thy thought of Beauty? Art thou not content to think on me, thy first thought? And shall I not be thy last? Thou hast but commanded, and they worship me! Thou but thinkest, and I am supernal in beauty! (She smiles.) They worship me! They worship me!

THE LORD OF THE UNIVERSE

(Broodingly.) Sweet thought  my dearest thought!

AMBITION

(Clanking ponderous armor, a cloudy giant in moody meditation.) We wait! We wait! He thinks not on us! He thinks not on us. Now are his thoughts of drooling pleasure  of Beauty, of Hope, Peace  pale nothings all  Seraphim and Cherubim, mere fluttering figures of light! Beauty reigns! Hope and Reason and Pity are at her feet! See how the universe peoples itself with these, his fancies! He dreams but fair dreams!

THE LORD OF THE UNIVERSE

(To BEAUTY, turning slowly and viewing complacently the immensity and beauty of his fancy.) Art thou pleased, then, with what I have made for thee? See, see  dreams, dreams, sweet dreams all  mad fancies allmad! Mad! That which I make is madness all  disordered dreams! I am mad, mad!

BEAUTY

Wondrous, Lord, of whom I am the first! Great Creator! Thou art wonder and beauty all. Sweet are thy dreams! Sweet thy madness! Sweet am I! But sleep no more, Lord! Dream on. It is sweet to be worshiped so! I would be worshiped! I would be worshiped!

THE LORD OF THE UNIVERSE

Sayest thou so, perfect thought? It is sweet madness? Oh, ho, ho, ho! A thing of now, and then no longer! Thou art a fair dream, a dear one, but nothing  nothing! Is not that transcendant sorrow  madness?

BEAUTY

(Caressingly.) Oh, think not so, Lord! Think not so! A dear dream! A wondrous dream!

THE LORD OF THE UNIVERSE

(Darkly and broodingly.) What am I? What art thou? What are these? (He waves a vast hand.) What it all is I cannot think  or why  or whenc  eor where. I dream and sleep  I sleep and dream! Oh, ho, ho, ho! Oh, ho, ho, ho! A dream! A dream! Sayest thou a sweet dream? A sweet dream! Oh, ho, ho, ho! I have lost the key! I have lost the key! (He laughs loudly, sadly.)

AMBITION

(In the background, rumbling.) He has lost the key! He has lost the key!

BEAUTY

A sweet dream, Lord! A sweet dream! Sleep no more, Lord! Sleep no more! It is all too sweet! Sleep no more! (She smiles.)

AMBITION

(Restlessly.) He dreams but useless things! We grow to thin nothings! (He clanks his armor weakly.)

PITY

Think kindly, Lord! Kind and tender thoughts! It is best ever!

THE POWERS OF DARKNESS

(Rumbling.) Hail! Let Hope be forgotten! And Love! And Pity! Hail!

BEAUTY

(Rising and laying a hand upon his brow.) Lord, I am thy first-born. After me came these. (She motions to HOPE, PITY, REASON.) I am thy first thought, thy thought of Beauty! Say it! Remember me! Forget me not! All else avails so little! And think thou not on Ambition or Hate. They would destroyeven me! Even me! (She smiles.)

THE POWERS OF DARKNESS

(Thundering:) Yea, even Beauty, Lord! What is Beauty to thee?

THE LORD OF THE UNIVERSE

(Gazing dully.) Beauty! Beauty! Can I remember thee always, even though I would? Thine eyes! What is it I meant by thine eyes? (He gazes into them.) Mad! Mad! Mad!

AMBITION

(Angrily, clanking his armor.) He drools and dreams! Me, his best thought  his greatest  he forgets! I am his horror, his strength, his despair, his power  yet he thinks not on me! Beauty! Beauty! And I wait in shadow! I, his rage  yet he sleeps in vagrom thoughts of beauty! Awake, Lord! Forget these pale shadows! Are not thy darker thoughts better? Think thou on me! On Power! Come, Hate! Come, Anger! Come, Despair Come, Fear! Sit ye all with me!

FEAR

Only let me return unto thee, Lord! I fear! I fear!

BEAUTY

(To AMBITION, angrily.) And if he thought on thee, what then? Storms, horrors, all blackness and rage! Thou art such! Is not Beauty better?  this light?  this song?  these Cherubim and Seraphim? Wilt thou have naught but shadow? Avaunt! To think on thee is death, destruction, the end of all! Oh, no, Lord! Oh, no, no, no! Put them all hence! Think thou on me! Are not all thy fair dreams, in which suns cluster and lovely forms bud forth, more to thee than these, thy darker? (She smiles winningly.)

THE LORD OF THE UNIVERSE

(Heavily) I am that I am!

AMBITION

(Fiercely glowering and sulking.) Yea; Terror, Might, Strength, Death thou art! Think thou on me!

BEAUTY

Nay  Love, Beauty, All Perfectness, Light, Joy, Song  so art thou, and so only! Think thou on me, Lord! Think thou on me! (She smooths his hands.)

HATE, FEAR, GREED, DESPAIR

(In chorus.) Think thou on us! Are not we of thee?

LOVE, PITY, HOPE, REASON

(In chorus.) Think thou on us! Are not we of thee?

CHERUBIM AND SERAPHIM

Thou everlasting glory  Hail! Hail!

AMBITION

(Angrily.) Vanish, vain things! Dream, Lord, no more! (He glowers and sulks.)

THE LORD OF THE UNIVERSE

(To BEAUTY sadly.) I know not whether thou art best or worst. But stay, stay! Stay thou with me but yet a while! Let me not forget this thing that thou artwonder, light, a glorious dream! (He sighs.) Oh, ho, ho, ho! Let me think no more of horrors! Of that I am aweary! I Mad! Mad! Mad! Yet now I have thee  thou art a pleasant thought, thou joyous dream of fair things! Beauty! Beauty! Oh, Beauty! (He smooths her cheek.)

A CLOUD OF SERAPHIM

(Fluttering nigh.) He dreams of Beauty! We will not die! Hail! Hail!

A CLOUD OF CHERUBIM

He smiles on Beauty! We will not die! Hail! Hail

AMBITION

(A hovering, terrible figure in the gloom.) He rests and drools! All is light and song! He thinks not on death!

(The shadows recede into the darkness, to all but nothingness; the endless legions of suns twinkle; the clouds of CHERUBIM and SERAPHIM swirl and turn.)


SCENE III: THE HOUSE OF DEATH

SCENE: A chamber of unimaginable horrors, vast, murky, involute, in which serpents twist and writhe; tortured figures crawl and groan; beasts of many heads and paws prowl to and fro, and all slimy odorous forms interlace in welters and sloughs and draperies and festoons. At the center, the Throne of the Lord, a mound of unclean beasts and serpents, hung over by clouds of evil spirits; his present embodied thoughts. At his side, huddled in despair, faint, pale shadows of their former selves, the thinnest of dreamsBEAUTY, REASON, PITY, HOPE, LOVE. Before him in glowering fullness, grown to vast proportions, AMBITION, and behind him the legions of his fancy, black and fulgurous, drawn close about. Insane, fevered, maundering, the LORD OF THE UNIVERSE bellows of destruction.

THE LORD OF THE UNIVERSE

Oh, ho, ho, ho! Oh, ho, ho, ho! Death! Death! Death! Thou dearest death! Bring thou me heaps of deadthe endless slain! Breed winged and forked things, horrors all! Bring thou me shames, despairs, disasters, with which to torture and slay! Go forth! Go forth! Sweep thou with Hate, with Rage, with Despair, with Fear! Breed me vast powers of evil, and still vaster! Rank thou me them rank on rank-file by file! (He thinks on tortured forms.) Make me armies of horrors, of woes, of immedicable griefs! (As he thinkst from his brain leap forth, many-headed, forked, winged, the first six Powers of Darkness, and after them, clawed and winged forces of ravening aspect and disaster.)

BEAUTY

(Sadly, in a thin voice.) Lord, am I forgotten? (He makes no answer.)

LOVE

(In a thin voice.) Lord, canst thou no longer think on me? (He makes no answer.)

HOPE

(Weakly.) Lord, am I no more to thee? (No answer.)

PITY

Canst thou not remember me, Lord? (No answer.)

REASON

Lord, am I as nothing to thee now? (No answer.)

AMBITION

(To the clouds of darkness behind him as the first of the six great Powers leap forth.) Join them thou! Forth!

FIRST POWER OF DARKNESS

(Hundred-headed, winged and fanged, leaping from the brain of the Creator at illimitable speed). Hail! I go to harry! To slay!

SECOND POWER OF DARKNESS

(Hundred-headed, winged and fanged, rushing forth at illimitable speed.) Hail! I go to rack, to torture!

THIRD POWER OF DARKNESS

(Hundred-headed, winged and fanged, rushing forth at illimitable speed.) Hail! I go to ravage! To gall! To flay!

FOURTH POWER OF DARKNESS

(Hundred-headed, winged and fanged, rushing forth at illimitable speed.) Hail! Where Sorrow is not, I carry it!

FIFTH POWER OF DARKNESS

(Hundred-headed, winged and fanged, rushing forth at illimitable speed.) Hail! Where Happiness is, I destroy it!

SIXTH POWER OF DARKNESS

(Hundred-headed, seven-horned winged and fanged, rushing forth at illimitable speed.) Hail! Hail! Where Peace is, and Love, I make them as not! (They speed to his right hand and to his left above and beneath him, before and behind him.)

THE LORD OF THE UNIVERSE

Forth! Forth! Fury upon fury! Bring me masses of destruction! Undo! Undo! Undo! I would have change! Death! Woe! Tears  bring me tears, tears, tears! Wipe out all dreams! Make ashes of fancies! Destroy! Destroy! Destroy! Let all be of horror, of death, of sorrow, of pain! Make of life an ending in misery! Mad! Mad! I am mad! Oh, ho, ho, ho! (He bellows in insane rage.)

AMBITION

(Raveningly, to the clouds of Darkness behind.) Join thou these! Forth! Forth! Out upon his glistering thoughts! Undo! Undo! He is sick of pity, of peace! Harry thou with these! Destroy! Make dust of suns! Breed distempers in all flesh! Reduce, level, macerate, decay! Make of everything nothing! Forth! Forth!

THE LEGIONS OF DARKNESS

(Rumbling in anticipation.) Hail! (They speed outward.)

THE LORD OF THE UNIVERSE

(Rocking to and fro in insane pain.) To my right hand and to my left! Above me, and beneath! Before me, and behind! Out  on! Harry! Destroy! Cease, Time! Be nothing, Space! Oh, ho, ho, ho! Oh, ho, ho, ho! End thou me the weariness of this! (He weeps in frenetic misery.)

A CLOUD OF SERAPHIM

(Faded to but pale rays.) Oh, Measureless Wonder of all Wonders! Oh, Creator of all Things! Canst thou not think on us? We die! We die! (They begin to fade.)

A CLOUD OF CHERUBIM

(Shrunken to a thin line.) Nor on us  on us? We die! We die! (They slowly fade also.)

BEAUTY

(Rising and viewing all with weary eyes.) He dreams on me no more  on Beauty no more! Oh, mad, mad, Lord! Oh, fevered, useless dreams! Gone all the sweet Seraphim and Cherubim  the halls of light and wonder  his suns and jewelstars! His dreams have changed. These his horrors are now his mood. And deathand nothingnessfor all of us, his mood! (To DESPAIR) Hail! Hail! thou unutterable one. (To AMBITION, glowering near.) And thou, great evil one, his torturous swelling thought! Now is thy dark hour! But sleep and nothingness is the end of this for thee and all! Thou wouldst destroy even me, oh evil thing! Yet if he but thought on me, how different! His singing world again! But wait, wait! If he think on thee for long comes death and the end of all this  of thee, as of me! By death, sleep! And by sleep, if he sleep  where then is his thought of thee or me? Pray that he change!

AMBITION

(Arrogantly.) Avaunt, thin thing! Now is my Lord awake  he thinks on me, not thee! To harry, burn, slay! To his right hand and to his left! Above him, and beneath! Before him, and behind! He is for strife, strength, conflict! To harry, slay, lay waste! It is as it is! He knows thee not! (The destroying legions rumble.)

PITY

(Drawing near to BEAUTY.) He thinks not on me again! I am grown so thin! Is there no change? Is peace worth nothing  the tender heart  the end of agonies and storms?

AMBITION

Avaunt! He knows thee not! (PITY shrinks exceeding small.)

LOVE

(Drawing near, a pale shadow.) Or all the lovely thoughts that fluttered into happiness  are they worth nothing?

AMBITION

Avaunt! He knows thee not, thin wraith! (She fades to a point.)

REASON

Nor me? Not even order?

AMBITION

Hence! (REASON steps aside.)

HOPE

Nor yet the thought he had in me? Can he not remember me?

AMBITION

Vanish! Thy Lord is for destruction! He thinks not on thee  but on me! Hence! (HOPE pales to a thin flame.)

BEAUTY

(Proudly.) Yet am I Beauty, his first thought! Rage on, thou evil one! Of what avail, since thou wilt end also? Destroy as thou wilt, he will not forget me! I am that which he is  Beauty! His first thought! Think madly as he may, yet will his last thought, as his first, be of me. I am in him, and he in me. From him, when he wake, if ever, will I come! I will be worshiped! I will be worshiped!

THE LORD OF THE UNIVERSE

(Writhing in a last insane agony.) Oh, ho, ho, ho! Oh, ho, ho, ho! Let me have done with Life! Let me have done with Thought  Pain  with Order, Beauty, Hope! Let me have done with all things! Oh, ho, ho, ho! Sick  sick! Death! Death! Burn! Harry! Slay! Oh, ho, ho, ho! I will have done with all! (He tears at his snaky locks.)

REASON

(Sadly.) Great Master of us all, so this then is the end? I, who was thy thought of order, am disordered! I, who was thy strength, am thy weakness! So sink I back to nothingness! (He re-enters the brow of the Lord.)

LOVE

And I, who was his thought of happiness! So come I to nothingness again! (She re-enters the forehead of the Lord.)

PITY

And I, who was his thought of tenderness! (She fades into his brain.)

HOPE

And I, who was his thought of love and peace! (She disappears also.)

BEAUTY

(Paling.) Yet is he not done with me! Mad though he be, even though he sleep, now I feel his thought! He is in me, as I in him! I will be worshiped! I will be worshiped! (She re-enters his brow undiminished.)

FIRST POWER OF DARKNESS

(Returning and entering in.) All that was to thy left hand is not!

THE LORD

Tis well!

SECOND POWER OF DARKNESS

(Returning and entering in.) All that was to thy right hand is not.

THE LORD

Tis well!

THIRD POWER OF DARKNESS

(Returning and entering in.) All that was before thee is not!

THE LORD

Tis well!

FOURTH POWER OF DARKNESS

(Returning and entering in.) All that was behind thee is not!

THE LORD

Tis well!

FIFTH POWER OF DARKNESS

(Returning and entering.) All that was above thee is not!

THE LORD

Tis well!

SIXTH POWER OF DARKNESS

(Returning and entering.) All that was beneath thee is not!

THE LORD

Tis well!

AMBITION

Tis well! Hail, Lord! As thou wouldst, I have ended thy dreams! Canst thou not rest?

THE LORD OF THE UNIVERSE

(Writhing.) Oh, ho, ho, ho! Oh, ho, ho, ho! I dream! I dream! It is too much! Destroy! Destroy! I will have peace! I will have peace! (He turns and writhes, sinking in weariness as he does so, and partially disappearing. AEons elapse.)

FIRST POWER OF DARKNESS

(Beginning to fade in the brain of the Lord.) It is of me that he ceases to think! I fail! (He disappears.)

AMBITION

(Sadly.) It is the end!

SECOND POWER OF DARKNESS

(Beginning to fade in the brain of the Lord.) It is of me he ceases to think. Oh, ho, ho, ho! I fail! (He disappears.)

AMBITION

(Sadly.) It is the end!

THIRD POWER OF DARKNESS

(Writhing and fading in the brain of the Lord.) It is of me he ceases to think! I fail! Oh, ho, ho, ho! (He disappears.)

AMBITION

It is the end!

FOURTH POWER OF DARKNESS

(Fading into the brain of the Lord.) It is of me he ceases to think! I fail! (He groans and disappears.)

AMBITION

It is the end!

FIFTH POWER OF DARKNESS

It is of me he ceases to think! I fail! (He disappears.)

AMBITION

It is the end!

SIXTH POWER OF DARKNESS

It is of me he ceases to think! I fail! (He disappears.)

AMBITION

It is the end!

THE LORD OF THE UNIVERSE

(Stretching prone in space and all but vanishing. Only faint outlines are visible here and there, the brow and face intact.) Peace! Peace! It is enough! It is enough! I have done! Let it be as it ever was from everlasting to everlasting  a dream  a dream! Oh, ho, ho, ho! (He sighs heavily. The last writhing beasts thin and are gone. AMBITION, paling and thinning, stands wide-eyed, agape, before the fading brow of the Lord.)

AMBITION

At last! And I  it is of me he ceases to think  even me! I have done! I have done! (He vanishes.)

BEAUTY

(A thin star in the brow of the Lord, glistering and yet paling.) It is even of me he ceases to think! Lord, hast thou forgotten thy first-born?

THE LORD OF THE UNIVERSE

Peace! Peace! Enter thou into me! (He sighs and begins to vanish completely.)

BEAUTY

(Fading into his sleep.) I will be worshiped! I will be worshiped! (She smiles.)

The illusion of reality ceases. Suns and planets are gone. Time and Space are not. That which was is as that which was not.


ASHTORETH

WHAT has impressed me most about life, always, is the freshness and newness of everything, the perennial up-welling of life in every form; the manner in which, as age steals on for some, youth, new, innocent, inexperienced, believing, takes charge, its eyes alight with aspiration, its body ablaze with desire. We know that the world is old, old, and societies also in every form, while the average span of life for the individual is little more than forty yearsyet step into the streets and witness the immemorable clangor and newness, the present visible portion of the unbroken thread or pattern that reaches back into eternity. And for all that life is so old, old, and atoms of the life pattern or chain are feeble, is life old? Does the bit of thread or pattern that we see here now show the least evidence of wear or tear? Is not the race as new, as fresh as ever? We rise betimes and the ancient sunlight streams fresh and strong and new into our passing window this window which, in a few years, will be as forgotten and as non-recoverable as we ourselves shall be.

And the ways withoutare they crowded with the aged, the worn, the soul-weary? Here and there, perhaps, a halting, bent or time-worn specimen that attracts attention for its age! In the main, at every turn, youth is in charge, laughing, singing, whistling, the newest modes of the Zeitgeist adorning it, the latest coats, the latest hats, the latest shoes heightening the charm of bodies utterly evanescent. The percentage of the really aged abroad is as one to one hundredone thousand. Viewing the swift tides of life as they burble in the great thoroughfares they are utterly negligible. And it is always so. A large crowd of the old and the weak and the defective would be an astounding sight anywhere in life that is so old.

Yes, life is careful to do away with all evidences of age in the public places where it runs so gaily. The sickare they here or in hospitals or darkened bedrooms? The maimed, the blind, the defective in any wayare they here, or hidden away in institutions where the young and the hopeful may not see? Life apparently resents them. It will not have its ways bestrewn by its discarded implements and shells. Out, out, since it is done with them. Away! There is much talk of charity and the beatitudes, but let one lose an arm, a leg, an eye, a hand. Practically the entire world shudders and withdraws. Better, indeed, a criminal, whole and exhibiting that self-sufficiency which the life impulse demands, than to have been injured in any worthy or even glorious contest Rarely if ever, and never willingly, does Life obtrude upon our unwilling gaze a suggestion of the brevity of our own strength or charm, or present to the eye even a faint suggestion of the inscrutable and astounding and even wholesale cruelty of itself. Indeed, where Nature with her illusions has her way, pain weariness and death are never to be accepted as the huge controlling facts that they are.

WhatNature cruel? Look at the freshness of Her face, the joy of Her perpetual youth, the glory of Her springs, the richness and variety of Her facets and changes! Quite so. She is the subtlest of all our enemies, the wisest of all our craftsmen and managers. Her instinct and therefore Her business is to keep the eternal freshness and durability and zest of life upper most, and this She does with unbelievable skill. For although we are here, young and new, believing vigorously in our destiny, the grand sum of our future and its durability, still only forty or fifty years ago there were all of a billion people here who were as fresh and as vigorous and as youthful as we are now. They believed in their grand destinies as we believe in ours, and where are they? Gone. No traceno memory evenno care. Only we are what is left of what was them, their descendants. And the astonishing tragedies, the painful diseases, the most grinding and wearing of denied hopes, by reason of which they are no longer here and we arehow adroitly even the memory of these have been removed! The wonder! Yet life is as fresh now as it was then. It has not aged. It has not gone. The endless chain is as bright and strong as ever-stronger, maybe. To-morrow when we are where they are it will be as taut and shining and swift-moving and as new as ever.

But these young bustling souls swinging their canes, lighting their cigarettes, whistling and dreaming of a perfect tomorrowdo they know aught of this? Not a word. And will they? Not, in the main, until it is too late to affect their lives. And, better yet, and what is really more important, they do not care. Life has one admirable trait: it limits the sensibility of many. Never mind, dearie, it seems to say, do not worry about me, or older days. The old was nothing, the new is all. Eat, drink, be merry and forget. It is best. Thus life, and it is her intention that they shall. Each sorrow or deprivation or disaster as it befalls them is painted in their consciousness as special to them. Never before was there one such to equal this. No, no. Life would not be so cruel. She would not intentionally do this to any one. What! she whispers artfully and convincingly, life induce such bitter tears? Life ruthlessly and cruelly deprive any one of a hand? an eye? of life itself? Never. To be injured thus indifferently, when so many are not, was never intended by her for you, as you can see. If that is not so, why is it so many are well, hale, happy? So she lies, for well she knows that each can know but a very little, has no time to learn more. And she sees that he has not.

But in the dark places, the back rooms, the upper floors or cellars of tenements or great houses, the hospitals, the asylums, the jails, the farms and homes for the agedand the enormous graveyards! Look and see. Here are those who but a little while since were a part of this pell-mell vigorous scene. They were her tools, as you are now, her victims. She fashioned them as one might a small machine, used them for a while for something and then threw them aside. Like a knife or any tool, they grew a little dull, and it is so much easier to fashion a new one. We are intended to last only a little while. While your strength is budding that of others is failing. While your cheeks are reddening theirs are paling. While your eyes are sharpening in shrewdness theirs are weakening to a dim myopia, and you may soon out-see them and push them aside. Yet the bodies of the old that so offend you now were as lithe as your own, and they in their hour were grumbling at the ineffectiveness of age.

But the darkest part of it is that aside from the small modicum of service which you may render at top speed and with the utmost enthusiasm. Nature has not the slightest care for you or yours. With the same cavalier air with which She provides a hundred drones for the single love-flight of the queen bee, all the failures to die, so She provides a thousand, or ten thousand, or a hundred thousand, that oneand only onemay think the necessary thought, invent the necessary machine, build the necessary bridge or lead the necessary army. The rest may die as they will. They are chaff. Lay them out in hundredsin millionsto be blown whithersoever the wind listeth, to poverty, to death, perchance even to fortune, a brief hour. Who cares? Not She. Only the ways of life must be kept fresh and new, the illusion of newness and vigor maintained. Only through new bright instruments will She work, and none other. A tasteful maid. In the blood-stream of your body are quadrillions of little entitiesso many millions to the single blood dropwhose total destiny, apparently, is to your life about as yours is to the raceand no more. They hurry that you may live. They toil that you may smile, seek, yearn, blaze with ecstasy. A fraction of a minute each, and their little cycles have been run. So yours here. But do they know? Or care? Or do you? There is that much wisdom or tenderness or practicality in Nature, that for the majority She inhibits the power of memory or perspective or too great sensitiveness to joy or pain. Else what a cursing, else what a wailing, else what a ceasingeven in the face of Her imperial will.


THE REFORMER

AMONG the interesting phenomena of life is the periodic appearance in every walk of life of the reformer, the individual who, according to some theory based on clear perception or some delusion that has developed in his brain, seeks to readjust conditions as he finds them to something more in accord with what is agreeable to him, and who accordingly, by a process of transference akin to that which has been so adequately set forth in psychoanalysis, seeks to represent himself to himself as a world need. Always it is life, not himself, that is in need of this new condition, and so him. And what is it that as a rule he offers or seeks? Without exception, if you trouble to examine the great instancesBuddha, Christ, Confucius, St. Francis, Luther, Mohammedit is a revision of a current, and in itself passing, condition which has become irritating to his sense of balance or proportion or equation in things mundane, his personal and physical reaction to or sensory repulsion from conditions which have become chemically (socially, spiritually, anything you will) too far removed from a norm or mean or equation which appeals to him, his eternal and special view of harmony. But this after all is chemic and natural, and when he is successful he merely represents an inevitable tendency in nature to maintain a balance or equation between one type of mood and another, only one of which can be dominant for a time and of which he becomes the passing representative.

It is the only way apparently in which the moving spirit which creates us can expressor, better yet, changeitself. Our self-propulsive emotions, moods or appetites have somehow a tendency, if uninterrupted, to lead us too far in some one directionto the place, for instance, where a chemical or physical non-balance is threatened to that dependent equation of rival forces in which we all find ourselves immersed or held. Then, apparently, by an inhering law which compels balance or equation in all things, a counter-tendency which is most likely to first present itself in the shape of a reformer, or instructor, or warner, always chemical in his significance, appears (Buddha, Christ, Mohammed, Luther), and you have a readjustment toward a happy medium again, as it were. One phase of life, let us say, grows and presses too dominantly on another. Forthwith a spokesman or mouthpiece of some kind arises, the antithesis of the dominant thing, by no means remote or divine but plainly human and simple and easily understandable, if he is to prove of any value. That is why it is always esoterically safe in gross material days to look forward to the coming of a Christ or Messiah, or reformer, or changer, of one type or another. He is in reality a chemic and psychic sign. He cannot help coming. He is merely an individual expression of the general tendency toward balance or equation. And he will surely come when things swing too far in any given direction. Any one can be a mouthpiece for an extreme lack of balance in human affairs, any one. The accident of circumstances usually distinguishes that one.

But by that we are not told that extremes, either of the gross or material, or on the other hand of the spiritual or ascetic, are to be permanently done away with or reformed, or that either, when dominant, is essentially evil or good, or that the replacing thing is essentially better and so should remain forever. Rather, what is new and ameliorativebe it religious, ethic or economicis merely one or the other half or portion or face of that which was before it came, a change from, or the obverse of, the other. Indeed the essential character of God, or the biologic force, or the Universe, is not made much clearer unless we see in this tendency to change or equation in all things that it or he is both good and evil Since chemically or spiritually we are compelled always to seek a level or balance and maintain it, roughly enough it is true; since to live is to swing to and fro, past a mean and between extremes, may we not deduce from that that equation, balance, is an attribute of God or the life force, a conditioning attribute, and one under which it must express itself?

For in life, as we may always note, and at the very moment the greatest reformers are operating, there are also working and quite as vigorously, else the reformer would have little to doanti-reformers, or anti-Christs, or reactionaries, if you will, creatures who represent the obverse of what is sought by the reformer or changer, and who will by no means be permanently disposed of by him. Life apparently goes on two legs, or opposites, alwaysheat: cold; high: low; external: internal; strength: weakness; little: much; excluded: included. Side by side with millions or billions who wish one type of thing are always millions or billions who wish another, whose impulses, desires and necessities are the very antithesis of those advocated by the reformers, saviors, adjustors then operating. Thus as Christ walked the earth there were Herod, and the whole brood of Roman, Greek and Egyptian philosopherspagans allscouting his beliefs and dreams, and their descendants are with us yet. About St. Francis were the millions of gour-mandizers and lechers of France, Italy and the European world generally (to say nothing of the skeptical Innocent III.) too gross to perceive the significance of that which the saint represented. Yet St. Francis was little more than a chemical reaction against a too-heavy materialism that enveloped Europenothing more, truly. He was, as it were, poetry as opposed to the grossest and most sodden type of materialistic thought. This is equally true of Luther and so many others. Christ the same; Mohammed the same. Yet plainly the creative force which we worship as God, the underlying chemistry with its cell mechanism, was as much the maker of the fat sensualists who surrounded and enraged Luther as it was of Luther. It was and is in both, and both in it. Else how explain their joint presence and conflict, their psychic as well as chemic necessity to each other, the one useless without the otherno devil no saint, and vice versa? I for one am convinced that the Universe, or God, or Good, is no more concerned with our saints than with our sinners. Both may be essential, no doubt are. Certainly both are in it, from it, necessary to it, expressive of different moods of it, and as such necessary to each other, in order that it or life shall exist, express itself, at all. From this I see no escape by any path.

The great aim of all reformersthat of permanently reforming man in his social as well as his religious ways or intentions, in his lusts after sensuality and the like, from a (in their estimation) condition of too great license to one of none at allis of course ridiculous. Although always Justice, Right, Truth, Eternal law are supposed to be involved in their commandments or demands, and presumed to represent a permanent and unchanging state of perfection of some kindthe all-good in some direction, and as such to be the direct commandments of God Himselfwhat is really, often unintelligently, sought is an easement of a too-great social swing in any one direction. Not perfection, but a better balance, is all that is really sought or ever attained. Yet so errant and nonsensical is life, its social or chemic driftmere idle rocking of force in one direction or another at times that man, for a time at least at one period or another, may be made to believe in or at least conform to, even coincide with, some current conception of the ideal which may or may not be in line with his greatest need, equation, in his affairs here or elsewhere at the timewhich, indeed, may be absolutely inimical to his mental progress, as in the case of Mohammedanism, Shmtoism, Christianity and the like. In other words, the necessity for obtaining a better equation in one place may very well upset a very excellent equation elsewhere. Thus, while it might be of passing advantage in one countryArabia, saythat a readjustment via the thoughts of a Mohammed would be in order, it does not follow that his local Rights, Truths and homilies would elsewhere be essential. Yet essential or no, an impetus flowing from such a center may well disturb a better equation elsewhere. This was illustrated when Mohammedanism assailed Christianity in Europe.

The truth is that what the reformers are always seeking, ignorantly or otherwise, is a better balance in things social or mental or moral, less accentuated tendencies of any kindusually away from the too-gross, although at times away from the too-ascetic also, toward which extremes life appears to swing at times. And what they do is to identify their meager, if equational, perceptions of life with eternal thought or order, and to insist that the half of the balance which they represent is the whole of it. As a rule they are quite unfitted by ignorance as well as by the time mood of which they are the expression to see that without that against which they war neither they nor their divine creator would have the least excuse for existing.

To me, not violent extremes of any kind, although these are productive of great suffering at times, but the suave inanity which imagines it wants only unchanging good or, on the other hand, unchanging evil, is the thing to be feared. Fortunately or unfortunately, as one may view this thing, a strictly median condition, while excellent as a haven of refuge from extremes, is nevertheless never wholly or easily attained in life, and never, apparently, seriously desired by it, as an end in itself, and never quite satisfactory. Indeed it is the equivalent of nothingness and would produce just that if the world sought to persist in it. Yet wise Nature is our rescuer in this as in many another plight in which betimes She places us for ends of Her own, for Nature seeks, if She seeks anything, motion, although apparently in no straight line. Her mood, if anything, is synchronic, rhythmic, pendulumic. She wishes, if one may interpret Her wishes from what may be seen here, to swing in a semi-balanced way between extremes of so-called good and evilnever all good and never all evil, but a little of both, or plenty, in order that there may be contention, strife, something to live about and for. These violent extremes of any kindascetic, religious, barbaric, or repulsivewhich affect life and irritate our souls, or the souls of some of us, are not at all offensive to Nature in Her entirety apparently. She appears to like extremes as well as a median line, the latter as a fence or break between them, and will have nothing of perpetual anything in any one direction. And life, it seems to me, would be more understandable, less disturbing to most of us, if in hours of stress of any kind we were able to realize thisthat Nature adores extremes, with always a happy medium as the guiding and dividing line to which She can return and on which She can fix, as the mariner on the North Star. And if some such more liberal conception of God, or force, or life, or the creative impulse, could be introduced, it would be better. What we really need is a better stomach for life as it is, and Nature, in the course of time, may possibly build us such.


MARRIAGE AND DIVORCE

Whom does not love rule? And where is he not Lord?

Epiphanes Soter.

There is no advisable love unless it is as reverent as it is romantic, as permanent as it is passionate

George M. Gould.

Faithful monogamy must ever be womans standard in love, because only in its still certainty can she fitly prepare and keep the place for her child.

Beatrice Forbes-Robertson Hale.

Too many have forgotten that love is as much a subject of the law of evolution or progressive development as any other biologic thing.

Haeckel.

N. B. The attached six questions, to which I have appended answers, were once submitted to me by an American publication for comment or solution! At the time I was unable to make an intelligible reply, but having since given the matter thought I have answered them, largely for my own satisfaction. They are submitted with no faith in any possible fixed solution but merely as meat for passing discussion.

I

Why is it, when there are so many evidences in favor of marriage as we practice it, that so many marriages fall short of just the purpose they seem meant to serve?

In the first place, are there so many evidences in favor of marriage as we practice it? In part the question contains its own answer when it states that so many marriages fall short of just the purpose they seem meant to serve. Statistics for marriage and divorce show that one out of every seven marriages ends in the divorce court. For every one thus openly disrupted, how many others are restrained or concealed for reasons of religion, morality, children, society and business Policy or permitted license? Many a couple agree to go their ways separately, doing as they please and shielding each other in their privileges. Others drift into a quarrelsome or unhappy state from sheer inertia or lack of means or charm or courage to establish or create a new condition. Millions sink in the slough of despond because they have not strength of any kind. Age poverty, thickness of wit does for them completely.

Now there is no need, and should be no desire, to evade the biologic necessity implied by marriage. Children must be brought into the world and reared if life is to go on. All the why-fors of this are given in a thousand biologic and anthropologic volumes, and so no need to discuss them here. But this much may be said, that among animals the limits of the control of the maternal feeling or instinct are rigidly confined to simple necessity. Love seems to disappear as soon as the young can possibly walk or fly and get their foodproof of its mechanistic or chemic quality and origin and its lack of any sacrosanct and for eternity spiritual character. Indeed, under most phases of animal life the father is absolutely indifferent to the fate of his offspring. In many, perhaps most, animals he seems to care no more for his children than if they were moving bushes. Certainly he cares no more for his own than for those of another, and the idea of any love toward grandchildren is absurd. Not even the mother shows this.

But it is of the greatest interest to note that with the appearance of humanity and its ideas of home and property (both, products of maternal instinct or the chemic necessity in her for the care of her young) there has arisen a natural extension of the scope and control of the family instinct, so that the interest of the parents continues into or through adult life Support and protection of the mother continues beyond the child-bearing period, grandchildren are beloved, more distant, relatives are held within the family affection, and the patriarchal type of society is established. Since the higher ideals of society and civilization have been permitted to arise the aegis of love has extended over the nation, and patriotism, with its great influence in war and history, has appeared. Finally that highest development of humanity, ethics or love of humanity, has arisen (still an actual outgrowth and extension of maternal instinct or love apparently), as well as the theory of the existence of a Divine Father-Mother of humanity and of all life.

Yes, since the period of the law and the influence of Rome and the idea of love, the practice of it by enduring families has become rapidly more complex. To the force of sex compulsion and instinct, never omitted, have been added permanency, monogamy, home-keeping virtues, pedagogy, public health, civic and political honor, democracy and a thousand such compounds. Has it stood up well under them? Is the load too great? Our riotous divorce practices and statistics, as well as the so-called sex or prostitution problem, raises a sharp question. Does the average strong successful man confine himself to one woman? Has he ever? Does the exceptionlly beautiful and dynamic woman confine herself to one man? Has she ever? Has not fear frightened the weak into a kind of rat-like dodging or a sniveling, quarreling, complaining compliance? It may be and no doubt is true that the so-called building of the future, contemplated by the mechanistic or biologic impulse, if by anything, cannot be based on sensuality entirely; but the retort may be that Nature never seems to desire or achieve a wholesale debauchery any more than she desires a cold and narrow monogamythe religionists and ethic-mongers to the contrary notwithstanding. At best she strikes a balance, wishes apparently virtue opposed to debauchery, and vice versa, for ends of her own.

But to return. However mechanically and instinctively it may have started, Life has since developed the more or less gorgeous chemistry of love with which now, if never in the past, it is invested. Human beings are apparently capable of higher and more enduring synthetic and chemic affinities, and this to many has seemed to warrant the second thought wherewith this interview is prefaced. Yet, for all this higher development, the strain of practical life appears to be too much for it. Besides the compulsion imposed by the biologic process which draws two people together there is a process of self-evolution and variation which seems to conflict with the marriage tie. How subtle is that problem which is to keep two people, subject to internal and external chemical and physical changes, harmonious for the eternity for which they are supposed to be linked? Nothing short of this is the theory which the religionist propounds. The moralist, not bound by religious dogma, will make the bond for life only. The philosopher or chemist transmutes the bond into a problem and speculates on how many weeks, or months, or years, the unstable equation may endure.

In considering the validity of our ideas in regard to marriage we either accept the current religionistic or moralistic theory, or we do not. For those who do there is no problem: they must accept their chains and slavery, if so they find marriage to be, and make a virtue of their sufferings. For those who do not there is the agonizing problem of the need of an equation in the matter of change. Somewhere they must draw the line, or necessity, increasing age, the difficulty of living in a moving-van, will fix the line for them. Again, there is a limit to any individuals capacity for change, however kaleidoscopic that may be. After all, any individual, male or female, however attractive, is but single in quantity, and the choice offered to either of a suitable helpmate or companion is not so very large. One may be forever lowering a hook into the water, but not all the fishes in the sea may take it even if they would. Solomon may have had three hundred wives and seven hundred concubines, but it can scarcely be said that he needed them or that they got much out of it; and while it is conceivable that a man or woman in swift kaleidoscopic search, and devoting him or herself strictly to the task in hand, might enjoy as many as a thousand or so of the opposite sex in the course of a lifetime, it can scarcely be considered valuable from the point of view of public policy and little less than difficult and, as it would seem to one at least, profitless from the point of view of the individual himself.

On the other hand there enters into the matter the very serious problem suggested by question IV, which I will incclude and touch on here for a moment only: Are the children of any union better served by successive marriages than by a home where parents are held together, even though not love but rather by a sense of duty to their children? Obviously, Nature intended marriage for the reproduction and care of children, but I beg to call attention to the fact that Nature, or God, or the biologic process, or what you will, is no better planner or executor of any given theory or scheme it may have in mind than man himself. If this were not true there would be no physically imperfect men or women. The student of the pathology of sex, as well as of the sources of life itself, is confronted by a thousand variations from that happy norm on which the moralistic marriage must be based. Nature has not provided all its creatures with the capacity for a happy marriage. Plainly, it has cursed or endowed many of them with strange and horrible vices, with vast and self-torturing passions, with immeasurable longings and desires, which unifit them for the proper fulfillment of the monogamic conception of the perfect marriage, hence of the care of the ensuing children. What then is to be done? Who is to blameNature or man? And if Nature is to blame, or God, cannot we charge the presumed misery of the children up to Him also?

Personally, I am not prepared to admit that children are made miserable or destroyed by divorce and change. But granting that, certainly man is not to blame, for from the very beginning he has been crucified upon a rood which is not of his devising. He did not institute marriage; it was instituted for him, the biologic process having devised it long before he appeared apparently. I would gladly have all living creatures endowed with every capacity which would fit them for a peaceful and contented enjoyment of a moralistic life, if that were intended or important, but since in the vast and secret laboratory of Nature alone can man be properly outfitted for the adventure, and since, obviously, in many cases he is not, I submit that the matter of matrimony and the welfare of the ensuing children cannot be solved by talk and that Nature and its concomitants, change and divorce, must be permitted to take their free and unlimited way as they will. The great tides and forces of life which burst upon men and animals and change them do not always give notice that they are about to rise and change things. They rise in their great strength, and man, to his bewilderment, finds himself changing and changed. Hence I would say that the trouble with marriage is that in its extreme interpretation it conflicts with the law of change, or balance and equation, and hence suffers a severe and seemingly destructive defeat.

II

What would be the result were we generally to adopt Ellen Keys conception of marriage: Marriage is only moral when it grows from an inner necessity, and not from outward pressure?

Very pleasant, I should say, if logic and ideal syllogism ruled in life. The trouble with this world is that no ideal, however eagerly pursued, is guaranteed a happy fruition. You may lay down your formula for happiness and say: Thus and so being done all will be well, but can you make human nature do anything according to any one finite individual theory? Man does not make or regulate Nature: Nature makes and regulates man, and She makes him any way She pleasesvile, lovely, strong, weak, simple, complex, and so on. There is no one theory that fits all climates or types of people. Life would be very dull if this were true.

But I presume by inner necessity Ellen Key means intense desire plus a marked affinity of two people for each other, and if the union is for only so long as this endures I should see no drawback to it whatever. I should say that humanity would be much better able to endure the stresses and difficulties of the world if they were all so happily mated, and indeed there might not be so many stres* * * and difficulties to endure. No doubt we all wish that this would Lid come true, but not all people are motivated by either love or passion. They would not marry for love if they could but ratlaer for social precedence, material luxuries and the like. They accept children as a somewhat unfortunate concomitant, and so you have the curious problem of whether this state and its results are good, bad or indifferent in so far as society is concerned. For my part I would paraphrase Christs idea and say: Render unto Materiality the things that are Material, and to Love the things that are Loves, Then the world would remain just about as it is now.

III

Would a succession of unions, expressing different phases of true love, be of higher value to the individual soul and to the life of the race than one unbroken although loveless marriage?

My answer to this question, based on my own individual temperament, would be Yes, but I cannot help speculating as to the opinions of those whose temperaments are so cool or so unemotional that they can put social precedence, material comfort, or the general welfare of the state, as they see it, above affection or passion Thousands of people are by temperament sacrificial, one might almost say masochistic. They never put themselves first, and that for the very simple reason that their emotions or desires do not compel them so to do. The religionist, the moralist and the fanatic, for reasons of order or material development, as he sees them, would and does look upon love and passion as a disturbing, unsatisfactory and almost unnecessary element in life. Passion is sin or weakness to him, and the individual who requires more than one union to express his emotional necessities is either a lunatic or a criminal. His first impulse is to drive him out of society, to lock him up and reform him by some iron system of training; failing this he will shun him and form little communities of his own into which the victims of emotion and passion must never venture save as thieves steal into a house at night. This last is well and as it should be no doubt in his special case, but on the other hand he is the type of man who is determined that there shall be no divorce for others very unlike himself, who would make wife-desertion a criminal offense of the first order and who would almost punish adultery with death if he could. He is a puritan soul. He does not see Nature in all Her subtle ramifications and climatic and chemic variations, and he helps to make that endless war between the so-called light and darkness of lifebetween sin and virtue and these special phases of aceticism or temperamental coolness are the foundation of all religions apparently.

Such individuals would argue, for instance, that the child of a loveless marriage is as well off as a child of a marriage of any other kind, provided be is clothed and fed, washed and schooled and thorougly inculeated with the belief that sex is a crime. The less love enters into the childs life at any time the better, say they. Children will do better, make better men and women, and make more money, if they do not love too much. Thus stands the world, divided between the hot and the cold, the stern and the tender, the fools of passion and the fools of material order and well-being. Is the one better or wiser than the other? I do not know. You may pay your money and take your choice, for you cannot well serve passion and materiality at the same time. Personally I stand with the fools of love, because I think for all their follies and errors and Lear-like ends they are happier.

IV

If the answer is Yes, are the children better served by successive marriages than by a home where parents are held together if not by love by a sense of duty to their children?

I would not say that children are, in the main, better served by successive marriages due to changes of temperament, because I do not know, but I can truly say that I am fairly well satisfied, from my personal observation, that they are no worse served. In the first place the fate of the modern child is not nearly so much in the hands of individual parents as it is in those of the state, the public schools and their teachers, the newspapers and their editors, the judges of courts and public and private citizens generally; for the modern child can almost say to-day that the state is both my father and my mother and it will take care of me. When it can really say this we will be much better off, for we are all going to be happier. The extremes of misery in childhood are going to be done away with.

In the next place it is a part of my personal observation that children of warring or troubled homes, where they are made to endure them, are worse off than are those who have escaped through fracture and been thrown on their own resources or are assisted by the charity of the stater or relatives or the citizens of the country generally, to say nothing of the love or obligation of one or both of the separated parents. There is a deal too much sentiment attaching to the home as such to-day, sentiment not justified by facts. All homes are not ideal rearing-places for children, by any means. Consider the vast factory communities everywhere, too easily forgotten by the comfortable intellectual classes, and again the slums, The homes in these are, if one were to pay strict attention to the moralist, as ideal rearing-places for children as any other; yet we know that life offers pits of horror as well as abodes of sweetness and light in the guise of the modern so-called home. Again, it should be remembered that the home was made for man, not man for the home, and when the home fails as a vehicle of comfort and aid it should be done away with. It is, after all, only wood or stone or plaster, an economic convenience at best. And, anyhow, where the heart is is home, though it be a bed under the open sky or in a new lodging-house every hour. And this generalization is not intended to exclude children either. The children of troubled warring homes live in a kind of hell of temperament from which they are glad enough to escape as they grow older, and from which they evolve the dream of building something better for themselves, for they realize the horror of the thing they have endured.

The basic reason for destroying many a home is that the children may not be injured. All life administers its sternest reprimands to those who abuse children. Life loves children. It really prefers them to their eldersthe biologic process so does. There is a public obligation to them which we all acknowledge. But this is not to say that all parents should therefore be compelled to rear their children. It may well be that they are not fitted economically or mentally or otherwise so to do. Their whole duty is, or might well be, done when they support them properly. The state should do the rest, for, as I have just suggested, most people are not fit to rear their children; and I say this with the greatest respect for the human and very charming impulse which causes them to wish to. The intellectual standards of the average individual are not much; these of the state are in the main better and should and may be trusted to do better by the children than any of millions of parents.

V

Under what circumstance is divorce justifiable?

When there is inharmony, schism, and in consequence bitter contention. I recommend this question, first, to the religious dogmatists of all creeds; second, to the anarchists, socialists and economic thinkers generally. They represent purely individual, and to them justifiable, points of view. Hence the worlds collection of dogmatic and radical literature.

VI

What is the key to making marriage do its work in the world?

???? Unchanging love possibly, or an ingrowing and harmonious sense of duty. Without Napoleonic skill or tact, however, I fear me much even then, and so would end with

???????

P. S. To sum it all up I should like to advance anothi theory of mine in regard to the duality of sex. It is quite probable that in the beginning (biologically speaking) sexual progenitor of the human race or of evoiated species aw twined in itself the full chemical content of what has since been evoluted into the so-called male aisd female. Such being case its chemical responsiveness to the movements of the universe, chemical, physical, spiritual, cr let us say emotional, and to its immediate surroundings, was complete in itself. It was not divided into two sexes and therefore not dependent on any alienated portion of itself for its chemical, spiritual, emotional or physical satiation. What happened to it individually and momentarily was all that could happen to it. It needed no complementary organism, no other half, to make its understanding of, its reaction to, life complete. That is not true to-day, Man (male or female) appears to be individual and complete, but it is an illusion. He is complete and separate as an organism in everything save his chemical responsiveness to the universe which requires his union, not merely physically but spiritually, with his sexual companion to be complete. Their union sexually, temperamentally, emotionally, intellectually and so on is required before a full measure of chemical responsiveness to life can be attained in either. It may seem otherwise in individual cases, but it is not so. Such being the case (and a world of biological data might be here introduced), you have the amazing spectable of love which confounds all, theories of life, which laughs at death, and, in its fullest expression, defies all human theory and understanding, acting as a new non-understandable thing, and letting, and letting in dreams, emotions, conditions from a deeper world than any we know and whereby this shadow called existence is resolved, modified, made over into something else so that it bears no resemblance to its former state. It becomes apparently what it well may be: a dream and an illusion of beauty or delight, or all. Evolutionary progress seems to be based on this non-unerstandable, mysterious, idealistic reaction and contact which baffles the most searching suggestions and contact which baffies the most searching suggestions and intuitions of the imagination and leaves us awed and dumb before the great classics of desire and passion.

But the great fact, not to be lost sight of, is that love, complete chemical responsiveness to the universe, is only atained in the reunion of the separated chemical constituents of the original asexual individual, and without love or this union there is no full chemical-spiritual responsiveness to the universe. Man does not soar emotionally into the empyrean except in love, and by in love I mean when stirred by the sex impulse which makes for mate-seeking and union. It does not follow that there need ever be physical satiation to complete this union. Spiritual pollination can spring from the merest accidental contact for a moment with a mate. But the fact remains that the greatest, most complete spiritual and physical responsiveness to the universe (which after all is a mere matter of chemical reaction) springs from this responsiveness, which springs from love, and as such our so-called love (desire, passionate chemical response, physical and spiritual) becomes the most significant fact in the universe as we now understand it. For what is the universe without intellectual perception on our part, the beholding of it with the eye, the perception of it with the senses, the responsiveness to it through the emotions?


MORE DEMOCRACY OR LESS? AN INQUIRY

IN my youth no country was so significant to me as the United States, of course, so wonderful, so fully representative of the natural spirit of aspiration in man, his dreams, hopes, superior and constructive possibilities. All that America did, could do, had done, was in line with the noblest and best principles in Nature, as I then understood Nature. And I still believe that this nation might be one of tremendous significance in connection with intellectual development, but some marked changes will need to come about.

Plainly, in a material and (socially speaking) internal organic way, it has accomplished much, even if thus far its intellectual stature has not proved so tremendous. We are, as I see it now, a deeply-illusioned people, concerned solely with material things when they are really no longer very importantcertainly not as much so as when the land was new and without material meansand yet we remain almost entirely interested in such things when our minds should be beginning to grasp the wider possibilities of lifestill fighting over beef and coal trusts and railroads and cables, the mere money return involvedwho is to have the control of themwhen we ought to be intensely concerned with the mysteries of chemistry and physics and a more pliable form of government.

Though my personal feeling once was that America was destined to take high rank, if not complete leadership, in the intellectual world, I am now not so sure. At this writing it looks as though it might retrograde, and that speedily, and give place to newer landsnewer in spirit, I mean. It may not, but the signs are somewhat against it. Our literature has plainly developed to the level of the best seller and then stopped. Our art is sporadic, and with a few exceptions lymphatic and strongly suggestive of older forms. The futuristic dream did not originate here. Our sciencewell, who are our American scientists anyhow? Loeb? Carel? Tesla? Bell? All foreigners.

In architecture, markedly allied, I must say, to mechanics, in which we flourish, we have done betteryes, and in anything and everything which relates, or has, to mechanics, trade, commercial organization. In those things, indeed, we have appeared to do most astoundingly, although I am firmly convinced that the boundless and virgin resources of the land have had as muchmore, in factto do with this than anything else. We have not had so much to create as to develop, and other countries and other financierstheir trade geniuseshave done quite as well if not better in some instances than have we. I refer to such concerns and individuals as the English East India Company, the Royal Dutch Shell, the Allgemeine Elektrische Gesellschaft, the Curard, Allen and other such organizations, to say nothing of such individuals as Lord Strathcona, Baron Shibusawa, Cecil Rhodes, Lord Cowdray, Alfred Harmsworth, Sir Thomas Lipton, etc.

Indeed the one thing I would like to point out most definitely in passing is this: that the by now ingrown idea in every average Americans mind that all of the most significant inventions ard discoveries, mental as well as mechanical, of the last hundred years or more are entirely of American origin is not true by any means. Far from it. Those great prime moversfor instance, the steam engine, the electric motor, and the gas engine (as well as its natural child, the automobile)came to us from abroad. So did the telegraph, the railroad, radium, X-ray photography andwhat is most remarkable, considering that the ironclad came from hereevery step in steel manufacture. The telephone was invented by a Scot who was twentyfive years old when he became an emigrant to our country.

Other countries, so I was condescendingly taughtEgypt, Greece, Rome, France, England, Spain (for a little while) and Hollandin times past and even approximating our own day, had been blessed with some opportunities and had done considerable toward fulfilling what I was taught was not so much the material as the spiritual and moral well-being of manhis intellectual and therefore his mental and social happiness. But nevertheless and never before, however (or since), had any country had? or could have, the natural, noble and spiritual impulse, to say nothing of the amazing opportunities, which America, the United States, was enjoyinga vast and fertile soil, an equable climate, engrossing varieties of scenery, a people given over entirely to industry, frugality and proper social and spiritual ideals. In other words America, according to my teachers, was destined to lead the world in thought, truth, beauty, liberty, justice, industry, and what not achievement, among other things.

Well, consider Greece in its day, faced by or placed in a virgin and undiscovered world. To the south and east Egypt and Phoenicia, to the north and west darkness, mystery, an unexplored world. No ships but oared boatsnot even the trireme at firstno compass, no machinery, no implements of agriculture, and consider that to-day we quote Galen, Hippocrates and AEsculapius, its doctors; Euripides, Sophocles, AEschylus and Aristophanes, its playwrights; Herodotus and Xenophon, its historians; Demosthenes, its orator; Homer, Anacreon, Pindar and Sappho, its poets; AEsop and Helodorus, its writers; Pythagoras, Socrates, Plato, Aristotle and twenty others, its philosophersthe greatest in all the worldSolon, Alcibiades, Pericles, Aristides, and ten others, its statesmen. Also we marvel at Praxiteles, Phidias and Skopas, its sculptors; Alexander, Miltiades and Themistocles, its generals; and Archimedes, its mathematician. Nations, like individuals, are apparently born with genius, or they are not. They think, or they do not; they are dull merchants and tricksters like the Carthaginians and Phcenicians, or they are not.

America at the present moment, these United States, suggests nothing so much as the trading Carthaginians and Phoenicians. We have, apparently, no soul for really great things intellectually, and yet we have done a few things, toofought wars for our own integrity, invented a number of very useful machinesthe cotton gin, sewing-machine, flying-machine and U-boatgrown rich and great in size, freed the slaves (which England did in her realm without a war), liberated Cuba (no exploitation since?), struggled with the Philippine problem, the Mexican problem, and some others, but to no definite end as yet, however. And yet our deeds are plainly so incommensurate to our power. For we still have with us the Negroes, the clash and plotting of various rival sectarians, easily allayed by a truly educated race, the growth and almost complete independence of various private interests and individualspuritairism run all but mad and to the death of genuine intellectuality, artistic or otherwise, etc. And yet to the average American it remains a belief or fact that within our borders, safe under the control and guidance of a human and helpful Constitution or form of government, are all the social, commercial and mental opportunities to which an ambitious citizen of the world may logically aspirefreedom to think, to grow mentally and in every other way, to acquire tremendous wealth and be a person in whom the inventive and constructive processes of Nature can take the liveliest interest. Indeed, whatever may have befallen him socially or economically in recent years, he is still convinced that lie is absolutely freefreer than the constituent individuals of any other nation, that he is a great thinker and leader in things intellectual and that America is the best and most carefully administered country in the world, administered entirely, or nearly so, on his behalf.

Well, I have no very great quarrel with that as a theory, a method of expressing ones private vital force, but is it true? In my personal judgment, America as yet certainly is neither a social nor a democratic success. Its original democratic theory does not work, or has not, and a trust- and a law-frightened people, to say nothing of a cowardly or suborned and in any case helpless press, prove it. Where in any country not dominated by an autocracy has ever a people more pathetically and ridiculously slipped about afraid to voice its views on war, on freedom of speech, freedom of the press, the trusts, religionindeed any honest private conviction that it has? In what country even less free can a man be more thoroughly browbeaten, arrested without trial, denied the privilege of a hearing and held against the written words of the nations own Constitution guaranteeing its citizens freedom of speech, of public gathering, of writing and publishing what they honestly feel? In what other lands less free are whole elements held in a caste conditionthe Negro, the foreign-born, the Indian?

When one considers the history of American commercial development, the growth of private wealth, of its private leadersthe Rockefellers, Morgans, Vanderbilts, Goulds, Ryans, et al., indeed all the railroad, street-car, land and other lordsa, until the war, practically stationary wage-rate, an ever-increasing rising cost of living, cold legislative conniving and robbery before which the people are absolutely helpless, Tammany Hall, the New York Street Car Monopoly, seven hundred and fifty-three different kinds of trusts that tax people as efficiently and ardently as ever any monarchy or tyranny dreamed of doingI should really like to know on what authority we base our plea for the transcendent merits of democracy, and I am as good a democrat as most Americans, if not more so.

Government everywhere, in monarchies and republics, as well as tyrannies and despotisms, has, other things being equal, always kept step with the natural development of the intelligence of the mass, a thing which has been as much developed by the goads of tyrannies as by the petting of republics. But could you ever convince a full-fledged American, raised on Fourth of July orations and the wonders and generosities of the American Constitution, of this? For him, of course, liberty began in 1776 at Bunker Hill or somewhere near it. Before that was no light anywhere. Since then we have gone ondoing better and better, making all men richer happier, kinder, wiser.

But have we? Is our land and its progress so absolutely flawless? Aside from love of country and individual vanity which might make us want to think so, have we not developed as many flaws, anachronisms, social and governmental irri-tations and oppressions as any other country? I call attention to the deliberation and ease with which the trusts organize our legislatures, dictate to the jurists of the land, deny evey the permanence or sacredness of contract when it concerns them; rob, pillage and tax to their hearts content while a pitiful mass at the bottom march to and fro wondering where or to whom to turn for relief. And, on the other hand, life here, as much as elsewherethe struggling massis as savagely pushed by necessity as any mass anywhere. Our labor unrest is as great, cur poverty as keen; five per cent, or so it is alleged, of the population controlling ninety-five per cent of the wealth; thirteen per cent of the population illiterate; at the top gorgons of financiers as fat and comfortable and dictatorial as any the world has ever seen and as unpatriotic and un-American, in so far as its original theory goes, as may be. Worse yet, it is absolutely true that ours is, or was, materially at least, a rich land, boundless in its opportunities at first, which latter fact has contributed greatly to our optimism but not to our comfort. More rapidly here than anywhere in the world the rich have divided themselves from the poor, and now here as elsewhere necessity and pain are and will remain no douht the goads to comparative ease. Yet the tramping American when he uiters the marvelous word democracy believes that he has it, and when he is not complaining and the newspapers tell him so, believes that he is perfectly happy.

At the same time, considering our aggressive and progressive financial leadersand heaven forbid (on humanitarian grounds, at least) that I should defend them, for a more selfish, cruel and undemocratic pack never lived (consider the packers, the street-car corporations, the rsihoads alone, not to mention a thousand others)there is this to be said, that although nearly every crime in the decalogue may be charged to them, bribery, perjury, murder, even a total indifference to individual welfare (twelve and a half cents an hour, for instance, up to six years ago for hard, grinding day labor on a railroad or in a canning factory), as well as greed, love of power, and lust after itstill much if not all of Americas boasted financial supremacy is due to them and to none other. We jeer at John D. Rockefeller at home perhaps, or Morgan, but when abroad among envious strangers who is first to thrust out his chest and boast of what America has doneits financial leaders, no less? Who? The average American? You know so. Such being the case one often wonders what is to be done with a country or a people that can so readily blow hot and cold out of the same mouth. Can it be made to follow an austere democratic programthe sharp, taut socialization of everythingor will it succumb to autocratic or to financial domination, and if so, which? At the present moment the air hums with the rival theories. To me the chief problem in connection with America, if it has one, and as I see it, is that of finding itself mentally as well as finding a formula that will allow and encourage leadership without submitting to the abuses which in the past and even the present the latter tends to give rise. For here as much as anywhere else the average small American is as much a petty tyrant as may be found. Consider only the food profiteer, the small dealers, jobbers and wholesalers. And here, as elsewhere, are all the petty tyrannies of small and large enterprises in regard to wage-earners, the scorns, the brutalities, the exactions. Can these be outrivaled if readily duplicated in any autocracy or democracy ruled by a dictator anywhere? At the same time, is it not true that, if the country is to succeed or at least progress materially, a place must be made for the selfish, self-aggrandizing individual either as leader politically or as creator? Will life go forward without some such process or opportunities for immense rewards or honors to the individualthe right to satisfy his feverish if ridiculous ambition for supremacy? Will patriotism, love of country, alone do it? Can it be discovered?

What made Rome great? Senatus populusque Romanus. The Senate supplied the leadership, the people the impulse and force, which spread the dominion of the shepherds of the Seven Hills until it ruled the world from Scotland to the Nubian Desert and the confines of India. What is the secret of the Roman churchs preminence? Leadership? Autocracy? In the early Christian church these were lacking. Think or say what you will of its results, but consider it. In so far as the early Christians were concerned they were all brethren, like the Russians of to-day and the citizens of the French Revolution, Each early Christian community elected its deacons; the deacons elected the priests; the priests elected the bishops; the bishops elected the cardinals; and the cardinals the pope. Before the Catholic church began to attain to its strength, however, the process was reversed: the pope appointed the cardinal, he the bishop, the bishop the priest. Then the deacons were selected by the priest, in certain cases some deacons were elective, but then the priest and deacon, appointed by the bishop, constituted the majority of the board. It was then, and then only, that the Roman church began to flourish truly. The ambition of man had full scope, his vanity. Apparently the world hitherto has not been able to do or live without it. On the authorization basis of leadership the Roman church, the most impressive organization in human history, has stood for seventeen centuries.

But take our own Standard Oil Company. Who built it? Who used to caution all his lieutenants never to talk, to keep everything a secret, particularly its prosperity? And has not the blessing of cheap oil been extended to all the world? Who selected strong, ambitious men and set them to planning the monopoly of oil for their personal and private benefit, dickered with the railroads and cut the throats of his rivals via the rebate? Does his name have to be written here? Call him a scoundrel, scoff at autocracy and high and mighty plutocrats. After all, can a man or a woman become a safe or dictatorial plutocrat without having something to offer which makes his plutocracy and his dictatorship bearable? Have mere dull tyrants anywhere ever lasted long? Have they ever had brains enough? Most of Romes worst emperors were slain in anywhere from three to five years. The tyrants of Asia and Africa last, if they do, because the people are as dull as themselves, or their rule is agreeable to them.

Every great business corporation, as we know, is built about the personality, the leadership, the autocracy, of one man. We hear of love of country, of putting the needs of the mass, ones countryall countriesabove that of ones personal or private needs. There are noble examples no doubt (off-hand few occur to me) of unselfish public sacrifice of many, many private lives, but are they the rule or the exception? Does not the average individual now as heretofore consult his own interest, his advantage, his purse, his survival, his fame? Once one is large and secure, easy in the possession of fame, money, love even, it is possible, of courseand even with a grandiose airto do generously, to give freely, to seek the advantage of the mass. Scarcely any other avenue of personal satisfaction remains open. I am not sneering; I am contemplating a possibly chemic, physic or psychic law. Who knows?

Taking the average individual, with life (necessity, hunger, drouths of one kind and another) pressing upon him as fiercely as it does, and contemplating America as it is and the world as it is, is it not fair to ask whether it is possible to make over manhis ambitions, his soul, into the likeness of what is suggested by the average modern democratic or republican or socialistic program? Can he be adjusted to it? Havent we just had two thousand years of an attempt in one form? Possibly he can, but is it wise that he should? Are not striking, centralizing figures more important and, save during extremely patriotic moments, when some danger, say, threatens the national organism as a whole, is it not extremely difficult to cause the average individual to enthuse over a crowd or the needs of a crowd? And on the contrary, is it not most pathetically easy to cause him to enthuse over a man or a womanto cause any of us so to do? It would almost look as though it were Natures way, would it notthe love of the mass for leaders, for grandiose, grandiloquent figures? Is not life, in the main, personal, individual? Think how we insist on identifying God as an individual. Will not such leadership as was offered by Alexander, Hannibal, Mohammed, Napoleon, Washington, Lincoln, always be popular? The leadership of lesser or more self-aggrandizing individualssuch as, for instance, that of the late James J. Hill, of the Great Northern Railway; E. H. Harriman, of the Union Pacific; Cornelius Vanderbilt, of the New York Central; Jay Gould, of the Missouri Pacific; Jay Cooke, of Civil War Finance; Armour, Field, Leiter, Morgan, or, to come down to the present moment, John H. Patterson, of the National Cash Register; Henry Ford, of the jitney; F. W. Woolworth, of the five-and-ten-cent storeif never popular, still does it not remain necessary? Must not some one lead even in the home and all forms of private commercial adventure? It may not be an absolutely invariable rule, but is it not near enough to make it seem so? I am not quarreling with the possibilities of love, generosity, self-sacrifice, public and private. We all hope for them, do we not? In various minor ways at least, and even in some public and large ways, they exist. But how about self-interest, cold, savage and yet constructive if feverish self-interest? Has that been abrogated?

Indeed, ought not we Americans, of all people, learn, and learn quickly, that autocracy in whatever form you find itabsolute or otherwiseis never real autocracy, not absolute, and that on the other hand so-called democracy is never real democracy but always something tempered by private autocracy in a thousandnay, in a millionforms? For after all, who tells such people as Rockefeller and Woolworth, to say nothing of kings and emperorsfallible and seeking souls, allhow, what, why, they must do?how far they may go? What to interest themselves in? Consider the fall of the French kings, Charles I., the late Czar. They deal with the mass, and therefore to a certain extent they must respect it. They cannot escape it. It is their fate. At the same time, in attempting so to do, to whom do they not listen really for sound advice?often to the least of their subjects or hirelings. The stockholders in any modern corporationare they any more as to voice and weight in that which their money makes possible than the people out in the street of a republic or a kingdom with their ultimate veto power? They elect a board of directors as we elect a senate, or a monarchy, a legislature. And this leadership perpetuates itself, or at any rate holds things together, as does officialdom at Washington, until a leader appears. A weak king or emperor is run by strong men, a weak President is dictated to by a strong Senate or House. When the Roman Senate was strong the dictators were weak, and vice versa. In calm, peaceful days leadership is not necessary. It is or may be a disturbing factor. But when changes are coming, when Nature is brewing a stormthen. So life, with its endless brewing of storms and leaders, ought to give a hint to republics or democracies or corporate organizations.

And, having said so much, is it not plain that room must be made always for the leader, the passing autocrat, if you will? Must he not be givenif he have brainsthe right of initiative and power, for after all is he not also a slave to life, chance, labor, the time-spirit? It is to be assumed, of course, that men shall demand first that he command their admiration and loyalty, as he certainly will if he is a real leader. Rome admired her Caesar, France her Napoleon; Germany evidently liked her Kaiser, France her Clemenceau, England her Lloyd George. They thought them, apparently, necessary and great leaders. In our contest with Germany we perhaps, for one nation, were fighting to make her dislike something which she craved and needed, could not probably very well do without.

The trouble, as I see it, is that too often, in spite of all the current palaver and enthusiasm of some for special individuals, we have too little real or popular leadership. Middleweight idealists and theorists are too often at the steering-gear here as well as elsewhere. In this country we have the crowd, the extraordinarily well-educated (or we think so) and disciplined crowd, willing and eager for leadership. But what leadership? As it stands, all democracies are organized with elaborate systems of checkslegislative, executivewhich are intended to and do tie the hands of all possible leaders, until a very, very great emergency arises. In the ordinary run of days and events only the ordinary politician or parlor-diplomat need apply. But when an extreme necessity calls, these minors must give way, but does the true leader always appear in time? Will he? Did the Allies have a truly able anti-Teutonic leader in the recent great struggle? Joffre? Asquith? Lloyd George? Kerensky? Wilson? Nicholas Romanoff?

Our Federal Constitution, theoretically at least, gives us a crowd government; only, owing to the wholly undemocratic character of the American people, this has long since been replaced by money or trust government, the rule of the wealthy by right of subornation. And our state and municipal governments, modeled on that of the nation, have gone the same way. Even such little individuality and leadership for the mass as might possibly exist under these conditions is lost or discarded nearly every two or four years in the regular and money-controlled changes of administration. The old and experienced are replaced with the new and untried. Perhaps under conditions as they are this is best. I am not sure. But for efficiency, after the manner of the great successful private corporations, is it? Personally, I think notnot yet, at any rate. As yet democracy does not take sufficient interest in itself, is too indifferent to its real interests and needs. It is too easy-going, not sufficiently self compelling. Every one wants to be his own boss and to be a great, undemocratic, individual success, hence there is very little true effective organization outside private institutions and what they compel in a public way. We make no provision for the continuation of leadership even under emergency.

Personally, I think the defect cannot forever go on unremedied. Democracy must do at least as well as autocracy, or it ought to shut up shop. And if it cannot obtain the efficiency exemplified by the private corporataion it will, and it will deserve to. Perhaps our recent sad experiences in meeting the expanded demands on governmental efficiency should show us how to lay a new basis for that efficiency in modifications of our governmental structure. But will they? What I think is that more autocracy, behind which should be a livelier sense of power and control on the part of the people, should come into our democracy, or our democracy will really cease to be. The present drift toward money control cannot go unchecked. Our leaders will either become much more forceful, and the mass more watchful and jealous, as it should be, or we will have no democracy of any kind. There is scarcely any now. Congress should be used more against the President and the Supreme Court, and the latter against both, only the judges should be plainly responsible to the people, closely and fear-somely beholden to themas much so, at any rate, as they now are to the corporations and wealth. Both the leaders and their weaponsthe lawsshould become more vigorous. Democracy will have to step up, and step lively. Then will it be any more of a democracy than some of the older and more historic autocracies and monarchies? Will it?


THE ESSENTIAL TRAGEDY OF LIFE

The Serpent to Eve, Genesis iii, 3:5: For God doth know that in the day ye eat thereof (the Tree of Knowledge) then your eyes shall be opened and ye shall be as gods, knowing good and evil.

Jehovah to the Serpent, Genesis iii, 14;15: Because thou hast done this (urged Eve to seek wisdom by eating of the Fruit of the Tree of Knowledge) thou art cursed above all cattle, and every beast of the field; upon thy belly shalt thou go, and dust shalt thou eat all the days of thy life; and I will put enmity between thee and the woman, and between thy seed and her seed; it shall bruise thy head and thou shalt bruise his heel.

Jehovah to Eve, for attempting to obtain wisdom via eating the Fruit of the Tree, Genesis iv, 16: I will greatly multiply thy sorrow and thy conception; in sorrow shalt thou bring forth children; and thy desire shall be to thy husband and he shall rule over thee.

Jehovah to Adam, because of his following the advice of Eve: Because thou hast hearkened unto the voice of thy wife and hast eaten of the Tree, cursed is the ground for thy sake; in sorrow shalt thou eat of it all the days of thy life; thorns and thistles shall it bring forth to thee, and thou shalt eat the herb of the field. In the sweat of thy face shalt thou eat bread till thou return unto the ground.

Prometheus (forethought), son of the Titan Iapetus and Clymene, and brother of Atlas, Menoetius and Epimetheus (after-thought), is represented as the creator of man, out of earth and water, and his great benefactor, having given him, in spite of Zeus who was apparently opposed to it all, a portion of all the qualities possessed by the other animals. He also stole fire from heaven in a hollow tube, and taught mortals all useful arts. In order to punish Prometheus for this, Zeus gave Pandora to Epimetheus, his brother, in consequence of which diseases and sufferings of every kind befell mortals. He also chained Prometheus to a rock on Mount Caucasus, where during the daytime an eagle consumed his liver, which was restored each succeeding night. Prometheus was thus exposed to perpetual torture; but Hercules (strength) killed the eagle and with the consent of Zeus, who in this way had an opportunity of allowing his son to gain immortal fame, delivered the sufferer.

Smaller Classical Dictionary.

The significance of these several references to and quotations from the supposed creative power of the elder pagan world is, if anything, that man is a waif and an interloper in Nature (or things celestial or intelligent), a machine or toy, created by something which desires to use him or work through him in some way, with no essential power to make his own way and no right to seek either knowledge or wisdom, lest, in the words attributed to Jehovah, his Creator, in Genesis, he becomes as one of us, a minor god, for instance, as the Creator via this phrase writes himself down to be; not the Supreme Ruler of the Universe, by any means. And in this phrase (one of us) is contained a hint of a possible condition or order in the universe which, since the Christian era, has been put aside as untrue, namely, that the Creator of man, our two billion two-legged citizens stalking this earth, may be but (to use a very crude and yet for that reason understandable description) a side-line manufacturer, as it were, or a lower-level competitor for life and pleasure, along with many others of his kindCreators or Gods or avatars of, let us say, mosquitos, flies, bulls; cats, dogs; in other words the specific and singular Creator of some one thing as opposed to other Gods or powers who might well be creators of other things of equal rank. And these Gods, in turn, should one choose to follow the thought, might well be the special product of some greater God or manufacturer or Creator who is finding a rather peculiar expression through them and their creations in turn; also the various rivalries which exist between man and the lower animals for the possession of the earth might thereby be explained or have something to do with that.

The thought is not new. Alfred Russel Wallace, co-discoverer with Darwin, Lamarck and Spencer of the theory of evolution, has pointed out that the organizing mind which actually carries out the development of the life world need not be infinite, need not be what is usually meant by the term God or Deity. The main cause of the antagonism between religion and science seems to me to be the assumption by both that there are no existences capable of taking part in the work of creation other than blind forces on the one hand and the infinite, eternal, omnipotent God on the other. The apparently gratuitous creation by theologians of a hierarchy of angels and archangels, with no defined duties but those of attendants and messengers of the Deity, perhaps increases this antagonism. He then proceeds to develop a theory of his own in which (I quote) the vast, the infinite chasm between ourselves and the Deity is to some extent occupied by an almost infinite series of grades of beings, each successive grade having higher and higher powers in regard to the origination, the development and the control of the universe. He goes on to show how this might be done by themall to the one end: namely, the creation and preparation of man via experiences here, persumably for a higher place in the control of the universe at large, always under the Supreme Ruler of course and his lesser, yet in so far as man is concerned greater, agents. In other words, under these sub-Gods.

The idea is interesting only it does not, although it may be too much to say that it cannot, explain the endless bickering and chaffering in the universe at large, the utter failure of various movements and types here on earth and apparently elsewhere, the astonishing selection of so minute a mote in the material universe as this particular planet for the purpose of working out a higher type of assistant or worshiper of God Himself. It may be true, but the idea is a little fantastic and suggests the labors of an ignorant and yet hopeful being endeavoring to account for himself, his presence, in the best way he can.

To my humble way of thinking, the ancient Greeks and the various theogonies of the ancient pagan world (Egyptian, Chaldean, Hindu) were at least as plausible in their apprehension of a troublesome disorder. The Old Testament and all other forms of ancient pagan literature suggest the general and very natural conception, based on the evidence of life itself, that various gods were or are contending via various forms of life (animal, vegetable and mineral) for some form of expression here on earth, and that the various things which they make (or the one thing which each makes, its image and likeness perhaps) is opposed to all others here. Pagan thought reeked with the feeling of contests between gods or creators or controllers of this, that and the other, and in the Sinaitic interpretation of life just quoted we see something of the same thing; also in what small consideration man was held by his alleged special Creator. Evidently the conclusion reached by the thinking elders of the pagan world was that man, in so far as his own special Creator was concerned, was viewed with sinister opposition by the power which made him. It did not want him to amount to anything. Indeed he was very, very plainly conscious of the inimical attitude of Nature, or rather mans especial God or Creator, toward him. He was not as yet deluded by the Christian phantasm that man is made in the image and likeness of his Creator, who is highly considerate of him, and that the world was made for man, or that because of faith, good deeds, special forms of self-abnegation and self-effacement he is to be reserved to eternal bliss hereafter although there is no especial reward for him here and now. And this is excellent indeed as illustrating a force or forces of a creative turn which might wish to use man as man uses any other minor implement for the accomplishment of any purpose he may have, but not very complimentary to him as an illustration of his own free and creative powers.

And, curiously, modern chemistry with its various tropismshelio, magnetic, stereo and chemotogether with its legal part, physics, does little better by him. Already they tend to show that he is merelyand, what is worse, accidentally soan evoluted arrangement of attractions and repulsions, arranged by chemicals and forces which desire or cannot escape whorls or epitomes of complicated motions and emotions or attractions which take the odd forms presented by men and animals.

But aside from this the most effective illustration of the essential nothingness of man is his plain individual weakness here and now as contrasted with his mass ideals and the huge vanity or tendency toward romance which causes him to wish to seem to be more than he really is or can ever hope to be. For plainly every life, in the last analysis, however useful to an assumed and carefully directing Creator, or however successful from a momentary analysis it may appear, is a failure. We hear of that curious thing, a successful life. It is in the main a myth, a self-delusion. How could there possibly success for a watery, bulbous, highly limited and specially functioned creature, lacking (in the case of man, for instance) many of the superior attributes of other animalswings, sense of direction, foreknowledge and the likeand manufactured every forty years by hundreds of millions, century in and century out, made apparently not in the image and likeness of anything superior to himself but in that of an accidentally compelled pattern, due to an accidental arrangement of chemicals, his every move and aspiration anticipated and accounted for by a formula and an accidentally evolved system long before he arrives, and he himself born puling, compact of vain illusions in regard to himself, his mission, his dominant relation to the enormous schemes of Nature, and ending, if life endures so long, in toothless senility and watery decay, dissolution. And in addition some have scientifically placed the creative as well as the generative period of man between his twentieth and fortieth yearstwenty years! Others generously extend it to fifty and even sixty. Few venture to carry it beyond that. At seventy old Nestor drools and repeats his fables of his few years and many troubles. At fifty, even forty-five, most men are busy recounting the deeds, adventures and creations of their earlier years!

To me the most astonishing thing in connection with man is this same vanity or power of romanticising everything relating to himself, so that whereas in reality he is what he is, a Structure of brief import and minute social or any other form of energy, left by his loving Creator to contest in the most drastic and often fatal way with thousands, one might almost say millions of inimical powers and only significant really in so far as he or it is interlocked with others in some larger unity, either (for illustration) as a soldier in an army or its delegated commander or as a delegated or acknowledged representative of some moving or mass or race impulse, still he has this astonishing power of viewing himself as a tremendous force in himself, a god, a hero, an enduring and undying figure of glory and beautyas significant almost as the Creator Himself, in whose image and likeness he is supposed to be made!

The wonder! The beauty even!

Sometimes I think all this is the almost inevitable result of something inherently weak but with one clear power: that of visualizing or perceiving strength in other things and so, by contrast, its own weakness; and, by reflex action merely, attempting to salve itself against its own ineffectiveness by imagining itself to be that which it may never be: a victor, a Colossus bestriding the world, an undying potentate, ruling forever, and so gaining strength to go on. For individuals are never masters in any remarkable way. They merely and at best borrow or direct the energies of many, and in the main to no important result to themselves. A Napoleon slaves and starves to the end that he may die on St. Helena and bring considerable profit to many who never heard of him and care not at all. A Caesar toils endlessly at organization and the development and preservation of Rome, only to be stabbed to death in his fifty-sixth year, practically unrewarded. A Hannibal slaves for Carthage, enduring endless hardships, only to die by his own hand. The category might be extended indefinitely. And yet the world is full of laudations of the powers of men, their satisfactions, their vast, vast rewards and glories; while so many decayed steles and temple doorways, and data unending, bear testimony to their utter material and subsequent spiritual futility.

And when I say this I wish to make it perfectly clear that I am by no means confusing the race with the individual, or vice versa. What a race may do, and what man may, are two very different things. The race, representing the totality of active creations and pushed on by dynamic forces from below, may be, and in so far as one can guess is, a huge success. The God or force or forces using man in various aspects here and now (two billion men at the present moment) may be and no doubt is finding self-expression through and in him and may well be tremendously satisfied with the result. But in what way does that, or can it, add to the comfort or bliss of the particular individual? Endlessly repeated, an oyster-like copy of every other man that has ever been, a mere minute portion of some thing the significance or import of which he can not even surmise. And within the race itself one need only think of the various typespreacher, actor, lawyer, doctor, merchant, thief, writer, poetic, artist, prize-fighter, all very much alike and all repeated and repeated ad infinitumto see how impossible the idea of individuality is. The very idea of extreme individuality, even under the most special and favored circumstances, is seen to be all but an impossibility. We are at best, even in our arts and highest forms of special adaptations, copies of things which are and have been as common as pig-tracksgenerals, philosophers, statesmen, society grande dames and the like not excepted. Over and over and over we appear, one and all, even our exact gestures, smiles, glances. Who has not seen it in so short a space as three generations? And we speak of individuality, of special destinies!

Herein lies the pathos, and this is the outstanding fact, that man is essentially a creation or mechanism, accidental or not as you wish, of a force or forces which in so far as any one can determine is or are, far more than he in his wildest flights of fancy suspects, the thing which he most craves to be, individual, enduring, but of which he is only a part and of which he is constantly seeking morelife. The thing which makes and repeats over and over ad infinitum and is two billions of men, or anything else into which it chooses to form itself, may be thought of as having life, personality, success and the like, but as for individual man or any of its minute atoms! Indeed man might as well think of the minute atoms of his internal mechanism as having success, fame, a great life or future, as himself. His day, like theirs, is measured by a minute fraction of time and labor and energy, and so is nothing. Quite obviously there is something which is to man what man in his entirety as an individual is to the least ion or molecule of his inner cosmos: a thing of so vast a magnitude comparatively as to be as far outside his reckoning as must he be to the ion of his inner body. And as for size or force and import, that which creates him is as far above him as he is above the ion. Indeed, although man, in his capacity or proportion as an individual and as contrasted with the least of the electrons of his being, is beyond computation for size, yet viewed again in contrast with his external world he sinks into a mere fumbling, briefly-ended mote and tool. Like the ion of his inner cosmos, in this vast etheric or ionic something which is outside of him and which we see blazing as worlds or suns or existing as immeasurable space, he is too minute and too brief be discussed. Even the great earth which he treads with much pride is to this external thing quite as minute as mans electron is to him; and yet his relationship even to this is almost as nothing. For on this so minute thing which, side-really speaking, is as nothing, he appears nevertheless, insectwise, by the billion every forty (or whatever the average life of man may be) years, to say nothing of innumerable other forms which have the ion or the molecule as the base of their material presence or structure. Still he permits himself to believe that he is something, and in facing all has the stupendous or fortunate ignorance to write himself down as Lord, Master, Great Guider of Things Terrestrial!

One of the things which might modify this supreme romantic estimate of himself, if such a thing were either desirable or possible, would be an even slightly technical examination of the process by which he arrives, as well as the extreme simplicity of the mechanical and chemical formula by which, throughout endless ages, he and all his fellows have been created. There is no longer any vast mystery about it; we are even getting relatively close to the secret, or could if we were permitted to go on undisturbed for a period by wars, let us say, or religious and educational illusions and furies (put forward by what? How brought about?), a persistent inherent, mass opposition to thought and change in man himself. What subtle force ever invented that as a race quieter?

As biologists and anthropologists present man and his allied species, the original type structure on which all are more or less modeled is not so wonderful: two eyes, two ears, two nostrils, two feet and two hands or four feet, two of them antecedents of the present hands; or two feet and two wings, the latter successors of former feet; a lung or air-breathing system, not unlike that of any tree or plant; a root or arterial system, modified to meet various conditions and situations as in birds, fishes, moles; a nervous or sensory system of an allied characterno marked diversity in anything indeed, and all brought about by the inescapable chemical and physical reactions and compulsions of seemingly blind forces, as Crile and Loeb have shown. Even now chemists and physicists are at work upon the balances and equations involved in the mechanical and chemical construction of man, the leverage by which he moves, the combinations which control his form or aspect, as well as the chemical combinations which can induce motion or self-propulsion. Even as to his so-called thought how close are the Behaviorisis to the material mechanics which produce it? His thoughts also are apparently little more than compelled reactions of one chemical upon another which he can no more escape than can he his form or motions. The one unsolved mystery apparently is why a machine so easily made and controlled should be able to speculate as to the reason for his being or to worry over it.

And yet just here another interesting fact stands out, and that is that whether or not he is a machine, Nature, or his Creator, appears to be quite definitely opposed to his finding out about himself or even to his delving into the matter, and throughout recorded science there is no evidence of the least willingness on the part of Nature or the life constructing forces to yield a single fact of any kind without a struggle. Man has fumbled and stumbled, dying by billions in one erroneous way, or another, until at last, by mere chance apparently, he has stumbled upon one helpful fact or another. It is as if the fable of prometheus or that other of Adam and Eve were true. The seekers after knowledge of any kind have almost invariably been fought or their work brought to nothing, and even where man has apparently proven victorious or where he has seemingly been aided only that has been yielded which has tended to further him as an ignorant and yet useful machine, never as a thinker. No one who has tended to throw a clear light on the internecine struggles of Nature Herself, Her cruelties and brutalities, has prospered. If one doubts this he has only to consider the fumbling, haphazard progress of man, his warring notions as to his source and import, his strange aberrant evolution and persistent and discouraging hindrances cast in the way of his intellectual evolution; i. e., the rise of impossible and even ridiculous leaders and religious theoriesChristianity, Shintoism, Mohammedismand the arrival of such dark figures as Attila (self-styled the scourge of God), Alaric, and Mohammed with his houris dream, upon the scene of fairly acceptable in tellectual conditions. The deaths of endless prying inventors, their pursuit by the religionists in darker ages, the periodic rise of isms and world-sweeping folderol, political and other notions, all seem to point to but one thing: Natures indifference if not opposition to mans tendency to develop intelligence and desire to knowif such a thing can be assumed, for cannot be proved. For since when has the dulness of the mass or man, his ignorance or indifference, apparently calculated and conditional, not stood their ground against the overtures of intelligence, science, the arts, philosophy? Nothing flourishes on earth so well as vain theory. Energetic thought is all but taboo. False dreams and false hopes are invariably encouraged by apparently some chemical or mechanical condtion in the so-called brain of man himself. It is scarcely so much that he dare not as that he cannot.

And if he should but stop to consider this cloak-and-suitmodel repetition of himself previously suggested, this system or pattern after which he and all the endless decillions which have preceded and will follow him are made, do you suppose he could exact anything which suggested individuality or personal persistence as a spirit or thoughtself-generated thought-out of it? Is one button wiser or much more important than any other, or at all more likely to outlast another spiritually? Is it in any way essential that it should? The original model for the button might be important, but as for the endless copies! Indeed in the whole program of repetition, in so far as man or any of the animals or insects or of matter itself is concerned, there is but one ray of light or hope, and that is that the ion or electron of which all and everything appears to be composed may after all be the only true base or unit of expression of the so-called controlling spirit or force or forces of life, not the various contesting combinations of them, and that this ionic sea or mass, while controlled by the necessity of division and recombination, if it wishes to express itself at all (The Kinetic Theory, J. C. Vogt), is still so large and so involute in its creative processes as to be necessarily more or less indifferent to any form of ionic self-expression or combination that might occur under or with it. So that the mere fact that groups or volumes of itself (ions) should combine for any purpose or generate themselves into any special forms of life (via combination, of course)suns, planets, animals, races, nations, and their special developments againmight be to it a matter of absolutely no consequence. What matter if the electrons of some minute part of itself should organize and set up some special sun or planet or race of individuals, so long as they did not prove troublesome to the rest of the ionic sea? Supposing there are vast galaxies of self-generated suns in spaceendless space, composed of but a part of the total ionic massso long as they are a mere negligible nothing to the totality of enduring force; what of it? If such were the case it is entirely conceivable that anything might arise for a time, any system of suns or race-life on suns or planets, and also the domination of one organized group of ions over another, but all subject nevertheless in the course of time and according to some equational and inescapable law to the totality of primary ionic or universal force.

In that case such a statement as occurs in Genesis iii. 5, would be plain enough. Some self-generated combination of ions looking upon itself as a creator in its own right (for a period anyhow), and having sub-invented man for some purpose of its own, self-expression or comfort, or the use of other enslaved ions to do its bidding, might say just that (For God doth know, etc.); and it would be true.

On the other hand man, via the force of the numbers of the ions collected within himself, his race, and by degrees so gaining in numbers, and so power or intelligence equal to that of the ions which had originally enslaved him, might rise and question of this other elemental ionic combination its right to lordship over him. And again, by reason of laissez faire conditions which apparently hold throughout all Nature and force, he would then be able to overthrow this higher ionic combination and so set up a lordship of his ownas in some ways even now he appears to be doing. For one need only observe his growing command of machinery and the apparently indifferent streams of ionic energy everywhere moving, upon the backs of which or to the Streams of which he attaches his wires and dynames and engines and permits them to do a part of his work for him, in order to see how this might be. For if we are not an illustration of one ionic combination using another, what are we? And if that which is above us is not a combination of ions using us, what is it? Science has no other answer. At the same time, of course, man would be fought, as apparently he is being fought now, attacked and delayed by the powers which hitherto have made and are still using him. In that case the remarks of Jehovah in Genesis would be explicable enough.

And I here venture this prediction, based on this idea, that in case man is ever capable of awaking from his dream of spiritual enslavement and considers the higher creative reality which makes suns and his own immediate God as well, and sees also that he is the victim of a purely gratuitous overlord-ship of which he is no more than a hypnotic victim, he may well be able to invent crawling and winged things with some primary system of nervous response and intelligence, quite as he was invented in the first place, which will serve him in some dull, hopeless way, just as he himself now serves a higher power. Already he has invented most complicated machinery, and what else may he not invent? For ions are ions, wherever found, in whatever form of life, amoeba, or man or sun, and they are everywhere. Obviously they may not rule save in combination and by force, one combined group seizing on other uncombined and therefore helpless ions so to do, and is that not our method in all phases of life here on earth now? But once the ions of men finding themselves in combination, by whatsoever process contrived, it may not be so easy longer to control them. Rebellions may occur, and probably will. The great thing seems to be to get enough of them in combination. Time perhaps is the great factor in all these things. At the same time it might be true, and at present so appears, that the generative group of ions which evolved man and all of his so-called superior combinations and results here, might be so jealous of its own creative skill in this respect that, seeing man or his ionic content attempting to gain knowledge of how to proceed and do, it might at once set out to undo him. The fable of Prometheus and of Adam and Eve may not be so impossible, after all. Yet should his God not be able to completely destroy him he may yet well imitate his Creator and create.

But will he be allowed so to do?


LIFE, ART AND AMERICA

I DO not pretend to speak with any historic or sociologic knowledge of the sources of the American ethical, and there-fore critical, point of view, though I suspect the origin, but I am at least convinced that, whatever its source or sense, it does not accord with the facts of life as I have noted or experienced them. To me the average or somewhat standardized American is an odd, irregularly developed soul, wise and even froward in matters of mechanics, organizations and anything that relates to technical skill in connection with material things, but absolutely devoid of true spiritual insight, correct knowledge of the history of literature or art, and confused by and mentally lost in or overcome by the multiplicity of the purely material and inarticulate details by which he finds himself surrounded.

As a boy in the small towns of the middle West I had no slightest opportunity to get a correct or even partially correct estimate of what might be called the mental A B abs of life. I knew nothing of history, and there was not a book in any of the schools which I attended, labeled either history or science or art, containing the least suggestion of the rationale which I subsequently came to feel to be relatively true, or at least acceptable to me. If I remember correctly, in the history of the world which was labeled Swintons, the defeat of Napoleon, not his career, was pointed cut as having had a great moral if not Christian value to the world. His end on St. Helena, not the Code Napoleon or the hieratic and ultra-economic arrangement of his material forces, was supposed to have achieved something for society! Similarly Socrates and his death were descanted upon as having almost a religious if not a Christian import. His death was painted as having been brought about by his low private deeds, not his higher moral views. The true significance of the man as illustrated by the exact details of his life were utterly ignored.

Because my father was a Catholic and I was baptized in that faith, I was supposed to accept all the dogma, as well as the legends, of the Church as true. In the life about me I saw flourishing the Methodist, the Baptist, the United Brethren, the Christian, the Congregationalist, the what-not churches, each representing, according to its adherents, the exact historic and truthful development and interpretation of life or the world. As a fourteen- or fifteen-year-old boy I listened to sermons on hell, where it was, and what was the nature of its torments. As rewards for imaginary good behavior I have been given colored picture cards containing exact reproductions of heaven! Every newspaper that I have ever read, or still read, has had an exact code of morals by the light of which one may detect at once Mr. Bad Man and Mr. Good Man and so save oneself from the machinations of the former! The books which I was advised to read, and for the neglect of which I was frowned upon, were of that nave character known as pure. One should read only good bookswhich meant of course books from which any reference to sex had been eliminated, and what followed as a natural consequence was that all intelligent interpretation of character and human nature was immediately discounted.

A picture of a nude or partially nude woman was sinful; a statue equally so. The dance in our home and our town was taboo. The theater was an institution which led to crime, the saloon a center of low, even bestial vices. The existence of such a thing as an erring or fallen woman, let alone a house of prostitution, was a crime, scarcely a fact to be considered. There were forms and social appearances which we were taught to wear, quite as one wears a suit of clothes. One had to go to church on Sunday whether one wished to or not. It was considered good business, if you please, to be connected with some religious organization; and, by the same token, this commercialized religiosity was transmuted into glistening virtue. We were taught persistently to shun most human experiences as either dangerous or degrading or destructive. The less you knew about life the better; the more you knew about the fictional heaven and hell ditto. People walked about in a kind of sanctified maze or dream, hypnotized or self-hypnotized by an erratic and impossible theory of human conduct which had grown up heaven knows where or how, and had finally cast its amethystine spell over all America, if not over all the world.

Now I have no particular quarrel with this save that it is so impossible, so inane. In my day there were apparently no really bad men who were not known as such to all the world, or at least quickly detected, and few if any good men who were not sufficiently rewarded by the glorious fruits of their good deeds here and now! Successmere commercial successwas in its way all but synonymous with greatness. Positively, and I stake my solemn word on this, until I was between seventeen and eighteen I had scarcely begun to suspect any other human being of harboring the erratic and sinful thoughts which occasionally flashed through my own mind.

At that time I was just beginning to suspect that some of the things which had been laid down to me by one authority and another were not true. All so-called good men were not necessarily good, I was beginning to suspect, and all bad men not hopelessly bad. There were things in cities and town which, as I was coming to see, did not accord with the theories of the particular realm from which I had sprung and seemed to indicate another kind of human being, different from the type among which I had been raised. My mother, as I even then saw, admire her as I might, was a mere woman, not an angel; my father a mere, mere crotchety man. My sisters and brothers were individuals such as I soon began to and were breasting the stormy waters of life outside, and not very different from all other brothers and sisters, not perfect souls set apart from life and happy in the contemplation of each others perfections. In short, I was beginning to find the world a seething, stormy, bitter, gay, rewarding and destroying realm, in which the strong and the subtle and the charming and the magnetic were apt to be victors, and the weak and the homely and the ignorant and the dull were apt to be deprived of any interesting share, not because of any inate depravity but rather because of the lacks by which they were handicapped and which they could not possibly overcome.

And there were other phases which previously I had scarcely suspected. The race was to the swift and the battle to the strong. All great successes, as I was beginning to discover for myself, were relatively gifts, the teachings of the self helpers and virtue mongers to the contrary notwithstanding. Artists, singers, actors, policemen, statesmen, generals, were born and not made. Sunday-school maxims, outside of the narrowest precincts, did not apply. People might preach one thing on Sunday or in the bosom of their families or in the meeting-places of conventional social groups, but they did not practice them except under compulsion, particularly in the marts of trade and exchange. Mark the phrase under compulsion. I admit a vast compulsion which has nothing to do with the individual desires or tastes or impulses of individuals. That compulsion springs from the settling processes of forces which we do not in the least understand, over which we have no control and in whose grip we are as grains of dust or sand, blown hither and thither, for what purpose we cannot even suspect. Politics, as I found in working as a newspaper man, was a low mess; religion, both as to its principles and its practitioners, a ghastly fiction based on sound and fury, signifying nothing; trade was a seething war in which the less subtle and the less swift or strong went under, while the more cunning succeeded; the professions were largely gathering-places of weaklings, mediocrities or mercenaries, to be bought by, or sold to, the highest bidder.

The individual, as I found, was trying to do one thing: make himself happy principally; life was plainly trying to do another, or at least what it was doing involved no great concern for the welfare of any particular individual. He might live, he might die; he might be well fed, he might be hungry; he might, accidentally or by taking thought, ally himself with successful movements, or he might inherently, by some incapacity or fatality of disposition, involve himself in the drifts toward failure; he might be weak, he might be strong; he might be wise, he might be dull or narrow. Life in the large thrashing sense in which we see it to move about us cared no whit for him. Why so many failures? I was constantly asking myself; so many early deaths, so many accidents, crass and unexplained? Why so many fires? So many cyclones? So many destroying epidemics? So many breaks in health or in trade or by reason of vice or crime or mere increasing age and mood? So many, many individuals going down into the limbo of nothingness or failure, so few attaining to that vast and lonesome supremacy which all were seeking? Why? Why? I persistently asked myself; and I have yet to find the answer in any current code of morals or ethics or the dogma of any religion.

If you should chance to consult a Methodist, a Baptist, a Presbyterian, a Lutheran, or any other current American sectarian, on this subject you would find (which after all is a dull thing to point out at this day and date) that his conception of the things which he sees about him is bounded by what he was taught in his Sunday School or his church, or what he has stored up or gathered from the conventions of his native town. (His native town! Kind heaven!) And although the world has stored up endless treasures in chemistry, sociology, history, philosophy, still the millions and millions who tramp the streets and occupy the stores and fill the highways and byways and the fields and the tenements have no faintest knowledge of this, or of anything else that can be said to be intellectually doing. They live in theories and isms, and under codes dictated by a church or a state or an order of society which has no least regard for or relationship to their natural mental development. The darkest side of democracy, like that of autocracy, is that it permits the magnetic and the cunning and the unscrupulous among the powerful individuals to sway vast masses of the mob, not so much to their own immediate destruction as to the curtailment of their natural privileges and the ideas which they should be allowed to entertain if they could think at alland incidentally to the annoying and sometimes undoing of individuals who have the truest brain interests of the race at heart: vide Giordano Bruno! Jan Huss! Savonarola! Tom Paine! Walt Whitman! Edgar Allan Poe!

For after all the great business of life and mind is life. We are here, I take it, not merely to moon and vegetate, but to do a little thinking about this state in which we find ourselves, or at least to try. It is perfectly legitimate, all priests and theories and philosophies to the contrary, to go back, in so far as we may, to the primary sources of thought, i. e., the visible scene, the actions and thoughts of people, the movements of Nature and its chemical and physical subtleties, in order to draw original and radical conclusions for ourselves. The great business of the individual, if he has any time after struggling for life and a reasonable amount of entertainment or sensory satiation, should be this very thing. He should question the things he seesnot some things, but everythingstand, as it were, in the center of this whirling storm of contradiction which we know as life, and ask of it its source and its import. Else why a brain at all? If only one could induce or enable a moderate number of the individuals who pass this way and come no more apparently to pause and think about life and take an individual point of view, the freedom and individuality and interest of the world might be greatly enhanced. We complain of the world as dull. If it is so, lack of thinking by individuals is the reason. But to ask the poor, half-equipped mentality of the mass to think, to be individualwhat an anachronism! You might as well ask of a rock to move or a tree to fly.

Here in America, by reason of an idealistic Constitution which is largely a work of art and not a workable system, you see a nation dedicated to so-called intellectual and spiritual freedom, but actually devoted with an almost bee-like industry to the gathering and storing and articulation and organization and use of purely material things. In spite of all our base-drum announcement of our servitude to the intellectual ideals of the world (copied mostly, by the way, from England) no nation has ever contributed less, philosophically or artistically or spiritually, to the actual development of the intellect and the spirit. We have invented many things, it is true, which have relieved man from the crushing weight of a too-grinding toil, and this perhaps may be the sole mission of America in the world and the universe, its destiny, its end. Personally I think it is not a half bad thing to have done; the submarine and the flying machine and the armored dreadnought, no less than the sewing-machine and the cotton-gin and the binder and the reaper and the cash register and the trolley-car if not the telephone, may prove in the end, or perhaps already have proved, as significant in breaking the chains of the physical and mental slavery of man as anything else. I do not know.

One thing I do know is that America seems profoundly interested in these things, to the exclusion of anything else. It has no time, you might almost say, no taste, to stop and contemplate life in the large, from an artistic or a philosophic point of view. Yet after all, when all the machinery for lessening mans burdens has been invented and all the safeguards for his preservation completed and possibly shattered by forces too deep or superior for his mechanical cunning, may not a phrase, a line of poetry, or a single act of some half-forgotten tragedy be all that is left of what we now see or dream of as materially perfect? For is it not thought alone, of many famous and powerful things that have already gone, that endures?a thought most often conveyed by art as a medium?

But let me not become too remote or fine-spun in my conception of the ultimate significance of art itself. The point which I wish to make is just this: that in a land so devoted to the material, although dedicated by its Constitution to the ideal, the condition of intellectual freedom, let alone art, is certainly anomalous. Your trade and your trust builder, most obviously dominant in America at this time, is of all people most indifferent to, or most unconscious of, the ultimate and pressing claims of mind and spirit as expressed by art. If you doubt this you have only to look about you to see for what purposes, to what end, the increment of men of wealth and material power in America is most devoted. Stuffy, tasteless houses crowed with stuffy, tasteless antiques, safety deposit vaults stuffed with securities, the having and holding of purely material values always. In proof of which I may add that we have something like twenty-five hundred colleges and schools and institutions of various kinds, largely furthered by the money of American men of wealth, and all presumably devoted to the development of the mental equipment of man (or so we are told), yet nearly all set with flinty firmness against anything which is related to truly radical investigation, or thought, or action, or art. The inculcation of morality and patriotism are even now laid down as the true task and province of the so-called schools of higher learning by the educators themselves, or at least the presidents of most of the leading institutionsnot the getting of knowledge at any cost, patriotic or other.

As a matter of fact, in spite of the American Constitution and the American oratorical address on all and sundry occasions, the average American school, college, university, institution, is as much against the development of the individual, in true sense of that word, as any sect or religion. What it really wants is not an individual but an automatic copy of some altruistic and impossible ideal, which has been formulated here or elsewhere under the domination of Christianity or some other ism. I defy you to read any American college or university prospectus or address or plea which concerns the purposes or ideals of these institutions and not agree with me. They are not after individuals; they are after types or schools of individuals, all to be very much alike, all to be like themselves. And what type? Listen. I know of an American college professor in one of our successful State universities who had this to say of the male graduates of his institution, after having watched the output for a number of years: They are all right, quite satisfactory as machines for the production of material wealth or for the maintenance of certain forms of professional skill, but as for ideas of their own or being creators or men with the normal impulses and passions of manhood they do not fulfill the requisite in any respect. They are little more than types, machines, made in the image and likeness of their college. They do not think; they cannot, because they are held hard and fast by the iron band of convention. They are afraid to think. They are moral young beings, Christian beings, model beings, but they are not men in the creative sense, and the large majority will never do a thing other than work for a corporation in a routine unindividual way, unless by chance or necssity the theories and the conventions imposed or generated by they training and surroundings are broken, and they become free, independent, self-thinking individuals.

In this connection I might say I know of one womans college, an American institution of the highest standing, which since its inception has sent forth into life some thousands of graduates and post-graduates to battle life as they may for individual supremacy or sensory comfort. They are (or were) supposed to be individuals capable of individual thought, procedure, invention, development; yet out of all of them not one has even entered upon any creative or artistic labor of any kind. Not one. (Write me for the name of the college, if you wish.) There is not a chemist, a physiologist, a botanist, a biologist, an historian, a philosopher, an artist, of any kind or repute among them; not one. They are secretaries to corporations, teachers, missionaries, college librarians, educators in any of the scores of pilfered meanings that may be attached to that much abused word. They are curators, directors, keepers. They are not individuals in the true sense of that word; they have not been taught to think; they are not free. They do not invent, lead, create; they only copy or take care of, yet they are graduates of this college and its theory, mostly ultra conventional, or, worse yet, anemic, and glad to wear its collar, to clank the chains of its ideas or idealsautomatons in a social scheme whose last and final detail was outlined to them in the classrooms of their alma mater. That, to me, is one phase, amusing enough, of intellectual freedom in America.

But the above is a mere detail in any chronicle or picture of the social or intellectual state of the United States, Turn, for instance, if you will, to the legislative and judicial phases of our Governmentthose grand realms in which only statesmen and judical students of our economic and social condition are supposed to move and rule, and what do we find?

As long ago as 1875 Ernst Haeckel, the eminent German scientist, complained that the judges and legislatures of his day and country had but a superficial acquaintance with that chief and peculiar object of their activitythe human organism and most important function, the human mind, and that they had no time for anything save an exhaustive study of beer and wine and the noble art of fencing. If that could be said of intellectual Germany in his day how much more and worse could be judicated of the American jurist and legislator in America to-day. The shabby mess which finance and trade rivalries make of our laws and our halls of legislationthe mental equipment of the average politician, his henchmen, the leglator and the judgethe hall boys of finance, and at the same time of religious and therefore arbitrary moral dogma which they have become, the petty ignoramuses we see on every hand legislating for the people or interpreting the laws once they are thus formulated! Haeckel wrote sadly of the judges and law enactors in his day: No one can maintain that their condition to-day is in harmony with our advanced knowledge of this worldand, certainly, in America to-day, fifty years later, not a week passes in which we do not read of legislative deeds and legal decisions which make a thinking man sigh. Consider the slavish acceptance of religious and moral and financial dictation from self-interested and equally ignorant people, the running here and there to find what is temporarily expedientwhat will satisfy or quiet the public for an hour; what will keep them from losing their petty jobsby the politicians and legislators and so-called statesmen and judges; the complete ignorance of every congressman and senator and state legislator and judge and lawyer as to the commonest facts of biology, psychology, sociology, economics, and history! One president, Rooseyelt, admitted that he could in no way understand economics. Yet once the average country or city law student has mastered a few hundred paragraphs of law he is ready to hire out to the nearest corporation, to legislate for the people, to prefix Hon. to his name and set up in business as a judge or a statesman.

On the other hand, and in the very teeth of all this, no country in the world, at least none that I know anything about, has such a peculiar, such a seemingly fierce determination, to make the Ten Commandments work. It would be amusing if it were not pitiful, their faith in these binding religious ideals. I have never been able to make up my whether this springs from the zealotry of the Puritans landed at Flymouth Rock, or whether it is indigenous to the soil (which I doubt when I think of the Indians who preceded the white), or whether it is a product of the Federal Constitution, compounded by such idealists as Paine and Jefferson and Franklin and the more or less religious and political dreamers of the pre-Constitutional days. Certain it is that no such profound moral idealism animated the French in Canada, the Dutch in New York, the Swedes in New Jersey, or the mixed French and English in the extreme South and New Orleans.

The first shipload of white women ever brought to America was sold, almost at so much a pound. They were landed at Jamestown. The basis of all the first large fortunes was laid, to speak plainly, in graftthe most outrageous concessions obtained abroad. The history of our relations with the American Indians is sufficient to lay any claim to financial or moral virtue or worth in the white men who settled this country. We debauched, then robbed and murdered them; there is no other conclusion to be drawn from the facts covering that relationship as set down in any history worthy the name. As regards the development of our land, our canals, our railroads, and the vast organizations supplying our present-day necessities, their history is a complex of perjury, robbery, false witness, extortion, and indeed every crime to which avarice, greed and ambition are heir. If you do not believe this, examine the various congressional and State legislative investigations which have been held on an average of every six months since the Govenmant was founded, and see for yourself. The cunning and unscruplousness of American brains can be matched against any the world has ever known, not even excepting the English.

But an odd thing in connection with this financial and social criminality is that it has been consistently and regularly accompanied, outwardly at least, by a religious and a sex-puri-tanism which would be scarcely believable if it were not true. I do not say that the robbers and thieves who did so much to build up our great commercial and social structures were in themselves always religious or puritanically moral from the sex point of view, although in regard to the latter they most frequently made a show of so being; but I do say that the communities and the States and the nation in which they were committing their depredations have been individually and collectively. in so far as the written, printed and acted word are concerned, most loud in their pretensions. Why? I have a vague feeling that it is the American of Anglo-Saxon origin only who has been most vivid in his excitement over religion and morals where the written, printed, acted or painted word was concerned, yet who at the same time, and perhaps for this very reason, was failing or deliberately refusing to see the contrast which his ordinary and very human actions presented to all this. Was he a hypocrite? Is he one?

Your American of Anglo-Saxon or other origin is actually no better, spiritually or morally, than any other creature of this earth, be he Turk or Hindu or Chinese, except from a materially constructive or wealth-breeding point of view, but for some odd reason he thinks he is. The only real difference is that, cast out or spewed out by conditions over which he had no control elsewhere, he chanced to fall into a land overflowing with milk and honey. Nature in America was, and still is, kind to the lorn foreigner seeking a means of subsistence, and he seems to have immediately attributed this to three things: First, his inherent capacity to dominate and control wealth; second, the especial favor of God to him; third, to his superior and moral state (due, of course, to his possession of wealth). These three things, uncorrected as yet by any great financial pressure or any great natural or world catastrophe, have served to keep the American in his highly romantic state of self-deception. He still thinks that he is a superior spiritual and moral being, infinitely better than the creatures of any other land, and nothing short of a financial cataclysm, which will come with the pressure of population on resources, will convince him that he is not. But that he will yet be convinced is a certainty. You need no fear. Leave it to Nature.

One of the interesting phases of this puritanism or phariseeism is his attitude toward women and their morality and their purity. If ever a people has refined eroticism to a greater degree than the American I am not aware of it. Owing to a theory of the doctrinaire acceptance of the Mary legend possibly (Mary-olotry, no less), the good American, capable of the same gross financial crimes previously indicated, has been able to look upon most women, but more particularly those above him in the social scale, as considerably more than human angelic, no less, and possessed of qualities the like of which are not to be found in any breathing being, man, woman, child or animal. It matters not that his cities and towns, like those of any other nation, are rife with sex; that in each one are specific and often large areas devoted to Eros or Venus. While maintaining them he is still blind to their existence or import. He or his boys or his friends gobut

Only a mentally one-sided nature or race such as the Anglo-Saxon could have built upon any such asinine theory as this. One would suppose that as they did, so they would have the courage to say, or at least cease this endless pother as to superior virtue. But no. The purity, the sanctity, the self-abnegation, the delicacy of women in Americahow these qualities have been exaggerated and dinned into our ears, until at last the average scrubby non-reasoning male, quite capable of visiting the gardens of Venus or taking a girl off the street, is no more able to clearly visualize the creature before him than he is the central wilds of Africa which he has never seen. A princess, a godness, a divine mother or creative principle, all the virtues, all the perfections, no vices, no weaknesses, no errorssome such hodge-podge as this has come to be the average Anglo-Saxon, or at least American, conception of the average American woman. I do not say that a portion of this illusion is not valuable, but as it stands now she is too good to be true, a paragon, a myth! Actually, she doesnt exist at all as he has been taught to imagine her. She is nothing more than a two-legged biped like the rest of us, but in consequence of this delusion sex itself, being a violation of this paragon, has become a crime. We enter upon the earth, it is true, in a none too artistic manner (conceived in iniquity and born in sin, is the Biblical phrasing of it), but all this has long since been glozed over, ignored, and to obviate its brutality as much as possible the male has been called upon to purify himself in thought and deed, to avoid all private speculation as to women and his relationship to them, and, much more than that, to avoid all public discussion, either by word of mouth or the printed page.

To think of women or to describe them, especially in our printed or publicly uttered word, as anything less than the paragon previously commented upon has become, by this process, not only a sin but a shameful infraction of the moral code. Women are now so good, the sex relationship so vile a thing that to think of the two at once is not to be thought of. They are supposed to have no connection. We must move in a mirage of illusion; we must trample fact underfoot and give fancy, in the guise of our so-called better natures, free rein. How this must affect or stultify the artistic and creative faculties of the race itself must be plain, yet that is exactly where we stand to-day, ethically and spiritually, in regard to sex and women, and that is what is the matter with American social life, letters and art. Imagine a puritan or a moralist attempting anything in art, which is nothing if not a true reflection, emotional and intellectual, of insight into life! Imagine! And contrast this moral or art narrowness with the Americans commercial or financial or agricultural freedom and sense, and note the difference. In regard to all the latter he is cool, skeptical, level-headed, understanding, natural, consequently well-developed in those fields; in regard to this other he is disillusioned, theoretic, religious. In consequence he has no power, except for an occasional individual who may rise in spite of these untoward conditions (to be frowned upon), to understand, much less picture, life as it really is. Artistically, intellectually, philosophically we are weaklings; financially and in all ways commercial we are very powerful. So one-sided has been our development that in this latter respect we are almost giants. Strange, almost fabulous creatures have been developed here by this process, men so singularly devoid of a rounded human nature that they have become freaks in the matter of money-getting. I refer to Rockefeller, Gould, Sage, Vanderbilt the first, H. H. Rogers, Carnegie, Frick.

America I fear can be most aptly pictured as the land of Bottom the Weaver; and by Bottom I mean the tradesman or manufacturer who by reason of his enthusiasm for the sale of paints or powder or threshing machines or coal has accumulated wealth, and in consequence and by reason of the haphazard privileges of democracy, has strayed into a position of counsellor, or even dictator, not in regard to the things about which he might readily be supposed to know, but about the many things about which he would be much more likely not to know: art, science, philosophy, morals, public policy in general. You recall Bottom, of course, in A Midsummer Nights Dream, unconscious of his furry ears and also of the fact that he does not know how to play the lions part; that it is more difficult than mere roaring. Here he is now, in America, enthroned as a lion, and in his way he is an epitome of the Anglo-Saxon temperament. Bottom is so wise in his own estimation. He never once suspects his furry ears or that he is not a perfect actor in the role of the lionor, if you will take it for what it is meant, the arts. He is just a dull weaver really, made by this dream of our Constitution (an exposition of sleep come upon him) into a roaring lionin his own estimation. No one must say that Bottom is not; he will be driven out of the country, deported or exiled. No one must presume to practice the arts save as Bottom understands them. If you do, presto, there is his henchman Comstock and all Com-stockery to take you into custody. Men who have come here from foreign shores (England excepted) have been amazed at Bottoms ears and his presumption in passing upon what is a lions part in life. Indeed he is the Anglo-Saxon temperament personified. He is convinced that liberty was not made for Oberon or Peaseblossom or Cobweb or Mustard, but for bishops and executives and wholesale grocers and men who have become vastly rich canning tomatoes or selling oil. The great desire of Bottom is for all of us to have furry ears and long, and to believe that he is the greatest actor in the world. He is bewildered by a world that will not play Pyramus his way. Quince, Snug, Flute, Snout and Starveling (all those who came over with him in the Mayflower) agree that he is a great actor, but there are others, and Bottom is convinced that these others are in error, trying to wreck that dream, the American Constitution, which brought this exposition of sleep upon him and made him into a lion, marvelous furry about the face and with great ears.

Alas, alas! for art in America. It has a hard, stubby row to hoe.

But my quarrel is not with America as a comfortable commercial and industrious atmosphere in which to move and have ones being, but largely because it is no more than that, because it tends to become a dull, conventionalized, routine, material world, duller even than its reputed mother, sacred England. We are drifting, unless most of the visible signs are deceiving, into the clutches of a commercial oligarchy whose mental standards outside of trade are so puerile as to be scarcely worth discussing. Contemplate, if you please, what has happened to one of the shibboleths or bulwarks of our sacred liberties and intellectual freedom, i. e., the newspaper, under the dominance of trade. Look at it. I have not the time here to set forth seriatim all the charges that have been made, and in the main thoroughly substantiated, against the American newspaper; but consider for yourself the newspapers which you know and read. How much, I ask you, if you are in trade, do the newspapers you read know about trade? How far could you follow their trade judgment or understanding? And if you are a member of any profession, how much reported professional knowledge or news, as presented by a newspaper, can you rely on? If a newspaper reported a professional mans judgment or dictum in regard to any important professional fact, how fully would you accept it without other corroborative testimony?

You are a play-goer: do you believe the newspaper dramatic critics? You are a student of literature: do you accept the mouthings of their literary critics or even look to them for advice? You are an artist or a lover of art: do you follow the newspapers for anything more than the barest intelligence as to the whereabouts of anything artistic? I doubt it. And in regard to politics, finance, social movements and social affairs, are they not actually the darkest, the most misrepre-sentative, frequently the most biased and malicious guides in the world of the printed word? Newspaper criticism, like newspaper leadership, has long since come to be looked upon by the informed and intelligent as little more than the mouth-ings or bellowings of mercenaries or panderers to trade; or, worse still, rank incompetents. The newspaper man, per se, either does not know or cannot help himself. The newspaper publisher is very glad of this and uses his half intelligence or inability to further his own interests. Politicians, administrations, department stores, large interests and personalities of various kinds use or control or compel newspapers to do their bidding. This is a severe indictment to make against the press in general, but is it not literally true?

Take again the large, almost dominant religious and commercial organizations of America. What relationship, if any, do they bear to a free mental development, a subtle understanding, art or life in its poetic or tragic moulds, its drift, its character? Would you personally look to the Methodist or the Presbyterian or the Catholic or the Baptist church to further individualism, or freedom of thought, or directness of mental action, or art in any form? Do not they really ask of all their adherents that they lay aside this freedom in favor of the reported word or dictum of a fabled, a non-historic, an imaginary ruler of the universe? Think of it! And they are among the powerful, constructive and controlling elements in governmentin this government, to be accuratededicated and presumably devoted to individual liberty, not only of so-called conscience, but of constructive thought and art.

And our large corporations, with their dominant and controlling captains of industry so-called; what about their relationship to individuality, the freedom of the individual to think for himself, to grow mentally? Take, for instance, the tobacco trust, the oil trust, the milk trust, the coal trustin what way do you suppose they help? Are they actively seeking a better code of ethics, a wider historic or philosophic perspective, a more delicate art perception for the individual, or are they definitely and permanently concerned with the customary bludgeoning tactics of trade, piling up fortunes out of which they are to be partially bled later by pseudo art collectors and swindling dealers in antiques and so-called historic art and literature? Of current life and its accomplishments, what do they actually know? Yet this is a democracy. Here, as in no other realm of the world, the individual is supposed to be permitted, even compelled, to seek his own material and mental salvation as best he may. Yet one trouble with a democracy, in so far as art and individual intelligence is concerned, as opposed to an autocracy with a line of titled idlers, is that the latter permits at least the gift of leisure and art indulgence to a few and there usually is a central force or group to foster art, to secure letters and art in their inalienable rights, to make of superior thought a noble and a sacred thing. I am not saying that democracy will not yet produce such a central force or group. I believe it may or can. It is entirely possible that when the time arrives it may prove to be better than any form of hereditary autocracy. But I am talking about the mental, the social, the artistic condition of America as it is to-day.

To me it is a thing for laughter, if not for tears; one hundred and twenty million Americans, rich (a fair percentage of them, anyhow) beyond the dreams of avarice, and scarcely a sculptor, a poet, a singer, a novelist, an actor, a musician, worthy the name. One hundred and forty years (almost two hundred, counting the Colonial days) of the most prosperous social conditions, a rich soil, incalculable deposits of gold, silver and precious and useful metals and fuels of all kinds, a land amazing in its mountains, its streams, its valley prospects, its wealth-yielding powers, and now its tremendous cities and far-flung facilities for travel and tradeand yet contemplate it. Artists, poets, thinkers, where are they? Has it produced a single philosopher of the first ranka Spencer, a Nietzsche, a Schopenhauer, a Kant? Do I hear some one offering Emerson as an equivalent? Or James? Has it produced a historian of the force of either Macaulay or Grote or Gibbon? A novelist of the rank of Turgenev, de Maupassant or Flaubert? A scientist of the standing of Crookes or Rentgen or Pasteur? A critic of the insight and force of Taine, Sainte-Beuve or the de Goncourts? A dramatist the equivalent of Ibsen, Chekhov, Shaw, Hauptmann, Brieux? An actor, since Booth, of the force of Coquelin, Sonnenthal, Forbes-Robertson or Sarah Bernhardt? Since Whitman, one poet: Edgar Lee Masters. In painting a Whistler, an Inness, a Sargent. Who else? (And two of these shook the dust of our shores forever.) Inventors, yes; by the hundreds, one might almost say thousands; some of them amazing enough, in all conscience, world figures, and enduring for all time. But of what relationship to art, the supreme freedom of the mind?

The most significant, and to me discouraging, manifestation in connection with the United States to-day is the tendency to even narrower and more puritanic standards than have obtained in the past. I am constantly astonished by the thousands of men, exceedingly capable in some mechanical or narrow technical sense, whose world or philosophic vision is that of a child. As a nation we accept and believe navely in such impossible things. I am not thinking alone of the primary tenets of all religions, which are manifestly based on nothing at all and which millions of Americans, along with the humbler classes of other countries, accept, but rather of those sterner truths which life itself teaches: the unreliability of human nature; the crass chance which strikes down and destroys our finest dreams; the fact that man in all his relations is neither good nor evil, but both. The American, by some hocus pocus of atavism, has seemingly borrowed or retained from English lower middle-class puritans all their folderol notions about making human nature perfect by fiat or edictthe written word, as it were, which goes with all religions. So, although by reason of the coarsest and most brutal methods we as a nation have built up one of the most interesting and domineering oligarchies in the world, we are still not aware of the fact.

All men, in the mind of the unthinking American, are still free and equal. They have in themselves certain inalienable rights; what they are when you come to test them no human being can discover. Life here, as elsewhere, comes down to the brutal methods of Nature itself. The rich strike the poor at every turn; the poor defend themselves and further their lives by all the tricks which stark necessity can conceive. No inalienable right keeps the average cost of living from rising steadily, while most of the salaries of our idealistic Americans are stationary. No inalienable right has ever yet prevented the strong from tricking or browbeating the weak. And although by degrees the average American is feeling more and more keenly the sharpening struggle for existence, yet his faith in his impossible ideals is as fresh as ever. God will save the good American and seat him at His right hand on the Golden Throne.

With one hand the nave American takes and executes with all the brutal insistence of Nature itself; with the other he writes glowing platitudes concerning brotherly love, virtue, purity, truth, etc., etc, A part of this right or left hand tendency, as the case may be, is seen in the constant desire of the American to reform something. No country in the world, not even England, the mother of folderol reforms, is so prolific in these frail ventures as this great country of ours. In turn we have had campaigns for the reform of the atheist, the drunkard, the lecher, the fallen woman, the buccaneer financier, the drug fiend, the dancer, the theatergoer, the reader of novels, the wearer of low-neck dresses and surplus jewelryin fact every taste and frivolity, wherever sporadically it has chanced to manifest itself with any interesting human force. Your reformers idea is that any human being, to be a successful one, must be a pale spindling sprout, incapable of any vice or crime. And all the while the threshing sea of life is sounding in his ears! The thief, the lecher, the drunkard, the fallen woman, the greedy, the inordinately vain, as in all ages past, pass by his door and are not the whit less numerous for the unending campaigns which have been launched to save them. In other words, human nature is human nature, but your American cannot be made to believe it.

Personally my quarrel is with Americas quarrel with original thought. It is so painful to me to see one after another of our alleged reformers tilting Don Quixote-like at the giant windmills of fact. We are to have no pictures which the puritan and the narrow, animated by an obsolete dogma, cannot approve of. We are to have no theaters, no motion pictures, no books, no public exhibitions of any kind, no speech even, which will in any way contravene his limited view of life. Finally we even contrived a President who was to have no more war! A few years ago It was the humble dealer in liquor whose life was anathematized and whose property was descended upon with torch, axe and bomb. A little later, our cities growing and the sections devoted to the worship of Venus becoming more manifest, the Vice Crusader was bred, and we now have the spectacle of whole areas of fallen women scattered to the four winds and allowed to practice separately what they cannot do collectively. Also came Mr. Comstock, vindictive, persistent, and with a nose and taste for the profane and erotic such as elsewhere has not been equaled since. Pictures, books, the theater, the dance, the studioall came under his watchful eye. During the twenty or thirty years in which he acted as a United States Postoffice Inspector he was, because of his dull charging against things which he did not understand, never out of the white light of publicity which he so greatly craved. One month it would be a novel by dAnnunzio; another, a set of works by Balzac or de Maupassant, found in the shade of some grovelly booksellers shop; the humble photographer attempting a nude; the painter who allowed his reverence for Raphael to carry him too far; the poet who attempted a recrudescence of Don Juan in modern iambics, was immediately seized upon and hauled before an equally dull magistrate, there to be charged with his offense and to be fined accordingly. All this is being continued with emphasis.

Then came the day of the armed White Slave Chasers, and now no American city and no backwoods Four Corners, however humble, is complete without a vice commission of some kind, or at least a local agent or representative charged with the duty of keeping the art, the literature, the press and the private lives of all those at hand up to that standard of perfection which only the dull can set for themselves. When the White Slave question was at its whitest heat the problem of giving expression to its fundamental aspects was divided between raiding plays which attempted to show the character of the crime in too graphic a manner, and licensing those which appealed to the intelligence of those who were foremost in the crusade. Thus we had the spectacle of an uncensored, but nevertheless approved, ten-reel film showing more details of the crime and better methods of securing white slaves than any other production of the day, running undisturbed to packed houses all over the country; while two somewhat more dramatic but far less effective distributors of information via plays were successfully harried from city to city and finally withdrawn.

Shakespeare has been ordered from the schools in some of the States. A production of Antony and Cleopatra has been raided in Chicago. Japanese prints of a high art value, intended for the seclusion of a private collection, have been seized and the most valuable of them destroyed. By turns, an artistic fountain to Heine in New York, loan exhibits of paintings in Denver, Kansas City and elsewhere, scores of books by Stevenson, James Lane Allen, Frances H. Burnett, have been attacked, not only, as in the case of the latter, with the airy weapons of the law, but in the case of the former with actual axes. A male dancer of repute and some artistic ability has been raided publicly by the Vice Crusaders for his shameless exposure of his person! No play, no picture, no book, no public or private jubilation of any kind is complete any more without its vice attack.

To me this sort of thing is dull and bespeaks the low state to which our mental activities have fallen. When it comes to the matter of serious letters it is the worst. In New York a literary region of terror has been and is now being attempted. The publisher of Freuds Leonardo is warned before he brings it out that he will be prosecuteda work that probably has no more defect than that of being intelligent and true. Similarly, Mr. Przybyszewskis Homo Sapiens, a by no means pornographic work, was at once seized on its appearance and the publishers frightened into withdrawing it. This was true of Hagar Revelly, Tess of the dUrbevilles, Sapho, Jude the Obscure, Rose of Dutchers Cooley, A Lady of Quality, A Summer in Arcady, and scores of others. Imagine banning a book like A Summer in Arcady from the public libraries! Even The Sexual Question by the eminent August Forel has been banned and of course all of Kraft-Ebling (Freud and Ellis are sold only on the written order of a doctora mental prescription as it were). Think of itthe work of a scientist of Freuds attainments!

This sort of interference with serious letters and science is to me the worst and most corrupting form of espionage which is conceivable to the human mind. It plumbs the depths of ignorance and intolerance; if not checked it can and will * * *dani initiative and inspiration at the source. Life, if it is anything at all, is a thing to be observed, studied, interpreted. We cannot know too much about it because as yet we know nothing. It is our one great realm of discovery. The artist, if left to himself, may be safely trusted to observe, synchronize and articulate human knowledge in the most comprehensive form. Human nature will seek and have what it needs, the vice crusaders to the contrary notwithstanding. There is no compulsion on any one to read; one must pay to do so. What is more, one must have taste inherently to select, a brain and a heart to understand. With all these safeguards and a double score of capable critics in every land to praise or blame, what need really is there for a censor, or a dozen of them, each far less fitted than any of the working critics to indulge his personal predilection and opposition, and to appeal to the courts if he is disagreed with?

Personally I rise to protest. I look on this interference with serious art and thought and serious minds as an outrage. I fear for the ultimate intelligence of America, which in all conscience, judged by world standards, is low enough. Now comes a band of wasp-like censors to put the finishing touches on a literature and an art that has struggled all too feebly as it is. Poe, Hawthorne, Whitman and Thoreau, each in turn was the butt and jibe of unintelligent Americans, until by now we are well nigh the laughing-stock of the world. Where is it to end? When will we lay aside our swaddling-clothes, enforced on us by ignorant, impossible puritans and their uneducated followers, and stand up free-thinking men and women? Life is to be learned as much from books and art as from itselfalmost more so, in my judgment. Art is the stored honey of the human soul, gathered on wings of misery and travail. Shall the dull and the self-seeking and the self-advertising close this store on the groping human mind?


THE COURT OF PROGRESS

EDITORIAL NOTE: The following manuscript, recovered from one of the twenty-seven tombs of Federated Chairmen of the Post Federated Period of World Republics, A.D. 27603923, recently discovered in the debris centers of Exomia, Domas and Polos (Central Asia), plainly refers to some annual festival or period of congratulation which, according to the historian, Ruffstuff, who seems to have flourished toward the close of that period when the great Asiatic and American world floods (the shifting of the boundaries of the Pacific) ended the old order, was apparently held, first, at some point in Central South Africa; later in Middle Western North America, as the then continents were called. The author or dramatist, Theobromo, plainly of some period later than that of the Post Federated, when literature of all sorts, owing to the religious viewpoint of the Federation, was non-existent, was plainly familiar with records of this great court or festival, now non-existent. (See mention in closing paragraph of Moline-Emporia-Sedalia sittings, points or places which have not as yet been identified.) The translator, Can. Theodore Dreiser, of Cambo, North Dromio, begs to explain that owing to the peculiar difficulties of the language then used the exact rendition of certain phrases and passages is not guaranteed.

CHARACTERS

NOXUS PODUNKUS: Grand Referendunce Chairman of the Federated Musnud of the World.

SHISHMASH HASH HASH: Master of Ceremonies to the Court of Progress.





	
Of 


	
Savants 


	
One hundred 





	
Moonshees 





	
Roctor-Proctors 





	
Pundits 





	
Theorists 





	
Seers 










	
Of 


	
Zadkiels 


	
One hundred 





	
Oracles 





	
Solons 





	
Nestors 





	
Gamaliels 





	
Daniels 










	
Of 


	
Dizzards 


	
50 





	
Zanys 


	
100 





	
Fuddys 


	
100 





	
Hoddy-Doddys 


	
100 





	
Loobies 


	
1000 





	
Gaberlunzies 


	
1000 





	
Nizys 


	
5000 










	
Of Descendant Sons and Daughters of Ancient and Honorable 


	
Anti-Vivisectionists 


	
50,000 





	
Anti-Vaccinationists 





	
Anti-Contraceptionists 





	
Anti-Saloon Leaguers 





	
Anti-Vice Crusaders 





	
Anti-Lewd Book Examiners 





	
Eugenic Sires 





	
Free and Accepted Boy Scouts 





	
Professors of Christian Economy 





	
Feminists 





	
Moral Prophylaxers 





	
Non-Smokers Social Unionists 





	
Seventh Day Adventists 





	
Sabbath Day Exclusivists 





	
Holy Rollers 





	
Evangelists 





	
Kings Daughters 





	
Women Magazine Editors 





	
Library Protection Association Guards 





	
Watch and Ward Society Guards 





	
Prohibitionists 





	
Federated Philosophers 





	
Union Astronomers 





	
Socialists 


	











	
Of plaster or Ossified Specimens of Ancient and Degraded 


	
Gamblers 


	
One Each 





	
Saloon-keepers 





	
Bartenders 





	
Financiers 





	
Thieves 





	
Vivisectionists 





	
Vaccinationists 





	
Philosophers 





	
Politicians 





	
Astronomers 





	
Magdalens 





	
Madams 





	
Novelists 





	
Playwrights 





	
Scenario Writers 





	
Musicians 





	
Painters 





	
Poets 





	
Cigarette Fiends 





	
Dope Fiends 





	
Sabbath Day Breakers 





	
Pragmatists 





	
Predatory Rich 





	
Anarchists 





	
White Slavers 





	
Nietzscheans 





	
Scientists 





	
Chemists 





	
Physicists 





	
Stoics 





	
Liars 





	
Dogs 





	
Scoundrels 






THE COURT OF PROGRESS

SCENE: A great plain, filled with a vast multitude of people, Tents, pagodas, pavilions, booths, kiosks, scattered over a wide area and alive with a swarming mass. Overhead innumerable flags, banners, shields, emblems and insignia of all kinds, as well as a welter of decoration and bunting, all symbolic of peace, prosperity and progress. Innumerable alleyways and passages suggest a maze. In the center, behind a great open square or drill-ground, an enormous pink-and-green pavilion of silk, fluttering innumerable pinions and streamers of the most variegated hues. In the extreme west of this (center) and facing east (to suggest open-mindedness and a spirit of receptivity and progress) a giant Musnud or throne of dried mush, straw and the polished grains of the oyster plant, each with its spiritual, ethical and social significance. This same is richly carved and tinted to represent the dawn, while at the top, by a process of higher coloring, the floridity, variety and fecundity of tropic life, signifying fullness of development, is suggested. Over this a canopy of dried morning-glory vines stained to represent the pink glow of dawn and strung with innumerable papier-mach flowers representative of the bursting blooms of perfection. Beneath, a large assortment of pillows, rugs, bed-ticks, mats, cushions, hassocks and the like, tinted to suggest the variety, fecundity, beneficence and generosity of Nature. On these rest the one hundred Moonshees, Savants, Pundits, Roctor-Proctors, Theorists, Seers, Zadkiels, Oracles, Solons, Nestors and profound Daniels and Gamaliels, members of the High Court of Progress of the Federated Republics of the World for the years 39133923, and representing in themselves the worlds farthest intellectual reaches as well as its peace, progress, perfection and plenty.

On their heads tall cornucopias of green-and-yellow tinfoil, fluttering with ribbons. On their bodies Howing silk robes of green decorated with red, yellow and blue astrologic designs, each of special ethical, social and spiritual significance. In the center of this company, his body clad in yellow, green and blue cheeseloth, his head surmounted by a tall blue cornucopia (signifying peace and plenty), and resting on an immense stack of eiderdown pillows, NOXUS PODUNKUS, Grand Referendunce Chairman of the Federated Republics of the World and President pro tem of the Court of Progress of the same. He is very fat and restful. Behind and among them, fifty Dizzards in sky-blue fleshings, jackets of yellow, and pink coal-scuttle helmets, who keep watch and ward by whistling between their teeth and laying about them with feather-stuffed clubs whenever the attention of the Moonshees is desired. Among the audience, one hundred thousand already admitted and in their seats, five thousand Nizys in pink fleshings and striped blue-and-green shawls, each carrying a tin wash-boiler full of orange and lemon souffle and doling out the same in ice-cream cones to all who signal. The latter are hung around their waists in long strings.

Before the Musnud one hundred Hoddy-Doddys, Ticklers Extraordinary to the Savants, Zadkiels, etc. These are arrayed in green fleshings and yellow silk overcoats, and carry yellow feather-dusters attached to long blue bamboo stalks. They assist the Dizzards in keeping the Moonshees awake. About the Hoddy-Doddys, ranged in a semi-circle, one hundred Zanys, Official Wing-Bag Rattlers to the Musnud. These same wear orange-and-green sweaters and running pants of black and orange, plus long-visored caps of green, and carry pear-shaped wind-bags containing dried watermelon seeds, the ethical symbol of receptivity, which they rattle whenever the attention of the audience is desired. Between the Hoddy-Doddys and the Musnud, and at the immediate base of the same, one hundred Fuddys, Wireless Telegraph Operators Extraordinary to the Court, in green silk uniforms and plug hats, who are busy sending out preliminary notices to the world of the assembling of the Court of Progress. Beyond the Zanys in the aisles and semi-circular passages between the seats, one thousand Loobies and one thousand Gaberlunzies, Official First and Second Readers to the Court, the First arrayed in blue-and-white, the Second in green-and-white polka-dot gowns and mortar-boards, and each carrying about his waist a chain to which is attached all the then permitted classics of the pre-Federated Period (A. D. 18971927)Hamilton Wright Mabie, Orrison Swett Marden, Harold Bell Wright, Gene Stratton Porter, kalph Waido Trine and othersfrom which at all moments of undue excitement it is their duty to read soothing passages in unison.

Outside the principal entrance to the pavilion, on the Grand Concourse, separate companies or regiments of Descendant Sons and Daughters of Ancient and Honorable Anti-Vivisectionists, Anti-Vaccinationists, Anti-Contraceptionists, Anti-Vice Crusaders, Eugenic Sires, Feminists, Non-Smokers Social Unionists, Anti-Saloon Leaguers, Free and Accepted Boy Scouts, Professors of Christian Economy, Seventh Day Adventists, Sabbath Day Exclusivists, Holy Rollers, Kings Daughters, Watch and Ward Guards, Library Protection Association Guards, Union Astronomers, Federated College Philosophers, Evangelists, etc., each practicing their separate evolutions and class yells. A giant procession, fifty thousand in number, soon to start and file before the assembled Pundits and Zadkiels of the Court sitting on the Musnud within, is intended to demonstrate to it and to the Universe at large, via the assembled audience, the happy presence and persistence and strength of the forces of light and order and truth, as opposed to the quondom and now all but vanished remnants of darkness prevailing in the world before the Federation of the Commission-Governed Republics of the World. As the principal function of the Court is to catechise its adherents and delegates as to the reason for the faith that is in them, and to learn as to the present progress of truth, mercy, justice, etc. via a series of shrewd and now sacred questions (the Post Federated Tablets of the Law) especially calculated to bring forth the facts and shame the forces of darkness into silence, these same stand ready to answer all such questions as to the certainty of the final perfection of life and so to receive the approval of the Musnud and the assembled populace.

Some companies of these same are at present busy executing their preliminary maneuvers, walking on their hands, turning hand-springs and cart-wheels, whirling as dervishes and whis-tling and cat-calling. Others ask and answer each other the sacred questions of the Tablets; still others leap, run around in a ring, roll in the dust and kick. Still others meditate head in hand or stare in fixed absorption at Philosophers targets fixed on posts at different points in the grounds. A general air of hope, sequacity, peace, content, well-being, ease, and other forms of human satisfaction, pervades each and every section of the field.

Hauled about by varying groups of Descendant Sons and Daughters of Free and Accepted Boy Scouts, Anti-Vivisectionists, Anti-Vaccinationists, etc., all in attractive and unforgetable raiment of cerise, purple, yellow and nile green, are the only remaining speciments or images of now all but extinct Gamblers, Saloon-Keepers, Financiers, Thieves, Vivisectionists, Vaccinationists, Philosophers, Politicians, Magdalens and Pred atory Rich still in captivity or existence. It should be stated in passing that all Liars, Thieves, Scoundrels, Lechers, Anarchists and the like were finally exterminated during the all-memorable Federated Presidency of Bonehead X, A. D. 34093427, just five hundred years before. Saloons and all forms of illegal as well as commercialized vice departed this earth some seven hundred years before. The ladies of the Inner High Council of Descendant Sons and Daughters of Ancient Thirty-second Degree Anti-Vivisectionists have here (muzzled and chained) the only extant examples of a Vivisectionist surgeon of the former cult of inhuman experimentalists, captured in Greenland. The Federated Union of Descendant Sons and Daughters of Ancient and Honorable Vice-Crusaders of the World present in a drop-forged steel cage, painted yellow, blue and green, the only living specimen of a simon-pure Madam, recently captured in the outlying regions of Borneo. In other portions of the field, caged and dressed to represent now extinct types of Materialistss Scientists, Philosophers, Chemists, Nietzscheanns, Pragmatists, Stoics and so forth, are one hundred volunteers of the East South African School of Christian Histrionic Culture, freely giving their services for this great occasion.

SHISHMASH HASH HASH

(Grand Secretary-Treasurer of the Indo-African group of Commission-Governed Republics, now in federation with the rest of the world, and Master of Ceremonies to the Court of Progress. He is a tall man, in a suit of red-and-green pajamas, slightly rubberized and inflated. His ears are pierced and hung with blue earrings and his cheeks are adorned with yellow lambrequins three jeet long. Temporarily he is entertaining himselj just outside the stage entrance to the main tent by doing back somersaults, but at the sight of five thousand Descendant Sons and Daughters of Free and Accepted Boy Scouts, Watch and Ward, and Library Protection Guards in marching order approaching the main or stage entrance, he executes nine hand-springs, three bounds and one back somer-sault, landing in front of the Musnud. At sight of him the assembled multitude stirs and quivers and he-haws with delight. The associated Moonshees, Pundits, Roctor-Proctors and others stir slightly but continue to snore. SHISHMASH HASH HASH, executing a jig-step and tying his whiskers in a bow-knot.) Your Referendunces! (At this the fifty Dizzards directly in attendance on the assembled Mocnshees of the Musnud, each over six feet tall and weighing exactly one hundred and twenty-seven pounds, stir the latter to wakeful-ness by whistling between their fingers and beating them with their feather-stuffed clubs.)

THE FIFTY DIZZARDS

Pfs-s-t!Pfs-s-t!Pfs-s-t! (They lay about them mightily with their clubs.)

THE FIVE THOUSAND NIZYS

(Bearers of orange and lemon souffle to the Court. Becoming greatly excited at sight of the platform Dizzards belaboring the Moonshees and beginning to jump up and down, at the same time ladling out cones of green and pink souffle.) Refresh yourselves, good people! Refresh yourselves! Ssh!  Sssssh!  Ssssssssh!

THE ONE HUNDRED HODDY-DODDYS

(Shaking their long-handled feather-dusters and whirling about in a ring.) Awake, your Referendunces! Awake! Awake! (They tickle the noses, ears, chins and necks of the Moonshees, Zadkiels, etc., who stir feebly but continue to snore.)

THE ONE HUNDRED ZANYS

(Rattling their wind-bags and jigging in unison.) Attention! Attention, good audience! Attention! Their Grand Referendunces of the Federated Musnud of the World are about to be awakened! Attention! Attention! (They rattle their windbags vigorously and roll their eyes from left to right and back nine times.)

THE TWO THOUSAND LOOBIES AND GABERLUNZIES

(Roaming nervously to and fro, reading.) At this moment, the sun sinking low in the West, the faint West wind stirring in the leaves, the pellucid rill tinkling gently  so, for a heart-beat, he saw her. (Each holds up a restful hand.)

SHISHMASH HASH HASH

(Executing three steps to the left and four to the right and spinning on his right toe.) Your Referendunces! Most Worthy and Grand Referendunces! Is the High Court of Progress of the Federated Republics of the World now ready to receive the reports of the various battalions of Law, Order, Peace, Justice, Truth, etc., accredited to this Court? They await your Referendunces pleasure without. (At this another herculean attempt is made to arouse the assembled judges of the Musnud. The fifty Dizzards who are in direct attendance on the Moonshees begin whistling between their teeth and striking them with their feather-clubs. The one hundred Hoddy-Doddys stir up the multitude in the front rows by dusting off their ears and noses with their long-poled feather-dusters. The one hundred Zanys rattle their wind-bags, and the two thousand Loobies and Gaberlunzies read intently and with vigor, each holding up a hand. The five thousand Nizys hurry here and there offering souffle to all.)

THE ONE HUNDRED MOONSHEES, ROCTOR-PROCTORS, ZADKIELS, ETC.

(Stirring slightly and opening their eyes.) Souffle! Souffle! (Great panniers of souffle are fed to them, and they relapse into slumber.)

THE FIFTY DIZZARDS

(Seeing they have the Moonshees partially awake.) Your Referendunces! Most worthy Referendunces! The Secretary of the Honorable Court desires to know is it ready to receive the first division of the assembled Battalions of Knowledge now about to report as to the present state and progress of the world? (A vast murmur of Hee-haw!  the 30th century expression of approval  passes over the assemblage. SHISH-MASH HASH HASH executes four more kand-springs, lights gracefully on his back and slowly draws his toes up to his fingers, thus gradually assuming a standing position, and bows. The fifty Dizzards whistle between their teeth and beat the Moonshees vigorously with their feather-clubs. The Zanys rattle their wind-bags lustily. Fifty of the one hundred Moonshees awake and call for more souffle. Five hundred tons are at once distributed to the audience, and quiet is restored.)

THE MOONSHEES, ROCTOR-PROCTORS, ZADKIELS, ETC.

(Stirring feebly and pushing the feather-dusters out of their eyes. In chorus.) What is the question? What is the question? (They sink back heavily on their pillows. SHISH-MASH HASH HASH throws four fits and attempts to insert his left foot in his mouth, then stands at attention while four Dizzards, lifting aloft silk banners on which are pictures of keys of knowledge and open books, fall to the ground and get up again. The one hundred Hoddy-Doddys tickle the noses of the Moonshees frantically. The five thousand Nizys throw handfuls of souffle in the faces of the audience and spin on one foot. The two thousand Loobies and Gaberlunzies rear and plunge, murmuring Shush! Shush! then read.)

NOXUS PODUNKUS

(Chief Presiding Referendunce of the Federated Court of Progress of the World. Sitting up, opening one eye and gazing about.) Indeed! You say, do you? Well, let them enter! (He collapses again.)

SHISHMASH HASH HASH

(Spinning away to the stage entrance, at which the representatives of the various forces of Progress are waiting in parade array.) Are you ready? Are you ready? (A shout goes up. He lifts both handsand pirouetting gracefully bachward toward the Musnud is followed by the 1st, 316th, 3727th, 4728th, 6914th and 7178th Divisions of Descendant Sons and Daughters of Ancient and Honorable Free and Accepted Boy Scouts, Watch and Ward and Library Protection Association Guards, Kings Daughters, Sabbath Day Exclusivists, Seventh Day Adventists, and Holy Rollers in close formation. They are all in Empire Nicollet silk, striped with blue bombazine, ruched at neck and feet, and carry immense banners of green and yellow on which are pictured barred library doors, sealed books, bonfires of questionable or lewd books, and padlocked library safes. They are preceded by and interlarded with silver and gold harp bands in great numbers, as well as a small exhibition corps of Anti-Lewd Book Examiners, carefully examining lewd books after the manner of the years A. D. 18851921. These last carry large red, yellow and green-blue pencils and wear horn glasses the size of saucers. They read, blush, and blue-pencil as they come. They are preceded by cage-cars containing [one each] Ossified Specimens of Ancient Lewd Novelist, Playwright and Poet. They pause and stand at attention before the Musmud, giving first an exhibition of lewd-book editing, then the Free and Accepted and Descendant yell, Anti-Vice! Anti-Vice! Boy Scouts Forever! after which they clog and whistle.)

NOXUS PODUNKUS

(Scratching one ear and blinking his one open eye, the while the five thousand Nizys distribute souffle and the audience cheers vociferously.) Descendant Sons and Daughters of Ancient and Honorable Free and Accepted Boy Scouts, Watch and Ward Guards, Kings Daughters, Sabbath Day Adventists, Holy Rollers (whispers to a Dizzard, Did I get them all right?)  we have, as you know, as President and Referendunces of this great Court, founded so long ago by our worthy predecessor, Mush Mush I, a certain duty to perform, and that is the asking of our regular prepared and revered and revised Sacred Questions, the answers to which, given as we all know you will give them, constitute in themselves at once a record and a testimony to the wisdom, perfection, peace and plenty to which our vast Federated Republics and Peoples the world over have at last arrived. (Great applause lasting one hour, during which transcripts of the proceedings and speech thus far are wirelessed by the Fuddys to all parts of the world.) Once, as you well know and as we are sorry to remember, there existed a certain amount of vice and crime in the world (vast and prolonged boo-ing and cat-calling)  less and less, we will admit, as the forces of righteousness and order such as we represent here to-day gained momentum (a second burst of applause lasting one hour, during which this portion of the speech is wirelessed. The Zadkiels breathe heavily) , but plentiful enough  plentiful enough, I am glad to say  Souffle! Souffle! (he sighs and is fed) as well as a tendency, disobedient in the extreme, to investigate and study and doubt everything, from stars to ant-hills, and even to make light of the revealed and divine facts of Nature, which as we all know are irrefutable and not to be questioned and to which our hearts are always and only our best guides. (Enormous applause, lasting thirty minutes.) Fortunately for us now, however, and happily, and owing, as I may say, to the benign activities of those noble workers in the cause of righteousness, Mush Mush I, Bonehead V, and Dish Rag III, who flourished A. D. 19702061 in America and elsewhere, the virtues of sobriety, justice, truth, mercy, industry and the like were, as we all well know, firmly and finally established. (Tremendous applause, lasting one hundred and eight minutes, during which seven hundred wash-boilers of souffle are consumed. Wireless messages are sent to all parts.) Thanks to them and their beneficent efforts, we do not attempt to investigate any more. (Prolonged cheering.) We do not seek to reason any more. (Immense cheering, lasting two hours.) Man, as you all well know, has seen the line of his duty and has followed it closely. (More cat-calling.) With the greatest care we have been able to eliminate not only those besetting vices which scarred the face of man with their hideous thoughts, but also those equally great vices of curiosity and speculation in regard to chemistry, philosophy, physics, astronomy, sociology, political economy, those low and evil so-called sciences which once so disturbed and irritated and afflicted the human mind. (A burst of applause, lasting forty-three minutes.) They have been done for, and instead we have strictly and sensibly confined ourselves, I am happy to state, to those more acceptable evidences of our place in Nature and our duties, as revealed by those renowned and profound teachers and thinkers, our noble and revered ancestors, Billy Sunday the Great, he of blessed memory (applause, lasting one hour)  Ralph Waldensicuss Trinecuss of Boston (applause, lasting fifty minutes)  Arise-and-Sweat Marden (applause, lasting forty minutes)  Erbert Goughman (applause, lasting thirty minutes)  Philip Dugmore Potts (applause, lasting twenty minutes)  and Edith Whiller Nox Nox (applause, lasting ten minutes)  revealers and thinkers all, the true forerunners and prophets of our present peaceful and happy state. (Prolonged applause, enduring over seven-hundred minutes, during which NOXUS and the Moonshees snore and the two thousand Loobies and Gaberlunzies read long and refreshing passages from the works of the individuals mentioned. The Fuddys sizz at their task.)

THE ONE HUNDRED HODDY-DODDYS

(As the applause subsides, feathering the face of the Moon-shees.) Awake, your Referendunces, awake! (They polevault in front of the Musnud.)

THE FIFTY DIZZARDS

(Whistling between their teeth and striking with their feather clubs.) Oh, your Very Great Referendunces! Oh! Come to! Come to! (They chatter and clog.)

NOXUS PODUNKUS

(Batting an eye and being lifted to a sitting position.) Ah, yes! Ah, yes! Let me see ... where was I? (A Dizzard, prompted by a Fuddy, repeats his last sentence.) Ah, yes! As I was saying, these, our revered leaders, taught us. It is to them, their patient and enduring labors, their deep, even profound, cogitations as to life, that we all owe all that we enjoy and revere so deeply to-day  our peace, our freedom from disturbing thought, from the besetting vice of questioning or investigating. All we have to do now is ask and re-ask and affirm and re-affirm our Sacred Questions, so ably asked and answered so many centuries since by our noble forerunners, Bonehead V. and Dish Rag III. (Separate and prolonged applause at each name, during which Podunkus again slumbers, is feathered and clubbed and lifted to a sitting position.) Ah, yes! Ah, yes! The Questions  the Questions. (He fumbles weakly about, while seven Dizzards hand him seven engrossed and gold-plated copies of the regulation Sacred Questions as made and provided for all such occasions. He stares at one feebly and continues.) Ah yes! Now I have them! The Questions  the Questions, on which, as I was saying, are based, as on a rock, all our peace, security, freedom from thought; the very, indeed, pillowsI mean pillarsof our ease and comfort. The Sacred Questions! To be sure! Question One  let me see  Question One  Question One (aside Where is it? A Dizzard points to it.)  Question One is most important, the very corner-stone, I might say, of our undisturbed security and ease in thoughtlessness. (Examines it closely.) It reads  it reads  Ah yes! Now I have it! Have you kept the faith? Thats it. Have you kept the faith? To be sure! Have we kept it, I might say? Almost the most sacred of all our Questions! Have we kept the faith? (He mumbles feebly on.) Thats it! Have we kept the faith? (He mumbles feebly on.) Thats it! Have we kept the faith?

THE 1ST, 316TH, 3727TH, 4728TH, 6914TH, AND 7178TH

Standing at attention and in unison.)

We have, we have!

We have, have, have!

(They clog. Immense applause from the audience, lasting thirty minutes. The First and Second Readers read soothing passages.)

THE MOONSHEES, ROCTOR-PROCTORS, GAMALIELS, ZADKIELS

(Turning on the other side and imbibing souffle.) Excellent! Excellent! Couldnt be better! They have kept the faith! Most comforting. Ah!

NOXUS PODUNKUS

(Reclining and imbibing souffle.) Charming! Charming! Most sweet of them! The dear, dear things! They would keep anything we asked them to! It is really too wonderful! (He sighs.)

THE FEDERATED SPECTATORS

(One hundred thousand strong.) Hey! Hey! Hey! Rah! Rah! Rah! Federated Republics forever! Long live the Court of Progress! (The cheering continues for fifteen minutes.)

NOXUS PODUNKUS

(When comparative silence is restored, and blinking his open eye.) Beautiful! Beautiful! It is as I thought! A wondrous scene! Now for Question Number  let me see (eleven Dizzards point to the place)  Ah, yes! To be sure! (Reads.) Question Number Two  a wonderful question  a deep and subtly devised question  a question which, as I may say, has done as much as any of the others to persuade us to and keep us all in that happy and unquestioning frame of mind which, as we all know, we now so wisely seek to maintain  Souffle! Souffle! (he imbibes)  a question the like of which is not to be found in any other sacred code the world has ever known  and here, my dear fellow-Federationists (he-raises a hand) , and here is it: Question Two  Ah, yes! (reads) Is it not true that all men are now honest, kind, true, moral, virtuous and wise? (He pauses for breath and looks benignly about.)

THE 1ST, 316TH, 3727TH, 4728TH, 6914TH, AND 7178TH

(Jigging vigorously.) They are! They are!

They rarr! rarr! rarr!

(They walk on their hands.)

NOXUS PODUNKUS

Beautiful! Beautiful! Never have I heard such perfect teamwork! It is wonderful! Not so, my fellow Moonshees? (He turns.)

THE MOONSHEES, PUNDITS, ZADKIELS, ETC.

(Turning over and snoring.) Excellent! Couldnt be better! They do perfect work! (They each catch a wink of sleep.)

NOXUS PODUNKUS

(Aroused and scratching the back of his neck, the while he eyes them feelingly.) It is too delightful! That I should have lived to have the exalted honor of presiding on so wonderful an occasion! But now for Question Three, my dears  Question Three  another beautiful question (he fumbles foolishly about seeking the tablet. Seventeen Dizzards point to it.)  Ah, yes! Ah, yes! Very difficult to manage all of these questions! But here it is!  And now for Question Three  a lovely question! A question lovely! I almost hate to read it and have it all over with! (Reads.) And that all women are as pure as driven snow? (Pauses and gazes about ecstatically, one hand up.)

THE 1ST, 316TH, 3727TH, 4728TH, 6914TH, AND 7178TH

(Executing cart-wheels in circles.)

Aye! Aye! Aye! Aye! Aye! Aye!

Tis as easy to say as Pie! Pie! Pie!

(They end by waving with their feet.)

THE FEDERATED SPECTATORS

Hey! Hey! Hey! Hey! Hey! Hey!

The worlds now safe for ever and a day!

(An hour of unbroken applause follows.)

NOXUS PODUNKUS

(As quiet is once more restored and he is dusted into semiconsciousness.) Quite so! Quite so! Forever and a day! Ah! And  and (he looks about for his tablet and twenty-seven Dizzards hand him each a sacred plate.)  and that  let me see  Ah, yes!  Question Four! Question Four! Here it is! (Reads.) And that God is always on His Throne? (He collapses from exhaustion.)

THE 1ST, 316TH, 3727TH, 4728TH, 6914TH, AND 7178TH

(Falling flat on their backs.)

He is! He is! It is so plain

Upon His Throne He doth remain!

By day or night, in dark or light,

We feel His presence shining bright!

Alls well with the world!

(They roll to and fro in rows of one hundred each.)

THE ONE HUNDRED THOUSAND SPECTATORS

(Uproariously.)

Hey! Hey! What a glorious day!

1

Hey! Hey! What a glorious day!

2

(The cheering is resumed for fifteen minutes more, during which ten vanloads of souffle are distributed.)

NOXUS PODUNKUS

(After order has been restored and surveying his associates of the Musnud sleepily.) Perfect! Perfect!  or nearly so! Beautiful! I never saw anything so well done! Never! Such order! Such union! But  let me see  I believe these are all the questions to be asked of these divisions, are they not? (Looks about him helplessly and yet benignly. The fifty Dizzards all rush together and confer. The Hoddy-Doddys ditto. The Zanys ditto. The Loobies and Gaberlunzies bite their nails, then rush together and mumble. The Moonshees sit up and confer with PODUNKUS. He proceeds.) Ah yes! As I was saying! Quite so! Quite so! Since, then, it is the opinion of the Associated Members of the Musnud that the report of the Descendant Sons and Daughters of Ancient and Honorable Free and Accepted Boy Scouts and Anti- (he reads the entire roster) seems to accord with the progress of the year as reported to us from all outlying sections of the Federation, and it is their wish that it be accepted and offered and engrossed in the records of the Musnud as a true picture of the state and progress of the world for this year of our Lord A. D. 3913, they will signify as much by saying Aye, contrary, Nay. The Ayes have it. The report of these excelling representatives is accepted and they are excused. (He falls back and into a deep sleep. The Moonshees do likewise.)

THE ONE HUNDRED MOONSHEES

(Weakly, in their sleep) . Souffle! Souffle!

THE ONE HUNDRED THOUSAND SPECTATORS

Hey! Hey! Hey! Tis a perfect day!

1

Tis a perfect day! Tis a perfect day!

2

Hey! Hey! Hey! Tis a perfect day!

3

(They cheer for one solid hour.)

THE 1ST, 316TH, 3727TH, 4728TH, 6914TH, AND 7178TH

(Ricochetting and executing triple hand-springs, the while SHISHMASH HASH HASH sidesteps and returns to the main stage entrance, left.)

What pleasure, oh! What pleasure, oh!

1

To know the world is perfect, so

2

That never now by day or night

3

Need any one feel fear or fright.

4

(They zigzag gaily in ranks of one thousand and exit.)

SHISHMASH HASH HASH

(At the stage entrance, surveying one hundred and fifty divisions of Descendant Sons and Daughters of Ancient and Honorable Moving Picture Censors, Sabbath Day Observance Leaguers, Baptist and Methodist Evangelists, and Non-Smokers Social Unionists, now ready and in marching order just outside the tent entrance. These have arranged themselves in battalions of two thousand each and are arrayed in snow-while frock coats, bright red silk hats, lavender pants or skirts, as the case may be, and carry bright brass drummajor batons. Numerous bands of Descendant and Amalgamated Sons and Daughters of Ancient and Honorable Anti-Saloon Leaguers and Billysundays are arrayed in pinkflowered business suits and silver-green capes, carrying hatchets and bearing aloft the portrait of their patron saint, Mrs. Carrie Nation, who flourished A. D. 18841913, playing on silver and tin horns, wind instruments, hewgags and jewsharps. These are preceded by cage-cars containing one each of Ossified Specimens of Ancient Cigarette Fiend, Simon-pure American Bartender, Lewd Scenario Writer, Sabbath Day Breaker. The bands begin playing All Hail the Peace Which Now Prevails! As they enter, preceded by SHISHMASH HASH HASH with his head between his legs and walking on his hands to the Musnud, forty thousand members of the audience rise and stand on their heads. Another forty thousand sink to the floor between their seats and gasp. The five thousand Nizys pass swiftly among them administering souffle. The first and second readers read rapidly. SHISHMASH HASH HASH, landing on his feet as he reaches the Musnud and beginning to jig.) Will the High and Mighty Referendunces of the Federated Musnud of the World deign to notice these humble instruments of moral intercession here gathered from all parts of the world to testify at this great review to the blessings of peace, morality, fecundity and other social virtues? (As he says this he executes nine flip-flaps, whereat the great assemblage bursts into thunders of applause. The fifty Dizzards on the Musnud leap on each others necks as they whistle between their teeth. The one hundred Zanys rattle their windbags furiously. NOXUS PODUNKUS, being simultaneously beaten by four stuffed clubs and tickled by four feather-dusters, while two Dizzards whistle in his ears, opens both eyes and looks blandly around.)

NOXUS PODUNKUS

(With a fat, ingratiating smile, as the uproar continues.) Are we now beholding more divisions of the unconquerable forces of Truth, Virtue, Justice, Sobriety and Righteousness? Good! Good! (He opens his mouth, which is immediately filled with souffle.)

THE ONE HUNDRED AND FIFTY DIVISIONS

(Cakewalking, shamble-shuffling and tossing their hatchets, batons, musical instruments, etc., aloft.) Hail! Hail! The end of shame! (They sing.)

Tis now that we with joy behold

1

The earth of virtue yield fourfold

2

Of truth and right the crop is great

3

Indeed, enough the world to sate!

4

(Melody the same as Behold the Power. To be sung without lining.)

NOXUS PODUNKUS

(Scratching one ear and making a supreme effort to think.) A charming sight! A charming sight! The world is indeed progressing! Allow us to congratulate you, my dears and dearesses! Allow us! Allow us! Perfection is at hand! It has been long in coming, but now, as I might say, it has reached its destination. Souffle! Souffle! (A pannier is brought and fed him.) As I was saying to those last dear battalions who so gracefully testified to our Peace and Progress, Security and the like, it now becomes my duty to read from our revered and Sacred Questions  the compendium, as you know, of all our Knowledge, Law, Intelligence  Questions Five, Six, Seven and Eight  I believe that is the allotted number, is it not? (Thirty-one Dizzards nod.)  and as I do so will you please answer in unison so that all may know  the world  the universe indeed  how well we understand, how firmly we know, believe, that which has brought us to our present state of peace and comfort, our ease of mind and body. (Reads.) Question Five  Question Fiveah yes! Just as I thought! (Reads, one hand up.) There is a God, is there not? We know that, do we not?

THE ONE HUNDRED AND FIFTY DIVISIONS

(Jabbing their batons into the ground, tossing them in the air and then catching them again.)

There is! There is! We do! We do!

1

What joy to know tis true, true, true!

2

(At this ninety-nine Moonshees, who have risen to a sitting position, fall back, murmuring Splendid! Splendid! Wonderful! The Hoddy-Doddys exclaim the same thing and practice at sword-play with their feather-dusters, while the Dizzards play at leap-frog and the Zanys beat each other with their empty wind-bags. The five thousand Nizys plunge their heads into the souffle but withdraw them quickly and ladle out cones to the mass. The two thousand Loobies and Gaberlunzies read many enchanting passages as the audience applauds, after which the Dizzards resume normal positions and lay about them with their stuffed clubs.)

NOXUS PODUNKUS

(Scratching his nose and making another great effort to think, the while he beats the railing before him.) Ah, yes! That is it! There is! We do! It is on our knowledge of that that we rest so peacefully, all else being of no importance. (Reads.) Question Six  (pauses) He is on His Throne, is He not? We know that, do we not?

THE ONE HUNDRED AND FIFTY DIVISIONS

(Jigging)

He is! He is! We do! We do!

1

This truth is ever new and true!

2

NOXUS PODUNKUS

(Sinking into his pillows and peacefully closing his eyes.) Quite so! Quite so! We need that knowledge to sustain us in our present ease. It is so comforting! As I often say, what would we do without our dear Questions? (He falls asleep. Seven Dizzards and seven Hoddy-Doddys club and feather him. He resumes.) And now for  ah yes!  let me see  Question  Question (various Dizzards gather about him and point)  Ah, yes! Seven  Question Seven! (Ecstatically.) Let me read this to you, this beautiful Question, the answer to which, as I so often say, reassures us all so much, keeps us all so sweet and content, always. (Raises one hand.) All is well with the world, is it not? We know that, do we not? It is, is it not? Come now, all together  One, Two, Three  

THE ONE HUNDRED AND FIFTY DIVISIONS

Yea ho! Yea ho! Yea, Bo! Yea, Bo!

1

A truer thing we do not know!

2

(They fall to the ground and roll rapturously to and fro.)

NOXUS PODUNKUS

(As wave on wave of applause sweeps over the pavilion and bags out the sides and top, leaning forward and opening one eye.) Tis beautifully said! Beautifully said! A perfect answer to a perfect Question! A wonderful testimony to the ever upwardness and onwardness of things! It is almost more than one could hope for  than any one can hope for! And now, my dears and dearesses, comes Question  (looks at the tablet while all the Dizzards lean and point)  Question Eight, a very, very great Question, a Question which, as I always say, has undoubtedly more than any other Question brought us at last to this very perfect and peaceful state, in which we rest as, I might say, a babe in its cradle, as a  a  Souffle! (he is fed) . Here it is: How is it that we know that God is on His Throne and all is well with the world? How is it? Cant you see how important that is, how wonderful? Come now! We must have a perfect and compelling answer to this! All together  One, Two, Three! (Leans forward expectantly, intently.)

THE ONE HUNDRED AND FIFTY DIVISIONS

Our hearts, our hearts, they tell us so

1

What is it that our hearts dont know!

2

(Each places a hand over his heart.)

NOXUS PODUNKUS

(Falling back on seven pillows and taking a deep breath.) Beautiful! Beautiful! Even so! And given as it should be! Let me hear you say that again, my dears and dearesses! Let me hear it again! (They repeat it, waving pink handkerchiefs. The audience bursts into deafening applause lasting seventy-eight minutes. The Loobies and Gaberlunzies leap in the air, turn three somersaults before landing, and fall on their feet. Five thousand wirelesses are sent. NOXUS PODUNKUS, falling back and strangling with joy.) This is too much! Too much! Who can say now that the world has not progressed! (He is lifted up, feathered and doused with souffle.) With the consent of my fellow Moonshees (looks about him affably at the sleeping Moonshees) , I will now excuse these very good people. (Feeble calls of Beautiful! Beautiful! and Let them be excused! from the Moonshees.) You may go, my dears and dearesses! You may go! (He collapses.)

THE ONE HUNDRED AND FIFTY DIVISIONS

(Executing a flank movement and assuming an open formation five hundred abreast and marching briskly away, twirling their batons and wagging their heads.) All hail the power of Podunks name! (They exit. Enter seven thousand Union Astronomers and four thousand Federated College Philosophers in close formation, all in green knee pants, white spike tailcoats and blue silk hats. The Astronomers carry green telescopes instead of canes. The Philosophers are all chewing tutti-frutti. They are preceded by cage-cars containing each one Specimen of Ossified and Ancient and Unmoral Stoic, Nietzschean, Pragmatistt Anti-Christ, Chemist and Physicist.)

SHISHMASH HASH HASH

(Preceding them and climbing up the feather pole of a Hoddy-Doddy he has seized.) The Union Astronomers, your Referendunces! The Federated College Philosophers, your Referendunces! (He leaps and tumbles three times around the arena, holding his toes with his hands.)

THE ONE HUNDRED HODDY-DODDYS

(Pole-vaulting over the procession as it approaches.) The Union Astronomers, your Referendunces! The Federated Moral College Philosophers! (The Dizzards give an exhibition of feather-club swallowing. The five thousand Nizys each juggle nine ice-cream cones in the air.)

THE SEVEN THOUSAND UNION ASTRONOMERS

(Marching to Oh, Believe Me If All Those Endearing Young Charms and doing a hop, skip and jump as they near the Musnud.)

The universe is moral! The universe is moral!

1

Tis as true tis as true  

2

As that a green horse isnt sorrel!

3

(One-half the division stand on their heads, the others on their feet.)

THE FIFTY DIZZARDS

(Receiving souffle handed up by the Nizys below. In chorus.)

The universe is moral! The universe is moral!

1

Tis as true tis as true  

2

As that a green horse isnt sorrel!

3

THE ELEVEN THOUSAND PHILOSOPHERS AND ASTRONOMERS

(In chorus) Hail! Hail! The Comets Tail!

1

All is well! All is swell!

2

Never was there an age like this!

3

(They wave their feet or hands, as the case may be.)

NOXUS PODUNKUS

(Rising on one elbow and rubbing his eyes.) What! What! More? What have we here? The Union Astronomers, you say? The Federated College Philosophers? Excellent! A fine body of men, indeed! And, as you say, the universe is moral Very, very, very moral. One of the most moral universes I have ever known. (Scratches an ear and sinks into his cushions, but the nearest Dizzards lift him up.)

SHISHMASH HASH HASH

(Excitedly touching his toes with his hands nine times.) The Questions, your Noble Referendunce! The Sacred Questions!

NOXUS PODUNKUS

(Heavily and benignly.) Ah, yes! Ah, yes! The Sacred Questions! It is not intention, but memory, that seems to fail me. Quite so  the Sacred Questions! (He takes one of fifty plates offered him and examines it closely.) Ah yes! Here it is! One of the most significant and wonderful questions that has ever been planned, I think, to ease cur minds and comfort us. (Reads.) Question Nine: Is it not true that the universe is ordained for Truth, Justice, Virtue, Mercy, Tenderness, Purity? (His voice trails off in utter exhaustion.)

THE SEVEN THOUSAND UNION ASTRONOMERS

(Doing a light come-all-ye and waving red bandana handkerchiefs.)

It is! It is! We know! We know!

1

The stars we see, they tell us so!

2

THE FOUR THOUSAND COLLEGE PHILOSOPHERS

(Masticating their gum vigorously.)

It is! It is! Hail, loud and long!

1

Our works, they sing the same sweet song!

2

(Loud and prolonged cheering by the audience. Wirelesses are sent to the waiting world. The Dizzards gnaw excitedly at their feather-clubs, then do a double-quick clog. The two thousand Loobies and Gaberlunzies read many, many soothing passages. The Nizys dole out souffle.)

NOXUS PODUNKUS

(Biting his nails and crossing his legs.) So! Quite so! The stars tell us! It couldnt be different! And now, my dears (sighs from weariness) , for the Tenth Great Question  one of those beautiful things that I always love to read and re-read. The most important one, I always think, in so far as astronomy is concerned, that has ever been devised. A Question so perfect that, when we pause to consider its absolute truthfulness and perfection, answers fully  oh, so fully!  all our astronomical needs. (Reads.) Are not the stars maintained in their courses in order that man may progress and be moral? (He contemplates a fly which has lit on the end of his nose.)

THE UNION ASTRONOMERS

(Juggling their telescopes after the manner of a shillalah and doing a come-all-ye.)

They are! They are! The stars, they say

1

That man to truth is on his way!

2

THE COLLEGE PHILOSOPHERS

(Catching hands and dancing around in a circle.)

The Universe was made for man

1

And man for good, by Gods dear plan!

2

(They slap each other on the back.)

NOXUS PODUNKUS

(Rolling back in ecstasy and smearing his face with souffle.) Lovely! Lovely! The stars they say! This certainly is the most inspiring session we have ever had! Such unity of feeling! Such innate wisdom! Surely the waiting world must realize now how completely we have progressed  how absolutely  (he sinks to his pillows and is lifted to a sitting position by the Dizzards, who place the tablet in his hand, while the Moonshees turn over and murmur Excellent! Excellent! The wireless operators send out five thousand messages. PODUNKUS pulls himself together and continues.) And now, my dear children  and now comes one of the keenest, the most searching really, of all the Great and Sacred Questions made and provided for these immortal occasions and handed down to us by our renowned and dear bygone leaders and saints, Bone-head V. and Dish Rag III. Really, when I stop to think of their great work for mankind, when  (he sinks back and the Hoddy-Doddys proceed to dust him off)  Ah yes! Ah, yes! Question Eleven  almost the most wonderful, the most important of all  (reads) How  how, so it reads, do we know that, me good men? How? (He smiles and waits expectantly, one finger up.) How do we know? That is the famous, the keenest and most seaching of all the Twelve Sacred Questions. How?

THE SEVEN THOUSAND UNION ASTRONOMERS

(Telescope to eye and weaving in and out in a wild dance.)

Our hearts, they tell us! We can hear

1

This truth they whisper, year by year!

2

(They kiss each other on each cheek.)

THE FOUR THOUSAND COLLEGE PHILOSOPHERS

(In chorus, and doing a hop, skip and jump.)

Our hearts do tell us! We do know

1

Besides, our Astronomers do say so!

2

(They swallow their gum. The multitude breaks into tumultuous applause, which lasts for one hour, during which one thousand messages are sent out and five thousand more wash-boilers of souffle are consumed.)

NOXUS PODUNKUS

(Aiming at the fly and missing it.) Ah! Ah! Could the world wish for anything more  more enlightening? Our hearts tell us! Oh, dear! Our dear Astronomers and College Philosophers stand in absolute accord as to this! Wonderful! Wonderful! (Turning to the Musnud.) I am sure that you, my dear fellow Moonshees and Savants, must be greatly impressed and inspired by this! It is what we all so much wish to hear, always! (PODUNKUS rolls over on his side, while the Moonshees turn over and murmur Excellent! Exquisitely put! Couldnt be better! The Union Astronomers and College Philosophers now march off singing, Hail! Hail! The Gangs all here! the Philosophers weeping on each others necks for joy while the Astronomers wig-wag the song with their telescopes. The Moonshees, Zadkiels, etc., squeak feebly for souffle.

(Enter forty-eight divisions of five hundred each of Descendant Sons and Daughters of Ancient and Honorable Anti-Vice Crusaders, Prison Visitation Leaguers, Moral Prophylaxers, Anti-Contraceptionists, Eugenic Sires and Women Magazine Editors, in green, yellow and blue burnouses and pink papier-mach casques, fox-trotting as they come. An immense banner of Chinese silk and Australian wool mixed [symbolic of the general sequacity, tranquillity, plasticity, yet not to say florescence or flaccidity which now hovers over all the world] is carried before. This same contains a pale representation of a jail, such as existed in former centuries when the world was evil, but now [in the picture], in order to symbolize the present peace and progress of the world, crumbled and covered with vines and spiderwebs, while four angels of peace, one at each corner, hold up palms of victory. They are preceded by cage-cars containing each one Specimen of Ossified and Ancient White-Slaver, Gambler, Thief and Predatory Rich. As they approach, the Loobies, Gaberlunzies, Nizys and Zanys bustle hither and thither among the audience, the former reading, the latter calling for silence and explaining the exact significance of the symbol while they ladle out souffle. On and before the Musnud the Hoddy-Doddys and Dizzards hover over NOXUS and the Moonshees, who have fallen into a sound sleep. Two thousand members of the Inter-Federated Association of Inter-Asiatic Descendant Sons and Daughters of Ancient and Honorable Eugenic Sires approach first, the men wearing green Zouave trousers, white silk overcoats and blue shakos. They carry lilies. The ladies are wrapped in nine layers of pink asbestos each one inch thick and carry poisoned hatpins. After charging and counter-charging they form a square in front of the Musnud, the ladies stacking hatpins, the men presenting lilies.)

SHISHMASH HASH HASH

(Tumbling back from the entryway where he has been supervising the general formation of the new division.) Your Referendunces! Your Referen dunces! Look, oh look! The Inter-Federated Association of Inter-Asiatic Descendant Sons and Daughters of Eugenic Sires crave the honor of approaching and testifying before this great Court as to what Progress has done for them! Your Referendunces!

THE ONE HUNDRED HODDY-DODDYS

(Ranging in a line and presenting arms with their feather-dusters.)

Oh, never, never has there been

1

A sight to equal this, we ween!

2

Glorious!

3

(They clog, and chatter their teeth.)

THE MEMBERS OF THE INTER-FEDERATED ASSOCIATION OF INTER-ASIATIC DESCENDANT SONS AND DAUGHTERS

(Pirouetting and bowing to each other.)

Tis six full centuries at least

1

Since un-Eugenic weddings ceased;

2

And now each youth and maid you see

3

Is married full Eugenic-ly.

4

In us behold the perfect fruitage

5

That followed on the former brute-age!

6

(They ring-around-the-rosy.)

NOXUS PODUNKUS

(Lifted to a sifting position by the Dizzards, tickled with feather-dusters, beaten with wind-bags and doused with ice-water until he opens his eyes.) What a sight!  A beautiful sight, I mean! My word! O never, my celebrated and associated Referendunces (he turns to them) have I seen so much beauty and virtue! Never! So much modesty! So much  much  everything! Really this is the worst  I mean best  I ever saw! This in itself is a complete refutation of that foul charge, once so common, that the world was in danger of not progressing. Look! Behold! O Progress, where is thy sting? (He collapses, calling for souffle, but is bolstered up and ice-water poured over him.)

ONE HUNDRED EUGENIC MAIDS

(In pink Mother Hubbards and green Quaker bonnets. Stepping forward and sinking on one knee, hands on their chins. They sing.)

It is our duty to attest

1

How by Eugenics we are blest!

2

O tis a wondrous art divine,

3

Which causes all the world to shine!

4

NOXUS PODUNKUS

(Leaning over the railing and eying them closely.) Really! This is the limit  I mean almost too much  too much! Sweet maids! Dear sweet maids! This spectacle of the perfect fruitage of Progress under the great moral care of our fore-fathers  blessed be the name of the ever-to-be-remembered Anthony!  (he bows, and the audience with him)  is all but too much! Progress can do no more! I would, if any service which the mere sight of you does not render  could render  ask you the Twelfth and final Question, but what would be the use? How well we know the import of your message, even before you speak! How well we know the import of you yourselves  wonderful creatures that you are! (They bow their heads.) This vast assemblage, which in itself is a testimony to the value of Eugenics, understands full well that by the practice of Eugenics alone all weakness, vice, crime, art, philosophy (except that which our dear Union Astronomers and Federated Philosophers instinctively know and proclaim) , the need of white-slave laws, saloons, the theater  all, all have long since been done away with, so that we have now  the most of us, I am glad to say  not even so much as an historic memory of them. Indeed, as we all know, on this once most unsafe but now safest of planets (applause lasting seventeen minutes) , men and women are now as safe and perfect and pure as ever our worthy forefathers could have dreamed of or desired. Why, to look at you alone is enough! (He sighs and rests.)

Dear Eugenic citizens and citizenesses, without taxing you further with these deep and brain-racking questions, so sacred to us all of course, the one message of this great Court to you is to go and do as you have always done: think no more than is absolutely necessary. Dont tax your brains. This, our great Federation of Commission-Ruled Republics, is here to do all that for you (the Moonshees stir) . The less we know the better, as we all know. (Long and loud applause lasting eighteen minutes.) In former and darker, and therefore sadder, times, there were many who thought differently. But they and all those who were a part of them have long since been disposed of. (Long and uproarious applause.) And is not, I now ask you, the world happier, fairer, sweeter to the eye and the mind? (Cries of Hear! Hear! and  Yea! Yea! lasting two hours.) Now, dear Eugenic citizens, you need only consider how thoughtless you are and therefore how happy in these sweet exercises and games such as we see here to-day which contribute only to the sustenance, docility and fertility of man, to know how true all this is. Be thoughtless. Be happy. And by so being, as I always think, you contribute and testify to the efficiency of Truth, Virtue, Justice, Mercy, Sobriety, Love, Beauty, Simplicity, Peace  (he collapses from sheer exhaustion.)  Souffle! Souffle! (A bucket of souffle is brought and administered.)

THE ONE HUNDRED MAIDS

(Wishing not to tire their noble Referendunces, singing in chorus.)

O, sweet Eugenic thoughtto know

That our dear Noxus loves us so!

(They fall back in the ranks.) (Enter fifteen thousand Descendant Sons and Daughters of Ancient and Honorable Anti-White Slavers of the pre-Federated Period (A. D. 18701927), in green-and-white kilts and galligaskins, with perukes and billy-cocks on their heads. They march swiftly forward, an expression of grim determinationhistorically correcton their faces, and pause before the Musnud. Over their left arms, after the fashion of the worlds great Anti-White-Slave Leaders and in accordance with historical descriptions of the same, hang immense mantles of dark green bed-ticking intended to shield naked fleeing white slaves. Over their shoulders are carried papier-mach broadaxes of the kind known to have been used by all Anti-White-Slavers, male and female, in felling the enemy. These they occasionally brandish as they walk. At their belts hang lanterns, files, skeleton keys, medicine kits containing concentrated food pills, digitalis and the like, all intended for the rescue and resuscitation of overcome white slaves. Their eyelids and mouths are painted a bright cerise to give a look of extra vigor and force, and as they walk, one hundred abreast, they peer to right and left in the most searching and secretive and yet detecting way from beneath their hands, and occasionally flash their dark lanterns on the surrounding spectators.)

SHISHMASH HASH HASH

(Leaping up and cracking his heels nine times before de-scending.) Your Referendunces! Your Referendunces! We have here the only living Descendant Sons and Daughters of Ancient and Honorable American Anti-White Slavers  the organization which in its day gave rise  laid the foundation, as it were, of our present great and perfect World Federation, over which at present your Referendunces are so ably presiding. It claims to be the only existing organization that preserves in all their purity the customs, manners and instincts of the original pre-Federated Anti-White-Slavers of seven and eight centuries since. I beg of your Referendunces  I beg of you!  on this very special occasion  I know you are tired  Will your Referendunces be pleased to receive them? (He runs swiftly around in a ring and falls over three extended feather-dusters. NOXUS PODUNKUS groans. The Moonshees moan.)

THE ONE HUNDRED ZANYS

(Dancing on before them and rattling their wind-bags.) The Anti-White-Slavers! The Anti-White-Slavers! Look! Behold!

THE FIFTY DTZZARDS

(Beating the Moonshees with feather-clubs and whistling between their teeth.) Awake! Awake! (The Moonshees stir feebly and call for souffle. By the aid of a dozen gallons of ice-water NOXUS PODUNKUS is once more aroused and now surveys the approaching procession, which marches about the arena and back to the Musnud.)

NOXUS PODUNKUS

(Scratching his left ear and surveying the assembled throng.) What  more? Oh! Well, welcome, noble citizens! Welcome! I see by your brows that you possess the unconquerable love of Liberty, Virtue, Truth, Justice, Beauty, etc., so necessary to the happy maintenance of our present Federated condition. (He collapses and more souffle is administered. Recovering.) Stick to it! What supreme comfort it must be to you and your exceedingly courageous ancestors to know that our very happy present condition is almost entirely due to them  their noble deeds of valor performed in order that we might become so  so  (he coughs) . What supreme deeds would not you now, I am sure (they brandish their battleaxes) gladly perform were it not that fortunately all provocation had long since been done away with. (Loud cheering. All the Nizys, Zanys, Hoddy-Doddys, etc., walk on their hands.) Night after night in the wilds of the great cities of those far-off centuries, now so happily past, did your forefathers fearlessly and tirelessly seek out the enslavers of resisting and lovely womanhood and battle to the death with those who would have corrupted our worthy sires  I mean siresses  Souffle!  (he imbibes)  performing astounding and now almost unbelievable feats of valor, felling the vile and rapacious enslaver to the plain and chopping him to bits, leaving us, their humble descendants, little if anything to do save revere and historically represent the marvels which they then performed. (Immense and prolonged cheering. Eight thousand wireless messages are sent forth.) Literature, by their aid, as we all well know, has at last been completely done away with. (Riotous applause.) Profane art in all its forms and all its seductive wiles has long since ceased. (The audience shouts for one hour.) The vile newspapers of ancient days (innumerable swells of booing and cat-calling) , wont to chronicle only the private and social vices of unregenerate man, now, thanks to the unremitting toil of those who had only the moral regeneration of the world in view, its true spiritual progress (prolonged and enduring applause) , chronicle only the sweet messages of hope and cheer by which we sustain each other in our happy state  Souffle! Souffle! (He dips his head in a pannier. The audience cheers for one hour.) Now we are not troubled with politics, armies, or any vile evidences of commercial strife and contest. (More applause.) Nothing disturbs us in any way! Could we ask more? (Cries of Hear! Hear!) As I was saying to those dear creatures who just left, our beloved Eugenic citizens and citizenesses, we need now only concern ourselves with the simple arts of peace and pleasure as we here see manifest in this great assemblage. On you, therefore, more than on any other group which at this time could come before this august Court to testify to the Truth, Peace, Virtue, Sequacity and Docility of our present world-realm, devolves, as lineal descendants of these our great sires, the sweet task of keeping bright the memory of their great deeds. I am sure that you, my dears and dearesses, by maintaining so earnest a stand against all thought of any kind, by persisting in your aversion to moral heresies of all sorts and indeed learning and science in every form, and by your persistent and industrious mutilation and destruction of all profane facts, so long the curse of society (loud cries of Down with all facts!) , will succeed  I know you will!  in keeping the world as fresh and pure and innocent as on the day it was made. (Cries of Yes, yes and we will, we will. Applause for one hour.) Souffle! Souffle! (He is fed.)  Cruel, disturbing thought, that one great curse of humanity in its earlier ages must never be allowed to trouble us again. (Immense applause.) And since, by what processes of hardy non-thinking only our revered ancestors know, profound peace has at last been reached, I caution, you, O my fellow-citizens, let not a single irritating disturbing fact ever again impinge upon the sweet idealism and mental slumber which now reigns. Behold our happy Dizzards! (They wiggle their stuped clubs.) Could any of the so-called and boasted mental processes of former ages have produced them? (They walk on their hands.) And our dear Zanys! (They rattle their wind-bags.) What would our great peaceful Federation be without them? (They beat each other over the head.) Or our graceful Nizys! (They take up wash-boilers of souffle and ladle it right and left solemnly.) The gentility and whole-heartedness of their service! (They playfully pelt each other with cones filled with souffle.) Or our kindly Hoddy-Doddys! (They vault.) What more could humanity desire in the shape of perfect and helpful men? (They leap on each others backs and fall gracefully to the floor.) When I contemplate these, and this great audience (profound applause lasting seventeen minutes) , and these our assembled cohorts of Virtue, Truth, Justice, Mercy (more applause, lasting one hour) , come here from all parts of the known world to testify to the great fundamental truths which have made them so, I  (At this point the great audience rises en masse and cheers for one hour, seventeen and one-half minutes and thirteen seconds. Rival groups of Descendant Sons and Daughters of Ancient and Honorable Anti-White-Slavers, Anti-Vivisectionists, Anti-Contraceptionists, Billysundays, Eugenic Sires, Anti-Saloon Leaguers, Watch and Ward Guards, Kings Daughters, Free and Accepted Boy Scouts, etc., rush forward and seize upon the cages containing the only remaining specimens of Gambler, Saloonkeeper, Predatory Financier, Philosopher, Magdalen, Vivisectionist, Madam, Nietzschean and other early examples of now nearly or quite extinct miscreants or papier-mach representations of the same, and haul them before the Musnud amid the cheering, hee-hawing, cat-calling of the audience. The Zanys, Nizys, Dizzards, Loobies, Hoddy-Doddys, Gaberlunzies and Fuddys, forgetting their regular duties, spin, squeal, play at leap-frog, beat each other with feather-dusters and wind-bags. Various regiments of Descendant Sons and Daughters of Ancient and Honorable Feminists, Professors of Christian Economy, Prohibitionists, Socialists, etc., who have not yet had the privilege of parading and testifying before the Musnud, crowd the entryways, swarm the aisles and so obstruct the peaceful and orderly development of the proceedings of the Court that, in view of this and because ordinarily the proceedings consume from twenty to thirty days anyhow, so great is the anxiety of all to testify to the magnificent progress of the world since vice and crime have been done away with, NOXUS PODUNKUS, now thoroughly awake and after due counsel with the ninety-nine other Moonshees, Savants, Roctor-Proctors, Pundits, Theorists, Zadkiels, Seers, Oracles, Solons, Nestors, Gamaliels, Daniels, etc., also disturbed in their slumbers, decides that, all things considered, and notwithstanding, it were as well if the taking of testimony were to be discontinued for this day, and to this end, after various signs, grunts, squeals, motions to the Zanys, Dizzards, Nizys, Loobies, Hoddy-Doddys, Gaberlunzies, Fuddys, etc., the latter are brought to their senses and through them the audience calmed.

(It was then that NOXUS PODUNKUS, speaking for the Musnud, announced that the proceedings for this day were hereby ended and that the Court stood adjourned until the following morning at ten oclock; after which SHISHMASH HASH HASH, as Master of Ceremonies, Chairmaster, etc., led the outgoing throng with a magnificent example of rotary hand-spring motion. At this point, also, owing to lack of space and by reason of the fact that enough is as good as a feast, the humble recording Dramatist quits and the curtain is hereby drawn on this historic scene. For those, however, who desire a fuller report of the same, it may be found in Volumes MMCCCIII, MMMMMMMMCCCLLVI, Proceedings of the Federated Court of Progress [Moline-Emporia-Sedalia Sittings] for the years 39131415, NOXUS PODUNKUS presiding; SHISHMASH HASH HASH, Secretary and Master of Ceremonies.)

Curtain.
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FOREWORD

MY only excuse for offering these very brief pictures of the City of New York as it was between 1900 and 1914 or15, or thereabout, is that they are of the very substance of the city I knew in my early adventurings in it. Also, and more particularly, they represent in part, at least, certain phases which at that time most arrested and appealed to me, and which now are fast vanishing or are no more. I refer more particularly to such studies as The Bread-line, The Push-cart Man, The Toilers of the Tenements, Christmas in the Tenements, Whence the Song, and The Love Affairs of Little Italy.

For, to begin with, the city, as I see it, was more varied and arresting and, after its fashion, poetic and even idealistic then than it is now. It offered, if I may venture the opinion, greater social and financial contrasts than it does now: the splendor of the purely social Fifth Avenue of the last decade of the last century and the first decade of this, for instance, as opposed to the purely commercial area that now bears that name; the sparklingly personality-dotted Wall Street of 1890-1910 as contrasted with the commonplace and almost bread and butter world that it is to-day. (There were argonauts then.) The astounding areas of poverty and of beggary even,  I refer to the east side and the Bowery of that period  unrelieved as they were by civic betterment and social service ventures of all kinds, as contrasted with the beschooled and beserviced east side of to-day. Who recalls Steve Brodies, McGurks, Doyers Street and Chuck Connors?

The city is larger. It has, if you will, more amazing architectural features. But has it as vivid and moving social contrasts,  as hectic and poignant and disturbing mental and social aspirations as it had then? I cannot see that it has. Rather, as it seems to me, it is duller because less differentiated. There are millions and millions but what do they do? Tramp aimlessly, for the most part, here and there in shoals, to see a ball game, a football game, a parade, a prize-fight, a civic betterment or automobile exhibition or to dance or dine in a hall that holds a thousand. But of that old zest that seemed to find something secret and thrilling in a thousand nooks and corners of the old city, its Bowery, its waterfront, its rialto, its outlying resorts, not a trace. One cannot even persuade the younger generation, that never even knew the old city, to admit that they feel a tang of living equivalent to what they imagined once was. The truth is that it is not here. It has vanished  along with the generation that felt it.

The pictures that I offer here, however, are not, I am compelled to admit, of that more distinguished and vibrant crust, which my introduction so far would imply. Indeed they are the very antithesis, I think, of all that glitter and glister that made the social life of that day so superior. Its shadow, if you will, its reverse face. For being very much alone at the time, and having of necessity, as the situation stood, ample hours in which to wander here and there, without, however, sufficient financial means to divert myself in any other way, I was given for the most part to rambling in what to me were the strangest and most peculiar and most interesting areas I could find as contrasted with those of great wealth and to speculating at length upon the phases and the forces of life I then found so lavishly spread before me. The splendor of the, to me, new dynamic, new-world metropolis! Its romance, its enthusiasm, its illusions, its difficulties! The immense crowds everywhere  upon Manhattan Island, at least. The beautiful rivers and the bay with its world of shipping that washed its shores. Indeed, I was never weary of walking and contemplating the great streets, not only Fifth Avenue and Broadway, but the meaner ones also, such as the Bowery, Third Avenue, Second Avenue, Elizabeth Street in the lower Italian section and East Broadway. And at that time even (1894) that very different and most radically foreign plexus, known as the East Side, already stretched from Chatham Square and even farther south  Brooklyn Bridge  north to Fourteenth Street. For want of bridges and subways the city was not, as yet, so far-flung but for that reason more concentrated and almost as congested.

Yet before I was fifteen years in the city, all of the additional bridges, other than Brooklyn Bridge which was here when I came and which so completely served to change New York from the thing it was then to what it is now, were already in place  Manhattan, Williamsburg, Queens Borough Bridges. And the subways had been built, at least in part. But before then, if anything, the great island, as I have said, was even more compact of varied and foreign groups, and one had only to wander casually and not at any great length to come upon the Irish in the lower East and West Sides; the Syrians in Washington Street  a great mass of them; the Greeks around 26th, 27th and 28th Streets on the West Side; the Italians around Mulberry Bend; the Bohemians in East 67th Street, and the Sicilians in East 116th Street and thereabouts. The Jews were still chiefly on the East Side.

Being fascinated by these varying nationalities, and their neighborhoods, I was given for the first year or two of my stay here to wandering among them, as well as along and through the various parks, the waterfronts and the Bowery, and thinking, thinking, thinking on this welter of life and the difficulties and the strangeness of it. The veritable tides of people that were forever moving here  so different to the Middle-West cities I had known. And the odd, or at least different, devices and trades by which they made their way  the small shops, trades, tricks even. For one thing, I was often given to wondering how so many people could manage to subsist in New York by grinding hand, organs alone, or shining shoes or selling newspapers or peanuts, or fruits or vegetables from a small stand or cart.

And the veritable shoals and worlds, even, of beggars and burns and idlers and crooks in the Bowery and elsewhere. Indeed I was more or less dumbfounded by the numerical force of these and the far cry it was from them to the mansions in Fifth Avenue, the great shops in Sixth Avenue and Twenty-third Street, the world famous banking houses and personalities in Wall Street, the comfortable cliff-dwellers who occupied the hotels and apartment houses of the upper West Side and along Broadway. For being young and inexperienced and penniless, these economic differences had more significance for me then than they have since been able to maintain. Yet always and primarily fascinated by the problem of life itself, the riddle of its origin, the difficulties seemingly attending its maintenance everywhere, such a polyglot city as this was, was not only an economic problem, but a strange and mysterious picture, and I was never weary of spying out how the other fellow lived and how he made his way. And yet how many years it was, really, after I arrived here, quite all of ten, before it ever occurred to me that apart from the novel or short story, these particular scenes and my own cogitations in connection might possess merit as pictures.

And so it was that not before 1904  ten years later, really  that I was so much as troubled to sketch a single impression of all that I had seen and then only at the request of a Sunday editor of a New York newspaper who was short of small local stuff to fill in between his more lurid features. And even at that, not more than seven or eight of all that are here assembled were at that time even roughly sketched,  The Bowery Mission, The Waterfront, The Cradle of Tears, The Track Walker, The Realization of an Ideal, The Log of a Harbor Pilot. Later, however, in 1908 and09, finding space in a magazine of my own  The Bohemian  as well as one conducted by Senator Watson of Georgia, and bethinking me of all I had seen and how truly wonderful and colorful it really was, I began to try to do more of them, and at that time wrote at least seven or eight more  The Plight of Pigeons, Six Oclock, The Wonder of Water, The Men in the Storm, and The Men in the Dark. The exact titles of all, apart from these, I have forgotten.

Still later, after the opening of the World War, and because I was noting how swiftly and steadily the city was changing and old landmarks and conditions were being done away with, I thought it worth while to bring together, not only all the scenes I had previously published or sketched, but to add some others which from time to time I had begun but never finished. Among these at that time were The Fire, Hells Kitchen, A Way-place of the Fallen, The Man on the Bench. And then, several years ago, having in the meanwhile once more laid aside the material to the advantage of other matters, I decided that it was still worth while. And getting them all out and casting aside those I no longer cared for, and rewriting others of which I approved, together with new pictures of old things I had seen, i.e.., Bums, The Michael J. Powers Association, A Vanished Summer Resort, The Push-cart Man, The Sandwich Man, Characters, The Men in the Snow, The City Awakes  I finally evolved the present volume. But throughout all these latest additions I sought only to recapture the flavor and the color of that older day  nothing more. If they are anything, they are mere representations of the moods that governed me at the time that I had observed this material at first hand  not as I know the city to be now.

In certain of these pictures, as will be seen, reference is made to wages, hours and working and living conditions not now holding, or at least not to the same severe degree. This is especially true of such presentations as The Men in the Bark, The Men in the Storm, The Men in the Snow, Six Oclock, The Bread-line, (long since abolished), The Toilers of the Tenements, and Christmas in the Tenements. Yet since they were decidedly true of that particular period, I prefer to leave them as originally written. They bear, I believe, the stamp of their hour.

THEODORE DREISER.


THE CITY OF MY DREAMS

IT was silent, the city of my dreams, marble and serene, due perhaps to the fact that in reality I knew nothing of crowds, poverty, the winds and storms of the inadequate that blow like dust along the paths of life. It was an amazing city, so far-flung, so beautiful, so dead. There were tracks of iron stalking through the air, and streets that were as canons, and stairways that mounted in vast flights to noble plazas, and steps that led down into deep places where were, strangely enough, underworld silences. And there were parks and flowers and rivers. And then, after twenty years, here it stood, as amazing almost as my dream, save that in the waking the flush of life was over it. It possessed the tang of contests and dreams and enthusiasms and delights and terrors and despairs. Through its ways and canons and open spaces and underground passages were running, seething, sparkling, darkling, a mass of beings such as my dream-city never knew.

The thing that interested me then as now about New York  as indeed about any great city, but more definitely New York because it was and is so preponderantly large  was the sharp, and at the same time immense, contrast it showed between the dull and the shrewd, the strong and the weak, the rich and the poor, the wise and the ignorant. This, perhaps, was more by reason of numbers and opportunity than anything else, for of course humanity is much the same everywhere. But the number from which to choose was so great here that the strong, or those who ultimately dominated, were so very strong, and the weak so very, very weak  and so very, very many.

I once knew a poor, half-demented, and very much shriveled little seamstress who occupied a tiny hall-bedroom in a side-street rooming-house, cooked her meals on a small alcohol stove set on a bureau, and who had about space enough outside of this to take three good steps either way.

I would rather live in my hall-bedroom in New York than in any fifteen-room house in the country that I ever saw, she commented once, and her poor little colorless eyes held more of sparkle and snap in them than I ever saw there, before or after. She was wont to add to her sewing income by reading fortunes in cards and tea-leaves and coffee-grounds, telling of love and prosperity to scores as lowly as herself, who would never see either. The color and noise and splendor of the city as a spectacle was sufficient to pay her for all her ills.

And have I not felt the glamour of it myself? And do I not still? Broadway, at Forty-second Street, on those selfsame spring evenings when the city is crowded with an idle, sightseeing cloud of Westerners; when the doors of all shops are open, the windows of nearly all restaurants wide to the gaze of the idlest passer-by. Here is the great city, and it is lush and dreamy. A May or June moon will be hanging like a burnished silver disc between the high walls aloft. A hundred, a thousand electric signs will blink and wink. And the floods of citizens and visitors in summer clothes and with gay hats; the street cars jouncing their endless carloads on indifferent errands; the taxis and private cars fluttering about like jeweled flies. The very gasoline contributes a distinct perfume. Life bubbles, sparkles; chatters gay, incoherent stuff. Such is Broadway.

And then Fifth Avenue, that singing, crystal street, on a shopping afternoon, winter, summer, spring or fall. What tells you as sharply of spring when, its windows crowded with delicate effronteries of silks and gay nothings of all description, it greets you in January, February and March? And how as early as November again, it sings of Palm Beach and Newport and the lesser or greater joys of the tropics and the warmer seas. And in September, how the haughty display of furs and rugs, in this same avenue, and costumes deluxe for ball and dinner, cry out of snows and blizzards, when you are scarcely ten days back from mountain or seaside. One might think, from the picture presented and the residences which line the upper section, that all the world was inordinately prosperous and exclusive and happy. And yet, if you but knew the tawdry underbrush of society, the tangle and mat of futile growth between the tall trees of success, the shabby chambers crowded with aspirants and climbers, the immense mansions barren of a single social affair, perfect and silent!

I often think of the vast mass of underlings, boys and girls, who, with nothing but their youth and their ambitions to commend them, are daily and hourly setting their faces New Yorkward, reconnoitering the city for what it may hold in the shape of wealth or fame, or, if not that, position and comfort in the future; and what, if anything, they will reap. Ah, their young eyes drinking in its promise! And then, again, I think of all the powerful or semi-powerful men and women throughout the world, toiling at one task or another  a store, a mine, a bank, a profession  somewhere outside of New York, whose one ambition is to reach the place where their wealth will permit them to enter and remain in New York, dominant above the mass, luxuriating in what they consider luxury.

The illusion of it, the hypnosis deep and moving that it is! How the strong and the weak, the wise and the fools, the greedy of heart and of eye, seek the nepenthe, the Lethe, of its something hugeness. I always marvel at those who are willing, seemingly, to pay any price  the price, whatever it may be  for one sip of this poison cup. What a stinging, quivering zest they display. How beauty is willing to sell its bloom, virtue its last rag, strength an almost usurious portion of that which it controls, youth its very best years, its hope or dream of fame, fame and power their dignity and presence, age its weary hours, to secure but a minor part of all this, a taste of its vibrating presence and the picture that it makes. Can you not hear them almost, singing its praises?


THE CITY AWAKES

HAVE you ever arisen at dawn or earlier in New York and watched the outpouring in the meaner side-streets or avenues? It is a wondrous thing. It seems to have so little to do with the later, showier, brisker life of the day, and yet it has so very much. It is in the main so drab or shabby-smart at best, poor copies of what you see done more efficiently later in the day. Typewriter girls in almost stage or society costumes entering shabby offices; boys and men made up to look like actors and millionaires turning into the humblest institutions, where they are clerks or managers. These might be called the machinery of the city, after the elevators and street cars and wagons are excluded, the implements by which things are made to go.

Take your place on Williamsburg Bridge some morning, for instance, at say three or four oclock, and watch the long, the quite unbroken line of Jews trundling pushcarts eastward to the great Wallabout Market over the bridge. A procession out of Assyria or Egypt or Chaldea, you might suppose, Biblical in quality; or, better yet, a huge chorus in some operatic dawn scene laid in Paris or Petrograd or here. A vast, silent mass it is, marching to the music of necessity. They are so grimy, so mechanistic, so elemental in their movements and needs. And later on you will find them seated or standing, with their little charcoal buckets or braziers to warm their hands and feet, in those gusty, icy streets of the East Side in winter, or coatless and almost shirtless in hot weather, open-mouthed for want of air. And they are New York, too  Bucharest and Lemberg and Odessa come to the Bowery, and adding rich, dark, colorful threads to the rug or tapestry which is New York.

Since these are but a portion, think of those other masses that come from the surrounding territory, north, south, east and west. The ferries  have you ever observed them in the morning? Or the bridges, railway terminals, and every elevated and subway exit?

Already at six and six-thirty in the morning they have begun to trickle small streams of human beings Manhattan or cityward, and by seven and seven-fifteen these streams have become sizable affairs. By seven-thirty and eight they have changed into heavy, turbulent rivers, and by eight-fifteen and eight-thirty and nine they are raging torrents, no less. They overflow all the streets and avenues and every available means of conveyance. They are pouring into all available doorways, shops, factories, office-buildings  those huge affairs towering so significantly above them. Here they stay all day long, causing those great hives and their adjacent streets to flush with a softness of color not indigenous to them, and then at night, between five and six, they are going again, pouring forth over the bridges and through the subways and across the ferries and out on the trains, until the last drop of them appears to have been exuded, and they are pocketed in some outlying side-street or village or metropolitan hall-room  and the great, turbulent night of the city is on once more.
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And yet they continue to stream cityward,  this cityward. From all parts of the world they are pouring into New York: Greeks from Athens and the realms of Sparta and Macedonia, living six, seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve, in one room, sleeping on the floors and dressing and eating and entertaining themselves God knows how; Jews from Russia, Poland, Hungary, the Balkans, crowding the East Side and the inlying sections of Brooklyn, and huddling together in thick, gummy streets, singing in street crowds around ballad-mongers of the woes of their native land, seeking with a kind of divine, poetic flare a modicum of that material comfort which their natures so greatly crave, which their previous condition for at least fifteen hundred years has scarcely warranted; Italians from Sicily and the warmer vales of the South, crowding into great sections of their own, all hungry for a taste of New York; Germans, Hungarians, French, Polish, Swedish, Armenians, all with sections of their own and all alive to the joys of the city, and how eager to live  great gold and scarlet streets throbbing with the thoughts of them!

And last but not least, the illusioned American from the Middle West and the South and the Northwest and the Far West, crowding in and eyeing it all so eagerly, so yearningly, like the others. Ah, the little, shabby, blue-light restaurants! The boarding houses in silent streets! The moral, hungry homes  how full they are of them and how hopeless! How the city sings and sings for them, and in spite of them, flaunting ever afresh its lures and beauties  a city as wonderful and fateful and ironic as life itself.


THE WATERFRONT

WERE I asked to choose a subject which would most gratify my own fancy I believe I would choose the docks and piers of New York. Nowhere may you find a more pleasingly encouraging picture-life going on at a leisurely gait, but going, nor one withal set in a lovelier framework. And, personally, I have always foolishly imagined that the laborers and men of affairs connected with them must be the happier for that connection. It is more than probable that that is not true, but what can be more interesting than long, heavily-laden piers jutting out into the ever-flowing waters of a river? And those tall masts adjoining, how they rock and swing! Whistler had a fancy for scenes like these; they appealed to his sense of line and background and romance. You can look at his etchings of collections of boats along the Thames at London and see how keenly he must have felt the beauty of what he saw. Networks of ropes and spars; stout, stodgy figures of half-idle laborers; delicious, comforting, homey suggestions of houses and spires behind; and then the water.

How the water sips and gurgles about these stanchions and spiles and hulls! You stand on the shore or on the hard-cobbled streets of the waterfront, crowded with trucks and cars, and you realize that the too, too solid substance of which they are composed is to be here for years. But this water at your feet, this dark, silent current sipping about the boats and rocking them, the big boats and the little boats, is running away. Here comes a chip, there goes a wisp of straw. A tomato box comes leisurely bobbing upon the surface of the stream, and now a tug heaves into view, puffing and blowing, and then a great liner being towed to her dock. And then these nearer boats fastened here  how they rest and swing in the summer sunshine! No rush, no hurry. Only slow movement. Yet all are surely and gradually slipping away. In an hour your ship will be a mile or two farther down stream. In a day or two or three your liner will be once more upon the bosom of the broad Atlantic or, later even, the Pacific. The tug you saw towing it will be pulling at something else, or you will find it shoving its queer stubby nose into some quaint angle of the waterside, hardly earning its skippers salt. Is it not a delicious, lovely, romantic picture? And yet with the tang of change and decay in it too, the gradual passing of all things  yourself  myself  all.

As for the vast piers on the shores of the Hudson, the East River, the Jersey side and Brooklyn and Staten Island, where the liners house themselves, I cannot fancy anything more colorful. They come from all ports of the world, these big ships. They bring tremendous cargoes, not only of people but of goods, and they carry large forces of men, to say nothing of those who assist them to load and unload. If you watch any of the waterfronts to and from which they make their entry and departure you will find that you can easily tell when they are loading and unloading. The broad, expansive street-fronts before these piers are crowded with idling men waiting for the opportunity to work, the call of duty or of necessity. And it is an interesting crowd of men always, this, imposingly large on occasion. Individually these men are crude but appealing, the kind of man that is usually and truly dubbed a workingman. They have in the main, rough, quaint, ambling figures, and rougher, ruder hands and faces. Some of them are black from having shoveled in the holds of vessels or passed coal (coal-passers is their official title), and some are dusky and strawy from having juggled boxes and bales, but they are men who with a small capacity for mental analysis are taking things exactly as they find them. They are not even possessed of a trade, unless you would call the art of piling boxes and bales under the direction of a foreman a trade. Apparently they have no sense of the sociologie or economic arrangement of life, no comprehension of the position which they occupy in the affairs of the world. They know they are laborers and as such subject to every whim and fancy of their masters. They stand or sit like sheep in droves awaiting the call of opportunity. You see them in sun or rain, on hot days and cold ones, waiting here. Sometimes they jest, sometimes they talk, sometimes they sit and wait. But the water with which they are so intimately connected, from which they draw their subsistence, flows on. I have seen a vain, self-conscious foreman come out from one of these great pier buildings and with a Cæsar-like wave of his hand beckon to this man and that. At his sign a dozen, a score of men would rise and look inquiringly in his direction, dumb and patient like cattle. And then he would pick this one and that, wavering subtly over his choice, pushing aside this one, who was not quite strong enough, perhaps, or agile enough, laying a hand favoringly on that, and then turning eventually and leaving the remaining members of the group dumb but a little disappointed. Invariably they seemed to me to be a bit bereaved and neglected, sorry that they could not help themselves, but still willing to wait. I have sometimes thought that cattle are better provided for, or at least as well.

But from an artistic and natural point of view the scene has always fascinated me. Is it morning? The sun sparkles on the waters, the wind blows free, gulls wheel and turn and squeal, white flecks above the water, swarms of vehicles gather with their loads, life seems to move at a smart clip. Is it noon? A large group of men is to be seen idling in the sun, blue-jacketed, swarthy-faced, colorful against the dark background of the piers. Is it night? The lanterns swing and rock. There is darkness overhead and the stars.

I sometimes think no human being ever lived who caught more significantly, more sweetly, the beauty of the waterfront than the great Englishman, Turner. When one looks at his canvases, rich in their gold of sunshine, their blue of sky, their haze of moisture, one feels all that the sea really presents. This man understood, as did Whistler, only he translated his mood in regard to it all into richer colors, those gorgeous golds, reds, pinks, greens, blues. And he had a greater tenderness for atmosphere than did Whistler. In Whistler one misses more than the bare facts, albeit deliciously, artistically, perfectly presented. In Turner one finds the facts presented as by nature in her balmiest mood, and idealized by the love and affection of the artist. You have seen The Fighting Téméraire, of course. It is here in New York harbor any sunny afternoon. The wind dies down, the sun pours in a golden flood upon the east bank from the west, the tall elevator stacks and towering chimneys of factories on the west shore give a beauty of line which no artist could resist. Up the splashing bosom of the river, trembling silver and gold in the evening light, comes a great vessel. Her sides stand out blackly. Her masts and funnels, tinged with an evening glow of gold, burn and shimmer. Against a magnificent, a radiant sky, where red and gold clouds hang in broken patches, she floats, exquisitely penciled and colored The Fighting Téméraire. You would know her. Only it is now the Hudson and not the Thames.
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The skyline, the ship masts, the sun, the water, all these are alike. The very ship is the same, apparently, and the sun drops down as it did that other day when his picture was painted. The stars come out, the masts rock, swinging their little lamps, the water runs sipping and sucking at the docks and piers. The winds blow cool, and there is silence until the morning. Then the waterfront assumes its quaint, delicious, easy atmosphere once more. It is once more fresh and free. So runs its tide, so runs its life, so runs our very world away.


THE LOG OF A HARBOR PILOT

AN ocean pilot-boat lay off Tompkinsville of an early spring afternoon, in the stillest water. The sun was bright, and only the lightest wind was stirring. When we reached the end of the old cotton dock, an illustrator and myself, commissioned by a then but now no more popular magazine, there she was, a small, two-masted schooner of about fifty tons burden, rocking gently upon the water. We accepted the services of a hawking urchin, who had a canoe to rent, and who had followed us down the main street in the hope of earning a half-dollar. He led the way through a hole in a fence that enclosed the street at the water end and down a long, stilted plank walk to a mess of craft and rigging, where we found his little tub, and pushed out. In a few minutes we had crossed the quiet stretch of water and were alongside.
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Like all pilot-boats, the Hermann Oelrichs was built low in the water, so that it was easy to jump aboard.

Her sails -were furled and, from the quiet prevailing, one might have supposed that the crew had gone into the village. No sound issued until we reached the companionway. Then below we could see the cook scraping cold ashes out of a fireless stove. He was cleaning the cabin and putting things to rights before the pilots arrived. He accepted our intrusion with a friendly glance.

Captain Rierson told us to come aboard, we said.

All right, sir. Stow your things in any one of them bunks.

We went about this while the ashes were taken out and tossed overboard. When the cook returned it was with a bucket and brush, and he attacked the oilcloth on the floor industriously.

Cozy little cabin, this, eh?

Yes, shes a comfortable little boat, replied the cook. These pilots take things purty comfortable. Shes not as fast as some of the boats, but shes all right in rough weather.

Do you encounter much rough weather?

Well, now and again, answered the cook, with the vaguest suggestion of a twinkle in his eye. Its purty rough sometimes in winter.

How long do you stay out?

Sometimes three, sometimes five days, sometimes we get rid of all seven pilots the first day  theres no telling. Its all cording to how the steamers come in.

So we may be out a week?

About that. Maybe ten days.

We went on deck. It was warm and bright. Some sailors from the fore-hatch were scrubbing down the deck, which dried white and warm as fast as they swabbed off the water. Wide-winged gulls were circling high and low among the ships of the harbor. On Staten Island many a little curl of smoke rose from the chimneys of white cottages.

That evening the crew of five men kept quietly to their quarters and slept. The moon shone clear until ten, when the barometer suddenly fell and clouds came out of the east. By cock-crow it was raining, and by morning it was drizzling and cold.

The pilots appeared one after another. They came out to the edge of the cotton wharf through the mist and rain, and waved a handkerchief as a signal that a boat should be sent ashore for them. One or two, failing to attract the immediate attention of the crew, resorted to the expedient of calling out: Schooner, Ahoy! in voices which partook of some of the stoutness of the sea.

Come ashore, will you? they shouted, when a head appeared above deck.

No sooner were they recognized than the yawl was launched and sent ashore. They came aboard and descended quickly out of the rain into the only room (or cabin) at the foot of the companionway. This was at once their sitting-room, dining-room, bedroom, and every other chamber for the voyage. Here they stowed their satchels and papers in lockers beneath their individual sleeping berths. Each one sought out a stout canvas clothes bag, which all pilots use in lieu of a trunk, and began to unpack his ships clothes. All took off their land apparel and dressed themselves in ancient seat-patched and knee-worn garments, which were far more comfortable than graceful, and every one produced the sailors essential, a pipe and tobacco.

Dreary as was the day overhead, the atmosphere of the cabin changed with their arrival. Not only was it soon thick with the fumes of many pipes, but it was bright with genial temper. Not one of the company of seven pilots seemed moody.

Whose watch is it? asked one.

Riersons, I think, was the answer.

He aint here yet.

Here he comes now.

At this a hale Norwegian, clean and hard as a pine knot, came down the companionway.

My turn to-day, eh? Are we all here?

Ay! cried one.

Then we might as well go, hey?

Ay! Ay! came the chorus.

Steward! he called. Tell the men to hoist sail!

Ay! Ay! sir! answered the steward.

Then were rattlings and clatterings overhead. While the little company in the cabin were chatting, the work on deck was resulting in a gradual change, and when, after a half-hour, Rierson put his head out into the wind and rain above the companionway, the cotton docks were far in the rear, all but lost in the mist and drizzle. All sails were up and a stiff breeze was driving the little craft through the Narrows. McLaughlin, the boatman and master of the crew, under Rierson, was at the wheel. Already we were being rocked and tossed like a child in a cradle.

Who controls the vessel, I asked of him, while the pilots are on board?

The pilots themselves.

Not all of them?

No, not all at one time. The pilot who has the watch has full control for his hours, then the next pilot after him, and so on. No pilot is interfered with during his service.

And where do we head now?

For Sandy Hook and the sea east of that. We are going to meet inbound European steamers.

The man at the wheel, McLaughlin, was a clean athletic young chap, with a straight, full nose and a clear, steady eye. In his yellow raincoat, rubber boots and souwester he looked to be your true sea-faring man. With the little craft plunging ahead in a storm of wind and rain and over ever-increasing billows, he gazed out steadily and whistled an airy tune.

You seem to like it, I remarked.

Yes, he answered. Its not a bad life. Rather cold in winter, but summer makes up for it. Then were in port every fifth or sixth day on an average. Sometimes we get a night off.

The pilots have it better than that?

Oh, yes; they get back quicker. The man who has the first watch may get back to-day, if we meet a steamer. They might all get back if we meet enough steamers.

You put a man aboard each one?

Yes.

How do you know when a steamer wants a pilot?

Well, we are in the track of incoming steamers. There is no other pilot-boat sailing hack and forth on this particular track at this time. If a steamer comes along she may show a signal for a pilot or she may turn a little in our direction. Either way, we know she wants one. Then we lay to and wait until she comes up. Youll see, though. One is likely to come along at any time now.

The interior of the little craft presented a peculiar contrast to storm and sea without. In the fore compartment stood the cook at his stove preparing the midday meal. Sailors, when no orders were called from above, lay in their bunks, which curved toward the prow. The pots and pans of the stove moved restlessly about with the swell. The cook whistled, timbers creaked, the salt spray swished above the hatch, and mingled odors of meats and vegetables combined and thickened the air.

In the after half of the boat were the pilots, making the best of idle time. No steamer was sighted, and so they lounged and smoked. Two or three told of difficulties on past voyages. Two of the stoutest and jolliest were met in permanent conflict over a game of pinochle. One read, the others took down pillows from the bunks, and spreading them out on the wide seat that lined two sides of the room, snored profoundly. Nearly all took turns, before or after games, or naps, at smoking. Sometimes all smoked. It was observable that no listener was necessary for conversation. Some talked loudly, without a single person heeding. At times all talked at once in those large imperious voices which seem common to the sea. The two old pilots at cards never halted. Storms might come and storms might go; they paused only to renew their pipes.

At the wheel, in tarpaulin and sou wester, McLaughlin kept watch. Sea spray kept his cheeks dripping. His coat was glassy with water. Another pilot put his head above deck.

How are we heading?

East by no.

See anything?

A steamer, outbound.

Which one?

The Tauric.

Wish she was coming in! concluded the inquirer, as he went below.

We kept before the wind in this driving way. All the morning and all the afternoon the rain fell. The cook served a wholesome meal of meats and vegetables, and afterwards all pipes were set smoking more industriously than ever. The two old pilots renewed their cards. Every one turned to trifling diversions, with the feeling that he must get comfort out of them. It was a little drowsy, a little uncomfortable, a little apt to make one long for shore. In the midst of the lull the voice of the man at the wheel sounded at the companionway.

Steamer on the port bow! Pilot-boat Number Nine! Shes hailing us.

Well, what does she want?

Cant make out yet.

One and all hastened on deck. On our left, in the fog and rain, tossed a little steamer which was recognized as the steam pilot-boat stationed at Sandy Hook. She was starboarding to come nearer and several of her pilots and crew were at her rail hailing us. As she approached, keener ears made out that she wanted to put two men aboard us.

We dont want any more men aboard here, said one. Weve got seven now.

No! said several in chorus. Tell em we cant take em.

We cant take any more, shouted the helmsman, in long-drawn sounds. Weve got seven aboard now.

Orders to put two men aboard ye, came back over the tumbling waters. Weve a sick man.

Dont let em put any more men aboard here. Where they goin to sleep? argued another. One mans got to bunk it as it is, unless we lose one pretty soon.

How you goin to help it? Theyre puttin their men out.

Head away! Head away! They cant come aboard if you head away!

Oh, well; its too late now.

It was really too late, for the steamer had already cast a yawl and the two men, together with the crew, were in it and heading over the churning water. All watched them as they came alongside and clambered on.

They were Jersey pilots who had been displaced on the other boat because one of their number had been taken sick and more room was needed to make him comfortable. He was thought to be dying, and must be taken back to New York at once, and his condition formed the topic of conversation for the rest of the day.

Meanwhile our schooner headed outward, with nothing to reward her search. At five oclock there was some talk of not finding anything before morning. Several advised running toward Princess Bay on Staten Island and into stiller water, and as the minutes passed the feeling crystallized. In a few minutes all were urging a tack toward port, and soon it was done. Sails were shifted, the prow headed shoreward, and gradually, as the track of the great vessels was abandoned, the waters became less and less rough, then more and more quiet, until finally, when we came within distant sight of Princess Bay and the Staten Island shore, the little vessel only rocked from side to side; the pitching and churning were over.

It was windy and cold on deck, however, and after the crew had dropped anchor they remained below. There was nothing to do save idle the time. The few oil lamps, the stove-fire and the clearing away of dishes after supper, gave the cabin of the fore-and-aft a very homelike appearance.

Forward, most of the sailors stretched in their bunks to digest their meal. There were a few magazines and papers on the table, a few decks of cards and a set of checkers. It was interesting to note the genial mood of the men. One might fancy oneself anywhere but at sea, save for the rocking of the boat. It was more like a farmhouse kitchen. One little old sailor, grizzled and lean, had only recently escaped from a Hongkong trader, where he had been sadly abused. Another was a mere boy, who belonged to Staten Island. He had been working in a canning factory all winter, he said, but had decided to go to sea for a change. It was not his first experience; this alternating was a regular thing with him. The summer previous he had worked as cooks scullion on one of the other pilot-boats; this summer he was a sailor.

The Staten Islander had the watch on deck from ten to twelve that night. By that time the rain had ceased and the lights on the distant shore were visible, glimmering faintly, it seemed good to be on deck. The wind blew slightly chill and the waters sipped and sucked at the prow and sides. Coming above I chatted with the young sailor.

Do you like sea life? I asked him.

There aint much to it.

Would you rather be on shore?

Well, if I didnt have to work so hard.

You like one, then, as well as the other?

Well, on shore the hours are longer, but you get your evenings and Sundays. Out here there aint any hour your own, but theres plenty days when theres nothin doin. Some days there aint no wind. Sometimes we cruise right ahead without touchin the sails. Still, its hard, cause you cant see nobody.

What would you do if you were on shore?

Oh, go to the show.

It developed that his heart yearned for nights off. The little, bright-windowed main street in New Brighton was to his vision a kind of earthly heaven. To be there of an evening when people were passing, to loaf on the corner and see the bright-eyed girls go by, to be in the village hubbub, was to him the epitome of living. The great, silent, suggestive sea meant nothing to him.

After a while he went below and tumbled in and McLaughlin, the boatman, took the turn. In the cabin most of the pilots had gone to bed. Yet the two old salts were still at pinochle, browbeating each other, but in a subdued tone. All pipes were out. Snores were numerous and long.

At dawn the pilot whose turn it was to guide the next steamer into New York took the wheel. We sailed out into the east and the morning, looking for prey. It came soon, in the shape of a steamer.

Steamer! called the pilot, and all the other pilots turned out and came on deck. The sea to the eastward, whither they were looking, was utterly bare of craft. Not a sail, not a wisp of smoke! Yet they saw something and tacked ship so as to swing round and sail toward it. Not even the telescope revealed it to my untrained eyes until five minutes had gone by, when afar off a speck appeared above the waters. It came, on larger and larger, until it assumed the proportions of a toy.

With the first announcement of a steamer the pilot who was to take this one in gave the wheel to the pilot who was to have the next one. He seemed pleased at getting back to New York so soon. While the ship was coming forward he went below and changed his clothes. In a few minutes he was on deck, dressed in a neat business suit and white linen. His old clothes had all been packed in a grain sack. He had a bundle of New York papers and a light overcoat over his arm.

How did you know that steamer wanted a pilot? I asked him.

I could tell by the way she was heading.

Do you think she saw you?

Yes.

Can you always tell when a steamer so far off wants a pilot?

Nearly always. If we cant judge by her course we can see through the telescope whether she has a signal for a pilot flying.

And when you go aboard her what will you do?

Go to the bridge and direct her course.

Do you take the wheel or do any work?

Not at all.

What about your breakfast?

Ill take that with the officers of the deck.

Do you always carry a bundle of papers?

Sure. The officers and passengers like to get early news of New York. Sometimes the papers are pretty old before we hand them out, but theyre better than nothing.

He studied the approaching steamer closely through the glass.

The Ems, he said laconically. Get the yawl ready, boys.

Four sailors went to the lee side and righted the boat there. The great vessel was plowing toward us at a fine rate. Every minute she grew larger, until at half a mile she seemed quite natural.

Heave the yawl, called the man at the wheel. Over went the boat with a splash, and two men after and into it. They held it close to the side of the schooner until the departing pilot could jump in.

Cast loose! said the man at the wheel to the men holding the rope.

Ay! Ay! sir! they replied.

Good-by, Billie, called the pilots.

So long, boys, he cried hack.

Our schooner was moving swiftly away before the wind. The man in the yawl pulled out toward where the steamer must pass. Already her engines had stopped, and the foam at her prow was dying away. One could see that a pilot was expected. Quite a crowd of people, even at that early hour, was gathered at the rail. A ladder of rope was hanging over the side, almost at the waters edge.

The little yawl bearing the pilot pulled square across the steamers course. When the vessel drifted slowly up, the yawl nosed the great black side and drifted back by the ladder. One of the steamers crew threw down a rope, which the oarsman of the yawl caught. This held the yawl still, close to the ladder, and the pilot, jumping for a good hold, began slowly to climb upward. No sooner had he seized the rope ladder than the engines started and the steamer moved off. The little yawl, left alone like a cork on a thrashing sea, headed toward us. The schooner tacked and came round in a half circle to pick it up, which was done with safety.

This was a busy morning. Before breakfast another ship had appeared, a tramp steamer, and a pilot was dressing to board her. Down the fore hatch could be seen the cook, frying potatoes and meat, and boiling coffee. The change in weather was pleasing to him, too, for he was singing as he clattered the dishes and set the table. In the cabin the pipes of the pilots were on, and the two old salts were at pinochle harder than ever.

Another pilot left before breakfast, and after he was gone another steamer appeared, this time the Paris. It looked as though we would soon lose all our pilots and have to return to New York. After the pilot had gone aboard the Paris, however, the wind died down and we sailed no more. Gradually the sea grew smoother, and we experienced a day of perfect idleness. Hour after hour the boat rocked like a cradle. Seagulls gathered around and dipped their wings in charming circles. Flocks of ducks passed northward in orderly flight, honking as they went. A little land-bird, a poor, bedraggled sparrow, evidently blown to sea by adverse winds, found rest and salvation in our rigging. Now it was perched upon the main boom, and now upon the guy of the gaff-topsail, but ever and anon, on this and the following day it could be seen, sometimes attempting to fly shoreward, but always returning after a fruitless quest for land. No vessel appeared, however. We merely rocked and waited.

The sailors in the forecastle told stories. The pilots in the rear talked New York politics and criminal mysteries. The cook brewed and baked. Night fell upon one of the fairest skies that it is given us earthlings to behold. Stars came out and blinked. The lightship at Sandy Hook cast a far beacon, but no steamer took another pilot that day.

Once during the watch that night it seemed that a steamer far off to the southeastward was burning a blue light, the signal for a pilot. The man at the wheel scanned the point closely, then took a lighted torch made of cotton and alcohol and circled it slowly three times in the air. No answering blue light rewarded him. Another time there grew upon the stillness the far-off muffled sound of a steamers engine. You could hear it distinctly, a faint Pump, pump, pump, pump, pump. But no light could be seen. The signal torch was again waved, but without result. The distinct throb grew less and less, and finally died away. Some of the pilots commented as to this but could not explain it. They could not say why a vessel should travel without lights at night.

At midnight a little breeze sprang up and the schooner cruised about. In one direction appeared a faint glimmer, which when approached, proved to be the riding light of a freight steamer at anchor. All was still and dark aboard her, save for two or three red and yellow lights, which gleamed like sleepless eyes out of the black hulk. The man at the wheel called a sailor.

Go forward, Johnnie, he said, and hail her. See if she wants a pilot.

The man went to the prow and stood until the schooner drew quite near.

Steamer, ahoy! he bellowed.

No answer.

Steamer, ahoy! he called again. A light moved in the cabin of the other vessel. Finally a voice answered.

Want a pilot? asked our sailor.

We have one, said the dim figure, and disappeared.

Is it one of the pilots of your association that they have? I asked.

Yes; they couldnt have any other. They probably picked him up from one of our far-out boats. Every incoming steamer must take a pilot, you know. Thats the law. All pilots belong to this one association. Its merely a question of our being around to supply them.

It turned out from his explanation that the desire of the pilots to get a steamer was merely to obtain their days off. When a pilot brings in a steamer it is not likely that he will be sent out again for three days. Each one puts in about the same number of days a month, and all get the same amount of pay. There is no rivalry for boats, and no loss of money by missing a steamer. If one boat misses her, another is sure to catch her farther in. If she refuses to take a pilot the Government compels her owners to pay a fine of fifty dollars, the price of a pilot to take her in.

On the third day now breaking we were destined to lose another pilot. It was one of the two inveterate pinochlers.

That night we anchored off Babylon, Long Island, in the stillest of waters. The crew spent the evening lounging in their bunks and reading, while the remaining pilots amused themselves as usual. Two of them engaged for a time in a half-hearted game of cards. One told stories, but with the departure of so many the spirits of the company drooped. There was no breeze. The flap-flap of the sails went on monotonously. Breakfast came, and then nine oclock, and still we rocked in one spot. Then a steamer appeared. As usual, it was announced long before my untrained eyes could discern it. But, with the first word, the remaining valiant pinochler went below to pack. He was back in a few minutes, very much improved in spirits and appearance.

Does she starboard any? he asked the man at the wheel.

The latter used the telescope and then said:

Dont seem to, sir.

Think she sees us?

Cant tell, sir, said the boatman gravely.

Spec wed better fire the gun, eh?

Yes, sir.

You strip the gun. Ill take the wheel.

So a little gun  a tiny cannon, no less  was made ready and while it was being put in place at the lee rail, Germond, the oldest of the pilots, came on deck and took the wheel.

Going to fire the gun, eh? he observed, in deep bass tones.

Yes, said the pinochler.

Well, thats right. Blaze away.

The boatman, who had superintended the charging of the gun, now pulled a wire attached to a cap and the little cannon spat out a flame with a roar that shook the boat.

Do they do this often? I asked the footman.

Not very. When fogs are on and boats cant find us it comes in handy. Theres hardly any use in this case. I guess she sees us.

Germond, at the wheel, seemed to enjoy playing warship, for he called out: Fire again, Johnnie!

Wont she turn? asked the restless pinochler.

Dont seem to.

Then, said he, and cast a droll look of derision upon the midget cannon and the immense steamer, sink her!

With the third shot, however, we could see the steamer begin to turn, and in a little while she was headed toward us. We could not move and so we waited, while the anxious pinochler walked the deck. Long before she was near he ordered the yawl ready, and when she was yet three-quarters of a mile off, cast over and jumped aboard. He seemed somewhat afraid the yawl would not be seen, and so took along with him a pilot flag, which was a square of blue cloth fastened to a long bamboo pole. This he held aloft as the men rowed, and away they went far over the green sea.

The cook served coffee at three, and was preparing supper when another steamer was sighted. She came up rapidly, a great liner from Gibraltar, with a large company of Italians looking over the rail.

No supper for you, said Germond. Youll have to eat with the Dagos.

Oh, I dont mind, returned the other, smiling. I want to get back to New York.

Just before supper, and when the sun was crimsoning the water in the west, a catspaw came up and filled our sails. The boat moved slowly off. At supper Germond announced:

Well, I go now.

Is there a steamer?

No, but I go on the other pilot-boat. I see her over there. The last man always leaves his boat and goes on one with more men. That allows this boat to go back for another crew.

Do you get the first steamer in, on the other boat?

Yes, I have the first turn. I understood now why our crew, at the outset, objected to any pilots being taken on our boat. It delayed the return of those on board to New York. Steward! called Germond, finally, tell one of the men back there to run up a signal for the other boat.

Ay! Ay! sir! called back the steward.

At half after six the other pilot-boat drew near and Germond packed his sea clothes and came up on deck.

Well, here she is, boys, he said. Now I leave you.

They put out the yawl and he jumped in. When he had gone we watched him climbing aboard the other schooner.

Now for New York! exclaimed McLaughlin, the boatswain, and master of the crew in the absence of any pilot.

Do we sail all night?

To get there by morning well have to.

All sails were then hoisted, and we bore away slowly. Darkness fell. The stars came out. Far away the revolving light of the Highlands of Navesink was our guide. Far behind, the little pilot-boat which had received Germond was burning a beacon for some steamer which had signalled a blue light. Gradually this grew more and more dim, and the gloom enveloped all.

We sat with subdued spirits at the prow, discussing the dangers of the sea. McLaughlin, who had been five years in the service, told of accidents and disappearances in the past. Once, out of the night had rushed a steamer, cutting a boat such as ours in two. One pilot-boat that had gone out two years ago had never returned. Not a stick or scrap was found to indicate what had become of her fifteen men. He told how the sounding of the fog-horns had chilled his heart the first year of his service, and how the mournful lapping of the waters had filled him with dread. And as we looked and saw nothing but blackness, and listened and heard nothing but the sipping of the still waters, it did seem as though the relentless sea merely waited its time. Some day it might have them all, sailor and cook, and where now were rooms and lockers would be green water and strange fishes.

That night we slept soundly. A fine wind sprang up, and when morning came we were scurrying home over a thrashing sea. We raced past Sandy Hook and put up the bay. By eight oclock we were at the Narrows, with the Battery in sight. The harbor looked like a city of masts. After the lonely sea it seemed alive with a multitude of craft. Tugs went puffing by. Scows and steamers mingled. Amid so much life the sea seemed safe.


BUMS

WHENEVER I think of them I think of the spectacle that genius of the burlesque world of my day, Nat Wills, used to present when, in fluttering rags and tatters, his vestless shirt open at the breast, revealing no underwear, his shoes three times too big, and torn and cracked, a small battered straw hat, from a hole in which his hair protruded, his trousers upheld by a string, and that indefinable smirk of satisfaction of which he was capable flickering over his dirty and unshaven face he was wont to strike an attitude worthy of a flight of oratory, and exclaim: Fifteen years ago to-day I was a poor, dispirited, broken-down tramp sitting on a bench in a park, not a shirt to my back. Not a decent pair of shoes on my feet. A hat with a hole in it. No money to get a shave or a bath or a place to sleep. No place to eat. Not a friend in the world to turn to. My torn and frayed trousers held up by a string. Yet (striking his chest dramatically) look at me now! And then he would lift one hand dramatically, as much as to say, Could any change be greater?

The humor was not only in the contrast which his words implied and his appearance belied, but in a certain definite and not unkindly characterization of the burn as such, that smug and even defiant disregard of the conventions and amenities which characterizes so many of them and sets them apart as a species quite distinct from the body social  for that they truly are. And for that very reason they have always had a peculiar interest for me, even a kind of fascination, such as an arrestingly different animal might have for others. And here in the great city, from time to time I have encountered so many of them, suggesting not poverty or want but a kind of devil-may-care indifference and even contempt for all that society as we know it prizes so highly  order, cleanliness, a job, a good suit of clothes, marriage, children, respected membership in various orders, religion, politics  anything and everything that you will. And yet, by reason of their antithesis and seeming antipathy to all this, interesting.

For, say what you will, it does take something that is not social, and most certainly independent, either in the form of thought or temperament, to permit one to thus brazenly brave the notions and the moods, to say nothing of the intellectual convictions, of those who look upon the things above described as essential and permanent. These astonishingly strange men, with their matted hair over their eyes, their dirty skins, their dirty clothes, their large feet encased in torn shoes, their hats with holes in them and their hair actually protruding  just as though there were rules or conventions governing them in the matter of dress. Along railroad tracks and roads outside the large cities of the country I have seen them (curiously enough, I have never seen a woman tramp), singly or in groups, before a fire, the accredited tin can at hand for water, a degenerate pail brought from somewhere in which something is being cooked over a fire. And on occasion, as a boy, I have found them asleep in the woods, under a tree, or in some improvised hole in a hay or straw stack, snoring loudly or resting as only the just and the pure in heart should rest.

But here in the great city I have always thought them a little strange and out of place. They consort so poorly with the pushing, eager, seeking throngs. And arrayed as they are, and as unkempt and unwashed, not even the low-priced lodging houses of the Bowery would receive them, and most certainly they would not pay the price of fifteen or twenty cents which would be required to house them, even if they had it. They are not of that kidney. And as for applying to a police station at any time, it were better that they did not. In bitter weather an ordinary citizen might do so with safety and be taken care of, but these, never. They would be driven out or sent to the Island, as the work-house here is called. Their principal lodging resource in times of wintry stress appears to be some grating covering a shaft leading to an engine room of some plant operative the night through, from which warm air pours; or some hallway in a public building, or the ultra liberal and charitable lodging house of some religious mission. Quite often on an icy night I have seen not a few of them lying over the gratings of the subway at Fourteenth Street and at other less conspicuous points, where, along with better men than themselves, they were trusting to the semi-dry warm air that poured up through to prevent death from freezing. But the freeze being over, they would go their ways, I am sure, and never mend them from any fear of a like experience.

And it is exactly that about them which has always interested me. For, by and large, I have never been able to feel that they either craved or deserved the need of that sympathy that we so freely extend to others of a less sturdy and different character. In truth, they are never as poor physically and nervously as many of those who, though socially fallen, yet appear to be better placed in the matter of clothes, food and mood. They are, in the main, neither lean nor dispirited, and they take life with too jaunty an air to permit one to be distressed about them. They remind me more of gulls or moles, or some different and unsocial animal that still finds in man his rightful prey or source of supply. And I am positive that theirs is a disposition, either inherited or made so by circumstances, which has not too much chemic opposition to their lackadaisical state, that prefers it even to some other forms of existence. Summer or winter I have seen them here and there, in the great city, but never in those poorer neighborhoods, frequented by those who are really in need, and always with the air of physical if not material comfort hovering about them, and that in the face of garments that would better become an ashcan than a man. The rags. The dirt. And yet how often of a summers evening have I not seen them on the stones of doorways and the planks of docks and lumber yards, warm and therefore comfortable, resting most lazily and snoring loudly, as though their troubles or irritations, whatever they were, were far from them.

And in these same easier seasons have I not seen them making their way defiantly or speculatively among the enormous crowds on the principal streets of the city, gazing interestedly and alertly into the splendid shopwindows, and thinking what thoughts and contemplating what prospects! It is not from these that the burglars are recruited or the pickpockets, as the police will tell you. And the great cities do not ordinarily attract them; though they come, occasionally, drawn, I suppose, by the hope of novelty, and interested, quite as is Dives in Egypt or India, by what they see. Now and then you will behold one, as have I, being ragged by one of those idle mischievous gangs of the city into whose heartless clutches he has chanced to fall. His hat will be seized and pulled or crushed down over his eyes, his matted hair or beard pulled, straws or rags or paper shoved between his back and his coat and himself made into a veritable push-ball or punching-bag to be shoved here and there, before he is allowed to depart. And for no offense other than that he is as he is. Yet whether they are spiritually outraged or depressed by this I would not be able to say. To me they have ever appeared to be immune to what would spiritually degrade and hence torture and depress another.

Their approach to life, if anything, appears to be one of hoyden contempt for conventional processes of all kinds, a kind of parasitic indifference to anything save their own comfort, joined with a not unadmirable love for the out-of-doors and for change. So often, as I have said, I have seen them about the great city, asleep in the cool recesses of not-much-frequented doors and passageways, and in lumberyards and odd corners, anywhere where they were not likely to be observed. And my observation of them has led me to conclude that they do not feel and hence do not suffer as do other and more sensitive men. They are not interested in material prosperity as such, and they will not work. If any one has ever seen one with that haunted look which at times characterizes the eye of those who take life and society so desperately and seriously, and that betokens one whom life is able to torture, I have yet to hear of it.

But what an interesting and amazing spectacle they present, and what amusing things are to be related of them! I personally have seen a group of such rowdies, such as characterize some New York street corners even to this day pouring wood-alcohol on one of these fellows whom they chanced to find asleep, and then setting fire to it in order to observe what would be the effect of the discovery by the victim of himself in flames. And subsequently pursuing him down the street with shouts and ribald laughter. On another occasion, in Hudson Street, the quondam home of the Hudson Dusters, I have seen six or eight of such youths pushing another one such about, carrying him here and there by the legs and arms and tossing him into the air above an old discarded mattress, until an irate citizen, not to be overawed himself, and of most respectable and God-fearing mien, chose to interfere and bring about a release. And in another part of this same good city, that part of the waterfront which lies east of South Ferry and south of Fulton Street, I have seen one such most persistently and thoroughly doused by as many as ten playful wags, all in line, yet at different doors, and each discharging a can or a bucket of water upon the fleeing victim, who sought to elude them by running. But, following this individual to see what his mood might be, I could not see that he had taken the matter so very much to heart. Once free of his pursuers, he made his way to a dock, where, seated behind some boxes in the sun, he made shift to dry himself and rest without appearing to fret over what had occurred.

On one occasion I remember standing on the forward end of a ferry boat that once plied between New York and Jersey City, the terminal of one of the great railways entering the city, when one of these peculiar creatures took occasion to make his very individual point of view clear. It was late afternoon, and the forerunners of the homeward evening rush of commuters were already beginning to appear. He was dirty and unkempt and materially degraded as may be, but not at all cast down or distrait. On the contrary. Having been ushered to the dock by a stalwart New York policeman and put on board and told never to return on pain of arrest, he was still in an excellent mood in regard to it all. Heigh-ho! The world was not nearly so bad as many made out. His toes sticking out, the ragged ends of his coat flapping about him, a wretched excuse for a hat on his head, he still trotted here and there, a genial and knowing gleam in his eye, to say nothing of a Mona Liza-like leer about his mouth. He surveyed us all, kempt and worthy exemplars of the proprieties, with the air of one who says: Well, well! Such decent and such silly people. All sheep who know only the conventional ways and limitations of the city and nothing else, creatures who look on me as a wastrel, a failure and a neer-do-well. Nevertheless, I am not as hopeless or as hapless as they think, the sillies. And to make this clear he strode defiantly to and fro, smirking now on one and now on another, and coming near to one and again to another, thereby causing each and every one to retreat for the very simple reason that the odor of him was as unconventional as himself.

Finding himself thus evaded and rather scorned for this procedure, he retired to the forward part of the deck for a time and communed with himself; but not for long. For, deciding after all, I presume, that this was a form of defeat and that he was allowing himself to be unduly put upon or outplaced, at least, by conventionalists, for whom he had absolutely no respect, he whirled, and surveying the assembled company of commuters who had by now gathered in a circle about him, like sheep surveying some unwonted spectacle, he waved one hand dramatically and announced: Im a dirty, drunken, blue-nosed burn, and I dont give a damn! See? See? I dont give a damn! and with that he caroled a little tune, whistled, twiddled his fingers at all of us, did a light gay step here and there, and then, lifting his torn coat-tails, shook them defiantly and contemptuously in the face of all of us.

There were of course a few terrified squeaks from a few horrified and sanctified maidens, old and young, who retreated to the protection of the saloon behind. There were also dark and reproving frowns from a number of solid and substantial citizens, very well-dressed indeed, who pretended not to notice or who even frowned on others for noticing. Incidentally, there were a few delighted and yet repressed squeals from various youths and commonplace nobodies, like myself, and eke a number of heavy guffaws from more substantial citizens of uncertain origin and who should have, presumably, known better.

Yet, after all, as I told myself, afterward, there was considerable to be said for the point of view of this man, or object. It was at least individual, characterful and forceful. He was, decidedly, out of step with all those about him, but still in step, plainly, with certain fancies, moods, conditions more suited to his temperament. Decidedly, his point of view was that of the box-car, the railroad track, the hay-pile and the roadside. But what of it? Must one quarrel with a crow for being a crow, or with a sheep for being a sheep? Not I.

And in addition, to prove that he really did not care a damn, and that his world was his own, once the gates were lifted he went dancing off the boat and up the dock, a jaunty, devil-may-care air and step characterizing him, and was soon lost in the world farther on. But about it all, as it seemed to me, there was something that said to those of us who were left in the way, that he and his kind were neither to be pitied nor blamed. They were as they were, unsocial, unconventional, indifferent to the saving, grasping, scheming plans of men, and in accord with moods if not plans of their own. They will not, and I suspect cannot, run with the herd, even if they would. And no doubt they taste a form of pleasure and satisfaction that is as grateful to them as are all the moods and emotions which characterize those who are so unlike them and who see them as beings so utterly to be pitied or foresworn. At least I imagine so.
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THE MICHAEL J. POWERS ASSOCIATION

IN an area of territory including something like forty thousand residents of the crowded East Side of New York there dwells and rules an individual whose political significance might well be a lesson to the world.

Stout, heavy-headed and comfortably constituted, except in the matter of agility, he walks; and where he is not a personal arbiter he is at least a familiar figure. Not a saloon-keeper (and there is one to every half-block) but knows him perfectly and would be glad to take off his hat to him if it were expected, and would bring him into higher favor. Not a street cleaner or street division superintendent, policeman or fireman but recognizes him and goes put of his way to greet him respectfully. Store-keepers and school children, the basement barber and the Italian coal-dealer all know who is meant when one incidentally mentions the boss. His progress, if one might so term his daily meanderings, is one of continual triumph. It is not coupled with huzzahs, it is true, but there is a far deeper and more vital sentiment aroused, a feeling of reverence due a master.

I have in mind a common tenement residence in a crowded and sometimes stifling street in this vicinity, where at evening the hand-organs play and the children run the thoroughfare by thousands. Poor, compact; rich only in those quickly withering flowers of flesh and blood, the boys and girls of the city. It is a section from which most men would flee when in search of rest and quiet. The carts and wagons are numerous, the people are hard-working and poor. Stale odors emanate from many hallways and open windows.

Yet here, winter and summer, when evening falls and the cares of his contracting business are over for the day, this individual may be seen perched upon the front stoop of his particular tenement building or making a slow, conversational progress to the clubhouse, a half-dozen doors to the west. So peculiar is the political life of the great metropolis that his path for this short distance is blockaded by dozens who seek the awesome confessional of his ear.

Mr. Powers, if you dont mind, when youre through I would like a word with you.

Mr. Powers, if youre not too busy, I want to ask you a question.

Mr. Powers how often is this simple form of request made into his ear. Three hours walking, less than three hundred feet  this tells the story of the endless number that seek to buttonhole him. Rubbing something offen him, is the way the politicians interpret these conversations.

Being a big man with a very big influence, he is inclined to be autocratic, an attitude of mind which endless whispered pleas are little calculated to modify. Always he carries himself with a reserved and secret air. There is something uncompromising about the wide mouth, with its long upper lip, the thin line of the lips set like the edge of an oyster shell, the square, heavily-weighted jaw beneath, which is cold and hard. Yet his mouth is continually wrinkling at the corners with the semblance of a smile, and those nearest as well as those farthest from him will tell you that he has a good heart. You may take that with a grain of salt, or not, as you choose.

I had not been in the district very long before I saw in the windows of nearly every kind of store a cheaply-printed placard announcing that the annual outing of the Michael J. Powers Association would take place on Tuesday, August 2d, at Wetzels Grove, College Point. The steamer Cygnus, leaving Pier 30, East River, would convey them. Games, luncheon and dinner were to be the entertainment. Tickets five dollars.

Any one who has ever taken even a casual glance at the East Side would be struck by the exorbitance of such a charge as five dollars. No one would believe for an instant that these saving Germans, Jews and other types of hardworking nationalities would willingly invest anything over fifty cents in any such outing. Times are always hard here, the size of a dollar exceedingly large. Yet there was considerable stir over the prospective pleasure of the day in this district.

Toosday is a great day, remarked my German barber banteringly, when I called on the Saturday previous to get shaved.

What about Tuesday?

Mr. Powers holds his picnic. Der will be some beer drunk, you bet.

What do you know about it? Do you belong to the association?

Yes. I was now six years a member alretty. It is a fine association.

What makes them charge five dollars? There cant be very many around here who can afford to pay that much.

Der will be tree tousand, anyway, he answered, maybe more. Efferybody goes. Mr. Powers say Go, den dey go.

Oh, Mr. Powers makes you go, does he?

No, he replied conservatively. It is a nice picnic. We haf music, a cubble of bands. Der is racing, schwimming, all de beer you want for nodding, breakfast und dinner, a nice boat ride. Oh, we haf a good time.

Do you belong to Tammany?

No, sir.

Hold any office under Mr. Powers?

No, sir.

Well, why do you go, then? There must be some reason.

I haf de polling place in my back room, he finally admitted.

How much do you get for that?

Sixty-five dollars a year.

And you give five of that back for a ticket?

He smiled, but made no reply.

It was on Monday that the German grocer signified his intention of going.

Do all of you people have to attend? I inquired.

No, he replied, we dont have to. There will be somebody there from most of the stores around here, though.

Why?

Ask Mr. Powers. Therell be somebody there from every saloon, barbershop, restaurant and grocery in the district.

But why?

Ho, he returned, its a good picnic. Mr. Powers looks mighty fine marching at the head. They say he is next after Croker now.

Among the petty dealers of the neighborhood generally could be found the same genial acceptance of the situation.

Dat is a great parade, said a milk dealer to me. You will see someting doing if you are in de distric dat night. Senators walk around just de same as street cleaners; police captains, too.

I thought of the condescension of these high-and-mighties deigning to walk with the common street cleaners, coerced into line.

Are you going? I asked.

Yes.

Want to go?

Oh, its good enough.

What do you think of Powers?

He is a great man. Stands next to Croker. Wait till you see de procession dat goes by here.
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This was the point, the procession. Any such rich material evidence of power was a sufficient reason for loyalty in the minds of these people. They worship power. None know it better than these particular individuals who lead them. The significance of forcing so many to march, coming thus rapidly home to me, I dropped around to the district Tammany club on the afternoon and evening preceding this eventful day. The palatial chambers of the district leader in the club are his arena, and on this particular evening these same were the center of much political activity. Signs of the power of which I had heard and seen other evidences were here renewed before my eyes. Arranged in a great meeting-chamber, the political hall of the club, were tables and counters, behind which were standing men who, as I learned immediately afterward, were of high standing in the district and city organization. Deputy commissioners of the water department, the department of highways, of sewers; ex-State senators, ex-assemblymen, police sergeants, detective sergeants, aldermen, were all present and all doing yeoman service.

Upon the tables were immense sheets, yards in diameter, with lists of names. Back of the tables were immense piles of caps, badges and canes. As fast as the owners of the names on the list appeared their names were checked and their invitation cards, which they threw down cheerily upon the table in company with a five-dollar bill, were marked paid and passed back for further use. At the other tables these cards were then good for a cap, a cane, and two badges, all of which the members were expected to wear.

Energetic as were the half-dozen deputy commissioners, police sergeants, detective sergeants, ex-assemblymen and the like, who labored at this clerical task without coats or vests, they were no match for the throng of energetic Tammanyites who filed in and out, carrying their hats and canes away with them. Hundreds of clerks, precinct captains, wardmen, street-cleaners, two-thousand-dollar-a-year clerks, swarmed the spacious lobby and greeted one another in that perfunctory way so common to most political organizations. The Hellos,

Well, old mans,

Well, how are things? and There goes were as thick and all-pervading as the tobacco smoke which filled the rooms. Tammanyites in comfortable positions of all degrees moved about in new clothes and squeaky shoes. Distinct racial types illustrated how common is the trait of self-interest and how quick are the young Germans, Irish and Jews to espouse some cause or profession where self-interest and the simultaneous advancement of the power of some particular individual or organization are not incompatible. Smilingly they greeted one another, with that assumption of abandon and good fellowship which was as evidently assumed for the occasion as could be. In the case of many it was all too plain that it was an effort to be as bright and genial as they appeared to be. However, they had mastered the externals and could keep a straight face. How hard those straight mouths could become, how defiant those narrow protruding jaws, only time and a little failure on some ones part would tell.

While the enthusiasm of this labor was at its highest Mr. Powers put in an appearance. He was as pictured. On this occasion, his clothes were plain black, his necktie black, his face a bright red, partially due to a recent, and very close shave. He moved about with catlike precision and grace, and everywhere politicians buttonholed or bowed to him, the while he smiled upon every one in the same colorless, silent and decidedly secret way.

Mr. Powers, were going to run out of caps before long, one official hurried forward to say.

Dugan has that in charge, he replied.

I guess well have a full attendance, whispered another of those high in his favor.

Thats good.

While he was sitting in his rosewood-finished office at one side of the great room dozens of those who had come from other districts to pay their respects and buy a ticket looked in upon him.

Ill be with you in the morning, Michael, said a jolly official from another district.

Thank you, George, he replied smiling. Well have a fine day, I hope.

I hope so, said the other.

Sitting about in their chairs, some of the older officials who had come to the club on this very special occasion fell into a reflective mood and dug up the conditions of the past.

Do you remember Mike as an alderman, Jerry?

I do. There was none better.

Remember his quarrel with Murtha?

Aye! He was for taking no odds from anybody those days.

Brave as a lion, he was.

He was.

Theres no question of his nerve to-day.

None at all.

Hes a good leader.

He is.

How did Powers ever come to get his grip upon the district? I inquired of an old office-holder who was silently watching the buzzing throng in the rooms before him.

He was always popular with the boys, he answered. Long before the fortieth was ever divided he was popular with the boys of one section of it. Creamer was leader at that time.

Yes, but how did he get up?

How does anybody get up? he returned. He worked up. When he was assistant mechanic in the Fire Department, getting a hundred and twenty a month, he gave half of it away. Anybody could get money off him; that was the trouble. Ive known him as a lad to give seventy-seven dollars away in one month.

Who was he, that he should distribute money so freely?

Captain of two hundred, of course. He wasnt called upon to spend his own money, though.

And that started him?

He was always a smart fellow, returned the speaker. Creamer liked him. Creamer was a fighter himself. Mike was as brave as a lion. When they divided the district he got John Kelly to give Powers the other half. He did it, of course, because he could trust Powers to stand with him. But he did it, just the same.

Kelly was head of Tammany Hall then?

He was.

While we were talking a cart-driver or street-cleaner made his way through the broad street-door towards the private office where so many others were, taking off his hat as he did so and waiting respectfully to one side. Dozens of young politicians were trifling about. The deputy commissioner of highways, the assistant deputy tax commissioner, the assistant deputy of the department of sewers, and others were lounging comfortably in the chiefs room. Three or four black-suited, priestly-looking assistants from the office of the chief of police were conferring in that wise, subtle and whispering way which characterizes all the conversation of those numerous aspirants for higher political preferment.

Some one stalked over to the waiting newcomer and said: Well?

Is Mr. Powers here this evening?

At the sound of his name the leader, who was lounging in his Russia-leather chair within, raised his head, and seeing the figure in the reception area, exclaimed:

Put on your hat, old man! No one is expected to put off his hat here. Come right in!

He paused, and as the street-sweeper approached he turned lightly to his satellites. Get the hell out of here, now, and let this man have a chance, he said quickly, the desire to be genial with all being apparent. The deputies came out of the room smiling and the old man was ushered in.

Now, Mr. Cassidy, I heard him begin, but slowly he moved around to the door and closed it. The conversation was terminated so far as we listeners from without were concerned. Only the profuse bowing of the old man as he came out, the Thank ye, Mr. Powers, thank ye, repeated and repeated, gave any indication as to what the nature of the transaction might have been.

While such incidents were passing the evening for some, the great crowd of ticket-purchasers continued. Hundreds upon hundreds filed in and out, some receiving a nod, some a mere glance of recognition, some only a scrutiny of a very peculiar sort.

Are these all members of the club? I asked of a friend, an ex-assemblyman and now precinct captain in the block in which I voted.

They re nearly all members of the district organization, he replied.

How many votes do you claim to control?

About five thousand.

How many votes are there in the district?

Ten thousand.

Then you have fully half the votes assured before election-time rolls around?

Weve got to have, he replied significantly. Theres no going into a fight under Powers, unless he knows where the votes are. He wont stand for it.

While sitting thus watching the proceedings, the hours passed and the procession thinned down to a mere handful. By midnight it looked as if all were over, and the leader came forth and quietly took his leave.

Anything more, Eddie? he asked of a peaked-face young Irishman outside his office door.

Nothing that I can think of.

Youll see to the building? he asked the deputy commissioner of taxes.

Itll look like a May party in the morning, Chief.


THE FIRE

IT is two oclock of a sultry summer afternoon in one of those amazingly crowded blocks on the East Side south of Fourteenth Street, which is drowsing out its commonplace existence through the long and wearisome summer. The men of the community, for it may as well be called a community since it involves all that makes a community, and that in a very small space, are away at work or in their small stores, which take up all of the ground floors everywhere. The housewives are doing their shopping in these same stores  groceries, bakeries, meat and fish markets. From the streets which bound this region people are pouring through, a busy host, coming from what sections of the city and the world and going to what sections of the city and the world no one may divine. Wagons rattle, trucks rumble by with great, creaking loads, a slot conduit trolley puts a clattering car past every fifteen or twenty seconds. The riffraff of life fills it as full as though it were the center of the world. Children, since there is no school now, are playing here. The streets are fairly alive with a noisy company of urchins who play at London Bridge and My Loves Lover, and are constantly getting in the way of one another and of every one else who chances to pass this way.

Suddenly, in the midst of an almost wearisome peace, comes the cry of fire. It comes from the cleanly depths of Number 358, in the middle of this block, where one Frederick Halsmann, paint-dealer and purveyor of useful oils to the inhabitants of this neighborhood, has apparently been busy measuring out a gallon of gasoline. He has been doing a fairly thriving business here for years, the rejuvenation of a certain apartment district nearby having brought him quite a demand for explosive and combustible oils, such as naphtha, gasoline and benzine, to say nothing of turpentine and some other less dangerous products, all of which he has stored in his basement. There is a law against keeping more than twenty gallons of any kind of explosive oil in a store or the basement of a store, but this law, like so many others of the great city, enjoys its evasions. What is the law between friends?

All the same, and at last, a fire has broken out  no one ever knows quite how. A passing stranger notes smoke issuing from a grating in front of the store. He calls the attention of Mr. Halsmann to it, but even before that the latter has seen it. He starts to descend an outside stairway leading to his particular basement but is halted by a terrific explosion which knocks him and some strangers down, shatters the windows in his own and other stores four or five numbers away, and tears a hole in the floor of his store through which his paints, a counter, a cash register and some other things begin to tumble. He is too astounded to quite grasp it all but recovering his feet he begins to shout: Maria! Maria! Come quick! And the children! Come out! Come down!

But his cries come too late. He has scarcely got the words out of his mouth when a second explosion, far more violent than the first, tears up the floor and the stairs leading to his home and throws the lurid fire into the rooms above. It smashes the glass in the front windows of stores across the street and blows a perfect hurricane of fire in the same direction. People run, yelling and screaming, a hundred voices raising the cry of Fire!

My God! My God! cries an old Jewish butcher over the way. He is standing in front of his store wringing his hands. It is Halsmanns store! Run quick! This to a child near him. Then he also runs. An idle policeman breaks for the nearest fire alarm box, and the crowds of the neighboring thoroughfares surge in here until the walks and the paving stones are black with people. A hundred heads pop out of neighboring windows. A thousand voices take up the cry of Fire!

From the houses adjoining, and even in this one, for the upper floors have not yet been completely shattered, people are hurrying. A woman with a child on the third floor is screaming and waving her free hand frantically. A score of families in the adjoining buildings are gathering their tawdry valuables together and hastening into the street. Some policemen from neighboring beats, several from the back rooms of saloons, come running, and the fight to obtain a little order in anticipation of the fire engines begins.

Get back there! commands Officer Casey, whose one idea of natural law in a very unspiritual world is that all policeman should always be in front where they can see best. He begins pushing hard at the vitals of a slender citizen whose curiosity is out of all proportion to his strength. Get back, I say! Yed think ye owned the earth, the way yere shovin in here. Get back!
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Give em a crack over the sconce, advises Officer Rooney, who can see no use in wasting time bandying words. Back with ye! Ill not be tellin ye twice. Back! And he places a brawny shoulder so as to do the utmost damage in the matter of crushing bones. It is rather good fun for a policeman who only a moment before was wondering what to do with his time.

In the meanwhile the flames are sweeping upward. In the basement, where gasoline sat by kerosene, and naphtha by that, the urge of the flames is irresistible. Already one small barrel and a five-gallon measure of gasoline have gone, sacrificing to its concentrated force the lives of Halsmanns wife and child. Now, a large half-barrel having been reached, the floors to the third level are ripped out by a terrifying crash that shatters the panes of glass in the windows in the next block and Plumber Davidson, on the third floor of the house next door, running to get his pocketbook out of a kitchen drawer and a kit of tools he had laid down before putting his head out of the front window, is seen to be caught and pinioned, and slaughtered where he stands. Street-sweeper Donnelsons wife, a stout slattern of a woman, who had run with many agonized exclamations to a cradle to pick up her little round-headed Johnnie and then to the mantel to grab a new clock, is later found in the basement of the same building, caught midway between the iron railing of a stair and a timber. Mrs. Steinmetz, the Jewish peddlers wife, of the fourth floor, is blown to the ceiling from her kitchen floor, and then, tumbling down, left unconscious on a stretch of planking, from which later she is rescued.

Outside, on the ground below, the people are gazing in terror and intense satisfaction. Here is a spectacle for you, if you please, here the end of a dull routine of many days. The fire-god has broken loose. The demon flame is trying his skill against the children of men and the demon water. He has caught them unawares. He has seized upon the place where the best of their ammunition is stored. From his fortress in the cellar he is hurling huge forks of flame and great gusts of heat. Before him now men and women stand helpless. White-faced onlookers gaze upward with expressions of mingled joy and pain.

Clang! Clang! Clang!

And the wail of a siren.

And yet another.

And yet another.

They announce the men of the Fortieth Hook and Ladder Company, of the Twenty-seventh Hook and Ladder and Fire Patrol, of the Thirty-third Engine and Hook and Ladder Company, and the Fifty-first Engine and Hose Company, down through a long list of stations covering an area of a half-dozen square miles.

In the midst of the uproar about the burning building, the metallic cry of this rescuing host is becoming more and more apparent. From every section they come, the glistening surfaces of their polished vehicles and implements shining in the sun, the stacks of their engines issuing volumes of smoke. Fire boxes drop fiery sparks as they speed past neighboring corners, the firemen stoking as they come. Groups of hook-and-ladder handlers are unhooking and making ready their ladders. Others, standing upright on their careening vehicles, are adjusting rubber coats and making ready to invade the precincts of danger at once. The art of balancing on one foot while tugging at great coils of hose that are being uncoiled from speeding vehicles is being deftly illustrated. These men like this sort of thing. It is something to do. They are trained men, ready to fight the fire demon at a moments notice, and they are going about their work with the ease and grace of those who feel the show as well as the importance of that which they do. Once more, after days of humdrum, they are the center of a tragedy, the cynosure of many eyes. It is exhilarating thus to be gazed at, as any one can see. They swing down from their machines in front of this holocaust with the nonchalance of men going to a dinner.

And the police reserves, they are here now too. This indifferent block, so recently the very heart of humdrum, is now the center of a great company of policemen. The regular width of the street from side to side and corner to corner has been cleared and is now really parked off by policemen pushing back the gaping and surging throng. There are cries of astonishment as the onrushing flames leap now from building to building, shouts of Stay where you are! to helpless women and children standing in open windows from which the smoke is threatening to drive them; there are great, wave-like pushings forward and recedings, as the officers, irritated by the eagerness of the crowd, endeavor to hold it in check.

McGinnity and six men to the roof of 354! comes the bellowing cry of a megaphone in the hands of a battalion chief.

Hennessy and Company H, spread out the life net!

Williams! Williams! You and Dubo scale the walls quick! Get that woman above there! Turn your hose on there, Horton, turn your hose on! Where is Company B? Cant you people get in line for the work here?

The assurance of the firemen, so used to the petty blazes that could be extinguished in half an hour by the application of a stream or two of water, has been slightly shaken by the evidence of the explosive nature of the material stored in the basement of this building. The sight of people hurrying from doorways with their few little valuables gathered up in trembling arms, or screaming in windows from which the flames and smoke have fairly shut off rescue, is, after all, disconcerting to the bravest. While the last explosion is shooting upward and outward and flames from the previously ignited ones are bursting through the side walls of adjoining structures and cutting off escape for a score, the firemen are loosing ladders and hose from a dozen still rolling vehicles and setting about the task of rescuing the victims. Suddenly a cask of kerosene, heated to the boiling point in the seething cauldron of the cellar, explodes, throwing a shower of blazing oil aloft which descends as a rain of fire. Over the crowd it pours, a licking, death-dealing rain, which sends them plunging madly away. In the rush, women and children arte trampled and more than one over-ambitious sightseer is struck by a falling dab of flaming oil. A police captain, standing in the middle of the street, is caught by a falling shower and instantly ignited. An old Polish Jew, watching the scene from the door of his eight-by-ten shop, is caught on the hand and sent crying within. Others run madly with burning coats and blazing hats, while over the roofs and open spaces can be seen more of these birdlike flames of fire fluttering to their destructive work in the distance. The power of the fire demon is at its height.

And now the servants of the water demon, the firemen, dismayed and excited, fall back a pace, only to return and with the strength of water at their command assail the power of the fire again. Streams of water are now spouting from a score of nozzles. A group of eight firemen, guided by a rotund battalion chief who is speaking through a trumpet, ascends the steps of a nearby doorway and gropes its way through the dark halls to apartments where frightened human beings may be cowering, too crazed by fear to undertake to rescue themselves. Another group of eight is to be seen working its way with scaling ladders to the roof of another building. They carry ropes which they hang over the eaves, thus constructing a means of egress for those who are willing and hardy enough to lay hold and descend in this fashion. Still another group of eight is spreading a net into which hovering, fear-crazed victims calling from windows above are commanded to jump. Through it all the regular puffing of the engines, the muffled voices of the captains shouting, and the rattling beat of the water as it plays upon the walls and batters its way through the windows and doors, can be heard as a monotone, the chorus of this grand contest in which man seeks for mastery over an element.

And yet the fire continues to burn. It catches a dressmaker who has occupied the rear rooms of the third floor of the building, two doors away from that of the paint-dealers shop, and while she is still waving frantically for aid she is enveloped with a glorious golden shroud of fire which hides her completely. It rushes to where a lame flower-maker, Ziltman, is groping agonizedly before his windows on the fifth floor of another tenement, and sends into his nostrils a volume of thick smoke which smothers him entirely. It sends long streamers of flame licking about doorposts and window frames of still other buildings, filling stairways and area-landings with great dark clouds of vapor and bursting forth in lurid, sinister flashes from nooks and corners where up to now fire has not been suspected. It appears to be an all-devouring Nemesis, feeding as a hungry lion upon this ruck of wooden provender and this wealth of human life. The bodies of stricken human beings are but fuel for it  but small additions to its spirals of smoke and its tongues of flame.

And yet these battalions of fighters are not to be discouraged. They guess this element to be a blind one, indifferent alike to failure or success. It may rage on and consume the whole city. It may soon be compelled to slink back to a smoldering heap. It appears to desire to burn fiercely, and yet they know that it will give way before its logical foe. Upon it, now, they are heaping a score of streams, beating at distant windows, tearing out distant doors, knocking the bricks from their plastered places, of houses not on fire at all and so setting up a barrier between it and other buildings, destroying in fact the form and order of years in order to make a common level upon which its enemy, water, can meet and defeat it.

But these little ants of beings, how they have scurried before this battle royal between these two elements! How fallen! How harried and bereft and tortured they seem! Under these now blackened and charred timbers and fallen bricks and stones and twisted plates of iron are not a few of them, dead. And beyond the still tempestuous battlefield, where flame and water still fight, are thousands more of them, agape with wonder and fear and pity. They do not know what water is, nor fire. They only know what they do, how dangerous they are, how really deadly and how indifferent to their wishes or desires. Forefend! forefend! is the wisest thought that comes to them, else these twain, and other strange and terrible things like them, will devour us all.

But these elements. Here they are and here they continue to battle until a given quantity of water has been able to overcome a given amount of fire. Like the fabled battle between the Efrit and the Kings daughter, they have fought each other over rooftops and in cellars and in the very air, where flame and water meet, and under twisted piles of timber and iron and stone.

Wherever any of the snaky heads of the demon fire have shown themselves, the flattened gusts of the demon water have assailed them. The two have fought in crevices where no human hand could reach. They have grappled with one another in titanic writhings above the rooftops, where the eyes of all men could see. They have followed one another to unexpected depths, fire showing itself wherever water has neglected to remain, the water returning where the fire has begun its battling anew. They have chased and twisted and turned, until at last, out-generaled in this instance, fire has receded and water conquered all.

But the petty little creatures who have been the victims of their contest, the chance occupants of the field upon which they chose to battle. But look at them now, agape with wonder and terror. And how they scurried! How jumped from the windows into nets, how clambered like monkeys down ladders, how gropingly they have staggered through halls of smoke, thick, rich smoke, as dark and soft and smooth as the fleece of a ram and as deadly as death.

And now small men, shocked by all that has befallen, gather and congratulate themselves on their victory or meditate on and bemoan their losses. The terror of it all!

I say, John, says the battalion chief of the second division to the battalion chief of the first, that was something of a fire, eh?

It was that, agrees the latter, looking grimly from under the rim of his wet red helmet.

That Dutchman must have had a half-dozen barrels of naphtha or gasoline down there to cause such a blowup as that. Why, that last blast, just before I got here, sent the roof off, they tell me.

It did that, returns the other thoughtfully. Therell be a big rumpus about it in the papers tomorrow. They ought to inspect these places better.

Thats right. Well, he got his fill. His wifes down there now, I think, and his baby. He aint been seen since the first explosion.

Too bad. But they oughtnt to do such things. They know the danger of it. Still, you never can tell em nothin.


THE CAR YARD

IF I were a painter one of the first things I would paint would he one or another of the great railroad yards that abound in every city, those in New York and Chicago being as interesting as any. Only I fear that my brush would never rest with one portrait. There would be pictures of it in sunshine and cloud, in rain and snow, in light and dark, and when heat caused the rails and the cars to bake and shimmer, and the bitter cold the mixture of smoke and steam to ascend in tall, graceful, rhythmic plumes that appear to be composed of superimposed circles and spirals of smoke and mist.

The variety of the cars. The variety of their contents. The long distances and differing climates and countries from which they have come  the Canadian snows, the Mexican uplands, Florida, California, Texas and Maine. As a boy, in the different cities and towns in which our family dwelt, I was forever arrested by the spectacle of these great freight trains, yellow, white, red, blue, green, toiling through or dissipating themselves in some terminal maze of tracks. I was always interested to note how certain cars, having reached their destination, would be sidetracked and left, and then presently the consignee or his agent or expressman would appear and the car be opened. Ice, potatoes, beef, furniture, machinery, boxed shipments of all kinds, would be taken out by some lone worker who, having come with a wagon, would back it up to the opened door and remove the contents. Most interesting of all to me were the immense shipments of live stock, the pigs, sheep, steers, on their last fatal journey and looking so non-understandingly out upon the strange world in which they found themselves, and baa-ing or moo-ing or squealing in tones that gave evidence of the uncertainty, the distress and the wonder that was theirs.

For a time in Chicago, between my eighteenth and nineteenth years, I was employed as a car-tracer in one of the great freight terminals of a railroad entering Chicago, a huge, windy, forsaken realm far out on the great prairie west of the city and harboring literally a thousand or more cars. And into it and from it would move such long freight trains, heavy with snow occasionally, or drenched with rain, and presenting such a variety of things in cars: coal, iron, cattle, beef, which would here be separated and entangled with or disentangled from many others and then moved on again in the form of other long trains. The clanging engine bells, the puffing stacks, the arresting, colorful brakemen and trainmen in their caps, short, thick coats, dirty gloves, and with their indispensable lanterns over their arms. In December and January, when the days were short and the nights fell early, I found myself with long lists of ear numbers, covering cars in transit and concerning which or their contents owners or shippers were no doubt anxious, hurrying here and there, now up and down long tracks, or under or between the somber cars that lined them, studying by the aid of my lantern the tags and car numbers, seeing if the original labels or addresses were still intact, whether the seals had remained unbroken, on what track the car was, and about where, and checking these various items on the slip given me, and, all being correct, writing O. K. across the face of it all. Betimes I would find a consigned car already in place on some far sidetrack, the consignee having already been notified, and some lone worker with a wagon busily removing the contents. Sometimes, being in doubt, I would demand to see the authorization, and then report. But except for occasional cars, that however accurately billed never seemed to appear, no other thing went wrong.

Subsequent to that time I have always been interested by these great tangles. Seeing them as in New York facing river banks where ships await their cargoes, or surrounded by the tall coal pockets and grain elevators of a crowded commercial section, I have often thought how typical of the shift and change of life they are, how peculiarly of this day and no other. Imagine a Roman, a Greek, an Egyptian or an Assyrian being shown one of these immense freight yards with their confusing mass of cars, their engines, bells, spirals of smoke and steam, their interesting variety of color, form and movement. How impossible to explain to such an one the mechanism if not the meaning of it all. How impossible it would be for him to identify what he saw with anything that he knew. The mysterious engines, the tireless switching, the lights, the bells, the vehicles, the trainmen and officials. And as far as some future age that yet may be is concerned, all that one sees here or that relates to this form of transportation may even in the course of a few hundred years have vanished as completely as have the old caravanseries of the Orient  rails, cars, engines, coal and smoke and steam, even the intricate processes by which present freight exchange is effected. And something entirely different may have come in its place, transportation by air, for instance, the very mechanism of flight and carriage directed by wireless from given centers.
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And yet, as far as life itself is concerned, its strife and change, how typical of it are these present great yards with their unending evidences of movement and change. These cars that come and go, how heavy now with freight, or import; how empty now of anything suggesting service or use even, standing like idle, unneeded persons upon some desolate track, while the thunder of life and exchange passes far to one side. And anon, as in life, each and every one of them finds itself in the very thick of life, thundering along iron rails from city to city, themselves, or rather their contents, eagerly awaited and welcomed and sought after, and again left, as before. And then the old cars, battered and sway-backed by time and the elements and long service, standing here and there unused and useless, their chassis bent and sometimes cracked by undue strain or rust, their sides bulging, their roofs and doors decayed and warped or broken, quite ready for that limbo of old cars, the junk yard rather than the repair shop.

And yet they have been so useful, have seen and done so much, been in such varied and interesting places  the cities, the towns, the country stations, the lone sidings where they have waited or rolled in sun and rain. Here in this particular New York yard over which I am now brooding, upon a great viaduct which commands it all, is one old car, recently emptied of its load of grain, about which on this winters day a flock of colorful pigeons are rising and falling, odd companions for such a lumbering and cumbersome thing, yet so friendly to and companionable with it, some of them walking peacefully upon its roof, others picking up remaining grains within its open door, others on the snowy ground before it picking still other fallen grains, and not at all disturbed by the puffing engines elsewhere. It might as well be a great boat accompanied by a cloud of gulls. And that other car there, that dusty, yellow one, labeled Central of Georgia, yet from which now a great wagonful of Christmas trees is being taken from Georgia, or where? Has it been to Maine or Labrabor or the Canadian north for these, and where will it go, from here, and how soon? Leaning upon this great viaduct that crosses this maze of tracks and commands so many of them, a great and interesting spectacle, I am curious as to the history or the lives of these cars, each and every one, the character of the places and lives among which each and every one of them has passed its days. They appear so wooden, so lumpish, so inert and cumbersome and yet the places they have been, the things they have seen!

I am told by the physicists that each and every atom of all of this wealth of timber and steel before me is as alive as life; that it consists, each and every particle, of a central spicule of positive energy about which revolve at great speed lesser spicules of negative energy.

And so these same continue to revolve until each particular atom, for some chemic or electronic reason, shall have been dissolved, when forthwith these spicules rearrange themselves into new forms, to revolve as industriously and as unceasingly as before. Springs the thought then: Is anything inert, lacking in response, perception, mood? And if not, what may each of these individual cars with their wealth of experience and observation think of this life, their place in it, their journeys and their strange and equally restless and unknowing companion, man?


THE FLIGHT OF PIGEONS

IN all the city there is no more beautiful sight than that which is contributed by the flight of pigeons. You may see them flying in one place and another, here over the towering stacks of some tall factory, there over the low roofs of some workaday neighborhood; the yard of a laborer, the roof of some immense office building, the eaves of a shed or barn furnishing them shelter and a point of rendezvous from which they sail. I have seen them at morning, when the sky was like silver, turning in joyous circles so high that the size of a large flock of forty was no more than a hands breadth. I have seen them again at evening, wheeling and turning in a light which was amethystine in its texture, so soft that they seemed swimming in a world of dream. In the glow of a radiant sunset, against the bosom of lowering storm clouds, when the turn of a wing made them look like a handful of snowflakes, or the shafts of the evening sunlight turned their bodies to gold, I have watched them soaring, soaring, soaring, running like children, laughing down the bosom of the wind, wheeling, shifting, rising, falling, the one idyllic note in a world of commonplace  or, perhaps more truthfully, the key central of what is a heavenly scene of beauty.

I do not know what it is that makes pigeons so interesting to me, unless it is that this flight of theirs into the upper world is to me the essence of things poetic, the one thing which I should like to do myself. The sunny sides of the barnyard roofs they occupy, the quiet beauty of the yards in which they live, their graceful and contented acceptance of the simple and the commonplace, their cooing ease, the charm of the landscapes over which they fly and against the outlines of which they are so often artistically engraved, are to me of the essence of the beautiful. I can think of nothing better. If I were to have the privilege of reincarnation I might even choose to be a pigeon.
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And, in connection with this, I have so often asked myself what there is in pure motion which is so delightful, so enchanting, and before the mystery of which, as manifested by the flight of pigeons my mind pauses, for it finds no ready solution. The poetry of music, the poetry of motion, the arch-significance of a graceful line in flight  these are of psychic, perhaps of chemic subtlety (who knows?), blending into some great scheme of universal rhythm, of which singing, dancing, running, flying, the sinuous curvings of rivers, the rhythmic wavings of trees, the blowings and restings of the winds, and every other lovely thing of which the earth is heir, are but integral parts.

Nature has many secrets all her own. We peer and search. With her ill moods we quarrel. Over her savageries we weep or rage. In her amethystine hours of ease and rest we rest also and wonder, moved to profound and regal melancholy over our own brief hours in her light, to unreasoned joy and laughter over her beauty in her better moods, their pensive exaltation.

As for myself, I only know that whenever I see these birds, their coats of fused slate and bright metallic colors shielding them so smoothly, their feet of coral, their eyes of liquid black, smooth-rimmed with pink, and strutting so soberly at ease on every barn roof or walk or turning, awing, in some heavenly light against a sky of blue or storm-black  I only know that once more a fugue of most delicate and airy mood is being fingered, that the rendition of another song is at hand.

To fly so! To be a part of sky, sunlight, air! To be thus so delicately and gracefully organized as to be able to rest upon the bosom of a breeze, or run down its curving surface in long flights, to have the whole world-side for a spectacle, the sunny roof of a barn or a house for a home! Not to brood over the immensities, perhaps, not to sigh over the too-well-known end!

Fold you your hands and gaze.... They speak of joy accomplished. Fold your hands and gaze. As you look you have that which they bring  beauty. It is without flaw and without price.


ON BEING POOR

POVERTY is so relative. I have lived to he thirty-two now, and am just beginning to find that out. Hitherto, in no vague way, poverty to me seemed to be indivisibly united with the lack of money. And this in the face of a long series of experiences which should have proved to any sane person that this was only relatively true. Without money, or at times with so little that an ordinary day laborer would have scoffed at my supply, I still found myself meditating gloomily and with much show of reason upon the poverty of others. But what I was really complaining of, if I had only known, was not poverty of material equipment (many of those whom I pitied were materially as well if not better supplied than I was) but poverty of mind, the most dreadful and inhibiting and destroying of all forms of poverty. There are others, of course:  Poverty of strength, of courage, of skill. And in respect to no one of these have I been rich, but poverty of mind, of the understanding, of taste, of imagination  therein lies the true misery, the freezing degradation of life.

For I walk through the streets of this great city  so many of them no better than the one in which I live  and see thousands upon thousands, materially no worse off than myself, many of them much better placed, yet with whom I would not change places save under conditions that could not be met, the principal one being that I be permitted to keep my own mind, my own point of view. For here comes one whose clothes are good but tasteless, or dirty; and I would not have his taste or his dirt. And here is another whose shabby quarters cost him as much as do mine and more, and yet I would not live in the region which he chooses for half his rent, nor have his mistaken notion of what is order, beauty, comfort. Nothing short of force could compel me. And here is one sufficiently well dressed and housed, as well dressed and housed as myself, who still consorts with friends from whom I could take no comfort, creatures of so poor a mentality that it would be torture to associate with them.

And yet how truly poor, materially, I really am. For over a year now the chamber in which I dwell has cost me no more than four dollars a week. My clothes, with the exception of such minor changes as ties and linen, are the very same I have had for several years. I am so poor at this writing that I have not patronized a theater in months. A tasteful restaurant such as always I would prefer has this long while been beyond my purse. I have even been beset by a nervous depression which has all but destroyed my power to write, or to sell that which I might write. And, as I well know, illness and death might at any time interefere and cut short the struggle that in my case has thus far proved materially most profitless; and yet, believe me, I have never felt poor, or that I have been cheated of much that life might give. Nor have I felt that sense of poverty that appears to afflict thousands of those about me.
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I cannot go to a theater, for instance, lacking the means. But I can and do go to many of the many, many museums, exhibits, collections and arboreta that are open to me for nothing in this great city. And for greater recreation even, I turn to such books of travel, of discovery, of scientific and philosophic investigation and speculation as chance to fit in with my mood at the time and with which a widespread public beneficence has provided me, and where I find such pleasure, such relief, such delight as I should hesitate to attempt to express in words.

But apart from these, which are after all but reports of and commentaries upon the other, comes the beauty, of life itself. I know it to be a shifting, lovely, changeful thing ever, and to it, the spectacle of it as a whole, in my hours of confusion and uncertainty I invariably return, and find such marvels of charm in color, tone, movement, arrangement, which, had I the genius to report, would fill the museums and the libraries of the world to overflowing with its masterpieces. The furies of snow and rain that speed athwart a hidden sun. The wracks and wisps of cloud that drape a winter or a summer moon. A distant, graceful tower from which a flock of pigeons soar. The tortuous, tideful rivers that twist among great forests of masts and under many graceful bridges. The crowding, surging ways of seeking men. These cost me nothing, and I weary of them never.

And sunsets. And sunrises. And moonsets. And moonrises. These are not things to which those materially deficient would in the main turn for solace, but to me they are substances of solace, the major portion of all my wealth or possible wealth, in exchange for which I would not take a misers hoard. I truly would not.


SIX OCLOCK

THE hours in which the world is working are numerous and always fascinating. It is not the night-time or the Sabbath or the day of pleasure that counts, but the days work. Whether it be as statesman or soldier, poet or laborer, the days work is the thing. And at the end of the days work, in its commoner forms at least, comes the signal of its accomplishment, the whistle, the bell, the fading light, the arresting face of the clock.

To me, personally, there is no hour which quite equals that which heralds the close of the days toil. I know, too, that others are important, the getting up and lying down of men, but this of ceasing after a days work, when we lay down the ax or the saw, or the pen or pencil, stay our machine, take off our apron and quit  that is wonderful. Others may quit earlier. The lawyer and the merchant and the banker may cease their labors an hour earlier. The highly valued clerk or official is not opposed if he leaves at four-thirty or at five, and at five-thirty skilled labor generally may cease. But at six oclock the rank and file are through, the great unwashed, as they have been derisively termed, the real laboring man and laboring woman. It is for them then that the six oclock whistle blows; that the six oclock bell strikes; it is for them that the evening lamps are lit in millions of homes; it is for them that the blue smoke of an evening fire curls upward at nightfall and that the street cars and vehicles of transfer run thick and black.

The streets are pouring with them at six oclock. They are as a great tide in the gray and dark. They come bearing their baskets and buckets, their armfuls of garnered wood, their implements of labor and of accomplishment, and their faces streaked with the dirt of their toil. While you and I, my dear sir, have been sitting at our ease this last hour they have been working, and where we began at nine they began at seven. They have worked all day, not from seven-thirty until five-thirty or from nine until four, but from seven to six, and they are weary.

You can see it in their faces. Some have a lean, pinched appearance as though they were but poorly nourished or greatly enervated. Some have a furtive, hurried look, as though the problem of rent and food and clothing were inexplicable and they were thinking about it all the time. Some are young yet and unscathed  the most are young (for the work of the world is done by the youth of the world)  and they do not see as yet to what their labor tends. Nearly all are still lightened with a sense of opportunity; for what may the world not hold in store? Are not its bells still tinkling, its lights twinkling? Are not youth and health and love the solvents of all our woes?

These crowds when the whistles blow come as great movements of the sea come. If you stand in the highways of traffic they are at once full to overflowing. If you watch the entrance to great mills they pour forth a living stream, dark, energetic, undulant. To see them melting away into the highways and byways is like seeing a stream tumble and sparkle, like listening to the fading echoes of a great bell. They come, vivid, vibrant, like a deep, full-throated note. They go again as bell notes finally go.
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If you stand at the entrance of one of our great industrial institutions you may see for yourself. Its walls are like those of a prison, tall, dark, many-windowed; its sound like that of a vast current of water pouring over a precipice. Inside a thousand or a hundred thousand shuttles may be crashing; I know not. Patient figures are hurrying to and fro. You may see them through the brightly lighted windows of a winters night. Suddenly the great whistle sounds somewhere in the thick of the city. Then another and another. In a moment a score and a hundred siren voices are calling out the hour of cessation and the rush of the great world of machinery is stilling. The figures disappear from the machines. The tiny doors at the bottom of the walls open. Out they come, hurrying, white-faced, black-shawled, the vast contingent of men and boys, girls and children; into the black night they hurry, the fresh winds sweeping about their insignificant figures. This is but one mill and all over the world as the planet rolls eastward these whistles are blowing, the factories are ceasing, the figures are pouring forth.

It is on such as these, O students of economics, that all our fine-spun fancies of life are based. It is on such as these that our statecraft is erected. Kings sit in palaces, statesmen confer in noble halls, because of these and such as these. The science of government  it is because of these. The art of production  it is by and for these. The importance of distribution  it concerns these. All our carefully woven theories of morals, of health, of property  they have these for their being; without them they are not.

The world runs with a rushing tide of life these days. It has broken forth into a veritable storm of creation. Men are born by the millions. They die in great masses silently. To-day they are here, to-morrow cut down and put away. But in these crowds of workers we see the flower of it all, the youth, the enthusiasm, the color. Life is here at its highest, not death. There are no sick here: they have dropped out. There are no halt, or very few, no lame. All the weaklings have been cut down and there remains here, running in a hurrying, sparkling stream, the energy, the strength, the hope of the world. That they may not be too hardly used is obvious, for then life itself ceases; that they may not be too utterly brutalized is sure, for then life itself becomes too brutal for endurance. That they may only be driven in part is a material truism. They cannot be driven too far; they must be led in part. For that the maxim, Feed my sheep.

But in the spectacle of living there is none other like this. It is all that life may ever be, energetic, hungry, eager. It is the hope of the world, and the yearning of the world concentrated. Here are passion, desire, despair, running eagerly away. The great whistles of the world sound their presence nightly. The sinking of the sun marks their sure approach. It is six oclock, and the work of the day is ended  for the night.


THE TOILERS OF THE TENEMENTS

NEW YORK CITY has one hundred thousand people who, under unfavorable conditions, work with their fingers for so little money that they are understood, even by the uninitiated general public, to form a class by themselves. These are by some called sewing-machine workers, by others tenement toilers, and by still others sweatshop employees; but, in a general sense, the term, tenement workers, includes them all. They form a great section in one place, and in others little patches, ministered to by storekeepers and trade agents who are as much underpaid and nearly as hard-working as they themselves.

Go into any one of these areas and you will encounter a civilization that is as strange and un-American as if it were not included in this land at all. Pushcarts and market-stalls are among the most distinctive features. Little stores and grimy windows are also characteristic of these sections. There is an atmosphere of crowdedness and poverty which goes with both. Any one can see that these people are living energetically. There is something about the hurry and enthusiasm of their life that reminds you of ants.

If you stay and turn your attention from the traffic proper, the houses begin to attract your attention. They are nearly all four-story or five-story buildings, with here and there one of six, and still another of seven stories; all without elevators, and all, with the exception of the last, exceedingly old. There are narrow entrance-ways, dingy and unlighted, which lead up dark and often rickety stairs. There are other alley-ways, which lead, like narrow tunnels, to rear tenements and back shops. Iron fire escapes descend from the roof to the first floor, in every instance, because the law compels it. Iron stairways sometimes ascend, where no other means of entrance is to be had. There are old pipes which lead upward and carry water. No such thing as sanitary plumbing exists. You will not often see a gas-light in a hall in as many as two blocks of houses. You will not see one flat in ten with hot and cold water arrangements. Other districts have refrigerators and stationary washstands, and bath tubs as a matter of course, but these people do not know what modern conveniences mean. Steam heat and hot and cold water tubs and sinks have never been installed in this area.

The houses are nearly all painted a dull red, and nearly all are divided in the most unsanitary manner. Originally they were built five rooms deep, with two flats on a floor, but now the single flats have been subdivided and two or three, occasionaly four or five, families live and toil in the space which was originally intended for one. There are families so poor, or so saving and unclean, that they huddle with other families, seven or eight persons in two rooms. Iron stands covered by plain boards make a bed which can be enlarged or reduced at will. When night comes, four, five, six, sometimes seven such people stretch out on these beds. When morning comes the bedclothes, if such they may be called, are cleared away and the board basis is used as a table. One room holds the stove, the cooking utensils, the chairs, and the sewing machine. The other contains the bed, the bed-clothing, and various kinds of stored material. Eating, sleeping, and usually some washing are done there.

I am giving the extreme instances, unfortunately common to the point of being numerous. In the better instances three or four people are housed in two rooms. How many families there are that live less closely quartered than this would not be very easy to say. On the average, five people live in two rooms. A peddler or a pushcart man who can get to where he can occupy two rooms, by having his wife and children work, is certain that he is doing well. Fathers and mothers, sons and daughters, go out to work. If the father cannot get work and the mother can, then that is the order of procedure. If the daughter cannot get work and the mother and father can, it is the daughters duty to take care of the house and take in sewing. If any of the boys and girls are too young to go out and enter the shops, duty compels them to help on the piecework that is taken into the rooms. Everything is work, in one form or another, from morning until night.

As for the people themselves, they are a strange mixture of all races and all creeds. Day after day you will see express wagons and trucks leaving the immigration station at the Battery, loaded to crowding with the latest arrivals, who are being taken as residents to one or another colony of this crowded section. There are Greeks, Italians, Russians, Poles, Syrians, Armenians and Hungarians. Jews are so numerous that they have to be classified with the various nations whose language they speak. All are poverty-stricken, all venturing into this new world to make their living. The vast majority have absolutely nothing more than the ten dollars which the immigration inspectors are compelled to see that they have when they arrive. These people recruit the territory in question.

In the same hundred thousand, and under the same tenement conditions, are many who are not foreign-born. I know personally of American fathers who have got down to where it is necessary to work as these foreigners work. There are home-grown American mothers who have never been able to lift themselves above the conditions in which they find themselves to-day. Thousands of children born and reared in New York City are growing up under conditions which would better become a slum section of Constantinople.

I know a chamber in this section where, at a plain wooden bench or table, sits a middle-aged Hungarian and his wife, with a fifteen-year-old daughter, sewing. The Hungarian is perhaps not honestly Gentile, for he looks as if he might have Hebrew blood in his veins. The mother and the daughter partake of a dark olive tinge, more characteristic of the Italian than of anything else. It must be a coincidence, however, for these races rarely mix. Between them and upon a nearby chair are piled many pairs of trousers, all awaiting their labor. Two buckles and a button must be sewed on every one. The rough edges at the bottom must be turned up and basted, and the inside about the top must be lined with a kind of striped cotton which is already set loosely in place. It is their duty to sew closely with their hands what is already basted. No machine worker can do this work, and so it is sent out to such as these, under the practice of tenement distribution. Their duty is to finish it.
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There would be no need to call attention to these people except that in this instance they have unwittingly violated the law. Tenement workers, under the new dispensation, cannot do exactly as they please. It is not sufficient for them to have an innate and necessitous desire to work. They must work under special conditions. Thus, it is now written that the floors must be clean and the ceilings whitewashed. There must not be any dirt on the walls. No room in which they work must have such a thing as a bed in it, and no three people may ever work together in one room. Law and order prescribe that one is sufficient. These others  father and daughter, or mother and daughter, or mother and father  should go out into the shops, leaving just one here to work. Such is the law.

These three people, who have only these two trades, have complied with scarcely any of these provisions. The room is not exactly as clean as it should be. The floor is dirty. Overhead is a smoky ceiling, and in one corner is a bed. The two small windows before which they labor do not give sufficient ventilation, and so the air in the chamber is stale. Worst of all, they are working three in a chamber, and have no license.

How now, asks an inspector, opening the door  for there is very little civility of manner observed by these agents of the law who constantly regulate these people any pants being finished here?

How? says the Hungarian, looking purblindly up. It is nothing new to him to have his privacy thus invaded. Unless he has been forewarned and has his door locked, police and detectives, to say nothing of health inspectors and other officials, will frequently stick their heads in or walk in and inquire after one thing or another. Sometimes they go leisurely through his belongings and threaten him for concealing something. There is a general tendency to lord it over and browbeat him, for what reason he has no conception. Other officials do it in the old country; perhaps it is the rule here.

So, says the inspector, stepping authoritatively forward, finishing pants, eh? All three of you? Got a license?

Vot? inquires the pale Hungarian, ceasing his labor.

Where is your license  your paper? Havent you got a paper?

The Hungarian, who has not been in this form of work long enough to know the rules, puts his elbows on the table and gazes nervously into the newcomers face. What is this now that the gentleman wants? His wife looks her own inquiry and speaks of it to her daughter.

What is it he wants? says the father to the child.

It is a paper, returns the daughter in Hungarian. He says we must have a license.

Paper? repeats the Hungarian, looking up and shaking his head in the negative. No.

Oh, so you havent got a license then? I thought so. Who are you working for?

The father stares at the child. Seeing that he does not understand, the inspector goes on: The boss, the boss! What boss gave you these pants to finish?

Oh, returns the little girl, who understands somewhat better than the rest, the boss, yes. He wants to know what boss gave us these pants. This last in a foreign tongue to her father.

Tell him, says the mother in Hungarian, that the name is Strakow.

Strakow, repeats the daughter.

Strakow, eh? says the inspector. Well, Ill see Mr. Strakow. You must not work on these any more. Do you hear? Listen, you, and he turns the little girls face up to him, you tell your father that he cant do any more of this work until he gets a license. He must go up to No. 1 Madison Avenue and get a paper. I dont know whether theyll give it to him or not, but he can go and ask. Then he must clean this floor. The ceiling must be whitewashed  see?

The little girl nods her head.

You cant keep this bed in here, either, he adds. You must move the bed out into the other room if you can. You mustnt work here. Only one can work here. Two of you must go out into the shop.

All the time the careworn parents are leaning forward eagerly, trying to catch the drift of what they cannot possibly understand. Both interrupt now and then with a What is it? in Hungarian, which the daughter has no time to heed. She is so busy trying to understand half of it herself that there is no time for explanation. Finally she says to her parents:

He says we cannot all work here.

Vot? says the father. No vork?

No, replies the daughter. Three of us cant work in one room. Its against the law. Only one. He says that only one can work in this room.

How! he exclaims, as the little girl goes on making vaguely apparent what these orders are. As she proceeds the old fellows face changes. His wife leans forward, her whole attitude expressive of keen, sympathetic anxiety.

No vork? he repeats. I do no more vork?

No, insists the inspector, not with three in one room.

The Hungarian puts out his right leg, and it becomes apparent that an injury has befallen him. Words he pours upon his daughter, who explains that he has been a pushcart peddler but has received a severe injury to his leg and cannot walk. Helping to sew is all that he can do.

Well, says the inspector when he hears of this, thats too bad, but I cant help it. Its the law. Youll have to see the department about it. I cant help it. Astonished and distressed, the daughter explains, and then they sit in silence. Five cents a pair is all they have been able to earn since the time the father became expert, and all they can do, working from five in the morning until eleven at night, is two dozen pairs a day  in other words, to earn seven dollars and twenty cents a week. If they delay for anything, as they often must, the income drops to six, and quite often to five, dollars. Two dollars a week is their tax for rent.

So! says the father, his mouth open. He is too deeply stricken and nonplussed to know what to do. The mother nervously turns her hands.

You hear now, says the inspector, taking out a tag and fastening it upon the goods no more work. Go and see the department.

How? asks the father, staring at his helpless family after the door has closed.

How indeed!

In the same round the inspector will come a little later to the shop from which the old Hungarian secured the trousers for finishing. He is armed with full authority over all of these places. In his pocket lie the tags, one of which he puts on a lot of clothing just ordered halted. If that tag is removed it is a penal offense. If it stays on no one can touch the goods until the contractor explains to the factory inspector how he has come to be giving garments for finishing to dwellers in tenements who have not a license. This is a criminal offense on his part. Now he must not touch the clothes he sent over there. If the old Hungarian returns them he must not accept them or pay him any money. This contractor and his clients offer a study in themselves.

His shop is on the third floor of a rear building, which was once used for dwelling purposes but is now given over entirely to clothing manufactories or sweatshops. A flight of dark, ill-odored, rickety stairs gives access to it. There is noise and chatter audible, a thick mixture of sounds from whirring sewing machines and muttering human beings. When you open the door a gray-haired Hebrew, whose long beard rests patriarchally upon his bosom, looks over his shoulders at you from a brick furnace, where he is picking up a reheated iron. Others glance up from their bent positions over machines and ironing-boards. It is a shadowy, hot-odored, floor littered room.

Have you a finisher doing work for you by the name of Koslovsky? inquires the inspector of a thin, brighteyed Syrian Jew, who is evidently the proprietor of this establishment.

Koslovsky? he says after him, in a nervous, fawning, conciliatory manner. Koslovsky? What is he? No.

Finisher, I said.

Yes, finisher  finisher, thats it. He does no work for me  only a little  a pair of pants now and then.

You knew that he didnt have a license, didnt you?

No, no. I did not. No license? Did he not have a license?

Youre supposed to know that. Ive told you that before. Youll have to answer at the office for this. Ive tagged his goods. Dont you receive them now. Do you hear?

Yes, says the proprietor excitedly. I would not receive them. He will get no more work from me. When did you do that?

Just this morning. Your goods will go up to headquarters.

So, he replied weakly. That is right. It is just so. Come over here.

The inspector follows him to a desk in the corner. Could you not help me out of this? he asks, using a queer Jewish accent. I did not know this once. You are a nice man. Here is a present for you. It is funny I make this mistake.

No, returns the inspector, shaking his head. Keep your money. I cant do anything. These goods are tagged. You must learn not to give out finishing to people without a license.

That is right, he exclaims. You are a nice man, anyhow. Keep the money.

Why should I keep the money? Youll have to explain anyhow. I cant do anything for you.

That is all right, persists the other. Keep it, anyhow. Dont bother me in the future. There!

No, we cant do that. Money wont help you. Just observe the law  thats all I want.

The law, the law, repeats the other curiously. That is right. I will observe him.

Such is one story  almost the whole story. This employer, so nervous in his wrongdoings, so anxious to bribe, is but a little better off than those who work for him.

In other tenements and rear buildings are other shops and factories, but they all come under the same general description. Men, women and children are daily making coats, vests, knee-pants and trousers. There are side branches of overalls, cloaks, hats, caps, suspenders, jerseys and blouses. Some make dresses and waists, underwear and neckwear, waist bands, skirts, shirts and purses; still others, fur, or fur trimmings, feathers and artificial flowers, umbrellas, and even collars. It is all a great allied labor of needlework, needlework done by machine and finishing work done by hand. The hundred thousand that follow it are only those who are actually employed as supporters. All those who are supported  the infants, school children, aged parents, and physically disabled relatives  are left out. You may go throughout New York and Brooklyn, and wherever you find a neighborhood poor enough you will find these workers. They occupy the very worst of tumble-down dwellings. Shrewd Italians, and others called padrones, sometimes lease whole blocks from such men as William Waldorf Astor, and divide up each natural apartment into two or three. Then these cubbyholes are leased to the toilers, and the tenement crowding begins.

You will see by peculiar evidences that things have been pretty bad with these tenements in the past. For instance, between every front and back room you will find a small window, and between every back room and the hall, another. The construction of these was compelled by law, because the cutting up of a single apartment into two or three involved the sealing up of the connecting door and the shutting off of natural circulation. Hence the state decided that a window opening into the hall would be some improvement, anyhow, and so this window-cutting began. It has proved of no value, however. Nearly every such window is most certainly sealed up by the tenants themselves.

In regard to some other matters, this cold enforcement of the present law is, in most cases, a blessing, oppressive as it seems at times. Men should not crowd and stifle and die in chambers where seven occupy the natural space of one. Landlords should not compel them to, and poverty ought to be stopped from driving them, Unless the law says that the floor must be clean and the ceiling white, the occupants will never find time to make them so. Unless the beds are removed from the workroom and only one person allowed to work in one room, the struggling sweater will never have less than five or six suffering with him. Enforce such a law, and these workers, if they cannot work unless they comply with these conditions, will comply with them, and charge more for their labor, of course. Sweatshop manufacturers cannot get even these to work for nothing, and landlords cannot get tenants to rent their rooms unless they are clean enough for the law to allow them to work in them. Hence the burden falls in a small measure on the landlord, but not always.

The employer or boss of a little shop, who is so nervous in wrongdoing, so anxious to bribe, is but a helpless agent in the hands of a greater boss. He is no foul oppressor of his fellow man. The great clothing concerns in Broadway and elsewhere are his superiors. What they give, he pays, barring a small profit to himself. If these people are compelled by law to work less or under more expensive conditions, they must receive more or starve, and the great manufactories cannot let them actually starve. They come as near to it now as ever, but they will pay what is absolutely essential to keep them alive; hence we see the value of the law.

To grow and succeed here, though, is something very different. Working, as these people do, they have very little time for education. The great struggle is for bread, and unless the families are closely watched, children are constantly sent to work before they are twelve. I was present in one necktie factory once where five of its employees were ordered out for being without proof that they were fourteen years of age. I have personally seen shops, up to a dozen, inspected in one morning, and some struggling little underling ordered out from each.

For why you come home? is the puzzled inquiry of the parents at night.

Da police maka me.

Down here, and all through this peculiar world, the police are everything. They regulate the conduct, adjudicate the quarrels, interfere with the evil-doers. The terror of them keeps many a child studying in the schoolroom where otherwise it would be toiling in the chamber at home or the shop outside. Still the struggle is against them, and most of them grow up without any of those advantages so common to others.

At the same time, there are many institutions established to reach these people. One sees Hebrew and Legal Aid Societies in large and imposing buildings. Outdoor recreation leagues, city playgrounds, schools, and university settlements  all are here; and yet the percentage of opportunity is not large. Parents have to struggle too hard. Their ignorant influence upon the lives of the young ones is too great.

I know a lawyer, though, of considerable local prestige, who has worked his way out of these conditions; and Broadway from Thirty-fourth Street south, to say nothing of many other streets, is lined with the signs of those who have overcome the money difficulty of lives begun under these conditions. Unfortunately the money problem, once solved, is not the only thing in the world. Their lives, although they reach to the place where they have gold signs, automobiles and considerable private pleasures, are none the more beautiful. Too often, because of these early conditions, they remain warped, oppressive, greedy and distorted in every worthy mental sense by the great fight they have made to get their money.

Nearly the only ideal that is set before these struggles still toiling in the area, is the one of getting money. A hundred thousand children, the sons and daughters of working parents whose lives are as difficult as that of the Hungarian portrayed and whose homes are as unlovely, are inoculated in infancy with the doctrine that wealth is all,  the shabbiest and most degrading doctrine that can be impressed upon anyone.


THE END OF A VACATION

IT was the close of summer. The great mountain and lake areas to the north of New York were pouring down their thousands into the hot, sun-parched city. Vast throngs were coming back on the steamboats of the Hudson. Vaster throngs were crowding the hourly trains which whirled and thundered past the long lane of villages which stretches between Albany and New York City. The great station at Albany was packed with a perspiring mass. The several fast expresses running without stop to New York City were overwhelmed. Particularly was the Empire State Express full. In the one leaving Albany at eight in the evening passengers were standing in the aisles.

It was a little, dark, wolf of a man who fought his way and that of his wife behind him to the car steps, and out of the scrambling, pushing throng rescued a car seat. He put his back against those who were behind and stood still until his wife could crowd in. Then he took his place beside her and looked grimly around. For her part, she arranged herself indifferently and looked wearily out of the window. She was dark, piquant, petite, attractive.

Behind these two there came another person, who Beemed not so anxious for a seat. While others were pushing eagerly he stepped to one side, holding his place close to the little wolf man yet looking indifferently about him. He was young, ruddy, stalwart, an artists ideal of what a summer youth ought to be. And now and then he looked in the direction of the wolf mans wife. But there appeared to be nothing of common understanding between them.
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The train pulled out with a slow clacking sound. It gained in headway, and lights of yard engines and those of other cars, as well as street lamps and houses, flashed into view and out again. Then came the long darkness of the open country and the river bank, and the people settled to endure the several hours in such comfort as they could. Some read newspapers, some books. The majority stared wearily out of the window, not attempting to talk. They were tired. The joys of their vacations were behind them. Why talk, with New York and early work ahead?

In the midst of these stood the young athlete, ruminating, In his seat before him sat the wolf man, studying a notebook. Beside him, the young wife, dark, piquant, nervously restless, kept her face to the window, arranging her back hair now and then with a jeweled hand, and occasionally turning her face inward to look at the car. It was as if a vast gulf lay between her and her spouse, as if they were miles and miles apart, and yet they were obviously married. You could see that by the curt, gruff questions he addressed to her, by the quick, laconic, uninterpretative replies. She was weary and so was he.

The train neared Poughkeepsie. For the twentieth or more time the jeweled hand had felt the back of her dark piled-up hair. For the fourth or fifth time the elbow had rested on the back of the seat, the hand falling lazily toward her cheek. Just once it dropped full length along the back ridge, safely above and beyond her husbands head and toward the hand of the standing athlete, who appeared totally unconscious of the gesture. Then it was withdrawn. A stir of interest seemed to go with it, a quick glance. There was something missing, The athlete was not looking.

At Yonkers the crowd was already beginning to stir and pull itself together. At Highbridge it was dragging satchels from the bundle racks and from beneath the seats. The little wolf man was closing up his notebook, looking darkly around. For the thirtieth time the jeweled hand felt of the dark hair, the elbow rested on the seat-top, and then for the second time the arm slipped out and rested full length, the hand touching an elbow which was now resting wearily, holding the shoulder and supporting the chin of the man who was standing. There was the throb as of an electric contact. The elbow rose ever so slightly and pressed the fingers. The eyes of the wolfs wife met the eyes of her summer ideal, and there stood revealed a whole summer romance, bright sunshades, lovely flowers, green grass, trysting-places, a dark, dangerous romance, with a grim, unsuspecting wolf in the background. The arm was withdrawn, the hair touched, the window turned to wearily. All was over.

And yet you could see how it might continue, could feel that it would. In the very mood of the two was indicated ways and means. But now this summer contact was temporarily over. The train rolled into Grand Central Station. The crowd arose. There was a determined shuffle forward of the wolf man, with his wife close behind him, and both were gone. The athlete followed respectfully after. He gave the wolf man and his wife a wide berth. He followed, however, and looked and thought  backward into the summer, no doubt, and forward.


THE TRACK WALKER

IF you have nothing else to do some day when you are passing through the vast network of subway or railway tracks of any of the great railways running northward or westward or eastward out of New York, give a thought to the man who walks them for you, the man on whom your safety, in this particular place, so much depends.

He is a peculiar individual. His work is so very exceptional, so very different from your own. While you are sitting in your seat placidly wondering whether you are going to have a pleasant evening at the theater or whether the business to which you are about to attend will be as profitable as you desire, he is out on the long track over which you are speeding, calmly examining the bolts that hold the shining metals together. Neither rain nor sleet may deter him. The presence of intense heat or intense cold or dirt or dust is not permitted to interfere with his work. Day after day, at all hours and in all sorts of weather, he may be seen quietly plodding these iron highways, his wrench and sledge crossed over his shoulders, and if it be night, or in the subway, a lantern over one arm, his eyes riveted on the rails, carefully watching to see if any bolts are loose or any spikes sprung. In the subway or the New York Central Tunnel, upward of two hundred cannon-ball flyers rush by him each day, on what might be called a four-track or ten-track bowling alley, and yet he dodges them all for perhaps as little as any laborer is paid. If he were not watchful, if he did not perform his work carefully and well, if he had a touch of malice or a feeling of vengefulness, he could wreck your train, mangle your body and send you praying and screaming to your Maker. There would be no sure way of detecting him.

Death lurks on the path he travels  subway or railway. Here, if anywhere, it may be said to be constantly lurking. What with the noise, which, in some places, like the subway and the various tunnels, is a perfect and continuous uproar, the smoke, which hangs like a thick, gloomy pall over everything, and the weak, ineffective lights which shine out on your near approach like will-o-the-wisps, the chances of hearing and seeing the approach of any particular train are small. Side arches, or small pockets in the walls, in some places, are provided for the protection of the men, but these are not always to be reached in time when a train thunders out of the gloom. If you look sharp you may sometimes see a figure crouching in one of these as you scurry past. He is so close to the grinding wheels that the dust and soot of them are flung over him like a spray.

And yet for all this, the money that is paid these men is beggarly small. The work they do is not considered exceptionally valuable. Thirty to thirty-five cents an hour is all they are paid, and this for ten to twelve hours work every day. That their lives are in constant danger is not a factor in the matter. They are supposed to work willingly for this, and they do. Only when one is picked off, his body mangled by a passing train, is the grimness of the sacrifice emphasized, and then only for a moment. The space which such accidents receive in the public prints is scarcely more than a line.

And now, what would you say of men who would do this work for so little? What estimate would you put on their mental capacity? Would you say that they are worth only what they can be made to work for? One of these men, an intelligent type of laborer, not a drinker nor one who even smoked, attracted my attention once by the punctuality with which he crossed a given spot on his beat. He was a middle-aged man, married, and had three children. Day after day, week after week, he used to arrive at this particular spot, his eye alert, his step quick, and when a train approached he seemed to become aware of it as if by instinct. When finally asked by me why he did not get something better to do, he said: I have no trade.

Where could I get more?

This man was killed by a train. Sure as was his instinct and keen his eye, he was nevertheless caught one evening, and at the very place where he deemed himself most sure. His head was completely obliterated, and he had to be identified by his clothes. When he was removed, another eager applicant was given his place, and now he is walking the same tunnel with a half-dozen others. If you question these men they will all tell you the same story. They do not want to do what they are doing, but it is better than nothing.

Rough necessity, a sense of duty, and behold, we are as bricks and stones, to be put anywhere in the wall, at the bottom of the foundation in the dark, or at the top in the light. And who chooses for us?


THE REALIZATION OF AN IDEAL

Any quality to which the heart of man aspires it may attain. Would you have virtue in the world, establish it yourself. Would you have tenderness, be tender. It is only by acting in the name of that which you deem to be an ideal that its realization is brought to pass.

IN the crowded section of the lower East Side of New York, where poverty reigns most distressingly, there stands a church which is a true representative of the religion of the poor. It is an humble building, crowded in among the flats and tenements that make the homely neighborhood homelier, and sends a crude and distorted spire soaring significantly toward the sky. There is but little light inside, for that which the crowded flat-buildings about does not shut out is weakened by the dusty stained-glass windows through which it has to pass. An arched and dark-angled ceiling lends a sense of dignity to it and over it all broods the solemn atmosphere of simplicity and faith.

It is in this church (and no doubt others of a similar character elsewhere) that is constantly recurring the miracle of earthly faith. Here it is, hour after hour, that one sees entering out of the welter and the din of the streets those humble examples of the poor and ignorant, who come here out of the cares of many other states to rest a while and pray.
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Near the door, between two large, gloomy pillars, there is a huge wooden cross, whereon is hung a life-size figure of the Christ. The hands and feet are pierced with the customary large forty-penny weight nails. The side is opened with an appalling gash, the forehead is crowned with the undying crown of thorns, which is driven down until the flesh is made to bleed.

Before this figure you may see kneeling, any day, not one but many specimens of those by whom the world has dealt very poorly. Their hands are rough, their faces worn and dull; on the gnarled and weary bodies are hung clothes of which you and I would be ashamed. Some carry bags, others huge bundles. With hands extended upward, their faces bearing the imprint of unquestioning faith, they look into the soft, pain-exhausted face of the Christ, imploring that aid and protection which the ordinary organization of society does not and cannot afford. It is in this church, as it seems to me, that the hours great lesson of tenderness is given.

I call the worlds attention to this picture with the assurance that this is the great, the beautiful, and the important lesson. If there be those who do not see in the body-racked figure of Christ an honest reiteration of an actual event, who cannot honestly admit that such a thing could have reasonably occurred, there is still a lesson just as impressive and just as binding as though it had. These people whom you see kneeling here and lifting up their hands present an actuality of faith which cannot be denied. This Christ, if to you and to me a myth, is to them a reality. And in so far as He is real to them He implies an ardent desire on the part of the whole human race for tenderness and mercy which it may be as well not to let go unanswered. For if Christ did not suffer, if His whole life-story was a fiction and a delusion, then all the yearning and all the faith of endless millions of men, who have lived believing and who died adoring, only furnishes proof that the race really needs such an ideal  that it must have tenderness and mercy to fly to or it could not exist.

Man is a hopeful animal. He lives by the belief that some good must accrue to him or that his life is not worth the living. It is this faith then, that in disaster or hours of all but unendurable misery causes him to turn in supplication to a higher power, and unless these prayers are in some measure answered, that faith can and will be destroyed, and life will and does become a shambles indeed. Hence, if one would balance peace against danger and death it becomes necessary for each to act as though the ideals of the world are in some sense real and that he in person is sponsor for them.

These prayers that are put up, and these supplications, if not addressed to the actual Christ, are nevertheless sent to that sum of human or eternal wisdom or sympathy as you will of which we are a part. If you believe that hope is beautiful and that mercy is a virtue, if you would have the world more lovely and its inhabitants more kind, if you would have goodness triumph and sorrow laid aside, then you must be ready to make good to such supplicants and supplications as fall to you the virtues thus pathetically appealed to. You must act in the name of tenderness. If you cannot or will not, by so much is the realization of human ideals, the possibility of living this life at all decently by any, made less.


THE PUSHCART MAN

ONE of the most appealing and interesting elements in city life, particularly that metropolitan city life which characterizes New York, is the pushcart man. This curious creature of modest intellect and varying nationality infests all the highways of the great city without actually dominating any of them except a few streets on the East Side. He is as hard-working, in the main, as he is ubiquitous. His cart is so shabby, his stock in trade so small. If he actually earns a reasonable wage it is by dint of great energy and mere luck, for the officers of the law in apparently every community find in the presence of this person an alluring source of profit and he is picked and grafted upon as is perhaps no other member of the commonplace brotherhood of trade.

I like to see them trundling their two-wheeled vehicles about the city, and I like to watch the patience and the care with which they exercise their barely tolerated profession of selling. You see them everywhere; vendors of fruit, vegetables, chestnuts on the East Side, selling even dry goods, hardware, furs and groceries; and elsewhere again the Greeks selling neckwear, flowers and curios, the latter things at which an ordinary man would look askance, but which the lower levels of society somehow find useful.

I have seen them tramping in long files across Williamsburg Bridge at one, two and three oclock in the morning to the Wallabout Market in Brooklyn. And I have seen them clambering over hucksters wagons there and elsewhere searching for the choicest bits, which they hope to sell quickly. The market men have small consideration for them and will as lief strike or kick at them as to reach a bargain with them.

For one thing, I remember watching an old pushcart vendor one sweltering afternoon in summer from one oclock in the afternoon to seven the same evening, and I was never more impressed with the qualities which make for success in this world, qualities which are rare in American life, or in any life, for that matter, for patience and good nature and sturdy charitable endurance are not common qualities anywhere.

He had his stand at Sixth Avenue and Twenty-third Street, New York, then the center of the shopping life of the city  or I had better say that he attempted to keep it there, for he was not altogether successful. He was a dark, gray-headed, grizzle-cheeked guinea or dago, as he was scornfully dubbed by the Irish policeman who made his life a burden. His eye was keen, his motion quick, his general bodily make-up active, despite the fact that he was much over fifty years of age.

Thats a good one, the Irish policeman observed to me in passing, noting that I was looking at him. Hes a fox. A fine time I have keeping my eye on him.

The old Italian seemed to realize that we were talking about him for he shifted the position of his cart nervously, moving it forward a few feet. Finding himself undisturbed, he remained there. Presently, however, a heavy ice-wagon lumbered up from the west and swung in with a reckless disregard of the persons, property and privileges of the vendors who were thus unobtrusively grouped together. At the same time the young Irish-American driver raised his voice in a mighty bellow:

Get out of there! Move on out! What the hell d ye want to block up the street for, anyway? Go on!

With facile manipulation of his reins he threw his wagon tongue deliberately among them and did his best to cause some damage in order to satisfy his own passing irritation.

All three vendors jumped to the task of extricating their carts, but I could not help distinguishing the oldest of the three for the dexterity with which he extricated his and the peaceful manner in which he pushed it away. The lines of his face remained practically undisturbed. All his actions denoted a remarkable usedness to difficulty. Not once did he look back, either to frown or complain. Instead, his only concern was to discover the whereabouts of the policeman. For him he searched the great crowd in every direction, even craning his neck a little. When he had satisfied himself that the coast was clear, he pushed in close to the sidewalk again and began his wait for customers.

While he was thus waiting the condition of his cart and the danger of an unobserved descent on the part of a policeman engaged his entire attention. Some few peaches had fallen awry, and these he busily straightened. One pile of those which he was selling two for five had now become low and this he replenished from baskets of hitherto undisturbed peaches, carefully dusting the fuzz off each one with a small brush in order to heighten their beauty and add to the attractiveness of the pile. Incidentally his eye was upon the crowd, for every once in a while his arm would stretch out in a most dramatic manner, inviting a possible purchaser with his subtle glance.
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Peaches! Fine! Peaches! Fine! Fine!

Whenever a customer came close enough, these words were called to him in a soft, persuasive tone. He would bend gracefully forward, pick up a peach as if the mere lifting of it were a sufficient inducement, take up a paper bag as if the possible transaction were an assured thing, and look engagingly into the passerbys eyes. When it was really settled that a purchase was intended, no word, however brief, could fail to convey to him the import of the situation and the number of peaches desired.

Five  ten. The mention of a sum of money. These, or your hand held up, would bring quickly what you desired.

Grace was the perfect word with which to describe this mans actions.

From one until seven o clock of this sweltering afternoon, every moment of his time was occupied. The police made it difficult for him to earn his living, for the simple reason that they were constantly making him move on. Not only the regular policemen of the beat, but the officers of the crossing, and the wandering wayfarers from other precincts all came forward at different times and hurried him away.

Get out, now! ordered one, in a rough and even brutal tone. Move on. If I catch you around here any more to-day Ill lock you up.

The old Italian lowered his eyes and hustled his cart out into the sun.

And dont you come back here any more, the policeman called after him; then turning to me he exclaimed: Begob, a man pays a big license to keep a store, and these dagos come in front of his place and take all his business. They ought to be locked up  all of them.

Havent they a right to stand still for a moment? I inquired.

They have, he said, but they havent any right to stand in front of any mans place when he dont want them there. They drive me crazy, keeping them out of here. Ill shoot some of them yet.

I looked about to see what if any business could be injured by their stopping and selling fruit, but found only immense establishments dealing in dry goods, drugs, furniture and the like. Some one may have complained, but it looked much more like an ordinary case of official bumptiousness or irritation.

At that time, being interested in such types, I chose to follow this one, to see what sort of a home life lay behind him. It was not difficult. By degrees, and much harried by the police, his cart with only a partially depleted stock was pushed to the lower East Side, in Elizabeth Street, to be exact. Here he and his family  a wife and three or four children  occupied two dingy rooms in a typical East Side tenement. Whether he was at peace with his swarthy, bewrinkled old helpmate I do not know, but he appeared to be, and with his several partially grown children. On his return, two of them, a boy and a girl, greeted him cheerfully, and later, finding me interested and following him, and assuming that I was an officer of the law, quickly explained to me what their father did.

Hes a peddler, said the boy. He peddles fruit. 

And where does he get his fruit? I asked.

Over by the Wallabout. He goes over in the morning.

I recalled seeing the long procession of vendors beating a devious way over the mile or more of steel bridge that spans the East River at Delancey Street, at one and two and three of a winter morning. Could this old man be one of these tramping over and tramping back before daylight?

Do you mean to say that he goes over every day?

Sure.

The old gentleman, by now sitting by a front window waiting for his dinner and gazing down into the sunbaked street not at all cooled by the fall of night, looked down and for some reason smiled. I presume he had seen me earlier in the afternoon. He could not know what we were talking about, however, but he sensed something. Or perhaps it was merely a feeling of the need of being pleasant.

Upon making my way to the living room and kitchen, as I did, knowing that I could offer a legal pretext, I found the same shabby and dark, but not dirty. An oil stove burned dolefully in the rear. Mrs. Pushcart Man was busy about the evening meal.

The smirks. The genuflections.

And how much does your father make a day? I finally asked, after some other questions.

This is a lawless question anywhere. It earned its own reward. The son inquired of the father in Italian. The latter tactfully shrugged his shoulders and held out his hands. His wife laughed and shrugged her shoulders.

One, two dollars, he says, said the boy.

There was no going back of that. He might have made more. Why should he tell anybody  the police or any one else?

And so I came away.

But the case of this one seemed to me to be so typical of the lot of many in our great cities. All of us are so pushed by ambition as well as necessity. Yet all the feelings and intuitions of the average American-born citizen are more or less at variance with so shrewd an acceptance of difficulties. We hurry more, fret and strain more, and yet on the whole pretend to greater independence. But have we it? I am sure not. When one looks at the vast army of clerks and underlings, pushing, scheming, straining at their social leashes so hopelessly and wearing out their hearts and brains in a fruitless effort to be what they cannot, one knows that they are really no better off and one wishes for them a measure of this individuals enduring patience.


A VANISHED SEASIDE RESORT

AT Broadway and Twenty-third Street, where later, on this and some other ground, the once famed Flatiron Building was placed, there stood at one time a smaller building, not more than six stories high, the northward looking blank wall of which was completely covered with a huge electric sign which read:

SWEPT BY OCEAN BREEZES

THE GREAT HOTELS PAINS FIREWORKS

SOUSAS BAND

SEIDLS GREAT ORCHESTRA 

THE RACES

NOW  MANHATTAN BEACH  NOW

Each line was done in a different color of lights, light green for the ocean breezes, white for Manhattan Beach and the great hotels, red for Pains fireworks and the races, blue and yellow for the orchestra and band. As one line was illuminated the others were made dark, until all had been flashed separately, when they would again be flashed simultaneously and held thus for a time. Walking up or down Broadway of a hot summer night, this sign was an inspiration and an invitation. It made one long to go to Manhattan Beach. I had heard as much or more about Atlantic City and Coney Island, but this blazing sign lifted Manhattan Beach into rivalry with fairyland.

Where is Manhattan Beach? I asked of my brother once on my first coming to New York. Is it very far from here?

Not more than fifteen miles, he replied. Thats the place you ought to see. Ill take you there on Sunday if you will stay that long.

Since I had been in the city only a day or two, and Sunday was close at hand, I agreed. When Sunday came we made our way, via horse-cars first to the East Thirty-fourth Street ferry and then by ferry and train, eventually reaching the beach about noon.

Never before, except possibly at the Worlds Fair in Chicago, had I ever seen anything to equal this seaward-moving throng. The day was hot and bright, and all New York seemed anxious to get away. The crowded streets and ferries and trains! Indeed, Thirty-fourth Street near the ferry was packed with people carrying bags and parasols and all but fighting each other to gain access to the dozen or more ticket windows. The boat on which we crossed was packed to suffocation, and all such ferries as led to Manhattan Beach of summer week-ends for years afterward, or until the automobile arrived, were similarly crowded. The clerk and his prettiest girl, the actress and her admirer, the actor and his playmate, brokers, small and exclusive tradesmen, men of obvious political or commercial position, their wives, daughters, relatives and friends, all were outbound toward this much above the average resort.

It was some such place, I found, as Atlantic City and Asbury Park are to-day, yet considerably more restricted. There was but one way to get there, unless one could travel by yacht or sail-boat, and that was via train service across Long Island. As for carriage roads to this wonderful place there were none, the intervening distance being in part occupied by marsh grass and water. The long, hot, red trains leaving Long Island City threaded a devious way past many pretty Long Island villages, until at last, leaving possible home sites behind, the road took to the great meadows on trestles, and traversing miles of bending marsh grass astir in the wind, and crossing a half hundred winding and mucky lagoons where lay water as agate in green frames and where were white cranes, their long legs looking like reeds, standing in the water or the grass, and the occasional boat of a fisherman hugging some mucky bank, it arrived finally at the white sands of the sea and this great scene. White sails of small yachts, the property of those who used some of these lagoons as a safe harbor, might be seen over the distant grass, their sails full spread, as one sped outward on these trains. It was romance, poetry, fairyland.

And the beach, with its great hotels, held and contained all summer long all that was best and most leisurely and pleasure-loving in New Yorks great middle class of that day. There were, as I knew all the time, other and more exclusive or worse beaches, such as those at Newport and Coney Island, but this was one which served a world which was plainly between the two, a world of politicians and merchants, and dramatic and commercial life generally. I never saw so many prosperous-looking people in one place, more with better and smarter clothes, even though they were a little showy.

The straw hat with its blue or striped ribbon, the flannel suit with its accompanying white shoes, light cane, the pearl-gray derby, the check suit, the diamond and pearl pin in necktie, the silk shirt. What a cool, summery, airy-fairy realm!

And the women! I was young and not very experienced at the time, hence the effect, in part. But as I stepped out of the train at the beach that day and walked along the boardwalks which paralleled the sea, looking now at the blue waters and their distant white sails, now at the great sward of green before the hotels with its formal beds of flowers and its fountains, and now at the enormous hotels themselves, the Manhattan and the Oriental, each with its wide veranda packed with a great company seated at tables or in rockers, eating, drinking, smoking and looking outward over gardens to the blue sea beyond, I could scarcely believe my eyes  the airy, colorful, summery costumes of the women who made it, the gay, ribbony, flowery hats, the brilliant parasols, the beach swings and chairs and shades and the floating diving platforms. And the costumes of the women bathing. I had never seen a seaside bathing scene before. It seemed to me that the fabled days of the Greeks had returned. These were nymphs, nereids, sirens in truth. Old Triton might well have raised his head above the blue waves and sounded his spiral horn.

And now my brother explained to me that here in these two enormous hotels were crowded thousands who came here and lived the summer through. The wealth, as I saw it then, which permitted this! Some few Western senators and millionaires brought their yachts and private cars. Senator Platt, the State boss, along with one or more of the important politicians of the State, made the Oriental, the larger and more exclusive of the two hotels, his home for the summer. Along the verandas of these two hotels might be seen of a Saturday afternoon or of a Sunday almost the entire company of Brooklyn and New York politicians and bosses, basking in the shade and enjoying the beautiful view and the breezes. It was no trouble for any one acquainted with the city to point out nearly all of those most famous on Broadway and in the commercial and political worlds. They swarmed here. They lolled and greeted and chatted. The bows and the recognitions were innumerable. By dusk it seemed as though nearly all had nodded or spoken to each other.

And the interesting and to me different character of the amusements offered here! Out over the sea, at one end of the huge Manhattan Hotel, had been built a circular pavilion of great size, in which by turns were housed Seidls great symphony orchestra and Sousas band. Even now I can hear the music carried by the wind of the sea. As we strolled along the beach wall or sat upon one or the other of the great verandas we could hear the strains of either the orchestra or the band. Beyond the hotels, in a great field surrounded by a board fence, began at dusk, at which time the distant lighthouses over the bay were beginning to blink, a brilliant display of fireworks, almost as visible to the public as to those who paid a dollar to enter the grounds. Earlier in the afternoon I saw many whose only desire appeared to be to reach the race track in time for the afternoon races. There were hundreds and even thousands of others to whom the enclosed beach appeared to be all. The hundreds of dining-tables along the veranda of the Manhattan facing the sea seemed to call to still other hundreds. And yet again the walks among the parked flowers, the wide walk along the sea, and the more exclusive verandas of the Oriental, which provided no restaurant but plenty of rocking-chairs, seemed to draw still other hundreds, possibly thousands.

But the beauty of it all, the wonder, the airy, insubstantial, almost transparent quality of it all! Never before had I seen the sea, and here it was before me, a great, blue, rocking floor, its distant horizon dotted with white sails and the smoke of but faintly visible steamers dissolving in the clear air above them. Wide-winged gulls were flying by. Hardy rowers in red and yellow and green canoes paddled an uncertain course beyond the breaker line. Flowers most artfully arranged decorated the parapet of the porch, and about us rose a babel of laughing and joking voices, while from somewhere came the strains of a great orchestra, this time within one of the hotels, mingling betimes with the smash of the waves beyond the seawall. And as dusk came on, the lights of the lighthouses, and later the glimmer of the stars above the water, added an impressive and to me melancholy quality to it all. It was so insubstantial and yet so beautiful. I was so wrought up by it that I could scarcely eat. Beauty, beauty, beauty  that was the message and the import of it all, beauty that changes and fades and will not stay. And the eternal search for beauty. By the hard processes of trade, profit and loss, and the driving forces of ambition and necessity and the love of and search for pleasure, this very wonderful thing had been accomplished. Unimportant to me then, how hard some of these people looked, how selfish or vain or indifferent! By that which they sought and bought and paid for had this thing been achieved, and it was beautiful. How sweet the sea here, how beautiful the flowers and the music and these parading men and women. I saw women and girls for the favor of any one of whom, in the first flush of youthful ebullience and ignorance, I imagined I would have done anything. And at the very same time I was being seized with a tremendous depression and dissatisfaction with myself. Who was I? What did I amount to? What must one do to be worthy of all this? How little of all this had I known or would ever know! How little of true beauty or fortune or love! It mattered not that life for me was only then beginning, that I was seeing much and might yet see much more; my heart was miserable. I could have invested and beleaguered the world with my unimportant desires and my capacity. How dare life, with its brutal non-perception of values, withhold so much from one so worthy as myself and give so much to others? Why had not the dice of fortune been loaded in my favor instead of theirs? Why, why, why? I made a very doleful companion for my very good brother, I am sure.

And yet, at that very time I was asking myself who was I that I should complain so, and why was I not content to wait? Those about me, as I told myself, were better swimmers, that was all. There was nothing to be done about it. Life cared no whit for anything save strength and beauty. Let one complain as one would, only beauty or strength or both would save one. And all about, in sky and sea and sun, was that relentless force, illimitable oceans of it, which seemed not to know man, yet one tiny measure of which would make him of the elect of the earth. In the dark, over the whispering and muttering waters, and under the bright stars and in eyeshot of the lamps of the sea, I hung brooding, listening, thinking; only, after a time, to return to the hot city and the small room that was mine to meditate on what life could do for one if it would. The flowers it could strew in ones path! The beauty it could offer one  without price, as I then imagined  the pleasures with which it could beset ones path.

With what fever and fury it is that the heart seeks in youth. How intensely the little flame of life burns! And yet where is its true haven? What is it that will truly satisfy it? Has any one ever found it? In subsequent years I came by some of the things which my soul at that time so eagerly craved, the possession of which I then imagined would satisfy me, but was mine or any other heart ever really satisfied? No. And again no.

Each day the sun rises, and with it how few with whom a sense of contentment dwells! For each how many old dreams unfulfilled, old and new needs unsatisfied. Onward, onward is the lure; what life may still do, not what it has done, is the all-important. And to ask of any one that he count his blessings is but an ungrateful bit of meddling at best. He will none of it. At twenty, at thirty, at sixty, at eighty, the lure is still there, however feeble. More and ever more. Only the wearing of the body, the snapping of the string, the weakening of the inherent urge, ends the search. And with it comes the sad by-thought that what is not realized here may never again be anywhere. For if not here, where is that which could satisfy it as it is here? Of all pathetic dreams that which pictures a spiritual salvation elsewhere for one who has failed in his dreams here is the thinnest and palest, a beggars dole indeed.

But that youthful day by the sea!

* * * * *

Twenty-five years later I chanced to visit a home on the very site of one of these hotels, a home which was a part of a new real-estate division. But of that old, sweet, fair, summery life not a trace. Gone were the great hotels, the wall, the flowers, the parklike nature of the scene. In twenty-five years the beautiful circular pavilion had fallen into the sea and a part of the grounds of the great Manhattan Hotel had been eaten away by winter storms. The Jersey Coast, Connecticut, Atlantic City, aided by the automobile, had superseded and effaced all this. Even the great Oriental, hanging on for a few years and struggling to accommodate itself to new conditions, had at last been torn down. Only the beach remained, and even that was changed to meet new conditions. The land about and beyond the hotels had been filled in, planted to trees, divided by streets and sold to those who craved the freshness of this seaside isle.

But of this older place not one of those with whom I visited knew aught. They had never seen it, had but dimly heard of it. So clouds gather in the sky, are perchance illuminated by the sun, dissolve, and are gone. And youth, viewing old realms of grandeur or terror, views the world as new, untainted, virgin, a realm to be newly and freshly exploited  as, in truth, it ever is.

But we who were  !


THE BREAD-LINE

IT is such an old subject in New York. It has been here so long. For thirty-five or forty years newspapers and magazines have discussed the bread-line, and yet there it is, as healthy and vigorous a feature of the city as though it were something to be desired. And it has grown from a few applicants to many, from a small line to a large one. And now it is a sight, an institution, like a cathedral or a monument.

A curious thing, when you come to think of it. Poverty is not desirable. Its dramatic aspect may be worth something to those who are not poor, for prosperous human nature takes considerable satisfaction in proclaiming: Lord, I am not as other men, and having it proved to itself. But this thing, from any point of view is a pathetic and a disagreeable thing, something you would feel the city as a corporation would prefer to avoid. And yet there it is.

For the benefit of those who have not seen it I will describe it again, though the task is a wearisome one and I have quite another purpose than that of description in doing so. The scene is the side door of a bakery, once located at Ninth Street and Broadway, and now moved to Tenth and Broadway, the line extending toward the west and Fifth Avenue, where formerly it was to the east and Fourth Avenue. It is composed of the usual shabby figures, men of all ages, from fifteen or younger to seventy. The line is not allowed to form before eleven oclock, and at this hour perhaps a single figure will shamble around the corner and halt on the edge of the sidewalk. Then others, for though they appear to come slowly, some dubiously, they almost all arrive one at a time. Haste is seldom manifest in their approach. Figures appear from every direction, limping slowly, slouching stupidly, or standing with assumed or real indifference, until the end of the line is reached, when they take their places and wait.

A low murmur of conversation begins after a time, but for the most part the men stand in stupid, unbroken silence. Here and there may be two or three talkative ones, and if you pass close enough you will hear every topic of the times discussed or referred to, except those which are supposed to interest the poor. Wretchedness, poverty, hunger and distress are seldom mentioned. The possibilities of a match between prize-ring favorites, the days evidence in the latest murder trial, the chance of war somewhere, the latest improvements in automobiles, a flying machine, the prosperity or depression of some other portion of the world, or the mistakes of the government at Washington  these, or others like them, are the topics of whatever conversation is held. It is for the most part a rambling, disconnected conversation.

Wait until Dreyfus gets out of prison, said one to his little black-eyed neighbor one night, years ago, and youll see them guys fallin on his neck.

Maybe they will, and maybe they wont, the other muttered. Them Frenchmen aint strong for Jews.

The passing of a Broadway ear awakens a vague idea of progress, and some one remarks: Theyll have them things runnin by compressed air before we know it.

Ive driv mule-cars by here myself, replies another.

A few moments before twelve a great box of bread is pushed outside the door, and exactly on the hour a portly, round-faced German takes his position by it, and calls: Ready! The whole line at once, like a well-drilled company of regulars, moves quickly, in good marching time, diagonally across the sidewalk to the inner edge and pushes, with only the noise of tramping feet, past the box. Each man reaches for a loaf and, breaking line, wanders off by himself. Most of them do not even glance at their bread but put it indifferently under their coats or in their pockets. They betake themselves heaven knows where  to lodging houses, park benches (if it be summer), hall-bedrooms possibly, although in most cases it is doubtful if they possess one, or to charitable missions of the poor. It is a small thing to get, a loaf of dry bread, but from three hundred to four hundred men will gather nightly from one years end to the other to get it, and so it has its significance.

The thing that I protest against is that it endures. It would be so easy, as it seems to me, in a world of even moderate organization to do something that would end a spectacle of this kind once and for all, if it were no more than a law to destroy the inefficient. I say this not in cruelty but more particularly with the intention of awakening thought. There is so much to do. In America the nations roads have not even begun to be made. Over vast stretches of the territory of the world the land is not tilled. There is not a tithe made of what the rank and file could actually use. Most of us are wanting strenuously for something.
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A rule that would cause the arrest of a man in this situation would be merciful. A compulsory labor system that would involve regulation of hours, medical treatment, restoration of health, restoration of courage, would soon put an end to the man who is down and out. He would of course be down and out to the extent that he had fallen into the clutches of this machine, but he would at least be on the wheel that might bring him back or destroy him utterly. It is of no use to say that life cannot do anything for the inefficient. It can. It does. And the haphazard must, and in the main does, give way to the well-organized. And the injured man need not be allowed to bleed to death. If a man is hurt accidentally a hospital wagon comes quickly. If he is broken in spirit, moneyless, afraid, nothing is done. Yet he is in far greater need of the hospital wagon than the other. The treatment should be different, that is all.


OUR RED SLAYER

IF you wish to see an exemplification of the law of life, the survival of one by the failure and death of another, go some day to any one of the great abattoirs which to-day on the East River, or in Jersey City, or elsewhere near the great metropolis receive and slay annually the thousands and hundreds of thousands of animals that make up a part of the citys meat supply. And there be sure and see, also, the individual who, as your agent and mine, is vicariously responsible for the awful slaughter. You will find him in a dark, red pit, blood-covered, standing in a sea of blood, while hour after hour and day after day there passes before him a line of screaming animals, hung by one leg, head down, and rolling steadily along a rail, which is slanted to get the benefit of gravity, while he, knife in hand, jabs unweariedly at their throats, the task of cutting their throats so that they may die of bleeding and exhaustion having become a wearisome and commonplace labor, one which he scarcely notices at all. He is a blood-red slayer, this individual, a butcher by trade, big, brawny, muscular, but clothed from head to foot in a tarpaulin coat and cap, which from long spattering by the blood of animals he has slain, have become this darksome red. Day after day and month after month here you may see him  your agent and mine  the great world wagging its way, the task of destroying life never becoming less arduous, the line of animals never becoming less thin.

A peculiar life to lead, is it not? One would think a man of any sensibility would become heartsick, or at the least, revolted and disgusted; but this man does not seem to be. Rather, he takes it as a matter of course, a thing which has no significance, any more than the eating of his food or the washing of his hands. Since it is a matter of business or of living, and seeing that others live by his labor, he does not care.

But it has significance. These creatures we see thus automatically and hopelessly trundling down a rail of death are really not so far removed from us in the scale of existence. You will find them but a little way down the ladder of mind, climbing slowly and patiently towards those heights to which we think we have permanently attained. There is a force back of them, a law which wills their existence, and they do not part with it readily. There is a terror of death for them as there is for us, and you will see it here exemplified, the horror that makes them run cold with the knowledge of their situation.

You will hear them squeal, the hogs; you will hear them baa, the sheep; you will hear the grinding clank of the chains and see the victims dropping: hogs, half-alive, into the vats of boiling water; the sheep into the range of butchers and carvers who flay them half-alive; while our red representative  yours and mine  stands there, stabbing, stabbing, stabbing, that we who are not sheep or hogs and who pay him for his labor may live and be merry and not die. Strange, isnt it?

A gruesome labor. A gruesome picture. We have been flattering ourselves these many centuries that our civilization had somehow got away from this old-time law of life living on death, but here amid all the gauds and refinements of our metropolitan life we find ourselves confronted by it, and here stands our salaried red man who murders our victims for us, while we look on indifferently, or stranger yet, remain blissfully unconscious that the bloody labor is in existence.

We live in cities such as this; crowd ourselves in ornamented chambers as much as possible; walk paths from which all painful indications of death have been eliminated, and think ourselves clean and kind and free of the old struggle, and yet behold our salaried agent ever at work; and ever the cry of the destroyed is rising to what heaven we know not, nor to what gods. We dream dreams of universal brotherhood and prate of the era of coming peace, but this slaughter is a stumbling-block over which we may not readily vault. It augurs something besides peace and love in this world. It forms a great commentary on the arrangement of the universe.

And yet this revolting picture is not without its relieving feature, though alas! the little softness visible points no way by which the victims may be spared. The very butcher is a human being, a father with little children. One day, after a discouraging hour of this terrible panorama, I walked out into the afternoon sunlight only to brood over the tragedy and terror of it all. This man struck me as a demon, a chill, phlegmatic, animal creature whose horrible eyes would contain no light save that of non-understanding and indifference. Moved by some curious impulse, I made my way to his home  to the sty where I expected to find him groveling  and found instead a little cottage, set about with grass and flowers, and under a large tree a bench. Here was my murderer sitting, here taking his evenings rest.

The sun was going down, the shadows beginning to fall. In the cool of the evening he was taking his ease, a rough, horny-handed man, large and uncouth, but on his knee a child. And such a child  young, not over two years, soft and delicate, with the bloom of babyhood on its cheek and the light of innocence in its eye; and here was this great murderer stroking it gently, the red man touching it softly with his hand.

I stood and looked at this picture, the thought of the blood-red pit coming back to me, the gouts of blood, the knife, the cries of his victims, the death throes; and then at this green grass and this tree and the father and his child.

Heaven forefend against the mysteries of life and its dangers. We know in part, we believe in part, but these things surpass the understanding of man and make our humble consciousness reel with the inexplicable riddle of existence. To live, to die, to be generous, to be brutal! How in the scheme of things are the conditions and feelings inextricably jumbled, and how we grope and stumble through our days to our graves!


WHENCE THE SONG

ALONG Broadway in the height of the theatrical season, but more particularly in that laggard time from June to September, when the great city is given over to those who may not travel, and to actors seeking engagements, there is ever to be seen a certain representative figure, now one individual and now another, of a world so singular that it might well engage the pen of a Balzac or that of a Cervantes. I have in mind an individual whose high hat and smooth Prince Albert coat are still a delicious presence. In his coat lapel is a ruddy boutonnière, in his hand a novel walking-stick. His vest is of a gorgeous and affluent pattern, his shoes shiny-new and topped with pearl-gray spats. With dignity he carries his body and his chin. He is the cynosure of many eyes, the envy of all men, and he knows it. He is the successful author of the latest popular song.

Along Broadway, from Union to Greeley Squares, any fair day during the period of his artistic elevation, he is to be seen. Past the rich shops and splendid theaters he betakes himself with leisurely grace. In Thirtieth Street he may turn for a few moments, but it is only to say good-morning to his publishers. In Twenty-eighth Street, where range the host of those who rival his successful house, he stops to talk with lounging actors and ballad singers. Well-known variety stars nod to him familiarly. Women whose sole claim to distinction lies in their knack of singing a song, smile in greeting as he passes. Occasionally there comes a figure of a needy ballad-monger, trudging from publisher to publisher with an unavailable manuscript, who turns upon him, in passing, the glint of an envious glance. To these he is an important figure, satisfied as much with their envy as with their praise, for is not this also his due, the reward of all who have triumphed?

I have in mind another figure, equally singular: a rouged and powdered little maiden, rich in feathers and ornaments of the latest vogue; gloved in blue and shod in yellow; pretty, self-assured, daring, and even bold. There has gone here all the traditional maidenly reserve you would expect to find in one so young and pleasing, and yet she is not evil. The daughter of a Chicago butcher, you knew her when she first came to the city  a shabby, wondering little thing, clerk to a music publisher transferring his business east, and all eyes for the marvels of city life.

Gradually the scenes and superlatives of elegance, those showy men and women coming daily to secure or sell songs, have aroused her longings and ambitions. Why may not she sing, why not she be a theatrical celebrity? She will. The world shall not keep her down. That elusive and almost imaginary company known as they, whose hands are ever against the young, shall not hold her back.

Behold, for a time, then, she has gone; and now, elegant, jingling with silver ornaments, hale and merry from good living, she has returned. To-day she is playing at one of the foremost vaudeville houses. To-morrow she leaves for Pittsburgh. Her one object is still a salary of five hundred or a thousand a week and a three-sheet litho of herself in every window and upon every billboard.

Im all right now, she will tell you gleefully. Im way ahead of the knockers. They cant keep me down. You ought to have seen the reception I got in Pittsburgh. Say, it was the biggest yet.

Blessed be Pittsburgh, which has honored one who has struggled so hard, and you say so.

Are you here for long?

Only this week. Come up and see my turn. Hey, cabbie!

A passing cabman turns in close to the walk with considerable alacrity.

Take me to Keiths. So long. Come up and see my turn to-night.

This is the woman singer, the complement of the male of the same art, the couple who make for the acceptance and spread of the popular song as well as the fame of its author. They sing them in every part of the country, and here in New York, returned from a long season on the road, they form a very important portion of this song-writing, song-singing world. They and the authors and the successful publishers  but we may simplify by yet another picture.

In Twenty-seventh or Twenty-eighth Street, or anywhere along Broadway from Madison to Greeley Squares, are the parlors of a score of publishers, gentlemen who coordinate this divided world for song publishing purposes. There is an office and a reception-room; a music-chamber, where songs are tried, and a stock room. Perhaps, in the ease of the larger publishers, the music-rooms are two or three, but the air of each is much the same. Rugs, divans, imitation palms make this publishing house more bower than office. Three or four pianos give to each chamber a parlorlike appearance. The walls are hung with the photos of celebrities, neatly framed, celebrities of the kind described. In the private music-rooms, rocking-chairs. A boy or two waits to bring professional copies at a word. A salaried pianist or two wait to run over pieces which the singer may desire to hear. Arrangers wait to make orchestrations or take down newly schemed out melodies which the popular composer himself cannot play. He has evolved the melody by a process of whistling and must have its fleeting beauty registered before it escapes him forever. Hence the salaried arranger.

Into these parlors then, come the mixed company of this distinctive world: authors who have or have not succeeded, variety artists who have some word from touring fellows or know the firm, masters of small bands throughout the city or the country, of which the name is legion, orchestra-leaders of Bowery theaters and uptown variety halls, and singers.

You havent got a song that will do for a tenor, have you?

The inquirer is a little, stout, ruddy-faced Irish boy from the gas-house district. His common clothes are not out of the ordinary here, but they mark him as possibly a non-professional seeking free copies.

Sure, let me see. For what do you want it?

Well, Im from the Arcadia Pleasure Club. Were going to give a little entertainment next Wednesday and we want some songs.

I think Ive got just the thing you want. Wait till I call the boy. Harry! Bring me some professional copies of ballads.

The youth is probably a representative of one of the many Tammany pleasure organizations, the members of which are known for their propensity to gather about east and west side corners at night and sing. One or two famous songs are known to have secured their start by the airing given them in this fashion on the street corners of the great city.

Upon his heels treads a lady whose ruffled sedateness marks her as one unfamiliar with this half-musical, halftheatrical atmosphere.

I have a song I would like to have you try over, if you care to.

The attending publisher hesitates before even extending a form of reception.

What sort of a song is it!

Well, I dont exactly know. I guess youd call it a sentimental ballad. If youd hear it I think you might

We are so over-stocked with songs now, Madam, that I dont believe theres much use in our hearing it. Could you come in next Friday! Well have more leisure then and can give you more attention.

The lady looks the failure she has scored, but retreats, leaving the ground clear for the chance arrival of the real author, the individual whose position is attested by one hit or mayhap many. His due is that deference Which all publishers, if not the public, feel called upon to render, even if at the time he may have no reigning success.
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Hello, Prank, how are you! Whats new?

The author, cane in hand, may know of nothing in particular.

Sit down. How are things with you, anyhow?

Oh, so-so.

That new song of yours will be out Friday. We have a rush order on it.

Is that so?

Yes, and Ive got good news for you. Windom going to sing it next year with the minstrels. He was in here the other day and thought it was great.

Well, thats good.

That songs going to go, all right. You havent got any others, have you?

No, but Ive got a tune. Would you mind having one of the boys take it down for me?

Surest thing you know. Here, Harry! Call Hatcher.

Now comes the pianist and arranger, and a hearing and jotting down of the new melody in a private room. The favored author may have piano and pianist for an indefinite period any time. Lunch with the publishers awaits him if he remains until noon. His song, when ready, is heard with attention. The details which make for its publication are rushed. His royalties are paid with that rare smile which accompanies the payment of anything to one who earns money for another. He is to be petted, conciliated, handled with gloves.

At his heels, perhaps, another author, equally successful, maybe, but almost intolerable because of certain marked eccentricities of life and clothing. He is a negro, small, slangy, strong in his cups, but able to write a good song, occasionally a truly pathetic ballad. Say, wheres that gem o mine?

What!

That effusion.

What are you talking about?

That audience-killer  that there thing thats goin to sweep the country like wildfire  that there song. Much laughter and apology.

It will be here Friday, Gussie.

Thought it was to be here last Monday?

So it was, but the printers didnt get it done. You know how those things are, Gussie.

I know. Gimme twenty-five dollars.

Sure. But what are you going to do with it?

Never you mind. Gimme twenty-five bones. Tomorrows rent day up my way.

Twenty-five is given as if it were all a splendid joke. Gussie is a bad negro, one day radiant in bombastic clothing, the next wretched from dissipation and neglect. He has no royalty coming to him, really. That is, he never accepts royalty. All his songs are sold outright. But these have earned the house so much that if he were to demand royalties the sum to be paid would beggar anything he has ever troubled to ask for.

I wouldnt take no royalty, he announces at one time, with a bombastic and yet mellow negro emphasis, which is always amusing. Doan want it. Too much trouble. All I want is money when I needs it and wants it.

Seeing that nearly every song that he writes is successful, this is a most equitable arrangement. He could have several thousand instead of a few hundred, but being shiftless he does not care. Ready money is the thing with him, twenty-five or fifty when he needs it.

And then those peerless singers of popular ballads, as their programs announce them, men and women whose pictures you will see upon every song-sheet, their physiognomy underscored with their own Yours Sincerely in their own handwriting. Every day they are here, arriving and departing, carrying the latest songs to all parts of the land. These are the individuals who in their own estimation make the songs the successes they are. In all justice, they have some claim to the distinction. One such, raising his or her voice nightly in a melodic interpretation of a new ballad, may, if the music be sufficiently catchy, bring it so thoroughly to the public ear as to cause it to begin to sell. These individuals are not unaware of their services in the matter, nor slow to voice their claims. In flocks and droves they come, whenever good fortune brings the company to New York or the end of the season causes them to return, to tell of their success and pick new songs for the ensuing season. Also to collect certain pre-arranged bonuses. Also to gather news and dispense it. Then, indeed, is the day of the publishers volubility and grace. These gentlemen and ladies must be attended to with that deference which is the right of the successful. The ladies must be praised and cajoled.

Did you hear about the hit I made with Sweet Kitty Leary in Kansas City? I knocked em cold. Say, it was the biggest thing on the bill.

The publisher may not have heard of it. The song, for all the uproarious success depicted, may not have sold an extra copy, and yet this is not for him to say. Has the lady a good voice? Is she with a good company? He may so ingratiate himself that she will yet sing one of his newer and as yet unheard of compositions into popularity.

Was it? Well, Im glad to hear it. You have the voice for that sort of a song, you know, Marie. Ive got something new, though, that will just suit you  oh, a dandy. Its by Harry Welch.

For all this flood of geniality the singer may only smile indifferently. Secretly her hand is against all publishers. They are out for themselves. Successful singers must mind their Ps and Qs. Payment is the word, some arrangement by which she shall receive a stated sum per week for singing a song. The honeyed phrases are well enough for beginners, but we who have succeeded need something more.

Let me show you something new. Ive got a song here that is fine. Come right into the music-room. Charlie, get a copy of She May Have Seen Better Days. I want you to play it over for Miss Yaeger.

The boy departs and returns. In the exclusive music-room sits the singer, critically listening while the song is played.

Isnt that a pretty chorus?

Well, yes, I rather like that.

That will suit your voice exactly. Dont ever doubt it. I think thats one of the best songs we have published in years.

Have you the orchestration?

Sure; Ill get you that.

Somehow, however, the effect has not been satisfactory. The singer has not enthused. He must try other songs and give her the orchestrations of many. Perhaps, out of all, she will sing one. That is the chance of the work.

As for her point of view, she may object to the quality of anything except for that which she is paid. It is for the publisher to see whether she is worth subsidizing or not. If not, perhaps another house will see her merits in a different light. Yet she takes the songs and orchestrations along. And the publisher turning, as she goes, announces, Gee, theres a cold proposition for you. Get her to sing anything for you for nothing?  Nix. Not her. Cash or no song. And he thumbs his fingers after the fashion of one who pays out money.

Your male singer is often a bird of the same fine feather. If you wish to see the ideal of dressiness as exemplified by the gentlemen of the road, see these individuals arrive at the offices of the publishers. The radiance of halfhose and neckties is not outdone by the sprightliness of the suit pattern or the glint of the stone in the shirt-front. Fresh from Chicago or Buffalo they arrive, rich in self-opinion fostered by rural praise, perhaps possessed of a new droll story, always loaded with the details of the hit they made.

Well, well! You should have seen how that song went in Baltimore. I never saw anything like it. Why, its the hit of the season!

New songs are forthcoming, a new batch delivered for his service next year.

Is he absolutely sure of the estimation in which the house holds his services? You will hear a sequel to this, not this day perhaps but a week or a month later, during his idle summer in New York.

You havent twenty-five handy you could let me have, have you, Pat? Im a little short to-day.

Into the publishers eye steals the light of wisdom and decision. Is this individual worth it? Will he do the songs of the house twenty-five dollars worth of good next season? Blessed be fate if there is a partner to consult. He will have time to reflect.

Well, George, I havent it right here in the drawer, but I can get it for you. I always like to consult my partner about these things, you know. Can you wait until this afternoon?

Of course the applicant can wait, and between whiles are conferences and decisions. All things considered, it may be advisable to do it.

We will get twenty-five out of him, any way. Hes got a fine tenor voice. You never can tell what he might do.

So a pleasant smile and the money may be waiting when he returns. Or, he may be put off, with excuses and apologies. It all depends.

There are cases, however, where not even so much delay can be risked, where a hearty sure must be given. This is to that lord of the stage whose fame as a singer is announced by every minstrel billboard as the renowned baritone, Mr. Calvin Johnson, or some such. For him the glad hand and the ready check, and he is to be petted, flattered, taken to lunch, dinner, a box theater party  anything  everything, really. And then, there is that less important one who has over-measured his importance. For him the solemn countenance and the suave excuse, at an hour when his need is greatest. Lastly, there is the sub-strata applicant in tawdry, make-believe clothes, whose want peeps out of every seam and pocket. His day has never been as yet, or mayhap was, and is over. He has a pinched face, a livid hunger, a forlorn appearance. Shall he be given anything! Never. He is not worth it. He is a dead one. Is it not enough if the publisher looks after those of whose ability he is absolutely sure. Certainly. Therefore this one must slop the streets in old shoes and thin clothing, waiting. And he may never obtain a dime from any publisher.

Out of such grim situations, however, occasionally springs a success. These down and out individuals do not always understand why fate should be against them, why they should be down, and are not willing to cease trying.

Ill write a song yet, you bet, is the dogged, grim decision. Ill get up, you bet.

Once in a while the threat is made good, some mood allowing. Strolling along the by-streets, ignored and self-commiserating, the mood seizes them. Words bubble up and a melody, some crude commentary on the contrasts, the losses or the hopes of life, rhyming, swinging as they come, straight from the heart. Now it is for pencil and paper, quick. Any old scrap will do  the edge of a newspaper, the back of an envelope, the edge of a cuff. Written so, the words are safe and the melody can be whistled until some one will take it down. And so, occasionally, is born  has been often  the great success, the land-sweeping melody, selling by the hundreds of thousands and netting the author a thousand a month for a year or more.

Then, for him, the glory of the one who is at last successful. Was he commonplace, hungry, envious, wretchedly clothed before? Well, now, see! And do not talk to him of other authors who once struck it, had their little day and went down again, never to rise. He is not of them  not like them. For him, now, the sunlight and the bright places. No clothing too showy or too expensive, no jewelry too rare. Broadway is the place for him, the fine cafés and rich hotel lobbies. What about those other people who looked down on him once? Ha! they scorned him, did they? They sneered, eh? Would not give him a cent, eh? Let them come and look now! Let them stare in envy. Let them make way. He is a great man at last and the whole world knows it. The whole country is making acclaim over that which he has done.

For the time being, then, this little center of song-writing and publishing is for him the all-inclusive of lifes importance. From the street organs at every corner is being ground the one melody, so expressive of his personality, into the ears of all men. In the vaudeville houses and cheaper concert halls men and women are singing it nightly, to uproarious applause. Parodies are made and catch-phrases coined, all speaking of his work. Newsboys whistle and older men pipe its peculiar notes. Out of open windows falls the distinguished melody, accompanied by voices both new and strange. All men seem to recognize that which he has done, and for the time being compliment his presence and his personality.

Then the wane.

Of all the tragedies, this is perhaps the bitterest, because of the long-drawn memory of the thing. Organs continue to play it, but the sale ceases. Quarter after quarter, the royalties are less, until at last a few dollars per month will measure them completely. Meanwhile his publishers ask for other songs. One he writes, and then another, and yet another, vainly endeavoring to duplicate that original note which made for his splendid success the year before. But it will not come. And, in the meanwhile, other song-writers displace him for the time being in the public eye. His publishers have a new hit, but it is not his. A new author is being bowed to and taken out to dinner. But he is not that author. A new tile-crowned celebrity is strolling up his favorite Broadway path. At last, after a dozen attempts and failures, there is no hurry to publish his songs. If the period of failure is too long extended he may even be neglected. More and more, celebrities crowd in between him and that delightful period when he was greatest. At last, chagrined by the contrast of things, he changes his publishers, changes his haunts and, bitterest of all, his style of living. Soon it is the old grind again, and then, if thoughtless spending has been his failing, shabby clothing and want. You may see the doubles of these in any publishers sanctum at any time, the sarcastically referred-to has been.

Here, also, the disengaged ballad singer, peerless tenor of some last years company, suffering a period of misfortune. He is down on his luck in everything but appearances, last years gorgeousness still surviving in a modified and sedate form. He is a singer of songs, now, for the publishers, by toleration. His one lounging-place in all New York where he is welcome and not looked at askance is the chair they may allow him. Once a day he makes the rounds of the theatrical agencies; once, or if fortune favors, twice a day he visits some cheap eating-house. At night, after a lone stroll through that fairyland of theaters and gaudy palaces to which, as he sees it, he properly belongs  Broadway, he returns to his bed, the carpeted floor of a room in some tolerant publishers office, where he sleeps by permission, perhaps, and not even there, too often.

Oh, the glory of success in this little world in his eye at this time  how now, in want, it looms large and essential! Outside, as he stretches himself, may even now be heard the murmur of that shiny, joyous rout of which he was so recently a part. The lights, the laughter; the songs, the mirth  all are for others. Only he, only he must linger in shadows, alone.

To-morrow it will come out in words, if you talk with him. It is in the publishers office, perhaps, where gaudy-ladies are trying songs, or on the street, where others, passing, notice him not but go their way in elegance.

I had it once, all right, he will tell you. I had my handful. You bet Ill get it next year.

Is it of money he is thinking?

An automobile swings past and some fine lady, looking out, wakes to bitterness his sense of need.

New Yorks tough without the coin, isnt it? You never get a glance when youre out of the game. I spend too easy, thats whats the matter with me. But Ill get back, you bet. Next time Ill know enough to save. Ill get up again, and next time Ill stay up, see? Next year his hopes may be realized again, his dreams come true. If so, be present and witness the glories of radiance after shadow.

Ah, me boy, back again, you see!

So I see. Quite a change since last season.

Well, I should smile. I was down on my luck then. That wont happen any more. They wont catch me. Ive learned a lesson. Say, we had a great season. Rings and pins attest it. A cravat of marvelous radiance speaks for itself in no uncertain tones. Striped clothes, yellow shoes, a new hat and cane. Ah, the glory, the glory! He is not to be caught any more, you bet, and yet here is half of his subsistence blooming upon his merry body.

They will catch him, though, him and all in the length of time. One by one they come, old, angular misfortune grabbing them all by the coat-tails. The rich, the proud, the great among them sinking, sinking, staggering backward until they are where he was and deeper, far deeper. I wish I could quote those little notices so common in all our metropolitan dailies, those little perfunctory records which appear from time to time in theatrical and sporting and song papers, telling volumes in a line. One day one such singers voice is failing; another day he has been snatched by disease; one day one radiant author arrives at that white beneficence which is the hospital bed and stretches himself to a final period of suffering; one day a black boat steaming northward along the East River to a barren island and a field of weeds carries the last of all that was so gay, so unthinking, so, after all, childlike of him who was greatest in his world. Weeds and a headboard, salt winds and the cry of seagulls, lone blowings and moanings, and all that light and mirth is buried here.

Here and there in the world are those who are still singing melodies created by those who have gone this unfortunate way, singers of Two Little Girls in Blue and White Wings,

Little Annie Rooney and The Picture and the Ring, the authors of In the Baggage Coach Ahead and Trinity Chimes, of Sweet Marie and Eileen  all are here. There might be recited the successes of a score of years, quaint, pleasing melodies which were sung the land over, which even to-day find an occasional voice and a responsive chord, but of the authors not one but could be found in some field for the outcasts, forgotten. Somehow the world forgets, the peculiar world in which they moved, and the larger one which knew them only by their songs.

It seems strange, really, that so many of them should have come to this. And yet it is true  authors, singers, publishers, even  and yet not more strange is it than that their little feeling, worked into a melody and a set of words, should reach far out over land and water, touching the hearts of the nation. In mansion and hovel, by some blazing furnace of a steel mill, or through the open window of a farmland cottage, is trolled the simple story, written in halting phraseology, tuned as only a popular melody is tuned. All have seen the theater uproarious with those noisy recalls which bring back the sunny singer, harping his one indifferent lay. All have heard the street hands and the organs, the street boys and the street loungers, all expressing a brief melody, snatched from the unknown by some process of the heart. Yes, here it is, wandering the land over like a sweet breath of summer, making for matings and partings, for happiness and pain. That it may not endure is also meet, going hack into the soil, as it does, with those who hear it and those who create.

Yet only those who venture here in merry Broadway shall witness the contrast, however. Only they who meet these radiant presences in the flesh will ever know the marvel of the common song.


CHARACTERS

THE glory of the city is its variety. The drama of it lies in its extremes. I have been thinking to-day of all the interesting characters that have passed before me in times past on the streets of this city: generals, statesmen, artists, politicians, a most interesting company, and then of another company by no means so distinguished or so comfortable  the creatures at the other end of the ladder who, far from having brains, or executive ability, or wealth, or fame, have nothing save a weird astonishing individuality which would serve to give pause to almost the dullest. Many times I have been compelled by sheer astonishment to stop in the midst of duties that hurried me to contemplate some weird creature, drawn up from heaven knows what depths of this very strange and intricate city into the clear, brilliant daylight of a great, clean thoroughfare, and to wonder how, in all conscience, life had come to produce such a thing. The eyes of them! The bodies! The hats, the coats, the shoes, the motions! How often have I followed amazedly for blocks, for miles even, attempting to pigeonhole in my own mind the astonishing characteristics of a figure before me, attempting to say to myself what I really thought of it all, what misfortune or accident or condition of birth or of mind had worked out the sad or grim spectacle of a human being so distorted, a veritable caricature of womanhood or manhood. On the streets of New York I have seen slipping here and there truly marvelous creatures, and have realized instantly that I was looking at something most different, peculiar, that here again life had accomplished an actual chef dœuvre of the bizarre or the grotesque or the mad, had made something as strange and unaccountable as a great genius or a great master of men. Only it had worked at the other extreme from public efficiency or smug, conventional public interest, and had produced a singular variation, inefficient, unsocial, eccentric or evil, as you choose, qualities which worked to exclude the subject of the variation from any participation in what we are pleased to call a normal life.

I am thinking, for instance, of a long, lean faced, unkempt and bedraggled woman, not exceptionally old, but roughened and hardened by what circumstances I know not into a kind of horse, whom once of an early winters morning I encountered at Broadway and Fourteenth Street pushing a great rattletrap of a cart in which was piled old rags, sacks, a chair, a box and what else I know not, and all this with long, lean strides and a kind of determined titan energy toward the North River. Her body was clad in a mere semblance of clothing, rags which hung limp and dirty and close to her form and seemingly wholly insufficient for the bitter weather prevailing at the time. Her hair was coarse and iron-gray, done in a shapeless knot and surmounted by something in the shape of a small hat which might have been rescued from an ashheap. Her eyes were fixed, glassy almost, and seemingly unseeing. Here she came, vigorous, stern, pushing this tatterdemalion cart, and going God knows where. I followed to see and saw her enter, finally, a wretched, degraded west side slum, in a rear yard of which, in a wretched tumble-down tenement, which occupied a part of it, she appeared to have a room or floor. But what days and years of chaffering, think you, were back of this eventual result, what years of shabby dodging amid the giant legs of circumstances? To grow out of childhood  once really soft, innocent childhood  into a thing like this, an alley-scraping horse  good God!

And then the men. What a curious company they are, just those few who stand out in my memory, whom, from a mere passing opportunity to look upon, I have never been able to forget.

Thus, when I first came to New York and was on The World there came into the reportorial room one cold winters night a messenger-boy, looking for a certain reporter, for whom he had a message, a youth who positively was the most awkward and misshapen vehicle for the task in hand that I have ever seen. I should say here that whatever the rate of pay now, there are many who will recall how little they were paid and how poorly they were equipped  a tall youth, for instance, with a uniform and cap for one two-thirds his size; a short one with trousers six inches too long and gathered in plenteous folds above his shoes, and a cap that wobbled loosely over his ears; or a fat boy with a tight suit, or a lean boy with a loose one. Parsimony and indifference were the outstanding characteristics of the two most plethoric organizations serving the public in that field.

But this one. He was eighteen or nineteen (as contrasted with others of this same craft who were in the room at this very time, and who were not more than twelve or thirteen; that was before the child-labor laws), and his face was too large, and misshapen, a grotesquerie of the worst invention, a natural joke. His ears were too big and red, his mouth too large and twisted, his nose too humped and protruding, and his square jaw stood out too far, and yet by no means forcefully or aggressively. In addition, his hair needed cutting and stuck out from underneath his small, ill-fitting cap, which sat far up on the crown of his head. At the same time, his pants and coat being small, revealed extra lengths of naked red wrist and hands and made his feet seem even larger than they were.

In those days, as at present, it was almost a universal practice to kid the messenger-boy, large or sinall, whoever and wherever he was  unless, as at times he proved to be, too old or weary or down on his luck; and even then he was not always spared. In this instance it chanced that the reporter for whom this youth was looking was seated at a desk with myself and some others. We were chatting and laughing, when suddenly this apparition appeared.

Why, hello Johnnie! called the one addressed, turning and taking the message yet finding time to turn on the moss-covered line of messenger-boy humor. Just in from the snow, are you? The best thing is never to get a hair-cut in winter. Positively, the neck should be protected from these inclement breezes.

A little short on the pants there, James, chipped in a second, but I presume the company figures that the less the baggage or equipment the greater the speed, eh?

In the matter of these suits, went on a third, style and fit are necessarily secondary to sterling spiritual worth.

Aw, cut it! retorted the youth defiantly.

Being new to New York and rather hard-pressed myself, I was throughout this scene studying this amazing figure and wondering how any corporation could be so parsimonious as to dress a starveling employee in so shabby a way, and from what wretched circumstances such a youth, who would endure such treatment and such work, must spring. Suddenly, seeing me looking at him and wondering, and just as the recipient of the message was handing him back his book signed, his face became painfully and, as it seemed to me, involuntarily contorted with such a grimace of misery and inward spiritual dissatisfaction as I had not seen anywhere before. It was a miserable and moving grimace, followed by a struggle not to show what he felt. But suddenly he turned and drawing a big red cold wrist and hand across his face and eyes and starting for the door, he blurted out: I never did have no home, God damn it! I never did have no father or mother, like you people, nor no chance either. I was raised in an orphan asylum and he was gone.

Sometimes, observed the youth who had started this line of jesting, getting up and looking apologetically at the rest of us, this dam persiflage can be sprung in the wrong place and at the wrong time. I apologize. Im ashamed of myself, and sorry too.
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Im sorry too, said another, a gentlemanly Southerner, whom later I came to know better and to like.

But that boy!

For years, when I was a youth and was reading daily at the old Astor Library, there used to appear on the streets of New York an old man, the spindling counterpart, so far as height, weight and form were concerned, of William Cullen Bryant, who for shabbiness of attire, sameness of appearance, persistence of industry and yet futility in so far as any worth while work was concerned could hardly have been outclassed. A lodger at the Mills Hotel, in Bleecker Street, that hopeless wayplace of the unfortunate, he was also a frequenter of the Astor Library, where, as I came to know through watching him over months and years even, he would burrow by the hour among musty volumes from which he made copious notes jotted on paper with a pencil, both borrowed from the library authorities. Year after year for a period of ten years I encountered him from time to time wearing the same short, gray wool coat, the same thin black baggy trousers, the same cheap brownish-black Fedora hat, and the same long uncut hair and beard, the former curly and hanging about his shoulders. His body, even in the bitterest weather, never supported an overcoat. His hands were always bare and the wrists more or less exposed. He came invariably with a quick, energetic step toward the library or the Mills Hotel and turned a clear, blue, birdlike eye upon whomsoever surveyed him. But of ability  nothing, in so far as any one ever knew. The library authorities knew nothing of anything he had ever achieved. Those who managed the hotel of course knew nothing at all; they were not even interested, though he had lived there for years. In short, he lived and moved and had his being in want and thinness, and finally died  leaving what? His effects, as I was informed afterwards by the attendants of the hotel which had housed him for years, consisted of a small parcel of clothes, worthless to any save himself, and a box of scribbled notes, relating to what no one ever knew. They were disjointed and meaningless scraps of information, I was told, and dumped out with the ashes after his demise. What, think you, could have been his import to the world, his message?

And then Samuel Clampitt  or so a hand-lettered scrawl over his gate read  who maintained a junk-yard near the Harlem River and One Hundred and Thirty-eighth Street. He was a little man, very dark, very hunched at the shoulders, with iron-gray hair, heavy, bushy, black eyebrows, a very dark and seamy skin, and hands that were quite like claws. He bought and sold  or pretended to  old bottles, tin, iron, rags, and the like. His place was a small yard or space of ground lying next to a coal-yard and adjoining the river, and about this he had built, or had found there, a high board fence. And within, whenever the gates were opened and one was permitted to look in, were collections of junk about as above tabulated, with, in addition, some bits of iron fencing, old window-frames, part of stair railings, gasoliers and the like. He himself was rarely to be seen; I saw him no more than four or five times during a period of three years in which I passed his yard daily. But, having occasion once to dispose of a collection of waste rags and clothing, I eventually sought him out and found him, after trying his gate on an average of once every two days during a period of two weeks and more. The thing that interested me from the first was that my tentative knockings at his gate, which was always closed and very high, were greeted by savage roars from several Great Danes that were far within and that pawed the high gate whenever I touched it or knocked. Yet eventually I did find him, the gate being open and the dogs chained and he inside. He was sitting in a dark corner of his little hut inside the yard, no window or door giving onto the street, and eating from a discolored tin pan on his lap which held a little bread, a tomato and some sausage. The thing that interested me most (apart from the fact that he appeared to me more of a gnome than a man) was these same dogs, now chained to a post a score of feet from me and most savagely snarling and charging as I talked. They were so savage and showed such great, white, glistening teeth that I was eager to retreat without waiting to complete my errand. However, I managed to explain my purpose  but to no result. He was not interested in my collection of junk, saying that he only bought material that was brought to him.

But the voice, so cracked and wheezy. And the eyes, shining like sparks of light under his heavy brows. And the thin, parchment-like, claw-like hands. He rasped irritatingly with his throat whenever he talked, before and after each word or sentence eck  eck  eck  I dont go out to buy stuff  eck  eck  eck. I only buy whats brought here  eck  eck  eck. I dont want any old rags  eck  eck  eck  I have more than I can sell now  eck  eck  eck.  Then he fell to munching again.

Those look like savage dogs, I ventured, hoping to lure him into a conversation.

It was not to he.

Eck  eck  eck  they need to be  eck  eck  eck. That was all. He fell silent and would say no more.

I went out, curious as to what sort of a business this was, anyhow, and leaving him to himself.

But one morning, months later, turning a corner near there, a region of empty lots and some old sealed and untenanted storehouses, I found a crowd of boys following and stoning an old man who, on my coming near and then running to his rescue, I found to be this old dealer. He was attempting to hide behind a signboard which adjoined one of the storehouses. His face and hands were already cut by stones and bleeding. He was breathless and very much exhausted and frightened, but still angry and savage. They stoned me, the little devils  eck  eck  eck. They hit me with rocks  eck  eck  eck. Ill have the law on em, I will  eck  eck  eck. Ill get the police after em  eck  eck  eck. Theyre always trying to break into my place and I wont let em  eck  eck  eck.

I wondered who could break into that place with those dogs loose, who would attempt it.

But that, as I found out later in conversation with boys of the vicinity, was just the trouble. At various times they had sought to enter to recover a tossed ball, possibly to steal something, and he had set the dogs (which were always unchained in his absence) on them; or, they had been attacked by the dogs and in turn had attempted to work him and them some injury.

Yet for a period of three years after this, to my knowledge, he continued to live there in that solitary place, harassed no doubt in this way. If he ever did any business I did not see it. The gates were nearly always closed, himself rarely to be seen.

Then one day a really terrible thing happened. Some children  not these same wicked boys but others less familiar with the neighborhood, I believe  were playing ball in an open space adjoining, and a fly being struck, the ball fell into the junk-yard. Three of the more courageous ones, as the papers stated afterwards, mounted the fence to see if they could get the ball, and one of them, more courageous than the others, actually leaped into the yard and was literally torn to bits by these same dogs, all but eaten alive. And there was no one to save him before he was dead. Old Clampitt was not there.

The horror was of course immediately reported to the police, who came and killed the dogs and then arrested Clampitt. A newspaper and police investigation of his life revealed nothing save that he was assumed to be an old junk-dealer who was eccentric, a solitary, without relatives or friends. He claimed to have kept the dogs for protection, also that he had been set upon by youths of the vicinity and stoned, which was true. Even so, he was held for weeks in jail pending this investigation of his connections. No past crimes being found, apparently he was released. But so terrified was he then by the furore his savage dogs had aroused that he disappeared from this region and was heard of no more. His old rag yard was abandoned. But I often wondered about him afterwards, the years he spent there alone.

And then Old Ragpicker, whom I have described in Plays of the Natural and the Supernatural, and who was as described.

And Hurstwood.

As interesting a type as I ever knew was an old hunchback who, as I understood, had had a small music business in the Bowery, years and years ago when that street was still a vaudeville center, a sort of theatrical Broadway. Through experience he had come by a little knowledge of popular songs and songbooks and had engaged in the manufacture and sale of these things. But times changed and public taste varied and he was not able to keep up with it all. From little business to no business was an easy step, and then he failed and took lodgings in one of the side streets off the Bowery, below Fourth Street, eking out a precarious existence, heaven only knows how. Age had hounded him even more than ill success. His naturally dark skin darkened still further and his black eyes retreated into gloomy sockets. I used to see him at odd times, at a period when I lived in a vicinity near the Bowery, wending a lonely way through the crowded streets there, but never until he accosted me one night in the dark did I realize that he had become a beggar. A mumbled apology about hunger, a deprecating, shamefaced cough, and he was off again, the richer for a dime. In this case, time, to say nothing of life, had worked one of those disturbing grotesqueries which arrest one. He was so very somber, furtive, misshapen and lean, a veritable masque of a man whose very glance indicated inconsolable disappointment and whose presence, to many, would most certainly have come as an omen of failure. A hall-bedroom, a lodging-house cot, an occasional meal, some hidden corner in which to be at peace, in which to brood, and then a few years later he was found dead, alone, seated before a small table, his head leaning upon his arms in the shabby little room in which he dwelt. I know this to be true, for from time to time I made effort to hear of him. What, think you, would he have to say to his Creator if he might?

And yet another character. One day I was walking in Brooklyn in a very conservative neighborhood, when I saw what I fancied I never should see, in America, a woman furtively picking a piece of bread out of a garbage can. I had read of such things in Balzac, Hugo, Dickens  but where else? And she was not absolutely wretchedly dressed, though her appearance was far from satisfactory, and she had a tense expression about her face which betokened stress of some kind. My astonishment was such that I walked deliberately up to her and asked: What is the matter with you  are you hungry?

She had hidden the bread under her shawl as I approached and may have dropped it as we walked, for I did not see it again though her hands appeared. Yet she refused to indulge in any conversation which would explain.

Im all right, she replied.

But I saw you taking a piece of bread out of that can?

No.

Dont you want any money?

No.

She appeared to be confused and walked away from me, edging toward the lines of fences to avoid contact. I put my hand in my pocket to offer a coin, but she hurried on. There was nothing to do but let her go her way  a thing which seemed intensely cruel, though there was apparently nothing else to do. I have often thought of this one, dark, tense, dreary, and half wondered whether it was all a dream or whether I really saw it.

But the city for me, in my time, has been flecked with these shadows of disaster in the guise of decayed mortals who stared at me out of hollow eyes in the midst of the utmost gayety. You turn a corner laughing amid scenes of enthusiasm and activity, perhaps, and here comes despair along, hooded and hollow-eyed, accusing you of undue levity. You dine at your table, serene in your moderate prosperity, and in looks want, thin-lipped, and pale, asking how can you eat when she is as she is. You feel the health and vigor of your body, warmly clad, and lo, here comes illness or weakness, thin and pining, and with cough or sigh or halting step, cries: See how I suffer  and you  you have health! Weakness confronts strength, poverty wealth, health sickness, courage cowardice, fortune the very depths of misfortune, and they know each other not  or defy each other. Of a truth, they either despise or fear, the one the other.


THE BEAUTY OF LIFE

THE beauty of life is involved very largely with the outline of its scenery. There are many other things which make up the joy of our world for us, but this is one of the most salient of its charms. The stretch of a level valley, the graceful rise of a hill, water running, a clump or a forest of trees  these add to the majesty of our being and show us how great a thing our world really is.

The significance of scenes in general which hold and bind our lives for us, making them sweet or grim according to the sharpness of our perceptions, is a wonderful thing. We are passing among them every moment. A new arrangement is had with every move we make. If we but lift our eyes we see a variation which is forever interesting and forever new.

The fact significant is that every scene possesses that vital instability which is the charm of existence. It is forever changing. The waters are running, the winds blowing, the light waxing and waning, and in the very ground such currents are at work as produce and modify all the visible life and color that we know. Great forces are at work, strong ones, and our own little lives are but a shadow of something that wills activity and enjoys it, that wills beauty and is beauty. The scenes that we see are purely representative of that.
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But how, in the picturing of itself to itself, is the spirit of the universe revealed to us? Here are forces which at bottom might be supposed to be anything  grim, deadly, terrible  but on the surface how fair is their face. The trees are beautiful  you would not suppose there was anything deadly at work to create them. The water is mellifluent, sweet  you could hardly assume that it was grim in purpose or design. Every aspect of the scene reveals something pleasing which could scarcely have been the result of a cruel tendency, and yet we know that cruelty exists, or if not cruelty at least a tendency to contention  one thing striving with another and wearing it away, feeding upon it, destroying it which is productive of pain. And this element of contention represents all the cruelty there is. And this is not what is generally revealed in any scene.

Before such a picture of combined beauty and contentiousness  however graceful  life living upon life, in order to produce at least a part of this beauty  the mind pauses, wondering. It is so useless to quarrel with an order which is compulsory and produces all that we know of either joy or pain. This scene, as we look at it, is one of the joys, one of the compensations, of our existence which we must take whether we will or no, and which satisfies us whether or not we are aware of the contentiousness beneath. Even the contentiousness cannot be wholly sneered at or regretted, for at worst it produces the change which produces the other scenes and variations of which our world is full, and at worst it gives our life the edge of drama and tragedy, to say nothing of those phases of our moods which make our world seem beautiful.

Pity the mind for whom the immediate scene, involved as it is with change and decay and contentiousness, has no direct appeal, for whom the clouds hanging in the heavens, the wind stirring in the trees, the genial face of the earth, spread before the eye, has no meaning. Here are the birds daily circling in the air; here are the waters running in a thousand varied forms; here are the houses, the churches, the factories, and all their curious array of lines, angles, circles, cones, or towers, shafts and pinnacles which form ever new and pleasing combinations to which the mind, confused by other phases of life, can still turn for both solace and delight. For one not so mentally equipped a world of imagery is closed, with all that that implies: poetry, art, literature  one might almost say religion, for upon so much that is beautiful in nature does religion depend. To be dull to the finer beauties of line and curve that are forever beating upon the heart and mind  in earth, in air, in water, in sky or space  how deadly! The dark places of the world are full of that. Its slums and depths reek with the misery that knows no response to the physical beauty of nature, the wonder of its forms. To perceive these, to see the physical face of life as beautiful, to respond in feeling to the magnificent panoramas from which the eye cannot escape, is to he at once strong and wise mentally and physically, to have in the very blood and brain the beauty, glory and power of all that ever was or will be here on this earth.


A WAYPLACE OF THE FALLEN

IN the center of what was once a fashionable section of New York, but is now a badly deteriorated tenement region, stands a hotel which to me is one of the curiosities of New York. It is really not a hotel at all, in one sense, and yet in another it is, a hybrid or cross between a hotel and a charity, one of those odd philanthropies of the early years following nineteen hundred, which were supposed to bridge with some form of relief the immense gap that existed between the rich and the poor; a gap that was not supposed to exist in a republic devoted to human brotherhood and the equality of man.

Let that be as it will. Exteriorly at least it is really a handsome affair, nine stories in height, with walls of cream-colored brick and gray stone trimmings, and a large, overhanging roof of dark-red curved tiles which suggests Florence and the South. Set apart in an-open space it would be admirable. It is not, however, as its appearance would indicate, a hotel of any distinction of clientele, for it was built for an entirely different purpose. And, despite the aim and the dreams of those who sought to reach those who might be only temporarily embarrassed, rather than whose who were permanently so, and who might use this as a wayplace on their progress upward rather than on their way downward, still it is more the latter who frequent it most. It is really a rendezvous for those who are down and out.

About the time that it was built, or a little after, I myself was in a bad way. It was not exactly that I was financially helpless or that I could not have come by relief in one and another form, if my pride would have let me, as that my pride and a certain psyche which, like a fever or a passion, must take its course, would not permit me to do successfully any of the things that normally I could and would have done. I was nervous, really very sick mentally, and very depressed. Life to me wore a somber and at most times a forbidding air, as though, indeed, there were furies between me and the way I would go. Yet, return I would not. And courage not lacking, a certain grim stubbornness that would not permit me to retreat nor yet to ask for help, at last for a brief period I took refuge here, as might one beset by a raging gale at sea take refuge in some seemingly quiet harbor, any port indeed, in order to forfend against utter annihilation.

And a strange, sad harbor I found it to be indeed, a nondescript and fantastic affair, sheltering a nondescript and quite fantastic throng. The thin-bodied and gray-bearded old men loitering out their last days here, and yet with a certain something about them that suggested courage or defiance, or at least a vague and errant will to live. The lean and down-at-heels and erratic-looking young men, with queer, restless, nervous eyes, and queer, restless, deceptive and nervous manners. And the chronic neer-do-wells, and burns even, panhandlers, street fiddle and horn players, street singers, street cripples and beggars of one kind and another. Some of them I had even encountered in the streets in my more prosperous hours and had given them dimes, and here I encountered them again. They were all so poor, if not physically or materially at least spiritually, or so nearly all, as to make contact with them disconcerting, if not offensive. For they walked, the most of them, with an air of rundown, hopeless inadequacy that was really disturbing to look upon. All of them were garbed in clothing which was not good and yet which at all times could not be said to be absolutely ragged. Rather, in many cases it was more of an intermediate character, such as you might expect to find on a person who was out of a job but who was still struggling to keep up appearances.
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You would find, for instance, those whose suits were in a fair state of preservation but whose shoes were worn or torn. Again, there were those whose hats and shoes were good but whose trousers were worn and frayed. Still others would show a good pair of trousers or a moderately satisfactory coat, but such a gleam of wretched linen or so poor and faded a tie, that one was compelled to notice it. And the mere sight of it, as they themselves seemed to realize by their furtive efforts at concealment, was sufficient to convict them of want or worse. Between these grades and conditions there were so many other little gradations, such as the inadvertently revealed edge of a cotton shirt under a somewhat superior suit, the exposed end of a rag being used for a handkerchief, the shifting edge of a false shirt front, etc., so that by degrees one was moved to either sympathy or laughter, or both.

And the nature of the life here. It was such as to preclude any reasonable classification from the point of view, say, of happiness or comfort. For all its exterior pretentiousness and inner spaciousness, it offered nothing really except two immense lounging-rooms or courts about which the various tiers or floors of rooms were built and which rose, uninterrupted, to the immense glass roofs or coverings nine stories above. There were several other large rooms  a reading-room, a smoking-room  equipped with chairs and tables, but which could only be occupied between 9 am and 10 p m., and which were watched over by as surly and disagreeable a type of orderly or guard as one would find anywhere  such orderlies or guards, for instance, as a prison or an institution of charity might employ. In fact, I never encountered an institution in which a charge was made for service which seemed to me more barren of courtesy, consideration or welcome.

We were all, as I soon found, here on sufferance. During a long day that began between 9 a m., at which hour the room you occupied had to be vacated for the day, and 5 p m., when it might be reoccupied once more, and not before, there was nothing to do but walk the streets if one was out of work, as most of these were, or sit in one or another of these same rooms filled with these same nondescripts, who looked and emanated the depression they felt and who were too taciturn or too evasive or shy or despondent to wish to talk to anybody. And in addition, neither these nor yourself were really welcome here. For, if you remained within these lobbies during the hours of nine and five daylight, these underlings surveyed you, if at all, with looks of indifference or contempt, as who should say, Havent you anything at all to do? and most of those with whom you were in contact could not help but feel this. It was too obvious to be mistaken.

But to return to the type of person who came here to lodge. Where did they all come from? one was compelled to ask oneself. How did it happen that they were so varied as to age, vigor or the lack of it and the like? For not all were old or sick or poorly dressed. Some quite the contrary. And yet how did some of them manage to subsist, even with the aid of such a place as this? What was before them? These thoughts, somehow, would intrude themselves whether one would or no. For some of them were so utterly hopeless looking. And others (I told myself) were the natural idlers of the world, or what was left of them, men too feeble, too vagrom in thought, or too indifferent to make an earnest effort in any direction. At least there was the possibility of many such being here. Again, there were those of better mood and substance, like myself, say, who were here because of stress, and who were temporarily driven to this form of economy, wretched as it was. Others were obviously criminals or drug fiends, or those suffering from some incurable or wasting disease, who probably had little money and no strength, or very little, and who were seeking to hide themselves away here, to rest and content themselves as obscurely and as cheaply as possible. (The maximum charges for a room and a free bath in the public bathroom, the same including towels and soap, ranged from twenty-five to forty cents a day. A meal in the hotel dining-room, such as it was, was fifteen cents. I ate several there.) Pickpockets and thugs from other cities drifted in here, and it was not difficult to pick out an occasional detective studying those who chose to stay here. For the rest, they were of the flotsam and jetsam of all metropolitan life  the old, the young, the middle-aged, the former and the latter having in the main passed the period of success without achieving anything, the others waiting and drifting, perhaps until they should come upon something better. Some of them looked to me to he men who had put up a good fight, but in vain. Life had worsted them. Others looked as though they had not put up any fight at all.

And, again, the nature of the rooms here offered (one of which I was compelled to accept), the air or illusion of cells in an institution or prison that characterized them! They were really not rooms at all, as I found, but cells partitioned or arranged in such a way as to provide the largest amount of renting space and personal supervision and espionage to the founder and manager but only a hare bed to the guest. As I have said, they were all arranged either about an inner court or the exterior walls, so as to have the advantage of interior or exterior lighting, quite as all hotels and prisons are arranged. But the size of them and the amazingly small windows through which one looked, either into one or other of these courts or onto the streets outside! They were not more than five feet in width by eight in length, and contained each a small iron bed, a single chair, and a very small closet or wardrobe where some clothing might be installed, but so little that it could hardly be called a convenience.

And, again, the walls were really not walls at all, but marble partitions set upon iron legs or jacks two feet from the floor and reaching to within three feet of the ceiling, which permitted the observation of ones neighbors legs from below, if you wished to observe those conveniences, or of studying his entire chamber if you chose to climb upon your bed and look over the top. These open spaces were of course protected by iron screens, which prevented any one entering save through the door.

It is obvious that any such arrangement would preclude any sense of privacy. When you were in your cell there came to you from all parts of the building the sounds of a general activity  the shuffling of feet, the clearing of throats, the rattling of dominoes in the reading-room below, voices in complaint or conversation, walkings to and fro, the slamming of doors here, there and everywhere, and what not. Coupled with this was the fact that the atmosphere of the whole building was permeated with tobacco smoke, and tainted or permeated with breaths in all degrees of strength from that of the drunkard to that of the drug fiend or consumptive. It was as though one were living in a weird dream. You were presumed to be alone, and yet you were not, and yet you were, only there was no sense of privacy, only a sense of being separated and then neglected and irritated.

And the way these noises and this atmosphere continued into the small hours of the morning was maddening. There is something, to begin with, about poverty and squalor that is as depressing and destructive as a gas or a chemic ferment. Poverty has color and odor and radiation as strong as any gas or ferment. It speaks. It mourns, and these radiations are destructive. Hence the instinctive impulse to flee not only disease but poverty.

At ten oclock all lights in the lobbies and halls were supposed to be put out, and they were put out. There being none in the rooms, all was dark. Before this you would hear the shuffling of this throng bedward, and the piling of chairs on tables in the lobbies for the night in order that the orderlies of the hotel might sweep afterwards. There followed a general opening and shutting of doors and the sound made by individuals here and there stirring among their effects in the dark or straightening their beds. Finally, during the small hours of the night, when peace was supposed to reign, you would hear, whether you wished to or not, your neighbor and your neighbors neighbor, even to the extent of aisles and floors distant, snoring and coughing or complaining. There were raucous demands from the irritated to cut it out or turn over, and from others return remarks as go to hell. Who do you think you are?  retorts, sometimes brutal, sometimes merely irritable, which, however, kept the night vocal and one awake.

When, however, all these little difficulties had been finally ironed out and the last man had either quit grumbling or decided to dispose of his thoughts in a less audible way, there came an hour in which nature seemed truly able, even here, to knit up the raveled sleeve of care. The noisy had now become silent, the nervous peaceful. Throughout the whole establishment an audible, rhythmic, synchronic breathing was now apparent. You felt as though some great chemic or psychic force were at work in the world, as though by some strange hocus-pocus of chemistry or physics, life was still capable of solving its difficulties, even though you were not, and as though these misfits of soul and body were still breathing in unison with something, as though silence and shadow were parts of some shrewd, huge plan to soothe the minds of the weary and to bring final order out of chaos.

In the morning, however, one awoke once more (at least I did) to a still more painful realization of what it means to be very poor. There were no conveniences, as I found, at least none which were private. Your bath was a public one, a shower only, one of a series of spouting discs in the basement, where you were compelled to foregather with others, taking your clothes with you  for unless you arose early you could not return to your room. The towels, fortunately, were separate, except for some roll-towels that served at washstands. The general toilet was either a long trough or a series of exposed closets, doorless segments extending along one wall. The shaving-room consisted of the mirrors above the washstands, nothing separate. Over all were the guards loitering to see that nothing was misused.

There is no question as to the necessity of such rigid, almost prison-like control, perhaps, but the general effect of it on one  or on me, let me say  was coarse and bitter.

Blime me (the attendants were for some curious reason mostly English), youd think there was no other time but nine for im to come start shaving. I say, you cant do that. Were closingere now. Cut it out.

This to a shabby soul with a three days growth of beard who has evidently not reached the stage where he understands the regulations of the institution.

Youll ave to quit splattering water ereabouts, Im telling you. This aint no bawth. If you want to do that, go in the basement.

This to one who was not as careful about his shaving as he might be.

Youll ave to be moving out o ere now.

This to one who had fixed himself comfortably in the lobby and who might be in the way of some orderly who wanted to sweep or sprinkle a little sawdust. On every hand, at every time, as I noticed, it was the orderly or the hired servant, not the guest, who was the important and superior person. And it seemed to me, after a three days study of it, that they were really looking for flaws and slight mistakes on the part of guests in order that they might show their authority and proclaim to the world their strength. It was discouraging.

The saddest part of it was that this place, with all its drawbacks, was still beyond the purse of many. Some, as anyone could see, only came here between the hours of ten in the morning and ten at night, the hours when lounging in these lobbies was permitted, to loaf and keep warm. They could not afford one of these palatial rooms but must only loaf here by day. It was at least warm and bright, and so, up to ten o clock at night, not unsatisfactory. But having no room to go to at ten at night, they must make their way out. And this necessity, exposing them for what they were, bench-warmers, soon made them known to the guards or orderlies, who could be seen eyeing them, sometimes speaking to them, suggesting that they come no more, that they cut it out. They were burns, benchers, really below the level of those who could afford to stop here, and so beneath that level of contempt which was regularly meted out to those who could stop here. I myself have seen them sidling or slipping out at 9:30 or 9:45, and with what an air  like that of a dog that is in danger of a booting. I have also seen a man at closing time count the remaining money in his possession, calculate a moment, and then rise and slip out into the night. Men such as these are not absolutely worthless, but they have reached the lowest rung of the ladder, are going down, not up, and beyond them is the Bowery, the hospital, and the river  the last, I think, the most merciful of all.


HELLS KITCHEN

N. B. WHEN I first came to New York, and for years afterward, it was a whim of the New York newspapers to dub that region on the West Side which lies between Thirty-sixth and Forty-first Streets and Ninth Avenue and the Hudson River as Hells Kitchen. There was assumed to be operative there, shooting and killing at will, a gang of young roughs that for savagery and brutality was not to be outrivaled by any of the various savage groups of the city. Disturbances, murders, riots, were assumed to be common; the residents of this area at once sullen and tempestuous. Interested by the stark pictures of a slum life so often painted, I finally went to reside there for a period. What follows is from notes or brief pictures made at the time.

It is nine oclock of a summers evening. Approaching my place at this hour, suddenly I encounter a rabble issuing out of Thirty-ninth Street into Tenth Avenue. It is noisy, tempestuous, swirling. A frowsy-headed man of about thirty eight, whose face is badly lacerated and bleeding and whose coat is torn and covered with dust, as though he had been rolling upon the ground, leads the procession. He is walking with that reckless abandon which characterizes the movements of the angry. A slatternly woman of doughy complexion follows at his heels. About them sways a crowd of uncombed and stribbly-haired men and women and children. In the middle of the street, directly on a line with the man whom the crowd surrounds, but, to one side and nearer the side walk walks another man, undersized, thickset and energetic, who seems to take a great interest in the crowd. Though he keeps straight ahead, like the others, he keeps turning and looking, as though he expected a demonstration of some sort. No word is spoken by either the man or the woman, and as the curious company passes along under the variable glows of the store-lamps, shop-keepers and store-dealers come out and make humorous comments, but seem to think it not worth while to follow. I join the procession, since this now relates to my interests, and finally shake an impish, black-haired, ten-year-old girl by the arm until she looks up at me.

Whats the matter?

Aw, he hit him with a banister.

Who hit him?

Why, that man out there in the street.

What did he hit him for?

I dunno, she replies irritably. He wouldnt get out of the room. They got to fightin in the hall. She moves away from me and I ply others fruitlessly, until, turning into Thirty-seventh Street, the green lights of the police station come into view. The object of this pilgrimage becomes apparent. I fall silent, following.

Reaching the station door, the injured man and his woman attendant enter, while the thickset individual who walked to one side, and the curious crowd remain without.

Well? says the sergeant within, glaring intolerantly at the twain as they push before him. The appearance of the injured man naturally takes his attention most.

Lookit me eye, begins the wounded man, with that curious tone of injured dignity which the drunk and disorderly so frequently assume. That and he interpolates a string of oaths descriptive of the man who has assaulted him   hit me with a banister leg.

Who hit you? Where is he? What did he hit you for? This from the sergeant in a breath. The man begins again. The woman beside him interrupts with a description of her own.

Shut up! yells the sergeant savagely, showing his teeth. Ill ram me fist down your throat if you dont. Let him tell whats the matter with him. You keep still.

The woman, overawed by the threat, stops her tirade. The man resumes.

He hit me with a banister leg.

What for?

It was this way, Captain. I went to call on this here lady and that  came in and wanted me to get out of the room. I

What relation is this man to you? inquires the sergeant, addressing the woman.

Nothin, she replies blandly.

Isnt the other man your husband?

No, he aint, the blank-blank-blank-blank and you have a sweet string of oaths. Hes a   , and she begins again to ardently describe the assailant. The man assists her as best he can.
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I thought so, exclaims the officer vigorously. Now, you two get the hell out of here, and stay out, before I club you both. Get on out! Beat it!

Aint you goin to lock him up? demands the victim.

I lock nothing, vouchsafes the sergeant intolerantly. Clear out of here, both of you. If I catch you coming around here any more Ill give you both six months.

He calls an officer from the rear room and the two complainants, together with others who have ventured in, myself included, beat a sullen retreat, the crowd welcoming us on the outside. A buzz of conversation follows. War is promised. When the victim is safely down the steps he exclaims:

All right! I ast him to arrest him. Now let em look out. Ill go back there, I will. Yes, I will. Ill kill the bastard, thats what Ill do. Ill show him whether hell hit me with a banister leg, the  , and as he goes now, rather straight and yet rhythmically forward, his assailant, who has been opposite him all the while but in the middle of the street, keeps an equal and amusing pace.

The crowd follows and turns into Thirty-ninth Street, a half-block east of Tenth Avenue. It stops in front of an old, stale, four-story red brick tenement. Some of its windows are glowing softly in the night. On the third floor some one is playing a flute. Quiet and peace seem to reign, and yet this  

Ill show him whether hell hit me, insists the injured man, entering the house. The woman follows, and then the short, thickset man from the street. One after another they disappear up the narrow stairs which begin at the back of the hall. Some of the crowd follows, myself included.

Presently, after a great deal of scuffling and hustling on the fourth floor, all return helter-skelter. They are followed by a large, comfortably-built, healthy, white-shirted Irish-American, who lives up there and who has strength and courage. Before him, pathetically small in size and strength, the others move, the mutilated and still protesting victim among them. Apparently he has been ejected from the room in which he had been before.

Ill show him, he is still boasting. Ill see whether hell hit me with a banister leg, the  .

Thats all right, says the large Irishman with a brogue, pushing him gently onto the sidewalk as he does so. Go on now.

Ill get even with him yet, insists the victim.

Thats all right. I dont care what you do tomorrow. Go on now.

The victim turns and looks up at this new authority fixedly, as though he knew him well, scratches his head and then turns and solemnly walks away. The other man does likewise. You wonder why.

Its over now, says the new authority to the crowd, and he smiles as blandly as if he had been taking part in an entertainment of some bind. The crowd begins to dissolve. The man who drew the banister leg or stick and who was to have been punished has also disappeared.

But how is this? I ask of some one. How can he do that?

Him? replies an Irish longshoreman who seems to wish to satisfy my curiosity. Dont you know who that is? Its Patsy Finnerty. He used to be a champeen prize-fighter. He won all the fights around here ten years ago. Everybody knows him. Hes in charge over at the steamship dock now, but they wont fight with him. If they did he wouldnt give em no more work. They both work for him once in a while.

I see it all in a blinding flash and go to my own room. How much more powerful is self-interest as typified by Patsy than the police!

* * * * *

It is raining one night and I hear a voice in the room above mine, singing. It is a good voice, sweet and clear, but a little weak and faint down here.

Tyro-al, Tyro-al! Tyro-al, Tyro-al!

Ieh hab dich veeder, O mine Tyro-al!

I know who lives up there by now: Mr and Mrs. Schmick and a little Schmick girl, about ten or eleven. Being courageous in this vicinity because of the simplicity of these people, the awe they have for one who holds himself rather aloof and dresses better than they, and lonely, too, I go up. In response to my knock a little fair-complexioned, heavily constructed German woman with gray hair and blue eyes comes to the door.

I heard some one singing, I say, and I thought I would come up and ask you if I might not come in and listen. I live in the room below.

Certainly. Why, of course. This with an upward lift of the voice. Come right in. And although flustered and red because of what to her seems an embarrassing situation, she introduces me to her blackhaired, heavy-faced husband, who is sitting at the center table with a zither before him.

Papa, here is a gentleman who wants to hear the music.

I smile, and the old German arises, smiles and extends me a welcoming hand. He is sitting in the center of this combination sitting-room, parlor, kitchen and diningroom, his zither, inlaid with mother-of-pearl, on the table before him.

I dont know your name, I say.

Schmick, he replies.

I apologize for intruding but they both seem rather pleased. Also the little daughter, who is sitting in one corner.

Were you singing? I ask her.

No. Mamma, she replies.

I look at the gray-haired little mother and she shows me even, white teeth in smiling at my astonishment.

I sing but very little, she insists, blushing red. My woice is not so strong any more.

Wont you sing what you were singing just before I came in? I ask.

Without any of that diffidence which characterizes so many of all classes she rises and putting one hand on the shoulder of her heavy, solemn-looking husband, asks him to strike the appropriate chord, and then breaks forth into one of those plaintive folksongs of the Tyrol which describes the longing of the singer for his native land.

I have such a poor woice now, she insists when she concludes. When I was younger it was different.

Poor! I exclaim. Its very clear and beautiful. How old are you?

I will be fifty next August, she answers.

This woman is possessed of a sympathetic and altogether lovely disposition. How can she exist in Hells Kitchen, amid grime and apparent hardness, and remain so sweet and sympathetic? In my youth and ignorance I wonder.

* * * * *

I am returning one day from a serious inspection of the small stores and shops of the neighborhood. As I near my door I am preceded up the street by three grimy coal-heavers, evidently returning from work in an immense coalyard in Eleventh Avenue.

Come on in and have a pint, invites one great hulking fellow, with hands like small coal-shovels. He was, as it chanced, directly in front of my doorway.

One of his two companions needs no second invitation, but the other, a small, feeble-witted-looking individual, seems uncertain as to whether to go on or stay.

Come on! Come on back and have a pint! shouts the first coal-heaver. What the hell  aint you no good at all? Come on!

Sure I am, returns the other diffidently. But I ought to he home by half-past.

Aw, home be damned! It wont take long to drink a pint. Come on.

All right, returns the other, grinning sheepishly.

They go over the way to a saloon, and I pause in my own door. Presently a little girl comes down, carrying a tin pail.

Whose little girl are you? I inquire, not recognizing her.

Mamma aint home to-day, she returns quickly.

Mamma? I reply. Why do you say that? I dont want your mamma. I live here.

Oh, I thought you was the insurance man, she adds, grinning. You look just like him.

Arent you the coal mans little girl?

Yes.

Well, he just went into the saloon over there.

Huh-uh. Mines upstairs, drunk. He must be Mr. Kelly, and she goes quickly on with her bucket.

* * * * *

I am sitting in my room one night, listening to the sounds that float vaguely about this curious little unit of metropolitan life, when a dénouement in the social complications of this same coal-heavers life is reached. I already know him now to be a rough man, for once or twice I heard him damning his children very loudly. But I did not suspect that there were likely to be complications over and above the world of the purely material.

Die frau hat sich selbst umgebracht! (The woman has taken her life!) I hear some one crying out in the hall, and then there is such a running and shuffling in the general hubbub. A score of tenants from the different floors are talking and gesticulating, and in the rear of the hall the door opening into the coal-heavers dining-room is open. My landlady, Mrs. Witty, is on the scene, and even while we gaze a dapper little physician of the region, in a high hat and frockcoat, comes running up the steps and enters the open door in the rear.

The doctor! The doctor! The word passes from one to another.

What is it? I ask, questioning a little girl whom I had often seen playing tag on the sidewalk below.

She took poison, she answers.

Who?

That woman in there.

The wife of the coal man?

Sure.

What did she take it for?

I dunno. Here comes another doctor  look!

Another young doctor is hurrying up the steps.

While we are still gaping at the opening and closing door, Mrs. Schmick, the little German woman who sang for me, comes out. She has evidently been laboring in the sick room and seems very much excited.

Is she dead? ask a half-dozen people as she hurries upstairs for something.

No-oh, she answers, puckering up her mouth in her peculiar way. She is very low, though. I must get some things, and she hurries away.

The crowd waits, and finally some light on the difficulty begins to break.

She wouldnt live with him if he didnt stop going with her, my own landlady is saying. I heard her say it.

Who? Who? inquires another.

Why, that woman in Fortieth Street. You know her.

No.

Yes, you do. She lives next door to the blacksmiths shop, upstairs there, the woman with the two little girls.

Her? Is that why she did it?

Sure.

You dont say!

They clatter on in this way and gradually it comes out in good order. This coal-heaver knows a widow in the next block. He is either in love with her or she is in love with him, and sometimes she comes here into Thirty-ninth Street to catch a glimpse of him. He has been seen with her a number of times and had been in the habit of driving his coal-wagon through Fortieth Street in order to catch a glimpse of her. His wife has frequently complained, of course, and there have been rows, bitter nocturnal wrangles, in which he has not come off triumphant. He has sworn and raved and struck his wife but he has been made to promise not to drive through Fortieth Street just the same. This day, however, he failed to keep this injunction. She was in Fortieth Street and had seen him, then had come home and in a fit of jealous rage and affectionate distemper had drunk a bottle of camphor. The husband is not home yet.

While we are still patiently awaiting him he arrives, dark, heavy, unprepared for the difficulty awaiting him, and very much astonished at the company gathered about his door.

My wife! he exclaims when told.

Yes, your wife. This from several members of the company.

He hurries in, very shaken and frightened.

What is this? he demands as he passes the door and is confronted by serious-looking physicians. More we could not hear.

But after a time out he comes for something at the drugstore, then in again. He is in and out two or three times, and finally, before the assembled company and in explanation, wrings his hands.

I never done nothin to make her do this. I never done nothin. He pauses, awaiting a denial, possibly, from some one, then adds: The disgrace! I wouldnt mind if it wasnt for the disgrace!

I meet Mrs. Schmick the next day in the hall. She has been indefatigable in her labors.

Will she die?

No, she gets better now.

Is he going to behave himself?

She shrugs her shoulders, lifts up her hands dubiously.

Mrs. Schmick, I ask, interestedly, her philosophy of life arresting me, why do you work so hard? You didnt even know her, did you?

Ach, no. But she is sick now. She is in trouble. I would do as much for anybody.

And this is Hells Kitchen, I recall.

* * * * *

Looking out of my front window I can see a great deal of all that goes on here, in connection with this house, I mean. Through the single narrow door under my window issue and return all those who have in any way anything to do with it. The mailman comes very seldom. There is a weekly life-insurance man who comes regularly, bangs on doors and complains that some people are in but wont answer. Ditto the gas man. Ditto the milkman. Ditto the collector for a rug and clock house. Many duns of many kinds who come to collect bills of all kinds and never can get in. Of a morning only a half-dozen men and some six or eight girls seem to creep wearily and unwillingly forth to work. At night they and others, who have apparently other methods than that of regular toil for occupying their time, return with quite a different air. Truckmen and coalmen and Mr. Schmick arrive about the same time, half-past five. The son of a morose malsters clerk, who occupies the second floor rear, back of me, arrives at six. Beer-can carrying is the chief employment of the city cart-drivers wife, who lives on the third floor, the unemployed iron-worker, whose front room I rent, and the ill-tempered woman with the three children on the fourth floor. The six or eight girls who go out evenings after their days labor frequently do not begin to drift back until after eleven, several of them not before three or four. I have met them coming in. Queer figures slip in and out at all times, men and women who cannot be placed by me in any regular detail of the doings of this house. Some of them visit one or another of several apartments too frequently to make their comings and goings explicable on conventional grounds. It is a peculiar region and house, this, with marked streaks of gayety at times, and some very evident and frequently long-continued periods of depression and dissatisfaction and misery.

I am hanging out of my window one evening as usual when the keenest of all these local tragedies, in so far as this house and a home are concerned, is enacted directly below me. One of the daughters above-mentioned is followed down four flights of stairs and pushed out upon the sidewalk by her irate father and a bundle of wearing apparel thrown after her.

He is very angry and shouts: You get out now.

You cant come back into my house any more. Get out!

He waves his arms dramatically. A crowd gathers. Men and women hang out of windows or gather closely about him and the girl, while the latter, quite young yet, perhaps fifteen, cries, and the onlookers eagerly demand to know what the trouble is.

Shes a street-walker, thats what she is, he screams.

She comes to my house after running around all night with loafers. Let her get out now.

Aw, what do you want to turn her off for? demands a sympathetic bystander who is evidently moved by the girls tears. Others voice the same sentiment.

You! You! exclaims the old locksmith, who is her father, in uncontrollable rage. You mind your own business. She is a street-walker, thats what she is. She shall not come into my house any more.

There is wrangling and more exclamations, and finally into the thick of the crowd comes a policeman, who tries to gather up all the phases of the story.

You wont take her back, eh? he asks of the father, after using all sorts of arguments to prevent a family rupture. All right, then, come along, he says to the girl, and leads her around to the police station. Well find some place for you, maybe, to-night anyhow.

I heard that she did not stay at the station, after all, but what the conclusion of her career was, outside of the fact that the matter was reported to the Gerry Society, I never learned. But the reasons for her predicament struck me as obvious. Here was too much toil, too much gloom, too much solemnity for her, the non-appreciation which the youthful heart so much abhors. Elsewhere, perhaps, was light, warmth, merriment, beauty  or so she thought.

She went, she and so many others, fluttering eastward like a moth, into the heart of the great city which lay mostly to the east. When she returned, and with singed wings, she was no longer welcome.

* * * * *

But why they saw fit to dub it Hells Kitchen, however, I could never discover. It seemed to me a very ordinary slum neighborhood, poor and commonplace, and sharply edged by poverty, but just life and very, very human life at that.


A CERTAIN OIL REFINERY

THERE is a section of land very near New York, lying at the extreme southern point of the peninsula known as Bayonne, which is given up to a peculiar business. The peninsula is a long neck of land lying between those two large bays which extend a goodly distance on either hand, one toward the city of Newark, the other toward the vast and restless ocean beyond Brooklyn. Stormy winds sweep over it at many periods of the year. The seagull and the tern fly high over its darksome roof-tops. Tall stacks and bare, red buildings and scores of rounded tanks spread helter-skelter over its surface, give it a dreary, unkempt and yet not wholly inartistic appearance which appeals, much as a grotesque deformity appeals or a masque intended to represent pain.

This section is the seat of a most prosperous manufacturing establishment, a single limb of a many-branched tree, and its business is the manufacturing, or rather refining, of oil. Of an ordinary business day you would not want a more inspiring picture of that which is known as manufacture. Great ships, inbound and outbound, from all ports of the world, lie anchored at its docks. Long trains of oil cars are backed in on many spurs of tracks, which branch from main-line arteries and stand like caravans of steel, waiting to carry new burdens of oil to the uttermost parts of the land. There are many buildings and outhouses of all shapes and dimensions which are continually belching forth smoke in a solid mass, and if you stand and look in any direction on a gloomy day you may see red fires which burn and gleam in a steady way, giving a touch of somber richness to a scene which is otherwise only a mass of black and gray.

This region is remarkable for the art, as for the toil of it, if nothing more. A painter could here find a thousand contrasts in black and gray and red and blue, which would give him ample labor for his pen or brush. These stacks are so tall, the building from which they spring so low. Spread out over a marshy ground which was once all seaweed and which now shows patches of water stained with iridescent oil, broken here and there with other patches of black earth to match the blacker buildings which abound upon it, you have a combination in shades and tones of one color which no artist could resist. A Whistler could make wonderful blacks and whites of this. A Vierge or a Shinn could show us what it means to catch the exact image of darkness at its best. A casual visitor, if he is of a sensitive turn, shudders or turns away with a sense of depression haunting him. It is a great world of gloom, done in lines of splendid activity, but full of the pathos of faint contrasts in gray and black.

At that, it is not so much the art of it that is impressive as the solemn life situation which it represents. These people who work in it  and there are thousands of them  are of an order which you would call commonplace. They are not very bright intellectually, of course, or they would not work here. They are not very attractive physically, for nature suits body to mind in most instances, and these bodies as a rule reflect the heaviness of the intelligence which guides them. They are poor Swedes and Poles, Hungarians and Lithuanians, people who in many instances do not speak our tongue as yet, and who are used to conditions so rough and hare that those who are used to conditions of even moderate comfort shudder at the thought of them. They live in tumbledown shacks next to the works and they arrange their domestic economies heaven only knows how. Wages are not high (a dollar or a dollar and a half a day is good pay in most instances), and many of them have families to support, large families, for children in all the poorer sections are always numerous. There are dark, minute stores, and as dark and meaner saloons, where many of them (the men) drink. Looking at the homes and the saloons hereabout, it would seem to you as though any grade of intelligence ought to do better than this, as if an all-wise, directing intelligence, which we once assumed nature to possess, could not allow such homely, claptrap things to come into being. And yet here they are.

Taken as a mass, however, and in extreme heat or cold, under rain or snow, when the elements are beating about them, they achieve a swart solemnity, rise or fall to a somber dignity or misery for which nature might well be praised. They look so grim, so bare, so hopeless. Artists ought to make pictures of them. Writers ought to write of them. Musicians should get their inspiration for what is antiphonal and contra-puntal from such things. They are of the darker moods of nature, its meanest inspiration.

However, it is not of these houses alone that this picture is to be made, but of the work within the plant, its nature, its grayness, its intricacy, its rancidity, its commonplaceness, its mental insufficiency; for it is a routine, a process, lacking from one years end to another any trace of anything creative  the filling of one vat and another, for instance, and letting the same settle; introducing into one vat and another a given measure of chemicals which are known to bring about separation and purifications or, in other words, the process called refining; opening gates in tubes and funnels which drain the partially refined oils into other vats and finally into barrels and tanks, which are placed on ears or ships. You may find the how of it in any encyclopedia. But the interesting thing to me is that men work and toil here in a sickening atmosphere of blackness and shadow, of vile odors, of vile substances, of vile surroundings. You could not enter this yard, nor glance into one of these buildings, nor look at these men tramping by, without feeling that they were working in shadow and amid foul odors and gases, which decidedly are not conducive to either health or the highest order of intelligence.

Refuse tar, oil and acids greet the nostrils and sight everywhere. The great chimneys on either hand are either belching huge columns of black or blue smoke, or vapory blue gases, which come in at the windows. The ground under your feet is discolored by oil, and all the wagons, cars, implements, machinery, buildings, and the men, of course, are splotched and spotted with it. There seems to be no escape. The very air is full of smoke and oil.

It is in this atmosphere that thousands of men are working. You may see them trudging in in the morning, their buckets or baskets over their arms, a consistent pallor overspreading their faces, an irritating cough in some instances indicating their contact with the smoke and fumes; and you may see them trudging out again at night, marked with the same pallor, coughing with the same cough; a day of peculiar duties followed by a night in the somber, gray places which they call home. Another line of men is always coming in as they go out. It is a line of men which straggles over all of two miles and is coming or going during an hour, either of the morning or the night. There is no gayety in it, no enthusiasm. You may see depicted on these faces only the mental attitude which ensues where one is compelled to work at some thing in which there is nothing creative. It is really, when all is said and done, not a pleasant picture.

I will not say, however, that it is an unrelieved hardship for men to work so. The Lord tempereth the wind to the shorn lamb is an old proverb and unquestionably a true one. Indubitably these men do not feel as keenly about these things as some of the more exalted intellectual types in life, and it is entirely possible that a conception of what we know as atmosphere may never have found lodgment in their brains. Nevertheless, it is true that their physical health is affected to a certain extent, and it is also true that the home life to which they return is what it is, whether this be due to low intelligence or low wages, or both. The one complements the other, of course. If any attempt were made to better their condition physically or mentally, it might well be looked upon by them as meddling. At the same time it is true that up to this time nothing has been done to improve their condition. Doing anything more for them than paying them wages is not thought of.
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A long trough, for instance, a single low wooden tub, in a small boarded-off space, in the boss teamsters shanty, with neither soap nor towels and only the light that comes from a low door, is all the provision made for the host of still-cleaners, the men who are engaged in the removal of the filthy refuse  tar, acids, and vile residuums from the stills and agitators. In connection with the boiler-room, where over three hundred men congregate at noontime and at night, there is to be found nothing better. You may see rows of grimy men congregate at noontime and at night, to eat their lunch or dinner, there is to be found nothing better. You may see rows of grimy men in various departments attempting to clean themselves under such circumstances, and still others walking away without any attempt at cleaning themselves before leaving. It takes too long. The idea of furnishing a clean dining-room in which to eat or a place to hang coats has never occurred to any one. They bring their food in buckets.

However, that vast problem, the ethics of employment, is not up for discussion in this instance: only the picture which this industry presents. On a gray day or a stormy one, if you have a taste for the somber, you have here all the elements of a gloomy labor picture which may not long endure, so steadily is the world changing. On the one hand, masters of great force and wealth, penurious to a degree, on the other the victims of this same penuriousness and indifference, dumbly accepting it, and over all this smoke and gas and these foul odors about all these miserable chambers. Truly, I doubt if one could wish a better hell for ones enemies than some of the wretched chambers here, where men rove about like troubled spirits in a purgatory of mans devising; nor any mental state worse than that in which most of these victims of Mother Nature find themselves. At the bottom nothing but darkness and thickness of wit, and dullness of feeling, let us say, and at the top the great brilliant blooms known to the world as the palaces and the office buildings and the private cars and the art collections of the principal owners of the stock of this concern. For those at the top, the brilliancy of the mansions of Fifth Avenue, the gorgeousness of the resorts of Newport and Palm Beach, the delights of intelligence and freedom; for those beneath, the dark chamber, the hanging smoke, pallor, foul odors, wretched homes. Yet who shall say that this is not the foreordained order of life? Can it be changed? Will it ever be, permanently? Who is to say?


THE BOWERY MISSION

IN the lower stretches of the Bowery, in New York, that street once famous for a tawdry sprightliness but now run to humdrum and commonplace, stands the Bowery Mission. It is really a pretentious affair of its kind, the most showy and successful of any religious effort directed toward reclaiming the burn, the sot, the crook and the failure. As a matter of fact, the three former, and not always the latter, are not easily reclaimed by religion or anything else. It is only when the three former degenerate into the latter that the thought of religion seems at all enticing, and then only on the side that leans toward help for themselves. The Bowery Mission as an institution gathers its full quota of these failures, and its double row of stately old English benches, paid for by earnest Christians who have heard of it through much newspaper heralding of its services, are nightly filled and overflowing.

The spirit of this organization is peculiar. It really does not ask anything of its adherents or attendants, or whatever they might be called, except that they come in. No dues are collected, no services exacted. There is even a free lunchroom and an employment bureau run in connection with it, where the hungry can get a cup of coffee and a roll at midnight and the jobless can sometimes hear of something to their advantage during the day. The whole spirit of the place is one of help-

fulness, though the task is of necessity dispiriting and in some of its aspects gruesome.

For these individuals who frequent this place of worship are surely, of all the flotsam of the city, the most helpless and woebegone. There is something about the type of soul which turns to religion in extremis which is not pleasing. It appears to turn to religion about as a drowning man turns to a raft. There is the taint of personal advantage about it and not a little of the cant and whine of one who would curry favor with life or the Lord. Granting this, yet here they are, and here they come, out of the Bowery and the side streets of the Bowery, that wonderful ganglia of lodging houses; and in this place, and I presume others of its stripe, listen to presumably inspiring sermons. In all fairness, the speakers seem to realize that they have a difficult task to perform in awakening these men to a consciousness of their condition. They know that there is, if not cant, at least mental and physical lethargy to overcome. These bodies are poisoned by their own inactivity and sense of defeat. When one looks at them collectively the idea instinctively forces itself forward: What is there to save?

And yet, shabby and depressing as are these facts, there is a collective, coherent charm and color about the effort itself which to one who views it entirely disinterestedly is not to be scoffed at. The hall itself; a long deep store turned to a semblance of Gothic beauty by a series of colored windows set in the store-front facing the Bowery, and by a gallery of high-backed benches of Gothic design at the back, and by mottoes and traceries in dark blue and gold which harmonize fittingly with the walnut stain of the woodwork, is inviting. Even the shabby greenish-brown and dusty gray coats of the audience blend well with the woodwork, and even the pale colorless faces of gray or ivory hue somehow add to what is unquestionably an artistic and ornamental effect.

The gospel of God the All-Forgiving is the only doctrine here thoroughly insisted upon. It is, in a way, a doctrine of inspiration. That it is really never too late to change, to come back and begin all over, is the basic idea. God, once appealed to, can do anything to restore the contrite heart to power and efficiency. Believe in God, believe that He really loves you, believe that He desires to make you all you should be, and you will be. Your fortunes will change. You will come into peace and decency and be respected once more. God will help you.

It is interesting to watch the effect of this inspirational doctrine, driven home as it is by imaginative address, oratorical fire, and sometimes physical vehemence. The speakers, the ordinary religionists of an inspirational and moral turn, not infrequently possess real magnetism, the power to attract and sway their hearers. These dismal wanderers, living largely in doubt and despair, can actually be seen to take on a pseudo-courage as they listen. You can see them stir and shift, the idea that possibly something can be done for them if only they can get this belief into their minds, actually influencing their bodies. And now and then some one who has got a soft job, a place, through the ministrations of the mission workers, or who has been pulled out of a state of absolute despair  or at least claims to have been  will arise and testify that such has been the case. His long wanderings in the dark will actually fascinate him by contrast and he will expatiate with shabby eloquence upon his present decency and comfort as contrasted with what he was. I remember one night hearing an old man tell what a curse he had been to a kind-hearted sister, and how he wanted but one thing, now that he was coming out of his dream of evil, and that was to let her see some day that he had really reformed. It was a pathetic wish, so little to hope for, but the wish was seemingly sincere and the speaker fairly recovered.

And they claim to recover a percentage, small though it is, to actual service and usefulness. The service may not be great, the usefulness not very important, but such as it is, there it is. And if one could but believe them, so dubious is all so-called reformation of this sort, there is something pleasing in the thought that out of the muck and waste of the slough of despond some of these might actually be brought to health and decency, a worthwhile living, say. Yet are they? Dirty, grimy, like flies immersed in glue, can they be  have they ever been  dragged to safety and set on their feet again, clean, hopeful, or even weakly so? I remember listening one night to the story of the son of the man who founded the mission. It appears that the father was rich and the boy indulgently fostered, until at last he turned out to be a drunkard, rake and what not  all the nouns usually applied to those who do evil. His father had tried to retain a responsible position for him among his affairs but was finally compelled to cut him off. He ordered him out of his house, his business, had his will remade, cutting him off without a dollar, and declared vehemently and determinedly that he would never look upon him again.

[image: img83.jpg]

The boy disappeared. Some five years later a thin, shabby, down-hearted wastrel strolled into the mission and sat down, contenting himself with occupying a far corner and listening wearily to what was being said. After the services were over he came to the director in charge and confessed that he was the son of the man who had founded the mission, that he was actually at the end of his rope, hungry, and with no place to sleep  your prodigal son. The director, of course, at once took him in charge, gave him a meal and a bed, and set about considering whether anything could be done for him.

It appears that the youth, like his prototype of the parable, had actually had his fill of the husks, but in addition he was sick and dispirited and willing to die. The director encouraged him to hope. He was young yet. There was still a chance for him. He first gave him odd jobs about the mission, then secured him a place as waiter in a small restaurant, and finally, figuring out a notable idea, took him to the foreman of the fathers own printing establishment and asked a place for him as a printers devil. The character of the mission director was sufficient guarantee and the place was given, though no one knew who the rundown assistant really was. Finally, after over eleven months of service, the director went to the owner of the business and said: Would you like to know where your boy is?

No, the father replied sharply, I would not.

If you knew he had reformed and had been working for at least a year and a half steadily in one place  wouldnt that make any difference?

Well, he replied, looking at him quizzically, it might. Where is he?

Right here in your own establishment.

The old man got up. Whats he doing? Let me look at him.

The two traversed the halls of a great business establishment and finally came to the department where the youth was working. The father, eager but cautious, scanned the room and saw his son, himself unnoticed. He was sticking type, a green shade over his eyes.

For a moment the parent hesitated, then went over.

Harry, he called.

The boy jumped.

Father! he cried:

It was described as a moment of intense emotion. The boy broke down and wept and the father shed tears over him. Finally he sobered himself and said: Now you come with me. I guess you re all right enough to be my son again. You can set more type to-morrow. And he led him away.

Truth? Or Romance? I do not know.

The final answer to this form of service, however, is in the mission itself. Nightly you may see them rise and hear them testify. One night the speaker, pouring forth a fiery description of Gods power, stopped in the midst of his address and said: Is that you, Tommy Wilson, up there in the gallery?

Yes, sir.

Tommy, Im glad to see you. Wont you get up and sing My Lord and I? I know there isnt any one here who wouldnt rather hear you sing than me preach any time. Will you?

Yes, sir.

Up in the gallery, three rows back, there arose a shabby little man, his dusty suit showing the well-worn marks of age. He was clean and docile, however, and seemed to be some one whom the mission had reclaimed in times past. In fact, the speaker made it clear that Tommy was a great card, for out of the gutter he had come to contribute a beautiful voice to the mission, a voice that was now missing because he had a job in a faraway part of the city.

Tommy sang. He put his hands in his coat pockets, stood perfectly erect, and with his head thrown back gave vent to such a sweet, clear melody that it moved every heart. It was not a strong voice, not showy, but pure and lovely, like a limpid stream. The song he sang was this:

I have a Friend so precious, 

So very dear to me; 

He loves me with such tender love, 

He loves me faithfully.

I could not live apart from Him, 

I love to feel Him nigh; 

And so we dwell together, 

My Lord and I.

Sometimes Im faint and weary, 

He knows that I am weak, 

And as He bids me lean on 

Him His help I gladly seek; 

He leads me in the paths of light, 

Beneath a sunny sky; 

And so we walk together, 

My Lord and I.

I tell Him all my sorrows, 

I tell Him all my joys, 

I tell Him all that pleases me, 

I tell Him what annoys; 

He tells me what I ought to do, 

He tells me how to try; 

And so we walk together, 

My Lord and I.

He knows how Im longing 

Some weary soul to win, 

And so He bids me go and speak 

The loving word for Him; 

He bids me tell His wondrous love, 

And why He came to die; 

And so we work together 

My Lord and I.

As he sang I could not help thinking of this imaginatively personified Lord of the Universe in all His power and wisdom taking note of this singing, shabby ant  of the faith that it required to believe that He would. Then I thought of the vast forces that shift and turn in their mighty inscrutability. I thought of suns and planets that die, not knowing why they are born. Of the vast machinery, the vast chemistry, of things dark, ruthless, brutal, and then of love, and mercy and tenderness that is somehow present along with cruelty and savagery. And then I thought of this little, shabby reclaimed water-rat, this scraping of the mud crawled to the bank, who yet could stand there in his shabby coat and sing! What if, after all, as the Christian Scientists believe, the Lord was not distant from things but here, now, everywhere, divine goodness speaking in and through matter and man. What if evil and weakness and failure were dreams only, evil dreams, from which we wake to something different, better  Omnipotence, to essential unity with life and love? For a moment, so mysterious a thing is emotion and romance, the thought carried me with the singer, and I sang with him:

And so we walk together, 

My Lord and I.

But outside in the cold, hard street, with its trucks and cars, I knew the informing spirit is not quite like that, neither so kind nor helpful  at least not to all.


THE WONDER OF THE WATER

I CROSS, each morning, a bridge that spans a river of running water. It is not a wide river, but one populous with boats and teeming with all the mercantile life of a great city. Its current is swift, its bottom deep; it carries on its glassy bosom the freight of a thousand  of ten thousand merchants. Only the conception of something supernally wonderful haunts me as I cross it, and I gaze at the picture of its boats and barges, its spars and sails, spellbound by their beauty.

The boats on this little river  the Harlem  traverse the seven seas. You may stand and see them go by: vessels loaded with brick and stone, with lumber and cement, with coal, iron, lime, oil  a great gamut of serviceable things which the world needs and which is here forever being delivered or carried away. These boats come from the Hudson and the Chesapeake, from Maine, Florida, the Gulf of Mexico, Europe, Asia, Africa and the rest of the world. They tie up to these small docks in friendly rows and nose the banks in silence, while human beings, honored only by being allowed to guide and direct their stately proportions, clamber over them.

It is not so much these boats, however, as it is the water which curls under them, which sips and eddies about the docks and posts, and circles away in spinning rings, which takes my fancy. This water, which flows here so swiftly, comes from so far. It has been washing about the world, lo, these many centuries  for how long the imagination of man cannot conceive. And here it is running pleasantly at my feet, the light of the morning sun warming it with amethystine beams and giving it a luster which the deeps of the sea cannot have.
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This water, as it comes before me now, gives me the impression of having been a hundred and a thousand things, maybe  the torrent from the height, bounding ecstatically downward into the depths of some cavern, rolling in gloom under the immensity of the volume of the sea, or a tiny cloudlet hanging like a little red island in the sky, a dark thundercloud pouring its fury and wrath upon a luckless multitude. It may have been a cup of water, a glass of wine, a tear, a gush of blood  anything in the whole gamut of human experience, or out of it  and yet here for this hour at least it lies darkling and purling, murmuring cheerfully about these docks and piers. When you think of the steam that is made of it by heat, floating over our whole civilization like plumes; the frost of the windowpanes spread in such tropical luxury of a winter morning; the snow, in its forms of stars and flowers; the rich rains of summer, falling with such rhythmic persistence; and then the ice, the fog, the very atmosphere we breathe, infiltrated by this wonderful medium and were ourselves almost entirely composed of it, you see how almost mystic it becomes. We owe all our forms to it; the beauty of the flowers, the stateliness of the trees, the shape and grandeur of the mountains, all, in fact  our minds and bodies, so much water and so little substance.

And here it is under our bridge, hurrying away. It may be that it has mind, that in its fluid depths lie all the religions and philosophies of the world. Sweep us away, and out of it might rise new shapes and forms, more glorious, more radiant. We may not even guess the alpha of its powers.

I do not know what this green fluid is that runs between green banks and past docks and factories and the habitations of men. It has a life quality, and mayhap a soul quality, which I cannot fathom, but with each turn of its ripples and each gurgle of its tide the heart of me leaps like a voice in song. I can reason no more. It is too colorful, too rhythmic, too silent, not to call forth that which is deemed exaltation by the world, and I stand spellbound, longing for I know not what, nor why.


THE MAN ON THE BENCH

IT is nine oclock of a summers night. The great city all about is still astir, active, interested, apparently comfortable. Lights gleam out from stores lazily. The cars go rumbling by only partially filled, as is usual at this time of night. People stroll in parks in a score of places throughout the city, enjoying the cool of the night, such as it is.

In any one of these, as the evening wanes, may be witnessed one of the characteristic spectacles of the town: the gathering of the benchers. Here, while one strolls about for an hours amusement or sits on a bench, may be seen the man whom the city has beaten, seeking a place to sleep.

What a motley company! What a port of missing men! This young one who slips by me in shabby, clay-colored clothes and a worn, dirty straw hat, is only temporarily down on his luck, for he has youth. It may be a puling youth, half-witted, with ill-conceived understanding of things as they are, but it is youth, with some muscle and some activity, and as such it is salable. Some one will buy it for something for a little while.

But this other thing that comes shambling toward me, dirty, dust in its ears, dust in its eyes, dust in its hair, a meager recollection of a hat, dull, hopeless, doglike eyes  what has it to offer life? Nothing?

Practically so. An appetite which life will not satisfy, a racked and thin-blooded body which life cannot use, a rusty, cracked and battered piece of machinery which is fit only for the scrap-heap. And yet it lingers on, clings on, hoping for what? And this third thing  a woman, if you please, in rags and tatters, a gray cape for a shawl, a queer, flat, shapeless thing which she wears on her head for a hat, shoes that are not shoes but cracked strips of leather, a skirt that is a bag only, hands, face, skin wrinkled and dirty, yet who seeks to rest or sleep here the night through. And now she is stuffing old newspapers between her dress and her breast to keep warm. And enveloping her hands in her rag of a shawl!

Yet she and those others make but three of many, so grim, so strange, so shabby a company. What, in Gods name, has life done to them that they are so cracked and bruised and worthless?

No heart, or not a good one perhaps, in any of these bodies; no stomach, or a mere bundle of distorted viscera; no liver or kidneys -worthy the name, but only botched or ill-working organs of these names in their place; eyes poor; hearing possibly defective; hair fading; skin clammy. Merciful God! is it to this condition that we come, you and I, if life be not merciful?

I am not morbid. I know that men must make good. I know that to be useful to the world they must have a spark of divine fire. But who is to provide the fire? Who did, in the first place? Where is it now? What blew it out? The individual himself? Not always. Man is not really responsible for his actions. Society?
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Society is not really responsible for itself or for its individuals. Nature? God? Very likely, although there is room for much discussion and much illumination here.

But before we point the finger of scorn or shrug the shoulder of indifference, one word:  Life does pro vide the divine fire, and that free and unasked, to many. It does provide a fine constitution, and that free and unasked, to many. It does provide beauty  aye it pours it into the lap of some. Life works in the clay of its interests, fashioning, fashioning. With some handfuls it fashions lovingly, joyously, radiantly. It gives one girl, for instance, a passion for art, an ear for music, a throat for singing, a joy in humor and beauty, which grows and becomes marvelous and is irresistible. Into the seed of a boy it puts strength, suppleness, facility of thought, facility of expression, desire. It not infrequently puts a wild surging determination to do and be in his brain which carries him like powder a bullet, straight to the mark.

But what or who provided the charge of powder behind that bullet? Who fashioned the chorded throat? Who worked over this face of flowerlike expression, until men burn with wild passion and lay kingdoms and hierarchies and powers at its feet? We palaver so much of personal effort. We say of this one and that: He did not try. I ask you this: had he tried, what of it? How far would his little impulse have carried him? What would it have overcome? Would it have placed him above the level of a coal-stoker or a sand-hog? Would it have fitted him to contend with even these?

Would it have matched his ideas, or his ideas have matched it? Who? What? How? Dark thoughts!

Ah! but I hear you say, that is not the question. Effort is the question, not where his effort will carry him. True. Who gave him his fitness for effort, or his unfitness? Who took away his courage? Why could it be taken? Dark thought, and still more dark the deeps behind it.

Here they are, though, pale anæmic weeds or broken flowers, slipping about looking for a bench to sleep on in our park. They are wondering where the next meal is coming from, the next job, the next bed. They are wondering whither they are going to go, what they are going to do, who is going to say something to them. Or maybe they are past wondering, past dreaming, past thinking over lost battles and lost life. Oh, nature! where now in your laboratory of dark forces, you plan and weave, be merciful. For these, after all, are of you, your clay; they need not be destroyed.

Yet meantime the city sings of its happiness, the lights burn, the autos honk; there are great restaurants agleam with lights and merriment. See, that is where strength is!

I like this fact of the man on the bench, as sad as it is. It is the evidence of the grimness of life, its subtlety, its indifference. Men pass them by. The world is elsewhere. And yet I know that below all this awaits after all the unescapable chemistry of things. They are not out of nature. They cannot escape it really. They are of it  an integral part of the great mystery and beauty  even they. They fare ill here, now, perhaps  very. Yet it is entirely possible that they need only wait, and life will eventually come round to them. They cannot escape it; it must use them. The potter has but so much clay. He cannot but mold it again and again. And as for the fire, He cannot ultimately prevent it. It goes, somewhat wild or mild, into all He does.


THE MEN IN THE DARK

IT is not really dark in the accepted sense of the word, for a great, yellow, electric lamp sputtering overhead casts a wide circle of gold, but it is one-fifteen of a cold January morning, and this light is all the immediate light there is. The offices of the great newspaper center, the sidewalk in front of one of which constitutes the stage of this scene, are dark and silent. The great presses in every newspaper building hereabouts are getting ready to whir mightily, and if only the passers-by would cease their shuffling you could hear the noises of preparation. A little later, when they are actually in motion, you can hear them, a sound of rushing, dim and muffled, but audible  the cataract of news which the world waits for, its daily mental stimulus, not unlike the bread that is left at your door for your body.

But who are these peculiar individuals who seem to be gathering here at this time in the morning? You did not notice any one a few minutes ago, but now there are three or four over there discussing the reasons for the present hard times, and here in the shadow of this great arch of a door are three or four more. And now you look about you and they are coming from all directions, slipping in out of the shadow toward this light, where sits a fat old Irish woman beside an empty news-stand waiting to tend it, for as yet there is nothing on it. They all seem at first to be men of one type, small and underweight and gaunt. But a little later you realize that they are not so much alike in height and weight as you first thought, and of differing nationalities. But they are all cold, though, that is certain, and a little impatient, They are constantly shifting and turning and looking at the City Hall clock, where its yellow face shows the hour, or looking down the street, and sometimes murmuring, but not much. There is very little said.

What is all the trouble? you ask of some available bystander, who ought to be fairly en rapport with the situation, since he has been standing here for some time.

Nothin, he retorts. Theyre waitin for the mornin papers. Theyre lookin to see which can git to a job first.

Oh! you exclaim, a great light breaking. So theyre here to get a good start. They wait all night, eh? Thats pretty tough, isnt it?

Oh, I dont know. Theyre mostly Swedes and Germans. This last as though these two nationalities, and no doubt some others, were beyond the need of human consideration. Theyre waiters and cooks and order men and dishwashers. Theres some other kinds, too, but theyre mostly waiters.

Would you say that that old man over there  that fellow with a white beard  was a waiter?

Aw, naw! He aint no waiter. I dont know what he is  pan-handler, maybe. They wouldnt have the likes of him. Its these other fellows that are waiters, these young ones.

You look, and they are young in a way, lean, with thin lips and narrow chests and sallow faces, a little shabby, all of them, and each has a roll of something wrapped up in a newspaper or a brown paper and tucked under his arm  an apron, maybe.

You begin speculating for yourself, and, with the aid of your friend to supply occasional points, you piece the whole thing together. This is really a very great, hard, cold city, and these men are creatures at the bottom of the ladder, temporarily, anyhow. And these columns of ads in the successful morning papers attract them as a chance. And they come here thus early in the cold in order to get a good start on a given job before any one else can get ahead of them. First come, first served.

And while you are waiting, speculating, another creature edges near you. He is not quite so prosperous looking as the last one you talked to; he seems thinner, more emaciated.

Take a look at that, boss, he says, opening his palm and shoving something bright toward you. It looks like gold.

No, you answer nervously. (You have been held up before.) No, I dont want to look at it.

Take a look at it, he insists.

No, you retort irritably, but you do it in a halfhearted, objecting way and see that it is a gold ring with an initial carved in the seal plate.
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He closes his thin hand and puts it back in his pocket.

He is inclined to go away, and then another idea strikes him.

Are you lookin fer a job? he asks.

No.

Aint you a cook?

No.

Gee! I thought you was some swell chef  they come here now and then.

It is a doubtful compliment but better than nothing. You soften a little.

Im a waiter, he confides, now that he has your momentary interest. I am, I mean, when Im in good health. Im run down some now. The best I can get is dishwashing now. But I am a waiter, and Ive been an order clerk. Theres nothin much to say of this bunch, though. They all work for the cheap joints. Saturday nights they gits drunk mostly, and if theyre not there on the dot Sunday theyre gone. The boss gits a new one. Then they come here Sunday night or Monday.

You are inclined to agree that this description fits in pretty well with your observation of a number of them, but what of these others who look like family men, who look worried and harried?

Sure, theres lots others, prompts your adviser. Theres three columns every day callin for painters. Theres a column most every day of printers. People paints houses all the year round. Theres general help wanted. Theres carpenters. It gits some. Cooks and waiters and dishwashers in the big pull, though.

You have been wondering if this is really true, but it sounds plausible enough. These men are obviously, in a great many cases, cooks and waiters. Their search calls for an early start, for the restaurants and hotels usually keep open all night. It may be.

And all the time you have been wondering why the papers do not come. It seems a shame that these men should have to stand here so long. Theres a great crowd now, between two and three hundred. A policeman is tramping up and down, keeping an open passageway. He is not in any friendly mood.

Stand back, he orders angrily. Im tellin ye fer the last time, now!

A great passageway opens.

Now of a sudden comes a boy running with a great bundle of the most successful morning paper, a most staggering load. Actually the crowd looks as though it would seize him and tear his bundle away from him but instead it only closes in quickly behind. When he reaches the Irish womans stand there is a great struggling, grabbing circle formed. The  is the cry.

Gimme a  and for the space of a half dozen minutes a thriving, exciting business is done in morning papers. Then these men run with their papers like dogs run with a bone. They hurry, each to some neighboring light, and glance up and down the columns. Sometimes they mark something, and then you see them hurry on again. They have picked their prospect.

It is a pitiful spectacle from one point of view, a decidedly grim one from another. Your dishwasher (or ex-waiter) confides that most of these positions, apart from tips, pay only five dollars a week and board. And he admits that the board is vile. While you are talking you recognize some gentlemanly newspaper man, well-salaried, taking his belated way home. What a contrast! What a far cry!

And say, says your dishwasher friend, I thought Id git a job to-night. I thought somebodyd buy this ring. Itll bring $1.75 in the pawnshop in the mornin. I aint got carfare or I wouldnt mention it. I usually soaks it early in the week and gits it out Saturday. Ill soak it to-morrow, and git another chance to-morrow night.

What a story! What a predicament!

You go down in your pocket and produce a quarter. You buy him a paper. On your way, you say cheerily  but the misery! The depths! To think that any one of us should come to this!

As he goes you watch the others going, and then the silence settles down and the night. There is no sense of traffic here now, no great need of light. The old Irish woman sinks to the dismal task of waiting, for morning, I presume. Now and then some passing pedestrian will buy a paper, but not often. But these others  they have gone in the direction of the four winds of heaven; they are applying at the shabby doors of restaurants, in Brooklyn, Manhattan, the Bronx, Hoboken, Staten Island; they are sitting on stoops, holding their own at shop doors. They have the right to ask first, the right to be first, because they are first  noble privilege.

And you and I  well, we turn in our dreams and rest. The great world wags on. Our allotted portion is not this. We are not of these men in the dark.


THE MEN IN THE STORM

IT is a winter evening. Already, at four oclock, the somber hues of night are over all. A heavy snow is falling, a fine, picking, whipping snow, borne forward by a swift wind in long, thin lines. The street is bedded with it, six inches of cold, soft carpet, churned brown by the crush of teams and the feet of men. Along the Bowery men slouch through it with collars up and hats pulled over their ears.

Before a dirty, four-story building gathers a crowd of men. It begins with the approach of two or three, who hang about the closed wooden door and beat their feet to keep them warm. They make no effort to go in, but shift ruefully about, digging their hands deep in their pockets and leering at the crowd and the increasing lamps. There are old men with grizzled beards and sunken eyes; men who are comparatively young but shrunken by disease; men who are middle-aged.

With the growth of the crowd about the door comes a murmur. It is not conversation, but a running comment directed at any one. It contains oaths and slang phrases.

I wisht theyd hurry up.

Look at the cop watchin.

Maybe it aint winter, nuther.

I wisht I was with Peary.

Now a sharper lash of wind cuts down, and they huddle closer. There is no anger, no threatening words. It is all sullen endurance, unlightened by either wit or good fellowship.
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An automobile goes jingling by with some reclining figure in it. One of the members nearest the door sees it.

Look at the bloke ridin!

He aint so cold.

Eh! eh! eh! yells another, the automobile having long since passed out of hearing.

Little by little the night creeps on. Along the walk a crowd hurries on its way home. Still the men hang around the door, unwavering.

Aint they ever goin to open up? queries a hoarse voice suggestively.

This seems to renew general interest in the closed door, and many gaze in that direction. They look at it as dumb brutes look, as dogs paw and whine and study the knob. They shift and blink and mutter, now a curse, now a comment. Still they wait, and still the snow whirls and cuts them.

A glimmer appears through the transom overhead, where some one is lighting the light. It sends a thrill of possibility through the watchers. On the old hats and peaked shoulders snow is piling. It gathers in little heaps and curves, and no one brushes it off. In the center of the crowd the warmth and steam melt it and water trickles off hat-rims and down noses, which the owners cannot reach to scratch. On the outer rim the piles remain unmelted. Those who cannot get in the center, lower their heads to the weather and bend their forms.

At last the bars grate inside, and the crowd pricks up its ears. There is some one who calls: Slow up there, now! and then the door opens. It is push and jam for a minute, with grim, beast silence to prove its quality, and then the crowd lessens. It melts inward, like logs floating, and disappears. There are wet hats and shoulders, a cold, shrunken, disgruntled mass pouring in between bleak walls. It is just six oclock, and there is supper in every hurrying pedestrians face.

Do you sell anything to eat here? one questions of the grizzled old carpet-slippers who opens the door.

No, nuthin but beds.

The waiting throng had been housed for the night.


THE MEN IN THE SNOW

WINTER days in a great city bring some peculiar sights. If it snows, the streets are at once a slushy mess, and the transaction of business is, to a certain extent, a hardship. In its first flakes it is picturesque; the air is filled with flying feathers and the sky lowery with somber clouds. Later comes the slush and dirt, and not infrequently bitter cold. The city rings with the grind and squeak of cold-bitten vehicles, and men and women, the vast tide of humanity which fills its streets, hurry to and fro so as to be through with the work or need that keeps them out of doors.

In certain sections of the city at a period like this may be found groups of men who are constituted by nature and conditions to be an integral part of every storm. They are like the gulls that follow the schools of fish at sea. Poverty is the bond which makes them kin and gives them, after a fashion, a class distinction. They are not only always poor in body, but poor in mind also, and as for earthly belongings, of course they have not any.

These men, like the gulls and their fish, pick a little something from the storm. They follow the fortunes of the contractors who make arrangements with the city for the removal of the snow, and about the wagon-barns where the implements of snow removal are kept, and where daily cards of employment are issued they may be seen waiting by hundreds, and not at such hours and under such conditions as are at all pleasant to contemplate, either. In the early hours of the morning, when the work of the day is first being doled out, they may be seen, cold, overcoatless, often with bare hands and necks, no collar, or, if so, only a rag of a thing, and hats too battered and timeworn to be honestly dignified by the name of hat at all.

The city usually pays at the rate of two dollars a day for what shoveling these men can do. They are not wanted even at that rate by the contractors, for stray, healthy laborers are usually preferred; but the pressure under which the contractors are put by the city and the public makes a showing necessary. So thousands are admitted to temporary labor who would not otherwise be considered, and these are they.

So in this cold, raw, strenuous weather they stand like so many sheep waiting at the entrance to a fold. There is no particular zeal in this effort which they are making to live. Hunger for life they have, but it is a rundown hunger, dispirited by lack of encouragement. They have been kicked and pushed about the world in an effort to live until, as a rule, they are comparatively heartbroken and courage-broken. This storm, which spells comfort and indoor seclusion and amusement for many, spells a rough opportunity for them  a gutter crust, to be sure, but a crust.

[image: img88.jpg]

And so they are here early in the morning, in the dark. They stand in a long file outside the contractors stable door, waiting for that consideration which his present need may show. A man at a little glass window cut in a door receives them. He is a hearty, material, practical soul who has very little to suggest in the way of mentality but much in the spirit of acquisitiveness. He is not interested in the condition of the individuals before him. It does not concern him that in most cases this is a last despairing grasp at a straw. Will this fellow work? Will he be satisfied to take $1.75 in place of the $2.00 which the city pays? He does not ask them that so clearly; it is done in another way.

Got a shovel?

No, sir.

Well, itll cost you a quarter to get one.

I aint got no quarter.

Well, thats all right. Well take it out o your pay.

Not for to-day only, mind you, but for every day in which work is done, the quarter comes out for the shovel. It is suggested in some sections that the shovel is sometimes stolen, but there are gang foremen, and no money is paid without a foremans O. K., and he is responsible for the shovels.... Hence  

But these men are a bit of dramatic color in the citys life, whatever their sufferings. To see them following in droves through the bitter winter streets the great wagons which haul the snow away is fascinating, at times pitiful. I have seen old men with white beards and uncut snowy hair shoveling snow into a truck. I have seen lean, unfed strips of boys without overcoats and with long, lean, red hands protruding from undersized coat sleeves, doing the same thing. I have seen anaemic benchers and consumptives following along illy clad but shoveling weakly in the snow and cold.

It is a sad mix-up at best, this business of living. Fortune deals so haphazardly at birth and at death that it is hard to criticize. It so indifferently smashes the dreams of kings and beggars, dealing the golden sequins to the sleeping man, taking from the earnest plodder the little which he has gained, that one becomes, at last, confused. It is easy for many to criticize, for one reason and another, and justly mayhap, but at the same time it is so easy to see how it all may have come about. Wit has not always been present, but sickness, a perverted moral point of view, an error in honesty, and the climbing of years is over; the struggling toad has fallen back into the well. There is now nothing but struggle and crumb-picking at the bottom. And these are they.

And so these storms, like the bread-line, like the Bowery Lodging, offer them something; not much. A few days, and the snow will be over. A few days, and the sun of a warm day will end all opportunity for work. They will go back again into the gloomy adventuring whence they emerged. Only now they are visible collectively, here in the cold and the snow, shoveling.

I like to think of them best and worst, though, as I have seen them time and time again waiting outside the wagon barns at night, the labor of the day over. It is something even to be a down-and-out and stand waiting for a pittance which one has really earned. You can see something of the satisfaction of this even in this gloomy line. In the early dark of a winter evening, the streets lamps lighted, these men are shuffling their feet to keep warm. They are waiting to be paid, as they are at the end of each work day, but in their hearts is a faint response to the thought of gain  one dollar and seventy-five cents for the long day in the cold. The quarter is yielded gladly. The contractor finds a fat profit in the many quarters he can so easily garner. But these? To them it is a satisfaction to get the wherewithal to face another day. It is something to have the money wherewith to obtain a lodging and a meal for a night. That one-seventy-five  how really large it must look, like fifty or a hundred or a thousand to some. Satisfactions and joys are all so relative. But they have really earned one dollar and seventy-five cents and can hurry away to that marvelous table of satisfaction which one dollar and seventy-five cents will provide.


THE FRESHNESS OF THE UNIVERSE

THE freshness of the worlds original forces is one of the wonders which binds me in perpetual fascination. My own strength is a little thing. I am sometimes sick and sometimes well; some days I am bounding with enthusiastic life, at other times I am drooping with weariness and ill feeling. But these things, the great currents of original power which make the world, are fresh and forever renewing themselves.

Every morning I rise from my sleep restored and go out of doors, and there they are. At the foot of my garden is a river which has been running all night long, a swift and never-resting stream. It has been running so every day and every night for centuries and centuries  and thousands of centuries, for all I know  and yet here it runs. People have come and gone; nations have risen and fallen; all sorts of puny strengths have had their day and have perished; but this thing has never weakened nor modified itself nor changed,  at least not very much. Its life is so long and so strong.

And another thing that strikes me is the force and persistency of the winds. How sweet they are, how refreshing to the wearied body! I rise with sluggishness, and a sense of disgust with the world, mayhap, and yet here are the winds, fresh as in the beginning, to run me through and cool my face and hands and fill my breast with pure air and make me think the world is good again.
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I step out of my doorway, and here they are, blowing across the garden, shaking the leaves of the trees, rustling in the grass, fluttering at my coat-sleeves and my hair; and I am no whit the wiser as to what they are. Only I know that they are old, old, and yet as strong and invigorating as they ever were, and will be when my little strength is wasted and I am no more.

And here is the sun, bright, golden thing of the sky, which I may not even look at directly but which makes my day just the same. It is so invigorating, so healing, so beautiful. I know it is a commonplace, the thing that must have been before I could be, and yet it is so novel and fresh and new, even now. I rise, and this old sunlight is the newest thing in the world. Beside this day, which it makes, all things are old  my little house, which after all has stood only a few years; my possessions, dusty with standing a little while, and fading; myself, who am less young and strong by a day, getting older. And yet here it is, new after a million years  and a billion years, for aught I know  pouring this golden flood into my garden and making it what I wish it to be, new. The wonder of this force is appealing to me. It touches the innermost strangeness of my being.

And then there is the earth upon which I stand, strange chemic dust, here covered with grass but elsewhere covered with trees and flowers and hard habitations of men, yielding its perennial toll of beauty. We cannot understand the ground, but its newness, the perennial force with which it produces our food and beauty, this is so patent to all. I look at the ground beneath my feet, and lo, the agedness of it does not occur to me, only its freshness. The good ground! The new earth! This thing which is old, old  old as Time itself  must always have been and must always be. Where was it before it was here? What stars did it make, and moons? What ancient lives have trod this earth, this ground beneath my feet, and now make it? And yet how comes it that I who am so young find it so new to me and myself old as compared with its tremendous age! That is the wonder of this original force to me.

And in my yard are trees and little things such as vines and stone walls, which, for all their newness and briefness, have so much more enduring power than have I. This tree near my door is fully a hundred years old, and yet it will be young, comparatively speaking, and strong, when I am no longer in existence. Its trunk is straight, its head is high, and here am I who, looking upon it now as old, will soon be older in spirit, unable to bear the too-heavy burden of a short existence and tottering wearily about when it will still be strong and straight, good for another life the length of mine  a strange contrast of forces. That is but one of the wonders of the forces of life: their persistence.

Yet it is this morning waking that impresses the marvel of their greatness upon me. It is this new day, this new-old river, this new-old tree, the new earth, so old and yet so new, which point the frailty of my physical and mental existence and make me wonder what the riddle of the universe may be.
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THE CRADLE OF TEARS

THERE is a cradle within the door of one of the great institutions of New York before which a constant recurring tragedy is being enacted. It is a plain cradle, quite simply draped in white, but with such a look of cozy comfort about it that one would scarcely suspect it to be a cradle of sorrow.

A little white bed, with a neatly turned-back coverlet, is made up within it. A long strip of white muslin, tied in a tasteful bow at the top, drapes its rounded sides. About it, but within the precincts of warmth and comfort of which it is a part, spreads a chamber of silence  a quiet, small, plainly furnished room, the appearance of which emphasizes the peculiarity of the cradle itself.

If the mind were not familiar with the details with which it is so startlingly associated, the question would naturally arise as to what it was doing there, why it should he standing there alone. No one seems to he watching it. It has not the slightest appearance of usefulness. And yet there it stands day after day, and year after year, a ready-prepared cradle, and no infant to live in it.

And yet this cradle is the most useful, and, in a way, the most inhabited cradle in the world. Day after day and year after year it is a recipient of more small wayfaring souls than any other cradle in the world. In it the real children of sorrow are placed, and over it more tears are shed than if it were an open grave.

It is a place where annually twelve hundred foundlings are placed, many of them by mothers who are too helpless or too unfortunately environed to be further able to care for their children; and the misery which compels it makes of the little open crib a cradle of tears.

The interest of this cradle is that it has been the silent witness of more truly heartbreaking scenes than any other cradle since the world began. For nearly sixty years it has stood where it does to-day, ready-draped, open, while almost as many thousand mothers have stolen shamefacedly in and after looking hopelessly about have laid their helpless offspring within its depths.

For sixty years, winter and summer, in the bitterest cold and the most stifling heat, it has seen them come, the poor, the rich, the humble, the proud, the beautiful, the homely; and one by one they have laid their children down and brooded over them, wondering if it were possible for human love to make so great a sacrifice and yet not die.

And then, when the child has been actually sacrificed, when by the simple act of releasing their hold upon it and turning away, they have allowed it to pass out from their loving tenderness into the world unknown, this silent cradle has seen them smite their hands in anguish and yield to such voiceless tempests of grief as only those know who have loved much and lost all.

The circumstances under which this peculiar charity comes to be a part of the life of the great metropolis need not be rehearsed here. The heartlessness of men, the frailty of women, the brutality of all those who sit in judgment in spite of the fact that they do not wish to be judged themselves, is so old and so commonplace that its repetition is almost wearisome.

Still, the tragedy repeats itself, and year after year and day after day the unlocked door is opened and dethroned virtue enters  the victim of ignorance and passion and affection  and a child is robbed of a home.

I think there is a significant though concealed thought here, for nature in thus repeating a fact day after day and year after year raises a significant question. We are so dull. Sometimes it requires ten thousand or ten million repetitions to make us understand. Here is a condition. What will you do about it? Here is a condition. What will you do about it? Here is a condition. What will you do about it? That is the question each tragedy propounds, and finally we wake and listen. Then slowly some better way is discovered, some theory developed. We find often that there is an answer to some questions, at least if we have to remake ourselves, society, the face of the world, to get it.


WHEN THE SAILS ARE FURLED

THE waters of the open sea as they rush past Sandy Hook strike upon the northeasterly shore of Staten Island, a low-lying beach overshadowed by abruptly terminating cliffs. Northeastward, separated by this channel known as The Narrows, lies Long Island. As the waters flow onward, following the trend of the shoreline of Staten Island, they become less and less exposed to the winds of the sea, and soon, as they pass the northernmost end of the island, they make a sharp bend to the west, passing between it and Liberty Statue, where the tranquil Kill von Kull separates the island from New Jersey.

Long ere they reach this region the sea winds have spent their force, and the billows, which in clear weather are still visible far out, have sunk to ripples so diminutive that the water is not even disturbed. And here, in Staten Island, facing the Kill von Kull, still stands in almost rural quiet and beauty Sailors Snug Harbor. Long ago this was truly a harbor, snug and undisturbed, a place where the storm-harried mariner, escaping the moods and dangers of the seven seas, found a still and safe retreat. To-day they come here, weary from a long life voyage, to find a quiet home. And truly it is restful in its arrangements. The grounds are kempt and green, the buildings pleasingly solemn, and the view altogether lovely, a mixture of land and sea.

In the early days this pleasantly quiet harbor was a long distance from New York proper. Staten Island was but thinly settled, and the Kill von Kull a passageway seldom used. To-day craft speed in endless procession like glorious birds over the great expanse of water. On a clear day the long narrow skyline of New York is visible, and when fogs make the way of the pilot uncertain the harbor resounds with endless monotony of foghorns, of vessels feeling an indefinite way.

Though the surroundings are pastoral, the appearance of the inmates of this retreat, as well as their conversation, is of the sea, salty. Housed though they are for the remainder of their days on land, they are still sailors, vain of their service upon the great waters of the world and but little tolerant of landlubbers in general. To the passer-by without the walls they are visible lounging under the trees, their loose-fitting blue suits fluttering light with every breeze and their slouch hats pulled rakishly over their eyes, an abandon characteristic of men whose lives have been spent more or less in direct contact with wind and rain. You may see them in fair weather pacing about the paths of the grounds, or standing in groups under the trees. Upon a long bench, immediately in front of the buildings, others are sitting side by side, smoking and chatting. Many were captains, not a few common sailors. But all are now so aged that they can scarcely totter about, and hair of white is more often seen than that of any other shade.

For a period of nearly a year  a spring, summer and fall  I lived in the immediate vicinity of this retreat and was always interested by the types of men finally islanded here. They came, so I was told, from nearly all lands, France, Germany, Sweden, Norway, Finland, Iceland, Spain, Austria, Russia, and elsewhere, though the majority chanced to he of English and American extraction. Also, I was told and can well believe they are, a restless if not exactly a troublesome lot, and take their final exile from the sea, due to increasing years and in most instances poverty, with no very great equanimity. Yet the surroundings and the provision made for them by the founder of this institution, who, though not a sea-faring man himself, acquired his fortune through the sea over a century ago, are charming and ample; but the curse, or at least the burden of age and the ending of their vigor and activities, rests heavily upon them, I am sure. I have watched them about the very few saloons of the region as well as the coffee-houses, the small lunch counters and the moving picture theaters, and have noted a kind of preferred solitude and spiritual irritability which spells all too plainly intense dissatisfaction at times with their state. Among the quondam rovers are rovers still, men who pine to be out and away and who chafe at old age and the few necessary restraints put upon them. They would rather travel, would rather have the money it costs to maintain them annually as a pension, outside, than be in the institution. Not many but feel a sort of weariness with days and with each other, and I am quite convinced that they would be happier if pensioned modestly and set free. Yet this is a great institution and indeed a splendid benefaction, but it insists upon what is the bane and destruction of heart and mind: conformity to routine, a monotonous system which wears as the drifting of water and eats as a worm at the heart.

And yet I doubt if a better conducted institution than this could be found, or one more suited to the needs and crotchets of so many men. They have ample liberty, excellent food, clothing and shelter, charming scenery,. and all the leisure there is. They are not called upon to do any labor of any kind other than that of looking after their rooms and clothes. The grounds are so ample and the buildings so large that the attention of every one is instantly taken. As you enter at the north, where is the main entrance, there is a monument to Robert Richard Randall, the founder of the institution. This marks his final resting-place; the remains of the philanthropist were brought here from St. Marks Church in New York, where they had lain since 1825.

The facts concerning the founding of this institution have always interested me. It seems that the father of Captain Robert Randall, the founder of the Harbor, was a Scotchman, who came to America in 1776 and settled in New Orleans. The Spanish Governor and Intendant of that city, Don Bernardo de Galvez, having declared the port open for the sale of prizes of Yankee privateers, Mr. Randall took an active interest in that great fleet of private-armed vessels whose exploits on the high seas, and even upon the coast of Great Britain itself, did much to contradict the modest assertion of the British Naval Register that:

The winds and the seas are Britains wide domain.

And not a sail but by permission spreads.

At his death his son Robert inherited the estate. Accustomed to come north to pass the summer months, Robert made, on one of his trips to New York, the acquaintance of a Mr. Farquhar, a man possessed of means but broken down by ill health. The mild climate of Louisiana agreed with the invalid, and a proposition to exchange estates was considered. After a bonus of five hundred guineas had been sent to Farquhar, this was effected. Mr. Randall then became a suburban resident of what was then the little city of New York. His property consisted of real estate fronting both sides of Broadway and adjacent streets, and extending from Eighth to Tenth Streets. At a distance of one-half mile to the westward, namely, near the site of the old Presbyterian Church on what is now Fifth Avenue, stood the dwelling of the Captain. Upon the piazza of this house, it is recorded, shaded by a luxuriant growth of ivy and clematis, the old gentleman was wont to sit in fine weather, with his dog by his side. Before the door were three rows of gladioli, which he carefully nurtured. He was a bachelor, and on the first day of June, 1801, being very ill and feeble but of sound, disposing mind and memory, made his will. Alexander Hamilton and Daniel D. Tompkins drew up the papers. In this document he directed that his just debts be paid; that an annuity of forty pounds a year be given to each of the children of his half-brother until they were fifteen years old; a sum of one thousand pounds to each of his nephews upon their twenty-first birthday, and a like sum to his nieces on their marriage. He bequeathed to his housekeeper his sleeve-buttons and forty pounds, and to another servant his shoe and knee buckles and twenty pounds. When this had been recorded he looked up with an expression of anxiety.

I am thinking, he said, how I can dispose of the remainder of my property most wisely. What do you think, General? turning to Hamilton.

How did you accumulate the fortune you possess?

It was made for me by my father, and at his death became his sole heir.

How did he acquire it? asked Hamilton.

By honest privateering, responded Randall. Then it might appropriately be left for the benefit of unfortunate and disabled seamen, volunteered Hamilton, and thereupon it was so bequeathed.

The early history of Snug Harbor is clouded with legal contests which covered a period of thirty years. Though at the time of the bequest Randalls property was of little value, being mostly farming land, situated on the outskirts of the populated parts of the city, the heirs foresaw something of its future value. In the National and State Courts they long waged a vigorous war to test the validity of the will. Their surmises as to the future value of the property were correct. For, although the income of the bequest was not more than a thousand a year at first, as the population of the city increased the rental rose by degrees, until in the present year it has reached a sum bordering $1,500,000, and the rise, even yet, is continuous.

However, the suits were eventually decided against the heirs, the court holding the will valid. As an institution the Harbor was incorporated in 1806, and the first building erected in 1831 and dedicated in 1833. So thirty years passed before the desire of a very plain-speaking document was carried into effect.

In the beginning there were but three buildings, which are to-day the central ones in a main group of nine. In toto, however, there are over sixty, situated in a park.

In a line, in the center of an eighteen hundred-foot lawn, stand the five main buildings, truly substantial and artistic. The view to the right and left is superb, tall trees shading walks and dividing stretches of lawn, with rows of benches scattered here and there. A statue by St. Gaudens beautifies the grounds between the main building and the governors residence, while in another direction a fountain fills to the brim a flower-lined marble basin. Everywhere about the grounds and buildings are seen nautical signs and many interesting reminders of the man who willed the refuge.

The first little chapel that was built has long since been succeeded by an imposing edifice, rich in marbles and windows of stained glass. A music hall of stately dimensions, seating over a thousand people, graces a once vacant lawn. A hospital with beds for three hundred is but another addition, and still others are residences for the governor of the institution, the chaplain, physician, engineer, matron, steward, farmer, baker, and the buildings for each branch of labor required in the management of what is now a small city. In short, it has risen to the dignity of an immense institution, where a thousand old sailors are quietly anchored for the remainder of their days.
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Some idea of the lavishness of the architecture can be had by entering the comparatively new church, where marble and stained glass are harmoniously combined. The outer walls are pure white marble, the interior a soothing sanctuary of many colors. Underfoot is a rich brown marble from the shores of Lake Champlain. The wainscoting is of green rep and red Numidian marble. Eight immense pillars supporting the dome are in two shades of yellow Etrurian marble, delicate and unmarked. The altar is of the same shade, but exquisitely veined with a darker coloring. Both chancel and choir floors are richly mosaiced, the chancel steps being of the same delightful coloring as the piers. To the left of the chancel is the pulpit, an octagonal structure of Alps green, with bands and cornices of Etrurian and Sienna marble supported on eight columns of alternate Alps green and red Numidian, finished with a brass railing and Etrurian marble steps. The magnificent organ, with its two thousand three hundred or more pipes, is entirely worthy its charming setting. Over all falls the rich, warm-tinted light from numerous memorial windows, each a gem in design and coloring. On one of these the worshiper is admonished to Be of good cheer, for there shall be no loss of life among ye, but only of the ship.

Admonish as one may, however, the majority of the old seamen are but little moved by such graven beauty; being hardened in simple, unorthodox ways. Not a few of them are given to swearing loudly, drinking frequently, snoring heavily on Sundays and otherwise disporting themselves in droll and unsanctified ways. To many of them this institution appears to be even a wasteful affair, intended more to irritate than to aid them. Not a few of them, as you may guess, resent routine, duty, and the very necessary officials, and each other. Although they possess comfortable and even superior living apartments, wholesome and abundant food, good clothing, abundant clean linen, a library of eight thousand volumes, newspapers, periodicals, time and opportunity for the pursuit of any fad or fancy, and no restrictions at which a reasonable man could demur, still they are not entirely happy. Life itself is passing, and that is the great sorrow.

And so occasionally there is to be found in that portion of the basement room from which the light is debarred, looking out from behind an iron door upon a company of blind mariners who occupy this section, working and telling stories, a mariner or two in jail. And if you venture to inquire, his mates will volunteer the information that he is neither ill nor demented but troubled with that complaint which is common to landsmen and sailors, pure cussedness. In some the symptom of this, I am told, will take the form of an unconquerable desire to go from room to room in the early morning and pull aged and irate mariners from their comfortable beds. In others it has broken out as a spell of silence, no word for any one, old or young, official or fellow resident. In another drunkenness is the refuge, a protracted spell, resulting in dismissal, with an occasional reinstatement. Another will fight with his roommate or his neighbor, sometimes drawing a chalk line between the two halves of a double room and defying the other to cross it at peril of his life. There have been many public quarrels and fights. Yet, all things considered, and age and temperament being taken into consideration, they do well enough. And not a few have sufficient acumen and industry to enter upon profitable employments. For there are many visitors, to whom useful or ornamental things can be sold. And a few of these salts will even buy from or trade with each other.

In consequence one meets with an odd type of merchant here and there. There is one old seaman, for instance, a relic of Federal service in 61, whose chamber is ornamented to the degree of confusion with things nautical, most of which are for sale. To enter upon him one must pass through a whole fleet of small craft, barks, brigs, schooners and sloops  the result of his jacknife leisure  arranged upon chests of drawers. Still another, at the time I visited the place, delighted in painting marine views on shells, and a third was fair at photography, having acquired his skill after arriving at the Harbor. He photographed and sold pictures of other inmates and some local scenes. Many can and do weave rugs and mats, others cane chairs or hammocks or fish-nets. Still others have a turn for executing small ornaments which they produce in great numbers and sell for their own profit. No one is compelled to work, and the result is that nearly all desire to. The perversity of human nature expresses itself there. In the long, light basement corridors, where it is warm and cozy, there are to be found hundreds of old sailors, all hard at work defying monotony with rapid and skilful finger movements.

All of these are not friendly, however, and many are vastly argumentative. No subject is too small nor any too large for their discussion in this sunlit forum. Especially are they inclined to belittle each others experiences when comparing them with their own important past, and so many a word is passed in wrath.

I haint a-goin to hear sich rubbish, remarked one seaman, who had taken offense at anothers detailed account of his terrible experience in some sea fight of the Civil War. Sich things aint a-happenin to common seamen.

Yuh dont need to, yuh know, sarcastically replied the other. This heres a free country, I guess, cept for criminals,  and they haint all locked up, as they should be.

So I thought when I first seed yuh, came the sneering reply, and then followed a hoarse chuckle which was only silenced by the stamping away of an irate salt with cheeks puffed out in rage.

Nearly all are irritatingly independent, resenting the least suggestion of superiority with stubborn sarcasm or indifference. Thus one, who owned his own ship once and had carefully refrained from whistling in deference to the superstitious line: If you whistle aloud youll call up a blow; if noisy youll bring on a calm, met another strolling about the grounds exuberantly indulging a long-restrained propensity to pipe the merry lay.

Ill bet you wouldnt whistle aboard my ship, said he insinuatingly.

Yeh! But I aint aboard yer ship, thankee  Im on my own deck. And Haul in the how lines; Jenny, youre my darling! triumphantly swelled out on the evening breeze.

Down on the unplaned planks of the Snug Harbor wharf a score of old salts, regardless of slivers, sit the livelong day and watch the white-winged craft passing up and down. Being square-riggers  that is, having served all their lives aboard ship, barks and brigs  they look with silent contempt upon the fore and aft vessels of the harbor as they sail by. Presently comes, Hello, Jim! Goin to launch her? from one who is contemplating with a quizzical eye a little weazened old man who comes clambering down the side of the dock with a miniature ship under his arm and a broad smile of satisfaction on his face.

Ay, thats it, answers the newcomer. He has spent many weeks in building the little ship and now will be decided whether or not his skill has been wasted on a bad model. At once the critical faculty of the tars on the dock is engaged, and he of the boat becomes the subject of a brisk discussion. Sapient admonitions, along with long squirts of tobacco juice, are vouchsafed, the latter most accurately aimed at some neighboring target. Sarcasm is not wanting, the ability of the builder as well as the merit of his craft coming in for comment. The launching of such a craft has even engendered bitter hatreds and not a few fights.

We will say, however, that the craft is successfully launched and with sails full spread runs proudly before a light wind. In such a case invariably all the old sailors will look on with a keen squint and a certain tremor of satisfaction at seeing her behave so gallantly. Such being the case, the builder is at liberty to make a few sententious remarks anent the art of shipbuilding  not otherwise. And he may then retire after a time, proud in his knowledge and his very certain triumph over those who would have scoffed had they had the slightest opportunity.

I troubled to ask a number of these worthies from time to time whether, assuming they were young again, they would choose a sea-faring life. Indeed I would, my boy, one answered me one morning. And another: Not I. If I were to sail four thousand times Id be as seasick the last trip as on the first day out. Every blessed trip I made for the first five years I nearly died of seasickness.

Why did you keep it up, then? I asked.

Well, when Id get into port everybody would ask: Well, how did you like it? Are you going again? Of course I am, I would answer, and went from pure shamefacedness and not to be outdone. After a while I didnt mind it so much, and finally kept to it cause I couldnt do anything else.

One of the old basket makers at the Harbor had occupied a rolling chair in the hospital and made baskets for nearly thirty-nine years. There was still another, ninety-three years of age, who would have been there forty years the summer I was there. And withal he was a most ingenious basket maker. One of the old salts kept an eating-stand where appetizing lunches were served, and he bore the distinction of having rounded the Horn forty-nine times in a sailing vessel. He was one of the few who possessed his soul in patience, resting content with his lot and turning to fate a gentle and smiling face.

Will you tell me of an adventure at sea? I once asked him.

I could, he answered, but I would rather tell you of thirteen peaceful years here. I came here when I was seventy, though at sixty, when I was weathering a terrible storm around the Cape with little hope of ever seeing the rising sun, I promised myself that if ever I reached home again I would stay there. But I didnt know myself even then. My destiny was to remain on the sea for ten years more, with this Harbor for my few remaining years. At that, if I were young I would go to sea again, I believe. Its the only life for me.

Back of all this company of a thousand or more, playing their last parts upon this little Harbor stage, is an interesting mechanism, the system with which the institution is run. There is a clothing department, where the sailors get their new outfits twice a year. I warrant that the quizzical old salt who keeps it knows every rent and tear in every garment of the Harbor. There is a laundry and sewing department, of which the matron has charge. There is a great kitchen, absolutely clean, where is space enough to set up a score of little kitchens. At four p in there are visible only two dignitaries in this savory realm. At that time one slices tomatoes and the other puts on tea for a thousand, the number who regularly dine here. The labor of cutting great stacks of bread is done by a machine. Broiling steaks or frying fish for a thousand creates neither excitement nor hurry. The entire kitchen staff numbers thirty all told, and the thousand sailors are served with less noise and confusion than an ordinary housewife makes in cooking for a small family.

There are separate buildings devoted to baking, vegetable storing and so forth, and the steward, farmer, baker and engineer, that important quartette, has each his private residence upon the grounds. The hospital, too, is a well-kept building, carefully arranged and bright and cleanly as such institutions can be made.

Passing this place, I have often thought what a really interesting and unique and beautiful charity it is, the orderly and palatial buildings, the beautiful lawns and flowers, and then the thousand and one characters who after so many earthly vicissitudes have found their way here and who, if left to their own devices, would certainly find the world outside a stormy and desperate affair. So old and so crotchety, most of them are. Where would they go? Who would endure them? Wherewith would they be clothed and fed ? And again, after having sailed so many seas and seen so much and been so independent and done heaven only knows what, how odd to find them here, berthed into so peaceful a realm and making out after any fashion at all. How quaint, how naïve and unbelievable, almost. The blue waters of the bay before them, the smooth even lawn in which the great buildings rest, the flowers, the calm, the order, the security. And yet J know, too, that to the hearts of all of these, as to the hearts of each and every one of us, come such terrific storms of restlessness, such lightnings of anger or temper, such torturing hours of ennui, beside which the windless lifelessness of Sargasso is as activity. How fierce their resentment of that onward shift and push of life that eventually loosens each and every barque from its moorings and sets it adrift, rudderless, upon the great, uncharted sea, their eyes and their mood all too plainly show. And yet here they are, and here they will remain until their barque is at last adrift, the last stay worn to a frazzle, the last chain rusted to dust. And betimes they wait, the sirenic call of older and better days ever in their ears  those days that can never, never, never be again.

Who would not be ill at ease at times? Who not crotchety, weary, contemptuous, however much he might choose to possess himself in serenity? There is this material Snug Harbor for their bodies, to be sure. But where is the peaceful haven of the heart  on what shore, by what sea  a Snug Harbor for the soul?


THE SANDWICH MAN

I WOULD not feel myself justified mentally if at some time or other I had not paused in thought over the picture of the sandwich man. These shabby figures of decayed or broken manhood, how they have always appealed to me. I know what they stand for. I have felt with them. I am sure I have felt beyond them, over and over again, the misery and pathos of their state.

And yet, what a bit of color they add to the life of any city, what a foil to its prosperity, its ease  what a fillip to the imagination of those who have any! Against carriages and autos and showy bursts of enthusiastic life, if there be such, they stand out at times with a vividness which makes the antithesis of their state seem many times more important than it really is. In the face of sickness, health is wonderful. In the face of cold, warmth is immensely significant. In the face of poverty, wealth is truly grandeur and may well strut and stride. And who is so obviously, so notoriously poor as this creature of the two signs, this perambulating pack-horse of an advertisement, this hopeless, decayed creature who, if he have but life enough to walk, will do very well as an invitation to buy.

He is such a biting commentary on life, in one sense, such a coarse, shabby jest in another, that we cannot help but think on him and the conditions which produce him. To send forth an anaemic, hollow-eyed, gaunt-

bodied man carrying an announcement of a good dinner, for instance. Imagine. Or a cure-all. Or a beauty powder. Or a good suit of clothes. Or a sound pair of shoes. And these with their toes or their naked bodies all but exposed to the world. An overcoatless man advertising a warm overcoat in winter. One from whom all and even the possibility of joy had fled, displaying a notice of joy in the shape of a sign for a dance-hall, a theater, a moving picture even. The thick-witted thoughtlessness of the trade-vulgarian who could permit this!

But the eyes of them! The cold, red, and often wet hands! The torn hats with snow on them, the thin shoes that are soppy with snow or water. Is it not a biting commentary on the importance of the individual, as such, that in life he may be used in such a way as this, in a single short life, as a post upon which to hang things! And that in the face of all the wealth of the world  over-production! And that in the face of all the blather and pother anent the poor, and Christ, and mercy, and I know not what else!

I once protested to an artist friend who chanced to be sketching a line of these, carrying signs, that it was a pity from the individuals point of view, as well as from that of society itself, that such things must be. But he did not agree with me. Not at all, he replied. They are mentally and physically pointless, anyhow, arent they? They have no imagination, no strength any more, or they wouldnt be carrying signs. Dont you think that you are applying your noble emotions to their state? Why shouldnt they be used? They havent your emotions  they havent any emotions, as a matter of fact, or very rudimentary ones, and such as they have they are applying to simpler, cheaper things than you do yours. Mostly theyre dirty and indifferent, believe me.

I could not say that I wholly disagreed with him. At the same time, I could not say that I violently agreed with him. It is true that life does queer tricks with our emotions and quondam passions at times. The ones that are so very powerful this year, where are they next? At one time we are racked and torn and flayed and blown by emotions that at another find us quite dead, incapable of any response. All the nervous ambitions, as well as the circumstances by which fine emotions and moods are at one time generated, at another have been entirely dissipated. Betimes there is nothing left save a disjointed and weary frame or a wornout brain or nervous system incapable of emotions and disturbing moods.

Yet, granting the truth of this, what a way to use the image of the human race, I thought, the image of our old-time selves! Why degrade the likeness of the thing we once were and by which once we set so much store and then expect to raise mans estimate of man? It is written; Thou shalt not take the name of the Lord, thy God, in vain. Why take the body of man in so shabby, so degrading a fashion? Why make a mockery of the body and mind of the human race, and then expect something superior of life? We talk of elevating the human race. Can we use ourselves as signs and then do that? It is entirely probable, of course, that the human race cannot be elevated. Very good. But if we dream of any such thing, what must such a sight do to the imagination of the world? What conception of the beauty and sweetness and dignity of life does it not aid to destroy? What lessons of hardness and self-preservation and indifference does it not teach? Does it not glorify health and strength and prosperity at the expense of every other quality? I think so. To be strong, to be well, to he prosperous in the face of the sandwich man  is there anywhere more of an anachronism?

I sometimes think that in our general life-classifications we neglect the individual, the exceptional individual, who is always sure to be everywhere, as readily at the bottom of society as at the top, as readily sandwiched between two glaring signs as anywhere else. It is quite all right to admit, for arguments sake or our own peace of mind, that most of these men are dirty and worn and indifferent, and hence negligible; though it always seems silly to me to assume that a man is indifferent or negligible when he will pack a sign in the cold and snow in order to preserve himself. It is so easy for those of us who are comfortable to assume that the other man does not care, does not feel. Here he comes, though, carrying a sign. Why? To be carrying it because it makes no difference to him? Because he has no emotions? I dont believe it. I could not believe it. And all the evidence I have personally taken has been to the contrary, decidedly so.

I remember seeing once, in the rush of the Christmas trade in New York City a few years ago, a score of these decidedly shabby and broken brethren carrying signs for the edification, allurement and information of the Christmas trade. They were strung out along Sixth Avenue from Twenty-third to Fourteenth Streets, and the messages which their billboards carried were various. I noticed that in the budding gayety of the time these men alone were practically hopeless, dull and gray. The air was fairly crackling with the suggestion of interest and happiness for some. People were hurrying hither and thither, eager about their purchases. There were great van-loads of toys and fineries constantly being moved and transferred. Life seemed to say: This is the season of gifts and affection, but it obviously meant nothing to these men. I took a five-dollar bill and had it changed into half-dollars. I stopped before the first old wizened loiterer I met, his sign hanging like a cross from his gaunt shoulder, and before his unsuspecting eyes lifted the half-dollar. Who could be offering him a half-dollar? his eyes seemed indifferently to ask at first. Then a perfect eagles gleam flashed into them, old and dull as they were, and a claw-like hand reached for it. No thanks, no acknowledgment, no polite recognition  just grim realization that money, a whole half-dollar, was being given, and a physical, wholly animal determination to get it. What possibilities that half-dollar seemed to hold to that indifferent, unimaginative mind at that moment! What it suggested, apparently, of possible comfort! Why? Because there was no imagination there? because life meant nothing? Not in that case, surely. A whole epic of failure and desire was written in that gleam  and we speak of them as emotionless.
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I went further with my half-dollars. I learned what a half-dollar means to a man in a sandwich sign in the cold in winter. There was no case in which the eagerness, the surprise, the astonishment was not interesting if not pathetic. They were not expecting the Christmas holidays to offer them any suggestion of remembrance. It did not seem real that any one should stop and give them anything. Yet here was I, and apparently their wildest anticipations were outreached.

I cannot help thinking, as I close, of an old grayhaired Irish gentleman  for that he was, by every mark of refinement of feature and intelligence of eye  who had come so low as to be the perambulating representative of a restaurant, with a double sign strapped over his shoulders. His hair was thin, his face pale, his body obviously undernourished, but he carried himself with dignity and undisturbed resignation, though he must have been deeply conscious of his state. I saw him for a number of days during the winter season, walking up and down the west side of Sixth Avenue, and then I saw him no more. But during that time a sense of what it means to accept the slings and arrows of fortune with fortitude and equanimity burned itself deeply into my mind. He was so much better than that which he was compelled to do. He walked so patiently to and fro, his eyes sometimes closed, his lips repeating something. I wondered, what? Whether in the depths of this slough of his despond this man had not risen superior to his state, his mind on those high cold verities which after all are above the pointless little existence that we lead here, this existence with its petty gauds and its pretty and petty vanities. I hope so. But I do know that a stinging sense of the slings and arrows of fortune overcame me, never to be eradicated, and I quoted to myself that arresting, forceful inquiry of one William Shakespeare:

For who would bear the whip and scorns of time, 

The oppressors wrong, the proud mans contumely, 

The pangs of despised love, the laws delay, 

The insolence of office, and the spurns 

That patient merit of the unworthy takes.

Who would fardels bear, 

To grunt and sweat under a weary life?

Not, you, you think? Boast not. For after all, who shall say what a day or a year or a lifetime may not bring forth? And with Whatley cannot we all say: There, but for the grace of God, go!  a beggar, an outcast of fortune, a sandwich man, no less, to whom the meaning of life is that he shall be a foil to comfort, a contrast to prosperity, a commentary on health.

To be the antithesis of what life would prefer to be  what could be more degraded than that?


THE LOVE AFFAIRS OF LITTLE ITALY

ONE of the things that has always interested me about the several Italian sections of New York City is their love feuds. Every day and every hour, in all these sections, is being enacted those peculiarly temperamental and emotional things which we attribute more to dispositions that sensate rather than think. How often have I myself been an eye-witness to some climacteric conclusion, to some dreadful blood feud or opposition or contention  a swarthy Italian stabbing a lone woman in a dark street at night, a seemingly placid diner in some purely Italian restaurant rising to an amazing state of rage because of a look, a fancied insult, some old forgotten grudge, maybe, renewed by the sight of another. At one time, when I had personal charge of the Butterick publications, I was an immediate and personal witness to stabbings and shootings that took place under my very eye, some bleeding and fleeing adversary brushing me as he ran, to fall exhausted a little farther on. And mobs of Americans, not understanding these peculiarly deep-seated and emotional feuds, and resenting always the use of the knife or the stiletto, seeking to wreak summary vengeance upon those who, beyond peradventure, are in nowise governed by our theories or our conventions, but hark by other and more devious paths back into the Italy of the Middle Ages, and even beyond that.

The warmth of passion and tenderness that lies wrapped up in these wonderful southern quarters of our colder northern clime. The peculiarly romantic and marvelously involved series of dramatic episodes, feuds or fancies, loves or hates, politics or passion, such as would do honor to a mediæval love tale  the kind of episodes that have made the history of Italy as intricate as any in the world!

The section that has always interested me most is the one that lies between Ninety-sixth Street and One Hundred and Sixteenth on the East Side of Manhattan Island, and incloses all the territory that lies between Second Avenue and the East River. It is a wonderful section. Here, regardless of the presence of the modern tenement building and the New York policeman, you may see such a picture of Italian life and manners as only a visit to Naples and the vine-clad hills of southern Italy would otherwise afford.

Vigorous and often attractive maidens in orange and green skirts, with a wealth of black hair fluffed back from their foreheads, and yellow shawls and coral necklaces fastened about their necks; dark, somber-faced Italian men, a world of moods and passions sleeping in their shadowy eyes, decked out in bright Garibaldian shirts and soft slouch hats, their tight-fitting corduroy trousers drawn closely about their waists with a leather belt; quaint, cameo-like old men with earrings in their ears and hands like claws and faces seamed with the strongest and most sinister lines, and yet with eyes that flash with feeling or beam with tenderness; and old women, in all forms of color and clothing, who chatter and gesticulate and make the pavements resound with the excitement of their everyday bargaining.

This, truly, in so far as New York is concerned, is the region of the love feud and the balcony. If you will stand at any of the cross-streets that lead east from Second Avenue you will obtain a splendid panorama of the latter feature, window after window ornamented with a red or green or orange iron balcony and hung, in the summertime, with an array of green vines and bright flower-pots that invariably suggests the love scene of Shakespeares famous play and the romantic love feeling of the south. Dark, poetic-looking Italians lean against doorjambs and open gateways and survey the surrounding neighborhood with an indolent and romantic eye. Plump Italian mothers gaze comfortably out of open windows, before which they sit and sew and watch their chubby little children romp and play in the streets. Fat, soft-voiced merchants, and active, graceful, songsinging Italian street venders ply their various vocations, the latter turning a wistful eye to every window, the former lolling contentedly in wooden chairs, the blessings of warmth and a little trade now and again being all that they require.

And from out these windows and within these doors hang or lounge those same maidens, over whom many a bloody feud has been waged and for whom (for a glance of the eyes or the shrug of the shoulder) many of these moody-faced, somber-eyed, love-brooding Romeos have whipped out their glistening steel and buried it in the heart of a hated rival. Girls have been stabbed here, been followed and shot (I have seen it myself); petty love-conversations upon a street corner or in the adjacent park between two ardent lovers have been interrupted by the sudden appearance of a love frenzied Othello, who could see nothing for it but to end the misery of his unrequited affection by plunging his knife into the heart of his rival and into that of his fair but unresponsive sweetheart. They love and hate; and death is the solution of their difficulties  death and the silence of the grave.

She will not love me! Then she must die!

The wonder of the colony is the frankness and freedom with which its members take to this solution. Actually, it would seem as if this to them were the only or normal way out of a love tangle. And if you can ever contrive an intelligent conversation with any of them you will find it so. Lounge in their theaters, the teatro marionette, their cafés, about the open doorways and the street corners, and hear the frankness with which they discuss the latest difficulty. Then you will see for yourself how simple it all seems to them.

Vincenzo is enamored of his Elvina. So is Nicola. They give each other black looks, and when Elvina is seen by Vincenzo to walk openly with Nicola he broods in silence, meditating his revenge.

One night, when the moon is high and the noisy thoroughfare is pulsating with that suppressed enthusiasm which is a part of youth and passion and all the fervid freshness of a warm July night, Vincenzo meets them at the street corner. He is despondent, desperate. Out comes his knife  click!  and the thing is done. On the pavement lies Nicola bleeding. Elvina may be seen running and screaming. She too is wounded, mayhap to the death. Vincenzo runs and throws his hands dramatically over his head as he falls, mayhap shot or stabbed  by himself or another. Or Elvina kneels in the open street beside her lover and cries. Or Vincenzo, white-faced and calm, surrenders himself into the hands of the rough, loud swearing American policeman  and there you have it.
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But ask of the natives, and see what it is they think. They will not have it that Vincenzo should not have done so, nor Elvina, nor Nicola. Love is love! Youth is youth! What would you? May not a man settle the affairs of his heart in his own way? Perdi!

And these crimes (as the law considers them), so common are they that it would be quite impossible to give more than a brief mention to any of a hundred or more that have occurred within as many as ten or fifteen years. Sometimes, as in the case of Tomasso Ceralli and Vincenzo Matti, it is a question of a married woman and an illegal passion. Sometimes, as in the case of Biegio Refino and Alessandro Scia, it is some poor cigarette-factory girl who, being used as a tool by one or more, has fallen into others hands and so incensed all and brought into being a feud. Sometimes, as in the case of Mollinero and Pagnani, it is a bold, bad Carmen who is not sorry to see her lovers fight.

But these stories are truly legion and in some instances the police would never have been the wiser save for a man or a woman whom the neighbors could not get out of the way in time. Once caught, however, they come bustling into the nearest station house, these strange groups of wild, fantastic, disheveled men and women, and behind them, or before, the brawny officers of our colder clime, with their clubs and oaths and hoarse comments on the folly and the murderous indecency of it all  and all in an effort to inspire awe and a preventive fear that, somehow, can never be inspired. These damned dagos, with their stilettos! These crazy wops! But the melancholy Italian does not care for these commands or our laws. They are not for him. Let the cold, chilly American threaten; he will carry his stiletto anyhow. It is reserved as a last resource in the face of injustice or cruelty or the too great indifference of this world and of fate.

One of the most interesting of these love affairs that ever came to my personal attention was that of Vincenzo Cordi, street musician and, in a way, a ne er-do-well, who became unduly enraged because Antonio Fellicitti, vegetable merchant, paid too marked attention to his sweetheart. These men, typical Italians of the quarter, knew each other, but there was no feeling until the affections of both were aroused by the charms of Maria Maresco, the pretty daughter of one of the laborers of the street.

According to the best information that could be obtained at the time, Cordi had been first in the affections of the girl, but Fellicitti arrived on the scene and won her away from him. Idling about the vicinity of her house in One Hundred and Fourteenth Street he had seen her and had fallen desperately in love.

Then there was trouble, for Cordi soon became aware of the defection which Fellicitti had caused, and told him so. You keep away, was his threat. Go, and come near her no more. If you do, I will kill you.

You can imagine the feeling which this conversation engendered. You can see the gallant Antonio, eyeing his jealous rival through the long, thin slits of his shadowy, southern eyes. He keep away? Ha! Ha! Vincenzo keep him away? Ha! Ha! If Maria but loved him, let Vincenzo rage. When the time came he would answer.

And of course the time came. It was of a Sunday evening in March, the first day on which the long cold winter broke and the sun came out and made the city summer-like. Thousands in this section filled the little park, with its array of green benches, to overflowing. Thousands more lounged in the streets and sunned themselves, or swarmed the cafés where was music and red wine and lights and conversation. Still other thousands sat by open windows or on the steps in front of open doors and gossiped with their neighbors  a true forerunner of the glorious summer to follow.

Then came the night, that glorious time of affection and good humor, when every Italian of this neighborhood is at his best. The moon was on high, a new moon, shining with all the thin delicacy of a pearl. Soft airs were blowing, clear voices singing; from every window streamed lamplight and laughter. It seemed as if all the beauty of spring had been crowded into a single hour.

On this occasion the fair Maria was lounging in front of her own doorstep when the lovesick Antonio came along. He was dressed in his best. A new red handkerchief was fastened about his neck, a soft crush hat set jauntily upon his forehead. Upon his hand was a ring, in the handkerchief a bright pin, and he was in his most cavalier mood. Together they talked, and as they observed the beauty of the night they decided to stroll to the little park a block away.

Somewhere in this thoroughfare, however, stood the jealous Vincenzo brooding. It was evident that he must have been concealed somewhere, watching, for when the two strolled toward the corner he was seen to appear and follow. At the corner, where the evening crowd was the thickest and the merriest  summer pleasure at its height, as it were  he suddenly confronted Antonio, and drew his revolver.

Ha!

The astonished Antonio had no time to defend himself. He drew his knife, of course, but before he could act Vincenzo had fired a bullet into his breast and sent him reeling on his last journey.

Maria screamed. The crowd gathered. Friends of Antonio and Vincenzo drew knives and revolvers, and for a few moments it looked as if a feud were on. Then came the police, and with them the prosaic ambulance and patrol wagon  and another tragedy was recorded. Antonio was dead and Vincenzo severely cut and bruised.

And so it goes. They love desperately. They quarrel dramatically, and in the end they often fight and die, as we have seen. The brief, practical accounts of the newspapers give no least suggestion of the color, the emotion, the sorrow, the rage  in a way, the dramatic beauty  that attends them, nearly all.


CHRISTMAS IN THE TENEMENTS

THEY are infatuated with the rush and roar of a great metropolis. They are fascinated by the illusion of pleasure. Broadway, Fifth Avenue, the mansions, the lights, the beauty. A fever of living is in their blood. An unnatural hunger and thirst for excitement is burning them up. For this they labor. For this they endure a hard, unnatural existence. For this they crowd themselves in stifling, inhuman quarters, and for this they die.

The joys of the Christmas tide are no illusion with most of us, the strange exhibition of fancy, of which it is the name, no mockery of our dreams. Far over the wide land the waves of expectation and sympathetic appreciation constantly oscillate one with the other in the human breast, and in the closing season of the year are at last given definite expression. Rings and pins, the art of the jeweler and the skill of the dressmaker, pictures, books, ornaments and knickknacks  these with one great purpose are consecrated, and in the material lavishness of the season is seen the dreams of the world come true.

There is one region, however, where, in the terrific drag of the struggle for existence, the softer phases of this halcyon mood are at first glance obscure. It is a region of tall tenements and narrow streets where, crowded into an area of a few square miles, live and labor a million and a half of people. It is the old-time tenement area, leading almost unbrokenly north from Franklin Square to Fourteenth Street. Here, during these late December evenings, the holiday atmosphere is beginning to make itself felt. It is a region of narrow streets with tall five-story, even seven-story, tenements lining either side of the way and running thick as a river with a busy and toilsome throng.

The ways are already lined with carts of special Christmas goods, such as toys, candies, Christmas tree ornaments, feathers, ribbons, jewelry, purses, fruit, and in a few wagons small Christmas greens such as holly and hemlock wreaths, crosses of fir, balsam, tamarack pine and sprigs of mistletoe. Work has not stopped in the factories or stores, and yet these streets are literally packed with people, of all ages, sizes and nationalities, and the buying is lively. One man, who looks as though he might be a Bowery tough rather than a denizen of this particular neighborhood, is offering little three-, five-and ten-inch dolls which he announces as genuine American beauties here. Three, five and ten. Another, a pale, full-bearded Jew, is selling little Christmas tree ornaments of paste or glass for a penny each, and in the glare of the newly-turned-on electric lights, it is not difficult to perceive that they are the broken or imperfect lots of the toy manufacturers who are having them hawked about during the eleventh hour before Christmas as the best way of getting rid of them. Other dusty, grim and raucous denizens are offering candy, mixed nuts, and other forms of special confections, at ten cents a pound, a price at which those who are used to the more expensive brands may instructively ponder.

Meats are selling in some of the cheaper butcher shops for ten, fifteen and twenty cents a pound, picked chickens in barrels at fifteen and twenty. A whole section of Elizabeth Street is given up to the sale of stale fish at ten and fifteen cents a pound, and the crowd of Italians, Jews and Bohemians who are taking advantage of these modest prices is swarming over the sidewalk and into the gutters. A four-or five-pound fish at fifteen cents a pound will make an excellent Christmas dinner for four, five or six. A thin, ice-packed and chemically-preserved chicken at fifteen or twenty cents a pound will do as much for another family. Onions, garlic, old cast-off preserves, pickles and condiments that the wholesale houses uptown have seen grow stale and musty on their shelves, can be had here for five, ten and fifteen cents a bottle, and although the combination is unwholesome it will he worked over as Christmas dinners for the morrow. Cheap, unsalable, stale, adulterated  these are the words that should be stamped on every bottle, basket and barrel that is here being scrambled over. And yet the purchasers would not be benefited any thereby. They must buy what they can afford. What they can afford is this.

The street, with its mass of life, lingers in this condition until six oclock, when the great shops and factories turn loose their horde of workers. Then into the glare of these electric-lighted streets the army of shop girls and boys begins to pour. Here is a spectacle interesting and provocative of thought at all seasons, but trebly so on this particular evening. It is a shabby throng at best, commonplace in garb and physical appearance, but rich in the qualities of youth and enthusiasm, than which the world holds nothing more valuable.

Youth in all the glory of its illusions and its ambitions. Youth, in whom the cold insistence of lifes physical limitations and the law have not as yet worked any permanent depression. Thousands are hurrying in every direction. The street cars which ply this area are packed as only the New York street car companies can pack their patrons, and that in cold, old, dirty and even vile cars. There are girls with black hair, and girls with brown. Some have even, white teeth, some shapely figures, some a touch of that persuasive charm which is indicated by the flash of an eye. There are poor dresses, poor taste, and poor manners mingled with good dresses, good taste and good manners. In the glow of the many lights and shadows of the evening they are hurrying away, with that lightness of spirit and movement which is the evidence of a long strain of labor suddenly relaxed.

Do you think Santa Claus will have enough to fill that? asks an officer, who is standing in the glare of a balsam-and pine-trimmed cigar store window, to a smartly dressed political heeler or detective who is looking on with him at the mass of shop-girls hurrying past. A shop-girl had gone by with her skirt cut to an inch or two below her knee, revealing a trim little calf and ankle.

Eee yo! I hope so! Isnt she the candy?

Dont get fresh, comes quickly from the hurrying figure as she disappears in the throng with a toss of her head. She has enjoyed the comment well enough, and the rebuke is more mischievous than angry.
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A goldfish! A goldfish! Only one cent! cries a pushcart vendor, who is one of a thousand lining the pavements to-night, and at his behest another shop-girl, equally budding and youthful, stops to extract a penny from her small purse and carries away a thin, transparent prize of golden paste, for a younger brother, probably.

Others like her are being pushed and jostled the whole length of this crowded section. They are being nudged and admired as well as sought and schemed for. Whatever affections or attachments they have will be manifesting themselves to-night, as may be seen by the little expenditures they themselves are making. A goldfish of transparent paste or a half pound of candy, a cheap gold-plated stickpin, brooch or ring, or a handkerchief, collar or necktie bought of one of the many pushcart men, tell the story plainly enough. Sympathy, love, affection and passion are running their errant ways among this vast unspoken horde no less than among the more pretentious and well-remembered of the world.

And the homes to which they are hurrying, the places which are dignified by that title, but which here should have another name! Thousands upon thousands of them are turning into entry ways, the gloom or dirtiness or poverty of which should bar them from the steps of any human being. Up the dark stairways they are pouring into tier upon tier of human hives, in some instances not less than seven stories high and, of course, without an elevator, and by grimy landings they are sorted out and at last distributed each into his own cranny. Small, dark one-, two-and three-room apartments, where yet on this Christmas evening, one, and sometimes three, four and five are still at work sewing pants, making flowers, curling feathers, or doing any other of a hundred tenement tasks to help out the income supplied by the one or two who work out. Miserable one-and two-room spaces where ignorance and poverty and sickness, rather than greed or immorality, have made veritable pens out of what would ordinarily be bad enough. Many hundreds or thousands of others there are where thrift and shrewdness are making the best of very unfortunate conditions, and a hundred or two where actual abundance prevails. These are the homes. Let us enter.

Zorg is a Bohemian, and has a little two-room apartment. The windows of the only one which has windows looks into Elizabeth Street. It is a dingy apartment, unswept and unwhitewashed at present, where on this hearty Christmas Eve, himself, his wife, his wifes mother, and his little twelve-year-old son are laboring at a fair-sized deal table curling feathers. The latter is a simple task, once you understand it, dull, tedious, unprofitable. It consists in taking a feather in one hand, a knife in the other, and drawing the fronds quickly over the knifes edge. This gives them a very sprightly curl and can be administered, if the worker be an expert, by a single movement of the hand. It is paid for by the dozen, as such work is usually paid for in this region, and the ability to earn much more than sixty cents a day is not within the range of human possibility. Forty cents would be a much more probable average, and this is approximately the wages which these several individuals earn. Rent uses up three of the twelve dollars weekly income; food, dress, coal and light six more. Three dollars, when work is steady, is the sum laid aside for all other purposes and pleasures, and this sum, if no amusements were indulged in and no sickness or slackness of work befell, might annually grow to the tidy sum of one hundred and fifty-six dollars; but it has never done so. Illness invariably takes one part, lack of work a greater part still. In the long drag of weary labor the pleasure-loving instincts of man cannot be wholly restrained, and so it comes about that the present Christmas season finds the funds of the family treasury low.

It is in such a family as this that the merry Christmas time comes with a peculiar emphasis, and although the conditions may be discouraging, the efforts to meet it are almost always commensurate with the means.

However, on this Christmas Eve it has been deemed a duty to have some diversion, and so, although the round of weary labor may not be thus easily relaxed, the wife has been deputed to do the Christmas shopping and has gone forth into the crowded East Side street, from which she has returned with a meat bone, a cut from a butchers at twelve cents a pound, green pickles, three turnips, a carrot, a half-dozen small candles, and two or three toys, which, together with a small three-foot branch of hemlock, purchased earlier in the day, completes the Christmas preparation for the morrow. Arba, the youngest, although like the others she will work until ten this Christmas Eve, is to have a pair of new shoes; Zicka, the next older, a belt for her dress. Mrs. Zorg, although she may not suspect, will receive a new market basket with a lid on it. Zorg  grim, silent, weary of soul and body  is to have a new fifteen-cent tie. There will be a tree, a small sprig of a tree, upon which will hang colored glass or paste balls of red and blue and green, with threads of popcorn and sprays of flitter-gold, all saved from the years before. In the light of early dawn to-morrow the youngest of the children will dance about these, and the richness of their beauty will be enjoyed as if they had not been so presented for the seventh and eighth time.

Thus it runs, mostly, throughout the entire region on this joyous occasion, a wealth of feeling and desire expressing itself through the thinnest and most meager material forms. About the shops and stores where the windows are filled with cheap displays of all that is considered luxury, are hosts of other children scarcely so satisfactorily supplied, peering earnestly into the world of make-believe and illusion, the wonder of it not yet eradicated from their unsophisticated hearts. Joy, joy  not a tithe of all that is represented by the expenditures of the wealthy, but only such as may be encompassed in a paper puff-ball or a tinsel fish, is here sought for and dreamed over, an earnest, child-heartlonging which may never again be gratified if not now. Horses, wagons, fire engines, dolls  these are what the thousands upon thousands of children whose faces are pressed closely against the commonplace window panes are dreaming about, and the longing that is thereby expressed is the strongest evidence of the indissoluble link which binds these weakest and most wretched elements of society to the best and most successful.


THE RIVERS OF THE NAMELESS DEAD

The body of a man was found yesterday in the North River at Twenty-fifth Street. A brass check, No. 21,600, of the New York Registry Company, was found on the body.  N. Y. Daily Paper.

THERE is an island surrounded by rivers, and about it the tide scurries fast and deep. It is a beautiful island, long, narrow, magnificently populated, and with such a wealth of life and interest as no island in the whole world before has ever possessed. Long lines of vessels of every description nose its banks. Enormous buildings and many splendid mansions line its streets.

It is filled with a vast population, millions coming and going, and is the scene of so much life and enthusiasm and ambition that its fame is, as the sound of a bell, heard afar.

And the interest which this island has for the world is that it is seemingly a place of opportunity and happiness. If you were to listen to the tales of its glory carried the land over and see the picture which it presents to the incoming eye, you would assume that it was all that it seemed. Glory for those who enter its walls seeking glory. Happiness for those who come seeking happiness. A world of comfort and satisfaction for all who take up their abode within it  an island of beauty and delight.

The sad part of it is, however, that the island and its beauty are, to a certain extent, a snare. Its seeming loveliness, which promises so much to the innocent eye, is not always easy of realization. Thousands come, it is true; thousands venture to reconnoiter its mysterious shores. From the villages and hamlets of the land is streaming a constant procession of pilgrims who feel that here is the place where their dreams are to be realized; here is the spot where they are to be at peace. That their hopes are not, in so many cases, to be realized, is the thing which gives a poignant tang to their coming. The beautiful island is not compact of happiness for all.

And the exceptional tragedy of it is that the waters which surround the beautiful island are forever giving evidence of the futility of the dreams of so many. If you were to stand upon any of its shores, where the tide scurries past in its never-ending hurry, or were to idle for a time upon its many docks and piers, which reach far out into the water and give lovely views of the sky and the gulls and the boats, you might see drifting past upon the bosom of the current some member of all the ambitious throng who, in time past, set his face toward the city, and who entered only to find that there was more of sorrow than of joy. Sad, white-faced maidens; grim, bearded, time-worn men; strange, strife-worn, grief-stricken women; and, saddest of all, children  soft, wan, tender children  floating in the waters which wash the shores of the island city.

And such waters! How green they look, how graceful, how mysterious! From far seas they come  strange, errant, peculiar waters  prying along the shores of the magnificent island; sucking and sipping at the rocks which form its walls; whispering and gurgling about the docks and piers, and flowing, flowing, flowing. Such waters seem to be kind, and yet they are not so. They seem to be cruel, and yet they are not so; merely indifferent these waters are  dark, strong, deep, indifferent.

And curiously the children of men who come to seek the joys of the city realize the indifference and the impartiality of the waters. When the vast and beautiful island has been reconnoitered, when its palaces have been viewed, its streets disentangled, its joys and its difficulties discovered, then the waters, which are neither for nor against, seem inviting. Here, when the great struggle has been ended, when the years have slipped by and the hopes of youth have not been realized; when the dreams of fortune, the delights of tenderness, the bliss of love and the hopes of peace have all been abandoned  the weary heart may come and find surcease. Peace in the waters, rest in the depths and the silence of the hurrying tide; surcease and an end in the chalice of the waters which wash the shores of the beautiful island.

And they do come, these defeated ones? Not one, nor a dozen, nor a score every year, but hundreds and hundreds. Scarcely a day passes but one, and sometimes many, go down from the light and the show and the merriment of the island to the shores of the waters where peace may be found. They stop on its banks; they reflect, perhaps, on the joys which they somehow have missed; they give a last, despairing glance at the wonderful scene which once seemed so joyous and full of promise, and then yield themselves unresistingly to the unswerving strength of the powerful current and are borne away. Out past the docks and the piers of the wonderful city. Out past its streets, it palaces, its great institutions. Out past its lights, it colors, the sound of its merriment and its seeking, and then the sea has them and they are no more. They have accomplished their journey, the island its tragedy. They have come down to the rivers of the nameless dead. They have yielded themselves as a sacrifice to the variety of life. They have proved the uncharitableness of the island of beauty.
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From: The International, V. 8, No. 8, August 1914, p.249

A Note on Theodore Dreiser

By A Man

A Mans novelist has arrived at last.

Now that the appearance of The Titan renders possible a judgment upon the work of Theodore Dreiser as a whole, one begins to understand the magnitude as well as the nature of the service he has rendered to American literature.

He has rescued that literature from the feminization to which it had so long succumbed.

It will no longer be possible to affirm that contemporary fiction is never read by masculine persons. The feminization of American literature has caused the decay of nearly every periodical in the land except those which make women a source of income. Theodore Dreiser has effected enough of a revolution to bring men back to literature.

This explains the horror with which he is regarded by elderly spinsters who, in order to eke out inadequate stipends, do a little book reviewing for preposterous, although great newspapers in New York and Chicago. Theodore Dreiser being masculine, his supremacy threatens the vested interests that have been built up in the publishing world on the basis of contracts for face powder advertising. His hero is the sort of man whom none of the sissies in editorial chairs would introduce to his stenographer. The wife of that sissy would meet Theodore Dreisers hero clandestinely. This is a cryptic mode of pointing out that Theodore Dreiser understands woman. Her slyness is an open book to him. Her healthy contempt for the man who reveres her is equalled only by her adoration of him who holds her with a high, hard hand. Every woman one encounters in the pages of Theodore Dreisers novels is feminine. That is why the editors of literary columns dislike Dreisers novels. Those editors are feminine leaders of the feminine.

Dreiser does more in his fictions than expose the imbecility of woman. He reveals how constructive her viciousness is. He explains that viciousness by his proof up to the hilt that the American man does not know how to make love. True, the American woman is not lovable. Dreiser shows us that. But he brings out with dazzling clarity that if one could love an American woman in the tremendous sense, one would not know how to make love to her because our American atmosphere is fatal to love. Cowperwood, who figures so freshly in Dreisers chapters, was an American who could woo. He had the women of Chicago pretty much to himself in Chicago. He was a man. The average American woman never meets a man. There are none, as a rule, in her family.

Greater than any other single quality exploited in the novels of Theodore Dreiser is his humor. It is large, elemental, seemingly unconscious. It has escaped the ladies who review The Titan for newspapers, because those ladies, apart from the fact that they lack the sense of humor, know beforehand what they must say about a great book, and they take pains to say it badly. Here is a key to the mystery which makes contemporary reviews of Theodore Dreisers last book so like the report on Gulliver submitted to the King of the Lilliputians. The phenomenon is on too vast a scale for the local perspective, the very bigness of Dreiser comprising his crime. What humor he has! The highest tribute one can pay to it is to say that it is not typically American. It has too many characteristics in common with the humor of Shakespeare, of Rabelais even, of Moliere.

The Dreiser philosophy of life looms greatly behind the characters in his tremendous stories. To Dreiser there seems no God in the intimately personal Christian sense. He begins an impressive chapter with an exposition of what morality meant to his hero Cowperwood. It was a morality based on might. All is permitted. It is not a gratuitously brutal absolutism that Dreiser glorifies or seems to glorify as he takes his hero from one triumph to another. Cowperwood will destroy no one for the mere satisfaction of playing the bully. Cowperwood has the soul of the artist. He has evidently heard what Keats has to tell us about beauty being truth and truth beauty. He is capable of artistic strokes of generosity. Look, for instance, at the honest governor. He had foiled Cowperwood. On the edge of beggary he received a large sum and was saved. Cowperwood did this noble thing, when the honest governor could be of no service to him. One is reminded of Mark Antony sending the treasure of Enobarbus  was it Enobarbus?  after him to the enemys camp.

In his study of character, Dreiser places himself on a level with Balzac. Like Balzac he has his difficult places. One must work ones way through some chapters, yet one does it hopefully, like Cortez traversing the Mexican desert because the treasures of Montezuma await him. Dreisers dialogue is never overdone. It invites slow and repeated perusal, seeing that every word he puts into the mouth of an Aileen or of a Kerrigan enlarges ones own knowledge of human nature, making people more interesting. I like life as it is. Theodore Dreiser said that once to an interviewer. His novels force one to share that liking. He has no style in the literary sense of the word. Only at long intervals does a reader find a passage arresting for its manner apart from its matter. The author of The Titan is not an artist like Stevenson, but Stevenson was not a giant like Dreiser.


From: The Review, V. 2, No. 49, April 17, 1920, p.375

P E. M., whose spirited article on Mr. Theodore Dreiser is printed on another page, was somewhat abashed (or was it exhilarated?) by our invitation to write about so slippery a modern. And it must be confessed that even in the diversified gallery of the Shelburne Essays the portrait of Mr. Dreiser would create a scandal. What shall a critic of Mr. Mores classical lines do with one who, as is pointed out, can praise The Prince of Machiavelli as the truest of books, and the next minute flock enthusiastically with flabby humanitarians? Yet it will not do to pass him by in silence, for he and a few others of his kind have the floor to-day. We suggest that our best critics might well defer for a time the study of the Church Fathers and such like dignitaries and repair to the forum of present-day problems. The best French critics have never been averse to tackling all comers.


From: The Review, V. 2, No. 49, April 17, 1920, p.380-381

Theodore Dreiser, Philosopher

The editors of the Review are great jesters, though this is a secret not commonly known, and it was in a moment of unseemly merriment that they asked me to write an article on the views of Mr. Dreiser as expounded in his volume of essays entitled Hey Rub-a-DubDub. Now, as these same editors probably suspect, I have never been able to read to the end of one of Mr. Dreisers novels, and shall never again try to read one; but under their cynical compulsion I have read these essays, and, to tell the truth, have been rather interested by them. The publishers, Messrs. Boni and Liveright, kindly inform all prospective buyers or critics of the book just what to expect. If philosophy can ever be made exciting, they announce on the jacket, Mr. Dreiser has here achieved that feat. Here is Life  mysterious, terrible, wonderful  and Dreiser looking at it unafraid (as one can see him in the photograph furnished with the book). Well, these publishers, like their friends the editors, are great humorists, and it is their jest to evoke the picture of Mr. Dreiser, in a Jersey City bedroom, confronting Life, the mysterious and terrible, and staring the monster out of countenance. And Mr. Dreiser himself, who may or may not have provided the publishers with the notion of his heroic eye-duel, has his funny side. For instance, he has a humorous way of dealing with Logic. In England, he writes, they hung men for sheep-stealing a few hundred years ago, and yet sheep were and still are stolen in England. It is death to kill your neighbor, and yet when did man ever cease killing his neighbor? Argal, the statute books are void of effect and human conduct is governed solely by the first or pyknotic law of energy as laid down by Vogt.

A good deal of amusement might be got out of Mr. Dreisers logic, his pyknotic scraps of learning, and his portentous solemnity. But cui bono? Probably he would not laugh at his own jests, and I certainly should not. And Bo I prefer to take him rather seriously as a sign of the times; his originality and egotism are a mere pose, while in reality he is voicing, somewhat hoarsely, the sentiments of a large class of men who take their uneasy muddle of ideas for philosophy. He says it himself: Philosophers have dreamed, poets have written; and I, mussing around among religions, philosophies, fictions, and facts, can find nothing wherewith to solve my vaulting egoism, no light, and no way to be anything more than the humblest servitor.

He is a servitor in two things. In one mood he is the voice of Nietzscheism: The race has always been, and will so remain, of course, to the swift, and the battle to the strong…The best that can be said for the theories laid down in the American Declaration is that they do more credit to the hearts of those who penned them than to their heads. Nietzsche is right, and no truer book than Machiavellis Prince was ever composed. Even the masses of men, dull as they are, yet know in their hearts that they are of small importance here or there. Our captains of industry, as we name our blond beasts, have been cunning and greedy and relentless; they have bought legislatures and robbed the people; they have been a failure in so far as they have not realized their mission to create the genuine superman; yet, after all, they are the best we have, and out of their slyness and ferocity are produced whatever scant gleams of art and beauty have fallen to our lot in a democratic country.

All this is harshly expressed by Mr. Dreiser and with a needless swagger, but in fact it is a view of Life more commonly held, though often inarticulately, by poor as well as by rich than we like to admit.

And so Mr. Dreiser, swimming with the tide, is a Nietzschean  on one page. On the next you will find him the sleek and orthodox humanitarian; and why not? He has worked as a day-laborer at the building of a railroad, and been promoted to foreman of a gang; and in both positions he has revolted from the grinding burden imposed upon the masses, while, as it seemed to him in the trenches, their employers were wallowing in slothful ease. And so, in a moment of pity and dejection, he threw up his job of driving foreman, with a cry of bitterness against the injustice of life. One is rather drawn to Mr. Dreiser by this honest report of his experience; whatever one may say of his philosophy, he put into personal practice the sympathy which generally exhausts itself in vague whimperings or wild threats or attempts to reform somebody else.

This, I should say, is the distinguishing note of the book, this oscillation between a theory of evolution which sees no progress save by the survival of the rapaciously strong and a humanitarian feeling of solidarity with the masses who are exploited in the process. It even looks occasionally as if Life had called Mr. Dreisers bluff.

The remarkable thing is not that Mr. Dreiser should be intellectually in this state of unstable equilibrium, but that he should pose, or be posed by his publishers, as an original thinker. The fact rather is that, like a good many other vociferous egotists, he is merely tossed about by the contrary currents of popular opinion. In his chapter on Some Aspects of Our National Character he has written rather a telling indictment of the psychological flounderings and back somersaults of the American people before and during and since the war. For instance, we went into the war under the plea that the world had to be made safe for democracy, yet once in the war we, the people, submitted to an autocracy worse than that of Russia, and so on, and so on. The account is brilliant, and humiliating; but, oddly enough, Mr. Dreiser never seems to guess that the flounderings of democracy  as democracy now is  are the sure result of just this polarization of the popular temperament between Nietzscheanism and humanitarianism of which he himself is a conspicuous example. Nor does he see that this swaying from one extreme of emotion to the other follows naturally on the denial of all those laws of moral accountability and the abrogation of all those spiritual values which we sum up under the name of religion.

Oh, I know that Mr. Dreiser, like others of his kind, has a good deal to say about balance and equilibration and that sort of thing. But if there is no purpose in the unfolding events of creation, no certain law of justice perceived by faith and truer intuition through the apparent chances of life, no incorruptible tribunal, no inner rewards and penalties besides those which a man can grasp in his hands and feel in his flesh, no ideal world of which this material world is the illusory shadow; if man is nothing more than a product of chemic and mechanic forces, a blind cog in a blind machine, if the great achievement of philosophy is to rid the human mind of all vain illusion concerning things spiritual, if life is a mere social or chemic drift, to be reckoned in the end only errant and nonsensical, if so-called vice and crime and destruction and so-called evil are as fully a part of the universal creative process as are the so-called virtues, and do as much good  if these things are true, what compelling power is there in such fine words as balance and equilibration and the like, and what remains to save a man from oscillating restlessly between the poles of his temperament, practising a more than Nietzschean hardness when his cupidity is excited, urging an indiscriminate humanitarianism when his sympathies are touched without too much cost to himself? I do not mean to imply that mankind in general to-day would assent to the blatant logic of materialism which glares in Mr. Dreisers eyes when he confronts Life; but it is true, nevertheless, that he is symptomatic of social disease, in so far as masses of mankind have lost their hold on any save materialistic values. Just to this extent democracy has in fact become a victim of evolutionary philosophy, and Mr. Dreiser is a victim of democracy. But I for one refuse to believe that the equation of democracy and materialism is necessary. In one respect Mr. Dreiser has outstepped the popular mind, though in this, too, the multitude may soon be at his heels. I refer to his unmitigated allegiance to the theories of the man whom our inquisitive college youth are beginning to speak of reverentially as Frood. Mr. Dreiser has much to say about the shabby little pinchbeck repressions of the moralists. In no law code and in no religion of any nation, he declares, has the sex question, the need of moderation, duty to family and the like, been ignored; but in all that time the social expression of sex has never been so much as modified, let alone been done away with. (His facts are as false to history as his logic is funny; but we pass that.) And then to illustrate this truth, as he holds it, he paints a lurid, and, alas, not wholly falsified, picture of the inconsistency of one of our traditionally Puritan towns, where a lofty code of ethics is still preached officially and decreed legally, while in practice the literature, the movies, the dancing, and the womens dress are all devised to keep the sexual emotions in a state of excitation. The actual results as he sets them forth in Neurotic America are not pleasant reading  except to the author. A reasonable man might suggest that the way out of such a morbid dilemma would be, not to repudiate all laws of repression, but to look to the imagination, where alone restraint can be normally effective; and this reform in the realm of imagination, he might add, is impossible until men have been taught again the reality of those values which are not of the body. But Mr. Dreiser, naturally, will have none of this; he admits, in fact, no quarrel with neuroticism, but only with those who reject the full consequences of Freudianism for some antiquated folly of faith and decency.

We are told that Mr. Dreiser has made philosophy exciting and has confronted Life unafraid. Perhaps he has only sunk down in terror of true life into the currents of decomposition that have been flowing in dark, ill-smelling places from the beginning of time.

P.E.M.


From: The Review, V. 2, No. 52, May 8, 1920, p.486

Mr. Dreisers Battle for Truth

To the Editors of THE REVIEW: Like Mr. Paul Elmer More, I, too, am impatient of Theodore Dreisers uneasy muddle of ideas. I do not ask every novelist  in order to enjoy reading his books  to be an Edith Wharton; I can see much to admire in the stark brutality of Sherwood Anderson; I read and reread with enthusiasm the brisk, searching, human pages of Edna Ferber; but there is in Dreisers work a certain unwholesome, turgid quality that disgusts me.

As the performing of a surgical operation demands both skill and strength, so the effective use of realism in art demands a clear-cut cleanness of soul and an unfaltering devotion to truth. Through Dreisers pages, underlying his descriptions of sensuality and material success, I seem to see the authors furtive gusto, the sly licking of lips, the poorly concealed envy of the very things which he professes to hold in contempt. But however one may dislike the writings of Dreiser, it is commonly supposed that behind the writing is a rugged, honest soul who courageously expresses the faith that is in him, notwithstanding the persecution of lovers of good English, conservative publishers, censors, and others who at one time were charged with taking the bread from his mouth. It is only a few years since a group of members of the Authors League asked for contributions for the brave and hounded author, to enable him to continue his battle for the truth. I did not subscribe  not because I did not admire his writings, which was reason enough  but because I had worked with Dreiser several months as associate editor to the magazine of which he was editor-in-chief. If during that period he held any strong convictions for which he was willing to suffer, or possessed any moral stamina that would cause him to stand by his guns for anything save self-interest, then he very successfully kept it from me. And I am not particularly unobservant. Shortly after I resigned my position  because the editor-in-chief had not the most elementary notions concerning the integrity and sanctity of an authors own language  I received a letter from a young writer on the New York Times saying that he was bringing suit against the magazine for non-payment of an article which had been ordered by me, and asking if I would testify in his behalf. This I agreed to do. The case came to trial. After I had given my testimony, what was my surprise to have Dreiser deny that I had ever been Associate Editor of the magazine, or associated with it in any editorial capacity whatever! Notwithstanding my amazement, it took me only a second to reach into my bag and hand the presiding judge the original letter written and signed by Dreiser offering me the position of Associate Editor, stating terms, duties, etc. I had no premonition that the defense would take that line; in my innocence, I had supposed that the article might be unjustly belittled, or that my right to accept or reject an article might be falsely questioned, but that my entire connection of months with the editorial office would be denied in toto, that was a bit too strong even for my imagination. However, looking over some papers in order to verify some dates, I had come across the letter appointing me, and had fortunately slipped it into my bag. I never saw a more disgusted judge. He asked Dreiser if he were the author of the letter, and receiving an affirmative reply, brought the case to a close and rendered a decision for the plaintiff.

As we were leaving court, Dreiser put out his hand to me, which I refused to take. He flushed, but was inclined to take the whole thing as a joke. How could you deliberately try to discredit me like that? I asked, indignantly. It wasnt my judgment, he answered, as if that let him out entirely, it was the lawyers idea. Besides, he added with a grin, I didnt think youd have that letter with you, or I wouldnt have done it.

Can anyone wonder that it is difficult for me to see in Theodore Dreiser a martyr for Truth? What a pitiful sum was involved to have succeeded in puncturing the honor of a great man! True, all this took place thirteen years ago; but Theodore Dreiser was no immature youth, he was married; and even had he been a much younger man, does it not seem as if at least the germ of greatness would have shown in that daring soul that later was to champion the cause of Humanity confronting Life unafraid!

Annie Nathan Meyer New York City, April 30


From: The Review, V. 2, No. 56, June 5, 1920, p.597

Mr. Dreiser and the Broadway Magazine

To the Editors of THE REVIEW:



In your issue of May 8, 1920, you publish a letter from one Annie Nathan Meyer, which you label in quotes Mr. Dreisers Battle for Truth. Now before dealing with Mrs. Meyer it occurs to me that a journal of the usual beautiful, good, and true standard such as no doubt yours professes to be might find it advisable before giving space to libelous assertions to submit the same to the person accused or at least to make some effort to confirm them. Take the statement by Mrs. Meyer which reads: It is only a few years since a group of members of the Authors League asked for contributions for the brave and hounded author to enable him to continue his battle for truth. Now this is all very well as malice but as a matter of fact I have never heard of any such group. Neither the Authors League nor any other league or group has ever asked for contributions for anything in connection with me. At the time the New York Society for the Suppression of Vice undertook to suppress The Genius the Authors League did call a meeting of some committee, which by the way I did not request but before which, nevertheless, I was invited to appear, to consider whether it would issue a protest against the suppression of The Genius. I did so appear but, having done so much, the League took no further action and did not come to my defense in any shape. Now the Authors League has a telephone and a secretary. Why could not one of the editors of a paper pretending to fairness have called him up and made inquiry as to this before printing a lie?

I worked with Mr. Dreiser several months as associate editor of the magazine of which he was editor-in-chief.

The lady refers to the Broadway Magazine, of which I was not editor-in-chief but only the managing editor. Mr. Ben B. Hampton was the publisher and editor. (See Whos Who for 1907.) Mrs. Meyers claim to having been associated with me in the management of that magazine takes its rise from the following circumstances: Either after having been recommended to me or coming to me of her own accord (I can not now recall) Mrs. Meyer undertook to prepare or have prepared for the magazine a series of articles on art and artists. In order to impress those with whom she desired to deal she requested the privilege of signing herself as assistant or associate editor, to which I agreed, but for that work only. That she has or ever had any letter conferring a general associate editorship is not true. You might ask her to produce the letter. The reason why subsequently I severed this arrangement with Mrs. Meyer was this: She had the profound conviction that every word and comma of her not ill-prepared text was not only essential but sacred and that neither she nor anyone else should be called upon or permitted to alter it in any way. As experts in the matter of makeup and space difficulties in connection with a magazine of the illustrated variety perhaps you will appreciate the difficulty of such a stand. I found it insurmountable and was compelled to break with Mrs. Meyer.

Now it may be that subsequently some writer with whom Mrs. Meyer made some arrangement may have sued the Broadway Magazine Corporation or Mr. Ben B. Hampton for non-payment of some bill. I do not remember. And in behalf of the Corporation I may have been compelled to appear. I do not even recall the incident. If so, I must have testified as I am testifying here, but as for denying her any connection with the magazine, I doubt it. I would like the name of the case and the date of the trial. She asserts that I so testified and that on her producing a letter which showed such associate editorship the judge looked at me in disgust and rendered a decision for the plaintiff. Nothing more. But I doubt whether a judge detecting a man in perjury would deal with him so very leniently. And as for my flushing, I think I might well have if such were the case, but I have a fairly retentive memory and I can not recapture even so much as a thought in connection with all this.

Speaking of your heading, Mr. Dreisers Battle for Truth, I wish I could persuade mine enemy and all others to drop that overworked and misused word truth. I might be willing to battle for a fact or many facts, but for truth, that wondrous, religious, moralic thing, which like a mercenary can be made to do service in any cause  well  no  I do not fight for truth.

THEODORE DREISER New York, May 16



To the Editors of THE REVIEW: You were good enough to send me Mr. Dreisers statement to read before publication. I can see no malice in my statement concerning Mr. Dreisers friends, and their effort to help him fight the censor. I never claimed that it was an official movement on the part of the Authors League, but that I was asked to help by some people who were members of the League.

I am sorry I am unable at the moment to look for the original letters, which I hope later on to consult. My daughter having just undergone a serious nose operation, it is important not to stir up dust in the room adjoining hers, where my old letters are filed away. But I have written to England to the writer who sued the Broadway Magazine and for whom I testified, asking him to send me the exact date of the trial, the name of the judge, etc. Unquestionably the stenographic report of the trial will bear out the entire accuracy of my statement. I am told by my lawyer that even when a judge who is trying a case has reason to believe that a witness is not testifying in accordance with the facts, he very rarely bothers to order the prosecution of the witness.

I understood that Mr. Hampton was the owner of the Broadway Magazine, and it was possible that he may have been down as Editor-in-Chief, but I never saw him, never had any dealing with him whatever, and to all intents and purposes Mr. Dreiser acted as Editor-in-Chief. Mr. Hampton never appeared at the trial, and Mr. Dreiser testified that he was Editor of the magazine, and was the only one who had authority to appoint any Associate Editor, and that no one else could have given me authority to order articles. Mr. Dreiser, in his reply, makes a point of not having conferred upon me any general associate editorship. It does not matter what kind of editor I was; his answer at the trial was a general denial that I had any power to order articles of any nature whatever for the magazine.

ANNIE NATHAN MEYER New York, May 27



[Solely on account of space those portions of Mrs. Meyers letter which set forth in detail her personal relations with Mr. Dreiser and the Broadway Magazine have been omitted. It may be proper to add that Mrs. Meyer is a writer and a public-spirited woman, well-known for the leading part she took in the founding of Barnard College.  Eds. THE REVIEW.]


From: The American Review of Reviews, V. 58, No. 4, October 1918, p.445

The New Books  Novels and Short Stories

Theodore Dreisers somersaulting Titans of industrial life have not invaded the pages of Free and Other Stories, a collection of eleven short tales. And only in one, Nigger Jeff, a story of a lynching, is there a trace of the sickening realism that has often made Dreisers longer works difficult to read. Even this theme is handled with admirable restraint. Married is a smart story of marital adventuring in New York, and the title story records a more somber phase of the matrimonial status of illy matched couples. The idyll of The Lost Phoebe is one of the best stories Dreiser has ever written. Beauty, pathos, the loveliness of the immortal residuum of human affection, and an ineffaceable lustre of spring, lift the simple tale of an old man who went searching for his dead wife, into the niche of our permanent affections.


From: The American Review of Reviews, V. 59, No. 6, June 1919, p.671

The New Books  Novels, Foreign and American

Theodore Dreisers studies, Twelve, Men, are slightly disguised biographical stories of the lives of certain of his friends. They lift up out of the ruck of existence certain phases, which Dreiser presents with microscopic detail in order that we may see the actual texture of life. Each bit of biography is presented according to the authors personal reactions to each individual. Several of the narratives have been published previously as short stories. They are wholesome, human, told with insight and sympathy; they are brilliant after their fashion, but they lack glamour and atmosphere and the quality of surprise, a dramatic touch necessary to the complete success of work of this type. Then with a few exceptions the men are shackled too heavily to earth. Dreisers realism is never apparently used to support any escape for humanity from our inexplicable existence  not even that of romance. He is at his best in certain idyllic bits such as are found in The Village Feudists and The Country Doctor. Peter, the first story in the book, is the finest, broadly speaking, of the collection. Peter was a young newspaper man who was different. Dreiser writes: in the great waste of American intellectual dreariness, he was an oasis, a veritable spring in the desert. He understood life. He knew men. He was free  spiritually, morally, in a thousand ways, it seemed to me.


From: Paint, Oil and Drug Review, V. 55, No. 11, March 12, 1913, p.24

A Reproach Returned

Theodore Dreiser, who, at the age of 40, has produced but two novels, believes in slow, painstaking composition.

A novelist of another type reproached Mr. Dreiser for the ten years of silence that lay between Sister Carrie and Jennie Gerhardt.

Why, this individual said why, Dreiser, Ill write a novel in three weeks and think nothing of it.

And the rest of the world, I suppose, will think the same, said Mr. Dreiser, coldly.


From: Medical Review of Reviews, V. 23, No. 1, January 1917, p.8-9

Theodore Dreiser is sometimes called our most suppressed novelist, since practically all his books have won the disapproval of the New York Society for the Suppression of Vice. But according to H. L. Mencken, who is one of the most brilliant of living critics, Dreiser is by far the most significant of our latter-day American novelists. The policy which Mr Dreiser commends in his present communication is an excellent one, and we endeavor to avoid what he avoids:

I cannot say that I think there is anything wrong with the medical profession as a profession, any more than I would quarrel with lawyers, or engineers, or architects, or authors as such. The trouble with most professions, including priests and soothsayers, is not the tenets which govern them, but the weak, confused, aspiring, selfish animals who are called to be made into professional men. And back of them is nature, compounding and breeding the above described animal. Some of the best men I have ever known have been doctors, and some of the worst. An evil-minded or shallow or careless doctor is to me as bad as a burglar or a murderer. Indeed, I have more respect for the latter for they are often so passionate and confused that they know not what they do. Similarly, a thieving lawyer  of whose kind there appear to be thousands  is lower than the ordinary criminal.

The ideal of each day and age since the world began appears to have been and still is strutting pomp,  richly caparisoned power. For this men murder as they go, in an endless variety of ways. The low-minded ignorant doctor  in order to live and be happy  steals in the sense that he takes what does not rightfully belong to him. He doctors where he should not, pretends to a knowledge he docs not have, fumbles with life, and when his victims die turns his back on memory. The higher skilled, but equally unscrupulous professional, seeking local station and wealth, over-charges, browbeats, carries profitable cases along, and bleeds his victims to the last dollar. I know four such eminent practitioners in New York alone. They make a shame of a great art.

But at the bottom of all our wiles is conniving nature  necessitous, flagitous, hungry. Men are so hungry. The mass is so dull. We live as sharks on blue fish  we strong. We round up sheep and eat them. We chase the deer and the roe with hounds of subtlety and arrows of the swifter mind. The strong eat the weak. The weak nibble at each other as much as they can. Occasionally giant locks horns with giant over vast possessions. If I were to indite anything it would be nature  brilliant, pyrotechnic, lustful, shameless. But I cannot indite nature because I love it and am glad to be alive. So I accept it, run as best I can when in danger, fight as hard as I can when cornered, study as hard as I may to avoid its endless pitfalls, and dance with joy when no danger is nigh. If I were to commend any policy to the rest of my fellows it would be my own. And above all  avoid doctors and lawyers as long as there is any other course.


From: Indiana University Alumni Quarterly, V. 7, No. 1, January 1920, p.74-75

Book Reviews and Literary Notes

Twelve Men



Dreiser, in Twelve Men, has done what we have been told upon good authority is impossible  he has written worse paragraphs than the famous second in Ivanhoe. Here are all his familiar faults, his repetitious method, his crudities, infelicities, cacophonies. But here likewise are the Dreiser qualities of frankness, sincerity of purpose, and breadth of sympathy. A considerable range of life is portrayed in these studies of twelve individuals, all real and personally known to the author (some of them to the public). A reporter, songwriter (his brother, Paul Dreiser), a village philanthropist, a country doctor, a physical trainer, a local character, a general store keeper, a financier, a politician, an Irish foreman, an artist, and a writer make up the heterogeneous and unconventional population of this book. In each instance Dreiser has tried to see below the surface, to pluck out the heart of the mystery that lies under lock and key in every human life. The attempt is creditable and the inevitable failure not unpardonable. None of the sketches is notable in itself, none as a literary performance compares with Free in the volume of short stories by that name. Several, however, are significant as contributions to the store of documents upon which the somewhat belated American Balzac must depend. Vanity! Vanity! sayeth the Preacher, A Mayor and His People, De Maupassant, Jr. have such value. The best of the lot as psychology is probably The Village Feudists, a study of the warping into marked eccentricity of an essentially fine and generous character. Here, as elsewhere, Dreiser reveals his strong sense of the tragedy that is often involved in externally grotesque and sordid lives. It is his most valuable endowment. The failure throughout is deficiency in technique. The bow rasps upon the strings, the notes are often flat. But at least he is himself. He does not mix literary bracers for the million. He does not exhibit the New England conscience, feeling the pea of a scruple through seventeen mattresses of circumstances. He does not write rushery. He does not uplift. Here is occasion for gratitude.

Each new book of Dreisers has an importance other than that due to its inherent qualities. It is a challenge to bloody battles and to bruising. The Victorian literary tradition (obsolete in the land of its nativity), menaced by the uncouth apparition of Dreiser, suffers from no lack of defenders, and good generalship decrees that the best defense is the attack. He is charged with all the major heresies; with pantheism, with Teutonic mystical self-befuddlement, with pathological obsessions, with degeneracy.

Finally Professor Scissors, with a cultured, deprecatory smile, advances to give the mercy-stroke by proving that Dreiser writes like neither a gentleman, a Christian, nor a patriot!



The well-aimed weapon on the buckler rings

But blunted by the brass innoxious falls.



The shining arsenal of academic wit is a little too fine for the purpose. Use an elephant gun, Professor. But the elephant guns (the weapons of repercussion and concussion) belong to the enemy, who led by Hackett and Mencken, pour through the opposite vomitories and rush with barbaric outcries upon their foe. Meanwhile, fortified by infinite chop-suey, the imperturbable Dreiser produces another book.

Indiana University. William E. Jenkins. 91


From: The Book Buyer, V. 22, No. 2, March 1901, p.136-137

The Decadence of Realism

We have already divorced popular fiction from literature; it now becomes urgent to draw a distinction between fiction and latter-day realism.

Realism in fiction is, of course, the presentment of the average doings of average people in average life; the depiction, without fear or favor, of things as they are. It is a sound theory of art, but in the practice of it perfection is unattainable, because the personal equation can never be eliminated from the artistic work of human hands without destroying its interest and value. It is not things as they are, colorlessly presented, that interest us, but things as they appear to remarkable minds  to Tolstoy, and Thomas Hardy, and Mr. Howells, who learn from life, and teach us what they have learned, purposely, or unconsciously  it does not matter so far as results are concerned. Mr. Howells believes that he presents things as they are, while unconsciously giving us the benefit of his speculations upon the meaning of their being; Tolstoy is realist and preacher both; Hardy, in Tess and Jude, is philosopher and protestant as well as realist. To be artistic, to be successful, and of help to us, to be literature, in short, realism must not be a report, but an interpretation; and the greater the mind that interprets, the greater the realism.

The teaching of the masters, however, is almost invariably perverted by the disciples. A theory in art carried to its apparently logical conclusion generally does not produce art at all. Mr. Howells, in preaching realism, has overlooked the greatest factor in the value of his own work  the mind through which the average life of average people passes when he chronicles it. The Rise of Silas Lapham, Indian Summer, The Landlord at Lions Head, are interpretations of life, not mere reports, drawing lessons of sound, optimistic philosophy from the seemingly commonplace. In them we see life from above, and therefore see through it to the fundamentals below the surface.

This the disciples do not attempt to do; in fact, in their reductio ad absurdum of the theory, they have extended their process to include a new rule, which leads to failure. The theory of latter-day realism, as seen in the products of latter-day realists, demands the presentment of the average doings of average people in average life by average minds; the chronicler must not stand aloof from the human show he depicts, neither above it, looking through to the depths, nor below it, looking upward to the heights; it must have no secondary, no collective meaning for him. He must be in the very midst of it, seeing the face of one, the profile of another, the back of a third; he must see the whole, piecemeal as he threads his short and narrow path through it  each individual, each event by itself, without cognizance of what moves the mass, of what happens beyond the immediate reach of his level vision; he must not synthetize; he must merely gather details without end, and call the undigested mass realism. The theory is held responsible for the unpalatable result, whereas in reality the limitations of the mind of the realist are at fault. Work of this kind is labeled uncompromising, sometimes  Russian realism. It is, in fact, nothing but bits of description of the surface of things, seen by a myopic mind.

True realism progresses from the individual to the universal life; it sees humanity as a whole, life as an unending, ever expanding sequence, not as a mosaic of entities laid side by side by accident, hardly interrelated at all. Latter-day realism, seeing only the trees, fails to conceive of the majestic beauty of the forest. It is a perversion of Mr. Howellss teaching, caused uudoubtedly by his own firm belief that he sees things as they are, and reports them unflinchingly; whereas it is his point of view and his interpretation that give his books their value. The great realist of the future, if we are to have one, will be such not on account of his technical skill and his lack of personal equation, but because of the depth of his interpretative mind; he will be a seer. The intuition and allusiveness of Mrs. Whartons mind, going so deeply and surely below the surface to the very essence of things, make her the great artist she is, far more than her flawless technique. She promises to be the greatest of our true realists; yet she will never be classified as  unflinching, or  Russian. She will certainly never be claimed by the latter-day realism.

Mr. Theodore Dreiser, the author of Sister Carrie, is a latter-day realist with a vengeance. He sees neither from above nor below; he stands on a level with average life, and his stature is not a great one.

His heroine is a country girl come to Chicago to work in a shop, a girl without the mental and moral attributes of womanhood, so far as Mr. Dreiser can see, a soulless, unemotional being, who mechanically, without thought or scruple, exchanges toil and honest poverty for a tan jacket with pearl buttons, a pair of shoes, a picture hat, and a modest apartment, at the invitation of a drummer and vulgarian, well described as a nobby dresser and a  hustler. From him she transfers herself in the same unemotional manner to the manager of a  swell cafe, who robs his employers in a comatose, unpremeditated kind of a way, and elopes with her, committing bigamy in Canada, because, after the manner of her kind, she wants to be married. They settle in New York, where he buys a half-interest in a saloon  not a cafe  and where she has a faint perception of better things, mostly material. Her second choice loses his grip on affairs, his money disappears, and, after supporting him for a while, she concludes that she will do better to leave him, and to keep her earnings as a chorus girl for herself. She becomes a Casino favorite, and returns from London loaded with diamonds and all they imply. The man sinks lower and lower, until he joins the bread brigade at Fleischmanns side-door, and the cot brigade in Madison Square.

Mr. Dreisers realism is simply materialism, i. e., he is the chronicler of materialism in its basest forms. Want and well-being are both making materialists of us in this present-day world of ours, but the leaven of the higher life remains, nowhere stronger than with us. But of all this Mr. Dreiser betrays no cognizance. Life seems to have no deeper and no higher meaning for him than the semi-accidental progress of Sister Carrie towards the rewards of her great beauty, the rise of the drummer to partnership, dinners at the Waldorf-Astoria, and stage-door intimacies; and the descent of the saloon keeper to Bowery lodging-houses, soup-kitchens, and suicide. All this happens automatically, by physical processes only; if these bodies have souls and minds, the author knows and tells nothing of them. Such is realism according to Mr. Theodore Dreiser.

A. Schade van Westrum


From: The Bookman, V. 38, February 1914, p.673-674

Theodore Dreisers A Traveler at Forty

Epicures affirm that our American dishes are but partly cooked and swim in a good deal of water. Our American travel books may likewise be said to be so often half-baked and served with a good deal of diluted language. Our public seems exceptional in having a fondness for voyaging volumes written by persons avowedly ignorant of their subject. Offered an informed tourist book and an uninformed one, the Yankee is quite likely to choose the latter, seeing perhaps a chance for more heedless diversion in it. To readers knowing nothing, of Europe nor wanting to, but wishing to know about Mr. Dreiser, his imposing-looking volume will strongly appeal. He professedly carried little across the waters and brought it somewhat laboriously back. At least one may say that the reader is not greatly enlightened or inspired. The author has merely written of himself a propos of Italy, Germany and so on. The indications here about his own original personality overshadow the features of his European scene.

Such a frankly superficial volume helps contribute to the generally uninformed and inartistic state of our gulping-down reading public. To stir about among parboiled facts and in half-stewed impressions, leaves our western world as ignorant about and prejudiced against things foreign and foreign life as it was beforehand. To visit Italy without poetry or imagination, Germany without music, Holland without art, France without gayety and humour, is to start with a strong handicap. Features to be regretted may be shown by the two following small examples. We are told that the Seine at Paris is not so wide as the Harlem River, which makes Manhattan an island. The significant fact is that the Seine is considerably narrowed by splendid embankments to deepen it for an immense volume of commerce of which our Harlem stream is almost as innocent as its banks are bare of civilised attention. Again, in Germany. I should say that any nation that to-day chose to pick a quarrel with Germany on her home ground would be foolish in the extreme. It is the beau ideal of the aggressive, militant, orderly spirit and, if it were properly captained and the gods were kind, it would be everywhere invincible. This is a neglected array of English that sounds at first like meaning something worth the time, but in reality is not even resonant emptiness. Of course Mr. Dreiser, in his serious intellectuality, is not properly here. But the above instances illustrate the misfortune of the considerable production of our tourist books by greatly advertised writers who have not lived with their subjects, but whom the public is none the less importuned to read. There is nothing more likely to be misleading than first impressions, yet it is a popular American fallacy that somehow because an author is little educated in his theme, he is therefore at least innocent of harm.

To speak of something more vital, Mr. Dreiser exemplifies his German origin, it would seem, by being drawn to consort in Europe with the underside of life, as so many German and Russian writers have accustomed us. Instead of bringing to notice men who are worth while or entertaining, he acquaints us rather with those who can guide through night haunts of immorality, have sex on the brain or desire to lick foreigners. And for the women of Europe we are freely offered examples from the various tenderloins who, even for their class, do not propose much in the way of edification or esprit. With his oddly oblique look toward life, desiring to know of vice neither for the purpose of reforming it nor for dissipation, Mr. Dreiser appears here as a victim of a morbid curiosity which is never satisfied because never fully gratified. While he mentions on the ground, in passing, names great in art, what his readers feel he is really thinking about at the time is whether some ordinary lady of the pavement is waiting for him and diagnosis around at the public bar. Not that he is to leave her or himself any worse. Nor any better, it must be added. And he has come away from Europe without apparent regret or consciousness that he missed the fine flower of those civilisations. It is partly because the destructive forces  the forces of evil  so strongly attract him.

Due to his burdened German air of unhopefulness, his best art as a prominent and promising novelist is born of the obliquities of his nature, his viewings through thickened colours, the characteristically gauche and discouraging formlessness of his circumambient world. His mind suggests the idea of an imposing darkened interior of a vague edifice where the light comes in coloured or gloomy. The superb brilliance of noontide, the noble loftiness and wholesome charm of sightly human kind and human endeavour out in the open, are likely to be lost to view for him in the shadows of a haunting, creeping, slouching night. His frankness and honesty in the present volume are virtues, but virtues which are not unmixed sources of pride or satisfaction. What he observes that is not helpful or beautiful serves small purpose save as an outlet for the course of his own inclinations. In his dominant in-brooding, his first law is unto himself. He is a moraliser recognising secondarily an obligation to society or his fellow-men. It is natural to such a temperament that destruction figures distinctively. Unfortunately, the habit of enlarging on the uncomplimentary phases of foreign life only aids in keeping nations apart and mutually contemptuous. To seek out and exploit much of the undesirable in foreigners, is to encourage the curse of high and ever-widened national barriers. To cultivate and proclaim the best in other peoples, is to bring all a whit closer together in a worthy entertainment of sympathy and enlightenment.

Stuart Henry


From: Life, V. 63, No. 1630, January 22, 1914, p.152

The Latest Books

By J. B. Kerfoot

If we are like the Greeks in nothing else, we are true habitues of the Acropolis in our eagerness (if one may Yankee-ize the Scriptures) to hear tell some new thing. And there is therefore a real drag upon our interest and a real fillip for our curiosity in the announcement that Theodore Dreiser, the intent, saturnine author of Sister Carrie, Jennie Gerhardt and The Financier, having recently for the first time in his life visited Europe, was publishing a book about the adventure, A Traveler at Forty (Century. $1.80). But the book dashes the expectations which it raises. It is, indeed, intensely interesting in places  when Dreiser the novelist, analyst and observer is talking about that extremely curious and convenient object of study, Dreiser the unfamiliar traveler and old-boy-out-of-school. But it is also deadly dull in places  when Dreiser the rubber-neck is talking, say, about Perugia. And in a gradually cumulative, rising tide sort of fashion, it is repellent  because of the preponderantly sensual nature of its concentrations and of the essential crassness of its response to such stimuli.


From: The Independent, V. 88, No. 3548, December 4, 1916, p.409

The New Books

Theodore Dreiser and his friend the illustrator, Franklin Booth, took a motor trip from New York to Indiana, where both were born. A fat book is the result. One fancies it the sort of took an Englishman would find enlightening for it sets down with unadorned faithfulness the minutest details of life and conversation as these are in the middle west. There are, along the way, some thoughtful questionings of what we are seeking and whither tending but we might have had these, and verisimilitude of description, and yet omitted the incidental bad eggs in Rahway, or was it Harrisburg? It takes time to be short, but often it is worth while. Mr. Booths sketches are too few, however.


From: The Book News Monthly, V. 32, February 1914, p.297

Books of General Interest

A Traveler at Forty

By J.M. Lee

This personal narrative in which Mr. Dreiser has set down his experiences and impressions of his first trip abroad will surely interest the reader of forty. Its publishers assert that Madame Grundys conventions have been disregarded and hence we suggest the reader might well be of her age or at least that of the author.

Frankly, we do not care a hang about Miss E or Miss X and their silly twaddle, but when the author leaves them to their laces and frills and goes with the chief engineer through the engine-room of the ship he gets interesting.

The chapter, Lilly: A Girl of the Streets, seems to us a waste of space. Any male reader can duplicate the experience in practically every detail should he care to take a stroll along the red-lighted streets of any American city. Why go to Piccadilly?

On the other hand, A Trip to Marlowe, one of the best chapters in the book, is an exceptionally fine piece of literary craftmanship. In it one catches an actual glimpse of a quaint old English town which is soon to exist only in fiction. To us, the commercial traveler met in the Marlowe inn is a more agreeable companion than Mlle. Rillette, The Poison Flower of Gay Paree. We are more interested in learning about the curious customs of the English Knights of the Grip than in being told that certain types of women in Paris use powder and paint for the face, belladonna for eyes, rouge for the lips, palms, and nails. Need we go to Paris to learn the latter facts? A trip along the Great White Way will suffice.

Fortunately, there are in the book trips well worth taking. The Stop at Pisa will not soon be forgotten. The First Impressions of Rome are indelibly impressed on the memory. A Night Ramble in Florence, Entering Germany, On the Way to Holland, etc., are sure to be enjoyed. The Spotless Town (Haarlem) is something more than an advertisers dream. Any one of these brief excursions is worth the cost of the fireside trip to which Mr. Dreiser invites us. A Traveler at Forty abounds in human interest because more attention has been paid by its author to people than to places.


From: Current Opinion, V. 63, No. 3, September 1917, p.191

Dreisers Novels as a Revelation of the American Soul

The struggle to make something artistic out of the chaotic materials that lie around us in American life is, for Randolph Bourne, the fundamental motive of the novelist Theodore Dreiser. Mr. Bourne thinks that most readers have not yet awakened to the real significance and importance of a writer whom Edgar Lee Masters has called a soul-enrapt demiurge, walking the earth, stalking life, and whom John Cowper Powys regards as an epic philosopher of the life-tide. We have not so many great American novelists that we can afford to forget or depreciate any of them. Mr. Dreiser, as Randolph Bourne sees him, is complicated, but he is complicated in a very understandable American way, the product of the uncouth forces of small-town life and the vast disorganization of the wider American world. As he reveals himself, it is a revelation of a certain broad level of the American soul. Mr. Bourne continues (in the Chicago Dial):



In spite of his looseness of literary gait and heaviness of style, Dreiser seems a sincere groper after beauty. It is natural enough that this should so largely be the beauty of sex. For where would a sensitive boy, brought up in Indiana and in the big American cities, get beauty expressed for him except in women? What does mid-Western America offer to the starving except its personal beauty? A few landscapes, an occasional picture in a museum, a book of verse perhaps! Would not all the rest be one long, flaunting offense of ugliness and depression? The Genius, instead of being that mass of pornographic horror which the Vice Societies repute it to be, is the story of a groping artist whose love of beauty runs obsessingly upon the charm of girlhood. Through different social planes, through business and manual labor and the feverish world of artists, he pursues this lure. Dreiser is refreshing in his air of the moral democrat, who sees life impassively, neither praising nor blaming, at the same time that he realizes how much more terrible and beautiful and incalculable life is than any of us are willing to admit. It may be all apologia, but it comes with the grave air of a mind that wants us to understand just how it all happened. Sister Carrie will always retain the fresh charm of a spontaneous working-out of mediocre, and yet elemental and significant, lives. A good novelist catches hold of the thread of human desire. Dreiser does this, and that is why his admirers forgive him so many faults.



For all who care to speculate about personal and literary qualities that arc specifically American, Dreiser, Mr. Bourne remarks, should be as interesting as any one now writing in America. He is revealed in his books as a hopelessly unorientated, half-educated boy who had to struggle for his place in the world and who had to discover his own sincerity. In this his experience has been typical. Talent in America, Mr. Bourne says, flowers very late because it takes so long to find its bearings. It has had almost to create its own soil, before it could put in its roots and grow. It is a grueling and tedious task, but those who come through it contribute, like Vachel Lindsay, creative work that is both novel and indigenous. The process can be more easily traced in Dreiser than in almost anybody else. As Mr. Bourne puts it:



A Hoosier Holiday not only traces the personal process but it gives the social background. The common life, as seen throughout the countryside, is touched off quizzically, and yet sympathetically, with an artists vision. Dreiser sees the American masses in their commonness and at their pleasure as brisk, rather vacuous people, a little pathetic in their innocence of the possibilities of life and their optimistic trustfulness. He sees them ruled by great barons of industry, and yet unconscious of their serfdom. He seems to love this countryside, and he makes you love it.

Dreiser loves, too, the ugly, violent bursts of American industry,  the flaming steel-mills and gaunt lakesides. The Titan and The Financier are unattractive novels, but they are human documents of the brawn of a passing American era. Those stenographic conversations, webs of financial intrigue, bare bones of entcrprize, insult our artistic sense. There is too much raw beef, and yet it all has the taste and smell of the primitive business-jungle it deals with. These crude and greedy captains of finance with their wars and their amours had to be given some kind of literary embodiment, and Dreiser has hammered a sort of raw epic out of their lives.



Not only in his feeling for themes of crude power and sex and for the American common life is Dreiser interesting. His emphases, Mr. Bourne concludes, are those of a new America which is latently expressive and which must develop its art before we shall really have become articulate.



For Dreiser is a true hyphenate, a product of that conglomerate Americanism that springs from other roots than the English tradition. Do we realize how rare it is to find a talent that is thoroughly American and wholly un-English? Culturally we have somehow suppressed the hyphenate. Only recently has he forced his way through the unofficial literary censorship. The vers-librists teem with him, but Dreiser is almost the first to achieve a largeness of utterance. His outlook, it is true, flouts the American canons of optimism and redemption, but these were never anything but conventions. There stirs in Dreisers books a new American quality. It is not at all German. It is an authentic attempt to make something artistic out of the chaotic materials that lie around us in American life. Dreiser interests because we can watch him grope and feel his clumsiness. He has the artists technique. That is one of the tragedies of America. But his faults are those of his material and of uncouth bulk, and not of shoddiness. He expresses an America that is in process of forming. The interest he evokes is part of the eager interest we feel in that growth.



In an illuminating essay published in The Seven Arts, H. L. Mencken, the foremost champion of our most disputed novelist, points out the peril confronting Theodore Dreiser. The war that has been waged against his books may, fears Mr. Mencken, convert him into a professional- revolutionary, spouting stale perunas for all the sorrows of the world. He hopes Theodore Dreiser will not take up causes and remedies:



The peril that Dreiser stands in is here. He may begin to act, if he is not careful, according to the costume forced on him. Unable to combat the orthodox valuation of his place and aim. he may seek a spiritual refuge in embracing it, and so arrange himself with the tripe-sellers of heterodoxy, and cry wares that differ from the other stock only in the bald fact that they are different…Such a fall would grieve the judicious, of whom I have the honor to be one.


From: The Dial, V. 62, No. 740, April 19, 1917, p.343

COMMUNICATIONS

Mr. Dreiser

(To the Editor of THE DIAL.)

The winsome, elephantine condemnation of America, her life and art, by Mr. Theodore Dreiser in the Seven Arts was almost amusing. It was for all the world like the effervescent talk of an elder brother, now returned to Warsaw, his native village, after a generation of exile in the city. Imagine him on a hoosier holiday accosting Little Brother, whom he left years before in the straitened precincts of a Catholic home in the heart of Puritan-ridden America. He, Big Brother, has breathed the freer airs of the metropolis. He is possessed with the idea that, while he has been breaking moulds of custom, Little Brother and Warsaw are still set in the frigid forms of Puritanism. We may conceive Theodore discoursing in this wise:

Alas, alas for art in America, since you, Little Brother, dont believe in birth control.

But I do, Theodore, I do, and all Warsaw practises it.

And American colleges are defunct.

Even a few professors are beginning to suspect that.

And there are no houses of prostitution in Warsaw.

No, but the Ancient Woman plies her trade.

And Anthony Comstockism thrives.

Only in little old New York. Even I have read Homo Sapiens, and your Genius is discussed by Ethel and Grace at the high school.

And the nude, the nude  .

Is never so alluring as when properly covered.

Women are too much respected.

But not always too respectable.

The constitution of the United States is an idealistic fiasco, framed to line the pockets of privilege.

Why, so Beard remarked, I believe, before I kicked myself out of college.

By this time Theodore is frothy.

Men still believe in God.

Its an ancient failing. Do they serve Him?

Thereupon Big Brother turns away in disgust at the puerile complacency of his provincial brother. Theodore has forgotten that, in this age of intercommunication, our lives and communities are inseparably tangled, and that the spirit of change is pervasive. Warsaw, too, has her broken moulds, and vibrates to the same iron string of revolution as New York.

And so I was almost amused at the confidence with which Mr. Dreiser made himself the spokesman of his provincial constituents, and announced his anti-Victorianism with the unction of novelty. I found myself, as Little Brother, in accord with nearly all he said, but I somehow could not accept its spirit. There are two underlying delusions in Mr. Dreisers condemnation.

Mr. Dreiser has been called an elemental force. He accepts the epithet. If there is any one belief shadowed in his works, it is the pagan belief in a vast compulsion which has nothing to do with the individual desires or tastes or impulses of individuals. He reduces life to this force and to unguided inner desire. He desires to tear away illusions and make America see these elements only. Would he have society reorganized about these elements? Does he mean society to be pagan by imitating the ruthless force; should society be amorphous; should the prostitute be honored, made a public benefactor? Would art advance more rapidly under these than under present conditions?

And again, is it more natural to be polygamous than monogamous? Were the greatest artists polygamous? Is it elemental to regard the vast compulsion as a ruthless force?

The first delusion that I wish Mr. Dreiser had destroyed for us is the delusion that he is elemental, therefore simple, therefore clear. As a matter of fact, he is not elemental, but unutterably complex. He is so complex that he has been unable to guide his impulses into some clear, understandable, workable scheme of action; which is the office of genius, I take it. W. He blasts away (while all of us stand by and applaud) the old conventions, customs, and illusions which no longer need blasting, and he offers in their place  what?) A fancied belief that he has found the elements of life in vast compulsion and unguided inner desire. I assert that the provincial masses of America, whom Mr. Dreiser derides, have come as near to finding the naked truths of life as he himself.

The other delusion which is everywhere implied in Mr. Dreisers paper is that American art  in particular American literature  is inferior to European because it is different. I regret that Mr. Dreiser falls into this too-common error. He does well to rage against Englands intellectual colonization of America  Emerson and Lowell did that before him. But would he substitute Russian, and German colonization? \He seems to think Emerson inferior to his disciple Nietzsche. He seems to think William James inferior to Schopenhauer. \ By what standard can Dreiser place Nietzsche and Schopenhauer above Emerson and James? By no standard but the European. Does Dreiser, in his ardent Americanism, try America and find her wanting according to European standards alone? There is no greater fallacy than to judge one races art by standards created from another races art. Americas art is too English? Yes. But can Americas art become American by adhering to German standards? Art is a races unfolding from within, not a grafting of adventitious growths from without. Suppose Americas genius were moral, and suppose the greatest art should be the art of morality, would Mr. Dreiser have the good grace to be chagrined?

Beloit, Wis., April 9, 1917. M.H. Hedges


From: The Dial, V. 62, No. 742, May 17, 1917, p.440

Some Experiments in American Drama [excerpt]

Mr. Dreisers Plays of the Natural and Supernatural are experiments in closet drama, frankly intended merely for reading. Of the seven one-act plays, only two  the first and the last  could possibly be presented on the stage. The last, Old Ragpicker, is a vigorously drawn sketch of an old derelict whose mind has nearly gone. There is no action, but the central figure has both pathos and power; in the hands of a great actor it would be profoundly impressive. But the first piece, The Girl in the Coffin, is dramatically by far the best thing in the volume. With slight modifications and cuts, it would go admirably in the theatre. The scene is the parlor of a workingmans house, where the daughter lies in her coffin. The admirably realistic talk of the neighbor-women gives us the exposition; they suspect a reason for the girls death which the family wish to conceal, and they have come to the house to see what they can find out, and also to persuade the father, William Magnet, to address a meeting of striking factory workers. His influence is needed to assure the success of the strike. He not only refuses them but invites them to leave the house. His talk with the old housekeeper shows that he knows the cause of his daughters death, but is agonized by the thought that he cannot find out who is the guilty man. At last his friend John Ferguson, a famous strike leader who has come to the town to take charge of the strike, persuades him to put aside his grief and wrath and speak to the workers. During this scene the audience slowly perceives that Ferguson is the lover responsible for the girls death  the man whom Magnets sole desire is to kill. Magnet himself, Ferguson, and Mrs. Littig, the old woman who alone has had the confidence of the dying girl and keeps it, are all powerfully and vividly drawn. The reader does not sympathize with Ferguson, as Mr. Dreiser seems to intend that he should, but this only increases the terrible ironic force of the play.

The four plays of the supernatural, and one, The Light in the Window, which has no supernatural element, all make use of a device which, so far as I know, is new even in closet drama, and which is a source of fatal weakness. From speech to speech, Mr. Dreiser shifts his scene; with one speech we are in a comfortable drawing room; with the next, on the street outside listening to the talk of passers-by. Or with one speech we may be in Mrs. Delavans kitchen, with the next in the front yard, and with the next on the engine of the fast mail, a hundred miles away. As a group these plays, even for reading, are not successful. They deal for the most part with material not really dramatic, and the kaleidoscopic shifts of scene are a weariness to the mind. Yet none of them is quite devoid of power, and two, The Blue Sphere and In the Dark, have considerable imaginative appeal. These five plays invite, and to some extent deserve, ridicule; but however cheaply they are estimated, a volume which contains Old Ragpicker and The Girl in the Coffin is not negligible.


From: The Dial, V. 62, No. 744, June 14, 1917, p.507-509

The Art of Theodore Dreiser

By Randolph Bourne

Theodore Dreiser has had the good fortune to evoke a peculiar quality of pugnacious interest among the younger American intelligentsia such as has been the lot of almost nobody else writing to-day unless it be Miss Amy Lowell. We do not usually take literature seriously enough to quarrel over it. Or else we take it so seriously that we urbanely avoid squabbles. Certainly there are none of the vendettas that rage in a culture like that of France. But Mr. Dreiser seems to have made himself, particularly since the suppression of The Genius, a veritable issue. Interesting and surprising are the reactions to him. Edgar Lee Masters makes him a soul-enrapt demi-urge, walking the earth, stalking life; Harris Merton Lyon saw in him a seer of inscrutable mien; Arthur Davison Ficke sees him as master of a passing throng of figures, labored with immortal illusion, the terrible and beautiful, cruel and wonder-laden illusion of life; Mr. Powys makes him an epic philosopher of the life-tide; H. L. Mencken puts him ahead of Conrad, with an agnosticism that has almost passed beyond curiosity. On the other hand, an unhappy critic in the Nation last year gave Mr. Dreiser his place for all time in a neat antithesis between the realism that was based on a theory of human conduct and the naturalism that reduced life to a mere animal behavior. For Dreiser this last special hell was reserved, and the jungle-like and simian activities of his characters rather exhaustively outlined. At the time this antithesis looked silly. With the appearance of Mr. Dreisers latest book, A Hoosier Holiday, it becomes nonsensical. For that wise and delightful book reveals him as a very human critic of very common human life, romantically sensual and poetically realistic, with an artists vision and a thick, warm feeling for American life.

This book gives the clue to Mr. Dreiser, to his insatiable curiosity about people, about their sexual inclinations, about their dreams, about the homely qualities that make them American. His memories give a picture of the floundering young American that is so typical as to be almost epic. No one has ever pictured this lower middle-class American life so winningly, because no one has had the necessary literary skill with the lack of self-consciousness. Mr. Dreiser is often sentimental, but it is a sentimentality that captivates you with its candor. You are seeing this vacuous, wistful, spiritually rootless, middle-Western life through the eyes of a naive but very wise boy. Mr. Dreiser seems queer only because he has carried along his youthful attitude in unbroken continuity. He is fascinated with sex because youth is usually obsessed with sex. He puzzles about the universe because youth usually puzzles. He thrills to crudity and violence because sensitive youth usually recoils from the savagery of the industrial world. Imagine incorrigible, sensuous youth endowed with the brooding skepticism of the philosopher who feels the vanity of life, and you have the paradox of Mr. Dreiser. For these two attitudes in him support rather than oppose each other. His spiritual evolution was out of a pious, ascetic atmosphere into intellectual and personal freedom. He seems to have found himself without losing himself. Of how many American writers can this be said? And for this much shall be forgiven him, - his slovenliness of style, his lack of nuances, his apathy to the finer shades of beauty, his weakness for the mystical and the vague. Mr. Dreiser suggests the over-sensitive temperament that protects itself by an admiration for crudity and cruelty. His latest book reveals the boyhood shyness and timidity of this Don Juan of novelists. Mr. Dreiser is complicated, but he is complicated in a very understandable American way, the product of the uncouth forces of small-town life and the vast disorganization of the wider American world. As he reveals himself, it is a revelation of a certain broad level of the American soul.

Mr. Dreiser seems uncommon only because he is more naive than most of us. It is not so much that he swarms his pages with sexful figures as that he rescues sex for the scheme of personal life. He feels a holy mission to slay the American literary superstition that men and women are not sensual beings. But he does not brush this fact in the sniggering way of the popular magazines. He takes it very seriously, so much so that some of his novels become caricatures of desire. It is, however, a misfortune that it has been Brieux and Freud and not native Theodore Dreiser who soaked the sexual imagination of the younger American intelligentsia. It would have been far healthier to have absorbed Mr. Dreisers literary treatment of sex than to have gone hysterical over its pathology. Sex has little significance unless it is treated in personally artistic, novelistic terms. The American tradition had tabooed the treatment of those infinite gradations and complexities of love that fill the literary imagination of a sensitive people. When curiosity got too strong and reticence was repealed in America, we had no means of articulating ourselves except in a deplorable pseudo-scientific jargon that has no more to do with the relevance of sex than the chemical composition of orange paint has to do with the artists vision. Dreiser has done a real service to the American imagination in despising the underworld and going gravely to the business of picturing sex as it is lived in the personal relations of bungling, wistful, or masterful men and women. He seemed strange and rowdy only because he made sex human, and American tradition had never made it human. It had only made it either sacred or vulgar, and when these categories no longer worked, we fell under the dubious and perverting magic of the psycho-analysts. In spite of his looseness of literary gait and heaviness of style Dreiser seems a sincere groper after beauty. It is natural enough that this should so largely be the beauty of sex. For where would a sensitive boy, brought up in Indiana and in the big American cities, get beauty expressed for him except in women? What does mid-Western America offer to the starving except its personal beauty? A few landscapes, an occasional picture in a museum, a book of verse perhaps! Would not all the rest be one long, flaunting offense of ugliness and depression? The Genius, instead of being that mass of pornographic horror which the Vice Societies repute it to be, is the story of a groping artist whose love of beauty runs obsessingly upon the charm of girlhood. Through different social planes, through business and manual labor and the feverish world of artists, he pursues this lure. Dreiser is refreshing in his air of the moral democrat, who sees life impassively, neither praising nor blaming, at the same time that he realizes how much more terrible and beautiful and incalculable life is than any of us are willing to admit. It may be all apologia, but it comes with the grave air of a mind that wants us to understand just how it all happened. Sister Carrie will always retain the fresh charm of a spontaneous working-out of mediocre, and yet elemental and significant, lives. A good novelist catches hold of the thread of human desire. Dreiser does this, and that is why his admirers forgive him so many faults.

If you like to speculate about personal and literary qualities that are specifically American, Dreiser should be as interesting as any one now writing in America. This becomes clearer as he writes more about his youth. His hopelessly unorientated, half-educated, boyhood is so typical of the uncritical and careless society in which wistful American talent has had to grope. He had to be spiritually a self-made man, work out a philosophy of life, discover his own sincerity. Talent in America outside of the ruling class flowers very late, because it takes so long to find its bearings. It has had almost to create its own soil, before it could put in its roots and grow. It is born shivering into an inhospitable and irrelevant group. It has to find its own kind of people and piece together its links of comprehension. It is a gruelling and tedious task, but those who come through it contribute, like Vachel Lindsay, creative work that is both novel and indigenous. The process can be more easily traced in Dreiser than in almost anybody else. A Hoosier Holiday not only traces the personal process, but it gives the social background. The common life, as seen throughout the countryside, is touched off quizzically, and yet sympathetically, with an artists vision. Dreiser sees the American masses in their commonness and at their pleasure as brisk, rather vacuous people, a little pathetic in their innocence of the possibilities of life and their optimistic trustfulness. He sees them ruled by great barons of industry, and yet unconscious of their serfdom. He seems to love this countryside, and he makes you love it.

Dreiser loves, too, the ugly violent bursts of American industry,the flaming steel-mills and gaunt lakesides. The Titan and The Financier are unattractive novels, but they are human documents of the brawn of a passing American era. Those stenographic conversations, webs of financial intrigue, bare bones of enterprise, insult our artistic sense. There is too much raw beef, and yet it all has the taste and smell of the primitive business-jungle it deals with. These crude and greedy captains of finance with their wars and their amours had to be given some kind of literary embodiment, and Dreiser has hammered a sort of raw epic out of their lives.

It is not only his feeling for these themes of crude power and sex and the American common life that makes Dreiser interesting. His emphases are those of a new America which is latently expressive and which must develop its art before we shall really have become articulate. For Dreiser is a true hyphenate, a product of that conglomerate Americanism that springs from other roots than the English tradition. Do we realize how rare it is to find a talent that is thoroughly American and wholly un-English? Culturally we have somehow suppressed the hyphenate. Only recently has he forced his way through the unofficial literary censorship. The vers-librists teem with him, but Dreiser is almost the first to achieve a largeness of utterance. His outlook, it is true, flouts the American canons of optimism and redemption, but these were never anything but conventions. There stirs in Dreisers books a new American quality. It is not at all German. It is an authentic attempt to make something artistic out of the chaotic materials that lie around us in American life. Dreiser interests because we can watch him grope and feel his clumsiness. He has the artists vision without the sureness of the artists technique. That is one of the tragedies of America. But his faults are those of his material and of uncouth bulk, and not of shoddiness. He expresses an America that is in process of forming. The interest he evokes is part of the eager interest we feel in that growth.


From: The Great Valley, by Edgar Lee Masters, The Macmillan Company, 1916, p.228-230

Theodore Dreiser

Jack o Lantern tall shouldered,

One eye set higher than the other,

Mouth cut like a scallop in a pie,

Aslant showing powerful teeth.

Swaying above the heads of others.

Jubilant with fixed eyes, scarcely sparkling.

Moving about rhythmically, exploding in laughter.

Touching fingers together back and forth,

Or toying with a handkerchief.

And the eyes burn like a flame at the end of a funnel.

And the ruddy face glows like a pumpkin

On Halloween!



Or else a gargoyle of bronze

Turning suddenly to life

And slipping suddenly down corners of stone

To eat you:

Full of questions, objections,

Distinctions, instances.

Contemptuous, ironical, remote,

Cloudy, irreverent, ferocious,

Fearless, grim, compassionate, yet hateful,

Old, yet young, wise but virginal.

To whom everything is new and strange:

Whence he stares and wonders,

Laughs, mocks, curses.

Disordered, yet with a passion for order

And classification  hence the habitual

Folding into squares of a handkerchief.



Or else a well cultivated and fruitful valley,

But behind it unexplored fastnesses,

Gorges, precipices, and heights

Over which thunder clouds hang,

From which lightning falls,

Stirring up terrible shapes of prey

That slink about in the blackness.

The silence of him is terrifying

As if you sat before the sphinx.

The look of his eyes makes tubes of the air

Through which you are magnified and analyzed.

He needs nothing of you and wants nothing.

He is alone, but content,

Self-mastered and beyond friendship,

You could not hurt him.

If he would allow himself to have a friend

He could part from that friend forever

And in a moment be lost in wonder

Staring at a carved rooster on a doorstep,

Or at an Italian woman

Giving suck to a child

On a seat in Washington Square.



Soul enwrapped demi-urge

Walking the earth,

Stalking Life!


From: An April Elegy, by Arthur Davison Ficke, Mitchell Kennerley, 1917, p.118-119

Portrait of Theodore Dreiser

There were gilded Chinese dragons

And tinkling danglers of glass

And dirty marble-topped tables

Around us, that late night-hour.

You ate steadily and silently

From a huge bowl of chop-suey

Of repellent aspect;

While I,  I, and another,  

Told you that you had the style neither of Sir Thomas

Browne

Nor of Walter Pater.



And it was perfectly true . . .

But you continued to occupy yourself

With your quarts of chop-suey.

And somehow you reminded me

Of nothing so much as of the knitting women

Who implacably counted stitches while the pride of

France

Went up to death.



Tonight I am alone,

A long way from that Chinese restaurant,

A long way from wherever you are.

And I find it difficult to recall to my memory

The image of your large, laboring, inexpressive face.

For I have just turned the last page

Of a book of yours  



A book large and superficially inexpressive,  like your-

self.

It has not, any more than the old ones,

The style of Browne or of Pater.

But now there are passing before me

Interminable figures in tangled procession  

Proud or cringeing, starved with desire or icy,

Hastening toward a dream of triumph, fleeing from a

dream of doom,  

Passing  passing  passing

Through a world of shadows,

Through a chaotic and meaningless anarchy,

Under heavy clouds of terrific gloom

Or through ravishing flashes of knife-edged sunlight  

Passing  passing  passing  

Their heads haloed with immortal illusion,  

The terrible and beautiful, cruel and wonder-laden illusion

Called life.


From: Precipitations, by Evelyn Scott, Nicholas L. Brown, 1920, p.72-73

Theodore Dreiser

The man body jumbled out of the earth, half formed,

Clay on the feet,

Heavy with the lingering might of chaos.

The man face so high above the feet

As if lonesome for them like a child.

The veins that beat heavily with the music they but half

understood

Coil languidly around the heart

And lave it in the death stream

Of a grand impersonal benignance.


From: The Craftsman, V. 23, No. 4, January 1913, p.490

Book Reviews

The Financier

Those of us who are familiar with Mr. Dreisers work and remember with keen interest and satisfaction the unusual psychological and literary power displayed in his Sister Carrie and Jennie Gerhardt, naturally expected that his next novel would be equally vigorous and worth while. And we have not been disappointed. In fact, in some respects the new book may be considered even more striking than its predecessors, for the wealth and complexity of its material and the masterly and unaffected way in which a difficult subject has been handled, indicate not only a close study of local facts and details but an increasing ability in the art of graphic presentation. The logic of its events and the consistency of the sharply drawn characters show that Mr. Dreiser has been gaining deeper insight into our social and financial American life and into the minds, motives and hearts of certain types of American men and women.

The scene of The Financier is laid in Philadelphia, in the days when the street car, telephone and telegraph systems were still in embryo; when active and unscrupulous minds were gradually spinning those intricate webs of municipal politics and municipal finance which culminated in the amazing and open civic corruption that has only recently begun to be cleared away. As an historical record alone the book would be a significant one, for it portrays a chapter in our political life which has unfortunately been written into the annals of many of our cities.

The story follows the material, intellectual and emotional career of young Frank Cowperwood, whose clear-cut, unflinching and relentless personality, so vividly portrayed, stands out with an odd mixture of subtlety and decisiveness, dominating the entire book with the same kind of insistence that the man himself exercised on all those with whom circumstances and his own strong will brought him in contact. Not that the other characters are underdrawn; on the contrary they are as real and convincing in their own way as the central figure, and are described with just as minute attention to detail  almost too much, perhaps, for the descriptions are at times almost photographic in their accuracy.

The theme is frankly unconventional. It deals with the infatuation of the young financier for a high-spirited girl of Irish parentage and important political connections  a girl whose alert mentality and young physical beauty form a refreshing contrast to the languid futility of the good-looking but rather insipid wife. Along with the inevitable social entanglements of this adventure come even more serious business complications.

It is a picture of real life, real people and real events. There is no moralizing, nor is there any false sentiment. Even the most delicate situations are handled with a directness that is matter-of-fact without being brutal; yet at the same time there is in the attitude of both Aileen and of Frank an unswerving loyalty to their own self-appointed though unconventional ideals. In the impulsive, sensuous, but perfectly clear-minded girl you find an undeniable courage, a readiness for self-sacrifice and a whole-hearted devotion that win both sympathy and admiration.

In the end there is no artificial rounding out of the plot; the lives of the various persons concerned adjust themselves as they might in life.


From: Harpers Magazine, V. 126, No. 751, not paginated

Harpers Bookshelf

The extraordinary vitality and realism of Theodore Dreisers new novel, The Financier, will surprise even the warmest admirers of his art. Not even the many notable critics and writers who bestowed so much extravagant-seeming praise upon Sister Carrie and Jennie Gerhardt could well have seen in these books the promise of such a novel as The Financier. For here is such an understanding of character and of life such as we hardly expect to find short of Balzac and the very greatest realists, and here also is a bigness of theme that gives the truly epic quality to a story which is at the same time convincingly faithful to the things of every-day existence  to the little significant events and feelings that count tremendously to the individual and to the hopes and plans and personal force that make the individual count tremendously in the world. From the beginning the reader feels the inevitableness of the career of Frank Cowperwood. The son of a commonplace Philadelphia bank-clerk, born before the Civil War, he is gifted with a mind predetermined for finance, and his life falls in a time full of financial opportunity. The temperament that goes with the mind is revealed to us with a naturalness that fairly stops the mouth of praise or blame. Cowperwood fighting his first fight with a young tough and winning, praised by the leader of the gang to which his adversary belongs, but too cautious to involve himself with low associates and too tactful to give offense in shunning them  seems admirable.

We are off our guard and begin to idealize him; later we are inclined to judge him harshly; soon we see that we can do neither. He is as far from delighting in cruelty for its own sake, as far from the abnormality of vice, as- a tiger. On the whole we are obliged to admit that his attitude is sensible and good-natured. With extraordinary candor and clearness he sees life as a struggle for existence, and in this struggle he is wholly absorbed. Which of us, we ask ourselves, having his intellectual power and his temperament, would have thought or acted otherwise? It is remarkable that we feel all this in Cowperwood as a boy. We are compelled to regard him as a tremendous force  a force to be reckoned with, not reasoned with  and at the same time we cannot help thinking of him as a human being, if anything more normal in mind, more sentient, more alive than ourselves.

His tremendous career unfolds itself as naturally as the experiences of boyhood. In Cowperwoods progress from one financial position to another, his experience with a commission house, in a brokerage firm, as a note-broker  always the human side is emphasized: we see the everlasting distinction between the merely shrewd man and the man of real foresight, between the man adapted to his environment and the man who has the power to adapt himself. In this novel big men and little men  men of all degrees of bigness and littleness  shoulder one another. and there is no confusion of types; we learn to know them for just what they are. Even the least of them are vital in their way  vital in their cowardice, in their rough-and-ready efficiency, in their limited shrewdness. Each has qualities that in real life would have to be recognized and dealt with; and so we feel at every moment that the story has its setting in the real world.

Side by side with the polities and finance of Cowperwoods struggle for success, blending with these elements in the general human picture, is the story of his personal life  of his forceful wooing of a woman older than he in years. far younger in mind  the inevitable marriage, the slow weakening of a passion originally strong enough to rule two lives. Here we see a man loving strongly and deeply enough to be faithful to one woman and happy in her passive affections for years, appreciative of his home and children. yet at length questioning the validity of the relation, giving himself up to another passion  a picture terrible. perhaps, but convincing in its logic of thought and emotion.

Availing himself of the corrupt alliance between business and politics in Philadelphia  an alliance set forth in all its mingled subtlety and crudity  Cowperwood gradually becomes a financial power. Meanwhile he has formed a liaison with Aileen Butler, daughter of his associate in the political-financial game  a liaison which seems as inevitable as his success or his marriage. Although it turns the scales against him at a critical moment, one is forced to believe that with his life to live over again. he would have done as before. Then comes the great Chicago fire. Cowperwood has spread himself out too thin. The politicians wish to make him a scapegoat. Finally Butler discovers his daughters shame and determines to ruin the man who has ruined her. After a dauntless, tenacious legal fight, Cowperwood is convicted of a technical crime in connection with the citys finances. and is sent to the penitentiary. But at the end of thirteen months his enemy. Butler, dies, and he is pardoned. Dramatically he re-enters the business world, and being one of the first to appreciate the significance of the failure of Jay Cooke & Co., which brought on the panic of 1873. he makes himself a millionaire in a few days.

Through this story flows the tide of life in all its apparent strength and cruelty. We see the workings of impulse and temperament, mysterious and powerful. The narrative thrills with raw human emotion, with undeniable pathos, with the excitement of great endeavor. Yet it is not primarily a story of passion or pathos or ambition, but a story of life. Everywhere there is a wonderful mingling of truthful description and truthful insight. We see the court-room with strange distinctness, and we are shown the real mental processes of jury, lawyers, and judge. Whatever our convictions about realism as opposed to romance may be, we must admit that The Financier is a tremendous bunk of its kind  a book for mature minds, of course, plain-speaking. and picturing evil as it is. but far too big. too significant, to be thrust aside as realism of the useless, dreary sort. It is not that; it is a portrayal of life-compelling interest, upsetting theories, provoking thought.

Elliott Blake


From: The Illustrated London News, V. 56, No. 1454, March 20, 1915, p.354

New Novels

The Titan

When the eighteenth century, exquisitely conscious of wit and bel esprit, wrote its letters and its memoirs, it had no vision of later generations turning from them choked with the Dead Sea fruit of a bygone levity. Their literary flavour remains; but the spirit that was to endure for ever ardent has long since lost its potency. So when Mr. Theodore Dreiser holds up the mirror to the great American financier in The Titan (John Lane), he overlooks, perhaps, the impression conveyed to other peoples, other nations, by the sinister reflection he presents to them. Let us make no mistake: Frank A. Cowperwood is an active source of evil to the State that owns him as a citizen, and not the less so because Mr. Dreiser admires his gigantic driving power (repeatedly insisted upon as a dynamic force ), and is at pains to show the city of Chicago pulsing like a live thing and expanding under his predatory hand. Cowperwoods non-morality is not a negative affair, and it bulks large even in a world that seems to us to be seen, as Gulliver saw the Brobdingnagians, with its wens and its odours almost unbearably exaggerated. He is indeed a Titan. dominance and dollars with any weapon, clean or foul, that comes to their hand ; and in another sphere Cowperwoods insatiable sensuality finds every woman who takes his fancy, be she maiden or wife, a quarry to be hunted down. There are a score of these conquests in Mr. Dreisers biography of the great man, and, frankly, we prefer not to accept the estimate they seem to offer us of American women. The Titan is a book of strenuous realism and its vivid picture of the Transatlantic superman sets one thinking. He is not much less of a menace to the tranquillity of human progress than Nietzsches great blonde beast with whom he has certain anti-social traits in common.


From: The Book News Monthly, V. 34, No. No. 9, May 1916, p.414-415

Plays by Theodore Dreiser

By Montrose J. Moses

It was said of Baudelaire that he tried to create a new I shudder; and there is no doubt that in this respect Mr. Theodore Dreiser has come under the decadent school of symbolistic playwriting. Yet none the less has he produced a most remarkable volume, which he has rightly called Plays of the Natural and Supernatural, and which he has connected closely with the life of his own time and of his own locality. It is surprising that, with his realistic tendencies, he should so successfully mingle realism with what one might almost call a super-symbolism, and produce such definite psychological effects. He has not only made use, as Maeterlinck made use in The Interior, of hidden forces, but he has likewise utilized that element of distance and that quality of the passing of time which Henry James once claimed were so difficult to reproduce in literature.

Mr. Dreisers seven plays are all of them disagreeable, not in the sense that Shaws plays are unpleasant, but through the sheer story they have to tell, rather than because of the condition they might criticise. As a playwright, Mr. Dreiser does not stand in the position of the critic. He photographs the condition as he sees it and, having an X-ray attachment to his artistic camera, he at the same time gives us the drama of unseen forces playing about his characters.

There is only one play which, in its unity of time and place, is suitable for stage production. This is the one The Girl in the Coffin  which Mr. Emanuel Reicher was to have produced had his theatre been as long as the public announcements of his cause. Though the plot of this play is very evident, it is to be warmly noted because it is a sincere attempt No one but Mr. Dreiser so far has been conscious of the fact that what the theatre needs is to be kept close to the soil. Over in England we get that soil quality in Masefield, in Housman, in McEvoy, in Mrs. Havelock Ellis, but in this little one-act play, Mr. Dreiser does psychologically what Mrs. Wharton has done in such a close study of New England life as Ethan Fromme.

Quite remarkable in its effect is The Blue Sphere, wherein a whole village life is reflected and disaster cumulates in the shape of an approaching train. In Laughing Gas we get the fight with death that a patient makes on the operating table, and we are fully conscious not only of the operation but 01 the sub-conscious state of the man under the influence of ar. anodyne. In the Dark reflects the furore in a locality where murder has taken place, and the final hunting of the murderer to his lair. And so we might go on with these little impressionistic sketches, giving a bald description without fully indicating the interesting technique Mr. Dreiser has employed.

What we are anxious to find out is whether Mr. Dreiser, whose interest is evidently centering upon the theatre, will be able to write a play subject to the conditions of the playhouse. He has produced in this volume a restlessness which, on the stage, would scarcely be permissible throughout an entire evenings entertainment. His cleverness in this book lies in the fact that he almost hypnotizes his reader into the nervous state he desires; but in the theatre there must always be a conservation of energy, and from that standpoint none of Mr. Dreisers seven little plays will stand the test.

It strikes us that this volume is an experimental one with him, and we are wondering whether he will be as successful in creating cheerful moods as in creating a type of shudder not often repeated in American literature since the day of Poe. To readers of his novels this volume will come as a surprise. To the critic it comes as a distinctly new element in playwriting in this country. But the volume must not be taken too seriously as a contribution to the theatre. Mr. Dreiser will have to travel a long road  as Maeterlinck traveled it after writing his marionette dramas  before he has mastered the technique of the theatre. His little pieces now published for the first time consist of panoramic states of mind centering on a main story. I do not see how they could be whipped within the confines of the proscenium arch and the footlights. They are moving pictures in dialogue form.


From: The Smart Set, V. 60, No. 2, October 1919, p.131-133

Dreisers Play and Some Others [excerpt]

By George Jean Nathan

It is called The Hand of the Potter. Announced for production by the Coburns, it remains still between book covers. Arthur Hopkins has said that it is the best American play that has been submitted, to him and that he would eagerly have produced it had not Dreiser imposed upon him so many bulls, caveats and salvos. Mencken, Dreisers most faithful critical mount, private shimmy dancer and rajpoot at large, says that Hopkins is crazy and that it is one of the worst American plays he has read. Burton Rascoe, Chicagos leading journalistic professor of the arts, informs me that it has made a considerable impression upon him; Tarquinius Ramgunga Smith, erudite sposo to the Century, has said the same; the theatrical producers, aside from Hopkins, to whom the manuscript was submitted have observed that it is, in their estimation, largely whim-wham. It has given birth to boisterous palm pounders, tin-sheet shakers and shillabers on the right hand, and to nose wrinklers, tongue stickers and loud sneezers on the left. I find myself occupying a position in the no-mans land stretching between the two camps  but rather far to the left.

The story of a victim of a certain phase of Kraft-Ebbing demoralization  one has a sneaking suspicion that the late Leo Frank case may in a general way have suggested the theme to the author  Dreiser has written a play whose chief merit (as it is ever one of Dreisers most notable assets) consists in the achievement, in the very teeth of lifes low derisory comedy, of a poignant and tragic pity. This deep compassion, this summoning forth, honestly and soundly, of forbearance, this is the note Dreiser can strike as few other Americans can strike it. Out of the tin of the grotesque, the ignoble and the mean, he can evoke the golden E flat of human frailty and charity as few modern Europeans can evoke it. And yet with never a suspicion of the bogus heart interest that passes promiscuously for the currency of art, with never a suspicion of slyly studied fact blue-pencilling or of self-compromise. From Sister Carrie down through Jennie Gerhardt and, with but a few skips, on to Twelve Men, one encounters always this grim and understanding heart upon a hilltop, at once moved and immobile, at once condemning and forgiving: without sentimentality as without imperturbation. You will find it, perhaps at its most eloquent, in his chapter, My Brother Paul And you, my good brother! Here is the story that you wanted me to write, this little testimony to your memory, a pale, pale symbol of all I think and feel  a really first-rate, immensely realistic and affecting arrangement of the jigsaw of the eternal marriage of the ridiculous and the gentle. And though the amalgam of heart and eye, the one warm and the other cold, dresses his play not so convincingly, it is yet there to breathe into the work a something that in its absence would have left the play a mere third-rate Third Avenue melodramatic mossback diddler not much above the quality of such dime magnets of yesterday as Devils Island.

The dramatist Dreiser is the precocious bad boy of the novelist Dreiser: that offspring of the artist who looks upon the stage as a neighbours apple orchard wherein to penetrate by night enveloped in a bed-spread, scare off with sepulchral groans the watchful Spitz, and make away with the pippins. The bed-spread and the groans are apparent in each of the various short plays that Dreiser has written, as they are doubly apparent (Dreiser has doubtless grown tired of waiting and wishes to knock em off their seats now or never) in this, his first long play. The girl stretched out in the coffin, the fourth dimensional dramaturgy with its divers laughing gases, the violent sensationalism of the defloration of eleven year old Kitty Neafie by the degenerate Berchansky  this is the crescendo Dreiser box-office attack; the last in particular the do-or-die dive against the Rialto show pews. And what is more, if the Coburns put on the play down in the Greenwich Village Theater  away from Broadway  I somehow feel that its scandalous air will presently draw to it enough of jay Broadway to make Dreiser the money upon which he had his eye when he wrote it. For that Dreiser wrote the play with a Rolls-Royce in view seems to me as certain as that he writes his novels with nothing in view but the novels.

The Hand of the Potter has three extremely effective theatrical scenes: the attack scene at the conclusion of the first act (in effect similar to the scene at the conclusion of the first act of a prize play of twenty years ago called Chivalry); the scene in the second act wherein the suspicions and fears of the mother and father of the demented boy tremble upon their lips; and the scene wherein the crazed, pursued pervert closes the door against the child Hagar and demoniac temptation. I am probably unfair to Dreiser when I bluntly characterize these scenes as mere stage melodrama: there is something more to them than merely that. But that they were initially conceived less for their intrinsic relevance and integrity than for their more obvious yokel-power, I somehow cant disbelieve. Conceived otherwise, their brazen baldness, for all the well-known stubborn and eccentric hand that executed them, must have taken on at least a show of the reticence that is currently nowhere visible.

The balance of the manuscript reveals here and there a touch or two of moderately good characterization, but little more. The structure of the play is disjointed and awkward. The third act, jumping a la Hal Reid from the Berchansky flat to the grand jury room of the Criminal Courts Building, invades the continuity of the action: the third act might better have followed up the action of the preceding act after a slight lapse of time, in the locale of that act. The long monologues of the insane boy, though logical and sound enough, are repetitious and tiresome. The German dialect of such a straight character as Emil Daubenspeck ich vuss by a fiddle chob in Sixty-fift Sthreet und vuss going down troo der lot py Fairst Affenoo back of mein house da  smacks rebelliously of Sam Bernard, as the I cant give you her exack langwidge . . . she was kinda nervous an a-fidgitin with er hands this-a-way of such a straight character as Rufus Bush smacks of William Hodge and as the Irish McKaggs divil a bits and sure, yell be af ther sayins suggest the Russell Brothers and the Yiddish Berchanskys oi, ois, achs and sedulous use of the v sound suggest Ben Welch.

The play, in brief, though probably a financial success if handled with a sufficiently cunning showmanship, falls short on a score of counts. It has a touch of the great and gorgeous pity; it has twenty touches of the great and gorgeous whangdoodle. It belongs very largely to the Dreiser who writes for the Saturday Evening Post and goes to see Henry B. Walthall in the moving pictures; it is not the work of the Theodore Dreiser who has written some of Americas finest novels. That Dreiser could never seriously have written such an idiotic scene, for example, as that of the newspaper reporters colloquy in the last act: not unless he appreciated the idiocy of a Broadway theatrical audience as well as I.


From: The North American Review, V.203, February 1916, p.290-293

The Book of the Month

The Biography of an Amorist

By Lawrence Gilman

We have Mr. Theodore Dreisers word for it that Eugene Witla was charming  and indeed he must have been, with his black hair, his dark, almond-shaped eyes, his straight nose, his chin shapely but not aggressive, his white and even teeth, which showed with a curious delicacy when he smiled. Eugene  who was troubled with anaemia and a weak stomach  was moody and artistic; moreover, he had emotion, fire, longings, that were concealed beneath a wall of reserve; for he was proud and shy and sensitive, and very uncertain of himself. Before he became metropolitan and commercialized, he affected a loose, flowing tie, a soft turn-down collar, and a brown corduroy suit, the coat cut with a belt, like a shooting-jacket. His hands were very thin and white, and he wore a black iron ring of curious design.

The trouble with Eugene was that he was dominated all his life by an idea. As Mr. Dreiser states it, this idea was the perfection of eighteen. Put thus compactly, the utterance is slightly cryptic; but no one can read far in the history of Eugenes career without understanding it with entire clearness. The truth is that Eugene was pursued by an inescapable dream. The dream was Woman  Girlhood, rather: lovely and youthful Girlhood, preferably virginal, though this was not an indispensable requisite. That blossoming of life in womanhood at eighteen!  there was no other thing under the sun like it to him. Mr. Dreisers phrase for it is classically familiar: Eugene, he tells us, was in love with love, and so there was no permanent faith in him for anybody  except the impossible she. But Eugene was an artist, and his libido sexualis was complicated by aesthetic needs and prepossessions. Like Idas in Mr. Phillips Marpessa, he was wounded by beauty  that Ideal Beauty which has ever perturbed all poets and mystics of sensuous imagination. You couldnt love any woman long, wrote poor little Ruby Kenny to Eugene when she saw that he was through with her  and Ruby was only an artists model out of the Chicago slums, who could not possibly have read Plato or Rossetti or Havelock Ellis or George Moore or Mr. Yeats or even Mr. Dreiser,  all of whom have understood and expounded this matter. Long after he had begun to acquire experience and to precipitate tragedy, Eugene discovered the writings of Mr. Yeats. Perhaps he wondered at the similarity between himself and Michael Robartes, who, in loving a woman, loved not really herself, but rather an immortal and transcendent beauty of which she was the momentary and wandering incarnation. And what is this, Eugene (or Mr. Dreiser) might say to us, but a quest after that divine beauty of Plato, pure and clear and unalloyed, not clogged with the pollutions of mortality and all the colors and vanities of human life?

It must be said for Eugene that he did his best to achieve this ideal, which he had himself candidly defined. That is the one great thing in the world  the beauty of girlhood, he observed to himself as he watched young Frieda Roth standing against a lattice of spring leaves, with some house-martins flying above her against the morning sky. The world, he realized, said one life, one love. Could he accede to that? Could any one woman satisfy him? Could Frieda, if he had her? He did not know . . . only this walking in a garden of flowers  how delicious it was!

His propensities had been accelerated by seeing at a Chicago art exhibition a nude by Bouguereau. This picture spoke irresistibly to him of passion and beauty, love of form, love of desire. Bouguereau, Mr. Dreiser tells us, painted with a sense of the bridal bed in the foreground; and so it was perhaps fitting that Angela Blue, whom Eugene met soon afterward during a visit to his home town, Alexandria, Illinois, was the girl whom he eventually married  though not without intervening adventures.

It must not be supposed that Eugenes marriage brings us within sight of the end of Mr. Dreisers faithful and unsparingly detailed chronicle; nor, it need hardly be said, does it indicate the cessation of Eugenes tireless quest. His passion for Frieda Roth, to which we have adverted, was the first to follow his marriage; but we have no intention of lingering upon that, or upon his succeeding adventure with the married siren, Carlotta Wilson. We shall come to his climacteric affair with Suzanne Dale.

Eugene was now close upon forty, affluent, powerful, a darling of the gods. He had long since abandoned his flowing tie, his soft hat, and his rather indiscriminate manner of combing his hair. He had made his mark as a painter, and was now radiating glory as the managing-publisher  of a vast magazine-and-book-producing business in New York. His salary was $25,000 a year; he had a motor-car, a valet, an apartment on Riverside Drive, and he always carried with him from $150 to $300 in cash, besides a small check-book; he rode freely in cabs, lunched at the most exclusive restaurants and clubs, and consorted with Society upon familiar terms. Angela, though, was not quite so happily placed in what Mr. Dreiser calls the highest circles, her one weakness being, we learn with profit, that she lacked the blasé social air.

It was at this point in Eugenes career that he met Suzanne Dale. Suzanne, aristocratic and rich, was at the calamitous age  eighteen. She was radiantly healthy, she seemed to have the texture of the water chestnut and the lush, fat vegetables of the Spring. Eugene gave his heart to her at once. There was a midnight love-scene at a country house under a waning moon, amid the humming of insects, the chirping of tree-toads, the calling of birds; Eugene kissed and embraced her, calling her Flower Face, Silver Feet, Myrtle Bloom, Divine Fire (Mr. Dreiser is a determined and incurable lyrist). Meanwhile Angela, thinking thus to secure his constancy, had allowed herself to become pregnant, and she was in this unpropitious situation when she discovered her husbands love-affair.

That Eugenes life seems about to fall in ruins as a consequence of the events that crowd upon him in the tragic finale of Mr. Dreisers narrative, does not mean either that he reforms or that he regrets. Our last sight of him is under a windy November sky, gazing up through the falling leaves at the Milky Way, and thinking to himself what a sweet welter life is how rich, how tender, how grim, how like a colorful symphony. And as he gazed, great dreams welled up into his soul. The sound of the wind  how fine it is to-night, he thought.

Mr. Dreisers critics have expended much energy in their attempts to classify him definitively. He is a realist, says the average appraiser. He is not a realist, says Professor Stuart Sherman, casting a cold and shrewdly unsympathetic eye over our redoubtable fictionist, but a naturalist. To those who have lost something of their early zest for critical categories, the matter will not seem of primary importance. It would perhaps be possible to defend the classification of Mr. Dreiser as a sentimental mystic who employs the mimetic gestures of the realist. Certainly he is an emotional historian with an extraordinarily acute sense of a certain fundamental aspect of reality: he is a master in his comprehension and delineation of sexual emotion. He has no taste; he is grotesquely humorless; his style is amazingly bad; in details of execution he is naively crude and uncouth. And yet, despite his rawness and banality and ineptitude, despite his pitiless prolixity, his frequent sentimentality, his stylistic vulgarities and platitudes, his commission of a thousand unforgivable offenses as a literary workman  despite all this, it is hard to read him without being engrossed, and persuaded, and deeply moved. No ship, said a great artist and unconquerable foe of sentimentalism, can set sail without pathos; and Mr. Dreiser, deliberately or not, has freighted his huge and awkward vessel with enough and to spare of pathos  despite all he can do to spoil its effect, it is at times extreme. He gives you a sense of actuality; but he gives you more than that: out of the vast welter and surge, the plethoric irrelevancies of this cyclopean novel, emerges a sense of the infinite sadness and mystery of human life. But even if you do not feel this, you will agree that Mr. Dreisers intellectual and aesthetic probity is evident upon every page: no more honest fictionist is writing today in English. He reminds one of Swinburnes indication of the excellence of Byron: The splendid and imperishable excellence of sincerity and strength.


From: The Harvard Advocate, V. 100, No. 8, January 31, 1916, p.161-162

The Genius. Theodore Dreiser.



Opinions on an author like Dreiser are bound to vary from utter condemnation to fulsome glorification. One critic may see in his Zola-esque frankness a profound study of life in all its naked reality; another may be utterly disgusted with its crudity and animalism. One quality, however, must be granted him by everyone: Dreiser is an inexorable realist. He does not paint the big, broad emotions of mankind with sweeping strokes after the manner of Victor Hugo, but with a tiny brush depicts with almost painful detail all the meanest, smallest, most obvious traits and actions of human character. Nothing escapes his restless glance. Taking his hero, Eugene Witla, from boyhood to middle age, he tells without the slightest romantic glossing of the mans struggle with sensual desires, which slowly, but surely, crush his artistic ability and moral sense. Witla is an artist of splendid promise, wasting his vision first in over indulgence sexually, then in the desire for money, ease, luxury. Who can doubt the underlying truth of such a biography? Every person of artistic temperament passes through this uncertainty, whether to strive to set the world on fire, or to sink into a comfortable sensual existence. And as Eugene Witla decided, so do nine out of every ten of us. We choose the latter alternative. So far, Dreiser is on firm, but unconventional ground, writing fearlessly and dispassionately after the manner of Zola, Dostoyevsky, Artzibashef, etc. America has rarely, if ever, experienced from one of her own authors such terrific, brutal frankness, such open discussion of tabooed subjects, such a thoroughly unpleasant book.

For these qualities, persons tired of saccharine doses of romance and fustian will hail Dreiser as a pioneer. A pioneer he may be, but one who will be forgotten after some really great American writers have carried his method along, refined it, and made it acceptable to discriminating intellects. Dreisers one fault, which makes him intolerable to discerning people, is his insufferable cheapness and vulgarity.

One can forgive what is generally considered immorality in a book if it is handled with taste. Dreiser has no conception of this valuable quality. He piles words on words of the strongest profanity, describes a child birth which would turn ones stomach, and while professing to write of love, never distinguishes it from the grossest passion. In this respect, he falls far short of his Russian rival, Artzibashef, who ruthlessly tears the veil of hypocrisy from what has for so long passed for love, and shows us passion without disguise. The one time Dreisers hero is really and finally in love, the sentiment inspires nothing decent in him, no regard for the girls good, just the same old desire to possess. Witla, moreover, whom Dreiser tells us is an artist and a gentleman, appears to be a terrible bounder, having not the slightest idea of either talking or acting correctly. Some critics have lavished praise on Dreiser for the inanities of his conversations, claiming that most conversation is vapid, especially in love episodes. Undoubtedly some people are as asinine in their sentiment as Eugene Witla, but certainly no one who has had any breeding or any of the innate instincts of a gentleman. Imagine a cultivated person calling the object of his affection baby-mine, or honey-bun. It smacks of the Bowery; and Witla is logically supposed to be refined, intelligent, artistic, or he could hardly have been at the head of a huge publishing trust, a brilliant painter, an intelligent writer. Such a man would certainly speak good English, but Witla at times uses language which would ostracize him from any decent society. So all through the book one gets the impression of bourgeois grossness, instead of the impression of worldliness and polish that would be consistent with the positions of the characters.

In literary style, Dreiser is sadly deficient. He goes into boresome descriptions, utterly lacking in charm, repeats the same words over and over again (ruck and muck are two of his favorites), and interrupts his narrative at the very climax by an irrelevant discussion of Christian Science, leading nowhere. The material might have been well condensed into half as many pages, as 750 pages of fine print is nearly unbearable without ease and grace of style. One can forgive Romain Rolland his verbosity, but Dreiser  

So we have the two views: Dreiser, the apostle of American realism, the shrewd, relentless, observing life, the disciple of Zola, or Dreiser, the cheap sensationalist, the degenerate, the compiler of words, words, words  

W.C.B., Jr., 16


From: Topics, V. 1, No. 9, August 18, 1920, p.5-6

Theodore Dreiser, Hoosier, Serves as Preceptor for the Younger Artists and Writers of Modern America.

By Oliver M. Sayler

It isnt often that a man or an artist is more important than the work he produces. Once in a generation, though, nearly every cross-roads hamlet gives birth to a figure who is significant in his narrow neighborhood for what he is rather than for what he does. And once in a generation  hardly oftener  a nation rears up a genius of whom it can be said that the fact that he has lived is of greater moment than any single book he has written or picture he has painted or act he has performed.

Indiana is mother to such a one in the field of contemporary letters, for Theodore Dreiser, born in Terre Haute and kept within Hoosier confines until early manhood. has so profoundly influenced younger writers and the thought they have sought to express that it seems at this close distance, despite the substantial literary achievement of the author, as if the final judgment might assign him a still higher place as a preceptor of authors. In the brief decade since 1910, during which he has devoted himself wholly to writing and prior to which he had produced only a single story, he has published four more novels, two books of travel, two volumes of plays, one of short stories, one of philosophical essays and one of fragmentary biographies. Of this dozen volumes I have read only five and of the five none is a novel, and yet, although his reputation in letters is as a novelist, I can say frankly, along with dozens of others who are striving to express themselves in criticism, in literature, in art and in life, that no living American has affected us so profoundly as Theodore Dreiser. Many of those to whom he is a beacon may not have read a word he has written, but his influence is potent, nevertheless. He is an ideal personified.

Dreisers power to mold the mental and imaginative processes of others is due to the same trait which explains his own achievement as a creative artist. That trait, that ideal which he personifies, is intellectual, esthetic and moral courage. In an era of slatternly thinking and of Pollyanna flight from unpleasant facts, he preaches a new crusade  a crusade to see and live life fearlessly, inquisitively, realistically. It is not the fault of his program if he does not always live up to it himself. He is like a man who has found a more rational way to roll a stone up a hill, but lacks the physical strength to carry out his conception with ease and grace.

Dreisers realism is of a peculiar sort. Unlike the realism ordinarily encountered in art and letters and philosophy, it has absolutely no preconceptions. It will not remain realism if in the end the facts prove something else. It has no hierarchy of dogma to defend, no prejudices to protect. It is simply an experimental channel from which life may be viewed. it doesnt know where its going, but its on its way.

Dreisers latest published work is a volume of essays, Hey Rub-a-Dub-Dub, a strange collection of his thoughts on such topics as marriage and divorce, the American financier, the reformer, the contemporary newspaper. For those who are willing to read essays or to forget that these pointed and incisive discussions of public and eternal questions are cast in essay form, I can think of no better way to start Dreiser. They will not be so momentous to those who know

Dreiser already, for they merely present the philosophical framework which Dreiser the creative artist has clothed with imaginative characterization in his novels and his plays. But for the beginner in Dreiser they reveal his realistic manner of facing life. His method of thought as a philosopher, a method which he uses to the best of his ability and equipment as a creative artist, is here set forth in outline and in substance. Of course. if you reject the essay and insist on getting acquainted with Dreiser through his novels, there is only one course to follow, and that is to steal someones copy of The Genius.

I say The Genius because by common consent it is the most impressive piece of writing that Dreiser has yet accomplished. l say steal it, for by no other manner can you put your hands on a copy. The reason for this situation is such a vivid commentary on contemporary publishing methods and has had so much to do with opening Dreisers eyes and determining his reaction toward such current problems as the newspaper and the censorship and our sex neuroses, that it will bear repeating here.

Five years ago, shortly after the story of Eugene Witla made its appearance, a ban was placed on its sale and circulation by the Society for the Prevention of Vice, the organization through which the late Anthony Comstock worked as postal inspector to smother all literature and art which did not conform to strict Puritan sex taboos. John Lane was Dreisers publisher at that time and he promptly put away in a vault the several thousand remaining copies of the novel without so much as questioning the Comstock verdict. Since then, Dreiser has gone over to Boni & Liveright as his publishers, a firm which is willing to fight out in the courts the right to republish The Genius.  Despite court action to compel his former agents to fulfill their contract or release him from its terms, the novel still languishes in the Lane vaults and not even the author himself is able to lay hands on a copy.

Such treatment at the hands of an ignorant and meddlesome system might be expected to have an influence on its victims views of the social order. With Dreiser, however, the result is never bitterness. Time and again in this latest volume of essays, he touches upon aspects of our contemporary life which might afford him an opportunity to be spiteful and vindictive, yet he is never so self-indulgent. The experience has merely brought home to him the pitiful lack of honesty in our national thinking. a fault which he deplores much as a. parent might the unintended misdemeanors of his child.

In fact, the outstanding trait of Dreiser the philosopher and moralist, just as it is the most obvious and lovable of his characteristics as a man, is his kindly tolerance. Instead of quarreling with that with which he does not agree, he seeks to find out why it exists. His analysis and exposure of conditions and their causes is relentless, but he is too good a realist  a fatalist, if you will  to think that the invective of the reformer can change them materially. His humility in the face of an overwhelming universe is such that he sometimes seems to doubt whether he has any right to wish to change them.

Two notes stand out in Hey-Rub-a-Dub-Dub of tremendous importance to those who seek honesty and freedom in art and in life. One of them is the gospel of change. Dreiser sees change as the eternal law of the universe, a law denied and blocked only by a blind portion of humanity which has the audacity to think it can halt cosmic processes for more than a moment. To the liberal this gospel will come as a heartening reassurance. The reactionary will scorn it and deny it as of old and the revolutionist needs no accretion of faith. In affirming it, Dreiser refuses to align himself with any party or social creed, and the impetus of his thought grows, therefore, by its impartiality.

The other note of superior significance is the broad basis of Dreisers realism. Agnostic in sociology and science, in ethics and esthetics, as well as in religion, he does not make the mistake of the mere materialist and deny those aspects of life which do not fit in with a preconceived theory. His gospel of change leads him to believe that life can be improved by searching it to the depths and by facing and accepting whatever we find. To that end. therefore, he admits spiritual values in all his calculations, but he insists that they be scrutinize with the same frankness and lack of prejudice as a bank report.

Ever since early last winter, Dreiser has been buried in the Far West at work on a new novel, The Bulwark, which his publishers hope to bring out this fall. And yet, distant as he has been in the flesh, his influence has persisted wherever men and women of the younger generation are trying to express themselves as artists or as -writers. The Indiana tradition in letters knows no more powerful protagonist than this fearless, kindly, inquisitive, eager pioneer in the field of thought and life.

Florodora (ask for the genuine; beware of imitations!) still survives at the Century against the hoard of new musical plays with which the new season is starting. From Dreiser and philosophy to Tell Me, Pretty Maiden, is not an impossible chasm to leap, provided you remember that the intervening stream is one which is secure in Hoosier affection. The novelist tells the story in that singularly tender tribute to his brother. Paul Dresser, in Twelve Men  the story of how he himself as a youngster in New York wrote many of the words and the music of the chorus of On the Banks of the Wabash. It is too good a tale to spoil by paraphrase, if you havent read it. Perhaps, after all, Twelve Men is the best primer for Dreiser beginners.

Well, Florodora is of about the same vintage as the sentimental ditties of Paul Dresser, and popular affection which still sings Oh, the Moon Is Fair Tonight Along the Wabash is equally ready to whistle Under the Shade of the Sheltering Palms. It would do as much for Tell Me. Pretty Maiden, if that particular tune of Leslie Stuart didnt change keys several times in its course. In this case, though, affection survives memory, for the audiences of twenty years after wait eagerly for the appearance of the sextet. that most influential and dictatorial autocrat of feminine fashion of modern times.

Florodora wears well. I wonder whether audiences of 1936 will care as much for Watch Your Step. They might for Oh, Boy! And if Gotham with its proverbially fleeting memory still cherishes the melodies of Dolores and the antics of Anthony Tweedle-punch, what will be the response of the road with its more persistent affections when the Shuberts revival goes westward this fall.


From: The Bookseller, Newsdealer and Stationer, V. 43, No. 7, October 1, 1915, p.394

Fiction

The Genius, by Theodore Dreiser, is perhaps the most remarkable study in emotional temperament that any modern writer has given. In more than seven hundred pages we have the life development of a Western middle class man, gifted artistically, who is a slave to beauty; and his liasons before and after marriage are the ebb and flow of his genius, as it were. It is a story at once repelling and compelling  a brutally frank and insistently vivid portrayal of a man brilliant and weak, who is selfishly obsessed with and driven by the sense of beauty. The woman he married is a splendid example of the mismatched faithful wife, jealous beyond measure, yet so in love that she endured everything to keep him. Vivid scenes are laid in and about New York, and the climax is reached when, after giving up his career as a struggling artist, he becomes the manager of a great publishing house, doing business with books and magazines on a salary of twenty-five thousand a year. Then he meets a girl of eighteen  he is then forty  and he braves everything to win her love and does. How this is treated shows the author an artist. The frenzy of a great passion, the strength developed by opposition, the instability of human emotion overfed, and how one emotion crowds out another, is shown in a way that leaves its impress. No other writer has felt called upon to bring to his art the realistic description of child-birth to drive home to a man the sense of his own unworthiness. It is one of those stories that will cause infinite discussion and will sell by the impetus of its own life force. Net, $1.50. (John Lane Company.)


From: The Bookseller, Newsdealer and Stationer, V. 43, No. 7, October 1, 1915, p.398

Theodore Dreiser

The work of this Terre Haute, Indiana, author has been one of steady advance, until now he is recognized as being a force in American literature, counted by many discriminating critics as being one of the few men writing today whose work will live  outdistancing, in the opinion of some, a select group of present day writers.

He is a man not yet fifty. He has had experiences as a newspaper reporter, dramatic critic, traveling correspondent, and editor-in-chief of the Butterick publications (the experience of which he has evidently incorporated into his new intense story, The Genius). His first novel Sister Carrie, published more than ten years ago, created a sensation by its realism, and nothing came from his pen for ten years.

He is called a literary recluse. His experiences have brought him into the bedrock of life experiences. There was a time when he first came to New York, when he walked into an office to look for employment, he had only a loaf of bread left and a porter threw it into the dust bin. Having touched life at its extremes, he knows that nothing is insignificant, and his work exhales a realism that has marked him as a genius.

One critic says of him:

It is only by writing and writing and then writing that a man of genius can begin to find out the golden possibilities of this old pirate language of ours, the apposite adjective, the verb that cuts like a whip, the sonorous participle, the clever adverbs. And, coming to structure, the sentence that pulls all sense together as a driver pulls together four pairs of reins; or, the paragraphs that are keystones which keep your page from falling to the ground.

Mr. Dreiser has just completed a motor trip from New York to Indiana, his first visit back home since his boyhood days.


From: The Men Who Make Our Novels, by George Gordon, Moffat, Yard & Company, 1919, p.58-63

Chapter VIII

Theodore Dreiser

There is no mention of Theodore Dreiser in Professor Phelps latest guide to literature, The Advance of the English Novel; no word concerning him in Pancoasts Introduction to American Literature; or in Professor Hallecks History of American Literature; his work finds no place in A History of American Literature Since 1870, written by Professor F. L. Pattee. However, the loss is small, for there is a competent valuation of Dreiser by the late Randolph Bourne in The Dial, June 14, 1917; a searching discussion of his work by Lawrence Gilman in The North American Review, February, 1916; and, best of all, Mr. Menckens hilarious and sympathetic preface of 94 pages in A Book of Prefaces.

I have just turned forty, says Mr. Dreiser in A Traveler at Forty  he was born at Terre Haute, Indiana, on August 27, 1871. I have seen a little something of life. I have been a newspaper man,  he entered newspaper work, on the Chicago Daily Globe, June 15, 1892 editor,  he was editor of Every Month, a literary and musical magazine, from 1895-8; of Smiths Magazine, 1905-6; managing editor of Broadway Magazine, 1906-7; and editor-in-chief of the Butterick publications, Delineator, Designer, New Idea, English Delineator, 1907-10, about the time Arnold Bennett, in London, was editor of Woman magazine contributor, author, and, before these things, several kinds of clerk before I found out what I could do.

Eleven years ago I wrote my first novel, which was issued by a New York publisher and suppressed by him, Heaven knows why. For the same year they suppressed my book because of its alleged immoral tendencies, they published Zolas Fecundity and An Englishwomans Love Letters. I fancy now, after eleven years of wonder, that it was not so much the supposed immorality, as the books straightforward, plain-spoken discussion of American life in general. We were not used then in America to calling a spade a spade, especially in books. We had great admiration for Tolstoi and Flaubert and Balzac and de Maupassant at a distance  some of us  and it was quite an honor to have handsome sets of these men on our shelves, but mostly we had been schooled in the literature of Dickens, Thackeray, George Eliot, Charles Lamb and that refined company of English sentimental realists who told us something about life but not everything. No doubt all these great men knew how Shabby a thing this world is  how full of lies, make-believe, seeming and false pretences it all is, but they had agreed among themselves, or with the public, or with sentiment generally, not to talk about that too much. Books were always built out of facts concerning our better natures. We were always to be seen as we wish to be seen. There were villains to be sure  liars, dogs, thieves, scoundrels  but they were strange creatures, hiding away in dark, unconventional places and scarcely seen save at night and peradventure; whereas we, all clean, bright, honest, well-meaning people, were living in nice homes, going our way honestly and truthfully, going to church, raising our children, believing in a Father, a Son and a Holy Ghost, and never doing anything wrong at any time save as these miserable liars, dogs, thieves, et cetera, might suddenly appear and make us. Our books largely showed us as heroes. If anything happened to our daughters it was not their fault but the fault of these miserable villains. Most of us were without original sin. The business of our books, our church, our laws, our jails, was to keep us so.

I am quite sure that it never occurred to many of us that there was something really improving in a plain, straightforward understanding of life. For myself I accept now no creeds. I do not know what truth is, what beauty is, what love is, what hope is. I do not believe any one absolutely and I do not doubt any one absolutely. I think people are both evil and well-intentioned.

Ignoring Fielding  whose realism is as honest as his own, whose immorality has been as often denounced  Mr. Dreiser is here echoing Fieldings mature convictions concerning life, lending point to Fieldings practice in art. Mr. Dreiser descends directly through Fielding from the Shakespeare of King Henry the Fourth.

And it is this attitude of his, this refusal to judge, to come to any final conclusion concerning life  he seems to interpret life as an uncanny blur of nothingness, in the phrase of Euripides, a song sung by an idiot, dancing down the wind, or, to quote Macbeth, a poor player who struts and frets his hour upon the stage  because his alleged naturalistic philosophy stems, not from Zola  of whom he was ignorant until long after the publication of Sister Carrie  Flaubert, Augier or the younger Dumas, but from the Greeks, that he so outrages his critics, appears a stranger among the cock-sure prophets who of late have taken to making our novels. I was discussing him with Mr. T. Everett Harré, one time associate editor of Hamptons and author of The Eternal Maiden and Behold the Woman!; Mr. Harré assured me that all this pother about Dreiser was sound and fury, that Mr. Dreiser was easily explained, the author of but one intelligible book  Sister Carrie, if I remember rightly; he seemed to think that my interest was the silly curiosity of unsophisticated youth; that going to Mr. Dreiser to learn of life was like going to the Delphic Oracle to hear the riddle of to-morrow explained in riddles even more involved. And the answer was approximately the same no matter whom I questioned  and What about Dreiser? was of first importance immediately upon the day when I was commissioned to write this book; it was the one question I invariably asked It has puzzled me for years, said Mr. Mencken.

Novels are a mere expression of temperament anyhow, Mr. Dreiser himself insists. And surely no one ever put more of themselves into their books than he has. There are no reticences such as the shamefaced practice. Why should he elude his reader? Perhaps…Listen to Mr. Mencken: Of all the personages in the Dreiser books, the Cowperwood of The Titan is perhaps the most radiantly real; he is accounted for in every detail, and yet, in the end, he is not accounted for at all; there hangs about him, to the last, that baffling mysteriousness which hangs about those we know most intimately. The mystery of being  the wonder of life. It envelops Mr. Dreiser; it shrouds the Twelve Men  his brother Paul, author of On the Banks of the Wabash, Muldoon the trainer, the late Harris Merton Lyon, and Mr. Dreisers father-in-law  of whom he writes in the latest and one of the best of his books. It is the smile of Mona Lisa; and if it enrages those who must have an answer to every question, it charms the more patient and thoughtful.

No such huge and ungainly figure as the creator of Cowperwood moves on the literary horizon; we see him whole against the sky, his every gesture driving a shadow across the world that separates us, his words echoing down the wind  and yet, tis but an outlined figure  the man himself escapes, lonely and alien, . . . but really I am not a princely soul looking for obsequious service, he tells us. I am, I fancy, a. very humble-minded person, anxious to go briskly forward, not to be disturbed too much and allowed to live in quiet and seclusion...There is in me the spirit of a lonely child somewhere and it clings pitifully to the hand of its big mama, Life, and cries when it is frightened; and then there is a coarse, vulgar exterior which fronts the world defiantly and bids all and sundry to go to the devil. It sneers and barks and jeers bitterly at times, and guffaws and cackles and has a joyous time laughing at the follies of others.

It all sounds very simple. We make a great fuss about the past and the future, so he says, but the actual moment is so often without meaning. We can  some of us  tell you what he was yesterday, as author of Jennie Gerhardt, perhaps the most finished of his books; we can make wild guesses as to his future place in literature, but for to-day be cautioned by Mr. Mencken: Jennie Gerhardt is suave, persuasive, well-ordered, solid in structure, instinct with life. The Financier, for all its merits in detail, is loose, tedious, vapid, exasperating. But had any critic, in the autumn of 1912, argued thereby that Dreiser was finished, that he had shot his bolt, his discomfiture would have come swiftly, for The Titan, which followed in 1914, was almost as well done as The Financier was ill done, and there are parts of it which remain to this day the very best writing that Dreiser has ever achieved.

And the best of Dreiser is the best of our time.



Mr. Dreisers Published Works Include:



Sister Carrie (1900), Jennie Gerhardt (1911), The Financier (1912), A Traveler at Forty (1913), The Titan (1914), The Genius (1915), Plays of the Natural and the-Supernatural (1916), A Hoosier Holiday (1916), The Hand of the Palter (tragedy, 1917), Free and Other Stories (1918), Twelve Men (1919).


From: The Bookman, V. 53, No. 1, March 1921, p.27-39

Dreiser  After Twenty Years

By Edward H. Smith

On the dollar book counter of a drug store, the first night of this year, I encountered Jennie Gerhardt. No doubt, this most palatable of the Dreiser novels had been for some time in happy enthronement beside the opera of Robert Chambers, Rex Beach, Zane Grey and the female gasp-starters of our common letters. Yet the sight arrested me, and the shopkeepers assurance that he had sold quite a lot of copies had the ring of the incredible. Dreiser with even a small popular audience  with any sort of soda-fountain following  seems somehow beyond the border of expectation.

Within the week Dreiser himself magnified this portent with the news that The Financier is soon to be issued in German by Kurt Wolff of Berlin and Twelve Men in French by Rieder et Cie. Sister Carrie, The Titan, and Jennie Gerhardt are also to have French publication from the press of Editions de la Sirene, and the last named book is to appear serially in LHumanite.

So this abused Uebermensch among our novel-makers is discovered in the act of invading home popularity and reaching, at the same moment, the elevation of international audience.

It was entirely by accident that these bits of news about the fortunes of Theodore Dreiser came synchronously with an interview he gave me from the eremitage in California where he has been in tropical hiding for a year. The opening notes of this fugue of dreiserian opinion deserve to be sounded here in juxtaposition to the report of his personal progress.

Do I think there is any tendency toward liberal letters in America? he demands, echoing my question. I do not.

Evidently he is not beguiled by the wan light of his own slow illumination. He finds the night that broods upon the creation of fine letters in this country as black as ever. The vast surges of Philistinism and Puritanism seem to him still far too strong and noisy for the little voices lifted among them. He expects America to treat its artists no better than of old. He considers the moving picture finer than most of the books it dramatizes. We shall listen to him at length presently.

Curiously and sadly enough it is now all of twenty years since the young Dreiser saw his first novel issued and the edition all but suppressed, and it is nearly twenty since Sister Carrie was published by Heinemann in London, where the book received its critical baptism. It has taken the greater part of a generation for this significant literary figure to reach such success as comes to the common spew of sensational novelists in a lustrum.

Looking back over most of this period I remember with pardonable mirth that Sister Carrie came into my hands seventeen or eighteen years ago and that when I passed it about for the enlightenment of my colleagues on a certain western newspaper, hugely impressed by the vision and truth of the book, wondering that an American had done it, the novel was greeted with the same critical shibboleths that have rained about the head of Dreiser ever since. The editors and reporters of this obscure sheet found the book immoral and not representative of American life. Dreisers penetration was termed unprofitable digging under the hardpan. And the whole crew summed up with the damning judgment: He cant write. Plainly this author was destined for no pleasant voyage.

The selfsame brabble and roar, to use Thomas Hardys phrase, has greeted each new Dreiser book as it has come from his hand, and the identical grenades of blind and dull opposition have been thrown upon all his product. Year by year it has become a little more difficult to neglect, disregard, or contemn this man and his work. The schoolgirl reviewer of books, who serves the great bulk of American newspapers of all ranks, finds it increasingly embarrassing to write condescendingly of a man who has long ago made a tradition among the discriminating. The pulpiteering critic has long since broken his last lance against the imperturbable Dreiser mill. But he continues to charge at every opportunity with his pointless weapons, giving the angels and the hereafter strong meat of mirth.

For some years no person of mentality and taste has paid the least attention to the Dreiser detractors. The Wesleyan complex is too well understood to leave this novelists moral judges any tatters of serious habiliment. By dint of enormous steadfastness, incredible labors, in the face of heartbreaking reverses and treacheries, Dreiser has forced his way to commanding position in our literary procession.

But the better public is unbelievably small. Readers of fine works are so sparsely strewn among us that not a single periodical devoted to sound and progressive letters has survived among us unless extraneously supported or devoted to some blighting propaganda. The man who attempts to feed and clothe himself with the returns from uncompromising books faces always the spectre of starvation and the unsustaining prospect of posthumous regard. Since Dreiser is now in his fiftieth year and no more certain of long survival than the rest of mankind, there has been some reason for the fear that this latter fate might overtake him. He is still by no means certain to witness either reward or recognition to match his labors or his desert. Thus it is heartening to find even the first indications of widening fortune for him.

II

What sort of man is this Dreiser? What strange meat does he eat? What is his secret? These are questions always in the minds and often on the lips of his remoter following. Attempts to describe the man physically and interpret him mentally have been made so frequently and with such varying results that the reader of his ana must find himself confounded. Apparently the mans friends and commentators find him as difficult to encompass and describe as the populace finds his books to digest.

Edgar Lee Masters finds the misused Theodore a soul enrapt demiurge ... stalking life. He relates that he has a mouth cut like a scallop in a pie, and is a gargoyle in bronze. Arthur Davison Ficke discovers that he has a large laboring inexpressive face. The late Harris Merton Lyon descants upon him as simply a tall, ungainly, unlovely man with something of the cast of Oliver Goldsmiths features. Something lumpish, something rankly vegetable is evoked. What? A huge rutabaga; a colossal pith-stricken radish. And so on in endless extravagance.

Seven or eight years ago I encountered Dreiser in the flesh. A tall, loose-jointed, greying man sat on a bench in a Greenwich Village restaurant, humped down over a table, toying with a napkin and listening a little sadly to the babble of his companions. He was silent and abstracted, apparently absorbing what was being said and busily culling out for himself what was worth remembering. There was abundant chance to observe him and make note. His face seemed to me then a little pale and more than a little heavy. His bluish eyes looked dull and inexpressive save when he laughed. Then they appeared to glance anything but humor  rather depression, discouragement at mankind. He laughed or guffawed often and usually at something that amused no one else. I thought at first he was laughing in some mistaken notion of being polite. Soon enough I discovered that his explosions were outbursts of inner feeling, discharged to hide the vibration of some chord of pity  pity again for mankind.

Three or four times in the course of two hours he had more than a yes or no to contribute to the conversation, and what he said was insignificant and immemorable. I had then already heard and read a great deal about the man and I remember trying to separate my ocular and first-hand impressions from concepts already formed. On examination the man before me seemed nowise extraordinary. I could find none of the rude strength, the fierce passion, the brutality I had heard so much about. Instead I saw a man in whom I believed to sense pain, defeat, bafflement, resignation. The face was perhaps unhandsome, but there was a light and expression about it that struck me at first acquaintance as fine, groping, and pathetic. I should have said that the man behind that mask was kindly, certainly understanding. I wondered if some of his reported brusquerie and rudeness might not be a shield to hide certain weaknesses and failings. I was soon enough to find the whole legend of this terrible man reduced to nothing more than a certain abruptness and social awkwardness, due directly to preoccupation and shyness. The lionlike Dreiser of the yarns has always been, under my eye, the most lamblike of men, though I make no doubt he has teeth.

Well, I have glimpsed him often and often in the intervening years, at work, at play, sad and gay, depressed and triumphant  at times even widely talkative, though the habit of silence and receptivity does not come off him easily. Even still I fail to find the symbols of those vasty descriptions anywhere about his form or aura. Sherwood Anderson assures us that Dreiser is old, very old, grey, bleak, lumpy, hurtful. No doubt, if your eye is confused by your memory of the Dreiser character procession and his philosophic evocation.

My string of adjectives for Theodore Dreiser is somehow barren of these disconsolates. To me he is tall and shambling, tired, shy, timid, always tentative, absorbed and absorbing, hungry, searching, penetrating, slow, inexhaustibly weary, pitying and pitiful. He is also jocular and frequently boyish. He is romantic without having many of the graces of the romancer. He is superficially inexpressive and annoyingly inarticulate, at the wrong time  a quality which sometimes reaches over into his writing and blurs many an exuberantly conceived passage.

I assure you he is not vegetable or lumpy. He has a penchant for palm beach suits and slender canes. The last time I appraised him he seemed lean and getting leaner. There was an air almost of the dapper about him, though his lolling gait undid the impression. Far from the sum total of impressions to be got from his pen photographers, this man who is charged with nothing so frequently as with constant preoccupation with the sordid and ugly, is aesthetically sensitive, moved by a picture or a bar of music, quite capable of being sentimental and generally a little mystic. The truth is that beauty sways him and enslaves him and hurts him. But his beauty is not of the common sort. There is a loveliness too bright for the Semeles of the herd. They have had their revenge by denying its existence. Dreiser is, I apprehend, one of those who will testify that it is sometimes a torture to have eyes for no other.

Nothing has been so much written about by the fervid interpreters of the Dreiser personality and so stupidly assaulted by his critics as a certain ponderosity and lack of humor in the man. I do not know why Americans consider that a great man must also be a funny fellow. Perhaps it is because such empty and sterile phrases as the saving grace of humor and the salt of wit, have been adopted as a public creed. (It would not be the first time that our people have built a faith about a few hollow words  notably from our political oratory, which happens to be about the lowest in the world.) But the idea persists and has been used to the detriment of this serious artist.

Certain it is that there is little levity in the man and no wit. He does not play facilely with either words or ideas. Again, life affects him as immensely tragic, hopeless, and piteous. He has not the heart to jest. He is neither Gallic nor Celtic. There is a Greek fatality about him and what he visions. Yet the man floods with laughter. He is constantly breaking into the disconcerting mirth I have already described, used to conceal some other emotion. But he is also full of a large, mastifflike playfulness which he accompanies by successive and sustained detonations of bass laughing. An intrusive mongrel pup bent on burrowing its way up the dreiserian trousers leg has been known to divert him to the point of collapse, and I have seen the rogueries of Messrs. Potash and Perlmutter confound him with guffaws.

I can remember the time when I was convinced the man kept his cool silence, even in the circle of his intimates, because of inability to talk. And there is some truth in the notion. He is naturally neither vocal nor articulate, and talking confuses him. But I think there is another reason for the silence. Dreiser is constantly and, I think, for the most part unconsciously absorbing everything and everybody about him. He has the passion for observation and acquisition necessary to his work. He does not talk for fear of missing something. He is too busy receiving to give forth.

One evening when I asked him to dinner there was a striking illustration of his absorptive powers. Among the notables at a long table in the amiable Barbettas wine den were a Rosicrucian adept, a moving picture magnate, a bank robber, a musician, a few assorted painters, and two or three newspaper men. One of the last came with the determination to call on Dreiser for a speech, to stand him on the table and have him talk to the assembled diners, or some other madness. The thing began at six and wound up at one. The movie man talked himself hoarse. The Rosicrucian monk grew breathless with revelations. The artists proclaimed a new theory of beauty. Only Dreiser and the bank robber were silent. The novelist sat all evening drinking in everything, taking into mind a phantasmagoria of conversation sufficient to unseat the reason of a Mirandola; giving out no more than a desultory fire of guffaws and an occasional question.

When the proprietor finally uttered us into the early morning Dreiser took the musician under his wing and started for Greenwich Village, where both lived. Some time before two they reached the latters studio and went in.

Play me some Strauss and Debussy and tell me about them, said the writer, still unsatisfied, insatiable. The pianist pounded away for two hours, pausing now and then to rest his hands and explain. Just before four oclock, Dreiser got up, skinned on his coat, clapped his hat on his head and stalked off with hardly a word  home to sleep on his mental gorge.

The recording of such trivialities needs, perhaps, to be excused on the ground of an attempt to present a more intimate and detailed view of the man than has yet been given.

Whatever critics have understood Theodore Dreiser have commented upon his aloofness and detachment, his dispassionate and tolerant insight, his compassion for the swirl of men and motives about him, his loneliness in the multitude. Someone has referred to him as a man on a high hill. H. L. Mencken notes the gesture of pity which is in all the Dreiser work. These qualities in the work and the man are, of course, complementary and they both explain and question.

A certain loneliness or remoteness is a need of the creative artist, and it seems to me that this quality is especially necessary to Dreiser, not only because of the kind of work he does but because of the manner of its doing. I imagine that he works slowly and with great effort. Unless he has recently yielded to the drudgery-lifting powers of the typewriter, he writes everything slowly and deliberately in his close but vague chirography. I fancy that words flow no more easily to his pen than his tongue, and that enormous imposts of time are necessary to his vast output. Hence, it seems probable that Dreiser has had to train himself against time-consuming friendships and social pleasantries. He has had to restrain his enthusiasms, whatever they may have been. He has closed his mouth and opened his ears; closed his doors and widened his eyes.

So we have here a man friendly but, so far as I know, without an absorbing friendship and probably incapable of one; a man closely touched and moved by all the pathos of life, akin to all suffering, and yet endlessly remote.

It is, perhaps, not altogether the fault of such a man if he permits himself no complete intimacies with his fellows. This yielding belongs, first of all, to his work. Again, it is certain that this particular artists experience with men and their world has been a little too disappointing to leave much spontaneous gregariousness. I can remember several occasions when I was unfortunately a witness to some of these clashes. When The Genius was suppressed at the nod of the vice snoopers there were several honest efforts to aid the novelist or at least to hearten him against the iniquitous stroke. These movements served, more than anything else, I think, to bring out the jealousy and pettiness of our writing crew and to throw the novelist back upon his inward strengths, upon his solitariness. Again, when Dreiser brought a group together to promote a society for the aid of aspiring authors, a project he had long nourished, nothing was accomplished beyond an exposure of selfishness and log rolling. I think I have seldom seen a man so hopelessly alone as he seemed on this evening.

III

I do not believe there is any tendency in the country toward liberal letters, the novelist began when I asked him for an expression of opinion. There is unquestionably a growing audience for books of a liberal character. But the growing clan of the lovers of these, contrasted with those who love a flivver and a bakery or a small insurance business, and who find that they have neither time nor the mind for anything above the mere matter and necessity of making a living, is as one to ten or twenty thousand. I mean that literally. Not that Americans are not intelligent, or let us say slick, in a commercial and material way. They are. In any material and mechanical way you cannot put anything over on them. They usually sense about what you are planning to do and proceed to do it first. But the same people who can build a moving picture concern, a great popular magazine, a bank, a real estate concern or something of that sort, when it comes to letters of a liberal and artistic character, are as dull as oxen. They literally have no conception of art in the scriptic sense. I am thinking of de Maupassant, Flaubert, Chekhov, France, Wilde, Poe, DAnnunzio, Shaw, Moore, Hauptmann  well, extend the list yourself. In fact, nearly all  yes, I can safely say all  who have attempted liberal and artistic writing in America, in the best sense, have failed not of artistic achievement in the main but of public recognition and support.

Let us begin at the beginning. Take Poe. Is his artistic product really not marvelous? Can you resist its appeal? And was he not lied about and misrepresented and literally tortured by the rude and crass attitude of the public of his day? Consider Griswold, that malicious, falsifying preacher in letters, venting a cheap commercial jealousy and spleen upon a man so far above his level spiritually that he should have approached him on his knees. And to this day we have the trashy newspapers, and the trashier magazines, still hawking the same old lies and the same old cheap commercial misunderstanding and abuse which irritated and confused him then. I marvel that the man wrote anything at all. It has been only a year or two since The Atlantic Monthly, in an article written by that master critic, Bliss Perry, grudgingly admitted him to the same table with Howells, Stevenson, Mark Twain and, if I am not mistaken, Bret Harte. As I recall one paragraph of this excellent critique, it pictured Poe as saying to himself that he was entitled to sit with these master minds and, (so concluded the admirable Perry), he would be right. But would he?

America never did and never will understand the spiritual needs of a man like Poe. Our people cannot grasp the artistic temperament or value the work of a temperamental artist.

Step on a little and look at Walt Whitman. Consider only the noble and even religious attitude of the Concord school of literature and art  how standoffishly he was patronized by Emerson, Holmes, Lowell, the author of True and I, and their ilk. I havent any doubt that Longfellow, that third-rate rhymester, thought he was dreadful  a low fellow, not fit to come within a hundred leagues of Parnassus. But I certainly need not recite this history to you, nor to say what I personally think of Whitman. To this day the soundest appreciation of him comes from abroad.

Sidney Lanier was a poet of no mean ability. He flourished  or was neglected, rather  between the seventies and the nineties. The Marshes of Glynn and Corn are no mean poems. They are excellent, in my judgment; far better, say, than anything which Mr. Longfellow or Mr. Holmes or Mr. Lowell or Mr. Emerson (as poet, I mean) ever wrote. But was he recognized? or made anything of? He was  not. No recognition and no market. Such is his simple tale.

The noble Mark Twain, compromiser with convention that he was, and a mere clown artistically compared to Poe, was himself sniffed at by the college and magazine fraternity of Boston and New Haven and Franklin and Union Squares until very well along toward the end of his life. I recall picking up one day in the office of a publisher a history of American literature written by some college pundit of the day and bringing the story of our various masters down to say 1898 or 1900. The book was then but newly published and in it was no mention of Twain save at the very end  the very last page, if you please  where, in summing up a few negligibles, it was admitted, grudgingly, as one could see, that in the last few years a few of the books of one Mark Twain seemed to have a popular appeal of a sort. Yet in this same volume were long and serious estimates of E. P. Roe, Louisa M. Alcott, Ik Marvel, Nat Willis, and a score of others now entirely forgotten. I saw the book in 1901.

But that is not all, by any means. In my day  this is from 1895-6, at which time I first took notice of things literary  I have seen quite every book of any real literary distinction, as well as the author of the same (American I mean) properly and in some cases deliberately neglected. I have reference to such writers as Henry B. Fuller, author of *With the Procession and others; Hervey White, author of Quicksand; Will Payne, author of The Story of Eva; Stephen French Whitman, author of Predestined; I. K. Friedman, author of By Bread Alone; Harold Frederic, author of The Damnation of Theron Ware; and Judge Grant, who wrote Unleavened Bread, most utterly and completely neglected. Wild huzzas for such writers as Richard Harding Davis, Owen Wister, Winston Churchill, the Reverend Cyrus Townsend Brady, F. Hopkinson Smith, Robert W. Chambers, and so on  but not a worth-while critical word for any of these men. They were and remain outside the pale of decent American letters. In almost every case they succeeded in writing but one book before the iron hand of convention took hold of them. Will Payne wrote The Story of Eva, a fine piece of American realism, and then quit  started to make a decent living by writing for The Saturday Evening Post. Stephen French Whitman quit after his Predestined. Not a thing since. Norris wrote McTeague and the The Octopus. Then he fell into the hands of the publishers who converted him completely to The Pit, a bastard bit of romance of the best seller variety. Hamlin Garland wrote Main-Traveled Roads  his one book, by the way  and then diluted a clear realistic vision with as much sweetness and light as he thought would keep him respectable (on the calling lists of American manufacturers of plows and elevators and saws, possibly) and sell a few more books. After that  well, you know the rest. Even Chambers wrote one good book, The King in Yellow, proving that he could have written more of the same. He deliberately chose the best seller grade, I fancy. Unquestionably Jack London did so. I have read several short stories which proved what he could do. But he did not feel that he cared for want and public indifference. Hence his many excellent romances.

The novelist turned from the experiences of authors to consideration of the public and its taste.

No, distinctly our American world is unfriendly to letters in their best or truly interpretative sense, he continued. An American, outside of his business, cannot possibly look life in the face. In trade he will lie, cheat, swindle, steal, lure, trap, rob, and slay in every conceivable fashion, moving heaven and earth to destroy his competitor and seem better than he is, but when he reads or writes, assuming that he can do either, he wants and expects the world to be pictured as a realm of surpassing excellence. In his books all men must be honest, kind, and true; all women, more especially his wife and daughters, pure as driven snow. There are no cruel, sneaky, conniving business men in all the walks of trade such as he ornaments, none  at least not in his books. But read the sweet mush on the editorial page of the average American paper. How good all these business men are, or should be. Then turn, if you will, to the records of the courts before which these men are called to answer for their crimes. It is to laugh. But no American book must reflect that. It is low, sordid, not the sort of thing the people should read, because, in good sooth, it gives one a bad impression of the American business man, the American father, the American son, the American mother, the American daughter. Hence the writer of a serious interpretation of America is more or less a scoundrel, a low fellow. I hope I have the honor to be one.

You ask me about criticism. Well, in the face of such conditions how can the serious and discriminating critic, any more than the serious and interpretative writer, flourish? Your best critic, like your best writer, must not only have something to interpret, but he must be allowed to interpret it; in other words, have a market for his interpretations, once he has found a writer or two or ten to interpret. In America the best a critic of this stature can do is to pen a lament to the effect that he has so little to write about. The things he can laud or enthuse over are few and far between. It is a significant fact that our best contemporary critics of both the book and the stage are not only loud and bitter in their denunciation of the annual American literary output, but also of the immense audiences which the same persistently obtain. They laugh and swear at the authors and playwrights, as the case may be, but they laugh and swear even louder at the public which accepts them so enthusiastically. Of really exceptional men they have very little to say, because, in truth, there are so few at work in America. One critic solemnly proclaims that he is tired of hearing the same few writers over and over. Even so, but who or what is to blame? The critics, the writers, or the land itself? I say the land.

The time is not propitious for fine letters. America is too busy constructing material equipment for more life. At best art is a byproduct. It is free, surplus, joyous energy  something over and above material necessity. Perhaps the American has not reached that free material state where he can afford to pause and think, aside from material things, of course. It may be that once he has built all the needful bridges, dug all the needful mines, erected all the needed skyscrapers, built all the necessary roads and factories and machines, he will pause to meditate upon the many things he has done and the manner in which he has done them. Possibly. But also possibly not. In my humble judgment, or according to my taste, the great works, the great commercial and financial planning and execution, ought to go hand in hand with great pictures and plays and books which should somehow picture and interpret the same. Maybe I am wrong. Perhaps this is not the way. Perhaps this can all be done best after the fact. But can it? I have the feeling that if it is not well and beautifully done now it will never be done. Rome did not interpret itself and so remains uninterpreted. Greece truly interpreted itself in many ways and so we know Greece. Russia, England, and France have done well, very well, more particularly Russia. But how about America? The great century that recently closed, for instance? The one through which we are living now? I think we have precious little to show for them.

I asked Dreiser, who has been in touch with the motion picture industry and its people for a year, what he thought of the cinema.

Despite many defects, he said, I think the movies show more of an advance than our current books or plays. As I see most books and plays they are somewhat more sensibly interpreted in the films than on the stage or between cheap covers. Some moving picture directors appear to have more brains and taste than most of the authors whose works they handle. Yet this is not a clean bill of health for the movies by any means. They have a long way to go, but they give some evidence of being on their way. The trouble with movies as they stand and as they apparently must remain, is that they are a composite of applied brains and borrowed ideas. But even so they are in the main truer to fact than the books and plays from which they are taken.

IV

To those who have been put to thought in the matter there is, certainly enough, little that is new here, either as fact or as Dreiser doctrine. In the end the wonder is not Dreisers  that Poe wrote anything at all in the face of personal slander and artistic misunderstanding  but a general marvel that Dreiser keeps steadfastly on his way in the teeth of organized, commercialized, capitalized Philistinism such as was unknown two generations ago.

No one can write of this man without wondering and searching at him as a most provocative phenomenon. His is the only sustained fine phrase sounding in the cacophony of American fiction making.

The facts as to his life are well enough known. He was born in Terre Haute, Indiana, in 1871, the twelfth of thirteen children of a woolen weaver, whose factory was destroyed when Theodore was a child, leaving the family in sorry poverty. He is of Rhenish Catholic blood and his father was not only a devotee but a zealot. His much older brother was the celebrated Paul Dresser, the Broadway king of low-brow balladry, whose popularity twenty-five years ago was as profound as his younger brothers more recent neglect. For a number of years Theodore Dreiser was a newspaper reporter, employed on dailies in Chicago, St. Louis, Cleveland, and New York. His Sister Carrie was begun while he was reporting on a western newspaper and its completion followed his advent in New York, where he also wrote short stories for a time, edited various magazines for a number of years, and finally quit the commercial literary field in disgust and went resolutely back to his novel writing.

Dreiser attended the Indiana public schools and was for one year in the state university. Then necessity forced him out into breadwinning. He was never out of the country until he had reached forty and begun to be celebrated. He has read foreign literary men only in translation, since he speaks no languages have his own, remembering even the German of his parents most imperfectly.

The newspaper work of the young Dreiser shows itself as a much more vital factor than any of his critics have noted or his apologists admitted. Nothing is so certain as that reporting opened his eyes and stripped him of a thousand illusions. No other experience teaches men such sovereign contempt for names and reputations, such healthy skepticism of externals and masks, such clear understanding of the motives which yeast under the surface of life and bring about its actions and reactions. In no other profession is curiosity about life and its individuals  that noblest of vices  practised as a recognized art, with its conventions and its highly developed technique. Dreiser himself confesses the journalistic debt on a hundred pages.

On the other hand much of the loose, careless, bad writing this author has done  the one thing that has always given his stupid detractors something real to hang their plaints upon  is also to be charged to newspaper work. The journalese cries out from almost every page of the writers text. The solecisms of the reporter are everywhere. The stock phrases of the headline builder and the lead writer ring through his golden thought with brassy dissonances. All this has been said nauseously often but always without understanding of the cause.

The truth is that Dreisers whole technical training as a writer has been acquired in the news foundries and that he has since been too busy observing, interpreting, and translating life, too absorbed in the elemental struggle between man and nature, between self-constituted right and helpless truth, to devote time to the correction and reconstruction of his writing. Any writer who has once fallen into the mire of the journalese is doomed to spend the rest of his life cleansing himself or to go unclean.

Personally, though I have myself been fool enough to carp and bluster at his inept writing and to urge all manner of changes, I am certain now that any attempt to make a stylist of the man or to divert his thought from the thing he is trying to say to the manner of its saying, can only result in ruin. If Flaubert can be rated among the immortals for his style, despite obvious faults of philosophy and sense and despite occasional preoccupation with the merely libidinous, so Dreiser ought to be exalted for the content and inner beauty of his work, letting the matter of scriptic nicety rest.

For those who insist on seeing Dreiser as not quite American it may be suggested that his constant journalisms form the only semi-polite language that has had its origin among us, and for those who persist in the asinine sweeping assertion, He cant write, there is the truth that many passages of Dreisers best work ring with an eloquence and sincerity beyond the achievement of any of the stylists so dear to the mealy mouth. There is in a respectable body of his writing a beauty beyond common conception and a literary effect often laboriously but always tellingly achieved.

Dreiser is not a schooled craftsman, to be sure. That is why there is an appalling unevenness in his product. He is in the main an instinctive artist. Whether he knows how he gets certain effects, seems to me doubtful. At least, I never expect to hear him articulate enough to reveal the method.

Our obscurantists will certainly never accept this man and never grant the truth of his work, not because, as they set up, he is not typical of America, but precisely because he is so faithfully Americas expounder and depicter and so inescapably the product of this country and this time. His naive approach to many of the refinements of life; his insatiable, youthful curiosity about everything  matters the most weighty and the most trivial; his untiring and unstinting energy; his very cumbrous and laboring application of force to great obstacles and his triumphant surmounting of them  all these things belong to us and to our time. No other people and no other social state in all the cortege of history could have wombed this man.

There is thus an indefeasible difficulty in finding the literary cognates of Dreiser. H. L. Mencken long since set down Conrad and Hardy as his only recognizable relatives and this judgment seems to me accurate and penetrating. Not that either of these men writes or constructs remotely after the Dreiser fashion, but that both think and feel and see their subject as he. Mr. Mencken calls attention to the guerdonless questing of these men, the seeking without finding, as he expresses it. Hardy has put into his own verse this view of the plight of mankind:



…….this brake Cimmerian

Through which we grope, and from whose

thorns we ache,

While still we scan

Round our frail faltering progress for some

path or plan.



There is, it seems to me, in these three sons of disenchantment, a marked difference of progress along the road of disbelief and disavowal. Hardy strikes me as having arrived in his senectitude at a positivism of negation. He no longer doubts. He denies. Nothing of the old faith of mankind remains. He has trod all but the last reaches of the path. He knows it ends in nothing. All his scanning has disclosed nothing.

In Conrad, on the other hand, there is still the passionate note of questioning, the bitter bright song of the seeker. But unless I fail to read into him something that is there, he seeks without hope of finding, without any deep wish to find. His only philosophy seems to me expressed through man driven darkly to his days work by some blind energy driving blind matter, and whither? He rarely asks.

Dreiser, as I apprehend the man, is not yet so remote, not so sure of his negation, not ready to detach himself from the woe of men. Not long ago I asked him, a little idly, I fear, what conclusions he had come to about it and about; what changes time had etched upon himself. Here is a paragraph from his letter:

I think, for one thing, I am much more philosophic than I once was, for which fault may whatever powers there be forgive me. Next, I may be somewhat less romantic, though I doubt it. In some respects I think I am a better liver; not so depressed about the tragic aspect of things. The thing takes on the look, at times, of a very badly played melo-drama. At other times I get a little cross, but that is only when I cannot find refuge in either work or play. I never can and never want to bring myself to the place where I can ignore the sensitive and seeking individual in his pitiful struggle with nature,  with his enormous urges and his pathetic equipment. As I see him he is too often a poorly armed and undernourished, and none too courageous private, sent over the top at dawn against his wish or will in the face of a veritable hell fire. We should, all of us, like so much to live and be somebody in this great, indifferent, cruel swirl. And only see what in the main happens to us. Think back over the many you have known. So many who have tried so hard and failed are in my thoughts too much, perhaps. When I think of them, as I do a great deal, I havent the heart to get too gay, as the expression is.

Here, is the already mentioned gesture of pity, but there is also about it the strong movement of fellow feeling, the absence of chill detachment. There is no Jovianism here and no Nietzschean contempt for the weak and worthless. Just this absence is one of the outstanding stigmata of the Dreiser work. I must confess that he is often all too human for my palate, too much involved in the drama.

So there is in Theodore Dreisers questing still the human note of wishfulness. I do not think he expects to find. Consciously he probably does not hope to find, but in his unconscious there labors still the pitiful deep hunger of mankind for some satisfactory and impossible solution. Perhaps this explains the much noted preoccupation of his with the so-called unseen world, with semi-mystical subjects such as underlie some of his minor work. Whether this is only a mild concern or whether its hold upon the writer will augment with time, seems to me a matter of vital interest but one which cannot now be discussed for lack of evidence.

At any rate, here you have a man who stands leagues aloof from all other literary figures in the country and may not be seriously compared with any of his predecessors excepting the two or three abused masters.

Says Sherwood Anderson:

The feet of Dreiser are making a path for us, the brutal heavy feet. They are tramping through the wilderness, making a path. Presently the path will be a street, with great arches overhead and delicately carved spires piercing the sky. Along the street will run children, shouting Look at me  forgetting the heavy feet of Dreiser.

I think the children will not be able to forget.


From: The Nation, V.101, No. 2631, December 2, 1915, p.648-650

The Naturalism of Mr. Dreiser

By Stuart P. Sherman

The layman who listens reverently to the reviewers discussing themselves can hardly escape persuasion that a great change has rather recently taken place in the spirit of the age, in the literature which reflects it, and in the criticism which judges it. The nature of the supposed revolution may be briefly summarized.

The elder generation was in love with illusions, and looked at truth through a. glass darkly and timorously. The artist, tongue-tied by authority and trammelled by aesthetic and moral conventions, selected, suppressed, and rearranged the data of experience and observation. The critic, morally subsidized, regularly professed his disdain for a work of art in which no light glimmered above the good and the beautiful.

The present age is fearless and is freeing itself from illusions. Now, for the first time in history, men are facing unabashed the facts of life. Death or life, we cry, give us only reality! Now, for the first time in the history of English literature, fiction is become a flawless mirror held up to the living world. Rejecting nothing, altering nothing, it presents to us  let us take our terms from the bright lexicon of the reviewer  a transcript, a cross-section, a slice, a photographic or cinematographic reproduction of life. The critic who keeps pace with the movement no longer asks whether the artist has created beauty or glorified goodness, but merely whether he has told the truth.

Mr. Dreiser, in his latest novel, describes a canvas by a painter of this austere modern school: Raw reds, raw greens, dirty gray paving stones  such faces! Why, this thing fairly shouted its facts. It seemed to say: Im dirty, I am commonplace, I am grim, I am shabby, but I am life. And there was no apologizing for anything in it, no glossing anything over. Bang! Smash! Crack! came the facts one after another, with a bitter, brutal insistence on their so-ness. If you do not like what is in the picture. you are to be crushed by the retort that perhaps you do not like what is in life. Perhaps you have not the courage to confront reality. Perhaps you had better read the chromatic fairy-tales with the children. Men of sterner stuff exclaim, like the critic in this novel, Thank God for a realist!

Mr. Dreiser is a novelist of the new school, for whom we have been invited off and on these fourteen years to thank God  a form of speech, by the way, which crept into the language before the dawn of modern realism. He has performed with words what his hero performed with paint. He has presented the facts of life one after another with a bitter. brutal insistence on their so-ness, which marks him as a man of the hour, a portent  the successor of Mr. Howells and Mr. James. In the case of a realist, biographical details are always relevant. Mr. Dreiser was born of German-American parents in Terre Haute, Indiana, in 1871. He was educated in the Indiana public schools and at the State University. He was engaged in newspaper work in Chicago, St. Louis, New York, and elsewhere, from 1892 to 1910. He has laid reality bare for us in five novels published as follows: Sister Carrie, 1901; Jennie Gerhardt, 1911; The Financier, 1912; The Titan, 1914; and The Genius, 1915. These five works constitute a singularly homogeneous mass of fiction. I do not find any moral value in them, nor any memorable beauty  of their truth I shall speak later; but I am greatly impressed by them as serious representatives of a new note in American literature, coming from that ethnic element of our mixed population which, as we are assured by competent authorities, is to redeem us from Puritanism and insure our artistic salvation. They abundantly illustrate, furthermore, the methods and intentions of our recent courageous, veracious realism. Before we thank God for it, let us consider a little more closely what is offered us.

I.

The first step towards the definition of Mr. Dreisers special contribution is to blow away the dust with which the exponents of the new realism seek to becloud the perceptions of our reverent layman. In their main pretensions, there are large elements of conscious and unconscious sham.

It should clear the air to say that courage in facing and veracity in reporting the facts of life are no more characteristic of Theodore Dreiser than of John Bunyan. These moral traits are not the peculiar marks of the new school; they are marks common to every great movement of literature within the memory of man. Each literary generation detaching itself from its predecessor  whether it has called its own movement Classical or Romantic or what not  has revolted in the interest of what it took to be a more adequate representation of reality. No one who is not drunken with the egotism of the hour, no one who has penetrated with sober senses into the spirit of any historical period anterior to his own, will fall into the indecency of declaring his own age preeminent in the desire to see and to tell the truth. The real distinction between one generation and another is in the thing which each takes for its master truth  in the thing which each recognizes as the essential reality for it. The difference between Bunyan and Dreiser is in the order of facts which each reports.

It seems necessary also to declare at periodic intervals that there is no such thing as a cross-section or slice or photograph of life in art  least of all in the realistic novel. The use of these catchwords is but a. clever hypnotizing pass of the artist, employed to win the assent of the reader to the reality of the show, and, in some cases, to evade moral responsibility for any questionable features of the exhibition. A realistic novel no more than any other kind of a novel can escape being a composition, involving preconception, imagination, and. divination. Yet, hearing one of our new realists expound his doctrine, you might suppose that writing a novel was a process analogous to photographing wild animals in their habitat by trap and flashlight. He, if you will believe him, does not invite his subjects, nor group them, nor compose their features, nor furnish their setting. He but exposes the sensitized plate of his mind. The pomp of life goes by, and springs the trap. The picture, of course, does not teach nor preach nor moralize. It simply re-presents. The only serious objection to this figurative explanation of the artistic process is the utter dissimilarity between the blank impartial photographic plate, commemorating everything that confronts it, and the crowded inveterately selective human mind, which, like a magnet, snatches the facts of life that. are subject to its influence out of their casual order and redisposes them in a pattern of its own.

In the case of any specified novelist, the facts chosen and the pattern assumed by them are determined by his central theory or philosophy of life; and this is precisely criticisms justification for inquiring into the adequacy of any novelists general ideas. In vain, the new realist throws up his hands with protestations of innocence, and cries: Search me. I carry no concealed weapons. I run life into no preconceived mould. I have no philosophy. My business is only to observe, like a man of science, and to record what I have seen. He cannot observe without a theory, nor record his observations without betraying it to any critical eye.

As it happens, the man of science who most profoundly influenced the development of the new realistic novel  Charles Darwin  more candid than the writers of scientific fiction  frankly declared that he could not observe without a theory. When he had tentatively formulated a general law, and had begun definitely to look for evidence of its operation, then first the substantiating facts leaped abundantly into his vision. His Origin of Species has the unity of a work of art, because the recorded observations support a thesis. The French novelists who in the last century developed the novel of contemporary life learned as much, perhaps, from Darwins art as from his science. Balzac emphasized the relation between man and his social milieu; the Goncourts emphasized the importance of extensive collection of human documents; Zola emphasized the value of scientific hypotheses. He deliberately adopted the materialistic philosophy of the period as his guide in observation and as his unifying principle in composition. His theory of the causes of social phenomena, which was derived largely from medical treatises, operated like a powerful magnet among the chaotic facts of life, rejecting some, selecting others, and redisposing them in the pattern of the roman naturaliste. Judicious French critics said: My dear man, or words to that effect, your representations of life are inadequate. This which you are offering us with so earnest an air is not reality. It is your own private nightmare. When they had exposed his theory, they had condemned his art.

Let us, then, dismiss Mr. Dreisers untenable claims to superior courage and veracity of intention, the photographic transcript, and the unbiassed service of truth; and let us seek for his definition in his general theory of life, in the order of facts which he records, and in the pattern of his representations.

II.

The impressive unity of effect produced by Mr. Dreisers five novels is due to the fact that they are all illustrations of a crude and naively simple naturalistic philosophy, such as we find in the mouths of exponents of the new Real-Politik. Each book, with its bewildering masses of detail, is a ferocious argument in behalf of a few brutal generalizations. To the eye cleared of illusions it appears that the ordered life which we call civilization does not really exist except on paper. in reality our so-called society is a jungle in which the struggle for existence continues, and must continue, on terms substantially unaltered by legal, moral, or social conventions. The central truth about man is that he is an animal amenable to no law but the law of his own temperament, doing as he desires, subject only to the limitations of his power. The male of the species is characterized by cupidity, pugnacity, and a simian inclination for the other sex. The female is a soft, vain, pleasure-seeking creature, devoted to personal adornment, and quite helplessly susceptible to the flattery of the male. In the struggles which arise in the jungle through the conflicting appetites of its denizens, the victory goes to the animal most physically fit and mentally ruthless, unless the weaklings, resisting absorption, combine against him and crush him by sheer force of numbers.

The idea that civilization is a sham Mr. Dreiser sometimes sets forth explicitly, and sometimes he conveys it by the process known among journalists as coloring the news. When Sister Carrie yields to the seductive drummer, Drouet, Mr. Dreiser judicially weighs the advantages and disadvantages attendant on the condition of being a well-kept mistress. When the institution of marriage is brushed aside by the heroine of The Financier, he comments editorially as follows: Before Christianity was man, and after it will also be. A metaphysical idealism will always tell him that it is better to preserve a cleanly balance, and the storms of circumstance will teach him a noble stoicism. Beyond this there is nothing which can reasonably be imposed upon the conscience of man. A little later in the same book he says: Is there no law outside of the subtle will and the power to achieve? If not, it is surely high time that we knew it  one and all. We might then agree to do as we do; but there would be no silly illusion as to divine regulation. His own answer to the question, his own valuation of regulation, both divine and human, may be found in the innumerable contemptuous epithets which fall from his pen whenever he has occasion to mention any power set up against the urge of instinct and the indefinite expansion of desire. Righteousness is always legal; conventions are always current; routine is always dull; respectability is always unctuous; an institution for transforming schoolgirls into young ladies is presided over by owl-like conventionalists; families in which parents are faithful to each other lead an apple-pie order of existence; a man who yields to his impulses yet condemns himself for yielding is a rag-bag moralistic ass. Jennie Gerhardt, by a facile surrender of her chastity, shows that she could not be readily corrupted by the worlds selfish lessons on how to preserve oneself from the evil to come. Surely, this is coloring the news.

By similar devices Mr. Dreiser drives home the great truth that man is essentially an animal, impelled by temperament, instinct, physics, chemistry  anything you please that is irrational and uncontrollable. Sometimes he writes an editorial paragraph in which the laws of human life are explained by reference to the behavior of certain protozoa or by reference to a squid and a lobster fighting in an aquarium. His heroes and heroines have cat-like eyes, feline grace, sinuous strides, eyes and jaws which vary from those of the tiger, lynx, and bear to those of the fox, the tolerant mastiff, and the surly bulldog. One hero and his mistress are said to have run together temperamentally like two leopards. The lady in question, admiring the large rapacity of her mate, exclaims playfully: Oh, you big tiger! You great, big lion! Boo! Courtship as presented in these novels is after the manner of beasts in the jungle. Mr. Dreisers leonine men but circle once or twice about their prey, and spring, and pounce; and the struggle is over. A pure-minded serving-maid, who is suddenly held up in the ball by a hairy, axiomatic guest and masterfully kissed upon the lips, may for an instant be horrified, stunned, like a bird in the grasp of a cat. But we are always assured-that through it all something tremendously vital and insistent will be speaking to her, and that in the end she will not resist the urge of the élan vital. I recall no one of all the dozens of obliging women in these books who makes any effective resistance when summoned to capitulate. The psychology of the human animal, when confronted by these tangles, these ripping tides of the heart, says the author of The Titan, has little to do with so-called reason or logic. No; as he informs us elsewhere with endless iteration, it is a question of chemistry. it is the chemistry of her being which rouses to blazing the ordinarily dormant forces of Eugene Witlas sympathies in The Genius. lf Stephanie Platow is disloyal to her married lover in The Titan, let no one quarrel with her. Reason: She was an unstable chemical compound.

Such is the Dreiserian philosophy.

III.

By thus eliminating distinctively human motives and making animal instincts the supreme factors in human life, Mr. Dreiser reduces the problem of the novelist to the lowest possible terms. I find myself unable to go with those who admire the powerful reality of his art while deploring the puerility of his philosophy. His philosophy quite excludes him from the field in which a great realist must work. He has deliberately rejected the novelists supreme task  understanding and presenting the development of character; he has chosen only to illustrate the unrestricted flow of temperament. He has evaded the enterprise of representing human conduct; he has confined himself to a representation of animal behavior. He demands for the demonstration of his theory a moral vacuum from which the obligations of parenthood, marriage, chivalry, and citizenship have been quite withdrawn or locked in a twilight sleep. At each critical moment in his narrative, where a realist like George Eliot or Thackeray or Trollope or Meredith would be asking how a given individual would feel, think, and act under the manifold combined stresses of organized society, Mr. Dreiser sinks supinely back upon the law of the jungle or mutters his mystical gibberish about an alteration of the chemical formula.

The possibility of making the unvarying vlctoriousness of jungle-motive plausible depends directly upon the suppression of the evidence of other motives. In this work of suppression Mr. Dreiser simplifies American life almost beyond recognition. Whether it is because he comes from Indiana, or whether it is because he steadily envisages the human animal, I cannot say; I can only note that he never speaks of his men and Women as educated or brought up. Whatever their social status, they are invariably raised. Raising human stock in America evidently includes feeding and clothing it, but does not include the inculcation of even the most elementary moral ideas. Hence Mr. Dreisers field seems curiously outside American society. Yet he repeatedly informs us that his persons are typical of the American middle class, and three of the leading figures, to judge from their names  Carrie Meeber, Jennie Gerhardt, and Eugene Witla  are of our most highly cultured race. Frank Cowperwood, the hero of two novels, is a hawk of finance and a rake almost from the cradle; but of the powers which presided over his cradle we know nothing save that his father was a competent official in a Philadelphia bank. What, if anything, Carrie Meebers typical American parents taught her about the conduct of life is suppressed; for we meet the girl in a train to Chicago, on which she falls to the first drummer who accosts her. Eugene Witla emerges in his teens from the bosom of a typical middle-class American family  with a knowledge of the game called post office, takes the train for Chicago, and without hesitation enters upon his long career of seduction. Jennie Gerhardt, of course, succumbs to the first man who puts his arm around her; but, in certain respects, her case is exceptional.

In the novel Jennie Gerhardt Mr. Dreiser ventures a disastrous experiment at making the jungle-motive plausible without suppressing the evidence of other motives. He provides the girl with pious Lutheran parents, of fallen fortune, but alleged to be of sterling character, who raise her with the utmost strictness. He even admits that the family were church-goers, and he outlines the doctrine preached by Pastor Wundt: right conduct in marriage and absolute innocence before that state, essentials of Christian living; no salvation for a daughter who failed to keep her chastity unstained or for the parents who permitted her to fall; Hell yawning for all such; God angry with sinners every day. Gerhardt and his wife, and also Jennie, says Mr. Dreiser, accepted the doctrines of their church without reserve. Twenty pages later Jennie is represented as yielding her virtue in pure gratitude to a man of fifty, Senator Brander, who has let her do his laundry and in other ways has been kind to her and to her family. The Senator suddenly dies; Jennie expects to become a mother; Father Gerhardt is brokenhearted, and the family moves from Columbus to Cleveland. This first episode is not incredibly presented as a momentary triumph of emotional impulse over training  as an accident. The incredible appears when Mr. Dreiser insists that an accident of this sort to a girl brought up under the conditions stated is not necessarily followed by any sense of sin or shame or regret. Upon this simple pious Lutheran he imposes his own naturalistic philosophy, and, in analyzing her psychology before the birth of her illegitimate child, pretends that she looks forward to the event without a murmur, with serene, unfaltering courage, the marvel of life holding her in trance, with joy and satisfaction, seeing in her state the immense possibilities of racial fulfillment. This juggling is probably expected to prepare us for her instantaneous assent, perhaps a year later, when a healthy, magnetic manufacturer, who has seen her perhaps a dozen times, claps his paw upon her and says, You belong to me, and in a perfectly cold-blooded interview proposes the terms on which he will set her up in New York as his mistress. Jennie, who is a fond mother and a dutiful daughter, goes to her pious Lutheran mother and talks the whole matter over with her quite candidly. The mother hesitates  not on Jennies account. gentle reader, but because she will be obliged to deceive old Gerhardt: the difficulty of telling this lie was very great for Mrs. Gerhardt! But she acquiesces at last. Ill help you out with it, she concludes with a little sigh. The unreality of the whole transaction shrieks.

Mr. Dreisers stubborn insistence upon the jungle-motive results in a dreary monotony in the form and substance of his novels. Interested only in the description of animal behavior, he constructs his plot in such a way as to exhibit the persistence of two or three elementary instincts through every kind of situation. He finds, for example, a subject in the career of an American captain of industry, thinly disguised under the name of Frank Cowperwood. He has just two things to tell us about Cowperwood: that he has a rapacious appetite for money, and that he has a rapacious appetite for women. In The Financier he documents those two truths about Cowperwood in seventy-four chapters, in each one of which he shows us how his hero made money or how he captivated women in Philadelphia. Not satisfied with the demonstration, he returns to the same theses in The Titan, and shows us in sixty-two chapters how the same hero made money and captivated women in Chicago and New York. He promises us a third volume, in which we shall no doubt learn in a work of sixty or seventy chapters  a sort of huge club-sandwich composed of slices of business alternating with erotic episodes  how Frank Cowperwood made money and captivated women in London. Meanwhile Mr. Dreiser has turned aside from his great trilogy of desire to give us The Genius, in which the hero, Witla, alleged to be a. great realistic painter, exhibits in 101 chapters, similarly sandwiched together, an appetite for women and money indistinguishable from that of Cowperwood. Read one of these novels, and you have read them all. What the hero is in the first chapter, he remains in the hundred-and-first or the hundred-and-thirty-sixth. He acquires naught from his experience but sensations. In the sum of his experiences there is nothing of the impressive mass and coherence of activities bound together by principles and integrated in character, for all his days have been but as isolated beads loosely strung on the thread of his desire. And so after the production of the hundredth document in the case of Frank Cowperwood, one is ready to cry with fatigue: Hold! Enough! We believe you. Yes, it is very clear that Frank Cowperwood had a rapacious appetite for women and for money.

If at this point you stop and inquire why Mr. Dreiser goes to such great lengths to establish so little, you find yourself once more confronting the jungle-motive. Mr. Dreiser, with a problem similar to De Foes in The Apparition of Mrs. Veal, has availed himself of De Foes method for creating the illusion of reality. The essence of the problem and of the method for both these authors is the certification of the unreal by the irrelevant. If you wish to make acceptable to your reader the incredible notion that Mrs. Veals ghost appeared to Mrs. Bargrave, divert his incredulity from the precise point at issue by telling him all sorts of detailed credible things about the poverty of Mrs. Veals early life, the sobriety of her brother, her fathers neglect, and the bad temper of Mrs. Bargraves husband. If you wish to make acceptable to your reader the incredible notion that Aileen Butlers first breach of the seventh article in the decalogue was a happy event, taking place much as a marriage might have, divert his incredulity by describing with the technical accuracy of a fashion magazine not merely the gown that she wore on the night of Cowperwoods reception, but also with equal detail the half-dozen other gowns that she thought she might wear, but did not. If you have been for three years editor-in-chief of the Butterick Publications, you can probably perform this feat with unimpeachable verisimilitude; and having acquired credit for expert knowledge in matters of dress and millinery, you can now and then emit unchallenged a bit of philosophy such as Life cannot be put in any one mould, and the attempt may as well be abandoned at once…Besides, whether we will or no, theory or no theory, the large basic facts of chemistry and physics remain. None the less, if you expect to gain credence for the notion that your hero can have any woman in Chicago or New York that he puts his paw upon, you had probably better lead up to it by a detailed account of the street-railway system in those cities. It will necessitate the loading of your pages with a tremendous baggage of irrelevant detail. It will not sound much like art. It will sound more like one of Lincoln Steffenss special articles. But it will produce an overwhelming impression of reality, which the reader will carry with him into the next chapter where you are laying bare the chemistry of the human animal.

IV.

It would make for clearness in our discussions of contemporary fiction if we withheld the title of realist from a writer like Mr. Dreiser, and called him, as Zola called himself, a naturalist. While asserting that all great art in every period intends a representation of reality, I have tried to indicate the basis for a working distinction between the realistic novel and the naturalistic novel of the present day. Both are representations of the life of man in contemporary or nearly contemporary society, and both are presumably composed of materials within the experience and observation of the author. But a realistic novel is a representation based upon a theory of human conduct. If the theory of human conduct is adequate. the representation constitutes an addition to literature and to social history. A naturalistic novel is a representation based upon a theory of animal behavior. Since a theory of animal behavior can never be an adequate basis for a representation of the life of man in contemporary society, such a representation is an artistic blunder. When half the world attempts to assert such a theory, the other half rises in battle. And so one turns with relief from Mr. Dreisers novels to the morning papers.


From: Indiana University Alumni Quarterly, V. 7, No. 3, July 1920, p.447-448

Book Reviews and Literary Notes

The Hand of the Potter



The various aspects of truth, that is to say the whole range of impressions which sensitive and thoughtful men receive from life, are due to find statement sometime and somewhere. The longer any of these aspects is repressed through timidity, conventionality, false delicacy, or comstockery, the more extreme its expression is finally bound to be. Under such restraints American literature, like the insane Ophelia, has turned or tried to turn thought and affliction, passion, hell itself to favor and to prettiness. But the exceptional irrepressible has but drawn the line more grimly or loaded the pigment more heavily because of the blighting sentimentality of his time.

Theodore Dreiser in his four-act tragedy, The Hand of the Potter, puts the case at its worst. To record in dramatic form the revolting crime of a sadistic moron, this is naturalism with a vengeance. This is the extremest example of that tabooed variety America has produced. But it is something more. To attempt to bring such a figure into the pale of human understanding and pity is an act of essential chivalry.

Is there an audience on Broadway, or in its continental annex, for such a play? Prior to the recent New York production of Gorkis Lodging for the Night and Tolstois Powers of Darkness one would have promptly denied that there was or could be such an audience. Now the issue would seem to turn rather upon the dramatic qualities of the piece than upon aesthetic or moral tabus. The technique is the familiar loose, wordy narrative technique of continental naturalism. As an acting play it is much less noteworthy than Dreisers very remarkable one-act Girl in the Coffin successfully produced by the Washington Square Players several years ago.

Indiana University. William E. Jenkins, 91


From: The Argonaut, V. 80, No. 2076, January 6, 1917, p.8

The Latest Books

A Hoosier Holiday



Those who have read Mr. Dreisers novels ought not upon that account to be prejudiced against his chronicle of a sentimental journey. Over the characters of his fiction Mr. Dreiser has a power that is here denied to him. The persons who move through the pages of his novels are his own creation and he can make them as ugly and as sordid as he wishes. But the incidents of travel are not so amenable. The gulf is sufficiently marked by the statement that Mr. Dreisers latest book is quite inoffensive. Moreover, it is vivacious and amusing.

Mr. Dreiser traveled by automobile from New York to his native state, Indiana, and he tells us all about it. Almost every detail of his journey calls forth reminiscences philosophizings, and even preachments. He is tender, sentimental, pathetic, and humorous by turns. Sometimes he is denunciatory, as, for example, at Patterson, where he finds that Billy Sunday was his predecessor: This wretched mountebank who came here and converted thousands  think of him with his yapping about hell; his bar-room and racetrack slang, his baseball vocabulary; and thousands of poor worms who could not possibly offer one reasonable or intelligible thought concerning their faith or history or life, or indeed anything, fall on their knees and accept Christ!

It is thirty years since Mr. Dreiser left Indiana, and he speaks of the almost sickening depression with which he remembers the contents of those years. Such an experience is a common one, but there are few who express it with such a wealth of imagination and imagery. With most of us it is a mere incoherent and unexpressed melancholy, an overpowering sense of lost opportunities, futilities, and mistaken roads.

Mr. Dreisers book is decidedly one to be read for its self-revelation, and also-may one say?  for its perverse wisdom. At least we can applaud its humor.


From: The Bookseller, Newsdealer and Stationer, V. 45, No. 10, November 15, 1916, p.607-608

Theodore Dreiser has written an account of a recent automobile trip through a portion of Indiana where most of his youth was spent. A Hoosier Holiday is not only a descriptive piece of writing, as well as a species of sentimental journey recalling boyhood memories, but it is also a confession of faith. It attempts, more clearly than his fiction, to explain the authors fundamental conception of the meaning of life, and there are frequent passages touching on the problems of humanity. Readers will find a tenderness and sympathy in this book that some may not expect. There are more than thirty full-page illustrations by Franklin Booth, who has also designed the decorations for the cover, end and lining pages. The book is a crown octavo.


From: Cartoons Magazine, V. 15, No. 6, June 1919, p.913

Libel on the Lord

When Theodore Dreiser and Franklin Booth toured from New York to their old homes in Indiana to get material for the book, A Hoosier Holiday, they had for guide and companion Booths chauffeur, an amiable individual known as Speed. He looked like a street car conductor in a musical comedy; had led the Lincoln Highway pathfinding expedition part way across the continent; believed it was bad luck to throw stones through church windows.

Speed liked to take automobiles apart, especially when the other two men happened to step into a hotel for a few minutes; delighted in strewing the insides of the car on the side-walk. Speed was a philosopher, country-born, a true Hoosier; like Booth, he hailed from a village in southern Indiana. Dreiser was born in Terre Haute.

Enroute, Speed told stories, some of them printable, from a luxuriant fund of small-town reminiscence. One of the stories concerned a preacher in the backwoods near his old home. There were no rivers in that section  none but small streams, on which the ice was never more than three inches thick.

The preacher journeyed to Evansville on a holiday, and was taken through an ice factory where artificial ice a foot thick was being produced. He was amazed, and went back home bubbling over with the news. From the pulpit he exclaimed upon the wonders of human ingenuity, and cited the ice-manufacturing scene.

Doubtful glances sped across the faces of the congregation. After church the members held an indignation meeting.

I dunt believe any such yarn, declared a bent old farmer with tarnished whiskers. The Lord cant make ice morn three inches thick, an he says men in Evansville can make it a foot thick!

So they expelled the preacher from the church for lying.

John Nicholas Beffel


From: Life, V. 72, No. 1878, October 24, 1918, p.605

Genius in the Making

The business of creating a literary genius, giving him body and permanence enough to make him stick, is a hard job. A gang of literary laborers has been working on Theodore Dreiser now for some time. He has been proclaimed over and over again as the greatest novelist in America or, for that matter, in the world. One of his books has been suppressed, which was a great help. Owing to its sex leanings, it was appropriately advertised by scenes in court, in which literary experts modestly gave their opinions, and the virtuous publishers wept on the shoulders of the shrinking author. For the benefit of those hopelessly ignorant and benighted people who have never heard of Theodore Dreiser, we will say that his first book, entitled Sister Carrie, appeared in 1901, and was so badly written that it immediately attracted the attention of the great literary minds of the country. The news was cabled to England that another American genius had been born, and the small band of Bohemian highbrows, who pulsate between upper Sixth Avenue and Printing House Square, shouted the glad tidings to the purlieus of Indiana. England rejoiced, and Mr. Reedy, of the St. Louis Mirror, prepared to welcome the newcomer to the sacred circle of Geniuses, along with Ambrose Bierce and  we have forgotten the others name. Mr. Dreisers next book, Jennie Gerhardt, was even worse than the first, and thus his claim was firmly established. But it was not until his latest book (the one suppressed) was written that the world knew who he was. Then to make his reputation unanswerable, he wrote a brochure on America, showing how thoroughly rotten we are, how we have no art, no literature (except his own) and no soul  a discovery that was made, by the way, by Christopher Columbus. Mr. Dreiser is now known as a genius of the first order, with an epoch-making mind. It has only remained for him to be described by Edgar Lee Masters as follows:

One eye set higher than the other, mouth out like a scallop in a pie. The eyes burn like a flame at the end of a funnel, and the ruddy face glows like a pumpkin at Halloween.

When you meet a face like that you will know that it belongs to a genuine, simon-pure American genius.


From: The Continent, V. 47, No. 49, December 7, 1916, p.1598

To Make the World Acquainted

A Hoosier Holiday



The talented author of The Genius has written in A Hoosier Holiday a perfectly absorbing volume which contains much remarkably fine literature and considerable 22 carat rubbish. There is enough material on the 500 large, closely printed pages to make several worth reading books, if these could be separated from the refuse. Here, first of all, is a book of philosophy, deep at times, occasionally erratic, at intervals most naive, but always of consuming interest. Here, too, is a sizable autobiography, humorous, tragic, engaging. And here is a noteworthy travel volume, a description of homes and hotels, roads and bridges, hills and rivers, towns and cities, restaurants and mills, motorists and common people, seen along an automobile route extending from New York city to Evansville, most of the space being given, however, to states other than Indiana. Then there is the distressing residue  sex discussion; attacks on what Mr. Dreiser thinks is Christianity, attacks which are quite as dogmatic as the Christianity he pictures; cynical remarks of the O-tempora-O-mores type; needlessly noxious plainspeaking concerning love adventures even in his autobiographical sketches; and thus to the end. Sample his closing paragraphs, for example: Were I one of sufficient import to be able to speak to my native land, I would say: Dream on. Believe. Perhaps it is unwise, foolish, childlike, but dream anyhow. Disillusionment is destined to appear. Thus, then, he sums up his life philosophy! Mr. Dreiser has much to learn of America and Americans. He will discover in time, if his faculties are preserved, that the environment from which he now draws his impressions of life is not America, nor even half of America. But what a deal of mental and spiritual comfort he is losing in the years while he is learning! If one is fortunate enough to have a mind like a gold miners old fashioned cradle, able to let dirt and other worthless matter slip away unnoticed and retain the gold, he can read A Hoosier Holiday with mighty enjoyment and with complete self-approval, for Mr. Dreiser has written an undeniably fascinating volume. The abundant drawings by Franklin Booth, moreover, are abundantly satisfying.


From: The Writer, V. 29, No. 4, April 1917, p.64

Theodore Dreiser, author, and the John Lane Company, publishers, of The Genius, to which the Society for the Suppression of Vice has made objection, have decided to submit the question of the propriety of publication to the Appellate Division of the Supreme Court. They have drawn up a statement of agreed facts and have asked the court to decide whether the Society for the Suppression of Vice acted properly in warning the company that the book must be withdrawn from publication. A copy of The Genius was submitted as Exhibit A for the perusal of the justices. The statement says that Mr. Dreiser made a contract with the publishers in 191+ to write a novel that was to contain nothing of a scandalous, libellous, or immoral character. The contract provided that the publishers should pay a twenty per cent. royalty to Mr. Dreiser and advance $2,ooo to him. The company had sold 8,ooo copies when the sale was stopped, and the publishers, against whom Mr. Dreiser began action for damages, admit that the author will lose more than $50,000 in royalties if the novel is permanently suppressed.


From: Current Opinion, V. 66, No. 6, June 1919, p.389-390

A Bakers Dozen of Dreiserian Portraits

One approaches a new book by Theodore Dreiser, confesses his champion-in-chief, H. L. Mencken, with a certain uncomfortable uncertainty  with ones esthetic heart in ones month. Mr. Dreiser has in the last four years turned up, as it were, in the most unexpected fields. He has not only published those long novels that show such an aptitude for getting suppressed, but he has published books of travel, both domestic and foreign; he has written plays long and short; he has published essays on American life and morals; he has even broken into the Saturday Evening Post with some rather longish short stories. Now, with Twelve Men (Boni & Liveright), he has entered the field of biography. The volume is a collection of impressionistic but realistic sketches of personalities, practically all drawn from life, from Theodore Dreisers actual contact with the men he describes. And in depicting his twelve men, the author, of course, is indirectly autobiographical, so that, as the critic of the Boston Transcript notes, we feel his own presence continuously. We see each of them through Mr. Dreisers eyes and with his mind, and they are persistently very keen eyes and a very alert mind.

These sketches, according to Mr. Mencken, show a return to the early manner of Theodore Dreiser the manner of pure representation, of searching understanding, of unfailing gusto and contagious wonderment. There is no banal philosophizing. There is no torturing of flabby theory. There is, above all, no burdening of ethical purpose, no laboring of a duty to be performed. Instead, there are simply a dozen sketches of character  rotund, brilliantly colored, absolutely alive. The thing is done capitally, and, at its top points, superbly. The most striking portrait, to most of the reviewers, is that of Dreisers brother, Paul Dresser, the song-writer, who wrote, Just Tell Them That You Saw Me, On the Banks of the Wabash, and other popular ballads of two or three decades ago. Of him Mr. Dreiser tenderly writes:

Imagine, if you can, a man weighing all of three hundred pounds, not more than five feet ten and one-half inches in height, and yet of so lithesome a build that he gave not the least sense of either undue weight or lethargy. His temperament, always ebullient and radiant, presented him as a clever, eager, cheerful, emotional and always highly illusional person with so collie-like a warmth that we found him compelling interest and even admiration…His world was that of the popular song, the middle-class actor or comedian, the middle-class comedy, and such humorous esthetes of the writing word as Bill Nye, Petroleum V. Nasby, the authors of the Spoopendyke Papers and Samantha at Saratoga. As far as I could make out  and I say this in no lofty, condescending spirit, by any means  he was entirely full of simple, middleclass romance, middle-class humor, middle - class tenderness, and middle - class grossness, all of which I am very free to say early disarmed and won me completely and kept me so much his debtor that I should hesitate to try to acknowledge or explain all that he did for or meant to me.

Only less interesting than this portrait of the man himself, writes Mr. Mencken, is the superb suggestion of the world in which he lived  Broadway of twenty-five years ago, the Broadway that had not yet stretched its tentacles above Forty-Second Street. Mr. Mencken interprets:

But even more interesting than the man himself was the world he moved in and the culture he represented  the world and culture of the old Broadway, of vaudeville theaters, of the spangled demimonde, of facile friendships, maudlin sentiments, gross revels, shady enterprizes, stupid and hoggish folk. In such scenes he was a man of mark. He was the peer and intimate of other men of mark. He drank, drabbed and whooped er up with the best of them. But all the while he was something far finer than the others  a man of feeling, a dreamer of grotesque dreams, almost a poet. It was the contrast that made him salient and memorable, and it is the deft and poignant evocation of that contrast that makes his brothers portrait of him so brilliant and so excellent.

Other thinly-veiled portraits are of Muldoon, disguised as Culhane, the Solid Man; Harris Merton Lyon, the short-story writer, appearing as Maupassant, Jr., and of a forlorn preposterous evangelist, A Doer of the Word. The latter is, to Heywood Broun of the N. Y. Tribune, one of the most brilliant sketches of the book. It deals with the attempt of an old man to lead a literal Christian life. The surprise is that he succeeds. As he explains himself to the author:



Ive been working now for twenty years or more, and altho Ive never had more money than would last me a few days at a time, Ive never wanted for anything, and Ive been able to help others. Ive run pretty close sometimes. Time and time again Ive been compelled to say: Lord, Im all out of coal, or Lord, Im going to have to ask you to get me my fare to New Haven to-morrow, but in the moment of my need He has never forgotten me. Why, Ive gone down to the depot time and time again when it was necessary for me to go, without five cents in my pocket, and Hes been there to meet me. Why, He wouldnt keep you waiting when youre about His work. He wouldnt forget you  not for a minute.

I looked at the man in open-eyed amazement.

Do you mean to say that you would go down to a depot without any money and wait for money to come to you?

Oh, brother, he said with the softest light in his eyes, if you only knew what it is to have faith!

He laid his hand softly on mine.

What is car-fare to New Haven or to anywhere to Him?



A fairly respectable biography of Theodore Dreiser, declares the reviewer of the New Republic, might be concocted out of these twelve biographies. We glimpse him through this contact with them:



Theodore Dreiser is a conscientious and competent observer, but an observer galled and limited in range by strands of old repressions, angered to find himself bound by an inculcated morality in an age when others have fought free. He is constantly at war against his Puritanical instincts, with the result that he is never sure of his own boundaries. He can assume no consistent attitude, can put no coherence into the way he says his say about American life.

There is, strangely enough, a kind of consistency in the lives of the twelve men he has chosen to represent. No less than six of them were men of great promise who died without achieving the things they seemed fitted to do. And tour, perhaps five, can be put down as minor philanthropists, men who, because of some religious or personal bias, have found their happiness in serving others. For Dreiser it is a remarkable collection. In all of them the element of selfishness is reduced to a minimum; it is as if he had said to himself, that he had been confined too closely to the hopeless, that he would now make a study of the creative spirit and eternal kindliness in men. He succeeds rather indifferently with the humanitarians. For them he seems to have only a mild and artificially exaggerated sympathy; and his misunderstanding of them verges in some instances on complete bewilderment. With the young journalists, artists and publicists he was in closer touch; catalogs of peculiarities occur, but vivified by inner acquaintance…

As an experiment in literary form the book is only a passable success. Interesting as many of the figures are, they interest only in themselves, and not in the sketches to follow. There is nothing in Peter to prepare us for the sudden change of atmosphere in A Doer of the Word, and tho the autobiographical thread exists it runs in tangled convolutions. There comes a time when the momentum is insufficient to carry over. To be sure there will be those who overcome the inertia, and turn the page, remembering that this man Dreiser never puts his best foot forward, never seems to be going to get anywhere, and yet, somehow, after a good deal of fuss and bungling, sometimes does.


From: Out West Magazine, V. 44, No. 2, March 1917, p.55

Art and Censorship and Theodore Dreiser

America is on the point of entering, if it has not A. indeed already entered, a renaissance, the scope and magnitude of which we can as yet only dimly foresee  a renaissance not only of social consciousness, but of a high order of artistic production as well. And it is typical of America that its gradually broadening conceptions of social responsibility should conflict with and threaten to submerge its larger artistic consciousness; typical, we mean, of a very considerable portion of American opinion, a class of alert and well-meaning, but artistically stupid people. These persons, for whom there is at hand no better designation than puritan, and who still retain that aciduous, Calvinistic attitude toward life and art once thought dead, have found in the awakening social consciousness of our time their broadest stamping ground. They are bringing to a head what may prove to be an intensely bitter conflict between the forces of art and uplift.

Instances are at hand, too numerous to mention. Perhaps the most recent (and certainly one of the more flagrant) example of this moral astigmatism is the suppression in New York of Theodore Dreisers novel, The Genius. The New York and Cincinnati Vice Commissions issued a report condemning as lewd seventy-five, and as profane seventeen selections from this book. Within the next two or three weeks it will be decided in the New York courts whether a really great piece of work is to be suppressed, and consequently destroyed as far as the public is concerned, because it does not happen to meet with the strained and unfair standards of that part of the public which is artistically purblind.

Because New York is the center of the publishing business, it is within the power of the New York Society for the Prevention of Vice to prevent, or at least seriously interfere with, the publication of books which do not meet their requirements. Theodore Dreiser, and other men whose work this society has suppressed, have viewed life in their own fashion and told us with force and beauty what they have seen. And because their work does not reflect the distorted vision of the Vice Crusaders, we are to be robbed of it. Such an intolerable, such an impossible situation must be eliminated. It is the right of progressive and free-thinking persons in this country, presumably the home of liberty, to read and enjoy, without the interference of the Puritans, the best art that is being produced in America.


From: Out West Magazine, V. 44, No. 1, February 1917, p.41-43

Books and Magazines

My friend referred in a casual way to Dr. Sigmund Freud  of Vienna I believe. What you ought to do, he said, is to read Freud. Phychoanalysis  studies the subconscious mind  shows how youre affected by your repressed desires. And he enlarged upon various things I should find in Freud. Now, I have heard of the eminent Dr. Freud, and I dont think it quite the thing for my friend so enthusiastically to recommend his works to susceptible young men like myself. It isnt respectable: for I have heard his name (Freuds, not my friends) connected with dark and mysterious doings. He has, I understand, revealed the shady secrets of the unconscious mind. And I consider my friends activities in behalf of this mans monstrous works, to be quite the poorest taste, to say nothing of the moral influence they may have. Why, no of course I havent read Freud, but I shall do so as soon as I can lay hold of a book of his.

Some such attitude as this seems to be held very frequently toward Theodore Dreiser. His characters are very bad people, of course, and he doesnt seem to try to make them any better, but  But hes being read. Every once in a while some friend comes to me and tells me, with the eager light of discovery in his or her eye, what a splendid book The Genius is, or Jennie Gerhardt, or The Titan or Sister Carrie. And when I proceed immediately to the library to get one of these novels, what happens but that I find every precious volume out. Frequently, of late, have I, knowing myself a guilty wretch, sidled up to the request-desk and inquired with a simulated air of off-handedness, as though I were not ashamed of myself, for a volume of Theodore Dreisers. I have even left requests on self-addressed post-cards. But useless, all. Once, only, was my stalwart fortitude in the face of the ignominy I knew to be mine, rewarded. The librarian found and gave me Sister Carrie, and I bore it off, trying to look as respectable as possible. I do not like request-desks in libraries; I am going to circulate a petition to have them removed. For inevitably they induce in me the feeling, when I have to name aloud the title of the reprehensible volume I desire, that I am in some not very clear way a person rather beyond the pale of decent folk. Not exactly a moral leper, but  well, I had far rather safely carry away my book from the decent shelter of the crowded shelves, though even there peering eyes. But to return to Theodore Dreiser:

After reading Sister Carrie, almost the first question that occurs to one is, Why did the publisher of Dreisers first novel repent.  why did he take the book off the market? And why did people look upon it as an immoral book, until the popularity of Jennie Gerhardt twelve years later forced its republication? For one can find in it nothing to offend, were that the object of ones search. Only a morbid imagination could conjure out of the pages of that tale anything to feed a vulgar appetite. The diction, the language, is simplicity and purity. There is nothing there of the obtruded in rush of sexual adjectives one finds in a book like The Eyes of the World. nothing of their harsh sudden clangor in The Man of Promise. by Wright. Mr. Dreiser has told his story in a plain, almost barren, language. But in it we feel the warmth, the passionate beauty and the dark ugliness, the wistful elusiveness of life. The people in its pages live for us, and their lives are appealing and real. No nonsense here about telling the world how wicked it is; no evangelistic conceptions of the human scene. And in the end we find ourselves indebted and grateful to the author for a far finer achievement  that of leaving us with the feeling that we have made the acquaintance of several persons who will live for a long time to come poignant and vivid lives in our imaginations.

I will not recount the books action, for it is not alone in the mere external incidents of the plot that the alluring light of this story is kindled. It burns brightly and wistfully in the spiritual movement of the persons, in the sharp desires and reactions of their souls. Very appealing, even in his terrible and sordid disintegration, do I find the figure of Kurstwood. Though one does not forgive him, one understands the whole human context of his character, so desiring, all the characters in this book seem actuated by desire, - so anxious for happiness and sunlight, - and in the end so wretched.


From: The Literary Digest, V. 53, No. 17, October 21, 1916, p.1033-1034

Confused Standards of Literary Censorship

It is feared by some who are interested in the welfare I of letters in this country that a literary reign of terror is being attempted. The terrorists who would guillotine books deemed evil are the members of the Society for the Suppression of Vice, founded by the late Anthony Comstock. Books that have come under the condemnation of the society in recent years have been mainly of foreign authorship  some by Russian, some by English writers. But the most recent action has been taken against the work of an American writer, Mr. Theodore Dreiser, whose novel, The Genius, has been pronounced lewd and profane in certain specified pages and ordered withdrawn from circulation by the vice commissions of both New York and Cincinnati. The pages banned as lewd are more than usually frank, and the profane ones reproduce conversations where oaths are interlarded with the speech of certain types. Mr. Dreisers contention is that these types cannot be otherwise represented. After the vice commission ordered the book withdrawn, the executive committee of the Authors League of America made an examination of the book, and recorded in its minutes that the sense of the meeting was that 



The book complained of by the Society for the Suppression of Vice is not subject to condemnation by it, and that the same is not lewd, licentious, or obscene, and it is further the sense of the meeting that the test ordinarily applied in such cases is too narrow and unfair and that it may, if not modified, prevent the sale of many classics and of much of the serious work which is now being offered, and it is further the sense of the meeting that the league take such action as may be possible to prevent the suppression of the work complained of.



In reproducing this passage from the minutes of the Authors League, the Washington Herald puts the position of others who voice their protest against the commissions action:



It is interesting to learn from these minutes that the executive committee has found that the book is not lewd, licentious, or obscene. But the most important part of the committees findings is contained in these words: The test ordinarily applied in such cases is too narrow and unfair, and may, if not modified, prevent the sale of many classics and of much of the serious work which is now being offered.

In this sentence may be found the crux of the whole censorship problem. A censor may be tolerated as long as he keeps his activities within the bounds of reason and justice. A censor will not be tolerated when he goes beyond these limitations. The American people have shown time and again that they resent a curb on their intellectual pleasures and that they rebel against the stultification of art because some individual or group of individuals believes that it embodies something that is not good for the people.

Some day, and it will not be a distant day, the people will take enough interest in censors to examine their work. The verdict will be the same as that of the Authors League: The test ordinarily applied in such cases is too narrow and unfair. If The Genius will aid in the awakening of the people to the censorship evil, Mr. Theodore Dreiser will not have labored in vain when he wrote the novel.



The Register, of Des Moines, declares that no one will read anything by Dreiser merely because there is immorality in it. . . He is an analyst of the human mind through realism, and appeals only to readers of adult mentality. This paper admits that if the immoral passages to be found in The Genius were to be distributed among boys and girls in a schoolroom the result would be detrimental, but it asserts that there is no reason for the expurgation of a work whose only appeal is to adult and fairly studious minds. The New York Tribune, bearing upon this point, observes:



Many censors and no standards  a confusion of protectors of public morals who have at different times endeavored to proscribe Fielding, Paul Bourget, George Moore, Thomas Hardy, Ibsen, and Parsifal. In nothing are we in America closer kin to England than in the haphazard ways of our artistic censorships. England, to be sure, has its official censor, but it has also its Mudies Library, which undertakes to decide what its subscribers shall not read.

They order this matter better in France, and on the Continent generally. There the duty of protecting youth against dangerous influences in literature and on the stage is squarely put upon the right shoulders  those of parents and guardians and educators. We insist that authors and artists and playwrights, publishers, editors, and theatrical managers shall perform that duty for us. It simplifies our already sufficiently difficult task of educating a new generation whose individuality has been made an object of unreasoning worship, but it retards the development of our art, it keeps its interpretation of life in the shallows.

Still, it is not only youth which we would thus protect by proxy. There are many among us who would regulate the tastes and the interests of our grown-up brothers and sisters as well, for their own good. These censors always suspect the moral weakness of the occupants of the seat beside them at the theater, of the reader across the table under the reading-lamp. Fortunately their battle to impose their narrow standards upon others is usually a losing one.



Mr. Alexander Harvey alleges in The Bang (New York) that the vice organization has been working in the courts and influencing our legislation for so many years that the statutes and court decisions have been shaped to its use, and even a jurys verdict that a certain novel was not obscene did not help the author to reestablish the sale of his book. He continues:

The second great weapon in the hands of this organization is the use of such terms as lewd, obscene, lascivious, and the like in characterizing an authors work.

A man who objects to the methods of the New York Society for the Suppression of Vice is, of course, objecting to the suppression of vice.

The society has no other function than to endeavor to enforce the law as it exists on the statute-books.

Any objection to the methods of the society under the law as it exists is met by a reference to the obscene, the lewd, the lascivious, the filthy, and the indecent.

Thus the society substitutes for a discussion of its methods a totally different discussion on the subject of the obscene.

It is the very ancient trick known as dragging a red herring across the trail. Practise has made the society expert.


From: New York Medical Journal, V. 111, No. 10, March 6, 1920, p.431-432

A Pathological Play

The Hand of the Potter



Incest, rape, murder and suicide follow each other with startling rapidity in the pathological drama which Dreiser so realistically portrays in The Hand of the Potter. From the literary point of view the work is excellent. The members of the family group and the home life are painted carelessly and yet with an insight akin to that of Dostoievsky  an insight that overlooks no detail. All this makes interesting reading, but in reaching his conclusions the author draws upon old line psychology and failure results. Cause and effect are bandied about in a superficial manner and no successful sifting is accomplished.

The chief actor in the drama is a youth distinctly marked with a tie. His downfall is attributed to hormones which make him more sensitive to the appeal of women. He is excited by their filmy waists, their painted mouths, their hair, by the way they walk…These are forces over which he has no control. This is all important enough, but why not get to the bottom of the question? Here is a delicate theme  a series of themes, if you please  carried out in fearless fashion; why not the conclusions?

Most of us have come to realize the workings of the Oedipus complex in our dream life, where incest and parricide are the unwelcome visitors which the censor has so carefully suppressed in our conscious minds. Behind all this there is the sex drive pushing us on, suppressed through centuries of civilization, reaching out for the nearest object in our early environment. This is so universal that it can no longer be considered as abnormal, but merely as unfortunate. It may be looked upon as the necessary progression of narcissism, homosexuality, and finally the complete heterosexual development. It is only when the evolutionary process is arrested and a holdover continues for an unusual length of time that the condition must be considered pathological. For the interests of the herd and for the common welfare of the individuals comprising the herd, it is necessary to have either a direct normal sex outlet or a creative, sublimated substitute. Suppression is necessary for self-preservation. In reaching the higher levels of sex expression and turning from self-love to a complete heterosexual desire, a transference is made from the mother object to another female who answers more fully our sex wants.

In the character Dreiser has portrayed. this evolutionary process is checked. In an infantile manner the boy reaches out for the sex object nearest at hand; his mental status prevents him from adjusting himself to the more elemental demands of society. It is interesting to follow the story of the trial in the courts of law. The clever prosecuting attorney is unable to confuse the loyal family group who try to save the life of the uncaught culprit. Only when the father, urged by his conscience, reveals the plot of the family to save the boys life by concealment and lies, are they able to fix the guilt upon his son.

Every physician or student of psychology who is interested in psychopathological conditions will find it worth while to study this book, even though some of the conclusions are not as fundamental as they might be.


From: The New York Supplement, V. 171, July 29-October 14, 1918, West Publishing Company, 1918, p.605-607

Dreiser v. John Lane Co. [Excerpt]



(Supreme Court, Appellate Division, First Department. July 11, 1918.)



Submission Of Controversy <§=>3  Nature Of Question  Facts  Scope Of Inquiry  Powers Of Court.

Submission of controversy whether a book is obscene, which arose from publishers refusal to publish the book or advertise it further, on receipt of notice from the Society for the Suppression of Vice, under Penal Law, § 1147, that the book is obscene, does not present a proper Question for determination; the question whether it is obscene being one of fact.

Submission of controversy under Code Civ. Proc. § 1279, between Theodore Dreiser and the John Lane Company. Dismissed.

Argued before CLARKE, P. J., and LAUGHLIN, SMITH, PAGE, and SHEARN, JJ.

Stanchfield & Levy, of New York City (Joseph S. Auerbach, of New York City, of counsel, and John B. Stanchfield and Martin A. Schenck, both of New York City, on the brief), for plaintiff.

John Delahunty, of New York City (John J. Kirby, of New York City, of counsel), for defendant.



CLARKE, P. J. The plaintiff is the author of a book entitled The Genius. The defendant is a domestic corporation engaged in the business of selling, advertising, and publishing books and periodicals. On the 30th day of July, 1914, plaintiff and defendant entered into a contract for the sale, advertisement, and publication of said book, under which plaintiff guaranteed to the defendant that it contained nothing of a scandalous, immoral, or libelous nature. The defendant agreed to publish and sell said book, and pay the plaintiff 20 per cent, of the retail price on all copies sold in the United States and England. The defendant commenced the sale, advertisement, and publication, and up to July 28, 1916, sold approximately 8,000 copies thereof. On or about said date the New York Society for the Suppression of Vice, incorporated by a special act of the New York Legislature, and which under section 1147 of the Penal Law (Consol. Laws, c. 40) is given the power to make arrests for violations of the laws against obscene literature, notified the defendant that it claimed that the sale, advertisement, and publication of the said book violated the laws of the state against obscene literature, and threatened to prosecute the defendant criminally if further sale thereof were not discontinued. Thereupon the defendant withdrew the said book from the market and discontinued its publication, and refuses to sell, advertise, or publish the same unless and until it be judicially determined that it is not a violation of the said law to do so. The submission contains the following paragraphs:



1 2. The plaintiff claims that the said book is not scandalous, immoral, libelous, or obscene, and does not tend to corrupt the morals, and that its sale, advertisement, and publication are not a violation of the said laws; and the plaintiff claims that the defendants action as aforesaid is in breach of the said contract. The defendant concedes that its action as aforesaid is not justified, but Is in violation of the said contract, if the sale, advertisement, or publication of the said book does not violate the said laws.

1 3. The parties agree that this court shall render such judgment as shall be proper on the foregoing facts, and the parties stipulate that, if it shall be determined that the sale, advertisement, or publication of the said book Is a violation of the said laws, in that event the defendants action is justified under said contract, and judgment shall be against the plaintiff; that if the sale, advertisement, or publication of the said book is not a violation of the said laws, in that event the defendants action is not justified, but is in breach of said contract, and that a decree may be entered enjoining the defendant from further violation of said contract, and granting the plaintiff such other and further relief as may be just.



It is apparent that what the author and the publisher of the book in question desire is an expression by this court of its opinion as to whether the book violates the law against obscene literature. In People v. Muller, 32 Hun, 209, Mr. Justice Daniels said:

And as the statute has given this general definition of the character of the acts constituting the offense, it must necessarily have been designed that the drawing, picture, photograph or writing should be exhibited to and observed by the jury, for them to determine as a matter of fact, in the exercise of their good sense and judgment, whether or not they were obscene and indecent. That was considered the proper course to be pursued in Regina v. Hicklin, L. R. 3 Q. B. 360. * * * It was approved in the Circuit Court of the United States in the ease of United States v. Bennett in an elaborate opinion delivered by Mr. Justice Blatchford, and it seems to be the only mode in which the charge made in the indictment could be properly tried, or the law itself vindicated or carried into effect. The question in all these cases must be: What is the impression produced upon the mind by perusing or observing the writing or picture referred to in the indictment? And one person is as competent to determine that as another.



This was affirmed in 96 N. Y. 408, 48 Am. Re, where in sustaining the rejection of expert evidence upon the subject the court said:

It was properly rejected for the reason that the issue was not whether in the opinion of witnesses or of a class of people the photographs were indecent or obscene, or whether they were so in fact, and upon this issue witnesses could neither be permitted to give their own opinions or to state the aggregate opinion of a particular clans or part of the community. To permit such evidence would put the witness in the place of the jury, and the latter would have no function to discharge.



In United States v. Bennett, 16 Blatchf. 338, Fed. Cas. No. 14,571, in reviewing a conviction upon an indictment for depositing an obscene book in the mails, the United States Circuit Court (Blatchford, Benedict, and Choate), Blatchford, J., writing, said:

We are unable to recognize the force of the suggestion that the defendant, in the case of an Indictment for depositing an obscene book in the mail, is entitled to take the opinion of the court by demurrer as to whether the matter alleged to be obscene is obscene.



It seems, therefore, to have been settled authoritatively that whether a publication is obscene or not is a question of fact. In Doyle v. Olson Realty Co., 132 App. Div. 200, 116 N. Y. Sup, this court said:

The court is confined to the facts agreed upon and can make no inferences or in any way depart from or go beyond the statement presented. * * * The court will not decide questions in which parties not before the court are interested, the effect of which would be to foreclose their rights without a hearing, even though It might lead to the settlement of a particular controversy



 and dismissed the proceeding.


From: Time, December 30, 1922, p.13

Portraits

Theodore Dreiser



Much writing in realistic manner has been done since the days when Sister Carrie was published, discussed, suppressed, and discussed, republished and discussed. Theodore Dreiser, as a legend in American writing, is assured his place. Now he publishes his autobiography, A Book About Myself, and with its publication he returns to New York City, from which he has long been absent. Tall, slightly stooped, with whitening hair, ruddy but not red, vigorous; he does not seem the lumbering, somewhat gross figure I had been led to expect from other descriptions. His only peculiarity of dress is a slouch cap, his manner of speech is careful, forceful, eager. One does not notice in conversation the looseness of phrase that one finds in his writings. To many persons it has been a mystery why this dramatic figure in American writing has been so long silent. Why doesnt he publish a book? they ask. Is he finished? Is he an old man? No, he is not an old man, nor is he finished. Dreiser simply does not believe in publishing a novel for the sake of publishing a novel. When he feels that he has something of importance to say again, he will say it. Meanwhile he is working on a dramatization of his Ike Genius and turning out an occasional short story. New York he finds sadly changed. It is more foreign than the most foreign city, he will tell you. No longer, in any sense, American. And the prices!

Whereupon, on that old, familiar, thoroughly Dreiserian text, he will talk ad lib.


From: The Argonaut, V. 79, No. 2066, October 28, 1916, p.280

The Genius, a book written by Theodore Dreiser and published by the John Lane Company, has been attacked by the Western Society for the Suppression of Vice. Endeavors are being made by members of the society to suppress the book and prohibit the mailing of the volume in this country and England. In this respect the following cablegram to the publisher was received, signed by Arnold Bennett, William J. Locke, E. Temple Thurston, and H. G. Wells: Convey to Dreiser and Authors League following message: We regard The Genius as a work of high literary merit and sympathize with the Authors League of America in their protest against its suppression.


From: The Smart Set, V. 70, No. 3, March 1923, p.51

Repetition Generale [excerpt]



By H.L. Mencken and George Jean Nathan

Marginal Note.  The truth has a horrible sweat to survive in this world, but a piece of nonsense, however absurd on its face, always seems to prosper. I come at once to an example: the notion that I discovered, as the phrase has it, Theodore Dreiser, the novelist. This imbecility is constantly cropping up in the newspapers; it costs me a large sum annually to buy it from the clipping bureaux. There is no more truth in it than in the notion that the botanical name of the whale is blatta orientalis…Dreiser wrote Sister Carrie in 1899, and it got into type in 1900. I first heard of it in 1902, when I was handed a copy of the suppressed and rare first edition by the late George Bronson-Howard, a man of very sound taste in letters. It was not until 1906 that I ever enjoyed the honor of witnessing Dreiser personally; it was not until 1907 that I ever had any traffic with him. and then it was as a contributor to the Delineator, of which he was editor; it was not until 1908 that I ever wrote a line about him. Long before this he was a very well-known man…

A trivial matter, to be sure. But why is it that such puerile nonsense always shows such tenacity of life? When Sister Carrie was published I was precisely 20 years old. In these days, of course, with the Foetal School in full flower, that is mature age for an American critic of the arts, but in my time it was generally believed, and I think with some show of plausibility, that a youth short of his majority was fit only for writing poetry. To that banal art, in fact, I then devoted myself, and connoisseurs of adolescent glycosuria are familiar with the result: Ventures Into Verse. Nothing, I need not add, would give me greater joy than to be able to say truthfully that I had discovered Dreiser. He retains, after all these years, a rare and peculiar eminence. He has had a larger influence upon the development of the serious American novel than any other man, living or dead. He is a Kopf of the first rank among us. But long before I wrote my first dithyrambs upon him, he had been praised lavishly by various distinguished English critics, and even a few advanced American professors had heard of him.

So much for the simple facts. But will they dispose of the contrary nonsense? They will not. When Dreiser is hanged at last, at least three-fourths of the morons who write obituaries of him in the newspapers will say that I discovered him, and perhaps half of them will add that it is a good reason for hanging me with the same rope.


From: California Outlook, V. 20, No. 5, August 1916, p.113-114

Some Spooky Drama

Plays of the Natural and Supernatural



Theodore Dreiser is determined to startle. After wearying us with the interminable pages of his Genius he publishes a thin little volume of one-act plays which are the apotheosis of condensation. Moreover, he invents an entirely new technic, whereby he shifts his scene from one point to another as rapidly as motion pictures do; and further complicates his surprise by introducing a strong undercurrent of mysticism of an unclassifiable sort. Add to this the fact that he includes among the characters introduced into the dialogue spirits, voices, subliminal selves, chemical elements, physical powers, and even the rhythm of the universe, and you get an interesting potpourri.

Only one of these plays, The Girl in the Coffin, could be put upon the stage; and it is perhaps the least interesting in the book. The fact that these plays are unactable does not, however, keep them from being dramatic. Every one of them is calculated to produce a shudder  or at least, a chill; and one or two of them are horrible. They show characteristics of Mr. Dreiser which even his faithful followers since the days of Sister Carrie can hardly have suspected; and they will surely afford thoughtful hours to every student of the drama.

Bruce Bliven


From: The Dial, V. 61, No. 726, October 5, 1916, p.254

Casual Comment

The odium of self-appointed censorship may and often does more than counterbalance the justness of an adverse criticism, especially when the criticism has to do with the delicate question of decency, or moral purity. That we see only what we have eyes to see, that we find in a book only what we find in ourselves, is a truth that may well deter one from advertising ones discoveries of alleged indecency in a writer s pages. And so it is that the present censorious assaults upon Mr. Theodore Dreiser are quite as likely to work injury to the assailants as to Mr. Dreiser; more likely, in fact. In a brief and well-considered protest from the Authors League against the efforts now being made to destroy the work of Theodore Dreiser, it may be that these efforts are taken too seriously, and that the fear expressed lest they do great damage to the freedom of letters in the United States is groundless; but there is some truth in the assertion that the method of the attack, with its attempt to ferret out blasphemy and indecency where they are not, and to condemn a serious artist under a law aimed at common rogues, is unjust and absurd. A general protest on the part of writers is asked for against interference by persons who, by their own statement, judge all books by narrow and impossible standards, and a plea is made for such amendments to the existing laws as will prevent such persecutions in future. Mr. Harold Hersey, 33 West 42d Street, New York, is sending out copies of this protest for signature by American writers. After all, there is a humorous aspect to this whole affair, serious though it be in the eyes of the Authors League; and Mr. Dreiser will not be the last person to see it. His books are receiving the best imaginable free advertising, as his next semi-annual check for royalties will very agreeably prove to him.


From: The Smart Set, V. 70, No. 3, March 1923, p.143-144

Adventures Among Books [excerpt]



By H.L. Mencken

Among the other books that I have adventured among since our last session I have got most entertainment out of The Undertakers Garland, by John Peale Bishop and Edmund Wilson, Jr. (Knopf), A Book About Myself, by Theodore Dreiser (Liveright), and The Cathedral, by Hugh Walpole (Doran). The Dreiser book, a tome of more than 500 large pages, is the second volume of what is projected as a three-volume autobiography. It deals with the authors years as a newspaper reporter, and, despite his usual discursiveness and undistinguished English, it is a work full of fascination. Here we see the beginnings of the Dreiser novels and of the Dreiserian philosophy of resigned pessimism. That philosophy is not the fruit of a native sinfulness, as Prof. Dr. Sherman would have us believe; it is the fruit of an extensive and laborious observation of the human farce from a singularly favorable grandstand. While Dr. Sherman was an innocent child in Iowa, and familiar with blood only as it issued from the cut necks of domestic fowl, Dreiser was serving as a reporter at Bellevue Hospital and along the water-front of New York. That service knocked all the ethical cocksureness of the prairie out of it, and put pity into him. He is today perhaps the only American novelist who shows any sign of being able to feel profoundly, and he is surely the only one who can arouse genuine feeling in his readers. There are plenty of others who far surpass him in technical facility, in humor and in ingenuity, but there is none who comes near him in the primary business of a novelist, which is to make the transaction depicted seem real, and important, and poignant. His poor drab, Jennie Gerhardt, is perhaps the most unattractive woman ever put into a novel as heroine. She is dull, helpless, and without imagination, and it is hard to think of her save as a frump. But Dreiser somehow makes a tragic figure of her before he finishes. In the sordid, commonplace story of her life there is a presentation of the universal misery of man. To do that is to accomplish a very rare and difficult business. The only other American novelist who seems likely ever to achieve it is Miss Cather.

Dreisers career as a reporter was not distinguished, and the tale he has to tell is thus not very startling. He covered the usual assignments, met the usual public frauds, saw the usual horrors, diverted himself in his scant leisure with the usual carnalities of young reporters. I doubt that his newspaper writings, though they were regarded as masterpieces by the staff of the Pittsburgh Dispatch, had any actual merit as journalism. He is quite without the journalistic talent for superficial vividness; he must have room to maneuver. In A Book About Myself he gives himself this room, and the result, despite some windy excursions, is a volume that probably gives a better picture of the life of a young reporter than any that could be written by a better journalist. I need not add that absolutely nothing is left out. We have meticulous reports of conversations carried on 30 years ago; voluminous discussions of obscure and forgotten personalities; laborious accounts of banal love affairs. It is, on the surface, obvious, unimportant, dull; it is, underneath, full of a strange eloquence.


From: McClures Magazine, V. 40, No. 5, March 1913, p.231 and 235

Books of the Day

By Gardner W. Wood

The Financier, the latest production of Theodore Dreiser, is printed in small type and fills 780 narrow-margined pages. it also by this fact fills the average reader with horror  we have yet to find any one who has had the courage to finish this monumental collection of quaint and simple Dreiserian words.

For two years Mr. Dreiser has been the mode, ever since the publication of Jennie Gerhardt, whose instant success served to resurrect Sister Carrie, his previous story, for a larger and Jennie Gerhardt was proclaimed, albeit, with rather apoplectic enthusiasm, as the greatest book of the decade. Many a critic nailed his flag to the mast with that statement.

Very naturally, then, the appearance of Mr. Dreisers third book, The Financier (Harpers), was eagerly awaited  and has been greeted with mingled emotions. One faction has asked itself, Was our claque a little too loud when Jennie Gerhardt made her bow? The others, disappointed but still hopeful, feel that if he learns his lesson Mr. Dreiser will do We hope so, too.

The Financier is as simple in plot as its predecessors. Philadelphia at the time when traction systems were first developing possibilities as millionaires toys is the theater of action. Frank Cowperwood, whose fictional presentment is obviously based on an actual pirate of finance, is the pivotal character. The story concerns the rise of Cowperwood from obscurity to great power in Philadelphia finance, his marriage, his ruin at the hands of the politician who had befriended him and whom he had repaid by debauching his daughter, his term in prison, his financial rehabilitation, and the swift-following descent upon Chicago with his inamorata for future but undivulged activities.

With Mr. Dreisers characterizations there is little fault to find. They are done with minute precision, and have the same sharp brilliance that dazzled the readers of Jennie Gerhardt. Cowperwood himself, old man Butler his patron, Aileen the feminine firebrand are splendid drawings. The story is, or would be if it were not swathed in a winding-sheet of words, a gripping drama. But Mr. Dreiser has overdone the thing that had distinguished him.

He is like a dredge scooping its way across country. Everything is brought to the surface: mud, water; stones, organic life, sticks, tadpoles, old shoes  everything; and left open to the startled vision of man. Nothing escapes the automatic Mr. Dreiser, and it all goes into his book; leather chairs, stained glass of a soothing key, politicians innumerable, turgid and frequent philosophizing, boodle, intrigue of all known varieties, Gothic architecture, black silk stockings  an unending hodge-podge of detail, gone over and over with iteration and reiteration until the weary brain reels and shrieks for relief.

Perhaps after this gigantic effort Mr. Dreiser will amend his ways and his diction. There is such a thing as overestimating the quantity of ones own quaint qualities and misdirecting ones directness.


From: The Nation, V. 110, No. 2861, May 1, 1920, p.595-596

According to Dreiser

Hey Rub-a-Dub-Dub



By Van Wyck Brooks

The Dreiser who emerges in these essays is anything but the pachydermatous animal that has caused so much alarm in respectable circles. He is very like a perplexed and weary child, dazzled by a kaleidoscope in which he is able to discern no thread of meaning. One receives the impression of an essentially passive, diffident, and highly sensitive spirit that has been hurt by life and is yet perpetually charmed anew by its active, dancing, changeful beauty. Personally, he says somewhere, I stand with the fools of love, because I think for all their follies and errors and Lear-like end, they are happier. He ranges himself, in short, with the Sister Carries and Jennie Gerhardts of his own creation.

And the view of life which he presents is just such a view as Jennie might have held, amplified, articulated in a measure, but still dark, jumbled, limited, instinctive, and sentimental. He likes life, this sharp, grasping scheme of things; he likes Mr. Woolworths splendid tower; he likes everything that is vivid, colorful, human; he likes change and believes in it for by change have come all the spectacles, all the charms, and all the creature comforts of which our consciousness is aware. Furthermore, he likes the American Financier and writes a chapter to show that although Russell Sage and Jay Gould were probably inacceptable in polite society, and might have done much more for art, they at least achieved that avid forceful expression that so delights God, Good, Nature, Force, the Universal Substance. Isnt that Jennie all over? If Jennie had been appointed foreman of a railway gang she would have resigned, too, and for just the reason Mr. Dreiser gives in The Toil of the Laborer: Not to drive where I could not ease, not to urge where I could not repay, not to be a tool in the hands of their indifferent masters who could not or would not interest themselves in them, was something, even though my ceasing could not relieve them of their toil. Jennie knew quite well that the race is to the strong and that it is mere rubbish, the theory of the uplifters that all you have to do is to reach out and Take the World and Its Yours. As for Secrecy  Its Value, another of the Dreiserian themes, Jennie never had a doubt of that. The charm that would disappear with the arrival of absolute frankness, the mystery that would go! . . . We do not know [the creatures of the earth]; we do not under  stand them; we wonder at their states, their thoughts, their moods, what they will do, which way turn when attacked, whom attack, whom deceive, whom praise, whom reward. Secrecy-secrecy-mystery. If it were gone the illusion of life itself, which is all that it is, would be gone also. And we are cautioned to love truth and to say truly and to our own hurt if necessary! Cant you hear Jennie saying that? Add the obsession of sex; an extreme skepticism on the subject of permanent unions (Does the average strong, successful man confine himself to one woman? Has he ever?); a conception of reformers, saints, and messiahs as magnified vice investigators, equally futile if not equally impertinent; a general surrender to Nature because Nature wins anyway; and a view of life as the mere idle rocking of force in one direction or another  and you have the complete Weltanschauung of, well, one of the most beautifully and tenderly drawn women in American fiction.

In his novels Mr. Dreiser seems very much the thinker. One is astonished, consequently, to find how unsublimated a product he is of the benighted environment he describes in his last essay when he has no characters through whom to express himself. , Very simple and almost purely emotional is the reaction upon life cloaked in the scientific verbiage of this book. One asks oneself whether the soul of Jennie Gerhardt is not really the soul of Mr. Dreiser himself and whether that doesnt explain the ceaseless thrill with which he has felt the magnetism of all those agents of avid force, those dinosaurs of the dollar he so loves to track through the American jungle. One thing is certain: he is far more interesting as the painter of Jennies life than as the recorder of Jennies views.


From: Contemporary Portraits: Second Series, by Frank Harris, published by the author, 1919, p.81-106

Theodore Dreiser

I came across Sister Carrie when it was first published in England ten or twelve years ago and it made a deep and enduring impression on me. I sent copies of it broadcast to all my friends and those whom I knew to be interested in literature. The story of the gradual decay and ruin of Hurstwood seemed to me a masterly piece of work and I considered the book one of the modern novels most likely to live.

I was naturally curious, therefore, to meet the author, and almost as soon as I came to stay in New York I looked him up.

Dreisers appearance surprised me; he seemed clumsy: a big burly man  he must be five feet ten or eleven in height and weigh some 190 pounds; a large head with German features. 1 mean by German, irregular, large, and fleshy, as if moulded in putty; the mouth sensuous with thick lips; the eyes (the feature of the face) thoughtful gray eyes with a sort of glance to the side in one of them that gives you the impression of a cast and conveys the idea of quick alertness  very distinctive in a man whose manner is rather heavy and whose speech is inclined to be slow and impressive.

Naturally I talked with him both about his books and about his life, particularly about the early formative years and the moulding influences. In brief outlines this is what he told me: He was brought up in the small country town of Evansville, Ind., as a strict Catholic; his father was a Catholic bigot; I never knew, he says, a narrower, more hide-bound religionist nor one more tender and loving in his narrow way.

He was a crank, a tenth-rate Saint Simon (sic!) or Francis of Assissi. His mother, on the other hand, was a happy, hopeful animal; an open, uneducated, wondering, dreamy mind; a pagan mother taken over into the Catholic Church at marriage; a great poet-mother because she loved fables and fairies and half believed in them; a great-hearted mother  loving, tender, charitable. I always say I know how great some souls can be because I know how splendid that of my mother was.

The first books that made any impression on Dreiser were Goldsmiths Deserted Village and the Vicar of Wakefield. They seemed to him like real life. When he was almost thirteen, he had a woman teacher at the public school who was astonishingly sympathetic. He writes to her still. She suggested his reading Hawthorne, Washington Irving and Fenimore Cooper, and then Thackeray, Drvden and Pope. A little later Carlyles French Revolution was a sort of revelation to him while Shakespeare opened a new world full of color and light.

When he was about fourteen or so he fell in love with a girl of his own age, Dora Yaisley, but was too shy to approach her; remembers being chased and kissed by another playmate, Augusta Neuweiler, plump and pretty, with a cap of short dark ringlets swirling about her eyes and ears and a red and brown complexion and an open, pretty mouth.

At sixteen he went to Chicago and worked for a hardware company at $5 a week. He soon realized with a horrible depression that he could never be a successful salesman, which was at the moment the object of his ambition; he would never get money enough to marry and be happy.

Had you flirted before this time?

No, he replied. I was more frightened of girls than of lightning and felt the same horrible depression about them and my chance of success with them as I felt in regard to business. At the same time many of them seemed beautiful to me and I longed to have them like me; they formed most of the brightness of life. I remember when I was about sixteen, two girls came past one day and saw me swinging; they began to talk and evidently wanted to make friends. I swung them, too, but I could not even respond to their advances.

Another girl, I remember, put her arms round me one evening and held my hands. I could not speak; my heart was in my mouth; I was nearer choking than kissing; I could not believe that she liked me, much less admired me. I lived in this horrible depression till I was nearly twenty.

While working in the hardware store I met one acquaintance who exercised a great influence over me. He was a Dane  a drunkard and a lecher  excessively vicious, but with marvellous brains, I thought, marvellous ability. He taught me a lot about politics and statecraft and really made me believe in the relative crudeness of life in Western America as compared with Europe  a thing wholly incredible to me at first. He laughed Christianity off the boards for me. Up to that time I had been a believer, but he introduced me to Spencer and Lecky and altogether widened my horizon in the most amazing way. He would borrow money from me and tell me afterwards he would not pay me back, which I thought extraordinary, but I forgave him because he was so valuable to me.

A little later I met another woman teacher who helped me on my upward way with real intelligence. She was a Miss Fielding. She proposed that I should go to college. I told her I hadnt the money; she said she would help me and she did help me. At her instigation I wrote to David Starr Jordan, at that time President at Bloomington, and he was good enough to relax scholastic requirements in my favor, for he agreed with Miss Fielding that I would get the intellectual atmosphere at college and such an experience must do me good.

I attended college for something over a year, from eighteen to nineteen. I learned little in the way of positive knowledge, but I got a vision of the intellectual fields and began to realize the significance of languages and scientific studies. But the economic pressure was too heavy on me and at nineteen I returned to Chicago and became a clerk in a real estate office  a rent chaser at $8 a week. This work gave me some time to myself; after I had collected my rents I could spend the afternoon and evening reading; but the company failed and I became a collector for a furniture house at $12 a week; a little later I got $14 a week. I found it possible here by working earnestly to get time to myself, and I read Greens History of England, Guizots France and Macaulay. But my daily work seemed trivial to me and I felt I was no good at it.

I have dwelt at length on this early failure of Dreiser as a business man, because I believe it explains his wonderful painting of Hurstwoods failure and fall to ruin in Sister Carrie. Dreiser soon found the upward path. Again I let him tell his story:

At this time Eugene Field was writing for the Chicago Daily News little pictures of Chicago life. After reading two or three of them 1 thought I ought to be able to do work like that myself. I sat down and wrote a lot of similar sketches and sent them to him, but he never answered me. This was the nadir of my depression. Life was most beautiful to me  thrilling as a poem. When I thought of the girls I passed in the street I could have sung or wept, they were so attractive to me, but my own relation to life was all wrong and I did not know how to set it right; it was Field who started me thinking about becoming a reporter and writer.

I began haunting newspaper offices and asking whether they needed anybody. They all gave me no for an answer. One day I talked to a man who told me I should go to some small paper like the Chicago Globe. I did this, but had no better luck.

My mother died this fall, and I was absolutely alone and forlorn.

That winter I met a girl. She was a clerk in a department store, quite simple and beautiful. We fell in love with each other. She brought me the stimulus I needed. I had saved about $60. I resolved to quit the business game for good and all and jump into the stream. In May, 1891, I resigned; I would starve or get into newspaper work.

Well, I hung around newspaper offices till I was as well known as a lost dog. At length I met a man who helped me. John Maxwell was the copy-reader for the Chicago Globe; a big man seemingly cynical and contemptuous of everything, not excepting me, but underneath his rough exterior he was all genial kindness and sweetness. He saw me one day and asked me about my life. I told him everything and he began by saying that the newspaper game was not worth anything; but if I wanted to get into it I easily could. There was a great National Democratic Convention coming on in June; I ought to get work then. He got the Globe to give me a trial and told me to go and get all the facts I could about the Democratic Convention.

I remember that a dinner was being given to a Senator from South Carolina. It seemed that he was the dark horse and might be elected instead of Cleveland. I happened to say in the auditorium that he ought to be elected, in my opinion. I had no reason for it; I just said it to show an original point of view. Standing near me was a large man in a light suit. He immediately introduced himself to me as the Senator in question and asked me to come up to his room. I went with him; I remember that his room had a balcony with a window looking over the lake. He said: I can tell you things and will. You were good enough to mention me, but to-night at midnight Cleveland will be elected; the Convention which is now in session has fixed that. Take my name to the secretary of Mr. W. C. Whitney and tell him I sent you; hell give you all details.

I thanked him and did as I was told and got the scoop. I ran to the Globe office and told John Maxwell. He said: Sit down and write it! I did write it and he fixed it up, re-writing a good deal of it himself. The two columns made a sensation, but when I saw the story in print I saw that it was Maxwells work that had made it and not mine.

Then I came across another writer, John C. McInnins; he drank like a fish, but took a fancy to me. He gave me the idea of writing up the fake auction shops and told me I could drive them out of business. They began by trying to bribe me. One gave me a gold watch, another $100, to be let alone. I handed over the watch and the money to the police and my articles got all the shops closed up.

Next year the Worlds Fair was to be held in St. Louis. I obtained an introduction to Joseph B. McCullough of the Globe-Democrat, and he gave me work at $20 a week. I had only a poor bedroom, and so I spent all day in the office, which turned out to be a very fortunate thing for me.

I was not earning my money, when one day a real estate man came into the office who said he had just come from Chicago and had seen a big wreck on the Alton railway; the train was burning and a reporter ought to be sent out at once. I decided to go myself. There happened to be an oil train on the next siding, and just as I got on the spot the fire reached the oil and there was a terrific explosion; thirty-two people were killed and I had seen it happen.

I wired a rough sketch to the city editor and asked him to send me down an artist; then I went back wondering whether I should be praised or fired, I was still so nervous about myself.

McCullough was a little fat Irishman, brusque in manner but kindly. Some years later he committed suicide. He always sat at his desk with a circle of papers strewn all round him; the moment he had looked through one he threw it on the floor. As soon as I got back I was sent for by him. I went to his presence in fear and trembling, but he quickly reassured me.

You have done a fine piece of work, he said. From now on you get $25 a week, and here is a small present for you for your initiative, and he gave me $50 in cash. I just went out and turned hand-springs all over St. Louis. A little later the dramatic editor resigned and I decided to ask for the place. I waylaid McCullough as he entered the building, but could hardly get the words out:

Would you let me try to be dramatic editor? I asked.

He looked at me and snapped: All right; you are the dramatic editor, and went on.

I had already tried to write poetry and now I wrote a sensational comedy and a comic opera, but neither of them came to anything and they finally got lost.

I made up my mind to go to New York and I arrived in Manhattan Island by way of Toledo and Pittsburgh in 1894.

I got on the World by an accident. I went down to the World office and was waiting about when Arthur Brisbane, then a middle-aged man, with light sandy hair passed. He looked at me and asked me who I was. I told him my name was Dreiser and I wanted a job. He took me over to a man called Quail and said: Give him a desk and an assignment.

I failed lamentably on the World. The great city scared me stiff. I was told to go and interview Russell Sage about something. They might as well have asked me to interview St. Peter. Then there was a fight in the Hoffman House between two sports  well-known men both  Whitneys or Vanderbilts, I forget the names. I went up but could not for the life of me go in and speak to the manager. I was too shy. Fancy, David Graham Phillips and Richard Harding Davis had just left the World, and in comparison with such masters I failed absolutely.

I should have come to utter grief at twenty-three or twenty-four if it had not been for the fact that my brother was an actor and wrote popular songs. He was a good many years older than I was and I used to hang around his office. At this time he was trying to bring out a paper. I went to Brentanos and found some English and French papers  Pick-me-up, Le Rire, Truth. I saw that they were new, thought they would catch on. I helped my brother with his paper and we had a certain success. I worked on it for two years and learned the business.

About this time I read the Data of Ethics and First Principles of Herbert Spencer. They nearly killed me, took every shred of belief away from me; showed me that I was a chemical atom in a whirl of unknown forces; the realization clouded my mind. I felt the rhythm of life, but the central fact to me was that the whole thing was unknowable  incomprehensible. I went into the depths and I am not sure that I have ever got entirely out of them. I have not much of a creed  certainly no happy or inspiring belief to this day.

But the other side of me had grown too. In St. Louis I had met a very lovely girl  religious, thoughtful, well-read. I married her in 1898, and that year I wrote Sister Carrie, when I was twenty-seven, my wife helping me a great deal.

In half a year I realized that for me marriage was a disaster. At the end of the first year and a half it had become a torture. It was a binding state and I was not to be bound. My wife was good and kind and all the rest of it, but tied to her I could not get any good out of matrimony. I was afraid Id go mad. I begged her to set me free and she did.

These are the chief formative incidents of Dreisers life and they tell us, I think, a good deal about his nature and his environment. First of all, he would not have been helped in his newspaper work in any European country as he was helped in America; then his shyness with girls and his fear of failure in life show a long continued immaturity.

Such slowness of growth and youthful ineffectiveness are very rare, I imagine, in men of great intellectual power. Nearly all the men who have made a name in literature or art have been distinguished by extraordinary precocity; but I see no reason for this in the nature of things and I am inclined to believe that those destined to grow for many years usually grow slowly at first like oak trees.

Now to give some idea of the man as he is today and especially of his mind.

First of all he is a radical in politics, as are most men who think for themselves. As is natural, he is for complete freedom in art and literature.

The treatment accorded to his first book, Sister Carrie, was bad enough to make a Liberal of anyone.

The book was written between October, 1899, and May, 1900. He sent it to Harper & Brothers, who rejected it. Then it was taken to Doubleday, Page & Co., who accepted it and drew up a contract giving Dreiser fifteen per cent, as a royalty. Frank Norris was their reader at the time. Walter H. Page wrote Dreiser a letter congratulating him on the book.

But Mrs. Doubleday did not approve of the book, and so it was condemned. Norris suggested that Doubleday should be held to his contract, and Dreiser followed his counsel. Years later Thomas H. McKee, who was then Doubledays attorney, told Dreiser that the firm came to him for advice how best to suppress the book. He told them to publish a given number of copies and put them in their cellar. This they did. Outside a few copies sent by Norris to reviewers, not one was given out or sold. The only hearing the book received was in England where Heinemann issued it the following year (1901). It was an immediate and unqualified success.

Dreisers books brought him again and again into conflict with the lewd puritanism which is the disgrace and curse of American life.

In 1914 his novel, The Titan, was accepted by Harpers. An edition of ten thousand was printed and then the book was thrown back on the authors hands to be disposed of as he might think fit. Someone or other regarded it, too, as immoral. Dreiser has never been able to learn even the name of his critic.

Only the other day the infamous Society for the Suppression of Vice proceeded against his latest book, The Genius, frightened the publisher out of his wits and thereby robbed Dreiser of nearly all the pecuniary results of two years labor. I say robbed advisedly, for when this vile society is defeated in the law-courts it never even attempts to make reparation to its innocent victims.

More recently still, in the winter of 1917, a four-act tragedy Dreiser had written was refused by his present publishers, not on the ground that it was immoral, but that it was too terrible. Too terrible for the shallow surface optimism of America.

Dreiser is one of the first writers and thinkers in the country: we punish him or allow him to be punished for doing the best in him, for giving us of his best with utmost effort of brain and heart. This is a symptom of mortal disease in the body corporate. The mere idea will make most people smile; American civilization condemned because a Dreiser is mulcted in a couple of thousand dollars for writing The Genius! Ha! ha! ha! and again, Ho! ho!

It seems to me that the teaching of history on this matter is unequivocal. No nation can persecute its prophets without paying the penalty.

We all know how the Jews treated their prophets; they were warned on the highest authority that such conduct would bring ruin on them: Your houses shall be left unto you desolate. The prediction has been duly fulfilled.

But now to return to Dreiser. He stands for freedom in its widest sense and toleration to the extreme. He loves liberty perhaps too much to advocate doles to struggling men of letters or to the widows of writers and their orphans such as are provided in Great Britain; but he would have no serious objection to such charitable assistance. In any case he would hardly look on this charity as a duty and a most important duty of the State. That is to say he is an American and has but a vague conception of an ordered and highly organized State, such as alone can survive in the world-competition of the future. He thinks that all he has a right to ask is freedom to live his own life, think his own thoughts and write as he likes, and he is exasperated by finding his freedom to write curtailed by the vulgar prejudice of a society of lewd busybodies led by an unscrupulous hypocrite.

Now what are his thoughts on the deepest questions? He has come through the Slough of Despond as Christian Hid, but has he found firm ground on the other side? Is he one of the bringers of light sacred forever or is he content to stumble about in darkness unillumined? He tells me that he can see no object in things  no goal; nor in the life of man any purpose; certainly no moral purpose or plan. Acts have their consequences which he is willing to believe are logical, though he is far from sure even of that; often the results of slight errors are so dreadful as to suggest malevolence. We men are malevolent often; why not the Maker of men?

Eat, drink, work and be merry, therefore, for to-morrow you die, seems to me a fair summary of his belief, which indeed is the comfortless creed of a majority of his countrymen on evil days now fallen and evil tongues.

It is to Dreisers credit and the credit of our long-suffering and resilient human nature that his despairing outlook on life does not make him cruel or indifferent to others suffering or indeed unduly depressed and melancholy. He takes the goods the gods send and is fairly content so long as health and strength endure; a good dinner and good talk are good things, and a girls lips and the surrender in her eyes can make a new heaven and a new earth for him. That is, Dreiser is in fairly true relation to the centre of gravity of this world even if he has no notion how the centre is changing and whither this solid globe itself is moving with all that it inhabit.

And so he is a fair and interesting critic of other mens work and a helpful influence, this robust, healthy, sincere and outspoken man, Dreiser.

He thinks both Twain and Dickens negligible, and he does not admire Emerson or Whitman wholeheartedly, much less will he admit that my admiration of David Graham Phillips is well-founded. Here his criticism is that of a creator; he says:

David Graham Phillips often sketches a character and then loses hold of it and in the course of the narration allows another soul to enter in and possess the name.

What novel do you refer to? I challenged.

Old Wives for New, he replied, the heroine changes completely.

I dont agree with you, was all I could say. Your point is often just, but it does not apply to Phillips in my opinion, and then I carried the war into his country.

Why have you repeated yourself? I asked. It is a sign of poverty, surely.

Have I? he asked. Where?

Jenny Gerhardt, I said, is only a better Sister Carrie; then you have done The Financier and The Titan, two books to give the one figure of The Millionaire.

Im going to do another on him, he growled; and why not?

No reason, I retorted, save that it is a mere replica or copy.

I dont agree with you, he said stoutly; it is a development.

And then the faults in the drawing, I went on in a flank attack, weaken or rather destroy faith in you. True, the figure of the Millionaire is one of the few generic figures of our time; a figure that should be painted once for all; Sancho Panza throned and triumphant; but youve been too true to life; too realistic.

How do you make that out? he dissented.

You send your millionaire to prison in The Financier, I went on; that showed me you were probably drawing him from life, for financiers as a rule dont go to prison in the United States. The incident is so improbable that as a matter of art it is worse than untrue. I made some inquiries and found that Yerkes had been sent to prison in Philadelphia; altogether too greedy as a young man, even for American tolerance. As soon as I read in The Titan that your financier after his release went west to Chicago and worked to get the street-car system into his control, I knew my guess was right and you had taken Yerkes for your model, for it is almost as unlikely that a great financier should go west as it is that he should be imprisoned. Great financiers in America are attracted to the east  to New York  the biggest market with the largest prizes, draws irresistibly. Accordingly your books seem true to life and not to art in these particulars, for art is life generalized a little.

I would not have believed, he interrupted, that any critic in another country could have drawn such subtle and true deductions, you are quite right, I had Yerkes in my mind as a model when I wrote The Financier and The Titan.

In The Titan, too, I continued, towards the end I recognized the original of the girl who won the hero.

I dare say, Dreiser admitted laughing.

There is no mistake in taking the girl from life, I cried, but sending your model financier to prison was a blunder, was it not?

I see what you mean, he said thoughtfully, and perhaps you are right. I am not convinced.

The financier, I went on, pressing the point, is always a master of everyday life; he would make no mistake in dealing with it.

What do you think of the books in other respects? he asked.

They are vivid, I replied, and theres a splendid love-story in The Financier; but I dont think your portrait of the millionaire will live. You have not made large sums of money yourself or you would have painted him differently. You have not given us even his enormous urge or driving power which is also his chief weakness. It would take too long to explain. Your picture is much the same as the one Claretie gave us in Le Milion thirty years ago.

Dreiser bore my criticism very well, I thought. I wanted him to see that in Europe the best literary criticism is of enormous assistance to the true artist; for it keeps him on stretch, forces him to dig deep into himself to find the pure ore of human nature. Had Sister Carrie been produced in London the authors next books would have shown distinct growth, I believe, because Sister Carrie would have been praised so warmly and yet with such penetrating discrimination that its author would have been encouraged at once and nerved to do even better than his best.

Dreiser told me what indeed anyone might have guessed that Sister Carrie met with a cold reception on the whole, and the few who praised, did so in fear and dread of puritanic condemnation. Sister Carrie gave herself without the sanction of marriage, and, a worse feature still, succeeded in life by reason of her lapses instead of being ruined as puritanism would have it, and accordingly the book was condemned in the United States because of the vital truth in it.

I have gone into this matter at some length because I wish to show how the outworn puritanic creed still injures all works of literary art in America and is apt, too, to injure if not to ruin the artist.

The atmosphere here is far more blighting than it is even in England, and yet for nearly a century now English prudery has prevented the publication of any novel which could be regarded as a masterpiece and read all over Europe. In the public interest our prudery and puritanism must be fought. Of course, the Authors League should have taken up arms for Mr. Dreiser long ago and defended him against the idiotic attacks of the self-styled Society for the Suppression of Vice; but it looks as if the Authors League here as in Great Britain was only devised to provide berths for half a dozen mediocrities.

Meanwhile the great writers suffer. Walt Whitman was hounded out of Washington and lost his post there, was ostracised, indeed, for twenty-five years, and Dreiser has been attacked and punished for writing above the heads of the crowd. Yet he is full of hope and high purpose with half a dozen books in hand; a volume of essays, a philosophic work setting forth the outlines at least of his creed, the third book of the trilogy on the millionaire and other novels.

All these projects and endeavors simply go to prove how indefatigable and unconquerable a man is when he is lucky enough or wise enough to have found his true work and to be able to do it.

When we thwart him, ours is the loss. We have only had a half product from Dreiser  a thought which sometimes depresses me, though the great public does not seem to mind much.

Even now I find I have said little about Mr. Dreisers latest book, The Genius, and not a word about his plays, and yet they both deserve careful consideration.

The Genius  what a title! It quite excited me to think beforehand how one would try to make A Genius real and recognizable to the reader. Dreiser put his title The Genius in inverted commas, I imagine, in sincere doubt whether this animated embodiment of himself or at least reflection of some of his strongest desires and feelings was really a possessor of the divine spark?

The lady novelist usually paints her hero as superbly handsome, brave and gentle, and then throws in the remark he was besides a man of genius. But it takes a little more than that to convince us of genius. The novelist who takes his art seriously is bound to realize his praise; he must at least show us the genius acting or talking as no one but a genius could act or talk. This Dreiser has failed to do, has not even tried to do.

His hero made up in almost equal parts of sexual desire and love of art is an interesting person enough; but just genius is lacking to him in my poor opinion. He is not dynamic or extraordinary in any way. Why then call him a genius, even in inverted commas? The soul of genius is a constant striving towards the light, like a flower pushing its way up through black encumbering earth and even through crevices of stone to air and sunlight.

Growth is the birthmark of genius, a perpetual thirst for a larger, richer life. Dreisers Genius appears to go from girl to girl lured by youth and beauty without any further or higher selection whatsoever. Of course, the sex desire has eyes chiefly for beauty and youth, but in other respects it is not blind. Just in the case of genius there is a seeking after a new experience, a more womanly woman and this groping desire is guided by the aesthetic impulse which demands ever richer nourishment.

The sex-life of a genius is of the most intense interest. Shakespeare has given us three great pictures of it; romantic love in Romeo and Juliet, mature passion in Antony and Cleopatra, lust and jealousy in Othello, and Goethe has given one in the Gretchen episode in Faust of equal value, just as Dante has given another; but the sex-life of an ordinary intelligence is of slight concern, and accordingly I dont admire The Genius of Dreiser greatly.

One of his plays, The Girl in the Coffin, interested me infinitely more; it gives a great stage-picture; is true to life, too, and yet preaches forgiveness for sex-sins superbly.

Now what may be expected from Dreiser? Is he going on from strength to strength till he fulfils himself in some masterpiece or shall we get from him only a half-product, another Sister Carrie, of great promise and half performance?

I cannot tell; I can only hope for the best. Usually the master who has a great deal to say is at first careless, as Balzac was, of how he says it, and grows more and more particular about form as he grows older. But I dont see any growth in Dreiser in this direction. Some of his letters are excellently written; but in his books he is often careless. Even in the portraits of his father and mother, in A Hoosiers Holiday, all steeped in love though they are, there is little or no verbal music; his brush-strokes even are not studied; he repeats himself in successive clauses: A great poet-mother, a greathearted mother, without a reason or rather in spite of reason: he compares his father to Saint Simon or Francis of Assisi, and one pauses in shocked bewilderment; which Saint Simon does he mean? In any case, these two examples are of contrasting type. I could give many instances of similar blunders. There are whole pages in every book of Dreisers so badly written that they affect me like gravel-grit in my mouth and I am not inclined to over-estimate mere verbal felicity. Worst of all, I feel perpetually that Dreiser might write so much better than he does if he would but try to do his best; he has the gift  why not the ideal? I am constrained to think it is the German paste in him that makes him so blind to the beauty of words.

His latest play, The Potters Hand, testifies to even a worse fault, what Goethe called the lack of architectural or structural symmetry. The protagonist of the play is an erotomaniac who rapes and murders a little girl and at last commits suicide. Dreiser brings out all the tragedy of the poor creatures insane and miserable existence; and we read it with terror and pity. It is plain that with the suicide the action finishes and the interest is at an end, but Dreiser drags in reporters to moralize the situation in a way that would be intolerable to any audience; the tragedy is thereby rendered formless. It would almost seem as if Dreiser were incapable of self-criticism.

There they are before me, his eight stout volumes, and reluctantly I am forced to admit that so far Sister Carrie, his earliest book, is his best. Of course, the critics and the public as well as the writer are to blame for this imperfect result; but explain, excuse it as you will, the fact is indubitable: and no explanation can justify such a fact; Browning tells us truly that Incentives come from the souls self.

Genius has always the faculty of taking infinite pains. When Shelley pointed out to Keats some weak lines in his Endymion, Keats thanked him and added: I want to fill the rifts with gold. Thats the true spirit magnificently expressed. In the Pantheon of Humanity there is no place for the careless or slipshod; our gods are all human yet all give us of their best, and so, as Burns knew, whiles do mair.


From: The Athenaeum, No. 3854, September 7, 1901, p.312-313

Sister Carrie

This is the sixth of the volumes that have appeared in Mr. Heinemanns Dollar Library; and it is the most important. Says the publisher in his advertisement to readers:  

Inspired possibly at first by several exceptional men who stood on the threshold of this new literary developnient [distinctively American fiction], there is now growing up a school of writers of talent to whom respect cannot be denied and whom we can no longer afford to ignore in England.

If Mr. Heinemann has in hand many novels of the solid merit and genuine documentary value that distinguish Sister Carrie his Dollar Library deserves success, and his rather poorly composed advertisement is more than justified.

When a girl leaves her home at eighteen, she does one of two things. Either she falls into saving hands and becomes better, or she rapidly assumes the cosmopolitan standard of virtue and becomes worse.

Thus the author of Sister Carrie on his first page. The book disproves his axiom, for Carrie, whilst avoiding saving hands, and assuming the cosmopolitan standard of virtue with great readiness, does not become noticeably worse:  

Self-interest with her was high, but not strong. It was nevertheless her guiding characteristic. Warm with the fancies of youth, pretty with the insipid prettiness of the formative period, possessed of a figure promising eventual shapeliness and an eye alight with certain native intelligence, she was a fair example of the middle American class two generations removed from the emigrant...... A half-equipped little knight she was, venturing to reconnoitre the mysterious city, and dreaming wild dreams of some vague far-off supremacy which should make it prey and subject  the proper penitent grovelling at a womans slipper.

This passage is better written than most of the book, throughout which the phrasing is of the streets and the bars  colloquial, familiar, vivid, slangy, unlovely, but intensely real. Of the manner of the book it is not easy to speak favourably; it is strikingly unworthy of the matter thereof. Whilst large, dignified, and generous, the scheme of the story here told is not pretentious, or complex, or ambitious. It is a very plain tale of a plain though eventful life. Between its covers no single note of unreality is struck. It is untrammelled by any single concession to convention or tradition, literary or social. It is as compact of actuality as a police-court record, and throughout its pages one feels pulsing the sturdy, restless energy of a young people, a cosmopolitan community, a nation busy upon the hither side of maturity. The book is, firstly, the full, exhaustive story of the half-equipped little knights life and adventures; secondly, it is a broad, vivid picture of men and manners in middle-class New York and Chicago; and, thirdly, it is a thorough and really masterly study of the moral, physical, and social deterioration of one Hurstwood, a lover of the heroine. Upon all these counts it is a creditable piece of work, faithful and rich in the interest which pertains to genuinely realistic fiction, It is further of interest by reason that it strikes a key-note and is typical, both in the faults of its manner and in the wealth and diversity of its matter, of the great country which gave it birth. Readers there are who, having perused the three hundred and odd pages which go to the making of Sister Carrie, will find permanent place upon their shelves for the book beside M. Zolas Nana.


From: The Nation, V. 108, No. 2812, May 24, 1919, p.838

American Types

Twelve Men



The work of Theodore Dreiser has been, from time to time, the subject of a controversy not lacking in heat. Both parties to this quarrel have fixed their attention upon his preoccupation with sex, and the reactions of both have been a trifle strained and morbid. Mr. Dreiser is, of course, not really more preoccupied with that single theme than is the conventional novelist. But there are precisely two ways of interpreting life through literature. Either you assume antecedently that all people are, even in their lapses, spiritually identified with the dominant social morality of their group and age, or you do not. Mr. Dreiser does not. Observation and experience have led him to conclude, as they led Samuel Butler to conclude, that a great many people have never so identified themselves with group morality, that their conformity is born of fear or the web of circumstances, and that thus there arises a very acute and significant conflict. To call these people of his bad or to stigmatize their behavior as animal is perfectly justified from the point of view of an idealistic ethics. It is also perfectly sterile. Life is terribly concrete and insistent, and in all questions of human conduct an idealistic nominalism seems to serve no end save to arouse agreeable if not always charitable emotions in the philosophic breast.

A fruitful attack upon Mr. Dreisers substance can be made only by invalidating his facts. But this no one has sought to do. What has constantly impressed good judges who were neither among his friends nor his detractors is the mans massive knowledge of those phases of American life with which he has chosen to deal. His powers of observation and of vicarious experience are of the first order. By virtue of them he ranks among the major novelists. His personal philosophy may be negligible, but so was Balzacs. His concrete subject-matter is marvellously varied and abundant. And the concrete, if it be adequately represented, points symbolically, as Goethe said, to the totality and the meaning of things.

If it be adequately represented! Here one comes upon the source of Mr. Dreisers weakness. His substance reaches us despite his form. His structural technique is sound enough. In his longer stories he produces an illusion which shows him sensitive to the rhythm of life; in Twelve Men he experiments not unhappily in a new mood of narrative. In the narrower sense, however, he cannot write. No man of equal power has ever written so poorly. Even Balzacs French is more attractive and finished than Mr. Dreisers English. He ha moments of homely strength. But these are very brief, and he quickly returns to his masses of blunt and lumbering verbiage. His insensitiveness is partly linguistic, partly cultural. He is capable of constantly using betimes as though it meant at times, and of bracketing Salammbo and Quo Vadis as works equal in kind and quality. And yet, somehow, his substance does reach and impress and profoundly move us. So that one finally gains a vision of him as of a giant in chains. In chains, indeed, but a giant none the less.

His new volume, Twelve Men, consists of interpretative character sketches of real people. These pieces are so built as to suggest the progression of a spiritual drama, which usually ends upon a tragic note. The men are all men whom Mr. Dreiser has known and lived with, who have engaged his affection or admiration, and whose fate has induced in him a characteristic brooding over the strangeness of mortality. And they are nearly all people in whom great energy and vividness of mind and character came to a but broken and futile end. Such was his brother Paul, such the late Harris Merton Lyons, the financier in Vanity, Vanity, and the artist W. L. S. Such, too, among humbler folk, were the impressive shop-keeper in The Village Feudists and the social reformer in A Mayor and His People.

It is notable that the interest of sex is entirely absent from this volume. But, indeed, every attentive reader of Mr. Dreisers work must have known that love is to him but the great anodyne that soothes, at moments, the ache of life and hides its futility. It is no less remarkable that the only ones among these narratives that sound a note of peace and reconciliation are those that treat of simple men who deliberately make their lives a round of

little, nameless, unremembered acts

Of kindness and of love.

But these, too, fill Mr. Dreiser with a sense of keen pathos, a pathos not always rigidly enough guarded from the confines of sentimentality. Even so, it is but just to say that the Virgilian nos mortalia tangunt accurately renders the mood and burden of these portraits.

They have another value. Most of these men belong to vanishing types. Or, at least, the same types assume a very different guise today. And Mr. Dreiser has projected them, at times with an ease and fluidity unusual to him, at others through the torment of his amorphous manner, but always with a final effect that is massive and vivid at once. Thus they give one a very deep sense of American life  its feverish energy, its crude force alternating with sentimentality, its kindliness and its hostility to distinction and veracity. If it is the aim of imaginative narrative to clarify the soul by enlarging our experience of human life and character, Mr. Dreiser has once more vindicated his imperfect art and emphasized his station among our novelists.


From: The Spectator, V. 87, No. 3817, August 24, 1901, p.257

Novels of the Week [excerpt]



Unless we are greatly mistaken, the most successful and remarkable study in Sister Carrie is a figure which was not intended to occupy the central place. This post of honour was probably intended for the heroine, Caroline Meeber, a girl of blunted moral sense, who, through hatred of poverty, lapses into the relation of mistress to a commercial traveller, is subsequently persuaded by a trick to elope with another lover and finally becomes a great success as a comedy actress. She reaches this last stage only to find, however, that the dazzling petition she has longed for all her life is as incapable of making her happy as any other phase of existence. But the really powerful study is the figure of Hurstwood, Carries second lover. The picture of the sapping of the mans whole nature by the inertia which attacks him in his weary search for work is most subtly and strongly drawn. The reader follows each weakening struggle to its inevitable defeat with something of the sickening sensation which a real spectator must have felt; indeed, the whole situation is almost too poignant in its hopelessness. Sister Carrie, in short, is at once an engrossing and depressing book. Incidentally it gyres English readers a curious insight into the rapid turns of fortune possible in America.


From: The Academy, V. 61, No. 1529, August 24, 1901, p.153

Fiction

Sister Carrie



In the prospectus of his Dollar Library, of which Sister Carrie seems to be Number 6, Mr. Heinemann says: More striking than the greatest of these successes [Richard Carvel, David Harum, etc.]  for popular successes are frequently scored by mediocre talents  is the fact that a young school of American writers is pressing for recognition, gifted with the sense of form, and not wanting either in pathos or in humour  real delineators of life and character. We admit we were unaware of the existence of such a school, but Sister Carrie has opened our eyes. It is a calm, reasoned, realistic study of American life in Chicago and New York, absolutely free from the slightest trace of sentimentality or prettiness, and dominated everywhere by a serious and strenuous desire for truth. We were impressed on the second page by this description of Carrie as she enters Chicago with the object of extracting a livelihood from the hard-fisted world:



Caroline, or sister Carrie, as she had been affectionately termed by the family, was possessed of a mind rudimentary in its power of observation and analysis. Self-interest with her was high, but not strong. It was, nevertheless, her guiding characteristic. Warm with the fancies of youth, pretty with the insipid prettiness of the formative period, possessed of a figure promising eventual shapeliness and an eye alight with certain native intelligence, she was a fair example of the middle American class  two generations removed from the emigrant. Books were beyond her interest  knowledge a sealed book. In the intuitive graces she was still crude. She could scarcely toss her head gracefully. Her hands were almost ineffectual. The feet, though small, were set flatly. And vet she was interested in her charms, quick to understand the keener pleasures of life, ambitious to gain in material things. A half-equipped little knight she was, venturing to reconnoitre the mysterious city, and dreaming wild dreams of some vague, far-off supremacy, which should make it prey and subject  the proper penitent, grovelling at a womans slipper.



We do not remember to have met such a description of an American heroine before, and we were startled into interest. The book is thoroughly good, alike in accurate and synthetic observation, in human sympathy, in lyric appeal, and in dramatic power. We finished with genuine regret this record of the mediocre little creature who chanced to make a hit as an actress in musical comedy, and of her abandoned lover, who, from being the rosy manager of a flourishing resort, descended to chair-warming, mendicancy, and suicide. We shall not soon forget the chapter in which George Hurstwood robs the safe of ten thousand dollars, and then lures Carrie away to Canada; nor that in which an afternoon stroll down Broadway first impregnates Carrie with the lust of riches and success. Nor shall we soon forget many brief passages of insight like the following (Carrie has just returned from Broadway):



The immediate result of this was nothing. Results from such things are usually long in growing. Morning brings a change of feeling. The existent condition invariably pleads for it-self. It is only at odd moments that we get glimpses of the misery of things. The heart understands when it is confronted by contrasts. Take them away and the ache subsides.



Mr. Dreiser writes with a painful lack of dignity. His pages are crowded with the latest American slang, and yet he appears to be unable to use even this very piquant slang effectively. We cannot but think, however, that a writer of talent so conspicuous must soon realise the importance of acquiring a style worthy of his matter. If other American novels are being written in the school of Sister Carrie, Mr. Heinemann will do well to bring them over here.


From: The Catholic World, V. 111, No. 662, May 1920, p.260-261

New Books

Hey Rub-A-Dub-Dub



Mr. Dreisers volume of essays, far from being exciting, as the publishers cover promised, is dull and drab in the extreme. He states so many things that are not so, and he states them so arrogantly and cocksuredly, that the intelligent reader asks himself in amazement: How can such an inane book  poorly written, full of repetitions, blatant in its irreligion, shameless in its immorality  find enough readers to warrant publication?

The writer denies the existence of God the Creator, because, sponge-like, he has absorbed the teaching of the discredited German monist, Haeckel, and finds himself at a loss to solve the problem of evil. He questions the Ten Commandments and the moral law, because he cannot settle the simplest questions in casuistry. He calls all Christians hypocrites, because he has met a few dishonest ones in his newspaper hack work, and dubs all lovers of decency, Pharisees, when they will not praise the indecencies of a Swinburne or they dare to suggest a censorship of the modern movie. He ridicules the narrowness of the Christian teaching on marriage, and by broadness means a barking back to the morals of pagan Rome. He declares our American democracy an utter failure, because the money power dominates our courts and legislatures, and our statesmen hobnob with autocrat nations like Japan, England and the old imperial Russia before its fall.

He tells us that he is constantly astonished by the thousands of men exceedingly capable in some mechanical or narrow technical sense, whose world of philosophic vision is that of a child. That he is one of the thousands he so vigorously denounces, never enters his mind for an instant. Mr. Dreiser has no saving sense of humor  hence this awful book.


From: The Bookman, V.44, February 1917, p.563

The Best Fifty Short Stories of 1916 [excerpt]



By Edward J. OBrien

7. The Lost Phoebe, by Theodore Dreiser (The Century), is one of the three best short stories of the year, in my opinion, despite serious faults of style and a certain willful verbosity. I find in the story much of Hawthornes plaintive singing quality, a dull richness of background, and a sharply delineated portraiture, which by a reiterative monotony conveys a poignant effect of tragic futility. It comes out of the folk spirit of the people, as do the stories of Francis Buzzell, and if an Englishman sought for what was most characteristically American in our fiction during the year, I should point to this story and Mas Pretties with considerable pride.


From: The Writer, V. XXVIII, No. 5, May 1916, p.74

Writers of the Day

Theodore Dreiser, who had a story, The Lost Phoebe, in the April Century, is the author of several books, Sister Carrie, published in 1901, Jennie Gerhardt, in 1911, The Financier, in 1912, and A Traveler at Forty, in 1913. Mr. Dreiser was born in Terre Haute, Indiana, August 27, 1871, and was educated in the public schools of Warsaw and at Indiana University. In 1892 he began newspaper work on the Chicago Daily Globe. He was dramatic editor and traveling correspondent of the St. Louis Globe-Democrat during 1892 and 1893; traveling correspondent for the St. Louis Republic during 1893 and 1894; and editor of Evry Month, a musical and literary magazine, from 1895 to 1898; and subsequently he did special work for Harpers Magazine, McClures Magazine, the Century, the Cosmopolitan, and Munseys Magazine. During 1905 and 1906 he was the editor of Smiths Magazine; in 1906-1907, managing editor of the Broadway Magazine; and through 1907-1910, editor-in-chief of the Butterick Publications (the Delineator, the Designer, the New Idea, and the English Delineator). In November, 1907, he organized the National Child Rescue Campaign.


From: The Writer, V. XXVIII, No. 10, October 1916, p.159-160

News and Notes

The question of literary censorship has been brought before the Authors League of America through the attempted suppression of Theodore Dreisers book, The Genius, by the New York Society for the Suppression of Vice, which has demanded not only that publication be suspended but that the plates and all existing copies be destroyed. Although Mr. Dreiser is not a member of the league it acceded to the request of his publishers that he be permitted to present his case before the Executive Committee of that body. It was the sense of the Committee that The Genius is not subject to condemnation by the Vice Society, that it is neither lewd, licentious, nor obscene, that the test applied in such cases was narrow and unfair and that unless modified it would prevent the sale of many classics and of much of the serious work which is now being offered, and that the Authors League should take such action as may be possible to prevent the suppression of the work complained of.


From: Life, V. 64, No. 1659, August 13, 1914, p.268

The Latest Books

By J. B. Kerfoot

There is a clever woman  a specialist on the social geology of Cook County, Illinois  who contributes to one of the Chicago papers, over the signature of  Madame X , occasional articles on local society history, ancient and modern, sacred and profane. Madame Xs omniscience is fallible but fascinating. She is an expert at tempering the tact of the dove with the savoir-faire of the serpent. She is neither a garnerer of gossip nor a digger-up of dry-as-dust, but a sort of sublimated avatar of the Oldest Inhabitant. And one cannot but hope that she will take an early opportunity to read Theodore Dreisers  The Titan (Lane, $1.40) and will thereafter translate for us, into plain Chicago history, the hieroglyphic identities of its many characters.

The Titan contains the second half of the life story of Frank Algernon Cowperwood, begun in The Financier ; and together these novels offer us what is undoubtedly, in several important respects, the nearest approximation yet arrived at to that figment of our fictional dreams, the Great American Novel  the novel, that is to say, which is some day to imprison between its covers the soul-symbol and essential spirit of America. The spirit of America is indeed the theme of Mr. Dreisers two novels here considered  the spirit of the America of the Nineteenth Century, incarnated in one of its sons. And when we look back upon the dual work it is not Cowperwood himself, nor the mass of secondary characters clustered round him, nor even the ruthless unromanticism of the authors philosophy of human motives, that stands out clearest and most significant in the retrospect of our realization; it is a spiritual synthesis that we see; the soul of America  seeking.

But Mr. Dreiser  whether because he originally derived his inspiration from the life of the man upon whose history he bases his stories and disdains to disguise the fact, or because, having found in this man a protagonist suited to the interpretative drama he had in mind, he thought that the realism of casting him for the hero would minister to the effect  Mr. Dreiser has so closely paralleled the life of Charles T. Yerkes, of Philadelphia, Chicago and New York renown, in the writing of The Financier  and  The Titan  as to make these books as much fictionalized biographies as biographical fictions. In short, they are hybrids  half jam and half jelly, with bits of the untransmuted fruit of a true story scattered through the clear abstraction of a fine fiction. And being human, we are constantly inclined to turn aside from the fineness of the result to question the identity of the means; are plagued by a provincial curiosity and ridden by an obsession of wanting to know . It is therefore as a psycho-therapist that we need the services of Madame X. Practical psychologists and the system of therapeutics based on psycho-analysis have fully demonstrated that hysterias, phobias and mental obsessions of various kinds automatically disappear once the patient is enabled to explain them to himself. Once The Titan ceases to be a puzzle of Whos Who, it cannot but stand out as a striking portrait of a phase of American evolution.


From: The Outlook, V. CVI, January 3, 1914, p.48

The New Books

Traveler at Forty



A realist in fiction, Mr. Dreiser evens things up by employing freely dialogue and story-telling methods in his travelers narrative. He tells about people quite as much as about things, and several of his people are characters like those of a story. In his own unconventional but extremely interesting way the author both makes us see the things he saw in Europe and hear the discussions with others about their meaning, national characteristics, and sometimes underlying social questions. The book is lively, quite out of the ordinary track, and it certainly keeps the reader on the alert.


From: The Continent, V. 47, No. 11, March 16, 1916, p.337

The Recent Books

The Genius



Those who have read any of Mr. Dreisers books have only to be told that this latest one is just another of the same kind. Dreisers novels stir the liveliest discussions, because they break all acknowledged conventions and most accepted moral codes. Eugene Witla, the Genius, is like his predecessors except that, while his encounters are rather more numerous, they may be termed somewhat more artistic. One wallows less in the ruck of sensuality in this book, although the author seems as utterly oblivious as ever to any other side of life than that of the physical man; and there is less plot here than in the others. It is a remarkable book, with evil remarkably depicted and spirituality remarkably absent. It may even be admitted that The Genius is the greatest book of its kind ever written by an American author, but in the next breath one asks, Is such a book worth while?


From: The Literary Digest, V. 48, No. 19, May 9, 1914, p.1124

Other Books Worth While

A Traveler at Forty



The first sensation which Mr. Dreiser awakens in the gentle reader is one of amusement that he should naively present the commonplace experiences of European travel and expect one to find them novel. A later emotion, altho almost as prompt, is that of resentment on being forced to accompany Mr. Dreiser on midnight adventures in the demi-monde. One expects frankness and moody immorality in the writings of the author of Sister Carrie, but one is more than willing to be spared the details of personal experience. In England, France, and the Riviera Mr. Dreiser does not permit us to escape from the atmosphere of blunt and unlovely realism. When a traveler admits that he is not acquainted with truth and beauty, love and hope and faith, the circle of his friendships is not one which it is pleasant to enter. But even Mr. Dreiser can not resist the spell of Italy. Here his better nature comes to the surface, in spite of himself, and he loses some of his self-consciousness. He at last makes beautys acquaintance, and it does him good. There are charming episodes and descriptions in the latter part of the book, which bring some measure of healing to the readers wounded feelings.


From: Pearsons Magazine, V. 36, No. 5, November 1916, p.465

The Editors Page

By Frank Harris

It was with mingled anger and amusement I heard that Theodore Dreisers

Genius had been held up by the censor at the bidding, if you please, of Mr. Sumner as representing the Society for the Suppression of Vice  vice, of course, to Mr. Sumner and his friends meaning only sexual vice, and sexual vice as displayed or encouraged in books or pictures.

Now I am against private societies playing public prosecutor in any case. The only justification for such a prosecution is that it should be impartial and that it should strike the worst book and strike it promptly. All fair-minded people I should say would agree with me in these two requirements. I have read within the last three months at least three books incomparably more outspoken than Dreisers Genius. One of them I do not hesitate to say is salacious, and intentionally salacious. It would be easy to prove that scene after scene in it is painted as lewdly as possible, with the sole object of exciting sexual desire. Had that book been prosecuted I would not have spoken in its defense, though I disbelieve in all private prosecution of such offenses. But to allow that book to be sold broadcast and to attack Dreisers Genius involves a shameful prostitution of justice.

Whatever you may think of Dreisers Genius, the fact remains that Dreiser is a serious writer of the first class. Some of us believe that Sister Carrie is one of the few novels this time has produced which is going to live in the next generation, or two, or three or  Now to injure and insult such a writer is a disgrace which every American ought to resent.

In my opinion the Authors League of America should take this matter up seriously. They should not be content with signing a protest, but they should ask for subscriptions and inform Mr. Dreiser that the Authors League will defend his book and pay all the expenses of the defense. The Authors League should afterwards pursue Mr. Sumner and his Society for malicious prosecution.

It is frankly intolerable that Mr. Sumner and his Society should inaugurate such a prosecution without a consultation first of all with the Authors League. It is now up to the authors of America to justify their association. I should be very happy for one to subscribe to such a defense fund. I have read Dreisers Genius from title to colophon and there is not a salacious word in my opinion in the whole of it. The book is attacked by Mr. Sumners society for containing exclamations such as God; in other words, Mr. Sumner gives his case away in the stating of it.

Let me give two experiences of mine which shed some light, it seems to me, on this prosecution of an able writer.

I was in Paris when Zola published his Nana, which described the life of a courtesan in Paris. The book came as a shock to every reader in the city. Not only did it sell over fifty thousand copies in the first week, but the day after it appeared every one who counted had read it and could talk of nothing else.

This is the limit, was the one remark that went uncontradicted. Not only was the book outspoken, but it was indubitably salacious and unspeakably suggestive and provocative. Serious people at once began to talk of prosecution. And with this in mind hurried to call on Daudet, Dumas and others.

Daudet received me with his usual kindness.

I regret the book, he said, I am sorry that Zola wrote it; it will give French literature a worse name than it has already in Europe, and, really, the stigma will he deserved. Zola has gone too far this time. I have only glanced at the book, but there are pages in it that are more provocative than the youthful indiscretions of Mirbeau or Gustave Droz.

Then you would be in favor of prosecution? I asked.

Of course not, Daudet cried. How can you imagine such a thing? Zola is a great writer. He must be allowed license that one would never accord to an ordinary penman. There will be no prosecution. We would all unite against that at once. No ordinary magistrate could sit in judgment on Emile Zola. But I am sorry he published the book. It can only damage his reputation.

It will certainly add to his bank balance, I said.

Daudet held up his hands.

Zola certainly did not care for that aspect of it, he replied.

Dumas and the others agreed with Daudet and Nana was left unpursued.


From: The Forum, V. XXXIX, No. 1, July 1907, p.117-118

Literature

Sister Carrie



Another book which deserves a brief word of commendation is Sister Carrie, by Theodore Dreiser, which the London Athenaeum placed pretty accurately by assigning it to the same shelf as Zolas Nana. When and how Sister Carrie came to be written, why it was virtually suppressed in this country almost as soon as published and how it happens to be reissued now, after a lapse of seven years, are a series of interesting questions in the secret history of book publishing. But they have no bearing upon the merits of the story, which for all practical purposes comes before the reading public for the first time. It is an unpretentious book, written without any effort after style, but with a downright sincerity that compels attention. It is simply the history of a young girl who comes to Chicago from a country village, intent on earning her own living, finds the toil too hard, the companionship of her fellow-workers too coarse, and inevitably drifts along the way of least resistance into that Half-World which Anglo-Saxon fiction for the most part chooses to ignore. Some critics have chosen to quarrel with Mr. Dreisers choice of title; and in a way it is misleading. Yet it was presumably selected for its symbolic sense, as a reminder of the ties of blood between the Carries of this world and their more fortunate sisters, a reminder that we are our sisters as well as our brothers keepers. There are two reasons why Sister Carrie is a book to be recommended in spite of its boldness of theme. First of all, for the sake of its truthfulness, the frankness of its portrayal of a widespread type: the good-natured, yielding, pleasure-loving type of woman, not emotional, not capable of deep feeling, essentially selfish at heart, who finds it easiest to accept the good things of life as they offer themselves, quite indifferent as to who shall pay for them. And secondly it is a pitiless, unsparing portrayal of a mans ruin. The history of Hurstwood, from the first hour of his meeting with Carrie to the final moment when he turns on the flow of gas in an East Side lodging house and lies down to await oblivion, is fiction of a grim, compelling force that has the value of many sermons. It is the story so often repeated in life, so rarely frankly told in novels, of the man carried away by a foolish passion, and a woman thinking only of herself, her vanity, her ultimate glorification. When Hurstwood has sacrificed for her sake his social and financial standing, his prospects and his honor, and has lost his self-respect and with it his grip upon life, you can see the moral and physical disintegration of the man, from day to day, see his clothes wear shiny, the seams fray out, the buttons fall away  symbols of the permanent wreck of the mans own self-esteem. And over the shoulders of this human wreck, Sister Carrie climbs into public favor, to a brief span of tinsel glory before the footlights, yet finding even in the midst of her triumphs that there is something, she scarce knows what, some indefinable, vital thing, the lack of which robs life of its savor.

Mr. Dreiser teaches his lesson by fearlessly telling the truth.


From: The Bookmans Manual  a Guide to Literature, by Bessie Graham, R.R. Bowker Co., 1921, p.359-360

American Literature

Dreiser, Theodore. 1871  
Sister Carrie. Boni. 
Jennie Gerhardt. Harper; Burt. 
The Financier. Harper; Burt. 
The Titan. Lane.

A Traveler at Forty (non-fiction). Century. 
The Genius. Lane.

A Hoosier Holiday (non-fiction). Lane. 
Plays of the Natural and the Supernatural. Lane. 
Free and Other Stories. Boni & Liveright. 
The Hand of the Potter (drama). Boni & Liveright. 
Twelve Men. Boni & Liveright. 
Hey-Rub-A-Dub-Dub. Boni & Liveright.



Dreiser was born in Indiana. He was on the staff of The Delineator from 1906 to 1910 and was then made editor-in-chief of the Butterick publications. The various litigations occasioned by Dreisers novels have caused him to be known as the most suppressed and insuppressible writer in America. H. L. Mencken in A Book of Prefaces (Knopf) has written a fair and able criticism of Dreiser, and has told the exciting history of his novels. Even such a Dreiser champion as Mencken says of the author of The Genius: He has published two books of travel, A Traveler at Forty, 1913, and A Hoosier Holiday, 1916, which, without the support of his fiction, would entitle him to dispute with Mr. Viereck for the title of. the vulgarest voice yet heard in American literature. Sister Carrie, which was in print in England during the time that it was suppressed here, was considered abroad to be the best story, on the whole, that has come out of America, and such prominent English authors as Bennett, Wells, W. L. George and Walpole joined in a written protest against the treatment accorded Dreisers works in this country.


From: Current Literature, V. XLIII, No. 1, July 1907, p.109-110

Recent Fiction and the Critics

Sister Carrie



Sister Carrie is a woman with a past. The same may be said of the novel of which she is the leading character. It was accepted six or seven years ago by Doubleday, Page & Company, who at once prepared for a simultaneous edition in England. The book was ready for publication when the senior member of the firm, who had returned from a trip abroad, took an advance copy home one evening and gave it to his wife to read. A domestic scene ensued, the result of which was the suppression of the American edition. So strong is feeling with regard to the book in question that a publisher to whom a recent request for a review copy had been mistakenly addressed, wrote back on the letter: We did not publish that novel  thank God!

In spite of disapproval in many quarters here, the novel made a strong impression in England, and no less an authority than Theodore Watts-Dunton remarked in the London Athenaeum that readers who have passed the five hundred and odd pages which go to the making of Sister Carrie will find a permanent place upon their shelves for the book beside Zolas Nana. Mr. Heinemann, the London publisher, expressed his conviction that America has not in our day produced a novelist who is the superior of Mr. Dreiser. The Fortnightly Review went even a step further. No one, it said, can read the admirable book without having learnt something not merely about this person or that, this class or the other, but about America. The movement in it is large, racial; the vision poetic and comprehensive; the sentiment is never sentimentality. Mr. Dreiser, the writer concludes, is without question one of the most promising novelists now writing English.

Now this remarkable book has been re-issued in America, and while conventional newspaper reviewers balk at its boldness, men of eminence such as Hamlin Garland, Brand Whitlock and Harry Thurston Peck have expressed their delight with it. Whatever may be said against the book, it certainly does not appeal to the prurient in mind. Above all, remarks the Philadelphia Public Ledger, the book shows absolute sincerity, and an accurate knowledge and sharp discrimination of the people who come into its pages and the conditions under which they live. The author reveals himself as the social philosopher with the welfare of the race at heart, as well as the gifted novelist.

It is the story of a country girl who loses her soul in the great city of Chicago, to which she had come from her unambitious village clothed with the innocence of ignorance. The struggle of life is too hard for her and she readily yields to the voice of the tempter in the wilderness, who approaches her in the shape of a commercial traveler. He is followed by others. Finally, however, she discovers a hitherto hidden histrionic talent. She makes herself free. Fame and fortune smile upon her; but she discovers that the strange paradox of her fate is such that she found more happiness as a mans mistress than in her later achievement. The story in itself is neither interesting nor new, but the manner, Mr. Albert Bigelow Paine assures us, is worthy of Zola, even of Balzac. The book is bold and it is unpleasant, but its unpleasantness is that of the truth, and Mr. Dreiser handles certain aspects of the sex problem with the frank fearlessness which in the words of The Bookman, is the rightful privilege of a high order of talent. A writer in the Chicago Critic hails Mr. Dreisers book as the nearest approach to the often-heralded Great American Novel. We cannot fully agree with this view. The book is a first book, and the authors grip on his style is not always as firm as is his grip on the subject, while his sincerity cannot altogether compensate us for his total lack of the sense of humor. The authors own reflections are interspersed too bountifully in the dialog, and at times he makes an obvious remark with the air of a man who has made a prodigious discovery. There can be no doubt, however, that the novel is one with which the future literary historian will have to reckon. It has its faults, glaring faults at that, but it is strong and vital, and cannot be neglected. Charles G. D. Roberts echoes the voice of many readers when he writes:

A really remarkable book. In the early evening hours, with the intention of simply wandering aimlessly through it for perhaps half an hour, I scanned the opening chapters only to find myself entirely absorbed by it and held with a grip that few modern novels have ever given me. In the wee small hours of the morning I found myself finishing the story with reluctance and a subsequent reading of it simply has increased my high opinion of it. I believe there is a great big public waiting to know of this book.


From: The Metropolitan, V. XXXV, No.3, January 1912, p.50

Books and Opinions by John Richmond

The Realism of Theodore Dreiser



Mr. Dreiser is one of the most sincere, serious, and restrained of American writers, and the reputation which he gained from his former novel is certain to be increased and widened by the one just published. Jennie Gerhardt (Harpers) is a much better piece of work than Sister Carrie. The years have taught him to eliminate all that mass of verbal underbrush, the so-called effective, but really uninspiring and obstructive, detail, of which every follower of George Moore and Mr. Howells is enamoured when young, to the pitch of feeling it mysteriously inseparable from his mission to write the actual truth. Another pitfall he avoids, although not completely  unfortunately not in the particular instance where it was most important to do so; I mean the false supposition, or unconscious belief, that for fiction one person is as good a subject as another  that verity of treatment is the great thing and about all that counts. Jennies father, with his stark heroism applied to a miserable hole-in-corner existence, his intimate, strong personal convictions, is an admirable example, and Lester Kane, whose character more words would be needed to describe, but who is distinctly a portrait, and an excellent one, of a very interesting sort of American man, is a still better example of the use of an artists judgment in the selection of personages. But Jennie herself, the heroine, the figure upon whom are lavished the greatest pains, and upon whose final appeal to the sympathy of the reader the lasting worth of the story must depend, is insufficiently realized, at best suggesting a mere average type, with strikingly few traits of her own. It is as though the author, having called her feminine, and being absolutely assured in his own mind as to her predestined fate in a world where pretty daughters of the poor are eagerly disposed of in a certain way, ceased to think of her as an individual possessing an inner life and effective promptings of her own. He looks at her position most sensitively, but not at her, and the result is an unavoidable monotony and the absence of charm and vitality in certain portions of the story.

It is with no lack of admiration for Mr. Dreisers method and spirit that this detraction is made. It would be impossible not to write what one thinks about a work of his. His method is the best for his purpose; perhaps nothing more. But his intention and spirit are things in themselves satisfying and noble.


From: The Continent, V. 43, No. 14, April 4, 1912, p.471

New Books

Recent Distinctive Fiction

About eleven years ago Theodore Dreiser wrote a novel called SISTER CARRIE (Harper and Brothers, New York, $1.35 net) which was almost immediately suppressed on account of its frankness. That novel, proclaimed by such discerning critics as Bennett and Locke to be the finest thing in the way of fiction that America had produced, is now reissued, on the heels of its authors recent success, Jennie Gerhardt, without any fear that it may prove too plain-spoken for any reader who has a sincere and vital interest in humanity. It relates very simply, with truth and pathos and with a real art, the story of a small-town girl who comes to Chicago to make her living  principally to see life. But the stupendousness of her disillusionment  and the way Mr. Dreiser visualizes it! Carrie might be any of the thousands of girls one meets on Chicago streets today. It is not wise for any one to miss Sister Carrie.


From: The Academy, V. 61, No. 1540, November 9, 1901, p.429

Fiction Supplement

Ten Months of Fiction

The Octopus. By Frank Norris. 
Sister Carrie. By Theodore Dreiser.



No one can read either of these admirable books without having learnt something  not merely about this person or that, this class or the other, but about America. The movement in them is large, racial; the vision poetic and comprehensive; the sentiment is never sentimentality. They exercise the highest function of the modern novel. With Mr. Frank Norris we were acquainted before, but the name of Theodore Dreiser is new. It stands for nothing but Sister Carrie; nevertheless Mr. Dreiser is beyond question one of the most promising novelists now writing in English. While touching on books by Americans, we should mention Mr. Henry Jamess The Sacred Fount, that reductio ad absurdum of Mr. Henry James, and the late Stephen Cranes The Monster  a volume of characteristic power and ferocity.


From: The Academy, V. 61, No. 1527, August 10, 1901, p.114

Fiction

Sister Carrie. By Theodore Dreiser.

A clever if depressing story, in which is traced the sordid-successful career of Caroline Meeber, from her arrival in Chicago with a small trunk to her success on the New York stage. The hero, if he can be called such, marries her after committing a robbery, and his downhill course synchronises largely with is wifes ascent of the hill of fame. A good deal of penetration and imaginative sympathy go to the development of the story, which is rather a transcript than a dramatisation. (Heinemann. 4s.)


From: Current Opinion, V. 61, No. 5, November 1916, p.338-339

Literature and Art

Our Most Suppressed Novelist.

The recent attempt of Mr. John T S. Sumner, of the Society for the Suppression of Vice, to suppress Theodore Dreisers latest novel The Genius (Lane) by inducing the publishers to break the plates, is not in the nature of a novel incident in Mr. Dreisers career as an American novelist. In a detailed study of his literary career, published in the Baltimore Evening Sun, his foremost champion, H. L. Mencken, reveals the astounding fact that practically each one of Mr. Dreisers books has been suppressed, or has at least precipitated a battle in the publishing world. Sister Carrie, his first novel, written about 1899-1900, was first sent to the Harpers. Mr. Mencken recounts the adventures of the manuscript of Dreisers first novel.

They (the Harpers) refused it without ceremony, and soon afterward Dreiser carried the manuscript to Doubleday, Page and Co. He left it with Frank Doubleday, and before long there came notice of its acceptance, and, what is more, a contract. But after the story was in type it fell into the hands of the wife of one of the members of the firm, and she conceived so strong a notion of its immorality that she soon convinced her husband and his associates. There followed a series of acrimonious negotiations, with Dreiser holding resolutely to the letter of his contract... But there was no nomination in the bond regarding either the style of binding or the number of copies to be issued, and so the publishers evaded further dispute by bringing out the book in a very small edition and with modest unstamped covers. Copies of this edition are now eagerly sought by book collectors, and one in good condition fetched about $25 in the auction rooms. Even the second edition (1907), bearing the imprint of B. W. Dodge & Co., carries an increasing premium.

The passing years work strange farces. The Harpers, who had refused Sister Carrie with a spirit bordering upon indignation in 1900, took over the rights of publication from B. W. Dodge & Co. in 1912, and reissued the book in a new format, with a publishers note containing smug quotations from the encomiums of the Fortnightly Review, the Athenaeum, the Spectator, the Academy and other London critical journals. More, they contrived humorously to push the date of their copyright back to 1900. But this new enthusiasm for artistic freedom did not last long. They had published Jennie Gerhardt in IOII and they did The Financier in 1912, but when The Titan followed, in 1914, they were seized with qualms, and suppressed the book after it had got into type. In this emergency the English firm of John Lane came to the rescue, and it has remained Dreisers publisher ever since.



Wherein Dreiser Excels.



If we accept the authority of H. L. Mencken, Theodore Dreiser is by far the most significant of our latter-day American novelists. One catches echoes of him in Mary S. Watts, in Willa Sibert Cather, and in Sherwood Anderson, a newcomer, but they are no more than echoes. In Robert Herrick the thing descends to a feeble parody: in the fest to sheer burlesque. All are more facile than Dreiser, better writers in the accepted academic sense: what they lack is the gesture of pity, the note of awe, the profound sense of the inexplicable. Mr. Mencken is by no means blind to those huge faults of Dreiser, his clumsiness, the rigor of his vast steppes and pampas of narration. Such a story as The Genius, he confesses, is as gross and shapeless as Brunhilde.

It billows and bulges out like a cloud of smoke, and its internal structure is almost as vague. The thing rambles, staggers, trips, heaves, pitches, straggles, totters, wavers, halts, turns aside, trembles on the edge of collapse. More than once it seems to be foundering, both in the equine and in the maritime senses. The tale has been heard of a tree so tall that it took two men to see to the top of it. Here is a novel so Brobdingnagian that a single reader can scarcely fight his way through it.



The Eternal Weltschmere.



And yet in spite of all the obstacles which discourage the reader, one is apt to discover in Dreisers novels, concludes his champion, something of far greater value than can be found in most novels now being written in the English language:

When all is said and done, what astounding effects emerge from the mirthless, sedulous, implacable, Dreiserian manner! What stupendously skilful writing is beneath the bad writing on the surface! How the fellow gets the deep note of Athenian tragedy into his seduced and sick-souled servant girls, his barbaric pirates of finance, his conquered and hamstrung supermen, his wives who sit and wait! Old Gerhardt, in Jennie Gerhardt, is alone worth all the dramatis personae of popular American fiction since the days of Rob O the Bowl; Howells could no more have created him in his Rodinesque harshness of outline than he could have created Tartuffe or Barry Lyndon. Such a novel as Sister Carrie stands quite outside the brief traffic of the customary stage; it leaves behind it an unescapable impression of bigness, of epic sweep and dignity. It is not a mere story, not a novel in the ordinary American meaning of the word, but a criticism and an interpretation of life under civilization  and that interpretation loses nothing in validity by the fact that its burden is the doctrine that life is meaningless, a tale without a moral, a song sung by an idiot, dancing down the wind. Here, precisely, is Dreisers point of departure from his fellows. He puts into his novels a touch of the eternal Weltschmerz; they get below the drama that is of the moment and reveal the greater drama that is without end; they arouse those deep and lasting emotions which grow out of the recognition of elemental and universal tragedy.


From: The Seven Arts, August 1917, p.507-517

The Dreiser Bugaboo

By H. L. Mencken

R. William Lyon Phelps, the Lampson professor of English at Yale, opens his chapter on Mark Twain in his Essays on Modern Novelists with a humorous account of the critical imbecility which pursued Mark in his own country down to his last years. The favorite national critics of that era (and it extended to 1895, at the least) were wholly anaesthetic to the fact that he was a great artist. They admitted him, somewhat grudgingly, a certain low dexterity as a clown, but that he was an imaginative writer of the first rank, or even of the fifth rank, was something that, in their insanest moments, never so much as occurred to them. Phelps cites, in particular, an ass named Professor Richardson, whose American Literature, it appears, is still a standard work and a deservedly high authority  apparently in colleges. In the 1892 edition of this magnum opus, Mark is dismissed with less than four lines, and ranked below Irving, Holmes and Lowellnay, actually below Artemus Ward, Josh Billings and Petroleum V. Nasby! The thing is fabulous, fantastic  but nevertheless true. Lacking the higher artistic or moral purpose of the greater humorists (exempli gratia, Rabelais, Molière, Aristophanes!), Mark is put off by this Prof. Balderdash as a laborious buffoon . . . But stay! Do not laugh yet! Phelps himself, indignant at the stupidity, now proceeds to prove that Mark was really a great moralist, and more, a great optimist . . . Turn to The Mysterious Stranger and What is Man?! . . .

College professors, alas, never learn anything. The identical pedagogue who achieved this nonsense about old Mark in 1910 now seeks to dispose of Theodore Dreiser in the precise manner of Richardson. That is to say, he essays to finish him by putting him into Coventry, by loftily passing him over. Do not speak of him, said Kingsley of Heine; he was a wicked man. Search the latest volume of the Phelps revelation, The Advance of the English Novel, and you will find that Dreiser is not once mentioned in it. The late O. Henry is hailed as a genius who will have abiding fame; Henry Sydnor Harrison is hymned as more than a clever novelist, nay, a valuable ally of the angels (the right-thinker complex! art as a form of snuffling!), and an obscure Pagliaccio named Charles D. Stewart is brought forward as the American novelist most worthy to fill the particular vacancy caused by the death of Mark Twain  but Dreiser is not even listed in the index. And where Phelps leads with his baton of birch most of the other drovers of rah-rah boys follow. I turn, for example, to An Introduction to American Literature, by Henry S. Pancoast, A. M., L. H. D., dated 1912. There are kind words for Richard Harding Davis, for Amélie Rives, and even for Will N. Harben, but not a syllable for Dreiser. Again, there is A History of American Literature, by Reuben Post Halleck, A.M., LL.D., dated 1911. Lew Wallace, Marietta Holley, Owen Wister and Augusta Evans Wilson have their hearings, but not Dreiser. Yet again, there is A History of American Literature Since 1870, by Prof. Fred. Lewis Pattee, instructor in the English language and literature somewhere in Pennsylvania. Fred has praises for Marion Crawford, Margaret Deland and F. Hopkinson Smith, and polite bows for Richard Harding Davis and Robert W. Chambers, but from end to end of his fat tome I am unable to find the slightest mention of Dreiser.

So much for one group of heroes of the new Dunciad. That it includes most of the acknowledged heavyweights of the craft  the Babbitts, Mores, Brownells and so on  goes without saying; as Van Wyck Brooks has pointed out in The Seven Arts, these magnificoes are austerely above any consideration of the literature that is in being. The other group, more courageous and more honest, proceeds by direct attack; Dreiser is to be disposed of by a moral attentat. Its leaders are two more professors, Stuart P. Sherman and H. W. Boynton, and in its ranks march the lady critics of the newspapers with much shrill, falsetto clamor. Sherman is the only one of them who shows any intelligible reasoning. Boynton, as always, is a mere parroter of conventional phrases, and the objections of the ladies fade imperceptibly into a pious indignation which is indistinguishable from that of the professional suppressors of vice.

What, then, is Shermans complaint? In brief, that Dreiser is a liar when he calls himself a realist; that he is actually a naturalist, and hence accursed. That he has evaded the enterprise of representing human conduct, and confined himself to a representation of animal behavior. That he imposes his own naturalistic philosophy upon his characters, making them do what they ought not to do, and think what they ought not to think. That he has just two things to tell us about Frank Cowperwood: that he has a rapacious appetite for money, and a rapacious appetite for women. That this alleged theory of animal behavior is not only incorrect, but immoral, and that when one half the world attempts to assert it, the other half rises in battle. *



*The Nation, Dec. 2, 1915.



Only a glance is needed to show the vacuity of all this irate flubdub. Dreiser, in point of fact, is scarcely more the realist or the naturalist, in any true sense, than H. G. Wells or the later George Moore, nor has he ever announced himself in either the one character or the other  if there be, in fact, any difference between them that anyone save a pigeon-holing pedagogue can discern. He is really something quite different, and, in his moments, something far more stately. His aim is not merely to record, but to translate and understand; the thing he exposes is not the empty event and act, but the endless mystery out of which it springs; his pictures have a passionate compassion in them that it is hard to separate from poetry. If this sense of the universal and inexplicable tragedy, if this vision of life as a seeking without a finding, if this adept summoning up of moving images, is mistaken by college professors for the empty, meticulous nastiness of Zola in Pot-Bouille  in Nietzsches phrase, for the delight to stink  then surely the folly of college professors, as vast as it seems, has been underestimated. What is the fact? The fact is that Dreisers attitude of mind, his manner of reaction to the phenomena he represents, the whole of his alleged naturalistic philosophy, stems directly, not from Zola, Flaubert, Augier and the younger Dumas, but from the Greeks. In the midst of democratic cocksureness and Christian sentimentalism, of doctrinaire shallowness and professorial smugness, he stands for a point of view which at least has something honest and courageous about it; here, at all events, he is a realist. Let him put a motto to his books, and it might be:



O ye deathward-going tribes of men! 
What do your lives mean except that they go to

nothingness?



If you protest against that as too harsh for Christians and college professors, right-thinkers and forward-lookers, then you protest against Oedipus Rex.

As for the animal behavior prattle of the learned headmaster, it reveals on the one hand only the academic fondness for seizing upon high-sounding but empty phrases and using them to alarm the populace, and on the other hand, only the academic incapacity for observing facts correctly and reporting them honestly. The truth is, of course, that the behavior of such men as Cowperwood and Eugene Witla and of such women as Carrie Meeber and Jennie Gerhardt, as Dreiser describes it, is no more merely animal than the behavior of such acknowledged and undoubted human beings as Dr. Woodrow Wilson and Dr. Jane Addams. The whole point of the story of Witla, to take the example which seems to concern the horrified watchmen most, is this: that his life is a bitter conflict between the animal in him and the aspiring soul, between the flesh and the spirit, between what is weak in him and what is strong, between what is base and what is noble. Moreover, the good, in the end, gets its hooks into the bad: as we part from Witla he is actually bathed in the tears of remorse, and resolved to be a correct and god-fearing man. And what have we in The Financier and The Titan? A conflict, in the ego of Cowperwood, between aspiration and ambition, between the passion for beauty and the passion for power. Is either passion animal? To ask the question is to answer it.

I single out Dr. Sherman, not because his pompous syllogisms have any plausibility in fact or logic, but simply because he may well stand as archetype of the booming, indignant corrupter of criteria, the moralist turned critic. A glance at his paean to Arnold Bennett * at once reveals the true gravamen of his objection to Dreiser. What offends him is not actually Dreisers shortcomings as an artist, but Dreisers shortcomings as a Christian and an American. In Bennetts volumes of pseudo-philosophy  e.g., The Plain Man and His Wife and The Feast of St. Friend  he finds the intellectual victuals that are to his taste. Here we have a sweet commingling of virtuous conformity and complacent optimism, of sonorous platitude and easy certainty  here, in brief, we have the philosophy of the English middle classes  and here, by the same token, we have the sort of guff that the half-educated of our own country can understand. It is the calm, superior numskullery that was Victorian; it is by Samuel Smiles out of Hannah More. The offense of Dreiser is that he has disdained this revelation and gone back to the Greeks. Lo, he reads poetry into the appetite for women  he rejects the Pauline doctrine that all love is below the diaphragm! He thinks of Ulysses, not as a mere heretic and criminal, but as a great artist. He sees the life of man, not as a simple theorem in Calvinism, but as a vast adventure, an enchantment, a mystery. It is no wonder that respectable schoolteachers are against him. . . .



*The New York Evening Post, Dec. 31, 1915



The comstockian attack upon The Genius seems to have sprung out of the same muddled sense of Dreisers essential hostility to all that is safe and regular  of the danger in him to that mellowed Methodism which has become the national ethic. The book, in a way, was a direct challenge, for though it came to an end upon a note which even a Methodist might hear as sweet, there were provocations in detail. Dreiser, in fact, allowed his scorn to make off with his taste  and es ist nichts fürchtlicher als Einbildungskraft ohne Geschmack. The Comstocks arose to the bait a bit slowly, but none the less surely. Going through the volume with the terrible industry of a Sunday-school boy dredging up pearls of smut from the Old Testament, they achieved a list of no less than 89 alleged floutings of the code  75 described as lewd and 14 as profane. An inspection of these specifications affords mirth of a rare and lofty variety; nothing could more cruelly expose the inner chambers of the moral mind. When young Witla, fastening his best girls skate, is so overcome by the carnality of youth that he hugs her, it is set down as lewd. On page 51, having become an art student, he is fired by a great, warm-tinted nude of Bouguereau  lewd again. On page 70 he begins to draw from the figure, and his instructor cautions him that the female breast is round, not square  more lewdness. On page 151 he kisses his girl on mouth and neck and she cautions him: Be careful! Mamma may come in  still more. On page 161, having got rid of mamma, she yields herself to him gladly, joyously and he is greatly shocked when she argues that an artist (she is by way of being a singer) had better not marry  lewdness doubly damned. On page 245 he and his bride, being ignorant, neglect the principles laid down by Dr. Sylvanus Stall in his great works on sex hygiene  lewdness most horrible! But there is no need to proceed further. Every kiss, hug and tickle of the chin in the chronicle is laboriously snouted out, empanelled, exhibited. Every hint that Witla is no vestal, that he indulges his unchristian fleshliness, that he burns in the manner of I. Corinthians, VII, 9, is uncovered to the moral inquisition.

On the side of profanity there is a less ardent pursuit of evidence, chiefly, I daresay, because their unearthing is less stimulating. (Besides, there is no law prohibiting profanity in books: the whole inquiry here is but so much lagniappe.) On page 408, describing a character called Daniel C. Summerfield, Dreiser says that the fellow is very much given to swearing, more as a matter of habit than of foul intention, and then goes on to explain somewhat lamely that no picture of him would be complete without the interpolation of his various expressions. They turn out to be God damn and Jesus Christ  three of the latter and five or six of the former. All go down; the pure in heart must be shielded from the knowledge of them. (But what of the immoral French? They call the English Goddams.) Also, three plain damns, eight hells, one my God, five by Gods, one go to the devil, one God Almighty and one plain God. Altogether, 31 specimens are listed. The Genius runs to 350,000 words. The profanity thus works out to somewhat less than one word in 10,000 . . . . Alas, the Comstockian proboscis, feeling for such offendings, is not as alert as when uncovering more savoury delicacies. On page 191 I find an overlooked by God. On page 372 there are Oh, God, God curses her, and God strike her dead. On page 373 there are Ah, God, Oh, God, and three other invocations of God. On page 617 there is God help me. On page 720 there is as God is my judge. On page 723 there is Im no damned good . . . . But I begin to blush.

When the Comstock Society began proceedings against The Genius, a group of English novelists, including Arnold Bennett, H. G. Wells, W. L. George and Hugh Walpole, cabled an indignant caveat. This bestirred the Authors League of America to activity, and its executive committee issued a minute denouncing the business. Later a protest of American literati was circulated, and more than 400 signed, including such highly respectable authors as Winston Churchill, Percy Mackaye, Booth Tarkington and James Lane Allen, and such critics as Lawrence Gilman, Clayton Hamilton and James Huneker, and the editors of such journals as the Century, the Atlantic Monthly and the New Republic. Among my literary lumber is all the correspondence relating to this protest, not forgetting the letters of those who refused to sign, and some day I hope to publish it, that posterity may not lose the joy of an extremely diverting episode. Meanwhile, the case moves with stately dignity through the interminable corridors of jurisprudence, and the bulk of the briefs and exhibits that it throws off begins to rival the staggering bulk of The Genius  itself.

In all this, of course, there is a certain savoury grotesquerie; the exposure of the Puritan mind makes life, for the moment, more agreeable. The danger of the combined comstockian professorial attack, to Dreiser as artist, is not that it will make a muss-Presbyterian of him, but that it will convert him into a professional revolutionary, spouting stale perunas for all the sorrows of the world. Here Greenwich Village pulls as Chautauqua pushes; already, indeed, the passionate skepticism that was his original philosophy begins to show signs of being contaminated by various so-called radical purposes. The danger is not one to be sniffed in. Dreiser, after all, is an American like the rest of us, and to be an American is to be burdened by an ethical prepossession, to lean toward causes and remedies. Go through The Genius  or A Hoosier Holiday carefully, and you will find disquieting indications of what might be called a democratic trend in thinking  that is, a trend toward short cuts, easy answers, glittering theories. He is bemused, off and on, by all the various poppycock of the age, from Christian Science to spiritism, and from the latest guesses in eschatology and epistemology to art pour lart. A true American, he lacks a solid culture, and so he yields a bit to every wind that blows, to the inevitable damage of his representation of the eternal mystery that is man.

Joseph Conrad, starting out from the same wondering agnostism, holds to it far more resolutely, and it is easy to see why. Conrad is, by birth and training, an aristocrat. He has the gift of emotional detachment. The lures of facile doctrine do not move him. In his irony there is a disdain which plays about even the ironist himself. Dreiser is a product of far different forces and traditions, and is capable of no such escapement. Struggle as he may to rid himself of the current superstitions, he can never quite achieve deliverance from the believing attitude of mind  the heritage of the Indiana hinterland. One half of the mans brain, so to speak, wars with the other half. He is intelligent, he is thoughtful, he is a sound artist  but always there come moments when a dead hand falls upon him, and he is once more the Indiana peasant, snuffing absurdly over imbecile sentimentalities; giving a grave ear to quackeries, snorting and eye-rolling with the best of them. One generation spans too short a time to free the soul of man. Nietzsche, to the end of his days, remained a Prussian pastors son, and hence two-thirds a Puritan; he erected his war upon holiness, toward the end, into a sort of holy war. Kipling, the grandson of a Methodist preacher, reveals the tin-pot evangelist with increasing clarity as youth and its ribaldries pass away and he falls back upon his fundamentals. And that other English novelist who springs from the servants hall  let us not be surprised or blame him if he sometimes writes like a bounder.

As for Dreiser, as I hint politely, he is still, for all his achievement, in the transition stage between Christian Endeavor and civilization; between Warsaw, Indiana, and the Socratic grove; between being a good American and being a free man; and so he sometimes vacillates perilously between a moral sentimentalism and a somewhat extravagant revolt. The Genius,  on the one hand, is almost a tract for rectitude, a Warning to the Young; its motto might be Scheut die Dirnen! And on the other hand, it is full of a laborious truculence that can be explained only by imagining the author as heroically determined to prove that he is a plain-spoken fellow and his own man, let the chips fall where they may. So, in spots, in The Financier and The Titan, both of them far better books. There is an almost moral frenzy to expose and riddle what passes for morality among the stupid. The isolation of irony is never reached; the man is still a bit evangelical; his ideas are still novelties to him; he is as solemnly absurd in some of his floutings of the Code American as he is in his respect for Bouguereau, or in his flirtings with New Thought, or in his naive belief in the importance of novel-writing. .

But his books remain, particularly his earlier books  and not all the ranting of the outraged orthodox will ever wipe them out. They were done in the stage of wonder, before selfconsciousness began to creep in and corrupt it. The view of life that got into Sister Carrie, the first of them, was not the product of a deliberate thinking out of Carries problem. It simply got itself there by the force of the artistic passion behind it; its coherent statement had to wait for other and more reflective days. This complete rejection of ethical plan and purpose, this manifestation of what Nietzsche used to call moral innocence, is what brought up the guardians of the national tradition at the gallop, and created the Dreiser bugaboo of today. All the rubber-stamp formulae of American fiction were thrown overboard in these earlier books; instead of reducing the inexplicable to the obvious, they lifted the obvious to the inexplicable; one could find in them no orderly chain of causes and effects, of rewards and punishments; they represented life as a phenomenon at once terrible and unintelligible, like a stroke of lightning. The prevailing criticism applied the moral litmus. They were not good; ergo, they were evil.

The peril that Dreiser stands in is here. He may begin to act, if he is not careful, according to the costume forced on him. Unable to combat the orthodox valuation of his place and aim, he may seek a spiritual refuge in embracing it, and so arrange himself with the tripe-sellers of heterodoxy, and cry wares that differ from the other stock only in the bald fact that they are different. . . . Such a fall would grieve the judicious, of whom I have the honor to be one.


From: The Nation, V. 109, No. 2827, September 6, 1919, p.340

Tragedy and Trifles (excerpt)

The Hand of the Potter

The proper character of the tragic hero has long been a fruitful subject of critical controversy. One recall-s the old formula of the schools: he must not be ignoble, he must not be guiltless, he must occupy a reasonably important station in human society. In brief, he must be Oedipus, Macbeth, Wallenstein. Let us look at Mr. Dreisers protagonist. Isadore Berchansky is the son of a Jewish peddler of thread and needles. He was born in an East Side slum. There were ten children. Four are dead. Of the six who survive four are normally energetic and decent people. But poor little Masha (who has the most sensitive soul) is a cripple, and Isadore a psychopathic degenerate. Twice, then, the hand of the Potter shook. From the point of view of the police records Isadore is a loathsome criminal. But in Mr. Dreisers portrayal of him his struggle against his ghastly infirmity is not wholly ignoble; his guilt is merged into social and, in the last analysis, into cosmic forces; his importance is in his character as representative of the tragic consequence of ignorance, poverty, and oppression. He is not ignoble, he is not guiltless; he is important. To realize thoroughly the new meanings that here attach to the old form of words is to have grasped the fundamental change in thinking about human life which is the very soul of the age in which we live, an age in which so many new things are still known by old words and consequently hardly known at all. For it is not only the political map of the world that we must study anew. Ethical frontiers are also subtly shifting before our eyes.

Mr. Dreisers dramaturgic structure is a little clumsy, a little awkward and helpless. The fourth act is plainly unnecessary. But in the three preceding acts there is such characterization and such a projection of the interplay of character through dialogue as we shall seek in vain in any other American play. The delineation of the Berchansky family is not less than masterly. The brothers and sisters could have been but of one blood; they could have been the children of no one but these parents; yet each is, in addition, a definite and peculiar personality. Best of all is the father, Aaron Berchansky. Mr. Dreiser, as he showed in the character of old Gerhardt, has always had a deep sense of the pathos of old age, of a genuine if rigid righteousness that has lost the battle and is stricken at the evidence that righteousness alone avails so little against the vast forces of the world. Berchansky, assuredly, has a tragic quality and appeal that belong to no age. He has them when he turns to the District Attorney: If I had been a better fader maybe dis would not happen; he has them, above all, when he silences the nagging landlord in words as characteristic as they are beautiful: Vy pull at de valls of my house? Dey are already down!

Mr. Arnold Bennetts Judith is an extraordinarily graceful performance. It is to The Hand of the Potter what a terra-cotta statuette is to a gigantic granite boulder…


From: The Independent, V. 74, No. 3352, February 27, 1913, p.470-471

The New Books

Mr. Dreisers Financier

It is the easiest thing in the world to point out Theodore Dreisers shortcomings. His tedious convolutions, his circuitous manner of telling a story, his crudities of style, his inability to crystalize an emotion in a phrase or a scene in less than a chapter  these are the most obvious externals, and therefore need not detain us. For there must be something indefinably powerful about an author whose Complete Works consist of only three painstaking novels and yet are reckoned a force and a fresh impetus wherever Literature is known; whose first book, Sister Carrie, was refused by almost every publisher in this country, and yet, upon its appearance in the meanest of paper and typography, was ranked as one of the greatest pieces of work ever produced in America; a man whose name was unknown by the book-devouring public at the very time it was being hailed by such a variety of critics as Arnold Bennett, Frank Harris, John Galsworthy, Floyd Dell, and the unusually caustic H. L. Mencken. And this bigness that smothers all petty criticism is the mans vigorous sincerity. No craftsman living today, no matter what his art may be, has less of artifice than Theodore Dreiser  in fact, from a standpoint of outward beauty and esthetics, much of his work would be improved were there more of it.

On the very first page of his new novel, for example, is this passage:



Young Cowperwoods father was a bank clerk at his birth, and ten years later, when young Cowperwood was turning a very sensible, vigorous eye on the world, his father was still a clerk, altho a much more trusted and desired one, and was so near a tellership that there was not the least doubt in the world that he would get it.

The next year, because the president died and the vice-president became president, the cashier was made vice-president, and Mr. Henry Worthington Cowperwood was moved into the place vacated by the promoted teller. He was a happy man. It meant the munificent sum of thirty-five hundred dollars a year, and he decided, as he told his. wife joyously the night he heard it, that he, or they, rather, would now move from Number 21 Buttonwood Street to Number 124 New Market, where there was a nice brick house of three stories in hight, as opposed to the one of two stories which they now occupied.



Taken from its context this fragment may seem unimportant, but it has the same value that a single drop of blood may have under the microscope. Here is the authors almost ridiculous love of detail, his much too careful eye for truth, his meticulous preciseness of incident  and underneath it all is the honesty and power of his vision. Mr. Dreiser calls on no exterior glamor for aid; the Fact is glorious enough for him; it is the beginning and the end of his art; it is his all in all. He is no doctrinaire; he ha? no economic axe to grind; no panacea to relieve the ills of the world; no mental Balm of Gilead to smear unctuously over the perplexed soul. He voices a frank but jubilant materialism; he is concerned but little as to the justice of things  whether they are good or bad interests him less than whether they are. With all its contradictions and muddled tragedies Life is to him a very moving and noble thing; he sees no reason why he should color it, distort its values or eliminate any part of it  if it is worth while living, it is worth while writing about. He does not even seek to dignify the commonplace; lie finds it glorious and romantic enough. Every incident, every casual interchange of thought is to him a vital thing  and so the tale of half the life of Frank Cowperwood (from his youth to middle-age) consumes seven hundred and eighty closely printed pages  the other half is still to be told!

And it is just because of this insistence on the value of lifes minutiae that Dreisers work is so often powerful rather than final; big without being great. A greater artist would choose from this welter of facts, would eliminate, condense and give us the essentials in a less tortuous manner. Dreisers method of approaching a point may be described as an ever-narrowing spiral. But it is this very circumlocutory process that enables him to display his most effective gift  the building up of character. No living author has a sense of characterization more keenly developed; possibly no one since Balzac has drawn such amazing portraits as old man Gerhardt;. as the pathetic Jennie, floating thru life, unable to strike out for herself; swept on by whatever waves carried her; the pitiful spectacle of Hurstwood; the brilliant and blind strivings of Carrie Meeber  these are all etchings none the less beautiful because they are laborious. And now comes Frank Cowperwood, the Financier; an arresting, and to many, an irritating figure; an unmoral, capable, generous, shrewd, ambitious manipulator, taking what he wants, untroubled by codes, ethics or conscience. From the moment when, at the age of thirteen, he makes his first deal in soap, one sees in him the outlines of something unquestionably big. Aileen Butler, with whom he falls in love, after ten years of vapid wedlock, is not so fully drawn  but her development in the forthcoming sequel will be interesting. It is this genius for character, together with the power for revealing the chaotic surge of life, that will reward the reader for plodding thru the many tedious intricacies of banking, politic, and a court trial. One wishes at times for more sensuousness, more refinement of expression and less baldness of narrative, but once in the midst of the story one feels that the charm of such prose as, say, Merediths, Moores or Wellss would be out of place here; one is satisfied to find beauty in what Mr. Dreiser says rather than in how he says it. A gaunt beauty, perhaps, like a bronze of Rodins or a wild tone poem of Richard Strauss  but it is a moving beauty, even if it moves with its power instead of its poetry. The Financier must be ranked as one of the finest contemporary novels, even tho Mr. Dreiser has the instincts of a portrait painter rather than a novelist. It is above all a splendid life-size portrait of a man (in the Dutch manner, Lucian Gary says) against the vast background of America  tremendous, in spite of (or, possibly because of) the fact that it is often as vague, as tedious and as formless as life itself.


From: The American Review of Reviews, V. XLVII, No. 2, February 1913, p.242

A Few Thought-Compelling Novels (excerpt)

Even the writer of a story of financial life finds it necessary to dwell on marital difficulties.

Mr. Theodore Dreiser shows admirable craftsmanship in The Financier (Harpers). This is the story of the career of Frank Cowperwood, who from small beginnings grows to be a commanding figure in the financial world. His sensational success, which comes after a failure and some months in prison, comes from his shrewdness in appreciating the significance of the 
failure of Jay Cooke and Company, which caused the panic of 1873, and speculating accordingly. As a picture of a certain type of strong-willed, able, brilliant, unscrupulous men of business, as a study of financial conditions during an interesting period and as a stirring narrative, The Financier deserves high praise. But Arnold Bennett has mentioned Mr. Dreiser as a writer, whose work truly reflects current literary tendencies. And this comment is unfortunately true. This book shows the effect of deliberately reflecting current literary tendencies, in its studied sordidness and highly artificial eroticism. There is a definite and 
unsuccessful attempt at realism in the description of Cowperwoods love-affairs, an attempt which in some places makes almost ridiculous what might have been an admirable piece of work.


From: The Continent, V. 44, No. 50, December 11, 1913, p.1751

Books for the Christmas Season

Travel and Nature Studies

A Traveler at Forty, by Theodore Dreiser. Americans as a rule unfortunately are not given to extensive traveling while young, so Mr. Dreisers first venture into foreign parts will appeal to that large number of persons who have begun, or hope to begin, their traveling at the two-score milepost or later. Before Mr. Dreiser was 40 he had made a reputation as a brilliant novelist with his Sister Carrie and Jennie Gerhardt, recently followed by a piece of lengthy biographical fiction, The Financier. In his travels he had the advantage of the company of two interesting men, and the three formed a diverse but diverting trio. The result is a personal narrative decidedly out of the ordinary and brim full of refreshing experiences in London and Paris, the Riviera, Monte Carlo, Florence, Berlin, Amsterdam, and elsewhere. The impact of modern Europe on a modern mind  a mind keen and penetrating  is well worth consideration, whether or not time or purse permits of European wandering. Here is one of the striking volumes of the season. Mr. Dreiser devotes little time to statistical and architectural data which Baedeker supplies in accurate and undiluted doses. His concern is chiefly with folks and a study of their differences and similarities, compared with the people he left here at home. Take, for example, his entertaining sketches of restaurant and cafe life and his pen pictures of the unmoral and immoral characters he encountered in Paris and in London. After much careful observation he concludes that the life is too utterly feverish, artificial, and exotic, not to say dangerous and grimly destructive, if more than touched upon at long intervals. Probably the intervals had best be omitted entirely  healthy Americans can rest content with Mr. Dreisers intimate descriptions. For the women he found there are of the kind that blight the race. Indeed there is altogether too much about women of this class to please the average clean-minded, unsophisticated reader. But Mr. Dreiser sees  or says he sees  things exactly as they are, without the gilding and veneer of the sentimentalist. He accepts no creeds, and he thinks people are both evil and well intentioned. His faculty for microscopic observation as well as shrewd generalization is amazing. The pictures are the peculiar, cloudy pen and ink work of W. Glackens  the fad with many editors and publishers nowadays.


From: The Musical Leader, V. 36, No. 12, September 19, 1918, p.277

Major and Minor

A recent book that has interested us is Theodore Dreisers collection of contes, entitled Free, and other stories. Dreiser, we suppose is Americas most distinguished author. In the Short Story he is at his best, as the inevitable padding of the long novel necessarily is absent in Free and the other short stories. Dreisers shafts are dipped in vinegar and honey.


From: Our America, by Waldo Frank, Boni and Liveright, 1919, p.129-133

Chicago (excerpt)

Perhaps the most majestic monument of this transition by which America needed to journey: upward into birth is in the novels of Theodore Dreiser. Dreiser belongs to the same world as Masters. He was born in Terre Haute, a provincial city of Indiana, in 1871. There is Catholic German blood in his veins. Unlike Masters he has professionally followed writing all his life, and has come East to New York. And yet, deeply, the two are brothers. And deeply, they express a muffled music of which Chicago is the tonal key.

Dreiser is the creator of a hero. Dreiser is a genius of epic reach, even if not of epic texture. In some ways, he is more the typical Western Yankee even than his friend. He is a big man, ambling of gait, loose-armed and gentle-footed. His slow voice rises with the love of argument. He is cantankerous, sensitive, sentimental. A burly giant with a face as tender as a little girls. A body full of vast desire and a face in love with sweetness. In the disharmony of this, a great grief writ upon his face, and a stern anguish drenching his works.

The hero of Dreiser is the multi-millionaire. He has taken the complacent picaro of the Broadway Play, the child-hero of Horatio Algers From Rags to Riches, and reduced him to the spiritual penury that must be his lot in a world full of gold and joyless, pent with activity and void of being. This great period of American life  the period which now awakes to the bankruptcy of pioneering  Dreiser has forevermore expressed.

But, like Masters, expressed unconsciously. Masters thought he was depicting life  all life  in his American town. And in reality he portrayed the spiritual dearth of his own outlook. Something was lacking, something that lived in Spoon River but not in Masters. Thus also, Dreiser paints the splendors of a man of might  Titan or Genius  and in sooth pens the confessional of his own failure to find true values of existence in the American world about him.

But the failure leads to an artistic triumph. Out of this spiritual void, Dreiser creates aesthetic form. For this inner lack of being, whose unconscious medium he is, is universal; is the pioneers. This he has fixed and rendered memorable.

The stuff of Dreisers novels corresponds with amazing clearness to the stuff of our American life. It is unlit and undifferentiated. His books have the crude form of simple massiveness. Some elemental force like Gravity holds them together and propels them. They are not integrated. The artist who is aware of the values of being touches his materials with that awareness and makes them live. Each element of his work will glow with an inner fire, quite as each quality of being is a flame. Such luminosity you will not find in Dreiser. Nor in America. His books move. But they move like herds.

And yet, they are vital. They lack characterization; often they seem, while one is plowing through them, mere heaped obstructions of reiterated incident. But when one has drawn away from them, one senses their slow, organic movement. They have a rhythm, huge, partaking of the Whole, like the rhythm of a glacier. The rhythm of inchoate, undifferentiated life. It is in this virtue that they are most like the American world.

Dreisers principal hero, Frank Cowperwood, is like Dreisers books and like his land. He does not seem to grow. He is not organic to that extent. Rather, he accumulates. He does not progress. He merely stirs. He is a reservoir of power, without synthesis of choice. He has one woman after another. They leave no deposit of experience upon his soul. He fails: he goes to prison: he marries and triumphs and fails again. He never changes. For experience alone can change. And experience is precisely what he never reaches. He is like a molecule of matter that moves unaltered through eternity. Combining now with this being, now with that: but still the irrepressible and inalterable unit.

At the end of the excursions of his heroes, the sense of Emptiness weighs upon Dreiser. And, like Masters, he transfers this sense upon the world. Many of his novels end with metaphysical abstractions: protests of life against this void of being. The truth is, that lacking the virtue of experience, the measure of subjective being, Dreiser, filling his books with incident and facts, fills them only with symbols of vacuity. His Genius, Eugene Witla, goes through the welter of the world like a runner through a haystack. Come out at the other end, he shakes himself and looks at the daughter whom accident has somehow dropped into his hands, with a creeping sense of unreality. Witla has been a famous painter, a king of the publishing world, a failure, a laborer, a lover. But he has never for a moment created life out of the kaleidoscope of these occurrings. He has done everything: been not at all. No wonder he looks up at the stars like a lost lamb and unconsciously pleads for the warm flock.

In this longing, the Genius betrays the author. Dreiser, deep in his soul, yearns for the gods he has flung away: for the sweet comfort of a myth. If his Desire could face the actual world, it would soon warm it and make it glow. And since it does not, the cause can only be that it is facing elsewhere. Like the generation which he best expresses, Theodore Dreiser has cut away from the tradition and worship of the American past, only at the expense of the emotional energy which made that tradition and that worship live. The stuff of his books is not in flame, because the fire of his own soul is not free to ignite it. He is still caught in his own past.

From this circumstance, moreover, we may understand why Dreiser and Masters and their brothers spend such vehemence in attack upon the Past from which they should be free. They are not free. They attack because the Past is still so emotionally real; because it holds them back from full bestowal upon the Present. The man whose life pours uninhibited into the world about him is too busy creating to attack. We attack only what hinders and holds. The protest of Dreiser against American ghosts shows how fearfully America is still haunted by them. Masters absorption! in classical forms and classical allusions, Dreisers rapt interest in the scientific formulae which twenty years ago seemed to promise a substitute for the vision of Genesis, point to their ancient yearnings.

The Past is still with us in this land. At best, the Present is a feeble growth. Dreiser and Masters mark the transition of revolt. They have denied the old gods. But we shall not be free of the old, till we have found the new.


From: The Dial, V. LIV, No. 639, February 1, 1913, p.99-100

Recent Fiction

By William Morton Payne

Mr. Theodore Dreiser has been long-winded enough in his two previous performances, but in his third novel, The Financier, he has carried analysis and amplification to an extreme hitherto unattained. There are nearly eight hundred pages in this book, and the story that they tell might have been more effectively set forth with half the number of words. He cannot introduce a new character, of however minor significance, without telling us all about him, or a new situation without enveloping it in a cloud of comment and exposition. The details of Cowperwoods stock manipulations are explained in a manner that may be interesting to stockbrokers, but are unspeakably wearisome to the reader who is impatient for action and results. When the financier is on trial for embezzlement, we are given all the steps of the legal procedure, and even the twelve good men and true who act as jurors in the case are individually characterized. The fault of over-elaboration is much more grievous than it was in the case of Mr. Whites A Certain Rich Man, which the present novel resembles in both theme and construction. Mr. Dreiser gives us truth, no doubt, and in that fact is the defence of his method, but it is truth in conglomerate chunks such as the literary artist is under bonds to dispense with. Cowperwood, the chief figure in this narrative, is described as a man who never gave a thought to the vast palaver concerning evil which is constantly going on. He is utterly without moral sense, and devoid of any principle other than expediency. Born in Philadelphia in the thirties, the son of a bank officer, his attention is early fixed upon the financial game, and he determines as a boy to get into it. While still at school, he carries out certain sharp business transactions, and thereby gets his start. After various experimental sallies, he gets into the stock exchange, and enters upon his real career. Every trick of manipulation seems to come to him intuitively, and he becomes an adept at juggling with values. He makes a specialty of traction stocks, and drags the city treasurer  a weak creature  into his toils, acting as agent for the city loan, and borrowing the city funds to use in his speculative enterprises. His undoing comes with the Chicago fire of 1871 and the ensuing panic, and with the simultaneous exposure of his liaison with the daughter of an Irish contractor who has befriended him. The whole rotten situation is brought to light, and he is pursued both by the public clamor that demands a scapegoat and by the private vengeance of the outraged father. In spite of every legal subtlety that can be employed in his favor, he becomes a bankrupt and a convict with a prison sentence of several years. The actual term is cut short to about a year by means of a pardon, and Cowperwood, a free man, finds in the panic of 1873 and the failure of Jay Cooke & Co. the occasion for rehabilitating his fortunes through his knowledge of the stock market Then he starts for the West to build up a new career in Chicago. Getting his wife to consent to a divorce, he takes his paramour with him, and there the story ends. Those who are familiar with the financial history of recent times know what followed, for, while the study of Cowperwood is doubtless not an exact portrait, it presents so many points of similarity to the figure of a notorious buccaneer of recent days that the reader early entertains a suspicion of his identity. It becomes more than a suspicion when we read this note of his life in the penitentiary. Every evening he had studied the sky from his narrow yard, which resulted curiously in the gift in later years of a great reflecting telescope to a famous university. The word reflecting may be intentional, but we imagine it to be a slip of a sort which the author frequently makes, as when (about 1840) Cowperwood is made to learn the difference between a state bank and a national one. One of the noticeable characteristics of the novel is a certain slovenliness both in the use of language and in the statement of fact. The following instances may be adduced: The great Chicago fire, October 7th, 1871, . . . began on Saturday, October 7th, and continued apparently unabated until the following Wednesday. The fire began on Sunday evening, the 8th, and had spent its fury early Tuesday morning. Our other instance is in this description of a waltz: He had put his hand to her waist. His right arm held her left extended arm to arm, palm to palm. Her right hand was on his shoulder, and she was close to him, looking into his eyes. A waltz according to these specifications would excite much admiration in the onlookers. The author of The Financier is committed to a method of unflinching realism which makes such an absurdity as this unusually conspicuous. His realism also leads him, on at least two occasions, to forget all the claims of reticence in dealing with the relations between men and women. And we must say that the minute description of the costume worn by Cowperwoods paramour, given us whenever she makes an appearance, is calculated to get on the readers nerves.


From: The Bookman, V. 34, No. 4, December 1911, p.432-434

Ten Books of the Month (Excerpt)

Theodore Dreisers Jennie Gerhardt

By Calvin Winter

Readers familiar with modern Italian fiction are aware that several years ago Giovanni Verga, author of Cavalleria Rusticana, planned a series of five novels which, while unrelated in theme, social environment or caste of characters, were nevertheless grouped under one comprehensive title, The Vanquished, and had in common this basic idea, that in all the different social strata there seem to be certain individuals and certain families that, while apparently as well fitted as the others for survival, are nevertheless doomed in advance to failure, destined to suffer a slow and inevitable disintegration. Mr. Theodore Dreiser has nowhere specifically expressed any similar social or artistic creed; and yet, in reading his Jennie Gerhardt, ones thoughts inevitably go back to Vergas doctrine of The Vanquished; in following the slow breaking up of the Gerhardt family, we see again in memory the dissolution as a social unit of Vergas I Malavoglia, and realise that, however far apart these two authors may be in the theory and practice of their art, they have a rather curious mental kinship in their outlook upon life.

Jennie Gerhardt is a novel possessing an interest outside and beyond the specific story it has to tell; it contains an answer to the not unimportant question raised by Mr. Dreisers earlier volume, Sister Carrie, What are the mental and moral measurements of this author? Has he reached the limits of his powers, or is he destined to go further, much further, into the higher altitudes of fiction? The question is an interesting one because there can be little doubt that if the world at large had discovered promptly, instead of after a delay of nearly seven years, that Sister Carrie was a volume of some importance, we should not only have had Jennie Gerhardt a decade sooner, but other volumes besides of similar substance and intent.

A careful reading of Jennie Gerhardt is consoling to this extent: it does away with the illusion that Mr. Dreiser has or ever had much greater altitudes to scale; it shows more fully than his earlier book the whole gamut of his powers and his limitations; it is, of the two, a more ambitious effort, a more complex picture drawn on a wider canvas,  and its defects are proportionately more numerous and more apparent. Both books are stamped with a certain crudity, both in literary style and in the specific things which certain characters say and do: over and over again the reader finds himself involuntarily echoing Assessor Bracks familiar expostulation, But people dont do such things! And because Jennie Gerhardt has a more crowded canvas than Sister Carrie; because also, in a measure, certain characters are higher up in the social scale, the things that people do not do stand out rather more frequently and more obviously.

Nevertheless, Jennie Gerhardt is a rather big book,-not a great book, not a book worthy to stand,  as an enthusiastic English reviewer once said of its predecessor, on a shelf between Madame Bovary and Nana; but a big book, undeniably, full of a rugged sincerity, a fearless devotion to the truth, and undisguised pity for the impotence of human nature under its double handicap of heredity and environment.

Jennie Gerhardt is one of those novels of which it is extremely hard to give the right sort of impression in a review, without letting the review run to altogether disproportionate length, because the specific story that it has to tell is one which necessitates a possession of all the facts before one may judge it fairly. In this respect it resembles life,  and the judgment of the hasty reader, who merely skims its pages, will also resemble the hasty judgments which in real life are passed upon the human derelicts that from time to time pass for a moment under our notice. Full knowledge means full sympathy, Mr. Dreiser would seem to say,and to this end he multiplies little details unweariedly, endlessly, until there is at least one character in the story whom we know with something approaching the intimacy with which we know ourselves. And since this particular character is one foredoomed to be swept under in the current of life, the pervading atmosphere of the book is, as in Arnold Bennetts Clayhanger, a wonderfully sustained sense of greyness, a fatalistic acceptance of the inevitability of human tragedy.

Mr. Dreiser himself has defined his new volume as the life story of a woman who craved affection. Jennie and Carrie, in the opening chapters of the respective volumes, are sisters in misfortune and in weakness; both have been born to a life of toil and temptation; both of them hunger for something different; and both of them, when temptation comes, succumb to it. But from this point onward the two stories are a whole world apart. And the difference lies in the characters of the two heroines who, if all womankind could for the sake of convenience be divided into two groups, would stand as representatives of these opposite types, the woman whose pleasure lies in receiving, and the woman whose joy it is to give. Carrie Meeber lived for herself alone. She yielded to temptation, not through love, or gratitude, or because it was a means toward helping others, but simply because she craved a winter coat, new shoes, gloves and ribbons, the petty vanities of a young woman who has awakened to a realisation that she is good to look upon. Jennie Gerhardt has the inborn instinct of motherhood; she must have, always, something or somebody to whom she may make sacrifice. In her case, it is no vulgar, flashy drummer who brings temptation through appeal to her sex or her vanity, but a man of importance, a mature and dignified United States Senator, whose attentions mean the lifting of a cloud of despair from the shoulders of an overworked mother and a sick father, food and clothing for half a dozen needy brothers and sisters. The senator has been attracted by the girls beauty while staying at a hotel in which she is employed; and at first his interest in her is, or at least he cheats himself into thinking that it is, merely paternal. It is Jennies own gratitude, when the senator crowns his many kindnesses by saving her brother from prison, that brings about the initial tragedy of her life. And when, shortly afterward, the senator dies, and Jennie finds herself facing the world single-handed, with the added burden of a nameless child, she is still unchanged, still the woman who will always pay in full for the privilege of a kind word, always sacrifice herself to the uttermost for the sake of those who are dear to her.

The main substance of Jennies story, however, deals with that part of her life which follows upon the death of the senator, and after another man comes into her life, to whom she is able to give not merely gratitude but a mature womans love, -the one and only love of her life. That a girl like Jennie could throughout a series of years live more or less openly with a man of such social and financial prominence as Lester Kane, travel with him as his wife, visit fashionable summer resorts in his company, and finally take a house in one of the city suburbs and be for a time on terms of intimacy with the neighbours, to whom she is known as Mrs. Kane,  all of this without exciting gossip, or arousing suspicions, or disturbing the tranquillity of her austere old father, who at this time lives with her,  is almost too much of a tax upon the readers credulity. But, if we accept the situation, then the underlying tragedy of it, the abiding sense that it was foredoomed not to last, the daily lengthening shadow of the inevitable sacrifice she must sooner or later make for the best good of the man she loves,  all this is given to us with an assured touch, showing with quite wonderful insight how relentlessly the consequences of human errors tread on one anothers heels. Over and over the story of Jennie makes the readers heart ache with the helpless pity of it all. Yet at the same time, and this is perhaps the highest tribute that can be paid to Mr. Dreiser, and in a measure offsets the strictures and reservations of an earlier paragraph, - it never occurs to the reader to ask, Oh, why did he do it? Why was he so needlessly cruel? One feels, on the contrary, that the cruelty in this book is not of Mr. Dreisers making; it is the cruelty of life.


From: The Bookman, V. 34, No. 3, November 1911, p.221-225

Chronicle and Comment (excerpt)

The announcement of a forthcoming novel by Theodore Dreiser, entitled Jennie Gerhardt, brings to mind once more, not only the many vicissitudes of that authors earlier volume, Sister Carrie, but also, to the few who happened to be in Mr. Dreisers confidence, the long delays and many interruptions attending the writing of the second book. Mr. Dreisers experience, up to the present time, are quite unique. Between the many handicaps of scepticism on the part of publishers, caprices of popular taste, long periods of ill health, and, more than anything else, a tyrannical instinct of self-criticism that rendered him for months at a time unable to say the thing he wanted to say in the precise form in which he wanted to say it  the net result of fifteen years of patient striving has been only these two novels: Sister Carrie, whose two separate publications and numerous other adventures and misadventures, in the way of frequent repurchase of plates and at least one fire that threatened their annihilation, form an interesting private chapter in the history of bookmaking; and Jennie Gerhardt, which has had an equally protracted, if less sensational, struggle to get itself given to the world.

During the five years that intervened between the first publication of Sister Carrie and the second, and when it might as well not have been published at all, so far as the public at large was concerned, the few who knew the book and had faith in it experienced every now and then an agreeable surprise in meeting some one else to whom the name of Carrie Meebur was a bond of sympathy. In short, there were a small group of people who had been brought in touch with each other mainly through this book, and who unintentionally and perhaps without being aware of it, constituted a sort of Sister Carrie Society. In a much smaller way, the new story, Jennie Gerhardt, which the author defines as the life story of a woman who craved affection, has been similarly known and believed in by just a few people to whom Mr. Dreiser has chosen to outline the plot. Outline is not quite the fitting word, because, even so far back as seven years ago he had the details so well worked out that, if he was once fairly started upon it, he would reel the whole story off, with the ease and smoothness of a lesson committed to memory, and the narration would occupy from three to four hours. He had lived with his characters so long in imagination that their lives had become as real to him as his own. But when he tried to crystallise the story into final form, it persistently slipped away from him like quicksilver. But those who once heard his unfinished verbal draft of it had faith in it and expressed that faith in several quite practical ways. In fact, it is stated on good authority that at one time, shortly before a serious nervous breakdown, when Mr. Dreiser found himself unable to work on his book and at the same time continue any other employment that would bring in the needed weekly revenue, the publishing house which then held the plates of Sister Carrie voluntarily placed him upon a salary, in order that he might more quickly finish Jennie Gerhardt for them. But even with cares relieved, and in the tranquillity of a Pennsylvania village, thoughts refused to take shape at command, and the arrangement was terminated at the authors own request, because he realised the unfairness of a bargain to which he could not set even an approximate limit. Now, at last, Jennie Gerhardt is finished, and it will be interesting to see whether, in printed form, it will show the same rugged strength and sincerity that his listeners used to find in Mr. Dreisers oral version.


From: The Independent, V. 71, No. 3288, December 7, 1911, p.1267-1268

Literature: Flights of Fiction

Jennie Gerhardt

This story of a beautiful young girl who begins life as a scrub-woman, will remind the reader, curiously, of many other heroines. Moores Esther Waters was also a servant girl, and Zangwills Merely Mary Ann scrubbed floors, and stairways for her living, but Jennie Gerhardt resembles them distantly. Lily in Sudermans Song of Songs has much of Jennies pathetic gentleness of nature, making each the easy prey of better instructed selfishness. DuMauriers Trilby, too, had so little of self in her makeup that she lacked the protection of self-respect. Jennies story of self-forgetful sacrifice is told with the baldest simplicity, with no tragic lightening of the situation. It is like a gray day  all the landscape keyed low, and not a gleam of cheerful sunlight anywhere. It has the sort of fatalism which grows out of character. Jennie is weak and gentle, with a passion for self-immolation, and that makes her tragedy not a red tragedy of hate nor a black one of despair, but the gray commonplace one of a woman whom the world has cast out as a sinner, yet who never feels herself quite vile, because her impulse had always been to love and to serve those around her. Poor Jennie is morbidly grateful to those who help her family, and she does not stop to scrutinize the motives of her benefactors. She is a dreamer, too, living in a world of her own  which was necessary if she were to live at all. Two men make her the victim of her own pity and generosity; yet, tho they are admittedly evil, the author sees each situation from their point of view, so calmly that he seems unduly cold-blooded. We miss the warm indignation that should fire his heart at sight of their cruelty. Several of the characters in summing up Jennie say: She is a good woman, but we wonder if so much soft-heartedness is really good. Jennies wretched story might have been so different if at any crisis of it she had had more sense and less sweetness. The novel begins with sorrow and ends with an interrogation. The lives it has passed in review seem all so futile and meaningless. There is no lift to the spirit, as when we read of suffering bravely borne to some end, however dimly apprehended. The author is either a fool or a genius. At first we were annoyed by his failure to make the most of his situations, and by his repeatedly missing, apparently thru mere stupidity, opportunities for fine dramatic climaxes. But gradually ..the possibility dawned upon us that the author was deliberately keeping down the emotional tone and that he was exercising as great art in avoiding sensational scenes as other authors do in contriving them.


From: The North American Review, V. 210, October 1919, p.567-568

New Books Reviewed (excerpt)

Twelve Men

Certain readers who care more for literature than for realism may possibly be surprised that the author of Sister Carrie, Jennie Gerhardt, The Financier, The Titan, and other titanic works, should write so pointedly and so pregnantly as Mr. Dreiser has done in Twelve Men. The narratives in this latest book of his  narratives that are at the same time artfully developed short-stories and conversationally told character sketches  do not, to be sure, lack realism. They are thoroughly unconventional, and they are true. They have also the superficial traits of speaking with little delicacy about sex and of quoting profanity exactly. But thorough unconventionality  to say nothing of the superficial traits  is a virtue. And the stories are not  thank Heaven!  realistic in the sense of being tediously and majestically true to fact: they do not tell at merciless length what may be known just as well through epitome, through sample, or through suggestion. Nor do they contain merely a grain of imagination hidden away in a wagon-load of the hay, wood, stubble of experience. On the contrary in these tales Mr. Dreisers imagination actively interprets life, interprets it with that reserve, that skepticism which  rather than delight in the raw material of human existence  is the mark of intelligent realism.

Verily, what a piece of work is man ! Life is ever so much bigger and more interesting than conventional morality, conventional sentiment, conventional romance  such is the excellent reaction produced upon the mind by Mr. Dreisers sketches of such men as  Peter, the bohemian artist, thinker, and practical joker, to whom home life was, after all, the ultimate reality;  Paul Dresser, the authors brother who was the composer of Just Tell Them that You Saw Me and On the Banks of the Wabash; Culhane, the Solid Man (Muldoon), who at his sanitorium has put into practise a system of athletic morals and of moral strenuousness that is a criticism of life no less telling and no less enjoyable than is the grotesque irony of a Carlyle; X, the one-time millionaire  one respects the authors delicacy about revealing his true name  who, having achieved affluence by a combination of the virtue preached by Samuel Smiles and the masterful shrewdness celebrated in novels about big business, developed  not high moral character or respectability  but a certain sincerity and romantic grandeur of soul.

No one, it may be said, has drawn with more truth, with more genuine humor, or with more genuine reverence for the mystery of human personality, than has Mr. Dreiser such so-called types as the country doctor, the Irish contractor, the religious enthusiast. All the men in the authors gallery of obscure or conspicuous notables impress one deeply by their inexplicable force, and puzzle one by the variety of their ideals and standards.

No mature and open-minded person, whether interested simply in human beings, or, like Culhane, in the history of morals, should miss reading these realistic, and intimately realized, sketches.


From: Current Literature, V. LIII, No. 6, December 1912, p.696-697

Literature and Art (excerpt)

Frenzied Finance Through Dreisers Eyes

We are waiting for a great artist and seer to interpret the spiritual chaos we live in! cries Hanna Astrup Larsen in The Forum. The article in which this sentence appears is entitled The Cowardice of American Literature, and indicts contemporary novelists on the ground that they are superficial and that they avoid the really pregnant facts in human life and experience. There is some truth in the indictment; yet, like most sweeping charges, it needs to be modified. At the present moment, Miss Larsen may find. if she seeks. evidences of a new spirit in American fiction of almost unprecedented frankness, of deep, tho depressing, insight. Theodore Dreiser, for instance, is both a great artist and a seer. His novels, Sister Carrie and Jennie Gerhart, are unique in their own field and anything but superficial. In his latest story, The Financier (Harper), he offers a work that rivals Frank Norriss Octopus and Pit in its serious intention, its conscientious craftsmanship. He has the detachment which only great writers possess; he makes us feel that the events he describes transpire sub specie eternitatis.

The Lust for Gold.

It would not be sensible to regard Frank Cowperwood, the hero of The Financier, as an average American business man. He is more what biologists call a sport, and he suggests the question whether supreme talent or genius is ever normal. A financier by instinct is the phrase Mr. Dreiser applies to him  one who thinks as naturally in terms of gold as others think in terms of science or art or literature. Born in Philadelphia in the early 1850s, he becomes a Napoleon of finance before he is thirty. Step by step we watch his growing mastery of the game. Financial magnates  William H. Vanderbilt, Jay Gould, Daniel Drew, Collis P. Huntington, Jay Cooke  hover in the background of the story. Public meetings, riots. battles transpire. At the zenith of his career come the Chicago fire and a crisis in his fortunes. He is exposed in an irregular partnership with the City Treasurer of Philadelphia. Prison gates open to receive him. He serves a brief term; comes out again with spirit unbroken: creates a new fortune. And through all a cold. calculating financial genius is at work. So far as he could see, force governed this world  hard, cold force and quickness of brain. If one had force, plenty of it, quickness of wit and subtlety, there was no need for anything else.

The Desire of Woman.

In an elemental fashion Mr. Dreiser cuts right to the roots of the   character he has created. We feel the two primal motives at work  the hunger-instinct. the sex-instinct  one transmuted into high finance, the other into the delight of womans companionship and an increasing esthetic sensitiveness. Cowperwood marries in youth and has two children, but his marriage is not a success. His wife becomes too tame for him. She is charming, but she is not brilliant or forceful. He turns to Aileen Butler, a woman of wild beauty and fascination errant, ill-balanced. romantic, but exquisite. She is easily won over to his code of morals or to his lack of morals. As for him, he saw nothing wrong. . . . One found oneself in a given social order, theory or scheme of things. For purposes of social success, in order not to offend, to smooth ones path, make things easy, avoid useless criticism and the like, it was necessary to create an outward seething  ostensibly conform. Beyond that it was not necessary to do anything. Never fail, never get caught. If you did, fight your way out silently and say nothing. This philosophy works out tragically enough. The wife protests, ineffectually. Aileen repudiates her own family in order to be true to Cowperwood through disgrace and through imprisonment. In the end they are married. But they are not content.

Vanity of Vanities!

The outstanding feature of Theodore Dreisers portrayal is a sense of fate and futility. Whether we are good or whether we are bad, he intimates, we pay our price in suffering. There appears to exist, he says specifically, an age-old fight between spirit and the flesh, God and the devil, idealism and materialism, heat and cold. wealth and poverty, strength and weakness, and so on  struggle without evidence of victory or failure on either hand. From everlasting to everlasting may as well have been spoken of evil as of good. Or there is no evil, nor any good, as we understand them. The book closes with this fine passage:

The three witches that hailed Macbeth upon the blasted heath might in turn have called to Cowperwood, Hail to thee, Frank Cowperwood, master of a great railway system! Hail to thee, Frank Cowperwood, builder of a priceless mansion! Hail to thee, Frank Cowperwood, patron of arts and possessor of endless riches! Thou shalt be famed hereafter. But like the Weird Sisters, they would have lied, for in the glory was also the ashes of Dead Sea fruit  an understanding that could neither be inflamed by desire nor satisfied by luxury; a heart that was long since wearied by experience; a soul that was as bereft of illusion as a windless moon. And to Aileen, as to Macduff, they might have spoken at more pathetic promise, one that concerned hope and failure. To have and not to have! All the seeming, and yet the sorrow of not having! Brilliant society that shone in a mirage, yet locked its doors; love that eluded as a willo-the-wisp and died in the dark. Hail to thee, Frank Cowperwood, master and no master, prince of a world of dreams whose reality was sorrow! So might the witches have called, the bowl have danced with figures, the fumes with vision, and it would have been true. What wise man might not read from such a beginning such an end?


From: Railroad Association Magazine, V. 1, No. 2, February 15, 1912, p.30

Book Reviews

Jennie Gerhardt

In the story of Jennie Gerhart, Theo. Dreiser has told a pathetic story that could find its verification many times over in this broad land but with this difference. Scarcely once in a thousand times could such a course as is here portrayed be followed with so little of real tragedy as the outcome. He has shown up a common law marriage at its very best  if indeed there be any best to so dark a picture. Not one woman in a thousand has so little of jealousy and vindictiveness in her nature as Jennie. Rarely do you find a man of this type so fair-minded and considerate as Lester. The main value of the story seems to lie in the fact that notwithstanding this, every step of the way is hedged about with deceit, fear, shame and heartbreaks. One reviewer has said, It exhibits a philosophy of life that seems sound. It certainly exhibits a course of life that is very unsound.


From: Indiana University Alumni Quarterly, V. III, No. 2, April 1916, p.260-262

Book Reviews and Literary Notes

The Genius

By W. E. Jenkins, 91

Mr. Dreiser in his latest volume, The Genius, is still the unchastened naturalist sinning at every point of his practice against the literary canons of his countrymen. Here are the same qualities and defects, the same intellectual and aesthetic limitations, and the same very considerable moral strengths that marked Sister Carrie, Jennie Gerhardt, and the incomplete trilogy, The Titan and The Financier. He is likewise still the social historian developing in great detail the social backgrounds against which his characters move, developing these backgrounds to a degree not always vindicated by the resultant interest. He shows, as Henry James says of the English realists of the contemporary period, in respect to his material, the state of saturation rather than the power of selection. In place of the one significant expressive detail, or the definitely characterizing epithet or phrase, we are given bald categories of crude fact, haberdashers inventories of clothes, schedules of the contents of rooms, as literary as auctioneers catalogues. It would almost seem that Mr. Dreiser requires for his description of a house the architects specifications and the contractors bill of material. In psychology his method is similar. The mysterious areas of consciousness, with their intermittent illumination and their wavering margins, are to him like so many toy Noahs arks. He inventories their contents with clerkly thoroughness. The character thinks this or that or the other thing, or he vaguely wonders at the complexity of it all. Nuances and subtilities seemingly have no place in Mr. Dreisers psychology. One exception to this heavyheadedness should be noted. There is a fine quality in certain paragraphs dealing with the questing, yearning motive of his principal characters in their unmoralized search for self-realization  a quality less marked in The Genius than in the earlier novels.

Realism in American literature is of such rare occurrence, we have developed so few varieties of the species, that the reviewers seem fully to satisfy their instincts of classification when they write Mr. Dreiser down a realist. Now, genuine realism is merely the method of working directly and veraciously from the material, and it may properly deal with anything from the visions of a saint to the digestion of a shark; but the result will derive its artistic importance from the greatness of the life it reflects and the greatness of the manner in which it works. It would be difficult to establish the claims of Mr. Dreiser to the latter excellence. But in The Financier, The Titan, and The Genius, he is epic in intention if not in achievement. Aside from the Civil War, it is doubtful if any American theme has the epic possibilities of the period of high finance, with which saturnalia of exploitation the first two of these novels deal. To have undertaken such an enterprise on such a scale  a task worthy of Balzac  smacks of the heroic. Is Mr. Dreiser equal to its exactions? In those particulars which contribute documentary value, surface reality, thickness, the verdict is, with some reservations, in his favor. But a more crucial test must be met before Mr. Dreiser can be admitted to brotherhood in the tribe of Balzac. What of his powers of portraiture? Cowperwood and Witla weigh heavy enough in his appreciation to figure as the protagonists of epics. Are they worthy of such roles? One does not ask that they should qualify in vice or virtue on any recognized scale of the heroic, but merely that they should possess as portraiture the indefinable quality of distinction. These hircine heroes are probably real and hence in the wash of current sentimental inveracity may be significant, as the cautious reviewers say; but it is a serious delusion of Mr. Dreiser that they are men of genius, however their originals in actual life may have figured. The law of the drama holds good for fiction. It is not enough to label your personage genius, and to represent him as dominating men, situations, or communities. The character should make the impression of his quality directly upon the reader, and not alone by reflection from the other characters in the plot. Cowperwood and Witla are essentially commonplace by this test. With characters avowedly mediocre, Mr. Dreiser does better in the instance of Hurstwood in Sister Carrie, and Jennie Gerhardt in the novel of that name, through toleration, sympathy, and a detailed knowledge of environments, a convincing impression of reality is given.

However grave an indictment may be drawn against Mr. Dreiser on the score of artistic ineptitude, lack of reticence, and insensibility to the finer values, ones final instinct is to demur and to insist upon the very considerable importance of such qualities as candor, courage, and sincerity, at a time when they are not shiningly manifest in the work of his American contemporaries. If, as Meredith said, all great artists are realists at bottom, a sense of reality should be widely diffused that the necessary rapport between artist and public may exist. In the consumption of fiction the American public is still preponderantly sentimental, romantic, and optimistic, and with this temper the manufacturers of flapper-food, the caterers to triumphant adolesence, do a lucrative trade. Mr. Dreiser, however, goes imperturbably on his solitary way with something of the effect of a phenomenon of nature; and if his report of reality, made at the level of naturalism, exhibits as temporary and animalistic those relations which it is the flower of human experience to have shown as capable of permanency and spirituality, this report is nevertheless, here and now, a welcome contribution. For in the total account it may serve to correct the more dangerous unreality of jejune optimism and shallow sentimentalism  that sentimentalism that still, as Meredith said, fiddles harmonics on the strings of sensualism.


From: The American Monthly Magazine, V. XL, No. 2, February 1912, p.94-95

New Books

By Ninon Traver

Jennie Gerhardt

This is a novel of which it is extremely difficult to give the right impression  one that the present reviewer considers among the few great novels presented in many years, and yet one that many may find unpleasant, perhaps offensive. But if the honest, earnest purpose of the author, which is as unmistakable and ever present as the air we breathe, is taken into consideration, the reader is apt to admit at the close of this strong, gripping story of life, not as we like it, but as it is lived, that it is far more moral in effect than the books whose morality is announced on each page. We are not asserting that the mantle of Flaubert has fallen upon Mr. Dreiser, but many have tried it on whom it would not fit so well, for he has done a big thing in a big manner. It is not a book to be read and judged hastily, and we realize the appeal against such judgment in the unwearied multiplication of detail by which we grow to know Jennie with a perfect understanding, and from the beginning we know she is doomed; that the circumstances of her poverty, her very goodness, foreshadowed the tragedy which was inevitable.

The spirit of Jennie  who shall express it? When the soft, low call of the wood-doves, those spirits of the summer, came out of the distance she would incline her head and listen, the whole spiritual quality of it dropping like silver bubbles into her own great heart.

She was sweet and good and tender, and she was made of and for love and sacrifice  more especially sacrifice. Womankind can be divided into two classes  those whose pleasure it is to receive and those whose joy in life is to give. To the woman of the latter class it is an absolute necessity to feel that some one needs her. Her only joy is in knowing that her love and ministrations give happiness to the loved one, whether it be parent, husband or child, and usually that womans love is great enough that it is given in equal abundance to each. To this class, with its deep maternal instinct, Jennie belonged, and love for her patient mother, her brothers and sisters in their utmost poverty was the force that pushed her into the stream whose current carried her into the deep, pitiless pool where, when she would have escaped, the hand she loved pushed her back. The readers heart aches with the knowledge that life is like this  the gray hopelessness, the inevitable doom, that follows human error. The character of Lester Kane is not less perfectly drawn than Jennie. He is the typical, aggressive, confident business man. He has wealth and it must serve him. He is utterly selfish, as Jennie is absolutely without selfishness. He does not want to consider anything that might be a curtailment of his privileges; he is never quite sure what he wants to do; he will think it over, not now, but some time he will decide, and when he does it is too late. He has ruined his own life, his own happiness, and that of the women he loved and wanted for his wife, but did not realize it  the woman who loved him perfectly.

Perhaps the book seems cruel, but in our hearts we know that it is life that is cruel and the book is true. Mr. Dreisers first book, Sister Carrie, indicated his capabilities, and this one proves his power.


From: Life, V. 59, No. 1523, January 4, 1912, p.65

The Antics of Maiden Aunts

By J.B. Kerfoot

The book reviewer in so far resembles the race-suicider that his wisdom, if he has any. has to be justified by other peoples children. He occupies, in fact, in the family of letters, very much the position of a maiden aunt. Both are highly convenient adjuncts in over-prolific households. Both are constantly consulted and very often even listened to in the little crises of daily life. And since both thus have the prognosticating habit thrust upon them, both occasionally come to fancy themselves as prophets, forgetful of the fact that the utmost recognition likely to be ac  corded to either of them in that capacity is to have it re  called some day that Poor Aunt Julia always said Jim was a born mechanic.

But let it be recorded to the credit of both branches of the profession that in the huge majority of cases there is more rejoicing in the maiden auntish heart over one young scapegrace for whom the noose has been predicted, but who grows up and gets himself elected President, than over half a dozen chances of saying I told you so at a hanging.

Ten years ago Theodore Dreiser, the bad boy who wrote Sister Carrie, was consigned to the gallows by all of us aunts. He had, we felt, not only been playing with very disreputable children and had picked up information that no nice boy would have had any curiosity about, but he repeated it at the family table in language that was decidedly gutterish. And what was still worse, he showed an unmistakably angry and disrespectful attitude toward his elders. He did not say Papa, do you know. . . ? He said, in effect, Youre a gol durned nice bunch o blokes, you are, to be sittin here with your eyes shut and your ears stuffed with cotton wool, while…! Which manifestly wasnt manners. And which was greeted with a chorus of For shame, Theodore! which appeared to end the incident, since Theodore immediately ran away to sea and has never been heard from since. Nevertheless. as time has gone on. we have not only discovered to our surprise that that flare-up at table has remained in our minds when hundreds of supposedly happier events have been forgotten, but we have come to see (as aunts will when they grow less maidenish in their later maidenhood) that it may not after all have been a predisposition to the scaffold that we detected in Theodore, but merely the intolerance of immaturity directed against the intolerable smugness of the family attitude. And some of us, bless our hearts, have even wondered at times (when the needs of the younger children gave us a little time for reflection) what Theodore might have developed into if we had given him a chance!

Well. Theodore has come back, and to tell the truth we neednt have worried. We can even console our consciences with the thought that if our failure to make allowances had really anything to do with his shipping as a sailor, we have reason to be glad that were ashamed of ourselves.

For although the author of Jennie Gerhardt (Harpers. $1.20) has not altogether outgrown the crudities that sometimes almost suggested illiteracy in the author of Sister Carrie, the last trace of adolescent rancor and belligerent championship has departed from his attitude. He returns, from we know not what journeys of the spirit. to bring to us in this history of a technical outcast  a history so commonplace as almost to appear common, and so revealatory of reality as almost to seem like mere realism  the ultimate message of all travel  that true beauty often lies close at home, unnoticed, and that we often draw aside our maiden auntish skirts as we pass it  and the eternally restated message of art  that lifes deepest meanings are often hidden from us by our ideas of life. But these messages are not spoken. They are implicit. And even to put them into words is perhaps to do the story an injustice. Let us rather say that in Jennie Gerhardt  Mr. Dreiser has striven, with a simplicity of purpose that awkwardnesses of performance occasion  ally mar but never defeat, to place before us that most humdrum and homely, yet most romantic, of all histories and that most obscure yet most pregnant of all messages, the unbiased and unadorned story of a human life.


From: The International, V. IX, No. 12, December 1915, p.382-384

The Genius

By William C. Lengel

There will be little in the way of extravagant praise for this new book by Mr. Dreiser, which he has named the Genius. More often it will be damned far more than his previous efforts have been. This will be true, mainly because here is a novel that is almost without precedent, and with few parallels. The closest analogy that comes to mind is that Eugene Witla, the genius, is a male Becky Sharp. And if Thackerays is a book without a hero, Dreisers is one with neither hero nor heroine.

One wonders at the quotation marks in the title. Perhaps Mr. Dreiser was a bit reluctant to assert that Eugene Witla was in fact a genius. But who shall say? Surely genius is more than a capacity for hard work, as more than one smug quotation has it. And what are its results? Not always for the good; generally otherwise. Among the ancients génius was regarded as a good or evil spirit, or a demon supposed to preside over a mans destiny; an influence directing his birth and actions thereafter.

Certain it is that a spirit hovering over Eugene Witla, a spirit that showered upon him abundant mental gifts, power to charm and attract, and later threw him into a hell of furies, tormenting him, or rather, what was left of his nerve-racked mind  holding before him exotic flowers of passion  tempting, destroying. And again, almost without warning, lifting him to power, giving him place, making him arrogant, intolerant, sought after, loved, hated, then, when he felt safe, shattering the whole structure of his life.

Eugene Witla, reared in the little town of Alexandria, Ill., saw beauty in the flight ofiswallows, in the curl of smoke from a house-top chimney, in the summer clouds. Shy, brooding and morose, his father had little hope for him. Eugene was so m-uch a dreamer. He moons over his books, complained his sister.

Cast upon Chicago at the age of nineteen, at the time when that city, like a great tad-pole, was itself striving to acquire individuality, Eugene worked in a hardware store, then at driving a laundry wagon, collecting for an installment furniture house, before he was able to enter the art institute as a student and obtain employment on the art staff of one of the daily papers.

It was at the art school that he met Ruby Kenney, a young model. He learned about women from her. Their parting later, when he left for New York, is one of the novels most poignant and poetic touches.

It is on his first visit home to Alexandria that he meets Angela. Poor, pathetic little Angela! While it would not be fair to say that she considered every unmarried man a possibility for a husband, she was overlooking few opportunities. Several years older then the impressionable Eugene, she captivated him; and when he left for New York, she had promised to marry him. He finally did marry her, not because he wanted to, but because he felt it his duty. It is here that a sense of duty asserted itself for the first and only time in his life.

Poor, pathetic Angela! Sorry and commonplace, frail and dutiful, what did she not suffer? There were Stella and Ruby and Margaret and Miriam and Christina before her. This she discovered in various ways and at various times. And after she and Eugene were married, how many? Yet she clung to him. Who was it that wept from sheer joy when M. Charles of the great art house of Kellner & Son, impressed with Eugenes remarkable paintings, arranged for an exhibit of his works, at no cost, when the usual fee was $200? It was Angela! Who was it that mothered Eugene and wandered over the country with him when his mental breakdown occurred, and he endured the tortures of the damned? Angela! It was Angela who suffered and whose heart bled for him when he returned, tired, discouraged, despondent, to the little shack they occupied at that time, when Eugene was reduced to working as a common laborer on a railroad construction gang. And even then he was engaged in an affair with the wife of a New York gambler.

Many years later, when she saw that she was likely to lose him, as well as the love she had lost years before  torn and bitter, her back to the wall, fighting to hold wh-at she felt to be her own-her husband, she decided that their trouble was due to the fact that they were childless. Despite the fact that she had almost reached that point in life which makes pregnancy impossible, she told Eugene a few months later of her prospective accouchement. He reviled her cruelly, terming her action in this connection a cheap trick, and it was at this time she discovered that he had conceived still another love  Suzanne, a girl of eighteen.

Nowhere in literature is there a more pitiful character than Angela Blue. Sister Carrie will live always because of Hurstwood, as will Jennie Gerhardt, through the wonder-touch of old man Gerhardt, yet neither of these admirable portrayals is more perfect than the study of Angela Blue. She gave to misery (all she had) a tear.

If it were not known that Theodore Dreiser does not create startling contrasts purely for dramatic effect, he might be accused of doing it in The Genius. So hard and cruel is Eugene Witla, so inhuman, so terrifying, so nauseating when considered in conventional lights, that one is not only tempted, but does throw the book aside in disgust, and ask ii such things can possibly be, and if possible, are they worthy of being recorded. But the book is taken up again, repel and antagonize as it will. A book more brutal, more revolting, more intense, more true, more interestingly human, has seldom been written.

Regaining his physical strength and mental powers, Eugene leaves the construction gang and his rise from a place as head of the Art Department in an advertising agency to a director of a Philadelphia publishing house, and later as managing director of a great New York publishing establishment, is rapid. His genius re-asserts itself and flashes like a brilliant meteor. He becomes interested in a seaside development scheme. and throws his talents and energy and money into its promotion. Success has crowned his efforts. Of that he is sure. Suzanne comes into his life, the fairest flower in his garden of fair flowers. She is ready to go with him when, to save her from herself, her mother abducts her and takes her to Canada. Then Suzanne: mother tells the entire affair to Eugenes employers. Eugene is discharged and his salary of $25,000 is a thing of the past.

Suzanne, advised by her mothers lawyer, and bullyragged by her mother, decides -that she and Eugene must wait a year before taking any steps regarding their future relationship. The seaside development, a promotion of a visionary but predatory dreamer, a bubble of fragile fancy, is pricked, and Eugenes fortunes, as well as his hopes, are shattered.

Listen to the author when Eugene, upon his dismissal, turns in despair from Suzannes home:

Outside, the bright October stars were in evidence by millions. The bay and harbor of New York were as wonderfully lit as that night when Suzanne came to him after the evening at Fort Wadsworth on her own porch. He recalled the spring odors, the wonderful feel of youth and love  the hope that was springing then. Now, it was five or six months later, and all that romance was gone. Suzanne, sweet voice, accomplished shape, light whisper, delicate touch. Gone. All gone  

 Faded the flower and all its budded

charms,

Faded the sight of beauty from my

eyes,

Faded the shape of beauty from my

arms,

Faded the voice, warmth, whiteness,

paradise.

He dismissed his car at the Battery, telling his chauffeur to take it to the garage, and walked gloomily through all the long dark streets of lower New York. Here was Broadway, where he had often been with Colfax and Winfield. Here was this great world of finance around Wall street in which he had vaguely hoped to shine. Now these buildings were high and silent  receding from him, in a way. Overhead were the clear, bright stars, cool and refreshing, but without meaning to him now. How was he to settle it? How adjust it? A year! She would never come back  never! It was all gone. A bright cloud faded! A mirage dissolved into its native nothingness! Position, distinction, love, home  where were they? Yet a little while, and these things would be as though they had never been. Hell! Damn! Curse the brooding fates that could thus plot to destroy him!

Back in her room in Daleview, Suzanne had locked herself in. She was not without the growing sense of the tragedy of it. She stared at the floor, recalled his face.

Oh, oh! she said, and for the first time in her life felt as if she could cry from a great heartache  but she could not.

And in Riverside Drive was another woman brooding  lonely, despondently, desperately, over the nature of the tragedy that was upon her. How were things to be adjusted? How was she to be saved? Oh! Oh! her life, her child! If Eugene could be made to understand! If he could only be made to see!

Well might our dramatists take a lesson from Theodore Dreiser, and well might our poets learn from him; his sureness of structural work, his keen sense of dramatic values, drama that grows itself, naturally, not forced nor grafted in a single instance; drama that proceeds in a straight line, ever upward, never deviating. And there are passages that fairly sing.

Angela has her baby, and Eugene, now with a keen sense of her sorrow and her brave fight for his love, is moved to great pity, and he softens as he never has before. He wants her to live  not altogether for his sake, but for her own. But it 1S not meant for Angela to live, and she dies the day following the birth of the baby.

Eugene has not reformed. He is still an artist, Pagan to the core; yet subdued, he retires to the studio he has built in the Palisades in New Jersey, with Angela the second. Three years have passed. Little Angela has asked to be rocked to sleep.

She snuggled down, her yellow head in his crookd elbow while he looked at her cheek, recalling the storm in which she had arrived. Little flower girl, he said, sweet little kiddie.

His offspring made no reply. Presently, he carried her asleep to her couch, tucked her in, and coming back went out on the brown lawn, where a late November wind rustled in the still clinging brown leaves. Overhead were the stars  Orions majestic belt and those constellations that make dippers, bears, and that cloudy formation known as the milky way.

Where in all this  in substance, he thought, rubbing his hand through his hair, is Angela? Where in substance will be that which is me? What a sweet welter life is  how rich, how tender, how grim, how like a colorful symphony!

Great dreams welled up into his soul as he viewed the sparkling deeps of space.

The sound of the wind  how fine it is tonight! he thought. Then he went quietly and closed the door.


From: The Independent, V. 80, No. 3435, October 12, 1914, p.63

The New Books

The Failure of Success: The Titan

Theodore Dreiser did not get enough of his financial superman in The Financier and takes Frank Cowperwood as the hero of The Titan. The pile-driving style of his former novels gives an impression of brute strength, a little softened by an aloof sympathy with those to whom life has been unkind. Sister Carrie and Jennie Gerhardt are piteous figures, victims, at first, of fate and, later, of habits as relentless as fate. But no one can care about Cowperwood or what becomes of his ruthless personality. He is a great brute, utterly incapable of generosity or even of common decency; his love for art is an alien note of culture in his otherwise barbarian character; his treatment of all the women who unaccountably fall in love with him is cynical to a degree; Im tired of you, he says to the wife of this book, who had sacrificed much for him when he served his prison sentence in The Financier, and he discards her as frankly and carelessly as one changes a glove. Faithless in love, dishonest in business, corrupt in politics, he is a portentous figure of evil power, but not all Mr. Dreisers skill is able to make him interesting. On the whole it is a dull book, and the life of highhanded finance it depicts is heavy with commonplaceness. There is no lift to the spirit anywhere in it, but a sodden and sordid depression. At the close Mr. Dreiser says: The world is dosed with too much religion, but really there are worse doses  such as this satyr-cynicism.


From: The New Republic, V. II, No. 24, Part. 2, April 17, 1915, p.7-8

Theodore Dreiser

By Randolph S. Bourne

It is becoming more and more embarrassing to read an American novel Periodically I return to those writers like Robert Herrick, Mrs. Watts, Winston Churchill, Henry Sydnor Harrison, Albert Edwards, who are, I am assured by the unanimity of current opinion, the best we have, only to come away with a slight feeling of shame, the embarrassment of accidentally intruding upon things that might better be hidden. I could not help blushing, for instance, when in Mr. Herricks latest story I discovered, a few pages ahead, that the stone-mason was the long-lost cousin of Adelle. I knew immediately that she would have to be redeemed and share her wealth. And she did. Callys sacrifice in V. Vs Eyes bothered me a good deal too, the funeral made me drop my eyes, and even Mr. Churchills John Hodder made me feel indelicate. Now I do not like to have novels embarrass me, or cause me to cast down my eyes in shame. I cannot blame the authors. I can merely wonder at the current American psychology of life.

I suspect myself of almost a morbid eye for that theme of redemption which no excellent American novelist seems able to resist One may start bravely enough with an uncompromisingly real person, playful, selfish, lustful, or ambitious, set firmly in the American scene. After a few hundred pages, the authors incorrigible itch to make over the character gets the better of him. The idee fixe of American fiction roughly intrudes itself, and before our astonished eyes the moral transformation takes place under various virile and inspiring influences of ideas and personalities. The eyes of the blind are opened, the crooked are made straight. The authors best inevitably prevails, whether it be his sense of the futility of riches, the triumph of social ideals, or the power of noble love. People awaken to the barrenness of their lives, and find purpose and meaning before the novelist allows us to part from them. The only trouble is that these metamorphosed personalities have long since ceased to be interesting.

Possibly we Americans really have this astonishing talent and habit of redemption in the porportion which our fiction would incline us to believe. Yet, though I see vastly interesting life going on about me, a richness of charming mediocre and repellent types, I do not seem to witness this process of creating a new heart. Human nature, on the contrary, seems to move in uncommonly definite channels, the roots of peoples interests and dominant impulses to lie very far down. Experience may strengthen or attenuate their outward-reaching attitudes and lines of endeavor, but it rarely alters them, except as it comes in some volcanic shock that has far pathological reverberations. In their hasty desire to get that fulfilled which was spoken by the prophets, our serious American novelists usually let slip through their fingers the stuff of life itself.

Mr. Dreiser can scarcely be appreciated unless he is contrasted with the hearty unanimity of this American thirst for redemption. It is still incredible that if he was really only A Traveler at Forty, he should have remained untouched by this pervading tradition. How is it that you can read him without shame and embarrassment, with your head straight? It must be his foreign psychology that English critics feel when they call Sister Carrie the best novel written in America. His coarse, common American life even has a certain Continental flavor. His Chicago and Philadelphia get something of the exotic touch that New-York has in the pages of a French play. His long gallery of women in the Titan is more seductive, richer in timbre, than the women of his contemporaries.

To say that he has a Continental quality is not only to say that he has a more universal psychology, but that he suggests that life is somewhat warmer and clearer than it is usually presented to us at home, a stream of desire both more intelligent and less critical. Our America may be still young, but it cannot be said that radiance and daring, charm and desire, shine out of our fiction. Those who wish to find in Continental senility and decrepitude the secret of Continental charm are welcome to their interesting observation. It seems more likely that those Continental peoples who produce great fiction to-day have somehow kept their lives and attitudes truer to some of the elementary currents of life. They have escaped some of the blight of Puritan optimism that has fallen on us, and the sentimentality which is the fine flower of the attempt to make a kind of seedless orange of man. Anglo-Saxon civilization seems to have been slowly starved of some of the emotional values which Europe has conserved, to both its woe and glory. We are spiritually anaemic, but it is not because we are young, but because we have cut ourselves off from certain nourishments which, primitive though the raw materials may be, the finer souls of Europe have known how to refine and enjoy. It is as if we had said that because we cant eat sugar-cane we shall have no sugar, and then gone on to prove that stones and acorns and Easter lilies and bobbins were good and nourishing food.

Mr. Dreiser reinstated some of these values with such emphasis in his first book that the outraged and repentant publisher withdrew it from circulation. The American public had to wait twelve years until the success of Jennie Gerhardt forced a reprinting of Sister Carrie. The recent Trilogy of Desire, with its Financier and Titan, to be completed by a volume in the autumn, seems to take a long stride towards popular taste. But Mr. Dreiser does the familiar hero, the captain of industry, with his steel-grey eyes and indomitable will, his captive shoals of aldermen and legislatures, and his colossal coups, rather better than his contemporaries. Although American taste since 1900 has grown up to and indeed far beyond the frankness of Sister Carrie, still his books have too few of the old moral and immoral landmarks to attract a public which can now find far spicier fare. And the elect are likely to leave him for the hard glitter of more sophisticated work. (

Sister Carrie continues to occupy a position of enviable isolation. Mr. Dreiser, uninterested in redemption, excites no competition. His psychology of desire is still too new. This language of the perpetual eagerness of life, of dominant impulse that pounds away at environment, of desire in which sexual hunger is only the deepest current, still falls strangely on American ears. To a public that delights in Queed, it must still seem shocking that Carrie should not have been redeemed. To follow this aimless and alluring soul as she passes from sphere to sphere, in quest of the warmth and light that she craves, and then to leave her still wistful and unrepentant, is to offend our sense of righteousness. If she is not to be redeemed, most of us would prefer that she be degraded. Mr. Dreiser, however, paints her career actually as growth and not demoralization. She emerges enhanced, a richer personality, elemental but genuinely unspotted, rather poetically human. It is all the more incredible because on Page 357 the novelist had an opportunity for redemption of a kind that comes to few American novelists. The unformed country girl, coming to Chicago for work, has passed from the dullness of her sisters industrious flat and the disgusting factory to life with a genial salesman, and then, with an almost vegetative sureness, to the New York scene with a man who offers her a bigger and a warmer world. Here she meets a young man who suggests a still wider horizon to which she vaguely responds, books, music, more interesting persons, and surer and more refined judgments than she has ever felt. What other American novelist could have resisted the appeal to her better nature and the opportunity slowly to improve her character through this steady and elevating influence? Mr. Herrick, I fear, would have jumped at the chance. But Mr. Dreiser, apparently innocent of the greatness of his renunciation, lets the young Ames pass into oblivion, while Carrie saves herself in a less appealing way from her husbands degradation and falling fortune.

Sister Carrie is one of those rare stories that present not only lives but a rudimentary pattern of life itself. Too many American novels resemble an amateur play acted against a background of very bad scenery. In them persons and environment are far too sharply distinct. Life is over-individualized. The naive assumption seems to be that as persons we are primarily rational beings of free will, possessed of a collection of ticketed sentiments and ideas. To such beings, of course, redemption would be ridiculously easy. It would involve nothing more than rearranging, adding or subtracting elements. Mr. Dreisers world is much more fused. Sister Carrie fairly soaks in environment. One cannot too much admire those early chapters where the country girl seeps in the sights and sounds that flow from the glittering, ugly city. She is sensitive, breathing, scarcely conscious where herself leaves off and the rest of the world begins. You feel impressions -impinging upon her. In such a world there is neither character nor static scenery, only flowing life; but this is the world in which the well-intentioned, not very wise, not very controlling persons that most of us are, actually live.

Mr. Dreisers later work is coarser and rougher. It lacks the freshness and unpretentiousness that makes Sister Carrie beautiful, and that inevitable air of almost having written itself  though Mr. Dreisers poetical chapter headings show that he was not unconscious of what he was doing. Jennie Gerhardt is almost too much an attempt to do it again; but Sister Carrie is one of those things that are not done again. One wonders if the caricature of redemption which Lester performs in leaving Jennie for an orthodox marriage with an heiress was the true reason for the wider public acclaim which the book received. But even Jennie Gerhardt can be read with self-respect. One does not need to blush. Here, as in almost all of Mr. Dreisers pages, one can follow the pattern of life, sincere, wistful and unredeemed.


From: The Nation, V. 104, No. 2697, March 8, 1917, p.268-269

Books

Mr. Dreisers Favorite Hero

A Hoosier Holiday

Mr. Dreiser, novelist, with Mr. Booth, artist, and Speed, chauffeur, drove a Pathfinder car from New York to Indiana to revisit the scenes of the authors early life. Mr. Dreiser describes with occasional Whitmanesque rhapsodies the sights and smells and sounds and the feel of cities, countrysides, summer resorts, mines, bridges, hotels, drug stores, saloons, garages, resorters, farmers, clerks, barkeepers, policemen, hotelkeepers, and waitresses. Mr. Booth contributes some thirty soft, smudgy, sympathetic charcoal sketches, including a view of Wilkes-Barre, a coal-breaker near Scranton, a Buffalo grain elevator, an Ohio wheat field, the main street of Indianapolis, French Lick, and roads, rivers, houses, and mills of Indiana. Speed adds his shrewd young personality and some beguiling stories. The publishers have put all this into a tall, handsome volume of 513 pages, and have summarized the result as follows: a vivid picture of the Middle West, a criticism of America, a confession of faith, a personal record, the authors own youth and early aspirations.

It is very much like a Dreiser novel without a plot  the same slice of life, the same sense of cutaneous contacts, the same aspersion of law and morality and religion, the same barnyard notions of love, the same sentimental Caliban philosophizing, the same genuflections before the mystery of physics and chemistry, and the same difficulties with English grammar. Like many other representatives of the naturalistic school, Mr. Dreiser is ashamed only of being ashamed. Until he wrote The Hoosier Holiday, The Genius and Jennie Gerhardt might have passed as fiction, as works of the imagination. He has done in this last book what he could to reveal their intimate and vital connection with the Dreiser family. About himself he has confessed nothing that is not patent or easily inferrible in his previous writings, and we see no serious objection to his establishing the fact that he is his own favorite hero. He has now, however, exposed the badly soiled linen of his relatives and friends with a brassy impudence which we can only trust meets with their entire approval. Personally, he says, I am by no means a conventionalist. Truer word was never spoken. He is outside all the conventions and decent loyalties of the society which he professes to represent. Apparently he has never been inside them. Obviously he knows no more of the significance of the Middle West than he knows of the mountains of the moon.

The whole truth about our traveller is that he was an ill-bred, undisciplined child, and that he has never grown up. If the truth seems less harsh in his own words, let us have them: Life was a strange, colorful, kaleidoscopic welter then. It has remained so ever since. If there is one thing which life isnt to the convention-loving, purposeful, progressive, scientific Middle West, it is a strange, colorful, kaleidoscopic welter. To our feeble sense it is not at all clear why we should concern ourselves with a criticism of America from a critic who resides at the heart of a kaleidoscopic welter. Yet the so-called critical element is really the piquant and amusing novelty in this huge book. Leaning out from his colorful welter, Mr. Dreiser exclaims with his characteristically Teutonic choiceness of phrase: Dear, crude, asinine illusioned Americans! How I love them! And again: Dear, kind heaven, how shallow some people are! And once more: Kind heaven, what is the matter with a country where such things can be? Whats the trouble with their minds anyhow? What a deadly yearning for the commonplace and crude and offensive possesses them! This last effusion rushed to our observers lips at sight of a brick and plaster mausoleum connected with a crematory in Ohio. This note of disgust with his fellow-countrymen for their addiction to the commonplace, the crude, and the offensive is, we say, piquant from the author of The Genius. It is Mr. Dreisers new note. It is the one falsetto note in an author whose sole virtue has been to reproduce without discrimination the sensory sting of life. For our authors true individual note we may turn to an excerpt from the dialogue between him and an Erie policeman:



Get out of here! he shouted angrily at one street corner, glaring at us, sticking your damn noses into everything!

What the hell ails you anyhow? I replied, equally irritable…

Well, you cant come in. Get out! and he flicked his boot with his hand in a contemptuous way.

Ah, go to hell, I replied angrily, but we had to move just the same.



When one tries to harmonize Mr. Dreisers aesthetic falsetto with his naturalistic bass, one recognizes that life is indeed very complex. One repeats his own profound exclamation, Oh, to escape endless cogitationl One yearns to flee away from the colorful welter. To ones mind recurs his own exquisite and haunting image of the buzzard winging its way on wide pinions through the blue, seeking, seeking  what?


From: The Penn Germania, V. II, No. 1, January 1913, p.69-70

Our Book Table

By Professor E.S. Gerhard

The Financier

The scene of this novel is Philadelphia; and the time is the administration of President Jackson, when the city had but two hundred and fifty thousand, or more, inhabitants. The chief character is Frank Cowperwood, whose father is successively bank clerk, teller and cashier. Young Cowperwood decides to be a banker also, a financier  and a financier he becomes.

The novel has been termed a drama of the lust for wealth. Cowperwood is seemingly meant to be a typical American money king; in general, he passes very well as such. But he is not after the dollar for the dollars sake with the purpose of hoarding it. He is rather after the power and pleasure which money can procure. From youth up he liked to make big money; and he likes to spend it for things that cares and charm the eye: nice furniture, fine horses, fine costly pictures, and a pretty woman.

If he is possessed of a keen aesthetical sense, he is entirely devoid of an ethical one. He is hardened in his hedonism. He has little sense of what is right and what is wrong. In his financial maneuvers, if he has a chance to make a large sum of money, he does so without showing any mercy to the smaller fry; this is what he saw the lobster do with the squid in the aquarium.

The book is written in a strange style, in fact all of the authors are; it does not seem as though he thought it worth while to make even an effort to write as other novelists do. There are pages and pages of seemingly ordinary detail unembellished by a single pretty phrase or a clever and apt remark; and yet, strange to say, you are constrained by some charm to read verily every line of it. The style is uniform, there is no haste, commotion or confusion to get over unpleasant places; there is no surprise or suspense, there is not even a good strong, crisp adjective to liven up the scene. The style though crude, is vigorous. and that is what saves the book. Out of all apparent chaos and world of words there finally emerge complete human beings who are as much alive as any of the authors and probably more so than some who actually walk the streets today.

The story is big not only in size, but also in its conception of the evolution of American life, and in its depiction of the lust for power and wealth, and love for women. It is as deep as it is broad. It is the most powerful and vivid panorama of the materialistic side of American life bound in fiction today. It is very likely that there will be a sequel to this story, in which we may be allowed to meet Cowperwood in Chicago.


From: The Book News Monthly, V. 31, No. 6, February 1913, p.448

For the Reader of New Fiction

The Financier

Mr. Dreiser is taken very seriously among English authors and readers. His American public grows more slowly. Ten years ago Sister Carrie sank into immediate oblivion, to be resurrected when Jennie Gerhardt appeared, something over a year ago. The Financier is as great a book as either of the earlier two, but we question its ability to win appreciation among more than a fastidious few. And even these will likely deplore the continued tendency on Mr. Dreisers part to deal with some of lifes most unpleasant and unfortunate aspects, and to deal with them in a manner so frank and matter-of-fact as to be more than a little disgusting.

The Financier has its scene in Philadelphia, in the years preceding and during the Civil War, in those years when American finance received its greatest impetus and big fortunes began in small ways to be made.

The small boy who becomes the tales hero is pictured with strong, sympathetic touches that immediately dispose the reader in his favor. His rapid development, his sturdy independence of thought and action, his genius, as early discovered, promise a high man and a fine man, as well as a successful man.

Frank Cowperwood grows rich fast. People like him, his colleagues recognize his talents, his enemies respect them. He marries decently and in order and has children; but, as events show, he marries too soon. His wife proves to be the wrong woman, and from the time that he finds the right one the reader is subjected to the perusal of a series of entirely unpleasant and wholly unnecessary episodes. Mr. Dreiser has no hesitancy in revealing his hero to be as mad in the pursuit of passion as in the race for wealth, and as altogether unscrupulous in his method of acquiring both. The situation verges on the dramatic, but it has little to recommend it otherwise.

In all, for a writer so evidently gifted, Mr. Dreiser presents a point of view by no means wholesome or uplifting; to create a man as immoral and as unmoral as Frank Cowperwood is not an achievement, even if created for the purpose of showing what a man who starts right may become. Mr. Dreiser could do things that would make his work far more effective among the great circle of readers who wait eagerly for the tale that makes life seem a better rather than a worse thing.


From: The Nation, V. 112, No. 2906, March 16, 1921, p.400-401

By Carl Van Doren

Contemporary American Novelists (excerpt)

III. Theodore Dreiser

Much concerned about wisdom as Theodore Dreiser is, he almost wholly lacks the dexterous knowingness which has marked the mass of fiction in the age of 0. Henry. Not only has Mr. Dreiser never allowed any one to make up his mind for him regarding the significance and aims and obligations of mankind, but he has never made up his mind himself. A large dubitancy colors all his reflections. All we know is that we cannot know. The only law about which we can be reasonably certain is the law of change. Justice is an occasional compromise struck in an eternal battle. Virtue and honesty are a system of weights and measures, balances struck between man and man. Prudence no less than philosophy demands, then, that we hold ourselves constantly in readiness to discard our ancient creeds and habits and step valiantly around the corner beyond which reality will have drifted even while we were building our houses on what seemed the primeval and eternal rock. Tides of change rise from deeps below deeps; cosmic winds of change blow upon us from boundless chaos; mountains, in the long geologic seasons, shift and flow like clouds; and the everlasting heavens may some day be shattered by the explosion or pressure of new circumstances. Somewhere in the scheme man stands punily on what may be an Ararat rising out of the abyss  or only a promontory of the moment sinking back again; there all his strength is devoted to a dim struggle for survival. How in this flickering universe shall man claim for himself the honors of any important antiquity or any important destiny? What, in this vast accident, does human dignity amount to?

For a philosopher with views so wide it is difficult to be a dramatist or a novelist. If he is consistent the most portentous human tragedy must seem to him only a tiny gasp for breath, the most delightful human comedy only a. tiny flutter of joy. Against a background of suns dying on the other side of Aldebaran, any mole trodden upon by some casual hoof may appear as significant 9. personage as an Oedipus or a Lear in his last agony. To be a novelist or dramatist at all, such a cosmic philosopher must contract his vision to the little island we inhabit, must adjust his interest to mortal proportions and concerns, must match his narrative to the scale by which we ordinarily measure our lives. The muddle of elements so often obvious in Mr. Dreisers work comes from the conflict within him of huge, expansive moods and a conscience working hard to be accurate in its representation of the most honest facts of manners and character. Granted, he might reasonably argue, that the plight and stature of all mankind are essentially so mean, the novelist need not seriously bother himself with the task of looking about for its heroic figures. Plain stories of plain people are as valuable as any others. Since all larger doctrines and ideals are likely to be false in a precarious world, it is best to stick as close as possible to the individual. When the individual is sincere he has at least some positive attributes; his record may have a genuine significance for others if it is presented with absolute candor. Indeed, we can partially escape from the general meaninglessness of life at large by being or studying individuals who are sincere, and who are therefore the origins and centers of some kind of reality.

That the sincerity which Mr. Dreiser practices differs in some respects from that of any other American novelist, no matter how truthful, must be referred to one special quality of his own temperament. Historically he has his fellows: he belongs with the movement toward naturalism which came to America in the nineties, when Hamlin Garland and Stephen Crane and Frank Norris, partly as a protest against the bland realism which Howells expounded, were dissenting in their various dialects from the reticences and the romances then current. Personally Mr. Dreiser displays, almost alone among American novelists, the characteristics of what for lack of a better native term we have to call the peasant type  the type to which Gorki belongs and which Tolstoy wanted to belong to. Enlarged by genius though Mr. Dreiser is; open as he is to all manner of novel sensations and ideas; little as he is bound by the rigor of village habits and prejudices  still he carries wherever he goes the true peasant simplicity of outlook, speaks with the peasants bald frankness, and suffers a peasant confusion in the face of complexity. How far he sees life on one simple plane may be illustrated by his short story When the Old Century was New, an attempt to reconstruct in fiction the New York of 1801 which shows him, in spite of some deliberate erudition, to be amazingly unable to feel at home in another age than his own. This same simplicity of outlook makes A Traveler at Forty so revealing a document, makes the Traveler appear a. true Innocent Abroad without the hilarious and shrewd self-sufficiency of a frontiersman of genius like Mark Twain. While it is true that Mr. Dreisers plain-speaking on a variety of topics euphemized by earlier American realists has about it some look of conscious intention, and is undoubtedly sustained by his literary principles, still his candor essentially inheres in his nature: he thinks in blunt terms before he speaks in them. He speaks bluntly even upon the more subtle and intricate themes  finance and sex and art  which interest him above all others.

On the whole he probably succeeds best with finance. The career of Cowperwood in The Financier and The Titan, a career notoriously based upon that of Charles T. Yerkes, allowed Mr. Dreiser to exercise his virtue of patient industry and to build up a solid monument of fact which, though often dull enough, nevertheless continues generally to convince, at least in respect to Cowperwoods business enterprises. The American financier, after all, has rarely had much subtlety in his makeup. Single-minded, tough-skinned, ruthless, suggesting a power which invents man for one purpose and no other, as generals, saints, and the like are invented, he shoulders and hurls his bulk through a sea of troubles and carries off his spoils. Such a man as Frank Cowperwood Mr. Dreiser understands. He understands the march of desire to its goal. He seems always to have been curious regarding the large operations of finance, at once stirred on his poetical side by the intoxication of golden dreams, something as Marlowe was in The Jew of Malta, and on his cynical side struck by the mechanism of craft and courage and indomitable impulse which the financier employs. Mr. Dreiser writes, it is true, as an outsider; he simplifies the account of Cowperwoods adventures after wealth, touching the record here and there with the naive hand of a peasant  even though a peasant of genius  wondering how great riches are actually obtained and guessing somewhat awkwardly at the mystery. And yet these guesses come nearer to the truth than they might have come were either the typical financier or Mr. Dreiser more subtle. You cannot set a poet to catch a financier and be at all sure of the prize. As it is, this Trilogy of Desire (never completed in the third part which was to show Cowperwood extending his mighty foray into London) is as considerable an epic as American business has yet to show.

Cowperwoods lighter hours are devoted to pursuits almost as polygamous as those of the leader of some four-footed herd. In this respect the novels which celebrate him stand close to the more popular Sister Carrie and Jennie Gerhardt, both of them annals of women who fall as easily as Cowperwoods many mistresses into the hand of the conquering male. If Mr. Dreiser refuses to withhold his approbation from the lawless financier, he withholds it even less from the lawless lover. No moralism overlays the biology of these novels. Sex in them is a free-flowing, expanding energy, working resistlessly through all human tissue, knowing in itself neither good nor evil, habitually at war with the rules and taboos which have been devised by mankind to hold its amative impulses within convenient bounds. To the cosmic philosopher what does it matter whether this or that human male mates with this or that human female, or whether the mating endures beyond the passionate moment? Viewing such matters thus Mr. Dreiser constantly underestimates the forces which in civil society actually do restrain the expansive moods of sex. At least he chooses to represent love almost always in its vagrant hours. For this his favorite situation is in large part responsible: that of a strong man no longer generously young, loving downward to some plastic, ignorant girl dazzled by his splendor and immediately compliant to his advances. Mr. Dreiser is obsessed by the spectacle of middle age renewing itself at the fires of youth  an obsession which has its sentimental no less than its naturalistic traits. What he most conspicuously leaves out of account is the will and personality of women, whom he sees, or at least represents, with hardly any exceptions as mere fools of love, mere wax to the wooer, who have no separate identities till some lover shapes them. To something like this simplicity the role of women in love is reduced by those Boccaccian fabulists who adorn the village taproom and the corner grocery.

Mr. Dreiser is reported to consider The Genius, a massive, muddy, powerful narrative, his greatest novel, though as a matter of fact it cannot be compared with Sister Carrie for insight or accuracy or charm. His partiality may perhaps be ascribed to his strong inclination toward the life of art, through which his Genius moves, half hero and half picaro. Witla remains mediocre enough in all but his sexual unscrupulousness, but he is impelled by a driving force more or less like those forces which impel Cowperwood. The will to wealth, the will to love, the will to art! Mr. Dreiser conceives them all as blind energies with no goal except self-realization. So conceiving them he tends to see them as less conditioned than they ordinarily are in their earthly progress by the resistance of statute and habit. Particularly is this true of his representation of the careers of artists. Carrie becomes a noted actress in a few short weeks; Witla almost as rapidly becomes a noted illustrator; other minor characters here and there in the novels are said to have prodigious power without exhibiting it. Hardly ever does there appear any delicate, convincing analysis of the mysterious behavior of genius. Mr. Dreisers artists are hardly persons at all; they are creatures driven, and the wonder lies primarily in the impelling energy. The cosmic philosopher in him sees the beginning and end of the artistic process better than the novelist in him sees its methods. And the peasant in him, though it knows the world of art as vivid and beautiful and though it has investigated that world at first hand, still leads him to report it in terms often quaint, melodramatic, invincibly rural. Consider the hundreds, perhaps thousands of times, he calls things artistic.

Two of his latest books indicate the range of his gifts and his excellences. In Hey Rub-A-Dub-Dub, which he calls A Book of the Mystery and Wonder and Terror of Life, he undertook to expound his general philosophy and produced the most negligible of all his works. He has no faculty for sustained argument. Like Byron, as soon as he begins to reason, he is less than half himself. In Twelve Men, on the other hand, he displays the qualities by virtue of which he attracts and deserves a serious attention. Rarely generalizing, he portrays a dozen actual persons he has known, all his honesty brought to the task of making his account fit the reality exactly, and all his large tolerance exercised to present the truth without malice or excuses. Here lies the field of his finest victories, here and in those adjacent tracts of other books which are nearest this simple method: his representation of old Gerhardt and of Aaron Berchansky in The Hand of the Potter; numerous sketches of character in A Hoosier Holiday; the tenderly conceived record of Caroline Meeber, wispy and witless as she often is; the masterly study of Hurstwoods deterioration  this last the peak among all Mr. Dreisers successes. Not the incurable awkwardness of his style nor his occasional merciless verbosity nor his too frequent interposition of crude argument can destroy the effect which he produces at his best  that of a noble spirit brooding over a world which in spite of many condemnations he deeply, somberly loves. Something peasantlike in his genius may blind him a little to the finer shades of character and set him astray in his reports of cultivated society. His conscience about telling the plain truth may suffer at times from a dogmatic tolerance which refuses to draw lines between good and evil or between beautiful and ugly or between wise and foolish. But he gains, on the whole, more than he loses by the magnitude of his cosmic philosophizing. These puny souls over which he broods, with so little dignity in themselves, take on a dignity from his contemplation of them. Small as they are, he has come to them from long flights, and has brought back a lifted vision which enriches his drab narratives. Something spacious, something now lurid now luminous, surrounds them. From somewhere sound accents of an authority not sufficiently explained by the mere accuracy of his versions of life. Though it may indeed be difficult for a thinker of. the widest views to contract himself to the dimensions needed for realistic art, and though he may often fail when he attempts it, when he does succeed he has the opportunity, which the mere worldling lacks, of ennobling his art with some of the great light of the poets.


From: Everybodys Magazine, V. XXVI, No. 2, February 1912, p.284

A Row of Books (excerpt)

By J.B. Kerfoot

Another of the new books carries us back to the past in quite another fashion. Ten years ago, when Theodore Dreiser published Sister Carrie, the impression that one carried away from that desperately earnest and hatchet-hewn piece of fiction was somewhat as follows:

Here, one felt, was a man with an inborn sense of the supreme interest and the overwhelming emotional and spiritual relevancy of human life as it is actually and obscurely lived; a man with unmistakable creative impulses and potentialities; a man who, had he lived in a more mature and less self-deluding community  a community that did not so rigorously confine its interest in facts to business and limit its demands upon art to the supplying of illusions  might humbly and patiently have schooled his gifts to the service of his vision. But here, one also felt, was a man who, living where he did, had been driven by a sort of ingrowing disgust with his intellectual environment into a premature and essentially vindictive artistic rebellion before he was able to bear arms. One felt, in short, in the author of Sister Carrie, a grim and angry determination to tell the truth  the kind of determination that is more inclined to rip the veil of make-believe aside and say, Look! Damn you! than to lift it with a gesture of invitation; the kind of determination that is rendered brutal by the consciousness of its own technical limitations; the kind of determination that is apt either to go on uselessly butting its head against the wall of personal incapacity and public disfavor, or to shrug its shoulders, accept defeat, and compromise fruitlessly with commercialism.

The chances, therefore, that this rebellious, vindictive, and unpractised brandisher of the truth in the face of indifference would ever find himself in fiction appeared very small  quite as small as the idea that any American would devote ten silent years to that unremunerative search appeared fantastic. Yet Mr. Dreiser has not only sternly forced himself to refrain from publication for a decade, but has now published a novel that amply proves the period well employed.

Jennie Gerhardt (Harper) is one of the few novels of American origin that achieves a significant picture of reality through realism. But, more noteworthy than this, it is one of the far fewer novels of American origin and of American subject-matter that intrinsically transcend national boundaries by making their inescapable Americanism a mere incident of their fundamental humanness. Without the factitious aids of contrived coincidence or invented adventure, without explanatory comment or moral preachment, it places before us the drab record of two mishandled lives, blindly obeying Natures law of personal self-fulfilment, and humbly glorified or irrevocably bedraggled in consequence without reference to mans codified conventions. The telling is often clumsy and sometimes crude to the point of setting esthetically sensitive teeth on edge. And, again, it attains a splendidly poignant simplicity. But the author, in spite of an uneven and at times oddly unplastic technique, has written a very big book.


From: The Nation, V. 95, No. 2477, December 19, 1912, p.589-590

Current Fiction

The Financier

Turgenieff dismissed a pair who prospered on the fruits of iniquity with this observation: Everything in the world, both good and bad, is bestowed upon a man, not in accordance with his merits, but as the result of some unknown but logical laws which I will not even take upon myself to indicate, although it sometimes seems to me that I dimly discern them. These laws Mr. Dreiser is prepared to declare unto us. Scanning the phenomena of success afforded by our national life, he selects a typical career to illustrate their workings  a perfect specimen of the American financier whom he represents as having lived in the Philadelphia of two generations ago.

Briefly to summarize the achievements of thirty-odd years, this genius of finance made a fortune in local speculation; saw it wiped out in the collapse of the market caused by the Chicago fire, and his share in the time-honored traffic in city funds thereby brought to light; paid the penalty of this exposure by a year in prison; and, a few months subsequently, having recouped himself to the extent of $100,000, carried his new-made fortune West. From the time when young Cowperwood took his first object-lesson from an aquarium tragedy, watching an unwilling squid appropriated bit by bit by a relentless lobster, to the day when in the fulness of his powers he migrates from his native habitat to a freer field of development, the study leaves little to be desired from a biological standpoint.

To our thinking, Mr. Dreiser is far and away the ablest humanologist at work in the American field. True, much that is fine slips through his net. But that in itself is no cause for dissatisfaction. Other novelists who have had anything like his power of analysis have been uniformly predisposed to confine themselves to what is choicest and most attenuated in our national life. We rejoice that Mr. Dreiser is not too dainty in his selection, especially since his grasp upon what he has apprehended is so stout. The collection of types in this case is remarkable, both for its representative completeness and for the consistent individuality of each character. Still more remarkable is the singleness of intention with which they are analyzed, and as it were, comparatively estimated. Who is fittest to survive amid the forces of mans own creating? The answer is, for this milieu as for the jungle, he who is most vigorous, most acute, and most intelligently selfish  in a word, Cowperwood. He is the standard. Other characters are measured thereby and their fates justified. Small pity is wasted on those who fall by their deficiencies, as Stener, the flabby-minded city treasurer, who paid the natural price of being other mens tool, and the temperamentally unresponsive wife of whom Cowperwood quietly rids himself. Whatever sympathy Mr. Dreiser permits himself is expended on those who fail by the superabundance of their endowment  a superfluous capacity for other motives than self-interest. The readers cordial partiality is enlisted for Butler, the old Irish contractor and politician, whose daughter becomes Cowperwoods young mistress. He is vulnerable in his large, fatherly heart, and the retaliation which his strength renders so disastrous to Cowperwood is still more fatal to himself. Aileen herself, though we leave her in the ascendency of her youth legally established as Cowperwoods wife, shows doubly marked for later discard by the ineradicable crudity of her taste and the uncontrollable force of her affections.

It is in his exposé of character and relationships and his constructive feeling for human drama that Mr. Dreiser is distinguished. His literary imperfections are many and glaring. He only speaks right on  interminably, diffusely, redundantly, with no stylistic guide beyond a warm feeling for an apt phrase. His attempts to identify his story with a definite period in the past are strangely intermittent.

Even more exasperating are his rambling incursions into the field of ethical speculation. The ease with which he walks through the things he does not see is certainly extraordinary. But he is merely out for exercise  nothing so stern as pioneering. Those who accompany him most willingly will soonest perceive that they are coming back in the end to the point they started from. To the best of our discernment, the three essays in unconventional morality which he has already accomplished in Sister Carrie, Jennie Gerhardt, and The Financier, have not yielded one conclusion that seems to him worth a whole-hearted defence. Obviously, until his own convictions have clarified, he can do little to inform our understanding of right and wrong.


From: The Dial, V. 65, December 28, 1918, p.630-632

Notes on New Books

Free and Other Stories

Mr. Theodore Dreiser may always be depended upon to show his readers what an essentially commonplace and fatuous thing life is. His novels  from the really exceptional Sister Carrie to that ponderous commentary on Weiningers Sex and Character, The Genius  abound in situation and auctorial asides on the extreme, irremediable banality of man in conflict with himself, his fellows, and with the universe. This attitude, which is the logical conclusion of the realist (or perhaps one should say the naturalist) philosophy in literature, sits upon Mr. Dreisers bowed shoulders like the mantle of a prophet; and this prophet delights to utter his mournful, harpy-like lamentations at the impoverished banquet of existence in a tone whose skepticism is a little too like self-impotence always to convince. In the present volume he deserts the novel for the short story, but he still wears the mantle and executes the familiar gestures of realism. These eleven tales are not only so many Zolaesque Slices of life of the most drab content, but in structure and style they are deplorably inadequate. Quite aside from the authors frequent perversions of good English  especially his irritating habit of splitting infinitives  the development of practically every story in this book obeys the prescriptions not of art but of journalism. A police-court reporter with a modicum of culture and literary aspirations could do no worse. And even Mr. Dreiser, whose claims to literary ability have received the confirmation of more than one genuine achievement, could scarcely do worse.

The fact is that Mr. Dreiser, in this book, has committed the ultimate blunder: in his worship of the trivial he has taken up the position of supposing that the mere presentation of the insignificant is enough to render a story vital. Accordingly he insists upon eliminating from his situations and characters every hint of those incalculable factors which lend dramatic power to the lives of even the sorriest peasant and charwoman. It is not, be it understood, that Mr. Dreiser lacks feeling for real character and psychology  Jennie Gerhardt proves the contrary  it is just that in these rather colorless tales he has failed in responsibility to himself and to his artistic ideals. With the exception of The Lost Phoebe, a really charming study in the pathos (and pathology) of old age, and in the sketch of a village Bovary, The Second Choice, the sensitive reader would find it difficult to distinguish between these awkwardly written footnotes to a thesis and, say, the sobstuff of some exceptionally clever journalist. As an example of what real genius might have done with such material as this book contains read the Dubliners of James Joyce. Any reference to Tchekhov or Garshin or Galsworthy would perhaps be spreading it on too thick. Free .and Other Stories is a book Mr. Dreiser will have to live down. It mars his reputation as an exact, patient student of the prosaic, offends by its unpardonable uncouthness of style, and seems conclusive evidence that its author will never master the difficult, heart-breaking technique of the short story. Yet, in the two exceptions above mentioned, there is indisputably a spark of promise for Mr. Dreiser in this field. Now if he will just fan this spark into a flame for us…


From: The Review, V. 1, No. 8, July 5, 1919, p.169-170

Book Reviews

Straight Goods

By H.W. Boynton

Twelve Men. By Theodore Dreiser. New York: Boni and Liveright.

Winesburg, Ohio: A Group Op Tales Of Ohio Small Town Life. By Sherwood Anderson. New York: B. W. Huebsch.



However we may assess Mr. Dreiser as a story-teller and a critic of life, for his portraiture we must value him above most of his contemporaries. There his extraordinary zest for detail is relatively under the control of an instinct for significant detail. There he is interested in the trees because they make up the wood, and in those trees alone (well, not alone, but chiefly!) which give the wood its character. We mean of course its character in his eyes, for this writer is not more able than other writers to see or to paint an object without refraction or tincture from his own temperament or philosophy. We know that in art there is no such thing as dry fact or casual incident; that the most naturalistic fragment of still life owes its effectiveness to composition; and that, as for life in action, no story-teller takes a slice of it with his eyes shut. Mr. Dreiser has been convicted long since of an almost unparalleled slackness and diffuseness. But a portrait, like a sonnet, lies plainly within bounds, and carries, in a way, its own safeguard.

There is diffusion in this book. A few of the chapters become tedious with items. Culhane the Solid Man, which has to do with a certain ex-wrestler and a famous training establishment in Westchester, is, with its fifty pages, little more or less than a write-up on a colossal scale. But most of these studies do, with their cumulative method, build up a clear and solid presentment of certain fellow-beings whom the writer has deeply known. Mr. Dreiser has been accused of animalism and even of diabolism. One fact becomes clearer than ever in the light of these pages: that at the bottom of his philosophy  the will to accept and record the thing as it is, and the tendency to see it with a cool and skeptical eye  lies a spring of that Teutonic emotionalism which it is so difficult to distinguish from sentimentality. This, let us say, is a book of admirations. And we get the effect of his being concerned not more, certainly, with the special traits of his twelve typical American personalities than with the common denominator of simple human goodness and lovableness with which he credits them.

These are men, all of them, in whom he pays tribute to some dominant or saving virtue  energy, generosity, efficiency, faith, genius, sacrifice to an ideal, youth . . . there perhaps we touch the key-note; since the object of our worship in these pages, however manifested, is the childlike heart. The virtue of the book itself is pretty well concentrated in the best though not the longest of its studies, My Brother Paul. It is an amazingly sympathetic portrait of Paul Dresser, as he called himself, author of On the Banks of the Wabash and a hundred other popular favorities  a typical hero of Broadway, and something a good deal closer to us than that. For he is so presented to us here, in his grossness, his tenderness, his vitality, his vanity, the innocent banality of his taste, which was the taste of his huge following, that we can not resist him as a fellow-creature worthy of affection and even respect. Nothing of him is willingly suppressed or glozed over. We are to know him as he is, and so to take or leave him, as we may. One passage, amusing in itself, represents a lapse into the characteristic prolixity of our chronicler  the several pages which record an evening pilgrimage of the brothers up among the bars and restaurants of Broadway, from the Gilsey House to Forty-second Street, in the interests of a vulgar story a new one Brother Paul is determined to be the first to spring along this laughing thoroughfare.

The publishers blurb expert does an uncommonly good piece of work in connection with the Winesburg, Ohio of Sherwood Anderson, but rather gives himself away in his final sentence: Honesty of purpose and refusal to compromise elevate this book to such a plane as to renew our hope for an American fiction comparable to the Continental product which, in our barrenness, has hitherto been our sole recourse. That is (one gathers) we who have demanded a real interpretation of life have had to go to the French and Russians for it; here is an author who means business, who sets to work with a grim refusal to compromise  and a consequent settling down to the Continental method. This does injustice both to recent American fiction as a whole, and to Mr. Andersons work in particular. Our earlier attempts at realism, our experiments in the nineties, say, were quite clearly based on French and Russian models. Frank Norris was so fully saturated with foreign method that he could not keep clear of foreign idiom even in so deliberately American a study as The Octopus. And something like this has continued to be true of the later British novelists  the younger school of the past decade or two. But the hopeful thing about our own novels of the past few years, a considerable group of them, is their development of an indigenous realism which, without specially pluming itself on its honesty of purpose and without any conscious refusal to compromise, has proceeded to show us as we are. It is almost as if these writers were calmly assuming that America also is a Continent, with a racial character not to be interpreted in terms of any other continent! And Sherwood Anderson is one of these. You may easily have discovered foreign influences in his first novel, Windy McPhersons Son, and they may have been consciously yielded to there.

In the sketches or episodes of Winesburg, Ohio they lie well in the background. We feel the authors impulse is positive, is a will to perform and not a refusal to compromise. And yet uncompromising is likely to be the word in the readers mind as he reads these chronicles. A kind of prose Spoon River commentary, probing beneath the surface of American small town life for its real substance ... or rather probing beneath the small town life for the individual lives and consciousnesses of its friends and fellow-citizens. Winesburg, Ohio, is as disconcerting as Spoon River was, because we see it for the first time without its mask of official decorum. Physically, as a place, we recognize it to the least item. The map on the inside of the cover gives merely the landmarks of that topography with which we become intimate. Kate Swifts walk of a winter night becomes our walk to the last inch: First she went to the end of her own street and then across a pair of hay scales set in the ground before a feed barn and into Trunion Pike. Along Trunion Pike she went to Ned Winters barn and turning east followed a street of low frame houses that led over Gospel Hill and into Sucker Road that ran down a shallow valley past Ike Smeads chicken farm to Waterworks Pond ... and so on. It is our town; we are there with the fading schoolmaam, know what drives her towards young George Willard, and what, that same night, heals, through her passion, the Reverend Curtis Hartman of his souls sickness. These tales, or sketches, are linked, like the Spoon River numbers, by cross-allusion and the repeated appearance, in foreground or background, of the same persons. Young Willard is, in no very brilliant way, the central figure  the lad of somewhat more than ordinary ability and imagination who is among the few destined actually to escape from Winesburg and to try conclusions with fate on more open ground. With his departure our curtain falls. We board the train with him and drift away from the town of Winesburg, perhaps forever. His life there had become but a background on which to paint the dreams of manhood. There is much of sex in this book, and it would not have been judged a book for the young person, when there was such a thing. But it is a book which that quaint creatures enlightened successor might well read as a caustic offset against the elaborate prurience of the current magazines  or even for that breath of sturdy Scottish idealism which animates it, by way of offset against the mental and moral smudginess of a Russian using a microscope, the shrugging cynicism of a Frenchman applying the scalpel, and eke the Teutonic sentimentalism of a Dreiser sawing wood.


From: The Literary Digest International Book Review, V. IV, No. 4, March 1926, p.223-224

In the Workshop of an American Realist

By Jean West Maury

When I boastfully told a much-badgered newspaper editor in Boston the purpose of a trip I was making to New York that night, he said he was glad he did not have to see Theodore Dreiser. He admitted, in the face of my amazement and in answer to my questions, that he had never seen this much-discust author. But, he added, Ive a pretty clear picture of him in my mind.

Lets have it, I said, for my editor friend, I knew, had a gift for visualizing men and women from reading what they had written.

He is thin, pale, languid, neurotic, with slender, drooping shoulders and flappy hands, limp at the wrist. His black hair is oily, and needs cutting. He talks in a high, thin falsetto, and if you shake hands with him your fingers come away damp and sticky. Thats what I see when anybody mentions Dreiser.

Have you read everything he has written?

No, thank God! Ive left that job to the reviewers and critics. Ive read the opening chapters of two or three of his books, The Genius, for example. Thats a-plenty for me.

At the appointed time the next afternoon, with the word-picture the Boston editor had given me fresh in my mind, I rapped on a certain door high up in a down-town office building, and waited. Presently I heard inside the room footsteps, slow, but heavy and firm. The door was flung back a bit impatiently, as if the flinger-back were saying, Why the devil cant she open this door herself? and a big, powerful-looking man stood before me, an inquisitive look on his homely, attractive, masculine face.

Speechless, and feeling rather foolish, I stared at him. I could imagine no human being any more unlike the man I had been prepared to meet.

He stept back for me to enter the room, and the light from the window fell on his head, with its thick, short gray hair, and on his huge, gray-coated shoulders. Take a chair, he grumbled, in a deep, slightly rasping, but not unpleasant voice. Sorry everythings in such disorder. Im packing for a trip to Florida.

I have only a confused impression of that work-room. There were chairs  two, I am sure, for Mr. Dreiser had one by the window and I had one by a flat-topped desk or table. For the rest, I have a jumbled memory of packing-boxes, books  notably a much-used set of the Encyclopedia Britannica  and Theodore Dreiser. The man dominated the room, making everything else of no importance.

From the very first word, Mr. Dreiser conducted the interview. He began it with a string of questions from which he managed to find out, in less than five minutes, all I knew about New England. Then he very kindly volunteered to give me his own views of the home of the bean and the cod. They were generous, and showed a keen appreciation for all that is best and most beautiful, not only in New England, but in the United States. His love for the little fishing towns, asleep in the sunshine of that summer long ago when he had visited New England; his curiously thorough understanding of the inhabitants of those towns, and of the lovely, tree-shaded hill villages he had so much admired were a quick revelation to me of this mans honest liking for the simple and homely things of life.

This idea has no more than time to register before he had turned the conversation to religion, specifically, the progress of Catholicism in Puritan New England. From that, to religion in general.

My thoughts were always on the other sex, he once wrote in A Book about Myself, and went right on in the following pages to prove, by his detailed experiences in other directions, and the record of his thoughts and fancies about everything else in the world, that this was not so. He would probably deny it himself, but I believe that Theodore Dreisers mind concerns itself, now if not always, not so much with sex as with religion. This underlying thought makes itself felt in all his books, and colors and shapes his conversation. It was impossible for me to steer him away from the subject until he had had his say.

Any church, any organization which sets up a statement it can not prove, and makes- of itself a ruling power demanding allegiance, dogmatically shuts the door against investigation, he said, his big, sad face alive with earnestness. When it does that it then and there sows the seed of its own destruction. That destruction may be centuries coming, but eventually it will come. Men have to think, or they die.

He drew from his pocket a handkerchief and began twisting and untwisting it in his hands, talking all the while, without gestures, his deep-set eyes burning like two flames, his face working, his body quiet.

He told me something of his childhood, of his fathers unshakable devotion and blind faith, of his mothers attempt to conform to his fathers religion But she never could conform; my mother was not religious; she had a beautiful pagan soul; of the final breaking away from the family religion of all the children but one sister, and how much to heart the elder Dreiser took this dereliction of his children. He grieved in his beard about it as long as he lived. In his adherence to his religion, for which I have the greatest respect, my father was following a dogma formulated throughout the Middle Ages. In some ways this formula has proved a tremendous and marvelous success, but it is not for the man who wants to think for himself.

It was because he felt he had to do his own thinking, and must read what he liked, that Theodore Dreiser at seventeen gave up his religion. It left him, he said, pretty much up in the air, where he still is, unanchored to any particular creed.

Carl van Doren says of him: Not only has Mr. Dreiser never allowed any one to make up his mind for him regarding the significance and aims of mankind, but he has never made up his mind for himself.

And so we find him to-day, at fifty-four, asking himself and me, a chance visitor  who had half worked her head off for the chance: What is good? What is bad? What is God? Is God universal force? What is universal force  is it God? How do we know electricity is not God? What does anybody know about God?

I believe that Mr. Dreiser is fundamentally religious. I told him so. I prophesied that he would, sooner or later, go back to the religion he had discarded at seventeen.

Never! he said, emphatically. I shall never again subscribe to any creed.

In a moment he was talking about the Chinese and their art, which he very greatly admires, and which he says owes nothing to religion. Nor does their literature, nor anything that makes for their civilization. The Chinese have the oldest civilization in the world. It was not founded upon, nor has it been built up by religion. He scouted the idea that the Chinese had ever seriously given themselves to Taoism, Buddhism, Brahmanism, and certainly never to Christianity. As to Confucianism  that, he said, was not a religion at all; it was a system of education. The Chinese have never had a religion, he insisted, and they are a fine people, with a splendid civilization.

Could he, I wondered, making notes as fast as I could, be arguing to convince himself of the futility of religion as a civilizing and cultural agent? I looked up from my notes. He was talking again, picking and pulling at a red and swollen finger on his right hand. I had told him. before to let his finger alone or he would probably lose it. Now he was at it again.

Stop that! I said.

He did, instantly. All right, he said, with his funny laugh. But its my sore finger. And then he went on very calmly, as if he had not been interrupted, to outline his philosophy of life.

There is no absolute good. The laws of life eventually take care of the race. The unfit can not continue to multiply without something happening. The more numerous they become, the duller and more difficult life becomes for them. The severer the conditions, the harder it is to live. Man doesnt need to reason that out; it takes care of itself.

He has never been able to shake off the influence of his early training. It has served, more or less unconsciously, I imagine, to help him determine the disposition of more than one of his characters in not a few of his plays and novels. It sent him into a church he was trying to pass one Sunday morning last summer while a service was in progress. Hardly had he taken his seat when he heard his own name spoken from the pulpit. He was not eavesdropping, but certainly he was not that morning destined to hear any good of himself.

But I stuck it out, he said, finishing his account of the incident. I thought that perhaps the Lord had ordained that I should hear this denunciation of myself and my books. It was the first time I had been inside a church in years.

One of his friendliest critics, a man whose opinion he values and whose writing he admires, has said of Theodore Dreiser: He is alone and content, self-mastered and beyond friendship; you could not hurt him.

Not just so did he impress me. Alone he is, and lonely, but he is not content. He is always seeking. Self-mastered he may be, but who can read his tribute to Peter in Twelve Men, and believe that Dreiser is beyond friendship? So long as he has a memory, he will remember Peter. And it seems to me that he has an infinite capacity for being hurt. It is something he will never outlive. Human suffering anywhere and everywhere always hurts him. Sherwood Anderson tells of Dreisers going to an orphan asylum one day, and watching, while the tears rolled down his cheeks, the children, all in uniform, trooping in. Does that sound as if he could not be hurt? For himself, he feels with acute agony, that shows in his face and voice as he talks of it, unfriendly and unjust criticism of his books. I have been hounded, he said to me, and there was the look of the hurt child in his eyes, from coast to coast I have been hounded about my books.

All through the interview, which lasted more than two hours, he kept going back to the subject of religion. He talked of art. His love for the work of the Old Masters, especially the sculpture of Michelangelo, amounts almost to a passion. He said:

When I looked at his Dusk and Dawn for the first time there in musty old Florence, where he had dreamed it and made his dream real, the tears came to my eyes. I got the mans mood. He must have been a very lonely, a very sad man. And then: It must have been hard for him, free soul that he was, follower, in his heart, of the philosophy of Plato, to have to conform to the Christian religion.

There were times when it was impossible for me, mentally, to keep up with this heavy-bodied, agile-brained man. His mental perception is almost terrifying. He sees colossal things minutely and from all sides, and he sees minute things colossally and inside out. He gets something from everything he sees, from a cathedral in the mountains to a duck on a pond  and the wriggling fish in the ducks bill  and gives it to the world in the books he writes.

Realist he may be, as he believes he is, but he has none of the (ugly, repulsive, purposeful realism of Zola. In his novels he gives us life as he sees it, showing man to be good as well as bad, beautiful as well as hideous, strong as well as weak. In his plays he is full of odd fancies, which he makes very real. Who but a Dreiser could make the rhythm of the universe a character in a play, and a character that you can surely hear, even if you can not see? His sympathy is all-enveloping, but his supreme interest is always in man himself. Much as he appreciates and enjoys the best in art, in literature, in architecture, in music, there is nothing a man can do that seems to Dreiser so much worth while as the man himself. He told me that he spent most of his spare time, when he was not working on a book, at the Metropolitan Museum, in the Rembrandt room, because there, from the original Rembrandts, he could get the feel of the man himself. You can never realize the true greatness of an artist until you can see his original work. Something that is his soul gets to the canvas, or the block of marble he works on.

He seems to me much more of an optimist than a pessimist.

Life owes me nothing, he said, as he slowly unfolded his great length to hold open the door for me. It has given me all I have asked of it  all it gives to any normal human being. If I have lived from hand to mouth all my life, nothing has been withheld that was really worth while.... I like to work when I want to work. I never want to run away from life. I always want to run back into it.

His next book will be a volume of poetry, to be brought out in the spring.


From: The Literary Digest International and Book Review, V. IV, No. 3, February 1926, p.167 and 169

Mr. Dreiser Writes an American Tragedy

By Jim Tully

There is a bewildering chaos in Theodore Dreisers new novel of eight hundred and forty pages. I approached it with the reverence a younger writer has for one who has touched greatness many times. An American Tragedy is rightly named. It might be called a conventional tragedy. It could happen wherever smug people abound and biology is considered a subject for grown-ups.

It is the story of a papier-mache son of a straggling Salvation Army preacher and his wife. It is, for the most part, quite true to life  but nevertheless full of the observations of a floor-walker. It is as old as conventional time. The hero, Clyde Griffiths, has planned the murder of his young sweetheart, who is soon to become a mother. The psychological changes that lead up to this situation, and the crisis that follows it, are the substance of the story. The carefulness of Clydes planning and the network of circumstances into which it is woven have a great deal to do with the ending.

Clyde begins his career in Kansas City and Chicago, but by the time he reaches young manhood he is employed in his uncles collar factory at Lycurgus, New York, and this girl works in his department. Always socially conscious, and very much of a prig, Griffiths, tiring of her, falls in love with another girl  more aristocratic  whose family tree is rooted back as far as the Civil War, at least.

The novel is an epic of tawdry detail. The unfortunate girl, the one he had first met and deserted, and her poignant love letters are the most real semblances of life which the long book possesses. In all Theodore Dreisers other novels one meets characters that are glowingly alive. At least ten of his women, and the magnificent and later crumbling Hurstwood of Sister Carrie are full of the flame of life. In An American Tragedy, detail drowns humanity.

I, a younger man, who have long loved Theodore Dreiser and fought for him in the smug citadels of prudery, am confused over this book. There is in it some masterful writing, and much that is of no significance and is very tedious. There is epic quality in the chapters which describe the boys reactions when the hounds of the law are after him. There is also some splendid writing when Dreiser accompanies young Griffiths to the death-house. But even here I feel that the author is something of a reporter  tho a very fine one. I have been in several death-houses, and have talked to men with the shadow of the rope across their faces. I have agonized with Dostoievsky and Andreyev in their tales of men awaiting execution. I expected more from one whom many consider our foremost American novelist.

But, at any rate, these chapters should be read by all who do not believe in capital punishment. They should also be read by all who do believe in it. They might give such persons a more civilized view-point.

Many people claim that Mr. Dreiser can not write. I claim that what he has to say is of far more importance than how he says it. But when I come to the first paragraph on page forty-eight in the second volume of An American Tragedy, I pause. It must be remembered that I have read five hundred pages of detail, and the book is just beginning to pick up. Mr. Dreiser then hands me this sentence:



There are moments when in connection with the sensitively imaginative or morbidly anachronistic  the mentality assailed and the same not of any great strength and the problem confronting it of sufficient force and complexity  the reason not actually toppling from its throne, still totters or is warped or shaken  the mind befuddled to the extent that for the time being, at least, unreason or disorder and mistaken or erroneous counsel would appear to hold against all else.



I gather what Mr. Dreiser means, but I can not help feeling that this is no way to treat an old friend. Only an instructor of journalism has the privilege of writing like that.

The manner in which Mr. Dreiser handles the plotting of the murder is excellent. Neither Poe nor Gaboriau could do better. The futility of the plot in the end reaches tragic proportions. But Mr. Dreiser should leave the writing of detective clap-trap to the would-be Poes. I am fearful that many academic people might feel that I consider Theodore Dreiser a greater man than Poe. I do.

There are many places in the vast book in which the novelist is not the emotional logician he should be. The district attorney is soon to announce the news of Roberta Aldens death to her father  Titus Alden. Mr. Dreiser writes: The bitterness of the news he had to impart  the crumpling power of it upon such an obviously feeble and inadequate soul. . . . Nowhere in the book was this man feeble. True, he called upon his God in a time of great trouble. Many far greater men have done this. An Agitator on a hill nineteen centuries ago even asked His God why He had forsaken Him. Was His a feeble and inadequate soul?

The poor moron mother of young Griffiths remained in Denver throughout his trial and conviction for murder. Would the great mother instinct allow her to do this, even upon the advice of attorneys? Ordinarily, I think not. Rather, this poor, tired, life-crusht old woman would have crawled from Denver to New York State to be near her eldest son in a time of agony. Mr. Dreiser would have been more of an artist had he delineated the mothers character in such a manner that it would have been inevitable for her to remain in Denver . . . and pray.

Nearly everything that Mr. Dreiser says in An American Tragedy is obvious to the astute reader. The real American tragedy of the book is that the people to whom it is not obvious will not read it.

One can get from this book what one brings to it. Dreiser seeks to prove  and does, so far as I am concerned  that a laughing fate is the heavenly guidance that rules our lives. But as a lad I had the same thing figured out, and Mr. Dreiser has said it all over again in eight hundred and forty pages.

It is, in the ultimate, a picture of the American scene on a stupendous canvas. At fifty-five, it will not add as much to Mr. Dreisers fame as Sister Carrie, written when he was about thirty. That novel will rank with Hawthornes Scarlet Letter as a picture of another phase of American life. Somewhere along the road Dreiser lost the unity and coherence of that splendid early novel. It is among the first half-dozen great novels of women written in any language. Jennie Gerhardt, written eleven years later, is more or less a reflex of his first masterpiece. The present novel is not as great as The Genius. The latter book probes deep into biological truth. It is full of real characterization. Dreiser has certainly not outranked some of his earlier work in An American Tragedy. With all its faults, however, there is a vastness in this Dreiser novel that appeals. On and on he writes, with stoical persistence, piling detail upon detail  until the reader becomes as confused as one of his sentences.

I was told in New York that the advance sale of  An American Tragedy was twenty-five thousand. This is encouraging for the younger school of writers, and for the slowly rising culture standard of the nation.


From: The Literary Digest, V. LXIII, No. 2, October 11, 1919, p.73

Reviews of New Books

Twelve Men

Where does fiction end and reality begin? Theodore Dreiser is so much of a realist that his fictitious characters might well have been drawn directly from life. In Twelve Men (Boni & Liveright). he has given us a remarkable series of character studies of his friends that make no pretense at being anything more dramatic and that yet are. fascinating, one and all, and far more impressive than if any attempt had been made to make them adorn a tale. We do not need even the vicarious interest of an attempt to ferret out the names of the originals of the sketches and to link them up with what we knew of these people in real life, tho some references are obvious and others obscure rather because the men were obscure than because the author has made any effort to disguise them. We are apt to think of Mr. Dreiser in much the way in which he describes his Peter: To me he illustrated the. joy that exists in the common, the so-called homely and what some might think ugly side of life, certainly the very simple and ordinarily human aspect of things  but here he shines forth as a sentimentalist. It is significant that reactions to sex play almost no part in the records of the life of these men, especially since Mr. Dreisers own books usually reek with sex, and one is struck with the obvious reason. It has been one of my commonest experiences, he says frankly, and one of the most interesting to me, to note that nearly all of my keenest experiences intellectually, my most gorgeous rapprochements and swiftest developments mentally, have been by, to, and through men, not women.


From: The Argonaut, V. LXXXIV, No. 2202, June 7, 1919, p.360

The Latest Books

Twelve Men

We are by no means prepared to join in the hue and cry after Mr. Dreiser because he gives us photographic studies of unpleasant people whose minds are a mosaic of avarice and sex. He does not say that they are typical of human society, nor does he say that he himself is an artist when he paints them. He tells us that there are such people, no matter how much that fact may disturb the unctuous rectitude that has become our favorite pose. We may believe that they are not worth painting in such detail, but then that is a matter for Mr. Dreiser himself.

But certainly there is neither sex nor avarice in these twelve men selected by Mr. Dreiser for presentation. They are real people, one of them being his brother Paul. And they are good people, even saintly people. They would have had halos in mediaeval days. It is with almost a shock that we realize that there are such people, that we, too, have known them, and that our eyes have rested on them with the incurious gaze of incomprehension. They seem to perplex Mr. Dreiser himself. He can not understand them, or the source of the light that they emanate. Probably he does not know that our civilization would be doomed but for such beacons as these. Or have we misunderstood Mr. Dreiser himself?


From: The Christian Century, V. XXXVI, No. 23, June 5, 1919, p.16-17

Books

Twelve Men

Studies of twelve friends of the author, painted with a realistic brush. Together they constitute a picture of American life today. Among the titles of the studies are Peter, A doer of the Word, The Country Doctor, The Mayor and His People, and My Brother Paul  who, by the way, was the composer of On the Banks of the Wabash Far Away. Dreiser is always an artist and here he is wonderfully human. The Country Doctor is especially good.


From: Pearsons Magazine, V. 41, No. 9, July 1919, p.422

Books to Read and Love

By Frank Harris

Twelve Men

This book of Dreisers is a sort of experiment; something the same sort of experiment that I made when I began trying to write Contemporary Portraits, only I had the advantage of picking distinguished men about whom everyone was curious. Dreiser takes people of no particular interest to the general public and gives portraits of them in their habit as they lived. I should have expected him to emphasize the sex-urge of their lives; he has not done so; indeed he has left the sex-drive rather out of the picture; yet three of the twelve stories seem to me extremely well done.

Perhaps the best of all of them it the one he calls My Brother, Paul. Paul is astonishingly realized from several sides. So long as he is successful and admired by men and petted by women Paul is delightful, but as soon as his song-writing fails and the gold-headed cane and silk shirt and smart suit vanish, he gets depressed and discouraged. Dreiser meets a doctor who says, Paul cannot live; he has pernicious anaemia; he is breaking down inside and doesnt know it; he cant last long; he is too depressed. And on the next day he dies; a blood vessel has burst in his head, and Dreiser writes of him these words that reach the very heart of pathos:

Ah! Broadway! Broadway! And you, my good brother! Here is the story that you wanted me to write, this little testimony to your memory, a pale, pale symbol of all I think and feel. Where are the thousand yarns I have laughed over, the music, the lights, the songs?

Peace, peace. So shall it soon be with all of us. It was a dream. It is. I am. You are. And shall we grieve over or hark back to dreams?

Then there is a picture of the true Christian under the title A Doer of the Word  a carpenter who might have been the direct descendant of Him of Nazareth; also an admirable sketch. And then the last story in the book entitled. W. L. S.

W. L. S., Jr. was an illustrator, it appears, and also a most astonishing mechanical engineer. He could build engines and battleships and make the battleships steam and fight; and not only did W. L. S. touch life from two such opposite poles but he had all sorts of accomplishments and sympathies. He was an expert bicyclist and trick rider and could use a camera in a way to make an amateur envious. He had a fine tenor voice and was an architect as well.

Suddenly W. L. S. tells Dreiser that he is going to Tampa; the Spanish-American war has broken out; he will be away some three weeks. The next thing Dreiser hears is that Louis is dead; died suddenly of fever. Here is Dreisers comment:

It seemed to me that a great tragedy had happened  he was so ambitious, so full of plans. His dreams were so near fulfillment.

I saw the little grave afterward and the empty studio. His desks revealed several inventions and many plans of useful things, but these came to nothing. There was no one to continue the work.

My feeling at the time was as if I had been looking at a beautiful lamp, lighted, warm and irradiating a charming scene, and then suddenly that it had been puffed out before my eyes, as if a hundred bubbles of irridescent hues had been shattered by a breath. We toil so much, we dream so richly, we hasten so fast, and, lo! the green door is opened. We are through it, and its grassy surface has sealed us forever from all which apparently we so much crave  even as, breathlessly, we are still running.

Why didnt he end this at eyes instead of running?

I had written this when I suddenly heard that Dreiser had had an automobile accident. I made inquiries and found that he had been injured but was getting well. I hope it is nothing serious. Anything that retards his writing would be an injury to American letters. He is one of the two or three writers in this country today who count. I can only wish him with all my heart a speedy recovery.


From: Pearsons Magazine, V. 40, No. 4, February 1919, p.168

A Reminiscence of Edgar Lee Masters

By Floyd Dell

For five years I lived in the same town with Edgar Lee Masters, and never met him. It was my fault, too. Theodore Dreiser used to tell us about him. Theres a man here in Chicago, he would say, who is going to write something some day that will astonish America. You ought to look him up. His name is Edgar L. Masters.

We wanted nothing better than to encourage the astonishing of America. But somehow the idea of an unknown genius hatching literary masterworks there in Chicago seemed improbable. But when we asked people who knew him, they said: Masters? Oh, hes a lawyer who wants to be a poet. That seemed more likely. So we didnt look him up.

Dreiser kept muttering dark predictions from year to year, but we paid no attention  until the Spoon River Anthology was published, and we were astonished along with the rest of America.

Then, awed and eager, I went to see him. It was in New York, where he came just after the publication of his book. He carried with him in his suit case a two-volume work of a Scotch professor on the Greek poets; and the first quiet evening he could get, in an interval of his lionization, he sat and read to Dreiser and me the chapter on Sophocles. It was all about the divine perfection of Sophocles style.

Masters read it gravely, and Dreiser, sitting there opposite him in his inevitable rocking chair, nodded approval at each solemn sentence. I was young and rash in those days, and I felt moved to expostulate against the demand for Sophoclean perfection. I argued eloquently on behalf of the crude, blundering, tumbling grasp at reality which seemed to me about all that America could do in the way of art at present.

But Masters and Dreiser would have none of it. A work of art, said Masters. must be perfect. A book is worthless, said Dreiser, unless it is beautiful.

I preserve the memory of that conversation as one of the most precious of my literary souvenirs; and when any one tells me that Dreisers novels or Masters poems are the exuberant efflorescence of primitive American energy I shake my head and smile mysteriously, for I know that both of these great leaders of American literature are devotees of Sophoclean perfection.


From: The Bookseller, Newsdealer and Stationer, V. 50, No. 10, May 15, 1919, p.503

New Books

Twelve Men, by Theodore Dreiser, portrays with every imaginable touch of sympathy certain people intimately known by the author and undoubtedly known to others who will recognize them. One of them, under no disguise, is Paul Dresser his brother, who wrote On the Banks of the Wabash and other popular songs. These portraits, each unique, in itself are in summary a typical American group. A literary jury of twelve varied men, Mr. Dreiser presents them with a true consciousness of their every particular value. A wonderful old country doctor in a midland town, a newspaper artist at once jester and buffon and avid collector of rarities; a famous millionaire made and broken in Wall Street; a young story writer utterly conventionalized by the town: a gang boss, just wild Irish: these vie for honors with the mysterious W. L. S. and the religious Connecticut man, Doer of the Word. These are not stories, realisms, or literary effects. They are realities. Mr. Dreiser has accomplished a splendid thing for his own reputation, and also helps to lift one out of the rut in this original inimitable gallery of Americans. It is one of his masterpieces.


From: The Publishers Weekly, March 15, 1919, p.822

A Different Dreiser

Twelve Men

By Doris Webb

When Mr. Dreiser piled sex story upon sex story it was a question whether he was inspired by sales to a wide if not always discriminating public, by the stimulus of the adverse criticism of the disapproving, or by an unquenchable belief in realism. Fortunately for the public, as well as for Mr. Dreiser, his last book is almost if not quite free from the sex appeal, and his sincerity vindicated.

Twelve Men is composed of as many chapters, each of which tells the story, undoubtedly true, of some attention-compelling personality with whom Mr. Dreiser has come in contact. In some cases, Peters, for instance, the man was. an intimate friend of Mr. Dreisers; in others he was a passing ship. One was a doer of good works in a small Connecticut town whom Mr. Dreiser went to see because he had heard a group of fishermen agree that he was the one contented man of their acquaintance. In another tale, back we come to Broadway, and read the amazingly realistic story of Mr. Dreisers brother, Paul Dresser, who wrote On the Banks of the Wabash and other popular songs, and lived the gay, generous, unprincipled life that New York eagerly provides for those who want it and can pay for it. From this we run into the tenderly told tales of the country doctor  and then comes De Maupassant Junior, a story that should be read by all young writers!

Here is a book of a new sort  one too good to miss. Not only is it a well-balanced analysis of the men Mr. Dreiser has met  it is also a penetrating, tho unconscious, analysis of Mr. Dreiser. Indeed it might well be called Thirteen Men.


From: The Fortnightly Review, V. XXIII, No. 3, February 1, 1916, p.37

A Popular Novelist

The Nation devotes three full pages of its No. 2631 to a criticism by Mr. Stuart P. Sherman, of the work of Theodore Dreiser, the novelist. Mr. Sherman analyzes Dreisers five novels, Sister Carrie, Jennie Gerhardt, The Financier, The Titan, and The Genius and finds that they all drive home the great truth that man is essentially an animal, impelled by temperament, instinct, physics, chemistry  anything you please that is irrational and uncontrollable. Life is purely a question of chemistry. It is the chemistry of her being which rouses to blazing the ordinarily dormant forces of Eugene Witlas sympathies in The Genius. If Stephanie Platow is disloyal to her married lover in The Titan, let no one quarrel with her. Reason: She was an unstable chemical compound. Such is the Dreiserian philosophy. Dreiser is no realist in the true sense of the term, but merely a naturalist. He has deliberately rejected the novelists supreme task  understanding and presenting the development of character; he has chosen only to illustrate the unrestricted flow of temperament. He has evaded the enterprise of representing human conduct; he has confined himself to a representation of animal behavior. He demands for the demonstration of his theory a moral vacuum from which the obligations of parenthood, marriage, chivalry, and citizenship have been quite withdrawn or locked in a twilight sleep.

Yet Theodore Dreiser is one of our most popular novelists; reputable journals praise his work, and hundreds of thousands of men and women, boys and girls, absorb moral poison from his novels, which have not even true artistic merit, because, as Mr. Sherman rightly points out, since a theory of animal behavior can never be an adequate basis for a representation of the life of man in contemporary society, such a representation is an artistic blunder.


From: The Magazine of Wall Street, V. 14, No. 3, July 1914, p.287

Book Reviews

The Titan

This is the second volume of Mr. Dreisers trilogy, of which The Financier was the first. The Titan takes up the career of Frank Cowperwood as he leaves the penitentiary with a fortune in his hands and unabated confidence in his destiny. His ambition and courage are quite undaunted by his prison experience and he finds in Chicago, just rising from her ashes, after the fire of 1871, the opportunities that his financial genius requires. In the person of Cowperwood, Dreiser has epitomized these forces of daring, egotism and unscrupulousness. Whether it happened to be a traction company or another mans wife, what Cowperwood wanted he took.

Dreiser writes about social phases which are typically American and which can be found only in America. Business, the breeding of money, the building up of vast fortunes, the imperial power with which wealth endowes the unscrupulous financier who has the cunning to acquire it  all those desires which may be summed up. in the phrase, the lust for success, contribute to the bigness and boldness of the continental landscape which he portrays.


From: Current Opinion, V. 60, No. 1, January 1916, p.47-48

Literature and Art

The New Massive Novel by Theodore Dreiser

Mr. Dreisers new novel, The Genius (John Lane), is a book of some 700 pages printed in small type, containing, according to the interesting estimate of the Boston Transcript, approximately 330,000 words. The latest attempt at fiction by the author of Sister Carrie and The Titan is thus, as his admirers express it, massive. In structure the novel is quite similar to The Financier and The Titan, tho the new book is not a part of Dreisers Trilogy of Desire. Critical opinion, as usual, differs concerning the value of Mr. Dreisers realism. Mr. Mencken, of the Smart Set, has paid his usual tribute to this puzzling writer. A glowing eulogy heralding Theodore Dreiser as the veritable Hercules of the American novel appears in that breezy vehicle of feminine enthusiasm, The Little Review, of Chicago. The critic of the Brooklyn Daily Eagle admits that Dreisers style is sloppy, and that the story would be clearer and stronger if there were 200 pages less of it. But the same complaint has been reiterated to weariness against both Balzac and Wagner.



The fact is that when you meet genius you have to take it on its own terms or let it alone, and Theodore Dreiser is quite clearly a genius. Whether his artistry is at all commensurate with his great native endowment is another and a much more open question. Dreiser makes his strongest impression by his pictures of every-day life, couched in the language of the street and the store. The style utterly lacks distinction, but it achieves a sense of reality. That, together with the conviction that Dreiser was trying to paint life whole, rather than to emphasize that side of human nature which has made the popularity of Elinor Glyn and her school, won acceptance for Sister Carrie.

In The Genius he follows the same method, but he includes now too much homely detail, so that his scenes sometimes turn from conviction to weariness. It is those redundancies which give the irritating impression that the book is too long. If an energetic blue pencil had been used to remove all those touches which are not essential to the picture the length of the volume might not have been greatly reduced, but the sense of repetition and surplusage would have been avoided and with it. an irritation which is now inevitable.



To the wary critic of the Boston Transcript Theodore Dreiser has not made quite convincing the rapid rise of his hero from the post of railroad employee in Yonkers with wages paid by the hour to his position as a manager of a great publishing house with a salary of $25,000 a year, all in the course of two or three chapters. Perhaps it is Mr. Dreisers masterly realism that renders this unusual transition quite plausible.



Edgar Lee Masters Tribute to Theodore Dreiser



One of the most interesting tributes to Mr. Dreisers power as a novelist is that of Edgar Le« Masters, author of the Spoon River Anthology. This review was published recently in the Chicago Evening Post. In the opinion of Mr. Masters, Theodore Dreiser has revolutionized American fiction. It can never return to the old standards of reticence about life. But he has not reached the climax whither his genius inevitably tends. That climax must come. It can not come now in the fierce heat of Dostoevsky; rather it may be expected in a mellow glow, a calm flame of transfiguration. It will be in a shorter book than The Genius, Mr. Masters admits. But this book is a Striking masterpiece as he sees it:



Over the book one can hear at times Gargantuan laughter; at other times a trembling sensitiveness seems to vibrate through the pages. Lifes phantasmagoric procession passes before his eyes. He sees its tragedies clearly; its comedies, fundamentally speaking, do not escape him. But ever he asks why should this be and what is the end? What makes the machine run? Who is running it and why? He is therefore never done with explaining, and adding in touches and bringing forward facts. The reader must see what he sees. Nothing must be omitted, lest the picture lose the fidelity that he would portray  lest some less discerning eye fail of comprehension of the whole. Boundless curiosity, passion for life, immense strength and patience carry him beyond Browning in the endeavor to make the record complete. But, unlike Browning, Dreiser has no philosophy, unless it be a philosophy to see a cosmic force which concerns itself with great events, and cares nothing for the human souls bobbing like corks in its current, whirled here to transports of brief happiness, carried there through unmitigated trial to sorrow, but to failure in either case at the last.

America should awake to the significance of the fact that Dreiser is not striving for popularity or to make money. He is not writing to propitiate American standards. He does not see a power for righteousness moving through the world, tho he is bound to see laws at work in every domain of human life, more clearly than he has seen them thus far. But he is admirable and to be acclaimed because he looks for truth and tells the truth. If America can boast of a novelist now living of greater power, insight, imaginative sweep, let him step forward and claim the laurel wreath. He seems to me our greatest novelist now writing, and destined in the wise judgment of posterity to be given a place among the noteworthy writers of this age.


From: The Bookseller, Newsdealer and Stationer, V. XL, No. 10, May 15, 1914, p.544

Items of Interest

The John Lane Company on May 22nd will publish Theodore Dreisers new novel, The Titan, which Harper & Brothers were to issue, but withdrew from their list of publications (though an edition was all in print) after a command to do so was received from inside the house of Harper, who received permission to do so from Mr. Dreiser. The reason for this action on the part of Mr. Dreisers former publishers is attributed to different causes, one of which, according to The Evening Sun, because of the Seventh Commandment. Six years ago the author was unknown, but the publication of his Sister Carrie, by Doubleday, Page & Co., caused much comment because of the frank treatment of how a girl was led into vice by her love of pretty clothes. Then followed Jennie Gerhardt in 1911, published by the Harpers, another novel with the same motif on a different social and moral scale. Then came the Financier, a powerful story of money and politics, of which The Titan is the sequel. A large public is awaiting this novel.


From: The Bookseller, Newsdealer and Stationer, V. XL, No. 11, June 1, 1914, p.581-582

New Books

The Titan, by Theodore Dreiser, will be one of the seasons most talked of books. It gives the reader an opportunity of following the fortunes of Frank Algernon Cowperwood who dominated the previous novel The Financier. This story begins with the Financiers life after he came out of the penitentiary with a fortune and his marriage to the woman on whose account his wife finally divorced him. He moves to Chicago  the Chicago after the fire, corrupt and full of opportunity, and there begins a series of gigantic business enterprises and liasons that portray him as invinsible in his ability to amass a fortune as to make a successful conquest of women  women of all types and positions, married and single. The power of money to control the legislature, to influence politicians, and drive civic deals that line the pockets of men all along the line of successful enterprise is drawn with an attempt to make the reader feel the titanic power of a remarkable organizer, a Napoleon of finance who controls even our national life.

To the critical reader Mr. Dreisers tongs do not quite reach the coals, as it were, but there are many to whom this study of unbridled passion and imperial power will appeal. That Mr. Dreiser has made his hero so successful in his amours may have been an exaggerated effort to depict the pologymous nature of some millionaires. The brutal frankness of the man does not help the pictures any, and the details indulged in in no way make the picture more forcible, but repel. The love of art and the dominating personality of the man and the beauty of his wretched wife cannot get them into the social set they want and he starts on new lines and a new love.

It is a striking portrayal of Mrs. Warrens Profession, whose mother followed the effect of an unfaithful husband upon the character of a weak, unhappy wife, who becomes dissipated and then drags the anchor of morality into the waters of degradation to get even. The scenes shift from this country to the Continent and back again. The situations are left unfinished and one looks forward to the final volume in this triology which is masterful in many of its varied types and the well recognized methods of magnates of business. That Harper and Brothers gave up publishing this story after the first edition had been printed will excite an added interest in it. One regrets that with the authors ability he should have used his talent on a man of this class, even though his motive was of the best and the situations true to certain types and conditions and his treatment skilful.


From: The Book News Monthly, V. 32, No. 12, August 1914, p.591

For the Reader of Fiction

The Titan

By Berenice C. Skidelsky

He who has never read any of the Dreiser novels, but is lured by Mr. Dreisers enviable reputation into picking up The Titan in pleasurable anticipation, is doomed to dismal disappointment. Here is no great work of a master, but only another of the many hundreds of books which yearly come forth, live their little hour, and sink into oblivion.

The book is a tale of business and love; loves, we might better say, for Frank Cowperwoods affairs of the heart are legion. It dizzies one to try to keep up with the kaleidoscopic shift of his emotions. He was too passionate, too radiant, too individual and complex to belong to any one single individual alone, says the author; but the reader wonders whether it was not rather that he was too egoistic, too wholly materialistic, to recognize any law outside his momentary inclination  too fundamentally limited, indeed, to have any needs in his nature outside of that. We are given a picture of the whole sickly fabric of social ascendancy; and Cowperwood and his wife are frankly of that pitiable class that give their lives and ambition to the phantom-pursuit which is social climbing. To be ignored by the Hyphenated-Joneses is tragedy; to be smiled upon by the Compound-Smythes is the ultimate realization of mundane well-being. The unfortunate part is not that Mr. Dreiser portrays this human weakness, but that he succeeds in conveying the impression that to his way of thinking the game is worth the candle.

But after all the test of a novel is not what has been done, but how it has been done. The characters in The Titan are not sufficiently complex, not well-balanced, and therefore not real. It is rather that in a given situation Mr. Dreiser has need of a certain human trait; he brings it forth, incarnates it, and asks that you accept it as a flesh and blood reality. We are frequently feeling that effects are aimed at, but missed; and this applies both in situation and character delineation. The bits of abstract philosophy introduced here and there are for the most part platitudes over-elaborately dressed. Emerson was not the first nor the last to discover that there is nothing new under the sun; but granting the fact does not prevent us from demanding the atmosphere of revivification which is only another term for good writing.

An element of humor has been unwittingly introduced in some of the descriptions of feminine garb. We are a little dubious about some of them; but when we are told of one woman that her black hair was caught by a childish band of blood-red ribbon .... her lithe body . . . was clad in an apple-green bodice and a black skirt with gussets of red about the hem .... her stockings were apple-green silk, it conjures up too startling a picture for perfect gravity.

The books main charm is in the spell which is always woven by the presentation of long years crowded with incident. It is the second of Mr. Dreisers Trilogy of Desire, of which The Financier was the first; and while we have not read the first, nor do we especially admire the second, we will be tempted to read the third when it appears, because we have seen so much of the career of Frank Cowperwood that we have had roused in us a curiosity to learn what further might befall in his eventful life. And there are occasional touches of real merit which lead us to hope that the present book is not Dreiser at his best, and that he will redeem himself in the next one.


From: One Hundred Best Books, by John Cowper Powys, G. Arnold Shaw, 1916, p.28

26. Theodore Dreiser. The Titan.

Of all modern novelists Theodore Dreiser most entirely catches the spirit of America. Here is the huge torrential stream of material energies. Here are the men and women, so pushed and driven and parched and bleached, by the enormous forces of industry and commerce, that all distinction in them seems to be reduced to a strange colorlessness; while the primordial animal cravings, greedy, earth-born, fumble after their aims across the sad and littered stage of sombre scenery.

There is something epic  something enormous and amorphous  like the body of an elemental giant  about each of these books. In the Titan, especially, the peculiar power of Dreisers massive, coulter-like impetus is evident. Here we realize how, between animal passion and material ambition, there is little room left in such a nature as Cooperwoods for any complicated subtlety. All is, simple, direct, hard and healthy  a very epitome and incarnation of the life-force, as it manifests itself in America.


From: The Freeman, V. 1, No. 1, March 17, 1920, p.23

Some New Books

There is not much in Theodore Dreisers Hey! Rub-a-Dub-Dub, (Boni and Liveright) for those who do not care for Dreiser himself, but this collection of heavy, shambling, sesquipedalian meditations on life, labor, sex, art and America, the first summing up of the Dreiserian philosophy, tremendously confirms the interest of his novels. Here we have the weary Titan at rest, and the spectacle is an impressive one; his depth of feeling, his air of puzzled detachment, his brooding determination, his instinctive tenderness, his inexhaustible lust of life find a sort of rationale in these pages. There is much in Dreisers point of view that reminds one of Mark Twains; it is the mass-fatalism of a democracy in which the individual counts for nothing, felt by a mind for whom nothing exists but the individual. For Dreiser, physical and chemical laws alone are real: he has no belief and consequently no interest, in the possibility of organized human intervention in the struggle for survival. How much of his admiration of force is due to the inferiority-complex which he shares with most American writers? Much, no doubt, for he is obviously one of the tender-minded, and it is when he deals with the victim of life that he is most the artist. That is true of his novels; it is also true of his essays. There is a great deal of Dostoievsky in Theodore Dreiser.


From: The Bookman, V. 40, November 1914, p.281-283

Relation of the Novel to the Present Social Unrest (excerpt)



By Rex Glendining

…There is one thing to be said for Capitalism. Under it, an H. G. Wells can be produced.

Tono-Bungay, as an intimate study of what finance means to the financier is, however, but a brief Christmas booklet compared with the work of our own Theodore Dreiser. The very fact that this admirable novelist sees in business an adventure, a romance, quite comparable to all the crusading and hand-kissing of hackneyed fiction, is an indication that men are no longer regarding business as shop-keeping  unfit for a gentleman but a very big emprise worthy of admiration or bitter attack.

To Frank Cowperwood, whose experiences so continue through Mr. Dreisers The Financier and The Titan that these books are really one, there was adventure in collecting pictures and beautiful rooms and houses, greater adventure in collecting amorous experiences, but greatest experience in collecting varieties of financial power. He experimented with stocks in Philadelphia and, pioneering in Chicago in the days before it was a commanding metropolis, cornered gas, then traction. But never did he genuinely realise that his suave skill in controlling great industries meant life and death to a very large number of men. He paid his employees well enough  but only to avoid strikes; and that tribute he easily got back from the people by his professional skill in bribing legislators. He never considered them as a body of followers to whom he was in any wise responsible. Indeed, it is to be doubted if Mr. Dreiser much realises such a situation, himself. He very deeply, very dramatically, sees Frank Cowperwood as a man fighting and loving and winning and losing. But he very shallowly sees him as a part of a system. Nevertheless he cannot help so seeing him, to some extent. It stands upon page 519 of The Titan:



But against (Cowperwoods supporters) were the preachers  poor wind-blown sticks of unreason who saw only what the current palaver seemed to indicate. Again there were the anarchists, socialists, single-taxers and public-ownership advocates. There were the very poor who saw in Cowperwoods wealth and in the fabulous stories of his New York home and of his art-collection a heartless exploitation of their needs. At this time the feeling was spreading broadcast in America that great political and economic changes were at hand  that the tyranny of iron masters at the top was to give way to a richer, freer, happier life for the rank and file. A national eight-hour day law was being advocated, and the public ownership of public franchises. And here now was a great street-railway corporation, serving a population of a million and a half, occupying streets which the people themselves created by their presence, taking toll from all these humble citizens to the amount of sixteen or eighteen million dollars in the year and giving in return, so the papers said, no universal transfers (as a matter of fact, there were in operation three hundred and sixty-two separate transfer points) and no adequate tax on the immense sums earned. The working-man who read this by gas or lamp light in the kitchen or parlour of his shabby flat or cottage . . . felt himself to be defrauded of a portion of his rightful inheritance.



It is to be suspected that, throughout this long passage, Mr. Dreiser is speaking out his own mind only in the parenthesis which defends the generosity of the almost philanthropic company in granting transfers. It is probable that he genuinely admires Frank Cowperwood, quite as much for his rather perilous faults  such as a confusing carelessness with his neighbours wife  as for his virtues of courage and good taste. But this same growing tendency on the part of the people to demand something for themselves is precisely that tendency which they who approve it call the beginning of the downfall of capitalism and which the comfortably propertied call the growing unrest and ingratitude of the masses. The type of person who writes to a newspaper that he hopes no student-waiter will lose the caste mark of the collegian gentleman by taking a tip would deplore this tendency. But there it is, if the biggest, vitalest current fiction truly mirrors the hour, and you may do what you like  only do not overlook it.

It is quite essential for the capitalist to read Tono-Bungay and behold how blithely Mr. Wells conceives the great financier as a clumsy player of ping-pong. It is quite essential for the Socialist to read The Financier and The Titan and see how romantic a figure is the pirate of finance to Mr. Dreiser. And it is quite essential for the reader too unimportant to have either label to read both and discover that fiction is no longer like the home life of our dear Queen.


From: The Seven Arts, V. 1, March 1917, p.541-542

Toward a National Culture (excerpt)

By Van Wyck Brooks

It is this chaotic, unmotivated world, a world of things, an essentially prehistoric world that knows nothing of the compensations of an animal destiny to which we are all entitled as heirs of our human past, that Mr. Theodore Dreiser has memorialized in those vast literary pyramids of his, those prodigious piles of language built of the commonest rubble and cohering, in the absence of any architectural design, by sheer virtue of their weight and size. Mr. Dreisers Titans and Financiers and Geniuses are not even the approximations of men in a world of men,  they are monsters, blindly effectuating themselves, or failing to effectuate themselves, in a primeval chaos; and the world wears them and wearies them as it wears and wearies the beasts of the field, leaving them as immature in age as it found them in youth. Cowperwood, the Financier, put in prison as a result of his piratical machinations, weaves chair-bottoms and marks time spiritually against the day of his release, when he snaps back into his old self absolutely unaltered by reflection: and of Eugene Witla, after he has passed through seven hundred and thirty-four pages of soul-searing adventure, Mr. Dreiser is able to enquire: Was he not changed then? Not much, no. Only hardened intellectually and emotionally, tempered for life and work. Puppets as they are of an insensate force which has never been transmuted into those finer initiatives that shed light on human destiny, they arc insulated against human values; love and art pass into and out of their lives like things of so little meaning that any glimmer of material opportunity outshines them; and therefore they are able to speak to us only of the vacuity of life, telling us that human beings are as the flies of summer.

One readily shares the objection commonly raised against Mr. Dreiser that his philosophy is a barren one, and that it is the business of literature to project those radiant attitudes by which life is filled with honor and dignity. Nevertheless one ought not to demand too much; it is a great thing to be enabled to see our life as it at present is, so completely industrialized that the capacity for spiritual initiative has been all but bred out of it. Ideals are healthily born midway in the evolution of a people; they spring from a certain level of experience that has been attained by all in common; and without this general touchstone they soon turn into vapor as our American ideals have done in the past.


From: Friday Nights: Literary Criticisms and Appreciations (First Series), by Edward Garnett, Alfred A. Knopf, 1922, p.297-304

American Criticism and Fiction (excerpt)

IV

When the critic turns to The Titan, he is faced with the old dilemma. Ought he to insist on the particular significance for society which a novel may possess as a document of life? Or ought he rather to lay stress on its aesthetic shortcomings? This critic has observed elsewhere: To subject a piece of contemporary literature to high aesthetic literary standards is often simply to suppress its significance. As the majority of new words are but the ages ephemeral children, they can only make an appeal to their parent age; the critics duty is therefore to fix, in the significant documents of the life of his time, the character of his age; and to the majority of literary works he will do justice by treating them as revelations of the contemporary mind, knowing that though the inner individual spirit of these documents may be of little significance, its testimony to the overlordship of the age may be of very much. And Mr. Dreiser is very significant! Very unrepresentative he is in his honest, set determination to tell his countrymen all those sinister, ugly truths concerning the national life, with which their newspapers teem, but for mirroring which in fiction the novelist is boycotted.

And yet how representative is Mr. Dreiser in his disregard for beauty, for beauty in form, for the fine shades of living subtlety! How is one to account for this curious contradiction in the authors attitude? One hazards the suggestion that Mr. Dreiser has been seduced by Balzacs example  Balzac who was defined as being a sociologist rather than a novelist. If only our author had studied Horace instead! It is not a question of realism, for Horaces descriptions of the daily life of the Roman citizen are quite as intimately realistic as are Mr. Dreisers descriptions of the life of his Chicago financiers. But while Horace selects the essential detail and rejects everything superfluous, Mr. Dreiser rejects nothing! Everything goes into his pot!

To quote here a former criticism, We see a bold American hand in the encomium blazoned on the books wrapper The size of this man, Cowperwood, genius of finance, protagonist of great business combines, art patron, light o love, and the scope of Mr. Dreisers ability are united in this new book, totally unlike fiction as we have come to know it  a book big in matter and a long book too and so forth. There you have it! the national conviction that size counts for more than quality, that a big book or a big business must necessarily dwarf the appeal of books or businesses of lesser scope or compass. . . .We cannot concede the claim that the multiplicity of the titanic Mr. Cowperwoods love-affairs invests them with more interest than does the solitary infidelity of the little grocer in the back street round the corner. On the contrary the grocers conjugal lapse is likely to mean more to him and his family. All Mr. Cowperwoods amours run much the same course, and as soon as we have grasped this we become comparatively uninterested in the identity of the next candidate for his affections or in the fate that awaits her. Indeed, these ladies, Aileen, Rita, Stephanie, Claudia, et cetera, till we reach the last of the cluster, Berenice, are not much more interesting than are a set of chairs in a parlour suite.

So with the millionaires lavish dealings as an art patron. We are told that in London he bought a portrait by Raeburn; in Paris a ploughing scene by Millet, a small Jan Steen, a battle-piece by Meissonier, and a romantic courtyard scene by Isabey; and later on, that the fascinating American girl, Berenice, when she saw the Greek frieze in his splendid New York mansion, knew that he and she had one God in common  Art; and that his mind was fixed on things beautiful as on a shrine. Gammon! The Titans knowledge of art only reflected what his dealer and his check-book told him, and he would have purchased with lavish enthusiasm that vulgar series of Fragonards that have recently passed and repassed, at fabulous prices, into the possession of his fellow American millionaires. The real shrine at which Berenice and her magnate worship is the shrine of money-power, and that is why Mr. Dreisers detailed exposition of his Chicago bosss career has national significance, although its value as art is intrinsically small.

No, Mr. Dreisers eulogistic wrapper hits the wrong nail on the head when it claims that the book is totally unlike fiction as we have come to know it. On the contrary, its merit is that in its heavy, lumbering conscientious way, The Titan presents a la Balzac, a detailed picture of Mammon-worship in the States a generation back: a picture of the swamp of public corruption, of graft and boodle and private greed, in which the jungle of financial interests is enrooted. Frank Cowperwood, the financier, just released from a Philadelphia prison, makes a fresh start in the rising city, Chicago; and Mr. Dreiser traces with unrelenting, praiseworthy frankness the sordid maze of intrigue, bribery, and corruption which the Titan threads to gain his throne of money-power. It is the story of a human jungle and of financial beasts of prey stalking and striking down a democracy grovelling and wallowing, slowly, blindly trying to stagger to its feet. The author is to be congratulated on his exposure, not only of the intricate web of intrigue, financial and political, which the masterful Cowperwood spins in order to secure his controlling interests in the gas companies and street railways of Chicago, but of the atmosphere of hypocrisy which the wealthy citizens, the bank presidents, and directors of trusts and combines generate for their own purposes.

Of course, there is nothing particularly new in the picture, but Mr. Dreiser is one of the very few American novelists who have dared to dispense with the idealistic veils under which, in fiction, the unpleasant truth gracefully hides its features. The pity is that, obsessed by the idea of bigness, the author insists, so to say, on dragging us up to every floor of his giant hotel, and making us peep into all the offices and suites of apartments.

Now this method is a clumsy one in art and defeats its purpose. Mr. Dreiser rarely introduces a character without giving a comprehensive sketch of his past and his social position, and we soon grow bored by the multiplicity of explanations and conversations, all of equal significance. There is no play of light and shade in the novel, but everything is exhibited in the hard, level glare, so to speak, of an enormous chamber lit from the ceiling. Crowds of people come and go, and one remembers little more of them than of a file of faces passing in an interminable procession. The artist, above all things, needs so to select and concentrate his details that his figures contrast, and his scenes interest by dramatic surprise. But there is no surprise and no relief in Mr. Dreisers human drama: everything sweeps past our eyes at the same level pace, as on a train journey. It is a pity, for at times one suspects that the scenes closely crowded together are like pictures in exhibitions, which kill one another by numbers and by mere proximity. But this is the logical effect of the worship of Bigness, whether in art or commerce or civilization; the charm of individuality is crushed down till it is lost in a mass of ponderous uniformity. The colossal ends in the insignificant.

Whereas Mr. Pooles failure lay in lack of intensity of creative imagination, Mr. Dreiser fails in his inability to show human drama in its true spiritual perspective, and to stamp it in permanent lines and hues of beauty. In both cases the rich stuff of the teeming national life is before us, in both cases the treatment is ambitious and highly conscientious, but in neither case is there born anything unique in quality of vision or style. We may therefore repeat that the creative imagination of each of our two authors only multiplies general patterns of insight and feeling of masses or groups of cultivated minds. And the critic, passing on, will search all the more eagerly for authors who, whether representative or not, stand out more clearly in vision and insight from the mass of cultivated minds. Such an author, it seems to me, is Miss Cather, whose delightful picture of the life of a family of Swedish immigrants in a Nebraskan homestead is no doubt known to the reader of The Atlantic Monthly. I shall not therefore offer here any appreciation of the freshness of its individual charm, or of the calm strength of her portraiture of the Bergsons, of Alexandra, the large-hearted heroine, of Frank and Marie Shabata, of Emil, Ivar, and Amedee. This work, O Pioneers, with its record, so typical, of a network of immigrant roots which are thrusting deep into American soil, and fructifying the national life with its ramifying human energies, belongs to a precious, if small, class of American novels which it is difficult to praise too highly.

Even higher, in its literary art, must we rank Grace Kings The Pleasant Ways of St. Medard, a story rare in its historical significance. This poignant lament for the South, at the close of the Civil War, rehearses a womans lingering memories of the charm and grace of the New Orleans atmosphere, and of the humiliation suffered by a ruined family. Will not its exquisite shades of feeling, delicate in vibrating sadness, give this novel a permanent place as an American literary classic?


From: The Atlantic Monthly, V. 114, October 1914, p.523

Recent Reflections of a Novel-Reader (excerpt)

Certainly there are no faintest traces of anything like salvation in such a typically modem character as The Titan. In this book Theodore Dreiser pursues the history of Frank Cowperwood, introduced to us in The Financier. The latter was absorbing and indubitably great; its continuation is neither. One does not make out whether this is partly Mr. Dreisers fault, or wholly that of his hero. The Financier was kinetic. Cowperwood developed before our eyes from a shrewd lad into a financial magician. He rose, then fell, melodramatically, into prison, only to rehabilitate himself again. The author scorned the element of contrast, and gave us no character to admire or love, but he took infinite pains to show the zest of youth and crescent experience. What feeling the book contained was genuine and strong, though lawless and primitive.

The Titan is static. Here Cowperwood is an established magnate, an established libertine. He but adds million to million and seduction to seduction. In both cases the details are infinitely dreary. Like taking candy from a child is the process of diverting other mens gains to his own purse, while the wives and daughters of his associates are such easy captives of his magnetism that it becomes nauseating. Were there, then, no virtuous women or able men in Chicago? As Cowperwood becomes less and less human, the reader becomes more and more impatient. The framework of the story rises to an appropriate climax, but the readers imagination refuses to rise with it. We are asked to believe that Cowperwood at fifty conceives so disinterested a passion for a young girl that he considers her an objet dart and is willing to house and provide for her indefinitely as such. After living for some years upon his bounty she chooses to come to him with the offer of her heart and life in the hour when he has just met his most serious financial defeat.

Here is sentiment, not to say sentimentality. Probably Balzac, with the French genius for slush, could have made us feel the situation sympathetically. But Mr. Dreiser is not in such thorough accord with his hero as to be able to do this. He knows perfectly that Cowperwoods heart has by this time about the freshness and value of a sucked orange-peel kicking about the dusty street, and he knows readers do not yield sympathy to sucked orange-peel. Therefore he does not, perhaps cannot, try his hardest to convince. What he tells may be entirely true to fact, but it also fails entirely of that deeper reality which alone holds our interest. So we come back to the query  is Cowperwood or Dreiser to blame?

On the one hand, Cowperwoods historian is certainly a little afraid lest he be caught moralizing, or deviating from a tolerant, man-of-the-world attitude toward his subject. Now, the artist must not be moralist first or chiefly; nevertheless a failure in moral perception is ultimately a failure in both psychology and art. No writer, realist or not, can afford this.

On the other hand, could any writer possibly make the middle age of a Cowperwood appetizing? The inner life of the strong man who takes for motto I satisfy myself lacks that element of struggle which the dullest audience demands in its drama. How make a hero of a monster? Here is no success other than the success of a gorged animal in obtaining its prey. However, The Titan is only the second volume of a proposed trilogy. It is too soon to speak with finality either of Cowperwood or his chronicler.


From: The Smart Set, V. 43, August 1914, p.153-157

Adventures Among the New Novels (excerpt)

By H.L. Mencken

After all, Dr. Munyon is quite right: there is yet hope. Sometimes, of course, it is hard to discern, almost impossible to embrace. Sweating through the best-sellers of the moment, shot from the presses in a gaudy cataract, one can scarcely escape a mood of intense depression, a bleak esthetic melancholia. What is to become of a nation which buys such imbecile books by the hundred thousand, and not only buys them, but reads them, and not only reads them, but enjoys them, gabbles about them, takes them seriously, even pays reverence to them as literature?

Publishers get rich printing that sort of literature, and then use their money to bludgeon and browbeat all authors who try to do anything better. Imagine a young American bobbing up with a new Germinal, or a new Lord Jim, or a new Brothers Karamazov: what a job he would have getting it between covers! But let him rise shamelessly out of the old bog of mush, dripping honey and buttermilk, and at once there is silver in his palm and praise in his ear. The Barabbases fight for him, playing one another all kinds of sharp tricks; the newspapers record his amours, his motor accidents and his table talk; the literary monthlies print his portrait (in golf togs) opposite that of Gerhart Hauptmann; the womens clubs forget Bergson and the white slave trade to study his style. In the end, he retires to Palm Beach or Tuscany with a fortune, and so becomes a romantic legend, half genius and half god.

But, as I started out to say, there is yet a glimmer of hope. A small class of more civilized readers begins to show itself here and there; a few daring publishers risk a dollar or two on fiction of an appreciably better sort; the literary monthlies forget their muttons long enough to say a kind word for Joseph Conrad; now and then a genuine artist is seen in the offing. Fate, alas, conspires with stupidity to keep the number down. Frank Norris died just as he was getting into his stride; David Graham Phillips was murdered by a lunatic at the very moment of his deliverance; a dozen others, after diffident bows, have disappeared in ways just as mysterious. But there remains Theodore Dreiser, patient, forthright, earnest, plodding, unswerving, uncompromising  and so long as Dreiser keeps out of jail there will be hope.

Four long novels are now behind him, and in every one of them one sees the same grim fidelity to an austere artistic theory, the same laborious service to a stern and rigorous faith. That faith may be put briefly into two articles: (a) that it is the business of a novelist to describe human beings as they actually are, unemotionally, objectively and relentlessly, and not as they might be, or would like to be, or ought to be; and (b) that his business is completed when he has so described them, and he is under no obligation to read copybook morals into their lives, or to estimate their virtue (or their lack of it) in terms of an ideal goodness. In brief, the art of Dreiser is almost wholly representative, detached, aloof, unethical: he makes no attempt whatever to provide that pious glow, that mellow sentimentality, that soothing escape from reality, which Americans are accustomed to seek and find in prose fiction. And despite all the enormous advantages of giving them what they are used to and cry for, he has stuck resolutely to his program. In the fourteen years since Sister Carrie he has not deviated once, nor compromised once. There are his books: you may take them or leave them. If you have any respect for an artist who has respect for himself, you may care to look into them; if not, you may go to the devil.

In all this, Dreiser runs on a track parallel to Conrads; the two men suggest each other in a score of ways. Superficially, of course, they may seem to be far apart: the gorgeous colors of Conrad are never encountered in Dreiser. But that difference lies almost wholly in materials; in ideas and methods they are curiously alike. To each the salient fact of life is its utter meaninglessness, its sordid cruelty, its mystery. Each stands in amazement before the human tendency to weigh it, to motivate it, to see esoteric significances in it. Nothing could be more profoundly agnostic and unmoral than Conrads Lord Jim or Dreisers Jennie Gerhardt. In neither book is there the slightest suggestion of a moral order of the world; neither novelist has any blame to hand out, nor any opinion to offer as to the justice or injustice of the destiny he describes. It is precisely here, indeed, that both take their departure from the art of fiction as we of English speech commonly know it. They are wholly emancipated from the moral obsession that afflicts our race; they see the human comedy as a series of inexplicable and unrepresentative phenomena, and not at all as a mere allegory and Sunday school lesson. If art be imagined as a sort of halfway station between science and morals, their faces are plainly turned toward the hard rocks of science, just as the faces of the more orthodox novelists are turned toward pansy beds of morals.

Conrad tells us somewhere that it was Flaubert who helped him to formulate his theory of the novel, with Turgenieff and the other Russians assisting. The influences that moulded Dreiser are not to be stated with such certainty. Here and there one happens upon what seem to be obvious tracks of Zola, but Dreiser, if I remember rightly, has said that he knows the Frenchman only at second hand. Did the inspiration come through Frank Norris, Zolas one avowed disciple in America? Against the supposition stands the fact that Sister Carrie followed too soon after McTeague to be an imitation of it  and besides, Sister Carrie is a far greater novel, in more than one way, than McTeague itself. Perhaps some earlier and lesser work of Norriss was the model that the younger man followed, consciously or unconsciously. Norris was his discoverer, and in a sense, his patron saint, battling for him valiantly when the firm of Doubleday, Page & Co. achieved immortality by suppressing Sister Carrie. (Some day the whole of this tale must be told. The part that Norris played proved that he was not only a sound critic, but also an extraordinarily courageous and unselfish friend.) But whatever the fact and the process, Dreiser has kept the faith far better than Norris, whose later work, particularly The Octopus, shows a disconcerting mingling of honest realism and vaporous mysticism. In Dreiser there has been no such yielding. His last book, the Titan, is cut from exactly the same cloth that made Sister Carrie. Despite years of critical hammering and misunderstanding, and a number of attacks of a sort even harder to bear, he has made no sacrifice of his convictions and done no treason to his artistic conscience. He may be right or he may be wrong, but at all events he has gone straight ahead.

The Titan (Lane), like Sister Carrie, enjoys the honor of having been suppressed after getting into type. This time the virtuous act was performed by Harper & Brothers, a firm which provided mirth for the mocking back in the nineties by refusing the early work of Rudyard Kipling. The passing years work strange farces. Today the American publisher of Kipling is the firm of Doubleday, Page & Co., which suppressed Sister Carrie  and Sister Carrie, after years upon the town, is now on the vestal list of the Harpers, who bucked at The Titan ! The grotesque comedy should have been completed by the publication of the latter work by Doubleday, Page & Co., but of this delectable fourth act we were unluckily deprived. Life, alas, is seldom quite artistic. Its phenomena do not fit snugly together, like squares in a checkerboard. But nevertheless the whole story of the adventures of his books would make a novel in Dreisers best manner  a novel without the slightest hint of a moral. His own career as an artist has been full of the blind and unmeaning fortuitousness that he expounds.

But what of the Titan as a work of art? To me, at least, it comes closer to what I conceive to be Dreisers ideal than any other story he has done. Here, at last, he has thrown overboard all the usual baggage of the novelist, making short and merciless shrift of heart interest, sympathy and even romance. In Sister Carrie there was still a sop, however little intended, for the sentimentalists: if they didnt like the history of Carrie as a study of the blind forces which determine human destiny, they could wallow in it as a sad, sad love story. Carrie was pathetic, appealing, melting; she moved, like Marguerite Gautier, in an atmosphere of agreeable melancholy. And Jennie Gerhardt, of course, was merely another Carrie  a Carrie more carefully and objectively drawn, perhaps, but still one to be easily mistaken for a sympathetic heroine of the best-sellers. Readers jumped from The Prisoner of Zenda to Jennie Gerhardt without knowing that they were jumping ten thousand miles. The tear jugs were there to cry into; the machinery seemed to be the same. Even in The Financier there was still a hint of familiar things. The first Mrs. Cowperwood was sorely put upon; Cowperwood himself suffered injustice, and pined away in a dungeon.

But no one, I venture to say, will ever make the same mistake about the Titan  no one, not even the youngest and fairest, will ever take it for a sentimental romance. Not a single appeal to the emotions is in it; it is a purely intellectual account, as devoid of heroics as a death certificate, of a strong mans savage endeavors to live out his life as it pleases him, regardless of all the subtle and enormous forces that seek to break him to a rule. There is nothing in him of the conventional outlaw; he does not wear a red sash and bellow for liberty; from end to end he issues no melodramatic defiance of the existing order. The salient thing about him is precisely his avoidance of all such fine feathers and sonorous words. He is no hero at all, but merely an extraordinary gamester  sharp, merciless, tricky, insatiable. One stands amazed before his marvelous resourcefulness and daring, his absolute lack of conscience, but there is never the slightest effort to cast a romantic glamour over him, to raise sympathy for him, to make it appear that he is misunderstood, unfortunate, persecuted. Even in love he is devoid of the old glamour of the lover. Even in disaster he asks for no quarter, no generosity, no compassion. Up or down, he is sufficient unto himself.

The man is the same Cowperwood who came a cropper in The Financier, but he has now reached middle age, and all the faltering weakness and irresolutions of his youth are behind him. He knows exactly what he wants, and in the Chicago of the early eighties he proceeds to grab it. The town is full of other fellows with much the same aspirations, but Cowperwood has the advantage over them that he has already fallen off his wall and survived, and so he lacks that sneaking fear of consequences which holds them in check. In brief, they are brigands with one eye on the posse comitatus, while he is a brigand with both eyes on the swag. The result, as may be imagined, is a combat truly homeric in its proportions  a combat in which associated orthodoxy in rapine is pitted against the most fantastic and astounding heterodoxy. The street railways of Chicago are the prize, and Cowperwood fights for control of them with all the ferocity of a hungry hyena and all the guile of a middle-aged serpent. His devices are staggering and unprecedented, even in that town of surprises. He makes a trial of every crime in the calendar of roguery, from blackmail to downright pillage. And though, in the end, he is defeated in his main purpose, for the enemy takes the cars, he is yet so far successful that he goes away with a lordly share of the profits, and leaves behind him a memory like that of a man-eating tiger in an Indian village.

A mere hero of melodrama? A brother to Monte Cristo and Captain Kidd? A play-acting superman, stalking his gorgeous heights? Far from it, indeed. The very charm of the man, as I have hinted before, lies in his utter lack of obvious charm. He is not sentimental. He is incapable of attitudinizing. He makes no bid for that homage which goes to the conscious outlaw, the devil-of-a-fellow. Even in his amours, which are carried on as boldly and as copiously as his chicaneries, there is no hint of the barbered Don Juan, the professional scourge of virtue. Cowperwood pursues women unmorally, almost innocently. He seduces the wives and daughters of friends and enemies alike; there is seldom any conscious purpose to dramatize and romanticize the adventure. Women are attractive to him simply because they represent difficulties to be surmounted, problems to be solved, personalities to be brought into subjection, and he in his turn is attractive to women simply because he transcends all that they know, or think they know, of men. There must be at least a dozen different maids and wives in his story, and in one way or another they all contribute to his final defeat, but there is nothing approaching a grand affair. At no time is a woman hunt the principal business before him. At no time does one charmer blind him to all others. Even at the close, when we see him genuinely smitten, an easy fatalism still conditions his eagerness, and he waits with unflagging patience for the victory that finally rewards him.

Such a man, described romantically, would be undistinguishable from the wicked earls and seven-foot guardsmen of Ouida and the Duchess. But described realistically, with all that wealth of minute and apparently inconsequential detail which Dreiser piles up so amazingly, he becomes a figure astonishingly vivid, lifelike and engrossing. He fits into no a priori theory of conduct or scheme of rewards and punishments; he proves nothing and teaches nothing; the motives which move him are never obvious and frequently unintelligible. But in the end he seems genuinely a man  a man of the sort that we see about us in the real world  not a transparent and simple fellow, reacting docilely according to a formula, but a bundle of complexities and contradictions, a creature oscillating between the light and the shadow, a unique and, at bottom, inexplicable personality. It is here that Dreiser gets farthest from the wallowed rut of fiction. The Cowperwood he puts before us is not the two - dimensional cut - out, the facile jumping jack, of the ordinary novel, but a being of three dimensions and innumerable planes  in brief, the impenetrable mystery that is man. The makers of best-sellers, if they could imagine him at all, would seek to account for him, explain him, turn him into a moral (i.e., romantic) equation. Dreiser is content to describe him.

Naturally enough, the lady reviewers of the newspapers have been wholly flabbergasted by the book. Unable to think of a character in a novel save in terms of the characters in other novels, they have sought to beplaster Cowperwood with the old, old labels. He is the Wealthy Seducer, the Captain of Industry, the Natural Polygamist, the Corruptionist, the Franchise Grabber, the Bribe Giver, the Plutocrat, the Villain. Some of them, intelligent enough to see that not one of these labels actually fits, have interpreted the fact as a proof of Dreisers incapacity. He is denounced for creating a Cowperwood who is not like other capitalists, not like other lawbreakers, not like other voluptuaries  that is to say, not like the capitalists, lawbreakers and voluptuaries of Harold MacGrath, E. Phillips Oppenheim and Richard Harding Davis. And one hears, too, the piping voice of outraged virtue: a man who chases women in his leisure and captures a dozen or so in twenty years is ungentlemanly, un-American, indecent  and therefore ought not to be put into a book. But I do not think that Dreiser is going to be stopped by such piffle, nor even by the more damaging attacks of smug and preposterous publishers. He has stuck to his guns through thick and thin, and he is going to stick to them to the end of the chapter. And soon or late, unless I err very grievously, he is going to reap the just reward of a sound and courageous artist, just as George Meredith reaped it before him, and Joseph Conrad is beginning to reap it even now.


From: Harpers Magazine, V. CXXVIII, No. DCCLXVI, March 1914, un-paginated
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The Titan

By Elliott Blake

There is a power in Theodore Dreisers Doré-like pictures of life that fascinates us, even when we are bewildered by their richness of detail, or half inclined to shrink from their vehement realism, their ruthless exposure of what is most shameless and vital in human life. A career such as that which Mr. Dreiser narrates in The Titan affects us somewhat as do the men and events of the French Revolution: the whole phenomenon is baffling; it is hard to found a philosophy on it or to find a true ideal in it; romance is not its fabric, but its coloring. Among the multitude of persons who move before us in the story not a single one can be fixed upon as of the exemplary type which it is usually the business of fiction to present. All are strongly individual, unique, and enigmatic compounds of good and evil, of strength and weakness  not to be admired or trusted because of the motives attributed to them, but only as they compel those emotions by the force of their personalities. Powerful impulses  ambition, passion, avarice  virtues and vices; varying forms of human struggle, from the conquest of a womans heart to the grasping of unlimited pecuniary power; financial manipulation, political corruption, the vicissitudes of the social climber  all are mingled in Mr. Dreisers narrative in a manner morally chaotic, but convincing. The thing is so human  crudely, elementally so, at times  that while. so far as individuals are concerned, the point of view is neither approving nor condemning, the story as a whole compels a sort of universal sympathy with which is associated a feeling of terror inspired by the so often unchecked activity of brain and heart and personality in what Mark Twain was wont to call the damned human race.

In The Titan, the Frank Cowperwood, whose earlier life was the subject of Mr. Dreisers novel The Financier, has grown to be a measurably greater figure. Released from the penitentiary after serving a term for a more or less technical crime, he has accumulated another fortune through fortunate stock-gambling, and, with the mistress whom he subsequently marries, he goes to Chicago to begin life afresh. The man is Mirabeau in his power of attracting and using men and in the breadth of his thought; he is a Mirabeau, too, in the unquenchably amorous disposition which, despite his real affection for his wife, drives him into constant infractions of the seventh commandment. In all its aspects the story of his fight for wealth and power in the raw, stimulating atmosphere of Chicago as it was in the seventies and eighties, is told with such an elaboration of character, such an understanding of motives and methods, that we seem to see the inner workings of all that is most secret in public and private affairs. Mr. Dreisers character-drawing, though it may seem careless, is in reality accurate and effective. He makes us feel, for instance, the intangible personal qualities of many different women  not romantically exalting the sentiment of sex, but recognizing its force for what it is. The men in his story, too, are quickly felt as big or little, as merely shrewd or deeply calculating, and of all their number no two are in the least alike. On the whole, The Titan is, if not an inspiration, such a challenge to thought and feeling as few can resist. Obviously it is not intended for the young or the unthinking, but the reader of mature knowledge and judgment will not wish to miss its significance.


From: The Catholic World, V. CXVI, No. 696, March 1923, p.854-856

New Books

A Book About Myself



Mr. Dreiser has been praised before, and is being praised again, for his candor and simplicity. This celebrated pair of attributes has done devastating work in the past, for Mr. Dreiser is the most naif of our modern geniuses and takes his art and himself with unqualified seriousness. It should, therefore, be said at once, by way of reassurance to those whom a perusal of his earlier novels may have made apprehensive, that while both his candor and his simplicity are here everywhere present, they nowhere produce their maximum results. The material upon which they are exercised does not lend itself to the famous starkness of effect with which Mr. Dreisers name is associated. There is nothing in this autobiography to distress or repel, as one was distressed and repelled by The Financier or The Titan.

Yet they all grow on the same tree, after all. There are observable here all the potentialities of either of the last-named books, or of any of the others Mr. Dreiser has written. The fact invites to meditation. Why do we prescribe candor and simplicity for the ideal fellow man or the perfect citizen, and yet boggle  apparently  over naming them unequivocally as ingredients of the perfect literary artist? The answer is, surely, that there is candor and candor  simplicity and simplicity.

Take the first-named trait, for instance. No man, in his merely private capacity, undertakes to be a universal and unsolicited truth-teller. Ideally, he tells the truth when he speaks at all on any matter in which an issue between truth and falsehood can be raised. But these speeches of his may be, often must be, limited. Their minimum is dictated by certain plainly undertaken obligations, their maximum is limited by either charity or discretion. To practise candor as a writer is another matter. Here there is no question of circumscription or of merely external challenge. In particular, the serious realist, qua realist, considers himself bound to reproduce with fidelity the essentials of his vision of the universe. As a creator, he aspires to a thoroughgoing and absolute outspokenness which qualifies nothing and spares nothing; he contravenes, if he is so prompted, the laws of decency, the reticences imposed by chivalry and honor, the obligations of the social contract; he undertakes an unlimited and gratuitous truth-telling; he ceases, in a word, to be a social being, and becomes a licensed talebearer.

This brief glance at the theoretical limit of candor, which the writer is always approaching, is perhaps enough to explain the hesitancy of the ordinary public to speed him on his way. Of course, he is doomed never quite to reach the limit; if his own social inhibitions fail, society steps in to supply the deficiency; it does not allow him to consider himself exclusively sub specie creatoris; he must meet, in some degree, says collective mankind  and even Mr. Mencken agrees  the larger, more general, merely human obligations which he incurred by being born into this world. There are certain things which, under certain circumstances, he must not say. Authorities differ as to the point at which the line is to be drawn, but the principle holds.

Mr. Dreiser has certainly been conspicuous in the past among those who have pressed on most industriously toward the goal of absolute truth-telling, very little hampered from within, and seemingly very little deterred from without. It is a comfort to record, therefore, that his candor does but small damage in this volume. We merely follow him, through the various journalistic experiences of his early twenties, from Chicago to St. Louis, from Toledo to Cleveland, from Pittsburgh to New York. We attend at his sloughing off of the Catholicism given him by his devout German parents  that brainless theory which was responsible for his youthful belief in a benign Providence, in the validity of the Beatitudes, and in all the paraphernalia of faith dismissed later by his matured reason. We are told, with a detail which, while we do not find it shocking, is certainly tasteless and caddish, the minutiae of his one serious love affair. And that is all. Mr. Dreisers exhaustive honesty spins this material out to 502 pages. Nothing at all is omitted. Yet, while some of it exasperates or simply palls, and much of it is deeply interesting, none of it is revolting or painful.


From: Some Modern Novelists: Appreciations and Estimates, by Helen Thomas Follett and Wilson Follett, Henry Holt and Company, 1918, p.350-354

The Younger Generation

IV

What, conversely, shall be said of Mr. Theodore Dreiser if not that he has fallen behind the times precisely through failure to perceive which way the wind is blowing? Not in this context need we bother to raise a serious issue with Mr. Dreisers philosophy  which, for all we could guarantee to the contrary, may in the end dispossess every other. That philosophy is arrived at by a kind of brutally naturalistic biologizing; it is based almost altogether on the predaciousness of the human animal, in sex, in finance, even in art; and its worthy image, to be found in an early chapter of The Financier, is the lobster devouring, with a leisurely ruthlessness, its natural victim the squid. Much could be said against this reading of life, particularly on the score of what it elbows out. Moreover, it seems to us that it is a purely negative view, arrived at by too easy a series of negations. Is the Anglo-Saxon a superficial prude about love? Then Mr. Dreiser will be cosmopolitan and modern by showing that under our skins we are all beasts. Are our finance and our politics infested with sentimental illusions? Then Mr. Dreiser will make war on sentimental illusions by portraying, not folk who have got beyond illusions, but folk so elementally organized that they are incapable of sentiments. It is like denying bipedality by insisting that hands are only forefeet highly evolved. Perhaps they are  but that does not destroy the bipedality, which consists just in the height of the evolution. Mr. Dreiser likes to remind us that man at his best is only a beast: we like to answer that man at his worst is still man  that is to say, a creature better potentially than he is actually. What we see almost equally in the Financier, the Titan, and the Genius is their infra-humanity. And the women of Mr. Dreisers books have not the spiritual possibilities which could turn their material failure into tragedy. In ignoring the importance of the ideal faculty, Mr. Dreiser cuts off the half of life which gives all the meanings to the half he treats; which is perhaps why all the passions of his books seem so perfunctory.

But this is farther than we need go to suggest his insufficiency. It is enough to point out that he belongs to nothing in the present; by which we mean, not that he is in advance of his age, but that he has stood still while his age was going somewhere. His most recent contacts are with Zola and with the George Moore of Esther Waters; all he has done to modernize these influences is to exaggerate them. He writes with the French outspokenness but not with the French skill; he has the Russian savageness of portrayal without the Russian interpretative unity. He goes to an international school, learns carefully the opposites of all the things that are taught there nowadays, plumes himself on the tolerant breadth of his world-citizenship, his truly modern acquisitiveness  and comes out the complete Prussian. He commits the Prussian fallacy of transferring the war of different species to different individuals of the same species; and, unmindful of the drift toward fraternity, he is equally unmindful of the novels self-development toward symmetry and organic design. While the Russian novel criticises life by penetrating to the truths which lie at the center of it, the novels of Mr. Dreiser continue to select and present life in series of loosely strung illustrations of a theory; and even if we admit that the abhorrent theory may be true, we can at the same time protest that the art is not only bad, but a bad anachronism.

While Mr. Dreiser is making a whole world out of the predatory individualism which ruled in our commerce twenty years ago,  and now rules less crudely even there, we must admit if we are honest,  a remarkably homogeneous group of writers, realists and humanists all, is spreading its far broader criticism of life on a much narrower canvas. Mr. Dreiser deals narrowly with all civilization. Gilbert Cannan, Compton Mackenzie, W. L. George, J. D. Beresford, and to a certain extent Hugh Walpole and D. H. Lawrence  these have dealt broadly with two allied subjects. One of them is the British middle-class family, and through it the inescapable tragedy of family life: the gap between generations in taste, in ideas, in ways of living  the sheer inability of the elder generation to change, and of the younger to conform. The other and closely related subject is the effort of individualistic youth to break away from the inhibitions in its environment and, through education, work, art, science, politics, or it may be simply love, find its own place and make its own terms with life. The sudden accession of interest in youth and youths struggle to stand on its own feet is shown in a large group of biographical novels dealing with the lives of young men through adolescence to the edge of maturity. Mr. Beresfords trilogy of Jacob Stahl is such a work about an exceptional person; Youths Encounter and Sinister Street, by Mr. Mackenzie, form the greater part of another such about an average person. In these the favorite theme of Mr. Galsworthy is divorced from his exquisite fragility of method and joined to the lavish and exhaustive method of Arnold Bennett. The treatment is full enough to re-create life whole, and the purpose is critical enough to control and centralize the mass of details.

Typical as we find the novels just named, they are not so typical as those which join the theme of youth and its lonely adventure with the history of average families  such novels as These Lynnekers by Mr, Beresford, or Round the Corner and Three Sons and a Mother by Mr. Cannan. Mr. Cannans novels in particular seem extraordinarily full and readable footnotes to The Way of All Flesh, Samuel Butlers more and more influential satire of the tyranny, dullness, and narrow obscurantism which so often go with domestic respectability. Especially since the beginning of the war, the domestic life of the ante-bellum world, the very basis of Western civilization, has begun to receive such an overhauling as the artist has never before tried to give it. The task of the seriousminded social historian is to show us, in that strangely remote past which could not decipher its own oracles, the thousand obscure hints of what was to be. The whole English-speaking world is open, as in modern times it has not been, to the experience denoted by the fine old theological phrase  conviction of sin. A great deal of our realistic fiction is conceived in some such mood as that of Mr. Britling  the mood of self-examination and penitence  without Mr. Britlings too fluent readiness to forget everything and take a fresh start. In these novels of the younger generation we see humane and searching criticism of society linking for the first time a treatment as full as that of a Thackeray novel and an effect as single as that of an Ibsen play.


From: The Phoenix, V. 1, No. 6, November 1914, p.191-192

Theodore Dreisers novel, The Titan, which some unlicked critics have declared to be equal to Balzac, is simply the life-story of the late millionaire financier and promoter Yerkes. presented under the thinnest possible veil of fiction. Yerkes personality, his projects, his failures, his successes, his taste in art and in mistresses, are all painstakingly set forth with a journalistic veracity of method and a total want of the illumination of genius. Mr. Dreiser is entitled to credit for his laborious transcript of reality, but his perfervid admirers are hereby regretfully informed that the Great American Novel will not arrive that way.


From: The Dial, V. LVI, No. 672, June 16, 1914, p.504

Recent Fiction

The Titan

By Lucian Cary

The distinction, so commonly attempted in newspaper offices, between reporters who write good stories and reporters who get  good stories is often applied to novelists. And though to press the point is to divorce form and material to a degree altogether misrepresentative of the facts, the distinction is a useful one. It was not artistry that made Uncle Toms Cabin the flaming document it was. Mrs. Stowe had a thumping story to tell, a story that circumstance had made so good that only her limited skill was needed to render it effective. On the contrary, it was artistry that made Mademoiselle de Maupin the book it was, and is. The story was nothing, or would have been nothing in the hands of a lesser writer than Gautier.

The case of Mr. Dreisers new volume, the second of his trilogy of desire, is as far as possible from that of Mademoiselle de Maupin. My first feeling was that Mr. Dreiser had as good a story as Mrs. Stowes, and one a good deal more to my own taste, without the art to tell. it. But the truth is that Mr. Dreiser has, in the slang of the city-room, fallen down on the story. He wanted to give us, against the background of that great, new, struggling Chicago of the eighties and nineties, the figure of an adventurer without master or scruple, a Superman. He has all the facts. I do not doubt that he could give names and dates for every incident in the book. Indeed, any one who knows Chicago could come very near doing it without any assistance from him. The story is always dangerously close to actual event; dangerously close because Mr. Dreiser has depended on this actuality to convey reality. He has so many facts that he supposes he has done enough when he has set them down. Rut outward facts are significant only when they are the sign of an inward meaning. And Mr. Dreiser simply does not know the inward meaning. He has never for a moment stood in Frank Cowperwoods shoes and looked out upon the Chicago of twenty-five years ago with Frank Cowperwoods eyes. The result is that though Frank Cowperwood conquers a woman or a financier in every other chapter, he is no more a Superman than the barber around the corner.

But if Mr. Dreiser has failed to draw his figure he has done some astonishing things with his background. No other writers view of Chicago is so individual or so effectively presented. I confess, also, to enjoying his ironies at the expense of the pillars of society, though it is silly to pretend that the liaison was as well established in the Lake Shore Drive of 1886 as it was in the French farce of the same period and tiresome to read so many pages about dull creatures like Stephanie Platow.


From: A Short History of American Literature, by Walter C. Bronson, D.C. Heath and Company, 1919, p.309-310

The realistic tendency is carried farther by Theodore Dreiser (1871- ), who may be called the American Zola for his coarse frankness and his plodding persistency in heaping up innumerable details into an impressive though shapeless mass. In his first novel, Sister Carrie (1900), the amours of commonplace business men in Chicago and New York are described with faithful minuteness, and the picture of the gradual deterioration of one of them, Hurstwood, is done in masterly monotone; but Carries total lack of common honor in her relations with her two lovers at the very outset of her career, and her sudden success as an actress, are very improbable. The Genius (1915) is a greater and less dreary book, the stage being larger and the figures on it more varied and attractive; the Genius himself is a bold conception, though not wholly true to life, an interesting mixture of strength and weakness, of bestiality and poetry, but his personality is not so portrayed as to make credible the remarkable things he is said to do in art and business. The Financier (1912) and The Titan (1914) depict, with the same combination of minuteness in details with largeness of effect in the whole, conditions in the modern business world. Mr. Dreiser is a powerful nature, in whom the coarse and low bulk larger than the fine and high, although the latter qualities are not wholly absent; in both aspects he is a smaller Walt Whitman. He is frankly in revolt against the mean form of Puritanism which restricted his youth in the Middle West; his liberation has begun but is not yet complete, nor will it be until he discovers the distinction between freedom and license, between nature and animalism,  until he realizes the mingled beauty and strength of the nobler Puritanism of John Milton, and, like Miltons Satan in the presence of the angel, sees Virtue in her shape how lovely. At present his boasted truth is rather in the description of setting and conditions than in the understanding and portrayal of the human spirit.


From: Reedys Mirror, V. XXVII, No. 11, March 15, 1918, p.146-147

Reactions of a Reader

By Alliteraricus

1. TO CERTAIN LITERARY JOKES

Quite recently a concatenated committee of our highest Olympians handed down a list of the memorable books of the past year. There were, as I recall it, three hundred of them (the books, I mean  not the Olympians) and they embraced all departments of literature (how I adore that mouth-filling phrase!). The awe-struck reading public was informed that these books were the crime de la crane of the output of 1917, carefully skimmed off the top of the very thin remainder and professionally (professorially?) pasteurized. The many-headed, unable to select for itself, might, it was assured, assimilate these monumental works in the implicit belief that there was nothing farther beyond.

Just as an unsuspecting and unsophisticated friend of mine with lexicographical leanings once came hurrying with horror to inform me that he had discovered a joke (and actually he had!) in the Century Dictionary (which, with the Cyclopedia of Names and the Atlas can now be secured at all respectable department stores, along with that work so admired by Mr. W. H. Wright, the Encyc. Britt., printed upon genuine India paper and bound in authentic Persian lamb, although we were warned by the veracious advertisements at least two years ago that India paper and Persian lamb were entirely all in and those who failed to procure them at the Special Introductory Price before the fatal time-limit expired were left in outer desolation forever and forever)  even so have I discovered a joker in this list of the laurel-crowned. That is, it so appears to me, viewed in the light of the latest elevation to the ranks of our Immortals.

For, a couple of mornings ago, opening my daily paper, which I take in at double the former price in order that I may maintain myself in a state of mind both patriotic and wise, I noticed that two new members had just been received (with the customary eclat) into our American Academy of Arts and Letters, that sacred band which, despite its youthfulness, already has the ancient body founded by Cardinal Richelieu backed off the boards  this being done, I inferred, to fill its roster on account of two previous ones having passed to a higher immortality, if that indeed be possible. And one of the two was Mr. Hamlin Garland.

Now, why, one may ask, should Mr. Hamlin Garland thus be honored? The answer will be, Because he is a writer of books. But suppose the question were pressed, Which one of his books is, in particular, his brevet for immortality? Again the answer would and of necessity must be, A Son of the Middle Border. And the piquant thing, the joker to which I have alluded, is the fact that A Son of the Middle Border was published during the past year and immediately recognized as that rara avis, a genuine piece of American literature. Mr. Howells himself led off in the chorus of acclaim, and authorities so disparate as Reedys Mirror and The Nation united in pronouncing it a book destined to become an American classic. Yet this book was not considered good enough to be given a place upon the Olympian form-chart of the real things of the year 1

Perhaps, oh reader, you can reconcile two items so dislocative of logic, but I confess the task beyond my poor abilities. Mr. Garland, with pomp and circumstance, is himself elevated to a seat among the Immortals. His immortal book is not even good enough to figure among the three hundred best of a fleeting twelvemonth.

It is said that there is no use in throwing good money after bad, but that jewels which have been lost are sometimes found by casting others in the same direction and watching where they fall. Therefore, where one joke has been discovered, has not the seeker after pearls of wit the right to search for more? 1 think so, for having found one in the list referred to, I proceeded to unearth another.

Although A Son of the Middle Border was excluded from the famous List of the Best, one of the works included therein was Mr. H. L. Menckens Book of Prefaces. Now, only the other day I was reading a review of A Son of the Middle Border by Mr. Mencken, in which he treated it very cavalierly indeed, closing his remarks with the gesture (I am determined to work that word in somewhere, somehow, because one simply cannot get the correct literary accent just now without it) in vogue among the Romans when they desired 2 selected victim should be butchered for their holiday.

The second of my jokes, therefore (I am in honor bound to provide a diagram, lest some fine point be lost sight of) inheres in the fact that while our Immortals gathered Mr. Garland unto themselves, despite the refusal of the Olympians to endorse his classic opuscule, the latter did endorse Mr. Mencken, who damned it! Why, in the name of all that is or are Immortal, was the toga not conferred upon Mr. Mencken? But to this query I throw up my hands. What mere reader can undertake to explain the doings upon (or inside) Olympus?

However, my list of jokes is not yet exhausted. Let me therefore hasten to a third, which tramps and ramps upon the heels of the foregoing pair. As I have related, Mr. Mencken damned Mr. Garlands classic masterpiece, striking a loudly dissonant note in the laudatory chorale. And his final and formal reason for doing so was, he announced, because the book was utterly without charm. When we recall the fact that Mr. Mencken goes about beating a very big, very bass drum (the gesture is his own!) for Mr. Theodore Dreiser, the immediacy of the joke is at once apparent  the charm of Mr. Dreisers extensive productions being like unto that of a ton of coal being laboriously shoveled down a hoarse and yawning chute. I allow myself this somewhat musical comparison because I am all for a synthesis of the Seven Arts in our endeavors to appreciate our Immortals; also because Mr. Mencken is musically so erudite. It is perfectly easy for him to refer to Mozart or Massenet, Brahms or Irving Berlin, when writing (or should I say drumming?) about Mr. Dreiser, and he can quote you the theme of the Semitic Symphony in the original Greek. You may not be able to understand it, but what an idea of the imposing critical equipment of Mr. Mencken it do give!

I would not, however, insinuate that Mr. Mencken is off the key in writing musically of Mr. Dreiser. Oh, no! For who does not recall that passage in A Hoosier Holiday whose pulsing, polyphonic musical quality so haunts the memory? Theodore and Franklin, dont you remember, were bowling along in their motor-car through the suburban evening somewhere in Pennsylvania. They had imbibed ice cream soda at the last stop and its effect upon Theodore bad been ecstatic. And he wrote:

As we sped along I was greatly moved. Life orchestrates itself at times so perfectly. It sings like a prima-donna of humble joys, and happy hours and simple tasks. It creates like a great virtuoso, bow in hand, or fingers upon invisible keys, a supreme illusion. The heart hurts; ones eyes fill with tears. ... I looked into a barnyard and saw pigs grunting over corn and swill, and a few chickens trying to flutter up into a low tree. The night was nigh. A nocturne, did you say? Wouldnt it be a wonder, orchestrated by Leo Ornstein, for instance, and performed by him upon invisible keys, creatively, with that lyric languor for which lie is so justly famed?

There are some very lyrical passages in A Son of the Middle Border, but none, absolutely none, resembling this one of Theodores, in which the prima-donnas and the pigs are so subtly orchestrated that our eyes fill with tears; that our hearts just ache as the gruntings and the swill are embroidered, as it were, in delicate fioriture, upon the throbbing leitmotiv, by this great literary virtuoso!

The night was nigh, too! What a divine, what an adorable touch! It makes one think of The Afternoon of a Faun  somewhat later in the afternoon, perhaps.

Speaking of Mr. Dreiser, I remember, as will you, if a Mirrorian, that in reviewing The Titan (I think it was) Mr. Reedy, detecting, as he thought, a growing propensity of the authors to labor the artistic, to not so much touch as pound the note, he exclaimed that if Mr. Dreiser ever got art he was a gone coon. Percipient souls have these premonitions and this one was no mistake  though, for that matter, when was Mr. Reedy ever astray when it came to the task of literary analysis?

Between The Titan and A Hoosier Holiday Mr. Dreiser self-evidently was up to just what Mr. Reedy so shudderingly feared. He was getting art  and getting it, so to speak, in hunks.

If you demand proofs, I refer you to page 50 of the handsome Hoosier volume. Theodore and Franklin, at this stage of their Odyssey, are just nicely into Pennsylvania, when it occurs to Theodore to ruminate upon the pathetic futility of its population. Except as politicians and grafters he can recall no Pennsylvanians who have achieved renown. Whereat Franklin asks: But where are the poets, writers, painters?

And Theodore resumes:

I paused. Not a name occurred to me. What Pennsylvanian ever did anything? I asked. Here is a state one hundred and sixty miles wide, and more than three hundred miles long from cast to west, with five or six fair-sized cities in it, and not a name! (The italics are mine, reader.)

Now (I am fond of beginning paragraphs with Now, and you musnt mind it, as it is a part of my beautiful technique), the joke here is that Franklin, the amiable, the inquiring Franklin, is the artist who accompanied Theodore along the highways and byways of his Hoosier Holiday for the purpose of illustrating it. His illustrations, too, are very nice ones, as they were bound to be, seeing they are an uncommonly clever imitation, unmistakable and undeniable, of the black and white work of the celebrated Mr. Joseph Pennell. Mr. Pennell, indeed, so far as celebrity goes, has it to throw at the birds in comparison with either Franklin or Theodore. And as it happens, he is a native of Pennsylvania, grew up there, received his early artistic training at the Pennsylvania Academy, married there his brilliantly accomplished and talented wife, Elizabeth Robbins Pennell, herself a fine literary artist.

Something tells me that, although Theodore was unable to recall even so much as the name of Joseph Pennell, Franklin might have  but considering the illustrations upon which he was then engaged, it would have been, perhaps, indelicate.

This is really a delicious joke, to me, and it just reeks with art, which, as Mr. Reedy so unerringly foresaw, it would be far better for Theodore to let severely alone. Not that one swallow makes summer. But there are others. That is, other Pennsylvanians. Edwin A. Abbey, for instance. And Miss Mary Cassatt. And Miss Cecelia Beaux. There is George Gray Barnard, he of the Lincoln so reverberantly discussed. There is, on the musical side, Stephen C. Foster, Pennsylvania-born not only, but who wrote Swanee River (Old Folks at Home) in a house still standing, not far from Pittsburgh, and recently purchased for permanent preservation as a national monument by popular subscription, or so I am informed. There is Ethelbert Nevin. There are, among the virtuosi, Louise Homer and David Bispham. There are, among the poets, Buchanan Read and Bayard Taylor. There are, among the novelists, Margaret Deland and Owen Wister. There are, among the scholars, Horace Howard Furness, he of the incomparable variorum Shakespeare, and Henry C. Lea, the historian of the Inquisition. There is an actor named Joseph Jefferson. There are generals named Meade, and McClellan and Porter. There is an admiral named Porter, also. Meade won the battle of Gettysburg, I believe, and Porter was one of the two great naval heroes of the civil war.

But alas, what is, not truth, as Pilate asked, but fame? Nary one of these names has Theodore ever heard of. Or Franklin either. So  why mention them? Yet to others, I imagine, they may be familiar. Those, and another with which readers of the Mirror are most certainly  the name of Henry George, who was also a Pennsylvanian!

The reviewers, even those most persistently beating drums for Mr. Dreiser, seem to be a unit in the pronouncement that he is lacking in humor. They can no longer assert it after the uncovering of a joke so huge in what, according to the inspired statement of the publisher, upon the jacket of A Hoosier Holiday, is that writers confession of faith and personal record. But it is even more than a joke. For, does it not seem also like ingratitude, like biting the hand which feeds one, when we remember that Pennsylvania has provided Mr. Dreiser with the hero of a trilogy, still unfinished but already extending over 1,300 pages? Copy for 780 of which he derived directly from the city of Philadelphia, which may be corrupt and contented (see the Complete Works of Lincoln Steffens) but for which he, at least, should cherish the warmest sentiments, the most undying love.


From: McClures Magazine, V. XLIII, No. 5, September 1914, p.223-224

Books of the Day

By Jeannette L. Gilder

The Titan

Theodore Dreiser is another novelist who is more talked about than read, though it would not surprise me if his latest novel, The Titan (Lane), largely increased the number of his readers. Mr. Dreiser, like Frank Danby, has always had an audience, small but enthusiastic. His stories are not at all like hers, for they are generally sordid and unpleasant. He sees life from the under side, as one may say, not the sort of life that is pleasant to meet, but the sort of life that does exist. His books are called virile, strong, and masterful; but, to my mind, a book may be strong, virile, and masterful without being quite what Mr. Dreisers books are. His stories are interesting, if you like that sort of story, which I confess that I do not, though I admit that what he sees he sees with a microscopic eye, and what he writes of he writes with a pen dipped in the blackest ink. Mr. Dreiser has had curious experiences with his books. His first book was called Sister Carrie. It was announced by a publisher, and the book was ready to be sent to the booksellers; at the last moment it was disclaimed by the firm and its publication withdrawn. Another publisher with a more daring turn of mind published it, and won his reward by the attention it attracted. Now comes The Titan, with almost a similar history. It was announced by the Harpers as being just published by them; but at the last moment it was withdrawn, for reasons that the readers of the story will surmise.


From: The Churchman, V. LXXXII, No. 26, December 29, 1900, p.814

Literature

Two Good Novels and Another (excerpt)

…The description is adequate, but there is another realism  the realism of realities, not the mere enumeration of conditions, preferably sordid, which tether life. We have much of this latter sort of literature. Sister Carrie, by Theodore Dreiser (Doubleday & Page, $1.50), tells a plain. unvarnished tale of the downfall of a poor girl who comes to Chicago for work. The description of the industrial conditions in a manufacturing establishment of the great city is well done and the futile struggle against adverse circumstance is so temperately described as to be effective. But there seems, after all, to be no justification for the book. When one collects and catalogues phenomena, we look for generalization in some conclusion. The work is certainly conscientious, but to compass sea and land to make one proselyte and then to really do nothing with him is disappointing to the reader.


From: Life, V. 37, No. 957, March 7, 1901, p.187

The Latest Books

By J.B. Kerfoot

Sister Carrie is a story of middle-class immorality and crime by Theodore Dreiser [sice] It is written with an honest desire to draw a true picture of real life, but the author utterly lacks the master-touch which can create from a repulsive scene a work of art. (Doubleday, Page and Company.)


From: Recreation, V. XIV, No. 1, January 1901, p.66

Book Notices

A Novel of To-day

Under the non-committal title of Sister Carrie, Theodore Dreiser has written a remarkable novel. He cuts loose from all preconceived, conventional ideas and paints with a strong, fearless touch a picture of startling intensity. That which the world calls sin he see to be, in a woman, often only a love of what seems to her to be beauty: and because she reaches out for her ideal, false though it be, the sin itself scarcely touches her. The working out of this truth in Carries life is unique.

The scenes are laid in Chicago and New York, both of which Mr. Dreiser knows thoroughly and paints graphically.


From: The Bookman, V. 25, May 1907, p.287

The Fetich of Form and Some Recent Novels (excerpt)

Sister Carrie

By Frederic Taber Cooper

Among the books appearing this month is one which is to all intents and purposes a new novel; for the readers who were lucky enough to secure a copy when it first saw light, upward of five years ago, are so few and far between that it might far better not have appeared at all. The book in question is Theodore Dreisers Sister Carrie, and the story of its vicissitudes forms an interesting chapter in the secret histories of books and manuscripts. In America, it is no exaggeration to say that the book never had a fair hearing. In England, its merits were quickly recognised, and sober reviews like the Athenaeum assigned it a place on the same shelf with Maupassants Bel Ami. To assume from this dictum that Sister Carrie shows anything approaching the literary finish of the French master is to court disappointment. Mr. Dreiser is no stylist. He merely writes with great simplicity and quiet force of life as he sees and understands it. The only adverse criticism which it seems worth while to make about a book which on the first reading gripped the present writer with a force unequalled by any other American novel that has appeared within five years of it, is in regard to its rather colourless and misleading title. It has more than once been necessary to explain to friends that the heroine is not a member of a religious order. But there is nothing misleading about the theme of the book. It is simply the direct, unflinching, pitiless history of the physical and moral ruin of one more fool, for the sake of a woman who did not care  a pretty, self-centred, passionless thing, who indifferently suffers his presence while he is useful to her  and then climbs over the wreck of his life in her hasty escape from the mire into which she has helped to sink him. A strong book, yes. An unpleasant book, also, if fearlessness and sincerity are unpleasant. But surely in no conceivable sense an immoral book. Carrie, to be sure, is a detailed, unsparing picture of the representative type of her meretricious class. But Mr. Dreiser does not draw her for the sake of censuring her. He simply sets her before us for what she is, what the world has made of her and hundreds of her sisters as well. But the big achievement of the book is not Sister Carrie, though Mr. Dreiser in his title implies that he thinks it is. The real centre of interest is rather Hurstwood, the man who sinned for Carries sake, and slaved for her, and dropped steadily down the social ladder, one rung at the time, suffering a long slow martyrdom, because up to the very last he fails to fathom her abysmal selfishness. In all fiction there is probably no more graphic and poignant study of the way in which a man loses his grip on life, lets his pride, his courage, his self  respect slip from him, and finally ceases even to struggle in the mire that has engulfed him. Sister Carrie may not be a book virginibus puerisque, but there is more tonic value in it than in a whole shelfful of sermons. It ought to have a widespread hearing.


From: The Bookman, V. 15, March 1902, p.12

Chronicle and Comment

Strange Adventures of Authorship (excerpt)

In winter Mr. Henry lives in New York, where he shares an apartment with Theodore Dreiser, author of Sister Carrie. In this connection it is perhaps interesting to note that Mr. Dreisers novel has recently been taken over from its former publishers by the J.S. Taylor Company, and will be published this spring in more attractive form, and let us hope, under a new and more significant title. Just at present its author is much too busy over a new novel to carry out the changes which he intends to make in Sister Carrie. Instances where a novelist has rewritten the closing chapters of a book are not numerous, and it is a question whether the result has ever been wholly satisfactory. Even Kipling, when he remodelled The Light That Failed to satisfy his literary conscience, plainly expressed his own sense of impotence when he wrote that there were wrongs which admit of no reparation, since they are as remediless as bad work once put forward. Mr. Dreisers case, however, is not quite analogous, since his proposed changes in Sister Carrie are almost wholly in the nature of amplification. As the story now stands, there are two men whose destinies are closely bound up in that of the heroine. There is still another man whose path crosses her own at the close of the book, but in an abortive manner, which leaves an impression of artistic incompleteness and faulty observation. It is this chapter which Mr. Dreiser has set him: to revise.


From: The North American Review, V. 186, No. DCXXIII, October 1907, p.288-291

New Books Reviewed

Sister Carrie

By Joseph Hornor Coates

Quite apart from its intrinsic merit as a work of literary art, Sister Carrie has, for the discriminating, in a marked degree the special interest which any writers first novel possesses in proportion to the peculiarly individual power it may show as a promise for the future. In this, Mr. Dreisers book is especially noteworthy, since rarely has a new novelist shown so singular a power of virile earnestness and serious purpose with unusual faculty of keenly analytic characterization and realistic painting of pictures. His people are real people; he compels you to know them as he knows them, to see the scenes amid which they move as he sees them. He shows absolute sincerity, he plays you no tricks; he is rigidly uncompromising, he scorns to tamper with the truth as he knows it, he refuses any subterfuges or weak dallying with what, to him at least, are the crucial facts of life. One may not always accept his philosophy fully and without reserve, but he himself believes in it. That is the general impression the book creates, and he possesses, therefore, a compelling individuality which is bound to make its mark.

The story is of Caroline Meeber, a girl of eighteen bred in a small country village where her father is a miller, who comes to Chicago to seek an independent livelihood by the work of her hands. She has never been away from home before; she knows nothing about the life of a great city, so strange and marvellous to her inexperienced girlhood. She has come, impelled by some restless but vague and as yet unconscious craving for happiness; and happiness in her crude and immature imaginings is confused with pleasure and the sensation of the stir of life, as it is with so many of her brothers and sisters the world over. This impressionable girl, unsuited for any successful struggle with hardship by temperament or training, is thrown into the whirlpool of city life during the years when character is beginning to form; and she is weighted by a soft attractiveness of face and gentleness of heart. In the opening chapter, on her way to Chicago she meets Drouet, a travelling salesman, who greatly influences her career. Later, she met Hurstwood, the manager of a fashionable drinking resort and in his way a man of respectable position. The conditions under which she comes to live are not justified, nor excused, by any acceptable code. But they are not uncommon, and Mr. Dreiser handles them with such delicacy of treatment and in such a clean largeness of mental attitude, that they simply enforce an impressive moral lesson. The inevitable growth of her initial yielding softness into a hard cold selfishness at the last, but which yet fails to escape from the power of unsatisfied longing, is traced with much skill and with a logic which seems unanswerable. And the parallel working out of Hurstwoods character is surely a convincing piece of literary art.

Sister Carrie is a sombre tale. It does not leave you with a bad taste in the mouth, as one says, but with something very like a heartache; an effect even more pronounced here than in Mrs. Whartons powerful novel, The House of Mirth, to which it bears a notable similarity in the underlying theme, although widely different in most else. Mr. Dreiser belongs to the realistic school much more distinctly than Mrs. Wharton; he falls below her in grace and beauty of style and in her own characteristic literary art, but he gains in power and in vividness perhaps. The stories told are not the same, the methods of telling differ, but the motif in each is at the root of it essentially the same; the tragedy of human beings who, in our present social order, do not escape the crushing weight of a surrender to primal human impulses. The two books seem inevitably in the same class; they enforce a like moral. One is the complement of the other, with little or no superficial resemblance between them other than that each is of great and sombre power and deals with the same theme  the aberrations of social mankind, in America, in its search for pleasure and in its attempts at some basis for sex relations. In the two books the practical difference is only in the variables, the theme itself is constant. Mrs. Wharton works out her problem on one side, the complex laborious pleasure-seeking cult among that small and comparatively insignificant group, the idle rich; Mr. Dreiser is concerned with the greater and far more important class, the working-people from whose ranks it is that the upper strata of the future are to inherit character; for in this country, at least, the proletary of to-day begets the leader of tomorrow. It is the great lower and middle classes, if there are such things, that count.

Human nature is a tolerably constant quantity; men and women are pretty much alike in all times and places, and in all environments. Class distinctions, so far as the humanity of their elements is concerned, are more apparent than real; men are of the same nature everywhere. To find a great difference in essential quality between the very rich and the very poor, the very good and the very bad, the very cultured and intelligent and the very ignorant and stupid, we must, after all, take our measurements with a micrometric scale, so to speak; if we attempt to gauge these human differences by the finger of God, they are hard to find. No doubt, one bacillus differs from another in length, but you cannot mark it by a yard-stick. So that the drummer and the saloonkeeper who are arbiters of destiny for Sister Carrie are essentially of the same sort as the men who riot in The House of Mirth, except that they appear to have retained more human quality of redemption; and the Lily Barts of the world of fashion are but Sister Carries after all. Indeed, the title of Mr. Dreisers book is, no doubt, intended to suggest the kinship of the world.

And in these days, perhaps more markedly in America, the process of breaking down the class barriers, of interfusion of the social strata, is taking place with notable distinctness. Not only are the upper social ranks, or what passes for such, being constantly recruited by those who have lately risen from the lower stratum, but the economic change in industrial conditions is more and more bringing all humanity into closer touch; with the result that the high and mighty influence, as never before, the desires and the ambitions, the passions, too, of those who are low in social degree. As Mr. Dreiser puts it:



The great create an atmosphere which reacts badly upon the small. This atmosphere is easily and quickly felt. Walk among the magnificent residences, the splendid equipages, the gilded shops, restaurants, resorts of all kinds; scent the flowers, the silks, the wines; drink of the laughter springing from the soul of luxurious content, of the glances which gleam like light from defiant spears; feel the quality of the smiles which cut like glistening swords and of strides born of place, and you shall know of what is the atmosphere of the high and mighty. Little use to argue that of such is not the kingdom of greatness, but so long as the world is attracted by this and the human heart views this as the one desirable realm which it must attain, so long, to that heart, will this remain the realm of greatness. So long, also, will the atmosphere of this realm work its desperate results in the soul of man. It is like a chemical reagent. One day of it, like one drop of the other, will so affect and discolor the views, the aims, the desires of the mind, that it will thereafter remain forever dyed. A day of it to the untried mind is like opium to the untried body. A craving is set up which, if gratified, shall eternally result in dreams and death. Aye! dreams unfulfilled  gnawing, luring, idle phantoms which beckon and lead, beckon and lead, until death and dissolution dissolve their power and restore us blind to natures heart.



So that, from the sociological point of view, the study presented in this book of existing conditions operating on human impulses which are inextinguishable, and often dominating, is of timely import. There are signs that the future of the race in this country may be more perilous than its past has been; it is possible one of those racial crises which are constantly recurring in the history of mankind, may be on the way. Sister Carrie is a book to be reckoned with, just as the social conditions  or defects  on which it rests must be reckoned with.


From: The Forum, V. 39, July 1907, p.117-118

Literature

The Fallacy of Tendencies in Fiction (excerpt)

By Frederic Tabor Cooper

Another book which deserves a brief word of commendation is Sister Carrie, by Theodore Dreiser, which the London Athenaeum placed pretty accurately by assigning it to the same shelf as Zolas Nana. When and how Sister Carrie came to be written, why it was virtually suppressed in this country almost as soon as published and how it happens to be reissued now, after a lapse of seven years, are a series of interesting questions in the secret history of book publishing. But they have no bearing upon the merits of the story, which for all practical purposes comes before the reading public for the first time. It is an unpretentious book, written without any effort after style, but with a downright sincerity that compels attention. It is simply the history of a young girl who comes to Chicago from a country village, intent on earning her own living, finds the toil too hard, the companionship of her fellow-workers too coarse, and inevitably drifts along the way of least resistance into that Half-World which Anglo-Saxon fiction for the most part chooses to ignore. Some critics have chosen to quarrel with Mr. Dreisers choice of title; and in a way it is misleading. Yet it was presumably selected for its symbolic sense, as a reminder of the ties of blood between the Carries of this world and their more fortunate sisters, a reminder that we are our sisters as well as our brothers keepers. There are two reasons why Sister Carrie is a book to be recommended in spite of its boldness of theme. First of all, for the sake of its truthfulness, the frankness of its portrayal of a widespread type: the good-natured, yielding, pleasure-loving type of woman, not emotional, not capable of deep feeling, essentially, selfish at heart, who finds it easiest to accept the good things of life as they offer themselves, quite indifferent as to who shall pay for them. And secondly it is a pitiless, unsparing portrayal of a mans ruin. The history of Hurstwood, from the first hour of his meeting with Carrie to the final moment when he turns on the flow of gas in an East Side lodging house and lies down to await oblivion, is fiction of a grim, compelling force that has the value of many sermons. It is the story so often repeated in life, so rarely frankly told in novels, of the man carried away by a foolish passion, and a woman thinking only of herself, her vanity, her ultimate glorification. When Hurstwood has sacrificed for her sake his social and financial standing, his prospects and his honor, and has lost his self-respect and with it his grip upon life, you can see the moral and physical disintegration of the man, from day to day, see his clothes wear shiny, the seams fray out, the buttons fall away  symbols of the permanent wreck of the mans own self-esteem. And over the shoulders of this human wreck, Sister Carrie climbs into public favor, to a brief span of tinsel glory before the footlights, yet finding even in the midst of her triumphs that there is something, she scarce knows what, some indefinable, vital thing, the lack of which robs life of its savor.

Mr. Dreiser teaches his lesson by fearlessly telling the truth.


From: Life, V. 50, No. 1302, October 10, 1907, p.414

The Literary Zoo

Editors Who Write (excerpt)

By Sinclair Lewis

If the young writer, hurrying to get his mornings mail, should see a real editor likewise hurrying, he would probably imagine that the tyrant was on his way to reject a few manuscripts, by way of digesting his breakfast. But the chances would be that the editor also was anxious to learn what rejections or acceptances were in his mail. All the editors who do not write hope to, when they can get away from this beastly grind. There are few writers who have given up their craft for editing, but many editors who have resigned to become human-nature fakers. Perriton Maxwell recently left the Cosmopolitan to devote him self to writing. Johnson Morton, the short-story writer, was on the Youths Companion for years. John Kendrick Bangs has edited and helped to edit half a dozen magazines.

Richard Watson Gildei, Bliss Perry, Howells. are well known as having followed the examples of Lowell and Aldrich. But there are dozens of less-known editors who do the same combination stunt. George Horace Lorimer, of the Letters from a Self-Made Merchant, is the editor of the Saturday Evening Post. His assistant, Reginald Wright Kauffman, gleefully turns out every sort of copy  detective novels, short stories, verse and translations.

Theodore Dreiser, whose realistic novel, Sister Carrie, has made a furore, has just left the managing editorship of the Broadway to become the editor of the Delineator. Mr. Dreiser is a man of surprises. He surprised every one by getting Sister Carrie reissued after the publishing house which first issued it declined to push it  in fact, temporarily killed it  because one member of the firm decided that the book was immoral, strong though it was. Mr. Dreisers rather attenuated verse surprises one who knows the vitality of his novel. He once had a quatrain in the Broadway which was simply a setting for one word in the last line, alkahest. His removal to the Delineator is also surprising, for Sister Carrie is not the sort of lady who is readily associated with household recipes and a childrens page. Finally, his appearance is surprising. He looks more like a wholesale hardware merchant than a properly hollow-cheeked realist. Mr. Dreiser wears waistcoasts, real vescits, and they are well-filled!


From: The Bookman Advertiser, V. 55, 1922, unpaginated

The Contributors Column (excerpt)



From California comes a letter written by Dr. Gustav F. Boehme, Jr. apropos of Theodore Dreisers reminiscences recently published in THE BOOKMAN:

This is a queer world and each one of us sees it in his own peculiar way and then wonders why the other fellow is so different, and often steps back horrified at an occurrence that if viewed in its true light has many and valuable aspects.

So my friend Theodore Dreiser apparently has allowed his own apperceptive mechanism to interpret many things in his articles Out of My Newspaper Days with an absolute failure to appreciate certain aspects of the things which he has witnessed; and he therefore paints pictures that are entirely out of perspective.

He says, Thus ended my newspaper experiences, and rightly so, for above all things a newspaper man should have a sense of humor. To see in the events and incidents that he has portrayed only the horror of the situations proves that he is totally at sea when dealing with the humorous and oftentimes the practical sides of his problems. So I say that newspaperdom has not lost in losing him, while at the same time art and general literature for which he is fitted has gained.

You will ask, Why this long peroration? Just this. I am a medical man and I have lived through just the same experiences as Dreiser; but having lived in exactly that same atmosphere I cannot agree that these experiences should be regarded as reprehensible if viewed in their true light.

Take his incident of Wanta see an interesting case? (by the way, his dialect is poor, for if he said wanta, he probably, if he was a true New Yorker, also said interestin), allied to the story of  . . . that old nut? Whats interesting about him? I wonder if Dreiser stopped to see the interns side of the case, especially at a large hospital like Bellevue. Into this institution are dumped the derelicts of life, the end-products of self-abuse, alcoholics, syphilitics, drug addicts, and others from every clime and stratum of society. They are one-horse shays that havent even been worn out by rational use but by the hardest kind of misuse. Their course is run, they are made as comfortable as possible, and then proceed to their logical conclusion, either being brought by nature to a condition of restitution to work (not necessarily health) or else to death. I admit this sounds cold blooded, but your modern scientist knows his limitations and among them knows what Kipling, with a far wider vision than Dreiser, knows, That Death is the senior practitioner, and that all that the doctor can do is to see that he plays fair. Now, all that the doctor can accomplish with these derelicts is to see that the battle is contested according to rules, but that doesnt make these cases interesting. Does every book, every article that Dreiser reads interest him? I fervently hope not, for his sake.

So it is with the medico. He must attend all cases. Some are really interesting, interesting in phenomena, interesting in their rarity or in their response to treatment. These cases are the jewels, the cameos, the masterpieces of medical practice. We speak of them as beautiful for they are our canvases, our bits of human sculpture. The usual in any occupation brings only the usual reaction; it is the peculiar, the rare instance that arouses enthusiasm. This is true even of the field of belles lettres, and I for one can truly say that I wish there were someone competent enough to say to me about one book oriother, Wanta see an interestin case? I would be spared much wasted time. and be able to gain momentum intellectually, instead of having to wander through mental mud that hinders my footsteps. Thats one reason I read THE BOOKMAN. Here at least I frequently find a new mental stimulus or a quiet quarrel with the thoughts of another.

But to revert to friend Dreiser. He is horrified at seeing those young interns gamble over the question of life and death. At first, I will admit, it seemed out of gear with my ideas when I entered the hospital, but as I went along I saw the valuable side. These young fellows are keenly alive to their profession; rivalry exists at all times and this form of so called gambling is to a certain extent a good thing. I can remember, in my own cub days, betting as to a diagnosis; helping create a pot to be paid to the man who had the least number of deaths in his wards each month, and being forced to pay for a dead one in my ambulance when I arrived at the hospital. But it wasnt done for the sake of gambling or any obnoxious reason, it was just a method that had developed among us interns to keep us on our toes. Now, could our extinct journalist see this picture instead of the horrible impression he attempts to convey, it might have helped in not driving him out of his newspaper days.

As I said a while ago, it takes a certain amount of humor, of human understanding, to grasp the full truth of things. The young interns and nurses are accused of flirting, of making love. A terrible indictment indeed! Hasnt friend Dreiser ever enjoyed the thrills of youth? Does he expect these young people to be less than human? And if affection creeps into the hearts of these healers of the ill, isnt it a wonderful thing? A great many interns marry nurses, an ideal mating, for each knows the others problems, the irregularity of the hours, the disappointments, the long periods of mental and physical strain. The nurse can forgive much that the average girl taken from some petted home cant understand at all.

Again Dreiser makes the accusation that they read in some warm room. I did it; so has every thoughtful physician. In fact it was in this way that I learned that Dreiser existed. Besides this a doctor should be a whole man, else how can he bring to his patients the messages that help so much? I prescribe books, just as I prescribe drugs, open air, vacations, music or art exhibitions. Stephen Leacock, Octavus Cohen, Irvin Cobb, Wallace Irwin, Ellis Parker Butler all have helped me to change abnormal mental trends. Kant has sent many of my patients to sleep. Elbert Hubbard, with his easily understood pabulum for minds that need development of purpose, has helped me with his Little Journeys.

So I say let the young doctor read in the warm room even though the great institution with all its company of miserables wags its indifferent way. Probably a closer investigation would have shown that these young men were utilizing spare moments to good purpose. The mere fact that they were in an institution does not, or did not, mean that their every minute was to be spent bemoaning the fate of their patients or sitting off in some corner in sackcloth and ashes with woebegone faces that histrionically should accompany the misery that was thrashing about them.

My total impression of the articles Out of My Newspaper Days is that the author never was a newspaper man. He wasnt seeing the world, but he was seeing Theodore Dreiser seeing the world. I quite agree with him that his descriptions demonstrate that his failure was due to a mind which unduly tortures itself with the evidences of a none too smooth working of the creative impulse. While the sentimental, the sensuous, and the temperamental play a part in any occupation, to be efficient in that occupation one must deal with the whole process. It takes a whole man to see gas from a garbage barrel illuminating a ballroom full of fair women. As Bernard Shaw recently stated. Why see the rose growing in the manure? Why not see the manure changing into a rose?

There are many aspects of Out of My Newspaper Days that could be discussed. I however am, theoretically at least, only a doctor, and I have therefore attempted to point out only the fallacies that exist in these articles as related to the medical profession.


From: The Bookman, V. 25, May 1907, p.298-299

Eleven Books of the Month

Mr. Dreisers Sister Carrie



By Harrison Rhodes

Sister Carrie, reappearing after a mysterious absence in the limbo of forgotten books, deserves from every one interested in the American novel more than the welcome originally given it. It is a book very much worth reading. But as about a lady one might be excused for noticing that a costume dating seven years back was a trifle out of fashion, so in the case of Mr. Theodore Dreisers story, one may perhaps be pardoned for feeling strongly, as one begins to read, that the stock tricks of the realistic method, even in 1900 somewhat discredited, now almost fatally fail to impress or to move.

When one was very young  the period suggested considerably antedates 1900  it would have seemed a wonderful thing that as Sister Carrie trod Chicagos streets each should be mentioned by its own authentic and realistic name, and that department stores, newspapers, saloons, and theatres should never elude identification. It would have pleased one to know that when Carrie met her lover in Jefferson Park, Monroe Street, it was an old gardener, not a young one, who was on the lawn with a pair of pruning shears. It would have thrilled one almost that when a man with stolen money in his pocket used a telephone in an all-night drug-store to make preparations for flight to Canada, Mr. Dreisers poise 1 should be so great that, even though the interest of his story was running high, he could stop to tell us that it was a famous drug-store and contained one of the first private telephone booths ever erected. But now such gems of realism seem less lustrous. One feels doubtful whether it will ever become necessary to reconstruct Chicago from the pages of this particular book, and, on the purely artistic side, callous to the effect of descriptions so carefully detailed.

This is not an attack upon Mr. Dreiser and his book. He is merely tarred with the same brush as his school. The school itself has partly disappeared: he himself would probably write differently now. But the question as to the ultimate value of local colour is ever present. The magazine and book advertisements of the day are screamingly patriotic; may we not have to learn that all is not necessarily wild thats Western, nor all that is American (in capital letters) inevitably throbbing, vital, and virile?

It will perhaps seem ill-natured to add to this that writing which lacks marks of great cultivation is not, just because of that, rugged and picturesque. Mr. Dreiser takes a number of what he might perhaps call flush colourful liberties with the English language, but on the whole his style is fairly simple and serviceable. And though his book deals with vulgar people, it is essentially never itself vulgar. It is needlessly prolix, but it is a good book, in some ways a remarkable one.

Carrie Meeber at the age of eighteen comes to Chicago from Columbia City, Wisconsin, to look for work and to live with a sister who is married to an employé in the stock-yards. She finds employment, miserably hard and underpaid; is ill; can find no more work; and at last, instead of returning to the dull home from which she came, puts herself under the protection of a genial, lively drummer, a masher who had made her acquaintance on the train that brought her to Chicago. After a time she comes to accept with pleasure the attentions of an even more elegant man called Hurstwood, the manager of a well-known saloon. When she learns that he is already married and cannot regularise their union, she is angry and inclined not to leave the drummer. But when Hurstwood, by a trick, smuggles her and some of his employers money over the Canadian frontier she contents herself with an irregular and bigamous ceremony. Hurstwood changes his name, and, ultimately restoring what he had embezzled, brings Carrie to New York. There through several years he slips into failure and finally into complete penury. Carrie, when she realises that all is hopeless, leaves him and secures a position in the Casino chorus. We see him at the end committing suicide in a Bowery lodging-house and her owning Broadway as a comic opera star.

So much for the story, not marvellously well invented, and sometimes ill hung together. The first merit of it is that the author, whether because of his realistic method or in spite of it, convinces us that he is showing us the look of things as they are. A greater virtue is the calm, dispassionate, unsentimental way in which he refuses to mould his characters to any supposed exigencies of the plot or of its human interest, to employ the current cant phrase. Carrie is neither good nor bad in the conventional sense, neither the injured heroine nor the adventuress. She is never in the whole course of the story in danger of falling in love with any one, but she never consciously does much to make men fall in love with her. She hates work, and she loves luxury. The latter seems to her a reasonable aim in life. She is good natured and kind hearted, but at the same time perfectly selfish. She is unemotional, but relentless. She is never painted in gaudy colours, still she is a little juggernaut on a car. Mr. Dreiser secretly likes her enormously. The intelligent foreigner will find her amazingly typical of his idea of the American woman making her way on the bent shoulders of the subject male.

He would also find her typical of the chill in our national blood. No one need avoid Sister Carrie as an improper book. When Miss Meeber yields to the blandishments of her drummer there was unquestionably  from the point of view of the intelligent foreigner  a scéne a faire. That Mr. Dreiser avoids it is proof equally of his innate refinement and of the American sense that love involves many things besides physical passion. Indeed, one is tempted for a moment to the reflection that Miss Meeber considered that physical feature of life too unimportant to be worth even avoiding, and one cannot help wondering whether here is any key to some of the questions raised in ones mind by the cause célébre of the spring in New York.

Mr. Dreisers book is, however, worth reading, not so much for Carries story as for Hurstwoods. Into the account he gives of the downfall of the sleek, competent, good-natured manager of the big saloon, of his gradual and merited slide into squalid inefficiency and final starvation, the author has managed to put a strain of gloomy poetry, has succeeded in making one feel something of the sombre march of fate. Not in single episodes, but through long stretches of narrative like this he moves both the intellect and the heart  a considerable achievement.


From: The Smart Set, V. XXXV, No. 3, November 1911, p.153-155

A Novel of the First Rank (excerpt)



By H.L. Mencken

If you miss reading Jennie Gerhardt, by Theodore Dreiser (Harpers), you will miss the best American novel, all things considered, that has reached the book counters in a dozen years. On second thought, change a dozen into twenty-five. On third thought, strike out everything after counters. On fourth thought, strike out everything after novel. Why back and fill? Why evade and qualify? Hot from it, I am firmly convinced that Jennie Gerhardt is the best American novel I have ever read, with the lonesome but Himalayan exception of Huckleberry Finn, and so I may as well say it aloud and at once and have done with it. Am I forgetting The Scarlet Letter, The Rise of Silas Lapham and (to drag an exile unwillingly home) What Maisie Knew? I am not. Am I forgetting McTeague and The Pit? I am not. Am I forgetting the stupendous masterpieces of James Fenimore Cooper, beloved of the pedagogues, or those of James Lane Allen, Mrs. Wharton and Dr. S. Weir Mitchell, beloved of the womens clubs and literary monthlies? No. Or Uncle Toms Cabin 01 Rob 0 the Bowl or Gates Ajar or Ben Hur or David Harum or Lewis Rand or Richard Carvel? No. Or The Hungry Heart or Mr. Dreisers own Sister Carrie? No. I have all these good and bad books in mind. I have read them and survived them and in many cases enjoyed them.

And yet in the face of them, and in the face of all the high authority, constituted and self-constituted, behind them, it seems to me at this moment that Jennie Gerhardt stands apart from all of them, and a bit above them. It lacks the grace of this one, the humor of that one, the perfect form of some other one; but taking it as it stands, grim, gaunt, mirthless, shapeless, it remains, and by long odds, the most impressive work of art that we have yet to show in prose fiction  a tale not unrelated, in its stark simplicity, its profound sincerity, to Germinal and Anna Karenina and Lord Jim  a tale assertively American in its scene and its human material, and yet so European in its method, its point of view, its almost reverential seriousness, that one can scarcely imagine an American writing it. Its personages are few in number, and their progress is along a path that seldom widens, but the effect of that progress is ever one of large movements and large masses. One senses constantly the group behind the individual, the natural law behind the human act. The result is an indefinable impression of bigness, of epic dignity. The thing is not a mere story, not a novel in the ordinary American meaning of the word, but a. criticism and an interpretation of life  and that interpretation loses nothing in validity by the fact that its burden is the doctrine that life is meaningless, a tragedy without a moral, a joke without a point. What else have Moore and Conrad and Hardy been telling us these many years? What else does all the new knowledge of a century teach us? One by one the old ready answers have been disposed of. Today the one intelligible answer to the riddle of aspiration and sacrifice is that there is no answer at all.

The power to tell the same story in two forms, said George Moore not long ago, is the sign of the true artist. You will think of this when you read Jennie Gerhardt, for in its objective plan, and even in its scheme of subjective unfolding, it suggests Sister Carrie at every turn. Reduce it to a hundred words, and those same words would also describe that earlier study of a womans soul, with scarcely the change of a syllable. Jennie Gerhardt, like Carrie Meeber, is a rose grown from turnip seed. Over each, at the start, hangs poverty, ignorance, the dumb helplessness of the Shudra  and yet in each there is that indescribable something, that element of essential gentleness, that innate, inward beauty which levels all caste barriers and makes Esther a fit queen for Ahasuerus. And the history of each, reduced to its elements, is the history of the other. Jennie, like Carrie, escapes from the physical miseries of the struggle for existence only to taste the worse miseries of the struggle for happiness. Not, of course, that we have in either case a moral, maudlin fable of virtues fall; Mr. Dreiser, I need scarcely assure you, is too dignified an artist, too sane a man, for any such banality. Seduction, in point of fact, is not all tragedy for either Jennie or Carrie. The gain of each, until the actual event has been left behind and obliterated by experiences more salient and poignant, is rather greater than her loss, and that gain is to the soul as well as to the creature. With the rise from want to security, from fear to ease, comes an awakening of the finer perceptions, a widening of the sympathies, a gradual unfolding of the delicate flower called personality, an increased capacity for loving and living. But with all this, and as a part of it, there comes, too, an increased capacity for suffering  and so in the end, when love slips away and the empty years stretch before, it is the awakened and supersentient woman that pays for the folly of the groping, bewildered girl. The tragedy of Carrie and Jennie, in brief, is not that they are degraded but that they are lifted up, not that they go to the gutter but that they escape the gutter.

But if the two stories are thus variations upon the same somber theme, if each starts from the same place and arrives at the same dark goal, if each shows a woman heartened by the same hopes and tortured by the same agonies, there is still a vast difference between them, and that difference is the measure of the authors progress in his art. Sister Carrie was a first sketch, a rough piling-up of observations and impressions, disordered and often incoherent. In the midst of the story of Carrie, Mr. Dreiser paused to tell the story of Hurst  wood  an astonishingly vivid and tragic story, true enough, but still one that broke the back of the other. In Jennie Gerhardt he falls into no such overelaboration of episode. His narrative goes forward steadily from beginning to end. Episodes there are, of course, but they keep their proper place, their proper bulk. It is always Jennie that holds the attention; it is in Jennies soul that every scene is ultimately played out. Her father and mother, Senator Brander the god of her first worship, her daughter Vesta and Lester Kane, the man who makes and mars her  all these are drawn with infinite painstaking, and in every one of them there is the blood of life. But it is Jennie that dominates the drama from curtain to curtain. Not an event is unrelated to her; not a climax fails to make clearer the struggles going on in her mind and heart.

I have spoken of reducing Jennie Gerhardt to a hundred words. The thing, I fancy, might be actually done. The machinery of the tale is not complex; it has no plot, as plots are understood in these days of mystery stories; no puzzles madden the reader. It is dull, unromantic poverty that sends Jennie into the world. Brander finds her there, lightly seduces her, and then discovers that, for some strange gentleness within her, he loves her. Lunacy  but he is willing to face it out. Death, however, steps in; Brander, stricken down without warning, leaves Jennie homeless and a mother. Now enters Lester Kane  not the villain of the books, but a normal, decent, cleanly American of the better class, well to do, level-headed, not too introspective, eager for the sweets of life. He and Jennie are drawn together; if love is not all of the spirit, then it is love that binds them. For half a dozen years the world lets them alone. A certain grave respectability settles over their relation; if they are not actually married, then it is only because marriage is a mere formality, to be put off until tomorrow. But bit by bit they are dragged into the light. Kanes father, dying with millions, gives him two years to put Jennie away. The penalty is poverty; the reward is wealth  and not only wealth itself, but all the pleasant and well remembered things that will come with it: the lost friends of other days, a sense of dignity and importance, an end of apologies and evasions, good society, the comradeship of decent women  particularly the comradeship of one decent woman. Kane hesitates, makes a brave defiance, thinks it over  and finally yields. Jennie does not flood him with tears. She has made progress in the world, has Jennie; the simple faith of the girl has given way to the pride and poise of the woman. Five years later Kane sends for her. He is dying. When it is over, Jennie goes back to her lonely home, and there, like Carrie Meeber before her, she faces the long years with dry eyes and an empty heart. Days and days in endless reiteration, and then

A moral tale? Not at all. It has no more moral than a string quartet or the first book of Euclid. But a philosophy of life is in it, and that philosophy is the same profound pessimism which gives a dark color to the best that we have from Hardy, Moore, Zola and the great Russians  the pessimism of disillusion  not the jejune, Byronic thing, not the green sickness of youth, but that pessimism which comes with the discovery that the riddle of life, despite all the fine solutions offered by the learned doctors, is essentially insoluble. One can discern no intelligible sequence of cause and effect in the agonies of Jennie Gerhardt. She is, as human beings go, of the nobler, finer metal. There is within her a great capacity for service, a great capacity for love, a great capacity for happiness. And yet all that life has to offer her, in the end, is the mere license to live. The days stretch before her in endless reiteration. She is a prisoner doomed to perpetual punishment for some fanciful, incomprehensible crime against the gods who make their mirthless sport of us all. And to me, at least, she is more tragic thus than Lear on his wild heath or Prometheus on his rock.

Nothing of the art of the literary lapidary is visible in this novel. Its form is the simple one of a panorama unrolled. Its style is unstudied to the verge of barrenness. There is no painful groping for the exquisite, inevitable word; Mr. Dreiser seems content to use the common, even the commonplace coin of speech. On the very first page one encounters. frank, open countenance, diffident manner, helpless poor, untutored mind, honest necessity and half a dozen other such ancients. And yet in the long run it is this very naiveté which gives the story much of its impressiveness. The narrative, in places, has the effect of a series of unisons in music  ~an effect which, given a solemn theme, vastly exceeds that of the most ornate polyphony. One cannot imagine Jennie Gerhardt done in the gipsy phrases of Meredith, the fugual manner of James. One cannot imagine that stark, stenographic dialogue adorned with the brilliants of speech. The thing could have been done only in the way that it has been done. As it stands, it is a work of art from which I for one would not care to take anything away  not even its gross crudities, its incessant returns to C major. It is a novel that depicts the life we Americans are living with extreme accuracy and criticises that life with extraordinary insight. It is a novel, I am convinced, of the very first consideration.


From: The North American Review, V. 195, No. DCLXXIV, January 1912, p.77-78

The Future of the American Novel (excerpt)



By Arnold Bennett

…But no new departure is expected from the generation of Mr. Henry James. Whereas the future is big with Possible developments of the various schools of fiction represented by writers like Mr. James Lane Allen, Mr. Frank Norris, Mrs. Gertrude Atherton, Mrs. Edith Wharton, Mr. Hamlin Garland, and Mr. Theodore Dreiser. These are the American names that interest those people in England who can distinguish between a book and a beefsteak. The two American books which last year created the most genuine sensation among the aforesaid circle were Mr. Norriss The Octopus and Mr. Theodore Dreisers Sister Carrie. Of the former I shall have more to say presently. Touching the latter, the first exclamation of many people will be: Who is Mr. Theodore Dreiser? Which proves that lookers-on see most of the game. For myself I cannot answer the question as to the identity of Mr. Theodore Dreiser. But the consensus of educated English opinion about his book was too marked to go unnoticed. I am told that this fine and somber work was ignored in America until England began to discuss it, and that even then its reception in the country of its birth was on the zero side of tepid. Yet I am by no means the only English reviewer who has not been more impressed by the work of a new author for years. Sister Carrie was forwarded to me for review by the editor of a London literary organ when I was on a holiday, and my attitude toward it was decidedly inimical before I began it. Nevertheless I sent in my review with a note, This thing is eye-openingly good. The editor replied: I had read it before I sent it to you, and I also thought it eye-openingly good. But I did not want to bias your opinion by telling you of this. I trust this personal anecdote may be excused, since it illustrates what I may call the new English attitude toward American fiction. Sister Carrie was one of a special series of American novels issued by an English publisher noted for the fine quality of his fiction. On the binding of that series an American eagle spread its pinions against a background consisting of the Capitol and the risen sun. The eagle has typified much in the past; here it typified an artistic conquest  it indicated that the American novel was aloft.


From: The Bookseller, Newsdealer and Stationer, V. 37, No. 12, December 15, 1912, p.671

Book Notices

The Financier, by Theodore Dreiser, sheds new lustre on the authors marked literary ability. It is the most important novel Mr. Dreiser has written, and is masterly in character drawing and intensely interesting in its plot. It begins with early Philadelphia during Andrew Jacksons administration and deals with the son of a successful man who was sure Mr. Jackson was wrong in his opposition to Nicholas Biddle and the United States Hank. The boy begins his career as a financier while at school, when he is about fourteen. He drops into an auction and buys castile soap which he sells an hour later to his grocer for a hundred per cent profit. This characteristic carries him to swift business success and subsequent marriage to a fascinating and childish widow with some money, who is five years his senior. Two children are born, and he is well established financially and socially when the real interest of the story begins, both psychologically and emotionally, and is treated with consummate skill. The financier falls in love with the nineteen-year-old daughter of his business associate and this liaison brings into play all the authors recognized power for emotional dissection and its unexpected results. It is a book that cannot be read hastily. It contains too much thought and fine detail work in the great human drama. This story alone places Mr. Dreiser among our big literary forces in depicting the American temperament in a vital fight for gold and love.


From: The Continent, V. 43, No. 46, November 14, 1912, p.1617

Years Strongest Novels

The Financier



It is no exaggeration to say that Theodore Dreiser is the greatest realistic novelist in America today and a worthy companion of the school of such writers in England. While his two previous books concerned themselves with the theme of sex, his new one deals in a larger way with the more comprehensive story of an American financier of the old school who begins life on an altogether nonmoral and egotistic basis with a strong desire for money, and adds to that later a strong desire for a love outside of the pale of social permission. In brief, this Philadelphia financier whose career began before the war, who became involved in the political corruption of his city, who was sent to jail and who left it only to make another fortune and marry his lady love  this man, the child of his sensuous impulses and ambitions, is held up to us by Mr. Dreiser without horror, without defense, but with the matter of fact comment: Are we not all of the same species as this man; do we not follow our instincts? While, as a novel, Mr. Dreisers effort is a moving and significant piece of work, it is so largely a creature of his philosophy that a reviewer must criticise it from the philosophical viewpoint if at all. For the main significance of this book is in its life view. Its philosophy of disillusionment is not offered as a challenge in the spiritual struggle for existence. Mr. Dreiser does not believe in such a struggle because he does not believe in spirit.


From: The Bookman, V. 34, No. 4, December 1912, p.434-436

The Theory of Endings and Some Recent Novels

By Frederic Taber Cooper

…Or again, let us take another familiar type  the woman who has chosen the wrong man, and is finally released by his death. Two widely different examples of this same formula come to mind, Mrs. Dudeneys Folly Corner, and Theodore Dreisers Sister Carrie. In the former story, it will be remembered, Pamela Crisp is an ease-loving, placid young person, who is rescued from imminent want by an honest, big-souled farmer, who takes her on faith and asks her to marry him. But Pamela has another side to her nature, a side that responds imperiously to the call of a particular voice; and although the owner of that voice has the shadow of prison on him, he has only to utter the one syllable, Pam, in his unforgotten tone, and she forgets everything and will go with him through shame and sorrow to the end of the earth. Mrs. Dudeney, it will be remembered, finds Pamelas release through her lovers death. But this ending does not give a true sense of finality; we feel that Pamelas nature demands something more than the plodding routine of a dull farmers wife, and that sooner or later another man, with a soft, seductive tone, will say Pam, and the old tragedy will be renewed.

Sister Carrie offers a sharp contrast in this respect. Like Pamela, she is poor and fond of material comforts; and like Pamela, she gives herself without legal marriage. But the difference lies in temperament. Beyond what they can give her in the form of luxuries, silks and velvets and jewels, she has no use for men, not even for Hurstwood, who has sinned for her, ruined himself for her, and finally owes his utter disintegration as a man and his squalid death to her indifference. In a certain sense, she does not wait for his death, to make herself independent of him; the lure of the footlights and her rapid triumph have made this easy. Yet, in a way, so long as he lives the shadow of their past may fall across her path; and when he dies, the story reaches a logical point of finality, because we know that there will be no second Hurstwood in her life. She is on the road to prosperity, and no man shall again be allowed to break the tranquillity of her cold, selfish, calculating life.

This naturally brings us to a consideration of Mr. Dreisers latest and most ambitious venture in fiction, The Financier. The type of story that it represents is one that has become fairly frequent since the novel of the business and financial world has come into vogue. It is the type that follows the hero through a promising career, as he rises through spectacular strokes of fortune to a dominant position, and then suddenly by one fatal blunder sends the whole carefully built structure tumbling, card-like, to the ground. This was the formula of The Pit, by Frank Norris; it served the purposes of Robert Herrick and David Graham Phillips, in a modified form, for more than one of their volumes,  in fact, a representative list of recent novels in which it forms the main structure would seriously encroach upon available space. And the noteworthy point about this formula is the nature of the ending which it foreordains. The hero, having learned his lesson and suffered bankruptcy, sometimes only of fortune, but in other cases, of love and honour as well, is supposed to have learned his lesson; and the implication of the closing pages is, that in a new environment and with a chastened spirit, he will begin over again and eventually achieve victory. But to give the impression that Mr. Dreisers novel belongs undistinguishably to the rank and file of its class is to do him grave injustice. The Financier is a very unusual piece of work, a social and economic picture of American life that, in spite of certain crudities, must be recognised as a novel of the first magnitude. Its one real fault is that it is unwarrantedly long. Through nearly eight hundred pages of rather fine print, it surges forcefully on, in a mighty tide of words that the author himself seems to have been impotent to stay. Not that the structure of the story is loose and rambling, nor that the episodes are irrelevant or lacking in interest. It is simply that for the purposes of a clear, forceful picture, he has given us too much. That Mr. Dreiser should himself know all he has told us about his principal characters, and perhaps a good deal more, is as it should be; but he would have gained by practising a more rigid elimination. If Mr. Dreisers structure had been of an epic variety, if it dealt with the destinies of a race, or summed up the psychology of an epoch, then space and amplitude, and crowding throngs of characters and incidents would all contribute quite properly toward the needed impression of vastness both of theme and of setting. But The Financier is distinctly the story of a single character, a certain Frank Algernon Cowperwood, from the time when as a small boy, he bought castile soap at auction and resold it to his fathers grocer at one hundred per cent. profit, until a day twenty years later, when the doors of the penitentiary open to give him freedom, and he starts once more to take up the broken threads of his life. In a certain broad sense, the book does give us, in addition to this central character, a picture of American business life, as it was during the Civil War and the reconstruction period, and in a veiled way it is a criticism of the same conditions, on a larger scale, existing in the financial world of to-day. But all this seems to interest Mr. Dreiser only as background. There is no dominant central symbol, like Wheat in The Pit, by Norris, or the Bourse, in Zolas LArgent. The dishonesty of the local political ring in Philadelphia during the sixties and seventies, the juggling with city funds, the grabbing of street-car franchises, all of these things concern Mr. Dreiser only to the extent to which they react upon the character and the fortunes of his hero. And for that reason, the sheer mass of detail, the cumulation of names and incidents, people and situations glimpsed only for an instant, in a swift, bewildering panorama of life, have the effect of obscuring, instead of helping us to see. None the less, the personality of Cowperwood, born manipulator of money and colossal egotist, is a portrait not easily forgotten. From early boyhood, he knew precisely what he wanted, and he got it. He never was satisfied with what he had, but was always looking ahead and above for something better and bigger. There was no limit to his ambitions: wealth, position, influence, luxuries of living, a beautiful home, a beautiful wife: all these come to him, one by one, and fail to satisfy his insatiable demands. When he cannot amass fortune quickly enough in an honest way, he cajoles the city treasurer into gambling with the public funds; when the attractions of his lawful wife begin to wane, and his eye falls upon Aileen, favourite daughter of the Irish political boss, old Butler, who has largely made young Cowperwood what he is, no sense of gratitude or loyalty prevents him from reaching out and taking unlawful possession of Aileen, and no flash of intuition warns him that by doing so he is laying the fuse to his own destruction. After this events follow swiftly; the Chicago fire precipitates a panic, in which Cowperwood becomes dangerously involved; yet he might have weathered the storm, had it not happened that, at this fatal hour, old Butler learns the truth about Aileen, and wreaks his vengeance by prosecuting Cowperwood for his irregular dealings with public funds. A term in states prison sends him forth a wiser but apparently not a sadder man; and as the story closes, his first wife has divorced him and he has repaired his wrong to Aileen by making her his second. Mr. Dreiser, in taking leave of the couple, starting anew in another city, implies that Cowperwood has learned his lesson and is a changed man. But the reader knows better. Cowperwood is the type that does not change; he learns the wisdom of avoiding certain specific mistakes; he will never again be convicted of juggling with city funds; but to the end, he will always be as dishonest as the subtleties of the law allow; and when Aileens charms begin to fade, his second marriage bonds will hold him no more tightly than did his first. That is why the point at which Mr. Dreiser interrupts his story is not a logical end, but merely a convenient stopping-off place: some of the most crucial chapters in Cowperwoods life are yet to be told.


From: The Nation, V. 94, No. 2428, January 11, 1912, p.34-35

Current Fiction

Jennie Gerhardt



In Sister Carrie Mr. Dreiser aspired to be an American Balzac; in Jennie Gerhardt he has contented himself with being an American Sudermann. Sister Carrie herself was the American equivalent of that debonair and amiable epitome of Parisian success, Rastignac; Jennie Gerhardt is a debrutalized Regina  a Regina intelligibly transposed into terms of American life. The cross-section of American society placed before us in Sister Carrie was fresh, containing types and relationships never before seriously recognized in an American novel without some display of phariseeism. It was handled without either squeamishness or effrontery, and from this suspension of moral judgment we hoped great things. From this present espousal of the perverted ideal of feminine character which naturalism has fathered in the earnest German mind, much less is to be hoped.

Docile, submissive, and exquisitely tender-hearted, physically beautiful and strong, Jennie Gerhardt is the perfection of passivity. Early in the story a definition of virtue is propounded which shall precisely fit this predestined victim of masculine selfishness virtue is the wishing well and the doing well unto others. Virtue is that quality of generosity which offers itself willingly for anothers service. Then. provided only that opportunity shall always coincide with some exigent family plight  a brother arrested, the father incapacitated by accident  the sensual complaisance of the German immigrants daughter easily assumes the guise of generosity, or even of that sterner virtue, self-sacrifice. Mother of an illegitimate child at eighteen, and subsequently the sharer for many years of a second illicit union, she steadily gathers strength and sweetness under the burden of her false position, and eventually emerges from those dubiously shadowed experiences with all the gentle dignity of self-abnegation. Even granting the natural refinement of which no American novelist has yet been rude enough to deprive a heroine, and which Mr. Dreiser has taken care to include in Jennies equipment, we still mistrust this conclusion.

Less ambitious than his treatment of feminine types, and far more notably successful, are his studies of individual men. Senator Brander is no lay figure. Sympathetic insight is lavished upon the interplay of benevolence and self-indulgence which culminates in the seduction of his young beneficiary. To Lester Kane, who from the first moment of encounter exercises over Jennie an almost hypnotic control and who eventually relinquishes her with considerable reluctance in order to marry and resume his proper social and financial role, an equally generous understanding is extended. The type is easily recognizable  cynical, good-natured, accustomed to large calculations, contemptuous of authority, endowed with greater powers of resistance than of self-direction, and a protective trick of self-deprecation. Mr. Dreiser has reported him and accounted for him with thoroughness, without being at all able to convey the enlivening tone of Irish-American banter. The triumph of the book is the delineation of Gerhardt, the old German glass-blower whose innate sturdy honesty and religious bigotry are ill-matched against the insidious economic and social forces that make for the disintegration of the German-American household. His physical hardships and his spiritual concessions are alike eloquent of grim necessity; and the busy frugality of his old age, sheltered and humored in the luxurious household whose extravagances he constantly and ineffectually endeavors to censor, offers a sadly humorous commentary on the relentless uses of adversity. One would swear that the portrait had been drawn from life, and that, with a genuine Teutonic love of actuality, every deep-cut line of the rugged old face had been faithfully transcribed.


From: The Nation, V. 95, No. 2456, July 25, 1912, p.80

Current Fiction

Sister Carrie



The unusual success of Jennie Gerhardt has naturally led to the reprinting of Mr. Dreisers earlier novel. Sister Carrie was published in 1901, and while it did not reach a large public, it was hailed with enthusiasm by various critics not easy to please. Realism was then still a camp; and warriors like Frank Norris and Hamlin Garland cheered a reinforcement. English authorities approved the new writers unabashed Americanism; and the rawness of his style, by a paradox which has become familiar, served to attract rather than repel the exacting Spectator and the fastidious Athenaeum. The English of Sister Carrie is for the most part almost ludicrously crude and journalesque. But say what we may about our high level of workmanship, the fact remains that workmanship is not the fundamental virtue in fiction any more than in other forms of art. In Jennie Gerhardt Mr. Dreiser has largely outgrown his grosser faults of style; but its real merit, like that of the earlier novel, is in its substance, its punch, as the dramatic critics say. Carrie herself is a cruder Jennie  cruder and less noble; a commoner and. in a way, more pathetic type. Like Jennie, she comes up from town to city, to make her way in a treacherous world, unprotected from without or from within. But her charm is that of sheer youth and eagerness for life  life as it is embodied in the pleasures and ambitions of the crowd. She is susceptible not so much to love as to what love may bring. Her irregular connections therefore have a touch of sordidness absent from those of the great-hearted Jennie. Squalor is her retributory portion, and the means by which she cuts herself loose from that squalor, and from the poor love she has known, entail no greater hope of happiness than the attainment of the luxuries she has craved. With or without them, she is a failure, and must remain a failure, from any high point of view. If she is ruined or fallen, it is by fault of her own pleasure-loving nature rather than by the incidents of her piteous career. Under Mr. Dreisers slow, keen, sympathetic and yet by no means sentimental scrutiny she appears before the reader as she is  a Carrie speaking, alas, for a million hapless Carries.


From: Life, V. 59, June 13, 1912, p.1210

Hints for Highbrows

Jennie Gerhardt



The story of a discredited life by a writer whose crudities of technique mar, but do not obliterate, the message of his understanding.


From: The Dial, V. 52, No. 616, February 16, 1912, p.131-132

Current Fiction

Jennie Gerhardt



By William Morton Payne

To those who have read Sister Carrie, Mr. Dreisers new novel, Jennie Gerhardt, will appear one of the more significant books of the year. It has the same homely quality, and exhibits the same type of realism, as the earlier work, and is infused with the same sort of quiet and deep human sympathy. It is the story of a woman, more sinned against than sinning, whose lot falls among the outcasts, yet who remains in most of the essentials a good woman, and whose errors, although technically serious, are attributable to circumstance and environment rather than to anything vicious in her nature. She is the child of respectable working-people in Columbus, Ohio. The father, a crabbed German of the strictest Lutheran orthodoxy, is out of work much of the time, and the mother takes in washing to support the family. They are very poor people. One of the mothers customers is a United States Senator, and it is the daughter who carries the bundles to and from his hotel. He is won by Jennies beauty and sweetness of disposition, and she becomes his victim. He fully intends to make her his wife, but his sudden death puts an end to her hopes, leaving her with the burden of an unborn child. Jennie is cast out from home by her angry father when her disgrace becomes apparent, and is thrown on her own resources. She goes into service with a wealthy family in Cleveland, and there attracts the attention of a visitor to the house, a prosperous man of affairs, the scion of a wealthy family. He persuades her to live with him, and, removing to Chicago, they establish a home apparently as man and wife. The man is himself by no means vicious, or in any way like the immoral seducer that makes a game of the pursuit of women. He is to all intents and purposes Jennies husband, and nothing more than lack of determination prevents him from giving a legal sanction to their union. He has made for himself a home in which he is happy, and his moral sense is too blunt for him to realize that anything more is necessary. Meanwhile, the social mill is slowly grinding out the consequences of this false relation. The man learns of the existence of Jennies child, of which he has known nothing, and the story of her unfortunate past is revealed to him. Then his family and friends get wind of his domestic irregularity, and bring many kinds of pressure to bear upon him. His fathers death brings a staggering problem. He must put an end to his illicit domestic establishment, or lose his rightful share in the gigantic fortune and the business which has made it. He long hesitates, but finally makes the break, providing a country home for Jennie and her child. Then another woman appears, one of his own class, and precisely the one whom he had thought to wed in his earlier days. She throws herself at his head in such fashion that there is no evasion for him, a wedding follows, and foreign travel, and general social rehabilitation. Meanwhile Jennie loses her child, and eats out her heart in her solitude. She has made no scene, she has just suffered dumbly, admitting to herself that she has deserved it all. The closing scene is at the mans death bed, whither Jennie has been summoned, his wife being absent in Europe. And in her consciousness the future stretches out as a series of days and days in endless reiteration, and then  . This is a very moving story, gravely proceeding to what, given the conditions of the existing social order, is its only possible logical termination, and leaving the reader with a deep sense of the pity of it all, and a stirring wonder whether in some finer scheme of things, such a soul as Jennies, even with her succession of haps and mishaps, might not work out its salvation in honor and peace. It offers one of these special instances which seem to defy the application of all the general principles of conventional morality, and which puzzle the mind that would base its sympathies upon a clean-cut distinction between what is right and what is wrong. Jennys case, in this modern presentment, does not seem nearly as clear as the moralist would like to view it.


From: Current Literature, V. 52, No. 1, January 1912, p.114

Recent Fiction and the Critics (excerpt)



And now we come to the second book of the man who has been hailed by William J. Locke and Arnold Bennett and a host of others as the author of the finest American novel sent over the water in the last twenty years. The book which elicited their enthusiastic opinion was published a decade ago under the title of Sister Carrie, then suppressed by its publishers, and finally republished by a new firm. The fact that Mr. Bennett, who has gone out of his way to contemn Thackeray, Dickens, George Eliot and the rest of the sentimentalists, praises Mr. Dreisers work, is sufficient assurance of its realism; and certainly Jennie Gerhardt deals with actuality in every page. One wonders, however, how much of the truth behind the fact can be carried across to the average reader.

The stark reality of the tale is certainly unimpeachable. Jennie is the daughter of a poor glass-blower in a western city. She and her mother work as scrub-women in a hotel, while her brothers gather coal along the railroad track. United States Senator Brander finds Jennie one day scrubbing the stairway and becomes attracted by her. A serious love affair springs up. This leads to Branders (apparently sincere) promise of marriage. Unfortunately, however, after the relationship has reached a very definite point, Brander suddenly contracts a fever and dies. Jennie is forced by her conservative Lutheran father to leave home. Her child is born in a small boarding-house. Then she goes to live as maid with a wealthy family in another city and attracts Lester Kane, a masterful young man whose father is a millionaire manufacturer. The two set up house together, in this case also under promise of marriage. This pledge Kane intends to keep, until he learns of Jennies child. He feels very sorry for her and sends for the child to live with them, but does not want to marry the girl who deceived him. Later on, Kanes father dies, leaving a will in which his son is to receive only a small annuity unless he abandons Jennie. He has three years in which to decide, and toward the end of that time he meets an old acquaintance to whom he becomes immediately attracted. Jennie persuades him to leave her and so he marries his old friend. They live together more or less happily for a while, until Kane is seized with a mortal illness during his wifes absence in Europe. He sends for Jennie in his last moments and tells her she is the only woman he ever really loved. So Kane dies and Jennie, whose child has also died, faces a life of practical solitude. As a means of continued expression for the selfsacrifice which is emphasized throughout the book as a very definite element in her character, she adopts two orphan children, and so with a couple of pages on Jennies character, the story ends.

Of course this account gives no suggestion of that strength and power and gripping interest of the book of which the Brooklyn Eagle and many other papers speak. We are told, and rightly, that there is nothing salacious in it. Nor can it be said, continues our Brooklyn contemporary, as has been said of so many books that have sought to avoid convention, that its morals are topsy-turvy.



As a matter of fact, Jennie Gerhardt does no more in her life than does Little Emly, that engaging little creature of David Copperfield; but Dickens makes her suffer as a consequence, while Dreiser makes the reader feel that the last stage of Jennie is, from all standpoints except that of the conventionally religious, better than her first.



The Chicago Tribune does not like the book, altho it finds in it a certain resemblance to a number of remarkable stories Esther Waters, by George Moore; Tess of the DUrbevilles, by Thomas Hardy, and Hilda Lessways, by Arnold Bennett. This paper calls it a tepid and completely modern version of the Faust story. But there are two Fausts, neither of them interesting, and the Gretchen remains sane and thrifty and grows a trifle stout. Mr. Floyd Bell, the gifted young critic of the Chicago Evening Post, champions the genius of Mr. Dreiser. The whole book, in his opinion, is the explication of the inevitable defeat of a woman who asks only to give, and of the loveliness of that doomed nature.



It sounds, perhaps, absurd. We have not much sympathy with unselfish people in books. They are either prigs or fools, or both. That is when the author attempts to make a virtue out of a temperamental necessity. Mr. Dreiser makes no such mistake. He looks with a philosophic eagerness upon the spectacle of human life; he sees Jennie, an essentially unselfish girl in a world of essentially selfish people; he knows that she will be exploited, that she is bound to be exploited; he shows how it happens  that is all.


From: The American Review of Reviews, V. XLV, No. 1, January 1912, p.123

The Seasons Best Fiction

Some Novels of Distinction (excerpt)



But sometimes an American novelist will fling into ones face, as it were, negation of this communitys fast advancing mental development. For example, in The Conflict (Appleton)  hardly a novel of distinction, however  David Graham Phillips again shows himself obsessed with the politics of business and the business of politics, to the almost complete exclusion of esthetic and intellectual affairs from the lives of the elite of a great American city. In this book we find a young lady belonging to the best society of said city, despite the four years at Wellesley, and two years about equally divided among Paris, Dresden, and Florence, in conversation with her presumably congenial friends, never making a reference to, or disclosing interest for, the Louvre or the Comedic Francaise, Giottos bell tower or the Loggia dei Lanzi, the Court Opera or the Green Vaults. Theodore Dreisers Jennie Gerhardt (Harper), a far better book, provokes analogous reflections. Mr. Dreiser, for example, having informed one that the Kanes were wealthy and socially prominent, having endowed Lester Kane with a reflective and refined mentality, and having blessed him with much leisure to boot, sends this gentleman thus equipped on a foreign tour, and gives a full account of all that Lester Kane saw, felt, thought, said, in Liverpool, London, Baden-Baden, Berlin, Paris, Venice, Rome, Athens, Cairo, Luxor, Karnak, Austria, Switzerland, yes, renders a circumstantial budget of scenical, historical, poetical, artistical, philosophical, sociological impressions, in two pages of print. At the least this is incompetent character drawing, the more conspicuous in an author revealing unusually deep human sympathies; Jennie herself captivates ones heart of pity because of the lack of moral strength which accompanies her hunger for affection, her touching sense of gratitude, and her unchanging sweetness. But this tale possesses other strong qualities of merit, not the least of which is the authors perception of lifes uncertainty and apparent lack of rational cohesiveness.


From: The Atlantic Monthly, V. 109, May 1912, p.677-678

Characters in Recent Fiction

By Margaret Sherwood

…One wonders if Mr. Bennetts admiration for the author of Jennie Gerhardt is based partly upon a consciousness that here is an author who can be even more non-committal than himself in the presentation of endless happenings. Flashes of interpretation, hints of idealism, creep into Mr. Bennetts work, but in Jennie Gerhardt, which has more steadiness and less significance of detail, the gray monotony is never relieved. In this long tale of the woman who is the victim of bitter poverty and of mens selfishness, there is a certain reality of momentary impression, yet one lays it down with a feeling of wonder that so many facts can mean so little. Is this realistic veracity as close to the truth as it seems? When Jennie makes ready her dinner, first daintly decorating the table, then lighting the candles for it, then going out to put the leg of lamb into the oven to roast, from three to four hours, say the cook-books,  an amused skepticism is roused in the reader, who wonders if the ultra-realists, like Jennie, are not beginning at the wrong end in spreading the table before us. Here, as in Hilda Lessways, the personality slips through that which is said about it, though here one is less baffled by a feeling that there is personality there, if one were only permitted to know it, and the long, closely-detailed narrative leaves one with a feeling of unachieved character presentation.

Some of the notices of the book have spoken of the method as being like that of the Russian novelists, but surely the statement is misleading. In the Russian work there is a deep and tragic sense of fate, an undercurrent of emotion which makes their apparently unmoved recitation of details full of tragic power. One finds it in Tolstoy, in Turgenieff, in Dostoievsky. It comes from a depth of temperament that perhaps has in it something of the Oriental sense of unfathomable meanings. Of the thousand and one facts of daily life the Russian can work out a drama of destiny wherein the very surroundings seem heavily charged with significance. That splendid, listening impersonality of the Russian, the sphinx-sense of mystery, is a race characteristic, and cannot be borrowed.

Each nation must learn to express itself in its own way; the Russian method is inextricably a result of immemorial race-consciousness, and we can copy it no more successfully than we could copy their complexions, or the shape of their faces. That patient suspension of judgment during long brooding no race can imitate; we are more quick in thought, moving more swiftly to conclusions, right or wrong, and our art must represent us, as Russian art represents the Russians. It is impossible for us to get on without betraying our working programme, and where the method is attempted the author is betrayed, as here, by some minor prepossession. After a long and seemingly impersonal study of Jennie Gerhardt and her surroundings, he steps in at the end with the dubious plea in regard to the superiority of the type of woman who yields over-easily to masculine demands, right or wrong. The plea belittles the entire book, both ethically and artistically.


From: Everybodys Magazine, V. 28, No. 4, April 1913, p.570-571

A Row of Books (excerpt)



By Coningsby Dawson

That we all live on one another and T that the weakest are killed by the  strongest, may be a law of competitive society; but it is not a pleasant theory on which to build a gospel  still less is it one which we would willingly teach to children. But imagine, for a moment, a childish mind which accepts this law as a religion and is shaped by it, and then try to picture the career of such a child in after-life.

Frank Cowperwood, the leading character in The Financier (Harper), by Theodore Dreiser, was a materialist even as a boy. When his mother told him the story of Adam and Eve, he didnt believe it. One day he passed by a store window in which was a glass tank; in the glass tank were a squid and a lobster. The lobster was evidently hungry for the squid; but every time he darted in to the attack, the squid would shoot out a cloud of ink and disappear behind it. The boy was fascinated by this battle to the death; he could not sleep for thinking of it. Day after day he returned to the store window and saw that the squid was getting weaker  that his supply of ink was failing. One night he found, to his grief and astonishment, that his morbid wish was granted. The lobster cowered in his corner, and before him lay the squid cut in two and partially devoured.

The incident became for Frank Cowperwood a parable of life. His parents had dodged his questions with fairy-tales. Here at last was a dramatized answer which was real and vital  life was a fight. If you were only strong enough, you could take what you liked. There was no religion, no law, no morality  these were all shams; the only right was might. From that moment he set to work craftily to train himself to be a conqueror.

It will be seen that in Frank Cowperwood Mr. Dreiser has conceived the monstrous character of a brutally modern type  that of a man who in a former age would have been a mercenary or a pirate, but who to-day enters the walks of lawless finance; a man whose single good quality is his indomitable defiance in opposing himself to the ink-bags of all the human squids.

The Financier is a book which it is as easy to undervalue as it is to overestimate. Lacking for the most part in either ingenuity or brilliancy, it is a work of immense area, contrived with appalling patience. Here is a man, we are told, who, starting penniless, amassed a fortune before he was thirty. Mr. Dreiser is not content with giving us this information: he insists on piloting us through a jungle of statistical intricacies, showing how the wealth was acquired.

This riding tortoise-back into the realms of money-getting makes the story plausible but the reader tired. The details, which create the effect of reality, are piled so high that they shut out the light. More interesting than the acquiring of wealth is the spending of it  and this is treated with disproportionate brevity.

So long as Frank Cowperwood fights with the lobsters against the squids he succeeds in his desires; but at last, by an act of fatal treachery, he makes an enemy of a lobster stronger than himself. His chief benefactor is a Philadelphia politician, Butler, who has a daughter, Aileen. Cowperwood is married and the father of two children, but he acknowledges no moral law higher than his own power to attain. He falls dishonorably in love with Aileen. At the time of the panic, brought about by the Chicago fire, he finds his fortune endangered and goes to Butler for financial backing. Butler has secretly discovered his daughters disgrace and uses his influence to smash Cowperwood, with the result that Cowperwood goes to jail. boy, run over and tell the editor that Id like my scissors, if hes got done editin the paper. Gentleman waitin for a hair-cut.

There are many things about this book which promise the elements of greatness: its splendid industry; its unabashed sincerity; its mirror-like portrayal of a certain phase of national life. But the elements of greatness never come together to produce greatness. The foliage of unnecessary detail obscures the trees  and one misses the spiritual perception which raises even selfish men into magnanimity in periods of crisis. The Civil War was being waged during the early years of Cowperwoods career; all he saw in the national calamity was an opportunity to make more money. The squid and lobster theory of the universe is all very well, but even among the lobsters there are seasons when life becomes too poignant and the theory is set aside.


From: The Bookman, V. 38, November 1913, p.277

Chicago in Fiction  Part One (excerpt)



By Floyd Dell

One writer who is always definite about places is Theodore Dreiser, whose novel, Sister Carrie, is in part laid in Chicago. There is no difficulty about finding the place where Carrie lived with Drouet, nor the little theatre, only a few blocks away, where she made her first appearance on the stage. To one who is interested in placing the scenes of his favourite novels, this trait of Mr. Dreisers comes as an enormous relief, after the vagueness of certain other writers. Mr. Dreiser is as alive as anybody to the spiritual drama, but he never forgets that the external conditions are a part of that spiritual drama. One stands on Ogden Avenue looking up at that grey stone-faced house fronting on Union Park, or a little farther east at Madison and Throop Streets, at the Waverley Theatre, now turned into a livery stable  and the life of Sister Carrie, that life with its curious twists and turns and the gradually revealed hardness of the girls soul by which she copes with it, become vivid realities.


From: The Bookman, December 1913, V. 38, p.375-376

Chicago in Fiction  Part Two (excerpt)



By Floyd Dell

But definite as Mr. Dreiser is in his presentation of scenes, he, too, gives us in Sister Carrie a general sense of Chicago the city. Only it is a less sociological, more human conception of the city. And it isnt Mr. Dreisers Chicago  it is Sister Carries: the Chicago of all the Sister Carries who come up from little Indiana and Iowa towns, ignorant and adventurous, at the mercy of their new environment, and yet capable of making some sort of terms with life no matter in what guise it presents itself to them.

There is a Chicago that lives in the minds and imaginations of young people all through the Middle West, a Chicago that exists by virtue of their aspiration and their need, and that begins to die with their first sight of the town. It lives perhaps most in the moment of leave-taking, of departure from the little Indiana or Iowa home. It is this Chicago which Mr. Dreiser has suggested in the first paragraph of his novel:



When Caroline Meeber boarded the after. noon train for Chicago her total outfit consisted of a small trunk, a cheap, imitation alligator skin satchel, a small lunch in a pepper-box, and a yellow leather snap-purse containing her ticket, a scrap of paper with her sisters address in West Van Buren Street and four dollars in money. It was in August, 1889. She was eighteen years of age, bright, timid and full of the illusions of ignorance and youth. Whatever touch of regret at parting characterised her thoughts, it was certainly not for advantages now given up. A gush of tears at her mothers farewell kiss, a touch in her throat when the cars clacked by the flour mill where her father worked by the day, a pathetic, sigh as the familiar green environs of the village passed in review, and the threads which bound her so lightly to girlhood and home were irretrievably broken.



It is thus that young people come to Chicago. The train nears the city: To the child, the genius with imagination, or the wholly untravelled, the approach to a great city for the first time is a wonderful thing. Particularly if it be evening  that mystic period between the glare and gloom of the world when life is changing from one sphere or condition to another. Ah, the promise of the night…Though all humanity be still enclosed in the shops, the thrill runs abroad. It is in the air. The dullest feel something which they may not always express or describe. It is the lifting of the burden of toil.

She goes to her first home in Chicago. Minnies flat, as the one-floor resident apartments were then being called, was in a part of West Van Buren Street inhabited by families of labourers and clerks, men who had come, and were still coming, at the rate of fifty thousand a year. It was on the third floor, the front windows looking down into the street, where, at night, the lights of grocery stores were shining and children were playing. To Carrie, the sound of the little bells upon the horse cars, as they tinkled in and out of hearing, was as pleasing as it was novel. She gazed out into the lighted streets when Minnie brought her into the front room, and wondered at the sounds, the movement, the murmur of the vast city which stretched for miles and miles in every direction.

In a word, it is the poetry of Chicago that we have in Sister Carrie. And she passes out of the life of the town before there is opportunity for us to see, through her eyes, the colours and contours of any part of Chicago as they appear to the eyes of one who has been made a real part of them.


From: The Delineator, V. 81, No. 3, March 1913, p.206

What are You Reading

The Financier



By James Shelley Hamilton

A story of a man who became convinced when a small boy that only the strong are fit to survive, and that they prove their strength and fitness by devouring the weak. On this biological doctrine he pinned his faith, and built himself a career according to its principles. The kind of Success he was after he got, until he ran into another man of his own kind who was even stronger than he. The story is very Painstaking in its accumulation of detail, and very long. It is a splendid example of careful realism direct. by a theory which results in the Semblance without any of the thrill of life. Mr. Dreisers books have been received by many people, particularly in England, as some of the most important American fiction now being written. The Financier is his most ambitious novel so far.


From: The Independent, V. 76, December 11, 1913, p.507-508

A Holiday Trip into the Land of Books (excerpt)



By Charles E. Hesselgrave

A Traveler at 40. What an enticing title! We respond with avidity to the thought of wandering over seas with one old enough to perceive the essentials of culture and disentangle them from the complexity of the passing show, and yet not so old as to have dulled the edge of his enjoyment and interest in the follies and foibles of his fellow-creatures. But some disappointment awaits us on our first venture. Mr. Dreiser, indeed, gives us to understand that he is quite sophisticated, even if this is his first voyage across the Atlantic, and we are led to expect some shrewd observations on men, women and things. Altho he visits the familiar places of the tourist, his related experiences are not those usually recorded. Many of them, we are bound to say, are not worth recording. In his struggle to achieve the unconventional he often falls into the insignificant or wallows in the unsavory. As the reader follows the photographic descriptions of the authors doings and feelings, he is struck by the incoherency and lack of point in the detached scenes and impressions. There is no subtle integration thru the touch of strong personality, of idealism, of interpretation in the light of some worthy philosophy of life. The straining for effect has vitiated the judgment and destroyed the perspective, while the book is full of valuable crude materials. We fare much better under the pilotage of another novelist. Mr. Arnold Bennett. A far different atmosphere prevails in his equally realistic sketches of Paris Nights and Other Impressions of Places and People. He, too, takes us the round from Paris to the Riviera, to Italy, London and Provincial England. There is everywhere in his writing a certain freshness of view and vigor of expression. Whether it be in a discussion of the Russian ballet or in a meditation on war, in a description of the forest of Fontainebleau or in a picture of the miners of the English Midlands, we are sure to feel the impulse of the artist and the suggestiveness of the keen and sympathetic observer of life. While Mr. Bennett can interest his readers in a mountain climb or peradventure in hotel architecture and equipment, he inspires warmer enthusiasm when he writes on social themes and especially when he draws his intimate portraits of life in rural England. Both Mr. Bennett and Mr. Dreiser have been fortunate in having their books appropriately illustrated by lively sketches from the hands of well known artists.


From: The Argonaut, V. 72, No. 1870, January 25, 1913, p.58

The Latest Books

The Financier



Before estimating the ethical values of Mr. Dreisers latest novel  indeed of any of his novels  it is well to  discriminate between successful ambitions and happiness. After all it is happiness that we are all looking for. The attainment of ambitions may seem the most desirable road to happiness, but shall we rightly ascribe success to him whose ambitions are triumphant, but who finds that they do not lead to happiness? It is significant of much of Mr. Dreisers work that his heroes get everything they want except happiness. They win money, power, and the love of women in unstinted quantities. But they leave the stage with downcast faces, drearily, and to slow music.

This is true of Frank Cowperwood, hero of The Financier. He is force personified. His morality is the business conventions of the day, no more. He makes a fortune, loses, it, goes to jail, recoups himself, and settles in the West. He once saw a lobster devour a squid, methodically, remorselessly. He determines to be the lobster and the business world his squid. He succeeds because he is efficient and because he absorbs or destroys every inefficiency in his path. When he meets Aileen Butler he absorbs her, too, however willing a victim she may have been. He has a wife already, but what of that? Cowperwood and Aileen are wholly conscienceless, knowing no law but their own desires, no restraint but the public censure that is bad business. Unthinkingly we may say that we have here a type of success and a map of the roads that lead to success. That will be true enough, but we may still ask if success is an end in itself, or merely a means to happiness. For certainly Cowperwood is not happy. Nor is Aileen. Nature has given them everything they asked of her, but they are left to find that happiness is not included in this prodigality of attainments. They have confused the means with the end.

Mr. Dreiser writes much as one would write a private diary, careless of style, and with a tendency to disquisitions upon things that do not matter. He seems anxious to formulate an ethical idea and to state it succinctly, but without a clear idea of what it is or enthusiasm in its defense. But the ethical idea is in the story itself. It is the disillusionment that follows success. His last chapter leaves us with a sense of the pity of it all, the futility of the efforts even of Titans who win the whole world and lose their own souls.


From: The Nation, V. 97, No. 2529, December 18, 1913, p.591-592

Literature

A Traveller at Forty



For various reasons, Mr. Dreisers grand tour was postponed beyond the fame of three novels and the age of forty. It is an age at which, without much abatement of enthusiasm, open-mindedness begins to be possible, and understanding is quickened by a sense of the swiftness of the years. As to open-mindedness, it was already Mr. Dreisers forte, and the trip gave him abundant opportunity to open his mind still further. In England and France he was personally conducted by an admirable gastronome and manager-general. Except when he slipped the noose, Mr. Dreiser was chiefly limited to disillusioned England and dissolute France. In Italy, Switzerland, Germany, and Holland he went his own gait and took his impressions a little easier.

In the pursuit of knowledge Mr. Dreiser showed enterprise. His London contacts were carefully arranged, but he managed to quiz a street-walker on his own account. At Paris such investigations were naturally part of the programme. Into all his observations Mr. Dreiser carries a keen, quiet curiosity that is pretty close to sympathy. There is an odd reverence about what can only be described as prying tactics. The style is fumbling and uneven, glancing at things, quitting them, and returning for a new try. The dialogues, which might irreverently be called heart to heart talks, are of a queer baldness and rawness. We have to do with either the complete absence of literary technique or with a rather special technique which is hard to classify. Since the chapters are undeniably interesting and the passing people often vivid, the effect obtained with the hesitant, half-nonchalant manner which is familiar to readers of Sister Carrie, we may suppose that a special technique is involved.

As a matter of fact, we have to do with an attitude and a style allied to Russian realism. Absence of prepossession, desire to move with the material. an almost mystical respect for all expressions of temperament  one who has these qualities in high degree may hope to achieve a myopic humanitarianism. This, indeed, is Mr. Dreisers personal note. He adores temperament in all its phases. A hot-headed and violent labor leader is admirable, so is a winsome degenerate of the Paris cafes. Temperament he will have, if only retrospectively. How otherwise explain the lugging in of Lucrezia Borgia at many pages of length?

Now, this kind of myopic humanitarianism makes an excellent observer for certain men and matters. It would be hard to make more of Parisian cafe life than Mr. Dreiser has made. There is just the right blend of sympathy, with detachment. Most chroniclers of the theme are cynical  which Mr. Dreiser never is  or sentimentally fulsome, or morally scornful.

But certain visions, rather worth while in their way, are denied to the myopic humanitarian. So far as knowing the France that was and is the fertile mother of great ideas, the new Helias of the world of letters, Mr. Dreiser might just as well have stuck to Broadway. Again, his notion of the great art patrons of Florence is that they were ambitious, struggling, vain~ glorious men. The element of taste and discipline that made these patrons true fellows of the great artists is ignored, for the sake, of course, of a fuller display of temperament. In short, distinction of any sort, especially intellectual distinction, eludes this sort of approach. Distinction is not casual, and may not be casually apprehended.

Mr. Dreiser, both in his novels and in these travel sketches, is perhaps quite logically the foe of distinction, except in its aberrations. Distinction means hardness and discipline, restraint of temperament. Too much distinction would destroy utterly Mr. Dreisers favorite world: For resolving the undistinguished flux into its palpitating human elements he has a rare gift. If he is less than the great Russians whom he recalls, it is because of smaller moral grasp. His readings of life stop at a sense of flux and a ready compassion. His subjects are chosen as fluid and pathetic. Of humor there is nothing in him, and next to nothing of philosophy. The less meaning there is in a person or an incident, the better he treats it. He prefers it should have no meaning. Let it be a casual reverberation of temperament, and for his purposes it is all the better.

It is a peculiar art, for the artist is both in and out of his material; difficult to locate. That the art has an odd fascination, almost hypnotic in its way, is undeniable. Yet the perusal of this singularly open-minded book awakens in at least one reader a keen desire for prejudice, conviction, point of view. All narrow stable sentiments gain a new impressiveness after sufficient reading of Mr. Dreisers patient, languid phrases. Why are Mr. Glackenss illustrations so refreshing in the setting of Mr. Dreisers prose? Because they have sardonic humor, are brusque and superior. Their incisive, prejudiced touch leaves Mr. Dreisers universal sympathy with a maundering aspect. The word is too harsh, but it does emphasize both the quality and the defect of his point of view, and naturally of his literary procedure.


From: The Smart Set, V. 39, No. 5, January 1913, p.153-158

Again the Busy Fictioneers

By H. L. Mencken

If H. G. Wells, the Englishman, had as firm a grip upon character and situation as Theodore Dreiser, the American; and if Theodore Dreiser, the American, had half the humor and a third of the feeling for phrase and climax of H. G. Wells, the Englishman  well, if any such exchange or compromise of talents were possible, or better still, if one of the two men could monopolize the talents of both, then we should have a very excellent novelist indeed.

As it is, we must thank the devil and his angels for what we have got. Dreiser may move along at times with the slowness and ineptness of a hippopotamus, bogged in morasses of parts of speech, stumbling over his own feet, but, after all, he gets somewhere, he achieves something; he produces, in the end, a genuine novel, which means a genuine description and interpretation of life as human beings are living it in the world. And Wells, for all his flightiness, his lingering extravagances and his occasional debauch of writing for mere writings sake, is still a first rate journeyman fictioneer, with more to say in one volume than Arnold Bennett has to say in four.

In brief, both men rise superior to their defects, despite the fact that those defects are numerous and insistent. Say what you will against Dreiser, you must always admit at last that no other living American has done anything better, taking it by and large, than Sister -Carrie; and say what you will against Wells, you must always come to the confession that such things as TonoBungay, Ann Veronica and The New Machiavelli do not belong to the common run of fiction, with its puny amours, its rubber stamp rhetoric and its brummagem philosophy, but to a higher and rarer class of books, to which all too few contributions are made in these facile and platitudinous days.

If you ask me whether I think Dreiser is a better novelist than Howells, I answer you discreetly that Dreiser never giggles, and so leave you to work it out for yourself. And if you ask me if Wells is better than Hardy or George Moore or Conrad or Henry James, I make- answer that Hardy is too ancient a man to be brought into such disputations, and that Moore and Conrad are no more Englishmen than Gabrielle DAnnunzio, and that Henry James, though undoubtedly as English as Trafalgar Square, if choice counts for more than birth, has not written in the actual tongue of England since the time of the Homestead riots. Thus I avoid vain comparisons and rob you of your show. But meanwhile I advise you earnestly to read both Wells and Dreiser, and in particular to read the books that they will write and print hereafter. Whatever they are today, it is ten to one that they will be vastly better tomorrow, and upon that wager I stake my hide, my millions and my sacred honor.

So we come to marriage, Wellss latest (Duffield), and there we find him both at his best and at his worst. Nothing he has ever done is more vivid and searching than his account of the meeting and marriage of Marjorie Pope and young Dr. Richard Godwin Trafford, with the attendant acts of sacrifice, perfidy and chicane; nor has he ever drawn more lively figures than these two, the one a red-haired college girl of defective morals, the other a molecular physicist with the scientific passion of a Darwin, the amorous romanticism of an American business man and the good looks of a London actor-manager. Marjorie is engaged to Mr. Magnet, a rich and eminent humorist, at the time Trafford crosses her path (or rather falls into her path, for he tumbles into her fathers garden from an aeroplane), but it is instantly apparent that Magnet is done for. Three or four days later Trafford and Marjorie meet in the Pope garden by moonlight, and there tumble into each others arms with glad hearts and not the slightest sense of either treason to Magnet or offense to Mrs. Grundy. Papa Pope finds them in a sort of swoon of joy, and gives Trafford a belt over the head. Three months later they elope.

So far, so good. Not only Marjorie and Trafford themselves, but also the minor characters of the tale are sketched in with sure and eloquent strokes  Magnet, the great humorist, with his feeble facetiousness and his Philistine pruderies; Papa Pope, the fireside bully, with his vapid rages, his numskull adventures in the stock market and his firm faith that the world is going to the devil; Mamma Pope, his weak and battered mate; the patient, believing mother of Trafford; the lesser Popes; Solomonson, the Jew; Aunt Plessington, the merciless altruist; Uncle Hubert, her husband, secretary and valet. All of those folks have the blood of life in them. Old Pope, true enough, comes close to the conventional heavy father more than once, but always, at the last moment, he is given a fillip which makes him alive again. And so with Aunt Plessington. Now and then she seems to be stiffening into a dummy of farce, but the author never fails to come to her aid in time.

What is more, a colorful and realistic background is provided for the show. Nothing, indeed, could be more incisive and amusing than Wellss description of that great welter of movements and reforms in which such persons as Aunt Plessington waste their fives. He knows the species, I dare say, at first hand, and he is acutely conscious of every fallacy in its reasoning, of every admixture of social and political poppycock, of every pathetic grotesquerie behind its unquestionable earnestness. Again, he gives us magnificent writing when he sets out to contrast the muddled thinking of the average Englishman, and particularly of the average English politician, with the clear, biting thinking of such a man as Trafford. I wish I could quote from his discussion of these differences, but my space is too short. All I may do is to call your attention to the fact that in this department, wherein nine novelists out of ten fail wholly, Wells does his very best work. His characters, in brief, are not mere beings in vacuo, like the bisque gods and goddesses of the best sellers, but creatures who take color and substance from a definite and elaborately worked-out environment, and respond to every change in it, and project their personalities into it, and so have rank as indubitable mammals.

But the story that is thus begun so adroitly and carried on with such resource and skill goes to pieces, alas, before it ends. The first few years of the Traffords marriage remain credible enough. Trafford, the honeymoon behind him, throws himself whole-heartedly into his work, and Marjorie essays housekeeping and motherhood upon his modest stipend. But a streak of recklessness is in her, and it soon shows itself. A beautiful present appeals to her with ten times the vigor of a secure future. She outruns her allowance, debts pile up, Trafford is forced into degrading drudgery to make both ends meet. Bit by bit the situation grows worse. Traffords one hope of honorable escape is by way of sustained and brilliant work, with an F. R. S. and a well paid professorship following after; but it is just this sustained and brilliant work that becomes more and more difficult, and finally downright impossible. Doubts and qualms overtake him: perhaps he is asking too much of a young and much alive girl. What right has he to condemn her to the narrowness and stinting of a pundits life? In the end  who knows?  he may fail, after all, and then their youth will be gone, and their chance of happiness with it. Of a sudden he makes up his mind. He has invented a method of producing rubber artificially, and Solomonson, the Jew, is badgering him unmercifully to turn it into millions. He yields to Solomonson  and to Marjorie. In five years he is a rich and idle man, and Marjorie is one of the rising hostesses of London, up to her eyes in movements and reforms, the envy of Aunt Plessington, the center of a brilliant and ever widening circle.

But all this, alackaday, is tragedy to Trafford, and tragedy, too, to Mr. Wellss novel. Trafford grows moody, unrestful, occupationless. The impulse to track down facts is still within him; he yearns for his old, bare laboratory, his microscopes and test tubes, the solitary labor of the savant. But a trial shows him that he has lost form, no doubt beyond remedy. Five years in the world have spoiled him for science. What to do? He decides to devote himself to some great work for his fellow men, preferably some obscure and thankless work. But what? He must go somewhere and think it over, somewhere far from London. Labrador suggests itself vaguely; he has been struck by some travelers tale of its great spaces and its loneliness. His first plan, of course, is to go alone; one of his chief objects, indeed, is to get away from Marjorie. But she elects herself his companion and nurse and they sail together. Far in the wilderness they make their camp, preparing for the long arctic winter. And there, fighting outrageous nature together, sitting around their campfire, smoking the same pipe, they  

But I leave the rest to your curiosity, for it is here that marriage, as it were, loses its mainsail and begins to stagger in the gale. The reality of the thing vanishes; the typical becomes the unique and incredible; a golden fog of fantasy settles down. I am not saying that these scenes are not well done; all I am saying is that they do not belong to the scenes that have gone before. Starting out to depict the stresses and storms of a modern marriage, under the complex but none the less orderly and understandable conditions of civilization, Wells proceeds gaily to convert it into marriage of the Stone Age. And so, as I have said, his book goes to pieces. When Trafford makes his million there are the first hints of disaster; when he and Marjorie sail from Liverpool the wreck is complete. Wells, I dare say, will get over that weakness for the bizarre and extravagant in the course of time, but so far he has not been able to shake it off. The shadow of The War of the Worlds and The First Men in the Moon hangs over all the novels of his later and better manner.

You remember, no doubt, the airship flight in Tono-Bungay, almost a commonplace today, but still wholly fantastic then. Such habits, however, wear themselves out. On some happy tomorrow Wells will forget at last that he was once the English Jules Verne. When that day comes I havent the slightest doubt whatever that he will write a novel that will give him a secure place among the greater English novelists of the twentieth century. No man writing today understands the spirit of that century better, and no man is a more accomplished master of written speech.

The Dreiser novel is the Financier (Harper), and like Marriage it is full of the characteristic faults of the author. The character of Frank Cowperwood, the financier, is not revealed by brilliant flashes, but by the slow and laborious accumulation of detail. What is more, the background is made visible and comprehensible in the same onerous and indefatigable manner. When Cowperwood builds and furnishes a house, the chief rooms in it are described with such care that scarcely a chair is overlooked. And when Cowperwood, mixing politics and finance, comes a sad cropper, and is haled into the law courts to answer for his crimes, we get a minute analysis of the process of justice, beginning with an account of the political obligations of the judge and district attorney, proceeding to a consideration of the habits of mind of the twelve jurymen, and ending with a summary of the majority and minority opinions of the court of appeals, and a discussion of the motives, ideals, traditions, prejudices, sympathies and chicaneries behind them.

Do I say faults? Faults is not the word. Rather say methods and let it go. This is the way that Dreiser chooses to write; and say what you will against it and against him for choosing it, you must always admit that he keeps his story unflaggingly interesting from start to finish, that he thinks out his characters to six places of decimals, that nothing worth knowing about them is ever forgotten or glossed over or wrongly estimated, and that he achieves in the end an illusion so nearly perfect that it is almost uncanny.

The Financier, it appears, for all its 780 pages, is merely the first volume of an elaborate history of Cowperwood; and Cowperwood, one soon senses, is meant to be a typical specimen of the American money baron, in his lordlier and more soaring incarnations. Note that I say money baron, and not hog baron or guano baron. The fellow, in brief, is of the highest aristocracy of wealth, an aristocracy which shades off, without material change, into all other aristocracies. Even money itself is too dirty for him: he confines himself to its cleaner symbols, stocks and bonds. And all he wants of those symbols is the power that goes with them  power to make lesser men do his bidding, power to surround himself with rare and beautiful things, power to amuse himself as he likes with women, power to defy and nullify the laws made for numskulls and weaklings. This, indeed, is the secret of the man: you must think of him as a sort of amalgam of revolutionist and voluptuary, a highly civilized Lorenzo the Magnificent, a man who would not hesitate two minutes about seducing a saint, but would turn sick at the thought of harming a child, even his own.

Naturally enough, there are breakers ahead for such an iconoclast in the Philadelphia of war time and the seventies, for that is the background against which he stands in this volume. On the one hand his quick thinking, his ruthlessness and his clearness of purpose give him great advantages over the old time bankers of the town, with their church pews and their side whiskers, and even over the rising school of political looters and bribers; but on the other hand he is just a bit too swift, financially and morally, for the procession. Old Edward Malia Butler, the rich political contractor, is the man who finally brings him down. Butler has a reason not wholly impersonal and patriotic: Cowperwood, with astounding impudence, has debauched his daughter under his very nose. So the old warhorse of graft goes snorting to the courts, and the young Napoleon of the Stock Exchange goes unrepentant to prison, brought virtuously to book, with all the solemn mountebankery of the law, for helping the City Treasurer to tap the city treasury. This brings us nearly to the end of the first canto of the Cowperwoodiad. When our hero emerges, the Black Friday of 1873 is impending, limitless in opportunity for thrifty souls, and when it comes he makes a million in four hours. Soon afterward, his wife divorced (I forgot to tell you about his wife), he and Aileen Butler set out for Chicago. The real theater of his high deeds, it appears, will be the Babylon by the lake, where all that is most foul in American life is side by side with all that is most hopeful and healthy and clean.

Thus the mere story, reduced here to somewhat misleading elementals. The virtue of it, as I have said, lies not so much in the way it is accomplished as in the thing accomplished. An enormously complex process, the interaction of crooked politics and crookeder finance is made clear, dramatic, fascinating. Cowperwood himself, the principal figure, stands out in the round, comprehensible, appealing, alive. And all the others, in their lesser measures, are done as well  the pale wife of this relentless male: Aileen Butler, his mistress; his doddering and eternally amazed old father; his old-fashioned, stupid mother; Stener, the City Treasurer, a dishrag in the face of danger; and old Edward Malia Butler, that barbarian in a boiled shirt, with his Homeric hatred and his broken heart. Particularly Old Butler. The years pass and he must be killed and buried, but not many readers of the book will soon forget him. Dreiser is at his best when he deals with old men. You remember, of course, Jennies father in Jennie Gerhardt, always in the background, as penny wise as an ancient crow, trotting to his Lutheran church, so pathetically ill used by the world he never understands. Well, Butler is another such, vastly different in all externals, but the same dismayed, helpless and heartbroken old man. What will Dreiser make of Cowperwood at sixty? In the next book of the history we shall find out.

So goes space, and books without numbers remain. Among them, too, are many that you cant afford to miss. For example, Mrs. Lancelot, by Maurice Hewlett (Century Co.), an amazingly lively and entertaining tale of pre-Victorian days, with the Great Duke Himself (whoever he may have been) for its chief personage. Young Charles Lancelot, of the Treasury, marries Georgiana Strangways for love, and then dangles her before the Duke in the hope of getting on thereby. A dangerous, and even caddish business, for the Duke is a great devourer of such confectionery, but somehow one feels that Charles is far more the fool than the scoundrel. As for the Duke, he is bagged at once. Charles becomes his private secretary. Then he proceeds, with considerable dignity, to notify Georgiana that he is ready to accept her favors. Alas, for the Duke  Georgiana is not that sort of a girl. What is more, she convinces him, against all his experience of the world and the fair, that she isnt, and so he kisses her hand, pats her head and assures her of his distinguished and eternal consideration. And he is as good as his word, for when Georgiana presently falls in love with Gervaise Poore, the passionate poet, it is the Duke who helps her to elope, and the Duke who convinces Charles that it would be ungentlemanly to drag her back.

Altogether an excellent story, written bouncingly and ingratiatingly. The Duke cuts a capital figure in it. and Georgiana is a sentimental Georgian heroine to the life, and Charles and Poore, each in his separate way, are astonishing and delightful lovers ad absurdum. No man, indeed, knows how to do a fantastic comedy of this sort better than Mr. Hewlett, whether the scene be Italy of the Renaissance or modern England. He can be whimsical and tender, as in The Forest Lovers and The Fool Errant, and again he can strike authentically the sonorous Rabelaisian note, the note of loud, profane, heroic laughter, as in The Song of Renny and Brazenhead the Great. I am aware of no fictioneer of the second rank who gives a better show for the money. If you are for the bitter problems of the world, you had better go to some other booth, but if the mood of joy is upon you, and you itch for an hour or two of light romance, allegro in tempo, prodigal in coloring and with a sly and searching humor in every line of it, then my advice is that you look for the sign of Hewlett

Another blithe and amusing fellow, but with a shade more sentiment than the aforesaid and a shade less heartiness, is William J. Locke, whose current offering is the Joyous Adventures Of Aristide Pujol {Lane). All Locke heroes, of course, have much in common: they are all hopelessly out of sympathy with the money grubbing habits of the world; they are all blessed with unearthly and useless talents, such as speaking Walloon or playing the viol di gamba; and they all, or nearly all, pass from the stage with baroque and anachronistic brides on their arms. Aristide Pujol runs true to type. He is a peasants son from Aigues-Mortes-sur-Mediterranee, polished by many wanderings through France and England, a teacher of languages, a seller of pills for the ague, a guide for American schoolmarms in Paris, a builder of magnificent and mythical hotels, a boomer of obscure watering places, an amateur detective, particeps criminis in chicaneries with forged masterpieces, a field agent for dealers in Provencal wines. We follow him here through nine incredible adventures. Once we see him saving the face and meal ticket of a suspected wife; again we see him restoring romance to the life of a wife neglected and forlorn; a third time he is rescuing an abandoned baby from the roadside and essaying to bring it up by the bottle; yet again, he is involved appallingly in the farcical amours of a provincial maire; finally, he storms and takes the heart of Miss Anne Honeywood, whose golden wedding day will see her nearly a centenarian. Nimble, jocund tales, wholly impossible but wholly delectable.

Three books of small town sketches, and all with humor to the fore. Whether A Bit o Silence, by Helen Hill McWilliams {McDowell), is fact or fiction I cant tell you. Maybe it is a mixture of both. But however it may be, it presents an extremely lively picture of the people of a small suburban town, with their endless card parties, their virtuous flirtations and their innumerable progeny. The thing has no visible plan, it simply rambles on light-heartedly for page after page. But the net impression I carry away from it is that of a group of very real folks, healthy, happy and kind of heart  rather Philistines, perhaps, with The Rosary on their pianos and the works of Robert W. Chambers on their bookshelves, but still honest men and good women, and typical of the best stock left in this conquered land. The sunshine Sketches of Stephen Leacock {Lane) take us to Mariposa, a one-horse town of the Canadian hinterland, and reveal to us a humorist well worth better acquaintance. Here, indeed, are half a dozen character pieces of very high quality, always pushing close to the brink of burlesque, but always hauled back in time. Good stuff, too, is in zebedee V, by Edith Barnard Delano {Small-Maynard), which essays to limn the hinds and hindesses of a Maryland village  not a village of the Black Belt, rotting in the sun, but one in the upper tier of counties, wholly un-Southern in habit and tradition. Here again we are. always close to frank burlesque, and never quite go over. I recommend all three books. They are unpretentious and friendly and human.

The Lost World, by A. Conan Doyle {Doran), removes the bad taste left by the authors last volume of second rate short stories. It is a tale of an expedition into the wilds of South America, to a lost land of ape-men and prehistoric monsters, and it is written with captivating plausibility and ingenuity. Moreover, it presents a character novel and fascinating, Professor G. E. Challenger, to wit, a veritable rhinoceros of science, bowling over all lesser men like so many ninepins and floundering his way magnificently to fame. Not since his Sherlock Holmes days has Doyle given us anything so boldly conceived or so well written. Another thriller of parts is hells Playground, by Ida Vera Simonton {Moffat-Yard), a chronicle of white men run amuck and gone to the devil in tropical Africa. The author shows inexperience in every line: whenever she faces a genuine situation she spoils it by overwriting it, and the whole thing is messy with sentimentality. But for all that, there is plenty of evidence of a first hand knowledge of Africa in it, and so the facts it presents are very interesting, whatever the deficiencies of the romance. Read it as a commentary upon Joseph Conrads Heart of Darkness, and perhaps even Heart of Darkness will gain something.

Finally, there is object: Matrimony, by Montague Glass {Doubleday-Page), a thin little reprint of one of the best comic stories of our time. object: Matrimony first appeared in a weekly periodical in the midst of the Potash and Perlmutter series, but the famous cloak manufacturers do not figure in it. It tells the story of Philip Margoliuss courting of Miss Birdie Goldblatt, and of the dramatic and laudable manner in which Mr. Henry Feigenbaum, of Pennsylvania, was plucked from his celibate cell by Miss Birdies sister, the mustached but talented Miss Fanny. You remember it, of course. It is an almost perfect piece of humorous writing, a little masterpiece. Myself, I wouldnt trade it for the best of O. Henry.


From: The Atlantic Monthly, V. 111, May 1913, p.689-691

Recent Reflections of a Novel Reader (excerpt)



… A little later the novel of achievement, of the material activities of men, began to come into its reward. Here lies the future stronghold of the American novelist. There is bound to be a movement in literature reflecting our material expansion and commensurate with it. The most noteworthy novel of the winter, Theodore Dreisers The Financier lies wholly in this field.

The Financier is an imposing book, both in intention and execution. If it resembles a biography more than a work of art, that, doubtless, is an aspect of the matter with which the author deliberately reckoned before he began. The critic is entitled to ignore it in view of Mr. Dreisers success in presenting an intimate picture of the development of a man of financial genius whose kind is only too common in America. Should the type become extinct (Heaven speed the day!) and the novel survive, our descendants will have in it the means of reconstructing for themselves the business life and immorality of a whole period.

The book details with endless particularity, but forcefully, the character and career of Frank Cowperwood, a Philadelphia boy: his rise in the financial world, his rocket-like descent to the status of a convict, and the means by which he, later, recoups his fallen fortunes. The picture includes his business associates, alleged friends, entire family connection, and the family of the girl whom he finally marries after a long liaison, wrecking a first marriage. The author has all these threads of his tapestry well in hand, and no less clear is his presentation of the ins and outs of Philadelphia politics, and the opportunities they afforded for unscrupulous money-making. So painstaking, so lavish of detail, so determined to cover the large canvas closely, is he, that he seems to propose to himself the feats of an American Balzac. If this is the case, he has made a good beginning and is alone in a field that is ready for harvest.

Perhaps the most extraordinary quality of this unusual book is the dryness of its atmosphere. We are reminded of those caverns where nothing ever decays, where all dead things lie mummified, retaining the outward aspect of life for centuries. This effect is, in part, intentional. I do not make out to my own satisfaction whether it is wholly so. Certainly Mr. Dreiser wishes us to feel the extreme aridity of nature in a man like Cowperwood, who sees life under the categories of strength and weakness, and in no other way; certainly also it is hardly possible to overestimate the desiccating effect of absolute materialism in a man of his ability; doubtless, too, the environment and relations of such a man would inevitably tend to grow more and more arid. Still, one would like to ask the author if, as a matter of technique, this juicelessness of the money-maker might not have been brought out more poignantly by the introduction into the book of somebody with a soul  somebody, that is to say, who sees our existence under the categories of good and evil, right and wrong. This is the chief thing that gives atmosphere and perspective to life. Lust and greed, the pride of the flesh and the joy of life, are not shown in their proper values unless they are contrasted with something quite different. This something different, the spirit-side of life as opposed to the material side, is wholly omitted from The Financier. As the book stands, the part of foil is played by a hard-headed old contractor and politician, the father of the girl with whom Cowperwood becomes entangled. Butler is a soft-hearted parent, and is sufficiently shocked and vindictive on learning of the illicit relation in which his daughter exults. He is more nearly human than any other character of the tale, but even he fails really to touch the reader.

Since the death of Frank Norris, no American novelist has attempted anything on the scale of The Financier. Far apart in temperament and method, the two writers are alike in the resolution to do a big thing in a big way. For the novelist, I apprehend that the biggest way of all is one which is, as yet, closed to Mr. Dreiser by his philosophy. One must not be rash in formulating this philosophy, but it seems to be negative, to consist in the belief that life is an insoluble problem, and that the existence of predatory types in nature and society justifies us in indicting that dark Will which places man in a universe where his feet are in the trap of circumstance, his eyes are on an illusion.

Whatever the truth of such a philosophy, one thing is certain: the consensus of mens opinions through the centuries has demanded a different basis from this for the enduring things, the great things, in literature. And the long consensus of opinion is our only real criterion. But to quarrel with Mr. Dreiser upon this point is, after all, to praise him, since it makes clear the fact that his achievement must be looked at from the highest ground.

A mans philosophy is determined in part by his length of days. Knowing nothing as to the fact, I would place the author of The Financier near forty-three  too old for the optimism of youth, too young for the optimism of late middle life. If the horribly cold and insanely bitter realism of Strindberg melted at sixty, under the impact of life, into a believing mysticism, who can say what insight and tenderness, what softness of atmosphere and richness of feeling, a dozen years may not add to the already very notable performances of Mr. Dreiser?


From: Reedys Mirror, V. 27, No. 50, December 13, 1918, p.641

Dreisers Short Stories

I dont think Walt Whitman was a whit more American than Theodore Dreiser, nor in some respects a whit less naive. I knew Walts brother Jeff when he was water commissioner of St. Louis, and about the same time I used to talk with Jeff, or Tom as we knew him, Theodore Dreiser was working here on the Globe-Democrat, as a reporter. Theodore was a serious boy, bent on doing something big in letters. \Nell, he has done it in his novels. He does it something as Walt did his big things, by putting everything in. Theodore is un~ selective, but the man has a passion for life that does now and again fuse his oumnium gatherum into a life other than merely photographed fact. Dreiser piles up his facts until they sometimes glow as by spontaneous combustion from their-pressure upon one another. You may rage at Dreisers unmorality, at his unaesthetic or whatever, but he does give you great gobs of life and he puts pity and love into his work. Those are things that will save much worse work than his. I think Sister Carrie and Jenny Gerhardt are books of pity and of power and there are splendid splashes in The Titan and The Genius. So I find high merit in Free and Other Stories (Boni and Liveright, New York). If Free isnt a good story of marriage and its ennui I dont know a story when I see it, and if it isnt well done, with cumulative touches of ironic pathos, I have no conception of the writing art. The Lost Phoebe is a beautiful story of an old mans delusion and The Cruise of the Idlewild is a piece of humor that has tenderness in it too. Dreiser makes a shuddery tale of the lynching of Nigger Jeff and he transforms a man into an ant, with a great deal of the quality of the stuff we find in Henri Fabres books. A little tragedy of the commonplace in Old Rogaum and His Theresa comes out on the comedy side of the ledger, but it is good realism all the way through. There are social studies more ambitions in the book, if not so surely handled, but nothing in it is unworthy of the intense and painstaking Dreiser. The Story of Stories is the tale of a newspaper scoop in St. Louis, the hero being drawn from the late Red Galvin and the incident built up on the item about a lone bandit holding up a Missouri Pacific train and being reported by the state officials aboard the train as a whole robber band. It is a good newspaper story showing how the rough-neck reporter outwits a high-brow reporter in getting the captured bandits photograph. This book of short stories is not as good stuff as Dreisers plays of the natural and supernatural, but they are interesting chips from the workshop whence he has turned out big work and will turn out greater. For Dreiser, crude though some call him, has a devotion and desire to work that cannot fail of strong achievement. He may not strive for beauty as some interpret it, but he does strive for truth and  well, we all know what Keats has said of truth and beauty.


From: The American Review of Reviews, V. 49, No. 1, January 1914, p.119

Books of Travel and Description

At the age of forty Theodore Dreiser, author of at least three best sellers (Sister Carrie, Jennie Gerhardt, and The Financier), recently made his first trip abroad. The impact of the older continent on his direct, penetrating mind has resulted in a travel-book of an unusual sort, which Mr. Dreiser has entitled A Traveler at Forty. In this book, with a frankness and utter disregard of Mrs. Grundy that is at times almost disconcerting. Mr. Dreiser expresses his interest in commonplace things and with keen naiveté challenges all the conventions and accepted ideas. It is certainly a travel-book out of the ordinary and goes far to establish the verdict of an English critic upon Mr. Dreiser as the ablest living humanologist at work in the American field.


From: The Bellman, V. 16, No. 401, March 21, 1914, p.361

The Bellmans Book-Plate

Dreiser in Europe  Historic English Comedies (excerpt)



Theodore Dreiser, realistic novelist, has been to Europe. He has turned traveller in foreign parts at forty years of age. And as he is an interesting and a mature mind, which proposes to see things for itself, and, moreover, has a distinct standpoint from which to judge this vale of tears, his chronicle has a smack of its own, and is not the conventional personal reaction one would flee from at the announcement of another travel-book.

In the first place, Mr. Dreiser was induced to go by an English friend  a sort of country gentleman, bon vivant, and general sophisticated tooter; he is mostly in the picture, and one of the advantages of the Dreiser trip is that he stopped in Barfleurs country-house, and had him as companion at the cafés of Paris and the gaming tables of Monte Carlo.

Then, too, the author is a man of perfect independence, who likes what he likes, or contrariwise, quite aside from what he ought to like; St. Peters at Rome is not beautiful to him, and therefore he frankly says so; he thinks America distinctly ahead of various European lands in some of the essentials of civilization  but is equally outspoken with regard to our crudeness and haste in certain respects. The pleasantly egoistic way in which Dreiser chats along, together with the deft, familiar style, and the unconventional impressionism of the view, make one think of George Moore, and in fact there is something of the same charm in the present volume; true to his realist philosophy, nothing is too little, cheap or common for his scrutiny, and it is just this that makes the intimate tone of the record.

To this observer, life is a mystery, and rather a sad one; those who have read his Sister Carrie are acquainted with his attitude. As a result, the poverty and misery he saw abroad affected him fully as much as the beauty. The poor of England, for instance, impressed him as merging very well with the wet, dull climate.

Mr. Dreiser is not to be intimidated for a moment by any dictates of propriety as to his likings, as we observed; in Pisa he saw a statue of Umberto I, whereupon he breaks forth thus: The most amazing botch of a monument I ever saw in my life, a puffing, swelling, strutting representation, legs apart, whiskers rampant, an amazing cockade, all the details of a gaudy uniform, a breast like a pouter pigeon  outrageous! It was about twelve or thirteen times as large as an ordinary man and not more than twelve or fifteen feet from the ground. He looked like a gorgon, a monster to eat babies, ready to leap on you with loud cries. I thought, In heavens name, is this what Italy is coming to? How can it brook such an atrocity?

Once in a while it seems to occur to him that he should describe something because it is the proper thing to do; then he waxes commonplace. But he soon gets back to his own individualistic coign of vantage, and all is well again, and we are glad. He is a shrewd student of human nature, is Mr. Dreiser, and the chapter on The Artistic Temperament, recounting his experiences with a famous woman pianist in Germany, is one of the best in the book; we can all recognize the type, and Deutschland is just the right setting for it.

The merit of this book, then, lies in point of view, freshness of vision, naïve reaction to a stimulus which a large part of the human race has experienced already. It does not so much matter whether it be England, France, Germany or Holland that Dreiser is in, for his itinerary is conventional enough; but how it strikes him and who he is: therein one finds the attraction that keeps one reading, smiling, and saying to oneself: How true that is, or Why didnt I see that, too; or, He has a philosophy that colors all he sees, one not my own, but interesting none the less. Life, to him, though so largely gray and terrible, is yet a strangely alluring spectacle; he is a lover of it; be it remembered that one can give up life in the philosophical sense, while not giving it up at all in the practical. So is it with this author-observer; London sings in my ears, he declares, the fourth or fifth day after arrival; that is sufficient, you know at once that here is no jaded cicerone to conduct you on your way.

The publishers have aided and abetted the writer by making a sightly book; the numerous illustrations by Glackens are good, if you like them; when depicting panoramic effects, like the fine frontispiece of Piccadilly Circus, they are admirable; but in the frequent treatment of the human anatomy the artists impressionistico-realist bent betrays him into an utterly unnecessary, even grotesque, ugliness.


From: The Bookman, V. 39, June 1914, p.447

Summer-Time Fiction

The Titan



By Frederic Taber Cooper

Whatever value we may place upon Mr. Theodore Dreiser as a novelist, he is certainly not one whose works may be dismissed lightly. That he is tremendously in earnest, is obvious. That an amount of patient toil and endeavour goes into each and every one of his volumes is evidenced by the crowded detail, the tumultuous activity, the multitudinous sequence of episode, the whole effect of thronging humanity, the ceaseless storm and surge of existence. And yet, in his later books he fails to produce the effects that he secured by far simpler means years ago in Sister Carrie. There was no confusion of many characters and many incidents in that volume, no overcrowding of the canvas. It was all quite direct and elemental, and poignantly true. The reader took sides keenly, glowing hot and cold alternately, with the surge of personal sympathy,  because every character in the book was a personality, some one whom we could have loved or hated in real life in a frankly human fashion. The new volumes are vastly more elaborate: one feels that Mr. Dreiser has studied and toiled and striven, before reaching the minute understanding of business and finance, monopoly and graft that makes books like The Titan and The Financier read like the concentrated extract of a whole world of bribery and corruption. And yet, by the very force of iteration, the wearing action of endless repetition, they deaden their own effect; the sheer volume and extent of the detailed schemes pall upon us and leave us indifferent. In The Financier, it will be remembered that Cowperwood, Frank Algernon Cowperwood, having defied gods and men once too often, was borne down under the wreckage of his own vast schemes and landed for some thirteen months in the Eastern District Penitentiary in Philadelphia. The Titan takes up his subsequent career from the date of his release, witnesses his achievement of a fresh fortune, his removal to Chicago and his ambitious plans for effecting a consolidation of the city gas companies, with the ulterior design of controlling the monopoly himself. Incidentally, the volume is a detailed, minute and rather sordid secret life of a modern Don Juan. Cowperwood is not content to divorce his patient, longsuffering first wife and marry his mistress in her stead; but he seems temperamentally unable to look upon any woman without desire. Mr. Dreiser spares us none of his many gallantries. They become wearisome, repellent, almost nauseating from the sheer monotony of their endless sameness. It is all, no doubt, true to the actualities of a certain side of life, although one wonders at times how any one man could always have the luck of such seemingly easy conquests; the law of probabilities would point at least to an occasional rebuff. But, be that as it may, Mr. Dreiser might have been content to give us a few specimen cases and let us conjecture the rest. Infidelity following infidelity, discovery following discovery, husband and wife both hiring detectives to spy out their respective rendezvous, hair-pulling, face-scratching and torrential outpourings of billingsgate invective do not make pleasant reading when extended over upward of five hundred closely printed pages. The reviewers quarrel is not with the authors method, nor with his outlook upon life, but merely with his sense of proportion and quantity, his tendency to overstate his case so vastly. Cowperwoods first few lapses from virtue compel our attention, but the time comes when we merely say wearily, What, not another one? And the only relief from this obsession of women is an equally tiresome obsession of monopoly, Gas Company shares, street-railway shares, bills, ordinances, injunctions, the whole machinery of legal and legislative chicanery. Undeniably, the book has a certain bigness, it is cast on broad, bold lines, and incidentally it strips a human soul bare of its last remnant of covering. But it is not enough to tell the reader the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth; it is necessary also to hold his interest,  and to do that, an author must be careful not to try the readers patience too far nor too long.


From: The Nation, V. 98, No. 2554, June 11, 1914, p.697-698

Current Fiction

The Titan



Mr. Dreiser continues his notable study of the predatory genius of the market introduced in The Financier. The present scene of operations is Chicago of the eighties and nineties, where gas and street railways spelled golden opportunities. Cowperwood, who in true outlaw fashion establishes and maintains himself in the field by sheer craft and audacity, remains from first to last an interloper, waging his campaign singlehanded against the coalition of local capitalists. The spectacle has so fascinated Mr. Dreiser that he has turned Roman historian, sketching in every figure of any importance in this fight for plunder, following all the moves and countermoves with smiling pagan veracity. Witness the protestations of the two ward leaders who had sold out to the enemy everything but their own seats in the City Council:



Look at meself! I only won by 300 votes, archly declared Mr. Kerrigan. By God, I almost lost me own ward!

Mr. Tiernan was equally emphatic. The police was no good to me, he declared firmly. They let the other fellows beat up me men. I only polled 6,000  and the ferocious ultimatum of Cowperwood in parley with his enemies who have thought to take him unprepared on the eve of a financial crisis:



If you open the day by calling my loans, Ill gut every bank from here to the river.



A whole epoch of American history could be reconstructed from these two incidents alone; its end, too, foretold from the night when a formidable army with banners camped round about the City Hall while boodling aldermen inside, heckled by a galleryful of resolute constituents, reluctantly voted down the fifty-year renewal of Cowperwoods franchises. For it is not the superior strength of his antagonists or any weakening of his own powers that finally determines this battle of giants, but a change of popular temper so profound as to mark the dawning of a new social era. So much for the application of evolutionary principles by our social historian.

In this volume, however, the emphasis is no longer meant to be upon Cowperwoods business operations, but upon his self-realization  rapacity is a plainer word  in quite another line.  I satisfy myself, was his private law, and the consistent individualist must be expected to satisfy himself with many women. These appear in due succession, this one requiring several chapters, that one accounted for in as many paragraphs, a half dozen others listed and disposed of in a line apiece  maids and matrons of outward respectability, all too willing to be properly classed as victims. Mr. Dreiser, who seldom understands when the way to completeness is through elimination, has felt obliged to include them all in order to illustrate authentically the promiscuity of the man who had little faith in women aside from their value as objects of art, and at the same time can afford to cultivate a very fine taste. It is a pity, since many readers are sure to judge the book entirely by their own disposition towards episodes of this character, whereas what Mr. Dreiser offers to our contemplation is in no sense a rakes progress, but the detailed process of the ripening of appetite into taste.

After all, the whole story lies between two women  the wife who had been the exuberant mistress of his youth and the fastidious girl whose exquisiteness enchants the experienced connoisseur. Aileen, who in her day has satisfied completely his capacity for sensual passion, is outgrown as she ages. To her the desertion is fatal. Her splendid animal vigor, her emotional vehemence and lavishness  all that had made her acceptable and loyal  now conspire to her undoing and contribute to her degradation.

Berenice understands him: His wife had not kept pace with him, or, rather, had not eluded him in his onward flight  had not run swiftly before, like a winged victory. Berenice reflected that if she were dealing with such a man, lines of care and disappointment should never mar her face. Hers is a nature fit to cope with his, a faculty of calculation to match his own. Caught in the net of her own sordid necessities, she can maintain her prestige, and make her compromise with fate a little disdainfully, with her eyes wide open. She comes to him in the hour of his defeat, instinctively choosing the occasion that will enhance her value, when her yielding will be condescension, not capture. So in this direction, too, we finally come to the limits of individualism, and here we leave him, taken at last in the toils of a personality which he cannot gainsay.

Mr. Dreiser is no longer, as in-The Financier, an altogether scientific analyst rejoicing in the striking exemplification of a natural law in an unusually fine specimen. He has become more the interpretive philosopher. And his conception of a nature emancipated from fear of consequences by its own exceptional capacities, and maintaining itself at the expense of others, in defiance of the social order, a triumphant though lonely outlaw, would have excited a lesser moralist to indignation and an anxious haste to see justice done.


From: Everybodys Magazine, April 1914, V. 30, No. 4, p.514

Adventurers All

A Row of Books (excerpt)



By N.P. Dawson

But brave adventurers as were Scott and Stefansson, they were not more brave than Theodore Dreiser when he became A Traveler at Forty (Century). No babe ever started on his first journey across the great spaces of the nursery floor with more tremulous eagerness, or crowed more delightedly at successful accomplishment, than Mr. Dreiser with his first crossing of the Atlantic.

To enjoy his account of it, you must try to realize what a really wonderful thing it is that he, Theodore Dreiser, author of Sister Carrie and other corpulent novels, should be setting out to see the world for the first time at forty. If you cant catch the thrill of this, there wont be much use in your reading the book.

For Dreiser is Pepysian in his naïveté and childlike egotism, and particularly in his delight in pretty women. From the actresses on shipboard (are there always actresses on shipboard, we wonder?) to the end of his journeying, wherever he goes, down Piccadilly, along the boulevards of Paris, to the Casino at Monte  here are ladies. And he is as pleased as old Samuel in their company, and as sublimely foolish in his talk of them.

We have long thought that a man might write a book really worth while if he could shake himself free of all consciousness of what others had written before. But we had not thought of the dreadful contingency of Mr. Dreiser and a first trip to Europe.


From: Mother Earth, V. 11, No. 7, September 1916, p.595

Theodore Dreisers novel The Genius, has been denounced by the New York and Cincinnati Vice Commission as lewd and profane. Charges have been filed and the book ordered withdrawn on July 28th. Legal proceedings will follow.

According to the professional vice hunters Mr. Dreiser was lewd on 75 pages of his book and profane on 17 pages. To trace such depravity line by line and word by word must have endangered the very morals of the censor. Poor martyr of his disgusting profession!


From: The Bookman, V. 38, January 1914, p.524-525

When They Were Twenty-one

II  A New York Group of Literary Bohemians (excerpt)



By Richard Duffy

Another man who was writing some verse at this time and who was writing a good deal more prose in the form of illustrated articles for the magazines, but whose later work has placed him as a serious novelist, is Theodore Dreiser. But Sister Carrie was being thought out, and when once he really got down to writing it the fecundity of the man was amazing. Every few days he could make the breezy announcement that since he last came in view he had written as many as ten or twenty thousand words. When the book was ready for the printer, if memory is correct, he had written half again as much on the story as is published. Although some critics have likened the model of his novels to that of Zola, the master Dreiser recognised and venerated was Thomas Hardy; and while he was working on Sister Carrie, in fact before he set out, his outline of the storys backbone, showing his characters moving to an inevitable fate, suggested the Hardy method.

He always sat in a rocking chair, if he could find one, and he sat in it to rock, his long frame crouched at the shoulders, while he folded a handkerchief into the dimensions of a postage stamp with the slow patience of a Japanese drawing a maple leaf. If he was not talking he would be humming the refrain of On the Banks of the Wabash or of some other popular song. He had hundreds of them in his head, having been the editor of Every Month, a magazine published by a song firm, of which his late brother, Paul Dresser, the song-writer, was a member. The words of the Wabash song were written by Theodore for Paul and were intended to be used in a play of Middle West life that Theodore began and abandoned. Paul always looked on the world with a smile, and if the world wouldnt smile, why Paul said something to make it smile. Theodore regarded the great problem with question from under shaggy, sombre brows, though he nearly always had something amusing to pass on from Paul. Once when Paul was touring in The Green Goods Man, he found himself in a one-night stand that consisted mostly of railway station and a hotel. On his way to the performance Paul asked the first man he met where the Hall was. The townsmans civic pride was cut to the quick. Hall, hell! he replied, pointing down the Main Street and almost reaching the end of it with the tip of his umbrella, we aint got no Hall, we gotta n Opry House. Dreisers experiences in the song-publishing house provided him with material for a novel he had planned before Sister Carrie. It was designed to show the career of a writer of popular songs, in whom success operated as a virus. As he mapped it out, it promised to have both the qualities of success and novelty.


From: Current Opinion, V. 57, No. 1, July 1914, p.47-48

Literature and Art

The Financier Gets Out of Jail



But altho Mr. Bennett has forsaken the ways of the orthodox realist, Mr. Theodore Dreiser, whose work he praised highly during a visit to America, still is a pessimist and an eager student of the most unpleasant details of life. His new novel The Titan (John Lane) is the second part of his Trilogy of Desire and tells the story of the life of Frank Algernon Cowperwood after his release from the penitentiary to which, it will be remembered, he was sent in the concluding chapters of The Financier. Cowperwood comes out of prison to use his great forces in a campaign, more or less of revenge, against the world. The scene of his captivity is Chicago in the years immediately following the great fire. Cowperwood does battle with business men and politicians and always wins; he makes love to many women, married and unmarried, and always wins. So he piles up a tremendous fortune and a tremendous stock of amatory experience. The book is in intent thoroly, almost ostentatiously, masculine, and therefore feminine opinions of it are of special interest. Miss Hildegarde Hawthorne reviewed it at length in the New York Times Review of Books. She does not find Cowperwood particularly titanesque nor does she find the narrative as a whole either convincing or interesting. She praises Mr. Dreisers study of the gradual degeneration of Aileen, Cowperwoods unhappy wife, but adds:



Here is no vision of a mighty phase of the American spirit, mingled of good and evil, welding and breaking. Here is instead a lot of little people doing a lot of little things, often interesting, occasionally amusing, at times dull and distasteful. If one asserts, but this is life, it is fair to retort, a commonplace view of life, lacking dignity and perspective, more like a crowd in the street seen from a window than the intimate understanding and experience of a human being at grips with circumstances and existence.


From: The Smart Set, V. 42, February 1914, p.153-154

Anything but Novels! (excerpt)



By H.L. Mencken

A welcome hiatus, by the gods! A pleasing surcease! A suave, caressing interregnum! I reviewed thirty-two novels in this place last month, and not one of them was a first-rater, nor even a good specimen of Second-rater. Imagine reading them, reading at them, struggling through their thousands of tedious pages in the service of Truth and Beauty, those twin vestals  imagine such a job for a man grown girthy and sclerotic, a sitter in easy chairs, a post-prandial mapper! Believe me, it left me all tattered and torn, and so I make no apologies for the suety, unappetizing quality of the ensuing article  an article with far too much of human suffering in it to have any room for joy. But, as I have said, now comes relief. The geyser of prose fiction slackens, grows feeble, is turned off. The great majority of novelists slink back to their dens to labor upon their spring offerings. And the few that remain in view turn aside from their major vice to cultivate minor ones.

For example, Theodore Dreiser, who makes his non-fictional début with A Traveler at Forty (Century Co.), a chronicle of observations in Darkest Europe. For example, Arnold Bennett, who lifts the alert eyebrow with Paris Nights (Doran). For example, H.G. Wells, who describes some very ingenious monkey-shines in Little Wars (Small-Maynard), a book of games for the middle-aged. Three novelists in large practice, three specialists in the novel- and yet not one with a novel in his hands!

Dreisers volume is an astounding mixture of the commonplace and the unprecedented. On the one hand he fills a long and gloomy chapter with the story of the Borgias, apparently under the impression that it is news, and on the other hand he enters into highly intimate and diverting discussions of the persons he encountered in his wanderings, not sparing either the virtuous or the aged. The children of his English host at Bridgely Level strike him as fantastic little creatures, even as a bit uncanny  and he duly sets it down. He meets an Englishman on a French train who pleases him much, and the two become good friends and see Rome together, but the fellows wife is obstreperous and haughty in her manner and so loud-spoken in her opinions that she is really offensive  and down it goes. He makes a mash on a Mlle. Marcelle in Paris, and she accompanies him from Monte Carlo to Ventimiglia, and there gives him a parting kiss and whispers, AvrilFontainebleau.  and lo, this sweet one is duly spread upon the minutes. He permits himself to be arrested by a fair privateer in Piccadilly, and goes with her to one of the dens of sin that suffragettes see in their nightmares, and cross-examines her at great length regarding her ancestry, her professional ethics and ideals, and her earnings at her dismal craft  and into the book goes a full report of the proceedings. He is entertained by an eminent Dutch jurist in Amsterdamand upon the pages of the chronicle it appears that the gentleman is waxy and a little pedantic, and that he is probably the sort of thin, delicate, well barbered professor that Ibsen had in mind when he cast about for a husband for the daughter of General Gabler.

In brief, a boyish and innocent frankness runs from end to end of the book  that curious naiveté which is half the charm of Sister Carrie and Jennie Gerhardt. Dreiser had never crossed the Atlantic when he set out upon this pilgrimage: he had forty long and hard-lived years behind him before he saw his first cathedral and took his first sniff of Paris air and got his first glimpse of the Italian sun. One might reasonably look for a certain immovable calm, even for a downright emotional anesthesia, in so mature a traveler; but there is no trace of it in the record. He reacted wholly youthfully to the stimuli of a new world, and out of that fact, perhaps, arose the obviousness which gives so quaint a flavor to parts of his story. That English houses are chilly, that the Thames at London is utterly delightful, that the gaming tables at Monte Carlo are piled high with glittering coin, that the Italian hill towns are lovely at sunset, that Paris guides are a fraudulent and verminous lot  one scarcely looks for such immemorial facts in a book otherwise the very antithesis of hackneyed. But, after all, such empty impressions of the touring novice do not obtrude: outnumbering and outweighing them are the pregnant observations of an old hand at looking, the sharp remarks and annotations of the creator of Hurstwood, Cowperwood and Père Gerhardt. Here the book rises completely out of the commonplace, and becomes something new, illuminating and heretical. It differs enormously from the customary travel books: it is not a mere description of places and people, but a revelation of their impingement upon an exceptional and almost eccentric personality. Whoever has got civilized pleasure out of the Dreiser novels will read it with joy. It is, in a sense, a free commentary upon those novels, a sort of epilogue in mufti. It makes a bit clearer the Dreiser philosophy, the Dreiser view of life.

That philosophy, incidentally, has a curious likeness to the creed set forth by Joseph Conrad in A Personal Record. In brief, it is a magnificent agnosticism, a refusal to take the world too seriously. For myself, says Dreiser, I do not know what truth is, what beauty is, what love is, what hope is. I do not believe anyone absolutely and I do not doubt anyone absolutely. I think people are both evil and well-intentioned. From such a standpoint, of course, life appears as utterly meaningless  which is probably what it actually is. The theologians have been trying to read a meaning into it for unnumbered centuries, but all of its most salient phenomena still defy their ticketing. What is the lesson to be drawn from the downfall and break-up of Lord Jim? Conrad not only fails to draw a lesson: he specifically denies that it is to be drawn. And so with Carrie Meeber. Her career is a joke upon all the copybook maxims. Her very guilt, so-called, is a pathetic form of innocence. She is as helpless and as blameless as a sparrow in a gale, a twig in the Gulf Stream. To read any divine plan into her life is simply to argue that divinity is unintelligent. And yet who will deny her reality? Who will deny that she is genuinely a human being? Who will hold that Dreiser misunderstood her?


From: The Christian Advocate, V. 89, No. 5, January 29, 1914, p.166

Our Book Table

A Traveler at Forty



Theodore Dreiser, author of Sister Carrie and other unpleasant stories, in which he tries to see life whole (meaning that he turns it seamy-side-out) went to Europe two years ago and now produces A Traveler at Forty on the same literary principles. Mr. Dreiser found what he was looking for  light women on the steamer, a girl of the streets in London, depressing slums and factory districts, the all-night restaurants of Paris, with their sexual appeal, Monte Carlos gilded vice. There is no glorification of any of these evils, simply a turning of a searching light on things that are not good to look at. Furthermore Mr. Dreiser is a backslidden Catholic, with distrust of all religions and disbelief in God. lie thinks the world is a poor mess and cannot solve the riddle of existence.


From: The Little Review, V. 1, No. 5, July 1914, p.49-51

Book Discussian

An Unreeling Realist



The Titan, by Theodore Dreiser



By Dewitt C. Wing

Theodore Dreiser possesses none of the standard qualifications for the art of fiction writing. He is not imaginative but inventive; he is not clever but clear; he is not excited but calm. Whatever the flaws in his considerable body of work no fair-minded reader may say that it is made to catch popular applause. Its tremendous distinction is sincerity. Another characteristic which his novels exhibit is resolute purpose. Dreiser is aiming at something, and in The Titan, the second book in an unfinished trilogy, he takes a long ifwobbly step toward it. Previously to the publishing of this volume he had not even hinted at what he intended to work out. One thing was certain: he was not a trifler; he was not trying to write best sellers; literary success was not in his mind. He had set out seriously and indefatigably to write, not so much what he felt and thought, as what he saw. Some day he would try to get at the realities that lay back of their representations. He would probably undertake to reveal the soul of the American nation. He would pass through the growth stages of a nation, and achieve some kind of spiritual national life. In the last two pages of The Titan this guess at his purpose receives appreciable encouragement. Moreover, it is made evident for the first time, in these concluding paragraphs, that Dreisers prosaic realism springs not only from a vague, deep idealism but a large, hidden spirituality. For at the core of him Dreiser is a profoundly religious person.

Neither his style nor his stuff is far above the dead level of mediocrity; in fact, Dreisers rhetoric is often inexcusably atrocious  intentionally crude, one is tempted to assert. Obviously he is not interested in style; he is conscious of something bigger than that revealing itself in a huge, ugly, unfinished moving picture  a net result symbolical of a young, raw, riotous, unsynthesized national life. One is therefore tempted to say that Dreiser, more than any other author, is the personification of America. He represents the composite personality of Uncle Sam.

After reading The Financier and running far into the interminable pages of The Titan I felt that in the absence of cameras, kodaks, Baedekers, and historians Dreiser would be worth while. His endless reels of pictorial facts did not impress me as possessing sufficient animation successfully to compete with these odd rivals, but I admired his consistent sincerity and simplicity and felt that something important was promised by the mere unfinishedness of his pictures. I was sure that he did not write as one inspired, and certainly not as one fired. And after finishing The Titan I felt that here was a work having the aspects of a seriously performed duty, exacted by fidelity to some personal theory of industrial change. I could not imagine the author happy as an artist is happy in his creative work; he was too conscious of service to a cause. But in the last paragraph I discovered a big, personal note which introduced an attitude that extends beyond the borders of materialism. It presented another Dreiser  an author who was much more than a cinematograph, snapping superficial impressions of a vast panorama. Two years ago I should not have attributed the following words to Theodore Dreiser:



In a mulch of darkness is bedded the roots of endless sorrows  and of endless joys. Canst thou fix thine eye on the morning? Be glad. And if in the ultimate it blind thee, be glad also! Thou hast lived.



After laboring through arid deserts of description, this memorable passage, fraught with recognition, satisfaction, challenge, hope, and promise, stands out as an oasis.

The Titan, by virtue of its bold, graphic strokes, loses its identity as a tree, with sharply defined individual characters, and represents the forest. It is more like a jungle, and the jungle is our national life, into which the morning sun inevitably will shine.


From: The Nation, V. 101, No. 2633, December 16, 1915, p.716

Correspondence

Sex in Fiction



To the Editor of the Nation:



Sir: Might I be permitted to append my feeble chirp to Mr. Shermans magnificent three-page excoriation of Mr. Dreiser and the American realists, and at the same time to air a little grievance of my own?

I am on the executive committee of our local book club. Last winter, for some reason, fiction was hard to come by. The level was low. Such as they were, we got together a tolerably representative lot of reasonably recent novels, English, French, and American; and of all these books  thirty in number  just two were vivid and alive: Mr. Dreisers Financier and Mr. Adamss Clarion. Unlike as these two books were, they had one peculiarity in common: trenchant and sure when they dealt with the world of men, they became inept, silly, and coarse when they touched the world of sex. I think Mr. Sherman is most unjust to Mr. Dreisers handling of his financiers business side. That seemed to me masterly; but when it comes to the financiers softer side  well, Mr. Shermans treatment errs, if at all, on the side of gentleness.

And now comes my grievance. This autumn we went forth again to forage for our winter supply of literature, turning eagerly to the two men who had so impressed us the year before, to find that Mr. Dreiser had given to the waiting world a. book which he called The Genius. but on which we bestowed the sub-title The Amatory Adventures of a consummate Cad, and forthwith discarded; while Mr. Adams had produced something called Little Miss Grouch. Possibly we were hasty, but it seemed to us to call for neither sub-title nor examination.

Now this is odd. Americans, who are second to no men in fineness of feeling towards women, seem to be constitutionally incapable of handling the sex motive in fiction. They are either coarse, like Mr. Dreiser; silly, like Mr. Adams and Mr. Chambers, or frigid, like Mr. Churchill and Judge Grant. So why cant they leave it alone? Frenchmen handle it cleverly, Englishmen gracefully  why not leave it to them? They can be relied upon to keep up our interest in the subject. Heaven knows, they give us enough of it! Sex  sew  SEX! Until the cloyed reader cries out with Solomon, Stay me with flagons, comfort me with apples, for I am sick of love! Even Mr. Sherman in his review treats it as if in fiction it was the only thing that mattered; but really, as dear old grouchy Carlyle remarked, laying down a recent book by a lady novelist, a forerunner of the present school, for most of his great contemporaries used sex merely as a. pin to hold their plot together  such a bent, inadequate, brassy pin, its a pity they used it at all! form of organism exists for that and that alone  the coral polyp.

Defoe, and later Stevenson, greatly daring, threw away the pin. There is no reason to suppose Mr. Stevensons pirates in Treasure Island were sexless. He merely didnt touch that side of them. It was not necessary. There were no women on the Caribbean  there arent many on the Stock Exchange. After all, men occasionally, in life, keep the two sides separate.

M. A. A.

Concord, Mass., December 9.


From: The New Republic, V. 5, No. 55, November 20, 1915, p.5-6

Fall Literary Review

Desire as Hero



The Genius by Theodore Dreiser.



By Randolph Bourne

The insistent theme of Mr. Dreisers work is desire, perennial, unquenchable. The critic who would discuss him takes his life in his hands. He must either be denounced as an advocate of prostitution, or an admirer of that second-rate pseudo-passion which Mr. Hearst and his able fictional lieutenants have made it their business to introduce to our American consciousness. A public which uses the word sex as indiscriminately as it does would be very hard to talk to on the subject of desire. As currently used, sex has a subtly derogatory sense. What it really means is, We have no intention of making primary the values and implications which cluster around desire. A recent naïve critic expressed it exactly when he preferred Booth Tarkington to Tagore and Artzibashef because Tarkington makes business the master-motive of life, to which religion and sex are incidental. One simply takes them for granted in a turmoil the vortex of which is professional or business action. Of course no great Continental novelist ever believed this, Rolland or Dostoevsky or Tolstoi or Frenssen or Nexø, and it is in this contrast of values that we get our American uniqueness in the imaginative world. The major motive of these Continentals is almost always the inexorable desire of life, a desire which is no more physical than it is spiritual, a desire which consists often of walking in the mud with the face towards the stars. This push and yearning is what makes for religion and art in a kind of insatiable straining towards realization and perfection. The East has too much of it and tries to put it to sleep. The West in the last century had almost too much, but struggled nobly to make something out of it. That struggle, embittered by a new knowledge of how meanly constituted the world was, produced modern literature.

No matter how badly Mr. Dreiser might do his work, he would be significant as the American novelist who has most felt this subterranean current of life. Many novelists have seen this current as a mere abyss of sin from which the soul is to be dragged to the high ground of moral purpose and redemption, but this will not quite do. The great interpreters see life as a struggle between this desire and the organized machinery of existence, but they are not eager, as we are, to cover up and belittle the desire. There can be little creative imagination as long as we regard the motion picture trappings and action of life, the safe running in social harness, as realer than primeval or almost subconscious forces.

That Mr. Dreiser is our only novelist who tries to plumb far below this conventional superstructure is his great distinction. We have enough red blood in our fiction, but too much of it is patently compounded of carmine and water. And if we are to talk of bestiality, there is nothing more bestial than the romantic love of the conventional novel. What Mr. Dreiser has discovered is that libido which was nothing more than the scientific capturing of this nineteenth-century desire. You may come away from the Freudians and the Jungians chagrined at their technicalities and horrified at their phenomena, but you can scarcely deny that they have found and interpreted a central leitmotiv of our human living, which is immensely to illuminate our understanding of ourselves and the world about us. What Mr. Dreiser seems to me to do is to give us a crudely impressive fictional portrayal of this motive. His hero is really not Sister Carrie or the Titan or the Genius, but that desire within us that pounds in manifold guise against the iron walls of experience. Sister Carrie was a mass of undifferentiated desire, craving finery and warmth and light and sympathy quite as much as satisfied sex. The masculine Titan appeared in unpleasantly crystallized form of physical passion. In the Genius the libido takes the form of an insatiable desire which is sexual and yet incurably aesthetic. In his world, genuine spiritual monogamy would be an idée fixe, a kind of pathological petrifaction of desire. Here it is always overleaping the particular, seeking something elemental, almost metaphysical, that eludes the individual woman. The Genius himself calls it Beauty, and perhaps that is as good a word as any. Some magical manna he seems to seek in the women he is mad about. As they pass from his sight, that spirit merely becomes incarnated in another form. To those who would dismiss a character like Eugene Witla, the Genius, as a beast, such an interpretation will seem over-idyllic. But he eludes moral capture. From Mr. Dreisers first chapter we are out on a wider and more perilous sea.

Mr. Dreiser carries his hero over a restless field of adventure. From his boyhood in the Illinois town he takes him to Chicago and little jobs, until he discovers artistic talent and is drawn to the dazzling life of New York. (Mr. Dreiser never quite gets over this dazzle.) Studio life, exhibitions, social intrigue, come to a halt in nervous collapse and the effort to recover through hard physical labor. When the Geniuss career revives, it is in the form of advertising art and the dizzy directorship of the United Magazines Corporations. Ultimately his good art reasserts itself, and he regains his place in the world. Through all of this runs the tragic stream of incontinence.

Mr. Dreiser writes of the erotic with an almost religious solemnity. There is something crudely massive about such a long epic of desire. There is a touch of the same Greek tragic note which vibrates through Spoon River Anthology. The Genius, swept away by girlish beauty, is himself bewildered by the vehemence of the Unknown Eros within him. That experience of such thrilling loveliness should end in such bitter and humiliating woe! Like Medeas O wrath within me! Spare my children! he feels himself haunted by this power not himself which makes for unrighteousness. The storms of angry chagrin which his unfaithfulness excites in his wife Angela bring him only the most undisguised astonishment. There is almost Greek irony too in the fact that the only good, responsible and dutiful act which he performs  his marriage to the devoted Angela  precipitates many of the horrors. When her child finally releases her in death from a purgatory of agonized jealousy, we are left with the unquenched Genius, worn but not repentant, restored to his painting and reconciled in a devotion to his unwelcome little daughter.

This does not pretend to be a solution. Through the chaotic welter of his artistic, business, and social career, the Genius wearily seeks a guiding thread which does not emerge. His researches in Herbert Spencer, cosmic philosophy, and Mrs. Eddy, are curiously typical manifestations of the libido. Mr. Dreiser seems to take them all very seriously, but he is honest in not making them points of satiation for weary desire. Very true also is the contrast between the Geniuss hard and realistic art and his supersensuous life. He never becomes integrated, because with talent and passion and intelligence he yet finds himself in a world which is too diverse and too big for him. He is on a sea which is full of cross-currents where he cannot steer. The major current pulls him where he would not go. And the sea opens so far on every side that he does not know in what direction he wants to steer. One feels that this chaos is not only in the Geniuss soul, but also in the authors soul, and in Americas soul.

Mr. Dreiser compels and convinces almost entirely in spite of his method. He has no distinction of style. His conversation is negligible, and at times falls even below the level of cheapness. He is portentously wordy. He has no humor. And yet one reads him. In the 736 pages, one skips only the business and social details  which are too minute to be even good photography. One reads him because he never forgets that he is talking about life as it is lived, and because he takes it seriously. Even scenes of freezing realism like the birth of Angelas child do not offend as they might. He is always saved by a plodding sincerity. His people are rarely desirable or interesting. Yet they live and you cannot escape them.

And for all its dull and rather cheap texture, the book is set in a light of youthful idealism. Nobody but Mr. Dreiser could manage this fusion, but it is there. For the Genius the golden glow shines from everything. Always there is a sense of the miraculous beauty of girls, the soft clinging of charming atmospheres. Of sordid realists Mr. Dreiser is certainly the most idealistic. You cannot disillusion him. He still believes in, and still gives, a sense of the invincible virginality of the world.

I trust that the quotation marks in the title indicate Mr. Dreisers realization that he has created only a second-rate personality, that he never, indeed, creates any but secondrate personalities. In the Genius he has made, however, a grandiose caricature of the masculine soul. And his real hero, anyway, is not his second-rate personality, but the desire of life. For this, much shall be forgiven him.


From: The Nation, V. 101, No. 2624, October 14, 1915, p.461-462

Varieties of Realism



By H.W. Boynton

Breaking-Point, by Michael Artzibashef



The Genius, by Theodore Dreiser



The Song of the Lark, by Willa S. Cather



It is the fashion just now to discredit the word realism as a shabby counter of speech possessing little or no intrinsic value. In so far as it confounds reality with mere detail, truth with fact for facts sake, it is contemptible enough. But such confusion may as readily stultify any other term, veritism or what not, which we may try to substitute for it; and a term we need. That airy nothing to which the poet gives a local habitation and a name thereby becomes an embodiment of reality; and so may the slice of life in the hands of a creative artist. In most novels of high merit, as in other works of art, both processes are involved. But they remain distinct processes; when in a given work one or the other conspicuously prevails, it is convenient to use such labels as romantic or realistic.

These three novels belong pretty clearly to the second order. They are all strongly bound to fact, though in different ways. In Sanine M. Artzibashef conveys an impression of a force often morbid and brutal, but still a force. Breaking-Point is a disheartening example of that frantic and unfruitful pessimism to which the Russian realist has so often descended. This nightmare of lust and despair and death is the more dreadful because of the intellectual energy relentlessly devoted to its weaving. The persons themselves, a galley of lost souls, barrow us because, despite their manias, their vices, their paltriness of conduct, we cannot quite turn away from them as inhuman. And their humanity is not that of piteous ignorance. They think, they philosophize, their minds torment them with the consciousness of their own enormity. And the upshot of the thinking is that life has no distinguishable meaning, and the sooner one is rid of it the better.

The scene is laid in a provincial village among the Steppes, remote, forlorn, shrouded in dust. It has its wretched little society, its handful of merchants and manufacturers, its garrison which is a grave for military ambition. There are also a few attendant figures, Tchish the tutor, old Arnoldi the physician, and an unexplained exile or two from the larger world, of whom young Dchenieff the painter is chiefly important. A perilous place: there are warnings from the outset: It is in such a gray hamlet, reads the first page, rather than among blossoming trees, sun-lit mountain peaks, the azure of the sky, or in the midst of cities, that those terrible thoughts must be born which later enter the world to creep across her face like the pale portentous ghost of death. The dwellers in this fated spot have been going on through the years like dingy mechanisms, to all appearance, but each under his own strain of boredom: finding momentary relief now and then in drink, or sex, or games, but unconsciously approaching the breaking-point which in the end is to be signalized by a very orgy of self-destruction. The author declares in the beginning that he does not hold them responsible: The human will is incapable of changing in any minute detail what Life has ordained. Puppets, then, are these, but puppets tortured by self-consciousness and the phantom of volition. Gleams of fine feeling they have  old Arnoldi, with his belated and hopeless passion for a dying woman; Ryskoff, with his devotion to poor Nelly: they are only gleams. Steadily the victims march towards those final pages along which their dead bodies are to be strewn thicker than the last-act corpses of a tragedy of blood. Among these gloomy figures Dchenieff the artist maintains his bad eminence in the affairs of love. Nelly, Genitchka, Lisa  so runs the pitiful list of his victims  dust in his mouth. I dont believe anybody does believe in anything, he cries before he shoots himself: either God, or the devil, or humanity, or in ideals of beauty and truth. And nobody cares for life, nobody loves Nature or mankind.

Requiescat Dchenieff! He has lived under 8. heavy handicap, for was he not an artist, of that celebrated tribe born without backbones and seldom achieving them? At least he lived long enough to see himself for what he was. We may rightly prefer him to Mr. Dreisers genius, who, reduced from the multitudinous facts in which his author envelops him, is a bounder pure and simple, a genius by sheer assertion. Often as, in the course of these seven hundred closely printed pages, we are assured of Eugene Witlas brilliant mind and charming manner; there is nothing that he says or does which enlightens or fascinates us in the smallest degree. If a duller fellow ever lived in a book, we have never met him. As for his character of Lothario, it would be hard to imagine a practitioner of more primitive methods: he is a drummer in a frock coat, a Don Juan of the streets. On the whole, his morals are less distressing than his manners, since he is supposed to. be a gentleman, or as near as we can get to it in America. His father, to be sure. is a sewing-machine agent in an Illinois town; but his author believes him to have outgrown that, early in his career. The course of that career we cannot here trace in detail  it has been done by Mr. Dreiser, Heaven knows! Eugene Witla has an early knack at drawing. While still a boy he goes to Chicago, and presently becomes staff artist on a minor newspaper. His editors and associates tell him how remarkable he is and urge him to find something bigger in New York. He consents, and has not been in New York long when he wins fame as painter of a series of city scenes. He is hailed as a genius, and his road to success appears secure. But in the meantime (after, and contingent with, several amours) he has married, and his sexual life saps his powers. He becomes a neurasthenic, can do no work, and as a last resort becomes a manual laborer at 15 cents an hour. A year or two later he is able to draw again, and finds a position with an advertising firm; one step leads to another, and in no time at all he is in control of a great publishing business at a salary of $25,000. Unluckily, he always has an amour or two in hand, and presently one of them threatens a scandal, and makes him neglect his business; so he loses the Job. His wife dies in giving birth to a daughter (all recent records in obstetrical data are here broken). We leave him sentimentally dallying with Christian Science, mysticism, fatherhood, and art. What a sweet welter life is, he murmurs, as for the last time he runs his hand through his hair, how tender, how grim, how like a colorful symphony. Welter is the word for such life as is here painted  and romantic welter, that is the funny thing. Strip ped of their patiently amassed and chiefly meaningless details, these pages give a record of the paltry business and sex adventures of a common little hero of amatory romance. Far enough this from the sincere realism of a Sister Carrie or a Jennie Gerhardt, in which Mr. Dreiser was working upon his own last.

If one were to ask me for an example of sound and creative realism, I could suggest nothing better, among all the attempts which have been made within recent years. than Miss Cathers new story. 0 Pioneers! was a book of uncommon sincerity and power. This strikes even deeper, and will, we think, carry farther. One episode  Theas three weeks relation with Fred  will attract more attention from a certain class of readers than all the rest of the story. It is novel in fiction rather than in fact, and has here, convention to the contrary, the place which such episodes have so frequently in real life: it is an episode, important, but not determining or even focal.

In this book Miss Cather also has attempted that most dangerous of feats  to trace the genesis of genius. How many prima donnas alive have recent novelists alleged in vain! They were either merely pretty women forced to pretend that they were the idols of two continents, or viragos under the same compulsion. The roots of genius, its growth as a creative force (as against a factor of public stunts)  how often have they been successfully studied in literature? Thea Kronborg we believe in. She triumphantly refutes the legend of the invertebrate artist She becomes a great singer not only because she is born with the gift, but because she has the strength to develop it. And (the distinctive idea in the book) that strength of hers is rooted in the soil. To Moonstone, the little Colorado town in which her childish life had once appeared so limited  to her mother, her Mexican friends, poor old Wunst  to the place itself, the ground upon which it stood, the air it breathed, Kronborg the great singer was to trace back the stream of her powers, as to an only possible source. Nearly all my dreams, except those about breaking down on the stage, or missing trains, are about Moonstone, she says to her old friend Dr. Archie. You tell me the old house has been pulled down, but it stands in my mind, every stick and timber. . . . Thats the house I rest in when Im tired. . . .

And these people of Miss Cathers!  not an artificial or strained figure among them  Theas mother, her rather disagreeable family, Archie, Fred Ottenburg, Harsanyi the pianist, Bowers the time-serving singing teacher  they are all actual persons of our acquaintance; and they all have their natural places in the action, quiet as it is. It is a story of something better than suggestiveness and charm  a thing finished, sound, and noble.


From: The Bookman, V. 42, November 1915, p.322-323

Some Novels of the Month (excerpt)



The Genius



By Frederic Taber Cooper

Mr. Theodore Dreiser is a figure which refuses to be ignored in contemporary fiction. He has an undeniable strength of a certain sort, and he carries on some of the distinctive features of the French naturalistic school in a decade when they are in danger of be  coming a lost art. And yet his volumes, especially the later ones, leave behind them a sense of disappointment, a feeling that somehow or other they have just fallen short of being really big. There are, to be sure, big pages, even big chapters here and there. He has the gift of taking the human animal and turning him inside out pitilessly, and then seeming to say sardonically, There, whether you like it or not, that is what men and women are really like! He can do this sort of thing with such unblushing thoroughness that there are times when the reader has a sense of physical discomfort in the presence of humanity stripped so bare. The tendency to depict this side of life seems to have grown upon him, reaching, let us hope, its culmination in The Genius. The central character, Eugene Witla, is defined by the author as an artist who, pagan to the core, enjoyed reading the Bible for its artistry of expression, and Schopenhauer, Nietzsche, Spinoza and James for the mystery of things which they suggested. But a pagan may still sense the joys of living; he may have deep-rooted passions for the beautiful and the true; he may worship faithfully at some single shrine,  but not so Eugene Witla. He thinks that he loves, not one but many women, successively, simultaneously, as it may happen: but of fidelity he does not know even the definition. He has the promiscuity of a Turk, and the callousness of a slave-driver. Women are pretty toys, to be taken up, played with and tossed aside, when his mood has cooled. To one girl only, Angela Blue, he gives the semblance of loyalty; yet after keeping her waiting year after year for him to fulfil his promise of marriage, he does not scruple to seduce her under her own fathers roof. And the only reason why he later redeems his promise and makes her his wife is not from any sense of pity or remorse, but from cowardice,  she has threatened to drown herself, and his artistic soul shrinks from the thought of how her dead body would look in the water. It is quite possible that Mr. Dreiser meant to depict a somewhat different character from what he has actually done. It is equally possible that the reviewer has failed to interpret him correctly. The trouble may be partly that he has shown us his hero a little too intimately, and thus has bred the proverbial contempt. It is not unlikely that he has meant him for a sort of American substitute for Maupassants Bel-Ami,  but there is a gulf between them. The Frenchman understood the great value of reticence and implication. We do not know how many other women than those mentioned in his pages figured in the butterfly life of his amorous hero; but we sense the abiding memory of their vanished faces, the echo of their bygone tears and laughter. Mr. Dreiser gives us no chance for flights of fancy. All the women, and there are throngs of them, who figured in Eugene Witlas life are recorded with the fidelity of a dictograph ; one affair endures for seventeen days, another for a specified number of weeks,  ~passion reduced to the prose of daily entry bookkeeping. As has already been admitted, there are some quite wonderful pages on certain subjects, as for instance the mixed emotions of a young art student the first time that he draws from a female model in the life class, and again, later in the volume, a child-birth scene unequalled in frankness since Zola wrote La Joie de Vivre. But episodes of this sort do not in themselves constitute great fiction; they are merely pardonable if the fiction is of big enough magnitude to be its own justification.


From: The Atlantic Monthly, V. 117, February 1916, p.182-184

A Gossip on Criticism (excerpt)



By Edward Garnett

IV

When the critic turns to The Titan, he is faced with the old dilemma. Ought he to insist on the particular significance for society which a novel may possess as a document of life? or ought he rather to lay stress on its aesthetic shortcomings? This critic has observed elsewhere: To subject a piece of contemporary literature to high aesthetic literary standards is often simply to suppress its significance. As the majority of new works are but the ages ephemeral children, they can only make an appeal to their parent age; the critics duty is therefore to fix, in the significant documents of the life of his time, the character of his age; and to the majority of literary works he will do justice by treating them as revelations of the contemporary mind, knowing that though the inner individual spirit of these documents may be of little significance, its testimony to the over-lordship of the age may be of very much. And Mr. Dreiser is very significant! Very unrepresentative he is in his honest, set determination to tell his countrymen all those sinister, ugly truths concerning the national life, with which their newspapers teem, but for mirroring which in fiction the novelist is boycotted.

And yet how representative is Mr. Dreiser in his disregard for beauty, for beauty of form, for the fine shades of living subtlety! How is one to account for this curious contradiction in the authors attitude? One hazards the suggestion that Mr. Dreiser has been seduced by Balzacs example  Balzac who was defined as being a sociologist rather than a novelist. If only our author had studied Horace instead! It is not a question of realism, for Horaces descriptions of the daily life of the Roman citizen are quite as intimately realistic as are Mr. Dreisers descriptions of the life of his Chicago financiers. But while Horace selects the essential detail and rejects everything superfluous, Mr. Dreiser rejects nothing! Everything goes into his pot!

To quote here a former criticism, We see a bold American hand in the encomium blazoned on the books wrapper The size of this man, Cowperwood, genius of finance, protagonist of great business combines, art patron, light o love, and the scope of Mr. Dreisers ability are united in this new book, totally unlike fiction as we have come to know it  a book big in matter and a long book too, and so forth. There you have it! the national conviction that size counts for more than quality, that a big book or a big business must necessarily dwarf the appeal of books or businesses of lesser scope or compass.... We cannot concede the claim that the multiplicity of the titanic Mr. Cowperwoods love affairs invests them with more interest than does the solitary infidelity of the little grocer in the back street round the corner. On the contrary the grocers conjugal lapse is likely to mean more to him and his family. All Mr. Cowperwoods amours run much the same course, and as soon as we have grasped this we become comparatively uninterested in the identity of the next candidate for his affections or the fate that awaits her. Indeed, these ladies, Aileen, Rita, Stephanie, Claudia, and so forth, till we reach the last of the cluster, Berenice, are not much more interesting than are a set of chairs in a parlor suite.

So with the millionaires lavish dealings as an art patron. We are told that in London he bought a portrait by Raeburn; in Paris a ploughing scene by Millet, a small Jan Steen, a battle-piece by Meissonier, and a romantic courtyard scene by Isabey; and later on, that the fascinating American girl, Berenice, when she saw the Greek frieze in his splendid New York mansion,  knew that he and she had one God in common  Art; and that his mind was fixed on things beautiful as on a shrine. Gammon! The Titans knowledge of art only reflected what his dealer and his check-book told him, and he would have purchased with lavish enthusiasm that vulgar series of Fragonards that have recently passed and repassed, at fabulous prices, into the possession of his fellow American millionaires. The real shrine at which Berenice and her magnate worship is the shrine of money-power, and that is why Mr. Dreisers detailed exposition of his Chicago bosss career has national significance, although its value as art is intrinsically small.

No, Mr. Dreisers eulogistic wrapper hits the wrong nail on the head when it claims that the book is totally unlike fiction as we have come to know it. On the contrary, its merit is that in its heavy, lumbering, conscientious way, The Titan presents, a la Balzac, a detailed picture of Mammon-worship in the States a generation back: a picture of the swamp of public corruption, of graft and boodle and private greed, in which the jungle of financial interests are enrooted. Frank Cowperwood, the financier, just released from a Philadelphia prison, makes a fresh start in the rising city, Chicago; and Mr. Dreiser traces with unrelenting, praiseworthy frankness the sordid maze of intrigue, bribery, and corruption which the Titan threads to gain his throne of money-power. It is the story of a human jungle and of financial beasts of prey stalking and striking down a democracy groveling and wallowing, slowly, blindly trying to stagger to its feet. The author is to be congratulated on his exposure, not only of the intricate web of intrigue, financial and political, which the masterful Cowperwood spins in order to secure his controlling interests in the gas companies and street railways of Chicago, but of the atmosphere of hypocrisy which the wealthy citizens, the bank presidents, and directors of trusts and combines generate for their own purposes.

Of course, there is nothing particularly new in the picture, but Mr. Dreiser is one of the very few American novelists who have dared to dispense with the idealistic veils under which, in fiction, the unpleasant truth gracefully hides its features. The pity is that, obsessed by the idea of bigness, the author insists, so to say, on dragging us up to every floor of his giant hotel, and making us peep into all the offices and suites of apartments.

Now this method is a clumsy one in art and defeats its purpose. Mr. Dreiser rarely introduces a character without giving a comprehensive sketch of his past and his social position, and we soon grow bored by the multiplicity of explanations and conversations, all of equal significance. There is no play of light and shade in the novel, but everything is exhibited in the hard, level glare, so to speak, of an enormous chamber lit from the ceiling. Crowds of people come and go, and one remembers little more of them than of a file of faces passing in an interminable procession. The artist, above all things, needs so to select and concentrate his details that his figures contrast and his scenes interest by dramatic surprise. But there is no surprise and no relief in Mr. Dreisers human drama: everything sweeps past our eyes at the same level pace, as on a train journey. It is a pity, for at times one suspects that the scenes closely crowded together are like pictures in exhibitions, which kill one another by numbers and by mere proximity. But this is the logical effect of the worship of Bigness, whether in art or commerce or civilization; the charm of individuality is crushed down till it is lost in a mass of ponderous uniformity. The colossal ends in the insignificant.

Whereas Mr. Pooles failure lay in lack of intensity of creative imagination, Mr. Dreiser fails in his inability to show his human drama in its true spiritual perspective, and to stamp it in in permanent lines and hues of beauty. In both cases the rich stuff of the teeming national life is before us, in both cases the treatment is ambitious and highly conscientious, but in neither case is there born anything unique in quality of vision or style. We may therefore repeat that the creative imagination of each of our two authors only multiplies general patterns of insight and feeling of masses or groups of cultivated minds. And the critic, passing on, will search all the more eagerly for authors who, whether representative or not, stand out more clearly in vision and insight from the mass of cultivated minds. Such an author, it seems to me, is Miss Cather, whose delightful picture of the life of a family of Swedish immigrants in a Nebraskan homestead is no doubt known to the readers of the Atlantic Monthly. I shall not therefore offer here any appreciation of the freshness of its individual charm, or of the calm strength of her portraiture of the Bergsons, of Alexandra, the large-hearted heroine, of Frank and Marie Shabata, of Emil, Ivar, and Amedee. This work, O Pioneers, with its record, so typical, of a network of immigrant roots which are thrusting deep into American soil, and fructifying the national life with its ramifying human energies, belongs to a precious, if small, class of American novels which it is difficult to praise too highly.

Even higher, in its literary art, must we rank Grace Kings The Pleasant Ways of St. Medard, a story rare in its historical significance. This poignant lament for the South, at the close of the Civil War, rehearses a womans lingering memories of the charm and grace of the New Orleans atmosphere, and of the poignant humiliation suffered by a ruined family. Will not its exquisite shades of feeling, delicate in vibrating sadness, give this novel a permanent place as an American literary classic?


From: The Bookseller, Newsdealer and Stationer, V. 43, No. 10, November 15, 1915, p.693

Notable Fiction

The Genius, by Theodore Dreiser, is in some respects a tremendous novel, both because of the force of the authors portrayal of a certain type of emotional temperament and because of the human, even brutal, realism which dominates his theme. Mr. Dreisers vision is clear-eyed; he has no belief in the tricks of illusion; he leaves nothing to the imagination. He sees his man and he paints him as he is. He deals in truth, with the weapons of prose, not poetry. The Genius is a Western middle-class man, artistically gifted, a slave to beauty. His liaisons before and after marriage represent the mercurial ebb and flow of his talent. The woman he marries is a wonderfully drawn picture of the mismated wife, enormously jealous, yet anxious to keep the man in spite of everything. At forty comes the great passion of his life, when he meets a girl of eighteen, for whom he braves everything to win her love. Many of the scenes are laid in and around New York.


From: The Dial, V. 59, No. 75, November 11, 1915, p.421-422

Recent Fiction (excerpt)



By Edward E. Hale

Mr. Theodore Dreiser does not hold the commanding position in letters that Mr. Wells does. but his work is always worth while, for he has certain fine possessions, one of which is a vast amount of knowledge of the thing he is writing about, which is joined to an unrestricted willingness and great ability to impart whatever he knows. Eugene Witla. the chief figure of his new novel. The Genius. is not in the least like Benham, but his very unlikeness suggests much. Mr. Wellss man. like Mr. Wells himself. was intent on knowledge,  in a large way a scientist, a person who wanted to know. Mr. Dreisers character is an artist. Whether Mr. Dreiser means that he is a great artist, or only that people think he is. may be doubtful. The quotation-marks in the title imply a query which becomes more insistent as one reads the book. Certainly Mr. Dreiser conveys no notion of a great artist that is adequate to ordinary conceptions; he presents a man of artistic temperament who has no ideas or feelings that are not shared by many. His ideas of art seem ordinary, such as would come from a reading of the magazines. Here Mr. Dreiser seems deficient. He gives chapter and verse for most of Witlas acts and ideas; but for his artistic aims and accomplishments, even so far as they go. he depends usually on what seem rather bare commonplaces. Perhaps he means to do so. Whatever he means. he has depicted a man Very unlike Mr. Wellss creation. Benham was a man of average abilities who was led to a fine life by mere determination: Witla was a man of great abilities who passed through struggle, success, failure. without any definite motive or idea. except that of doing just as he liked at any given time. He loved beauty.  not a plan in life.  that is what Mr. Dreiser says of him. That may be the real difference between artist and scientist: Benham had a plan. But Witlas love of beauty (as of course one will guess) brought about a great deal that would make any plan of life look rather mean.

Whatever kind of man he was  and let us be glad of a chance not to take him for a typical American, great artist or not  Mr. Dreiser presents him with his usual remarkable vitality. He seems to do this by a multitude of details that flow from his pen as readily as ideas come from Mr. Wells. and much more voluminously. This is a good thing; it gives confidence. Compare Mr. Dreiser in this respect with another American novelist: Mr. Winston Churchill at a critical point of his heros career tells us that his religious beliefs underwent a change, caused by three months reading in books furnished by the head of the public library. What were the particular ideas and what were the particular books we are, with a few exceptions, left to guess. But Mr. Dreiser, when (rather by the way) Witla becomes reconciled to some sort of religious feeling. tells us exactly what ideas he had and exactly what books he read. In half a dozen pages he puts a great mass of detail; it may be good or bad, sound thinking or not, but there it is. If it is worth while you can look it up and see what it is all about. You do not have to take it on trust. That is the way with Mr. Dreiser, as a rule. He is generally  there with the goods. as they say. Many do not care for what he offers, but at least he does offer it. And that is a great thing. It means an original imagination. We do not have a big figure struck out in outline from a set of ideas actually or conventionally held. We have a figure definitely conceived. doing this and that. thinking and feeling this and that; but in all his thinking. feeling, and doing, quite definite, real. and vital.  except in the one point mentioned. where perhaps Mr. Dreiser meant that his genius was not definite, real, and vital, and therefore necessitated the quotation-marks.


From: The Little Review, V. 2, No. 8, November 1915, p.7-13

Theodore Dreiser

By John Cowper Powys



In estimating the intrinsic value of a book like The Genius and  generally  of a writer like Theodore Dreiser, it is advisable to indulge in a little gentle introspection.

Criticism need not always impose itself as an art; but it must at least conform to some of the principles that govern that form of human activity. The worthlessness of so much energetic modern criticism is that it proceeds  like scum  from the mere surface of the writers intelligence. It is true that all criticism resolves itself ultimately into a matter of taste;  but one has to discover what ones taste really is; and that is not always easy.

Taste is a living thing, an organic thing. It submits to the laws of growth; and its growth is fostered or retarded by many extraneous influences. In regard to the appreciation of new and original works of art, it belongs to the inherent nature of taste that it should be enlarged, transmuted, and undergo the birth-pangs of a species of re-creation. In the presence of a work of art that is really unusual, in an attempt to appreciate a literary effect that has never appeared before, ones taste necessarily suffers a certain embarrassment and uneasiness. It suffers indeed sometimes a quite extreme discomfort. This is inevitable. This is right. This means that the creative energy in the new thing is getting to work upon us, unloosening our prejudices and enlarging our scope. Such a process is attended by exquisite intellectual excitement. It is also attended by a certain rending and tearing of personal vanity.

One is too apt to confuse the existing synthesis of ones aesthetic instincts with the totality of ones being; and this is a fatal blunder; for who can fathom the reach of that circumference? And it is of the nature of all syntheses to change and grow.

Yet, on the other hand, nothing is more ridiculous and ineffective than the kind of hand-to-mouth criticism which attempts to eliminate its own past, and to snatch at the glow and glamour of a work of art, as it were de vacuo, and out of misty clouds. If one wishes to catch the secret of true criticism; if ones criticism is to be something more than a mere howl of senseless condemnation or yawp of still more senseless praise; one must attempt to do what Goethe and Saint-Beuve and Brandes and Pater were always doing: that is to say, to make every use of every tradition, our own, as well as that of classical authority;  and then carry all this a little, just a little, further; giving it the shudder and the thrilling interest of the process of organic growth.

Without tradition, the tradition of our own determined taste and the tradition of classical taste, there can be no growth. Oracles uttered in neglect of these, are oracles in vacuo, without meaning or substance; without roots in human experience. Whether we are pleased to acknowledge it or not, our own gradually-evolved taste is linked at a thousand points with the classical taste of the ages. In criticizing new work we can no more afford to neglect such tradition than, in expressing our thoughts, we can afford to neglect language.

Tradition is the language of criticism. It can be carried further: every original work of art, by producing a new reaction upon it, necessarily carries it further. But it cannot be swept aside; or we are reduced to dumbness; to such vague growls and gestures as animals might indulge in. Criticism, to carry any intelligible meaning at all, must use the language provided by the centuries. There is no other language to use; and in default of language we are reduced, as I have said, to inarticulate noises.

The unfortunate thing is, that much of the so-called criticism of our day is nothing better than such physiological gesticulation. In criticism, as in life, a certain degree of continuity is necessary, or we become no more than arbitrary puffs of wind, who may shriek one day down the chimney, and another day through a crack in the door, but in neither case with any intelligible meaning for human ears.

In dealing with a creative quality as unusual and striking as that of Theodore Dreiser, it is of absolutely no critical value to content ourselves with a crude physical disturbance on the surface of our minds, whether such disturbance is favourable or unfavourable to the writer. It is, for instance, quite irrelevant to hurl condemnation upon a work like the Genius because it is largely preoccupied with sex. It is quite equally irrelevant to lavish enthusiastic laudations upon it because of this preoccupation. A work of art is not good because it speaks daringly and openly about things that shock certain minds. It is not bad because it avoids all mention of such things. An artist has a right to introduce into his work what he pleases and to exclude from his work what he pleases. The question for the critic is, not what subject has he selected, but how has he treated that subject;  has he made out of it an imaginative, suggestive, and convincing work of art, or has he not! There is no other issue before the critic than this; and if he supposes there is,  if he supposes he has the smallest authority to dictate to a writer what his subject shall be;  he is simply making a fool of himself.

There is an absurd tendency among some of us to suppose that a writer is necessarily a great writer because he is daring in his treatment of sex. This is quite as grotesque an illusion as the opposite one, that a great writer\ must be idealistic and uplifting. There is not the remotest reason why he should concern himself with sex; if he prefers  as did Charles Dickens for instance  to deal with other aspects of life. On the other hand there is not the least reason why he should be uplifting. Let him be an artist  an artist  that is the important matter! All these questions concerning subjects are tedious and utterly trifling.

In the Genius Theodore Dreiser has achieved a very curious and a very original work. In doing it he has once more made it clear how much more interesting the quality of his own genius is than that of any other American novelist of the present age.

The Genius is an epic work. It has the epic rather than the dramatic quality; it has the epic rather than the mystic, or symbolic, quality. And strictly speaking, Dreisers novels, especially the later ones, are the only novels in America, are the only novels, as a matter of fact, in England or America, which possess this quality. It is quite properly in accordance with the epic attitude of mind, with the epic quality in art, this reduction of the more purely human episodes to a proportionate insignificance compared with the general surge and volume of the life-stream. It is completely in keeping with the epic quality that there should be no far-fetched psychology, no quivering suspensions on the verge of the unknown.

Dreiser is concerned with the mass and weight of the stupendous life-tide; the life-tide as it flows forward, through vast panoramic stretches of cosmic scenery. Both in respect to human beings, and in respect to his treatment of inanimate objects, this is always what most dominatingly interests him. You will not find in Dreisers books those fascinating arrests of the onward-sweeping tide, those delicate pauses and expectancies, in backwaters and enclosed gardens, where persons, with diverting twists in their brains, murmur and meander at their ease, protected from the great stream. Nobody in the Dreiser-world is so protected; nobody is so privileged. The great stream sweeps them all forward, sweeps them all away; and not they, but It, must be regarded as the hero of the tale.

It is precisely this quality, this subordination of the individual to the deep waters that carry him, which makes Dreiser so peculiarly the American writer. Perhaps this is one of the reasons why he has had a more profoundly appreciative hearing in England than in the United States. It was so with Walt Whitman in his earlier days. To get the adequate perspective for a work so entirely epical it seems necessary to have the Atlantic as a modifying foreground. Americans  so entirely in it themselves  are naturally, unless they possess the Protean faculty of the editor of Reedys Mirror, unable to see the thing in this cosmic light. They are misled by certain outstanding details  the sexual scenes, for instance; or the financial scenes,  and are prevented by these, as by the famous Catalogues in Whitman, from getting the proportionate vision.

The true literary descendants of the author of the Leaves of Grass are undoubtedly Theodore Dreiser and Edgar Masters. These two, and these two alone, though in completely different ways, possess that singular beyond-good-and-evil touch which the epic form of art requires. It was just the same with Homer and Vergil, who were as naturally the epic children of aristocratic ages, as these are of a democratic one.

Achilles is not really a very attractive figure  take him all in all; and we remember how scandalously AEneas behaved to Dido. The ancient epic writers, writing for an aristocracy, caught the world-stream from a poetic angle. The modern epic writers, writing for a democracy, catch it from a realistic one. But it is the same world-stream; and in accordance with the epic vision there is the same subordination of the individual to the cosmic tide. This is essentially a dramatic, rather than an epic epoch, and that is why so many of us are bewildered and confused by the Dreiser method.

The Genius is a long book. But it might have been three times as long. It might begin anywhere and stop anywhere. It is the Prose-Iliad of the American Scene; and, like that other, it has a right to cut out its segment of the shifting panorama at almost any point.

And so with the style of the thing. It is a ridiculous mis-statement for critics to say that Dreiser has no style. It is a charming irony, on his own part, to belittle his style. He has, as a matter of fact, a very definite and a very effective style. It is a style that lends itself to the huge indifferent piling up of indiscriminate materials, quite as admirably as that gracious poetical one of the old epic-makers lent itself to their haughtier and more aristocratic purpose. One would recognize a page of Dreisers writings as infallibly as one would recognize a page of Hardys. The former relaxes his medium to the extreme limit and the latter tightens his; but they both have their manner. A paragraph written by Dreiser would never be mistaken for anyone elses. If for no other peculiarity Dreisers style is remarkable for the shamelessness with which it adapts itself to the drivel of ordinary conversation. In the Dreiser books  especially in the later ones, where in my humble opinion he is feeling more firmly after his true way,  people are permitted to say those things which they actually do say in real life  things that make you blush and howl, so soaked in banality and ineptitude are they. In the true epic manner Dreiser gravely puts down all these fatuous observations, until you feel inclined to cry aloud for the maddest, the most fantastic, the most affected Osconian wit, to serve as an antidote.

But one knows very well he is right. People dont in ordinary life  certainly not in ordinary democratic life  talk like Oscar Wilde, or utter deep ironic sayings in the style of Matthew Arnold. They dont really  let this be well understood  concentrate their feelings in bitter pungent spasmodic outbursts, as those Rabelaisean persons in Guy de Maupassant. They just gabble and gibber and drivel; at least that is what they do in England and America. The extraordinary language which the lovers in Dreiser  we use the term lovers in large sense  use to one another might well make an aesthetic-minded person howl with nervous rage. But then,  and who does not know it?  the obsession of the sex-illusion is above everything else a thing that makes idiots of people; a thing that makes them talk like Simple Simons. In real life lovers dont utter those wonderful pregnant sayings which leap to their lips in our subtle symbolic dramas. They just burble and blather and blurt forth whatever drivelling nonsense comes into their heads. Dreiser is the true master of the modern American Prose-Epic just because he is not afraid of the weariness, the staleness, the flatness, and unprofitableness of actual human conversation. In reading the great ancient poetic epics one is amazed at the naivete with which these haughty persons  these gods and demi-gods express their emotional reactions. It is carried off, of course, there, by the sublime heightening of the style; but it produces just the same final impression,  of the insignificance of the individual, whether mortal or immortal, compared with the torrent of Fate which sweeps them all along.

And the same thing applies to Dreisers attitude towards good and evil and towards the problem of the supernatural. All other modern writers array themselves on this side or that. They either defend traditional morality or they attack it. They are anxious, at all costs, to give their work dramatic intensity; they struggle to make it ironical, symbolical, mystical  God knows what! But Dreiser neither attacks morality nor defends immorality. In the true Epic manner he puts himself aside, and permits the great mad Hurly-Burly to rush pell-mell past him and write its own whirligig runes at its own careless pleasure. Even Zola himself was not such a realist. Zola had a purpose;  the purpose of showing what a Beast the human animal is! Dreisers people are not beasts; and they shock our aesthetic sensibilities quite as often by their human sentiment as they do by their lapses into lechery.

To a European mind there is something incredibly absurd in the notion that these Dreiser books are immoral.

Unlike the majority of French and Russian writers Dreiser is not interested in the pathology of vice. He is too deeply imbued with the great naive epic spirit to stop and linger in these curious bye-paths. He holds Nature  in her normal moods  to be sufficiently remarkable.

It is the same with his attitude towards the supernatural. The American Prose-Epic were obviously false to reality if the presence of the supernatural were not felt. It is felt and felt very powerfully; but it is kept in its place. Like Walt Whitmans stellar constellations, it suffices for those who belong to it, it is right enough where it is  we do not want it any nearer!

Because the much-tossed wanderer, Eugene Witla, draws a certain consolation, at the last, from Christian Science, only a very literal person would accuse the author of The Genius of being a convert to the faith. To omit Christian Science from any prose-epic of American life would be to falsify the picture out of personal prejudice. Dreiser has no prejudices except the prejudice of finding the normal man and the normal woman, shuffled to and fro by the normal forces of life, an interesting and arresting spectacle. To some among us such a spectacle is not interesting. We must have the excitement of the unusual, the shock of the abnormal. Well! There are plenty of European writers ready to gratify this taste. Dreiser is not a European writer. He is an American writer. The life that interests him, and interests him passionately, is the life of America. It remains to be seen whether the life of America interests Americans!

It is really quite important to get the correct point of view with regard to Dreisers style. The negative qualities in this style of his are indeedas important as the positive ones. He is so epical, so objective, so concrete and indifferent, that he is quite content when the great blocked-out masses of his work lift themselves from the obscure womb of being and take shape before him. When they have done this,  when these piled-up materials and portentous groups of people have limned themselves against the grey background,  he himself stands aside, like some dim demiurgic forger in the cosmic blast-furnace, and mutters queer commentaries upon what he sees. He utters these commentaries through the lips of his characters  Cowperwood, say, or Witla  or even some of the less important ones;  and broken and incoherent enough they are!

But what matter! The huge epic canvas is stretched out there before us. The vast cyclopean edifice lifts its shadowy bulk towards the grey sky. The thing has been achieved. The creative spirit has breathed upon the waters. Resting from his titanic labor, what matter if this Demiurge drowses, and with an immense humorous indifference permits his characters to nod too, and utter strange words in their dreams!

The carelessness of Dreisers style, its large indolence, its contempt for epigrammatic point, its relaxed strength, is not really a defect at all when you regard his work from the epic view-point.

There must be something in a great cosmic picture to take the place of the sand and silt and rubbish and rubble which we know so well in life, under the grey sky! And these stammered incoherences, these broken mutterings, fill in this gap. They give the picture that drab patience, that monotonous spaciousness which is required. Symbolic drama or psychological fiction can dispense with these blank surfaces. The prose-epic of America cannot afford to do without them. They suggest that curious sadness  the sadness of large, flat, featureless scenery, which visitors from Europe find so depressing.

Well! Thus it remains. If one is interested in the urge  urge  urge, as Whitman calls it, of the normal life-stream as it goes upon its way, in these American States, one reads Dreiser with a strange pleasure. He is no more moral than the normal life-stream is moral; and he is no more immoral. It is true the normal life-stream does not cover quite the whole field. There are back -waters and there are enclosed gardens. There was a Europe once. But the American prose-epic is the American prose-epic.


From: The Little Review, V. 2, No. 8, November 1915, p.20-23

Choleric Comments

By Alexander S. Kaun

Faithful are the wounds of a friend.  Proverbs, 27:6.



We were looking at oriental rugs one day, that enfant terrible, the Scavenger, and I. There were rugs that tempted me to transgress the tenth commandment, and there were rugs that jarred me as if I were listening to Carpenters Perambulator stunts. My fellow-flâneur became impatient with my critical remarks.

You dont love rugs. His Svidrigailovian face grinned. If you did, you would just love them, you would not quibble. Academician!

The last epithet is used by THE LITTLE REVIEW priests and prophets as a means to close all arguments. So it did on that occasion. But it left me pondering over the words of a New York critic who accused our magazine of being somewhat indiscriminate in its enthusiasm for the sake of enthusiasm, in its emotionalism for the sake of emotion. I recalled blushingly the confession of our chief Neo-Hellenist, who is moved aesthetically by any sort of music, whether it emanates from Kreislers Stradivarius or from the pianola at Henricis.

I confess I am a fastidious lover. The dearer a person or a thing are to me the more I demand from them, the more painfully I am hurt by their flaws. Hence the number of my dislikes exceeds that of my likes. Hence I grit my teeth at the sight of Maria Gay in Carmen. Because the music of that opera is so full of eternal symbols to me, because when listening to it I understand why Nietzsche preferred Bizet to Wagner,  I am scalded by its vulgar cabaretization. Had I not been stirred by Mr. Powys remarkable liturgy of St. Oscar Wilde, I would not have been so keenly pricked by his subsequent remark in his Verlaine lecture that Rimbaud was a ruffian. It is because I cannot live without music that I am compelled to suffer weekly indigestion from the sauerkraut menus furnished by Mr. Stocks bâton. Will Mr. Scavenger of the rug-philosophy expect me not to swear and damn at the prospect of being doomed to a long season of Meistersingers, Perambulators, Goldmarckian fudge, Brahmsian Academics, Stockian Jubilee-Confetti, and similar insults? Let me touch another sore:  the Little Theatre, the Temple of Living Art, to which I have looked up with reverence and hope ; the only theatrical organization in the city that seemed to have other considerations outside of box-receipts. I was present at the opening night of this season, and left the little catacomb with an aching heart. What reason, what artistic reason, is there to stage Andreyevs Sabine Women anywhere outside of Russia? The play was written as a biting satire against the Russian liberals who fought against the government with Tolstoyan Non-Resistance instead of joining the revolutionary proletariat. In Andreyevs land he is perfectly, painfully understood; but here, on Michigan Avenue, the satire degenerated into a boring burlesque! Even Raymond Johnsons suggestive, graceful horizons fail to save the situation. As to Lithuania  what is the matter with the Little Theatre males? They move and speak like hermaphrodites, they drink vodka and swear in squeaking falsettoes, they appear so feeble and effeminate in comparison with the virile, gruesome Ellen Van Volkenburg and Miriam Kipper. Then, how realistic  shades of Zola! Maurice Browne vomits so much more realistically than Charlie Chaplin in Shanghied. . .

Finding myself in the Fine Arts Building, I am in dangerous proximity of another Temple that invites my friendly hostility. But I vision the brandishment of the Editors fatal pencil  silenzia! Yet, if I must refrain from, or at least postpone, my general attack on The LITTLE REVIEW, let me be allowed, pray, to whip one of my confreres, the Scavenger. Whether a sound thrashing will do him good or not is doubtful; but he certainly deserves flagellation. As a denier, as a depreciator, as an anti, he is as convincing as a bulldog; but when he loves, when he lauds and affirms, his voice thins to that of a sick puppy. He should be administered cure from his mania of showering superlatives upon false gods and counterfeit prophets. I dislike the role of a Good Samaritan, but our Scavenger is so young, so impressionable; perhaps he will repent. Besides, I sympathize with him. He is one of those promising Americans who suffocate in their native atmosphere, or lack of atmosphere, and are easily lured and led astray by will-o-the wisps. In his yearning for wings he is apt to proclaim a domestic rooster as an eagle; in his craving for sun, for light, he often mistakes a cardboard butaforial sun for Phoebus Apollo. Hence his admiration for that Arch-Borrower, Huneker. He is one of the two or three American critics that are above Puritanic provincialism, that are broad, European! exclaims Scavenger. It is true; but this truth serves only as a testimonia pauperitatis for the intellectual state of this country, where glittering counterfeit coins are less odious than Simon-pure Americanism. The Huneker-cult is one of the American tragedies of which I have spoken on other occasions, the tragedy of surrogates. The young generation, seething with longing for the great and the beautiful in life and art, is forced to feed on substitutes in the absence of real quantities. They want to read a living word about Verlaine, about Huysmans, about Matisse, about those winged titans who make Trans-Atlantic life so rich and pulsating, and they turn to Huneker, the great concocter of newspaper clippings and boulevard gossip. When

Scavenger read for me Hunekers admirable essay on Huysmans I was not yet aware that whatever was admirable in the essay had been borrowed almost in toto from Havelock Elliss Affirmations* Why use the second



*Affirmations, by Havelock Ellis. Boston: Houghton Mifflin.

The first edition of the book was issued about twenty years ago, yet or third-hand patched up cloak of Boulevardier-Huneker, when you may drink from the very source, from Arthur Symons, from Havelock Ellis, from  oh, well, who can recount them? Ah, the tragedy of substitutes!

The other evening, at a gathering of The Questioners, I accused Miss Harriet Monroe and Miss Margaret C. Anderson of being too lenient editors, in not trying to mould the taste of their contributors. What conscientious editor would allow a writer of Scavengers caliber to descend to the irritating rhetoric of The Dionysian Dreiser? To print this loud exaggeration immediately after Ben Hechts Songs and Sketches is to profess the rug-philosophy.

The Scavenger, as most of his colleagues, is a reformed Puritan. He finds boyish delight in reading an author who is a professional fence-wrecker and convention-smasher. To him immoralizing is a virtue per se. He hails Dreiser as the greatest, for things that he has not done. Dreiser is a genius because he has not followed the conventional novelist who makes his villain repent or perish. I admit this; but such a negative virtue, significant as it may appear in given conditions, does not qualify an artist. The Genius is not art. It is instructive, it is of great value for the study of contemporary America, as Mr. Masters pointed out. I can imagine that in the twenty-first century The Genius will be used as a textbook for the history of the United States in the end of the nineteenth century, for the author has minutely depicted our customs and morals, has gone into detailed description of country and city life, of farmers menues, of stomach-aches and their cure, of Christian Science wonders, of salaries and prices, of all the infinitesimal particles that compose the mosaïque of mediocre life. Instructive  yes; but art  by no means. Let me quote Havelock Elliss Affirmations:



Three strokes with the brush of Frans Hals are worth a thousand of Denners. Rich and minute detail may impress us, but it irritates and wearies in the end. . . When we are living deeply, the facts of our external life do not present themselves to us in elaborate detail; a very few points are  as it has been termed  focal in consciousness, while the rest are marginal in subconsciousness. A few things stand out vividly at each moment of life; the rest are dim. The supreme artist is shown by the insight and boldness with which he seizes and illuminates these bright points at each stage, leaving the marginal elements in due subordination.



Truisms, arent these? I wish Dreiser, the greatest, and his hailers would ponder over them before they apply the term art to 736 pages devoted to rumination of what Ellis calls marginal elements of life. And what one reads it now with keen joy. With the exception of the essay on Nietzsche, which is somewhat obsolete, the essay on Zola, Huysmans, Casanova, and St. Francis have stood the test of time. One feels the breeze of cleanness, freshness, sincerity, and profundity. I may have an opportunity of discussing the book some other time.



a life! In what respect does the life of Witla, the genius, deserve so much elaboration and painstaking analysis? The heros only distinction is his sexual looseness. But he is not a Sanin who gratifies his animalistic instincts with contempt for motivation or justification. Witla, and Dreiser, and Scavenger, are reformed Puritans. When Witla falls in love with the round arm of a laundress, or with the golden hair of a country girl, or with the black eyes of an art-model, or with the perfect form of a gamblers wife, or with the innocence of a mamas girl; when in each case the lover swears and damns and lyricizes in bad English and strives to win and possess the object dart, Mr. Dreiser appears from behind the sinner, pats him on the shoulder, and flings defiantly into the faces of the terrified philistines: Witla is all-right. He is an artist. He loves beautiful things. See, God damn you?! Is he? Throughout the long book we are told time and again that he is an artist. Unless we take the authors word for it we are inclined to doubt it very much. True, an artist loves beauty; but does he necessarily desire to possess the object of his admiration? Does not the contemplation of a beautiful arm or sunset or flower or vase or rug bring the artist complete satisfaction and possession? I do not condemn Witla; although I dislike him, for he is a loud mediocrity. There is a Witla in every one of us men; but we take our Witla as our animalistic self, not as the artistic.

Ah, dear Scavenger, I do love rugs. But there are rugs and rugs.


From: The Little Review, V. 2, No. 8, November 1915, p.23-24

The Scavengers Swan Song

What a remarkable fellow my friend the Incurable is! I talk to him about rugs, quite casually, as we wait for a car, and what does this devil of a psychologist do but walk deep into my soul on one of them. I read him a Huneker article on Huysmans which he remarks is excellent at the time, only to find (almost too late) that I should have read Havelock Ellis. . . .

How I envy him this distinction of having read Havelock Ellis instead of James Huneker, of being subtle enough to prefer the deep, metaphysical didactics concerning Life (with a capital L, Miss Editor) to the contemplation of that most seductive of literary signposts  Huneker. But it is so foolish to quibble about books. . . . If I had anything else to do I wouldnt read them. . . .

Puritan, indeed! That is too much. I suspect it is only a witheringretort, a ferocious counter to the academic charges. But what of Dreiser  poor, little, smug, banal, and illiterate Dreiser? You should have spared him. You remember on the elevated going home one night how I pleaded with you to spare him, how I argued, defended, fought? Ah, I am shamed. I feel somehow responsible for this annihilation of a man, aye a good writer, who was fast becoming one of the great men of America. . . .

When you speak of music everything becomes clear to me. Here am I who like music well enough to have studied it for ten years, who can improvise as well on the violin as on the typewriter, but who nevertheless have been denied the capacity for experiencing the critical disorganization of the soul at the sound of bad music, and nervous exaltations at the sound of good. I suffer and gloat  but subjectively. To me music is a background.. . . It is not my natural form of self-expression. Neither are rugs.

And I havent time to be a connoisseur. Later  perhaps. But now I reduce all such differences of attitude as yours and mine to the everlasting wrangle between the connoisseur and the improviser. Yes?

Puritan! That is nothing. Later you will call me charlatan because I sometimes compose paradoxes and even epigrams. Culture abhors an epigram.

Ho! ho! the devil take you and all critics. We ride the crests  Miss Editor and I. Once my friend the Incurable rode the crests and they washed him up on a foreign shore, and now he calls the crests foam or emotion for emotions sake or a lot of other rather true things. To ride on the crests as long as you can  thats the life (a small l, Miss Editor); to think one thing today and another tomorrow, to have lots of fun, to yell while youre young, to believe Havelock Ellis a bearded old lady  in short, klushnik, to follow the care-free, tortuous path of improvisation, self-expression, instead of pursuing the lugubrious catacombs of criticism and connoisseurship.

As for my article, The Dionysian Dreiser, I will not defend that. Your abuse of that writing coupled with your smug praise of Ben Hechts atrocious poetry (concerning which I agree with my friend Bubble Bodenheim, who told me it was so bad on the whole that he couldnt get it out of his mind) is inconsistent.

Ah, friend, may my death and Dreisers be forever on your conscience.

THE SCAVENGER.


From: Life, V. 66, No. 1724, November 11, 1915, p.914

The Latest Books (excerpt)



By J.B. Kerfoot

SEX-LAND UBER ALLES would seem to be Theodore Dreisers national anthem. Lets see, there was Sister Carrie, Jennie Gerhardt, The Financier, The Titan, and at no time, in any of them, was it ever very far to Tipperary. But now, in The Genius  (Lane, $1.50), he actually goes into action on a fictional front of seven hundred and thirty-six pages singing sex-land  in close formation of fine type all along the line ! Puritanically speaking, the book takes the offensive in the first chapter and never surrenders it. Yet this history of Eugene Witla  country lad from Illinois, newspaper illustrator in Chicago, artist and plunger in New York, spiritual cross between a vampire and a steam roller everywhere and always  is in some ways the most fully realized thing that Dreiser has done. The trouble with it is not that, in itself, it is sex-ridden, but that it is its authors third all but identical handling of the same sex-ridden theme. The Genius is better done than either The Financier or The Titan, but it is a virtual repetition of them. Alone, it would be an achievement. Together they amount to a habit.


From: The Bellman, V. 19, No. 486, November 6, 1915, p.524

The Bellmans Bookshelf

Dreisers Genius



By Addison Lewis

Eugene Witla was born the son of a sewing machine agent in Alexandria, Illinois. When he was seventeen he was setting type in the local newspaper office. A few months later he went to Chicago, lured by his dream of success in a great city. He drove a laundry wagon, collected for a credit furniture house and studied drawing from models in the night classes of the Art Institute. He believed that the ability to become an artist was dormant in him. He drew and erased, drew and erased, and finally his instructor told him that he had the manner and ideas to become an artist.

He got a position in the art department of a Chicago newspaper. In this he perfected himself in the drafting details of his craft, meanwhile reveling in the clouds of steam and mechanical awkwardness of the huge city, in the muck, the tugs, the red grain elevators that characterize the Chicago River. He went to New York and half starved until he sold several covers to a magazine of some prominence. He painted Fifth Avenue in a snowstorm, an East Side street in the flare of the gas lamps. He was hypnotized by New York, and here he made the important successes and failures of his career. After several years of struggle he exhibited, won some acclaim, sold moderately, went to Paris, exhibited again as successfully but did not sell as well, and finally, bankrupt and broken in health, gave up his art and worked as a day laborer. Through a series of trials he eventually rose again, this time as a successful business man.

This is the bare framework of Theodore Dreisers The Genius, a story of the appalling length of seven hundred and thirty-six pages. But this framework and the body of the story around it is the unimportant part of Mr. Dreisers Gargantuan effort. The part that counts is sex, an instrument played on by the author on almost every page  a harp with seven hundred and thirty-six strings.

Witla was a cad and a weakling with women. He could never be honest with them, and he realized he could not be, which made his falsity criminal. A Don Juan with a conscience is intolerable. He was a man of delicate sensibilities, responsive, and with a certain eager suggestion of potential passion in his face which is sometimes attractive to the loveliest and purest of the other sex. And when these docile, happy, yielding creatures came to him his vanity prevented his resisting. He was not a deliberate enticer; he merely took bounty of the offered fruits, and left the consequences to the day after tomorrow. A great many men possessing this natural attraction for women permit themselves the same indulgences at some time in their lives, usually in their salad days, but restraint and common-sense come to their rescue in time to make them see the utter demoralization which a life of unfettered passion inevitably brings. Witla never did. He married once, not because he loved the girl, but because she had threatened suicide if he deserted her.

The Genius is remarkable propaganda for realism, yet I am afraid it is not realism in the highest sense, if Mr. Dreiser means to give us American realism. The hero is no more the average American, or the average American artist, than the man in the moon. His women are real, but he carefully holds all their qualities in leash to their passion or their deadness to it.

The book is powerful and interesting, but very un, pleasant, and will make most men who read it resentful that such an unworthy representative of their sex as its hero should creep into fiction.


From: Spoon River Anthology, by Edgar Lee Masters, Macmillan Company, 1915, p.41

Theodore the Poet

As a boy, Theodore, you sat for long hours 
On the shore of the turbid Spoon 
With deep-set eye staring at the door of the craw- 
fishs burrow, 
Waiting for him to appear, pushing ahead, 
First his waving antennae, like straws of hay, 
And soon his body, colored like soap-stone, 
Gemmed with eyes of jet. 
And you wondered in a trance of thought 
What he knew, what he desired, and why he lived 
at all.



But later your vision watched for men and women

Hiding in burrows of fate amid great cities,

Looking for the souls of them to come out,

So that you could see

How they lived, and for what,

And why they kept crawling so busily

Along the sandy way where water fails

As the summer wanes.


From: The Smart Set, V. 47, No. 4, December 1915, p.150-154

A Literary Behemoth (excerpt)



By H. L. Mencken

On page 703 of Theodore Dreisers new novel, the genius (Lane), the gentleman described by the title, Eugene Tennyson Witla by name, is on his way to a Christian Scientist to apply for treatment for his evil tendencies in regard to women. Remember the place: page 703. The reader, by this time, has hacked and gummed his way through 702 large pages of fine print: 97 long chapters: more than 300,000 words. The stagehands stand ready to yank down the curtain; messieurs of the orchestra, their minds fixed eagerly upon malt liquor, are up to their hips in the finale; the weary nurses are swabbing up the operating room; the learned chirurgeons are wiping their knives upon their pantaloons; the rev. clergy are swinging into the benediction; the inexorable embalmer waits in the ante-chamber with his unescapable syringe, his Mona Lisa smile. . . . And then, at this painfully hurried and impatient point, with the coda already under weigh and even the most somnolent reaching nervously for his goloshes, Dreiser halts the whole show to explain the origin, nature and inner meaning of Christian Science, and to make us privy to a lot of chatty stuff about Mrs. Althea Johns, the ladylike healer, and to supply us with detailed plans and specifications of the joint, lair or apartment-house in which this fair sorceress lives, works her miracles, trims her boobs, and has her being!

Believe me, I do not spoof. Turn to page 703 and see for yourself. There, while the fate of Witla waits and the bowels of patience are turned to water, we are instructed and tortured with the following particulars about the house:



1. That it was of conventional design.

2. That there was a spacious areaway between its two wings.

3. That these wings were of cream-colored pressed brick.

4. That the entrance between them was protected by a handsome wrought-iron door.

5. That to either side of this door was an electric lamp support of handsome design.

6. That in each of these lamp supports there were lovely cream-colored globes, shedding a soft lustre.

7. That inside was the usual lobby.

8. That in the lobby was the usual elevator.

9. That in the elevator was the usual uniformed negro elevator man.

1 0. That this negro elevator man (name not given) was indifferent and impertinent.

1 1. That a telephone switchboard was also in the lobby.

1 2. That the building was seven stories in height.



Such is novel-writing as Dreiser understands it  a laborious and relentless meticulousness, an endless piling up of small details, an almost furious tracking down of ions, electrons and molecules. One is amazed and flabbergasted by the mole-like industry of the man, and no less by his lavish disregard for the ease and convenience of his readers. A Dreiser novel, at least of the later canon, cannot be read as other novels are read, e. g., on a winter evening or a summer afternoon, between meal and meal, travelling from New York to Boston. It demands the attention for at least a week, and uses up the strength for at least a month. If, tackling The Genius, one were to become engrossed in the fabulous manner described by the newspaper reviewers and so find oneself unable to put it down and go to bed before the end, one would get no sleep for three days and three nights. A man who can prove that he has read such a novel without medical assistance should be admitted to the Landwehr at once, without thesis or examination, and perhaps even given the order pour la merite. A woman of equal attainments is tough enough to take in washing or to sing Briinnhilde. . . .

And yet, and yet  well, here comes the inevitable and yet. For all his long-windedness, for all his persistent refusal to get about his business, for all his mouthing of things so small that they seem to be nothings, this Dreiser is undoubtedly a literary artist of very respectable rank, and nothing proves it more certainly than this, the last, the longest and one is tempted to add the damnedest of his novels. The thing is staggering, alarming, maddening  and yet one sticks to it. It is rambling, formless, chaotic  and yet there emerges out of it, in the end, a picture of almost blinding brilliancy, a panorama that will remain in the mind so long as memory lasts. Is it necessary to proceed against the reader in so barbarous a manner? Is there no way of impressing him short of wearing him out? Is there no route to his consciousness save laparotomy? God knows. But this, at all events, is plain: that no other route is open to Dreiser. He must do his work in his own manner, and his oafish clumsiness and crudeness are just as much a part of it as his amazing steadiness of vision, his easy management of gigantic operations, his superb sense of character. One is familiar with stylist-novelists, fellows who tickle with apt phrases, workers in psychological miniature, carvers of cameos. Here is one who works with a steam-shovel, his material being a county. Here is a wholesaler in general merchandise. Here, if such a fellow as Henry James be likened to a duellist, is the Hindenburg of the novel.

And what have we, precisely, in the story of Eugene Tennyson Witla? A tale enormous and indescribable  the chronicle, not only of Witlas own life, but also of the lives of a dozen other persons, some of them of only the slightest influence upon him. And what sort of man is this Witla. In brief, an artist, but though he actually paints pictures and even makes a success of it, not the artist of conventional legend, not a moony fellow in a velvet coat. What the story of Witla shows us, in truth, is very much the same thing that the story of Frank Cowperwood, in The Financier^ and The Titan, showed us, to wit, the reaction of the artistic temperament against the unfavorable environment of this grand and glorious republic. If a Wagner or a Beethoven were born in the United States to-morrow it is highly improbable that he would express himself in the way that those men did; if a Raphael or a Cezanne, it is even more unlikely. The cause thereof is not that we disesteem music and painting, but that we esteem certain other arts infinitely more, particularly the art of creating vast industrial organisms, of bringing the scattered efforts of thousands of workers into order and coherence, of conjuring up huge forces out of spent and puny attractions and repulsions. Witla, as I have said, tries conventional art; he even goes to Paris and sets up as a genius of Montmartre. But his creative instinct and intelligence are soon challenged by larger opportunities; he is too thoroughly an American to waste himself upon pictures to hang upon walls. Instead he tackles jobs that better fit his race and time, and so, after a while, we see him at the head of a mammoth publishing house, with irons in half a dozen other fires  a boss American with all the capacity for splendor that goes with the species.

The chief apparent business of the story, indeed, is to show Witlas rise to this state of splendor, and its corrupting effect upon his soul. To this extent Dreiser plays the moralist: he, too, is an American, and cannot escape it altogether. Witla mounts the ladder of riches rung by rung, and at each rise he yields more and more to the lavishness surrounding him. He acquires fast horses, objects of art, the physical comforts of a sultan. His wife, out of Wisconsin, is hung with fragile and costly draperies; his home is a thing for the decorator to boast about; his very office has something of the luxurious gaudiness of a bordello. Bit by bit he is conquered by this pervasive richness, this atmosphere of gorgeous ease. His appetite increases as dish follows dish upon the groaning table that fate has set for him; he acquires, by subtle stages, the tastes, the prejudices, the point of view of a man of wealth; his creative faculty, disdaining its old objects, concentrates itself upon the moulding and forcing of opportunities for greater and greater acquisitions. And so his highest success becomes his deepest degradation, and we see the marks of his disintegration multiply as he approaches it. He falls, indeed, almost as fast as he rises. It is a collapse worthy of melodrama. (Again the moral note!)

I say that this rise and fall make the chief business of the story, but that, of course, is only externally. Its inner drama presents a conflict between the two Witlas  the artist who is trying to create something, however meretricious, however undeserving his effort, and the sentimentalist whose longing is to be loved, coddled, kept at ease. This conflict, of course, is at the bottom of the misery of all men who may be truly said to be conscious creatures  that is, of all men above the grade of car conductor, barber, waiter or Sunday-school superintendent. On the one hand there is the desire to exert power, to do something that has not been done before, to bend reluctant material to ones will, and on the other hand there is the desire for comfort, for well-being, for an easy life. This latter desire, nine times out of ten, perhaps actually always, is visualized by women. Women are the conservatives and conservators, the enemies of hazard and innovation, the compromisers and temporizers. That very capacity for mothering which is their supreme gift is the greatest of all foes to masculine enterprise. Most men, alas, yield to it. In the common phrase, they marry and settle down  i. e., they give up all notion of making the world over. This resignationism usually passes for happiness, but to the genuine artist it is quite impossible. He must go on sacrificing ease to aspiration and aspiration to ease, thus vacillating abominably and forever between his two irreconcilable desires. No such man is ever happy, not even m the moment of his highest achievement. Life, to him, must always be a muddled and a tragic business. The best he can hope for is a makeshift and false sort of contentment.

This is what Eugene Tennyson Witla comes to in the end. Women have been the curse of his life, from the days of his nonage onward. Forced into their arms constantly by an irresistible impulse, an unquenchable yearning for their facile caresses, he has been turned aside as constantly from his higher goals and led into smoother and broader paths. Good, bad and indifferent, they have all done him harm. His own wife, clinging to him pathetically through good and evil report, always ready to take him back after one of his innumerable runnings amuck, is perhaps his greatest enemy among them. She is always ten yards behind him, hanging on to his coat-tails, trying to drag him back. She is fearful when he needs daring, stupid when he needs stimulation, virtuously wifely when the thing he craves is wild adventure. But the rest all fail him, too. Seeking for joy he finds only bitterness. It is the gradual slowing down of the machine, mental and physical, that finally brings him release. Slipping into the middle forties he begins to turn, almost imperceptibly at first, from the follies of his early manhood. When we part from him at last he seems to have found what he has been so long seeking in his little daughter. The lover has merged into the father.

It is upon this tale, so simple in its main outlines, that Dreiser spills more than 300,000 long and short words, most of them commonplace, many of them improperly used. His writing, which in The Titan gave promise of rising to distinction and even to something resembling beauty, is here a mere dogged piling up of nouns, adjectives, verbs, adverbs, pronouns and particles, and as devoid of aesthetic quality as an article in the Nation. I often wonder if he gets anything properly describable as pleasure out of his writing  that is, out of the actual act of composition. To the man who deals in phrases, who gropes for the perfect word, who puts the way of saying it above the thing actually said, there is in writing the constant joy of sudden discovery, of happy accident. But what joy can there be in rolling up sentences that have no more life or beauty in them, intrinsically, than so many election bulletins? Where is the thrill in the manufacture of such a paragraph as that I have referred to above, in which the apartment-house infested by Mrs. Althea Johns is described as particularly as if it were being offered for sale? Or in the laborious breeding of such guff as this, from Book I, Chapter IV:



The city of Chicago  who shall portray it I This vast ruck of life that had sprung suddenly into existence upon the dank marshes of a lake shore.



But why protest and repine? Dreiser writes in this banal fashion, I dessay, because God hath made him so, and a man is too old, at my time of life, to begin criticizing the Creator. But all the same it may do no harm to point out, quite academically, that a greater regard for fairness of phrase and epithet would be as a flow of Pilsner to the weary reader in his journey across the vast deserts, steppes and pampas of the Dreiserian fable. Myself no voluptuary of letters, searching fantodishly for the rare tit-bit, the succulent morsel, I have yet enough sensitiveness to style to suffer damnably when all style is absent. And so with form. The well-made novel is as irritating as the well-made play  but let it at least have a beginning, a middle and an end! Such a confection as The Genius is as shapeless as a Philadelphia pie-woman. It billows and rolls and bulges out like a cloud of smoke, and its internal organization is as vague. There are episodes that, with a few chapters added, would make very respectable novels. There are chapters that need but a touch or two to be excellent short stories. The thing rambles, staggers, fumbles, trips, wobbles, straggles, strays, heaves, pitches, reels, totters, wavers. More than once it seems to be foundering, in both the equine and the maritime senses. The author forgets it, goes out to get a drink, comes back to find it smothering. One has heard of the tree so tall that it took two men to see to the top of it. Here is a novel so huge that a whole shift of critics is needed to read it. Did I myself do it all alone? By no means. I read only the first and last paragraphs of each chapter. The rest I farmed out to my wife and children, to my cousin Ferd, and to my pastor and my beer man.

Nathless, as I have before remarked, the composition hath merit. The people in it have the fogginess and impenetrability of reality; they stand before us in three dimensions; their sufferings at the hands) of fate are genuinely poignant. Of the situations it is sufficient to say that they do not seem like situations at all: they unroll aimlessly, artlessly, inevitably, like actual happenings. A weakness lies in the background: New York is vastly less interesting than Chicago. At all events, it is vastly less interesting to Dreiser, and so he cannot make it as interesting to the reader. And no wonder. Chicago is the epitome of the United States, of the New World, of youth. It shows all the passion for beauty, the high striving, the infinite curiosity, the unashamed hoggishness, the purple romance, the gorgeous lack of humor of twenty-one. Save for San Francisco, it is the only American city that has inspired a first-rate novel in twentyfive years. Dreisers best books, Sister Carrie, Jennie Gerhardt and The Titan, deal with it. His worst, The Financier, is a gallant but hopeless effort to dramatize Philadelphia  a superb subject for a satirist, but not for a novelist. In The Genius he makes the costly blunder of bringing Witla from Chicago to New York. It would have been a better story, I venture, if that emigration had been left out of it. . . .


From: The Independent, V. 84, No. 3492, November 8, 1915, p.237

The New Books

Too Much Genius



If Theodore Dreiser had made two novels of his latest book, The Genius, one containing the work-history of the great artist he seeks to depict, and the other his love-life with its wearying succession of emotional episodes, and then had found the courage and good taste to burn the second volume, the reader would have been spared much ennui, and the author would have enhanced his reputation.


From: The Little Review

The Dionysian Dreiser



Theodore Dreiser is the greatest novelist in America. It is not a distinction. He has written poor novels. His latest novel, The Genius published by John Lane Company is loose in parts. It limps. It loses its breath. It grows thin. But it is a novel of sweep and magnitude, of sledge hammer blows and fine chiseling. In the caramel chorus of Americas chirping fictionists Dreiser raises the smooth, virile voice of an artist. And there is no voice like his in America.

I prefer to write of what Dreiser has done in The Genius than to tell in detail of what it is about. Calmly, aloofly with a consummate dispassion Dreiser has thrust his magic pen home into the heart of American Puritanism. God forgive him. God forgive the publishers. God forgive everybody who reads the book and forgive me who write about it. For American Puritanism is a sacred thing, as sacred as the gilt on the cathedral altar places, as hallowed as the bathroom in a bawdy house. And Dreiser has peeled off the gilt and ruthlessly thrust open the door. May he be cursed with the wrath of an avenging public conscience. May he be made to wither under the distinction of being a maniacle sensualist, a libidinous ruffian, a lascivious distiller of corrupting langours. Amen.

Against the gray-dirt background, the shallow-hued smears of his many contemporaries, Dreisers book stands forth like a red cry of truth. It is not the book of a man enraged with the narrowness of a country, sputtering against the insipidity of its composite ideals. Dreiser never descends to the punitive hectoring of a Robert Herrick. Nor does he join the plaintive assaults upon the pusillanimous conventions which characterize the advanced fiction of the country. He does not make his men and women vehicles for the antiquated day dream of brotherhood bosh. He does not prostitute his work in dramatizing the current quibbles, marketing asinine public convulsions in the literary capsules so commonly compounded by our quack creators. All these things he does not do and if the reading public of today will not reward him, the God of Dostoevsky, Flaubert, Huysmanns, Shakespeare and Ambrose Bierce will.

What Dreiser does do is tell a straightforward story, tell it with all the painstaking genius of the old Flemish painters. And he uses for his background not the isolated strata of any single calling, but a country  your world and mine and our neighbors. Life is greater than any of its truths, sings Theodore Dreiser. There are many kinds of good, many kinds of standards and many kinds of virtue. There is the virtue of farmer Blue, the solid, masculine, clear and open virtue rooted in the laws of the land and the rigamarole of society; thriving on the long, brown roads, the ploughed fields and the homely beauties of existence. And there is the virtue of Eugene Witla, the aesthetic, vibrating pursuit of beauty rooted in the soul of the artist, thriving on the illusive lust of women, the intangible urge of inspiration; spitting in the face of laws unnatural to it and the fallacies that would be its fetters. Yes, says Dreiser, (I do not quote him), life is a wide field bearing on its bosom beautiful flowers that do not resemble each other and that require widely different care and nourishment. To think that such commonplaces should be distinctive notes in the art of a country! But they are. If you have read these things into novels before you have not read them into American novels. I do not recall a single hero in American fiction, who is not a Puritan, who does not suffer when he sins, whom the indulgence of his desire for women does not inspire to repentance and reform and success as the blue literary laws of America demand. For further particulars on this general subject see Mr. Menckens fulmination in last months Smart Set.

On this broad canvas of thought it is that Dreiser works. In his new novel he begins in a little town in Illinois. Out of the midst of a mediocre family living in the concentric provincialism of the middle west he launches his young hero Witla  a lad suffering from dreams and stomach trouble and a vague distinguishing unrest. His types are masterpieces. His style, shorn of pretentious reticence or rhetorical pomp, is the painstaking and poetical diction he revealed in Jennie Gerhardt. But he is not infallible. There are sentences, paragraphs which jar. Although his strokes in delineating character and situation are swift and certain, his language often seems lame, his words watery, his phrases trite. But these are as the flaws of a panoramic pen crowded at moments to a point of impatience and not the faults of a weak writer. The effect is untouched. His people breathe out of the pages. They are personalities. From beginning to end Dreiser reveals a psychology of character amazing in its range and detachment. Witla as a boy lives in Alexandria, Illinois. Dreiser traces the development of his soul and sex and struggle out of the blanketing bourgois of his birthplace. The young Gene answers the call of beauty, without knowing what it is that calls him. He comes to Chicago. He is a laundry wagon driver, a collector for an installment furniture house, a student of the old Art Institute, a worker in the art department of a newspaper. Dreiser traces him out of the half way stratas of Chicago to New York, to success, and then through a labyrinth of incidents all interesting and big. He follows him through one development after another until Witla, the painter, realizes himself. I cannot begin to tell what the book is about. It is partially a depiction of the struggle between an artist husband and a good woman who is his wife, partly the struggle between the flesh and the spirit of the same husband and the tale of their final adjustment. It is an Odyssey of a type of man in whom the future of the arts rest as they always have rested. In the 736 pages there are persons of every type. You will meet everyone you have known and many you have dreamed of knowing. Every shade of womanhood flashes between the covers. It is as a novel should be  complete. It tingles with the quick spasmodic life of the city, of the country, the factory, the field, the drawing room. And above all, it breathes the atmosphere of Americas art life, the lively, struggling workers of the studio.

Witla, however, remains Dreisers calm, masterful argument against the one-sided perversions of the Puritan. Witla is a genius. What are you going to do with him, you proselyting blue stocking? Such a detached study in perfideous polygamy is enough to damn the very printers who set the type for the book. Here is a man of strong ideals, great productive talent, an indispensable contributor to life, who naively considers setting up an establishment for his pretty model just after he has proposed matrimony to the woman he loves at the time with all the finest desires of his nature; a miserable fellow who ruins and ravishes without compunction every shapely creature who crosses his path. He is without even unconscious morality, innate morality. Woman is beauty when she is anything and to possess beauty is the motive force in his life. His eye possesses the beauty of the citys filth and dirt, the beauty of landscape, his mind possesses the beauty of books and talk and other minds, and his body the beauty of passion wherever he encounters it. Logical, natural, primitive and entirely artistic. But immoral? God, yes. No one woman can satisfy a man unless he deliberately stunts himself, is the Dreiserian Gospel. A man needs blonde women, brunette women, short ones and tall ones, radical ladies and conservative creatures  that is, a man like Witla does. And is Witla a supreme type, a distinctive Sanine sort of fellow? Not a bit of it. Whether Dreiser thought he is, I dont know. He doesnt say. But he isnt. He is man and not artist in his sins.

There is naturally more color to his escapades, to his pursuit of beauty, for he is the genius with an eye to shades and a soul for nuances not possessed by his more humdrum brothers. To him matrimony is naturally a pit, a degradation, a series of cages, for he is the eternal masculine. But how many men are there who have always been faithful to their wives?

What? I do not know of a single one. In his high lighted type of Witla, Dreiser tells of this rudely, brutally and beautifully  with the indifference of a Juggernaut and the cunning of a magician.

Really, you of the firm-fireside-faith, what is there to be done? Here is the Dionysian dastard who dares proclaim that life is a decent, orderly routine and that life is also a wild, warm passionate thing; that it is also a flame in which there is only one color, the red, golden color of youth.

And the answer is  howl. A howl will go up, I swear it. It will start from the critics.

I can almost read their forthcoming reviews as I close my eyes.

A sensually depraved and degenerate type.

Striking at the bed rock of public solidarity, of home happiness, of everything decent and worth while.

And Americas reading public Horrible, filthy.

Howl, you who have stultified your artists and buried them under the gingerbread morality of your own monotonous lives. Dreiser is the one novelist being published in America today who doesnt listen to you, who describes you at your various bests, who wrings the pathos and joys out of your little worlds; who paints in with the brush of a universal art what you and I are doing in Alexandria and Chicago and New York and all the milk-station stops between.

I am not a disciple of the Dreiserian Gospel. I would like to argue with him the certain superiorities of monogamy for the artist. But he has limned a hero who is not a sugar-coated moralizer. He has ignored superbly the mob-begotten mandates of literary excellence. Whatever his faults of composition or construction, and there are not so many as his friends endeavor to make out there are, he has magnificently booted the reading public, the morally subsidized critics and the very publishers in the coarsest regions of\ their bodies  their souls.

And for these things I hail him as the greatest novelist in the country. I acclaim him as the only real, uncontaminated genius of these States and pray to God that my friend Sherwood Anderson will hurry up and get published so that there will be two of them.

THE SCAVENGER.


From: The Little Review, V. 3, No. 2, April 1916, p.5

Dreiser

By Sherwood Anderson

Heavy, heavy, hangs over thy head.

Fine, or Superfine.



Theodore Dreiser is old  he is very, very old. I do not know how many years he has lived, perhaps thirty, perhaps fifty, but he is very old. Something gray and bleak and hurtful that has been in the world almost forever is personified in him.

When Dreiser is gone we shall write books, many of them. In the books we write there will be all of the qualities Dreiser lacks. We shall have a sense of humor, and everyone knows Dreiser has no sense of humor. More than that we shall have grace, lightness of touch, dreams of beauty bursting through the husks of life.

Oh, we who follow him shall have many things that Dreiser does not have. That is a part of the wonder and the beauty of Dreiser, the things that others will have because of Dreiser.

When he was editor of The Delineator, Dreiser went one day, with a woman friend, to visit an orphans aslyum. The woman told me the story of that afternoon in the big, gray building with Dreiser, heavy and lumpy and old, sitting on a platform and watching the children  the terrible children  all in their little uniforms, trooping in.

The tears ran down his cheeks and he shook his head, the woman said. That is a good picture of Dreiser. He is old and he does not know what to do with life, so he just tells about it as he sees it, simply and honestly. The tears run down his cheeks and he shakes his head.

Heavy, heavy, the feet of Theodore. How easy to pick his books to pieces, to laugh at him. Thump, thump, thump, here he comes, Dreiser, heavy and old.

The feet of Dreiser are making a path for us, the brutal heavy feet. They are tramping through the wilderness, making a path. Presently the path will be a street, with great arches overhead and delicately carved spires piercing the sky. Along the street will run children, shouting Look at me  forgetting the heavy feet of Dreiser.

The men who follow Dreiser will have much to do. Their road is long. But because of Dreiser, we, in America, will never have to face the road through the wilderness, the road that Dreiser faced.

Heavy, heavy, hangs over thy head.

Fine or superfine.


From: Harpers Weekly, V. 62, No. 3080, January 1, 1916, p.20

Books

A Genius and a Genius



The Genius is a chunky little volume of some seven hundred pages, detailing mostly the amours of one Eugene Witla, painter, poet, and business man. Mr. Dreiser, chronicler of vulgar American types, has failed dismally with his genius. To be sure, one does not expect a genius to go always about, like an animated Roman candle, shooting off epigrams in every direction,  but somewhere, one fancies, the divine gift must come to light, in a flash of poetry, a touch of wit, if only the slightest. Mr. Witla is about as witty as an operetta librettist, and not half as poetic. Nix is his favorite negative, and his line of talk, an expression he himself would relish, fills me with a sort of yearning; it is so like the conversation I used to write in English 12 stories.

Mr. Dreisers book, apparently intended as the subtle interpretation of the love life of a man of temperament, is only the bald, passional record of a man as intemperamental as he is intemperatc. Mr. Dreiser has powers. No one who has read Sister Carrie or The Financier can doubt that but they are not subtle powers. I sometimes think of him as a sort of denatured Zola. His grasp on reality is powerful, brutal, never fine.

There are traces of Mr. Dreisers better manner in The Genius enough to make it passably worth reading. Some of the earlier, less sophisticated women are admirable studies, and a scene of child birth towards the end is terrible but on the whole, one gets an impression of misguided efforts, wasted powers. I might add that the book is disfigured throughout by traces of carelessness, including vulgarities of diction.





	



	



	







From: The Masses, V. 8, No. 10, August 1916, p.30



Talks with Live Authors

Theodore Dreiser

By Floyd Dell

I have just been reading your latest novel,1 and it brings me back to the time when I read your first. What a magical freshness there was about Sister Carrie! It seemed that American fiction had made a new start, had broken away from the accustomed ways of story telling, had begun to see life directly. At a thousand points that book departed from the familiar tradition, straying into paths of surprise and beauty because they were paths of truth. The story was simple: it was of a country girl who became an actress. The theme was simpler still: the oddness, cruelty, and above all the beauty of life. This came with all the force of a revelation. It was a book in which sad things and terrible things happened, but the effect was a strange beauty. You had given to these odd, pitiful and cruel things the glamor which they possess in the world of reality. It was a book as fascinating, as strange, and as true as life.

Jennie Gerhardt was a new revelation, not alone of the world but of your own powers. It was, I am told, and I suppose it is true, not so well written as Sister Carrie ; but I liked it better. It was an old story, but told, I thought, more truly than it ever had been told before: the story of a woman whose emotional weakness, a weakness which made her the victim of man, of accident and of life, was so profound as to seem in the end strength. But after all it was not Jennie who made the book interesting; it was the quality of your pity for her  a pity that touched her poor little drab soul with a splendor it did not in itself possess. And, again, life was the theme of this book  life with its strangeness, its cruelty, its beauty. Before these things you seemed to stand in a kind of questioning awe.

I might have been warned by that. I should have realized that you were going to be interested in things in which I myself am not capable of taking a deep interest. Nevertheless I was disappointed when your next book, The Financier, took up the story of  it is an open secret  Charles T. Yerkes. I was not interested in Charles T. Yerkes. I had, in default of an interest in your subject, to content myself with admiration for your powers as a story teller. You showed, in addition, a vast and marvellous knowledge of American business; but information, unless it subserves a fictional intention in which I am interested, bores me. And when in the second volume of your trilogy you related in detail the quite ridiculous sexual adventures of your hero, I began to suspect a flaw in your attitude toward the world: when things were funny you did not laugh. You still saw these preposterous follies as strange, pitiful, terrible and beautiful. And even though in the last volume of your trilogy you should pronounce upon the triumphs of your hero the ancient verdict of Solomon, I shall not be reconciled. To me all is not vanity, but the life of a petty-minded millionaire is a broad farce.

So I came to your new book with suspicions. Its title, The Genius,  prejudiced me. In spite of the quotation marks, I was afraid you were going to take seriously a kind of personage who is to me more of a joke even than the millionaire. My acquaintance with the Millionaire is limited, but I know the Genius well, and I cannot for the life of me keep from laughing at it...Well, I was not mistaken; you do take your genius seriously, as you take everything; and in spite of that your book conquers my admiration. It triumphs by virtue of a powerful dramatic quality such as you have never before exhibited, and by your irresistible and overwhelming sympathy with your characters. Again I see you standing, puzzled, awed, but relentlessly questioning, before the strangeness, the cruelty and the beauty of life. It is a tremendous book.

Yet it does not content me. I ask from you, in your next book, something which The Genius  lacks. I will try to tell what I mean in this way. When Eugene, in your new story, is struck down at the height of his hopes by a thunderbolt of fortune, an echo awakens somewhere in my brain that whispers Oedipus the King,  and in your sombre prose I seem to hear again the chorus: O ye deathward-going tribes of men, what do your lives mean except that they go to nothingness? Chance in your story, as in the Greek fable the envy of the gods, has pricked the bubble of dreams and disclosed the nothingness inside. And then I recall that Sophocles missed, with his characteristic ineptitude, the point of the fable with which he was dealing: Oedipus was punished by the gods because he answered the riddles of the Sphinx and freed the people of Thebes from a divine tyranny. Because he freed the people, and not because he was happy, he had to suffer; it is a version of the Prometheus legend, which is found even among the tribes of Nigeria, so universal is the conviction that those who try to help mankind will be punished for it. It is necessary that the hero should be a Promethean hero, if the tragedy is to be a Promethean tragedy. I do not blame you for not thinking of this, when George Meredith, a far cleverer fellow than either you or Sophocles, missed it in his pretty version of the story of Ferdinand Lassalle, where the materials were ready to his hand. Because Lassalle hoped and planned to liberate mankind from the tyranny of wage-slavery, he had to fall in love with a foolish girl and get killed in a duel over her. It is still true, as it was in the time of Aesclylus, that something in the nature of the universe, or of the human heart, rises to blight with folly and shame the best plans of the brightest souls, lest we become as the gods.

Life at its best and most heroic is rebellion: and the story of those frustrated rebellions is the best theme of the tragic artist. I miss in your story of Eugene the account of his rebellion, which must have been there to tell, for all artists, big and little, are in their degree rebels. You yourself are a rebel. You cannot but understand the rebel soul. You must have for its effort the admiration you have for all splendid things, and the pity you have for all frustrated things. You know that behind the cruelties and vanities of the rebellious life there is that purpose, conscious or unconscious, to pull down the pillars of the world and create a new earth out of the ruins.

Why  and it is the sole intention of my letter to ask you this  why do you not write the American novel of rebellion?


From: The Independent, V. 86, No. 3525, June 26, 1916, p.554

Music and Drama

The workmanship of Theodore Dreisers Plays of the Natural and the Supernatural is excellent. But what is the author trying to get at? The readers impression is somewhat like the remarks of the Power of Physics: Deep below deep! High above high! No beginning, no end! No end  no beginning! But that is not nonsense.


From: The American Review of Reviews, V. 53, No. 5, May 1916, p.634

The New Books

Plays and Pageants



Theodore Dreisers Plays of the Natural and Supernatural, are as gripping as the work of Galsworthy and Synge. The Natural plays are realistic dramas. The supernatural might be called metaphysical dramas in that they are dependent upon the essential nature and relations of those realities of being that lie beyond the domain of the senses. They are startling, significant episodes of life wherein the most of the action takes place in the unseen world, yet so closely coordinated with actual physical reality is the play of beings and forces in the unseen, that the reader may hardly know where the one ends and the other begins. There are seven plays in the volume: The Girl in the Coffin, The Blue Sphere, Laughing Gas. In the Dark, The Spring Recital, The Light in the Window, and The Old Ragpicker. Everyone who is interested in the progress of the American drama will welcome this new departure in the field of dramatics.


From: The Egoist, V. 4, No. 2, February 1917, p.30

Dreiser Protest

To the Editor of The Egoist

Madam,  I n your December number  A Member of the Authors League of America  attacked me for my outspoken criticism of my own disgraced and unfortunate country. I have not replied until now, as I wished to learn something of this  Authors League. I am now able to supply from their own official stationery a list of their  Council,  Executive Board, etc.

I beg the reader to witness the number of professional red-bloods, and of writers of the sentimental-suggestive, boudoir-and- delicious caresses type of novel, who have NOT supported the Dreiser protest. These leading lights of American Democracy are banded together presumably for the protection of the rights of authors and of literature. Many of them have not only failed to support Dreisers fearless and unexaggerated realism, but cowering before the successor to Anthony Comstock of foul and ridiculous memory, the majority of them have combined together and DISMISSED the former secretary of their society

BECAUSE he showed himself too active in organizing the protest against the suppression of Dreisers book.

O patria mia, vedo le mura e gli archi as usual, and the cowardice of a servile democracy, also as usual, and the pusillanimity of Americas popular writers, also as usual, and the inactive timidity of Americas elder generation of literati, also as usual, and my contempt for these national characteristics remains unaltered  as usual.

I append the list of officials and have starred those who have signed the protest: seventeen out of a council of sixty.

EZRA POUND


From: Indiana University Alumni Quarterly, V. 4, No. 1, January 1917, p.77-78

Book Reviews and Literary Notes

Concerning the latest novel of Theodore Dreiser, ex-93, The Genius, which was reviewed in the April issue of the Quarterly, the Indianapolis Star of August 27 has the following to say:

Mr. Theodore Dreisers latest novel is under the ban of Anthony Comstocks successor as a lewd book unfit for circulation through the mails. This is a charge not hitherto made against any Indiana novelist and deserves some attention.

Mr. Dreiser is a native of this State, having been born in Warsaw, and is the author of several novels, none of which has been a best seller, but all of which have won the praise of those critics and readers who glorify realism and define it as a presentation of the lowest and worst side of human nature. At least that must necessarily be their definition, since they never accept delineations of clean and cheerful life as realistic.

This is evidently Dreisers own attitude, for all of his books with which the Star is familiar deal with base passions, gross temptations, gloomy and depressing conditions, and often with situations not commonly discussed in mixed companies. At the same time it is only just to say that he does not delve into these lower currents of life because he has any fancy for the unclean or any wish to portray these phases of existence because they are unclean, but because he sincerely believes that it is for the good of the public soul that they should be portrayed.

A book is not lewd except with intention, and Mr. Dreiser should be freed of that charge. This latest book the Star does not know and does not expect to become acquainted with, but if it is like earlier ones from his pen it is not more likely to do moral harm to innocent readers than the statistics of a police court or a medical record. Nor is it much more likely to be read, for, as it happens, Mr. Dreiser has not succeeded in making his fiction otherwise than dull.

The Star is ready to defend Mr. Dreiser against the charge of the vice society as a mere matter of justice, but, Indiana man though he is, it does not recommend his novels as entertaining or as works of art. He is quoted as saying that if his name were Dreisershefsky and he said he came from Warsaw he would be gladly received. Doubtless this is true. American critics and the American public have welcomed some pretty raw and dreary material from Gorky and others. But the trouble with Dreisers books is not that he is a home product, but that he fancies that a stirring up of gutter life is art.

The Chicago Herald for November 7 contained an article commenting on a recent pamphlet, Theodore Dreisers Genius Damned, by Elias Rosenthal, a New York lawyer. The pamphlet protests against the action of fresh-water censors that found in the newest work of Mr. Dreiser, who is one of the worlds most profound and powerful writers, passages which they regard as pornographic, and therefore not for the sight of the weak.


From: Indiana University Alumni Quarterly, V. 4, No. 3, July 1917, p.415-417

Book Reviews and Literary Notes

A Hoosier Holiday



Mr. Dreisers five hundred pages of solid matter entitled, with unconscious irony, A Hoosier Holiday, is made up of about equal parts of travel incidents, of heavy rumination upon the folly of illusions, and of autobiography. The first ingredient, which constitutes the backbone of the book, offers nothing notable. A two-thousand mile automobile journey through a not very highly diversified social and topographical landscape yields on the literal plane no justification for so expanded a record. Mr. Dreisers sincere appreciation of natural beauty is not coupled with equal fineness of discrimination and his frequently smudgy style tends to disqualify him as a literary landscapist. For sheer adventure nothing more exciting is recorded than the coincidence of killing a hen and a pig on the same trip, which the author characteristically calls a psychic accident.

But these actualities are merely the thread upon which Mr. Dreiser strings his now familiar reflections upon the romantic simplicity of his countrymen, upon their ubiquitous sentimentality, upon their unconscious hypocrisy. This indeed is the very heart of the book, this antagonism in temperament between Mr. Dreiser and his countrymen. His instinct is always for frank revelation of the worst, for appraisal on the lower level. A few more autobiographical contributions and he will take his place along with Benvenuto Cellini, Rousseau, Marie Bashkirtsev, and Mary McLane in the category of the great confessors, the most naively frank, the least affected of them all. He sees America with the objectivity of an alien and with the intimacy of a native, and his criticism of the glaring disparity between our profession and our performance is, in the absence of a more subtile and acute arraignment, as significant and useful as his failure to discern the role of ideals in themselves is strongly purblind. The ideal, as Conrad says, is often but a flaming vision of the real. Dreiser, however, seems to propose a summary way with these inconvenient ideals. They are to be dethroned wholesale. Thus vital integrity is to be restored and the accusing gap between ideals and practice will cease to be! No doubt navigation in difficult weather could be similarly simplified by jettisoning the ships compass. A less cavalier prescription would direct itself to purging away the illusion that confounds facile lip-service with critical purpose, and here, as already noted, Mr. Dreiser scores heavily.

The third and by very much the most interesting portion of the book consists of the autobiographical bits  the appealing story of the remarkable mother, the wanderings of the Dreiser family from one Indiana town to another, the strange, shy, brooding boyhood of the author. It is regrettable that these did not take form in a separate book. The narrative of the year at Indiana University  well, it is not the Indiana that many of Dreisers contemporaries knew. That can never be painted in the hues of naturalism.

William E. Jenkins, 91.


From: The Nation, V. 103, No. 2676, October 12, 1916, p.355

The Understanding of Mr. Dreiser

Plays of the Natural and the Supernatural

In the mud and scum of things something always sings to the not over-nice ear of Mr. Dreiser. Relentlessly pursuing the ugly, he has bagged in these seven short plays: a death through an illegal operation (The Girl in the Coffin); the death of an idiot struck by a railway train (The Blue Sphere); the removal of a tumor (Laughing Gas); the murder of an Italian gambler by his brother, the fruit-peddler (In the Dark); the drifting of pagan priests, monks, hags, wastrels, nymphs, and fauns through a city church (The Spring Recital); a domestic row and smash-up  we use the words for their connotative value  in the best residence section of an old but fashionable district in the heart of a great city (The Light in the Window); and the dribbling and decay of a ragpicker (Old Ragpicker).

Those whose appetite for this sort of thing is not yet equal to one of the authors immense novels may well be recommended to try his flavor here. Though, of course, without the massiveness of his narrative fictions, these little dramas give a very fair impression of his surly sincerity and crude Dower. No one can question his ability to use his physical eyes and ears, and to find words for the sensational life. His minor person in particular  policemen, workmen, street Arabs  fairly reek with actuality; and more elaborate studies like the labor leader in The Girl in the Coffin and the ragpicker have an advantage over the heroes and heroines of the novels in being presented without explicit philosophical commentary. Any one who has had the pleasure of lying on an operating table under an anaesthetic may repeat his sensations at leisure, and, on the whole, without very serious after-effects, by reading Laughing Gas. The subject seems perhaps slightly rococo; yet, as in these days of facile surgery almost every one has had the experience, it may be said to possess one requisite of a classical theme  universal interest.

The well-written advertisement on the jacket of the volume advises us the plays possess that artistic and philosophical unity which takes them at once out of the realm of reportorial realism and places them in the profounder category of achievement where one becomes conscious of the motivating impulses of existence, of the psychological undercurrents of causation, of the great flux and reflux of human striving and aspiration. We fail to discover much in them  or in Mr. Dreisers other works, for that matter  of essentially human striving and aspiration; but the rest of the statement is sound enough. Through his piquantly original dramatic persons  chemical elements, voices, phantoms, and squalid human creatures  Mr. Dreiser does manage to ex-press his curious gloomy bewilderment about the universe, his sense of the hollow hypocrisy of religion, his conviction of the impotence of ideas and the omnipotence of animal and mechanical forces, his somewhat sardonic satisfaction in brutality, his aesthetic pleasure in what he conceives to be mans natural tendency to degradation.

Horridly interesting, original, and, we believe, honest, work like this reminds one in a roundabout way  undoubtedly Mr. Dreiser intended that it should  of certain ancient saws about the function of art: Through the contemplation of works of art, to keep alive in the mind a high unapproachable ideal; or The highest aim of art is beauty, and its last effect the feeling of pleasure; or The object of art is to raise man above common life and to waken in him a sense of his divine origin. These are rather pretty and winsome notions; one clings to them. Before one who has pleased ones self with them can yield to the seductions of Mr. Dreisers art and his philosophy, one wants to be assured that one cannot help it. One wants to be certain that Mr. Dreiser has seen all and said the last word. It would be a great satisfaction to know, for example, what none of his works betray, that be thoroughly understood some of the genuinely fine products of civilization  for instance, a lady or a gentleman.


From: Book News Monthly, V. 34, No. 5, January 1916, p.218

New Books of the Month

The Genius



By Berenice C. Skidelsky.

To one who several months ago deplored in print the commonplaceness of The Titan, by Theodore Dreiser, and expressed a hope that in his next effort he would make better showing, The Genius comes as a delight. Therein the author shows himself one of those who understand and interpret life, not in its obvious aspects, but in those elusive, delicate shadings that lend themselves to formulation only by the gifted of the earth. There are so many Europeans thus gifted, and so few Americans; that is why a kind of literary patriotism hails The Genius, since it is from an American pen, with a two-fold joy.

The Genius is the story of a young Middle-Westerner who early shows a marked inharmony with the plodding monotone which constitutes life in his little home town, and who goes to Chicago in obedience to a confused but impelling urge to enlarge his scope. He has several interesting experiences in his efforts to gain a livelihood, and several affairs, one of them culminating in a promise of marriage and a subsequent very reluctant fulfilment of the promise. His artistic, money-earning and amorous adventures in Chicago, New York, Philadelphia, Paris, and several places of lesser renown form the substance of the novel. There is especial emphasis upon the amorous ones  for this man, like other Dreiser characters, is sex-obsessed. Love-making and intrigue are the breath of life to him; beautiful women are for him both a physical and a spiritual need. The commingling of the double urge in the mans composition is very delicately handled, and is an admirable part of the books psychology. In Witla is an interesting mixture of the idealistic, the sensual and the intellectual, and these three vie with each other for possession of his soul; they ebb and flow in their respective potencies with the extremest fidelity to the actual shift of spirit-governing forces in a complex human being. Driven by all sorts of spontaneous unreasoning impulses, and caught up in innumerable intellectual speculation about the wisdom of obedience to them, he becomes a fairly pronounced skeptic. He comes to know that really basically and actually there was no fixed and definite understanding of anything by anybody. He attains to the state wherein there was nothing that he was actually accepting as true any more. He was going round in a ring, asking questions of this proposition and that Are you true? And are you true? And are you true? And all the while he was apparently not getting anywhere.

There is a strongly marked streak of the metaphysical in his temperament, so that his attitude toward his personal life is modified by a tendency to relate himself to the cosmos of which he is so infinitesmal a part: He was always thinking in his private conscience, Dreiser tells us, that life was somehow bigger and subtler and darker than any given theory or order of living. It might well be worth while for a man or woman to be honest and moral within a given condition or quality of society, but it did not matter at all in the ultimate substance and composition of the universe. . . . At twenty-two years of age he was thinking these things wondering if there was anything, anything, which was really stable  a rock to cling to  and not mere shifting shadow and unreality.

One of the most notable elements in the book is its treatment of the married life of Eugene Witla and Angela Blue; there is perhaps in all literature no more forceful study of the inter-relation of two temperaments.

The readers personal reaction to the Eugene Witla type of man and the situations in which he is placed is a matter entirely outside the merit of the work. If the reader feels himself steeped in a morbid abnormality of atmosphere by the over-sexed nature of the man, and has an impulse to get out into the sunshine and the air for the drawing of an untainted breath, it in nowise alters the fact that nature, with her magnificent recklessness, frequently over-endows with sex, as she does with genius, with tendency to crime, with charm of personality, with beauty, with ugliness, with lack of intellectual capacity or strength of it, with the countless qualities good and ill that appertain to human beings. Aristotles advocacy of the nicely balanced mean is all very well for man  but nature dearly loves extremes! It is not the business of the reader  indeed, it is not the wish of the intelligent reader who says, with Lord Bacon, that he has taken all knowledge to be his province  to question the particular human type which the author has selected for treatment. The readers concern is with the nature of the treatment; Eugene Witla is justified in literature because he is flesh and blood. Theodore Dreiser has produced a masterpiece of psychology which is sure of a hearty reception among all lovers of realistic literature.


From: The New England Magazine, V.55, No. 4, August 1916, p.117-118

Some Recent Books of Unusual Interest

Theodore Dreiser needs but to maintain his pace to find himself among that envied group of writers who must be read by men of their own day.

Plays of the Natural and Supernatural, his latest volume, is a strong piece of work, a real contribution to American dramatic literature, and certain to be quite deferentially discussed in very good discussional company.

The volume contains seven one-act plays, that remind the reader, somewhat, of the work of Yeats, Synge and Lady Gregory, by a community of realism and intense social sympathy, and comprehension of the tragedy of the commonplace. The twentieth-century origin is unmistakable. They have the tang of revolt, and the twang of exaggerated pathos, so characteristic of our day of self-conscious human brotherhood. This is particularly true of the plays styled of the Natural.

The plays representing the interaction of natural and supernatural forces, to which the title of the volume seems to particularly call our attention, are unique. The supernatural, to Mr. Dreiser, in these plays, means the activity of a great world, of personal spirits, both ghosts of departed earth-forms, and heavenly beings. These are revealed as actively interfering in the affairs of daily life  they conspire to bring the murderer to justice, lure the self-burdening, hopeless idiot to his merciful death, control the actions of drugs in surgery, or merely hold Walpurgis night in an old down-town church.

It would tax the ingenuity of a very cunning manager to stage these plays of the supernatural. The scenes shift rapidly, or seem to include at the same time different localities. The mind of the reader follows these swift alterations of scene with perfect ease. They are entirely natural to the action, and do not surprise. But to accomplish them by scene-shifting might be quite another matter. Indeed, I am not sure but that they might best be represented on a stage that left all scenic setting to the imagination. If our audiences, educated to vast elaborations of scenic effect, could be induced to accept the more austere setting undoubtedly dramatic situations could be presented that are now quite impossible.

But drama is literature as well as theatrical entertainment, and as such has its privileges.

Mr. Dreisers book of plays is as encouraging to the lover of dramatic literature as it is stimulating to the reader who seeks intelligent enjoyment  As Mr. Coolthers, I believe, has said, to one who wishes to go a-thinking.

The book is an attractive volume, published by John Lane Company, New York, at $1.25 net.


From: The Dial, V. 62, No. 740, April 19, 1917, p.343

Communications

Mr. Dreiser



(To the Editor of THE DIAL.)



The winsome, elephantine condemnation of America, her life and art, by Mr. Theodore Dreiser in the Seven Arts was almost amusing. It was for all the world like the effervescent talk of an elder brother, now returned to Warsaw, his native village, after a generation of exile in the city. Imagine him on a hoosier holiday accosting Little Brother, whom he left years before in the straitened precincts of a Catholic home in the heart of Puritan-ridden America. He, Big Brother, has breathed the freer airs of the metropolis. He is possessed with the idea that, while he has been breaking moulds of custom, Little Brother and Warsaw are still set in the frigid forms of Puritanism. We may conceive Theodore discoursing in this wise:

Alas, alas for art in America, since you, Little Brother, dont believe in birth control.

But I do, Theodore, I do, and all Warsaw practises it.

And American colleges are defunct.

Even a few professors are beginning to suspect that.

And there are no houses of prostitution in Warsaw.

No, but the Ancient Woman plies her trade.

And Anthony Comstockism thrives.

Only in little old New York. Even I have read Homo Sapiens, and your Genius is discussed by Ethel and Grace at the high school.

And the nude, the nude  .

Is never so alluring as when properly covered.

Women are too much respected.

But not always too respectable.

The constitution of the United States is an idealistic fiasco, framed to line the pockets of privilege.

Why, so Beard remarked, I believe, before I kicked myself out of college.

By this time Theodore is frothy.

Men still believe in God.

Its an ancient failing. Do they serve Him?

Thereupon Big Brother turns away in disgust at the puerile complacency of his provincial brother. Theodore has forgotten that, in this age of intercommunication, our lives and communities are inseparably tangled, and that the spirit of change is pervasive. Warsaw, too, has her broken moulds, and vibrates to the same iron string of revolution as New York.

And so I was almost amused at the confidence with which Mr. Dreiser made himself the spokesman of his provincial constituents, and announced his anti-Victorianism with the unction of novelty. I found myself, as Little Brother, in accord with nearly all he said, but I somehow could not accept its spirit. There are two underlying delusions in Mr. Dreisers condemnation.

Mr. Dreiser has been called an elemental force. He accepts the epithet. If there is any one belief shadowed in his works, it is the pagan belief in a vast compulsion which has nothing to do with the individual desires or tastes or impulses of individuals. He reduces life to this force and to unguided inner desire. He desires to tear away illusions and make America see these elements only. Would he have society reorganized about these elements? Does he mean society to be pagan by imitating the ruthless force; should society be amorphous; should the prostitute be honored, made a public benefactor? Would art advance more rapidly under these than under present conditions?

And again, is it more natural to be polygamous than monogamous? Were the greatest artists polygamous? Is it elemental to regard the vast compulsion as a ruthless force?

The first delusion that I wish Mr. Dreiser had destroyed for us is the delusion that he is elemental, therefore simple, therefore clear. As a matter of fact, he is not elemental, but unutterably complex. He is so complex that he has been unable to guide his impulses into some clear, understandable, workable scheme of action; which is the office of genius, I take it. W. He blasts away (while all of us stand by and applaud) the old conventions, customs, and illusions which no longer need blasting, and he offers in their place  what?) A fancied belief that he has found the elements of life in vast compulsion and unguided inner desire. I assert that the provincial masses of America, whom Mr. Dreiser derides, have come as near to finding the naked truths of life as he himself.

The other delusion which is everywhere implied in Mr. Dreisers paper is that American art  in particular American literature  is inferior to European because it is different. I regret that Mr. Dreiser falls into this too-common error. He does well to rage against Englands intellectual colonization of America  Emerson and Lowell did that before him. But would he substitute Russian, and German colonization? He seems to think Emerson inferior to his disciple Nietzsche. He seems to think William James inferior to Schopenhauer. By what standard can Dreiser place Nietzsche and Schopenhauer above Emerson and James? By no standard but the European. Does Dreiser, in his ardent Americanism, try America and find her wanting according to European standards alone? There is no greater fallacy than to judge one races art by standards created from another races art. Americas art is too English? Yes. But can Americas art become American by adhering to German standards? Art is a races unfolding from within, not a grafting of adventitious growths from without. Suppose Americas genius were moral, and suppose the greatest art should be the art of morality, would Mr. Dreiser have the good grace to be chagrined?

Beloit, Wis., April 9, 1917. M.H. Hedges


From: The Dial, V. 61, No. 730, November 30, 1916, p.474

Travel in America (excerpt)



After an absence of nearly three decades Mr. Theodore Dreiser was moved to revisit the scenes of his early life. The journey was pleasantly made in the motor car of his artist friend, Mr. Franklin Booth, these two with the chaufleur composing the party. A Hoosier Holiday, written in Mr. Dreisers well-known manner of mingled description, anecdote, dialogue, and philosophic reflection, details the incidents of the summer outing in a highly readable manner, while Mr. Booths frequent drawings by the way  sketches of a pleasant softness and dreaminess, done in charcoal or crayon  add charm to the whole. For a man not very much over forty, Mr. Dreiser is perhaps unduly fond of assuming the part of the world-weary, the disillusioned, the blasé (the one best word for it all), as if life and love and all the delightful possibilities of the future held nothing further in store for him. One reads him always with enjoyment, but this same Hoosier-holiday narrative might have been made equally interesting and equally true to the facts without any indulgence in what at times savors of a contemptuous superiority to the innocent and simple joys of human existence. If one has outgrown these joys, it is a misfortune, not a thing to be paraded with complacency. Perhaps a few more decades will work a change and make Mr. Dreiser as young in heart as he now is in years.


From: The Dial, V. 63, No. 753, November 8, 1917, p.437-438

An Apology for Crudity

By Sherwood Anderson

For a long time I have believed that crudity is an inevitable quality in the production of a really significant present-day American literature. How indeed is one to escape the obvious fact that there is as yet no native subtlety of thought or living among us? And if we are a crude and childlike people how can our literature hope to escape the influence of that fact? Why indeed should we want it to escape?

If you are in doubt as to the crudity of thought in America, try an experiment. Come out of your offices, where you sit writing and thinking, and try living with us. Get on a train at Pittsburg and go west to the mountains of Colorado. Stop for a time in our towns and cities. Stay for a week in some Iowa corn-shipping town and for another week in one of the Chicago clubs. As you loiter about read our newspapers and listen to our conversations, remembering, if you will, that as you see us in the towns and cities, so we are. We are not subtle enough to conceal ourselves and he who runs with open eyes through the Mississippi Valley may read the story of the Mississippi Valley.

It is a marvelous story and we have not yet begun to tell the half of it. A little, I think I know why. It is because we who write have drawn ourselves away. We have not had faith in our people and in the story of our people. If we are crude and childlike, that is our story and our writing men must learn to dare to come among us until they know the story. The telling of the story depends, I believe, upon their learning that lesson and accepting that burden.

To my room, which is on a street near the loop in the city of Chicago, come men who write. They talk and I talk. We are fools. We talk of writers of the old world and the beauty and subtlety of the work they do. Below us the roaring city lies like a great animal on the prairies, but we do not run out to the prairies. We stay in our rooms and talk.

And so, having listened to talk and having myself talked overmuch, I grow weary of talk and walk in the streets. As I walk alone, an old truth comes home to me and I know that we shall never have an American literature until we return to faith in ourselves and to the facing of our own limitations. We must, in some way, become in ourselves more like our fellows, more simple and real.

For surely it does not follow that because we Americans are a people without subtlety, we are a dull or uninteresting people. Our literature is dull, but we are not. One remembers how Dostoevsky had faith in the simplicity of the Russians and what he achieved. He lived and he expressed the life of his time and people. The thing that he did brings hope of achievement for our men.

But let us first of all accept certain truths. Why should we Americans aspire to a subtlety that belongs not to us but to old lands and places? Why talk of intellectuality and of intellectual life when we have not accepted the life that we have? There is death on that road and following it has brought death into much of American writing. Can you doubt what I say? Consider the smooth slickness of the average magazine story. There is often great subtlety of plot and phrase, but there is no reality. Can such work live? The answer is that the most popular magazine story or novel does not live in our minds for a month.

And what are we to do about it? To me it seems that as writers we shall have to throw ourselves with greater daring into the life here. We shall have to begin to write out of the people and not for the people. We shall have to find within ourselves a little of that courage. To continue along the road we are travelling is unthinkable. To draw ourselves apart, to live in little groups and console ourselves with the thought that we are achieving intellectuality, is to get nowhere. By such a road we can hope only to go on producing a literature that has nothing to do with life as it is lived in these United States.

To be sure, the doing of the thing I am talking about will not be easy. America is a land of objective writing and thinking. New paths will have to be made. The subjective impulse is almost unknown to us. Because it is close to life, it works out into crude and broken forms. It leads along a road that such American masters of prose as James and Howells did not want to take, but if we are to get anywhere, we shall have to travel that road.

The road is rough and the times are pitiless. Who, knowing our America and understanding the life in our towns and cities, can close his eyes to the fact that life here is for the most part an ugly affair? As a people we have given ourselves to industrialism, and industrialism is not lovely. If anyone can find beauty in an American factory town, I wish he would show me the way. For myself, I cannot find it. To me, and I am living in industrial life, the whole thing is as ugly as modern war. I have to accept that fact and I believe a great step forward will have been taken when it is more generally accepted.

But why, I am asked, is crudity and ugliness necessary? Why cannot a man like Mr. Dreiser write in the spirit of the early Americans, why cannot he see fun in life? What we want is the note of health. In the work of Mark Twain there was something wholesome and sweet. Why cannot the modern man be also wholesome and sweet?

To this I make answer that to me a man, say like Mr. Dreiser, is wholesome. He is true to something in the life about him, and truth is a ways wholesome. Twain and Whitman wrote out of another age, out of an age and a land of forests and rivers. The dominant note of American life in their time was the noisy, swaggering raftsman and the hairy-breasted Woodsman. To-day it is not so. The dominant note in American life today is the factory hand. When we have digested that fact, we can begin to approach the task of the present-day novelist with a new point of view.

It is, I believe, self-evident that the work of the novelist must always lie somewhat outside the field of philosophic thou ht. Your true novelist is a man gone a little mad with the life of his times. As he goes through life he lives, not in himself, but in many people. Through his brain march figures and groups of figures. Out of the many figures, one emerges. If he be at all sensitive to the life about him and that life be crude, the figure that emerges will be crude and will crudely express itself.

I do not know how far a man may go on the road of subjective writing. The matter, I admit, puzzles me. There is something approaching insanity in the very idea of sinking yourself too deeply into modern American industrial life.

But it is my contention that there is no other road. If one would avoid neat, slick writing, he must at least attempt to be brother to his brothers and live as the men of his time live. He must share with them the crude expression of their lives. To our grandchildren the privilege of attempting to produce a school of American writing that has delicacy and color may come as a matter of course. One hopes that will be true, but it is not true now. And that is why, with so many of the younger Americans, I put my faith in the modern literary adventurers. We shall, I am sure, have much crude, blundering American writing before the gift of beauty and subtlety in prose shall honestly belong to us.


From: The Spectator, V. 118, No. 4623, February 3, 1917, p.139-140

A New Dramatic Form

In his collection of Plays of the Natural and the Supernatural, as they are somewhat grandiloquently styled, Mr. Dreiser, an American playwright, introduces what is  to us at any rate  a new and interesting form of dramatic writing. His method is to present and develop his incident with all the factors and influences in which he imagines it, be they natural or supernatural, physical or metaphysical. Thus in that striking if rather repellent play, The Blue Sphere, a deformed and abnormal child, named simply The Monstrosity, wanders on to the railway track and is run over by the mail train. There is nothing more in the story than that. But in its development are used not only the thoughts as well as the actions of the persons concerned, but also oncoming Fate in the shape of the mail train  a hundred and sixty miles away when the play opens  the talk of the stoker and engine-driver, and the enticements of the nameless Shadow  who lures the child to its death. Again, in the gruesome study, In the Dark, the horror of the murder in Kerrigans Flats is emphasized by the whisperings of spirits in the air, the howls of watchdogs. the wailing of the soul of the murdered man following the murderer through the streets, the broken ejaculatory sentences of the criminal as he hurries from the scene of his crime, the awakening suspicions of neighbours, and the commonplace comments of police officers. Of a more cheerful character is The Spring Recital, in which the incident is nothing more dramatic in itself than an organ recital given in a city church by  a pessimistic musician of fifty. The visible audience consists of four people, a couple of youthful lovers and two women. As Mr. Dreiser imagines them, however, the listeners also include not only fauns, nymphs, and dryads, but an English Minister, once of St. Giles, Cirencester, who died in 1031, a Monk of the Thebaid, A.D. 300, and three Priests of Isis, B.C. 2840 . . . and various living and newly dead spirits wandering in from the streets. Even the church cat, dignified and supercilious, has a speaking part.

Strangely effective is Laughing Gas, an analysis, so to speak, of the sensations of a man, Vatabeel, under the anaesthetic. While his body is in the hands of the operators, the operation being witnessed and also assisted by various surgeries and nurses on the psychic planes, his spirit experiences terror, wonder, depression, despair, and these emotions are embodied or personified in the anaesthetics- Alcephoran,  a power of physics without form or substance, generating and superimposing ideas without let or hindrance  and  Demyaphon  ( Laughing Gas ),  nitrous oxide, also with the power of generating and superimposing huge ideas without let or hindrance, the capacity of the individual permitting. Vatabeel, his vitality at a very low ebb, makes a great struggle to live, jeered at by  Laughing Gas :-

 DEMYAPHON (to Vatabee): And the humour of it is that it is without rhyme or reason. Over and over! Eon after eon! What you do now, you will do again. And there is no explanation. You are so eager to live  to do it again. Do you not see the humour of that?

Vatabeel apparently does see the humour of it, for he comes back to physical consciousness laughing uproariously  in a convulsion of sardonic merriment over the irony of life :-

I see it all now! Oh, what, a joke! Oh, what a trick! ... And the very laughing compulsory! vibratory! a universal scheme of laughing Oh, ho! ho! ho! ... The folly of life! What fools and tools we are! Ah, ha! ha! ha! ...

I never saw gas act more vigorously, says the anaesthetist. Vatabeel,  beginning to recover his natural poise and reserve, asks:  And was it only the gas, then?

The stage production of such plays seems almost an impossibility, but according to a report in the Daily Telegraph, Laughing Gas has been acted in America, where the difficulties of presentation in the theatre seem to have been overcome by eloquent handling of the light and management of the cadences of the supernatural voices.

As will be seen, Mr. Dreisers method is ambitious, but in the examples we have quoted it can be shown, in a certain restricted sense, to be justified by results. It seems, however, to demand special care in the selection of theme, or, as is proved by one of Mr. Dreisers own plays, The Light in the Window, it may easily have the effect of pretentiousness.

Taken as a whole, however, the book and the method must be pronounced a failure in spite of the ingenuity of the attempt to be original, and to call in the other world to redress the balance of literary monotony in this. Spirits are not finely touchd but to fine issues, and these issues are clearly not fine enough.


From: The Dial, V. 63, November 22, 1917, p.533

Casual Comment (excerpt)



In his suggestive paper An Apology for Crudity, published in the last number of THE DIAL, Sherwood Anderson asks why it is that a man like Mr. Dreiser cannot write in the spirit of the early Americans. Why cant he see the fun in life? In the work of Mark Twain there was something wholesome and sweet. Why cannot the modern man also be wholesome and sweet? His answer is, of course, that the work of Mr. Dreiser is wholesome, because it is true to the life about him, and truth is always wholesome. But why the changed temper? What does it signify? Our humorists have been the most characteristic of our interpreters; they love cant no more than Mr. Dreiser; and they have been even more pungent in dealing with hypocrisy and smugness. Yet they are never thought of as unwholesome or dangerous; and they are quite the most popular of our writers. Why? Because almost without exception they have been popular-minded; neither more nor less philosophical than the average man. They have not challenged existing ideals or standards but only the amusing discrepancy between theory and practice, and they have to that extent actually bolstered up the ideals. As Mr. Santayana puts it in The Genteel Tradition in American Philosophy, our humorists have got their effects precisely by accepting the genteel tradition with the head after its hold on the heart had been relaxed. So when Mark Twain says, I was born of poor but dishonest parents, the humor depends on the parody of the genteel Anglo-Saxon convention that it is disreputable to be poor; but to hint at the hollowness of it would not be amusing if it did not remain at bottom ones habitual conviction. But with Mr. Dreiser that habitual conviction has been hopelessly undermined, and the whole problem becomes so complicated and disturbing as to call for something more challenging and subversive than humor.


From: Current Opinion, V. 62, No. 5, May 1917, p.344-345

Dreisers Arraignment of Our Intellectual Aridity

On the ground that America tends to become a dull, conventionalized, material world, duller even than its reputed mother, sacred England, Theodore Dreiser, the novelist, makes a passionate plea, in The Seven Arts, for a larger intellectual liberty. Himself the victim of a Puritanical censorship which forbids the publication of his latest novel and which has hampered him from the very beginning of his career, he hits back. He charges us with intellectual provincialism. He claims that we have a quarrel with original thought. He goes so far as to say: No nation has ever contributed less [than America has contributed], philosophically or artistically or spiritually, to the actual development of the intellect and the spirit.

The average Methodist, Baptist, Presbyterian or Lutheran, according to Mr. Dreiser, is bounded, intellectually, by what he has been taught in his Sunday-school or his church or by what he has stored up or gathered from the conventions of his native town. Altho the world has stored up endless treasures of knowledge in regard to itself chemically, sociologically, historically, philosophically  still the millions and millions who tramp the streets and occupy the stores and fill the highways and byways, and the fields, and the tenements of the city, have no faintest knowledge of anything that can be said to be intellectually doing. They live in theories and isms, and under codes dictated by a church or a state or an order of society which has no least regard for or relation to their natural mental development. The darkest side of democracy, Mr. Dreiser contends, is that it permits the magnetic and the cunning and the unscrupulous among the powerful individuals to sway vast masses of the mob not so much to their own immediate destruction as to the curtailment of their natural privileges and the ideas which they should be allowed to entertain if they could think at all. Mr. Dreiser proceeds:



The point which I wish to make here is just this: That in a land so devoted to the material, altho dedicated by its constitution to the ideal, the condition of art and intellectual freedom is certainly anomalous. Your trade and your trust builder, most obviously- dominant in America at this time, is of all people most indifferent to, or most unconscious of, the ultimate and pressing claims of mind and spirit as expressed by art. If you doubt this, you have only to look about you to see for what purposes, to w-hat end, the increment of men of wealth and material power in America is devoted. We have something like twenty-five hundred colleges and schools and institutions of various kinds, largely furthered by the money of American men of wealth, and all devoted to the development of the mental equipment of man, so we are told, yet all set with the most flinty firmness against anything which is related to truly radical investigation, or thought, or action, or art.



Mr. Dreiser cites the remark of a professor in one of our successful State colleges who has watched the output of male graduates from his institution for a number of years, and who says: They are little more than types, machines, made in the image and likeness of their college. They do not think; they cannot think, because they are bound hard and fast by the iron band of convention. Mr. Dreiser says that he himself knows a womans college, an American institution of the very highest standing, which has sent forth into life some thousands of graduates and postgraduates who were supposed to be individuals, capable of individual thought; yet out of all of them not one has ever entered upon any creative or artistic labor of any kind. We are drifting, Mr. Dreiser fears, into the clutches of a commercial oligarchy whose mental standards, outside of trade, are so puerile as to be scarcely worth discussing. He concludes:

The most significant and, to me, discouraging manifestation in connection with the United States to-day, is the tendency to even narrower and more puritanic standards than have obtained in the past. . . .

Shakespeare has been ordered from the schools in some of the States. A production of Antony and Cleopatra has been raided in Chicago. Japanese prints of a high art-value, intended for the seclusion of a private collection, have been seized and the most valuable of them held to be destroyed. By turns, an artistic fountain to Heine in New York, loan exhibits of paintings in Denver, Kansas City, and elsewhere, scores of books by Stevenson, James Lane Allen, Frances H. Burnett, have been attacked, not only, as in the case of the latter, with the invisible weapons of the law, as might be expected, but, in regard to the former, with actual axes. A male dancer of repute and some artistic ability, has been raided publicly by the Vice Crusaders for his shameless exposure of his person! No play, no picture, no book, no public or private jubilation of any kind, is complete any more without its vice attack.

To me this sort of thing is dull, and bespeaks the low state to which our mental activities have fallen. When it comes to the matter of serious letters it is the worst. In New York a literary reign of terror has been and is now being attempted. The publisher of Mr. D. H. Lawrences latest novel is warned before he brings it out that he will be prosecuted  a work that probably has no more defect than being intelligent and true. Similarly, Mr. Przybyszewskis Homo Sapiens  a by no means pornographic work  was at once seized on its appearance, and the publishers frightened into withdrawing it. This was true of Hagar Revelly, Tcss of the dUrbervilles, Sapho, Jude the Obscure, Rose of Dutchers Cooley, A Lady of Quality, A Summer in Arcady and indeed scores of others. Imagine banning a book like A Summer in Arcady from the public libraries! And now The Sexual Question, by the eminent August Forel, has been banned also. Think of it  the work of a scientist of Fords attainments being banned!

This sort of interference with serious letters is, to me, the worst and most corrupting form of espionage which is conceivable to the human mind. It plumbs the depths of ignorance and intolerance; if not checked, it can and will dam initiative and inspiration at the source. Life, if it is anything at all, is a thing to be observed, studied, interpreted. We cannot know too much about it, because as yet we know nothing. It is our one great realm of discovery. The artist, if left to himself, may be safely trusted to observe, synchronize and articulate human knowledge in the most palatable and delightful form. Human nature will seek and have what it needs, the vice crusaders to the contrary notwithstanding. There is no compulsion on anyone to read. One must pay to do so. What is more, one must have taste inherently to select, and a brain and a heart to understand. With all these safeguards and a double score of capable critics in every land to praise or blame, what need really is there for a censor, or a dozen of them, each far less fitted than any of the working critics, to indulge his personal predilection and op position, and to appeal to the courts if he is disagreed with?

Personally, I rise to protest. I look on this interference with serious art and serious minds as an outrage. I fear for the ultimate intelligence of America, which in all conscience, judged by world standards, is low enough. In our youth and conceit we think ourselves wise. Intelligent cosmopolitans actually know that our ignorance is appalling. In the main we are unbelievably dull and wishy-washy. Now appears a band of wasp-like censors to put the finishing touches on a literature and an art that has struggled all too feebly as it is. Poe, Hawthorne, Whitman and Thoreau, each in turn was the butt and jibe of unintelligent Americans, until by now we are well-nigh the laughing-stock of the world. Where is it to end? When will we lay aside our swaddling clothes, enforced on us by ignorant, impossible puritans and their uneducated followers, and stand up, free thinking men and women? Life is to be learned as much from books and art as from life itself  almost more so, in my judgment. Art is the stored honey of the human soul, gathered on wings of misery and travail. Shall the dull and the self-seeking and the self-advertising close this store on the groping human mind?

Mr. Dreisers arraignment has not, as yet, been met by any adequate rejoinder. The Listener in the Boston Transcript suggests that it exaggerates, but is salutary. Likewise, the San Francisco Chronicle comments: It is certainly powerful writing, and if there are those who object to his picture on patriotic grounds, they may be soothed by reading a chapter or two of Carlyle on the hypocrisy of the England of his day.


From: Literary Snapshots  Impressions of Contemporary Authors, by Richard Butler Glaenzer, Brentanos, 1920, p.42

DREISER

You, at least, have provoked 
Opinion.

How many, how many,

Have done more than sneak along

The groove of tradition?



You, at least, have created

Two women and one man

Who cannot die.

How many, how many

Can preserve their own puny souls

From living a daily death?


From: The Dial, V. 63, No. 746, July 19, 1917, p.77

Communications

The Favorite Son



(To the Editor of the Dial)



In THE DIAL of June 14, Mr. Randolph Bourne remarks of Theodore Dreiser, There stirs in Dreisers books a new American quality. It is an authentic attempt to make something artistic out of the chaotic materials that lie around us in American life. True enough, but if those are Mr. Bournes sentiments, why doesnt he compare Dreiser with Frank Norris, who had the artists vision along with the artists sureness of technique?

Isnt the reason this? Mr. Dreisers books appeal to Mr. Bourne because they concern themselves altogether with the little wriggling microbe, man  picturing his wrigglings, while time and eternity go marching on. Mr. Norris, on the contrary, was interested not only in men, but also in the infinite, wonderful universe around them. Man perishes, but the wheat goes on. Mr. Dreiser and Mr. Bourne can see and criticize their neighbors across the street. Mr. Norriss mind could take in a state, a nation, a world, a whole universe.

Roger Sprague

Berkeley, Cal., June 30, 1917


From: The Dial, V. 63, June 28, 1917, p.28

Communications

Mr. Dreiser and Celestina

(To the Editor of THE DIAL.)



May I ask for space in your columns to thank Mr. Louis How for so courteously calling my attention (in THE DIAL of May 31) to the old Spanish dramatic novel Celestina, which he thinks offers a parallel to Mr. Dreisers device of shifting the scene from speech to speech in his plays. In a review of Mr. Dreisers plays I had rashly remarked that, so far as I knew, this device was new even in closet drama. In the face of Solomon and his successors (among whom Mr. How will surely forgive me for ranking him) it is always highly indiscreet to say that anything is new. When I made the remark, I was not thinking of mediaeval drama, in which various places were represented simultaneously on the stage; I was thinking of modern drama, of which Mr. Dreisers plays are very interesting examples. If Mr. How wished to attack my obiter dictum on the ground that mediaeval dramatists seem to use something like Mr. Dreisers device, he might have found much better examples than Celestina. For, in the first place, it is perhaps worth noting that the classification of Celestina is doubtful. The balance of authority, so far as I can discover, seems to favor classifying it as a novel rather than as a play. Thus Fitzmaurice Kelly (A History of Spanish Literature, New York, 1902, ) says: This remarkable book . has been classed as a play, or as a novel in dialogue.

Its influence is most marked on the novel. Martin Hume (Spanish Influence on English Literature, London, 1905) discusses Celestina in his chapter on the novel, and says (), It was, to all intents and purposes, a novel in dramatic form. Professor Ward (History of English Dramatic Literature, I, 232) calls it a dramatic novel of intrigue and character. Mr. How need have gone no further than the English miracle plays to find examples of the kind of apparent shifting of scene from speech to speech which he refers to in Celestina. And these examples would have served his purpose better, because they occur in undoubted acting plays.

But neither Celestina nor any other mediaeval drama, so far as I know, really offers a fair parallel to Mr. Dreisers kaleidoscopic scene shifts. The mediaeval stage made use of what is now called multiple setting, that is (I quote Professor Thorndikes Shakespeares Theatre, ), in general the medieval performance…represented different places at the same time by means of properties, and used the neutral unpropertied space to represent all other places. It is only from our modern point of view that the scene seems to shift from speech to speech as we read these plays; really the several scenes were all represented simultaneously by the multiple setting. The contemporary reader of a piece like Celestina would read with this multiple setting stage in mind, and what seem to us shifts of scene would mean to him merely changes from one station on the stage to another, such as he had often witnessed in acted drama. He would have all the scenes before his minds eye all the time, so that no mental readjustment would be necessary when the action or dialogue moved to a different station. The reader of closet drama to-day reads with our single setting stage in mind; and each shift of scene will involve for him a mental readjustment. When Mr. Dreiser takes him in successive speeches from Mrs. Delavans kitchen to her front yard, and then to the cab of a locomotive a hundred miles away, he is likely to be confused and wearied by the rapid imaginative readjustments necessary; at the very least. his attention will be distracted from the action and main business of the play. And this, I still believe, is a source of fatal weakness.

Finally, I cannot refrain from remarking that in his anxiety properly to castigate my ignorance, Mr. How extravagantly overestimates the literary value of Celestina Historically, of course, its importance is very great, and intrinsically its merit is considerable; but to call it, as Mr. How does, one of the few most alive of the supreme works of art Europe has produced is to give it equal rank with the Iliad, the Divine Comedy, and Hamlet. I am sorry to have been the unwitting occasion of anyones making so serious a critical blunder.



Homer E. Woodbridge

Colorado Springs, June 18, 1917


From: The Bookman, V. 46, February 1918, p.655

Chronicle and Comment

Dreiser en Passant



This is true talk. Dreiser represents in literature the nadir of the movement to biologise human society  a movement that was the outcome of the discovery that mans physical endowment is the product of natural law. The biologisers have run amuck in attempting to carry over into human institutions and social conventions the survival of the fittest theory; just as Germany is running amuck now in its ruthless application of this one-sided conception to the relations of nations. We rebel; man has an instinctive insubordination, a divine quality if you will, that refuses to lie down and let the universe walk over him. The war is making us more and more conscious of this aspect of our nature. Dreisers philosophy is as antiquated to-day as if he had lived before Darwin, however much we may respect his artistic power.


From: Pearsons Magazine, V. 39, October 1918, p.359

Books Worth Reading

Free, by Dreiser



By Frank Harris

It is some eight or ten years now since Mr. Arnold Bennett declared that there were half a dozen English writers who were as great masters of the short story as any in France; and here is now an American to add to the list. I have swallowed half this volume by Dreiser in one short evening, have been interested, stirred even, and am eager to go on and finish it. Thinking back over what I have read, I remember five stories  and there were only five  every one made a definite impression on me and the first and the last, I believe, are going to remain with me.

Free is the story of a man of sixty whose wife is ill and likely to die. The doctor condoles with him, and the husband realizes that he wont be sorry if his wife does die, that he has never loved her much, and that whatever love he had for her is long ago worn out and dead. He has had dreams, too, in his dull forty years of married life, wild dreams of love, dear dreams tho fleeting as shadows on glass, and if he were free he might yet realize one of the entrancing desires. But when his wife does die he just understands that he is old and tired: Free, I am free now at last! Free! Free! . . . Yes  free . . . to die.

It is a sad story, a page of real life torn out of the great book, difficult to forget, and yet more difficult to read again. Why? Why should it be impossible to read again?

First of all, it is a little too long; there are wearisome repetitions; no crescendo of interest, and on almost every page there are blunders or at least carelessnesses of phrase  feelings clumsily expressed. Sometimes the mistakes are American, the frequent use of will when shall is obligatory, as on page 45, where Mr. Haymaker muses: Now she will really get well. I will never be free. I will never have a day  a day!

Frequently, however, the fault is in the writer. Dreiser writes what first comes into his head, without a second thought. Take perhaps the best passage in this story, when, just before the end, Haymaker realizes that he is old, weary, done for, a recluse and ungainly.

Dreiser goes on: Now the innate cruelty of life, its blazing ironic indifference to him and so many grew rapidly upon him. What dreadful writing! The whole sentence is, of course, Dreiser, and not poor dull Haymaker at all; then take that phrase blazing ironic indifference; does Dreiser mean blazing indifference? No! Plainly he means the blazing irony of natures indifference, and even then how bad is blazing, for if you please it grew rapidly upon him!

The last story, The Second Choice, is better still: it is about a young girls love, has a thrill in it and is relentlessly true to nature to boot. Dreiser is a magician when he treats of love: he might, one imagines, write a world-masterpiece on that theme; but even then he should be forced to rewrite it at least half a dozen times. Tolstoi, who is a great writer, confesses at the end of his life that he often rewrites a story ten or twenty times  thats the true artists spirit. Masterpieces never come to the birth without labor and pain.


From: The Mentor, V. 6, No. 14, September 1, 1918, p.6-7

Makers of Modern American Fiction (Men)

Dreiser and Dixon (excerpt)



By Arthur B. Maurice

A vigorous, if undeniably crude, figure in contemporary American fiction, is Theodore Dreiser. Lacking style and literary distinction, frequently bordering on the ridiculous, he nevertheless, by a rigid devotion to a certain kind of realism that omits no details, has built up a following that chooses to regard him as something of a great man. His first book, written a dozen years or more ago, was Sister Carrie. It introduced a soiled, unsentimental, rather sordid, but pathetic and very human heroine. After a career in Chicago, Sister Carrie made her way to New York, and eventually climbed to comfortable heights of worldly success. Jennie Gerhardt. (1911) was in much the same vein and manner. The Financier (1912) gave a picture of American business life as it was or as Mr. Dreiser conceived it to be during the Civil War and the Reconstruction Period. Whatever its merits or demerits may be, The Genius, his latest novel, owes its chief prominence to its much debated morality.


From: The Literary Digest, V. 56, No. 4, January 26, 1918, p.36

Reviews of New Books

A Hoosier Holiday



Affluence and a soft seat in a. luxurious touring-car tend to make the author of A Hoosier Holiday so uncritical and contented as to spread his holiday out over five hundred large and prolix pages. His account of his auto-trip from New York across New Jersey, Pennsylvania, and Ohio to his old Indiana home is rendered dull and sometimes gross by this lack of discrimination. Yet there are many kindly sketches of the human commonplace, many charming descriptions of brooks and streams and bridges and smoky towns, and often the cynicism of the disillusioned man of the world that marks his other books is dissolved in the optimism of a man at peace with life. The first half of the book is thus mildly entertaining. When, however, he reaches the reminiscent stage a strain of morbid egoism appears which leaves a bad taste in the readers mouth. It is more than tedious. Mr. Franklin Booths thirty or more illustrations have a distinctive charm that is without regrets and add greatly to the book.


From: The Dial, V. 67, September 20, 1919, p.276

Books of the Fortnight

The Hand of the Potter



The Hand of the Potter, by Theodore Dreiser, a tragedy in four acts, should suffice, by its incredibly inept construction, to remove the last doubt whether its author is capable of mastering any existing technique. Upon an authentic background of East Side family life he has presented a courageous and understanding picture of a certain kind of erotic pathology  and then has squandered his materials in a sensational plot that is as clumsy melodrama as it is arbitrary tragedy.


From: The Smart Set, V. 59, No. 4, August 1919, p.140-141

Novels, Chiefly Bad (excerpt)



Twelve Men



By H.L. Mencken

II

The native war novels, as I say, are all balderdash. I spare you their names: you will find them in any department-store. But the early Summer brings at least three home-made books that are of excellent merit. One of them is Theodore Dreisers Twelve Men (Boni-Liveright), another is Civilization, by Ellen N. La Motte (Doran), and the third is Winesburg, Ohio, by Sherwood Anderson (Huebsch). Of these the most original and remarkable is the Anderson book, a collection of short stories of a new order, including at least half a dozen of a very striking quality. This Anderson is a man of whom a great deal will be heard hereafter. Along with Willa Sibert Cather, James Branch Cabell and a few others, he belongs to a small group that has somehow emancipated itself from the prevailing imitativeness and banality of the national letters and is moving steadily toward work that will do honor to the country. His first novel, Windy McPhersons Son, printed in 1916, had plenty of faults, but there were so many compensating merits that it stood out clearly above the general run of the fiction of its year. Then came Marching Men, another defective but extremely interesting novel, and then a book of dithyrambs, Mid-American Chants. But these things, for all their brilliant moments, did not adequately represent Anderson. The national vice of ethical purpose corrupted them; they were burdened with Tendenz. Now, in Winesburg, Ohio, he throws off that handicap. What remains is pure representation  and it is representation so vivid, so full of insight, so shiningly life-like and glowing, that the book is lifted into a category all its own. Nothing quite like it has ever been done in America. It is a book that, at one stroke, turns depression into enthusiasm.

In form, it is a collection of short stories, with common characters welding them into a continued picture of life in a small inland town. But what short stories! Compare them to the popular trade goods of the Gouverneur Morrises and Julian Streets, or even to the more pretentious work of the Alice Browns and Katharine Fullerton Geroulds. It is the difference between music by a Chaminade and music by a Brahms. Into his brief pages Anderson not only gets brilliant images of men and women who walk in all the colors of reality; he also gets a profound sense of the obscure, inner drama of their lives. Consider, for example, the four-part story called Godliness. It is fiction for half a page, but after that it seems indubitable fact  fact that is searching and ferret-like  fact infinitely stealthy and persuasive  the sort of fact that suddenly changes a stolid, inscrutable Captain MacWhirr into a moving symbol of man in his struggle with the fates. And then turn to Respectability, and to The Strength of God, and to Adventure, and to The Teacher. Here one gets all the joy that goes with the discovery of something quite new under the sun  a new order of short story, half tale and half psychological anatomizing, and vastly better than all the kinds that have gone before. Here is the goal that The Spoon River Anthology aimed at, and missed by half a mile. Allow everything to the imperfection of the form and everything to the authors occasional failure to rise to it: what remains is a truly extraordinary book, by a man of such palpably unusual talent that it seems almost an impertinence to welcome him.

The Dreiser volume is not labeled fiction, but fact; it purports to be a series of twelve character studies of real men, and some of them are easily recognizable  for example, Muldoon the trainer, the authors brother Paul, Harris Merton Lyon, and W. Louis Sontag. But Dreiser gets the iridescence of his imaginings into all of these pictures; they are free fantasies upon set themes, and full of the familiar Dreiserian asides, episodes and epistemological speculations. The book, in a way, stands for a return to C major. The vapid ponderosity of The Genius  is gone; there is no torturing of theory, no be-fogment by half-baked ideas, above all, no hint of moral purpose, pro or con. Instead there is the clear, straightforward representation of Sister Carrie and The Titan  in brief, a revival of the Dreiser who, after a dozen years of battering, still remains, in all essentials, the best literary artist we can show today. The thing, as I say, is uncorrupted by purpose. It projects human existence as the most brilliant of spectacles, thrilling, amazing, often downright appalling, but never hortatory, never a moral tale. The workmanship, as always, is sometimes distressingly crude. There are phrases that torture the ear. There are words abominably misused. But what emerges, at the end, is nevertheless a work that is sound, original and engrossing. It is solidly organized. It has a rough sort of grace. It conveys its ideas massively and surely. It is a book that will interest you immensely.

Naturally enough, the schoolmarms, male and female, who carry on the anti-Dreiser crusade have had at it with their ferrules. The usual accusation of these pedagogues is that Dreiser is a naughty fellow, and his characters all mammals. This time, in the absence of the slightest excuse for that charge, they bring forward various other complaints. The reviewer of the New York Times devotes two-thirds of a column to denouncing the book and the author as worthless, and then, with rare humor, gives over the very next column to praising the skill in the use of incident and mastery of the mechanics of novel writing of Robert W. Chambers! It is almost unimaginable, but it is nevertheless so. Here is the chief scene of the Chambers masterpiece, in the exact words of this Times Brandes:



The heroine . . . bursts upon the astonished gaze of several of the important characters of the story when she dashes into the ballroom of the German Embassy standing upon a bridled ostrich, which she compels to dance and go through its paces at her command. She is dressed, Mr. Chambers assures us, in nothing but the skin of her virtuous youth, modified slightly by a yashmak and a zone of blue jewels about her hips and waist.



This is the sort of thing, according to the Times, that is better than the work of Theodore Dreiser! This is the Potash and Perlmutter preference in literature! . . .


From: The Outlook, V. 123, No. 5, October 1, 1919, p.191

The New Books

The Hand of the Potter



This play is classed by its publishers as a tragedy. It is, indeed, a tragedy that any writer of Theodore Dreisers technical attainments should be so warped in his outlook as to regard the theme of this play as a fit subject for anything except a medical treatise.


From: American Lutheran Survey, V. 9, No. 8, December 18, 1919, p.247

Free and Other Stories

By William A. Snyder

This collection of short stories by Theodore Dreiser, which has recently left the press, will interest readers who like the unusual. I have read about half of these stories in the magazines and in each instance was rather impressed by the tang each story possessed. They are not of the regular kind in plot and purpose. Most of them represent some problem either of domestic or social life. The last one of them, entitled When the Old Century was New attempts a picture of New York in the spring of 1801. One of the charms connected with this collection is that no one story is similar in plot nor setting to any other. Most of the stories have as their setting New York City or its suburbs.


From: Current Opinion, V. 66, No. 3. March 1919, p.175-176

Religion and Ethics

The Secret of Personality as Theodore Dreiser Reveals It



During recent years the Emersonian doctrine that every man is a potential genius has had a wide vogue in America. Against this idea, Theodore Dreiser, the novelist, sets his conviction that all good things are gifts and that it is impossible for an individual to develop an especial and remarkable capacity unless it is already inherent in him at birth. Mr. Dreiser reaches this conclusion in an article in Pearsons (New York), and he cites, in support of his argument, some of the great names of the ages.

In the last analysis, he tells us, personality appears to be A sense of power resting on a feeling of wisdom and usefulness or right to be. Or, perhaps, this may be reversed for some and it be said that it is a sense of usefulness which springs from inherent wisdom and power. At best, it is inexplicable to the individual himself. He does not know where it comes from, why he has it, why he of all people should have it and so many other billions not, why his thoughts should be so large where those of others are so small, his cunning or subtlety great where those of so many others is obviously less.



Why should I be born with a great mind, Caesar, or Shakespeare, or Hannibal, or Leonardo might well have asked himself, whereas so many have little ones? Why is my frail bark speeded by winds of destiny or chance over favorable seas to power, where so many are beached or foundered en route? Did I make myself? Did I foreknow all? Where so profound an egotist, even with a minute brain, to claim as much?

The truth is, all good things are gifts  a voice, strength of body, vigor of mind, vision, the power to lead, as in war, any art, beauty, charm. This is not to say that these things may not be technically improved, and are; but this, if you please (improvement of primary capacities), is the business with which mediocrity is chiefly concerning itself.

The man of personality or destiny realizes the guidance, enmity or favor of not necessarily higher, we will say, but different, powers. (I am not for saints, guardian angels, Buddhas, Christs  perfect gods all.) He realizes all too keenly the element of chance, luck, unpropitious as well as propitious hours. Sometimes, in spite of himself and to his wonder, he sees that his affairs prosper. There is a tide. At other times (and who has not realized this?) that try as he will, he had better lay aside all effort and disappear. Fortune will have none of him. Whatever his personal merits or seeming qualities, life will have none of him. The fairies hover over his path. Harpies beset him.



It is easy to cite the old-time virtues of honesty, stability, truthfulness, fair-dealing, etc., as proving the value of character and the power of any one, however weak or defective, to achieve it. But how about magnetism, courage, assurance? These are not ethical or truthful things necessarily, but they make for success just the same. Mr. Dreiser notes that youth admires color, flare, pugnacity. Middle age respects knowledge of sorts, aggressiveness, endurance, success. Old age prefers wisdom, generosity, humility. Very few of these qualities are strictly ethical. In the quiet halls of learning or reflection some of the tabulated virtues may be extolled, but to whom does the world pay attention, to whom has it paid attention? Darius, Artaxerxes, Alexander, Caesar, Hannibal, Attila, Alaric, Peter the Hermit, Napoleon, possessing what of all these virtues? Caesar, kind, patient, honest, truthful? Napoleon the same? Antony the same? Not even the popes, the preachers, the founders of religion, Mr. Dreiser asserts, were so. Always craft, force, diplomacy, but little of the sacrificial media so extolled and commended to the rank and file.

Mr. Dreiser welcomes the tendency in America to-day to emphasize personality rather than character. He is glad that we are beginning to recognize, all the copybook maxims to the contrary notwithstanding, that there are certain things which we cannot do  make, even, as we go along  wisdom, strength, genius, or even skill in many fields and professions. We hear less nowadays of being Napoleons all, of adding inches to our stature by taking thought, and more of plain effort according to our especially inherited abilities or capacity. It is a sad truth for most Americans when they discover it (for most men perhaps), but it is nevertheless an economic and helpful one. Men do better once they realize their genuine limitations and cease reaching after the moon. Mr. Dreiser proceeds:



I have often wondered why it is that the word common, in its sense of being plentiful and therefore indifferent, has not struck home to the many of us for what it is  an expression of contempt  and that uncommon, extraordinary, denote approbation. Why, if this is not true, should everything that is common be held so lightly of the mass, whereas that which is special or individual, inherited or no, is of such intense interest to it? For example, the individual skill or personal traits of the actor, painter, writer, sculptor, the exceptionally talented in any field?

The truth is that the average man, dull as he is, realizes quite well that a creature who has little or nothing that is different to millions of his kind is of small import here or anywhere. There is no especial demand for what he has to offer. If he wishes to stand out above his fellows, he must bring something new, and this he cannot provide by mere wishing or thinking. There is something more than that  inherent capacity. He also knows that nature sends bubbling up from her inexhaustible springs an infinitude of creatures who are, however, of small import, because they have no inherent power wherewith to develop very special characteristics, or, better yet, very individual impulses  in other words, personality. They cannot, and are not asked to, create them after they arrive here. They must have them to begin with, or they are not important, cannot make their way easily  vide Napoleon, Goethe, Shakespeare, Lincoln. It is obviously quite right that a creature which has no qualities except those of the species should have to confine its claim to an existence entirely within the limits of the species, and live a life conditioned by them. If nature wishes one to rise above the conditions wherewith he finds himself surrounded at birth, she usually provides him with the equipment for so doing during gestation, or before.



The upshot of the argument is that that which places one being over another and sets differences between man and man is not alone intellect or knowledge, as some would have us believe, but these plus the vital energy to apply them or the hypnotic power of attracting attention to them  in other words, personality. Mr. Dreiser concludes:



Whatever else you do, believe nothing in regard to the individuals ability to develop an especial and remarkable capacity, unless it is already inherent in him at birth. Nature works in no other way. It is not true  a passing illusion. Another thing: Life cannot do without brains, however much disassociated from beatific virtues these may be, but these are a gift and can no more be created here than you can add to your height by taking thought. What life does is to develop and train especial inherent capacities  an eye, a hand, a taste, a smell perhaps. But the instinct and the ability to foreknow, do, appreciate, understand  these things are not taught in schools. Schools labor with them to improve, polish, give them a special turn or bent  little more and little less.


From: Indiana University Alumni Quarterly, V. 6, No. 3, July 1919, p.434

Book Reviews and Literary Notes

Free and Other Stories



By Henry Thew Stephenson

Whoever reads Dreisers Free will have a decided opinion as to the merits or demerits of the book. There can be no middle ground. But there is plenty of opportunity for diversity of opinion.

The opening story, Free, analyses the situation of one who is unhappily married; yet the situation is possible and the husband lacks the courage to challenge social comment by a divorce suit. Thus the situation drifts for twenty years. Then the doctor announces the fact that the wife is fatally ill. The husband faces the long coveted moment, the opportunity to be free. The story is merely an analysis of his emotions. And when the end comes he discovers that it has come too late. Freedom will no longer be a gate to happiness.

The story is monotonous in that the same thoughts are repeated again and again. It is interminably long and would bear cutting well. These are the undoubted faults of the story. Whoever believes that a work of art should be wholesome and uplifting will deny the presence of artistic quality. But whoever admits that artistic quality is a matter of execution rather than of contents will praise the wonderful power of the presentation.


From: The Freeman, V. 2, No. 37, November 24, 1920, p.262-263

A Reviewers Note-book

I say it with trepidation, lest the wrong people overhear me; but there have been too many complaints lately about the fate of the American writer. That the writer is not wanted in America, is not recognized in America, that our few great writers in the past have been chained and muzzled, that our few honest and capable writers in the present are ignored, libeled and persecuted is an aspect of the truth for which there is much to be said; the warmhearted Mr. Mencken never wearies of reminding us of it. But it is not the whole truth; it is even, of all aspects of the truth, the one of which the American writer needs least to be reminded. There is always something ignominious in the spectacle of a person who feels himself unappreciated. Are we going to abuse the public, and in the same breath present the writer as a suppliant for its favours?



That the American writer is usually a victim, in certain respects, of his environment no one is going to deny. But he is a victim, it seems to me, less because his environment fails to appreciate him than because his environment fails to nourish him. And that is a very different thing. While America fails to nourish the writer, it appreciates the writer, on the whole, if he has been able, in spite of all, to make something of himself, almost, if not quite, in the measure of his deserts. If it was only the prevailing Puritanism that kept Whitman from being appreciated, then it may be said with confidence that a case like Whitmans would be impossible in our time. How much do the European novelists who are always conquering this country concede to Puritanism? They ride over Puritanism as if it had no existence, yet they find a welcome here. And while some of them no doubt owe their vogue to a previous vogue in London or Paris, there are just as many who have no handicap over our native writers at all. One thinks, for example, of Johan Bojer, Martin Andersen Nexo, Louis Couperus: what extrinsic aid have these novelists had that our novelists lack? Is it to be supposed, then, that against its own novelists this country has a special embargo, this country which, to a dozen of its poets, has given the fullest support? That is hardly a plausible contention.



It is Messrs. Dreiser and Cabell chiefly, in Mr. Menckens eyes, whom this country fails to appreciate. In reality, this country is full of the fame of Messrs. Dreiser and Cabell; they have an army of defenders and admirers. And that is why I say that if the American writer is a victim of his environment, it is less because the environment fails to appreciate him than because the environment fails to nourish him. What really ought to embarrass the American critic is not the partial obscurity that still attends Messrs. Dreiser and Cabell, but the failure of their work to live up to the reputation they have. So greatly have times changed in this country that to fall foul of the censorship is to become famous overnight: the very offences these novelists have committed against the Puritan code have made them in the eyes of the public. But what has this to do with literature? Messrs. Dreiser and Cabell are men of talent  who disputes it? But their talent has been so badly nourished, their art is so defective that, far from wishing them a greater fame, one hopes for their own sake that they will be able to cling to whatever vestige of shadow still surrounds them. If they were taken out into the open, if they were scrutinized in the white light of cosmopolitan criticism, if they were stood up side by side with the worlds novelists of their generation  but the mere thought of such a thing is too unkind.



In short, appreciative or benighted as the public happens to be, and the public is both, what really concerns the critic is not the character of the public but the character of the artist. To make a real case against the American public, we should have to prove that these writers deserve a great deal more recognition than the facts in reality warrant, and it is only fair to assume that if so many unaccredited European novelists succeed with the public where Messrs. Dreiser and Cabell fail, it is partly because they are superior artists and have something more vital to say to humanity. Meanwhile, this practice of belabouring the public so far fails to advance the cause of literature as to convince our writers, not that they are lacking in any respect but that they are, on the contrary, not only martyrs but superior artists as well, who have nothing more to learn. That is the great danger in polemical criticism: it tends to establish an orthodoxy of rebellion as complacent and stagnant as the established orthodoxy against which it rebels. What does it matter, in any case. whether Messrs. Dreiser and Cabell are appreciated or not? The important thing is that they should become better writers than they are, that they should not be encouraged by the only critics they respect to rest on their laurels and regard themselves as masters when they are not masters. The sole concern of criticism is with the welfare of literature itself; to abet the struggle of writers for recognition, while it is a humane and friendly thing to do, is not to serve literature: in fact, it is often a disservice to literature, especially at this time in America when to be in revolt is itself almost a sufficient title to recognition. It is impossible to engage in two struggles at once, and the real artist is so busy struggling with himself that he has no time to think of anything else. But what else should he think of? That is the only struggle which concerns the writer. And the writers success or failure in that struggle is all that ought to concern the critic.



Our contemporary habit of blaming the public, in short, is a very bad sign: it is the sign of a great weakness in our contemporary literature, which otherwise, and often, fills the critic with hope. It is a tragic misfortune that our life fails to nourish the writer, but the public is hardly to be blamed for that: the writer, difficult as it may seem, is obliged to find his own nourishment, sooner or later, and that writers have already done so in America, and under even less propitious circumstances than those of today, is proved by the example of such men as Poe and Whitman. And once they find their nourishment, once their creative will has sufficiently taken possession of them, once they have sufficiently liberated themselves, they are beyond the reach of the publics power either for good or for ill. Was Poe, as a writer, really chained? Was Whitman, as a writer, really muzzled? Look at their work: there is nothing to suggest it. And, moreover, uncomfortable as they must have been, as we know they were, as men, Poe and Whitman never blamed the public for it: concerned as they were, not for their well-being as men, but for the well-being of literature, their only animus was directed, not against the public, but against their fellow-writers, whom they instinctively regarded as responsible for the state of our literature even as they felt themselves responsible. Poe ignored the public; and Whitman, to the end of his days, revered the public. That was a sign of their strength! As for Mark Twain, whom Mr. Mencken mentions, is it possible to consider that he was forced to conceal his most profound beliefs by anything but his own unliberated self? Writers who blame the public on their own behalf, as Mr. Mencken encourages his friends to do, reveal not only their weakness but their complacency in it. And that, in a writer, is the road to limbo.



Of course, in the great and fertile ages of literature, there is a rapport, a profound rapport, unlike anything we have in America, between the writer and the public. Say, if you like, as Mr. Mencken does, that this must have its roots in an aristocracy of taste, and that without this aristocracy the writer can accomplish little. But there is another phenomenon equally familiar in literary history, and that is the writer who creates the taste by which he is understood. Since we have no aristocracy of taste, it is upon the hope of such lonely spirits that our literature has to rely; indeed, until we have produced them  as we shall if we demand them  how can we say whether or not the writer can accomplish little in America at all? Such spirits are, in America, the condition of a literature: two or three such spirits, indeed, constitute a literature. And how immensely our criticism might help matters, might help to produce such types, if, instead of browbeating the public and making demands on the public in the name of the writer, it were to make demands on the writer only? What would the condition of American science be if our scientists, instead of devoting all their thoughts to science, railed at the public for putting up with quacks?



Certainly our writers and our writers only are responsible for the state of our literature and the state of literary taste in America. In their lower grades they demand quantities of money from the public and repay the public by systematically debauching it. In their higher grades they demand recognition and if. in return, they do not debauch the public, they at least fail to give it any coherent, stirring, enlivening vision of life. But unless they give it that, what right have they to make any demands on the public at all? What right have they, as upholders of the disinterested, the creative life, to make demands on the public in any case? If writers have any function in the world, it is to show that the disinterested life is possible; that it is possible for human nature to exist without making demands on anything but itself. Far better would it be if our criticism, instead of holding up the ideal of some hypothetical aristocracy of taste, the absence of which virtually relieves the living writer of any responsibility for his condition, upheld the ideal of the writer who, in his full-blooded and at the same time intelligent individualism, accepts the completest responsibility for himself and never relinquishes the solitary search after his own perfection. Does Mr. Dreiser answer to that ideal? In its name one can say that no writer, in the modern world, is entitled, for all Mr. Dreisers admirable incorruptibility, for all his admirable talent, to go through life as benighted as he. Does Mr. Cabell answer to that ideal? The stagnant gentility of the typical Southerner is written all over his work: one can see with half an eye that his Rabelaisianism is only skin deep. These men are the victims of an environment that has failed to nourish them; but then, if this ideal had been held before them early enough and stringently enough, they might have learned to put themselves in the way of a proper development, by all sorts of stratagems and adjustments, as European writers, having that ideal, are doing every day. In any case, an ideal is for the future, it is for those who are able to avail themselves of it. How can we expect the public to believe in individuality, to tolerate it, to revere it, unless we are able to give the public a few samples of individuality, happily and successfully achieved?


From: Social Hygiene  V. 6, No. 3, July 1920, p.424-425

Book Reviews

The Hand of the Potter. A tragedy in four acts.



By K.M.G.

Here is Dreiser, head and forefront of the naturalistic school in America, venturing into the dramatic field. And it is plainly a bit out of his depth. Long soliloquies and dropped slippers are the earmarks of a bygone age in playwrighting. For all that, the tragedy undeniably has power of a kind and unusual realism in the depiction of the life and psychology of the Jews of the New York Ghetto.

But our chief quarrel with Dreiser here, as it has been in fiction, is his deliberate choice of abnormality, and a morbid abnormality at that, for the theme and motive of his work. Isadore Berchansky, son of an East-Side peddler, is a sex pervert of the satyriastic type, with a dash of sadism in his make-up. He had served two years in the penitentiary for assaulting a ten-year-old girl, and the action of the play centers around his assault and stabbing of another little girl, the subsequent grand-jury hearing, and Isadores flight and suicide.

This is pretty stuff, perhaps, of which to make a pathological essay on sex perversions, but it has no place on the stage nor in imaginative literature. The author apparently feels that the public and the law know too little of the springs of abnormal conduct and need enlightenment. The reporters argument in the fourth act is in effect a plea for a better understanding in the light of Freudian psychology and a strict determinism. All this is pertinent to the psychiatric solution of such problems. Though there is no open question of heredity raised in the immediate family of the Berchanskys, it strengthens the case for segregation of defectives. But it does not come home to the business and bosoms of nine hundred and ninety-nine out of a thousand everyday Americans. The Hand of the Potter is, to say the least, an unwarranted play.


From: Prejudices: Second Series, by H.L. Mencken, Alfred A. Knopf, 1920, p.206-208

The Human Face

Probably the best portrait that I have ever seen in America is one of Theodore Dreiser by Bror Nordfeldt. Who this Bror Nordfeldt may be I havent the slightest notion  a Scandinavian, perhaps. Maybe I have got his name wrong; I cant find any Nordfeldt in Whos Who in America. But whatever his name, he has painted Dreiser in a capital manner. The portrait not only shows the outward shell of the man; it also conveys something of his inner spirit  his simpleminded wonder at the mystery of existence, his constant effort to argue himself out of a despairing pessimism, his genuine amazement before life as a spectacle. The thing is worth a hundred Sargents, with their slick lying, their childish facility, their general hollowness and tackiness. Sargent should have been a designer of candy-box tops. The notion that he is a great artist is one of the astounding delusions of Anglo-Saxondom. What keeps it going is the patent fact that he is a very dexterous craftsman  one who understands thoroughly how to paint, just as a good plumber knows how to plumb. But of genuine aesthetic feeling the man is almost as destitute as the plumber. His portrait of the four Johns Hopkins professors is probably the worst botch ever palmed off on a helpless committee of intellectual hay and feed dealers. But Nordfeldt, in his view of Dreiser, somehow gets the right effect. It is rough painting, but real painting. There is a knock-kneed vase in the foreground, and a bunch of flowers apparently painted with a shaving-brush  but Dreiser himself is genuine. More, he is made interesting. One sees at once that he is no common man.

The artist himself seems to hold the portrait in low esteem. Having finished it, he reversed the canvas and used the back for painting a vapid snow scene  a thing almost bad enough to go into a Fifth Avenue show-window. Then he abandoned both pictures. I discovered the portrait by accidentally knocking the snow scene off a wall. It has never been framed. Dreiser himself has probably forgotten it. . . . No, I do not predict that it will be sold to some Pittsburgh nail manufacturer, in 1950, for $100,000. If it lasts two or three more years, unframed and disesteemed, it will be running in luck. When Dreiser is hanged, I suppose, relic-hunters will make a search for it. But by that time it will have died as a doormat.


From: Current Opinion, V. 68, No. 4, April 1920, p.570

New Books in Brief

Hey Rub-A-Dub-Dub, by Theodore Dreiser (Boni and Liveright), is the mature expression of a great novelists beliefs and theories about life in general and America in particular. Mr. Dreiser is a good deal of a pessimist. He thinks that man lives largely by his power to romanticize his insignificance in the universe. He says: If I were to preach any doctrine to the world it would be love of change or at least lack of fear of it. The book contains three dramas and seventeen essays. Some of the subjects treated in the essays are: Personality; Neurotic America and the Sex Impulse; More Democracy or Less? An Inquiry; and Life, Art and America.


From: Letters on Contemporary American Authors, by Martin MacCollough, The Four Seas Company, 1921, p.81-90

VI.

October 24th

My dear G:

You tell me that you have seen Rascoes estimate of Dreisers Twelve Men, and consider it too complimentary, etc., and you conclude by wondering if I would now present the Tribune with that over-scented bouquet I handed it in one of my letters.

I would. I admire the Tribune for having taken some long strides towards a saner national journalism  for doing many of the things I tried and failed at. When I owned a big city daily, I had to fill up the editorial columns with perfumed piffle concerning The Wisdom of The People, The Need of Better Morals, and so on. The Tribune devotes its columns to discourses on the deleterious levelling effect of democracy, and the attempt to subject the few remaining American gentlemen to the straight-jacket methods of the inebriate ward. How it gets away with it Im sure I cant make out, as I thought my experience had proven pretty conclusively that a newspaper, in order to live, must be a kind of dog biscuit.

With regard to what Rascoe says about Twelve Men: I dont think he has over-rated it. However, I dont agree with Dreisers own opinion (according to the publishers advertisement) that the book is the best thing he has done. An attempt to determine what that is, must inevitably lead, not to this new volume, but to a choice between Jennie Gerhardt and The Titan.

Now the proving of this statement will involve an examination of Dreisers claim to be considered an artist of the first rank, and I will ask you to pardon me if, in doing this, I repeat some of the statements I made when speaking of Mencken.

First, then, let me tell you what you no doubt have already discovered  namely, that as a craftsman, a worker with lath and plaster and paint, Theodore Dreiser is very deficient. The maltreatment of English, in particular, has become traditional with him; a Dreiser novel without a good deal if it would be as queer a bird as a Greenwich Villager with genius. This failing shows most glaringly in his selection of words and phrases; as see the following, taken at random from a typical page of his: frank, open countenance, innocent, diffident manner, helpless poor, honest necessity.

Nor is he much more adept at constructing a narrative. He seems to enjoy taking a simple story, breaking it in two, and filling in the gap with another simple story, and then loading down the whole with a ton or more of unimportant and foolish details. The interjection of the story of Hurstwood into that of Carrie Meeber, in Sister Carrie, and the laborious piling up of marring details in The Financier, are not isolated instances by any means: you will find parallel cases in nearly every one of Dreisers novels.

Well, now, if he is a poor stylist (or better, perhaps, not a stylist at all), and a crude performer at the feat of telling a tale  if, in fine, he is totally lacking in all those qualities by which, according to the professors, a novelist is to be judged  what right have I to call him a first-rate artist?

The reason is, that he has got into every one of his novels, to some degree at least, the two philosophical rhythms that are the distinguishing marks of all great narrative fiction. The primary of these is well stated in Dreisers own words: Among the forces which sweep and play throughout the universe, untutored man is but a wisp in the wind. A distinctively deterministic philosophy  a view of man as a creature desirous only of self-gratification, but ever a helpless plaything of multifarious and all-powerful forces. It is only through the possession by the novelist of this view of man that the characters of a narrative are made to seem authentic  that, in a word, the artist enables the reader to enjoy the supreme aesthetic pleasure of emotional kinship. (I again lean upon Mencken, as is only proper in a province which  as I have admitted in another letter  is rightfully his own.) This is why we have ever discovered an essential reality about the characters in all the great novels of the past; and it is, likewise, why we find this reality about the characters in every novel of Theodore Dreisers, from Sister Carrie to The Genius.

The other philosophical element, or rhythm, might be considered a corollary of the one just described. It is the reflection of the artists belief that mans life-long quest of self-gratification, his ceaseless hoping and striving, is ever unrewarded  and is, therefore, a tragedy without meaning. What is all modern literature, asks George Moore, but a reek of regret that we are but bubbles on a stream? Surely, the word modern is superfluous; any great creative artist in history might have said (I again quote from Moore): Death and life always overlapping, 
mixed inextricably, and no meaning in anything, merely a stream of change in which things happen. Sometimes the happenings are pleasant, sometimes unpleasant, and in neither the pleasant nor the unpleasant can we detect any purpose. 
A view of life as something much too strong for 
the sons of men  



. . . mortal men; poor wretches, who like leaves 
Flourish awhile, and eat the fruits of earth, 
But, sapless, soon decay.



These two philosophical rhythms are, as I said a moment ago, the chief components of great narrative fiction. The first provides a representation of life; the second, at once a representation and a criticism. It is because these rhythms are more prominent in Jennie Gerhardt and The Titan than in Dreisers other works that I selected these two as the best things he has done.

Two or three years ago, Mencken, ruminating upon The Genius, remarked that the chief danger threatening Dreiser was an unconscious reversion to the barbarous moral code of his own Indiana. This was undoubtedly true at the time, but lately another danger quite as grave has come to overshadow him, in the form of a sexual obsession, to be observed especially in his play (almost a yokel-shocker), The Hand of the Potter. This aberration, I feel sure, is the result, partly of the natural curiosity of a civilized man in a people laboring under a puritan Palmerism, and partly of too much occupation with the engrossing files of Freud, Jung, Havelock Ellis & Co. But whatever its causes, it is a serious blight upon one of the two chief novelists of the land. Perhaps he will shake himself free of it in The Bulwark. As good Americans of the unconventional kind, let us hope so, at least.

In the article just referred to, Mencken tried to explain Dreisers inferiority to Conrad by the occasional inconsistency of his (Dreisers) attitude towards his philosophical beliefs. Here the damnably right Henry bit on a sour one. For the truth is, that Dreiser at his best falls short of Conrad at his in the purely mechanical departments of novel-writing  in jointing, in painting, in varnishing  and in these alone.

I note that you say you showed Henry the letter in which I discussed him, and that he laughed at several of my bouquets, particularly my effort (successful, I still believe) to prove him the discoverer of Dreiser. It happens, by the way, that he told me just the other evening that the man who introduced him to Dreisers work was George Bronson Howard.



This Howard offers an excellent illustration of how a writer of considerable promise can be kept from worthy achievement through the fact that he happens to live in a country where there is no secure body of civilized opinion. A man capable of things of a high order, he found it necessary quite early in his career to succumb to the ever dazzling temptation to canter and prance before the only audience in the country that can keep a writer in bread and butter. Oh, I know what you are saying: that no genuine artist could be thus seduced. Well, the history of American letters doesnt bear you out. For one Poe or Whitman with the moral courage to resist the bedizenment, there have been any number of Mark Twains who have fallen. Well, what of it? Isnt this state of affairs just one of the many admirable virtues inherent in an order of society that has but lately been proclaimed ideal by all our professors of literature, and with which, according to these intelligentsia, the barbarous and thieving culture of Germany must be blessed before it can ever again attract the chaste glances of right-thinking men?

But perhaps Howard can come back. At least, his recent Birds of Prey encourages us to hope so. It is a book as worthy the attention of the elect as a certain novel of the season, by name, The Rise of David Livinsky, by Abraham Cahan. In each book there are characters that move and breathe in distinctively American atmospheres  in the former, that paradise of cads and oafs, Broadway; in the latter, the East Side Ghetto, where the Russian Jew takes his first lessons in the 100% American game of stuffing his gut.

Your mention of Rascoe reminds me of something. For a long while I was puzzled by the fact that the Tribune had such a good critic; and it was only recently that Mencken enlightened me, by explaining that Joseph Medill Paterson was an editor of the paper. Of course, that makes it, perfectly clear. For an artist of Pattersons stature to tolerate a critic of lesser ability than Rascoe would be to become a traitor to his art, just as he will become a traitor to it if he ever permits Rascoe to leave the Tribune.

Patterson is, I repeat, an artist of not inconsiderable merit. He has written one novel, Rebellion, that puts him among the first half-dozen contemporary American novelists. It is the story of a Catholic girl who, after years of obedience to the law of the Church in the matter of a loveless marriage, finally rebels and marries the man she desires. A tale that might easily have become banal and degenerated into a hodgepodge of moralizings. Yet the author has avoided this throughout; and, further, at the chief task of the novelist  the creation of characters that appear really alive  has succeeded in nearly every instance.

Let us hope that the daily mental rationing of cattle will not democratize his genius to the vanishing point.

I wish you would not continually rail against my habit of using expressions that merit the term vulgar. If there is anything you dont like about my letters, please take the trouble to forget to answer, as I have already said about all I feel like saying, and would be very glad to be relieved from planning anything more.

But here I wax groggy, and hence un-American, and so had best leave off.


From: A Book of Prefaces, by H.L. Mencken, Alfred A. Knopf, 1917, p.67-148

Theodore Dreiser

1 

Out of the desert of American fictioneering, so populous and yet so dreary, Dreiser stands up  a phenomenon unescapably visible, but disconcertingly hard to explain. What forces combined to produce him in the first place, and how has he managed to hold out so long against the prevailing blasts  of disheartening misunderstanding and misrepresentation, of Puritan suspicion and opposition, of artistic isolation, of commercial seduction? There is something downright heroic in the way the man has held his narrow and perilous ground, disdaining all compromise, unmoved by the cheap success that lies so inviting around the corner. He has faced, in his day, almost every form of attack that a serious artist can conceivably encounter, and yet all of them together have scarcely budged him an inch. He still plods along in the laborious, cheerless way he first marked out for himself; he is quite as undaunted by baited praise as by bludgeoning, malignant abuse; his later novels are, if anything, more unyieldingly dreiserian than his earliest. As one who has long sought to entice him in this direction or that, fatuously presuming to instruct him in what would improve him and profit him, I may well bear a reluctant and resigned sort of testimony to his gigantic steadfastness. It is almost as if any change in his manner, any concession to what is usual and esteemed, any amelioration of his blind, relentless exercises of force majeure, were a physical impossibility. One feels him at last to be authentically no more than a helpless instrument (or victim) of that inchoate flow of forces which he himself is so fond of depicting as at once the answer to the riddle of life, and a riddle ten times more vexing and accursed.

And his origins, as I say, are quite as mysterious as his motive power. To fit him into the unrolling chart of American, or even of English fiction is extremely difficult. Save one thinks of H. B. Fuller (whose With the Procession and The Cliff-Dwellers are still remembered by Huneker, but by whom else?1), he seems to have had no fore-runner



1. Fullers comparative obscurity if one of the strangest phenomena of American letters. Despite his high achievement, he is seldom discussed, or even mentioned. Back in 1899 he was already so far forgotten that William Archer mistook his name, calling him Henry Y. Puller. Vide Archers pamphlet, The American Language; New York, 1899.



among us, and for all the discussion of him that goes on, he has few avowed disciples, and none of them gets within miles of him. One catches echoes of him, perhaps, in Willa Sibert Cather, in Mary S. Watts, in David Graham Phillips, in Sherwood Anderson and in Joseph Medill Patterson, but, after all, they are no more than echoes. In Robert Herrick the thing descends to a feeble parody; in imitators further removed to sheer burlesque. All the latter-day American novelists of consideration are vastly more facile than Dreiser in their philosophy, as they are in their style. In the fact, perhaps, lies the measure of their difference. What they lack, great and small, is the gesture of pity, the note of awe, the profound sense of wonder  in a phrase, that soberness of mind which William Lyon Phelps sees as the hallmark of Conrad and Hardy, and which even the most stupid cannot escape in Dreiser. The normal American novel, even in its most serious forms, takes colour from the national cocksureness and superficiality. It runs monotonously to ready explanations, a somewhat infantile smugness and hopefulness, a habit of reducing the unknowable to terms of the not worth knowing. What it cannot explain away with ready formulae, as in the later Winston Churchill, it snickers over as scarcely worth explaining at all, as in the later Howells. Such a brave and tragic book as Ethan Frome is so rare as to be almost singular, even with Mrs. Wharton. There is, I daresay, not much market for that sort of thing. In the arts, as in the concerns of everyday, the American seeks escape from the insoluble by pretending that it is solved. A comfortable phrase is what he craves beyond all things  and comfortable phrases are surely not to be sought in Dreisers stock.

I have heard argument that he is a follower of Frank Norris, and two or three facts lend it a specious probability. McTeague was printed in 1899; Sister Carrie a year later. Moreover, Norris was the first to see the merit of the latter book, and he fought a gallant fight, as literary advisor to Doubleday, Page & Co., against its suppression after it was in type. But this theory runs aground upon two circumstances, the first being that Dreiser did not actually read McTeague, nor, indeed, grow aware of Norris, until after Sister Carrie was completed, and the other being that his development, once he began to write other books, was along paths far distant from those pursued by Norris himself. Dreiser, in truth, was a bigger man than Norris from the start; it is to the latters unending honour that he recognized the fact instanter, and yet did all he could to help his rival. It is imaginable, of course, that Norris, living fifteen years longer, might have overtaken Dreiser, and even surpassed him; one finds an arrow pointing that way in Vandover and the Brute (not printed until 1914). But it swings sharply around in The Epic of the Wheat. In the second volume of that incomplete trilogy, The Pit, there is an obvious concession to the popular taste in romance; the thing is so frankly written down, indeed, that a play has been made of it, and Broadway has applauded it. And in The Octopus, despite some excellent writing, there is a descent to a mysticism so fantastic and preposterous that it quickly passes beyond serious consideration. Norris, in his day, swung even lower  for example, in A Mans Woman and in some of his short stories. He was a pioneer, perhaps only half sure of the way he wanted to go, and the evil lures of popular success lay all about him. It is no wonder that he sometimes seemed to lose his direction.

Emile Zola is another literary father whose paternity grows dubious on examination. I once printed an article exposing what seemed to me to be a Zolaesque attitude of mind, and even some trace of the actual Zola manner, in Jennie Gerhardt; there came from Dreiser the news that he had never read a line of Zola, and knew nothing about his novels. Not a complete answer, of course; the influence might have been exerted at second hand. But through whom? I confess that I am unable to name a likely medium. The effects of Zola upon Anglo-Saxon fiction have been almost nil; his only avowed disciple, George Moore, has long since recanted and reformed; he has scarcely rippled the prevailing romanticism. . . . Thomas Hardy? Here, I daresay, we strike a better scent. There are many obvious likenesses between Tess of the DUrbervilles and Jennie Gerhardt and again between Jude the Obscure and Sister Carrie. All four stories deal penetratingly and poignantly with the essential tragedy of women; all disdain the petty, specious explanations of popular fiction; in each one finds a poetical and melancholy beauty. Moreover, Dreiser himself confesses to an enchanted discovery of Hardy in 1896, three years before Sister Carrie was begun. But it is easy to push such a fact too hard, and to search for likenesses and parallels that are really not there. The truth is that Dreisers points of contact with Hardy might be easily matched by many striking points of difference, and that the fundamental ideas in their novels, despite a common sympathy, are anything but identical. Nor does one apprehend any ponderable result of Dreisers youthful enthusiasm for Balzac, which antedated his discovery of Hardy by two years. He got from both men a sense of the scope and dignity of the novel; they taught him that a story might be a good one, and yet considerably more than a story; they showed him the essential drama of the commonplace. But that they had more influence in forming his point of view, or even in shaping his technique, than any one of half a dozen other gods of those young days  this I scarcely find. In the structure of his novels, and in their manner of approach to life no less, they call up the work of Dostoyevsky and Turgenev far more than the work of either of these men  but of all the Russians save Tolstoi (as of Flaubert) Dreiser himself tells us that he was ignorant until ten years after Sister Carrie. In his days of preparation, indeed, his reading was so copious and so disorderly that antagonistic influences must have well-nigh neutralized one another, and so left the curious youngster to work out his own method and his own philosophy. Stevenson went down with Balzac, Poe with Hardy, Dumas fils with Tolstoi. There were even months of delight in Sienkiewicz, Lew Wallace and E. P. Roe! The whole repertory of the pedagogues had been fought through in school and college: Dickens, Thackeray, Hawthorne, Washington Irving, Kingsley, Scott, Only Irving and Hawthorne seem to have made deep impressions. I used to lie under a tree, says Dreiser, and read Twice Told Tales by the hour. I thought The Alhambra was a perfect creation, and I still have a lingering affection for it. Add Bret Harte, George Ebers, William Dean Howells, Oliver Wendell Holmes, and you have a literary stew indeed! . . . But for all its bubbling I see a far more potent influence in the chance discovery of Spencer and Huxley at twenty-three  the year of choosing! Who, indeed, will ever measure the effect of those two giants upon the young men of that era  Spencer with his inordinate meticulousness, his relentless pursuit of facts, his overpowering syllogisms, and Huxley with his devastating agnosticism, his insatiable questionings of the old axioms, above all, his brilliant style? Huxley, it would appear, has been condemned to the scientific hulks, along with bores innumerable and unspeakable; one looks in vain for any appreciation of him in treatises on beautiful letters.1 And yet the man was a



1. For example, in The Cambridge History of English Literature, which runs to fourteen large volumes and a total of nearly 10,000 pages, Huxley receives but a page and a quarter of notice, and his remarkable mastery of English is barely mentioned in passing. His two debates with Gladstone, in which he did some of the best writing of the century, are not noticed at all.



superb artist in works, a master-writer even more than a master-biologist, one of the few truly great stylists that England has produced since the time of Anne. One can easily imagine the effect of two such vigorous and intriguing minds upon a youth groping about for self-understanding and self-expression. They swept him clean, he tells us, of the lingering faith of his boyhood  a mediaeval, Rhenish Catholicism;  more, they filled him with a new and eager curiosity, an intense interest in the life that lay about him, a desire to seek out its hidden workings and underlying causes. A young man set afire by Huxley might perhaps make a very bad novelist, but it is a certainty that he could never make a sentimental and superficial one. There is no need to go further than this single moving adventure to find the genesis of Dreisers disdain of the current platitudes, his sense of life as a complex biological phenomenon, only dimly comprehended, and his tenacious way of thinking things out, and of holding to what he finds good. Ah, that he had learned from Huxley, not only how to inquire, but also how to report! That he had picked up a talent for that dazzling style, so sweet to the ear, so damnably persuasive, so crystal-clear!

But the more one examines Dreiser, either as writer or as theorist of man, the more his essential isolation becomes apparent. He got a habit of mind from Huxley, but he completely missed Huxleys habit of writing. He got a view of woman from Hardy, but he soon changed it out of all resemblance. He got a certain fine ambition and gusto out of Balzac, but all that was French and characteristic he left behind. So with Zola, Howells, Tolstoi and the rest. The tracing of likenesses quickly becomes rabbinism, almost cabalism. The differences are huge and sprout up in all directions. Nor do I see anything save a flaming up of colonial passion in the current efforts to fit him into a German frame, and make him an agent of Prussian frightfulness in letters. Such childish gabble one looks for in the New York Times, and there is where one actually finds it. Even the literary monthlies have stood clear of it; it is important only as material for that treatise upon the patrioteer and his bawling which remains to be written. The name of the man, true enough, is obviously Germanic, and he has told us himself, in A Traveler at Forty, how he sought out and found the tombs of his ancestors in some little town of the Rhine country. There are more of these genealogical revelations in A Hoosier Holiday, but they show a Rhenish strain that was already running thin in boyhood. No one, indeed, who reads a Dreiser novel can fail to see the gap separating the author from these half-forgotten forbears. He shows even less of German influence than of English influence.

There is, as a matter of fact, little in modern German fiction that is intelligibly comparable to Jennie Gerhardt and The Titan, either as a study of man or as a work of art. The naturalistic movement of the eighties was launched by men whose eyes were upon the theatre, and it is in that field that nine-tenths of its force has been spent. German naturalism, says George Madison Priest, quoting Gotthold Klees Grunziige der deutschen Literaturgeschichte created a new type only in the drama. 1 True enough, it has also produced occasional novels, and some of them are respectable. Gustav Frenssens Jorn Uhl is a specimen: it has been done into English. Another is Clara Viebigs Das tagliche Brot, which Ludwig Lewisohn compares to George Moores Esther Waters. Yet another is Thomas Manns Buddenbrooks. But it would be absurd to cite these works as evidences of a national quality, and doubly absurd to think of them as inspiring such books as Jennie Gerhardt and The Titan, which excel them in every
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thing save workmanship. The case of Mann reveals a tendency that is visible in nearly all of his contemporaries. Starting out as an agnostic realist not unlike the Arnold Bennett of The Old Wives Tale, he has gradually taken on a hesitating sort of romanticism, and in one of his later books, Konigliche Hoheit (in English, Royal Highness) he ends upon a note of sentimentalism borrowed from Wagners Ring. Fraulein Viebig has also succumbed to banal and extra-artistic purposes. Her Die Wacht am Rhein, for all its merits in detail, is, at bottom, no more than an eloquent hymn to patriotism  a theme which almost always baffles novelists. As for Frenssen, he is a parson by trade, and carries over into the novel a good deal of the windy moralizing of the pulpit. All of these German naturalists  and they are the only German novelists worth considering  share the weakness of Zola, their Stammvater. They, too, fall into the morass that engulfed Fecondite, and make sentimental propaganda.

I go into this matter in detail, not because it is intrinsically of any moment, but because the effort to depict Dreiser as a secret agent of the Wilhelmstrasse, told off to inject subtle doses of Kultur into a naif and pious people, has taken on the proportions of an organized movement. The same critical imbecility which detects naught save a Tom cat in Frank Cowperwood can find naught save an abhorrent foreigner in Cowperwoods creator. The truth is that the trembling patriots of letters, male and female, are simply at their old game of seeing a man under the bed. Dreiser, in fact, is densely ignorant of German literature, as he is of the better part of French literature, and of much of English literature. He did not even read Hauptmann until after Jennie Gerhardt had been written, and such typical German moderns as Ludwig Thoma, Otto Julius Bierbaum and Richard Dehmel remain as strange to him as Heliogabalus.

2

In his manner, as opposed to his matter, he is more the Teuton, for he shows all of the racial patience and pertinacity and all of the racial lack of humour. Writing a novel is as solemn a business to him as trimming a beard is to a German barber. He blasts his way through his interminable stories by something not unlike main strength; his writing, one feels, often takes on the character of an actual siege operation, with tunnellings, drum fire, assaults in close order and hand-to-hand fighting. Once, seeking an analogy, I called him the Hindenburg of the novel. If it holds, then The Genius  is his Poland. The field of action bears the aspect, at the end, of a hostile province meticulously brought under the yoke, with every road and lane explored to its beginning, and every crossroads village laboriously taken, inventoried and policed. Here is the very negation of Gallic lightness and intuition, and of all other forms of impressionism as well. Here is no series of illuminating flashes, but a gradual bathing of the whole scene with white light, so that every detail stands out.

And many of those details, of course, are trivial; even irritating. They do not help the picture; they muddle and obscure it; one wonders impatiently what their meaning is, and what the purpose may be of revealing them with such a precise, portentous air. . . . Turn to page 703 of The Genius. By the time one gets there, one has hewn and hacked ones way through 702 large pages of fine print  97 long chapters, more than 250,000 words. And yet, at this hurried and impatient point, with the coda already begun, Dreiser halts the whole narrative to explain the origin, nature and inner meaning of Christian Science, and to make us privy to a lot of chatty stuff about Mrs. Althea Jones, a professional healer, and to supply us with detailed plans and specifications of the apartment house in which she lives, works her tawdry miracles, and has her being. Here, in sober summary, are the particulars: 1. That the house is of conventional design. 2. That there is a spacious areaway between its two wings. 3. That these wings are of cream-coloured pressed brick. 4. That the entrance between them is protected by a handsome wrought-iron door. 5. That to either side of this door is an electric lamp support of handsome design. 6. That in each of these lamp supports there are lovely cream-coloured globes, shedding a soft lustre. 7. That inside is the usual lobby. 8. That in the lobby is the usual elevator. 9. That in the elevator is the usual uniformed negro elevator man. 10. That this negro elevator man (name not given) is indifferent and impertinent. 11. That a telephone switchboard is also in the lobby. 12. That the building is seven stories in height.

In The Financier there is the same exasperating rolling up of irrelevant facts. The court proceedings in the trial of Cowperwood are given with all the exactness of a parliamentary report in the London Times. The speeches of the opposing counsel are set down nearly in full, and with them the remarks of the judge, and after that the opinion of the Appellate Court on appeal, with the dissenting opinions as a sort of appendix. In Sister Carrie the thing is less savagely carried out, but that is not Dreisers fault, for the manuscript was revised by some anonymous hand, and the printed version is but little more than half the length of the original. In The Titan and Jennie Gerhardt no such brake upon exuberance is visible; both books are crammed with details that serve no purpose, and are as flat as ditch-water. Even in the two volumes of personal record, A Traveler at Forty and A Hoosier Holiday, there is the same furious accumulation of trivialities. Consider the former. It is without structure, without selection, without reticence. One arises from it as from a great babbling, half drunken. On the one hand the author fills a long and gloomy chapter with the story of the Borgias, apparently under the impression that it is news, and on the other hand he enters into intimate and inconsequential confidences about all the persons he meets en route, sparing neither the innocent nor the obscure. The children of his English host at Bridgely Level strike him as fantastic little creatures, even as a bit uncanny  and he duly sets it down. He meets an Englishman on a French train who pleases him much, and the two become good friends and see Rome together, but the fellows wife is obstreperous and haughty in her manner and so loud-spoken in her opinions that she is really offensive  and down it goes. He makes an impression on a Mile. Marcelle in Paris, and she accompanies him from Monte Carlo to Ventimiglia, and there gives him a parting kiss and whispers, Avril-Fontainebleau  and lo, this sweet one is duly spread upon the minutes. He permits himself to be arrested by a fair privateer in Piccadilly, and goes with her to one of the dens of sin that suffragettes see in their nightmares, and cross-examines her at length regarding her ancestry, her professional ethics and ideals, and her earnings at her dismal craft  and into the book goes a full report of the proceedings. He is entertained by an eminent Dutch jurist in Amsterdam  and upon the pages of the chronicle it appears that the gentleman is waxy and a little pedantic, and that he is probably the sort of thin, delicate, well barbered professor that Ibsen had in mind when he cast about for a husband for the daughter of General Gabler.

Such is the art of writing as Dreiser understands it and practises it  an endless piling up of minutiae, an almost ferocious tracking down of ions, electrons and molecules, an unshakable determination to tell it all. One is amazed by the mole-like diligence of the man, and no less by his exasperating disregard for the ease of his readers. A Dreiser novel, at least of the later canon, cannot be read as other novels are read  on a winter evening or summer afternoon, between meal and meal, travelling from New York to Boston. It demands the attention for almost a week, and uses up the faculties for a month. If, reading The Genius, one were to become engrossed in the fabulous manner described in the publishers advertisements, and so find oneself unable to put it down and go to bed before the end, one would get no sleep for three days and three nights.

Worse, there are no charms of style to mitigate the rigours of these vast steppes and pampas of narration. Joseph Jouberts saying that words should stand out well from the paper is quite incomprehensible to Dreiser; he never imitates Flaubert by writing for la respiration et Voreille. There is no painful groping for the inevitable word, or for what Walter Pater called the gipsy phrase; the common, even the commonplace, coin of speech is good enough. On the first page of Jennie Gerhardt one encounters frank, open countenance, diffident manner, helpless poor, untutored mind, honest necessity, and half a dozen other stand-bys of the second-rate newspaper reporter. In Sister Carrie one finds high noon, hurrying throng, unassuming restaurant, dainty slippers, high-strung nature, and cool, calculating world  all on a few pages. Carries sister, Minnie Hanson, gets the supper. Hanson himself is wrapped up in his child. Carrie decides to enter Storm and Kings office, no matter what. In The Titan the word trig is worked to death; it takes on, toward the end, the character of a banal and preposterous refrain. In the other books one encounters mates for it  words made to do duty in as many senses as the American verb to fix or the journalistic to secure. . . .

I often wonder if Dreiser gets anything properly describable as pleasure out of this dogged accumulation of threadbare, undistinguished, uninspiring nouns, adjectives, verbs, adverbs, pronouns, participles and conjunctions. To the man with an ear for verbal delicacies  the man who searches painfully for the perfect word, and puts the way of saying a thing above the thing said  there is in writing the constant joy of sudden discovery, of happy accident. A phrase springs up full blown, sweet and caressing. But what joy can there be in rolling up sentences that have no more life and beauty in them, intrinsically, than so many election bulletins? Where is the thrill in the manufacture of such a paragraph as that in which Mrs. Althea Jones sordid habitat is described with such inexorable particularity? Or in the laborious confection of such stuff as this, from Book I, Chapter IV, of The Genius?:



The city of Chicago  who shall portray it! This vast ruck of life that had sprung suddenly into existence upon the dank marshes of a lake shore!



Or this from the epilogue to The Financier;



There is a certain fish whose scientific name is Mycteroperca Bonaci, and whose common name is Black Grouper, which is of considerable value as an afterthought in this connection, and which deserves much to be better known. It is a healthy creature, growing quite regularly to a weight of two hundred and fifty pounds, and living a comfortable, lengthy existence because of its very remarkable ability to adapt itself to conditions. . . .



Or this from his pamphlet, Life, Art and America:1



Alas, alas! for art in America. It has a hard stubby row to hoe.



But I offer no more examples. Every reader of the Dreiser novels must cherish astounding specimens  of awkward, platitudinous marginalia, of whole scenes spoiled by bad writing, of phrases as brackish as so many lumps of sodium hyposulphite. Here and there, as in parts of The Titan and again in parts of A Hoosier Holiday, an evil
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conscience seems to haunt him and he gives hard striving to his manner, and more than once there emerges something that is almost graceful. But a backsliding always follows this phosphorescence of reform. The Genius, coming after The Titan, marks the high tide of his bad writing. There are passages in it so clumsy, so inept, so irritating that they seem almost unbelievable; nothing worse is to be found in the newspapers. Nor is there any compensatory deftness in structure, or solidity of design, to make up for this carelessness in detail. The well-made novel, of course, can be as hollow as the well-made play of Scribe  but let us at least have a beginning, a middle and an end! Such a story as The Genius is as gross and shapeless as Briinnhilde. It billows and bulges out like a cloud of smoke, and its internal organization is almost as vague. There are episodes that, with a few chapters added, would make very respectable novels. There are chapters that need but a touch or two to be excellent short stories. The thing rambles, staggers, trips, heaves, pitches, struggles, totters, wavers, halts, turns aside, trembles on the edge of collapse. More than once it seems to be foundering, both in the equine and in the maritime senses. The tale has been heard of a tree so tall that it took two men to see to the top of it. Here is a novel so brobdingnagian that a single reader can scarcely read his way through it. . . .

3

Of the general ideas which lie at the bottom of all of Dreisers work it is impossible to be in ignorance, for he has exposed them at length in A Hoosier Holiday and summarized them in Life, Art and America. In their main outlines they are not unlike the fundamental assumptions of Joseph Conrad. Both novelists see human existence as a seeking without a finding; both reject the prevailing interpretations of its meaning and mechanism; both take refuge in I do not know. Put A Hoosier Holiday beside Conrads A Personal Record, and you will come upon parallels from end to end. Or better still, put it beside Hugh Walpoles Joseph Conrad, in which the Conradean metaphysic is condensed from the novels even better than Conrad has done it himself: at once you will see how the two novelists, each a worker in the elemental emotions, each a rebel against the current assurance and superficiality, each an alien to his place and time, touch each other in a hundred ways.

Conrad, says Walpole, is of the firm and resolute conviction that life is too strong, too clever and too remorseless for the sons of men. And then, in amplification: It is as though, from some high window, looking down, he were able to watch some shore, from whose security men were forever launching little cockleshell boats upon a limitless and angry sea. . . . From his height he can follow their fortunes, their brave struggles, their fortitude to the very end. He admires their courage, the simplicity of their faith, but his irony springs from his knowledge of the inevitable end. . . .

Substitute the name of Dreiser for that of Conrad, and you will have to change scarcely a word. Perhaps one, to wit, clever. I suspect that Dreiser, writing so of his own creed, would be tempted to make it stupid, or, at all events, unintelligible. The struggle of man, as he sees it, is more than impotent; it is gratuitous and purposeless. There is, to his eye, no grand ingenuity, no skilful adaptation of means to end, no moral (or even dramatic) plan in the order of the universe. He can get out of it only a sense of profound and inexplicable disorder. The waves which batter the cockleshells change their direction at every instant. Their navigation is a vast adventure, but intolerably fortuitous and inept  a voyage without chart, compass, sun or stars. . .

So at bottom. But to look into the blackness steadily, of course, is almost beyond the endurance of man. In the very moment that its impenetrability is grasped the imagination begins attacking it with pale beams of false light. All religions, I daresay, are thus projected from the questioning soul of man, and not only all religious, but also all great agnosticisms. Nietzsche, shrinking from the horror of that abyss of negation, revived the Pythagorean concept of der ewigen Wiederkunft  a vain and blood-curdling sort of comfort. To it, after a while, he added explanations almost Christian  a whole repertoire of whys and wherefores, aims and goals, aspirations and significances. The late Mark Twain, in an unpublished work, toyed with a equally daring idea: that men are to some unimaginably vast and incomprehensible Being what the unicellular organisms of his body are to man, and so on ad infinitum. Dreiser occasionally inclines to much the same hypothesis; he likens the endless reactions going on in the world we know, the myriadal creation, collision and destruction of entities, to the slow accumulation and organization of cells in utero. He would make us specks in the insentient embryo of some gigantic Presence whose form is still unimaginable and whose birth must wait for Eons and Eons. Again, he turns to something not easily distinguishable from philosophical idealism, whether out of Berkeley or Fichte it is hard to make out  that is, he would interpret the whole phenomenon of life as no more than an appearance, a nightmare of some unseen sleeper or of men themselves, an uncanny blur of nothingness  in Euripides phrase, a song sung by an idiot, dancing down the wind. Yet again, he talks vaguely of the intricate polyphony of a cosmic orchestra, cacophonous to our dull ears. Finally, he puts the observed into the ordered, reading a purpose in the displayed event: life was intended to sting and hurt . . . But these are only gropings, and not to be read too critically. From speculations and explanations he always returns, Conrad-like, to the bald fact: to the spectacle and stress of life. All he can make out clearly is a vast compulsion which has nothing to do with the individual desires or tastes or impulses of individuals. That compulsion springs from the settling processes of forces which we do not in the least understand, over which we have no control, and in whose grip we are as grains of dust or sand, blown hither and thither, for what purpose we cannot even suspect.1 Man is not only doomed to defeat, but denied any glimpse or understanding
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of his antagonist. Here we come upon an agnosticism that has almost got beyond curiosity. What good would it do us, asks Dreiser, to know? In our ignorance and helplessness, we may at least get a slaves consolation out of cursing the unknown gods. Suppose we saw them striving blindly, too, and pitied them? . . .

But, as I say, this scepticism is often tempered by guesses at a possibly hidden truth, and the confession that this truth may exist reveals the practical unworkableness of the unconditioned system, at least for Dreiser. Conrad is far more resolute, and it is easy to see why. He is, by birth and training, an aristocrat. He has the gift of emotional detachment. The lures of facile doctrine do not move him. In his irony there is a disdain which plays about even the ironist himself. Dreiser is a product of far different forces and traditions, and is capable of no such escapement. Struggle as he may, and fume and protest as he may, he can no more shake off the chains of his intellectual and cultural heritage than he can change the shape of his nose. What that heritage is you may find out in detail by reading A Hoosier Holiday, or in summary by glancing at the first few pages of Life, Art and America. Briefly described, it is the burden of a believing mind, a moral attitude, a lingering superstition. One-half of the mans brain, so to speak, wars with the other half. He is intelligent, he is thoughtful, he is a sound artist  but there come moments when a dead hand falls upon him, and he is once more the Indiana peasant, snuffing absurdly over imbecile sentimentalities, giving a grave ear to quackeries, snorting and eye-rolling with the best of them. One generation spans too short a time to free the soul of man. Nietzsche, to the end of his days, remained a Prussian pastors son, and hence two-thirds a Puritan; he erected his war upon holiness, toward the end, into a sort of holy war. Kipling, the grandson of a Methodist preacher, reveals the tin-pot evangelist with increasing clarity as youth and its ribaldries pass away and he falls back upon his fundamentals. And that other English novelist who springs from the servants hall  let us not be surprised or blame him if he sometimes writes like a bounder.

The truth about Dreiser is that he is still in the transition stage between Christian Endeavour and civilization, between Warsaw, Indiana and the Socratic grove, between being a good American and being a free man, and so he sometimes vacillates perilously between a moral sentimentalism and a somewhat extravagant revolt. The Genius,  on the one hand, is almost a tract for rectitude, a Warning to the Young; its motto might be Scheut die Dirnen! And on the other hand, it is full of a laborious truculence that can only be explained by imagining the author as heroically determined to prove that he is a plain-spoken fellow and his own man, let the chips fall where they may. So, in spots, in The Financier and The Titan, both of them far better books. There is an almost moral frenzy to expose and riddle what passes for morality among the stupid. The isolation of irony is never reached; the man is still evangelical; his ideas are still novelties to him; he is as solemnly absurd in some of his floutings of the Code Americain as he is in his respect for Bouguereau, or in his flirtings with the New Thought, or in his naive belief in the importance of novel-writing. Somewhere or other I have called all this the Greenwich Village complex. It is not genuine artists, serving beauty reverently and proudly, who herd in those cockroached cellars and bawl for art; it is a mob of half-educated yokels and cockneys to whom the very idea of art is still novel, and intoxicating  and more than a little bawdy.

Not that Dreiser actually belongs to this ragamuffin company. Far from it, indeed. There is in him, hidden deep-down, a great instinctive artist, and hence the makings of an aristocrat. In his muddled way, held back by the manacles of his race and time, and his steps made uncertain by a guiding theory which too often eludes his own comprehension, he yet manages to produce works of art of unquestionable beauty and authority, and to interpret life in a manner that is poignant and illuminating. There is vastly more intuition in him than intellectualism; his talent is essentially feminine, as Conrads is masculine; his ideas always seem to be deduced from his feelings. The view of life that got into Sister Carrie, his first book, was not the product of a conscious thinking out of Carries problems. It simply got itself there by the force of the artistic passion behind it; its coherent statement had to wait for other and more reflective days. The thing began as a vision, not as a syllogism. Here the name of Franz Schubert inevitably comes up. Schubert was an ignoramus, even in music; he knew less about polyphony, which is the mother of harmony, which is the mother of music, than the average conservatory professor. But nevertheless he had such a vast instinctive sensitiveness to musical values, such a profound and accurate feeling for beauty in tone, that he not only arrived at the truth in tonal relations, but even went beyond what, in his day, was known to be the truth, and so led an advance. Likewise, Giorgione da Castelfranco and Masaccio come to mind: painters of the first rank, but untutored, unsophisticated, uncouth. Dreiser, within his limits, belongs to this cabot-shod company of the elect. One thinks of Conrad, not as artist first, but as savant. There is something of the icy aloofness of the laboratory in him, even when the images he conjures up pulsate with the very glow of life. He is almost as self-conscious as the Beethoven of the last quartets. In Dreiser the thing is more intimate, more disorderly, more a matter of pure feeling. He gets his effects, one might almost say, not by designing them, but by living them.

But whatever the process, the power of the image evoked is not to be gainsaid. It is not only brilliant on the surface, but mysterious and appealing in its depths. One swiftly forgets his intolerable writing, his mirthless, sedulous, repellent manner, in the face of the Athenian tragedy he instils into his seduced and soul-sick servant girls, his barbaric pirates of finances, his conquered and hamstrung supermen, his wives who sit and wait. He has, like Conrad, a sure talent for depicting the spirit in disintegration. Old Gerhardt, in Jennie Gerhardt, is alone worth all the dramatis personae of popular American fiction since the days of Rob o the Bowl; Howells could no more have created him, in his Rodinesque impudence of outline, than he could have created Tartuffe or Gargantua. Such a novel as Sister Carrie stands quite outside the brief traffic of the customary stage. It leaves behind it an unescapable impression of bigness, of epic sweep and dignity. It is not a mere story, not a novel in the customary American meaning of the word; it is at once a psalm of life and a criticism of life  and that criticism loses nothing by the fact that its burden is despair. Here, precisely, is the point of Dreisers departure from his fellows. He puts into his novels a touch of the eternal Weltschmerz. They get below the drama that is of the moment and reveal the greater drama that is without end. They arouse those deep and lasting emotions which grow out of the recognition of elemental and universal tragedy. His aim is not merely to tell a tale; his aim is to show the vast ebb and flow of forces which sway and condition human destiny. One cannot imagine him consenting to Conan Doyles statement of the purpose of fiction, quoted with characteristic approval by the New York Times: to amuse mankind, to help the sick and the dull and the weary. Nor is his purpose to instruct; if he is a pedagogue it is only incidentally and as a weakness. The thing he seeks to do is to stir, to awaken, to move. One does not arise from such a book as Sister Carrie with a smirk of satisfaction; one leaves it infinitely touched.
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It is, indeed, a truly amazing first book, and one marvels to hear that it was begun lightly. Dreiser in those days (circa 1899), had seven or eight years of newspaper work behind him, in Chicago, St. Louis, Toledo, Cleveland, Buffalo, Pittsburgh and New York, and was beginning to feel that reaction of disgust which attacks all newspaper men when the enthusiasm of youth wears out. He had been successful, but he saw how hollow that success was, and how little surety it held out for the future. The theatre was what chiefly lured him; he had written plays in his nonage, and he now proposed to do them on a large scale, and so get some of the easy dollars of Broadway. It was an old friend from Toledo, Arthur Henry, who turned him toward story-writing. The two had met while Henry was city editor of the Blade, and Dreiser a reporter looking for a job.1 A firm friendship sprang up, and Henry conceived a high opinion of Dreisers ability,



1 The episode is related in A Hoosier Holiday.



and urged him to try a short story. Dreiser was distrustful of his own skill, but Henry kept at him, and finally, during a holiday the two spent together at Maumee, Ohio, he made the attempt. Henry had the manuscript typewritten and sent it to Ainslees Magazine. A week or so later there came a cheque for $75.

This was in 1898. Dreiser wrote four more stories during the year following, and sold them all. Henry now urged him to attempt a novel, but again his distrust of himself held him back. Henry finally tried a rather unusual argument: he had a novel of his own on the stocks,1 and he represented that he was in difficulties with it and in need of company. One day, in September, 1899, Dreiser took a sheet of yellow paper and wrote a title at random. That title was Sister Carrie, and with no more definite plan than the mere name offered the book began. It went ahead steadily enough until the middle of October, and had come by then to the place where Carrie meets Hurstwood. At that point Dreiser left it in disgust. It seemed pitifully dull and inconsequential, and for two months he put the manuscript away. Then, under renewed urgings by Henry, he resumed the writing, and kept on to the place where Hurstwood steals



1 A Princess of Arcady, published in 1900.



the money. Here he went aground upon a comparatively simple problem; he couldnt devise a way to manage the robbery. Late in January he gave it up. But the faithful Henry kept urging him, and in March he resumed work, and soon had the story finished. The latter part, despite many distractions, went quickly. Once the manuscript was complete, Henry suggested various cuts, and in all about 40,000 words came out. The fair copy went to the Harpers. They refused it without ceremony and soon afterward Dreiser carried the manuscript to Doubleday, Page & Co. He left it with Frank Doubleday, and before long there came notice of its acceptance, and, what is more, a contract. But after the story was in type it fell into the hands of the wife of one of the members of the firm, and she conceived so strong a notion of its immorality that she soon convinced her husband and his associates. There followed a series of acrimonious negotiations, with Dreiser holding resolutely to the letter of his contract. It was at this point that Frank Norris entered the combat  bravely but in vain. The pious Barabbases, confronted by their signature, found it impossible to throw up the book entirely, but there was no nomination in the bond regarding either the style of binding or the number of copies to be issued, and so they evaded further dispute by bringing out the book in a very small edition and with modest unstamped covers. Copies of this edition are now eagerly sought by book-collectors, and one in good condition fetches $25 or more in the auction rooms. Even the second edition (1907), bearing the imprint of B. W. Dodge & Co., carries an increasing premium.

The passing years work strange farces. The Harpers, who had refused Sister Carrie with a spirit bordering upon indignation in 1900, took over the rights of publication from B. W. Dodge & Co., in 1912, and reissued the book in a new (and extremely hideous) format, with a publishers note containing smug quotations from the encomiums of the Fortnightly Review, the Athenaeum, the Spectator, the Academy and other London critical journals. More, they contrived humorously to push the date of their copyright back to 1900. But this new enthusiasm for artistic freedom did not last long. They had published Jennie Gerhardt in 1911 and they did The Financier in 1912, but when The Titan followed, in 1914, they were seized with qualms, and suppressed the book after it had got into type. In this emergency the English firm of John Lane came to the rescue, only to seek cover itself when the Comstocks attacked The Genius,  two years later. . . . For his high services to American letters, Walter H. Page, of Doubleday, Page & Co., was made ambassador to England, where Sister Carrie is regarded (according to the Harpers), as the best story, on the whole, that has yet come out of America. A curious series of episodes. Another proof, perhaps, of that cosmic imbecility upon which Dreiser is so fond of discoursing. . . .

But of all this I shall say more later on, when I come to discuss the critical reception of the Dreiser novels, and the efforts made by the New York Society for the Suppression of Vice to stop their sale. The thing to notice here is that the authors difficulties with Sister Carrie came within an ace of turning him from novel-writing completely. Stray copies of the suppressed first edition, true enough, fell into the hands of critics who saw the storys value, and during the first year or two of the century it enjoyed a sort of esoteric vogue, and encouragement came from unexpected sources. Moreover, a somewhat bowdlerized English edition, published by William Heinemann in 1901, made a fair success, and even provoked a certain mild controversy. But the authors income from the book remained almost nil, and so he was forced to seek a livelihood in other directions. His history during the next ten years belongs to the tragicomedy of letters. For five of them he was a Grub Street hack, turning his hand to any literary job that offered. He wrote short stories for the popular magazines, or special articles, or poems, according as their needs varied. He concocted fabulous tales for the illustrated supplements of the Sunday newspapers. He rewrote the bad stuff of other men. He returned to reporting. He did odd pieces of editing. He tried his hand at one-act plays. He even ventured upon advertisement writing. And all the while, the best that he could get out of his industry was a meagre living.

In 1905, tiring of the uncertainties of this life, he accepted a post on the staff of Street & Smith, the millionaire publishers of cheap magazines, servant-girl romances and dime-novels, and here, in the very slums of letters, he laboured with tongue in cheek until the next year. The tale of his duties will fill, I daresay, a volume or two in the autobiography on which he is said to be working; it is a chronicle full of achieved impossibilities. One of his jobs, for example, was to reduce a whole series of dime-novels, each 60,000 words in length, to 30,000 words apiece. He accomplished it by cutting each one into halves, and writing a new ending for the first half and a new beginning for the second, with new titles for both. This doubling of their property aroused the admiration of his employers; they promised him an assured and easy future in the dime-novel business. But he tired of it, despite this revelation of a gift for it, and in 1906 he became managing editor of the Broadway Magazine, then struggling into public notice. A year later he transferred his flag to the Butterick Building, and became chief editor of the Delineator, the Designer and other such gospels for the fair. Here, of course, he was as much out of water as in the dime-novel foundry of Street & Smith, but at all events the pay was good, and there was a certain leisure at the end of the days work. In 1907, as part of his duties, he organized the National Child Rescue Campaign, which still rages as the Delineators contribution to the Uplift. At about the same time he began Jennie Gerhardt. It is curious to note that, during these same years, Arnold Bennett was slaving in London as the editor of Woman.

Dreiser left the Delineator in 1910, and for the next half year or so endeavoured to pump vitality into the Bohemian Magazine, in which he had acquired a proprietary interest. But the Bohemian soon departed this life, carrying some of his savings with it, and he gave over his enforced leisure to Jennie Gerhardt, completing the book in 1911. Its publication by the Harpers during the same year worked his final emancipation from the editorial desk. It was praised, and what is more, it sold, and royalties began to come in. A new edition of Sister Carrie followed in 1912, with The Financier hard upon its heels. Since then Dreiser has devoted himself wholly to serious work. The Financier was put forth as the first volume of a trilogy of desire; the second volume, The Titan, was published in 1914; the third is yet to come. The Genius appeared in 1915; The Bulwark is just announced. In 1912, accompanied by Grant Richards, the London publisher, Dreiser made his first trip abroad, visiting England, France, Italy and Germany. His impressions were recorded in A Traveler at Forty, published in 1913. In the summer of 1915, accompanied by Franklin Booth, the illustrator, he made an automobile journey to his old haunts in Indiana, and the record is in A Hoosier Holiday, published in 1916. His other writings include a volume of Plays of the Natural and the Supernatural (1916); Life, Art and America, a pamphlet against Puritanism in letters (1917); a dozen or more short stories and novelettes, a few poems, and a three-act drama, The Hand of the Potter.

Dreiser was born at Terre Haute, Indiana, on August 27, 1871, and, like most of us, is of mongrel blood, with the German, perhaps, predominating. He is a tall man, awkward in movement and nervous in habit; the boon of beauty has been denied him. The history of his youth is set forth in full in A Hoosier Holiday. It is curious to note that he is a brother to the late Paul Dresser, author of The Banks of the Wabash and other popular songs, and that he himself, helping Paul over a hard place, wrote the affecting chorus:



Oh, the moon is fair tonight along the Wabash,

From the fields there comes the breath of new-mown hay;

Through the sycamores the candle lights are gleaming . . . But no doubt you know it.
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The work of Dreiser, considered as craftsmanship pure and simple, is extremely uneven, and the distance separating his best from his worst is almost infinite. It is difficult to believe that the novelist who wrote certain extraordinarily vivid chapters in Jennie Gerhardt, and A Hoosier Holiday, and, above all, in The Titan, is the same who achieved the unescapable dulness of parts of The Financier and the general stupidity and stodginess of The Genius. Moreover, the tide of his writing does not rise or fall with any regularity; he neither improves steadily nor grows worse steadily. Only half an eye is needed to see the superiority of Jennie Gerhardt, as a sheer piece of writing, to Sister Carrie, but on turning to The Financier, which followed Jennie Gerhardt by an interval of but one year, one observes a falling off which, at its greatest, is almost indistinguishable from a collapse. Jennie Gerhardt is suave, persuasive, well-ordered, solid in structure, instinct with life. The Financier, for all its merits in detail, is loose, tedious, vapid, exasperating. But had any critic, in the autumn of 1912, argued thereby that Dreiser was finished, that he had shot his bolt, his discomfiture would have come swiftly, for The Titan, which followed in 1914, was almost as well done as The Financier had been ill done, and there are parts of it which remain, to this day, the very best writing that Dreiser has ever achieved. But The Genius? Ay, in The Genius  the pendulum swings back again! It is flaccid, elephantine, doltish, coarse, dismal, flatulent, sophomoric, ignorant, unconvincing, wearisome. One pities the jurisconsult who is condemned, by Comstockian clamour, to plough through such a novel. In it there is a sort of humourless reductio ad absurdum, not only of the Dreiser manner, but even of certain salient tenets of the Dreiser philosophy. At its best it has a moral flavour. At its worst it is almost maudlin. . . .

The most successful of the Dreiser novels, judged by sales, is Sister Carrie, and the causes thereof are not far to seek. On the one hand, its suppression in 1900 gave it a whispered fame that was converted into a public celebrity when it was republished in 1907, and on the other hand it shares with Jennie Gerhardt the capital advantage of having a young and appealing woman for its chief figure. The sentimentalists thus have a heroine to cry over, and to put into a familiar pigeon-hole; Carrie becomes a sort of Pollyanna. More, it is, at bottom, a tale of love  the one theme of permanent interest to the average American novel-reader, the chief stuffing of all our best-selling romances. True enough, it is vastly more than this  there is in it, for example, the astounding portrait of Hurstwood  , but it seems to me plain that its relative popularity is by no means a test of its relative merit, and that the causes of that popularity must be sought in other directions. Its defect, as a work of art, is a defect of structure. Like Norris McTeague it has a broken back. In the midst of the story of Carrie, Dreiser pauses to tell the story of Hurstwood  a memorably vivid and tragic story, to be sure, but still one that, considering artistic form and organization, does damage to the main business of the book. Its outstanding merit is its simplicity, its unaffected seriousness and fervour, the spirit of youth that is in it. One feels that it was written, not by a novelist conscious of his tricks, but by a novice carried away by his own flaming eagerness, his own high sense of the interest of what he was doing. In this aspect, it is perhaps more typically Dreiserian than any of its successors. And maybe we may seek here for a good deal of its popular appeal, for there is a contagion in naiveté as in enthusiasm, and the simple novel-reader may recognize the kinship of a simple mind in the novelist.

But it is in Jennie Gerhardt that Dreiser first shows his true mettle. . . . The power to tell the same story in two forms, said George Moore, is the sign of the true artist. Here Dreiser sets himself that difficult task, and here he carries it off with almost complete success. Reduce the story to a hundred words, and the same words would also describe Sister Carrie. Jennie, like Carrie, is a rose grown from turnip-seed. Over each, at the start, hangs poverty, ignorance, the dumb helplessness of the Shudra, and yet in each there is that indescribable something, that element of essential gentleness, that innate inward beauty which levels all barriers of caste, and makes Esther a fit queen for Ahasuerus. Some Frenchman has put it into a phrase: Une dme grande dans un petit destin  a great soul in a small destiny. Jennie has some touch of that greatness; Dreiser is forever calling her  a big woman; it is a refrain almost as irritating as the trig of The Titan. Carrie, one feels, is of baser metal; her dignity never rises to anything approaching nobility. But the history of each is the history of the other. Jennie, like Carrie, escapes from the physical miseries of the struggle for existence only to taste the worse miseries of the struggle for happiness. Dont mistake me; we have here no maudlin tales of seduced maidens. Seduction, in truth, is far from tragedy for either Jennie or Carrie. The gain of each, until the actual event has been left behind and obliterated by experiences more salient and poignant, is greater than her loss, and that gain is to the soul as well as to the creature. With the rise from want to security, from fear to ease, comes an awakening of the finer perceptions, a widening of the sympathies, a gradual unfolding of the delicate flower called personality, an increased capacity for loving and living. But with all this, and as a part of it, there comes, too, an increased capacity for suffering  and so in the end, when love slips away and the empty years stretch before, it is the awakened and supersentient woman that pays for the folly of the groping, bewildered girl. The tragedy of Carrie and Jennie, in brief, is not that they are degraded, but that they are lifted up, not that they go to the gutter, but that they escape the gutter and glimpse the stars.

But if the two stories are thus variations upon the same sombre theme, if each starts from the same place and arrives at the same dark goal, if each shows a woman heartened by the same hopes and tortured by the same agonies, there is still a vast difference between them, and that difference is the measure of the authors progress in his craft during the eleven years between 1900 and 1911. Sister Carrie, at bottom, is no more than a first sketch, a rough piling up of observations and ideas, disordered and often incoherent. In the midst of the story, as I have said, the author forgets it, and starts off upon another. In Jennie Gerhardt there is no such flaccidity of structure, no such vacillation in aim, no such proliferation of episode. Considering that it is by Dreiser, it is extraordinarily adept and intelligent in design; only in The Titan has he ever done so well. From beginning to end the narrative flows logically, steadily, congruously. Episodes there are, of course, but they keep their proper place and bulk. It is always Jennie that stands at the centre of the traffic; it is in Jennies soul that every scene is ultimately played out. Her father and mother; Senator Brander, the god of her first worship; her daughter Vesta, and Lester Kane, the man who makes and mars her  all these are drawn with infinite painstaking, and in every one of them there is the blood of life. But it is Jennie that dominates the drama from curtain to curtain. Not an event is unrelated to her; not a climax fails to make clearer the struggles going on in her mind and heart.

It is in Jennie Gerhardt that Dreisers view of life begins to take on coherence and to show a general tendency. In Sister Carrie the thing is still chiefly representation and no more; the image is undoubtedly vivid, but its significance, in the main, is left undisplayed. In Jennie Gerhardt this pictorial achievement is reinforced by interpretation; one carries away an impression that something has been said; it is not so much a visual image of Jennie that remains as a sense of the implacable tragedy that engulfs her. The book is full of artistic passion. It lives and glows. It awakens recognition and feeling. Its lucid ideational structure, even more than the artless gusto of Sister Carrie, produces a penetrating and powerful effect. Jennie is no mere individual; she is a type of the national character, almost the archetype of the muddled, aspiring, tragic, fate-flogged mass. And the scene in which she is set is brilliantly national too. The Chicago of those great days of feverish money-grabbing and crazy aspiration may well stand as the epitome of America, and it is made clearer here than in any other American novel  clearer than in The Pit or The Cliff-Dwellers  clearer than in any book by an Easterner  almost as clear as the Paris of Balzac and Zola. Finally, the style of the story is indissolubly wedded to its matter. The narrative, in places, has an almost scriptural solemnity; in its very harshness and baldness there is something subtly meet and fitting. One cannot imagine such a history done in the strained phrases of Meredith or the fugal manner of Henry James. One cannot imagine that stark, stenographic dialogue adorned with the tinsel of pretty words. The thing, to reach the heights it touches, could have been done only in the way it has been done. As it stands, I would not take anything away from it, not even its journalistic banalities, its lack of humour, its incessant returns to C major. A primitive and touching poetry is in it. It is a novel, I am convinced, of the first consideration. . . .

In The Financier this poetry is almost absent, and that fact is largely to blame for the books lack of charm. By the time we see him in The Titan Frank Cowperwood has taken on heroic proportions and the romance of great adventure is in him, but in The Financier he is still little more than an extra-pertinacious money-grubber, and not unrelated to the average stock broker or corner grocer. True enough, Dreiser says specifically that he is more, that the thing he craves is not money but power  power to force lesser men to execute his commands, power to surround himself with beautiful and splendid things, power to amuse himself with women, power to defy and nullify the laws made for the timorous and unimaginative. But the intent of the author never really gets into his picture. His Cowperwood in this first stage is hard, commonplace, unimaginative. In The Titan he flowers out as a blend of revolutionist and voluptuary, a highly civilized Lorenzo the Magnificent, an immoralist who would not hesitate two minutes about seducing a saint, but would turn sick at the thought of harming a child. But in The Financier he is still in the larval state, and a repellent sordidness hangs about him.

Moreover, the story of his rise is burdened by two defects which still further corrupt its effect. One lies in the fact that Dreiser is quite unable to get the feel, so to speak, of Philadelphia, just as he is unable to get the feel of New York in The Genius. The other is that the style of the writing in the book reduces the dreiserian manner to absurdity, and almost to impossibility. The incredibly lazy, involved and unintelligent description of the trial of Cowperwood I have already mentioned. We get, in this lumbering chronicle, not a cohesive and luminous picture, but a dull, photographic representation of the whole tedious process, beginning with an account of the political obligations of the judge and district attorney, proceeding to a consideration of the habits of mind of each of the twelve jurymen, and ending with a summary of the majority and minority opinions of the court of appeals, and a discussion of the motives, ideals, traditions, prejudices, sympathies and chicaneries behind them, each and severally. When Cowperwood goes into the market, his operations are set forth in their last detail; we are told how many shares he buys, how much he pays for them, what the commission is, what his profit comes to. When he comes into chance contact with a politician, we hear all about that politician, including his family affairs. When he builds and furnishes a house, the chief rooms in it are inventoried with such care that not a chair or a rug or a picture on the wall is overlooked. The endless piling up of such nonessentials cripples and incommodes the story; its drama is too copiously swathed in words to achieve a sting; the Dreiser manner devours and defeats itself.

But none the less the book has compensatory merits. Its character sketches, for all the cloud of words, are lucid and vigorous. Out of that enormous complex of crooked politics and crookeder finance, Cowperwood himself stands out in the round, comprehensible and alive. And all the others, in their lesser measures, are done almost as well  Cowperwoods pale wife, whimpering in her empty house; Aileen Butler, his mistress; his doddering and eternally amazed old father; his old-fashioned, stupid, sentimental mother; Stener, the City Treasurer, a dish-rag in the face of danger; old Edward Malia Butler, that barbarian in a boiled shirt, with his Homeric hatred and his broken heart. Particularly old Butler. The years pass and he must be killed and put away, but not many readers of the book, I take it, will soon forget him. Dreiser is at his best, indeed, when he deals with old men. In their tragic helplessness they stand as symbols of that unfathomable cosmic cruelty which he sees as the motive power of life itself. More, even, than his women, he makes them poignant, vivid, memorable. The picture of old Gerhardt is full of a subtle brightness, though he is always in the background, as cautious and penny-wise as an ancient crow, trotting to his Lutheran church, pathetically ill-used by the world he never understands. Butler is another such, different in externals, but at bottom the same dismayed, questioning, pathetic old man. . . .

In The Titan there is a tightening of the screws, a clarifying of the action, an infinite improvement in the manner. The book, in truth, has the air of a new and clearer thinking out of The Financier, as Jennie Gerhardt is a new thinking out of Sister Carrie. With almost the same materials, the thing is given a new harmony and unity, a new plausibility, a new passion and purpose. In The Financier the artistic voluptuary is almost completely overshadowed by the dollar-chaser; in The Titan we begin to see clearly that grand battle between artist and man of money, idealist and materialist, spirit and flesh, which is the informing theme of the whole trilogy. The conflict that makes the drama, once chiefly external, now becomes more and more internal; it is played out within the soul of the man himself. The result is a character sketch of the highest colour and brilliance, a superb portrait of a complex and extremely fascinating man. Of all the personages in the Dreiser books, the Cowperwood of The Titan is perhaps the most radiantly real. He is accounted for in every detail, and yet, in the end, he is not accounted for at all; there hangs about him, to the last, that baffling mysteriousness which hangs about those we know most intimately. There is in him a complete and indubitable masculinity, as the eternal feminine is in Jennie. His struggle with the inexorable forces that urge him on as with whips, and lure him with false lights, and bring him to disillusion and dismay, is as typical as hers is, and as tragic. In his ultimate disaster, so plainly foreshadowed at the close, there is the clearest of all projections of the ideas that lie at the bottom of all Dreisers work. Cowperwood, above any of them, is his protagonist.

The story, in its plan, is as transparent as in its burden. It has an austere simplicity in the telling that fits the directness of the thing told. Dreiser, as if to clear decks, throws over all the immemorial baggage of the novelist, making short shrift of heart interest, conventional sympathy, and even what ordinarily passes for romance. In Sister Carrie, as I have pointed out, there is still a sweet dish for the sentimentalists; if they dont like the history of Carrie as a work of art they may still wallow in it as a sad, sad love story. Carrie is appealing, melting; she moves, like Marguerite Gautier, in an atmosphere of romantic depression. And Jennie Gerhardt, in this aspect, is merely Carrie done over  a Carrie more carefully and objectively drawn, perhaps, but still conceivably to be mistaken for a sympathetic heroine in a bestseller. A lady eating chocolates might jump from Laddie to Jennie Gerhardt without knowing that she was jumping ten thousand miles. The tear jugs are there to cry into. Even in The Financier there is still a hint of familiar things. The first Mrs. Cowperwood is sorely put upon; old Butler has the markings of an irate father; Cowperwood himself suffers the orthodox injustice and languishes in a cell. But no one, I venture, will ever fall into any such mistake in identity in approaching The Titan. Not a single appeal to facile sentiment is in it. It proceeds from beginning to end in a forthright, uncompromising, confident manner. It is an almost purely objective account, as devoid of cheap heroics as a death certificate, of a strong mans contest with incontestable powers without and no less incontestable powers within. There is nothing of the conventional outlaw about him; he does not wear a red sash and bellow for liberty; fate wrings from him no melodramatic defiances. In the midst of the battle he views it with a sort of ironical detachment, as if lifted above himself by the sheer aesthetic spectacle. Even in disaster he asks for no quarter, no generosity, no compassion. Up or down, he keeps his zest for the game that is being played, and is sufficient unto himself.

Such a man as this Cowperwood of the Chicago days, described romantically, would be indistinguishable from the wicked earls and seven-foot guardsmen of Ouida, Robert W. Chambers and The Duchess. But described realistically and cold-bloodedly, with all that wealth of minute and apparently inconsequential detail which Dreiser piles up so amazingly, he becomes a figure astonishingly vivid, lifelike and engrossing. He fits into no a priori theory of conduct or scheme of rewards and punishments; he proves nothing and teaches nothing; the forces which move him are never obvious and frequently unintelligible. But in the end he seems genuinely a man  a man of the sort we see about us in the real world  not a patent and automatic fellow, reacting docilely and according to a formula, but a bundle of complexities and contradictions, a creature oscillating between the light and the shadow  at bottom, for all his typical representation of a race and a civilization, a unique and inexplicable personality. More, he is a man of the first class, an Achilles of his world; and here the achievement of Dreiser is most striking, for he succeeds where all fore-runners failed. It is easy enough to explain how John Smith courted his wife, and even how William Brown fought and died for his country, but it is inordinately difficult to give plausibility to the motives, feelings and processes of mind of a man whose salient character is that they transcend all ordinary experience. Too often, even when made by the highest creative and interpretative talent, the effort has resolved itself into a begging of the question. Shakespeare made Hamlet comprehensible to the groundlings by diluting that half of him which was Shakespeare with a half which was a college sophomore. In the same way he saved Lear by making him, in large part, a tedious and obscene old donkey  the blood brother of any average ancient of any average English taproom. Tackling Caesar, he was rescued by Brutus knife. George Bernard Shaw, facing the same difficulty, resolved it by drawing a composite portrait of two or three London actor-managers and half a dozen English politicians. But Dreiser makes no such compromise. He bangs into the difficulties of his problem head on, and if he does not solve it absolutely, he at least makes an extraordinarily close approach to a solution. In The Financier a certain incredulity still hangs about Cowperwood; in The Titan he suddenly comes unquestionably real. If you want to get the true measure of this feat, put it beside the failure of Frank Norris with Curtis Jadwin in The Pit. . . .

The Genius, which interrupted the trilogy of desire, marks the nadir of Dreisers accomplishment, as The Titan marks its apogee. The plan of it, of course, is simple enough, and it is one that Dreiser, at his best, might have carried out with undoubted success. What he is trying to show, in brief, is the battle that goes on in the soul of every man of active mind between the desire for self-expression and the desire for safety, for public respect, for emotional equanimity. It is, in a sense, the story of Cowperwood told over again, but with an important difference, for Eugene Witla is a much less self-reliant and powerful fellow than Cowperwood, and so he is unable to muster up the vast resolution of spirits that he needs to attain happiness. The Titan is the history of a strong man. The Genius  is the history of a man essentially weak. Eugene Witla can never quite choose his route in life. He goes on sacrificing ease to aspiration and aspiration to ease to the end of the chapter. He vacillates abominably and forever between two irreconcilable desires. Even when, at the close, he sinks into a whining sort of resignation, the proud courage of Cowperwood is not in him; he is always a bit despicable in his pathos.

As I say, a story of simple outlines, and well adapted to the dreiserian pen. But it is spoiled and made a mock of by a donkeyish solemnity of attack which leaves it, on the one hand, diffuse, spineless and shapeless, and on the other hand, a compendium of platitudes. It is as if Dreiser, suddenly discovering himself a sage, put off the high passion of the artist and took to pounding a pulpit. It is almost as if he deliberately essayed upon a burlesque of himself. The book is an endless emission of the obvious, with touches of the scandalous to light up its killing monotony. It runs to 736 pages of small type; its reading is an unbearable weariness to the flesh; in the midst of it one has forgotten the beginning and is unconcerned about the end. Mingled with all the folderol, of course, there is stuff of nobler quality. Certain chapters stick in the memory; whole episodes lift themselves to the fervid luminosity of Jennie Gerhardt; there are character sketches that deserve all praise; one often pulls up with a reminder that the thing is the work of a proficient craftsman. But in the main it lumbers and jolts, wabbles and bores. A sort of ponderous imbecility gets into it. Both in its elaborate devices to shake up the pious and its imposing demonstrations of what every one knows, it somehow suggests the advanced thinking of Greenwich Village. I suspect, indeed, that the vin rouge was in Dreisers arteries as he concocted it. He was at the intellectual menopause, and looking back somewhat wistfully and attitudinizingly toward the goatish days that were no more.

But let it go! A novelist capable of Jennie Gerhardt has rights, privileges, prerogatives. He may, if he will, go on a spiritual drunk now and then, and empty the stale bilges of his soul. Thackeray, having finished Vanity Fair and Pendennis, bathed himself in the sheeps milk of The Newcomes, and after The Virginians he did The Adventures of Philip. Zola, with Germinal, La Debacle and La Terre behind him, recreated himself horribly with Fecondite. Tolstoi, after Anna Karenina, wrote What Is Art? Ibsen, after Et Dukkehjem and Gengangere, wrote Vildanden. The good God himself, after all the magnificence of Kings and Chronicles, turned Dr. Frank Crane and so botched his Writ with Proverbs. ... A weakness that we must allow for. Whenever Dreiser, abandoning his fundamental scepticism, yields to the irrepressible human (and perhaps also divine) itch to label, to moralize, to teach, he becomes a bit absurd. Observe The Genius, and parts of A Hoosier Holiday and of A Traveler at Forty, and of Plays of the Natural and the Supernatural. But in this very absurdity, it seems to me, there is a subtle proof that his fundamental scepticism is sound. . . .

I mention the Plays of the Natural and the Supernatural. They are ingenious and sometimes extremely effective, but their significance is not great. The two that are of the natural are The Girl in the Coffin and Old Ragpicker, the first a laborious evocation of the gruesome, too long by half, and the other an experiment in photographic realism, with a pair of policemen as its protagonists. All five plays of the supernatural follow a single plan. In the foreground, as it were, we see a sordid drama played out on the human plane, and in the background (or in the empyrean above, as you choose) we see the operation of the god-like imbecilities which sway and flay us all. The technical trick is well managed. It would be easy for such four-dimensional pieces to fall into burlesque, but in at least two cases, to wit, in The Blue Sphere and In the Dark, they go off with an air. Superficially, these plays of the supernatural seem to show an abandonment to the wheezy, black bombazine mysticism which crops up toward the end of The Genius. But that mysticism, at bottom, is no more than the dreiserian scepticism made visible. For myself, says Dreiser somewhere, I do not know what truth is, what beauty is, what love is, what hope is. And in another place: I admit a vast compulsion which has nothing to do with the individual desires or tastes or impulses. The jokers behind the arras pull the strings. It is pretty, but what is it all about? . . . The criticism which deals only with externals sees Sister Carrie as no more than a deft adventure into realism. Dreiser is praised, when he is praised at all, for making Carrie so clear, for understanding her so well. But the truth is, of course, that his achievement consists precisely in making patent the impenetrable mystery of her, and of the tangle complex of striving and aspiration of which she is so helplessly a part. It is in this sense that Sister Carrie is a profound work. It is not a book of glib explanations, of ready formulae; it is, above all else, a book of wonder. . . .

Of A Traveler at Forty I have spoken briefly. It is heavy with the obvious; the most interesting thing in it is the fact that Dreiser had never seen St. Peters or Piccadilly Circus until he was too old for either reverence or romance. A Hoosier Holiday is far more illuminating, despite its platitudinizing. Slow in tempo, discursive, reflective, intimate, the book covers a vast territory, and lingers in pleasant fields. One finds in it an almost complete confession of faith, artistic, religious, even political. And not infrequently that confession takes the form of ingenuous confidences  about the fortunes of the house of Dreiser, the dispersed Dreiser clan, the old neighbours in Indiana, new friends made along the way. In A Traveler at Forty Dreiser is surely frank enough in his vivisections; he seldom forgets a vanity or a wart. In A Hoosier Holiday he goes even further; he speculates heavily about all his dramatis personae, prodding into the motives behind their acts, wondering what they would do in this or that situation, forcing them painfully into laboratory jars. They become, in the end, not unlike characters in a novel; one misses only the neatness of a plot. Strangely enough, the one personage of the chronicle who remains dim throughout is the artist, Franklin Booth, Dreisers host and companion on the long motor ride from New York to Indiana, and the maker of the books excellent pictures. One gets a brilliant etching of Booths father, and scarcely less vivid portraits of Speed, the chauffeur; of various persons encountered on the way, and of friends and relatives dredged up out of the abyss of the past. But of Booth one learns little save that he is a Christian Scientist and a fine figure of a man. There must have been much talk during those two weeks of careening along the high-road, and Booth must have borne some part in it, but what he said is very meagrely reported, and so he is still somewhat vague at the end  a personality sensed but scarcely apprehended.

However, it is Dreiser himself who is the chief character of the story, and who stands out from it most brilliantly. One sees in the man all the special marks of the novelist: his capacity for photographic and relentless observation, his insatiable curiosity, his keen zest in life as a spectacle, his comprehension of and sympathy for the poor striving of humble folks, his endless mulling of insoluble problems, his recurrent Philistinism, his impatience of restraints, his fascinated suspicion of messiahs, his passion for physical beauty, his relish for the gaudy drama of big cities; his incurable Americanism. The panorama that he enrols runs the whole scale of the colours; it is a series of extraordinarily vivid pictures. The sombre gloom of the Pennsylvania hills, with Wilkes-Barre lying among them like a gem; the procession of little country towns, sleepy and a bit hoggish; the flash of Buffalo, Cleveland, Indianapolis; the gargantuan coal-pockets and ore-docks along the Erie shore; the tinsel summer resorts; the lush Indiana farmlands, with their stodgy, bovine people  all of these things are sketched in simply, and yet almost magnificently. I know, indeed, of no book which better describes the American hinterland. Here we have no idle spying by a stranger, but a full-length representation by one who knows the thing he describes intimately, and is himself a part of it. Almost every mile of the road travelled has been Dreisers own road in life. He knew those unkempt Indiana towns in boyhood; he wandered in the Indiana woods; he came to Toledo, Cleveland, Buffalo as a young man; all the roots of his existence are out there. And so he does his chronicle con amore, with many a sentimental dredging up of old memories, old hopes and old dreams.

Save for passages in The Titan, A Hoosier Holiday marks the high tide of Dreisers writing  that is, as sheer writing. His old faults are in it, and plentifully. There are empty, brackish phrases enough, God knows high noon among them. But for all that, there is an undeniable glow in it; it shows, in more than one place, an approach to style; the mere wholesaler of words has become, in some sense a connoisseur, even a voluptuary. The picture of Wilkes-Barre girt in by her hills is simply done, and yet there is imagination in it, and touches of brilliance. The sombre beauty of the Pennsylvania mountains is vividly transferred to the page. The towns by the wayside are differentiated, swiftly drawn, made to live. There are excellent sketches of people  a courtly hotelkeeper in some God-forsaken hamlet, his self-respect triumphing over his wallow; a group of babbling Civil War veterans, endlessly mouthing incomprehensible jests; the half-grown beaux and belles of the summer resorts, enchanted and yet a bit staggered by the awakening of sex; Booth pere and his sinister politics; broken and forgotten men in the Indiana towns; policemen, waitresses, farmers, country characters; Dreisers own people  the boys and girls of his youth; his brother Paul, the Indiana Schneckenburger and Francis Scott Key; his sisters and brothers; his beaten, hopeless, pious father; his brave and noble mother. The book is dedicated to this mother, now long dead, and in a way it is a memorial to her, a monument to affection. Life bore upon her cruelly; she knew poverty at its lowest ebb and despair at its bitterest; and yet there was in her a touch of fineness that never yielded, a gallant spirit that faced and fought things through. One thinks, somehow, of the mother of Gounod. . . . Her son has not forgotten her. His book is her epitaph. He enters into her presence with love and with reverence and with something not far from awe. . . .

As for the rest of the Dreiser compositions, I leave them to your curiosity.
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Dr. William Lyon Phelps, the Lampson professor of English language and literature at Yale, opens his chapter on Mark Twain in his Essays on Modern Novelists with a humorous account of the critical imbecility which pursued Mark in his own country down to his last years. The favourite national critics of that era (and it extended to 1895, at the least) were wholly blind to the fact that he was a great artist. They admitted him, somewhat grudgingly, a certain low dexterity as a clown, but that he was an imaginative writer of the first rank, or even of the fifth rank, was something that, in their insanest moments, never so much as occurred to them. Phelps cites, in particular, an ass named Professor Richardson, whose American Literature, it appears, is still a standard work and a deservedly high authority  apparently in colleges. In the 1892 edition of this magnum opus, Mark is dismissed with less than four lines, and ranked below Irving, Holmes and Lowell  nay, actually below Artemus Ward, Josh Billings and Petroleum V. Nasby! The thing is fabulous, fantastic, unglaublich  but nevertheless true. Lacking the higher artistic or moral purpose of the greater humourists (exempli gratia, Rabelais, Moliere, Aristophanes!!), Mark is dismissed by this Professor Balderdash as a hollow buffoon. . . . But stay! Do not laugh yet! Phelps himself, indignant at the stupidity, now proceeds to credit Mark with a moral purpose! . . . Turn to The Mysterious Stranger, or What is Man?. . .

College professors, alas, never learn anything. The identical gentleman who achieved this discovery about old Mark in 1910, now seeks to dispose of Dreiser in the exact manner of Richardson. That is to say, he essays to finish him by putting him into Coventry, by loftily passing over him. Do not speak of him, said Kingsley of Heine; he was a wicked man! Search the latest volume of the Phelps revelation, The Advance of the English Novel, and you will find that Dreiser is not once mentioned in it. The late O. Henry is hailed as a genius who will have abiding fame; Henry Sydnor Harrison is hymned as more than a clever novelist, nay, a valuable ally of the angels (the right-thinker complex! art as a form of snuffling!), and an obscure Pagliaccio named Charles D. Stewart is brought forward as the American novelist most worthy to fill the particular vacancy caused by the death of Mark Twain  but Dreiser is not even listed in the index. And where Phelps leads with his baton of birch most of the other drovers of rahrah boys follow. I turn, for example, to An Introduction to American Literature, by Henry S. Pancoast, A.M., L.H.D., dated 1912. There are kind words for Richard Harding Davis, for Amelie Rives, and even for Will N. Harben, but not a syllable for Dreiser. Again, there is a A History of American Literature, by Reuben Post Halleck, A.M., LL.D., dated 1911. Lew Wallace, Marietta Holley, Owen Wister and Augusta Evans Wilson have their hearings, but not Dreiser. Yet again, there is A History of American Literature Since 1870, by Prof. Fred Lewis Pattee,1 instructor in the English language and literature somewhere in Pennsylvania. Pattee has praises for Marion Crawford, Margaret Deland and F. Hopkinson Smith, and polite bows for Richard Harding Davis and Robert W. Chambers, but from end to end of his fat tome I am unable to find the slightest mention of Dreiser.

So much for one group of heroes of the new Dunciad. That it includes most of the acknowledged heavyweights of the craft  the Babbitts, Mores, Brownells and so on  goes without saying; as Van Wyck Brooks has pointed out,2 these magnificoes are austerely above any consideration of the literature that is in being. The other group, more courageous and more honest, proceeds by direct attack; Dreiser is to be disposed of by a moral attentat. Its leaders are two more professors, Stuart P. Sherman and H. W. Boynton, and in its ranks march the lady critics of the newspapers, with much shrill, falsetto clamour. Sherman is the only one of them who shows any intelligible reasoning. Boynton, as always, is a mere parroter of conventional phrases, and the objections of the



1. New York, The Century Co., 1916.

2 In The Stven Arts, May, 1917.



ladies fade imperceptibly into a pious indignation which is indistinguishable from that of the professional suppressors of vice.

What, then, is Shermans complaint? In brief, that Dreiser is a liar when he calls himself a realist; that he is actually a naturalist, and hence accursed. That he has evaded the enterprise of representing human conduct, and confined himself to a representation of animal behaviour. That he imposes his own naturalistic philosophy upon his characters, making them do what they ought not to do, and think what they ought not to think. That he has just two things to tell us about Frank Cowperwood: that he has a rapacious appetite for money, and a rapacious appetite for women. That this alleged theory of animal behaviour is not only incorrect but downright immoral, and that when one-half the world attempts to assert it, the other half rises in battle.1

Only a glance is needed to show the vacuity of all this brutum fulmen. Dreiser, in point of fact, is scarcely more the realist or the naturalist, in any true sense, than H. G. Wells or the later George Moore, nor has he ever announced himself in either the one character or the other  if there be, in fact, any difference between them that any one save a
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pigeon-holding pedagogue can discern. He is really something quite different, and, in his moments, something far more stately. His aim is not merely to record, but to translate and understand; the thing he exposes is not the empty event and act, but the endless mystery out of which it springs; his pictures have a passionate compassion in them that it is hard to separate from poetry. If this sense of the universal and inexplicable tragedy, if this vision of life as a seeking without a finding, if this adept summoning up of moving images, is mistaken by college professors for the empty, meticulous nastiness of Zola in Pot-Bouille  in Nietzsches phrase, for the delight to stink  then surely the folly of college professors, as vast as it seems, has been underestimated. What is the fact? The fact is that Dreisers attitude of mind, his manner of reaction to the phenomena he represents, the whole of his alleged naturalistic philosophy, stems directly, not from Zola, Flaubert, Augier and the younger Dumas, but from the Greeks. In the midst of democratic cocksureness and Christian sentimentalism, of doctrinaire shallowness and professorial smugness, he stands for a point of view which at least has something honest and courageous about it; here, at all events, he is a realist. Let him put a motto to his books, and it might be:



If you protest against that as too harsh for Christians and college professors, right-thinkers and forward-lookers, then you protest against Oedipus Rex.1

As for the animal behaviour prattle of the learned head-master, it reveals, on the one hand, only the academic fondness for seizing upon high-sounding but empty phrases and using them to alarm the populace, and on the other hand, only the academic incapacity for observing facts correctly and reporting them honestly. The truth is, of course, that the behaviour of such men as Cowperwood and Witla and of such women as Carrie and Jennie, as Dreiser describes it, is no more merely animal than the behaviour of such acknowledged and undoubted human beings as Woodrow Wilson and Jane Addams. The whole point of the story of Witla, to take the example which seems to concern the horrified watchmen most, is this: that his life is a bitter conflict between the animal in him and the aspiring soul, between the flesh and the spirit,



1. 1186-1189. So translated by Floyd Dell: O ye deathwardgoing tribes of man, what do your lives mean except that they go to nothingness?



between what is weak in him and what is strong, between what is base and what is noble. Moreover, the good, in the end, gets its hooks into the bad: as we part from Witla he is actually bathed in the tears of remorse, and resolved to be a correct and godfearing man. And what have we in The Financier and The Titan? A conflict, in the ego of Cowperwood, between aspiration and ambition, between the passion for beauty and the passion for power. Is either passion animal? To ask the question is to answer it.

I single out Dr. Sherman, not because his pompous syllogisms have any plausibility in fact or logic, but simply because he may well stand as archetype of the booming, indignant corrupter of criteria, the moralist turned critic. A glance at his paean to Arnold Bennett1 at once reveals the true gravamen of his objection to Dreiser. What offends him is not actually Dreisers shortcoming as an artist, but Dreisers shortcoming as a Christian and an American. In Bennetts volumes of pseudo-philosophy  e.g., The Plain Man and His Wife and The Feast of St. Friend  he finds the intellectual victuals that are to his taste. Here we have a sweet commingling of virtuous conformity and complacent optimism, of sonorous
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platitude and easy certainty  here, in brief, we have the philosophy of the English middle classes  and here, by the same token, we have the sort of guff that the half-educated of our own country can understand. It is the calm, superior numskullery that was Victorian; it is by Samuel Smiles out of Hannah More. The offence of Dreiser is that he has disdained this revelation and gone back to the Greeks. Lo, he reads poetry into the appetite for women  he rejects the Pauline doctrine that all love is below the diaphragm! He-thinks of Ulysses, not as a mere heretic and criminal, but as a great artist. He sees the life of man, not as a simple theorem in Calvinism, but as a vast adventure, an enchantment, a mystery. It is no wonder that respectable school-teachers are against him. . . .

The comstockian attack upon The Genius seems to have sprung out of the same muddled sense of Dreisers essential hostility to all that is safe and regular  of the danger in him to that mellowed Methodism which has become the national ethic. The book, in a way, was a direct challenge, for though it came to an end upon a note which even a Methodist might hear as sweet, there were undoubted provocations in detail. Dreiser, in fact, allowed his scorn to make off with his taste  and es ist nichts fiirchterlicher als Einbildungskraft ohne Geschmack. The Comstocks arose to the bait a bit slowly, but none the less surely. Going through the volume with the terrible industry of a Sunday-school boy dredging up pearls of smut from the Old Testament, they achieved a list of no less than 89 alleged floutings of the code  75 described as lewd and 14 as profane. An inspection of these specifications affords mirth of a rare and lofty variety; nothing could more cruelly expose the inner chambers of the moral mind. When young Witla, fastening his best girls skate, is so overcome by the carnality of youth that he hugs her, it is set down as lewd. On page 51, having become an art student, he is fired by a great, warm-tinted nude of Bouguereau  lewd again. On page 70 he begins to draw from the figure, and his instructor cautions him that the female breast is round, not square  more lewdness. On page 151 he kisses a girl on mouth and neck and she cautions him: Be careful! Mamma may come in  still more. On page 161, having got rid of mamma, she yields herself to him gladly, joyously and he is greatly shocked when she argues that an artist (she is by way of being a singer) had better not marry  lewdness doubly damned. On page 245 he and his bride, being ignorant, neglect the principles laid down by Dr. Sylvanus Stall in his great works on sex hygiene  lewdness most horrible! But there is no need to proceed further. Every kiss, hug and tickle of the chin in the chronicle is laboriously snouted out, empanelled, exhibited. Every hint that Witla is no vestal, that he indulges his unchristian fleshliness, that he burns in the manner of I Corinthians, VII, 9, is uncovered to the moral inquisition.

On the side of profanity there is a less ardent pursuit of evidences, chiefly, I daresay, because their unearthing is less stimulating. (Beside, there is no law prohibiting profanity in books: the whole inquiry here is but so much lagniappe.) On page 408, in describing a character called Daniel C. Summerfield, Dreiser says that the fellow is very much given to swearing, more as a matter of habit than of foul intention, and then goes on to explain somewhat lamely that no picture of him would be complete without the interpolation of his various expressions. They turn out to be God damn and Jesus Christ  three of the latter and five or six of the former. All go down; the pure in heart must be shielded from the knowledge of them. (But what of the immoral French? They call the English Goddams.) Also, three plain damns, eight hells, one my God, five by Gods, one go to the devil, one God Almighty and one plain God. Altogether, 31 specimens are listed. The Genius runs to 350,000 words. The profanity thus works out to somewhat less than one word in 10,000. . . . Alas, the comstockian proboscis, feeling for such off endings, is not as alert as when uncovering more savoury delicacies. On page 1911 find an overlooked by God. On page 372 there are Oh God, God curse her, and God strike her dead. On page 373 there are Ah God, Oh God and three other invocations of God. On page 617 there is God help me. On page 720 there is as God is my judge. On page 723 there is Im no damned good. . . . But I begin to blush.

When the Comstock Society began proceedings against The Genius,  a group of English novelists, including Arnold Bennett, H. G. Wells, W. L. George and Hugh Walpole, cabled an indignant caveat. This bestirred the Authors League of America to activity, and its executive committee issued a minute denouncing the business. Later on a protest of American literati was circulated, and more than 400 signed, including such highly respectable authors as Winston Churchill, Percy MacKaye, Booth Tarkington and James Lane Allen, and such critics as Lawrence Gilman, Clayton Hamilton and James Huneker, and the editors of such journals as the Century, the Atlantic Monthly and the New Republic. Among my literary lumber is all the correspondence relating to this protest, not forgetting the letters of those who refused to sign, and some day I hope to publish it, that posterity may not lose the joy of an extremely diverting episode. The case attracted wide attention and was the theme of an extraordinarily violent discussion, but the resultant benefits to Dreiser were more than counterbalanced, I daresay, by the withdrawal of The Genius  itself.1
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Dreiser, like Mark Twain and Emerson before him, has been far more hospitably greeted in his first stage, now drawing to a close, in England than in his own country. The cause of this, I daresay, lies partly in the fact that Sister Carrie was in general circulation over there during the seven years that it remained suppressed on this side. It was during these years that such men as Arnold Bennett, Theodore Watts-Dunton, Frank Harris and H.G. Wells, and such critical journals as the Spectator, the Saturday Review and the Athenaeum became



1. Despite the comstockian attack, Dreiser is still fairly well represented on the shelves of American public libraries. A canvas of the libraries of the 25 principal cities gives the following result, an X indicating that the corresponding book is catalogued, and a  that is not: [Over]
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aware of him, and so laid the foundations of a sound appreciation of his subsequent work. Since the beginning of the war, certain English newspapers have echoed the alarmed American discovery that he is a literary agent of the Wilhelmstrasse, but it is to the honour of the English that this imbecility has got no countenance from reputable authority and has not injured his position.

At home, as I have shown, he is less fortunate. When criticism is not merely an absurd effort to chase him out of court because his ideas are not orthodox, as the Victorians tried to chase out Darwin and Swinburne, and their predecessors pursued Shelley and Byron, it is too often designed to identify him with some branch or other of radical poppycock, and so credit him with purposes he has never imagined. Thus Chautauqua pulls and Greenwich Village pushes. In the middle



This table shows that but two libraries, those of Providence and New Orleans, bar Dreiser altogether. The effect of alarms from newspaper reviewers is indicated by the scant distribution of the The Genius, which is barred by 14 of the 25. It should be noted that some of these libraries issue certain of the books only under restrictions. This I know to be the case in Louisville, Los Angeles, Newark and Cleveland. The Newark librarian informs me that Jennie Gerhardt is to be removed altogether, presumably in response to some protest from local Comstocks. In Chicago The Genius has been stolen, and on account of the withdrawal of the book the Public Library has been unable to get another copy.



ground there proceeds the pedantic effort to dispose of him by labelling him. One faction maintains that he is a realist; another calls him a naturalist; a third argues that he is really a disguised romanticist. This debate is all sound and fury, signifying nothing, but out of it has come a valuation by Lawrence Gilman1 which perhaps strikes very close to the truth. He is, says Mr. Gilman, a sentimental mystic who employs the mimetic gestures of the realist. This judgment is apt in particular and sound in general. No such thing as a pure method is possible in the novel. Plain realism, as in Gorkys Nachtasyl and the war stories of Ambrose Bierce, simply wearies us by its vacuity; plain romance, if we ever get beyond our nonage, makes us laugh. It is their artistic combination, as in life itself, that fetches us  the subtle projection of the concrete muddle that is living against the ideal orderliness that we reach out for  the eternal war of experience and aspiration  the contrast between the world as it is and the world as it might be or ought to be. Dreiser describes the thing that he sees, laboriously and relentlessly, but he never forgets the dream that is behind it. He gives you, continues Mr. Gilman, a sense of actuality; but he gives you more than
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that: out of the vast welter and surge, the plethoric irrelevancies, . . . emerges a sense of the infinite sadness and mystery of human life. . . .1

To see truly, said Renan, is to see dimly. Dimness or mystery, call it what you will: it is in all these overgrown and formless, but profoundly moving books. Just what do they mean? Just what is Dreiser driving at? That such questions should be asked is only a proof of the straits to which pedagogy has brought criticism. The answer is simple: he is driving at nothing, he is merely trying to represent what he sees and feels. His moving impulse is no flabby yearning to teach, to expound, to make simple; it is that obscure inner necessity of which Conrad tells us, the irresistible creative passion of a genuine artist, standing spell-bound before the impenetrable enigma that is life, enamoured by the strange beauty that plays over its sordidness, challenged to a wondering and half-terrified sort of representation of what passes understanding. And jenseits von Gut und Bose. For myself, says Dreiser, I do not know what truth is, what beauty is, what love is, what hope is. I do not believe any one absolutely and I do not doubt any one absolutely. I think people



1 Another competent valuation, by Randolph Bourne, is in The Dial, June 14, 1917.



are both evil and well-intentioned. The hatching of the Dreiser bugaboo is here; it is the flat rejection of the rubber-stamp formulae that outrages petty minds; not being good, he must be evil  as William Blake said of Milton, a true poet is always of the devils party. But in that very groping toward a light but dimly seen there is a measure, it seems to me, of Dreisers rank and consideration as an artist. Now comes the public, says Hermann Bahr, and demands that we explain what the poet is trying to say. The answer is this: If we knew exactly he would not be a poet. . . .
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Theodore Dreiser, photographed by Carl Van Vechten, 1933
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CHAPTER I

DURING the year 1890 I had been formulating my first dim notion as to what it was I wanted to do in life. For two years and more I had been reading Eugene Fields Sharps and Flats, a column he wrote daily for the Chicago Daily News, and through this, the various phases of life which he suggested in a humorous though at times romantic way, I was beginning to suspect, vaguely at first, that I wanted to write, possibly something like that. Nothing else that I had so far read  novels, plays, poems, histories  gave me quite the same feeling for constructive thought as did the matter of his daily notes, poems, and aphorisms, which were of Chicago principally, whereas nearly all others dealt with foreign scenes and people.

But this comment on local life here and now, these trenchant bits on local street scenes, institutions, characters, functions, all moved me as nothing hitherto had. To me Chicago at this time seethed with a peculiarly human or realistic atmosphere. It is given to some cities, as to some lands, to suggest romance, and to me Chicago did that hourly. It sang, I thought, and in spite of what I deemed my various troubles  small enough as I now see them  I was singing with it. These seemingly drear neighborhoods through which I walked each day, doing collecting for an easy-payment furniture company, these ponderous regions of large homes where new-wealthy packers and manufacturers dwelt, these curiously foreign neighborhoods of almost all nationalities; and, lastly, that great downtown area, surrounded on two sides by the river, on the east by the lake, and on the south by railroad yards and stations, the whole set with these new tall buildings, the wonder of the western world, fascinated me. Chicago was so young, so blithe, so new, I thought. Florence in its best days must have been something like this to young Florentines, or Venice to the young Venetians.

Here was a city which had no traditions but was making them, and this was the very thing that every one seemed to understand and rejoice in. Chicago was like no other city in the world, so said they all. Chicago would outstrip every other American city, New York included, and become the first of all American, if not European or world, cities.... This dream many hundreds of thousands of its citizens held dear. Chicago would be first in wealth, first in beauty, first in art achievement. A great Worlds Fair was even then being planned that would bring people from all over the world. The Auditorium, the new Great Northern Hotel, the amazing (for its day) Masonic Temple twenty-two stories high, a score of public institutions, depots, theaters and the like, were being constructed. It is something wonderful to witness a world metropolis springing up under ones very eyes, and this is what was happening here before me.

Nosing about the city in an inquiring way and dreaming half-formed dreams of one and another thing I would like to do, it finally came to me, dimly, like a bean that strains at its enveloping shell, that I would like to write of these things. It would be interesting, so I thought, to describe a place like Goose Island in the Chicago River, a mucky and neglected realm then covered with shanties made of upturned boats sawed in two, and yet which seemed to me the height of the picturesque; also a building like the Auditorium or the Masonic Temple, that vast wall of masonry twenty-two stories high and at that time actually the largest building in the world; or a seething pit like that of the Board of Trade, which I had once visited and which astonished and fascinated me as much as anything ever had. That roaring, yelling, screaming whirlpool of life! And then the lake, with its pure white sails and its blue water; the Chicago River, with its black, oily water, its tall grain elevators and black coal pockets; the great railroad yards, covering miles and miles of space with their cars.

How wonderful it all was! As I walked from place to place collecting I began betimes to improvise rhythmic, vaguely formulated word-pictures or rhapsodies anent these same and many other things  free verse, I suppose we should call it now  which concerned everything and nothing but somehow expressed the seething poetry of my soul and this thing to me. Indeed I was crazy with life, a little demented or frenzied with romance and hope. I wanted to sing, to dance, to eat, to love. My word-dreams and maunderings concerned my day, my age, poverty, hope, beauty, which I mouthed to myself, chanting aloud at times. Sometimes, because on a number of occasions I had heard the Reverend Frank W. Gunsaulus and his like spout rocket-like sputterings on the subjects of life and religion, I would orate, pleading great causes as I went. I imagined myself a great orator with thousands of people before me, my gestures and enunciation and thought perfect, poetic, and all my hearers moved to tears or demonstrations of wild delight.

After a time I ventured to commit some of these things to paper, scarcely knowing what they were, and in a fever for self-advancement I bundled them up and sent them to Eugene Field. In his column and elsewhere I had read about geniuses being occasionally discovered by some chance composition or work noted by one in authority. I waited for a time, with great interest but no vast depression, to see what my fate would be. But no word came and in time I realized that they must have been very bad and had been dropped into the nearest waste basket. But this did not give me pause nor grieve me. I seethed to express myself. I bubbled. I dreamed. And I had a singing feeling, now that I had done this much, that some day I should really write and be very famous into the bargain.

But how? How? My feeling was that I ought to get into newspaper work, and yet this feeling was so nebulous that I thought it would never come to pass. I saw mention in the papers of reporters calling to find out this, or being sent to do that, and so the idea of becoming a reporter gradually formulated itself in my mind, though how I was to get such a place I had not the slightest idea. Perhaps reporters had to have a special training of some kind; maybe they had to begin as clerks behind a counter, and this made me very somber, for those glowing business offices always seemed so far removed from anything to which I could aspire. Most of them were ornate, floreate, with onyx or chalcedony wall trimmings, flambeaux of bronze or copper on the walls, imitation mother-of-pearl lights in the ceilings  in short, all the gorgeousness of a sultans court brought to the outer counter where people subscribed or paid for ads. Because the newspapers were always dealing with signs and wonders, great functions, great commercial schemes, great tragedies and pleasures, I began to conceive of them as wonderlands in which all concerned were prosperous and happy. I painted reporters and newspaper men generally as receiving fabulous salaries, being sent on the most urgent and interesting missions. I think I confused, inextricably, reporters with ambassadors and prominent men generally. Their lives were laid among great people, the rich, the famous, the powerful; and because of their position and facility of expression and mental force they were received everywhere as equals. Think of me, new, young, poor, being received in that way!

Imagine then my intense delight one day, when, scanning the Help Wanted: Male columns of the Chicago Herald, I encountered an advertisement which ran (in substance):

Wanted: A number of bright young men to assist in the business department during the Christmas holidays. Promotion possible. Apply to Business Manager between 9 and 10 a m.

Here, I thought as I read it, is just the thing I am looking for. Here is this great paper, one of the most prosperous in Chicago, and here is an opening for me. If I can only get this my fortune is made. I shall rise rapidly. I conceived of myself as being sent off the same day, as it were, on some brilliant mission and returning, somehow, covered with glory.

I hurried to the office of the Herald, in Washington Street near Fifth Avenue, this same morning, and asked to see the business manager. After a short wait I was permitted to enter the sanctuary of this great person, who to me, because of the material splendor of the front office, seemed to be the equal of a millionaire at least. He was tall, graceful, dark, his full black whiskers parted aristocratically in the middle of his chin, his eyes vague pools of subtlety. See what a wonderful thing it is to be connected with the newspaper business! I told myself.

I saw your ad in this mornings paper, I said hopefully.

Yes, I did want a half dozen young men, he replied, beaming upon me reassuringly, but I think I have nearly enough. Most of the young men that come here seem to think they are to be connected with the Herald direct, but the fact is we want them only for clerks in our free Christmas gift bureau. They have to judge whether or not the applicants are impostors and keep people from imposing on the paper. The work will only be for a week or ten days, but you will probably earn ten or twelve dollars in that time

My heart sank. After the first of the year, if you take it, you may come around to see me. I may have something for you.

When he spoke of the free Christmas gift bureau I vaguely understood what he meant. For weeks past, the Herald had been conducting a campaign for gifts for the poorest children of the city. It had been importuning the rich and the moderately comfortable to give, through the medium of its scheme, which was a bureau for the free distribution of all such things as could be gathered via cash or direct donation of supplies: toys, clothing, even food, for children.

But I wanted to become a reporter if I could, I suggested.

Well, he said, with a wave of his hand, this is as good a way as any other. When this is over I may be able to introduce you to our city editor. The title, city editor, mystified and intrigued me. It sounded so big and significant.

This offer was far from what I anticipated, but I took it joyfully. Thus to step from one job to another, however brief, and one with such prospects, seemed the greatest luck in the world. For by now I was nearly hypochondriacal on the subjects of poverty, loneliness, the want of the creature comforts and pleasures of life. The mere thought of having enough to eat and to wear and to do had something of paradise about it. Some previous long and fruitless searches for work had marked me with a horror of being without it.

I bustled about to the Heralds Christmas Annex, as it was called, a building standing in Fifth Avenue between Madison and Monroe, and reported to a brisk underling in charge of the doling out of these pittances to the poor. Without a word he put me behind the single long counter which ran across the front of the room and over which were handled all those toys and Christmas pleasure pieces which a loud tomtoming concerning the dire need of the poor and the proper Christmas spirit had produced.

Life certainly offers some amusing paradoxes at times, and that with that gay insouciance which life alone can muster and achieve when it is at its worst anachronistically. Here was I, a victim of what Socialists would look upon as wage slavery and economic robbery, quite as worthy, I am sure, of gifts as any other, and yet lined up with fifteen or twenty other economic victims, ragamuffin souls like myself, all out of jobs, many of them out at elbows, and all of them doling out gifts from eight-thirty in the morning until eleven and twelve at night to people no worse off than themselves.

I wish you might have seen this chamber as I saw it for eight or nine days just preceding and including Christmas day itself. (Yes; we worked from eight a m. to five-thirty p m. on Christmas day, and very glad to get the money, thank you.) There poured in here from the day the bureau opened, which was the morning I called, and until it closed Christmas night, as diverse an assortment of alleged poverty-stricken souls as one would want to see. I do not say that many of them were not deserving; I am willing to believe that most of them were; but, deserving or no, they were still worthy of all they received here. Indeed when I think of the many who came miles, carrying slips of paper on which had been listed, as per the advice of this paper, all they wished Santa Clans to bring them or their children, and then recall that, for all their pains in having their minister or doctor or the Herald itself visé their request, they received only a fraction of what they sought, I am inclined to think that all were even more deserving than their reward indicated.

For the whole scheme, as I soon found in talking with others and seeing for myself how it worked, was most loosely managed. Endless varieties of toys and comforts had been talked about in the paper, but only a few of the things promised, or vaguely indicated, were here to give  for the very good reason that no one would give them for nothing to the Herald. Nor had any sensible plan been devised for checking up either the gifts given or the persons who had received them, and so the same person, as some of these recipients soon discovered, could come over and over, bearing different lists of toys, and get them, or at least a part of them, until some clerk with a better eye for faces than another would chance to recognize the offender and point him or her out. Jews, the fox-like Slavic type of course, and the poor Irish, were the worst offenders in this respect. The Herald was supposed to have kept all applications written by children to Santa Claus, but it had not done so, and so hundreds claimed that they had written letters and received no answer. At the end of the second or third day before Christmas it was found necessary, because of the confusion and uncertainty, to throw the doors wide open and give to all and sundry who looked worthy of whatever was left or handy, we, the ragamuffin clerks, being the judges.

And now the clerks themselves, seeing that no records were kept and how without plan the whole thing was, notified poor relatives and friends, and these descended upon us with baskets, expecting candy, turkeys, suits of clothing and the like, but receiving instead only toy wagons, toy stoves, baby brooms, Noahs Arks, story books  the shabbiest mess of cheap things one could imagine. For the newspaper, true to that canon of commerce which demands the most for the least, the greatest show for the least money, had gathered all the odds and ends and left-overs of toy bargain sales and had dumped them into the large lofts above, to be doled out as best we could. We could not give a much-desired article to any one person because, supposing it were there, which was rarely the case, we could not get at it or find it; yet later another person might apply and receive the very thing the other had wanted.

And we clerks, going out to lunch or dinner (save the mark!), would seek some scrubby little restaurant and eat ham and beans, or crullers and coffee, or some other tasteless dish, at ten or fifteen cents per head. Hard luck stories, comments on what a botch the Herald gift bureau was, on the strange characters that showed up  the hooded Niobes and dusty Priams, with eyes too sunken and too dry for tears  were the order of the day. Here I met a young newspaper man, gloomy, out at elbows, who told me what a wretched, pathetic struggle the newspaper world presented, but I did not believe him although he had worked in Chicago, Denver, St. Paul.

A poor failure, I thought, some one who cant write and who now whines and wastes his substance in riotous living when he has it!

So much for the sympathy of the poor for the poor.

But the Herald was doing very well. Daily it was filling its pages with the splendid results of its charity, the poor relieved, the darkling homes restored to gayety and bliss.... Can you beat it? But it was good advertising, and that was all the Herald wanted.

Hey, Rub-a-dub! Hey, Rub-a-dub-dub!


CHAPTER II

ON Christmas Eve there came to our home to spend the next two days, which chanced to be Saturday and Sunday, Alice Kane, a friend and fellow-clerk of one of my sisters in a department store. Because the store kept open until ten-thirty or eleven that Christmas Eve, and my labors at the Herald office detained me until the same hour, we three arrived at the house at nearly the same time.

I should say here that the previous year, my mother having died and the home being in dissolution, I had ventured into the world on my own. Several sisters, two brothers and my father were still together, but it was a divided and somewhat colorless home at best. Our mother was gone. I was already wondering, in great sadness, how long it could endure, for she had made of it something as sweet as dreams. That temperament, that charity and understanding and sympathy! We who were left were like fledglings, trying our wings but fearful of the world. My practical experience was slight. I was a creature of slow and uncertain response to anything practical, having an eye single to color, romance, beauty. I was but a half-baked poet, romancer, dreamer.

As I was hurrying upstairs to take a bath and then see what pleasures were being arranged for the morrow, I was intercepted by my sister with a Hurry now and come down. I have a friend here and I want you to meet her. Shes awful nice.

At the mere thought of meeting a girl I brightened, for my thoughts were always on the other sex and I was forever complaining to myself of my lack of opportunity, and of lack of courage when I had the opportunity, to do the one thing I most craved to do: shine as a lover. Although at her suggestion of a girl I pretended to sniff and be superior, still I bustled to the task of embellishing myself. On coming into the general livingroom, where a fire was burning brightly, I beheld a pretty dark-haired girl of medium height, smooth cheeked and graceful, who seemed and really was guileless, good-natured and sympathetic. For a while after meeting her I felt stiff and awkward, for the mere presence of so pretty a girl was sufficient to make me nervous and self-conscious.

My brother, E  , had gone off early in the evening to join the family of some girl in whom he was interested; another brother, A  , was out on some Christmas Eve lark with a group of fellow-employees; so here I was alone with C  and this stranger, doing my best to appear gallant and clever.

I recall now the sense of sympathy and interest which I felt for this girl from the start. It must have been clear to my sister, for before the night was over she had explained, by way of tantalizing me, that Miss Kane had a beau. Later I learned that Alice was an orphan adopted by a fairly comfortable Irish couple, who loved her dearly and gave her as many pleasures and as much liberty as their circumstances would permit. They had made the mistake, however, of telling her that she was only an adopted child. This gave her a sense of forlornness and a longing for a closer and more enduring love.

Such a mild and sweet little thing she was! I never knew a more attractive or clinging temperament. She could play the banjo and guitar. I remember marveling at the dexterity of her fingers as they raced up and down the frets and across the strings. She was wearing a dark green blouse and brown corduroy skirt, with a pale brown ribbon about her neck; her hair was parted on one side, and this gave her a sort of maidenish masculinity. I found her looking at me slyly now and then, and smiling at one or another of my affected remarks as though she were pleased. I recounted the nature of the work I was doing, but deliberately attempted to confuse it in her mind and my sisters with the idea that I was regularly employed by the Herald as a newspaper man and that this was merely a side task. Subsequently, out of sheer vanity and a desire to appear more than I was, I allowed her to believe I was a reporter on this paper.

It was snowing. We could see great flakes fluttering about the gas lamps outside. In the cottage of an Irish family across the street a party of merrymakers was at play. I proposed that we go out and buy chestnuts and popcorn and roast them, and that we make snow punch out of milk, sugar and snow. How gay I felt, how hopeful! In a fit of great daring I took one hand of each of my companions and ran, trying to slide with them over the snow. Alices screams and laughter were disturbingly musical, and as she ran her little feet twinkled under her skirts. At one corner, where the stores were brightly lighted, she stopped and did a graceful little dance under the electric light.

Oh, if I could have a girl like this  if I could just have her!! I thought, forgetting that I was nightly telling a Scotch girl that she was the sweetest thing I had ever known or wanted to know.

Bedtime came, with laughter and gayety up to the last moment. Alice was to sleep with my sister, and preceded me upstairs, saying she was going to eat salt on New Years Eve so that she would dream of her coming lover. That night I lay and thought of her, and next morning hurried downstairs hoping to find her, but she had not come down yet. There were Christmas stockings to be examined, of course, which brought her, but before eight-thirty I had to leave in order to be at work at nine oclock. I waved them all a gay farewell and looked forward eagerly toward evening, for she was to remain this night and the next day.

Through with my work at five-thirty, I hurried home, and then it was that I learned  and to my great astonishment and gratification  that she liked me. For when I arrived, dressed, as I had been all day, in my very best, E  and A  were there endeavoring to entertain her, E  , my younger brother, attempting to make love to her. His method was to press her toe in an open foolish way, which because of the jealousy it waked in me seemed to me out of the depths of dullness. From the moment I entered I fancied that Alice had been waiting for me. Her winning smile as I entered reassured me, and yet she was very quiet when I was near, gazing romantically into the fire.

During the evening I studied her, admiring every detail of her dress, which was a bit different from that of the day before and more attractive. She seemed infinitely sweet, and I flattered myself that I was preferred over my two brothers. During the evening, we two being left together for some reason, she arose and went into the large front room and standing before one of the three large windows looked out in silence on the homelike scene that our neighborhood presented. The snow had ceased and a full moon was brightening everything. The little cottages and flat-buildings nearby glowed romantically through their drawn blinds, a red-ribboned Christmas wreath in every window. I pumped up my courage to an unusual point and, heart in mouth followed and stood beside her. It was great effort on my part.

She prised her nose to the pane and then breathed on it, making a misty screen between herself and the outside upon which she wrote my initials, rubbed them out, then breathed on the window again and wrote her own. Her face was like a small wax flower in the moonlight. I had drawn so close, moved by her romantic call, that my body almost touched hers. Then I slipped an arm about her waist and was about to kiss her when I heard my sisters voice:

Now, Al and Theo, you come back!

We must go, she said shamefacedly, and as she started I ventured to touch her hand. She looked at me and smiled, and we went back to the other room. I waited eagerly for other solitary moments.

Because the festivities were too general and inclusive there was no other opportunity that evening, but the next morning, church claiming some and sleep others, there was a half-hour or more in which I was alone with her in the front room, looking over the family album. I realized that by now she was as much drawn to me as I to her, and that, as in the case of my Scotch maid, I was master if I chose so to be. I was so wrought up in the face of this opportunity, however, that I scarcely had courage to do that which I earnestly believed I could do. As we stood over the album looking at the pictures I toyed first with the strings of her apron and then later, finding no opposition, allowed my hand to rest gently at her waist. Still no sign of opposition or even consciousness. I thrilled from head to toe. Then I closed my arm gently about her waist, and when it became noticeably tight she looked up and smiled.

Youd better watch out, she said. Some one may come.

Do you like me a little? I pleaded, almost choking.

I think so. I think youre very nice, anyhow. But you mustnt, she said. Some one may come in, and as I drew her to me she pretended to resist, maneuvering her cheek against my mouth as she pulled away.

She was just in time, for C  came into the back parlor and said: Oh, there you are! I wondered where you were.

I was just looking over your album, Alice said.

Yes, I added, I was showing it to her.

Oh yes, laughed my sister sarcastically. You and Al  I know what you two were trying to do. You! she exclaimed, giving me a push. And Al, the silly! She has a beau already!

She laughed and went off, but I, hugely satisfied with myself, swaggered into the adjoining room. Beau, or no beau, Alice belonged to me. Youthful vanity was swelling my chest. I was more of a personage for having had it once more proved to me that I was not unattractive to girls.


CHAPTER III

WHEN I asked Alice when I should see her again she suggested the following Tuesday or Thursday, asking me not to say anything to C  . I had not been calling on her more than a week or two before she confessed that there was another suitor, a telegraph operator to whom she was engaged and who was still calling on her regularly. When she came to our house to spend Christmas, she said, it was with no intention of seeking a serious flirtation, though in order not to embarrass the sense of opportunity we boys might feel she had taken off her engagement ring. Also, she confessed to me, she never wore it at the store, for the reason that it would create talk and make it seem that she might leave soon, when she was by no means sure that she would. In short, she had become engaged thus early without being certain that she was in love.

Never were happier hours than those I spent with her, though at the time I was in that state of unrest and change which afflicts most youths who are endeavoring to discover what they want to do in life. On Christmas day my job was gone and the task of finding another was before me, but this did not seem so grim now. I felt more confident. True, the manager of the Herald had told me to call after the first of the year, and I did so, but only to find that his suggestion of something important to come later had been merely a ruse to secure eager and industrious service for his bureau. When I told him I wanted to become a reporter, he said: But, you see, I have nothing whatsoever to do with that. You must see the managing editor on the fourth floor.

To say this to me was about the same as to say: You must see God. Nevertheless I made my way to that floor, but at that hour of the morning, I found no one at all. Another day, going at three, so complete was my ignorance of newspaper hours, I found only a few uncommunicative individuals at widely scattered desks in a room labeled City Room. One of these, after I had asked him how one secured a place as a reporter, looked at me quizzically and said: You want to see the city editor. He isnt here now. The best times to see him are at noon and six. Thats the only time he gives out assignments.

Aha! I thought. Assignments  so thats what repertorial work is called! And I must come at either twelve or six. So I bustled away, to return at six, for I felt that I must get work in this great and fascinating field. When I came at six and was directed to a man who bent over a desk and was evidently very much concerned about something, he exclaimed: No vacancies. Nothing open. Sorry, and turned away.

So I went out crestfallen and more overawed than ever. Who was I to attempt to venture into such a wonderland as this  I, a mere collector by trade? I doubt if any one ever explored the mouth of a cave with more feeling of uncertainty. It was all so new, so wonderful, so mysterious. I looked at the polished doors and marble floors of this new and handsome newspaper building with such a feeling as might have possessed an Ethiopian slave examining the walls and the doors of the temple of Solomon. How wonderful it must be to work in such a place as this! How shrewd and wise must be the men whom I saw working here, able and successful and comfortable! How great and interesting the work they did! Today they were here, writing at one of these fine desks; tomorrow they would be away on some important mission somewhere, taking a train, riding in a Pullman car, entering some great home or office and interviewing some important citizen. And when they returned they were congratulated upon having discovered some interesting fact or story on which, having reported to their city editor or managing editor, or having written it out, they were permitted to retire in comfort with more compliments. Then they resorted to an excellent hotel or restaurant, to refresh themselves among interested and interesting friends before retiring to rest. Some such hodge-podge as this filled my immature brain.

Despite the discouraging reception of my first overture, I visited other newspaper offices, only to find the same, and even colder, conditions. The offices in most cases were by no means so grand, but the atmosphere was equally chill, and the city editor was a difficult man to approach. Often I was stopped by an office boy who reported, when I said I was looking for work, no vacancies. When I got in at all, nearly all the city editors merely gave me a quick glance and said: No vacancies. I began to feel that the newspaper world must be controlled by a secret cult or order until one lithe bony specimen with a pointed green shade over his eyes and dusty red hair looked at me much as an eagle might look at a pouter pigeon, and asked:

Ever worked on a paper before?

No, sir.

How do you know you can write?

I dont; but I think I could learn.

Learn? Learn? We havent time to teach anybody here! You better try one of the little papers  a trade paper, maybe, until you learn how  then come back, and he walked off.

This gave me at least a definite idea as to how I might begin, but just the same it did not get me a position.

Meanwhile, looking here and there and not finding anything, I decided, since I had had experience as a collector and must live while I was making my way into journalism, to return to this work and see if I might not in the meantime get a place as a reporter.

Having been previously employed by an easy-payment instalment house, I now sought out another, the Corbin Company, in Lake Street, not very far from the office of the firm for which I had previously worked. From this firm, having been hard pressed for a winter overcoat the preceding fall, I had abstracted or held out twenty-five dollars, intending to restore it. But before I had been able to manage that a slack up in the work occurred, due to the fact that wandering street agents sold less in winter than in summer, and I was laid off and had to confess that I was short in my account.

The manager and owner, who had seemed to take a fancy to me, said nothing other than that I was making a mistake, taking the path that led to social hell. I do not recall that he even requested that the money he returned. But I was so nervous that I was convinced that some day, unless I returned the money, I should be arrested, and to avoid this I had written him a letter after leaving promising that I would pay up. He never even bothered to answer the letter, and I believe that if I had returned in the spring, paid the twenty-five dollars and asked for work he would have taken me on again. But I had no such thought in mind. I held myself disgraced forever and only wished to get clear of this sort of work. It was a vulture game at best, selling trash to the ignorant for twelve and fourteen times its value. Now that I was out of it I hated to return. I feared that the first thing my proposed employer would do would be to inquire of my previous employer, and that being informed of my stealing he would refuse to employ me.

With fear and trembling I inquired of the firm in Lake Street and was told that there was a place awaiting some one the right party. The manager wanted to know if I could give a bond for three hundred dollars; they had just had one collector arrested for stealing sixty dollars. I told him I thought I could and decided to explain the proposition to my father and obtain his advice since I knew little about how a bond was secured. When I learned that the bonding company investigated ones past, however, I was terrorized. My father, an honest, worthy and defiant German, on being told that a bond was required, scouted the idea with much vehemence. Why should any one want a bond from me? he demanded to know. Hadnt I worked for Mr. M  in the same line? Couldnt they go there and find out? At thought of M  I shook, and, rather than have an investigation, dropped the whole matter, deciding not to go near the place again.

But the manager, taken by my guileless look, I presume, called one evening at our house. He had taken a fancy to me, he said; I looked to be honest and industrious; he liked the neighborhood I lived in. He proposed that I should go to one of the local bonding companies and get a three hundred dollar bond for ten dollars a year, his company paying -for the bond out of my first weeks salary, which was to be only twelve dollars to start with. This promised to involve explaining about M  , but I decided to go to the bonding company and refer only to two other men for whom I had worked and see what would happen. For the rest, I proposed to say that school and college life had filled my years before this. If trouble came over M  I planned to run away.

But, to my astonishment and delight, my ruse worked admirably. The following Sunday afternoon my new manager called and asked me to report the following morning for work.

Oh, those singing days in the streets and parks and show-places of Chicago, those hours when in bright or thick lowery weather I tramped the highways and byways dreaming chaotic dreams. I had all my afternoons to myself after one or two oclock. The speed with which I worked and could walk would soon get me over the list of my customers, and then I was free to go where I chose. Spring was coming. I was only nineteen. Life was all before me, and the feel of plenty of money in my pocket, even if it did not belong to me, was comforting. And then youth, youth  that lilt and song in ones very blood! I felt as if I were walking on tinted clouds, among the highlands of the dawn.

How shall I do justice to this period, which for perfection of spirit, ease of soul, was the very best I had so far known? In the first place, because of months of exercise in the open air, my physical condition was good. I was certain to get somewhere in the newspaper world, or so I thought. The condition of our family was better than it had ever been in my time, for we four younger children were working steadily. Our home life, in spite of bickerings among several of my brothers and sisters, was still pleasing enough. Altogether we were prospering, and my father was looking forward to a day when all family debts would be paid and the soul of my mother, as well as his own when it passed over, could be freed from too prolonged torments in purgatory! For, as a Catholic, he believed that until all ones full debts here on earth were paid ones soul was held in durance on the other side.

For myself, life was at the topmost toss. I was like some bird poised on a high twig, teetering and fluttering and ready for flight. Again, I was like those flying hawks and buzzards that ride so gracefully on still wings above a summer landscape, seeing all the wonders of the world below. Again, I was like a song that sings itself, the spirit of happy music that by some freak of creation is able to rejoice in its own harmonies and rhythms. Joy was ever before me, the sense of some great adventure lurking just around the corner.

How I loved the tonic note of even the grinding wheels of the trucks and cars, the clang and clatter of cable and electric lines, the surge of vehicles in every street! The palls of heavy manufacturing smoke that hung low over the city like impending hurricanes; the storms of wintry snow or sleety rain; the glow of yellow lights in little shops at evening, mile after mile, where people were stirring and bustling over potatoes, flour, cabbages  all these things were the substance of songs, paintings, poems. I liked the sections where the women of the town were still, at noon, sleeping off the debauches of the preceding night, or at night were preparing for the gaudy make-believes of their midnight day. I liked those sections crowded with great black factories, stockyards, steel works, Pullman yards, where in the midst of Plutonian stress and clang men mixed or forged or joined or prepared those delicacies, pleasures and perfections for which the world buys and sells itself. Life was at its best here, its promise the most glittering. I liked those raw neighborhoods where in small, unpainted, tumbledown shanties set in grassless, can-strewn yards drunken and lecherous slatterns and brawlers were to be found mooning about in a hell of their own. And, for contrast, I liked those areas of great mansions set upon the great streets of the city in spacious lawns, where liveried servants stood by doors and carriages turned in at spacious gates and under heavy porte-cochères.

I think I grasped Chicago in its larger material if not in its more complicated mental aspects. Its bad was so deliciously bad, its good so very good, keen and succulent, reckless, inconsequential, pretentious, hopeful, eager, new. People cursed or raved or snarled  the more fortunate among them, but they were never heavy or dull or asleep. In some neighborhoods the rancidity of dirt, or the stark icy bleakness of poverty, fairly shouted, but they were never still, decaying pools of misery. On wide bleak stretches of prairie sweeping by whipping winds one could find men who were tanning dog or cat hides but their wives were buying yellow plush albums or red silk-shaded lamps or blue and green rugs on time, as I could personally testify. Churches with gaudy altars and services rose out of mucky masses of shanties and gas-tanks; saloons with glistening bars of colored glass and mirrors stood as the centers and clubs of drear, bleak masses of huts. There were vice districts and wealth districts hung with every enticing luxury that the wit of a commonplace or conventional mind could suggest. Such was Chicago.

In the vice districts I had been paid for shabby rugs and lamps, all shamelessly overpriced, by plump naked girls striding from bed to dresser to get a purse, and then offered certain favors for a dollar, or its equivalent  a credit on the contract slip. In the more exclusive neighborhoods I was sent around to a side entrance by comfortably dressed women who were too proud or too sly to have their neighbors know that they were buying on time. Black negresses leered at me from behind shuttered windows at noon; plump wives drew me into risqué situations on sight; death-bereaved weepers mourned over their late lost in my presence  and postponed paying me. But I liked the life. I was crazy about it. Chicago was like a great orchestra in a tumult of noble harmonies. I was like a guest at a feast, eating and drinking in a delirium of ecstasy.


CHAPTER IV

BUT if I was wrought up by the varying aspects of the city, I was equally wrought up by the delights of love, which came for the first time fully with the arrival of Alice. Was I in love with her? No, as I understand myself now. I doubt that I have ever been in love with any one, or with anything save life as a whole. Twice or thrice I have developed stirring passions but always there was a voice or thought within which seemed to say over and over, like a bell at sea: What does it matter? Beauty is eternal.... Beauty will come again! But this thing, life, this picture of effort, this colorful panorama of hope and joy and despair  that did matter! Beauty, like a tinkling bell, the tintings of the dawn, the whispering of gentle winds and waters in summer days and Arcadian places, was in everything and everywhere. Indeed the appeal of this local life was its relationship to eternal perfect beauty. That it should go! That never again, after a few years, might I see it more! That love should pass! That youth should pass! That in due time I should stand old and grizzled, contemplating with age-filmed eyes joys and wonders whose sting and color I could no longer feel or even remember  out on it for a damned tragedy and a mirthless joke!

Alice proved to be in love with me. She lived in a two-flat frame house in what was then the far middle-south section of the city, a region about Fifty-first and Halsted streets. Her foster-father was a railroad watchman, and had saved up a few thousand dollars by years of toil. This little apartment represented his expenditures plus her taste, such as it was: a simple little place, with red plush curtains shielding a pair of folding-doors which separated two large rooms front and back. There were lace curtains and white shades at the windows, a piano (a most soothing luxury for me to contemplate), and then store furniture: a red velvet settee, a red plush rocker, several other new badly designed chairs.

Quaint little soul! How cheery and dreamful and pulsating with life she was when I met her! Her suitor, as I afterwards came to know, was a phlegmatic man of thirty-five, who had found in her all that he desired and was eager to marry her, as he eventually did. He was wont to call regularly on Wednesday and Sunday evenings, taking her occasionally to a theater or to dinner downtown. When I arrived on the scene I must have disrupted all this, for after a time, because I manifested some opposition, leaving her no choice indeed, Wednesdays and Sundays became my evenings, and any others that I chose. Regardless of my numerous and no doubt asinine defects, she was in love with me and willing to accept me on my own terms.

Yes, Alice saw something she wanted and thought she could hold. She wanted to unite with me for this little span of existence, to go with me hand in hand into the ultimate nothingness. I think she was a poet in her way, but voiceless. When I called the first night she sat primly for a little while on one of her red chairs near the window, while I occupied a rocker. I had hung up my coat and hat with a flourish and had stood about for a while examining everything, with the purpose of estimating it and her. It all seemed cozy and pleasing enough and, curiously, I felt more at ease on this my first visit than I ever did at my Scotch maids home. There her thrifty, cautious, religious though genial and well-meaning mother, her irritable blind uncle and her more attractive young sister disturbed and tended to alienate me. Here, for weeks and weeks, I never saw Alices fosterparents. When finally I was introduced to them, they grated on me not at all. This first night she played a little on her piano, then on her banjo, and because she seemed especially charming to me I went over and stood behind her chair, deciding to take her face in my hands and kiss her. Perhaps a touch of remorse and in consequence a bit of indecision now swayed her, for she got up before I could do it. On the instant my assurance became less and yet my mood hardened, for I thought she was trifling with me. After the previous Sunday it seemed to me that she could do no less than permit me to embrace her. I was deciding that the evening was about to be a failure, when she came up behind me and said: Dont you think its rather nice across there, between those houses?

Over the way a gap between peaked-roofed houses revealed a long stretch of prairie, now covered with snow, gas lamps flickering in orderly rows, an occasional frame house glowing in the distance.

Yes, I admitted moodily.

This is a funny neighborhood, she ventured. People are always moving in and out in that row of houses over there.

Are they? I said, not very much interested now that I felt myself defeated. There was a silence and then she laid one hand on my arm.

Youre not mad at me, Dorse? she asked, using a name which my sister had given me.

The sound of it on her lips, soft and pleading, moved me.

Oh, no, I replied loftily. Why should I be?

I was thinking that maybe I oughtnt to be doing this. Theres been some one else up to now, you know.

Yes.

I guess I dont care for him any more or I wouldnt be doing what I am.

I thought you cared for me. Why did you invite me down here?

Oh, Dorse, I do, she said, placing both her hands on my folded arms and looking up into my face with a kind of tenseness. I know it isnt right but I cant help it. You have such nice hair and eyes, and youre so tall. Do you care for me at all?

Yes, I said, smiling cynically over my victory. I think youre beautiful. I smoothed her cheek with one hand while I held her about the waist with the other.

We went over to the red settee and I took her in my arms and held her and kissed her mouth and eyes and neck. She clung to me and laughed and told me bits about her work and her pompous floor-walker and her social companions, and even her fiancé. She danced for me when I asked her, doing a running overstep clog, sidewise to and fro, her skirts lifted to her shoetops. She was sweetly feminine, in no wise aggressive or bold. I stayed until nearly one in the morning. I had nine or ten miles to go by owl cars, arriving home at nearly three; but at this time I was not working and so my time was my own.

The thing that troubled me was what my Scotch girl would think if she found out (which she never would), and how I could extricate myself from a situation which, now that I had Alice, was not as interesting as it had been.


CHAPTER V

As spring approached this affair moved on apace. The work of the Corbin Company was no harder than that of the Lovell Company, and I had more time to myself. Because of an ingrowing sense of my personal importance and because I thought it such a wonderful thing to be a newspaper man and so very much less to be a collector, I lied to Alice as to what I was doing. When should I be through with collecting and begin reporting? I was eager to know all about music, painting, sculpture, literature, and to be in those places where life is at its best. I was regretful now that I had not made better use of my school and college days, and so in my free hours I read, visited the art gallery and library, went to theaters and concerts. The free intellectual churches, or ethical schools, were my favorite places on Sunday mornings. I would sometimes take Alice or my Scotch girl to the Theodore Thomas concerts, which were just beginning at the Auditorium, or to see the best plays and actors: Booth, Barrett, Modjeska, Fannie Davenport, Mary Anderson, Joseph Jefferson, Nat Goodwin. Thinking of myself as a man with a future, I assumed a kind of cavalier attitude toward my two sweethearts, finally breaking with N  on the pretext that she was stubborn and superior and did not love me, whereas I really wanted to assume privileges which she, with her conventional notions, could not permit and which I was not generous enough not to want. As for Alice she was perfectly willing to yield, with a view, I have always thought, to moving me to marry her. But being deeply touched by her very obvious charm, I did nothing.

Once my work was done of an afternoon, I loitered over many things waiting for evening to come, when I should see Alice again. Usually I read or visited a gallery or some park. Alice was intensely sweet to me. Her eyes were so soft, so liquid, so unprotesting and so unresenting. She was usually gay, with at times a suggestion of hidden melancholy. At night, in that great world of life which is the business heart of Chicago I used to wait for her, and together, once we had found each other in the crowds, we would make our way to the great railway station at the end of Dearborn Street, where a tall clock-tower held a single yellow clock-face. If it chanced to be Tuesday or Thursday I would go home with her. On other nights she would sometimes stay down to dine with me at some inexpensive place.

I never knew until toward the end of the following summer, when things were breaking up for me in Chicago and seemingly greater opportunities were calling me elsewhere, that during all this time she had really never relinquished her relationship with my predecessor, fearing my instability perhaps. By what necessary lies and innocent subterfuges she had held him against the time when I might not care for her any more I know not. The thing has poignance now. Was she unfaithful? I do not think so. At any rate she was tender, clinging and in need of true affection. She would take my hand and hold it under her arm or against her heart and talk of the little things of the day: the strutting customers and managers, the condescending women of social pretensions, the other girls, who sometimes spied upon or traitorously betrayed each other. Usually her stories were of amusing things, for she had no heart for bitter contention. There was a note of melancholy running all through her relationship with me, however, for I think she saw the unrest and uncertainty of my point of view. Already my minds eye was scanning a farther horizon, in which neither she nor any other woman had a vital part. Fame, applause, power, possibly, these were luring me. Once she said to me, her eyes looking longingly into mine:

Do you really love me, Dorse?

Dont you think I do? I replied evasively, and yet saying to myself that I truly cared for her in my fashion, which was true.

Yes, I think you do, in your way, she said, and the correct interpretation shocked me. I saw myself a stormy petrel hanging over the yellowish-black waves of life and never really resting anywhere. I could not; my mind would not let me. I saw too much, felt too much, knew too much. What was I, what any one, but a small bit of seaweed on an endless sea, flotsam, jetsam, being moved hither and thither  by what subterranean tides?

Oh, Alice, dead or living, eternally sleeping or eternally waking, listen to these few true words! You were beautiful to me. My heart was hungry. I wanted youth, I wanted beauty, I wanted sweetness, I wanted a tender smile, wide eyes, loveliness  all these you had and gave.

Peace to you! I do not ask as much for myself.

My determination to leave the Corbin Company was associated with other changes equally important and of much more emotional interest. Our home life, now that my mother was gone, was most unsatisfactory. What I took to be the airs and plotting domination of my sister M  , toward whom I had never borne any real affection, had become unbearable. I disliked her very much, for though she was no better than the rest of us, or so I thought at the time, she was nevertheless inclined to dogmatize as to the duty of others. Here she was, married yet living at home and traveling at such times and to such places as suited her husbands convenience, obtaining from him scarcely enough to maintain herself in the state to which she thought she was entitled, contributing only a small portion to the upkeep of the home, and yet setting herself and her husband up as superiors whose exemplary social manners might well be copied by all. Her whole manner from morning to night, day in and day out, was one of superiority. Or, so I thought at the time. I am Mrs. G. A  , if you please, she seemed to say. G  is doing this. I am going to do so-and-so. It can scarcely be expected that we, in our high state, should have much to do with the rest of you.

Yet whenever A  was in or near Chicago he made our home his abiding place. Two of the best rooms on the second floor were set aside for his and M s use. The most stirring preparations were made whenever he was coming, the house swept, flowers bought, extra cooking done and what not; the moment he had gone things fell to their natural and rather careless pace. M  retired to her rooms and was scarcely seen for days. T   , another sister, who despised her heartily, would sulk, and when she thought the burden of family work was being shouldered on to her would do nothing at all. My father was left to go through a routine of duties such as fire-building, care of the furnace, marketing, which should have facilitated the housework but which in these quarreling conditions made it seem as if he were being put upon. C  , another sister, who was anything but a peacemaker, added fuel to the flames by criticizing the drift of things to the younger members: A  , E  and myself.

The thing that had turned me definitely against M  followed a letter which my brother Paul once sent to my mother, enclosing a check for ten dollars and intended especially for her. Because it was sent to her personally she wanted to keep it secret from the others, and to do this she sent me to the general postoffice, on which it was drawn, with her signature filled in and myself designated as the proper recipient. I got the money and returned it to her, but either because of her increasing illness or because she still wanted to keep it a secret, when Paul mentioned it in another letter she said she had not received it. Then she died and the matter of the money came up. It was proved by inquiry at the postoffice that the money had been paid to me. I confirmed this and asserted, which was true, that I had given it to mother. M  alone, of all the family, felt called upon to question this. She visited an inspector at the general postoffice (a friend of A s by the way) and persuaded him to make inquiry, with a view no doubt to frightening me. The result of this was a formal letter asking me to call at his office. When I went and found that he was charging me with the detention of this money and demanding its return on pain of my being sent to prison, I blazed of course and told him to go to the devil. When I reached home I was furious. I called out my sister M  and told her  well, many things.

For weeks and even months I had a burning desire to strike her, although nothing more was ever done or said concerning it. For over fifteen years the memory of this one thing divided us completely, but after that, having risen, as I thought, to superior interests and viewpoints, I condescended to become friendly.

The first half of 1891 was the period of my greatest bitterness toward her, and in consequence, when my sister C  came to me with her complaints and charges we brewed between us a kind of revolution based primarily on our opposition to M  and her airs, but secondarily on the inadequate distribution of the family means and the inability of the different sisters to agree upon the details of the home management. According to C  , who was most bitter in her charges, both M  and T  were lazy and indifferent. As a matter of fact, I cared as little for C  and her woes as I did for any of the others. But the thought of this home, dominated by M  and T  and supported by us younger ones, with father as a kind of pleading watchdog of the treasury, weeping in his beard and moaning over the general recklessness of our lives, was too much.

Indeed this matter of money, not idleness or domination, was the crux of the whole situation, for if there had been plenty of money, or if each of us could have retained his own earnings, there would have been little grieving. C  was jealous of M  and T  , and of the means with which their marital relations supplied them, and although she was earning eight dollars a week she felt that the three or four which she contributed to the household were far too much. A  , who earned ten and contributed five, had no complaint to make, and E  , who earned nine and supplied four-and-a-half, also had nothing to say. I was earning twelve, later fourteen, and gave only six, and very often I begrudged much of this. So between us C  and I brewed a revolution, which ended unsatisfactorily for us all.

Late in March, a crisis came because of a bitter quarrel that sprung up between M  and C  . C  and I now proposed, with the aid of A  and E  if we could get it, either to drive M  from the house and take charge ourselves, or rent a small apartment somewhere, pool our funds and set up a rival home of our own, leaving this one to subsist as best it might. It was a hard and cold thing to plan, and I still wonder why I shared in it; but then it seemed plausible enough.

However that may be, this revolutionary program was worked out to a definite conclusion. With C  as the whip and planner and myself as general executive, a small apartment only a few blocks from our home was fixed upon, prices of furniture on time studied, cost of food, light, entertainment gone into. C  , in her eagerness to bring her rage to a cataclysmic conclusion, volunteered to do the cooking and housekeeping alone, and still work downtown as before. If each contributed five dollars a week, as we said, we would have a fund of over eighty dollars a month, which should house and feed us and buy furniture on the instalment plan. A  was consulted as to this and refused, saying, which was the decent thing to say and characteristic of him, that we ought to stay here and keep the home together for fathers sake, he being old and feeble. E  , always a lover of adventure and eager to share in any new thing, agreed to go with us. We had to revise our program, but even with only sixty dollars a month as a general fund we thought we could get along.

And so we three, C  being the spokesman, had the cheek to announce to my father that either M  should leave and allow us to run the house as we wished or we would leave. The ultimatum was not given in any such direct way: charges and counter charges were first made; long arguments and pleadings were indulged in by one side and the other.

Finally, seeing that there was no hope of forcing M  to leave, C  announced that she was going, alone or with others. I said I would follow. E  said he was coming  and there you were. I never saw a man more distressed than my father, one more harassed by what he knew to be the final dissolution of the family. He pleaded, but his pleas fell on youthful, inconsiderate ears. I went and rented the flat, had the gas turned on and some furniture installed; and then, toward the end of March, in blustery weather, we moved.

Never was a man more distrait than my father during these last two or three days of our stay. Having completed the details, C  , E  and I. were busy marching to and fro at spare moments, carrying clothes, books, pictures and the like to the new home. There were open squabbles now between C  and M  as to the possession of certain things, but these were finally adjusted without blows. At last we were ready to leave, and then came our last adieux to my father and A  . When my turn came I marched out with a hard, cheery, independent look on my face, but I was really heavy with a sense of my unfairness and brutality. A  and my father were the two I really preferred. My father was so old and frail.

Well, he said with his German accent when I came to say good-by, youre going, are you? Im sorry, Dorsch. I done the best I could. The girls, they wont ever agree, it seems. I try, but it dont seem to do any good. I have prayed these last few days.... I hope you dont ever feel sorry. Its C  who stirs up all these things.

He waved his hands in a kind of despairing way and after some pointless and insincere phrases I went out. The cold March winds were blowing from the West, and it was raw, blowy, sloppy, gray. Tomorrow it would be brighter, but tonight  


CHAPTER VI

As April advanced I left the Corbin Company, determined to improve my condition. I was tired of collecting  the same districts, the same excuses, innocences, subterfuges. By degrees I had come to feel a great contempt for the average mind. So many people were so low, so shifty, so dirty, so nondescript. They were food for dreams; little more. Owing to my experience with the manager of the Lovell Company in the matter of taking what did not belong to me I had become very cautious, and this meant that I should be compelled to live from week to week on my miserable twelve dollars.

In addition, home life had become a horrible burden. The house was badly kept and the meals were wretched. Being of a quarrelsome, fault-finding disposition and not having M  or T  to fight with, C  now turned her attentions to E  and myself. We did not do this and that; the burden of the work was left to her. By degrees I grew into a kind of servant. Being told one April Friday of some needs that I must supply, and having decided that I could not endure either this abode or my present work, I took my fate in my hands and the next day resigned my job, having in my possession sixty-five dollars. I was now determined, come what might, never to take another job except one of reporting unless I was actually driven to it by starvation, and in this mood I came home and announced that I had lost my position and that this home would therefore have to be given up. And how glad I was! Now I should be rid of this dull flat, which was so colorless and burdensome. As I see it now, my sister sensibly enough from her point of view, perhaps, was figuring that E  and I, as dutiful brothers, should sup port her while she spent all her money on clothes. I came to dislike her almost as much as I did M  , and told her gladly this same day that we could not live here any longer. In consequence the furniture company was notified to come and get the furniture. Our lease of the place being only from month to month, it was easy enough to depart at once. E  and I were to share a room at the de G  s for a dollar and a half a week each, such meals as I ate there to be paid for at the rate of twenty-five cents each.

Then and there, as I have since noted with a kind of fatalistic curiosity, the last phase of my rather troublesome youth began. Up to and even including this last move to Taylor Street I had been intimately identified, in spirit at least, with our family and its concentrated home life. During my mothers life, of course, I had felt that wherever she was home; after her death it was the house in which she had lived that held me, quite as much as it was my father and those of us who remained together to keep up in some manner the family spirit. When the spell of this began to lessen, owing to bitter recrimination and the continuous development of individuality in all of us, this new branch home established by three of us seemed something of the old place and spiritually allied to it; but when it fell, and the old home broke up at about the same time, I felt completely adrift.

What was I to do with myself now? I asked. Where go? Here I was, soon (in three months) to be twenty-one years old, and yet without trade or profession, a sort of nondescript dreamer without the power to earn a decent living and yet with all the tastes and proclivities of one destined to an independent fortune. My eyes were constantly fixed on people in positions far above my own. Those who interested me most were bankers, millionaires, artists, executives, leaders, the real rulers of the world. Just at this time the nation was being thrown into its quadrennial ferment, the presidential election. The newspapers were publishing reams upon reams of information and comment. David B. Hill, then governor of New York, Grover Cleveland of New York, Thomas B. Hendricks of Indiana, and others were being widely and favorably discussed by the Democratic party, whose convention was to be held here in Chicago the coming June.

Among the Republicans, Benjamin Harrison of Indiana, James G. Blaine of Maine, Thomas B. Allison of Iowa, and others were much to the fore.

If by my devotion to minor matters I have indicated that I was not interested in public affairs I have given an inadequate account of myself. It is true that life at close range fascinated me, but the general progress of Europe and America and Asia and Africa was by no means beyond my intellectual inquiry. By now I was a reader of Emerson, Carlyle, Macaulay, Froude, John Stuart Mill and others. The existence of Nietzsche in Germany, Darwin, Spencer, Wallace and Tyndall in England, and what they stood for, was in part at least within the range of my intuition, if not my exact knowledge. In America, Washington, Jefferson, Jackson, Lincoln, the history of the Civil War and the subsequent drift of the nation to monopoly and so to oligarchy, were all within my understanding and private philosophizing.

And now this national ferment in regard to political preferment and advancement, the swelling tides of wealth and population in Chicago, the upward soaring of names and fames, stirred me like whips and goads. I wanted to get up  oh, how eagerly! I wanted to shake off the garments of the commonplace in which I seemed swathed and step forth into the public arena, where I should be seen and understood for what I was. No common man am I, I was constantly saying to myself, and I would no longer be held down to this shabby world of collecting in which I found myself. The newspapers  the newspapers  somehow, by their intimacy with everything that was going on in the world, seemed to be the swiftest approach to all this of which I was dreaming. It seemed to me as if I understood already all the processes by which they were made. Reporting, I said to myself, must certainly be easy. Something happened  one car ran into another; a man was shot; a fire broke out; the reporter ran to the scene, observed or inquired the details, got the names and addresses of those immediately concerned, and then described it all. To reassure myself on this point I went about looking for accidents on my own account, or imagining them, and then wrote out what I saw or imagined. To me the result, compared with what I found in the daily papers, was quite satisfactory. Some paper must give me a place.


CHAPTER VII

PICTURE a dreamy cub of twenty-one, long, spindling, a pair of gold-framed spectacles on his nose, his hair combed à la pompadour, a new spring suit consisting of light check trousers and bright blue coat and vest, a brown fedora hat, new yellow shoes, starting out to force his way into the newspaper world of Chicago. At that time, although I did not know it, Chicago was in the heyday of its newspaper prestige. Some of the nations most remarkable editors, publishers and newspaper writers were at work there: Melville E. Stone, afterward general manager of the Associated Press; Victor F. Lawson, publisher of the Daily News; Joseph Medill, editor and publisher of the Tribune; Eugene Field, managing editor of the Morning Record; William Penn Nixon, editor and publisher of the Inter-Ocean; George Ade; Finley Peter Dunne; Brand Whitlock; and a score of others subsequently to become well known.

Having made up my mind that I must be a newspaper man, I made straight for the various offices at noon and at six oclock each day to ask if there was anything I could do. Very soon I succeeded in making my way into the presence of the various city and managing editors of all the papers in Chicago, with the result that they surveyed me with the cynical fishy eye peculiar to newspaper men and financiers and told me there was nothing.

One day in the office of the Daily News a tall, shambling, awkward-looking man in a brown flannel shirt, without coat or waistcoat, suspenders down, was pointed out to me by an office boy who saw him slipping past the city editorial door.

Wanta know who dat is? he asked.

Yes, I replied humbly, grateful even for the attention of office boys.

Well, dats Eugene Field. Heard o him, aintcha?

Sure, I said, recalling the bundle of incoherent MS. which I had once thrust upon him. I surveyed his retreating figure with envy and some nervousness, fearing he might psychically detect that I was the perpetrator of that unsolicited slush and abuse me then and there.

In spite of my energy, manifested for one solid week between the hours of twelve and two at noon and five-thirty and seven at night I got nothing. Indeed it seemed to me as I went about these newspaper offices that they were the strangest, coldest, most haphazard and impractical of places. Gone was that fine ambassadorial quality with which a few months before I had invested them. These rooms, as I now saw, were crowded with commonplace desks and lamps, the floors strewn with newspapers. Office boys and hirelings gazed at you in the most unfriendly manner, asked what you wanted and insisted that there was nothing  they who knew nothing. By office boys I was told to come after one or two in the afternoon or after seven at night, when all assignments had been given out, and when I did so I was told that there was nothing and would be nothing. I began to feel desperate.

Just about this time I had an inspiration. I determined that, instead of trying to see all of the editors each day and missing most of them at the vital hour, I would select one paper and see if in some way I could not worm myself into the good graces of its editor. I now had the very sensible notion that a small paper would probably receive me with more consideration than one of the great ones, and out of them all chose the Daily Globe, a struggling affair financed by one of the Chicago politicians for political purposes only.

You have perhaps seen a homeless cat hang about a doorstep for days and days meowing to be taken in: that was I. The door in this case was a side door and opened upon an alley. Inside was a large, bare room filled with a few rows of tables set end to end, with a railing across the northern one-fourth, behind which sat the city editor, the dramatic and sporting editors, and one editorial writer. Outside this railing, near the one window, sat a large, fleshy gelatinous, round-faced round-headed young man wearing gold-rimmed spectacles.

He had a hard, keen, cynical eye, and at first glance seemed to be most vitally opposed to me and everybody else. As it turned out, he was the Daily Globes copy-reader. Nothing was said to me at first as I sat in my far corner waiting for something to turn up. By degrees some of the reporters began to talk to me, thinking I was a member of the staff, which eased my position a little during this time. I noticed that as soon as all the reporters had gone the city editor became most genial with the one editorial writer, who sat next him, and the two often went off together for a bite.

Parlous and yet delicious hours! Although I felt all the time as though I were on the edge of some great change, still no one seemed to want me. The city editor, when I approached after all the others had gone, would shake his head and say: Nothing today. Theres not a thing in sight, but not roughly or harshly, and therein lay my hope. So here I would sit, reading the various papers or trying to write out something I had seen. I was always on the alert for some accident that I might report to this city editor in the hope that he had not seen it, but I encountered nothing.

The ways of advancement are strange, so often purely accidental. I did not know it, but my mere sitting here in this fashion eventually proved a card in my favor. A number of the employed reporters, of whom there were eight or nine (the best papers carried from twenty to thirty), seeing me sit about from twelve to two and thinking I was employed here also, struck up occasional genial and enlightening conversations with me. Reporters rarely know the details of staff arrangements or changes. Some of them, finding that I was only seeking work, ignored me; others gave me a bit of advice. Why didnt I see Selig of the Tribune, or Herbst of the Herald? It was rumored that staff changes were to be made there. One youth learning that I had never written a line for a newspaper, suggested that I go to the editor of the City Press Association or the United Press, where the most inexperienced beginners were put to work at the rate of eight dollars a week. This did not suit me at all. I felt that I could write.

Finally, however, my mere sitting about in this fashion brought me into contact with that copy-reader I have described, John Maxwell, who remarked one day out of mere curiosity:

Are you doing anything special for the Globe?

No, I replied.

Just looking for work?

Yes.

Ever work on any paper?

No.

How do you know you can write?

I dont. I just feel that I can. I want to see if I cant get a chance to try.

He looked at me, curiously, amusedly, cynically.

Dont you ever go around to the other papers?

Yes, after I find out theres nothing here.

He smiled. How long have you been coming here like this?

Two weeks.

Every day?

Every day.

He laughed now, a genial, rolling, fat laugh.

Why do you pick the Globe? Dont you know its the poorest paper in Chicago?

Thats why I pick it, I replied innocently. I thought I might get a chance here.

Oh, you did! he laughed. Well, you may be right at that. Hang around. You may get something. Now Ill tell you something: this National Democratic Convention will open in June. Theyll have to take on a few new men here then. I cant see why they shouldnt give you a chance as well as anybody else. But its a hell of a business to be wanting to get into, he added.

He began taking off his coat and waistcoat, rolling up his sleeves, sharpening his blue pencils and taking up stacks of copy. The while I merely stared at him. Every now and then he would look at me through his round glasses as though I were some strange animal. I grew restless and went out.

But after that he greeted me each day in a friendly way, and because he seemed inclined to talk I stayed and talked with him.

What it was that finally drew us together in a minor bond of friendship I have never been able to discover. I am sure he considered me of little intellectual or reportorial import and yet also I gathered that he liked me a little. He seemed to take a fancy to me from the moment of our first conversation and included me in what I might call the Globe family spirit. He was interested in politics, literature, and the newspaper life of Chicago. Bit by bit he informed me as to the various editors, who were the most successful newspaper men, how some reporters did police, some politics, and some just general news. From him I learned that every paper carried a sporting editor, a society editor, a dramatic editor, a political man. There were managing editors, Sunday editors, news editors, city editors, copy-readers and editorial writers, all of whom seemed to me marvelous  men of the very greatest import. And they earned  which was more amazing still  salaries ranging from eighteen to thirty-five and even sixty and seventy dollars a week. From him I learned that this newspaper world was a seething maelstrom in which clever men struggled and fought as elsewhere; that some rose and many fell; that there was a roving element among newspaper men that drifted from city to city, many drinking themselves out of countenance, others settling down somewhere into some fortunate berth. Before long he told me that only recently he had been copy-reader on the Chicago Times but due to what he characterized as office politics, a term the meaning of which I in no wise grasped, he had been jockeyed out of his place. He seemed to think that by and large newspaper men while interesting and in some cases able, were tricky and shifty and above all, disturbingly and almost heartlessly inconsiderate of each other. Being young and inexperienced this point of view made no impression on me whatsoever. If I thought anything I thought that he must be wrong, or that, at any rate, this heartlessness would never trouble me in any way, being the live and industrious person that I was.


CHAPTER VIII

IT made me happy to know that whether or not I was taken on I had at least achieved one friend at court. Maxwell advised me to stick.

Youll get on, he said a day or two later. I believe youve got the stuff in you. Maybe I can help you. Youll probably be like every other damned newspaper man once you get a start: an ingrate; but Ill help you just the same. Hang around. That convention will begin in three or four weeks now. Ill speak a good word for you, unless you tie up with some other paper before then.

And to my astonishment really, he was as good as his word. He must have spoken to the city editor soon after this, for the latter asked me what I had been doing and told me to hang around in case something should turn up.

But before a newspaper story appeared for me to do a new situation arose which tied me up closer with this prospect than I had hoped for. The lone editorial writer previously mentioned, a friend and intimate of the city editor, had just completed a small work of fiction which he and the city editor in combination had had privately printed, and which they were very eager to sell. It was, as I recall it, very badly done, an immature imitation of Tom Sawyer without any real charm or human interest. The author himself, Mr. Gissel, was a picayune yellow-haired person. He spent all his working hours, as I came to know, writing those biased, envenomed and bedeviling editorials which are required by purely partisan journals. I gathered as much from conversations that were openly carried on before me between himself and the city editor, the managing editor and an individual who I later learned was the political man. They were out as I heard the managing editor say, one day to get some one  on orders from some individual of whom at that time I knew nothing, and Mr. Gissel was your true henchman or editorial mercenary, a peanut or squeak writer, penning what he was ordered to pen. Once I understood I despised him but at first he amused me though I could not like him. Whenever he had concocted some particularly malicious or defaming line as I learned in time, he would get up and dance about, chortling and cackling in a disconcerting way. So for the first time I began to see how party councils and party tendencies were manufactured or twisted or belied, and it still further reduced my estimate of humanity. Men, as I was beginning to find  all of us  were small, irritable, nasty in their struggle for existence. This little editor, for instance, was not interested in the Democratic party (which this paper was supposed to represent), or indeed in party principles of any kind. He did not believe what he wrote, but, receiving forty dollars a week, he was anxious to make a workmanlike job of it. Just at this time he was engaged in throwing mud at the national Republican administration, the mayor and the governor, as well as various local politicians, whom the owner of the paper wished him to attack.

What a pitiful thing journalism or our alleged free press was, I then and there began to gather  dimly enough at first I must admit. What a shabby compound of tricky back-room councils, public professions, all looking to public favors and fames which should lead again to public contracts and financial emoluments! Journalism, like politics, as I was now soon to see, was a slough of muck in which men were raking busily and filthily for what their wretched rakes might uncover in the way of financial, social, political returns. I looked at this dingy office and then at this little yellow-haired rat of an editor one afternoon as he worked, and it came to me what a desperately subtle and shifty thing life was. Here he was, this little runt, scribbling busily, and above him were strong, dark, secretive men, never appearing publicly perhaps but paying him his little salary privately, dribbling it down to him through a publisher and an editor-in-chief and a managing editor, so that he might be kept busy misconstruing, lying, intellectually cheating.

But the plan he had in regard to his book: The graduating class of the Hyde Park High School, of which he had been a member a few years before, had numbered about three hundred students. Of these two hundred were girls, one hundred and fifty of whom he claimed to have known personally. One afternoon as I was preparing to leave after all the assignments had been given out, the city editor called me over and, with the help of this scheming little editorial writer, began to explain to me a plan by which, if I carried it out faithfully, I could connect myself with the Daily Globe as a reporter. I was to take a certain list of names and addresses and as many copies of The Adventures of Harry Munn, or some such name, as I could carry and visit each of these quondam schoolmates of Mr. Gissel at their homes, where I was to recall to their minds that he was an old schoolmate of theirs, that this his first book related to scenes with which they were all familiar, and then persuade them if possible to buy a copy for one dollar. My reward for this was to be ten cents a copy on all copies sold, and in addition (and this was the real bait) I was to have a tryout on the Globe as a reporter at fifteen dollars a week if I succeeded in selling one hundred and twenty copies within the next week or so.

I took the list and gathered up an armful of the thin cloth-covered volumes, fired by the desire thus to make certain my entrance into the newspaper world. I cannot say that I was very much pleased with my mission, but my necessity or aspiration was so great that I was glad to do it just the same. I was nervous and shamefaced as I approached the first home on my list, and I suffered aches and pains in my vanity and my sense of the fitness of things. The only salve I could find in the whole thing was that Mr. Gissel actually knew these people and that I could say I came personally from him as a friend and fellow-member of the Globe staff. It was a thin subterfuge, but apparently it went down with a few of those pretty unsophisticated girls. The majority of them lived in the best residences of the south side, some of them mansions of the truly rich whose democratic parents had insisted upon sending their children to the local high school. In each case, upon inquiring for a girl, with the remark that I came from Mr. Gissel of the Globe, I was received in the parlor or reception-room and told to wait. Presently the girl would come bustling in and listen to my tactful story, smiling contemptuously perhaps at my shabby mission or opening her eyes in surprise or curiosity.

Mr. Gissel? Mr. Gissel? said one girl inquiringly.

Why, I dont recall any such person and she retired, leaving me to make my way out as best I might.

Another exclaimed: Harry Gissel! Has that little snip written a book? The nerve  to send you around to sell his book! Why do you do it? I will take one, because I am curious to see the kind of thing he has done, but Ill wager right now its as silly as he is. Hes invented some scheme to get you to do this because he knows he couldnt sell the book in any other way.

Others remembered him and seemed to like him; others bought the book only because he was a member of their class. Some struck up a genial conversation with me.

In spite of my distress at having to do this work there were compensations. It gave me a last fleeting picture of that new, sunny prosperity which was the most marked characteristic of Chicagoans of that day, and contrasted so sharply with the scenes of poverty which I had recently seen. In this region, for it was June, newly fledged collegians, freshly returned from the colleges of the East and Europe, were disporting themselves about the lawns and within the open-windowed chambers of the houses. Traps and go-carts of many of the financially and socially elect filled the south side streets. The lawn tennis suit, the tennis game, the lawn party and the family croquet game were everywhere in evidence. The new-rich and those most ambitious financially at that time were peculiarly susceptible I think to the airs and manners of the older and more pretentious regions of the world. They were bent upon interpreting their new wealth in terms of luxury as they had observed it elsewhere. Hence these strutting youths in English suits with turned-up trousers, swagger sticks and flori-colored ties and socks intended to suggest the spirit of London, as they imagined it to be; hence the high-headed girls in flouncy, lacy dresses, their cheeks and eyes bright with color, who no doubt imagined themselves to be great ladies, and who carried themselves with an air of remote disdain. The whole thing had the quality of a play well staged: really the houses, the lawns, the movements of the people, their games and interests all harmonizing after the fashion of a play. They saw this as a great end in itself, which, perhaps, it is. To me in my life-hungry, love-hungry state, this new-rich prosperity with its ease, its pretty women and its effort at refinement was quite too much. It set me to riotous dreaming and longing made me ache to lounge and pose after this same fashion.


CHAPTER IX

IN due course of time, I having performed my portion of the contract, it became the duty of the two editors to fulfill their agreement with me. Every day for ten days I had been turning in the cash for from five to fifteen books, thereby establishing my reputation for industry and sobriety. Mr. Gissel was very anxious to know at the end of each day whom I had seen and how the mention of his name was received. Instead of telling him of the many who laughed or sniffed or bought to get rid of me gracefully, I gave him flattering reports. Lately, by way of reward I presume, he had taken to reading to me the cleverest passages in his editorials. Mr. Sullivan, the city editor, confided to me one day that he was from a small town in central Illinois not unlike the Warsaw from which I hailed, and which I then roughly and jestingly sketched to him, and from then on we were on fairly good terms. He dug up a number of poems and granted me the favor of reading them. Some of them were almost as good as similar ones by Whittier and Bryant, after whom they were obviously modeled. Today I know them to be bad, or mediocre; then I thought they were excellent and grieved to think that any one should be going to make a reputation as a great poet, while I, the only real poet extant (although I had done nothing as yet to prove it), remained unrecognized.

I did not know until later that I might not have secured a place even now, so numerous were the applications of clever and experienced newspaper men, had it not been for the influence of my friend Maxwell. For one reason or another, my errant youth perhaps, my crazy persistence and general ignorance of things journalistic, he had become interested in me and seemed fairly anxious to see me get a start. Out of the tail of his eye he had been watching. When I arrived of an evening and there was no one present he sometimes inquired what I was doing, and by degrees, although I had been cautioned not to tell, he extracted the whole story of Gissels book. I even loaned him a copy of the book, which he read and pronounced rot, adding: They ought to be ashamed of themselves, sending you out on a job of this kind. Youre better than that.

As the end of my task drew near and I was dreading another uncertain wait, he put in a good word for me. But even then I doubt if I should have had a trial had it not been for the convention which was rapidly drawing near. On the day the newspapers were beginning to chronicle the advance arrival of various leaders from all parts of the country, I was taken on at fifteen dollars a week, for a week or two anyhow, and assigned to watch the committee rooms in the hotels Palmer, Grand Pacific, Auditorium and Richelieu. There was another youth who was set to work with me on this, and he gave me some slight instruction. Over us was the political man, who commanded other men in different hotels and whose presence I had only noted when the convention was nearly over.

If ever a youth was cast adrift and made to realize that he knew nothing at all about the thing he was so eager to do, that youth was I. Cover the hotels for political news, were my complete instructions, but what the devil was political news? What did they want me to do, say, write? At once I was thoroughly terrified by this opportunity which I had so eagerly sought, for now that I had it I did not know how to make anything clear.

For the first day or two or three therefore I wandered like a lost soul about the corridors and parlor floors and committee rooms of these hotels which I was supposed to cover, trying to find but where the committee rooms were, who and what were the men in them, what they were trying to do. No one seemed to want to tell me anything, and, as dull as it may seem, I really could not guess. I had no clear idea of what was meant by the word politics as locally used. Various country congressmen and politicians brushed past me in a most secretive manner; when I hailed them with the information that I was from the Globe they waved me off with: I am only a delegate; you cant get anything out of me. See the chairman. Well, what was a chairman? I didnt know. I did not even know that there had been lists published in all the papers, my own included, giving the information which I was so anxiously seeking!

I had no real understanding of politics or party doings or organization. I doubt if I knew how men came to be nominated, let alone elected. I did not know who were the various State leaders, who the prospective candidates, why one candidate might be preferred to another. The machinations of such an institution as Tammany Hall, or the things called property interests, were as yet beyond me. My mind was too much concerned with the poetry of life to busy itself with such minor things as politics. However, I did know that there was a bitter feud on between David Bennett Hill, governor of New York, and Grover Cleveland, ex-President of the United States, both candidates for nomination on the Democratic ticket, and that the Tammany organization of New York City was for Hill and bitterly opposed to Cleveland. I also knew that the South was for any good Southerner as opposed to Cleveland or Hill, and that a new element in the party was for Richard Bland, better known as Silver Dick, of Missouri. I also knew by reputation many of the men who had been in the first Cleveland administration.

Imagine a raw youth with no knowledge of the political subtleties of America trying to gather even an inkling of what was going on! The nation and the city were full of dark political trafficking, but of it all I was as innocent as a baby. The bars and lobbies were full of inconsequential spouting delegates, who drank, swore, sang and orated at the top of their lungs. Swinging Southerners and Westerners in their long frock-coats and wide-brimmed hats amused me. They were forever pulling their whiskers or mustachios, drinking, smoking, talking or looking solemn or desperate. In many cases they knew no more of what was going on than I did. I was told to watch the movements of Benjamin Ryan Tillman, senator from South Carolina, and report any conclusions or rumors of conclusions as to how his delegation would vote. I had a hard time finding where his committee was located, and where and when if ever it deliberated, but once I identified my man I never left him. I dogged his steps so persistently that he turned on me one afternoon as he was going out of the Palmer House, fixed me with his one fiery eye and said: Young man, what do you want of me anyhow?

Well, youre Senator Tillman, arent you?

Yes, sir. Im Senator Tillman.

Well, Im a reporter from the Globe. Ive been told to learn what conclusions your delegation has reached as to how it will vote.

You and your editor of the Globe be damned! he replied irritably. And I want you to quit following me wherever I go. Just now Im going for my laundry, and I have some rights to privacy. The committee will decide when its good and ready, and it wont tell the Globe or any other paper. Now you let me alone. Follow somebody else.

I went back to the office the first evening at five-thirty and sat down to write, with the wild impression in my mind that I must describe the whole political situation not only in Chicago but in the nation. I had no notion that there was a supervising political man who, in conjunction with the managing editor and editor-in-chief, understood all about current political conditions.

The political pot, I began exuberantly, was already beginning to seethe yesterday. About the lobbies and corridors of the various hotels hundreds upon hundreds of the vanguard of American Democracy  etc., etc.

I had not scrawled more than eight or nine pages of this mush before the city editor, curious as to what I had discovered and wondering why I had not reported it to him, came over and picked up the many sheets which I had turned face down.

No, no, no! he exclaimed. You mustnt write on both sides of the paper! Dont you know that? For heavens sake. And all this stuff about the political pot boiling is as old as the hills. Why, every country jake paper for thousands of miles East and West has used it for years and years. Youre not to write the general stuff. Here, Maxwell, see if you cant find out what Dreiser has discovered and show him what to do with it. I havent got time. And he turned me over to my gold-spectacled mentor, who eyed me very severely. He sat down and examined my copy with knitted brows. He had a round, meaty, cherubic face which seemed all the more ominous because he could scowl fiercely, and his eyes could blaze with a cold, examining, mandatory glance.

This is awful stuff! he said as he read the first page. Hes quite right. You want to try and remember that you re not the editor of this paper and just consider yourself a plain reporter sent out to cover some hotels. Now whered you go today?

I told him.

Whatd you see?

I described as best I could the whirling world in which I had been.

No, no! I dont mean that! That might be good for a book or something but its not news. Did you see any particular man? Did you find out anything in connection with any particular committee?

I confessed that I had tried and failed.

Very good! he said. You havent anything to write, and he tore up my precious nine pages and threw them into the waste basket. Youd better sit around here now until the city editor calls you, he added. He may have something special he wants you to do. If not, watch the hotels for celebrities  Democratic celebrities  or committee meetings, and if you find any try to find out whats going on. The great thing is to discover beforehand whos going to be nominated  see? You cant tell from talking to four or five people, but what you find out may help some one else to piece out what is to happen. When you come back, see me. And unless you get other orders, come back by eleven. And call up two or three times between the time you go and eleven.

Because of these specific instructions I felt somewhat encouraged, although my first attempt at writing had been thrown into the waste basket. I sat about until nearly seven, when I was given an address and told to find John G. Carlisle, ex-Secretary of the Treasury, and see if I could get an interview with him. Failing this, I was to cover the Grand Pacific, Palmer House and Auditorium, and report all important arrivals and delegations.

Even if I had secured the desired interview I am sure I should have made an awful botch of it, but fortunately I could not get it. Only one thing of importance developed for me during the evening, and that was the presence of a Democratic United States Supreme Court Justice at the Grand Pacific who, upon being intercepted by me as he was going to his room for the night and told that I was from the Globe, eyed me genially and whimsically.

My boy, he said, youre just a young new reporter, I can see that. Otherwise you wouldnt waste your time on me. But I like reporters: I was one myself years ago. Now this hotel and every other is full of leaders and statesmen discussing this question of whos to be President. Im not discussing it, first of all because it wouldnt become a Justice of the United States Supreme Court to do so, and in the next place because I dont have to: my position is for life. Im just stopping here for one day on my way to Denver. Youd better go around to these committee rooms and see if they cant tell you something, and, smiling and laying one hand on my shoulder in a fatherly way, he dismissed me.

My! I thought. What a fine thing it is to be a reporter! All I have to do is to say Im from the Globe and even a Justice of the United States Supreme Court is smiling and agreeable to me!

I hurried to a phone to tell Maxwell, and he said: He dont count. Write a stick of it if you want to, and Ill look it over.

How much is a stick? I asked eagerly and curiously.

About a hundred and fifty words.

So much for a United States Supreme Court Justice in election days.


CHAPTER X

I CANNOT say that I discovered anything of import this night or the next or the next, although I secured various interviews which, after much wrestling with my spirit and some hard, intelligent, frank statements from my friend, were whipped into shape for fillers.

The trouble with you, Dreiser, said Maxwell as I was trying to write out what the Supreme Court Justice had said to me, is that you havent any training and youre trying to get it now when we havent the time. Over in the Tribune office they have a sign which reads: WHO OR WHAT? HOW? WHEN? WHERE? All those things have to be answered in the first paragraph  not in the last paragraph, or the middle paragraph, but in the first. Now come here. Gimme that stuff, and he cut and hacked, running thick lines of blue lead through my choicest thoughts and restating in a line or two all that I thought required ten. A sardonic smile played about his fat mouth, and I saw by his twinkling eyes that he felt that it was good for me.

News is information, he went on as he worked. People want it quick, sharp, clear  do you hear? Now you probably think Im a big stiff, chopping up your great stuff like this, but if you live and hold this job youll thank me. As a matter of fact, if it werent for me you wouldnt have this job now. Not one copy-reader out of a hundred would take the trouble to show you, and he looked at me with hard, cynical and yet warm gray eyes.

I was wretched with the thought that I should be dropped once the convention was over, and so I bustled here and there, anxious to find something. Of a morning, from six oclock until noon, I studied all the papers, trying to discover what all this fanfare was about and just what was expected of me. The one great thing to find out was who was to be nominated and which delegations or individuals would support the successful candidate. Where could I get the information? The third day I talked to Maxwell about it, and as a favor he brought out a paper in which a rough augury was made which showed that the choice lay between David Bennett Hill and Grover Cleveland, with a third man, Senator McEntee, as a dark horse. Southern sentiment seemed to be centering about him, and in case no agreement could be reached by the New York delegation as to which of its two opposing candidates it would support their vote might be thrown to this third man.

Of course this was all very confusing to me. I did my best to get it straight. Learning that the Tammany delegation, two thousand strong, was to arrive from New York this same day and that the leaders were to be quartered at the Auditorium, I made my way there, determined to obtain an interview with no less a person than Richard Croker, who, along with Bourke Cochran, and a hard-faced, beefy individual by the name of John F. Carroll seemed to be the brains and mouthpiece of the Tammany organization. In honor of their presence, the Auditorium was decorated with flags and banners, some of them crossed with tomahawks or Indian feathers. Above the onyx-lined bar was a huge tiger with a stiff projecting tail which when pulled downward, as it was every few seconds by one bartender and another, caused the papier mâché image to emit a deep growl. This delighted the crowd, and after each growl there was another round of drinks. Red-faced men in silk hats and long frockcoats slapped each other on the back and bawled out their joy or threats or prophecies.

On the first floor above the office of the hotel, were Richard Croker, his friend and adviser, Carroll, and Bourke Cochran. They sat in the center of a great room on a huge red plush divan, receiving and talking.

As a representative of the Globe, a cheap nickel star fastened to one of the lapels of my waistcoat and concealed by my coat, my soul stirred by being allowed to mingle in affairs of great import, I finally made my way to the footstool of this imposing group and ventured to ask for an interview with Croker himself. The great man, short, stocky, carefully, almost too carefully, dressed, his face the humanized replica of that of a tiger, looked at me in a genial, quizzical, condescending way and said: No interviews. I remember the patent leather button shoes with the gray suède tops, the heavy gold ring on one finger, and the heavy watch-chain across his chest.

You wont say who is to be nominated? I persisted nervously.

I wish I could, he grinned. I wouldnt be sitting here trying to find out. He smiled again and repeated my question to one of his companions. They all looked at me with smiling condescension and I beat a swift retreat.

Defeated though I was, I decided to write out the little scene, largely to prove to the city editor that I had actually seen Croker and been refused an interview.

I went down to the bar to review the scene being enacted there. While I was standing at the bar drinking a lemonade there came a curious lull. In the midst of it the voices of two men near me became audible as they argued who would be nominated, Cleveland, Hill or some third man, not the one I have mentioned. Bursting with my new political knowledge and longing to air it, I, at the place where one of the strangers mentioned the third man as the most likely choice, solemnly shook my head as much as to say: You are all wrong.

Well, then, who do you think? inquired the stranger, who was short, red-faced, intoxicated.

Senator McEntee, of South Carolina, I replied, feeling as though I were stating an incontrovertible truth.

A tall, fair-complexioned, dark-haired Southerner in a wide-brimmed white hat and flaring frockcoat paused at this moment in his hurried passage through the room and, looking at the group, exclaimed:

Who does me the honah to mention my name in connection with the Presidency? I am Senator McEntee of South Carolina. No intrusion, I hope?

I and the two others stared in confusion.

None whatever, I replied with an air, thinking how interesting it was that this man of all people should be passing through the room at this time. These gentlemen were saying that  of  would be nominated, and I was going to say that sentiment is running more in your favor.

Well, now, that is most interesting, my young friend, and Im glad to hear you say it. Its an honah to be even mentioned in connection with so great an office, however small my qualifications. And who are you, may I ask?

My name in Dreiser. I represent the Chicago Globe.

Oh, do you? That makes it doubly interesting. Wont you come along with me to my rooms for a moment? You interest me, young man, you really do. How long have you been a reporter?

Oh, for nearly a year now, I replied grandly.

And have you ever worked for any other paper?

Yes; I was on the Herald last fall.

He seemed elated by his discovery. He must have been one of those swelling nonentities flattered silly by this chance discussion of his name in a national convention atmosphere. An older newspaper man would have known that he had not the least chance of being seriously considered. Somebody from the South had to be mentioned, as a compliment, and this man was fixed upon as one least likely to prove disturbing later.

He bustled out to a shady balcony overlooking the lake, ordered two cocktails and wanted to know on what I based my calculation. In order to not seem a fool I now went over my conversation with Maxwell. I spoke of different delegations and their complexions as though these conclusions were my own, when as a matter of fact I was quoting Maxwell verbatim. My hearer seemed surprised at my intelligence.

You seem to be very well informed, he said genially, but I know youre wrong. The Democratic party will never go to the South for a candidate  not for some years anyway. Just the same, since youve been good enough to champion me in this public fashion, I would like to do something for you in return. I suppose your paper is always anxious for advance news, and if you bring it in you get the credit. Now at this very moment, over in the Hotel Richelieu, Mr. William C. Whitney and some of his friends  Mr. Croker has just gone over there  are holding a conference. He is the one man who holds the balance of power in this convention. He represents the moneyed interests and is heart and soul for Grover Cleveland. Now if you want a real beat youd better go over there and hang about. Mr. Whitney is sure to make a statement some time today or tomorrow. See his secretary, Mr.  , and tell him I sent you. He will do anything for you he can.

I thanked him, certain at last I had a real piece of news. This conference was the most important event that would or could take place in the whole convention. I was so excited that I wanted to jump up and run away.

It will keep, he said, noting my nervousness. No other newspaper man knows of it yet. Nothing will be given out yet for several hours because the conference will not be over before that time.

But Id like to phone my office, I pleaded.

All right, but come back.

I ran to the nearest telephone. I explained my beat to the city editor and, anxious lest I be unable to cover it, asked him to inform the head political man. He was all excitement at once, congratulated me and told me to follow up this conference. Then I ran back to my senator.

I see, he said, that you are a very industrious and eager young man. I like to see that. I dont want to say anything which will set up your hopes too much, because things dont always work out as one would wish, but did any one ever suggest to you that you would make a good private secretary?

No, sir, I replied, flattered and eager.

Well, from what I have seen here today I am inclined to think you would. Now I dont know that I shall be returned to the Senate after this year  theres a little dispute in my State  but if I am, and you want to write me after next January, I may be able to do something for you. Ive seen a lot of bright young fellows come up in the newspaper profession, and Ive seen a lot go down. If youre not too much attached to it, perhaps you would like this other better.

He smiled serenely, and I could have kissed his hands. At the same time, if you please, I was already debating whether one so promising as myself should leave the newspaper profession!

But even more than my good fortune at gleaning this bit of news or beat, as it proved, I was impressed by the company I was keeping and the realm in which I now moved as if by right  great hotels, a newspaper office with which I was connected, this senator, these politicians, the display of comfort and luxury on every hand. Only a little while back I was an inexperienced, dreaming collector for an easy-payment company, and now look at me! Here I sat on this grand balcony, the senator to my right, a table between us, all the lovely panorama of the lake and Michigan Drive below. What a rise! From now on, no doubt, I would do much better. Was I not even now being offered the secretaryship to a senator?

In due time I left and ran to the Richelieu, but my brain was seething with my great rise and my greater achievement in being the first to know of and report to my paper this decisive conference. If that were true I should certainly have discovered what my paper and all papers were most eager to know.


CHAPTER XI

WHAT the senator had told me was true. The deciding conference was on, and I determined to hang about the corridors of the Richelieu until it was over. The secretary, whom I found closeted with others (not newspaper men) in a room on the second floor, was good enough to see me when I mentioned Senator McEntees name, and told me to return at six-thirty, when he was sure the conference would be over and a general statement be issued to the press. If I wished, I might come back at five-thirty. This dampened my joy in the thought that I had something exclusive, though I was later cheered by the thought that I had probably saved my paper from defeat anyhow for we were too poor to belong to the general news service. As a matter of fact, my early information was a cause of wonder in the office, the political man himself coming down late in the night to find out how I had learned so soon. I spoke of my friend Senator McEntee as though I had known him for years. The political man merely looked at me and said: Well, you ought to get along in politics on one of the papers, if nowhere else.

The capture of this one fact, as I rather felt at the time, was my making in this newspaper office and hence in the newspaper world at large, in so far as I ever was made.

At five-thirty that afternoon I was on hand, and, true to his word, the secretary outlined exactly what conclusions the conference had reached. Afterward he brought out a typewritten statement and read from it such facts as he wished me to have. Cleveland was to be nominated. Another man, Adlai Stevenson of Illinois, of whom I had never heard, was to be nominated for Vice-President. There were other details, so confusing that I could scarcely grasp them, but I made some notes and flew to the office and tried to write out all I had heard. I know now that I made a very bad job of it, but Maxwell worked so hard and so cheerfully that he saved me. From one source and another he confirmed or modified my statements, wrote an intelligent introduction and turned it in.

Youre one of the damnedest crack-brained loons I ever saw, he said at one place, cutting out a great slice of my stuff, but you seem to know how to get the news just the same, and youre going to be able to write. If I could just keep you under my thumb for four or five weeks I think I could make something out of you.

At this I ventured to lay one hand over his shoulder in an affectionate and yet appealing way, but he looked up frowningly and said: Cut the gentle con work, Theodore. I know you. Youre just like all other newspaper men, or will be: grateful when things are coming your way. If I were out of a job or in your position youd do just like all the others: pass me up. I know you better than you know yourself. Life is a God-damned stinking, treacherous game, and nine hundred and ninety-nine men out of every thousand are bastards. I dont know why I do this for you, and he cut some more of my fine writing, but I like you. I dont expect to get anything back. I never do. People always trim me when I want anything. Theres nobody home if Im knocking. But Im such a God-damned fool that I like to do it. But dont think Im not on, or that Im a genial ass that can be worked by every Tom, Dick and Harry. And after visiting me with that fat superior smile he went on working. I stared, nervous, restless, resentful, sorrowful, trying to justify myself to life and to him.

If I had a real chance, I said, I would soon show you.

The convention opened its sessions the next day, and because of my seeming cleverness I was given a front seat in the press-stand, where I could hear all speeches, observe the crowd, trade ideas with the best newspaper men in the city and the country. In a day, if you will believe it, and in spite of the fact that I was getting only fifteen dollars a week, my stock had risen so that, in this one office at least, I was looked upon as a newspaper man of rare talent, an extraordinarily bright boy sure to carve out a future for himself, one to be made friends with and helped. Here in this press-stand I was now being coached by one newspaper man and another in the intricacies of convention life. I was introduced to two other members of our staff who were supposed to be experienced men, both of them small, clever, practical-minded individuals well adapted to the work in hand. One of them, Harry L. Dunlap, followed my errant fortunes for years, securing a place through me in St. Louis and rising finally to be the confidential adviser of one of our Presidents, William Howard Taft  a not very remarkable President to be adviser to at that. The other, a small brown-suited soul, Brady by name, came into my life for a very little while and then went, I know not where.

But this convention, how it thrilled me! To be tossed into the vortex of national politics at a time when the country was seething over the possible resuscitation of the old Democratic party to strength and power was something like living. I listened to the speeches, those dully conceived flights and word gymnastics and pyrotechnics whereby backwoods statesmen, district leaders and personality-followers seek to foist upon the attention of the country their own personalities as well as those of the individuals whom they admire. Although it was generally known that Cleveland was to be nominated (the money power of America having fixed upon him) and it was useless to name any one else, still as many as ten different statesmen great leaders, saviors were put in nomination. Each man so mentioned was the beau ideal of a nations dream of a leader, a statesman, a patriot, lover of liberty and of the people. This in itself was a liberal education and slowly but surely opened my eyes. I watched with amazement this love of fanfare and noise, the way in which various delegations and individual followers loved to shout and walk up and down waving banners and blowing horns. Different States or cities had sent large delegations, New York a marching club two thousand strong, all of whom had seats in this hall, and all were plainly instructed to yell and demonstrate at the mention of a given name.

The one thing I heard which seemed rather important at the time, beautiful, because of a mans voice and gestures, was a speech by Bourke Cochran, exhorting the convention to nominate his candidate, David Bennett Hill, and save the party from defeat. Indeed his speech, until later I heard William Jennings Bryan, seemed to me the best I had ever heard, clear, sonorous, forcible, sensible. He had something to say and he said it with art and seeming conviction. He had presence too, a sort of Herculean, animal-like effrontery. He made his audience sit up and pay attention to him, when as a matter of fact it was interested in talking privately, one member to another. I tried to take notes of what he was saying until one of my associates told me that the full minutes of his speech could soon be secured from the shorthand reporters.

Being in this great hall cheek by jowl with the best of the Chicago newspaper world thrilled me. Now, I said to myself, I am truly a newspaper man. If I can only get interesting things to write about, my fortune is made. At once, as the different forceful reporters of the city were pointed out to me (George Ade, Finley Peter Dunne, Charlie Seymour, Charles dAlmy), my neck swelled as does a dogs when a rival appears on the scene. Already, at mere sight of them, I was anxious to try conclusions with them on some important mission and so see which of us was the better man. Always, up to the early thirties, I was so human as to conceive almost a deadly opposition to any one who even looked as though he might be able to try conclusions with me in anything. At that time, I was ready for a row, believing, now that I had got thus far, that I was destined to become one of the greatest newspaper men that ever lived!

But this convention brought me no additional glory. I did write a flowery description of the thing as a whole, but only a portion of it was used. I did get some details of committee work, which were probably incorporated in the political mans general summary. The next day, Cleveland being nominated, interest fell off. Thousands packed their bags and departed.

I was used for a day or two about hotels gathering one bit of news and another, but I could see that there was no import to what I was doing and began to grow nervous lest I should be summarily dropped. I spoke to Maxwell about it.

Do you think theyll drop me? I asked.

Not by a damned sight! he replied contentiously. Youve earned a show here; its been promised you; youve made good, and they ought to give it to you. Dont you say anything; just leave it to me. Theres going to be a conference here tomorrow as to whos to be dropped and who kept on, and Ill have my say then. You saved the day for us on that nomination stuff, and that ought to get you a show. Leave it to me.

The conference took place the next day and of the five men who had been taken on to do extra work during the convention I and one other were the only ones retained, and this at the expense of two former reporters dropped. At that, I really believe I should have been sent off if it had not been for Maxwell. He had been present during most of the transactions concerning Mr. Gissels book and thought I deserved work on that score alone, to say nothing of my subsequent efforts. I think he disliked the little editorial writer very much. At any rate when this conference began Maxwell, according to Dunlap who was there and reported to me, sat back, a look of contented cynicism on his face not unlike that of a fox about to devour a chicken. The names of several of the new men were proposed as substitutes for the old ones when, not hearing mine mentioned, he inquired:

Well, what about Dreiser?

Well, what about him? retorted Sullivan, the city editor. Hes a good man, but he lacks training. These other fellows are experienced.

I thought you and Gissel sort of agreed to give him a show if he sold that book for you?

No, I didnt, said Sullivan. I only promised to give him a tryout around convention time. Ive done that.

But hes the best man on the staff today, insisted Maxwell. He brought in the only piece of news worth having. Hes writing better every day.

He bristled, according to Dunlap, and Sullivan and Gissel, taking the hint that the quarrel might be carried higher up or aired inconveniently, changed their attitude completely.

Oh, well, said Sullivan genially, let him come on. Id just as lief have him. He may pan out.

And so on I came, at fifteen dollars a week, and thus my newspaper career was begun in earnest.


CHAPTER XII

THIS change from insecurity to being an accredited newspaper man was delightful. For a very little while, a year or so, it seemed to open up a clear straight course which if followed energetically must lead me to great heights. Of course I found that beginners were very badly paid. Salaries ranged from fourteen to twenty-five dollars for reporters; and as for those important missions about which I had always been reading, they were not even thought of here. The best I could learn of them in this office was that they did exist  on some papers. Young men were still sent abroad on missions, or to the West or to Africa (as Stanley), but they had to be men of proved merit or budding genius and connected with papers of the greatest importance. How could one prove oneself to be a budding genius?

Salary or no salary, however, I was now a newspaper man, with the opportunity eventually to make a name for myself.

Having broken with the family and with my sister C  , I was now quite alone in the world and free to go anywhere and do as I pleased. I found a front room in Ogden Place overlooking Union Park (in which area I afterwards placed one of my heroines). I could walk from here to the office in a little over twenty minutes. My route lay through either Madison Street or Washington Boulevard east to the river, and morning and night I had ample opportunity to speculate on the rancid or out-at-elbows character of much that I saw. Both Washington and Madison, from Halsted east to the river, were lined with vile dens and tumbledown yellow and gray frame houses, slovenly, rancorous, unsolved and possibly unsolvable misery and degeneracy, whole streets of degraded, dejected, miserable souls. Why didnt society do better by them? I often asked of myself then. Why didnt they do better by themselves? Did God, who, as had been drummed into me up to that hour was all wise, all merciful, omnipresent and omnipotent make people so or did they themselves have something to do with it? Was government to blame, or they themselves? Always the miseries of the poor, the scandals, corruptions and physical deteriorations which trail folly, weakness, uncontrolled passion fascinated me. I was never tired of looking at them, but I had no solution and was not willing to accept any, suspecting even then that man is the victim of forces over which he has no control. As I walked here and there through these truly terrible neighborhoods, I peered through open doors and patched and broken windows at this wretchedness and squalor, much as a man may tread the poisonous paths of a jungle, curious and yet fearsome.

It was this nosing and speculative tendency, however, which helped me most, as I soon found. Journalism, even in Chicago, was still in that discursive stage which loved long-winded yarns upon almost any topic. Nearly all news stories were padded to make more of them than they deserved, especially as to color and romance. All specials were being written in imitation of the great novelists, particularly Charles Dickens, who was the ideal of all newspaper men and editors as well as magazine special writers (how often have I been told to imitate Charles Dickens in thought and manner!). The city editors wanted not so much bare facts as feature stories, color, romance; and, although I did not see it clearly at the time, I was their man.

Write?

Why, I could write reams upon any topic when at last I discovered that I could write at all. One day some one  Maxwell, I suppose  hearing me speak of what I was seeing each day as I came to or went from the office to my room, suggested that I do an article on Chicagos vilest slum, which lay between Halsted and the river, Madison and Twelfth streets, for the next Sunday issue, and this was as good as meat and drink for me. I visited this region a few times between one and four in the morning, wandering about its clattering boardwalks, its dark alleys, its gloomy mire and muck atmosphere. Chicagos wretchedness was never utterly tame, disconsolate or hang-dog, whatever else it might be; rather, it was savage, bitter and at times larkish and impish. The vile slovens, slatterns, prostitutes, drunkards and drug fiends who infested this region all led a strident if beggarly or horrible life. Saloon lights and smells and lamps gleaming smokily from behind broken lattices and from below wooden sidewalk levels, gave it a shameless and dangerous color. Accordions, harmonicas, jews-harps, clattering tin-pan pianos and stringy violins were forever going; paintless rotting shacks always resounded with a noisy blasphemous life between twelve and four; oaths, foul phrases; a Hogarthian shamelessness and reconciliation to filth everywhere  these were some of the things that characterized it. Although there was a closing-hour law there was none here as long as it was deemed worth while to keep open. Only at four and five in the morning did a heavy peace seem to descend, and this seemed as wretched as the heavier vice and degradation which preceded it.

In the face of such a scene or picture as this my mind invariably paused in question. I had been reared on dogmatic religious and moral theory, or at least had been compelled to listen to it all my life. Here then was a part of the work of an omnipotent God, who nevertheless tolerated, apparently, a most industrious devil. Why did He do it? Why did nature, when left to itself, devise such astounding slums and human muck heaps? Harlots in doorways or behind windows or under lamp-posts in these areas, smirking and signaling creatures with the dullest or most fox-like expression and with heavily smeared lips and cheeks and blackened eyebrows, were ready to give themselves for one dollar, or even fifty cents, and this in the heart of this budding and prosperous West, a land flowing with milk and honey! What had brought that about so soon in a new, rich, healthy, forceful land  God? devil? or both working together toward a common end? Near at hand were huge and rapidly expanding industries. The streetcars and trains, morning and evening, were crowded with earnest, careful, saving, seeking, moderately well-dressed people who were presumably anxious to work and lay aside a competence and own a home. Then why was it that these others lived in such a hell? Was God to blame? Or society?

I could not solve it. This matter of being, with its differences, is permanently above the understanding of man, I fear.

I smiled as I thought of my fathers attitude to all this. There he was out on the west side demanding that all creatures of the world return to Christ and the Catholic Church, see clearly, whether they could or not, its grave import to their immortal souls; and here were these sows and termagants, wretched, filthy, greasy. And the men low-browed, ill-clad, rum-soaked, body-racked! Mere bags of bones, many of them, blue-nosed, scarlet-splotched, diseased  if God should get them what would He do with them? On the other hand, in the so-called better walks of life, there were so many strutting, contentious, self-opinionated swine-masters whose faces were maps of gross egoism and whose clothes were almost a blare of sound.

I think I said a little something of all this in the first newspaper special I ever wrote. It seemed to open the eyes of my superiors.

You know, Theodore, Maxwell observed to me as he read my copy the next morning between one and three, you have your faults, but you do know how to observe. You bring a fresh mind to bear on this stuff; anyhow I think maybe youre cut out to be a writer after all, not just an ordinary newspaper man. He lapsed into silence, and then at periods as he read he would exclaim: Jesus Christ! or Thats a hell of a world! Then he would fall foul of some turgid English and with a kind of malicious glee would cut and hack and restate and shake his head despairingly, until I was convinced that I had written the truckiest rot in the world. At the close, however, he arose, dusted his lap, lit a pipe and said: Well, I think youre nutty, but I believe youre a writer just the same. They ought to let you do more Sunday specials. And then he talked to me about phases of the Chicago he knew, contrasting it with a like section in San Francisco, where he had once worked.

A hell of a fine novel is going to be written about some of these things one of these days, he remarked; and from now on he treated me with such equality that I thought I must indeed be a very remarkable man.


CHAPTER XIII

THIS world of newspaper men who now received me on terms of social equality, who saw life from a purely opportunistic, and yet in the main sentimentally imaginative, viewpoint broadened me considerably and finally liberated me from moralistic and religionistic qualms. So many of them were hard, gallant adventurers without the slightest trace of the nervousness and terror of fortune which agitated me. They had been here, there, everywhere  San Francisco, Los Angeles, New York, Calcutta, London. They knew the ways of the newspaper world and to a limited extent the workings of society at large. The conventional-minded would have called them harsh, impracticable, impossible, largely because they knew nothing of trade, that great American standard of ability and force. Most of them, as I soon found, were like John Maxwell, free from notions as to how people were to act and what they were to think. To a certain extent they were confused by the general American passive acceptance of the Sermon on the Mount and the Beatitudes as governing principles, but in the main they were nearly all mistrustful of these things, and of conventional principles in general.

They did not believe, as I still did, that there was a fixed moral order in the world which one contravened at his peril. Heaven only knows where they had been or what they had seen, but they misdoubted the motives, professed or secret, of nearly every man. No man, apparently, was utterly and consistently honest, that is, no man in a powerful or dominant position; and but few were kind or generous or truly public-spirited. As I sat in the office between assignments, or foregathered with them at dinner or at midnight in some one of the many small restaurants frequented by newspaper men, I heard tales of all sorts of scandals: robberies, murders, fornications, incendiarisms, not only in low life but in our so-called high life. Most of these young men looked upon life as a fierce, grim struggle in which no quarter was either given or taken, and in which all men laid traps, lied, squandered, erred through illusion: a conclusion with which I now most heartily agree. The one thing I would now add is that the brigandage of the world is in the main genial and that in our hour of success we are all inclined to be more or less liberal and warm-hearted.

But at this time I was still sniffing about the Sermon on the Mount and the Beatitudes, expecting ordinary human flesh and blood to do and be those things. Hence the point of view of these men seemed at times a little horrific, at other times most tonic.

People make laws for other people to live up to, Maxwell once said to me, and in order to protect themselves in what they have. They never intend those laws to apply to themselves or to prevent them from doing anything they wish to do.

There was a youth whose wife believed that he did not drink. On two occasions within six weeks I was sent as envoy to inform his wife that he had suddenly been taken ill with indigestion and would soon be home. Then Maxwell and Brady would bundle him into a hack and send him off, one or two of us going along to help him into his house. So solemnly was all this done and so well did we play our parts that his wife believed it for a while  long enough for him to pull himself together a year later and give up drinking entirely. Another youth boasted that he was syphilitic and was curing himself with mercury; another there was whose joy it was to sleep in a house of prostitution every Saturday night, and so on. I tell these things not because I rejoice in them but merely to indicate the atmosphere into which I was thrown. Neither sobriety nor virtue nor continence nor incontinence was either a compelling or preventive cause of either success or failure or had anything to do with true newspaper ability; rather men succeeded by virtue of something that was not intimately related to any of these. If one could do anything which the world really wanted it would not trouble itself so much about ones private life.

Another change that was being brought about in me was that which related to my personal opinion of myself, the feeling I was now swiftly acquiring that after all I amounted to something, was somebody. A special or two that I wrote, thanks largely to Maxwells careful schooling, brought me to the forefront among those of the staff who were writing for the Sunday supplement. A few news stories fell to my lot and I handled them with a freedom which won me praise on all sides. Not that I felt at the time that I was writing them so well or differently as that I was most earnestly concerned to state what I saw or felt or believed. I even essayed a few parables of my own, mild, poetic commentaries on I scarcely recall what, which Maxwell scanned with a scowling eye at first but later deigned to publish, affixing the signature of Carl Dreiser because he had decided to nickname me Carl. This grieved me, for I was dying to see my own name in print; but when they appeared I had the audacity to call upon the family and show them, boasting of my sudden rise in the world and saying that I had used the name Carl as a compliment to a nephew.

During this time I was taking a rather lofty hand with Alice because of my great success, unmindful of the fact that I had been boasting for months that I was connected with one of the best of the local papers and telling her that I did not think it so wonderful. But now I began to think that I was to be called to much higher realms, and solemnly asked myself if I should ever want to marry. A number of things helped to formulate this question in me. For one thing, I had no sooner been launched into general assignments than one afternoon, in seeking for the pictures of a group of girls who had taken part in some summer-night festival, I encountered one who seemed to be interested in me, a little blonde of about my own age, very sleek and dreamy. She responded to my somewhat timid advances when I called on her and condescended to smile as she gave me her photograph. I drew close to her and attempted a flirtation, to which she was not averse, and on parting I asked if I might call some afternoon or evening, hoping to crowd it in with my work. She agreed, and for several Sundays and week-nights I was put to my utmost resources to keep my engagements and do my work, for the newspaper profession that I knew, tolerated neither week-days nor Sundays off. I had to take an assignment and shirk it in part or telephone that I was delayed and could not come at all. Thus early even I began to adopt a cavalier attitude toward this very exacting work. Twice I took her to a theater, once to an organ recital, and once for a stroll in Jackson Park; by which time she seemed inclined to yield to my blandishments to the extent of permitting me to put my arms about her and even to kiss her, protesting always that I was wanton and forward and that she did not know whether she cared for me so much or not. Charming as she was, I did not feel that I should care for her very much. She was beautiful but too lymphatic, too carefully reared. Her mother, upon hearing of me, looked into the fact of whether I was truly connected with the Globe and then cautioned her daughter to be careful about making new friends. I saw that I was not welcome at that house and thereafter met her slyly. I might have triumphed in this case had I been so minded and possessed of a little more courage, but as I feared that I should have to undergo a long courtship with marriage at the end of it, my ardor cooled. Because she was new to me and comfortably stationed and better dressed than either Alice or N  had ever been, I esteemed her more highly, made invidious comparisons from a material point of view, and wished that I could marry some such well-placed girl without assuming all the stern obligations of matrimony.

During the second month of my work on the Globe there arrived on the scene a man who was destined to have a very marked effect on my career. He was a tall, dark, broadshouldered, slender-legged individual of about forty-five or fifty, with a shock of curly black hair and a burst of smugglerlike whiskers. He was truly your Bret Harte gold-miner type, sloven, red-eyed at times, but amazingly intelligent and genial, reminding me not a little of my brother Rome in his best hours. He wore a long dusty, brownish-black frockcoat and a pair of black trousers specked, gummed, shined and worn by tobacco, food, liquor and rough usage. His feet were incased in wide-toed shoes of the old boot-leather variety, and the swirl of Jovian locks and beard was surmounted by a wide-brimmed black hat such as Kentucky colonels were wont to affect. His nose and cheeks were tinted a fiery red by much drinking, the nose having a veinous, bulbous, mottled and strawberry texture.

This man was John T. McEnnis, a well-known middle-West newspaper man of that day, a truly brilliant writer whose sole fault was that he drank too much. Originally from St. Louis, the son of a well-known politician there, he had taken up journalism as the most direct avenue to fame and fortune. At forty-five he found himself a mere hanger-on in this profession, tossed from job to job because of his weakness, his skill equaled if not outrivaled by that of younger men! It was commonly said that he could drink more and stand it better than any other man in Chicago.

Why, he cant begin to work unless hes had three or four drinks to limber him up, Harry Dunlap once said to me. He has to have six or seven more to get through till evening. He did not say how many were required to carry him on until midnight, but I fancy he must have consumed at least a half dozen more. He was in a constant state of semi-intoxication, which was often skillfully concealed.

During my second month on the Globe McEnnis was made city editor in place of Sullivan, who had gone to a better paper. Later he was made managing editor. I learned from Maxwell that he was well known in Chicago newspaper circles for his wit, his trenchant editorial pen, and that once he had been considered the most brilliant newspaper editor in St. Louis. He had a small, spare, intellectual wife, very homely and very dowdy, who still adored him and had suffered God knows what to be permitted to live with him.

The first afternoon I saw him sitting in the city editorial chair I was very much afraid of him and of my future. He looked raucous and uncouth, and Maxwell had told me that new editors usually brought in new men. As it turned out, however, much to my astonishment, he took an almost immediate fancy to me which ripened into a kind of fatherly affection and even, if you will permit me humbly to state a fact, a kind of adoration. Indeed he swelled my head by the genial and hearty manner in which almost at once he took me under his guidance and furthered my career as rapidly as he could, the while he borrowed as much of my small salary as he could. Please do not think that I begrudged this then or that I do now. I owe him more than a dozen such salaries borrowed over a period of years could ever repay. My one grief is, that I had so little to give him in return for the very great deal he did for me.

The incident from which this burst of friendship seemed to take its rise was this. One day shortly after he arrived he gave me a small clipping concerning a girl on the south side who had run away or had been kidnaped from one of the dreariest homes it has ever been my lot to see. The girl was a hardy Irish creature of about sixteen. A neighborhood street boy had taken her to some wretched dive in South Clark Street and seduced her. Her mother, an old, Irish Catholic woman whom I found bending over a washtub when I called, was greatly exercised as to what had become of her daughter, of whom she had heard nothing since her disappearance. The police had been informed, and from clews picked up by a detective I learned the facts first mentioned. The mother wept into her wash as she told me of the death of her husband a few years before, of a boy who had been injured in such a way that he could not work, and now this girl, her last hope      

From a newspaper point of view there was nothing much to the story, but I decided to follow it to the end. I found the house to which the boy had taken the girl, but they had just left. I found the parents of the youth, simple, plain working people, who knew nothing of his whereabouts. Something about the wretched little homes of both families, the tumbledown neighborhoods, the poverty and privation which would ill become a pretty sensuous girl, impelled me to write it out as I saw and felt it. I hurried back to the office that afternoon and scribbled out a kind of slum romance, which in the course of the night seemed to take the office by storm. Maxwell, who read it, scowled at first, then said it was interesting, and then fine.

Carl, he interpolated at one point as he read, youre letting your youthful romantic mood get the best of you, I see. This will never do, Carl. Read Schopenhauer, my boy, read Schopenhauer.

The city editor picked it up when he returned, intending, I presume, to see if there was any sign of interest in the general introduction; finding something in it to hold him, he read on carefully to the end, as I could see, for I was not a dozen feet away and could see what he was reading. When he finished he looked over at me and then called me to come to him.

I want to say to you, he said, that you have just done a fine piece of writing. I dont go much on this kind of story, dont believe in it as a rule for a daily paper, but the way you have handled this is fine. Youre young yet, and if you just keep yourself well in hand you have a future.

Thereafter he became very friendly, asked me out one lunch-time to have a drink, borrowed a dollar and told me of some of the charms and wonders of journalistic work in St. Louis and elsewhere. He thought the Globe was too small a paper for me, that I ought to get on a larger one, preferably in another city, and suggested how valuable would be a period of work on the St. Louis Globe-Democrat, of which he had once been city editor.

You havent any idea how much you need all this, he said. Youre young and inexperienced, and a great paper like the Globe-Democrat or the New York Sun starts a boy off right. I would like to see you go first to St. Louis, and then to New York. Dont settle down anywhere yet, dont drink, and dont get married, whatever you do. A wife will be a big handicap to you. You have a future, and Im going to help you if I can. Then he borrowed another dollar and left me.


CHAPTER XIV

TAKEN up by this man in this way and with Maxwell as my literary guide and mentor still, I could not help but prosper to an extent at this task, and I did. I cannot recall now all the things that I was called upon to do, but one of the things that shortly after the arrival of McEnnis was assigned to me and that eventually brought my Chicago newspaper career to a close in a sort of blaze of glory as I saw it, at least, was a series of articles or rather a campaign to close a group of fake auction shops which were daily fleecing hundreds by selling bogus watches, jewelry, diamonds and the like, yet which were licensed by the city and from which the police were deriving a very handsome revenue. Although so new at this work the task was placed in my hands as a regular daily assignment by Mr. McEnnis with the comment that I must make something out of it, whether or not I thought I could put a news punch in it and close these places. That would be a real newspaper victory and ought to do me some good with my chief the managing editor. Campaigns of this kind are undertaken not in a spirit of righteousness as a rule but because of public pressure or a wish to increase circulation and popularity; yet in this case no such laudable or excusable intent could be alleged.



This paper was controlled by John B. MacDonald, an Irish politician, gambler, racer of horses, and the owner of a string of local houses of prostitution, saloons and gambling dens, all of which brought him a large income and made him influential politically. Recently he had fallen on comparatively difficult days. His reputation as a shady character had become too widespread. The pharisees and influential men generally who had formerly profited by his favor now found it expedient to pass by on the other side. Public sentiment against him had been aroused by political attacks on the part of one newspaper and another that did not belong to his party. The last election having been lost to him, the police and other departments of the city were now supposed to work in harmony to root out his vile though profitable vice privileges.

Everybody knows how these things work. Some administration attacks were made upon his privileges, whereupon, not finding suitable support in the papers of his own party in the city, they having axes of their own to grind, he had started a paper of his own, the Globe. He had brought on a capable newspaper man from New York, who was doing his best to make of the paper something which would satisfy MacDonalds desire for circulation and influence while he lined his own pockets against a rainy day. For this reason, no doubt, our general staff was underpaid, though fairly capable. During my stay the police and other departments, under the guidance of Republican politicians and newspapers, were making an attack on Mr. MacDonalds preserves; to which he replied by attacking through the medium of the Globe anything and everything he thought would do his rivals harm. Among these were a large number of these same mock auction shops in the downtown section. Evidently the police were deriving a direct revenue from these places, for they let them severely alone but since the administration was now anti-MacDonald and these were not Mr. MacDonalds property nothing was left undone by us to stop this traffic. We charged, and it was true, that though victims daily appeared before the police to complain that they had been swindled and to ask for restitution, nothing was done by the police.

I cannot now recall what it was about my treatment of these institutions that aroused so much interest in the office and made me into a kind of Globe hero. I was innocent of all knowledge of the above complications which I have just described when I started, and almost as innocent when I concluded. Nevertheless now daily at ten in the morning and again in the afternoon I went to one or another of these shops, listened to the harangue of the noisy barkers, saw tin-gilt jewelry knocked down to unsuspecting yokels from the South and West who stood open-mouthed watching the hypnotizing movements of the auctioneers hands as he waved a glistering gem or watch in front of them and expatiated on the beauties and perfections of the article he was compelled to part from for a song. These places were not only deceptions and frauds in what they pretended to sell but also gathering-places for thieves, pick-pockets, footpads who, finding some deluded bystander to be possessed of a watch, pin or roll of money other than that from which he was parted by the auctioneer or his associates, either then and there by some legerdemain robbed him or followed him into a dark street and knocked him down and did the same. At this time Chicago was notorious for this sort of thing, and it was openly charged in the Globe and elsewhere that the police connived at and thrived by the transactions.

My descriptions of what was going on, innocent and matter of fact as they were at first and devoid of guile or make-believe, so pleased Mr. McEnnis beyond anything I had previously done that he was actually fulsome and yet at the same time mandatory and restraining in his compliments. I have no desire to praise myself at this time. Such things and so much that seemed so important then have since become trivial beyond words but it is only fair to state that he was seemingly immensely pleased and amused as was Maxwell.

Upon my word, I once heard him exclaim, as he read one of my daily effusions. The rascals. Who would think that such scamps would be allowed to run at large in a city like this! They certainly ought to be in jail. Every one of them. And the police along with them. Then he chuckled, slapped his knee and finally came over and made some inquiries in regard to a certain dealer whom I had chanced to picture. I was cautioned against overstating anything; also against detection and being beaten up by those whom I was offending. For I noticed after the first day or two that the barkers of some of the shops occasionally studied me curiously or ceased their more shameful effronteries in my presence and produced something of more value. The facts which my articles presented, however, finally began to attract a little attention to the paper. Either because the paper sold better or because this was an excellent club wherewith to belabor his enemies, the publisher now decided to call the attention of the public via the billboards, to what was going on in our columns, and McEnnis himself undertook to frighten the police into action by swearing out warrants against the different owners of the shops and thus compelling them to take action.

I became the center of a semi-literary, semi-public reform hubbub. The principal members of the staff assured me that the articles were forceful in fact and color and highly amusing. One day, by way of the license bureau and with the aid of McEnnis, I secured the names of the alleged owners and managers of nearly all of these shops and thereafter attacked them by name, describing them just as they were, where they lived, how they made their money, etc. In company with a private detective and several times with McEnnis, I personally served warrants of arrest, accompanied the sharpers to police headquarters, where they were immediately released on bail, and then ran to the office to write out my impressions of all I had seen, repeating conversations as nearly as I could remember, describing uncouth faces and bodies of crooks, policemen and detectives, and by sly innuendo indicating what a farce and sham was the whole seeming interest of the police.

One day McEnnis and I called on the chief of police, demanding to know why he was so indifferent to our crusade and the facts we put before him. To my youthful amazement and enlightenment he shook his fist in our faces and exclaimed: You can go to the devil, and so can the Globe! I know whos back of this campaign, and why. Well, go on and play your little game! Shout all you want to. Whos going to listen to you? You havent any circulation. Youre not going to make a mark of me, and youre not going to get me fired out of here for not performing my duty. Your paper is only a dirty political rag without any influence.

Is it! taunted McEnnis. Well, you just wait and see. I think youll change your mind as to that, and we stalked solemnly out.

And in the course of time he did change his mind. Some of the fakers had to be arrested and fined and their places closed up, and the longer we talked and exposed the worse it became for them. Finally a dealer approached me one morning and offered me an eighteen-carat gold watch, to be selected by me from any jewelry store in the city and paid for by him, if I would let his store alone. I refused. Another, a dark, dusty, most amusing little Jew, offered me a diamond pin, insisting upon sticking it in my cravat, and said: Go see! Go see! Ask any jeweler what he thinks, if that aint a real stone! If it aint  if he says no  bring it back to me and Ill give you a hundred dollars in cash for it. Dont you mention me no more now. Be a nice young feller now. Im a hard-workin man just like anybody else. I run a honest place.

I carried the pin back to the office and gave it to McEnnis. He stared at me in amazement.

Why did you do this? he exclaimed. You shouldnt have taken this, at all. It may get the paper in trouble. They may have had witnesses to this  but maybe not. Perhaps this fellow is just trying to protect himself. Anyway, were going to take this thing back to him and dont take anything more, do you hear, money or anything. You cant do that sort of thing. If I didnt think you were honest Id fire you right now.

He took me into the office of the editor-in-chief, who looked at me with still, gray-blue eyes and listened to my story. He dismissed me and talked with McEnnis for a while. When the latter came out he exclaimed triumphantly: He sees that youre honest, all right, and hes tickled to death. Now well take this pin back, and then youll write out the whole story just as it happened.

On the way we went to a magistrate to swear out a charge of attempted bribery against this man, and later in the same day I went with the detective to serve the warrant. To myself I seemed to be swimming in a delicious sea of life. What a fine thing life is! I thought. Here I am getting along famously because I can write. Soon I will get more money, and maybe some day people will begin to hear of me. I will get a fine reputation in the newspaper world.

Thanks to this vigorous campaign, of which McEnnis was the inspiration and guiding spirit, all these auction shops were eventually closed. In so much at least John B. MacDonald had achieved a revenge.

As for myself, I felt that there must be some serious and favorable change impending for me; and true enough, within a fortnight after this the change came. I had noticed that McEnnis had become more and more friendly. He introduced me to his wife one day when she was in the office and told her in my presence what splendid work I was doing. Often he would take me to lunch or to a saloon for drinks (for which I would pay), and would then borrow a dollar or two or three, no part of which he ever returned. He lectured me on the subject of study, urging me to give myself a general education by reading, attending lectures and the like. He wanted me to look into painting, music, sculpture. As he talked the blood would swirl in my head, and I kept thinking what a brilliant career must be awaiting me. One thing he did was to secure me a place on the St. Louis Globe-Democrat.

Just at this time a man whose name I have forgotten  Leland, I think  the Washington correspondent of the St. Louis Globe-Democrat, came to Chicago to report the preliminary preparations for the great Worlds Fair which was to open the following spring. Already the construction of a number of great buildings in Jackson Park had been begun, and the newspapers throughout the country were on the alert as to its progress. Leland, as I may as well call him, a cool, capable observer and writer, was an old friend of McEnnis. McEnnis introduced me to him and made an impassioned plea in my behalf for an opportunity for me to do some writing for the Globe-Democrat in St. Louis under his direction. The idea was to get this man to allow me to do some Worlds Fair work for him, on the side, in addition to my work on the Globe, and then later to persuade Joseph B. McCullagh of the former paper to make a place for me in St. Louis.

As you see, he said when he introduced me, hes a mere boy without any experience, but he has the makings of a first-rate newspaper man. Im sure of it. Now, Henry, as a favor to me, I want you to help him. Youre close to Mac (Joseph B. McCullagh, editor-in-chief of the St. Louis Globe-Democrat), and hes just the man this boy ought to go to get his training. Dreiser has just completed a fine piece of journalistic work for me. Hes closed up the fake auction shops here, and I want to reward him. He only gets fifteen a week here, and I cant do anything for him in Chicago just now. You write and ask Mac to take him on down there, and Ill write also and tell him how I feel about it.

The upshot of this was that I was immediately taken into the favor of Mr. Leland, given some easy gossip writing to do, which netted me sixteen dollars the week for three weeks in addition to the fifteen I earned on the Globe. At the end of that time, some correspondence having ensued between the editor of the Globe-Democrat and his two Chicago admirers, I one day received a telegram which read:

You may have reportorial position on this paper at twenty dollars a week, beginning next Monday. Wire reply.

I stood in the dusty little Globe office and stared at this, wondering what so great an opportunity portended. Only six months before I had been jobless and hanging about this back door; here I was tonight with as much as fifty dollars in my pocket, a suit of good clothes on my back, good shoes, a good hat and overcoat. I had learned how to write and was already classed here as a star reporter. I felt as though life were going to do wonderful and beautiful things for me. I thought of Alice, that now I should have to leave her and this familiar and now comfortable Chicago atmosphere, and then I went over to McEnnis to ask him what I ought to do.

When he read the telegram he said: This is the best chance that could possibly come to you. You will be working on one of the greatest papers and under one of the greatest editors that ever lived. Make the most of your chance. Go? Of course go! Lets see  its Tuesday; our regular week ends Friday. You hand in your resignation now, to take effect then, and go Sunday. Ill give you some letters that will help you, and he at once turned to his desk and wrote out a series of instructions and recommendations.

That night, and for four days after, until I took the train for St. Louis, I walked on air. I was going away. I was going out in the world to make my fortune. Withal I was touched by the pathos of the fact that life and youth and everything which now glimmered about me so hopefully was, for me as well as for every other living individual, insensibly slipping away.


CHAPTER XV

THIS sudden decision to terminate my newspaper life in Chicago involved the problem of what to do about Alice. During these spring and summer days I had been amusing myself with her, imagining sometimes, because of her pretty face and figure and her soft clinging ways, that I was in love with her. By the lakes and pagodas of Chicagos parks, on the lake shore at Lincoln Park where the white sails were to be seen, in Alices cozy little room with the windows open and the lights out, or of a Sunday morning when her parents were away visiting and she was preparing my breakfast and flouring her nose and chin in the attempt  how happy we were! How we frivoled and kissed and made promises to ourselves concerning the future! We were like two children at times, and for a while I half decided that I would marry her. In a little while we were going everywhere together and she was planning her wedding trousseau, the little fineries she would have when we were married. We were to live on the south side near the lake in a tiny apartment. She described to me the costume she would wear, which was to be of satin of an ivory shade, with laces, veils, slippers and stockings to match.

But as spring wore on and I grew so restless I began to think not so much less of Alice as more of myself. I never saw her as anything but beautiful, tender, a delicate, almost perfect creature for some one to love and cherish. Once we went hand-in-hand over the lawns of Jackson Park of a Sunday afternoon. She was enticing in a new white flannel dress and dark blue hat. The day was warm and clear and a convoy of swans was sailing grandly about the little lake. We sat down and watched them and the ducks, the rowers in green, blue and white boats, with the white pagoda in the center of the lake reflected in the water. All was colorful, gay.

Oh, Dorse, she said at one place, with a little gasping sigh which moved me by its pathos, isnt it lovely?

Beautiful.

We are so happy when we are together, arent we?

Yes.

Oh, I wish we were married! If we just had a little place of our own! You could come home to me, and I could make you such nice things.

I promised her happy days to come, but even as I said it I knew it would not be. I did not think I could build a life on my salary... I did not know that I wanted to. Life was too wide and full. She seemed to sense something of this from the very beginning, and clung close to me now as we walked, looking up into my eyes, smiling almost sadly. As the hours slipped away into dusk and the hush of evening suggested change and the end of many things she sighed again.

Oh, Dorse, she said as we reached her doorstep, if we could just be together always and never part!

We will be, I said, but I did not believe my own words.

It was on this spring night that she attempted to persuade me, not by words or any great craft but merely by a yielding pressure, to take her and make her fully mine. I fancy she thought that if she yielded to me physically and found herself with child my sympathy would cause me to marry her. We in her own home threw some pillows on the floor, and there in my arms she kissed and hugged me, begging me to love her; but I had not the wish. I did not think that I ought to do that thing, then.

It was after this that the upward turn of my fortunes began. I was involved in the mock auction war for over three weeks and for two weeks following that with my buzzing dreams of leaving Chicago. In this rush of work, and in paying some attentions to Miss Winstead, I neglected Alice shamefully, once for ten days, not calling at her house or store or writing her a note. One Sunday morning, troubled about me and no doubt heartsick, she attended the ethical culture lecture in the Grand Theater, where I often went. On coming out she met me and I greeted her affectionately, but she only looked at me with sad and reproachful eyes and said: Oh, Dorse, you dont really care any more, do you? Youre just a little sorry when you see me. Well, you neednt come any more. Im going back to Harry. Im only too glad that I can.

She admitted that, misdoubting me, she had never dropped him entirely but had kept him calling occasionally. This angered me and I said to myself: What is she that I should worry over her? Imagine. And this double-dealing, essential as it was then, cut me to the quick, although I had been doing as much and more. When I thought it out I knew that she was entitled to protect herself against so uncertain a love as mine. Even then I could have taken her  she practically asked me to  but I offered reasons and excuses for delay. I went away both angry and sad, and the following Sunday, having received the telegram from St. Louis, I left without notifying her. Indeed I trifled about on this score debating with myself until Saturday night, when McEnnis asked me to go to dinner with him; afterwards when I hurried to her home she was not there. This angered me groundlessly, even though I knew she never expected me any more of a Saturday night. I returned to my room, disconsolate and gloomy, packed my belongings and then decided that I would go back after midnight and knock at her door. Remembering that my train left at seven-thirty next morning and having no doubt that she was off with my rival, I decided to punish her. After all, I could come back if I wished, or she could come to me. I wrote her a note, then went to bed and slept fitfully until six-thirty, when I arose and hurried to make my train. In a little while I was off, speeding through those wide flat yards which lay adjacent to her home, and with my nose pressed against the window, a driving rain outside, I could see the very windows and steps by which we had so often sat. My heart sank and I ached. I decided at once to write her upon my arrival in St. Louis and beg her to come  not to become my wife perhaps but my mistress. I brooded gloomily all day as I sped southward, picturing myself as a lorn youth without money, home, family, love, anything. I tried to be sad, thinking at the same time what wonderful things might not be going to befall me. But I was leaving Alice! I was leaving Chicago, my home, all that was familiar and dear! I felt as though I could not stand it, as though when I reached St. Louis I should take the next train and return.


CHAPTER XVI

THE time was November, 1892. St. Louis, as I stepped off the train that Sunday evening, after leaving Chicago in cold dreary state, seemed a warmer clime. The air was soft, almost balmy; but St. Louis could be cold enough too, as I soon discovered. The station, then at Twelfth and Poplar (the new Union Station at Eighteenth and Market was then building), an antiquated affair of brick and stone, with the tracks stretching in rows in front of it and reached by board walks laid at right angles to them, seemed unspeakably shabby and inconvenient to me after the better ones of Chicago. St. Louis, I said to myself, was not as good as Chicago. Chicago was rough, powerful, active; St. Louis was sleepy and slow. This was due, however, to the fact that I entered it of a Sunday evening and all its central portion was still. Contrasted with Chicago it was not a metropolis at all. While rich and successful it was a creature of another mood and of slower growth. I learned in time to like it very much, but for the things that set it apart from other cities, not for the things by which it sought to rival them.

But on that evening how dull and commonplace it seemed  how slow after the wave-like pulsation of energy that appeared to shake the very air of Chicago.

I made my way to a hotel called The Silver Moon, recommended to me by my mentor and sponsor, where one could get a room for a dollar, a meal for twenty-five cents. Outside of Joseph B. McCullagh, editor of the Globe-Democrat, and Edmond ONeill, former editor of the Republic to whom I bore a letter, there was no one to whom I might commend myself. I did not care. I was in a strange city at last! I was out in the world now really, away from my family. My great interest was in life as a spectacle, this singing, rhythmic, mystic state in which I found myself. Life, the great sea! Life, the wondrous, colorful riddle!

After eating a bite in the almost darkened restaurant of this hotel I at once went out into Pine Street and stared at the street-cars, yellow, red, orange, green, brown, labeled Choteau Avenue, Tower Grove, Jefferson Avenue, Carondelet. My first business was to find the Globe-Democrat building, a prosperous eight-story brownstone and brick affair standing at Sixth and Pine. I stared at this building in the night, looking through the great plate glass windows at an onyx-lined office, and finally went in and bought a Sunday paper.

I went to my room and studied this paper  then slept, thinking of my coming introduction in the morning. I was awakened by the clangor of countless cars. Going to the stationary washstand I was struck at once by the yellowness of the water, a dark yellowish-brown, which deposited a yellow sediment in the glass. Was that the best St. Louis could afford? I asked myself in youthful derision. I drank it just the same, went down to breakfast and then out into the city to see what I should see. I bought a Globe-Democrat (a Republican party paper, by the way: an anachronism of age and change of ownership) and a Republic, the one morning Democratic paper, and then walked to Sixth and Pine to have another look at the building in which I was to work. I wandered along Broadway and Fourth Street, the street of the old courthouse; sought out the Mississippi River and stared at it, that vast river lying between banks of yellow mud; then I went back to the office of the Globe-Democrat, for it was nearing the time when its editor-in-chief might choose to put in an appearance.

Joseph B. McCullagh (Little Mac of Eugene Fields verse) was a short, thick, aggressive, rather pugnacious and defensive person of Irish extraction. He was short, sturdy, Napoleonic, ursine rather than leonine. I was instantly drawn and thrown back by his stiff reserve. A negro elevator boy had waved me along a marble hall on the seventh floor to a room at the end, where I was met by an office boy who took in my name and then ushered me into the great mans presence. I found him at a roll-top desk in a minute office, and he was almost buried in discarded newspapers. I learned afterward that he would never allow these to be removed until he was all but crowded out. I was racked with nervousness. Whatever high estimate I had conceived of myself had oozed out by the time I reached his door. I was now surveyed by keen gray Irish eyes from under bushy brows.

Um, yuss! Um, yuss! was all he deigned to say. See Mr. Mitchell in the city-room, Mr. Mitchell  um, yuss. Your salary will be  um  um  twenty dollars to begin with (he was chewing a cigar and mumbled his words), and he turned to his papers.

Not a word, not a sign, that he knew I had ever written a line worth while. I returned to the handsome city-room, and found only empty desks. I sat down and waited fully three-quarters of an hour, examining old papers and staring out of the windows over the roofs until Mr. Mitchell appeared.

Like his employer, he was thick-set, a bigger man physically but less attractive. He had a round, closely-cropped head and a severe and scowling expression. He reminded me of Squeers in Nicholas Nickleby. A savage fat man  can anything be worse? He went to his desk with a quick stride when he entered, never noticing me. When I approached and explained who I was and why I was there he scarcely gave me a glance.

The afternoon assignments wont be ready till twelve-thirty, he commented drily. Better take a seat in the next room.

It was then only eleven-thirty, and I went into the next room and waited. It was empty but deliciously warm on this chilly day. How different from McEnnis, I thought. Evidently being called to a newspaper by telegram was not to be interpreted as auguring that one was to lie on a bed of roses.

A little bit afraid to leave for this hour, in case he might call, I hung about the two windows of this room staring at the new city. How wonderful it seemed, now this morning, after the quiet of the night before, how strong and forceful in this November air. The streets and sky were full of smoke; there was a clangor of street-car gongs below and the rumble of endless trucks. A block or two away loomed up a tall building of the newer order, twelve stories at least. Most of the buildings were small, old family dwellings turned into stores. I wondered about the life of the city, its charms, its prospects. What did it hold for me? How long would I remain here? Would this paper afford me any real advancement? Could I make a great impression and rise?

As I was thus meditating several newspaper men came in. One was a short bustling fellow with a golden-brown mustache and a shock of curly brown hair, whose name I subsequently learned was Hazard  a fitting name for a newspaper reporter. He wore a fedora hat, a short cream-colored overcoat which had many wrinkles about the skirts in the back, and striped trousers. He came in with a brisk air, slightly skipping his feet as he walked, and took a desk, which was nothing more than a segment of one long desk fastened to the wall and divided by varnished partitions of light oak. As soon as he was seated he opened a drawer and took out a pipe, which he briskly filled and lighted, and then began to examine some papers he had in his pockets. I liked his looks.

There sauntered in next a pale creature in a steel-gray suit of not too new a look, who took a seat directly opposite the first corner. His left hand, in a brown glove, hung at his side; apparently it was of wood or stuffed leather. Later there arrived a negro of very intellectual bearing, who took a seat next the second arrival; then a stout, phlegmatic-looking man with dark eyes, dark hair and skin, which gave me a feeling of something saturnine in his disposition. The next arrival was a small skippity man, bustling about like a little mouse, and having somewhat of a mousy look in his eyes, who seemed to be attached to the main city editorial room in some capacity.

A curious company gradually filed in, fourteen or fifteen all told. I gave up trying to catalogue them and turned to look out the window. The little bustling creature came through the room several times, looked at me without deigning to speak however, and finally put his head in at the door and whispered to the attendant group: The books ready. At this there was an immediate stir, nearly all of the men got up and one by one they filed into the next room. Assuming that they were going to consult the assignment book, I followed, but my name was not down. In Chicago my city editor usually called each individual to him in person; here each man was supposed to discover his assignment from a written page. I returned to the reporters room when I found my name was not down, wondering what I should be used for.

The others were not long gone before I was sought by the mouse  Hugh Keller Hartung by name  who whispered: The city editor wants to see you; and then for the second time I faced this gloomy man, whom I had already begun not only to dislike but to fear. He was dark and savage, in his mood to me at least, whether unconsciously so or not I do not know. His broad face, set with a straight full nose and a wide thin-lipped mouth, gave him a frozen Cromwellian outline. He seemed a queer, unliterary type to be attached to so remarkable a journalist as McCullagh.

Theres been some trouble down at this number, he said, handing me a slip of paper on which an address was written. A fight, I think. See if you can find out anything about it.

I hurried out, immensely relieved to get into the fresh air of the city. I finally made my way to the place, only to find a vacant lot. Thinking there might be some mistake, I went to the nearest police station and inquired. Nothing was known. Fearing to fall down on my first assignment, I returned to the lot, but could learn nothing. Gradually it began to dawn upon me that this might be merely a trial assignment, a bright idea of the frowning fat man, a bearings-finder. I had already conceived a vast contempt for him, a stumbling-block in my path, I thought. No wonder he came to hate me, as I learned afterward he did.

I wandered back through the city, looking at the strange little low houses (it was the region between the river and North Broadway, about a mile above the courthouse), and marveling at the darksome character of the stores. Never in my life had I seen such old buildings, all brick and all crowded together, with solid wood or iron shutters, modeled after those of France from whence its original settlers came and having something of the dourness of the poorer quarters of Paris about them, and windows composed of very small panes of glass, evidences of the influence of France, I am sure. Their interiors seemed so dark, so redolent of an old-time life. The streets also appeared old-fashioned with their cobblestones, their twists and turns and the very little space that lay between the curbs. I felt as though the people must be different from those in Chicago, less dynamic, less aggressive.

When I reached the office I found that the city editor, Mr. Mitchell, had gone. The little mousy individual was at one of the parti-divisions of the wall desk, near Mr. Mitchells big one, diving into a mass of copy the while he scratched his ear or trifled with his pencil or jumped mousily about in his seat.

Is Mr. Mitchell about? I inquired.

No, replied the other briskly; he never gets in much before four oclock. Anything you want to know? Im his assistant.

He did not dare say assistant city editor; his superior would not have tolerated one.

He sent me out to this place, but its only a vacant lot.

Did you look all around the neighborhood? Sometimes you can get news of these things in the neighborhood, you know, when you cant get it right at the spot. I often do that.

Yes, I answered. I inquired all about there.

It would be just like Tobe to send you out there, though, he went on feverishly and timidly, just to break you in. He does things like that. Youre the new man from Chicago, arent you  Dreiser?

Yes, but how did you know?

He said you were coming, he replied, jerking his left thumb over his shoulder. My names Hartung, Hugh Keller Hartung.

He was so respectful, almost fearsome in his references to his superior that I could not help smiling. Now that I had my bearings, I did not feel so keenly about Mr. Mitchell. He seemed dull.

I suppose youll find St. Louis a little slower than Chicago, he went on, but we have some of the biggest newspaper stories here you ever saw. You remember the Preller Trunk Mystery, dont you, and that big Missouri-Pacific train robbery last year?

I recalled both distinctly. Is that so? I commented, thinking of my career in Chicago and hoping for a duplication of it here.

Heavy steps were heard in the hall just outside, and Mr. Hartung jumped to his work like a frightened mouse; on the instant his head was fairly pulled down between his shoulders and his nose pressed over his work. He seemed to shrivel and shrink, and I wondered why. I went into the next room just as Mr. Tobias Mitchell entered. When I explained that the address he had given me was a vacant lot he merely looked up at me quizzically, suspiciously.

Couldnt find it, eh? Somebody must have given me the wrong tip. Wait in the next room. Ill call you when I want you.

I returned to that empty room, from which I could hear the industrious pencil of Mr. Hartung and the occasional throatclearing cough of Mr. Mitchell brooding among his papers.


CHAPTER XVII

THIS reporters room, for all its handsome furnishings, never took on an agreeable atmosphere to me; it was too gloomy  and solely because of the personality next door. The room was empty when I entered, but in a short while an old drunken railroad reporter with a red nose came in and sat down in a corner seat, taking no notice of me. I read the morning paper and waited. The room gradually filled up, and all went at once to their desks and began to write industriously. I felt very much out of tune; a reporters duty at this hour of the night was to write.

However, I made the best of my time reading, and finally went out to supper alone, returning as quickly as possible in case there should be an assignment for me. When I returned I found my name on the book and I set out to interview a Chicago minister who was visiting in the city. Evidently this city editor thought it would be easier for me to interview a Chicago minister than any other. I found my man, after some knocking at wrong doors, and got nothing worth a stick  mere religious drive  and returned with my story, which was never used.

While I was writing it up, however, the youth of the Jovian curls returned from an assignment, hung up his little wrinkled overcoat and sat down in great comfort next me. His evenings work was apparently futile for he took out his pipe, rapped it sonorously on his chair, lighted it and then picked up an evening paper.

Whats doing, Jock, up at police headquarters? called the little man over his shoulder.

Nothing much, Bob, replied the other, without looking up.

By jing, you police reporters have a cinch! jested the first. All you do is sit around up there at headquarters and get the news off the police blotters, while we poor devils are chasing all over town. We have to earn our money. His voice had a peculiarly healthy, gay and bantering ring to it.

Thats no joke, put in a long, lean, spectacled individual who was sitting in another corner. Ive been tramping all over south St. Louis, looking for a confounded robbery story.

Well, youve got long legs, Benson, retorted the jovial Hazard. You can stand it. Now Im not so well fixed that way. Bellairs, there, ought to be given a chance at that. He wouldnt be getting so fat, by jing!

The one called Jock also answered to the name of Bellairs.

You people dont do so much, he replied, grinning cheerfully. If you had my job you wouldnt be sitting here reading a newspaper. It takes work to be a police reporter.

Is that so? queried the little man banteringly. You re proof of it, I suppose? Why, you never did a good days work in your life!

Give us a match, Bob, and shut up, grinned the other. Youre too noisy. Ive got a lot of work ahead of me yet tonight.

I got your work! Is she over sixteen? Wish I had your job.

Jock folded up some copy paper and put it into his pocket and walked into the next room, where the little assistant was toiling away over the nights grist of news.

I still sat there, looking curiously on.

Its pretty tough, said the spirited Hazard, turning to me, to go out on an assignment and then get nothing. Id rather work hard over a good story any day, wouldnt you?

Thats the way I feel about it, I replied. Its not much fun, sitting around. By the way, do you know whose desk this is? Ive been sitting at it all evening.

It doesnt belong to anybody at present. You might as well take it if you like it. Theres a vacant one over there next to Bensons, if you like that better. He waved toward the tall awkward scribe in the corner.

This is good enough, I replied.

Take your choice. Theres no trouble about desks just now. The staffs way down anyhow. Youre a stranger here, arent you?

Yes; I only came down from Chicago yesterday.

What paperd jeh work on up there?

The Globe and News, I answered, lying about the latter in order to give myself a better standing than otherwise I might have.

Theyre good papers, arent they?

Yes, pretty fair. The News has the largest evening circulation.

We have some good papers here too. This is one of the biggest. The Post-Dispatch is pretty good too; its the biggest evening paper.

Do you know how much circulation this paper has? I inquired.

Oh, about fifty thousand, I should say. Thats not so much, compared to Chicago circulation, but its pretty big for down here. We have the biggest circulation of any paper in the Southwest. McCullaghs one of the greatest editors in this country, outside of Dana in New York, the greatest of any. If McCullagh were in New York hed be bigger than he is, by jing!

Do you run many big news stories?

Sometimes; not often. The Globe goes very light on local news. They play up the telegraph on this paper because we go into Texas and Arkansas and Louisiana and all these other States around here. We use $400,000 worth of telegraph news here every year, and he said it as though he were part owner of the paper. I liked him very much.

I opened my eyes at this news and thought dubiously of it in relation to my own work. It did not promise much for a big feature, on which I might spread myself.

We talked on, becoming more and more friendly. In spite of the city editor, whom I did not like, I now began to like this place, although I could feel that these men were more or less browbeaten, held down and frozen. The room was much too quiet for a healthy Western reportorial room, the atmosphere too chill.

We talked of St. Louis, its size (450,000), its principal hotels, the Southern, the Lindell and the La Clede (I learned that its oldest and best, the Planter, had recently been torn down and was going to be rebuilt some day), what were the chief lines of news. It seemed that fires, murders, defalcations, scandals were here as elsewhere the great things, far overshadowing most things of national and international import. Recently a tremendous defalcation had occurred, and this new acquaintance of mine had been working on it, had handled it alone, as he said. Like all citizens of an American city he was pro-St. Louis, anxious to say a good word for it. The finest portion of it, he told me, was in the west end. I should see the wonderful new residences and places. There was a great park here, Forrest, over fourteen hundred acres in size, a wonderful thing. A new bridge was building in north St. Louis and would soon be completed, one that would relieve traffic on the Eads Bridge and help St. Louis to grow. There was a small city over the river in Illinois, East St. Louis, and a great Terminal Railroad Association which controlled all the local railroad facilities and taxed each trunk line six dollars a car to enter and each passenger twenty-five cents. Its a great graft and a damned shame, but what can you do? was his comment. Traffic on the Mississippi was not so much now, owing to the railroads that paralleled it, but still it was interesting.

The already familiar noise of a roll-top desk broke in upon us from the next room, and I noticed a hush fall on the room. What an atmosphere! I thought. After a few moments of silence my new friend turned to me and whispered very softly:

Thats Tobe Mitchell, the city editor, coming in. Hes a proper  , as youll find. He smiled wisely and began scribbling again.

He didnt look so pleasant to me, I replied as softly.

Ive quit here twice, he whispered. The next time I go I wont come back. I dont have to stay here, and he knows it. I can get a job any day on the Chronicle, and wouldnt have to work so hard either. Thats an evening paper. I stay here because I like a morning paper better, thats all. Theres more to it. Everythings so scrappy and kicked together on an evening paper. But he doesnt say much to me any more, although he doesnt like me. Youd think we were a lot of kids, and this place a schoolroom. He frowned.

We dropped into silence again. I did not like this thought of difficulty thrust upon me. What a pity a man like McEnnis was not here!

He doesnt look like much of a newspaper man to me, I observed.

And he isnt either. McCullagh has him here because he saved his life once in a fight somewhere, down in Texas, I think  or thats what they tell me.

We sat and read; the sound of city life below had died out and one could hear the scratching of reporters pens. Assignments were written up and turned in, and then the reporters idled about, dangling their legs from spring-back chairs, smoking pipes and whispering. As the clock registered eleven-thirty the round body of Mitchell appeared in the doorway, his fair-tinted visage darkened by a faint scowl.

You boys can go now, he pronounced solemnly.

All arose, I among them, and went to a closet where were our hats and overcoats. I was tired, and this atmosphere had depressed me. What a life! Had I come down here for this? The thought of the small news end which the local life received depressed me also. I could not see how I was to make out.

I went down to a rear elevator, the only one running at this time of night, and came out into the dark street, where a carriage was waiting. I assumed that this must be for the famous editor. It looked so comfortable and sedate, waiting at the door in the darkness for an editor who, as I later learned, might not choose to leave until two. I went on to my little room at the hotel, filled with ideas of how, some day, I should be a great editor and have a carriage waiting for me. Yes; I felt that I was destined for a great end. For the present I must be content to look around for a modest room where I could sleep and bide my time and opportunity.


CHAPTER XVIII

I FOUND a room the next morning in Pine Street, only a few doors from this hotel and a block from my new office. It was a hall bedroom, one of a long series which I was to occupy, dirty and grimy. I recall it still with a sickening sense of its ugliness; and yet its cheapness and griminess did not then trouble me so much. Did I not have the inestimable boon of youth and ambition, which make most material details unimportant? Some drab of a woman rented it to me, and outside were those red, yellow, blue, green and orange street-cars clanging and roaring and wheezing by all night long. Inside were four narrow gray walls, a small wooden bed, none too clean sheets and pillow-cases, a yellow washstand. I brought over my bag, arranged the few things I thought need not be kept under lock and key, and returned to the streets. I need not bother about the office until twelve-thirty, when the assignments were handed out  or the book, as Hartung reverently called it, was laid out for our inspection.

And now, spread before me for my survey and entertainment was the great city of St. Louis, and life itself as it was manifesting itself to me through this city. This was the most important and interesting thing to me, not my new position. Work? Well, that was important enough, considering the difficulty I had had in securing it. What was more, I was always driven by the haunting fear of losing this or any other position I had ever had, of not being able to find another (a left-over fear, perhaps, due to the impression that poverty had made on me in my extreme youth). Just the same, the city came first in my imagination and desires, and I now began to examine it with care, its principal streets, shops, hotels, its residence district. What a pleasure to walk about, to stare, to dream of better days and great things to come.

Just at this time St. Louis seemed to be upon the verge of change and improvement. An old section of mansions bordering on the business center was rapidly giving way to a rabble of small stores and cheap factories. Already several new buildings of the Chicago style of skyscraper were either contemplated or in process of construction. There was a new club, the Mercantile, the largest in the city, composed entirely of merchants in the downtown section, which had just been opened and about which the papers were making a great stir. There was a new depot contracted for, one of the finest in all the country, so I was told, which was to house all the roads entering the city. A new city hall was being talked of, an enormous thing-to-be. Out in the west end, where progress seemed the most vital, were new streets and truly magnificent residence places, parked and guarded areas these, in which were ranged many residences of the ultra-rich. The first time I saw one of these places I was staggered by its exclusive air and the beauty and even grandeur of some of the great houses in it  newly manufactured exclusiveness. Here were great gray or white or brownstone affairs, bright, almost gaudy, with great verandas, astonishing doorways, flights of stone steps, heavily and richly draped windows, immense carriage-houses, parked and flowered lawns.

By degrees I came to know the trade and poor sections of the city. Here were long throbbing wholesale streets, crowded with successful companies; along the waterfront was a mill area backed up by wretched tenements, as poor and grimy and dingy as any I have ever seen; elsewhere were long streets of middle-class families, all alike, all with white stone doorsteps or windowsills and tiny front yards.

The atmosphere of the Globe-Democrat after a time came to have a peculiar appeal for me because it was dominated so completely by the robust personality of McCullagh. He was so natural, unaffected, rugged. As time passed he steadily grew in my estimation and by degrees, as I read his paper, his powerful, brilliant editorials, and saw how systematically and forcefully he managed all things in connection with himself and his men, the very air of St. Louis became redolent of him. He was a real force, a great man. So famous was he already that men came to St. Louis from the Southwest and elsewhere just to see him and his office. I often think of him in that small office, sitting waist-deep among his papers, his heavy head sunk on his pouter-like chest, his feet incased in white socks and low slipper-like shoes, his whole air one of complete mental and physical absorption in his work. A few years later he committed suicide, out of sheer weariness, I assume, tired of an inane world. Yet it was not until long after, when I was much better able to judge him and his achievements, that I understood what a really big thing he had done: built up a journal of national and even international significance in a region which, one would have supposed, could never have supported anything more than a mediocre panderer to trade interests. As Hazard had proudly informed me, the annual bill for telegraph news alone was $400,000: a sum which, in the light of subsequent journalistic achievements in America, may seem insignificant but which at that time meant a great deal. He seemed to have a desire to make the paper not only good (as that word is used in connection with newspapers) but great, and from my own memory and impression I can testify that it was both. It had catholicity and solidity in editorials and news. The whole of Europe, as well as America, was combed and reflected in order that his readers might be entertained and retained, and each day one could read news of curious as well as of scientific interest from all over the world. Its editorials were in the main wise and jovial, often beautifully written by McCullagh himself. Of assumed Republican tendencies, it was much more a party leader than follower, both in national and in State affairs. The rawest of raw youths, I barely sensed this at the time, and yet I felt something of the wonder and beauty of it all. I knew him to be a great man because I could feel it. There was something of dignity and force about all that was connected with him. Later it became a fact of some importance to me that I had been called to a paper of so much true worth, by a man so wise, so truly able.

The only inharmonious note at this time was my intense loneliness. In Chicago, in spite of the gradual breaking up of our home and the disintegration of the family, I had managed to build up that spiritual or imaginative support which comes to all of us from familiarity with material objects. I had known Chicago, its newspaper world, its various sections, its places of amusement, some dozen or two of newspaper men. Here I knew no one at all.

And back in Chicago there had been Alice and N  and K  , whereas here whom had I? Alice was a living pain for years, for in my erratic way I was really fond of her. I am of that peculiar disposition, which will not let memories of old ties and old pleasures die easily. I suffer for things which might not give another a single ache or pain. Alice came very close to me, and now she was gone. Without any reasonable complaint, save that I was slightly weary, did not care for her as much as I had, and that my mind was full of the world outside and my future, I had left her. It had not been more than four weeks since I had visited her in her little parlor in Chicago, sipping of those delights which only youth and ecstatic imagination can conjure; now I was three hundred miles away from her kisses and the warmth of her hands. At the same time there was this devil or angel of ambition which quite in spite of myself was sweeping me onward. I fancied some vast Napoleonic ending for myself, which of course was moonshine. I could not have gone back to Chicago then if I had wished; it was not spiritually possible. Something within kept saying On  on! Besides, it would have done no good. The reaction would have been more irritating than the pain it satisfied. As it was, I could only walk about the city in this chilling November weather and speculate about myself and Alice and N  and K  and my own future.

What an odd beginning, I often thought to myself. Scandalous, perhaps, in one so young: three girls in as many years, two of them deeply and seriously wounded by me.

I shall write to her, I thought. I will ask her to come down here. I cant stand this. She is too lovely and precious to me. It is cruel to leave her so.

There is this to be said for me in regard to my not writing to her: I was uncertain as to the financial practicability of it. (BOOK ABOUT)

In Chicago I had been telling her of my excellent position, boasting that I was making more than I really was. So long as I was there and not married the pretense could easily be sustained. Here, three hundred miles away, where she would and could not come unless I was prepared to support her, it was a different matter. To ask her now meant a financial burden which I did not feel able, or at least willing, to assume. No doubt I could have starved her on twenty dollars a week; had I been desperately swayed by love I would have done so. I could even have had her, had I so chosen, on conditions which did not involve marriage; but I could not bring myself to do this. I did not think it quite fair. I felt that she would have a just claim to my continuing the relation with her.... And outside was the wide world. I told myself that I would marry her if I had money. If she had not been of a soft yielding type she could easily have entrapped me, but she had not chosen to do so. Anyhow, here I was, and here I stayed, meditating on the tragedy of it all.

By this time of course it is quite obvious that I was not an ethically correct and moral youth, but a sentimental boy of considerable range of feeling who, facing the confusing evidences of life, was not prepared to accept anything as final. I did not know then whether I believed that the morality and right conduct preached by the teachers of the world were important or not. The religious and social aphorisms of the day had been impressed upon me, but they did not stick. Something whispered to me that apart from theory there was another way which the world took and which had little in common with the strait and narrow path of the doctrinaires. Not all men swindle in little things, or lie or cheat, but how few fail to compromise in big ones. Perhaps I would not have deliberately lied about anything, at least not in important matters, and I would not now under ordinary circumstances after the one experience in Chicago have stolen. Beyond this I could not have said how I would have acted under given circumstances. Women were not included in my moral speculations as among those who were to receive strict justice  not pretty women. In that, perhaps, I was right: they did not always wish it. I was anxious to meet with many of them, as many as I might, and I would have conducted myself as joyously as their own consciences would permit. That I was to be in any way punished for this, or that the world would severely censure me for it, I did not yet believe. Other boys did it; they were constantly talking about it. The world  the world of youth at least  seemed to be concerned with libertinage. Why should not I be?


CHAPTER XIX

No picture of these my opening days in St. Louis would be of the slightest import if I could not give a fairly satisfactory portrait of myself and of the blood-moods or so-called spiritual aspirations which were animating me. At that time I had already attained my full height, six feet one-and-one-half inches, and weighed only one hundred and thirty-seven pounds, so you can imagine my figure. Aside from one eye (the right) which was turned slightly outward from the line of vision, and a set of upper teeth which because of their exceptional size were crowded and so stood out too much, I had no particular blemish except a general homeliness of feature. It was a source of worry to me all the time, because I imagined that it kept me from being interesting to women; which, apparently, was not true  not to all women at least.

Spiritually I was what might be called a poetic melancholiac, crossed with a vivid materialistic lust of life. I doubt if any human being, however poetic or however material, ever looked upon the scenes of this world, material or spiritual, so called, with a more covetous eye. My body was blazing with sex, as well as with a desire for material and social supremacy  to have wealth, to be in society  and yet I was too cowardly to make my way with women readily; rather, they made their way with me. Love of beauty as such  feminine beauty first and foremost, of course  was the dominating characteristic of all my moods: joy in the arch of an eyebrow, the color of an eye, the flame of a lip or cheek, the romance of a situation, spring, trees, flowers, evening walks, the moon, the roundness of an arm or a hip, the delicate turn of an ankle or a foot, spring odors, moonlight under trees, a lighted lamp over a dark lawn  what tortures have I not endured because of these! My mind was riveted on what love could bring me, once I had the prosperity and fame which somehow I foolishly fancied commanded love; and at the same time I was horribly depressed by the thought that I should never have them, never; and that thought, for the most part, has been fulfilled.

In addition to this I was filled with an intense sympathy for the woes of others, life in all its helpless degradation and poverty, the unsatisfied dreams of people, their sweaty labors, the things they were compelled to endure  nameless impositions, curses, brutalities  the things they would never have, their hungers, thirsts, half-formed dreams of pleasure, their gibbering insanities and beaten resignations at the end. I have sobbed dry sobs looking into what I deemed to be broken faces and the eyes of human failures. A shabby tumbledown district or doorway, a drunken woman being arraigned before a magistrate, a child dying in a hospital, a man or woman injured in an accident  the times unbidden tears have leaped to my eyes and my throat has become parched and painful over scenes of the streets, the hospitals, the jails! I have cried so often that I have felt myself to be a weakling; at other times I have been proud of them and of my great rages against fate and the blundering, inept cruelty of life. If there is a God, conscious and personal, and He considers the state of man and the savagery of His laws and His indifferences, how He must smile at little insect mans estimate of Him! It is so flattering, so fatuously unreasoning, that only a sardonic devil could enjoy it.

I was happy enough in my work although at times despondent lest all the pleasures that can come to youth from health, courage, wealth and opportunity should fail me while I was working and trying to get somewhere. I had health yet I imagined I had not because I was not a Sandow, an athlete, and my stomach, due to an undiscovered appendix, gave me some trouble. As to courage, when I examined myself in that direction I fancied that I had none at all. Would I slip out if a dangerous brawl were brewing anywhere? Certainly. Well, then, I was a coward. Could I stand up and defend myself against a man of my own height and weight? I doubted it, particularly if he were well-trained. In consequence, I was again a coward. There was no hope for me among decently courageous men. Could I play tennis, baseball, football? No; not successfully. Assuredly I was a weakling of the worst kind. Nearly everybody could do those things, and nearly all youths were far more proficient in all the niceties of life than was I: manners, dancing, knowledge of dress and occasions. Hence I was a fool. The dullest athlete of the least proficiency could overcome me; the most minute society man, if socially correct, was infinitely my superior. Hence what had I to hope for? And when it came to wealth and opportunity, how poor I seemed! No girl of real beauty and force would have anything to do with a man who was not a success; and so there I was, a complete failure to begin with.

The aches and pains that went with all this, the amazing depression, all but suicidal. How often have I looked into comfortable homes and wished that some kindly family would give me shelter! And yet half knowing that had it been offered I would have refused it. How often have I looked through the windows of some successful business firm and wished I had achieved ownership or stewardship, a position similar to that of any of the officers and managers inside! To be president or vice-president or secretary of something, some great thrashing business of some kind. Great God, how sublime it seemed! And yet if I had only known how centrally controlling the tool of journalism could be made! It mattered not then that I was doing fairly well, that most of my employers had been friendly and solicitous as to my welfare, that the few girls I had approached had responded freely enough  still I was a failure.

I rapidly became familiar with the city news department of the Globe-Democrat. Its needs, aside from great emergencies, were simple enough: interviews, the doings of conventions of various kinds (wholesale grocers, wholesale hardware men, wholesale druggists), the plans of city politicians when those could be discovered, the news of the courts, jails, city hospitals, police courts, the deaths of well-known people, the goings-on in society, special functions of one kind and another, fires, robberies, defalcations. For the first few weeks nothing of importance happened. I was given the task evenings of looking in at the North Seventh Street police station, a slow district, to see if anything had happened, and was naturally able to add to my depression by contemplating the life about there. Again, I attended various churches to hear sermons, interviewed the Irish boss of the city, Edward Butler, an amazing person with a head like that of a gnome or ogre, who immediately took a great fancy to me and wanted me to come and see him again (which I did once).

He has always stuck in my mind as one of the odd experiences of my life. He lived in a small red brick family dwelling just beyond the prostitution area of St. Louis, which stretched out along Chestnut Street between Twelfth and Twenty-second, and was the citys sole garbage contractor (out of which he was supposed to have made countless thousands) as well as one of its principal horse-shoers, having many blacksmithing shops, and was incidentally its Democratic or Republican boss, I forget which, a position he retained until his death.

I first saw him at a political meeting during my first few weeks in St. Louis, and the manner in which he arose, the way in which he addressed his hearers, the way in which they listened to him, all impressed me. Subsequently, being sent to his house, I found him in his small front parlor, a yellow plush album on the marble-topped center table, horse-hair furniture about the room, a red carpet, crayon enlargements of photographs of his mother and father. But what force in the man! What innate gentility of manner and speech! He seemed like a prince disguised as a blacksmith.

So yeve come to interview me, he said soothingly. Yere from the Globe-Democrat  well, that papers no particular friend of mine, but ye cant help that, can ye? and then he told me whatever it was I wanted to know, giving me no least true light, you may be sure. At the conclusion he offered me a drink, which I refused. As I was about to leave he surveyed me pleasantly and tolerantly.

Yere a likely lad, he said, laying an immense hand on one of my lean shoulders, and yere jest startin out in life, I can see that. Well, be a good boy. Yere in the newspaper business, where ye can make friends or enemies just as ye choose, and if ye behave yerself right ye can just as well make friends. Come an see me some time. I like yer looks. Im always here av an evenin, when Im not attendin a meetin av some kind, right here in this little front room, or in the kitchen with me wife. I might be able to do something fer ye sometime  remember that. Ive a good dale av influence here. Yell have to write what yere told, I know that, so I wont be offended. So come an see me, an remember that I want nothin av ye, and he gently ushered me out and closed the door behind me.

But I never went, at least not for anything for myself. The one time I asked him for a position for a friend who wanted to work on the local street-cars as a conductor he wrote across the letter: Give this man what he wants. It was wretchedly scrawled (the man brought it back to me before presenting it) and was signed edward butler. But the man was given the place at once.

Although Butler was an earnest Catholic, he was supposed to control and tax the vice of the city; which charge may or may not have been true. One of his sons owned and managed the leading vaudeville house in the city, a vulgar burlesque theater, at which the ticket taker was Frank James, brother of the amazing Jesse who terrorized Missouri and the Southwest as an outlaw at one time and enriched endless dime novel publishers afterward. As dramatic critic of the Globe-Democrat later I often saw him. Butlers son, a more or less stodgy type of Tammany politician, popular with a certain element in St. Louis, was later elected to Congress.

I wrote up a labor meeting or two, and at one of these saw for the first time Terence V. Powderly, the head of the dominant labor organization  the Knights of Labor. This meeting was held in a dingy hall at Ninth or Tenth and Walnut, a dismal institution known as the Workingmans Club or some such thing as that, which had a single red light hanging out over its main entrance. This long, lank leader, afterward so much discussed in the so-called capitalistic press, was sitting on a wretched platform surrounded by local labor leaders and discussed in a none too brilliant way, I thought, the need of a closer union between all classes of labor.

In regard to all matters relating to the rights of labor and capital I was at this time perfectly ignorant. Although I was a laborer myself in a fair sense of the word I was more or less out of sympathy with laborers, not as a class struggling for their rights (I did not know what their rights or wrongs were) but merely as individuals. I thought, I suppose, that they were not quite as nice as I was, not as refined and superior in their aspirations, and therefore not as worthy or at least not destined to succeed as well as I. I even then felt dimly what subsequently, after many rough disillusionments, I came to accept as a fact: that some people are born dull, some shrewd, some wise and some undisturbedly ignorant, some tender and some savage, ad infinitum. Some are silk purses and others sows ears and cannot be made the one into the other by any accident of either poverty or wealth. At this time, however, after listening to Mr. Powderly and taking notes of his speech, I came to the conclusion that all laborers had a just right to much better pay and living conditions, and in consequence had a great cause and ought to stick together. I also saw that Mr. Powderly was a very shrewd man and something of a hypocrite, very simple-seeming and yet not so. Something he said or did  I believe it was a remark to the effect that I always say a little prayer whenever I have a stitch in my side  irritated me. It was so suave, so English-chapel-people-like; and he was an Englishman, as I recall it. Anyhow, I came away disliking him and his local labor group, and yet liking his cause and believing in it, and wrote as favorable a comment as I dared. The Globe was not pro-corporation exactly, at least I did not understand so, and yet it was by no means pro-workingman either. If I recall correctly, it merely gave the barest facts and let it go at that.


CHAPTER XX

MY connection with the Globe-Democrat had many aspects, chief among which was my rapidly developing consciousness of the significance of journalism and its relation to the life of the nation and the state. My journalistic career had begun only five months before and preceding that I had had no newspaper experience of any kind. The most casual reader of a newspaper would have been as good as I in many respects.

But here I rather sensed the significance of it all, the power of a man like McCullagh, for instance, for good or evil, the significance of a man like Butler in this community. I still had a lot to learn: the extent of graft in connection with politics in a city, the power of a newspaper to make sentiment in a State and so help to carry it for a Governor or a President. The political talk I heard on the part of one newspaper man and another doing politics, as well as the leading editorials in this and other papers, which just at this time were concerned with a coming mayoralty fight and a feud in the State between rival leaders of the Republican party, completely cleared up the situation for me. I listened to all the gossip, read the papers carefully, wondered over the personalities and oddities of State governments in connection with our national government. Just over the river in Illinois everybody was concerned with the administration of John P. Altgeld, governor of the State, and whether he would pardon the Chicago anarchists whose death sentences, recorded a few years before, had been commuted to life imprisonment. On this side of the river everybody was interested in the administration of William Joel Stone, who was the governor. A man by the name of Cyrus H. Walbridge was certain to be the next mayor if the Republicans won, and according to the Globe, they ought to win because the city needed to be reformed. The local Democratic board of aldermen was supposed to be the most corrupt in all America (how many cities have yearly thought that, each of its governing body, since the nation began!), and Edward Noonan, the mayor, was supposed to be the lowest and vilest creature that ever stood up in shoes. The chief editorials of the Globe were frequently concerned with blazing denunciations of him. As far as I could make out, he had joined with various corporations and certain members of council to steal from the city, sell its valuable franchises for a song and the like. He had also joined with the police in helping bleed the saloons, gambling dens and houses of prostitution. Gambling and prostitution were never so rampant as now, so our good paper stated. The good people of the city should join and help save the city from destruction.

How familiar it all sounds, doesnt it? Well, this was 1892, and I have heard the same song every year since, in every American city in which I have ever been. Gambling, prostitution, graft, et cetera, must be among our national weaknesses, not?

Just the same, in so far as this particular office and the country about St. Louis were concerned, Joseph McCullagh was of immense significance to his staff and the natives. Plainly he was like a god to many of them, the farmers and residents in small towns in States like Texas, Iowa, Missouri, Arkansas and in Southern Illinois, where his paper chiefly circulated, for they came to the office whenever they were in the city merely to get a glimpse of him. He was held in high esteem by his staff, and was one of the few editors of his day who really deserved to be. Within his office he had an adoring group of followers, which included everyone from the managing editor down. The chief says  ,

The chief thinks  ,

The old man looks a little grouchy this morning  what do you think?

Gee, waitll the old man hears about that! Hell be hopping!

That ought to please the old man, dont you think? He likes a bit of good writing. Yet for all this chatter, the old man never seemed to notice much of anything or have much to say to any one, except possibly to one or two of his leading editorial writers and his telegraph editor. If he ever conferred with his stout city editor for more than one moment at a time I never saw or heard of it. And if anything seen or heard by anybody in connection with him was not whispered about the reporters room before nightfall or daybreak it was a marvel of concealment. Occasionally he might be seen ambling down the hall to the lavatory or to the room of his telegraph chief, but most always it was merely to take his carriage or walk to the Southern Hotel at one oclock for his luncheon or at six for his dinner, his derby hat pulled over his eyes, his white socks gleaming, a cane in his hand, a cigar between his lips. If he ever had a crony it was not known in the reporters room. He was a solitary or eccentric, and a few years later, as I have said, he leaped to his death from the second story window of his home, where he had lived in as much privacy and singularity as a Catholic priest.

There were silent figures slipping about  Captain King, a chief editorial writer; Casper S. Yost, a secretary of the corporation, assistant editor and what not; several minor editors, artists, reporters, the city editor, the business manager  but no one or all of them collectively seemed to amount to a hill of beans. Only the old man or J. B., as he was occasionally referred to, counted. Under him the paper had character, succinctness and point, not only in its news but in its editorial columns. Although it was among the conventional of the conventional of its day (what American newspaper of that period could have been otherwise?), still it had an awareness which made one feel that the old man knew much more than he ever wrote. He seemed to like to have it referred to as the great religious daily and often quoted that phrase, but with the saving grace of humor behind it.

And he seemed to understand just how to supply that region with all it desired in the shape of news. Though in the main the paper published mere gossip, oddities about storms, accidents, eccentricities, still there was something about the way the thing was done, the crisp and brief manner in which the material was edited, which made it palatable  very much so, I should say, to the small-town store-lounger or owner  and nearly all had humor, naïveté or pathos. The drift of things politically was always presented in leaders in such a way that even I, a mere stripling, began to get a sense of things national and international. States, the adjacent ones in particular, which supplied the bulk of the Globes circulation, were given special attention and yet in such a way as not to irritate the general reader, leaving it optional with him whether he should read or not. The editorials, sometimes informing, sometimes threatening and directive, sometimes mere fol-de-rol and foolery, and intended as such, had a delicious whimsy in them. Occasionally the old man himself wrote one and then everybody sat up and took notice. One could easily single it out even if it had not been passed around, as it nearly always was. The old man wrote that.

Have you read the old mans editorial in this mornings paper? Gee! Read it! Then you expected brilliant, biting words, a luminous phraseology, sentences that cracked like a whip, and you were rarely disappointed. The paragraphs exploded at times, burst like a torpedo; at others the whole thing ended like music, the deep, sonorous bass of an organ. The old man could write, there was no doubt of that. He also seemed to believe what he wrote, for the time being anyhow. That was why his staff, to a man, revered him. He was a real editor, as contrasted with your namby-pamby business man masquerading as editor. He had been a great reporter and war correspondent in his day, one of the men who were with Farragut on the Mississippi and with Sherman and others elsewhere during the great Civil War.

Wandering about this building at this time was an old redfaced, red-nosed German, with a protuberant stomach, very genial, dull and apparently unimportant. He was, as I later learned, the real owner of the paper, the major portion of the stock being in his name; and yet, as every one seemed to understand, he never dared pose as such but must slip about, as much overawed as the rest of us. I was a mere underling and new to the place, and yet I could see it. A more apologetic mien and a more obliging manner was never worn by any mortal, especially when he was in the vicinity of McCullaghs office. His name was Daniel M. Hauser. For the most part he wandered about the building like a ghost, seeming to wish to be somebody or to say something but absolutely without meaning. The short, stout Napoleonic editor ruled supreme.

By degrees I made friends with a number of those that worked here: Bob Hazard; Jock Bellairs, son of the Captain Bellairs who presided over the city zoo; Charlie Benson, and a long list of others whose names escape me now. Of all those on the city staff I was inclined to like Hazard most, for he was a personage, a character, quick, gay, intellectual, literary, forceful. Why he never came to greater literary fame I do not know, for he seemed to have all the flair and feeling necessary for the task. He was an only son of some man who had long been a resident of St. Louis and was himself well known about town. He lived with a mother and sister in southwest St. Louis in a small cottage which always pleased me because of its hominess, and supported that mother and sister in loyal son-like fashion. I had not been long on the paper before I was invited there to dinner, and this in spite of a rivalry which was almost immediately and unconsciously set up between us the moment I arrived and which endured in a mild way even after our more or less allied literary interests had drawn us socially together. At his home I met his sister, a mere slip of a tow-headed girl, whom later on I saw in vaudeville as a headliner. Hazard I encountered years later as a blasé correspondent in Washington, representing a league of papers. He had then but newly completed a wild-West thriller, done in cold blood and with an eye to a quick sale. Assuming that I had influence with publishers and editors, he invoked my aid. I gave him such advice and such letters as I could. But only a few months later I read that Robert Hazard, well-known newspaper correspondent, living with his wife and child in some Washington residence section, had placed a revolver to his temple and ended it all. Why, I have often wondered. He was seemingly so well fitted mentally and physically to enjoy life.... Or is it mental fitness that really kills the taste for life?

I would not dwell on him at such length save for some other things which I propose later to narrate. For the moment I wish to turn to another individual, Jock Bellairs, who impressed me as a most curious compound of indifference, wisdom, literary and political sense and a hard social cunning. He had a capacity for (as some one in the office once phrased it) a lewd and profane life. He was the chief police reporter at a building known as the Four Courts, an institution which housed, among other things, four judicial chambers of differing jurisdiction, as well as the county jail, the city detention wards, the office of the district attorney, the chief of police, chief of detectives, the city attorney, and a reporters room where all the local reporters were permitted to gather and were furnished paper, ink, tables.

A more dismal atmosphere than that which prevailed in this building, and in similar institutions in all the cities in which I ever worked, would be hard to find. In Chicago it was the city hall and county courthouse, with its police attachment; in Pittsburgh the county jail; in New York the Tombs and Criminal Courts Building, with police headquarters as a part of its grim attachment. I know of nothing worse. These places, essential as they are, are always low in tone, vile, and defile nearly all they touch. They have a corrupting effect upon those with whom they come in contact and upon those who are employed to administer law or justice. Harlots, criminals, murderers, buzzard lawyers, political judges, detectives, police agents, and court officials generally  what a company! I have never had anything to do with one of these institutions in any city as reporter, plaintiff or assisting friend, without sensing anew the brutality and horror of legal administration. The petty tyrannies that are practiced by underlings and minor officials! The grafting of low, swinish brains! The tawdry pomp of ignorant officials! The cruelty and cunning of agents of justice! Set a thief to catch a thief. Clothe these officials as you will, in whatsoever uniforms of whatsoever splendor or sobriety; give them desks of rosewood and walls of flowered damask; entitle them as you choose, High and Mightiness This and That  still they remain the degraded things they have always been, equals of the criminals and the crimes they are supposed to do away with. It cannot be helped; it is a law of chemistry, of creation. Offal breeds maggots to take care of it, to nullify its stench; carrion has its buzzards, carrion crows and condors. So with criminals and those petty officials of the lower courts and jails who are set to catch them.

But this is a wandering paragraph and has little to do with Jock Bellairs, except that he was of and yet not of this particular atmosphere. The first time I saw him I felt compelled to study him, for he seemed somehow to suggest this atmosphere to which he was appointed as reporter. He was in a way, and yet with pleasing reservations, the man for this task. He had a sense of humor and a devil-may-care approach to all this. Whenever anything of real import broke loose he was always the one to be called upon for information or aid, because he was in close touch with the police and detectives, who were his cronies and ready to aid him. And whenever anything happened that was beyond his power to manage he called up the office for aid. On more than one occasion, some mystery coming up, I was the one delegated to help him, the supposition being that it was likely to yield a big story, bigger than he had time for, being a court fixture. I then sought him out at the Four Courts and was given what he knew, whereupon I began investigations on my own account. Nearly always I found him lolling about with other reporters and detectives, a chair tilted back, possibly a game of cards going on between him and the reporters of other papers, a bottle of whisky in his pocket to save time, as he once amusingly remarked  and a girl or two present, friends of one or other of these newspaper men, their dollies. He would rise and explain to me just what was going on, whisper confidentially in my ear the name of some other newspaper man who had been put on the case by one of the other papers, perhaps ask me to mention the name of some shabby policeman or detective who had been assigned to the case, one who was a good fellow and who could be depended upon to help us in the future.

I often had to smile, he was so naive and yet so wise in his position, so matter-of-fact and commonplace about it all.

Sometimes he would give me the most befuddling information as to how the news got out: he and John Somebody or Other were down at Maggie Sanderss place in Chestnut Street the other night, where he heard from a detective, who was telling somebody else, who told somebody else, and so on. Then, if there was a prisoner in the case, he would take me to him, or tell me where some individual or the body was to be found if there was a body. Then, after I had gone about my labors, he would return to his card-game, his girl and his bottle. There were stories afloat of outings with these girls, or the using of some empty room in this building for immoral purposes, with the consent of complaisant officials. And all about, of course, was this atmosphere of detained criminals, cases at trial, hurrying parents and members of families, weeping mothers and sisters  a mess.

On an average of twice a month during my stay in St. Louis I was called to this building on one errand and another, and always I went with a sicky and sinking sensation, and always I came away from it breathing a sigh of relief. To me it was a horrible place, a pest-hole of suffering and error and trickery, and yet necessary enough, I know.


CHAPTER XXI

I WAS walking down the marble hall of our editorial floor one day not long after I arrived when I noted on a door at its extreme end the words: Art Department. The Globe in Chicago had no art department, at least I never discovered it. The mere word art, although I had no real understanding of it, was fascinating to me. Was it not on every tongue? A man who painted or drew was an artist; Doré was one, for instance, and Rembrandt. (I classed the two together.) In Chicago I had of course known that each paper should have an art department, and that interested me in this one. What were artists like? I had never known one.

Another day I was on my way to the lavatory when I discovered that I had come away without the key, a duplicate of which every department possessed. The art department door being nearest, I entered to borrow theirs. Behold, three distinctive if not distinguished looking individuals at work upon drawings laid upon drawing-boards. Two of these looked up, the one nearest me with a look of criticism in his eye, I thought. The one who answered me when I asked for the key, and who swiftly arose to get it for me, was short and stocky, with bushy, tramp-like hair and beard. There was something that savored of opera bouffe about him, and yet, as I could see, he took himself seriously enough. There was something pleasing in his voice too as he said, Certainly; here it is, and smiled.

The one who had looked up at first and frowned but made no move was much less cheery. I recall the long, thin, sallow face, the coal-black hair, long and coarse, which was parted most carefully in the middle and slicked down at the sides and back over the ears until it looked as though it had been oiled, and the eyes, black and small and querulous and petulant, as was the mouth, with drawn lines at each corner, as though he had endured much pain. That long, loose, flowing black tie! And that soft white or blue or green or brown linen shirt!  would any Quartier Latin denizen have been without them? He had thin, pale bony hands, long and graceful, and an air of touch thou me not, O defiled one. The man appealed to and repelled me at a glance, appealing to me much more later, and ever remained a human humoresque, something to coddle, endure, decipher, laugh at. Surely Dick Wood, or Richard Wood, Artist, as his card read, might safely be placed in any pantheon of the unconventionally ridiculous and delicious.

This visit provided a mere glance, however. When I returned the key I was given no encouragement. A little later, my ability to write having been fairly established, I was given a rather large order for one so new: a double-page spread, with illustrations, for the Sunday issue, relating to the new depot then under construction. I was told to see that the art department supplied several drawings  one in particular of a proposed iron and glass train-shed which was to cover thirty-two tracks. Also one of a clock-tower two hundred and thirty-two feet high. This assignment seemed a very honorable one, since it was to carry drawings, and I went about it with energy and enthusiasm. It was Mitchell who told me to look to the art department for suitable illustrations.

Evidently the art department knew all about it before my arrival, for upon inquiry I found that P. B. McCord, he of the tramp-like hair and whiskers, was scheduled to make the pictures. His manner pleased me. He was so cordial, so helpful. Together we visited the depot, and a few days later he called upon me in the reportorial room to ask me to come and see what he had done. Having in regard to most things the same point of view, we were soon the best of friends. A more or less affectionate relationship was then and there established, which endured until his death sixteen years later. During all of that period we were scarcely out of touch with each other, and through him I was destined to achieve some of my sanest conceptions of life. (See Peter. Twelve Men.)

And the amazing Wood! I have never encountered another like him, possibly because for years I have not been associated with young people, who are frequently full of eccentricities. A more romantic ass than Wood never lived, nor one with better sense in many ways. In regard to newspaper drawing he was only a fairly respectable craftsman, if so much, but in other ways he was fascinating enough. He and McCord were compelled at that time to use the old chalk plate process for much of their hurried work, a thing which required the artist to scratch with a steel upon a chalk-covered surface, blowing the chalk away from his outlines as he made them. This created a dust which both McCord and Wood complained of as being disagreeable and hard on the lungs. Wood, who pretended to be dying of consumption, and did die of it sixteen years later within a month of his friend McCord, made an awful row about it, although he could easily have done much to mend matters by taking a little exercise and keeping out of doors as much as possible; but he preferred to hover over a radiator or before a fire. Always, on every occasion, he was given to playing the rôle of the martyr.

Spiritually he was morbid, as was I, only he showed it much more in his manner. He had much the same desire as I had at the time: to share in the splendors of marble halls and palaces and high places generally; and, like myself, he had but little chance. Fresh from Bloomington, Illinois, a commonplace American town, he was obsessed by the commonplace dream of marrying rich and coming into the imaginary splendors of that west end life of St. Louis which was so interesting to both of us. Far more than myself, I am sure, he seemed to be seething with an inward rebellion against the fact that he was poor, not included in the exclusive pleasures of the rich. At the same time he was glowing with a desire to make other people imagine that he was or soon would be of them. What airs! what shades of manner! He, like myself, was forever dreaming of some gorgeous maiden, rich, beautiful, socially elect, who was to solve all his troubles for him. But there was this difference between us, or so I imagined at the time, Dick being an artist, rather remote and disdainful in manner and handsome as well as poetic and better-positioned than myself, as I fancied, was certain to achieve this gilded and crystal state whereas I, not being so handsome, nor an artist, nor sufficiently poetic, could hardly aspire to so gorgeous an end. I might perchance arrive at some such goal if I sought it eagerly enough, but the probabilities were that I should not unless I waited a long while, and besides, my dreams and plans varied so swiftly from day to day that I couldnt be sure what I wanted to do, whereas Wood, being so stable in this, that and the other (all the things I was not), was certain to arrive quickly.

Sometimes around dinner time when I would see him leaving the office arrayed in the latest mode, as I assumed  dark blue suit, patent leather boots, dark, round, soft felt hat, loose tie blowing idly about his neck, neat thin cane in his hand  I was fairly convinced that this much-anticipated fortune had already arrived or was about to arrive, this very evening perhaps, and that I should never see him more, never even be permitted to speak to him. Somewhere (out in the west end, of course) was the girl, wondrous, rich, beautiful, with whom he was to elope and be forgiven by her wealthy parents. Even now he was on his way to her, while I, poor oaf that I was, was moiling here over some trucky task. Would my ship never come in, my great day arrive?

And Wood was just the type of person who would take infinite delight in creating such an impression. Ten years later, when McCord and I were in the East together and Wood was still in St. Louis, we were never weary of discussing this histrionic characteristic of his, laughing sympathetically with and at him. Later he married  but I shall not anticipate. Mentally, at this time, he was living a dream and in so far as possible acting it, playing the part of some noble Algernon Charles Claude Yere de Yere, heir to or affianced to some maid with an immense fortune which was to make them both eternally happy and allow him to travel, pose, patronize as he chose. A laudable dream, verily.

But I  I confess that I was bitter with envy. What, never to shine thus? Never to be an artist? Never to have beauty in my lap? For me there were other stings, in connection with him  stings sharp as serpents teeth. Dick had a wrist-watch, the envy of my youthful days (oh, wondrous watch!) Also a scarf pin made of some strange stone brought from the Orient and with a cabalistic sign or word on it (enough in itself to entice any heiress)  and that boutonnière of violets! He was never without them.

And along with all this, that sad, wan, reproachful, dying smile! And that mysterious something of manner which seemed to say: My boy! My boy! The things you will never know!

And yet after a time Dick condescended to receive me into his confidence and into his studio, a very picturesque affair, situated in the heart of the downtown district. Also he condescended to bestow upon me some of his dreams as well as his friendly presence; a thing which exalted me, being so new to this art world. I was permitted (note the word) to gather dimly, as neophyte from priest, the faintest outlines of these wondrous dreams of his, and to share with him the hope that they might be realized. I was so set up by this great favor that I felt certain great things must flow from it. Assuredly we three could do great things if only we would stick together. But was I worthy? There were already rumors of books, plays, stories, poems, to come from a certain mighty pen  as a matter of fact, it was already hard upon the task of writing them  which were to set the world aflame by-and-by. Certain editors in New York were already receiving (and sending back, alas!) certain preliminary masterpieces along with carefully worded suggestions in regard to slight but necessary changes which would perfect them and so inaugurate the new era. Certain writers, certain poets, certain playwrights were already better than any that had ever been  the best ever, in short. Dick knew, of course, and I was allowed to share this knowledge, to be thrilled by it.


CHAPTER XXII

ONCE the ice was broken in this way intimacy with these twain came fast enough, although I never became quite as intimate with Dick as I did with Peter, largely because I could not think him as important. Wood had some feminine characteristics; he could be very jealous of anybodys interest in Peter as well as Peters interest in anybody else. He was big enough, at times, to see the pettiness of this and try to rise above it, but at other times it would show. Years later McCord confided to me in the most amused way how, when I first appeared on the scene, Dick at once began to belittle me and to resent my obvious desire to break in, as he phrased it, these two, according to Dick, having established some excluding secret union.

But the union was not exclusive, in so far as Peter was concerned. Shortly after my arrival young Hartung had begun running into the art room (so Peter told me) with amazing tales of the new man, his exploits in Chicago. I had been sent for to come to this paper  that was the great thing. I was vouched for by no less a person than John T. McEnnis, one of the famous newspaper men of St. Louis and a former city editor of this same paper; also by a Mr. Somebody (the Washington correspondent of the paper), for whom I had worked in Chicago on the Worlds Fair. He had hurried to the art department with his tales of me, wishing, I fancy, to be on friendly and happy terms there. Dick, however, considered Hartungs judgment as less than nothing, himself an upstart, a mere office rat; to have him endeavor to introduce anybody was too much. At first he received me very coldly, then finding me perhaps better than he thought, he hastened to make friends with me.

The halcyon hours with these two that followed. Not infrequently Peter and Dick would dine together at some down-town restaurant; or, if a rush of work were on and they were compelled to linger, they had a late supper in some German saloon. It was Peter who first invited me to one of these late séances, and later Wood did the same, but this last was based on another development in connection with myself which I should narrate here.

The office of the Globe proved a sprouting-bed for incipient literary talent. Hazard had, some fifteen or eighteen months before, in company with another newspaper man of whom later I heard amazing things, written a novel entitled Theo, which was plainly a bog-fire kindled by those blazing French suns, Zola and Balzac. The scene was laid in Paris (imagine two Western newspaper men who had never been out of America writing a novel of French life and laying it in Paris!) and had much of the atmosphere of Zolas Nana, plus the delicious idealism of Balzacs The Great Man from the Provinces. Never having read either of these authors at this time, I did not see the similarity, but later I saw it plainly. One or both of these men had fed up on the French realists to such an extent that they were able to create the illusion of France (for me at least) and at the same time to fire me with a desire to create something, perhaps a novel of this kind but preferably a play. It seemed intensely beautiful to me at the time, this book, with its frank pictures of raw, greedy, sensual human nature, and its open pictures of selfindulgence and vice.

The way this came about was interesting but I would not relate it save that it had such a marked effect on me. I was sitting in the city reportorial room later one gloomy December afternoon, having returned from a fruitless assignment, when a letter was handed me. It was postmarked Chicago and addressed in the handwriting of Alice. Up to then I had allowed matters to drift, having, as I have said, written but one letter in which I apologized rather indifferently for having come away without seeing her. But my conscience had been paining me so much that when I saw her writing I started. I tore the letter open and read with a sense of shame:



Dear Theo:

I got your letter the day you left, but then it was too late. I know what you say is true, about your being called away, and I dont blame you. Im only sorry our quarrel (there had been none save of my making) didnt let you come to see me before you left. Still, that was my fault too, I guess. I cant blame you entirely for that.

Anyhow, Theo, that isnt what Im writing you for. You know that you havent been just the same to me as you once were. I know how you feel. I have felt it too. I want to know if you wont send me back the letters I wrote you. You wont want them now. Please send them, Theo, and believe I am as ever your friend, 



ALICE.



There was a little blank space on the paper, and then:

I stood by the window last night and looked out on the street. The moon was shining and those dead trees over the way were waving in the wind. I saw the moon on that little pool of water over in the field. It looked like silver. Oh, Theo, I wish I were dead.

As I read this I jumped up and clutched the letter. The pathos of it cut me to the quick. To think I should have left her so! To think I should be here and she there! Why hadnt I written? Why had I shilly-shallied these many days? Of course she wished to die. And I  what of me?

I went over the situation and tried to figure out what I should do. Should I send for her? Twenty dollars a week was very little for two. My legitimate expenses made a total of eleven a week. I wished to keep myself looking well, to have a decent room, to eat three fair meals a day. And I was in no position to return to Chicago, where I had earned less. Then my new friendships with Wood and McCord as well as with other newspaper men, nearly all of whom liked to drink, were costing me something extra; I could not associate with them without buying an occasional drink. I did not see where I was to save much or how I could support a wife. In addition, there was the newness of my position here. I could not very well leave it now, having just come from Chicago. By nature where things material of futurial were concerned I was timid, but little inclined to battle for my rights or desires, and consequently not often realizing them. I was in a trying situation, for I had, as I have said, let it appear to Alice that money was no object. With the vanity of youth, I had always talked of my good salary and comfortable position, and now that this salary and comfortable position were to be put to the test I did not know what to do about it. Honesty would have dictated a heartfelt confession, of course.

But I made none. Instead I wavered between two horns of an ever-recurring dilemma. Sympathizing with the pain which Alice was suffering, and alive to my own loss of honor and happiness, still I hesitated to pull down the fine picture of myself which I had so artistically built up, to reveal myself as I really was, a man unable to marry on his present salary. If I had loved her more, if I had really respected her, if I had not looked upon her as one who might be so easily put aside, I would have done something about it. My natural tendency was to drift, to wait and see, suffering untold agonies in the meanwhile. This I was preparing to do now.

These mental stresses were always sufficient, however, to throw me into a soulful mood. And now as I looked out of the window on the fast widowing sky it was with an ache that rivaled in intensity those melancholy moods we sometimes find interpreted by music. Indeed my heart was torn by the inextricable problems which life seemed ever to present and I fairly wrung my hands as I looked into the face of the hurrying world. How it was hastening away! How swiftly and insensibly my own life was slipping by! The few sweets which I had thus far tasted were always accompanied by such bitter repinings. No pleasure was without pain, as I had already seen, and life offered no solution. Only silence and the grave ended it all.

My body was racked with a fine tremor, my brain ached. I went to my desk and took up a pencil. I sat looking into the face of the tangle as one might into the gathering front of a storm. Words moved in my brain, then bubbled, then marshaled themselves into curious lines and rhythms. I put my pencil to paper and wrote line after line.

Presently I saw that I was writing a poem but that it was rough and needed modifying and polishing. I was in a great fever to change it and did so but more eager to go on with my idea, which was about this tangle of life. I became so moved and interested that I almost forgot Alice in the process. When I read it over it seemed but a poor reflection of the thoughts I had felt, the great sad mood I was in. Then I sat there, dissatisfied and unhappy, resolving to write Alice and tell her all.

I took a pen and wrote her that I could not marry her now, that I was in no position to do so. Later, if I found myself in better shape financially, I would come back. I told her that I did not want to send back her letters, that I did not wish to think our love was at an end. I had not meant to run away. I closed by saying that I still loved her and that the picture she had painted of herself standing at the window in the moonlight had torn my heart. But I could not write it as effectually as I might have, for I was haunted by the idea that I should never keep my word. Something kept telling me that it was not wise, that I didnt really want to.

While I was writing Hazard came into the room and glanced over my shoulder to where the poem was lying. What you doing, Dreiser? Writing poetry?

Trying to, I replied a little shamefacedly. I dont seem to be able to make much of it, though. The while I was wondering at the novelty of being taken for a poet. It seemed such a fine thing to be.

Theres no money in it, he observed helpfully. You cant sell em. Ive written tons of em, but it dont do any good. Youd better be putting your time on a book or a play.

A book or a play! I sat up. To be considered a writer, a dramatist  even a possible dramatist  raised me in my own estimation. Why, at this rate I might become one  who knows?

I know it isnt profitable, I said. Still, it might be if I wrote them well enough. It would be a great thing to be a great poet.

Hazard smiled sardonically. From his pinnacle of twenty-six years such aspirations seemed ridiculous. I might be a good newspaper man (I think he was willing to admit that), but a poet!

The discussion took the turn of book-and play-writing. He had written a book in connection with Young, I think his name was. He had lately been thinking of writing a play. He expatiated on the money there was to be made out of this, the great name some playwrights achieved. Look at Augustus Thomas now, who had once worked on the Star here. One of his pieces was then running in St. Louis. Look at Henry Blossom, once a St. Louis society boy, one of whose books was now in the local bookstore windows, a hit. To my excited mind the city was teeming with brilliant examples. Eugene Field had once worked here, on this very paper; Mark Twain had idled about here for a time, drunk and hopeless; W. C. Brann had worked on and gone from this paper; William Marion Reedy the same.

I returned to my desk after a time, greatly stirred by this conversation. My gloom was dissipated. Hazard had promised to let me read this book. This world was a splendid place for talent, I thought. It bestowed success and honor upon those who could succeed. Plays or books, or both, were the direct entrance to every joy which the heart could desire. Something of the rumored wonder and charm of the lives of successful playwrights came to me, their studios, their summer homes and the like. Here at last, then, was the equivalent of Dicks wealthy girl!

I sat thinking about plays somewhat modified in my grief over Alice for the nonce, but none the less aware of its tremendous sadness. I read over my poem and thought it good, even beautiful. I must be a poet! I copied it and put a duplicate in Alices letter, and folded my own copy and put it in my pocket, close to my heart. It seemed as though I had just forged a golden key to a world of beauty and light where sorrow and want could never be.


CHAPTER XXIII

THE central character of Hazards book was an actress, young and very beautiful. Her lover was a newspaper man, deeply in love with her and yet not faithful, in one instance anyhow. This brought about a Zolaesque scene in which she spanked another actress with a hairbrush. There was treacherous plotting on the part of somebody in regard to a local murder, which brought about the arrest and conviction of the newspaper man for something he knew nothing about. This entailed a great struggle on the part of Theo to save him, which resulted in her failure and his death on the guillotine. A priest figured in it in some way, grim, Jesuitical.

To this day some of the scenes of this book come back to me as having been forcefully done  the fight between the two actresses, for one thing, a midnight feast with several managers, the gallows scene, a confession. I am not sure of the name of the newspaper man who collaborated with Hazard on this work, but the picture of his death in an opium joint later, painted for me by Hazard, and the eccentricities of his daily life, stand out even now as Poe-like. He must have been blessed or cursed with some such temperament as that of Poe, dark, gloomy, reckless, poetic, for he was a dope-fiend and died of dope.

Be that as it may, this posthumous work, never published, so far as I know, was the opening wedge for me into the realm of realism. Being distinctly imitative of Balzac and Zola, the method was new and to me impressive. It has always struck me as curious that the first novel written by an American that I read in manuscript should have been one which by reason of its subject matter and the puritanic character of the American mind could never be published. These two youths knew this. Hazard handed it to me with the statement: Of course a thing like this could never be published over here. Wed have to get it done abroad. That struck me as odd at the time  the fact that if one wrote a fine thing nevertheless because of an American standard I had not even thought of before, one might not get it published. How queer, I thought. Yet these two incipient artists had already encountered it. They had been overawed to the extent of thinking it necessary to write of French, not American life in terms of fact. Such things as they felt called upon to relate occurred only in France, never here  or at least such things, if done here, were never spoken of. I think it nothing less than tragic that these men, or boys, fresh, forceful, imbued with a burning desire to present life as they saw it, were thus completely overawed by the moral hypocrisy of the American mind and did not even dare to think of sending their novel to an American publisher. Hazard was deeply impressed with the futility of attempting to do anything with a book of that kind. The publishers wouldnt stand for it. You couldnt write about life as it was; you had to write about it as somebody else thought it was, the ministers and farmers and dullards of the home. Yet here he was, as was I, busy in a profession that was hourly revealing the fact that this sweetness and light code, this idea of a perfect world which contained neither sin nor shame for any save vile outcasts, criminals and vagrants, was the trashiest lie that was ever foisted upon an all too human world. Not a day, not an hour, but the pages of the very newspaper we were helping to fill with our scribbled observations were full of the most incisive pictures of the lack of virtue, honesty, kindness, even average human intelligence, not on the part of a few but of nearly everybody. Not a business, apparently, not a home, not a political or social organization or an individual but in the course of time was guilty of an infraction of some kind of this seemingly perfect and unbroken social and moral code. But in spite of all this, judging by the editorial page, the pulpit and the noble mouthings of the average citizen speaking for the benefit of his friends and neighbors, all men were honest  only they werent; all women were virtuous and without evil intent or design  but they werent; all mothers were gentle, self-sacrificing slaves, sweet pictures for songs and Sunday Schools  only they werent; all fathers were kind, affectionate, saving, industrious  only they werent. But when describing actual facts for the news columns, you were not allowed to indicate these things. Side by side with the most amazing columns of crimes of every kind and description would be other amazing columns of sweet mush about love, undying and sacrificial, editorials about the perfection of the American man, woman, child, his or her sweet deeds, intentions and the like  a wonderful dose. And all this last in the face of the other, which was supposed to represent the false state of things, merely passing indecencies, accidental errors that did not count. If a man like Hazard or myself had ventured to transpose a true picture of facts from the news columns of the papers, from our own reportorial experiences, into a story or novel, what a howl! Ostracism would have followed much more swiftly in that day than in this, for today turgid slush approximating at least some of the facts is tolerated. Fifteen years later Hazard told me he still had his book buried in a trunk somewhere, but by then he had turned to adventurous fiction, and a year later, as I have said, be blew his brains out.

Just the same the book made a great impression on me! It gave me a great respect for Hazard, made me really fond of him. And it fixed my mind definitely on this matter of writing  not a novel, curiously, but a play, a form which from the first seemed easier for me and which I still consider so, one in which I work with greater ease than I do in the novel. I mentioned to Wood and McCord that Hazard and another man had written a novel and that I had read it. I must have enthused over it for both were impressed, and I myself seemed to gain standing, especially with Wood. It was generally admitted then that Hazard was one of the best reporters in the city, and my being taken into his confidence in this fashion seemed to Wood to be a significant thing.

And not long after that I had something else to tell these two which carried great weight. There was at that time on the editorial page of the paper a column entitled Heard in the Corridors, which was nothing more than a series of imaginary interviews with passing guests at the various hotels, or interviews condensed into short tales, about six to the column, one at least being accredited to a guest at each of the three principal hotels, the others standing accredited as things heard at the Union Station or upon the street somewhere. Previous to my arrival this column had been written by various men, the last one having been the already famous W. C. Brann, then editor of the brilliant Iconoclast. By the time I arrived, however, Brann had departed, and the column had sagged. Hazard was doing a part of it, Bellairs another, but both were tired of it. At first when I considered it (a little extra work added to my daily reporting) I was not so pleased; indeed it seemed an all but impossible thing to do. Later, however, after a trial, I discovered that it gave free rein to my wildest imaginings, which was exactly what I wanted. I could write any sort of story I pleased, romantic, realistic or lunatic, and credit it to some imaginary guest at one of the hotels, and if it was not too improbable it was passed without comment. At any rate, when this was assigned to me I went forth to get names of personages stopping at the hotels. I inquired for celebrities. As a rule, the clerks could give me no information or were indifferent, and seemed to take very little interest in having the hotel advertised. I returned and racked my brain, decided that I could manufacture names as well as stories, and forthwith scribbled six marvels, attaching such names as came into my mind. The next day these were all duly published and I was told to do the column regularly as well as my regular assignments. My asinine ebullience had won me a new task without any increase in pay.

However, it seemed an honor to have a whole column assigned to me, and this honor I communicated to McCord and Wood. It was then that either Wood or McCord informed me that Brann had done it previously and had written snake stories for the paper into the bargain. This flattered me, for they pictured him for what he was, a rare soul, and I felt myself growing. Peter had illustrated some of these tales for him, for, as he said with mock dignity: I am the official snake artist of this paper. That very night, as a reward for my efficiency I was invited by Dick to come to his room  the room, the studio  where he inflicted about nine of his horrible masterpieces upon me.

I would not make so much of this great honor if it were not for what it meant to me then. The room was large and dark, on Broadway between Market and Walnut, with the cars jangling below. It contained one great white bed, a long table covered with the papers and literary compositions of Mr. Richard Wood, and was decorated and reinforced with that gentlemans conception of what constituted literary insignia. On the walls hung dusty engravings representing the death of Hamlet and the tempting of Faust. In one corner, over a chest of drawers, was the jagged blade of a sword-fish, and in another a most curious display of oriental coins. The top of the wardrobe was surmounted by a gruesome papier-mâché head representing that somewhat demented creature known in England as Ally Sloper. A clear space at one corner of the table held a tin pail for carrying beer, and the floor, like the walls, was covered with some dusty brown material which might once have been a carpet. Owing to the darkness of the furnishings and the brightness of the. fire, the room had a very cheery look.

Say, Dick, did you see where one of s plays had made a great hit in New York? asked McCord. Hes made a strike this time.

No, replied Dick solemnly, poking among the coals of the grate and drawing up a chair. Sit down, Dreiser. Pull up a chair, Peter. This confounded grate smokes whenever the winds from the South. Still theres nothing like a grate fire.

We drew up chairs. I was revolving in my mind the charm of the room and a vision of greatness in play-writing. These two men seemed subtly involved with the perfection of the arts. In this atmosphere, with such companions, I felt that I could accomplish anything, and soon.

Ill tell you how it is with the game of play-writing, observed Dick sententiously. You have to have imagination and feeling and all that, but whats more important than anything is a little business sense, to know how to get in with those fellows. You might have the finest play in the world in your pocket, but if you didnt know how to dispose of it what good would it do you? None at all. You got to know that end first.

He reached over and pulled the coal-scuttle into position as a footrest and then looked introspectively at the ceiling.

The plays the thing, put in Peter. If you could write a real good play you wouldnt need to worry about getting it staged.

Aw, wouldnt I? Listen to that now! commented Dick irascibly. I tell you, Peter, you dont know anything about it. You only think you do; thats all. Say, did Campbell have a good play in his pocket or didnt he? You betcher neck he did. Did he get it staged? No, you betcher boots he didnt. Dont talk to me; I know.

By his manner you would have thought he had a standing bone to pick with Peter, but this was only his way. It made me laugh.

Well, the plays the first thing to worry about anyhow, I observed. I wish I were in a position to write one.

Why dont you try? suggested McCord. You ought to be able to do something in that line. I bet you could write a good one.

We fell to discussing dramatists. Peter, with his eye for gorgeous effects, costuming and the like, immediately began to describe the ballet effects and scenery of a comic opera laid in Algeria which was then playing in St. Louis.

You ought to go and see that, Dreiser, he urged. Its something wonderful. The effect of the balconies in the first act, with the muezzins crying the prayers from the towers in the distance, is great. Then the harmony of the color work in the stones of the buildings is something exquisite. You want to see it.

I felt myself glowing. This intimate conversation with men of such marked artistic ability, in a room, too, which was the reflection of an artists personality, raised my sense of latent ability to the highest point. Not that I felt I was not fit to associate with these people  I felt that I was more than fit, their equal at every point, conceal it as I might  but it was something to come in touch with your own, to find real friends to the manner born who were your equals and able to sympathize with you and appreciate your every mood. A man who had found such friends as these so quickly surely need never worry.

Ill tell you what I propose to do, Peter, while you people are talking, observed Dick. I propose to go over to Franks and get a can of beer. Then Ill read you that story.

This proposal to read a story was new to me; I had not heard Wood had written one before. I looked at him more keenly, and a little flame of envy leaped to life in me. To be able to write a short story  or any kind of a story!

He went to his wardrobe, whence he extracted a medium-length black cape of broadcloth, which he threw about his shoulders, and a soft hat which he drew rakishly over his eyes, then took the tin pail and a piece of money from a plate, after the best fashion of the artistic romances of the day, and went out. I gazed admiringly after him, touched by the romance of it all. That face, waxen, drawn, sensitive, with deep burning eyes, and that frail body! That cape! That hat! That plate of coins! Yes, this was Bohemia! I was now a part of that happy middle world which was superior to wealth and poverty. I was in that serene realm where moved freely talent, artistic ability, noble thought, ingenious action, unhampered by conventional thought and conduct. A great man should so live, an artist certainly. These two could and did do as they pleased. They were not as others, but wise, sensitive, delicately responsive to all that was best in life; and as yet the great world was not aware of their existence!

Wood came back with the beer and then Peter insisted that he read us the story. I noticed that there was something impish in his manner. He assured me that all of Dicks stories were masterpieces, every one; that time alone was required for world-wide recognition.

Dick picked up a single manuscript from a heap. I dont want to inflict this on you, Dreiser, he said sweetly and apologetically. We had planned to do this before I knew you were coming.

Thats the way he always talks, put in Peter banteringly. Dick loves to stage things. But theyre great stories just the same.

I leaned back, prepared to be thrilled. Dick drew up his chair to the table and adjusted a green-shaded gas lamp close to the tables edge. He then unfolded his MS. and began reading in a low, well-modulated, semi-pathetic voice, which seemed very effective in the more sentimental passages. Reverently I sat and listened. The tale was nothing, a mere daub, but, oh, the wonder of it! Was I not in the presence and friendship of artists? Was not this Bohemia? Had I not long heard and dreamed of it? Well, then, what difference whether the tales were good or bad? They were by one whom I was compelled to admire, an artist, pale, sensitive, recessive, one who at the slightest show of inattention or lack of appreciation might leave me and never see me more.

I listened to about nine without dying, declaring each and every one to be the best I had ever heard  perfect.


CHAPTER XXIV

FROM now on, because of this companionship, my life in St. Louis took on a much more cheerful aspect. Hitherto, in spite of my work and my natural interest in a strange city, I had had intensely gloomy moments. My favorite pastime, when I was not out on an assignment or otherwise busy, was to walk the streets and view the lives and activities of others, not thinking so much how I might advantage myself and my affairs as how, for some, the lightning of chance was always striking in somewhere and disrupting plans, leaving destruction and death in its wake, for others luck or fortune. I never was blinded to the gross favoritism practiced by nature, and this I resented largely, it may be, because it was not, or I thought it was not, practiced in my behalf. Later in life I began to suspect that a gross favoritism, in regard to certain things at least, was being practiced in my behalf. I was never without friends, never without some one to do me a good turn at a critical moment, never without love and the sacrifice of beauty on the part of some one in my behalf, never without a certain amount of applause or repute. Was I worthy of it? I knew I was not and I felt that the powers that make and control life did not care two whoops whether I was or not.

Life, as I had seen and felt from my earliest thinking period, used people, sometimes to their advantage, sometimes not. Occasionally, as I could see, I was used to my advantage as well as to that of some one or something else. Occasionally I was used, as I thought, to my disadvantage. Now and then when I imagined I was being used most disadvantageously it was not so at all, as when for a period I found myself unable to write and so compelled to turn to other things  a turning which resulted in better material later on. At this time, however, I felt that whatever the quality of the gifts handed me or the favors done me, they were as nothing compared to some; and, again, I was honestly and sympathetically interested in the horrible deprivations inflicted upon others, their weaknesses of mind and body, afflictions of all sizes and sorts, the way so often they helplessly blundered or were driven by internal chemic fires, as in the case of the fascinating and beautiful-minded John T. McEnnis, to their own undoing. That great idealistic soul, that warm, ebullient heart!

The opportunity for indulging in these moods was due to the fact that I had plenty of time on my hands, that just at this time I was more interested in seeing than in reading, and that the three principal hotels here, Southern-fashion, were most hospitable, equipping their lobbies and even their flanking sidewalks with comfortable rocking-chairs where one might sit and dream or read or view the passing scene with idle or analytic eye. My favorite hotel was the Lindell, rather large and not impressive but still successful and popular, which stood at the northwest corner of Sixth and Washington Avenue. Here I would repair whenever I had a little time and rock in peace and watch the crowd of strangers amble to and fro. The manager of this hotel, a brisk, rather interesting and yet job-centered American, seeing me sit about every afternoon between four-thirty and six and knowing that I was from the Globe, finally began to greet me and ask occasionally if I did not want to go up to dinner. (How lonely and forlorn I must have looked!) On Thanksgiving and Christmas afternoons of this my first season there, seeing me idle and alone, he asked me to be his guest. I accepted, not knowing what else to do. To make it seem like a real invitation he came in after I was seated at the table and sat down with me for a few minutes. He was so charming and the hotel so brisk and crowded that I soon felt at home.

The daily routine of my work seemed to provide ample proof of my suspicions that life was grim and sad. Regularly it would be a murder, a suicide, a failure, a defalcation which I would be assigned to cover, and on the same day there would be an important wedding, a business or political banquet, a ball or a club entertainment of some kind, which would provide just the necessary contrast to prove that life is haphazard and casual and cruel; to some lavish, to others niggardly.

Mere money, often unworthily inherited or made by shabby methods, seemed to throw commonplace and even wretched souls into such glittering and condescending prominence, in this world at least. Many of the business men with whom I came in contact were vulgarians, their wives and daughters vain and coarse and inconsiderate. I was constantly impressed by the airs of the locally prominent, their craving for show and pleasure, their insane greed for personal mention, their hearty indifference to anything except money plus a keen wish to seem to despise it. I remember going one afternoon to an imposing residence where some function was in progress. I was met by an ostentatious butler who exclaimed most nobly: My dear sir, who sent you here? The Globe knows we never give lists to newspaper men. We never admit reporters, and then stiffly closed the door on me. I reported as much to the city editor, who remarked meekly, Well, thats all right, and gave me something else to do. But the next day a list of the guests at this function was published, and in this paper. I made inquiry of Hartung, who said: Oh, the society editor must have turned that in. These society women send in their lists beforehand and then say they dont receive reporters.

Another time it was the residence of the Catholic archbishop of St. Louis, a very old but shrewd man whom, so it was rumored in newspaper circles, the local priests were plotting to make appear infirm and weakminded in order that a favorite of theirs might be made coadjutor. I was sent to inquire about his health, to see him if possible. At the door I was met by a sleek dark priest who inquired what I wished, whereupon he assured me that the archbishop was too feeble to be seen.

That is exactly why I am here, I insisted. The Globe wishes to inform the public of his exact condition. There seems to be a belief on the part of some that he is not as ill as is given out.

What! You accuse us of concealing something in connection with the archbishop! This is outrageous! and he firmly shut me out.

It seemed to me that the straightforward thing would have been to let me meet the archbishop. He was a public official, the state of whose health was of interest to thousands. But no; official control regulated that. Shortly afterward he was declared too feeble to perform his duties and a coadjutor was appointed.

Again I was sent to a fashionable west end hotel to interview a visiting governor who was attending a reception of some kind and who, as we understood, was leaving the next day.

My dear young fellow, said a functionary connected with the entertainment committee, you cannot do anything of the sort. This is no time to be coming around for anything of this kind.

But he is leaving tomorrow....

I cannot help that. You cannot see him now.

How about taking him my card and asking him about tomorrow?

No, no, no! I cannot do anything of the sort. You cannot see him, and once again I was shunted briskly forth.

I recall being sent one evening to attend a great public ball of some kind  The Veiled Prophets  which was held in the general selling-room of the stock exchange at Third and Walnut, and which followed as a rule some huge autumnal parade. The city editor sent me for a general view or introduction or pen picture to be used as a lead to the full story, which was to be done by others piecemeal. For this occasion I was ordered to hire a dress-suit (the first I had ever worn), which cost the paper three dollars. I remember being greatly disturbed by my appearance once I got in it and feeling very queer and conspicuous. I was greatly troubled as to what sort of impression my garb would make on the various members of the staff. As to the latter I was not long in doubt.

Say, look at our friend in the claw-hammer, will you? this from Hazard. He looks like a real society man to me!

Usher, you mean, called Bellairs. Who is he? I dont seem to remember him.

Those pants come darned near being a fit, dont they? this from some one who had laid hold of the side lines of the trousers.

I could not make up my mind whether I wanted to fight or laugh or whether I was startlingly handsome or a howling freak.

But the thing that weighed on me most was the luxury, tawdry enough perhaps to those intimately connected with it, which this ball presented, contrasted with my own ignoble state. After spending three hours there bustling about examining flowers, decorations, getting names, details of costumes, and drinking various drinks with officiating floormasters whose sole duty appeared to be to look after the press and see that they got all details straight, I returned to the office and began to pour forth a glowing account of how beautiful it all was, how gorgeous, how perfect the women, how marvelous their costumes, how gracious and graceful the men, how oriental or occidental or Arabic, I forget which, were the decorations, outdoing the Arabian Nights or the fabled splendors of the Caliphate. Who does not recognize this indiscriminate newspaper tosh, poured forth from one end of America to another for everything from a farmers reunion or an I. O. O. F. Ladies Day to an Astor or a Vanderbilt wedding?

As I was writing, my head whirring with the imaginary and impossible splendors of the occasion, I was informed by my city editor that when I was done I should go to a number in South St. Louis where only an hour before a triple or quadruple murder had been committed. I was to go out on a street-car and if I could not get back in time by street-car I was to get a carriage and drive back at breakneck speed in order to get the story into the last edition. The great fear was that the rival paper, the Republic, would get it or might already have it and we would not. And so, my head full of pearls, diamonds, silks, satins, laces, a world of flowers and lights, I was now hustled out along the dark, shabby, lonely streets of South St. Louis to the humblest of cottages, in the humblest of streets where, among unpainted shacks with lean-tos at the back for kitchens, was one which contained this story.

An Irish policeman, silent and indifferent, was already at the small dark gate in the dark and silent street, guarding it against intruders; another was inside the door, which stood partially open, and beyond in the roadway in the darkness, their faces all but indistinguishable, a few horrified people. A word of explanation and I was admitted. A faint glow from a small smoky glass lamp illuminated the front room darkly. It turned out that a very honest, simple, religious and good-natured Irish-American of about fifty, who had been working by the day in this neighborhood, had recently been taken ill with brain fever and had on this night arisen from his feverish sickbed, seized a flatiron, crept into the front room where his wife and two little children slept and brained all three. He had then returned to the rear room, where a grown daughter slept on a couch beside him, and had first felled her with the iron and then cut her throat with a butcher knife. Murderous as the deed seemed, and apparently premeditated, it was the result of fever. The policeman at the gate informed me that the father had already been taken to the Four Courts and that a hospital ambulance was due any moment.

But hes out av his mind, he insisted blandly. Hes crazy, sure, or sick av the fever. No man in his right sinses would do that. I tried to talk to him but he couldnt say naathin, just mumble like.

After my grand ball this wretched front room presented a sad and ghastly contrast. The house and furniture were very poor, the dead wife and children homely and seemingly work-worn. I noticed the dim, smoky flame cast by the lamp, the cheap bed awry and stained red, the mother and two children lying in limp and painful disorder, the bedding dragged half off. It was evident that a struggle had taken place, for a chair and table were upset, the ironing-board thrown down, a bureau and the bed pushed sidewise.

Shocked beyond measure, yet with an eye to color and to the zest of the public for picturesque details, I examined the three rooms with care, the officer in the house following me. Together we looked at the utensils in the kitchen, what was in the cupboard to eat, what in the closet to wear. I made notes of the contents of the rooms, their cheapness, then went to the neighbors on either hand to learn if they had heard anything. Then in a stray owl-car, no carriages being available, I hurried to the Four Courts, several miles cityward, to see the criminal. I found him, old, pale, sick, thin, walking up and down in his small iron cell, plainly out of his mind, a picture of hopeless, unconscious misery. His hands trembled idly about his mouth; his shabby trousers bagged about his shoes; he was unshaven and weak-looking, and all the while he mumbled to himself some unintelligible sounds. I tried to talk with him but could get nothing. He seemed not even to know that I was there, so brain-sick was he. Then I questioned the jail attendants, those dull wiseacres of the law. Had he talked? Did they think he was sane? With the usual acumen and delicacy of this tribe, they were inclined to think he was shamming.

I hurried through dark streets to the office. It was an almost empty reportorial room in which I scribbled my dolorous picture. With the impetuosity of youth and curiosity and sorrow and wonder I told it all, the terror, the pity, the inexplicability. As I wrote, each page was taken up by Hartung, edited and sent up. Then, having done perhaps a column and a half (Bellairs having arrived with various police theories), I was allowed finally to amble out into a dark street and seek my miserable little room with its creaky bed, its dirty coverlets, its ragged carpets and stained walls. Nevertheless, I lay down with a kind of high pride and satisfaction in my story of the murder and my description of the ball, and with my life in consequence! I was not so bad. I was getting along. I must be thought an exceptional man to be picked for two such difficult tasks in the same evening. Life itself was not so bad; it was just higgledy-piggledy, catch-as-catch-can, that was all. If one were clever, like myself, it was all right. Next morning, when I reached the office, McCord and Hazard and some others pronounced my stuff pretty good, and I was beside myself with glee. I strolled about as though I owned the earth, pretending simplicity and humility but actually believing that I was the finest ever, that no one could outdo me at this game of reporting.


CHAPTER XXV

THINGS relatively interesting, contrasts nearly as sharp and as well calculated to cause one to meditate on the wonder, the beauty, the uncertainty, the indifference, the cruelty and the rank favoritism of life, were daily if not hourly put before me. Now it would be some such murder as this or a social scandal of some kind, often of a gross and revolting character, in some ultra-respectable neighborhood, or a suicide of peculiarly sad or grim character. Or, again, it would be a fine piece of chicane, as when a certain board-and-feed stable owner of the west end, about to lose his property because of poor business and anxious to save himself by securing the insurance, set fire to the stable and destroyed seventeen healthy horses as well as one stable attendant and got away with it, legally anyhow. His plan had probably been to save the horses and the man, but the plan miscarried. I gathered as much from him when I interviewed him. I put some pertinent questions at him but could get no admissions on which to base a charge. He was a shrewd, calculating, commercial type, vigorous and semi-savage. He evaded me blandly and I had to write the fire up as a sad accident, thereby aiding him to get his insurance, the while I was convinced that he was guilty, a hard-hearted scoundrel.

Another thing that I sensed very clearly at this time was the fact that the average newspaper reporter was a far better detective in his way than the legitimate official detective, and not nearly so well paid. The average so-called headquarters man, was a loathsome thing, as low in his ideas and methods as the lowest criminal he was set to trap. The criminal was at least shrewd and dynamic enough to plot and execute a crime, whereas the detective had no brains at all, merely a low kind of cunning. Often red-headed, freckled, with big hands and feet, store clothes, squeaky shoes  why does such a picture of the detective come back to me? Pop-eyed, with a ridiculous air of mystery and profundity in matters requiring neither, dirty, offensive, fish-eyed and merciless, the detectives floundered about in different cases without a grain of humor; whereas the average reporter was, by contrast anyhow, intelligent or shrewd, cleanly nearly always, if at times a little slouchy, inclined to drink and sport perhaps but genial, often gentlemanly, a fascinating story-teller, a keen psychologist (nearly always one of the best), frequently well read, humorous, sympathetic, amusing or gloomy as the case might be, but generally to be relied upon in such emergencies for truly skillful work. Naturally there was some enmity between the two, a contempt on the part of the newspaper man for the detective, a fear and dislike and secret opposition on the part of the detective. The reporter would go forth on a mystifying case and as a rule, given time enough, would solve it, whereas the police detectives would be tramping about often trailing the reporters, reading the newspapers to discover what had been discovered, and then, when the work had been done and the true clew furnished, would step forward at the grand moment to do the arresting and get their pictures and names in the papers. The detectives were constantly playing into the hands of the police reporters in unimportant matters during periods between great cases, doing them little favors, helping them in small cases, in order that when a big case came along they might have favors done unto them. The most important of all these favors, of course, was that of seeing that their names were mentioned in the papers as being engaged in solving a mystery or having done thus and so, when in all likelihood some newspaper man had done it.

Sometimes the tip as to where the criminal was likely to be found would be furnished by the papers and later credited to the police. Sometimes the newspaper men would lash the police, sometimes flatter them, but always they were seeking to make the police aid them to get various necessary things done, and not always succeeding. Sometimes the police were hand-in-glove with certain crooks or evil-doers, and you could all but prove it, but until you did so, and sometimes afterward, they were stubborn and would defy you and the papers. But not for long. They loved publicity too much; offer them sufficient publicity, and they would act. It was nearly always my experience that the newspapers, which meant the reporters of course plus an efficient city editor and possibly a managing editor, would be the first to worm out the psychology of any given case and then point an almost unerring finger at the criminal; then the police or detectives would come in and do the arresting and get the credit.

Another thing that impressed me greatly at this time was the kaleidoscopic character of newspaper work, which, in its personal significance to me, cannot be too much emphasized. As I have said, one day it would be a crime of a lurid or sensational character that would arrest and compel me to think, and the same day, within the hour perhaps, it would be a lecturer or religionist with some finespun theory of life, some theosophist like Annie Besant, who in passing through St. Louis on a lecture tour would be at one of the best hotels, usually the Southern, talking transmigration and Nirvana. Again, it would be some mountebank or quack of a low order  a spiritualist, let us say, of the Eva Fay stripe, or a mind-reader like Bishop, or a third-rate religionist like the Reverend Sam Jones, who was then in his heyday preaching unadulterated hell, or the arrival of a prize-fighter-actor like John L. Sullivan, then only recently defeated by Corbett, or a novelist of the quack order, such as Hall Caine.

And there were distinguished individuals, including such excellent lecturers as Henry Watterson and Henry M. Stanley, or a musician like Paderewski, or a scientist of the standing of Nikola Tesla. I was sent to interview my share of these, to get their views on something  anything or nothing really, for my city editor, Mr. Mitchell, seemed at times a little cloudy as to their significance, and certainly I had no clear insight into what most of them stood for. I wondered, guessed, made vague stabs at what I thought they represented, and in the main took them seriously enough. My favorite question was what did they think of life, its meaning, since this was uppermost in my mind at the time, and I think I asked it of every one of them, from John L. Sullivan to Annie Besant. And what a jangle of doctrines! What a noble burst of ideas! Annie Besant, in a room at the Southern delicately scented with flowers, arrayed in a cool silken gray dress, informed me that the age was material, that wealth and show were an illusion based on nothing at all (I wrote that down without understanding what she meant), that the Hindu Swamis had long since solved all this seeming mystery of living, Madame Blavatsky being the most recent and the greatest apostle of wisdom in this matter, and that the great thing to do in this world or the next was to improve oneself spiritually and so eventually attain to Nirvana, nothingness  a word I had to look up afterward. (When I told Dick Wood about her he seemed greatly impressed and said: Oh, theres more to that stuff than you think, Dreiser. Youre just not up on all that yet. These mystics see more than we think they do, and he looked very wise.)

And Henry Watterson  imagine me at the age of twenty-one trying to interview him when he was in the heyday of his fame and mental powers! Short, stocky, with a protuberant belly, slightly gray hair, gruff and simple in his manner and joyously secure in his fame (he had just the preceding summer said that Cleveland, Democratic candidate of the hour and later elected, was certain to walk up an alley to a slaughter-house and an open grave, and had of course seen his prediction fail), he was convinced that the country was in bad hands, not likely to go to the demnition bow-wows as yet but in for a bad corporation-materialistic spell. And when I asked him what he thought of life  

My son, when you get as old as I am you probably wont think so much of it, and you wont be to blame. Its good enough in its way, but its a damned ticklish business. You may say that Henry Watterson said that if you like. Do the best you can, and dont crowd the other fellow too hard, and youll come out as well as anybody, I suppose.

And then John L. Sullivan, raw, red-faced, big-fisted, broadshouldered, drunken, with gaudy waistcoat and tie, and rings and pins set with enormous diamonds and rubies  what an impression he made! Surrounded by local sports and politicians of the most rubicund and degraded character (he was a great favorite with them), he seemed to me, sitting in his suite at the Lindell, to be the apotheosis of the humorously gross and vigorous and material. Cigar boxes, champagne buckets, decanters, beer bottles, overcoats, collars and shirts littered the floor, and lolling back in the midst of it all in ease and splendor his very great self, a sort of prize-fighting J. P. Morgan.

Aw, haw! haw! haw! I can hear him even now when I asked him my favorite question about life, his plans, the value of exercise (!), etc. He wants to know about exercise! Youre all right, young fella, kinda slim, but youll do. Sit down and have some champagne. Have a cigar. Give im some cigars, George. These young newspaper men are all all right to me. Im for em. Exercise? What I think? Haw! haw! Write any damned thing yuh please, young fella, and say that John L. Sullivan said so. Thats good enough for me. If they dont believe it bring it back here and Ill sign it for yuh. But I know itll be all right, and I wont stop to read it neither. That suit yuh? Well, all right. Now have some more champagne and dont say I didnt treat yuh right, cause I did. Im ex-champion of the world, defeated by that little dude from California, but Im still John L. Sullivan  aint that right? Haw! haw! They cant take that away from me, can they? Haw! haw! Have some more champagne, boy.

I adored him. I would have written anything he asked me to write. I got up the very best article I could and published it, and was told afterward that it was fine.

Another thing that interested me about newspaper work was its pagan or unmoral character, as contrasted with the heavy religionistic and moralistic point of view seemingly prevailing in the editorial office proper (the editorial page, of course), as well as the world outside. While the editorial office might be preparing the most flowery moralistic or religionistic editorials regarding the worth of man, the value of progress, character, religion, morality, the sanctity of the home, charity and the like, the business office and news rooms were concerned with no such fine theories. The business office was all business, with little or no thought of anything save success, and in the city news room the mask was off and life was handled in a rough-and-ready manner, without gloves and in a catch-as-catch-can fashion. Pretense did not go here. Innate honesty on the part of any one was not probable. Charity was a business with something in it for somebody. Morality was in the main for public consumption only. Get the news! Get the news!  that was the great cry in the city editorial room. Dont worry much over how you get it, but get it, and dont come back without it! Dont fall down! Dont let the other newspapers skin us  that is, if you value your job! And write  and write well. If any other paper writes it better than you do youre beaten and might as well resign. The public must be entertained by the writing of reporters.

But the methods and the effrontery and the callousness necessary at times for the gathering of news  what a shock even though one realized that it was conditional with life itself! At most times one needed to be hard, cold, jesuitical. For instance, one of the problems that troubled me most, and to which there was no solution save to act jesuitically or get out, was how to get the facts from a man or woman suspected of some misdeed or error without letting him know that you were so doing. In the main, if you wanted facts of any kind, especially in connection with the suspected, you did not dare tell them that you came as an enemy or were bent on exposing them. One had to approach all, even the worst and most degraded, as a friend and pretend an interest, perhaps even a sympathy one did not feel, to apply the oil of flattery to the soul. To do less than this was to lose the news, and while a city editor might readily forgive any form of trickery he would never forgive failure. Cheat and win and you were all right; be honest and lose and you were fired. To appear wise when you were ignorant, dull when you were not, disinterested when you were interested, brutal or severe when you might be just the reverse  these were the essential tricks of the trade.

And I, being sent out every day and loafing about the corridors of the various hotels at different times, soon encountered other newspaper men who were as shrewd and wily as ferrets, who had apparently but one motive in life: to trim their fellow newspaper men in the matter of news, or the public which provided the news. There being only two morning papers here (the Globe and the Republic), the reporters of each loved the others not, even when personally they were inclined to be friendly. They did not dare permit their personal likes to affect their work. It was every man for himself. Meet a reporter of the Republic or the Globe on a story: he might be friendly enough but he would tell you nothing. He wished either to shun you or worm your facts out of you. Meet him in the lobby of the La Clede, where by common consent, winter or summer, most seemed to gather, or at the corner drugstore outside, and each would be friendly with the other, trading tales of life, going together to a saloon for a drink or to the beanery, a famous eating-place on Chestnut between Fourth and Broadway, perhaps borrowing a dime, a quarter or a dollar until pay day  but never repaying with news or tips; quite the reverse, as I soon found. One had to keep an absolutely close mouth as to all one might be doing.

The counsel of all of these men was to get the news in any way possible, by hook or by crook, and to lose no time in theorizing about it. If a document was lying on an officials table, for instance, and you wanted to see it and could not persuade him to give it to you  well, if he turned his back it was good business to take it, or at least read it. If a photograph was desired and the one concerned would not give it and you saw it somewhere, take it of course and let them complain afterward if they would; your city editor was supposed to protect you in such matters. You might know of certain conditions of which a public official was not aware and the knowledge of which would cause him to talk in one way, whereas lack of that knowledge would cause him to talk in another. Personally you might think it your duty to tell him, but as a newspaper man you could not. It was your duty to your paper to sacrifice him. If you didnt some one else would. I was not long in learning all this and more, and although I understood the necessity I sometimes resented having to do it. There were times when I wanted to treat people better than I did or could. Sometimes I told myself that I was better in this respect than other newspaper men; but when the test came I found that I was like the others, as eager to get the news. Something akin to a dogs lust of the chase would in critical moments seize upon me and in my eagerness to win a newspaper battle I would forget or ignore nearly every tenet of fairness and get it. Then, victorious, I might sigh over the sadness of it all and decide that I was going to get out of the business  as I eventually did, and for very much this reason  but at the time I was weak or practical enough.

One afternoon I was sent to interview the current Democratic candidate for mayor, an amiable soul who conducted a wholesale harness business and who was supposed to have an excellent chance of being elected. The city had long been sick of Republican misrule, or so our office seemed to think. When I entered his place he was in the front part of the store discussing with several friends or politicians the character of St. Louis, its political and social backwardness, its narrowness, slowness and the like, and for some reason, possibly due to the personality of his friends, he was very severe. Local religionists, among others, came in for a good drubbing. I did not know him but for some unexplainable reason I assumed at once that the man talking was the candidate. Again, I instinctively knew that if what he was saying were published it would create a sensation. The lust of the hunter stalking a wild animal immediately took possession of me. What a beat, to take down what this man was saying! What a stir it would make! Without seeming to want anything in particular, I stood by a showcase and examined the articles within. Soon he finished his tirade and came to me.

Well, sir?

Im from the Globe, I said. I want to ask you and I asked him some questions.

When he heard that I was from the Globe he became visibly excited.

Did you hear what I was saying just now?

Yes, sir.

Well, you know that I was not speaking for publication....

Yes, I know.

And youre not to forget that.

I understand.

Just the same I returned to the office and wrote up the incident just as it had occurred. My city editor took it, glanced over it, and departed for the front office. I could tell by his manner that he was excited. The next day it was published in all its crude reality, and the man was ruined politically. There were furious denials in the rival Democratic papers. A lying reporter was denounced, not only by Mr. Bannerman, the candidate, but by all the other papers editorially. At once I was called to the front office to explain to Mr. McCullagh, which I did in detail. He said it all, did he? he asked, and I insisted that he had. I know its true, he said, for other people have told me that he has said the same things before.

Next day there was a defiant editorial in the Globe defending me, my truthfulness, the fact that the truth of the interview was substantiated by previous words and deeds of the candidate. Various editors on the paper came forward to congratulate me, to tell me what a beat I had made; but to tell the truth I felt shamefaced, dishonest, unkind. I was an eavesdropper. I had taken an unfair advantage, and I knew it. Still, something in me made me feel that I was fortunate. As a reporter I had done the paper a great service. My editor-in-chief, as I could see, appreciated it. No other immediate personal reward came to me, but I felt that I had strengthened my standing here a little. Yet for that I had killed that man politically. Youth, zest, life, the love of the chase  that is all that explains it to me now.


CHAPTER XXVI

MY standing as a local newspaper man seemed to grow by leaps and bounds  I am not exaggerating. Certain almost fortuitous events (how often they have occurred in my life!) seemed to assist me, far above my willing or even my dreams. Thus, one morning I had come down to the Globe city room to get something, a paper or a book I had left, before going to my late breakfast, when a tall, broad-shouldered man, wearing a slouch hat and looking much like the typical Kentucky colonel, hurried into the office and exclaimed:

Is the city editor here?

He isnt down yet, I replied. Anything I can do for you?

I just stopped to tell you theres a big wreck on the road up here near Alton. I saw it from the train as I passed coming down from Chicago. A half-dozen cars are burning. If you people get a man up there right away you can get a big lead on this.

I grabbed a piece of paper, for I felt instinctively that this was important. Some one ought to attend to it right away. I looked around to see if there was any one to appeal to, but there was no one.

What did you say the name of the place was? I inquired.

Wann, relied the stranger, right near Alton. You cant miss it. Better get somebody up there quick. I think its something big. I know how important these things are to you newspaper boys: I used to be one myself, and I owe the Globe a few good turns anyhow. He smiled and bustled out.

I did not wait to see the city editor. I felt that I was taking a big risk, going out without orders, but I also felt that something terrible had happened and that the occasion warranted it. I had never seen a big wreck. It must be wonderful. The newspapers always gave them so much space. I wrote a note to the city editor explaining that the wreck was reported to be a great one and added that I felt it to be my duty to go at once. Perhaps he had better send an artist after me  imagine me advising him!

On the way to the depot I thought of what I must do: telegraph for an artist if the wreck was really important, and then get my story and get back. It was over an hours run. I got off at the nearest station to the wreck and walked the remaining distance, which was a little more than a mile. As I neared it I saw a crowd of people gathered about what was evidently the smoldering embers of a train, and on the same track, not more than a hundred feet away, were three oil-tank cars, those evidently into which the passenger train had crashed. These cars were also surrounded by a crowd, citizens of nearby towns, as it proved, who were staring at them as the fire blazed about them. As I learned later, a fourth oil-tank car had been smashed and the contents had poured out about these others of the oil group as well as the passenger train itself. The oil had taken fire and consumed the train, although no people were killed.

The significance of the scene had not yet quite dawned upon me, however, when for the second time in my life I was privileged to behold one of those terrible catastrophes which it is given to few of us to see. The oil-tank cars about which the crowd was gathered, having become overheated by the burning oil beneath, exploded all at once with a muffled report which to me (I was no more than fifteen hundred feet away) sounded like a deep breath exhaled by some powerful man. The earth trembled, the heavens instantly appeared to be surcharged with flame. The crowd, which only a moment before I had seen solidly massed about the cars, was now hurled back in confusion, and I beheld men running, some toward me, some from me, their bodies on fire or being momentarily ignited. I saw flames descending toward me, long, red, licking things, and realizing the danger I turned and in a panic ran as fast as I could, never stopping until I deemed myself at a safe distance. Then I halted and gazed back, hearing at the same time a chorus of pitiful wails and screams which tore my heart.

Death is here, I said to myself. I am witnessing a real tragedy, a horror. The part of the great mysterious force which makes and unmakes our visible scene is here and now magnificently operative. But, first of all, I was a newspaper man; I must report this, run to it, not away.

I saw dashing toward me a man whose face I could not make out clearly, for at times it was partially covered by his hands, which seemed aflame, at other times the hands waved in the air like flails, and were burning. His body was being consumed by a rosy flame which partially enveloped him. His face, whenever it became visible as he moved his hands to and fro, was screwed into a horrible grimace. Unconscious of me as he ran, he dashed like a fiery force to the low ditch which paralleled the railroad, where he rolled and twisted like a worm.

I could scarcely believe my eyes or my senses. My hair rose on end. My hands twitched convulsively. I ran forward, pulling off my coat, and threw it over him to smother the spots of flame  but it was of no use  my coat began to burn. With my bare hands I tore grass and earth from the ditch and piled them upon the sufferer. For the moment I was beside myself with terror and misery and grief. Tears came to my eyes and I choked with the sense of helpless misery. When I saw my own coat burning I snatched it away and stamped the fire out.

The man was burned beyond recovery. The oil had evidently fallen in a mass upon the back of his head and shoulders and back and legs. It had burnt his clothes and hair and cooked the skin. His hands were scorched black, as well as his neck and ears and face. Finally he ceased to struggle and lay still, groaning heavily but unconscious. He was alive, but that was all.

Oppressed by the horror of it I looked about for help, but seeing many others in the same plight I realized the futility of further labor here. I could do nothing more. I had stopped the flames in part, the mans rolling in the ditch had done the rest, but to what end! Hope of life was ridiculous, I could see that plainly. I turned, like a soldier in battle, and looked after the rest of the people.

To this hour I can see it all  some running over the fields in the distance away from the now entirely exploded tanks, others approaching the fallen victims. A house a little beyond the wreck was burning. A small village, not a thousand feet away, was blazing in spots, bits of oil having fallen upon the roofs. People were running hither and thither like ants, bending over and examining prostrate forms.

My first idea of course when I recovered my senses was that I must get in touch with my newspaper and get it to send an artist  Wood, if possible  and then get the news. These people here would do as much for the injured as I could. Why waste my newspapers time on them? I ran to a little roadcrossing telegraph station a few hundred feet farther on where I asked the agent what was being done.

Ive sent for a wreck-train, he replied excitedly. Ive telegraphed the Alton General Hospital. There ought to be a train and doctor here pretty soon, any minute now. He looked at his watch. What more can I do?

Have you any idea how many are killed?

I dont know. You can see for yourself, cant you?

Will you take a message to the Globe-Democrat? I want to send for an artist.

I cant be bothered with anything like that now, he replied roughly. I felt that an instant antagonism and caution enveloped him. He hurried away.

How am I to do this? I thought, and then I ran, studying and aiding with the victims where aid seemed of the slightest use, wondering how I should ever be able to report all this, and awaiting the arrival of the hospital and wrecking train.


CHAPTER XXVII

IT was not long before the wreck-train arrived, a thing of flat cars, box-cars and cabooses of an old pattern, with hospital cots made ready en route, and a number of doctors and nurses who scrambled out with the air and authority of those used to scenes of this kind. Meanwhile I had been wondering how long it would be before the wreck-train would arrive and had set about getting my information before the doctors and authorities were on the scene, when it might not be so easy. I knew that names of the injured and their condition were most important, and I ran from one to another of the groups that had formed here and there over one dying or dead, asking them who it was, where he lived, what his occupation was (curiously, there were no women), and how he came to be at the scene of the wreck. Some, I found, were passengers, some residents of the nearby village of Wann or Alton who had hurried over to see the wreck. Most of the passengers had gone on a train provided for them.

I had a hard enough time getting information, even from those who were able to talk. Citizens from the nearby town and those who had not been injured were too much frightened by the catastrophe or were lending a hand to do what they could... they were not interested in a reporter or his needs. A group carrying the injured to the platform resented my intrusion, and others searching the meadows for those who had run far away until they fell were too busy to bother with me. Still I pressed on. I went from one to another asking who they were, receiving in some cases mumbled replies, in others merely groans. With those laid out on the platform awaiting the arrival of the wreck-train I did not have so much trouble: they were helpless and there were none to attend them.

Oh, cant you let me alone! exclaimed one man whose face was a black crust. Cant you see Im dying?

Isnt there some one who will want to know? I asked softly. It struck me all at once that this was a duty these people owed to everybody, their families and friends included.

You re right, said the man with cracked lips, after a long silence, and he gave his name and an account of his experiences.

I went to others and to each who was able to understand I put the same question. It won me the toleration of those who were watching me. All except the station agent seemed to see that I was entitled to do this, and he could have been soothed with a bribe if I had thought of it.

As I have said, however, once the wreck-train rolled in surgeons and nurses leaped down, and men brought litters to carry away the wounded. In a moment the scene changed; the authorities of the road turned a frowning face upon inquiry and I was only too glad that I had thought to make my inquiries early. However, I managed in the excitement to install myself in the train just as it was leaving so as to reach Alton with the injured and dead and witness the transfer. Some died en route, others moaned in a soul-racking way. I was beside myself with pity and excitement, and yet I could think only of the manner in which I would describe, describe, describe, once the time came. Just now I scarcely dared to make notes.

At Alton the scene transferred itself gradually to the Alton General Hospital, where in spite of the protests of railroad officials I demanded as my right that I be allowed to enter and was finally admitted. Once in the hospital I completed my canvass, being now assisted by doctors and nurses, who seemed to like my appearance and to respect my calling, possibly because they saw themselves mentioned in the morning paper. Having interviewed every injured man, obtaining his name and address where possible, I finally went out, and at the door encountered a great throng of people, men, women and children, who were weeping and clamoring for information. One glance, and I realized for all time what these tragedies of the world really mean to those dependent. The white drawn faces, the liquid appealing eyes, tragedy written in large human characters.

Do you know whether my John is in there? cried one woman.

Your John? I replied sympathetically. Will you tell me who your John is?

John Taylor. He works on that road. He was over there.

Wait a moment, I said, reaching down in my pocket for my pad and reading the names. No, he isnt here.

The woman heaved a great sigh.

Others now crowded about me. In a moment I was the center of a clamoring throng. All wanted to know, each before the other.

Wait a moment, I said, as an inspiration seized me. I raised my hand, and a silence fell over the little group.

You people want to know who is injured, I called. I have a list here which I made over at the wreck and here. It is almost complete. If you will be quiet I will read it.

A hush fell over the crowd. I stepped to one side, where was a broad balustrade, mounted it and held up my paper.

Edward Reeves, I began, 224 South Elm Street, Alton. Arms, legs and face seriously burned. He may die.

Oh! came a cry from a woman in the crowd.

I decided to not say whether any one was seriously injured.

Charles Wingate, 415 North Tenth Street, St. Louis.

No voice answered this.

Richard Shortwood, 193 Thomas Street, Alton.

No answer.

I read on down the list of forty or more, and at each name there was a stir and in some instances cries. As I stepped down two or three people drew near and thanked me. A flush of gratification swept over me. For once I felt that I had done something of which I could honestly be proud.

The rest of the afternoon was spent in gathering outside details. I hunted up the local paper, which was getting out an extra, and got permission to read its earlier account. I went to the depot to see how the trains ran, and by accident ran into Wood. In spite of my inability to send a telegram the city editor had seen fit to take my advice and send him. He was intensely wrought up over how to illustrate it all, and I am satisfied that my description of what had occurred did not ease him much. I accompanied him back to the hospital to see if there was anything there he wished to illustrate, and then described to him the horror as I saw it. Together we visited the morgue of the hospital, where already fourteen naked bodies had been laid out in a row, bodies from which the flames had eaten great patches of skin, and I saw that there was nothing now by which they could be identified. Who were they? I asked myself. What had they been, done? The nothingness of man! They looked so commonplace, so unimportant, so like dead flies or beetles. Curiously enough, the burns which had killed them seemed in some cases pitifully small, little patches cut out of the skin as if by a pair of shears, revealing the raw muscles beneath. All those dead were stark naked, men who had been alive and curiously gaping only two or three hours before. For once Dick was hushed; he did not theorize or pretend; he was silent, pale. Its hell, I tell you, was all he said.

On the way back on the train I wrote. In my eagerness to give a full account I impressed the services of Dick, who wrote for me such phases of the thing as he had seen. At the office I reported briefly to Mitchell, giving that solemn salamander a short account of what had occurred. He told me to write it at full length, as much as I pleased. It was about seven in the evening when we reached the office, and at eleven I was still writing and not nearly through. I asked Hartung to look out for some food for me about midnight, and then went on with my work. By that time the whole paper had become aware of the importance of the thing I was doing; I was surrounded and observed at times by gossips and representatives of out-of-town newspapers, who had come here to get transcripts of the tale. The telegraph editor came in from time to time to get additional pages of what I was writing in order to answer inquiries, and told me he thought it was fine. The night editor called to ask questions, and the reporters present sat about and eyed me curiously. I was a lion for once. The realization of my importance set me up. I wrote with vim, vanity, a fine frenzy.

By one oclock I was through. Then after it was all over the other reporters and newspaper men gathered about me  Hazard, Bellairs, Benson, Hartung, David the railroad man, and several others.

This is going to be a great beat for you, said Hazard generously. Weve got the Post licked, all right. They didnt hear of it until three oclock this afternoon, but they sent five men out there and two artists. But the best they can have is a cold account. You saw it.

Thats right, echoed Bellairs. Youve got em licked. Thatll tickle Mac, all right. He loves to beat the other Sunday papers. It was Saturday night.

Tobes tickled sick, confided Hartung cautiously. Youve saved his bacon. He hates a big story because hes always afraid he wont cover it right and it always worries him, but he knows youve got em beat. McCullaghll give him credit for it, all right.

Oh, that big stiff! I said scornfully, referring to Tobias.

Something always saves that big stiff, said Hazard bitterly. He plays in luck, by George! He hasnt any brains.

I went in to report to my superior after a time, and told him very humbly that I thought I had written all I could down here but that there was considerable more up there which I was sure should be personally covered by me and that I ought to go back.

Very well, he replied gruffly. But dont overdo it.

The big stiff! I thought as I went out.

That night I stayed at a downtown hotel, since I was now charging everything to the paper and wanted to be called early, and after a feverish sleep arose at six and started out again. I was as excited and cheerful as though I had suddenly become a millionaire. I stopped at the nearest corner and bought a Globe, a Republic, and a Post-Dispatch, and proceeded to contrast the various accounts, scanning the columns to see how much my stuff made and theirs, and measuring the atmosphere and quality. To me, of course, mine seemed infinitely the best. There it was, occupying the whole front page, with cuts, and nearly all of the second page, with cuts! I could hardly believe my eyes. Dicks illustrations were atrocious, a mess, no spirit or meaning to them, just great blotches of weird machinery and queer figures. He had lost himself in an effort to make a picture of the original crumpling wreck, and he had done it very badly. At once, and for the first time, he began to diminish as an artist in my estimation. Why, this doesnt look anything like it at all! He hasnt drawn what I would have drawn, and I began to see or suspect that art might mean something besides clothes and manner. Why didnt he show those dead men, that crowd clamoring about the main entrance of the hospital? The illustrations in the other papers seemed much better.

As for myself, I saw no least flaw in my work. It was all all right, especially the amount of space given me. Splendid! My! I said to myself vainly, to think I should have written all this, and single-handed, between the hours of five and midnight! It seemed astonishing, a fine performance. I picked out the most striking passages first and read them, my throat swelling and contracting uncomfortably, my heart beating proudly, and then I went over the whole of the article word by word. To me in my vain mood it read amazingly well. I felt that it was full of fire and pathos and done in the right way, with facts and color. And, to cap it all and fill my cup of satisfaction to the brim, this same paper contained an editorial calling attention to the facts that the Globe had triumphed in the matter of reporting this story and that the skill of the Globe-Democrat could always be counted upon in a crisis like this to handle such things correctly, and commiserating the other poor journals on their helplessness when faced by such trying circumstances. The Globe was always best and first, according to this statement. I felt that at last I had justified the opinion of the editor-in-chief in sending for me.

Bursting with vanity, I returned to Alton. Despite the woes of others I could not help glorying in the fact that nearly the whole city, a good part of it anyhow, must be reading my account of the wreck. It was anonymous, of course, and they could not know who had done it, but just the same I had done it whether they knew it or not and I exulted. This was the chance, apparently, that I had been longing for, and I had not failed.

This second day at Alton was not so important as I had fancied it might be, but it had its phases. On my arrival I took one more look at the morgue, where by then thirty-one dead bodies were laid out in a row, and then began to look after those who were likely to recover. I visited some of the families of the afflicted, who talked of damage suits. At my leisure I wrote a full account of just how the case stood, and wired it. I felt that to finish the thing properly I should stay until another day, which really was not necessary, and decided to do so without consulting my editor.

But by nightfall, after my copy had been filed, I realized my mistake, for I received a telegram to return. The local correspondent could attend to the remaining details. On the way back I began to feel a qualm of conscience in regard to my conduct. I had been taking a great deal for granted, as I knew, in thus attempting to act without orders. My city editor might think I was getting a swelled head, as no doubt I was, and so complain to McCullagh. I knew he did not like me, and this gave him a good excuse to complain. Besides, my second days story, now that it was gone, did not seem to be so important; I might as well have carried it in and saved the expense of telegraphing it. I felt that I had failed in this; also that mature consideration might decide that I had failed on the first story also. I began to think that by my own attitude I had worked up all the excitement in the office that Saturday night and that my editor-in-chief would realize it now and so be disappointed in me. Suppose, I thought, when I reached the office McCullagh were dissatisfied and should fire me  then what? Where would I go, where get another job as good as this? I thought of my various follies and my past work here. Perhaps with this last error my sins were now to find me out. Pride goeth before destruction, I quoted, and a haughty spirit before a fall.

By eight oclock, when I reached the office, I was thoroughly depressed and hurried in, expecting the worst. Of course the train had been late  had to be on this occasion!  and I did not reach the office in time to take an evening assignment. Mitchell was out, which left me nothing to do but worry. Only Hartung was there, and he seemed rather glum. According to him, Tobe had seemed dissatisfied with my wishing to stay up there. Why had I been so bold, I asked myself, so silly, so self-hypnotized? I took up an evening paper and retired gloomily to a corner to wait. When Mitchell arrived at nine he looked at me but said nothing. As I was about to go out to get something to eat Hartung came in and said: Mr. Mitchell wants to speak to you.

My heart sank. I went in and stood before him.

You called for me?

Yes. Mr. McCullagh wants to see you.

Its all over, I thought. I can tell by his manner. What a fool I was to build such high hopes on that story!

I went out to the hall and walked nervously to the office of the chief, which was at the front end of the hall. I was so depressed I could have cried. To think that all my fine dreams were to have such an end!

That Napoleon-like creature was sitting in his little office, his chin on his chest, a sea of papers about him. He did not turn when I entered, and my heart grew heavier. He was angry with me! I could see it! He kept his back to me, which was to show me that I was not wanted, done for! At last he wheeled.

You called for me, Mr. McCullagh? I murmured.

Mmm, yuss, yuss! he mumbled in his thick, gummy, pursy way. His voice always sounded as though it were being obstructed by something leathery or woolly. I wanted to say, he added, covering me with a single glance, that I liked that story you wrote, very much indeed. A fine piece of work, a fine piece of work! I like to recognize a good piece of work when I see it. I have raised your salary five dollars, and I would like to give you this. He reached in his pocket, drew out a roll and handed over a yellow twenty-dollar bill.

I could have dropped where I stood. The reaction was tremendous after my great depression. I felt as though I should burst with joy, but instead I stood there, awed by this generosity.

Im very much obliged to you, Mr. McCullagh, I finally managed to say. I thank you very much. Ill do the best I can.

It was a good piece of work, he repeated mumblingly, a good piece of work, and then slowly wheeled back to his desk.

I turned and walked briskly out.


CHAPTER XXVIII

THE fact that I had gained the notice of a man as important as McCullagh, a man about whom a contemporaneous poet had written a poem, was almost more than I could stand. I walked on air. Yet the next morning, returning to work, I found myself listed for only Hotels and Heard in the Corridors, my usual tasks, and was depressed. Why not great tasks always? Why not noble hours always? Yet once I had recovered from this I walked about the downtown streets convulsively digging my fingers into my palms and shaking myself with delight as I thought of Saturday, Sunday and Monday. That was something worth talking about. Now I was a real newspaper man. I had beaten the whole town, and in a new city, a city strange to me!

Having practically nothing to do and my excitement cooling some, I returned to the art department this same day to report on what had happened. By now I was so set up that I could scarcely conceal my delight and told both volubly, not only about my raise in salary but also that I had been given a twenty-dollar bill by McCullagh himself  an amazing thing, of course. This last was received with mingled feelings by the department: McCord was pleased, of course, but Dick naturally was inclined to be glum. He was conscious of the fact that his drawings were not good, and McCord had been twitting him about them. Dick admitted it frankly, saying that he had not been able to collect himself. You know I cant do those things very well and I shouldnt have been sent out on it. Thats Mitchell for you! Perhaps it angered him to think that he should have been so unfortunate at the very time that I should have been so signally rewarded; anyhow he did not show anything save a generous side to me at the time although latterly I felt that it was the beginning of a renewal of that slight hostility based on his original opposition to me. He complimented me, saying: Youve done it this time. Im glad youve made a hit, old man.

That night, however, I was not invited to his room, as I had hoped I should be, although he and Peter went off somewhere  to his room, as I assumed. I applied myself instead to Heard in the Corridors. Then the days settled down into their old routine for me  petty assignments, minor contrasts between one thing and another. Only one thing held me up, and that was that Hazard now urged me to do a novel with him, a thing which flattered me so much that I felt my career as a great writer was at hand. For had he not done a novel already? I considered it seriously for a few days, arguing the details of the plot with him at the office and after hours, but it came to nothing. Plays rather than novels, as I fancied for some reason, were more in my line, and poems  things which I thought easier to do. Since writing that first poem a month or so before I was busy now from time to time scribbling down the most mediocre jingles relative to my depressions and dreams, and imaging them to be great verse. Truly, I thought I was to be a great poet, one of the very greatest, and so nothing else really mattered for the time being. Werent poets always lone and lorn, as I was?

It was about this time too that, having received the gift of twenty and the raise of five, I began to array myself in manner so ultra-smart, as I thought, but fantastic, really, that I grieve to think that I should ever have been such a fool. Yet to tell the truth, I do not know whether I do or not. A foolish boyhood is as delightful as any. I had now moved into Tenth Street, and fortunately or unfortunately for me (fortunately, I now think) a change in the personnel of the Globes editorial staff occurred which had a direct bearing upon my ambitions. A man by the name of Carmichael who did the dramatics on the paper had been called to a better position in Chicago, and the position he had occupied here was therefore temporarily vacant. Hazard was the logical man for the place and should have had it because he had held this position before. He was older and a much better critic. But I, as may be imagined, was in a very appropriate mood for this, having recently been thinking of writing a play, and besides, I was crazy for advancement of any kind. Accordingly the moment I heard of it I was on the alert, eager to make a plea for myself and yet not dreaming that I should ever get it. My sole qualification, as I see it now, was that I was an ardent admirer of the stage and one who, because of his dramatic instincts (as I conceived mine to be), ought to make a good enough critic. I did not know that I was neither old nor cold nor experienced enough to do justice to the art of any one. Yet I should add in all fairness that for the work here required  to write a little two-stick announcement of each new play, mostly favorable, and to prepare a weekly announcement of all the new performances  I was perhaps not so poorly equipped. At any rate, my recent triumph had given me such an excellent opinion of myself, had made me think that I stood so well in the eyes of Mr. McCullagh, that I decided to try for it. It might not mean any more salary, but think of the honor of it! Dramatic Editor of the Globe-Democrat of St. Louis! Ha!... I decided to try.

There were two drawbacks to this position, as I learned later: one was that although I might be dramatic editor I should still be under the domination of Mr. Tobias Mitchell, who ruled this department; the other was that I should have to do general reporting along with this other work, a thing which irritated me very much and took much of the savor of the task away. The department was not deemed important enough to give any one man complete control of it. It seemed a poor sort of thing to try for, once I learned of this, but still there would be the fact that I could still say I was a dramatic editor. It would give me free entrance to the theaters also.

Consequently I began to wonder how I should go about getting it. Mitchell was so obviously opposed to me that I knew it would be useless to appeal to him. McCullagh might give it to me, but how appeal to him? I thought of asking him direct, but that would be going over Mitchells head, and he would never forgive me for that, I was sure. I debated for a day or two, and then decided, since my principal relations had been with Mr. McCullagh, that I would go to him direct. Why not? He had been very kind to me, had sent for me. Let Mitchell be angry if he would. If I made good he could not hurt me.

I began to lay my plans or rather to screw up my courage to the point where I could force myself to go and see Mr. McCullagh. He was such a chill and distant figure. At the same time I felt that this man who was the object of so much reverence was one of the loneliest persons imaginable. He was not married. Day after day he came to this office alone, sat alone, ate alone, went home alone, for he had no friends apparently to whom he would condescend to unbend. This touched me. He was too big, too lonely.

This realization drew me sympathetically toward him and made me imagine, if you please, that he ought to like me. Was I not his protégé? Had he not brought me here? Instinctively I felt that I was one who could appreciate him, one whom he might secretly like. The only trouble was that he was old and famous, whereas I was a mere boy, but he would understand that too.

The day after I had made up my mind I began to loiter about the long corridor which led to his office, in the hope of encountering him accidentally. I had often noticed him shouldering his way along the marble wainscoting of this hall, his little Napoleonic frame cloaked in a conventional overcoat, his broad, strong, intellectual face crowned by a wide-brimmed derby hat which he wore low over his eyes. Invariably he was smoking a short fat cigar, and always looked very solemn, even forbidding. However, having made up my mind, I lay in wait for him one morning, determined to see him, and walking restlessly to the empty telegraph room which lay at the other end of the hall from his office and then back, but keeping as close as I could to one door or another in order to be able to disappear quietly in case my courage failed me. Yet so determined was I to see him that I had come down early, before any of the others, in order that he should not slip in ahead of me and so rob me of this seemingly accidental encounter.

At about eleven he arrived. I was on one of my return trips from the telegraph room when I heard the elevator click and dodged into the city room only to reappear in time to meet him, ostensibly on my way to the toilet. He gave me but one sage glance, then stared straight ahead.

At sight of him I lost my courage. Arriving exactly opposite him, however, I halted, controlled by a reckless, eager impulse.

Mr. McCullagh, I said without further ado, I want to know if you wont make me dramatic editor. I hear that Mr. Carmichael has resigned and the position is open. I thought maybe you might give it to me. I flushed and hesitated.

I will, he replied simply and gruffly. Youre dramatic editor. Tell Mr. Mitchell to let you be it.

I started to thank him but the stocky little figure moved in differently away. I had only time to say, Im very much obliged before he was gone.

I returned to the city editorial room tingling to the fingertips. To think that I should have been made dramatic editor, and so quickly, in such an offhand, easy way! This great mans consideration for me was certainly portentous, I thought. Plainly he liked me, else why should he do this? If only I could now bring myself seriously to this great labor what might I not aspire to? Dramatic Editor of the Globe-Democrat of the great city of St. Louis, and at the age of twenty-one  well, now, that was something, by George! And this great man liked me. He really did. He knew me at sight, honored my request, and would no doubt, if I behaved myself, make a great newspaper man of me. It was something to be the favorite of a great editor-in-chief by jing  a very great thing indeed.


CHAPTER XXIX

UPON my explaining to Mitchell what had happened he looked at me coldly, as much as to say What the devil is this now that this ass is telling me? Then, thinking, I suppose, that I must have some secret hold on Mr. McCullagh or at least stand high in his favor, he gave me a very wry smile and said he would have made out for me a letter of introduction to the local managers. An hour later this was laid on my desk by Hartung, who congratulated me, and there I was: dramatic editor. Gee! exclaimed Hartung when he came in with the letter. I bet you could have knocked Tobe over with a straw! He doesnt understand yet, I guess, how well you stand with the old man. The chief must like you, eh? I could see that my new honor made a considerable difference in his already excellent estimate of me.

Armed with this letter I now visited the managers of the theaters, all of whom received me cordially. I can still see myself very gay and enthusiastic, sure that I was entering upon a great work of some kind. And the dreams I had in connection with the theater, my future as a great popular playwright perhaps! It was all such a wonder-world to me, the stage, such a fairyland, that I bubbled with joy as I went about thinking that now certainly I should come in touch with actors, beautiful women! Think of it  dramatic critic!  a person of weight and authority!

There were seven or eight theaters in St. Louis, three or four of them staging only that better sort of play known as a first-class attraction; the others giving melodrama, vaudeville and burlesque. The manager of the Grand, a short, thickset, sandy-complexioned man of most jovial mien, was McManus, father of the well-known cartoonist of a later period and the prototype of his most humorous character, Mr. Jiggs. He exclaimed upon seeing me:

So youre the new dramatic editor, are you? Well, they change around over there pretty swift, dont they? Whats happened to Carmichael? First it was Hartridge, then Albertson, then Hazard, then Mathewson, then Carmichael, and now you, all in my time. Well, Mr. Dreiser, Im glad to see you. Youre always welcome here. Ill take you out and introduce you to our doormen and Mr.  in the box-office. Hell always recognize you. Well give you the best seat in the house if its empty when you come.

He smiled humorously and I had to laugh at the way he rattled off this welcome. An aura of badinage and humor encircled him, quite the same as that which makes Mr. Jiggs delightful. This was the first I had ever heard of Hazard having held this position, and now I felt a little guilty, as though I had edged him out of something that rightfully belonged to him. Still, I didnt really care, sentimentalize as I might. I had won.

Did Bob Hazard once have this position? I asked familiarly.

Yes. That was when he was on the paper the last time. Hes been off and on the Globe three or four times, you know. He smiled clownishly. I laughed.

You and Ill get along, I guess, he smiled.

At the other theaters I was received less informally but with uniform courtesy; all assured me that I should be welcome at any time and that if I ever wished tickets for myself or a friend or anybody on the paper I could get them if they had them. And well make it a point to have them, said one. I felt that this was quite an acquisition of influence. It gave me considerable opportunity to be nice to any friends I might acquire, and then think of the privilege of seeing any show I chose, to walk right into a theater without being stopped, and to be pleasantly greeted en route!

The character of the stage of that day, in St. Louis and the rest of America at least, as contrasted with what I know of its history in the world in general, remains a curious and interesting thing to me. As I look back on it now it seems inane, but then it was wonderful. It is entirely possible that nations, like plants or individuals, have to grow and obtain their full development regardless of the accumulated store of wisdom and achievement in other lands, else how otherwise explain the vast level of mediocrity which obtains in some countries and many forms of effort, and that after so much that has been important elsewhere?

The stage in other lands had already seen a few tremendous periods; even here in America the mimetic art was no mystery. A few great things had been done, in acting at least, by Booth, Barrett, Macready, Forrest, Jefferson, Modjeska, Fanny Davenport, Mary Anderson, to name but a few. I was too young at the time to know or judge of their art or the quality of the plays they interpreted, aside from those of Shakespeare perhaps, but certainly their fame for a high form of production was considerable.

And yet, during the few months that I was dramatic editor, and the following year when I was a member of another staff and had entrée to these same theaters, I saw only one or two actors worthy the name, only one or two performances which I can now deem worth while. Richard Mansfield and Felix Morris stand out in my mind as excellent, and Sol Smith Russell and Joseph Jefferson as amusing comedians, but who else? Comic and light opera, with a heavy intermixture of straight melodrama, and comedy-dramas, were about the only things that managers ventured to essay. Occasionally a serious actor of the caliber of Sir Henry Irving or E. S. Willard would appear on the scene, but many of their plays were of a more or less melodramatic character, highly sentimental, emotional and unreal. In my stay here of about a year and a half I saw Joseph Jefferson, Sol Smith Russell, Salvini junior, Wilson Barrett, Fanny Davenport, Richard Mansfield, E. S. Willard, Felix Morris, E. H. Sothern, Julia Marlowe and a score of others more or less important but too numerous to mention; comedians, light-opera singers and the like; and although at the time I was entertained and moved by some of them, I now realize that in the main they were certainly pale spindling lights. And at that, America was but then entering upon its worst period of stage sentiment or mush. The movies as such had not yet appeared, but Mr. Frohman presents was upon us, master of middle-class sweetness and sentimentality. I remember staring at the three-sheet lithos and thinking how beautiful and perfect they were and what a great thing it was to be of the stage. To be an author, an actor, a composer, a manager! To have Mr. Frohman present!

The Empire and Lyceum theater companies, with their groups of perfect lady and gentleman actors, were then at their height, the zenith of stage art  Mr. John Drew, for instance, with his wooden face and manners, Mr. Faversham, Miss Opp, Miss Spong, Miss This, Miss That. Such excellent actors as Henry E. Dixey, Richard Mansfield or Felix Morris could scarcely gain a hearing. I recall sitting one night in Hogans Theater, at Ninth or Tenth and Pine streets, and hearing Richard Mansfield order down the curtain at one of the most critical points in his famous play Baron Chevreuil, or some such name, and then come before it and denounce the audience in anything but measured terms for what he considered its ignorance and lack of taste. It had applauded, it seems, at the wrong time in that asinine way which only an American audience can when it is there solely because it thinks it ought to be. By that time Mansfield had already achieved a pseudo if not a real artistic following and was slowly but surely becoming a cult. On this occasion he explained to that bland gathering that they were fools, that American audiences were usually composed of such animals or creatures and were in the main dull to the point of ennui, that they were not there to see a great actor act but to see a man called Richard Mansfield, who was said to be a great actor. He pointed out how uniformly American audiences applauded at the wrong time, how truly immune they were to all artistic values, how wooden and reputation-following. At this some of them arose and left; others seemed to consider it a great joke and remained; still others were angry but wanted to see the show, Having finished his speech he ordered up the curtain and proceeded with his act as though nothing had happened, as though the audience were really not there. I confess I rather liked him for his stand even though I did not quite know whether he was right or wrong. But I wrote it up as though he had grossly insulted his audience, a body of worthy and respectable St. Louisans. Some one  Hazard, I think  suggested that it would be good policy to do so, and I, being green to my task, did so.

The saccharine strength of the sentiment and mush which we could gulp down at that time, and still can and do to this day, is to me beyond belief. And I was one of those who did the gulping; indeed I was one of the worst. Those perfect nights, for instance, when as dramatic critic I strolled into one theater or another, two or three in an evening possibly, and observed (critically, as I thought) the work of those who were leaders in dramatic or humorous composition and that of our leading actors! It may be that the creative spirit has no particular use for intelligence above a mediocre level, or, better yet and far more likely, creative intelligence works through supermen whose visions, by which the mob is eventually entertained and made wise, must content them. Otherwise how explain the vast level of mediocrity, especially in connection with the stage, the peoples playhouse, then, today and forever, I suppose, until time shall be no more?

I recall, for instance, that I thought Mr. Drew was really a superior actor, and also that I thought that most of the plays of Henry Arthur Jones, Arthur Wing Pinero, Augustus Thomas, and others (many others), were enduring works of art. I confess it: I thought so, or at least I heard so and let it go at that. How sound I thought their interpretations of life to be! The cruel over-lords of trade in those plays, for instance, how cruel they were and how true! The virtues of the lowly workingman and the betrayed daughter with her sad, downcast expression! The moral splendor of the young minister who denounced heartless wealth and immorality and cruelty in high places and reformed them then and there or made them confess their errors! I can see him yet: slim, simple, perfect, a truly good man. The offhand on-the-spot manner in which splendid reforms were effected in an hour or a night, the wrongs righted instanter  in plays! You can still see them in any movie house in America. To this hour there is no such thing as a reckless unmarried girl in any movie exhibited in America. They are all married.

But how those St. Louis audiences applauded! Right, here in America at least, was always appropriately rewarded and left triumphant, wrong was quite always properly drummed out. Our better selves invariably got the better of our lower selves, and we went home cured, reformed, saved. And there was little of evil of any description which went before, in acts one and two, which could not be straightened out in the last act.

The spirit of these plays captivated my fancy at that time and elevated me into a world of unreality which unfortunately fell in with the wildest of my youthful imaginings. Love, as I saw it here set forth in all those gorgeous or sentimental trappings, was the only kind of love worth while. Fortune also, gilded as only the melodramatic stage can gild it and as shown nightly by Mr. Frohman everywhere in America, was the only type of fortune worth while. To be rich, elegant, exclusive, as in the world of Frohman and Mr. Jones and Mr. Pinero! According to what I saw here, love and youth were the only things worth discussing or thinking about. The splendor of the Orient, the social flare of New York, London and Paris, the excited sex-imaginings of such minds as Dumas junior, Oscar Wilde, then in his heyday, Jones, Pinero and a number of other current celebrities, seemed all to be built around youth and undying love. The dreary humdrum of actual life was carefully shut out from these pieces; the simple delights of ordinary living, if they were used at all, were exaggerated beyond sensible belief. And elsewhere  not here in St. Louis, but in the East, New York, London, Paris, Vienna, St. Petersburg  were all the things that were worth while. If I really wanted to be happy I must eventually go to those places, of course. There were the really fine clothes and the superior personalities (physically and socially), and vice and poverty (painted in such peculiar colors that they were always divinely sad or repellent) existed only in those great cities.


CHAPTER XXX

I BEGAN to dream more than ever of establishing some such perfect atmosphere for myself somehow, somewhere  but never in St. Louis, of course. That was too common, too Western, too far removed from the real wonders of the world. Love and mansions and travel and saccharine romance were the great things, but they were afar off, in New York. (It was around this time that I was establishing the atmosphere of a studio in Tenth street.) Nothing could be so wonderful as love in a mansion, a palace in some oriental realm such as was indicated in the comic operas in which De Wolf Hopper, Thomas Q. Seabrooke, Francis Wilson, Eddie Foy and Frank Daniels were then appearing. How often, with McCord or Wood as companion, occasionally Hazard or a new friend introduced to me by Wood and known as Rodenberger, or Rody (a most amazing person, as I will later relate), I responded to these poetic stage scenes! With one or other of these I visited as many theaters as I could, if for no more than an hour or an act at a time, and consumed with wonder and delight such scenes as most appealed to me: the denunciation scene, for instance, in The Middleman, or the third act of nearly any of Henry Arthur Joness plays. Also quite all of the light operas of Reginald de Koven and Harry B. Smith, as well as those compendiums of nondescript color and melody, the extravaganzas The Crystal Slipper, Ali Baba, Sindbad the Sailor. Young actresses such as Della Fox, Mabel Amber, Edna May, forerunners of a long line of comic opera soubrettes, who somehow reminded me of Alice, held me spellbound with delight and admiration. Here at last was the kind of maiden I was really craving, an actress of this hoyden, airy temperament.

I remember that one night, at the close of one of Mr. Willards performances at the Olympic  The Professors Love Story, in which he was appearing with a popular leading woman, a very beautiful one  I was asked by the manager to wait for a few moments after the performance so that he might introduce me. Why, I dont know. It seemed that he was taking them to supper and thought they might like to meet one of the local dramatic critics or that I might like to accompany them; an honor which I declined, out of fright or bashfulness. When they finally appeared in the foyer of the theater, however, the young actress very stagy and soft and clinging and dressed most carefully after the manner of the stage, I was beside myself with envy and despair. For she appeared hanging most tenderly on her stars arm (she was his mistress, I understood) and gazing soulfully about. Such beauty! Such grace! Such vivacity! Could anything be so lovely? Think of having such a perfect creature love you, hang on your arm! And here was I, poor dub, a mere reporter, a nobody, upon whom such a splendid creature would not bend a second glance. Mr. Willard was full of the heavy hauteur of the actor, which made the scene all the more impressive to me. I think most of us like to be upstaged at one time or another by some one. I glanced at her bashfully sidewise, pretending to be but little interested, while I was really dying of envy. Finally, after a few words and a few sweety-sweet smiles cast in my direction, I was urged to come with them but instead hurried away, pleading necessity and cursing my stars and my fate. Think of being a mere reporter at twenty-five or thirty a week, while others, earning thousands, were thus basking in the sunshine of success and love! Ah, why might not I have been born rich or famous and so able to command so lovely a woman?

If I had been of an ordinary, sensible, everyday turn of mind, with a modicum of that practical wisdom which puts moderate place and position first and sets great store by the saving of money, I might have succeeded fairly well here, much better than I did anywhere else for a long period after. Unquestionably Mr. McCullagh liked me; I think he may have been fond of me in some amused saturnine way, interested to keep such a bounding, high-flown dunce about the place. I might have held this place for a year or two and made it a stepping-stone to something better. But instead of rejoicing in the work and making it the end and aim of my daily labors, I looked upon it as a mere bauble, something I had today but might not have tomorrow. And anyhow, there were better things than working day by day and living in a small room. Life ought certainly to bring me something better, something truly splendid  and soon. I deserved it  everything, a great home, fine clothes, pretty women, the respect and companionship of famous men. Indeed all my pain and misery was plainly caused by just such a lack or lacks as this. Had I these things all would be well; without them  well, I was very miserable. I was ready to accept socialism if by that I could get what I wanted, while not ready to admit that all people were as deserving as I by any means. The sad state of the poor workingman was a constant thought with me, but nearly always I was the greatest and poorest and most deserving of all workingmen.

This view naturally tended to modify the sanity of my work. Granting a modicum of imagination and force, still any youth limited as I was at that time has a long road to go. Even in that most imaginative of all professions, the literary, the possessor of such notions as I then held is certainly debarred from accomplishing anything important until he passes beyond them. Yet the particular thought or attitude I have described appears to reign in youth. Too often it is a condition of many minds of the better sort and is retained in its worst form until by rough experience it is knocked out of them or they are destroyed utterly in the process. But it cannot be got over with quickly. Mine was a sad case. One of the things which this point of view did for me was to give my writing, at that time, a mushy and melancholy turn which would not go in any newspaper of today, I hope. It caused me to paint the ideal as not only entirely probable but necessary before life would be what it should!  the progress bug, as you see. I could so twist and discolor the most commonplace scenes as to make one think that I was writing of paradise. Indeed I allowed my imagination to run away with me at times and only the good sense of the copy-reader or the indifference of a practical-minded public saved the paper from appearing utterly ridiculous.

On one occasion, for instance, I went to report a play of mediocre quality that was running at the Olympic, and was so impressed with a love scene which was a part of it that I was entirely blinded to all the faults of construction which the remainder of the play showed, and wrote it up in the most glowing colors. And the copy-reader, Hartung, was too weary that night or too inattentive to capture it. The next day some of the other newspaper men in the office noticed it and commented on it to me or to Hartung, saying it was ridiculously high-flown and that the play itself was silly, which was true. But did that cure me? Not a bit. I was reduced for a day or two by it, but not for long. Seeing other plays of the same caliber and with much sweet love mush in them, I raved as before.

A little later a negro singer, a young woman of considerable vocal ability who was being starred as the Black Patti, was billed to appear in St. Louis. The manager of the bureau that was presenting her called my attention by letter to her marvelous ability, and by means of clippings and notices of her work published elsewhere had endeavored to impress me favorably. I read these notices, couched in the glowing phrases of the press-agent, and then went forth on this evening to cover this myself. To make it all the grander, I invited McCord and with him proceeded to the theater, where we were assigned a box.

As it turned out, or as I chanced to see or feel it, the young woman was a sweet and impressive singer, engaging and magnetic. McCord agreed with me that she could sing. We listened to the program of a dozen pieces, including such old favorites as Suwanee River and Comin Thro the Rye, and then I, being greatly moved, returned to the office and wrote an account that was fairly sizzling with the beauty which I thought was there. I did not attempt critically to analyze her art  I could not, knowing nothing of even the rudiments of music  but plunged at once into that wider realm which involved the subtleties of nature itself. What is so beautiful as the sound which the human voice is capable of producing, I wrote in part, especially when that voice is itself a compound of the subtlest things in nature? Here we have a young girl, black it is true, fresh from the woods and fields of her native country, yet, blessed by some strange chance with that mystic thing, a voice, and fittingly interpreting via song all that we hold to be most lovely. The purling of the waters, the radiance of the moonlight, the odor of sweet flowers, sunlight, storm, the voices and echoes of nature, all are found here, thrilling over lips which represent in their youthfulness but a few of the years which wisdom and skill would seem to require. Yes, one may sit and, in hearing Miss Jones sing, vicariously entertain all these things, because of them she is a compound, youthful, vivacious, suggestive of the elemental sweetness of nature itself.

To understand the significance of such a statement in St. Louis one would have to look into the social and political conditions of the people who dwelt there. To a certain extent they were Southern in temperament, representing the vigorous anti-negro spirit which prevailed for so many years after the war. Again, they were fairly illuminated where music was concerned. Assuming that a bit of idealism such as this was sound, it might get by; but when it is remembered that this was largely mush and written about a negro, a race more or less alien to their sympathy, would it not naturally fall upon hard ears and appear somewhat ridiculous? A negro the compound of the subtlest elements in nature! And this in their favorite paper!

By chance it went through, Hartung having come to look upon most of my stuff as the outpourings of some strange genius who could do about as he pleased. Neither Mitchell nor the editor-in-chief saw it perhaps, or if they did they gave it no attention, music, the theater and the arts being of small import here. But, depend upon it, the editors of the various rival papers that were constantly being sniffed at by the Globe saw it and knowing the sensitiveness of our editor-in-chief to criticism of his own paper at once set to work to make something out of it. And of all the editors in the middle West, McCullagh, by reason of his force and taste and care in editing his paper, was a shining target for a thing like this. He was, as a rule, impeccable and extremely conspicuous. Whatever he did or said, good, bad or indifferent, was invariably the subject of local newspaper comment, and when any little discrepancy or error appeared in the Globe-Democrat it was always charged to him personally. And so it was with this furore over the Black Patti. It was too good a thing to be lost sight of.

The erudite editor of the Globe-Democrat, observed the Post-Dispatch editorially, appears to have visited one of our principal concert halls last night. It is not often that that ponderous intellect can be called down from the heights of international politics to contemplate so simple a thing as a singer of songs, a black one at that; but when true art beckons even he can be counted upon to answer. Apparently the Black Patti beckoned to him last evening, and he was not deaf to her call, as the following magnificent bit of wordpainting fresh from his pen is here to show. (Then followed the praise in full.) None but the grandiloquent editor of the Globe-Democrat could have looked into the subtleties of nature, as represented by the person of Miss Sisseretta Jones, and there discovered the wonders of music and poetry such as he openly confesses to have done. Indeed we have here at last a measure of that great mans insight and feeling, a love of art, music, poetry and the like such as has not previously been indicated by him. And we hereby hasten to make representation of our admiration and great debt that others too may not be deprived of this great privilege. After this came more of the same gay raillery, with here and there a reference to the great patron of the black arts and the pure joy that must have been his at thus vicariously being able to enjoy within the precincts of Exposition Hall the purling of the waters bubbling from a black throat. It was a gentle satire, not wholly uncalled for since the item had appeared in the Globe, and directed at the one man who could least stand that sort of thing, sensitive as he was to his personal dignity.

I was blissfully unaware that any comment had been made on my effusion until about five in the afternoon, by which time the afternoon editions of the Post-Dispatch had been out several hours. When I entered the office at five, comfortable and at peace with myself in my new position, excited comment was running about the office as to what the old man would think and say and do now. He had gone at two, it appeared, to the Southern for luncheon and had not returned. Wait until he saw it! Oh me! Oh my! Wouldnt he be hopping! Hartung, who was reasonably nervous as to his own share in the matter, was the first to approach and impress me with the dreadfulness of it all, how savage the old man could be in any such instance. Gee, just wait! Oh, but hell be hot, I bet! As he talked the old man passed up the hall, a grim and surly figure. I saw my dramatic honors going a-glimmering.

Here, I said to Hartung, pretending a kind of innocence, even at this late hour, whats all this about? Whats the row, anyhow?

Didnt you see the editorial in the Post-Dispatch? inquired Hartung gloomily. It was his own predicament that was troubling him.

No. What about?

Why, that criticism you wrote about the Black Patti. Theyve made all sorts of fun of it. The worst of it is that theyve charged it all up to the old man.

I smiled a sickly smile. I felt as if I had committed some great crime. Why had I attempted to write anything fine anyhow? Why couldnt I have been content and rested with a little praise? Had I no sense at all? Must I always be trying to do something great? Perhaps this would be the end of me.

Hartung brought me the Post-Dispatch, and sorrowfully and with falling vitals I read it, my toes curling, my stomach seeming gradually to retire to my backbone. Why had I done it!

As I was standing there, my eyes glued to the paper, near the door which looked into the main city room in which was Tobe scribbling dourly away, I heard and then saw McCullagh enter and walk up to the stout city editor. He had a copy of the selfsame Post-Dispatch crumpled roughly in his hand, and on his face was gathered what seemed to me a dark scowl.

Did you see this, Mr. Mitchell? I heard him say.

Tobe looked up, then closely and respectfully at the paper.

Yes, he said.

I dont think a thing like that ought to appear in our paper. Its a little bit too high-flown for our audience. Your reader should have modified it.

I think so myself, replied Tobe quietly.

The editor walked out. Tobe waited for his footsteps to die away and then growled at Hartung: Why the devil did you let that stuff go through? Havent I warned you against that sort of thing? Why cant you watch out?

I could have fallen through the floor. I had a vision of Hartung burying his head in his desk, scared and mute.

After the evening assignments had been given out and Tobe had gone to dinner, Hartung crept up to me.

Gee, the old man was as mad as the devil! he began. Tobe gave me hell. He wont say anything to you maybe, but hell take it out on me. Hes a little afraid of your pull with the old man, but he gives me the devil. Cant you look out for those things?


CHAPTER XXXI

IN spite of this little mishap, which did me no great harm, there was a marked improvement in my affairs in every way. I had a better room, various friends  Wood, McCord, Rodenberger, Hazard, Bellairs, a new reporter by the name of Johnson, another by the name of Walden Root, a nephew of the senator  and the growing consideration if not admiration of many of the newspaper men of the city. Among them I was beginning to be looked upon as a man of some importance, and the proof of it was that from time to time I found myself being discussed in no mild way. Prom now on I noticed that my noble Wood, whom I had so much looked up to at first, began to take me about with him to one or more Chinese restaurants of the most beggarly description in the environs of the downtown section, which same he had discovered and with the proprietors of which he was on the best of terms. They were really hang-outs for crooks and thieves and disreputable tenderloin characters generally (such was the beginning of the Chinese restaurant in America), but not so to Wood. He had the happy faculty of persuading himself that there was something vastly mysterious and superior about the entire Chinese race, and after introducing me to many of his new laundry friends he proceeded to assure me of the existence of some huge Chinese organization known as the Six Companies which, so far as I could make out from hearing him talk, was slowly but surely (and secretly, of course) getting control of the entire habitable globe. It had complete control of great financial and constructive ventures here, there and everywhere, and supplied on order thousands of Chinese laborers to any one who desired them, anywhere. And this organization ruled them with a rod of iron, cutting their throats and burying them head down in a bucket of rice when they failed to perform their bounden duties and transferring their remains quietly to China, in coffins made in China and brought here for that purpose. The Chinese who had worked for the builders of the Union Pacific had been supplied by this company, so he said.

Again, there were the Chinese Free Masons, a society so old and so powerful and so mysterious that one might speak of it only in whispers for fear of getting into trouble. This indeed was the great organization of the world, in China and everywhere else. Kings and potentates knew of it and trembled before its power. If it wished it could sweep the Chinese Emperor and all European monarchs off their thrones tomorrow. There were rites, mysteries, sanctuaries within sanctuaries in this great organization. He himself was as yet a mere outsider, snooping about, but by degrees, slowly and surely, as I was given to understand, was worming its secrets out of these Chinese restaurant-keepers and laundrymen, its deepest mysteries, whereby he hoped to profit in this way: he was going to study Chinese, then go to China. There he would get into this marvelous organization through the influence of some of his Chinese friends here. Then he was going to get next to some of the officials of the Chinese Government, and being thus highly recommended and thought of would come back here eventually as an official Chinese interpreter, attached perhaps to the Chinese Legation at Washington. How he was to profit so vastly by this I could not see, but he seemed to think that he would.

Again, there was his literary world which he was always dreaming about and slaving over, his art ambitions, into which I was now by degrees permitted to look. He was forging ahead in that realm, and since I was doing fairly well as a daily scribbler it might be that I would be able to perceive a little of all he was hoping to do. His great dream or scheme was to study the underworld life of St. Louis at first hand, those horrible, grisly, waterfront saloons and lowest tenderloin dives and brothels south of Market and east of Eighth where, listening to the patois of thieves and pimps and lechers and drug-fiends and murderers and outlaws generally, he was to extract from them, aside from their stories, some bizarre originality of phrase and scene that was to stand him in good stead in the composition of his tales. Just now, so he told me, he was content with making notes, jotting down scraps of conversation heard at bars, in sloppy urinals, cheap dance-halls, and I know not what. With a little more time and a little more of that slowly arriving sanity which comes to most of us eventually, I am inclined to think that he might have made something out of all this; he was so much in earnest, so patient; only, as I saw it, he was filled with an almost impossible idealism and romance which threw nearly everything out of proportion. He naturally inclined to the arabesque and the grotesque, but in no balanced way. His dreams were too wild, his mood at nearly all times too utterly romantic, his deductions far beyond what a sane contemplation of the facts warranted.

And relative to this period I could other tales unfold. He and Peter, long before I had arrived on the scene, had surrounded themselves with a company of wayfarers of their own: down-and-out English army officers and grafting younger sons of good families, a Frenchman or two, one of whom was a poet, several struggling artists who grafted on them, and a few weird and disreputable characters so degraded and nondescript that I could never make out just what their charm was. At least two of these had suitable rooms, where, in addition to Dicks and mine, we were accustomed to meet. There were parties, Sunday and evening walks or trips, dinners. Poems, on occasion, were read, original, firsthand compositions; Dicks stories, as Peter invariably insisted, were inflicted, the growler or duck (a tin bucket of good size) was rushed for beer, and cheese and crackers and hot crawfish, sold by old ambling negroes on the streets after midnight, were bought and consumed with gusto. Captain Simons, Captain Seller, Toussaint, Benêt  these are names of figures that are now so dim as to be mere wraiths, ranged about a smoky, dimly lighted room in some downtown rooming-house. Both Dick and Peter had reached that distinguished state where they were the center of attraction as well as supports and props to these others, and between them got up weird entertainments, knockabout Dutch comedian acts, which they took down to some wretched dancehall and staged, each doing a turn. The glee over the memory of these things as they now narrated them to me!

Wood was so thin physically and so vigorous mentally that he was fascinating to look at. He had an idea that this bohemianism and his story work were of the utmost importance; and so they were if they had been but a prelude to something more serious, or if his dreams could only have been reduced to paper and print. There was something that lay in his eye, a ray. There was an aroma to his spirit which was delicious. As I get him now, he was a rather underdone Poe or de Maupassant or Manet, and assuredly a portion of the makings was certainly there. For at times the moods he could evoke in me were poignant, and he saw beauty and romance in many and strange ways and places. I have seen him enter a dirty, horrible saloon in one of St. Louiss lowest dive regions with the air of a Prince Charming and there seat himself at some sloppy table, his patent leather low-quarters scraping the sanded or sawdusted floor, order beer and then, smiling genially upon all, begin to transcribe from memory whole sections of conversations he had heard somewhere, in the street perhaps, all the while racking his brain to recall the exact word and phrase. Unlike myself, he had a knack of making friends with these shabby levee and underworld characters, syphilitic, sodden, blue-nosed burns mostly, whom he picked up from Heaven knows where. And how he seemed to prize their vile language, their lies and their viler thoughts!

And there was McCord, bless his enthusiastic, materialistic heart, who seemed to take fire from this joint companionship and was determined to do something, he scarcely knew what  draw, paint, write, collect  anything. His mind was so wrought up by the rich pattern which life was weaving before his eyes that he could scarcely sleep at nights. He was for prowling about with us these winter and spring days, looking at the dark city after work hours, or investigating these wretched dives with Dick and myself. Or, the three of us would take a banjo, a mandolin and a flute (McCord could perform on the flute and Dick on the mandolin) and go to Forrest Park or one of the minor parks on the south side, and there proceed to make the night hideous with our carolings until some solid policeman, assuming that the public had rights, would interfere and bid us depart. Our invariable retort on all such occasions was that we were newspaper men and artists and as such entitled to courtesies from the police, which the thick-soled minion of the law would occasionally admit. Sometimes we would go to Dicks room or mine and chatter and sing until dawn, when, somewhat subdued, we would seek out some German saloon-keeper whom either Peter or Wood knew, rouse him out of his slumbers and demand that he come down and supply us with ham and eggs and beer.

My stage critical work having vivified my desire to write a play or comic opera on the order of Wang or The Isle of Champagne, two of the reigning successes of that day, or the pleasing Robin Hood of de Koven, I set about this task as best I might, scribbling scenes, bits of humor, phases of character. In this idea I was aided and abetted not only by Wood and McCord, both of whom by now seemed to think I might do something, but by the fact that the atmosphere of the Globe office, as well as of St. Louis itself, was, for me at least, inspirational and creative. I liked the world in which I now found myself. There were about me and in the city so many who seemed destined to do great things  Wood, McCord, Hazard, a man by the name of Bennett who was engaged in sociologie propaganda of one kind and another, William Marion Reedy, already editing the Mirror, Albert Johnson, a most brilliant reporter who had, preceding my coming, resigned from the Globe and gone over to the Chronicle, Alfred Robyn, composer of Answer and Manzanillo, one of whose operas was even then being given a local tryout. I have mentioned the wonderful W. C. Brann who preceded me in writing Heard in the Corridors and who later stirred America with the Iconoclast.

All this, plus the fact that Augustus Thomas had come from here, a reporter on the Post-Dispatch, and that I was now seeing one of his plays, In Missouri, moved me to the point where I finally thought out what I considered a fairly humorous plot for a comic opera, which was to be called Jeremiah I. It was based on the idea of transporting, by reason of his striking accidentally a mythical Aztec stone on his farm, an old Indiana farmer of a most cantankerous and inquisitive disposition from the era in which he then was back into that of the Aztecs of Mexico, where, owing to a religious invocation then being indulged in with a view to discovering a new ruler, he was assumed to be the answer. Beginning as a cowardly refugee in fear for his life, he was slowly changed into an amazing despot, having at one time as many as three hundred ex-advisers or Aztec secretaries of state in one pen awaiting poisoning. He was to be dissuaded from carrying out this plan by his desire for a certain Aztec maiden, who was to avoid him until he repented of his crimes. She eventually persuaded him to change the form of government from that of a despotism to that of a republic, with himself as candidate for President.

There was nothing much to it. Its only humor lay in the thought or sight of a cranky, curious, critical farmer superimposed upon ancient architecture and forms of worship. Having once thought it out, however, and being pleased with it, I worked at it feverishly nights when I was not on assignments, and in a week or less had a rough outline of it, lyrics and all. I told McCord and Wood about it. And so great was their youthful encouragement that at once I saw this as the way out of my difficulties, the path to that great future I desired. I would become the author of comic opera books. Already I saw myself in New York, rich, famous.

But at that time I could not possibly write without constant encouragement, and having roughed out the opera I now burned for assistance in developing it in detail. At last I went to Peter and told him of my difficulty, my inability to go ahead. He seemed to relish the whole idea hugely, so much so that he made the thing seem far more plausible and easy for me to do and urged me to go ahead, not to faint or get cold feet. Enamored of costumes and gorgeous settings, he even went so far as to first suggest and then later work out in water color, suggestions for costumes and color schemes which I thought wonderful. I was lifted to the seventh heaven. To think that I had worked out something which he considered interesting!

Later that evening, at Peters suggestion I outlined portions of it to Wood. He also seemed to believe that it was good. He insisted that there must be an evening at his room or mine when I would read it all to them. Accordingly a week later I read it in Dicks room, to much partial applause of course. What else could they do? Peter even went so far as to suggest that he would love to act the part of Jeremiah I, and forthwith began to give us imitations of the prospective kings mannerisms and characteristics. Whatever the merit of the manuscript itself, certainly we imagined Peters characterizations to be funny. Later he brought me as many as fifty designs of costumes and scenes in color, which appealed to me as having novelty as well as beauty. He had evidently worked for weeks, nights after hours and mornings before coming to the office and on Sundays. By this I was so thrilled that I could scarcely believe my eyes. To think that I had written the book of a real comic opera that should be deemed worthy of this, and that it was within the range of possibility that it would some day be produced!

I began to feel myself a personage, although at bottom I mistrusted the reality of it all. Fate could not be that kind, not so swift. I should never get it produced... and yet, like the man in the Arabian fable who kicked over his tray of glassware, dreaming great dreams, I was tending toward the same thing. There was always in me the saving grace of doubt or self-mistrust. I was never quite sure that I should be able to do all that at times I was inclined to hope I might, and so was usually inclined to go about my work as nervously and as enthusiastically as ever, hoping that I might have some of the good fortune of which I dreamed, but never seriously depending on it.

Perhaps it would have been better for me had I.


CHAPTER XXXII

WHILE I rejoiced in the thought that I might now, and so easily, become a successful comic opera librettist, and a poet besides, still I found myself for the most part in a very gloomy frame of mind. One of the things that grieved me intensely, as I have said, was the sight of bitter poverty and failure, and the fact that I personally was not one of those solid commercial figures of which St. Louis was full at this time. They filled the great hotels, the clubs, the mansions, the social positions of importance. They were free, as I foolishly thought, to indulge in all those luxuries and pleasures which, as I so sadly saw, the poor were not privileged to enjoy, myself included. Just about that time there was something about a commercial institution  its exterior simplicity and bareness, the thrash of its inward life, its suggestion of energy, force, compulsion and need  which invariably held me spellbound. Despite my literary and artistic ambitions, I still continued to think it essential, to me, and to all men for that matter if they were to have any force and dignity in this world, that each and every one should be in control of something of this kind, something commercially and financially successful. And what was I  a pale sprout of a newspaper man, possibly an editor or author in the future, but what more?

At times this state of mind tended to make me irritable and even savage instead of sad. I thought that my very generous benefactor, the great McCullagh, ought to see what an important man I was and give me at once the dramatic editorship free and clear of any other work, or at least combine it with something better than mere reporting. I ought to be allowed to do editorials or special work. Again, my mind, although largely freed of Catholic and religious dogma generally and the belief in the workability of the Christian ideals as laid down in the Sermon on the Mount, was still swashing around among the idealistic maxims of Christ and the religionists and moralists generally, contrasting them hourly, as it were, with the selfish materialism of the day as I saw it. Look at the strong men at the top, I was constantly saying to myself, so comfortable, so indifferent, so cruelly dull. How I liked to flail them with maxims excerpted from Christ! Those large districts south of the business heart, along the river and elsewhere, which nightly or weekly Wood, McCord and myself were investigating and which were crowded with the unfit, the unsuccessful, the unhappy  how they haunted me and how I attempted (in my mind, of course) to indict society and comfort them with the poetic if helpless words of the Beatitudes and the Sermon on the Mount: Blessed are the poor, etc. Betimes, interviewing one important citizen and another, I gained the impression that they truly despised any one who was poor, that they did not give him or his fate a second thought; and betimes I was right  other times wrong. But having been reared on maxims relative to Christian duty I thought they should devote their all to the poor. This failure on their part seemed terrible to me, for having been taught to believe in the Sermon on the Mount I thought they  not myself, for instance  were the ones to make it work out. Mr. McCullagh had begun sending me out of town on various news stories, which was in itself the equivalent of a traveling correspondentship and might readily have led to my being officially recognized as such if I had remained there long enough. Trials of murder cases in St. Joseph and Hannibal, threatened floods in lower Illinois, and train robberies (common occurrences in this region, either between St. Louis and Kansas City, or St. Louis and Louisville) made it necessary for me to make arrangements with Hazard or Wood to carry on my dramatic work while I went about these tasks; a necessity which I partly relished and partly disliked, being uncertain as to which was the more important task to me.

However, I was far from satisfied. I was too restless and dissatisfied. Life, life, life, its contrasts, disappointments, lacks, enticements, was always prodding me. The sun might shine brightly, the winds of fortune blow favorably. Nevertheless, though I might enjoy both, there was always this undertone of something that was not happiness. I was not placed right. I was not this, I was not that. Life was slipping away fast (and I was twenty-one!). I could see the tiny sands of my little lifes hourglass sifting down, and what was I achieving? Soon the strength time, the love time, the gay time, of color and romance, would be gone, and if I had not spent it fully, joyously, richly what would there be left for me then? The joys of a mythical heaven or hereafter played no part in my calculations. When one was dead one was dead for all time. Hence the reason for the heartbreak over failure here and now; the awful tragedy of a love lost, a youth never properly enjoyed. Think of living and yet not living in so thrashing a world as this, the best of ones hours passing unused or not properly used. Think of seeing this tinkling phantasmagoria of pain and pleasure, beauty and all its sweets, go by, and yet being compelled to be a bystander, a mere onlooker, enhungered but never satisfied! In this mood I worked on, doing sometimes good work because I was temporarily fascinated and entertained, at other times grumbling and dawdling and moaning over what seemed to me the horrible humdrum of it all.

One day, in just such a mood as this, I received the following final letter from Alice, from whom I had not heard now in months:



Dear Theo, 

Tomorrow is my wedding-day. Tomorrow at twelve. This may strike you as strange. Well, I have waited  I dont know how long  it has seemed like years to me  for some word, but I knew it was not to be. Your last letter showed me that. I knew that you did not intend to return, and so I went back to Mr.  . I had to. What else have I to look forward to? You know how unhappy I am here with my family, now that you are gone, in spite of how much they care for me.

Oh, Theo, you must think me foolish for writing this. I am ashamed of myself. Still, I wanted to let you know, and to say good-bye, for although you have been indifferent I cannot bear any hard feelings toward you. I will make Mr.  a good wife. He understands I do not love him, but that I appreciate him. Tomorrow I will marry him, unless  unless something happens. You ought not to have told me that you loved me, Theo, unless you could have stayed with me. You have caused me so much pain.

But I must say good-bye. This is the last letter I shall ever write you. Dont send my letters now  tear them up. It is too late. Oh, if you only knew how hard it has been to bring myself to this!

ALICE.



I sat and stared at the floor after reading this. The pain I had caused was a heavy weight. The implication that if I would come to Chicago before noon of this day, or telegraph for her to delay, was too much. What if I should go to Chicago and get her  then what? To her it would be a beautiful thing, the height of romance, saving her from a cruel or dreary fate; but what of me? Should I be happy? Was my profession or my present restless and uncertain state of mind anything to base a marriage on? I knew it was not.... I also knew that Alice, in spite of my great sadness and affection for her, was really nothing more to me than a passing bit of beauty, charming in itself but of no great import to me. I was sad for her and for myself, saddest because of that chief characteristic of mine and of life which will not let anything endure permanently: love, wealth, fame. I was too restless, too changeful. There rose before me a picture of my finances as compared with what they ought to be, and of any future in marriage based on it. Actually, as I looked at it then, it was more the fault of life than mine.

These thoughts, balancing with the wish I had for greater advancement, caused me as usual to hesitate. But I was in no danger of doing anything impulsive: there was no great impelling passion in this. It was mere sentiment, growing more and more roseate and less and less operative. I groaned inwardly, but night came and the next day, and I had not answered. At noon Alice had been married, as she afterward told me  years afterward, when the fire was all gone and this romance was ended forever.


CHAPTER XXXIII

THUS it was that I dawdled about the city wondering what would become of me. My dramatic work, interesting as it was, was still so trivial in so far as the space given it and the publics interest in it were concerned as to make it all but worthless. The great McCullagh was not interested in the stage; the proof of it was that he entrusted this interesting department to me. But circumstances were bringing about an onward if not upward step. I was daily becoming so restless and unhappy that it would have been strange if something had not happened. To think that there was no more to this dramatic work for me than now appeared, and that in addition Mr. McCullagh was allowing Mr. Mitchell to give me afternoon and night or out-of-town assignments when I had important theatrical performances to report! As a matter of fact they were not important, but Mitchell had no consideration for my critical work. He continued to give me two or three things to do on nights when, as he knew or I thought he should, I should spend the evening witnessing a single performance. This was to pay me out, so I thought, for going over his head. I grew more and more resentful, and finally a catastrophe occurred.

It happened that one Sunday night late in April three shows were scheduled to arrive in the city, each performance being worthy of special attention. Nearly all new shows opened in St. Louis on Sunday night and it was impossible for me to attend them all in one evening. I might have given both Dick and Peter tickets and asked them to help me, but I decided, since this was a custom practiced by my predecessor at times, to write up the notices beforehand, the facts being culled from various press-agent accounts already in my hands, and then comment more fully on the plays in some notes which I published mid-week. It happened, however, that on this particular evening Mr. Mitchell had other plans for me. Without consulting me or my theatrical duties he handed me at about seven in the evening a slip of paper containing a notice of a street-car hold-up in the far western suburbs of the city. I was about to protest that my critical work demanded my presence elsewhere but concluded to hold my tongue. He would merely advise me to write up the notices of the shows, as I had planned, or, worse yet, tell me to let other people do them. I thought once of going to McCullagh and protesting, but finally went my way determined to do the best I could and protest later. I would hurry up on this assignment and then come back and visit the theaters.

When I reached the scene of the supposed hold-up there was nothing to guide me. The people at the car-barns did not know anything about it and the crew that had been held up was not present. I visited a far outlying police station but the sergeant in charge could tell me nothing more than that the crime was not very important, a few dollars stolen. I went to the exact spot but there were no houses in the neighborhood, only a barren stretch of track lying out in a rain-soaked plain. It was a gloomy, wet night, and I decided to return to the city. When I reached a car-line it was late, too late for me to do even a part of my critical work; the long distance out and the walks to the car-barn and the police station had consumed much time. As I neared the city I found that it was eleven oclock. What chance had I to visit the theaters then? I asked myself angrily. How was I to know if the shows had even arrived? There had been heavy rains all over the West for the last week and there had been many wash-outs.

I finally got off in front of the nearest theater and went up to the door; it was silent and dark. I thought of asking the drugman who occupied a corner of the building, but that seemed a silly thing to be doing at this hour and I let it go. I thought of telephoning to the rival paper, the Republic, when I reached the office, but when I got there I had first to report to Mitchell, who was just leaving, and then, irritated and indifferent, I put it off for the moment. Perhaps Hartung would know.

Do you know what time the first edition goes to press here, Hugh? I asked him at a quarter after twelve.

Twelve-thirty, I think. The telegraph man can tell you.

Do you know whether the dramatic stuff I sent up this afternoon gets in that?

Sure  at least I think it does. Youd better ask the foreman of the composing-room about it, though.

I went upstairs. Instead of calling up the Republic at once, or any of the managers of the theaters, or knocking out the notices entirely, I inquired how matters stood with the first edition. I was not sure that there was any Reason for worrying about the shows not arriving, but something kept telling me to make sure.

At last I found that the first edition had been closed, with the notices in it, and went to the telephone to call up the Republic. Then the dramatic editor of that paper had gone and I could not find the address of a single manager. I tried to reach one of the theaters, but there was no response. The clock registered twelve-thirty by then, and I weakly concluded that things must be all right or that if they werent I couldnt help it. I then went home and to bed and slept poorly, troubled by the thought that something might be wrong and wishing now that I had not been so lackadaisical about it all. Why couldnt I attend to things at the proper time instead of dawdling about in this fashion? I sighed and tried to sleep.

The next morning I arose and went through the two morning papers without losing any time. To my horror and distress, there in the Republic was an announcement on the first page to the effect that owing to various wash-outs in several States none of the three shows had arrived the night before. And in my own paper, to my great pain was a full account of the performances and the agreeable reception accorded them!

Oh, Lord! I groaned. What will McCullagh say? What will the other papers say? Three shows reviewed, and not one here! And in connection with one I had written: A large and enthusiastic audience received Mr. Sol Smith Russell as the Grand. And in connection with another that the gallery of Popes Theater was top-heavy. The perspiration burst from my forehead. Remembering Sisseretta Jones and my tendency to draw the lightning of public observation and criticism, I began to speculate as to what newspaper criticism would follow this last faux pas. Great God! I thought. Wait till he sees this! and I was ready to weep. At once I saw myself not only the laughing-stock of the town but discharged as well. Think of being discharged now, after all my fine dreams as to the future!

Without delay I proceeded to the office and removed my few belongings, resolved to be prepared for the worst. With the feeling that I owed Mr. McCullagh an explanation I sat down and composed a letter to him in which I explained, from my point of view, just how the thing had happened. I did not attack Mr. Mitchell or seek to shield myself but merely illustrated how I had been expected to handle my critical work in this office. I also added how kind I thought he had been, how much I valued his personal regard, and asked him not to think too ill of me. This letter I placed in an envelope addressed to Mr. Joseph B. McCullagh, Personal, and going into his private office before any others had come down laid it on his desk. Then I retired to my room to await the afternoon papers and think.

They were not long in appearing, and neither of the two leading afternoon papers had failed to notice the blunder. With the most delicate, laughing raillery they had seized upon this latest error of the great Globe as a remarkable demonstration of what they affected to believe was its editors lately acquired mediumistic and psychic powers. The Globe was regularly writing up various séances, slate-writing demonstrations and the like, in St. Louis and elsewhere, things which Mr. McCullagh was interested in or considered good circulation builders, and this was now looked upon as a fresh demonstration of his development in that line. Oh, Lord! Oh, Lord! I groaned when I read the following:

To see three shows at once, observed the Post-Dispatch, and those three widely separated by miles of country and washed-out sections of railroad in three different States (Illinois, Iowa and Missouri), is indeed a triumph; but also to see them as having arrived, or as they would have been had they arrived, and displaying their individual delights to three separate audiences of varying proportions assembled for that purpose is truly amazing, one of the finest demonstrations of mediumship  or perhaps we had better say materialization  yet known to science. Great, indeed, is McCuIlagh. Great the G.D. Indeed, now that we think of it, it is an achievement so astounding that even the Globe may well be proud of it  one of the finest flights of which the human mind or the great editors psychic strength is capable. We venture to say that no spiritualist or materializing medium has ever outrivaled it. We have always known that Mr. McCullagh is a great man. The illuminating charm of his editorial page is sufficient proof of that. But this latest essay of his into the realm of combined dramatic criticism, supernatural insight, and materialization, is one of the most perfect things of its kind and can only be attributed to genius in the purest form. It is psychic, supernatural, spooky.

The Evening Chronicle for its part troubled to explain how ably and interestedly the spirit audiences and actors, although they might as well have been resting, the actors at least not having any contract which compelled their subconscious or psychic selves to work, had conducted themselves, doing their parts without a murmur. It was also here hinted that in future it would not be necessary for the Globe to carry a dramatic critic, seeing that the psychic mind of its chief was sufficient. Anyhow it was plain that the race was fast reaching that place where it could perceive in advance that which was about to take place; in proof of this it pointed of course to the noble mind which now occupied the editorial chair of the Globe-Democrat, seeing all this without moving from his office.

I was agonized. Sweat rolled from my forehead; my nerves twitched. And to think that this was the second time within no more than a month that I had made my great benefactor the laughing-stock of the city! What must he think of me? I could see him at that moment reading these editorials.

... He would discharge me....

Not knowing what to do, I sat and brooded. Gone were all my fine dreams, my great future, my standing in the eyes of men and of this paper! What was to become of me now? I saw myself returning to Chicago  to do what? What would Peter, Dick, Hazard, Johnson, Bellairs, all my new found friends, think? Instead of going boldly to the office and seeing my friends, who were still fond of me if laughing at my break, or Mr. McCullagh, I slipped about the city meditating on my fate and wondering what I was to do.

For at least a week, during the idlest hours of the morning and evening, I would slip out and get a little something to eat or loiter in an old but little-frequented book-store in Walnut Street, hoping to keep myself out of sight and out of mind. In a spirit of intense depression I picked up a few old books, deciding to read more, to make myself more fit for life. I also decided to leave St. Louis, since no one would have me here, and began to think of Chicago, whether I could stand it to return there, or whether I had better drift on to a strange place. But how should I live or travel, since I had very little money  having wasted it, as I now thought, on riotous living! The unhappy end of a spendthrift!

Finally, after mooning about for a day or two more I concluded that I should have to leave my fine room and try to earn some money here so as to be able to leave. And so one morning, without venturing near the Globe and giving the principal meeting-places of reporters and friends a wide berth, I went into the office of the St. Louis Republic, then thriving fairly well in an old building at Third and Chestnut streets. Here with a heavy heart, I awaited the coming of the city editor, H. B. Wandell, of whom I had heard a great deal but whom I had never seen.


CHAPTER XXXIV

THE Republic was in a tumbledown old building in a fairly deserted neighborhood in that region near the waterfront from which the city proper had been steadily growing away for years. This paper, if I am not mistaken, was founded in 1808.

The office was so old and rattletrap that it was discouraging. The elevator was a slow and wheezy box, bumping and creaking and suggesting immediate collapse. The boards of the entrance-hall and the city editorial room squeaked under ones feet. The city reportorial room, where I should work if I secured a place, was larger than that of the Globe and higher-ceiled, but beyond that it had no advantage. The windows were tall but cracked and patched with faded yellow copy-paper; the desks, some fifteen or twenty all told, were old, dusty, knife-marked, smeared with endless ages of paste and ink. There was waste paper and rubbish on the floor. There was no sign of either paint or wallpaper. The windows facing east looked out upon a business court or alley where trucks and vans creaked all day but which at night was silent as the grave, as was this entire wholesale neighborhood. The buildings directly opposite were decayed wholesale houses of some unimportant kind where in slimsy rags of dresses or messy trousers and shirts girls and boys of from fourteen to twenty worked all day, the girls necks in summer time open to their breasts and their sleeves rolled to their shoulders, the boys in sleeveless undershirts and tight-belted trousers and with tousled hair. What their work was I forget, but flirting with each other or with the reporters and printers of this paper occupied a great deal of their time.

The city editor, H. B. Wandell, was one of those odd, forceful characters who because of my youth and extreme impressionability perhaps and his own vigor and point of view succeeded in making a deep impression on me at once. He was such a queer little man, so different from Mitchell and McCullagh, nervous, jumpy, restless, vigorous, with eyes so piercing that they reminded one of a hawks and a skin so swarthy that it was Italian in quality and made all the more emphatic by a large, humped, protruding nose pierced by big nostrils. His hands were wrinkled and claw-like, and he had large yellowish teeth which showed rather fully when he laughed. And that laugh! I can hear it yet, a cross between a yelp and a cackle. It always seemed to me to be a mirthless laugh, insincere, and yet also it had an element of appreciation in it. He could see a point at which others ought to laugh without apparently enjoying it himself. He was at once a small and yet a large man mentally, wise and incisive in many ways, petty and even venomous in others, a man to coddle and placate if you were beholden to him, one to avoid if you were not, but on the whole a man above the average in ability.

And he had the strangest, fussiest, bossiest love of great literature of any one I have ever known, especially in the realm of the newspapers. Zola at this time was apparently his ideal of what a writer should be, and after him Balzac and Loti. He seemed to know them well and to admire and even love them, after his fashion. He was always calling upon me to imitate Zolas vivid description of the drab and the gross and the horrible if I could, assuming that I had read him, which I had not, but I did not say so. And Balzacs and Lotis sure handling of the sensual and the poignant! How often have I heard him refer to them with admiration, giving me the line and phrase of certain stark pictures, and yet at the same time there was a sneaking bending of the knee to the middle West conventions of which he was a part, a kind of horror of having it known that he approved of these things. He was a Shriner and very proud of it, as he was of various other local organizations to which he belonged. He had the reputation of being one of the best city editors in the city, far superior to my late master. Previously he had been city editor of the Globe itself for many years and was still favorably spoken of in that office. After I left St. Louis he returned to the Globe for a time and once more became its guide in local news.

But that is neither here nor there save as it illustrates what is a cardinal truth of the newspaper world: that the best of newspaper men are occasionally to be found on the poorest of papers, and vice versa. Just at this time, as I understood, he was here because the Republic was making a staggering effort to build itself up in popular esteem, which it finally succeeded in doing after McCullaghs death, becoming once more the leading morning paper as it had been before the Globe, under McCullagh, arose to power. Just now, however, in my despondent mood, it seemed an exceedingly sad affair.

Mr. Wandell, as I now learned, had heard of me and my recent faux pas, as well as some of the other things I had been doing.

Been working on the Globe, havent you? he commented when I approached him. What did they pay you? I told him.

When did you leave there?

About a week ago.

Why did you leave?

Perhaps you saw those notices of three shows that didnt come to town? Im the man who wrote them up.

Oho! ho! ho! and he began eyeing me drily and slapping his knee. I saw those. Ha! ha! ha! Ha! ha! ha! Yes, that was very funny  very. We had an editorial on it. And so McCullagh fired you, did he?

No, sir, I replied indignantly. I quit. I thought he might want to, and I put a letter on his desk and left.

Ha! ha! ha! Quite right! Thats very funny! I know just how they do over there. I was city editor there myself once. They write them up in advance sometimes. We do here. Where do you come from?

I told him. He meditated awhile, as though he were uncertain whether he needed any one.

You say you got thirty dollars there? I couldnt pay anybody that much here  not to begin with. We never give more than eighteen to begin with. Besides, I have a full staff just now, and its summer. I might use another man if eighteen would be enough. You might think it over and come in and see me again some time.

Although my spirits fell at so great a drop in salary I hastened to explain that I would be glad to accept eighteen. I needed to be at work again.

Whatever you would consider fair would suit me, I said.

He smiled. The newspaper market is low just now. If your work proves satisfactory I may raise you a little later on. He must have seen that he had a soft and more or less unsophisticated boy to deal with.

Suppose you write me a little article about something, just to show me what you can do, he added.

I went away insulted by this last request. In spite of all he said I could feel that he wanted me; but I had no skill in manipulating my own affairs. To drop from thirty dollars as dramatic editor to eighteen as a mere reporter was terrible. With a grain of philosophic melancholy I faced it, however, feeling that if I worked hard I might yet get a start in some way or other. I must work and save some money and if I did not better myself I would leave St. Louis. My ability must be worth something somewhere; it had been on the Globe.

I went home and wrote the article (a mere nothing about some street scene), went back to the office and left it. Next day I called again.

All right, he said. You can go to work.

I went back into that large shabby room and took a seat. In a few minutes the place filled up with the staff, most of whom I knew and all of whom eyed me curiously  reporters, special editors, the city editor and his assistant, Mr. Williams of blessed memory, one-eyed, sad, impressive, intelligent, who had nothing but kind things to say of what I wrote and who was friendly and helpful until the day I left.

In a little while the assignment book was put out, with the task I was to undertake. Before I left I was called in and advised concerning it. I went and looked into it (I have forgotten what it was) and reported later in the day. What I wrote I turned over to Mr, Williams, and later in the day when I asked him if it was all right he said: Yes, quite all right. It reads all right to me, and then gave me a kindly, one-eyed smile. I liked him from the first day; he was a better editor than Wandell, with more taste and discrimination, and later rose to a higher position elsewhere.

Meanwhile I strolled about thinking of my great fall. It seemed as though I should never get over this. But in a few days I was back in my old reportorial routine, depressed but secure, convinced that I could write as well as ever, and for any newspaper.

For the romance of my own youth was still upon me, my ambitions and my dreams coloring it all. Does the gull sense the terrors of the deep, or the butterfly the traps and snares of the woods and fields? Roaming this keen, new, ambitious mid-Western city, life-hungry and love-hungry and underpaid, eager and ambitious, I still found so much in the worst to soothe, so much in the best to torture me. In every scene of ease or pleasure was both a lure and a reproach; in every aspect of tragedy or poverty was a threat or a warning. I was never tired of looking at the hot, hungry, weary slums, any more than I was of looking at the glories of the mansions of the west end. Both had their lure, their charm; one because it was a state worse than my own, the other because it was a better  unfairly so, I thought. Amid it all I hurried, writing and dreaming, half-laughing and half-crying, with now a tale to move me to laughter and now another to send me to bottomless despairs. But always youth, youth, and the crash of the presses in the basement and a fresh damp paper laid on my desk of a morning with the news and my own petty achievements or failures to cheer or disappoint me; so it went, day in and day out.

The Republic, while not so successful as the Globe-Democrat, was a much better paper for me to work on. For one thing, it took me from under the domination of Mr. Mitchell (one can hate some people most persistently), and placed me under one who, whatever may have been his defects, provided me with far greater opportunities for my pen than ever the Globe had and supplied a better judgment as to what constituted a story and a news feature. Now that I think of him, Wandell was far and away the best judge of news, from a dramatic or story point of view, of any for whom I ever worked.

A good story, is it? I can see him smirking and rubbing his hands miser or gourmet fashion, as over a pot of gold or a fine dish. She said that, did she? Ha! ha! Thats excellent, excellent! You saw him yourself, did you? And the brother too? By George, well make a story of that! Be careful how you write that now. All the facts you know, just as far as they will carry you; but we dont want any libel suits, remember. We dont want you to say anything we cant substantiate, but I dont want you to be afraid either. Write it strong, clear, definite. Get in all the touches of local color you can. And remember Zola and Balzac, my boy, remember Zola and Balzac. Bare facts are what are needed in cases like this, with lots of color as to the scenery or atmosphere, the room, the other people, the street, and all that. You get me?

And quite truly I got him, as he was pleased to admit, even though I got but little cash out of it. I always felt, perhaps unjustly, that he made but small if any effort to advantage me in any way except that of writing. But what of it? He was nearly always enthusiastic over my work, in a hard, bright, waspish way, nearly always excited about the glittering realistic facts which one might dig up and which he was quite determined that his paper should present. The stories! The scandals! That hard, cruel cackle of his when he had any one cornered! He must have known what a sham and a fake most of these mid-Western pretensions to sanctity and purity were, and yet if he did and was irritated by them he said little to me. Like most Americans of the time, he was probably confused by the endless clatter concerning personal perfection, the Christ ideal, as opposed to the actual details of life. He could not decide for himself which was true and which false, the Christ theory or that of Zola, but he preferred Zola when interpreting the news. When things were looking up from a news point of view and great realistic facts were coming to the surface regardless of local sentiment, facts which utterly contradicted all the noble fol-de-rol of the puritans and the religionists, he was positively transformed. In those hours when the loom of life seemed to be weaving brilliant dramatic or tragic patterns of a realistic, Zolaesque character he was beside himself with gayety, trotting to and fro in the local room, leaning over the shoulders of scribbling scribes and interrupting them to ask details or to caution them as to certain facts which they must or must not include, beaming at the ceiling or floor, whistling, singing, rubbing his hands  a veritable imp or faun of pleasure and enthusiasm. Deaths, murders, great social or political scandals or upheavals, those things which presented the rough, raw facts of life, as well as its tenderer aspects, seemed to throw him into an ecstasy  not over the woes of others but over the fact that he was to have an interesting paper tomorrow.

Ah, it was a terrible thing, was it? He killed her in cold blood, you say? There was a great crowd out there, was there? Well, well, write it all up. Write it all up. It looks like a pretty good story to me  doesnt it to you? Write a good strong introduction for it, you know, all the facts in the first paragraph, and then go on and tell your story. You can have as much space for it as you want  a column, a column and a half, two  just as it runs. Let me look at it before you turn it in, though. Then he would begin whistling or singing, or would walk up and down in the city-room rubbing his hands in obvious satisfaction.

And how that reportorial room seemed to thrill or sing between the hours of five and seven in the evening, when the stories of the afternoon were coming in, or between ten-thirty and midnight, when the full grist of the day was finally being ground out. How it throbbed with human life and thought, quite like a mill room full of looms or a counting house in which endless records and exchanges are being made. Those reporters, eighteen or twenty of them, bright, cheerful, interesting, forceful youths, each bent upon making a name for himself, each working hard, each here bending over his desk scratching his head or ear and thinking, his mind lost in the mazes of arrangement and composition.

Wandell had no tolerance for any but the best of newspaper reporters and would discharge a man promptly for falling down on a story, especially if he could connect it with the feeling that he was not as good a newspaper man as he should be. He hated commonplace men, and once I had become familiar with the office and with him, he would often ask me in a spirit of unrest if I knew of an especially good one anywhere with whom he could replace some one else whom he did not like; a thought which jarred me but which did not prevent me from telling him. Somehow I had an eye and a taste for exceptional men myself, and I wanted his staff to be as good as any. So it was not long before he began to rely on me to supply him with suitable men, so much so that I soon had the reputation of being a local arbiter of jobs, one who could get men in or keep them out  a thing which made me some enemies later. And it really was not true for I could not have kept any good man out.

In the meantime, while he was trying me out to suit himself, he had been giving me only routine work: the North Seventh Street police station afternoons and evenings, where one or two interesting stories might be expected every day, crimes or sordid romances of one kind or another. Or if there was nothing much doing there I might be sent out on an occasional crime story elsewhere. Once I had handled a few of these for him, and to his satisfaction, I was pushed into the topnotch class and given only the most difficult stories, those which might be called feature crimes and sensations, which I was expected to unravel, sometimes singlehanded, and to which always I was expected to write the lead. This realistic method of his plus a keen desire to unload all the heavy assignments on me was in no wise bad for me. He liked me, and this was his friendly way of showing it.

Indeed, with a ruthless inconsiderateness, as I then thought, he piled on story after story, until I was a little infuriated at first, seeing how little I was being paid. When nothing of immediate importance was to he had, he proceeded to create news, studying out interesting phases of past romances or crimes which he thought might be worth while to work up and publish on Sunday, and handing them to me to do over. He even created stories when the general news was dull, throwing me into the most delicate and dangerous fields of arson, murder, theft, marital unhappiness, and tragedies of all kinds, things not public but which by clever detective work could be made so, and where libel and other suits and damages lurked on either hand. Without cessation, Sunday and every other day, he called upon me to display sentiment, humor or cold, hard, descriptive force, as the case might be, quoting now Hugo, now Balzac, now Dickens, and now Zola to me to show me just what was to be done. In a little while, despite my reduced salary and the fact that I had lost my previous place in disgrace and was not likely to get a raise here soon, I was as much your swaggering newspaper youth as ever, strolling about the city with the feeling that I was somebody and looking up all my old friends, with the idea of letting them know that I was by no means such a failure as they might imagine. Dick and Peter of course, seeing me ambling in on them late one hot night, received me with open arms.

Well, youre a good one! yelped Dick in his high, almost falsetto voice when I came in. I could see that he had been sitting before his open window, which commanded Broadway, where he had been no doubt meditating  your true romancer. Where the hell have you been keeping yourself? Youre a dandy! Weve been looking for you for weeks. Weve been down to your place a dozen times, but you wouldnt let us in. Youre a dandy, you are! McCord has some more of those opera cartoons done. Why didnt you ever come around, anyhow?

Im working down on the Republic now, I replied, blushing, and Ive been busy.

Oho! laughed Dick, slapping his knees. Thats a good one on you! I heard about it. Those shows written up, and not one in town! Oho! Thats good! He coughed a consumptive cough or two and relaxed.

I laughed with him. It wasnt really all my fault, I said apologetically.

I know it wasnt. Dont I know the Globe? Didnt Carmichael get me to work the same racket for him? Ask Hazard. It wasnt your fault. Sit down. Peterll be here in a little while; then well go out and get something.

We fell to discussing the attitude of the people on the Globe after I had left. Wood insisted that he had not heard much. He knew instinctively that Mitchell was glad I was gone, as he might well have been. Hartung had reported to him that McCullagh had raised Cain with Mitchell and that two or three of the boys on the staff had manifested relief.

You know who theyd be, continued Wood. The fellows who cant do what you can but would like to.

I smiled. I know about who they are, I said.

We talked about the world in general  literature, the drama, current celebrities, the state of politics, all seen through the medium of youth and aspiration and inexperience. While we were talking McCord came in. He had been to his home in South St. Louis, where he preferred to live in spite of his zest for Bohemia, and the ground had all to be gone over with him. We settled down to an evenings enjoyment: Dick went for beer; Peter lit a rousing pipe. Accumulated short stories were produced and plans for new ones recounted. At one point Peter exclaimed: You know what Im going to do, Dreiser?

Well, what?

Im going to study for the leading rôle in that opera of yours. I can play that, and Im going to if you dont object  do you?

Object? Why should I object? I replied, doubtful however of the wisdom of this. Peter had never struck me as quite the actor type. Id like to see you do it if you can, Peter.

Oh, I can, all right. That old rube appeals to me. I bet that if I ever get on the stage I can get away with that. He eyed Dick for confirmation.

Ill bet you could, said Dick loyally. Peter makes a dandy rube. Oh, will you ever forget the time we went down to the old Nickelodeon and did a turn, Peter? Oho!

Later the three of us left for a bite and I could see that I was as high in their favor as ever, which restored me not a little. Peter seemed to think that my escapades and mishaps, coupled with the attention and discussion which my name evoked among local newspaper men, were doing me good, making me an interesting figure. I could scarcely believe that but I was inclined to believe that I had not fallen as low as at first I had imagined.


CHAPTER XXXV

THE LaClede, as I have indicated, was the center of all gossiping newspaper life at this time, at least that part of it of which I knew anything. Here, in idling groups, during the course of a morning, afternoon or evening, might appear Dick or Peter, Rody, Clark, Hazard, Johnson, Root, Johns Daws, a long company of excellent newspaper men who worked on the different papers of the city from time to time and who, because of a desire for companionship in this helter-skelter world and the certainty of finding it here, hung about this corner. Here one could get in on a highly intellectual or diverting conversation of one kind or another at almost any time. So many of these men had come from distant cities and knew them much better than they did St. Louis. As a rule, being total strangers and here only for a short while, they were inclined to sniff at conditions as they found them here and to boast of those elsewhere, especially the men who came from New York, Boston, San Francisco and Chicago. I was one of those who, knowing Chicago and St. Louis only and wishing to appear wise in these matters, boasted vigorously of the superlative importance of Chicago as a city, whereas such men as Root of New York, Johnson of Boston, Ware of New Orleans, and a few others, merely looked at me and smiled.

All I have to say to you, young fellow, young Root once observed to me genially if roughly after one of these heated and senseless arguments, is wait till you go to New York and see for yourself. Ive been to Chicago, and its a way-station in comparison. Its the only other city youve seen, and thats why you think its so great. There was a certain amount of kindly toleration in his voice which infuriated me.

Ah, youre crazy, I replied. Youre like all New Yorkers: you think you know it all. You wont admit youre beaten when you are.

The argument proceeded through all the different aspects of the two cities until finally we called each other damned fools and left in a huff. Years later, however, having seen New York, I wanted to apologize if ever I met him again. The two cities, as I then learned, each individual and wonderful in its way, were not to be contrasted. But how sure I was of my point of view then!

Nearly all of these young men, as I now saw, presented a sharp contrast to those I had known in Chicago, or perhaps the character of the work in this city and my own changing viewpoint made them seem different. Chicago at that time had seemed to be full of exceptional young men in the repertorial world, men who in one way or another had already achieved considerable local repute as writers and coming men: Finley Peter Dunne, George Ade, Brand Whitlock, Ben King, Charles Stewart, and many others, some of whom even in that day were already signing their names to some of their contributions; whereas here in St. Louis, few if any of us had achieved any local distinction of any kind. No one of us had as yet created a personal or literary following. We could not, here, apparently; the avenues were not the same. And none of us was hailed as certain to attract attention in the larger world outside. We formed little more than a weak scholastic brotherhood or union, recognizing each other genially enough as worthy fellow-craftsmen but not offering each other much consolation in our rough state beyond a mere class or professional recognition as working newspaper men. Yet at times this LaClede was a kind of tonic bear garden, or mental wrestling-place, where unless one were very guarded and sure of oneself one might come by a quick and hard fall, as when once in some argument in regard to a current political question, and without knowing really what I was talking about, I made the statement that palaeontology indicated so-and-so, whereupon one of my sharp confrères suddenly took me up with: Say, what is palaeontology, anyhow? Do you know?

I was completely stumped, for I didnt. It was a comparatively new word, outside the colleges, being used here and there in arguments and editorials, and I had glibly taken it over. I floundered about and finally had to confess that I did not know what it was, whereupon I endured a laugh for my pains. I was thereafter wiser and more cautious.

But this, in my raw, ignorant state, was a very great help to me. Many of these men were intelligent and informed to the cutting point in regard to many facts of life of which I was extremely ignorant. Many of them had not only read more but seen more, and took my budding local pretensions to being somebody with a very large grain of salt. At many of the casual meetings, where at odd moments reporters and sometimes editors were standing or sitting about and discussing one phase of life and another, I received a back-handed slap which sometimes jarred my pride but invariably widened my horizon.

One of the most interesting things in my life at this time was that same North Seventh Street police station previously mentioned, to which I went daily and which was a center for a certain kind of news at least  rapes, riots, murders, fantastic family complications of all kinds, so common to very poor and highly congested neighborhoods. This particular station was the very center of a mixed ghetto, slum and negro life, which even at this time was still appalling to me in some of its aspects. It was all so dirty, so poor, so stuffy, so starveling. There were in it all sorts of streets  Jewish, negro, and run-down American, or plain slum, the first crowded with long-bearded Jews and their fat wives, so greasy, smelly and generally offensive that they sickened me: rag-pickers, chicken-dealers and feather-sorters all. In their streets the smell of these things, picked or crated chickens, many of them partially decayed, decayed meats and vegetables, half-sorted dirty feathers and rags and I know not what else, was sickening in hot weather. In the negro streets  or rather alleys, for they never seemed to occupy any general thoroughfare  were rows or one-, two-, three-and four-story shacks or barns of frame or brick crowded into back yards and with thousands of blacks of the most shuffling and idle character hanging about. In these hot days of June, July and August they seemed to do little save sit or lie in the shade of buildings in this vicinity and swap yarns or contemplate the world with laughter or in silence. Occasionally there was a fight, a murder or a low love affair among them which justified my time here. In addition, there were those other streets of soggy, decayed Americans  your true slum  filled with as low and cantankerous a population of whites as one would find anywhere, a type of animal dangerous to the police themselves, for they could riot and kill horribly and were sullen at best. Invariably the police traveled here in pairs, and whenever an alarm from some policeman on his beat was turned in from this region a sergeant and all the officers in the station at the time would set forth to the rescue, sometimes as many as eight or ten in a police wagon, with orders, as I myself have heard them given, to club the  heads off them or break their  bones, but bring them in here.

Ill fix em; in response to which all the stolid Irish huskies would go forth to battle, returning frequently with a whole vanload of combatants or alleged combatants, all much the worse for the contest.

There was an old fat Irish sergeant of about fifty or fifty-five, James King by name, who used to amuse me greatly. He ruled here like a potentate under the captain, whom I rarely saw. The latter had an office to himself in the front of the station and rarely came out, seeming always to be busy with bigwigs of one type and another. With the sergeant, however, I became great friends. His place was behind the central desk, in the front of which were two light standards and on the surface of which were his blotter and reports of different kinds. Behind the desk was his big tilted swivel chair, with himself in it, stout, perspiring, coatless, vestless, collarless, his round head and fat neck beady with sweat, his fat arms and hands moist and laid heavily over his protuberant stomach. According to him, he had been at this work exactly eight years, and before that he had beat the sidewalk, as he said, or traveled a beat.

Yes, yes, tis a waarm avenin, he would begin whenever I arrived and he was not busy, which usually he was not, an theres naathin for ye, me lad. But ye might just as well take a chair an make yerself comfortable. It may be that something will happen, an again maybe it wont. Ye must hope fer the best, as the sayin is. Tis a bad time fer any trouble to be breakin out though, in all this hot weather, and then he would elevate a large palmleaf fan which he kept near and begin to fan himself, or swig copiously from a pitcher of ice-water.

Here then he would sit, answering telephone calls from headquarters or marking down reports from the men on their beats or answering the complaints of people who came in hour after hour to announce that they had been robbed or their homes had been broken into or that some neighbor was making a nuisance of himself or their wives or husbands or sons or daughters wouldnt obey them or stay in at night.

Yes, an whats the matter now? he would begin when one of these would put in an appearance.

Perhaps it was a man who would be complaining that his wife or daughter would not stay in at night, or a woman complaining so of her husband, son or daughter.

Well, me good woman, I cant be helpin ye with that. This is no court av laaw. If yer husband dont support ye, er yer son dont come in av nights an hes a minor, ye can get an order from the judge at the Four Courts compellin him. Then if he dont mind ye and ye waant him arrested er locked up, I can help ye that way, but not otherwise. Go to the Four Courts.

Sometimes, in the case of a parent complaining of a daughters or sons disobedience, he would relent a little and say: See if ye can bring him around here. Tell him that the captain waants to see him. Then if he comes Ill see what I can do fer ye. Maybe I can scare him a bit.

Let us say they came, a shabby, overworked mother or father leading a recalcitrant boy or girl. King would assume a most ferocious air and after listening to the complaint of the parent as if it were all news to him would demand: Whats ailin ye? Why cant ye stay in nights? Whats the matter with ye that ye cant obey yer mother? Dont ye know its agin the laaw fer a minor to be stayin out aafter ten at night? Ye dont? Well, it is, an Im tellin ye now. D ye waant me t lock ye up? Is that what ye re looking fer? Theres a lot av good iron cells back there waitin fer ye if ye caant behave yerself. Whatre ye goin tdo about it?

Possibly the one in error would relent a little and begin arguing with the parent, charging unfairness, cruelty and the like.

Here now, dont ye be taalkin to yer mother like that! Yere not old enough to be doin that. An whats more, dont let me ketch ye out on the streets er her complainin to me again. If ye do Ill send one av me men around to bring ye in. This is the last now. Dye waant to spend a few nights in a cell? Well, then! Now be gettin out av here an dont let me hear any more about ye. Not a word. Ive had enough now. Out with ye!

And he would glower and grow red and pop-eyed and fairly roar, shoving them tempestuously out  only, after the victim had gone, he would lean back in his chair and wipe his forehead and sigh:Tis tough, the bringin up av childern, hereabouts especially. Ye cant be blamin them fer waantin to be out on the streets, an yet ye cant let em out aither, exactly. Its hard to tell what to do with em. Ive been taalkin like that fer years now to one an another. Tis all the good it does. Ye cant do much fer em hereabouts.

It was during this period, this summer time and fall, that I came in contact with some of the most interesting characters, newspaper men especially, flotsam and jetsam who drifted in here from other newspaper centers and then drifted out again, newspaper men so intelligent and definite in some respects that they seemed worthy of any position or station in life and yet so indifferent and errant or so poorly placed in spite of their efforts and capacities as to cause me to despair for the reward of merit anywhere  intellectual merit, I mean. For some of these men while fascinating were the rankest kind of failures, drunkards, drug fiends, hypochondriacs. Many of them had stayed too long in the profession, which is a young mans game at best, and others had wasted their opportunities dreaming of a chance fortune no doubt and then had taken to drink or drugs. Still others, young men like myself, drifters and uncertain as to their future, were just finding out how unprofitable the newspaper game was and in consequence were cynical, waspish and moody.

I am not familiar with many professions and so cannot say whether any of the others abound in this same wealth of eccentric capacity and understanding, or offer as little reward. Certainly all the newspaper offices I have ever known sparkled with these exceptional men, few of whom ever seemed to do very well, and no paper I ever worked on paid wages anywhere near equal to the services rendered or the hours exacted. It was always a hard, driving game, with the ash-heap as the reward for the least weakening of energy or ability; and at the same time these newspapers were constantly spouting editorially about kindness, justice, charity, a full reward for labor, and were getting up fresh-air funds and so on for those not half as deserving as their employees, but  and this is the point  likely to bring them increased circulation. In the short while I was in the newspaper profession I met many men who seemed to be thoroughly sound intellectually, quite free, for the most part, from the narrow, cramping conventions of their day, and yet they never seemed to get on very well.

I remember one man in particular, Clark I think his name was, who arrived on the scene just about this time and who fascinated me. He was so able and sure of touch mentally and from an editorial point of view, and yet financially and in every material way he was such a failure. He came from Kansas City or Omaha while I was on the Republic and had worked in many, many places before that. He was a stocky, dark, clerkly figure, with something of the manager or owner or leader about him, a most shrewd and capable-looking person. And when he first came to the Republic he seemed destined to rise rapidly and never to want for anything, so much self-control and force did he appear to have. He was a hard worker, quiet, unostentatious, and once I had gained his confidence, he gradually revealed a tale of past position and comfort which, verified as it was by Wandell and Williams, was startling when contrasted with his present position. Although he was not much over forty he had been editor or managing editor of several important papers in the West but had lost them through some primary disaster which had caused him to take to drink  his wifes unfaithfulness, I believe  and his inability in recent years to stay sober for more than three months at a stretch. In some other city he had been an important factor in politics. Here he was, still clean and spruce apparently (when I first saw him, at any rate), going about his work with a great deal of energy, writing the most satisfactory newspaper stories; and then, once two or three months of such labor had gone by, disappearing. When I inquired of Williams and Wandell as to his whereabouts the former stared at me with his one eye and smiled, then lifted his fingers in the shape of a glass to his mouth. Wandell merely remarked: Drink, I think. He may show up and he may not. He had a few weeks wages when he left.

I did not hear anything more of him for some weeks, when suddenly one day, in that wretched section of St. Louis beloved of Dick and Peter as a source of literary material, I was halted by a figure which I assumed to be one of the lowest of the low. A short, matted, dirty black beard concealed a face that bore no resemblance to Clark. A hat that looked as though it might have been lifted out of an ash-barrel was pulled slouchily and defiantly over long uncombed black hair. His face was filthy, as were his clothes and shoes, slimy even. An old brown coat (how come by, I wonder?) was marked by a greenish slime across the back and shoulders, slime that could only have come from a gutter.

Dont you know me, Dreiser? he queried in a deep, rasping voice, a voice so rusty that it sounded as though it had not been used for years   Clark, Clark of the Republic.

You know me and then when I stared in amazement he added shrewdly: Ive been sick and in a hospital, You havent a dollar about you, have you? I have to rest a little and get myself in shape again before I can go to work.

Well, of all things! I exclaimed in amazement, and then: Ill be damned! I could not help laughing: he looked so queer, impossible almost. A stage tramp could scarcely have done better. I gave him the dollar. What in the world are you doing  drinking? and then, overawed by the memory of his past efficiency and force T could not go on. It was too astonishing.

Yes, Ive been drinking, he admitted, a little defiantly, I thought, but Ive been sick too, just getting out now. I got pneumonia there in the summer and couldnt work. Ill be all right after a while. Whats news at the Republic?

Nothing.

He mumbled something about having played in bad luck, that he would soon be all right again, then ambled up the wretched rickety street and disappeared.

I bustled out of that vicinity as fast as I could. I was so startled and upset by this that I hurried back to the lobby of the Southern Hotel (my favorite cure for all despondent days), where all was brisk, comfortable, gay. Here I purchased a newspaper and sat down in a rocking-chair. Here at least was no sign of povertjr or want. In order to be rid of that sense of failure and degradation which had crept over me I took a drink or two myself. That any one as capable as Clark could fall so low in so short a time was quite beyond me. The still strongly puritan and moralistic streak in me was shocked beyond measure, and for days I could do little but contrast the figure of the man I had seen about the Republic office with that I had met in that street of degraded gin-mills and tumbledown tenements. Could people really vary so greatly and in so short a time? What must be the nature of their minds if they could do that? Was mine like that? Would it become so? For days thereafter I was wandering about in spirit with this man from gin-mill to gin-mill and lodging-house to lodging-house, seeing him drink at scummy bars and lying down at night on a straw pallet in some wretched hole.

And then there was Rodenberger, strange, amazing Rodenberger, poet, editorial writer and what not, who when I first met him had a little weekly editorial paper for which he raised the money somehow (I have forgotten its name) and in which he poured forth his views on life and art and nature in no uncertain terms. How he could write! (He was connected with some drug company, by birth or marriage, which may have helped to sustain him. I never knew anything definite concerning his private life.) As I view him now, Rodenberger was a man in whom imagination and logic existed in such a confusing, contesting way as to augur fatalism and (from a worldly or material point of view) failure. He was constantly varying between a state of extreme sobriety and vigorous mental energy, and debauches which lasted for weeks and which included drink, houses of prostitution, morphine, and I know not what else.

One sunny summer morning in July or August, I found him standing at the corner of Sixth and Chestnut outside the LaClede drugstore quite stupefied with drink or something.

Hello, Rody, I called when I saw him. Whats ailing you? Youre not drunk again, are you?

Drunk, he replied with a slight sardonic motion of the hand and an equally faint curl of the lip, and whats more, Im glad of it. I dont have to think about myself, or St. Louis, or you, when Im drunk. And whats more, and here he interjected another slight motion of the hand and hiccoughed, Im taking dope, and Im glad of that. I got all the dope I want now, right here in my little old vest pocket, and Im going to take all I want of it, and he tapped the pocket significantly. Then, in a boasting, contentious spirit, he drew forth a white pillbox and slowly opened it and revealed to my somewhat astonished gaze some thirty or forty small while pills, two or three of which he proceeded to lift toward his mouth.

In my astonishment and sympathy and horror I decided to save him if I could, so I struck his hand a smart blow, knocking the pills all over the sidewalk. Without a word of complaint save a feeble Zat so? he dropped to his hands and knees and began crawling here and there after them as fast as he could, picking them up and putting them in his mouth, while I, equally determined, began jumping here and there and crushing them under my heels.

Body, for Gods sake! Arent you ashamed of yourself? Get up!

Ill show you! he cried determinedly if somewhat recklessly. Ill cat em all! Ill eat em all! G  D  you! and he swallowed all that he had thus far been able to collect.

I saw him dead before me in no time at all, or thought I did.

Here, Johnson, I called to another of our friends who came up just then, help me with Rody, will you? Hes drunk, and hes got a box of morphine pills and hes trying to take them. I knocked them out of his hand and now hes eaten a lot of them.

Here, Rody, he said, pulling him to his feet and holding him against the wall, stop this! What the hells the matter with you? and then he turned to me: Maybe they re not morphine. Why dont you ask the druggist? If they are wed better be getting him to the hospital.

Theyre morphine all right, gurgled the victim. Dont-cha worry  I know morphine all right, and Ill eat em all, and he began struggling with Johnson.

At the latters suggestion I hurried into the drugstore, the proprietor and clerk of which were friends to all of us, and inquired. They assured me that they were morphine and when I told them that Rodenberger had swallowed about a dozen they insisted that we bring him in and then call an ambulance, while they prepared an emetic of some kind. It happened that the head physician of the St. Louis City Hospital, Dr. Heinie Marks, was also a friend of all newspaper men (what free advertising we used to give him!), and to him I now turned for aid, calling him on the telephone.

Bring him out! Bring him out! he said. Then: Wait; Ill send the wagon.

By this time Johnson, with the aid of the clerk and the druggist, had brought Rodenberger inside and caused him to drink a quantity of something, whereupon we gazed upon him for signs of his approaching demise. By now he was very pale and limp and seemed momentarily to grow more so. To our intense relief, however, the city ambulance soon came and a smart young interne in white took charge. Then we saw Rodenberger hauled away, to be pumped out later and detained for days. I was told afterward by the doctor that he had taken enough of the pills to end him had he not been thoroughly pumped out and treated. Yet within a week or so he was once more up and around, fate, in the shape of myself and Johnson, having intervened. And many a time thereafter he turned up at this selfsame corner as sound and smiling as ever.

Once, when I ventured to reproach him for this and other follies, he merely said:

All in the days wash, my boy, all in the days wash. If I was so determined to go you should have let me alone. Heaven only knows what trouble you have stored up for me now by keeping me here when I wanted to go. That may have been a divine call! But  Kismet! Allah is Allah! Lets go and have a drink! And we adjourned to Phil Hacketts bar, where we were soon surrounded by fellow-bibbers who spent most of their time looking out through the cool green lattices of that rest room upon the hot street outside.

I may add that Rodenbergers end was not such as might be expected by the moralists. Ten years later he had completely reformed his habits and entered the railroad business, having attained to a considerable position in one of the principal roads running out of St. Louis.


CHAPTER XXXVI

FOR years past during the summer months the Republic had been conducting a summer charity of some kind, a fresh-air fund, in support of which it attempted every summer to invent and foster some quick money-raising scheme. This year it had taken the form of that musty old chestnut, a baseball game, to be played between two local fraternities, the fattest men of one called the Owls and the leanest of another known as the Elks. The hope of the Republic was to work up interest in this startling novelty by a humorous handling of it so as to draw a large crowd to the baseball grounds. Before I had even heard of it this task had been assigned to two or three others, a new man each day, in the hope of extracting fresh bits of humor, but so far with but indifferent results.

One day, then, I was handed a clipping concerning this proposed game that had been written the preceding day by another member of the staff and which was headed Blood on the Moon. It purported to narrate the preliminary mutterings and grumblings of those who were to take part in the contest. It was not so much an amusing picture as a news item, and I did not think very much of it; but since I had been warned by Williams that I was about to be called upon to produce the next days burst, and that it must be humorous, I was by no means inclined to judge it too harshly.... The efforts of ones predecessor always appear more forceful as ones own threaten to prove inadequate. A little later Wandell proceeded to outline to me most of the conditions which surrounded this contest. See if you cant get some fun into it. You must do it. Some one has to. I depend on you for this. Make us laugh, and he smiled a dry, almost frosty smile. Laugh! I thought. Good Lord, how am I to make anybody laugh? I never wrote anything funny in my life!

Nevertheless, being put to it for this afternoon (he had given me no other assignment, fancying no doubt that I might have a hard time with this), and being the soul of duty, I went to my desk to think it over. Not an idea came to me. It seemed to me that nothing could be duller than this, a baseball game between fat and lean men; yet if I didnt write something it would be a black mark against me and if I did and it proved a piece of trash I should sink equally low in the estimation of my superior. I took my pencil and began scribbling a possible introduction, wondering how one achieved humor when one had it not. After writing aimlessly for a half-hour or so I finally re-examined the texts of my predecessors of previous days and then sought to take the same tack. Only, instead of describing the aspirations and oppositions of the two rival organizations in general terms, I assumed a specific interest and plotting on the part of certain of their chief officers, who even now, as I proceeded to assert and with names and places given in different parts of the city, were spending days and nights devising ways and means of outwitting the enemy. Thoughts of rubber baseball bats, baskets and nets in which flies might be caught, secret electric wiring under the diamond between the bases to put pep into the fat runners, seemed to have some faint trace of humor in them, and these I now introduced as being feverishly worked out in various secret places in order that the great game might not be lost. As I wrote, building up purely imaginary characteristics for each one involved (I did not know any of them), I myself began to grow interested and amused. It all seemed so ridiculous, such trash, and yet the worse I made it the better it seemed. At last I finished it, but upon re-reading it I was disturbed by the coarse horse-play of it all. This will never get by, I thought. Wandell will think its rotten. But having by now come to a rather friendly understanding with Williams, I decided to take it over and ask him so that in case I had failed I might try again.

Wearily he eyed me with his one eye, for already he had been editing this for days, then leaned back in his chair and began to read it over. At first he did not seem to be much interested, but after the first paragraph, which he examined with a blank expression, he smiled and finally chortled: This is pretty good, yes. You neednt worry about it; I think itll do. Leave it with me. Then he began to edit it. Later in the afternoon when Wandell had come in to give out the evening assignments I saw Williams gather it up and go in to him. After a time he came out smiling, and in a little while Wandell called me in.

Not bad, not bad, he said, tapping the manuscript lightly. Youve got the right idea, I think. Ill let you do that for a while afternoons until we get up on it. You neednt do anything else  just that, if you do it well enough.

I was pleased, for judging by the time it had taken to do this (not more than two hours) I should have most of my afternoons to myself. I saw visions of a late breakfast, idling in my room, walks after I had done with my work and before I returned to the office. Curiously enough, this trivial thing, undertaken at first in great doubt and with no sense of ability and with no real equipment for it, nevertheless proved for me the most fortunate thing I had thus far done. It was not so much that it was brilliant, or even especially well done, as that what I did fell in with the idle summer mood of the city or with the contesting organizations and the readers of the Republic. Congratulatory letters began to arrive. Pleased individuals whose names had been humorously mentioned began to call up the city editor, or the managing editor, or even the editor-in-chief, and voice their approval. In a trice and almost before I knew it, I was a personage, especially in newspaper circles.

Weve got the stuff now, all right, Wandell cackled most violently one evening, at the same time slapping me genially on the shoulder. Thisll do it, Im sure. A few weeks, and well get a big crowd and a lot of publicity. Just you stick to the way youre doing this now. Dont change your style. Weve got em coming now.

I was really amazed.

And to add to it, Wandells manner toward me changed. Hitherto, despite his but poorly concealed efforts, he had been distant, brusque, dictatorial, superior. Now of a sudden he was softer, more confidential.

I have a friend up the street here  Frank Hewe, an awfully nice fellow. Hes the second assistant of this or that or the other such company. In one of these comic blurbs of yours dont you think you could ring him in some way? Hes an Elk and Im sure the mention would tickle him to death.

I saw the point of Mr. Wandells good nature. He was handing round some favors on his own account.

But since it was easy for me to do it and could not injure the text in any way, and seemed to popularize the paper and myself immensely, I was glad to do it. Each evening, when at six or seven I chose to amble in, having spent the afternoon at my room or elsewhere idling, my text all done in an hour as a rule, my small chief would beam on me most cordially.

Whatcha got there? Another rib-tickler? Lets see. Well, go get your dinner, and if you dont want to come back go and see a show. Theres not much doing tonight anyhow, and Id like to keep you fresh. Dont stay up too late, and turn me in another good one tomorrow.

So it went.

In a trice and as if by magic I was lifted into an entirely different realm. The ease of those hours! Citizens of local distinction wanted to meet me. I was asked by Wandell one afternoon to come to the Southern bar in order that Colonel So-and-So, the head of this, that or the other thing, as well as some others, might meet me. I was told that this, that and the other person here thought I must be clever, a fool, or a genius. I was invited to a midnight smoker at some country club. The local newspaper men who gathered at the LaClede daily all knew, and finding me in high favor with Phil Hackett, the lessee of the hotel bar whose name I had mentioned once, now laughed with me and drank at my expense  or rather at that of the proprietor, for I was grandly told by him that I could pay for no drinks there, which kept me often from going there at all. As the days went on I was assured that owing to my efforts the game was certain to be a big success, that it was the most successful stunt the Republic had ever pulled and that it would net the fund several thousand dollars.

For four or five weeks then it seemed to me as though I were walking on air. Life was so different, so pleasant these hot, bright days, with everybody pleased with me and my name as a clever man  a humorist!  being bandied about. Some of my new admirers were so pleased with me that they asked me to come to their homes to see them. I was becoming a personage. Hackett of the LaClede having asked me casually one day where I lived, I was surprised that night in my room by a large wicker hamper containing champagne, whiskey and cordials. I transferred it to the office of the Republic for the reportorial staff, with my compliments.

My handling of the fat-lean baseball game having established me as a feature writer of some ability, the Republic decided to give me another feature assignment. There had been in progress a voting contest which embraced the whole State and which was to decide which of many hundreds of school-teachers, the favorites out of how many districts in the State I cannot now recall, were to be sent to Chicago to see the Worlds Fair for two or more weeks at the Republics expense. In addition, a reporter or traveling correspondent was to be sent with the party to report its daily doings and that reporters comments were to be made a daily news feature; and that reporter was to be myself. I was not seeking it, had not even heard of it, but according to Wandell, who was selecting the man for the management, I was the one most likely to give a satisfactory picture of the life at the great Fair as well as render the Republic a service in picturing the doings of these teachers. An agent of the business manager was also going along to look after the practical details, and also the city superintendent of schools. I welcomed this opportunity to see the Worlds Fair, which was then in its heyday and filling the newspapers.

I dont mind telling you, Wandell observed to me a few days before the final account of the baseball game was to be written, that your work on this ball game has been good.

Everybody is pleased. Now, theres a little excursion were going to send up to Chicago, and Im going to send you along on that for a rest. Mr.  , our business manager, will tell you all about it. You see him about transportation and expenses.

When am I to go? I asked.

Thursday. Thursday night.

Then I dont have to see the ball game?

Oh, thats all right. Youve done the important part of that. Let some one else write it up.

I smiled at the compliment. I went downstairs and had somebody explain to me what it was the paper was going to do and congratulated myself. Now I was to have a chance to visit the Worlds Fair, which had not yet opened when I left Chicago. I could look up my father, whom I had neglected since my mothers death, as well as such other members of the family as were still living in Chicago; but, most important, I could go around to the Globe there and blow to my old confrères about my present success. All I had to do was to go along and observe what the girls did and how they enjoyed themselves and then write it up.

I went up the street humming and rejoicing, and finally landed in the art department of my friends.

Im being sent to Chicago to the Worlds Fair, I said gleefully.

Bully for you, was the unanimous return. Lets hope you have a good time.


CHAPTER XXXVII

As the time drew near, though, the thought of being a sort of literary chaperon to a lot of school-teachers, probably all of them homely and uninteresting, was not as cheering as it might have been. I wondered how I should manage to be civil and interesting to so many, how I was to extract news out of them. Yet the attitude of the business manager and the managing editor, as well as the editor-in-chief or publisher, Mr. Knapp, to whom I was now introduced by my city editor, was enough to convince me that whatever I thought of it I was plainly rising in their esteem. Although no word was said about any increase in pay, which I still consider the limit of beggarly, pennywise policy, these magnificoes were most cordial, smiled and congratulated me on my work and then turned me over to the man who had the financing of the trip in charge. He reminded me a good deal of a banker or church elder, small, dark, full-whiskered, solemn, affable, and assured me that lie was glad that I had been appointed, that I was the ideal man for the place, and that he would see to it that anything I needed to make my trip pleasant would be provided. I could scarcely believe that I was so important.

After asking me to go and see the superintendent of schools, also of the party as guest of the Republic, he said he would send to me a Mr. Dean, who would be his agent en route to look after everything  baggage, fares, hotels, meals. The latter came and at once threw a wet blanket over me: he was so utterly dull and commonplace. His clothes, his shoes, his loud tie and his muddy, commonplace intellect all irritated me beyond measure. Something he said Now, of course, we all want to do everything we can to please these ladies and make them happy  irritated me. The usual pastoral, supervisory stuff, I thought, and I at once decided that I did not want him to bother me in any way. What! Did this horrible bounder assume that he was regulating my conduct on this trip, or that I was going out of my way to accommodate myself to him and his theory of how the trip should be conducted, or to accept him as a social equal? We must indeed!  I, Theodore Dreiser, the well-known newspaper writer of St. Louis! The effrontery! Well, he would get scant attention from me, and the more he let me alone the better it would be for him and all of us!

And now Wandell also began to irritate me by attempting to give me minute instructions as to just what was wanted and how I was to write it, although, as I understood it, I was now working for the managing editor who was to have the material edited in the telegraph department. Besides, I thought that I was now entitled to a little leeway and discretion in the choice of what I should report. The idea of making it all advertising for the Republic and myself a literary wet-nurse to a school party was a little too much.

However, I bustled down to the train that was waiting to carry this party of damsels to Chicago and the Worlds Fair, a solid Pullman train which left St. Louis at dusk and arrived in Chicago early the next morning. The fifth of the Pullmans was reserved to carry the school-teachers and their chaperons, Mr. Soldan, superintendent of schools, Mr. Dean, the business-manager-representative, and myself. I entered the car wondering of course what the result of such a temporary companionship with so many girls might be. They were all popular, hence beautiful, prize-winners, as I had heard; but my pessimistic mind had registered a somewhat depressing conception of the ordinary school-mistress and I did not expect much.

For once in my life I was agreeably disappointed. These were young, buxom Missouri school-teachers and as attractive as that profession will permit. I was no sooner seated in a gaudy car than one of the end doors opened and there was ushered in by the porter a pretty, rosy-cheeked, blackhaired girl of perhaps twenty-four. This was a good beginning. Immediately thereafter there came in a tall, fair girl with light brown hair and blue eyes. Others now entered, blondes and brunettes, stout and slender, with various intermediate grades or types. Instead of a mounting contempt I suddenly began to suffer from a sickening sense of inability to hold my own in the face of so many pretty girls. What could I do with twenty girls? How write about them? Maybe the business-manager-representative or the superintendent would not come on this train and I should be left to introduce these girls to each other!  God!

I should have to find out their names, and I had not thought to inquire at the office!

Fortunately for my peace of mind a large, rather showily dressed man with big soft ruddy hands decorated with several rings and a full oval face tinted with health, now entered by the front door and beamed cheerfully upon all.

Ah, here we are now, he began with the impressive air of one in authority, going up to the first maiden he saw. I see you have arrived safely, Miss  ah  C  . Im glad to see you again. How are you? We went on to another:

And here is Miss W  ! Well, I am glad. I read in the Republic that you had won.

I realized that this was the Professor Soldan so earnestly recommended to me, the superintendent of schools and one upon whom I was to comment. I rather liked him.

An engine went puffing and clanging by on a neighboring track. I gazed out of the window. It seemed essential for me to begin doing something but I did not know how to begin. Suddenly the large jeweled hand was laid on my shoulder and the professor stood over me. This must be Mr. Dreiser, of the Republic. Your business manager, Mr.  , phoned me this morning that you were coming. You must let me introduce you to all these young ladies. We want to get the formalities over and be on easy terms.

I bowed heavily for I felt as though I were turning to stone. The prettiness and sparkle of these girls all chatting and laughing had fairly done for me. I followed the professor as one marches to the gallows and he began at one end of the car and introduced me to one girl after another as though it were a state affair of some kind. I felt like a boob. I was flustered and yet delighted by his geniality and the fact that he was helping me over a very ticklish situation. I envied him his ease and self-possession. He soon betook himself elsewhere, leaving me to converse as best I might with a pretty black-haired Irish girl whose eyes made me wish to be agreeable. And now, idiot, I struggled desperately for bright things to say. How did one entertain a pretty girl, anyhow? The girl came to my rescue by commenting on the nature of the contest and the difficulties she had had. She hadnt thought she would win at all. Some others joined in, and before I knew it the train was out of the station and on its way. The porter was closing the windows for the long tunnel, the girls were sinking into comfortable attitudes, and there was a general air of relaxation and good nature. Before East St. Louis was reached a general conversation was in progress, and by the time the train was a half-hour out a party of familiars had gathered in the little bridal chamber, which was at the rear of the car, laughing and gesticulating. But I was not of it, nor was the girl with whom I was chatting.

Why dont you come back here, Myra? called a voice.

Having lots of fun up there? called another.

Do come back, for goodness sake! Dont try to monopolize one whole man.

I felt my legs going from under me. Could this be true? Must I now go back there and try to face six or seven? Stumblingly I followed Myra, and at the door stopped and looked in. It was full of pretty girls, my partner of the moment before now chattering lightly among them. Im gone, I thought. Its all off. Now for the grand collapse and silence! Which way shall I turn? To whom?

Theres room for one more here, said a Juney blonde, making a place for me.

I could not refuse this challenge. Im the one, I said weakly, and sank heavily beside her. She looked at me encouragingly, as did the others, and at a vast expense of energy and will power I managed to achieve a smile. It was pathetic.

Isnt train-riding just glorious? exclaimed one of these bright-faced imps exuberantly. I bet I havent been on a train twice before in all my life, and just look at me! I do it all right, dont I? Id just love to travel. I wish I could travel all the time.

Oh, dont you, though! echoed the girl who was sitting beside me and whom up to now I had scarcely noticed. Do you think she looks so nice riding?

I cannot recall what I answered. It may have been witty  if so it was an accident.

What do you call the proper surroundings? put in a new voice in answer to something that was said, which same drew my attention to limpid blue eyes, a Cupids bow mouth and a wealth of corn-colored hair.

These, I finally achieved gallantly, gazing about the compartment and at my companions. A burst of applause followed. I was coming to. Yet I was still bewildered by the bouquet of faces about me. Already the idea of the dreary school-teachers had been dissipated: these were prize-winners. Look where I would I seemed to see a new type of prettiness confronting me. It was like being in the toils of those nymphs in the Ring of the Nibelungen, yet I had no desire to escape, wishing to stay now and see how I could make out as a Lothario. Indeed at this I worked hard. I did my best to gaze gayly and captivatingly into pretty eyes of various colors. They all gazed amusedly back. I was almost the only man; they were out for a lark. What would you?

If I had my wishes now Id wish for just one thing,

I volunteered, expecting to arouse curiosity.

Which one? asked the girl with the brown eyes and piquant little face who wished to travel forever. Her look was significant.

This one, I said, running my finger around in a circle to include them all and yet stopping at none.

Were not won yet, though, said the girl smirkily.

Couldnt you be? I asked smartly.

Not all at once, anyhow. Could we? she asked, speaking for the crowd.

I found myself poor at repartee. It will seem all at once, though, when it happens, wont it? I finally managed to return. Isnt it always so sudden? I was surprising myself.

Arent you smart! said the blue-eyed girl beside me.

Oh, thats clever, isnt it? said the girl with the corn-colored hair.

I gazed in her direction. Beside her sat a maiden whom I had but dimly noticed. She was in white, with a mass of sunny red hair. Her eyes were almond-shaped, liquid and blue-gray. Her nose was straight and fine, her lips sweetly curved. She seemed bashful and retiring. At her bosom was a bouquet of pink roses, but one had come loose.

Oh, your flowers! I exclaimed.

Let me give you one, she replied, laughing. I had not heard her voice before and I liked it.

Certainly, I said. Then to the others: You see, Ill take anything I can get. She drew a rose from her bosom and held it out toward me. Wont you put it on? I asked smartly.

She leaned over and began to fasten it. She worked a moment and then looked at me, making, as I thought, a sheeps eye at me.

You may have my place, said the girl next me, feigning to help her, and she took it.

The conversation waxed even freer after this, although for me I felt that it had now taken a definite turn.... I was talking for her benefit. We were still in the midst of this when the conductor passed through and after him Mr. Dean, middle-aged, dusty, assured, advisory.

These are the people, he said. They are all in one party. He called me aside and we sat down, he explaining cheerfully and volubly the trouble he was having keeping everything in order. I could have murdered him.

Im looking out for the baggage and the hotel bills and all, he insisted. In the morning well be met by a tally-ho and ride out to the hotel.

I was thinking of my splendid bevy of girls and the delightful time I had been having.

Well, thatll be fine, wont it? I said wearily. Is that all?

Oh, we have it all planned out, he went on. Its going to be a fine trip.

I did my best to show that I had no desire to talk, but still he kept on. He wanted to meet the teachers and I had to introduce him. Fortunately he became interested in one small group and I sidled away  only to find my original group considerably reduced. Some had gone to the dressingroom, others were arranging their parcels about their unmade berths. The porter came in and began to make them up. I looked ruefully about me.

Well, our little group has broken up, I said at last to the girl of my choice as I came up to where she was sitting.

Yes. Its getting late. But Im not sleepy yet.

We dropped into an easy conversation, and I learned that she was from Missouri and taught in a little town not far from St. Louis. She explained to me how she had come to win, and I told her how ignorant I had been of the whole affair up to four days ago. She said that friends had bought hundreds of Republics in order to get the coupons. It seemed a fine thing to me for a girl to be so popular.

Youve never been to Chicago, then? I asked.

Oh no. Ive never been anywhere really. Im just a simple country girl, you know. Ive always wanted to go, though.

She fascinated me. She seemed so direct, truthful, sympathetic.

Youll enjoy it, I said. Its worth seeing. I was in Chicago when the Fair was being built. My home is there.

Then youll stay with your home-folks, wont you? she asked, using a word for family to which I was not accustomed. It touched a chord of sympathy. I was not very much in touch with my family any more but the way she seemed to look on hers made me wish that I were.

Well, not exactly. They live over on the west side. Ill go to see them, though.

I was thinking that now I had her out of that sparkling group she seemed more agreeable than before, much more interesting, more subdued and homelike.

She arose to leave me. I want to get some of my things before the porter puts them away, she explained.

I stepped out of her way. She tripped up the aisle and I looked after her, fascinated. Of a sudden she seemed quite the most interesting of all those here, simple, pretty, vigorous and with a kind of tact and grace that was impressive. Also I felt an intense something about her that was concealed by an air of supreme innocence and maidenly reserve. I went out to the smokingroom, where I sat alone looking out of the window.

What a delightful girl, I thought, with a feeling of intense satisfaction. And I have the certainty of seeing her again in the morning!


CHAPTER XXXVIII

THE next morning I was awake early, stirred by the thoughts of Chicago, the Fair, Miss W  (my favorite), as well as the group of attractive creatures who now formed a sort of background for her. One of the characteristics of my very youthful temperament at that time was the power to invest every place I had ever left with a romance and strangeness such as might have attached to something abandoned, say, a thousand or two years before and which I was now revisiting for the first time to find it nearly all done over. So it was now in my attitude toward Chicago. I had been away for only eight or nine months, and still I expected  what did I not expect?  the whole skyline and landscape to be done over, or all that I had known done away with. Going into Chicago I studied every street and crossing and house and car. How sad to think I had ever had to leave it, to leave Alice, my home, my father, all my relatives and old friends! Where was E  , A  , T  , my father? At thought of the latter I was deeply moved, for had I not left him about a year before and without very much ceremony at the time I had chosen to follow the fortunes of my sister C  ? Now that I looked back on it all from the vantage point of a years work I was much chastened and began to think how snippy and unkind I had been. Poor, tottering, broken soul, I thought. I could see him then as he really was, a warm, generous and yet bigoted and ignorant soul, led captive in his childhood to a brainless theory and having no power within himself to break that chain, and now wandering distrait and forlorn amid a storm of difficulties: age, the death of his wife, the flight of his children, doubt as to their salvation, poverty, a declining health.

I can see him now, a thin grasshopper of a man, brooding wearily with those black-brown Teutonic eyes of his, as sad as failure itself. What thoughts! What moods! He was very much like one of those old men whom Rembrandt has portrayed, wrinkled, sallow, leathery. My fathers peculiarly German hair and beard were always carefully combed and brushed, the hair back over his forehead like Nietzsches, the beard resting reddishly on his chest. His clothes were always loose and ill-fitting, being bought for durability, not style, or made over from abandoned clothes of some one  my brother Paul or my sister M s husband. He always wore an old and very carefully preserved black derby hat, very wide of brim and out of style, which he pulled low over his deep-set weary eyes. I always wondered where and when he had bought it. On this trip I offered to buy him a new one, but he preferred to use the money for a mass for the repose of my good mothers soul! Under his arm or in one of his capacious pockets was always a Catholic prayerbook from which he read prayers as familiar to him as his own hands, yet from the mumbling repetition of which he extracted some comfort, as does the Hindu from meditating upon space or time. In health he was always fluttering to one or another of a score of favorite Catholic churches, each as commonplace as the other, and there, before some trashy plaster image of some saint or virgin as dead or helpless as his own past, making supplication for what?  peace in death, the reconversion and right conduct of his children, the salvation of his own and my mothers soul? Debts were his great misery, as I had always known. If one died and left unpaid an old bill of some kind one had to stay in purgatory so much longer!

Riding into Chicago this morning I speculated as to the thinness of his hands as I had known them, the tremulousness of his inquiries, the appeal in his sad resigned eyes, whence all power to compel or convince had long since gone. In the vast cosmic flight of force, flowing from what heart we know not but in which as little corks our suns and planets float, it is possible that there may be some care, an equation, a balancing of the scales of suffering and pleasure. I hope so. If not I know not the reason for tears or those emotions with which so many of us salve the memory of seemingly immedicable ills. If immedicable, why cry?

I sought Miss W  , who was up before me and sitting beside her section window. I was about to go and talk with her when my attention was claimed by other girls. This bevy could not very well afford to see the attention of the only man on board so easily monopolized. There were so many pretty faces among them that I wavered. I talked idly among them, interested to see what overtures and how much of an impression I might make. My natural love of womankind made them all inviting.

When the train drew into Chicago we were met by a tally-ho, which the obliging Mr. Dean had been kind enough to announce to each and every one of us as the train stopped. The idea of riding to the Worlds Fair in such a thing and with this somewhat conspicuous party of school-teachers went very much against the grain. Being very conscious of my personal dignity in the presence of others and knowing the American and middle-West attitude toward all these new and persistently derided toys and pleasures of the effete East and England, I was inclined to look upon this one as out of place in Chicago. Besides, a canvas strip on the coach advertising the nature of this expedition infuriated me and seemed spiritually involved with the character of Mr. Dean. That bounder had done this, I was sure. I wondered whether the sophisticated and well-groomed superintendent of schools would lend himself to any such thing when plainly it was to be written up in the Republic, but since he did not seem to mind it I was mollified; in fact, he took it all with a charming gayety and grace which eventually succeeded in putting my own silly provincialism and pride to rout. He sat up in front with me and the driver discussing philosophy, education, the Fair, a dozen things, during which I made a great pretense at wise deductions and a wider reading than I had ever had.

Once clear of the depot and turning into Adams Street, we were off behind six good horses through as interesting a business section as one might wish to see, its high buildings (the earliest and most numerous in America) and its mass of congested traffic making a brisk summer morning scene. I was reengaged by Michigan Avenue, that splendid boulevard with its brief vista of the lake, which was whipped to cotton-tops this bright morning by a fresh wind, and then the long residence-lined avenue to the south with its wealth of new and pretentious homes, its smart paving and lighting, its crush of pleasure traffic hurrying townward or to the Fair. Within an hour we were assigned rooms in a comfortable hotel near the Fair grounds, one of those hastily and yet fairly well constructed buildings which later were changed into flats or apartments. One wall of this hotel, as I now discovered, the side on which my room was, faced a portion of the Fair grounds, and from my windows I could see some of its classic façades, porticoes, roofs, domes, lagoons. All at once and out of nothing in this dingy city of six or seven hundred thousand which but a few years before had been a wilderness of wet grass and mud flats, and by this lake which but a hundred years before was a lone silent waste, had now been reared this vast and harmonious collection of perfectly constructed and snowy buildings, containing in their delightful interiors the artistic, mechanical and scientific achievements of the world. Greece, Italy, India, Egypt, Japan, Germany, South America, the West and East Indies, the Arctics  all represented! I have often thought since how those pessimists who up to that time had imagined that nothing of any artistic or scientific import could possibly be brought to fruition in America, especially in the middle West, must have opened their eyes as I did mine at the sight of this realized dream of beauty, this splendid picture of the worlds own hope for itself. I have long marveled at it and do now as I recall it, its splendid Court of Honor, with its monumental stateliness and simple grandeur; the peristyle with its amazing grace of columns and sculptured figures; the great central arch with its triumphal quadriga; the dome of the Administration Building with its daring nudes; the splendid groupings on the Agricultural Building, as well as those on the Manufacturers and Womens buildings. It was not as if many minds had labored toward this great end, or as if the great raw city which did not quite understand itself as yet had endeavored to make a great show, but rather as though some brooding spirit of beauty, inherent possibly in some directing over-soul, had waved a magic wand quite as might have Prospero in The Tempest or Queen Mab in A Midsummer Nights Dream, and lo, this fairyland.

In the morning when I came down from my room I fell in with Miss W  in the diningroom and was thrilled by the contact. She was so gay, good-natured, smiling, unaffected. And with her now was a younger sister of whom I had not heard and who had come to Chicago by a different route to join her. I was promptly introduced, and we sat down at the same table. It was not long before we were joined by the others, and then I could see by the exchange of glances that it was presumed that I had fallen a victim to this charmer of the night before. But already the personality of the younger sister was appealing to me quite as much as the elder. She was so radiant of humor, freckled, plump, laughing and with such an easy and natural mode of address. Somehow she struck me as knowing more of life than her sister, being more sophisticated and yet quite as innocent.

After breakfast the company broke up into groups of two and three. Each had plans for the day and began talking them over.

We started off finally for the Fair gate and on the way I had an opportunity to study some of the other members of the party and make up my mind as to whether I really preferred her above all. Despite my leaning toward Miss W  

I now discovered that there was a number whose charms, if not superior to those of Miss W  , were greater than I had imagined, while some of those who had attracted me the night before were being modified by little traits of character or mannerism which I did not like. Among them was one rosy black-haired Irish girl whose solid beauty attracted me very much. She was young and dark and robust, with the air of a hoyden. I looked at her, quite taken by her snapping black eyes, but nothing came of it for the moment: we were all becoming interested in the Fair.

Together, then, we drifted for an hour or more in this world of glorious sights, an hour or more of dreaming over the arches, the reflections in the water, the statues, the shadowy throngs by the steps of the lagoons moving like figures in a dream. Was it real? I sometimes wonder, for it is all gone. Gone the summer days and nights, the air, the color, the form, the mood. In its place is a green park by a lake, still beautiful but bereft, a city that grows and grows, ever larger, but harder, colder, grayer.


CHAPTER XXXIX

POSSIBLY it was the brightness and freshness of this first day, the romance of an international fair in America, the snowy whiteness of the buildings against the morning sun, a blue sky and a bluer lake, the lagoons weaving in and out, achieving a lightness and an airiness wholly at war with anything that this Western world had as yet presented, which caused me to be swept into a dream from which I did not recover for months. I walked away a little space with my friend of the night before, learning more of her home and environment. As I saw her now, she seemed more and more natural, winsome, inviting. Humor seemed a part of her, and romance, as well as understanding and patience, a quiet and restful and undisturbed patience. I liked her immensely. She seemed from the first to offer me an understanding and a sympathy which I had never yet realized in any one. She smiled at my humor, appreciated my moods. Returning to my room late in the afternoon I was conscious of a difficult task, what to write that was worth while, and yet so deeply moved by it all that I could have clapped my hands for joy. I wanted to versify or describe it  a mood which youth will understand and maturity smile at, which causes the mind to sing, to set forth on fantastic pilgrimages.

But if I wrote anything worth while I cannot now recall it. I was too eager to loaf and dream and do nothing at all, almost too idle to concentrate on what I had been called upon to do. I sent off something, a thousand or so words of drivel or rapture, and then settled to my real task of seeing the Fair by night and by day. Now that I was here I was cheered by the thought that very soon, within a day or two at most, I should be able to seek out and crow over all my old familiars, Maxwell, Dunlap, Brady, Hutchinson, a considerable group of newspaper men, as well as my brothers A  and E  , who were here employed somewhere, and my father and several sisters.

For my father, who was now seventy-two years of age, I had, all of a sudden, as I have indicated above, the greatest sympathy. At home, up to my seventeenth or eighteenth birthday, before I got out in the world and began to make my own way, I had found him fussy, cranky, dosed with too much religion; but in spite of all this and the quarrels and bickerings which arose because of it there had always been something tender in his views, charming, poetic and appreciative. Now I felt sorry for him. A little while before and after my mothers death it had seemed to me that he had become unduly wild on the subject of the church and the hereafter, was annoying us all with his persistent preachments concerning duty, economy and the like, the need of living a clean, saving, religious life. Now, after a year out in the world, with a broadening knowledge of very different things, I saw him in an entirely different light. While realizing that he was irritable, crotchety, domineering, I suddenly saw him as just a broken old man whose hopes and ambitions had come to nothing, whose religion, impossible as it was to me, was still a comfort and a blessing to him. Here he was, alone, his wife dead, his children scattered and not very much interested in him any more.

Now that I was here in the city again, I decided that as soon as I could arrange my other affairs I would go over on the west side and look him up and bring him to see the Fair, which of course he had not seen. For I knew that with his saving, worrying, almost penurious disposition he would not be able to bring himself to endure the expense, even though tickets were provided him, of visiting the Fair alone. He had had too much trouble getting enough to live on in these latter years to permit him to enjoy anything which cost money. I could hear him saying: No, no. I cannot afford it. We have too many debts. He had not always been so but time and many troubles had made the saving of money almost a mania with him.

The next morning, therefore, I journeyed to the west side and finally found him quite alone, as it chanced, the other members of the family then living with him having gone out. I shall never forget how old he looked after my years absence, how his eyelids twitched. After a slightly quizzical and attempted hard examining glance at me his lips twitched and tears welled to his eyes. He was so utterly done for, as he knew, and dependent on the courtesy of his children and life. I cried myself and rubbed his hands and his hair, then told him that I was doing well and had come to take him to see the Fair, that I had tickets  a passbook, no less  and that it shouldnt cost him a penny. Naturally he was surprised and glad to see me, so anxious to know if I still adhered to the Catholic faith and went to confession and communion regularly. In the old days this had been the main bone of contention between us.

Tell me, Dorsch, he said not two minutes after I arrived, do you still keep up your church duties?

When I hesitated for a moment, uncertain what to say, he went on. You ought to do that, you know. If you should die in a state of mortal sin

Yes, yes, I interrupted, making up my mind to give him peace on this score if I never did another thing in this world, I always go right along, once every month or six weeks. You really do that, do you? he asked, eyeing me more in appeal than doubt, though judging by my obstinate past he must have doubted.

Yes, I insisted, sure. I always go regularly.

Im glad of that, he went on hopefully. I worry so. I think of you and the rest of the children so much. Youre a young man now and out in the world, and if you neglect your religious duties and he paused as if in a grave quandary. When youre out like that I know its hard to think of the church and your duties, but you shouldnt neglect them

Oh, Lord! I thought. Now hes off again! This is the same old story  religion, religion, religion!

But I do go, I insisted. You mustnt worry about me.

I know, he said, with a sudden catch in his voice, but I cant help it. You know how it is with the other children: they dont always do right in that respect. Paul is away on the stage; I dont know whether he goes to church any more.

A  and E  are here, but they dont come here much  

I havent seen them in I dont know how long  months

I resolved to plead with E  and A  when I saw them.

He was sitting in a big armchair facing a rear window, and now he took my hand again and held it. Soon I felt hot tears on it.

Pop, I said, pulling his head against me and smoothing it, you mustnt cry. Things arent so bad as all that. The children are all right. Well probably be able to do better and more for you than weve ever done.

I know, I know, he said after a little while, overcoming his emotion, but Im getting so old, and I dont sleep much any more  just an hour or two. I lie there and think. In the morning I get up at four sometimes and make my coffee. Then the days are so long.

I cried too. The long days.  .  . the fading interests  .  . Mother gone and the family broken up..

I know, I said. I havent acted just right  none of us have. Ill write you from now on when Im away, and send you some money once in a while. Im going to get you a big overcoat for next winter. And now I want you to come over with me to the Fair. Ive tickets, and youll enjoy it. Im a press representative now, a traveling correspondent. Ill show you everything.

After due persuasion he got his hat and stick and came with me. We took a car and an elevated road, which finally landed us at the gate, and then, for as long as his strength would endure, we wandered about looking at the enormous buildings, the great Ferris Wheel, the caravels Nina, Pinta and Santa Maria in which Columbus sailed to America, the convent of La Rabida (which, because it related to the Trappists, fascinated him), and finally the German Village on the Midway, as German and ordentlich as ever a German would wish, where we had coffee and little German cakes with caraway seeds on them and some pot cheese with red pepper and onions. He was so interested and amused by the vast spectacle that he could do little save exclaim: By crackie!

This is now beautiful! or That is now wonderful! In the German village he fell into a conversation with a buxom German frau who had a stand there and who hailed from some part of Germany about which he seemed to know, and then all was well indeed. It was long before I could get him away. These delightful visits were repeated only about four times during my stay of two weeks, when he admitted that it was tiring and he had seen enough.

Another morning when I had not too much to do I looked up my brother E  , who was driving a laundry wagon some where on the south side, and got him to come out evenings and Sundays, as well as A  , who was connected with an electric plant as assistant of some kind. I recall now, with an odd feeling as to the significance of relationship and family ties generally, how keenly important his and E s interests were to me then and how I suffered because I thought they were not getting along as well as they should. Looking in a shoe window in Pittsburgh a year or two later, I actually choked with emotion because I thought that maybe E  did not earn enough to keep himself looking well. A  always seemed more or less thwarted in his ambitions, and whenever I saw him I felt sad because, like so many millions of others in this grinding world, he had never had a real chance. Life is so casual, and luck comes to many who sleep and flies from those who try. I always felt that under more advantageous circumstances A  would have done well.

He was so wise, if slightly cynical, full of a laughing humor. His taste for literature and artistic things in general was high, although entirely untrained. Like myself he had a turn for the problems of nature, constantly wondering as to the why of this or that and seeking the answer in a broader knowledge. But long hours of work and poor pay seemed to handicap him in his search. I was sad beyond words about his condition, and urged him to come to St. Louis and try his luck there, which he subsequently did.

Another thing I did was to visit the old Globe office in Fifth Avenue downtown, only to find things in a bad way there. Although Brady, Hutchinson and Dunlap were still there the paper was not paying, was, in fact, in danger of immediate collapse. John B. MacDonald, its financial backer or angel, having lost a fortune in trying to make it pay and win an election with it, was about ready to quit and the paper was on its last legs. Could I get them jobs in St. Louis? Maxwell had gone to the Tribune and was now a successful copy-reader there.... In my new summer suit and straw hat and with my various credentials, I felt myself to be quite a personage. How much better I had done than these men who had been in the business longer than I had! Certainly I would see what I could do. They must write me. They could find me now at such-and-such a hotel.

The sweets of success!

In the Newspaper Press Association offices in the great Administration Building several of my friends from the press showed up and here we foregathered to talk. Daily in this building at eight or nine or ten at night I filed a report or message about one thousand words long and was pleased to see by the papers that arrived that my text was used about as I wrote it. Loving the grounds of the Fair so much, I browsed there nearly all day long and all evening, escorting now one girl and now another, but principally Miss W  and her sister. Almost unconsciously I was being fascinated by these two, with my Miss W  the more; and yet I was not content to confine myself to her but was constantly looking here and there, being lured by a number of the others.

Thus one afternoon, after I had visited the Administration Building and filed my dispatch rather early, Miss W  having been unable to be with me at the Fair, I returned to the hotel, a little weary of sightseeing, and finding an upper balcony which faced the Fair sat there in a rocker awaiting the return of some of the party. Presently, as I was resting and humming to myself, there came down to the parlor, which adjoined this balcony, that rosy Irish girl, Miss Ginity, who had attracted me the very first morning. She seemed to be seeking that room in order to sing and play, there being a piano here. She was dressed in a close-fitting suit of white linen, which set off her robust little figure to perfection. Her heavy, oily black hair was parted severely in the middle and hung heavily over her white temples. She had a rich-blooded, healthy, aggressive look, not unmarked by desire.

I was looking through the window when she came in and was wondering if she would discover me, when she did. She smiled, and I waved to her to come out. We talked about the Fair and my duties in connection with it. When I explained the nature of my dispatches she wanted to know if I had mentioned her name yet. I assured her that I had, and this pleased her. I had the feeling that she liked me and that I could influence her if I chose.

What has become of your friend Miss W  ? she finally asked with a touch of malice when I looked at her too kindly.

I dont know. I havent seen her since yesterday or the day before, which was not true. What makes you, ask that?

Oh, I thought you rather liked her, she said boldly, throwing up her chin and smiling.

And what made you think it? I asked calmly. It was in my mind that I could master and deceive her as to this, and I proposed to try.

Oh, I just thought so. You seemed to like her company.

Not any more than I do that of others, I insisted with great assurance. Shes interesting, thats all. I didnt think I was showing any preference.

Oh, Im just joking, she laughed. I really dont think anything about it. One of the other girls made the remark.

Well, shes wrong, I said indifferently.

But I could see that she wasnt joking. I could also see that I had relieved her mind. My pose of indifference had quelled her feeling that I was not wholly free. We sat and talked until dinner, and then I asked her if she would like to go for a stroll in the park, to which she agreed. By now we were obviously drifting toward each other emotionally, and I thought how fine it would he to idle and dream with this girl in the moonlight.

After dinner, when we started out, the air was soft and balmy and the moon was just rising over the treetops in the East. A faint odor of fresh flowers and fresh leaves was abroad and the night seemed to rest in a soothing stillness. From the Midway came the sounds of muffled drums and flutes, vibrant with the passion of the East. Before us were the wide stretches of the park, dark and suggestive of intrigue where groups of trees were gathered in silent, motionless array, in others silvered by a fairy brightness which suggested a world of romance and feeling.

I walked silently on with her, flooded with a voiceless feeling of ecstasy. Now I was surely proving to myself that I was not entirely helpless in the presence of girls. This time of idleness and moonlight was in such smooth consonance with my most romantic wishes. She was not so romantic, but the ardent luxury of her nature appeared to answer to the romantic call of mine.

Isnt this wonderful? I said at last, seeking to interest her.

Yes, she replied, almost practically. Ive been wondering why some of the girls dont come over here at night. Its so wonderful. But I suppose theyre tired.

Theyre not as strong as you, thats it. Youre so vigorous. I was thinking today how healthy you look.

Were you? And I was just thinking what my mother would say if she knew I was out here with a total stranger.

You told me you lived in St. Louis, I think? I said.

Yes, out in the north end. Near OFallon Park.

Well, then, Ill get to see you when you go back, I laughed.

Oh, will you? she returned coquettishly. How do you know?

Well, wont I?

The thought flashed across my mind that once I had been in this selfsame park with Alice several years before; we had sat under a tree not so very far from here, near a pagoda silvered by the moon, and had listened to music played in the distance. I remembered how I had whispered sweet nothings and kissed her to my hearts content.

Well, you may if youre good, she replied.

I began jesting with her now. I deliberately descended from the ordinary reaches of my intelligence, anxious to match her own interests with some which would seem allied. I wanted her to like me, although I felt all the while that we were by no means suited temperamentally. She was too commonplace and unimaginative, although so attractive physically.

We sat in silence for a time, and I slipped my hand down and laid hold of her fingers. She did not stir, pretending not to notice, but I felt that she was thrilling also.

You asked about Miss W  , I said. What made you do that?

Oh, I thought you liked her. Why shouldnt I?

It never occurred to you that I might like some one else?

Certainly not. Why should I?

I pressed her fingers softly. She turned on me all at once a face so white and tense that it showed fully the feeling that now gripped her. It was almost as if she were breaking under an intense nervous strain which she was attempting to conceal.

I thought you might, I replied daringly. There is some one, you know. I was surprising myself.

Is there? Her voice sounded weak. She did not attempt to look at me now, and I was wondering how far I would go.

You couldnt guess, of course?

No. Why should I?

Look at me, I said quietly.

All right, she said with a little indifferent shrug. Ill look at you. There now; what of it?

Again that intense, nervous, strained look. Her lips were parted in a shy frightened smile, showing her pretty teeth. Her eyes were touched with points of light where the moonlight, falling over my shoulder, shone upon them. It gave her whole face an eerie, almost spectral paleness, something mystical and insubstantial, which spoke of the brevity and nonendurance of all these things. She was far more wonderful here than ever she could have been in clear daylight.

You have beautiful eyes, I remarked.

Oh, she shrugged disdainfully, is that all?

No. You have beautiful teeth and hair  such hair!

You mustnt grow sentimental, she commented, not removing her hand.

I slipped my arm about her waist and she moved nervously.

And you still cant guess who? I said finally.

No, she replied, keeping her face from me.

Then Ill tell you, and putting my free hand to her cheek I turned her face to me.

I studied her closely, and then in a moment the last shred of reluctance and coquetry in her seemed to evaporate. At the touch of my hand on her cheek she seemed to change: the whole power of her ardent nature was rising. At last she seemed to be yielding completely, and I put my lips to hers and kissed her warmly, then pressed her close and held her.

Now do you know? I asked after a time.

Yes, she nodded, and for a proffered kiss returned an ardent one of her own.

I was beside myself with astonishment and delight. For the life of me I could not explain to myself how it was that I had achieved this result so swiftly. Something in the idyllic atmosphere, something in our temperaments, I fancied, made this quick spiritual and material understanding possible, but I wanted to know how. For a time we sat thus in the moonlight, I holding her hand and pressing her waist. Yet I could not feel that I liked her beyond the charm of her physical appearance, but that was enough at present. Physical beauty, with not too much grossness, was all I asked then  youth, a measure of innocence, and beauty. I pretended to have a real feeling for her and to be struck by her beauty, which was not wholly untrue. My feelings, however, as I well knew, were of so light and variable a character that it seemed almost a shame to lure her in this fashion. Why had I done it? It was decidedly unfortunate for her, I now thought, that we two should now meet under the same roof, with Miss W  and others, perhaps making a third, fourth, or fifth possibly, but I anticipated no troublesome results. I might keep them apart. Anyhow, if I could not, my relationship in either case had not become earnest enough to cause me to worry. I hoped, however, to make it so in the case of Miss W   ; Miss Ginity I knew from the first to be only a momentary flame.


CHAPTER XL

As I hoped, there were no ill effects from this little diversion, but by now I was so interested in Miss W  that I felt a little unfair to her. As I look back on it I can imagine no greater error of mind or temperament than that which drew me to her, considering my own variable tendencies and my naturally freedom-loving point of view. But since we are all blind victims of chance and given to far better hind-sight than fore-sight I have no complaint to make. It is quite possible that this was all a part of my essential destiny or development, one of those storm-breeding mistakes by which one grows. Life seems thus often casually to thrust upon one an experience which is to prove illuminating or disastrous.

To pick up the thread of my narrative, I saw Miss Ginity at breakfast, but she showed no sign that we had been out together the previous evening. Instead, she went on her way briskly as though nothing had happened, and this made her rather alluring again in my eyes. When Miss W  came down I suffered a slight revulsion of feeling: she was so fresh and innocent, so spiritually and mentally above any such quick and compromising relationship as that which I and my new acquaintance had established the night before. I planned to be more circumspect in my relations with Miss Ginity and to pay more attention to Miss W  .

This plan was facilitated by the way in which the various members of the party now grouped and adjusted themselves.

Miss W  and her sister seemed to prefer to go about together, with me as an occasional third, and Miss Ginity and several of her new acquaintances made a second company, with whom I occasionally walked. Thus the distribution of my attentions was in no danger of immediate detection and I went gayly on.

A peculiar characteristic at this time and later was that I never really expected any of these relationships to endure. Marriage might be well enough for the average man but it never seemed to me that I should endure in it, that it would permanently affect my present free relationship with the world. I might be greatly grieved at times in a high emotional way because they could not last, but that was rising to heights of sentiment which puzzled even myself. One of the things which troubled and astonished me was that I could like two, three, and even more women at the same time, like them very much indeed. It seemed strange that I could yearn over them, now one and now another. A good man, I told myself, would not do this. The thought would never occur to him, or if it did he would repress it sternly. Obviously, if not profoundly evil I was a freak and had best keep my peculiar thoughts and desires to myself if I wanted to have anything to do with good people. I should be entirely alone, perhaps even seized upon by the law.

During the next two weeks I saw much of both Miss W  and Miss Ginity. By day I usually accompanied Miss W   and her sister from place to place about the grounds and of an evening strolled with Miss Ginity, all the while wondering if Miss W  really liked me, whether her present feeling was likely to turn to something deeper. I felt a very definite point of view in her, very different from mine. In her was none of the variability that troubled me: if ever a person was fixed in conventional views it was she. One life, one love would have answered for her exactly. She could have accepted any condition, however painful or even degrading, providing she was bolstered up by what she considered the moral law. To have and to hold, in sickness and in health, in poverty and in riches, until death do us part. I think the full force of these laws must have been imbibed with her mothers milk.

As for Miss Ginity, although she was conventional enough, I did feel that she might be persuaded to relax the moral rule in favor of one at least, and so was congratulating myself upon having achieved an affectional triumph. She may not have been deeply impressed by my physical attraction but there was something about me nevertheless which seemed to hold her. After a few days she left the hotel to visit some friends or relatives, to whom she had to pay considerable attention, but in my box nights or mornings, if by any chance I had not seen her, I would find notes explaining where she could be found in the evening, usually at a drugstore near the park or her new apartment, and we would take a few minutes stroll in the park. Such a fever of emotion as she displayed at times! Oh dear! she would exclaim in an intense hungry way upon seeing me. Oh, I could hardly wait! And once in the park she would throw her strong young arms about me and kiss me in a fiery, hungry way. There was one last transport the night before she left for Michigan for a visit, when if I had been half the Don Juan I longed to be we might have passed the boundary line; but lack of courage on my part and inexperience on hers kept us apart.

When I saw her again in St. Louis  

But that is still another story.


CHAPTER XLI

THUS these days sped swiftly and ecstatically by. For once in my life I seemed to be truly and consistently happy, and that in this very city where but a year or two before I had suffered such keen distress. Toward the middle of the second week Miss Ginity left for Michigan, and then I had Miss W  all to myself. By now I had come to feel an intense interest in her, an elation over the mere thought of being with her. In addition to this joy my mind and body seemed to be responding in some ecstatic fashion to Chicago and the Fair as a whole, the romance and color of it all, the winelike quality of the air, the raw, fresh, young force of the city, so vividly manifested in its sounding streets, its towering new buildings, its far-flung lines of avenues and boulevards, and, by way of contrast, its vast regions of middle and lower class poor. When we lived here as a family I had always thought that poverty was no great hardship. The poor were poor enough, in all conscience, but oh, the singing hope of the city itself! Up, up, and to work! Here were tasks for a million hands. In spite of my attachment to the Fair and Miss Ginity and Miss W  I was still lured cityward, to visit the streets in which we had once lived or where I had walked so much in the old days, mere journeys of remembrance.

But as I wandered about I realized that the city was not my city any more, that life was a baseless, shifting thing, its seeming ties uncertain and unstable and that that which one day we held dear was tomorrow gone, to come no more. How plain it was, I thought and with some surprise, so ignorant is youth, that even seemingly brisk organizations such as the Globe here in Chicago and some others with which I had been connected could wither or disappear completely, ones commercial as well as ones family life be scattered to the four winds. Sensing this, I now felt an intense sense of loneliness and homesickness, for what I could scarcely say: for each and every one of past pleasant moments, I presume, our abandoned home in Flournoy Street, now rented to another; my old desk at the Globe, now occupied by another; Alices former home on this south side; N s in Indiana Street. I was gloomy over having no fixed abode, no intimates worthy the name here who could soothe and comfort me in such an hour as this. Curiously enough, at such moments I felt an intense leaning toward Miss W  , who seemed to answer with something stable and abiding. I am at a loss even now to describe it but so it was, and it was more than anything else a sense of peace and support which I found in her presence, a something that suggested durability and warmth  possibly the whole closely-knit family atmosphere which was behind her and upon which she relied. She would listen, apparently with interest, to all my youthful and no doubt bragging accounts of my former newspaper experiences here as well as in St. Louis, which I painted in high colors with myself as a newspaper man deep in the councils of my paper. Walking about the Fair grounds one night I wished to take her hand but so overawed was I by her personality that I could scarcely muster up the courage to do it. When I at last did she shyly withdrew her hand, pretending not to notice.

The same thing happened an evening or two later when I persuaded her and her sister to accompany me and a fellow-reporter whom I met in Chicago, to Lincoln Park, where was a band concert and the playing of a colored fountain given by the late C. T. Yerkes, then looked upon as one of the sights of the city. I recall how warm and clear was the evening, our trip northward on the newly-built Alley L, so-called because no public thoroughfare could be secured for it, how when we got off at Congress Street, where the enormous store of Siegel, Cooper & Company had only recently been opened, we there took a surface cable to Lincoln Park. It was barely dusk when we reached the park, and the fountain did not play until nine; but pending its colored wonders, we walked along the shore of the lake in the darkness, alone, her sister and my friend having been swallowed up in the great crowd.

Once near the lake shore we were alone. I found myself desperately interested without knowing how to proceed. It was a state of hypnosis, I fancy, in which I felt myself to be rapturously happy because more or less convinced of her feeling for me, and yet gravely uncertain as to whether she would ever permit herself to be ensnared in love. She was so poised and serene, so stable and yet so tender. I felt foolish, unworthy. Were not the crude brutalities of love too much for her? She might like me now, but the slightest error on my part in word or deed would no doubt drive her away and I should never see her again. I wanted to put my arm about her waist or hold her hand, but it was all beyond me then. She seemed too remote, a little unreal.

Finally, moved by the idyllic quality of it all, I left her and strolled down to the very edge of the lake where the water was lapping the sand. I had the feeling that if she really cared for me she would follow me, but she did not. She waited sedately on the rise above, but I felt all the while that she was drawing toward me intensely and holding me as in a vise. Half-angry but still fascinated, I returned, anything but the master of this situation. In truth, she had me as completely in tow as any woman could wish and was able, consciously or unconsciously, to regulate the progress of this affair to suit herself.

But nothing came of this except a deeper feeling of her exceptional charm. I was more than ever moved by her grace and force. What sobriety! What delicacy of feature! Her big eyes, soft and appealing, her small red mouth, her abundance of red hair, a constant enticement.

Before she left for her home, one of the inland counties about ninety miles from St. Louis, all that was left of the party, which was not many, paid a visit to St. Joe on the Michigan shore, opposite Chicago. It was a deliciously bright and warm Sunday. The steamers were comfortable and the beach at St. Joe perfect, a long coast of lovely white sand with the blue waves breaking over it. En route, because of the size of the party and the accidental arrangement of friends, I was thrown in with R  , the sister of my adored one, and in spite of myself, I found myself being swiftly drawn to her, desperately so, and that in the face of the strong attachment for her sister. There was something so cheering and whole-souled about her point of view, something so provoking and elusive, a veritable sprite of gayety and humor. For some reason, both on the boat and in the water, she devoted herself to me, until she seemed suddenly to realize what was happening to us both. Then she desisted and I saw her no more, or very little of her; but the damage had been done. I was intensely moved by her, even dreaming of changing my attentions; but she was too fond of her sister to allow anything like that. From then on she avoided me, with the sole intent, as I could see, of not injuring her sister.

We returned at night, I with the most troubled feelings about the whole affair, and it was only after I had returned to St. Louis that the old feeling for S  came back and I began to see and think of her as I had that night in Lincoln Park. Then her charm seemed to come with full force and for days I could think of nothing else: the Fair, the hotel, the evening walks, and what she was doing now; but even this was shot through with the most jumbled thoughts of her sister and Miss Ginity.... I leave it to those who can to solve this mystery of the affections. Miss W  , as I understood it, was not to come back to St. Louis until the late autumn, when she could be found in an aristocratic suburb about twenty miles out, teaching of course, whereas Miss Ginity was little more than a half hours ride from my room.

But, as I now ruefully thought, I had not troubled to look up Alice, although once she had meant so much of Chicago and happiness to me. What kind of man was I to become thus indifferent and then grieve over it?


CHAPTER XLII

To return and take up the ordinary routine of reporting after these crystal days of beauty and romance was anything but satisfactory. Gone was the White City with its towers and pinnacles and the wide blue wash of lake at its feet. After the Fair and the greater city, St. Louis seemed prosaic indeed. Still, I argued, I was getting along here better than I had in Chicago. When I went down to the office I found Wandell poring as usual over current papers. He was always scribbling and snipping, like a little old leathery Punch, in his mussy office. The mere sight of him made me wish that I were through with the newspaper business forever: it brought back all the regularity of the old days. When should I get out of it? I now began to ask myself for the first time. What was my real calling in life? Should I ever again have my evenings to myself? When should I be able to idle and dawdle as I had seen other people doing? I did not then realize how few the leisure class really comprises; I was always taking the evidence of one or two passing before my gaze as indicating a vast company. I was one of the unfortunates who were shut out; I was one whose life was to be a wretched tragedy for want of means to enjoy it now when I had youth and health!

Well, did you have a good time? asked Wandell.

Yes, I replied dolefully. Thats a great show up there. Its beautiful.

Any of the girls fall in love with you? he croaked good-humoredly.

Oh, it wasnt as bad as that.

Well, I suppose youre ready to settle down now to hard work. Ive got a lot of things here for you to do.

I cannot say that I was cheered by this. It was hard to have to settle down to ordinary reporting after all these recent glories. It seemed to me as though an idyllic chapter of my life had been closed forever. Thereafter, I undertook one interesting assignment and another but without further developing my education as to the workings of life. I was beginning to tire of reporting, and one more murder or political or social mystery aided me in no way.

I recall, however, taking on a strange murder mystery over in Illinois which kept me stationed in a small county seat for days, and all the time there was nothing save a sense of hard work about it all. Again, there was a train robbery that took me into the heart of a rural region where were nothing but farmers and small towns. Again there was a change of train service which permitted the distribution of St. Louis newspapers earlier than the Chicago papers in territory which was somehow disputed between them and because of which I was called upon to make a trip between midnight and dawn, riding for hours in the mailcar, and then describing fully this supposedly wonderful special newspaper service which was to make all the inhabitants of this region wiser, kinder, richer because they could get the St. Louis papers before they could those of Chicago! I really did not think much of it, although I was congratulated upon having penned a fine picture.

One thing really did interest me:  A famous mindreader having come to town and wishing to advertise his skill, he requested the Republic to appoint a man or a committee to ride with him in a carriage through the crowded downtown streets while he, blindfolded but driving, followed the directing thoughts of the man who should sit on the seat beside him. I was ordered to get up this committee, which I did  Dick, Peter, Rodenberger and myself were my final choice, I sitting on the front seat and doing the thinking while the mindreader raced in and out between cars and wagons, turning sharp corners, escaping huge trucks by a hair only, to wind up finally at Dicks door, dash up the one flight of stairs and into the room (the door being left open for this), and then climb up on a chair placed next to a wardrobe and, as per my thought, all decided on beforehand, take down that peculiar head of Alley Sloper and hand it to me.

Now this thing, when actually worked out under my very eyes and with myself doing the thinking, astounded me and caused me to ponder the mysteries of life more than ever. How could another man read my mind like that? What was it that perceived and interpreted my thoughts? It gave me an immense kick mentally, one that stays by me to this day, and set me off eventually on the matters of psychology and chemic mysteries generally. When this was written up as true, as it was, it made a splendid story and attracted a great deal of attention. Once and for all, it cleared up my thoughts as to the power of mind over so-called matter and caused this committee to enter upon experiments of its own with hypnotists, spiritualists and the like, until we were fairly well satisfied as to the import of these things. I myself stood on the stomach of a thin hypnotized boy of not more than seventeen years of age, while his head was placed on one chair, his feet on another and no brace of any kind was put under his body. Yet his stomach held me up. But, having established the truth of such things for ourselves, we found no method of doing anything with our knowledge. It was practically useless in this region, and decidedly taboo.

Another individual who interested me quite as might a book or story was a spiritualist, a fat, sluglike Irish type, who came to town about this time and proved to be immensely successful in getting up large meetings, entrance to which he charged. Soon there were ugly rumors as to the orgiastic character of his séances, especially at his home where he advertised to receive interested spiritualists in private. One day my noble and nosy city editor set me to the task of ferreting out all this, with the intention of sicking the moralists on the gentleman and so driving him out of town. Was it because Mr. Wandell, interested in morals or at least responding to the local sentiment for a moral city, considered this man a real menace to St. Louis and so wished to be rid of him? Not at all. Mr. Wandell cared no more for Mr. Mooney or the public or its subsurface morals than he cared for the politics of Beluchistan. In the heart of St. Louis at this very time, in Chestnut Street, was a large district devoted to just such orgies as this stranger was supposed to be perpetrating; but this area was never in the public eye, and you could not, for your life, put it there. The public apparently did not want it attacked, or if it did there were forces sufficiently powerful to keep it from obtaining its wishes. The police were supposed to extract regular payments from one and all in this area, as Rodenberger, in the little paper he ran, frequently charged, but this paper had no weight. The most amazing social complications occasionally led directly to one or another of these houses, as I myself had seen, but no comment was ever made on the peculiarity of the area as a whole or its persistence in the face of so much moral sentiment. The vice crusaders never troubled it, neither did the papers or the churches or anybody else. But when it came to Mr. Mooney  well, here was an individual who could be easily and safely attacked, and so  

Mr. Mooney had a large following and many defenders whose animosity or gullibility led them to look upon him as a personage of great import. He was unquestionably a shrewd and able manipulator, one of the finest quacks I ever saw. He would race up and down among the members of his large audience in his spiritualistic church meetings, his fat waxy eyelids closed, his immense white shirt-front shining, his dress coattails flying like those of a bustling butler or head-waiter, the while he exclaimed: Is there any one here by the name of Peter? Is there any one here by the name of Augusta? There is an old white-bearded man here who says he has something to say to Augusta. And Peter  Peter, your sister says not to marry, that everything now troubling you will soon come out all right.

He would open these meetings with spiritual invocations of one kind and another and pretend the profoundest religiosity and spirituality when as a matter of fact he was a faker of the most brazen stamp. As Wandell afterward showed me by clippings and police reports from other cities, he had been driven from one city to another, cities usually very far apart so that the news of his troubles might not spread too quickly. His last resting-place had been Norfolk, Virginia, and before that he had been in such widely scattered spots as Liverpool, San Francisco, Sydney, New South Wales. Always he had been immensely successful, drawing large crowds, taking up collections and doing a private seance business which must have netted him a tidy sum. Indeed in private life, as I soon found, he was a gourmet, a sybarite and a riant amorist, laughing in his sleeve at all his touts and followers.

For some time I was unable to gather any evidence that would convict him of anything in a direct way. Once he found the Republic to be unfavorable, he became pugnacious and threatened to assault me if I ever came near him or his place or attempted to write up anything about him which was not true! On the other hand, Wandell, being equally determined to catch him, insisted upon my following him up and exposing him. My task was not easy. I was compelled to hang about his meetings, trying to find some one who would tell me something definite against him.

Going to his rooms one day when he was absent, I managed to meet his landlady who, when I told her that I was from the Republic and wanted to know something about Mr. Mooneys visitors, his private conduct and so forth, asked me to come in. At once I sensed something definite and important, for I had been there before and had been turned away by this same woman. But today, for some reason she escorted me very secretly to a room on the second floor where she closed and locked the door and then began a long story concerning the peculiar relations which existed between Mr. Mooney and some of his male and female disciples, especially the female ones. She finally admitted that she had been watching Mr. Mooneys rooms through a keyhole. For weeks past there had been various visitors whose comings and goings had meant little to her until they became so regular, as she said, and Mr. Mooney so particularly engaged with them. Then, since Mr. Mooneys fame had been spreading and the Republic had begun to attack him, she had become most watchful and now, as she told me, he was carrying on most shamefully with one and another of his visitors, male and female. Just what these relations were she at first refused to state, but when I pointed out to her that unless she could furnish me with other and more convincing proof than her mere word or charge it would all be of small value, she unbent sufficiently to fix on one particular woman, whose card and a note addressed to Mr. Mooney she had evidently purloined from his room. These she produced and turned over to me with a rousing description of the nature of the visits.

Armed with the card and note, I immediately proceeded to the west end where I soon found the house of the lady, determined to see whether she would admit this soft impeachment, whether I could make her admit it. I was a little uncertain then as to how I was to go about it. Suppose I should run into the ladys husband, I thought, or suppose they should come down together when I sent in my card? Or suppose that I charged her with what I knew and she called some one to her aid and had me thrown out or beaten up? Nevertheless I went nervously up the steps and rang the bell, whereupon a footman opened the door.

Who is it you wish to see?

I told him.

Have you an appointment with her?

No, but Im from the Republic, and you tell her that it is very important for her to see me. We have an article about her and a certain Mr. Mooney which we propose to print in the morning, and I think she will want to see me about it. I stared at him with a great deal of effrontery. He finally closed the door, leaving me outside, but soon returned and said: You may come in.

I walked into a large, heavily furnished reception-room, representing the best Western taste of the time, in which I nosed about thinking how fine it all was and wondering how I was to proceed about all this once she appeared. Suppose she proved to be a fierce and contentious soul well able to hold her own, or suppose there was some mistake about this letter or the statement of the landlady! As I was walking up and down, quite troubled as to just what I should say, I heard the rustle of silk skirts. I turned just as a vigorous and well-dressed woman of thirty-odd swept into the room. She was rather smart, bronze-haired, pink-fleshed, not in the least nervous or disturbed.

You wish to see me?

Yes, maam.

About what, please?

I am from the Republic, I began. We have a rather startling story about you and Mr. Mooney. It appears that his place has been watched and that you

A story about me? she interrupted with an air of hauteur, seeming to have no idea of what I was driving at. And about a Mr. Who? Mooney, you say? What kind of a story is it? Why do you come to me about it? Why, I dont even know the man!

Oh, but I think you do, I replied, thinking of the letter and card in my pocket. As a matter of fact, I know that you do. At the office right now we have a card and a letter of yours to Mr. Mooney, which the Republic proposes to publish along with some other matter unless some satisfactory explanation as to why it should not be printed can be made. We are conducting a campaign against Mr. Mooney, as you probably know.

I have often thought of this scene as a fine illustration of the crass, rough force of life, its queer non-moral tangles, bluster, bluff, lies, make-believe. Beginning by accusing me of attempted blackmail, and adding that she would inform her husband and that I must leave the house at once or be thrown out, she glared until I replied that I would leave but that I had her letter to Mr. Mooney, that there were witnesses who would testify as to what had happened between her and Mr. Mooney and that unless she proceeded to see my city editor at once the whole thing would be written up for the next days paper. Then of a sudden she collapsed. Her face blanched, her body trembled, and she, a healthy, vigorous woman, dropped to her knees before me, seized my hands and coat and began pleading with me in an agonized voice.

But you wouldnt do that! My husband! My home! My social position! My children! My God, you wouldnt have me driven out of my own home! If he came here now! Oh, my God, tell me what I am to do! Tell me that you wont do anything  that the Republic wont! Ill give you anything you want. Oh, you couldnt be so heartless! Maybe I have done wrong  but think of what will happen to me if you do this!

I stared at her in amazement. Never had I been the center of such an astonishing scene. On the instant I felt a mingled sense of triumph and extreme pity. Thoughts as to whether I should tell the Republic what I knew, whether if I did it would have the cruelty to expose this woman, whether she would or could be made to pay blackmail by any one raced through my mind. I was sorry and yet amused. Always this thought of blackmail, of which I heard considerable in newspaper work but of which I never had any proof, troubled me. If I exposed her, what then? Would Wandell hound her? If I did not would he discover that I was suppressing the news and so discharge me? Pity for her was plainly mingled with a sense of having achieved another newspaper beat. Now, assuredly, the Republic could make this erratic individual move on. To her I proceeded to make plain that I personally was helpless, a mere reporter who of himself could do nothing. If she wished she could see Mr. Wandell, who could help her if he chose, and I gave her his home address, knowing that he would not be at his office at this time of day, but hoping to see him myself before she did. Weeping and moaning, she raced upstairs, leaving me to make my way out as best I might. Once out I meditated on this effrontery and the hard, cold work I was capable of doing. Surely this was a dreadful thing to have done. Had I the right? Was it fair? Suppose I had been the victim? Still I congratulated myself upon having done a very clever piece of work for which I should be highly complimented.

The lady must have proceeded at once to my city editor for when I returned to the office he was there; he called me to him at once.

Great God! What have you been doing now? Of all men I have ever known, you can get me into more trouble in a half-hour than any other man could in a year! Here I was, sitting peacefully at home, and up comes my wife telling me theres a weeping woman in the parlor who had just driven up to see me. Down I go and she grabs my hands, falls on her knees and begins telling me about some letters we have, that her life will be ruined if we publish them. Do you want to get me sued for divorce? he went on, cackling and chortling in his impish way. What the hell are those letters, anyhow? Where are they? Whats this story youve dug up now? Who is this woman? Youre the damnedest man I ever saw! and he cackled some more. I handed over the letter and he proceeded to look it over with considerable gusto. As I could see, he was pleased beyond measure.

I told my story, and he was intensely interested but seemed to meditate on its character for some time. What happened after that between him and the woman I was never able to make out. But one thing is sure: the story was never published, not this incident. An hour or two later, seeing me enter the office after my dinner, he called me in and began: You leave this with me now and drop the story for the present. There are other ways to get Mooney, and sure enough, in a few days Mr. Mooney suddenly left town. It was a curious procedure to me, but at least Mr. Mooney was soon gone  and  

But figure it out for yourself.


CHAPTER XLIII

Two other incidents in connection with my newspaper work at this time threw a clear light on social crimes and conditions which cannot always be discussed or explained. One of these related to an old man of about sixty-five years of age who was in the coffee and spice business in one of those old streets which bordered on the waterfront. One afternoon in mid-August, when there was little to do in the way of reporting and I was hanging about the office waiting for something to turn up, Wandell received a telephone message and handed me a slip of paper. You go down to this address and see what you can find out. Theres been a fight or something. A crowd has been beating up an old man and the police have arrested him  to save him, I suppose.

I took a car and soon reached the scene, a decayed and tumbledown region of small family dwellings now turned into tenements of even a poorer character. St. Louis had what so large a center as New York has not: alleys or rear passageways to all houses by which trade parcels, waste and the like are delivered or removed. And facing these were old barns, sheds, and tumbledown warrens of houses and flats occupied by poor whites or blacks, or both. In an old decayed and vacant brick barn in one of these alleys there had been only a few hours before a furious scene, although when I arrived it was all over, everything was still and peaceful. All that I could learn was that several hours before an old man had been found in this barn with a little girl of eight or nine years. The childs parents or friends were informed and a chase ensued. The criminal had been surrounded by a group of irate citizens who threatened to kill him. Then the police arrived and escorted him to the station at North Seventh, where supposedly he was locked up.

On my arrival at the station, however, nothing was known of this case. My noble King knew nothing and when I looked on the blotter, which supposedly contained a public record of all arrests and charges made, and which it was my privilege as well as that of every other newspaper man to look over, there was no evidence of any such offense having been committed or of any such prisoner having been brought here.

What became of that attempted assault in K Street? I inquired of King, who was drowsily reading a newspaper. I was just over there and they told me the man had been brought here.

He looked up at me wearily, seemingly not interested. What case? It must be down if it came in here. What case are ye taalkin about? Maybe it didnt come here.

I looked at him curiously, struck all at once by an air of concealment. He was not as friendly as usual.

Thats funny, I said. Ive just come from there and they told me he was here. It would be on the blotter, wouldnt it? Were you here an hour or two ago?

For the first time since I had been coming here he grew a bit truculent. Sure. If its not on there its not on there, and thats all I know. If you want to know more than that youll have to see the captain.

At thought of the police attempting to conceal a thing like this in the face of my direct knowledge I grew irritable and bold myself.

Wheres the captain? I asked.

Hes out now. Hell be back at four, I think.

I sat down and waited, then decided to call up the office for further instructions. Wandell was in. He advised me to call up Edmonstone at the Four Courts, and see if it was recorded, which I did, but nothing was known. When I returned I found the captain in. He was a taciturn man and had small use for reporters at any time.

Yes, yes, yes, he kept reiterating as I asked him about the case. Well, Ill tell you, he said after a long pause, seeing that I was determined to know, hes not here now. I let him go. No one saw him commit the crime. Hes an old man with a big wholesale business in Second Street, never arrested before, and he has a wife and grown sons and daughters. Of course he oughtnt to be doin anything of that kind  still, he claims that he wasnt. Anyhow, no good can come of writin it up in the papers now. Heres his name and address, and he opened a small book which he drew out of his pocket and showed me that and no more. Now you can go and talk to him yourself if you want to, but if you take my advice youll let him alone. I see no good in pullin him down if its goin to hurt his family. But thats as you newspaper men see it.

I could have sympathized with this stocky Irishman more if we had not all been suspicious of the police. I decided to see this old man myself, curiosity and the desire for a good story controlling me. I hurried to a car and rode out to the west end, where, in a well-built street and a house of fair proportions I found my man sitting on his front porch no doubt awaiting some such disastrous onslaught as this and anxious to keep it from his family. The moment he saw me he walked to his gate and stopped me. He was tall and angular, with a grizzled, short, round beard and a dull, unimportant face, a kind of Smith Brothers-coughdrop type. Apparently he was well into that period where one is supposed to settle down into a serene old age and forget all one ever knew of youth. I inquired whether a Mr. So-and-So lived there, and he replied that he was Mr. So-and-So.

Im from the Republic, I began, and we have a story regarding a charge that has been made against you today in one of the police stations.

He eyed me with a nervous uncertainty that was almost tremulous. He did not seem to be able to speak at first but chewed on something, a bit of tobacco possibly.

Not so loud, he said. Come out here. Ill give you ten dollars if you wont say anything about this, and he began to fumble in one of his waistcoat pockets.

No, no, I said, with an air of profound virtue. I cant take money for anything like that. I cant stop anything the paper may want to say. Youll have to see the editor.

All the while I was thinking how like an old fox he was and that if one did have the power to suppress a story of this kind here was a fine opportunity for blackmail. He might have been made to pay a thousand or more. At the same time I could not help sympathizing with him a little, considering his age and his unfortunate predicament. Of late I had been getting a much clearer light on my own character and idiosyncrasies as well as on those of many others, and was beginning to see how few there were who could afford to cast the stone of righteousness or superior worth. Nearly all were secretly doing one thing and another which they would publicly denounce and which, if exposed, would cause them to be shunned or punished. Sex vagaries were not as uncommon as the majority supposed and perhaps were not to be given too sharp a punishment if strict justice were to be done to all. Yet here was I at this moment yelping at the heels of this errant, who had been found out. At the same time I cannot say that I was very much moved by the personality of the man: he looked to be narrow and close-fisted. I wondered how a business man of any acumen could be connected with so shabby an affair, or being caught could be so dull as to offer any newspaper man so small a sum as ten dollars to hush it up. And how about the other papers, the other reporters who might hear of it  did he expect to buy them all off for ten dollars each? The fact that he had admitted the truth of the charges left nothing to say. I felt myself grow nervous and incoherent and finally left rather discomfited and puzzled as to what I should do. When I returned to the office and told Wandell he seemed to be rather dubious also and more or less disgusted.

You cant make much out of a case of that kind, he said. We couldnt print it if you did; the public wouldnt stand for it. And if you attack the police for concealing it then theyll be down on us. He ought to be exposed, I suppose, but  well  Write it out and Ill see.

I therefore wrote it up in a wary and guarded way, telling what had happened and how the police had not entered the charge, but the story never appeared. Somehow, I was rather glad of it, although I thought the man should be punished.


CHAPTER XLIV

WHILE I was on the Globe-Democrat there was a sort of race-track tout, gambler, amateur detective and political and police hanger-on generally, who was a purveyor of news not only to our police and political men but to the sporting and other editors, a sort of Jack-of-all-news or tipster. To me he was both ridiculous and disgusting, loud, bold, uncouth, the kind of creature that begins as bootblack or newsboy and winds up as the president of a racing association or ball team. He claimed to be Irish, having a freckled face, red hair, gray eyes, and rather large hands and feet. In reality he was one of those South Russian Jews who looked so much like the Irish as to be frequently mistaken for them. He had the wit to see that it would be of more advantage to him to be thought Irish than Jewish, and so had changed his name of Shapirowitz to Galvin Red Galvin. One of the most offensive things about him was that his clothes were loud, just such clothes as touts and gamblers affect, hard, bright-checked suits, bright yellow shoes, ties of the most radiant hues, hats of a clashing sonorousness, and rings and pins and cuff-links glistening with diamonds or rubies  the kind of man who is convinced that clothes and a little money make the man, as they quite do in such instances.

Galvin had the social and moral point of view of both the hawk and the buzzard. According to Wood, who early made friends with him quite as he did with the Chinese and others for purposes of study, he was identified with some houses of prostitution in which he had a small financial interest, as well as various political schemes then being locally fostered by one and another group of low politicians who were constantly getting up one scheme and another to mulct the city in some underhanded way. He was a species of political and social grafter, having all the high ideals of a bagnio detective: he began to interest Mr. Tobias Mitchell, who was a creature of an allied if slightly higher type, and the pair became reasonably good friends. Mitchell used him as an assistant to Hazard, Bellairs, Bennett, Hartung and myself: he supplied the paper with stories which we would rewrite. I used to laugh at him, more or less to his face, as being a freak, which of course generated only the kindliest of feelings between us. He always suggested to me the type of detective or plain-clothes man who would take money from street-girls, prey on them, as indeed I suspected him of doing.

I wondered how he could make anything out of this newspaper connection since, as Hartung and others told me, he could not write. It was necessary to rewrite his stuff almost entirely. But his great recommendation to Mitchell and others was that he could get news of things where other reporters could not, among the police, detectives and politicians, with whom he was evidently hand-in-hand. By reason of his underworld connections many amazing details as to one form and another of political and social jobbery came to light, which doubtless made him invaluable to a city editor.

When some of his stories were given to me to rewrite we were thrown into immediate and clashing contact. Because of his leers and bravado, when he knew he could not write two good sentences in order, I frequently wanted to brain him but took it out in smiles and dry cynical comments. His favorite expressions were See? and I sez tuh him or He sez tuh me, always accompanied by a contemptuous wave of a hand or a pugnaciously protruded chin. One of the chief reasons why I hated him was that Dick Wood told me he had once remarked that newspaper work was a beggars game at best and that writers grew on trees, meaning that they were so numerous as to be negligible and not worth considering.

I made the best of these trying situations when I had to do over a story of his, extracting all the information I could and then writing it out, which resulted in some of his stories receiving excellent space in the days news and made him all the more pugnacious and sure of himself. And at the same time these made him of more value to the paper. However, in due time I left the Globe-Democrat, and one day, greatly to my astonishment and irritation, he appeared at the North Seventh Street station as a full-fledged reporter, having been given a regular position by Mitchell and set to doing police work  out of which task at the Four Courts, if I remember rightly, he finally ousted Jock Bellairs, who was given to too much drinking.

To my surprise and chagrin I noticed at once that he was, as if by reason of past intimacies of which I had not the slightest idea, far more en rapport with the sergeants and the captain than I had ever dreamed of being. It was Charlie here and Cap there. But what roiled me most was that he gave himself all the airs of a newspaper man, swaggering about and talking of this, that and the other story he had written (I having done some of them myself!). The crowning blow was that he was soon closeted with the captain in his room, strolling in and out of that sanctum as if it were his private demesne and giving me the impression of being in touch with realms and deeds of which I was never to have the slightest knowledge. This made me apprehensive lest in these intimacies tales and mysteries should be unfolded that would have their first light in the pages of the Globe-Democrat and so leave me to be laughed at as one who could not get the news. I watched the Globe-Democrat more closely than ever before for evidence of such treachery on the part of the police as would result in a scoop for him, at the same time redoubling my interest in such items as might appear. The consequence was that on more than one occasion I made good stories out of things which Mr. Galvin had evidently dismissed as worthless; and now and then a case into which I had inquired at the stationhouse appeared in the Globe-Democrat with details which I had not been able to obtain and concerning which the police had insisted they knew nothing.

For a long time, by dint of energy and a rather plain indication to all concerned that I would not tolerate false dealing, I managed not only to hold my own but occasionally to give my confrère a good beating  as when, for one instance, a negro girl in one of those crowded alleys was cut almost to shreds by an ex-lover armed with a razor, for reasons which, as my investigation proved, were highly romantic. Some seven or eight months before, this girl and her assailant had been living together in Cairo, Illinois, and the lover, who was wildly fond of her, became suspicious and finally satisfying himself that she was faithless set a trap to catch her. He was a coal passer or stevedore, working now on one boat and now on another plying the Mississippi between New Orleans and St. Louis. And one day when she thought he was on a river steamer for a week or two he burst in upon her and found her with another man. Death would have been her portion, as well as that of her lover, had it not been for the interference of friends which permitted the pair to escape.

The man returned to his task as stevedore, working his way from one river city to another. When he came to Memphis, Natchez, New Orleans, Vicksburg or St. Louis, he disguised himself as a peddler selling trinkets and charms and in this capacity walked the crowded negro sections of these cities calling his wares. One of these trips finally brought him to St. Louis, and here on a late August afternoon, ambling up this stifling little alley calling out his charms and trinkets, he had finally encountered her. The girl put her head out of the doorway. Dropping his tray he drew a razor and slashed her cheeks and lips, arms, legs, back and sides, so that when I arrived at the City Hospital she was unconscious and her life despaired of. The lover, abandoning his tray of cheap jewelry, which was later brought to the stationhouse and exhibited, had made good his escape and was not captured, during my stay in St. Louis at least. Her present paramour had also gone his way, leaving her to suffer alone.

Owing possibly to Galvins underestimate of its romance, this story received only a scant stick as a low dive cutting affray in the Globe-Democrat, while in the Republic I had turned it into a negro romance which filled all of a column. Into it I had tried to put the hot river waterfronts of the different cities which the lover had visited, the crowded negro quarters of Memphis, New Orleans, Cairo, the bold negro life which two truants such as the false mistress and her lover might enjoy. I had tried to suggest the sing-song sleepiness of the levee boat-landings, the stevedores at their lazy labors, the idle, dreamy character of the slow-moving boats. Even an old negro refrain appropriate to a trinket peddler had been introduced:

Eyah  Rings, Pins, Buckles, Ribbons!

The barbaric character of the alley in which it occurred, lined with rickety curtain-hung shacks and swarming with the idle, crooning, shuffling negro life of the South, appealed to me. An old black mammy with a yellow-dotted kerchief over her head, who kept talking of disha Gawge and disha Sam and disha Maquatia (the girl), moved me to a poetic frenzy. From a crowd of blacks that hung about the vacated shack of the lovers after the girl had been taken away I picked up the main thread of the story, the varying characteristics of the girl and her lover, and then having visited the hospital and seen the victim I hurried to the office and endeavored to convince Wandell that I had an important story. At first he was not inclined to think so, negro life being a little too low for local consumption, but after I had entered upon some of the details he told me to go ahead. I wrote it out as well as I could, and it went in on the second page. The next day, meeting Galvin, having first examined the Globe to see what had been done there, I beamed on him cheerfully and was met with a snarl of rage.

You think youre a hell of a feller, dontcha, because yuh can sling a little ink? Yuk think yuhve pulled off sompin swell. Well, say, yuhre not near as much as yuh think yuh are. Wait an see. Ive been up against wordy boys like yuh before, an I can work all around em. All you guys do is to get a few facts an then pad em up. Yuh never get the real stuff, never, and he snapped his fingers Under my nose. Waitll we get a real case sometime, you an me, an Ill show yuh sompin.

He glared at me with hard, revengeful eyes, and he then and there put a fear into me from which I never recovered, although at the time I merely smiled.

Is that so? Thats easy enough to say, now that youre trimmed, but I guess Ill be right there when the time comes.

Aw, go to hell! he snarled, and I walked off smiling but beginning to wonder nervously just what it was he was going to do to me, and how soon.


CHAPTER XLV

SOME time before this (when I was still working for the Globe-Democrat), there had occurred on the Missouri Pacific, about one hundred and fifty miles west of St. Louis a hold-up, the story of which interested me, although I had nothing to do with it. According to the reports, seven lusty and daring bandits, all heavily armed and desperate, had held up an eight-car Pullman and baggage express train between one and two of the morning at a lonely spot, and after overawing the passengers, had compelled the engineer and fireman to dismount, uncouple the engine and run it a hundred paces ahead, then return and help break open the door of the express car. This they did, using a stick of dynamite or giant powder handed them by one of the bandits. And then both were made to enter the express car, where, under the eye of one of the bandits and despite the presence of the express messenger, who was armed yet overawed, they were compelled to blow open the safe and carry forth between twenty and thirty thousand dollars in bills and coin, which they deposited on the ground in sacks and packages for the bandits. Then, if you please, they were compelled to re-enter their engine, back it up and couple it to the train and proceed upon their journey, leaving the bandits to gather up their booty and depart.

Naturally such a story was of great interest to St. Louis, as well as to all the other cities near at hand. It smacked of the lawlessness of the forties. All banks, express companies, railroads and financial institutions generally were intensely interested. The whole front page was given to this deed, and it was worth it, although during my short career in journalism in this region no less than a dozen amazing train robberies took place in as many months in the region bounded by the Mississippi and the Rockies, the Canadian line and the Gulf. Four or five of them occurred within a hundred miles of St. Louis.

The truth about this particular robbery was that there had not been seven bandits but just one, an ex-railroad hand, turned robber for this occasion only, and armed, as subsequent developments proved, with but a brace of revolvers, each containing six shots, and a few sticks of fuse-prepared giant powder! Despite the glowing newspaper account which made of this a most desperate and murderous affair, there had been no prowling up and down the aisles of the cars by bandits armed to the teeth, as a number of passengers insisted (among whom was the Governor of the State, his Lieutenant-Governor, several officers of his staff, all returning from a military banquet or feast somewhere). Nor was there any shooting at passengers who ventured to peer out into the darkness. Just this one lone bandit, who was very busy up in the front attending to the robbing. What made this story all the more ridiculous in the light of later developments was that at the time the train stopped in the darkness and the imaginary bandits began to shout and fire shots, and even to rob the passengers of their watches, pins, purses, these worthies of the State, or so it was claimed in guffawing newspaper circles afterward, crawled under their seats or into their berths and did not emerge until the train was well on its way once more. Long before the true story of the lone bandit came out, the presence of the Governor and his staff was well known and had lent luster to the deed and strengthened the interest which later attached to the story of the real bandit.

The St. Louis newspaper files for 1893 will show whether or not I am correct. This lone bandit, as it was later indisputably proved, was nothing more than an ex-farm hand turned railroad hand and then baggage-smasher at a small station. Owing to love and poverty he had plotted this astounding coup, which, once all its details were revealed, fascinated the American public from coast to coast. That a lone individual should undertake such an astounding task was uppermost in everybodys mind, including that of our city editors, and to the task of unraveling it they now bent their every effort.

When the robbery occurred I was working for the Globe-Democrat; later, when it was discovered by detectives working for the railroad and the express company who the star robber was, I was connected with the Republic. Early one afternoon I was shown a telegram from some backwoods town in Missouri  let us say Bald Knob, just for a names sake  that Lem Rollins (that name will do as well as any other), an ex-employee of the Missouri Pacific, had been arrested by detectives for the road and express company for the crime, and that upon searching his room they had found most of the stolen money. Also, because of other facts with which he had been confronted he had confessed that he and he alone had been guilty of the express robbery. The dispatch added that he had shown the detectives where the remainder of the money lay hidden, and that this very afternoon he would be en route to St. Louis, scheduled to arrive over the St. Louis & San Francisco, and that he would be confined in the county jail here. Imagine the excitement. The burglar had not told how he had accomplished this great feat, and here he was now en route to St. Louis, and might be met and interviewed on the train. From a news point of view the story was immense.

When I came in Wandell exclaimed: Ill tell you what you do, Dreiser  Lord! I thought you wouldnt come back in time! Heres a St. Louis & San Francisco time-table; according to it you can take a local that leaves here at two-fifteen and get as far as this place, Pacific, where the incoming express stops. Its just possible that the Globe and the other papers havent got hold of this yet  maybe they have, but whatever happens, we wont get licked, and thats the main thing.

I hurried down to the Union Station, but when I asked for a ticket to Pacific, the ticket agent asked Which road?

Are there two?

Sure, Missouri Pacific, and St. Louis & San Francisco.

They both go to the same place, do they?

Yes; they meet there.

Which train leaves first?

St. Louis & San Francisco. Its waiting now.

I hurried to it, but the thought of this other road in from Pacific troubled me. Suppose the bandit should be on the other train instead of on this! I consulted with the conductor when he came for my ticket and was told that Pacific was the only place at which these two roads met, one going west and the other southwest from there. Good, I thought. Then he is certain to be on this line.

But now another thought came to me: supposing reporters from other papers were aboard, especially the Globe-Democrat! I rose and walked forward to the smoker, and there, to my great disgust and nervous dissatisfaction, was Galvin, red-headed, serene, a cigar between his teeth, slumped low in his seat smoking and reading a paper as calmly as though he were bent upon the most unimportant task in the world.

How now? I asked myself. The Globe has sent that swine! Here he is, and these country detectives and railroad men will be sure, on the instant, to make friends with him and do their best to serve him. They like that sort of man. They may even give him details which they will refuse to give me. I shall have to interview my man in front of him, and he will get the benefit of all my questions! At his request they may even refuse to let me interview him!

I returned to my seat nervous and much troubled, all the more so because I now recalled Galvins threat. But I was determined to give him the tussle of his life. Now we would see whether he could beat me or not  not, if fair play were exercised; of that I felt confident. Why, he could not even write a decent line! Why should I be afraid of him?... But I was, just the same.

As the dreary local drew near Pacific I became more and more nervous. When we drew up at the platform I jumped down, all alive with the determination not to be outdone. I saw Galvin leap out, and on the instant he spied me. I never saw a face change more quickly from an expression of ease and assurance to one of bristling opposition and distrust, How he hated me. He looked about to see who else might dismount, then, seeing no one, he bustled up to the station-agent to see when the train from the west was due. I decided not to trail, and sought information from the conductor, who assured me that the eastbound express would probably be on time, five minutes later.

It always stops here, does it? I inquired anxiously.

It always stops.

As we talked Galvin came back to the platform and stood looking up the track. Our train now pulled out, and a few minutes later the whistle of the express was heard. Now for a real contest, I thought. Somewhere in one of those cars would be the bandit surrounded by detectives, and my duty was to get to him first, to explain who I was and begin my questioning, overawing Galvin perhaps with the ease with which I should take charge. Maybe the bandit would not want to talk; if so I must make him, cajole him or his captors, or both. No doubt, since I was the better interviewer, or so I thought, I should have to do all the talking, and this wretch would make notes or make a deal with the detectives while I was talking. In a few moments the train was rolling into the station, and then I saw my friend Galvin leap aboard and with that iron effrontery and savageness which I always nated in him, begin to race through the cars. I was about to follow him when I saw the conductor stepping down beside me.

Is that train-robber they are bringing in from Bald Knob on here? Im from the Republic, and Ive been sent out here to interview him.

Youre on the wrong road, brother, he smiled. Hes not on here. Theyre bringing him in over the Missouri Pacific. They took him across from Bald Knob to Denton and caught the train there  but Ill tell you, and he consulted his watch, you might be able to catch that yet if you run for it. Its only across the field here. You see that little yellow station over there? Well, thats the Missouri Pacific depot. I dont know whether it stops here or not, but it may. Its due now, but sometimes its a little late. Youll have to run for it though; you havent a minute to spare.

You wouldnt fool me about a thing like this, would you? I pleaded.

Not for anything. I know how you feel. If you can get on that train youll find him, unless theyve taken him off somewhere else.

I dont remember if I even stopped to thank him. Instead of following Galvin into the cars I now leaped to the little path which cut diagonally across this long field, evidently well worn by human feet. As I ran I looked back once or twice to see if my enemy was following me, but apparently he had not seen me. I now looked forward eagerly toward this other station, but, as I ran, I saw the semaphore arm, which stood at right angles opposite the station, lower for a clear track for some train. At the same time I spied a mail-bag hanging out on an express arm, indicating that whatever this train was it was not going to stop here. I turned, still uncertain as to whether I had made a mistake in not searching the other train after all. Supposing the conductor had fooled me.... Supposing the burglar were on there, and Galvin was already beginning to question him! Oh, Lord, what a beat! And what would happen to me then? Was it another case of three shows and no critic? I slowed up in my running, chill beads of sweat bursting through my pores, but as I did so I saw the St. Louis & San Francisco train begin to move and from it, as if shot out of it, leaped Galvin.

Ha! I thought. Then the robber is not on there! Galvin has just discovered it! He knows now that he is coming in on this line  for I could see him running along the path. Oh, kind Heaven, if I can beat him to it! If I can only get on and leave him behind! He has all of a thousand feet still to run, and I am here!

Desperately I ran into the station, thrust my head in at the open office window and called:

When is this St. Louis express due here?

Now, he replied surlily.

Does it stop?

No, it dont stop.

Can it be stopped?

It can not!

You mean that you have no right to stop it?

I mean I wont stop it!

Even as he said this there came the shriek of a whistle in the distance.

Oh, Lord, I thought. Here it comes, and he wont let me on, and Galvin will be here any minute! For the moment I was even willing that Galvin should catch it too, if only I could get on. Think of what Wandell would think if I missed it!

Will five dollars stop it? I asked desperately, diving into my pocket.

No.

Will ten?

It might, he replied crustily.

Stop it, I urged and handed over the bill.

The agent took it, grabbed a tablet of yellow order blanks which lay before him, scribbled something on the face of one and ran out to the track. At the same time he called to me:

Run on down the track. Run after it. She wont stop here. She cant. Run on. Shell go a thousand feet before she can slow up.

I ran, while he stood there holding up this thin sheet of yellow paper. As I ran I heard the express rushing up behind me. On the instant it was alongside and past, its wheels grinding and emitting sparks. It was stopping! I should get on, and oh, glory be! Galvin would not! Fine! I could hear the gritty screech of the wheels against the brakes as the train came to a full stop. Now I would make it, and what a victory! I came up to it and climbed aboard, but, looking back, I saw to my horror that my rival had almost caught up and was now close at hand, not a hundred feet behind. He had seen the signal, had seen me running, and instead of running to the station had taken a diagonal tack and followed me. I saw that he would make the train. I tried to signal the agent behind to let the train go, but he had already done so. The conductor came out on the rear platform and I appealed to him.

Let her go! I pleaded. Let her go! Its all right! Go on!

Dont that other fellow want to get on too? he asked curiously.

No, no, no! Dont let him on! I pleaded. I arranged to stop this train! Im from the Republic! Hes nobody! Hes no right on here! But even as I spoke up came Galvin, breathless and perspiring, and crawled eagerly on, a leer of mingled triumph and joy at my discomfiture written all over his face. If I had had more courage I would have beaten him off. As it was, I merely groaned. To think that I should have done all this for him!

Is that so? he sneered. You think youll leave me behind, do you? Well, I fooled you this trip, didnt I? and his lip curled.

I was beaten. It was an immensely painful moment for me, to lose when I had everything in my own hands. My spirits fell so for the moment that I did not even trouble to inquire whether the robber was on the train. I ambled in after my rival, who had proceeded on his eager way, satisfied that I should have to beat him in the quality of the interview.


CHAPTER XLVI

FOLLOWING Galvin forward through the train, I soon discovered the detectives and their prisoner in one of the forward cars. The prisoner was a most unpromising specimen for so unique a deed, short, broad-shouldered, heavy-limbed, with a squarish, unexpressive, dull face, blue-gray eyes, dark brown hair, big, lumpy, rough hands  just the hands one would expect to find on a railroad or baggage smasher  and a tanned and seamed skin. He had on the cheap nondescript clothes of a laborer; a blue hickory shirt, blackish-gray trousers, brown coat and a red bandanna handkerchief tied about his neck. On his head was a small round brown hat, pulled down over his eyes. He had the still, indifferent expression of a captive bird, and when I came up after Galvin and sat down he scarcely looked at me or at Galvin.

Between him and the car window, to foil any attempt at escape in that direction, and fastened to him by a pair of handcuffs, was the sheriff of the county in which he had been taken, a big, bland, inexperienced creature whose sense of his own importance was plainly enhanced by his task. Facing him was one of the detectives of the road or express company, a short, canny, vulture-like person, and opposite them, across the aisle, sat still another detective. There may have been still others, but I failed to inquire. I was so incensed at the mere presence of Galvin and his cheap and coarse methods of ingratiating himself into any company, and especially one like this, that I could scarcely speak. What! I thought. When the utmost finesse would be required to get the true inwardness of all this, to send a cheap pig like this to thrust himself forward and muddle what might otherwise prove a fine story! Why, if it hadnt been for me and my luck and my money, he wouldnt be here at all. And he was posing as a reporter  the best man of the Globe!

He had the detective-politician-gamblers habit of simulating an intense interest and enthusiasm which he did not feel, his face wreathing itself into a cheery smile the while his eyes followed one like those of a basilisk, attempting all the while to discover whether his assumed friendship was being accepted at the value he wished.

Gee, sport, he began familiarly in my presence, patting the burglar on the knee and fixing him with that basilisk gaze, that was a great trick you pulled off. The papersll be crazy to find out how you did it. My paper, the Globe-Democrat, wants a whole page of it. It wants your picture too. Did you really do it all alone? Gee! Well, thats what I call swell work, eh, Cap? and now he turned his ingratiating leer on the county sheriff and the other detectives. In a moment or two more he was telling the latter what an intimate friend he was of Billy Desmond, the chief of detectives of St. Louis, and Mr. So-and-So, the chief of police, as well as various other detectives and policemen.

The dull stuff! I thought. And this is what he considers place in this world! And he wants a whole page for the Globe! Hed do well if he wrote a paragraph alone!

Still, to my intense chagrin, I could see that he was making headway, not only with the sheriff and the detectives but with the burglar himself. The latter smiled a raw, wry smile and looked at him as if he might possibly understand such a person. Galvins good clothes, always looking like new, his bright yellow shoes, sparkling rings and pins and gaudy tie, seemed to impress them all. So this was the sort of thing these people liked  and they took him for a real newspaper man from a great newspaper!

Indeed the only time that I seemed to obtain the least grip on this situation or to impress myself on the minds of the prisoner and his captors, was when it came to those finer shades of questioning which concerned just why, for what ulterior reasons, he had attempted this deed alone; and then I noticed that my confrère was all ears and making copious notes. He knew enough to take from others what he could not work out for himself. In regard to the principal or general points, I found that my Irish-Jewish friend was as swift at ferreting out facts as any one, and as eager to know how and why. And always, to my astonishment and chagrin, the prisoner as well as the detectives paid more attention to him than to me. They turned to him as to a lamp and seemed to be immensely more impressed with him than with me, although the main lines of questioning fell to me. All at once I found him whispering to one or other of the detectives while I was developing some thought, but when I turned up anything new, or asked a question he had not thought of, he was all ears again and back to resume the questioning on his own account. In truth, he irritated me frightfully, and appeared to be intensely happy in doing so. My contemptuous looks and remarks did not disturb him in the least. By now I was so dour and enraged that I could think of but one thing that would have really satisfied me, and that was to attack him physically and give him a good beating  although I seriously questioned whether I could do that, he was so contentious, cynical and savage.

However the story was finally extracted, and a fine tale it made. It appeared that up to seven or eight months preceding the robbery, this robber had been first a freight brakeman or yard hand on this road, later being promoted to the position of superior switchman and assistant freight handler. Previous to this he had been a livery stable helper in the town in which he was eventually taken, and before that a farm hand in that neighborhood. About a year before the crime this road, along with many others, had laid off a large number of men, including himself, and reduced the wages of all others by as much as ten per cent. Naturally a great deal of labor discontent ensued. A number of train robberies, charged and traced to dismissed and dissatisfied ex-employees, now followed. The methods of successful train robbing were so clearly set forth by the newspapers that nearly any one so inclined could follow them. Among other things, while working as a freight handler, Lem Rollins had heard of the many money shipments made by the express companies and the manner in which they were guarded. The Missouri Pacific, for which he worked, was a very popular route for money shipments, both West and East, bullion and bills being in transit all the while between St. Louis and the East, and Kansas City and the West, and although express messengers even at this time, owing to numerous train robberies which had been occurring in the West lately were always well armed, still these assaults had not been without success. The death of firemen, engineers, messengers, conductors and even passengers who ventured to protest, as well as the fact that much money had recently been stolen and never recovered, had not only encouraged the growth of banditry everywhere but had put such an unreasoning fear into most employees of the road as well as its passengers, who had no occasion for risking their lives in defense of the roads, that but few even of those especially picked guards ventured to give the marauders battle. I myself during the short time I had been in St. Louis had helped report three such robberies in its immediate vicinity, in all of which cases the bandits had escaped unharmed.

But the motives which eventually resulted in the amazing single-handed attempt of this particular robber were not so much that he was a discharged and poor railroad hand unable to find any other form of employment as that in his idleness, having wandered back to his native region, he had fallen in love with a young girl. Here, being hard pressed for cash and unable to make her such presents as he desired, he had first begun to think seriously of some method of raising money, and later, another ex-railroad hand showing up and proposing to rob a train, he had at first rejected it as not feasible, not wishing to tie himself up in a crime, especially with others; still later, his condition becoming more pressing, he had begun to think of robbing a train on his own account.

Why alone  that was the point we were all most anxious to find out  singlehanded, and with all the odds against him? Neither Galvin nor myself could induce him to make this point clear, although, once I raised it, we were both most eager to solve it. Didnt he know that he could not expect to overcome engineer and fireman, baggage-man and mailman, to say nothing of the express messenger, the conductor and the passengers?

Yes, he knew, only he had thought he could do it. Other bandits (so few as three in one case of which he had read) had held up large trains; why not one? Revolver shots fired about a train easily overawed all passengers, as well as the trainmen apparently. It was a life and death job either way, and it would be better for him if he worked it out alone instead of with others. Often, he said, other men squealed or they had girls who told on them. I looked at him, intensely interested and moved to admiration by the sheer animal courage of it all, the gall, the grit, or what you will, imbedded somewhere in this stocky frame.

And how came he to fix on this particular train? I asked. Well, it was this way:  Every Thursday and Friday a limited running west at midnight carried larger shipments of money than on other days. This was due to exchanges being made between Eastern and Western banks; but he did not know that. Having decided on one of these trains, he proceeded by degrees to secure first a small handbag, from which he had scraped all evidence of the makers name, then later, from other distant places, so as to avoid all chance of detection, six or seven fused sticks of giant powder such as farmers use to blow up stumps, and still later, two revolvers holding six cartridges each, some cartridges, and cord and cloth out of which he proposed to make bundles of the money. Placing all this in his bag, he eventually visited a small town nearest the spot which, because of its loneliness, he had fixed on as the ideal place for his crime, and then, reconnoitering it and its possibilities, finally arranged all his plans to a nicety.

Here, as he now told us, just at the outskirts of this hamlet, stood a large water-tank at which this express as well as nearly all other trains stopped for water. Beyond it, about five miles, was a wood with a marsh somewhere in its depths, an ideal place to bury his booty quickly. The express was due at this tank at about one in the morning. The nearest town beyond the wood was all of five miles away, a mere hamlet like this one. His plan was to conceal himself near this tank and when the train stopped, and just before it started again, to slip in between the engine tender and the front baggage car, which was blind at both ends. Another arrangement, carefully executed beforehand, was to take his handbag (without the revolvers and sticks of giant powder, which he would carry), and place it along the track just opposite that point in the wood where he wished the train to stop. Here, once he had concealed himself between the engine and the baggage car, and the train having resumed its journey, he would keep watch until the headlight of the engine revealed this bag lying beside the track, when he would rise up and compel the engineer to stop the train. So far, so good.

However, as it turned out, two slight errors, one of forgetfulness and one of eyesight, caused him finally to lose the fruit of his plan. On the night in question, between eight and nine, he arrived on the scene of action and did as he had planned. He put the bag in place and boarded the train. However, on reaching the spot where he felt sure the bag should be, he could not see it. Realizing that he was where he wished to work he rose up, covered the two men in the cab, drove them before him to the rear of the engine, where under duress they were made to uncouple it, then conducted them to the express car door, where he presented them with a stick of giant powder and ordered them to blow it open. This they did, the messenger within having first refused so to do. They were driven into the car and made to blow open the safe, throwing out the packages of bills and coin as he commanded. But during this time, realizing the danger of either trainmen or passengers climbing down from the cars in the rear and coming forward, he had fired a few shots toward the passenger coaches, calling to imaginary companions to keep watch there. At the same time, to throw the fear of death into the minds of both engineer and fireman, he pretended to be calling to imaginary confrères on the other side of the train to keep watch over there.

Dont kill anybody unless you have to, boys, he had said, or Thatll be all right, Frank. Stay over there. Watch that side. Ill take care of these two. And then he would fire a few more shots.

Once the express car door and safe had been blown open and the money handed out, he had compelled the engineer and fireman to come down, recouple the engine, and pull away. Only after the train had safely disappeared did he venture to gather up the various packages, rolling them in his coat, since he had lost his bag, and with this over his shoulder he had staggered off into the night, eventually succeeding in concealing it in the swamp, and then making off for safety himself.

The two things which finally caused his discovery were, first, the loss of the bag, which, after concealing the money, he attempted to find but without success; and, second (and this he did not even know at the time), that in the bag which he had lost he had placed some time before and then forgotten apparently a small handkerchief containing the initials of his love in one corner. Why he might have wished to carry the handkerchief about with him was understandable enough, but why he should have put it into the bag and then forgot it was not clear, even to himself. From the detectives we now learned that the next day at noon the bag was found by other detectives and citizens just where he had placed it, and that the handkerchief had given them their first clue. The wood was searched, without success however, save that footprints were discovered in various places and measured. Again, experts meditating on the crime decided that, owing to the hard times and the laying-off and discharging of employees, some of these might have had a hand in it; and so in due time the whereabouts and movements of each and every one of those who had worked for the road were gone into. It was finally discovered that this particular ex-helper had returned to his native town and had been going with a certain girl, and was about to be married to her. Next, it was discovered that her initials corresponded to those on the handkerchief. Presto, Mr. Rollins was arrested, a search of his room made, and nearly all of the money recovered. Then, being caught with the goods, he confessed, and here he was being hurried to St. Louis to be jailed and sentenced, while we harpies of the press and the law were gathered about him to make capital of his error.

The only thing that consoled me, however, as I rode toward St. Louis and tried to piece the details of his crime together, was that if I had failed to make it impossible for Galvin to get the story at all, still, when it came to the narration of it, I should unquestionably write a better story, for he would have to tell his story to some one else, while I should be able to write my own, putting in such touches as I chose. Only one detail remained to be arranged for, and that was the matter of a picture. Why neither Wandell nor myself, nor the editor of the Globe, had thought to include an artist on this expedition was more a fault of the time than anything else, illustrations for news stories being by no means as numerous as they are today, and the peripatetic photographer having not yet been invented. As we neared St, Louis Galvin began to see the import of this very clearly, and suddenly began to comment on it, saying he guessed wed have to send to the Four Courts afterward and have one made. Suddenly his eyes filled with a shrewd cunning, and he turned to me and said:

How would it be, old man, if we took him up to the Globe office and let the boys make a picture of him  your friends, Wood and McCord? Then both of us could get one right away. Id say take him to the Republic, only the Globe is so much nearer, and we have that new flashlight machine, you know (which was true, the Republic being very poorly equipped in this respect). He added a friendly aside to the effect that of course this depended on whether the prisoner and the officers in charge were willing.

Not on your life, I replied suspiciously and resentfully, not to the Globe, anyhow. If you want to bring him down to the Republic, all right; well have them make pictures and you can have one.

But why not the Globe? he went on. Wood and McCord are your friends moren they are mine. Think of the difference in the distance. We want to save time, dont we? Here it is nearly six-thirty, and by the time we get down there and have a picture taken and I get back to the office itll be half past seven or eight. Its all right for you, I suppose, because you can write faster, but look at me. Id just as lief go down there as not, but whats the difference? Besides, the Globes got a much better plant, and you know it. Either Wood or McCordll make a fine picture, and when we explain to em how it is youll be sure to get one, the same as us  just the same picture. Aint that all right?

No its not, I replied truculently, and I wont do it, thats all. Its all right about Dick and Peter  I know what theyll do for me if the paper will let them, but I know the paper wont let them, and besides, youre not going to be able to claim in the morning that this man was brought to the Globe first. I know you. Dont begin to try to put anything over on me, because I wont stand for it, see? And if these people do it anyhow Ill make a kick at headquarters, thats all.

For a moment he appeared to be quieted by this and to decide to abandon his project, but later he took it up again, seemingly in the most conciliatory spirit in the world. At the same time, and from now on, he kept boring me with his eyes, a thing which I had never known him to do before. He was always too hang-dog in looking at me; but now of a sudden there was something bold and friendly as well as tolerant and cynical in his gaze.

Aw, come on, he argued. He was amazingly aggressive. Whats the use being small about it? The Globes nearer. Think what a fine picture itll make. If you dont well have to go clear to the office and send an artist down to the jail. You cant take any good pictures down there tonight.

Cut it, I replied. I wont do it, thats all, but even as he talked a strange feeling of uncertainty or confusion began to creep over me. For the first time since knowing him, in spite of all my opposition of this afternoon and before, I found myself not quite hating him but feeling as though he werent such an utterly bad sort after all. What was so wrong about this Globe idea anyhow, I began suddenly to ask myself, in the most insane and yet dreamy way imaginable. Why wouldnt it be all right to do that? Inwardly or downwardly, or somewhere within me, something was telling me that it was all wrong and that I was making a big mistake even to think about it. I felt half asleep or surrounded by clouds which made everything he said seem all right. Still, I wasnt asleep, and now I didnt believe a word he said, but  

To the Globe, sure, I found myself saying to myself in spite of myself, in a dumb, half-numb way. That wouldnt be so bad. Its nearer. Whats wrong with that? Dick or Peter will make a good picture, and then I can take it along, only at the same time I was also thinking, I shouldnt really do that. Hell claim the credit for having brought this man to the Globe office. Ill be making a big mistake. The Republic or nothing. Let him come down to the Republic.

In the meantime we were entering St. Louis and the station. By then, somehow, he had not only convinced the sheriff and the other officers, but the prisoner. They liked him and were willing to do what he said. I could even see the rural love of show and parade gleaming in the eyes of the sheriff and the two detectives. Plainly, the office of the Globe was the great place in their estimation for such an exhibition. At the same time, between looking at me and the prisoner and the officers, he had knitted a fine mental net from which I seemed unable to escape. Even as I rose with these others to leave the train I cried: No, I wont come in on this! Its all right if you want to bring him down to the Republic, or you can take him to the Four Courts, but Im not going to let you get away with this. You hear now, dont you? But then it was too late.

Once outside, Galvin laid hold of my arm in an amazingly genial fashion and hung on it. In spite of me, he seemed to be master of the situation and to realize it. Once more he began to plead, and getting in front of me he seemed to do his best to keep my optical attention. From that point on and from that day to this, I have never been able to explain to myself what did happen. All at once, and much more clearly than before, I seemed to see that his plan in regard to the Globe was the best. It would save time, and besides, he kept repeating in an almost sing-song way that we would go first to the Globe and then to the Republic. You come up with me to the Globe, and then Ill go down with you to the Republic, he kept saying. Well just let Wood or McCord take one picture, and then well all go down to your place  see?

Although I didnt see I went. For the time, nothing seemed important. If he had stayed by me I think he could have prevented my writing any story at all. As it was he was so eager to achieve this splendid triumph of introducing the celebrated bandit into the editorial rooms of the Globe first and there having him photographed and introduced to my old chief, that he hailed a carriage, and, the six of us crowding into it, we were bustled off in a trice to the door of the Globe, where, once I reached it, and seeing him and the detectives and the bandit hurrying across the sidewalk, I suddenly awoke to the asininity of it all.

Wait! I called. Say, hold on! Cut this! I wont do it! I dont agree to this! but it was too late. In a trice the prisoner and the rest of them were up the two or three low steps of the main entrance and into the hall, and I was left outside to meditate on the insanity of the thing I had done.

Great God! I suddenly exclaimed to myself. What have I let that fellow do to me? Ive been hypnotized, thats what it is! Ive allowed him to take a prisoner whom I had in my own hands at one time into the office of our great rival to be photographed! Hes put it all over me on this job  and I had him beaten! I had him where I could have shoved him off the train  and now I let him do this to me, and tomorrow therell be a long editorial in the Globe telling how this fellow was brought there first and photographed, and his picture to prove it! I swore and groaned for blocks as I walked towards the Republic, wondering what I should do.

Distinct as was my failure, it was so easy, even when practically admitting the whole truth, to make it seem as though the police had deliberately worked against the Republic. I did not even have to do that but merely recited my protests, without admitting or insisting upon hypnotism, which Wandell would not have believed anyhow. On the instant he burst into a great rage against the police department, seeing apparently no fault in anything I had done, and vowing vengeance. They were always doing this; they did it to the Republic when he was on the Globe. Wait  he would get even with them yet! Rushing a photographer to the jail, he had various pictures made, all of which appeared with my story, but to no purpose. The Globe had us beaten. Although I had slaved over the text, given it the finest turns I could, still there on the front page of the Globe was a large picture of the bandit, seated in the sanctum sanctorum of the great G-D, a portion of the figure, although not the head, of its great chief standing in the background, and over it all, in extra large type, the caption:



LONE TRAIN ROBBER VISITS OFFICE OF GLOBE TO PAY HIS RESPECTS



and underneath in italics a full account of how he had willingly and gladly come there.

I suffered tortures, not only for days but for weeks and months, absolute tortures. Whenever I thought of Galvin I wanted to kill him. To think, I said to myself, that I had thought of the two trains and then run across the meadow and paid the agent for stopping the train, which permitted Galvin to see the burglar at all, and then to be done in this way! And, what was worse, he was so gayly and cynically conscious of having done me. When we met on the street one day, his lip curled with the old undying hatred and contempt.

These swell reporters! he sneered. These high-priced ink-slingers! Say, who got the best of the train robber story, eh?

And I replied  

But never mind what I replied. No publisher would print it.


CHAPTER XLVII

THINGS like these taught me not to depend too utterly on my own skill. I might propose and believe, but there were things above my planning or powers, and creatures I might choose to despise were not so helpless after all. It fixed my thoughts permanently on the weakness of the human mind as a directing organ. One might think till doomsday in terms of human ideas, but apparently over and above ideas there were forces which superseded or controlled them.... My own fine contemptuous ideas might be superseded or set at naught by the raw animal or psychic force of a man like Galvin.

During the next few months a number of things happened which seemed to broaden my horizon considerably. For one thing, my trip to Chicago having revived interest in me in the minds of a number of newspaper men there, and having seemingly convinced them of my success here, I was bombarded with letters from one and another wanting to know whether or not they could obtain work here and whether I could and would aid them. At the close of the Fair in Chicago in October hard times were expected in newspaper circles there, so many men being released from work. I had letters from at least four, one of whom -was a hanger-on by the name of Michaelson, of whom more anon, who had attached himself to me largely because I was the stronger and he expected aid of me. I have often thought how frequently this has happened to me  one of my typical experiences, as it is of every one who begins to get along. It is so much easier for the strong to tolerate the weak than the strong. Strength craves sycophancy. We want only those who will swing the censer before our ambitions and desires. Michaelson, or Mich, was a poor hack who had been connected with a commercial agency where daily reports had to be written out as to the financial and social condition of John Smith the butcher, or George Jones the baker. This led Mich, who was a farm-boy to begin with, to imagine that he could write and that he would like to run a country paper, only he thought to get some experience in the city first. By some process, of which I forget the steps, he fixed on me; and through myself and McEnnis, who was then so friendly to me, had secured a tryout on the Globe in Chicago. After I left McEnnis quickly tired of him, and I heard of him next as working for the City Press, an organization which served all newspapers, and paid next to nothing. Next I heard that he was married (having succeeded so well!), and still later he began to bombard me with pleas for aid in getting a place in St. Louis. Also there were letters from much better men: H. L. Dunlap, afterwards chief press advisor of President Taft; an excellent reporter by the name of Brady, whom I have previously mentioned; and a little later, John Maxwell.

Meanwhile, in spite of my great failure in connection with Galvin, my standing with Wandell seemed to rise rather than sink. Believe it or no, I became a privileged character about this institution or its city room, a singular thing in the newspaper profession. Because of specials I was constantly writing for the Sunday paper, I was taken up by the sporting editor, who wanted my occasional help in his work; the dramatic editor, who wanted my help on his dramatic page, asking me to see plays from time to time; and the managing editor himself, a small, courteous, soft-spoken, red-headed man from Kansas City, who began to invite me to lunch or dinner and talk to me as though I knew much (or ought to) about the world he represented. I was so unfitted for all this intellectually, my hour of stability and feeling for organization and control having not yet arrived, that I scarcely knew how to manage it. I was nervous, shy, poorly spoken, at least in their presence, while inwardly I was blazing with ambition, vanity and self-confidence. I wanted nothing so much as to be alone with my own desires and labors even though I believed all the while that I did not and that I was lonely and neglected!

Unsophisticated as I really was, I began to see Wandell as but a minor figure in this journalistic world, or but one of many, likely to be here and gone tomorrow, and I swaggered about, taking liberties which months before I should never have dreamed of taking. He talked to me too freely and showed me that he relied on my advice and judgment and admired my work. All out-of-town assignments of any importance were given to me. Occasionally at seven in the evening he would say that he would buy me a drink if I would wait a minute, a not very wise thing to do. Later, after completing one big assignment or another, I would stroll out of the office at, say, eight-thirty or nine without a word or a by-your-leave, and so respectful had he become that instead of calling me down in person he began writing me monitory letters, couched in the most diplomatic language but insisting that I abide by the rules which governed other reporters. But by now I had grown so in my own estimation that I smiled confidently, knowing very well that he would not fire me; my salary was too small. Besides, I knew that he really needed me or some one like me and I saw no immediate rival anywhere, one who would work as hard and for as little. Still I would reform for a time, or would plead that the managing or the dramatic editor had asked me to do thus and so.

To hell with the managing editor! he one day exclaimed in a rage. This is my department. If he wants you to sit around with him let him come to me, or else you first see that you have my consent.

At the same time he remained most friendly and would sit and chat over proposed stories, getting my advice as to how to do them, and as one man after another left him or he wanted to enlarge his staff he would ask me if I knew any one who would make a satisfactory addition. Having had these appeals from Dunlap, Brady and several others still in Chicago, I named first Dunlap (because I felt so sure of his merit), and then these others. To my surprise, he had me write Dunlap to come to work, and when he came and made good, Wandell asked me to bring still others to him. This flattered me very much. I felt myself becoming a power. The result was that after a time five men, three from Chicago and two from other papers in St. Louis, were transferred to the staff of the Republic by reason of my recommendation, and that with full knowledge of the fact that I was the one to whom they owed their opportunity. You may imagine the airs which I assumed.

About this time still another thing occurred which lifted me still more in my own esteem. Strolling into the Southern Hotel one evening I chanced to see my old chief, McCullagh, sitting as was his custom near one of the pillars of the lobby reading his evening paper. It had always been such a pleasing and homelike thing in my days at the Globe to walk into the lobby around dinner time and see this great chief in his low shoes and white socks sitting and reading here as though he were in his own home. It took away a bit of the loneliness of the city for me for he appeared to have no other home than this and he was my chief. And now, for the first time since I had so ignominiously retired from the Globe, I saw him as before, smoking and reading. Hitherto I had carefully avoided this and every other place at such hours as I was likely to encounter him. But now I had grown so conceited that I was not quite so much afraid of him; he was still wonderful to me but I was beginning to feel that I had a future of my own and that I could achieve it, regardless perhaps of the error that had so pained me then. Still I felt to the full all that old allegiance, respect and affection which had dominated me while I was on the Globe. He was my big editor, my chief, and there was none other like him anywhere for me, and there never was afterward. Nearing the newsstand, for which I made at sight of him in the hope that I should escape unseen, I saw him get up and come forward, perhaps to secure a cigar or another paper. I flushed guiltily and looked wildly about for some place to hide. It was not to be.

Good evening, Mr. McCullagh, I said politely as he neared me.

How d do? he returned gutturally but with such an air of sociability as I had never noticed in him before. How d do? Well, youre still about, I see. Youre on the Republic, I believe?

Yes, sir, I said. I was so pleased and flattered to think that he should trouble to talk to me at all or to indicate that he knew where I was that I could scarcely contain myself. I wanted to thank him, to apologize, to tell him how wonderful he was to me and what a fool I was in my own estimation, but I couldnt. My tongue was thick.

You like it over there?

Yes, sir. Fairly well, sir. I was as humble in his presence as a jackie is before an officer. He seemed always so forceful and commanding.

That little matter of those theaters, he began after a pause, turning and walking back to his chair, I following,   Um! um! I dont think you understand quite how I felt about that. I was sorry to see you go. Um! um! and he cleared his throat. It was an unfortunate mistake all around. I want you to know that I did not blame you so much. Um! You might have been relieved of other work. I dont want to take you away from any other paper, but  um!  I want you to know that if you are ever free and want to come back you can. There is no prejudice in my mind against you.

I dont know of anything that ever moved me more. It was wonderful, thrilling. I could have cried from sheer delight. He, my chief, saying this to me! And after all those wretched hours! What a fool I was, I now thought, not to have gone to him personally then and asked his consideration. However, as I saw it, it was too late. Why change now and go back? But I was so excited that I could scarcely speak, and probably would not have known what to say if I had tried. I stood there, and finally blurted out:

Im very sorry, Mr. McCullagh. I didnt mean to do what I did. It was a mistake. I had that extra assignment and

O-oh, thats all right  thats all right, he insisted gruffly and as if he wished to be done with it once and for all. No harm done. I didnt mind that so much. But you neednt have left  thats what I wish you to understand. You could have stayed if you had wanted to.

As I viewed it afterward, my best opportunity for a secure position in St. Louis was here. If I had only known it, or, knowing, had been quick to take advantage of it, I might have profited greatly. Mr. McCullaghs mood was plainly warm toward me; he probably looked upon me as a foolish and excitable but fairly capable boy whom it would have been his pleasure to assist in the world. He had brought me from Chicago; perhaps he wished me to remain under his eye.... Plainly, a word, and I could have returned, I am sure of it, perhaps never to leave. As it was, however, I was so nervous and excited that I took no advantage of it. Possibly he noticed my embarrassment and was pleased. At any rate, as I mumbled my thanks and gratitude for all he had done for me, saying that if I were doing things over I should try to do differently, he interrupted me with:

Just a moment. It may be that you have some young friend whom you want to help to a position here in St. Louis. If you have, send him to me. Ill do anything I can for him. Im always glad to do anything I can for young men.

I smiled and flushed and thanked him, but for the life of me I could think of nothing else to say. It was so strange, so tremendous, that this man should want to do anything for me after all the ridiculous things I had done under him that I could only hurry away, out of his sight. Once in the shielding darkness outside I felt better but sad. It seemed as if I had made a mistake, as if I should have asked him to take me back.

Why, he as much as offered to! I said to myself. I can go back there any time I wish, or hell give me a place for some one else  think of it! Then he doesnt consider me a fool, as I thought he did!

For days thereafter I went about my work trying to decide whether I should resign from the Republic and return to him, only now I seemed so very important here, to myself at least, that it did not seem wise. Wasnt I getting along? Would returning to work under Mitchell be an advantage? I decided not. Also, that I had no real excuse for leaving the Republic at present; so I did nothing, waiting to be absolutely sure what I wanted to do. There was a feeling growing in me at this time that I really did not want to stay in St. Louis at all, that perhaps it would be better for me if I should move on elsewhere. McEnnis, as I recalled, had cautioned me to that effect, Another newspaper man writing me from Chicago and asking for a place (a friend of Dunlaps, by the way), I recommended him and he was put to work on the Globe-Democrat. And so my reputation for influence in local newspaper affairs grew.

And in the meantime still other things had been happening to me which seemed to complicate my life here and make me almost a fixture in St. Louis. For one thing, worrying over the well-being of my two brothers, E  and A  , who were still in Chicago, and wishing to do something to improve their condition, I thought that St. Louis would be as good a place for them as any in which to try their fortunes anew. Both had seemed rather unhappy in Chicago and since I was getting along here I felt that it would be only decent in me to give them a helping hand if I could. The blood-tie was rather strong in me then. I have always had a weakness for members of our family regardless of their deserts or mine or what I thought they had done to me. I had a comfortable floor with ample room for them if I chose to invite them, and I thought that my advice and aid and enthusiasm might help them to do better. There was in me then, and has remained (though in a fading form, I am sorry to say), a sort of home-longing (the German Heimweh, no doubt) which made me look back on everything in connection with our troubled lives with a sadness, an ache, a desire to remedy or repair if possible some of the ills and pains that had beset us all. We had not always been unhappy together; what family ever has been? We had quarreled over trivial things, but there had been many happy hours. And now we were separated, and these two brothers were not doing as well as I.

I say it in faint extenuation of all the many hard unkind things I have done in my time, that at the thought of the possible misery some of my brothers and sisters might be enduring, the lacks from which they might be hopelessly suffering, my throat often tightened and my heart ached. Life bears so hard on us all, on many so terribly. What, E  or A  longing for something and not being able to afford it! It hurt me far more than any lack of my own ever could. It never occurred to me that they might be wishing to help me; it was always I, hard up or otherwise, wishing that I might do something for them. And this longing in the face of no complaint on their part and no means on mine to translate it into anything much better than wishes and dreams made it all the more painful at times.

My plan was to bring them here and give them a little leisure to look about for some way to better themselves, and then  well, then I should not need to worry about them so much. With this in mind I wrote first to E  and then A  , and the former, younger and more restless and always more attracted to me than any of the others, soon came on; while A  required a little more time to think. However, in the course of time he too appeared, and then we three were installed in my rooms, the harboring of my brothers costing me five additional dollars. Here we kept bachelors hall, gay enough while it lasted but more or less clouded over all the while by their need of finding work.

I had forgotten, or did not know, or the fact did not make a sufficiently sharp impression on me, that this was a panic year (1893) and that there were hundreds of thousands of men out of work, the country over. Indeed, trade was at a standstill, or nearly so. When I first went on the Republic, if I had only stopped to remember, many factories were closing down or slowing up, discharging men or issuing scrip of their own wherewith to pay them until times should be better, and some shops and stores were failing entirely. It had been my first experience of a panic and should have made a deep impression on me had I been of a practical turn, for one of my earliest assignments had been to visit some of the owners of factories and stores and shops and ask the cause of their decline and whether better times were in sight. Occasionally even then I read long editorials in the Republic or the Globe on the subject, yet I could take no interest in them. They were too heavy, as I thought. Yet I can remember the gloom hanging over streets and shops and how solemnly some of the manufacturers spoke of the crisis and the hard times yet in store. There were to be hard times for a year or more.

I recall one old man at this time, very prosy and stiff and conventional, one of our best business men, who had had a large iron factory on the south side for fifty years and who now in his old age had to shut down for good. Being sent out to interview him, I found him after a long search in one of the silent wings of his empty foundry, walking about alone examining some machinery which also was still. I asked him what the trouble was and if he would resume work soon again.

Just say that Im done, he replied. This panic has finished me. I could go on later, I suppose, but Im too old to begin all over again. I havent any money now, and thats all there is to it.

I left him meditating over some tool he was trying to adjust.

In the face of this imagine my gayly inviting my two brothers to this difficult scene and then expecting them to get along in some way, persuading them to throw up whatever places or positions they had In Chicago! Yet in so doing I satisfied an emotional or psychic longing to have them near me and to do something for them, and beyond that I did not think.

In fact it took me years and years to get one thing straight in my poor brain, and that was this: that aside from the economic or practical possibility of translating ones dreams into reality, the less one broods over them the better. Here I was now, earning the very inadequate stipend of eighteen dollars  or it may have been twenty or twenty-two, for I have a dim recollection of having been given at least one raise in pay  yet with no more practical sense than to undertake a burden which I could not possibly sustain. For despite my good intentions I had no surplus wherewith to sustain my brothers, assuming that their efforts proved even temporarily unavailing. All this dream of doing something for them was based on good will and a totally inadequate income. In consequence it could not but fail, as it did, seeing that St. Louis was far less commercially active than Chicago. It was not growing much and there was an older and much more European theory of apprenticeship and continuity in place and type of work than prevailed at that time in the windy city. Work was really very hard to get, especially in manufacturing and commercial lines, and in consequence my two brothers, after only a week or two of pleasuring, which was all I could afford, were compelled to hunt here and there, early and late, without finding anything to do. True, I tried to help them in one way and another with advice as to institutions, lines of work and the like, but to no end.

But before and after they came, how enthusiastically and no doubt falsely I painted the city of St. Louis, its large size, opportunities, beauties, etc., and once they were here I put myself to the task of showing them its charms; but to no avail. We went about together to restaurants, parks, theaters, outlying places. As long as it was new and they felt that there was some hope of finding work they were gay enough and interested and we spent a number of delightful hours together. But as time wore on and fading summer days proved that their dreams and mine were hopeless and they could do no better here than in Chicago if as well, their moods changed, as did mine. The burden of expense was considerable. While paying gayly enough for food and rent, and even laundry, for the three, I began to wonder whether I should be able to endure the strain much longer. Love them as I might in their absence, and happy as I was with them, still it was not possible for me to keep up this pace. I was depriving myself of bare necessities, and I think they saw it. I said nothing, of that I am positive, but after a month or six weeks of trial and failure they themselves saw the point and became unhappy over it. Our morning and evening hours, whenever I could see them in the evening, became less and less gay. Finally A  , with his usual eye for the sensible, announced that he was tired of searching here and was about to return to Chicago. He did not like St. Louis anyhow; it was a hell of a place, a third-rate city. He was going back where he could get work. And E  , perhaps recalling past joys of which I knew nothing, said he was going also. And so once more I was alone.

Yet even this rough experience had no marked effect on me. It taught me little if anything in regard to the economic struggle. I know now that these two must have had a hard time replacing themselves in Chicago at that time, but the meaning of it did not get to me then. As for E  , some years later I persuaded him to join me in New York, where I managed to keep him by me that time until he became selfsupporting.


CHAPTER XLVIII

BECAUSE Miss W  lived some distance from the city and would remain there until her school season opened, I neglected to write to her; but once September had come and the day of her return was near I began to think of her and soon was as keenly interested as ever. Her simplicity and charm came back to me with great force, and I one day sat down and wrote her a brief letter recalling our Chicago days and asking her how long it would be before she would be returning to St. Louis. I was rather nervous now lest she should not answer.

In due time, however, a note came in which she told me that she expected to be at Florissant, about twenty or twenty-five miles out of St. Louis, by September fifteenth, when her school work would begin, and that she would be in St. Louis shortly afterward to visit an aunt and hoped to see me. There was something about the letter so simple, direct and yet artful that it touched me deeply. As I have said, I really knew nothing of the conditions which surrounded her, and yet from the time I received this letter I sensed something that appealed to me: a rurality and simplicity plus a certain artful daintiness  the power, I suppose, to pose under my glance and yet evade  which held me as in a vise. Beside her, all others seemed harder, bolder, or of coarser fiber.

It does not matter now but as I look back on it there seems to have been more of pure, exalted or frenetic romance in this thing (at first, and even a year or so afterward), than in any mating experience of which I have any recollection, with the possible exception of Alice. Unlike most of my other affairs, this (in the beginning at least) seemed more a matter of pure romance or poetry, a desire to see and be near her. Indeed I could only think of her as a part of some idyllic country scene, of walking or riding with her along some leafy country lane, of rowing a little boat on a stream, of sitting with her under trees in a hammock, of watching her play tennis, of being with her where grass, flowers, trees and a blue sky were. In that idyllic world of the Fair she had seemed well-placed. This must be a perfect love, I thought. Here was your truly sweet, pure girl who inspired a man with a nobler passion than mere lust. I began to picture myself with her in a home somewhere, possibly here in St. Louis, of going with her to church even, for I fancied she was of a strict religious bent, of pushing a baby carriage  indeed, of leading a thoroughly domestic life, and being happy in it!

We fell into a correspondence which swiftly took on a regular form and resulted, on my part, in a most extended correspondence, letters so long that they surprised even myself. I found myself in the grip of a letter-writing fever such as hitherto had never possessed me, writing long, personal, intimate accounts of my own affairs, my work, my dreams, what not, as well as what I thought of her, of the beauty of life as I had seen it with her in Chicago, my theories and imaginings in regard to everything. As I see it now, this was perhaps my first and easiest attempt at literary expression, the form being negligible and yet sufficient to encompass and embody without difficulty all the surging and seething emotions and ideas which had hitherto been locked up in me, bubbling and steaming to the explosion point. Indeed the newspaper forms to which I was daily compelled to confine myself offered no outlet, and in addition, in Miss W  I had found a seemingly sympathetic and understanding soul, one which required and inspired all the best that was in me. I was now, as I told myself, on the verge of something wonderful, a new life. I must work, save, advance myself and better my condition generally, so as to be worthy of her.... At the very same time I was still able to see beauty in other women and the cloying delights of those who would never be able to be as good as she! They might be good enough for me but far beneath her whose eyes were too pure to behold evil.

In the latter part of September she came to St. Louis and gave me my first delighted sight of her since we had left Chicago. At this time I was at the topmost toss of my adventures in St. Louis. I was, as I now assumed, somebody. By now also I had found a new room in the very heart of the city, on Broadway near the Southern, and was leading a bachelor existence under truly metropolitan circumstances. This room was on the third floor rear of a building which looked out over some nondescript music hall whose glass roof was just below and from whence nightly, and frequently in the afternoon, issued all sorts of garish music hall clatter, including music and singing and voices in monologue or dialogue. One block south were the Southern Hotel, Fausts Restaurant, and the Olympic Theater. In the block north were the courthouse and Dicks old room, which by now he had abandoned, having in spite of all his fine dreams of a resplendent heiress married a girl whom together we had met in the church some months before  a circus-rider! Thereafter he had removed to a prosaic flat on the south side, an institution which seemed to me but a crude and rather pathetic attempt at worthless domesticity.

I should like to report here that something over a year later this first marriage of his terminated in the death of his wife. Later  some two or three years  he indulged in a second most prosaic and inartistic romance  wedding finally, on this occasion, the daughter of a carpenter. And her name  Sopheronisby Boanerga Watkins. And a year or two after this she was burned to death by an exploding oil stove. And this was the man who was bent on capturing an heiress.

In my new room therefore, because it was more of a center, I had already managed to set up a kind of garret salon, which was patronized by Dick and Peter, Rodenberger, Dunlap, Brady and a number of other acquaintances. No sooner was I settled here than Michaelson, whose affairs I had straightened out by getting him a place on the Republic, put in an appearance, and also John Maxwell, who because of untoward conditions in Chicago had come to St. Louis to better his fortunes. But more of that later.

In spite of all these friends and labors and attempts at aiding others, it was my affair with Miss W  which now completely engrossed me. So seriously had I taken this new adventure to heart that I was scarcely able to eat or sleep. Once I knew definitely that she was inclined to like me, as her letters proved, and the exact day of her arrival had been fixed, I walked on air. I had not been able to save much money since I had been on the Republic (possibly a hundred dollars all told, and that since my brothers had left), but of that I took forty or fifty and bought a new fall suit of a most pronounced if not startling pattern, the coat being extra long and of no known relation to any current style (an idea of my own), to say nothing of such extras as patent leather shoes, ties, collars, a new pearl-gray hat  all purchased in view of this expected visit for her especial delectation! Although I had little money for what I considered the essentials of courtship  theater boxes, dinners and suppers at the best restaurants, flowers, candy  still I hoped to make an impression. Why shouldnt I? Being a newspaper man and an ex-dramatic editor, to say nothing of my rather close friendship with the present Republic critic, I could easily obtain theater tickets, although the exigencies of my work often prevented, as I discovered afterward, my accompanying her for more than an hour at a time.


CHAPTER XLIX

ON the day of her arrival I arrayed myself in my best, armed myself with flowers, candy and two tickets for the theater, and made my way out to her aunts in one of the simpler home streets in the west end. I was so fearful that my afternoon assignment should prove a barrier to my seeing her that day that I went to her as early as ten-thirty, intending to offer her the tickets and arrange to stop for her afterwards at the theater; or, failing that, to see her for a little while in the evening if my assignments permitted. I was so vain of my standing in her eyes, so anxious to make a good impression, that I was ashamed to confess that my reportorial duties made it difficult for me to see her at all. After my free days in Chicago I wanted her to think that I was more than a mere reporter, a sort of traveling correspondent and feature man, which in a way I was, only my superiors were determined to keep me for some reason in the ordinary reportorial class taking daily assignments as usual. Instead of confessing my difficulties I made a great show of freedom.

I found her in a small tree-shaded, cool-looking brick house, with a brick sidewalk before it and a space of grass on one side. Never did place seem more charming. I stared at it as one might at a shrine. Here at last was the temporary home of my beloved, and she was within!

I knocked, and an attractive slip of a girl (her niece, as I learned) answered. I was shown into a long, dustless, darkened parlor. After giving me time to weigh the taste and affluence of her relatives according to my standards, she arrived, the beloved, the beautiful. In view of many later sadder things, it seems that here at least I might attempt to do her full justice. She seemed exquisite to me then, a trim, agreeable sylph of a girl, with a lovely oval face, stark red hair braided and coiled after the fashion of a Greek head, a clear pink skin, long, narrow, almond-shaped, gray-blue eyes, delicate, graceful hands, a perfect figure, small well-formed feet. There was something of the wood or water nymph about her, a seeking in her eyes, a breath of wild winds in her hair, a scarlet glory to her mouth. And yet she was so obviously a simple and inexperienced country girl, caught firm and fast in American religious and puritanic traditions and with no hint in her mind of all the wild, mad ways of the world. Sometimes I have grieved that she ever met me, or that I so little understood myself as to have sought her out.

I first saw her, after this long time, framed in a white doorway, and she made a fascinating picture. Here, as in Chicago, she seemed shy, innocent, questioning, as one who might fly at the first sound. I gazed in admiration. Despite a certain something in her letters which had indirectly assured me of her affection or her desire for mine, still she held aloof, extending a cool hand and asking me to sit down, smiling tenderly and graciously. I felt odd, out of place, and yet wonderfully drawn to her, passionately interested. What followed by way of conversation I cannot remember now  talk of the Fair, I suppose, some of those we had known, her summer, mine. She took my roses and pinned some of them on, placing the rest in a jar. There was a piano here, and after a time she consented to play. In a moment, it seemed, it was twelve-thirty, and I had to go.

I walked on air. It seemed to me that I had never seen any one more beautiful  and I doubt now that I had. There was no reason to be applied to the thing: it was plain infatuation, a burning, consuming desire for her. If I had lost her then and there, or any time within a year thereafter, I should have deemed it the most amazing affair of my life.

I returned to the office and took some assignment, which I cut short at three-thirty in order to get back to the Grand Opera House to sit beside her. The play was an Irish love drama, with Chauncey Olcott, the singing comedian, in the title rôle. With her beside me I thought it perfect. Love! Ah, love! When the performance was ended I was ready to weep over the torturing beauty of life. Outside we found the matinée crowds, the carriages, the sense of autumn gayety and show in the air. A nearby ice-cream and candy store was crowded to suffocation. Young girls of the better families hummed like bees. Because of my poverty and uncertain station I felt depressed, at the same time pretending to a station which I felt to be most unreal. The mixture of ambition and uncertainty, pride, a gay coaxing in the air, added to the need to return to conventional toil  how these tortured me! Nothing surprises me now more than my driving emotions all through this period. I was as one possessed.

We parted at a street-car  when I wanted a carriage! We met at her aunts home at eight-thirty, because I saw an opportunity of deliberately evading an assignment. In this simple parlor I dreamed the wildest, the most fantastic dreams. She was the be-all and the end-all of my existence. Now I must work for her, wait for her, succeed for her! Her mediocre piano technique seemed perfect, her voice ideal! Never was such beauty, such color. St. Louis took on a glamour which it had never before possessed.... If only this love affair could have gone on to a swift fruition it would have been perfect, blinding.

But all the formalities, traditions, beliefs, of a conventional and puritanic region were in the way. Love, as it is in most places, and despite its consuming blaze, was a slow process. There must be many such visits, I knew, before I could even place an arm about her. I was to be permitted to take her to church, to concerts, the theater, a restaurant occasionally, but nothing more.

The next morning I went to church with her; the next afternoon unavoidable work kept me from her, but that night I shirked and stayed with her until eleven. The next morning, since she had to catch an early train for Florissant, I slept late, but during the next two weeks (she could not come oftener, having to spend one Sunday with her folks, as she referred to them) I poured forth my amazement and delight on reams of thin paper. I wonder now where they are. Once there was a trunk full.

Perhaps the most interesting effect of this sudden fierce passion was the heightened color it lent to everything. Never before had I realized quite so clearly the charm of life as life, its wondrous singing, its intense appeal. I remember witnessing a hanging about this time, standing beside the murderer when the trap was sprung, and being horrified, sickened to death, yet when I returned to the office and there was a letter from her  the world was perfect once more, no evil or pain in it! I followed up the horrors of a political catastrophe, in which a city treasurer shot himself to escape the law  but a letter from her, and the world was beautiful. A negro in an outlying county assaulted a girl, and I arrived in time to see him lynched, but walking in the wood afterward, away from the swinging body, I thought of her  and life contained not a single ill. Such is infatuation. If I had been alive before, now I was more than alive. I tingled all over with longing and aspiration  to be an editor, a publisher, a playwright  I know not what. The simple homes I had dreamed over before as representing all that was charming and soothing and shielding were now twice as attractive. Love, all its possibilities, paraded before my eyes, a gorgeous, fantastic procession. Love! Love! The charm of a home in which it would find its most appropriate setting! The brooding tenderness of it! Its healing force against the blows of ordinary life! To be married, to have your beloved with you, to have a charming home to which to return of an evening, or at any hour, sick or well! I was young, in good health and spirits. In a few years I should be neither so young nor so vital. Age would descend, cold, gray, thin, passionless. This glorious, glorious period of love, desire, would be gone, and then what? Ah, and then what! If I did not achieve now and soon all that I desired in the way of tenderness, fortune, beauty  now when I was young and could enjoy it  my chance would once and for all be over. I should be helpless. Youth would come no more! Love would come no more! But now  now  life was sounding, singing, urging, teasing; but also it was running away fast, and what was I doing about it? What could I do?

The five months which followed were a period of just such color and mood, the richest period of rank romanticism I have ever endured. At times I could laugh, at others sigh, over the incidents of this period, for there is as little happiness in love as there is out of it, at least in my case. If I had only known myself I might have seen, and that plainly, that it was not any of the charming conventional things which this girl represented but her charming physical self that I craved. The world, as I see it now, has trussed itself up too helplessly with too many strings of convention, religion, dogma. It has accepted too many rules, all calculated for the guidance of individuals in connection with the propagation and rearing of children, the conquest and development of this planet. This is all very well for those who are interested in that, but what of those who are not? Is it everybodys business to get married and accept all the dictates of conventional society  that is, bear and rear children according to a given social or religious theory? Cannot the world have too much of mere breeding? Are two billion wage slaves, for instance, more advantageous than one billion, or one billion more than five hundred million? Or is an unconquered planet less interesting than a conquered one? Isnt the mere contact of love, if it produces ideas, experiences, tragedies even, as important as raising a few hundred thousand coal miners, railroad hands or heroes destined to be eventually ground or shot in some contest with autocratic or capitalistic classes? And, furthermore, I am inclined to suspect that the monogamous standard to which the world has been tethered much too harshly for a thousand years or more now is entirely wrong. I do not believe that it is Natures only or ultimate way of continuing or preserving itself. Nor am I inclined to accept the belief that it produces the highest type of citizen. The ancient world knew little of strict monogamy, and some countries today are still without it. Even in our religious or moralistic day we are beginning to see less and less of its strict enforcement. (Fifty thousand divorces in one State in one year is but a straw.) It is a product, I suspect, of intellectual lethargy or dullness, a mental incapacity for individuality. What we have achieved is a vast ruthless machine for the propagation of people far beyond the worlds need, even its capacity to support decently. In special cases, where the strong find themselves, we see more of secret polygamy and polyandry than is suspected by the dull and the ignorant. Economic opportunity, plus love or attraction, arranges all this, all the churches, laws, disasters to the contrary notwithstanding. Love or desire, where economic conditions permit, will and does find a way.

Here I was dreaming of all the excellencies of which the conventionalists prate in connection with home, peace, stability and the like, anxious to put my neck under that yoke, when in reality what I really wanted, and the only thing that my peculiarly erratic and individual disposition would permit, was mental and personal freedom. I did not really want any such conventional girl at all, and if I had clearly understood what it all meant I might have been only too glad to give her up. What I wanted was the joy of possessing her without any of the hindrances or binding chains of convention and monogamy, but she would none of it. This unsatisfied desire, added to a huge world-sorrow over life itself, the richness and promise of the visible scene, the sting and urge of its beauty, the briefness of our days, the uncertainty of our hopes, the smallness of our capacity to achieve or consume where so much is, produced an intense ache and urge which endured until I left St. Louis. I was so staggered by the promise and the possibilities of life, at the same time growing more and more doubtful of my capacity to achieve anything, that I was falling into a profound sadness. Yet I was only twenty-two, and between these thoughts would come intense waves of do and dare: I was to be all that I fancied, achieve all that I dreamed. As a contrast to all these thoughts, fancies, and depressions, I indulged in a heavy military coat of the most disturbing length, a wide-brimmed Stetson hat, Southern style, gloves, a cane, soft pleated shirts  a most outré equipment for all occasions including those on which I could call upon her or take her to a theater or restaurant. I remember one Saturday morning, when I was on my way to see my lady love and had stopped at the Olympic to secure two seats, meeting a dapper, rather flashy newspaper man. I had on the military coat, and the hat, a pair of bright yellow gloves, narrow-toed patent leather shoes, a ring, a pin, a suit brighter than his own, a cane, and I was carrying a bouquet of roses. I was about to take a street-car out to her place, not being prosperous enough to hire a carriage.

Well, for  sake, old man, whats up? he called, seizing me by the arm. Youre not getting married, are you?

Aw, cut the comedy! I replied, or words to that effect. Cant a fellow put on any decent clothes in this town without exciting the natives? Whats wrong?

Nothing, nothing, he replied apologetically. You look swell. You got on more dog than ever I see a newspaper man around here pull. You must be getting along! How are things at the Republic, anyhow?

We now conversed more affably. He touched the coat gingerly and with interest, felt of the quality of the cloth, looked me up and down, seemingly with admiration  more likely with amazement  shook his head approvingly and said: Some class, I must say. Youre right there, sport, with the raiment, and walked off.

It was in this style that I prosecuted my quest. For my ordinary days labor I wore other clothes, but sometimes, when stealing a march on my city editor Saturday afternoons or Sundays or evenings, I had to perform a lightning change act in order to get into my finery, pay my visit, and still get back to the office between eleven and twelve, or before six-thirty, in my ordinary clothes. Sometimes I changed as many as three times in one afternoon or evening. My room being near here facilitated this. A little later, when I was more experienced, I aided myself to this speed by wearing all but the coat and hat, an array in which I never presumed to enter the office. Even my ultra impressive suit and my shoes, shirts and ties attracted attention.

Gee whiz, Mr. Dreiser! my pet office boy at the Republic once remarked to me as I entered in this array, you certainly look as though you ought to own the paper! The boss dont look like you.

Wandell, Williams, the sporting editor, the religious editor, the dramatic editor, all eyed me with evident curiosity. You certainly are laying it on thick these days, Williams genially remarked, beaming on me with his one eye.

As for my lady love  well, I reached the place where I could hold her hand, put my arms about her, kiss her, but never could I induce her to sit upon my lap. That was reserved for a much later date.


CHAPTER L

ALL love transports contain an element of the ridiculous, I presume, but to each how very important. I will pass mine over with what I have already said, save this: that each little variation in her costume, however slight, in her coiffure, or the way she looked or walked amid new surroundings, all seemed to re-emphasize the perfection that I had discovered and was so fortunate as to possess. She gave me her photograph, which I framed in silver and hung in my room. I begged for a lock of her hair, and finding a bit of blue ribbon that I knew belonged to her purloined that. She would not allow me to visit at Florissant, where she taught, being bashful about confessing this new relationship, but nevertheless, on several Sundays when she was at her home up the State I visited this glorious region, hallowed by her presence, and tried to decide for myself just where she lived and taught  her sacred rooms! A little later an exposition or State Fair was held in the enormous exposition building at Fourteenth and Olive streets, and here, when the Sousa concerts were first on, and later when the gay Veiled Prophets festivities began (a sort of Roman Harvest rejoicing, winding up with a great parade and ball), I saw more of her than ever before. It was during this time, in a letter, that she confessed that she loved me. Before this, however, seeing that I made no progress in any other way, being allowed no intimacy beyond an occasional stolen kiss, I had proposed to her and been accepted with a kind of morbid formalism. I had had to ask her in the most definite way and be formally accepted as her affianced husband. Thereafter I squandered my last cent to purchase a diamond ring at wholesale, secured through a friend on the Globe, and then indeed I felt myself set up in the world, as one who was destined to tread the conventional and peaceful ways of the majority.

Yet in spite of my profound infatuation I was still able to see beauty in other women and be moved by it. The chemical attractions and repulsions which draw us away from one and to another are beginning to be more clearly understood in these days and to undermine our more formal notions of stability and order, but even at that time this variation in myself might have taught me to look with suspicion on my own emotions. I think I did imagine that I was a scoundrel in harboring lusts after other women, when I was so deeply involved with this one, but I told myself that I must be peculiarly afflicted in this way, that all men were not so, that I myself should and probably would hold myself in check eventually, etc.; all of which merely proves how disjointed and non-self-understanding can be the processes of the human mind. Not only do we fail to see ourselves as others see us but we have not the faintest conception of ourselves as we really are.

An incident which might have proved to me how shallow was the depth of my supposed feeling, and that it was nothing more than a strong sex-desire, was this:  One night about twelve a telephone message to the Republic stated that on a branch extension of one of the car lines, about seven or eight miles from the city, a murder had just been committed. Three negroes entering a lone Owl car, which ran from the city terminus to a small village had shot and killed the conductor and fired on the motorman. A young girl who had been on board, the only passenger, had escaped by the front door and had not since been heard of  or so the telephone message stated. As I happened to be in the office at the time, the story was assigned to me.

By good luck I managed to catch a twelve oclock theater car and arrived at the end of the line at twelve-forty, where I learned that the body of the dead man had been transferred to his home at some point farther out, and that a posse of male residents of the region had already been organized and were now helping the police to search this country round for the negroes. When I asked about the girl who had been on board one of the men at the barn exclaimed: Sure, shes a wonder! You want to tell about her. She hunted up a house, borrowed a horse, and notified everybody along the route. Shes the one that first phoned the news.

Here was a story indeed. Midnight, a murder, dark woods, lonely country. A girl flees from three murderous, drunken negroes, borrows a horse, and tells all the countryside. What more could a newspaper man want? I was all ears. Now if she were only good-looking!

I now realized that my first duty was not so much to see the body of the dead man and interview his wife, although that was an item not to be neglected, or the motorman who had escaped with his life, although he was here and told me all that had happened quite accurately, but this girl, this heroine, who, they said, was no more than seventeen or eighteen.

The car in which the murder had been committed was here in the barn. The blood-stains of the victim were still to be seen on the floor. I took this car, which was now carrying a group of detectives, a doctor and some other officials, to the dead mans house, or to the house of the girl, I forget which. When I arrived there I discovered that a large comfortable residence some little distance beyond the home of the dead man was the scene of all news and activity, for here it was that the body of the conductor had been carried, and from here the girl had taken a horse and ridden far and wide to call others to her aid. When I hurried up to the door she had returned and was holding a sort of levee. The large living-room was crowded, and in the center, under the flare of a hanging lamp, was this maiden, rather pretty, with her hair brushed straight back from her forehead, and her face alight with the intensity of her recent experiences and actions. I drew near and surveyed her over the shoulders of the others as she talked, finally getting close enough to engage her in direct conversation, as was my duty. She was very simple in manner and speech  not quite the dashing heroine I had imagined yet attractive enough. For my benefit, and possibly for the dozenth time, she narrated all that had befallen her from the time she boarded the car until she had leaped from the front step after the shot and hid in the wood, finding her way to this house eventually and borrowing a horse to notify others, because, for one thing, there was no telephone here, and for another there was no man at home at the time who could have gone for her. With a kind of naïf enthusiasm she explained to me that once the shot had been fired and the conductor had fallen face down in the car (he had come in to rebuke these boisterous blacks, who were addressing bold remarks to her), she was cold with fright, but that after she had left the car she felt calmer and determined to do something to aid in the capture of the murderers. Hiding behind bushes, she had seen the negroes dash out of the rear door of the car and run back along the track into the darkness, and had then hurried in the other direction, coming to this house and summoning aid.... It was a fine story, her ride in the darkness and how people rose to come out and help her. I made copious notes in my mind, took her name and address, visited the conductors wife, who was a little distance away, and then hurried to the nearest telephone to communicate my news.

During this conversation with the girl I made an impression on her. As we talked I had drawn quite close and my enthusiasm for her deed had drawn forth various approving smiles and exclamations. When I took her address I said I should like to know more of her, and she smiled and said: Well, you can see me any time tomorrow, This was Saturday night.

The Republic at this time had instituted what it called a reward for heroism medal to be given to whosoever should perform a truly heroic deed during the current year within the city or its immediate suburbs. Thinking over this girls deed as I went along, and wondering how I should proceed in the matter of retaining her interest, I thought of this medal and asked myself why it should not be given to her. She was certainly worthy of it. Plainly she was a hero, riding thus in the darkness and in the face of such a crime  and good-looking too!  and eighteen! After I had reached the office and written a most glowing account of all this for the late edition, I decided to speak to Wandell the next day, and did. He fell in with the idea at once.

A fine idea, he squeaked shrilly. Bully  well do that! Youll have to go back, though, and see whether shell accept it. Sometimes these people wont stand for all this notoriety stuff, you know. But if she does  By the way, he asked quickly, is she good-looking?

Sure, I replied enthusiastically. Shes very good-looking  a beauty, I think.

Well, if thats the case all the better. She must be made to give you a picture. Dont let her crawl out of that, even if you have to bring her down here or take her to a photographer. If she accepts Ill order the medal tomorrow, and you can write the whole thing up. Itll make a fine Sunday feature, eh? Dreisers girl hero! What!

This medal idea was just the thing to take me back to her, the excuse I needed and one that ought to bring her close to me if anything could. For the time being, I had forgotten all about Miss W  and her charms. She came into my mind, but it was so all-important for me to follow up this new interest  one that I could manage quite as well as not, along with the other. I dressed in my very best clothes the next morning, excluding the amazing coat, and sallied forth to find my heroine. After considerable difficulty I managed to place her in a very simple home on what had once been a farm. Her father, who opened the door, was a German of the most rigid and austere mien  a Lutheran, I think  her mother a simple and pleasant-looking fat hausfrau. In the garish noon light my heroine was neither so melodramatic nor so poignant as she had seemed the night before. There was something less alive and less delicate in her composition, mental and physical, and yet she was by no means dull. Perhaps she lacked the excitement and the crowd. She had a peculiar mouth, a little wide but sweet, and a most engaging smile. Incidentally, it now developed that she had a younger sister, darker, more graceful, almost more attractive than herself.

The two of them, as I soon found upon entering into conversation, offered that same problem in American life that so many children of foreign-born parents do. Although by no means poor, they were restless, if not unhappy, in their state. The old German father was one of those stern religionists and moralists who plainly had always held, or tried to hold, his two children in severest check. At the same time, as was obvious, this keen strident American life was calling to them as never had his fatherland to him. They were both intensely alive and eager for adventure. Never before, apparently, had they seen a reporter, never been so close to a really truly thrilling tragedy. And Gunda  that was my heroines name  had actually been a part of it  how, she could now scarcely think. Her parents were not at all stirred by her triumph or the publicity that attached to it. In spite of the fact that her father owned this property and was sufficiently well-placed to maintain her in school or idleness (American style), she was already a clerk in one of the great stores of the city, and her sister was also preparing to go to work, having just left school.

I cannot tell how, but in a few moments we three were engaged in a most ardent conversation. There was an old fireplace in this house with some blazing wood in it, and before this we sat and laughed and chattered, while I explained just what was wanted. Their mother and father did not even remain in the room. I could see that the younger sister was for urging Gunda on to any gayety or flirtation, and was herself eager to share in one. It ended by my suggesting that they both come down to dinner with me some evening  a suggestion which they welcomed with enthusiasm but explained that it would have to be done under the rose. Their father was so old-fashioned that he would not allow them to take up with any one so swiftly, would not even allow them to have any beaux in the house. But they could meet me, and stay in town all night with friends. Gunda laughed, and the younger sister clapped her hands for joy.

I made a most solemn statement of what was wanted to the parents, secured two photographs of Gunda, and departed, having arranged to see them the following Wednesday at seven at one of the prominent corners of the city.


CHAPTER LI

CONCERNING these two girls and their odd, unsophisticated, daring point of view and love of life, I have always had the most confused feelings. They were crazy and starving for something different from what they knew. What had become of all the staid and dull sobriety of their parents in this queer American atmosphere? The old people had no interest in or patience with any such restlessness. As for their two girls, it would have been as easy to seduce one or both of them, in the happy, seeking mood in which they met me, as to step off a car. Plainly they liked me, both of them. My conquest was so easy that it detracted from the charm. The weaker sex, in youth at least, has to be sought to be worth while. I began to question whether I should proceed in this matter as fast as they seemed to wish.

Now that they had made friends with me, I liked them both. When we met the following Wednesday evening, and I had taken them to a commonplace restaurant, I was a little puzzled to know what to do with them, rarely having a whole evening to myself. Finally I invited them to my room, wondering if they would come. It seemed a great adventure to me, most daring, but I could not quite make up my mind which of the two I preferred. Just the same they came with me, looking on the proceeding as a great and delicious adventure. As we came along Broadway in the dark after dinner they hung on my arms, laughing and jesting at what their parents would think, and when we went up the dimly lighted stair, an old, wide, squeaky flight, they chortled over the fun and mystery of it all. The room was nothing much  the same old books, hangings and other trifles  but it seemed to please them greatly. What pleased them most was the fact that one could go and come without attracting any attention. They browsed about at first, and I, never having been confronted by just this situation before and being still backward, did little or nothing save discuss generalities. The one I had most favored (the heroine) was more retiring than the younger, less feverish but still gay. I could only be with them from seven to ten-thirty, but they intimated that they would come again when they could stay as late as I chose. The suggestion was too obvious and I lost interest. Soon I told them I had to go back to the office and took them to a car. A few days later I took the medal to Gunda at the store, where she received it with much pleasure, asking where I had been and when she was to see me again. I made an appointment for another day, which I never kept. It meant, as I reasoned it out, that I should have to go further with her and her sister, but not being sufficiently impelled or courageous I dropped the whole matter. Then, because Miss W  now seemed more significant than ever, I returned to her with a fuller devotion than ever before.

Owing to a driving desire to get on, to do something, to be more than I was and have all the pleasures I craved at once, there now set in a period of mental dissatisfaction and unrest which eventually took me out of St. Louis and the West, and resulted in a period of stress and distress. Sometimes I really believe that certain lives are predestined to undergo a given group of experiences, else why the unconscionable urge to move and be away which drives some people like the cuts of a lash? Aside from the question of salary, there was, as I see it now, little reason for the fierce and gnawing pains that assailed me, and toward the last even this question of salary was not a factor; for my employers, learning that I was about to leave, were quick enough to offer me more money as well as definite advancement. By then, however, my self-dissatisfaction had become so great that nothing short of a larger salary and higher position than they could afford to give me would have detained me. Toward the last I seemed to be obsessed by the idea of leaving St. Louis and going East. New York  or, at least other cities east of this one, seemed to call me far more than anything the West had to offer.

And now, curiously, various things seemed to combine to drive or lure me forth, things as clear in retrospect as they were indistinguishable and meaningless then. One of these forces, aside from that of being worthy of my new love and lifting her to some high estate which then possessed me, was John Maxwell who had done me such an inestimable service in Chicago when I was trying to break into the newspaper business, and who had now arrived on the scene with the hope of connecting with St. Louis journalism. Fat, cynical, Cyclopean John! Was ever a more Nietzschean mind in a more amiable body! His doctrine of ruthless progress, as I now clearly saw, was so tall and strident, whereas his personal modus operandi was so compellingly genial, human, sympathetic. He was forever talking about burning, slaying, shoving people out of ones path, doing the best thing by oneself and the like, while at the same time actually extending a helping hand to almost everybody and doing as little to advantage himself personally as any man I ever knew. It was all theory, plus an inherent desire to expound. His literary admirations were of a turgidly sentimental or romantic character, as, for instance, Jean Valjean of Les Misérables, and the good bishop; Père Goriot, Camille, poor Smike in Nicholas Nickleby; and, of all things, and yet quite like him in judgment, the various novels of Hall Caine (The Bondman, The Christian, The Deemster).

My boy! he used to say to me, with a fat and yet wholly impressive vehemence that I could not help admiring whether I agreed with him or not, that character of Jean Valjean is one of the greatest in the world  a masterpiece  and Ill tell you why and he would then begin to enlarge upon the moral beauty of Valjean carrying the wounded Marius through the sewer, his taking up and caring for the poor degraded mother, abandoned by the students of Paris, his gentle and forgiving attitude toward all poverty and crime.

The amusing thing about all this was, of course, that in the next breath he would reiterate that all men were dogs and thieves, that in all cases one had to press ones advantage to the limit and trust nobody, that one must burn, cut, slay, if one wished to succeed. Once I said to him, still under the delusion that the world might well be full of tenderness, charity, honesty and the like: John, you dont really believe all that. Youre not as hard as you say.

The hell Im not! The trouble with you is that you dont know me. Youre just a cub yet, Theodore, and his face wore that adorable, fat, cynical smirk, full of college notions of virtue and charity, and all that guff. You think that because I helped you a little in Chicago all men are honest, kind, and true. Well, youll have to stow that pretty soon. Youre getting along now, and whatever you think other people ought to do youll find it wont be very convenient to do it yourself  see? And he smirked angelically once more. To me, in spite of what he said, he seemed anything but hard or mean.

Being in hard lines, he had come to St. Louis, not at my suggestion but at that of Dunlap and Brady, both of whom no doubt assured him that I could secure him a position instanter. I began to think what if anything I could do to help him, but so overawed was I still by his personality that I felt that nothing would do for him less than a place as copy-reader or assistant city editor  and that was a very difficult matter indeed, really beyond my local influence. I was too young and too inexperienced to recommend anybody for such a place, although my Chicago friends had come to imagine that I could do anything here. I had the foolish notion that John would speak to me about it, but so sensitive was he, I presume, on the subject of what was due from me to him that he thought (I am merely guessing) that I should bestir myself without any direct word. He had been here for days, I later learned, without even coming near me. He had gone to a hotel, and in a few days sent word by Dunlap, with whom he was now on the most intimate terms, that he was in town and looking for a place. I assume now that it was but the part of decency for me to have hurried to call on him, but so different was my position now and so hurried was I with a number of things that I never even thought of doing it at once. I fancied that he would come to the office with Dunlap, or that a day or two would make no difference. At the end of the second day after Dunlap spoke to me of his being here the latter said: Dont you want to come along with me and see John?

I was delighted at the invitation and that same evening followed Dunlap to Johns hotel room. It was a curious meeting, full of an odd diffidence on my part and I know not what on his. From others he had gathered the idea that I was successful here and therefore in a position to be uppish, whereas I was really in a most humble and affectionate frame of mind toward him. He met me with a most cynical, leering expression, which by no means put me at ease. He seemed at once reproachful, antagonistic and contemptuous.

Well, he began at once, I hear youre making a big hit down here, Theodore. Everythings coming your way now, eh?

Oh, not so good as that, John, I said. I dont think Ive done so wonderfully well. I hear you want to stay here; have you found anything yet?

Not a thing, he smiled. I havent been trying very hard, I guess.

I told him what I knew of St. Louis, how things went generally, and offered to give him letters or personal introductions to McCullagh, a managing editor on the Chronicle, to Wandell, and several others. He thanked me, and then I invited him to come and live in my room, which he declined at the time, taking instead a room next door to mine on the same floor  largely because it was inexpensive and central and not, I am sure, because it was near me. Here he stayed nearly a month, during which time he doubtless made efforts to find something to do, which I also did. Suddenly he was gone, and a little later, and much to my astonishment, Dunlap informed me that he had concluded that I had been instrumental in keeping him from obtaining work here! This he had deduced not so much from anything he knew or had heard, but by some amazing process of reversal; since I was much beholden to him and in a position to assist him, I, by some perversion of nature, would resent his coming and would do everything in my power to keep him out!

No event in my life ever gave me a queerer sense of being misunderstood and defeated. Of all the people I knew, I would rather have aided Maxwell than any one else. Because I felt so sure that I could not recommend him for anything good enough for him, I felt ashamed to try. I did the little I could, but after a while he left without bidding me good-by.

But before he went there were many gatherings in his room or mine, and always he assumed the same condescending and bantering tone toward me that he had used in Chicago, which made me feel as though he thought my present standing a little too good for me. And yet at times, in his more cheerful moods, he seemed the same old John, tender, ranting, filled with a sincere desire for the welfare of any untutored beginner, and only so restless and irritable now because he was meshed in financial difficulties.

At that, he attempted to do me one more service, which, although I did not resent it very much, I completely misunderstood. This was in regard to Miss W  , whose photo graph he now saw and whose relation to me he gathered to be serious, although what he said related more to my whole future than to her. One day he walked into my room and saw the picture of my love hanging on the wall. He paused first to examine it.

Whos this? he inquired curiously.

I can see him yet, without coat or waistcoat, suspenders down, his fat stomach pulled in tightly by the waistband of his trousers, his fat face pink with health, his hair tousled on his fine round head.

Thats the girl Im engaged to, I announced proudly. Im going to marry her one of these days when I get on my feet. Then, lover-like, I began to expatiate on her charms, while he continued to study the photograph.

Have you any idea how old she is? he queried, looking up with that queer, cynical, unbelieving look of his.

Oh, about my age.

Oh hell! he said roughly. Shes older than that. Shes five or six years older than you. What do you want to get married for anyhow? Youre just a kid yet. Everythings before you. Youre only now getting a start. Now you want to go and tie yourself up so you cant move!

He ambled over to the window and stared out. Then he sank comfortably into one of my chairs, while I uttered some fine romantic bosh about love, a home, not wanting to wander around the world all my days alone. As I talked he contemplated me with one of those audacious smirky leers of his, as irritating and disconcerting an expression as I have seen on any face.

Oh hell, Theodore! he remarked finally, as if to sweep away all I had said. Then after a time he added, as if addressing the world in general: If theres a bigger damn fool than a young newspaper man in or out of love, let me know. Here you are, just twenty-one, just starting out. You come down here from Chicago and get a little start, and the first thing you want to do is to load yourself up with a wife, and in a year or so two or three kids. Now I know damned well, he went on, no doubt noting the look of easy toleration on my part, that what Im going to say wont make you like me any better, but Im going to say it anyhow. Youre like all these young newspaper scouts: the moment you get a start you think you know it all. Well, Theodore, youve got a long time to live and a lot of things to learn. I had something to do with getting you into this game, and thats the only reason Im talking to you now. Id like to see you go on and not make a mistake. In the first place youre too young to get married, and in the second, as I said before, that girl is five years older than you if shes a day. I think shes older, and he went over and re-examined the picture, while I spluttered, insisting that he was crazy, that she was no more than two years older if so much. Along with this, he went on, completely ignoring my remarks, shes one of these middle-West girls, all right for life out here but no good for the newspaper game or you. Ive been through all that myself. Just remember, my boy, that Im ten years older than you. She belongs to some church, I suppose?

Methodist, I replied ruefully.

I knew it! But Im not knocking her; Im not saying that she isnt pretty and virtuous, but I do say that shes older than you, and narrow. Why, man, you dont know your own mind yet. You dont know where youll want to go or what youll want to do. In ten years from now youll be thirty-two, and shell be thirty-seven or more, believing and feeling things that will make you tired. Youll never agree with her  or if you do, so much the worse for you. What she wants is a home and children and a steady provider, and what you really want is freedom to go and do as you please, only you dont know it.

Now Ive watched you, Theodore, and I hear what people down here say about you, and I think you have something ahead of you if you dont make a fool of yourself. But if you marry now  and a conventional and narrow woman at that, one older than you  youre gone. Shell cause you endless trouble. In three or four years youll have children, and youll get a worried, irritated point of view. Take my advice. Run with girls if you want to, but dont marry. Now Ive said my say, and you can do as you damned please.

He smirked genially and condescendingly once more, and I felt very much impressed and put down. After all, I feared, in spite of my slushy mood, that what he said was true, that it would be best for me to devote myself solely to work and study and let women alone. But also I knew that I couldnt.

The next time my beloved came to the city I decided to sound her on the likelihood of my changing, differing. We were walking along a leaf-strewn street, the red, brown, yellow and green leaves thick on the brick walk, of a gray November afternoon.

And what would you do then? I asked, referring to my fear of changing, not caring for her any longer.

She meditated for a while, kicking the leaves and staring at the ground without looking up. Finally she surveyed me with clear appealing blue-gray eyes.

But you wont, she said. Lets not think of anything like that any more. We wont, will we?

Her tone was so tender and appealing that it moved me tremendously. She had this power over me, and retained it for years, of appealing to my deepest emotions. I felt so sorry for her  for life  even then. It was as if all that Maxwell had said was really true. She was different, older; she might never understand me. But this craving for her  what to do about that? All love, the fiercest passions, might cool and die out, but how did that help me then? In the long future before me should I not regret having given her up, never to have carried to fruition this delicious fever? I thought so.

For weeks thereafter my thoughts were colored by the truth of all John had said. She would never give herself to me without marriage, and here I was, lonely and financially unable to take her, and spiritually unable to justify my marriage to her even if I were. The tangle of life, its unfairness and indifference to the moods and longings of any individual, swept over me once more, weighing me down far beyond the power of expression. I felt like one condemned to carry a cross, and very unwilling and unhappy in doing it. The delirious painful meetings went on and on. I suffered untold tortures from my desires and my dreams. And they were destined never to be fulfilled..  .  . Glorious fruit that hangs upon the vine too long, and then decays!

Another thing that happened at this time and made a great impression, tending more firmly than even Maxwells remarks to alter my point of view and make me feel that I must leave St. Louis and go on, was the arrival in the city of my brother Paul, who, as the star of a claptrap melodrama entitled The Danger Signal, now put in an appearance. He was one of my four brothers now out in the world making their own way and of them all by far the most successful. I had not seen him since my newspaper days in Chicago two years before. He was then in another play, The Tin Soldier, by the reigning farceur, Hoyt. His had not been the leading rôle at that time, but somehow his skill as a comedian had pushed him into that rôle. Previously he had leading parts in such middle-class plays as A Midnight Bell,

The Two Johns and other things of that sort, as well as being an end man in several famous minstrel shows.

Now in this late November or early December, walking along South Sixth Street in the region of the old Havlin Theater, where all the standard melodramas of the time played, I was startled to see his face and name staring at me from a billboard. Ah, I thought, my famous brother! Now these people will know whether our family amounts to anything or not! Waitll they hear he is my brother!

His picture on the billboard recalled so many pleasant memories of him, his visits home, his kindness to and intense love for my mother, how in my tenth year he had talked of my being a writer (Heaven only knows why), and how once on one of his visits home, when I was fourteen, he had set me to the task of composing a humorous essay which he felt sure I could write! Willingly and singingly I essayed it, but when I chose the ancient topic of the mule and its tendency to kick his face fell, and he tried to show me in the gentlest way possible how hackneyed that was and to put me on the track of doing something original..  .  . Now after all this time, and scarcely knowing whether or not he knew I was here, I was to see him once more, to make clear to him my worldly improvement. I do not say it to boast, but I honestly think there was more joy in the mere thought of seeing him again than there was in showing him off and getting a little personal credit because of his success.


CHAPTER LII

As I look back upon my life now I realize clearly that of all the members of our family subsequent to my mothers death, the only one who, without quite understanding me, still sympathized with my intellectual and artistic point of view  and that most helpfully and at times practically  was my brother Paul. Despite the fact that all my other brothers were much better able intellectually than he to appreciate the kind of thing I was tending toward mentally, his was the sympathy that buoyed me up. I do not think he understood, even in later years (long after I had written Sister Carrie, for instance), what I was driving at. His world was that of the popular song, the middle-class actor or comedian, the middle-class comedy, and such humorous esthetes of the writing world as Bill Nye, Petroleum V. Nasby, and the authors of the Spoopendyke Papers and Samantha at Saratoga. As far as I could make out  and I say this in no lofty, condescending spirit  he was full of simple middle-class romance, middle-class humor, middle-class tenderness, and middle-class grossness  all of which I am very free to say I admire. After all, we cannot all be artists, statesmen, generals, thieves or financiers. Some of us, the large majority, have to be just plain everyday middle-class, and a very comfortable state it is under any decent form of government.

But there is so very much more to be said of him, things which persistently lift him in my memory to a height far more appealing and important than hundreds of greater and surer fame. For my brother was a humorist of so tender and delicate a mold that to speak of him as a mere middle-class artist or middle-class thinker and composer, would be to do him a gross injustice and miss the entire significance and flavor of his being. His tenderness and sympathy, a very human appreciation of the weakness and errors as well as the toils and tribulations of most of us, was his most outstanding and engaging quality and gave him a very definite force and charm. Admitting that he had an intense, possibly an undue fondness for women (I have never been able to discover just where the dividing line is to be drawn in such matters), a frivolous, childish, horse-play sense of humor at times, still he had other qualities that were positively adorable. That sunny disposition, that vigorous, stout body and nimble mind, those smiling sweet blue eyes, that air of gayety and wellbeing that was with him nearly all the time, even at the most trying times! Life seemed to bubble in him. Hope sprang upward like a fountain. You felt in him a capacity to do (in his limited field), an ability to achieve, whether he was succeeding at the moment or not. Never having the least power to interpret anything in a high musical way, still he was always full of music of a tender, sometimes sad, sometimes gay kind, the ballad-maker of a nation. For myself, I was always fascinated by this skill of his, the lovable art that attempts to interpret sorrow and pleasure in terms of song, however humble. And on the stage, how, in a crude way, by mere smile and gesture, he could make an audience laugh! I have seen houses crowded to the ceiling with middle-or lower-class people, shop girls and boys, factory hands and the like, who tittered continuously at his every move. He seemed to radiate a kind of comforting sunshine and humor without a sharp edge or sting (satire was entirely beyond him), a kind of wilding asininity, your true clown in cap and bells, which caused even my morbid soul to chortle by the hour. Already he was a composer of a certain type of melodramatic and tearful yet land-sweeping songs (The Letter That Never Came, The Pardon Came Too Late, I Believe It for My Mother Told Me So, The Bowery). (Let those who wish to know him better read of him in Twelve Men: My Brother Paul.)

Well, this was my brother Paul, the same whom I have described as stout, gross, sensual, and all of these qualities went hand-in-hand. I have no time here for more than the briefest glimpse, the faintest echo. I should like to write a book about him  the wonderful, the tender! But now he was coming to St. Louis, and in my youthful, vainglorious way I was determined to show him what I was. He should be introduced to Peter, Dick and Rodenberger, my cronies. I would have a feast in my room after the theater in his honor. I would give another, a supper at Fausts, then the leading restaurant of St. Louis, of a gay Bohemian character, and invite Wandell, Dunlap, my managing editor (I can never think of his name), Bassford, the dramatic editor, and Peter, Dick and Rodenberger. I proposed to bring my love to his theater some afternoon or evening and introduce him to her.

I hurried to the office of the Globe to find Dick and Peter and tell them my news and plans. They were very much for whatever it was I wanted to do, and eager to meet Paul of course. Also, within the next twenty-four hours I had written to Miss W  , and told Wandell, Bassford, the managing editor and nearly everybody else. I dropped in at Fausts to get an estimate on the kind of dinner I thought he would like, having the head-waiter plan it for me, and then eagerly awaited his arrival.

Sunday morning came, and I called at the theater at about eleven, and found him on the stage of this old theater entirely surrounded by trunks and scenery. There was with him at the moment a very petite actress, the female star of the company, who, as I later learned, was one of his passing flames. He was stout as ever, and dressed in the most engaging Broadway fashion: a suit of good cloth and smart cut, a fur coat, a high hat and a gold-headed cane  in short, all the earmarks of prosperity and comfort. What a wonderful thing he and this stage world, even this world of claptrap melodrama, seemed to me at the time. I felt on the instant somehow as though I were better established in the world than I thought, to be thus connected with one who traveled all over the country. The whole world seemed to come closer because of him.

Hello! he called, plainly astonished. Whered you come from? and then seeing that I was better dressed and poised mentally than he had ever known me, he looked me over in an odd, slightly doubting way, as a stranger might, and then introduced me to his friend. Seeing him apparently pleased by my arrival and eager to talk with me, she quickly excused herself, saying she had to go on to her hotel; then he fell to asking me questions as to how I came to be here, how I was getting along. I am sure he was slightly puzzled and possibly disturbed by my sharp change from a shy, retiring boy to one who examined him with the chill and weighing eye of the newspaper man. To me, all of a sudden, he was not merely one whom I had to like because he was my brother or one who knew more about life than I  rather less, I now thought, quickly gathering his intellectual import, but because of his character solely. I might like or dislike that as I chose. He reminded me now a great deal of my mother, and I could not help recalling how loving and generous he had always been with her. Instantly he appealed to me as the simple, home-loving mother-boy that he was. It brought him so close to me that I was definitely and tenderly drawn to him. I could feel how fine and generous he really was. Even then although I doubt very much whether he liked me at first, finding me so brash and self-sufficient, still, so simple and communistic were the laws by which his charming mind worked, he at once accepted me as a part of the family and so of himself, a brother, one of mothers boys. How often have I heard him say in regard to some immediate relative concerning whom an acrimonious debate might be going forward, After all, hes your brother, isnt he? or Shes your sister, as though mere consanguinity should dissolve all dissatisfactions and tages! Isnt there something humanly sweet about that, in the face of all the cold, decisive conclusions of this world?


CHAPTER LIII

WELL, such was my brother Paul and now he was here. Never before was he so much my dear brother as now. So generally admirable was he that I should have liked him quite as much had he been no relative. After a few moments of explanation as to my present state I offered to share my room with him for the period of his stay, but he declined. Then I offered to take him to lunch, but he was too hurried or engaged. He agreed to come to my room after the show, however, and offered me a box for myself and my new friends. So much faith did I have in the good sense of Peter, Dick and Rodenberger, their certainty of appreciating the charm of a man like Paul, that I brought them to the theater this same night, although I knew the show itself must be a mess. There was a scenic engine in this show, with a heroine lying across the rails! My dear brother was a comic switchman or engineer in this act, evoking roars of low-brow laughter by his antics and jokes.

I shall never forget how my three friends took all this. Now that he was actually here they were good enough to take him into their affectionate consideration on my account, almost as though he belonged to them. He was Dreisers brother Paul, even Dear old Paul afterwards. Because working conditions favored us that night we all three descended on the Havlin together, sitting in the box while the show was in progress but spending all the intermissions in Pauls dressingroom or on the back of the stage. Having overcome his first surprise and possibly dislike of my brash newspaper manner, he was now all smiles and plainly delighted with my friends, Rodenberger and Peter, especially the latter, appealing to him as characters not unlike himself, individuals whom he could understand. And in later years, when I was in New York, he was always asking after them and singing their praises. Dick also came in for a share of his warm affection, but in a slower way. He thought Dick amusing but queer, like a strange animal of some kind. On subsequent tours which took him to St. Louis he was always in touch with these three. Above all things, the waggish grotesqueries of McCords mind moved him immensely. Peters incisive personality and daring unconventionality seemed to fascinate Paul. Wonderful boy, that, he used to say to me, almost as though he were confiding a deep secret. Youll hear from him yet, mark my word. You cant lose a kid like that. And time proved quite plainly that he was right.

During the play Paul sang one of his own compositions, The Bowery. It was an exceptional comic song, quite destructive of the good name of the Bowery forever, so much so that ten years later the merchants and property owners of that famous thoroughfare petitioned to have the name of the street changed, on the ground that the jibes involved in the song had destroyed its character as an honest business street forever. So much for the import of a silly ballad, and the passing song-writer. What are the really powerful things in this world anyhow?

After the show we all adjourned to some scowsy music hall in the vicinity of this old theater, which Dick insisted by reason of its very wretchedness would amuse Paul, although I am sure it did not (he was never a satirist). And thence to my room, where I had the man who provided the midnight lunch for the workers at the Globe spread a small feast. I had no piano, but Paul sang, and Peter gave an imitation of a street player who could manipulate at one and the same time a drum, mouth-organ and accordion. We had to beat my good brother on the back to keep him from choking.

But it was during a week of breakfasts together that the first impressive conversations in regard to New York occurred, conversations that finally imbued me with the feeling that I should never be quite satisfied until I had reached there. Whether this was due to the fact that I now told him about my present state and ambitions or dreams and my somewhat remarkable success here, or that he was now coming to the place where he was able to suggest ways and means and at the same time indulge the somewhat paternalistic streak in himself, I do not know, but during the week he persisted in the most florid descriptions of New York and my duty to go there, its import to me intellectually and otherwise; and finally he convinced me that I should never reach my true intellectual stature unless I did. Other places might be very good, he insisted, they all had their value, but there was only one place where one might live in a keen and vigorous way, and that was New York. It was the city, the only cosmopolitan city, a wonder-world in itself. It was great, wonderful, marvelous, the size, the color, the tang, the beauty.

He went on to explain that the West was narrow, slow, not really alive. In New York one might always do, think and act more freely than anywhere else. The air itself was tonic. All really ambitious people, people who were destined to do or be anything, eventually drifted there  editors, newspaper men, actors, playwrights, song-writers, musicians, moneymakers. He pointed to himself as a case in point, how he had ventured there, a gawky stripling doing a monologue, and how one Harry Minor, now of antique Bowery Theater fame, had seized on him, carried him along and forwarded him in every way. Some one was certain to do as much for me, for any one of ability. In passing, he now confided that only recently, from having been the star song-writer for a well-known New York music publisher (Willis Woodward), he had succeeded, with two other men, in organizing a music publishing company in which he had a third interest, and which was to publish his songs as well as those of others and was pledged to pay him an honest royalty (a thing which he insisted had not so far been done) as well as a full share as partner. In addition, under the friendly urging of an ambitious manager, he was now writing a play, to be known as The Green Goods Man, in which within a year or two he would appear as star. Also he reminded me that our sister E  , who had long since moved to New York (as early as 1885), was now living in West Fifteenth Street, where she would be glad to receive me. He was always in New York in the summer, living with this sister. Why not come down there next summer when I am there off the road, and look it over?

As he talked, New York came nearer than ever it had before, and I could see the light of conviction and enthusiasm in his eye. It was plain, now that he had seen me again, that he wanted me to succeed. My friends had already sung my praises to him, although he himself could see that I was fast emerging from my too shy youth. St. Louis might be well enough, and Chicago  but New York! New York! One who had not seen it but who was eager to see the world could not help but sniff and prick up his ears.

It was during this week that I gave the supper previously mentioned, and took my fiancée to meet my brother. I am satisfied that she liked him, or was rather amused by him, not understanding the least detail of his life or the character of the stage, while the sole comment that I could get out of him was that she was charming but that if he were in my place he would not think of marrying yet  a statement which had more light thrown on it years later by his persistent indifference to if not dislike of her, although he was always too courteous and mindful of others to express himself openly to me..  .  . All of which is neither here nor there.

My glorious supper turned out to be somewhat of a failure. Without knowing it, I was trying to harmonize elements which would not mix, at least not on such a short notice. The true Bohemianism and at the same time exclusive camaraderie of such youths as Peter, Dick and Rodenberger, and the rather stilted intellectual sufficiency of my editorial friends and superiors of the Republic, and the utter innocence and naïveté of Paul himself, proved too much. The dinner was stilted, formal, boring. My dear brother was as barren of intellectual interests as a child. No current problem such as might have interested these editorial men had the smallest interest for him or had ever been weighed by him. He could not discuss them, although I fancy if we had turned to prize-fighters or baseball heroes or comic characters in general he would have done well enough. Indeed his and their thoughts were so far apart that they found him all but dull. On the other hand, Peter, Dick and Rodenberger finding Paul delightful were not in the least interested in the others, looking upon them as executives and of no great import. Between these groups I was lost, not knowing how to harmonize them. Struck all at once by the ridiculousness and futility of my attempt, I could not talk gayly or naturally, and the more I tried to bring things round the worse they became. Finally I was on pins and needles, until the whole thing was saved by Wandell remembering early that he had something to do at the office. Seizing their opportunity, the managing editor and the dramatic editor went with him. The others and I now attempted to rally, but it was too late. A half hour later we broke up, and I accompanied my brother to his hotel door. He made none but pleasant comments, but it was all such a fizzle that I could have wept.

By Sunday morning he was gone again, and then my life settled into its old routine, apparently  only it did not. Now more than ever I felt myself to be a flitting figure in this interesting but humdrum local world, comfortable enough perhaps but with no significant future for me. The idea of New York as a great and glowing center had taken root.

Some other things tended to move me from St. Louis. Only recently Michaelson, who had come to St. Louis to obtain my aid in securing a place, had been harping on the advantage of being a country editor, the ease of the life, its security. He was out of work and eager to leave the city. I think he was convinced that I was financially in a position to buy a half interest in some fairly successful country paper (which I was not), while he took the other half interest on time. Anyway I had been thinking of this as a way of getting out of the horrible grind of newspaperdom; only this mood of my brother seemed to reach down to the very depths of my being, depths hitherto not plumbed by anything, and put New York before me as a kind of ultimate certainty. I must go there at some time or other! meanwhile it might be a good thing for me to run a country paper. It might make me some money, give me station and confidence..  .

At the same time, in the face of my growing estimate of myself, backed by the plaudits of such men as Peter and Dick (who were receiving twice my salary), to say nothing of the assurance of my brother that I had that mysterious thing, personality, I was always cramped for cash, and there was no sign on the part of my employers that I would ever be worth very much more to them. Toward the very last, as I have said, they changed, but then it was too late. I might write and write, page specials every week, assignments of all kinds, theatrical and sport reviews at times  and still, after all the evidence that I could be of exceptional service to them, twenty-two or -three dollars was all I could get. And dogging my heels was Michaelson, a cheerful, comforting soul in the main, but a burden. It has always been a matter of great interest to me to observe how certain types, parasites, barnacles, decide that they are to be aided or strengthened by another, and without a by-your-leave or any other form or courtesy to edge in, bring their trunk, and make themselves at home. Although I never really liked Michaelson very much, here he was, idling about, worrying about a job or his future, living in my room toward the last, eating his meals (at least his breakfasts) with me, and talking about the country, the charm, ease and profit of editing a country newspaper!

Now, of all the people in this dusty world, I can imagine no one less fitted than myself, temperamentally or in any other way, to edit a country paper. The intellectual limitations of such a world! My own errant disposition and ideas, my contempt for and revolt against the standardized and clock-work motions and notions of the average man and woman! In six months I should have been arrested or drummed out by the preacher, the elders, and all the other worthies for miles around. Let sleeping dogs lie. The louder all conventionalists snore the better  for me anyhow.

But here I was listening to Michaelsons silly drivel and wondering if a country newspaper might not offer an escape from the humdrum and clamlike existence into which I seemed to have fallen. From December on this cheerful mediocrity, of about the warmth and intelligence of a bright collie, was telling me daily how wonderful I was and that I ought to get out of here and into something which would really profit me and get me somewhere  into the editorship of a country weekly!

What jocular fates trifled with my sense of the reasonable or the ridiculous at this time I do not know, but I was interested  largely, I presume, because I was too wandering and nebulous to think of anything else to do. This cheerful soul finally ended by indicating a paper  the Weekly Something of Grand Rapids, Ohio (not Michigan), near his fathers farm (see pp. 247-255, A Hoosier Holiday), which, according to him, was just the thing and should offer a complete solution for all our material and social aspirations in this world. By way of this paper, or some other of its kind, one might rise to any height, political or social, state or national. I might become a state assemblyman from my county, a senator, a congressman, or United States senator! When you owned a country paper you were an independent person (imagine the editor of a country paper being independent of the conventions of his community! ), not a poor harried scribe on a city paper, uncertain from week to week whether you were to be retained any longer. There were the delights of a country life, the sweet simplicity of a country town, away from the noise and streets and gaudy, shabby nothingness of a great city..  .  . As I listened to the picture of his native town, his fathers farm, the cows, pigs, chickens, how we could go there and live for a while, my imagination mounted to a heaven of unadulterated success, peace, joy. In my mind I had already rented or bought a small vine-clad cottage in Grand Rapids, Ohio, where, according to Michaelson, was a wonderful sparkling rapids to be seen glimmering in the moonlight, a railroad which went into Toledo within an hour, fertile farmland all about, both gas and oil recently struck, making the farmers prosperous and therefore in the mood for a first-class newspaper such as we would edit. Imagine sparkling rapids glimmering in the moonlight listed as a financial asset of a country paper!


CHAPTER LIV

MY thoughts being now turned, if vaguely, to the idea of rural life and editing a country newspaper, although I really did not believe that I could succeed at that, I talked and talked, to Michaelson, to my future wife, to Dick and Peter, in a roundabout, hinting way, developing all sorts of theories as to the possible future that awaited me. To buoy up my faith in myself, I tried to make Miss W  feel that I was a personage and would do great things..  .  . How nature would ever get on without total blindness, or at least immense credulity on the part of its creatures, I cannot guess. Certainly if women in their love period had any more sense than the men they would not be impressed with the boshy dreams of such swains as myself. Either they cannot help themselves or they must want to believe. Nature must want them to believe. How the woman who married me could have been impressed by my faith in myself at this period is beyond my reasoning, and yet she was impressed, or saw nothing better in store for her than myself.

That she was so impressed, and that I, moved by her affection for me or my own desire to possess her, was impelled to do something to better my condition, was obvious. Hints thrown out at the Republic office, to my sponsor Wandell in particular, that I might leave producing nothing, I decided sometime during January and February, 1893, to take up Michaelsons proposition, although I did not see how, other than by gross luck, it could come to anything. Neither of us had any money to speak of, and yet we were planning to buy a country newspaper. For a few days before starting we debated this foolish matter and then I sent him to his home town to look over the field there and report, which he immediately did, writing most glowing accounts of an absolutely worthless country paper there, which he was positive we could secure for a song and turn into a paying proposition at once. I cannot say that I believed this, and yet I went because I felt the need of something different. And all the time the tug of that immense physical desire toward my beloved which, were there any such thing as sanity in life, might have been satisfied without any great blow to society, was holding me as by hooks of steel. It was this conflict between the need to go and the wish to stay that tortured me. Yet I went. I had the pain of separating from her in this mood, realizing that youth was slipping away, that in the uncertainty of all things there might never be a happy fruition to our love (and there was not). And yet I went.

I bade her a final farewell the Sunday night before my departure. I hinted at all sorts of glorious achievements as well as all possible forms of failure. Lover-wise, I was tremendously impressed with the sterling worth and connections of this girl, the homely, conventional and prosaic surroundings. My unfitness for fulfilling her dreams tortured me. As I could plainly see, she was for life as it had been lived by billions, by those who interpret it as a matter of duty, simplicity, care and thrift. I think she saw before her a modest home in which would be children, enough money to clothe them decently, enough money to entertain a few friends, and eventually to die and be buried respectably. On the other hand, I was little more than a pulsing force, with no convictions, no definite theories or plans. In my sky the latest cloud of thought or plan was the great thing. Not I but destiny, over which I had no control, had me in hand. I felt, or thought I felt, the greatest love.  .  . while within me was a voice which said: What a liar! What a pretender! You will satisfy yourself, make your own way as best you can. Each new day will be a clean slate for you, no least picture of the past thereon  none, at least, which might not be quickly wiped away. Any beautiful woman would satisfy you. Still I suffered torture for her and myself, and left the next day, lacerated by the postponement, the defeated desire for happiness in love.

My attitude on leaving the Republic was one of complete indifference, coupled with a kind of satisfaction at the last moment that, after having seemed previously totally indifferent to my worth, the city editor, the managing editor, and even the publisher, seemed suddenly to feel that if I could be induced to stay I might prove of greater value to them than thus far I had  from a cash point of view. And so they made a hearty if belated effort to detain me. Indeed on my very sudden announcement only a few days before my departure that I was going, my city editor expressed great regret, asked me not to act hastily, told me he proposed to speak to the editor-in-chief. But this did not interest me any more. I was down on the Republic for the way it had treated me. Why hadnt they done something for me months ago? That afternoon as I was leaving the building on an assignment, the managing editor caught me and wanted to know of my plans, said if I would stay he believed that soon a better place in the editorial department could be made for me. Having already written Michaelson that I would soon join him, however, I now felt it impossible not to leave. The truth is I really wanted to go and now that I had brought myself to this point, I did not want to retreat. Besides, there was a satisfaction in refusing these belated courtesies. The editor said that if I were really going the publisher would be glad to give me a general letter of introduction which might stand me in good stead in other cities. True enough, on the Monday on which I left, having gone to the office to say farewell, I was met by the publisher, who handed me a letter of introduction. It was of the To whom it might concern variety and related my labors and capacities in no vague words. I might have used this letter to advantage in many a strait, but never did. Rather, by some queer inversion of thought, I concluded that it was somewhat above my capacity, said more for me than I deserved, and might secure for me some place which I could not fill. For over a year I carried it about in my pocket, often when I was without a job and with only a few dollars in my pockets, and still I did not use it. Why, I have often wondered since. Little as I should understand such a thing in another, so little do I now understand this in myself.


CHAPTER LV

THAT evening at seven I carried my bags down to the great Union Station, feeling that I was a failure. Other men had money; they need not thus go jerking about the world seeking a career. So many youths and maids had all that was needful to their ease and comfort arranged from the beginning. They did not need to fret about the making of a bare living. The ugly favoritism of life which piles comforts in the laps of some while snatching the smallest crumb of satisfaction from the lips of others was never more apparent to me. I was in a black despair, and made short work of getting into my berth. For a long time I stared at dark fields flashing by, punctuated by lamps in scattered cottages, the gloomy and lonely little towns of Illinois and Indiana. Then I slept.

I was aroused by a ray of sunshine in my eyes. I lifted one of my blinds and saw the cornfields of Northern Ohio, the brown stumps of last years crop protruding through the snow. Commonplace little towns, the small brown or red railway stations with the adjoining cattle-runs, and tall gas-well derricks protruding out of dirty, snowless soil, made me realize that I was approaching the end of my journey. I found that I had ample time to shave, dress and breakfast in the adjoining buffet  a thing I proposed to do if it proved the last pretentious, liberal, courageous deed of my life.

For I was not too well provided with cash, and was I not leaving civilization? Though I had but a hundred dollars, might not my state soon be much worse? I have often smiled since over the awe in which I then held the Pullman car, its porter, conductor, and all that went with it. To my inexperienced soul it seemed to be the acme of elegance and grandeur. Could life offer anything more than the privilege of riding about the world in these mobile palaces? And here was I this sunny winter morning with enough money to indulge in a breakfast in one of these grand ambling chambers, though if I kept up this reckless pace there was no telling where I should end.

I selected a table adjoining one at which sat two drummers who talked of journeys far and wide, of large sales of binders and reapers and the condition of trade. They seemed to me to be among the most fortunate of men, high up in the world as positions go, able to steer straight and profitable courses for themselves. Because they had half a broiled spring chicken, I had one, and coffee and rolls and French fried potatoes, as did they, feeling all the while that I was indulging in limitless grandeur. At one station at which the train stopped some poor-looking farmer boys in jeans and galluses and wrinkled hats looking up at me with interest as I ate, I stared down at them, hoping that I should be taken for a millionaire to whom this was little more than a wearisome commonplace. I felt fully capable of playing the part and so gave the boys a cold and repressive glance, as much as to say, Behold! I assured myself that the way to establish my true worth was to make every one else feel small by comparison.

The town of Grand Rapids lay in the extreme northwestern portion of Ohio on the Maumee, a little stream which begins somewhere west of Fort Wayne, Indiana, and runs northeast to Toledo, emptying into Lake Erie. The town was traversed by this one railroad, which began at St. Louis and ended at Toledo, and consisted of a number of small frame houses and stores, with a few brick structures of one and two stories. I had not arranged with Michaelson that he should meet me at any given time, having been uncertain as to the time of my departure from St. Louis, and so I had to look him up. As I stepped down at the little depot I noted the small houses with snow-covered yards, the bare trees and the glimpse of rolling country which I caught through the open spaces between. There was the river, wide and shallow, flowing directly through the heart of the town and tumbling rapidly and picturesquely over gray stones. I was far more concerned as to whether I should sometime be able to write a poem or a story about this river than I was to know if a local weekly could subsist here. And after the hurry and bustle of St. Louis, the town did not impress me. I felt now that I had made a dreadful mistake and wondered why I had been so foolish as to give up the opportunities suggested by my friends on the Republic, and my sweetheart, when I might have remained and married her under the new editorial conditions proffered me.

Yet I walked on to the main corner and inquired where my friend lived, then out a country road indicated to me as leading toward his home. I found an old rambling frame house, facing the Maumee River, with a lean-to and kitchen and springhouse, corncribs, a barn twice the size of the house, and smaller buildings, all resting comfortably on a rise of ground. Apple and pear trees surrounded it, now leafless in the wind. A curl of smoke rose from the lean-to and told me where the cookstove was. As I entered the front gate I felt the joy of a country home. It told of simple and plain things, food, warmth, comfort, minds content with routine. Michaelson appeared at the door and greeted me most enthusiastically. He introduced me to his family with the exuberant youthfulness of a schoolboy.

I met the father, a little old dried-up quizzical man, who looked at me over his glasses in a wondering way and rubbed his mouth with the back of his hand. I met the mother, small, wizened, middle-aged, looking as though she had gone through a thousand worries. Then I met Michaelsons wife, a dark, chubby, brown-skinned woman, stocky and not over-intelligent. They asked me to make myself at home, listened to an account of my experiences in getting there, and then Michaelson volunteered to show me about the place.

My mind revolted at the thought of such a humdrum life as this for myself, though I was constantly touched by its charm  for others. I followed the elder Mrs. Michaelson into the lean-to and watched her cook, went with Michaelson to the barn to look over the live stock and returned to talk with Michaelson senior about the prospects of the Republican party in Ohio. He was much interested in a man named McKinley, a politician of Ohio, who had been a congressman for years and who was now being talked of as the next candidate of the Republican party for the Presidency. I had scarcely heard of him up to that time, but I gave my host my opinion, such as it was. We sat about the big drum sheet-iron stove, heated by natural gas, then but newly discovered and piped in that region. After dinner I proposed to my friend that we go into the village and inspect the printing plant which he had said was for sale. We walked along the road discussing the possibilities, and it seemed to me as we walked that he was not as enthusiastic as he had been in St. Louis.

Ive been looking at this fellows plant, he said vaguely, and I dont know whether I want to give him two hundred down for it. He hasnt got anything. That old press he has is in pretty bad shape, and his type is all worn down.

Can we get it for two hundred? I asked innocently.

Sure, two hundred down. I wouldnt think of giving him more. All he wants now is enough to get out of here, some one to take it off his hands. He cant run it.

We went to the office of the Herald, a long dark loft over a feed store, and found there a press and some stands of type, and a table before the two front windows, which looked west. The place was unlighted except by these windows and two in the back, and contained no provision for artificial light except two or three tin kerosene lamps. Slazey, the youthful editor, was not in. We walked about and examined the contents of the room, all run down. The town was small and slow, and even an idealist could see that there was small room here for a career.

Presently the proprietor returned, and I saw a sad specimen of the country editor of those days: sleepy, sickly-looking, with a spare, gaunt face and a head which had the appearance of an egg with the point turned to the back. His hair was long and straight and thin, the back part of it growing down over his dusty coat-collar. He wore a pair of baggy trousers of no shape or distinguishable color, and his coat and waistcoat were greasy. He extended a damp, indifferent hand to me.

I hear you want to sell out, I said.

Yes, Im willing to sell, he replied sadly.

Do you mind showing us what you have here?

He went about mechanically, and pointed out the press and type and some paper he had on hand.

Let me see that list of subscribers you showed me the other day, said Michaelson, who now seemed eager to convince himself that there might be something in this affair.

Slazey brought it out from an old drawer and together we examined it, spreading it out on the dusty table and looking at the names checked off as paid. There were not more than a thousand. Some of them had another mark beside the check, and this excited my curiosity.

Whats this cross here for?

Thats the one thats paid for this year.

Isnt this this years list?

No. I just thought Id check up the new payments on the old list. I havent had time to make out a new one.

Our faces fell. The names checked with a cross did not aggregate five hundred.

Ill tell you what wed better do, observed Michaelson heavily, probably feeling that I had become suddenly depressed. Suppose we go around and see some of the merchants-and ask them if theyll support us with advertising? I agreed, feeling all the while that the whole venture was ridiculous, and together we went about among the silent stores, talking with conservative men, who represented all that was discouraging and wearisome in life. Here they stood all day long calculating in pennies and dimes, whereas the city merchant counted in hundreds and thousands. It was dispiriting. Think of living in a place like this, among such people!

I might give a good paper my support, said one, a long, lean, sanctimonious man who looked as though he had narrow notions and a firm determination to rule in his small world. But its mighty hard to make a paper that would suit this community. Were religious and hard-working here, and we like the things that interest religious and hard-working people.

Course if it was run right it might pay pretty well, but I dunno as twould neither. You never can tell.

I saw that he would be one hard customer to deal with anyhow. If there were many like him  The poor, thin-blooded, calculating world which he represented frightened me.

How much advertising do you think you could give to a paper that was run right?

Well, that depends, he said gloomily and disinterestedly. Id have to see how it was run first. Some weeks I might give more than others.

Michaelson nudged me and we left.

I forgot to tell you, he said, that hes a Baptist and a Republican. Hed expect you to run it in favor of those institutions if you got his support. But all the men around town wont feel that way.

In the dusty back room of a drugstore we found a chemist who did not know whether a weekly newspaper was of any value to him, and could not contribute more than fifty cents a week in advertising if it were. The proprietor of the village hotel, a thick-set, red-faced man with the air of a country evil-doer, said that he did not see that a local newspaper was particularly valuable to him. He might advertise, but it would be more as a favor than anything else.

I began to sum up the difficulties of our position. We should be handicapped, to begin with, by a wretched printing outfit. We should be beholden to a company of small, lean-living, narrow men who would take offense at the least show of individuality and cut us off entirely from support. We should have to busy ourselves gathering trivial items of news, dunning hard-working, indifferent farmers for small amounts of money, and reduce all our thoughts and ambitions to the measure of this narrow world. I saw myself dying by inches. It gave me the creeps. Youth and hope were calling.

I dont see this, I said to myself. Its horrible. I should die. To Michaelson I said: Suppose we give up our canvassing for today?

We might as well, he replied. Theres a paper over at Bowling Green for sale, and its a better paper. We might go over in a day or two and look at it. We might as well go home now.

I agreed, and we turned down a street that led to the road, meditating. I knew nothing of my destiny, but I knew that it had little to do with this. These great wide fields, many of them already sown to wheat under the snow, these hundreds of oil or gas-well derricks promising a new source of profit to many, the cleanly farmhouses and neatly divided farms all appealed to me, but this world was not for me. I was thinking of something different, richer, more poignant, less worthy possibly, more terrible, more fruitful for the moods and the emotions. What could these bleak fields offer? I thought of St. Louis, the crowded streets, the vital offices of the great papers, their thrashing presses, the hotels, the theaters, the trains. What, bury myself here? I thought of the East  New York possibly, at least Cleveland, Buffalo, Pittsburgh, Philadelphia.

I like the country, but its a hard place to make a living, isnt it? I finally said.

Yes, he assented gloomily. Ive never been able to get anything out of it  but I havent done very well in the city either.

I sensed the mood of an easily defeated man.

Im so used to the noise and bustle of the streets that these fields seem lonely, I said.

Yes, but you might get over that in time, dont you think?

Never, I thought, but did not say so; instead I said: Thats a beautiful sky, isnt it? and he looked blankly to where a touch of purple was creeping into the background of red and gold.

We reached the house at dusk. Going through the gate I said: I dont see how I can go into this with you, Mich. There isnt enough in it.

Well, dont worry about it any more tonight. Id rather the girl wouldnt know. Well talk it over in the morning.


CHAPTER LVI

DISHEARTENING as this village and country life might seem as a permanent field of endeavor, it was pleasing enough as a spectacle or as the scene of a vacation. Although it was late February when I came and there was snow on the ground, a warm wind came in a day or two and drove most of it away. A full moon rose every night in the east and there was a sense of approaching Spring. Before the charming old farmhouse flowed the wonderful little Maumee River, dimpling over stones and spreading out wide, as though it wished to appear much more than it was. There is madness in moonlight, and there is madness in that chemical compound which is youth. Here in this simple farming region, once free of the thought that by any chance I might be compelled to remain here, I felt strangely renewed and free as a bird, though at the same time there was an undercurrent of sadness, not only for myself but for life itself, the lapse and decay of things, the impossibility of tasting or knowing more than a fraction of the glories and pleasures that are everywhere outspread. Although I had not had a vacation in years, I was eager to be at work. The greatness of life, its possibilities, the astounding dreams of supremacy which might come true, were calling to me. I wanted to be on, to find what life had in store for me; and yet I wanted to stay here for a while.

Michs father, as well as his mother and wife, interested me intensely, for they were simple, industrious, believing. They were good Baptists or Methodists or Presbyterians. The grizzled little old farmer who had built up this place or inherited a part and added the rest, was exactly like all the other farmers I have ever known: genial, kindly, fairly tolerant, curious as to the wonders of the world without, full of a great faith in America and its destiny, sure that it is the greatest country in the world, and that there has never been one other like it. That first night at supper, and the next morning at breakfast, and all my other days here, the old man questioned me as to life, its ways, my beliefs or theories, and I am positive that he was delighted to have me there, for it was winter and he had little to do besides read his paper.

The newspaper of largest circulation in this region was the Blade of Toledo, which he read assiduously. The mother and daughter-in-law did most of the work. The mother was forever busy cooking breakfast or dinner, cleaning the rooms, milking, making butter and cheese, gathering eggs from a nearby hennery. Her large cellar was stocked with jellies, preserved fruit, apples, potatoes and other vegetables. There was an ample store of bacon, salt pork and beef. I found that no fresh meat other than chicken was served, but the meals were delightful and plentiful, delicious biscuits and jelly, fresh butter, eggs, ham, bacon, salt pork or cured beef, and the rarely absent fried chicken, as well as some rabbits which Mich shot. During my stay he did nothing but idle about the barn, practicing on a cornet which he said had saved his lungs at a time when he was threatened with consumption. But his playing! I wonder the cure did not prove fatal. I noted the intense interest of Michs father in what the discovery of gas in this region would do for it. He was almost certain that all small towns hereabout would now become prosperous manufacturing centers. There would be work for all. Wages would go up. Many people would soon come here and become rich. This of course never came true at all. The flow of natural gas soon gave out and the oil strikes were not even rivals of some nearby fields.

All this talk was alien to my thoughts. I could not fix my interest on trade and what it held in store for anybody. I knew it must be so and that America was destined to grow materially, but somehow the thing did not interest me. My thoughts leaped to the artistic spectacle such material prosperity might subsequently present, not to the purely material phase of the prosperity itself. Indeed I could never think of the work being done in any factory or institution without passing from that work to the lives behind it, the crowds of commonplace workers, the great streets which they filled, the bare homes, and the separate and distinct dramas of their individual lives. I was tremendously interested by the rise of various captains of industry then already bestriding America, their opportunities and pleasures, the ease and skill with which they organized trusts and combinations, their manipulations of the great railroads, oil and coal fields, their control of the telegraph and the telephone, their sharp and watchful domination of American politics; but only as drama. Grover Cleveland was President, and his every deed was paining the Republicans quite as much as it was gratifying the Democrats, but I could already see that the lot of the underdog varied little with the much-heralded changes of administration  and it was the underdog that always interested me more than the upper one, his needs, his woes, his simplicities. Here, as elsewhere, I could see by talking to Mich and his father, men became vastly excited, paraded and all but wept over the results of one election or another, city, State or national, but when all was said and done and America had been saved, or the Constitution defended or wrecked, the condition of the average man, myself included, was about as it had been before.

The few days I spent here represented an interlude between an old and a new life. I have always felt that in leaving St. Louis I put my youth behind me; that which followed was both sobering and broadening. But on this farm, beside this charming river, I paused for a few days and took stock of my life thus far, and it certainly seemed pointless and unpromising. I thought constantly and desperately of my future, the uncertainty of it, and yet all the while my eye was fixed not upon any really practical solution for me but rather upon the pleasures and luxuries of life as enjoyed by others, the fine houses, the fine clothes, the privilege of traveling, of sharing in the amusements of the rich and the clever. Here I was, at the foot of the ladder, with not the least skill for making money, compelled to make my way upward as best I might, and yet thinking in terms of millions always. However much. I might earn in journalism, I had sense enough to know that it would yield me little or nothing. After some thought, I decided that I would move on to some other city, where I would get into the newspaper business for a while and then see what I should see.

Indeed I never saw Mich but once again.

But Toledo. This was my first free and unaided flight into the unknown. I found here a city far more agreeable than St. Louis, which, being much greater in size, had districts which were positively appalling for their poverty and vice; whereas here was a city of not quite 100,000, as clean and fresh as any city could be. I recall being struck with clean asphalt pavements, a canal or waterway in which many lake vessels were riding, and houses and stores, frame for the most part, which seemed clean if not quite new. The first papers I bought, the Blade and the Bee, were full of the usual American small city bluster together with columns and columns about American politics and business.

Before seeking work I decided to investigate the town. I was intensely interested in America and its cities, and wondered, in spite of my interest in New York, which I would select for my permanent resting-place. When was I to have a home of my own? Would it be as pleasing as one of these many which here and elsewhere I saw in quiet rows shaded by trees, many of them with spacious lawns and suggestive of that security and comfort so dear to the mollusc-like human heart? For, after security, nothing seems to be so important or so desirable to the human organism as rest, or at least ease. The one thing that the life force seems to desire to escape is work, or at any rate strife. One would think that man had been invented against his will by some malign power and was being harried along ways and to tasks against which his soul revolted and to which his strength was not equal.

As I walked about the streets of this city my soul panted for the seeming comfort and luxurv of them. The well-kept lawns, the shuttered and laced windows! The wonder of evening fires in winter! The open, cool and shadowy doors in summer! Swings and hammocks on lawns and porches! The luxury of the book and rocker! Somehow in the stress of my disturbed youth I had missed most of this.

After a day of looking about the city I applied to the city editor of the leading morning paper, and encountered one of the intellectual experiences of my life. At the city editorial desk in a small and not too comfortable room sat a small cherubic individual, with a complexion of milk and cream, light brown hair and a serene blue eye, who looked me over quizzically, as much as to say: Look what the latest breeze has wafted in. His attitude was neither «antagonistic nor welcoming. He was so assured that I half-detected on sight the speculative thinker and dreamer. Yet in the rôle of city editor in a mid-West manufacturing town one must have an air if not the substance of commercial understanding and ability, and so my young city editor seemed to breathe a determination to be very executive and forceful.

Youre a St. Louis newspaper man, eh? he said, eyeing me casually. Never worked in a town of this size, though? Well, the conditions are very different. We pay much attention to small items  make a good deal out of nothing, and he smiled. But there isnt a thing I can see now, nothing beyond a three-or four-day job which you wouldnt want, Im sure.

How do you know I wouldnt?

Well, Ill tell you about it. Theres a street-car strike on and I could use a man who had nerve enough to ride around on the cars the company is attempting to run and report how things are. But Ill tell you frankly: its dangerous. You may be shot or hit with a brick.

I indicated my willingness to undertake this and he looked at me in a mock serious and yet approving way. He took me on and I went about the city on one car-line and another, studying the strange streets, expecting and fearing every moment that a brick might be shied at me through the window or that a gang of irate workingmen would board the car and beat me up. But nothing happened, not a single threatening workman anywhere; I so reported and was told to write it up and make as much of the story as possible. Without knowing anything of the merits of the case, my sympathies were all with the workingmen. I had seen enough of strikes, and of poverty, and of the quarrels between the money-lords and the poor, to be all on one side. As was the custom in all newspaper offices with which I ever had anything to do, where labor and capital were concerned I was told to be neutral and not antagonize either side. I wrote my story and it was published in the first edition. Then, at the order of this same youth, I visited some charity bazaar, where all the important paintings owned in the city were being exhibited, and wrote an account which was headed, As in Old Toledo, with all the silly chaff about gallants and ladies gay, after which I spread my feet under a desk, being interested to talk more with the smiling if indifferent youth who had employed me.

The opportunity soon came, for apparently he was as much interested in me as I in him. He came over after I had submitted my second bit of copy and announced that it was entirely satisfactory. A man from the composing-room entered and commented on the fact that James Whitcomb Riley and Eugene Field were billed to lecture in the city soon. I remarked that I had once seen Field in the office of the News in Chicago, which brought out the fact that my city editor had once worked in Chicago, had been a member of the Whitechapel Club, knew Field, Finley Peter Dunne, Brand Whitlock, Ben King and others. At mention of the magic name of Ben King, author of If! Should Die Tonight and Jane Jones, the atmosphere of Chicago of the time of the Whitechapel Club and Eugene Field and Ben King returned. At once we fell into a varied and gay exchange of intimacies.

It resulted in an enduring and yet stormy and disillusioning friendship. If he had been a girl I would have married him, of course. It would have been inevitable. We were intellectual affinities. Our dreams were practically identical, though we approached them from different angles. He was the sentimentalist in thought, though the realist in action; I was the realist in thought and the sentimentalist in action. He took me out to lunch, and we stayed nearly three hours. He took me to dinner, and to do so was compelled to call up his wife and say he had to stay in town. He had dreams of becoming a poet and novelist, I of becoming a playwright. Before the second day had gone he had shown me a book of fairytales and some poems. I became enamored of him, the victim of a delightful illusion.

Because he liked me he wanted me to stay on. There was no immediate place, he said, but one might open at any time. Having very little money, I could not see my way to that, but I did try to get a place on the rival paper. That failing, he suggested that although I wander on toward Cleveland and Buffalo I stand ready to come back if he telegraphed for me. Meanwhile we reveled in that wonderful possession, intellectual affection. I thought him wonderful, perfect, great; he thought  well, I have heard him tell in after years what he thought. Even now at times he fixes me with hungry, welcoming eyes.


CHAPTER LVII

WHETHER I should go East or West suddenly became a question with me. I had the feeling that I might do better in Detroit or some point west of Chicago, only the nearness of such cities as Cleveland, Buffalo, Pittsburgh and those farther east deterred me; the cost of reaching them was small, and all the while I should be moving toward my brother in New York. And so, after making inquiry at the office of the Bee for a possible opening and finding none, and learning from several newspaper men that Detroit was not considered a live journalistic town, I decided to travel eastward, and bought a ticket to Cleveland.

Riding in sight of the tumbling waves of Lake Erie, I was taken back in thought to my days in Chicago and all those who had already dropped out of my life forever. What a queer, haphazard, disconnected thing this living was! Where should I be tomorrow, what doing  the next year  the year after that? Should I ever have any money, any standing, any friends? So I tortured myself. Arriving in Cleveland at the close of a smoky gray afternoon, I left my bag at the station and sought a room, then walked out to see what I should see. I knew no one. Not a friend anywhere within five hundred miles. My sole resource my little skill as a newspaper worker. Buying the afternoon and morning papers, I examined them with care, copying down their editorial room addresses, then betook me to a small beanery for food.

The next morning I was up early, determined to see as much as I could, to visit the offices of the afternoon papers before noon, then to look in upon the city editors of the two or three morning papers. The latter proved not very friendly and there appeared to be no opening anywhere. But I determined to remain here for a few days studying the city as a city and visiting the same editors each day or as often as they would endure me. If nothing came of it within a week, and no telegram came from my friend H  in Toledo calling me back, I proposed to move on; to which city I had not as yet made up my mind.

The thing that interested me most about Cleveland then was that it was so raw, dark, dirty, smoky, and yet possessed of one thing: force, raucous, clattering, semi-intelligent force. America was then so new industrially, in the furnace stage of its existence. Everything was in the making: fortunes, art, social and commercial life. The most impressive things were its rich men, their homes, factories, clubs, office buildings and institutions of commerce and pleasure generally; and this was as true of Cleveland as of any other city in America.

Indeed the thing which held my attention, after I had been in Cleveland a day or two and had established myself in a somber room in a somber neighborhood once occupied by the very rich, were those great and new residences in Euclid Avenue, with wide lawns and iron or stone statues of stags and dogs and deer, which were occupied by such rich men as John D. Rockefeller, Tom Johnson, and Henry M. Flagler. Rockefeller only a year or two before had given millions to revivify the almost defunct University of Chicago, then a small Baptist college, and was accordingly being hailed as one of the richest men of America. He and his satellites and confrères were already casting a luster over Cleveland. They were all living here in Euclid Avenue, and I was interested to look up their homes, envying them their wealth of course and wishing that I were famous or a member of a wealthy family, and that I might some day meet one of the beautiful girls I thought must be here and have her fall in love with and make me rich. Physically or artistically or materially, there was nothing to see but business: a few large hotels, like those of every American city, and these few great houses. Add a few theaters and commonplace churches. All American cities and all the inhabitants were busy with but one thing: commerce. They ate, drank and slept trade. In my wanderings I found a huge steel works and a world of low, smoky, pathetic little hovels about it. Although I was not as yet given to reasoning about the profound delusion of equality under democracy, this evidence of the little brain toiling for the big one struck me with great force and produced a good deal of speculative thought later on.

The paper with which I was eventually connected was the Cleveland Leader, which represented all that was conservative in the local life. Wandering into its office on the second or third day of my stay, I was met at the desk of the city editor by a small, boyish-looking person of a ferret-like countenance, who wanted to know what I was after. I told him, and he said there was nothing, but on hearing of the papers with which I had been connected and the nature of the work I had done he suggested that possibly I might be able to do something for the Sunday edition. The Sunday editor proved to be a tall, melancholy man with sad eyes, a sallow face, sunken cheeks, narrow shoulders and a general air of weariness and depression.

What is it, now, you want? he asked slowly, looking up from his musty rolltop desk.

Your city editor suggested that possibly you might have some Sunday work for me to do. Ive had experience in this line in Chicago and St. Louis.

Yes, he said not asking me to sit down. Well, now, what do you think you could write about?

This was a poser. Being new to the city I had not thought of any particular thing, and could not at this moment. I told him this.

Theres one thing you might write about if you could. Did you ever hear of a new-style grain-boat they are putting on the Lakes called

Turtle-back? I interrupted.

Turtle-back? went on the editor indifferently. Well, theres one here now in the harbor. Its the first one to come here. Do you think you could get up something on that?

Im sure I could. Id like to try. Do you use pictures?

You might get a photo or two; we could have drawings made from them.

I started for the door, eager to be about this, when he said: We dont pay very much: three dollars a column.

That was discouraging, but I was filled with the joy of doing something. On my way out I stopped at the business office and bought a copy of the last Sunday issue, which proved to be a poor makeshift composed of a half-dozen articles on local enterprises and illustrated with a few crude drawings. I read one or two of them, and then looked up my waterfront boat. I found it tied up at a dock adjoining an immense railroad yard and near an imposing grain elevator. Finding nobody about, I nosed out the bookkeeper of the grain elevator, who told me that the captain of the boat had gone to the companys local office in a nearby street. I hastened to the place, and there found a bluff old lake captain in blue, short, stout, ruddy, coarse, who volunteered, almost with a Heigh! and a Ho! to tell me something about it.

I think I ought to know a little something about em  I sailed the first one that was ever sailed out of the port of Chicago.

I listened with open ears. I caught a disjointed story of plans and specifications, Sault Ste. Marie, the pine woods of Northern Michigan, the vast grain business of Chicago and other lake ports, early navigation on the lakes, the theory of a bilge keel and a turtle-back top, and all strung together with numerous y sees and so nows. I made notes, on backs of envelopes, scraps of paper, and finally on a pad furnished me by the generous bookkeeper. I carried my notes back to the paper.

The Sunday editor was out. I waited patiently until halfpast four, and then, the light fading, gave up the idea of going with a photographer to the boat. I went to a faded green baize-covered table and began to write my story. I had no sooner done a paragraph or two than the Sunday editor returned, bringing with him an atmosphere of lassitude and indifference. I went to him to explain what I had done.

Well, write it up, write it up. Well see, and he turned away to his papers.

I labored hard at my story, and by seven or eight oclock had ground out two thousand words of description which had more of the bluff old captain in it than of the boat. The Sunday editor took it when I was through, and shoved it into a pigeon-hole, telling me to call in a day or two and he would let me know. I thought this strange. It seemed to me that if I were working for a Sunday paper I should work every day. I called the next day, but Mr. Loomis had not read it. The next day he said the story was well enough written, though very long. You dont want to write so loosely. Stick to your facts closer.

This day I suggested a subject of my own, the beauty of some of the new suburbs, but he frowned at this as offering a lot of free advertising to real estate men who ought to be made to pay. Then I proposed an article on the magnificence of Euclid Avenue, which was turned down as old. I then spoke of a great steel works which was but then coming into the city, but as this offered great opportunity to all the papers he thought poorly of it. He compromised a day or two later by allowing me to write up a chicken-farm which lay outside the city.

Of course this made a poor showing for me at the cashiers desk. At the end of the second week I was allowed to put in a bill for seven dollars and a half. I had not realized that I was wasting so much time. I appealed to all the editors again for a regular staff position, but was told there was no opening. It began to look as if I should have to leave Cleveland soon, and I wondered where I should go next  Buffalo or Pittsburgh, both equally near.


CHAPTER LVIII

FINDING Cleveland hopeless for me, I one day picked up and left. Then came Buffalo, which I reached toward the end of March. Aside from the Falls I found it a little tame, no especial snap to it  not as much as I had felt to be characteristic of Cleveland. What interest there was for me I provided myself, wandering about in odd drear neighborhoods, about grain elevators and soap factories and railroad yards and manufacturing districts. Here, as in Cleveland, I could not help but see that in spite of our boasted democracy and equality of opportunity there was as much misery and squalor and as little decent balancing of opportunity against energy as anywhere else in the world. The little homes, the poor, shabby, colorless, drear, drab little homes with their grassless yards, their unpaved streets, their uncollected garbage, their fluttering, thin-flamed gas-lamps, the crowds of ragged, dirty, ill-cared-for children! Near at hand was always the inevitable and wretched saloon, not satisfying a need for pleasure in a decent way but pandering to the lowest and most conniving and most destroying instincts of the lowest politicians and heelers and grafters and crooks, while the huge financial and manufacturing magnates at the top with their lust for power and authority used the very flesh of the weaker elements, for purposes of their own. It was the saloon, not liquor, which brought about the prohibition folly. I used to listen, as a part of my reportorial duties, to the blatherings of thin-minded, thin-blooded, thin-experienced religionists as well as to those of kept editorial writers, about the merits and blessings and opportunities of our noble and bounteous land; but whenever I encountered such regions as this I knew well enough that there was something wrong with their noble maunderings. Shout as they might, there was here displayed before my very eyes ample evidence that somewhere there was a screw loose in the Fatherhood of Man  Brotherhood of God machinery.

After I had placed myself in a commonplace neighborhood near the business center, I canvassed the newspaper offices and their editors. Although I had in my pocket that letter from the publisher of the St. Louis Republic extolling my virtues as a reporter and correspondent, so truly vagrom was my mood and practical judgment that I did not present it to any one. Instead I merely mooned into one office after another (there were only four papers here), convinced before entering that I should not get anything  and I did not. One young city editor, seeming to take at least an interest in me, assured me that if I would remain in Buffalo for six weeks he could place me; but since I had not enough money to sustain myself so long I decided not to wait. Ten days spent in reconnoitering these offices daily, and I concluded that it was useless to remain longer. Yet before I went I determined to see at least one thing more: the Falls.

Therefore one day I traveled by trolley to Niagara and looked at that tumbling flood, then not chained or drained by turbine water-power sluices. I was impressed, but not quite so much as I had thought I should be. Standing out on a rock near the greatest volume of water under a gray sky, I was awed by the downpour and then became dizzy and felt as though I were being carried along whether I would or not. Farther upstream I stared at the water as it gathered force and speed, wondering how I should feel if I were in a small canoe and fighting it for my life. Behind the falls were great stalagmites and stalactites of ice and snow still standing from the cold of weeks before. I recalled that Blondel, a famous French swimmer of his day, had ten years before swum these fierce and angry waters below the Falls. I wondered how he had done it, so wildly did they leap, huge wheels of water going round and round and whitecaps leaping and spitting and striking at each other.

When I returned to Buffalo I congratulated myself that if I had got nothing else out of my visit to Buffalo, at least I had gained this.


CHAPTER LIX

I NOW decided that Pittsburgh would be as good a field as any, and one morning seeing a sign outside a cut-rate ticket-brokers window reading Pittsburgh, $5.75, I bought a ticket, returned to my small room to pack my bag, and departed. I arrived at Pittsburgh at six or seven that same evening.

Of all the cities in which I ever worked or lived Pittsburgh was the most agreeable. Perhaps it was due to the fact that my stay included only spring, summer and fall, or that I found a peculiarly easy newspaper atmosphere, or that the city was so different physically from any I had thus far seen; but whether owing to one thing or another certainly no other newspaper work I ever did seemed so pleasant, no other city more interesting. What a city for a realist to work and dream in! The wonder to me is that it has not produced a score of writers, poets, painters and sculptors, instead of  well, how many? And who are they?

I came down to it through the brown-blue mountains of Western Pennsylvania, and all day long we had been winding at the base of one or another of them, following the bed of a stream or turning out into a broad smooth valley, crossing directly at the center of it, or climbing some low ridge with a puff-puff-puff and then clattering almost recklessly down the other slope. I had never before seen any mountains. The sight of sooty-faced miners at certain places, their little oil and tow tin lamps fastened to their hats, their tin dinner-pails on their arms, impressed me as something new and faintly reminiscent of the one or two small coal mines about Sullivan, Indiana, where I had lived when I was a boy of seven. Along the way I saw a heavy-faced and heavy-bodied type of peasant woman, with a black or brown or blue or green skirt and a waist of a contrasting color, a headcloth or neckerchief of still another, trailed by a few children of equally solid proportions, hanging up clothes or doing something else about their miserable places. These were the much-maligned hunkies just then being imported by the large manufacturing and mining and steel-making industries of the country to take the place of the restless and less docile American working man and woman. I marveled at their appearance and number, and assumed, American-fashion, that in their far-off and unhappy lands they had heard of the wonderful American Constitution, its guaranty of life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness, as well as of the bounteous opportunities afforded by this great land, and that they had forsaken their miseries to come all this distance to enjoy these greater blessings.

I did not then know of the manufacturers foreign labor agent with his lying propaganda among ignorant and often fairly contented peasants, painting America as a country rolling in wealth and opportunity, and then bringing them here to take the places of more restless and greatly underpaid foreigners who, having been brought over by the same gay pictures, were becoming irritated and demanded more pay. I did not then know of the padrone, the labor spy, the company store, five cents an hour for breaker children, the company stockade, all in full operation at this time. All I knew was that there had been a great steel strike in Pittsburgh recently, that Andrew Carnegie, as well as other steel manufacturers (the Olivers, for one), had built fences and strung them with electrified barbed wire in order to protect themselves against the lawless attacks of lawless workingmen.

I also knew that a large number of State or county or city paid deputy sheriffs and mounted police and city policemen had been sworn in and set to guarding the companys property and that H. C. Frick, a leading steel manager for Mr. Carnegie, had been slightly wounded by a desperado named Alexander Berkman, who was inflaming these workingmen, all foreigners of course, lawless and unappreciative of the great and prosperous steel company which was paying them reasonable wages and against which they had no honest complaint.

Our mid-Western papers, up to the day of Clevelands election in 1892 and for some time after, had been full of the merits of this labor dispute, with long and didactic editorials, intended in the main to prove that the workingman was not so greatly underpaid, considering the type of labor he performed and the intelligence he brought to his task; that the public was not in the main vastly interested in labor disputes, both parties to the dispute being unduly selfish; that it would be a severe blow to the prosperity of the country if labor disputes were too long continued; that unless labor was reasonable in its demands capital would become disheartened and leave the country. I had not made up my mind that the argument was all on one side, although I knew that the average man in America, despite its great and boundless opportunities, was about as much put upon and kicked about and underpaid as any other. This growing labor problem or the general American dissatisfaction with poor returns upon efforts made crystallized three years later in the Free Silver campaign and the gold parades. The full dinner-pail was then invented as a slogan to counteract the vast economic unrest, and the threat to close down and so bring misery to the entire country unless William McKinley was elected was also freely posted. Henry George, Father McGlynn, Herr Most, Emma Goldman, and a score of others were abroad voicing the woes of hundreds of thousands who were supposed to have no woes.

At that time, as I see it now, America was just entering upon the most lurid phase of that vast, splendid, most lawless and most savage period in which the great financiers were plotting and conniving at the enslavement of the people and belaboring each other. Those crude parvenu dynasties which now sit enthroned in our democracy, threatening its very life with their pretensions and assumptions, were then in their very beginning. John D. Rockefeller was still in Cleveland; Flagler, William Rockefeller, H. H. Rogers, were still comparatively young and secret agents; Carnegie was still in Pittsburgh, an iron master, and of all his brood of powerful children only Frick had appeared; William H. Vanderbilt and Jay Gould had only recently died; Cleveland was President, and Mark Hanna was an unknown business man in Cleveland. The great struggles of the railroads, the coal companies, the gas companies, to overawe and tax the people were still in abeyance, or just being born. The multi-millionaire had arrived, it is true, but not the billionaire. On every hand were giants plotting, fighting, dreaming; and yet in Pittsburgh there was still something of a singing spirit.

When I arrived here and came out of the railway station, which was directly across the Monongahela River from the business center, I was impressed by the huge walls of hills that arose on every hand, a great black sheer ridge rising to a height of five or six hundred feet to my right and enclosing this river, on the bosom of which lay steamboats of good size. From the station a pleasingly designed bridge of fair size led to the city beyond, and across it trundled in unbroken lines street-cars and wagons and buggies of all sizes and descriptions. The city itself was already smartly outlined by lights, a galaxy climbing the hills in every direction, and below me as I walked out upon this bridge was an agate stream reflecting the lights from either shore. Below this was another bridge, and upstream another. The whole river for a mile or more was suddenly lit to a rosy glow, a glow which, as I saw upon turning, came from the tops of some forty or fifty stacks belching a deep orange-red flame. At the same time an enormous pounding and crackling came from somewhere, as though titans were at work upon subterranean anvils. I stared and admired. I felt that I was truly adventuring into a new and strange world. I was glad now that I had not found work in Toledo or Cleveland or Buffalo.

The city beyond the river proved as interesting as the river cliffs and forges about the station. As I walked along I discovered the name of the street (Smithfield), which began at the bridges end and was lined with buildings of not more than three or four stories although it was one of the principal streets of the business center. At the bridge-head on the city side stood a large smoke-colored stone building, which later I discovered was the principal hotel, the Monongahela, and beyond that was a most attractive and unusual postoffice building. I came to a cross street finally (Fifth Avenue), brightly lighted and carrying unusual traffic, and turned into it. I found this central region to be most puzzlingly laid out, and did not attempt to solve its mysteries. Instead, I entered a modest restaurant in a side street. Later I hunted up a small hotel, where I paid a dollar for a room for the night. I retired, speculating as to how I should make out here. Something about the city drew me intensely. I wished I might remain for a time. The next morning I was up bright and early to look up the morning papers and find out the names of the afternoon papers. I found that there were four: the Dispatch and Times, morning papers, and the Gazette-Telegraph and Leader, afternoon. I thought them most interesting and different from those of other cities in which I had worked.

Andy Pastor had his right hand lacerated while at work in the 23-inch mill yesterday.

John Kristoff had his right wrist sprained while at work in the 140-inch mill yesterday.

Joseph Novic is suffering from contused wounds of the left wrist received while at work in the 23-inch mill yesterday.

A train of hot metal, being hauled from a mixing-house to open hearth No. 2, was side-swiped by a yard engine near the 48-inch mill. The impact tilted the ladles of some of the cars and the hot metal spilled in a pool of water along the track. Antony Brosak, Constantine Czernik and Kafros Maskar were seriously wounded by the exploding metal.

Such items arrested my attention at once; and then such names as Squirrel Hill, Sawmill Run, Moon Run, Hazelwood, Wind Gap Road, Braddock, McKeesport, Homestead, Swissvale, somehow made me wish to know more of this region.

The Dispatch was Republican, the Times Democratic. Both were evidently edited with much conservatism as to local news. I made haste to visit the afternoon newspaper offices, only to discover that they were fully equipped with writers. I then proceeded in search of a room and finally found one in Wylie Avenue, a curious street that climbed a hill to its top and then stopped. Here, almost at the top of this hill, in an old yellow stonefront house the rear rooms of which commanded a long and deep canyon or run, I took a room for a week. The family of this house rented rooms to several others, clerks who looked and proved to be a genial sort, holding a kind of court on the front steps of an evening.

I now turned to the morning papers, going first to the Times, which had its offices in a handsome building, one of the two or three high office buildings in the city. The city editor received me graciously but could promise nothing. At the Dispatch, which was published in a three-story building at Smithfield and Diamond streets, I found a man who expressed much more interest. He was a slender, soft-spoken, onehanded man. On very short acquaintance I found him to be shrewd and canny, gracious always, exceedingly reticent and uncommunicative and an excellent judge of news, and plainly holding his job not so much by reason of what he put into his paper as by what he kept out of it. He wanted to know where I had worked before I came to Pittsburgh, whether I had been connected with any paper here, whether I had ever done feature stuff. I described my experiences as nearly as I could, and finally he said that there was nothing now but he was expecting a vacancy to occur soon. If I could come around in the course of a week or ten days (I drooped sadly)  well, then, in three or four days, he thought he might do something for me. The salary would not be more than eighteen the week. My spirits fell at that, but his manner was so agreeable and his hope for me so keen that I felt greatly encouraged and told him I would wait a few days anyhow. My friend in Toledo had promised me that he would wire me at the first opening, and I was now expecting some word from him. This I told to this city editor, and he said: Well, you might wait until you hear from him anyhow. A thought of my possible lean purse did not seem to occur to him, and I marveled at the casual manner in which he assumed that I could wait.

Thereafter I roamed the city and its environs, and to my delight found it to be one of the most curious and fascinating places I had ever seen. From a stationery store I first secured a map and figured out the lay of the town. At a glance I saw that the greater part of it stretched eastward along the tongue of land that was between the Allegheny and the Monongahela, and that this was Pittsburgh proper. Across the Allegheny, on the north side, was the city of Allegheny, an individual municipality but so completely connected with Pittsburgh as to be identical with it, and connected with it by many bridges. Across the Monongahela, on the south side, were various towns: Mt. Washington, Duquesne, Homestead. I was interested especially in Homestead because of the long and bitter contest between the steel-workers and the Carnegie Company, which for six months and more in 1892 had occupied space on the front page of every newspaper in America.

Having studied my map I explored, going first across the river into Allegheny. Here I found a city built about the base of high granite hills or between ridges in hollows called gaps or runs with a street or car-line clambering and twisting directly over them. A charming park and boulevard system had been laid out, with the city hall, a public market and a Carnegie public library as a center. The place had large dry-goods and business houses.

On another day I crossed to the south side and ascended by an inclined plane, such as later I discovered to be one of the transportation features of Pittsburgh, the hill called Mt. Washington, from the top of which, walking along an avenue called Grand View Boulevard which skirted the brow of the hill, I had the finest view of a city I have ever seen. In later years I looked down upon New York from the heights of the Palisades and the hills of Staten Island; on Rome from the Pincian Gardens; on Florence from San Miniato; and on Pasadena and Los Angeles from the slopes of Mt. Lowe; but never anywhere have I seen a scene which impressed me more than this: the rugged beauty of the mountains, which encircle the city, the three rivers that run as threads of bright metal, dividing it into three parts, the several cities joined as one, their clambering streets presenting a checkered pattern emphasized here and there by the soot-darkened spires of churches and the walls of the taller and newer and cleaner office buildings.

As in most American cities of any size, the skyscraper was just being introduced and being welcomed as full proof of the growth and wealth and force of the city. No city was complete without at least one: the more, of course, the grander.

Pittsburgh had a better claim to the skyscraper as a commercial necessity than any other American city that I know. The tongue of land which lies between the Allegheny and the Monongahela, very likely not more than two or three square miles in extent, is still the natural heart of the commercial life for fifty, a hundred miles about. Here meet the three large rivers, all navigable. Here, again, the natural runs and gaps of the various hills about, as well as the levels which pursue the banks of the streams and which are the natural vents or routes for railroad lines, street-cars and streets, come to a common center. Whether by bridges from Allegheny, the south bank of the Ohio or the Monongahela, or along the shores of the Allegheny or Monongahela within the city of Pittsburgh itself, all meet somewhere in this level tongue; and here, of necessity, is the business center. So without the tall building, I cannot see how one-tenth of the business which would and should be normally transacted here would ever come about.


CHAPTER LX

BARRING two or three tall buildings, the city of Pittsburgh was then of a simple and homelike aspect. A few blackened church spires, a small dark city hall and an old market-place, a long stretch of blast furnaces, black as night, and the lightly constructed bridges over the rivers, gave it all an airy grace and charm.

Since the houses up here were very simple, mostly workingmens cottages, and the streets back followed the crests of hills twisting and winding as they went and providing in consequence the most startling and effective views of green hills and mountains beyond, I decided that should I be so fortunate as to secure work I would move over here. It would be like living in a mountain resort, and most inexpensively.

I descended and took a car which followed the Monongahela upstream to Homestead, and here for the first time had a view of that enormous steel plant which only recently (June to December, 1892) had played such a great part in the industrial drama of America. The details of the quarrel were fairly fresh in my mind: how the Carnegie Steel Company had planned, with the technicalities of a wage-scale readjustment as an excuse, to break the power of the Amalgamated Steel Workers, who were becoming too forceful and who were best organized in their plant, and how the Amalgamated, resenting the introduction of three hundred Pinkerton guards to protect the plant, had attacked them, killing several and injuring others, and so permitting the introduction of the State militia, which speedily and permanently broke the power of the strikers. They could only wait then and starve, and so they had waited and starved for six months, when they finally returned to work, such of them as would be received. When I reached there in April, 1894, the battle was already fifteen months past, but the feeling was still alive. I did not then know what it was about this town of Homestead that was so depressing, but in the six months of my stay here I found that it was a compound of a sense of defeat and sullen despair. The men had not forgotten. Even then the company was busy, and had been for months, importing Poles, Hungarians, Lithuanians, to take the places of the ousted strikers. Whole colonies were already here, housed under the most unsatisfactory conditions, and more were coming. Hence the despair of those who had been defeated.

Along the river sprawled for a quarter of a mile or more the huge low length of the furnaces, great black bottle-like affairs with rows of stacks and long low sheds or buildings paralleling them, sheds from which came a continuous hammering and sputtering and the glow of red fire. The whole was shrouded by a pall of gray smoke, even in the bright sunshine. Above the plant, on a slope which rose steeply behind it, were a few moderately attractive dwellings grouped about two small parks, the trees of which were languishing for want of air. Behind and to the sides of these were the spires of several churches, those soporifics against failure and despair. Turning up side streets one found, invariably, uniform frame houses, closely built and dulled by smoke and grime, and below, on the flats behind the mill, were cluttered alleys so unsightly and unsanitary as to shock me into the belief that I was once more witnessing the lowest phases of Chicago slum-life, the worst I had ever seen. The streets were mere mud-tracks. Where there were trees (and there were few) they were dwarfed and their foliage withered by a metallic fume which was over all. Though the sun was bright at the top of the hill, down here it was gray, almost cloudy, at best a filtered dull gold haze.

The place held me until night. I browsed about its saloons, of which there was a large number, most of them idle during the drift of the afternoon. The open gates of the mill held my interest also, for through them I could see furnaces, huge cranes, switching engines, cars of molten iron being hauled to and fro, and mountains of powdered iron ore and scrap iron piled here and there awaiting the hour of new birth in the smelting vats. When the sun had gone down, and I had watched a shift of men coming out with their buckets and coats over their arms, and other hundreds entering in a rush, I returned to the city with a sense of the weight and breadth and depth of huge effort. Here bridges and rail and plate steel were made for all the world. But of all these units that dwelt and labored here scarce a fraction seemed even to sense a portion of the meaning of all they did. I knew that Carnegie had become a multi-millionaire, as had Phipps and others, and that he was beginning to give libraries, that Phipps had already given several floral conservatories, and that their lobbies in Congress were even then bartering for the patronage of the government on their terms; but the poor units in these hovels at Homestead  what did they know?

On another day I explored the east end of Pittsburgh, which was the exclusive residence section of the city and a contrast to such hovels and deprivations as I had witnessed at Homestead and among the shacks across the Monongahela and below Mt. Washington. Never in my life, neither before nor since, in New York, Chicago or elsewhere, was the vast gap which divides the rich from the poor in America so vividly and forcefully brought home to me. I had seen on my map a park called Schenley, and thinking that it might be interesting I made my way out a main thoroughfare called (quite appropriately, I think) Fifth Avenue, lined with some of the finest residences of the city. Never did the mere possession of wealth impress me so keenly. Here were homes of the most imposing character, huge, verandaed, tree-shaded, with immense lawns, great stone or iron or hedge fences and formal gardens and walks of a most ornate character. It was a region of well-curbed, well-drained and well-paved thoroughfares. Even the street-lamps were of a better design than elsewhere, so eager was a young and democratic municipality to see that superior living conditions were provided for the rich. There were avenues lined with well-cropped trees, and at every turn one encountered expensive carriages, their horses jingling silver or gold-gilt harness, their front seats occupied by one or two footmen in livery, while reclining was Madam or Sir, or both, gazing condescendingly upon the all too comfortable world about them.

In Schenley Park was a huge and interesting arboretum or botanical garden under glass, a most oriental affair given by Phipps of the Carnegie Company. A large graceful library of white limestone, perhaps four or five times the size of the one in Allegheny, given by Andrew Carnegie, was in process of construction. And he was another of the chief beneficiaries of Homestead, the possessor of a great house in this region, another in New York and still another in Scotland, a man for whom the unwitting Pinkertons and contending strikers had been killed. Like huge ribbons of fire these and other names of powerful steel men  the Olivers, Thaws, Fricks, Thompsons  seemed to rise and band the sky. It seemed astonishing to me that some men could thus rise and soar about the heavens like eagles, while others, drab sparrows all, could only pick among the offal of the hot ways below. What were these things called democracy and equality about which men prated? Had they any basis in fact? There was constant palaver about the equality of opportunity which gave such men as these their chance, but I could not help speculating as to the lack of equality of opportunity these men created for others once their equality at the top had made them. If equality of opportunity had been so excellent for them why not for others, especially those in their immediate care? True, all men had not the brains to seize upon and make use of that which was put before them, but again, not all men of brains had the blessing of opportunity as had these few men. Strength, as I felt, should not be too arrogant or too forgetful of the accident or chance by which it had arrived. It might do something for the poor  pay them decent living wages, for instance. Were these giants planning to subject their sons and daughters to the same equality of opportunity which had confronted them at the start and which they were so eager to recommend to the attention of others? Not at all. In this very neighborhood I passed an exclusive private school for girls, with great grounds and a beautiful wall  another sample of equality of opportunity.

On the fourth day of my stay here I called again at the Dispatch office and was given a position, but only after the arrival of a telegram from Toledo offering me work at eighteen a week. Now I had long since passed out of the eighteen-dollar stage of reporting, and this was by no means a comforting message. If I could show it to the Dispatch city editor, I reasoned, it would probably hasten his decision to accept me, but also he might consider eighteen dollars as a rate of pay acceptable to me and would offer no more. I decided not to use it just then but to go first and see if anything had come about in my favor.

Nothing yet, he said on seeing me. Drop around tomorrow or Saturday. Im sure to know then one way or the other.

I went out and in the doorway below stood and meditated. What was I to do? If I delayed too long my friend in Toledo would not be able to do anything for me, and if I showed this message it would fix my salary at a place below that which I felt I deserved. I finally hit upon the idea of changing the eighteen to twenty-five and went to a telegraph office to find some girl to rewrite it for me. Not seeing a girl I would be willing to approach, I worked over it myself, carefully erasing and changing until the twenty-five, while a little forced and scraggly, looked fairly natural. With this in my pocket I returned to the Dispatch this same afternoon, and told the city editor with as great an air of assurance as I could achieve that I had just received this message and was a little uncertain as to what to do about it. The fact is, I said, I have started from the West to go East. New York is my eventual goal, unless I find a good place this side of it. But Im up against it now and unless I can do something here I might as well go back there for the present. I wouldnt show you this except that I must answer it tonight.

He read it and looked at me uncertainly. Finally he got up, told me to wait a minute, and went through a nearby door. In a minute or two he returned and said: Well, thats all right. We can do as well as that, anyhow, if you want to stay at that rate.

All right, I replied as nonchalantly as I could. When do I start?

Come around tomorrow at twelve. I may not have anything for you, but Ill carry you for a day or two until I have.

I trotted down the nearby steps as fast as my feet would carry me, anxious to get out of his sight so that I might congratulate myself freely. I hurried to a telegraph office to reject my friends offer. To celebrate my cleverness and success I indulged in a good meal at one of the best restaurants. Here I sat, and to prepare myself for my work examined that days Dispatch, as well as the other papers, with a view to unraveling their method of treating a feature or a striking piece of news, also to discover what they considered a feature. By nine or ten I had solved that mystery as well as I could, and then to quiet my excited nerves I walked about the business section, finally crossing to Mt. Washington so as to view the lighted city at night from this great height. It was radiantly clear up there, and a young moon shining, and I had the pleasure of looking down upon as wonderful a night panorama as I have ever seen, a winking and fluttering field of diamonds that outrivaled the sky itself. As far as the eye could see were these lamps blinking and winking, and overhead was another glistering field of stars. Below was that enormous group of stacks with their red tongues waving in the wind. Far up the Monongahela, where lay Homestead and McKeesport and Braddock and Swissvale, other glows of red fire indicated where huge furnaces were blazing and boiling in the night. I thought of the nest of slums I had seen at Homestead, of those fine houses in the east end, and of Carnegie with his libraries, of Phipps with his glass conservatories. How to get up in the world and be somebody was my own thought now, and yet I knew that wealth was not for me. The best I should ever do was to think and dream, standing aloof as a spectator.

The next day I began work on the Dispatch and for six months was a part of it, beginning with ordinary news reporting, but gradually taking up the task of preparing original column features, first for the daily and later for the Sunday issue. Still later, not long before I left, I was by way of being an unpaid assistant to the dramatic editor, and a traveling correspondent.

What impressed me most was the peculiar character of the city and the newspaper world here, the more or less somnolent nature of its population (apart from the steel companies and their employees) and the genial and sociable character of the newspaper men. Never had I encountered more intelligent or helpful or companionable albeit cynical men than I found here. They knew the world, and their opportunities for studying public as well as private impulses and desires and contrasting them with public and private performances were so great as to make them puzzled if not always accurate judges of affairs and events. One can always talk to a newspaper man, I think, with the full confidence that one is talking to a man who is at least free of moralistic mush. Nearly everything in connection with those trashy romances of justice, truth, mercy, patriotism, public profession of all sorts, is already and forever gone if they have been in the business for any length of time. The religionist is seen by them for what he is: a swallower of romance or a masquerader looking to profit and preferment. Of the politician, they know or believe but one thing: that he is out for himself, a trickster artfully juggling with the moods and passions and ignorance of the public. Judges are men who have by some chance or other secured good positions and are careful to trim their sails according to the moods and passions of the strongest element in any community or nation in which they chance to be. The arts are in the main to be respected, when they are not frankly confessed to be enigmas.

In a very little while I came to be on friendly terms with the men of this and some other papers, men who, because of their intimate contact with local political and social conditions, were well fitted to enlighten me as to the exact economic and political conditions here. Two in particular, the political and labor men of this paper were most helpful. The former, a large, genial, commercial-drummer type, who might also have made an excellent theatrical manager or promoter, provided me with a clear insight into the general cleavage of local and State politics and personalities. I liked him very much. The other, the labor man, was a slow, silent, dark, square-shouldered and almost square-headed youth, who drifted in and out of the office irregularly. He it was who attended, when permitted by the working people themselves, all labor meetings in the city or elsewhere, as far east at times as the hard coal regions about Wilkes-Barre and Scranton. As he himself told me, he was the papers sole authority for such comments or assertions as it dared to make in connection with the mining of coal and the manufacture of steel. He was an intense sympathizer with labor, but not so much with organized as with unorganized workers. He believed that labor here had two years before lost a most important battle, one which would show in its contests with money in the future: which was true. He pretended to know that there was a vast movement on foot among the moneyed elements in America to cripple if not utterly destroy organized labor, and to that end he assured me once that all the great steel and coal and oil magnates were in a conspiracy to flood the country with cheap foreign labor, which they had lured or were luring here by all sorts of dishonest devices; once here, these immigrants were to be used to break the demand of better-paid and more intelligent labor. He pretended to know that in the coal and steel regions thousands had already been introduced and more were on their way, and that all such devices as showy churches and schools for defectives, etc., were used to keep ignorant and tame those already here.

But you cant say anything about it in Pittsburgh, he said to me. If I should talk Id have to get out of here. The papers here wont use a thing unfavorable to the magnates in any of these fields. I write all sorts of things, but they never get in.

He read the Congressional Record daily, as well as various radical papers from different parts of the country, and was constantly calling my attention to statistics and incidents which proved that the workingman was being most unjustly put upon and undermined; but he never did it in any urgent or disturbed manner. Rather, he seemed to be profoundly convinced that the cause of the workers everywhere in America was hopeless. They hadnt the subtlety and the force and the innate cruelty of those who ruled them. They were given to religious and educational illusions, the parochial school and church paper, which left them helpless. In the course of time, because I expressed interest in and sympathy for these people, he took me into various mill slums in and near the city to see how they lived.


CHAPTER LXI

I WENT with him first to Homestead, then to some tenements there, later to some other mill districts nearer Pittsburgh, the name of which I have forgotten. What astonished me, in so far as the steel mills were concerned, was the large number of furnaces going at once, the piles, mountains, of powdered iron ore ready to be smelted, the long lines of cars, flat, box and coal cars, and the nature and size and force of the machinery used to roll steel. The work, as he or his friends the bosses showed me, was divided between the front and the back, Those working at the front of the furnace took care of the molten ore and slag which was being puddled. The men at the back, the stock and yard men, filled huge steel buckets or skips suspended from traveling cranes with ore, fuel and limestone, all of which was piled near at hand; this material was then trundled to a point over the mouth of the melting-vats, as they were called, and released via a movable bottom. At this particular plant I was told that the machinery for handling all this was better than elsewhere, the company being richer and more progressive. In some of the less progressive concerns the men filled carts with raw material and then trundled them around to the front of a hoist, which was at the back of the furnace, where they were lifted and dumped into the furnaces. But in this mill all a man had to do to fill a steel bucket with raw material was to push one of those steel buckets suspended from a trolley under a chute and pull a rod, when the stock tumbled into it. From these it was trundled, by machinery, to a point over the furnace. The furnaces were charged or fed constantly by feeders working in twelve-hour shifts, so that there was little chance to rest from their labors. Their pay was not more than half of that paid to the men at the front because it was neither so hard nor so skillful, although it looked hard enough to me.

The men at the front, the puddlers, were the labor princes of this realm and yet among the hardest worked. A puddling or blast furnace was a brick structure like an oven, about seven feet high and six feet square, with two compartments, one a receptacle into which pigiron was thrown, the other a fuel chamber where the melting heat was generated. The drafts were so arranged that the flame swept from the fuel chamber directly upon the surface of the iron. From five to six hundred pounds of pigiron were put into each furnace at one time, after which it was closed and sufficient heat applied to melt down the iron. Then the puddler began to work it with an iron rod through a hole in the furnace door, so as to stir up the liquid and bring it in contact with the air. As the impurities became separated from the iron and rose to the top as slag, they were tipped out through a center notch. As it became freer from impurities, a constantly higher temperature was required to keep the iron in a liquid condition. Gradually it began to solidify in granules, much as butter forms in churning. Later it took on or was worked into large malleable balls or lumps or rolls like butter, three to any given charge or furnace. Then, while still in a comparatively soft but not molten condition, these were taken out and thrown across a steel floor to a taker to be worked by other machinery and other processes.

Puddling was a full-sized mans job. There were always two, and sometimes three, to a single furnace, and they took turns at working the metal, as a rule ten minutes to a turn. No man could stand before a furnace and perform that backbreaking toil continually. Even when working by spells a man was often nearly exhausted at the end of his spell. As a rule he had to go outside and sit on a bench, the perspiration running off him. The intensity of the heat in those days (1893) was not as yet relieved by the device of shielding the furnace with water-cooled plates. The wages of these men was in the neighborhood of three dollars a day, the highest then paid. Before the great strike it had been more.

But the men who most fascinated me were the roughers who, once the puddler had done his work and thrown his lump of red-hot iron out upon an open hearth, and another man had taken it and thrown it to a rougher, fed it into a second machine which rolled or beat it into a more easily handled and workable form. The exact details of the process escape me now, but I remember the picture they presented in those hot, fire-lighted, noisy and sputtering rooms. Agility and even youth were at a premium, and a false step possibly meant death. I remember watching two men in the mill below Mt. Washington, one who pulled out billet after billet from furnace after furnace and threw them along the steel floor to the rougher, and the latter, who, dressed only in trousers and a sleeveless flannel shirt, the sweat pouring from his body and his muscles standing out in knots, took these same and, with the skill and agility of a tight-rope performer, tossed them into the machine. He was constantly leaping about thrusting the red billets which came almost in a stream into or between the first pair of rolls for which they were intended. And yet before he could turn back there was always another on the floor behind him. The rolls into which he fed these billets were built in a train, side by side in line, and as they went through one pair they had to be seized by a catcher and shoved back through the next. Back and forth, back and forth they went at an ever increasing speed, until the catcher at the next to the last pair of rolls, seizing the end of the rod as it came through, still red-hot, described with it a fiery circle bending it back again to enter the last roll, from which it passed into water. It was wonderful.

And yet these men were not looked upon as anything extraordinary. While the places in which they worked were metal infernos and their toil of the most intense and exacting character, they were not allowed to organize to better their condition. The recent great victory of the steel magnates had settled that. In that very city and elsewhere, these magnates were rolling in wealth. Their profits were tumbling in so fast that they scarcely knew what to do with them. Vast libraries and universities were being built with their gifts. Immense mansions were crowded with art and historic furniture. Their children were being sent to special schools to be taught how to be ladies and gentlemen in a democracy which they contemned; and on the other hand, these sweating men were being denied an additional five or ten cents an hour and the right to organize. If they protested or attempted to drive out imported strike-breakers they were fired and State or Federal troops were called in to protect the mills. They could not organize then, and they are not organized now.

My friend Martyn, who was intensely sympathetic toward them, was still more sympathetic toward the men who were not so skillful, mere day laborers who received from one dollar to one-sixty-five at a time when two a day was too little to support any one. He grew melodramatic as he told me where these men lived and how they lived, and finally took me in order that I might see for myself. Afterward, in the course of my reportorial work, I came upon some of these neighborhoods and individuals, and since they are all a part of the great fortune-building era, and illustrate how democracy works in America, and how some great fortunes were built, I propose to put down here a few pictures of things that I saw. Wages varied from one to one-sixty-five a day for the commonest laborer, three and even four a day for the skilled worker. Bents, or what the cheaper workers, who constituted by far the greater number, were able to pay, varied from two-fifteen per week, or eight-sixty per month, to four-seventy-two per week, or twenty per month.

And the type of places they could secure for this! I recall visiting a two-room tenement in a court, the character of which first opened my eyes to the type of home these workers endured. This court consisted of four sides with an open space in the center. Three of these sides were smoke-grimed wooden houses three stories in height; the fourth was an ancient and odorous wooden stable, where the horses of a contractor were kept. In the center of this court stood a circular wooden building or lavatory with ten triangular compartments, each opening into one vault or cesspool. Near this was one hydrant, the only water-supply for all these homes or rooms. These two conveniences served twenty families, Polish, Hungarian, Slavonic, Jewish, Negro, of from three to five people each, living in the sixty-three rooms which made up the three grimy sides above mentioned. There were twenty-seven children in these rooms, for whom this court was their only playground. For twenty housewives this was the only place where they could string their wash-lines. For twenty tired, sweaty, unwashed husbands this was, aside from the saloon, the only near and neighborly recreation and companionship center. Here of a sweltering summer night, after playing cards and drinking beer, they would frequently stretch themselves to sleep.

But this was not all. As waste pipes were wanting in the houses, heavy tubs of water had to be carried in and out, and this in a smoky town where a double amount of washing and cleaning was necessary. When the weather permitted, the heavy washes were done in the yard. Then the pavement of this populous court, covered with tubs, wringers, clothes baskets and pools of soapy water, made a poor playground for children. In addition to this, these lavatories must be used, and in consequence a situation was created which may be better imagined than explained. Many of the front windows of these apartments looked down on this center, which was only a few yards from the kitchen windows, creating a neat, sanitary and uplifting condition. While usually only two families used one of these compartments, in some other courts three or four families were compelled to use one, giving rise to indifference and a sense of irresponsibility for their condition. While all the streets had sewers and by borough ordinance these outside vaults must be connected with them, still most of them were flushed only by waste water, which flowed directly into them from the yard faucet. When conditions became unbearable the vaults were washed out with a hose attached to the hydrant, but in winter, when there was danger of freezing, this was not always possible. There was not one indoor closet in any of these courts.

But to return to the apartment in question. The kitchen was steaming with vapor from a big washtub set on a chair in the middle of the room. The mother, who had carried the water in, was trying to wash and at the same time keep the older of her two babies from tumbling into the tub of scalding water that was standing on the floor. On one side of the room was a huge puffy bed, with one feather tick to sleep on and another for covering. Near the window was a sewing-machine, in a corner a melodeon, and of course there was the inevitable cookstove, upon which was simmering a pot of soup. To the left, in the second room, were one boarder and the man of the house asleep. Two boarders, so I learned, were at work, but at night would be home to sleep in the bed now occupied by one boarder and the man of the house. The little family and their boarders, taken to help out on the rent, worked and lived so in order that Mr. Carnegie might give the world one or two extra libraries with his name plastered on the front, and Mr. Frick a mansion on Fifth Avenue.

It was to Martyn and his interest that I owed still other views. He took me one day to a boardinghouse in which lived twenty-four people, all in two rooms, and yet, to my astonishment and confusion, it was not so bad as that other court, so great apparently is the value of intimate human contact. Few of the very poor day laborers, as Martyn explained to me, who were young and unmarried, cared how they lived so long as they lived cheaply and could save a little. This particular boardinghouse in Homestead was in a court such as I have described, and consisted of two rooms, one above the other, each measuring perhaps 12x20. In the kitchen at the time was the wife of the boarding boss cooking dinner. Along one side of the room was an oilcloth-covered table with a plank bench on each side, above it was a rack holding a long row of white cups, and a shelf with tin knives and forks. Near the up-to-date range, the only real piece of furniture in the room, hung the buckets in which all mill men carried their noon or midnight meals. A crowd of men were lounging cheerfully about, talking, smoking and enjoying life, one of them playing a concertina. They were making the most of a brief spell before their meal and departure for work.

In the room above, as the landlord cheerfully showed us, were double iron bedsteads set close together and on them comfortables neatly laid.

In these two rooms lived, besides the boarding boss and his wife, both stalwart Bulgarians, and their two babies, twenty men. They were those who handled steel billets and bars, unloaded and loaded trains, worked in cinder pits, filled steel buckets with stock, and what not. They all worked twelve hours a day, and their reward was this and what they could save over and above it out of nine-sixty per week. Martyn said a good thing about them at the time: I dont know how it is. I know these people are exploited and misused. The mill-owners pay them the lowest wages, the landlords exploit these boardinghouse keepers as well as their boarders, and the community which they make by their work dont give a damn for them, and yet they are happy, and Ill be hanged if they dont make me happy. It must be that just work is happiness, and I agreed with him. Plenty of work, something to do, the ability to avoid the ennui of idleness and useless, pensive, futile thought!

There was another side that I thought was a part of all this, and that was the vice situation. There were so many girls who walked the streets here, and back of the Dispatch and postoffice buildings, as well as in the streets ranged along the Monongahela below Smithfield (Water, First and Second), were many houses of disrepute, as large and flourishing an area as I had seen in any city. As I learned from the political and police man, the police here as elsewhere protected vice, or in other words preyed upon it.


CHAPTER LXII

IN the meantime I was going about my general work, and an easy task it proved. My city editor, cool, speculative, diplomatic soul, soon instructed me as to the value of news and its limitations here. We dont touch on labor conditions except through our labor man, he told me, and he knows what to say. Theres nothing to be said about the rich or religious in a derogatory sense: they re all right in so far as we know. We dont touch on scandals in high life. The big steel men here just about own the place, so we cant. Some papers out West and down in New York go in for sensationalism, but we dont. Id rather have some simple little feature any time, a story about some old fellow with eccentric habits, than any of these scandals or tragedies. Of course we do cover them when we have to, but we have to be mighty careful what we say.

So much for a free press in Pittsburgh, A. D. 1893!

And I found that the city itself, possibly by reason of the recent defeat administered to organized labor and the soft pedal of the newspapers, presented a most quiescent and somnolent aspect. There was little local news. Suicides, occasional drownings, a wedding or death in high society, a brawl in a saloon, the enlargement of a steel plant, the visit of a celebrity or the remarks of some local pastor, provided the pabulum on which the local readers were fed. Sometimes an outside event, such as the organization by General Coxey, of Canton, Ohio, of his hobo army, at that time moving toward Washington to petition congress against the doings of the trusts; or the dictatorial and impossible doings of Grover Cleveland, opposition President to the dominant party of the State; or the manner in which the moribund Democratic party of this region was attempting to steal an office or share in the spoils  these and the grand comments of gentlemen in high financial positions here and elsewhere as to the outlook for prosperity in the nation or the steel mills or the coal fields, occupied the best places in the newspapers. For a great metropolis as daring, forceful, economically and socially restless as this, it seemed unbelievable that it could be so quiescent or say so little about the colossal ambitions animating the men at the top. But when it came to labor or the unions, their restlessness or unholy anarchistic demands, or the trashy views of a third-rate preacher complaining of looseness in dress or morals, or an actor voicing his views on art, or a politician commenting on some unimportant phase of our life, it was a very different matter. These papers were then free enough to say their say.

I recall that Thomas B. Reed, then Speaker of the House, once passed through the city and stopped off to visit some friendly steel magnate. I was sent to interview him and obtain his views as to General Coxeys army, a band of poor mistaken theorists who imagined that by marching to Washington and protesting to Congress they could compel a trust-dictated American Senate and House to take cognizance of their woes. This able statesman  and he was no fool, being at the time in the councils and favor of the money power and looked upon as the probable Republican Presidential nominee  pretended to me to believe that a vast national menace lay in such a movement and protest.

Why, its the same as revolution! he ranted, washing his face in his suite at the Monongahela, his suspenders swaying loosely about his fat thighs. Its an unheard-of proceeding. For a hundred years the American people have had a fixed and constitutional and democratic method of procedure. They have their county and State and national conventions, and their power of instructing delegates to the same. They can write any plank they wish into any party platform, and compel its enforcement by their votes. Now comes along a man who finds something that doesnt just suit his views, and instead of waiting and appealing to the regular party councils, he organizes an army and proceeds to march on Washington.

But he has been able to muster only three or four hundred men all told, I suggested mildly. He doesnt seem to be attracting many followers.

The number of his followers isnt the point, he insisted.

If one man can gather an army of five hundred, another can gather an army of ten or five hundred thousand. That means revolution.

Yes, I ventured. But what about the thing of which they are complaining?

It doesnt matter what their grievance is, he said somewhat testily. This is a government of law and prescribed political procedure. Our people must abide by that.

I was ready to agree, only I was thinking of the easy manner in which delegates and elected representatives everywhere were ignoring the interests if not the mandates of the body politic at large and listening to the advice and needs of financiers and trust-builders. Already the air was full of complaints against monopoly. Trusts and combinations of every kind were being organized, and the people were being taxed accordingly. All property, however come by, was sacred in America. The least protest of the mass anywhere was revolutionary, or at least the upwellings of worthless and never-to-be-countenanced malcontents. I could not believe this. I firmly believed then, as I do now, that the chains wherewith a rapidly developing financial oligarchy or autocracy meant to bind a liberty-deluded mass were then and there being forged. I felt then, as I do now, that the people of that day should have been more alive to their interests, that they should have compelled, at Washington or elsewhere, by peaceable political means if possible, by dire and threatening uprisings if necessary, a more careful concern for their interests than any congressman or senator or governor or President, at that time or since, was giving them. As I talked to this noble chairman of the House my heart was full of these sentiments, only I did not deem it of any avail to argue with him. I was a mere cub reporter and he was the Speaker of the House of Representatives, but I had a keen contempt for the enthusiasm he manifested for law. When it came to what the money barons wished, the manufacturers and trust organizers hiding behind a huge and extortionate tariff wall, he was one of their chief guards and political and congressional advocates. If you doubt it look up his record.

But it was owing to this very careful interpretation of what was and what was not news that I experienced some of the most delightful newspaper hours of my life. Large features being scarce, I was assigned to do city hall and police, Allegheny, as the assignment book used to read, and with this mild task ahead of me I was in the habit of crossing the Allegheny River into the city of Allegheny, where, ensconced in a chair in the reporters room of the combined city hall and central police station or in the Carnegie Public Library over the way, or in the cool, central, shaded court of the Allegheny General Hospital, with the head interne of which I soon made friends, I waited for something to turn up. As is usual with all city and police and hospital officials everywhere, the hope of favorable and often manufactured publicity animating them, I was received most cordially. All I had to do was to announce that I was from the Dispatch and assigned to this bailiwick, and I was informed as to anything of importance that had come to the surface during the last ten or twelve hours. If there was nothing  and usually there was not  I sat about with several other reporters or with the head interne of the hospital, or, having no especial inquiry to make, I crossed the street to Squire Daniels, whose office was in the tree-shaded square facing this civic center, and here (a squire being the equivalent of a petty police magistrate), inquired if anything had come to his notice.

Squire Daniels, a large, bald, pink-faced individual of three hundredweight, used of a sunny afternoon these warm Spring days to sit out in front of his office, his chair tilted against his office wall or a tree, and, with three or four cronies, retail the most delicious stories of old-time political characters and incidents. He was a mine of this sort of thing and an immense favorite in consequence with all the newspaper men and politicians. I was introduced to him on my third or fourth day in Allegheny as he was sitting out on his tilted chair, and he surveyed me with a smile.

From the Dispatch, eh? Well, take a chair if you can find one; if you cant, sit on the curb or in the doorway. Manys the man I seen from the Dispatch in my time. Your boss, Harry Gaither, used to come around here before he got to be city editor. So did your Sunday man, Funger. There aint much news I can give you, but whatever there is youre welcome to it. I always treat all the boys alike, and he smiled. Then he proceeded with his tale, something about an old alderman or politician who had painted a pig once in order to bring it up to certain prize specifications and so won the prize, only to be found out later because the specifications wore off. He had such a zestful way of telling his stories as to compel laughter.

And then directly across the street to the east from the city hall was the Allegheny Carnegie library, a very handsome building which contained, in addition to the library, an auditorium in which had been placed the usual one of the largest if not the largest pipe organ in the world. This organ had one advantage: it was supplied with a paid city organist, who on Sundays, Wednesdays and Saturdays entertained the public with free recitals, and so capable was he that seats were at a premium and standing-room only the rule unless one arrived far ahead of time. This manifestation of interest on the part of the public pleased me greatly and somehow qualified, if it did not atone for, Mr. Carnegies indifference to the welfare of his employees.

But I was most impressed with the forty or fifty thousand volumes so conveniently arranged that one could walk from stack to stack, looking at the labels and satisfying ones interest by browsing in the books. The place had most comfortable window-nooks and chairs between stacks and in alcoves. One afternoon, having nothing else to do, I came here and by the merest chance picked up a volume entitled The Wild Asss Skin by the writer who so fascinated Wandell  Honoré de Balzac. I examined it curiously, reading a preface which shimmered with his praise. He was the great master of France. His Comédie Humaine covered every aspect of the human welter. His interpretations of character were exhaustive and exact. His backgrounds were abundant, picturesque, gorgeous. In Paris his home had been turned into a museum, and contained his effects as they were at the time of his death.

I turned to the first page and began reading, and from then on until dusk I sat in this charming alcove reading. A new and inviting door to life had been suddenly thrown open to me. Here was one who saw, thought, felt. Through him I saw a prospect so wide that it left me breathless  all Paris, all France, all life through French eyes. Here was one who had a tremendous and sensitive grasp of life, philosophic, tolerant, patient, amused. At once I was personally identified with his Raphael, his Rastignac, his Bixiou, his Bianchon. With Raphael I entered the gaming-house in the Palais Royal, looked despairingly down into the waters of the Seine from the Pont Royal, turned from it to the shop of the dealer in antiques, was ignored by the perfect young lady before the shop of the print-seller, attended the Taillefer banquet, suffered horrors over the shrinking skin. The lady without a heart was all too real. It was for me a literary revolution. Not only for the brilliant and incisive manner with which Balzac grasped life and invented themes whereby to present it, but for the fact that the types he handled with most enthusiasm and skill  the brooding, seeking, ambitious beginner in lifes social, political, artistic and commercial affairs (Rastignac, Raphael, de Rubempre, Bianchon)  were, I thought, so much like myself. Indeed, later taking up and consuming almost at a sitting The Great Man from the Provinces, Père Goriot, Cousin Pons, Cousin Bette, it was so easy to identify myself with the young and seeking aspirants. The brilliant and intimate pictures of Parisian life, the exact flavor of its politics, arts, sciences, religions, social goings to and fro impressed me so as to accomplish for me what his imaginary magic skin had done for his Raphael: transfer me bodily and without defect or lack to the center as well as the circumference of the world which he was describing. I knew his characters as well as he did, so magical was his skill. His grand and somewhat pompous philosophical deductions, his easy and offhand disposition of all manner of critical, social, political, historical, religious problems, the manner in which he assumed as by right of genius intimate and irrefutable knowledge of all subjects, fascinated and captured me as the true method of the seer and the genius. Oh, to possess an insight such as this! To know and be a part of such a cosmos as Paris, to be able to go there, to work, to study, suffer, rise, and even end in defeat if need be, so fascinatingly alive were all the journeys of his puppets! What was Pittsburgh, what St. Louis, what Chicago?  and yet, in spite of myself, while I adored his Paris, still I was obtaining a new and more dramatic light on the world in which I found myself. Pittsburgh was not Paris, America was not France, but in truth they were something, and Pittsburgh at least had aspects which somehow suggested Paris. These charming rivers, these many little bridges, the sharp contrasts presented by the east end and the mill regions, the huge industries here and their importance to the world at large, impressed me more vividly than before. I was in a workaday, begrimed, and yet vivid Paris. Taillefer, Nucingen, Valentin were no different from some of the immense money magnets here, in their ease, luxury, power, at least the possibilities which they possessed.

Coming out of the library this day, and day after day thereafter, the while I rendered as little reportorial service as was consistent with even a show of effort, I marveled at the physical similarity of the two cities as I conceived it, at the chance for pictures here as well as there. American pictures here, as opposed to French pictures there. And all the while I was riding with Lucien to Paris, with his mistress, courting Madame Nucingen with Rastignac, brooding over the horror of the automatically contracting skin with Raphael, poring over his miseries with Goriot, practicing the horrible art of prostitution with Madame Marneffe. For a period of four or five months I ate, slept, dreamed, lived him and his characters and his views and his city. I cannot imagine a greater joy and inspiration than I had in Balzac these Spring and Summer days in Pittsburgh. Idyllic days, dreamy days, poetic days, wonderful days, the while I ostensibly did police and city hall in Allegheny.


CHAPTER LXIII

IT would be unfair to myself not to indicate that I rendered an adequate return for the stipend paid me. As a matter of fact, owing to the peculiar character of the local news conditions, as well as my own creative if poorly equipped literary instincts at the time, I was able to render just such service as my employers craved, and that with scarcely a wrench to my mental ease. For what they craved, more than news of a dramatic or disturbing character, was some sort of idle feature stuff which they could use in place of news and still interest their readers. The Spring time, Balzac, the very picturesque city itself, my own idling and yet reflective disposition, caused me finally to attempt a series of mood or word pictures about the most trivial matters  a summer storm, a spring day, a visit to a hospital, the death of an old switchmans dog, the arrival of the first mosquito  which gave me my first taste of what it means to be a creative writer.

The city editor asked me one day if I could not invent some kind of feature, and I sat down and thought of one theme and another. Finally I thought of the fly as a possible subject for an idle skit. Being young and ambitious, and having just crawled out of a breeding-pit somewhere, he alighted on the nearest fence or windowsill, brushed his head and wings reflectively and meditated on the chances of a livelihood or a career. What would be open to a young and ambitious fly in a world all too crowded with flies? There were barns, of course, and kitchens and horses and cows and pigs, but these fields were overrun, and this was a sensitive and cleanly and meditative fly. Flying about here and there to inspect the world, he encountered within a modest and respectable home a shiny pate which seemed to offer a rather polished field of effort and so on.

This idle thing which took me not more than three-quarters of an hour to write and which I was almost afraid to submit, produced a remarkable change in the attitude of the office, as well as in my life and career. We had at this time as assistant city editor a small, retiring, sentimental soul, Jim Israels, who was one of the most gracious and approachable and lovable men I have ever known. He it was to whom I turned over my skit. He took it with an air of kindly consideration and helpfulness.

Trying to help us out, are you? he said with a smile, and then added when I predicated its worthlessness: Well, its not such an easy thing to turn out that stuff. I hope its something the chief will like.

He took it and, as I noticed, for I hung about to see, read it at once, and I saw him begin to smile and finally chuckle.

This things all right, he called. You neednt worry. Gaitherll be pleased with this, I know, and he began to edit it.

I went out to walk and think, for I had nothing to do except wander over to Allegheny to find out if anything had turned up.

When I returned at six I was greeted by my city editor with a smile and told that if I would I could do that sort of thing as much as I liked. Try and get up something for tomorrow, will you? I said I would try. The next day, a Spring rain descending with wonderful clouds and a magnificent electrical display, I described how the city, dry and smoky and dirty, lay panting in the deadening heat and how out of the west came, like an answer to a prayer, this sudden and soothing storm, battalion upon battalion of huge clouds riven with great silvery flashes of light, darkening the sun as they came; and how suddenly, while shutters clapped and papers flew and office windows and doors had to be closed and signs squeaked and swung and people everywhere ran to cover, the thousands upon thousands who had been enduring the heat heaved a sigh of gratitude. I described how the steel tenements, the homes of the rich, the office buildings, the factories, the hospitals and jails changed under these conditions. and then ventured to give specific incidents and pictures of animals and men.

This was received with congratulations, especially from the assistant editor, who was more partial to anything sentimental than his chief. But I, feeling that I had hit upon a vein of my own, was not inclined to favor the moods of either but to write such things as appealed to me most. This I did from day to day, wandering out into the country or into strange neighborhoods for ideas and so varying my studies as my mood dictated. I noticed, however, that my more serious attempts were not so popular as the lighter and sillier things. This might have been a guide to me, had I been so inclined, leading to an easy and popular success; but by instinct and observation I was inclined to be interested in the larger and more tragic phases of life. Mere humor, such as I could achieve when I chose, seemed always to require for its foundation the most trivial of incidents, whereas huge and massive conditions underlay tragedy and all the more forceful aspects of life.

But what pleased and surprised me was the manner in which these lighter as well as the more serious things were received and the change they made in my standing. Hitherto I was merely a newcomer being tested and by no means secure in my hold on this position. Now, of a sudden, my status was entirely changed. I was a feature man, one who had succeeded where others apparently had failed, and so I was made more than welcome. To my surprise, my city editor one day asked me whether I had had my lunch. I gladly availed myself of a chance to talk to him, and he told me a little something of local journalistic life, who the publisher of this paper was, his politics and views. The assistant editor asked me to dinner. The Sunday editor, the chief political reporter, the chief city hall and police man grew friendly; I went to lunch or dinner with one or the other, was taken to the Press Club after midnight, and occasionally to a theater by the dramatic man. Finally I was asked to contribute something to the Sunday papers, and later still asked to help the dramatic man with criticisms.

I was a little puzzled and made quite nervous though not vain by this sudden change. The managing editor came to talk familiarly with me, and after him the son of the publisher, fresh from a European trip. But when he told me how interested he was in the kind of thing I was doing and that he wished he could write like that, I remember feeling a little envious of him, with his fine clothes and easy manner. An invitation to dine at his home soothed me in no way. I never went. There was some talk of sending me to report a proposed commercial conference (at Buffalo, I believe), looking to the construction of a ship canal from Erie or Buffalo to Pittsburgh, but it interested me not at all. I had no interest in those things, really not in newspaper work, and yet I scarcely knew what I wanted to do if not that. One thing is sure: I had no commercial sense whereby I might have profited by all this. After the second or third sketch had been published there was a decided list in my direction, and I might have utilized my success. Instead, I merely mooned and dreamed as before, reading at the Carnegie Library, going out on assignments or writing one of these sketches and then going home again or to the Press Club. I gathered all sorts of data as to the steel magnates  Carnegie, Phipps and Frick especially  their homes, their clubs, their local condescensions and superiorities. The people of Pittsburgh were looked upon as vassals by some of these, and their interviews on returning from the seashore or the mountains partook of the nature of a royal return.

I remember being sent once to the Duquesne Club to interview Andrew Carnegie, fresh from his travels abroad, and being received by a secretary who allowed me to stand in the back of a room in which Mr. Carnegie, short, stocky, bandylegged, a grand air of authority investing him, was addressing the élite of the city on the subject of America and its political needs. No note-taking was permitted, but I was later handed a typewritten address to the people of Pittsburgh and told that the Dispatch would be allowed to publish that. And it did. I smiled then, and I smile now, at the attitude of press, pulpit, officials of this amazing city of steel and iron where one and all seemed so genuflective and boot-licking, and yet seemed not to profit to any great degree by the presence of these magnates, who were constantly hinting at removing elsewhere unless they were treated thus and so  as though the life of a great and forceful metropolis depended on them alone.


CHAPTER LXIV

IT was about this time that I began to establish cordial relations with the short, broad-shouldered, sad-faced labor reporter whom I have previously mentioned. At first he appeared to be a little shy of me, but as time passed and I seemed to have established myself in the favor of the paper, he became more friendly. He was really a radical at heart, but did not dare let it be known here. Often of a morning he would spend as much as two hours with me, discussing the nature of coal-mining and steel-making, the difficulty of arranging wage conditions which would satisfy all the men and not cause friction; but in the main he commented on the shrewd and cunning way in which the bosses were more and more overreaching their employees, preying upon their prejudices by religious and political dodges, and at the same time misusing them shamefully through the company store, the short ton, the cost of mining materials, rent. At first, knowing nothing about the situation, I was inclined to doubt whether he was as sound in these matters as he seemed to be. Later, as I grew in personal knowledge, I thought he might be too conservative, so painful did many of the things seem which I saw with my own eyes and his aid.

About this time several things conspired to stir up my feelings in regard to New York. The Pittsburgh papers gave great space to New York events and affairs, much more than did most of the mid-Western papers. There was a millionaire steel colony here which was trying to connect itself with the so-called Four Hundred of New York, as well as the royal social atmosphere of England and France; and the comings and goings and doings of these people at Newport, New York, Bar Harbor, London and Paris were fully chronicled. Occasionally I was sent to one or another of these great homes to ask about the details of certain marriages or proposed trips, and would find the people in the midst of the most luxurious preparations. One night, for instance, I was sent to ask a certain steel man about the rumored resumption or extension of work in one of the mills. His house was but a dot on a great estate, the reaching of which was very difficult. I found him about ten oclock at night stepping into a carriage to be driven to the local station, which was at the foot of the grounds. Although I was going to the same station in order to catch a local back to the city, he did not ask me to accompany him. Instead he paused on the step of his carriage to say that he could not say definitely whether the work would be done or not. He was entirely surrounded by bags, a gun, a fishing basket and other paraphernalia, after which of course a servant was looking. When he was gone I walked along the same road to the same station, and saw him standing there. Another man came up and greeted him.

Going down to New York, George? he inquired.

No, to the Chesapeake. My lodge man tells me ducks are plentiful there now, and I thought Id run down and get a few.

The through train, which had been ordered to stop for him, rolled in and he was gone. I waited for my smoky local, marveling at the comfort and ease which had been already attained by a man of not more than forty-five years of age.

But there were other things which seemed always to talk to me of New York, New York. I picked up a new weekly, the Standard, one evening, and found a theatrical paper of the most pornographic and alluring character which pretended to report with accuracy all the gayeties of the stage, the clubs, the tenderloins or white-light districts, as well as society of the racier and more spendthrift character. This paper spoke only of pleasure: yacht parties, midnight suppers, dances, scenes behind the stage and of blissful young stars of the theatrical, social and money worlds. Here were ease and luxury! In New York, plainly, was all this, and I might go there and by some fluke of chance taste of it. I studied this paper by the hour, dreaming of all it suggested.

And there was Munseys, the first and most successful of all the ten-cent magazines then coming into existence and being fed to the public by the ton. I saw it first piled in high stacks before a news and book store in Pittsburgh. The size of the pile of magazines and the price induced a cursory examination, although I had never even heard of it before. Poor as it was intellectually  and it was poor  it contained an entire section of highly-coated paper devoted to actresses, the stage and scenes from plays, and still another carrying pictures of beauties in society in different cities, and still another devoted to successful men in Wall Street. It breathed mostly of New York, its social doings, its art and literary colonies. It fired me with an ambition to see New York.

A third paper, Town Topics, was the best of all, a paper most brilliantly edited by a man of exceptional literary skill (C. M. S. McLellan). It related to exclusive society in New York, London and Paris, the houses, palaces, yachts, restaurants and hotels, the goings and comings of the owners; and although it really poked fun at all this and other forms of existence elsewhere, still there was an element of envy and delight in it also which fitted my mood. It gave one the impression that there existed in New York, Newport and elsewhere (London principally) a kind of Elysian realm in which forever basked the elect of fortune. Here was neither want nor care.

How I brooded over all this, the marriages and rumors of marriages, the travels, engagements, feasts such as a score of facile novelists subsequently succeeded in picturizing to the entertainment and disturbance of rural America. For me this realm was all flowers, sunshine, smart restaurants, glistering ballrooms, ease, comfort, beauty arrayed as only enchantment or a modern newspaper Sunday supplement can array it. And while I knew that back of it must be the hard contentions and realities such as everywhere hold and characterize life, still I didnt know. In reading these papers I refused to allow myself to cut through to the reality. Life must hold some such realm as this, and spiritually I belonged to it. But I was already twenty-three, and what had I accomplished? I wished most of all now to go to New York and enter the realm pictured by these papers. Why not? I might bag an heiress or capture fortune in some other way. I must save some money, I told myself. Then, financially fortified, against starvation at least, I might reconnoiter the great city and  who knows?  perhaps conquer. Balzacs heroes had seemed to do so, why not I? It is written of the Dragon God of China that in the beginning it swallowed the world.

And to cap it all about this time I had a letter from my good brother, in which he asked me how long I would be piking about the West when I ought to be in New York. I should come this summer, when New York was at its best. He would show me Broadway, Manhattan Beach, a dozen worlds. He would introduce me to some New York newspaper men who would introduce me to the managers of the World and the Sun. (The mere mention of these papers, so overawed was I by the fames of Dana and Pulitzer, frightened me.) I ought to be on a paper like the Sun, he said, since to him Dana was the greatest editor in New York. I meditated over this, deciding that I would go when I had more money. I then and there started a bank account, putting in as much as ten or twelve dollars each week, and in a month or two began to feel that sense of security which a little money gives one.

Another thing which had a strange psychologic effect on me at the time, as indeed it appeared to have on most of the intelligentsia of America, was the publication in Harpers this spring and summer of George Du Mauriers Trilby. I have often doubted the import of novel-writing in general, but viewing the effect of that particular work on me as well as on others one might as well doubt the import of power or fame or emotion of any kind. The effect of this book was not so much one of great reality and insight such as Balzac at times managed to convey, but rather of an exotic mood or perfume of memory and romance conveyed by some one who is in love with that memory and improvising upon it as musicians do upon a theme. Instanter I saw Paris and Trilby and the Jew with his marvelous eyes. Trilby being hypnotized and carried away from Little Billee seemed to me then of the essence of great tragedy. I myself fairly suffered, walking about and dreaming, the while I awaited the one or two final portions. I was lost in the beauty of Paris, the delight of studio life, and resented more than ever, as one might a great deprivation, the need of living in a land where there was nothing but work.

And yet America and this city were fascinating enough to me. But because of the preponderant influence of foreign letters on American life it seemed that Paris and London must be so much better since every one wrote about them. Like Balzacs Great Man from the Provinces, this book seemed to connect itself with my own life and the tragedy of not having the means to marry at this time, and of being compelled to wander about in this way unable to support a wife. At last I became so wrought up that I was quite beside myself. I pictured myself as a Little Billee who would eventually lose by poverty, as he by trickery, the thing I most craved: my Western sweetheart. Meditating on this I vented some of my misery in the form of sentimental vaporizings in my feature articles, which were all liked well enough but which seemed merely to heighten my misery. Finally, some sentimental letters being exchanged between myself and my love, I felt an uncontrollable impulse to return and see her and St. Louis before I went farther away perhaps never to return. The sense of an irrecoverable past which had pervaded Trilby had, I think, something to do with this, so interfused and interfusing are all thoughts and moods. At any rate, having by now considerable influence with this paper, I proposed a short vacation, and the city editor, wishing no doubt to propitiate me, suggested that the paper would be glad to provide me with transportation both ways. So I made haste to announce a grand return, not only to my intended but to McCord, Wood and several others who were still in St. Louis.


CHAPTER LXV

As one looks back on youth so much of it appears ridiculous and maundering and without an essential impulse or direction, and yet as I look at life itself I am not sure but that indirection or unimportant idlings are a part of lifes method. We often think we are doing some vastly important thing, whereas in reality we are merely marking time. At other times, when we appear to be marking time we are growing or achieving at a great rate; and so it may have been with me. Instead of pushing on to New York, I chose to return to St. Louis and grasp one more hour of exquisite romance, drink one more cup of love. And whether it profited me save as pleasure is profit I cannot tell. Only, may not pleasure be the ultimate profit?

This trip to St. Louis was for me a most pivotal and deranging thing, probably a great mistake. At that time, of course, I could not see that. Instead, I was completely lost in the grip of a passion that subsequently proved detrimental or devastating. The reality which I was seeking to establish was a temporary contact only. Any really beautiful girl or any idyllic scene could have done for me all the things that this particular girl and scene could do, only thus far I had chanced to meet no other who could displace her. And in a way I knew this then, only I realized also that one beautiful specimen was as good a key to the lock of earthly delights as another...  . Only there were so many locks or chambers to which one key would fit, and how sad, in youth at least, not to have all the locks, or at least a giant illusion as to one!

This return began with a long hot trip in July to St. Louis, and then a quick change in the Union Station there at evening which brought me by midnight to the small town in the backwoods of Missouri, near which she lived. It was hot. I recall the wide hot fields and small wooden towns of Southern Ohio and Indiana and this Missouri landscape in the night  the frogs, the katydids, the summer stars. I ached and yearned, not so much over her as over youth and love and the evanescence of all material fires. The spirit of youth cried and sang at the same time.

The little cottages with their single yellow light shining in the fields through which this dusty train ran! The perfumed winds!

At last the train stopped and left me standing at midnight on a wooden platform with no one to greet me. The train was late. A liveryman who was supposed to look after me did not. At a lone window sat the telegraph operator, station-master, baggage-agent all in one, a green shield shading his eyes. Otherwise the station was bare and silent save for the katydids in some weeds near at hand and some chirping tree-toads. The agent told me that a hotel was a part of this station, run by this railroad. Upstairs, over the baggage and other rooms, were a few large barn-like sleeping chambers, carpetless, dusty, cindery, the windows curtainless and broken in places, and save for some all but slatless shutters unshielded from the world and the night. I placed a chair against my door, my purse under my pillow, my bag near at hand. During the night several long freights thundered by, their headlights lighting the room; yet, lying on a mattress of straw and listening to the frogs and katydids outside, I slept just the same. The next morning I tied a handkerchief over my eyes and slept some more, arising about ten to continue my journey.

The home to which I was going was part of an old decayed village, once a point on a trail or stage-coach route, once the prospective capital of the State, but now nothing. A courthouse and some quaint tree-shaded homes were all but lost or islanded in a sea of corn. I rode out a long, hot, dusty road and finally up a long tree-shaded lane to its very end, where I passed through a gate and at the far end came upon a worn, faded, rain-rotted house facing a row of trees in a wide lawn. I felt that never before had I been so impressed with a region and a home. It was all so simple. The house, though old and decayed, was exquisite. The old French windows  copied from where and by whom?  reaching to the grass; the long graceful rooms, the cool hall, the veranda before it, so very Southern in quality, the flowers about every window and door! I found a home in which lived a poverty-stricken and yet spiritually impressive patriarch, a mother who might serve as an American tradition so simple and gracious was she, sisters and brothers who were reared in an atmosphere which somehow induced a gracious, sympathetic idealism and consideration. Poor as they were, they were the best of the families here. The father had been an office-holder and one of the district leaders in his day, and one of his sons still held an office. A son-in-law was the district master of this entire congressional district, which included seven counties, and could almost make or break a congressman. All but three daughters were married, and I was engaged to one of the remaining ones. Another, too beautiful and too hoyden to think of any one in particular, was teaching school, or playing at it. A farm of forty acres to the south of the house was tilled by the father and two sons.

Elsewhere I have indicated this atmosphere, but here I like to touch on it again. We Americans have home traditions or ideals, created as much by song and romance as anything else: My Old Kentucky Home, Suwanee River. Despite any willing on my part, this home seemed to fulfill the spirit of those songs. There was something so sadly romantic about it. The shade of the great trees moved across the lawn in stately and lengthening curves. A stream at the foot of the slope leading down from the west side of the house dimpled and whimpered in the sun. Birds sang, and there were golden bees about the flowers and wasps under the eaves of the house. Hammocks of barrel-staves, and others of better texture, were strung between the trees. In a nearby barn of quaint design were several good horses, and there were cows in the field adjoining. Ducks and geese solemnly padded to and fro between the house and the stream. The air was redolent of com, wheat, clover, timothy, flowers.

To me it seemed that all the spirit of rural America, its idealism, its dreams, the passion of a Brown, the courage and patience and sadness of a Lincoln, the dreams and courage of a Lee or a Jackson, were all here. The very soil smacked of American idealism and faith, a fixedness in sentimental and purely imaginative American tradition, in which I, alas! could not share. I was enraptured. Out of its charms and sentiments I might have composed an elegy or an epic, but I could not believe that it was more than a frail flower of romance. I had seen Pittsburgh.... I had seen Lithuanians and Hungarians in their courts and hovels. I had seen the girls of that city walking the streets at night. This profound faith in God, in goodness, in virtue and duty that I saw here in no wise squared with the craft, the cruelty, the brutality and the envy that I saw everywhere else. These parents were gracious and God-fearing, but to me they seemed asleep. They did not know life  could not. These boys and girls, as I soon found, respected love and marriage and duty and other things which the idealistic American still clings to.

Outside was all this other life that I had seen of which apparently these people knew nothing. They were as if suspended in dreams, lotus eaters, and my beloved was lost in this same romance. I was thinking of her beauty, her wealth of hair, the color of her cheeks, the beauty of her figure, of what she might be to me. She might have been thinking of the same thing, possibly more indirectly, but also she was thinking of the dignity and duty and sanctity of marriage. For her, marriage and one love were for life. For myself, whether I admitted it or not, love was a thing much less stable. Indeed I was not thinking of marriage at all, but rather whether I could be happy here and now, and how much I could extract out of love. Or perhaps, to be just to myself, I was as much a victim of passion and romance as she was, only to the two of us it did not mean the same thing. Unconsciously I identified her with the beauty of all I saw, and at the same time felt that it was all so different from anything I knew or believed that I wondered how she would fit in with the kind of life toward which I was moving. How overcome this rigidity in duty and truth?

Both of us being inflamed, it was the most difficult thing for me to look upon her and not crave her physically, and, as she later admitted, she felt the same yearning toward me. At the time, however, she was all but horrified at a thought which ran counter to all the principles impressed upon her since early youth. There was thus set up between us in this delightful atmosphere a conflict between tradition and desire. The hot faint breezes about the house and in the trees seemed to whisper of secret and forbidden contact. The perfumes of the thickly grown beds of flowers, the languorous sultry heat of the afternoon and night, the ripening and blooming fields beyond, the drowsy, still, starry nights with their hum of insects and croak of frogs and the purrs and whimpers and barks of animals, seemed to call for but one thing. There was about her an intense delight in living. No doubt she longed as much to be seized as I to seize her, and yet there was a moral elusiveness which added even more to the chase. I wished to take her then and not wait, but the prejudices of a most careful rearing frightened and deterred her. And yet I shall always feel that the impulse was better than the forces which confuted and subsequently defeated it. For then was the time to unite, not years later when, however much the economic and social and religious conditions which are supposed to surround and safeguard such unions had been fulfilled, my zest for her, and no doubt hers in part for me, had worn away.

Love should act in its heat, not when its bank account is heavy. The chemic formula which works to reproduce the species, and the most vital examples at that, is not concerned with the petty local and social restraints which govern all this. Life if it wants anything wants children, and healthy ones, and the weighing and binding rules which govern their coming and training may easily become too restrictive. Natures way is correct, her impulses sound. The delight of possessing my fiancée then would have repaid her for her fears, and me for ruthlessness if I had taken her. A clearer and a better grasp of life would have been hers and mine. The coward sips little of life, the strong man drinks deep. Old prejudices must always fall, and life must always change. It is the law.


CHAPTER LXVI

AND SO this romance ended for me. At the time, of course, I did not know it; on leaving her I was under the impression that I was more than ever attached to her. In the face of this postponement, life took on a grayer and more disappointing aspect. To be forced to wait when at that moment, if ever, was the time!

And yet I told myself that better days were surely in store. I would return East and in some way place myself so that soon we might be reunited. It was a figment of hope. By the time I was finally capable of maintaining her economically, my earlier mood had changed. That hour which we had known, or might have known, had gone forever. I had seen more of life, more of other women, and although even then she was by no means unattractive the original yearning had vanished. She was now but one of many, and there were those who were younger and more sophisticated, even more attractive.

And yet, before I left her, what days! The sunshine! The lounging under the trees! The drowsy summer heat! The wishing for what might not be! Having decided that her wish was genuine and my impulse to comply with it wise, I stood by it, wishing that it might be otherwise. I consoled myself thinly with the thought that the future must bring us together, and then left, journeying first to St. Louis and later to New York. For while I was here that letter from my brother which urged me once more to come to New York was forwarded to me. Just before leaving Pittsburgh I had sent him a collection of those silly features I had been writing, and he also was impressed. I must come to New York. Some metropolitan paper was the place for me and my material. Anyhow, I would enjoy visiting there in the summer time more than later. I wired him that I would arrive at a certain time, and then set out for St. Louis and a visit among my old newspaper friends there.

I do not know how most people take return visits, but I have often noted that it has only been as I have grown older and emotionally less mobile that they have become less and less significant to me. In my earlier years nothing could have been more poignant or more melancholy than my thoughts on any of these occasions. Whenever I returned to any place in which I had once lived and found things changed, as they always were, I was fairly transfixed by the oppressive sense of the evanescence of everything; a mood so hurtful and dark and yet with so rich if sullen a luster that I was left wordless with pain. I was all but crucified at realizing how unimportant I was, how nothing stayed but all changed. Scenes passed, never to be recaptured. Moods came and friendships and loves, and were gone forever. Life was perpetually moving on. The beautiful pattern of which each of us, but more especially myself, was a part, was changing from day to day, so that things which were an anchor and a comfort and delight yesterday were tomorrow no more. And though perhaps innately I desired change, or at least appropriate and agreeable changes for myself, I did not wish this other, this exterior world to shift, and that under my very eyes.

The most haunting and disturbing thought always was that hourly I was growing older. Life was so brief, such a very little cup at best, and so soon, whatever its miserable amount or character, it would be gone. Some had strength or capacity or looks or fortune, or all, at their command, and then all the world was theirs to travel over and explore. Beauty and ease were theirs, and love perhaps, and the companionship of interesting and capable people; but I, poor waif, with no definite or arresting skill of any kind, not even that of commerce, must go fumbling about looking in upon life from the outside, as it were. Beautiful women, or so I argued, were drawn to any but me. The great opportunities of the day in trade and commerce were for any but me. I should never have a fraction of the means to do as I wished or to share in the life that I most craved. I was an Ishmael, a wanderer.

In St. Louis I was oppressed beyond words. Of the newspaper men who had been living on the same floor with me in Broadway there was not one left. At the Globe-Democrat already reigned a new city editor. My two friends, Wood and McCord, while delighted to see me, told me of those who had already gone and seemed immersed in many things that had arisen since I had gone and were curious as to why I should have returned at all. I hung about for a day or two, wondering all the while why I did so, and then took the train going East.

Of all my journeys thus far this to New York was the most impressive. It took on at once, the moment I left St. Louis, the character of a great adventure, for it was all unknown and enticing. For years my mind had been centered on it. True to the law of gravitation, its pull was in proportion to its ever increasing size. As a boy in Indiana, and later in Chicago, I had read daily papers sent on from New York by my sister E  , who lived there. In Chicago, owing to a rivalry which existed on Chicagos part (not on New Yorks, I am sure), the papers were studded with invidious comments which, like all poorly based criticism, only served to emphasize the salient and impressive features of the greater city. It had an elevated road that ran through its long streets on stilts of steel and carried hundreds of thousands if not millions in the miniature trains drawn by small engines. It was a long, heavily populated island surrounded by great rivers, and was Americas ocean door to Europe. It had the great Brooklyn Bridge, then unparalleled anywhere, Wall Street, Jay Gould, Cornelius Vanderbilt, a huge company of millionaires. It had Tammany Hall, the Statue of Liberty, unveiled not so many years before (when I was a boy in Southern Indiana), Madison Square Garden, the Metropolitan Opera House, the Horse Show. It was the center and home of fashionable society, of all fixed and itinerant actors and actresses. All great theatrical successes began there. Of papers of largest circulation and greatest fame, it had nearly all. As an ignorant understrapper I had often contended, and that noisily, with various passing atoms of New York, as condescending as I was ignorant and stubborn, as to the relative merits of New York and Chicago, New York and St. Louis! There could not be so much difference! There were many great things in these minor places! Some day, surely, Chicago would outstrip New York!.  .  . Well, I lived to see many changes and things, but not that. Instead I saw the great city grow and grow, until it stood unrivaled, for size and force and wealth at least, anywhere.

And now after all these tentative adventurings I was at last to enter it. Although I was moderately well-placed in Pittsburgh and not coming as a homeless, penniless seeker, still even now I was dreadfully afraid of it  why, I cannot say. Perhaps it was because it was so immense and mentally so much more commanding. Still I consoled myself with the thought that this was only a visit and I was to have a chance to explore it without feeling that I had to make my way then and there.

I recall clearly the hot late afternoon in July when, after stopping off at Pittsburgh to refresh myself and secure a change of clothing, I took the train for New York. I noted with eager, hungry eyes a succession of dreary forge and mining towns, miles of blazing coke ovens paralleling the track and lighting these regions with a lurid glow after dusk, huge dark hills occasionally twinkling with a feeble light or two. I spent a half-wakeful night in the berth, dreaming and meditating in a nervous chemic way. Before dawn I was awake and watching our passage through Philadelphia, then Trenton, New Brunswick, Metuchen, Menlo Park, Rahway, Elizabeth and Newark. Of all of these, save only Menlo Park, the home of Edison, who was then invariably referred to by journalists and paragraphers as The Wizard of Menlo Park, I knew nothing.

As we neared New York at seven the sky was overcast, and at Newark it began to drizzle. When I stepped down it was pouring, and there at the end of a long trainshed, the immense steel and glass affair that once stood in Jersey City opposite Cortlandt Street of New York, awaited my fat and smiling brother, as sweet-faced and gay and hopeful as a child. At once, he began as was his way, a patter of jests and inquiries as to my trip, then led me to a ferry entrance, one of a half dozen in a row, through which, as through the proscenium arch of a stage, I caught my first glimpse of the great Hudson. A heavy mist of rain was suspended over it through which might be seen dimly the walls of the great city beyond. Puffing and squatty tugs, as graceful as fat ducks, attended by overhanging plumes of smoke, chugged noisily in the foreground of water. At the foot of the outline of the city beyond, only a few skyscrapers having as yet appeared, lay a fringe of ships and docks and ferry houses. No ferry boat being present, we needs must wait for one labeled Desbrosses, as was labeled the slip in which we stood.

But I was talking to my brother and learning of his life here and of that of my sister E  , with whom he was living.

The ferry boat eventually came into the slip and discharged a large crowd, and we, along with a vast company of commuters and travelers, entered it. Its center, as I noted, was stuffed with vehicles of all sizes and descriptions, those carrying light merchandise as well as others carrying coal and stone and lumber and beer. I can recall to this hour the odor of ammonia and saltpeter so characteristic of the ferry boats and ferry houses, the crowd in the ferry house on the New York side waiting to cross over once we arrived there, and the miserable little horse-cars, then still trundling along West Street and between Fourteenth and Broadway and the ferries, and Gansevoort Market. These were drawn by one horse, and you deposited your fare yourself.

And this in the city of elevated roads!

But the car which we boarded had two horses. We traveled up West Street from Desbrosses to Christopher and thence along that shabby old thoroughfare to Sixth Avenue and Fourteenth Street, where we changed. At first, aside from the sea and the boats and the sense of hugeness which goes with immense populations everywhere, I was disappointed by the seeming meanness of the streets. Many of them were still paved with cobblestones, like the oldest parts of St. Louis and Pittsburgh. The buildings, houses and stores alike, were for the most part of a shabby red in color and varying in height from one to six stories, most of them of an aged and contemptible appearance. This was, as I soon learned from my serene and confident brother, an old and shabby portion of the city. These horse-cars, in fact, were one of the jokes of the city, but they added to its variety. Dont think that they havent anything else. This is just the New York way. It has the new and the old mixed. Waitll youre here a little while. Youll be like everybody else  therell be just one place: New York.

And so it proved after a time.

The truth was that the city then, for the first time in a half century if not longer, was but beginning to emerge from a frightful period of misrule at the hands of as evil a band of mercenaries as ever garroted a body politic. It was still being looted and preyed upon in a most shameful manner. Graft and vice stalked hand-in-hand. Although Tammany Hall, the head and center of all the graft and robbery and vice and crime protection, had been delivered a stunning blow by a reform wave which had temporarily ousted it and placed reform officials over the city, still the grip of that organization had not relaxed. The police and all minor officials, as well as the workmen of all departments were still, under the very noses of the newly elected officials, perhaps with their aid, collecting graft and tribute. The Reverend Doctor Parkhurst was preaching, like Savonarola, the destruction of these corruptions of the city.

When I arrived, the streets were not cleaned or well-lighted, their ways not adequately protected or regulated as to traffic. Uncollected garbage lay in piles, the while the city was paying enormous sums for its collection; small and feeble gas-jets fluttered, when in other cities the arc-light had for fifteen years been a commonplace. As we dragged on, on this slow-moving car, the bells on the necks of the horses tinkling rhythmically, I stared and commented.

Well, you cant say that this is very much.

My boy, cautioned my good and cheerful brother, you havent seen anything yet. This is just an old part of New York. Waitll you see Broadway and Fifth Avenue. Were just coming this way because its the quickest way home.

When we reached Fourteenth Street and Sixth Avenue I was very differently impressed. We had traveled for a little way under an elevated road over which trains thundered, and as we stepped down I beheld an impressively wide thoroughfare, surging even at this hour in the morning with people. Here was Macys, and northward stretched an area which I was told was the shopping center of the vast metropolis: Altmans, Ehrichs, ONeills, Adams, Simpson-Crawfords, all huge stores and all in a row lining the west side of the street. We made our way across Fifteenth Street to the entrance of a narrow brownstone apartment house and ascended two flights, waiting in a rather poorly-lighted hall for an answer to our ring. The door was eventually opened by my sister, whom I had not seen since my mothers death four years before. She had become stout. The trim beauty for which a very few years before she had been notable had entirely disappeared. I was disappointed at first, but was soon reassured and comforted by an inherently kindly and genial disposition, which expressed itself in much talking and laughing.

Why, Theodore, Im so glad to see you! Take off your things. Did you have a pleasant trip? George, heres Theodore. This is my husband, Theodore. Come on back, you and Paul, so she rattled on.

I studied her husband, whom I had not seen before, a dark and shrewd and hawklike person who seemed to be always following me with his eyes. He was an American of middle-Western extraction but with a Latin complexion and Latin eyes.

E s two children were brought forward, a boy and a girl four and two years of age respectively. A breakfast table was waiting, at which Paul had already seated himself.

Now, my boy, he began, this is where you eat real food once more. No jerkwater hotels about this! No Pittsburgh newspaper restaurants about this! Ah, look at the biscuit! Look at the biscuit! as a maid brought in a creamy plateful. And heres steak  steak and brown gravy and biscuit! Steak and brown gravy and biscuit! He rubbed his hands in joy. Ill bet you havent seen anything like this since you left home. Ah, good old steak and gravy! His interest in food was always intense.

Its been many a day since Ive had such biscuit and gravy, E  , I observed.

Its been many a day since Ive had such biscuit and gravy, E  , mocked my brother.

Get out, you! chimed in my sister. Just listen to him, the old snooks! I cant get him out of the kitchen, can I, George? Hes always eating. Its been many a day

Ho! Ho!

I thought you were dieting? I inquired.

So I am, but you dont expect me not to eat this morning, do you? Im doing this to welcome you.

Some welcome! I scoffed.

Our chatter became more serious as the first glow of welcome wore off. During it all I was never free of a sense of the hugeness and strangeness of the city and the fact that at last I was here. And in this immense and far-flung thing my sister had this minute nook. From where I sat I could hear strange moanings and blowings which sounded like foghorns.

What is that noise? I finally asked, for to me it was eerie.

Boats  tugs and vessels in the harbor. Theres a fog on, explained H  , E s husband.

I listened to the variety of sounds, some far, some near, some mellow, some hoarse. How far away are they?

Anywhere from one to ten miles.

I stopped and listened again. Suddenly the full majesty of the sea sweeping about this island at this point caught me. The entire city was surrounded by water. Its great buildings and streets were all washed about by that same sea-green salty flood which I had seen coming over from Jersey City, and beyond were the miles and miles of dank salt meadows, traversed by railroads. Huge liners from abroad were even now making their way here. At its shores were ranged in rows great vessels from Europe and all other parts of the world, all floating quietly upon the bosom of this great river. There were tugs and small boats and sailing vessels, and beyond all these, eastward, the silence, the majesty, the deadly earnestness of the sea.

Do you ever think how wonderful it is to have the sea so close? I asked.

No, I cant say that I do, replied my brother-in-law. Nor I, said my sister. You get used to all those things here, you know.

Its wonderful, my boy, said my brother, as usual helpfully interested. He invariably seemed to approve of all my moods and approaches to sentiment, and, like a mother who admires and spoils a child, was anxious to encourage and indulge me. Great subject, the sea.

I could not help smiling, he was so naïf and simple and intellectually innocent and sweet.

Its a great city, I said suddenly, the full import of it all sweeping over me. I think Id like to live here.

Didnt I tell you! Didnt I tell you! exclaimed my brother gayly. They all fall for it! Now its the ocean vessels that get him. You take my advice, my boy, and move down here. The quicker the better for you.

I replied that I might, and then tried to forget the vessels and their sirens, but could not. The sea! The sea! And this great city! Never before was I so anxious to explore a city, and never before so much in awe of one either. It seemed so huge and powerful and terrible. There was something about it which made me seem useless and trivial. Whatever one might have been elsewhere, what could one be here?


CHAPTER LXVII

MY sisters husband having something to do with this narrative, I will touch upon his history as well as that of my sister. In her youth E  was one of the most attractive of the girls in our family. She never had any intellectual or artistic interests of any kind; if she ever read a book I never heard of it. But as for geniality, sympathy, industry, fair-mindedness and an unchanging and self-sacrificing devotion to her children, I have never known any one who could rival her. With no adequate intellectual training, save such as is provided by the impossible theories and teachings of the Catholic Church, she was but thinly capacitated to make her way in the world.

At eighteen or nineteen she had run away and gone to Chicago, where she had eventually met H  , who had apparently fallen violently in love with her. He was fifteen years older than she and moderately well versed in the affairs of this world. At the time she met him he was the rather successful manager of a wholesale drug company, reasonably well-placed socially, married and the father of two or three children, the latter all but grown to maturity. They eloped, going direct to New York.

This was a great shock to my mother, who managed to conceal it from my father although it was a three-days wonder in the journalistic or scandal world of Chicago. Nothing more was heard of her for several years, when a dangerous illness overtook my mother in Warsaw and E  came hurrying back for a few days visit. This was followed by another silence, which was ended by the last illness and death of my mother in Chicago, and she again appeared, a distrait and hysteric soul. I never knew any one to yield more completely to her emotions than she did on this occasion; she was almost fantastic in her grief. During all this time she had been living in New York, and she and her husband were supposed to be well off. Later, talking to Paul in St. Louis, I gathered that H  , while not so successful since he had gone East, was not a bad sort and that he had managed to connect himself with politics in some way, and that they were living comfortably in Fifteenth Street. But when I arrived there I found that they were by no means comfortable. The Tammany administration, under which a year or two before he had held an inspectorship of some kind, had been ended by the investigations of the Lexow Committee, and he was now without work of any kind. Also, instead of having proved a faithful and loving husband, he had long since wearied of his wife and strayed elsewhere. Now, having fallen from his success, he was tractable. Until the arrival of my brother Paul, who for reasons of sympathy had agreed to share the expenses here during the summer season, he had induced E  to rent rooms, but for this summer this had been given up. With the aid of my brother and some occasional work H  still did they were fairly comfortable. My sister if not quite happy was still the devoted slave of her children and a most pathetically dependent housewife. Whatever fires or vanities of her youth had compelled her to her meteoric career, she had now settled down and was content to live for her children. Her youth was over, love gone. And yet she managed to convey an atmosphere of cheer and hopefulness.

My brother Paul was in the best of spirits. He held a fair position as an actor, being the star in a road comedy and planning to go out the ensuing fall in a new one which he had written for himself and which subsequently enjoyed many successful seasons on the road. In addition, he was by way of becoming more and more popular nationally as a song-writer. Also as I have said, he had connected himself as a third partner in a song-publishing business which was to publish his own and other songs, and this, despite its smallness, was showing unmistakable signs of success.

The first thing he did this morning was to invite me to come and see this place, and about noon we walked across Fifteenth Street and up Sixth Avenue, then the heart of the shopping district, to Twentieth Street and thence east to between Fifth Avenue and Broadway, where in a one-time fashionable but now decayed dwelling, given over to small wholesale ventures, his concern was housed on the third floor. This was almost the center of a world of smart shops near several great hotels: the Continental, Bartholdi, and the Fifth Avenue. Next door were Lord & Taylor. Below this, on the next corner, at Nineteenth and Broadway, was the Gorham Company, and below that the Ditson Company, a great music house, Arnold, Constable & Company and others. There were excellent restaurants and office buildings crowding out an older world of fashion. I remember being impressed with the great number of severe brownstone houses with their wide flights of stone steps, conservatories and porte-cochères. Fifth Avenue and Twentieth Street were filled with handsome victorias and coaches.

Going into my brothers office I saw a sign on the door which read: Howley, Haviland & Company, and underneath, Wing & Sons, Pianos.

Are you the agent for a piano? I inquired.

Huh-uh. They let us have a practice piano in return for that sign.

When I met his partners I was impressed with the probability of success which they seemed to suggest and which came true. The senior member, Howley, was a young, small, goggleeyed hunchback with a mouthful of protruding teeth, and hair as black as a crow, and piercing eyes. He had long thin arms and legs which, because of his back, made him into a kind of spider of a man, and he went about spider-wise, laughing and talking, yet always with a heavy Scutch burr.

Were joost aboot gettin un our feet here nu, he said to me, his queer twisted face screwed up into a grimace of satisfaction and pride, end we hevnt ez yet smutch to show ye. But wuth a lettle time Im a-theenkin yell be seein theengs a-lookin a leetle bether.

I laughed. Say, I said to Paul when Howley had gone about some work, how could you fail with him around? Hes as smart as a whip, and theyre all good luck anyhow. I was referring to the superstition which counts all hunchbacks as lucky to others.

Yes, said my brother. I know theyre lucky, and hes as straight and honest as they make em. Ill always get a square deal here, and then he began to tell me how his old publisher, by whom Howley had been employed, had trimmed him, and how this youth had put him wise. Then and there had begun this friendship which had resulted in this partnership.

The space this firm occupied was merely one square room, twenty by twenty, and in one corner of this was placed the free try-out piano. In another, between two windows, two tables stood back to back, piled high with correspondence. A longer table was along one side of a wall and was filled with published music, which was being wrapped and shipped. On the walls were some wooden racks or bins containing stock, the few songs thus far published. Although only a year old, this firm already had several songs which were beginning to attract attention, one of them entitled On the Sidewalks of New York. By the following summer this song was being sung and played all over the country and in England, an international hit. This office, in this very busy center, cost them only twenty dollars a month, and their overhead expeenses, as Howley pronounced it, were juist nexta nothin. I could see that my good brother was in competent hands for once.

And the second partner, who arrived just as we were sitting down at a small table in a restaurant nearby for lunch, was an equally interesting youth whose personality seemed to spell success. At this time he was still connected as head of stock, whatever that may mean, with that large wholsesale and retail music house the Ditson Company, at Broadway and Eighteenth Street. Although a third partner in this new concern, he had not yet resigned his connection with the other and was using it, secretly of course, to aid him and his firm in disposing of some of their wares. He was quite young, not more than twenty-seven, very quick and alert in manner, very short of speech, avid and handsome, a most attractive and clean-looking man. He shot out questions and replies as one might bullets out of a gun. Didysee Drake? What desay?

Any news from Baker?

The devily say!

Y don t mean it!

I was moved to study him with the greatest care. Out of many anywhere, I told myself, I would have selected him as a pushing and promising and very self-centered person, but by no means disagreeable. Speaking of him later, as well as of Howley, my brother once said: Ysee, Thee, New Yorks the only place you could do a thing like this. This is the only place you could get fellows with their experience. Howley used to be with my old publisher, Woodward, and hes the one that put me wise to the fact that Woodward was trimming me. And Haviland was a friend of his, working for Ditson.

From the first, I had the feeling that this firm of which my brother was a part would certainly be successful. There was something about it, a spirit of victory and health and joy in work and life, which convinced me that these three would make a go of it. I could see them ending in wealth, as they did before disasters of their own invention overtook them. But that was still years away and after they had at least eaten of the fruits of victory.

As a part of this my initiation into the wonders of the city Paul led me into what he insisted was one of the wealthiest and most ornate of the Roman Churches in New York, St. Francis Xavier in Sixteenth Street, from which he was subsequently buried. Standing in this, he told me of some Jesuit priest there, a friend of his, who was comfortably berthed and a good sport into the bargain, Thee, a bird. However, having had my fill of Catholicism and its ways, I was not so much impressed, either by his friend or his character. But Sixth Avenue in this sunshine did impress me. It was the crowded center of nearly all the great stores, at least five, each a block in length, standing in one immense line on one side of the street. The carriages! The well-dressed people! Paul pointed out to me the windows of Altmans on the west side of the street at Eighteenth and said it was the most exclusive store in America, that Marshall Field & Company of Chicago was as nothing, and I had the feeling from merely looking at it that this was true; it was so well-arranged and spacious. Its windows, in which selected materials were gracefully draped and contrasted, bore out this impression. There were many vehicles of the better sort constantly pausing at its doors to put down most carefully dressed women and girls. I marveled at the size and wealth of a city which could support so many great stores all in a row.

Because of the heat my brother insisted upon calling a hansom cab to take us to Fourteenth and Broadway, where we were to begin our northward journey. Just south of Union Square at Thirteenth Street was the old Star Theater of which he said: There you have it. That used to be Lester Wallacks Theater twenty years ago  the great Lester Wallack. There was an actor, my boy, a great actor! They talk about Mansfield and Barrett and Irving and Willard and all these other people today. All good, my boy, all good, but not in it with him, Theodore, not in it. This man was a genius. And he packed em too. Many a time Ive passed this place when you couldnt get by the door for the crowd. And he proceeded to relate that in the old days, when he first came to New York, all the best part of the theatrical district was still about and below Union Square  Niblos, the old London on the Bowery, and what not.

I listened. What had been had been. It might all have been very wonderful but it was so no longer, all done and gone. I was new and strange, and wished to see only what was new and wonderful now. The sun was bright on Union Square now. This was a newer world in which we were living, he and I, this day. The newest wave of the sea invariably obliterates the one that has gone before. And that was only twenty years ago and it has all changed again.

North of this was the newer Broadway  the Broadway of the current actor, manager and the best theaters  and fresh, smart, gay, pruned of almost every trace of poverty or care. Tiffanys was at Fifteenth and Broadway, its windows glittering with jewels; Brentanos, the booksellers, were at Sixteenth on the west side of Union Square; and Sarony, the photographer, was between Fifteenth and Sixteenth, a great gold replica of his signature indicating his shop. The Century Company, to which my brother called my attention as an institution I might some day be connected with, so great was his optimism and faith in me, stood on the north side of Union Square at Seventeenth. At Nineteenth and Broadway were the Gorham Company, and Arnold, Constable & Company. At Twentieth was Lord & Taylors great store, adjoining the old building in which was housed my brothers firm. Also, at this street, stood the old Continental Hotel, a popular and excellent restaurant occupying a large portion of its lower floor which became a part of my daily life later. At Twenty-first Street was then standing one of the three great stores of Park & Tilford. At Twenty-third, on the east side of the street, facing Madison Square, was another successful hotel, the Bartholdi, and opposite it, on the west side, was the site of the Flatiron Building.

Across Madison Square, its delicate golden-brown tower soaring aloft and alone, no huge buildings then as now to dwarf it, stood Madison Square Garden, Diana, her arrow pointed to the wind, giving naked chase to a mythic stag, her mythic dogs at her heels, high in the blue air above. The west side of Broadway, between Twenty-third and Twenty-fourth, was occupied by the Fifth Avenue Hotel, the home, as my brother was quick to inform me, of Senator Platt, the Republican boss of the State, who with Croker divided the political control of the State and who here held open court, the famous Amen Corner, where his political henchmen were allowed to ratify all his suggestions. It was somewhere within. Between Twenty-fifth and Twenty-sixth on the same side of the street were two more hotels, the Albemarle and the Hoffman House. Just north of this, at Twenty-seventh and Broadway, on the east side of the street and running through to Fifth Avenue, was Delmonicos. Into this we now ventured, my good brother hailing genially some acquaintance who happened to be in charge of the floor at the moment. The waiter who served us greeted him familiarly. I stared in awe at its pretentious and ornate furniture, its noble waiters and the something about it which seemed to speak of wealth and power. How easily five cents crooks the knee to five million!

A block or two north of this was the old Fifth Avenue Theater, then a theater of the first class but later devoted to vaudeville. At Twenty-ninth was the Gilsey House, one of the earliest homes of this my Rialto-loving brother. At Thirtieth and Broadway, on the east side, stood Palmers Theater, famous for its musical and beauty shows. At Thirty-first and Broadway, on the west side of the street, stood Augustus Dalys famous playhouse, its facade suggestive of older homes remodeled to this new use. And already it was coming to be passé. Weber & Fields had not even appeared. And in my short span it appeared and disappeared and became a memory! Between Twenty-eighth and Thirty-fourth were several more important hotels: The Grand, The Imperial; and between Thirty-third and Thirty-fourth streets, in Sixth Avenue, was the old Manhattan Theater, at that time the home of many successes, but also, like Dalys, drawing to the end of a successful career.

In Thirty-fourth, west of Broadway (later a part of the Macy store site), was Koster & Bials Music Hall, managed by a man who subsequently was to become widely known but who was then only beginning to rise, Oscar Hammerstein. And around the corner, in Broadway at Thirty-fifth, was a very successful theater, the Herald Square, facing the unique and beautiful Herald building. Beyond that in Thirty-fifth, not many feet east of Sixth Avenue, was the Garrick, or the Lyceum as it was then known, managed by Daniel Frohman. Above these, at Thirty-sixth, on the west side, was the Marlborough, at which later, in his heyday, my brother chose to live. At Thirty-eighth, on the southeast corner, stood the popular and exclusive Normandie, one of the newer hotels, and at the northeast corner of this same intersection, the new and imposing Knickerbocker Theater. At Thirty-ninth was the far-famed Casino, with its choruses of girls, the Mecca of all night-loving Johnnies and rowdies; and between Thirty-ninth and Fortieth, on the west side, the world-famed Metropolitan Opera House, still unchanged save for a restaurant in its northern corner. At Fortieth over the way stood the Empire Theater, with its stock company, which included the Drews, Favershams and what not; and in this same block was the famous Brownes Chop House, a resort for Thespians and night-lovers. At Forty-second and Broadway, the end of all Rialtodom for my brother, and from which he turned sadly and said: Well, heres the end, stood that Mecca of Meccas, the new Hotel Métropole, with its restaurant opening on three streets, its leathern seats backed to its walls, its high open windows, an air of super-wisdom as to all matters pertaining to sport and the theater pervading it. This indeed was the extreme northern limit of the white-light district, and here we paused for a drink and to see and be seen.

How well I remember it all  the sense of ease and wellbeing that was over this place, and over all Broadway; the loud clothes, the bright straw hats, the canes, the diamonds, the hot socks, the air of security and well-being, assumed by those who had won an all-too-brief hour in that pretty, petty world of make-believe and pleasure and fame. And here my good brother was at his best. It was Paul here and Paul there. Already known for several songs of great fame, as well as for his stage work and genial personality, he was welcomed everywhere.

And then, ambling down the street in the comforting shade of its west wall, what amazing personalities, male and female, and so very many of them, pausing to take him by the hand, slap him on the back, pluck familiarly at his coat lapel and pour into his ear or his capacious bosom magnificent tales of successes, of great shows, of fights and deaths and love affairs and tricks and scandals. And all the time my good brother smiled, laughed, sympathized. There were moments with prizefighters, with long-haired Thespians down on their luck and looking for a dime or a dollar, and bright petty upstarts of the vaudeville world. Retired miners and ranchmen out of the West, here to live and recount their tales of hardships endured, battles won, or of marvelous winnings at cards, trickeries in racing, prizefighting and what not, now ambled by or stopped and exchanged news or stories. There was talk of what dogs or swine some people were, what liars, scoundrels, ingrates; as well as the magnificent, magnanimous, Gods own salt that others were. The oaths! The stories of women! My brother seemed to know them all. I was amazed. What a genial, happy, well-thought-of successful man!


CHAPTER LXVIII

ALL this while of course there had been much talk as to the character of those we met, the wealth and fashion that purchased at Tiffanys or at Brentanos, those who loafed at the Fifth Avenue, the Hoffman House, the Gilsey, the Normandie. My brother had friends in many of these hotels and bars. A friend of his was the editor of the Standard, Roland Burke Hennessy, and he would take me up and introduce me. Another was the political or sporting man of the Sun or World or Herald. Here came one who was the manager of the Casino or the Gilsey! One was a writer, a playwright, a songwriter or a poet! A man of facile friendships, my brother! As we passed Twenty-third Street he made it plain that here was a street which had recently begun to replace the older and more colossal Sixth Avenue, some of the newer and much smarter stores  Bests, Le Boutilliers, McCreerys, Stern Brothers  having built here.

This is really the smart street now, Thee, this and a part of Fifth Avenue about Twenty-third. The really exclusive stores are coming in here. If you ever work in New York, as you will, youll want to know about these things. Youll see more smart women in here than in any other shopping street, and he called my attention to the lines of lacquered and befurred and beplushed carriages, the harness of the horses aglitter with nickel and gilt.

Passing Dalys he said: Now here, my boy, is a manager. He makes actors, he dont hire them. He takes em and trains em. All these young fellows and girls who are making a stir, and he named a dozen, among whom I noted such names as those of Maude Adams, Willie Collier, Drew and Faversham, worked for him. And he dont allow any nonsense. Theres none of that upstage stuff with him, you bet. When you work for him youre just an ordinary employee and you do what he tells you, not the way you think you ought to do. Ive watched him rehearse, and I know, and all these fellows tell the same story about him. But hes a gentleman, my boy, and a manager. Everybody knows that when he finishes with a man or a woman they can act.

At Thirty-third Street he waved his hand in the direction of the Waldorf, which was then but the half of its later size.

Down theres the Waldorf. Thats the place. Thats the last word for the rich. Thats where they give the biggest balls and dinners, there and at Delmonicos and the Netherland. And after a pause he continued: Some time you ought to write about these things, Thee. Theyre the limit for extravagance and show. The people out West dont know yet whats going on, but the rich are getting control. Theyll own the country pretty soon. A writer like you could make em see that. You ought to show up some of these things so theyd know.

Youthful, inexperienced, unlettered, the whole scroll of this earthly wallow a mere guess, I accepted that as an important challenge. Maybe it ought to be shown up..  .

As though picturing or indicating life has ever yet changed it! But he, the genial and hopeful, always fancied that it might be so  and I with him.

When he left me this day at three or four, his interest ended because the wonders of Broadway had been exhausted, I found myself with all the great strange city still to be explored. Making inquiry as to directions and distances, I soon found myself in Fifth Avenue at Forty-second Street. Here, represented by mansions at least, was that agglomeration of wealth which, as I then imagined, solved all earthly ills. Beauty was here, of course, and ease and dignity and security, that most wonderful and elusive thing in life. I saw, I admired, and I resented, being myself poor and seeking.

Fifth Avenue then lacked a few of the buildings which since have added somewhat to its impressiveness  the Public Library, the Metropolitan Museum façade at Eighty-second Street, as well as most of the great houses which now face Central Park north of Fifty-ninth Street. But in their place was something that has since been lost and never will be again: a line of quiet and unpretentious brownstone residences which, crowded together on spaces of land no wider than twenty-five feet, still had about them an air of exclusiveness which caused one to hesitate and take note. Between Forty-second and Fifty-ninth Street there was scarcely a suggestion of that coming invasion of trade which subsequently, in a period of less than twenty years, changed its character completely. Instead there were clubs, residences, huge quiet and graceful hotels such as the old Plaza and the Windsor, long since destroyed, and the very graceful Cathedral of St. Patrick. All the cross streets in this area were lined uniformly with brown-stone or red brick houses of the same height and general appearance, a high flight of steps leading to the front door, a side gate and door for servants under the steps. Nearly all of these houses were closely boarded up for the summer. There was scarcely a trace of life anywhere save here or there where a servant lounged idly at a side gate or on the front steps talking to a policeman or a cabman.

At Fiftieth Street the great church on its platform was as empty as a drum. At Fifty-ninth, where stood the Savoy, the Plaza, and the Netherland, as well as the great home of Cornelius Vanderbilt, it was all bare as a desert. Lonely handsome cabs plupped dismally to and fro, and the father or mother of the present Fifth Avenue bus, an overgrown closed carriage, rolled lonesomely between Washington Square and One Hundred and Tenth Street. Central Park had most of the lovely walks and lakes which grace it today, but no distant skyline. Central Park West as such had not even appeared. That huge wall that breaks the western sky now was wanting. Along this dismal thoroughfare there trundled a dismal yellow horse-car trailing up a cobble-paved street bare of anything save a hotel or two and some squatter shanties on rocks, with their attendant goats.

But for all that, keeping on as far north as the Museum, I was steadily more and more impressed. It was not beautiful, but perhaps, as I thought, it did not need to be. The congestion of the great city and the power of a number of great names were sufficient to excuse it. And ever and anon would come a something  the Gould home at Sixty-first, the Have-meyer and Astor residences at Sixty-sixth and Sixty-eighth, the Lenox Library at Seventy-second  which redeemed it. Even the old red brick and white stone Museum, now but the central core of the much larger building, with its attendant obelisk, had charm and dignity. So far I wandered, then took the bus and returned to my sisters apartment in Fifteenth Street.

If I have presented all this mildly it was by no means a mild experience for me. Sensitive to the brevity of life and what one may do in a given span, vastly interested in the city itself, I was swiftly being hypnotized by a charm more elusive than real, more of the mind than the eye perhaps, which seized upon and held me so tensely nevertheless that soon I was quite unable to judge sanely of all this and saw its commonplace and even mean face in a most roseate light. The beauty, the hope, the possibilities that were here! It was not a handsome city. As I look back on it now, there was much that was gross and soggy and even repulsive about it. It had too many hard and treeless avenues and cross streets, bare of anything save stone walls and stone or cobble pavements and wretched iron lamp-posts. There were regions that were painfully crowded with poverty, dirt, despair. The buildings were too uniformly low, compact, squeezed. Outside the exclusive residence and commercial areas there was no sense of length or space.

But having seen Broadway and this barren section of Fifth Avenue, I could not think of it in a hostile way, the magnetism of large bodies over small ones holding me. Its barrenness did not now appall me, nor its lack of beauty irritate. There was something else here, a quality of life and zest and security and ease for some, cheek by jowl with poverty and longing and sacrifice, which gives to life everywhere its keenest most pathetic edge. Here was none of that eager clattering snap so characteristic of many of our Western cities, which, while it arrests at first, eventually palls. No city that I had ever seen had exactly what this had. As a boy, of course, I had invested Chicago with immense color and force, and it was there, ignorant, American, semi-conscious, seeking, inspiring. But New York was entirely different. It had the feeling of gross and blissful and parading self-indulgence. It was as if self-indulgence whispered to you that here was its true home; as if, for the most part, it was here secure. Life here was harder perhaps, for some more aware, more cynical and ruthless and brazen and shameless, and yet more alluring for these very reasons. Wherever one turned one felt a consciousness of ease and gluttony, indifference to ideals, however low or high, and coupled with a sense of power that had found itself and was not easily to be dislodged, of virtue that has little idealism and is willing to yield for a price. Here, as one could feel, were huge dreams and lusts and vanities being gratified hourly. I wanted to know the worst and the best of it.

During the few days that I was permitted to remain here, I certainly had an excellent sip. My brother, while associated with the other two as a partner, was so small a factor so far as his firms internal economy was concerned that he was not needed as more than a hand-shaker on Broadway, one who went about among vaudeville and stage singers and actors and song-composers and advertised by his agreeable personality the existence of his firm and its value to them. And it was that quality of geniality in him which so speedily caused his firm to grow and prosper. Indeed he was its very breath and life. I always think of him as idling along Broadway in the summer time, seeing men and women who could sing songs and writers who could write them, and inducing them by the compelling charm of his personality, to resort to his firm. He had a way with people, affectionate, reassuring, intimate. He was a magnet which drew the young and the old, the sophisticated and the unsophisticated, to his house. Gradually, and because of him and his fame, it prospered mightily, and yet I doubt if ever his partners understood how much he meant to them. His house was young and unimportant, yet within a year or two it had forged its way to the front, and this was due to him and none other. The rest was merely fair commercial management of what he provided in great abundance.

While he waited for his regular theatrical season to resume, he was most excellently prepared to entertain one who might be interested to see Broadway. This night, after dinner at my sisters, he said, Come on, sport, and together, after promising faithfully to be back by midnight, we ambled forth, strolling across Fifteenth Street to Sixth Avenue and then taking a car to Thirty-third Street, the real center of all things theatrical at the time. Here, at Broadway and Thirty-fifth, opposite the Herald building and the Herald Square Theater, stood the Hotel Aulic, a popular rendezvous for actors and singers, with whom my brother was most concerned. And here they were in great number, the sidewalks on two sides of the building alive with them, a world of glittering, spinning flies. I recall the agreeable summer evening air, the bright comforting lights, the open doors and windows, the showy clothes, the laughter, the jesting, the expectorating, the back-slapping geniality. It was wonderful, the spirit and the sense of happiness and ease. Men do at times attain to happiness, paradise even, in this shabby, noisome, worthless, evanescent, make-believe world. I have seen it with mine own eyes.

And here, as in that more pretentious institution at Forty-second Street, the Métropole, my brother was at ease. His was by no means the trade way of a drummer but rather that of one who, like these others, was merely up and down the street seeing what he might. He drank, told idle tales, jested unwearyingly. But all the while, as he told me later, he was really looking for certain individuals who could sing or play and whom in this roundabout and casual way he might interest in the particular song or instrumental composition he was then furthering. And you never can tell, he said. You might run into some fellow who would be just the one to write a song or sing one for you.


CHAPTER LXIX

THE next day I was left to myself, and visited City Hall, Brooklyn Bridge, Wall Street and the financial and commercial sections.

I, having no skill for making money and intensely hungry for the things that money would buy, stared at Wall Street, a kind of cloudy Olympus in which foregathered all the gods of finance, with the eyes of one who hopes to extract something by mere observation. Physically it was not then, as it is today, the center of a sky-crowded world. There were few if any high buildings below City Hall, few higher than ten stories. Wall Street was curved, low-fronted, like Oxford Street in London. It began, as some one had already pointed out, at a graveyard and ended at a river. The house of J. P. Morgan was just then being assailed for its connection with a government gold bond issue. The offices of Russell Sage and George Gould (the son), as well as those of the Standard Oil Company below Wall in Broadway, and those of a whole company of now forgotten magnates, could have been pointed out by any messenger boy, postman or policeman. What impressed me was that the street was vibrant with something which, though far from pleasing, craft, greed, cunning, niggardliness, ruthlessness, a smart swaggering ease on the part of some, and hopeless, bedraggled or beaten aspect on the part of others, held my interest as might a tiger or a snake. I had never seen such a world. It was so busy and paper-bestrewn, messenger and broker bestridden, as to make one who had nothing to do there feel dull and commonplace. One thought only of millions made in stocks over night, of yachts, orgies, travels, fames and what not else. Since that time Wall Street has become much tamer, less significant, but then one had a feeling that if only one had a tip or a little skill one might become rich; or that, on the other hand, one might be torn to bits and that here was no mercy.

I arrived a little before noon, and the ways were alive with messenger boys and young clerks and assistants. On the ground was a mess of papers, torn telegrams and letters. Near Broad and Wall streets the air was filled with a hum of voices and typewriter clicks issuing from open windows. Just then, as with the theatrical business later, and still later with the motion picture industry, it had come to be important to be in the street, however thin ones connection. To say I am in Wall Street suggested a world of prospects and possibilities. The fact that at this time, and for twenty years after, the news columns were all but closed to suicides and failures in Wall Street, so common were they, illustrates how vagrant and unfounded were the dreams of many.

But the end of Wall Street as the seat of American money domination might even then have been foretold. The cities of the nation were growing. New and by degrees more or less independent centers of finance were being developed. In the course of fifteen years it had become the boast of some cities that they could do without New York in the matter of loans, and it was true. They could; and today many enterprises go west, not east, for their cash. In the main, Wall Street has degenerated into a second-rate gamblers paradise. What significant Wall Street figures are there today?

On one of my morning walks in New York I had wandered up Broadway to the Herald Building and looked into its windows, where were visible a number of great presses in full operation, much larger than any I had seen in the West, and my brother had recalled to me the fact that James Gordon Bennett, owner and editor of the Herald, had once commissioned Henry M. Stanley, at that time a reporter on the paper, to go to Africa to find Livingstone. And my good brother, who romanticized all things, my supposed abilities and possibilities included, was inclined to think that if I came to New York some such great thing might happen to me.

On another day I went to Printing House Square, where I stared at the Sun and World, and Times and Tribune buildings, all facing City Hall Park, sighing for the opportunities that they represented. But I did not act. Something about them overawed me, especially the World, the editor of which had begun his career in St. Louis years before. Compared with the Western papers with which I had been connected, all New York papers seemed huge, the tasks they represented editorially and reportorially much more difficult. True, a brother of a famous playwright with whom I had worked in St. Louis had come East and connected himself with the World, and I might have called upon him and spied out the land. He had fortified himself with a most favorable record in the West, as had I, only I did not look upon mine as so favorable somehow. Again, a city editor once of St. Louis was now here, city editor of one of the citys great papers, the Recorder, and another man, a Sunday editor of Pittsburgh, had become the Sunday editor of the Press here. But these appeared to me to be exceptional cases. I reconnoitered these large and in the main rather dull institutions with the eye of one who seeks to take a fortress. The editorial pages of all of these papers, as I had noticed in the West, bristled with cynical and condescending remarks about that region, and their voices representing great circulation and wealth gave them amazing weight in my eyes. Although I knew what I knew about the subservience of newspapers to financial interests, their ratlike fear of religionists and moralists, their shameful betrayal of the ordinary man at every point at which he could possibly be betrayed yet still having the power, by weight of lies and pretense and make-believe, to stir him up to his own detriment and destruction, I was frightened by this very power, which in subsequent years I have come to look upon as the most deadly and forceful of all in nature: the power to masquerade and b ay.

There was about these papers an air of assurance and righteousness and authority and superiority which overawed and frightened me. To work on the Sun, the Herald, the World! How many cubs, from how many angles of our national life, were constantly and hopefully eying them from the very same sidewalks or benches in City Hall Park, as the ultimate solution of all their literary, commercial, social, political problems and ambitions. The thousands of pipe-smoking collegians who have essayed the Sun alone, the scullion Danas, embryo Greeleys and Bennetts!

I decided that it would be best for me to return to Pittsburgh and save a little money before I took one of these frowning editorial offices by storm, and I did return, but in what a reduced mood! Pittsburgh, after New York and all I had seen there! And in this darkly brooding and indifferent spirit I now resumed my work. A sum of money sufficient to sustain me for a period in New York was all that I wished now.

And in the course of the next four months I did save two hundred and forty dollars, enduring deprivations which I marvel at even now  breakfast consisting of a cruller and a cup of coffee; dinners that cost no more than a quarter, sometimes no more than fifteen cents. In the meantime I worked as before only to greater advantage, because I was now more sure of myself. My study of Balzac and these recent adventures in the great city had so fired my ambition that nothing could have kept me in Pittsburgh. I lived on so little that I think I must have done myself some physical harm which told against me later in the struggle for existence in New York.

At this time I had the fortune to discover Huxley and Tyndall and Herbert Spencer, whose introductory volume to his Synthetic Philosophy (First Principles) quite blew me, intellectually, to bits. Hitherto, until I had read Huxley, I had some lingering filaments of Catholicism trailing about me, faith in the existence of Christ, the soundness of his moral and sociologic deductions, the brotherhood of man. But on reading Science and Hebrew Tradition and Science and Christian Tradition, and finding both the Old and New Testaments to be not compendiums of revealed truth but mere records of religious experiences, and very erroneous ones at that, and then taking up First Principles and discovering that all I deemed substantial  mans place in nature, his importance in the universe, this too, too solid earth, mans very identity save as an infinitesimal speck of energy or a suspended equation drawn or blown here and there by larger forces in which he moved quite unconsciously as an atom  all questioned and dissolved into other and less understandable things, I was completely thrown down in my conceptions or non-conceptions of life.

Up to this time there had been in me a blazing and unchecked desire to get on and the feeling that in doing so we did get somewhere; now in its place was the definite conviction that spiritually one got nowhere, that there was no hereafter, that one lived and had his being because one had to, and that it was of no importance. Of ones ideals, struggles, deprivations, sorrows and joys, it could only be said that they were chemic compulsions, something which for some inexplicable but unimportant reason responded to and resulted from the hope of pleasure and the fear of pain. Man was a mechanism, undevised and uncreated, and a badly and carelessly driven one at that.

I fear that I cannot make you feel how these things came upon me in the course of a few weeks reading and left me numb, my gravest fears as to the unsolvable disorder and brutality of life eternally verified. I felt as low and hopeless at times as a beggar of the streets. There was of course this other matter of necessity, internal chemical compulsion, to which I had to respond whether I would or no. I was daily facing a round of duties which now more than ever verified all that I had suspected and that these books proved. With a gloomy eye I began to watch how the chemical  and their children, the mechanical  forces operated through man and outside him, and this under my very eyes. Suicides seemed sadder since there was no care for them; failures the same. One of those periodic scandals breaking out in connection with the care of prisoners in some local or state jail, I saw how self-interest, the hope of pleasure or the fear of pain caused jailers or wardens or a sheriff to graft on prisoners, feed them rotten meat, torture them into silence and submission, and then, politics interfering (the hope of pleasure again and the fear of pain on the part of some), the whole thing hushed up, no least measure of the sickening truth breaking out in the subservient papers. Life could or would do nothing for those whom it so shamefully abused.

Again, there was a poor section, one street in the East Pittsburgh district, shut off by a railroad at one end (the latter erecting a high fence to protect itself from trespass) and by an arrogant property owner at the other end; those within were actually left without means of ingress and egress. Yet instead of denouncing either or both, the railroads being so powerful and the citizen prosperous and within his rights, I was told to write a humorous article but not to hurt anybodys feelings. Also before my eyes were always those regions of indescribable poverty and indescribable wealth previously mentioned, which were always carefully kept separate by the local papers, all the favors and compliments and commercial and social aids going to those who had, all the sniffs and indifferences and slights going to those who had not; and when I read Spencer I could only sigh. All I could think of was that since nature would not or could not do anything for man, he must, if he could, do something for himself; and of this I saw no prospect, he being a product of these selfsame accidental, indifferent and bitterly cruel forces.

And so I went on from day to day, reading, thinking, doing fairly acceptable work, but always withdrawing more and more into myself. As I saw it then, the world could not understand me, nor I it, nor men each other very well. Then a little later I turned and said that since the whole thing was hopeless I might as well forget it and join the narrow, heartless, indifferent scramble, but I could not do that either, lacking the temperament and the skill. All I could do was think, and since no paper such as I knew was interested in any of the things about which I was thinking, I was hopeless indeed. Finally, in late November, having two hundred and forty dollars saved, I decided to leave this dismal scene and seek the charm of the great city beyond, hoping that there I might succeed at something, be eased and rested by some important work of some kind.


CHAPTER LXX

MY departure was accelerated by a conversation I had one day with the political reporter of whom I have spoken but whose name I have forgotten. By now I had come to be on agreeable social terms with all the men on our staff, and at midnight it was my custom to drift around to the Press Club, where might be found a goodly company of men who worked on the different papers. I found this political man here one night. He said: I cant understand why you stay here. Now I wouldnt say that to any one else in the game for fear hed think I was plotting to get him out of his job, but with you its different. Theres no great chance here, and you have too much ability to waste your time on this town. They wont let you do anything. The steel people have this town sewed up tight. The papers are muzzled. All you can do is to write what the people at the top want you to write, and thats very little. With your talent you could go down to New York and make a place for yourself. Ive been there myself, but had to come back on account of my family. The conditions were too uncertain for me, and I have to have a regular income. But with you its different. Youre young, and apparently you havent any one dependent on you. If you do strike it down there youll make a lot of money, and whats more you might make a name for yourself. Dont you think its foolish for you to stay here? Dont think its anything to me whether you go or stay. I havent any ax to grind, but I really wonder why you stay.

I explained that I had been drifting, that I was really on my way to New York but taking my time about it. Only a few days before I had been reading of a certain Indo-English newspaper man, fresh out of India with his books and short stories, who was making a great stir. His name was Rudyard Kipling, and the enthusiasm with which he was being received made me not jealous but wishful for a career for myself. The tributes to his brilliance were so unanimous, and he was a mere youth as yet, not more than twenty-seven or -eight. He was coming to America, or was even then on his way, and the wonder of such a success filled my mind. I decided then and there that I would go, must go, and accordingly gave notice of my intention. My city editor merely looked at me as much as to say, Well, I thought so, then said: Well, I think youll do better there myself, but Im not glad to have you go. You can refer to us any time you want to.

On Saturday I drew my pay at noon and by four oclock had once more boarded the express which deposited me in New York the following morning at seven. My brother had long since left New York and would not be back until the following Spring. I had exchanged a word or two with my sister and found that she was not prospering. Since Paul had left she had been forced to resort to letting rooms, H  not having found anything to do. I wired her that I was coming, and walked in on her the next morning.

My sister, on seeing me again, was delighted. I did not know then, and perhaps if I had I should not have been so pleased, that I was looked upon by her as the possible way out of a very difficult and trying crisis which she and her two children were then facing. For H  , from being a one-time fairly resourceful and successful and aggressive man, had slipped into a most disconcerting attitude of weakness and all but indifference before the onslaughts of the great city.

My brother Paul, being away, saw no reason why he should be called upon to help them, since H  was as physically able as himself. Aside from renting their rooms there was apparently no other source of income here, at least none which H  troubled to provide. He appeared to be done for, played out. Like so many who have fought a fair battle and then lost, he had wearied of the game and was drifting. And my sister, like so many of the children of ordinary families the world over, had received no practical education or training and knew nothing other than housework, that profitless trade. In consequence, within a very short time after my arrival, I found myself faced by one of two alternatives: that of retiring and leaving her to shift as best she might (a step which, in view of what followed, would have been wiser but which my unreasoning sympathy would not permit me to do), or of assisting her with what means I had. But this would be merely postponing the day of reckoning for all of them and bringing a great deal of trouble upon myself. For, finding me willing to pay for my room and board here, and in addition to advance certain sums which had nothing to do with my obligations, H  felt that he could now drift a little while longer and so did, accepting through his wife such doles as I was willing to make. My sister, fumbling, impractical soul, flowing like water into any crevice of opportunity, accepted this sacrifice on my part.

But despite these facts, which developed very slowly, I was very much alive to the possibilities which the city then held for me. At last I was here. I told myself I had a comfortable place to stay and would remain, and from this vantage point I could now sally forth and reconnoiter the city at my leisure. And as in all previous instances, I devoted a day or two to rambling about, surveying the world which I was seeking to manipulate to my advantage, and then on the second or third afternoon began to investigate those newspaper offices with which I was most anxious to connect.

I can never forget the shock I received when on entering first the World, then the Sun, and later the Herald, I discovered that one could not so much as get in to see the city editor, that worthy being guarded by lobby or anteroom, in which were posted as lookouts and buffers or men-at-arms as cynical and contemptuous a company of youths and hall boys as it has ever been my lot to meet. They were not only selfsufficient, but supercilious, scoffing and ribald. Whenever I entered one of these offices there were two or three on guard, sometimes four or five in the World office, wrestling for the possession of an ink-well or a pencil or an apple, or slapping each other on the back. But let a visitor arrive with an inquiry of some kind, and these young banditti would cease their personal brawling long enough at least to place themselves as a barricade between the newcomer and the door to the editorial sanctum, whereupon would ensue the following routine formula, each and every one of them chewing gum or eating an apple.

Whoja wanta see?

The city editor.

Whaja wanta see him about?

A job.

No vacancies. No; no vacancies today. He says to say no vacancies today, see? You cant go in there. He says no vacancies.

But cant I even see him?

No; he dont wanta see anybody. No vacancies.

Well, how about taking my name in to him?

Not if youre lookin for a job. He says no vacancies. The tone and the manner were most disconcerting. To me, new to the city and rather overawed by the size of the buildings as well as the reputation of the editors and the publications themselves, this was all but final. For a little while after each rebuff I did not quite see how I was to overcome this difficulty. Plainly they were overrun with applicants, and in so great a city why would they not be? But what was I to do? One must get in or write or call up on the telephone, but would any city editor worthy the name discuss a mans fitness or attempt to judge him by a telephone conversation or a letter?

Rather dourly and speculatively, therefore, after I had visited four or five of these offices with exactly the same result in each instance, I went finally to City Hall Park, which fronted the majority of them  the Sun, the Tribune, the Times, the World, the Press  and stared at their great buildings. About me was swirling the throng which has always made that region so interesting, the vast mass that bubbles upward from the financial district and the regions south of it and crosses the plaza to Brooklyn Bridge and the elevated roads (the subways had not come yet). About me on the benches of the park was, even in this gray, chill December weather, that large company of burns, loafers, tramps, idlers, the flotsam and jetsam of the great citys whirl and strife to be seen there today. I presume I looked at them and then considered myself and these great offices, and it was then that the idea of Hurstwood was born. The city seemed so huge and cruel. I recalled gay Broadway of the preceding summer, and the baking, isolated, exclusive atmosphere of Fifth Avenue, all boarded up. And now I was here and it was winter, with this great newspaper world to be conquered, and I did not see how it was to be done. At four in the afternoon I dubiously turned my steps northward along the great, bustling, solidly commercial Broadway to Fifteenth Street, walking all the way and staring into the shops. Those who recall Sister Carries wanderings may find a taste of it here. In Union Square, before Tiffanys, I stared at an immense Christmas throng. Then in the darkness I wandered across to my sisters apartment, and in the warmth and light there set me down thinking what to do. My sister noticed my mood and after a little while said:

You re worrying, arent you?

Oh no, Im not, I said rather pretentiously.

Oh yes, you are too. Youre wondering how youre going to get along. I know how you are. Were all that way. But you mustnt worry. Paul says you can write wonderfully. Youve only been here a day or two. You must wait until youve tried a little while and then see. Youre sure to get along. New York isnt so bad, only you have to get started. I decided that this was true enough and proposed to give myself time to think.


CHAPTER LXXI

BUT the next day, and the next, and the next brought me no solution to the problem. The weather had turned cold and for a time there was a slushy snow on the ground, which made the matter of job-hunting all the worse. Those fierce youths in the anterooms were no more kindly on the second and fifth days than they had been on the first. But by now, in addition to becoming decidedly dour, I was becoming a little angry. It seemed to me to be the height of discourtesy, not to say rank brutality, for newspapers, and especially those which boasted a social and humanitarian leadership of their fellows in American life, to place such unsophisticated and blatant and ill-trained upstarts between themselves and the general public, men and women of all shades and degrees of intelligence who might have to come in contact with them. H. L. Mencken has written: The average American newspaper, especially the so-called better sort, has the intelligence of a Baptist evangelist, the courage of a rat, the fairness of a prohibitionist boob-bumper, the information of a high-school janitor, the taste of a designer of celluloid valentines, and the honor of a police-station lawyer. Judging by some of my experiences and observations, I would be willing to subscribe to this. The unwarranted and unnecessary airs! The grand assumption of wisdom! The heartless and brutal nature of their internal economies, their pandering to the cheapest of all public instincts and tendencies in search of circulation!

After several days I made up my mind to see the city editor of these papers, regardless of hall boys. And so, going one day at one oclock to the World, I started to walk right in, but, being intercepted as usual, lost my courage and retreated. However, as I have since thought, perhaps this was fortunate, for going downstairs I meditated most grievously as to my failure, my lack of skill and courage in carrying out my intention. So thoroughly did I castigate myself that I recovered my nerve and returned. I reentered the small office, and finding two of the youths still on hand and waiting to intercept me, brushed them both aside as one might flies, opened the much-guarded door and walked in.

To my satisfaction, while they followed me and by threats and force attempted to persuade me to retreat, I gazed upon one of the most interesting city reportorial and editorial rooms that I have ever beheld. It was forty or fifty feet wide by a hundred or more deep, and lighted, even by day in this gray weather, by a blaze of lights. The entire space from front to back was filled with desks. A varied company of newspaper men, most of them in shirt-sleeves, were hard at work. In the forward part of the room, near the door by which I had entered, and upon a platform, were several desks, at which three or four men were seated  the throne, as I quickly learned, of the city editor and his assistants. Two of these, as I could see, were engaged in reading and marking papers. A third, who looked as though he might be the city editor, was consulting with several men at his desk. Copy boys were ambling to and fro. From somewhere came the constant click-click-click of telegraph instruments and the howl of Coppee! I think I should have been forced to retire had it not been for the fact that as I was standing there, threatened and pleaded with by my two adversaries, a young man (since distinguished in the journalistic world, Arthur Brisbane) who was passing through the room looked at me curiously and inquired courteously:

What is it you want?

I want, I said, half-angered by the spectacle I was making and that was being made of me, a job.

Where do you come from?

The West.

Wait a moment, he said, and the youths, seeing that I had attracted his attention, immediately withdrew. He went toward the man at the desk whom I had singled out as the city editor, and turned and pointed to me. This young man wants a job. I wish you would give him one.

The man nodded, and my remarkable interrogator, turning to me, said, Just wait here, and disappeared.

I did not know quite what to think, so astonished was I, but with each succeeding moment my spirits rose, and by the time the city editor chose to motion me to him I was in a very exalted state indeed. So much for courage, I told myself. Surely I was fortunate, for had I not been dreaming for months  years  of coming to New York and after great deprivation and difficulty perhaps securing a position? And now of a sudden here I was thus swiftly vaulted into the very position which of all others I had most craved. Surely this must be the influence of a star of fortune. Surely now if I had the least trace of ability, I should be in a better position than I had ever been in before. I looked about the great room, as I waited patiently and delightedly, and saw pasted on the walls at intervals printed cards which read: Accuracy, Accuracy, Accuracy! Who? What? Where? When? How? The Facts  The Color  The Facts! I knew what those signs meant: the proper order for beginning a newspaper story. Another sign insisted upon Promptness, Courtesy, Cemiality! Most excellent traits, I thought, but not as easy to put into execution as comfortable publishers and managing editors might suppose.

Presently I was called over and told to take a seat, after being told: Ill have an assignment for you after a while. That statement meant work, an opportunity, a salary. I felt myself growing apace, only the eye and the glance of my immediate superior was by no means cheering or genial. This man was holding a difficult position, one of the most difficult in newspaperdom in America at the time, and under one of the most eccentric and difficult of publishers, Joseph Pulitzer.

This same Pulitzer, whom Alleyne Ireland subsequently characterized in so brilliant a fashion as to make this brief sketch trivial and unimportant save for its service here as a link in this tale, was a brilliant and eccentric Magyar Jew, long since famous for his journalistic genius. At that time he must have been between fifty-five and sixty years of age, semi-dyspeptic and half-blind, having almost wrecked himself physically, or so I understood, in a long and grueling struggle to ascend to preeminence in the American newspaper world. He was the chief owner, as I understood, of not only the New York World but the St. Louis Post-Dispatch, the then afternoon paper of largest circulation and influence in that city. While I was in St. Louis the air of that newspaper world was surcharged or still rife with this remarkable publishers past exploits  how once, when he was starting in the newspaper world as a publisher, he had been horsewhipped by some irate citizen for having published some derogatory item, and, having tamely submitted to the castigation, had then rushed into his sanctum and given orders that an extra should be issued detailing the attack in order that the news value might not be lost to the counting-room. Similarly, one of his St. Louis city or managing editors (one Colonel Cockerill by name, who at this very time or a very little later was still one of the managing editors of the New York World) had, after conducting some campaign of exposure against a local citizen by order of his chief, and being confronted in his office by the same, evidently come to punish him, drawn a revolver and killed him.

That was a part of what might have been called the makings of this great newspaper figure. Here in New York, after his arrival on the scene in 1884, at which time he had taken over a moribund journal called the World, he had literally succeeded in turning things upside down, much as did William Randolph Heart after him, and as had Charles A. Dana and others before him. Like all aggressive newspaper men worthy the name, he had seized upon every possible vital issue and attacked, attacked, attacked  Tammany Hall, Wall Street (then defended by the Sun and the Herald), the house of Morgan, some phases of society, and many other features and conditions of the great city. For one thing, he had cut the price of his paper to one cent, a move which was reported to have infuriated his conservative and quiescent rivals, who were getting two, three and five and who did not wish to be disturbed in their peaceful pursuits. The Sun in particular, which had been made by the brilliant and daring eccentricity of Dana and his earlier radicalism, and the Herald, which originally owed its growth and fame to the monopoly-fighting skill of Bennett, were now both grown conservative and mutually attacked him as low, vulgar, indecent and the like, an upstart Jew whose nose was in every putrescent dunghill, ratting out filth for the consumption of the dregs of society. But is it not always so when any one arises who wishes to break through from submersion or nothingness into the white light of power and influence? Do not the resultant quakes always infuriate those who have ceased growing or are at least comfortably quiescent and who do not wish to be disturbed?

Just the same, this man, because of his vital, aggressive, restless, working mood, and his vaulting ambition to be all that there was to be of journalistic force in America, was making a veritable hell of his paper and the lives of those who worked for him. And although he himself was not present at the time but was sailing around the world on a yacht, or living in a villa on the Riviera, or at Bar Harbor, or in his town house in New York or London, you could feel the feverish and disturbing and distressing ionic tang of his presence in this room as definitely as though he were there in the flesh. Air fairly sizzled with the ionic rays of this black star. Of secretaries to this editor-publisher and traveling with him at the time but coming back betimes to nose about the paper and cause woe to others, there were five. Of sons, by no means in active charge but growing toward eventual control, two. Of managing editors, all slipping about and, as the newspaper men seemed to think, spying on each other, at one time as many as seven. He had so little faith in his fellow-man, and especially such of his fellow-men as were so unfortunate as to have to work for him, that he played off one against another as might have the council of the Secret Ten in Venice, or as did the devils who ruled in the Vatican in the Middle Ages. Every mans hand, as I came to know in the course of time, was turned against that of every other. All were thoroughly distrustful of each other and feared the incessant spying that was going on. Each, as I was told and as to a certain extent one could feel, was made to believe that he was the important one, or might be, presuming that he could prove that the others were failures or in error. Proposed editorials, suggestions for news features, directions as to policy and what not, were coming in from him every hour via cable or telegraph. Nearly every issue of any importance was being submitted to him by the same means. He was, as described by this same Alleyne Ireland, undoubtedly semineurasthenic, a disease-demonized soul, who could scarcely control himself in anything, a man who was fighting an almost insane battle with life itself, trying to be omnipotent and what not else, and never to die.

But in regard to the men working here how sharp a sword of disaster seemed suspended above them by a thread, the sword of dismissal or of bitter reprimand or contempt. They had a kind of nervous, resentful terror in their eyes as have animals when they are tortured. All were either scribbling busily or hurrying in or out. Every man was for himself. If you had asked a man a question, as I ventured to do while sitting here, not knowing anything of how things were done here, he looked at you as though you were a fool, or as though you were trying to take something away from him or cause him trouble of some kind. In the main they bustled by or went on with their work without troubling to pay the slightest attention to you. I had never encountered anything like it before, and only twice afterwards in my life did I find anything which even partially approximated it, and both times in New York. After the peace and ease of Pittsburgh  God! But it was immense, just the same  terrific.


CHAPTER LXXII

AFTER I had waited an hour or so, a boy came up and said: The city editor wants to see you. I hurried forward to the desk of that Poohbah, who merely handed me a small clipping from another paper giving an account of some extraterrestrial manifestations that had been taking place in a graveyard near Elizabeth, and told me to see what there is in that. Unsophisticated as I was as to the ways of the metropolis, and assuming, Western-fashion, that I might ask a question of my new chief, I ventured a feeble Where is that? For my pains I received as contemptuous a look as it is possible for one human being to give another.

Back of the directory! Back of the directory! came the semi-savage reply, and not quite realizing what was meant by that I retired precipitately, trying to think it out.

Almost mechanically I went to the directory, but fumbling through that part of it which relates to streets and their numbers I began to realize that Elizabeth was a town and not a street. At a desk near the directory I noticed a stout man of perhaps forty, rotund and agreeable, who seemed to be less fierce and self-centered than some of the others. He had evidently only recently entered, for he had kicked off a pair of overshoes and laid a greatcoat over a chair beside him and was scribbling.

Can you tell me how I can get to Elizabeth? I inquired of him.

Sure, he said, looking up and beginning to chuckle. I havent been in the city very long myself, but I know where that is. Its on the Jersey Central, about twelve miles out. Youll catch a local by going down to the Liberty Street ferry. I heard him tell you Back of the directory, he added genially. You mustnt mind that  thats what they always tell you here, these smart alecks, and he chuckled, very much like my friend McCord. Theyre the most inconsiderate lot I ever went up against, but you have to get used to it. Out where I came from theyll give you a civil answer once in a while, but here its Back of the directory, and he chuckled again.

And where do you come from? I asked.

Oh, Pittsburgh originally, he said, which same gave me a spiritual lift, but I havent been in the game for several years. Ive been doing press agent work for a road show, one of my own, and he chuckled again. Im not a stranger to New York exactly, but I am to this paper and this game down here.

I wanted to stay longer and talk to him, but I had to hurry on this my first assignment in New York. Is this your desk? I asked.

No; they havent deigned to give me one yet, and he chuckled again. But I suppose I will get one eventually  if they dont throw me out.

I hope Ill see you when I get back.

Oh, Ill be around here, if Im not out in the snow. Its tough, isnt it? and he turned to his work again. I bustled out through that same anteroom where I had been restrained, and observed to my pestiferous opponents: Now just take notice, Eddie. I belong here, see? I work here. And Ill be back in a little while.

Oh, dats all right, he replied with a grin. We gotta do dat. We gotta keep mosta dese hams outa here, dough. Dats de orders we got.

Hams? I thought. They let these little snips speak of strangers as hams! Thats New York for you!

I made the short dreary commuters trip to Elizabeth. When I found my graveyard and the caretaker thereof, he said there was no truth in the story. No man by the name of the dead man mentioned had ever been buried there. No noises or appearances of any kind had been recorded. Theyre always publishing things like that about New Jersey, he said. I wish theyd quit it. Some newspaper fellow just wanted to earn a little money, thats all.

I tramped back, caught a train and reached the office at eight. Already most of the assignments had been given out. The office was comparatively empty. The city editor had gone to dinner. At a desk along a wall was a long, lean, dyspeptic-looking man, his eyes shaded by a green shield, whom I took to be the night editor, so large was the pile of copy beside him, but when I ventured to approach him he merely glared sourly. The city desks not closed yet, he growled. Waitll they come back.

I retired, rebuffed again.

Presently one of the assistants reappeared and I reported to him. Nothing to it, eh? he observed. But there ought to be some kind of a josh to it. I did not get him. He told me to wait around, and I sought out an empty desk and sat down. The thing that was interesting me was how much I should be paid per week. In the meanwhile I contented myself with counting the desks and wondering about the men who occupied them, who they were, and what they were doing. To my right, against the north wall, were two roll-top desks, at one of which was seated a dapper actor-like man writing and posting. He was arrayed in a close-fitting gray suit, with a bright vest and an exceedingly high collar. Because of some theatrical programs which I saw him examining, I concluded that he must be connected with the dramatic department, probably the dramatic critic. I was interested and a little envious. The dramatic department of a great daily in New York seemed a wonderful thing to me.

After a time also there entered another man who opened the desk next the dramatic critic. He was medium tall and stocky, with a mass of loose wavy hair hanging impressively over his collar, not unlike the advance agent of a cure-all or a quack Messiah. His body was encased in a huge cape-coat which reached to his knees after the best manner of a tragedian. He wore a large, soft-brimmed felt, which he now doffed rather grandiosely, and stood a big cane in the corner. He had the look and attitude of a famous musician, the stage-type, and evidently took himself very seriously. I put him down as the musical critic at least, some great authority of whom I should hear later.

Time went by, and I waited. Through the windows from where I was sitting I could see the tops of one or two buildings, one holding a clock-face lighted with a green light. Being weary of sitting, I ventured to leave my seat and look out to the south. Then for the first time I saw that great night panorama of the East River and the bay with its ships and docks, and the dark mass of buildings in between, many of them still lighted. It was a great scene, and a sense of awe came over me. New York was so vast, so varied, so rich, so hard. How was one to make ones way here? I had so little to offer, merely a gift of scribbling; and money, as I could see, was not to be made in that way.

The city editor returned and told me to attend a meeting of some committee which looked to the better lighting and cleaning of a certain district. It was all but too late, as I knew, and if reported would be given no more than an inch of space. I took it rather dejectedly. Then fell the worst blow of all. Wait a minute, he said, as I moved to depart. I wanted to tell you. I cant make you a reporter yet  there is no vacancy on our regular staff. But Ill put you on space, and you can charge up whatever you get in at seven-and-a-half a column. We allow fifty cents an hour for time. Show up tomorrow at eleven, and Ill see if anything turns up.

My heart sank to my shoes. No reportorial staff with which I had ever been connected had been paid by space. I went to the meeting and found that it was of no importance, and made but one inch, as I discovered next morning by a careful examination of the paper. And a column of the paper measured exactly twenty-one inches! So my efforts this day, allowing for time charged for my first trip, had resulted in a total of one dollar and eighty-six cents, or a little less than street-sweepers and snow-shovelers were receiving.

But this was not all. Returning about eleven with this item, I ventured to say to the night editor now in charge: When does a man leave here?

Youre a new space man, arent you?

Yes, sir.

You have the late watch tonight.

And how late is that?

Until after the first edition is on the press, he growled.

Not knowing when that was I still did not venture to question him but returned to another reporter working near at hand, who told me I should have to stay until three. At that time my green-shaded mentor called, You might as well go now, and I made my way to the Sixth Avenue L and so home, having been here since one oclock of the preceding day. The cheerful face of my sister sleepily admitting me was quite the best thing that this brisk day in the great city had provided.


CHAPTER LXXIII

THE next morning, coming down at eleven I encountered my friend of the day before, whom I found looking through the paper and checking up such results as he had been able to achieve. Tst! Tst! he clicked to himself as he went over the pages, looking high and low for a minute squib which he had managed to get in. Looking around and seeing me near at hand, he said: Positively, this is the worst paper in New York. Ive always heard it was, and now I know it. This damned crowd plays favorites. They have an inside ring, a few pets, who get all the cream, and fellows like you and me get the short ends. Take me yesterday: I was sent out on four lousy little stories, and not one amounted to anything. I tramped and rode all over town in the snow, listened to a lot of fools spout, and this morning I have just three little items. Look at that  and that  and that! and he pointed to checkmarks on different pages. They made a total of, say, seven or eight inches, the equivalent in cash of less than three dollars. And Im supposed to live on that, he went on, and I have a boy and a girl in school! How do they figure that a man is to get along?

I had no consolation to offer him. After a time he resumed: What they do is to get strangers like us, or any of these down-and-out newspaper men always walking up and down Park Row looking for a job, and get us to work on space because it sounds bigger to a greenhorn. Sure they have space-men here who amount to something, fellows who get big money, but theyre not like us. They make as much as seventy-five and a hundred dollars a week. But theyre rewrite men, old reporters who have too big a pull and who are too sure of themselves to stand for the low salaries they pay here. But theyre at the top. We little fellows are told that stuff about space, but all we get is leg-work. If you or I should get hold of a good story dont you ever think theyd let us write it. I know that much. Theyd take it away and give it to one of these rewrite fellows. Theres one now, and he pointed to a large comfortable man in a light brown overcoat and brown hat who was but now ambling in. He rewrote one of my stories just the other day. If they wanted you for regular work theyd make you take a regular salary for fear youd get too much of space. They just keep us little fellows as extras to follow up such things as they wouldnt waste a good man on. And theyre always firing a crowd of men every three or four months to keep up the zip of the staff, to keep em worried and working hard. I hate the damned business. I told myself in Pittsburgh that I never would get back in it again, but here I am!

This revelation made me a little sick. So this was my grand job! A long period of drudgery for little or nothing, my hard-earned money exhausted  and then what?

Just now, he went on, theres nothing doing around the town or I wouldnt be here. Im only staying on until I can get something better. Its a dogs life. Theres nothing in it. I worked here all last week, and what do you think I made? Twelve dollars and seventy-five cents for the whole week, time included. Twelve dollars and seventy-five cents! Its an outrage!

I agreed with him. What is this time they allow? I asked. How do they figure  expenses and all?

Sure, they allow expenses, and Im going to figure mine more liberally from now on. Its a little bonus they allow you for the time you work, but you dont get anything anyhow. Ill double any railroad fare I pay. If they dont like it they can get somebody else. But they wont let you do too much of it, and if you cant make a little salary on small stuff they wont keep you even then. He grinned. Anything big goes to the boys on a salary, and if its real big the spacemen, who are on salary and space also, get the cream. I went out on a story the other afternoon and tramped around in the rain and got all the facts, and just as I was going to sit down and write it  well, I hadnt really got started  one of the managing editors  there are about twenty around here  came up and took it away from me and gave it to somebody else to write. All I got was time. Gee, I was sore! But I dont care, he added with a chuckle. Ill be getting out of here one of these days.

Being handed this dose of inspiring information, I was in no mood for what followed; although I decided that this series of ills that were now befalling him was due to the fact that he was older than myself and maybe not very efficient, whereas in my case, being young, efficient, etc., etc.  the usual mental bonus youth hands itself  I should do better. But when it came to my assignments this day and the next and the next, and in addition I was handed the late watch, my cock sureness began to evaporate. Each day I was given unimportant rumors or verification tales, which came to nothing. So keen was the competition between the papers, especially between the World and the Sun, or the World and the Herald, that almost everything suggested by one was looked into and criticized by the others. The items assigned to me this second day were: to visit the city morgue and there look up the body of a young and beautiful girl who was supposed to have drowned herself or been drowned and see if this was true, as another paper had said (and of course she was not beautiful at all); to visit a certain hotel to find out what I could about a hotel beat who had been arrested (this item, although written, was never used); to visit a Unitarian conference called to debate some supposed changes in faith or method of church development, the date for which however had been changed without notice to the papers, for which I was allowed time and carfare. My time, setting aside the long and wearisome hours in which I sat in the office awaiting my turn for an assignment, netted me the handsome sum of two dollars and fifty cents. And all the time in this very paper, I could read the noblest and most elevating discourses about duty, character, the need of a higher sense of citizenship, and what not. I used to frown at the shabby peeksniffery of it, the cheap buncombe that would allow a great publisher to bleed and drive his employees at one end of his house and deliver exordiums as to virtue, duty, industry, thrift, honesty at the other.

However, despite these little setbacks and insights, I was not to be discouraged. The fact that I had succeeded elsewhere made me feel that somehow I should succeed here. Nevertheless, in spite of this sense of efficiency, I was strangely overawed and made more than ordinarily incompetent by the hugeness and force and heartlessness of the great city, its startling contrasts of wealth and poverty, the air of ruthlessness and indifference and disillusion that everywhere prevailed. Only recently there had been a disgusting exposure of the putrescence and heartlessness and brutality which underlay the social structure of the city. There had been the Lexow Investigation with its sickening revelations of graft and corruption, and the protection and encouragement of vice and crime in every walk of political and police life. The most horrible types of brothels had been proved to be not only winked at but preyed upon by the police and the politicians by a fixed and graded monthly tax in which the patrolman, the roundsman, the captain and the inspector, to say nothing of the district leader, shared. There was undeniable proof that the police and the politicians, even the officials, of the city were closely connected with all sorts of gambling and wire-tapping and bunco-steering, and even the subornation of murder. To the door of every house of prostitution and transient rooming-house the station police captains man, the roundsman came as regularly as the rent or the gas man, and took more away. Squealers had been murdered in cold blood for their squealing. A famous chief of police, Byrnes by name, reputed at that time, far and wide, for his supposed skill in unraveling mysteries, being faced by a saturnalia of crime which he could not solve, had finally in self-defense caused to be arrested, tried, convicted and electrocuted, all upon suborned testimony, an old, helpless, half-witted burn known as Old Shakespeare, whose only crime was that he was worthless and defenseless. But the chief had thereby saved his reputation. Not far from the region in which my sister lived, although it was respectable enough in its way, tramped countless girls by night and by day looking for men, the great business of New York, and all preyed upon by the police. On several occasions, coming home from work after midnight, I found men lying hatless, coatless, trousers pockets pulled out, possibly their skulls fractured, so inadequate or indifferent or conniving was the so-called police protection.

Nowhere before had I seen such a lavish show of wealth, or, such bitter poverty. In my reporting rounds I soon came upon the East Side; the Bowery, with its endless line of degraded and impossible lodging-houses, a perfect whorl of burns and failures; the Brooklyn waterfront, parts of it terrible in its degradation; and then by way of contrast again the great hotels, the mansions along Fifth Avenue, the smart shops and clubs and churches. When I went into Wall Street, the Tenderloin, the Fifth Avenue district, the East and West sides, I seemed everywhere to sense either a terrifying desire for lust or pleasure or wealth, accompanied by a heartlessness which was freezing to the soul, or a dogged resignation to deprivation and misery. Never had I seen so many down-and-out men  in the parks, along the Bowery and in the lodging-houses which lined that pathetic street. They slept over gratings anywhere from which came a little warm air, or in doorways or cellar-ways. At a half dozen points in different parts of the city I came upon those strange charities which supply a free meal to a man or lodging for the night, providing that he came at a given hour and waited long enough.

And never anywhere had I seen so much show and luxury. Nearly all of the houses along upper Fifth Avenue and its side streets boasted their liveried footmen. Wall Street was a sea of financial trickery and legerdemain, a realm so crowded with sharklike geniuses of finance that ones poor little arithmetic intelligence was entirely discounted and made ridiculous. How was a sniveling scribbler to make his way in such a world? Nothing but chance and luck, as I saw it, could further the average man or lift him out of his rut, and since when had it been proved that I was a favorite of fortune? A crushing sense of incompetence and general inefficiency seemed to settle upon me, and I could not shake it off. Whenever I went out on an assignment  and I was always being sent upon those trivial, shoe-wearing affairs  I carried with me this sense of my unimportance.


CHAPTER LXXIV

IT is entirely possible that, due to some physical or mental defect of my own, I was in no way fitted to contemplate so huge and ruthless a spectacle as New York then presented, or that I had too keen a conception of it at any rate. After a few days of work here I came in touch with several newspaper men from the West  a youth by the name of Graves, another by the name of Elliott, both formerly of Chicago, and a third individual who had once been in St. Louis, Wynne Thomas, brother of the famous playwright, Augustus. All were working on this paper, two of them in the same capacity as myself, the third a staff man. At night we used to sit about doing the late watch and spin all sorts of newspaper tales. These men had wandered from one place to another, and had seen  heavens, what had they not seen! They were completely disillusioned. Here, as in newspaper offices everywhere, one could hear the most disconcerting tales of human depravity and cruelty. I think that in the hours I spent with these men I learned as much about New York and its difficulties and opportunities, its different social strata, its outstanding figures social and political, as I might have learned in months of reporting and reading. They seemed to know every one likely to figure in the public eye. By degrees they introduced me to others, and all confirmed the conclusions which I was reaching. New York was difficult and revolting. The police and politicians were a menace; vice was rampant; wealth was shamelessly showy, cold and brutal. In New York the outsider or beginner had scarcely any chance at all, save as a servant. The city was overrun with hungry, loafing men of all descriptions, newspaper writers included.

After a few weeks of experimenting, however, I had no need of confirmation from any source. An assignment or two having developed well under my handling, and I having re-

ported my success to the city editor, I was allowed to begin to write it, then given another assignment and told to turn my story over to the large gentleman with the gold-headed cane. This infuriated and discouraged me, but I said nothing. I thought it might be due to the city editors conviction, so far not disturbed by any opportunity I had had, that I could not write.

But one night, a small item about a fight in a tenement house having been given me to investigate, I went to the place in question and found that it was a cheap beer-drinking brawl on the upper East Side which had its origin in the objection of one neighbor to the noise made by another. I constructed a ridiculous story of my own to the effect that the first irritated neighbor was a musician who had been attempting at midnight to construct a waltz, into which the snores, gurgles, moans and gasps of his slumberous next-door neighbor would not fit. Becoming irritated and unable by calls and knocking to arouse his friend and so bring him to silence, he finally resorted to piano banging and glass-breaking of such a terrible character as to arouse the entire neighborhood and cause the sending in of a riot call by a policeman, who thought that a tenement war had broken out. Result: broken heads and an interesting parade to the nearest police station. Somewhere in the text I used the phrase sawing somnolent wood.

Finding no one in charge of the city editors desk when I returned, I handed my account to the night city editor. The next morning, lo and behold, there it was on the first page consuming at least a fourth of a column! To my further surprise and gratification, once the city editor appeared I noticed a change of attitude in him. While waiting for an assignment, I caught his eye on me, and finally he came over, paper in hand, and pointing to the item said: You wrote this, didnt you? I began to think that I might have made a mistake in creating this bit of news and that it had been investigated and found to be a fiction. Yes, I replied. Instead of berating me he smiled and said: Well, its rather well done. I may be able to make a place for you after a while. Ill see if I cant find an interesting story for you somewhere.

And true to his word, he gave me another story on this order. In the Hoffman House bar, one of the show-places of the city, there had been a brawl the day before, a fight between a well-known society youth of great wealth who owed the hotel money and would not pay as speedily as it wished, and a manager or assistant manager who had sent him some form of disturbing letter. All the details, as I discovered on reading the item (which had been clipped from the Herald), had been fully covered by that paper, and all that remained for me twenty-four hours later was to visit the principals and extract some comments or additions to the tale, which plainly I was expected to revamp in a humorous fashion.

As I have said, humor had never been wholly in my line, and in addition I had by no means overcome my awe of the city and its imposing and much-advertised Four Hundred. Now to be called upon to invade one of its main hostelries and beard the irate and lofty manager in his den, to say nothing of this young Vanderbilt or Goelet  well  I told myself that when I reached this hotel the manager would doubtless take a very lofty tone and refuse to discuss the matter  which was exactly what happened. He was infuriated to think that he had been reported as fighting. Similarly, should I succeed in finding this society youths apartment, I should probably be snubbed or shunted off in some cavalier fashion  which was exactly what happened. I was told that my Mr. X. was not there. Then, as a conscientious newspaper man, I knew I should return to the hotel and by cajolery or bribery see if I could not induce some barkeeper or waiter who had witnessed the fight to describe some phase of it that I might use.

But I was in no mood for this, and besides, I was afraid of these New York waiters and managers and society people. Suppose they complained of my tale and denounced me as a faker? I returned to the hotel, but its onyx lobby and bar and its heavy rococo decorations and furniture took my courage away. I lingered about but could not begin my inquiries, and finally walked out. Then I went back to the apartment house in which my youth lived, but still he was not in and I could extract no news from the noble footman who kept the door. I did not see how I was to conjure up humor from the facts in hand. Finally I dropped it as unworthy of me and returned to the office. In doing so I had the feeling that I was turning aside an item by which, had I chosen to fake, I could have furthered myself. I knew now that what my city editor wanted was not merely accuracy, accuracy, accuracy, but a kind of flair for the ridiculous or the remarkable even though it had to be invented, so that the pages of the paper, and life itself, might not seem so dull. Also I realized that a more experienced man, one used to the ways of the city and acquainted with its interesting and eccentric personalities, might make something out of this and not come to grief; but not I. And so I let it go, realizing that I was losing an excellent opportunity.

And I think that my city editor thought so too. When I returned and told him that I could not find anything interestingly new in connection with this he looked at me as much as to say, Well, Ill be damned! and threw the clipping on his desk. I am satisfied that if any reporter had succeeded in uncovering any aspect of this case not previously used I should have been dropped forthwith. As it turned out, however, nothing more developed, and for a little time anyhow I was permitted to drag on as before, but with no further favors.

One day, being given a part of a badger case to unravel, a man and woman working together to divest a hotel man of a check for five thousand dollars, and I having cajoled the lady in the case (then under arrest) into making some interesting remarks as to her part in the affair and badgering in general, I was not allowed to write it but had to content myself with seeing my very good yarn incorporated in another mans story while I took time. Another day, having developed another excellent tale of a runaway marriage, the girl being of a family of some standing, I was not allowed to write it. I was beginning to see that I was a hopeless failure as a reporter here.


CHAPTER LXXV

THE things which most contributed to my want of newspaper success in New York and eventually drove me, though much against my will and understanding, into an easier and more agreeable phase of life were, first, that awe of the grinding and almost disgusting forces of life itself which I found in Spencer and Huxley and Balzac and which now persistently haunted me and, due possibly to a depressed physical condition at this time, made it impossible for me to work with any of the zest that had characterized my work in the West. Next, there was that astounding contrast between wealth and poverty, here more sharply emphasized than anywhere else in America, which gave the great city a gross and cruel and mechanical look, and this was emphasized not only by the papers themselves, with their various summaries of investigations and exposures, but also by my own hourly contact with it  a look so harsh and indifferent at times as to leave me a little numb. Again, there was something disillusioning in the sharp contrast between the professed ideals and preachments of such a constantly moralizing journal as the World and the heartless and savage aspect of its internal economy. Men such as myself were mere machines or privates in an ill-paid army to be thrown into any breach. There was no time off for the space-men, unless it was for all time. One was expected to achieve the results desired or get out; and if one did achieve them the reward was nothing.

One day I met an acquaintance and asked about an ex-city editor from St. Louis who had come to New York, and his answer staggered me.

Oh, Cliff? Didnt you hear? Why, he committed suicide down here in a West Street hotel.

What was the trouble? I asked.

Tired of the game, I guess, he replied. He didnt get along down here as well as he had out there. I guess he felt that he was going downhill.

I walked away, meditating. He had been an excellent newspaper man, as brisk and self-centered as one need be to prosper. The last time I had seen him he was in good physical condition, and yet, after something like a year in New York, he had killed himself.

However, my mood was not that of one who runs away from a grueling contest. I had no notion of leaving New York, whatever happened, although I constantly speculated as to what I should do when all my money was gone. I had no trade or profession beyond this reporting, and yet I was convinced that there must be something else that I could do. Come what might, I was determined that I would ask no favor of my brother, and as for my sister, who was now a burden on my hands, I was determined that as soon as this burden became too great I would take up her case with my brother Paul, outline all that had been done and ask him to shoulder the difference until such time as I could find myself in whatever work I was destined to do.

But what was it?

One of the things which oppressed me was the fact that on the World, as well as on the other papers, were men as young as myself who were apparently of a very different texture, mentally if not physically. Life and this fierce contest which I was taking so much to heart seemed in no wise to disturb them. By reason of temperament and insight perhaps, possibly the lack of it, or, what was more likely, certain fortunate circumstances attending their youth and upbringing, they were part of that oncoming host of professional optimists and yea-sayers, chorus-like in character, which for thirty years or more thereafter in American life was constantly engaged in the pleasing task of emphasizing the possibilities of success, progress, strength and what not for all, in America and elsewhere, while at the same time they were humbly and sycophantically genuflecting before the strong, the lucky, the prosperous. On the World alone at this time, to say nothing of the other papers, were at least a dozen, swaggering about in the best of clothes, their manners those of a graduate of Yale or Harvard or Princeton, their minds stuffed with all the noble maxims of the uplifters. There was nothing wrong with the world that could not be easily and quickly righted, once the honest, just, true, kind, industrious turned their giant and selected brains to the task. This newest type of young newspaper man was to have no traffic with evil in any form; he was to concern himself with the Good, the True, the Beautiful. Many of these young men pretended to an intimate working knowledge of many things: society, politics, finance and what not else. Several had evidently made themselves indispensable as ship reporters, interviewers of arriving and departing celebrities, and these were now pointed out to me as men worthy of envy and emulation. One of them had, at the behest of the World, crossed the ocean more than once seeking to expose the principals in a growing shipgambling and bunco scandal. There were those who were in the confidence of the mayor, the governor, and some of the lights in Wall Street. One, a scion of one of the best families, was the papers best adviser as to social events and scandals. The grand air with which they swung in and out of the office set me beside myself with envy.

And all the time the condition of my personal affairs tended to make me anything but optimistic. I was in very serious financial straits. I sometimes think that I was too new to the city, too green to its psychology and subtlety, to be of any use to a great metropolitan daily; and yet, seeing all I had seen, I should have been worth something. I was only five years distant from the composition of Sister Came, to say nothing of many short stories and magazine articles. Yet I was haunted by the thought that I was a misfit, that I might really have to give up and return to the West, where in some pathetic humdrum task I should live out a barren and pointless life.

With this probable end staring me in the face, I began to think that I must not give up but must instead turn to letters, the art of short-story writing; only just how to do this I could not see. One of the things that prompted me to try this was the fact that on the World at this time were several who had succeeded  David Graham Phillips, James Creelman, then a correspondent for the paper in the war which had broken out between China and Japan, to say nothing of George Cary Eggleston and Reginald de Koven, the latter on the staff as chief musical critic. There was another young man, whose name I have forgotten, who was pointed out to me as a rapidly growing favorite in the office of the Century. Then there were those new arrivals in the world of letters: Kipling, Richard Harding Davis, Stephen Crane and some others, whose success fascinated me.

All this was but an irritant to a bubbling chemistry which as yet had found no solution, and was not likely to find one for some time to come. My reading of Spencer and Huxley in no wise tended to clarify and impel my mind in the direction of fiction, or even philosophy. But now, in a kind of ferment or fever due to my necessities and desperation, I set to examining the current magazines and the fiction and articles to be found therein:  Century, Scribners, Harpers. I was never more confounded than by the discrepancy existing between my own observations and those displayed here, the beauty and peace and charm to be found in everything, the almost complete absence of any reference to the coarse and the vulgar and the cruel and the terrible. How did it happen that these remarkable persons  geniuses of course, one and all  saw life in this happy roseate way? Was it so, and was I all wrong? Love was almost invariably rewarded in these tales. Almost invariably ones dreams came true, in the magazines. Most of these bits of fiction, delicately phrased, flowed so easily, with such an air of assurance, omniscience and condescension, that I was quite put out by my own lacks and defects. They seemed to deal with phases of sweetness and beauty and success and goodness such as I rarely encountered. There were so many tales of the old South reeking with a poetry which was poetry and little more (George W. Cable; Thomas Nelson Page). In Harpers I found such assured writers as William Dean Howells, Charles Dudley Warner, Frank R. Stockton, Mrs. Humphry Ward, and a score of others, all of whom wrote of nobility of character and sacrifice and the greatness of ideals and joy in simple things.

But as I viewed the strenuous world about me, all that I read seemed not to have so very much to do with it. Perhaps, as I now thought, life as I saw it, the darker phases, was never to be written about. Maybe such things were not the true province of fiction anyhow. I read and read, but all I could gather was that I had no such tales to tell, and, however much I tried, I could not think of any. The kind of thing I was witnessing no one would want as fiction. These writers seemed far above the world of which I was a part. Indeed I began to picture them as creatures of the greatest luxury and culture, gentlemen and ladies all, comfortably housed, masters of servants, possessing estates, or at least bachelor quarters, having horses and carriages, and received here, there and everywhere with nods of recognition and smiles of approval.


CHAPTER LXXVI

AND then after a little while, being assigned to do routine work in connection with the East Twenty-seventh Street police station, Bellevue Hospital, and the New York Charities Department, which included branches that looked after the poor-farm, the morgue, an insane asylum or two, a workhouse and what not else, I was called upon daily to face as disagreeable and depressing a series of scenes as it is possible for a human being to witness and which quite finished me. I was compelled to inquire of fat, red-faced sergeants, and door-keepers who reigned in police stations and hospital registry rooms what was new, and, by being as genial and agreeable as possible and so earning their favor, to get an occasional tip as to the most unimportant of brawls. Had I been in a different mental state the thickness and incommunicability of some of these individuals would not have been proof against my arts. I could have devised or manufactured something.

But as it was the nature of this world depressed me so that I could not have written anything very much worth while if I had wanted to. There was the morgue, for instance  that horrible place! Daily from the ever-flowing waters about New York there were recaptured or washed up in all stages and degrees of decomposition the flotsam and jetsam of the great city, its offal, its victims  its what? I came here often (it stood at the foot of East Twenty-sixth Street near Bellevue Hospital) and invariably I found the same old brown-denimed caretaker in charge, a creature so thick and so lethargic and so mentally incompetent generally that it was all I could do to extract a grunt of recognition out of him. Yet, if handed a cigar occasionally or a bag of tobacco, he would trouble to get out of his chair and let you look over a book or ledger containing the roughly jotted down police descriptions, all done in an amazing scrawl, of the height, weight, color of clothes if any, complexion of hair and eyes where these were still distinguishable, probable length of time in water, contents of pockets, jewelry or money if any, etc., which same were to be noted in connection with any mystery or disappearance of a person. And there was always some one turning up missing. And I noticed, with considerable cynicism, that rarely if ever was there any money or jewelry reported as found by the police. That would be too much to expect.

Being further persuaded via blandishments or tips of one kind and another, this caretaker would lead the way to a shelf of drawers reaching from the floor to the chest-height of a man or higher and running about two sides of the room, and opening those containing the latest arrivals, supposing you were interested to look, would allow you to gaze upon the last of that strange chemical formula which once functioned as a human being here on earth. The faces! The decay! The clothing! I stared in sad horror and promised myself that I would never again look, but duty to the paper compelled me so to do again and again.

And then there was Bellevue itself, that gray-black collection of brick and stone with connecting bridges of iron, which faced, in winter time at least, the gray, icy waters of the East River. I have never been able to forget it, so drear and bleak was it all. The hobbling ghouls of caretakers in their baggy brown cotton suits to be seen wandering here and there or hovering over stoves; the large number of half-well charity patients idling about in gray-green denim, their faces sunken and pinched, their hair poorly combed! And the chipper and yet often coarse and vulgar and always overbearing young doctors and nurses and paid attendants generally! One need but remember that it was the heyday of the most corrupt period of Tammany Halls shameless political control of New York, Mr. Croker being still in charge. Quite all of those old buildings have since been replaced and surrounded by a tall iron fence and bordered with an attractive lawn. In those days it was a little different: there was the hospital proper, with its various wards, its detention hospital for the criminal or insane, or both, the morgue and a world of smaller pavilions stretching along the riverfront and connected by walks or covered hallways or iron bridges, but lacking the dignity and care of the later structures. There was, too, the dark psychology which attends any badly or foully managed institution, that something which hovers as a cloud over all. And Bellevue at that time had that air and that psychology. It smacked more of a jail and a poor-house combined than of a hospital, and so it was, I think. At that time it was a seething world of medical and political and social graft, a kind of human hell or sty. Those poor fish who live in comfortable and protected homes and find their little theories and religious beliefs ready-made for them in some overawing church or social atmosphere, should be permitted to take an occasional peep into a world such as this was then. At this very time there was an investigation and an exposure on in connection with this institution, which had revealed not only the murder of helpless patients but the usual graft in connection with food, drugs, clothing, etc., furnished to the patients called charity. Grafting officials and medics and brutes of nurses and attendants abounded, of course. The number of drunks and obstreperous or complaining or troublesome patients doped or beaten or thrown out and even killed, and the number and quality of operations conducted by incompetent or indifferent surgeons, was known and shown to be large. One need only return to the legislative investigations of that date to come upon the truth of this.

But the place was so huge and crowded that it was like a city in itself. For one thing, it was a dumping-ground for all the offal gathered by the police and the charity departments, to say nothing of being a realm of soft snaps for political pensioners of all kinds. On such days as relatives and friends of charity patients or those detained by the police were permitted to call, the permit room fairly swarmed with people who were pushed and shunted here and there like cattle, and always browbeaten like slaves. I myself, visiting as a stranger subsequently, was often so treated. Who?

Whats his name? What? Whendee come? When? Talk a little louder, cant you? Whatsy matter with your tongue? Over there! Over there! Out that door there! So we came, procured our little cards, and passed in or out.

And the wretched creatures who were cured or written down well enough to walk, and so, before a serious illness had been properly treated and because they were not able to pay, were shunted out into the world of the well and the strong with whom they were supposed to compete once more and make their way. I used to see them coming and going and have talked to scores, men and women who had never had a dollar above their meager needs and who, once illness overtook them, had been swept into this limbo, only to be turned out again at the end of a few weeks or months to make their way as best they might, and really worse off than when they came, for now they were in a weak condition physically as well as penniless, and sometimes, as I noticed, on the day of their going the weather was most inclement. And the old, wrinkled, washed-out clothing doled out to them in which they were to once more wander back to the tenements  to do what? There was a local charity organization at the time, as there is today, but if it acted in behalf of any of these I never saw it. They wandered away west on Twenty-sixth Street and along First and Second Avenue, those drear, dismal, underdog streets  to where?

But by far the most irritating of all the phases of this institution, to me at least, were the various officials and dancing young medics and nurses in their white uniforms, the latter too often engaged in flirting with one another or tennisplaying or reading in some warm room, their feet planted upon a desk the while they smoked and the while the great institution with all its company of miserables wagged its indifferent way. When not actually visiting their patients one could always find them so ensconced somewhere, reading or smoking or talking or flirting. In spite of the world of misery that was thrashing about them they were as comfortable as may be, and to me, when bent upon unraveling the details of some particular case, they always seemed heartless.

Oh, that old nut? Whats interesting about him? Surely you dont expect to dig up anything interesting about him, do you? Hes been here three weeks now. No; we dont know anything about him. Dont the records show? Or, supposing he had died: I knew he couldnt live. We couldnt give him the necessary attention here. He didnt have any money, and theres too many here as it is. Wanta see an interesting case? And then one might be led in to some wretch who was out of his mind or had an illusion of some kind. Funny old duck, eh? But theres no hope. Hell be dead in a week or so.

I think the most sickening thing I ever saw was cash gambling among two young medics and a young nurse in charge of the receiving ward as to whether the next patient to be brought in by the ambulance, which had been sent out on a hurry accident call, would arrive alive or dead.

Fifty that hes dead!

Fifty that he isnt!

I say alive!

I say dead!

Well, hand me that stethoscope. Im not going to be fooled by looks this time!

Tearing in came the ambulance, its bell clanging, the hubs of the wheels barely missing the walls of the entryway, and as the stretcher was pulled out and set down on the stone step under the archway the three pushed about and hung over, feeling the heart and looking at the eyes and lips, now pale blue as in death, quite as one might crowd about a curious specimen of plant or animal.

Hes alive!

Hes dead!

I say hes alive! Look at his eyes! to illustrate which one eye was forced open.

Aw, whats eatin you! Listen to his heart! Havent I got the stetho on it? Listen for yourself!

The man was dead, but the jangle lasted a laughing minute or more, the while he lay there; then he was removed to the morgue and the loser compelled to come across or fork over.

One of the internes who occasionally went out on the wagon, as the ambulance was called, told me that once, having picked up a badly injured man who had been knocked down by a car, this same ambulance on racing with this man to the hospital had knocked down another and all but killed him.

And what did you do about him? I asked.

Stopped the boat and chucked him into it, of course.

On top of the other one?

Side by side, sure. It was a little close, though.

Well, did he die?

Yep. But the other one was all right. We couldnt help it, though. It was a life or death case for the first one.

A fine deal for the merry bystander, was all I could say.

The very worst of all in connection with this great hospital, and I do not care to dwell on it at too great length since it has all been exposed before and the records are available, was this: about the hospital, in the capacity of orderlies, doormen, gatemen, errand boys, gardeners, and what not, were a number of down-and-out ex-patients or pensioners of politicians so old and feeble and generally decrepit mentally and physically as to be fit for little more than the scrap-heap. Their main desire, in so far as I could see, was to sit in the sun or safely within the warmth of a room and do nothing at all. If you asked them a question their first impulse and greatest delight was to say Dont know or refer you to some one else. They were accused by the half-dozen reporters who daily foregathered here to be of the lowest, so low indeed that they could be persuaded to do anything for a little money. And in pursuance of this theory there was one day propounded by a little red-headed Irish police reporter who used to hang about there that he would bet anybody five dollars that for the sum of fifteen dollars he could hire old Gansmuder, who was one of the shabbiest and vilest-looking of the hospital orderlies, to kill a man. According to him, and he had his information from one of the policemen stationed in the hospital, Gansmuder was an ex-convict who had done ten years time for a similar crime. Now old and penniless, he was here finishing up a shameful existence, the pensioner of some politician to whom he had rendered a service perhaps.

At any rate here he was, and, as one of several who heard the boast in the news-room near the gate, I joined in the shout of derision that went up. Rot!

What stuff!

Well, youre the limit, Mickey! However, as events proved, it was not so much talk as fact. I was not present at the negotiations but from amazed accounts by other newspaper men I learned that Gansmuder, being approached by Finn and one other (Finn first, then the two of them together), agreed for the sum of twenty-five dollars, a part of it to be paid in advance, to lie in wait at a certain street corner in Brooklyn for an individual of a given description and there to strike him in such a way as to dispose of him. Of course the negotiations went no further than this, but somehow, true or no, this one incident has always typified the spirit of that hospital, and indeed of all political New York, to me. It was a period of orgy and crime, and Bellevue and the charities department constituted the back door which gave onto the river, the asylums, the potters field, and all else this side of complete chemic dissolution.


CHAPTER LXXVII

WHETHER due to a naturally weak and incompetent physique or a mind which unduly tortures itself with the evidences of a none-too-smooth working of the creative impulse and its machinery, or whether I had merely had my fill of reportorial work as such and could endure no more, or whatever else might have been the cause, I finally determined to get out of the newspaper profession entirely, come what might and cost what it might, although just what I was to do once I was out I could not guess. I had no trade or profession other than this, and the thought of editing or writing for anything save a newspaper was as far from me as engineering or painting. I did not think I could write anything beyond newspaper news items, and with this conclusion many will no doubt be glad to agree with me even unto this day.

Yet out of this messy and heartless world in which I was now working I did occasionally extract a tale that was printable, only so low was my credit that I rarely won the privilege of writing it myself. Had I imagined that I could write I might easily have built up stories out of what I saw which would have shocked the souls of the magazine editors and writers, but they would never have been published. They would have been too low, gruesome, drab, horrible, and so beyond the view of any current magazine or its clientele.

Life at that time, outside the dark picture of it presented by the daily papers, must, as I have shown, be all sweetness and gayety and humor. We must discuss only our better selves, and arrive at a happy ending; or if perchance this realer world must be referred to it must be indicated in some cloudy manner which would give it more the charm of shadow than of fact, something used to enhance the values of the lighter and more perfect and beautiful things with which our lives must concern themselves. Marriage, if I read the cur-

rent magazines correctly, was a sweet and delicate affair, never marred by the slightest erratic conduct of any kind. Love was made in heaven and lasted forever. Ministers, doctors, lawyers and merchants, were all good men, rarely if ever guilty of the shams and subterfuges and trashy aspects of humanity. If a man did an evil thing it was due to his lower nature, which really had nothing to do with his higher  and it was a great concession for the intelligentsia of that day (maybe of this) to admit that he had two natures, one of which was not high. Most of us had only the higher one, our better nature.... When I think of the literary and social snobbery and bosh of that day, its utter futility and profound faith in its own goodness, as opposed to facts of its own visible life, I have to smile.

But it never occurred to me that I could write, in the literary sense, and as for editing, I never even thought of it. And yet that was the very next thing I did. I wandered about thinking what I was to do, deciding each day that if I had the courage of a rat I would no longer endure this time-consuming game of reporting, for the pitiful sum which I was allowed to draw. What more could it do for me? I asked myself over and over. Make me more aware of the brutality, subtlety, force, charm, selfishness of life? It could not if I worked a hundred years. Essentially, as I even then saw, it was a boys game, and I was slowly but surely passing out of the boy stage. Yet in desperation because I saw disappearing the amount which I had saved up in Pittsburgh, and I had not one other thing in sight, I visited other newspaper offices to see if I could not secure, temporarily at least, a better regular salary. But no. Whenever I could get in to see a city or managing editor, which was rare, no one seemed to want me. At the offices of the Herald, Times, Tribune, Sun, and elsewhere the same outer office system worked to keep me out, and I was by now too indifferent to the reportorial work and too discouraged really to wish to force myself in or to continue as a reporter at all. Indeed I went about this matter of inquiry more or less perfunctorily, not really believing in either myself or my work. If I had secured a well-paying position I presume that I should have continued. Fortunately or unfortunately, as one chooses to look at such things, I did not; but it seemed far from fortunate then to me.

Finally one Saturday afternoon, having brought in a story which related to a missing girl whose body was found at the morgue and being told to give the facts to  and let him write it, I summoned up sufficient courage to say to the assistant who ordered me to do this:

I dont see why I should always have to do this. Im not a beginner in this game. I wrote stories, and big ones, before ever I came to this paper.

Maybe you did, he replied rather sardonically, but we have the feeling that you havent proved to be of much use to us.

After this there was nothing to say and but one thing to do. I could not say that I had had no opportunities; but just the same I was terribly hurt in my pride. Without knowing what to do or where to go, I there and then decided that, come what might, this was the end of newspaper reporting for me. Never again, if I died in the fight, would I condescend to be a reporter on any paper. I might starve, but if so  I would starve. Either I was going to get something different, something more profitable to my mind, or I was going to starve or get out of New York.

I went to the assistant and turned over my data, then got my hat and went out. I felt that I should be dismissed eventually anyhow for incompetence and insubordination, so dark was my mood in regard to all of it, and so out I went. One thing I did do; I visited the man who had first ordered the city editor to put me on and submitted to him various clippings of work done in Pittsburgh with the request that he advise me as to where I might turn for work.

Better try the Sun, was his sane advice. Its a great school, and you might do well over there.

But although I tried I could not get on the Sun  not, at least, before I had managed to do something else, Thus ended my newspaper experiences, which I never resumed save as a writer of Sunday specials, and then under entirely different conditions  but that was ten years later. In the meantime I was now perforce turning toward a world which had never seemed to contain any future for me, and I was doing it without really knowing it. But that is another story. It might be related under some such title as Literary Experiences.

N. B. Four years later, having by then established myself sufficiently to pay the rent of an apartment, secure furniture and convince myself that I could make a living for two, I undertook that perilous adventure with the lady of my choice  and that, of course, after the first flare of love had thinned down to the pale flame of duty. Need anything more be said? The first law of convention had been obeyed, whereas the governing forces of temperament had been overridden  and with what results eventually you may well suspect. So much for romance.
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CHAPTER 1

THE AVERAGE earthling, as I have reason to know, has frequently the greatest hesitation in revealing the net of flesh and emotion and human relationship into which he was born and which conditioned his early efforts at living and too often his subsequent place in life and society. I am free to say here and now that I am in no way troubled by any such thoughts or feelings. In the recital that is about to follow, I think it will be obvious that I am moved only by motives of analysis which are as honest and sympathetic as I hope to make them revealing.

I can feel sorry for him who is so fearful of life and so poorly grounded in an understanding of things that he is terrorized lest someone discover that his uncle was a horse thief or his sister a prostitute or his father a bank-wrecker, but I cannot sympathize with his point of view. What has that to do with me, an individual has a right to ask himself? And if he has sufficient consciousness of individuality, it has nothing to do with him. If he is over-influenced by conditions in which he finds himself, at birth or later, then, of course, they have a great deal to do with him, though it does not follow that they are a cause for shame. It is as necessary at times to cut away from wealth and social tradition or feelings of social superiority or inferiority as it is from poverty and seeming disgrace. The world has been a long time learning this, but it is true. One does not make ones relatives or oneself or the world. The most interesting thing one can do is to observe or rearrange or explain, if possible.

I will not say that this is a true record. It must substantiate itself. It is  as they say in law  to the best of my knowledge and belief. I may add, though, that these very sincere impressions and transcriptions are as nearly accurate as memory can guarantee.

Before introducing myself as a member of my family, its character will need some general explanation. My father was German by birth, a native of that region which borders on Belgium, the Duchy of Luxembourg and France of the Alsace-Lorraine region. Mayen on the Moselle was his birthplace, fifteen miles from Coblentz. He came to America in 1844 to escape conscription and make his fortune  the latter a laudable desire which he was only partially able to fulfill. He was a weaver by trade and presumably with some slight mechanical skill as well as business ability, but of a mind and temperament so circumscribed by his eventually well-nigh fanatical adherence to the Roman Catholic faith as to be entirely unsuited for the humming world of commerce.

It was while working his way from Connecticut and New York to Dayton, Ohio, that not far from Dayton, he met the girl who became my mother. She was the daughter of a prosperous Moravian farmer, of Dunkard or Mennonite faith, who was a unit of the sect that then centred about Bethlehem, Pennsylvania. The world of her rearing must have been a pleasant one, for often I have heard her speak of her parents prosperity as farmers, of orchard and meadow and great fields of grain, and of some of the primitive conditions and devices of pioneer life that still affected them  neighbors borrowing fire, Indians coming to the door to beg or be sociable, the spinning of wool and cotton on hand looms, the home manufacture of soap, shoes, and furniture.

It became a tradition of our immediate family that as a girl my mother had been possessed of extraordinary beauty. Certainly my father often said as much, and my own earliest recollection of her is of a fair, plump and smiling woman of about forty, to me altogether lovely. She appealed to me as thoughtful, solicitous, wise, and above all, tender and helpful  qualities which evoked in me not so much dependence as love. At sixteen, or when my father met her  as I was told later by him  she was a ravishing country belle, lovely as a garden of roses or a field of wheat, and he fell madly in love with her. Because of his allegiance to the Catholic faith, her parents were bitterly opposed to him. But after he had gone on to Dayton, to connect himself with a new woolen mill there, she, at sixteen, ran away from home to join him and they were married. Her father, the parent of seven or eight children (of whom she was next to the youngest) was so enraged or outraged in his religious sensibilities that he proclaimed his intention of never seeing her again, and to this decision he remained faithful.

For a short time after their marriage my father and mother lived in Dayton, then removed to Fort Wayne, Indiana, where was a woolen mill of which he became production manager. Later still they went on to Sullivan, where he built a woolen mill and went into business for himself. For a few years he prospered. Then one spring, just after the surrounding farmers had been persuaded by him (his promise of a quick settlement), to deposit their seasons fleece in the sheds about his mill, it was destroyed by fire. And no insurance as yet placed upon it. This loss, coupled with his belief that his souls salvation depended upon his paying dollar for dollar for all that had been destroyed  and that as speedily as possible  all but did for him financially.

Still later, during the process of rebuilding (on borrowed capital), a great beam which was being placed under his architectural direction, fell and struck him on the head and shoulders, destroying the hearing of one ear and bringing on a long and painful brain illness. Simultaneously  as my mother once told me  two individuals, father and son, came to her and asked if they might examine certain papers, telling her this was necessary to the progress of the work in hand. Young and inexperienced as well as fairly impractical and credulous, she handed over various papers  deeds to properties which had nothing to do with the mill as well as some first and second mortgages. The result was that the papers disappeared and were never recovered. Thus, by bare-faced robbery and while he was ill  or so I was led to believe  my father lost the remainder of his local wealth.

After this, followed by the death of his first three children (all boys and all taken within three years), my father was never quite himself again. His spirit seemed to be broken. What little commercial flair had previously animated him was dissipated. Indeed, he always seemed to me a man concerned much more with the hereafter than with the now. One needed to know him neither long nor intimately to learn that to him God was a blazing reality, with the Son and Blessed Virgin to the right and left and the Holy Spirit, in the shape of a dove, hovering over all. His faith in the Catholic Church, its Pope and priests, was implicit. He accepted literally the infallibility of the Pope, the Immaculate Conception, the chastity and spirituality of all priests and nuns, trans-substantiation on the altar, forgiveness of sins, communion and the like. Never have I known a man more obsessed by a religious belief. In short, the endless vagaries and complications of mood and conduct which followed upon this succeeded eventually in impressing me as not only fantastic but pathetic. I looked on him as mentally a little weak.

Mention of the death of the first three children recalls a deeply-rooted vein of superstition which was one of the few traits of temperament my father and mother possessed in common and which was the heritage of most of their children. In connection with my own birth, for example, I have heard both of my parents and my eldest sister tell of having seen, at the time my mother was laboring with the birth of me, three maidens (graces, shall we say?), garbed in brightly-colored costumes, come up the brick walk that led from the street gate to our front door, into the room in which my mother lay, pass about the foot of the bed and finally through a rear door into a small, exitless back yard, from whence they could have escaped only by vanishing into thin air! According to my sister  who still maintains that she saw them  they gave no sign nor made observation of anything, but entered and left most gaily, dancing and laughing, their arms about each others waists, flowers in their hair! I would like to believe that Fate intended these beauteous apparitions as an august annunciation of my coming and import to this planet, but all things considered, I lack the vainglory as well as sufficient subsequent substantiation.

In like vein, I may add, I have heard my mother relate that just before her meeting with my father, she stood one evening near her home, looking down into a boggy depression  a hollow filled with small trees and dank with pooled water. Of a sudden she saw a number of will-o-the wisps or bog-fires, dancing over the water and among the trees, seemingly blown about by feeble breaths of air. Aroused by the spectacle, she counted them and found there were thirteen. By one of those strange vagaries which afflict the imaginative mind, she was moved to identify these lights with the thirteen children to which she subsequently gave birth!

Later, having given birth to three children at the rate of one every fifteen to eighteen months during the first four or five years of her marriage, she was one day filled with an angry rebellion or rage at the cumulative difficulties of wifehood and motherhood. She desired to remain young and free, at least for a time. In this mood, she said, she wished most vehemently that she were dead, or that the children were. Almost instantly  it was evening and she was visiting a brothers farm in northern Indiana  she went to the door and stood looking out at a clearing which surrounded the farmhouse. Out of the woods to the left as she stood there, and out of the gloom of night already gathering, came three lights, bobbing lightly to and fro, processional-wise. They approached very near her  almost intentionally so, it seemed to her  then fluttered on, thistledown-wise, over a rail fence and into a woods beyond.

Right away  I am quoting her I knew that those were my three children and that they were going to die!

And in the space of three years, all were dead.

There is a sequel to this which should be added here. As the body of the last of these children was about to be taken from the house, my mother threw herself on her knees beside it and made a solemn promise to God  or Life, or Fate  that if He  or It  would have mercy on her and grant her forgiveness for her rebellious complaint, she would henceforth bear herself as an humble servitor to His or Its will: even though she were given as many as ten children, and the rearing of them proved difficult, she would not complain! Although subsequently, and as if in fulfillment of this mystic bargain, she was given ten children, never did I hear her complain greatly. True, I heard her say once or twice that her life was accursed, or that she wished she were dead, but in the main, she faced life most cheerfully, even gaily, bore with her ills most bravely, and through it all succeeded in drawing her children to her as with hooks of steel. And had she been trained intellectually, I have no doubt she would have directed them into paths and labors eminently satisfactory to herself.

Shortly after the mill debacle in Sullivan, my parents removed to Terre Haute, where I was born on August 27th, 1871, at eight-thirty oclock in the morning  at which time the three Maytime graces are said to have walked. This house on Ninth Street seems to have been associated in family annals with supernatural occurrences and visitations. There were tales of spirits striding through the rooms, previous to my birth and shortly after moving in, so that my father felt obliged to send for the local priest and have him sprinkle the house with holy water. Although the spirits did not vanish completely, so great was my fathers faith that he was less troubled after that. This he personally told me.

Once safely introduced into the world, I proved but a sickly infant. For a time it was thought I could not live. My eldest sister, who was my mothers chief assistant at the time, describes me as puny beyond belief, all ribs and hollow eyes and ailing and whimpering. Perhaps because of this I appear to have seized upon my mothers fancy or affection. But indeed, which of her children did not, poor victim of maternal love that she was! She grieved and grieved over my impending fate, and as she herself later told me, finally resorted to what can only be looked upon as magic or witchcraft.

Opposite us, in an old vine-covered, tree-shaded house falling rapidly into decay, lived an old German woman, a feeble and mysterious recluse who was regarded in the neighborhood as, if not a witch, at least the possessor of minor supernatural and unhallowed powers. She may have practised illegal medicinal arts, for all I know. At any rate, in cases of illness or great misfortune, she was not infrequently consulted by her neighbors. One night, when the family feared that my death was imminent, my mother, weeping, ordered my eldest sister to run across the street and ask this old woman to come over. But, knowing of my fathers strict religious views, she refused. She did say, however: If your mother wants my help, tell her to take a string and measure your brother from head to toe and from finger-tip to finger-tip. If the arms are as long as the body, bring the string to me.

This was done, and the measurements proving satisfactory, the string was taken to her, whereupon she smiled and sent for my mother.

Your child will not die, she announced. But for three nights in succession, you must take him out in the full of the moon. Leave his head and face uncovered, and stand so that the light will fall slant-wise over his forehead and eyes. Then say three times: Wass ich hab, nehm ab; wass ich thu, nehm zu!

As a result of this remarkable therapy, I am reported to have improved. In three months I was well.

I report this naïve and peculiar happening precisely as it was told me by my elders.


CHAPTER 2

IF ASKED to describe our family as distinguished from others, I would say that it was of a peculiarly nebulous, emotional, unorganized and traditionless character. Not that in Germany, where my father was born, as well as in Moravia, in Czechoslovakia, whence my mothers parents derived, there were not, as I subsequently learned, evidences of remote, if not necessarily distinguished, connections, but in the ebb and flow of the fortunes of various generations, these had been lost sight of. True enough, throughout my youth I frequently heard my father refer to brothers and sisters, uncles and aunts, as well as a comfortable if somewhat severe German home, in which he was brought up as a step-child, but as for important ancestors, I never heard him speak of any.

Later on in life I visited his birthplace  Mayen  and found that he sprang from no great or pretentious stock, at least not in recent days. True, among his relatives and connections were some fairly prosperous  one cousin owned stone and coal yards; another, a furniture dealer, had failed for 50,000 marks  but no individuality of great standing. Indeed, I am fairly well satisfied that there were none. The word Dreiser  so I have been told  means barber in French, and I have heard my father say that there were some Dreisers over the adjacent French border. I never troubled to investigate.

If my mother knew anything of her ancestors, even in America, it was very difficult for her to piece the data together. As a matter of fact, I am sure that she knew nothing about them except that her parents were of Pennsylvania Dutch origin, Mennonites or Dunkards. Her immediate living relatives were plainly honest, energetic, religious farmers. All of her related recollections of them pointed to individuals, male and female, of an industrious and thrifty turn. What accident of physical chemistry compounded the strange, sweet, magnetic, dreamy soul that she was I have often pondered over.

Financial misfortune, death and illness do not seem to have deterred my parents from proceeding with the rearing of a family. Passionate individuals both, apparently, they were probably totally ignorant of any means of contraception. Besides, my fathers religious code would not have tolerated any such; he would have regarded them as evil and leading directly to hell fire. Indeed, that a man of his iron conventionalism and moral intolerance should have fallen in love with and married a woman of so little moral and social sophistication as my mother is hard to understand, unless it was that he was drawn by a phase of his nature which he would not acknowledge or contemplate. Yet how lucky for the rest of us! For as I think of her now, I know that my mother was beyond or behind so-called good and evil. Neither moral nor immoral, she was non-moral, intellectually, emotionally, temperamentally. A strange, sweet, dreamy woman, who did not know how life was organized; who was quick to forget the miseries of the past and contemplate the comforts of the present, or, those wanting, the possibilities of the future; who traveled romantically a colorful and, to her, for all its ills, beautiful world. She was, after her fashion, a poet who suffers much, yet unfailingly and irresistibly continues to contemplate beauty  her one enduring earthly reward, as I came to know.

Following the first three children who died, there were ten, five boys and five girls, each from seventeen to nineteen months apart. The boys, in their order, were: John Paul, known by everyone as Paul; Marcus Romanus, known as Rome; Alphonse Joachim (Lord, how he did hate that second name!), shortened to Al, and when one of the family wished to taunt him, Jake; myself, Theodore Herman (save the mark!)  to which Albert was also added at some Catholic confirmation proceedings  known as Dorsch, Dorse, Ted, Theo, Dodo and possibly one or two other diminutives; and last but not least, Edward Minerod, always Ed to me and all others, who was my playmate and boon companion from the time I was five until I was sixteen or seventeen and finally left home.

To the girls, for reasons of my own, I shall give fictitious names and disregard the order of their birth. I shall call them Amy, Trina, Eleanor, Ruth and Janet.

What a family! I smile now when I think of them, with their illusions, notions, vanities, quarrels, failures, transgressions, shames  some of them fearful as to what the world might think; others innocent, childlike, impractical; one brother gifted to sing, play, dance, compose; another, if his life could have been controlled, to shine in railroading and traffic management. I have always been sure that Al was intended to be a better writer than I could ever hope to be; that Ruth had the artistic impulses of a Marie Antoinette, also her weaknesses; that Janet was just Janet, simple, affectionate, motherly, not at all ambitious and only mildly practical; Amy, sensual, sensitive, selfish, by no means intelligent, yet convinced always of her superior intelligence; Trina really intelligent and practical but lacking in warmth and sympathy; and Ed ambitious and emotional, the actor type but without sufficient luck or daring to forward himself. Paul succeeded admirably as an actor and song writer, and years afterward Ed followed him, but not successfully. Rome drank himself into failure if not death. The girls, all of them, married, but by what devious routes! One, at thirty-seven, was killed by a train; another at forty, died of cancer. And so it has gone.

I would not go so minutely into this record of my brothers and sisters save that in the earliest days of my unfolding sensory faculties, I was moved by strange impressions in connection with them. Life moved before me then as little more than form, sound, color, odor. I have often wondered as to the primary condition of the energy or force we call life before it proceeds to construct the piece of machinery that is the human body, by which, through which, in which, it is to function and receive experiences from this earthly state. Sight! What is that? And how comes it to be achieved out of gases, solids, electrons, protons, quantums? And hearing! The ear! How does ultimate energy  atoms, electrons, ergs  go about the work of building an ear? And the senses  touch, smell, the nervous system! And all for what? The very, very temporary enjoyment of such forms, motions, colors, odors, sounds, tastes and feelings as we find here and so soon leave? And without one word as to the meaning of it all; perhaps without ever, anywhere, any least approximation to a repetition of it! A loss here, therefore an eternal loss; yet with no gain, an eternal gain!

Astounding, is it not?

And that strange process going on in the womb, the manufacturing plant of the race, where hearts, muscles, nerves, brains, are fashioned, and so delicately! Some bodies so well-assembled there  brain, muscle, nerve fibre, skin, bone; others so poorly that their owners pule and whine through this life, cursing the day they were born. Some spirits in some wombs have so little to go on, so little to do with, figuring a gestating mother as a base of supplies. What can the spirit of a child encased in the body of a consumptive tenement mother, for instance, find wherewith to build itself? And what the foetus in a criminal or half-wit? Yet on toils the race-producing force, fumbling like a blind man in a cave, eyeless and feeling dark walls, as though trying to escape into the light and air without, and yet leaving that only to find forces calculated to make short work of the defectives prepared within. Yet we think and speak of a soul, something (God knows what!) coming with a spiritual  whatever that is  as well as physical inheritance  the latter from the race, the former from where or what?

But is it probable? Or is all energy  the ultimate indestructible energy of the physicists broken atom  the true spirit of the universe? And is it all-wise? Can it combine and construct itself into any and all forms as it chooses? And can it remember? Or does it wish to? Again, this immediate body-building power  is it in the blood and energy of the mother or the father, or an element independent? Or both? Let who can answer, do so!

* * *

OUR FAMILY, as I was to learn by experience and reflection, had sometime before my birth taken on the complexion of poverty and failure, or, at least seeming failure. My eldest brother Paul, for instance, so charming and helpful a figure in later years, had almost before I was born gotten in with bad boys  due to a troubled home life, I believe  and had forged a note in my fathers name. Before this he had been arrested and put in jail with several others on suspicion of robbing a store. This was never proved, but it took considerable money to get him out, money which my father had to borrow. Not long after his release, this same boy (intended by my father for the priesthood!) foolishly smuggled some pepper to a former fellow-prisoner still in the county jail, which pepper this prisoner threw into the eyes of the keeper and thus effected an escape. Although this was merely the sympathetic and foolish action of a boy obviously controlled, and that sympathetically, by stronger, shrewder and more desperate companions, great was the influence necessary to clear Paul of joint responsibility for this crime, even though the man who persuaded him to buy the pepper confessed to having done so.

There are those who dully and naively divide the world into evil and good. I wish to present the following complication and paradox for their solution. During one of the most desperate periods of the familys finances, when my father was out of employment, my sister Eleanor, who was then only fifteen or sixteen, met a Colonel Silsby (the name is fictitious), a prominent lawyer and officeholder in Terre Haute. The meeting came about through no less a personage than the family doctor, who met the Colonel outside the family gate one day as he was leaving. Later, seeing her eyeing longingly the hats in a milliners window at Eastertide, and knowing the familys financial state, this same Colonel asked Eleanor if she wouldnt like to have one.

Indeed I would! she replied.

Then you take this ten dollars and see if you can get one!

After some persuasion she took the money. And so began a friendship which ended in intimacy and what by some might be deemed seduction. As a matter of fact, I am not sure but that many elements besides the mood of the pursuer contributed. For one thing, my mother, being without moral bias or social training  (I doubt whether her mind had acquired any of the various formulae or tenets which are supposed to govern correct society)  entered into this arrangement to the extent of permitting the child to keep the money. Afterwards, when misfortune pressed most severely, this mans beneficences were accepted  unknown to my father, of course. When Paul was in jail for the second time, it was this same Colonel Silsby who got him out. (My father, enraged by a line of conduct which to him seemed unforgivable, had decided to let the law take its course.) I seem to remember Pauls return, his lurking in an outhouse so that my father should not see him, and signaling to me to let my mother know he was there. He was, if I recall correctly, dirty, unkempt, prisony. My mother came out, cried, and made some secret arrangement whereby he was sent to the farm of a relative of hers.

In later years, as temperament or chance would have it, it was Paul who became the truly wonderful son and brother. (MY BROTHER PAUL, of Twelve Men.) But at the time I mention he was a jailbird, an outcast, freed and yet homeless, his only friend his mother, and aided by the man who subsequently became my sisters lover.

I can see the moral uptilt of the noses of the dull and religiously regenerate. What a curse to the individual are the moral or social doctrines or taboos of any given day! And what creatures of infinite jest, as well as obstinate and meaningless notions and convictions, we really are! And is the ultimate essence of things like that, too?


CHAPTER 3

THE VARIOUS mental and inward stages of my youth are somewhat clouded or slightly greyed in part by heavy introspective and moralistic inquiries, which seemed a bent with me as they were naturally a mental condition with my father, and, by force of circumstances, with my mother also.

Also America, and especially the Middle West, was at that time miasmatically puritanic as well as patriotic, twin states bred of ignorance and what mental or economic lacks I am not able to discern. At any rate, quite all of the old was bad, all the new good. The enlightenment of the world, as I was to learn by degrees, dated from the Declaration of Independence. The United States of America constituted the greatest country in the world, the strongest and only free one. Catholicism, in our family, was the true religion; some form of Protestantism in all of the homes of our neighbors. The darkness and intolerance in which they were held! An atheist was a criminal. Anyone who doubted that Christ died on the cross to save all men or that men were truly saved thereby, or that there was a specific heaven, a definite hell, and so forth, was a scoundrel, a reprobate, a lost soul. Just how people were to live and die had all been fixed long before. There were no crimes greater than adultery, atheism, and theft. And so it went. I picture this atmosphere because some phases of it were at times so stern and destructive.

My most remote memories  or so they seem  take me back to the house in Twelfth Street, Terre Haute, to which, sometime after my birth, our family removed. It was a frame house that stood on the northwest corner of Twelfth and Poplar Streets, a house not unlike thousands of others still to be seen  almost an exact duplicate of the house Lincoln occupied in Springfield at the time he was nominated  with a long, low porch and door in front, a door at one side and at the rear, a yard or measure of ground perhaps one hundred and fifty feet wide and two hundred feet deep, dotted with apple, pear, cherry, and peach trees, and a small kitchen garden bordered on one side by a low row of gooseberry hushes. It may or may not have had charm  early impressions are deceptive  but when is life utterly without charm? The meanest shanty, the back street garret  what vital meaning is here which by some reverse process in art transmutes itself into a rancid, spell-casting glory!

This earliest home of mine presents only faint glimpses of itself, like colors seen through trees or shadows on water. What is hearsay and what direct memory I may not say. I remember a dog, for instance, a courageous, lightsome brindle, that was constantly burying bones and as constantly getting into fights. Somewhere in the profundities of this chiaroscuro there intrudes itself a terrific struggle between Prince (or Bint, as I called him) and another dog, in which death seemed imminent for one or the other  evidently the stranger, for Bint had to be torn off. I dimly recall yells and screams, an elder sister running with a bucket of water (hot or cold?) and my mother standing in the doorway directing operations.

Again, I have a rather faint memory of us children  my sisters Eleanor and Amy as well as Al and myself  presiding at an obviously cruel, and yet at bottom no more than mischievous, attempt to hang a cat from the limb of an apple tree. I could not have been more than three or four years old at the time, but I recall the cat being strung up and swinging in the wind, ourselves dancing around until we were driven or called off by someone  very likely our mother  and the cat cut down. Again, I recall one of the children falling into a well  I cannot recall which of us.

But most of these earliest memories are probably composed more of hearsay and emotion than of ordinary and commonplace reality. And yet they glow with such strong color! Thus, I am a child of three or four and standing at a gate looking up a road and wondering if the sky actually came down to the street as it seemed to, and whether one looked at it as one might at a curtain, and what was on the other side. Or imagine this same child sitting of an evening watching the trees, the sky, the setting sun, and feeling an intense emotional stir of beauty, so wonderful, so strange, so new, that I recall it even now as if it had been a moving and appealing strain of music.

Also I recall a plague of locusts in these same early years. Previous to this, if I recall aright, my mother had warned me not to go into the cellar, in order obviously to keep me out of mischief there, but made effective or given teeth by the tale of a mythical cat man who lurked there and might get me! And now, among the dark green shadows of evening trees, this same cat man, only come to possess the voice if not the body of the locust or the locust the voice and body of the cat man, and leaping from one tree to another, as the sound of sawing came from now here, now there. And seeking whom to devour? When two locusts were heard at once, it simply meant that there were two cat men or demons lurking to bedevil me! (Tell me, oh, physicists and chemists, why so great a fear, so roiling a sensitivity, in a physical chemism four or five years of age?)

Instantly I was in the house and to my mothers skirts, enfolding her legs in my fright, crying, pressing my face against her body. (Oh, years later, when she was really gone, I knew why I cried!) But when a velvety hand was laid on my cheek, could there be any real danger anywhere? Was I not safe with her? Are not cat men afraid of mothers? Since when runneth the memory of man to the contrary?

But how strange the other and various wonders of life! (And how strange, still, for that matter!) And what naïve interpretations I put upon them! Thus, there were the little white cones that grow on fir trees in the spring. Since I wondered concerning them, some pestered person  my mother, probably  had troubled to explain that they were fledgling birds growing toward strength and freedom and would fly away once they were ripe. And true enough, presently they were gone, probably in the night when I was sleeping, as I reasoned. And I had waited and watched so to see, not knowing that the warmth of the sun had given them wings! And now in what far skies were they flying, I wondered? And that sky itself? Was it not a cloth of blue just a little way above the housetops and trees? Readily later, in our Catholic schoolroom, I could believe the fable of the Tower of Babel.

And dreams! I remember dreaming of beautiful red, green, blue, and yellow marbles floating about in the air, and of nickels, dimes and quarters lying everywhere on the ground! What disappointment, what despair, to wake at morn and find that a seeming reality was not! So I came to know of dreams and their sweet futility.

And now it rains, and there is a flash of lightning and a clap of thunder, and somehow and for the first time I am experiencing a storm, the rain beating against the window-panes and making little domes of glass on the walk and quickly-formed pools of water outside.

Or now it is a hot summer day and there is a brilliantly-garbed band coming down the centre of a crowded business street. I am in my fathers arms or on his shoulder, to see, and shivering with mingled fear and delight. A giant under a shako, in gilt and gold, is twirling a huge baton. But, oh, the blaze of the sun on red and gold and brass! And the strong, vibrant, metallic tones!

Or again, I am passing the residence of a rich man. On a green sward before the house stands a giant iron stag, its horns spreading enormously. My face is pressed between two iron pickets of the fence, to see. What could so great an animal be? And where did he live?

Or now it is a church, sombre, silent, but with an altar blazing with candles and a bleeding Jesus high on a cross. But the figure is attractive only as a toy or doll might be. And I crave him as a toy, even call out loudly for him to be given me  a great scandal to my father!

Or now and again, it is a railroad yard, with engines and cars, a freight house, a round-house, and all the mysteries and wonders of that. Or a hotel with bright windows.

Again, it is Christmas Day, with snow, and books and toys that display Jack and the Bean Stalk, Little Red Riding Hood, Blue Beard, Mother Goose. How well I remember all! And with what wonder, awe, belief, curiosity, I viewed the black-and-white spotted cow, with a kind of spirited twist to horns and tail, leaping over the moon; the peak-hatted witch, with a sharp nose and chin, riding on her broomstick!

There was a sewing machine I loved to run, because it was nice to see the wheel go around, dressmaking being meanwhile in progress on the dining-room table. There was also a school to which, at say six, I was led by the hand by my sister Amy, yet terrified and crying: Amy... ah...!

There was...

There was...

But really now, was there ever?

Or is it all a dream?

I must have been an emotional and sentimental child. I recall, one hot day, playing on the floor of the front room, and about my mothers knees. (I was always a mother child, hanging to her skirts as much as I was permitted until I was seven or eight years old.) I recall her lounging in a white dressing-sacque, a pair of worn slippers on her feet. In my playful peregrinations I came to her feet and began smoothing her toes. I can hear her now. See poor mothers shoes? Arent you sorry she has to wear such torn shoes? See the hole here? She reached down to show me, and in wonder, and finally pity  evoked by the tone of her voice which so long controlled me  I began to examine, growing more and more sorrowful as I did so. And then finally, a sudden, swelling sense of pity that ended in tears. I smoothed her shoes and cried. I recall her taking me up and holding me affectionately against her breast and smoothing my head. Then feeling still more sorrowful and helpless, I presume, I cried the more. But that was the birth of sympathy and tenderness in me.

At that time there lived across the street from us, in a long, low, red house under green trees, an old woman named Mrs. Stulp  not the witch lady who cured me but, like her, German, angular and quite old. She had taken a fancy to me, it appeared, and to assure herself of my return visits, had, among other things, provided me with a little low chair, so small that it would go under the large walnut bed which stood in a corner of her general living and bedroom. Also there were toys to play with  a croquet ball with a yellow band around it, for one thing, and a set of dominoes. Here then, lured by these things, I am sure, I came betimes to play, crawling under her bed for my chair and babbling what infantile inconsequentials any mother may guess. But I vaguely recall the tall, angular, wrinkled old dame, in a knitted hood or lace cap and shawl, who smiled, knitted, and said nice things to me. I also seem to remember that I wore a gingham apron and a small pair of slippers.

But after a time, as I also recall, something happened. The windows of Mrs. Stulps house were curtained. And now I was taken over and lifted up to look at a sallow crone, finally prostrate with age and infirmity. I recall a street full of vehicles  buggies, a carriage, a hearse. They took a box out of the house and I never went again to play. Where in eternal substance is Mrs. Stulp, her lace cap, her knitting, her chair?

There was also an old, one-armed watchman, a stocky, great-coated man, who tended a gate at a railroad crossing in Terre Haute, and who passed our house every morning between six-thirty and seven on his way to work and again in the evening between seven-thirty and eight on his way home  a long day. All I recall of him is that he gave me candy, apples and nuts, but also in order to get them, at his command I had to climb up on the fence and reach down into his pockets. Also I seem to remember his grizzled, genial face, brown and kindly, under a wide-brimmed black hat. I also recall a spirit of watchfulness on my part, a lively sense of favors to come, which sent me scampering to the side gate morning and evening, shouting: Mr. Watchman! Mr. Watchman! I presume that if my attentions became too lively, he found it convenient to go home by another street.

But the day finally arrived, as with Mrs. Stulp, when Mr. Watchman did not come any more, and since our friendship appeared to have gained the attention as well as sympathy of my elders, I was taken to see him. I remember he lay in a simple coffin set on trestles, which gave it a stark look. He was waxy and still, his features quite as I had known them, but, most interesting of all to my childish mind, there were five-cent pieces on his eyelids! And, by this time, knowing my nickels when I saw them, I actually reached for them, only to be told, as you may well guess: Oh, no, you wouldnt want to take the nickels from poor Mr. Watchman! Poor Mr. Watchman, who used to bring you the candy? And the import of Mr. Watchmans past favors as well as the mood of the person speaking as instantly caused me to feel that it was all very sad and that what I was doing was very wrong, quite cruel, in fact. It was perhaps my first vivid impression of death.


CHAPTER 4

I HAVE often pondered over the spectacle which our family presented during our occupation of the five or six houses we lived in successively in Terre Haute. Most of the details here narrated came to me by hearsay, but my conclusion is that it must have offered as interesting an example of mental nebulosity and lack of social placement and skill as one would care to find.

I remember a large brick dwelling, said to have stood on Fourteenth Street, where after Twelfth Street, and due to growing financial strain, boarders and roomers were taken in. The individual positions of some of these gave me my earliest, if not quite intelligent, contact with ease and even a species of luxury. For instance, I recall a certain woman  a vulgar, showy creature, probably  who moved about this place in silks, satins and laces, a jeweled and perfumed lady, with a wealth of light yellow hair. She had a little daughter seven or eight years of age and of a related type or mood. In connection with the girl I remember a blue velvet dress she wore; also that none of us could afford so fine a thing. Besides, the contents of the room, or rooms, they occupied must have been superior according to the standards I then had to go by, for looking through the door at a dresser ornamented with silver-backed toilet articles, I remember wishing that I might live in such a room.

But as a boarding house, the place was a failure apparently, since skill in the matter of economy was not among my mothers gifts. So presently there came a smaller house, in Thirteenth Street, where sickness overtook the three youngest of us and enforced idleness on the part of my father compelled my mother to take in washing, go out to clean, do anything and everything which might tend to keep us from starving. It was during this period, as I recall it, that I learned to carry coal, picking it up from between the tracks or stealing it from cars, albeit being occasionally driven away with threats and curses from some ill-natured or officious railroad hand.

Again, I remember a wave of measles or scarlet fever which swept our neighborhood and to which we three youngest fell victims. And as poor as we were, there was a tall, dark-frocked priest who came and bent over me, anointing my head, feet and hands with holy oil and permitting me to kiss a silver Christ on an ebony cross, which at once I craved as a toy. But the good father  mindful of the property of his church  took it away with him, giving me instead a small blue-and-white china St. Joseph, a mere penny-whistle figure which did not allure me.

What a period! What I have here written is probably no more than accumulated and assorted hearsay, collated and arranged after the facts. What I personally lived through at the time was different  a dour and despondent period which seems to have colored my life forever. Young as I was, I sensed somehow the crucifixion that must have been my mothers. I seem to recall long, dreary, grey, cold days; meagre meals, only fried potatoes or fried mush at times. As a child, and at this particular time, I was more than once hungry, but through no want of effort on the part of the woman whose memory I adore.

Life has long since schooled me to its bitter aspects, its grim constructive processes, which I understand and respect well enough, and yet I can never look on crowded tenements or small, shabby cottages in cheap, mean streets, or poorly-clothed children, men, or women, with grimy hands and faces and a weary, troubled or labored look, without reverting in thought to this particular period of my life and wishing, without quite knowing how, to point out a way by which life might be better organized, wishing that it would not permit the untrained or the inadequate to stew so persistently and helplessly in their own misery  as they still do, though not forever, may we hope. While I see no change in the ratio of those who must die unfed in the west as well as the east, in Russia at least, is there not a light feebly beginning to glow? I wait to see it flame brightly, illuminating a stubborn, selfish, greedy world.

Up to now I have barely mentioned the second of my two elder brothers, an individual who has always been a problem to me, and still remains so. Rome he was called  short for Marcus Romanus, a very noble handle for so humble a mid-western boy.

Strong and handsome physically if not mentally, he was proving then, as later, a family Nemesis, having early developed into a vainglorious, determined and yet mistaken youth, who seemed to feel that the world was made for him, not he for it. Opposed to him was my fathers idea of family organization: that it should be sustained in unity by the combined efforts of all, and, of course, under his personal and decidedly exacting direction  a truly German thought that did not flourish in this looser western social polity, though it was not for want of endeavor on my fathers part. Unfortunately, his method was so interlarded with Catholic dogma, such wholly unyielding directive ritual and precept, as to quite sicken not only his wife but all of his children. It was charged by him, as I later came to know, that my mothers attitude toward all of her children was too easy and yielding. Well, maybe  she was affectionate and forgiving and her knowledge of the ways of life was not great. In Romes case she seemed to feel that he needed to be dealt with gently rather than critically and dictatorially, as was my fathers way.

At any rate, at seventeen or eighteen, Rome had already developed characteristics which were not to profit either himself or those intimately allied with him. Already on occasion he was drinking and gambling. And as bad, if not worse, he had allied himself with a group of loafing  and probably wise-cracking  youths who preferred to make their way by their wits rather than by solid if humdrum labor. All that appeared to interest him at that time, as I have heard, or after, in so far as I could see, was chance and adventure. He liked to gamble, and such winnings as he achieved were as recklessly devoted  and this in the face of the dire need of his parents  to a still looser type of adventuring with girls. Self, self, self  he never saw anybody but himself! And worse, his thoughts were streaked with not so much envy as an ironic superiority toward all who prospered  an irony which his adventurings never (to me at least) seemed to warrant. I am judging him by subsequent years of experience.

In connection with him, though, my sister Eleanor once related to me that having one day confided to her mother in Romes presence that her elderly and wealthy admirer had declared his desire to aid her, Rome waited until she was alone and then proposed that she approach this individual on his behalf. For, as he explained, he knew of a certain combination of lottery numbers shortly to be drawn which would net him thousands. And with fifty dollars he could guarantee to repay her tenfold at the same time that he shared a part of his winnings with his mother. But when Eleanor rejected the scheme with fear as well as irritation, he at once turned on her and denounced her as a cold, heartless, worthless sister. Other girls whom he knew would not act in such a way! Whereupon, as she said, the suggestion did fix itself upon her as a possibility, although at the time she could not bring herself to act upon it.

A little later, though, he was back with another suggestion. It appears that the president of a local lumber company was famed for his generosity. And now if she were to go to him and ask for a loan for her family  to pay the rent, say  he would give it, and without harm to her, since he was religious as well as generous. But this, like the other scheme  although not so objectionable  was fought by Eleanor on the ground of the shame of it. But young Machiavelli proceeded to gloss this over with the statement that everybody knew our family was poor, and how was it to get a start without money? And since this was true enough at the time, as she knew, the matter was put before my mother, who, assailed, wheedled, cajoled and what not else by this driving youth, eventually yielded, her own needs as well as his certainty of success being emphasized.

So it was that a day or two later the trip was made, Rome accompanying Eleanor to within a hundred feet of the lumber company office door in order that she might not want for proper encouragement. Once inside the door, as she said, she found herself speechless. Finally, the president himself  attracted by her looks, perhaps  came over and asked her what she wanted. Encouraged by his voice and manner and driven by the force of her brother without, she finally found strength to say what she had been told to say: that she was the daughter of so and so who had once been so and so but was now quite ill and the family about to be evicted for want of rent money. Whereupon, with a Well, now, isnt that too bad! and Im sorry you had to be the one to ask in this way, this total stranger put his hand in his pocket and drawing out his purse counted out fifty dollars, with which she returned to Rome, who by then had retreated to the next block.

But no particular benefit from this ever flowed to anyone but this young waster, as I understand it. For while he gave a small part of the money to his mother  some fifteen or sixteen dollars  the balance was squandered. And an unfortunate aftermath, as all saw it later, was that this same sister, having thus been inducted into this form of pleading, and other and equally severe conditions descending on the family, found it not so difficult to accept the aid of Colonel Silsby and, of course, return with it to her mother, whose reduced economic condition, as Eleanor put it, was just too much!

I have described my father as a religious enthusiast. At that time he was a morose and dour figure, forlorn and despondent, tramping about the house, his hands behind his back and occasionally talking to himself. One of his worst phases was the conviction that there was refuge in religion, more and more self-humiliation before a Creator who revealed Himself only through the forms and ceremonies of the Catholic Church. He believed implicitly that the least neglect or infraction of such forms and ceremonies as were ordered by the Church was sufficient to evoke disfavor or at least neglect on the part of the Universal Ruler. This being true, the rather indifferent religious conduct of his wife and children was sufficient to convince him that they were evil to a degree and in need of driving. Even before this time, my mother had been prone to suspect, and to voice her suspicion, that because of his insistence on the Catholic school as opposed to the public or free school, her children had not been given the proper educational advantages and so were already greatly handicapped in their race for place and position. But none too well grounded in her revolt and still overawed by the ponderous material flummery of the faith she had adopted, she doubted and protested one minute and was the next awed into silence, and even acquiescence, by the uproar that invariably ensued. I rise to testify, for I have heard these arguments with my own ears, almost daily, nightly, or both  what should be said or done for the children when there was so little of any value that was being done for any one of them!

True, as my father once told me, during the period when he was managing the mill of his former rivals in Terre Haute, and before trade misfortune overtook them too, he had urged both of his eldest sons to permit him to teach them the technique of woolen manufacture, since he believed that such manufacture was destined to a future in America. But they would not hear of it, feeling that their interests lay elsewhere. But apart from that, I could never see that he offered any directive suggestions of value.

But in this connection I would like to say that I have no fixed theories as to the best method of educating children. It seems to me an almost inscrutable problem, a system applicable under some conditions being by no means suitable under others. But having had opportunity later to contrast the American public school with the Catholic parochial system, I now regard the first as in the main a real aid to intelligence and freedom of spirit and the second as an outrageous survival of a stultifying mediævalism which should be swept away to its last detail.

The inanity of teaching at this day and date, and as illustrated by the Holy Roman Catechism, the quite lunatic theories and pretensions of that entirely discredited organism to divine inspiration and hence leadership and of putting that unscratched tablet, the mind of a child, into its possession or care! Fie! Faugh! The alleged intelligence of a maundering world! And the brassy insouciance and tongue-in-cheek authority with which the alleged princes of the Church, their factotums or fathers, step forward not only to receive but to demand the care of the young! No wonder it became the first business of the Russian Communists to rip out root and branch the eastern or Asiatic extension of this same designing and serpentine organization!

To what end, then, the work of a Galileo, a Newton, a Darwin, a LaMarck, a Huxley, a Faraday, a Tyndall, a Helmholtz, a Jeans, a Millikan, in truth the entire army of distinguished and substantiated students who have labored and meditated on behalf of reality, if these sacrament and indulgence salesmen are to be allowed to seize upon the child  in the protectory, the orphan asylum, the school and Catholic home  and corrupt its reason with unverifiable dogma or just plain lies? A bishop has a palace while a scientist lacks a laboratory! Churches to St. Joseph, St. Anthony, the Immaculate Conception; monasteries, nunneries, convents, homes and hospitals erected in honor of the same, but also for what profit can be had out of the psychopathic balderdash they represent! Billions in real estate untaxed, and science, whether it conflicts with dogma or not, even called in to help  in the profit-taking but no further!

I often think of the hundreds of thousands of children turned out of the Catholic schools at twelve or thirteen years of age, with not a glimmer of true history or logic, no efficient mechanical training, not a suggestion even of such comparatively simple and yet enormously valuable things as rudimentary botany, chemistry or physics. For in these realms, you see, you come upon strange facts and paradoxes which might endanger an inculcated belief in the infallibility of the Pope, the sanctity of the priests, the importance of the confessional, the presence of a definite hell and a specific heaven. My father died firm in his belief in these dogmas. My mother was troubled by them to the day of her death. They continue, I believe, to influence at least one of my brothers to such an extent that were he to read this he would regard it as blasphemous, my soul in danger of hell.

At any rate, here was I, at six years of age, along with Trina and later my brother Ed, installed in St. Josephs German Catholic school, an adjunct of St. Josephs Roman Catholic Church, in Ninth Street in Terre Haute  a pay school, you may be sure, although right around the corner was a free public school where an at least fairly liberal and honest brand of information concerning life was being dispensed. The schoolroom contained forty or fifty hard wooden benches, much scarred, as I recall, by knives and pencils and much bespattered with ink. The other children, mostly of my own age and sex  hardy little jiggers, in the main  may not have been disturbed as much as myself by the meagre and to me forbidding regimen prescribed. (There are temperaments and temperaments, minds and minds!) The floor was bare, the walls covered with blackboards. On a dais which faced us sat  as she then seemed to me  the Nemesis or Gorgon of the place, an outlandish figure of a woman clad in black, with a flaring white hood or bonnet.

Once the business of inducting me into a seat was over, I along with others was called upon to register and apprehend my A, B, Cs  a long line of curious-looking German symbols  which were pointed at with a long, thin wand by this hooded figure, herself articulating the letters and ordering us to do the same. Impressed, terrified even, I did so. The remainder of her requests, for that day at least if I recall aright, were principally for silence and order. But the uniform overawed me, as did that of the black-cassocked priest who occasionally on this first day, and almost regularly on every other day thereafter, strutted or prowled amongst us.

Daily we were led into church  attendance at which was compulsory  to hear a mass. At twelve oclock, after prayers, we were turned out to play and eat until one. If we encountered a priest anywhere, we had to lift our hats and say: Praised be Jesus Christ! to which he replied, lifting his hat, Amen! And it was our bounden duty, as we soon learned, to appear at mass at least once on Sunday (high mass, preferably) and at Vespers on Sunday afternoon. A number of the boys were selected to do church duty  serve as altar boys, ring the bell or run errands for the priest. At the age of eight or ten we were supposed to begin to go to confession. At twelve, having mastered the Catechism (the rules of the Catholic Church covering our relation to it and God), we were ready for our First Holy Communion. After that our parents could put us to work if they chose. However deficient in other respects our education might be, we were good Catholics, or were supposed to be, and beyond that, what mattered?

But one or two pleasant memories persist in emerging out of my impressions of the little school I attended in Terre Haute. I recall a little primer which contained my A, B, Cs, but which also included a few, to me quite enchanting if infantile, pictures  ducks a-voyaging on a pond, a mill wheel with water pouring over it, a windmill with the wind bellying its immense sails; a lighthouse, a ship, a donkey; and best of all, a German landscape, with a cottage and bird-house in the distance, the sun rising over a pleasant hill, its rays standing out in straight lines, and a young German Hans, books under his arm, making his way cheerfully, instead of ruefully as in my case, to school  the same intended, no doubt, to he an inspiration to recalcitrant American boys!

Also, near our school, was a pond or slough in which in rainy weather it was possible to navigate on a plank or improvised raft. Now from my earliest conscious recollections of natural phenomena, I seem to have been dubious of water. Or at least I had been made fearful by my brother Rome, who once took my brother Al, my sister Trina and myself out in a small row-boat upon the Wabash River, a to me mysterious, ominous and most uncertain body or thing which had motion, and hence life, maybe. I think I must have been overawed by its quantity and movement as well as its difference from solid earth. At any rate, there it was, strange and fearsome. And then when a stern-propelled steamboat, of no doubt minute size but to me enormous, came into view around a bend and after passing, left in its wake a ripple which rocked our small craft, I was panic-stricken. In fact, for some four or five years thereafter I could not view any considerable body of water without having brought back to me most clearly that particular sensation of something that could and might destroy me, and that with almost personal violence.

Despite this fear, however, I soon found myself propelling myself about this very shallow puddle on a plank  my former terror overcome for the time being by the fact that so many others of about my own years were doing the same  and marveling at my own skill as well as at life itself  water, light, air, boys, schools, homes  at the same time conveniently forgetting that I was forbidden to get myself dirty or wet. The school-bell might ring, the other boys depart, the white-capped sister come to the schoolhouse door to look for any possible straggler, yet here I lingered, when there was water to linger over, often until I knew I was in danger of reproof. Then terrified by the recollection of rules and punishment, running as fast as my legs would carry me, coming up at last breathless, my mind filled with a vague irritation at having to go inside.


CHAPTER 5

A SITUATION SUCH as existed here in Terre Haute in connection with our family could only become either somewhat better or fatally worse. In our case, I think worse and better were finally blended. For my mother, driven by her sufferings, I presume, was forced to think out a more constructive program. And while this did not lead to any immediate rehabilitation for any one of us, still it did serve to carry over the younger members of the family until such time as they were able to do something for themselves. Her action in this connection, considering her lack of training and her more or less dreamy or mystical character, has always been to me a matter for marveling.

Her thought, it appeared, was to divide this large family so that its collective weight at any one point should not be too great. At any rate, and along with her husband and older children in counsel, it was decided to leave the four elder girls with their father in Terre Haute, because at that time he was working as manager of a small carpet factory and, with the aid of his four daughters as loom-hands, it would be possible for them, collectively, to earn some thirty-five or forty dollars a week. On this sum they were to live and at the same time lay aside some lesser sums, the same to be sent regularly to my mother, which, along with another resource which had obviously just occurred to her, would enable her to provide for herself and her three youngest. The fourth youngest, Al, was to be sent to a half-sister of my mothers, who with her husband farmed a considerable tract of land near North Manchester, in northern Indiana. Paul already was out of touch with the family, working in his apprentice minstrel world (but unknown to those at home) and my brother Rome had taken flight into the world as a train butcher. (Popcorn, peanuts, candy! All the latest magazines and papers!)

My mothers first thought was to go with her small brood to Sullivan, the town in which my father had some years before built and lost his woolen mill. It was a dead place some twenty-five miles from Terre Haute, but there were one or two coal mines there employing a number of men, most of whom boarded around the town. Also still present there as residents were several friends of my parents  people whom they had known in their better days. And now, in her extremity, she had one of my sisters write to one of these, a woman whose husband was connected with the railway at this point and who formerly had done some work for my father. The burden of the letter was that she wished to return to Sullivan, obtain a house with a sizeable piece of ground on which she could plant a garden, and, incidentally, sufficiently near the mines to further the expectation of a boarder or two.

But the reply, when it came, as I later learned, was almost wholly discouraging. It would be hard to make a living there. There were a few houses for rent, but probably not what she wanted. It would be better to come and go over the ground herself.

Coincidentally, my mother chanced to think of another person  a certain Sue Bellette, a French orphan out of Vincennes, Indiana  who was more or less indebted to her. When she first came to my mother for aid, she was working as a seamstress in Terre Haute, and finding my mother kindly, had done her best to attach herself to her as a foster daughter of sorts, sewing and doing other work for her and her children for the privilege of remaining near her. But some time after that again she had returned to Vincennes and there married one Frank Tinby, captain and engine-man of the principal fire station. Although, as I afterwards learned, my mother had never wholly approved of Sue  looking on her as too wild  Sue had continued to keep in touch with her, looking on her, as she said to me years later, as the only mother she ever had. So now, after the bad news from Sullivan, my mother wrote this Sue for the privilege of coming and bringing her three children for a stay of a few weeks. To this Sue replied  or so she said to me some twelve years later after my mothers death  that she could come and stay for life if she would.

At any rate, it being spring and my mother most anxious to make a new start in life, it was to Vincennes and this womans home that we four  my mother; Trina, aged ten; myself, eight; and Ed, six  repaired. Curiously enough, I have only the faintest recollection of the railroad trip, although it was my first and must have been an impressive event. At best, and vaguely, I recall a bright, warm day, possibly April or May, certainly the springtime. And, of course, my mother, with Trina and Ed and myself in tow. (That driven, distrait woman!) Also a depot, a train, a noisy railroad yard with engines and cars, and then lesser stations and considerable stretches of woods and fields. Also the great necessity of remaining close to mother. But no more than that. No remembrance of our arrival in Vincennes or how we made our way to our subsequent temporary abode, although many details relating to that place remain clear enough.

One of the things that interests me now as I sit and think about it all is that I have a clear recollection of a visit, just before our leaving Terre Haute, to my father in the new and very small carpet mill with which he had connected himself, although I have no faintest recollection of my sisters at work in the place. Perhaps it was that he was merely making ready, shaping things up. At any rate, I was sent with his lunch, in a small wicker basket. And I recall his showing me about and explaining the various processes  there were about ten machines all told. And just in this connection, I recall his appearance. A spare, brown-eyed man of fifty-five or six, grave and thoughtful, with heavy, overhanging eyebrows and dark reddish-brown hair, who seemed to me, even then, to be doing things beneath our dignity. He was not a large man  perhaps five feet ten  and of a wiry, nervous frame. I remember his hands, longfingered and wrinkled at the back; also the fact that he was not wearing a beard  an idiosyncrasy in which he indulged from time to time.

At that time he seemed more alive and interested, and if not exactly cheerful, at least less gloomy than at almost any time in the several years preceding. I most clearly recall that for the first time I was conscious of an intellectual as well as affectional interest on his part in me. Some years afterward he told me that as a child I had impressed him as having an abnormally inquiring mind.

I have often wondered why my mother selected her three youngest for this venture. There were seven others, all older, of course, but at least four of them not so old. To be sure, there was the necessity for them to work, if possible, and my father was remaining with them in Terre Haute. But what most likely controlled her was a vagrom thought concerning beginning life anew. Since the mill had burned down some ten years before, she had gone through a valley of misery, a slough of despond, and still remained somewhere within its borders. And with her through that had gone these eldest. But now, possibly the thought of escape was gripping her imagination  a new world, a new life  the tang of a little adventure for herself. Could she but escape, how pleasing to shape three young lives not as yet wholly discolored by the gloom of failure! I think so. And yet, as is so often the way with vagrom thoughts of so poetic an order, no real plan or method of procedure; at best, the feeblest of economic outlines which meant only hard work for herself. And as time was to prove, no real escape either, but only a colorful day-dream, whose primary sheen was to lessen to a faint if not wholly extinguished glow under the tarnishing power of reality.


CHAPTER 6

HOW VALUABLE is life in any form to all who newly come to it in health and full of wonder, all but startled by that which they behold! New to the moving world about me, I was most sharply arrested and entertained, at times even made fearsome by much that I beheld. Thus, in Vincennes, I saw a strange and, to me, quite exciting American-French town, very different from Terre Haute. Its streets were narrow and winding, the French love of red and white predominating. Also here, as I noted, were those tall French windows to houses and stores, protected at night by solid wooden blinds. And the streets were cobbled, à la France. Vincennes  as I did not know then  was settled by the French, but to this hour I do not know when. I know that it was once a French trading station, and like many other places in America had taken its atmosphere from the group of pilgrims that originally settled there. The Wabash, unlike itself at Terre Haute, here flowed a few miles beyond the city and was only to be favorably viewed from a nearby height known as Merom Bluffs. I also recall all of us being driven there one day and that I viewed the river as some wonder that I ought to admire regardless of its direct appeal to my senses.

The Tinbys lived above the fire-house proper, in rooms at the rear of the second floor, some one or two of which we occupied, a lesser part of the much larger suite possessed by the Tinbys. The building itself was three stories high, the front half of its second and all of its third floor being occupied by cots and bunks for the firemen. At any rate, the once harum-scarum Sue Bellette, as I often heard my mother speak of her, was now presumably a quiet housewife. Frank Tinby, as I came to know him, was a young, strong, genial, even frolicking fellow, very proud of his position as captain of this station and driver of its engine. (Much too good for Sue Bellette! as one of my sisters commented once in harking back to this period.) He was liberal enough in money matters, as his willingness to permit my mother and her three children to come and stay at his home for some four or five weeks must attest.

But that period was long enough, as it presently appeared, for a form of friction to develop between my mother and her erstwhile protégée, which concerned morality, no less, and resulted in our departure some few weeks later. For as it appears now, my mother, shortly after our arrival, was compelled to awaken to the fact that Sues morals had not improved any since her marriage, notwithstanding such weighty reasons for improvement (if they are weighty) as a husband and a year-old baby. At any rate, she soon discovered, as she later told me, that the ostensibly marriage-sanctioned world established here in this fire-house was in reality an immoral nest, frequented by various types of women brought in by the firemen. In fact, as it developed, the cots and wall-beds of the forepart of the second floor as well as a third floor or loft, were not infrequently occupied, between midnight and dawn, by other than their rightful occupants. Worse, it appeared that Sue herself was well aware of this; in fact, on genial terms with certain of these tow-headed denizens of the half-world; in short, that there was some sort of pleasure, and possibly even profit, in it for her, if not Tinby. To Tinbys credit, however, it appeared that though before his marriage he had tolerated some such arrangement, at the solicitation of politicians and others who could keep him in his position, he had, after marrying Sue, sought to do away with the custom or live elsewhere, but Sue  so my mother said later  would have none of it. She was of such an animal mood as to enjoy this. I myself, being a restless, early-rising child, one morning saw one of these daughters of desire, a cornhaired blonde, her pink face buried in a curled arm, lying on a bed allotted to one of the firemen serving on the night shift. I also recall a bitter argument between my mother and Sue as to the life being led here and some decision in regard to the same  our certain and moral departure, no less.

But all this must have been some little time after our arrival, since before we again took off, many things occurred which made sharp impressions on me. Outstanding among them were the streets and buildings of this brisk little town, as seen from the fire-house windows. The thrill of slanting threads of rain descending into the streets during a violent thunder-shower; the bobbing of umbrellas on the sidewalks below! And then the bright, clean fire-house itself, always alive with colorful and gleaming equipment, uniformed men, and matched pairs of brown or black or grey horses, each in a tall, red-fenced stall at the rear! And all so orderly and alert, eight or ten of the firemen always on duty or resting aloft. Their red shirts, blue uniforms and brass buttons, great rubber coats and hats and boots ranged near their respective places on the trucks and engines, filled my eyes with wonder.

Although Ed and myself were instructed not to linger below stairs  the danger attendant upon an alarm, when the stall doors automatically opened and the released horses hurried to their positions under suspended harness, being considerable  there was no hope of keeping us out. For downstairs we would go, danger or no danger, and were as much welcomed as though our mother had freely consented. For Tinby, being honestly fond of children, rather liked us around and even troubled to explain many things to me, probably because he found me nosing about in a state of reverence and awe.

But, oh, the wonder of an alarm right here in the fire-house where one chanced to be dwelling! For at the first clang of an electrical gong  already installed in this station in 1879  here were Tinby and his men pulling on their great hats, coats and boots and climbing to their places on the trucks, Tinby the driver of the engine! And the horses running and neighing and champing their bits and striking with their feet, anxious to go, the while their harnesses were thrown and buckled around them! And then out, clanging and scrambling through the streets, with people everywhere pausing to behold them!

Or if it were night when the alarm rang  as not infrequently it was  then what a scampering and calling, the men pulling on their trousers and shirts, and often half-dressed sliding down the brass pole which led from the third to the ground floor! And since a great uproar accompanied all this  even in the streets without, once they were gone  there was really no peace or rest until they returned  a condition of nervous expectancy (at least in my case) bordering on spasm. In fact, life in this place seemed ever to me marvelous, since it appeared, and gloriously, to revolve around this suspended pandemonium. Fortunately, fires in a small town like Vincennes were more a matter of days than of hours apart; otherwise, there would have been no living there at all.

And in connection with this, as I now recall, the first fire I ever witnessed was here. It broke out one night in a great warehouse not much more than eight hundred feet from the station itself, and so violent did it become after a time that its size and fierceness seemed to suggest that we ourselves might once more be made homeless. For even before the engine and other apparatus left, one could see great clouds of smoke issuing from the long, dark building  we invariably hung out the front windows on such occasions, or at least I did  and very shortly afterward, fitful tongues of flame flickering behind hundreds of small panes of glass, coruscating as does sheet lightning during a storm. And then presently a raging furnace there and the little group of this particular station desperately involved. In fact, it was dawn before they returned, soaked and dirty and tired. But with what blusterings and babblings about this and that until once more, about nine or ten oclock of the same morning, they were all asleep again! But not before the firehouse and its implements were all in shining and perfect order!

Yet presently I learned that these men were by no means the flawless heroes that their facing of danger in a seemingly reckless and sentimental manner seemed to imply. Rather, as I came to know in due course, quite capable of crude and to some, no doubt, decidedly irritating forms of peculation, as when after a fire our hero, Tinby, appeared before us with a clock which he had taken from a burning building and which he presented to his wife with some agreeable comment; and another fireman boldly showing a piece of commonplace statuary which he valued more highly and which he had acquired possibly out of the jaws of death itself  who knows?  but certainly from the house which had burned.

There is, by the way, another Vincennes memory that haunts me, and it is that of the first telephone I ever saw, which was installed in this fire-house while we were there. I was all ears and eyes, dancing around the small group called together by Tinby, (who was acting as master of ceremonies), to see, hear and have explained this great new thing, the most amazing of all recent phenomena which but a few months before (not more, surely) had been perfected. Tinby and Sue, my mother, Trina, Ed and myself, four or five of the firemen, and perhaps a few business men of the vicinity swarmed about, all agog. And Tinby himself, very much excited and yet as master of ceremonies self-restrained, permitting first one and then another to listen to something within the box and to say Hello, or How are you? or some related commonplace. I most clearly recall (and with what a thrill at the time), the receiver being put to my ear and while Tinby held the transmitter and called Hello, a voice inside the box replying, Hello, hello! and my thinking how marvelous that anyone could make himself so small as to get in there and yet be able to talk. For I certainly thought that whoever was speaking was in the box  an example of legerdemain which might well overawe anyone!


CHAPTER 7

BUT THE charm of this life here was not to endure for long. Not only was summer at hand, but my mother, as I have said, becoming dissatisfied with the moral situation at the fire-house  although I had no real understanding of that at the time  arranged with a friend in Sullivan for some temporary aid there, and presently we were en route to that small and humdrum county seat situated about half-way between Terre Haute and Vincennes and about twenty-five miles from each. No river, no really important industries except a coal mine or two; a round-house, since small trains of soft coal from the mines were made up here and hauled north (not south, since other mines were to the south); an intermittent woolen mill (the one my father had started and lost); and a comparatively new depot, between which and the Sullivan House (some seven or eight squares away, as they say in Philadelphia), trundled a shabby, yellow-and-green bus, the business heart boasting this and a few meagre stores. In lieu of a river or lake, one little yellow, ambling stream or creek known as the Busseron (another relic of France), and in one or two places creeping rivulets, tributaries of the Busseron, which now and then in their sylvan windings formed small pools in woods or fields where fish were to be caught  cat, sun, butter, perch and shiners. And then woods and fields. And yokels or farmers driving into town, usually of a Saturday  a but poorly entertained population, yearning, you may be sure, for a wider life, hanging about the few stores and talking. And rattletrap wooden sidewalks, or none, fortunately in most cases shaded by trees, the mental life of the place  if I may refer to the mind in connection with it  almost non-extant, I am sure.

But since it was summer and the land prosperous enough in an agricultural sense  fields aglow with wheat and corn and rye and clover and sheltering patches of wood at the end of every vista  it seemed pleasing enough. In short, and although we were presently ensconced in an, to me, anachronistic and painful home, it was still friendly enough to my mother and her brood.

This home into which we were first made temporarily welcome was that of one of those hopelessly ignorant and yet materially not uncomfortable families whose psychology and mental manipulation my mother seemed to understand, or if not that, was at least able to call to her aid in a crisis, just as temporarily she had been able to call the Tinby home into service. Yet exactly how she did this has always been a mystery to me, though I do know that in the matter of friendship and that essential diplomacy necessary to its proper functioning, hers was one of the most engaging presences and dispositions it has ever been my lot to encounter. Those wide, intelligent, friendly eyes! A smile that was as winsome and disarming as it was innocent and non-committal. As uninformed as she seemed at times, and at times as recklessly romantic as she was imaginative, still, as I clearly learned in later years, she was a personage or temperament to be reckoned with: strong, patient, understanding, sympathetic, creative, humor-loving, and helpful. And it was varying phases of all of these qualities that drew to her by degrees, and usually permanently, not only her own children but individuals of all walks and shades of temperament and experience.

As I now recall the family with whom we took refuge in Sullivan, I stand in as much awe and pity as disgust. And with no particular charges to make against its individual members as such, or their lacks or errors, but rather against nature itself, which either aimlessly and unwittingly or with intelligence, and hence malice aforethought, devises such things and then leaves them to twist and wallow in the tangle of their own inadequacies.

Thomas Dooney, the father of the family, was in the days when my father had his mill in Sullivan, a humble section-hand on the E. & T. H. (Evansville and Terre Haute Railroad), one of the great army of Irish emigrants that in the forties, fifties, sixties, and even seventies, entered America to find work on the various railroads then building. And a strong and heavy and earnest, if ignorant, mechanism he was, toiling and slaving according to a pattern set him by his forbears for hundreds of years before  a big, red-haired, large-handed-and-footed clod, who at the time we arrived on the scene was no longer a section-hand but a section-boss. Also with a wife, three sons and a daughter, all about as well along in years as our family; and with a dark red wooden house, a garden, a pig pen, a wood pile, etc., etc.; all sustained by the labor of himself, his wife and two eldest sons, both of whom at the time we arrived were apprenticed, and by reason of their fathers wish or command, to one of the two local mines.

This Dooney, in addition to being ignorant and a veritable horse or machine for work, was also a priest-ridden Catholic, as much a slave to that worlds greatest nostrum vendor as even my father. And that is saying a lot! He was one who had been befriended by my father in earlier days, and it must have been the memory of that, in addition to his knowledge of my fathers ardent idolatry of the Church, that commended us to his temporary hospitality. I can see the Dooneys now, on their way to the small wooden Catholic Church  the father tramping heavily and solemnly ahead of his wife and four children, these being presumably not interesting or worthy enough to walk by his side.

Mollie, the only daughter, buxom and red-haired, looked eminently fitted to become the wife of an Irish foreman or a smalltown merchant and the mother of a troop of children. None the less, at that time she was already being educated (?) in a convent to the end that she might become a nun! Johnnie, the eldest, a faithful, hard working boy, working in the local coal mine, was caught, shortly before our arrival, in a cave-in and killed, one of eight or ten victims. His body had been recovered and given a rare funeral, as we now heard  all the honors of the Church, as it were! Jimmie, red-haired also, was a more vagrant type and refused to be harnessed, horse-wise, to the cart of the world, and in consequence, as I learned afterwards  not then  was occasionally horribly beaten by his father, who considered a heavy horsehide whip to be of more significance argumentatively than words. This Jimmie in due time developed into a bank robber, and finally, along with three others, killed a man in a robbery at Rensselaer, New York, and was (in 1901 or 1902) electrocuted at Sing Sing under the alias of Red Sullivan. To the last, except to several who were trying to secure his release (my brother Paul among them), he refused to reveal his true name, though a hint as to his home neighborhood might have been gathered from the name which he or his underworld associates had tacked onto his sobriquet Red. But on the morning he was led to the electric chair, he confessed his evil ways, received communion, and so, if we believe the noble religionists, passed, pure and regenerate, into the presence of his Maker!

The Dooney house was a long, low, red frame affair, with little windows and doors which permitted only the scantiest ventilation. Inside, as I recall it now, it was stuffed with rag carpets, sunken-bottomed rush chairs, dilapidated chests of drawers and tables, impossible pictures in frames mouldy and fly-specked  the usual hodge-podge of disorder and misfit which forms the average laborers conception of connubial association and home ties. (And we sympathize with the fox for his hole; with the bird for its open, windblown nest! ) I recall the stuffy, musty mattresses and comforters, the crazy patchwork quilts of brain-bewildering variety of color and design; the messy combination kitchen and dining room, the table, of course, always covered by a red tablecloth dotted with flies. Pigs were in a pen not far from the house. A wood pile, with axe, saw and chopping block, was near at hand. There was a garden, a brown paling fence, a stable for cows or a horse. I felt the general atmosphere to be most unpleasant and longed to be elsewhere.

Fortunately, we were here only some eight or ten days, when my mother, evidently most determined to work out her program of rehabilitation, found a small white five-or six-room house at the northeast corner of Sullivan, at its outermost edge, and not far from at least one of the mines and the towns one and only railroad yard, to which house in due process we removed our very meagre belongings.


CHAPTER 8

IF I WERE asked to indicate any one period of my youth, or even life, of which I might say that it was compounded of innocence, wonder, beauty, little or no trace of the knowledge of good and evil or the broodings thereby entailed, I would fix upon the two or three years spent in the plain little white house that was our abode in Sullivan.

I believe the rent per month was only seven dollars. The whole vicinity, indeed, was shabby and down-at-heels, but not without interest to me. Imagine a wide common, at least three acres in extent, rank with fennel, mullein, golden rod, milkweed, plantain, all of the common outcasts of the vegetable world that flourish where man is most indifferent or neglectful. This ground was unfenced and did not seem to belong to anyone. It was bounded on the east by our house and a large vegetable garden to the north, which we subsequently rented and worked. On the west were the tracks of the one standard gauge railroad of the region, the E. & T. H., a line that ran from Evansville on the south to Terre Haute on the north and transferred passengers or cars at both points. Adjacent to these tracks and this common was a small round-house, with its several chimneys for engines, and just outside it and facing its several doors, a turn-table. To the south of that and on the same side of the track, an immense, unpainted, weather-stained hay press or barn, which always looked as though ready to collapse, yet in which were pressed and baled each season some hundreds, or more likely thousands, of tons of hay brought and bought here every summer by an agency, whether individual, company or railroad I do not know. These bales were pressed by horse power, after which they were loaded into cars and shipped away, to Chicago, I presume. Even now I can see the weary, sweaty horses going their almost endless rounds in the centre of this great, grey, dusty room  which at night I felt to be haunted  and can smell the odor of sweet timothy and hear the squeak of the press and the Whoa! and Giddap! of the drivers, echoing almost sepulchrally throughout the day.

On the adjoining tracks, daily and nightly, passing north and south, the regular passenger and freight trains plying between Evansville and Terre Haute, as well as some through freights and two through passenger trains going south as far as Nashville and Memphis and east and north to Indianapolis and Chicago. These last passed north at about eleven oclock and south at about eight-thirty, at night, and what wonderful things I thought them, lighted with oil lamps and occasionally carrying a parlor or sleeping car! Over half the glory of Sullivan for me was due to the visible arrival and departure of these trains. When, ah, when, would come the day when I should be setting forth on such a train to see the world? Oh, to be an engineer or a fireman, even a brakeman or conductor!

Before the round-house, freight engines were turned on the turn-table, and as there were the coal mines mentioned and several side tracks  as many as four or five  considerable switching was done, trains of soft coal or freight being made up here. To this day I recall the sight of the firemen crawling beneath the engines parked in this round-house to rake the ashes from the fire-boxes, the engineers in blue jumpers and overalls, their faces, sooty, red, and streaked with oil. Fascinating characters in a great scene staged almost especially for the delectation, if not necessarily the instruction, of the small boys of the town, among whom you may write me down as one, you may be sure.

To the south of this weed-grown square were just two houses, one the shabby, drab home of the Bowleses, set in a large and ill-kept space of garden (the house still standing when I visited the place thirty years later), the other that of the Thompsons, an ubiquitous and energetic band of half-breeds  miscegenates of mingled Indian, Negro or gypsy blood, I fancy. Al, or Blackie, Thompson, who used occasionally to drive one of the teams of the hay press, was a wild and incorrigible creature. Strange to the point of being sinister, he looked to be a mixture of Negro and Indian and was as impulsive, erratic and sly as any animal. Apparently there was no father, only a mother, at the head of this company, and a rag and a bone she certainly was, peaked and dark of face, blowsy and black as to hair, sharp and suspicious as to eye, a strange and mysterious type. There were several younger children as well  one lank and lean and blowsy-haired girl, who ran here and there and occasionally talked with the men in the hay press or the round-house, but who seemed much too wild and unkempt to be of any interest to me  a creature, like her mother, to be avoided. As for the others, all quite young, I do not recall them clearly but all wandered over this common or in the adjoining woods and fields and railroad yard, carrying coal from the cars, stolen fence rails for kindling, corn and potatoes from the fields and anything else they could lay hands on, and apparently without much hindrance as far as I could see. And never in all the time that I knew them did I see them in anything like respectable or presentable clothing.

The Thompson house was also a sight to behold, a mere collection of sheds, brick-red or black or grey, mostly without paint, and strung together after a wandering fashion. They had no horse or cow but kept a small and poorly-tended vegetable garden, a few stolen chickens and about nine bony dogs. When the snow lay thick, one tiny spiral of smoke curling from a thin length of stove-pipe shoved upward from a low tin roof suggested that, like bears or beavers, they had dug in for the winter. At night a somewhat feeble fire might be seen glimmering through the chinks of those windows that were not patched with paper, wood, or tin.

I think Blackie Thompson trapped or hunted and so added to the family larder. In summer, their domain was somewhat gayer, what with sunflowers, hollyhocks, various flowering weeds and vines, and their nondescript garden. But as an illustration of not exactly nomad but somewhat wild and predatory life, I think they ranked fairly high.

As to the Bowles family in the other house, Old Man Bowles was half-witted. He had been injured in the head during the Civil War and now wandered about singing snatches of songs, stopping people and asking foolish questions, or staring vacantly at them or the sky. Often, since it had been his custom before we came, he came to our well for water, a wooden bucket on each arm. And because we were not unfriendly to him, he would stop and chant strange tunes to my mother, my brother and myself, or stare at the sky, or dance in an angular, ungraceful, jackknife fashion. That he seemed ridiculous, inconsequential, and almost to blame for his silly actions, to two such uninformed innocents as Ed and myself, goes without saying. The ignorant new always laughs at the defeated old.

Among others who dwelt in this neighborhood, as I now recall, was also a tall, dark girl or woman, Laetitia or Tish Herndon by name. She was inordinately fond of her old white-haired and seemingly once strong and intelligent father, with whom she lived in a paintless, rain-beaten hut to the south of us. And again, at the northeast corner of the common, in a low tree-and-vine-shaded cabin of great age, one Mrs. Jonah Hudson, an aged and mumbling crone, whose house was over-run with dirt, dogs, cats and chickens.

Past Mrs. Hudsons place to the north again was a great sunken, rocky field, surrounded by a high rail fence, and occupied, in one of its farthest corners, by a rain-soaked shell of a house or barn which served as the village slaughter house. And to this, as we soon found, were driven, twice or thrice weekly, by one butcher Spilky and some others for whom he killed, such cows, steers, sheep, hogs, calves and the like as were destined for his market and hence the physical upkeep of such goodly citizens as worshipped God in peace and content in this region and had the price wherewith to pay for the slaughter which he undertook in their behalf. Oh, life! Oh, death! Oh, mysterious, inexplicable forces by whose tolerance we are, and in whose giant keep we move!

I recall him now, a veritable saw-bones of a man, disheveled, unkempt, not arrestingly intelligent, you may be sure, but energetic and, according to his light, a respectable enough person. But blind of one eye, frizzled as to his grey hair, which stuck out under an old brown felt or straw hat, as the season dictated, and much too enthusiastic or violent, as I saw it, about this business of murder for others. Rattling across the common he would come, along the north and south road which passed our door, in a light, low-bodied spring wagon, in which were piled his knives, cleavers, saws, newly-sharpened and polished, together with various bags and wicker baskets in which were to be deposited the various parts of the carcasses of the late departed; or sometimes on foot, driving before him the refractory or bellowing animals whom he was about to slay, a whip or goad in his hand, his whole body, eyes, hands, face, vibrating with a kind of restless energy which made him at once ridiculous and sinister. For, mind you, I had never before seen a butcher save in his more or less clean butcher shop, in apron and cap, paper and string to his elbow, his account book in one corner, maybe, and selling parts of things that had once been alive but were now just so many pounds of this or that, and very good to eat into the bargain! But a slaughter house! These live bleating, squealing, or bellowing creatures  and literally harried to their deaths by their sanctioned murderer! How terribly, horribly different! Why, at the mere thought of these animals being driven across the common and the infernal squeals of greed and anticipation set up by a herd of swine kept near the slaughter house in order that they might be fattened on the entrails of the approaching cattle, I am haunted by the truth that life is built upon murder and lust, and nothing less! Sweet, tender, flawless universe, indeed!


CHAPTER 9

THE MANNER in which my mother accepted this place was typical of her extreme poverty and modest resourcefulness. Although she may not have been taken with all that surrounded her, still it must have been of some value as a temporary port. To begin with, it was near Terre Haute  twenty-five miles away  where her husband and four daughters were all working. Whether she had any ready cash, even a small amount, I do not know. I know that on the day we moved in, we had nothing to put in the house save one or two straw-filled mattresses  borrowed from the Dooneys, possibly  three or four quilts and a wooden chair. An iron cooking pot, several pans and buckets, completed the list of our household equipment. There was no stove, no table, no dishes, even, except a few borrowed plates and pans. Yet we came here gaily, or at least I did, and for me it remained to the end a place of charm and delight. For my mother was there, and she seemed happy, at first, anyhow.

I can see her now, smiling cheerfully and rubbing her hands as she surveyed the neat and fairly clean house, with its five or six bare rooms, and the green or blooming fields beyond. For despite the picture of the common to the west which I have set forth, the east was abloom with clover or wheat or corn, and in the not far distance were farm-houses and lovely trees, perhaps as much as twenty acres of them. On these the sunlight of a bright summer morning glowed with an almost personal approving graciousness. There were dark red and pink and white roses in the yard, early and late blooming varieties, for in the southern Indiana region roses linger on until October. And there were flowering vines, trumpet and honeysuckle, sheltering a front and rear porch, as well as a smooth lawn and one or two trees. And somehow I hear her saying  or is it just my fancy? See all the nice roses! and Arent the fields about here beautiful now? Its just like the country. And it was.

I recall how on first coming here Ed and I, after viewing the house, went to the wood beyond to gather chips and twigs to build fires in the grates. (There was one in each of the two big living rooms.) Then while mother was busying herself with cleaning windows, floors and woodwork, I went to a grocery store several blocks away for soap, a broom, a loaf of bread and some molasses. I also recall buying a small glass lamp, and then doing other things, pulling weeds, maybe. Mostly, though, as I look back, I have an almost ineffable sense of well-being, yet exactly why I cannot say, for our future was certainly not exceptionally bright. It may be that the petty irritations and deprivations of a situation of this kind slough off or fade into inconsequence with the lapse of time. Only the shining moments of delight remain. Who remembers the fading flower? Who forgets the one in full bloom? Not winter, but spring, is celebrated; not pain, but joy!

Come now, let us erect to youth an altar, and against the sapphire sea of time set the scarlet flame of memory! What though the earth be strewn with faded leaves of effort, and in the ground beneath lie broken and forgotten the shreds and remnants of many lives? For youth, like spring, is ever with the world! Bring chalcedony and carnelian for its columns, and of beaten brass let us make its tables! Bring myrtle blooms for memory, and red rose leaves for gratitude, and with these let us strew the ground! Taste now of the sacred cup of joy, brushing aside the odor of dead lips, and sing of new loves and youth and mirth! For, see, it is ever young with the world, and youth and beauty abide where all is change!

The wonder of these days that were spent here, two years in all! From my mothers point of view, it must have been a very difficult period. For there seems to have been scarcely any money to do with. But I can see her now, in her simple dresses always suggestive of that Mennonite world from which she sprang, and so devoid of any suggestion of smartness, only simplicity and faith in some form. But wandering about this humble home, shreds of slippers on her feet, at times the typical Mennonite bonnet pulled over her face, her eyes wide and expressive, bestirring herself about the things which concerned her home and family. A sad woman, at times, no doubt, since never again was she destined to see her dreams fulfilled, yet always making the best of a mean and uncomfortable state. A happy woman, too, at times, in that dreams and simple things satiated her speculative soul.

Has life, the blood stream with its mystic emanations and evocations of bodies and actions and exterior forms, any higher function than merely to be as is here shown? Have we any conceivable destiny other than functioning here as forms or accidental combinations of forces and sensitivities? Is the universe a playground in which this and this alone is achieved  a play of high and low, weak and strong, ruler and slave, poet and clod? If so, how vast a space  how giant the energies devoted to so pathetic a thing! And if not, what else and under what conceivable like or unlike ways? I have never been able to think that there is so much else  anything so much more important. Hence, what there was at this time, as well as what for me followed, was unique, separate, without precedent or subsequent duplication. And hence, this lone woman who was my mother is of strange import to me  a now vivid shadow who once, by reason of mystic impulses in her, was moved to function as guide and mentor to individuals or mechanisms whose bodies had grown out of hers but whose temperaments she little understood.

But essentially to what valuable end? Any? Most of those who were the subject of her care have gone, and after lives in nowise more significant, if more comfortable, than her own. And yet here, in Sullivan, as elsewhere, pathetic and ridiculous figments of earthly blames and shames enmeshed her, yet with no sin to her, poor soul! In the eyes of an ordered society she might already have been looked upon as a failure if not one who had failed as a mother. Yet to me and to all of us, how wonderful! A lamp, a dream, an inspiration, one whose memory even now walks ever on before, making a path of beauty!


CHAPTER 10

HAVING FOUND this truly charming little house, it was now my mothers business to find furniture, and after that, boarders, and so an income. But how, I have often wondered? For one thing, I believe that the Dooneys, having some slight standing before the commercial world of Sullivan, commended her and her program to a local dealer in household utensils, which dealer trusted her with a stove, tables, chairs, a few kitchen utensils, and some material out of which she made clean containers for straw. These latter constituted our two beds that summer, and even during a part of the following winter. Also, I believe, there was a rocking-chair for herself. Pending a condition which would permit her to set a table for two or three boarders (I believe eventually there were, by the following spring anyhow, six who ate with us and two who occupied one room), there was an old grocer who had known her years before and who now gave her credit for a small supply of food. Also before any boarders were secured, she arranged with said grocer, furniture dealer and one or two others who could be influenced by them or the Dooneys to do their washing and ironing. And so, shortly after she had placed herself in this house, there appeared this matter of washing and ironing for a living, a labor which must have been onerous to a degree and yet which she appeared to undertake with courage and determination, calling upon Trina and myself  since Ed was almost too young  to fetch and carry the wash. (Not an auspicious opening to our lives in Sullivan!)

True, I was too young to know much of social differences or levels. Besides, Sullivan, and especially this portion of it, was scarcely of sufficient means to flaunt luxury in the face of poverty. But even so, I clearly recall that I was sharply aware of what it meant to have less as opposed to more. My mothers occasional comments on her difficulties, as well as my own eye to eye contact with at least seemingly more fortunate or adequate states, were impressive. Certainly many other children did not need to carry coal or wash, as did we. And Trina and myself, as we trudged along with our basket after early dark by back streets, were all too nervous as to who might see us. Ah, who schemed the sorry scheme whereby all conscious creation must suffer so for that which it lacks?

One thing that very much impressed me this first summer and autumn was the fact that neither Ed nor I had shoes to wear. I have not mentioned it thus far, but here, as in Terre Haute and Vincennes, was a Catholic Church, a very small and unimportant affair, visited but once a month by a Catholic priest, who said mass and took dinner with one of his parishioners. And in connection with it  although there were no nuns or separate schoolhouse  a Catholic school  a pay school, you may be sure  conducted by the daughter of a parishioner. And since my mother, in spite of her vague and yet, as I believe, growing doubts as to the value of this form of religious education in so far as her children were concerned, was still mentally overawed by what she had been told these many years, she now and here  and taking in washing for a living  felt morally constrained to send us to this school  though how she proposed to pay and do without our home aid betimes I do not know. None the less, there were the watchful eyes of the Dooneys and the local priest and teacher who in due time came to call.

Hence, and to my personal disgust, into this small school, which was held in the church itself, we were marched, shoes or no shoes! And day after day we went until quite November, when suddenly a very cold day and still no shoes, my brother and I were sent home by this excellent instructor with the word that we were to put on shoes, since it was much too cold to be without them. And this certainly did impress and even humiliate me, for in school were no children without shoes. I have a dim, almost a vanishing, recollection of my mothers face when she heard our story. She had been trying energetically enough, no doubt, and grieving, too, you may be sure, for tenderness and consideration were of the very essence of her being. But shoes cost money, and having no money to spare at the time  insufficient washing and ironing, you may be sure, as well as some hitch in the Terre Haute economic plan  she had been compelled to let us go this long without shoes or stay at home. And now, much to my delight, we were so compelled to remain, for what was one Catholic school less  if not more  to me? But as to her, I cannot say. That she must have grieved and wrung her hands, you may be sure. She was like that. Just the same, for some time thereafter  how long I cannot say  home we remained, for the kindly Catholic Church provided no shoes.

Eventually, though, as I later learned  and possibly on the advice of the Dooneys  one Solomon Goodman, proprietor of the one general dry-goods and clothing store of Sullivan, was approached. And in exchange for future washing and ironing  and a large bundle it was that he provided!  shoes and possibly a few other things were supplied. But after that, a weekly basket of wash to and from the Goodman home  a heavy one. Also we were permitted to resume our education in this local school, where possibly  I do not now recall  we learned to read and spell.

At any rate, in Sullivan it was that I began to read books of sorts: a stray Catholic story or two; that dear Catechism so beloved of the Church; and copies of papers  dailies and weeklies  which betimes found their way into our house. Also here, with the aid of Trina and myself, my mother learned to write. (She had mastered reading long before, but had never learned to write.) And this in the midst of all her labors!


CHAPTER 11

ONE OF the reasons for this extreme poverty during our first winter in Sullivan was that the Terre Haute plan failed to work. The four girls had found life with their father under the circumstances all too grim. As I heard after, he was grudging of every penny and every hour spent in anything but labor. It must have been that he was so terrified by his long series of difficulties since the collapse of his mill that he no longer had any sane judgment of life or its needs. Certainly these were four girls thrilling, no doubt, with health and energy and dreams, and yet expected, after working all day, to avoid any suggestion of social gaiety at night or on Sundays, to keep house as well as go to mass, and probably Vespers, with him on Sundays, and to deposit the major part of their earnings in a general family or expense fund, which must have left them little enough for anything looking toward personal wear or entertainment. You can imagine, of course, how long such a social and economic arrangement would endure. The fact is that it did not endure for any length of time at all.

According to her own story, Amy proved so inept at weaving and in addition was so depressed and disgusted by it all that after two or three weeks she sought other employment. The wife of a jeweler in Terre Haute, having a three-months-old baby, took her on as a nurse girl, at, I believe no wages or no more than fifty cents a week and her room and board. For a day or two after leaving home, she did not even trouble to tell her father where she had gone. Eventually, though, she went to see one of her sisters, who explained for her, and after a visit by my father to the jeweler, the new arrangement was allowed to stand because she refused to return. But it broke in on the financial plan.

As for the others, Ruth and Janet proved satisfactory enough from a commercial point of view, the latter developing great speed and skill. As for Eleanor, almost from the first, her elderly admirer and patron would not hear of her working in the mill and sought to induce her to quit and enter a private school east of Terre Haute  to which she did resort the following fall. In the meantime, in order to prevent her from working, he offered to pay her more than she was earning, but since she would not accept that, he secured for her a clerkship in a local dry goods store, for which she was to say she was paid more than she received, allowing him to make up the difference. She accepted this, she said, because she knew she could thereby aid her mother as well as herself. There was also an offer later by this same Colonel Silsby of a better house in a more agreeable portion of Terre Haute, but this, as she said, she did not even dare to mention.

Regularly, though, she continued working, but with plans, as she said, of presently returning to her mother, since life under the dreary rule of her father was almost impossible. There was no least trace of relaxation or gaiety in his viewpoint, his idea being that the girls should find young men who would call at the house, stay until ten-thirty, and after a fourth or fifth visit declare their intentions and become engaged. The result was quarreling and an almost constant and incurable desire on the part of the girls to be with their mother in Sullivan, where, however, no work was to be had.

My sister Amy, for instance, told me much later in life that her one resource in her misery at being separated from her mother  she was still very young  was to wheel the baby carriage of her charge down to the Terre Haute depot and there inquire about the trains to Sullivan. Finally the station agent, wondering at her frequent presence there, spoke to a freight conductor, who said to her one day: So you want to go to Sullivan, do you?

Yes, sir.

Why?

My mother lives there.

Why dont she send for you?

She hasnt got the money.

Well, if you want to go, come down to-morrow and Ill take you.

This resulted in her employer, a penurious small-town wife, trading her an old, cast-off dress for the three dollars in wages due her, and thus equipped she arrived one afternoon the following spring in Sullivan. (I can imagine my mothers contemplative eyes and her thoughts!)

By this time, also, my sister Ruth had taken flight to another family in Terre Haute, one not so penurious as that of the jeweler. These people came to be quite fond of her, as she said, and later even wanted to adopt her. Because of her mother, though, she would have none of that, and finally secured permission for a visit to Sullivan, and once there, refused, for a time at least, to return.

Janet worked as a waitress in a restaurant, later in a candy store. But all the while she, too, desired to return to her mother, and in the spring following that first dreadful winter, also put in an appearance, but not without provoking difficulties and irritations which presently will be related.

In the meanwhile, the dreary, hard-working period which was being endured by my mother could not have seemed much better than that from which she had sought to escape. At any rate, it was not until the following spring that sufficient means were gathered to buy a fair-sized dining table, with chairs, a bedroom set which made at least one of the bedrooms available for renting, and such dishes and utensils as would make possible a boarding-house table. And next, the planting of a vegetable garden, which under my mothers direction we three youngest carried to a most successful conclusion, thus adding greatly to our economic prosperity. Incidentally, and by degrees, boarders  by the following fall as many as six  and my mother, because of them, enabled to give over the business of washing and ironing  a great relief to Trina and myself, as you may well guess.


CHAPTER 12

THROUGHOUT THIS entire period  which could not have been less than fifteen months  and regardless of conditions which might have been considered reducing if not wholly depressing to a youth of my years, I was none the less vibrating with an emotional ecstasy in regard to life itself.

Sitting by one of the windows of our living room, and holding in my lap, for loves sake, a small black and yellow mongrel dog, that along with two others had attached itself to us, I used to rock and sing by the hour, enjoying the morning sun. The window at which I sat commanded a view of a wide field of clover, which to me was always a small lake or sea of color.

There was a brown chicken hawk that perched high on the scarred fork of a riven tree which stood some quarter of a mile distant from our house  a tall trunk ornamented in part with the healing foliage of a climbing vine, and which always appealed to me as some stately sentinel keeping watch over a field of color. By degrees I came to love this tree and its bird. I daresay I already knew the grimness of the hawk temperament, for I had seen them circling high above a roost of crows or blackbirds, the while their sentries uttered wild or plaintive appeals to their fellows to be on guard or come to their aid. I had seen crows and a hawk, or blackbirds and a hawk  three, four and five of one to a single specimen of the other  fighting desperately under high heaven, the serene blue seeming, to me at least, an antipathetic background for so internecine a struggle. Yet the hawk always seemed to me the most fascinating, if not most respectable, of birds. Grim implement of a great force that willed it regardless of its willing, it, for me, had already taken on both dignity and fascination, the charm as well as the impressiveness of the hypnotic and fateful snake. Captain Kidds of boiling seas of air! Jack Cades of sky-ey alleys and windy lanes! John Silvers and Dick Turpins of leafy bowers and murmuring woodlands! Yet accredited if not sanctified by nature  a part of her immense and inscrutable as well as artful mechanism  an exemplification of her evil in good, good in evil, her love of paradox.

Somewhere in the leafy dells about this simple home, in the thickets which lined the Busseron or the depths of Farmer Beachs sugar camp or Farmer Palmers wood preserves, there lived a wood dove, or perhaps there were many scattered here and there and seemed but one. How often in later years have I not tried to formulate for myself in words the spirit of these dreamers of the forest, the crystalline liquefaction of the soul of a bird; that quintessence of sound which is not so much sound as dream, and not so much dream as mood, a sigh of nature lonely because of its lorn eternality.

Oh, echoes of the morning! Oh, memories of the youth of the world! Oh, suggestion of ages and æons of forgotten sorrows and forgotten joys! In Sirius, in Beltair, and in Arcturus, in what hot flames of light that still and forever inundate the world were such perfections as this conceived? Do fading flames poured from the infernal cauldrons of the sun fade at the last into melodies such as these? Then is the creative impulse perfect, its ways ineffable, its spirit song. Though ten thousand plagues beset a fumbling world, this shall answer for its perfection. I shall set my sign in the heavens! Say, rather: In the woodland depths I shall put the song of a bird, and for thee it shall be a covenant and an agreement between thee and me! Lo, I am music, and this is my testimony! I am all color, and in it shall you find me! I am all ancient sorrows, and lo, they are song! I am forgotten joys, and thus, and thus only, are they remembered! Be thou an ear  mine  and I shall speak to thee of myself and thee!

But to proceed. From the first, this almost foodless home of ours was an asylum for stray cats and dogs. (Is it not always so?) Hound, and Rover, and Big Tom, the cat, and little Tickles, the kitten, and Snap, my personal pet and companion. Hound was a long, bony bird dog, brown as light chocolate and as depressed and sad-looking as a dog could well be. Life had not done right by him, and his every line seemed to speak of ancient neglects and abuses. His great ears hung about his face curtain-wise and limp, and his tail was so long and thin and stiff that I used to marvel that it could be so. His eyes were large and appealing, and seemed to say: You wouldnt be mean to me, would you? You couldnt be, could you? But somehow, after he arrived at our place, though he was dirty and bony and scaly and I dont know what else, he began to perk up and grow more cheerful and to act as though life were quite a bearable affair.

Rover was a splotchy black and white dog of somewhat ungainly design, part hound, part heaven only knows what! More courageous than Hound, he would growl when abused and if annoyed too much, bite. He was already there when Hound arrived on the scene, and at first, thinking that his own discovery of a home was in jeopardy, fought the stranger desperately and constantly. But Hound was not to be driven off. He seemed to sense that here was room for two or more, and would fight back just enough to sustain himself, howling loudly and plaintively until one of us came and properly chastised Rover. And after a time they housed together in a kind of rag-bag harmony under our back porch.

One amusing trick of Hounds related to an occasional desire to get Rover out of a warm corner from which he was unable to oust him physically. He would go to the front yard and come tearing around the corner of the rear porch under which, on a comfortable bed of straw, Rover was lying, and as though in full pursuit of something, raise a mighty uproar, the scheme being to convey to Rovers mind the idea that there was a stranger or intruder at hand. Rover would then dash out of his corner, and Hound would round the house on the second lap and, Rover being out, creep in before he could get back. When the deceived Rover returned and found his crafty rival comfortably ensconced in his bed and even feigning sleep, his rage knew no bounds. On several occasions he even tried to bite him out, but since Hounds yowls brought aid and since while yowling he never budged, the attack was futile. But in time, and much to Hounds chagrin, you may be sure, the trick failed to work. For all his pains he returned only to find the enemy safely curled and in nowise deceived. Then it was that he would droop his tail and slink off as if to say: Well, theres certainly nothing much to this trick any more.

But as for my pet Snap, he was a little fellow so shabby of coat, so commonplace, that perhaps you would have thought him unfit for association with even such humble children as surely we then were. He was brown and black, with a spot of white over one ear and another at the tip of his tail. Because of these he should rightly have been called Spot, yet Snap was the name I gave him. Why I came to single him out for my own I dont know, but I did. He seemed to me such an intelligent little waif, so amiable and gay  in short, everything that a childs dog should be.

Because of my intense love of nature, I was fond of taking long, solitary walks, and Snap invariably accompanied me. At first my mother could not understand why I wished to be so much alone or why my aloneness should require such exaggerated periods of time, although she never suspected mischief in my case and later told me so. I was just odd, she said, different. But the earth, its surface nature, was then truly a fairyland to me, and I wanted nothing better than to be alone with it. It was a desire and a custom of mine then to arise as early as three or four oclock in the morning in the summertime, and after looking at the clouds over the fields or watching the sun rise, examine all the wonders of the morning  bejeweled spider webs, striped and tinted morning glories of ravishing form and color, the yellow trumpet-flowers which covered our porches, our many varieties of roses in full bloom, bluebirds, swallows, wrens  and then stroll away through the clover or timothy to the neighboring woods or open fields.

Certain aspects of the morning and evening sky; faint shreds of cirrus or stratus clouds; small pools in the woods in which leaves and trees were reflected; the swooping down of the house martens and swallows; the sudden upward rush of a meadow lark; birds nests in the bushes or trees  these were enough to suffuse me with a rich emotional mood, tremulous, thrilling. Often I would stand, my hands clenched, my body tense, studying any strange and hence to me new thing. I would wonder and question why I too should not be able to rise in the air and fly or float like a bird or a cloud. Indeed, throughout my earliest years I felt as though I had been bereft of this ability by some trick and that I should and must be able to fly if I tried! And so often I would dream of flying. And once I knelt down, and folding my hands as I had been taught, asked God to let me fly. They were always saying that prayers would be answered. But on no material wings did I rise, and noting that, pondered over the futility of prayer as well as the thought that a mistake had been made and that there must be a land somewhere to which I belonged and where I could fly.

Let me add here that this had no relation to any of the woody or plastic angels of the Catholic Church. On the contrary, these were ever indifferent if not exactly abhorrent objects to me, having no least relationship to the ethereal thing that filled my mind. My own sky-ey land was ever remote and, except for wings, intangible, a sea within a sea, a soul of things within the present material presence, maybe.

On these rambles, as I have said, Snap was my invariable companion. His bed was a little soap-box beside the kitchen stove in winter (a new stove which gave me much pleasure because of its nickel trimmings) or out on the back porch in summer. And when I would arise from my pallet (we were too poor, at first, to afford bedsteads), he would invariably get up, cock one ear, look inquiringly over the top of his box, and then jump out. Sometimes he would indulge in a stretch or a yawn before he was quite his brisk self, but soon he was sniffing here and there, interested in the general feel of life.

And what walks! Sometimes in the berry season, I would take a basket and pick wild raspberries or blackberries while Snap would reconnoiter the surrounding world. Whatever his attitude toward me, he was by no means as friendly toward other creatures, and loved especially to chase sheep. Often he would disappear for hours, and return panting and wet. Sometimes it was rabbits or skunks that he sought, there being many of these about. There was also a great black and white bull, with straight horns, which occupied a large stony pasture safely hedged by a high rail fence. Snap would reconnoiter this bull at a safe yet short distance, standing up four-square, one ear up, yap-yapping to irritate the bull, the while Taurus stiffened and shook his huge neck and glared, wondering, no doubt, whether it was worth while to charge. As a rule, though, I could make Snap come away by calling to him sharply, but he was sly and when he thought I was not looking or had forgotten, would return for another argument.

One of my greatest pleasures was to follow Snaps leads or to set him digging at strange holes in the ground. I doubt whether any child ever had a greater curiosity concerning the habitations of animals, Crustacea or insects. Everything from wasps nests to gopher holes fascinated me. Literally, I think I have sat for hours by the banks of some muddy stream or pond, or in our garden where the earth was for some reason watery and full of crawfish burrows, waiting for the crays to appear. Nothing pleased or astounded me more than to surprise one of these creatures coming out of his muddy hole, his soapstone-colored and so strangely-segmented body, jet-black eyes and swaying antennae, seeming to indicate personality or a form of intelligence and interest. To think that he should be so different from me, and that he should and could live under the ground! In a trance of thought I would brood over him, having no desire to injure him, but wondering what he knew, thought, how he built his hole, where it led, what it contained, indeed, all about him. And then I wondered why he was at all, and what became of him when he died.

And once in our garden I was scratching about in the ground with a small stick and came to a wet, shiny hole. My curiosity aroused, I went and got a spade and began digging vigorously, and at last unearthed a sub-surface wallow perhaps three or four feet underground, full of thick, muddy water, and in which, to my horror and chill, I saw a salamander, one of the left-over specimens of the older saurian world. I had never seen one before. Its sleek, moist body, lizard-like in form, with wet pink feet and long, thin head, gave me the creeps. In a kind of horror of unlikeness, strangeness, which seems to affect all of us at times, I killed it, squashing its blood and flesh in the mud, and then ran as fast as I could, death and mud-holes and left-over specimens of saurian life completely filling my mind.

In the evening sky at that time, too, was to be seen an immense comet  a red, pellucid affair, with a great, flaring tail. And this was then included in my speculations. I recall now how while hoeing weeds in our garden, I would stop and look up at this great red stranger, sharply outlined against a silver and lemon sea of space, and wonder about it, and how death and mud-holes and this star and myself were all somehow tangled in a strange, beautiful, only semi-tangible and in some of its phases wholly terrifying mystery called life. Like one fumbling in a dark cavern, I also felt blind, yet even so sensing something of the glittering scintillations of a world or universe or mystery which could not be dark.

At times I felt quite definitely  as one might look at an immense body of water and have a feeling about it  that I was standing on the shore of something  not a sea, exactly, not anything material, but something immense and inscrutable, like that elusive realm in which at other times I fancied I might fly, greater than a sea perhaps, more timeless, wherefrom these various forms emanated and to which they returned. And since sensations which give rise to ideas are more important than ideas themselves, I may have had hold of something of which we will all be much more definitely conscious later on.

And once I followed a bumble bee, across fields of wheat and bramble, tracking him from flower to flower, watching him work, noting the gold and black of his coat, his eyes, his furry legs. And below a huge wasps nest under an eave I often sat in the sun for hours, watching the comings and goings of a brilliant and animated band of these insects. I also studied gnats whirling in spirals at evening and wondered about them. Discovering a bat hanging head down in the old hay press across the common one day, I was moved to speculate as to the strangeness of its life. Fishes in water, wild flowers in fields, the forms of trees, all gave me pause.

I have since regretted that there was no one near who could have told me about these things. For my mind was a clean slate on which many effective things could have been penciled. I was a polished crystal  accidental, it is true  reflecting all the harmonies, colors, oddities, of my little world. I was a harp on which nature idly strummed her melodies; a flower form into which she blew her endless suggestions of color; an ear attuned to infinite delicacies of sound; an eye responsive to the faintest shadows of meaning; and yet daily, even hourly, being drilled in the wornout folderol of the Holy Roman Catholic Church!

But to return to Snap. He left me one summer morning and did not return. I called and called, but he did not come. Even next morning, no Snap! Then I felt it my duty to make a search. Together Ed and I went into the surrounding fields and called, but no Snap! That afternoon I went out into the distant fields alone, and whenever I saw a lone tree which seemed to offer a vantage point of sorts, I stationed myself and called. Anybody hearing me would have known that I was sad. There was a quavering pathos in my voice. H-y-u-h, Snap! H-y-u-h, Snap! long and loud I called. But he did not come. After a long time and much conversation with my mother, I concluded that he must have been stolen and that one day if I persisted and when accidentally I chanced to be in the vicinity of the place where he was being held, he would hear my voice and come running. And so, all summer long and late into the fall, I called and called betimes, though ashamed to do so in the presence of others  Ed, for instance, who thought me silly.

But then, one day, an illuminating thing. I was standing at the edge of the cornfield adjoining the woods which contained the slaughter house. I forget now whether I was merely idling in the shade or whether I was picking up loose wood to take home. Possibly, I was picking some of the corn. Such foraging tactics were naively countenanced by my mother at times. But suddenly I heard the report of a gun. With me at the time were Hound and Rover. Coincidental with the gun sound, Hound, who was not more than forty feet away, emitted a yelp and went bounding homeward, yowling as he went. A splattering in the leaves and against the trees indicated bird or buckshot. I looked up, and on the back porch of a distant house across the field, perhaps four acres away, I could see Farmer Palmer or his son Bud holding a gun. He had seen me or the dogs, or both, and perhaps tired of marauders, took this direct way of indicating his displeasure. The loss of an eye or a disfiguring mark might have been his contribution to my life, but that mattered little to him.

Needless to say, I hurried after Hound, to examine his wounds as much as anything. Investigation proved that only the tip of his exceedingly thin tail had been nicked. His obviously shabby life had been spared. Strange to say, there now seeped into my as yet very nebulous mind a suspicion which gradually became a conviction: that thus it was that Snap had been undone. Farmer Palmer or his son had killed him! His sheep or fields had been injured. Thereafter I looked for the skeleton of Snap, whitening like the ox skulls of the abattoir in some distant field, but I never found it.

Peace to his cheerful soul!


CHAPTER 13

IN ADDITION to this business of washing and ironing for others, then taking in boarders and roomers, my mother also undertook all of the ordinary compulsions of such a family as ours: cleaning, washing, baking, preserving such fruits as she could get for little or nothing  many are the gallons of wild blackberries and raspberries I have picked and brought home to her!  and encouraging us youngsters to rake, hoe, weed and reap a large truck garden, after the ploughing had been done by a hired ploughman. Also she did all the sewing and tailoring for us three children and herself. In so far as I can recall, she made quite everything for us except shoes and hats.

I can see her now, sitting by an open window in summer, from which the fields presented an idyllic view, or near the fire or under a lamp in winter, stitching, stitching, stitching; later when she was able to get a sewing machine, she ran that by the hour. In between were the boarders as well as our own meals, and at night our final ablutions and prayers. By day, and when school was not holding and it was not too cold, we were given suggestions as to where and how to play, so that we might be kept out of mischief. Naturally, a patient persuasion had to be exercised to make us go to the store, carry fuel wood from the fields or tracks, gather wild berries, keep off the railroad tracks, go to the post office at least once a day, and to school and church when the regular third or fourth Sunday came around.

For a time, as I have recorded, our schooling ceased for want of shoes, and still later in this same first year, for lack of tuition fees, but do you suppose that under such circumstances the free public school was contemplated as a substitute? By my mother possibly, but by my father never! And although he was no longer with us day by day, still because of his revived contributions and a regular monthly visit around the first of the month (on which occasions he took stock of our religious as well as physical states), we were still not allowed to enter the free public school. It would not do! Irreligion was inculcated there. One was not only in danger but certain of losing ones immortal soul! And as much as my mother must have doubted his practical wisdom in those days, of such was the docility of this genial and uninformed soul that she followed his wishes and instructions in this matter of faith.

And yet with all these drawbacks, ours was a home, full of a kind of sweetness that never since has anywhere been equaled for me, however difficult it must have been for her. And it was but such a little while, as I have said, before the elder children and my father, tortured by their absence from her, began to appear, my father not more than once a month  since the expense of the trip was always a factor with him  the others, Amy, Janet and Ruth, more frequently  as often, in short, as change of position and a growing nostalgia would either permit or demand. Eleanor, as I have said, was attending a convent school, but at the end of the first term she, too, returned to her mother. She did not like it and so would not stay. My brother Al also, as I have recorded, had been sent to an uncle in northern Indiana, whose large and prosperous farm could well include his services, and his presence was thus disposed of for at least two years. But there were frequent letters from him, and at the end of that time he, too, returned.

As for Paul and Rome, they had, as we have seen, taken flight into the world, Rome temporarily to essay the trade of printer and later fireman on a railroad  the latter field of work never afterward completely deserted  Paul to find himself in the realm of the theatre, developing into a really gifted comedian and song-writer, the author of many land-sweeping melodies and their accompanying verses. Just at this time  although unknown to us  he was with a strolling minstrel troupe or traveling street corner cure-all show  Hamlins Wizard Oil  for which aggregation of boob-ticklers and worthless nostrum vendors he played and sang comic songs (his own earliest compositions among them) to the strains of a small wagon organ.

But as for the presence of the girls in our household, I do not recall that they contributed very much to make this new home selfsustaining. Amy, for instance  a brown-haired, brown-eyed, pinkcheeked, plump creature  I recall being scolded continually by my mother for her idleness and general inefficiency. She preferred to moon about. As she herself explained herself in later years, she was all a-dream, desirous of being with her mother but without any least conception of the problems that confronted either her mother or herself.

I cannot really say what my thoughts were, she once said to me. I am fairly well convinced, though, that I was not thinking in any connected way. Probably I wanted to be near mother because it was easier and somehow safer. Before she left Terre Haute I had not been compelled to work, and after she left, I had to go to work. Besides, there was the blood tie. At any rate, once I arrived in Sullivan, I felt my troubles to be over, she would look after me. Of course, that was the reasoning of a child, but I was still very childish, perhaps more so than the others. Maybe I thought that parents were made to take care of children forever.

It never occurred to me that there was such a thing as a social scheme or pattern  marriage, home, children, training  to which most people adhered, or sought to. I never understood that until years later. As a matter of fact, I really did not know what was meant by love and men. I felt myself beginning to be drawn to them, but as to consequences in connection with relations with them, I scarcely knew what that meant. My mind did not grasp the meaning of sex and its possible results. That is why I think guardianship of the young up to a certain age by intelligent parents is worth something. Not so much though  it depends on the parents.

To illustrate, once mother gave me a dollar to buy a pair of slippers, and I went downtown to get them. In the first shoe store I went into, there was a young drummer standing about, only I didnt know he was a drummer. The clerk was out, and after looking me over, this man came over and said he would wait on me. How much did you want to pay for the slippers? he asked. I just have a dollar, I replied. Look at these, he said, and opened a bag or small trunk in which he carried his samples. I was enraptured. There were eight or ten styles, and they seemed to me beautiful. How much are these? I asked. Well, if any of them fit you, you can have them. Theyre worth four dollars, but I wont charge you anything. He leaned toward me and smiled. Of course, I was grateful and wanted the slippers. Besides, I thought he was handsome. I began to like him. We dilly-dallied over the slippers, and I cant describe the feeling that sprang up between us in this brief time.

Oh, but I cant take them! I said. My mother would know. But he put his hand on my arm and asked where I lived, and said I was beautiful, and wouldnt I run away with him. He said he lived in Ohio, or Pennsylvania  he had a nice home and his mother would love me. He said he would marry me and buy me beautiful dresses, and do you know, then and there I decided to go! It seems almost unbelievable to me now, but so it was, and I believed him. He gave me the shoes and told me to go to a certain corner and wait for him. When he came he paid me more compliments, and then told me where to meet him, at which train, but that I was not to speak to him on the platform; when we were out of Sullivan he would join me. I was so green that I even threw away the dollar mother had given me, for fear she would find it and know that I had not spent it. By some twist of the mind, childish fancy or hypnotism, I thought this was all right. I was to have beautiful clothes and meet his mother. I even thought how she would love me for being his wife! The upshot of this was that eight or nine oclock that evening, she met this man on the platform of the local railway. Only as she was stepping on the train, the station agent, who recognized her, called out: Where are you going, Amy?

To Vincennes, she replied, taken aback and not being able to think of another place. She did not even know the direction in which the train was going.

Well, then, you dont want this train. Its going to Terre Haute.

But I have to go on this train! I...

Does your mother know youre going?

She shook her head.

Well, then, dont you think youd better ask your mother first? Dont you know shes going to feel bad about this?

He talked to me in such a sweet way, continued my sister, that I let the train go out. I began to feel that I ought to go home. And it was a long time before I tried to run away again, and then not because I wanted to, really.

My sister Janet was also the cause of considerable worry to my mother at this time. She had become more sophisticated and restless since her short working career in Terre Haute. Chance in her case had operated against her. Her own temperament was probably as much to blame as anything else, although material prosperity and social place would certainly have worked in her favor. At any rate, she was charged by my father with being loose and in need of watching. Bad girl! The endless palaver in regard to that! Whether or not she was, I have no way of knowing. Attractive, her little head buzzing, no doubt, with thoughts of but three things  men, clothes, and the possibilities of combining the twain so as to produce a good time  a dance, a picnic, a patter of conversation  she gave a bad impression to one as strait-laced as my father. Essentially and in the long run, she proved to be one of the best of wives and mothers, sacrificing more for her children than is within the capacity of most women of my ken.

I also talked to this sister once concerning this period of her life, trying to piece out the few general facts which I recalled of her and the others.

What were you doing? I asked. How were you using your time? What were you thinking?

Clothes! Clothes and men! was her reply. I dont know whether it was because we were poor or because father was so insistent on the Catholic faith, but I was wild for anything that represented the opposite of what I had. Father was always talking about honorable marriage, but I didnt want to get married. I had not met anyone who interested me enough. I dont think I really knew what I wanted, unless it was just passing contact with men or boys, and to go about, be admired for my looks, have everything I saw in the shop windows, and see everything that I thought girls ought to see. I know I hated to go to church, and I wouldnt do it. I despised the idea father had of saving money and going without decent clothes in order to pay old debts. On the other hand, I loved mother, and was sorry for her. When men proposed marriage, I found I didnt like them well enough to marry them, but when they told me I was beautiful and wanted to give me things and take me places, it was a different matter. Where I liked a man, it was easy enough to go with him  it was fun  there wasnt really anything wrong with it that I could see. Aside from the social scheme as people seem to want it, I dont even now see that it was.

At this point I am sure any self-respecting moralist will close this book once and for all!


CHAPTER 14

IN SULLIVAN were the usual elements which make up an American small town: the many boys and girls who flourished in the local public schools; the graduates who had taken positions here and there inside and outside the town and were coming and going; and the elder citizens of repute, married and unmarried, who made up the solid bulk of the population and conducted its enterprises, such as they were. But of these we knew none; we were on the outskirts of things, socially, materially, and in every other way. Our activities were confined to such chance acquaintances as crossed our path: neighbors, for instance, for whose social condition we younger ones at least had the profoundest contempt. Although we had nothing material ourselves, yet mentally  by reason of natural equipment, I presume, and the retailed tradition of our mother  we felt immensely superior. We did not have anything now, but we would have one day! Had not our father once owned the mill here? At the same time, a genial democracy and longing for companionship made us tolerant of certain overtures made by others, although for my part I was always living more or less alone in a world of my own. Nevertheless, young as I was, our social position here was beginning to be very plain to me, along with the avid and in many respects imaginative and life-seeking characteristics of my sisters  things emphasized by talks and quarrels among them and occasional complaints and warnings on the part of my mother.

For, as I have indicated, Amy and Janet now took up with a type of youth not much hampered by the usual safeguards employed by watchful parents. My mother had so little time! The more carefully-minded of family heads usually look after their children from purely selfish or utilitarian if not religious or ethical points of view. In many cases  most, perhaps  it is not so much a useless preaching or a pale persuasion as a certain iron insistence upon a routine or type of conduct. Poverty having wrecked the spirit or esprit de corps of our family, it remained only for the easy and yet natural sympathy of my mother, preyed upon as it was by the natural desires of her children to have something in the form of pleasure, to undo what little opportunity for social, if not virginal, integrity presented itself.

I wish it were possible for those who see life only as an orderly procedure, and from a moralistic or religious point of view, without regard to the law of contrarieties which tries every individual growth by its power to survive in conflict with other growths, to consider the case of our family. Here was a group, intelligent enough from one point of view; that is, they differed polarically from the dull clod in having emotion, imagination, a fine capacity (I had almost said frenzy) for existence. Not one moved untouched by the beauty of life. Not one, as the years went on, failed to respond mentally to superior books, plays, poetic if not necessarily great verse, and the essential drama of life. All could see, to a certain extent, wherein they had failed, and what they had lost. All regretted, in due course of time, the silly physical and tactless social things which had resulted in their discredit locally here and there and for a time. But what would you? Is not the world, in part, at least, compounded of such vain and pointless regrets!

Yet here, the total effect of their efforts to find themselves mentally and socially was, if anything, to reduce rather than improve our already poor local level. I had it from both my sisters Amy and Janet years later that at this time these two struck up a close friendship which set them quite apart from the others and started them gadding about the streets of Sullivan, seeing the sights and making such friends as they might among the well-to-do young men of the town. Amy, as it had proved, did not get on at all with Trina, and Ruth was far too poetic, meditative, elegiac in her mood, to be a boon companion of any of the others. She stayed close to mother, aiding as much as possible. I recall distinctly that Trina considered Amy forward, foolish, man-struck, whereas she herself was cool, moral, proper. Her principal complaint was that Amy painted her lips and cheeks and darkened her brows and lashes and that she was forward with men. Even Ed and I noticed this tendency of Amys to primp and pose, but we would not have thought much of it, I dare say, had it not been for Trina and Ruth and my mother. With them it was a great scandal, so much so that corrective measures were attempted, but without result. Such temperaments are not to be reformed by threats and scoldings.

One of their flirtations, as I now recall, concerned two strolling tight-rope walkers, if you please, who somewhere in the east, I believe, had encountered my brother Paul, and at his request came to pay the family a visit. (Imagine their satisfaction at finding these good-looking girls on the scene!) Their business in Sullivan was to give an exhibition of tight-rope walking, which same, I, along with most of the population, witnessed, a thick rope being strung from the roof of one of the downtown store buildings to the courthouse and these two balancing and dancing along it, a most hazardous performance! I can see them now, in their vari-colored fleshings and gorgeous velvet loin cloths. But the thing that was more wonderful to me than even this was that we should be privileged to know them! For a great crowd had assembled and a hatful of small coins was taken up. It seemed a world of money to me. Of course, one of them had to become infatuated with Amy and tried, as had the drummer, to induce her to run away with him. Yet she did not. Why I do not know, for I think this home, now that she had passed this much time in it, was held lightly enough in her mind at the time. It must have been that she did not care enough for him.

As for Janet, she also, as it appeared, had soon exhausted the charms of Sullivan, was finding it dull and wished to escape. And finally, for companionships sake, I am sure, induced Amy to run away with her, filling her mind with the possibility of fine clothes and a comfortable life in a big city. At the time, though, one of Janets admirers had persuaded her it would he best  happiness in store  and suggested that she bring her sister. I myself remember being asked to assist in their flight by keeping watch of mothers movements while they dressed, packed, and climbed out a side window, bound for a train leaving at nine-thirty that night. And as much as I loved my mother and wished not to injure her in any way, still I did this. Possibly I thought it might not make any difference to her. Or again, it is entirely possible that even a whispered request on the part of one or another of my sisters was sufficient to cause me to aid, without any thinking to speak of, the idea of adventure running high in all of us. And besides, there was no suggestion of any moral or immoral import in all this to me, understanding, as I did, so little of sex.

None the less, there was a slight flaw in the arrangements. Janet had not sufficient money to pay both fares, and so it had been decided that Amy was to secure her ticket from the station agent, he being one of her admirers. But when said agent found that she was seeking to borrow merely in order to leave Sullivan and him, he refused. And in consequence, Amy was compelled to return home alone, while Janet, too immersed in her plans to change, went on, to be gone for a year or more, as it proved. Naturally, Amy came in for a severe lecturing, possibly a light whipping, but against youth of such chemic unreasonableness and force, of what avail are threats, pleas, tears? Forever and ever life goes its chemic way, unmindful of anything save attractions and repulsions. Blood will tell and have its way, the iron, sodium, carbon, hydrogen, of endless suns. Of what else is this seeming composed?

About this time also, another calamity came our way  one that did not tend to lighten my mothers burden in any way, you may be sure. It concerned a girl friend of my sister Eleanors. My own recollection of the whole affair is rather vague, and the details of it I had from my sister years later, but I remember the girl  Kitty Costigan was her name  and the secrecy attendant upon her presence in our house. It seemed that her constant association with one of the young bloods of the town, the son of the bank president, had produced a condition which is honorably supposed to be confined to the marriage state only; in other words, to use the phrase of the day, she was in a delicate condition, and the very eminent position of her accomplice made it necessary that he should be most guarded in connection with the case. This Kitty worked in the general dry-goods store; had no parents, and apparently no relatives. She lived in a little room in the house of a very religious family, who concerned themselves more with her moral welfare than her physical needs.

According to the story Eleanor told me years later, when young Atco learned of his sweethearts condition, he gave her a hundred dollars and the address of an old doctor some fifteen miles out of Terre Haute, and forced her to agree to keep his own name concealed. Being in sympathetic accord with him at the time, she did as she was told. But the events which followed contribute one of those pathetic episodes which might well employ the art of the novelist. A girl of eighteen, ignorant in the better technical sense of the word, not lacking in courage, however, and a certain managerial ability, setting forth on this difficult errand! I will try to tell the story in Eleanors own words, because she was Kittys confidante and aid during the whole affair, and most deeply troubled herself. In fact, she has never forgotten it.

When she reached H  , (the town in which the doctor was located), as Eleanor tells it, she stepped nervously off the train and inquired of the station agent where Dr. Dinsmore (the name is fictitious) lived. He told her that the doctor had died months before. Imagine her desperation! Her expression must have told the station agent something. Perhaps he had had other inquiries of the kind. Theres an old woman who lives in the last house out this track, he volunteered, without other comment. Its a yellow house and has green blinds. You cant miss it. She used to be Dr. Dinsmores nurse. Perhaps youd like to see her. Kitty thanked him and went on. There was no train out of the place for two hours. When she reached the house of this old woman, she was scared to death. She had the hundred dollars and feared she might be done away with. The town was so small and dead. The house was old and moldy and the woods came up to the track opposite. There were no curtains at the windows and the front door looked as though it had never been opened. After she knocked she had to wait a long time before a stout, old, sickly-looking woman came and asked what she wanted. T came to see Dr. Dinsmore, she said. Yes, well, hes dead. What did you want with him?

Oh, said Kitty, in despair, I have to see someone! The agent told me he was dead but said you had been his nurse and might see me. I have come all the way from Sullivan, and I dont know where else to go.

Who sent you here? asked the old woman, at the same time inviting her in. She went into the stuffy old room, but refused to tell. When the old woman learned she had no relatives, no one to go to, she refused to do anything to help her. She asked how much money she had, how long she had been in that condition, and when told that four menstrual periods had already passed, she sympathized with her and urged her to lie down and rest. But she would do nothing for her. Fear of local censure or punishment perhaps.

Faced with this defeat the girl waited until it was almost dark  it was October  and then returned to the depot, desperate. She did not know anyone to whom she could turn. There was only Eleanor. So she took the next train back to Sullivan and went immediately to our house. And needless to say, it ended by both Eleanor and Kitty taking mother into their confidence. As described by Eleanor to me, my mother was deeply sympathetic and troubled. She had much too much sympathy for the ills of others to face this calmly, let alone coldly. At first, greatly depressed, she urged that Kitty go to the man and force him to marry her, but when persuaded that this was impossible, that, in fact, he had already left town, his whereabouts unknown, she was won over to helping them.

The end of it all was, continued Eleanor, that Kitty came into our house to stay until her child was born  under mothers ministrations, of course. It was still-born. When the time came, mother sent for an old doctor she had known for years, and explained the situation, and he agreed to take care of Kitty. When the labor pains came, mother gave her pads of absorbent cotton to stuff into her mouth and dig her nails into, so as not to make an outcry. I remember so well how mother, in that soft, caressing way of hers, took care of this girl. I remember her putting her arms around her, after she first heard the story, and saying to her: Well, never mind, I will see you through. You will be all right; dont cry. Perhaps you will be a better girl for it. I hope so, anyhow.

My sisters eyes, while narrating this tale, were filled with tears. And so Kitty Costigan, too, was turned into a devotee of the woman who was my mother.

In this connection, though, I have often marveled at the bungling of the average  in many cases, the exceptional  man in situations of this kind. This girls lover, while apparently worldly-wise and successful, was obviously a novice in the matter of sex difficulties. Having placed the girl in this unenviable position, he seemed scarcely to know what to do about it. The bearing of children is simple and commonplace enough, yet where the stigma of the unconventional is involved, all the customary conveniences and easements of the situation disappear and action becomes as difficult and dangerous as in a wild. Among the ultra-sophisticated, it is true, a kind of freemasonry prevails which makes it easy to adjust such things, and in Russia to-day it is among the social conveniences supplied by the government itself. But in Indiana, in 1880 or thereabouts, what a crime! Sex liberty! And the situations in which those who attempted it frequently found themselves!


CHAPTER 15

THE NEXT individual to arrive on the scene was my second oldest brother Rome, who, after having ignored such phases of family life as were offered him from time to time in Terre Haute, had finally drifted into the American world at large, and seen and done... what? One could never rightly gather the details from him at any time.

A most supercilious and condescending fellow from his youth up, and without any general, let alone technical, education, as you may well imagine, yet because of a fairly observant and interpretive mind and the best of physical health and strength, inclined to look down upon most of his fellows as inadequate or ill-starred or without that fine experience and ability which he assumed to be his and which would permit them to adjust themselves to life as easily and gracefully as he believed he did. A curious and, in some respects, amazing fellow, handsome, selfish, indifferent, at times cruel, and with all too little of the constructive or organic sense of which he was convinced he possessed so much. And yet ending up relatively comfortably; that is, not actually forsaken, at least  a pensioner of those for whom he had never done anything. (I am in no way angry, merely in a descriptive mood.)

Yet after two years of drifting, here he was back. But to what end? That he might be of any material service to his mother or her family? Never believe it! His one concern, in so far as any and all others went (at least in so far as I was ever able to judge) was their mental and material use to him. And with what an air all that was conveyed! The looks and gestures of command! The demands and orders: for food, drink, service!

And well enough dressed when he arrived, as I recall, even smartly so for his time and region, but already a prey to his one besetting and unshakable vice or weakness  drink. He had learned that, as well as to gamble and beat his way here and there, other men being the suckers or undemanding friends that they were. And so he began here well enough, telling fascinating tales of towns and cities he had seen and places he had worked  Texas, New Mexico, Colorado, Chicago  but no money  yet giving me, as well as perhaps the others, a broader notion of the world outside. And presently he was looking up persons whom earlier in our. history the family had known here  the Dooneys and others  but with a view only, I am sure, of using them  borrowing money or showing off, talking about himself and his career. Also making up with the railroad men who frequented the round-house nearby, since already he was somewhat experienced in several forms of railroading: firing, switching, train-braking, etc. But soon returning home, and, much to my mothers grief, none the better for liquor, although not actually drunk.

The one agreeable thing about him  if truly agreeable it may be called  was his obvious love of adventure, which readily found a responsive chord in me. For he was a lover of life, its strange, exotic, ridiculous and at times fantastic phases and grandeurs; and at times when he was in the right  or perhaps I would better say, an easy and garrulous  mood would picture strange and distant things so graphically that it was as though I myself were there with him. But not to me or any of us younger children, only to his mother, whose temperament, as was the case with the rest of us, appeared to fascinate him, for he was never weary of staying by her side, following her about and talking, talking, talking.

Why, mamma, you wouldnt believe it! Those peons down there! I cant tell you! He was talking about Mexico, Arizona, Nevada, California  the Indians, Hopi, Navajo, Blackfeet, their tepees, reservations, costumes, customs. Also of the ranching, mining, gambling life of the extreme southwest and far west. More, he had an extensive collection of photographs of Indian chiefs, their squaws and children, in tribal costumes, together with views of mountains, plains, burros, wild horses, roving bands of cattle, cowboys, saloons. At once on seeing them, my imagination took wing. I wanted to be up and away. Indeed from then on, the trains as they passed to and fro between Evansville and Terre Haute came to have a new meaning. Also the birds, especially when in full flight southward in the fall  great armies of blackbirds, cowbirds, robins, blue jays  going where... where? My brain still thrills to where!

In short, and as little as I admired or was drawn to him from first to last, I always lingered as near as possible during his easy, graceful narrations, held spellbound along with the others, my mother included, by the pictures he worded. Santa Fé, Albuquerque, Tucson, Mexico City, Chihuahua, San Francisco, Duluth, St. Paul, St. Louis, Chicago, New Orleans, Galveston, Fort Worth! These yokels around here dont know anything! he announced one day. Theyve never been anywhere! His handsome young lips curled as he began making suggestions as to where the family ought to go in order to do better economically and socially. One of his most stirring panegyrics, as I now recall it, was devoted to Chicago, then a city of scarcely more than three or four hundred thousand, but obviously already the up-and-coming centre of the middle west, New Yorks only important rival.

Why, mamma, you never saw such a place! (I can hear his voice now.) Thats the place for a family, where they can do something and get along! Not stuck off in a little hole like this! Why, say, there must be four or five hundred thousand people there! And the shops! And the high buildings! And you ought to see the girls and boys going to work in the mornings and coming home at nights! And the horse cars, with their little bells and lights, and packed to the doors with people, hanging onto straps and onto the platforms! He had been seeing young America grow and was astonished and electrified, filled with the wine of this new midwest life.

During his stay, which was of a few weeks only  Sullivan being too small and sleepy to claim his attention for long  I was introduced to various phases of the natural life thereabouts which ordinarily might not have reached me so soon. For this brother loved to fish  a charming trait from one point of view, coupled, as it was, with an idyllic love of nature  and to row. He had not been with us more than twenty-four hours before he asked if we had any fishing poles. Finding none to suit him, he actually gave me the money wherewith to buy three of the long bamboo type, and together with Ed and myself  actually commandeered for the purpose  tramped off in search of a place to fish  places we had not discovered but which he knew from having lived here at about our age.

Along the Busseron then, for as many as four or five miles, through stretches of wood I had never seen, by strange fields and lanes, we went, encountering silences and pleasances too sweet for words. A very strange and easily irritated young man he seemed to me, though, especially when he had the least liquor in him  which was nearly always. Sit down! he would snap angrily at either one of us if we chanced to move while he was fishing. (Not having seen either of us for several years, it might have been supposed that he would be affectionately, or at least humanly, stirred by this renewal of family relations. But not so.) Cant you keep still, you little brats? Take that pole out of the water, you little snipe! Cant you see I got a bite? If there were any fish, you little fools would chase them away!

Greatly nonplussed by his attitude were Ed and I, you may be sure. Though previously in contact with him in Terre Haute, we scarcely remembered him, and had it not been for his affectionate attitude toward mother, we would not have believed that he was connected with us at all. Still, since she liked him, he must be all right, was my personal conclusion. True, he was savage and unkind, but, since he was my brother, I felt it my duty to have an affection for him, and  strange insolubility of human relationship  so do I still.

But one day while out on one of these expeditions, we saw two men come out of the woods, one being led by the other, the second man having had his right arm partially blown away by the explosion of his gun. He was white, faint, and suffering. Either Ed or I immediately lent aid by running to a distant farmhouse for help, while Rome stayed with the men. Before either Ed or I  I forget which  returned, a passing farm-wagon had taken up the two men and my brother and carried them to Sullivan. But I recall that I was terribly shocked; it destroyed in me all zest for hunting or even the fields for the time being. It was my first sight of blood  a really serious accident.

But the wonder of that period to me! For despite Romes irritable temper  which marred, to some extent, my first thrill of fishing  there was the sight of new, still unvisited waters, of red and yellow and green and blue corks floating on slow-moving currents; of dragon-flies glistening like jewels in the sun; of thrilling water-rings made by bobbing corks; and of glistening, wriggling fish  sun, cat, perch, shiners, mud-dogs, eels  pulled out of this or some other insignificant little stream the while I wondered about what lay below its placid surface. If only I had then known some of the many delightful books on natural history! But there were no books in our home and no one to tell me anything about fishes or the chemistry of water or the character of aquatic life in general. Years later I came upon a modest school zoology, also at about the same time Water Babies, and my mind expanded with a rush. I began to sense dimly how wide, how infinite indeed, in its variety is the world. But here in these still woods, how speedily I might have gathered much that later I came to feel the need of!


CHAPTER 16

MY SISTERS, particularly Trina, always described me to myself as a most curious-minded child, hanging about and listening even when I was not wanted  which is probably true enough. Yet it always seemed to me that no one ever wanted me enough, unless it was my mother. (Later, there were those who wanted me too much, and where I did not want!) When not wanted, though, I preferred to play by myself and think and listen, and to this end I invented certain simple games which served my purpose admirably and often made me an unconscious eavesdropper, my presence being scarcely noticed or suspected.

One of these games I can best describe as train. It consisted of placing half-size cigar boxes in a row, end to end, on the floor of our parlor or living room, and there switching or making up a train, with which I traveled from station to station, whistling as I went. A spool on a box at one end made the engine; a larger-sized cigar box at the other end was the caboose. Smaller-sized cigar boxes, without their lids, made the flat cars. With these in groups of fifteen or twenty, I was wont to travel to and fro on my knees all morning or afternoon. The wear and tear on my stockings and the seat of my trousers was considerable, as you may guess, and for this I was sometimes scolded. Yet since it tended to quiet and the exact knowledge of my whereabouts, not so much was said.

In summer, of course, I transferred this process to the yard. Here I laid out a series of stations built of twigs along the fence nearest the house, and between these I traveled (the whole length of the yard, by the way, perhaps a hundred and fifty feet), hour after hour. I personally was the engine, cars, conductor, whistle and bell, all in one. To give verisimilitude to the process, in starting and stopping I would revolve my right arm after the fashion of a piston rod, and so clanging, whistling, puffing, calling All aboard! and running to and fro, I would while away the hours, with what resulting thoughts in the minds of others I can only guess. Perhaps some may have imagined I was slightly demented.

This love of playing train sprang, of course, from watching the switching going on beyond the hay press, the movement of the various trains speeding north and south between Evansville and Terre Haute. I often sat and watched these things, humming a scrap of half-memorized song the while, my mind wandering over all of the realms within the range of my intuitions, my experiences, and what I had learned from others. Ah, those wondrous, silent hours in the sun! The look of the smooth green grass about our house; the flare of the yellow trumpet flowers, each a horn of beauty; the flight of birds; the drifting argosies of clouds; the sound of the wind in the trees; and then those noises of devices made by man! The trains, carrying people away, away! Where did they go? What were they like, those far-off places to which they hurried? I knew of Terre Haute and Vincennes, but then there were Chicago, Denver, Sante Fe, San Francisco  all places to which my brother had been. And I would hear my mother speak of Dayton and Piqua in Ohio; of Beaver Falls and Germantown in Pennsylvania, from whence her parents had come; of Fort Wayne, Warsaw and Silver Lake in the northern part of Indiana, where various members of her family had once and some still lived  a brother or two as well as a sister or two. (I was to see them all in due time, had I only known.) Again, my father had come from Germany, wherever that was! And I had an uncle and aunt in Salem, Oregon, away-away-off west, perhaps farther than any bird could ever fly!

The various characters hereabouts also impressed me, and among them none took higher rank than the Herndons, the poor family living next door to us in a small, unpainted cottage of two rooms, one of them a lean-to or kitchen. In winter, when the snow was heavy on the ground, this cottage seemed the poorest and barest that could be imagined. I have already referred to Tish Herndon and her father. Tish was an Indian type, as I recall her, piercing black eyes and black hair, and apparently of a fiery, and yet sympathetic, temperament. For often there were quarrels between her and her father, and then loud, agonized sobbings on her part  contrition, as I came to know. For Tish had the reputation of being a bad woman and misconducting herself in various and sundry ways  drinking, for one  and so sorrowing her father, who was looked after by her. Occasionally also most noisy and dreadful quarrels between her and a sister who lived on a farm somewhere but came occasionally to visit, bringing her husband and little boy. In between there were long periods during which this girl lived and worked here peaceably enough.

My mother always maintained that Tish Herndon was a good woman at heart, boisterous as she might appear in some of her phases. Often she came to our house to borrow things. And once in the early fall of the second year, as I recall, she reported that there were vast quantities of frost-bitten fruit to be had free of various farmers; it could be used for preserving if gathered quickly enough. Because of this news or tip, we along with others in the vicinity garnered our share. Also, as my mother said, Tish was generous to a fault, always seeking out those who were ill or in distress and serving them as best she could. I recall that once some scalding hot water having fallen on the back of our dog Rover, she appeared  having heard his yowls, I presume  with a medicinal compound of tar, which she applied and then bound up the wound.

But the thing in connection with this family that fixed itself most definitely in my memory was the death of old Herndon during the second year of our stay in Sullivan, and the amazing grief of this rather ill-reputed daughter. (Death ever seems to take on an abnormal significance in realms of ignorance or wretchedness.) During the old mans illness, my mother, as might be expected, was involved, first in the capacity of aid and counsel to the sufferer, supplying advice, utensils, and even food. Toward the last, etiquette, such as it was in this neighborhood, seemed to demand that all who were friendly with this family should call and pay their last respects, as it were. And so, on several occasions I was permitted to go as the companion of one of my sisters or my mother, twice when old Herndon was very low and once after he was dead.

The shabby end of man! His immeasurable triviality! As we all saw this old man, he appeared to have been a personage of sorts in his day, certainly very much above the brainless clods by whom he was surrounded. Physically he was of prophetic outline, and mentally, well, I can only say that I heard my mother say he had been a man of means and position. What she meant by that I cannot say. What I wish to emphasize is this: that as I looked at this old man on my two or three visits, feverish, bony, half unconscious, but with a beautifully modeled head and face, framed in long white hair, there came to me even then a suggestion of the paltry import of our individual lives. He had seen better days, to be sure  who has not?  but here he was in this out-of-the-way corner, in this hut of a house, attended by his daughter, a lone girl of ill repute (and what dark meditations and fears of her own) and a few indifferent or curious neighbors, and dying!

The grass and soil of a finely attuned chemic process have long since absorbed all that was significant or insignificant in connection with old Herndon, and forever. There remains no trace. Yet I recall that this wretched home was redolent of gloom and the fear of eternal bereavement as well as the pathos of unfulfilled dreams and aspirations. Even I, a child, could gather that much  the sadness of utter annihilation in the face of a desire to persist. All of us went about on tiptoe. The face of Tish Herndon, emaciated and weary, haunted me. And then one afternoon, the end, death! And forthwith such wailings and lamentations as I had never heard before! The eerie, banshee helplessness of it all! It was Tish mourning her dead  the lost affection and past ills and sufferings and despairs of her father.

He had to die in a little hut, he did! He didnt have enough to eat, he didnt! I know what killed him! Oh, his poor hands, and his poor, poor body! She threw herself by the bedside, clutching the wretched bedclothes with her tense hands until they led her away weeping, these scrubby counsellors of her defeated state.

And in a day or two, in a pine box and in an ordinary express or grocery wagon  no hearse here  but fitted to hold six or eight mourners in addition, and followed by one buggy, this shell of Herndon senior was carted over a long, rough country road to a small weed-grown graveyard in the woods. And here laid to rest, as they say. But was he? Is changeful, deathless energy ever laid to rest anywhere? We went, my mother and some of us children, out of sympathy. I recall the brown, dead weeds, the open grave, the tumbledown stones here and there.

God is our life! said Mrs. Eddy, in passing. But for dissenters let us put it another way: Life is our God! Eternal substance holds us all; from that we cannot escape. If we are shabby, so is God, in part. If we are worn and wretched, so is He, in part. If there is sin and shame and evil, they pour to us in the form of sunbeams from on high. We cannot escape them. They are a part of the All-force, of Him, through Him, from Him us all. We cannot escape Him or ourselves, nor He us, with all that we are. That we know.

Then there was old Mrs. Hudson, who suffered an even more unsocial and unremembered death. A faded and crone-like creature she was, in an old brown dress and somewhat Quakerish bonnet, living in the very last house to the north of us and on the extreme northeast edge of the common, where with a few chickens, a cow, some fruit trees, and an exceedingly tiny garden, she kept tryst with what memories! I used to see her, morning and evening, pottering about her branch, vine and weed-grown domain, her possessions seeming to constitute more of a burden than her failing strength was able to cope with. And often I meditated on her, as did my mother, who although she never visited or intruded upon her, at last sent Ed and me to see if we could arrange for the occasional purchase of eggs and milk from her. This was easy enough, because I do believe that toward the last the old lady had neither the strength nor interest to collect or market her wares. More than that, the occasional bawlings of her cow, perhaps unwatered, unfed, unmilked, and the somewhat doleful and unrewarded assembling of her perhaps two dozen chickens about her side door or front gate, seemed to indicate to my mother as well as myself that all was not always well with her.

And then one evening, my mother, always psychic and moved by intuitions or premonitions  that sixth sense which we have not yet come to accept  was impelled to go over to visit her. I can see her now, arranging for this exceptional visit, putting on a mottled India shawl, and saying to us: You stay here. I am going over to see Mrs. Hudson for a minute. I have a feeling she may not be well. And true enough, Mrs. Hudson was very ill. For soon mother returned, to call Ruth and Eleanor and to despatch one of us others for a doctor. Water was put on to boil in Mrs. Hudsons dirty kitchen; considerable cleaning-up was done, and later that evening, like soldiers in a good cause, Trina, Amy and myself were picketed in Mrs. Hudsons house in order to notify mother of any untoward happening. The old lady was out of her mind and dying, and we were in temporary charge of her shabby effects.

In this case there were no relatives to call upon, so far as we could learn. No one seemed to have been intimate with her or concerned as to her welfare. She had lived alone, and now, on the second day after mothers visit, she died alone. It was mother who milked her cow and fed her chickens. No money was found in the house, but since someone in the vicinity reported that once she had professed membership in the Baptist Church and owned this small bit of property, we decided to notify the Baptist minister. Subsequent to that, if I recall aright, a guardianship was claimed by someone connected with the church, and this person undertook to pay the doctors bill and arrange for the funeral. Throughout all this, there were no visitors to speak of, not even after the minister had been informed. But the funeral cortege, unlike that of old Mr. Herndon  and when it set out for the same tatterdemalion graveyard  consisted of a hearse, one buggy  in which rode the funeral director and a representative of the Baptist Church  and one light open runabout in which my mother and one of my sisters rode, for looks sake, as it were.

I recall that later my mother was curious as to who was to possess Mrs. Hudsons cow and chickens, since she personally could not afford to buy them. Also as to how it was that although the local Baptist Church was in some way guardian of her affairs  the house and grounds passing into its care  no better funeral or burying ground was provided. Mostly, though, she kept commenting on the fact that Something kept telling me to go over and see her. As for myself, I recall only the wretched little room, the shabby old bed, and the old ladys gaunt, leathery features and stertorous breathing. Death, as I witnessed it here and in the Herndon home, induced a heavy gloom in me, more dreadful, if anything, than that which came upon me when I saw the cattle mistreated and butchered by Spilky. Those were cattle, but these were creatures like myself. I had seen both of them up and about not long before, and now they were no more, gone, and in the most lonely and forsaken fashion.

Say what you will, poor as was our home, it always seemed radiant with hope and youth and beauty. Birds were in our chimneys and eaves, roses in our garden. Mother was always dreaming of better things to come. But the shabby end of Mrs. Hudson and Mr. Herndon! I think of them to this day with a kind of gloom, or that loneliness that comes at evening when one is alone. At that time I was convinced that I would not want to die quite so bereft. But now... well, why not? What difference to the dead whether many or none know or care?


CHAPTER 17

AFTER THE Hudson house had been cleared of its belongings, the Johnson family moved in. It consisted of a buxom, termagant mother of thirty-two or three years of age, yellow-haired, pink-cheeked, blue-eyed, obviously not possessed of much constructive grey matter, and her two children, one a brown, sinister, black-haired, black-eyed boy of twelve, the other a mere child (I forget whether boy or girl) of three or four. No sign of a husband and father all the time they lived there. Various rumors, though  that he was dead, that he was in prison, that he had run away. How like the clouds is rumor! A breath of air, and there you have it; another breath, and it is gone.

I remember that Mrs. Johnson, not long after her appearance in this region, came to our house for something and stopped to talk to mother, and thus the neighbor status was reached. Later, and by degrees, I became aware of Dock, the son, sitting atop their board fence, dangling his brown legs and calling to me with impish curiosity and innate sociability: Say, do you people own that house and garden?

I shook my head.

I thought not. (Why?) Dont you ever play ball?

Sometimes, me and my brother.

Why dont you come and play sometime? I gotta bat.

I cant, not now, I replied, recalling my mothers injunction not to take up with any of the neighbors. (Despite our present position, our one-time favorable past would not permit us to look with anything more than a kindly tolerance upon the flotsam and jetsam about us.)

Aw, come on out this afternoon, he insisted, genially. Threes enough to play one old cat.

Well, maybe, I said, very doubtful of him and his surroundings.

And it was some time before either Ed or I ventured to take up with Dock, for his very look indicated that he was wily, wilful, savage, and that one could put about as much faith in his friendship as one could in that of a fox or a wolf. Our reasons for finally doing so, even in a tentative way, were, first, fear  it being plain that unless we made a show of friendship we should have an enemy at our very doors  and second, because we could not very well help ourselves. He was always about and he chose to thrust himself upon us whether we would or not.

Like ourselves, the Johnsons were exceedingly poor. Whatever the truth as to her husband, Mrs. Johnson was compelled to take in washing and Dock to carry coal. I can see him now, a good-sized sack on his young, bent back (a feat which neither Ed nor I could ever accomplish), coming along the railroad track from the none-too-close mine, and yet making a rather cheerful business of that dire necessity. Usually  in summer, at least  his feet were hare and his clothes, summer and winter, ragged, yet he whistled and walked with a defiant roll, pulling his ragged cap over one ear and looking out from between narrowed and defiant lids when he wanted to appear independent or savage. He must have felt considerable contempt for such spindling, house-broken, mothery, well-behaved little boys as Ed and myself. But there we were, joined together as neighbors in a confined and more or less forlorn neighborhood, and from his or our fate there was no escape.

And together with him and our fate must be included the redoubtable Al Thompson. I have already described the Thompson domicile. But the family! His mother was a tall, thin, worn, ragbag, skeleton-like woman. Cleanliness may be a virtue and a luxury to many. I doubt whether it can be proved to be an absolute necessity. In Al Thompsons case, surely not. A bath? Never! Unless you would call swimming in the creek in summer, bathing. His clothes were rags and patches  a dirty, torn blue or red or grey shirt; long frayed trousers, his one insurance against losing them either a dirty cord or a worn strap slung over one shoulder or around his waist. His ears, eyes, nose, mouth (since he chewed tobacco when he could get it) were gloriously dirty, and his hair usually upstanding like an Indians feathers. In summer no shoes, his trousers rolled to the knees, revealing a pair of lithe, dirty, brown legs. In winter he donned cracked or decayed boots or gaiters, picked up from some dump, you may be sure.

His mother, as I have said, was a tall, thin, worn, ragbag, skeleton-like woman, in a long black rag of a dress and Shaker bonnet, wandering here and there and betimes shouting or cursing at her beloved son or daughter. (Millie was the daughters name.) Now, God damn you, Millie Thompson, if you dont come in hyer and help with these hyer chores now! For Millie, as I have already said, occasionally wandered forth to chat with some hay-press or railroad hand, attracted, no doubt, by sheer youth and the savagery of her black eyes. And when not Millie, it was the tatterdemalion Al she belabored: You, Al! You rotten little whippet! Air you comin in here when I call ye? Or air I got to come out than and git ye, ye damn little loafer!

And Al, reasonably obedient to her wrath always, would get up from where, perhaps, he was lounging in the sun shooting craps or sitting within the shade of the hay press swapping stories with other boys, and shrugging his none-too-strong shoulders, would remark: Listen to the damned old...! I never have any time to myself! Yet off he would go, since he was too young to possess the mood or skill to shift for himself in the great world.

Occasionally also one might see him or Millie come dashing out onto the common, a chair being hurled after one or the other and their mothers voice raging and cursing within. Occasionally also there was a man seated on the squeaky, loose-boarded porch. But not always the same man. And for the most part, there was no man present. And at times one heard peals and squeals of strident laughter coming from the wretched interior. And in wintertime the red firelight flickered through their unwashed windows in quite as homey and cheering a way as the glow seen through the French windows of a mansion.

In a sense it was the same with Dock Johnson, who betimes either ignored or raged  and that most violently  at his own none-too mild-tempered mother.

I recall him now sitting on his front fence one day assailing his mother in his usual picturesque fashion, when she implored him to think of the neighbors.

Who are yer neighbors, anyway? he shouted. A lotta Goddamn trash  the Dreisers, the Bowleses, the Thompsons!

Now had I been a child of a different kidney, I would not only have resented this emotionally (as I did) but physically. But at eight or nine I was still a spindling thing, not much given to defending either my rights or the family honor. On the other hand, I did (or tried to, at least) extract some comfort out of the thought that our family was enormously superior to either the Thompsons or the Johnsons.

Just the same, not only these families but the entire neighborhood around us constituted a kind of biological specimen board which I studied with the greatest interest. And thus it was that this same Dock Johnson as well as Al Thompson had a kind of value to me as a picturesque and defiant individuality, because they took the probably unsatisfactory details of their state with a brazen vitality which made up in color and animal ferocity for what it lacked in dignity and charm. I have always thought there is a way of improving every one a little, if one could just find the way. Individual attention and an attempt to discover the line of keenest appetite would do it. But has the world sufficient resources to give each child individual attention? Dock may readily have landed in the penitentiary a few years later, or he may have seen an opportunity for commercial success (about all that America could offer anyone at that time, or today for that matter), and seized it. Be that as it may, here was innate capacity. He was far too incisive, hopeful, high-spirited, to be passed over as nothing at all. Yet he and his mother passed out of our lives the spring before we left Sullivan, and we never saw them again. The possibly mythical husband and father was supposed to have written them to come to Kansas City, as Dock explained at the time, and their ochre-colored belongings were trundled past our place one morning by a country moving van en route to the local railway station, pots and pans swinging below the wheels. Where they went heaven only knows. To a better state, I trust. But I have always thought that a boy who could thus impress himself on me so vividly that in the lapse of fifty years I have forgotten so few details regarding him must have had considerable force and individuality.

The thing which made him as well as Al Thompson decidedly useful to both Ed and myself at this time was the fact that neither apparently had any false shame about carrying coal. They would even go brazenly across the common to the tracks, sack over back, whereas Ed and myself, struck by the social and financial shame of our state, were inclined to go through the fields by the slaughterhouse and so reach the mine in a roundabout way. I must have been the more shamefaced of the two, for Ed used to rebuke me at times for my sniveling desire to avoid publicity. Public opinion, what will people say, as phrased by my mother and others, exercised a strong influence upon me, and this was one of the times when I felt myself to be if not in the wrong at least in a very unfortunate and hence self-demeaning position. Later in life, when I came to understand the importance of ideas and ones relationship to them, my power to stand my ground, come what might, was not so wavering.

And now in connection with these two boys, let me relate an experience which I may describe as typical in my case. For all my life long, whenever misfortune has pressed me too bitterly, something has turned up to save me, quite accidentally, as it were, and incidentally has appeared to aid in directing the current of my life to a certain extent. Thus, some time before Dock Johnsons departure, there came into being a very strong friendship between him and Al Thompson  typical birds of a feather, I presume. They were, for a period, almost inseparable. Morning, noon and night they might have been seen lolling about this tatterdemalion realm, their shoulders together, occasionally the arm of one over the shoulder of the other, communing and confiding. And by that time, for some perhaps inexplicable but not important reason, both had taken a dislike to Ed and myself. Perhaps it was because we, the only other two youths of this vicinity, kept too much to ourselves, finding joy in less adventurous and strident things than these others and so giving them the impression that we were saps or thought ourselves above them.

At any rate, there arose now a feeling of opposition in that quarter, so much so that after a little while it became dangerous for either of us to cross the common alone, either Dock or Al lurking somewhere, or so we feared, to inflict summary punishment for our imagined social sins. So in conference and after due meditation, we decided that we would avoid danger as much as possible by always keeping together. Also that if we were attacked by one alone and could not make good our escape, we would fight together. But now, alas, a new danger arose in the form of this constant companionship of the two. Hitherto we had rarely encountered the two together and Thompson up to this time had been soothingly neutral. But now, and of a sudden, this dark change in that quarter. Johnson no longer smiled in that genial, foxy way which was his when we met anywhere, and Thompson was distant and cold, scowling and even threatening-looking at times. And soon, on the trumped-up excuse that we had said something about him to Thompson, Johnson made open war on us. And Thompson the same.

Whadja wanta tell Al Thompson I said he was a half-nigger for? Dock demanded of me one day.

I didnt! I said.

Youre a liar, you did! I gotta good notion to kick the waddin outa you! Whadja do it for?

I didnt, and he never said I did, either. Let him tell me I did.

You did! You wantta call me a liar!

A rough pass with his hand completed this declaration. But I, having been backing away ever since the discussion opened, now took to my heels. Lickety-split through the tall weeds I ran and Dock after me, toward my home, only I had to cross the whole wide common before reaching it. But I managed to keep in the lead, putting wings to my heels. Yet as I ran, the sad thought was coming home to me that instead of finding myself a fighter, as already I longed to be, I was proving myself a coward, and this grieved me not a little. If I could only turn and do something! As we neared my home, my sister Trina, more contentious and spirited than myself, seeing my plight, began to threaten Johnson.

You let my brother alone, you nasty black snipe! Just you go away from here and let him be!

Aw, who the hell are you, you little runt? was his reply to her. For a cent Id slap you like I will your big-eared brother when I catch him! (Just wait till I catch you, he called to me in an aside, Ill fix you, you bastard!) And as for you, he went on to Trina, Id just as lief hit you as not!

I wish I could describe Trina, with her thin, prim, black pigtails, her black, snapping eyes, her thin, defiant legs, a strong element of selfishness in her making her suitable to an occasion of this kind.

Just you touch me if you dare, you nasty, trashy thing! she bristled. Just you lay a finger on me and see whatll happen!

Aw, what can you do? You cant do any more than your brother. I can lick the whole damn family with one hand tied behind me, he boasted, approaching her threateningly.

But now both Amy and Ed had appeared, and this union of forces becoming a little too foreboding, Dock decided to retreat.

Just you march now! my sister Amy called, as slowly he began his retreat, yet calling from a comfortable distance: Why dont you get out the whole damn family? Wheres your mother? I can lick the whole damn family! I can lick all of you put together!

We laughed over it afterwards: the recollection of Dock standing proud and contemptuous amid the dog fennel and wild clover, his bare brown legs the color of the ground. In fact, the Johnsons and the Thompsons were always a source of amusement for us.

But this was not the end by any means. For from thence on either he or Al Thompson or both together were laying for either Ed or myself, or both. In short, for several months thereafter our lives were made miserable by the schemes and snares engineered, by these two to catch and trounce us.

The difficulties that stood in the way of this were numerous. Although I had to go to the postoffice and store regularly, as did Ed and Trina, it was possible to take a roundabout course or get one of the others to accompany me, companionship enough to ward off a single-handed attack at least. And this was most regularly done. Nevertheless, one night, as I was slipping along a quiet residence street behind the local mill that was once my fathers (an exact restoration of the one my father built, by the way), and well satisfied that once more I was outwitting my unreasoning and sinister foes, I chanced to look back and to my horror and distress saw that I was being trailed by Johnson. I started to run, hoping by speed to escape at the next corner, when, lo and behold  oh, agony of agonies!  Al Thompson appeared at that end, a lithe, dark sentinel set to guard that exit. For a moment I paused, not knowing what to do. I was stumped, and worse, convinced that I was in for a terrible beating, when of a sudden a brilliant if not exactly admirable idea occurred to me. I crossed the street and deliberately entered the gate of a small house, of the occupants of which I knew nothing, not even that anyone was at home, so quiet was all in front. But making my way toward the rear (the thought of a savage dog now replacing that of my enemies), I peered cautiously about, only to note an open door, inside of which a middle-aged woman stood ironing clothes. She looked up inquiringly and I nervously explained.

I just came in here because two boys are following me.

What do they want?

They want to fight with me.

Well, sit down. They wont bother you here. She looked at me curiously and, I presume, amusedly.

Whats your name? she asked.

I told her. Then she wanted to know the names of the boys and where they lived, and I told her that. Finally, after remaining there quite a while and my enemies not following, I realized that I had to get to the postoffice before it closed or at least home to supper, so I asked: Can I get through this back way into the next street?

Yes, if you go through Mrs. Wades yard. But youd better look and see that theyre not following you first.

I went to the front gate and peeped out, but seeing no one I returned and went out by the alley. I was as fearful as is a mouse of a cat or a cat of a dog. I cut through the next yard and stepped cautiously along the fence to the next corner, intending to beat a hasty retreat if necessary. Fortunately, if they were lurking anywhere they had lost my trail, and so once more I was able to reach the postoffice in safety and also to return home unharmed. And that was the closest I ever came to single-handed combat with these two, only it made me doubly cautious, as you may well believe.

Vengeance was in store, however, and, oh, what a satisfaction that proved to me! For before any re-encounter had been effected by either of my enemies, a new element was injected into the situation. And one that altered things completely. For  for some reason which I do not now recall  my brother Al returned from the North Manchester farm where he had been apprenticed and took up our troublesome battle for us. He had been away for more than a year and a half and during that time had developed muscle enough to handle a dozen such belligerents. Besides, he was of the very stuff of courage. At once upon explaining the nature of our several ills, he took up our cause, and stirred by his enthusiasm and strength, Ed, Trina and I were quick to unload upon him to the full the conditions now created for us. And it took but little from any of us to set our new David by the ears. What, those snipes and weaklings! Afraid of them! Ho, ho! Also ha, ha! A small, defiant gamecock, his spurs thrilled for the fray. Just show them to me! he declared, roundly. Ill fix em! I can lick the both of em together! Just waitll we catch em together!

Oh, immeasurable pleasure then to contrive a re-encounter with Johnson or Thompson, or both together. Nemesis-wise, we lurked about watching for the coming or going of either or both. And it was not so very long before we saw them, ambling across the common almost arm-in-arm. Oh, glory, glory! It was too good to be true! Now would the name and the glory of the house of Dreiser be reclaimed!

Instanter Al was called, of course, and as these two unsuspectingly drew near, we three issued forth: Al, Ed and myself, with Amy and Trina watching from a distance. And not knowing the goodly Al to be our brother, the twain drew nearer to investigate, the while, full of zeal for the impending fray, Al bore down on them like a small, present-day destroyer, decks cleared for action. And to the amazement of both of them, he suddenly and without a word of warning seized Johnson by the shoulder and throat and demanded: What do you mean by picking on my brothers, you bastard? What are you always hangin around for, tryin to hit em, hey? What are you doing that for, hey?

Accompanying these inquiries was sufficient forward energy to propel the contentious but now astounded Dock rapidly and stumblingly backward through the weeds, while his companion gazed after him in troubled amazement. The strangeness and foreboding fever of all this!

And what about you? my brother now demanded of Thompson, as Dock Johnson, given one good punch on the jaw lay prone on the ground and Thompson, near at hand, stared in amazement and growing fear, you may well believe. As for Ed and myself, we were actually dancing with glee. What do you want around here, anyway? He approached him as savagely as he had Johnson, only Thompson, now backing and blanching, showed every evidence of contrition and surrender. A chicken in the mouth of a fox could not have presented a more flustered air.

I never said anything to them! explained Al, volubly. Honest, I never did! Who said I did? Whadya want to jump on me for? The begrieved innocence of Mr. Thompson was a sight to behold. And as for Mr. Johnson, he arose and moved back rapidly to a safe distance. He was utterly dumbfounded at the sudden turn this war had taken.

And Ill show you! called my brother after him. You blackfaced little...! Just you lay hands on either of em again! Ill cave in your face for you!

This effective onslaught was accompanied on our part, of course, by cries of: Hes the one, Al!

Yes, he did!

Dont you let him lie to ye, Al!

Hit im in the snoot, Al! and other such friendly bits of encouragement. Also, if you will believe it  so shifty are individuals (and nations) when in danger  Thompson now turned and declared that he had never intended us harm and that it was Johnson who had caused all of the trouble  a change of front which must have astounded Mr. Johnson as much as it did us. In the swift development of this struggle, Thompson had gathered that Al was a dangerous specimen of the genus Dreiser and that it was just as well to placate him here and now.

And so, the situation was adjusted for us. Thereafter, because of the poor showing they had made, the Messrs. Johnson and Thompson manifested only the liveliest interest in and good will toward our welfare. Our stock went up; they smiled on us. Actually they invited us to carry coal with them, and Johnson made Ed a present of a small knife he found.

Subsequent to this rescue, curiously enough, I have held my brother Al in great respect, not so much because I believed him to be physically undefeatable or because of his mental brilliance (although he gave every evidence of mental sensitivity in many ways) but because of his sheer courage, manifested always in time of danger anywhere. He was never afraid of anyone or anything, in so far as I could see. He was not truculent, but rather genial and chipper, liking to make friends and have a good time. But his outstanding determination to preserve his personal integrity and dignity was never to be lightly imposed upon, a virtue so commendable that it shines like a precious stone.


CHAPTER 18

I HAVE ALWAYS wondered where and how my mother acquired the furniture that made it possible for her to take in boarders and lodgers. I gather that some little furniture that had been put in storage in Terre Haute was released by my father and shipped to her. Also perhaps one of the local furniture dealers for whom she did washing let her have a few things.

At any rate, I recall a late fall day on which a wagon arrived at our small home, bearing several bedsteads, a carpet, a stove, a kitchen table and several chairs, and that thereafter the interior of the house took on an air of comfort such as previously it had not known. I remember, for instance, scuffing over the new carpet and being reprimanded for it. I also recall looking through the front windows one chill evening after returning from a long walk and seeing a bright fire in the larger front room now dubbed a parlor, being seized with a sense of beauty in regard to it all. For without were the grey and cold of fall, a late October or November evening. In the air was the rustling of dead leaves and grasses, in the sky dusk and the last glow of the early-setting sun. But within, this warmth and light, the flames of a parlor stove showing through small mica windows. Ah! And a reddish-brown carpet on the once bare floor, the very floor on which I used to play freight with cigar boxes for cars. Home, thats what it meant to me! The comfort of having brothers and sisters, but most of all, my mother within, the one who, for no reason that I was capable of cogitating upon at the time, still sufficed to unite all our cares and desires within the single sanctuary of her heart. Contemplate, if you will, the mystery and poetry of that  the mother bird spreading thinly-feathered wings over weak nestlings.

All my life since I have been sorry for families, and especially those in which there are young children, that have found it necessary to rent rooms or take in boarders. There is something about this economic disruption and invasion of personalities of that blood relation and temperamental unity which should, and no doubt does, characterize the better sort of home, that is distasteful to me. The family is, or should be, as it seems to me, a unit, spiritually and in many other ways. And thus to lay it open to infection from outside sources seems a pity, and parents who can surround their children with all those social safeguards which make for family solidarity and the integrity of its ideals are fortunate. Yet there may be those, too, who can scarcely comprehend the vitiating influence of varying and unstable personalities upon the younger members of a family. Young as I was, though, at this time, I sensed, even though vaguely, something of the truth and force of all this. I resented all along the necessity which compelled us as a family to resort to so many makeshifts to sustain ourselves, the while I sympathized intensely with the efforts and obvious desire of my mother to make a new and better life for herself and her children.

Also at this age I was becoming more and more conscious of the standing, or lack of standing, of our family here as a unit and as individuals. Whenever the elder ones were here, I could not help hearing mother address them in regard to their social ways, begging them to have a sharp eye for the proprieties and not to do anything to make the position of the family any worse than it was. Yet we have seen how thoughtlessly they were approaching the problems not only of their lives but of the family as a unit.

But in this connection I might well ask, who has not experienced the terrors of a small town, where everybody knows the business of everyone else and where no least move can be made without it being written down in the public ledger, the debit and credit accounts of favor and disfavor worked out to the last fraction? Our family as a unit and as individuals, because of the follies heretofore recorded, must have achieved a noisome odor here. Yet as units they were probably not much worse than the average and by no means evil. A more genial and affectionate, if temperamental, crew might not have been found anywhere. Despite all their faults, they were extremely fond of their mother and, after the fashion of each, of each other. Their home meant much to them, even if they did not know how to further it or use it to the best advantage. The unwilled sex lure was the thing that was causing most of the trouble, but that was not their fault. Add to this poverty and mismanagement, or the lack of any managerial ability whatsoever, and you have the whole story. My mother, good soul, was too much concerned with the beauty of life as a spectacle, too much the dreamer, to pay as much attention as she should have, perhaps, to life as a constructive compulsion. Yet she could not help that, either. It was her nature.

And this matter of boarders and roomers would have been well enough had there not been girls about. But from time to time one or another of these appeared on the scene, most likely because of lack of work and inability to find refuge elsewhere. Being lively and susceptible, they were, of course, interesting to men, and though their conduct might have been of the most innocent character, still in a town such as this, even innocent gaiety gave rise to talk. Yet what could be done with girls of that age if one was unable to guard them carefully and prevent all except the imagined ideal contacts?

I have often thought of certain of the characters who came and went in our house as boarders or lodgers. I recall, for instance, a certain Jim Westfall, bachelor or widower, and wanderer like ourselves. He was an engine-driver on the narrow-gauge road here (one of the few such roads I have ever seen). The cars of this line were so small that only two people could crowd into any of its double seats which lined one side, and but one could squeeze into the single seats that lined the other side  a situation which might have been remedied by having seats for three after the English fashion, with an aisle or corridor on the side instead of between.

This Jim Westfall proved to be a gay, generous, warm-hearted advocate of my mothers cause, an aid at times in the face of the problems that confronted her. My mother must have been a woman of considerable presence as well as personality, since by that alone, and always instanter, she seemed to inspire respect as well as confidence and affection. Thus, I recall that during the canning season of the summer he was with us, he notified her of an abandoned farm some twenty miles out of Sullivan, where there was a large orchard of pear, peach and cherry trees. According to him, this fruit was for any who chose to take it. And so one day at dawn, Ed and I were scuttled eastward on a small train of flat and box cars to which was attached one passenger coach, and the engineer of which was this same Westfall.

Ah, that lovely ride in the early morning through a beautiful, summery country! Will I ever forget it? The feel of the fresh morning air! The roar of the small train as it tore through dark, tangled patches of wood and delightful open fields of grain! Ed and I, with our baskets and buckets, were placed in the centre of a gondola (an empty coal car calculated to hold about a dozen tons, I fancy). On both sides were splendid reaches of darksome wood, broken here and there by rolling farmland, all yellow with July wheat or red with clover. Occasionally little white cottages were to be seen. Orchards, meadows, small towns: what a fairyland! And we were rushing through at what seemed endless miles an hour! Despite orders against wandering to and fro in the car or hanging over its sides, we did so wander and hang over and were in heaven. Ahead of us was Westfall, in blue overalls and jumper, a thin, greasy, black cap on his head, an oilcan in his hip pocket, sitting with one hand on the throttle, his head out of the window, and occasionally turning to see what we were up to. On the floor of the car were piled two clothes-baskets, a wash-boiler, and four buckets and a bag, all the receptacles we could muster. Every now and then  out of sheer gaiety of heart, I presume  he would blow a long blast on the thin peanut whistle with which this toy engine was equipped, or would ring its dinky bell, whereat our joy was complete. What a wonder world! Here, for me, were all of the things the human heart might desire: change, speed, color, variety, life.

Arriving at the spot designated, we were put down in a splendid orchard, the trees of which were fairly loaded with fruit. Told by Westfall to help ourselves, we did so. I never ate so much fruit in my life. Mother had given us our lunch, but we had no need for it. In four or five hours, according to his promise, Westfall returned and picked us up and with the help of other men put our fruit on board. Presently as a reward for our energy, Ed and I were taken up in the engine with him. But, oh, his rage when on arriving at Sullivan, he discovered that some laborers he was bringing back had purloined some of our choicest fruit! The curses! I can still hear him as red-faced and angry he yelled and gazed about him. Ive a good notion to come back there and throw every Goddamn one of you off the train! Yet he did not. A powerful man physically, he was really a mild and genial one, and that evening as he was washing his face in the tin pail which stood on a post near our back porch, he was heard to recount volubly to mother, who was inside preparing our supper, how scandalously those damned Italians had acted.

My mother had an absolute gift for accepting kindnesses graciously. Very distinctly I recall her rubbing her soft, velvety hands over this as over other windfalls of Providence and exclaiming as to the beauty of the fruit and her gratitude. Westfalls face fairly glowed as he insisted that Its all right, mother. Just nothing at all, Mrs. Dreiser. And all about us was the rich fragrance of a farmland evening filling the air with delight. For once in these memories of Sullivan I have a sense of plenty, geniality and comfort in something well done. I do not recall that Westfall ever did anything that was not helpful or pleasant. I have been told that he was eager to marry my sister Amy, but like others before him, he was eventually allowed to go his way, not good enough or interesting enough, I presume.


CHAPTER 19

OF THE other characters who passed in and out of the scheme of things as here arranged was one who always looms up as dark, even sinister, and yet pathetic, a kind of American Dick Silver or Jack Cade. He was a big Jovian fellow, with short black beard and curly black hair which hung over his forehead in ringlets. His great hands were hard and knotted, and his feet immense. The coal mine of which he was a slave was perhaps a mile away. From it had already come our share of applicants for room and board. Why I do not know. Perhaps because our home was clean and the food good and possibly more reasonable than it might have been elsewhere. Trust my mother to be a poor bargainer!

But this big Jack  Wildfellow, let us call him  had applied to mother for board as the friend of another miner who was with us, a small, peaceful, retiring man who sat before the fire of an evening reading his paper or occasionally, principally of a Saturday evening, went downtown. But Jack, it developed in no very great space of time, had no desire to go downtown or anywhere much. Considering his boisterous and at times even sinister temperament, this might have struck some as strange. But perhaps not my mother. At any rate there he was quite every evening during his stay, on occasion a drunken, frowning demon, swearing, talking of his love affairs with women, and of his gambling. At other times though and when not drinking he would sit silently about of an evening before the fire in a darksome frame of mind, betimes urging mother to let Ed or myself go for a pitcher of beer. It was soon made plain to him that he was not even to suggest this and might better leave, which silenced him. When not drinking and so always in a more pleasant frame of mind, he was fond of showing us card tricks, also singing in a guttural voice about the joys of a roving life. In his capacious pockets he always carried squibs, as they were locally called by the miners. These were thin pipes or threads of paper filled with powder and used to fire the small charges of powder which were placed at the bank head to dislodge a throw of coal. It appeared to amuse him to light these in order that we might see them sputter or fizzle. Sometimes though, he would throw them under our feet in order to see us jump. And I remember also that once, being slightly in his cups, he threatened to put me in the fire head first, seizing me and holding me so near that I screamed, whereupon my mother interfered. Also he would on occasion take out an enormous horn-handled knife and threaten to cut someone  a most sinister proceeding. At other times he liked to gather us children about him and tell about mine explosions in which he had been and how he had dug his way out through banks of coal and earth.

His career had obviously been a rough one, for it was whispered to mother by one or another of the miners, and so to us, that he was hiding from the police, and as if in proof of this, instead of going into the heart of town at week-ends as the others did, he preferred to lurk here or go with a miner friend to some out-of-the-way place. At that, it was not more than five weeks after he came with us that one night as he was sitting in front of the fire, two men appeared and walked in without a by your leave. Detectives in plain clothes they proved to be. As they confronted him, he jumped up and instinctively seized the chair on which he had been sitting, backing the while toward the bedroom door. However, both men being armed, he appeared to realize that his position was critical and merely stood still.

Hello, Jack! So youre here? Weve been looking for you for some time. Its no use going out that way. Theres two more of us out there. As this last was said, I saw two eyes peering under the curtain of one of the windows.

One of the men showed his badge while the other produced a pair of glistening steel cuffs. At that, Jacks frame seemed to tower savagely, but after a moments reflection he went peaceably enough, one of his hands linked by steel to that of his detective captor. It came out later that he was wanted for a murder in Brazil, Indiana, where he was said to have killed a man in a saloon brawl. How guilty he was, if at all, we never learned. Anyhow, here he had been, working day after day for a few dollars, leading at least a partially sober life, and now he was off for trial and punishment. Great was the impression made by all this upon me, and I can see him now as he went out the door, his great, shaggy head and broad back slumping. My mothers face was white and tense. She was ever so distressed by the results of error and the panoply of the law, and called our attention to the dire consequences of evil in any form. A rough bundle was later made of Jacks belongings and sent to Brazil. And so he passed. But for years my mother often spoke of this Big Jack and his strange, animal disposition. She did not dislike him and always said that perhaps he was as much sinned against as sinning. Her slight share in this pathetic section of his life seemed to grieve her. She was sorry that men had to suffer so in this mortal scheme.

A third person who drifted across our path in this way was a certain Professor Solax, a small, trig, dandified man, in a cutaway coat and high silk hat, with shoebrush whiskers and Jovian curls. He came to the door selling Hills Manual of Etiquette and Social and Commercial Forms. Here was your born book agent, if there ever was one, and the peddler of the first book that was to influence me. A to me fascinating and, as I shall now testify, highly illuminating volume! To this hour I hark back to it in fancy at times, not to any particular item of its contents but to the wonderful sense of strangeness and mystery and beauty and delight which the most inane things in it evoked in me. There is fire and there is tow, but without tow, however humble, no fire, and without this book, its delicious, suggestive commonplaces.  

I would sit and read in it by the hour whenever I could get it away from Trina, who seized upon it as soon as she discovered that it contained material and rules for checking up the ways and manners of others. (Lord, what a pest that girl could be, and how in time I came to dislike her! Always picking and always criticizing or reporting our errors or neglects or bad doings to mother, who would scold accordingly.) But the book! How to write a business letter.

How to write a letter of condolence.

How to write a letter of appreciation.

How to write a love letter. And pictures, actual pen and ink illustrations, showing the right and wrong way to enter a room, the right and wrong way to make a bow and doff the hat on meeting an acquaintance or your best girl, or on being introduced to anyone, especially a lady.

Pictures of how and how not to rise from or sit down to a table; how and how not to hold the knife and fork at meals; and how and how not to eat soup from a spoon. (Darksome mysteries all to me at the time, and since.) Pictures of the seven wonders of the world; the principal rivers, mountains, lakes of America and elsewhere; pictures of cities and great buildings and of men who began as nothing in this great sad world but rose by honesty and industry and thrift and kind thoughts and deeds to be great: such men as George Washington and Thomas Jefferson and Benjamin Franklin and Thomas Paine and Christopher Columbus! Heigh ho!

There were also stories and poems and songs about anything and everything: Just a Song at Twilight,

The Old Oaken Bucket, and Over the Hills to the Poorhouse (a poem that always reminded me of my brother Pauls attitude toward his mother), and Longfellows I Stood on the Bridge at Midnight and that one about Paul Revere, and the one that begins: I see the lights of the village gleam through the rain and the mist. Ah, how poetry and romance, ambition and achievement, burst upon me as realities and possibilities from the pages of that book! It was large and red and heavy and lumpish, with thick leaves and lead-lined borders, but I devoured it page by page, holding it on my knees or spread out on the grass in the shade at the side or back or front of the house, my mind mounting upon the wings of fancy, my body upon the magic carpet of Sulieman. Ah, to have been with Washington at Valley Forge, with Whittington tramping the long, weary road back to London town! If I could but see New York, Paris, Rome, St. Petersburg!

Among all these other things I now recall that it also contained several pages of elaborate and decorative penmanship, the different styles, I presume, of celebrated penmen of the time. These I studied with the greatest awe. How was it one came by such grand flourishes and curlycues, especially when by screwing oneself into the most complicated of positions and protruding ones tongue as far as possible and lowering ones nose and eyes to within a sixteenth of an inch of the paper, one could barely achieve the distinction of setting down in an almost undecipherable hand such a gem as The cat is watching the rat or Will the cat catch the rat? or Yes, the cat will catch the rat. It was a mystery to me.

Yet know, oh, reader, sometimes a trivial thing, a bit of colored glass, will take on all the lustre of a precious stone to a child. So it was with me and this book. My mother, astonished at my avidity for this sort of thing, was pleased, of course, for no doubt she had had dinned into her ears the precept that children should be studious and that to succeed in life one must apply oneself to good books. And was not this a good book? Did not Professor Solax say so? I can see him now entering our front gate, Hills Manual done up in a handsome leather portfolio under his arm and in less than three minutes bewildering my mother by such a coruscating flow of language as would befuddle and undo any honest housewife anywhere. This volume as he painted it was the be-all and end-all of social and commercial education. Every family needed one. The book was a complete education in itself. Study it diligently, and you would need no further equipment for your contest with life. So he raved, and so my good mother was induced to buy it (its price was $3.50) or at least to agree to exchange board for it.

I cannot say exactly what it was that brought about the final dénouement in connection with Professor Solax  his coming to board with us while he was in Sullivan  but I think it was one of my pretty sisters. We had no other boarders at the time, and so he decided to stay with us. He would return at night after his labors, rubbing his carefully manicured hands together and disposing of his sample and his silk hat and frock-coat, make himself as much at home as if he were the head of the house. After that and after dinner he would sit before the fire  the pretty daughter at hand, of course  and recite Ostler Joe and Over the Hills to the Poor-house, which last succeeded in moving us all to tears. Or he would sing sentimental songs with great feeling.

The particular daughter that the Professor fixed upon as most charming was my sister Amy, who with her usual proclivity for flirting was most agreeable to being courted by him. Only this disturbed my mother so much that she was after her early and late with instructions in regard to keeping her place. But this, for Amy, was a difficult thing to do. As she afterwards confessed to me, she and the Professor often met outside, and finally he begged her to run away with him. And while his curly hair and amazing whiskers were entrancing enough, she feared that he had a wife somewhere (by this time this had come to mean an obstacle to her) and she did not go.

But for my part I have never forgotten that he left me Hills Manual, and from that I absorbed a world of fascinating lore.


CHAPTER 20

BOARDERS OR no boarders, this effort of my mothers to keep this humble home and this fragment of a family together must have spelled complete defeat had it not been for an arrival and a source of aid which I shall now recount.

But before I do this, I wish to say that it was at this very impressionable period, and because of the various events I have narrated, that I became mentally colored or tinged with a sense of poverty and defeat and social ill-being in connection with our family that took me years and years, and then only in part, to overcome, and traces of which I still find darkly ensconced in certain corners of that subconscious which is a part of the deeper and more mysterious self of me. For years, even so late as my thirty-fifth or fortieth year, the approach of winter invariably filled me with an indefinable and highly oppressive dread, and that at periods when I needed not to be in dread of anything that winter and poverty, or the two of them together, could do to me. Similarly, any form of social distress  a wretched, down-at-heels neighborhood, a poor farm, an asylum, a jail, or an individual or group of individuals anywhere that seemed to be lacking in the means of subsistence or to be devoid of the normal comforts of life  was sufficient to set up in me thoughts and emotions which had a close kinship to actual and severe physical pain. At such times I felt not only an actual physical heart pain but a heavy, sinking sensation at the pit of my stomach, which all but unfitted me for any serious work I might have in hand. In sum, so immeasurably depressed was I by encounters with poverty or misery in any form anywhere that I was always feeling called upon to relieve it, to do something about it, the while my better judgment often told me there was little beyond the bare necessities  food, shelter, clothing  that one could offer to anyone without, in part at least, altering their very mental and physical texture.

I also early realized, in this connection, that where health and mentality go together, there is a positive joy in working, the while I also realized that nature handicaps people most damnably and then tosses them into the vortex of life to sink or swim. And this caused me to pity all such and to be inclined toward the belief that poverty and rags, while not always the symbols of social injustice, were nevertheless connected, in part, with economic maladjustment somewhere as well as social ignorance, though how anybody less than God himself was to arrange for the proper social equipment of every individual was beyond me. The creative forces that bring life to the surface spectacle which we behold are certainly to blame. Be that as it may, I still feel that I can clearly retrace to Sullivan and the last winter we spent there, the genesis of my awesome fear of winter and cold and want of good clothes and good food, which, spectre-wise, marched at my heels for years.

For it was during that last winter that my mother appeared to lose faith in this earnest and very decent adventure of hers and to sink back and down into a kind of dumb despair. The necessity of once more taking in washing  the local coal mine having shut down  and of running credit accounts at the stores, also of seeing her children carry coal and wood, and hearing them and herself denounced as trash by such neer-do-wells as the Thompsons and others, was sufficient, I take it, to depress anyone. Add to it the final problem of boarders who did not always stay and did not always pay, and you have a composite burden which must have been more than difficult for her to bear.

And yet I know now how valueless and, worse yet, ironic, at this time are mere compliments and filial pity, to say nothing of social and family respect, when extended to her, and especially in connection with the social and spiritual debt due her, by myself and the other members of her family at least. The courage, the charity, the affection, the complete subjection to the so-called social contract which must have been involved in her incentive! Add to all this the fact that for the first twenty years of their lives, all of her children appeared to be lacking in any trace of what might be called a social or constructive sense, that they mooned and dreamed and fiddled away their time, and you have a spectacle that must have frightened and made sad a woman of greater constructive force than was hers.

For, as I have indicated, she was never one who might have been called mentally incisive, nor had she ever had any of the advantages open at this day, educationally speaking, to the children of the very poorest. And already she had suffered enough blows and defeats and disasters to dissipate the fighting strength of even a stronger and more capable woman. And yet here she was, hidden away in this rag of a town, seeking to make a living for herself and her three younger children, to say nothing of some of the older ones as they appeared from time to time.

That final winter in Sullivan, though! The boarding and rooming venture finally failed  too large food portions, very likely, for the amount charged  and very soon she was refused credit (and that quite justly, I assume) at every grocery store. There was a period also at this time during which my father was out of work, though he stayed on in Terre Haute looking for something to do. And all of the older children were literally compelled to depart and seek work elsewhere, because there was nothing for them here. I recall a Christmas that passed with scarcely a toy worth mentioning (some little things sent by a sister from Chicago) and no candy or candles or any of the things which make the feast of the Christ-child worth while. I recall being sent to the distant mill to buy fifteen cents worth of cornmeal, because it was cheaper there and one got more of it. I recall cornmeal mush eaten without milk because we had none. I recall clothes so old and so made over and patched that they were a joke. Even the rent was long overdue, though we were allowed to stay on because she did the washing of the landlords family and hoped to pay eventually in that way, I presume.

And then, behold, a miracle! That eldest brother Paul, who after having been forbidden the shelter of the family roof in Terre Haute had disappeared and attempted to carve out a career for himself, returned, and that in the nick of time in so far as the affairs of his mother were concerned. His story is much too long to relate here; it belongs in a novel, which I shall never find the time to write. After leaving a local Catholic school for boys, in which, by the aid of a priest, he had been placed at the time of the blowup in my fathers affairs  so that he might study for the priesthood and so place himself in life  he had led a most checkered career. He had decamped from said school six or seven months after entering, and made his way on foot to that same Switz City in Indiana which was the terminal of the narrow-gauge railroad on which Jim Westfall worked, in search of a farmer friend (possibly a distant relative of mothers) in the hope that he would give him work. He found the farmer, but the work proved to be toil of the most back-breaking sort, and without reward save in food and shelter. He had to sleep in a haymow, and there was never a cent for clothes or entertainment in any form. (I am quoting from notes which he gave me a few weeks before his death.) The food was poor and he had to get up before daylight in order to do many chores before the real work of the day began. By night, he said, he was so weary that he could think of nothing save his hayloft, so that he might get sufficient rest to permit him to rise early and go through another such day.

So one night, when he was possessed of little more than rags and absolutely no money, he left, this time to walk to Indianapolis, sixty or seventy miles away, in the hope of enlisting aid from a Catholic priest who once had ministered in Terre Haute, and whom he knew. And this man proved to be a real Samaritan. He not only bought him a suit of clothes but gave him a room and meals in his parish house and some money wherewith to make a new attempt. But before that, what a sad journey for one so temperamental and inexperienced and emotional as was he at the time! Applying to one farmer for a meal on his way, a dog was set upon him. Applying to another at dusk for a nights lodging, he was ordered off at the point of a pitchfork, his wretched clothes giving him the appearance of a tramp, no doubt. For the most part he went hungry and slept in the open or under the shelter of some hay or straw stack. In Indianapolis he was picked up by the police as a vagrant, and only saved from a term on the rockpile by the appearance of the priest whose name he gave. (And this the future author of On the Banks of the Wabash.)

In Indianapolis, fortunately enough, once his appearance and mental attitude were thus repaired, he was able to connect himself with an itinerant cure-all company, a troupe or wagon caravan which traveled gypsy fashion from city to city or rather from small town to small town, and sold Hamlins Wizard Oil to the yokels. By this time he had discovered that he could sing and play in a rather amusing fashion; that is, he could accompany himself on an organ or piano; and it was this skill that brought him the opportunity to join this troupe.

And so he journeyed with this aggregation over Ohio, Indiana and Illinois, gradually winning for himself a better position. For he soon found that he could also write the type of comic song that the yokels loved to hear. Also that with the aid of a burnt cork make-up, he could positively convulse his auditors. This earned him some fame as a minstrel, so much, indeed, that the manager raised his salary and bound him by contract for three years. At the end of that time, though, he accepted a flattering offer from one of the best minstrel companies of that day, starting in Cincinnati as a blackface monologist, interlocutor and end man. And now, after several years of this  and with a definite measure of popularity attending him  he appeared in Sullivan, and at the very time when his mothers affairs were at the lowest ebb.

But why, I once asked him? His reply was that for four years before this he had been dogged by a desire to see her; he had been haunted by the feeling that all was not well with her. So at last finding himself within reasonable distance of Terre Haute, he had gone there, only to find that she had removed to Sullivan, for which place he boarded the first train he could get.


CHAPTER 21

WHEN I think of my brother Paul, I often think of Grays thought in regard to unknown Miltons and Cæsars walking obscure ways in obscure places. For here was one of those great Falstaffian souls who, for lack of a little iron or sodium or carbon dioxide in his chemical compost, was not able to bestride the world like a Colossus. (And how narrowly many others miss infinitely better fates than are actually theirs! ) I can think of him now, with his large range of sympathies and interests, as easily condensed or elaborated into a Henry VIII, say, or an Omar (of the Caliphate) or a shrewd Saladin or a Leo X. A little more selfishness, a little more iron or lecithin, maybe: as it was, with these missing, he could only sing, jest and grow fat.

Even at this time, this strolling minstrel  who already at twenty-four had acquired a rotundity or girth that was good to look upon  had achieved the distinction of having had issued The Paul Dresser Songster, a slim, gaudy pamphlet containing comic songs supposed to have been original with him and which he sold on royalty to such members of his audience as cared to buy. (Note the change of the name Dreiser to Dresser. He thought this more pronounceable and suitable to his stage life.)

And now, cap-a-pie as to clothes  fur coat and silk hat  he arrived in our depleted home. I shall never forget the excitement his visit created. As I have said, our fortunes were at their lowest ebb, my mother at her wits end. Al, Janet and Eleanor had gone to Chicago to seek work; Ruth and Amy had returned to Terre Haute to seek employment. This left my mother and us three youngest alone and waiting aimlessly for something to turn up. It was a cold, snowy day in February. Late in the afternoon there was a knock at the door, and there, to mothers amazement, stood her lost and presumably erring son. As she said afterwards, she scarcely recognized him; he had grown so much stouter and no doubt the fur coat and silk hat confused her. But the uncertainty was not for long, and then came embraces and tears, the while we children stood about and listened to tales of his success in the great world without, and then within the hour witnessed a most palatable change for all of us. For at once, of course, he relieved mother of her most pressing wants with ready cash, and thereafter so long as he was able, sent her money every week. In fact, for a period of ten years thereafter, or until her death in 1890, he never failed in this.

Only to me, the arrival of this brother was the same as the arrival of a total stranger  or nearly so  and yet, fascinatingly enough, a stranger who was more like a fairy godfather or the well known accidental Santa Claus. As I have said before, he was like the sun, or a warm, cheering fire. He beamed upon us all, and when he left (as he did, after only a few hours, but promising faithfully to return soon), he gave Ed and me copies of The Paul Dresser Songster, with his picture on the cover just above the price (ten cents)! It contained all sorts of comic and sentimental jingles and underneath each was printed: Copyright Willis, Woodward & Company, New York, N. Y. (And so he was connected with that big city, too!) And he spoke of a lot of his old but still good clothes which mother might make into suits for Ed and myself. And a week after he left, a box arrived, containing these clothes as well as a dress and slippers for mother and many groceries  a development or phase of prosperity which left me fairly agape. Later came new shoes and hats for each of us and a complete outfit for Trina, who was to make her first communion at the small Catholic Church. The labor of washing and ironing and taking care of boarders and roomers which had so harassed my mother for these several years was given over, never again to be resumed by her in this world, thanks be, and I trust in no other. Her heavy gloom was replaced by a normal optimism and sunny geniality, for given the least aid, she emanated rays of humor and hope.

Perhaps the conception of a fate or fortune in the affairs of men  an interfering hand that beyond our understanding or willing makes or mars our inconceivably petty lives  was at this time born in me. At any rate, this change from a gnawing, driving misery to the ease and relief that comes with a little money, was sufficient to burn itself forever in my memory, and there it remains to-day. My mothers tears of relief! Her sons loving, helpful arms! Truly, I think it is better to give than to receive!

And truly, I think there is nothing in life more wonderful than the tang of new experiences in childhood. The world is all so strange, so mysterious and full of promise. Our soul, or essence, whatever its previous state or lack of one, appears to come fresh from an entirely different realm, intensely avid and curious as to this one. And the impressionable slate or wax it brings is so clean, so unmarred. On it may be written anything, and so forcefully and enduringly. And youth does not crave the truth, only its dreams and illusions  which is well enough. For what a dreary world it would be if it did! Youth prefers and seeks mostly the vague, expansive, uncertain imaginings which crowd its mind, always so much more wonderful than reality itself.

And now, following Pauls departure, a new element or personality was injected into our lives, a woman whose relationship to Paul was probably one of the motivating causes for our removal to Evansville the following spring or summer. This Annie Brace (alias Sallie Walker) was, if I must confess it, the keeper or owner of a very successful, even imposing, house of ill repute in Evansville  a madam, no less  but still young and very beautiful, as I came to see for myself. Somewhere she had encountered Paul and becoming enamored of him, was seeking at this time to join her life with his, and did, as it later appeared, for a time. Having heard from Paul, no doubt, as to his mother and her whereabouts and condition, she now hastened to make social and affectional capital with both him and his mother by coming to see her. As I recall her now (for I was always about and watching), she was a handsome woman of perhaps twenty-seven or eight  which seemed very old to me at the time  very dark as to hair and eyes and rounded and graceful as to figure, and with, as it seemed to me at the time, an exotic taste for black. The assumption, on my part at least, was that she was in mourning. But those clear, incisive, black eyes, and the exaggerated whiteness of her face and hands! I recall her sitting in our front room and beaming warmly on my mother, the mother of her lover. It was a brief visit between trains. Say that at best she spent an hour with us, but thereafter came boxes of groceries and baskets of fruit and packages of cloth, together with a number of cast-off and rather remarkable garments, the source and exact ( H4 ) use of which were not discovered by my mother for some time, if ever.

And then, the following spring or summer, the actual removal of our family, or very fragmentary portion of a family, to Evansville, traceable, no doubt, to the kindly, if self-interested, desire of this Annie Brace to win or maintain an affectional control over Paul while he was so keen to do something for his mother. Whether he saw through this, or seeing felt it to be satisfactory, I do not know. Certain it is that he fell in with the proposal, first made by her to mother and later to him, and which in the course of a few months she engineered to a successful conclusion. First there was an extended visit  four or five days  on the part of Paul to our home in Sullivan, and then, in late May or early June, we left for Evansville.

In connection with this particular removal, though, are some facts which relate to the hodgepodge which life makes of what we are pleased to term morality and immorality, and of this I now prefer to speak. For although this particular change was effected as much as abetted by perhaps the reigning courtesan of her region, working through the always vulnerable emotions of my very good brother, still at the time the change was brought about, my mother knew no more of Annie Brace than she knew of anything else in connection with her eldest sons immediate past. And whether or not she knew, it is my conviction that it would have made no least difference in her opinion of his right to his particular interests or affairs. For and although concerned always with the necessity and duty of keeping step with the social and economic standards of whatsoever community she was a part  herself working most and hardest to maintain them  still where her grown children were concerned, she was never one to pry into their affairs. In their youth it was that she had had her say, but never to the extent of demanding interest in or respect for the hard and fast conventions of narrowminded or socially biased persons. Human beings, as she often indicated in many ways, had trouble enough in maintaining themselves without being harried further by finicky and non-understanding social opinion or social notions. Knowing much, and this by direct experience, of the driving passions and weaknesses that affect us all, she was far too generous and innately understanding to criticize much. Rather, if her own or the children of others erred, it was because, as she usually insisted, of many things, most of which they could not help or forfend against, and it was her emotional fate as well as spiritual duty to continue to love them. She might quarrel and sigh, and even cry, but in the end they were her children and she bowed to the instinct that drew her to them.

But how intense was my own elation at the thought of change and seeing more of the world! Sullivan had been satisfactory enough at one time and another, though we had seen some grim hours there, but oh, to be up and away! I remember the packing, the seeing about boxes and a drayman to transport our few belongings to the freight office. And then at last the great day! I recall looking at the tall, scarred, eagle tree in the field and thinking that I should miss it. Also there was the problem of the future of our two dogs, Hound and Rover, which troubled me not a little, for it was finally decided that they were to be abandoned to a roving fate, because, forsooth, we lacked leather straps and collars wherewith to control them en route or the money to have them expressed. (These were trifling matters, I presume, which could not be brought to the attention of our successful brother.) At best, they were used to poverty and want and probably fared just as well without us. I hope so.

I recall the long, slow junketing of a five oclock local train from Sullivan to Evansville, and of passing ten or twelve small villages, most of them less important even than Sullivan. One, Princeton, a resort of sorts, impressed me as being exceedingly alive and flourishing, with carriages to meet people at the trains and bright store windows seen through the trees. And with Vincennes came memories of Sue Bellette and the fire-house and Tinby. And at one other station, Paxton, came the vision of a certain family there whom we chanced to know. A wonderful ride!

But transcending all this by far was the novelty of entering a city of so considerable a size as Evansville. So slow was this train that it was nearly ten oclock before we finally reached our destination, and by then I had grown too sleepy to realize much of what was going on about me. But at sight and sound of numerous engines and engine bells and the clattering of cars  all part of a big yard we were entering  as well as the sight of gas lamps flaring in the night, I sat up and took a renewed interest in life. Came a Union Station, capacious and lively, the terminal point of several roads, and here, with a crowd of others, we were ordered to get off. And then the wonder of a city night scene! Those poor scum back in Sullivan, I thought! What could they know of a place like this? A city! And such a city! And they had dared to look down on us!

If only they could see us now, gloriously entering this city, a city such as they might never have the privilege of entering!

We were not allowed to wander about, though, or meditate too much in this fashion, for there at the train was this amazing brother and son, who now led us through a glowing waiting-room to the street (East Main Street), where were, as it seemed to me at the time, great crowds and countless lights and vehicles and street cars and brightly-lighted shops. True, the street cars were small, drawn by one lone mule and in charge of one man as conductor and driver, but what would you? They had bright-colored bits of glass at the top near the roof and bright brass handles. Even now I can see myself hanging onto the hand or skirt of my distrait and pestered mother (who was, no doubt, as wide-eyed and wondering as ourselves), as led by Paul we boarded one of the cars labeled Salt Wells and rode off to unravel the mysteries of our new home.

Neither my mother nor any of us had been given the slightest inkling as to what our new home was to be like. Imagine, then, our surprise and delight when after some piloting along a dark street we came upon a small one-and-a-half story brick cottage, set in a neatly-fenced big yard, with a barn and chicken run at the back! And flowers in the foreground! About the house and yard also a wide, grass-covered common which stretched unobstructed to a distant wood on one side and a far-off railroad yard on another, for we were at the edge of the city. South and westward was the city, the sky glowing with its lights. And entering, we beheld a completely-furnished home. No shabby makeshifts and leavings here, as at Sullivan. Instead, in the dining-room a shining new table with a complete set of chairs, and in the parlor, not only parlor furniture but a piano! Carpets on the floors, new carpets, and in the kitchen a shining cookstove, with dishes and an ample array of cooking utensils!

Quite like one who has seen a fairy wave her wand and work a miracle, stood my mother, looking at it all from first one doorway and then another. And behind her, patting her shoulder, because she was crying, my brother Paul. Blessed are the merciful, for, verily, they have their reward! Paul, the good son, the loving brother: write his name high among those who have wrought for affections sake. Jailbird, writer of pointless ballads, singer of trivial songs  even so, write his name large as one who loved his fellowmen!

In the midst of these wonders  almost a surfeit of them  we went to bed, and next morning arose to new glories. I shall never forget the intense delight I felt in stepping out onto the lawn of our backyard and over the low fence to view the city, the great common, the new life. And bright and early came Paul again, to suggest and direct. To Ed and myself he brought a ball and bat; to Trina some gewgaw of some kind. To the piano also he went and played some of his latest compositions, folderol comic songs, but how wonderful to us! So the new hours began to slip by and Sullivan to sink into the dim and misty past, never to rise or obtrude itself again.


CHAPTER 22

THOSE FIRST days in Evansville! Looking back on it now, it seems a kind of dream city  made so, of course, by my very fervid and youthful imagination. A marvelous river, a sylvan creek, trees, birds, flowers, open common, spires, towers, sunlight and moonlight; indeed, a perfect swirl of youth and life in which everything moves as in a dream, sentient and delightful.

It was a splendid thing, in a city of this size, to live in the last house, or almost the last house, of a region not inconvenient to the city heart and yet blessed with all of the idyllic charm of the country. It was so remote and quiet and rural and yet so convenient to everything. Inside its brown picket fence in the centre of the great common of grass, it possessed congruity and charm. (Returning years later, I found the common all built in and this little house crowded tenementwise without yard or tree into a close row of commonplace cottages.) A good brick walk with which East Franklin Street was paved led out to it. Gas-lamps and water-plugs were near at hand. The mail-carrier, the milkman, the newspaper boy, and now and then a peripatetic policeman, were to he seen, the latter only accidentally and peradventure. Why should a policeman waste his time wandering about pleasant, grass-grown suburbs when he could idle much more comfortably in a saloon?

About half or three-quarters of a mile to the south of us were the tracks and switching yards of a railroad that ran from Evansville to Louisville, and on which later my brother Al worked for a little while as butcher or train-boy, selling candies and magazines. Between our house and that road was level grass, starred with white clover and a few fine, broad-branched trees. And to the east also was grass, with a house or two farther out. And beyond it all at one point an immense red brick pottery, with a number of kraal-like kilns of great size showing over a low wall of brick. And to the north was open common, with a pond here and there. And beyond, nothing but grass and well-favored trees, until one came to the muddy Pigeon Creek, a tributary of the Ohio, where were the Devils Elbow and the Yellow Banks  swimming holes  and pockets on either side of dam and falls where bass and perch and other fish were to be had in great quantities. To the west was the city proper, a straggling, sprawling affair, with the east end of Main Street trailing to within two or three blocks of our door, and Blounts Plough Works, with giant hammers beating steel bars into ploughshares and belching flame and smoke, often by night as well as day.

And then, to the extreme west of the city, and bounding it, was the wide-surfaced, yellow-bodied Ohio River, rolling its enormous flood from the Alleghenies and the States of Ohio and Kentucky and Indiana into the Mississippi at Cairo. Never shall I forget the first day I beheld it, from the end of Main Street, which debouched upon an enormous sloping levee, paved with great grey cobblestones and stocked with enormous piles of cotton in bales, groceries and hardware in boxes, and watermelons and other fruits and vegetables in piles or crated, boxed, bagged or barreled. Among these were little artificial streets or lanes, along which traveled constantly scores of small mule-drawn drays driven by Negroes in sleeveless cotton undershirts and belted trousers gripped tightly about the hips. At the foot of the levee, where it met the water, were long, brown wharves or floating docks, anchored lengthwise of the shore, and lashed to those again, a number of the old-time, stern wheel river steamers, with their black double stacks, double and treble decks, gilt and red or blue or green decorations, and piles of freight being taken on or unloaded. It was the first active river scene I had ever beheld, except for pictures in our school geography.

And so, the glory of that first summer! The sense of newness, strangeness, mysteries to be explored, together with freedom and content with life! White clouds in the sky, trees, grass, a river and creek, journeys to far, mysterious parts of the city! Life went around in a circle of delicious and yet vain imaginings. And what a splendid company of playfellows we found here! At last Ed was in his glory, relieved, I am sure, and for the first time in his life, of my dreamy and all too meditative temperament and now able to pick and choose his own companions.

I have not described this brother, but I will do so now. He was the soul of physical activity. I see him now, in short trousers, a blousy kind of shirtwaist buttoned to his trousers, a round brown hat or cap pulled well down to his ears, solid buttoned shoes, brown or black stockings. A most formidable youth and one fast developing more courage and hail-fellow-well-met air than I could ever boast. From the very beginning he proved himself an adept at all sports: baseball, football, shinny, skating, swimming, marbles, tops, anything you please. Indeed for a time he became a marble and top champion, backing his field victories with the ability to fight, and piling up cans of marbles and tops until in one of our understairs closets was a kind of treasure trove composed of the fruits of his victories. In so far as I was concerned, he was ever the most generous of playmates, sharing with me half of all that he won, because, forsooth, I never won anything at all. I was more for books and pictures, the visible scene about me, and all the wonders of life and work.

I have often wondered in these later years why Ed found me so desirable a companion, or, for that matter, I him. In any scheme he undertook, he invariably included me, and only after persistent refusals on my part did he take up with others. And together we soon managed to make a number of friends and be hail-fellow-well-met with all types and conditions. For one reason, our home condition was now respectable, even seemingly prosperous; for another, we wore good clothes, at least as good as the average, and were not deprived of most of the necessities  though I cannot say luxuries  which go to make youth delightful. Paul being interested in baseball (already the reigning sport of America) and liking to knock a few flies himself so long as he had someone to fag for him, was quick to add to Eds collection a $1.50 National League baseball and not one but several bats. Persuaded by our pleas, he also bought us baseball caps and shoes and once (Paul having furnished the money) mother made us baseball suits out of some amazing material of our own selection, across the breast of which was lettered in white tape: Evansville Reds. The suits  I rise to remark as an afterthought  were a dark, rich maroon, to be worn only with white stockings and brown shoes  an artistic evocation of our own bursting brains.

The boys hereabouts were numerous and of genial character.

I remember, for instance, big Bill Snyder, who though only fourteen or fifteen was as tall as a beanpole and as slender, a veritable vine of a boy. He had an unconsciously comic face, long and thin and wide of mouth and long of nose and more or less vacant of eye, and wore, as a rule, a small round peaked hat which gave him the look of a clown. More, he was very near-sighted and wore thick glasses, which magnified his eyeballs into stary orbs. Whenever Bill lost his glasses, he had to get down on his hands and knees and feel about, his nose not more than an inch from the ground. His legs were so long that they bowed like the blade of a jackknife as he walked, and his arms, as he ran bases, had the appearance of flails or loose boards attached to his body. But what a genial idler! He loved to loaf in the sun or in the shade of our barn and play mumbly-peg or talk of what he intended to do in the future or read The Family Story Paper or Brave and Bold.

There was another lad, Stub Peters, who was the foremost figure in another gang of a much less polite character than ours which flourished in a section of the city we rarely visited: the region beyond those tracks which could be seen from our house. He loved to visit our gang, perhaps because he thought we were of a superior world and that his talents entitled him to our companionship. I can see him now, undersized, stocky and well built, in coat and trousers of ancient vintage and great size, evidently once his fathers, since the trousers had been cut off at the bottom to make them fit. His shirt was of rough blue gingham, well-worn and faded and dirty, and his legs and body were always innocent of underwear, shoes or stockings. He was, in the main, a blowsy little scut, brown and unwashed, a hard swearer and fighter, but friendly enough when he wished to be, yet always with a suggestion of something subtle and traitorous about him. He was at once too oily and too agreeable, unless irritated, whereupon, and all too suddenly, he could become vicious and cruel. A peculiarity about him was that when it came to the more serious discussions of things, pleasant round-robin arguments with all of us lying on the grass, he would get up and leave. He obviously preferred a more active form of existence. None of us ever looked into his neighborhood or his family connections and knew nothing about him except that like some stray pigeon he came to our part of the town to play.

There was still another, one out of perhaps twenty all told, who had a genuine fascination for me, even though in my heart I secretly condemned him. He was a curious compound, half good and half bad, that at that time I was in nowise capable of understanding. His father was a combination or mixture of horse-doctor, horse-trader and horse-thief, half gypsy and half Negro or Indian, using as his card of introduction: Truckees Celebrated Poison Ivy Liniment, Good for Man and Beast, with which and an old tumble-down vehicle attached to a most astonishing and uncertain animal which he assured all and sundry was a horse, he traveled about the countryside, buying and selling and trading; and while he was about this business, seeking to steal anything he could  a horse, a dog, a cat, a bird, a chair, even fruit and vegetables and meat. I say this after due thought, for not only were strange or stray animals tethered about his place but it was commonly known in the neighborhood that the Truckees rarely bought anything from any store.

I wish you might have seen Old Man Truckee, as we always called him. He was so small and wiry and birdlike and withal so misshapen and ill-clothed and dirty that you would have said he was a suitable companion for the poorest and boniest of his steeds. His eyes were like those of a ferret, beady, darting and suspicious, and his hands were veritable claws, with long, bony fingers and long, dirty nails. He was by no means opposed to companionship with or inquiry from anyone; instead, he seemed to like to talk in the most friendly way, letting us boys gather round him while he worked at currying or doctoring his execrable horses. One of his sources of income was the selling of the carcasses of dead animals to a soap factory. Another was the pickling and selling of the hides to a tannery. I think he also did away with dogs and cats and other small animals for their pelts, for ever and anon we would see the skins of animals hanging on a line in his yard.

The Truckee household itself was a nondescript affair, such as an Indian or Negro or gypsy half-breed might sling together. It lay a little to the east of us, a house not unakin in quality to the bony, limping, spavined, blind-eyed horses which its master kept about him. A lean-to of poorly-planed boards had been added to an original single living room or kitchen, and back of that was a workroom patched together out of scraps of wood and rusty strips of tin or flattened cans. There was a shed or stable at the back, made out of the same materials, in which he maintained his tatterdemalion laboratory for the concoction of his famous liniment, and in the tin-can barn or tethered out on the common to eat the grass were his spavined horses. Harry, the son, in a burst of confidence, once informed me that his father had a method of making a horse, any old horse, look as good as new for a little while  by the use of a drug of some kind, I assume. But drugs or no drugs, dirt or no dirt, these Truckees appeared to want for nothing essential to their happiness. They fished in the Ohio, returning with great baskets of fish which they sold; and they had an organ on which Mrs. Truckee (a creature not unlike her husband) played, and they laughed and talked and jested betimes with whomsoever would have to do with them.

There are still others who linger in my mind. Arthur Eisenfelt, a Jew, and Sydney Grant, the son of a drunken Civil War veteran who was a lather and plasterer by trade. Eisenfelt was a smug, round, pleasant and yet reticent fellow who lived a block or two west of us and who liked to play ball and other games well enough to come out and join the common crowd. Sydney Grant, by contrast, was pale and lethargic, a youth of not much spirit, always suggesting a wax candle to me. His father, a drunkard and neer-do-well, always treated his son wretchedly, beating him on occasion when things did not go to suit him. When work was plentiful, he used Sydney as an assistant and I recall seeing this boy making off in the early morning to some distant part of the city, a pair of small mortar boards, trowels, hammers and the like in a white canvas bag thrown over his shoulder. Old Grant and his son cooked their own meals and did their own housekeeping, in two rooms of a miserable tenement nearby, the wife and mother having died years before. A shabby place it was they lived in; a bare, carpetless, furniture-less affair. I remember seeing Sydney one day in a snivelling state of despair because his father was drunk and he feared he would be beaten. He was thinking of running away, he said, but he was a poor, spiritless fellow, and instead of running away he rubbed his eyes with his coatsleeves and worked on.

When I think of him and so many others like him that I have known in the past, I wish it were true, as the religionists would have us believe, that there was someone to whom man in his misery might turn for succor or at least a kindly word; some definite universal heart of whom the declaration Come unto me, all ye that are weary and heavy-laden, and I will give you rest, were true. If only there were some God whose sanctuary were in a church, or many churches! Yet only in the vagrom heart of man is this dream realized for himself by groundless faith apparently. If we as individuals do not wish it to be true, do not make it true by our thoughts and deeds, then it is not true. If you wish a loving God to exist and have mercy, be Him! There is no other way.

But these new boys were, in the main, so good-natured and agreeable, a fun-loving and essentially democratic crew. They were always about with a proposal for a game of some kind. The matter of girls was as yet  in quite all of us, I think  a dormant instinct, or at least a sealed mystery. Certainly girls, to me at least, were no more at that time than boys, if as much, just another type of creature but not suitable for athletic games. At about this time, too, I was beginning to read, in an idle, indiscriminate way, an odd mixture of books which I found in the loft of our new house. These comprised such works as Grays Elegy, The Deserted Village,

The Traveler,

Wanda, by Ouida, and Lyttons Ernest Maltravers. And how I did enjoy them! It may seem strange, but it was as if I had met up with things I had long known and loved and understood. I did not know all of the words and did not trouble to look them up, yet I am sure that I gathered the import of most of that which I read. I can neither understand nor explain it, seeing that I was but between ten and eleven years of age. Yet so it was.

And at the very same time, if you will believe it, I began to read with interest The Family Story Paper, The Fireside Companion and The New York Weekly, all romantic periodicals which flourished at that time and sample copies of which were thrown over our fence almost weekly. Finding one lying on our front lawn one day, I picked it up and began reading one of those dramatic introductions by which the reader is lured to continue in our next. Forthwith I was lost. I just had to see what became of the poor but beautiful working-girl who was seized by thugs on her way to work and driven, gagged and blindfolded, to a wretched shanty far out on the Hackensack meadows, where she was confronted by her lustful and immoral pursuer. Having from either my mother or Paul extracted the required nickels, I proceeded every Friday or Saturday to the nearest news-stand to purchase, as might a drug addict, this latest delight.

But along with these also I was introduced, by some of the youths who gathered in the shade of our barn, to Diamond Dick,

Brave and Bold,

Pluck and Luck,

Work and Win and those other predecessors of the later Nick Carters,

Frank Merriwells, etc  It was a colorful world which they presented, impossible from a practical point of view and yet suggesting that freedom of action which we so often experience in dreams. How often at that time I trotted over the plains of Africa or Australia or Asia with these famous boy heroes whose names I have long since forgotten, but who possessed some practical device or other  iron horse or buggy or man, and bullet or arrow-proof jacket and suits even  in which one could travel in safety, if not peace, and, at the same time, defy and destroy all manner of savages and wild animals, and so with impunity invade the wildest, the most dangerous and therefore the most fascinating regions! At times, in short, I became so excited over the wonder of the life pictured that I would become intensely dissatisfied with the life I was living and was all for running away and finding a device of my own  a horse, a covered wagon, a bicycle, anything  and so seeing the world. But always practical considerations arose and interfered  money for one thing; parting from mother, Ed and others of the family. So instead I went along tamely enough, to school and church, and contented myself with baseball or fishing or reading of the deeds and adventures of newer and even grander heroes.


CHAPTER 23

AT FIRST we were alone  my mother, Trina, Ed and myself  but soon (and at my mothers behest, I am sure), Trina wrote to the others and they began to flock to us. Although my mother always protested that she did not care to be followed by all of her children wherever she went, still I noticed that they were made welcome enough and for the most part remained, for a time anyhow.

Al was the first to appear, coming from Chicago, getting work in a chair factory and remaining with us. And after him came Ruth and Amy, together with my father, from Terre Haute to visit for the entire summer and longer. Also from heaven knows where (Mexico, I think,) came Rome. And after him, Janet and Eleanor from Chicago. After the first three months, the house was always peopled by at least one and sometimes three or four of these elders who had not been included in the original pilgrimage. What my brother Paul and his lady sponsor thought of it all I am not able to say. But to me they brought a refreshing aroma of adventure and they made a comfortable home scene. And certainly, in so far as I sensed things at that time, there was little that was not pleasant and even delightful about our home life.

Would that I could say as much for our compulsory church and school life, here once more entered upon! For my father, the moment he appeared on the scene, and with his usual zeal for the welfare of our souls, sought out the nearest German Catholic Church and forthwith enrolled the entire family as communicants. Think of a man who had already made a botch of his life, a man whose theories of prevailing justice and reward had been gainsaid and battered by every form of accident and circumstance, being so deeply concerned over the immortality of not only his own soul but the souls of others! The business of adjusting us to the church must certainly have followed some explanation on the part of someone  either my mother or Paul  as to how we were managing to subsist here. That should not have been very difficult, however, since obviously Paul was enjoying comparative affluence. (Because of Annie Brace he had deserted the minstrel troupe and accepted the position of star comedian at the Apollo Theatre in Evansville, a vaudeville or burlesque house which maintained a small stock company, supplemented at times by such comedians as Paul and the minor troupe which he trained and controlled.) And this evidence of prosperity must have had a soothing influence on my father, for weary he must have been of his own lacks and labors, and Paul, no doubt, was now seen in a different light from that of the jailbird who had been forbidden our wretched home in Terre Haute. Since he had chosen to return and help his mother in this lavish way, what could one say? Christianity, apparently, dictated that he be forgiven under such circumstances, and so there you are, he was forgiven! We were all smiled upon as being part of a better state, whether actually, in a moral sense, we were or not.

That my mother, even at this time, knew that my brothers inamorata was the mistress of a house of prostitution I do not believe. I do know that she knew she was Pauls mistress or at least related to him in some intimate way, for when she visited us in Sullivan she had confessed her passion for him. Many years later, Paul himself, in a panegyric relative to Annie Brace and her virtues, told me that it was she who had rented and furnished the cottage, though it was he who maintained it. It was her idea that his mother need not know of her profession, since she would be dwelling in a different and remote part of the city and would keep aloof.

At any rate, here was my father concerned with the moral welfare of his family, and in the fall Trina, Ed and myself placed in the German parochial school connected with Holy Trinity, or Heilige Dreifaltigkeit Kirche, a church whose spire could be seen from our house. Often I have heard the Angelus tolled by its bells, coming to me across the level grass where I played, from the distant city beyond. Evansville, as we soon discovered, was, in the main, a German city, and there were at least three very large and prosperous German Catholic churches with their attendant parochial schools, every one of which was crowded with German American Catholic children. In these one heard only German sermons and only German was taught in the schools. My father, being heartily Teutonic in his notions and ideals, approved of this, and my mother was still sufficiently under his mental direction to be unable to withstand his will in the matter, though I am fairly well satisfied that she was even more than ever then dubious of the value of this faith in educational system.

The church was well enough in its way, as Catholic churches go. Of red brick, with stone trimmings, its pointed spire rose high above the surrounding buildings. Three priests  one rector and two assistants  administered its parochial needs. In spite of a certain gaudy artificiality as to decorations and a hacklike reproduction of various ancient altar-pieces, ceilings and the like, it was still impressive because of the height of its ceiling, the depth of its recesses, and the heavily-fluted character of its tall columns. A showy and yet impressive (because large) altar filled the apse, and there was a large and sonorous pipe organ which filled the west gallery or organ-loft.

I recall now, with considerable satisfaction, being permitted, once I was a member of the school, to pump this organ (there were no electrical attachments in those days) on Sundays or weekdays, for behind the organ one was not visible to either priest or teacher or nun and one could whisper and laugh and play about and at the same time escape the routine of mass responses, genuflections, prayers and the like. Wonderful! For by then I was so weary of these things that the mere thought of them was torturing. Yet at the elevation of the Host, so cowed was I by dogma that I invariably knelt, even behind the organ, not because I felt it to be so sacred or spiritual a moment but because of the fear that if I did not I might die in the act of committing a mortal sin and so be consigned to eternal fire. Fear, not spiritual understanding or reverence, compelled me.

If the church was dignified, interesting or impressive, the school was as poor a shift for an institution of that kind as I have ever seen. Why should deficient, non-standardized private schools be permitted, anyhow, I would like to know? Hasnt the world had enough of unsubstantiated dogma by now? Why permit an unwitting child to be dosed with all of the impossible vagaries of religious and social folderol when there are masses of exact data at hand?

This school adjoined the church and was a sizeable affair of eight rooms, one-half of them devoted to boys and the other to girls. It was presided over, as to the boys, by the very hochwurdig Professor Ludwig von Valkenburg, one of the most amazing and individual educators it has been my privilege to know. I cannot, unfortunately, speak of him as an advantage, but as a bit of color he was wonderful. Imagine a young man, whiskered like Michaelangelos Moses, and a Vulcan for size and energy, functioning here as principal of this school and devoting all of his time to those pupils who were too old, too unruly or too advanced in their studies (the latter very rarely) to be taught by the nuns. A most formidable man, Brobdingnagian, archaic, Norse. I never knew one with a more dreadful frown or a more seemingly difficult smile. But his position must have been very trying, for he was at once schoolmaster, principal, organist (at which last he was considered exceptional) and general factotum where most of the church functions were concerned  communion, confirmation, graduating exercises, picnics and the like  and this under the direction of a most irritable and domineering pastor, the Reverend Anton Dudenhausen by name. Stout, pompous, aggressive, this priest had the presence and solidity of a ferocious bull. The mere sight of him terrified me, so much so that when he was anywhere near, in the schoolroom, on the street, on the playground, I lost all self-possession and stood agape, wondering what terror, punishment or deprivation might not be in preparation.

Picture a room, possibly twenty by thirty feet, crowded with boys of from ten to fourteen years of age (sons of workingmen or small shopkeepers for the most part), whose one aim in life seemed to be to get through their days and classes in the most shiftless or shifty manner and so get out at four oclock to play, fight, loaf, or do anything that their very idle fancies might suggest. No curriculum worthy of the name. A mixed gibberish of minor arithmetic, beginners grammar, reading, Bible history, spelling, catechism, and then at about twelve years of age most of these spiritually afflicted underlings turned out to begin the work of making a living and planning their careers! Think of it! And that goes on to this day!

This school taught nothing of the history of the United States, nothing concerning geography, algebra, geometry, zoology, botany, nor indeed any of the sciences or arts, the rudiments of which are frequently of so much interest to children. The main thing was to get them through the three Rs and out into some humdrum workshop full-fledged and solidly-believing Catholics. To this end the school was opened and closed with prayers. Even now I can hear the anticipatory clatter of books and feet as we prepared to recite our prayers in double-quick time and so escape to the open air and play. We were always supposed to go to early mass before entering school, and twice failing so to do resulted in a visit on the part of the Herr Professor or the priest to the father or mother of the delinquent. And after that, if the boy was at fault and the parents consented, or did not consent, a good, sound beating. Beginning in January or February of each year, regardless of anything save age (ignorance, dullness, antipathy not considered), all those from any grade who were nearing the twelfth year were assembled every morning at eleven to receive, under the personal direction of the Very Reverend Anton Dudenhausen, instructions in the history, ritual and spiritual foundation of the Catholic Church, in order that they might be properly confessed and absolved and admitted to their first holy communion with the Holy Roman Catholic Church on a certain day in May.

Above all things, I desire not to be unfair to an organization that may have a reasonable, or even an unreasonable, foundation in the inalienable emotions of unthinking men, but making every allowance, I can think of nothing more stupid than the system which prevailed here and which must have affected quite definitely the lives of at least several thousand who passed in and out of this school in the course of a score of years.


CHAPTER 24

I SHALL NEVER forget the prolonged and desperate struggle my brother Ed made to be excluded from the grip of this schools disturbing curriculum. On the first Monday in September, when with heavy heart and desperate forebodings of evil, I set forth on this very sad adventure, Ed firmly refused to budge. Having played free and loose all summer and for several years before, he now refused to be thus tamely bridled and led like a broken horse to dreary labor. And because my father had returned to Terre Haute and my mother was too lax to exercise his stern force, such scenes as now followed were possible. Also Ed had much more than what might be called a will of his own; he could be as stubborn and unreasoning as a mule.

For the first few days, therefore, my mother coaxed and thereafter frowned, threatened, offered interesting rewards of money or future pleasures, but all to no avail. Then Trina and myself were induced, for the sake of Eds future intellectual career, to bring home glowing reports of how nice it was in school. And in spite of a severe depression of spirit which had fallen on me at sight of all I have described, I lied manfully. (May Heaven forgive me!) But Ed merely eyed me as one who had turned traitor and gone over to the enemy. Then there was talk of sending for the priest or the teacher or both. But even this did not frighten him. He merely stuck out a contentious underlip and remained obdurate. In despair, Amy, of whom he was very fond, volunteered to go to school with him and even sit with him. No, he would not go. Finally, one of the parish priests  a Father Liverman, a mild, gentle, little man who seemed to be called upon to settle odd jobs of this kind  came to the house and talked to him, and in such a soothing way that he even intrigued me a little. This softened Ed somewhat, but he would not agree to go. Then one morning, finding himself quite alone in the neighborhood with no one to play with, he was induced to go as far as the school building and look at it, Amy, Trina, Al and myself accompanying him and all working en route to make him see how essential and agreeable and interesting it was. But I know he looked upon us as traitors or at least as Greeks bearing evil gifts.

Once in sight of the school, however, he was seized with renewed qualms of horror and refused to budge. But having brought him thus far with great difficulty, it was now our turn. We refused to permit him to retire. A struggle ensued, a physical one, and this on one of the main highways of the city. There were yells, kicks, moans; strangers were moved to pause and see the fight. But the four of us finally managed to get him as far as the school gate, whereupon he yelled so loudly that the Herr Professor von Valkenburg, no less, hearing him and wondering what new human catastrophe was upon the region, came out and seizing him about the waist, attempted to carry him in. But Ed, by some caution of the imagination having laid hold of several fence pickets, was not to be torn loose without all but tearing the fence away, all the while screaming so loudly that Amy feared he was being injured by von Valkenburg and suddenly decided that it might be as well to rescue him from this dire monster. In consequence she now began to push and strike the Herr Professor, demanding that he let her brother go, and he, not recognizing her as anyone connected with the school and probably overawed by her expression, decided to desist, but not without many scathing remarks as to the nonsense of the whole procedure. Then several nuns and others who had come upon the scene  among them the worthy Father Liverman  undertook to pour sweet words upon us. Thus there was much talk of how nice this Catholic school life really was, how good the nuns would be to him if only he would enter. And finally, by dint of persuasion on the part of Father Liverman, he was induced to enter, but only on condition that Amy be allowed to sit with him.

Once inside, he appeared to subside and let things go as they would. The nun in charge had sufficient sense to leave him very much to himself for a day or two. Finding himself uninjured in any way and also that the playground at noon recess and other times offered some means of recreation, he soon accustomed himself to the situation, only now the difficulty lay in making him study or come home afterwards at a reasonable hour. For practically all of the two years we were in this school, we were always hunting Ed before or after school. When we did find him, it was necessary to use force to compel him to leave off playing marbles, top, ball, pitch-penny, or to get him off the snow or ice in the winter.

So much for Ed. In regard to myself I now rise to state that I am convinced that I gained from this school no least atom of anything helpful to me in any way. My father, of course, imagined that I would be strengthened in Catholicism and that my soul would be saved, but you know how it is as to this last. I am in truth, dogmatically speaking, a total loss. In fact, it was the seeds here sown that definitely alienated me from the Church. My mother, of course, was still suffering from the delusion that something of what was here taught would be helpful in the business of making a living later or might at least aid one in deciding on how to survive economically. But this was the sheerest moonshine; nothing of any practical value whatsoever was either acquired or even offered. For my part, I merely mooned and blundered among things which were said to be important and which meant little or nothing to me. Spelling was easy enough, and reading delightful. But what reading! Fortunately, there was an Eclectic Fourth or Fifth Reader used here which contained some gems  passages out of Undine, Heine, Schiller and other German classics. Then there was a Bible History which, however biased it was in favor of Catholicism, contained not a few lovely interpretations of religiously classic scenes: the Sermon on the Mount, the wedding at Cana, the Garden of Eden, the Flood, the death of Christ, the Resurrection. These impressed me not so much as religious dogma; they seemed to me simple, human stories. More than once I was struck over the knuckles with a ruler by the noble Herr Ludwig for reading in my reader or Bible history when I should have been mastering grammar or arithmetic.

More, the boys I found here were in no way suited to my mental or emotional taste or mood. With but few exceptions they struck me as coarse, rough, vulgar, ignorant, contentious. Always among them a fight was brewing, largely as tests of strength. Your best friend of to-day would suddenly turn on you for the least look or disagreement and decide that he wanted to fight you, and the honor of yourself and the school demanded that you fight back at once or accept a challenge to settle it after school. This procedure being agreed upon, there came then a great crowd to see the result.

Adherents naturally fell to your or the other fellows share, just why you could not say. Books would be thrown down, coats taken off, and the milling would begin. More than once I was forced into rows of this kind, entirely against my will. The fact is, I was a great coward, mortally afraid of being hurt. Yet on at least two occasions, being forced into combat, and though frozen with fear, I managed to fight and did not come off so badly. And once an upward self-defensive blow, wholly unconscious and involuntary on my part, caught a boy on the jaw and knocked him flat. He thought it was calculated and that I was a powerful fighter, whereupon he refused to rise and sat holding his jaw. At once I was acclaimed a hero when I knew I was an arrant coward. But before these others I did not object to being thought a hero.

But life  my individual reactions to the natural beauties about me  was ever with me as a counsellor and friend, setting at naught these things that were otherwise so unsatisfactory. Always, I may say, I was looking at the clouds, watching the birds, noting the swaying of a tree in the wind, speculating upon the doings and thoughts of others, their homes, pleasures, means, travels. A passing train or boat, even an ambling street car, was ever a delight. On my walks to and from school, I invariably paused to linger before shop or factory windows. I recall an old potter who had a very small shop or factory on one of the streets along which I daily traveled  Vine Street, I think it was. A small, spare, reflective and worn man, he sat before an open window, winter and summer, his wheel or whirling platform before him, shaping clay into pitchers, cups, saucers, bowls and the like. It was my first introduction to the mystery of form and I marveled and at the same time rejoiced that he could so easily make out of this yielding substance these things of varying hue and often beauty.

Elsewhere on my route was a foundry, through the open doorway of which I could see an inner yard filled with great stacks of pig-iron and vast quantities of broken stoves, wheels, pots and pans, endless parts of machinery, all red with rust and waiting to be smelted into a new, clean mass. Beyond all this was a great furnace towering upward and seething with flame, the while men emptied into it masses of iron or drew off cauldrons of sputtering, glowing metal. In beds of sand nearby were traced delicate designs of stove panels, legs, doors, tops, lids, into which this molten fluid was poured. Men were constantly carrying about pots of metal and pouring the same into these forms, or lifting out the rough results and brushing them with steel brushes to make them smooth. Their faces were black, their eyelids red, their eyeballs showing white, strange, grimy figures, and yet they laughed and sang and whistled as they worked. And as they did so, my soul whistled and sang with them.

There was still another delight  that of the growing city itself. Everywhere new houses or factories were springing up. In the centre of a great common near the heart of the city, a public library was being erected, the bequest of a deceased resident. It was of a beautiful, creamy sandstone and of not unpleasing design, and from time to time I watched with interest the placing of these blocks into one harmonious whole. Its arched doors and fluted columns and cornices remain with me to this day. In another section was being erected a giant chair works which promised employment to hundreds for years to come. And here was a new church, its double spires rising sharply in the air. And there a row of workingmens cottages, very small and plain, all, all alike. And skyward were being reared, even at that date, (1882) tall skeleton towers of iron, spidery triangles of thin posts or tubes that at a height of one hundred feet or more were to carry six arc lights each. Electricity had just arrived, and arc lights were beginning to be used in one and another of the stores. (The incandescent lamp had not yet appeared.) And here now was a street being paved. People were laying out new lawns and adorning them with metal figures of Cupids or stags or dogs. A five-mile car line jingled all day long, with cars trundling from the water front to a place known as Salt Wells. Whistles screeched at morning, noon and night. A half dozen Catholic churches tolled the Angelus. Boys and girls idled to and from school with their books under their arms.

At such moments of contemplation I did not know a care. All was well with me. Overhead might be clouds or sun; within myself was life with its hungers and I was being satisfied. From blacksmith, baker, tinsmith, grocer, I was learning the intricate lesson of the socal organization of life. Barter, sale, the perfect, the imperfect, wealth, poverty, the idler, the industrious  all were paraded before me. What need to teach me of the useless mercy of God or His rage? Here was my Maker: the creative life force all about me; and it was showing me how it worked, almost why. I did not need to look for the reason in books. I am because I wish to be, and this is my way, it might have said to me. Did I wish to fit in with the scheme of things, then I must learn some of these things and join in its constructive tasks. No more and no less. All ethics were being taught me by life itself. Of what service to me the wretched school? Better the open forge and the potters window. From these I gathered enduring lessons of both beauty and truth.


CHAPTER 25

IT WAS after I had been in this school for two years and was by then twelve years old that the Very Reverend Dudenhausen appeared one morning, his eyes commanding and yet not unfriendly, and announced that from now on until the end of school all those who were twelve years of age were to report to him in an adjoining room between eleven and twelve every morning and there receive such instruction as would fit them for their first communion and subsequent confirmation.

You may well guess with what a mixture of surprise, fear and doubt this announcement was received by these poor scrubs of boys who had no more conception of what it meant to be instructed in the tenets of the Catholic Church than they had of what it would mean to be called upon to sail to the moon. Literally, outside of hearing what was said and then going to the altar and going through certain motions and genuflections, they knew nothing of what was meant. Catechism? What was that? And the Word was made flesh and dwelt among men.  how might the import of that be imparted to a child, and a dull one at that? What could the elevation of the Host or the body and blood of Jesus Christ mean to them? Yet it was the business of these heavy religionists, regardless of the mental equipment of these silly lads, to instruct or rather demand acceptance (and all unexplained), of all of the obscurities of dogmatic theology, or failing that, catch them by threatened ills and the hopes of the possible remission of the same providing they agreed or came to look upon the Holy Catholic Church as insuperable and so absolutely necessary to their future spiritual salvation. In other words, assure a man that he has a soul and then frighten him with old wives tales as to what is to become of it afterwards, and you have a hooked fish, a mental slave! And so once more I ask, why permit this dogged insistence on religious theory which cannot be proven but must be accepted on faith  especially in the case of children? Why not confine it to the grown mind? There are libraries enough for all, and we can all theorize for ourselves when the time comes.

I wish you might have been with me, though, to see the Reverend Anton Dudenhausen as he was at that time. Fat, domineering, albeit honestly (possibly) and blindly convinced. And before him, in that big, bare classroom, these fumbling, duncy boys being instructed for an hour each day in the mysteries and subtleties of the Catholic faith. Their mental inefficiency, their lack of interest, and yet their fear of being punished for any noted inattention! And the Reverend Anton so broad and solemn and stern, towering above them, himself so bigoted and deficient. Yet there was at the same time something so bland, so smug, so oilily affectionate about him. In short, I actually believe of this porker that he was of the very stuff of zealotry. He believed in so far as he could understand, and what he did not understand he accepted on hearsay and faith, and demanded, most violently at times, that these others do likewise. For instance, how he dwelt on the horrors of hell and the punishment awaiting all who failed to conform to what the Church had ordained as necessary to salvation! But no plausible explanations and none there capable of understanding had any been made. No honest presentation of the history of the Church as such; mere rules and regulations and then denunciations of all Protestantism and infidelity and of all those who dared to think otherwise than did Rome!

At this time lived the redoubtable Ingersoll, traveling, lecturing, writing, making a hash of the dogmatic as well as spiritual pretensions of quite all of the sectarian religions of his day, and him the Reverend Anton excoriated with fiery zeal. This demon! This actual devil in mens clothing, dragging these foolish and mistaken souls down into hell with him! And for what? Well, he, the very Reverend Anton, would tell you for what! And here and now! For the crime, no less, of listening to this demon sent here by the devil and then daring to believe him, when here at hand, free to the wish and will of everybody, was Holy Church, with its Christ-given authority and its holy laws and sacraments ordained by God himself and confirmed by Peter, the first Pope; by no less a person than Jesus himself, the Almighty Ruler of the Universe! Only to think of this scoundrel in a high hat attempting to persuade inattentive souls to the notion that the divine teachings of the Holy Church were not true!! But wait! Wait until he died! Wait until at his very bedside in death the Devil himself appeared and seized him! For God still ruled. And what he ordained the Devil had to obey. And for his sins against the Church, he and all of his victims here on earth would be properly punished! Just wait....

I leave you to disentangle this fine bundle of logic and dogma as well as its probable effect on these immature and gaping and altogether fearful minds, the while I conclude the picture of the noble Anton and his labors. For while he talked, there was something iron in his eye, something dictatorial and final about his fat paunch. In cassock and lace and chasuble  for effect, I presume  he strolled among these children and either glared or laid a soft, white, priestly hand on a tousled head here and there, and talked, and talked, and talked.

I have often thought it a pity that this man, with all of his native force and enthusiasm for his work, was without mental understanding or equipment of any kind. He was probably not a bad man, just a fool, a narrow bigot like my father, his one idea being to make good Catholics of these children and nothing more. Years later he was found dead in his bedroom  kneeling at his bedside, so I was told, his head upon his hands which clasped (or had) a cross. He had died praying! In short, he was a good Catholic. But why such a lunatic firebrand in charge of the minds of children? Why?


CHAPTER 26

DURING ALL of this time the most interesting figure in our family, to me and the others, was Paul. He was our bright and progressively growing and glowing luminary.

I have told of one of the reasons why he came to Evansville and then chose to remain there. Yet all of the time we were there I saw this Annie Brace (or Sallie Walker, as she was locally known) but twice, and then only for moments; once sitting in front of our door in a carriage and another time when I was sent to deliver a basket of preserves, the gift of my mother. And from this one fact alone, I have long since deduced that my mother could not have known of the nature of the business conducted by Annie Brace, for in every thought and direction connected with her younger children, she was always concerned lest our contacts be other than such as would tend to improve our social standing, to strengthen rather than weaken our interest and faith in the value of such social customs and rules as she understood and held to be valuable.

Still, on this one occasion I was thrust into the very centre of this so-called den of iniquity, although I think my mothers intention was that I was to deliver my basket at the door and come away without parley of any kind. (There was a note in the basket which was supposed to explain everything.) I found the place with some difficulty, wandering up a long street which paralleled the Ohio River and provided some striking views. I rang the bell and before I could explain was ushered into an entryway by a Negro servant and told to wait. Nothing loath, and curious as to the character of the place (I only knew of such things by hearsay), I stared about until the Negro returned and told me to follow her, that my brother wanted to see me. I was then led upstairs and along a passage to a suite of charmingly furnished rooms which commanded a splendid view of the river. It was hot and bright in this semi-southern world, and there was Paul, in the trousers of a light, summery suit and a silk shirt, making his morning toilet. With him was his Annie, in a pink and white, heavily beflounced dressing gown, and surveying me with an amused if not very much interested eye. The rooms  living-room, bedroom and bath  were not yet made up for the day, but to my uninformed eyes they were beautiful, everything in them rich and wonderful, a marvelous place. Striped awnings were at the window to shut out the hot morning sun, and the living-room was furnished with comfortable-looking wicker furniture, covered with tan linen. There were potted plants and a piano, strewn with music. Silver-backed toilet articles graced a dresser in the nearby bedroom, and beyond this was a bathroom such as I had never seen before, large and bright and equipped with toilet accessories in great profusion. It seemed a kind of fairyland.

But to reach this suite there had been that passage through the house, during which I had peered into several open doors and seen things so strange and to me exotically moving that I felt I must not acknowledge them even to myself. Segments of beds, for instance; dressers and odd bits of furniture; and in one case a yellow-haired siren half naked before her mirror. I can see her now, in chemisette, her arms and breast exposed, making up her cheeks and eyes. The bedding in every case, as I noted, was tumbled, the garments of the occupant strewn about in an indifferent and (to me even then) blood-tingling way. In a flash, and without being told, a full appreciation of the utility of the male as such came to me. I wished that I might stay and see more, even that one of these women would take a fancy to me. Yet I also knew quite well that such things were still in the dim, distant future for me, if at all. But these pink-meated sirens, however vulgar they might have been in their physical as well as mental texture, were wonderful to me as forms, that spirometric formula that appears not only to control but compel desire in the male.

And while we are on this subject, let me here and now pay my respects to the prostitute as such. I have often attempted to unravel for myself, from a philosophic point of view, this mystery of the orgiastic life and why it has fallen to so low a state in the modern world. It was not always so, as Greece and Rome and Japan will testify. And yet there has grown up about sex license a painted terror which for asininity of mind rivals, if it does not outrival, all the silly folderol of the Middle Ages in regard to heaven and hell. For instance, it is regularly charged that (1) it is an unproductive profession; (2) that for some individuals (not all) it is a debilitating and depleting profession; (3) that nature itself has stigmatized its liberties by frustrating or pursuing them with all forms of disease. But, to take the last point first, what organic function or liberty has not nature severely stigmatized by disease or difficulty? The lungs (breathing): pneumonia, consumption, coughs, colds. The heart (pulsation): angina pectoris, cardiac fever, fatty degeneration, lesion. The brain: lesion, degeneration of the tissue or its psychic functions. Indeed, every function and organ of the body preyed upon in the same zymotic and disgusting manner.

Science has already proved, of course, that the supposed heaven-inflicted diseases which are presumed to trail sex liberty are no more elusive of unraveling and cure than any of the others that afflict the human frame and spirit. Syphilis and gonorrhea have yielded to treatment, whereas cancer, consumption and Brights disease still claim their countless victims.

If one examines the charges of unproductiveness and depletion in connection with prostitution, they also fall into the limbo of the improbable, for while some women and some men are depleted and diseased, others are sustained through a period when poverty and possibly physical and mental bashfulness or unattractiveness make them the victims of a horrible loneliness or sense of unfitness or sex defeat, which would do as much to make them mentally and physically debilitated and unfit as anything else, the so-called sex evil included. I speak from personal knowledge, which I shall not stop to elucidate here.

More, the persistent presence and popularity of houses of prostitution and of the harlot in the face of an age-old war upon them (religious, ethical, social, moral), would indicate that they satisfy an urgent and defiant need, a need as definite as that supplied by the theatre and the drug store, if not the grocery. Literature, art, science and trade must subscribe to the intellectual as well as the physical stimulus supplied by those whose lesser gifts in the matter of blandishment, magnetism, beauty and the like, drive them to this purely mercenary outlet for their impulses and desires. Nature knows better than man what it needs. Its flare of self-expression indicates a keener logic than all mans petty and spindling fumbling with ethics and morals. Neither Ashtoreth nor Venus is dead. Their shrines are lit by eternal fires.

The thing that I wish to make plain, however, in connection with Annie Brace is that once the secret of her profession was known to me, I guarded it as a great mystery, saying nothing of all I had seen to my mother or anyone else. During my visit to her house I was treated very genially by my brother, who gave me some money to spend on my way home. Pagan that he was, never economically or socially adjusted anywhere, he seemed to think nothing of my being there or of what I had seen.

In the course of time, however, it appeared to have become known, at least in our immediate neighborhood, that this handsome, well-positioned brother of ours was in some way connected with this institution; and along toward the end of our second summer, I received a shock in connection with Paul and his affairs which brought the matter of public opinion very much to the fore. I was passing the home of that Harry Truckee previously mentioned as he was whitewashing his front fence. Hey, Thee! he called, Whats the name of that woman your brother lives with downtown? He was a sly and shifty-eyed youth, and on this occasion there was something about the way he spoke which warned me that he was about some ferrety business. Surprised and taken aback by this direct assault, I hardly knew what to say. Since no one, even in the family, had ever ventured to refer to the matter, if they knew, I had come to believe that it might still be a dark secret to others. I know I flushed and made some jumbled reply that I knew nothing about it, whereupon he followed up his first inquiry with a bold, irritating: Aw, get out! and then added: Sure about that?

Certainly, I am sure about it, I retorted, for I was never in the least overawed by Truckee.

Well, other people seem to know about it, he went on. Ever heard of Sallie Walker? There was a malicious look in his eye which simply defied contradiction. Still I denied knowing her, though I had seen that name over Annie Braces door and guessed then that it must be she.

Youre a funny fella, he continued. Never heard of Sallie Walker! Why, everybody knows her. She keeps a fast house down on the waterfront. You ask your brother sometime, hell tell yuh. They say shes stuck on him and he lives there.

He smiled pleasantly and yet defiantly as if to say: Put that in your pipe and smoke it! and went on whitewashing. I turned away, a little sick, and went on about my errand with a keen sense of having been placed in a very embarrassing position. My thoughts were about as follows: Yes, Paul lives with Sallie Walker, and I know it. And Harry Truckee knows it. And he knows that I know it. But who is Harry Truckee? Trash! And his family? Trash! Paul has a big name. His pictures are all over town on the theatre billboards. He writes songs and lives at the St. George when he wants to and supports us and gives us things. And Sallie Walker is a beautiful woman. I wish I were as fine and prosperous as Paul and that some beautiful woman would fall in love with me. But its too bad to be found out. But what difference does it make? Hes not hurting anybody, and neither is she, and theyre both good to us.

But there was never a word from any other source in Evansville. Every day or two Paul would appear at our home and stay for lunch or dinner, sometimes even all night. He loved to sit near mother or follow her about as she worked, telling her funny stories or asking her advice in some problem or plan. Often during the summer he would play ball with Ed and myself. Always he brought something: a watermelon, ice cream, candy, books, papers. At Christmas and Fourth of July it was he who made the day for us, bringing great bundles of toys or huge packages of firecrackers  rockets, pinwheels and the like. And often he would give us all tickets to see this or that show at the Apollo, which, of course, included himself. (It was seeing him on the stage and going behind the scenes that later prompted Ed, Al, Trina and myself to give a minstrel show in our barn, incidentally infecting all of the children in the audience with chicken lice!)

For by the end of the first summer, Paul was already a part of a stock vaudeville or minstrel organization which held the boards winter and summer at the Apollo  later the Evansville Opera House. In this connection he served not only as end man but betimes interlocutor, monologist, song and dance man, and I know not what else. The fences and billboards everywhere attested to his popularity. Large red and yellow and black single-sheets bore his picture and the legend: Paul Dresser, Comedian  Evansville Opera House  Week of.... And nightly, before the show, or of an afternoon, he was to be found, along with friends of the stage, the sporting and newspaper worlds, about the lobby or bar of the old St. George Hotel, at that time Evansvilles principal hostelry.

I often sought him out there, with a note from my mother or to get tickets he was holding for us, or to perform some small errand for him, and I always carried away an impression of a man perfectly dressed, his suits and linen fresh and well-fitting, his ties and socks and shoes of the latest mode. Also, before the end of the first winter, he connected himself with a local semi-comic weekly  The Evansville Argus  as a paragrapher. His weekly column was copied into other papers east and west; he used to bring them out to the house for us to see.

You may well guess what all this meant to me. For was this not my own brother, strong and rich, a veritable bulwark, as it seemed to me, against further misfortune? He loved us and would see that we did not have to suffer. What other thing could make any brother anywhere half so important?


CHAPTER 27

THOSE OF my brothers and sisters who came to visit us were so struck by the charm of the city that they at once attempted to get work and remain.

Al, for instance, my small and different sort of brother! Always when I think of him, I think of a natural intelligence thwarted by untoward conditions. There is a type of mind or intelligence that seems to leap into the world full-armed and as though equipped by previous experience elsewhere to move without error or faltering here. On the other hand, there is a lesser order of force, equally intuitive and possibly even more sensitive, which, like some of the hardy though none-the-less gorgeous flowers, requires special nurture in order to bring it to its proper stature and value. The hardy weed that fights and in the face of obstacles and opposition comes to such beauty as is in it, we can admire for its courage as well as forgive its defects. But of the sensitive soul that requires both shelter and aid in order to be all that it might be, and yet fails of the same, what shall we say?

Despite his cultural lacks  due to having been kept in a Catholic school until he was twelve and then sent to a farm to work and learn as best he could  his was a genial, sincere and industrious spirit. He liked to work and tried so hard to get along, though lack of education continued to prove a heavy handicap. He realized this and often spoke of it. He urged me to study, so that I might amount to something. His soul, as I saw it, was fixed on the color and beauty of life. He liked to read; a fine poem or a good book or play meant much to him. He had a keen sense of humor, and, like Paul, was always imitating people, their language, facial expressions, gestures. One of his dreams was to become a blackface comedian or a green-whiskered Irish farceur. Later he had a keen desire to become a writer, but always he seemed to be frustrated by the thought that he was not sufficiently prepared and needed a little capital whereon to lean while essaying these fields. Too little force, say you? Too poor a grip on his dreams? Very likely. Yet his dreams cut and burned, making of his early life a yearning search and of his later years a series of bitter disappointments. We crave so much and we win so little, the majority of us.

On leaving Sullivan he had found work as a varnisher in a coffin factory in Chicago (a fact which I have not narrated), and now in Evansville, he secured, first, a place in a barber shop; then as a butcher on a local passenger train; and finally as varnisher with Neinaber & Fitton, a large chair factory. Here he worked until we left Evansville. And many were the Saturday afternoons that I went to the shop and helped him to varnish or gold-leaf a design upon the very commonplace kitchen chairs which were the sole product of this factory. His foreman was a lean, blue-eyed, large-mustached man who had no quarrel with an employee turning an honest penny in this way. If his employees did not work, they did not get paid, so why should he care? And to me the work was so easy and delightful! There was a stencil which one placed against the chair and against which was pressed the gold-leaf with a brush. As for the varnishing, there were large buckets of clear varnish and good brushes. Incidentally, Al seemed to like to have me with him. We talked and talked, about everything under the sun. Working about as he did, he had acquired the habit of swearing, and occasionally he drank too much, thereby terrorizing my mother and the rest of us with the fear that he might follow in the footsteps of Rome. Yet he never did.

My sisters Amy and Janet, whom for reasons of temperament I class together, also secured work here  one in a candy factory and the other in a five-and-ten cent store. The candy factory, as I chanced to discover by going there one noonday with something for my sister, was a grand place, full of great buckets and boxes of candy, an absolute paradise. And on several Saturday nights Ed and myself were introduced as helpers or errand-boys in the five-and-ten cent store. For this we were paid thirty-five cents each, to say nothing of being able to purloin all of the dates and figs and candy we could eat or stuff into our pockets. And more, a girl at the soda fountain gave us each a glass of soda and a dish of ice cream before we went home at eleven. Oh, Aladdin! Oh, Ali Baba! What fortune!

But why these two girls should have preferred to remain here with their mother, who was constantly preaching sobriety in thought and action, when they might have remained away and led the lives they chose, is beyond me. But here they preferred to be, and if it was a cheap life they led, it was still an eager and enthusiastic one. Both were ever on the go  picnics, boat rides, dances, buggy rides. Here were a pair of idlewilds, driven helplessly and persistently by their own internal fires and emotions and illusions and not to be regulated by the solemn advice of any well-meaning parent, however yearningly or tenderly given. They were not so much calculating as vain and unthinking.

Thus, Amy, speaking in later years of experiences in Evansville, told me that once her employer at the candy factory had attempted to seduce her. When it came to the crucial moment and after she had accompanied him to a room in a hotel (and knowing he was married), she was stricken with remorse and cried so loud and long that he let her go.

Janet, on the contrary, was already so experienced in matters of sex that at crucial moments she would desert her sister and go her own way. Her whole life, outside of labor, was devoted, apparently, to the selection of men she considered as having sufficient charm of face and manner to enjoy a share of her favors. Incidentally, the proprietor of the five-and-ten cent store where she worked (a man who subsequently became very wealthy and opened stores in many cities) appeared on the scene as a friend of the family, Janet being the attraction. But he was not handsome enough or she did not like him enough. The worthiness or import of a man as a husband, or lover rather, in these instances was not measured by his character or capacity as a merchant, craftsman or thinker, but by his clothes, mustache, airs, looks, his qualifications as a beau, and by these only.

My father, coming home occasionally for week-ends, was so infuriated at the goings-on of these two girls that he would have driven them out had it not been for my mother. As for myself, being still so young and knowing so little of the driving force of sex and what, if anything, was going on, I felt that there was a great deal of to-do over something that did not amount to very much. But now I know how futile are all earthly doctrines as to morals and virtues and how incapable the most well-meaning and puritanic of virtue-seekers of establishing the thing of which they dream. Who filled these girls with this eager fire which made them seek relief at any cost? Who caused their eyes to blazon their hunger for love? Who made their eager feet to run, their hearts to pant with desire? There is in this world much too little grasp of the nature-made chemisms and impulses that evoke and condition our deeds.

Again, there was Eleanor, about from time to time with reports of the son of a wealthy dry-goods merchant in the east whom she had met in Chicago. She had gone to Chicago to seek work and her encounter with this man  Harahan, I shall call him  interestingly enough, came about in a boarding house in which she was employed and where he came to gamble  a clubroom of sorts being conducted there. This affair, as time was to prove, was destined to end only in death, for I personally lived to see this lover of my sisters grow old and full of years, a stubborn and yet undefeated Solon of sorts, still wise but broken, and yet attended by love, as after his fashion he gave love, or at least loyalty and faithfulness.

And then Ruth. A beautiful girl, if there ever was one. I never saw a more sylphlike figure. And now, at eighteen or twenty, she also was in love. This I gathered from hearing her talk to mother about some rich manufacturer in Chicago. And then at last, his appearance one day, meticulously dressed and light-treading, a springy sort of optimist of perhaps forty or more years of age. And shrewd and reserved and courteous  a quiet, pleasant and decidedly observant man. What fascinated me most in connection with him was that he came all the way from Chicago to visit Ruth and her parents and was apparently very much interested and impressed by my mother as well as Ruth, and so us.

In this connection my mother must have led a rich emotional as well as mental life, with all of the affairs of her many children so completely in her hands. I can see her now, moving about her latest kingdom, interested in the flowers, the scenery, the sky, the chickens, and always the doings of her children. One of her tricks, in so far as we younger children were concerned and whenever we became too obstreperous, was to threaten to leave us. If no contrition on our part was visible, she would produce her shawl and Mennonite bonnet, and packing a small basket, would hang it on her arm and start to go. This invariably evoked a storm of wails and tears, until she was moved to relent. The mere thought of her possible departure was sufficient to produce in me as well as Ed, and even Trina at times, an intense depression and the most dissolving of emotions. In fact, long after I had passed my thirtieth birthday, and when she had already been dead for some years, I still used to dream of her as being alive but threatening to go off and leave me, and would awake to find myself in tears. Even to this day, dreams of her invariably evoke in me a great sadness and longing, the result, I presume, of the psychic impact of those terrors of long ago.


CHAPTER 28

THE MORE serious phases of our life here  which eventually brought our stay to a close  occurred toward the end of our second year and caused us all, but more especially my mother, no end of distress and worry.

For one thing, along about that time my brother Rome, who had been wandering in all sorts of places  Mexico, Honduras, California  came to pay us another visit. He arrived, as usual, with nothing more than a small handbag. But this brothers method of traveling was always most informal. He never made any formal farewells; might even announce that he was going out for a little while and then we would neither see nor hear more of him for say one, two, three, and in one instance four years. Sometimes, after six months, and when mother had finally worried all her worries out, a postal card would arrive from some far-off place, on which would be scrawled: En route to Cheyenne (or Dallas) (or Matamoras). All right with me. Dont worry. See you Christmas, or something like that. As years passed and he became more and more of a drinker and waster, the family began to dread these periodic visits. They spelled little more than drunkenness, imposition, clashes with the local police and fines to be paid by some member of the family, followed by tearful repentances and promises to lead a better life and find work  at the end of which period he was to wear diamonds and do something for us all  and then another sudden departure, more postal cards, more returns, and so on. To me he seemed to be possessed of an incurable lust for wandering as well as a desire to unravel the mysteries of a phase of life considered unmentionable. Saloons, gambling houses, low dives, constituted the centres of his interest. For always his pockets whenever he arrived home were crammed with letter-heads and cards of saloonkeepers and politicians. In short, he seemed to have a genuine genius for getting about and seeing things of sorts, but with plainly no desire for work of any kind  at least no work that spelled permanence in any one place or field. Not he!

On this occasion, after an absence of two years or more, he suddenly appeared, having been directed by someone in Sullivan or Terre Haute. As usual, he was without a dime and in the elapsed time had gone from bad to worse. Finding his mother glad to see him again, he laid his head in her lap and cried bitterly, and she, as usual, cried with him.

His stay in Evansville, however, resulted in one thing: a sharp disagreement between himself and Paul, which boded no good for him in the future. For he was divorcing himself from the most successful and helpful member of the family. This family of ours, living, in part, at least, on what Paul provided, was more or less responsible to him for its moral conduct  an easy matter, requiring little more than a cheerful acceptance of his kindness  and yet Rome was an irritation and a grief to him. They could never agree; they had too little in common. Rome was both ironic and sardonic, with considerable opposition to the methods and necessities of organized society (although he partook of as many of its benefits as possible), while Paul was generous, sympathetic, easy and quick to laugh, and although without any too deep understanding always constructive or creative.

Soon after his arrival, Rome proceeded to the downtown section, where, finding that Paul was so popular and well-placed, he immediately proceeded to advertise himself as his brother, borrowing money, drinking, gambling, passing worthless checks, and presently landing in jail. Of course, you can imagine Pauls chagrin. It was not long, therefore, before there were words as well as the hardest kind of feelings, since Paul had to use his influence to get him out of jail in addition to making good the worthless checks. Then one afternoon, soon after being released from jail, this Rome, in company with another wastrel, climbed into a buggy which stood hitched to a post and drove off, visiting saloon after saloon and finally leaving the buggy in some outlying livery stable. Alas, for both himself and his companion they had miscalculated as to the memory of saloonkeepers and strangers, and were finally apprehended and taken up, Rome in our home at two in the morning. Of course, he was again taken to the county jail and held on a charge of grand larceny, and it took considerable maneuvering on the part of Paul to get him free. I think my song-writing brother even went so far as to make the pardon granted by the judge dependent upon Romes immediately leaving the city. At any rate, he left, after another of those trying scenes between him and mother. And this time he was gone for three years or more, during which there was constant worry on her part. Where was he? What was he doing? Perhaps sick or in jail. Or dead. To her dying hour, and in spite of everything he did, she felt sorry for him.

And then toward the end of this same second year of our stay in Evansville, an affectional difference between Paul and his lady arose, due, I believe, to his decidedly promiscuous and variable disposition. I have never known a man more interested in women from the sex point of view (unless perchance it might be myself), nor one to whom women were more attracted. Amazingly attractive, the women of the world in which he moved as well as others of different levels were constantly on his trail with proffers of diversion and support. He began early and, like Jack Falstaff, died unregenerate. He was a genial and lovable Lothario or Don Juan, devoting his time, thought, energy and money to his unquenchable desire.

And yet, for the virtues of sweetness, liberality and charity, I commend him to your memory. He had little or no knowledge of social organization or government, and little understanding of the social virtues. It was useless to talk to him of the welfare of the state. Not that he was not imbued with that enthusiasm for America and things American known as patriotism, but he knew little apart from the theories or pretenses of those whom he encountered. An unregenerate sex enthusiast, he was still a good Catholic. A wanton invader, he was still desirous that the integrity of his own family be respected. His sisters, for instance, should be virtuous, his brothers also. Yet in so far as all other sisters were concerned, they were just girls to be sought and overcome if possible.

Need I point out that such a disposition might naturally give rise to difficulties where the affections were concerned? His lady was his elder by four or five years at least, and being human, she was humanly jealous, all the more so perhaps because she was her lovers senior. And eventually differences arose between them over his affairs with others. One of the girls in the house of Annie Brace, as he afterwards told me, managed to lure him away for a week and was thereafter summarily dismissed (though he was not) after all but a riot. Also another woman, of financial if not social position in Evansville, became interested in him, whereupon followed quarrels and separations covering days and even weeks. At the same time, whether he said so or not, he was probably finding his family a burden, even though by now it was already partially self-sustaining.

At any rate, and for some reason not by any means clear to me at the time, it began to look as though it would be better if he took to the road again and the family move somewhere else. And this was actually what happened toward the opening of our third spring in Evansville. A family conference was held, and because of the widely heralded growth of Chicago and the fact that Eleanor, Ruth and Amy were working there, the wind of favor was set to blowing in that direction. I have no knowledge or recollection of how the finances were eventually adjusted, but I do know that Paul agreed to contribute regularly and the others were to work and make up the difference. One of the girls  Ruth, I believe  always the most eager to do something for her mother  secured a rear six-room apartment in West Madison Street in Chicago, and finally we left. Al remained behind, since there was a girl in Evansville who interested him, and Paul allied himself with Rice & Wests Minstrels as end man. Within the next year or two he established himself as blackface monologist at Tony Pastors and The London Varieties in New York, and we did not see him again for several years.


CHAPTER 29

THE CITY of which I am now about to write never was on land or sea; or if it appears to have the outlines of reality, they are but shadow to the glory that was in my own mind. Compassed by a shell or skull, there was a mirror inside me which colored all it reflected. There was some mulch of chemistry that transmuted walls of yellow brick and streets of cedar block and horses and men into amethyst and gold and silver and pegasi and archangels of flaming light. There was a lute or harp which sang as the wind sings. The city of which I sing was not of land or sea or any time or place. Look for it in vain! I can scarcely find it in my own soul now.

Hail, Chicago! First of the daughters of the new world! Strange illusion of hope and happiness that resounded as a pæan by your lake of blue! Here came the children of the new world and the old, avid for life and love, seeking a patrimony. How glorious was your substance in the hearts of those who wrought you! Of what dreams and songs were your walls and ways compounded!

What a privilege to come as a child and see a modern city in the making! I have described my feelings on entering Evansville, but this was so much more wonderful and beautiful. I had heard so much of Chicago. Rome had come and reported the magic of its temperament. Then Al had gone, not once but several times, and had returned to sing of Halstead Street and State and Madison and the lake and the great factories and the river. Then had gone Eleanor and Ruth and Janet and Amy, to return with more tales of its wonders. And now we were all to be there. In northern Indiana, not so very far from Chicago, had been my mothers home after her marriage  in Fort Wayne, no less  and here, at this time in a village called Benton she still owned a small tract of land (five acres) willed to her by her father, which she was anxious either to sell, farm or occupy. In the intricate and curious planning and counter-planning that was constantly going on in our family, the occupation or sale of this land had become inexplicably involved with its proximity to Chicago and the wisdom of locating at this latter place in order to manipulate it. I cannot quite straighten it all out in my own mind, but I think the general idea was that we would first try Chicago and if that did not prove as practicable as she now hoped, mother would take her three youngest to Benton, where she could live cheaply and send us to school, while the others would work in Chicago until such time as conditions warranted a change.

Never was there such a dreamer or mental web-spinner as my mother! Her eye was always on the future, where lay wonder and delight, if not fame and power. Like the thick smoke that rises from the glow of a few small coals, so rose her fancy, glorifying the very air. For such enthusiastic individualists as her children were proving to be, there must certainly be a glorious future. I think a part of the love of her children for her was due to her faith in and enthusiasm for them. Something in her eye, her words, her half-spoken dreams, built up in each one of us a longing to go forth and do. I cannot recall a single one of my youthful plans for the future in which, somehow, my mother was not included.

Our apartment (secured by Ruth) was one in a row of cream-colored flats, two blocks in extent, on West Madison Street at Throop. It was a semi-bright, semi-gloomy affair of six rooms on the third floor. Its windows lighted a kitchen and general living room and looked over a great central space or inner court which was flanked on both sides by great yellow blocks like our own. The yards, about twenty-five by forty feet each, at the rear of these houses or flats were divided by high, solid wooden fences. An alley system shaped like an H served on all four sides.

Across the street in front, and covering the entire block, was the old  but now disappeared  Waverly Theatre and, in summer, open-air beer garden, where nightly was to be heard music and the applause of a pleasurably entertained public. For here, too, was dancing  in the mornings roller-skating for the young  and along its roofs edge, on all three sides, bright-colored flags  of all nations, I presume. It was perhaps this gay place, with its crowds night and morning, that gave to Ruth her zest for this vicinity.

At any rate, there we were. And as for myself, I was not long in discovering various interesting things. There were hucksters, calling out all manner of wares, from kindling to vegetables, and collectors of rags, iron, hones and gum-shoes. They drove rickety wagons attached to equally rickety horses and lifted their voices in an appealing singsong way. And there were so many strange types to be seen from our rear windows: Russian Jews, with long beards and long coats; Poles, Irish, Germans, Swedes, and ordinary Americans, all buying or calling out something.

And then the rats! At this time Chicago was the City of Rats. (I think the word rats as a disbelieving or contemptuous term originated there.) Immense ones, the product of an amazingly deficient sewer and garbage system, were constantly scampering to and fro in the alleys and occasionally in the streets. They even uncovered garbage pails, rooting out scraps and hurrying away. Some of them were almost as large as small cats, ferocious and defiant, holding at bay not only cats but dogs. Along with other boys of the neighborhood a little later, Ed and I fished for rats with corn or bread on a hook lowered into sewers or rat-holes or through windows that gave on to dank basements. When caught they were killed, of course. Another of our tricks was to place bread or fruit outside a given hole and when a rat appeared, stone it. However destructive our intentions, almost always we failed, so swift the rats and so scattering our showers of rocks.

In addition, there were cats and dogs, droves of them, probably attracted by the rats. Also maids in white aprons and caps, who hung out clothes  for this was a residence neighborhood of a better sort at that time. In Monroe Street, parallelling Madison to the south was a charming little park  Waverly, I think it was called  where people sat of an evening and viewed a small lake, upon which were bright-colored boats for hire. Before our very windows also was a constant and varying panorama: girls or women who made endless toilets near open windows; clerks who came bustling in at five-thirty or six to dress, lounge in a hammock in a yard, or rush forth to evening engagements. Also there were those who attempted small gardens or window-boxes, or who sat and read or walked to and fro enjoying their 25x40 evening worlds. Betimes, by day or evening, great fleecy or black thunderheads which preceded thunder-showers showed over the tops of the houses. Pigeons and sparrows flew here and there, the only visible birds other than canaries in cages. Window shades or curtains flapped or stirred idly in the breeze. Pianos sounded, voices sang, occasionally a zither or mandolin was heard. Lights glowed in the shadows at night. This was the Chicago of our block.

It is not necessary for me to say that all this made a deep impression on me. I was for watching it forever, the theatre over the way, the park in the next street, or, hanging out of one of our windows, the rear panorama. It was all so different from anything I had ever seen or known. In Evansville was no such congestion, no such moving tide of people, no such enthusiasm for living. I was lost in a vapor of something so rich that it was like food to the hungry, odorous and meaningful like flowers to those who love. Life was glorious and sensate, avid and gay, shimmering and tingling. I recall that at four oclock of our first afternoon there, leaning out of one of these back windows surveying this new world, I fell asleep from sheer weariness of wonder  the tinkling of streetcar bells, the noises of distant wagons and engine-whistles and bells sounding gratefully in my drowsy ears.

How shall one hymn, let alone suggest, a city as great as this in spirit? Possibly it had six or seven hundred thousand population at this time. To it, and at the rate of perhaps fifty thousand or more a year, were hurrying all of the life-hungry natives of a hundred thousand farming areas, of small cities and towns, in America and elsewhere. The American of this time, native, for the most part, of endless backwoods communities, was a naïve creature, coming with all the notions which political charlatans of the most uninformed character had poured into his ears. He was gauche, green, ignorant. But how ambitious and courageous! (Think of our family!) Such bumptiousness! Such assurance! Such a mixture of illusions concerning God, the characteristics of the human animal, and himself! He was distinctly one thing the while he was ever imagining himself another.

Would that I might sense it all again! Would that I were able to suggest in prose the throb and urge and sting of my first days in Chicago! A veritable miracle of pleasing sensations and astounding and fascinating scenes. The spirit of Chicago flowed into me and made me ecstatic. Its personality was different from anything I had ever known; it was a compound of hope and joy in existence, intense hope and intense joy. Cities, like individuals, can flare up with a great flare of hope. They have that miracle, personality, which as in the case of the individual is always so fascinating and so arresting.

A free agent, for the summer at least, I wandered alone or with Ed over the nearer portions of the city, watching the paving of the streets, the manufacturing processes of factories as seen through windows, the stores, the crowds. Once, for a few days, I secured a place as cash-boy in a west side drygoods store on Madison Street (Tuohy & Company, I think it was), but something intervened to take me out of it very soon. I think my mother decided I was too young to work, or I may have complained. I have a faint recollection of an afternoon or two spent on a wooden bench in a great store, with a signal box opposite showing the number of the counter calling, and to which I was to run and carry a bundle. But my thoughts were so nebulous and cloudy, so immaterial and unorganized, that I could scarcely gain a working conception of what it was all about  where the counter, what the errand  simple as it was. The people tramping about the store, the counters of material, the hurrying clerks, were all so strange and confusing. I became frightened, abashed, ashamed, and even mentally confused, or like one slightly out of his senses. More, I wanted to cry. (And I was twelve years old!) My mother, sensing something of all this, decided that I need not return.

But there was one thing that did appeal to me, and that was selling newspapers  a thing with but few aspects of solid commerciality or industry as here conducted, but which every idle youth of the vicinity under ten years of age seemed to enjoy attempting. In those days there were scarcely any news-stands, in the modern sense. This deficiency  if so it might be called  was more than supplied by a host of impromptu newsboys who visited the nearest distributing centres for papers, buying them at half price and selling them for the full value stamped on the face of the paper. The Evening News, The Evening Mail and perhaps one or two others were in existence, but the one that sold most, and at one cent, was The News.

I think it was due to Ed that we came to be newsboys. He was always so quick to associate himself with one type of urchin and another, and from one of the boys in our block he had learned how and where this evening sale of papers was conducted. Anyway, it was not long before each of us was investing as much as ten and fifteen cents a day in papers. If luck favored us, we were through with our sales by six-thirty or seven and so ready to invest our profits in candy or some athletic article we very much wanted. A student of character would have known that we were not destined to be merchants by the thriftless manner in which we spent our gains. One of the things that dawned on my fancy on our arrival here was cream caramels. Underneath our apartment was a manufacturing confectioner whose windows were always full of these tempting delicacies and whose place was as deliciously odorous as heaven itself. Long before I had finished selling my papers I would be thinking of the fine time I would have eating caramels or ice cream. And once or twice, the confectioner, seeing me looking longingly into his window, commissioned me to carry pans of caramels to a certain State Street store, for which he gave me carfare and some caramels besides. In consequence, I was beside myself with joy and a sense of prosperity. For was there not this ride, the caramels, the sights of the city, all combining to form a symphony of entertainment and delight? The memory of it thrills me to this hour. Life-hunger was the spirit of me.

In regard to our newspaper vending, though, quite invariably we confined our merchandising to our own block. Neither Ed nor myself was much for pioneering as yet; even our defensive courage was not too great, barely enough to keep us in fair countenance with ourselves. And so these narrow confines. But in regard to another matter, how different! For although it was against the local ordinance, even then, for boys to jump on and off the ambling horse-cars which crowded this street, and conductors were most persistent in their enforcement of this rule, still since the majority of sales were to be made to those homeward bound on these open-air cars, it was a delight as well as a profitable adventure to jump on and off them and make these quick exchanges on their running boards. In my case the opportunity for riding outweighed even the hope of profit, and the rage of the busily employed conductors troubled me no more than it did the others. But once, and once only, I jumped on a car to sell a paper and the man gave me a nickel to change. Thinking it a penny, I jumped off. There were cries after me but I did not understand until the car had gone on a full half block. Instantly the matter of ethics was injected into the situation. I became conscious of the matter of equation or something for something which is at the bottom of all commercial transactions. This man should have had his four cents back. Yet I hesitated. The man could not get off and catch me if I didnt want to be caught, nor could I very well catch the car, and so I stood there. {DAWN BIOGRAPHY}

Had the nickel tempted me? Yes! Only and just the same I was not so glad afterward; rather I was sorry and secretly ashamed. Nevertheless, I spent the nickel, trusting that if the man ever saw me again and demanded the return of his money, I would have the cash, and at the same time wishing I were not so evil as to want to take money in this way.


CHAPTER 30

IT WAS not long after we arrived in Chicago that my father paid us a visit, and with him I gained an even clearer conception of the size and character of the city. For the few weeks of his visit I was for some reason invited to accompany him on all of his rambles. I am satisfied that he had never seen the city before, and besides being impressed by its already great size, he was more than astonished by the hourly visible growth that was everywhere in evidence. I have seen New York and Los Angeles grow  furiously, as it were  adding homes and stores for as many as fifty to one hundred thousand people in a single year. But the impression of rapid growth gained in Chicago at that time has never since been equaled for me by any other city.

At that time, the city was protected from the lake by a retaining wall of piles and earth, since the land lay below the lake level. In consequence, all streets and sidewalks had to be built up from four to six feet above the land level. This was accomplished by laying parallel walls as far apart as the proposed width of the street and then filling in between them with ashes, tin cans, rock or earth. On top of this, once it had been rolled by a steam roller, was laid two-inch planking eight or ten inches wide, and on top of this again, round cedar blocks six inches in length (or height). Over this was poured sand as fill, then gravel and tar, making a clean and delightfully odorous roadway which was most satisfactory as long as it bore up against the traffic. But as the fill packed down and heavy trucks wore down the edges of the blocks, it became a wavy and even jagged mess in places, and sometimes the cedar blocks were torn out by the residents in the tenement sections and used as firewood.

But at the time of which I am writing, the streets were mostly new and sightly. In addition they were being lined by red and yellow and grey and cream-colored brick apartment or flat houses, in anticipation of waves of people that would presently flow in. There was the Chicago River, too, a stream so dirty, narrow and trafficladen that it was ever a source of wonder and delight. I had never seen a tug before, nor any masted vessel, large or small. And this river was full of them, to say nothing of steamships far superior to the steamboats on the Ohio River. Swinging bridges spanned the river at various streets, and through their draws passed a procession of ships all day long. The city tinkled and whistled and clattered of life and trade. Along the lake front downtown, was a narrow strip of land, faced on the land side by small stores and livery stables and on the lake side by a wooden wall, to which small yachts and passenger-boats pinioned themselves in expectation of trade, and from which scores of fishermen were constantly fishing. And caught many fish, principally perch. Eastward over the lake, the skyline was broken by a crib or protecting breakwater of wood and stone. On a sunny day it was wonderful to see this seemingly shoreless body of blue water dotted with white sails, great woolly argosies of clouds floating above.

Those days in Chicago marked my first really intimate contact with my father, for since leaving Terre Haute four or five years before we had seen little of him. Now he was here for about a month (the mill with which he was connected having shut down), and during that time we walked and talked, he having conceived an actual fancy for me  or perhaps I would better call it an affectional admiration  which lasted until he died. And now, and for the first time, I began to sense a little of his personality, which apart from religion, if only one could have disentangled it, was mild and observant enough. He liked nature and character, and where religion was not involved, could make amusing and sometimes quite clarifying comments about people  their abilities, lacks, eccentricities and the like. And while I had always resented  and still did  his driving, dictatorial and even harsh authority, now I began to feel the least bit sorry for him. Already he was so clear an illustration of the beaten or at best psychically depressed man, and was ready to admit even to me that he could not very well bring himself to enter upon any other contest with the world, however generous or inviting the opportunity. (At that time he was but sixty-one or two and, as time proved, still had twenty years of life before him.) At the same time, he was not in the position of one who lacked a trade or profession. He had a very good one, or two or three. He could qualify as manager of a woolen mill or a buyer or tester of wool, and lastly, if least, as a master machinist in so far as wool weaving machines were concerned, since he could set up and operate quite every machine used. And why it was he lacked the courage of his own value, I to this day fail to understand. For all of thirty years he had been an expert in everything relating to wool and its various manufacturing processes. In fact, the Wabash Mill, of Terre Haute, also the Vigo Mill, rarely operated without seeking his services as superintendent or general factotum in charge of every process. Only they were so often shut down in those days and he did not trouble to look elsewhere.

One of the Ellis Brothers, who in that day controlled the well-known Wabash Mill, once told me (years later) that there never was a better buyer of wool than my father; nor one that knew more about wool and its manufacture. All that your father lacked to become one of the most successful woolen manufacturers was the courage to go ahead and organize another plant of his own, he said. But after that fire and accident in Sullivan he seemed to lack initiative and to be afraid that he wouldnt come out all right. And then toward the last, he seemed to be so wrapped up in religion that he couldnt think of anything else.

And I know this to be a true statement, for so late as 1900, at which time he was eighty-one years old, the American Woolen Company of Massachusetts sent a representative to him offering him a salary of twenty thousand dollars a year as expert adviser in connection with their buying forces. But by then, of course, his strength was gone.

But at this time in Chicago, he was still a man of strength and energy. A little success in his own field would have made a most presentable and satisfactory figure of him, and he could have forced that success. Here was a great new city, fairly thrilling and shouting with opportunity. In Water Street were scores of merchants who dealt in wool, and in northern Illinois and Indiana were several woolen mills with which, with his experience and reputation, he might easily have identified himself. Far from being an ignoramus, he was a man of considerable experience if not culture. He had traveled no little in France and Germany and America; had lived in Paris for several years, from which place, with several German and French adventurers, he had set sail for America. In Dayton, Fort Wayne and Terre Haute he had been either foreman or superintendent in the different mills, and in Sullivan he had operated his own mill. (If you were to look at St. Josephs Roman Catholic Church there, you would behold land given by him to that organization, and inside you would find a stained glass window bearing his name as donor.) Yet at the time of which I speak he was a man already lost in religious zealotry and absolutely bankrupt of courage and initiative. Life was a dark, religious mystery presided over by a jealous and vengeful God.

Nothing in Chicago, therefore, concerned him quite as much at this time as the whereabouts of a Roman Catholic Church and school. Troubled by the labor of getting settled, my mother had not looked up any church, but now he found one and we were all made to go. This irritated and at the same time interested me, for much as I might dislike the routine of the Catholic Church, it was ever of interest to me as a spectacle, and I was never weary of comparing a new church and its priests with those of some other, Holy Trinity, for instance, in Evansville. But it soon developed that this church was not as pretentious as the last one of which we were a part, and the small, drab, wooden school attached, with various rosary-clicking wide-bonneted nuns fluttering about, filled me with my usual disgust. Yet since this was very early summer, the horror of another Catholic school was a few months away, and so not as oppressive as otherwise it might have been.


CHAPTER 31

ANOTHER matter, and of more interest, was that here and for the first time in my life I felt the tang and pang of love. It came about in this way. Among the idling boys and girls of this vicinity was one girl dwelling in this very block  across our alley  and in one of the better private homes facing on Throop Street, who on sight struck me dumb with delight and desire. Only to touch her hand, say, or look into her eyes and have them respond, or, her mood favoring me, to kiss her red, full lips! Ah! For she was a gay, shapely, buxom, young hoyden of perhaps ten or twelve, and for days after my first glimpse of her, I could scarcely sleep. Her face, her eyes, her hair, her smile, her gestures!

For the second, third and fourth decades of my life  or from fifteen to thirty-five  there appeared to be a toxic something in form itself  that of the female of the species where beautiful  that could effect veritable paroxysms of emotion and desire in me, and that over distances of time and space. The mystery! The subtleties of physics and chemistry behind it! The suggestion of possible intention in it all  or an eternal system! We call it love. A word! Any other label that implies that a chemical formula such as a human temperament, embodied as flesh and displayed as a design, can evoke, in another such form, emotion and so release and exchange tides of desire and sensual relationship, would do as well. The form of a woman is the best expression of that design or geometric formula, and the word aphrodisiac (Aphrodite) the best expression of the power of that form or formula upon its companion formula, the male.

Let us say that my blood has been either ill or well compounded, as you will. But because of this pre-arranged system  about the perfection of which certain forces in nature appear to be so busy and which the self-constituted religionists and moralists appear to be incapable of either examining or explaining  I have thrilled again and again from head to toe, the sight of this particular formula (female) resulting in the invasion of homes, the destruction of happy arrangements among others, lies, persuasions, this, that. In short, thus moved, I have adored until satiated, so satiated, indeed, as to turn betimes in weariness, even disgust, and so fleeing. Whether this, in the last analysis and from any test arising out of or evoked by the needs of organized society or the rights or pleasures of the individual, is ill or not, I cannot say. I commend it at once to the biologists, economists, and philosophers for examination. Certain it is that the religionists and moralists have already been heard from sufficiently, and in vain. It is time for science to speak.

But to return to this girl, this charming child. Was she as beautiful as I thought she was? She may have been. She was wonderful to me then. Hundreds of such girls have come and gone since I saw her, yet the joy and tensity and agony holds from generation to generation, age after age. Moralists come and go; religionists fulminate and declare the pronouncements of God as to this; but Aphrodite still reigns. Embowered in the festal depths of spring, set above her altars of porphyry, chalcedony, ivory and gold, see her smile the smile that is at once the texture and essence of delight, the glory and despair of the world! Dream on, oh Buddha, asleep on your lotus leaf, of an undisturbed Nirvana! Sweat, oh Jesus, your last agonizing drops over an unregenerate world! In the forests of Pan still ring the cries of the worshippers of Aphrodite! From her altars the incense of adoration ever rises! And see, the new red grapes dripping where votive hands new-press them!

But there was a flaw in all this, as I soon discovered, and a most inimical one. For there was a boy whom she favored far beyond me, if ever she gave me so much as a considered glance, and he, as I soon discovered, was one of those self-impressed as well as highly courageous youthful dandies of the neighborhood who presumably lorded it over a small but faithful group of boys that attended him wherever he went. And perhaps it was this very girl, upon whom I persisted in gazing in such an awe-as well as love-stricken way, who called me to his attention. At any rate, and presently, I became very definitely aware of him, for not only did I see him once chase and kiss her in the alley directly below our apartment, but later, seeing me standing in the street doorway of our building, he stopped and looked at me, most contemptuously, as I thought. But there was no word or action of any kind at the time.

Yet even so, my admiration persisted. I could not desist from looking at her admiringly. And whether this news, favorable or unfavorable, was carried to the youth I have just mentioned, I do not know, but certainly, and in the course of a very few days, a very definite thing happened. I was standing in the doorway as before, or just outside of it, when, either accidentally or intentionally, this youth, with his attendant satellites, appeared and approached. I was conscious now of a cool, handsome, sophisticated and well-dressed lady killer. On the little finger of his left hand (as I have good reason to recall), he wore a turquoise ring, and in his scarf a gold stick-pin. His clothes were arrestingly superior to mine as well as those of all of the other boys who attended him: a fact which seemed to me at the time to set him apart as a creature of a much better world than mine, someone with whom it would be a delight to associate on equal terms. But, and for all my parvenu ideas, this was not to be. Instead, on seeing me  and as if to demonstrate to me how brash and foolish I was so much as to venture to look at the girl in whom he was interested  he now came forward, and surveying me coldly, asked of one of his attendants: Isnt this the fellow?

Yes, returned this Achates. Without more ado, he walked over to me and without a word, the hand with the ring shot out! It caught and cut my lip. At once I was aware of the import of it all  his recognition of my effrontery and his desire to show me my place  yet thinking myself the weaker, and in consequence horribly ashamed and dismayed, I stood there, making no move other than the one intended to protect myself from a second blow. With a lordly air of strength and contempt, he surveyed me the while I nursed my cut mouth. Then lifting the ring finger of his left hand, he said, with an easy air: That ring always cuts my finger. I ought to take it off, and so walked away.

A day or two later, I saw him talking to the paragon of maidenly beauty who was not for me, and for want of sufficient fighting courage at the time, I was compelled instead to think keenly on my lack of strength, or rather, courage, and the ills to which it was now subjecting me. Also the indifference with which this paragon of beauty would think on me  if at all  once she knew. Surely, the battle was to the swift, the race to the strong. And yet at last I swelled with a great rage against myself, which in time bore fruit enough.


CHAPTER 32

THE ARRANGEMENT for the support of the family in Chicago was based in part, I am sure, on the supposition that the majority of all present would obtain employment and contribute each a fixed amount, any delinquency to be made up by a cash contribution from my brother Paul, he being by now presumably prosperous and hence, and justly, the proper prey of his dependent relatives. Secondly, there was my father, who although slipping along in years and most unremuneratively and irregularly employed, was still assumed to be able to assist in carrying at least a part of this burden  (out of what deeps of nature came this law?)  although his chief mental concern was the liquidation of family debts incurred years before. This labor, according to him, involved his spiritual salvation  his entry into heaven, as it were  and so debarred him from any important contributions and, more, of any normal enjoyment of his stay here on earth.

But there were other hitches. Work for all (and this in spite of the brisk energy of the city), was not always obtainable or continuous. Besides, my brother Paul (due to personal difficulties of his own, I assume) was not always heard from. As I learned afterwards, his stage or, as one might otherwise see it, his industrial life, had been affected by his disastrous love life. Certainly he was all but felled temporarily by the desertion of his Annie and for a number of months, as he told me later, could barely endure this fleeting thing we call life. Actually, a few years later  as many as five or six  he embodied his bitterness in a most melodramatic and yet somewhat arresting song which he titled The Curse. As I recall the words, he cursed his once fascinating sweetheart from one depth of hell or misery to another, until, assuming each curse to have been consecutively and not concurrently applied, she would be  or shall I say, will be?  roasting and boiling, et cetera, until our honorable universe should be or shall have been no more! Hows that for a curse? And yet still later, as late as 1897 or 98, he reëmbodied his mood in regard to her in a far more appealing ballad and one that is still sung at this date and bids fair to grow in fame and life for many years to come. The name of it  and many may now know it  is My Gal Sal.

But as bad if not worse, were the heart romances of each of the several daughters to be taken into account. For my own confused part, between selling newspapers and running errands for the caramel man downstairs, I was nevertheless dimly aware of a certain emotional activity in connection with my sisters and their suitors; the manufacturer who admired my sister Ruth appearing to take her out driving of an afternoon or evening; the aristocratic Harahan stopping at one of the principal hotels and inviting Eleanor, Ruth and a friend of theirs to dinner; Janet and Amy and even Trina, as young as she was, finding youths or men who, attracted by their looks, were anxious to occupy their time. I might attempt to disentangle what was unquestionably a knot or network of emotions and interests, all relating to the particular love life of each, but I would fail for lack of any real knowledge of the underlying subtleties and beauties  as, of course, beauties and subtleties there were.

I have described, for instance, how Eleanor came to Chicago and met Harahan, but not, I think, how he in turn introduced her and Ruth to the wealthy manufacturer who came to Evansville to visit Ruth. From all appearances, his courtship of Ruth, or at least his friendship for her, was sanctioned by my mother. Whether this was wise or unwise, I cannot say. He was much older albeit a widower and wealthy. My one idea of it is that as usual my mother was at once strangely nebulous and optimistic. She had no ability to advise shrewdly in a situation of this kind, had she thought it important to advise. Being dubious of life and its various manifestations, I think she thought it as well to let her daughters face their own problems  a viewpoint with which I find myself in agreement. Life is to be learned from life, and in no other way. That Ruth was obviously intrigued by this man I came to know when I chanced to enter the apartment one day when all of the others were out and discovered her in his arms. By what arrangement, if any, he chanced to be there, I do not know. No doubt, she had calculated on the house being empty. At any rate, she requested me afterward to say nothing about it, and while I was shocked or moved in a strange way, I did as she wished. It seemed to me that my sister, being so much older, should be able to regulate her own life.

Similarly, Janet, who had been chided for her conduct this long while, had on coming to Chicago taken up with an able and well-to-do, though somewhat aged, architect, and was now living with him in a hotel on South Halstead Street. I recall her giving Ed and myself a meal ticket issued by a semi-public restaurant attached to this hotel and afterwards being invited to her rooms in the absence of the liege lord. I was filled with wonder at her clothes, furniture and the like, which seemed to contrast more than favorably with our own. Her boudoir dressing-table, for instance, was piled with bright silver toilet articles and a closet into which I peered was plentifully supplied with clothes. Janet herself looked prosperous and cheerful. I remember going back through the grey, foggy streets of Chicago, looking at the huge sign-boards of the shows then playing: Humpty Dumpty,

Eight Bells  and thinking how fine it all was.

Moral problems such as the lives of my several sisters presented to me had no great weight. And have not now  any more than do those of other mens sisters or daughters. It is the way of life, however much socially it may be denied, concealed, or disguised. At times, assuming I heard someone else discussing them moralistically  my father, say  I was inclined to experience a depression or reduction in pride which was purely osmatic  a process of emotional absorption  no more. Had I not heard someone else criticizing, I would not have been so moved. And yet, at times, and because of this, I had the notion that they were not doing right; that men (this must have been gathered from my fathers many preachments) were using them as mere playthings; but most of the time I had a feeling that they were their own masters, or might be if they would. Also that perhaps they enjoyed being playthings. Why not? And through it all ran the feeling that good, bad, or indifferent as individuals or things might be, life was a splendid surge, a rich sensation, and that it was fine to be alive. And in so far as my sister Janet was concerned, my final feeling was that she was prosperous and individual and perhaps as well off as some others, if not more so.

But to return to my sister Eleanor. Being in love and waiting to be taken over completely by Harahan, she was leading a trying, and yet to her, I assume, invaluable life. In later years I heard all about the love woes of this period: the eagerness for letters, the despair at not receiving them, the agony of suspecting other flirtations, and so on and so forth. Until at last she had found herself desperately in love with this man, as she once told me, she had been moderately entertained by the admirations and attentions of first one man and then another. But mere flirtations these  not complete sex relations. She had not been sufficiently interested. The thought that comes to me now, though, is that by reason of criticism on the part of others  taboos and the like  and however generally evaded or ignored  we do not prefer to contemplate these youthful sex variations, either in real life or in literature. And yet, how common! You may measure the thinness of literature and of moral dogma and religious control by your own observations and experiences. Look back over your own life and see!


CHAPTER 33

OTHER PHASES of this Chicago life were more amusing than anything else. Thus, there was a musician and his wife living on the floor above us  I remember them well  who disagreed so constantly as to the various details of their life as to constitute a nuisance. The husband in this instance was a short, stocky, almost beefy individual, whose musical ability consisted in a certain mediocre mastery of the bass horn but who seemed to make up for any artistic weakness in that direction by his greater ability to drink and gamble. His wife was young, tow-headed, talkative and irascible. And not infrequently they fell afoul of each other. And to such an extent as to make the night in this particular flat building hideous. Liar! Dog! Brute! Bitch! Who the hell were you when I married you? What do I care? Suppose I am drunk! Ill kick the blank-blank furniture out the window! A large airshaft carried the sounds perfectly and in our bedrooms beneath we were entertained by all this and in addition the slamming of doors and squeals and screeches of opposition or protest on the part of the wife as occasionally she was choked or beaten or chased to the street  or all three. In due time, of course, aroused neighbors would get up and threaten to complain to the police, but as a rule, the midnight, or later, storm ran its course without outside interference.

One night, though, our family was brought into the matter by an exceptional row, which began in a storm of curses and blows and ended with knives, spoons and crockery being hurled into the air-shaft and falling with a resounding crash into the basement. My father, who was visiting us at the time, was highly indignant.

What is this, then? he asked, in German, putting his head out of the shaft window and looking upward. Hey, you! Stop this now! This is enough! Some of your stuff is falling in our window.

Whats that, you German stiff? Who the hell are you? Ill throw something at you if you get fresh!

Yah, replied my father. Just you do that once! I show you yet! Scandalized beyond belief at this sudden burst of life, he surveyed the rest of us who had gathered. That scoundrel! he added, deeply incensed. He has done enough now! He should be arrested!

Some additional screams and a shower of plates convincing him that a policeman should be called, he set forth and in a very little while returned with one  a large Irishman  who rapped vigorously at the musicians door.

What do you want? came a liquorish, contentious voice from within.

Open the door, will yez! Its an officer. Be openin it now!

Whereupon silence, and then the door, after the policeman had shaken it vigorously, opened. And within standing, in shirt and trousers, the cause of all the row, this irate and contentious musician, his hair awry, his face flushed, and in his cups.

Whats the trouble here? demanded the policeman. Whadye mean, throwin things down the airshaft and kapin people up all hours of the night?

Whos keepin who up? inquired the musician, belligerently and yet evasively. I dont know of any trouble outside my own rooms.

Yes! declared my father. He says that now because you are here. A while ago he was going to hit me with something. Hes been throwing things down the airshaft. Yust look! This isnt the first time either!

Who are you? demanded the furioso, truculently. Cant I have an argument in my own home if I want?

Yes, and throw dishes down the airshaft, and beat your wife! declared my father, who was choking with excitement.

Come now, continued the policeman, none of that now! Then to my father: You say hes been throwin things down the airshaft? Do you want to make a charge against him?

Will you be good? inquired my father, mellowing slightly and feeling perhaps that it was rather hard on this man after all that he should be thus summarily yanked off to jail when behind him were his wife and a three-year-old child.

But instead of seizing upon this kindly-proffered opportunity of escaping, he replied, and as truculently as ever: Why should I talk to you? Who are you? I dont want to talk to you at all!

Come now, what do you want to do? Say the word and Ill take him off. Do you want to make a charge? (This from the officer to my father.)

Always soft-hearted, my father hesitated until someone in the crowd behind him (a woman) exclaimed: He ought to he arrested. This is getting to be an every-night affair. Hes just a nasty, wifebeating brute!

Well, then take him along, said my father. Ill make a charge.

A small company, including myself, followed them interestedly to the street, where the policeman rang for a patrol wagon. And the next morning my father, as a reward for his civic service, had to be up and dressed by seven in order to appear at some downtown police court at nine. And more, had the severe satisfaction of seeing the musician fined twenty-five dollars and remanded to jail, since he was unable to pay it. And so sorrow on my fathers part. For by now he was regretful. Did not the man have a wife and child and job? And what about them now? In a reduced Teutonic mood he commented on all this afterwards. It was certainly too bad  a strong and in other respects well conducted man getting himself in such trouble through drink! Ach!

But the usual unsatisfactory sequel to all this, you may be sure. For the next morning, Mrs. Musician, no longer drunk and by now sorrowful and repentant, was at the police court to plead for her rampant husband. And my father being the soul of truthfulness, compelled by his own conscience to repeat all he had seen, heard and suffered. And so, the husband in jail, the lachrymose wife descending on us to explain how hard this would be on him and her. For where would she find twenty-five dollars? And there was his work (at some theatre). And this and that. Oh, weary I  that ever I was born to set this world aright!

At any rate, my father and mother and sisters in a long, sad conversation with this woman in regard to her past woes and present ills. For to be sure, he was a bad husband and abused her shamefully, but after all, was not he the only husband she had? And worked nearly regularly. The fact that she would have to pawn all her trinkets, etc., in order to pay his fine was brought out. And now, my mother and several sisters, being soft-hearted and sociable  the latter inclined to make friends where too often it was best they should not  were moved and interested to such an extent as to seek to devise ways of raising the necessary twenty-five! And thereafter not infrequently calling in order to console her. Only the husband, outraged by his irritating arrest, returning after a few days, not only to beat but also to attempt to chloroform his good wife  or so it was said. The purpose of this latter act was truly not quite clear. His wifes belief, later related to all, was that he had attempted to kill her and then depart forever  a deed which the method employed did not make plausible. For he did no more than fill the room one night with fumes from a sponge dipped in chloroform and laid near her nose as she slept. But the purpose of that, as some argued, was for no other reason than to secure his various belongings without either detection or opposition, and so to depart in peace. (I trust so.) But awakening the following morning to find this strange-smelling sponge close to her nose, the air in the room stifling and herself suffering from an intense nausea, she proclaimed attempted murder. Whether any legal action was ever taken by her or others I have no knowledge.


CHAPTER 34

IT WAS just at this time that the problem of our making out in Chicago appeared to culminate. For one thing, there was my father, coming here because of a temporary shut-down in Terre Haute and unable to find work, and so a burden. Next, there was the matter of the elder children, who, because of long suffering at his critical hands and because of the practical contributions they were making from time to time toward the support of the home, were no longer prepared to listen, much less accept, his diatribes on conduct. They had seen too much of life and unquestionably had suffered too much because of the want of a practical education, the result of enforced attendance at Catholic schools. And since their freedom of conduct was continually criticized by him, it was soon a question of whether he would desist or go away or whether they would leave  at least some of them  and so destroy this home.

From hearsay  words dropped by my mother or sisters  I gathered that all was not as easy here as in Evansville. For one thing, there was the matter of rent only thirty-five dollars, as one would say of it now, but exceedingly high after none at all in Evansville and only seven or eight in Sullivan. Next, there was the monthly  or perhaps it was weekly  payment on six hundred dollars worth of furniture bought on the easy payment plan from a large West Side furniture house  some twenty-five dollars per month  and which had to be paid regularly or after the lapse of two payments the furniture would be removed and the money paid in lost. As something like seventy-five dollars had been paid down originally and several payments since made, this was a real burden as well as a fear. Then the idleness and expense of us three youngest  assumed to be too young to work  as well as the maintenance of my mother  the total constituting a considerable and not easily met budget.

So presently, a council between my mother and her elder daughters as to the advisability of removing to some smaller place  preferably near Chicago, for all, or nearly so, were now here  where food and rent would be cheaper and we three youngest could go to school. For by now my mother had awakened to the folly of having sent her children to the parochial schools, since all of the older ones were complaining of the results in their cases. More, in connection with this matter of moving, there was the interesting fact that not far from Chicago  to he exact, 109 miles southeast on the Pennsylvania as well as Nickel Plate Railroad, in northern Indiana  was the very region in which my mother and father had lived shortly after they were married. For, if you will recall, it was in Fort Wayne, Indiana, that my father had had charge of a woolen mill. And it was to Silver Lake and Bourbon, Indiana, that my mothers parents, together with a number of relatives and friends  a kind of Mennonite migration of that day  had gone to settle on farms. At this very time, there was here, or quite near here, a brother who was an elder (the equivalent of a bishop) in the Mennonite or, as it was then known there, United Brethren Church. Also a sister  Susan Arnold by name  married to a farmer near Silver Lake. Again, there was a half-sister of my mothers  that one who was the wife of the prosperous farmer near Manchester, Indiana. But still more important in these trying days was the fact that near Bourbon was that five-acre plot of ground which had been willed my mother by the father who never more in his lifetime would receive her and which might now be reclaimed and either farmed or sold  a reality which in connection with the straitened circumstances of the moment was not to be sneezed at!

And so it was now that after several trips to this region on the part of my mother and her chief confidante, Ruth, and after due consideration of the various pros and cons in the matter, the truly beautiful little city or town of Warsaw, Indiana  some ten or twelve miles east of Bourbon and itself the county seat of this region  was selected: a town to which I owe some of my most helpful as well as most pleasing hours  hours of schooling, of play, of romance, of dreams under the shade of great trees or in swimming holes, lakes, the Tippecanoe River, on ice ponds and snow-covered farms and woodlands that made this region a kind of paradise.

But before this, as you may well guess in connection with such an impractical group, one of the characteristic incidents which seemed ever and ever to punctuate our family life. I have explained how our furniture was secured. Only I must now add that in connection with this proposed change, this furniture, regardless of the amount still due on it, was  at least as Ruth and Eleanor, who had signed the contract for it, desired and described  to be transferred to Warsaw and thereafter arranged for  well, I scarcely know how  by such payments as could be exacted by a none-too-near and perhaps not even informed creditor. Only under the laws of Illinois, furniture bought on the instalment plan and not yet fully paid for could not be removed from the State without permission of the seller. Since only something like $150 or $175 on a total bill of $600 had been paid and the plan was to remove the furniture first and argue about the legality of it afterwards, there was certainly a question of right and wrong here. Just the same, I am by no means sure that my sister Ruth, who was engineering this matter, was boldly and coldly contemplating fraud. Hers was a decidedly nebulous as well as romantic rather than a directly intellectual temperament, and I seriously believe that her chief thought and sole desire was to make her mother comfortable, the while she schemed out some method of payment less drastic and regular than that agreed upon in the contract. Perhaps not. At any rate, as was later shown, the furniture was to be removed and paid for afterward.

The modus operandi of all this was as follows: my mother was to go to Warsaw with Ed, Trina, and, for the moment, Eleanor, leaving Ruth with myself as companion to follow the next day. On the evening of the day preceding our proposed departure, though, a van was sent for and the furniture (actually still belonging to the furniture company) transferred to the freight house for shipment to Warsaw. Receipts were taken and all was considered well and arranged for  no further troubles of any kind. And we were actually about to start when, lo, and behold, a knock, and since the door of the apartment was not opened immediately, more and fiercer knocks and calls. Then, and in spite of some original plan to the contrary, I believe, the door opened by my pale, golden-haired, dreamy sister, most nervous and disturbed, as you may well guess. And before her a brisk and slender and almost immaculately-arrayed gentleman (cutaway coat, black fedora hat, black shoes, black and proliferous and highly-barbered hair and whiskers) but very angry and threatening  a veritable Jove with his lightnings, no less. And the same the owner of the easy payment furniture house! (Some watchful neighbor  paid to do so, perhaps  had reported.) At any rate, in he strolled, strong, electrifying, determined. And looking around and seeing no furniture, exclaiming: So! You have removed the furniture, have you? Well, where have you taken it?

My sister  never one to battle the world as it likes to battle and be battled  was so taken aback by the cold, incisive presence of this man as well as the fact that she had been taken red-handed in her plot, as it were, facing him quite colorless and limp. For a few moments it appeared to me as if she might faint. But recovering herself, she managed to reply: Were moving.

Yes, I see that well enough, but where to? Where have you taken the furniture?

To the country.

Some town outside of Chicago?

Yes, sir.

In this State?

No, sir; were moving to Indiana.

What part of Indiana?

I wont tell you. We intend to pay for the furniture. Weve paid a hundred and seventy-five dollars as it is.

Come, now, my fine young lady, none of that! Dont you try to come any game over me. The law in this State doesnt permit you to take any furniture out of the State without the written consent of the owner. You cant even move from one block to another without my permission. Its in the contract. This is plain robbery, and unless you tell me right now where youve sent it, I can and will have you locked up. Now you either tell me the name of the place youre moving to and the depot to which you took the furniture and the name of the moving man that moved you, or Ill call a policeman and clap you in a cell! Now what are you going to do? Go to jail or tell me where the furniture is? Ill have a policeman here in three minutes unless you answer me promptly and truthfully.

Is this the exact conversation? No: the substance as near as I can remember. This grim individual, Mephistophelian in build, stood before us cool and iron. A more sophisticated and worse-intentioned soul might have found some way out of this situation, but not so my sister Ruth. She was too vague and dreamy. Indeed, she seemed quite undone, and meditated only a moment before she said: Warsaw, Indiana. I sent the furniture to the Pennsylvania freight depot.

Well, now, thats better. Im glad to see you acting sensibly. This is a very serious business, my dear young lady. I dont suppose you know that, but it is. I could put you in jail for even attempting to take this furniture away. You must have received a freight receipt for it. Where is it?

Without a word my sister went to her purse and took out the freight receipt and surrendered it. But all of this is not yours, she said. Some of it belongs to us. The barrels and drawers are filled with our things.

The vigorous easy-payment man examined the freight list most carefully. We only want what belongs to us. You come down to the depot now and Ill permit you to sort out your own things.

There was then and there a humiliating journey in company with this man, which resulted in the separation of our property from his. Everything which we had thus far paid on was by this process lost. The rest  some dishes, clothes, this, that  retained, but not much. And my sister bewildered and in tears. Yet, as she afterwards told me, on the way to the freight depot and later, once the furniture was found and withdrawn from shipment, this frowning Cerberus, cheering up and even troubling to explain the difficulties of his trade. There were so many such losses to endure. The company, because of it, scarcely making anything and so compelled to act thus rudely. More, her personal charms being what they were, himself moved by them. He realized, he said, how trying this must be for a young girl like herself. Was she herself going to Warsaw or was she going to remain in Chicago? She explained that she was going to stay in Chicago, but with relatives, whereupon he added that if the family were to remain in Chicago and ample security could be found, the furniture might be returned (cartage charges, etc added) and the remainder of the bill permitted to be paid in instalments as before. As ample security could not be furnished, this offer was of small use.

But as someone later pointed out, it was entirely possible that had an open and frank policy been pursued in the first place  the company notified and pleaded with  we might have been permitted to take the furniture to Warsaw. As it was, we lost both furniture and money.

Two years later, my sister Ruth, chancing to visit one of the fashionable churches in Chicago of a Sunday morning, was startled and interested. For who should pass the plate with a most reverent air but this same furniture dealer! (I am not introducing this as a bit of irony on my part; I mention it solely for the purpose of elucidating my sisters view in regard to it  which is more important.)

There he stood, the sanctimonious old sharp! was how she expressed herself to me. Holding out the plate and never even looking at me! You never saw such an air of holier than thou! I dont suppose he would have recognized me. But at the time he found his furniture safe, he wanted to be so nice to me. What a pity such wretches should be permitted to impose upon people, rob the poor all week and go to church on Sunday!

To which I can only reply: Of such stuff are morals, public opinion, the common understanding of mine and thine and so forth, ad infinitum. I leave the subtleties of this for the cogitation of those who can qualify as logicians and expert expounders of ethics and morals and other such passing social arrangements.


CHAPTER 35

MOST OF the cities and towns of America, to say nothing of the Middle West, have always seemed to me to be deficient in both individuality and charm. Nearly all of them, as one may see in passing, are spotted on the flat prairies, where no water is to be found, and all too often too few trees. And as for architecture! But Warsaw, the town to which my mother and we three youngest now repaired, remains in my memory as one of the most agreeable minor residence towns it has ever been my pleasure to know. At that time it lay in the very centre of three small but beautiful lakes, two of them so close that they formed an integral part of the town, its streets and houses following their nearer shore lines. The third  Eagle (at present Winona)  was only two miles distant from the public square, in the centre of which was the court-house, a pleasing although none too graceful white sandstone building, possibly seventy-five by one hundred feet, with a dome or clock tower possibly a hundred feet high, the four faces of which were to be seen and the great bell within it heard for miles. (I was always charmed by that public square, its court-house and clock.)

Center Lake, the nearest and most accessible of the three, was a quite impressive body all of a mile wide and perhaps half as much again long. On its nearer or town shore  at the foot of Buffalo Street, I believe  stood a handsome boat-house offering all manner of small boats for hire. On the other two  Pike and Eagle  were summer parks or playgrounds, and excellent fishing and boating in all three. On Center and Pike Lakes were not a few small sail craft of the sharpy type and because of the various sandy beaches and wooded spots, attractive settings for picnics and roving expeditions, especially in summertime. Another of the charms of these waters, as I soon came to know, was that they induced a spirit of romance. Many times, from my thirteenth to my sixteenth year, I stood on the shore of one or another of these lakes at evening listening to the music of zither, mandolin or guitar, wind-wafted from some craft off-shore. And in winter as well as summer  and especially after midnight  the lights and fires of fishermen who were fishing with other than hook and lines  a matter locally prohibited by law  might be seen. Indeed, Warsaws lakes and river, its kempt groves and winding lanes, its handsome schools and bright square, are now identified with the most poetic and thrilling of all my youthful moods. How better than by flaming desires, mirage-like moods and anguishing, unfulfilled desires, can the loveliness of any given region be made to endure in the memory of man!

By some misfortune of chance, though, the small brick cottage which my mother first hit upon, though pleasingly and comfortably situated on the outskirts of the northern part of the town, was, as we were to learn, part of a region occupied by several women of questionable repute. One of them, in fact, occupied the house adjoining ours. Of a Samaritan turn of temperament possibly, and on the very first day of my mothers presence here  and especially in the absence of furniture which was never to arrive  she proceeded to offer conveniences and to make herself otherwise as sociable and agreeable as possible. Since ladies of loose virtue do not always wear a scarlet A on the forehead nor advertise their trade by their manner, my mother was certainly none the wiser. And had she been, I doubt if under the circumstances she would have summoned a pharisaism not common to her. Certainly the several sisters who for the single purpose of helping my mother and getting her settled had come on, found this woman not only congenial but helpful. New furniture, of course, had to be secured, and it was in her company that two of my sisters appeared on the street visiting this and that store. And in consequence, a few days later, in passing a local wagon manufacturers on my way home from the post office, I was hailed by the proprietor. He was a slim, blond, bony young man, of a peculiarly severe expression, as I thought, but not at all unfriendly  quite the contrary, in fact. But now stepping before me and saying: Arent you the people who have just moved into the little brick house at the end of Berry Street?

Yes, sir, I replied.

Well, will you tell your mother not to let your sisters go with that woman next door to you  Mrs. Gilchrist? She hasnt a very good name around here, and I know youre strangers and dont know. So Im telling you. If they go with her, other people wont go with them, you see.

I thanked him for his kindness and immediately went home and told my mother, who appeared more distressed than shocked. Oh, dear! Oh, dear! she exclaimed. He said that, did he? Now isnt that terrible? And forthwith proceeded to consult with her daughters. After Sullivan, Evansville and Chicago, you may be sure she was determined to make a success of this latest effort to set the remainder of the family on the straight and narrow path. And in consequence  and really immediately  and to escape the attentions of this woman, another and really much more attractive house in an entirely different neighborhood was sought out  one adjoining one of the two ward schools. And into that we immediately moved.

This house, as it proved, was much larger and far more comfortable  and interesting, even  than the first one, since, accompanying it at the rear was an extensive garden, bordered by many healthy and varied fruit trees, and the body of which the following spring we were able to plant to capacity with many valuable vegetables. The rent was a little more  eight dollars instead of six, I think. It faced a blind street, unpaved, which gave, by courtesy of a stile, into the adjoining school yard, and so into another blind street on the other side. Over the way directly to the south was a large, old-fashioned brick house set in a grove of pine trees at least two acres in extent, which in earlier days had, no doubt, been part of a very comfortable estate at the edge of the town but now stood vacant and so constituted an extra playground. (Some two years later we removed to this house.) To the rear of our very large garden, divided from the lawn by a very handsome hedge, was a great grove of ash trees, from which we were permitted to cut such wood as we desired. Beyond that again were fields and marshes filled with tall brown cat-tails  the environs of the town in that direction that sloped down to the Tippecanoe River. And so many were the hours, swayed by a romancing mood, that I spent in one or another of the topmost branches of one or another of these trees, surveying the silvery windings of this little river and thinking. Of what? The great world beyond and where I should be and what doing, come the mysterious years that were then still confronting me.

It is always a comforting thing to me to know that here  for once  our family life began in the simple, conservative, well-mannered way that my mother most desired. At last, as she thought, I am sure, she really had a taste of that satisfaction of knowing that she had surrounded at least the three youngest of her children with conditions which she considered most favorable to their mental and spiritual development. As I think of my mother, she reminds me of a pale, spindling flower left to vegetate in a dark room, yet earnestly struggling to reach the light. Yet her efforts were so groping, and for the most part so futile; not sufficiently retroactive, alas, and yet in the main so like natures own. To her very last hour, indeed, and in spite of a marked physical if not mental degeneration, she sought to retain her enthusiasm for life, an enthusiasm lovely because altogether child-like in quality. It was not that she personally wished to appear so well before the world as that she so strongly desired to have her children succeed in a definite way, since, alas, and as she now knew, neither the understanding nor the direction of herself or their father had been sufficient to aid them to any great extent. (Ah, the pang of that, I fear!) If there is a continuance of life after death, no doubt my mother took up her further development with a gay heart.

And I... I, too, was possessed of a sense of peace as well as beauty here  such sylvan and idyllic beauty as rarely elsewhere I have met  at least in the same mood as then possessed me. For after Chicago and those last few days in Evansville, this place suggested not only security but evoked a feeling of beauty and adventure. For not so very far away, straight east along the street which passed our front door, was Center Lake, and over the way was that large, old, deserted house, centered in a grove of pines, where for me at least it was so satisfying to loiter and dream. And below that again, as I soon learned, was a pond or tarn which furnished water for the boilers of a small saw mill and furniture factory adjoining its shore line, and at the same time provided skating in winter and log-jumping in spring, summer and fall. For always about it were stacked large, thick logs of oak, the future furniture of the factory, any one of which could be rolled into the water and propelled here and there or from one to another of which, with the aid of a strong pole, one could leap.

Besides, through the efforts of Paul and the older girls and Al (still in Chicago), the finances of the family were at least in such shape that by such care and thrift as my mother was always capable of exercising, there was no immediate sense of worry or strain. In short, in so far as I could see, she appeared as contented here as during those first days in Evansville. And more, there was every facility here for a modest feeling of prosperity. For in the orchard at the back  and although the season was late  there were still any number of apples to be gathered. And in a left-over kitchen garden, cabbages, turnips, beets and onions. I recall now the practical enthusiasm with which my mother ordered or urged these to be harvested. And, of course, there was work to do: grass to be cut, flower-beds and walks to be weeded; a somewhat decayed fence to be repaired; and the entire house cleaned and refurbished. But all of these things being finally disposed of  the hardest kind of personal labor on my mothers part aiding most, you may be sure  a period of really joyful peace ensued  a period in which we three youngest were at last entered in the public schools, and where I first sensed clearly  and with what relief!  what it had been all along that had most oppressed and delayed me in every way  the dogmatic and always threatening dominance of the Catholic Church and school.


CHAPTER 36

WHENEVER I think of the American school system as it was then  the genial shepherding of millions of children after the fashion of loving parents, and with more love and much more intelligence and care than most of the poorer parents have to offer  I still hold to some slight faith in, if not democracy, at least some form of social organization which would permit of the child being as advantageously and intensively cultivated as any other living and cultivable thing. That this is probable I am not here to say, for certainly the present drift of our American form of democracy is by no means promising. Yet also, the mental road of man is a long one, and obviously, the path of any and all forms of government is beset with the seemingly inalienable and unchanging stupidities, greeds and venal ambitions of man. It is also true, perhaps, that vain, ignorant, prejudiced, yearningly and selfishly ambitious and sex-hungry young women have too often taught the young  to-day more so than ever, I hear  but, as frequently, they teach them very well. In so far as I could see at that time, they inspired as well as suggested ways and means for the future that were of great value and import, and that is all that any educational system can do, is it not?

My teachers, from the beginning to the end of my opportunities in this direction, were by no means intellectual giants, but they were kindly, helpful and sympathetic individuals, one and all, and in line with the current American characteristics of hope and desire for knowledge, and as such, fit teachers, in my humble judgment, for American children of that day. They may or may not have held to stubborn and ignorant religious beliefs. I know that in the main they had the conventional American moralistic notions which made it a crime for a man or woman to know anything about life sexually unless safeguarded by the profoundest Protestant religious and moral convictions. Also they looked on all tendencies toward sex interest as evil and, in a sense, devastating. But even so... they had no objection to a sane conception of history, botany, sociology, zoology, a hundred fields and avenues of information  which was much more than could be said for the Catholics. It was, all in all, a rather free intellectual world in which they lived. The sanctity of the home and of women had already become somewhat of a binding bugaboo, but even so, it was a freer intellectual atmosphere than any with which I previously had been in contact.

More, the atmosphere of the school here was radically different from that which had terrorized me at Evansville and elsewhere. Gone were the black-garbed nuns, with their ultra-solemn countenances and their dull, dogma-repressed minds. And the Reverend Anton Dudenhauser and the very Honorable Professor, their equals and likes. Terrified by my previous experiences, I was at first most loath to enter. It seemed to me that of all the devilish inventions of man intended to plague childhood, schools of any kind were the worst. And Ed, as I smile to recall, refused to enter, and as at Evansville, had once more to be wheedled, coaxed, and finally bought. When, however, he, Trina and myself were finally induced to go next door to the principal of B Ward School, as it was then known, and found instead of a frowning Cerberus of a nun or principal, a bland, smiling, pink-cheeked girl of twenty-two or three, who asked what our previous training had been and said she would try me in Grade seven and Ed in Grade four until she found out whether we were suited to the work there, I could hardly believe my senses. And when I entered Grade seven and found, instead of a gloomy nun ordering us indifferently about, a chestnuthaired girl of not more than twenty-one, whose incorrigible ringlets made a halo about her head and whose laughing brown eyes spoke only of good nature and love of life, I felt exceedingly different about it all.

Besides, the attitude of the pupils was so radically different. Here were boys and girls freely intermingling in the same room, babbling concerning the new arrangements, what had become of whom, who had gone where, the charms and defects of the new teacher, and so on. Imagine this after the Reverend Anton at Evansville! Truly, I think my young American soul gave one bound and thereby attained to the meaning of freedom! I could almost hear the timbers of an antiquated and repressive educational system creaking and crashing about me. This girl, who was to be my teacher and who did really teach me in the best sense of the word, spelled opportunity instead of repression. With shy eyes I followed her movements, taking the desk she indicated. Betimes I was given a list of books to secure: Harveys Grammar, Swintons Geography, somebodys Arithmetic, and so on. By noon, Trina, Ed and myself had been to the village book store and secured all. By noon I was telling my mother that I thought it was going to be very nice.

Only Ed, incorrigible Ed, had been relegated to the primary grade, where he had to begin all over again. Apparently his two years of slavery in the Catholic school at Evansville had done him no good whatsoever.

It serves him just right! pecked my sister Trina, her black bird-like eyes snapping. He never would study! Now see what he gets for wanting to play all the time! Ha, ha! (The intonation alone was the very substance of irony and ridicule.)

And I myself was in no great feather intellectually, for although I made the same grade as my much smarter sister, I was doubtful of my ability to remain there. Arithmetic? It seemed the substance of mystery and difficulty. Grammar? I could gain no least inkling of what it was all about. Why nouns and verbs and participles, anyhow? What was the good of them? When it came to the Fifth Reader, geography, spelling, I felt more or less at home. These interested me, especially geography.

But, ah, the charm of that seventh grade room! Its warm, bright space; clean, varnished desks; wide and bright windows, framing what lovely views! And May Calvert, the teacher, with her sunny smile, seated on the platform at the front. Her soft, kind eyes. And her friendly voice. At once, and for some reason, she seemed to take an interest in me. Did I like Warsaw? Did I think I would like this school? I was so moved by this consideration that I was silent, and yet really tremulous with pleasure.

And after that, the pleasant routine of the school itself. Under the questioning and subsequent sympathetic direction of this particular teacher, I felt more at ease here than anywhere else I had ever been, I think. Her eyes, always bent on me so quietly and even appealingly, as it seemed to me. Would I read the third paragraph on page 70 of so and sos Reader? Would I tell her what were the leading industries of the State of Maine? What was the meaning of the word pique, and how did one spell it? Parse the following:  Whereupon, and ignominiously, I confessed that I did not know how.

But was that the end of me in that grade? Not at all! Instead, after school that evening, a cooing and even affectionate investigation into my lacks and defects as a grammarian. And so then and there the whole truth  that I knew nothing whatsoever about it; had never known. But then to cure that, a talk with my sister  who did. More, private noontime or after-school half hours in which various difficulties in regard to grammar were gone over and over and over, until at last some few feeble glimmerings as to its import seemed, X-ray fashion, to pierce the thickness of my skull. But along with that, amazement, plus compliments, in regard to the English I could write and speak. But, Theodore dear, you write good English. Your longest sentences and paragraphs are correct and orderly. I dont understand. Neither did I, although I flushed with some mystical vicarious pride. I myself wondered  and very much so  how it was that I did it, for I could not say how.

And somehow, with all this, a growing something that was very close or akin to affection  love, even. Her eyes, her pretty mouth, her hair, her pink cheeks! Her face at all close to mine, I trembled and felt what... actually that she would put her arm around me and hold me, rather than that I might put my arm around her and hold her. Had words come, they would have been Love me; love me, love me, please! And so often her soft eyes looked as though that were true.

So then, graceful, easy, charming hours! The tang of them comes back, as does that of the sea to the sailor. For about me now were such new and agreeable types of boys and girls. For before, behind, to either side of me, in this bench-filled schoolroom, were girls whose cheeks and hair and eyes in their wondrous combinations, were a constant provocation and delight. And in other rooms of this same school, scores more of them, and at noon, night, recess, tripping out so gaily and arm in arm going where... ah!

Whether it was due to family banter or the repression of any tendency to take an interest in girls, or a natural shyness which caused me to underestimate my own merits  it might have been one or all three, or something else  I now began to develop a poignant consciousness of being unattractive to the other sex and not very popular with my own. What could have produced it? Growth? That defeat in Chicago? Being thrown with girls? Opposition or comment? I cannot say. Primarily it may have sprung from a lack of courage or a too lively sense of the virtues and merits of others. But when I studied the grace or material equipment of other boys and girls I saw here  girls, in particular, whose least smile I would have welcomed with a fainting enthusiasm  my immediate conclusion was that I was terribly homely and without courage or charm of speech or manner.

And yet, out of perhaps thirty or forty who here met my eyes, many of them in the same room with me, and whom I came to know and in other cases to admire at a distance, four or five immediately stood out as of definite import for me. Augusta Phillipson, a Jewess, black-haired, brown-cheeked, friendly, daring, hoyden; Myrtle Trego, whose face and eyes  violet-blue eyes and of a pale complexion  sent a thrill of mingled delight and misery through me every time I looked at her; Cad Tuttle, tawny of hair as a Norse, whose full brown eyes and rounded chin and heavy, shapely neck, were richly sensuous; her sister Maud, soft and plump and blonde, the type sure to be fat at forty; Berta Boone, dark as jet her hair and eyes, and with a slim, waspish figure. And then my teacher, May Calvert, plump, rosy, fair-haired, a type of robust beauty, and as intelligent as the Middle West of this period (no more), and as lovely as the cornflowers that grew in such profusion here in the spring.

In regard to this teacher, I have a story to tell which may as well be told here. Before three months had passed she had fallen into the habit of pinching my ear as she passed or putting her hand on my hair and smoothing it. One day, after I had finished reading two paragraphs from The Legend of Sleepy Hollow, she said: Theodore, you read beautifully. There is something so like outdoors in your voice. You read as you are. It is perfect. I sat down, abashed and flustered, the blood burning in my cheeks and ears. I thought for the moment that she was making light of me, so little vanity had I, but finally it came to me and I was very proud. I felt a warm, yearning kinship with her for all the while I was in her room thereafter. I wanted to get close to her and hold her. She was so warm and of such a generous mold.

Toward the end of the year, finding I was still backward in grammar, she asked me to stay after school one day. Leaning over her desk following the details of her advice, I felt her hair brush my cheek. Finally I felt her hand on my shoulder. I snuggled up to her, because I was magnetically drawn and because I thought she was lovely. I could scarcely think of what she was telling me.

I wanted to put my arms about her, but I did not dare. I went home that night elated and yet disappointed. I felt that I was entitled to cling close and love her, and yet I had not the courage. This relationship between us existed without interruption until the end of the year. But as to grammar, I failed dismally.

You have done well in everything else, Theodore, she said to me one afternoon, but you dont know anything about grammar. Yet because I know you dont need to, Im going to pass you just the same. Youre too bright to be held back for that. Youre going to be in Miss Reids room next year, and Ill speak to her. Shell understand and help you through. Grammar isnt everything.

She paused and looked at me. Outside I could see the school lawn and beyond it the pattern of the branches of the trees on the ground made by the sunlight. But I had nothing to say.

Shy boy, she added, and then she reached over and took my hand. I hope youll have a happy future, she said, and kissed me.

I was so overcome with surprise and delight that I could not speak. Bashful to the extent of being ridiculous, I had no courage for an opportunity such as this. Instead I flushed to the roots of my hair, thanked her, and left. As I went out the door, she called after me: Good-bye. I turned and saw her smiling and looking affectionately after me. I wanted to run back, but I did not dare.

When next I saw May Calvert, she was married and the mother of two children. It was a great shock. But, oh, the dreamy import of that last scene with her! Though men and women change and fade and are cut down like the grass, yet some scenes and some words and some thoughts and emotions have a deathless quality of their own.


CHAPTER 37

THE CHARM of Warsaw as a town and, perhaps better, as a mental and emotional experience, was enhanced by other things. This was my mothers home country, the region in which she had seen the three spirit lights of her children, and a lovely country it was. Not twelve miles away, at Silver Lake, lived Aunt Sue, my mothers sister, and her family. Not more than fifteen miles away, at Bourbon, lived Uncle Henry, her brother, a bishop in the United Brethren Church and a man of consequence. At Manchester, not more than forty miles away, lived her half-sister and her husband, the one who had taken Al and tried to make a farmer out of him. All about us were the evidences that mother had enjoyed comfortable prosperity and some successful relationships, and that was something to elevate our spirits.

I recall sitting at my desk in school one day and reading an item in my geography to the effect that Warsaw was considered to be the most beautiful town in the State and one blessed with many lovely features of both land and water. I sat up with pride, for we were living in Warsaw! More, this was my mothers home region, if you please!

In spring, summer and fall here  quite as much so in winter, really  the lakes, the Tippecanoe River, and the woods, were delightful. Though one might not own a row-boat, one could fish and swim from the banks or the public and private piers, the owners of which did not object to their use. Also boats were to be hired for very little  twenty-five cents for an afternoon or evening. Or there were neighbor boys or schoolmates who had row-boats and were willing enough to share or lend them. When winter set in, there was ice skating on all of the lakes, their surfaces frequently frozen to the thickness of a foot or more. The town was prosperous, its boys and girls, for the most part, well-dressed and playful.

Yet by now I was beginning to wonder about our family, its relationship to this new community, which somehow seemed better and perhaps more class-conscious than any I had ever known. I saw boys and girls whose parents possessed homes much more luxurious than ours. In school I was shoulder to shoulder with those who were better-dressed and generally better equipped materially than we were. Skates, sleighs, furs in winter, and an ample wardrobe in summer, plus tennis sets, canoes and the like, were the portion of many of those whom I knew, at least by sight. One of the disturbing observations which presently I made was that we could not afford a handsome canoe, where handsome canoes were common, nor yet a sleigh when in season sleighs were numerous, nor yet the clothes and amusements of so many who were of the wealthier fraction of the town. In short, my budding personal attitude was that of an ambitious but pleasure-loving parvenu. Instead of taking to heart the emphasis in our home and elsewhere on the need of energy, study of a practical character, ambition, self-denial and some other things in order that one might properly prepare oneself for the battle of life, I was for mooning about and dreaming of how delightful it would be to do this and that, have this and that  without effort  by luck or birth, as it were. The attitude of a maundering neer-do-well, I grant you, but trying or painful enough just the same  the unconquerable and incurable vagaries of the ignorant and inexperienced mind.

But fortunately, at about this time my interest in literature flowed higher and found better pasturage. Previous to this I had been reading but odds and ends of things, and without much, if any, discrimination or direction  Puck, Judge, The Family Story Paper, The New York Weekly, The Fireside Companion  the substance of these papers being either the cheap partisan politics of the nation, as in the case of the first two, or the mystery of the disappearance of some shop girl, beloved of a scion of wealth, whose parents sought to hold her in abeyance until his love should cool or he or she was forced into a relationship which would end the objectionable infatuation.

Just why at this time I was so much interested in all this I did not understand. That sex desire was developing with great strides was a biological fact far beyond my ken. Or that, as ever, it was associated with ease, luxury and beauty, was all beyond me. What I did sense, and so clearly, in connection with these impossible romances was that my sympathies were all with the maiden forlorn. The drawn, distrait faces of these story-paper heroines, the appealingly outstretched arms, the wind-blown hair, moved me as has little else since.

It was May Calvert who first suggested to me the privilege, which was mine for the asking, of drawing books from the local public library in the basement of the High School. I remember securing and taking my privilege card for her signature as guarantor, and then returning with it to the attendant at the library. And then, shelves upon shelves of books; and all open to me for the asking! True enough, from a public library point of view, they were few  perhaps twelve hundred volumes all told  but for me at my age, an amazing number. At first I selected only such books as had been recommended to me. Later, though, I began to choose for myself, because of suggestions made in prefaces or because the subject matter enticed me. Hawthornes House of the Seven Gables, for instance, and The Scarlet Letter; Irvings Alhambra,

The Sketch Book and The Conquest of Granada; Kingsleys Water Babies; and Goldsmiths Deserted Village. I think of all that passed before me at this time, the two books that impressed me most were Water Babies and The House of the Seven Gables. I was not then  consciously, at least  a realist, and the mystery of the water world as portrayed in Water Babies, the metaphysical and mystic impulses which project life and which were suggested therein, appealed to me strongly. It somehow brought back those days at Sullivan, when and where I sat beside pools and waterholes watching for crawfish and salamanders.

And there were other books. I recall reading Evangeline and thinking it wonderful. Also many of the other poems of Longfellow, as well as Bryant, Whittier (much recommended in the schools of those days) and, much better, Poes Raven,

Annabel Lee, and The Bells. From some source came a volume or two of Fenimore Cooper  recommended by a schoolmate, I think The Pathfinder,

Deerslayer and others of his. Only presently I turned again to romance, seeking in Ouida, Mrs. Harrison and even Laura Jean Libby some phase of impossible sentimentalism which my nature appeared to crave. In short, I have since thought that for all my modest repute as a realist, I seem, to my self-analyzing eyes, somewhat more of a romanticist than a realist. The wonder of something that I cannot analyze! The mystic something of beauty that perennially transfigures the world! The freshness of dawns and evenings! The endless changes of state and condition in individuals! How these things grip and mystify! Life itself so unstable, water-slippery, shifty, cruel, insatiate, and yet so generous, merciful, forgiving. How like all or nothing it seems, according to ones compound and experiences! Yet never would I say of any picture of it, realistic or otherwise, that so much as fragmentarily suggests its variety or force, that it is dull. The individual himself  the writer, I mean  might well be a fool, and therefore all that he attempts to convey would taste of his foolishness or lack of wisdom or drama, but life, true life, by whomsoever set forth or discussed, cannot want utterly of romance or drama, and realism in its most artistic and forceful form is the very substance of both. It is only the ignorant or insensitive who fail to perceive it.

But to continue. These books which now commanded my attention lifted me into an entirely different state, gave me a new outlook on life, and in a way aided me better to formulate myself to myself. Hitherto I had been quite nebulous as to what I might do or could hope to do. But now, by these readings, or because of them, while I cannot say that I consciously arrived at the thought that I was to be a writer, I might say that I had found something which I felt I should like to imitate. Among other things I read Samuel Smiles Self Help, commended by May Calvert, and however trivial that may appear to some, I felt a self-helping force developing in me. It made me see that there were many things to do and many, many ways of finding how to do them. Some people drifted into things, and most successfully; others thought them out. Perhaps when the time came, I should think my way out.

More, I was no longer the same boy I was in Evansville or Chicago. It mattered not how uncertain my future seemed to me, I was soothed by the consciousness that I had come in contact with an immense reservoir of ideas, scenes, materials which could and would enlarge my vision. And then, too, the authors of these books were men whose interests appeared in many instances to be identical with my own. In many presentations of human difficulties, pleasures and actions, I recognized my own moods and emotions. The world is not like the Catholic Church says it is, was one of the first things that occurred to me. My father is a narrow, hide-bound religionist, was another. My mother, not strange to relate, grew in stature and import in the light of these revelations. I looked upon her now as an open-minded personality; she had not, like my father, stopped growing.

Books! Books! Books! How wonderful, fascinating, revealing! Whenever I found it possible, I would steal away and ascend to a front bedroom on the second floor of our house, and there bury myself in the pages of first one volume and then another. Outside, overhead, might be a blue or grey sky, sunshine or rain or snow; it made little difference. For I was reading and awakening to a consciousness of many things, the mere knowledge of which appeared to coincide with power. The skies in my books were blue. One could do things with sufficient power.


CHAPTER 38

THERE WERE many boys here whom after a very little while I came to know reasonably well. In thinking of them in this way, I feel as though I were about to attempt to describe the personal and social characteristics of a regiment. Among them were several who took up with me not because I was really suited to them in mood, but because I was Eds brother and because they thought that in spite of all the evidence I might prove to be all right.

In that connection let me say that never anywhere, I think, was there a more avid playboy or sport-lover than Ed. He was tireless in his pursuit of pleasure after this fashion. Although never willing to get up early in the morning, he invariably made up for this by his unwillingness to retire at night as long as there was the least possibility of his getting or staying outside and playing at a game. Yet a greater dullard at books never lived. I can safely say that up to the age of fourteen, to say nothing of a much later period, and outside of such general knowledge as he gained at his play or work, he knew nothing at all. Whether the earth was flat or round was one and the same thing to him. Was there a good skating pond somewhere? Would the weather be fair enough to play ball on the morrow? Would vacation last from May fifteenth to September fifteenth as it had the year before? Whom could, he get to fill a certain position on a ball team which he was attempting to organize: the Warsaw Blues, say? All these were leading and engrossing questions with him. Never once, up to the age of twenty at least, did I see him pick up a book and attempt to read it, not even the five-cent or dime boy libraries that were then so popular. Girls interested him not much more than books. He appeared to like them well enough, but in so simple or animal a way as to contrast sharply with the blood and brain fury which they set up in me. In short, he was generally deemed a healthy, normal boy, whereas I was already looked upon by some as of a brooding, mooning turn, by others (my immediate family and some of the schoolteachers and students) as a potential student, one who might later choose to shut himself away from the cares of the world to dwell in books. You know the tendency of the average family to deify the numbskull student, should he chance to make his appearance in its midst. Only in my case, there was a greater leaven of laughing understanding, cynicism and worldly experience than might have been found in some others.

For one thing  to digress somewhat further  our family was by now convinced that I had distinct intellectual tendencies. My father, coming home from Terre Haute on one occasion, for instance, and finding me reading so much, actually approved of the purchase of a set of Washington Irvings works (bound in most unwieldy fashion, as I recall) offered by a mendicant agent on the ground that these books were a liberal education. In due course of time, sets of Dickens, Thackeray and Scott were added in the same way, though that my father, had he known, would have allowed Vanity Fair or indeed many parts of Irving, to enter his home, I cannot believe. The truth was, the superior phases of the worlds literature were beyond his ken. And so these, as much talked-of volumes, probably seemed worthy and so reasonably safe, but that was all.

Just the same, though, having succumbed to our entrance into the public school (under a brisk fire of argument as well as opposition from my mother, no doubt), he continued to fight briskly, and with the most amazing array of dogmatic assertions, every untoward reference to the Catholic Church, or indeed any fact which we encountered and chose to report  out of pure cussedness on our part, I suppose  and which chanced to run counter to the asinine teachings of his Church. Thus it might be that I reported that the reason why the Reformation came about was because some Catholic monks in Germany dared openly to sell indulgences to all and sundry  which because of the price paid permitted escape from purgatory, or that Martin Luther was a good man, or that the Church had punished Galileo for saying that the earth was round  statements so infuriating to my father that he fairly foamed with rage.

Scoundrels! (I can still hear him.) Liars! That such things should be allowed to be taught in these public schools, and when the facts are written down where everybody can read them! That scoundrel Luther, with his lies! That whore-master! That seducer and marrier of nuns! That false swearer! And now they dare to teach that he was a good man! It is all his fault, the scoundrel, the drunkard, the reprobate, that the Reformation was ever started! The Church! The Church! They dare to deny the Church! St. Peter was given the keys to heaven, and this scoundrel comes along and tries to deny it and cause trouble here on earth! Very good! But he is burning in hell for what he did! God is fixing him! But here on earth things are in a bad way yet because of him, and apparently they are getting no better!

These schools, look at them! he went on to me once, his face a study of impotent rage, bitterness and grief. No Bible in them, or if there is one, a Protestant Bible, gotten up by that scoundrel and full of lies! No separation of the boys and girls as there should be in any well regulated state of society! The shamelessness of these American children! Boys and girls together! Terrible! No vow-bound, God-fearing nuns or priests to curb them, but silly girls, their heads full of beaus, to teach these innocent children! God will visit his wrath on such a country! Wait and see! Wait and see!

Occasionally, if mother was present, he would turn to her and declare: It is you, with the way you think and the excuses you make for them, that are the cause of all our troubles with our children!  which, of course, would start a new argument. And then would come crimination and recrimination for possibly hours at a time.

Needless to say, most of his boisterous and intemperate language fell upon indifferent or sealed ears. My sister Trina, who in her shrewd way had discovered that Catholic schools were poor places in which to learn anything, was now daily pouring into my mothers ears a live stream of censorious facts destructive to the claims of the Catholic Church as well as a host of complimentary ones designed to paint the merits of the public schools in high colors. In this respect, or once she was convinced of anything, she was a relentless fighter. If she did not like a thing, that ended it, and her batteries never flagged. Finding the public schools pleasing to her, she was now determined to stay in them, as was I, and anything my father dared venture against was fought by the two of us. In short, my mothers suspicions as to the worthlessness of the Catholic schools as educational institutions became a certainty under our persistent fire.

If I may be permitted a still further digression, I should like to say that I cannot recall that there was the least tendency in any of the public schools I ever attended to say anything derogatory to the Catholic Church, either publicly or privately, even so much as by innuendo or juxtaposition of unfavorable facts, to cast doubt upon its dogmatic teachings. The educational direction of the State did not permit it. And although, as I happen to know, there was a strong local anti-Catholic feeling abroad (and in my humble judgment, rightly so), it was constantly curbed and held in restraint in order that the very minor Catholic element in the schools might not be offended. Yet the opposition of my father to our presence in the public schools and his estimate of their baneful, anti-religious influence was little short of fanatic and provoked statements from me which I did not hear in the public school but rather encountered in my general reading.

But to return to the gang of boys that we had gathered around us or of which we had become a part. It consisted of at least twenty  never all present at once  some more respectable than others, some less so, but no one of whom was particularly vicious. Of all of these, though, I recall at least three or four who seemed to me exceptionally clever or venturesome, or both, and of whom personally I grew quite fond. Chief among these was one Gavin McNutt, the cleverest, most reckless, most spirited, and certainly the most courageous of any. The daring of him! And the something of animal violence that at times animated him! He was neither very respectable nor very vulgar, but decidedly not vicious at heart.

To begin with, this same Gavin was a great sport. He could do and outdo all of the things we could do. For one thing, he could sustain himself by his teeth from a rope or tree limb, provided the latter could bear his weight. He was a graceful skater, a good fighter, a long distance runner, a trick diver, and a pole vaulter. In one of his limpid blue-grey eyes was a cast, and in moments of excitement this gave him a semi-demoniac expression not always pleasant to contemplate. On the other hand, when not too excited, he was the soul of gay humor, banter and general good nature  sometimes even of helpfulness when someone came by an injury or was in danger of drowning or losing a fight or being tormented by an enemy.

And one of his greatest stunts, as I recall it, was log-jumping in and around that saw-mill log pond on the other side of the old Thralls house south of us and which I have described. Here, after school or on Saturdays or holidays, he would frequently collect and lead a log-leaping party, himself executing great flights through the air by means of a long pole and landing like a bird on some eminence too difficult for the rest of us to attain. Some of his other pleasures were to dare any or all of us to wade through a piece of dangerously deep water or walk a high and treacherous rail or invade private property. However, outside of a heavy contempt for unathletic classmen or indeed for all who could not take life as he did, he was truly a lovable fellow, generous, frolicsome and humorous.

Hey, Ed! (I can see his tousled, blond head over our side fence.) Get your bat and ball and come on out!

My mother wont let me.

Aw, yes, she will. Tell er youre just goin to play ball. She wont mind.

But I gotta do some work first.

Aw, let it wait. Ill help you afterwards. Tell er that, will ye? And so baseball.

Or: Hey, Ed! Come on, were goin swimmin,  and in confirmation of this he would hold up two cryptic fingers, the swimming sign. Or: Ooo-eee, log-jumpin! whereupon, perchance, my father or mother, hearing his voice and seeing Ed trying to sneak out a side door, would call: Ed! Ed! Dont you go out! You come back here now! Dont you pay any attention to him! Just you go and get your lessons done. You can play afterwards.

My father, however, really liked Gavin, I think, for on at least one occasion I heard him say, staring in the direction where McNutts head had appeared and disappeared: There he is again, the idlest good-for-nothing in the neighborhood! When does he study, Id like to know? What sort of parents has he? All he thinks of is play. A right scamp, this one! I dont think Ed ought to be seen with him. He can do you boys no good! But just the same, he never forbade him the premises.

And McNutt, unabashed by this obviously unfavorable opinion of him reported by Ed or myself or seen in my fathers face, had no hesitancy in pursuing the even tenor of his way. My father and mother might frown, but what of it? If he encountered either of them publicly, he would take off his hat and greet them most cordially, but he had no intention of reforming or letting Ed alone. Frequently my father declared that he was on the point of going to McNutts father and pointing out his sons defects, but he never went. Instead mother and Mrs. McNutt came eventually to exchange civilities, largely on account of us children, I presume.

For my part, from the very beginning I took a strong fancy to Gavin. He did not dominate me intellectually as he seemed to do in the case of Ed and others, though he led me athletically and in other ways, as in his adventuring here and there. But the reason for that was that he was so frank, pagan, gay. Boys talk of so many things their parents never dream they talk of, and Gavins mind was stored with details as to the methods by which life is generated. Also what girls were being pursued by what boys in Warsaw, and vice versa. In addition, he had a seemingly inexhaustible fund of semi-lecherous yet always humorous stories which he retailed in privacy and with much gusto. Free bus to the Astor House was one of his I recall. And the story of the preacher who was a solace to the entire family. But I am sure that I never listened to a more picturesque or original story-teller nor one who took more joy in retailing them, and they illuminated life as much as any school could, and, in one field, more. I should add, though, and in defense of Gavin, that his oaths and stories were coupled with bounding forthright energy and animal interest in play.

We think of healthy human animal energy as being divorced from a mucky interest in sex and brutal language and so-called pornographic thoughts. But I did not find it so in my own case nor among any of those I knew. On the contrary, those who gave freest vent to their knowledge of and interest in things morally and ethically frowned upon in a community of this kind were apt to be the most vigorous physically and even mentally.

Since probably I shall not deal with Gavin again, I should like to add that at nineteen he died of lockjaw from a rusty nail driven into his foot while running; and that shortly thereafter there developed a grave local scandal. A girl by the name of Flora Woods, with whom he had been running, as the locale had it, was found to be with child by him. All the scandal-loving tongues of the town  à la the Tom Jones world of Henry Fielding  were at once set wagging, and finally the girls family, in a state of deep disgrace, left town. And so the community re-affirmed its public morals.


CHAPTER 39

ALTHOUGH, AS I have said, I took this sensible liking for McNutt, there were others I did not like: youths of lecherous, saturnine and frequently brutal disposition, whose thoughts and moods I could not abide. One  Chick Peters  a lean, slathery, ambling type, for subtlety, silence and instability compared not unfavorably with Dock Johnson and Al Thompson and Harry Truckee. How he came to get in with our group I do not know, save that in summertime the bounds of friendship were enlarged. He was always proposing some mischief I did not like: the invading of someones property; stealing something to make an occasion or a meal  a boat, a chicken, fruit, vegetables  or running away to some other town in a box car.

Then there were Ash Thurston and Willie Kettle, boys of better family whose parents I never met but with whom I frequently wandered and talked, on heaven only knows what topics: school, work, teachers, books. And finally, George and John Shoup, distantly related cousins of ours on my mothers side, whose father was part owner of the principal flour mill here. Both George and John were alternately friends or enemies, as the time or mood suggested  friendly during one week and enemies the next. I really did not like either of them any too much, because in the course of time I found that they were not a little snobbish, their fathers flour mill causing them to look down on the flour-mill-less and up to those who had more than their flour mill represented. In short, what we attained was only a partial relationship, never anything that extended to the homes of either of us.

But there was one other boy who for at least two of these opening years here was almost my inseparable companion. His name was Harry Croxton, and his father traded in sewing machines. He was an innocently wild, irresponsible youth, full of the maddest dreams of adventure for the future: China, India, Mexico, South America. (He finally died in Mexico, a mining engineer and expert representing a company there.) But better yet, he was of an insatiable intellectual turn, and because of him as spur and impetus I was compelled to discuss some of the more serious and driving thoughts concerning sex which were already beginning to haunt him as well as myself.

Indeed, when we were out in the woods, or swimming, or in our secret or unobserved places, nearly always all of these boys would fall to talking of girls. Some of their talk was positively vile. A woman at a window, a child in a yard, a boy and girl or man and woman walking were certain to provoke the most pornographic comments. Come on over here in the woods! or Say, I wouldnt do a thing to her if I had her here. Quite entirely, of course, all of this was the product of a bounding animality, almost wholly restrained in the policed and so orderly world around them, and accordingly its intenseness transmuted itself to thought and comment, only partially satisfying, you may be sure. Legs, breasts, thighs, underwear, wild stories of encounters, of seeing things through windows or keyholes, of boys and girls seen lying together in the depths of the woods, were dwelt on as the most exciting of all things.

On the other hand  and by reason of the temperament of this particular youth  another, and for me much more illuminating type of sex discussion was introduced. For whether by reason of the mental direction of either his father or mother  both New Englanders and intellectuals of the country or small town type  he appeared thus early well aware of the physical anatomy of sex  the actual (as then known) physiology as well as, in a modest way, emotional psychology of the organs and their reactions, and also, as then taught, the attendant dangers of masturbation, lack of sanitation, and the various diseases and contagions to which that lack gives rise. And liked to talk about all these things. Only finding, in our gang at least, few if any hearers other than myself, he devoted much of his time and quite all of his discoveries as well as speculations in this field to me. And hearing of a lecture for men only which was soon to come, was determined that I should hear that. But the admission charge  fifty cents  as well as the shame that I felt at that time of explaining to my mother exactly what the fifty cents was for, caused me to give over the idea.

But Croxton, determined on learning all in this field, and having himself attended, returned with news of all he had heard  not much more than previously he had known except this: that he had seen large colored maps of each particular organ, with the mechanics of the same clearly set forth  some of which he roughly sketched and so made very clear to me much more of my own mechanism as well as that of the opposite sex than I had ever guessed  but all with his now repeated warnings of the dangers that accompanied license  a series of facts in regard to contagions and their devastating effects which impressed me not a little.

I was as determined by then to avoid loose or evil women  as my father described them  as I would the devil himself!

None the less, sex, sex, sex! How the hot fire nature had lighted in my body was driving me to almost frantic efforts at self-satiation! And how, for the next two or three years (to say nothing of the next twenty-five) it harried me from hell to hell! Although my mother and father and the pleasant father confessor of our church were constantly counselling me to keep pure in thought and feeling, yet my proper nature was gratifying itself with insistent thoughts and emotions that concerned girls and this sex function. And while I did not even then quite realize fully the immense force and power of male and female contact, still in a vague way, I did, too. I cannot explain the something of vagueness that lingered about all this, only that it must have been evoked by inexperience. Men and women reveled with one another in some way... but how? It seemed  and even after young Croxton, if you will believe it  that it must relate more to hugging and kissing than anything else, although I now knew definitely of that else. For the lines of a womans form were beginning to be of blazing import to me, and just that  the pleasure of viewing and caressing it  seemed almost enough  indeed in some of my sex-worshipping fancies, all but too much. Could I endure? Would I have the vitality, the self-repression even, so that I should not faint? For often at the mere sight of an unheralded Venus displayed in a book or some picture that chanced to fall into my hands, my blood ran hot and cold. I was transfixed, fearsome, and invariably looked cautiously about for fear someone might be looking with or at me. Yet assuring myself of being alone, I would make bold to feast my eyes upon the potent lines. Then a veritable feeling of fear or weakness, an actual wave of bashful terror and almost insupportable breathlessness, as I paused to think on what I should do if I were suddenly confronted by such a reality  what  in love  I should be called upon to do! Ah, how devastating as well as rewarding! How fire-sweet and yet fire-injurious, too!

Sing the dark flower of passion that glorifies and terrifies the world! Once  in my youth, at least  we lied so about it. As one might skirt the quaking caldron of a crater, red and glinting with the molten slag below, so humanity throughout the Christian era has gone about it on tiptoe, fearing to examine what it most greatly desired to possess. But since then, what a change! The stage  books  Freud  life!

At that time, though, I found myself on the qui vive for every form of life; all was no more than a minor accompaniment to the molten, sputtering main theme pulsating and winding like a great river within the depths of my inner self. Shall I call it passion? It had no least relationship to the actuality which a passion for some one definite individuality evokes. The feverish unrest to see a given face or hear a certain voice! That was wanting. Instead, though, there was a wild, flaming enthusiasm for the color of life itself: all the color which contributes to the settings of sex. The flowers, trees, grass, sky, beautiful homes, bright shops, music, the artistry of clothing  all combined to produce a thrilling harmony which sang of but one thing: love.

And by love I do not mean that poetic abstraction celebrated by the religionists  devoid of sex  nor yet the guttural sensuality understood of the materialist. My dreams were a blend of each: the diaphanous radiance of the morning, plus a suggestion of the dark, harsh sensuality of the lecher and the libertine  a suggestion merely, none the less a potent one which gave to all beauty and all reality a meaning. This, this, this contact joy between two was its meaning! And this was its reward! This and no other! Architecture, trade, commerce, law, the political and social rules and activities of life: servants, servants merely, the underpinning and surface-decorating of the great world altar on which the creative love or sex impulse made its bed!


CHAPTER 40

THE FIRST girl to take my attention seriously and cause me to experience that unutterable, inexpressible something we call love, was a dark-haired, pale-faced child whose father was one of the two or three druggists whose stores, because of ice cream and soda principally (but not ice cream soda as we know it to-day) constituted the centre of a gay traffic.

I should like to interpolate in passing that all of the wonder paraphernalia of the modern soda fountain was then practically unknown. The ice cream soda, with its endless variety of flavors and colors, and the glories of marbled and mirrored counters, had not yet arrived, although in the second year of our stay in Warsaw, the milk shake (a drink which from 1885 to 1889 ran a brilliant course of popularity) was introduced. I also recall that forthwith I was one of the earliest and most enthusiastic addicts of this product, expending all of my begged or earned dimes for it, but later when ice cream soda put in an appearance, along with everyone else I became an apostate from milk shake, a convert to ice cream soda. But at the precise time of which I write, only ice cream and soda water variously flavored, as well as pop, sarsaparilla, ginger ale and the like were displayed and dispensed.

But to return to my thrilling, if not primal, sex contagion, which like some sweet disease gave me weeks and months of mingled anguish and delight. Myrtle Trego studied in the same room with me, under May Calvert, during our first year here. A shy little maid, as I recall her, her beauty suggesting the pictures of Quaker and Puritan maids of history and school literature rather than the girls of our own day. A simple, unpretentious creature, not as blazingly impressive as many another, I am sure, yet for some reason most painfully appealing to me. Her soft eyes! Her shy smile! A sinuous and yet evasive walk, demure and with a sweet innocence that grew on me daily until the grace of her became a kind of fire of delight. And her eyes, of a chestnut brown, and holding a look always retiring and even bashful. And her cheeks so pale, with only the most delicate suggestion of a flush in them at times.

Nature, I am prone to believe, rather indifferently achieves the miracle of flower-like passion or illusion in youth and spring. Yet unquestionably it suggests an urgent desire for rebuilding, over and over, the machinery of physical and mental life and love, and love is its prime mover; love that is at once its method and its purpose. But in so far as the individual is concerned, it certainly values the particular machinery and usefulness of him at almost nothing, or for so brief a time, so few years, as to mean the same. Yet it builds anew and anew, as though quantity, not quality, were the point. The slums! The bagnios! The amazing wastes of war and disease! And yet, think of the suns rays, splattering almost forever upon this earth and producing over and over, seasonably and unseasonably, the mystery and complexity of this thing we know as life: human beings, animals, trees; plants of five leaves, four leaves, three leaves; the amazingly sensitive tendrils and blossoms; and through all these again, lifes rude and bloody vigor! And the moon  a frozen stone  evoking, endlessly almost, destroying dreams and emotions! And under them, such minute things as myself and the beings who move me! And desire that can destroy! And hate!

I have waited for years to make some reference to this engrossing affair, intending to paint it with the dawn-like delicacy which it always seemed to me to deserve. But now that the time has come, words fail me. I might rhapsodize  I am even moved to. The shelllike coloring of it all! The sky-ey, dawny delicacy of the mood that possessed me  remote, intangible, elusive and yet consuming  it calls me even now to the effort. But how? For here was a sacrosanct realm, its confines fragile and delicate, of amethystine clarity, as of the dawn and spring, and redolent of flowers and faint spices. So wondrous, lovely and delicate indeed that I could only wonder at it and her from afar. No adoring devotee, laying with faltering hands a votive offering on the altar of a high and powerful god, could have had more of the quality of adoration in his eyes than lay in mine whenever I beheld this Myrtle.

But to what end! For months I waited without once speaking to this first true love. Yet eventually, and to my quaking amazement, heaven itself opened and received me for a moment into its deepest heart. It was at a schoolboy and girl party, the first one I ever attended. The party was to be given at Myrtles house. And the list, to my amazement as well as that of Trina, my sister, included my name. Why me? And marvels  wonders  mysteries!  Trina had all the prospective details from a girl friend  there were to be games of all sorts. And at once I was alive with wonder as to what their character would be. But as if in answer to my curiosity or need, it was Harry Croxton who strolling home with me of an evening troubled to enlighten me by predicting post office.

Gee, I hope they play that! he added. If they do, and Im called, Im going to call Sadie Morris. (Another pretty girl of our room.) He was so excited that he executed a number of handsprings in our yard to relieve his feelings. But as for myself, at the mere thought of possibly facing Myrtle alone, I alternately shivered and flushed. For now  or then on that occasion  I could.... But would I? Would I dare? Would I? For days beforehand, really, whenever a lull in other thoughts permitted, there was Myrtle Trego  eyes, walk, shyness. And whenever she appeared, I shook as with a chill almost. That coming hour! That approaching fatal moment! At times I sat in the swing under an apple tree in our yard, and swaying to and fro, meditated on the possibilities of such an encounter. The joy! The weakness! What if I won the opportunity of kissing her! Then what!

I call the attention of all moralists and ethical experts to the fact that in the face of this innocent and quite reverential ecstasy in connection with Myrtle, I was even then and there suffering perturbations of a somewhat different nature. In the schoolroom with me at that time were many other girls who affected me in various ways. There was Cad Tuttle, a warm, vital beauty who moved me to such rash, sensual thoughts in connection with herself as to cause my confessor to caution me in regard to mortal sins of the flesh that dragged one to hell. And her sister Maud, shorter and heavier, but scarcely less beautiful. And Nata Weyler, whose full pink lips and swimming eyes suggested what fleshly languors! And Gusta Phillipson, a curly-haired Jewess, who once chased me around a lilac bush to kiss me. There were so many. I think I dreamed constantly of their hidden physical lines. Yet with Myrtle it was as I have said. Sensuality in connection with her appeared to be held at bay. It was as when one contemplates a sunrise at sea or a cool, crisp, dewy morning in the woods. There was no sensuality. Only adoration and yearning. But for what? No more than to kiss or touch her, to have her look into my eyes and indicate that she cared  desired to touch or at least tolerate the touch that I would bestow upon her  no more and no less.

But in considering and interpreting (if possible) these two emotions in one person, what shall one say? Was one of them evil, the other good? Then in me were both evil and good, evoked by forces which I did not even know of, much less understand.

Those who like to separate and pare the emotions and thoughts of man into material and super-mental or so-called spiritual entities and then to insist that he should think one kind of thought of one group of things, or of life itself, and avoid or suppress all others, may chew on my dilemma. For I insist that I could no more have avoided the one kind any more than I could have shut out the other. There may be those who are capable of such feats  but I do not think so  and where they assert yes, I think they lie. I conclude that it may be well enough as an ethical or moral exercise, suited to develop or strengthen certain tendencies or impulses already existent, to attempt to think against ones emotions, but I do not believe in its success. It is only the emotions or fevers themselves that can weaken or fail and so cease to annoy or control. But as for altering the fundamental compounds which produce emotions of all kinds in all of us, or altering nature which breeds man  whether in its own image or not  that is neither here nor there, since it breeds him subtle, treacherous, lustful and other things, and I, for one, refuse to believe that life is other than as it manifests itself. We are its product and therefore its representatives. Morals do not hold save where the temperamental balance is in favor of them. Men are good (I use the word as representing those ethical tendencies so much admired by the moralists), because their impulses (primal, chemic and ineradicable) are so; they are bad (same exceptions as above) for the same reasons.


CHAPTER 41

MYRTLE TREGOS home was curiously like her. Small, neat, white, embowered. She lived with her mother and father and brother Charlie, in a white-sheathed, green-shuttered little house, in front of which a low white picket fence enclosed a green lawn, set with roses and small bushes. Once of a chill November evening, hanging about to see if I might catch a glimpse of her, I spied her through a window, reading a book, her head bowed, her smooth young cheek heightened by the shadow of the background against which she was outlined. Bitter sweet were my sensations, fire and ice, colored and tinted as are the dawns and evenings of spring in the eyes of youth.

But now, the fateful evening. I do not recall, but I must have dressed myself with extraordinary care. By some process, new suits for myself and Ed had been produced that winter. I wore mine, a dark, woolly blue. Perchance I wore a red tie  I hope so  the flag of my urgent disposition. But I recall that I suffered an intense nervous depression, springing from the feeling that I would prove unsuited to an occasion of this kind. My sister Trina was always insisting that I was awkward and ungainly, lacking this and that: looks, presence, courage, flair.

At any rate, my thoughts of myself shriveled me. Would I prove attractive to anyone, let alone the one? Would I not instead sit there, neglected, a hobbledehoy, destroyed by my own lacks? For think of it, I did not even have a girl to take! All the other boys were taking girls, even the erratic and not too handsome Croxton. But as for myself, and despite various glances and smiles in the past, I was still so restrained by my own conviction of want of skill as a gallant that I had never even approached one, never talked or laughed with any, had merely looked and looked. And so now I was compelled to escort my sister! And she angry with me for it, for she could have gone with a boy. Yet off we marched finally, and because of inexperience on the part of both, too early, a mere sprinkling of guests there when we arrived.

At first I sat frozen or freezing, my tongue leather, my hands unplaceable, trying to think of something to say, some intelligent, if not pleasing, way to look, some least move to make that would make it plain that I was not paralyzed. But no: only stiffness, an amazing conviction of mental as well as physical collapse. In vain it was that Mrs. Trego  an efficient, sensible little woman, as I recall her  and presently Myrtle, bustled here and there, speaking to each in turn and bidding us make ourselves at home. I stared as might a stone image. How did one feel at home? What did one do, say, under such circumstances?

And then, just as I was nearing coma, the entry appeared to be crowded with arriving guests. There were voices, laughter, the removing of wraps. Yet this merely complicated matters. From having no one to speak to, there were some twenty-five to whom one should make overtures, appear human! Someone  I believe it was Augusta Phillipson  came and sitting down beside me, said, quite warmly: Hello, Theo! but so terrorized me by so doing as to leave me tongue-tied. I could only twitch and fidget in speechless agony, until finding me hopeless, I presume, she arose and left me.

It was even worse with Cad Tuttle and her sister Maud, Nata Weyler, Lovie Morris, and indeed all of the others. However friendly and helpful they attempted to be, I was too much for them. Cad Tuttle  who had long taken note of my glances, as I had reason to believe  said: Isnt it fun, Theo? Arent you glad to be here? But this from her red mouth and smiling eyes reduced me to sheer idiocy. If I said anything, it was stuttered, I am sure, for in such crises as this stammering usually descended upon me. Then Harry Croxton came over after a while and said: Gee, whats the matter with you, anyhow? What do you want to sit here for? Why dont you come over and talk? Terrorized by the suggestion, I actually shrank and asked him, and not too kindly, to let me alone. Whereupon, since we had been the best of friends up to this moment, he stared at me and said: Whats got into you? I could not have told him myself.

Fortunately, and at last, a number of simple and all-inclusive games were begun, and I was part of the party. Apple-bobbing (it was Halloween); word-making for forfeits, someone beginning with a single letter, the next adding a letter before or after until a word was completed, the last person adding the completing letter being the winner and receiving a prize. Another game was sentence-building or histories. One wrote the name of a given person, male or female, at the head of a slip of paper, turning it under. Then each person added a sentence describing what the person said or did, also turning the paper under. The result, as may be guessed, was frequently ridiculous. Demosthenes going to the hardware store told her mother to chew gum!

The situation heightened considerably for me with the beginning of these games. I was a part of the life and recovered myself sufficiently to be able to interpolate an exclamation of gaiety now and then. But never for a moment unconscious of Myrtle. In a simple, demure little dress, she was here and there, and once in a game stood before me asking me the answer to something. Out of my rapturous, tongue-tied state I managed to speak, to answer. Perhaps it was because I saw that she, too, was as pale and nervous as myself.

Finally, about ten oclock, when the trepidation of the majority  if it had ever existed  had almost completely worn off, the game of post office was proposed: a game which was nothing more nor less than a temporary license to kiss and embrace. Someone, a boy or girl, would go into a dark room and call for a favorite of the opposite sex to come and get his or her mail. This meant being kissed, and then remaining in the room as postmaster to call someone else. The only rules which seemed to govern the situation were these: no two persons could call each other back and forth, thus monopolizing the situation, nor could anyone remain more than a moment without creating a ripple of excitement outside, where others, no doubt, were anxious for their turn, the bolder spirits, anyhow. As the game was played here, a call to come and receive stamps, a post card or a letter (any number of one variety or all three at once, according to the wish of the acting postmaster) meant, in the case of a stamp, a stamp on the toe, and a post card or letter a kiss or a hair-pull, according to the mood of the postmaster. Occasionally (very), some wag would send out for another boy to come and get stamps, though in the main kisses and hugs were exchanged in the recesses of the darkened chamber.

I can only suggest the perturbation of spirit which seized upon me as this game began. I have been in many, many trying situations in my life; my spirit has been perturbed by anticipations of delight or pain that have not always materialized; but the clarity and vividness of this particular evening remain unmodified. I do not recall how long it was before I was called, but I do know that I watched the rout of gaiety with a hungry and yet frightened yearning. For the time being, no one seemed to want me, and I was becoming terrified lest I be passed over entirely, when presently Gusta Phillipson becoming postmistress, I was immediately sent for to receive a letter. I did not yearn for her as I did for some of the others, yet when she called, I went gaily, though nervously, enough, glad that anyone had called me, yet ashamed at having sat uncalled for so long. When I entered I saw her outlined against the shadow, and the next moment with a Poor Theo! she put her arms around my neck and kissed me twice. It was so soothing to be sympathized with in this way that I was ready to cry; it was almost as though she were mothering me, and perhaps she was.

But when she left, as she did immediately, my own troubles began, for now the crier or messenger appeared to ask who was wanted. With a fainting heart I thought of Myrtle Trego, but I did not have the courage to send for her. The mere thought made me reel. I was really afraid she would not come. I compromised, therefore, on Cad Tuttle. Yet the moment I had done so, I was not only fearsome of the result but in addition sick with grief over my compromise. For had I not wanted Myrtle? And what might not she think of me, if she thought at all? But before I could speculate much, in fact, even as I thought, here was Cad before me, debonair, quick and warm, and saying, as she kissed me: Youre not so shy after all, are you? I almost fainted with delight because of my success with her, for she embraced me warmly. I recall her thick hair, her warm, clinging lips, redolent of faint perfume. And yet, frozen by my own effrontery in calling her, I could not reply. Instead I thrilled from head to toe, for a word of commendation from her meant much; she liked me then a little. Yet as I came out, there was Myrtle, and in the midst of all this honeyed delight I paused to think on her. What a coward I had been not to call her! And I was regretting this deeply at quite the same time that I was experiencing a sense of triumph at having at last kissed or been kissed by two really pretty girls. Then I was not so hopeless after all!

But Cad Tuttle came out, having, to my chagrin, called an-other boy, one of the beaus of the school (whom Harry Croxton immediately told me she was stuck on). And he in turn called Nata Weyler, who called Charlie Trego, who in turn called Maud Tuttle, who called me. This second call precipitated a new crisis. For vaguely I sensed that Maud was fond of me, though such a fool was I that I could never bring myself to take advantage of the inviting smiles and knowing glances she occasionally turned in my direction. Now, though, I put my arms around her, trembling with excitement, and kissed her warm mouth. She yielded in so willing a way that I knew I was at liberty to take more than one, yet such was my shyness that even here my courage failed and I turned to go, when suddenly I recalled that it was my duty to stay and call another. And now, if I would, I might call Myrtle Trego. But would she come? Did she like me enough? Knowing there was no time to lose, I blurted out to the girl postmistress who looked in: Myrtle Trego, a letter. And then my knees all but gave way. Myrtle! How I managed to remain standing I did not know, for in a moment she might be here, a moment which seemed to me an age. At the same time there was the thought of where to obtain sufficient courage to kiss her, touch her even, so remote from me and all that I was did she seem.

Yet as I pondered  a brief moment or two, I am sure  the door opened, and there she stood. A veritable shy mouse of a girl, gliding toward me, her head down, about her an atmosphere of shrinking unfamiliarity with life. I stood before her limp and choking, throat dry and body numb. I trembled so violently that I think she must have noticed. I tried to say something, but no sound came. She drew close to me, but I could do no more than lay my hands on her arms. As I bent to kiss her, her head slipped shyly into her arm and only her cheek was exposed. Even so, it seemed like the surface of the Cooba, that gate to paradise. I hurried out, weak and voiceless. When it came her turn to call someone, she called Etta Reed, a school chum of hers. Then more than ever I felt that I had shamelessly intruded on her, and at the same time felt glorified that she had not called a boy. She was not a boys girl, that was plain. She had not wanted any boy to kiss her. And no other boy sent for her. After a while the game was dropped for taffy-pulling and refreshments, but I continued to seethe with the wonder of it.

Only when it came time to leave, I was thrown into an additional panic by the fact that I had no girl other than my sister to take home. I waited about nervously until the crowd thinned, when finding Trina, I slipped out and hurried away. But the shame of it! The loneliness and defeat!

But afterwards when it was over and I thought back on how I had kissed Myrtle and Maud and Cad and Gusta, my spirits rose and I did not feel so bad. I went over the details again and again: the call, each step, my trembling, all! In memory I kissed Myrtle a million times. Actually my lips quivered at the thought. I sat in our swing, studying the blue sky and the fleecy clouds, and the world seemed to me extremely beautiful. I swung and dreamed of the feel of Cad Tuttles arms, the fragrance of Mauds personality. Gusta Phillipsons Poor Theo! haunted me as a commentary on my social inefficiency, but always when I was nearing the danger point as to that, Myrtles shy, delicate presence confronted me and all else was blotted out. I re-experienced the tingle of that paradisiacal moment. Once more I choked with delight. Would she speak to me now when we met? Would I ever be able to walk and talk with her? The thought haunted and frightened me. I knew I should never be able to build up the courage, nor she, even if she cared. But the splendor, the wonder of the dream!


CHAPTER 42

NOT LONG after this  in late May or early June  the even tenor of our family life, so pleasantly inaugurated and maintained by my mother, was disturbed by the reappearance not only of my brother Rome, last seen in Evansville, as you will recall, but of my sisters Amy and Janet, who ever since our departure from Chicago had been making common lot there in an economic and household way. A vivid, harum-scarum pair this, but as life was to prove, marching tamely and conventionally enough throughout their maturer years.

But let me deal with my brother Rome first. Upon his arrival, he proceeded, as usual, to give a demonstration of his unchanging tastes and proclivities. In a day, perhaps, he sought out one or two downtown saloons, coming home at least partially intoxicated and making such an exhibition of himself as was sufficient to darken our character in the eyes of those who knew us. For here, as in other places of the same size or slightly larger, everybodys business was everybodys business, and the joy taken in drawing ones Christian or social skirts about one was only equaled by the fear that a bit of news, however derogatory or painful to another, might escape. The better families, of all grades of comfort, were most mindful of their outward and presumably inward state and well-being. There was much church-going and careful socializing among the elect. The records of all newcomers were carefully looked into, in so far as possible, and few, if any, were taken up by that elder, central group which dominated the town. Among the lesser families, some childrens parties such as I have just described were countenanced, but even here the list was carefully viséd. It was a mark of high distinction for us to have been invited to that first school party of this first fall of our residence here, and I most distinctly recall that my mother viewed it in that light.

But with Romes arrival our state began to darken. We had a drunken brother. My mother was plainly grieved. Not that she did not love him as much as ever, but she was so determined that we three should have a better chance than the others had had. I recall her turning on him with a kind of pleading fury one day: Why do you come down here now, Rome, and spoil everything? Here I have planned for years to get to a place where the family could at least appear respectable, and now you come again and do this! You know I would love to have you stay here if you would get work and lead a sober life. But to come here this way and when the children are just starting in to school and doing so nicely  it is too much. Why do you...?

This argument, made in the kitchen while she was working over the stove and he was sitting, in a semi-defiant, semi-drunken stupor, on a wooden chair near the window, affected me greatly. By now I had come to look on him  because of various things said and seen  as the family Nemesis. Nearly every time I saw him he was at least partially intoxicated, and that was disgusting to me. When thirsting for liquor, he would even go so far as to rob a toy bank. Now on his first visit to Warsaw, he even attempted to persuade mother to get him some money  a request which suggests his temperament when drinking. But in some two or three weeks, he left, but not before he had fished in the lakes in the fine summer weather and not without cursing the town as a rube town, its citizens dubs.

The damn scum! I once heard him say, as he sat in a small boat of a Saturday afternoon on Center Lake, where catfish were supposed to be numerous. Who in the hell are they? Mother is always worrying about them. A lot of cattle and jays!

As before, though, he related experiences in the copper and lumber camps of northern Michigan, upon the railroad lines of western Kansas and southern Canada, and in Vancouver. Life only knows how he lived and spent his time or where he got the money to travel. I suspect that he rode in box cars at times, slept in lumber yards and jails. At other times, resplendent in good clothing, a cane, a watch and some jewelry, he paraded the more showy spots of the world.

And after he was gone came Amy, who having hung about Janet and the others in Chicago until she had worn out her welcome, now returned here, to be looked after by mother, of course. Being too nebulous-minded to carve out a career for herself, she could think of no place else to go, nothing else to do but return home and dream her days away. At this time, she was pagan, sensuous, decidedly attractive physically, and fairly spoiling for sex contacts, but with no mental skill or reasoning faculty in so far as I could see. I recall her as nearly always before her mirror, rouging her cheeks and lips, darkening her eyebrows and lashes (which were effective enough without any exterior aids), or fastening bows of ribbon on her dresses, or trying on hats, or feeling her waist and hips to see if they were trim enough to suit her. A perfect fool of a girl, as I thought at the time, and one concerning whom there would be talk unless rigidly guarded. In fact, I doubt whether in all her youth she ever indulged in an unconscious laugh, smile, look or action.

But let that he as it will. Following her arrival came Janet, on a summer visit  in July or August, I forget which. At any rate, it was for the sole purpose of playing about a bit. And about the same time  worse or better luck, as you will  my father, who upon our leaving Chicago had returned to Terre Haute and there had remained during the winter. But now it was spring again, the local mill there closed, and here he was, our religious and moral mentor always. Yet Janet and Amy, companions of old, now made plans to enjoy themselves here socially, although apart from the minor school contacts made by Trina and myself, no particular social relationship or standing had been achieved. Any male companionship they desired would have to be arrived at flirtatiously and in passing  a method or process which, as anyone might have known, would never be countenanced in so good and pure a town. Were there not the churches, the schools, and the parlors of those who were properly introduced?

I should also explain here, though, that at this very time this town abounded in a certain type of gay youth  eighteen, nineteen, twenty, twenty-one and so on  who kept the scandalmongers busy, particularly in regard to the type of girl who associated with him. Let us give them any names: Fred and Harry Ticket, sons of the leading hardware merchant of the place; Frank Dali, son of the County Treasurer; Bert Savage, another heir to a small town future. At any rate, they contributed a coterie of small-town roués and Beau Brummels whose reputation was really, at most, unsavory. Fred Ticket, in particular, was a shining example of both small-town vivacity and animality. He drank, gambled, and disported himself in such fashion as eventually to become a town scandal. Indeed, the seduction of half a dozen poverty-stricken girls was openly attributed to him. His father, a churchly man, was reputed to have bought off one girl after another, before finally he disowned him, driving him forth, a local Ishmael, to make his own living and his future as best he might. But what a future! I may as well relate it here, because I know the end of him was that at forty he returned to Warsaw and his old haunts, a broken old-young-man, a shabby spectre of his former force and enthusiasm. So low had he fallen in life that by then he was a cleaner-out of bar-rooms and on occasion  when he could get such work and was sober and strong enough to do it  a layer of brick and gravel walks, but as assistant only. And when he did get work, and so a little money, his one object was to keep moderately drunk, in order that he might not remember, perhaps. No more quips or bright jests; no more cynical gaiety at the expense of others less fortunate than himself. A wreck, and, after his fashion, pitiful. And yet my sole wonder then and now was and is that one of so much youthful energy and lust, and regardless of his vices, could come to so poor an end physically. Financially, of course, ones descent may well be sharp.

The Tickets, however, were a mere item in the local cosmos. There were many others. Next to mind come Harry and Frank Vigus, two charming-mannered youths, sons of a local banker. They, too, ran a gay, if not so desperate, course. The younger, Frank, was a kind of minute Beau Brummel, a mouse-like Chesterfield, who was always to be seen around the smartest part of the public square. For some reason he rarely worked, although he always wore the showiest of clothing, drove a spanking team hitched to a shining buggy, and owned a small sailboat in which he voyaged the belles of the village. His brother Harry was of a somewhat more sober turn, larger, better-built, and with a seraphic smile. Almost every attractive girl  and some who were not so much so  tagged after him for a smile. My sister Trina, although only in her fifteenth year, was actually sadly smitten with him the year following our arrival there. Oh, his eyes were so lovely, his nose so straight, he had such a sweet smile, he was so courtly, kind, generous! The truth was that Harry, like his brother, was a beau, and, if anything, even more dangerous. For during our stay in Warsaw, a number of girls were rumored to have fallen victims to his charms, although, unlike most youths, he apparently possessed some serpentine knowledge of how to save them from calamity. In fact, I fancy that was his chief crime. Be that as it may, he eventually left Warsaw at nineteen or thereabouts and joined the forces of a western railroad, with which he eventually shone as general advertising manager.

Again, there was Bob Baker, son of the principal grocer, and a clever type of clerk himself; Harry Woods, son of the President of the First National Bank; Walter Saulis, son of the Vice-President of the Warsaw State Bank; and so on, a large company, really. Clever people all, in a small-town way  who, among themselves, at the homes of one and another and around the town generally managed to establish a veritable social circle and to move and live in a whirl of parties, dances, balls, lawn fêtes, water festivals and the like. The local papers chronicled their comings and goings and doings. George and Harry Ticket ran up to Chicago for the week-end.

Harry Woods and Bob Baker are planning an ice carnival, with the Baker boat house as a central gathering point, the evening of Thursday, January 18th.

The Misses Bertha and Etta Saulis have planned a lawn fête for their friends, to he held on the Saulis grounds the evening of Friday, August 10th, weather permitting. The dancing will be in the Saulis parlors and the west veranda, which will be made as gay and summery as flowers and Chinese lanterns will permit.

Being a youth highly susceptible to such joys as are here indicated, I was heartbroken to think that my youth, my looks and lack of means, prevented me from entering upon or even anticipating any of the heavenly privileges here indicated. This one I envied for his looks, another for his clothes, another for his courage, and so on through a long catalogue of earthly and very youthful woes. The beauty of the girls, which in this town, and as it seemed to me then, had a stinging richness, ravished me of my very wits. As I saw them at this floodtime of youth, when the whole world was gilded by a substance which may have a deeper origin than blazing suns or circling planets, they were little short of magic and moon madness. Who has planned these gorgeous individualities that like the odor and witchery of flowers, they should addle the wits of youth in springtime? Who set the diamond firmament to glow in its black-blue arc and put the subtle hands of man to weaving textures that bring the colors of the rainbow and softness of flowers to the service of the flesh? Those springtime years in that small town! How they vibrated with that ancient energy that has made the world young through timeless floods of time! Before man was, it was, and after him, through forgotten days and nations, will come again; spring: of the body, the heart, the soul, no less than of the year!


CHAPTER 43

BUT, AS I have said, here were Amy and Janet now on the scene, and bent on entertainment. And no sooner had they arrived than they set forth to parade the streets, as my father described it, to see what loafers or mashers they could involve in their toils. And, of course, it was not difficult for them to do this. The principal street corners at almost any hour of the day were certain to be occupied by at least one or two gallants whose principal occupation was that of seeing who and what was to be seen.

My sisters must have shone as a pair of choice morsels, for they were soon sought after and attended. We heard of it from one source and another, you may be sure. A lack of training and social discretion, perhaps, led them to certain exaggerated effects of costume and coiffure which might reasonably be described as gauche, if not bold. The ignorant mind loves to exaggerate, or perhaps one would better say, only the exaggerated in everything appeals to the ignorant mind. Yet time has not proved that these girls were dull in any general sense, merely that they were unsophisticated and errant in regard to certain small-town conventions or aspirations. An indiscriminate love of color and life was binding them. At any rate, no sooner had they taken up with one or another of the youths in question than by night or day they were to be found planning or executing boat rides on the lakes, buggy rides into the country, trips to dances in neighboring towns, and the like. But my father, soon aware of the social license into which their gay amiability led them, was watching, and presently a storm.

Such a bold, shameless way to dress! he declared one evening when Janet shortly after her arrival here appeared at the family table with spit curls pasted down the sides of her cheeks and her lips and cheeks rouged. Those shoes! That hat!

Dressed for the street, she was always cap-a-pie, in patent leather shoes with white tops and a broad-brimmed hat which flared with an immense ostrich plume. Amy also, assisted out of Janets wardrobe, was flashing in borrowed finery: dress, shoes, rings, pins, furbelows; and also painted and powdered, as you may well guess.

And you! went on my father, addressing her. You have gotten yourself up more ridiculous than ever! He turned and addressed my mother. Is that the way they are going to carry on while they are here? I thought once that Janet was going to turn out to be a good girl, she liked to work so, but now look at her!

Mother herself was obviously nonplussed. She agreed to talk to them, begging him not to make a scene until she had used her influence to make them see the necessity of a more circumspect presence here. But all that she could do or say was of little force against their burning impetuosity and desire to live. In consequence, a number of succeeding storms; arguments and tirades.

But these two were now determined to dress and do as they chose: a determination which was fortified in so far as this house was concerned by the fact that my father was contributing so little to its upkeep. His days as a material producer were practically over. He might have been called a moral adviser at this crisis, but little more. Yet a fanatic Catholicism led him to feel that it was his duty to protest and to interpose physical force if necessary. My mother, while no longer blazing with the passion she obviously had had for him in her youth and beginning to see that he had wrecked not only his own life but hers by his blind devotion to religion and public morals, was yet not satisfied to set aside his authority entirely. A man was needed in this home as well as every other, if no more than a pantalooned figure of one. While no doubt she wished his authority modified or done away with in some matters, she was not willing to have it set aside in all, or to assume the rôle of moral censor and master where his will did not operate. In consequence, there was a modified form of social if not moral rebellion in our home, an absence of respectable authority.

For instance, my sisters believed (as did we all on occasion) that if they had only mother to deal with, they could do much as they chose. On the other hand, my mother appeared to wish to hold my father in reserve as a weapon to be brandished or even used in critical moments. Realizing her attitude and that of the children, I think he would gladly have washed his hands of the whole matter, save that his moral and religious bias would not permit him so to do. I think that at times, in moments of anger, he actually hated my mother, looking on her as the cause of the moral wreck of the family. At other times, I am sure he regarded her as one whose intentions were good but whose judgment was weak; he felt she agreed with him, only she disliked the radical measures which he felt impelled to apply, and yet was not shrewd enough to devise better ones. Many of these arguments impressed me as much as at times they depressed me. For one thing, they kept me speculating constantly on what was right and wrong in connection with human wishes and human conduct: a type of meditation that has never since deserted me.

The immediate result, of course, was conduct which though partially repressed was not sufficiently so to save us from some local criticism. For one thing, these two girls made friends with the Tickets and Harry Woods and Bob Baker, individuals whose very companionship, unless limited to their own set, was sure to evoke social suspicion and even ill repute. There were boat rides of an afternoon or evening. A small pleasure park on Pike Lake, newly opened, received their attention, and there were evening disappearances of which no satisfactory account was made.

This thing is not going to go on any longer! declared my father one night to my mother when the twain having slipped out unseen remained out until after twelve. Here I sit if I have to wait up all night! They shall not ride down my opposition if they do yours! I will show them! If they do not get home before one oclock, they do not get in! Let them go where they spent the first part of the night! Such shameless creatures, coming here when you are trying to make a new start, and conducting themselves so that already the whole town talks about them! (He did not know this really; it probably was not so; but he made the assertion for what it was worth.) Who knows where they are? Who knows what they do?

My mother admitted feebly that much of this was true, yet afraid of his harshness and brutality, she still hesitated to side with him. He would probably lock them out or attempt to strike them when they came in, which prospect terrified her as much as it did me who overheard it. Worse, it raised in my immature mind such exaggerated thoughts as to the shame and scandal their conduct was likely to inflict on the rest of us as to reduce me socially not a little. To have to be a part of such a life! To have to suffer because of it! All of us! I personally began to be nervous, depressed  very.

Realizing that her services would be needed as an equalizer, and so afraid to go to bed, my mother sat there along with father until two in the morning, when the miscreants at last returned. But then! My father stormed so loud that we three youngest children, who had gone to bed and were fast asleep, were aroused and came down. But to witness what? First, an argument as to whether they were to be permitted to enter  the two of them standing outside in the night  and then, after much rage on my fathers part and the reducing statement on the part of my mother that after all she had found this place and made this new home, not he, and that willy-nilly they were to be permitted to enter, the climax of their entrance. But then again, the shouted demands of my father as to where they had been and what doing, and their semi-defiant, dubious, and yet possibly truthful, reply that they had been rowing on the lake.

The lake! The lake! Yes, the lake at two oclock in the morning! And with the trashy loafers of the town! Shameless scoundrels no better than yourselves! But in addition, a long tirade, too long to be added here, at the end of which, Amy, staring defiantly, and certainly not guilty of any immorality up to that time, exclaiming: Why, my goodness, cant we even go for a row on the lake without all this row? Other peoples children arent threatened and abused when they go anywhere. Youd think we were a lot of dogs and slaves! She could always employ a cynical, condescending, resentful and semi-defiant air when and where her whims were crossed or her father involved. On this occasion her face was white and tense and her eyes blazed an irreducible opposition.

You strumpet! shouted my father, advancing upon her savagely. You vile hussy! I know what you want! I know what you would do! Before I will stand by and see such goings-on, the family name trailed in the mud again here, I will twist your neck! Ill choke you to death and throw you out in the street where you belong, you vile-hearted, good-for-nothing, evil-minded little demon! (I have not given the exact words, of course, but in substance this is correct.) In addition he actually laid tense hands on her and attempted to choke and subdue her.

But by this time, Amy, finding herself assaulted and realizing that her best weapon lay in simulating terror and pain, began to scream at the top of her voice, long, shrill, terrifying shrieks, which in a tenement would have brought hundreds to her side. As it was, this house was reasonably isolated, and so in so far as the neighborhood was concerned, insulated. In addition, however, Janet joined in with a few terrified cries of her own, and the total accumulation was one of moans, imprecations, charges and countercharges on all sides.

Stop! Stop now! called my mother, coming forward, and attempting to thrust herself between them. This is enough! You mustnt choke her! You dont know how to handle children. I know they are in the wrong in staying out so late, but there are other ways of correcting them besides shouting and waking up the whole neighborhood. You are too rough. You always were.

A scene that Henry Fielding, or Goldsmith, or even Irving, would have rejoiced in; yet to me it was so dreadful that it fairly burned itself into my brain. What sort of people were we, anyway? Yelling and screaming when the world outside demanded order, peace, self-respect! I remember standing and staring wide-eyed, frightened, hurt. Oh... oh... oh!

And worse, next day a certain Alfred Sisson, who lived in the first house west from ours, separated by perhaps two or three hundred feet of ground, wanted to know if anyone had been ill at our house the night before. His mother had said she heard someone crying.

No, I replied, denying everything, but a flush of shame mantling my cheeks and probably noted by him.

But the reducing impact of all this on me! I was so shaken that for days I could not get it out of my mind. In school, on the streets, wherever I was, I thought of it. For, willy-nilly and reason as I might (and my reasoning powers were not so good at the time), I was impressed by this town, the new and better social order of which now we bade plainly to be a part. Those pretty girls in the schoolroom! The small, clean, and seemingly orderly (mentally and in every other way) homes by which we were surrounded. The boys of good homes and good manners who now approached Ed and myself with proffers of friendship! It made me not a little sad. I tried to think that maybe it would make no real difference, but also there was the haunting thought that it would or might.

My mothers constantly reiterated hope that the family would be able to do better here was actually sinking into my blood.

Nevertheless, this storm ended by Janet being urged to go back to Chicago, where she had work of some kind and where she would be out of the range of her fathers wrath: a proposition she seemed glad enough to accept. As for Amy, being still very young, she was permitted to stay on the ground, that separated from Janet she was not entirely intractable, though my father had no regard for her and would have been glad to see her go also, I think.

Just the same, and as I feared from the beginning, there was an unpleasant aftermath to all this, and soon. For apparently at least some of the youths, if not the families of the town, were apprised of the fact that John Ticket and Harry Woods had been associating, at times at least, with both Amy and Janet: a fact or charge the significance of which was not clear to me at first. For while I could understand, clearly enough as I thought, the evil of late hours  the talk that the same might invoke, I mean, with, say, kissing and hugging as concomitants  still, anything more than that in connection with these, my sisters, at least, I did not grasp. It was only when one day, perhaps as much as a month or two later, a boy whom I did not even know very well (and whom I found knocking butternuts from two trees at the extreme rear of our leasehold, and whom, with the aid of Ed and a stick and much bluffing, I succeeded in driving off) called back as he went: Ah, why dont you get your two Ticket sisters to help you?

Our two Ticket sisters! What did he mean? Already I knew of Tickets large hardware store. We bought things there. Also in a dim way I knew of two or three sons and a daughter. They lived in one of the best houses in town. But even so! And yet presently it came to me. It must mean, yes, it must mean that he  whichever Ticket it was  was considered loose and immoral and was or had been associating with my sisters, or they with him. And that in consequence they were looked upon as no better than he. Then, after all, perhaps my father was right! Perhaps he should be just as severe as he was, and more so. And so, dark thoughts as to the effect of all this on our social station here. That a boy like that, a stranger to me, really, should call that to me!

For weeks and months after that I pondered over this, wondering what people might be thinking of us; also envying those families, who because of wealth or cleverness or the circumspect conduct of their children, were respected and looked up to; wishing, in fact, that we might be like them; although at relatively the same time I was also wishing that I might have all of the privileges I chose with some of the lovely girls I was seeing here. A bit of social unbalance which may be meditated upon for what it is worth. Some will assume that it spelled definite moral unbalance as well as mental degradation; others that it fits in with the arrant hypocrisy of life itself. My belief is that it was and is in line with a curious and inherent unbalance of nature itself; an unbalance presupposing, as it must, balance, yet due to an innate tendency toward variety, plus a tendency toward unity and harmony, plus a necessity for equation between the two, resulting in what we know as life, that shimmering, pleasing vibration or movement which we know to be trivial and reasonless but which, in its passing, is so vital to our desires.

But then, that very winter, following close on these social discrepancies, came news of my sister Janets marriage in Chicago. I recall being very much impressed, for after all of the almost riotous condemnation of her I had heard from my father, if not my mother, here was (as my parents seemed to see it) this much desired thing, marriage, and that to a man who if no great shakes socially in our world was nevertheless of some little position elsewhere, in New York City, no less; a New York politician, as I heard him called, a deputy or second deputy somebody in the New York Street Cleaning Department, who also, as time was to prove, was of some small political influence, and hence means. That is, he was connected with Tammany Hall  one of its ward or district lieutenants  and as such up to his arm-pits, as I, if no other, learned later, in the shameful political conniving and legerdemain that was a part of all politics and jobholding in New York City in the 1890s.

But what appeared to be conveyed at this time was that he was still comparatively young  forty or so  and had means, for subsequently there were rumors of a charming apartment in 15th Street in New York, also jewels, furs, an exciting trip to Saratoga and other places, and finally the birth of a boy, and later a girl, both well-favored physically as time was to prove, and in their subsequent years as successful and conventional as the average person, no more and no less so.

But in regard to all this, I recall meditating not a little at the time. For after all, the tirades I have spoken of were of so recent a day. And I had been so reduced by them, emotionally and physically. And more, considering all that had been said, I had been strongly of the opinion that no respectable man anywhere would have either Janet or Amy. And yet here was Janet already taken over by one, and that one, presumably at least, respectable. For was he not an officeholder in the great city of New York, and more, as a letter in regard to all this stated, a Catholic? This latter fact appeared to relieve if not impress my mother, and as I well knew would pass as pure gold with my father. For what more than that could be desired in a man? Honesty was excellent enough, but even the lack of that forgiven if one remained a true Catholic! I saw the fact sticking out of all my fathers arguments. Weakness of character? A commonplace mind? Trudging dumbness? Were not nearly all Catholics like that? But faith in the Church! Ah, how excellent! What more could be desired?

And true enough, when my father heard of this very sudden and all too dimly outlined marriage, complete silence as to Janets past. So she was married at last! High time! And to a Catholic! Well, she was lucky! So harum-scarum a girl scarcely deserved so much. Had anyone witnessed the marriage? Was there any proof? There appeared to be, since both Ruth and Eleanor vouched for it. They had witnessed the marriage in some outlandish Saint Something-or-other Church in Chicago. Very good, let bygones be bygones! And in so far as Janet and her father were concerned, they were. In short, the typical happy ending. Or, as we say in these days: Swell!


CHAPTER 44

ANOTHER THING that cast a not wholly satisfactory light on at least one member of my mothers family in this region was the social condition of one of her sisters, Susan Wybold by name, whose husband and family  to whom we were introduced during our first winter in Warsaw  were socially not so much, to say the least. To me, at the time, and with all my sensitivity as to how we should make out here, this group, once I came in contact with it, appeared most unsatisfactory. Aunt Susan and her husband Amos and their children lived in, or rather near, a little town called Silver Lake, some twelve miles from Warsaw. It had but one north and south road (railway) which ran from Indianapolis to Michigan City and cut it off from the main line of growth and improvement, which seemed in those days to concern only the towns and cities that were pierced by the great trunk lines running from east to west.

Neither this aunt nor my uncle, the bishop, was notified of our presence in Warsaw until some little time after our arrival. When Susan did learn, though, she came quickly enough to visit us  since in the first place my mother was very dear to her, and next, because her idle, shiftless, good-for-nothing husband found in this situation an opportunity of visiting without much expense. In short, he was only too willing to drive her the twelve miles because of the prospect of staying and sightseeing here in Warsaw, the county seat, to his hearts content Pardon me if I digress too far in portraying this very peculiar group. A stranger, queerer family I never really encountered  so truly rural, down-at-heels and, in so far as the father was concerned, shiftless, as to constitute a valuable study in what in America is known as poor white. My Uncle Amos was a little man, whiskered after the manner of a Scotch terrier, with about as much intelligent, serious interest in life as a fly. He only pretended to be a farmer, really, for he had no farm of his own, only a small leasehold of seven acres which he worked on shares. (I smile when I think of what an intelligent French or Italian or German farmer could do with even that!) Grey-blue of eye; a foolish, talkative mind concerned with every folderol, prank, error, failure, crime and scandal for miles around, and with these only; grey jeans suit, shabby, wrinkled, patched, mud-bespattered, the trouser-legs tucked into wrinkled high-top boots, and an old brown felt hat with a hole in it; these were the superficial and sub-surface details of a temperament which struck me on sight as strangely vapid and uncouth.

In addition, there were two boys and a girl, both brought along to greet their unknown relatives: the elder of the boys, Wilbur by name, a tall, gangling farmhand type, strong and intelligent and valuable enough, as time was to prove, but then a mere gawky, untrained country boy; the younger, James or Jimmie, a hunchback and dwarf for size, all of twelve years old but no larger than a boy of seven or eight, with thin, clawlike hands, a face like a parched nut; eyes black, piercing and impish, and a restless, inquisitive temperament, bustling here and there but understanding or accomplishing little, and as soiled and badly dressed as his farmer father. The girl, Jess, was in many respects a fair example of a degenerate stock. Like her younger brother, she was dark, very, with the same piercing, savage, catlike black eyes and the same brown, clawlike hands. She had no beauty, unless it was that of a savage Indian girl. Her dress was almost nondescript, blue and green gingham, with a cotton or linen collar of some inharmonious color, and bits of red sewed on here and there. Instead of a hat she wore a gingham farm bonnet, and her feet were shod with shoes of an impossible size and weight. And at no time had she anything to say beyond the mere yea-yeas and nay-nays of the farm world. I learned later that she also swore on occasion and was about as conscious of her virtue as a cat. Concerning a youth who married her the following year, and because their child was born three months after their marriage, Jimmie, the dwarf, once told me, and with impish glee, that the new husband being taxed by his father-in-law with the crime of premature cohabitation, had exclaimed: Well, I never buy a boot without first trying it on! Whereat old Amos, hearing this told again, laughed heartily.

Susan, my aunt, was a woman of a different sort again, one of those relatively superior and sensitive spirits, but with no more than a farm education  and that of those days  and hopelessly stricken and shamed by the course her life had taken. Unlike my mother, she was dark and sombre of skin, with a look at times like that of a hooded fate. Naturally of a genial temperament and once very beautiful, as I understood, she had degenerated into a slattern, possibly because of brooding over an unimpedible tide of misfortune. For like my mother again, she had married against her parents wishes, though as I saw it she had done much worse than my mother. For whatever might be said against my father, aside from his astounding religious prejudices and emotional impressionability, he was not a bad citizen nor one who had always been unsuccessful. Amos Wybold never had a commercial or other idea of import in his life. Indeed, even my father was amazed at his cotton-brained imponderability.

What a man! he declared once, astonished at the evidence of instability, low breeding and utter shiftlessness. Hat on one side of his head, teeth dirty with tobacco, boots muddy, and never a thought of whether he has a dollar or not! And there sits his boy with patches on his pants and his wife without a dress to her name, and he whistles and sings, yet a man all of fifty-eight years of age! This crazy American world! No religion! No taste! He spits on the floor and puts his feet on the table and calls me by my first name! And that girl! There she sits, without a word to say, her hands folded! Such ignorance! Such dullness! Such shiftlessness! I never saw the beat!

I laughed at my fathers characterization, which he carefully refrained from repeating to my mother because he did not care to stir up a countercharge. (She had not seen any of his relatives.) But what he said was relatively true. At the same time, in spite of their defects, I came after a little while to have a liking for them, and because of a hearty invitation extended to all to come and take pot-luck with them for as long as we liked, I, companioned by Ed, once journeyed of a summer day to their place and was received with a geniality and cheer which was captivating. Their house and barn were ramshackle, adjoining the small acreage which was farmed on shares. In the barn were two horses, a cow, a wagon, some farming implements, several pigs and three or four lean dogs and cats. There was also a tame ferret used to catch and kill rats and woodchucks. I recall also a huge straw-stack near the house, down which Ed and I, along with the young hunchback Jimmie, set to tumbling soon after our arrival. I also recall that at intervals on the way here I had stopped to listen to the whirr of reapers and the calls to the horses to be heard on every hand. It was the time for taking in the grain: hot, clear July or August weather. I could not help contrasting the lovely fields about, the fresh winds and sun, with these relatives of mine, who mentally seemed so totally unresponsive to all this. For, as anyone could see in connection with all save Aunt Sue, either the beauty of all this was an old and wearisome story or there had never been sensitivity to any phase of it to begin with: mere indoor or front stoop chatter about idle things  dances, fiddle parties, prospective trips to town, who was courting whom. Positively, in the face of the immense dignity and awe-compelling beauty of the fields and hills which enfolded this grey and weather-beaten hut or cabin, their home, I was astonished by the vagrom and brainless moods of those who occupied it.

Nonetheless and notwithstanding, my Aunt Sue appealed to me greatly. She was in some ways so like my mother, soft-spoken, dreamy, wistful, resigned. And her soft, weary, appealing, defeated eyes! And like my mother, she, too, wore the simple black dress with turned-down collar affected by the Mennonites, a costume so simple and unassuming that it suggested that of a man, a Shaker or a Quaker.

Aside from cleanness or uncleanness, I doubt whether I have ever had strong preferences among humanity at large. The rich have not appealed to me any more than the poor, if as much. Individuality or oddity of character I would put first among my personal preferences, although along with that I would accept, although by no means demand, cleanliness, unless it was that I was to be compelled to associate with such individuals at close range. But so compelled, the remaining idiosyncrasies of humanity do not trouble me so much. But one thing that happily I can say for my Aunt Sue is that she was reasonably clean. Against overwhelming odds and practically nothing to do with, she obviously struggled for a kind of order and spruceness. Her costume, as plain as it was, and at best a thing of rags and patches, was clean, and the furniture of her small home, clumsy farm-made furniture, of what vintage I cannot say, was not unattractive to me. For one thing, I recall an old four-poster bed with rope slats, which today might be of some value. The remaining pieces, if my memory does not fail me, were tumbledown, paintless, and without charm of design. One or two old rag rugs, worn thin and tramped muddy, as a rule, were laid upon bare plank floors, the planks themselves wide, worn and loose. But without, just the same, clean winds blew; trees and wild flowers flourished; the sun, the moon, the stars peeped in; the earth rotated and night followed day, and day night. Undisturbed by my aunt, I wandered about, musing idly over all I saw and storing impressions such as these which here come to life after so many years.

But to return. The day after Ed and I arrived came visiting the daughter previously described, with her husband, as well as a niece of my uncles and her husband, and a neighborhood farmhand or farmer. All, as I noted, sat about and joked in a crude, coarse way. There was some argument, not only on the night of our arrival but this next day also, between my uncle and aunt as to where to procure fresh meat for so many, since there was none in the larder, but finally and after much discussion, and in the face of so much poverty, two good-sized chickens were brought forward, from somewhere and there and then killed near the doorstep, and fried.

It is strange how impressions of this kind always linger. I recall even now the bare table, with the tin lamp, at evening; Uncle Amos and Wilbur coming in from the fields at sundown, raw yokels both as they seemed to me at the time, and washing their hands at a tin basin on a post outside. I recall also the mournful steel-blue and red of the sky, the chirp of crickets and the hum of insects, and the welcome sound of the crackling wood fire in the kitchen. Also that unlike Ed and myself (who after a hot day were invariably compelled to bathe) these sweating farmers, bedtime having arrived, did not bathe; also that the beds in the loft, under a sloping roof beaten upon all day by the sun, were hot and dry and stuffy, and that although cool evening winds blew outside, no windows were opened. There were beds in each angle or corner of the room, one occupied by Wilbur and Frank, another by Ed and myself, a third by my aunt and a fourth by Uncle Amos. Also that there was almost no attempt at privacy, possibly because of the heat  I do not know  although in front of her bed I noticed my aunt had hung some sort of cloth, for the occasion, possibly.

The next night, though, the daughter Jess and her husband occupied one of these upper beds and the niece and her husband another directly adjoining the one in which Ed and I slept. And in the dim moonlight which pervaded the room later I saw both of these wives undress, the niece, as I noted, being large and graceful and rather attractive. And the next morning I saw them dress and, to my astonishment and perturbation, the yokel husband play with the breasts of his wife in a joking, unashamed, animal way. Whadya call these, Jess? he asked, pulling at them, while she protested: Oh, let me alone, Jim! Finally they dressed and went downstairs.

If I have indicated in any way that I was unutterably shocked by this atmosphere, I do not mean to do so. On the contrary, and once I found my Aunt Sue so appealing, this shabby, viney, leafy, animal-like world appealed to me. It was, after a fashion, like being housed with certain curious and not too offensive animals, my dear aunt excluded, of course. As usual also, my uncle was as gay as he was inconsequential.

Spect Ill get all o sixty bushels to the acre outta that thar wheat, dont you, Will? (He was speaking to Wilbur the night before as they came in.) And then: Ey-gad, Im tired! I hope I dont have to work that hard soon again. The sun mighty near baked me to-day. Eh, old gal, to his wife, youd oughter be glad you dont have to work like that, what?

Oh, yes, work! I can still hear my aunts soft, resigned voice. I dont work either, I suppose. But she was not morose at that moment, rather cheerful, because of these several presences, probably.

After a time also, as I recall, Wilbur got out a French mouth harp and played most lugubriously. Also as usual (I presume) Jimmie refused to wash his feet before going to bed, and when I asked him why not, said: Because I dont wantta! Im not goin to wash my feet.

Dont your mother ever make you? I asked.

Id like to see er, he half snarled, and yet somewhat ironically. Ey-gad, Id cuss her out, and the old man, too, if he tried to make me! He was, in the main, a viperish, impish child, but with some genial and playful moments at that.

The daughter, as I also observed this second day (it was probably Sunday), sat around and trifled with her husband, or rather he with her, making overtures which could have but one meaning. Nearby, however, was Silver Lake, a bluish-green gem set in high green pines, which save for the occasional presence of a lone fisherman or two, was silent and deserted. And about the cabin, as I have said, were great stretches of field and wood, grain so yellow it was like gold, and woods so deeply green that by contrast with sky and wheat they were black, also so silent that the song of birds and the chirp of insects was loud. Wide-branched trees spread their arms about this weather-beaten hut, and from the back porch, which faced to the south and west, was a view of green meadow. Here, as quickly as I found one, I placed a rocking chair and watched the fading light, listened to the birds, the bells of distant cattle, the whirr of reapers, and the trudging steps of my aunt. And finally night fell, the stars came out, and I went to bed, happy in the strangeness and newness of all things about me.

It was this same aunt, though, who the next afternoon gave me a forecast of my life which haunted me for a long time and which has since largely been realized. We were sitting on the porch at the time, eating what the more sophisticated would call lunch but which here was known as dinner. All of the others had left us and my aunt casually took up my empty coffee cup and looked at the grounds left therein.

Did you ever have your fortune told? she asked.

Oh, please tell it, auntie! I exclaimed.

She smiled in an enigmatic way, and giving me the cup told me to turn it bottom-side up and then around three times, whereupon she took it from me and after examining the brown grains  with what mystic intuition I know not  said: I see where you are going to travel, travel, travel. I see cities and towns and crowds, great cities and great crowds. And here, she added, holding the cup toward me for me to look, are books, I think, and girls. There are girls behind you over there. She pointed to two great hills of dark coffee-grounds. I looked, but my veiled eyes could not see.

You will never be rich, she added, and not very happy, but people are going to follow you. I see great crowds and great cities.

That was all she told me, but it made a deep impression on me. It seemed, as I sat there, as if suddenly a window had been opened and I had looked out on a world which concerned years and years to come. And at once I felt a great inward surging of the blood or mind, as if then and there I must be up and away. Those mystic cities! Already they were calling me. I would not be rich, nor very happy, but there would be travel, girls, crowds! At that moment, I presume, I wanted to be neither rich nor happy, but to arise and traverse the new, strange, mysterious world that was beyond and calling to me, the world that was to he known as only mysteries are known.

Oh, world so wide! Oh, world so strange! What, after all, have all my eager seekings brought me?


CHAPTER 45

DURING THIS same summer and fall, I passed or was promoted from May Calverts room in B Ward School to the eighth grade Central High, where a Miss Luella Reid, a stern, dark, sallow woman, with black-brown eyes, who looked and acted more like an Indian brave than a spinster of thirty-odd then functioned, took me in charge and furthered my education. She was reputed to be a most capable teacher of boys and girls from thirteen to fifteen years of age, and distributed her praises and censure impartially. Though she terrified me at first, I came by degrees to like her, and at the end of the year parted from her with regret.

Incidentally, it was during my progress through this last year of the common school that I came in contact with various boys and girls who affected my local viewpoint profoundly and who by the same token helped form a very definite outlook on life which endured for years. They were of the older and more central portion of the town and attended the combination Central and High School to which I now, along with Trina, was removed. Among them were the younger members of the Ticket, Vigus, Baker, Oldfather, Moon and other families too numerous to mention, who, comparatively wealthy and therefore socially prominent, composed a form of local aristocracy to which mere passing strangers such as ourselves were not admitted.

Nevertheless, in one or two senses, and for the time being, we were admitted into friendly relations with these younger members, although just why I may not say. We certainly had no means wherewith to do as they did. One member of my class, for instance, 

John Ticket, a brother of that Harry Ticket of previous pages, soon after my encounter with him decided to make friends with me, as did most of these others. In many ways he reminded me of that elegant young beau in Chicago who had struck me in the mouth: the same airs and this and that, only now friendly instead of the reverse. Incidentally also, there was Will Vigus, the younger brother of that Frank of whom I have spoken, whom I came to know and like very well and with whom I went about some, skating and the like, only so much engaged was he with some of the pretty girls of the school and town that he had not much time for me or any other boy. And it was just in connection with girls that I envied him most, not only his looks but his clothes, freedom, courage, and money, with which last he seemed always so plentifully provided. In short, at most times, seeing him hurrying here and there so smartly dressed and talking on such friendly terms with most of these girls whom I so greatly admired, I was made more sad than happy by his liking for me.

Again, there was Arthur Moon, cold, disdainful, well-dressed, recessive, who even invited me to his home, but with the air of one who was condescending rather than equalizing, an attitude which finally reduced the friendship to nothing. And after him, Walter Flood, Odin Oldfather, John Reid, Judson Morris, all sons of successful and hence fairly prominent men. I can truly say that during all of the time I knew them and for years afterward when I thought of them, I foolishly envied them the financial and social start which life appeared to have given them  but which, as time teaches us, it so readily revokes. Indeed, in my youth, as I see myself now, at least, I must have been very much of a climber.

Among the girls, also, there were a number who, because of beauty, prosperity, innate hauteur and the like  but principally because of beauty  stirred in me an ever-present if sometimes recessive and fearsome desire to possess or at least to move and so control them in my favor, so much so that at times it swelled to an animal yearning. Mary Ticket, for instance, the sister of Harry and John. I see her now, a buxom maid of fifteen, whose face and figure suggested so enticingly and gaily the animal delight with which she took life and which later, as I heard, resulted in a full experience. During that year she sat in front of me in school and seemed at times actually to challenge the desire and daring which at the same time she scorned. Those green, cat-like eyes of hers!

That supercilious smile! She was so direct, vigorous, forthright; looking at you with hard, bold eyes that flashed messages of admiration or scorn in no uncertain way. Like her brothers, she was a hoyden  their female counterpart  and demanded a degree of smartness and gaiety in her admirers to which I could not, as I so well then knew, aspire.

Again, there was Stella Davenant, blonde, lithe, active, graceful. She was so genial, playful and what not else that had I had the least courage, I might have shared the delight of her smiles, companionship and conversation, which apparently with seeming impartiality she bestowed on so many. She even smiled on me at times, in school and out, her big blue eyes as clear as sapphires, seeming to say: Come, now, dont be bashful; I wont hurt you! But the mere sight of her looking at me caused my heart to beat so fast that I would almost choke, my eyes unable to meet the frank implication of her own; I had no courage.

Again, there was that Nata Weyler whom I have described. In the seventh grade she had paid no least attention to me, but here in the eighth grew more friendly, hailing me at times and doing her best to draw me into a flirtation of sorts, which, none the less, for want of clothes, this and that, I thought myself unworthy of. At the same time, my natural bashfulness was so constantly frustrating me that I was in torment daily, hourly. How unchangingly I longed, and how persistently I failed! The truth was, as I have said before, that I was a mortal coward when it came to girls, having no way of either cleverly expressing or concealing the awe, delight and wonder with which their varying beauty filled me. Hypnotized, tongue-tied, spellbound, I could only gaze, feeling myself to be hopelessly deficient and having no power to interest them. Yet had I only known it or could I have mustered a little faith in myself, this was by no means true.

For during that winter came numerous parties, straw rides, sleigh rides, gay gatherings on the ice Saturday afternoons and evenings, which tended to make clear to me that in spite of my lacks  looks, clothes, bashfulness, what you will  I was destined to have friends, and not a few of them. Among the boys above mentioned I appeared slowly but surely to grow in favor, on what grounds I could never quite make out, until at last, and especially in connection with those after-school palavers in Morriss drug store, the senior Moons grocery, and where not else  I was quite regularly a part of one small group or another that was bent on doing what? Skating, getting up a Halloween party, playing chess or cards in the County Clerks office or the back of Morriss book store, or calling on some girls somewhere. Although in so far as cards or girls were concerned, I invariably found some way of avoiding any final participation, lack of means and daring warning me against unhappy dénouements of any kind.

None the less, there were the parties, sleigh rides and ice gatherings, all properly chaperoned, to which Trina and I were invited, and throughout these I fared more successfully than I had ever hoped. For with several of these girls with whom I did not dare familiarize myself singly or alone in school or on the street, here I found myself much more directly faced and compelled to talk, and under such circumstances at least proved more at ease than ever I could elsewhere. Thus, on a sleigh ride one night  an immense box sleigh made of the bed of an enormous wagon, filled with straw and placed on runners  I found myself seated by that same Nata Weyler, whose dark, curly hair and black eyes and olive skin so enticed me, and who now finding me in this immediate contact, exclaimed: Oh, its Theo! Now you cant get away, can you? And after I had mumbled that I didnt want to, but did no more than that, she turned to talk to one or two others before finally turning again to me to say, with a warm, cheerful laugh: Oh, Im sure Im going to be cold without something warm around me! Whereupon, my protective dullness having been penetrated, I actually ventured to supply the necessary something! But did anything ever come of this? Believe it or not, not a single additional thing worth recording! I could not talk. I had no small aggressive patter, because I had no courage. Perhaps I did kiss her, or she kissed me, but if so, with freezing tremor on my part. (If only the myself of that day were here present, in order that I might hand him a strong, illuminating kick!)

And as for Stella Davenant, I was kissed by her at a party. And by a certain Dollie Stead, a plump, rosy girl whom I did not take to because she seemed too assertive and even aggressive or possessive: a show of temperament which, since she was not as attractive as some of these others, alienated me completely.

But one thing more surprising than any other in my life up to that time, and which effected in me a certain phase of practical understanding in regard to girls, their ultimate desires, daring (if any), and my own intimate relationship to the same. It happened in this way. On my way from school, going out our street regularly morning and evening, I passed a combined bakery and restaurant which was the property of a mid-European and his wife, but of exactly what nationality  German, Dutch, Swiss, Hungarian or Czech  I cannot now say. It was a none-too-clean place, as I used to think, since occasionally I stopped there for bread, but clean or not, and especially since it stood on the best commercial side of the public square opposite the county court-house, did a thriving business. Many people ate there at noon and evening: country visitors, excursionists to our lakes, and some of the schoolboys who had money to spend in that way.

Working for this couple from time to time  principally after school, as I noticed  was their fourteen or fifteen-year-old daughter, a stocky, smiling, healthy, vigorous and playful girl to whom the boys of the town made easy, suggestive, though rarely coarse, remarks, to which, in the absence of her parents, she did not reply in kind by any means but took it all somewhat too good-naturedly, as it seemed to me: an attitude which caused her to appear the least bit common, not of the same caste exactly as these others whom I so greatly admired. And yet, going for bread or stopping in with these others, there she was, and when not too busy with others occasionally giving me a smile which I thought merely friendly. But at other times, as I also thought, something which I could not pass over as just a friendly smile: an urgent, contemplative something. Her eyelids, as I recall, and her eye sockets  the pink, puffy flesh just beneath the eyes  evoked a sudden, unanticipated heat in me. She had a sensual, meaty attractiveness, there was no doubt of that. Just the same, I was no beau and could not respond or make gay or idle, let alone explorative and progressive, conversation. I never knew how to begin.

But one early April evening, passing her fathers bakery just at the close of the supper hour rush (if there was one) and when it was quite dusk, there she was outside the door. And at that hour, whatever might be doing within the restaurant, there were few if any pedestrians about the square. Nearly all were at home eating their dinners. And as important as this contact then proved to be, I cannot now recall whether I spoke to her first or she to me, or whether seeing me and knowing how bashful I was, she made some playful remark which caused me to pause, although knowing my then self as I do now, it must have been something like that. At any rate, before I knew it, she had pushed me with her hand or shoulder and in her smiling, enticing way had said: Ill bet you cant catch me, and started running along the alley which lay to one side of the bakery, separating it from the adjoining stores to the south and, turning into quite a large open space, partially enclosed by a high board fence, and within which were stacked or scattered any number of large and small packing cases, some of them large enough to house a piano or a veritable mass of dry goods or hardware, large enough, at least, to house several children at play. And once we reached this aisled maze, where not a few of these great cases lay sidewise and open on the ground, dashing into one, and since I dizzily followed, pretending to be trapped.

And since so it was, and myself being seized by that sudden, hot desire which she so easily evoked, seizing her, and since she buried her face, mock-helplessly, in a corner, seeking to kiss her. Whereupon ensued a brief if mock-defensive wrestling match, all the more exciting and enticing because of the obvious yielding and yet seemingly contesting desire on her part to he in such close contact with me, so much so that we twisted here and there and then presently stumbled or fell, or at least she did, and so dragged me down with her, but in such a way that once prone on the floor of the box, she was beneath me, her face close to mine. But more, and without any effort on my part  rather an enormous and almost tremulous confusion  I found her as suddenly and swiftly assisting me to a relationship which, while I had contemplated the same in many ways with so many others in my imagination in the past, I had never so much as dreamed of in connection with her. And yet achieving the same with her, or having it achieved for me, and so completely and thrillingly and at the same time confusingly that I scarcely knew what to think. Good girl? Bad girl? The more or the less attractive for what had just happened? Shameless and so evil, as my mother would have said, and perhaps the more so to me since she was by no means the one whom I voluntarily would have sought or pursued. And yet, and quite in spite of myself at the time, really tricked into this intimate relationship with her. And now what...?

For obviously, she was not a good girl, and therefore a bad one. And since I had never considered her so very attractive  not nearly as graceful or mentally or artfully temperamental as all of these others  common. Worse, and plainly, and in this way, she must be going with those other boys who winked and made sly remarks to her. Besides, both of her parents were common  restaurant-keepers, bakers, foreigners. And so... well... what was it I had already heard of boys who went with girls indiscriminately, or of girls who went with boys in the same way? The clap! I remember that word as something menacing, something signifying a disease which one caught if one did not know with whom one was playing in this way. Harry Croxton had used it. (And yet to this hour I still do not know what it really means.) Not only that, but while I was considering this and that in connection with this new adventure, its pleasure, its danger, its vileness, I was also, and fully and wholly, congratulating myself on the fact that now I knew the exact nature of this relationship, for I had experienced it. And more, and however little I thought of this girl for her bold, shameless assault on me, still there welled up in me the sudden conviction that however bashful or retiring or this or that I might be in connection with other girls, here was one who had seen through my shyness and conquered it. More, that if she, after such few and somewhat retiring contacts as I had had with her, could feel so definitely about me as to desire and then achieve this to me most amazing dénouement, and against any intention or provocation on the part of my very innocent self, well.. then....

Only as I was stumbling to my feet in some (surely) grotesque and ridiculous way and seeking to regain my mental poise, she  her mothers querulous voice sounding from the back door  was up and out, saying as she shook her skirts and fumbled at her hair: Oh, I have to run! Good-bye! And was gone.

And then myself in this wilderness of packing cases and in the early dark now also slipping off toward the other end of the alley which gave on to the street, and puzzling and pondering as I went. Yet so shaken and thrilled and puzzled and frightened, and also heightened in my own esteem, was I that while I continued to think, and most intensely and incessantly, concerning it all, yet never was it with any desire or intention of returning to her, since she was not only bad and common but not nearly as attractive as these other girls whom I so very much admired and desired. And so finding myself no more furthered than before in either my courage or my intentions in regard to these others who were so much better, so much more recessive, sophisticated, superior, and heaven only knows what else, and who as before, and because of my lacks in money, daring, this and that, would never permit even so much as a trace of such familiarities as this girl not only demanded but had achieved.

But oh, should they ever! And now, this new knowledge of mine! Oh....

What is wisdom? What learning? And who planned it so, and why? That to each generation it must come fresh and strange and fearful and dumb to what is so old and so common that the constructive forces of life as we know them  those nearest us in our creative process  must have known and used them functionally æon upon æon, time without end?


CHAPTER 46

BECAUSE OF some slight advantage in the matter of rent and a more convenient arrangement of ground and orchard, we moved during the following fall across the street into what was known as the old Thralls house  a brick house of fourteen or fifteen rooms, with ample basement and sub-cellar. It stood in the centre of a piece of ground fully three acres in extent, large and gloomy and almost concealed in a thick grove of pines that sighed and whispered with every breath of air. Because of this, my mother liked it all the more. She was romantic. There was no hath or toilet, only an exterior and distant water-closet covered by vines and led to by a tumbledown grape arbor. To the east and north was a combination of fruit trees: apple, cherry, peach, plum; and space for a garden. To the south the ground sloped precipitously to that large pond or tarn which lay directly outside the fence. It was not so small as to lack charm, despite the fact that it was surrounded on two sides by the log and lumber yard of the saw mill and furniture factory previously described. To the east was the large school yard and the wide grass-grown street leading up to it, with the houses of the McNutts and Bakers as its eastern ornaments. To the south spread a handsome panorama of Warsaw itself: the tarn, the pretty wide-lawned homes and the tall white sandstone court-house, with its great oval dome and clock face.

Sitting in my room of a morning or evening and studying or reading, or in the general living room on the first floor, I could command a full view of all this the while I meditated and dreamed what dreams! For of all places in which we ever lived, this was the most charming. Those great fir trees! And a long cobblestone walk which led between orderly rows of them, straight as an arrow, to a far gate opening onto a main north and south thoroughfare. And all about grass and wild flowers in the open spaces between. And in the summertime, a legion of blackbirds that roosted and nested here by night, the while by day they fed in the adjoining wild rice fields that embosomed the lakes and the meandering curves of the Tippecanoe River. I was never weary of observing them setting forth of a morning or returning at night, the screech of their voices and the flutter of their myriad wings evoking a homelike rather than an alien mood.

And life here, as it seemed to me then, was so lush, full and sweet, a veritable youth-dream of lotus land. For here, between swimming, fishing, boating and loafing about in the holiday season, I read Dickens and Thackeray, Carlyle, Bunyan, Fielding, Dryden, Pope  a long and notable company. And here I became aware of some American authors of no less import: Thoreau, Emerson, Twain, and that author of one interesting book  Lew Wallace and his Ben Hur. For then the current magazines, distributed as were books by the school library, were full of the lesser rushlights and peculiar or vari-colored flames of literature.

More, here, and for the first time in my life, I was beginning to look back with a touch of regret on Sullivan, Evansville, Terre Haute and Chicago. Those childhood perfections, and wonders, as I now saw them, were gone. Never would I be so young again! Fifteen or sixteen looking back with regret on seven, eight, nine, ten! Besides, the morning of sex was full upon me: those dreams of happiness we speak of as love. And in school, when it convened, I was studying history, geography, physics, zoology, English and American literature. On every hand life was pouring in, and oh, how sweet! I can only think of this time as concerning clouds that banked themselves in noble, snowy piles; of trees that sighed and swayed, budding, flowering, blowing; of broad lakes of smooth ice in winter; of warm, comfortable schoolrooms into which to retreat, together with pleasant instructors and, in the main, interesting or enviable personalities or companions on every hand.

My only outstanding ills, as I saw them then, were that I had no pocket money  there was never any of that for me  and the fact that while our local reputation was by no means tainted as yet, still, as compared with these others here  and with whom I by now so much desired to associate  we were as nothing, mere outsiders who could never expect to be much of anything here, try as we younger ones might.

And yet at one point, and after we had moved into this larger and altogether more pleasing home, there was quite a rise in our social state as I looked upon it. For it was at just this time that we were visited by two cousins who impressed me not a little: Oliver and Mark Snepp (a corruption of Schanab, my mothers family name, just as my brother used Dresser as a concession to the American middle west of that day, which thought little of all foreign names other than English). They were sons of that previously mentioned elder or bishop of the United Brethren Church of this region, my mothers brother, living at Bourbon, Indiana, and frequently visiting Warsaw on his travels. And by reason of their airs, carefully selected raiment, sophisticated witticisms and thoughts of their position in life, they created no little commotion in our midst. In fact and in contradistinction to the unsatisfactory impact which the condition of the Wybolds had had on me, that of the Snepps, or Schanabs, was considerably more encouraging, or so I chose to think. For at that time in my life and mind, they represented about the same elevated state of intelligence and social position as the Tickets, the Viguses and other notables of Warsaw. Financially also, they were reasonably well-placed for this region, and by my mother, I think (which naturally would have influenced me) their favor and friendship were very much desired. At any rate, they were welcomed by our family with no little consciousness of what they represented in this part of the world.

The youngest, Mark, at the time he called was the newly appointed assistant ticket agent and telegraph operator in Warsaw, and quite anxious that we should know as much. The position, as he soon told us, paid him sixty dollars a month  a considerable sum for this area  and caused him to be looked upon as a coming man. His brother, Oliver, trained as a journeyman printer and compositor, had been connected with the management of one or more small country newspapers as editor, assistant manager and the like, and was now working for the Warsaw Republican. Approximately twenty-seven or eight years of age, he was possessed of considerable knowledge and aplomb, or so I fancied; better still, was of a dry and kindly humor. Also, he was handsome  very  and courteous, and his generally friendly and tolerant attitude toward all commended him almost instantly to our good will. On the other hand, Mark, although considerably more of the dandy and social favorite locally, was more pinchbeck and conventional in his views. At times he appeared to be positively obsessed by a desire to remain on calling or at least speaking terms with the best people.

Neither of these youths, as we soon learned, had the least trace of religion, even though their father was a bishop. As I understood afterward, some feeling on this score had made it more pleasing for them to live and work away from home. My mother, when they first put in an appearance, seemed  to me at least  fearful lest we should not be able to make the proper social showing in their presence and so win their good will. Later, when after a first call they still appeared inclined to be friendly, her fear appeared to be that Amy, the troublesome Juliet of the family, and later Ruth (who arrived on the scene for a few weeks visit the same spring) might not conduct herself in such a circumspect way as would raise all in the estimation of the Snepps  the bishop, his wife, and these sons of his. Just the same, Mark seemed to find Ruth attractive and very soon there were boat rides on Center Lake, buggy rides, and train trips to his parents home in Bourbon.

But as usual Amy chose the more attractive of the two  Oliver  for her attentions. And since he responded in kind, soon there were not only walks and talks but public demonstrations of affection which seemed to all of us not only premature but overly bold and hence disgusting. Also, as we soon learned, there were protests and pleas on the part of my mother and thoughtless, stubborn persistence on Amys part. Worse, as all of us saw it (her dear relatives, you see?), she proceeded to dress more like an odalisque than a contemporary Warsaw maiden, a fact which scandalized my mother beyond measure. What would Oliver think? Or the prim Mark? Or the bishop or his wife, should they see or hear? Oh, what could they think? Once also, as one of my sisters told me, my mother herself chose to appeal to Oliver, telling him something of Amys disposition as well as his own duty in this matter, and he proving, outwardly at least, amenable to reason, there was a modification of some of the most troublesome outcroppings effected by this contact. And then some eight or ten months later  fortunately or unfortunately, as some might see it  he was taken with lung trouble and left for his home. Later he went to Arizona, only to return some two years afterward to die. But before he took ill, and also afterwards, he desired that Amy be permitted to visit him at his home. My mother, afraid of complications with her brothers wife (a chill and religionistic woman), did her best to prevent this. But after innumerable storms and tears (it looked up to the day of his seizure as if this might end in a runaway marriage), Amy was finally permitted to go to Bourbon to visit him. His parents, seeking to aid in his cure by gratifying every whim, consented to this. Later, as I say, he departed for Arizona and died. (I have often wondered whether my mother looked on this as the direct intervention of heaven.)

The friendship of Mark was of a different character, but was soon alienated by another condition which followed swiftly on the heels of Amys affair with his brother. For in the absence of my father and after Olivers removal to Arizona, Amy, who had during this time managed to get much more of her own way, took up with one Don Ashley, a member of that group of village neer-do-wells previously described. Ashley, as I recall, was twenty-five or six, lean in body and carefully tailored, with a long, thin, wolfish and yet handsome face, shiny, hard eyes, and long, graceful hands. Locally he was known as a sport, a philanderer and gambler, much admired by women. His younger sister, Willette, whom later I encountered in the Central High School and liked very much, was a much more reserved, thoughtful and kindly person, who did her best during the time I knew her to be agreeable to me. His father was an ex-Colonel of the Civil War, quite well-to-do, and they lived in a fairly pretentious home, somewhat nearer the heart of town than ours. Colonel Ashley, so report had it, had been, if he was not then, of the same tendencies as his son. He was tall, grey, thin, severe, soldierly, courteous and slow-spoken, and looked up to here as a social leader. I recall often seeing him walking with three or four handsome greyhounds in leash. The wife and mother of this family was a tall, cold, incisive woman, who used to overawe me when I passed by the chill force of her occasional glance as she worked among her flowers. Willette, as I have said, was different. I knew all of her life later and came to know that she was as sensitive and seeking and fair-minded as any, and one who finally, by suicide, escaped from the harshness of a world she could not endure.

Just when and where Don Ashley and my sister met I never knew, but I am satisfied that he was just the man my sister would assume was perfect. She was that kind of a dunce. Indeed, my first suspicion that there was anyone other than our cousin Oliver came one evening when at nine oclock, and the rest of us making for bed, she asked me if I would not step out with her, since she wished me to accompany her to a certain corner or near it, because if a certain man was not there she wished to return with me; if he was, as she added, he would bring her home. It was then I began to wonder who the young man could be, but did not learn until some time later, when because of conferences between Amy and my mother, this new beau was permitted to call. Incidentally, on seeing Ashley, and as young as I was, I could have told my mother that no particular good would come of the contact. He was entirely too distant and condescending in his manner: the grand young person of means deigning to meet the family of the girl whose hand in marriage he was presumably seeking. He was too utterly cool and obviously so contemptuous of all that he saw. In short, the best I can say for my mothers psychology at this time is that it remains a most curious enigma to me, for she seemed to think that he was agreeable enough. At any rate, on a few spare occasions when he came to take Amy out  never to stay for any length of time  she seemed to think that there was no particular harm in him, although once or twice when the walk or whatever it was endured until after midnight, she protested and perhaps an earlier return was enforced. I do not recall.

At any rate, this continued for a month or more, after which the visits of young Ashley ceased, and there followed a drooping, spiritless attitude on the part of Amy, which arrested even my attention. She was now and of a sudden so utterly lackadaisical, and more, hypochondriacal. The primping, fussing restlessness, combined as it always had been with a vain and almost critical condescension toward us all  myself less than most, since I was always considerate of and frequently useful to her  was replaced by a sad, drooping mood which showed in her closeting herself in her room or wandering out unaccompanied of an evening, only to return and retire to her room, where she would stay until the next day regardless of any suggestion as to parlor contact or games with the rest of us.

Next, venturing into her room one day when she was out, I noted for the first time  and with what curious foreboding I can now scarcely indicate  certain bottles of medicine, one a bright red, concealed in one of her bureau drawers. My rummaging there was due, in part, to an insatiate curiosity which possessed me in those days. I was hungry for any bauble or curio I might find. I never stole anything of great value, but I remember once taking a round, smooth, gold locket from the room of one of my sisters, merely intending to carry it around. After a time, when the hue and cry as to its loss and my own conscience-ache had partially subsided, I grew tired of the thing as a means of enjoyment and returned it, much to the delight of my sister, who fancied she had overlooked it in her previous numerous searches. But these bottles of medicine seemed to me odd, since in all ways Amy was always so almost ridiculously healthy. One was labeled poison and to be taken as directed. Another: one spoonful every three hours. I wondered what she was doing with them, and a day or two later, seeing one of them lying on the top of her dresser  accidentally overlooked, I presume  I asked: What are you taking that for, Amy?

Oh, Im not feeling well, she replied.

But the way she said it, together with the fact, as I had noticed, that her new flame did not call any more, and that instead she went out to meet him, caused me to think. Was she really sick, or was she grieving, or both? Then one lowery September night, when the clouds hung so low and heavy that they looked ready to pour buckets of water upon the earth, she asked me if I would not walk with her as far as a certain street corner; she wanted to see if Don was there. I went cheerfully enough, and we stood under some heavyleaved, damp and dripping maples, waiting and watching. But he did not come, and after a half hour we went home, she more gloomy than ever. In short, she had little to say, and when we reached home, went into her room and closed the door and I went into my own, but thinking of her and her low mental state and the fact that this young beau whom I had never liked had so obviously failed her. Was there anything really wrong between them, I wondered?

Not long after this, one late October night, as I was coming home from the post office by a downtown detour such as I usually made to see what and whom I could see, I met her slipping out of the house and down the leafstrewn lane which led to the principal street adjoining. It was nearly dark. She had a small bundle under her arm.

Where are you going? I asked.

Ssh! she replied. Dont say anything to mother. I may be going away for a little while, and I may not. If I do, Ill write. Will you miss me if I dont come back soon? She seemed in a depressed, emotional mood.

Sure, Ill miss you, I said. But what makes you talk like that? Youre not going away for good, are you?

Oh, no, I may come back. But you mustnt say anything. Only kiss me in case I dont, will you?

She put her arms around me and kissed my cheek, and then went on. For the first time I sensed in her a desire for love and sympathy, or both, almost a pervading loneliness, which was quite moving. I felt so sad after she had gone. Also in connection with this was the feeling of some love difficulty. This Don Ashley! Where was he? Why had he not called? I wondered as to both of them and what my mother would think once she learned of her departure.

But this departure, as I also learned, was not for long. For the next morning, there she was, in her room as usual, and I wondered as to that. On seeing me she again cautioned me not to say anything, that she might leave a little later, and as to this I obeyed her. But her face was a study in severe depression. She looked so wholly reduced. Nothing developed for fully a week, during which time she grew more and more depressed, moped in her room and cried a great deal. One blue Monday, when my mother was preparing to do the weeks washing as was her custom (and after a Sunday in which Amy had secluded herself in her room and, as mother declared, spent the day in crying), she went upstairs to find out why Amy did not come down to breakfast and found her still crying. There was a period of sympathetic, yet persistent and mandatory inquiry, at the end of which my mother finally extracted the reason for her depression. She was enceinte, and Don Ashley was the acknowledged cause. He had promised to marry her and take her away, but when she had gone to the appointed place to meet him, he had not appeared. She had written him, even called at his home, only to be told he had left Warsaw. An unsigned letter, in a disguised hand, beginning Dearest Amy, arrived some weeks later, urging her not to grieve, that his flight was compulsory, owing to debt, etc., and that money would be sent her later. But no money ever came, nor any other word.

Following this, she sat about moping and crying and composing love verses to her darling Don, expressive of her misguided faith, plight and despair  a development which I uncovered by wandering into her room at various times and talking to her as well as picking up anything which might be lying about. (The curiosity age!) Also I discovered these literary efforts to be poorly-rhymed, mushy affairs, which attempted to deal with the great loneliness and defeat that had descended upon her. Not that I scorn the misery and will that prompted them  decidedly not!  only that beyond the comfort and diversion they may have furnished her, they had no great value.

But my mother! That discovery! Her helplessness in the face of her broken local dreams! Ah! For there was her brother, the bishop, also her nephews, and her plans for us, her three youngest. And now, see! At first she cried bitterly, standing in the corner of the downstairs living room and holding the end of an apron to her eyes. Ah, that much disappointed and life-betrayed woman! Next, there were depressed ravings against the headstrong folly of this girl, her vanity and ridiculous sentimentality, together with urgings in regard to bestirring herself and preparing for the troublesome future immediately before her by working at suitable garments. Also there were letters to be written to Eleanor and Ruth in Chicago in order to obtain of both advice and possibly aid. And more tears, and even prayers, I believe.

As for Amy herself, she merely gave way to additional floods of tears and dreamy, secluded broodings, which, as her subsequent history proved, were without reformative significance. To be sure, she was anxious to find some way out, since she considered herself most cruelly betrayed, but as for any helpful worldly wisdom, none. The problem as to what was to be done for her was my poor mothers, not hers, you may be sure.


CHAPTER 47

THE ATTITUDE of the Ashley family in this crisis, as I learned a number of years later  not then  was interesting. It appears that Don Ashley had kept the matter a secret. Amy was really little more than a street girl to him, a mere temporary diversion. (I cannot say that I can quarrel with his lack of interest; outside of this one bent, Amy, as I see it now, could scarcely, at that time at least, have inspired any man to real love.) As she afterwards explained, he first attempted to assure her that nothing probably really ailed her, then that he would treat her himself, and then, as a last resort, that he would elope with her on a given date. Silly dolt that she was, she swallowed it all. She actually believed that he loved her and that she had made a great capture. Only his unheralded departure aroused her from her dream, and then, of course, it was too late.

The Ashleys, very naturally, deemed it as much of an unfortunate mix-up as any group in their position would. Mrs. Ashley, cold, forthright, and possibly unsentimental, made short work of Amy when once, shortly after her lovers flight, she ventured, as she subsequently related  unknown to mother  to call on her and ask where Don was. (What Laura Jean Libby type of romantic thought prompted this I do not know!) Mrs. Ashley met her at the door, and on being told her reason for coming, said: Why do you come to see me? My son is not here. I do not know where he is. Amy said she began to attempt to explain that Don had seduced her under a promise of marriage and that she wanted his address in order to obtain aid, when Mrs. Ashley interrupted her with: This looks like blackmail to me. You mustnt trouble me with this matter. My son couldnt marry you if he wanted to. He has other obligations. Besides, how do I know you werent bad long before you met him? Amy flared at this, but the older woman dismissed her with icy courtesy. You must go now, she said. I cannot give you any more of my time. If you want to find my son, you must hunt him in other places. I do not know where he is.

Amy left, soaked, no doubt, in the best type of melodramatic misery. If she had only gained a clearer working conception of the realities, it would have been worth the cost. As it was, merely endless tangled steps, ending in confusion. After conferences and I know not what reflections, a suit for at least sufficient money to maintain the prospective child was contemplated and carried as far as consulting a lawyer. There was at this time in Warsaw a somewhat famous criminal lawyer and Republican politician  a State representative at one time  and solely because my mother had heard his name a number of times, she decided to go to him.

Orrin Barnes (that was the lawyers name) was a tall, ungainly, genial, ambling type. I had often seen him about the public square, in a long black frock coat, fawn-colored waistcoat, and soft black, broad-brimmed felt hat. I should say now that he was the type of sophisticated small town lawyer who would take an incident of this kind as more or less of a joke, pulling a serious face and extracting as large a cash reward as possible for himself. The matter was communicated to Eleanor and Ruth in Chicago, the former coming home to help out. When she and Amy approached Barnes in his office over the corner bookstore, he pulled a very solemn face and said: You dont say! Don Ashley! Why, I can scarcely believe it! Well, I shall have to take the matter under advisement and let you know.

It developed later, so I heard, that the elder Ashley was one of his chief political supporters and that he could not well have moved against him. However, some scheme of reconciliation or self-aggrandizement must have been in his mind, for he advised Amy to visit a certain well-known Dr. Woolley, one of the towns old family practitioners, and to tell him, if he insisted, the name of the culprit. It turned out afterwards that Dr. Woolley had been for years the family physician of the Ashleys, but it is not possible to say that his intentions were not of the best, even under these compromising circumstances. The reason Barnes gave for sending her there was that he wanted irrefutable medical testimony as to her condition.

The old doctor, grey, shock-headed, full-whiskered and all of sixty-five years of age, listened to her, shook his head gravely, and exclaimed: The young scamp! Now you see what comes of wilful conduct! There are many young girls like you, trusting these young scamps and disobeying their parents. Do your parents know? Amy admitted that she had confessed to her mother. Yes, yes, he went on, poor woman! I am just as sorry, though, for Mr and Mrs. Ashley. They dont want a scamp of a boy any more than your mother wants a thoughtless girl. He made sure that her condition was serious, and then added: Well, theres just one thing to do, and that is to have your baby. I cant do anything for you except to tell you how to take care of yourself. You mustnt think of trying to prevent it. That would be a much greater crime than anything else that has been done.

He lectured on about duty and virtue, as Amy herself related, but said nothing about young Ashleys duty except to call him a scamp. Subsequently he called on mother and offered to go to Ashley senior and see what could be done. When he learned that a suit was contemplated, he withdrew, saying Barnes could handle it quite as well. I saw him at various times afterward, a crusty, domineering, patriarchal old soul, who would growl like a bear whenever he was compelled to get up in the night to visit anyone but who invariably came when he considered the request sufficiently serious. Once I fell out of a second-story window at three oclock in the morning, walking in my sleep, and he arrived, my father bringing him, very much concerned. Another time he treated Ruth for a serious tumor, and my father for an attack of gallstones which bade fair to result in death. On this occasion he sent me far out into the country to procure fresh peach twigs, from which my mother made tea. I see him now, a grave and reverend senior, riding about the countryside in an old, dusty, rickety buggy, or walking the streets, always in a musty, baggy, grey suit, his slouch hat over his eyes, always saying How do you do? How is your mother? How is your father? and always looking as though he really recognized you and knew all about you  which I doubt. He was famous for his knowledge of medicine and his goodness of heart, and my mother testified that his bills were exceedingly low in our case.

But autumn deepened into winter, and winter into spring, and no good came of the appeal to Barnes and no medical aid from the examination by Woolley. If any money settlement was made  as there may well have been  the lawyer appropriated it as his fee. Because of danger of local exposure and the inability of mother to handle the situation in the face of my fathers probable return (he was in Terre Haute at the time), it was finally deemed best that Amy go away, preferably to New York, since her sister Janet was well-placed there and could look after her. Just exactly how all this was arranged I knew not at all then. Later I learned that there had been correspondence between Eleanor and Janet, which resulted in a helpful arrangement and money for Amys fare and other necessities.

I seem to have a semi-clear recollection of the hub-bub, or perhaps I would better say repressed excitement, which attended her departure on a midnight express for New York. Someone went with her, probably Eleanor. At any rate, gone she was, and for the time being at least, there was surcease of this impending misery for my mother and all of us.


CHAPTER 48

BUT THIS matter of my sister and Don Ashley had a semi-stabilizing effect on me because it drove home quite definitely not only the physical results of sex contact but more interesting still, the chill resentment, or at least evasive dread, which failure to conform to socially accepted arrangements invariably evokes in those who, willingly or not, bow to the conventions which inwardly they may contemn. The sudden whispers, evasions, desires to avoid those who have failed to conform to the customs and taboos of any given region! In this case, I saw, and yet at first I didnt. For although hitherto there had been, as I have said, some inclination to receive us  we three younger children at least  into the best school society of the town, all this was now quickly ended by the rumors in regard to Amy. We were a scandal.

At the same time, I have often tried to calculate my own feelings and moods in regard to all this. Sex was the most important thing in life, apparently. Why was it wrong? I did not have wit enough to discover that it was marriage that was being safeguarded, and that life, if any such social scheme as the present one is to be accepted or held to, must, of necessity, guard against such violent extremes, even though they may be certain to occur forever and ever. The strange polarity of life, the tendency to variation in every direction, the counter-tendency to and necessity for equation, were matters for later discovery. Just now, the Catholic Church, my father, the social belief in the necessity for marriage as life around us was constituted, were all in apparent conflict in me, and yet I was in favor of sex contact and eager for it. My thoughts were coming to be constantly on girls, as my sisters were on men, and since I still deemed them wrong, I frequently confessed them to the Catholic priest. The latter, under the seal of the confessional, gravely warned me against them. If I should die with such thoughts unconfessed, I would descend at once into hell. At the same time, as I have stated, I had this long time been finding decidedly heterodox references and counter-beliefs in almost all that I read. In such a mental state, and physically surrounded as I was, I was literally blazing physically.

And yet now  and just at this time, of course  a sudden lull in or conclusion to this local school and town relationship that had seemed so promising. Sly or curious looks, if not inquiries on the part of such youths as had been most friendly and in some instances intimate with me; and worse, in so far as the smarter ones were concerned, a tendency not so much to avoid me directly as to fail to make the former friendly contacts with me. And as for the girls, there were the customary nods and sometimes smiles, but in so far as those school affairs, parties and outings to which Trina and myself had been regularly invited were concerned, there were no more invitations. I felt that deeply, because I was always dreaming of some particular relationship that was to prove so wonderful here, but now that this had occurred, I was certain that this was not to be.

And so, the restoration for the time being of that old mood in regard to us  our several and combined prospects  together with a revivification of my poetic if (just now) somewhat melancholy delight in nature, which, set over against my thwarted dreams of romance, always took an intense if not exaggerated lustre. I have never been able to feel that.

I spent hours upon hours walking alone and brooding, contemplating the flight of blackbirds and crows which gathered in this section by thousands to feed in the wild rice fields not many miles distant. Warsaw, barring a break of five miles, was the beginning of a chain of small lakes which extended northeast for thirty miles or more, and here were large swampy areas over-run with cat-tails or wild rice. In late July and August, when this ungarnered grain was ready for the reaping, the ethereal highways were traversed by long lines of blackbirds and crows, great black armies generated by what instinct? The grove surrounding our house was at times populated by hundreds of these birds resting for the night. As I watched them, and just then in particular, my own spirit took wing and traveled with them over measureless spaces. I was irked by the limitation of our life here as well as that of the human body, and quarreled with it. Why had not man been born with wings as well as feet?

And now more than ever broodings as to my personal (material) as well as physical lacks, since one of my constant thoughts was that had I looks sufficient and money, what great difference, where attractive girls were concerned, would poverty or disgrace make? They would like me anyhow. But to lack looks and means, and to suffer from social lowness into the bargain! Actually such thoughts as these burned in my brain as retarding facts. I was so hungry for life and love! And what lovely and enticing girl, such as so many of these were, would endure a boy with big ears or large teeth or a mouth not cut like that of a soldier or a beau? Obviously then, I was now doomed to sex loneliness, and at the very time when I was most desirous of it. Whereas others were walking under the trees or rowing on the lakes, holding hands or kissing or whispering sweet nothings, here I was, destined to brood alone. And in connection with this at this time, the least recessive or uncertain look on the part of any girl, a thoughtless or nervous giggle, a pout or frown  those make-believe antagonisms and assumed oppositions which are a part of all sex life, animal or human  were to me, in my wrought up state, a sign of contempt or worse. Sometimes, after such an encounter, I walked for days, frozen by my belief in probably purely imagined rebuke. At the same time, in the presence of some girls at least, I pretended a gaiety and indifference. I tried to think that I could get along without them, or that other boys and girls were not having as good a time as I thought, but life always gave the lie to my imaginings. Girls were too plentiful, their boy admirers too clever and too open in their attentions and frolics.

In short, and at this very time, alas, the town was rife, in boy-land at least, with stories of who was in love with whom, of who was going with whom, and those darker, more fiery tales of secret trysts and doings in unlighted parlors and groves. I recall that once one of the local papers published an editorial to the effect that certain shameless boys and girls, the names of whom were known to it but withheld, had been guilty of bathing together nude in a certain part of the Tippecanoe not far from Warsaw, and that if the performance was repeated, these names would be published. Imagine the implied repression, envy, desire! To me, closed as all this now seemed to be, it was the same as a fiery revelation out of paradise. Then such things were! And here and now! In youth, in sunlight, in summer warmth! And unpunished! Ah, to he a part of that  to share it all! For weeks, even years, thereafter, I was haunted by a vision of nude nymphs and satyrs sporting in the clear water and frolicking in the dark, green woods! Who were they? Which of all the beauties that I had known had been so courageous? Ah! The orgiastic sting of such union amid such sylvan scenes! Pan with his reeds! Could I not hear his call? The mere thought of it was heaven!


CHAPTER 49

ABOUT THIS time it was that, because of my growing sex interest as well as my contact with the bakers daughter and at the same time my inability to front the elusive subtlety of the more attractive girls of the town, I fell into the ridiculous and unsatisfactory practice of masturbation, which finally became a habit that endured  broken, of course, by occasional normal sex relations with passing women and girls  until I married.

One hot summer day, alone in my room after a bath, I sat down on the side of my bed thinking of what I would do if Gusta Phillipson, or Stella Davenant or Nata Weyler, as opposed to my baker girl, were in my arms. To me at least they were such torrid flames of beauty! And, in this state of emotion, I suddenly and quite unexpectedly brought on a sensation which, as in the case of my contact with the bakers daughter, thrilled and yet quite terrified me. For I had not intended any such result and had not even assumed that in this case it would occur. When it did, I jumped up fearful lest I had injured myself. I dressed quickly, resolved not to trifle with myself in this fashion again nor to think the thoughts which our local parish priest was always telling me were evil.

Following this came several days of strenuous effort to remain pure in mind and body. But this decision lasted only some three or four days. The physical beauty of girls as well as the delight and relief of the process I had discovered  the only substitute for the sex contact I so much craved  came back to me with overwhelming force. I forgot my good resolutions. No harm had come to me, apparently from either this or my preceding single relationship with a woman. Subsequently I longed, of course, and with flaming eagerness, to find some girl other than the one mentioned with whom I could continue, but in lieu of that, this other, this something that stung and thrilled, must serve. I ran to my room and indulged in the act again. A heavy reaction of mood again followed, but a few days served to efface the memory of anything save the intense delight. For weeks and months, every two or three days at the utmost, I now indulged myself in a kind of fury of passion. I would run to my room or any secret place I had appointed, and there in a kind of excess of passion and delight, give myself over to this form of self-abuse. At the same time, I would combine it with passional thoughts of one of the girls whom I most admired: Carrie Tuttle, Stella Davenant, or Nata Weyler. It has always been a matter of curiosity to me that the personality of Myrtle Trego was never visualized in this connection. It never occurred to me that I could satisfy myself with her in this fashion.

The natural result of this was, first, a radical change in point of view, and, second, and to a lesser extent, a change in my physical condition. For one thing, temporarily my face became blotched and marred by pimples, which caused Harry Croxton to exclaim one day: What are you doing to yourself, Ted? Your face is all covered with pimples! Abashed at the thought that my face was advertising my secret, I resolved to quit. But I could not. The pleasure and relief to my desires were too great. Besides, now that Croxton had indicated this facial condition as a sure sign, I noted other boys and girls to be in the same state. Better, though, I came to talk more freely of all this (sex) with Croxton, McNutt and others and to learn of seemingly endless variations of it. Judson Morris, the hunchback son of the book-store man, had secured a number of immoral, fly-by-night pamphlets, which in those days were allowed to pass through the mails undetected and which for the price of ten cents retailed all the delights of the wedding night. John and George Shoup, Gavin McNutt, Beachey Reid and others  quite a circle of the youths of the school  used to gather to read them at Juds fathers corner book store. A Rabelaisian, immoral business, but so it was. Not a morbid crowd either, if I except myself, but rather of a laughing, jesting jovial turn. And incidentally, and coeval with this  very likely because of it  I came to know of books that dealt with sex in a revelatory if more or less classic way: Tom Jones,

Joseph Andrews,

Moll Flanders; also passages from Dryden, Pope, Shakespeares Sonnets. For several years after that my main concern with old or famous books was to find the portions which dealt with sex, though the merit of a conservative work was by no means beyond me.

But after a time  due to my morbidity in connection with it all  a nervous depression. I was sitting one night at the dinner table some three or four months after I had begun this practice, when all of a sudden I was taken with a whirring in my head and ringing in my ears, which frightened me nearly out of my wits. For a few moments I thought I was going to die. Natures way, apparently, when an internal physical adjustment is to be made, is not to give warning beforehand but to keep up an appearance of normal health until it can no longer possibly be maintained. In this case I cannot even suggest, I fear, the ominous portents of physical change or readjustment that seemed suddenly to play about my mental horizon. If you can imagine a black landscape with a yellow storm in the offing, or a fever victim pursued by spying, lurking devils, or an inferno glimpsed in half light and quaking with strange and hitherto unimagined sights and sounds, you may arrive at some idea of what I endured. If I had not been sitting, I would have fallen. As it was, I put down my knife and fork, placed my hands on the table to steady myself, and closed my eyes. In my brain was spinning a whirligig of spectral lights: yellow, red, green, blue, grey, white. In place of my normal heart-beat was a feeble fluttering, which alternated with a heavy thumping which seemed to spell instantaneous collapse. I tried to get up, but could not. Then after, say, thirty seconds  by which time I was nearly exhausted  the uproar in my ears ceased, my heart beat less feebly, the grinding and clanking in my brain subsided, and I arose and went upstairs, saying I had forgotten something.

In my room, though, I sat and meditated on all this. Sickness! Brain trouble! Total physical collapse, no doubt! The truth was, I was really thinking of those innumerable advertisements addressed to Weak Men or Victims of Self-Abuse, as the advertisements of those days ran, which Croxton and others by their talks had called to my attention and concerning which we used to jest. But now no more. The emaciated, sunken-eyed victims of youthful excess always illustrated by them haunted me. For now was I not one of these? If not as yet, then obviously I was to become one, emaciated, with hair and teeth falling out, eyes sunken, and no hope of any future of any kind save in the particular pills or nostrums advertised or such periods of treatment as could be procured from Old Dr. Grindle of Buffalo, New York, or Old Dr. Grey, of Scranton, Pennsylvania. The particular swamp root or tannic acid pills or electric belt or Neuro-phag prescribed by these was all that was left. I shook in terror, for I had no money. My mother would not be able to afford sufficient money to permit me to undergo any one of these saving treatments, even though I had sufficient courage to tell her what had befallen me. And then what?

And worse, the whirrings and interior disturbances returned and at seemingly regular intervals for at least a month or two. Also I had the most terrifying dreams, in which ghosts or skeletons walked and threatened imminent destruction. At two in the morning  the zero hour at which the earth seems to suffer a change or period of inhalation or exhalation  I was wont to awake, feeling as though I were about to expire. A peculiar whistling in my ears would begin and might continue for several hours. I had, or imagined I had, all the symptoms of prolonged insomnia, only with this difference: that when I became exhausted, I would fall into a heavy sleep. After much thought, I hit upon the idea of copying out a prescription which I found in somebodys Family Medical Guide and asking the most friendly of the two local druggists  the one who was not Myrtle Tregos father  to fill it and charge it for a month. He did so, but with true rural sagacity, mailed the bill to my mother: a bill for $4.25. Now I know, as I half suspected then, that the medicine (like ninety per cent of all medicine) was worthless. It brought me merely a few days hope, then greater despair, because the night sweats, etc., continued, and there was the necessity of explaining, or attempting to explain, the matter of the bill to my mother. Curiously enough, that strangely sympathetic woman did not press the mystery of the purchase too far. When she saw I was confused and distressed, she let the matter rest.

If you think something is the matter with you that you dont want to tell me about, why dont you go and see Dr. Woolley? she said. Her voice was as soft and pleasing as that of a sweetheart.

But one service the author of The Family Guide rendered me was to point out the efficacy of cold baths, exercise, sleeping with the windows open, on a hard bed, etc. All this, coupled with the gradual realization that I was not to die at once, gradually led to a modified view of my condition. Perhaps I was only to be crippled sexually for life, as the advertisements I had been reading by the ton invariably asserted. That was bad enough, of course, but after all it was not insanity or death.

Poor, ignorant humanity! I wish that all of the religious and moral piffle and nonsense from which I suffered in connection with this matter could be undone completely for the rest of the world by merely writing about it. What tons of rot have been written and published concerning the spiritual and moral degradation of this practice! Old wives tales, for the most part. Quacks and thieves printing lying advertisements to sell nostrums to the ignorant, and so terrifying poor fools who stand in no more real physical or mental danger than a man with a taste for green plums! Doctors, more religionistic than medical, writing endless silly books on hearsay or because of early asinine terrors of their own! I have often wished that the pagan or Hebraic view of things had prevailed in my own family and that at this age I had been taken in hand and introduced to a bagnio, or that I had possessed sufficient courage to persuade a girl to have physical relations with me. I was of the temperament that required it. As it was, for four or five years I was thrown into the most, at times, gloomy mental state, that is, whenever I thought of my assumed condition, and yet there was no more the matter with me than there is with any healthy, normal boy who takes to this exotic practice.


CHAPTER 50

I DONT KNOW but what our family fortunes appeared to me to be at their lowest ebb at this time, although there were one or two faintly redeeming features. Thus, my brother Paul had gradually bettered himself and was now a comedian of some repute and the author of two or three popular songs, one of which The Letter that Never Came  was being played and sung everywhere in the United States. It had even traveled to Warsaw, although when we claimed kinship with the author we were scarcely believed, largely because he had changed his name to Dresser. Eventually, though, we came into our own in this matter. An actual visit on his part, and in state, tended to verify all this, and among other things it appeared that the manager of the local opera house knew of him.

Again, my sister Eleanor had finally married that Harahan I have previously mentioned. But considering himself above her intellectually, socially and in every other way, he could not make up his mind to remove her east, where most of his social connections were, but preferred to maintain a more or less temporary residence on the north side in Chicago, where they dwelt for many years.

But there were many drawbacks to our situation. Amys baby, a boy, arrived at our home late in this fall, already four or five months old but requiring endless care. I remember the constant wailing we had to endure and the time each one of us had to give to minding it. I resented my labor in this capacity intensely.

In the next place, Ruths affair with the Chicago manufacturer had terminated as such affairs most frequently terminate. She was deserted and almost broken in health. For a time we thought she would die. Dr. Woolly took her in hand and by degrees restored her to health, so that the following spring she was up and around and returned to Chicago.

Again, my father returned from Terre Haute about the time Amys child arrived, and there was a most darksome period of explanation, crimination and recrimination. In fact, he cherished a bitter feeling toward Amy to his dying day. (I do not know how he reconciled this with his religious injunction to mercy, etc., etc.) Then on top of all this, he himself was taken seriously ill with bladder trouble, and for a long time we thought he would die. From a weight of about one hundred and eighty-five, he wasted to one hundred and thirty-five or thereabouts. His body was as lean as that of the arrow-pierced Saint Sebastian. He prayed much, took his medicine regularly, groaned, and occasionally shrieked with pain.

But in the midst of all this, there was for me a most interesting inspirational school life. There were two women teachers in this High School at the time who came to exercise a most hopeful and helpful influence over me, to make for somewhat more of optimism in connection with myself than hitherto had been. One of these was a tall old maid from Malden, Masachusetts, a certain Mildred Fielding, who at thirty-three or thereabouts was for the first time in her life finding herself moderately attractive, and thinking, no doubt, therefore, that the world was not so bad. As I afterwards learned from her, she had had a very hard life. In her youth she had been poor, socially nobody, cursed with an ungainly form, protruding teeth, in short, every physical disadvantage which could afflict a young and otherwise healthy girl. At last she had fought her way up to being a teacher and in addition had had her teeth straightened, her hair properly dressed, had learned to wear appropriate clothes and only now was beginning to reap the fruits of her long struggle. In spite of all her difficulties, she had retained a sweet, gentle and lovable disposition. Her attitude now was one of broad tolerance and generosity. At thirty-five, her light brown hair, grey-blue eyes, and pink complexion made her seem younger than she was. It was this woman who was destined to come to my aid in a very curious way some two years later. Just then, as director of the High School recitation room, she was in touch with me, my studies in connection with algebra, physical geography, general history, botany, and so on, being recited to and corrected or directed by her.

The other teacher  Alvira Skarr, I think her name was  who controlled the study room, was a very different type. Small, red-haired, finicky, and showy in a material and yet conservative way, she was at the same time lively, friendly and attractive. She wore gold-bridge glasses and a showy gold watch fastened at her breast by a jeweled pin. A taste for appearing in new dresses of rich material and talking of her family in Erie, Pennsylvania, indicated either a plentiful supply of money or a good salary. I think it was the former, for her salary could not have been more than twelve hundred dollars a year.

Both of these women, soon after my entrance into first year High, evinced a genial personal interest in me and my views and aspirations, which flattered me not a little, and by degrees seriously affected my personal estimate of myself. It must be remembered that I was then at the age when one is most easily influenced. Miss Fielding, to my surprise and embarrassed pleasure, frequently assisted me after school with my algebra, with which I had some difficulty. More, and at the same time, she appeared to be aware of our local history, and while this troubled me not a little, at the same time it was coupled with, in her case, a tender and quite obvious solicitude as well as desire to fortify me against any depressing effect our home troubles might be having on me.

Thus, one afternoon, and quite out of a clear sky, in the midst of an explanation in connection with an algebra problem, she paused and said: Theodore, I want to say something to you. It is not prompted by anything but a real interest in you and your welfare. I instantly shivered with the thought that she was going to tell me I was not sufficiently trained as yet for the work I was undertaking and would need to return to the previous grade. But instead she went on: I can see that you are not like the other boys and girls here. You are different, Theodore. Very sensitive. Your mind is very different. You understand well enough where you are interested. It is only where you arent that you do so poorly. But you mustnt let that worry you. You must study and go on, for your mind will find its way. I know it! And then looking directly into my eyes, her own lit with a warm, tender, even affectionate, glow, she concluded: But there is something else. You mustnt mind my saying this, Theodore, because I am fond of you and want you to succeed in life. And you will, if you wish. Please dont mind anything that is said or done in a small town like this, and dont let it hurt you. I was brought up in one, and I know how small people can be and how they talk. But please dont let it affect you. You will soon grow up and go away and then all that has happened here will seem as nothing to you. It is only you that can hurt yourself, not the actions or words or opinions of anyone else. You understand me, Theodore, dont you?

I was moved almost to tears, and so grateful that though I wished to speak, I could not. Instead I merely looked. But she must have gathered what I felt, for she laid a gentle, caressing hand on my arm and added, smilingly: Now shall we see if we can solve this? I tried to follow her, but seeing that I could not, she said: Well, well put it over until to-morrow. You might look it over tonight. It will come to you. And  reluctantly, as it seemed to me  she walked away, and I gathered up my books and hurried out.

But the thrill of it! The bracing, encouraging thrill! Instantly and because of this strong, affectionate support, I felt so much better about everything. Pooh! Warsaw and its people! What of them? Who were they? Had I not just been told that I had a different and good mind and that once I was out in the world I could get along? Supposing our family was talked about  evidently it was, since she chose to refer to it  was that certain to affect me? She seemed to think not, had practically assured me that it could not. I felt so much braver, stronger, walked with an air, a trifle of vanity swelling in me.

And better  if such things really are better  this was added to, if in a lesser degree, by Miss Skarr. My interest in English and world literature seemed to appeal to her. As busy as she was  and she was in charge of a very large roomful of scholars  she too (possibly at Miss Fieldings behest) managed to find time to talk to me and to point out books in which I might be interested, some lectures that were occasionally given on literature at the home of Professor Saunders, our school superintendent, and lastly, after learning I was half German, urged me to take a German course which she was conducting and which would open the door to Schiller, Goethe, Heine and others. I could read a little German, and here was all this superior wisdom at my hand. At once, my estimate of my fathers native land (hitherto, because of his religious dogmatizing, exceedingly low) rose. I joined the course, and during the remainder of that year, along with ten others (one of them Nata Weyler, if you please) scanned  cursorily, as one may guess  a history of German literature.

Unquestionably, I think, I progressed as fast intellectually during this one year as I ever did at any other time. I picked up bits of information relating to the meaning as well as scope of geology, physics, chemistry, all studies coming under Miss Fieldings direction. I began to think of things below the mere surface of life and to wonder in regard to them. What was energy or the life force? Where did it come from? Had it always existed? Why electricity and its laws? What was it? Why strange, powerful chemicals and their regulated combinations? I knew after less than one month of blundering in this realm that there were immense fields of energy obviously of great import to humanity which as yet no one could explain. And so I began to think about them. Electric lighting and water systems had been recently introduced into Warsaw, and these I found were related primarily to physics and afterwards to electrical and the older steam engineering. The connection of botany with chemistry, of chemistry and physiology with medicine, and of arithmetic and algebra with nearly all of them, as well as astronomy, was plainly indicated. I began to speculate for myself in regard to these things  the stars, people, animals, life  the mystery of their origin and continuance.

I had, if I may say it, a passion for understanding, without the willingness at that time, however, to delve into the intricacies and subtleties of things. Rather I liked to meditate than to pause and inquire closely. Besides, I was horribly pestered by thoughts of love and beauty. A chemical bias of this kind does not make for serious, detailed or involute technical knowledge. Instead, if anything, it tends to philosophy, poetry and the arts, and although I had no least inkling of it at the time, I was for the arts. Life did not appeal to me so much on its technical or purely structural and trade aspects as it did on its general forms and surface appearances. The rains, clouds, fogs, blue and grey days, sunlight, moonlight, trees, grass, flowers, birds. I was never made, as I learned in after years, to be a specialist in any or many fields, but rather a general if close observer of the form and motion of things, their effect upon and import to the individual as well as society at large. That I was to become a writer I never so much as dreamed until years later. To myself I seemed little more than a mooning, dreaming youth who was so largely speculative that he could never hope to master details.

Just the same, I was never weary of physiology, botany, astronomy, zoology. The world as revealed by these branches of science was so astounding. The sea, the stars, the earth, the blood  how they fascinated me! At the same time I never grew tired of reading history. In my school General History, which I took up in first year High, Cæsar and Napoleon took a strong grip on my fancy, as also did our own Washington and Lincoln. Novels, plays, poems, of course, were always interesting, rich in their suggestion of our varied and far-flung world. My mother might be worrying from day to day as to where to get means to feed and clothe us, but I was thinking of the splendid fields and opportunities of life. One day I might acquire technical knowledge of some kind that would astonish the world! Why not? One day I might even go to college  the boys and girls of the better families here were going to De Pauw, Rose Polytechnic at Terre Haute, the State University at Bloomington, the University of Michigan at Ann Arbor. My idea of college was, I think, that if you could only once get there, you would come out  by what process I did not really know  fit to hold a well-paying position and worthy of being looked up to by everyone. I used to sit and dream of these things: changes, peoples, adventures. How life might make me a general, a ruler, a judge, a doctor, a lawyer, any-think you please. Even on occasion some vague notion of writing something, like Dickens or Thackeray, floated across my consciousness  in about the same way as I dreamed of being a general or a judge  but with no more definiteness or validity. (Just at the moment I was immersed in Dickens  one or another of his many novels  and Thackeray, with his clearer, cleaner logic, seemed second-rate. Later he was moved into first place, until Balzac appeared.)

At about this time, too, the rumor appeared to gain ground that I was a youth of exceptional mental ability. A small paper I wrote in our literature class  a description of a local scene  brought me direct encomiums which caused the blood to mount to my cheeks. One day the superintendent of schools, a lean, pedagogic, temperamental and enthusiastic man, walked home with me to tell me how much he thought of my work, what a great thing it was to have a good mind, etc., etc. He spoke of novels, histories and plays which I would do well to read, as well as philosophies which I might eventually inquire into. Also, and more definitely, he recommended a study of the rise of the German Empire (which was then under William I, You Moltke and Bismarck), and a careful reading of Shakespeare, two worlds to which I had never given so much as a thought. He was all on fire for youth, development, future deeds of force, and he made me feel it. Indeed, by his talk he put me in a kind of nervous frenzy from which I did not recover for days. Even now I can see the street, the overhanging trees, the lawns of the houses we passed as we walked, and this mans lean, sallow, tense face and burning black eyes. I have often wondered since whether he was really a capable educator and whether he subsequently succeeded in the work which he seemed to like so much. One thing is sure: by his praise and advice he lifted me out of the slough of despond into which I had been sinking. No accident of birth or condition can harm or delay a determined individual, he said to me at one place, and added: I want you to write that down and think about it.

I suspected at the time that he probably knew some of our family troubles and was trying to hearten me. Be that as it may, I went home and thought and thought. Out of the library I secured somebodys Rise of the German Empire, Carlyles French Revolution  a book I scarcely understood  Shakespeares Macbeth, Julius Cæsar, Antony and Cleopatra, Hamlet, Merchant of Venice; and Wilhelm Meister. I wish he had introduced me to Balzac. As it was, I felt myself to be a coming somebody. What, in view of all I was learning concerning the world at large, could our petty local difficulties matter? The race was surely to the swift, the battle to the strong. So in a swing, a hammock, a rocking-chair, under the trees or within the house, I thought, reading and dreaming, to carve out something for myself in the future regardless of what my family might do or say. But with no zest for any immediate action.


CHAPTER 51

AND THEN, one spring evening, after attending the graduation exercises at the local opera house, with boys and girls in their best clothes, addresses, flowers, the awarding of diplomas, I was moved to think seriously on the ending of youth and schooldays. I still had three years to go if I completed the High School course, but what was I going to do at the end of that time? Where was I going, if anywhere? I really did not know. One thing that brought on a sense of loneliness, and so perhaps thoughts of change, was the fact that shortly after the close of school my two teachers, Miss Skarr and Miss Fielding, left, Miss Skarr forever out of my life (although I did not know that at the time) and Miss Fielding not to be encountered for several years. I felt lonely and disconsolate. There was, as I now saw, so little opportunity for boys in Warsaw, unless perchance their parents controlled industries or shops which might accommodate them, as not a few did. The Ticket Boys, for instance, occasionally clerked for their father; the Viguses assisted their father in his bank whenever he needed assistance; Charlie Trego, Myrtles brother, clerked in his fathers drug store at nights and in summer. But what had my parents for me?

In the next place, my brother Paul, home this June from the east and more successful than ever, was causing me to wonder whether there was not some place for me in the wider world. Then my sister Eleanor and her husband coming to pay us a visit on their way to Saratoga brought with them a sense of a wider and more prosperous world  travel and resorts  a life beyond us and our means, but still full of suggestions toward adventure. Why should not I move in some way, bring some form of action to and so adventure and development into my life? Why not? It was plain to me in her case that after a stormy youth her life was broadening into something better, and so held a hint for me. Had she not adventured? Sought? And now, see!

Eleanors husband, strong, reserved, aggressive, with an air of wealth and experience, was soi-disant and not particularly eager to stay in our home. Rather he appeared to be submitting to a queer, showy devotion on the part of Eleanor to her mother  a devotion that, if anything, meant more work for mother  yet also he indicated his affection for and so submission to Eleanor by so doing. An amazing and powerful thing this matter of love, as I then and there saw, since through a poorly educated and decidedly emotional and exotic temperament such as Eleanors, it could hold and, after a fashion, direct so strong and prosperous and interesting a man as this. Incidentally, my brother Al, who had been in Chicago all this time working at one thing and another, now came home for a stay of several months, and was planning to launch a small-town minstrel show. His great desire then, apparently, was to be a black-face or Irish comedian (or both), lines or professions for which he seemed sufficiently talented, being witty and with a knack for devising outlandish costumes as well as popular or comic songs and lines or gags (his words) which seemed amusing enough to me. For some reason, though, he found it difficult to connect with success, even if, as I saw, he finally did succeed in organizing a local minstrel show and took it to four or five surrounding towns. But the financial return was not sufficient and he was compelled to return to Chicago  a great blow to him.

In connection with all this,  the arrival of Paul, Eleanor with her husband, Al, and, as I recall, our sister Ruth for a short stay  our social state was actually no better than it had been before. We mustered no more than a living. Besides, Trina, after a promising opening friendship, if not intimacy, with a number of the more securely-placed girls and young men of the town, had slowly been reduced to three or four who though agreeable enough were not of the group to which she originally aspired. As for myself, as I have shown, while excluded by the group which not long after our arrival had accepted Trina and myself, I now found myself in touch with only separate individuals here and there, and these mainly girls, as I also noted. For during my first year in High, I had encountered Anita Brand. She lived opposite us. Beautiful? She was as beautiful as one roseate apple is more exquisite than another. As I saw her, she seemed serious  fairly studious in school  and not at all flirtatious. And yet after school, and when I was heading (only not too briskly) for Ezra Morriss book store with Jud, his son, and one or two others, I was always reasonably sure to encounter her. And as often, the enticing glow of her cheeks and eyes caught my fancy, only girl-shy as usual, I avoided her. But one day, walking homeward past the post office, there she was. And though I did not choose to pause, in step with me she fell.

You live near us, dont you?

Yes.

Ive seen you walking out our way.

Silence, nervous and intense.

You have some nice chestnut trees in your yard. Would you mind my coming over sometime after school and gathering some?

No! Oh, no! I wish you would!

Well, I will, then.

Silence.

To-morrow evening, maybe.

Yes, do.

Will you he there?

Oh, yes.

You must come over and see me sometime, too.

Yes, I will, thank you.

And so, with a throat quite tight and an almost unendurable heartbeat, coming to her block, her house, or at least opposite to it on our side, and yet not even crossing over, just saying weakly: Good evening! and leaving her to cross over alone. Yet wishing to go with her. How much! And she thinking what? Numbskull? Dunce? None the less, she came to pick chestnuts with me, and secured a basketful, yet never so much as a kiss or a squeeze. Not one! And so leaving me alone and miserable. Horribly so!

Similarly one day of this same summer I was sitting in a hammock in the shade of a pine tree in front of our house, when Stella Davenant, Bertha Reilly and Dolly Reed came by. Stella called: Hello, Theo!  a daring overture in so far as I was concerned, not presumed since the sudden exclusion of the year before. Yet now thrilling me  how much! And causing me to call back Hello! yet with half-hope, half-fear that they would go on. But instead: Why dont you let us come in and swing in your hammock? from Dolly Reed, whom I did not like, although, leaning on our front gate, she made a charming picture. Her plump beauty, enhanced by a white dress with a blue sash and wide straw hat, was considerable. I jumped up, nervous and flustered. It seemed as though our old social favor might be coming back. Why, of course, I managed to say, do come in. Giggling comfortably and audaciously, they came in, and stayed all of three quarters of an hour, laughing, jesting, swinging, and unquestionably seeking, as even I could guess at the time, to efface through this present proffer of friendship not only the previous coldness but my present and unchanging bashfulness, which in the past as now caused me to feel so futile. And yet grateful too, for now they were so friendly. And had I had any real skill, how easy it would have been to effect new contacts and friendships. But, as ever before, beaten by girl-shyness, my curse until nearly twenty. And so I was beside myself with nervousness and unable to stammer more than platitudes. And so making out most poorly. They stayed and played but without any love-making or follow-up agreements of any kind.

Similarly, there was another girl: Myrtle Taylor, a pale, darkhaired, Myrtle-Trego-ish creature, the daughter of a traveling salesman, whom I had adored through all of the preceding winter without a word of any kind. Her little mouth, her dark violet eyes with their lavender lids, her soft black hair: all were so ravishing to me. But she went her way. Four years later I learned with a pang that she had married Walter Keller, the local jewelers son.

And then, one day that summer, Nata Weyler  she of the blue-black hair and olive skin  seeing me roving in the northwest corner of our front yard where mushrooms grew, came over to say: Oh, hello! What are you doing?

Im looking for mushrooms, I said, staring at a face and figure Medusa-like in their paralyzing charm for me.

Oh, do mushrooms grow here? May I see them? Oh, arent they nice? You have such a large place here, havent you? Isnt that a swing over there? Its a wonder you wouldnt invite somebody once in a while. Its so nice and cool in here.

Oh, do come in; I wish you would! I said, but without making any move to open the gate, which was some distance away.

Well, come open the gate for me! she prompted.

Whereupon I nervously awoke to the duties of a host if not of a gallant, and hurried to let her in. But what a half hour! The agonizing vacillation between the desire there and then to put my arms around her and so shatter the binding sex fear, and the queer conviction that if I did so (and this in the face of her all too obvious intention to allure me to just this), she would turn on me with belittling comment which would set at naught my hungry presumption. And yet there was nothing for it but that I should swing her, her trim ankles and calves showing beneath the long skirts of the day, blown back by the wind. And her squeals and pretended fear and this and that intended to move me to the part I should have played! But in spite of that, no more than my hands about her waist in swinging her. Not a kiss for her laughing and enticing lips. And yet, saying to me as she left: You and your sister know where we live, dont you? Why dont you come out sometime? And this after our really sharp exclusion of the previous year!

But in my mind was not so much that  the fact that during the winter just past there had been group festivities in which she and others had participated and from which Trina and I had been excluded  but rather that the residence region as well as the house in which she lived was so much better than ours, and that to and with her went the smarter and richer boys of the town who still ignored me. Actually, and at last, there was swelling in me a resentful pride. Had it not been said of me that I had a good mind and a good future? And was it not best that I should turn to that? But how? How? And yet because of this, no immediate resumption of these relations. Rather new, if vague, dreams of how and what to do. I really could not stay here any longer. I must find some way of doing something, not continue on here to loaf and grieve and dream.


CHAPTER 52

AND THEN one July day, and because of all this, I decided that I ought to work. But how, and at what? After thinking it all over very seriously, I talked the matter over with Ed, and he, amenable to my thoughts as to this, was decidedly interested. I pointed out to him, sitting in a hammock under the trees, that as things stood, we were mere loafers sponging on our mother. Other boys worked, if only for their fathers. Besides, had I not heard Judson Morris say, and this for weeks past, that this was the time of year when farmers were looking for people to work in their truck patches or fields? In consequence, Ed and I started out one morning about nine oclock (a good farm-laborseeking hour, as you will notice) and fired with the notion, if you will believe it, that farmers paid fifteen to eighteen dollars a month and board for inexperienced farm-hands, and such farm-hands as we were! Under the arm of one of us was our mid-day lunch prepared by mother, and in our hearts mingled hopes and fears. In my own heart also, as I recall, was a sense of loneliness or heimweh at the thought of parting with the sense of peace and possession which filled the old brick house among the pines. For as I could feel, it was really slipping from us. Our years were multiplying. And while we might not be going away forever, still was this not the beginning of the end of our youth? You may imagine the depression!

However, as you may well guess, my emotion was premature and unfounded. We walked and walked. The long roads, overhung with trees; the simple farm-houses snuggling close to the soil; the wide, silent fields of growing corn or wheat, impressed me as a lovely but lonely opportunity. How silent it would all be at night! And only work. And our dear and comfortable mother so far away. Only, fortunately or not fortunately, the farmers to whom we applied did not want our help. Instead, and to my disgust and depression, either harsh or rihald and haw-haw comments on our fitness for the work applied for.

Thus: Where do you boys come from? asked one grey-thatched, sun-tanned old farmer as we approached and made inquiry as to whether he needed any farm help. I can see his wry, critical face even now.

Warsaw.

Ever work at anything before?

No sir.

Well, boys, I tell you, he said, with a quizzical smile. Neither of ye have got heft enough across here and here, and he indicated our sterns and shoulders. Ye aint big enough. Yer hands are too little, and he examined one of mine.

I thought we might pick weeds or plough, maybe, I suggested. Plough, hey? He smiled. Well, thats good. A farm day lasts from sunup to sundown. Its hay pitchin and corn and potato ploughin just now. Some days the sun gits mighty hot. How much did ye expect anybody would pay ye?

Oh, our board and whatever is fair a month, I replied.

You cant do it, boys, he said, genially. Ye aint been brought up to it, I can see that. Better go back home and get some city job, in a store or somethin. Youre too light in the poop deck, both on ye, and he smiled genially. We returned disconsolately across the field to the road.

At another point, around the noon hour, we met three husky farmer boys coming out of a field, following several large horses.

Where ye goin, boys? asked one of them, a buff-brown Samson of eighteen or twenty, in jeans and a homespun shirt.

Were looking for work, I replied.

On a farm? he asked, spreading out his legs and running a hand through his damp, loose hair.

Sure! I said, a little defiantly, irritated by his manner.

Ho, ho, ho! he laughed, and the other two joined him. Then of a sudden he pulled a serious face. Come to think of it, I know a man down here that wants two boys. He waited to see the brightening effect of his remark. He wants em to pound sand in a lot o rat holes. He ho-hoed again and the others joined him, while Ed and I, crestfallen, trudged on. Under a tree we sat down to eat our sandwiches and some berries we had gathered in the lanes.

What a long day that was! We walked and walked. Under green trees, tired and disheartened after a time, we rested and debated as to whether we should apply at a certain distant farm door and which one should do it. Frequently Ed rebelled at my trying to make him the spokesman. By nightfall we were footsore and weary and still six miles from home. No one wanted us. To be sure, motherly old ladies here and there had commended us for our courage. We were nice boys and shouldnt get too disheartened. Younger ones, busy with the cares of the day, had turned us sharply away, usually with jests. Old men, as we discovered, were easiest to talk to, but these only gave us kindly advice. We were too spare and young.

At nine oclock that night we arrived at our own door, so tired and footsore and hungry that we could scarcely walk. As I saw it, we had had a miserable and laborious day just walking. But supposing there had been real farm labor to do? As for myself, I was already sure that there was not much hope for me. Ed was always more courageous. But there was mother outside the door, waiting and wondering about us.

Well? she asked, sweetly, as we came trudging up the path, much too reduced to speak. Did you get anything to do?

No, we replied, drearily.

And I suppose youre starved, too, she added. Well, go take off your shoes and wash your feet and Ill get you something. She even took one of my hands and smoothed it as I passed her, then went slowly into the kitchen.

My next venture was more and yet less successful. After taking a few days to recover from this discomfiting adventure, I talked to Jud Morris about the matter of work. Clerking in his fathers store, he seemed to me to be likely to be in touch with everything that was going on. Why dont you go and see old man Gears at the hardware store? he suggested. He has a farm four or five miles out of town and I hear he wants boys to weed out his truck patches. He has thirty acres of onions alone.

I jumped at the chance. How much does it pay? I asked.

Only fifty cents a day, but then you get your board and room and you can come home Sundays. Thats twelve or thirteen dollars a month, and the workll certainly last that long. You can get a good suit of clothes out of that. I decided to act at once, for I needed the clothes as well as other things.

Old man Gears, in his still, cool, dark hardware store, with its buzzing blue-bottle flies in the window, and its advertisements of reapers and binders and tools, looked me over quizzically.

Ever worked on a farm?

No, sir!

Do you think you could earn fifty cents a day if I give you the chance? Its hard work and my superintendent out there wont stand for no loafers! He stared at me over the counter as though I were a curious insect.

I wish youd let me try, I said. Ill do the very best I can.

Very well, go on out! Tell Mr. Palmer I told you to come.

He gave me no directions, but I learned them from Morris, and that very afternoon I set forth, walking the entire distance and arriving there at about three oclock. The superintendent, a crude, sandy-haired man, in rough overalls and a ragged straw hat, received me. He was sharpening a tool in the barn.

Well, what do you want? he growled. His manner was most uncomplimentary, even pugnacious.

Mr. Gears sent me out here. He said you would put me to work if I told you he sent me.

Jesus Christ! he commented, and turned away. After allowing me to stand for a while unnoticed and seeing that I did not leave, he added: Another of his damn town-boy farmhands! I wonder how he expects me to run this place out here. He held a scythe blade against a grindstone and sparks flew. Presently he turned to me and asked: How much did he say you were to have a day?

Fifty cents, I replied.

And your board and room?

Yes, sir.

Well, I suppose Ill have to try you if he says so, he added, wearily. Wait a minute.

I stood there while he completed his task. Then, with a rolling, defiant swing of the shoulders and a heavy tread, he led the way toward a great field of young onions about a quarter of a mile distant, where in a still blazing sun he set me to work with a small steel fork loosening the earth and picking the weeds from around a row of onions that must have been all of a thousand feet long. There were scores of such rows. In other rows were several other farmhands, two of them women.

Briskly enough I began. The mans manner had impressed as much as it had depressed me. After quickly illustrating what he wanted done and watching over me and two or three other groups as I hurried to do as he directed, he departed, shaking his head. Because of his obvious doubt of my ability, I worked as hard and fast as my strength would permit. Under the shade of an old straw hat which I had brought with me, I hunched along on my knees, pulling weeds as fast as I could. At first it seemed easy enough, and I began to think I might satisfy him. Later, as my unused back muscles began to ache and my fingers to tire, I was not sure. Still I thought I must get used to it. I worked and worked until I began to think it must be at least six or seven. The sun did not set until long after seven oclock. Finally, from the distant house  a long way off, as it seemed to me then  a farm bell sounded and since I saw the other laborers rise from their knees, I wondered whether I had better not do so. Not being sure, though, of my own privileges, I worked on until my masters voice sounded from the distant fence. He was making for the house. Come on an git your supper! he called.

I dont believe I ever ate a more unsatisfactory meal, tired and hungry as I was. The day had been very warm, and the flies in the dining room or kitchen  whichever you prefer  were legion. It was a still, close evening and the food was served steaming hot. There were ears of corn, stewed chicken, mashed potatoes, and biscuit: the American farm formula. But tired as I was, I could scarcely eat. The joints of my knees, shoulders and back ached and were sore from sunburn, and my hands too, as well as being tired. To add to my discomfort, there were seven or eight farmhands, the veriest yokels, whose loud comments, laughter and noisy and smacky manner of eating struck me as boorish. At one end of the table sat Mr. Palmer, my employer, and called for an ample supply of food from the two bustling women, one of whom was probably his wife. Curiously, the whole situation was more confusing than anything else. It was so different from anything I had ever known. I was miserable.

After this meal, which lasted say fifteen or twenty minutes, pipes were lit and there was a brief period of idling in the small, barren, littered farmyard. Then suddenly a restless: Come on, Jake, we have that hay to put in yet! from Mr. Palmer, and to my astonishment and dismay, I learned that more work was expected. We work until the light gives out! explained the foreman to me in passing.

I bustled back to my row, resentful of such unremitting toil. This man directing me seemed to me a clown and a boor, not really worth considering. He reminded me of a strong but fractious and little-reasoning horse. And so eager to work. And for what? This hot, hard, poorly paid life here? Of what value were such people? I asked myself. Or did life demand this heavy struggle from the many? Would it demand it of me? If not, for what else was I fitted? Actually, when it came to my first hand-to-hand contest with the struggle for existence, I was by no means sure but that the lowest of menial labor within my strength was all I was fitted for. For otherwise, what had I to offer? Had I been trained for anything else? Could I so train myself? By no means, as I saw myself here in this first contact with work, did I conceive of myself as a personage or one called to the arts, professions, or even higher trades? I seemed to myself just then as thoughtless, footless, without aim or direction.

Finally night fell  for it had been no more than six when we were called to dinner, and two hours had since elapsed  and while I was still in the field with these others, a number of stars were already twinkling in the sky. Besides, the west had become a pale violet, the woods darkling black masses, cool and mysterious. Finally called with the others to quit, I trudged wearily back to the house, doubting whether I could endure another hour, let alone another day of this strenuous regimen, and even though a nights rest were now to intervene. It was all so hard on my back, knees and hands. Dourly enough, I washed my hands in a tin pan on a post outside the door, wondering at the same time where I was to sleep providing I was not already discharged, for I felt so unwelcome here, merely tolerated. Most of the other farmhands, as I now noticed, though, had betaken themselves elsewhere, certainly not to sleep as I could see, for they were not as I was, spindling and weak, a mere string of a boy or man. Inside in one of the rooms, as I could also see, a tin lamp was glowing hotly, and overhead now the sky was thick with stars. I was not so done but that I was conscious of their beauty, although I was wondering where, if anywhere, was my bed. I hung about hopelessly and quite afraid to speak to anyone, until at last my employer appeared to say that I could have one of the four cots in the attic.

There being no way of sponging off, as at home in our improvised bathroom with its large tin tub, I crawled, unwashed, onto a narrow, saggy couch under the low slope of the roof, a tin lamp on a small stand near me, mosquitoes singing about, even visible through the screens of the two small windows when the light was out. It was hot, stuffy, dull, but just the same here I rested, unconscious of the arrival of some three others sometime later. And then at what seemed to me could be little more than past midnight, I heard the clang of the farm bell outside and saw the occupants of these other cots straightening up. It was dawn. In the east was already noticeable a faint dilution of the dark.

Come on, Sam, if you want any breakfast! one called to the other, and down the stairs they clattered, having seemingly tumbled into their clothes. I heard the sound of dishes and smelled boiling coffee, and I knew that my second days work was at hand.

I doubt whether I ever spent a more strenuous day or one that pleased me less. Not that this farm world was not lovely. It was. The smooth fields, sown to corn, wheat, potatoes, onions, tomatoes, were truly beautiful, especially in this early light. There was even a slight dew on the onion stalks, and the distant sentinel groves of trees was now so pleasingly green and so shot with silver patches of light as to be Corot-like in the morning mist. Birds were calling, and there was that spicy odor of endless plant and insect life so fragrant and pleasing in summer. But as the morning wore on, a climbing sun drove down stronger and more blistering rays. Light! Light! What is it? And that blazing ball, the sun, creating and driving us! I worked and worked, moving along on my hands and knees, wondering how long it would be before noon, or before I could not endure it any longer. Yet not noon but only nine oclock came, at which time a second meal was served  cold meat, jam, bread and buttermilk. And then at nine-thirty we returned to the fields and worked until one, when owing to aches and pains and a curious dizziness in my head, I lost all track of time and thought it must be evening. Yet it was only one, and the meal proffered nothing to me, for I really could not eat. But at one-thirty again I returned to the field, only to ask myself how was I to stand this. I knew I could not. Yet a kind of pride  the need of making a start in the world  caused me to go on. Every few minutes I would change my position in order to rest my back or knees and to wipe my face, and so made wretched progress. And finally, at three or four, my grim master was once more there, and exclaiming: My God, this will never do! You cant do this work! You wont do a row a day at this rate! I think I had just finished the row I started the evening before. I wish to Christ Gears would stop sending me city boys! he added, and walked off.

I realized now that I was of no value to him and would unquestionably be discharged at nightfall, but still I kept on, how or why I dont know. Pride should have made me quit or do better. The marvel to me is that I was not felled by sunstroke. But I stuck it out, though drooping like a fagged horse, pulling feebly at weeds. Finally at nightfall, I walked heavily and doggedly to the house and sat down at the noisy table, but unable to eat. After dinner, as I stepped out into the yard, my employer came over and said: Here you are, sonny, fifty cents. You cant work for me. Youre not strong enough. Better go back to town.

And so I realized that my job was done, also that I had to walk back to Warsaw this same evening. But I started just the same, grateful that it was all over. I was so tired that occasionally I lay down by the roadside. And once I sat down at the edge of Eagle Lake and put my feet in the water, thinking how plain it was that I was not meant to be a farmer. Yet if not that, what? I thought of the cities and towns my Aunt Sue had predicted and of Paul and Al and my sister Eleanors husband, their distant wanderings, experiences, pleasures, successes. Would ever I become part of so great a world, travel so far, do so well? Between ten and eleven at night I arrived at our home and found my mother sitting on the steps outside the door.

Well, Theo? she asked, sweetly. You couldnt stand it, could you?

The sun was too hot, I replied. It made my head hurt.

Of course it did! she said. Its too hard work for a boy like you. I knew it would be. Youre very tired, arent you? Youll want something to eat, wont you?

She put out milk, bread, cold meat and jam. And here at home I felt much better and ate, sunburned and aching as I was, for her sympathy was as a bath and a balm. Already Mr. Palmer, his farm, the hot sun, and all my ills, were no more than distant memories. They would not return. I remember, though, that before eating I fished into my pocket and produced the half dollar, which I laid down before my mother as evidence of the fact that I had really worked.

A half dollar! she exclaimed. You really earned all that! Well, now, isnt that nice? Its the first money youve ever earned. Well, Im sure some day youll earn a lot more, and she smiled approvingly. I was half inclined to feel that I had rendered a distinguished service not only to her but to humanity at large.


CHAPTER 53

WARSAW WAS becoming famed at this time for its scenic beauty. Excursions, planned by the railroads, came from Fort Wayne, Indianapolis, South Bend, and even points farther off. A great new pleasure park was opened on Eagle Lake, and the stores and shops generally began to look more prosperous. The variety and beauty of the craft on the several lakes increased at a great rate. A canal was cut between Pike and Center Lakes, so as to provide a longer water trip for visitors. I was beginning to be caught by the American spirit of material advancement. Here was no land or day to be satisfied with well enough. Anyone could legitimately aspire to be anything in America, and nearly all aspired. Not to want to be rich or to be willing and able to work for riches was to write yourself down as a nobody. Material possessions were already the goal as well as the sum of most American life, and so one could not help feeling the state of isolation and indifference which accompanied a lack of means.

At the same time, I was beginning to be caught by news of the tremendous activity of Chicago, to which so many were repairing. Since we had left there three years before, it had been growing at the rate of at least fifty thousand a year. The daily papers which we took recounted vast activities: the building of new depots and street car lines, the extension of social and financial activities in every direction. I remember being fascinated by descriptions published in the Chicago daily papers of odd bits of city life: Goose Island in the Chicago River with boats and scows made into houses, ducks and geese waddling about and lines of wash fluttering in the smoky wind; West Madison Street, where we had lived, teeming with life and lights; Halstead Street, north and south, then a clattering, stirring thoroughfare, with its eighteen miles of stores and houses; and the lake and river, with its steamers and large and small sailing-vessels! If we could only return to Chicago again, I thought! There our neighbors would not care what we were. The fact that some of us had not done quite as was socially expected of us or that we had not fitted in as I at least desired would not be held against us or me there. I could get work, all of us could. In Chicago were crowds, opportunities, theatres, libraries, museums, a great world!

What trivial or minor things will occasionally move an individual to action! I think it was a Sunday newspaper account of Halstead Streets life and activities that finally caused me to act. Besides, many boys I knew were leaving for other places. Arthur Moon and Harry Bitner had gone to Chicago. Harry Croxtons father had decided to remove to Medicine Lodge, Kansas. By now I was sixteen years old, old enough to make my own way, I thought. My brothers Paul and Al had already made theirs. My father, recovered, was once more in Terre Haute, and here we were, we four: mother, Trina, Ed and myself. Entering the house I found my mother in the living room.

Ma, I am going to Chicago!

Why, what do you mean? When? she asked, astonished.

To-day!

What for?

I want to get work, if I can. Im tired of Warsaw. If youll give me my fare and three dollars, Ill go to-day. I can get something. I know I can. I see lots of places advertised in the papers. I was very sure of what I was saying.

I think, as I look back on it, that my mother must have been temperamentally biased in favor of change. Or was her justifiable dissatisfaction with the now reason enough for her constant eager contemplation of the future? Possibly she saw in my state of mind a precursor of better things for me, and so for herself. Who knows? Or maybe she felt that she dare not take upon herself the thwarting of ambition in any form? At any rate, she looked at me solemnly and said: You really want to go, do you?

Yes, I know I can get something. I dont want to sit around this place any longer. We cant get anywhere here. People only talk about us.

I remember her curious, distantly contemplative look as she sat and stared at me. Well, maybe youre right, she replied. But I wouldnt go just yet. Why dont you wait a few days and think it over? Youre very young. I wanted you and Trina and Ed to go to school and get an education and be somebody.

Ill get an education, I replied  and at the moment I knew I would  how I could not say. I know how now, and anyhow Id like to work. I learn a great deal reading.

She hesitated, musing. But you cant get along on your fare and three dollars.

Yes, I can, too! Anyhow, let me try. Its only three hours away. If I get work, maybe I can do something for you.

I could see her still youthful, hopeful eyes brighten. What storms had she not endured, what hopes seen fade, and yet she still hoped!

Maybe you might, she said, simply, after a time. Anyhow, its only three hours away and the others are there. (She meant Eleanor and Ruth.) You can look them up. Ill give you six dollars, and if you need more, you can write me. Maybe I can help you, or you can come back. (The fare was $1.75.)

I wont come back, I said  I dont know why, for I had no certainty that I would get anything to do.

Well, then, she said, I suppose I ought to say go. I dont want to hold you back, if you think you can do anything for yourself.

I hurried to pack a bag. And then, after kissing her good-bye, to the train which left at three. I did not trouble to tell Ed or Trina; I could not be sure how long I would be away.

That ride to Chicago was one of the most intense and wonderful of my life. For to me it was of the very substance of adventure. I remember, for instance, the quality of the day: it was so fair and cool, not arrestingly bright. And when I kissed my mother good-bye, I did not do so with any great regret; I did not feel for some reason that we were to be parted for long. The train rushed on through woods, fields, and towns, which, although I had come this way three years before, seemed wholly new. Besides, never before had I made a railroad journey alone, and here now I was, bag in hand, going to Chicago and wondering what I should do and where I should stay once I was there and for how long. And strange as it may seem, although I knew where both were, as well as Al, as I thought, I had no desire to visit either of my sisters at once. Rather, and most determinedly, I wanted to reconnoiter this fairyland alone, to wander about and get work. I was not afraid; rather, I was pleased and assured. Had I not been there before, and did I not really love it?

As we progressed and neared Chicago, the sky changed and threatened a thunderstorm. In the west, over green, smooth fields, brushed here and there with soft, foggy groves as at Valparaiso, hung a great thunder-head, and I had not bothered to carry an umbrella. In my bag were but a single change of underwear and socks, an extra shirt or two, some handkerchiefs: no more than a bare equipment. When we reached South Chicago, with its sudden smudge of factory life against great green plains, a crowd of Italians, Huns, Poles, Czechs, all chattering in their own tongue, boarded the train, their pipes smelling vilely. A little farther on, lumpy roads appeared, strung with telephone and telegraph poles and dotted with wagons. Then came railways lines paralleling the one on which I was riding, immense car yards packed with thousands of cars, and street crossings outside the gates of which waited shabby cars and a congestion of traffic. Farther in came the Desplaines and later Chicago River, which I recognized at once and with pleasure, and then the long, low sheds of the then Pennsylvania Depot paralleling Canal Street, with its hurly-burly of trunks and porters and bags, lines of cabs and busses outside.

Stepping out of the train, it was as though I were ready to conquer the world. Neither fear nor loneliness possessed me; rather, if anything, there was something determined and even aggressive in my attitude, why I cannot say. Also I knew then and there that I loved Chicago. It was so strong, so rough, so shabby, and yet so vital and determined. It seemed more like a young giant afraid of nothing, and that it was that appealed to me. It was dusk and the lamps in the stores were just being lighted. Because we had once lived in Madison Street, I tramped out that way, eager to walk, anxious to find a room for $1.50 or $2.00 per week. But after I had walked far past our former abode and was becoming thoughtful as to where I should find a room, I finally encountered a section which seemed to call to me. It was simple, clean, neighborly. Outside a livery stable door, tipped back in a chair, was a fat, red-faced man who seemed also simple and genial.

Do you know where I could find a small room around here? I asked.

He looked me over critically. See that window over there with the flower pot in it? Number 732?

Yes, I replied, noting a two-story frame building, a store below, an apartment above.

Theres a Mrs. Pilcher lives there. A very nice old lady. She has a room, I think. Go and ask her.

I crossed over and rang the downstairs bell. Presently I heard a step, and then the door was opened by a sweet-faced, slender, grey lady, who beamed on me with such intelligence, geniality and sweetness as to cause me to feel, and at once, at home, or shall I say on old and friendly terms with her. She looked at me directly and estimatingly, and with some slight favor, as I could see and feel. You want to see me? she asked.

The gentleman across the street in the livery stable said I might get a room here, I replied. I want a room to-night if I can find one. As I talked, it began to rain.

Are you a stranger in the city? she asked.

Yes, maam, I just came in to-night.

Like every other person in Chicago, youre trying to make a start in the world, I suppose, she said. Were trying to start too, here, my husband and I, only were not as young as you are. Just come up and Ill show you what I have. She allowed me to precede her up the steps, closed the door, and then added, leading the way: Now you can have either this little front or back bedroom for a dollar and a half. I did intend to ask two dollars. But since youre just a boy and I know you need your money, Ill let you have it for that. I have a boy starting out in life in Kansas City.

I felt so pleased and touched that I scarcely knew how to answer her. She was so gentle and cordial and frank, and the place was so clean and neat. One look at the front bedroom, with its small white bed and window looking down on the street where the cars passed, decided me. Ill take this one, I said.

Now I know you want to wash your hands and face and tidy up, so Ill just bring you water and towels.

She bustled out and returned with these, leaving me to myself. I washed my face and brushed my clothes, then knelt down by the window  because I could hang farther out by doing so  and looked out. East and west, for miles, as it seemed to me, was a double row of gas lamps already flaring in the dusk, and behind them the lighted faces of shops and, as they seemed to me, very brightly lighted, glowing in fact. And again, there were those Madison Street horse-cars, yellow in color, jingling to and fro, their horses feet plopplopping as they came and went, and just as they had when I sold papers here four years before. And the scores and scores of pedestrians walking in the rain, some with umbrellas, some not, some hurrying, some not. New land, new life, was what my heart was singing! Inside the street cars, like toy men and women, were the acclimated Chicagoans, those who had been here long before I came, no doubt. Beautiful! Like a scene in a play: an Aladdin view in the Arabian nights. Cars, people, lights, shops! The odor and flavor of the city, the vastness of its reaches, seemed to speak or sing or tinkle like a living, breathing thing. It came to me again with inexpressible variety and richness, as if to say: I am the soul of a million people! I am their joys, their prides, their loves, their appetites, their hungers, their sorrows! I am their good clothes and their poor ones, their light, their food, their lusts, their industries, their enthusiasms, their dreams! In me are all the pulses and wonders and tastes and loves of life itself! I am life! This is paradise! This is that mirage of the heart and brain and blood of which people dream. I am the pulsing urge of the universe! You are a part of me, I of you! All that life or hope is or can be or do, this I am, and it is here before you! Take of it! Live, live, satisfy your heart! Strive to be what you wish to be now while you are young and of it! Reflect its fire, its tang, its color, its greatness! Be, be, wonderful or strong or great, if you will but be!


CHAPTER 54

THE NEXT morning I proceeded to re-investigate this vast plasm of hope. The freshness, strangeness, wonder! Had I one gift to offer the world, it would be the delight of sensing the world as I then sensed it! This city was to me a land of promise, a fabled realm of milk and honey, but only approximately true, of course; povertys only paradise, a new door to the illy-equipped, the dreamers mirage of something better! For all things were so new, and so many new things springing up. One could see it as well as feel it as one walked here and there. Here, as nowhere else, youth might make its way; even old age retrieve its broken fortunes. Almost all save the dying might hope. What more?

On leaving Warsaw my mother had put in a shoe-box a whole cold chicken, part of a pie, some bread and apples. This lasted me for three days. In the meantime, I walked the streets, miles and miles, seeking work before looking up either of my sisters. Ours was no family for leaning heavily on blood relationship. I liked my brothers and sisters fairly well according to their merits as individuals, but never more so. Hence, although close to them here, I still felt myself to be alone, one who must act and think for himself. I remember entering immense factories and stores, seeking anything in the way of work. But what task it was I should be able to perform I scarcely troubled to think about. Maybe I could wait behind a counter or clean a store or wash windows or-drive a wagon. I could not be sure, but obviously I must find something, and quickly. The idea of a small salary, six or seven dollars a week, inspired me. With it, as I figured, after paying $1.50 for a room and perhaps two or three dollars for board, I should have two or three dollars a week left. And what might not be done with that? Ha!

Needless to say, my dream was periodically interrupted by sudden sinkings of heart, disconcerting flashes of failure, as venturing into one place after another  concerns that appeared to employ thousands  I was received with an indifferent: Nothing to-day! or, more frequently, a sign posted conspicuously in the centre of the door: No help wanted. And yet the thousands of young men and women, as one could see through the windows, bustling here and there, neat, energetic and possessed of just some such place as I desired! Oh, how did one rise to so comfortable a state in so great a city? Then the very first day, after many of these discouraging experiences, at two oclock I consulted the help wanted columns in the afternoon edition of The Daily News, the great want advertisement paper of the city at that time. Boy wanted seemed somehow to suggest me to myself. But I discovered, and with considerable uncertainty and even fear, that it was not so much cheap inexperience that was required as experience: that of a druggist, butcher, bricklayer, carpenter, baker, printer, salesman, painter, driver, tailor, waiter, or his assistant. That word experienced  it was everywhere. And the list of beginners exceedingly brief, almost terrifyingly so. More, such opportunities as there were for beginners concerned trades or conditions which I did not like or in which I was by no means sure that I could prove successful.

Nevertheless, I ran here and there: to a hotel that wanted a boy to work in its laundry; to a store where they wanted a boy to run errands; to a drugstore that wanted a boy to clean up and help at a soda fountain; to a machine company that wanted a boy to learn to be a machinist by beginning as a machinists helper. Those advertisements worded Strong boy wanted reduced me not a little, for I did not consider myself a strong boy. Yet I went just the same. As a rule, though, I found that I could not make more than two or three calls in an afternoon. All too often the distances were considerable, and in some cases carfare was required, and when I did arrive I usually found five or ten or even twenty boys ahead of me, and all as eager and anxious as myself, so much so as to appear quite unfriendly at times. More, they had been, in many instances, swifter to reach the place, and in many instances appeared better fitted for the work, stronger, more inured to this sort of thing. Sometimes a druggist or laundry manager announced that the advertisement had been run the day before and the position had already been filled. In more cases, they merely decided that I was not satisfactory: too large, too weak, too nebulous, too dull. Anyhow, I got no work.

On the third evening, though, a brother-in-law of the woman with whom I was lodging, arrived with his fifteen-year-old son to pay a call. They were Kansans. By now I was on such good terms with my landlady and her husband, who was a house-painter, that they seemed not only interested to include me in their family circle but to help me find something to do. My frugal eating, my early hours, and my daily search for work had impressed them mightily. On the strength of this, they introduced me to these visiting relatives, who also seemed to be interested. The father, a lean, wiry, closemouthed, industrious type, asked me not a few questions about myself and said he was sure I would find something, that everybody did who tried. His son, on the other hand  a loutish youth of sorts, who had had only a fraction of a common school education  appeared to like me and suggested a walk along Madison Street. As we walked, he talked, contrasting Kansas and the small-town life which he and his father had only recently left, all too favorably, as I thought, with what was here in Chicago. At the same time he told me that they had found work not long since far out on the South Side  57th Street, I believe  where a great railway stable and refrigerator car company had its yards. Both were employed as cleaners, he said, he and his father working together.

Why dont you come out to our place and see if you cant get work there? he suggested, finally. Its pretty good. They often put on new people. All you have to do is ask the foreman. He was munching a peach at the time, one thing he was willing to admit was better than he could get in Kansas for the money, fruit being scarce there.

Although I was not really drawn to either him or his father at the time, I was so desirous of furthering myself in some way that I simulated a warmth of interest that was as unreal as it was effective. Sure! Fine! How kind he was! I certainly would go! And then presently we returned to the house, where his father, though by no means as enthusiastic as the son, extended to me a not wholly uncordial invitation to come out the next morning along with them. Accordingly, at five, or before, the next morning I arose, in order to catch a five-thirty train, and at six-fifteen or thereabouts we arrived at these great yards, which because of their intricacy and far-flung arrangement of sheds, tracks and cars, confused me not a little. I think that at times the vastness of the city was almost too much for my by now almost rural brain. How staggering these industries  this one and so many others  the stock yards, the steel works, the great can and nail companies, the lumber yards, breweries, grain elevators, soap factories! Truly, so many of them, and all in one city, had a reducing effect on me, so much so that I was not sure of myself in any way. To work here  here and now  seemed to me more like contending with some vast mystery, the details of which could never be mastered, by me or anyone. Also I believe that what I was really thinking of was the whole city, not any particular part or task, which could not have been so confusing. At any rate, errors  those of clumsiness, if nothing more, for I was given a try-out by the foreman of this father and son.

But I must have done poorly  decidedly so  for as it turned out, the foreman did not want me, only he phrased it differently  he didnt need any more men just then. Later, he might. And after a half or three-quarters of a day spent at this, and no pay, a long trip back to the business heart. But before returning, and just the same, an intensive study of this region and this work  these great yards and cars  and the conclusion that I was too poorly equipped for it, not as strong and energetic as I should be. For as I saw it, the industry of this father and son was quite wonderful. They worked briskly and hard, rubbing down zinc ceilings and walls with soapy water and rubber mops in no time at all, then pouring floods of fresh water through certain holes and over the interiors of these cars, and after that polishing locks and ice pockets with such speed as discouraged me. No, I was not swift enough for this.

And so the next day spent in a desultory search which did no more than reduce my spirits still further. For I had so little money, and in spite of the greatest caution had consumed all that was in my shoe-box and eighty-five cents worth of food besides. This left me exactly one dollar and ninety cents wherewith to face the future. Fortunately I had paid for my room in advance. In addition, I had written to my mother to say where I was and what I was doing. That evening brought me a letter containing not only encouraging thoughts but two dollars, all my mother could spare. She also voiced the thought that if I succeeded in obtaining work and if Ruth and Eleanor should choose to live with us later and help a little, she herself might be willing to come to Chicago and establish a home  a statement that made me feel as good as if I had found a job, and inspired me to search all the harder.

And whether because of that or not, I did find a job  a small and most unsatisfactory one, to be sure, but a job. It was nothing more than a combination dish-washer and bus boy to a Greek who ran a dirty but apparently prosperous restaurant in Halstead Street near Van Buren, a neighborhood teeming with life but all a mixture of apparently degraded and semi-degraded individuals who interested me more by their strange looks, gestures, methods of living and meeting the difficulties of life than by any outstanding charm or merit.

And that restaurant! Heavens! It was a dirty, low-ceilinged, fly-specked affair or room  a long, thin store  lit by two single-branched gasoliers, ornamented for their entire length and breadth by fly-specked, dirty, red and white fringed paper. Also there were as many as eighteen tables, three rows of six each. On the floor was dirty, worn oilcloth, once brown-and-white squared but now all a dirty brown. And on the tables, dirty and torn tablecloths of thin linen and marked by coffee and what other stains I may not say. I think these were changed once a week.

And the kitchen! John Paradisos kitchen! For such was my employers name. However appealing his personality (I used it in after years), he was a smudgy, pudgy Greek, such as might be found in any of the long roster of dirty Greek restaurants in the America of that day. His fat, pale, oily body! And round and, as they seemed to me, almost meaningless eyes, dark and oily, not radiant or vivid. And his black hair and eyebrows and moustache! In the short period in which I learned of Greeks and their restaurants from him, I was unchangingly amazed that anyone could be so consistently and oilily and odorously dirty and still maintain so cheerful and even intriguing a presence or mien. For with all this, he was kindly and agreeable, a really genial and likeable man. If only one might have cleaned and brightened him up a bit, mentally and physically!

My first sight of him was in his own fly-specked and smudgy window, setting on end a dirty, fly-specked placard which read: Dish-washer wanted. The sign was obviously old and had seen much service, and I could soon see why. Not even Greeks or down-and-outs or the veriest vagrants accustomed to the most unsanitary conditions could have been induced to work for long for Mr. Paradiso, more particularly in his kitchen. For it was not only hot and crowded with food and dishes (washed and unwashed) and slops, but smeary and slippery and odorous besides. A large-surfaced and serviceable old range, black and shiny because of many gravies and oils spilled upon it, stood in one corner, and supported innumerable pots and pans. Above it were shelves and hooks with more pots and pans. A once no doubt bright tin coffee boiler, holding not less than three or four gallons, had become, when I viewed it, an arresting combination of blacks and browns. What, wash the coffee pot? Iss better dissaway! So it got no washing during the seemingly endless period of my stay, although often I wished to have a go at it, so truly old and coffee-caked was it. Also during this time, what from dirt, work and an almost chronically irritated stomach due to the smells about me, I thought I should die, but I think mostly from dirt. My hours were from six-thirty to ten; eleven-thirty to two-thirty, the noon rush, by which time I was supposed to have washed and stacked the dishes; and again from five-thirty to eight-thirty or nine, by which time  and meanwhile having eaten the three meals provided me  I was free. Long but not arduous hours for one with experience. Yet probably it was only my inexperience and physical and practical sparseness which made it as trying as it certainly seemed.

Mr. Paradiso, on the other hand, was not a hard master by any means. On the contrary, he was, when things were not too pressing, genial and talkative, and in addition appeared to like the profession or art selected by him. On occasion, and even in the midst of the noonday rush  and this was July, the hottest month in the year in Chicago  he managed to whistle some notes or bars of a then current popular song, but whether sorrowful or gay I could not make out, and occasionally to curl up his mustachios and push back his hair, as if to say: There now, I must look somewhat better! And betimes he would tell of places and countries in which he had been  Mexico, San Francisco, New Orleans, New York. But Chicago was very good he said. He had been here now fifteen years. Garbed in a pair of dirty black trousers, a once perhaps cream-colored but now grey undershirt, brown slippers on his bare feet, an apron that for filth might have captured blue ribbons, he trudged here and there, now talking, now whistling, and betimes paring and potting the various vegetables or dressing and carving the invariably aged and none too fresh-smelling meats which went into his various concoctions. In fact, they were nearly always bad, as I came hopelessly to note, so bad that I could never eat them. It was only the eggs and vegetables and milk on which I could make out. Also be-times, in slack hours, he would repair to a room or apartment Upstairs, where he roomed or lived with a girl  different girls at different times, as I noted  although there was one particular one who was nearly always around  at which times I had the place to myself and could steal and cook such little food as I desired. My poor stomach! And after my mothers cooking, too! The one girl whom I noted most and whom I suspected, because of her appearance, of being something more than a passing figure in his life, was young, plump, pink, tow-headed and frowsy. Too often she wandered about half-dressed, a cigarette between her fingers. Once as he came down from upstairs at four in the afternoon, I heard him mumble: By jingo, she think I wait on her all time! I no wait on her all time! Yet when I left, she was still present.

But now as to my duties. They consisted of washing dishes as the sign said, placing them in the drying rack near the stove, where they would dry themselves; scraping the leavings of the plates into large, wrought-iron slop-cans, which smelled to heaven and which when filled I had to trundle or rather roll (on one edge) out through the small yard into an alley beyond. This back yard itself was no dream of flowers and grass but a rattletrap collection of boxes, cans, paper, pieces of wood, and some coal in a shed, which latter had to be carried in buckets by me and fed into the yawning series of glowing pot-holes. Little bucket coal, Theodore! Quick! Some wood, too! Muss make quick fire, now! And out I would dash to get the coal or wood. But overhead was often a blue sky, a flying bird, a cloud, and I looked aloft at these out of my grimy yard.

One of the worst features of my job, though, was not to peel potatoes or onions or turnips or carrots or to cut up bits of beef, pork, veal, chickens (all stale and lying in barrels and tins, God knows how long!) and to all of which as labor I did not object, but to watch Paradiso do it! For he was almost unbelievably filthy in that respect. Rarely, if ever, did he wash his large fat hands or face, much less his body, I am sure. The best that at any time he would do was to seize a towel, usually as filthy as his apron, and wipe his hands or face quickly and indifferently on that. And that greasy, perspiring face! More, without turning a hair he would remove the smelly entrails of a stale chicken and then pick up new, clean pieces of pared and sliced potatoes or onions or this or that and drop them into whatever pot or pan was arranged for them. Also, and how often, he would pick up a piece of pie or cake with his unwashed fingers and put it on a dish to be shoved through the aperture which was the avenue for food passing into the diningroom or for dirty dishes on their way back to the kitchen.

As I have said, all of his chickens and meats were aged and blue and smelling of infection or decay, bought, no doubt, wretchedly cheap in order to make a profit on the low prices with which he baited his bill of fare. Lamb stew, 25 cents. Beef stew, 25 cents. Potted chicken, 35 cents. Roast chicken, 40 cents. Roast beef, 40 cents  and so on. And all with vegetables, coffee, bread, butter, pie even  or maybe not. I cant recall now. And believe it or not, I actually heard him haggling one day with the butcher or poulterer who was wheeling in a fair-sized box of these chickens and meats, not as to their freshness but as to their relative freshness! As he talked, he picked up one and another and smelled them, finally saying, quite solemnly and all in the way of business: No, no! Too strong! Better you take em back! I get from some other fella! What other words there were I have forgotten, but the dealer in turn, a dusky marketeer of what nationality I cannot recall (probably Greek, too, or Jewish), pretended an enormous astonishment. Whatsa matta those chickens? Just the same chickens what you always get! Just so good, I betcha!

No, no, no! returned Paradiso. I pay for good chickens, so I get em! Bettern you take em back, and we no deal no more. Whereupon the poulterer, aghast, rushed back to his wagon and produced an equal-sized bucket, full of chickens that to me looked practically the same. They were just as water-logged and flaccid. Yet seizing one from the lot, he held it aloft. Smell im! Smell im. Maybe you like im better. What? You no like im better? Fresh as any chicken you can get anywhere for the money, I betcha! Whereupon Paradiso, taking an additional whiff or two, declared. Sallright! These not so bad. No can fool me! Bettern you not try!

And so, the chickens piled on a dirty table and the noonday lunch proceeding apace. For Paradiso had a way of doctoring them up with what salts and onions and oils! Had it been today, they would have been listed on the bill of fare as Fresh Philadelphia milk-fed chickens. You may be sure of it! It is the custom of the country.


CHAPTER 55

AS ANYONE may guess, this was work which one of my temperament could not long endure, let alone respect. It was not only too wholly miserable for words, but worse, humdrum. Peeling potatoes, peeling onions, washing carrots and lettuce, enduring the smell of stale meat and chickens and rancid garbage cans, and the sight and odor of Mr. Paradiso, greasy, if genial! And no cessation of work, no real break, for the hours of the morning and afternoon in which I did not have to work left me no real time for anything. Did I choose to go to my room, it seemed as though I had scarcely arrived and lain down to rest  as I did at first  when it was time to be up and off again. And worse, paying $1.50 for my room and all of seventy cents a week and sometimes more for carfare, there was but little left for any of those other things for which I was mentally and emotionally clamoring: clothes, entertainment, the companionship of someone, either boy or girl. For did I say, or did I not, that my financial reward was five dollars a week plus my meals, such as they were?

So throughout, and as before, I was always wondering as to what was to become of me, what I could do to better myself, for I had so little time, working as I did here, to seek elsewhere. More, from my experience in seeking, I was not so sure that jobs were easy to get, not good ones, that is  not for me. And yet I was determined, after a time, not to stay here if I could help it. One of my ideas of how I was to do was to save a dollar or two a week until, if I could only continue here long enough, I should have enough to stop and look elsewhere, to live for three or four weeks, say, without work while I looked around. Another thing which held some promise was that now having this job, I might look up my sisters with better grace and without saying definitely what it was at which I was working, give them the impression of a youth who was at least succeeding at something, and so perhaps get them to advise and maybe even help me. I could not say how or why, but so it was.

And so, one morning, after working at least two or three more weeks in this fashion and feeling that I was not getting anywhere at all, I finally decided that I would call on my sister Ruth, not to say that I was working as a dish-washer but just working, and so if possible learn of her, Al, and my married sister Eleanor, and their plans and what if any chance I had of profiting by the same. Neither my pride nor my courage were as high as they were at first. My mother had written me the address on West Madison Street where Ruth was living, and to that I repaired, wondering how I should find her. She had always seemed the most interesting of all my sisters to me, more quiet, thoughtful, intelligent, and so on. And true enough, I found her working, assisting a West Madison Street dentist who had an office nearby. But just at this time he had departed, it seemed, on a short vacation and had allowed her to take hers at the same time. She was rooming with another girl and they were still in bed when I knocked. But when she came to the door, she exclaimed in friendly astonishment: Why, Theo! Wherever did you come from? and offered me cordial if not enthusiastic lips. Since she had not yet had breakfast, we went after a time to a nearby restaurant.

Her first questions were what was I doing in Chicago and how was mother. And since I was in a position to say that I had work and that mother was well, she appeared to brighten. Also since I was by no means anxious to report myself as a dish-washer and in such a restaurant, I immediately assured her that I had a small clerkship which paid me about seven dollars a week. This she appeared to think was very good and said so, also that she hadnt thought I would leave Warsaw so soon, but since I had, it was nice that I had been able to place myself so well so soon  a pleasant acceptance of my present circumstance which caused my own prospects to darken. For I had been expecting something more than this  a somewhat more cheerful greeting and better news about something, I scarcely knew what. But no  instead presently she proceeded to inform me that Eleanor and her husband had gone away for the summer, and that Al was not in the city either  a bit of news that reduced me greatly  but at last, she added, and this quite casually, that since she was here alone now, and with her vacation at hand, she had been thinking of paying a visit to Warsaw. But now that I was here and working and mother, as I now told her, had hinted that it might be best if we left Warsaw, she seemed to brighten rather than take it dourly, as I thought she might, and even to suggest that if mother felt that way, it might be best. Her first thought had been that I had merely left in the face of the fact that the others were to stay on, which was, in part, true. But as I talked and it appeared that mother was willing to change  or so she had said to me  well, that was different. Wouldnt it be really a very good thing if Mother and we three youngest and Al and herself could be re-assembled here? She would like that so much. And I knew that she would, since she adored Mother. If only Al could be found and induced to return and join us, she said. Besides, Trina and Ed were old enough to find work of some kind. So why should we not get along? In short, we were to do so! Of course, what was in the back of her mind was the joy of being part of any home arrangement of which Mother would be the head. It was quite always so with all of us.

And so, and immediately, much talk as to how to do. We had all been so happy in Evansville, and even Sullivan, and why couldnt we again be so here? She began to talk of some new apartments she had seen going up in Ogden Avenue near Robey Street. They were nice and new and not so very expensive, she was sure. If mother were to freight the furniture, it would be enough to furnish such a place, and more. Besides, she had some things in use in her room, and some in charge of Eleanor, whose apartment was on the North Side. She could get them, and with an apartment furnished and only a small rent to pay, and all of us working as we would be, and Paul contributing as usual, how could we fail? She would write Mother immediately, and she would spend the rest of that very day trying to find an apartment. If she did, I could go with her this same evening in order to see how I felt about it, for it must be convenient for me as well as herself. My wretched job, I thought! How long would I be able to endure it? Still, my desire to be a part of our home, any phase of it that might possibly be recaptured, was so great that I became enthusiastic and decided that I would stay at my job as long as my smudgy Greek was willing that I should.

And so, back to work until eight-thirty that night. And then the next day a trip to several apartments with Ruth. And the two of us finally deciding  and this without thought on the part of either of us as to what the others might think  that one in Ogden Avenue near Robey Street was the one. It was only thirty or thirty-five dollars a month, and with room enough for all: a front view and a back porch overlooking one of those typical Chicago back courts such as I had enjoyed in Madison Street on our first visit here. And a day or two after that, word from my mother, who was always the soul of optimism  and especially where any change was concerned  that she would be glad to come if we thought that we and she could make out. Her optimistic soul! And after that, and in consequence, a letter to Al, working in Milwaukee somewhere, with presently word from him that be would be glad to come and rejoin us if this intended home were certain. Also a letter from Paul. And finally word from Trina, who was also intrigued, that a freight car (and for as little as eight dollars in those days!) was being chartered for the furniture. Also that on the day the furniture left the house, mother would appear.


CHAPTER 56

BUT IN the meantime, and in what little spare time I had, what a running of errands  for soap, brushes, a broom, a mop, and what not else! And my sister and I cleaning  windows, woodwork, floors!

I was able during this time to gather a clearer and better impression of my sister Ruth than ever before, for previously I had not been sufficiently mature and certainly not nearly as much interested. Her large, still, contemplative blue eyes. Her heavy light hair and delicate face. Her spare and yet reasonably strong body, which with her delicate hands and feet seemed to match the softness and evenness of her voice. In all the days that I knew her I cannot recall her speaking harshly or cruelly to anyone. There was, as I have shown, a form of reserve and meditative self-balance, but little, if any, irony in any of her expressions or gestures. More than any of the girls I feel she resembled my mother, being, where she was interested, affectionate, peaceful, romantic and beauty-loving. Of all the girls she was the one who, as I had observed, carried her mothers necessities and interests most closely at heart. She really understood and sympathized with her needs, even though she had not always been with her. Away from home, as she had been during most of the years in which we were moving from town to town, she was in constant correspondence with her, sending her either cash or gifts whenever her means permitted. Here in Chicago now she complained to me regarding Amy, Eleanor and Janet. They had, as she declared, caused mother too much trouble: a thought which squared rationally with her own helpful attitude. And she was also intelligent. In Warsaw, during her visit home to recover from that serious illness, I had found her on occasion reading some of the most valuable books of which I then knew.

At last all was ready. Then there came a letter or wire saying when my mother would arrive. As for myself, it seemed impossible for me to get off to meet her  the dish-washing work piling up so  but when I explained to Mr. Paradiso one day, but with considerable hesitancy, that my mother was coming the next, he was more interested and helpful than I had hoped. Your modder? You want meet er? All right! You meet her! Will he all right! My gratitude swelled within me.

And so to the old, shabby Pennsylvania depot, with its long, dirty train sheds. And my mother being assisted off the train  with Trina and Amys baby and a dozen bags  by two friendly trainmen who en route and because of the irresistible human appeal of her, had become interested. And she smiling her customary unaffected, winsome and therefore beguiling smile. I can hear her voice even now: Well, well, Ruth! And you, Dorse! Its very noisy here, isnt it? Dear, dear, we have so many things. And Ruth tightening her arms about her in a tearful embrace. And myself getting as close as possible, squeezing her waist and arm and saying  I dont know what  that I had a job and that, gee, it was fine to have her here  but feeling that life would be nothing without her, so close had I always been held by the strong cord, the silver tether of her affection, understanding, sweetness, sacrifice.

But Trina eyeing me as ironically as ever, my many deficiencies appearing to provoke only humor in her, and offering me dry, pecky lips to he touched. Ed had not come with them; he had been left behind to see that the car carrying the furniture was properly locked, tagged and sealed. It was on a somewhat later train that he was expected. At once, though, my mother, Trina, and Amys baby removed for the night, or until the furniture should arrive, to a room which Ruth had secured next to her own. As for myself, I was left at the depot to await the arrival of Ed and take him with me to my room for the night.

But here again was another troublesome mixup. He did not arrive on the train scheduled. Instead, something interfering, he had been compelled to take a later one. But no wire to say so. And myself fearing he had made a mistake and gotten off at some suburban station, hurrying out to the Ogden Avenue apartment to see if by any chance he was there. But in my absence he arrived, and not finding anyone there to meet him, traveled out to the Ogden Avenue address. Meanwhile I was trundling back to the station, more and more excited as the hour grew later. After waiting an hour, hoping that he might return to the station if he had gone to Ogden Avenue, I once more hurried back there. But again, while I was riding out to Ogden Avenue, he was riding back to the depot. God! On reaching Ogden Avenue the last time and not finding him, I had the good sense to tell my troubles to a policeman, who told me not to worry, that he would keep watch and if he saw Ed would ask him to wait. Then once more I dashed back to the station, while he returned to Ogden Avenue!

Finally, sometime after midnight, I captured him. He was standing outside the Ogden Avenue address, in the yellow gaslight, not so much disconsolate as disgruntled. Unlike myself, he was not of the worrying, fretful sort.

You people are fine ones! he grumbled when I came puffing along, almost ready to weep for joy.

Oh, Ed! I exclaimed. I thought you were lost!

Lost! Its a wonder I wasnt! Why didnt you come to the station to meet me?

Why didnt you come on the train you said you would?

They didnt tell me any train! he declared. I had to wait till the furniture was in the car, didnt I?

Delight? I desired to hug him! But he was of no emotionally demonstrative turn. Solid facts interested him. Where were Mother and Trina? Where could he get something to eat? He was hungry and tired and cross, and after searching for a cheap restaurant and not finding one open, we gave it up as a hopeless job and went to my room. I believe we did find a fruitstand, from which he made a grumbling and by no means compensating selection.

The next afternoon, though, the furniture arrived and was delivered at about dusk. And at midnight we were ready to retire in the newly set-up beds amidst the usual moving disorder and so begin a new phase of our lives. And by degrees, order was brought out of chaos and we began to live the ordinary life of a Chicago flat. Ruth and myself, having work, attended it; Ed and Trina were about the matter of seeking something. But that was a thing that was serious enough in their cases. After the schools of Warsaw, to study the newspapers and run here and there after this and that! We heard plenty as to the difficulties of it.

In a short time Al too arrived, having resigned whatever he was doing to come here. But that meant a third to search. He had given up his stage ambitions, apparently, and sought only to obtain a reasonable wage and incidentally master some craft on which he could rely. Eventually it was electrical work that put him to rights, but meanwhile there was little before him save the usual crude economic struggle which because of his naturally studious and reflective turn grated on him. He was so anxious to escape the low weekly wage class, to find the door or path to a better life. That he ever did I do not know.

And again, a little later Eleanor and her husband from the east settled on the North Side, but with Eleanor, like all of the others, anxious to be about mother as much as possible, in her husbands absence spending most of her time with us.

As for myself during this transitory period, I was so much troubled by the work I was doing and how I was to pass from it into something more respectable that I scarcely knew how to think or do. For the fact of my securing a place so soon after my arrival here and so much better, according to my telling, than it really was (I had pictured myself as a clerk in a Halstead Street store), had obviously impressed my mother and the others so much that I was fearsome of weakening or modifying this impression in any way. It was so flattering, had raised so much hope in the breasts of these others. My mothers comment soon after her arrival was: Well, Dorse, I thought maybe youd have to come back, but you didnt, did you? And this implying, as it did, energy, determination and apparent success on my part, was too heartening to be readily clouded, although I knew, and only too well, on what a slim, shaky foundation it rested. Always I stood in a form of terror lest Al or Ed in their wanderings should come upon me, discover in some way where I was working (since they were about the business of looking for work themselves), and not only expose me for what I was  a liar  but have their own courage or enthusiasm sapped by what they saw me doing. It was an exaggerated emotional notion on my part, but that was the sort of youth I was. As for Al and Ed, they had more energy and flair for this sort of thing than ever I could boast, as small as theirs might be.

Also just at this time, as luck would have it, Al was intensely interested to know what and how I was doing, how I had succeeded in finding such a place, since I claimed I was working in a haberdashery in Halstead Street which kept open Sundays as well as weekdays, also why might there not be something in the same place for him? This was most trying, since I had given him a fictitious store address and name. And now I was in constant dread lest he should look me up, which was what would have happened had I not presently forestalled this by telling him all and explaining how anxious I was to find something else.

But what really moved me to confess to him, after he had been with us not much more than a week, was, first, his own frank description of his own reduced and trying state; how sorry he was that he had not been able to make the stage and now must run here and there, and at his age (he was nearly twenty), and wishing that he could learn something, study something. At the same time, now and then in his despair he would take to drinking  a thing which terrified me beyond measure, for was not that what had ruined my brother Rome? I felt intensely sorry for him, and did my best to hearten him at the same time that I begged him not to drink, certainly not as an escape from failure. I sensed what that meant. And then one day there was his saying (we had begun meeting for walks during my hours off) that it was a shame a young fellow like me, with my mind and education (?), could not get something better to do; a position which would mean something to me in later years, not leave me floating around like Rome and himself then were  a comment so ridiculous in so far as what I was doing was concerned that I wanted to burst out in protest. My own dark thoughts as to what I was doing! And so I said, and almost without stopping to think: Well, but what Im doing isnt even as good as you think it is! And then followed with a complete clarification of my duties, my earlier search, and why I felt so badly about it all. Whereupon he suggested that I give it up and try for something better. I could say I was discharged or laid off and could go about with him and Ed, and certainly within two or three weeks we would find something. For at the present, the family could look to Paul and Eleanor and Ruth, could it not? We were certain to find something. He even suggested that he would try and secure the place I was vacating (which seemed to me the very limit of brotherly affection and helpfulness), so that we would have that to live on, only he felt sure both of us could do better. Fall was coming on and things were better in the fall. He talked as one who had sought and found many jobs and was ordinarily not afraid of seeking.

And so, a bald statement one day to Mr. Paradiso that I was determined to quit. I had to help my family and get something better. And to my astonishment, and as poorly as I thought I had done, he seemed loath to part with me. True, I had broken dishes, had by no means always kept up with the downpour of work in rush hours, and quite frequently had to he reminded of things I had overlooked, but his was an easy and by no means too exacting nature. Whereupon, to soften the blow, or rather to seem less ungrateful, I told him that our family was going to move far out on the South Side and that it would be impossible for me  distance, carfare, and what not  to keep the hours he required.

So, so, you moves now? he observed, genially enough. Sout Side, heh? When you go? Saturday, heh? You no like this work? No good, heh? Well, maybe you right; bess I think you go. This no place fer a young feller like you. Too rough. You get better job somewhere. I get stronger man, not so fine like you, but better for this, see? I put him sign in the window. Some feller he come along I take him, right away, see? Then you no need bother. But seeing, possibly, a troubled look in my eye, he added: I pay you juss same, Theodore. You makes good man some day, maybe. You works, no drinks, no too much womens. No good, drinks, women  too much. I smiled at this, as did he, only we did not smile for the same reason, I think.

The very same day a new man arrived, a rough young hobo, as hardy as a sailor or a tramp, and I was given my five until the end of the week. And so, heartened by this, announcing quite boldly to my mother and the others that I was laid off  an announcement that was not too cheering but which I glozed over by rosy assurances as to the quick and successful search I was to make for something else  an assurance which for the moment I believed in myself. But just the same, by my mothers face and eyes I could see that such announcements were old and not decidedly encouraging things to her. She had seen too much of life. Its ills and the brevity of her own possible future made a not too encouraging picture, you may be sure. And yet she said to me: Yes, well, thats all right. Dont you feel too bad about it. Youll get something else, I know  a typical reply that was out of the depths of a simulated and all too tired courage, but which somehow for all her disappointments and defeats never failed her or her children.


CHAPTER 57

BUT THEN the dreary weeks that followed (nearly four in all) before any one of us found a place. In fact, it was not until late September or early October, and not before the family as now constituted was considerably disturbed by its latest adventure. Living in Chicago, where food prices were relatively high and rents comparatively exorbitant, was different from living in Warsaw, where home-grown chickens, a fair-sized truck garden, and fruit trees helped to lighten the burden. I know that I, for one, was greatly depressed by my share in the affair and had about concluded that I was of no value whatsoever. I was so anxious that we should all be happy here, (my mothers desires had in some way become my own, I think), and it was so discouraging to be met with the sign: No help wanted! and too often the added words: Keep Out! However, walking into a large retail hardware place in our vicinity one afternoon, I encountered a man whose eye did not exactly spell indifference. He was a little man, as I recall him now, with a big head and a big mouth, shrewd, practical, commercial.

Do you need any help? I presume I asked. And for answer he asked if I had ever worked in a hardware store. When I told him I had not, he said: Well, I think I can use you anyhow for a while, and asked if I had any objection to cleaning stoves. His establishment dealt principally in stoves, storing, cleaning and repairing them.

Although I had pictured myself as a smiling clerk behind a counter, I replied in the negative, whereupon he led the way up three flights of steps to a great rambling, dusty, smelly loft, crowded with old and rusty or smudgy stoves of every description, and among which I saw two men at work, or rather a man and a half; and saying as we went and entered that he would pay me five dollars a week for the labor of helping these others here.

But the two heavy-countenanced, somewhat saturnine men, one large and one small and both of the tradeless, shiftless, drinking type, who were engaged in cleaning and polishing here, did no little to darken my thought as to what was in store for me. A stove polisher! A rust and dust brusher! Excellent! And after all of my thoughts as to something better! But now was no time to argue or retreat. It was work that I needed, and badly, and so I went forward, the larger of the two men, a veritable Bill Sykes for size and savageness, and looking to have about as much intelligence as a lumbering ox, eyeing me about as cheerfully as might a tiger or lion. Heres another man to work with you, was all my employer said. My heart sank because of Mr. Sykes. His clothes were dirty, oily, shapeless. His hands, like his face and feet, were large and rough. His fellow, the smaller one, was evidently his satellite and not a little afraid of him, as anyone could see  a squirmy slave, really. His trousers and coatsleeves were frayed, and he worked in a frittering, indeterminate way, which indicated that he intended to do no more than he had to the while he hoped to get enough done to retain his place  an attitude which at once irritated and amused me, it was so futile. In the presence of the boss, as I noticed, they seemed respectful and courteous enough, apparently willing to be courteous and even civil to me. But once he had gone, their manner changed, the larger ones in particular, and both stared indifferently or were cross and silent. Theres a hell of a lot of work to be done around here, was the first or opening comment of Mr. Sykes, who added: Youd better be getting to it. Brush and polish these here stove-legs!  an order he accompanied by indicating a pile of rusty stove-legs all numbered, a brush and a box of polish; also a bench on which I was to sit if I wished. And at once I felt I had entered on a rough and unpromising world, more arduous if not so smelly as that of Mr. Paradiso.

I have indicated quite clearly, I think, that I was a dreamy, moony youth. And now in this room, with its stoves and rags and brushes and its cloud of rust and stove polish everywhere, I was not so much impressed by the work before me, hard or not as it might be, as by the curious and almost unimportant action it represented. No real thought at all. And I was for thought. At the same time, there was the mystery of the social worlds from which these stoves came. In what homes had they previously been? What girls, boys, old people, had sat around them? Some were large and handsome, with many little isinglass windows; others were small, round, tin-bodied, some the meanest of little garret stoves. But all to be cleaned. And as I worked, my fancy ranged from extreme poverty to great wealth. I was romantically afloat in stove-land.

More, outside the window before which I sat on a wooden bench polishing stove-legs and lids, spread another fragment of this same Chicago world of which I was enamored. Below me, for instance, was such a court as I have previously described as existing in West Madison Street. There were clothes-lines, trash boxes, ash cans, and again, yards still partially green, grass if not flowers, some windows open to the sun, a sky of sapphire, and everywhere diamond rays of pure light. Hucksters were calling their age-old songs of rags,

old iron; tomatoes, potatoes, sweet corn; along the streets wagons were clattering, and for miles northward stretched the new, brisk city. Do you wonder that I sat and dreamed?

But these two men, or at least the larger one, decided  and that after a very little while  that I was a fool or a shirker or both, and no doubt from a practical point of view I was. My labor with the unexacting Mr. Paradiso had certainly not trained me any too well. At any rate, I was startled the very first hour, I think, by a Give a hand here, will you! from Sykes, standing by a big rusty stove which obviously he proposed I should help him to move. Now it had been assumed by me when I was brought in here that I was to do the lighter work of polishing while these two men did the heavier. There certainly was not a little difference between our builds and ages, as the proprietor must have noted on interviewing me. In consequence, I hesitated. You mean me? I asked. Yes, you! growled my fellow servant. I arose and went over to him, but when I seized the stove I realized that it was not anything I could lift either alone or with him. It was large, round-bellied, heavy. A twowheeled hand truck could and should have been employed, and although one was present, Mr. Sykes was bent on my lifting it with him the while the third man did something else. My spirit at once sank and rose or rebelled, and I announced, with as much outward calm as I could muster: I cant lift this.

The hell you cant! announced Mr. Sykes, glaring at me. Youre paid to do just the same work as we are, freshie! You give a hand here!

But I cant lift it! I said, determinedly.

He brooked no further conversation from one so spindling; instead came toward me with a swift, sudden stride and gave me a resounding kick with his heavy boot. It both hurt and frightened me, but I think more than anything else it shamed and disgraced me, so much so that although I was ready to cry, I was also ready to fight and kill had I only known how. Anyhow, more used to life and its ways by this time than I had been, I quite instinctively seized a stove-leg that lay near and drew back.

Drop that! growled Mr. Sykes, approaching. Drop that, you bean-pole, and lay hold here!

Again I drew further away, saying: You let me alone, you damn smart-aleck! Im not paid to work for you.

The hell you aint! Ill show you whether you aint or not! And he began following me, vicious and determined.

Aw, call it off, Bill, pleaded his partner, not a little frightened, I think. He may have suffered at this mans hand himself. Dont hit him again. If you dont like him, send him downstairs. Yet I have no doubt that he would have kicked me again had I not been moving, and toward the door, at the same time that I held the stove-leg threateningly aloft, and besides, by then I was near enough to the door to escape. Chase yourself, then, you string! he called after me. Get the hell outta here, and dont come back!

I put down the stove-leg just outside the door, and in a kind of frenzy of anger and depression, went below, where I found my new (and so recent) employer. That big brute up there kicked me just now, I blurted out. He wants me to lift those big stoves up there, and he knows that I cant, the damn dog! I added.

My employer looked at me quizzically, but not very sympathetically or with much interest, I fear. Theyre pretty rough men. Its not light work, and I was afraid you wouldnt be able to get along with them, he added, but I thought Id try you. I guess youre not strong enough. Here you are, he said, and laid a dollar on the counter, anxious perhaps to allay any resentment I might feel against his establishment while at the same time desiring to retain men who got work done, whether by force or not.

So, not only kicked but discharged, as I saw, I went forth again into the bright September afternoon, bitter and swelling with semi-impotent rage against life and its hardships and creatures. At the same time I was half consoling myself, or trying to, with the thought that life was like this. Lack of strength or means or education made of a man a mongrel to be kicked at! Yet that lout! That swine! Had I only been able to kick him as he had kicked me, and more! And asking myself when, if ever, would I be strong enough to do unto others as they did unto me. An eye for an eye, as it were. Or maybe two or three eyes for one, and an ear into the bargain.

It was not long after this, though, that Al secured a place, also in a retail hardware store, but less arduous than mine, as he appeared to think. It was a very little store, near our home, shabby and dusty. There he earned ten dollars a week, as he proclaimed, and retained his place for three or four weeks when, according to his story, his employer, anxious to get rid of him because of the natural end of the early fall trade  the selling and cleaning season, as they called it  caused him to quit by charging that some little money  three or four dollars all told  had disappeared from the cash drawer. I could not believe that Al had stolen it, since he himself proclaimed the charge, only I half wished he had not told why. Like that kick I endured, it seemed to be bound up with something degrading, and I wished it were not so. I had rather he had said he was discharged.

But now Trina, who had been looking for work in the downtown district, finally secured a place with a crayon enlargement company  the North American Art Company, or some such name  a swindling concern which, as she testified, daily robbed the ignorant by offering to enlarge a photo for say fifty cents and then introducing some ferret-holed agreement whereby in the end it appeared that the person so favored had agreed to pay from seven to fourteen dollars for some wretched daub in a plaster-gilt frame. Misinformed in the first instance as to the nature of this business, Trina had undertaken a minor bookkeeping phase of it, but now in explanation and perhaps self-justification to us of why she did not resign (needing the money being the principal reason, of course), she had to tack on the words that her work did not really require her to countenance directly this swindling she knew was going on, and since she had nothing to do with it, merely kept the books, why should she not work there? The explanation seemed weak to me, although at the same time I was glad she was not throwing up the job on moral grounds  we needed the money too badly.

The logicians of Christian morals will certainly argue her as wrong, as she herself did. What else can they do? But as to necessity, compulsion, how little will you hear of that from them! But since she was compelled to spend sixty cents of her earnings in carfare and we needed the money, I will take it upon myself to salve her conscience for her. In short, here and now and publicly, I deign to forgive her. Let the Creator of Life see me as to this.

Then to our wonder, little Ed secured a place in a small though prosperous grocery store near our flat, at the noble salary of three dollars a week and grocery wagon rides free  a job which necessitated his driving one of the grocers two wagons when the senior clerk was busy. This senior clerk, as I recall him now, was a rare example of how nature, out of straw and waste, can make an imitation or papier-mâché man. A mere grimacing, brainless, smiling, bustling Jack-in-the-box, with large ears, a pointed head, yellow hair, whose one or none thought was to appear like somebody else, some man who came or went  no thought, mere sensory reflection of and reaction to whatever might be. The bond of union between him and Ed, which was strong from the very first, seemed to consist of a mutual interest in the great American game of baseball, and little more. On Sundays and holidays, whenever they possessed the cash, these two were off to a game, either as spectators or players.

But how it was that Ed first came to make this connection I do not know, most likely by his usual practice of hanging about. He was the greatest boy to hang about and beg and wheedle and mourn and moan until he got what he wanted. I havent the slightest doubt that a harassed grocery clerk  even this one  laid siege to in this fashion, finally let him help to get rid of him. I cannot see how else it could have been. At any rate, one Saturday afternoon Al coming home from work reported that he thought he had seen Ed driving around in a grocery wagon, and driving at a furious gallop at that!

Now what do you think of that? exclaimed my mother. I expect hes gotten in with some grocers boy and is riding around with him. Dorse  that was my family name you go downstairs and see if you can find him anywhere.

Engaged by this development I went, but no Ed anywhere. I did not even know what store wagon he was connected with, and so after sneaking up on various grocery wagons and stores and peering into them, I was restlessly and irritably standing in front of one  one Jacob Millers  and looking seekingly about when what should come clattering up but Mr. Millers own wagon and on the front seat Ed, no less, as brave and bold as any Trojan. And at once jumping down, an iron stay weight in his hand ready to fasten the horse, and with an eye on some empty boxes and baskets in the wagon itself.

Ed! I called. What are you doing, anyhow? Dont you know its after six oclock? Ma wants you to come home right away!

Who, me? he inquired, innocently and indifferently enough. I cant. Cant you see I got a job? I gotta deliver all these groceries. Want to come along and help me?

Curiously, and as sober as I was, this sudden and restless and adventurous development laid as strong hold on me as seemingly it had on him. Saturday night. Lights. A crowd. Bright stores. People buying things and having them delivered. At once I gave in to the idea as one would to a game. He wanted to work. Well, so did I. And here he had a job. And I did not. And so: Sure! I replied, delighted at this upward turn of our affairs. Will the grocer let me?

Sure! Ill ask him. Come on!

He bustled in and conferred with the clerk whom I have just described. The grocer himself, a solemn German, had gone home to dinner.

But sure, sure, said the smiling clerk after Ed had introduced me. Go right ahead, only if I were you I wouldnt let the boss see him. Let him get on the wagon after you get around the corner. Then he wont know.

So on the wagon I got and clattered about these Saturday night streets with Ed, joyfully carrying baskets into homes  as joyfully as if they were coming to us  and feeling myself  I cannot tell you how or why  an indescribable factor in all the comfort and color I was seeing, or imagining I was seeing, on every hand. What fine homes! What nice, edible groceries! And everyone seemingly so cheerful on this late Saturday evening, the weeks work done. And all of these nice groceries being delivered. And so...

Say, said Ed once to me in the midst of this gloating and rejoicing. If you just find work now, well be fixed, wont we? We can live on what we make, cant we, and get some clothes?

At nine or ten oclock Al also appeared, final emissary in search of the two of us. He had been sent to unravel the astounding mystery of the progressive disappearance of the Dreiser family. But after a few moments of description and mutual congratulation, he also was induced to join and help deliver a few final things. After about a half hour of this, however, he departed to inform the family, and at eleven I was willing enough to go, but I stayed on for Eds sake. He was to get a job out of this, as he said. And then at twelve or thereabouts, after unharnessing a tired horse in a tumbledown barn, we entered our own home, wholly triumphant, Ed to lay down a shining half dollar as the proceeds of his first afternoon and evenings work, I to say that I had helped and that it had been fun. I can see my mothers face, as round as an apple and smiling. A long delayed supper of fried veal and potatoes with gravy was now served. And Ed looking every inch the hero, as you may well guess. His healthy, genial, stubborn face glowed with satisfaction. Work was his forte, any kind of work that required exercise, and here it was.

Look at him! remarked Trina, as he ate his food. Youd think he was Alexander the Great come home from the wars! Ha, ha!

Aw, shut up! was his only comment, as he went on eating.


CHAPTER 58

AT THIS time there lived next door in our row of flats, and sharing a back porch divided only by a low wooden fence, a literary-minded painter of photographic backgrounds. With my sister Ruth in the course of a little while he struck up an acquaintance which presently ripened into friendship, and eventually marriage, after which they lived together for years in what appeared, to me at least, to be a true harmony of spirit. Maybe not. For, incidentally, they were watched over by his very jealous mother, who having lived alone with her son since her husbands death many years before, resented the intrusion of either sweetheart or wife. For, of course, it first threatened and then did destroy her domination  a conclusion which resulted in great bitterness of heart and not a little unhappiness for Ruth some six or seven years later. In 1897 this sister of mine was killed by a train, and only shortly after her husbands mother died, a circumstance which Eleanor invariably maintained was brought about by the spirit of this woman. After Ruths death, it appears that Eleanor had a dream in which the mother-in-law appeared and told her that if she did not let her son alone, sever all social relations, as it were (though just why I cannot see), she would bring about an accidental death for her also  a dream threat which I offer for what it is worth.

But to return to this opening friendship. This man, whose name was Davis, calling on my sister to take her to the theatre and elsewhere, had noted Ed, Al and myself and our temporary idleness. Finding me interested in books, he endeavored to persuade me to read Walt Whitman and Christopher Marlowe, two poets the value of whose work, although I did read it at the time, I did not appreciate until years later. And then, because of my seeming bent toward learning or because of Ruths intercession, or both, he offered me work as an assistant in his studio at seven dollars a week. That I accepted with alacrity may be guessed. In fact, I at once concluded that I had found a world eminently suited to my tastes: a large, barn-like studio set with innumerable white canvases, which first had to be covered with a yellowish-white sizing or sticky paste which prepared each canvas for a second coat of light grey water color, on which later would be outlined and painted such scenes as this trade artist deemed suitable for his customers, among whom were many photographers and theatres. Since my work required no more skill than accompanies whitewashing a fence, I deemed myself a success, going briskly from canvas to canvas or job to job, but talking to my employer the while  a line of immature philosophic comment which I felt would entertain him greatly and pari passu raise me in his estimation, whereas, after a week or two, and whatever he thought of my labors, he decided, however diplomatically and gently, to dispense with my services. Reason: I talked too much. My gab, if not my work, was unendurable: a discovery which shocked me so much that it produced a silence which endured throughout my next and several other jobs.

For winter was coming on, and to lose so good a place  so artistically promising, I thought  and all for want of wit enough to keep my mouth shut... oh! Afterwards he told my sister, and she told me, that I needed to grow and cultivate reticence  an observation which still holds true. A greater blow than that even was that after I was gone he chose my brother Ed who, anxious to secure something better than the grocery job, had also been importuning my sister for the same work. And he, not at all afflicted by such literary or artistic soufflé as stuffed and hence emanated from me, was taught the rudiments of photographic painting and retained for some three or four years.

It is an actual fact, which I very much wish to emphasize here, that in spite of Warsaw and my weeks of work with Paradiso, my hardware man and Davis, my conception of things, earthly or material, was still extremely vague; no least inkling of the organic necessities of life in any field seeming sufficiently to impress me and bring me down to earth. Always the sky, the clouds, the outlines of building, streets, colors, sounds, movements, voices, gestures of people, held me more than the actual structure, necessities and economics of the same. In short, the specific current and pressing necessities, or the lack of them, of most people were out. I did not know how life was run, how driving most of its needs. And while I know that many children are like this, it is also obvious that many others are early practical and so able to see more clearly to their advantage. Besides, it has never been quite clear to me just why a boy of my age should have been so dreadfully moonshiny and dreamy.

To illustrate  and just at this time  there was a street car strike on in Chicago, which tied up quite all the West Side lines and brought into use as passenger conveyances trucks and drays filled with chairs or improvised benches. And while this was obviously one of those tense labor-capitalistic wars which bear so hard on the poor and the public and eventually bring on social revolution, I was in no wise interested in the economic facts which produced it. For me it was little more than an odd spectacle of persons, ordinarily accustomed to ride in street cars, now seated on chairs in wagons and hauled to and fro. In short, placed before a given series of facts which, had I been in the least economically or society or individually-minded, must have given rise to at least some modest social speculation, I saw only the surface scene, and other than artistically my mind was a blank. I had no gift for organic sociology. Trade and all that related to it was interesting as a strange, at times even lovely, spectacle, but as a problem or compulsion, at once, under certain conditions, desperate and terrifying, I was not able to register it. Rather, my one gift, and one only, appeared to be to stare about and admire this world so wide, though, as Kipling has gaily phrased it, it never did no good to me then, or very little. As a writer and thinker, it profited me, for this picture stuck, and in time I was able to identify its true economic and social significance, and so my own personal relationship thereto. But not then. Rather, it was only the exterior of America, its surface forms, not its internal nature, that registered.

But now, with my serviceability as an artist-laborer ended, I had once more to take to the streets. And what streets! Grey, windy, rainy, cold! To complicate matters from the home point of view, Al, as I have said, had lost his small hardware position and now walked with me. That keen appreciation of the storms and stress of life that later may have manifested itself in my writings was then being forced on me. For so often I was touched by the figures of other seekers like myself and Al  their eyes, worn faces, bodies, clothes, the weariness of them in line at so many doors! As a matter of fact, this was but the beginning of a long observation of the struggles and fortunes of man. The whole cruel as well as kind, rough as well as smooth, working schemes of life set over against my enforced spectatorship and idleness stood fairly close, and in what sharp lines! Nevertheless, desiring so much, I wanted to work and be a part of things and to share, if possible, the sweets of this living cup. I was cheered by the possibility that I might, and that made my seeking somewhat less hard. Yet daily, and for how long, as it seemed to me, I was pushed aside while and where so many were at table!

A brief experience which I had about this time demonstrated to me my seeming incapacity. It came about through my brother Rome, who one late October day appeared on the scene. By now, all of us, being used to his eccentricities of character, were none too glad to see him, unless perhaps my mother, since always she sympathized with him and was anxious to move him to better ways. But as usual we soon discovered that he had not changed. At once he began to drink and borrow money, and my mother was desperate. But one thing he did do and that was to attempt to secure me a place with one of the great railroads entering Chicago; just why I cannot say  he had never interested himself in me before  a position as tracing clerk in one of the giant railroad freight yards which lay in the extreme southwest section of Chicago. In connection with this, one morning he took me to see a friend of his  the General Western Freight Agent, no less, of the C. B. & Q.  in the hope that my personality would so impress this man that he would give me a position. How he came to know him or indeed a number of others who were of considerable importance in Chicago and to whom he introduced me at different times  lawyers, politicians, railroad men  I do not know, and I have often wondered about it.

Just the same, I recall this trip and the stocky, corpulent man of forty-five or fifty who received us and looked me over. Able men have, as a rule, able faces, and this mans was broad, high of forehead, deep of eye, a heavy but not ungenial countenance.

Well, Mark, he said to my brother  Romes first name was Marcus so this is the boy you were telling me about?

Yes, this is my brother, Rome replied. I want to know if you cant give him a small place of some kind. Hes just beginning and we think hes all right. Hes a good boy, I believe.

I recall that I resented his patronizing air. Previous to our coming here he had drilled me in my manners, urging me to look brisk and not to talk any more than was required.

My prospective employer eyed me solemnly. The truth is, Mark, he finally brought out, we have very little here that he could do; no inside clerkship at all. There is one place, though, out at our Hegewisch yards, where we might use him. They need a car tracer out there. Its a long way, all of ten miles, and hed have to take a train at six-thirty.

That wouldnt bother me any, I interrupted, blithely.

Ssh, dont interrupt! complained my brother, irritably. Certainly he can do it. Hell he glad to.

The salary isnt very much either, went on this master of labor. Only forty-five dollars a month, but he could work up to something better in the course of time if he holds on. It all depends on whether he shows any aptitude for railroading.

Forty-five dollars, I thought! For Gods sake, thats almost eleven dollars a week! And here I have been hoping to get only as much as six or seven! Ill be rich! Visions of fine clothes and a happy affluence generally swept before my gaze.

Well, do you think you would like to try it? demanded my brother, turning to me.

Nothing would suit me better, I replied, beaming.

Very well, then, observed this lesser god of the railroad machine. Have him report to Mr. Kroll at Hegewisch any time in the morning and Ill see that he puts him to work.

After a few exchanges of compliments between my brother and this man, we went out, I so excited inwardly that I could scarcely contain myself. Forty-five dollars a month! Gee whiz, what could I not do with that? My most colorful dreams seemed once more on the verge of realization.


CHAPTER 59

EARLY THE next morning, accompanied by Rome, I set out for Hegewisch. My brother insisted on stopping to have a drink or two on the way: a fact which troubled me much, because I always dreaded the change that drink made in him. On the train, and devoid of any organic or constructive impulse in himself which might have justified his criticism of life in general, he commented sardonically on the fantastic nature of life; how some men here, the Armours, Swifts, Morrises, Pullmans, etc., were piling up astounding fortunes, while other men toiled at the bottom for their sissy sons and daughters. Simultaneously with these remarks, and as we rode, he took out a small penknife and jabbed the blade over and over into the red plush of the seat.

Rome! I said, irritated and sickened by such vandalism. Why do you do that? Good velvet like that!

Oh, the companys rich! he sneered. It can afford it, and went on jabbing until he wearied and the plush had been badly damaged. I so often thought of that afterwards as characteristic of not only him but so many.

Around nine or ten oclock (we were delayed by his drinking), we arrived at the yards, a great plexus of tracks, perhaps forty or fifty, side by side, with an intricate arrangement of switches, ys and cross-overs. Through all this we made our way to a little brown shanty that stood in the centre and asked for Mr. Kroll. A tall, lank, malarial person, with a short growth of black beard and a bored air, appeared and took me in charge.

Im a railroad man myself, volunteered my brother archly. Hes new at this game, just starting in, and he doesnt know this neighborhood out here. I work for the road beyond Burlington.

This was not true; said for effect, no doubt. The yardmaster merely looked at me noncommittally. All right, Ill look after him, he said, and after some advisory words to me he left.

I have never forgotten my first afternoon in this place. It was so novel, uncertain, and therefore fascinating. Never before had I memorized for myself the names of so many railroads; these cars here were gathered, apparently, from all of the lines in the country. The air-brake for freight cars had not yet been invented; even the modern, highly-equipped stock and refrigerator cars were still somewhat of a novelty. No semaphores on tall steel poles here but rather the old-time switches displaying their warning lights. Engines puffed here and there in a desultory way, great plumes of smoke hanging above them. Now and then a long line of cars would crash and begin to move, suddenly, jerkily or with an even, slow and almost silent movement.

My duty, as I soon discovered, was to trace cars: a task simple enough for any beginner, and yet so dull was I in all practical matters that for several days it was almost a complete enigma. In the first place, the man under whom I was directly employed gave me no least inkling of the method or system I was supposed to follow. In fact, I had not been there four minutes before he handed me a dozen yellow slips, on which were printed a number of inquiries.

Thus: Line  Contents  Weight  

Destination  Consignee  Consignor  and other data which I have forgotten. As a rule, a track or section of the yard was indicated.

See if you can find these! was his first command, and when I hesitated, he added Out there! Out there! and waved toward the large plexus of tracks.

I took my slips and began feverishly to bustle up and down between long lines of cars, some of them moving, wondering nervously how I was to find the tags or labels which corresponded to the numbers and questions on these slips. Where was Track 9? And where Track 32? All of the information my slip contained was the name of the line, the number of the car, the track onto which it had been shunted  for instance: C. W. & M. 8863, track 16 East. But by no means was it always there, as I found. Whole lines of cars were frequently in motion, or gone, perhaps to be restored later but not easily to be found then. I hunted and hunted, crawling under or over cars, dodging about the ends, climbing up sides to examine roughly or vaguely penciled names and addresses. A friendly brake-man told me how the tracks were numbered and where certain types of freight were to be found. But it seemed to me that I was making an awful botch of what I was doing.

And then, that very first day, as I came back toward the shanty at dusk, I saw a small crowd gathered about a crumpled object over which a faded brown overcoat had been thrown. I had been nervous all afternoon  the sudden or slow starts of the cars, their dark rows  and now this dead body proved the substantiality of my fears. I put down the completed reports with which I had returned and picked up ten or twelve more which had been dropped in a small box outside the depot door, and went to work again, but seeing as I did so a caboose, hauled by a yard engine, back in near the station in order to take the body away. You may imagine how I felt after that, in the growing dusk, slipping about with a lantern and thinking of the dead man and my own life, trying in the thickening shadows to decipher the handwritten information on the small tags tacked on the car doors. But even now, as I must pause to emphasize, the beauty rather than the utility of this scene moved me: the shadows; the red, white, blue, green and yellow switch lights winking and glowing like flowers, the suggestion of distant cities, and the chemic shift and play of things in general.

When the day ended at six oclock I learned that there was no passenger train to the city, but that a work train traveling on another line which crossed this one at right angles some half or three quarters of a mile west would carry me to Ogden Avenue and West Fortieth Street, about two or three miles southwest of our apartment. This same train stopped at this station or crossing at six-thirty every morning, arriving at Hegewisch at seven. That meant I had to leave the house at five-forty-five in the morning and would reach home at seven, or thereabouts.

I wish sincerely that those who live in comfort in this world could look for one day or thereabouts into the working strain of many, many lives. Not that I wish them any such unsatisfactory fate, but that I feel that it would add to the interest of their lives. Contrast makes all that we know of life. Differences present lifes edge and give it its zest. We enjoy or disdain what we have because of contrast with what we do or do not have, what we do or do not endure.

The work train was made up of box cars lined with wooden seats about the four sides and fitted in the centre with a round-bellied coal stove. There were no side steps, instead a short iron ladder reaching to within two feet of the ground. The interior woodwork, as I saw on entering, was rank with decayed tobacco juice and smoke. Mostly the men were foreigners  Swedes, Poles, Huns, Czechs, all largely a product of Central or Slavic Europe. They looked heavy, or fierce, or old, or thick, as the case might be. And whether they were or not, they seemed inured to lean and meagre lives, such lives as, contrasted with ours, (and we thought ourselves poor enough) depressed me greatly. If I had only been sure that my temperament would never permit me to become a part of all this, I would not have felt so bad. But something  the fact that my father was a workingman and that by chance or fate almost anyone could fall to a low or defeated state which might compel anything,  evoked the more or less unthinking notion that I might be compelled to endure a like fate, and with it a morbidity that was all but devastating.

And again, here is something that I would like to propound. What is that something in youth that sets it at war with age and dirt and shame and weariness, but for the period of youth only? Youth will not believe that the end of life is death. Life must go on. Beauty must reign eternal. Hope must be justified. It must be so. So cries youth, and well it may, for the unending vibration of life is its justification. It is that vibration. It is the suns newest heat made over into the shape of man. And the suns rays were made into flesh and they stood up as men  so might one say of the light and heat of the sun, and so physics and chemistry prove.

Just the same, I did not give up this first day, and had no intention of so doing. My one thought was that I must go on, and how fine my forty-five dollars would be once I got it into my hands. At seven-thirty that night in our flat I ate my evening meal, and at nine, after a bath, went to bed in order to get up at four and be off. When my mother heard of the nature of my work and the distance I had to travel, she was considerably disturbed and sympathetic, an attitude not too helpful for those who should work and make their own way. Just the same, the forty-five dollars lured her as it did me, and I had to go on.

The next day was a fine day, a red sky in the east, and I thought I was doing very well, until about noon it began to rain, a fine, cold drizzle which continued all afternoon. I had only an old, light overcoat, and I wore this until it seemed to weigh a dozen pounds or more. My suit and underclothes became damp, and with much running and climbing I became exceedingly tired. The next day I developed a severe cold; by afternoon my head was fairly ringing and that night as I rode home, even my bones ached. The next morning I was really ill, or imagined I was, and unable to get up.

But all this might not have ended so badly had I had the good sense to have someone write or call and explain to my employer the reason for my absence. But alas, my brother Rome had disappeared for the time being, and as for the other members of the family, they were busy, or so it seemed to me, and so the whole day went without any word being sent. On the second day, and due to my urging, someone bethought himself of the importance of this and a note was sent, but whether it was of any avail or not I never had the courage to investigate. I was ill for a number of days, and when I got up again my mother had concluded that the work was too hard for me. Naturally ease-loving and inclined to indolence at times  and especially when I was not feeling any too well  I was willing enough, though the thought of that forty-five dollars pained me.


CHAPTER 60

AND SO now, once more, the streets, from seven, eight or nine in the morning until four-thirty or five in the evening. And my thoughts, speculations! For once more outside of every store of any size, the great wholesale houses in particular, I stood viewing a land of promise. In one of these, surely, was my future. Did I but attain to another place, then henceforth would I work and study and become some kind of a manager. I saw myself, a great roll-top desk before me, a large enclosed office around me, myself dictating to whom? And about what? Great matters and affairs, of course. At other times, weary and jobless, I saw myself as one for whom there was no future at all. For what could I really hope, untrained, inexpert, a failure at everything save dishwashing under a genial, dirty Greek?

But at last a job, if a small one. It loomed up one day after hours of weary tramping through cold and smoky greyness. It was with an immense wholesale hardware company at Wabash and Lake Streets: Messrs Hibbard, Spencer, Bartlett & Company. An arresting feature of this establishment was a series of bright, mahogany-furnished offices, following both street lines on Wabash and Lake, separated from the street and the cold outside by huge, clear, plate-glass windows, and at the hour at which I applied, flooded with electric lights. At the back of these, in the interior of the store, as it were, at tall-legged desks on high stools sat an army of clerks, their bent eyes protected by green shades. About the great structure, which stretched for a half dozen doors along one street and as many along another, were a score or more of giant trucks drawn by well-groomed teams or even spans of three and four horses. Men with box-hooks and clad in gingham shirts, nondescript trousers and coffee-sack aprons were piling boxes into or unloading them from these vans. It was plain that an enormous and profitable business was going on here. But on the plate glass of the front door was the usual sign: No help wanted!

I believe Ill try in here, I said to Al, who was accompanying me. I did not explain that the old, white-haired man seated at a small desk just inside the door looked more genial than some others I had seen.

Well, young man? he asked, quite sternly, as I entered.

Do you need any help?

Let me see; I believe they are taking on one or two more, he said. Wait here a few minutes and Ill find out. Did you ever work in a hardware place?

No, sir, I replied, fearing to refer to my previous experience. I only left school last spring.

School, eh? Well, wait a minute, Ill see.

A few moments later he motioned me into the presence of another old man. Mr. Hibbard, here is a young man who wants work, he observed, rather pompously.

I started, for Hibbard was one of the names I saw lettered on the windows. Could this be the Mr. Hibbard?

Mr. Jayne tells me, said this Mr. Hibbard, looking me over from head to toe, that you have never worked anywhere before.

No, sir.

Well, we like to start with young men who have never worked anywhere before. We like to have them learn the business and work up. We never pay much to begin with, only five dollars, but we raise our young men just as fast as they show themselves to be capable. But I dont want you to come in here if you dont want to learn the hardware business. Wed rather not waste our time and yours training you in something youre not fitted for and that you arent going to like and wont do well at. Now if you think youd like to learn this business, go on home and come back here Monday morning and tell me so. Then Ill put you to work.

I think I said that I was very eager to learn the hardware business, but he waved me indifferently out. Come back Monday; come back Monday! was all he said.

I hurried out rejoicing. Five dollars! Small, to be sure, but immensely better than nothing. Al had gotten tired waiting for me and left. That night, though, there was general rejoicing over my success, and the next Monday I presented myself, vainly assuming that I might again be seen by Mr. Hibbard. But that gentleman had not as yet stirred from his Prairie Avenue residence.

You neednt bother about him, observed Mr. Jayne when I stated that Mr. Hibbard had told me to come back Monday. Hes forgotten all about that by now. Just you wait here and Ill find Mr. Purdon. Hes the man you want.

In a little while he returned, accompanied by Mr. Purdon, an angular, store-clothesy, squeaky-shoed Irishman, whom I despised at sight, so obviously suspicious, contemptuous, domineering was he. After catechizing me as to my history and connections and almost angrily demanding if I really did want to learn the hardware business, he took me to the third floor, a bewildering region of shelves crowded with a thousand items of hardware, where I was placed in charge of Mr. Arbuthnot, manager, and informed as to my duties as box-rustler and stock-piler. This second individual was, as I immediately sensed, more pleasing: a solemn, pink-cheeked, pop-eyed man of about thirty-two, of Scotch ancestry, I believe, who, as I learned afterwards, was so greatly concerned as to his position that he had no thoughts on any other subject, at least for public expression. It was his duty to see that newly-arrived cases were promptly and carefully opened, checked and their contents piled away, also to check up the contents of small trunks or bins on wheels rolled before him by the order clerks. There was a constant procession of these order clerks, passing from room to room and floor to floor, pushing before them large four-wheeled crates or boxes into which they deposited the articles called for by orders from below stairs. I discovered later that this order clerk work was considered a preliminary to a traveling salesmanship, a position which paid as high as thirty-five dollars a week and expenses, and was much sought after by all of the various clerks.

And now as to Mr. Thomas Purdon, whom I have described. Mentally he was certainly beneath and yet officially above all those on whom it was his duty to spy. He had a sort of roving commission as detective and spy, reporting to the President, Vice-President and Secretary of the company, individually and collectively, concerning all that he saw and heard. Were the several managers keeping their floors clean and their staffs well employed? Were the bins clean or dirty, full or empty? Were the fire buckets properly filled every night? Were all of the order clerks industrious? Did anyone steal or loiter? Were incoming invoices allowed to clutter the floors without being promptly unpacked and put away? Could anyone be profitably or savingly discharged, a better man put in someones place, etc., etc.? It was Mr. Purdons place to know and suggest. And his eyes looked his duties to the full. Also his reports were very seriously consulted when it came to the matter of promotions, raises in salary, or discharges. In short, it was rumored that young men whom he favored almost invariably rose rapidly, whereas those whom he disliked did not succeed very well and occasionally disappeared.

I had to smile at the newy-newy clothes that he always wore  commonplace browns and greys that fairly smelled of the shelf, and always too big and creased. And his spick and span, and yet much too small, hat, that made him look ridiculous. And his solid and usually squeaky shoes, for sometimes (in order to convey the impression, I think, that he was incapable of spying on anyone), he would wear shoes which could he heard some distance off. At other times, though, he wore what might be called quiet shoes, thus managing on occasion to entrap a momentary idler and perhaps even to overhear scraps of conversation most uncomplimentary to himself and other officials. If he did, though, the career of the critic was short. For in him was no least sympathy for weakness, folderol or horseplay, in or out of working hours. He conversed with no one except his superiors, on whom he openly fawned, and his manner to an underling was the acme of contempt. Early he fixed on me, as I have good reason to know, as a shambling, scatterbrained, meaningless and mooning incompetent, and at that I think that his opinion was entirely justified.

But aside from my duties, this firm and this floor on which I worked were of immense interest to me. This great institution, one of the largest of its kind in America at the time, was truly a school of economics and, in its way, sociology. For here crossed currents of invention and effort of as wide a range of character and economic and sociologic significance as one could possibly hope to find anywhere. For here, if nowhere else, it was so easy to discover that somewhere in the east was an enormous factory pouring forth a veritable Niagara of so-called agate ware, of which almost daily we were receiving carloads. Also a thousand other things which ordinarily the human mind is not called upon to contemplate, either in the aggregate or the particular  ironware, tinware, rivets, nails, brooms, mops, can-openers, glass jars, razors, shaving mugs and brushes, spoons, ladles, coal scuttles, fire sets, fire buckets, kitchenware (I could go on for pages), but which here astonished and even fascinated me by their number and variety. In fact, the number of things I was awakened to and that in some way suggested themselves to me as things that I might use or even need, was legion  a fair commentary on the unescapable growth of materialism. You need me! You need me! You need me! so they talked, or Should have.

And worse, it did seem to me at the time to suggest and even offer a most undetectable opportunity for thieving. For how easy  and yet not that I desired to take very much, or ever did  to pick up and conceal a shaving brush and mug, worth, I believe, fifty or sixty cents, or a razor or pocket knife or a small lamp or some candles or a candleholder, and then suffer, as no doubt many did, the mental distress pursuant on the same for how long a time afterward! For whatever system of logic or earnest reasoning I might achieve, I had not then proved to myself that ethics are purely minor group arrangements having no relationship to the larger movements and positive and dominating forces of the universe but rather to the contrasting things that grow out of them, and in such an elastic way at times as to prove the ethics of savages and religionists and moralists in certain parts of the world to be ridiculous, and worse, destructive.

Be that as it may, this firm had adopted rules for protecting itself. I soon learned that packages were not permitted to be taken out of the building without examination. The old doorman to whom I had first applied was authorized to open any packages on suspicion. Also, incoming packages had to be opened and their contents registered. Occasionally a suspect was searched and arrested. But aside from this, the firm exercised a quite liberal policy in dealing with its employes. Articles could be bought at wholesale prices, which meant at about one-third less than the retail. Also in the event of sickness  for reasonable periods at least  wages were not deducted; and at Christmas every employe who had been working there for a year or more received a turkey.


CHAPTER 61

BUT AT this time I was going through what might be looked upon as one intellectual storm after another, and this, if you will believe it, on the score of work and wages, wealth and poverty, ignorance and intelligence, and the accepted differences in social station which gave boys of birth and station precedence primarily over youths of greater physical and mental capacity. For I was working with men who were getting twice my salary and who had been hired principally because of their physical strength, and yet so working I was spared no whit in the matter of severe tasks. For example, there was Axel Lindstrom, a short, thick, dull Danish peasant, say thirty-five years of age, as strong as a small horse, with whom often I unpacked and binned iron pots and kettles  immense truckloads of them pouring in hour after hour throughout an entire day. Also Ed Raff, a great blond German clown, of nineteen or thereabouts, who was joined with us in this and related work. And yet as I knew, originally they had been hired to do this floor trucking and heavy piling exclusively, and they received nine and ten dollars respectively as opposed to my five.

Again, there were Arthur Newy and Thayer Gates, relatives or friends of the owners, who came in from the east somewhere  New York or Boston  to study western hardware methods and needs before returning east again and to their parents establishments  scions of wealth, in short. And wearing gloves to protect their hands and silk shirts under their blue denim jumpers. But with what an air of condescension as well as remoteness  since to all of us had been made plain that they were there solely for this purpose and for a time and not to be confused with ordinary laborers, only to acquire as quickly and sketchily as possible such knowledge as would permit of their being transferred to the division of order clerks, and then home. Yet even here they got ten as opposed to my five, and were quickly elevated, returning after a week or two or three to patronize me and tell me how soon they were to be salesmen on the road and at what wages. And always they were so well manicured as to nails and politely barbered as to hair, and each keeping a dress suit in a locker in the basement in order, once their days work was done, so as not to he delayed in reaching some local dinner or dance or what you will. Constantly, and most emphatically, I was impressed by the luck of being born rich, but without as yet any working knowledge of the chance or ill luck that can befall anyone, rich or poor. Newy, who seemed to have a conversational liking for me, was a graduate of Amherst; Gates was also an eastern college man, but in every way both seemed to illustrate most clearly to me the insufferable difference between wealth and poverty.

And the other gods of this little world! Mr. Hibbard was said to have an immense residence in Prairie Avenue, with a great stone-pillared iron gate guarding a wide drive (I subsequently went to view this for myself); Mr. Spencer, a corpulent, jovial, red-faced person in a loud check suit, was said to be equally splendidly housed in Michigan Avenue, and to have two beautiful, socially popular daughters and a smart, society-loving son. Mr. Bartlett, a tall, gentlemanly figure, reported to be the shrewdest member of the firm because he had entered last and risen to his present height from the lowly position of office boy, had a country seat at Oconomowac as well as a residence on Lake Shore Drive, and betimes amused himself with civic and charitable affairs, for which he received frequent honorable mention in the newspapers. To me he seemed an attractive man, searching of eye, silent and refined of manner; the best example, as I saw it then, of your cool, discerning American businessman.

There was another man here  a part of the company, apparently  also very much respected; a little, stocky, incisive person of a decidedly Jewish cast of countenance, though his name (I forget it now) sounded Irish. One Christian Aaberg, working on the same floor with me and with whom I became extremely friendly, insisted it had been stolen or assumed. He is a Jew, make no mistake about it! he insisted. He is a Roumanian or Hungarian Jew, but he will neffer admit it!

This Christian Aaberg! What an influence he immediately began to exercise on me! That degenerate, nerve-racked body, and that mind! He was a Dane, unquestionably stemming from a well-placed family. A little rickety, out-at-elbows, shambling man, with a wrinkled, emaciated, obviously emotion-scarred face, who at forty or forty-five and after God knows what storms and rages of physical and mental dissipation, still had about him that indescribable something which for want of a better word I must speak of as breeding, not English or French or Teutonic but Scandinavian. His hair, not too closely cropped and parted in a careless and yet somehow arresting way, was limp and thin; his forehead high and protruding, almost massive; and in his eyes an arrestingly bright and almost psychopathic lustre. His hands were thin and delicate, and his feet small, almost ladylike. His face, like so many of his countrymen, suggested Andersen, Ibsen, Strindberg, Grieg. (I am thinking of the type only.)

As I learned soon enough, he was here on sufferance  by courtesy, as it were, not of Hibbard, Spencer, Bartlett & Company but of that Mr. Bartlett alone of whom I have just spoken. And as I recall Mr. Bartlett now, he seemed just the type of man who for intellectual or other reasons might befriend a wastrel like Aaberg. He had sufficient brains and temperament to apprehend the varied and storm-or emotion-rocked nature of the mind within. At any rate, and decidedly, Aaberg was of little or no value to the firm, for he could do no hard work and the powers that were could not trust him with the more complicated, though less strenuous, task of filling orders. As he himself admitted, he drank and dissipated here as in the past and often wondered aloud why it was that either Mr. Bartlett or the firm stood for him. I am no good. I am no good, he even asserted to me. I drink and run around with women. I say I am sick, but Mr. Bartlett knows better. He lets me stay because he feels sorry for me. And truly, drink and women had affected his health, and now he was shabby and sickly to look upon. Yet, as I have said, there was that strong, seeking, vital light in his eye at times; at other times a look of ineffable weariness and contempt. It said as plainly as could any words how wretchedly unimportant and dreary all this was to him. How I came to get in with him I cannot say  piling goods together, I presume. At any rate, within two or three weeks we were fast friends intellectually, and there followed a series of conversations on life and character, the import of which has endured to this day.

My Gott, how I have lived! was one of his expressions. Occasionally he would arrive on Monday morning exclaiming: My Gott! My Gott, how drunk I was yesterday! or: Oh, these women! These devils of women! When I ventured to admonish him or inquire too closely into his affairs, he would look out at me from under shaggy, protruding eyebrows and smile sardonically or shake his head in contempt. You kit, you! Dont talk such silly stuff to me! Wait until you are forty-five and broken like me. Wait until you have lived a little and know something about life. Here you are at sixteen, just beginning, and you talk to me! Ha, ha! Well, the gods must know what they are about, but I dont! And he would subside into a moody silence.

He had read  God knows what!  everything! And he it was who talked to me of Ibsen, Strindberg, Grieg, Goethe, Wagner, Schopenhauer. He would talk to me by the hour, as we piled pots and pans or buckets or bolts or rivets, of the French Revolution and the great figures in it, of Napoleon, Wellington, Tsar Alexander. Also of Peter the Great and Catharine of Russia, Frederick the Great and Voltaire, whom he admired enormously. But not the silly, glossed, emasculated data of the school histories with which I had been made familiar, but the harsh, jagged realities and savageries of the too real world in which all of them moved. And again, of Greece, of the age of the philosophers, logicians, playwrights, sculptors, architects, statesmen, warriors. He revealed as much as any history could  why it was that Aristotle was the first of the organic and realistic thinkers; why Heraclitus would always be remembered. He also told me why Socrates had been compelled to drink the hemlock; that the cross was originally a phallic symbol; elucidated for me the mysteries of the Egyptian temples, the religious festivals of the Parsees, Chaldeans, Assyrians, Persians. He talked of Danish court life in a guarded and yet suggestive way. Somewhere he had lived, and lived well. When I told him that our family was Catholic and that I still went to church, he smiled. You will come out of that, he said. You are already out and dont know it.

Although he was very poor, and living, as I gathered, on a West Side street in a Danish community on the ten dollars a week he earned, he was in no wise interested in the economic and social problems which were then  and afterwards  disturbing this country. Nor was he for any cause which looked to the bettering of the condition of the so-called poor workingman. As a matter of fact, he was an aristocrat of the most definite type, and the condition of the poor and lowly interested him not at all. More, I think he condemned them as beasts of muddy brain, having some regard for their simple virtues or abilities, but none for their thoughts. Rather, his eyes were turned to philosophy and history. Novels were weak, he said, mostly pictures of unreality. Also he was insistent in his assertion that America  aside from Poe  had no literature worthy of the name and laughed at the attempts at social life in Chicago. At the same time, he had a profound respect for American commercial ability. Of Bartlett he observed: We have few such men as that abroad. He is a common type over here.

Always infuriated by the ignorant, the dull or the inefficient, particularly when they gave themselves airs, he was inclined to belittle those around him, even too much so, and to their faces betimes, making unconscious clowns of such individuals as Raff, Lindstrom, and even Newy. And for my benefit. His method was simple. He would ask amazingly ridiculous questions with an air of the greatest gravity, pretending an interest entirely out of keeping with the subject matter but which completely deceived those with whom he dealt. Then when they took him seriously, he would smile and wink. The youth Newy he would lead on as to matters of history, art, science, politics, literature, until he had him far beyond his depth and making statements which were plainly not true. Then he would nod and smile, not even troubling to contradict him, so obvious were the errors into which he had led him. For the rest, he laughed at life, the types of human insects and numskulls it produced, and as for the American pretension to liberty, equality, fraternity, Who has liberty? he demanded. He who can get it, no other! Liberty is in here! and he would tap his forehead significantly. As for the rest, priests and the strong drive people like horses. The dumb pay tribute to everyone who can think faster than they can. Liberty! Pah!

The great fact which contact with Aaberg brought home to me was that mind, and mind alone, makes the essential difference between the masses and the classes, and thus caused me to understand that mind, and mind alone, would make or break me. Either I had it or I did not have it. If I had it, I might do much; if not, nothing. At the same time, he was quick to point out that while we had no princes or lords  individuals whom in my American fashion I deemed to be ridiculous  still here in America, and after the fashion of the feudal barons, were already men who by means of money and special privilege were seeking to establish themselves as just such and to leave immense fortunes to their children in order that they might establish caste, a money aristocracy, no less. And with that he had no quarrel either, any more than he had with our efforts to obviate the same. It was all of the very essence of life, love of change, and in his estimation strong men would always rule.

The trouble with his conclusion in regard to mind, once I came to accept it, was that I confused it with the ability to acquire what is known as polite learning and did not identify it as the directing essence of great and not necessarily scrupulous energy or force in any field. In short, I was still making the mistake of valuing polite learning and emotional joy in life as against or over special aptitudes and special bents fortified by study, and backed by generic mind, as first among the things of the earth. And so, while I saw in him a man who was learned in the various phases which I admired, he still seemed to me a failure, because he had nothing at all materially. Even such coarse animals as Ed Rapp contemned him because, forsooth, he lacked physical vitality. And our mincing friends, Newy and Gates, looked down on him because he had a foreign look. To them he had not come credentialed, as should a foreign gentleman. Our narrow-measuring floor manager could not see anything in him either, first because he was a drunkard, a parasite and physically ill, and next because he did not appear to appreciate the great dignity attaching to the position of floor manager. No doubt, he too wondered why Mr. Bartlett retained him.

Burning with desire as I was to use in an aggressive way the brain which Aaberg said I had, so that I might share in the material splendors which everywhere, as I saw, men were struggling for, I thought more and more of learning, and as my meagre free hours permitted, read  principally history and biography. And doing so, continued to think more and more of myself, regardless of my low material state. One could rise! One could rise! Actually, in a nebulous, almost unconscious way, I forecast to myself some sort of life which was not to be anything like this  some luck or energy, or both, which was to come to me and guide me. Sometimes it was a life like Napoleons that I desired to imitate; again, one like that of Bismarck or Pitt, of whom I was reading. Between times it was Macaulay or Carlyle or Dickens or Fielding whom I was ready to emulate, not as a writer exactly but as figures to whom writing had brought attention. And yet even here I was not thinking of myself as a writer, merely as one who ought to be able to distinguish himself in a particular field.

But the squeaky shoes of Purdon in the distance, or the face of Mr. Blaikie, the foreman, contemplating me from nearby, would by day recall me from my high dreams, and shamefacedly I would hustle through what I had been idling over and hasten to a new task.


CHAPTER 62

ACTUALLY THIS period stands out with a colorful electric lustre for me, so feverish was my mental effort. I was burning with desire, yearning for everything and anything which my eyes or my mind contemplated. And about me, as luck would have it, was this new city, as feverish in its quest as myself, for even then was beginning talk of the Worlds Fair, which came to pass in 1892; the revising and rebuilding of the Chicago University by John D. Rockefeller; the extension and cabling of the West and North Side street railways by Charles T. Yerkes; and the enormous extensions in the plants of the great packers and trades generally. In addition, there were in full swing the exciting wheat pit, the arrival and rapid construction of the skyscraper, the for that time broad extension of the citys park system  all things moving steadily and swiftly toward the metropolis that Chicago was to become.

To join with this just at this time was the fact that beginning with Eds and Trinas positions, things in our cubbyhole of an apartment or flat were taking a turn for the better. For Eleanor returned late this first fall and took up her abode with us, urging my mother to take a larger place in order that she might occupy a portion of it with her husband when he was in the city, and for that reason contributing something, I forget how much. Again, Al had finally secured employment with a small but rapidly growing patent cure-all company  Dr. Fahrneys Kuriko, Fahrneys Pills, Fahrneys Wild Carrot Ointment  which provided him with some mental ease and, I believe, twelve dollars a week. In passing, I may report that soon all of us were being properly dosed with all these nostrums (tonic to salve), since Al brought all of them home along with recommendations which, for the time being at least, seemed convincing. (Who does not like to try new medicines?) And lastly, Ed, growing in favor with Davis, our prospective brother-in-law, had been raised from seven to eight dollars a week. (As I have said, unlike myself he had the gift of holding his tongue.) And Trina, after finally giving up her position with the swindling picture company, had secured one as profitable with The Fair, a local department store, where she was a clerk in the stationery department. Antithetical to all this was the return of my father from Terre Haute, the mill there having shut down again, and he now began to look for work in his own line here, but without finding anything, after which he again returned to Terre Haute. Providentially, by this time my brother Rome had departed again, but only after having caused as much family distress as was humanly possible  drunkenness, arrests, quarrels. How he managed to live when away always puzzled me; he traveled so constantly and in the main dressed so well.

In short, the state of our family as a collective unit at this time was perhaps as good as it ever was, before or after. As against the injuries and disappointments of the past, it was now comparatively sound, marriages and work having, temporarily at least, disposed of a number of ills. To be sure, we four youngest did not contribute very much. Al six or seven dollars, because he was earning twelve; Ed four or five because he was earning eight; Trina three dollars because she was earning six, and I three because I was earning five; a total of somewhere near seventy dollars a month as against a rent of thirty-five dollars and food amounting to perhaps considerably more. The difference between this income and outgo must have been supplied by Eleanor, Ruth and Paul, and possibly something now and then from my sister Janet, who was financially well-placed in New York.

But now because of speaking of my father as above, I wish to offer a few words in explanation. I am not now and was not then really bitter toward him. The truth was that he was never either sufficiently liberal or engaging to evoke or deserve that affection which my mother earned. Worse, so mentally cribbed and cabined was he by his religious obsessions that he could not but prove a reducing and irritating element in any family. For in spite of his more natural and really, for the most part, human elements, he could not possibly encounter any of us without at once beginning with disturbing and even irritating inquiries as to our moral and religious conduct, which never, of course, achieved anything. True, we will admit that he had much provocation and that all were under suspicion. And when he suspected that we were becoming indifferent to the Catholic Church or that we  the girls particularly  were in danger of countenancing practices or relations which could only end in the destruction of our, to him, immortal souls, his misery was too great for words. At such times, of course  which meant nearly always  he took refuge in silent prayer. I can see him now, in his worn-out clothes, a derby or soft hat pulled low over his eyes, his shoes oiled (not shined) in order to make them wear longer, and in rainy weather a large cotton umbrella in his hand, trudging off at seven or eight every morning, rain or shine, to hear his beloved mass. If some persons take to drink and others to drugs, a far greater number become addicted to religious formulae, and with equally fatal results. Their brains simply ossify, since independent inquiry is no longer needed, and their natural emotions, being vainly rejected as sinful, transform themselves into a single aspect or expression, and they are forever on their knees before an immense and inscrutable something which cares no more for their adoration or supplications than it does for those of an expiring beetle. In short, all of the impulses to live and strive (lifes first command) are completely dissipated in appeals for mercy and spiritual salvation. Horrible! And to this are dedicated the endless religious edifices of the world!

But to return to my position with Hibbard, Spencer, Bartlett & Company. Need I rise to report that the same was not a flourishing one? Also, alas, that owing to my almost incurable tendency to converse or intellectualize or moon as I worked, I must have struck all and sundry as a poor investment, for so organized and systematized was this large and practical commercial house that no mooner or dreamer could long escape. True enough, I tried to work briskly, and in the main maybe I did  I cannot now say truly  but ones attitude is worth almost more than ones work in most places, and mine certainly was not in line with the best interests of a wholesale hardware house. What, me a bin-cleaner and case-opener, and for five dollars a week where others doing the same work were receiving seven, eight or nine! Outrageous, I thought! And this, mind you, after so recently walking the streets and eager and willing, as I thought at the time, to accept almost anything! Only in palliation of all this, I may add that carrying home my wretched five every week, I was regularly so depressed by my really anomalous and hence quite ridiculous position in life, that I did not know what to do, which way to turn in order to better myself. For certainly I was in need of decent clothing; next, a little entertainment. And then, girls, girls, girls! Were they not always in my mind? And how was I to interest any girl in a person who was so economically impossible as to have less than two dollars a week for spending money? Who could believe it? Why, I could not even afford a theatre ticket for myself, let alone another. And worse, as I saw it, I was not actually interested in the hardware business. For did I want to be a traveling salesman for a wholesale hardware firm? I knew I did not, even though at times I tried to believe that I did. To go from town to town and try to persuade people to buy things  how could one do that? I knew I could not. Besides, almost constantly at my ear, there was that same Aaberg, with his notions of what he as a prince among men, socially and otherwise, and I as a promising young intellectual, deserved. I would grow and be somebody, but not in this field, as he insisted.

And so, looking out of one or another of the windows of the firm, and always at such times as I was supposed to be working, and noting the rumbling traffic of the city and its converging and separating streams of pedestrians, I was merely wistful, dreamful, and, because of my limited state, unhappy. Ha, the wealth and power of others, those to whom for some inscrutable reason I chose to believe that I belonged! The mansions that should belong to me! The footmen, even slaves, who should how and genuflect before me! The beauties who should note and receive me, eagerly and with passionate admiration and love! The throngs that should huzzah and at the same time part and bow before me! But for what reason, exactly? I would not have ventured to whisper it to another at the time, but if you must know, it was because I was I, no more and no less!

Make sense of that who can!

But taking it all in all, perhaps the worst phase of my state at this time was that I was not in good physical condition. My appendix, as was surgically proved years later, must have been in a bad condition even at this time, since at thirty it carried seven protective layers or coats of skin due to as many youthful attacks of inflammation of the stomach  the usual medical interpretation of any fevers or disturbances in that region at that time. In consequence, my stomach and bowels were almost constantly out of order. My appetite (perhaps Mr. Paradiso had something to do with this) was bad, and I was compelled at the time of which I am writing to confine myself for not a little while to lemons, eaten undiluted  a food which gave me some relief but no great strength. Additionally, my belief that I had ruined myself sexually was as acute as ever, and the fact that I had no money to invest in the many nostrums I saw advertised seemed one of the horrors of my unfortunate state. Worse, the dust which I found it impossible to escape in cleaning bins or opening packing-cases stuffed with chaff, decayed straw or excelsior, finally acted on my lungs in a very unsatisfactory manner. I began to cough a great deal and my throat and nose were in a constantly irritated state. The total result of all this was that I felt languid, without strength, and found it almost impossible to get up in the morning at the hour demanded: five-forty-five. In short, some twenty years later, as the X-ray then proved, I had at this time suffered a severe lesion of the upper left lung, which subsequently, and due to various outdoor and so fresh air tasks, as you will see, healed and finally left me as strong, apparently, as I would have been had I never suffered any lung lesion whatsoever.

But the peculiar semi-morbid and semi-poetic state of that day! The at last resigned and melancholy eye with which I viewed all beauty! It might be raining. And from one of the windows of this store I could see the immense crowds of the city, bobbing along, and so rhythmically, under umbrellas, so that at last I was more conscious of the material rhythm than I was of the crowds or the units that composed them. There was rhythm, rhythm, rhythm  and somehow men and crowds and wagons and every moving thing fell into it, although they were unconscious of it. And in the rain and under umbrellas or raincoats or covered wagon-tops, all life seemed to flow so softly and smoothly. But to where? And for what? To their homes  to their work; to their homes  to their work  went my mind, rhyming the more. And as for the horses and wagons and cars, they too  to their homes, the barns, or to the citys heart and back again  systole  diastole  and as for the rain itself, it came in gusts and lulls, like the wind, on the back of which it rode. And now here were clouds, and then bright weather, clouds and bright weather, or rain and no rain, or a job and then no job, or hunger and then not hunger, or sleeping and then waking, and then sleeping and then waking.

Yet behind me might be a box which I should be opening instead of rhyming so, and Mr. Purdon, (who knows?) watching me from afar, for I could never be sure.

But then again there would be pigeons, flying over some portion of the downtown section which I could see from where I worked, and these I would follow, now high, now low, now into the very streets and gutters where they sought food. And at once I would be off and away  how high, how far, how free! And dreaming to fly with them  up into the heart of a blazing noon, or an evening setting sun, but never, never to cease flying or seeing or dreaming.

Oh, never!

But from all this, how well you can gather and understand that it was but a short time before Mr. Purdon, squeaky shoes or no squeaky shoes, began to observe and to make clear that he thought me a useless person. And so from then on I suffered from the added conviction that shortly, if not just then, I was to be discharged. His suspicious eyes! His dark, disconcerting frown and occasional inquiries! Why had I not found time to do this or that? Why? And I so much wanted to be fixed somewhere and earning money! Naturally I became very despondent, since about me were endless evidences of the rewards which follow on patient industry of sorts. Our floor manager, for instance and as I had soon learned, had been with the house fifteen years and was now earning the, to me, amazing sum of forty-five dollars a week! Mr. Purdon, my shoe-squeaking Nemesis, had begun as an errand boy and was now superintendent, and at fifty dollars a week. The road salesmen were all once order clerks but now earning thirty-five dollars and expenses. Bookkeepers, bill clerks, checkers, had risen to be managers, stock invoicers and the like. A great world! But as for me.... I thought of quitting, yet hadnt I failed at everything else so far?

Finally Christmas came, and with it general excitement about the place, for this was the time when discharges as well as promotions, raises in salary and the like were put into effect. And really from the first of December on  but now especially during the last four or five days before Christmas  quite everyone was openly speculating as to whether his salary would be raised  even myself, if you will believe it. For did I really believe that I was as hopeless as Mr. Purdon made out or that he could be  well, you know  cruel enough, etc.? I really did not  not wholly. Besides, it was the custom of the firm to raise all faithful employes at least one dollar a year. And, better or worse, one week before Christmas an annual gift of turkeys was posted: signs on each floor to the effect that in a great cold room in the basement were hung the birds to which all employés properly entitled to the same were free. But were all entitled? Only those who had worked for the company a year or more. No others. Therefore, all I could do at this time was to look in and see how enticing they were, and wish. For how happy I would have been to carry one home to my mother! The pride! The glow! Yet the turkeys came and went  all gone before Christmas even  and so that sorrow over.

But next, on Christmas Eve itself, came the pay envelopes and promotions and discharges and the like, for it was a custom of this firm to deliver the pay for that week regardless of the fact that it might be two or three days early, and to place in the envelope whatever raise or promotion had been fixed upon. Also  a most cruel custom this one  a blue slip in the envelopes of those who were to be discharged, and which stated as much: After December 31st next your services will no longer be required. And it was Mr. Thomas Purdon, no less, who was delivering all these. And with what a cheerful air, a smile even, not alone to those who were to receive more pay but to those who were to be discharged. I recall his smile as he handed me mine. Yet when he arrived on our floor on this day and gathered, as was his custom, all of the employes of that floor about him, I was actually tremulous with both hope and fear  not fear alone, really. And though he bent on me his cynical and even contemptuous eye and smirk as he handed me my envelope, I thought, well, he may not be so bad after all. He certainly looks and acts very cheerful. (To this moment I can see the sizeable crowd of human flotsam, myself among them, all so eagerly watchful of what he held in his hand and what he was likely to say.) Theodore Dreiser! he called, the small envelope held in his hand, and then that smirk: Here you are!

I stepped aside and opened my envelope. And there it was! No increase! Instead a blue slip, with the words stated. And along with that, my final weeks five! Ah! I can see the little scene as plainly as if it had happened yesterday. And the morrow might have been so wonderful had this envelope been favorable. But now as it was, my dream of a merry Christmas was over. Instead I was not only shaken but frightened as I thought of another long search for work. The grey, the cold, the admission to my mother and all that I was discharged! I was ready to cry, and did later. Only at the moment I went and got my hat and coat preparatory to slipping out as unobtrusively as possible. I did not intend to return the day after Christmas; I was too ashamed.

But as I was putting on my coat, the thought came to me that if I could see Mr. Bartlett, the tall, cool, military gentleman who was so active in the firms affairs and who had always appeared to me so intelligent, sensitive and somehow kindly-minded, I might explain to him how hard it was on me to discharge me just now; that I was ashamed to have my family know, and that if he would let me go on for a little while longer I would try and do better. Uncertain of my courage and yet still thinking of doing this, I hurried downstairs, but when I saw him standing near his own office, which faced the aisle to the door, and greeting the various employés as they went out, I first paused, thinking  impossible  then next my mother and home coming to mind, managed to approach and exclaim: Mr. Bartlett! Wondering, no doubt, what of all his employés I could want of him, he turned and surveyed me keenly through his glasses. I doubt whether he had ever noticed me before.

Yes? he said.

I work on the fourth floor under Mr. Blaikie, I began, quickly. I have been here since October. I thought I was going to get a raise to-night, but I have been discharged. I didnt want to be discharged now, because the family. Here my voice gave out and I began to cry.

Yes, yes, he said, dont cry. I suppose you were discharged because you were not useful enough or the floor didnt require you. You dont want your family to know, is that it?

Yes, sir, I managed to choke out. If I could just stay a little while longer, I...

Never mind, now, he said, consolingly, you got a blue slip, didnt you? Where is your envelope? What is your name?

He took my torn envelope and checked my name and salary.

Very good, now, he said, I should not really do this; we have many such appeals. But perhaps you will do better next year. Anyhow, you are not discharged, and I wish you a merry Christmas.

He laid one hand on my shoulder, and the touch of sympathy quite upset me. I turned my head toward his office door to avoid detection on the part of the many in the great room. Then I hurried away to try to enjoy one of the most depressing Christmas Eves and Christmas days I have ever endured.


CHAPTER 63

LIKE ALL such compromises with inefficiency, this retention of my services was of little, if any, value to myself, and none at all, I am sure, to the firm. Unfortunately, Mr. Bartletts better Judgment was overcome by my emotion, but Mr. Purdon, when he saw me retained, was not so moved. Meeting me in one of the aisles on the second or third of January, he observed, rather dourly: You got off by crying this time, but you wont get off another year. Since then I have always been ashamed that my spirit was so poor that it would endure an insult of this kind and still hang on, but so it was. Why I was so lacking in courage I do not know  throughout all of these subsequent years I have sought to make amends. The only excuse I can think of is that all told, and as I have said, my physical condition was low and I was probably lacking in vitality. At any rate, my lungs really were in a serious condition, and I stood in great need of getting out in the air again rather than staying on at such a dusty task as that. Yet stay on I did. And for begging! And to my greater physical injury, as I will show. Yet with Aaberg as a sort of professor of philosophy, history, religion, and even science, I drifted on physically and intellectually for six or seven months more, and was at least improved by that, although at no time did I think of a way out or of even quitting. Fear, and nothing more.

Meanwhile, in my own home I was garnering lessons in economics, sociology, or inefficiency versus efficiency, plus order, force and the like. For our home at this time, as always, was a kind of chaffering camp in which every theory of living and sustaining oneself was either advocated or discussed. Along with a kind of blood affection or rapprochement, there was in all of us a growing sense of individuality which effected eventually decidedly sharp differences in tastes and aims. Indeed, every single member of our family, in so far as I could see, from then on was first and foremost an individualist, guarding his individuality with an almost savage vitality, and yet not attempting to interfere very much with the individuality of the others. Only one of us, my sister Eleanor, seemed to have any real penchant for interfering and imposing ways and theories upon us, and that sprang not only from a restless and, as I sometimes thought, scatter-brained desire to improve herself but her very recent success in capturing a strong, vital, successful man. It had given her notions far beyond her real insight and set her to lecturing, criticizing and dictating where as yet was no real equipment for the same. At the same time, while really re-mouthing such scraps as she gathered from her liege lord, she was giving herself airs which tended to anger if not wholly alienate every other member of the family. By no means as liberal or as gropingly speculative as was Ruth, and without the basic educational training which Trina had thus far obtained, she set herself to asserting that she was the one to tell all of us, including my mother, how to do.

Thus, first of all, and no sooner had she returned, than she was convinced and determined that we should move to a larger apartment, or rather house  a good one in a better neighborhood. For her husband would never countenance such a shabby flat as that in which we were then living. More: Jim, you know, she was constantly saying, comes from such a fine family. His parents are very well-to-do, one of the best families in Rochester. They have such a beautiful home there. My goodness, you should just see his sisters and brothers! They move in the very best society!

As a matter of fact, the Harahans, while wealthy and of good standing in their own community, were little more than a new-rich Irish Catholic family, with the usual Irish Catholic pretensions to social superiority. But beyond that, nothing  not a novel intellectual or artistic idea among the lot of them. Instead, a huge commonplace house set in a great lawn, carriages, the standardized furniture and doings of their day and neighborhood. In short, silks and velvets and red and yellow plush. The only time I ever saw this house  which was years later  it was stuffed with the usual atrocities of furniture and art conceived in Grand Rapids, La Crosse and Keokuk, the neo-American idea of the artistic and the beautiful. But unaccustomed to anything so pretentious and having no artistic standards whatsoever to fall back upon, Eleanor was, of course, impressed by all this. She appeared to feel that she had been lifted into and made a part of something which, while it transcended her present understanding and training, was not beyond the limits of her comprehension. How weak her understanding of it all really was may be gathered from the fact that she desired to be worthy of it, and being worthy of it meant that she must give herself airs, dress to the extreme limit of her purse, and do her best to inculcate her new conceptions of taste and culture into the remaining members of her family.

The only trouble was that in her insistence on manners and culture à la the Harahans, she became almost as obnoxious as my father with his religious views or my brother Rome with his drinking. As I have said before, we must not do thus and so; we must not say this or that. Our furniture was, of course, out-of-date and taste and must be replaced by such atrocities or their copies as now filled the house of Harahan. This last had one disadvantage  much of the furniture having been paid for by money collected from most of the rest of us, we were not prepared to see it thrown out unless it should be replaced at her expense  a conclusion which kept most of the furniture just where it was.

Why dont she go and live with the Harahans if theyre so very superior, instead of coming here and living with us, contribution or no contribution? was the comment of Trina, I believe. But we did not take into consideration, I fear, her love for her mother, which was as great as that of any of us. In short, as I have said, and in order to be close to her mother, she brought Harahan to the house  a suite of rooms having been arranged for them  and together they went carriage-riding of a Sunday, visited the theatres, dined at the principal restaurants, and gave themselves many airs. At the same time, if I recall some quarrels and charges correctly, she failed to contribute very much more than her pro-rata share toward the family expenses.

Perhaps it was knowledge of this fact that by degrees came to irritate the rest of us  Ruth, Al, Trina and myself  who, as we saw it, were constantly being told what and how we should do, without in any material or definite way being helped to do it. I, for one, as I saw it, had scarcely any decent clothes to wear. And this was nearly as true of the others, Ruth excepted  a state which brought about frequent discussions as to whether this second Chicago venture was any better than the first. For all such talk and goings-on, there was too little money, too little order; an awful botch, as Al used to phrase it. And yet we hung on together, Trina, Ed, Al, and myself, feeling that we really constituted a unit within the family and so ought to hang together, read such books as we could agree on, go to such cheap shows as we could afford, or attend such lectures or free public affairs as the city was constantly providing for the poor. Yet among us four again were divisions, for Trina and myself, as well as Trina and Al, did not always get along together. Trina, as I was seeing her at that time, was too critical, stingy, and strait-laced. As for Ed, he was frequently too youthful in his tastes or mood to suit our older whims. Thus it came about that a strong mental as well as social alliance between Al and myself, as opposed to a simpler and less mental bond between Ed and myself, sprang up. I it was who induced Al to read Dickens, Scott, Hawthorne, Irving, Stevenson, Crockett, Barrie, and Jerome K. Jerome. Deeming him, by reason of his enforced attendance at a Catholic school and his early childish apprenticeship to labor, to have been robbed of his rightful claim to an education, I found myself trying to make up to him for his lost opportunity. Ethically enthused in his behalf, I repeated to him the arguments of Aaberg as they came to me, and together we practically agreed that there was little or nothing to Catholicism. Yet believe it or not, we went to church. Again, because he was original, witty, and a clever mimic, I endeavored to restore his enthusiasm for the stage, and urged him not to sink back into the humdrum of day labor. He agreed, but the struggle for time as well as means, working as he did, was too severe.

Personally, and in spite of all these things of which I have complained, I continued constantly to read, and in that way to broaden my understanding and so to get some line on my future. But I could not. For nothing in the trade world seemed to interest me. I could think of other jobs, such as thus far I had had, but beyond those, nothing. Reason, as I saw it then: no technical training. And worse, no capacity for the same. Then how in Gods name, as I sometimes asked myself? What was I to do? How make anything of myself? And should I not be able, and soon, to solve that, where was I to end? I confess that at times my depression was enormous. At other times, minor diversions aiding me, I lost myself in dreams, experienced sudden and unexplained elations, only to swing back toward enormous morbidities. Yet when with others, and dreaming of girls, life, money somewhere, somehow, I found myself proclaiming the doctrine of opportunity and hope, and so convinced myself of the tremendous import of life. The hope, for instance, of fighting my way to the heart of a beautiful girl was a constant stimulus. Of succeeding in some distinguished way (yet how?) was another. Joy, as I was determined, was to be fished out of the sea of life; sorrow to be evaded, maybe. Only sorrows presence, the slowness of joys coming, the uncertainty of everything, were the great drawbacks. I might dream and dream, and proclaim and proclaim, yet alone I returned to sorrow.


CHAPTER 64

ONE OF my great reliefs, and even delights, at this time was the theatre, a form of diversion which palled upon me in later years but at this particular period seemed the epitome of all transcendent earthly blisses. In Evansville, years before, I had seen my first show, given by a minstrel troupe of which Paul made one  the interlocutor  Ed, Al and myself, occupying seats in the gallery. Later, in Warsaw, both Ed and I constantly pestered our mother for as much as fifteen cents per week in order that we might see the strolling repertoire shows which occasionally visited that town. What dramas and comedies have I not seen given by the most inadequate and limited of companies: East Lynne, Uncle Toms Cabin, The Bells of Corneville, The Octoroon, The Mikado (with a chorus of two girls only!), The Silver King, The Danites  a long list!

The Opera House, or combined store and theatre building, in Warsaw boasted an orchestra of seven or eight pieces, conducted by a local carpenter who was also the leader of the town band, and this orchestra  part band and part orchestra  was almost as much of a delight to me as the show itself. For interpreted by it  and badly, as you may well guess  I first heard La Paloma, (fitting in with my current delight in Irvings Alhambra), selections from The Beggar Student,

Carmen,

Poet and Peasant, and William Tell, operas the import of which I could not even guess, though their names I much admired  they smacked of romance. Not only that, but the variety of the instruments, including, as they did, two violins, a trombone, a cornet, a bass viol, a cello, a flute and several drums of different sizes and all beaten by the same man, permitted of wonderment, if nothing more. For in this orchestra was one man who played not only the cornet but the flute, changing from one to the other very swiftly at times, trilling a few notes on one and then giving a short, quick blast on the other, an operation most amazing if not always tuneful. However, knowing nothing of music, technically or otherwise, these little difficulties could not really disturb me much, lost as I was in the contemplation of perfections which had no relation  or small, at least  to the shabby world of fact before me.

For the youthful imagination of almost any race or community always glides over, I think, the homely defects or simplicities with which it has to deal. Your small town audience  of that day, at least  and even the members of its barnstorming casts, were not dealing with the paste and papier-mâché of their humble art, but rather with what life always seeks to create and that which for the most part it succeeds in achieving  a delightful illusion. Thus, these commonplace members of this Warsaw orchestra, who by day were barbers, clerks, grocers and the like, were by no means commonplace individuals to me. They had become, and that by virtue not only of their instruments  which were important enough and capable of effecting a great illusion in regard to them  but by reason of their being now and at night a part of that glistening paradise which belongs to no country and no time  the stage itself  not only different but strange and even wonderful. All of them wore dress suits, of course; all had their hair and moustaches carefully dressed. All seemed most earnestly concerned with the hieroglyphics of their music pages before them, and so by dint of thought and arrangement they passed over into a realm so perfect that they seemed more related to paradise than to life.

And in the matter of music, the transmutation of reality into paradisiacal fancy was even more astonishing. It did not occur to me, for instance, that the Overture to William Tell or The Beggar Student was being either well or badly interpreted. I was in no position to judge as to that. But under the spell of some simple passage, feelingly conceived in the first instance and here translated as well as the sensitivity of our local workmen-musicians would permit, and under such conditions as I have set forth, my fancy expanded and responded in such a way as to make veritable and present realms on which no merely mortal eye has ever looked. Imperial stallions thundering over immensities of space; cloud castles lying bathed in the sapphire of unknown moons; giants and dwarfs conferring in Cymric shadows; gorgons and salamanders of fire fighting in the sun; hosts of angels in ordered and rushing flight winnowing the immensities of time and eternity.

And yet, with all this, claptrap scenery and most wretched mimes, I am sure. But glorified by the imagination and illusions of youth. A paper rock hacked by painted if torn canvas, and presto, a mountain view of unparalleled grandeur! A wooden bench, a tin basin, and a wooden door near at hand  behold, you were before a woodland cottage of great beauty and most gloriously placed! Three bearded and black-garbed men huddled about a small red glass and gas-jet stage fire, and behold the entire and almost illimitable bandit-infested West of 1849! In short, a thunder-storm upon the stage was almost more real than about our own door. And besides, and just then (why?), there was no beauty equal to that of a stage beauty. More, when I first saw a girl in tights, I was so shocked that I trembled. And so on, through many representations of life.

This even extended to our local stage curtain. Surrounded by advertisements of butcher and baker, tailor and grocer, druggist and banker, was painted a small turret balcony, overhanging, presumably, a Swiss or Scandinavian lake scene. And in the foreground a few swans drifted, their necks romantically arched, their bodies regally and lightly floating on the water; in the distance a mere dab of a sail suggesting occupants and  morning or evening  a dreamy hour of contemplation. But was I the swan upon the lake, the idle dreamer in the tower, the idle dreamer under the sail? I was! And where the water rippled, I was the water and the ripple; the trees, the wind, the silence, the light. And beyond it again, among the sublime peaks, there was I, my heart and soul enlarged as under the spell of a magic opiate! Already upon entering the Opera House, the commonplace local world about me had vanished, and in its place had appeared this super-cosmic realm wherein my wand-commanded fancy had forgotten all commonplace things. I was in that land of illusion which seemingly has no relation to reality and yet ever has its roots therein, like those water plants that reaching down through muck and ooze still find something that is neither muck nor ooze.

But to return to Chicago. The plays I had seen in Warsaw had whetted my appetite for the stage to such an extent that by now I was enamored of every play-form or scheme of entertainment of which I was conscious. The heavy tragedian, the ruthless villain, the disheveled maiden tortured by love or deprivation in any form, the frittering clown or comedian, were all bedded in my fancy as among the most fascinating of earthly delights. Similarly, those ragamuffin farceurs of the vaudeville stage  the Irish comedian, with red hair and green whiskers; the fat Germans with immense paunches, wooden shoes, and pancake hats; the blackface comedians, with thick red lips, woolly hair and white eyes; and the baggy-trousered, full-whiskered Jews, their hats spreading their ears sidewise, tickled my fancy to the verge of convulsions. Armed with a bag of peanuts and the handbill of the play, I was wont, when means permitted  sometimes with Al and Ed, sometimes alone  to betake myself to the topmost gallery, there to look down on all the delightful sea of life below. And what a sea  the heads, so orderly that they resembled cherries in a box; the air itself so hot and stuffy and tobaccoladen as to threaten suffocation! But still perfect to me. And therein, what hours! What anticipations! And afterward, were Al or Ed or both along, we would go home pretending ourselves to be comedians and repeating all of the bon mots and delicacies of accent and gesture which we could recall.

I would not dwell on all this in this fashion save for the fact that the playhouse as I tasted it at that time was responsible for the endurance in me of many illusions far beyond their normal length of life. As unbelievable as it may be  my reading, experiences and other things considered  I still took stage drama, or rather stage melodrama, for practically what it represented itself to be. Love, as I saw it here, was not as it was in life  I did not then know how it was in real life, but only as I thought it was or should be  sensual and enticing  but here I found it exalted, enduring, reforming, refining, a long list; in other words, as the melodramatist appeared to believe it was, and as I there and then accepted it  on the stage. And so for me, and in spite of Aaberg and others, the doctrine of a moral order, with evil garbed as evil and easily detectable, and good arrayed as good, was still obviously true, in the theatre. Bad men and women were obviously to be known by their clothes. At the same time, many notions which my father valiantly retained and defended were here shown to be of no binding force to others, for gay girls romped with men in a most unseemly manner, and tights and low-cut dresses were flaunted in a most un-Christian fashion.

Not only that, but amazing to me were the various phases of luxury which I saw most adequately portrayed and which contrasted so sharply with the life I was leading: banquet scenes, men in evening dress, balls and garden parties, and such Aladdin-like spectacles as The Crystal Slipper,

Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves,

The Isle of Champagne,

The Queens Mate, and Sinbad, The Sailor. All were given for the most part in the old Chicago Opera House, a building which was subsequently widely heralded as the first skyscraper of the western world. It was ten stories high. Here I viewed those, to me, amazing miracles of the ballet masters art: hundreds of girls in fleshings, capes and costumes of all the colors of the rainbow, turning and parading in evolutions which were as mystically sweet as motions can be, the while comedians of subsequently national reputation entertained all by their antics. Thus I recall Eddie Foy, De Wolf Hopper, William Seabrooke, Frank Bush. Also I saw property flowers unfold only to reveal a naïve semi-nude maiden at each heart. And before stage waterfalls, in glistening caves and chasms in the mountains and under the sea, I beheld those diverting creations of the scene-painter and the electrician here for the first time employed on any stage, I do believe  the electrical effects, I mean  and needless to say, I clothed these illusions in even richer colors than the pantomimist dreamed of attempting.

Ah, the long history of the world! Its written word! The endless exposures and explanations of life that have been made! And to think that millions are hourly born into the world to whom even the misleading written knowledge of the world is and will remain a sealed book! Planets and their inhabitants coming and going. Continents on this one rising from and sinking into the sea again; a moon splitting off and swinging about this one (its mother), as a satellite, a cow and her calf. Now submerged and now visible continents such as here and now have arisen and faded, as plants, as fields of strange grains, races and nations. The North and South American continents above or under the sea how often? And the memory of their various flora and fauna, where? Is it not plain that man is not intended for wisdom?

And yet here was I nibbling at wisdom, my petty self capable of gathering but little of all that had gone before, seeking to know. But what? The futilities of the economics and sociology of this world? Its emotions, hopes and despairs  or its reflection, the stage? The comédie humaine! And yet, born without cognizance of it, and without even sufficient time to discover a tithe of all that had been and had always been made plain on this planet alone.


CHAPTER 65

BY SUCH a mixture of the pleasant and the unpleasant, I finally reached the summer of 1888, by which time I was seventeen. My body was about as emaciated as it might well be. And yet, in spite of this, I was still fairly vital and mentally alert. At that, though, the dusty task of bin-cleaning was really telling on my lungs; for a time my sputum was faintly tinged with blood. Also I was feeling more and more weary of all that I was doing and would stand at one of the windows of this wholesale hardware house, reasonably concealed by boxes, and sigh for the freedom of the world which I saw outside. I have described the pigeons, the crowds, the Lake. At work or idling, I was always dreaming.

At the same time, I do not wish the reader to understand, in spite of all I have said, that I was really so completely sick or broken physically as to be more than hypochondriacal and mentally discordant. After all, weak or oppressed lungs, a disordered stomach, and an imaginary sex weakness do not necessarily spell much more than varying hours of hypochondria. And underlying my ills was an intense nervous or mental health which needed little more than a change of air and some assurance as to the future to lift me physically also. Even as it was, as I have said, I was not without hours of intense and vivid pleasure in the scenes about me. Nature, my shoulder companion, on Sundays, holidays, nights and mornings, was ever before and with me. Despite all my ills, imagined or real, I fairly reveled in the quiet and unobtrusive as well as the spectacular phases of life  its unfailing and so moving artistry. Working Chicago! Working Chicago! Its smoke palls, fogs, rains, snows, blizzards  with people bending their bodies low against shrieking winds! The crowds of commonplace boys and girls, men and women, who journeyed to and from work morning and evening, crowded so grotesquely in the vari-colored, small horse cars. The factories and shops! Their screaming whistles! the sublimity of crowds in half lights  those of the night or the early hours before dawn! Actually I think the mystery, charm and poetry of life were as high and clear in me then as ever before or since. But as for expression, I lacked even the thought of it  no suitable form or words, though paintings and writings were always a part of my intellectual as well as emotional life. I think I even preferred galleries of paintings to libraries of books. Certainly I cared for them as much.

As for the other members of my family  more particularly my father and mother and those brothers and sisters closest to me in years  I have often wondered since how that particular winter impressed them. For reactions such as mine are more or less common to all; most certainly they were to my mother, who often paused to remark on them, and so feelingly. My father, too. And Al, if not the others. And one of the definite and moving impressions of my mother that I took at just this time was of a lovely, poetic and yet cabined and quite enslaved spirit, who because of poverty and a lack of practical training, as well as the absence of any marked strain of selfishness or unrest in herself, was content to remain and act as servant to as well as cement between the various and restless and changing spirits of her children.

And in that connection let me say, and with feeling, that I cannot imagine what this home, any more than any of the others earlier, would have been without her. For that curiously binding spirit which she exercised and which bound us all was here as powerful as elsewhere, and to me so moving and even dramatic in a strong, compelling way. For already at forty-eight or thereabouts, she had come such a long way in poverty, and yet was still laboring through its aftermath. And at five-thirty each weekday morning was up and preparing the lunches of those of us who were going early to work. Indeed, I see her now, a fleshy if not large woman, from whom most of the delicacy of youth had departed and yet whose soul was as sweet as any girls, moving here and there about her almost servantlike labors. And with no good dresses to speak of any more, mostly that modified Moravian habit of black, with the nun-like collar, which I must say became her truly sacrificial spirit. Yet her dreams of a superior home of any kind by now surely dissipated. And little thought of anything other than that we youngest ones were to succeed and be happy. It was so evident, from all that she did. Yes, even then, and not for her own sake but theirs.

For who shall sing the song of the true mothers of the world?

Or dare curse life when patient, unrequited hands take up so heavy a load?

Or assert that cruelty in this life realm is not balanced by tenderness?

Or that self-immolation does not even the scale against selfishness?

* * *

For over against grasping greed I place the endless patient risings at dawn of mothers; And opposite vanity and selfish indifference I set down the white, strained faces of watching mothers; And against the fevers and cruelties of desire I put over the self-immolations of the mothers of the offspring of that desire  

And I defy you to say that the scales that weigh inequity are not even!

I may add that these lines spring from my boyish impressions of my experiences with my mother; the sympathy and delicacy that on all occasions  the most trying  could refrain from inquiry or prying criticism; the mercy so wide that there was no ill or infirmity that could not be sheltered beneath it, no weakness of temper that her sweetness of mood could not dilute. I have seen fears in her eyes which never found vocal expression, and defeated hopes which never crossed the portals of her mouth. So often she knew, while refraining from the censure of seemingly knowing; she understood, and yet her understanding was all too often veiled in her eyes.

In those days I was up and doing as early as five forty-five. By six I would have a cold bath, and from then on for perhaps twenty or twenty-five minutes I might be dressing and eating (the little that I could eat). I had learned by experience to calculate the running time of the cars to such a nicety that I could almost foretell the possible delays of any morning and so arrive exactly at seven. Usually between breakfast and the time of leaving I had six or seven minutes of leisure, and these I would spend in a rocking chair on the back porch which overlooked our court and the stretch of houses beyond, or, in very cold weather, I would sit by a window, singing and thinking of the mystery of life and of my future. Like the rest of the flora and fauna of the world, I was growing toward fruition or bloom without knowledge of the processes involved. The art of the jumbled streets, the rancid alleys, the little cars jingling along all day for profit, the little stores, the dirty river, with its dark, inscrutable waters: all moving, soothing, beautiful, rewarding. It was like listening to an enticing symphony. Most of all, the art of the accidental experiences of individuals appealed to me: the bits of death, wealth, fame, failure, with which the newspapers were crowded. Life was a living, dancing picture; it was a realm in which on every hand plays and operas were being enacted. People whispered to each other of their unutterable tragedies or believed their salving hopes; they sat on commonplace chairs and told of doings which were related in texture to the great novels as I knew them. I was beginning to suspect already that life was better than any book. Who could transfer to me by writing the life that I was seeing and feeling? No, the thing was inviolate, perfect in itself; it encompassed all in its perfection, was all perfection. Why, right in my own home, as I saw it even then, was the best time ever, only it was slipping away. My mother, my father, my brothers and sisters, my life and all that had hitherto been a part of it! All! That was the thing I was beginning to feel and see as an undertone. This perfection was not static, although forever young, forever dramatic, forever tense. Only I and all others who were now moving along and out of it, were not permanently of it, in this form, anyhow. We, too, all of us, were fading and eventually ending. Ah!

But just as I was beginning to think that the material aspects of my necessities were about as bad as they could be, there arrived on the scene, and at the office of Hibbard, Spencer, Bartlett & Company, that tall New England spinster of my Warsaw school days  Miss Fielding, if you please  from whom I had parted without a word and had heard nothing of since leaving except that she had accepted a position in Worcester, Massachusetts, the year after I left school. Nevertheless, here she was, called to become principal of an outlying Chicago High School  Irvington, I think  and her proposal after explaining that she had just been over to see my mother and secured my address, was that I resign the work that I was now shirking and spend the next year, or two, at best, at the State University of Indiana. And at her expense, if you please! And in order to discover whether or not I had a peculiar bent or aptitude which I could develop and then follow to success. For she was insistent of her conviction that such was the case. More, that under the circumstances it was my duty to go, since having taught me one year in Warsaw she had not been able to get me out of her mind. And since now she had more money and a good position and was feeling so keenly about this, well... therefore.

But imagine my astonishment, as well as my doubts, plus, if you will believe it, not a little shame in regard to my work here  not my idling and discharge but the commonplaceness of it all, if you please, and especially after all that had been said to me in Warsaw in regard to my possibilities. Ah! In consequence, instead of acquiescing with alacrity, as might have been expected, I retreated, pretending to be interested not in the work so much as the prospects of this place, and so, and as usual, made a gauche spectacle of myself, as you may well guess.

But Miss Fielding! Her eyes! Her sympathetic, helpful smile! How clearly I see her looking at me as of yore in Warsaw!

Now, Theodore, she explained quickly when she saw my puzzled and uncertain look, I have come here especially to do this, and you must help me. I have the money. I do not need it myself, and it is something I want to do for you and for myself, and you must let me do it. I have thought of you ever since you left Warsaw. I know so much more than you think; I understand you, Theodore, so much better than you think I do. And I need to do this for myself. It is a shame you shouldnt have been permitted to finish your high school work there. (She did not know that I had personally deserted it.) You are too young, really, to know the importance of finding yourself. A year or two at college, if it-doesnt do anything else, will make you think.

She hurried on over many points relative to education and my life which I have forgotten. The principal thing was her intense enthusiasm for me, her determination to make me leave this work, the joy she insisted would be hers in assisting me in this way.

That I speculated much on the fortuitousness and fortune of this is natural. It was such an unexpected and almost spectacular way out of my difficulties. I forgot to say that my father in the interim of the spring months had again returned to Terre Haute and that my mother alone was left to judge of the import of this proposition. As usual, I shifted the responsibility as lightly as I could to her, whereupon Miss Fielding said she would at once return and place the matter before her.

As anyone might have known, it was not difficult to convince my mother. When did she ever balk at any scheme which would give happiness or advancement to her children? As I recall it, she was greatly impressed and even astonished at this windfall in my direction. That a woman so well-placed (for she was by now, as I have said, a principal in one of the outlying high schools of Chicago) should look me up in this fashion was, to say the least, a great tribute to me in her eyes. I think my standing in the family rose at once, and to a very high point. Also I remember pluming myself on my individuality and feeling that there must be something to me after all. Why not? Was not Miss Fielding actually inviting me to her rooms in order to give me some advice, instructing me in the general nature of the work at the State University and the character and personality of one David Starr Jordan, who was then President of this college. More, as she made clear to me at this time, she had resented the, as she put it, unjust disrepute into which our family had fallen in Warsaw. It was all petty and unfair and dangerous to my personal moral and budding talent, if any.

You need not feel so badly about it, Theodore, she said, although by this time I was not feeling badly about it at all. Quite other things were filling my mind, as you have seen. I tell you, the world is full of half-concealed shames and tragedies. But they are not really important here, there, or anywhere. What I want you to do is to study and develop your mind. Read philosophy and history. You will see how life works and how mistaken or untrue most beliefs are. Read Spencer. Read a life of Socrates. Read Marcus Aurelius and Emerson. You have the capacity for rising high in the world, and I want you to do it. Dont let any little beliefs as to family scandals or disgraces lower your personal pride. Your life is yours, and people will take you as an individual, and only so. They will not trouble about your family if you are all that you ought to be.

I felt, for the time being at least, that I was one of the most important youths that ever was.


CHAPTER 66

THE ENSUING weeks after this proposal and decision were spent, in part at least, in visiting about with Miss Fielding and reading at home and in the city library with a view to finding something of what college life was likely to be, even if from no better source than works of fiction: Tom Brown at Rugby,

Four Years at Harvard,

A Collegiates Remembrances of Princeton, together with such college curriculums as I could find. But with little result, since they did not bear directly on what I wished to know or what I might expect at the State school for which I was destined. Again, the time was short  it was somewhere around August first when Miss Fielding first called to talk to me, and about September first when she came to say I must quit what I was doing and prepare to leave. I had been afraid to tell anyone at the hardware house about my good fortune, for fear I should be discharged before I was ready to go, so I kept mum until four or five days before I was ready to go and then began telling those immediately about me. The effect was electric, as change always is.

I have always rejoiced in the eagerness of so-called living things for change, that strange something in nature that wants to be on the go. We talk of stable things, but nothing is stable. If you let things alone, they change almost as swiftly as if you attack them personally. Buildings, cities, nations, ideas, gods, and even ethical conceptions, go by the board. The rains, the winds, the frosts, the tides, the moods, angers and delights of men, are eating at all visible and invisible things. The vast creative impulses of life, or in the phrase of the world, God himself, are on the move, and the fixed envies the unstable and the unstable the fixed. Only a love of beauty endures: that strange taste for joy and delight in mental and material harmonies, although even there change is conceivable  a variation from what is here known as beauty. Is beauty the same to the savage as to the poet, to the animal as to man?

Among these men whom I had come to know  Aaberg, Rapp, Kiber, Newy and others  I had noted this tendency to envy every suggestion of beneficial change or promotion for others. No one was really made sorry by anothers downfall, though a certain amount of wordy sympathy was always expressed, but when anyone rose higher, then came the look of envy, distress, self-commiseration, a certain something which suggested that if thought could prevent it, you would really not get what you felt you had. I think Aaberg was as sincere as anyone, and his congratulations were more genuine than most of the others.

Ha! he exclaimed when I told him. So you are leaving! I am glad for you, but that leaves me here with no one to talk to but these swine! God damn! Why should you have to go to college? Still, your life is not mine, and you are young. I know you will get along. You have no vices, and you think. But I am sorry. My own life is a hell of a thing. What a botch I have made of it! But so it is! He waved his thin, almost emaciated hands. He seemed to see before him long, darkening years for which he could find no remedy.

To young Ed Rapp, our horse-like floor-worker, I spoke of my coming change, but more by way of jest than earnest, to see what effect it would have on him.

College, eh? he exclaimed, lustily, with a blinking attempt at solemnity. Well, I went to school up here in Lakeview four or five years ago, but Jees, I couldnt learn nothin. They used to try to make me study arithmetic, but I told em to go to hell. The old man wanted me to go, but I wouldnt. I threatened to lick the teacher once, and they put me out. Taint nothin that I care anything about.

In him apparently was no faintest notion of what it was all about.

Theodore Kiber, a youth whom I may or may not have mentioned but a beginner like myself and deeply interested in prohibition as a cure for nearly all social ills, was curious as to my future.

Why dont you look up the drink question when you get down there, and get interested in prohibition? he suggested. Its the coming political issue. The party that advocates it will be the party! You could get somewhere that way. You may laugh at me now, but you wont laugh at me ten or fifteen years from now. Im going to stick to it and get somewhere politically.

If he is alive and has witnessed how, without the support of any party but solely by the machinations of moralists and reformers, prohibition was foisted upon Americans, and that quite without consent of the governed, he probably does not think so highly of his political judgment or his imagined dominant party.

But if no one was especially stricken at my going, one was especially pleased, and that was Mr. Thomas Purdon. I did not personally tell him but reported to Mr. Hibbard, who had originally hired me. A rather pursy and vain old gentleman, he eyed me philosophically. Now you see how it is, he commented. We take young men like you in here to teach them the business and keep them here a year or more and then they resign. Where are you going?

I told him.

College! Very good! Youll probably do better there than with us. The only pity is that you couldnt have known before working here so long what you were interested in. Anyhow, good luck. He waved me out with a fat smile and a fat hand.

But Thomas Purdon, Esquire, was angry because he had not had the pleasure of discharging me. I hear youre goin Saturday, he said to me on the afternoon of the same day as he approached where I was working. Well, thats good. You wouldnt have lasted another year. I told Mr. Bartlett as much last Christmas. Well, thats what they get for listenin to whiners.

If I had had more courage, I would probably have given him a beating, but not being of the fighting kind at the time, the thought of the swiftly approaching change consoled me and I did not so much care.

The State University now beginning to dawn on me as a reality worried me not a little, for I was most puzzled as to what I was to do once I got there. In a rough way possibly I might be said to have had a notion, yet I did not know. Life  as to its built-up technicalities, at least  was seen by me through a glass, darkly. One thing I saw clearly enough, and that was the interest and value of knowledge in general, but as for special knowledge, the enormous advantage to the individual of technical equipment in a given field, how different! I heard Miss Fielding and others repeat and repeat how important it was to fix on some particular technique and acquire it, since in America specialization was already in such great demand, but the import of that failed to lay hold of my mind in any thoroughgoing way. Technique! Technique! I could scarcely grasp the meaning of the word. And as for specialization, in what field should I specialize? Law, medicine, engineering, education, what? With the aid of Miss Fielding I had secured a catalogue of the curriculum of the University, but, if anything, was more puzzled than ever. Languages, the sciences, sociology, biology, history, law, a long list! Positively I could scarcely grasp what was meant by any or the lot of them. True, there was the dictionary and the encyclopedia, but in the main it was almost useless for me to consult either. The foundation or study whereby one comes to understand the terminology of a given branch of science, trade, or art had never been laid or made by me.

In answer to my various inquiries, though, which indicated a very dubious and no doubt confused state of mind, Miss Fielding said a very intelligent thing. Roughly it went something like this: You have never had any direction in your mental life, Theodore. No one appears to have had sufficient knowledge to understand or guide you. Nevertheless, you are mental. Your reading and your interests show that. Go down there and pick out such things as interest you and study those. The catalogue speaks of various examinations, but I can have those waived for the present. What you will do will be to learn what is being done by some people, and why. That will help to clear up your own thoughts. You will find out what other young men are intending to do and why. In the course of time that will tend to make clear to you what you would like to do, and why. So dont worry. Go! Pick out from this catalogue anything you think really interests you, and study that. I will write to Dr. Jordan and I am sure he will let you do this. I will give you a letter to him.

And so, heartened as well as soothed by this advice, I looked over the catalogue and found that I liked history, literature, old English, English literature, and such generalities. It was stated in the catalogue that either algebra or geometry or trigonometry as well as Latin were compulsory unless I had already taken these. Regardless of whether I should succeed or fail in these, I decided on geometry and Latin; since such things as chemistry and physics were closed to me the first year unless I had done some high school work in preliminary studies, which I had not, I decided not to bother about these. Even so, how I ever came to get into the University without preliminary examinations  which would have quickly debarred me  I cannot say. Apparently the correspondence between Miss Fielding and Dr. Jordan resulted in my being admitted without examination, and so the coast was clear. With some little money I had saved  very little  and some the family provided, I secured a very cheap new suit and overcoat. My linen and underwear were put in good condition, and my belongings packed in an old trunk. Miss Fielding, on my leaving, handed me fifty dollars, wished me good luck, and told me that I should hear from her regularly. My mother kissed me good-bye and cried. Al suggested archly that I should not get a swelled head and Trina remarked that there would probably be no living with me when I returned. En route, as I also recall, the train ride seemed an exciting adventure. How remarkable that so suddenly I had been lifted out of that hardware house and into this so very different form of existence! I was to be a student, become... what? Alas, I could not say what, could not even think what!


CHAPTER 67

WHENEVER I think of my one year at the State University, I have to smile, for aside from the differing mental and scenic aspects of the life there as contrasted with what I had left, its technical educational value to me was zero, or nearly so. For in my thinking I was so nebulous, so general and undifferentiating as opposed to special and particular. Possibly, as I have since thought, large masses of facts of a general character about life were being stored, but as to the particulars of any specific field of education  while I cannot say that I was not curious as to what they concerned and their possible value to me or anyone  most certainly I was not practically interested. In the main, I argued, I think, that if in any way I was troubled, I might single out some one line or field of technical information, and by inquiry learn something of which later I could speak.

For here, as I saw on entering, were chemical and physical laboratories, departments of sociology, economics, history, mathematics, law, to say nothing of geology, astronomy, and what not else. And while the necessary preliminaries for these had not anywhere been laid by me, still might I not seize on one or two, those nearest my own taste, and follow as best I might? As for achieving anything definite in connection with them, that was another story.

In the main, what I really did do, as I saw later  and as Miss Fielding had indicated  was to contact and observe other youths of my own years coming here with distinct fields of study and achievement in mind, and through them, their gay and in the main purely social exchanges with me, hear as to what they were studying, and why and how. Yet that many of those contacts and exchanges helped me, I cannot say. I was already or still, too much interested in my own thoughts and observations of life, and while I listened to these various youths  boys and girls, but principally boys, since I was still intensely girl-shy  I was not always impressed let alone moved by their ambitions. For here was one who was going to be a lawyer, because it should earn him so much a year; and here another who was determined to be an educator, but in so humdrum and practical a way as positively to bore me with his program; and yet a third was studying history in order to teach it, and that one economics and politics in order to enter the State legislature. Another  a most interesting youth  was bent on philosophy, in order to teach philosophy. But as for life, inquiry, and the mystery and flare of it all  apart from a commonplace, humdrum reputation and a salary  I could not see that there was anything much in the minds of any of them. And yet here was this great, flashing, extended, mysterious world, as I saw it, and it was these commonplaces of living and salary and some little reputation that interested almost all.

Thus all of these fields left me cold. True, I wanted to read and know a little about all of them  not too much  and yet just why I could not have said at the time either. As for following any one of them as a life course, God, how narrow, dull, even futile! I recall thinking of Latin (and because I had heard that if you were going to study anything: law, medicine, the sciences, this, that, you would need Latin; having been a mother tongue it had passed into all of the educational compilations of the world; was, in short, an open door to the knowledge of many lands) and asking myself after my first few days study of it, was I going to enter upon anything so technical that it would require this open sesame? Was I? I questioned it very much, but decided, since it was required, that I would do the best I could. As for history and literature, I was from the beginning intensely interested and pursued these with avidity.

But what interested me more than anything else was this school or university as a whole  its buildings, professors, students, the life and character of the town of which it was all a part  and a very good school of its kind, as I learned later, and one then housing as teachers a number of men subsequently to become widely known: Jordan, the president; Jeremiah Jenks, economist and sociologist; Von Holst, historian; Green and Crocker, mathematicians, and their like. And as I subsequently learned, it was just then in the heyday or at least opening of a new era. The year before, for instance, the attendance for the first time in its history had crossed the six hundred mark, and the State legislature, under some burst of educational interest, had devoted the interesting sum of one hundred and fifty thousand dollars to the building of a new limestone library building. There were, in addition, six or seven other buildings, of brick or wood, scattered rather casually over a large and physically varied campus, which to me as I first saw it, and especially after my confined Chicago days, seemed very beautiful. A wide brick walk led from the principal street of the town up a hill, at the crest of which and to the sides as one approached stood these several buildings. Below, westward and to the south and north, lay a charming panorama of the town, with a small, quaint old court-house in the centre. And to the east, northeast and southeast, were hills and seemingly heavy growths of trees leading interminably hence. In so far as the whole State was concerned, this was considered to be a very backward county, commercially, and in every other way, and the adjoining county east  Brown  had no railroad and no town of any size, a most primitive region. It also contained  so our geographies said  the highest hill in the state  one Weedpatch by name  there being no mountains.

And in Bloomington I found a charming old town to look at, and surcease from all my recent woes in so far as dust, early hours, work and the like were concerned. For here all, by comparison, was so leisurely and restful. Besides, before me were at least eight months of comparative peace and security. Board and room, as I learned, could be had for not more than five dollars per week, and almost instantly I found a room in the home of an aged widow, not so far from the heart of the town and still a most pleasant walk from the university. Its yard was large and attractive with trees, flowers, a grape arbor in full fruitage, and a smooth lawn all about that was a delight to look upon. And the homes surrounding it, with their kempt lawns and trees, constituted an equally pleasing prospect. A lovely rural land, as it seemed to me, with preternaturally warm September and October days, so warm, in fact, that I could leave all my windows open, and, ensconced in a ground floor room, the doors and windows of which gave out upon grass and flowers and pleasing vistas of other lawns and trees and ambling pedestrians, dream what dreams! After the vitality and urge of Chicago, it was like coming into a still chamber and preparing to rest and sleep.

On the first morning after my arrival, though, I visited the office of the Registrar of the University, and was shown how to register for classes, and from the catalogue picked out the men under whom I was to study. The Reverend Amzi Atwater, a tall, bewhiskered, funereal person, one of the pillars of the University and an ardent Presbyterian, as I immediately discovered, was to teach me Latin; John Cooper Davidson, a heavily-whiskered yokel about thirty years of age, was to teach me geometry; Willard Pelton Green, a dreamy mathematician, was to teach me advanced algebra; Arthur Peddoe Gates, a weird, bony specimen and a pedant of the first order, was to teach me English literature and Anglo-Saxon at one and the same time; Donald Moranville Strunk, Litt.D., Ph.D., was to teach me history, and so it went. I do not know whether these were all who were to lend me the light of their counsel, but no other comes definitely to mind.

But if ever, physically, at least, a year proved an oasis in a life, this one did. For much to my astonishment, the lessons, outside of Latin, were not so very difficult, though as for algebra and geometry, I could not quite see the import of these, to me if to life. They seemed, I having no turn for mathematics or the technique of the sciences to which they so aptly apply, such a useless waste of calculation. Yet history, English literature and the study of words fascinated me, since thusward was the bent of my temperament, but far and above these again in import to me was the life of the town, the character of its people, the professors and the students, and the mechanism, politics and social interests of the University body proper.

For, as I soon found, nearly all, professors and students, were as busy about these things as any other. There were so many hivelike conversations in so many rooms: professors surrounded by eager and anxious students asking questions, and the group walks and palavers among the students themselves; the solemn and concerned mouthings relative to this and that duty only now in the immediate offing. I was puzzled, troubled and in part even amused. For I was not so dull or so inexperienced but that even here I sensed a certain amount of unnecessary solemnity and over-emphasis of this and that, together with merely vain parade and show. So many of these, students were so ultra-solemnly impressed with their own importance. Where I was not made envious or sad, I was compelled to smile at the variety-like show it made.

Yet the food at the various boarding clubs where one gathered with as many as twenty or thirty others, was good and the intelligence and spirit of at least some of the students so high and their characters so diverting, that it was not long before I was friend to many, actually hail-fellow-well-met with not a few. And by degrees this led to games, a freshman society to be organized, Greek letter societies to be considered, debating, exploring. Eager for life, I began at once to speculate as to what fortune and friends would bring me in the way of entertainment and possibly love, for what youth does not think of love? For now here was the college girl or co-ed to contemplate. And what airs and self-imagined station she introduced into this world! The affected way of dressing, the affected walk or swagger, the implications of her eyes as she examined one for such marks of social station as she valued or knew in her own home town! And by reason of the same, a sudden, sharp realization of the humble place I most likely occupied in the eyes of these girls. My clothes, as contrasted with those of the swagger students; my limited purse, with so many of the others here with all and more money than they required  pampered pets, in short, of pampered parents  the usual college lah-de-da or social loafer. And was it not obvious that it would be they who would triumph in this field in which I was so much interested? For me it was.

In short, by now the beauty of girls had become a kind of fetch with me. Deprivation of even genial familiarity with most of them had built them up in my mind as absolute paragons. Round that ever-moving line of beauty which is their body, supplemented by that perfection of romance which is sex, I wandered, thrilled by a seeming subtlety which was not unlike that which veils the chalice to a Greek or Roman believer. Never was Aphrodite more glitteringly or inviolably enshrined than by me, and yet I was wildly longing to tear the chalice from its shrine and place it on my dresser.


CHAPTER 68

NEXT DOOR to me, as I settled down in this delightful world, was a girl whose memory endures to this day. Her family was commonplace, a small-town working-class family. If I were to see her today as she was then, I would probably consider her trivial. Yet for some four or five weeks of these opening college days, she tortured me.

She was a small, vivacious hoyden  blonde, pink-cheeked, blue-eyed. I spied her not long after I adopted a certain east window as my favorite study spot, drawn by the grass, sunlight and flowers outside. It was blissful, as I now found, just to sit there and pretend to concentrate on the subjects I had selected. But more blissful still was the discovery soon made that the charming view of the garden led to a fence which enclosed the house mentioned and showed not only a long window peeping through the branches of a tree but this girl, presumably studying and  after a day or two  precisely at those hours in the early morning and mid and late afternoon which I had chosen for my work. More, as I soon noticed, she had a habit of loosing her hair, which was plentiful, and letting it fall over her books, a trick which tended to halo her face in a most pleasing way. Occasionally also I caught her slyly studying me, and more, allowing a shadow of a smile to play about her lips  evoking such a nervous disturbance in me as was scarcely endurable, so disturbing, in short, that I could not concentrate but had to lay down my book and look, and even sometimes give up any further attempt to study. Yet having no courage in these matters and no least scrap of self-assurance or appreciation, I made no attempt to flirt with her. And this I cannot possibly understand, since at the very same time I was positively convinced that it was a flirtation with me she desired and was seeking.

This went on day after day for the better part of a week, when one afternoon at about three my landlady, who was a feeble old crone, soft-hearted and genial, came in and with a nervous and gentle Tee hee stated that the young lady next door wanted to know if I would help her with her grammar. There was a problem in connection with grammar then confronting her which required immediate solution, and she did not know to whom else to turn. But grammar! And me! But worse, imagine my assuming that any grammatical problem had anything to do with this, and worrying about that! My genial old crone, with her bent back and grey hair and shawl, stood holding the door and inviting me to come back into her musty living room, where this artful Circe was already waiting. I rose to follow with alacrity, and yet fear, cold chills already chasing themselves up and down my spine. Grammar! This pretty girl! A real flirtation! But now how, how in Gods name?

None the less, proceeding as to a grave or a death pit, I was given the briefest and I must say somewhat shamefaced introduction and then left by my crone to survive or perish as best I might. She had gone back into her kitchen and closed the door. So here I was at last in the presence of this audacious appleblossom, and with no skill whatsoever to turn so advantageous a situation to my profit. Yet with her smiling up at me and opening her book, and then pointing to a sentence which she said she did not know how to parse. Which was the subject, which the predicate? What did something modify? God! Without any trace of grammar in my system, I stood trembling before another Waterloo. As usual, my tongue began to swell  swole, swill  which is it? Looking into her warm, welcoming eyes, I might easily have been convicted of semi-paralysis, I am sure. My hands and knees trembled. I stared the while she appeared not to notice, determined, no doubt that having gone so far, she must prosecute this adventure to a happy conclusion. In proof of which she now threw herself into a chair, motioned to me to bring another close to hers, and when I looked over the book put her head confidingly close to mine. Euthenasia! Ecstasomania! Delirium! Dream! Another youth, of even minimum audacity, would have made short work of this occasion. He would at least have taken her hand and proceeded to a kiss, arranged for a future contact, and at once. As for me, I made no such use of my great opportunity. Rather, stuttering, fumbling, uttering God only knows what sounds, the occasion slipped through my fingers. To be somewhat more exact, I stammered and blushed and pretended, if you can believe it, to take the matter seriously.

Well, anyhow, and for a few moments pretending to take me seriously, the while a chill of realization on her part invaded the air, she exclaimed: Oh, I see now. Its much clearer than it was before. Thank you ever so much. And then jumping up and smiling herself out of the door, skipped gaily across the lawn into her own home the while I stood there macerated and self-contemptuous among the ruins of my perfect opportunity. Ah! And worse, feeling that because of this lunatic inhibition housed within myself, she never would he mine now, however much I might desire her. Some damned sprite of the anachronistic, some imp of the perverse as Poe understood him, was ever walking or even parading before me, bringing to nothing my keenest aspirations, my dearest dreams. And so in my own heart, misery. What lurking wraiths of the might have been!

And after this, though, and just the same, for a week or two, if not longer, she gave me ample opportunity to be friendly with her, nodding and smiling to me whenever she saw me, the while I, dying to be bold, still remained without the courage to approach her, so cursed with paralysis or a halting, clumsy tongue that I could not speak or even call hello. Literally, as when on one occasion and another, I screwed up my courage and was about to approach and attempt some pleasantry, carefully worded in my mind beforehand, I got the shakes, ran cold, and retreated to a safe distance, from which I finally decided never to emerge again.

But the sequel to all this was, if anything, even more painful than my original failure. For after a very few days subsequent to my realization that I was hopeless, there arrived on the scene  from Greenfield, Indiana, I believe  one William Levitt, law student, no less, who entering a little late and finding rooms scarce, although his own purse was not light, and after some conversation with my landlady  who desired to make as much as possible out of her rooms, of course  appeared with her to inquire if I would not share my room with him, the assumed inconvenience to me being compensated for by a dollar reduction in rent to me  a tempting bait to one who needed every possible dime. More, on sight I took a fancy to him. He was young, athletic, with a mass of heavy black hair, well-brushed and oiled, and since he smiled cheerfully, talked briskly and jovially and announced that he was sure we would get along gloriously together, I agreed at once. For whereas I was all for meditation or quiet and always speculative and observative, he represented that active athletic phase of college life  football  which interested me much. More, in a very few days after he had joined up with me in this rooming arrangement, he was swept into the fall football team and finally ended as one of its halfbacks, kicking long goals, running and fighting and eventually becoming one of the stars of the year  a year of victory for the local team, by the way.

Better, though, he was so interesting to me as a type that I have never forgotten him. He was clever as well as practical in the social sense of the word, also liberal and good-natured, a fighter for the love of fighting and the glory of it. In sum, his was a lighthearted swashbuckling nature of that western day and world, fair at his studies, and genial as a companion. More, he was possessed of many popular or college charms  looks, strength, grace, means, which made him a hero and an idol before the year was out. Yet he never took any undue advantage of me or made any base, let alone rasping, comment on my inferior skill in these various matters. Rather, after a little while, as I saw, he tried, in a semi-affectionate way, to bring me out of my shell and if possible build up my physical strength  a task which I am sure he must have considered all but hopeless.

Be that as it may, imagine this youth then, with his handsome face and figure, his rippling, intriguing smile and interpretive and understanding eyes, noting on almost the very first day this girl at her window, and after a glance or two, taking his place at the very window which I had been accustomed to occupy and exclaiming: Ah, whos that little cutie over there? Little golden locks, eh! Well have to see what we can do about her. And at once smiling broadly, as I saw, and receiving in return just such a smile as had been originally visited and wasted on me. And my sensing forthwith the allurement as well as the accursed fickleness of women, the ease with which, where beauty was their portion, they passed, with one and the same beckoning smile, from one to another. And no real fixation or special or exclusive interest intended. On the contrary, as I was seeing here and now. For had it not been but yesterday that Circe was smiling on me? And now this Levitt, handsome and daring, and behold, where am I? Stuck as with a knife, the same permanent in my very back!

Actually I stood agape, thinking could it be possible that she had cared so little for me that under my very eyes she could do this, myself there and then present, as she could all too plainly see? And yet, why not? Was I not a fool, an oaf, really, and he a dashing, daring, handsome cavalier? Had not the dish been offered to me, and had I partaken of it? Until from somewhere I could muster daring, aplomb, looks, means, had I any just right to complain?

I considered and considered, since instinctively I knew this to be one of the great problems of life, if not the sure and intended problem, far more important than Latin or Old English, for instance, or any technique or science. Also as to whom or what I should blame  Life  for my want of this or that  daring, et cetera  or my possibly too indifferent contemplation of possible forces and powers within myself. Yet with a knife like this in my ribs I could not think very clearly. More definitely, if anything I was moved by a reducing mixture of self as well as life pity  the state of man as well as myself  his as well as my own personal lacks, his as well as my own personal advantages, if any  our duties, our rights to despair or optimism. But to no avail, as I was to learn, since this was a field in which he who was called was to prosper maddeningly, whereas he who like myself was wanting in charm or skill, was to be cast aside.

And Levitt was so handsome that, whenever I saw him  on the street, in our room, on the football field, or where you will  I was full of admiration. He seemed so complete, magnetic, and so effective in the matter of achieving friendships, repute, and what not else. From the bottom of my heart I envied him, and constantly after his arrival, I used to look at him and then at myself in the mirror after he was gone and ask myself what chance had I? For had he not come with two trunks and a bag in which were clothes such as I had never been able to boast of? More, in a short time, our room was a meeting place for not only private football councils and the genial overtures of various fraternities who were frantically interested in him, but the councils of other friends on other matters: points of law, week-end trips to one town or another with or to see girls, and so on. So popular he seemed with a certain clever type of law student as well as these athletes and others that academically I took it as a good sign and one which made up for other and less valuable, as I saw it then, phases of his popularity.

But imagine, then, my chances with the young girl next door! He was so popular and had had so much experience with girls of all types that to engage the attention of any of them was scarcely a moments work. One day, when I returned from the college library, there he was leaning over the fence, talking to her. And in a half hour or so, and after I had sat in a part of the room where I might not be seen, he came back to report.

Say, shes a cute little bitch, that! (He was a profane youth, in a gay, almost meaningless way.) She thinks shes going to string me along, I think, but shell have to get up early enough in the morning to do that. Say, Ill just get a pinch of salt and put it on her little behind, and the next thing you know, Ill have her right in my hand, tight, just like that! Shes a pippin, though, Ill admit that. Cute aint the word, but she cant kid me. Although I dont think she does anything as yet, he added, meditatively, scratching his chin and surveying himself in the mirror preparatory to shaving, still, I think she can be induced to, and he began to pull his shirt over his head.

Oh, woe!

Why didnt you tell me you knew her? he went on, reflectively, after he had begun shaving. She said she had been trying to make up with you for a week but that you wouldnt have anything to do with her. Dont you like her? Or are you bashful?

For the life of me, I could not help flushing, and he noticed it. Well, Im damned, he commented, youre a funny. And for a little.. and then he stopped, a sudden, threatening anger in my eyes reducing the thought to nothing. After a period of apologetic silence, in which he completed his toilet, he ventured to add: Well, she wont string me. Shes very cute and sweet all right, but shes got to do business or quit. If I dont get away with her, Ill let you know.

And thereafter, I would see him lounging over the fence engaged in earnest conversation with her or chasing her in scurrying encounters, in one of which she lost her slipper, which he refused to give back for a day while it ornamented our bureau. A kiss was nothing when he managed to catch her, and then she would pout and disappear, seemingly angry, only to show by her smiles the next day that all was well. As this went on, I naturally grew distant and reserved, pretending that I did not see or care, and as he grew more successful he had less and less to say of his progress.

Did he, or did he not, are you thinking? I do not know for sure, but from one or more telltale signs I think he did. But I think from what I heard afterward from another source that it was no new thing with her, that for some little time before either he or I appeared on the scene, she had and did. But the prize was never mine.


CHAPTER 69

IN SPITE of this, there followed halcyon days crowded with college interests and novelties, which had I been more of a student and freer of the bite of beauty and the desire of the flesh, would have brought me as near to peace as one may come in this world. Being far from either student or philosopher or free of the lusts of living, or, indeed, of anything other than an immense and intense yearning which gave me little mental peace, I did not fare as well as I might. For there were so many things here, which in spite of my translation from a most unsatisfactory and from many points of view almost destructive state in Chicago, immediately set up new wants and new ambitions which served  and this in spite of such grateful thoughts as I could muster to oppose them  to contrast my condition even more sharply with themselves than had the great prosperities of Chicago with its great poverties. For, after all, in a world metropolis, such as even then Chicago was, one could find contrasts to wealth into which one could not too painfully sink and which served to assuage, for the time being at least, the pangs of deprivation and envy. But in this small world, sharp with imported levels and castes and God knows what prides and prejudices, there were no such sloughs to sink into, no vast neighborhoods of which one might say: Well, those here are no worse off than I am. Rather from this level of general, though very simple, comfort, new and biting contrasts arose, all the more sharp for their unfamiliarity.

Thus, I had never even heard of the college fraternities which now I found here; in short, almost nothing of college life, my reading of the same to the contrary notwithstanding. For it is not what one reads but what one lives that truly marks the mind. And here, as I found, the social segregations which owing to the varied amounts of money with which many students came, and on which they prided themselves, were inescapable and took on varied and at times brilliant forms. Thus, the Greek letter society entertainments and dances: the arbitrary and yet very real differentiation between freshmen, sophomores, juniors and seniors; the airs and distances of the latter, to say nothing of the airs and distances created by means or the lack of the same  and these in our young and gentle and so-called democratic or social republic! But so it was  as in Chicago and Warsaw  only sharper, I am sure. And they touched me to the quick, for I was, of course, in no least measure any part of them, though I will admit that with more audacity I might have been, in part anyhow. But I did not realize that at the time either.

Thus, I had not been there more than two or three weeks, or a month at the outside, when I began to realize, in a dim and uncertain way at first, that there were definite, and even secret, forces at work among all the newcomers which tended to sort them: first, and generally speaking, into the socially acceptable or unacceptable, and next into fitness for membership in various organizations which thereafter removed many from the current of ordinary sociability and groomed and aided them in social and educational ways in which the ordinary or non-fraternity element, which in itself was quite large, did not share. Also, I soon learned that if you joined a fraternity, you were thereafter generally spoken of as a fraternity man or frat and wore a pin, whereas if you did not, you were a plebeian or pleb and had no pin and no real standing in any social sense. You were just a student, nondescript and so of no real import to any of the above. Worse, or so I was led to believe by these whispering and seeking students, many professors belonged to one or another of these superior Greek letter societies and prided themselves on the fact. More, that the influence of these same societies, with their chapter houses, extended throughout all of the colleges and even the social and commercial life of the world outside, and therefore (mere youth palaver this) would aid one in later years. Indeed, these really piddling and meaningless organizations were then and there painted to me by those in favor of them and those who knew about them from the inside as ideal bonds of brotherhood which ended only with death! Imagine! And all who were tapped for membership here seemed to labor under the belief that they were thenceforth to derive inestimable benefits from these same brothers, because in the first place their being selected at all indicated or would bring to them a certain social fitness and adaptability of temperament which later on here and elsewhere would make them acceptable to their brother or prospective brother fraternity men the world over.

Need I say that no fraternity selected me? There was some rumor  I learned that later  that I had been or was still being seriously considered by the Delta Tau Deltas, assumedly a rather studious group here, but that I never was personally consulted I know. On the other hand, Levitt as well as a number of others with whom presently I was at least on nodding terms were immediately seized upon and presently began to show by their companionship, their exclusions and inclusions, where and how they stood. One felt it in nearly all personal contacts nearly everywhere. The reserve! The snobbery! Indeed, and as these first days showed, there was not only here but had been before ever college was reached, a perfect scramble for the more eligible youths  and among the womens Greek letter organizations, maidens  which, as I came to look at it afterwards, was not only petty but barren of any really valuable result, and so ridiculous.

Just the same, though, the social life of the college, and therefore, by reflex action, the social life of the town (the more exclusive social life, of course), was largely determined by the selections which the Greek letter societies made. For once the chapters were full, the élite of them set the pace in the social world. Their hops, dances, musicales, suppers and junkets of one kind and another were the all-to-be-desired centres of social activity. It is all very trivial, of course, when viewed in the large and from a philosophic standpoint, but viewed in little and as a part of the everyday life to which we were all subjected and by which most were judged and guided, it was not so pleasant. For one, I, when I once learned how these discriminations and adjustments were made  how one was selected for his looks or clothes or social connections and adaptability, another for his athletic prowess, a third for his money, a fourth for his educational superiority  was reduced as well as irritated and nonplussed. For being left out in this way argued so plainly  if not in ones own eyes, then in the eyes of others  that for lack of a little money, savoir faire, social experience and the like, one was not eligible for the supreme, or at least more select, of all college affairs. And this made one palpably conscious of the fact that here one was considered undesirable, good for some forms of contact perhaps, but not these. And hence and soon I found myself thinking that I was of no real importance here to anyone, destined to be taboo to these elements at work here or wherever else their influence might extend.

And say what one will, however trivial these matters may come to look in the course of any career in the stern, grim world outside, where force and swiftness of mind alone can make anybody, here in this cabined and clearly defined world, and where youth had the power to impinge upon youth in a trying and at times even brutal fashion, the result was not inconsiderable. It erected in ones mind the disturbing and reducing thought of caste as well as of favorable as well as unfavorable physical qualities, also of fair and unfair play in the working of nature itself. For here was I, lacking this and that, and hence and for no willed reasons of my own or greatly distinguishable errors on my part, out of it for good. For after a month or so, it was very plain. And yet, in the course of time, as I also saw and learned, various youths of various fraternities, and many nonfraternity men began by degrees to seek me out and to make friends with me on one personal ground and another. In part, this may have been due to the fact that this room now shared by Levitt and myself had become a meeting-place for his friends  many  and some of those who came to see him came to be friends of mine, and vice versa. And since these in no way rested on any local social base but were personal and final, they were good  but at that left me where I was before  in the main excluded.

To offset this, though, and by degrees, I fell in with a number of youths who, while they were interesting, were little if any better-positioned than myself. They had no money, no entrée anywhere, and therefore did not count much locally, although to me all of them proved most interesting as individuals and at times companions. One of these whom I liked quite well, although he was not much mentally, was an earnest, under-sized and meticulous law student by the name of Howard Hall, blond, light weight, and spare-built, who shortly after my arrival took a very small hall bedroom on the floor above me and at once asserted  for reasons of private mental comfort, I am sure  that he could study so much better in a small, cool space than in a large, warm room. Such poverty-philosophies are amusing or pathetic, as the case may be. Like the Jews in history, the poor make a virtue of their necessities. But what of it? They really deceive no one, least of all themselves. As for myself, I was always for looking life in the eye as directly as possible and in this case, this subterfuge irritated me. At once, and as usual, I charged life then, as I do now, with loading the dice and playing favoritism, and with unbelievable cunning and cruelty. For just when was the least fillip of joy removed from Dives at the sight of Lazurus? I doubt if ever. Rather, as life is organized, Lazarus appears to be necessary to complete the picture. He is seemingly the only measure wherewith Dives may gauge his success, the true assurance of his prosperity.

In addition to his poverty though, Hall had an impediment in his speech that promised to prevent his pleading before any jury. This suggested to me that necessarily he would be compelled to confine himself to gathering data and preparing cases, a line remunerative enough, no doubt, where one has sufficient subtlety or vision to seek out those loopholes by which pleaders before our so-called courts of justice can circumvent or bedevil the intended meaning of the law. Only Hall had no such intellect, as I could see. He was too snarled in social and moral scruples to begin with. One idea he had I rather admired. It was that, like Demosthenes, he could overcome the impediment in his speech by talking slowly and with a pebble in his mouth. And in consonance with this, he confessed to visiting remote and unfrequented open places, where alone and pebble in mouth he orated aloud. And its helping me, too, he once insisted. And later, and when we were much more intimate, he invited me to hear him, and although I was by no means impressed with his progress, I did not tell him so. I did not want to hurt his feelings.

Also, as I presently noted, he practised regularly with dumbbells in order to develop his small chest, and together, at his urging, we set up a horizontal bar to keep ourselves in trim, for he easily converted me to this idea of exercise, since I needed it so much. The one thing that oppressed me not a little in connection with all this, though, was that he was so fearful of consumption, a plague that had killed others in his family. And by thinking and talking of it, he not only oppressed me at times but I really believe strengthened his own fear that he could scarcely escape it. In sum, a frail youth, restricted as to cash, and who, if he succeeded in finishing his two years course here, intended, as he said, to return to Michigan from whence he hailed and practise law in his home town.

But he never did practise law. At the age of twenty-four, and after he had studied some four or five years in law offices as well as college trying to prepare himself for lifes sharp contests, he died, the victim of a constitution not sufficiently robust to endure the raw forces of life. But his struggles and hopes at the time! That small oil stove, bedroom, his lean purse, voice impediment, weak lungs! How indifferently, as I thought at the time, does man fare on this planet! How little, if at all, nature cares! How completely unimportant our presence or absence! As Carlyle once said of Nature: We hae nay pairt or lot wie her or she wie us. And Goethe, (accepting one of the remarks of Faust as his own), appeared to think the same.

There was another youth who arrived on the scene shortly after Levitt and I were fixed here: Russell Sutcliffe by name; a poet, philosopher, vegetarian, democrat, and student of modern nationalism, who, because of his high courage, ready and willing acceptance of the inequalities as well as the difficulties of life as things to be met and struggled with, if not conquered, interested me enormously and at once, and presently came to exercise a serene and broadening influence on me. So much so that I came to look on him as of more mental and ideally instructive as well as creative value to me than all other phases and persons of the university combined. In short, so appealing was he to me that to this day he stands out in my memory as fresh and pleasing as when I first saw him: the most intellectually sincere and valuable of all the students I met at college.

And how was it that we met? He came to solicit of me my laundry, he being, as he said, the agent for an Indianapolis concern which through him, as agent and delivery wagon, as he laughingly explained, took and delivered all work promptly. Under his arm, sometimes on his head or back, was a large wicker basket in which he collected the bundles of his customers. But that warm, gay, smiling face! Those large, round, blue and friendly eyes! I took to him at once, as he to me, and in as little as five minutes, I think, we were as true and fast friends as ever we were to be. Physically, or exteriorly at least, he appeared to be of a spongy, soft-jointed, Bakstian type, of about the roundness and meatiness of a youthful Ingersoll, and with a head almost as round as a sphere. But mentally, how different, how stern, uncompromising and clean! But with good-natured and smiling eyes and mouth and a chin that would indicate defiance. By some industry or cleverness or politics the year before, he had managed to secure, as he now told me, the agency of the above mentioned laundry, and by the aid of this, as well as a share in a vegetarian dining club which also he had helped to organize, he provided himself with the necessaries, if not exactly the comforts, of a college career. A sophomore, he was specializing in economics, sociology and philosophy. Whether he had any money from any other source I cannot recall, but I think not. Having won me over, I decided to introduce him to Hall and Levitt, both of whom proceeded to patronize him.

Thats a queer cuss, that fellow Sutcliffe, Levitt once observed to me. Think of paying your way by collecting laundry! Not that I dont think its a fine thing to do, he went on as I began to bristle, Id do it myself if I had to. But hes a sort of a bug on philosophy, isnt he? And reform. I heard him talking to you about vegetarianism the other day.

Sure! I replied. Hes a vegetarian, and hes part owner of the vegetarian dining club, but hes not exactly bugs about it. He laughs at some things in it just as you do. But he believes that people can live without meat and that its wrong to kill any more animals than necessary. There may be something in it. I dont know.

Oh, these nuts! Theres no end to them! was Levitts material reply. And I had to smile, for I liked him, too. Innately generous and gladly giving Sutcliffe his laundry, still he could not help talking thus. And as for Hall, while not exactly approving of Sutcliffes other-worldliness, still he did not wholly disapprove of him either.

Hes a queer fellow, isnt he? he said to me one day. Studying philosophy, isnt he? Well, he looks like a philosopher. Does he make anything out of the laundry business?

His living, I replied, or nearly so.

George, I wish I could get hold of something like that! Id do it if I thought I could pay my way.

But he had neither the industry nor the social charm, and hence persuasiveness, to put through so practical an enterprise. He was not popular with students, whereas Sutcliffe was. And besides, I could not see Hall as a charming figure in the capacity of working to support himself, whereas Sutcliffe seemed to me nothing less than an ornament in the medley of pleasing and at times unpleasing features of college life.

Sutcliffe was particularly interested in philosophy and the necessary social as well as physical and other scientific data on which it rests. He was tireless in his efforts at ferreting out the social anachronisms and idiosyncrasies of life and its arrangements: chemical, physical, biological. An omnivorous reader, he was already stuffed with data of a wide variety which he was trying to classify in his own mind and from the same deduce some conclusions of his own. Just then, as he said, he was immensely interested in not only the naturalism of Spencer, Huxley, Darwin, Alfred Russel Wallace, Lecky, Draper and others, but had just found and was considering the religio-social panaceas of Tolstoi. What To Do as well as some other pamphlets were already in the small and booky room which he occupied in a barracks-like college rooming house. And here, after perhaps a week or two of more or less casual contacts, we began to meet and talk and read together, because, forsooth, I saw in him a most worthy preceptor of the Greek academy type and myself as a neophyte or disciple. 


CHAPTER 70

WHENEVER I think of Sutcliffe, I think of him as one does of a rare and good book or a fine picture or a beautiful poem. His was a delicate, finely attuned, high-motived, and yet solidly self-controlled personality. As a passionist or hedonist, he was as nothing at all  a failure. I doubt whether the feminine element moved him more than a minute fraction in all his moods which led to actions. But as a student and an idealist in the best sense of the words  a fine, studious, Spinoza-like personality, to whom the riddle of life, and particularly the riddle and muddle of social organization or disorganization (want, vice, poverty, crime) seems something which might be deciphered in the light and by the aid of altruism  he was illuminating and most stimulating. Generous youth! I have often wondered what became of him and his dreams. I never had but one letter from him after he left college, and that years after, when I was an editor and he wrote to tell me that he had seen my name and approved of my work. Also, he told me that then he was secretary of something or other under the government  some Indian agency or other, with various scientific extensions and privileges, but even so, he expressed himself as dubious of the import, other than in a very temporary sense, of either science or philosophy. As I recall the letter now, it carried a phrase: the deeps to which the plumb-lines of philosophy or science will never sink; the heights to which their eager arrows will never fly. Prophet or failure? Which?

At any rate, in these opening days, Sutcliffe was really a comfort to me philosophically and helped me to bear somewhat more gracefully than I ordinarily would have the envies, despairs, unrests and self-disapprobations with which I was afflicted. He was tender and loving toward the errors and ills of life, and from the very beginning endeavored to turn my ability and taste, such as it was, into the line of altruistic inquiry and, if need be subsequently, work. Reading What to Do aloud, we discussed together all of Tolstois theories and questioned somewhat whether they were applicable or workable, human nature being what it was and Darwins Survival of the Fittest having sunk deep. Nevertheless and notwithstanding, he was also keen to discover whether or not the ills of society could be healed, since, as he insisted, there had been some progress, and might there not be more? Also he was inclined to believe  as what kindly disposed philosopher is not?  that what is needed is less lust, less hate, less vanity, and less of the other sins of appetite and aspiration with which we find nature endowed, but what he could not clear up for himself was how they were to be done away with. Tolstoi, in his small volume, preached a return to simple, normal labor to the end of self-sustenance merely and also of refusing to strike back when imposed upon: the ancient doctrine of non-resistance. Sutcliffe saw (or appeared to), though, that many  yea, most  persons are avid, selfish, hungry, envious. How was one to get them to accept the Tolstoian point of view, to desire naturally that which they did not naturally desire: a very fine point in chemistry and biology, as you may well guess, and which neither he nor I could solve.

An interesting phase of this relationship, as expressed by these weekly contacts or evening reading, was that opposite the wooden barracks in which he lived  from the rear and looking out of one of his windows  were a number of the better town homes and college fraternity clubs, wherein regularly on the nights we met together were social doings of a more or less elaborate character, music and dancing of those more socially favored, if no more inclined, than ourselves. And though for myself I was always serious enough about the intellectual work in hand at the moment, nevertheless the sound of this music as well as the sight of these dancers, visible through open windows on pleasant fall and spring evenings, was sufficient to flagellate my other eager and studious impulses. Ah, to forget for the moment the solemn and often quite depressing considerations of the ills and compulsions of man! To turn freely and indifferently to pleasure! To ignore for the time being the weak, the tangled, the perhaps unsolvable, and consider, or rather sensate without consideration, those who were ideally and joyfully functioning as toys infused by nature with the power of action and the sensations of pleasure! And noting this one evening, seeing me lounging wistfully near a window where I could both see and hear these revelries the while I listened to him read or concentrated, or tried to, on some of his social propositions, he paused long enough to comment: It is hard, isnt it? Although instantly I understood, I was neither simple nor honest enough to reply Yes, but said rather: What is hard?

That, he replied, motioning in the direction of the music. I myself feel it. You probably more so. But I still feel that there is some justification for standing out against the calls of pleasure. It cannot be an end in itself, not in the world as it is to-day, and if that is the case, why not look on these evenings as one of our necessary sacrifices? I looked at him, flushing and ashamed, for I respected him deeply. And on me he bent a helpful and consoling smile. Yet in me was not wholly stilled the yearning which these gayeties evoked.

While sometimes I feel as though I ought to apologize for my attitude at this time, at other times I do not, for I was not one for waiting. No idea of a far-off supremacy, however much it might occupy my mind as a probability or necessity, had anything to do with my love of and eagerness for life at the moment. I wanted to live now as I saw others living, and the fact that I could not was a gnawing irritation. I do not believe any human being ever watched the pleasures of others with a hungrier eye, or by reason of a vivid imagination, more grievously exaggerated their import. I say exaggerated, and yet I do not know that I mean that exactly. Exaggerated, perhaps, to those to whom social show places and social show mean nothing. But suppose, for some inexplicable reason  a flaw in your temperament, if you please  the beauty of women, the exotic artistries of the drawing room, and all the paraphernalia which relates to sex in its struggles to fascinate and conquer, completely fill your eye? Suppose at a certain period, life takes its meaning  what little it has  from the hope of conquest in connection with women, and that all the machinery and artistry connected therewith are practically beyond your reach and therefore beyond your experience, and you see it as a shimmering mirage passing alluringly in the distance? And suppose that you feel yourself to be temperamentally defective and that the best of life is scurrying by, a gay rout of Pierrot and Columbine? Then what?

Never in my life have I been more heart hungry  or sex-hungry, if you will  than I was then, and never, as I soon began to discover when the college activities fell into their stride, was I so completely out of almost everything. This small town, as it then seemed to me, was so full of gay pictures of youths and maidens interested in each other. I do not mean to say that the thought of sex was predominant in every case nor any special group, but there was a great deal of it. A kind of fever for dancing, supping late, serenading and junketing at week-ends, was in the air. Dressing for evening parties and functions of all kinds was almost the order of the day in some houses. A kind of fever to lead in the matter of sex triumphs dominated some of these youths, Levitt, for one. Therefore, the world that I beheld seemed all a-tingle with sex love in my eyes, and the thing that pained me most was that there was no least indication that I would ever have the least taste of all that I most craved and envied.

And practically I did not, nothing at all during the time that I was there. For although by a little cleverness or subterfuge, or both perhaps, I might have secured the price of a dress suit and other clothes, either from my mother or Miss Fielding, I did not consider it fair so to do, even though I was so resentful. Also, while it was true that by reason of a little more courage I might have satisfied myself with the sympathy and even affection of one or another of the less ambitious and pretentious types of girls about this college town  the girl next door, for instance, who still occasionally manifested an interest in me  still that was not anything which I could develop since I simply did not have it. And in consequence, while there were others craving a richer state, I was really craving most the affection and companionship of a truly beautiful girl, and that, as I was here, I could not acquire. Naturally, I laid it to the want of clothes and of formal introductions, whereas more audacity would have eased my distress quite swiftly. And as if to convince me that the first was true, I was compelled before the year was over to make use of reconstructed clothes: an overcoat, for instance, made over from one of my brother Pauls, and collars, ties and socks which Paul and Eleanors husband had discarded and sent home.

But the misery of this type of youthful brooding! The marvels of beauty and joys of tender intimacy that in connection with every photograph of a pretty girl standing upon some students table or hanging upon his wall  sister, cousin, or sweetheart  I conjured up! The sense of permanently defeated dreams and aspirations that pervaded me! For was not there and then the proper lovetime, if not playtime, and was I, I, making any use of the same? Was I not being defeated? Defrauded? Worse, Levitt was the worst type of room-mate for me, for he was constantly pluming himself on his intimacies, his varietistic conquests, the cleverness and beauty of those who succumbed to him. In his own home town (of his standing in which he was always boasting), and neighboring cities as well, he had been (to hear him tell about it) and still was a kind of devil among the girls, a small-town Don Juan. And no doubt there was a great deal of truth in what he said. More, and always, he talked of girls in that easy, intimate way used only by those youths who successfully prosecute affairs of this type. (And had I not seen him with one whom I craved?) This one was a little sport; that one a peach; a third a regular little devil; a fourth a bitch. Letters came for him superscribed in the most affectionate way and he left them carelessly lying about. Every Saturday and Sunday, unless football or other duties claimed him, he devoted to a trip, either alone or with other worthies of his ilk, to his home town or to Indianapolis or Louisville, girls, girls, girls his companions. According to him, also, all of these girls yielded to him joyfully. His, as he indicated, was always the enticing and conquering personality. Not with any would he trifle unless they yielded.

For one like myself who was sex hungry, it was inexpressibly painful, and kept so as is a wound by irritation. I listened to him greedily, enviously, and wished myself as handsome, bold, magnetic, devil-may-care. In fact, I used to walk about, thinking of all I was missing, looking at lamp-lighted windows and wondering what pleasures might be concealed behind drawn curtains. And often after he was gone to an interesting evening affair and I was left to my books, as it were, I would stand by my window and look out on the moonlit yards or rain-washed streets and ask myself what I was to do, how proceed. For this period, my one escape was through books, my college and other studies, and to these I turned in a defeated if not, as I saw it afterwards, unprofitable way. Since I could not play, I read and learned.


CHAPTER 71

BE THAT as it may, these two youths, Hall and Sutcliffe, with Levitt as a counter-irritant, as it were, exercised a considerable influence over me and caused me to seek for the wellsprings of life and human actions more carefully than I ever had before. Hall, as I have said, was such a spindling little soul, with an eagerness for life which matched my own at points; at others we diverged widely. Sutcliffe, serene and introspective, like a Hindoo seer or a cat outside a mousehole, waiting for the secret or meaning of life to pop out, and on which he could seize, was of the utmost in the way of mental fascination and development for me. He was so tutorlike in some of his approaches, seeing me for what I was, I suppose, and what I needed, uninformed and seeking for knowledge in others. He it was, even more than Miss Fielding, who tried to make clear to me that this college world was little more than a realm in which one might find oneself intellectually  if one had an intellect  a table spread with good things of which one could partake if one had an appetite. The curriculum  a mere bill of fare. The professors and instructors  waiters who served what was provided but who could neither eat nor digest for you. So, by degrees, I came to think of him as the only true instructor I had, the one from whom I could and did gain most.

My relationship with Hall, on the other hand, took the form of long walks and talks and certain courting and sex-expeditions which were, in the main, futile. One of these, as I would like to pause here to report, the outcropping of a sex hunger by no means appeased, led us once far into the country to a certain spelling bee of which Hall had heard and where we secretly hoped  both of us, I am sure  to impress the country maidens present by reason of our superiority to the country youths who could not, so we reasoned, hope to compete with our city-bred ways. An ignoble mission! As a matter of fact, though, our surmise was correct, and before the evening was over, we managed to make friends with two country maids to whom we talked constantly and who on the way home invited us to call again. There our ways parted, and I on my part being somewhat taken by the ways and airs of the one I had met  a country belle of laughing and flirtatious ways  pursued her during several weeks, walking out once or twice weekly until she, (sensing, I am sure, that all I desired was an easy and quick sex victory whereas she was more normally interested in a true and gallant admirer who would presently declare his love and propose marriage) told me at the end of the third or fourth visit that I would better not call again  a rebuke which served me right but did not, the circumstances being what they were, reduce me as much as it otherwise might have. The walk was long and my interest not really vital. As I learned afterward from Hall himself, who was a quite honest and self-criticizing sort, he had suffered the same fate and for much the same reason.

In regard to this region itself, having no social connections of any importance to occupy our time, we did endless exploring, and that for the very good reason that it was a decidedly remarkable country to explore. One or two counties, as we soon learned, were practically underlain with caves, fantastic and tortuous aisles, pits and caverns through which, in one instance at least, ran an underground river and in which eyeless fish were said to live. (What endless reaches of time must have been required to do away with their eyes! ) On more than one occasion, in walking across a field about Bloomington, I either accidentally or deliberately put my foot through a small opening in the grass, and kicking and digging at it to see what it amounted to, finally succeeded in either falling or sinking to my knee or waist before I could extricate myself. Subsequent investigation invariably showed a runway leading into what was probably one of the branching arms of one or another of the various caves hereabouts, whether previously explored or not I never knew. And once Hall and I had the disturbing experience of being lost in a cave, and in which he came very near dying of heart failure and from which I took a haunting dream which caused me to wake at night for a long period thereafter.

Every fall and spring, expeditions were organized by the geological department of the university for the purpose of visiting these caves with a view to studying the rock formations, which were of peculiar and often magnificent and even astounding proportions and character. Giant stalagmites and stalactites of lime rose from the floor or fell from the ceiling, as the case might be, forming not infrequently yellow columns of lime which looked not unlike sulphur. Tall, pointed, arched caverns frequently led away for so great a distance as eight hundred or a thousand feet, giving the impression of correct if not exactly tremendous cathedral aisles. The pits, broad chambers, corkscrew declivities and the like were so frequent as to be confusing, and in one place one could pause with a candle while others went ahead only to detect each other later, perhaps a hundred or so feet apart in a perpendicular line, the voices of those below and above sounding hollowly as they hailed each other through great cracks of stone. Several chambers through which the river flowed impressed me tremendously by their height, breadth and blackness and the sound of the darksome water gurgling hollowly under the vaulted roofs.

On the advice of Sutcliffe, Hall and I joined one of these expeditions, the equipment being an old suit, a half dozen or more candles of good length  there were no treacherous draughts in these caves  and lunch. The leaders carried torches with short handles. I think as many as twenty or twenty-five joined on this first expedition, and we had a glorious time listening to the instructive remarks of the geologist, feeling our way about narrow ledges and through body-tight openings which almost invariably gave into spacious chambers or passageways. Once we all sat on a large natural bench or chair, and another time dropped blazing horns of oiled paper down a pit, into which they fell and fell without interruption until they became minute specks of light and disappeared. The geologist explained that the state of the air might quickly reduce the flame to a mere pinpoint as it fell.

Not satisfied with following the crowd, though, Hall and I decided on another occasion to explore the cave alone. We had seen much, but as the geologist had explained, there were several routes for which there was not time. It was one of these turning to the right perhaps a thousand feet from the main entrance that interested us. We calculated beforehand that it might be true that there was danger of getting lost and that twenty were better able to care for themselves than two, yet we decided we could manage it. Explorers, no less! Our plan was to take half a dozen candles and a dozen or more balls of stout twine, which once we had passed the great opening cavern, a long, broad hall, we would fasten to something and play out, taking it up again as we decided to investigate this or that side route or passage along our main course. And this would have been well enough if we had had the sense to stick to our plan. Once we had entered the cave, though, and the novelty of stillness and darkness having worn off, we began to grow bolder. By long passages and spiral ways and amazingly complicated turns, we used up our twine and tied the ends of the balls together as we went on. Finally, after we had gone as far as twelve or fifteen balls would permit, we came to a long, narrow, unbroken passage which was, for all the world, like the side aisle of a cathedral and which, since it was so direct, we decided to explore, string or no string, since we could always come back to the end of it and find our twine.

This, unfortunately, was where we made our mistake, for at the end of it was a flat wall, with, however, sufficient bits of projecting stone on its face to form a ladder of sorts. This we decided to ascend in order to see if there was an opening at the top. It was Hall who took the initiative in this matter, and candle fastened to the front of his hat, climbed up and for a moment or two disappeared. Then, with an enthusiastic Oh, say! he suddenly put his head back to announce that just above was an immense chamber hidden by the ledge over which he had disappeared and that in it a plain of smooth rock and sand led down to the shores of an underground river, and that the roof was smooth and black. Come on up! he yelled. You never saw anything like it! This is the best yet!

I needed no urging but climbed up and through, setting my candle down on the other side but picking it up again as I stood up to survey the sepulchral immensity, which lit by the thin gold flames of our candles seemed to recede and close in as the eye moved from space to space. I have seen many impressive things in my time, but none more impressive than this long, dark underground chamber, through which, as Hall had said, was audibly flowing an underground river, spread out lake fashion and suggesting the silent reaches of the river Styx. It was all so dark, the flames of our candles making ghostly light spots. The beach approaching it was gently sloping and sandy, and from somewhere came a sipping and gurgling, mysterious and remote. We had not, as we recalled, been here before. Lighting one of the last of our remaining candles and putting it down where I stood, to mark the place of our entry, we went to the river brink. There we separated, Hall following the bank downstream and I up, and both marveling at the ages of time during which this river must have flowed here in silence, unseen perhaps by human eyes, and at the splendor of this cavernous chamber which might have been the throne room of an underworld king. All sorts of weird and fantastic fancies fluttered through my brain, and I finally sat down on the shore, watching Halls light in the distance, the better to consume the wonder of it all.

After a while, though, he called for me to come and see where the river obviously debouched into a rock and disappeared, for a sheer wall seemed to end its further progress in that direction, though a bit of paper cast on the water showed that it went farther, for it disappeared. And so, fascinated, we talked of holding a great festival in here and of fishing one day for eyeless fishes. Finally we decided it was about time to return, though so loath were we to leave that we took laggard steps toward our sign candle. Reaching it, we concluded that there was no mystery as to our whereabouts, for there was the hole through which we had entered, close to the candle, and into this Hall began to descend. But as he did so, he suddenly exclaimed: Say, this doesnt look like the place we came out of. That big aisle isnt there, and this goes off into another big room.

I stopped, a chill of fear passing over me, for by now we were reduced to three candles all told, and our lunch had been consumed some time before. But I tried to maintain an even tone as I said: But it must be! Thats the hole we came out of.

But it isnt, I tell you! he said, climbing back, his own voice shaking a little. Thats a stony passage that divides in three or four directions, and theres a big room just beyond. That other was a straight aisle.

Let me see! I exclaimed, a cold sweat exuding from my brow, and I climbed down only to find it so. The place was jagged, diffuse, and went off in unknown directions.

Never in my life have I been seized with a colder chill. I climbed out quickly, knowing well that we must be near the spot, and yet where was it? Had I moved after setting down my candle? If so, in which direction had I moved? To my intense relief, I saw another hole considerably to the right of the one out of which I had just emerged and which appeared likely to be the one. Ah, yes, that was it! There were two holes and we had mistaken the second for the first. So I held my candle in that to see if it bore any resemblance to the flat wall we had scaled. There was a wall of sorts, but different, not so sheer, more flat and sliding, as I discovered on descending cautiously, and going down and down, into what depths? But no least sign of a Gothic aisle!

Once more, that sickening sense of impending disaster, the terror of darkness, loneliness, possibly starvation, who might say? For why should anyone find us, and when? We had not told anyone. And more, even had we been seen coming here, how would they track us to this hall, and when people did not come here to explore every day, or every ten days for that matter? At best it was a trying business, unless one had a taste for it, and in the meantime here we might sit in loneliness and darkness, our food and candles gone, not knowing night from day, and waiting. Never before in my life, as you may guess, had I entered upon such a soul-searching moment. Death, which in youth is so important as the threatened interruption of an appointed cycle of experience which may hold the most intense delights and glories, stared me out of countenance in its heavy, relentless way. The fortuitousness of life, its accidental and indifferent character, loomed tense and immense.

What shall we do? asked Hall, in a thin, tremulous falsetto, as announcing my discovery and coming out again, I stood beside him, tremulous and dismayed. As for him, he had already lost his head, and frail and nervous, was wringing his hands in the dim light, the immense blackness and the dark river behind him. What shall we do? Were lost! My God!

Oh, no, were not lost, I replied, with an assumption of courage and superiority which I did not feel. We came in through a hole somewhere along here, and it must be here. It must! My own voice was shaky. I put the candle down right there! I added.

I bent over and pointed to the spot, then with the candle followed the wall some distance away until I came to another hole, quite large, which was plainly not the one we were seeking. I could see that after ten steps. Hall also had gone trembling along the wall in the other direction and returned to say that he could find no way out there. Suddenly he sat down in front of me, quite exhausted from fright, and said: What shall we do? What shall we do?

I have no desire to boast  I was wet with sweat myself  but I went along the wall again and down into the first hole. It was not the one. I came back and tried to think, and in doing so I sat down, as much from weakness as anything else. I was painting to myself all of the terrors which being lost in here involved. As I did so, it occurred to me to look again at the wall in the dim light furnished by our two candles, and as I did so I noticed a low projecting shelf or tongue of dark stone, very low and projecting enough to indicate that there was a shelf, not ordinarily noticeable when you were standing up. I jumped up and went over to it, dropping to my knees and then onto my stomach to look under it. True enough, there was a hole under that stone, but was it the one or another deception? I worked my way under and noticed a sheer wall much like the one we had climbed.

Here it is! I shouted. Its under here! and backing out, turned around to push myself in feet first.

Oh, do be careful! called Hall, coming over. Do be sure where youre going!

I went cautiously enough while he held a candle above me, fixing my feet firmly as I went for fear of slipping into an abyss below, but once at the bottom noted the long, narrow, high-pointed aisle. I shouted and almost danced for joy. And after me he scrambled, pale as a ghost, the two of us trembling like frightened rabbits. I recall also that I tried to pretend that I was not really frightened, but had anyone seen me scuttling along the long aisle, breathing heavily and stumbling here and there, he would have known that had it been possible to run out of that cave, I would have. But between us lay all of a mile of twistings and turnings, ascents and descents, and places where one crawled through small holes on ones belly or squeezed through narrow slits which a stout man could not have negotiated. And worse, at one point a new and final terror confronted me. For a long passage, which as we had entered had seemed straight enough, now on returning showed that we had not noticed two others which joined with it at this point and now appeared as three separate routes which might lead out. But which one? For to complicate matters just then, the string we had so carefully laid and were now following back ended. Apparently it had been broken and pulled along. But had it? Might not a passing animal have dragged and broken it? A German might have imagined a Poltergeist at work  a demon of mischief. Half German myself, I began to think of evil spirits, Jinns, those German imps of the perverse, for who could have broken and taken that string? Had we unconsciously, we asked ourselves, pulled it too hard? Our plan had been to lay it loosely. Or had someone come in and stumbled over it and taken it up? We dropped to our knees and began feeling the floor with our hands, now up this aisle, now up that.

If ever I get out of here, I said, feelingly, Ill never go in another cave as long as I live! (A broken promise.)

What damned fools we were to come in here, anyhow, without telling anyone! grumbled Hall. God, what awful fools!

Up each passageway we crawled, seeking feelingly, in the true sense of the word. At last, in the extreme right passage, about one hundred feet from where it ended, we found the other end of twine. Only, and just then, the horrible thought  was this truly our string? For the passage ahead was so long, dark, difficult. So instead of skeining it up as we had up to this point, we let it lie, since we might need to return. At the end of some eight hundred yards, though  and oh, so weak!  a dim light, a very feeble ray, like one of the new concealed arc lights of the time. Gaily, madly, stumbling over stones and falling here and there, we scuttled toward it, eventually emerging through the small hole which had admitted us and which gave out upon a level field of green, late grass, on one corner of which the evening sun was still shining. That sun! Its light! The feeling of immense relief, almost prayerful gratitude! For now we were out  a red sun in the west. We threw ourselves on the grass and shouted for joy. Gone the fear of death, of possible hunger or loneliness, like a dream that had never been. Here, in this delightful sun, with the grass still green and evening cottage fires detectable by their smokes in the distance, we sat and sighed and laughed and congratulated ourselves. Behind and below us was this great cave, which some said extended for all of sixty or seventy miles in various directions  no one really knew. Somewhere in there was the dark river, with its eyeless fishes, and the great chambers, many of them, no doubt, more magnificent than those we had seen. But we did not want to go back, ever. We said it over and over, only adding: Gee, what an experience!

And for years thereafter  until Halls death  we talked or wrote of this in letters, and proudly. It had become by then a great adventure, our great adventure. But with no particular emphasis on our terror, rather mere embellishments of the terrors we had so bravely met and overcome. It is of such stuff that at least one hero is made  myself, no less.


CHAPTER 72

ONE OF the amusing things in connection with this college spectacle  and I trust the reader will not assume that I am trying to be ribald, for I am not  was the collection of professors, their wives, their ambitions, and their work. Since I was in at least six or seven classes, and since, lamblike enough, I went to the various professorial functions to which I, in common with all other under-classmen, was invited  and, according to custom, was expected to attend  I saw much of this life, and while admiring it from the point of view of its seeming comfort and leisurely ease, I could not help smiling at the stagey seriousness of most of it. It was so ultra-cultural, so to speak, and so cautious. This whole business of living was taken, not with a grain of salt but with a protective armor of propriety. What will people say? might have been run up as a fire sign over the entire college world. One could feel the heavy pressure of those moral and religious standards which then dominated the Middle West and which exacted the last jot and tittle in the matter of exterior conformity and mental preciseness. All were here, presumably, to think original thoughts, or at least to make the attempt, yet if anyone had really dared...! And concerning this particular fact, I was feeling that ethically and morally, in the matter of thoughts as well as deeds, I was, in the true sense of the word, an intransigeant, and worse, one who was slyly concealing his true thoughts and intentions, whereas these various people were honest and perhaps more valuable to life in general because so deeply convinced of the truth and import of various moral things, and so earnestly and happily living. I was to learn differently in the course of time, but this did not alter the feeling of scoundrelism on the part of myself as I contemplated them and considered myself and what I thought.

Of the professors, one, though, who was most amusing to me  and whose classes I attended  was Arthur Peddoe Gates, Litt.D., Ph.D., an osseous, skeleton-like creature, who taught English Literature, Anglo-Saxon, and the Study of Words. An eccentric and tense scholar if ever there was one  Don Scotus no less. As my father to religion, so this man to bookish knowledge. A library to him was the same as a cathedral to a devotee. I can see him now, always carrying one or more large volumes which seemed too heavy for him, so frail, gaunt and emaciated was he  a slave of the midnight lamp. I truly believe this man toiled by night as well as by day, trying to extract wisdom and understanding from his tomes, when the least gift of imagination, the tinest spark, would have saved him years of toil. In a small, kempt cottage it was that he lived, very carefully furnished according to college standards, with books and Copley prints and plaster statuary freely distributed, and supervised by a pale and housewifely wife who looked after him and two children. He gave literary evenings, at which he read Shakespeare and even acted him, abominably, I thought. But his belief in himself and his love of literature was high, and I am only sorry he had no more imagination. Actually, I think he had toiled so hard in his youth under really poverty-stricken conditions to get where he was that his constitution had been more or less undermined. Possibly, too, a better mind. At any rate, only by what process I cannot guess  the desire to do something for a complete ignoramus  he conceived of a certain friendship for me and after his last morning class, of which I was one, seemed to like to walk home with me and talk as he went. And indeed I listened and asked question after question, until at times, I am sure, he would have been glad to get rid of me. Learning by question was my great forte.

But such love of what might be called the mere technique of scholarship was most pathetic. I remember that at the time the first edition of the ten-volume Century Dictionary was coming out. Nothing could excel this mans interest in and even excitement over the long and careful explanations of derivations and meanings of various words therein. Thrilled was no name! He grew tremulous, in classroom and out, as he contemplated or thought of these various volumes, which arrived one by one over a period of time at his classroom, and which he fairly hung over with outspread, worshipful palms and popping eyes. He had one word copious  which he used over and over. This was so copious; that so copious. I remember seeing him bend over an open page of this dictionary, his hollow-set and yet popping eyes gleaming with an ascetic fire as he rubbed his hands as might a freezing man over a fire or a hungry one over a feast, and exclaimed: It is so copious in its presentation of the various shades of meaning, so copious! Positively it is a delight to search out the history of words here! One feels so amply repaid! (Good heavens, I thought, this man is mad on the subject of dictionaries! ) And in the matter of encyclopediae and thesauri, he was even worse. I remember greeting him one windy November evening just outside one of the two bookstores of the city, where the lights were gleaming and students hustling by, and where seeing me he paused to say a word. He was just emerging from the store, under his arm a bundle of books, new purchases. He smiled, for although I was not one who valued dictionaries too greatly, still I was civil and attentive and interested. More, I think he had come to feel in me a sympathy for if not pleasure in his weakness. And so... I have just made two such interesting purchases, he paused to say. These two dictionaries. Most useful! This one has such a copious glossary. He rearranged his packages, the books not being wrapped, and revealed The Geography of the Ancient World and A Larger Classical Dictionary, with Maps and Illustrations, the latter a most imposing affair printed on very thin paper and bound in red leather. His eyes had the glint of a hungry gourmet as he thumbed the pages. He seemed like a half-starved wastrel viewing a feast through a window. Fraternally, even, he told me who the editors were and what the price was. I think he must have imagined that I was intensely interested in these matters, when as a matter of fact the mere thought of them gave me a kind of brain-ache.

But if he was queer in one way, spindling along with his endless tomes, his associate  under whom, by the way, I took no work  was even more so. I gained my knowledge of him only by outside observation, going once or twice to his house to hear him read, hearing him lecture once, and listening to the astounding compliments paid by others to his scholarship and his genius. But scholarship, after all, can be a rum and dry thing. Like machinery, it seems to be related to quantity in mental productiveness or invention, not quality, and yet in the main it is little more than an aimless garnering stored eventually in the dry, dusty bins of libraries which no one has the heart to examine and which eventually rots under the dust of new days and new technicalities. Or perhaps it is like the savings of a man who lays up much money in order to leave it to his spendthrift children who do not understand its value at all.

Be that as it may, here was a youth who at the age of twenty-two had read  or so I believed  all the literary treasures of not only the English but all other languages. His scholarship was so profound that all we numbskull freshmen stood in awe of him as much as if he had conquered Europe or penetrated to the Oxus. He was tall, frail, graceful, a willowy, candle-waxy man, or boy really, with a head that hung like a great, heavy flower on a thin stem. His brow was sentiently protuberant, a veritable dome or belly of thought, thatched with pale, greenish-brown hair that floated and curled and fell in graceful wisps. Also, his hands were so pale, so long, so graceful, and his nose, chin and cheek-bones so waxy-white, that they resembled old ivory. Packed and jammed with culture, he even appeared to exude it. Bustling collegeward, his long legs giving slightly at the knees, his head bent, his soft black hat only partially concealing his curly hair, one arm akimbo under splendid books, his frock coat-tails swaying in a dignified way, the total effect of him was to make one feel that culture was the be-all and end-all and that mere money  its possession  was a degradation and even a crime. Personally, I sensed him as a youth who had been reared under the most refined, and even artistically exotic, conditions; as though his parents must have loved culture and made him read important books at say the age of five or earlier  although exactly why I thought this I cannot say. But another thought that haunted me in connection with him was this: Exactly when, if not where, had he begun to gather this vast store of knowledge? And  thinking of myself, of course  how could an ordinary mortal like myself ever hope to cope with a brain that took to books as a musical genius takes to music, at say the age of two or three. Johnny Boston-Beans could have nothing on him! He was an intellectual giant, a high-flying condor of literature, soaring always at the topmost altitude of thought. His eyes, as I saw them, burned with a sacred lustre, his presence suggested not only a sacerdotal devotion to supreme thought but an equal remoteness from ordinary, humdrum reality. In short, and to me at least, he breathed of academic shades and cloistered windows, and I am not exaggerating this description one jot.

Well, Walter Deming Willikus, Ph.D., Litt.D., etc. (we will call him) was a graduate of this university, but like some of its professors, had done post-graduate work at Princeton and Harvard.

He taught English Literature first year and had classes amazing for size, the largest of any at college. Also he lived in a small pea-green house near the campus with a thin, intellectual girl  he had just married her  who was so frail that she appeared to be a mere rumor of a woman, an artistic abstraction. Yet a month or so before I arrived, she had had a baby. Like many of the others  the more successful professors  this same Willikus held literary or artistic or musical evenings, and by the ever kindly Sutcliffe I was piloted there once or twice, as also elsewhere, to have my mind as well as my knowledge of the social color of this college broadened. He thought it would be good for me. At the same time, he giggled most cheerfully as he insisted on this. Just the same, I was never more depressed intellectually by anyone in all my life. Not that I condemned intellectuality or scholarship, but I was so reduced by it. Ah, if only I had been born with a taste for heavy books! Ah, if only my mind had been such that I could plunge into anything and everything and understand it! Damn! I actually grieved as I thought of my dopey inefficiencies, my inability to grasp mathematical, economical and scientific abstrusities, to say nothing of such a commonplace as grammar. What the devil was the matter with me, anyhow?

The upshot of all this, though, was that one of the most disturbing memories I took from college and retained for years was that there were living and walking around such stupendous compendiums of knowledge as this and compared to which such brains as mine were mere feathers. I asked myself over and over: Why Work in stores and factories when, could I but concentrate and think as did Willikus, I might (maybe) be like him, surrounded by all of the refinements of intellectual and college life? The delight of living in such a refined and nobly intellectual world! Ah, why was I born to be a dub? Later I heard that he had gone to Ann Arbor, then to Princeton. Still more years later, I read of him as a lecturer on art and life, speaking to large audiences and writing for The Ladies Home Journal and The Atlantic Monthly. And by those things I was more impressed. Yet once again I saw him. It was in the Lenox Library in New York. He was still poring over books, and again I was awed, only not quite so much. For by that time a number of things had happened. I had studied, traveled and read. Five years later, I finally ventured to read one of his effusions. It was, as I sensed it then, scholastic, intellectual, and from the point of view of traditional learning profound, but not otherwise. For of newness, strangeness, power, revelation, how little! In short, his work was plainly like he was: exotic, insubstantial, full of the mere repetition of great thoughts. Then and there he vanished  not with an arresting detonation but as mist vanishes before heat and light, the light and heat of the strong, ordinary, creeping, grinding life that I had come to know. And I smiled, but not at him, only at myself. And with reason.


CHAPTER 73

ANOTHER INDIVIDUAL, who, while not so exciting was more amusing in an odd way, was the Reverend Amzi Atwater, LL.D., Ph.D., etc., sometime professor of Greek literature and the Latin tongue. He was a tall, angular, sanctimonious individual, one of the most prayerful-looking men I have ever seen. And so suited to the region and the day of which he was then a part. For one thing, he had a long, heavy-boned face, with deep, solemn eyes and a long upper lip, very, and clean-shaven. Below, on the underside of an aggressive chin, a heavy growth of black beard, which stood out goat-fashion whenever he turned his face heavenward, as he frequently did, but when lowered suggested an Irish patriarch or a forty-niner. He wore always a wide-brimmed, soft hat and a long, flowing frock coat. In classroom he sat or stood with a kind of archiépiscopal dignity behind a high table and slowly folded and unfolded his hands. As he talked he wore an expression of unbroken gravity, amazing because of its solemnity. Profound? Not at all. He was too preternaturally solemn, without a suggestion of humor in so far as I could see, and because of this he probably impressed many, as he did me at the time. But as for ideas, not a trace  the mere echo of older ways and methods. His was the kind of impressiveness that attaches to a country deacon, and he had the country deacons idea of duty, virtue, morality and the like. I have always thought that in the last analysis he must have been exceedingly dull.

How he came to be a student of the Roman language, and presumably its literature, is more than I can understand. I once asked Sutcliffe about this, and he replied: He carries his Latin in one half of his brain and his religion in the other. They never meet. In addition to holding the chair of Latin, he was also vice-president of the college, moderator of some national or international religious body, and was frequently spoken of as one who was good at raising money. He often prayed or preached in the college chapel or a local church, preached in the old-fashioned, high-flown, religious way, and seemed to believe in the Bible as the country deacon believes in it. I recall that one of the students once inquired, apropos of a wager concerning Atwaters attitude toward the story of Jonah and the whale and the gourd vine, whether the Bible as translated could be accepted literally.

Literally! he is said to have replied. Every portion has a direct or a mystic meaning which faith and prayer will make clear.

Faith and prayer! What questioning could go beyond that?

Levitts opinion of him  and I always liked Levitts opinions because they were so ribald, middle-class and American  was that he was a damned old fool. Levitt had an amazing contempt for this type of antiquated religionist and never failed to express it where he thought it would be appreciated. In class or chapel he would sit and contemplate Atwater, exclaiming, sotto voce: Get on to old Amzi this morning, will you? Hes brushed and oiled his hair and beard. How is that for Perkins Corners? Or it might be his tie or his collar or some other phase of his apparel that he was referring to. Isnt that a swell twist to Amzis tie? I do believe he spends a few moments before the mirror every now and then, the old buck! I wouldnt put it past the old cock to chase a young girl if he thought no one was looking. Sometimes he would even slap me on the back in order to emphasize his delight, a liberty I would return by a poke in the ribs.

And again, John Caspar Davidson, the associate of Willard Pelton Green, the chief mathematician of the college, was another who was almost as amazing to me, though not quite. Green, I am compelled to explain first, was a limp, mousey little man, wearing, as a rule, a pea-green suit and brown fedora hat. He was considered to be  there, I mean  one of the most remarkable mathematicians the college had ever seen, or so it was said. Also in class, as I often heard, he astonished the most capable of his students by applying theorems and logarithms with such rapidity in the process of his calculations as to leave them open-mouthed and lost in puzzled thought. On the street he wandered along, himself lost in thought, his round, pale blue eyes as fresh and stary as a childs, appearing to contemplate no thing, no person. Davidson, his assistant, on the other hand, was one of your big, ox-like, hush-whiskered youths of say twenty-seven or eight, whose whiskers and hair always Struck me as an affectation, wholly unnatural for his years. And among other things, I think he tried not only to imitate Greens walk, which was limp and lackadaisical, but his apparently profound abstraction.

The reason for this was that Green was acknowledged to he a great mathematician, and Davidson was not. Davidson had been educated by Green, and his awe was that of the satellite for the primary. He was jealous of him, too, no doubt, for now he was a professor and trying to rise in the world. Speaking of both, Sutcliffe once told me that for a long time Davidson affected an outstanding mannerism of Greens: that of holding his chin in his hand for four or five minutes at a stretch; but later, finding it uncomfortable, gave it up.

I knew little of Green personally but once heard him remark to Sutcliffe that mathematics constituted a serene and unchangeable essence, the forms of which were without substance, pure thought, the possible absolute as opposed to the material and visible: a series of remarks which so impressed me that I wrote them down in the hope of puzzling them out later. I did so puzzle, but the import did not reach me for a long time afterward, and then only vaguely.

Davidson, like Walter Deming Willikus, had married a frail, pale, high-browed girl whom occasionally I used to see washing the windows or sweeping the porch of their small home and who looked as if transcendentalism was much more important than breakfast. They, too, had a baby, also presumably intellectual. The house, the one time I called there of an evening, looked tasteless and rather poorly taken care of.

But the intellectual palaver that went on in connection with all these! The bubbling, youthful enthusiasm for this, that and the other ism, theory, personality, and the like! One group, as I recall, was fond of asserting that the president of the college was a most marvelous man, able to read old French at sight and translate as he went, teaching mathematics, physiology, geology, paleontology or botany, as the mood happened to strike him. Also that he had several distinguished lectures which he gave here, there and everywhere throughout the United States, but only on request here, the student body acting as a whole to this end. Whether this was true or not, I do not know. But that he was really popular with the students was obvious, so much so that on occasion nearly all would vote to suppress anything which they felt might offend or trouble him.

Lastly, so far as this roster goes, there was Donald Maranville Strunk, A.B., Ph.D., Professor of History, who had one of the homeliest women to wife I ever saw. She was so homely that she was painfully arresting in this respect, and to this all students of that year loudly subscribed. My God! shouted my incorrigible Levitt on his first glimpse of her as with Strunk, A.B., she passed our door one sunny November day. Look at that! Imagine walking abroad with that, or waking up in the night and seeing that! Do you mean to tell me he can love that?

She may have her virtues, I suggested.

Well, she may, he said, but if she belonged to me, Id make her keep her head in a bag.

But the cruelty of this bald sex decision was by no means lost on me. It was a thing of which I as well as most youths of my years was thoughtlessly guilty. If a woman was not good-looking, what else mattered? And yet, wisdom and achievement were assumed to carry and bear weight. But with youth? And in the instance of a woman?

Along toward the end of the first semester  approximately Christmas time  I began to feel myself reasonably established as a student and a freshman. I had actually taken and passed several examinations, had joined in several class festivities, fights and the like, had, in addition to Levitt, Hall and Sutcliffe, established a number of contacts with students of all classes, freshmen to seniors, and was finally told by two members of Delta Tau Delta that while owing to lobbying, my newness, strangeness, this and that, I had escaped being invited to make one with them this year, when I came back (and assuming that they were there, as they intended to be), there would be a different story to tell. Only... but that can wait.

What really pleased me as much as anything was the growing and finally enthusiastic and almost too possessive friendship of Levitt, for he seemed bent, after a time and for some emotional reason of his own, on elevating and strengthening me in every way. I was to practise with a football, no less, kicking and chasing with him of a morning, noontime or evening. This to build me up. And he supplied the football. Also, I was to take certain setting-up exercises which he suggested, and out on the open lawn in the cold, because my chest was not broad enough. Whereto and wherefore he would wake me up with a yell at times, saying: Come on, now, Bones! Move and get strong! And since he was so insistent, I went. And at other times, as I protested, and not too well as you may guess, he might add: Good God, man, a fellow of your height ought to have at least a four-inch chest expansion! Youre terrible! Awful! And you can be strong! Look at me! And to illustrate, and while adding that he was no taller than I was, he would stretch a strong and sinewy pair of naked arms before my gaze. Ah, to be like that, I thought! Like him! And handsome! And while I exercised accordingly, bending and jumping and lifting, still I was also conscious, and even convinced, of the fact that exercise would not make me so. And so, why sweat so much? I would still be homely, wouldnt I? And more, and while for reasons of want of wardrobe as well as my obviously retiring disposition, he did not seem to think it best to attempt to include me in his philanderings, still I felt that if I were only really handsome, I would not need fine clothes and I might be ignoring him instead of him me. At that, though, and at one time and another, he did suggest taking me on an outing or two. Once in particular, as I recall, he urged me to come to his home town with him over Saturday and Sunday; he would introduce me to some girls there, one of whom, as he insisted, would fall for me  shed have to!  a crude presentation of his power and charity which killed the idea completely for me. Yet whether in his genial, warm-hearted, asinine way, he guessed that, I doubt. Anyhow, the mere suggestion of it so frightened me  the probability of my making a tongue-tied fool of myself  that I declined: a declination he fought to the utmost, yet with no success.

And another time, if you will believe it  and in some ribald condescending spirit which nearly, if not quite, severed our friendship  he wanted to fix it up between me and the girl next door  and after his own success, as I judged  a yokelly piece of tenderness which so infuriated me that I was ready to fight. And yet too I could understand the honest liking that lay behind it. Lastly, he wanted to adopt me as his football mascot, saying he could not play a decent game unless I was there, and to please him I did go once or twice, although with no thought of my import as a mascot. Yet the team won, not once but twice, and I was given a free ride to the next college city where the opposing team went down to defeat. But I tolerated no mention of me as any mascot. It may have been whispered, but not in my presence. In the main, I gave him no chance of patronizing me in any way, as affectionate as was his mood, for outside his physical strength, skill with women, and his looks, I deemed him inestimably below myself in real grip and understanding. Gaily and daily, in short, I jested with him about one and another phase of his peculiarities, making him wince at times, as I could see, although apart from a slight dourness on such occasions and some contentiousness, he would still continue to boast of his feats of strength, his popularity and his conquests. At such times I would merely smile in a supercilious way and suggest how necessary it was for some to be good fighters and a triumph with the ladies, since they brightened life a little for some, whereupon he would take his books and go to some other students room, or rave about my damned smart-aleck tongue. But he liked me just the same and often brought his football team and other friends to see me  a diversion which did not thrill me any too greatly. I was thinking of other needs. And once he persuaded me (it was a witty experiment formulated by him and two or three others) to go with him to his washer-womans (I forgot to say that Sutcliffes laundry only handled collars, cuffs and shirts) in order, as he and they hoped, that I might be induced to go with an adopted daughter, a large, commonplace, mushy type of girl, who, like her mother, washed clothes, and like her mother (after her day in this field, though, I believe) accommodated sexually those students who gave her their washing to do.

When we reached the place, the girl, a big, simple ox-like creature, was working at something under a lamp. And Levitt, after pretending to make some inquiry as to a missing shirt, observed to me, in her presence: Well, do you want to do anything beforeyou go?

Do what? I inquired, simply, for I did not grasp what was meant. What do you mean?

At this I saw the girl smile in an amused, genial way, but without, however, looking up from her work.

Why, you know. What are girls for? Theres Ella over there. He grinned broadly and then whispered the one cryptic word which all understand. I flushed, and probably stammered. I had never been with but one girl in my life  the bakers daughter  and to put it thus boldly, and in the presence of the lady herself, was too much. Besides, I had no idea what the charge would be, and was I not trying to be as saving as possible with my meagre means? Yet rather than make a fool of myself by getting angry, I passed it off with a wry smile and exclaimed: No, thank you, not this time. We went outside, and the three youths hee-hawed and yoo-hooed as we went along, laughing over what seemed to them a good joke. Yet I also recall the fine, crisp November night, the actinic sparkle of the stars, the rustle of brown leaves still on the trees, and the low, glow-wormlike windows of cottages, of which the one we had come from was the most humble. More, I speculated on this woman and her daughter, and the combination of toil and sex-bartering by which they eked out their living, and added to myself  since I knew I could not talk to these others of such things (they would not understand)  that here was one case where immorality was not buying the silks and satins denounced of the moralist  merely a meagre living, as anyone could see. That cheap, frame cottage at the outskirts of a small town, weakly warmed and poorly lighted! The daughter, as I thought her over, not unattractive but working, with her mother, at washing  and yet in addition and in order to eke out a rueful livelihood, taking the risk of disease and the name of a prostitute! I had heard so much as to that. But the principal thing that was running through my mind, and which made me hesitate in my secret shame of returning some day or night and satisfying myself sexually with her, if I could spare the money, was that I was afraid when the crucial moment came I would find myself impotent  since, and if you will believe it, I was still harboring the fool notion that I might have made myself impotent, or nearly so.


CHAPTER 74

I HAVE some reason to believe that any craving or desire based on some necessity of the individual essence, and which lurks as a wish or thought in the mind long enough, will eventually make its further appearance in a form reasonably suitable to and characteristic of the individual of which it is a part. Thus, and by degrees, possessions as well as material forms and states of being will appear as actual material or emotional realizations of that which was longed for and so brooded upon in the mind as thought. Indeed, so much do I believe in this that I think I may affirm the old Biblical phrase: The evil that I greatly feared has come upon me. Only I would change it to: The thing which I have most thought upon and craved has at last appeared. For I have come to believe that entirely apart from death or persistence, thoughts are things, and like seeds dropped in this mulch of flesh which we call man  generated in what psychic abysses of eternal energy we know not  (I am thinking of another Biblical phrase: And the Word was made flesh)  grow and eventually present themselves, their full development depending in part upon the substance or quality of the earthly body in which they are sown. I have had such thoughts and I have seen them take material form and confront me  not always opportunely.

More, as anyone can see, we are only spring-mouths through which subterranean fluids arise and bubble. We are gardens or envelopes in which grow strange things which give rise to man. And when the soil is accidentally favorable, astonishing things result  chemic bursts which actually wreck the individuality that has given them nourishment. Indeed, our uttermost dreams of love or possession or power are transmuted  by what magic I know not  into lands, power, works of art, achievements in science or thought, houses, position, affection, public applause; in short, achievement in any field. As we think, not only so we are, but so we become, time and chance favoring or breaking.

It is Nietzsche who says that every man is the victim or favorite of his typical experience, and this is also true. The two propositions are really related. Persistences in the form of dreams or desires eventually produce our typical experiences. It is certainly true in my case. For here was I, at that time yearning definitely for not only the courage, the skill, the ability to interest women, but to have them approach me  skill or no skill  and then of a sudden and at my door several who were most eager to aid me, really made my path as easy as it could have been made without actually depositing the necessary force within me. And in connection with this, there has been a thought which has sometimes haunted me. Supposing, say, that these wishes of mine had been other than they were  virtuous, in the Christian or moralistic sense  then the Christians would say that God had answered my prayer. Since they were evil (so-called), I suppose they would say I had drawn the devil to me, or that he was setting gins to destroy me. But fulfilled they were, as I will now proceed to show.

For just at this time, a new individual appeared on the scene, one who was not only more pagan than Levitt but also more diplomatic, cunning, insistent and emphatic in regard to quite everything that he desired, and so more able to fulfill, and at once, for me some of the things I most desired. To begin with, he was the quite well-to-do son of a judge of one of the northern circuits of Indiana, a law student and possessed of much more money and savoir faire than Levitt ever dreamed of  a minor country beau of the legal and Richelieu type. And I liked him for that  his spidery temperament as well as his good clothes, good looks, free and easy means and ways. For at once, and without my encouraging him any more than did I any other, he actually proceeded to devote himself to me. I was, as he insisted, a valuable and fascinating addition to his life  just the man he wanted to meet and one with whom, and as time showed, he was prepared to make common lot  a proposition or proceeding which astonished Hall, Sutcliffe and Levitt, who noting his sudden arrival and continued more or less possessive presence, began to comment on his personality and his ways, and betimes to warn me against him. For he was sly, and though outwardly pleasant and agreeable, vain  one of those coming trick lawyers was the way Levitt characterized him. Worse, he was, as Sutcliffe pointed out, a Phi Beta Kappa, the one really smart Greek letter society in the university, and so anathema to Sutcliffe as well as Levitt, who were not of it. And his clothes! A college dude! was Halls comment. The suavest and sweetest remark was one made by Sutcliffe, who once said to me after he saw me becoming friends with him: Some time after you know him better, I wish you would tell me what you find in him. I can see that you like him.

Our encounter came about in this way. Rather early in the fall, sometime in October, I think, there was a folderol contest between the freshies, of whom I was one, and the sophomores, over a certain gate and a certain street leading out of the campus. It appeared that several years before a rule had been promulgated by the sophomores that no freshie should take a certain route home  the main gate of the college  on a certain day. Naturally, the timid, the cautious, and the severely intellectual preferred to abide by this rule and go their way around, while a sporting element in others led them to break it. A very definite mistrust of my own prowess, which amounted to actual fear at times, led me to wish to avoid this contest, but pride would not permit it. I fancied Levitt would be there, and Hall, who however spindling and ill was spirited enough, and anyhow, I was anxious enough to see and be if only I could but hold my own.

It was at this contest that OConnor appeared. For in the rush for opponents by both sides, he, being a sophomore, singled me out, or I singled him, I cannot recall which. At any rate, as he grabbed me by the arms, or I him, I noted a Machiavellian gleam in his eye. It was too wise, winsome and diplomatic to be either ignored or disliked. And he was so well-dressed.

See here! he began. Whats your name?

Dreiser, I replied.

Well, my names OConnor. Im in the law department. Now you and I dont want to roll around in the dirt here, do we, Dreiser? Why not lets just let these kids here fight it out while we go through the motions? His eye twinkled, he spat out the stub of a cigar he was chewing and swayed to and fro in an amused kind of dance the while he added: Were paired. Thats enough. What good would I be as a lawyer if I couldnt fix up a little thing like this?

I laughed and aided in the pretence as best I could. And a lucky turn of fortune for me, for I might have encountered some football husky of the Levitt type who would have thrown me over his shoulder. (In one of the contests indeed  this one was at night  my friend Hall was shot in the leg and laid up for several weeks, his work neglected and a doctors bill he could ill afford piled up into the bargain.) As it was, though, we kept up this farce for three or four minutes, perhaps longer, when the first force of the storm having blown over, a number of private friendships began to manifest themselves and the crowd began to skip, jest, and tell jokes. As a basis of compromise  to turn the contest in some other direction  I suggested that I had learned this day that a non-student who occupied a room in our house had just gotten married and was to bring his bride home this night for a stay of a few days, until a small house could be found. (It was Hall who gathered this information from the landlady.) My proposition to OConnor was, I think, that we induce as many as we could to come around after midnight and help celebrate the brides home-coming. A great uproar or charivari just outside the married couples window after they had retired. And when I suggested this a whoop went up, for it introduced what all most craved, apparently, the ever enfevering sex element, and someone called: What shall we bring? Drums, tin cans, cowbells? to which I replied, excitedly: Never mind bringing anything. Bring your voices. Theyll be plenty. Whereupon my new friend OConnor began to laugh ecstatically. I think he had been drinking a little beforehand. Did you hear that? he began to call to one and another. He says bring your voices. Do you hear that? Ha, ha! Do you hear that? He says youre just to bring your voices. Ha, ha! Then he came over to me and hung on my arm. Lets you and I go somewhere first and get something to eat, will you? he cooed. You and I ought to be better friends, dontcha know? I like you. Youre just the sort of a fellow I do like.

He went on to explain that somewhere downtown was an excellent restaurant, where oysters, fish, steaks, chops and broiled chicken were always on the bill of fare, and where, because of the drinks that could be ordered, it was, as I learned afterwards, smart to eat. Wouldnt I come there with him? There were to be seen many frat youths who, gaily appareled, stopped in on their way to some evening adventure, dined, smoked cigarettes, jested and departed with an air. On this occasion I accepted the offer rather doubtfully, because of the obligation, present if not implied, to return such a favor, but I went just the same. I said nothing just then as to my financial state, hoping to avoid further obligations of this kind, but such was not the case. He came to the charivari, which turned out to be almost a town scandal, with red fire, cannon-crackers and the like. The poor bride must have been frightened out of her wits! But long before it was over (and he had been home to study between whiles), he came over to me and taking my arm in the most familiar and affectionate way, said: Come on, Dreiser, lets you and I cut this. Lets go downtown to Bohmers  the restaurant we had just left. An inspiration to frankness seized me. I saw that I had him really interested and could afford to be frank.

See here, OConnor, I replied, I cant go your pace, and theres no use my trying it. You have money, or enough to do this anyway. I havent. I have to be content with a simple boarding house.

Thats all right, old man! Thats all right! he exclaimed, without any change of manner or interest in his voice. I know how it is with you, if you want me to know. Come down, anyhow.

I protested.

Come on, he went on. Its a nice night, and I dont want to go home yet. You neednt buy a thing. Well just have a little beer or whiskey and then we can go home if you want.

He tugged at my arm and wheedled and coaxed until at last I went, a thing which both Levitt and Hall, since I had gotten them in on this, resented. There had been a crazy program arranged between us  songs, the blocking of doors, the explosion of crackers, and I do not recall what else.

Youre a hell of a fellow! was Halls comment the next morning. To sneak away just when we had everything going fine! Where the devil did you go to?

I told him.

Well, youre a snide, to run away and leave a thing after you start it! Who the hell is this fellow OConnor anyhow? What do you want to run off with him for?

Oh, he wouldnt let me alone, I explained, apologetically. Well, the next time I go in with you on anything, youll know it, he grumbled. Start a thing and then run off!

It suddenly occurred to me that in this instance at least, and in this small way, I had proved a leader of sorts. (A most surprising discovery for me.) Also that both Hall and Levitt were interested in me enough to have noted my absence  a flattering thing in itself as things were going here. But after that came other incidents of the same kind: more visits by OConnor, return visits on my part to his room, a dinner at his fraternity house, with friendly introductions to others  a procedure, in short, which indicated that unless I resolved to be rid of him, he would persist in his friendly overtures, and this complicated by the fact that I really liked him.

In passing I may say that one of my typical experiences has been this same unconscious drawing to me of individuals  forceful, artistic, interesting  who while not always interesting me intensely have been sufficiently agreeable not to make them unacceptable  a type of approach and friendship which has somewhat puzzled me even while I have in part enjoyed it. For on occasion they have been so intense in their interest, literally thrusting themselves upon me, injecting, where possible, their moods and desires into my life and, as it were and often with the best intentions, seeking to motivate me, woman-wise, for their own pleasure as well as mine. Only and all too often, I have proved a mulish and intractable pet. They have worked hard, but rather fruitlessly. I can only explain this on the ground that during the first half of my life, at least, I must have been a very deceptive person, seemingly mild, aimless, indifferent, dreamy  particularly in regard to trivial things and matters  whereas in reality, in regard to my own deepest currents and interests, at least, I could be adamant.

For one thing  and quite consciously so  by now I was determined never to be sculled to and fro by any others whims or notions or interests, however well-intended, unless truly they bore some reasonable relation to my own. More, I was beginning to understand quite a few things in connection with my own temperament, my limitations as well as my possibilities, and to accept the former, and so avoid personal pain, or to think on ways of escaping them. Only in regard to what I really thought, I rarely said anything. It was my policy to smile and smile, even though I disagreed vitally. At some crucial moment, if I was dissatisfied with any plan or relation, I could swiftly enough end it by saying no, only it was rare in my case that the moment seemed sufficiently crucial. I craved friends and friendship. In many, many instances, I neither cared nor bothered as to what was said or done  it was less bother to yield than to fight  whereupon some deficient observer, dull or clever, was apt to assume that he or she could take charge of me, that all I needed was sympathetic direction, and that whoever chose to furnish that direction would rule. In consequence, these sudden descents and manipulations would occur and go on pleasantly enough as long as they were interesting or amusing. But of a sudden, some fine morning, I would find myself bored or would conclude that I was wasting my time or being made a dunce of, whereupon presto, unless greatly moved by sympathy, I would call a halt. If sympathy interfered, I might gracefully and gradually extricate myself (as I often did) as gracefully and gradually as one may without being too much bored.

But to return to this youth, David Ben OConnor. (And by the way, that name has come back to me now for the first time in twenty years.) He was a most precocious youth or man of twenty, lean, somewhat swagger after the small town standards of the Middle West, of good standing here and at home. He was possessed of that amplitude of means (furnished by his parents, of course) which permitted him to dress smartly, travel here and there as freely as he wished, and amuse himself in such fashion as would have completely exhausted my meagre years allowance in a month or week, even. My mother had very justifiably decided that she had no money for this educational adventure and that if Miss Fielding was determined that I should go, she must pay my way. So all I had was the sum of fifty dollars or thereabouts monthly, with something extra for tuition fees, out of which various things besides board and room had to come: laundry, entertainment (almost enforced lecture courses, I mean), clothes and the like. Naturally, I was troubled and cautious as to my expenditures and viewed any proposition to entertain or be publicly sportive with a nervous eye.

Nevertheless, this did not render me immune to OConnor or others of his type who later, and through him, I met. Rather, having means and finding me to his liking, as I say, he was seemingly determined to shower entertainment upon me, had I not persistently stood out against it. For one thing, and at once, he was wanting me to go to Indianapolis or Terre Haute or Louisville or this or that other place each week-end. And willing and anxious to pay all expenses, which I determinedly declined. The thought of anything so parasitic was a little too much for me. Failing that, and most speedily, I was introduced to this and that Phi Beta Kappa brother, as well as several girls with whom socially he had become intimate, and this in spite of all my lacks and fears. For occasionally on the street or in his room, when we chanced to be together, would be a girl, and before I could think yes or no or decide, there I would be, introduced. Thus, there was Eva Casper, for one, whom we met on the street one day, and to whom as well as her girl companion he instantly introduced me with strong encomiums of myself which embarrassed me not a little (my clothes were always in my mind) and so caused a silence which I assumed would prove fatal. As it was, he was back the next day with a suggestion that I meet with him and her and another girl that night for dinner in his rooms  an invitation I declined. I had no dinner clothes and he had. This explanation he waved aside with the assertion that dress clothes were not necessary; he was going to wear what he had on  an intended mitigation which had no least value for me, since, as anyone could see, he was better-dressed than most of the students. But where I should have laughed and accepted, refusing to feel degraded by lacks which had no real authority, I did not. Lacking the courage of my innate conviction about myself, I refused and spent an unhappy evening alone.

Just the same, OConnor was of that mental urgency which is not to be gainsaid. He was as tireless as he was diplomatic and in my case affectionate. In his very comfortable apartment, not so very far from where I lived, were all those effects which a student of means can afford: clothes, books, pictures, knickknacks  a pleasing student array. Besides, as I found, there were these girl friends of his occasionally dropping in, that same Eva Casper among them, and proceeding, although not under his direct instructions, I am sure, but through the agency of the girl with whom he was most intimate at the time  and who was taking her cue from him  then and there to make such obvious approaches that in spite of myself I could not really escape. For if I could not talk, whoever was present at the time could. More, Eva Casper, who came first in this matter, sat close beside me on a couch (more particularly after OConnor and his girl had chosen to retire to an adjoining bedroom, of which there were two), and smiling and smiling, until excited and tormented by what was so obviously in mind, it became absolutely impossible not to understand and accede. And yet with the horrible thought in my mind that here and now I was at last, and in spite of myself, to be exposed as impotent. And this in spite of a virility that would have done credit to a young bull. My hands and knees were really shaking, the more so since directed by her, and seemingly unconsciously, first her knee was touching mine and next, about her waist and over one breast was one of my arms and its hand. She had been willing it, and so it came to pass. Devil! Beast! Also her face was so close to mine, one girlish cheek pressed against my own, that kisses were unescapable. From that it was but a step to the other room. (I was even thinking of the bakers daughter and her methods at the time.) But instead of heartening me as that might have (since I came off well enough at that time), I was now reduced by that lunatic word or thought: impotence, which I had read in so many of those driving ads relating to lost manhood. And all because of some night emissions, the only reasonable explanation of which should have been potence of the first order. Can you imagine! And I was insisting on the direct contrary!

And yet in one sense that was true. For so nervous and excited and fearsome was I that although she was attractive and yielded most graciously to my every gesture of approach  and more, like my bakers girl, even aided me  nevertheless once the contact was made, I was instantly finished; a conclusion which left me impotent enough for the moment and herself unsatisfied  a dénouement which possibly she herself lacked sufficient experience to understand.

At any rate, so it was. And myself in consequence reduced to the most miserable state of mind. I cannot tell you! And feeling... God! how ashamed... and so, really impotent for that night  my one thought how to extricate myself without appearing lunatic as well as impotent. For in my mind was literally roaring  what can she be thinking? And what would she be telling OConnors girl, and after that, she him? And so henceforward, how useless to any woman here or elsewhere  even public knowledge of my weakness! The horror! The desolation! So sensitively shaken was I by all this that I scarcely knew what to say, least of all what to do. I recall some weak comment, relative, probably, to her loveliness, and that because of it I could not long withstand the charm of her. But just the same, I noted that after a few moments she escaped by saying: I think wed better be going out. Theyll be coming back in a few minutes. A statement which was true, but which was her easiest way out of an embarrassing situation.

Worse, though, a miserable half hour for me ensued before either OConnor or his girl did appear, smiling and inquiring  an immense relief from an almost wordless state on my part  and after that still another three quarters of an hour before Eva explained that she must be going: an explanation which projected the problem of who was to accompany her and so completed my defeat. For at once I foresaw an almost speechless and perspiring walk. But, and thanks be, after some whispered conversation between Eva and her girl friend, it was decided that since both were going the same way, they would just go on together, their places being in the opposite direction from mine. (Bloomington girls both.) And to this, and in spite of the innate gallantry that was always his, OConnor consenting, an obviously suspicious circumstance in itself. For as I knew, he would not, except for my predicament, let his girl go off by herself. As for myself, I was dying to be gone. But off they went presently, he insisting that I stay to have a drink with him, after which he inquired, casually enough, how I liked the little girl. And my saying honestly enough that she was lovely. But thinking what of myself? Had I only had the courage to explain to him or someone! The upshot of it was that I finally took my leave, and after an almost sleepless and most miserable night, decided that I would not keep company with him any more, would not, if possible, even see him.


CHAPTER 75

BUT THAT, as I soon learned, and in spite of my deepest determination, was by no means to be. OConnors friendship, thus curiously begun, was by no means so easily to be broken off. For apparently it was not affected by my ability or inability to deal diplomatically or potently with girls, but hinged on my personal appeal to him alone. So that the very next day, or the day after, meeting me on the street, he hailed me as cordially and understandingly as ever. Why not come around to the room about six and have dinner with him? Or why not go downtown and have something together, and then I could go back to my room and study if I had to, or bring my books and study in his? But these requests, though I deeply appreciated them, I almost rudely rejected, being hurt and in consequence defiant. Yet as to what he thought of that, or what, if anything, he sensed or knew, I subsequently wondered, for he said so cordially: Oh, all right, old man. But well have some other meals together some time soon, wont we? And smiled his most cordial smile. Too damned cunning and sly, was what I then and there decided, at the same time almost loving him for his tact. Yet, as before, deciding that I would have nothing more to do with him.

Just the same, and as I have said, it was not to be. For soon  one afternoon late  there he was at my room again, and with a good-looking horse attached to a two-seated sulky in which he wanted me to ride. He was thinking of buying the horse, he said. He looked so genial and inviting and so superior, waiting for me outside that worn house where all could see. With both Levitt and Hall as well as that little white mouse next door looking on, I decided to go, if for no more than the effect  a crude, selfish, vain thought, as you can see. But after that, a dinner at that same restaurant. And then a walk to his room, where once more he began to talk about girls and trips. For regardless of my fiasco with Eva Casper, he still seemed determined that I should share in his world, such as it was, and because of my liking for him, so I did for a time.

For I actually came to see and feel that he looked on me as a genius of sorts, even frankly said so, although just why I could not see. I certainly felt at loose ends mentally. And because of praises and compliments thickly strewn before, as I also noted, he always managed to interest one or another of his girls to the extent of awaking in her a desire at least to see me. Yet so conscious was I always of the fact that he was over-rating me and my powers and that I could never prove as gallant or clever in the presence of women as was he, I remained painfully shy and evasive whenever he even so much as suggested one of these meetings. Yet always he was ready with the word that it was just for the evening, and no more  he had to he back to his books by twelve  I need not do anything more than talk a little  a method which quite always led me into the trap, seeing that from the point of view of the girls to whom he introduced me, I seemingly appeared acceptable. Yet his idea of a delightful evening, as I well knew, was to call on a girl  two if I went with him  and after some light conversation, a stroll, and possibly ice cream or oysters somewhere, return to his home or that of the charmer, there to sit on her porch or within a darkened chamber, and hold her hand or do whatever else was permitted.

To begin with  in connection with this new arrangement  there was one girl, a certain Lila Woody, a rather biggish, blue-eyed doll of Bloomington, living with her mother and studying music and something else  I forget what  a most loosely-governed piece, who seemed to do very much as she pleased. We called, but she and I found nothing in common, as I thought. It appeared that I was what I was: dull, I suppose; and that was the end of that. Then next came a short, plump maiden, with an oval, pale face, and a wealth of sleepy yellow hair, whom, long before I was introduced to her by OConnor, I had noticed sitting on the vine-covered steps of one of the more exclusive boarding houses of the town (there were no dormitories here) and whom often I had wished that I might know. A certain fullness of the neck, the beauty of which she heightened by low-necked, collarless dresses, took my eye at once. She was specializing in English literature and chemistry, as some other students told me, and was a fraternity girl as well as a member of an excellent family  a bit of information which OConnor later imparted with gusto, since that was a phase of life which he, assuming himself to be a part of it, most admired. But nothing came of that either. She was far more interested in OConnor than she was in me; a fact so obvious from the first that it cut and burned. I went no more.

There was a third girl, a certain Kathie Millership, very plump, very sensual, very pretty, and very eager, I am sure, to enter on an affair with almost anyone whom OConnor and any one of his favorites could agree upon, and accordingly to her I was introduced one evening, and then and there a trip to Louisville proposed. Just why I do not recall  a fair or something. But in this connection and before the, I am sure, previously arranged trip was suggested, this same girl  no doubt at the behest of OConnors latest girl friend  seeking to draw near me, and with as much of an air of camaraderie and liking as with his previous ballyhoo she was able to achieve. Yet just how under these circumstances she could have liked me, I cannot think. (These advertised friends, you know!) Worse, in my mind all the time and just the same was my memory of Eva Casper and what happened there. I had no faith. Disaster, and only disaster, could follow on all this.

Just the same, as I was noting, here was yet another instance of an answer to that intense wish of mine which seemed to be dragging girls for me from out of the very air. For not only had Levitt sought to aid me, but now OConnor! And more, against this barrier within myself, and which I did not seem to be able to overcome, although it was being fairly assailed by charmers of this type. Had I thought clearly of it at the time, I most certainly would have been psychically astounded. For now, and on OConnors say-so alone, and like all the others, this girl was as ready to receive me, apparently, as though I personally had sought her out. Not only that, but for the sake of the quartette OConnor desired, ready to like me or at least make the best of me until such time as she could discover whether or not she could endure me. For now she smiled gaily, said she had heard so much about me, and then waited for me to indulge in some light badinage. That I failed miserably was due, of course, to my failure with Eva Casper and my highly exaggerated notion that I was being called upon to say the most sparkling things and make a vivid and lasting impression, whereas all that was demanded of me was a courageous manifestation of the fact that I was interested in her, certainly not afraid of her. As it was, I spent a most painful evening, emerging limp under the heavy thought of failure and that I had made a fool of myself, had not dared a single intimacy, either of look or word, where that was so obviously expected of me. As on the previous occasion, I had been left alone with her while OConnor courted his Miss Somebody (I forget the name) in another room. And I had dared come no nearer than the width of the room! Think of it!

Just the same, this was not the end. For about this time, due to nervousness and undue concentration on my books, lighted by a much too feeble oil lamp, my eyes, or rather the one eye I was ever able to use, were out of commission. I could not read  the type blurring. Hence a visit to a local doctor, one of whose side lines was eye-glasses and their prescription. He at once suggested that I visit either Louisville or Indianapolis and consult a specialist. I was thinking of Indianapolis, the nearer place, when suddenly in walked OConnor. Now hearing of my predicament and of Louisville and Indianapolis in connection with the same, he quickly joined up his proposed trip with my eye trouble. Why not two birds with one stone? It was just about Thanksgiving time  a day or two before. Why not take Miss Wright and Miss Millership to Louisville over Thanksgiving? It would be just fine, he added. She likes you, you know, and we could all have a fine time. A thought which evoked little more than panic in me. To be thus pursued when I wanted so much to be pursued in just this way, and yet to have this fear! And more, to lack the means wherewith to pursue just this type of gaiety for which I yearned! I was actually thrown into a kind of fever by the thought of it, yet at the same time pretended an easy efficiency which was only spoiled by my lack of money  an excuse which OConnor, as I knew, would never accept. For at once, and as I expected, he interpolated: If its money, old chap, you know I have enough for everybody. Ill fix everything up. And when I demurred as to that, modified it by saying: Well, you have to go somewhere, Indianapolis or Louisville. Why not make it Louisville, pay your own way there and back if you wish, and let me do the rest?

Fool that I was, and in the face of my certainty as to the result  the Eva Casper debacle all over  still, so desperately was I clutched by the thought, the opportunity, I consented to go, and then spent several days worrying over why I had accepted and why I did not retreat while there was yet time. Supposing, supposing I should try, and succeed? Supposing? I might talk. I might summon the courage. Who knows? But then also, and supposing (dark thought that!) that love and kisses achieved and we two alone, what then? God!

However, when the time came, and because of the fear of a scandal, it was deemed best by OConnor that we should board the train separately, all of us, and wait until we had ridden past a station or two before we pretended to find each other. When we went to the station Thanksgiving morning, it was without the knowledge which the morning papers would have brought had we received them in time (they never arrived before three in the afternoon) that a great cyclone had struck Louisville the night before and that amazing and pathetic damage had been done. Hundreds upon hundreds of buildings had been blown down. The car yards of this very road on which we were riding had been strewn with wreckage. Great engines of imposing tonnage had been lifted up and piled one on top of the other. All of this we were to see as we drew near, and it might have deterred us.

However, uninformed, and most unconcernedly as far as OConnor and these girls were concerned, we boarded the train. I saw Miss Millership and Miss Wright, the former smartly dressed in a light blue walking suit, with a tasseled cap, after the fashion of that fall, pulled down over hair. Her cheeks were rosy  a girl bursting with health  and she walked with a kind of defiant stride which fascinated and yet frightened me. When I realized that shortly I should have to entertain her, and that when we reached Louisville I should have to play the gallant and win her to the scheme OConnor had proposed, I ran hot and cold. I was terrorized.

Fortunately as we rode together after the third station, OConnor became most diverting, devoting himself to the four of us rather than to his girl alone. We sat in facing seats, did card tricks and gambled for pennies. But noting an exceedingly stormy sky as we proceeded south, we began to wonder at it, even to worry a little. And then soon someone brought information as to the storm itself, the great damage, and so diverted attention from our real purpose or mission. I think we were all distressed for fear the storm might compel our return or itself return to Louisville while we were there and do more damage  a thought which caused me to feel that my fears need not be as great as they were. I might have no real problem. To make a long story short, I found it possible under these favorable circumstances to talk to my girl and even hold her arm or nibble feebly at her fingers with mine, though my over-timidity unquestionably reacted unfavorably on her and she scarcely knew how to look or what to say, so lamely did I receive her least genial glance or word.

Arriving in Louisville, though, and because it was early and because much damage was visible on every hand from the train as we entered  great hogsheads of tobacco broken and spilled about the streets, endless bales of cotton rolled here and there by the wind, corners of buildings clipped off, as well as hundreds of buildings destroyed and vehicles of all kinds upturned and broken  we stayed to survey the ruin. OConnors plan, as he had confided to me, was this: that the two girls were to take a room together and we one each, and then if any hitch or separation occurred or his plan failed to go through, all would be well, for we could return to our respective rooms and in the morning meet for breakfast. But just the same, and from this period on until they, OConnor and the two girls, returned to Bloomington the next afternoon and I remained over to await the return of my oculist and have my eyes treated the next day, I spent as wretched a twenty-four hours as I ever spent in my life.

In the first place, now that we were on the ground and I was supposed to take charge of this girl, my courage, as usual, completely blew out. True, with OConnor and Miss Wright as companions, we at first wandered about, staring at the immense ruin wrought. But what of that? As terrible and moving as it might be to some, how little it meant to us four young persons who had come on so different an errand. And how thoroughly it proved the utter selfishness of sensual desire as opposed to all else. For regardless of the dead and the ruins, here were we four, the other three at least, thinking of a hotel room and what might there be achieved between us. And even I, after my all-too-pathetic failure with Eva Casper, wondering whether it was not possible, and even in the face of that, so to control myself, or at least to overcome my deadly fear of subsequent exposure and shame, as to attempt a successful relationship. Was it really true that I was so completely done for? And so early in life? A light, cold sweat was upon me. My hands were cold. For despite my poor showing on the train and elsewhere, here she was, as young and attractive as one would want, and hanging on my arm, anticipating, no doubt, at least some light suggestion of the gallant in me. Yet thoughts or no thoughts, not one forward or appealing word on my part. And after an hour or less, I was fully aware that she was becoming bored. For long stretches at a time, even under these interesting circumstances, I had nothing to say, for I could think of nothing to say. Not that I did not know what was expected of me. I could feel most clearly that in unfrequented places I was expected to slip my arm about her and urge her with gentle badinage to return to the hotel with me. Yet I did not. Instead made the most of noting that always ahead of us somewhere, for a time at least, were OConnor and Miss Wright in full view, lost in pleasant confidences, for they had reached an understanding, apparently, long before. Only presently, even he returned to say that he and Miss Wright were going back and that Miss Millership and I could arrange things between ourselves.

So at last my hour! The gallows! And as before with Eva Casper, it was do or die! But with me it was die, as I now began to feel. For I really could not contemplate another fiasco and began to think what a fool I had been to permit OConnor to wheedle me into this predicament. And yet not saying as much to my girl, as we now returned to the hotel  she was too enticing and vital  the all to be desired, really  or that OConnor having previously arranged for a room for me as well as one for the two girls, she might come with me to mine if she would. Never! And yet it was now my duty really  my death duty almost, as I felt it to be  so to persuade her. For unlike Eva Casper, although willing, she was not forward. It was I who Would have to say and do the leading.

Inadequacy, consciousness of defeat, failure, shame. Yet marching into the hotel with her as might an automaton or robot, and thinking, or better, not thinking, merely miserably sensating. And so, because of my silence, we two taking seats in one of the parlors on the second floor. And there, alone together, OConnor and his girl having gone to his room, as I assumed  they were not seen again for several hours  I attempted to put my arm around her, but in such an awkward, fearful way that nothing came of it. I did not go far enough, nor did I say what so obviously it was my duty to say. In fact, I did not show that I had any intention of doing anything more at all, after which and after a time, and after giving me ample opportunity to go farther, she excused herself and left me. Thereafter I saw nothing of her until OConnor and his girl having reappeared, she rejoined us. She had been in her room. And that night, after dinner somewhere for the four of us, she presumably slept with Miss Wright.

And although the next day all were genial enough, OConnor suggesting that after I had seen my oculist, we take a carriage and see the city, still, since it developed that I should have to wait over another day, these three finally compelled to return together, myself left alone to have my eyes, instead of my mind, examined and to meditate on what a total and ridiculous failure I was  a meditation which resulted in my resolving never, never, never to accept another girl invitation from anyone, since obviously it only led to such torturesome and self-belittling things as had but now occurred. And that resolution for once was kept, and so my peace of mind gradually restored. For OConnor, having at last discovered what a hopeless failure I really was, gave over this particular phase of his desires for me. He called, it is true, occasionally, and was most friendly, but as for adventures such as this.... Selah.


CHAPTER 76

AS THE Christmas holidays drew near, I found that quite everyone except myself was going home. My first intention, seeing that the family was by no means as well-placed as it might have been and that things here were interesting enough for me, was to stay, but seeing everyone else leaving  OConnor, Hall, Levitt, Sutcliffe  and they asking me was I not going, I finally decided, for forms sake, that I must. (Beaten by convention, as it were.)

More, about this time, OConnor, having recovered apparently from his despair over my inefficiency at Louisville, began to show up and be as interested and cheerful as ever. He was coming to Chicago, after a day or two spent at his home, he said, and wanted me to meet him and idle about during the holidays. Being convinced, because of his personal grandeur, etc., that he would not find my family sufficiently interesting or suited to his notions, I decided not to let them meet. As for going out with him myself, that was a different matter and concerned none but ourselves.

We made the trip northward together, and since he was getting off at 3 A.M., we decided to sit up in the smoker. (This made my inability to afford a berth less demeaning.) Approaching Chicago and my own home, I experienced, for the first time in my life, I think, a sense of change in myself  something more toward individuality  the intense centripetal integrality of the same  as opposed to what hitherto might have been looked upon as a merged or group feeling  integrality with the other members of my family and home  my mother, of course, the central centripetal star of the same and one not to be affected, let alone reduced or modified in any way. And nothing since has ever altered her peculiar emotional and vital relationship to me, however numerous the years.

But as to the others! Although only three months had passed, I had grown so much. These different and strange contacts, how seriously they had affected me! The university, with its faculty and student body; the various fields of mind and effort of which, in so short a time, I had become apprised; the earnestness or folly or weakness of so many of the students who were there supposedly seeking the technique of the larger world realms without and yet, like myself and for reason of this lack or that weakness or incapacity, fumbling or fooling  myself as I saw myself one of the most pathetic illustrations of this, yet without the will or power to fight these same impulses which, as I saw them then, were deflecting me from the so necessary concentration and effort, from which (and from which only, as I also saw it then) true achievement could arise. Of course, long since I have changed my mind as to the import of much upon which I might then have concentrated. And education has dimmed into little more than a polishing process for innate ability and a sense of direction. To-day, in so far as education is concerned, my first concern would be not as to how much concentration was achieved, but rather what type of mind or character, or both, was doing the studying and concentrating. For from that, and that alone, can spring results. The rest? Mere pageturning and thought-marking. No more.

But to return to Chicago and our home. While I found things about as I had left them  the same jobs for all, the same nebulous wonder on the part of my mother as to this and that in connection with life, the same intense religiosity on the part of my father, Eleanor and her husband away somewhere, Ruth and Davis about to be married; the problem of the family budget as irritating, or nearly so, as ever, each one desiring to contribute no more than was necessary  still the same curious family accord, or affection shot through with disaffection, union fighting with the slow but sure growth of disunion. One could feel it even then  myself wandering forth for a time as much as any other, possibly the least bit more.

Finding my father out of work once more, I contemplated him about as might any student of psychology or biology, interested in the life history or processes of any given species. (I had not joined up with Sutcliffe and some others in vain.) On the other hand, and for the first time, I was cognizant of a sense of mental loneliness, even here in the very heart of my own home, where never before had I been lonely in that sense. As I could see, and regardless of whether I had studied or not, I had absorbed so much, mentally osmosed in connection with this and that. The various students with whom and in what various fields I had met and argued or listened and of whom I had asked questions! And the result? After three short months, a sense of class as opposed to mass, the intellectual as opposed to the non-intellectual; the trained as opposed to the untrained; the socially favored or lucky as opposed to the socially unfavored and unlucky. But by no means robbed of that consciousness of the state or weariness of the many who are not so favored or trained or lucky, and for that very reason  my own father, mother, younger brother and sister among them  treading ways which as contrasted with those asinine bourgeois comforts and equipment so much insisted upon by the OConnors and others might seem hopelessly inferior. They might not be among the strong, wise, this or that, but they were of my own blood. And that mysterious and psychic something which is blood or functions through it, dictating sympathy and tenderness which would not down. They were of me; I of them, in this strange sense, and come what might, I knew that psychically at least, I would never be able to desert them. (And never have.) I knew that at the very time that in some contrary phase of my mind, I was setting some little store by OConnor and his friendship for me.

For how little it mattered to me then that I, by luck alone, had been lifted out of a most objectionable form of employment and given a chance to find myself, if possible! For while a mere look into a few petty phases of what then seemed so superior was sufficient to set me on tenterhooks in regard to my own noble social future  not that of these others who had sacrificed so much to help me thus far  still my true sympathies were here at home. And yet I wanted  or thought I did  a profession and money and a good family such as other people could boast of, and a girl like Kathie Millership or any of those others whom through OConnor I had so easily and pleasantly contacted. Not only that, but for the time being I wanted to swagger about the world like Levitt or OConnor, to show off (me!), have good clothes, smart friends, and this and that. I can only smile indulgently concerning myself as I was then, think not too drastically of that boy whose heir and, in part, creation I am. For, in part at least, is he not still here and thinking on his own follies?

And so OConnor came to Chicago, and with that lusty determination of the college youth to show off and have a good time beset me at once. Telephones were rare in those days  one in some corner drug store was considered a great commercial and even social convenience and equipment. And so, without my consent, after a day or two he came out to the house to look me up. He had taken a room at the Palmer House, as he now told me, and after visiting certain friends by day and calling on certain girls who could be taken with only the most serious and conservative formality, as he also explained, his deepest desire was to reconnoiter the great red light district, which then centered in and about South Clark, Pacific and other streets in that vicinity as far south as Harrison. And in order to be free  a matter I could have arranged easily enough but which left me dubious as to difficulties and annoyances that might arise because of him  I was to stay with him at the hotel. He could be so insistent! (And this after Louisville, if you would believe it!) But now, we need not go with any of these girls, unless we found just the right ones. As for expense, well, as usual, it was to cost me nothing.

Concerning all this I cannot say why I went or why he was so desirous of having me accompany him. Personally I was really only interested in some girl whom I could know and admire  a special contact  whereas he, for all his special contacts, could still be interested in those public and quite common inmates. I could not see why. Did he not have enough already? As for myself, I was really going to please him, and nothing else. Left to myself, I would not have bothered. But one thing that helped was that I had more courage for this type of adventure than for any of the others thus far proposed, since it did not involve any final intimacies for me, and, in addition, gave me a look into a field about which I was curious, my protective delusion in regard to impotency making it certain that I would not want to bother with anyone. My one fear, if any (and that is too laughable) was that finding myself in such a place, and being left by OConnor, I might by some strange chance or fatality or force even, (who could tell?) be inveigled into some expensive and yet, and as usual, ineffective contact, whereupon my enraged and vigorous houri might rise and after demanding more money than I had, denounce me in ringing terms, say, for my physical impotence! How dare you attempt relations with me when you are not capable of performing the sex function? Or perhaps I was afraid she would merely laugh and leave me. In spite of these fears, I went  was even anxious to go.

Those brazen females of the bagnio! Their showy shamelessness! In connection with them I often think of the picture given in Proverbs 7:6: I looked through my casement and beheld among the simple ones... a young man void of understanding passing through the street near the corner; and he went the way to her house, in the twilight, in the evening, in the black and dark night. And, behold, there met him a woman with the attire of an harlot, and subtile of heart. (She is loud and stubborn; her feet abide not in her house: Now she is without, now in the streets, and lieth in wait at every corner.) So she caught him, and kissed him, and with impudent face said unto him: I have peace offerings with me: this day have I paid my vows. Therefore come I forth to meet thee, diligently to seek thy face, and I have found thee. I have decked my bed with coverings of tapestry, with carved works, with fine linen of Egypt. I have perfumed my bed with myrrh, aloes, and cinnamon. Come, let us take our fill of love until the morning: let us solace ourselves with love.

And think how little the world has changed since then! Over two thousand years in which Christianity and other forms of belief have struggled to reduce the sex import of man to woman and woman to man, and one can still look through his casement and see youths void of understanding and women with the attire of an harlot meeting in the ways! I often ask myself why do not the argued morals of the world prevail if they are so important, or if the immorality of the world is so destructive and plague-like, why has it not destroyed the world? Why the everlasting contest between them, the everlasting palaver as to their sinfulness? Is it not obvious that both are essential and that equation which we know as Life is thus struck between them? I think so. Also that beyond them, in either direction, lie depths or heights as yet unplumbed or undreamed of by man.

These Chicago red light streets as we ventured into them after dark  as has always been the custom  were as typical of the raw, brawling force of sex, and particularly of this hardy city, as anything could be. For cheek by jowl with immense manufacturing buildings which were springing up on every hand  tall fourteen-and sixteen-story buildings which were then already the marvel of America, and unknown to New York among other things  were the low brick residences formerly the homes of conservative citizens who had long since moved before the encroaching manufacturing and sales life of the city. In one way, too, these were quiet, dark streets, with here and there only patches of shabby frame dwellings devoted to saloons, pool-rooms, stores, rooming houses and the like, whereas for the rest, they were prowled over and through by hungry and seeking or, as we now say, sex-starved men, from all parts of America, really. But so minutely as seen before these taller, newer buildings, great sky-scrapers dark and silent and now towering shadow-like above these rows of houses with their red or pink fanlights over the door and occasionally a name emblazoned: invariably that of a woman. (Might it not as well have been Aphrodite?) Policemen too, here and there to be seen,  grafters and henchmen, belike  and, on occasion, robbers  and along with all this a line of cabs in one or another section, the scene resembling an etching. And throughout all, a muffled sound of activity; the feet of men coming out of or going into houses or swinging along the street in groups or pairs, and talking in low tones, and occasionally a woman crossing from one section to another.

It was an old picture, but to me, then, exciting. We set out after a dinner at Rectors, a basement restaurant then gaining considerable fame, and wandered into this region, looking for the signal lights over the doors. Although insisting he had never been here before, still OConnor seemed familiar enough with the process of discovery and entry, for saying: Lets look in here! he knocked at a door and was at once admitted by a Negro maid, who remarked cheerfully: Come right in, boys! I recall well the flaring red plush curtains that divided the front room from another in the rear, the tall gilt mirrors, the bright gilt chairs, and the upright piano, at which, no sooner were we seated, a blasé youth, entering from the rear room, seated himself and began to play, but without paying any attention to us whatever. And as actresses entering upon a stage, and from a rear room set off by heavy plush curtains  from which had been issuing sounds of laughter and conversation  presently came several girls, detached portions apparently, of a larger group of men and women already congregated there.

Hello, boys! Even yet I can hear the voice of the meaty German girl who approached me. She was clad in a pink silk chemise, with stockings to match, her yellow hair piled in a high spiral at the back of her head, her fat, gross face apparently glowing with health. How you like this costume? she asked, stepping forward, moving her lips suggestively, and leaning over and pressing against me the better to impress  or should I say infect  me with her charm. A slimmer, more graceful girl, in evening dress, had already approached OConnor and in his lap was being fondled by him.

I confess that as coarse and gross as all this was, there was still a vigorous, healthy reality about it which quite intrigued me. It smacked so of vigor and lust and hunger and a kind of brainless mad reward for the brainless mad ills of this world from which no healthy male or female is really ever wholly free. To my hungry sex sense then, how reviving and at the same time torturing, this consciousness of the value of potency as well as youth and means! Ah, to have all! Not be as I was  impoverished and impotent! At the very same time and in spite of this, I was luxuriated as might one who is cold, say, and permitted to enjoy a fire. Really, I think I was so enraptured by this particular and generic phase of life, or this particular showy setting of it, that its various and often crude details did not trouble me at all. For here a woman was a woman, provided she was plump and rosy. Her mental characteristics or tendencies were of no particular import. It was her form, that mystic geometric formula which something has invented and which when contemplated by the eye of man inflames his passions. I say invented, for I think man really is an invention, a schemed-out machine, useful to a larger something which desires to function through him as a machine, be that air, fire, water, electricity, cosmic rays, or what you will. At any rate, and most assuredly, man is no self-propelling body by any means; air and water and heat and other things most certainly make him go. As a flying machine may to-day be operated by invisible rays, so man. A part of the motivating power, perhaps, enters through the eye, another part through the mouth, the nose; touch is responsible for some reactions, and so it goes. But certainly one of the geometric formulae which causes man to act, to energize or procreate in the very necessary process which the continuation of human life on earth compels, is the form of a woman, and its energizing force is communicated through the eye. What humorous master decided on this double mechanism which a man and a woman constitute, and why?

Be that as it  may, and just at that time, a woman was a woman to me, a pretty  girl a charming  implement for effecting  sex  delight. I fondled  this offering of  the fates, regardless of  the  fact that she was as  dull and coarse  as any girl might well  he,  and was thrilled by the discovery that she had nothing on save this pink chemise, that I was in contact with her rounded solid flesh. Ecstasized sensorially, yet also made to remember that I had no money and no potency wherewith to entertain her, I accepted the snuggling and its effect about as a man eats a meal, knowing he cannot pay for it. And this was all the more emphasized by an early inquiry on the part of the girl as to whether I did not want to go upstairs, and since I did not, by the additional inquiry of a colored maid who came to ask what we wished to drink  cigars, beer, wine, or what? Cigars at fifty cents each, beer at a dollar the bottle, alleged champagne at five dollars but of American make and very bad, presumably cultivated cider.

Since I could not pay the price that was demanded by this girl  five dollars for a single relationship  I was about to extricate myself by pretending to be dissatisfied, when OConnor, coming over to me, signalled: Come on! and then, sotto voce: You dont want that! To smooth matters, we each took a cigar off the tray, which he paid for, and affecting a serenity and indifference which I did not feel, we set forth again.

Theres nothing worth while in there, was his comment as we went down the steps, myself wondering why after all the girls he knew and played with in Bloomington, he should choose to come here. Theyre just tough, vulgar bitches, he went on. But just the same, my mind was full of the wonder of being able to join issues with such a plump piece of pastry as I had just released, of being able to spend hours in such meaty, perfumed embraces.

There were thereafter other houses, and into several of these we entered, OConnor paying as we did so. (I still wonder why.) And before we were through, I had become almost expert in sampling these beauties (exteriorly, at least) the while maintaining a seemingly judicial and undetermined state of mind. For I found, and that quickly, that it would not do to seem appreciative or inclined to any one girl, lest one failed of an excuse to depart. At the same time, what a beggar I felt! How cheap! With each additional entrance and exit I grew more and more disgusted with myself than with anything I saw, and wanted much to get away. As for OConnor, with his money and aplomb and determined and critical selective sense, he was by no means abashed. For, as he said, when he found what he wanted, he would stay, and not before. Hence, while remote and non-committal, as I could see, he, like myself, was looking these several candidates over and sensualizing at his ease. Yet presently, and as I saw, he did find one who seemed to attract him, and so stayed. And although he urged me to do the same, offering me bills wherewith to continue my search, I refused. The whole process for me had been ruined for the want of independent means.

And though looked at askance and even frowned upon by maid and professor  as the musician was called  at last I made my way out. Yet not without some expense. For although OConnor had paid for most, I presently had spent three dollars for three bottles of beer  my financial limit, and more. In consequence, depressed by this experience, I decided to go no more  would not see OConnor any more on this trip, and managed so.

Afterwards, I thought  some years afterwards, though  what spindling beginners we must have seemed to those women, accustomed as they were to politicians, priests, and that heavy type of businessman who comes with a roll of money and a solid, matter-of-fact conception of these mundane pleasures! How trivial! But then again, the thought of these women receiving all and sundry staggered me. For although one could not really see the man ahead of one or the man behind, still there he was. And you shared only functionally in what could be no more than a machine process. More, the same girls approached me as every other with a pretense of special interest  an affectation of a fresh delight with you, me. And so  not only a little pathetic, but worse, a farce, really.

But how ridiculous! Astounding!

Surely somewhere must be forces of intelligence that look on and laugh, as we do at comic toys. But where, oh, where is the toy-maker who makes us? And can it be that he is ashamed to show us his face?


CHAPTER 77

AFTER BLOOMINGTON and its easy college life, it win be obvious that the home life from which I had been so suddenly extracted should seem less attractive  most suggestive of the economic and social struggle that would await me once my college year was over. And at the same time, and because of the idling I had done and was doing, and the feeling that apart from mere color  the functioning of this particular university as an institution or social organism  it had meant and probably never could mean much to me, I was troubled by the thought that honestly I could not accept another year from Miss Fielding or anyone  that it was really unfair to go on from this point and that I should tell her so.

At the same time, it was the Christmas period, always seemingly dull in the commercial world to which I should have to turn. And how hard to say to Miss Fielding, as well as to my mother and others, that here as in other fields I did not appear to fit in, was once more a failure! And then start out in the cold to look for a job! Whereas if I said nothing and returned, I should at least be as comfortable as I was before. And when the college year ended, it would be spring and I could so much more comfortably seek work then. Whereas now....

To my discredit let it be said that I chose the easiest way, and with obviously no such qualms of conscience as should have deterred me, elsen (as we used to say as children) I would not have returned. One thing I did do was to talk to Miss Fielding, who seemed, whatever I said  and I know that I did not boast of my progress  to feel that I should continue for the rest of the year anyhow. And her argument was quite the same  or nearly so  as it was in the first instance. That I need not expect that I could fit myself for any definite thing in a year. I could not. And that was not the idea. What was really desired was that in some modest way mentally I should begin to find myself. Wonderful! I thought. But supposing she should guess how I was finding myself  what it really was that was troubling my chief sensory faculties, or at least responses.

Just the same and thus heartened I returned, but with somewhat of a more serious view than before. Obviously, as I saw it now, I could not enter upon any technical course which would get me anywhere in any reasonable course of time; so why bother? As for the general and quite conventional and more or less literary courses I was pursuing, well, as I argued, it was, with my wholly deficient equipment, the best that I could do. One thing that I could do, though  or at least I thought I could  was to take my mind off girls and sex and put it on my selected studies and their related reading. And to that end, I decided that it might be best if I moved. For before Christmas, not only Sutcliffe but Hall and others had remarked that I seemed to be bothering with a lot of social as well as athletic nonsense which could in no way benefit me  which was true. For Levitt and OConnor  the one interested in football and athletics in every form, the other in girls, college society and his superior social connections  and the two of them finding relatively common denominators in not only law but me  had come to a sort of gentlemens agreement not to quarrel but rather to be sociable. And so it had been that sometime before Christmas, the large one-time living-room, which was now equipped with a bed and our books, had become a rendezvous for all sorts and conditions of students, from those who liked society and law and girls to those who liked to play cards and talk athletics or college politics  a development which appeared to me and Hall and Sutcliffe to spell the end of all serious thought, and brought about the conclusion on my part that as much as I liked OConnor and Levitt, it would be best for me if I separated from them and went, as in the beginning, my way alone.

And so it was that not more than two weeks after my return, and after duly looking here and there for some quiet place in which I was not likely to be disturbed, I found one at the extreme east end of the town, near the college, where because of a boarding club which was a part of the same, were assembled  at meal time only, not otherwise  some of the abler though poorer, and incidentally more studious, students of the college, who having no time for such nonsense as OConnor, Levitt and myself had been permitting ourselves, spurned all thought of it. It came out in various conversations at table, as I soon found.

On finding this place, though, I immediately returned to my room-mate and announced my intention of moving, whereupon Levitt, who was probably a little conscience-stricken himself, agreed with me. He, too, he said, had been wasting time, devoting too much attention to athletics. Since he only had two years in which to complete his law studies here, it was high time he settled down and did something. And besides, since I was moving, he would prefer to be in another part of the town in a house where apparently were gathered a number of his fraternity brothers. Result  an immediate notice to our mild old housekeeper of our intention to depart. And within the week our joint removal, though not without protests on the part of Hall and OConnor. Why, if I had to move, did I choose such an outlandish spot  so far removed from everything  whereas here, close at hand...? In as politic a way as I could, I explained why, and went. And for the time at least appeared to have lost almost everybody, save Sutcliffe and Hall. And even they at first did not appear to be anxious to walk the long distance it required to get there.

But the difference between this atmosphere and the old  the comparative silence and peace! For here, and much to my satisfaction, I had a room to myself. And better, after the hectic and for me mental as well as emotional tortures in which I had been steeped ever since my contact with Levitt and OConnor  their girls and their means  I found a phase of peace and quiet such as previously I had not experienced here.

The charm of this house was that it stood on a hill or quite considerable rise of ground, giving a broad and almost unobstructed view not only of Bloomington, which lay in a hollow below, and the university, which lay to the north, but the wooded hills, interspaced with level fields which lay to the south and east. And how pleasant, as I found the following spring, to sit on the long front veranda which faced to the south and watch not only the early ploughmen of those fields but the gathering birds and the delicate pepperings of green which finally tinted and then mantled in a rich green cloak the bare and leafless arms of the trees that stood out so stark and crow-haunted in the January days in which I arrived.

Next, Mr and Mrs. Santee, who conducted this place, and their son Frank were three of the most earnest, honest, quiet and industrious people that I have ever known. Santee, Senior, before he and his wife and son removed to Bloomington, had been a fire insurance agent in some very small town in southern Indiana, where in addition he farmed, or sought to, a very small farm or truck garden. But both his and his wifes pride as well as life was centered in and around their very handsome and strong young son, Frank, who only the year before had been graduated from the university with a degree. The only reason they ever came to Bloomington, as Mrs. Santee told me, was to be with this son, whom they adored and who in return seemed wholly devoted to them. He was as yet unmarried, and held a position as superintendent of a large, local spoke factory. In a family sense, I think I never saw a happier or more contented family. And this happiness blew like a sweet breath of air upon all those about them, myself as well as the several members  some fourteen or sixteen in all  of the East Hill Boarding Club, which at the beginning of each college year appeared to wish to renew its contact with Mrs. Santee for not only the supplies but her supervision, which to them appeared necessary to its proper conduct. For Mrs. Santee, in addition to being a charming wife and mother, was not only an orderly and tasteful housekeeper but an excellent cook, or at least the manager of a good cook whose labors she supplemented and directed.

Within a week  certainly a fortnight  it seemed to me as though I had encountered an entirely new and to me quite fascinating world. The introductions and new contacts which this club provided! Wilkins By worth, for instance, a tall, bony, worn man, of forty-eight, who after years of farming, river-boating, logging, in the north, and what not else, had managed finally (he was a bachelor still) to put by sufficient money to take a course in philosophy. But he was so worn and weary-looking, and not bright, as I discovered through various conversations, but so delighted, so ecstatic really, at being able at last to enter upon the fulfillment of his great dream.

And after him again, one Harry Bullen, a young, clean, vigorous, argumentative sophomore, of no particular means but with such upstanding and penny-jingling independence as evoked, after a very short time, a veritable flood of admiration out of the deeps of me. He was from the Ohio River line, half Southern, half mountain type, but interested in economics, sociology, politics, taxation, government and the like, and determined, as he said, to invade the State and later the National legislature in order to make effective certain ideas which were already haunting him  improvements in education, the machinery of government, taxation and the like. He liked to talk, and very soon to me as I found, and presently of a late afternoon would appear with the suggestion that we walk and talk, he bringing a small twenty-two calibre rifle with which he used to aim at bottles, rocks, leaves and the like, and get me to do the same. And occasionally he shot rabbits and pheasants, of which he promptly made Mrs. Santee a present. And while she always deplored his cruelty, I noticed that in due course they appeared on our club table. At which he laughed, or defended himself, and well, even in the face of the fact that this was mostly a vegetarian club  some eight eating vegetables only and constantly defending themselves  the others meat, and as stoutly defending themselves. And so, much banter and persiflage, as you may well guess. Pale, anaemic vegetarians and bloody, bullying meat eaters!

Among others who came near me in this new quarter was a certain young German-American by the name of Albrecht, first or second assistant in geology  I forget which  a bachelor, athlete and great walker, who liked to conduct small groups on long tramps in search of this or that geological stratum or specimen or to demonstrate something in connection with Indiana formations, and who, although I was no part of his department, still after a general table conversation or two in which I did not join but to which I listened intently, invited me to come along, once to so far as Brown County, where, among rough hills and woodlands, I was shown where the sea had once been and left what traces of fish and shell life in what ancient rocks  a demonstration which was broadening as well as refreshing.

And after him again, a big intellectual bully by the name of Trodgers  a huge, lank specimen of a student, majoring in history, philosophy, logic, and what not else  who liked to start an argument on any and every subject in order to drive into their holes all and sundry who ventured to oppose him. In some ways he was a most ponderous and threatening-looking fellow, built, in part, like a great baboon, and in some ways looking and acting not unlike one. Often in the silence of my newness and strangeness, I contemplated him, fearing for a long time to contest any point he chose to defend, for was he not a senior working for a masters degree and rather more pleased than not to thunder out his conclusions in a great rough voice which nearly always quieted all? For nearly all of the students who surrounded him here, as I found, were quite certain that as soon as his course was done he would be called to some important chair somewhere, or possibly enter politics in his own state, which was Michigan, for among his other accomplishments was oratory.

On one occasion, though  it was toward the close of dinner one evening  at which time strong arguments quite often developed  the question arose as to whether a man propagandizing for any ism or theory or trying to persuade the world intellectually to any cause or thought was better equipped to attract attention and win if he were supported by an organization  a chair in a university, say, or a pulpit  or whether being merely a free lance and using such methods as he might (the same not always permitted by a church or school), he would not be more effective. For some reason  possibly because the majority hoped to hold chairs or positions of one kind or another  the stoutest argument maintained that organizations were more of a help than a hindrance  they gave a man standing, prestige, etc.  to which I privately demurred, as publicly did Trodgers. My personal reason for so demurring was that a real free lance of great mental capacity neither would nor could endure the tag of a school or church. But since Trodgers  and with that argument  was slowly but surely beating every other into silence, I finally interjected a question. It was whether material means (money, church pulpit, college chair, or what you will) could possibly, if unhampered by conditions of any kind, really hinder a man.

Since I had never ventured to join issues with him before, or indeed say anything at all in his presence, he looked at me with frowning contempt, then began to scrape around for reasons to prove that any argument other than his was ridiculous. There was, in the first place, the uselessness or dead weight of a tag of any kind, pulpit or chair; also, having such or money or all, there was the danger of sloth and love of ease.

But we are postulating a man who is on fire with an idea, one who, however situated, is seeking the nearest and best way to address the world. Now an idea that would not necessarily be popular with the mass on the street corner might well get its start in a church or college, or through the use of money. (You see, I was arguing just to be arguing.) Hence, why assume that if given means or an unhampered chair of philosophy or a pulpit, he would be idle or slothful?

But it is human nature, he declared.

But we are postulating the extra-human, the man who is somewhat above current weaknesses.

Still, he would have the haunting sense of privilege, of taking an unfair advantage of his fellows in order to further his ideas, wouldnt he?

But would he? Havent we just said that he is trying to serve his fellow men by his ideas, and all means that fall to his aid would then be good means or could be made so. Why not?

Why not? Because a man in a pulpit or a chair has only an audience of five hundred or a thousand; the other man has the whole world to address.

So has my man, I replied, the whole world, plus the immediate five hundred or one thousand he is privileged to address, and unhampered.

There was a silence. It had been a brief but new phase of the argument, and just before my last reply he had risen to go, as though all was over. But now he paused and looked at me, intending, I am sure, to hurl some last crushing remark in my direction and then walk out leaving me windless and musing. As I sat there, though, I saw the light dying out of his eye, for, as I could see, he had no instant reply and I could not see where he was to get one. But then, with a contemptuous laugh, he concluded: Well, maybe. Anyhow, I havent any more time to discuss it now, and started to go.

No answer, I called as he hustled past me, and then I sat there wondering whether I had been beaten or not.

Good for you! exclaimed a stout and not too mentally strong student sitting next to me. Thats the first time Ive seen anybody take a draw with him at this table. Itll do him good.

Darned if you didnt lick him, Dreiser! exclaimed Frank Santee, my landladys son, who ate at this same table. Others gathered around to continue the discussion, but flushed by my success, I arose also and walked off, feeling very much like the gladiator Trodgers certainly was, for plainly I had won in a heated and popular contest, and for the first time, and was being told so. Then why shouldnt I get along in the world, I now asked myself, if I could argue like that with a philosophy senior?

But the victory was not for very long. For in a later argument I was beaten or tied by lack of facts.


CHAPTER 78

AS THE spring drew near, though, I began to realize that outside of general impressions and a somewhat less vague understanding of colleges and the character of the men who thought them valuable, I was no whit farther than when I came. No technical, as opposed to general and non-technical, education; no way, once I was out, of doing anything different from what I had previously done. Heavens! And now bemoaning, and most unreasoningly, the fact that I had not chosen a special as opposed to a general course of reading. Yet how in a year, as I afterward said to myself, was I to grasp anything practical, anyhow? That must come later, apparently, through contact with some business or profession. But how? I dreaded business as well as any practical profession, since I could not see myself as having any capacity for either, any intuitional skill or enthusiasm for the same. And as for clerking or serving in any unprofitable way, how wretched and destroying, even painful, to contemplate!

Nevertheless, seeing that no practical course was open to me here, I read and read, everything that I could lay my hands on  history, philosophy, art  but with the thought, for the most part, that I was drifting, and that straight toward the rocks of poverty and failure. If I only knew bookkeeping, I now said to myself, or even commercial mathematics, or some trade like carpentering, bricklaying, plastering! But I did not. And by now, silly as it may seem to many, I was imagining that I had wasted most of my best years and opportunities and that it was already too late to learn a trade, and that I should never have sufficient means to acquire a profession. For by this next summer I would be eighteen. What was I to do  which way to turn?

Finally I decided, and quite determinedly, that once I returned to Chicago, I would try to get in some line of work which would provide a course of commercial training in itself  such as manufacture or railroading. It was not a very cheering prospect, since all I really cared for was the beauty of life, its spectacles and pleasures. By fits and starts, therefore, I was restless, gay, sombre, or wholly defeated and despondent. Hypochondriacal by nature, I could rise to the greatest heights and fevers of expectation and delight, the next moment sink to the lowest pits of certain failure. One thing that grew upon me was the conviction that neither OConnor nor Levitt was likely to be of any service to me, their minds being mainly concerned with entertainment. And both together had been becoming not only too importunate but had been filling my mind with things with which I should not have been bothering. The devil! And only to be defeated as I had been!

Nevertheless, and in spite of excellent resolutions, more love or sex interruptions, and in this lovely, quiet home where I expected (apart from meal hours) no least emotional disturbance of any kind. It was this way.

One of them was a little Quaker co-ed who roomed in this same house  a pale, shapely, retiring girl, who seemed amazingly simple and shy at first, though I have since doubted whether she was either as simple or as retiring as she seemed. For as I went on living here, she came to talk to me much, usually contriving to be playing the piano when I was sitting outside viewing the scenery. Also at times, I having confessed to difficulties in Latin and algebra, she offered to help me with these studies. At other times we talked history and literature. But with what smiling glances in my direction, and how often, inclining her head to mine, her hair touching my cheek, in order to be near me in those moments when the problems involved appeared to require two pairs of eyes to contemplate the same page. And yet, in spite of this proximity, nothing came of it, I swear. After OConnor and Chicago and what not, I was still too fearful of a reproach or rebuke. And although she did nothing but frankly smile and encourage me in such ways as she could, as amazingly as in the past, I retired, confused and distressed, not with her but with myself.

In connection with all this, though, a thought has since come to me, and that is that perhaps at this period it was better rather than worse that I was so self-inhibited in my desire to achieve all of these various intimacies which my intense desire appeared to attract. For assuredly, not only for lack of time but for lack of strength  which would have followed upon such satiations  I would have been diverted from the major portions of not only my studies and introspections but such contacts with serious and informed personalities as, through Sutcliffe and others, were constantly swimming into my ken. In other words, it so chanced that I was not to waste myself on contacts which certainly would have undermined my none too good health and diverted my mind from such serious thinking and reading as I was then capable of.

A second girl was the fifteen-or sixteen-year-old daughter of one of the best physicians of the city  a grave medical gentleman as tall, silent and impressive as any physician might wish to be  who lived not far from where I now resided and whose home was a perfect bird-box of rustic beauty. It was farther in toward the heart of the town than my own place, and whenever I went to the city for mail or any other purpose, I had to pass it. And so, as the winter wore on and spring came, I could not but observe the dulcet home life that was led here. In so far as I could make out, there were but two daughters  no other children  one, the elder, an amateur violinist, who played with either her father or mother as accompanist  the open French windows in the spring revealing this quite plainly  the other, this young girl, whom I frequently saw, usually, in the raw spring weather, in a blue cape with a red hood, her books under her arm  a slender, white-faced, sylph-like girl, making her way daily to and from the local High School.

And now once more, and as in Warsaw with Myrtle Trego, love at first sight  a physiological epoch, as valid as the explosion which follows the union of certain chemical elements in the laboratory. And however valueless my testimony may appear, I cannot refrain from stating my belief that this was another example of the only true union, however disastrous it may seem in current affairs, and that around this type of union or attraction cluster all great tragedies as well as all true blisses. For I am not one to deny that for some (many), one such union, recognition, physiological epoch, might prove permanently binding. On the other hand, I am not prepared to deny that many such astounding recognitions, explosions, true unions, are possible in one life and to one person, where previous recognitions by accident or circumstance are not permitted to come to their normal fruitage. As many as five times in my life has this happened to me to date, and in three of them the natural fruition of the contact was interrupted, so that I cannot say what the ultimate result would have been. But in each instance, the transition from a normal to an agonized state was almost instantaneous. And in each case the pain endured for months, and in two instances, years. Not that other attractions did not manifest themselves after, or that minor emotions did not ride on the swell of the greater one, as little waves do on big, but the former was valid, instantaneous, and in all three cases the women had very much in common. I am thinking of Myrtle and after her, the daughter of this doctor, whose name I do not recall, but whose import to me at the time is by no means invalidated thereby. The others will be described elsewhere. In all other cases, I have merely tolerated, not loved, though under other conditions  if, for instance, union had not resulted first  love might have been evoked.

In each of the cases above mentioned, a certain nebulousness of mood, a certain fearsomeness as to love, a certain white-faced serenity which seemed to bode terrible storms of mood and feeling, gripped me with an intensity which defies description and which no one of all of the other women I have known has been able to convey. You may see a suggestion of what I mean in Dantes Beatrice, in Rosa Bonheurs Joan of Arc, in Fausts Marguerite. It remains an enigma. I only know that whenever and wherever I have encountered it, I have been laid hold of as by an iron force, I have succumbed and become wild, although in three of the five cases  this being one of them  I never exchanged more than a few troubled words with the soul that so aroused me.

And the thought that sometimes haunts me is (though from the fourth experience I have to assume it is not valid) that possibly the thing that I saw or imagined  that something so seraphic that I cannot even describe it  was not there at all. Or perhaps it was no more than a projection of my own mood. Lifes greatest lures are a compound of illusion  phantasms, mirages, ignés fatui, I fear  I do not know  but like the mystery which binds people to religious beliefs, so was I bound. I have also sometimes wondered whether the power of nature to delude us is ever broken, even in the days when we are but the thin and decayed fibre of former physical strength. If imagination endures, unquestionably the power of nature to charm and betray is there.

But even so. In regard to this girl, I was, after a few views of her, simply beside myself. I cannot tell you what it was that held me  a weaving airiness of motion, a softness and shyness of eye, a wisp of windblown chestnut hair curling out from under her hood, a slimness and curve of chin or cheek, which was like music. In spite of all these other matters that here claimed me, I began spending so much time at the window of my room, which commanded a view of her home, and looking for some sign of her, that I was not only almost wholly idle but as wholly miserable. For what was life without such a dream? What could it be? Oh, those aching moods, that almost unendurable longing for her, just her face, her eyes, her steps, her total loveliness! And worse, I was not so far removed but that I could see her and she me if she looked, yet not so near but that my feeble attempts at flirtation  the waving of a hand or a handkerchief  took on a kind of uncertainty, and therefore safety or innocence. Yet after a very little while, and in spite of this distance, she appeared to become aware, and as I looked, she looked, and when I was nearer, morning or evening as she went to or came from school, what shyness! And how disconcerted, passing me with head bowed and sometimes face averted! Yet after a time, since I often managed to pass her on the street as she came or went, managing to glance, once perhaps, but how shyly, and then pass on, not to look again, maybe, until she was entering her own door or turning a corner, when suddenly she might pause to fling me a white rose-leaf glance over her shoulder, and then as swiftly entering and closing the door of that paradise, her home, to which I was not admitted but outside of which I stood, lorn and adoring.

Once  on one of those warm, premonitory and almost enervating nights that come in late February or early March  I saw her sitting at her piano, while across the way among the trees I stood adream. Already visible in the sky was the big dipper and some minor stars, parts of those strange galaxies that people the deeps of space. Spring fires of raked leaves had been burning, and the air was redolent of their smoke. She wore a light dress; by the light of the lamp near her I could see her face and form as she bent over her music. Perhaps it was the artistry of life itself that enthralled and bit so savagely. Yet to me it was desire  aching, knifing  and for her. And in my mind as she played were songs of and to her  poems, dreams. Ligeia.

Another time  another spring evening  there was a dance at her home. I do not think that she danced  it was for grownups  but I imagined she was there. In a clump of trees across the way, in the shadow, I stood and looked for her, waiting, waiting, and wishing that I were dancing with her.

Youthful romance is such a delicate and enthralling thing. In my own case, in desperation as to some method of overcoming this barrier of distance and non-relationship, I composed all sorts of notes to her, suggesting that she meet me somewhere, that she permit me to call, that she attend a college lecture with me, and the like. Each one was based on the idea that I was to interrupt her somewhere and hand her the note, though why, if I could do that, I could not address her directly, I do not know. Just the same, I tore up these notes one after the other, but not before carrying them in my pocket for days, and as certainly not being able to bring myself to present any of them. Finally, in desperation, I waited outside her school, then outside her church on a Wednesday evening. Each time someone or something interfered or in some way frustrated my hope or thinly built-up daring. For now it would be that someone was looking, or again that she was with another girl or girls, though I believed she saw me. At last I did approach her one day as she was strolling down a side street near her home, as shy and meditative as ever, and drew my note from my pocket and swiftly handed it to her. In a sort of wide-eyed and yet by no means antagonistic amazement, quite pale and tremulous, she looked at me, then took it and hurried away. And I was as thrilled as though she had spoken. For she had taken it  and her eyes  how inexpressibly weak and frightened and yet kind they were!

What did the note say? I have no clear recollection except that I believe I asked her to meet me somewhere not far from her home. What did she do? Nothing! I dont think I really expected her to do anything, so nervous was I about the whole affair. Yet because I had not the courage to speak to her when I had this very good opportunity, I gave the matter up in despair, knowing that nothing would ever come of it in so far as my direct efforts were concerned. Just the same, I think I even implored chance  the sightless substances of nature  to grant me the boon of knowing her, of being able to touch her hand. And as in all of the truly serious cases of affection where I have been thus smitten, my passion was in no way involved with any thought of the flesh. That, if at all, was far too remote to permit of any thought of anything save possibly a kiss or kisses, of being able to sit by her in some dreamland of beauty, of walking with her by lovely waters or under the pointed stars, and listening to the night winds and the murmuring of waters and dreaming and dreaming of all beautiful things.

But no more. My love in such cases did not come to any such happy fruition.


CHAPTER 79

AND SO, with such things, and my few books and lectures and occasional examinations, and my talks and arguments with one person and another, on to the end of the year. Curiously, and in spite of my feeling that practically (so far as concerned my making a place for myself in this world), I was no further advanced than when I came, and recurrent and sombre depressions in connection with that, I did feel advanced. For apart from the imposing and to me oppressive curriculum of the university, its ramified fields of endeavor  almost every one of which required an intense form of specialization which left me not so much cold as suffering from a feeling of inadequacy before so many extremes of mental adventure  there had been these various contacts, that with Sutcliffe the most impressive. And the walks and talks, and betimes arguments most hotly and not infrequently successfully conducted, which had made clear to me that however mute I might stand before the curriculum as a whole, its professors and their required courses of reading and experiment (present and past), still, when it came to the individual anywhere, and past reading or no past reading, I appeared instinctively to apprehend many things and to be able to demonstrate my apprehensions sometimes quite satisfactorily, to myself at least. More, I enjoyed listening and inquiring so much that at times I could actually weary if not exactly exhaust anyone who was so foolish as to suggest knowledge in a given field. For I could go on and on, asking one and then another question until at last the unhappy victim would extricate himself in any possible way he could. And once Sutcliffe, in friendly weariness, exclaimed: Well, if asking will get you knowledge, you certainly will get it!

But just that remark, together with my unschemed ability to draw to and about me a quite impressive group of students, shaped up somewhat a sense of individuality, though still far from well, let alone egotistically, formed in my mind. Within the classrooms, as I well knew, I had done nothing much  capturing here an idea, there a memorable statement  nothing very logical or sequential or valuable to me as part of a course  but outside, as I have shown, I was really being privately tutored, and by many who were successfully prosecuting their studies within the walls of the college  a system or procedure not unrelated to the Greek peripatetic school with its mentors. And while I could not say to myself or even see then in exactly what particulars I was being prepared for the life outside, in reality I was so being and taking on at least some of the directness and surety of those who, with less skill for argument and questioning than I possessed, were nevertheless satisfied that they were reasonably well-fitted for the world they were about to face. To be sure, many of them had parents with means or were the natural heirs to position or controls in this or that built-up industry or property, whereas I... Only, after associating with Sutcliffe so long, I could not help but feel that if he could face life so bravely and cheerfully on just nothing at all  what he actually earned by the meanest kind of labor  so could I, and with honor, so long as my mental ideals were not betrayed thereby.

How much I owe to that one sturdy, inquiring, generous, thinking soul! How much!

But now these closing days, a warm, sunshiny spring glorifying the beauty of this university campus and town, and all of these students dreamy and speculative or practical and unpoetic, going here and there, to and fro, their examinations and their hoped-for degrees bringing on a mental tensity and even energy not previously noticeable in the college air  the all-penetrating wave-lengths of their escaping thoughts and moods. But although all sorts of things were going on  class conferences of juniors and seniors, functions in connection with the Greek letter societies, students bent over their finals  I myself felt, more or less apart or alone. Try as I might, I could not think of myself as a suitable, let alone essential, part of anything that was here going forward or to what subsequently it might lead. To be sure, I took some examinations and did well enough in history, literature, and such phases of mathematics and economics as I had taken. But what of it, I asked myself? Of what service, since I was not to return here or follow them up in any definite way?

And yet, and in spite of this, I had grown mentally to love this patchwork college or university, which was as yet a mere spindling suggestion of its future, and was dreading to leave it. For after it, Chicago, the world, my future, and then what? Ah, that mystical, strange, exciting and fearsome future! After what fashion, in what state  sorrowful or courageous, wearied or encouraged, helpful or helpless  should I fare? Besides, the spirit of this school, as I now perceived, was admirable enough  its principal message the love of correct information on the part of all of its students as to all things reasonably verified or helpful, the rejection of all others. To be sure, it had no tradition, no least trace of the mellow patina of time; but what of that?  it did have a kind of youthful ambition and optimism which said to all, Try! And although already various phases of snobbery were manifest, still as yet these same were but spindling things and with years might die. Who should say? I felt so sure that in spite of this or that idiosyncrasy, this or that petty notion of life or society, so many of these boys and girls were blundering on to real individuality and material or spiritual success, for they were so earnest. (Sutcliffe, for instance.) As for the rest, they were going back to he small-town citizen lawyers, doctors, chemists, physicists, members of faculties in minor schools, or mere ornaments to the small property someone might leave them. At that, I envied most of them, since for them was no great problem of how to do  their aims were too commonplace and practical  they knew exactly what they were to do and what they wanted to be, whereas I did not know what I was to do or be.

But finally my last examination concluded, and knowing that all was over, I sat in my room one afternoon wondering whether I should start at once or linger on a day or two on any pretext in order to enjoy for so much more time the spring and these last sweet days. As no reports were furnished as to whether one had failed or passed (they were to be mailed later), I did not have that to worry over. I knew that in class I had never really registered. But Sutcliffe called to say that he was coming to Chicago to seek any sort of work, even that of waiter or car driver, until he could find out what he wanted to do or where he fitted in, and that set up in me the thought that I should depart at once. He had an idea that it was his duty to serve humanity in some way; how, he could not say. Hall also called to say that he was going back to Michigan to study law in a law office, and at once; Levitt also, but to find out whether I was coming back next year. Hall, as he said, was eager for me to visit him in Michigan, for we were still the best of friends, but (a gloomy Hamlet) I told him that I could not be sure, that he should look me up in Chicago. OConnor was also there, and many others, individuals whom I have not mentioned but with whom I was friendly enough. The gloom that was on my soul, though, was so thick you might have cut it with a knife, yet I pretended to be gay, even was gay, for so often we are two things at once.

And then at last my departure  and in shabby state, as I saw it  no spring suit such as most of the students were displaying  an old trunk that I hated because it was not as good as most of the trunks on the depot platform. The night before I left, there was the burning of books on the campus  a borrowed custom, I assume, common to all college freshmen classes everywhere  but I did not attend because I did not feel myself a part of these, to me, silly revelries. In fact, now that I looked back on my college year, I was irritated by the deprivations I had endured, the things in which I had not been included, the joys which many had had and which I had not.

They can all go to hell! I said of these youths, girls and elements which had ignored me. And for the first time, I think, I set my teeth in hard defiance of life and fate. I will get along and be somebody in spite of them! Beautiful girls will yet be interested in me, and society, too! But as to how I was to accomplish all this, I had no notion. None. Unquestionably, the greatest pain in me now related to the lovely daughter of the physician, who for the time being represented all that I desired of romance and beauty. For her I saved my last brooding thoughts, and on the evening before I left, returning late at night from visits to Sutcliffe and Hall, stood opposite her home and under the moonlight studied its humble protective form. For inside was she, asleep, adream, perhaps, or looking out of the window at this same moon. That face. Those small white hands. That wavering, shy, recessive tread. Darling... darling...

I thought.. and hurt to the heart, fled. But with me went the bushes and trees of the yard, the vines that clambered up the walls and shaded the windows; her smooth, pale, oval face, delicate hands, and thin, petal-like eyelids. And ever since have stayed just as they were, identified with the moonlight and odors and stars of a long-ago spring.

When I returned to Chicago the second morning after that, riding all night to get there, it was with such thoughts of deprivation, inefficiency, and impending difficulties of all kinds, crowding hard upon me. My year of pleasure was over. And although I should now have to report to Miss Fielding that I was grateful and ready to face the world, I really was not  must pretend (though I felt that I should not) that I had been vastly benefited and that I was going forth to do many things. As a matter of fact, I had been benefited, in the ways stated, but as to this I was still not sufficiently clear. I did not understand myself well enough, either then or much later. Only in spite of all my idling and dreaming, I was by no means the same youth who had left Chicago the fall before. I was more courageous, more ambitious, and at moments had an opinion of my possible future achievement in some field which would have shocked all those immediately about me if they had known.

Only now, more days in Chicago throughout which I took up my seeking  for work as well as the key to my own disposition and life. For in me were bubbling the most ethereal and yet colorful dreams and possibilities. As for Chicago, it seemed stronger, brisker, more colorful even than before, although and at the same time it was so coarse and crude, in spots vicious as well as tatterdemalion. I liked it much, for here one sensed vigorous, definite projects under way, great dreams and great achievements, and behind them strong, definite-minded, if not so terrifically visionful, men at work. It was more money, money, money, and the fame of the same, the great fortune idea. But still, was not the fame of this city to ring about the world? One could feel it. Even our neighborhood, now that I saw it anew in June, seemed more interesting, with new houses going up everywhere. I remember thinking, as I made my way home, that everything was before everybody in Chicago, if they but thought so, and that in spite of all my doubts, I would find work and joy somewhere here. So many people were making money. So many new enterprises under way. Even the dullest could see that and would be certain to be moved by the hope of prosperity.

I know that I started out with a better feeling than ever I had experienced for any undertaking before. For one thing, the state of the family seemed to be much better than it had been at Christmas. All were still working as before. The medicine company, Al reported, had raised his wages. They were planning to build a large plant on the west side, and Dr. Fahrney, the proprietor, was building himself a pretentious residence in the most exclusive section of Washington Boulevard, near Garfield Park. Ed was with his dear Davis; they had come to be fast friends. In fact, his salary had been increased from five to seven dollars. It is true my father was downcast as to further effort in his field, but on the other hand Trina had prospered in her work at The Fair and was getting six or seven dollars and indulging herself in some additions to her wardrobe. Ruth was still being courted by Davis, and in view of their approaching marriage was receiving aid from him quite as might a wife, although because of this and her approaching displacement in his home, his mother hated her and would have nothing to do with her. As for Eleanor and her husband, their life was as before  travel joined with stays at this home. As I have said before, because of her obvious prosperity, there was some feeling between her and Trina and Ruth, but not of a disrupting character  the magnetism of my mother being too great to permit of any final break. Ruth, as I recall it, was a little jealous of Eleanors prosperity, since she now gave herself airs in all matters respecting taste and social experience. And Trina, as I recall it, thought of both Ruth and Eleanor as not only vain and somewhat parasitic but by no means sufficiently considerate of those who, like her, had to work hard.

Perhaps the most important thing, psychologically as well as practically, that had happened since I had left was the increasing success, and even national repute of sorts, of my brother Paul, who since my leaving the preceding Christmas had suddenly come to nation-wide notice again with another sentimental and hence very popular song, entitled: I Believe It For My Mother Told Me So  one of those charming and babyish expressions of his inmost self as well as his unchanging adoration of his mother  an expression of affection which, since it was not only dedicated to her but expressed in very primary and yet effective language his profound love of her and so her emotional control of him, must have comforted her no little. In fact, I was told afterwards that when the song first arrived and she saw the title and dedication, and later when Paul himself played it for her, she was moved to that always restrained expression of her deepest feeling  slightly moist eyes and a twitching of the lips  which when witnessed by me immediately effected companionate tears. I could not look at her when she was like that and not cry. (And we are told that the giant chemisms and mechanisms of space are without tenderness or emotion; that suns being hot and moons being cold cannot cry; that rocks and stones and trees are insensate! Yes? Well, maybe. And maybe not.)

But my very good brother was not only successful with this song but was at that very time about to arrive in Chicago (already billed so to do) as one of the leading comedians in The Tin Soldier, and later so did arrive, fortunately, as we all saw it, this time to be made comfortable in the much more pretentious and comfortable dwelling  two stories and basement  into which since my departure in the fall the family had moved.

If there was one rift in all this, it was the attitude of Trina, who could be so critical and angry at times. According to her, Eleanor was too pretentious and indifferent or stingy, demanding all for her husband and giving little in return, and expecting to be waited on in the bargain. And Ruth, by the same token, was a parasite, living in and on the prospects of marriage to that Davis. As for myself  who was I? I had had one year in college at the expense of Miss Fielding, who could not very well afford it, and now thought myself smart, qualified to show off and criticize! Ha, ha! A line of comment that burned and infuriated as much as fire can burn and infuriate. It made for rows, recriminations as well as dark thoughts as to what I was to do, and how, in order to efface this evidence of parasitism on my part, to make her as well as others know that my year at college had not been wasted on me. And so, an intense desire to get something to do. And at once.

But through it all the dominating sympathy and magnetism and live and let live mood and attitude of my mother, which  and which alone  made possible this combination of disparaging temperaments with these steadily diverging ways  all ages, sizes, weights, forces or the lack of the same. And all, for reason of her comforting and so soothing maternal wings, here and remaining here, and for that and no other reason whatsoever.


CHAPTER 80

IN A little while  some three weeks at the outside  I obtained a place in a real estate office newly opened in Ogden Avenue, near our home, but on conditions which made it scarcely worth the having. I was to get an assured three dollars a week, with an additional nine dollars out of any earnings which exceeded the monthly cost of rent, gas, stationery, office expenditures and a salary of at least twenty-five dollars a week to my employer. In other words, after he had received twenty-five dollars a week and all his expenses, I was to get as much as twelve dollars.

That would have been well enough if my employer had been a businessman of any capacity. But he was not. As a very little time was to show, I was dealing with a really defeated and worn-out religious fuzzy-wuzzy, whose intentions and aspirations were probably of the best but whose ideas of the commercial practicalities and necessities of life were of the vaguest. It may interest some to know that he was the living prototype of Asa Griffiths in An American Tragedy. His name was Asa Conklin, and his office, a most imposing affair on the ground floor of a new and rather handsome triangular building at the corner of Ogden Avenue and Van Buren Street, was just then being opened by him. In those days, it was a very promising corner. Ogden Avenue, one of the principal thoroughfares of the West Side, ran southwestward from Madison to Douglas Park, and so on across the grass plain which is Illinois to a suburban residence town known as Cypress Grove  there being no cypresses whatsoever in that region.

Conklins ambition to sell property, rent and care for houses on commission, execute mortgages and the like, was called to my attention by a large gold-leaf sign which one morning I saw a young man lettering on two immense plate glass windows which constituted the Ogden Avenue front of this building. It read: A. Conklin, Real Estate, Rentals, Insurance, Loans. Where and how he came by the idea that he could do all of these things I never was able to fathom. Perhaps he saw them on other real estate windows. At any rate he had no money to loan  although, as he once said to me, that could be arranged on commission through some bank, providing the security offered was sufficient. As for the real estate and rentals, these were still to come from somewhere, and on commission also. Next, the insurance offered meant, in the main, soliciting  and he was no solicitor. In short, as I gradually learned for myself, he had no commercial ability of any kind.

Just the same, when I saw the sign I paused and asked the man where A. Conklin was to be found. For might he not be in need of a clerk? Real estate offices were very numerous in Chicago at that time, and since nearly all seemed quite prosperous, I thought I might become a clerk in such an office. For had I not seen many young men, all obviously working for some such concern, running here and there with For Rent or For Sale signs or cards tucked under their arms and on occasion tacking them on doors, walls or fences, or pasting them on the window-panes of empty flats, houses, stores, which their employers had secured for this purpose, and on a commission basis, of course? More, in open vacant lots, had I not seen them driving stakes, onto which they nailed boards which read: For Sale or Lease? I had gained the notion that this sign-placing business must be a full days or weeks or months work for any clerk, and at a good salary. At any rate, there was the young man painting the sign on Conklins prospective office, and here was I. And well...

Under ordinary circumstances, if I had secured the right kind of a position I think I would have been successful, for I was brisk enough now that nine months of college life had toned me up. But now.... And Conklin! And the ridiculous part of it was that I really suspected the worst on sight, for I sought and found him at his home, which was part of a religious mission in West Indiana Street not so many blocks away. And he was such a little man, perhaps five feet three or four, stout and yet flabby-looking, and with a grizzled beard and a shock of silver-white hair such as you might see on some tanned and blustery down-east Yankee sea captain, only without the usual sea captain force or fierceness. He had none of that.

On the contrary, a man most weak and variable, easy to persuade to this or that, even by me. An impractical dreamer, who knew nothing of the intricate and psychologic and necessarily diplomatic field on which he had now ventured.

When I think of him, really I have to smile. For actually he was little more than one of those ex-Civil War veterans or G.A.R. men, as we called them  a common soldier of no great skill as such, I venture to say  who was even then and there drawing a pension for some alleged war injury. And worst of all, addicted to a baggy blue Army suit, with brass buttons; for some reason he had eschewed the wide-brimmed and gold-tasseled Army veterans hat which was almost a by-word in my youthful school days (an old soldier hat), and wore instead a wide-brimmed, low-crowned derby, pulled firmly over his ears  in summer a straw hat  from under which his long, curly, white hair protruded most patriarchally and, may I add, foolishly. Add to this, if you will, a penchant for snuff (because his religious wife objected to his smoking), and a snuffy smell, and you have him. In addition, though, was a gold wedding ring on one of his fat fingers, a general look of incompetence in his blue eyes, and, oh yes, a habit of twiddling his thumbs when in repose, and when pained or irritated or defeated, of clicking or clucking with his tongue.

The reason for this real estate adventure on his part was this. Someone had recently willed him or his wife, or both, the sum of five hundred dollars, and he was determined to make a success in real estate. He had been reading the endless stories of sudden rises in property values and the great incomes made by renting agents. Without knowing anything about the district, except that it seemed to be growing, and without knowing anything about the renting or selling of properties, he proceeded to lease this large and really attractive office and put in some furniture  a high accountants desk, for one thing; a roll-top desk for himself; a railing across the front to keep out the inquisitive and make others believe that real business was being done beyond it. At the back, left by some toilet or perfume company which had previously dwelt here, was a partition shutting off a small washroom, toilet, clothes closet and the like. As clerk and general factotum, as I presently found myself to be, I was to occupy or stand before the accountants desk and keep the books, as well as wait on customers, while he bustled about on the outside and secured business. As it turned out, just the reverse of this was true. But how was I to know that? To begin with, though, it troubled me not a little that I did not know anything about bookkeeping  since I had concealed the fact from him  but since he did not either, as I soon discovered, it made very little difference to the two of us. I might add that I might have learned in a very few evenings if I had troubled so to do, for later I found it simple enough. But I did not. Instead I worried and invented a crude system of my own, which seemed to satisfy him and me. It consisted of a day book, a cash book, and a ledger, which I posted, heaven knows how! For one thing, we had so few transactions that it made little difference whether or not I entered them.

The mainstay of both Conklin and his wife was religion. They set great and honest store by it. At first, the fact that Mrs. Conklin, as I soon learned, turned religion to good account at such times and in such a way as served to tide them over periods when he was out of employment, militated most decidedly against her in my judgment. Later, though, it did not matter so much. For as I came to know her better, she took on some very arresting and quite admirable qualities. She was, in my eyes at least, so earnest and truly believing. Tall, worn, pale and spiritual-looking she was, the kind of a woman, or mentality rather, that smacks, in part, of a social as well as personal misery which finally finds escape in religion or faith of some kind. I have said of religion that it is a salve or bandage which suffering humanity has invented to ease its wounds. Undoubtedly, Mrs. Conklin was one who had so eased hers.

Her business (or call, if you wish) was running a mission. She was one of those peculiar beings who rent a store in a shabby street, install a small organ, a set of hymn books, some chairs, a desk or rostrum, some mottoes or quotations from the Bible, a picture of Christ or a map of Palestine, or both, and set up in religion for themselves. Yet not to any self-aggrandizing or nefarious end. Her spirit was too generous and too pitiful for that. One could tell that from the signs or mottoes or quotations from the Bible, with which, in shabby frames or with mere blue paint hand-lettered on the bare white walls of her barren mission, she set forth such thoughts or messages as she considered most useful or helpful to those who, like herself, were treading the lorn ways of defeat.



Take hold of shield and buckler, and stand up for mine help. Psalms 35:2.



And ye, my flock, the flock of my pasture, are men, and I am your God, saith the Lord God. Ezekiel 34:31.



O God, Thou knowest my foolishness, and my sins are not hid from Thee. Psalms 69:5.



If ye have faith so much as a grain of mustard seed, ye shall say unto this mountain, Remove hence to yonder place; and it shall move; and nothing shall be impossible unto you. Matthew 17:20.



For there shall be no reward to the evil man. Proverbs 24:20.



Look, then, not upon the wine when it is red: it biteth like a serpent and stingeth like an adder. Proverbs 23:31, 32.



Too little life, in the instance of the human, like too little sunlight in that of the plant, is thus humbling to the soul. Rob either of their natural flood of contact and they become pale, anaemic, humble, peculiar, and frequently spiritual. In fact, spirituality, according to the best of the religionists, consists in avoiding that which in the beginning, mayhap, they most desired  the earthly if mortal pleasures to which we are all subject. Hence, to be truly spiritual is not only to contemn but avoid whatsoever concerning earthly motives and impulses smacks of our strongest animal desires.

When you come to think of it, though, it is a very decent and respectable way to make a living, considering or providing you do not use it as a cloak to cover one or another nefarious and self-aggrandizing scheme. Why not? Should only the great church organizations be permitted to monopolize a false and yet so profitable field? And on what ground? That God revealed to some individual somewhere the panacea or cure for all human ills? Or sent his only begotten son? Think of it! Ridiculous! That might do if there were only one religion and everyone accepted it, but when you think of the scores of great religions and the host of minor sects or schismatics, all taking toll as they go, why should not anyone be permitted to set up in religion for himself, and especially where it might serve to aid or comfort others as well as himself? The best interpretation of religion that I have ever heard is that to be found in St. James 1:27 Pure religion and undefiled before God and the Father is this: To visit the fatherless and widows in their affliction  not when they are prosperous, mind you! and to keep himself unspotted from the world. And the best method of worshipping God  which is certainly an integral portion of religion  is found in John 4:24 God is a spirit, and they that worship Him must worship Him in spirit and in truth!  or let us say, sincerity.

Now if these two things mean anything and anyone is willing to take the Bible as a guide  which all professing Christians surely ought to be willing to do  forms and methods of procedure ought not to count for much. There is no precise ritual prescribed in the New Testament, and if there were, no word of Gods or of Christs would prevent one group of individuals from practising it as against another group. No, the method, outside of a certain generosity of soul  tenderness, charity, abstemiousness and the like  has usually been left to the individual. And it is only because powerful and wholly practical and political organizations have usurped the religious business, gone, wholesale, into the business of electing officers or heads, building churches, collecting money and using the same not merely as a means of bare subsistence but to erect and enjoy power and the panoply of the same, and to direct the masses as they will, that they have won to the point, in pride and strength, where they have become able to harry and destroy any lesser organization or individual or group of individuals attempting for reasons or sufferings of their own to address God or Nature direct. For these smaller fry are but seeds that threaten to grow into sects or organizations that in time may rival and so invade the domain of these others. Hence, destruction! Anathema! The lesser religionist scorned and spit upon and ordered not to seek emotional ease or security from any save those who have set up to monopolize it. The newer and poorer adventurers in this realm are to be kept out, and even destroyed.

The Russians, like the French and English before them, made it a business of the state to monopolize religion and then to let it function as a monopoly, the lesser man being told that he was neither sufficiently wise nor clean nor fit to understand all this; that to understand God and practise religion requires a long and careful course of study; and that one must go to school and by a certain course of acts, thoughts, deeds and the like which have long since been arranged, catalogued, and  worse  ritualized, fit himself for the great work of not so much understanding as approaching God. And thus most people have come to believe. They have been told so.

Besides, and much better, they lack the money or the influence or the leisure to secure or go through the prescribed folderol which would cause them to feel spiritual and so fit to understand God and practise religion. Hence, lacking the natural gift of understanding, they are awed, afraid, ashamed to pretend to religiosity. More, they are dumbfounded by the great spectacle which the churches, such as those of the Greek Orthodox and the Catholic, make. Bell, book, incense, candle, robes, religious edifices, stained glass windows  all have tended to make religion a great, solid, material-seeming affair on which one can lay hands, feel, and cart off in wagons, for instance, like any other wood or stone. Fortunately, there are others who while practically admitting or believing all this, or at least the better part of it, are still inclined to think that they can start up in religion for themselves, and while not doing any real harm to the great institutions which they admire and sanction, still serve God, do him a good turn, as it were, by gathering up the forgotten straws and scattered grains in the masters vineyard, quite as did Ruth. They think they can do this and at the same time serve themselves to this extent: that then, God, being pleased with their good work, will provide them with a living.

I am sorry to have seemingly digressed to this very great extent, but it has really been necessary to make clear Mrs. Conklins point of view. She believed that she was a good woman; that her intentions were always of the best; and that God should be served by man by eschewing all evil  drinking, smoking, swearing, evil women  and out of the profits of his abstemiousness setting aside a portion  say ten per cent  of all his earnings for the worship of God. This money, if it fell into the hands of good Christians or religionists  as it probably would  would be used, after the manner of all good Christians, to the glory of God. That is, more churches or mission halls would be established, organs installed, hymn books and Bibles bought, and so the word of God read and His glory sung and all men made abstemious, honest, generous, and pure.

Now every practical work of this kind must have leaders, workers, helpers, and the laborer is surely worthy of his hire. The Bible says so. So Mrs. Conklin  as she once troubled to explain to me and as I could see  being frequently sent on errands to her  usually for something forgotten by Conklin  felt called upon to be, and justified herself in being, one such laborer. Only in times of prosperity, as she herself once told me, she felt herself entitled to desist from the arduous labors which called her into her mission almost all day and every evening and Sunday, since it was very wearing and her strength not too great. But when Asa failed, as he often did, or was doing poorly, as so recently he had been, it was her duty to undertake her mission work. For always she sought to do good, not ill. And God knew it! More, Asa had never been much, if any, help. By turns, as she once explained, he had been a grocer, a tea dealer, a sales agent, a laundryman, a farmer, and other things in his long life, and now he was going into the real estate business. And since she did not know as yet how he was coming out, and despite this financial windfall of theirs, she proposed to continue her mission, at least until he showed some signs of succeeding in his new venture.

I think she had little, if any, faith in his business ability at this late date. And I also doubt if she even liked, let alone admired, him. He was so wholly ridiculous and impossible as a man. But he was her husband. She had sworn to cherish, honor and obey him, and she accepted and perhaps even believed in that as a cross placed upon her by her Saviour. Certainly, her pale, patient face and hands indicated as much. And personally, and regardless of her religious views, I liked her. I liked the courage, the patience, the soft voice; the firm, upstanding declarations of her belief in a Creator and Saviour. She was like the strong, moving quotations she had chosen for her mission.

I tell you, she said to me one day, as we were discussing this matter of religion, there is a God, and He will provide and help. I have tested it in my own life over and over. God has aided me when I had no one else to turn to. When I did not know where I was going to get the next meal, God has sent a man into this room with a loaf of bread under his arm, and that man has gone off and left it, and as I did not know where to find him, I was free to eat it. God has always sent money, or some ways or means, when I have not known which way to turn. He certainly expects us to provide for ourselves, to try, and be God-fearing in the trying, but when all else fails, He, spiritually, will manifest Himself and help us. He fed Elijah by sending the ravens to him; he fed the children of Israel by raining manna in the wilderness; he led them through the parted waters of the Red Sea. He has fed and kept me when I did not know which way to turn, and I will proclaim His mercy and glory to my dying day!

There you are! Now what do you know about that?


CHAPTER 81

NOW I do not care to enter into an explanation of the real estate business or pretend that I understand its various ramifications. But one thing I did see clearly after a very little while, and that was that if A Conklin, Real Estate, Insurance, Rentals, etc. was to obtain any business, I would have to create it. There was none  practically none  that came to us directly. Yet everywhere, on every hand, were stores, flats, houses and apartments to be leased or controlled or sold by agents, but to obtain this privilege and so earn the fee or commission paid for securing a tenant  usually ten or fifteen per cent of the first months rent or the sale  one had to see the owner and make an arrangement. This, Conklin either did not comprehend or could not do.

Having seen in other real estate office windows cards which described this or that piece of property as for sale or rent, I conceived the astoundingly original idea of getting similar cards from a nearby print shop and placing them in our window  a move which appeared to bring a caller or two. At least people occasionally did stop and look. Next an idea which Conklin had and which I urged should be followed up was that since any For Sale or For Rent sign anywhere meant that the owner or lessee of the property desired a customer, the same owner or lessee might be approached in regard to a double-listing. The only problem connected with that was to find the owner. Now it so happened that Conklin had a small mare and light buggy which when not in use by him he kept standing in front of the office in order to convey any possible customers to such stores or pieces of property as he might have listed. In consequence I immediately suggested that if he would let me have the horse and buggy, I would seek out such owners and see if we could not add to our For Rent and For Sale cards. And since he agreed, I at once set forth, inquiring here and there for owners of unrented or unsold property, until at last, and on the first day, I secured the privilege of listing some two or three places, and of hanging our sign in their windows. Other signs there were, to be sure, but these owners were dissatisfied and in consequence requested me to see what I could do. Five hundred paper signs were at once ordered, and with glue and my bills I immediately proceeded to these houses and posted our first advertisements.

It causes me to smile, but I really think that with a little better management behind me, I might easily have developed a very profitable renting agency here, for I liked the work, liked to talk to people, and appeared to make some friends  so much so that soon we had a really respectable list of offerings and, better, some rentals if not land sales. But Conklin was no land bargainer, no shrewd, magnetic realtor by any means, and I knew nothing about talking up the prospective values of land and the ensuing profits. I had had no least drilling in that phase of the work. Nevertheless, my house-renting success astonished me. And I had reason for so being. For up the street a few blocks was another real estate agency  Mosher & Co.  which seemed to have nearly all the houses and property hereabouts and which had erected quite expensive wooden signs  things which we could not afford as yet. Yet within two weeks, using Conklins horse and buggy, I secured over forty houses and apartments and some ten pieces of land. More, I ran into such curious and interesting people  solid Irish or Germans, dull to all save the practicalities and materialities of this world, yet building houses or apartments in this vicinity and hoping, of course, to reap a splendid harvest out of rents. In fact, there was one buxom Irish woman of forty-five or thereabouts  solid, handsome, genial  who took an instantaneous liking for me, as she said, and who, owning a large apartment house in which she lived not far from our office, facing Ogden Avenue and Jackson Boulevard, made me a most peculiar and startling offer, as I now think of it.

For on my arrival one sunny June morning at about ten or eleven oclock, she it was who personally chanced to open the door, and at first appeared inclined to close it on me. Another real estate agent, and a boy at that! Bah! But just the same, as I began rapidly to speak of our new firm and how anxious we were to get nice places, and that we would advertise them  I had heard Conklin say that if he made a little money he would do this  she opened the door wider, and finally smiled a broad, amused and not wholly complimentary (as I saw it) Irish smile.

Will you be lookin at him? And the likes o him, runnin around tryin to build up a real estate business! Sure, and I can tell youre not long at this! Youre too young and innocent-like! So you think you can rent my apartments for me, do you? Well, Mr. Mosher has them now, and hes done very well by me. But I dont like to discourage you either. Youre too young and aisy-lookin. Youre not a Catholic, by any chance, are ye?

Thinking that in all probability she desired me to be one and that it would help me to get the renting of her place, and that nominally I was still a Catholic, I said: Yessem, I am.

Well, now, thats fine! she responded, warming up to me at once. And youre such a bright lookin boy, too. Well, now, Ill tell you what Ill do. Come inside! Come inside! Its not to be that yere to put your signs up here yet  Mr. Mosher havin the agreement with me  but you can keep track of these places in your office and if you rent any of them, Ill give you the commission just the same. Not only that, but I wish youd call on me now and then. Id like to find out more about you. I have a pretty daughter here with me, and if she should chance to like you, well, you never know what might come of it. Shes a nice girl, and I dont want her runnin off and marryin some good-for-nothin thats no Catholic. If youre as nice as I think maybe you are, you might marry her some day, if shed have you. You havent any money of your own, have you?

Not a cent, I replied, defiantly and yet flushing a little. Well, if youre the right sort, money need never trouble you. Ive money enough for the three of us, and I wont be livin forever. She smiled a sunny, friendly smile and finally let me go  as astonished as she was genial and liberal in her talk.

Now, wild as this may seem, I am transcribing the literal truth. The phraseology is by no means exact, but this is the substance of it, dramatized for the occasion in order to give it the interest and reality that it had for me at the time. In fact, I was so astonished that I could scarcely believe my ears. I even trembled in anticipatory delight of my approaching prosperity and the general turn for the better which apparently my affairs were taking. To be offered the courting, if not the hand, of a pretty and rich girl, Catholic or not! And on a first meeting with a quite good-looking woman, and at this, my work! At once, of course, my thoughts ran to the girl. What was she like? Was she really as pretty as she said. These mothers, you know! But then, on a return visit to obtain some keys, the daughter still not present, my hostess or prospective mother-in-law, or what you will, took me over to a mantel and showed me her daughters picture, young, pudgy-faced, animal, but attractive. In addition, as I noted, and by the same process of reasoning, the furniture in these rooms seemed very grand to me and in the best of taste. There were bright, and no doubt cheap, rugs; airy summer draperies over the windows; a varnished hard-wood floor, and furniture that was intended to simulate cherry or mahogany. And all new! Ha! Romance at last! An inexperienced and rich girl to deal with  not one of those shrewd experienced girls of OConnors and Levitts. Might I not succeed with one such in some quiet, unsophisticated way? I wondered. Not the least thought at the moment as to possible character differences or the religious supervision that was sure to follow. All I was thinking of, you may be sure, was good clothes, food, entertainment, travel, and this buxom young girl in my arms  the delight of ravishing her and having all the other comforts added unto me.

Alas for me, though, things were not to turn out exactly as I fancied. And for the very novel reason, in my case, that I could not bring myself to believe that it would be a good thing for me. Believe that or not! For up to the time of my going to college, I had been more or less doubtful of the validity of Catholic dogma. Personalities such as those of Aaberg and Miss Fielding had made me feel that my suspicions in regard to the same were only too well-grounded. By the end of my mooning college year, I was thoroughly satisfied that there was nothing in the Catholic or any other sectarian pretence to divine authority and very little substance to the Christ legend either. Aside from admiring it as an artistic spectacle, I had already resolved to wash my hands of Catholicism. Instead of resenting my fathers dogmatic insistence, I was beginning to smile, and, more, to urge the other members of the family to do likewise  to go through the motions and smile.

But having reached this state, and after a very little reflection on my part, the proposition of Mrs. ODoris (I believe that was her name) became antipathetic. All of the extras I have described as moving me at first, and once I was out in the June sunshine again, left me cold. Because I resented the numskull state of mind that faith in the Catholic Church represents  yes, just that  I began to feel differently about it. Besides, mentally I was like that  could take just such sudden and final, if not violent, turns. Rosabel ODoris, according to her picture, was, no doubt, charming, and her mother obviously well-to-do, but what about my future? Was I breaking loose from the Church in one direction only to have it seize me in another? Never! In this instance, the matter of the assumed insurmountable barrier of my impotence seemed, for the time being, to be out of mind. To be sure, there was lurking about somewhere the old silly illusion that I could not satisfy any normal, healthy girl. None the less, I was not being affected by that in this conclusion. In short, I was beginning to think  so long and so variously had I meditated on this sex problem  that with some girls at least  the not too experienced or bold  I might easily carry on a charming flirtation up to the fatal resistance or non-resistance period, and so enjoy all the delights of caressing and fondling, and then the fatal hour at hand, decamp. Or better  and this was always a co-extensive hope with me  I might in some very simple, loving relationship, achieve a natural recovery, since a medical work that I had recently encountered and consulted had said so. But still, and even so, I did not want Rosabel. She was a Catholic.

Just the same, at her mothers request, I did pay one call, presumably on business, yet of an evening  about nine oclock  at which I was introduced  with an obvious lack of subtlety, it seemed to me  to Rosabel. And as her mother had said, she was attractive enough physically. Quite. More, she was not unfriendly  easy and homey with me  her mother having talked me up to her, no doubt. Just the same, lacking in the least trace of gallantry and feeling as I did about the Church, I saw no way of interesting her or of being interested without injury, and after an hour of my usual agony under such circumstances, departed, cursing myself for a dunce. You must remember that with me you are abroad in those mystic chambers of the brain where vagaries and fancies of all descriptions, and even the indescribable, abound, and that this illusion as to my condition was half the time crossed with forgetfulness as to whether I was in this condition or not.

There was another woman, though, also a widow and very well-to-do, who approached me in a very different manner. On my calling at her home to secure a listing of some property she owned, she greeted me most cordially. Would I not come in? I explained my mission, and she smiled most winsomely. Her face was not exactly homely and yet sufficiently so to alienate me. Youth and beauty were what I was after. At the same time, she had a pleasing figure and was handsomely gowned. Yes, I have some property, she said. A tract of thirty-five acres out on Douglas Boulevard that I want to divide and sell some day. Some clever real estate man is going to make a good thing out of it sometime. Why dont you come around some evening and let me show you what I want to do about it? I havent my maps here now. Or, better yet, come to-morrow for lunch. I havent time to go into it right now.

I promised, enthusiastically, and departed, a little flustered by the calm, steady way in which she had looked into my eyes and the genial and sympathetic manner in which she clasped my hand. But excited by this news of an entire tract which we might handle or even develop, I drove swiftly back to the office and reported my find to Conklin. When excited, he had a habit of trotting up and down the office floor, slapping his hands behind his back and smacking his lips, if pleased, or if annoyed or distressed, muttering Tchut! Tchut! Tchut! To-day he did all of these, for a tract of land which could be sub-divided into lots and sold on commission was certainly an ideal real estate proposition. Personally I had vaguely sensed the import of it as Mrs. Woodward talked, but as he trotted and exclaimed here, I began to see it in its true light.

This is a real find! he said. A real find! We mustnt let this get out of our hands. If this goes through and I make any money, Ill give you five hundred dollars of it at once. You certainly deserve it. Im sorry I cant pay you any more now, but I cant. (Thus far, in spite of my activity, I do not believe we had taken in a cent  rental commissions were slow.) Perhaps youd better let me go and see her. I am older and she might have more confidence in me. Then, after asking me various questions as to her manner and personality, he finally added: No, now that youve started it, perhaps youd better finish it. Apparently she has taken a fancy to you and thinks you are a bright boy.

He rambled on, declaring that if this thing went through  if some arrangement could be made whereby we could sub-divide and advertise this as the Woodward or Conklin division  our fortunes would be made. He said he thought he knew a banker who would finance it. The mere thought of bankers and advertising and legal papers and bookkeeping was as confusing as Greek to me. I began to fear lest my inadequacy as a bookkeeper would hamper and finally destroy all.

The next day, though, I called, and to my surprise found Mrs. Woodward so richly  I will not say tastefully  arrayed as to be disconcerting. The dark, flowered morning gown of the day before had given place to a close-fitting street dress of light brown velvet, to which were added brown velvet shoes and an amplitude of gold ornaments which harmonized. Her cheeks and lips were rouged and her hair done in short curls about her forehead.

I realized at once that her object was by no means real estate alone. She was too genial and wooing, invited me into the drawingroom and sat down on the same settee with me and wanted to know how I had been, who I was, what I had been doing previous to this work, and so on. And through a doorway giving into the dining room I could see a small table set for two and crowded with over-elaborate cut glass. I began to think that my situation was getting serious.

And I was by no means mistaken. For, to my distress, she laid an affectionate hand on my arm, and leaning very close, wanted to know if I had decided to work all the time like most young men or wouldnt I prefer now and then to rest and play. I think I explained, in an aloof and yet genial way, that I liked to play but that I didnt have either the means or the time. Whereupon she began talking of trips, the need of some people working, but not all. Only, since the arts of middle-aged women who seek to over-persuade young men are by no means a novelty, I will not dwell on hers. The principal thing was that she was a novelty to me, and interesting on that score, and that score only. For of course, by now, I was decidedly resentful of the fact that all the beautiful girls I had ever known had been either most aloof or, because of my cowardice, beyond my grasp. And now here was this homely, if well-dressed, and even semi-refined woman, trying to make me do what at the last test, even if I should overcome my objection to her rouge, her slight wrinkles and her none-too-handsome teeth, I might not, as I thought, be able to do. Unacquainted with the type, I was still conscious of a buccaneering spirit here  the particular phase of buccaneering in the realm of the affections that achieves  or seeks to  by surprise, over-persuasion, almost storm, that which it could not ordinarily and normally obtain. In this instance, however, the lady miscalculated as to my power of opposition, my private sex fears, and my extreme objection to anything less than beauty in the other sex, though if I had not been so doubtful of my own powers and she had not thrust herself upon me so obviously and forcefully, I might have succumbed. As it was, she pressed so close and breathed upon me so heavily that I was moved finally and desperately to exert myself, and rising, pretended to be interested in things outside the window.

She was not to be daunted, though. Fearing failure, she went to look after the lunch and invited me in. A maid served at first, but soon she sent her away and officiously helped me to everything I did not want. I began to feel that unless I acted very coldly I should not escape, and yet I was so much interested in the subdivision that I scarcely dared resist her. Yet since she bent over me much too close, when pouring more coffee, I almost had chills. At last I managed to ask about the property. She said calmly that the maps had not come yet; that she expected them at any moment; but if they did not come by two-thirty, I could come around any evening, the succeeding Friday preferably. Then she began again. Noting me look at a girl passing on the other side of the street, she exclaimed: You like pretty girls, dont you?

Oh, yes, I replied, innocently enough, as though really I was quite a devil of a fellow when I wanted to be.

Pretty legs, hasnt she? You like those, too? Then she laughed ecstatically. Oh, you men! she declared. You are regular young devils, every one of you, arent you?

I now solemnly cogitated as to whether I should summon my courage and attempt to feel her breasts  which showed very full under her dress  and to urge her to the sex relation with me, or flee. Her face was not attractive, but it was not by any means ugly either. And, I said to myself, her form may compensate me. Yet that fear as to my own potence or lasting power, plus uncertainty as to her, the tangle in which constant pursuit by her might involve me, all combined to restrain me. I spoke of my need of attending to other matters; that I should be glad to come Friday; that already I was late  a series of nervous excuses which made rather plain that either I was not interested or was frightened, the thirty-five acre real estate deal to the contrary notwithstanding.

I see, Theodore, she said, familiarly, at the close of the interview, and when she saw that her assault would have to be continued on another occasion, that I shall have to teach you a lot of things you dont know. Youre too bashful. Will you come Friday?

I promised her faithfully.

But I never went. And I can see her smiling winsomely, and possibly regretfully or resentfully, after me as I went down her front stairs.


CHAPTER 82

BUT THIS real estate deal was another matter, and a very troublesome one, for once outside I realized that unless I returned and submitted to her blandishments  made myself into a gigolo or youthful prostitute  no real estate deal! And Conklins hopes were already running so high. As a matter of fact, as I neared the office  the large plate glass windows reaching from floor to ceiling  I could see him within as excited as when I had left, walking to and fro across the office floor and twiddling his fingers, his hands still folded across his back  a vacuous and hopeless old shell.

And now came the problem of how I was to explain to him, since he being a Christian businessman might not relish the details which had led up to this uncertainty or disappointment. Should I or should I not tell him? I decided that since his hopes would be so completely dashed, if he knew, I would not lie exactly but say that she had kept me waiting for some maps and that incidentally she had provided me with lunch  a social kindness which he looked upon as promising  in fact, very promising. It cheered him up. But then there was the Friday engagement, which I did not even mention, but said rather that she had instructed me to come and see her a little later  which he interpreted to mean that the deal was practically closed and that the next time I went it might be well if he went along  a thought, if not a decision, which started me worrying. For most certainly nothing would come of that. She would see what a feather-brained dunce he was  and so...

I worried and worried until the following Monday morning  allowing the promised Friday evening call to slide  and then, out of a clear sky, a miracle  an Elijah descending (not ascending) and into our very office  the answer to all my woes in this connection, as I will herewith proceed to show. For blowing into the office with the morning breeze  and a fine sunlit morning breeze it was, too  one of the most fascinating and truly Dickensian types or characters that it has ever been my good fortune to meet  from the interpretive literary sense, purely, that is. (I forgot to say that following my announcement as to Mrs. Woodwards tract of land, Conklin had placed an advertisement in one of the local papers calling for a partner with means to finance a most important and sure to be profitable real estate deal  a brilliant opportunity for the right man.) On top of that appeared this Colonel Thomas Bundy, Real Estate, Mines, Insurance, as his card read. I can see him yet  one of the most broad-chested, full-gutted and impressive bluffs I have ever known. Utterly delightful! Utterly! And it was I who received him in our impressively large but meagrely furnished office. Conklin, as it chanced, had not yet arrived or had gone on some small mission. But of what import as delay or deterrent was that to the Hon. Colonel Thomas Bundy? None at all! Just none at all! He was ready to begin impressing and infiltrating with his particular brand of gas and blarney quite any and everybody whom he chanced to encounter, and so, why not me?

Havent you known people whose faces and chests  expansive, heavily modeled and forceful  suggest a kind of wonder of ability which borders on pure romance? There is, no doubt, a way of detecting the false from the real  gold from iron pyrites  but the most observant may sometimes be deceived. At this time, I was so young that mere bluff and swagger were impressive, and Bundy had so much more than that. He wore grey-striped trousers and a flowing frock coat, a high hat and cane, polished shoes and even spats, and looked at me out of direct, narrowed, heavily-shaded eyes. Your commercial bombasto-furioso, you see?

Mr. Conklin in?

Hes out to lunch, I replied, weakly. Hell be back in an hour.

Youre in his employ, I presume? he incruired.

Yes, I work here, I replied.

Good! Now I havent much time. I saw this advertisement this morning. Is Mr. Conklin the sole owner of this concern?

Yes, sir.

How long have you been in business?

I told him.

Let me see  is he an old or a young man? It seems to me I know A. Conklin.

I described Mr. Conklin.

Oh, yes, exactly. He rubbed his chin impressively, Hamlet-wise, and thought. Very good, Ill be back in an hour. By the way, what is the nature of this deal he is thinking of, if you know?

Since the deal was my deal, if anyones, I mildly hinted as to its character.

Exactly! Exactly! he exclaimed, brightening even beyond his natural brightness. Something that would require at least forty-five or fifty thousand dollars to manipulate perhaps  trees, walks, water mains, some money to get the city to help you, a bonus to one of the car lines to run a line out to the property,  he waved his hand in a rhythmic, inclusive way which somehow presented to my eyes a picture of a flourishing real estate development: houses going up, handsome macadam roads, gas lamps, trees growing in even rows.

But Mr. Conklin is a novice, I can see that, he added, looking around our sparsely furnished office. This office  you need rugs and more furniture. There ought to be a railing across here. This is a growing section. Theres millions to be made out of real estate in Chicago. Millions! Youre a bright young man, I can see that, but you need someone to direct you and back you up. Real estate is bound up with financial audacity, and I am not sure that you have that here as yet. He glowed and beamed, then saying he would return later, he walked out, leaving me enthralled as by a magician. Positively a spell had been cast over me  the spell of the utmost possibilities of the city itself. Because of his physical presence, aplomb, glow of mind, this, that, I had visions of a splendid salary, the best of clothes, myself hobnobbing with successful people; theatres, restaurants, mansions, money, girls!

When Conklin returned, I was prepared to tell him of the wonderful future that awaited us if such a man as this could be secured. I described Bundy  his ability. And once more Conklin, like the little opera comique sailor that he was, trod the deck of romance, his hands clasped behind him.

So the widow still wants you to come, does she? Youre sure I wouldnt be better? Perhaps this Colonel Bundy....

At once the thought of Colonel Bundy, Mrs. Woodward and her tract were joined in my imagination. Here was the man to take her and the tract in tow and rid me of her! I could not really interest myself in her the way she wanted. But Bundy! With that presence and finesse! God! How easy! I saw it all and said as much to Conklin. If only we had Bundy! If only we had Bundy! Ah, the euthanasiac gas of him, by which now I was completely filled and floating skyward! And so thoroughly did I impress Conklin with my own enthusiasm that by the time Bundy was about to return, he was fairly sweating lest he should not. To be so near a fortune and yet really not of it!

He said he could raise fifty thousand dollars, did he? Conklin said to me a number of times as he trotted regularly to and fro. That is just what we need to finance this thing properly! It would be the making of us! Once more he turned and trotted away and then back, up and down, up and down.

Late that afternoon, Colonel Bundy did return, and with that same broad, expansive, flourishing smile and manner. When he came into the room, it was as if a stirring, rosy glow were cast over all our hopes.

Ah, so this was Mr. Conklin  Mr. A. Conklin! This bright young clerk had been telling him of Mr. Conklin and his business. Well, this was Mr. Bundy  Colonel Thomas Bundy, of St. Paul, Minnesota.

My brother is George H. Bundy, the publisher of the Christian Age, of St. Paul. Recently I have been out in Montana.... He went glibly on, explaining that recently he had been looking at mines and woodlands in the far west, but Chicago, growing so fast, had at last attracted him and he had decided to return here. He was thinking of entering the banking and real estate business once he straightened out his western affairs, which, owing to the fact that he had over-invested in a mine (which same he was now trying to close out) were a little involved. But a mere nothing, that! A mere nothing! A matter of a few weeks at the most! For the present, he could undertake a small real estate investment if it did not require more than forty or fifty thousand dollars. He might even raise sixty, but it would be difficult at this time. If Mr. Conklin had anything which was really sound....

Conklin had had many wild dreams in his time, no doubt, but I think one of his wildest was generated right here. As he saw it, Mr. Bundy had arrived on purpose to make the fortunes of all of us. We could rely on him. Immediate and free cash  a fortune, no less  was plainly in sight. When Bundy commented on me as being a most vivid youth, Conklin (who had been astonished at seeing his name pasted all over this area) joined in the praise. He recited all I had done, winding up with the disclosure that it was I who had found the widow with the tract of land. At once Colonel Bundys eye lighted.

So that is your proposition? he said. Who is the lady? Do you care to tell me who she is? Perhaps that, among other things, can be worked out.

Conklin hesitated. He found that his dreams were carrying him away. Still, without business ability himself, he knew he must find someone, and Mr. Bundy was such a striking and ingratiating creature.

I cannot possibly even more than suggest the opportunistic fluidity of a situation which was so compact of genial chicane, the hope of self-betterment, all the shining, treacherous surfaces of self-expression that make of life the crinkling, abysmal wonder that it is. Conklin, with his insipid, inefficient blue eyes and his yet very real imagination, seeking to better himself and to retain the lions share of any future fortune which association with this stranger might bring. Bundy  but I will leave Bundy to the facts. Myself, a rooster-like phantasm of fancy, dancing gaily and inconsequentially about a too-solid world of fact. The three of us  unless perchance Bundy  knowing nothing of sound commercial procedure.

But Bundy, suave, dogmatic, managerial, talked of the ease with which he could manage this situation once he knew all about it. Certainly the necessary funds would be forthcoming. Never fear about that! Let him but once see this widow; let him get the details surrounding and the conditions governing this land! At last Conklin told him her name. Very shortly thereafter it was agreed between them that Bundy was to become vice-president of the reorganized company of Conklin, Bundy & Company, with Theodore Dreiser secretary, no less! We were to deal in large properties and be almost instantaneously rich.

For a few days I walked on air. And the following Tuesday  Bundy saying that he required several days to close certain other matters  a large roll-top desk and chair arrived, consigned to Conklin, Bundy & Co. And soon thereafter Bundy in person. Only, and except for odd moments now and then  now on one day and now on another  we saw little enough of him. He took quarters in a nearby apartment in Adams Street, a very attractive apartment, by the way. Not only that, but within twenty-four hours he was sending me out for cigars, stationery, laundry he had left, saying I was to say they were for Mr. Bundy and they were to be charged. He ate at nearby restaurants  not always the same one  and once he invited me, saying to the cashier as we left that he would arrange it all by check soon and taking a handful of cigars into the bargain. Naturally enough, he borrowed Conklins buggy for various ventures  indeed took charge of it and almost monopolized it. Incidentally, he also took charge of Mrs. Woodward, inducing her, as he told us, to take him to see the property and bringing back pencil maps which he redrew for us on his desk while we gazed, seeing as he talked a great and prosperous sub-division of the city grow up under our very eyes.

A charming woman, Mrs. Woodward! he exclaimed, grandiloquently. A charming woman! A most charming woman! She has a sense of humor, too  a most pleasing sense of humor! We went all over the property yesterday. She gave me her idea in detail and I gave her ours. Here  and he pointed to a central spot on his map we intend to put a small agency building as soon as the details are completed  right on the corner which is nearest the Ogden car line. Here I have persuaded Mrs. Woodward to build a house if things look favorable. It is always well to have the owner build a house, or seem to. It is a good thing to tell prospective purchasers, and it can be sold afterwards. And here I am going to try to induce the city authorities to build a school. There is no school building anywhere within a mile of this property.

I may even give them a site or induce Mrs. Woodward to do so. Its a mere bagatelle one way or the other, however you figure it. If the city decides to build or we give it a site, the price of the property rises and the gain is equal to eight or ten times the site. A mere detail! A mere detail!

I can see him now, in those warm late June afternoon hours, a large cigar in his mouth and himself leaning back in his new chair before his new desk, a good dinner in sight, a comfortable suite of rooms awaiting him, possibly the endearing caresses of the widow later in the evening, and all by reason of our imaginative appreciation of his intense imagination. I cannot say that I seriously believe this man was dishonest. As I think of it now, I think he was a little crazy  a wandering gaberiunzie with magnificent ideas and no sense of proportion or current human relationship.

As to the long hours in which he was driving around in Conklins buggy, I did not know what he was doing. Perhaps seeing downtown bankers or real estate speculators. One thing is sure: he was not paying his landlady nor the several restaurateurs who provided meals and cigars, nor the cigar man nearby from whom he must have secured as much as fifteen dollars worth of cigars, nor the shoe man who repaired his shoes, nor the tailor who pressed his suits, nor the laundryman  for all of these individuals appeared in due time, singly and separately, to inquire, to complain, to denounce. I really felt sorry for two little old ladies who conducted a very clean and neat restaurant nearby. He owed them something like nineteen dollars, and they could ill afford to lose it. If he had had the least sense of responsibility or decency, he could not have done that. But Bundy was  well, Bundy  magnificent, ingratiating, cheering to one and all. And perhaps by reason of the wonderful optimistic dreams which he caused to spring in the minds of quite all whom he encountered, he paid in full for what he took. I am inclined to think so. Certainly, most certainly, he repaid me with the most glorious sense of imminent grandeur that ever up to that time had been mine.

But what of his relations with Mrs. Woodward? I never really discovered. I know he drove her about, for I saw them. But where? As time wore on, and in spite of his drivings, dinings, explanations, spoutings, map drawings and the like, Conklin began to worry. Rent day came around but some hitch in Mr. Bundys affairs prevented him for the moment (the moment only, you understand) from paying that. Similarly, the bill for the desk, chair, rug, some new stationery and other items that had been added unto us and were now due. At the same time, though Conklins religious and well-meaning nature bade him be very careful as to how he judged anyone, Mr. Bundy included, he was becoming troubled and a bit suspicious. For as yet Bundy had produced no agreement with Mrs. Woodward, although it was always near. As yet also he had made no arrangement to perfect the partnership, which required the filing of a certificate and the laying down of at least five hundred dollars as against Conklins original five hundred for office expenses. The furniture company from which he had secured the excellent desk, a rug, and a handsome chair for patrons, sent bill after bill, finally serving notice on Conklin, Bundy & Co that unless the bill were immediately paid the articles would be removed. Yet always the matter of extracting himself from those troublesome Western mining deals stood in the way  not important  soon to be brushed away  but still delaying  and to Conklin and myself even agonizing.

At last Conklin began to realize that something quite radical was amiss. That as yet not produced five hundred dollars which was the ground-stone of the agreement! The various bills in the vicinity! No tangible deal with Mrs. Woodward! Nothing!

Why! exclaimed Conklin to me one morning, reciting for God knows the what time, many, if not all, of the ills that were steadily gathering about us. Either the man is a faker or he is a crook or worse. Sometimes I think he is a little crazy. Maybe he is. And to think I should have taken up with him in this way, without any investigation of any kind! And now, he added, pausing only to wring his hands, the expenses we have piled up here, the time wasted! He clucked with his tongue, then concluded: Why, you did better than he has ever done. After all, as long as you were using the buggy, we did get some flats to rent and our sign was up everywhere. Of course, it hasnt done us much good, but the renting season isnt quite here either. We ought to do some business in August and September.

I agreed.

And again, that Mrs. Woodward deal  that looks very suspicious to me. Why, you had her well in hand before ever he came here. She was going to arrange with you, or rather me through you. Now I suppose he has spoiled that or it has fallen through. I have about concluded that the man is a dead beat, and I am going to go and see Mrs. Woodward myself and find out what she knows about him. Perhaps if she wouldnt come to terms with him, she will with me.

I had to smile as I looked at Conklin  thinking of Mrs. Woodward.

I am going to talk to him this day, he finally exclaimed. Im going to lay down the law to him like a Dutch uncle! Hes not going to fool around with me any longer. I dont believe he has any mines. Im going to write to his brother and see what I can find out up there.

Suiting action to word, he first addressed a letter of inquiry to the brother and then started out to see Mrs. Woodward. Alas for our dreams of sudden real estate supremacy! His visit to the lady proved that there were no relations of any character existing between her and Bundy.

That man! Conklin said she said to him. Why, I think he is a bit crazy, and if you sanction his actions, you are not much better. He now owes me fifty dollars which I will never get  borrowed it because he was short one day at lunch. And of all things, he wanted me to furnish my land and let him mortgage it to put on the improvements which would make it saleable.

Oh, she was hopping mad, I tell you! concluded Conklin. I wouldnt be the least bit surprised but what shell try to put Bundy in prison if she gets her hands on him.

In the meantime, Bundy had arrived in the office and extracted at least five dollars from me on the ground that he was a full partner and entitled to it. He had done this once before  for we were doing a small renting business which brought us in a few commissions of five or ten dollars each once or twice a week. The first time Conklin protested rather feebly, saying that he would prefer that the partnership papers be drawn up and Bundys five hundred put in before any cash was extracted. On this day, though, Bundy chanced to be present when ten dollars in connection with a neighborhood fire insurance policy was paid to me  two five-dollar bills. He came over to my drawer, opened it, and with an ingratiating smile as well as an air of solid proprietorship, said, I want to take five of this for a few minutes.

But Mr. Conklin told me I was not to let you do that, I protested, having been solemnly warned by Conklin as to this.

My boy, he replied, with an air of reproach and kindly supervision, you mustnt be suspicious. You mustnt let Conklin make you so. He knows nothing about the real estate business, while I do. I am Colonel Thomas Bundy and I can buy and sell Asa Conklin a hundred times over. I merely want to go up here and pay the cigar man, because I havent the change about me, but Ill draw a check when I come back and you can cash that. When Conklin came back, he was furious. I never saw a weak little man  a wool-pated, blue-eyed, fat little man  more wrought-up or more picturesquely futile. Between walking the floor, wringing his hands behind his back, exclaiming Tchut! Tchut! and scratching his head, he raved. That scoundrel! That miserable windbag! Here I am just starting again in the world, not a single dollar more than I need, my wife depriving herself of really the necessaries of life to assist me, and this pretender comes in here and deceives me! He has deceived everybody else, too. And now Mrs. Woodward doesnt want anything more to do with us. He gets out of here to-day once and for all! Ive had enough of him!

Hes a loafer, a regular tramp and cheat, Im afraid. Then he suddenly paused, and added: This is awful. Ive been telling my wife our prospects were so bright. He trotted to and fro, commiserating himself while I pretended to keep books.

At last Bundy arrived. I think he realized that he was near his commercial end with us, but he came in with his usual swaggering air. I have just been down in La Salle Street, he began, talking to President So and So of Such and Such a Bank. He is certainly interested in this land scheme of ours. Of course, these are the dull summer months.

Land scheme! Land scheme! exclaimed Conklin, jumping up. You havent any land scheme, and you know it! Youre a cheat, thats what you are! Youre a swindler! Ive just been over to see Mrs. Woodward and she says you owe her fifty dollars and that she hasnt had anything to do with you for weeks and doesnt want anything to do with you. Youve swindled me, thats what youve done! Youve used my time and my buggy.... (I forget all of the tirade, but it was extensive and vehement.) The last thing Conklin asseverated was: And this morning you come in here and steal another five dollars from this boy  stole it  thats what you did  and I can have you arrested for it  thats what I can do!

During this long outburst Bundy had stood just inside the railing, his arms akimbo, surveying Conklin in the most sympathetic and lofty way.

What do you mean, stole? he inquired, in an injured tone. Aint I a partner here?

No, youre not, and I want you to get out of here right now! Youre a beat, a crook, thats what you are! If you dont go, he added, as a frown darkened Bundys face, Im going to go out now and get an officer. Ill have the law on you. I want that five dollars, too, if you still have it.

Oh, very well, replied Bundy, scornfully, completely ignoring the demand for the five. If thats the way you feel about it! There was a real chance here for a businessman with imagination, but if thats the attitude you take, I cant do anything.

He turned and strolled out, his broad shoulders erect, and went... where? Actually I felt sorry for him. In the light of all that had happened, he seemed so inefficient, so frittering. Suppose he did impose upon a neighborhood to the tune of a hundred dollars or so, what good would it do him? He would always be moving; he would have no real friends. One person after another would Impugn, denounce, pursue him, and even have him arrested, perhaps. Socially he was an Ishmael, and as it looked to me, he craved human sympathy, for he was always coming so close and painting such human scenes in words.

But out he went, and that was the end. A letter from the man whom he claimed as a brother denounced him as an impostor and no relative at all. Tradesmen sought him at his rooms, but he had flown. They even threatened to sue Conklin as his partner, but he explained that there was no partnership, and so they went away crestfallen and despairing. As for myself, it was a clear illustration of the nature and ways of the bluff and the faker, the imaginative, senseless, useless neer-do-well, the ninny, booby, loon, gaberlunzie. I have always wondered what became of Bundy, and whenever I think of him, I smile. And yet I cannot help feeling a little sad. Why, do you suppose?


CHAPTER 83

THE BLOW to our non-existent business, was, obviously, nothing financially, but to our spirit  particularly Conklins  it was staggering. He actually seemed broken. Bundy had been so impressive, so handsome, so presentable, so self-convinced in all his ways, thoughts and talks  and now there was no Bundy and no glorious dream of wealth to brighten and hearten each day  nothing save the rueful Conklin and me and the office, minus Bundys grand furniture and rugs, which had also been taken away. The place was lorn without him. Indeed, in connection with the ending of this illusion, Conklin seemed to see the fading of his hopes in connection with himself, his wife, life, everything. In truth, he was face to face with his own utter futility and seemed derailed and wrecked. I never saw a more reduced and dreary specimen of a man  faded and ready to quit, to die even. (Actually, he did die the following spring, of pneumonia, though by then he had failed months before and I was elsewhere.)

And I, who had visioned myself seated at a rosewood desk, drawing at least twenty-five dollars a week  which at that time seemed a fortune  doing, I scarcely know what  checking up incoming payments, I presume  was so downcast I scarcely knew what to do. For at least nine or ten hours I moped, feeling I must quit and seek work elsewhere, then seeing Conklin said nothing about shutting up shop, I decided to hang on for a few weeks more, for I argued that since this was only August fifteenth and the true renting season did not begin until the middle of September, we could still make some money if we secured flats to rent. So I took Conklins buggy and started out once more, driving in the delightful summer weather, returning whenever Conklin had an appointment to keep or in time to let him drive home to lunch and at five-thirty in the evening, while I stayed on until six and even six-thirty in the hope of a stray customer. During the next thirty days, I saw all sorts of people, secured a number of houses to list, drove all sorts of people to see all sorts of apartments, and wound up by earning my salary, the rent, gas bills, and whatever else overhead there was, but no more. For despite the growth and prosperity of the neighborhood, rents and prices were low and hence possible profits not great. Many people rented their rooms, no doubt, to persons whom we sent to them, but denied it to save the fee. Also, through my activities, one or two lots were sold, but the commission was not great  fifty dollars in one instance, thirty-five or forty in another. And once Conklin sold a small business for a man  a stationery business for five hundred dollars, stock and good will. Out of that he cleared thirty-five dollars, but you would have thought, for a few hours, that he was on the high road to a sure fortune.

Now, now, he exclaimed, warmly, if we can just do two or three things like that every week, we wont need Mr. Bundy. After all, there is more money in these little things, if we can just get enough of them, than there is in big ones. If I just hadnt made the mistake of taking up with that scoundrel, wed be much further along. As it is, we may do some business yet.

But we did no more business of that kind. Indeed, I verily believe that was the one bright moment in his whole real estate experience.

But I... how I hoped and dreamed through the wonderful September and October days! It mattered little that toward the middle of October my salary ceased, owing to slackness of income, and that I had to be content with promises that if business picked up, I would get it. I have only the vaguest idea now as to why I hung on, or what it was that I was hoping for, if anything. Perhaps it was because I had a buggy to ride in, a good horse to drive, a bright clean office, and I seemed to be working  whereas opposed to that was the dreariness, and even misery, of getting out and hunting for a new job  an approaching necessity which induced lassitude and even terror whenever I thought of it. More, I cannot in any wise explain now why it was that I did not look in related real estate offices for work of a similar character. Perhaps it was because I was always attributing my stay here to Conklins inefficiency, holding the thought, as it were, that in any more businesslike office I could not possibly do as well. For instance, I was as much overawed by Mosher & Company and other real estate offices in this vicinity, as well as farther downtown, as though they were institutions of a much more complicated and even entirely different character, and hence thought I could not possibly succeed in these. Whatever the cause, I certainly did not look. Besides, here I was somebody  in charge at least of this, profitable or unprofitable  and so it was that I hung on. For what would I be in the next place? And when would I find the next place?

One of the things that did come out of this real estate fiasco was the sudden and, to me, fairly conclusive demonstration that the sexual ineffectiveness I was always worrying about was more of an illusion than a fact. Only I shall have to approach the proof in a roundabout way. It came about really through the existence at the back of our main office  which was triangular and lighted on its two sides by immense glass panes  of that second or store-room, much smaller and with only two small windows of glazed glass, one portion of which was partitioned off as a toilet, the major portion containing shelves, boxes, (the abandoned property of the defunct cosmetic company previously mentioned and some of whose bottles and literature were still lying around) and most intriguing of all, in so far as this particular venture is concerned, a small iron and wire spring cot to which was attached an old thin mattress or cover no more than an inch or two thick. On it when I came were piled some boxes and papers. As Conklin was under the impression, as he said, that someone might still return for it, it was never disturbed. But as I observed it from time to time, it came to be identified in my mind with an entirely different idea. There was that constant and unsatisfied urge in me. And here was this room, shut off from the glare and noise of the street. And so often during this late summer, after the noble Bundy had gone and we were slowly but surely drifting toward failure, Conklin would go home as early as four or four-thirty, leaving me to stay on as late as I would, often until six or six-thirty. It being pleasant here  a broad view of two streets along which passed cars and pedestrians  I liked to sit and dream or read, only an occasional inquirer breaking the monotony.

And as I did so, either at night or before Conklin arrived in the morning  for I opened the office, swept it out and did whatever was to be done  I used to dream of... well... supposing some attractive girl should come in here some day and, of course, enter on a friendly and by degrees sensual conversation with me  and I should be able to persuade her, as I had that girl of OConnors, to do the same thing here. How convenient! And hence how easily achieved if only fate would now find the girl for me! And curiously enough, if you will believe it  for such is the communicative as well as effective power of desire  presently there was a young widow who worked in a branch post office in this same building, and who, after selling me stamps a few times, began to stop at my desk for a chat whenever she noted that Conklin was not there. And since she was really very attractive  blonde, neat, healthy, although at least seven or eight years older than myself  and very friendly and mildly provocative, I have always thought this could and would have passed quickly enough into something more intimate had it not been that I, as usual, was slow and dubious as to myself, and hence slow in prosecuting a quest which I was beginning to feel reasonably sure would end as I wished. For there was that room. And if not that, maybe she had a place of her own to which she would invite me.

At any rate, as she sat on the edge of my desk at different times, making those trivial remarks which have no value other than that of maintaining a physical contact, I even pondered on petting her hand or feeling her legs, but could not, my own silly physical fears being what they were. Yet eager, poised, tense, I was always on the verge, and perhaps it was that that interested and intrigued her.

And so, too, with a second woman of about thirty, who was nothing more nor less than a kept woman, or one who by the aid of various male friends and the services she rendered them maintained a quite luxuriously-furnished apartment directly over us, and could be seen from time to time emerging or returning and occasionally looking in our place as she did so, myself studying her and thinking such thoughts as usually troubled me in connection with one so well favored and alive. For she was well formed and always very well, if somewhat enticingly, dressed.

But nothing came of that either, until one day she came in to say that she would like to list her apartment, since she desired to move that fall and having a lease would need to find a tenant. Also since she did not wish any sign hung in her window, it would be best, if I found any likely tenant, to bring him or her up. Meanwhile I was to come and look at the place myself  a visit which once it was made  the morning following  would surely have resulted in something more than it did had a better man been involved. For her rooms were so sensually enticing: a place of drapes, couches, pillows, in faint blues, pinks, creams and related shades. And she herself when I arrived, in some clinging morning thing which revealed so much of her flesh beneath that I felt moved to attempt contact of some kind. And so friendly. I saw that I was not inacceptable to her  quite the contrary  only unlike the troubled Mrs. Woodward, who had found her looks against her, this lady did not deem it necessary to exercise any particular arts or wiles. She was sufficiently attractive, as she well knew, to excite the male automatically and so provoke pursuit. Even I could see and feel that. Yet just the same, about her eyes and mouth as we talked about the renting details of the place, was a provoking smile. I felt as though she wanted me to say something, become more personal and intimate, at the same time that she waited exactly at that line, fingering at this drapery or that, and calling my attention at the last to some prints of nudes by Bougereau, Boucher, Lancret and other French exquisites whose prints were amazingly popular in the America of that day.

But despite the proximity and suggestiveness of all that I saw, nothing, unless it was one thing of which I am now about to speak  a certain desperate conclusiveness in regard to any such future opportunities as might be vouchsafed me. For there and then, as I emerged from this place, defeated by my own fears, I resolved that come what might, I would try. True, in that first instance I had failed, but was it not possible to be calmer, to restrain in some way that intense excitement which had resulted in an immediate emotion and so left me incapable of doing anything more? Although I was not sure of it, the thought had arrived as a definite one, and to stay. And although nothing came of it immediately  no particular opportunity arising within the next week or ten days  nevertheless the thought grew in force and persuasiveness until at last I was convinced that if I would but struggle to keep my courage and my nerves in hand, I might come through with something which might pass as a proper relationship and so deceive a woman as well as relieve myself of the tense and unending torture of unsatisfied desire.

And true enough  and because of this decision as well as that providential store-room at the back of the office  my first real success in this field was achieved. I make so much of it because whether only partly successful or not, it made such a great difference to me in my own estimation of myself, my mental viewpoint and, relatively speaking, my mental peace. And yet at the same time, such a wholly incidental and passing thing.

For sitting one late afternoon  just after Conklin had gone for the day with his horse and buggy  I was watching the beginning or early drift of homeward-bound people, which, between five and six, gave Ogden Avenue a somewhat brisker air than ordinarily at other hours it wore. And thinking, as you may well guess, of adventure  something I would like to do  the one thing and nothing else at this time. And not a single attractive girl passing anywhere near but what I proceeded to build about her some romance which connected her with me in this way.

And then, as I was so day-dreaming, who should approach and pause, first before an outside board which carried our For Rent cards, and next  because, as she afterwards said, she saw me looking at her so interestedly  before one of the windows, but a young and decidedly attractive, if idle and somewhat reckless and adventuring-looking, Italian girl of not more than sixteen or seventeen. But with dark, liquid eyes and bushy, black, curly hair, not framed or shaped by any hat, merely bound above the ears by a red ribbon. Her clothes, cheap but seemingly clean, became her well enough, or if they did not, then her youth, prettiness and self-confidence based on the same caused them to seem becoming. At any rate, an idle and adventuring mood motivating her, she first looked at me, then at the billboard or window, and romance-hungry, I actually ventured to smile at her and she smiled in return. And as I have said, having fought with myself so long concerning my cowardice with girls and having come to the conclusion I had, and now being alone here  just she and myself facing each other  not even a stranger passing at the moment  I decided on a heroic course. I would beckon to her to come in. And to my astonishment she came in, not nervously or with any shyness or marked reticence, but rather with a laughing, independent, adventuring and most fearless look about her mouth and eyes, which caused me to feel that she was about to rag or tease me, and nothing more.

And that is exactly what she proceeded to do. And with one or more of those ironic and indifferent and purely make-believe inquiries such as: What sort of a place is this, anyhow? Do you rent rooms here, too? Are you the only person working in here now? About where is that flat over on Monroe Street?..

Since she was not at all frightened of me  so much at ease and even hold for her years  I decided that I should prove the gallant this time or never. And so proceeded. Oh, its a real estate office, all right. Certainly Im the only person working here. Do you see anybody else? Do you really want to see that flat over on Monroe Street? To which she replied, in her teasing, bland way: Certainly! Why do you suppose Id be asking? In reply to which I explained that I had a horse and buggy  sent home for the day  but if she really wanted to see things like that and would come in the morning...

But before I had even gotten that far, her mind had glanced off to something else, just playing about, as she was, to see what authoritative things she could achieve here without being molested. I could feel that she felt that my admiration for her already put me at her mercy.

Whats in that room back there? she finally inquired, after looking at almost everything else in the place  picture, calendars, my high-topped bookkeepers desk, some real estate maps on the wall: things which had no least interest for her but served to prolong her stay. At the same time, and by reason of this bravado and sex-consciousness of hers which irradiated the entire room, I had gotten up and was following her about and by now had become excruciatingly conscious not only of her charm and my desire but something in her which was redolent of a related desire, whether wholly controlled or not I could not say. But her body was so trim, her gestures those of one who knew exactly how provoking she could be. A girl who was really madly over-sexed and daring in her search for adventure.

When she inquired concerning the rear room, it was exactly what I most desired. It was such a nervous delight to open the door, and once inside, looking at such things as were there, as she minced coquettishly here and there, I followed her about, seeking to intrigue her with myself, to magnetize her in some way so that she would be drawn to me. And fevered by such remarks as: Oh, you have a couch here. Do you sleep on that? a provoking half-laugh going with this which finally broke the tense restraint of myself. For answer I slipped my arm about her waist and sought to kiss her. And for answer to that there was mock opposition. Now, listen! Say, what do you mean by this? If you are going to act this way, Id better be going. But just the same, a kiss achieved, and then a second, and after a struggle during which she asserted that if I didnt let her go she would scream or not come again, still a conversation on the couch itself, with her bantering and begging, along with not too much struggling, until at last the actual contact was established.

But in this a mental determination not to be frightened, and more, to master my own fever sufficiently to achieve adequacy  an effort which so surprised and pleased me by its results that never after that was I again to feel the terror which had so persistently defeated me up to this hour. For once the contact was made, she relaxed, if not completely, at least sufficiently to permit an emotion to be achieved; and more, at the very last, to seize me convulsively and even affectionately  a gesture which, followed by a smiling calm, was proof in itself that I had achieved my first adequate and decisive relation  a fact so thrilling that it almost overshadowed the pleasure of the immediate relationship. Then I was not impotent! I could hold this relationship with a normal, healthy girl. No longer need I fear that sickening, reducing, really destroying sense of incompetence. Go where I would, allure what girl I might, or be allured by her, from henceforth I need not be harried by that!

And although this young stranger immediately after jumped up, saying that she was late and that she would need to get clear to Canal Street before six and that I must let her go  and sure, if I really wanted her to, she would come again or I could find her  only not to speak but just signal  she couldnt receive any letter because of her father and mother  I was in no way depressed by her going. Attractive, to be sure. Not a nice girl mentally, or one sufficiently well-placed socially or reserved enough physically, perhaps, to be as desirable as she might be, nor sufficiently cautious for her own good, either; going, no doubt, now with this one, now with that, in just this casual way, as I immediately decided. But still worth while, and valuable, if only she would see me....

But apart from that also, as curious as it may seem, an utterly glorious feeling in regard to myself and girls in general  not this one girl or any one girl anywhere, but many. Regret, for instance, in connection with all those with whom I had failed. But cheer as well as hope in regard to all others with whom subsequently I might come into intimate and affectionate relationship  a grand programme.

None the less, and notwithstanding, one more slight blow in connection with all this. My young Italian-American, for all my prowess, never returned. And although she had given me her name as Lissitina Celia, and said her father was the owner of a fruit market in Canal Street near Adams, opposite the old Union Station there, I found no such market.

So (sadly) what was the matter? Had I been, after all, too brash, too aggressive, too unattractive, too this, too that, even too inefficient that way? Oh, had I, and after all my glorious satisfaction with myself, not been so satisfactory, or so such-a-much after all?

Oh, reducing thought!

Oh, cracked and flawed conclusion!

And yet, and just the same, and in spite of all this, I was not wholly ready to believe that I had not established myself as a competent male. And that in that field, if in no other, I might now reasonably hope to succeed. For there had been that last convulsive embrace. And a quite friendly, if not exactly affectionate, conversation afterwards. Only why in the devil hadnt she returned after all that? Now just why? I stand puzzled to this hour, even a little dismayed.


CHAPTER 84

IT WAS just about this time, though, that the first, and quite the most profound, psychologic shake-up I ever received, occurred. I had noticed, even before we came to Chicago, that my mother was tending to become more and more sedentary, inclined to sit around in a kind of dreamy stupor and meditate on the spectacle of life. Here in Chicago, owing to her weight, labors about the house, this and that, she went out scarcely more than once a month, and then to a theatre, if anywhere, with one or another of the girls. But now, early in August of this year, we all began to note something: a sort of brooding wistfulness in her mood. My brother Paul, who, as I have mentioned, had been home not so long before that  his first visit in several years  had observed to others that he did not think she was looking as well as she might, and could not more of the housework be done by the girls  all of it, in short  a hint which was subsequently made a reality, or nearly so. But after he left, and our state was really not so very much different from what it had ever been, she fell into her old mood and began to speculate  aloud at times  as to whether she was not going to be seriously ill.

I never saw a group of individuals more profoundly affected by the state of one persons health than was our family by hers. However much we might quarrel among ourselves, as I have previously indicated, our allegiance to her was direct and pathetic. I recall my sister Ruths strange depression at the very first suggestion of something untoward. A haunting fear that settled in her eyes and on her face. Her beloved mother, her beloved mother  one could read it in her every look and word. Meeting her one morning in the upper hall as I was about to leave for the day, she looked at me in an earnest, perturbed way: Have you noticed anything wrong with mother of late? she asked.

No, I replied. What makes you ask?

She seems so dispirited. I wish you would take her riding in your buggy. Could you? It would do her so much good.

Sure I can! I replied at once. To-day, if she wants to! But what makes you say that? Shes all right, isnt she?

Oh, I dont know, she replied, and all of a sudden her lips trembled and tears rose to her eyes. And at sight of this my own heart half stopping. Mother! Illness! Could it be possible that after all these years with us, she might... she might... I went back to look at and talk with her, to ask her if she would like to go driving that same day, but feeling at the same time  I cannot describe it to you  weak, forlorn, as one who walks in shadows in the heart of an unpeopled and lorn waste. Mother, my mother! No! And thereafter a nervous contemplation of her always, as though my watching and reporting to any and all of us any change, might help to save her.

Yet there was no immediate or at least no notable change. She seemed to go on as before. And I began to think of Ruths tears as mere nervous sensitiveness in regard to anything that related to her mother. And so once saying to her, Ruth, dont be foolish! Shell be all right. Shell get better. Im taking her out to-day again if shell go, and I will any day she wants to go.

I know, she replied, but, oh, I cant help it. She looks all right at times, but shes so weak and quiet. I wish we could take her away to the country or somewhere. And then she went downstairs to where mother was sewing.

And as usual, I took Mother for a drive that same day, pretending to Conklin that I had some business far out; but if she was at all depressed at that time, she said nothing about it to me. Later she grew more sedentary, not ailing exactly, but sickish. Calomel and physic were resorted to, but instead of better she grew worse. Still later, a doctor was called and she began to lie abed late of a morning and to retire early in the evening, even lying down during the day  something I had never noted in connection with her before. And all those heavy burdens which for years she had assumed and insisted on were, perforce, though willingly enough on her part now, lifted from her shoulders.

I have never seen a family more speedily united in mood, more affectionately drawn together for the time, than was ours by this impending danger. For where all were previously so individual, touchy, argumentative, even bitterly quarrelsome at times, now they were united in the quieting bond of sympathy for her, and not only sympathy hut a heart-clutching fear. For might she not be fatally ill? Who could tell? The visiting doctor said not, but what did he know? Not that any one really believed that she was about to die, but that each so feared that. And forthwith money from one source and another, to take her to the theatre: to McVickars, where Mary Anderson was appearing in Shakespearean rôles; to Hooleys, where Nat Goodwin was amusing the public in The Gold Mine; and others. Her joy in these things was intense  I doubt whether before coming to Chicago she had ever been in a theatre. But just the same, lassitude, weariness, a preference for her bed and rest. (And why not, after such a life?) Regularly I took her for a drive at least twice a week, counting my job important, even though my salary was not paid, so long as it afforded my mother this pleasure.

A notable change in connection with all this was presented by my sister Eleanor. Often dogmatic, irritating, where the rest of us were concerned, she now, because of this threatening danger, became as nervous and reduced as one who borders on collapse. In fear of what she feared, she was about constantly, anxious to take charge of everything, but prevented in this instance by the pale and distrait authority of my sister Ruth, who less nervously anxious, was more the quiet, sacrificial devotee. I think I never saw a more lovely devotion. So moved by love and tenderness was she that her steps were noiseless, her eyes strained and full of fear, her face pale, her voice low, reduced almost to a whisper. And as for service, there was no limit to it or the time in which to perform it. For her there was no time, nor weariness.

As for the rest of us, the whole house was in a ferment of anxiety. Yet on the surface, hushed and solemn, in order that Mother might not see or feel what was going on. I recall that my father sat around, strained and greatly distressed, often his eyes closed as though he were praying. And I am sure he was. Also that all his prayers were now offered for her recovery. Similarly, Al, Ed and myself, who had hitherto roamed about at nights seeking entertainment as best we might, now stayed at home and played games or read. I know that I, for one, had a keen desire to be near my mother and to make up to her in some sympathetic way for my past deficiencies as well as her past miseries, however little that could have meant then. At the same time, in a kind of bumptiousness of spirit, seeking to fit myself for any fate, to meet all impending ills with optimism, etc., I was for sitting around among the others and mouthing profound nonsense about the nothingness of everything and of spiritual peace being the great thing  thoughts which I had heard at college and the repetition of which flattered my sense of individuality. I also recall that my mother appeared to like some romantic pieces I managed to finger out on Als guitar, in the hope of diverting her at times; at least she did not request me to cease. What she thought of my cheap stoicism, if she heard any of it, I can never know. I can readily tell you now, though, what she should have thought.

What damn fools we really are, the most of us! Never, as I see myself now, was there a greater mountebank than myself at that age! Already imagining myself, because of my one year at college and the fact that one person and another had deemed me promising, a devil of a fellow! What, life top me? Difficulties and danger such as this destroy me? Impossible! I was passing into manhood now and should prove myself stoic, philosopher, patron to all members of the family  the white hope of the same, no less. Yet at the thought of losing mother I would become utterly helpless and bereft, a mere nothing, destined to suffer and mourn, scarcely able to go my way alone. The next moment  when she appeared to be feeling better  I was aloft with fine notions of personal distinction and future dominance, and getting out in the world, if need he, alone. I even condescended to sympathize with the others as not being as able as myself to take care of themselves.

Be that as it may, the days drifted by and she grew steadily worse. One day, in late October, when the leaves were turning, she asked me to take her for a drive, and as we rode along the handsome, new boulevards and park roads, she suddenly turned to me with an appealing, helpless look and said: You know, I feel so strange these days. I hate to see the leaves turning. Im afraid I wont see them again.

Oh, ma, how you talk! I replied. Youre just feeling blue now because youre sick. Youll be all right again soon. Just wait and see! Well get a good doctor for you, and hell bring you around.

You think so? she sighed. Well, maybe. But I have such strange dreams. Last night I dreamed my father and mother were near me and motioning me to come.

I fell into a deep depression at this, and urged my sisters to get another doctor at once, which they did. Yet he merely administered this and that nostrum the while a steadily weakening though intermittent fever reigned. Even then her condition did not seem so bad, but she could not move about as before. Instead she stayed in bed most of the time. Change of life was suspected and a general systematic derangement and possibly organic lesion. Finally there was a very pretentious and commercial-looking doctor who was called in consultation and who looked wise, and prescribed  guesses. At the same time, letters were sent to Paul, Rome (at some address he had left when he disappeared long before), Janet and Amy in New York. They were informed that mothers state was dubious, that she was seriously ill. As for Al, Ed, Trina and myself, we frequently grouped ourselves in conversation, wondering what we should do if she died, what would become of the home and our long and needful connection with it. The years that had gone! The happiness that had been! Was it all to end now, as surely, surely, it would, with the passing of her, the love mother, the binding mother, the one great tie between all of us?

And then at last the fatal blow fell. It was on one of those fine, November days which take one back to early September for crispness and warmth. The day before she had experienced periods of unconsciousness and her temperature was very high. Our regular, polite, whiskered and most carefully-tailored physician had been calling twice a day for a week, looking very solemn, writing out more prescriptions, and suggesting this, that and the other service. A few days before the end, he proposed that still a third physician be called in consultation  at ten dollars or more for that service. The latter, a heavy, pursy man, with side whiskers and a silk hat, looked very grave, talked in a low voice, and finally stated that he agreed with the first physician. No change in medicine was suggested. All that could be done had been done.

In one sense at this time there was one fortunate thing that befell us. During the week preceding my mothers death, my brother Paul arrived with his company and was able to spend these last few days with her  a phase of timeliness which he looked upon as providential, though he was moved to tears by the fact that being in fever, she could not recognize him. With him, though, at this time was a stage beauty of his company  his latest flame  who because he refused to remain anywhere else hut near his mother, came and took up her abode in one of the upper rooms of the house.

She was a creature of rounded arms, oval face, blonde hair, and a velvety, tailored perfection which quite upset me, and talked much of her glowing affection for Paul, her sorrow because of his sorrow. In appreciation of the solemnity of the occasion, no doubt, she refused to have more than public and passing contact with him here, at least in so far as the eye could see. But the rings, ear-rings, brooches, pendent watch, bracelets, what not else! And the perfumes and powders! I can see her now, resembling an odalisque, most heavily redolent of perfume and quite obviously, and I might say solely, concerned with her beauty and her sexual interest in Paul, but pretending a deep, wide-eyed sympathy for his mother. As for Eleanor and Trina, they were inclined to hate her at once, the while I myself was wishing, sex-wise, that I might enjoy so beautiful a woman. But they were soon won over by presents and a show of affection on the part of this Miss Wood (I will call her that); thought she was lovely, barring a few weaknesses and imperfections, while I had the supreme satisfaction of taking her for a drive once or twice.

Ruth  and alone of all of us, I think  clung unchangingly and slavishly to her mother, waiting on her night and day. If anyone said anything, offered to assist, replace her at odd hours or moments, it was as though we were meddling with some great duty she had in hand. No! No! Go! Leave her alone! Leave her with her mother! She would do all, all that could be done. And all this with white face, tense eyes, whispers. Verily, greater love hath no man than that he shall lay down his life for another! No hours of the night or day but what you would find her close by the bedside, half asleep perhaps but ready to jump up at the least stir or sigh. She it was who administered the last medicines, the baths, the hot and cold cloths for her head and feet. She assumed, as I have said, a kind of fierce and undivided control of the order of the household, its silence and cleanliness, the goings to and fro of restless feet. In me  and in the others, I am sure  she evoked a silent gratefulness as well as admiration and sympathy which gave her her will in everything. By her face one could see that she was suffering intensely because of feverish, frightened, eager, battling love.

Indeed, my father, most rampant of moralists and duty-demanders, in this instance was satisfied. That Ruth, he said to me or someone one afternoon about the time of my mothers death, she has a good heart. I wouldnt have thought it. And Eleanor, who had often quarreled with her about this and that, now acknowledged as much, grudgingly at first, it is true. It was so with Trina, Al, and the rest. At the same time, she was not different from what she had been before or would be after. An idealist at bottom, passionately fond of life and passionately  almost more, I had said  fond of her mother, she illustrated for me something in this gross, fierce struggle for existence that is neither gross nor fierce but only tender and beautiful.

One morning, though, about twelve, I had stopped home for lunch and was in mothers room, permitted there by Ruth because mother said she was feeling much better. And Ruth, consoled by this, was seizing the moment to take a hath. Now dont let her stir too much and dont talk to her, she cautioned me as she left the room.

I sat there looking at my mother. She seemed cheerful enough, tried to turn and sit up. I am wondering now, and for the first time in all these years, whether she might not have been in a dream, or slightly deranged, maybe. At any rate, she now said: Help me up. I feel so much better. I want to use the stool. Im strong enough.

Do you think youd better, Ma? I asked. You heard what Ruth said.

Yes, I know, but help me. I must... Ill be all right.

And because she was pulling at the covers, trying to throw them off, I sprang to her side and put my arms around her. With my aid, she sat up, and a moment later, after I had arranged or improvised the toilet and had gone back to her, she attempted to rise. As heavy as she was  weighing all of two hundred pounds  she half rose, half slid to her feet, and even sought to move a step or two. But almost as immediately, and with a groan, drooped, and except for all my strength vigorously exerted, would have fallen. As it was, she slipped to the rug at the side of the bed, relaxed, very weak and pale, and then looked at me, at first with such sickly and weary eyes, a most exhausted and worn look. But in almost the same moment, as I noticed  in a trice, no more  a, to me, mystic thing appeared or took place. Her eyes cleared  that muggy yellowness that was in them before, gone, and as instantly and in its place a clear, intelligent, healthy light, quite remarkable and most arresting to me, even startling. For now it looked as though she were thinking or trying to say something to me, but through her eyes alone. But only for a second or two, and then, as suddenly, a heavy, grey dullness once more, almost fishy and unintelligent, and then complete blankness, no light or fire at all. And all was over.

Mamma! I called. Mamma! And as Ruth, hearing me cry, came running in, I called to her: Shes dying! Shes dying! In an instant, Ruth was beside us on her knees, clasping her hands in a most agonized way, then rushing out of the room to send for the doctor. In her absence, though, my father came running. He had been reading downstairs. At sight of her dead on the floor, he got down on his knees beside her and began to blubber in a forlorn, exhausted, and uncontrollable way. To me at that moment he looked so old, so hopeless, so forsaken, so much in need of affection and care. And how is it that to any in such need, the heart goes forth madly and sadly?

Mom! Mom! he called. You are not really dead! Not really! Oh, I should have gone first! I am so old! What is my life?

The next I knew Eleanor and Ruth were leading him away. Then Eleanor returned, with hysterical cries. And later Ed, since it was noon and he was home for lunch. Of all in the city, only Al, Trina and Paul were absent. It was deemed best to let Paul complete his afternoon matinée before notifying him. Ed and myself started at once to get Al, but by some chance met him at the nearest corner, coming. For some reason Ed had refused to go in to see his mother thus far, but as he saw Al turn the corner near our home, he ran forward, and with a wild, agonized gesture, exclaimed: Shes dead! Shes dead!

Who? Not mother! exclaimed Al, his face twisting strangely. Yes, she died just now, returned Ed.

No!... Well, thats the end of our home, he added, laconically, and hurried on before us, to see for himself.


CHAPTER 85

I NEVER saw a house more shaken or disrupted than was ours by this event. It was as if an explosion had occurred and many had been killed or injured. We were beside ourselves with grief, worry, perhaps fear of new and worse disasters to follow. The mental shake-up it gave me was so profound as to seem for the time being not only destructive to my current happiness but to my future as well. For interesting as were my brothers and sisters, and a seeming reliance in a world where blood, at times, appears to be thicker than water, still now I saw very clearly, and as in a flash, that they could not be looked to for any really sustaining sympathy or interest. They had their own lives to look after and would soon go their own way. As for my father, he was too old to be of any service, and his mental grasp of anything really valuable was nil. He could offer no aid  merely needed it. My mother, as I now saw so clearly, had been the sustaining force here, the great comfort and strength, and now she was gone. Actually as I thought of this, I suffered as from a great weakness  a strong sustaining cord having broken  a floor on which I stood having fallen away. While I had not been looking to her to sustain me in any way in the future  quite the contrary  I now saw, as Al had seen at once, that this was the end of our home. Our youth and home were over. She was gone  collapsed and even vanishing as a cloud  and all that she had represented was so soon to go with her.

Never before, in this deep emotional sense, had I been confronted by that phase of death which is not only of ones blood and bone but the very essence of ones thought and spirit, ones days and experiences. For from what part of my life so far had my mother been absent; what phase of my needs and moods thus far had she not sensed and cherished? And now to see that fleshy something that had been eyes and tender hands and sympathetic and encouraging thought and mood, quite still, mere meat, but holding the form of my mother! Her worn hands! The tired face! The waxy flesh, stiffened and fallen slightly, but still suggesting her old sweetness! But where the life, the fever of the blood, the unsatisfied longings and dreams? Dissipated entirely? I could not, after all the palaver concerning souls and spirits, believe that, and yet, too, I could. For by then had come not a little knowledge of chemistry as well as physics and those troublesome meditations that relate to the endless and in most cases so slightly modified repetition of any given form from oyster to man, so that one could scarcely say: I am an individual and as such worthy of continuation; but rather: I am one of a type that shall be repeated and repeated and repeated! And yet here, and in the very face of this, was a part of my own life that had died, my earliest youth, my earliest happinesses and pains and dreams and illusions  here and now they had died with her. And I was no more to know her as that part of them that she was.

And yet my eyes were not wet. Far, far beyond tears are certain ills and moods. I could only look and feel her cold hands and cheeks, and think of that last look she had given me, and speculate as to where, if anywhere, but certainly nevermore here.... And in their place  but only for so little a time at that  dissolving elements  salts, acids, the watery ash of how many elements  and then even this cold form would be gone. No trace  no other suggestion of her anywhere ever.

That she might live for a time here  here!

And as curious as anything else, that night I felt, as I lay in my bed, that I was really under an alien roof. This was no home of mine any more, only a boarding house. Eleanor might be there for a time, of course, and possibly attempting to take charge, and Ruth quarreling with her or leaving, or vice versa. My father, useless as a binding influence, would become a care, and what was to become of him? I troubled over that greatly. For while Al, Trina, Ed, Ruth, my father and myself might get along for a time, how long really would we hold together? For neither Trina and Ruth, nor Trina and Al, nor Al and Ruth, agreed very well. As for Ed, Al and myself, would not we, too, soon wish to go our separate ways? I feared so.

But if I suffered a profound emotional and philosophic shake-up, the others were, if anything, more wrought-up. For in unreasoning and very individual ways, they were drawn to their mother by these same mystic cords that had drawn me, the severing of which caused them as much pain. Only the one she grieved most over  Rome  was not there at the time. He, as I have said, had wandered off the year before and had not been heard from since. During her last days, as was characteristic of her, she had asked after him frequently, wishing that somehow he could be found, some word gotten to him.

As for the actual tragedy of the moment, Paul came home at nearly six oclock from the matinée performance of his show, so stricken that he could scarcely say a word, or make even a sign. He merely stared at her body in silence, pressing his lips together and finally, unable to restrain himself, wiping away the few tears that ran down his cheeks. Then he left the room. And Al did the same, saying: I cant cry. I dont know whats the matter with me, but I cant. When one of us went in to view the body  we had no friends or acquaintances in Chicago to speak of, so that the mourning was confined to the family  the others went along, for reason of that intense curiosity, no doubt, which runs as a binding thread through all our emotions, grave or gay. Each seemed desirous, apparently, of seeing  at first, at least  the effect of the actual sight of an ill upon another. Or could it have been that some aspect of our mood or grief, or the lack of it, was to be taken as a test of our humanity? I have often wondered. I know that I personally was purposely and after the first blow almost vainly calm and collected, in order to show how individual and forceful I now was, yet not, as I have said, merely seeking to conceal my suffering. For within me now was something else: a new sense of individuality which my mothers passing seemed suddenly to have completed. For now I was I. And alone. Her part  her strength and living, sustaining love  had gone from me. I could not have her any more to lean on or turn to. And so must now turn to myself  must. And that thought seemed actually to swell in me as a new strength  which most certainly it was. For apart from her I did not really desire anyone else so much  really wished only to be alone for the time being  as I was for many years thereafter  a lone barque on a lone sea.

On the other hand, as it seemed to me, neither Al, Ed, Ruth, Eleanor nor my father seemed to be thinking of anything save their loss. The various strands of built-up feeling and emotions and motives which constitute the cable of family life seemed so completely ripped as to end in numbness for all of them. They cried, or walked, or stood about dry-eyed. I recall finding Paul, late that same night after an unescapable performance at the theatre, standing outside the door of the room in which the body of his mother lay awaiting the arrival of the embalmer on the morrow, and saying to me or someone  possibly Ruth or Eleanor I cant go in again. Ill have to stay here a while. And so staying for minutes before he could collect himself sufficiently to enter. As for Al, I found him the following morning, which was Sunday, sitting on the edge of his bed, brooding. Its a strange thing, he said at last, I cant feel anything now. Im going to feel bad after a while, I know that, but isnt it strange that I cant feel anything at all? Its just as though I was numb in my brain.

Sometimes I think it is just as well that we take life at its face value, for when you pry below the surface you get lost in its amazing and wholly confusing abstrusities  grow mind-weary and more befogged  even waste years and your very life pottering among the undecipherable plexi of its methods and faces. It is at times like lifting a man-hole cover in a street only to find below a world of complicated wires; or again, like flaying the skin from an animal to behold the network of muscles, nerves, bones, the raison dêtre for which can only relatively be discovered anyhow. In our several actions under this stress of emotion, I personally was busy tracing out all sorts of secondary manifestations in myself and others  curiosity, vanity, selfish thoughts as to freedom from control in the future, and the like  but the great thing to note in this instance was that they were secondary only. For even though as I sat beside my mothers body once or twice, holding her dead hand, I found myself acting to myself, posing as a philosopher, emotionalist, this, that and the other, none the less, and all things considered, I was stricken, as I have said  heavy with grief because my mother, to me so beautiful, so patient, so tolerant, so long-suffering, was now like this or not here  or worse, not anywhere  ended, concluded, a dream that was encased only in the most lovely memories.

Followed several days of the usual proceedings in connection with death  embalming, coffining, arranging with the local Catholic priest for services. I recall that a great bitterness toward the Catholic Church was aroused in our family by the fact that the priest  my mother having neglected her duties of confession and communion for some time  was doubtful as to whether he should come to bless the body or whether she could be taken to the church at all, or buried in consecrated ground  that privilege which good Catholics value so highly and seem to think insures the peace of their fancied immortal spirits  she who had always pleaded with the rest of us to attend its services! The chief trouble, as it appeared, sprang from the fact that the dear father had not been called in during her last illness to hear her confession, administer communion and extreme unction, and so all this was now taken as proof by him of an innate and even deadly opposition to the Church, my fathers slavish and pleading devotion to the contrary notwithstanding. But the real truth was that my sister Ruth, freed by reason of her affectional contact with the intellectual and pagan Davis from all belief in Romanistic dogma, had been opposed all along to the introduction of the Roman clergy in this final hour. Why a priest with his oils and crosses hovering about one who was ill and weary unto death and needed him not at all? Worse, my father, most anxious all along to have a priest called, had been deceived by Ruth and the others into delaying the invasion of the Church on the ground that mother was really not fatally ill, as, in fact, it had really seemed for a time. Ruth had been determined that mother was not to be disturbed or frightened by those preliminary religious rites which indicate mortal extremity. Anyhow, the priest had not been called, and now that my father was determined that he should come, there was the difficulty of explaining why these last rules of Holy Church had not been complied with.

I never saw a man more depressed by a spiritual complication. A poor, wind-blown straw in the hands of the religionists at all times, he was now quite beside himself with shame, grief, and religious terror, not only because of his own sinful connection with this lapse of duty but fear as to his wifes future life in the spirit world. You would have thought that the local parish priest, noting him as a regular communicant and one carrying all his spare pence to the collection box during these several years, would have taken these things into consideration and out of sympathy for him, as well as reverence for those signs and symbols wherewith the Church chooses to befog the brains of its weaklings and which, disregarded, mean either heaven or hell to the faithful, would not have tortured him with uncertainty as to whether the soul of his wife  the mother of his children  was destined to burn in hell or rest in heaven.

But not so. This low-browed, dogmatic little Bavarian, panoplied with the trashy authority of his church, chose instead to come to our door, and disregarding the pleas of my father, if not the rest of us, show how savagely Mother Church would repay by stern denial of her hieratic pomp and meaningless formulas the spiritual lapses which it condemned. In short, as I recall him  and I was present at the time  his face was a distorted and dictatorial cloud of narrow, Teutonic, bigoted religion and authority. What? The wife and mother of this household dead? And was she a Catholic? The slavish reply of my father was that she had been, but since living in Chicago and being stout and old, the last several years had been marked by some lapses, to be sure, but that just the same, in former times her devotion to the Church had most certainly been thus and so.

But before he was anywhere near concluding, this authoritative clerical ignoramus and martinet was out with: What? Then she has been allowed to die in mortal sin? She has not been to confession or communion in months? Why was not I called in while she was ill, then? Why did I not hear her last confession? Why was I not notified of all this before? What kind of religion is this? Have I ever seen her in my church? No! And now you call me here to bless the body! Or to perform the last rites of the church in the church and permit her to be buried in consecrated ground! No, no, no! If that is the religion of this place, then let someone else attend her now. The church keeps its services and its sacraments for those who deserve them  not for those who ignore them until it is too late! No, no, no! And talking thus in German, he strutted up and down with the air of a supreme ruler, the corpse being stared at as if it were some very undesirable object. And my father the while turning his hands within themselves, his eyes dark pools of misery. But myself boiling with a poorly-repressed rage. (How swiftly the church was rising in my esteem!) And my sister Ruth the same, her spiritual type of beauty showing white and tense under stress of her emotions. God! My fathers servile attitude, and born of complete and unreasoned religious prostration before such numskulls as this!

But at last  and after this petty little beast had swept himself out and my father had begun with, Oh, oh, now you see! And to think that she has died so!  the pain and fury of this loving daughter at last found voice and burst forth with: To think that that fat little beast of a priest should dare to come in here and talk and strut around like that! And after all you and mother have done for the church  given land, money  and all of us kept in its schools until it was almost too late for us to learn anything! She was white, tense, savage even. But then beginning to whimper, she added: If ever there was a saint! Poor dear mother! She went over and smoothed her face. And that saying that she is not to be buried in consecrated ground! Well, it doesnt make any difference to her or anyone whether she is or not  but his attitude  as though it could make any difference to her! Then she cried, bitterly.

But my father, following at the heels of the priest as does a dog at those of its master, was completely broken. What Holy Church said was the truth, and so the beginning and end of all things for the soul of his wife. Unless she was forgiven, blessed, buried from the church, let down into holy ground, what hope for her before the Great White Throne? And so a crawling pilgrimage after this priest. No doubt, tears as well as supplications. And after what belly-crawlings I know not, masses for the repose of her soul then and there arranged for, at the rate of two dollars per mass  all he could think of affording at the time. And so, while no further visit to the house, still, permission to bring the body to the church. (I think my brother Paul had something to do with that.) And further, permission also to bury her presently in St. Boniface Holy Roman Catholic Cemetery  laid out on a dreary waste on the North Side  lots so much per square foot.

And then, during two more days, the body embalmed and laid out to view in the front parlor in which she had died, to await the arrival of my sisters Amy and Janet from New York  two who had departed so long ago, as it then seemed to me, but were now hurrying west. And on their arrival (Paul having been compelled to go south to St. Louis and Cincinnati with his company), I was witness to more of that binding influence which my mother had exercised. The spasms and whorls of grief unlocked by what memories  those same that had so moved and anguished me! Amy, as I noted on her arrival, was the same sensuous, nebulous girl she had always been, self-conscious but chastened by circumstance, living, no doubt, in a world of dreams and never thinking of seeking any serious constructive employment, but only of love, pleasure, romance. And Janet, slightly more sober because of marriage and children, clad in furs and silks and arriving in a carriage, weeping convulsively over the pale shell which meant to her  what? I sometimes envy the world its illusions of sorrow, its great foolish griefs which seem to attest the reality of something that is as fantastic and unreal as life. Indeed, life as I see it only takes its reality from these same tears, guffaws, hates, envies, desires. But remove these passing immaterial things, and where is it? Who has it? When we think, meditate, then does it vanish into thin air or confusion. I know that after years of absence my mothers death could not have been as crushing as it seemed to these two. Yet they wept as though they would never smile again.

Came now the funeral services at the church  a solemn, artistic, moving function to me  with the large black coffin set in the central aisle, tall candles at each end; and then the burial in the small new German graveyard out on the North Side, where stub willows and tall yellow grass interrupted a dreary, windy, prairie landscape. At the door of the house, when the body was being carried out, and again at the church door and before the vault (for we could not endure to see her put away so completely forever as an earth-grave would have doomed), there were scenes of such hysterical violence as to unnerve me completely. Ruth, Eleanor, Janet, Amy, Trina, Ed and my father were apparently inconsolable. They wept in a racking, agonizing way. I looked at my father, clad in an old-fashioned cape coat, hanging limp about his thin shoulders, his derby hat carried respectfully in his hand, while he covered his eyes with his big white handkerchief and cried. And then I cried with and for him  he seemed so helpless, so utterly forlorn. As he truly inquired, why could he not have gone first?

At the vault, in that sandy, windy place, we stood about in the raw weather, looking at the almost leafless trees and the low tomb. They put her on a shelf and shut the door, and then we continued to stand about, weeping and grieving, until the undertaker, considerate of his carriage charges as well as the length of time to be devoted to any funeral, made it plain that we must return. Then back to the gloomy house, my sister Janet returning to New York while Amy, intrigued by this latest vision of Chicago, decided to remain for the present to seek work. And Eleanor and Ruth retiring to their respective rooms to mourn.

Nearly three weeks passed, and then the last touch in regard to all this, at least in so far as I was concerned. I was sitting in my office  the last frittering days of A. Conklin, Real Estate  one day late in November, when of a sudden, and much to my surprise, my brother Rome came bustling in, a strained look of fear, curiosity and excitement in his face. From some source  I forgot where  he had secured my address.

Hows mother? he demanded, without stopping to greet me in any way or ask any other question. Where is she? Evidently our moving had upset him, for one thing.

Why, Rome, I exclaimed, realizing how he would feel the moment he heard the news, dont you know? Where do you come from? I looked at him nervously, trying to frame the news so that he would not take it very much to heart. At this his brows knitted and his face took on a hard, pained, angry look. Instead of replying, and with a pained, dramatic gesture he exclaimed: I knew it! Shes dead! She appeared to me on a black horse in a dream five weeks ago. I knew she was dead then or going to die. He began to cry.

We tried to write you, I sympathized.

And she asked me in the dream why I didnt come home, he continued. Thats why Im here.

Oh, Rome, I said, Im so sorry. She wanted to see you, too.

His heavy, guttural, Gargantuan weeping made me cry. I knew it! I knew it! The only friend I ever had, the only friend. And she always wanted me to do better! He sat down and buried his face in a handkerchief. After a time he added: Where is she buried? and learning that she was still in a vault in St. Boniface Cemetery, announced that he was going there at once  which he did, describing his impressions and reactions to us afterwards. He spent that afternoon in the vault alone with her, as he afterwards said.

Later came a period of drunkenness, then reform, then drunkenness, and so on  a long story. But his depression was very great and convincing. Although he often spoke of reforming on her account and for her sake, he never did, liquor and wandering remaining his two obsessions. Some mystery of temperament doomed him from the beginning. But is it not time we revised the list of senses and included that of telepathy or premonition? How is it that this is still denied  long-distance sensitivity to important occurrences?


CHAPTER 86

FOR TWO or three weeks after my mothers death, I mooned about the real estate office wondering what was to become of me and what I was to do next. The future of our family life seemed very uncertain. As far as my present work was concerned, Conklin was plainly on the verge of giving up. He had made his rent, but really nothing more. My salary had not been paid for six weeks or more. (The only reason I retained the place was because for a time I could use it to take Mother for a drive.) I think Mrs. Conklin must have often commented on his foolishness in continuing this office, for daily he walked the floor there, the grey, busy life of November outside, striking his hands and commiserating himself and his future. If just a little business would come in. Just a little! But none did; at least no more than would pay the rent and incidentals.

And now my father, being the natural heir to control in our house, began to plead for those particularities in conduct and that prompt payment of weekly dues on the part of all which suited his idea of how life should be lived and morality expressed. Really, in his insistence on petty details, religious and otherwise, he could be at most times maddening. A number of debts having been contracted by my mother, or my sisters because of her  medicine, furniture, fruits and delicacies, and now, largest of all, funeral expenses (those amazing charges for paraphernalia which then as now were and are unloaded on the mourning living as necessary tributes to the departed, tokens of this and that, and all so profitable to those bandits now labeled morticians!)  their prompt and more than prompt payment became now his principal care, a first lien on and the joint duty of all of us, individually and collectively, to contribute as much as possible every week until they were cleared away. And there would not have been any great objection to this if only they had been reasonably fair debts which required immediate settlement, but they were not. Rather, they were nearly all those exaggerated easy or time payment affairs, contracted with the understanding that time was the essence of the contract and calculated to yield the creditors not a hundred but nearer a thousand per cent profit. And yet my father insisting that they should be paid almost at once.

More, there were bills for services in connection with the church (masses for the repose of my mothers soul) which my father had contracted for and which had to be paid weekly or oftener at $2.50 per mass. His religious fears in regard to my mothers fate made him feel that this was necessary, as well as that no debts of any kind should be over his head or ours. The fact that the family would be compelled to undergo as much of that old-time hardship as ever (he actually seemed to relish poverty at times) was neither here nor there. To him it was a sin to be in debt. If one died owing money, heathen or Christian though he be, the flames of purgatory would have to purge him of the injustice. So horribly depressed by the errors my mother had committed in not being religious, in not giving heed to the exact religious duties required of her by the church, in not having compelled or influenced (with his aid) the proper religious conduct of her children, he seemed to me and the others to be reasonably sure that her soul was not so very far from hell itself, in the nethermost depths of that most profitable religious pit: Purgatory. So the very least that could be done here was to have endless masses said as well as the debts paid, in order to lighten the long sentence. I thought he was losing his mind or passing into his dotage, and yet, and even so, having caught my ear with his long and passionate protests, I found him leaning mostly on me for sympathy and justification. I was such a good listener.

When I think, he once exclaimed to me, in a passionate, despairing way, of all the pains and suffering that she may have to endure in the next world, I feel as though my life was a terrible failure! My children! My children! How they have carried on!

Needless to say, neither I nor any of the others could share in this agonized conception of what the future held in store. His prayers and private tears, his daily and almost hourly visits to the church, his pleadings with us  particularly we four younger ones  to reform or at least be more diligent in our observation of religious duties, and above all, his pleading that we go nearly hungry and buy no clothes until these ridiculous debts were paid, were to us almost amazing. He seemed a little cracked or obsessed, running off in vague, insubstantial abstrusities which had no relation to real life.

But because of his general good will toward me always and because even before my mothers death my salary had ceased and Conklin was now owing me the sum of twenty-one dollars, I was the one to suffer after the first attack as to what should be done about these debts and what I should personally do. And this in the face of the fact that not only had I been irregularly paid  all I earned going for board and room money  but also that I really needed a fall suit and an overcoat. And yet I was hanging on to this job from sheer lack of courage to move, I presume, and he, of course, was anxious that I should get into something better and help him.

This man must be a scoundrel! my father insisted, speaking of poor old Conklin. You are not earning as much as you should. Why dont you talk to him? Why dont you tell him? For a cent I would go to him myself. (Poor old Conklin!)

I explained to him that Conklin had only the kindliest feelings for me, and surely would pay me later if we made any money. But one day, unknown to me, he went to Conklin and explaining his own situation, demanded to know why he did not pay me. Imagine! Only I wish I had been there, for it must have been amusing, to say the least. Conklin, as my father explained to me afterwards, recited all his joy in me  the wonderful, deserving youth I was  but that as true as that was, he could do nothing for me just then. Business was too awful. And he would think it natural and the part of wisdom on my part if I should leave him and seek something better. He was by no means sure he could go on, rather sure of the contrary as things were going. My father asked what about the twenty-one dollars due me. Could not something be done about that?

Poor old Conklin! I could vision him scratching his grey and empty head. Being a religious man like my father, he must have felt that he should do something, and so, possibly to avoid an accounting with his wife, he devised the idea  since he could not pay me anything in cash  of letting me use his credit at a certain clothing store for a suit and overcoat. Although this suggestion was a great blow  since my father was determined to get the cash  rather than see me kept out of my money indefinitely, he came round to the idea, urging me to get them at once and then leave.

These new clothes, as I recall them, were dizzy things  a coat and waistcoat of thick, cheap, blue cotton-wool chinchilla, as this particular weave was then known, and a pair of steel-grey striped trousers which I greatly admired, to say nothing of a black frieze overcoat which seemed wonderful. Whether they were of the customary side-street, store-shelf character I cannot recall, but I presume so. Anyhow, regardless of how they looked, they seemed satisfactory, and although I had no money, aroused in me all sorts of flaring ideas as to how easy it might be now, on account of my handsome appearance, to make further conquests among the girls.

Thus, once more, in late November, I struck out into the world to seek a new place. And once again, the same old trepidation, faltering before doors which I felt I ought to enter but, because of shame at being idle and this kind of a flotsam-jetsam job-seeker, held back. Now and then a man or woman standing at a window, or at a door, or waiting inside, or a too publicly-exposed general office, or a too severe-looking proprietor or manager or clerk at a desk, all and severally served to put me out of countenance with myself and cause me to slink away. Often I asked myself of what good had my schooling been to me; what my various other jobs? Always I thought of the boys or men, those usually seen at desks through a window, who were thus winning to a technical position or who had graduated with honors and gone into these high places of the world, whereas I... I... well, here I was tramping the streets again. Would I always be getting poor places and losing them? It seemed at times as though I could not bring myself to face people. Frequently I would walk away from a building, complaining to myself of my cowardice as I went, and then after going two or three blocks pull myself together and come back, only to find someone else at the door or some other hindrance, and so go away again. Casper Milquetoast!

I often wonder whether anyone who has been brought up in the bosom of a family, where means and connections guarantee at least an opening or start, can have the faintest idea of what it means to be compelled to search thus aimlessly hither and you. It is so different where friends, a definite understanding, an aptitude for something within oneself, or a definite training of some kind, give one confidence enough to speak clearly for oneself and, as it were, compel a hearing. But to be, as I was, a nebulous dreamer, with no least understanding of what I wanted to be  it really was very trying.

This real estate business, it is true, had taught me something, as had the hardware business before it, and most definitely I felt that if someone would give me a chance and not he too hard on me at first, I would succeed, but being so poorly organized mentally from a practical point of view, I was not able to make that obviously necessary use of my knowledge: look, for instance, as though I really knew something. I could not bring myself to feel that I was really interested or that if I were given a place I would make that brilliant stir which I ought to make. Everyone else always seemed so much more alert, more practical, more experienced, more this and that, as no doubt they were, than was I. (And after all my success as a realtor!) In fact, I actually envied every dapper clerk I saw. I could not actually say to myself  so roving and uncertain was my mind in regard to almost everything  that this or that I would like to do and if I do it, it will be profitable for me as well as my employer. Ah, no! Instead I was really mooning over life in a nebulous, philosophic way, with here and there and now and then, as I now recall, a tendency to an artistic interpretation of some kind  a feeling that I would like to say this or that about it  picture it as might a painter, perhaps, but no more. And so principally wandering and thinking  enjoying the light, color, movement of life more than any specific phase of it, any phase or labor relating to subsistence.

And yet at bottom I dont suppose I would have changed places with anyone, either. For, as earlier, certain books still fascinated me and I was reading at such times as I could. Besides, the artistry of any passing scene  a boat, a sail, a crowd, a tower, a flock of pigeons  was sufficient to hold me for moments or hours. I loved to tramp the streets, when I could forget that I was looking for work, and would stand for fifteen or twenty minutes at a time, occasionally much longer, where men were digging the foundations for a building or where dredges or scows were churning and cleaning the Chicago River, or where boats  large, sea-going, three-and four-masted, and steamers of the Great Lakes  were crowded about a draw; or where trains and engines made smoky and clamorous some immense and bewildering railroad yards. As I saw it here, I loved life. Its material facial texture  the lamps that glowed at evening in the stores; the cars that jingled; the cables  now already laid on the West Side  that clanged; the odors of cooking, baking, canning that came from one place and another; the sense of peace, content, happiness, enthusiasm for life which seemed to surround and fill those who had something to do  all shone and resounded in my ears as might a symphony.

And when night fell, and tired and hungry after a day of such brilliant life-pictures  but no work  I turned homewards, it was with the thought of all of the nice, comfortable homes that were being lighted and put in order to receive the day-workers of the world; of pretty women awaiting husbands and fathers and lovers with kisses; of well-laden tables set for them. What thousands of spirited youths would now dine and dress and then go out to see those girls whose pretty faces tortured me on every hand; what thousands of girls would now deck and primp to play around with these boys! And constantly now my mind ran forward to the time when I should be better placed, when with money jingling in my pocket and handsome clothes on my back, I should be going out, too. When was that time to come? Must my youth slip away and I have none of it? Eighteen years had thus far been frittered away in longing and mooning, and here I was, once more on the streets, no trade, no profession, no job, my year at college wasted  or so I told myself  and, all in all, my life a failure!

I recall a Chinese water lily that I planted some years ago in a green bowl, with pebbles and water at the bottom to keep it upright, give its roots something to cling to and its veins life. This, in its growth and difficulty in finding itself, reminds me of myself at this time. It was a good enough lily, a long, slender bulb, but in its physiologic development it had been so convoluted, its prospective stalks so twisted and folded in the bulb, that it experienced great difficulty in getting its head out. For a long time, this was twisted under, only a whitish-green hoop showing above the stones. I began to despair of it. And at last I said of it, looking at it most ruefully: That is myself, as I was in my youth (and many others also, I presume), all bent and twisted within myself, my thoughts convolute and interlaced, my head twisted under my arm or leg in some unconscionable way. I will name it Theodore and see what happens. And so I did.

Only it grew thus, and grew and grew. A great powerful hoop, it seemed to back itself out of a hole, determined to stand straight, yet no head. Finally, after many weeks, the hampering fibres were broken, split in twain, and the head began to rear itself upward. Only then I said: It is too late. The thing has been injured for life. Its central portion has been twisted all out of shape. It will never stand up properly. It cannot. But slowly the thing did bring its head about and stood up, and finally became a really tall and rugged stem. And though there was no sunlight where it stood, it began to head and was about to bloom, when I was called away. But I took it as a sign that even under such wholly unpropitious circumstances, it would bloom, and I said: Am I not, or was I not, like that, after a fashion? Intellectually my mind was twisted like that. I had just as difficult a time myself. But now I am straight, and shall hope eventually to bloom, just as will this lily. And though unable to continue the observation and so draw faith from its conclusion, nevertheless my faith was that it would and did bloom.

That symbolic lily which is myself I have not tended, I fear, with sufficient care!


CHAPTER 87

IN SPITE of all this, I soon found a job  not the kind I wanted, but a job. I had been figuring, ever since I left Conklin, that I was worthy of a clerkship of some kind, but it was not forthcoming. No one seemed to want me, and as I look back on myself, I can see why, for I was by no means the clerkly type. But one day I had a bright idea. I had seen various advertisements reading: Wanted, driver on laundry wagon; man who can get business; or: man who knows West Side or South Side. Salary was always mentioned as eight or nine or ten dollars. After having gone so long on three dollars and not always getting it, the idea of eight or nine or ten seemed enormous. It spelled all the creature comforts which I could reasonably expect. Why not a job as a driver of a laundry wagon? I could drive. I had learned the West Side by driving Conklins buggy over nearly every portion of it. I could certainly say I was experienced in that respect. So the next day, I visited a laundry, and to my surprise, after explaining my experience, was accepted at eight dollars a week.

It appeared, as I thought it out afterwards, that this laundry, an old and well-established one, distrusted drivers who were well-experienced or well along in years and able to get trade, because these men, when they learned the routes and knew the patrons sufficiently well, would usually leave and go to new and less prosperous laundries, taking, or endeavoring to take, a portion of the trade with them. Hence, mere boys, who were not sufficiently businesslike to solicit patronage but who knew enough to drive, collect and deliver and make change, were preferred and invariably given the open places. The man who had had my route before me had gone to another laundry and was now attempting to secure the Munger business, but the foreman  a lean, gentle Iago  smiled as he told me about it. He cant get the Munger trade, he explained. Nobody can get it, really. We do good work and were prompt. Our customers have no reason for changing.

And this was literally true. In fact, I never saw a better-conducted business of this kind. It was on Madison Street, only a little way from those apartments or flats in which we had lived when I first came to Chicago from Evansville. It occupied what would be the equivalent of three store-fronts of twenty-five feet each, and was all of sixty or seventy feet deep  a great, low-ceiled, almost square room, literally crowded with machinery, as was the basement underneath it. I never knew there were so many kinds of laundry machines until I saw these things. There were machines for ironing sheets, pillow-cases, towels and napkins  great long things of polished steel rolls, very hot and covered with clean linen, and in sizes to accommodate the various kinds of work. Then there were machines that ironed collars and cuffs, and machines that glossed them. There were also great barrel-like steel tanks and churn-like steel tubs in the basement; the first revolving, churning the great mass of clothes deposited therein, along with soap and hot water, in a slow, leisurely manner, the second spinning them so many hundreds of revolutions per minute or second, and so centrifugally throwing out all of the water, or nearly all. After that the drying was easy. There were machines, too, for laces and fine linens, and a number of single ironing-boards, where fancy laces, dress-shirt bosoms, difficult collars and the like, were ironed by hand. The laundry slip, printed red on white, showed a long list of articles, covering almost every possible requirement and all sorts of prices for the different work done. There was usually one girl to each machine, sometimes two or three, and they worked with a speed and energy which astonished me. They were so deft, intent, and withal so genial and sometimes talkative.

In the basement again, where the heavy washing was done, were to be found a number of gross-looking German, Irish or Polish women, who worked in a hot, steamy atmosphere which was like that of a Turkish bath. They were almost swinish as a rule, big-armed, red-faced, heavy-lipped women, wearing drabby skirts and close-fitting, sleeveless undershirts which outlined their great breasts almost disgustingly. Often they walked about without shoes or stockings. Always on Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday mornings, in bringing in my load of clothes, I had to carry my bundles down into this cellar or basement, where checkers, washers, counters, etc received them and after insuring their identity turned them over to these women. I never saw a steamier, meatier world.

Once when I spoke of this to our lean, genial foreman, he interrupted me with: Dont talk to me about them! I know em! Its a tough job they have, but theyre tough, too. Jesus, you ought to hear em swear when they get started among themselves. And drink! Like fish! Theyre regular sows in their home life  most of em  rushing the can and lying around drunk Sundays. Thats why they look so glum Monday mornings. I have to let one or two of em go every now and then, when they get too bad, but we hate to discharge em because its hard to get anybody to do that work. A woman with any refinement wont work down there. Its that sort or nothing. And theyd just as leave throw one another in the machines as not, when they get sore. Jesus, weve had some peaches here from time to time.

Upstairs, as I could see and as I learned later, the girls were different, and inclined to be clannish according to the kind of work they did. The rough-piece workers  towels, sheets, pillowcases and the like  were, as a rule, of a dull or more solid and physically vigorous turn, and in addition, frequently with few inhibitions or restraints  sensual, immoral, and so avoided by the others, the more conventional or let us say, more clerkly, girls who worked at the front windows or near the door, in spruce dresses, ironing collars, cuffs, laces and the like. These were the aristocrats of the laundry and kept to themselves, usually ignoring even each other and hurrying out at six in the most tasteful clothing they could afford, some of it exaggerated enough for that day. Sometimes dapper youths in good clothes were waiting for them. I often wished that one of these maids would smile on me, but being a mere driver, wearing my oldest clothes, they scarcely noticed me.

Again, there were the expert piece workers  old maids or deserted married women or widows, all of them, and looking much alike  who could handle so many fancy shirt-bosoms, flouncy skirts or befrilled linen dresses in an hour. Some of these were speedy and some were slow, but all careful according to their tasks  but always they gave me the feeling of beaten and resigned creatures who had so little in their lives as to make them scarcely worth the living. Being especially good workers  and very likely poorly-paid  they were  to make up to them in some inexpensive fashion  greeted most genially by the foreman as well as the manager, and even made way for respectfully, as becomes people who work hard and ask little. As a matter of fact, young Calverton, the assistant manager, who was up on economics and such, once said to me, in so many words, that it paid the company to be nice to them.

Again, there were eight or nine nondescript girls  pretty, mushy, sensuous, animal creatures  who did the intermediate simple work  socks, handkerchiefs, undershirts, drawers. One of the drivers  a red-headed tyke who was always chasing the girls, and who was so gay and smart that they all gave him nods and smiles, even the most exclusive of them  told me about them one night, out of the corner of his mouth, as we were checking up our loads.

See that girl in the  white waist over there.  The one  with the brown skirt? She does.  .. you can have that  for two  dollars.

See that little black-haired girl in the corner? The one with the red ribbon in her hair? One of the hottest in the place! Gee, theyre all tough, that bunch over there! Love it! Say, they cant wait for six oclock to come!

And so he went on  down the list. At once  I fancied myself in  a kind of Adamless  paradise, where hour I were to  be had just for the asking. And I began to speculate as to how one or another of them might be induced to smile on me. The delights I conjured to myself at such moments made my head spin and my eyes almost blur as I checked up the load of laundry I was to deliver. One of these girls while I was there came subsequently to be connected with a scandal, but that can wait.

All told, though, it was an amazing three or four months I spent in this institution, though I was so poorly paid, as I subsequently came to think, that I was glad to leave. While these girls did not rush into my arms  as I half imagined they might  still I was in the proximity of a veritable garden of femininity not at all bad to look upon, and it gave me the feeling that with a little more daring I might have achieved what I desired. Several were astonishingly attractive, so much so that one wondered why they worked at all. Surely there were many men who would have married or kept them. Owing to the heat of the work, their charms were frequently most disturbingly displayed  arms bared to the shoulder, collars open to or slightly below the tops of their breasts, skirts tucked up above their calves  a daring effect for those days  in order to give them freedom of movement. In the heat, with pink cheeks, moist lips, and a certain enticing gaiety that most of them attempted whenever a man was near, such a temptation might have troubled even Saint Anthony!

But I, as I have said, was still without that very direct courage necessary for a speedy approach, and so, with one exception, my stay here was, in that sense, not so profitable. I will speak of that one later. Meanwhile, it was always a marvel to me to see with what an air of freedom, superiority, or genial sociability, so many youths approached so many girls. The patent medicine manufacturer for whom Al worked, for instance, and his three sons, all of whom resided near here and were to be seen about this vicinity driving smart traps, wearing sporty clothes, were also masters of women in what was to me at that time a most enviable way. Al had pointed them out to me and told me about them, and the effect on me was the usual one. Ah, to have money, good clothes, to be able to walk up to a girl, lift your hat, smile and say some utterly inane but effective thing, then take her arm, walk off and entertain her for an hour or more! How did one do that? What did one say? I used to try to frame conversations that would carry me as long as say three or four minutes, but even when I was alone and amazingly courageous in my mind, it was a most difficult thing to do.

And yet, when evening came  particularly the evenings of the early spring, but more especially Saturday evening  and when I saw, as I always did, boys and girls strolling together here and there, laughing and talking, holding hands, drinking ice cream sodas in a bright candy shop, I became almost wild. Spring madness! To have to work, to have to be financially as well as emotionally restrained as I was.... ah! Yet under the pressure of all this, I think I achieved a poetic mood which was almost as wonderful as reality, though not quite  not as good as love in reality. The trees and the stars and the lights and the sounds of this breathing and tinkling world were so maddeningly sweet. A symphony! And I was the instrument through which all of this was achieving reality for me. It was I, and none other in so far as I myself was concerned, who was the horn through which this sweet blast was blown. But the tenderness! The color! The wild delirium of these notes! Their vibrations stirring my soul even at this late date  vibrations that cannot die wholly, or utterly, save with me.

Behind the cashiers desk in this laundry there was a little Scotch girl  Presbyterian Scotch  who was at once pretty and, after her fashion, sensuous, but not as I saw or felt, as daring or as sensual as these others  just sweet. She had even white teeth; clever, twinkling, grey eyes; hair not too lustreful or smartly arranged and yet plentiful  a demure type of girl, and say at least a year or two older than myself. She was not at all the type whom I would have picked out of a group of beauties, not the one I would have selected by preference out of this laundry force even, but the one, as circumstances proved, that I could win.

Let me by no means be unfair. She was not unattractive  far from it  for apart from her demureness and shyness  which I was not exactly seeking then  she was gay, good-natured, and quick at repartee  a good little business-girl, having the complete confidence of the resident manager of this branch, and by no means a prude, but imbedded in a conservative and wholly religious family  Scotch Presbyterian. Withal that, though, she was passionate enough within her conventional tether, and so eager that before we were done I almost over-ran her good judgment.

How did I get in with her? I can scarcely recall. It came gradually  a smile, a bit of gossip concerning customers, complaints, mistakes in change or balances, which were calculated every night, and the like. At first she avoided me as I did her when I saw that she was demure, retiring, and, as I assumed, much too conservative. By degrees, though, and for lack of contact with one of the others, her charms came to be evident enough, her face, figure, arms, mouth, eyes, smile, all reasonably provocative. Had she been as lustful as these others or that little Italian girl, assuredly she would have enslaved me. Principally it was that she was not sufficiently coquettish or daring. The last to receive the cash returns of the day and to check up undelivered goods (the manager would trust no other, not even the foreman), it was necessary for her to remain quite late at times and to converse with the drivers, and there were five or six of us. And since frequently I came last, and so was alone with her in the office for a little while each night, we came to chat and laugh over this and that girl, driver, customer. Once it was raining and because she had no umbrella, I asked her if I might drive her home in my covered wagon. She accepted with such alacrity and genial, innocent gaiety that she put me quite at my ease, and we talked all the way, about the people in the place, without my being much more than polite.

Another time, though, she asked me to help check up the uncalled-for stock  it was around the first of the year and the foreman had asked her to get someone to help her. We did it after hours, and I felt so drawn to her at moments: she smiled so gaily; made me drop bundles, pretending to toss them and then withholding them for a second and then tossing them quickly. I could scarcely keep my hands off her. I did take hold of her hands once, holding them for a second too long perhaps, when the humor died out of her eyes and she became serious and businesslike. When I grew glum, she became very gay again, and teased me about being moody.

One night I helped her on with her coat; another night helped her hunt her parasol. Finally, when it was almost too plain that she liked me very much, I put my arms about her just outside the great clothes-locker where all the wraps were kept, and kissed her. She pretended to resist, but pretended only, and when I kissed her again and held her head back, she quit resisting and let her head lie on my shoulder. Her face, as I saw, was tense with emotion.

Do you love me, Nellie? I asked, foolishly, ecstatically, nervously.

Go on with ye! she said, imitating the Irish. Dye suppose me head would be here if I didnt?

I kissed her again, passionately, and she put her arms tight about my neck.

Thatll be enough now for to-night, she said, laughing. Its time ye were goin home, and me, too.

And she went.


CHAPTER 88

NELLIE MACPHERSONS family, as I found when I was first permitted to call, consisted of a widowed mother, who did  I scarcely recall what  housework, I believe; a blind uncle, who had lost his sight from shock  falling through a ships scupper, he being a captains mate at the time; and a younger sister, Lilly. Scotch, Presbyterian, and all economical and conservative to the last degree, though the youngest, after the American fashion, later changed her ways completely after she turned to clerking in a great store.

Nellie, as I have said, was the elder and most practical and intelligent, though without an iota of that thing we call vision, which makes for artistic individuality. She would best be described as innocent, sweet, and pure-minded after the conservative and conventional formula, though I might term her a case of arrested development, and be heartily damned for it, I presume.

Yet this home as a picture interested me, and I took pleasure in making myself a part of it. With the least encouragement from anyone, I was inclined always to assume a grand air of ability and superiority, for my courage rose as I was admired or received. And these people, much to my surprise, as you can guess, looked upon me not so much  not at all, in fact  as a playboy looking for romance but as a quite serious suitor for Nellies hand in marriage  a development which did not enthuse me as much as it might have some. My mind was certainly not on marriage at nine dollars a week, and scarcely at any other conceivable salary as I see it now. Of course, they could not understand that I was an embryo historian, philosopher, and semi-scientific-minded experimentalist, blowing here and there in search of experience. But so I was. And in justice to myself, I can quite truly say I scarcely knew it either.

Be that as it may, they were simple and for all their very humble means, very cheerful people. Mrs. MacPherson, Scotch of the chares dirt variety, seemed more of an amusing character than anything else to me  no real knowledge of anything save careful housekeeping and saving. The blind uncle, instead of appealing to my sympathies, as one would think he might under such circumstances, struck me as hard, and savage even, a cold, canny driving Scot. Rough enough as a mate on a boat in his day, Ill warrant, and looking and talking it, but now relying, and that rather irritably, on these much humbler relatives, whom previously, as Nellie told me, he had ignored. But they owned the little home they occupied, he had a little money, and between his board money and Mrs. MacPhersons and her daughters work, they got along fairly well. No money, though, or very little, for clothes, ornaments, or pleasures of any kind, or only at times far removed from each other. Yet Nellie and Lilly, because they were young and attractive, seemed really charming and worth while to me. Of the two, once I saw them both, I preferred Lilly, though having chosen Nellie first, I had to abide by my choice, although Lilly, about sixteen at the time, began to manifest an interest on which her mother promptly frowned. Yet we met again in later years.

I remember now, though, how, on Wednesdays and Sundays (Wednesdays hurrying home and scarcely giving myself time to eat), I would shave, dress, powder my face, brush my hair in what I thought the most becoming manner, à la Pompadour, and adjusting my new Fedora hat  price $1.50, I fancy  and carefully dusting my patent leather shoes  which at last I had been able to purchase and now saved for such occasions  would sally forth to the MacPherson home, where I could pose and be made much of as a beau and prospective husband! Ha, ha! My spirit on these occasions, while engaged in part with the errand before me, was really much more broadly and thoroughly immersed in affairs of law and state and history, such as my constant reading  whenever I had a moment to spare  was causing me to become aware of: Richelieu, Voltaire, Peter the Great, Disraeli. And indeed at all times then and for the most part thereafter, I was no more the romantic ass than I was the thinker or perhaps  and better yet  the composer, who without instruments at hand to test the dream of melodies that assails his ear, still orchestrates great symphonies and hears them, each remotest flute and violin to the faintest division.

For unwittingly, in the technical mental sense, I was orchestrating as I walked or rode, the song that life was singing in my ears. Instead of thinking of my days work or of any business I wished to undertake or perfect myself in, I was really immersed in the spectacle of living, and found myself constantly and spiritually present at all its secret scenes, from hidden murder and debauchery of the Cenci type to the inmost councils of state and the darkest avenues of chicane, à la Richelieu  any pleasure or revelry in which I might eventually participate, or some great acclaim which I might receive as an orator, statesman, general, or great organizer, never as a writer or poet. And as I walked and lived and created in the fashion here indicated, my mind naturally skipped all intermediate labor  studies, planning scheming. In short, even then and there I was finding myself at the zenith of my days  wealthy, happy, famous, with some radiantly beautiful woman to share my happiness  the while I was preparing to call on Nellie MacPherson.

The pity of it was that in so far as Nellie was concerned, I was not as truly smitten with her as I was with crude, vigorous and yet beautiful sex, and was in reality looking for gratification in that field anywhere I could find it. And was actually seeing in her younger sister, who was more vigorous in that Sense, something more of what I truly desired. Yet debarred there, continuing with Nellie. I think I must have been her first serious affair. The pity of it was that she had no understanding of the type of youth she was dealing with, any more than had I of myself, and soon believed in the gushing phrases I lavished upon her. Also she would sit in my lap, smooth my hair, look into my eyes, and let me whisper to her of the happy times we would have after marriage, always guarding herself, though, against those sly advances I was so anxious to make. At that, when aroused she was voluptuous enough, and at times, as I could see and feel, found it hard to resist, for her body would relax, her eyes mellow and grow moist and vague, her embraces urgent, only to be followed after a time by a white tenseness which marked her need of division between her almost savage embraces and kisses and her duty to her thus far enforced private convictions or early social and religious instruction. And once afterwards she told me how much her mother watched and cautioned her. But then it would be because I would press her breasts too tightly or seek the lines of her form too amorously, whereupon she would leap from my arms as from a dream and look at me at once nervously and defiantly and with not a little shame  although my pleadings and extended arms would usually bring her back. But sometimes she would stand by a window or door and make me talk to her so, or suggest that we walk. Yet I always lived in the hope of her yielding the next time, more fully at least, until....

My work for the Munger Company, in the meantime, was as interesting, from a character point of view, as any I have ever done, and contributed much to my understanding of people and life. It consisted of visiting on Mondays, Tuesdays and Wednesdays  each half day being set aside for a separate trip or route  as many as sixty or seventy addresses  homes, apartments, flats  in a widely separated section of the West Side, and collecting the bundles of laundry, usually pinned, wrapped or tied, and waiting for me at the door or some stand just outside it. On Thursdays, Fridays and Saturdays, these routes were gone over again, this time to deliver the laundry so gathered.

These groups of people and the manner in which they paid their bills, delivered and received their laundry constituted a lesson in human psychology which I have never forgotten. Thus, there were at that time two sections of the city  Washington and Ashland Boulevards and their allied side streets  from which, or in which, I collected from the rich or well-to-do. These regions have changed greatly since then, but at that time they were the best on the West Side. And their residents lived in spacious houses or in exclusive boarding or apartment or bachelor homes, where the air was one of ease, luxury and entertainment, colored somewhat by the arts, and where I frequently saw those with whom I dealt. In those days money was being acquired with exceeding swiftness in this western city, and often on winter evenings (and I only worked for this company one winter), I was greeted between the hours of five and seven by men and women in that pinky perfection of dress which presages a dinner, a dance, a theatre party, or the opera. Chicago in these regions seemed  to me, at least  a very splendiferous and comfortable place to live. Servants in livery  the first I ever saw in America  were not at all unusual in Ashland Avenue. For the most part also, the men of these homes, precise and thoughtful as to their apparel, were yet careless as to their belongings and money, asking me to throw the laundry anywhere, or directing me to take the money from a chiffonier or bureau drawer while they went on shaving or reading a book, seeing me as merely a mechanical or lay figure. Occasionally, one or another of them  as for instance, the two young sons of George M. Pullman, of Pullman Car Company fame  manifested a slight trace of interest, as though they thought I might be human, though I was not so foolish as to expect anything of this kind.

Snowing, eh? one of these Pullman youths once observed to me, apropos of my appearance. Wont you come over to the fire and warm up? Bad night driving around. Harry, heres your laundry! Well have to take a closed carriage; its snowing like blazes! He offered me a cigar, then cigarettes, then a drink, and finding I wanted nothing, smiled, as he added: Cant use em in your business? Well, I dont blame you. And out I went.

There was another man who has lingered in my memory as one of the most curious and individual of them all. He was tall and dark and tousled of hair, a Greek or Roman type, with a beard that grew so fast that although he apparently shaved every day and used much face-powder, his cheeks always looked dusty or black. His eyes too, were black and round and stary, yet dreamy and forceful. When I called at his suite in Ashland Avenue, morning or evening, he was usually lying on a chaise longue before a fire, or in bed propped up by pillows, a tabouret and tray with siphon and bottles on it, and cigarettes scattered about in profusion. Often he was reading, a cigarette in his mouth, his colored silk pajamas contrasting pleasingly with the coverlet and woodwork. Without moving, sometimes without looking up, he would direct me where to find his laundry or the money with which to pay myself. Always I had to do up his laundry myself, collecting it from drawers, suitcases, closets. For this he always offered to tip me, but that I refused. I was opposed to it as suggesting something that I was not, could not be: menial. And once he said to me, quite apropos of nothing that I could think of at the moment, for he was not reading: Did you ever read any of Huxleys Essays? Having discussed Huxley with Sutcliffe and others at college, I claimed familiarity and he made some additional comment which I forget. But what surprised and flattered me (for he had never spoken to me before save to ask me to get his laundry or pay myself or have a drink or smoke), was that he should assume an advanced mental interest on my part, and without any previous indication of the same.

For days I was thrilled by that and I wondered whether he would now begin to be friends with me. But he did not. I dont believe we ever had any other conversation of any duration or importance, but that one raised my estimate of myself in these very humble days.

And then, the type of self-sufficient, remote and somewhat disdainful woman customer in these houses or apartments! It is true that I rarely met or saw them, servants taking the bundle and handing me the money, but in some instances a woman appeared, giving me a passing glance and disappearing again  solid, aggressive, occasionally stately types, and some of them beautiful to me. Inclined as I was at that time to exaggerate or imagine what I did not see  create beauty, perhaps, where was only dowdy stuffiness and richness of texture  I was thrilled, and peering through a doorway, into boudoirs and reception rooms, I was inclined to imagine that I was seeing flashing touches of social superiority and social supremacy. Chicago seemed so splendid! Here, certainly, I thought, was the place to live! Ah, to succeed financially by marriage with some beautiful and wealthy girl, or otherwise attain to some such atmosphere as this! All my thoughts were of luxury such as I saw here  a petty and wholly material viewpont, as I see it now. But so it was. And when I thought of Nellie MacPherson  I am sorry to have to confess this  she seemed a mere trifle. How quickly I would leave her for something better! And yet...

Was I a parvenu, a bounder, a snob? I presume so. Potentially, anyhow. But whether, assuming my wishes to have been granted, I would have done as I thought, I am not sure. I was never of the strutting type exactly  too much the observer and bystander. Just the same, at that time I could see myself in golden chambers, giving myself over to what luxuries and delights. But since I never achieved any such exotic luxuries  at least not until I was too old to make any particular use of them  perhaps I will be forgiven. At best, I fancy, they were only the giddy dreams of a boy driving a laundry wagon. Brought up in a conventional and successful world, I might have assumed that the rich had all of those virtues which the poor are too often assumed not to have  wisdom, refinement, ambition, sensitivity  whereas as it was, and per circumstances, the shoe was on the other foot. Being poor, I thought the poor were very much under-estimated and under-paid and misunderstood  myself a shining illustration, as it were. At the same time, there was growing in me a fairly clear perception of the value of personality as distinct from either poverty or riches  Sutcliffe, for instance, and after (or perhaps before), my mother. Poverty had never altered her distinction for me. At the same time, and despite these to me two shining examples, I still gave way occasionally to the whining notion that if something were done for me  much  I would amount to a great deal  a whimper which had taken its rise out of my self-exaggerated deprivations. At the same time, as you will note, I was working and seeking ceaselessly. And which one of us is not anxious, or at least willing, to have things done for him?


CHAPTER 89

BUT IF these more comfortable sections excited my avid fancy, the poorer ones  and we had our share of the middle class and poorer ones  aroused my curiosity and even profound sympathy. The great region of alien strangers, living under such troubled and befogged circumstances; the great region of the unemployed in South Clark, South State, East Harrison, and Twelfth Streets; the great region of the shop-and factory-poor, mile on mile, as I came to know.

There was one factory and tenement district which interested me because of the tall chimneys, lines and lines of windows where workers, men and women, were to be seen, at such unimaginative and routine tasks  machines, machines, machines, thundering over this or that  keys, cans, carpets, furniture, machinery itself. And the run-down homes built in an earlier day and for a better purpose or for the very poor in the first place, as was the case in some streets where one might see what were once large chambers or apartments, now divided into shabby cubbyholes and leased to Italians, Swedes, Danes, Irish, and a peculiar and to me often very offensive type of poor Americans  of which type more anon. This region, as I came to know, contained houses of convenience: bed houses, as the current phrase had it. From these we took immense bundles of laundry  sheets, pillow-cases and towels. I was astonished one day when my friend Reddy Lasher, the young driver whom I have described as being so attractive to women, said to me: Dont you ever collect laundry from Calvertons house? (He was the lean, genial foreman I have described.) Sure, I said. Why?

Well, arent you on? he inquired, with a cynical, informative grin, and when I indicated that I was not on, went on to say: Dont you get an awful big bundle of sheets and things from there? His blue eyes twinkled wickedly.

I dont know what you mean, I said, for I was always slow to get a point of this kind.

Wake up! Wake up! he said. They keep a bed-house. She does. He says they rent furnished rooms, but that many sheets couldnt come from that sort of a place. They rent rooms to couples, dont you get that?

I smiled, and colored, for I wanted to appear wise and sophisticated in all such matters. Besides, already I had been interested by Mrs. Calverton, who was a short, stout, genial, black-haired woman of forty. She always came to the door and indicated a most amazingly large bundle of sheets, pillow-cases, towels and the like lying near at hand, or received the one I returned. But decidedly I had never connected her or Calverton with any such commercial mechanism as this. It evoked all sorts of exciting visions, and at once.

Yet Mrs. Calverton, so genial, industrious, and reserved. Was there no end to the subtlety and depravity of people? I could not add depravity, though, because at bottom I did not really feel that this was so depraved  more human and necessary than otherwise. And Mr. Calverton. He too had seemed  still did  such a decent type  a little cynical at times but never rough or coarse, and working hard himself every day and always kindly and tolerant in not only his comments on but his actions toward those working under him. Apparently, though, this charge concerning their home business was true enough, and neither he nor she had any better sense than to send this immense bundle of laundry each week to this branch of the Munger Company, where all those associated with him as help or equals could see and surmise. If a certain Mr. Blackman, a very short, dark-haired, wiry man, who managed this branch so efficiently, knew of it, he blinked his eyes, probably because he was not without his own sex interests, as time was to prove.

But this house or apartment was but one of many of this kind in that district, I think, for I certainly gathered laundry from as many as four others. Again, there was the type of family that did not feel it beneath itself  its membership  to make friends with a working youth like myself, or to put it better, a laundry wagon-driver. There were girls in these families who flirted with me, or would have if I had had either the time, inclination or in some instances, skill, to take advantage of their advances; also wives  often stuffy, lumpish, meaty creatures  who were not above casual coition if the right type of youth came along. I could relate incident after incident where the purpose was plain, but where I, fearful in some instances of uncleanness, in others of contacts which could only prove troublesome or disagreeable  since I had to return regularly  or all too often because there was not sufficient charm  pretended not to be interested or not to understand.

But not always. For since my urge was what it was, and occasionally there appeared a woman or girl who was not too divorced from me in texture and mood as to be offensive, I did condescend  and that was exactly the mood in which I approached the matter  allowing myself to be drawn into the relationship then and there, which made it exceedingly brief, or when asked so to do, returning at night after hours, only to discover, and quite invariably, that there were such unassthetic phases involved  not too clean clothing or bodies or beds or this or that, and almost invariably coupled with such wholly unæsthetic minds  as to make and leave me quite nauseated. And myself then and there deciding, and even swearing, to avoid any such shabby and meagre temptations as led to such disgusting results  and actually so doing over reasonably long periods, since it was of youth and beauty of almost unrivalled perfection that I was really thinking and dreaming.

The routes which seemed most normal and which contained the type of individual I understood best were those which concerned a rather hard-working, saving, managerial class  husbands who were floorwalkers, salesmen, theatre treasurers, brokers, musicians, grocers, police captains, politicians, contractors and the like. In this world I encountered, almost invariably, the housewives themselves. And here it was that I certainly saw American bourgeois virtue at its best. For here, and scarcely elsewhere, I would hear complaints as to torn shirts, missing or damaged collars, slowness in delivery and the like. And from these several varieties of peoples and neighborhoods as well as from the condition of the bundle itself, I learned to judge whether the housewife was a slattern or whether she was cautious, courteous, liberal, sympathetic, or what not. You could nearly always tell after one look at a bundle or a patron. Straws showed  and usually the very first straw at that. A slattern would hand out a bundle without a paper or string or pins, and the laundry in such a filthy or shabby condition as to alienate you at once. The trim, cautious housewife would appear with a bundle usually small but wrapped and tied with the greatest care, and there would be a number of instructions, reproaches and demands. Again, there was the genial, comfy woman who would pin her bundle up at the last minute, stuffing in everything she could find without counting it, and handing it to you with a smile, usually sufficiently well-financed to be able to do things in this way and suffer no harm from it.

There you are! I guess that will do. Is it very bad out to-day?

Do you think that will hold? Perhaps Id better stick in one more pin. Nice day, isnt it?

Arent you cold, you poor thing? Dont you want to come in for a minute? I should think youd freeze to death!

As a matter of fact, I only suffered from the cold for the first few weeks, after which I began to enjoy it, since fresh air and exercise  the concomitants of this out-of-door employment  swiftly hardened me to weather and even brought a distaste for too much indoor life. Finally, only the rawest and fiercest days could make me feel cold, and this not for long. For I was in and out of same every other minute or so, and for the rest I was merely set up, as by a tonic, by cold winds and snow, and instead of growing weaker or more subject to cold rapidly grew stronger and more pleased with my health and work.

Lastly, to return to those types I was speaking of, there was the shrew or cheat, always intent on making trouble, never paying willingly, and frequently appearing at the office to complain of one thing or another and so winning a small rebate or a gift of a collar or a shirt. I could not say that I liked best either this class or the morally lower or socially higher. All were interesting. At very bottom, though, I am sure that at that time I preferred, first, the richer, because of the suggested ease and comfort; next, the lower, if not the lowest, because of what it not only suggested but even furnished betimes in the way of sex intimacies; while the middle class or region stood with me for those more stable virtues so persistently commended if not followed by all  order, care, restraint, economy, cleanliness and the like. But the most wealthy or well-placed, as I saw wealth and emplacement at the time, always appealed to me as those with whom I most properly belonged. Was I not intelligent, ambitious, observing, and by degrees, as I also saw, coming to make my way in connection with that one greatest necessity  sex satisfaction  which had so blocked and tortured me up to this time? I would have what I wanted  I would have what I wanted  was one of the thoughts that persistently drummed in my ears, even though now, as in Warsaw and elsewhere, I was set at naught or quite regularly defeated and so still tortured by some one girl somewhere who was exceptionally beautiful and, by reason of that, proud and indifferent. Ha, the searing power of her! The ashes to which all lesser acceptances were reduced!

My working hours were so lengthy at times as to seem intolerable; they left me such brief periods for play that I was almost inclined to weep. Since I had to get my horse and wagon out of the company barn and report at the door at seven A.M., it will be plain that I had to leave the house at six-thirty, or a little before. That meant rising at five forty-five, for by now I was addicted to the cold bath habit and wanted a light breakfast in the bargain. At noontime, as a rule, I lunched wherever I happened to be, usually in a small outlying restaurant where I could get a meal for fifteen or twenty cents. At night, of course, I managed to get home to eat, but never before seven-thirty or seven forty-five on weekdays  on Saturdays we were expected to work until midnight or even one oclock, without extra pay, in order to clear away the extras and rush orders which came in on all routes late Friday night and early Saturday morning. Hence, a rather fagged Sunday, which none the less and because of these hard weekdays I enjoyed as one might a feast or rare holiday. But how some of the young drivers  and they were a healthy, friendly lot  used to swear as they contemplated the immense stacks of laundry which meant their last loads after six oclock on Saturday!

God damn the God damn bastardly laundry business! young Lasher used to growl as he carried out load after load to his wagon late Saturday night, the while others were presumably hurrying to this or that pleasure and the cars and sidewalks were crowded with Saturday night throngs out for a good time. Look at em! Everybody can have a good time except you and me! What damned fools we are! I know I am! I wouldna taken this job if it hadnt been I lost my other one over to the furniture works. But Ill get outta this soon. By God, I will! I wont stand for it! Nine dollars, and all this work, and overtime! (I was getting eight.) Yet finally he would crawl into his wagon, grumbling and yet with a genial determination to make the best of it. He received nine dollars, as he told me once, because he had been there six months longer than I had. But he soon left, and before I did.

With me, however, the novelty of the life helped a little, as well as the fact that I needed the money, which was more than I had ever received before. I liked the long, easy drives, the interesting city scenes, the individuals and the crowds. Life was fascinatingly displayed here, more fully than ever before under my eyes  a welter of the commonplace, the uniform, the ugly, the beautiful, the difficult, and yet promising all that was worth anything, as it seemed to me then and as it still seems  the ultimate agreeable union of one man with one woman, and vice versa. What other reason it had, if any, was not quite plain. Work for works sake, study, improving the mind, hoarding means against want, being famous? Yes, but wherever one turned, here were those little nests, with lamps, rugs, cookstoves, curtains and built out of and sustained by whatever energy or effort or thought there was; and resulting in children to be reared and trained to continue this. What else? Laws, rules, religion were nothing much save schemes to make these little homes reasonably secure. All the troubles, storms, dramas, arose out of things which militated against the peace of these or their component members. As for these homes themselves, apart from their social or evolutionary origin, I saw them as well-suited to the average mind, my own included, only I always wondered how I was to resist the attractions of so many other women who might arrive on the scene later and who would smile or at least be too beautiful not to arouse emotions which the sanctity of the home would suggest ought not to be satisfied. And so, possibly result in the destruction of that home. Therein lay the puzzle for me. And it was a great puzzle.

Not long after I started working for the Munger Company, one of those little sex comedy-dramas occurred which illustrated exactly what I was thinking of. Our resident manager  an unattractive little man, it seemed to me, but clever enough  bald-headed, with thick, black shoe-brush whiskers and black, beady, bird-like eyes  was the kind of a man to whom I would have said no really attractive girl would have given a second glance. But that only showed how little I knew. For Blackman was not only married to a very attractive woman, by whom he had had two children  he lived in the next street beyond ours in a house well-suited to his conventional taste and good income  but he had an attractive sweetheart also, as I will show. Only he and his wife  to the outward eye at least  were the pink of conventional neighborhood perfection, church-going, home-loving, and the like. I knew roughly in a way, because quite regularly I called there to collect and deliver laundry.

In the laundry, as I have indicated, were all sorts of girls  the lean, the fat, the pretty, the homely or nearly so, the dull, the bright, and so on. And among them was one who had often caught my eye  a short, plump but not too stout, girl of perhaps nineteen, whose face and arms suggested something  a geniality, warmth, sensuousness and so on, somehow a nebulous unmorality which made for wonder, the usual wonder. Often and long, when she was not looking, I had studied her. But to no result in so far as I could see. And for a very good reason. Her eyes were elsewhere. And on none other than Blackman, who, as all knew, was interested in her. It was my sweetheart, among others, who called my attention to the fact that he employed her in the front office close to his desk and at labor presumably above her capacity. At any rate, she sat on a stool adjoining his and checked up accounts with him.

Gee, its a cinch to be a manager, commented Lasher. All you have to do is call em up to the office and sit em up on a high stool. Then you can do what you like. He smiled cynically.

What do you mean? I asked, eager to hear what he would say.

Oh, hes getting what he wants from Kitty Ballion. (That was her name.) I see em now and then over in Randolph Street. (This was the district in which the convenient houses were located.)

After that I studied this girl with fascinated eyes. According to my youthful standards, she was too young and attractive to be wasting herself on so small and pinch-beck a specimen as Blackman. Why not myself, and not wasting, either! I did not then so clearly as later understand how many elements may enter into a union of this kind  maternal as well as sensual considerations, the value of a job or mere money, to say nothing of real affection.

But this liaison was not of long duration, alas. (I am speaking for Mr. Blackman, and Mr. Blackman only.) Someone  some moral or envious busybody in the office, I assume, jealous of the favors extended this girl  wrote Mrs. Blackman, giving her full information. At any rate, one day there she was. And presto! One of those fierce domestic scenes enacted in the front office which arrested the attention of not only the laundry but the street, as I heard. I was not present except at the very last, seeing Mrs. Blackman, a stocky, vigorous, black-haired woman, leaving with her husband, very pale and tense, looking as though he were about to collapse from excitement. And according to my Nellie, Mrs. Blackman had come in blazing angry, a clicking light in her black eyes, and hurrying behind the counter and into Blackmans small office, had there found her husband standing behind the Ballion girl and had at once begun to upbraid and even assault him, the while she ordered the offending girl from the place. And instead of his asserting his authority as manager of the place and compelling her to respect it or leave, he allowed the girl to go and then sought to persuade his wife to peace and silence. But not so. Girls came from the general workroom to peer in through the doorway. Nellie, as she told me, had been compelled to retreat to a discreet distance, pretending not to see or hear. As for myself, when I came in, I saw, and, such is my human frailty, almost rejoiced in the tense excitement and terror. Ha, ha, my fine bird! So he was caught, was he? Excellent! For why should he, etc., etc., not being I, be allowed to get away with such things? Never! I... I... well, in any case....

Just the same, this burst of marital rage had a marked effect on me. It roused all sorts of troublesome thoughts as to the security of marriage and whether a man had a right to be unfaithful to his wife. My father and the Catholic Church would emphatically say no. Sutcliffe, who was here in Chicago at this very time, working in a factory and visiting me betimes, would say that a man should not give vent to his lower or animal passions, that his mind should be fixed on superior or spiritual things. Personally, after due thought, I could not see it that way. I found myself siding with the individual and the passions which nature had created as opposed to the hard and fast rules of society. And why not? Was not life, and more life, and pleasure, the point of it all? I thought so  secretly, at least. Not that I did not respect society, or certain successful phases of it at least, and the care and rearing of children where I found them being well reared and cared for; but I could not help looking upon men and women as individuals, not teams, and in the face of the great passions which animate them, unaccountable.

For instance, it was useless for anyone to say to me Thou shalt not commit adultery and expect me not to do so if a beautiful woman offered herself to me, my desires being what they were. And again, it was useless to say Thou shalt not lie  a thing which at that time I imagined was one of the Ten Commandments, assuming Thou shalt not bear false witness against thy neighbor to be the same thing  when if I had committed adultery and did not lie, I would be open to the opposition of the whole community. My feeling was that here was one place at least where necessity compelled one unavoidably to part company with asserted moral law or permit asserted moral law to destroy ones delight in life. I, for one, did not propose that asserted moral law should interfere with my sharp human instincts, and the only thing to do then was to lie and pretend that I was moral, or at least avoid the subject so that I could not be put on record.

Among most men, as I also saw well enough, there was a tendency to condone lapses of this kind, while among women it was quite the other way about, and I could not figure that out. Why were women, especially married women, more moral than men  if they really were (and I assumed, because of the vast palaver on the subject, that they were)? And why were men at heart apparently varietists? I, for one, found myself damning infidelity and yet at the same time seeking to break the moral code for myself.

Similarly, I found myself growling at the rich for enjoying pleasures which I could not enjoy, while seeking eagerly to be wealthy myself so that I could do the same. Was not that shabby, I asked myself? In my own family, our boys and girls did, or certainly had done, as they pleased, without taking religion and ethics into too strong consideration. Still, being a thinker and having an inclination to unravel the mystery of human relationship, I was interested to see if I could justify myself as against the current conceptions of my community. I could not, really, for I was overawed by the number of persons who believed otherwise and who could and would visit their opposition on one. Again, the presence of a vast number, dominated like my father by fixed religious beliefs, tended to make one feel that there might be something in this moral code, whether I could justify it to myself or not. The voice or instincts of the people might be the voice of God, and the true instincts of the majority might be different from mine. I might be, as it were, a freak, a scoundrel, a villain. Still, when I saw the large number of persons about me who seemed to have no moral scruples, and when I read the papers crowded with crime or social lapses, or visited the streets where people lived in horrible ignorance and poverty, or saw the rows of immoral houses and realized that nightly thousands of men were secretly visiting them, and that thousands upon thousands of others were having intimate relations with women and girls outside these institutions, I could not help but feel that there was great confusion in the minds of many as to the authority of the asserted moral law; also that if there was a moral God, there certainly was a most powerful devil who busied himself building up an intense sex hunger in men like myself, and that if we erred it was because we were very hungry and because these passions had been built up in us quite outside our willing.

It is strange, I said to myself, how this world works  and then I would think of my father, and Blackman and his wife and his girl, and OConnor, and Levitt, and all those who did or did not do as the moral code suggested. I was not ready to believe as yet that Christianity and religions in general use were wholly an illusion, or that Christ never really lived, or that all our theories as to justice, truth, mercy and the like sprang from a desire to establish an equation or balance among the millions who find themselves living on this earth. God was still some kind of entity somewhere  the devil another. There were powers of evil and good  not one vast turning of the same thing in many guises.

But enough! I was confused. And my sex desire was intense. And that was all  that and the lack of sufficient means and gratification  that was really ailing me.


CHAPTER 90

LIFE WAS not so bad, though, now that I had a girl, even though I could not afford any of the various pleasures  theatres, concerts and the like  that I wished to share with her, nor yet compel her to yield to my desires. For at least I had her as a companion, lovable and devoted. She seemed so sure that one day I would marry her, and even talked of how many children we were to have and where we would live  talks which on my part seemed so baldly hypocritical that at times afterwards I was ashamed of myself. For did I really want to marry her, or any girl? I knew I did not. And as for children  in my position and on my wages  nonsense! What I really wanted was one or more of those hoyden girls of the laundry, who never gave marriage a thought  some vivacious, daring creature like Lissitina Celia, who could play and not care.... Curses on her for not returning my smiles! Some other fellow was being preferred to me  that was plain!

Then there was a new and actual pleasure and pride which had come upon me since leaving college, and that was the knowledge that if I could not be anything else, I could be seriously intellectual if I chose  acquire a general if not extensive education, even though I had to work so industriously and long. For during the summer, as I have indicated, Sutcliffe had appeared on the scene, ready to take up the struggle for existence, but at the same time reading and philosophizing as before. And he it was, plus Miss Fielding, (who came over occasionally to look me up or invite me out to Irving Park  where she now taught  of a Sunday) who urged me to find myself and think high thoughts and not bother about material joys. And this thought, not so soundly gotten hold of by me before this, pleasure-loving as I was, now began to loom before me as an open door through which I might pass to something really important. I reconcentrated on my reading: a little law, medicine, history, physiology, botany, philosophy, general literature, anything and everything I could lay my hands on.

I recall that it was in these and related days that I first encountered Robert Louis Stevenson and Mrs. Humphry Ward. (The books of the latter I could not abide but I also noticed, and almost for the first time critically, that they sold enormously.) But best of all up to then, Tolstoi in his novelistic phase: The Kreutzer Sonata and The Death of Ivan Ilyitch. I recall it was Sutcliffe who suggested these, not as sociologie material but as stories which painted life truthfully and yet were creating a stir. I was so astounded and thrilled by the pictures of life they presented that it suddenly occurred to me  almost as a new thought  that it would be a wonderful thing to be a novelist. If a man could but write like Tolstoi and have all the world listen to him! I do not recall that even then it occurred to me to write. I had no adequate material or it was not solved, but the wish to obtain a related mental effect was certainly bubbling to the surface.

What I did definitely resolve to strive for eventually was intellectuality, whether profound or not. I would be informed! In this connection, the great Chicago papers, with their fund of literary, artistic, social, dramatic and scientific gossip, interested me. I came to take almost a students interest in what was going on in these worlds. Again in Chicago, as I learned from Sutcliffe and Miss Fielding, there were four or five celebrated lecturers or preachers, the latter of no special denomination or religious tendency; among them, Professor David Swing, a really interesting thinker, and the Rev. Frank Gunsaulus, a rather pyrotechnic religious yet semi-liberal orator who rejoiced in presenting by way of illustration historic and biographic material in connection with the growth of the world. Gunsaulus lectured on Sunday evenings at Central Music Hall, then at Wabash and Randolph, I think. Again, there was a most delightful speaker and thinker, a learned, sympathetic and interpretive person, the Rev. H. W. Thomas, who, as I learned in due time, had been thrown out of the Methodist Church years before and who now spoke every Sunday morning at McVickars Theatre. I came to love him dearly for the charm and obvious generosity of his nature. He seemed so concerned to make people understand and think for themselves concerning life, not to urge or force any particular theory or dogma upon them.

Again, there was a celebrated rabbi on the South Side, one Emil G. Hirsch. He was really a Jewish H. W. Thomas, and commanded the love and attention of thousands. And at the Grand Theatre congregated what was known as the Ethical Culture Society, which every Sunday morning gathered to listen to one of its six or seven lecturers who found diversion in exchanging pulpits in various cities. Of all of these, one M. M. Mangasarian  an Armenian, I believe  interested me most. He was so obviously your poet and artist and philosopher turned lecturer, and thrilled me with the wealth and color of his mental and emotional reactions to the world around him. I hold him in grateful and admiring memory as one of the most enlightening thinkers at whose feet I ever sat. And still again, far out on the South Side, was the Rev. Jenkins Lloyd Jones, a most positive and enthusiastic transcendentalist, who ran an independent church known as Lincoln Centre. In fact, quite every Sunday morning it was to one or another of these independent churches or thinkers that I hurried, sometimes with Sutcliffe, sometimes with Al (to whom as the most intellectual and liberal member of our family I immediately pointed out these mental treats), and occasionally with Nell, whenever I could manage it And now I sometimes wonder if men of this stamp ever fully realize the charm and inspiration they provide for thousands who will never equal them in ability. I know that from an intellectual, practical or scientific point of view, many of them seem insufficiently definite or conclusive, but on the other hand, I doubt whether the particular groups who followed the men I have mentioned could have been arrested by definiteness and conclusiveness. They were not sufficiently developed to understand better men  if there were any better men, really. On the other hand, these speakers were so fit to lead just such audiences and to help them; they were so sincere and inquiring. From an artistic standpoint, as seen from the point of view of the art involved in oratory and poetic thought, their value is, I think, very considerable, particularly in such workaday cities as London, Chicago, Philadelphia and others. I know, for instance, that in my case, aside from the theatre  of which I caught but fleeting glimpses, the prices being prohibitive  these very presentable men, seen against a background of considerable artistry  church or stage  and pouring forth thoughts on life, literature and world personalities, moved and enlightened me, and greatly. For here in Chicago  and especially for one like myself  there was so little other than this. Inspirationally, they were of far more importance than any or all of the professors I had heard at college. They had the faculty of suggesting the fullness and richness of life, its possibilities and opportunities for the cultivation of the intellect. Besides, it was such an intense relief, after a weak of dreary economic routine, or slavery even, to find men in pulpits, or their relative places, unshackled of dogma, trying to interpret life, from a pro-moralistic point of view, it is true, none the less suggesting much of the wonder and actuality of history, philosophy, science, that was not to be gained, as I knew, from more dogmatic sources.

You see, the thing that all along I had been seeking to escape was the intellectual dry-rot of the Middle Ages, the horrible charnel house of mediaeval ideas, as represented by my fathers church. The things these men offered me were splendid intellectual suggestions, pro-moralistic at times, it is true, but also liberal, sympathetic, intelligent. They attacked the wrongs of politics, the narrowness of sectarian views, the clannish isolation of families and social cliques and layers, and offered as a substitute a love of literature, art, music, and a freer, gayer public life. Needless to say, I was greatly impressed. Once more, as in the days I first entered the Warsaw public school, I felt my soul expand. And ever since then I have identified the Chicago of that day  its rare, youthful, inspirational quality  with these men, and per contra, these men, their intellectual dreams of a happy, perfect world, with Chicago.

In the ensuing springtime  late April or early May, I believe  I was approached (the first time in my life up to then that a position sought me) by one of the members of a younger and less successful laundry concern  Barnhart Brothers Troy Laundry  which had a place in Ogden Avenue near my home. As the foreman of the Munger Laundry Company had said to me, they were seeking drivers of older established laundries who could bring them business. But they were making a very definite mistake in selecting me. Yet so it was. A small, dusty, little Jew, in some ways an offensive type, in other ways not so much so, but always a most amusing person, called at our house one evening and after introducing himself, said: You work for Munger?

Yes.

Well, I and my brothers own the Troy Laundry over here. I suppose you know about it.

I do, I replied.

Well, he continued, we know all about you. (Most astoundingly flattering, that!) We know all the promising young men in the different laundries. We watch them. We are building up a fine business, which is going to be much bigger. Now its against our policy to take any man away from any other laundry. If you were working for us and doing good work, we wouldnt want anyone to take you away. What I just came to say, though, is this: that if at any time for any reason you want to leave, well pay you ten dollars a week to begin with and a commission on any new business you get. You see its this way  he had a slight Jewish inflection which I cannot indicate here we dont expect you to try and take any of Mungers customers away from him, but being an experienced man, you know where the good neighborhoods are and perhaps you know some people who are dissatisfied with Munger, and if we dont get them, somebody else will. In that case, it would be perfectly safe to ask them  not solicit exactly, you see, but ask. I saw but as carefully refrained from indicating what, or smiling either.

I remember so clearly the oily, ingratiating, slippery tone of this mans voice, his left eye screwed up as he surveyed me from his lesser height, and that velvety instability which causes one to feel that there is nothing stable or sure anywhere in the world. He was so mouse-like, so dusty, and withal so Hebraic.

Yes, I said, my appetite sharpening at the thought of two dollars more every week and a percentage on all new business. New business, as I knew by then, comes to almost every laundry driver. He is hailed by passing pedestrians, called in by housewives from windows on occasion. He went on to explain that they would allow me ten per cent, so ten dollars worth of new business meant eleven dollars a week, and twenty, twelve dollars. Wonderful!

But equally joined with the thought of profit in change were the intolerably long hours exacted by Munger, the policy of raising salaries only once a year, if at all; the driving nature of the work, which kept one on the jump all week long and sent one to bed thoroughly weary on Saturday night. In connection with all this, though, I was overlooking the fact that because of this very driving out-door work I never felt better, that physically and mentally my state had improved by leaps and bounds, that I was sleeping soundly and my appetite was ravenous. My meals never tasted better. A dish of beans, a cup of coffee, and a few slices of bread, were as delicious as nightingales tongues to an epicure. Besides, I had the pleasure of indulging to the full my tendency to ruminate and speculate as to the whyness and beauty of life.

Just the same, and notwithstanding, I there and then decided to leave the Munger Laundry, after having been with them for a period of six months. For the brothers Barnhart, as I already knew from the talk of some of our drivers, were an industrious trio who brought all of the Jewish aptitude for business to bear on their laundry. Their building in Ogden Avenue had large, glistening, white-lettered windows, plus entirely new machinery and three wagons, which were newer and smarter than even those of the Munger Company. So after considering and being once more called upon by this same man, I felt this to be a solidly-established and certain to be successful concern, and hence worthy of my efforts. Besides, the man who called on me, as it turned out, was an uncle of the three brothers  all of them plump, meaty and almost gaudily dressed youths  and he assured me that I would be well treated and promptly paid. You wont be disappointed here; youll like it, he said. And so I believed.

My experience with these brothers Barnhart covered a period of slightly over three months, and proved, as it seemed at the time, one of the roughest and most disastrous of my early experiences. For no sooner had I made the change than I found that the conditions were radically different from those at Mungers. Here, instead of customers being close together  almost a house to house collection and delivery in certain streets  they were blocks and blocks apart. And owing to the large number of calls allotted each man, the work was, if anything, more arduous, requiring a greater hurry in driving, a swifter aptitude for making change, a greater skill in laying out routes  all of which was left to the driver. More, a part of their business, as I now found, was in the business heart of Chicago, the great downtown section where traffic was so congested as to spell hours of delay for an unskilful driver, which for all my driving I still really was.

And that same little uncle whom I have described, and whose first name was Isadore, was now my pilot for a week or two, and a more finicky, irritable, picayune little creature  now that I had become an employe instead of one sought as an employe  I had never known. He was always about with the most urgent and compelling orders as to speed, method, manner  in short, the technique which their much more difficult business required. And demanding that I pay the strictest attention and do exactly as he ordered in connection with labor which was all too severe without orders. Didnt I know more about harnessing a horse than to do this or that?  some little thing which, as he saw it, delayed the speed of my morning departure. And once at the laundry and carrying out bundles  didnt I know enough not to pile bundles in such a way as to waste space? There werent to be any extra trips here! This wasnt Mungers! More, as to the streets and addresses, some of which were in sections which I had never visited  what did I mean by turning down in this direction when by going in a somewhat different way, I could have saved a block or two? Didnt I know Chicago better than that? I began to sense trouble here.

More, as to the three brothers within the laundry  one of whom was business manager; a second, the floor or technical manager; and the third, the bookkeeper and general helper, inside and out  I noticed that the geniality of their original conversations was a very thin veneer over something which now showed as a hard and almost from the first quite unpleasant insistence on new business, and this at a time when I was almost wholly unfamiliar with the old and its routes. They kept me racing to collect and deliver, let alone solicit  a work which as it stood would have required that I labor from seven in the morning until eight or ten at night, and every night, and this did not appeal to me at all. It was too much like slavery. Not only that, but as it soon appeared, if I did not begin to get new business, I could not expect to receive the extra large wage of ten dollars, which as the eldest brother explained, was paid solely and in order to get men who could get new business, not merely men who did work which any competent driver could do.

But by temperament I was no business solicitor, at least in this field. It did not appeal to me to ask people for their laundry business. Just why I cannot say. Sutcliffe had done it at college, and I had admired him for it there. But here, and particularly for this company, no! Besides, this little Uncle Isadore was getting on my nerves, and really disgusting me with my work, and that at the very beginning. How fearful he was of possible damage to the companys fine wagons! How careful and sparing of the horse at one moment, and the next, because of some bridge he desired to cross before it opened, lashing him into a sweat. Worse, he was forever criticizing my every little action: wanting to know why I was so slow, following me inside to hurry me, grabbing bundles out of my arms and stuffing them into the wagon in order to accelerate our speed, and so on, until, like the horse, I myself was in a lather.

Within two or three weeks I was accused of returning the wrong change to this and that person, who did not speak to me but called at the office and had it corrected  errors which brought about deductions of from one to three dollars from my salary and caused me to say that the customers ought to be made to speak to me  a comment which threw the elder Barnhart into an angry mood. Did I doubt the word of the laundry? Well, speak to the customer! I did so in one instance and found him to be a Jew in a very wretched flat. I would never have sought his trade. I began to think it queer. Besides, if true, it was wholly unconscious on my part, and certainly I found no extra change in my pocket. One man, though, whose bill was $1.35 and who, as I recalled, asked me to charge it, called at the office and asserted that he had paid me at the door. This enraged me greatly. I disputed the thing as a fact, which seemed to enrage the elder brother. His rule was, as he told me then and afterwards, that the customer was always right, and that if I wanted to get along with them I would have to be more careful.

You dont work as fast as the others, he added. We thought you were an experienced man and could get new business. The other men do.

I stood for this criticism, anxious not to be discharged so soon, seeing that I had boasted at home of making a great step upward, but my day here was not long. One hot day in August, as I was turning a corner in the downtown district, anxious to make as much speed as possible, I collided slantingly with a swift-moving truck coming in an opposite direction, which neatly and with great despatch removed a wheel. The front axle-tree was bent, the body of the beautiful wagon scraped. I was in a sweat of fear and shame as I thought of the rage and scorn of my employers. No doubt they would insist on my paying for it or discharge me, or even bring legal proceedings of some kind. I was so flustered that I quite forgot to take down the name of the truck which had destroyed me, and would have returned without it save that a methodical bystander called my attention to it. Also that the truck had been too near the curb on my side. Finally, with the aid of a policeman and several bystanders, a board which would sustain the front axle by adjusting it to the left shaft, was brought, and limping thus I sought a downtown smithy. Then I took a car and went out to the laundry.

I never saw three more enraged men in my life.

Thats a devil of a note! exclaimed the eldest brother, whose name was Frank, fixing me with a hard and contemptuous eye. Where is the horse? Why didnt you bring the horse back? Do you want him stolen? And all the laundry? I suppose that was spilled all over the street and lost. Was the body of the wagon smashed? Hey, Abe, come in here! Now hes gone and smashed the wagon down in La Salle Street, and left it somewhere, horse, laundry, everything! Of course, he couldnt send a message out here. Get Isadore! Have him jump a car and go right down there. This is awful! A brand new wagon, too!

Well, whad I tell you? inquired Abe, a cool, dressy, clever-looking boy, who during his elder brothers harangue had been standing, his hands in his pockets, surveying me with supreme contempt and even derision. You would keep him! I told you to drop him three weeks ago.

By now the two were joined by Isadore and the third brother, Samuel, still younger.

Why didnt you find some street boy and send him out here with a note? demanded Samuel, irritably.

Was there much laundry? This from Frank.

Was the horse hurt? This from Uncle Isadore.

I answered question after question, fired at me like bullets out of a gun, the while one or the other said to one or the other that I ought to be discharged at once; that I would have to pay for it, of course; that some case would have to be fixed up against the company to which the truck belonged, witnesses secured and the like. I was upbraided, heckled, cackled at, and finally compelled to return with Isadore and Samuel first to the smithy, where everything was found just as I had left it  the horse hitched to a post in the yard, the wagon in process of repair  and from thence to the corner of Randolph and La Salle where the accident occurred. At once Uncle Isadore and Samuel undertook to interrogate the big Irish policeman stationed there, but he seemed to be filled with a lofty contempt for them and me.

Sure, I dont know which one ran into the other, he declared. I wasnt there. Youll have to ask other people. I dont know anything about the other wagon. There was a truck  yes. Move along now. I havent any more time. He turned his back to furnish directions to some inquiring pedestrian and left us.

But although I was instantly discharged  that was understood the moment I said the wagon was damaged  and although the small bit of salary due me on the week was retained  as was fit and proper, no doubt  and although I had been visited with the utmost contempt and contumely up to this point, when it finally appeared (owing to the discovery of a cigar man, in return for a consideration, I believe) that the truck was out of its proper course, their attitude toward me was modified somewhat.

You will have to come along and tell them how badly they have damaged the wagon, said Uncle Isadore to me, unctuously and with a show of favor. It appears that you werent so much to blame after all. That driver was on the wrong side of the street. You should have been more careful, of course, but he had no business to be there. You owe it to us, you owe it to yourself. They have lost you your place. If we can get the cost out of them, we wont hold you responsible.

He rambled on about the wagon being worth nine hundred dollars and the horse being injured in the left hind leg  things which were not true at all. My contempt for these two  particularly Uncle Isadore  grew and grew as they talked. I resolved, since I had lost my place anyhow, that I would see only justice done  no more. Besides, it was possibly as much my fault as the other persons  I could not say  but decidedly they had harried and bullied me until I was resentful and desirous of leaving. And finally, at seven oclock, I did so, but not until I drove the by then repaired wagon to their own back yard, where, except for the scratches on the side, it looked as sound as ever. Just the same, and before I left, I had to go over all of the details of the encounter again and again; check up the laundry and write out a description of what had happened.

Each time, though, I noticed they would frame sentences for me  such as: You were well on your own side of the street, werent you? You remember that, dont you? You saw the hind wheel of the truck hit the horse, didnt you? Some laundry rolled out in the street and was trampled on, wasnt it?  to all of which, being overawed and somewhat afraid to defy them, I at first returned evasive answers and then agreed to get rid of them, resolved that if the thing came to trial, I would tell the truth.

I went home that night sick of my own inefficiency and error, sick of the whole hurrying, driving, conniving face of trade. Jews, for the moment at least, were anathema to me, not so much because they were opposed to me in this instance  though that was not without its import  as that they appeared so sly or clever and withal conscienceless. The morals and trade fairness of the average Gentile as I saw them then  race prejudice, possibly  appeared so much better. Jews, as I then pictured them to myself, were opportunists, with a fine eye for the immediate loophole, regardless of shame, pride, dignity, fairness, anything you will. I was not then aware, as I am to-day, of the possible beauty of the individual soul in any race, Jew as well as Gentile.


CHAPTER 91

THE CHARACTER of the life in the Barnhart Laundry  the girls as well as these brothers and their inter-relations was another thing which had interested and troubled me, stirring up thoughts and desires which in such a world as this I had neither the time nor the opportunity even to seek to satisfy. Just the same, as I noted through my troubled, hurried hours, this place was a veritable hot-bed of sex, presenting far more flagrantly than even Mungers a case of commercial license  work, for instance, in exchange for almost compulsory concubinage. For, as anyone could see, all three of these brothers as well as Uncle Isadore, were so lustful, so urgent, domineering and insistent in regard to sex that any goodlooking girl who accepted a place here practically contributed her body along with her work. These brothers  all three of them goodlooking  were not to be escaped. More, as anyone could see, the place had been selectively filled with the most sensuous types of girls available, selected absolutely as much for their looks as for their ability to do the work, yet made to work by day and then, in most instances, play by night. For these three brothers seemed to prey at will among them, and there were three girls  as this same Uncle Isadore later told me, and you will see why  whom they maintained openly as mistresses in a house not far from the laundry. (I also got this from another driver as discontented as myself.) Here they lived  en famille, as it were  and it was to the rear yard of this place that the damaged wagon was taken.

That I am fairly well justified in what I am saying will appear from what follows. For not only did my own observations as well as those of the driver I have mentioned bear this out, but Uncle Isadore coming, some two months after I had left, to a grand falling-out with his nephews, came to me one morning with a long and excited catalogue of wrongs in order to get me to recall certain conversations and statements (which I had never heard) in regard to a fourth interest which he said had been promised him, and in my presence, but now denied him! And after first trying to convince me that I would have to appear at some possible trial to testify that they had not only broken their faith with him but had, in addition, broken all sorts of agreements and promises to me, and after declaring that they had mulcted the wholesale grocery firm that had presumably damaged the wagon, he launched into a glowing account of their immoral life, repeating what the driver told me.

They live right over there all together in that house now, he declared. Frank is a regular devil. He has ruined six or seven girls. And Sam is no better. The scoundrels! Im going to look up the parents of those girls. The police ought to be notified!

He went away swearing vengeance, but I noticed the Barnhart Brothers Laundry still continued in business, no scandal flamed in the papers, and after a time, passing there one evening, I saw Uncle Isadore inside as usual, conversing with his shameless nephews. And all appearing as sleek and cheerful and companionable as ever.

But my passing thoughts at the time in regard to the sex delights in connection with this house were as paradoxical as they were exciting and painful. For one thing, I resented the ability of these three men to take such attractive girls and as a part of their privileges as employers, debauch them, and at the same time I envied them this privilege. For was not I here, and unable to conquer such exceedingly attractive specimens? And, at the same time, as you will note, only to think that these girls should be so low as to lend themselves to men of this calibre! If they were determined on being low, why couldnt they be low and vile with me? (Only I did not really think they were low or vile, but lovely, delightful.)

The mental and physical appetites of man alone explain him. He is, regardless of ideals or dreams or material equipment, an eating, savage animal, and in youth, and often in age, his greatest appetite, sex. And from that, as I have always said, and still stand prepared to maintain, arises all that we know  implements and the industries for the manufacture of them: houses, temples, arts, travels and dreams of the world, its literature and its seekings. There is no other direct first cause for man. Beyond that, to be sure, may lie other things  electro-physical forces in endless combinations and varieties  but evoking what more than is seen here, and where? And who is to say, on what grounds testify? I am waiting to hear. As for myself at this time  sensing subconsciously much if not all of this  I was miserable. Life was so obviously cruel and partial; myself so hungry and inefficient. Its tortures, via the joys and beauties to which sex gave rise, so exquisite. If one could not win to these, here and now, then what was there anywhere else? I could see nothing then and can see nothing now. Vae Victus. Or if there is, no super-force that we know of troubles to whisper of it. Either man must help himself here or depart unsatisfied. A grim thought! Some break through at times, it is true, and like an unleashed avalanche, rage and tear over the fields they most crave. But what of those who seek and seek and yearn helplessly, and turn their thoughts into fiery flowers or deeds of other kinds? Does it repay? Is it sufficient? Does anything really repay those sensitive to desire, for its defeat? Answer, Dante! Answer, Abelard! Answer, Francesco! Romeo! Shakespeare! Goethe! Answer, all you tense-faced company of failures in love! Will you not say how agonizing it is?

So to the streets again, and it was again fall, or nearly so. But then a wonderful thing. One morning, as I was preparing to start out in search of a job  this time at the doors of other laundry companies  I received a letter. It was from the Lovell Manufacturing Company, Frank Nesbit, Manager, and it stated that if I was open to consider a position as collector at a salary of fourteen dollars to begin with, I should call at the office, 65 East Lake Street. I could scarcely believe my eyes, could not understand why anybody, out of a clear sky, should offer me a job just as I was starting out to seek one, and after just having been discharged, and left for the place at once.

When I arrived I found a somewhat large and gloomy store loft situated on the second floor of a mid-block business building in East Lake Street, lighted only from the front, but its somewhat dark interior crowded with clocks, rugs, lamps, albums, and furniture of the most gaudy and junky character. After a few moments conversation, though, it appeared that the Lovell Manufacturing Company was really a branch agency of a very large factory in Pennsylvania. The salesmen of this particular branch were scarcely more than street peddlers, taking these rugs, clocks, albums, etc.  each the thing he most felt himself able to sell (all of them if he chose)  and hieing themselves to one or another portion of the city (the honest working-class regions preferred), where on salary or commission, or both, they sold these things. Most of the articles were priced at from twelve to eighteen dollars, the payments being distributed over a year or more by the simple process of collecting only thirty-five cents a week on each article. And that was where I was to come in. But why? Well, I will now tell you why.

The person who secured me this very interesting position was none other than Mr. Nesbits wife, a woman on whom I had regularly called for laundry while I was with the Munger concern, but never once, in so far as I could recall, addressing her in any particularly personal or extra-friendly way. In short, and at the time I learned of this, I could do little more than recall her as a stout, middle-aged woman, who had greeted me cordially enough, but certainly not more so than many of my industrious female customers. But like the wife of the assistant manager of Mungers, as I had suspected at the time, she was the keeper of one of those interesting houses of convenience for unmarried couples, which seemed so common in the Chicago of that day. When Mr. Nesbit explained that his wife had suggested me for the job, I recalled her immediately, although he did not know that I knew the nature of their home business. He explained that his wife had noted my diligence as a laundry driver, and believing that I was as honest as I was energetic  and that on my looks, if you please!  (I call your attention to this, O, reader)  had recommended me to his attention, and now that he saw me, well, if I chose, he was willing to try me for a time anyhow. Now how is that? I began to wonder what it was that Mrs. Nesbit saw that I did not quite as clearly see for myself. Was I as good as all that! Gee!

The job was an easy one, very  just calling on so many people per day  as Mr. Nesbit explained. The great thing was to be honest  a quality which he usually guaranteed to himself by exacting a bond or money deposit in advance. But in my case, and on account of his wifes judgment, he was going to waive this. My hours were to be from eight-thirty or nine in the morning until such time in the afternoon as I could complete the calls on a packet of bills which he would give me, at the end of which time, but never later than five oclock, I was to report at the office and turn in my cash. He would then listen to my explanations concerning delinquents, moveds,

refusals,

sicks and the like and decide what to do. In the vast majority of cases, as he told me a little later, nothing was done, even though the purchaser brazenly refused to pay for the goods and also would not give them up.

The expense of proceeding is too great, he said. The goods are not worth it. Its cheaper to ding-dong at them. Sometimes we can nag them into paying. Anyhow, we can keep fairly good track of them in this way and not sell them anything else.

Some salesmen, as he also explained to me at this time, had the habit or trickiness of selling to anyone, even though they knew the person was dishonest and would never pay. The first deposit they received was theirs, and the custom of the company being so, the moment a purchaser acknowledged receipt of an article and had signed an agreement to pay, these salesmen were paid their full commission in advance. This made very clear the necessity for the firms dealing with honest people, and Mr. Nesbit made it his business to steer as clear of all others as possible. He showed me a map of Chicago, on which certain areas were marked in red, and in these areas, as he said, no sales would be accepted.

The articles to be sold, as I soon learned  and from Mr. Nesbit himself, if you please  were worth only from one-sixth to one-tenth of their face value  no more. They were sold on these terms because they were the terms which most appealed to the poor and ignorant. They were gotten up to make the greatest possible show for the least expenditure of money, material and workmanship, and certainly they were the most gaudy fakes I have ever laid eyes upon. I had not been there a week before I was marveling that hard-earned money could be taken in exchange for such things. But so it was. These roving peddlers or salesmen were little more than hypnotic, mind-reading crooks who could select and influence a victim about as easily as a man could take candy from a child, yet always well within the limits of the law. And always, as I have indicated, they took to the streets of the poorer sections of the city  the poor but honest regions  a bright red or blue rug over one shoulder, a clock, vase or lamp in one hand, and ambling to and fro, knocked here and there at such likely doors as promised a cleanly, saving housewife with a hardworking husband, whereupon they would flash these gaudy baubles before her eyes, explaining how easy it was to pay for them and how willing they were to trust her. And lo, a sale!

And there were such large areas here in Chicago crowded with just these poor, small, pathetic, unpainted one-or two-story cottages, set low on the wet, flat prairie and dominated by towering manufacturing structures, great gas tanks, huge Catholic churches; and in every pathetic parlor you would find either an album, a lamp, a rug, a clock, a settee or a chair  sometimes all  bought on this basis. In most cases, they were  as I could also sense  the bright particular jewels of these households. I havent the slightest doubt that from one point of view they were well worth the price asked to these poor drudges of people, who had neither imagination nor skill for searching, and since they gave so much joy to those who had about as much sound artistic understanding as an animal, they probably were reasonable enough.

My, my, my! I can still hear these seamed-faced, gaunt-eyed, worn-handed women, in black shawls and shabby dresses, exclaim as they stood before a yellow plush album or imitation stone clock (poplar or pine weighted with lead was what they were made of), or pink or green or yellow Smyrna rug, newly delivered, and so happy because it had been. Now isnt that be-yoo-ti-ful! And the sharks conducting the Pennsylvania factory as well as those managers like Nesbit in Chicago, and hundreds of others of such kidney in every manufacturing city in the country, aided by these clever, genial, lynx-eyed salesmen and such numskull collectors as myself, joined in this flim-flam game, the profits of which were sufficient to make more of those trashy millionaires who have at last made America the economic bedlam as well as robbers roost that it is! For, as Nesbit once confided (for he soon took a real fancy to me): I make fifty per cent on my cost; the company makes fifty per cent on theirs, and the salesman makes thirty-five on his, so you can figure for yourself what the articles cost and how much the people have to pay.

But we have to do it, he added another time, in a spirit of self-justification. These things arent so bad, and theyre what most of the people want. They wouldnt appreciate anything better. And the percentage of loss to me is very high. There are whole neighborhoods in which I cant sell anything at all  and he showed me these on an office map because anything sold in them is like something thrown in the lake. Theyre all thieves and whores and burglars. In the next place, in the good neighborhoods there is always a percentage of people who are dishonest, twenty-five or thirty per cent anyhow. They move away or say they didnt get the goods or change their names, so the honest people have to pay for all of these. Again theres a certain amount of waste in the goods themselves. People buy them, use them for a while, find they cant pay for them and return them. Once theyve been used, theyre no good to us or anyone else. We have to take them out and sell them for what we can get, which is very little. So you see... and he beamed on me with a most proprietary and unctuous beam... there isnt much in this business after all. (He had forgotten that he had just told me that he was clearing fifty per cent.)

But I noticed that I collected from fifty to sixty dollars daily for Mr. Nesbit, as did six or seven other collectors, and that as I turned over the greenbacks and silver, he fingered them tenderly, really with a kind of miserly affection, as though he were moved voluptuously to the very core of his being. Ah, money, money, money! And of all that he took in, fifty per cent was his. And so, who knows, one day he might be rich! Ah!

As for the poor, shifty, drunken salesmen, I sometimes felt sorry for them, too. They made good money when they worked and when they had a novelty, but they did not always have a novelty, and they could not always work  rainy days interfered with their luck, they drank in their hours of freedom, perhaps to forget their shabby task, and there were girls who preyed on them as they preyed on their customers. All in all, they did not earn as much as they should have earned.

Most of these fellows are nice enough men, said Nesbit one evening as he was going over his gold, but they havent any real business instinct, no power to save, and they drink. Very few of them have either wife or children. They run around with loose women and like to drift around the world, and theyre always broke. Sometimes I have to make em a loan in advance in order to get em started to work, and then they stop when they please, because they can, you see. Theyre not reliable, and this is the only business they could get along in, for its kinda like unskilled labor, only better paid, and thats the only kind of labor they can do.

He beamed on me at the very same time that he shook his head solemnly over their lot, because obviously it was just such wastrels as these that he needed to earn for him his very comfortable income. And as I could see and feel, he felt himself to be skilled, and so, safe. Oh, yes! He knew how to save his money and hire others. I can see him now, in his little wire cage  a small, dapper, oily, slightly bald man, whose voice was as soft as a womans. Indeed, he was somewhat like a woman, and somehow cat-like, too, wetting his fingers as he sorted the bills and scratching or touching his ears, and all but purring betimes. In truth, I liked him. Greedy or not, shrewd or not, he was such an ardent lover of money, and of life in such lights as he saw it.


CHAPTER 92

ONCE I had taken this position, though  and I did it most joyfully and thankfully  I found myself in one of the most interesting and easy-going worlds it has ever been my lot to share. In the parlance of a later day, this work was a cinch  a pleasant, healthful, daily open-air walk between the hours of nine and one or two, after which I could go home and read or visit the Art Institute or the Public Library, and remain until a quarter to five, when I went to the office. You see, I was a good walker, loved it, if albeit a gabby and sociable collector, and so made my way much better than at first I had anticipated.

And such a world as it was to view from a philosophic and romantic point of view! Such bizarre neighborhoods! Such types and characters! Although I had been drilled in variety in the laundry and real estate businesses, here I found new phases  the open houses of prostitution, for instance, Negro and white, in the newer and stranger neighborhoods where these worthless objects were occasionally sold and where I collected from dancing or singing, or even naked or doped, whores and their paramours. Also, as I have indicated, there were the characterful sections of Poles and Huns, crowded with a hardworking, thrifty and yet volatile people, whose very eyes and gestures spelled vivacity and life and whose names, aspects, dialects  all  were intriguing to me because all so strange. And oh, how fine to be abroad these days seeing and sensing these people and their lives, their petty ambitions and eager dreams! I think of them all unto this day with so much interest. They were so separate socially as well as regionally. Swedes, Danes, Germans, Italians, Irish!

One thing I noticed at once. Although there were large areas of Jews and Negroes, we never sold anything to the Jews and little to the Negroes: the Jews because they were too clever to buy such trash; the Negroes because, in the main, they were too poor and shiftless. There were sections, though, as I have said, holding as in a tether the most degraded Americans I have ever seen  horrible, scummy, soggy, animal types, joined in with thieves, panhandlers, hoboes, barrel-house burns  regions in which the smoking of opium and the eating of cocaine, morphine and the allied soporifics were common, where nothing was sold and where unless some poor customer from another region chanced to move there, I never entered  regions in which strumpets and semi-insane wastrels were to be encountered walking in the streets or asleep at the saloon doors, and often actually surveying one with bleary or malicious eyes and seeming to threaten some horrible fate either by act or the more remote processes of contagion!

In truth, I have never seen more picturesque or more terrible neighborhoods than Chicago contained at that time. The city had grown so fast and assembled such vast hordes of rovers and loafers and crooks and God knows what  the rakings of the slums of the world, I truly believe. More, it had been so flimsily built in the first place that great areas of the shabbiest frame houses had already, after only a few years, fallen into the most appalling decay. Streets were still unpaved, or paved so badly with broken-down cedar blocks that they would better not have been paved at all. Sidewalks were still of wood, raised all of six feet above the original prairie level on none too well-made trestles, which in their turn had sagged or at least been crushed flat to the ground, making walking in places really dangerous. In addition, there was present a quite general and strong smell of sour beer or stale whiskey or uric acid or sewer gas out of broken mains, or poisonous vapors from some distant paint factory or glue works, but always one or the other or all in combination. More, here were pasty-faced, matted-haired children, with garments that were worn and grimy and eyes that seemed bleared or diseased, at eight, ten, twelve years of age. And literally sows of women and degenerate men lolling about saloon doorsteps or in alleys, either rushing the can or vegetating in slimy, rancid indifference. You have perhaps seen Hogarths drawings of London in the time of Charles II (The Rakes Progress). Chicago, between Madison Street on the north, Twelfth Street on the south, Halstead Street on the west, and the Chicago River on the east, was like that.

Those were the days, though, in which the city was growing most fascinatingly. Certain streets, like Archer, Blue Island, and Cottage Grove Avenues, were already, to me, amazing thoroughfares, providing long vistas of vehicles and pedestrians which smacked of the life of a middle or lower stratum. On some of my walks I caught imposing views of enormous railroad yards, crossed by viaducts, or towering Catholic churches dominating regions of low, rain-sodden cottages, or amazing residence sections, like Grand, Michigan and Drexel Boulevards, where new and immense mansions were either present or in process of construction. In the downtown heart, to which I returned every evening at five, were immense skyscrapers, the earliest to be reared in America. New theatres and splendid hotels  the Auditorium, for one, with its solemn Florentine tower and heavy buttressed arches. The city, as I viewed it then, seemed like a lithe young giant, unkempt in the main and befogged with the unintelligence of youth, but smooth-limbed, erect, powerful, hopeful. There was actually  and as I so often noted for myself  a note of not only hope but faith  yet in gold only, I fear. A small elevated road, newly completed  and largely because New York had one (for New York, then as now, was the envy as well as the Mecca of all America)  ran from Congress to 61st Street on the South Side. There were also immense department stores gracing State Street  The Fair, Mandel Brothers; Siegel, Coopers; The Boston Store, Marshall Fields. And all of the principal street car lines, which formerly had been drawn by horses, were now pulled by cables and threaded the downtown thoroughfares in clanking rows. The very sight of them envisioned always the far-flung suburbs of the city. In short, the city then appeared to give promise of becoming one of the foremost in the world, and it was something to walk its streets, ponder over its youth, wealth and power, and wish that one might share in some way in its happy and halcyon future.

But as to my individual customers... allow me! What varied types indeed! I recall, for instance, one group of firemen and engineers, who were embedded, as it seemed to me, in the centre of a great railroad yard, where stood an enormous round-house, smoking, hissing and glowing with immense engines, the smoke of them rose-tinted in the sky above. To reach this place I had to make my way across a network of tracks alive with trains. These men, inveigled by some oily and hail fellow salesman, had invested in these silly rugs, clocks, lamps and the like to a ridiculous amount when considered in toto. When I found them  and after endless pains in locating and identifying them  they one and all told me to call on the first of the month, pay-day. God, I thought, surely here is a bad investment! These men are in and out of the city all the time! How is one ever to locate them on the exact day they have money?

As it turned out, though, this was by no means the case. On the contrary, when I reached the round-house on the particular afternoon indicated, here they were  nearly all  ranged about the side walls. They explained that they were really waiting for me. Those who could not be present had left the money with the others, and many of them being flush and having decided that they did not care to bother with so picayune a transaction as a dollar a month payment on a six-dollar album or a fourteen-dollar clock, paid me out of hand and took a receipt. I never did such a fine days business again while I worked in this line. I believe I took in as much as one hundred and sixteen dollars from this one group. This so surprised my employer that he could scarcely believe it. I think he fancied for the moment that he had found a veritable treasure in me, that I must be amazingly honest not to have taken this goodly sum and decamped.

Be that as it may, there were other groups or sections, as you may well believe, neither so prosperous nor so honest. Some would lock the door, post a guard, and refuse to pay a cent on what they must have looked on as booty. Now and then, too, I would find someone who would assure me that so and so (and one I wanted) had moved away, or that such and such a person (the debtor) had never lived there at all. Sometimes I was met with curses, jeers, laughter, sometimes actually pushed out and the door slammed in my face. In contrast to this somewhat rough procedure, now and then would appear behind a shutter-crack or window curtain a mysterious and nearly always disconcerting eye, which would survey me solemnly and, as it seemed to me, derisively. If I pounded, called, or made too great an uproar, neighbors might appear  horrible slatterns, sometimes  who would proceed to make fun of me. Or betimes a grimy, dangerous-looking individual of the Bill Sykes variety, suddenly opening the door on me, and with an ugly leer exclaiming: What the hell do you want? or Who the hell are you lookin fer, anyway? When I would explain, he would add irritably, and even threateningly: Aint no such person here now. Cut it, see, and dont come round no more either!

When a man looked as though he would draw a knife and slit my throat, is it any wonder that waiving the amazing sum of fourteen dollars to be collected at the rate of twenty-five cents a week, I would write: No answer on my slip and give that place a wide berth.

The most amusing and contentious were the Irish and Polish saloon-keepers, who almost invariably selected clocks and who as invariably raised a row and refused to pay after they had paid two-thirds or three-fourths of their bill, because the clocks could never he made to keep exact time. They used the clocks as bar ornaments, and when they learned, as they did in most cases, that these clocks were made of the cheapest of wood and that it was almost impossible to regulate them, they would want me to do so or exchange them for new clocks  a thing which Nesbit would not do. The most he ever did was to show me how to move a little bar in the face of the clock which was supposed to make it run fast or slow, but I could never see that it made any difference. And so as a rule, the clocks were never fully paid for.

Then I recall an old Irish woman, who had bought an immense piano lamp, with a gaudy pink shade, which she kept standing by the piano, unlighted, for the simple reason that the ceiling was so low she could not light it. And indeed, it was not the light that she wanted, but the beauty of the pink shade, which glowed like an orchid in the dusty little room. Again, there was another woman who had bought two clocks, one for the front room and one for the back, so that she could always see one or the other as she worked and hear them strike their wiry, gong-y strike. Her husband was the driver of an ice wagon.

The thing that came home to me at this time, dimly enough, I am sure  since at that age my eyes and ears were scarcely attuned to anything save sound and color  was the pathos of blundering humanity seeking in its purblind way a few crumbs from the magnificent banquet which art has spread for its devotees. For what would you call this fumbling love of color and form, lacking as it was in any appreciation of textures or workmanship or pure and relatively exact art forms? Darwin, I believe, recorded the case of a crow that attempted to ornament its nest with bits of blue and red glass and stone; and another naturalist  whose name I have forgotten  describes a dog that brought home bits of yellow string, blue glass, white door knobs and the like, to make a collection which he kept in a secret corner of the yard. Why? For the same reason, it seems to me, that these people bought the clocks, lamps, albums, rugs and their ilk, or that a savage sticks bright feathers and beads about his head and smears his features with colored paints. Art! The first weak impulse of the organized cell to do more than feed and maintain itself in life.

In many cases where death or non-employment interfered with the completion of an agreement, it seemed to me a shame to take the money, to come week after week and collect with threats or sour looks for something which had been amply paid for by the first seven or eight payments. Still, so I did. For behind me, as behind them, was compulsion. I, too, was needing things  a new suit, shoes, shirts, etc. And dreaming of getting them soon. And so, while I sympathized, I demanded, and where at last I closed an account, I went off gaily enough, glad to be rid of the struggle that had finally closed it. And in some cases, even these pathetic messes of neighborhoods came to seem so hopeless or unimportant that worry was useless. Why worry over anything which was, in toto, beyond the aid of any single individual? The relinquishing of these claims would, I argued, have only permitted these people to plunge into some new folly, and after all, our follies are our life and what we are most willing to pay for. Yes, yes, yes! A thousand times yes! By our sanities and foresights and savings, we manage sometimes  not always  to keep ourselves in countenance and health. By our follies, though, and inanities, we come to know what the sting of existence really means. For what is the hoarding of wealth, after all, but an illusion? At its best or worst or last, it is a really lunatic assumption that in masses of potential freedom and usage  which gold is  lie sure freedom and sure usage. But what an illusion! For over every stack of gold or bonds or buildings or promises to pay, hover no more than the dreams and illusions and frailties of one single individual. And only note daily what time and chance do to those! How frail and evanescent is not only wealth but the power and strength to use it! How death, changes of mood, changes in life itself, destroy or alter or sicken all original values so that all, all that is left is distaste, a destroying sickness of the heart and of the flesh! One might well say: Take it away  every hoard  substitute necessity and energy for security and sloth and live!

Yet I am one who still believes that something can be done by an intelligent organization, or, in other words, government. The men at the top, if they chance to be reasonably wise and will trouble to give thought to the matter, can think out economic as well as social policies that without hoarding or oppressing will certainly prove beneficial to all, just as a scientist can discover a cure or utility which will make lighter the burden of every man. Christ said: Feed my sheep; feed my lambs. And I say, as a breeder can control and improve the condition of his stock, so wise men in high places can think out improvements and control not only follies and errors but those who prey on them, the sharp and tricky individualists whose one aim is gross satisfaction at whatever cost to any.

For wise men  whom nature on occasion seems accidentally, if not willingly, to produce  might reasonably look to it that the grosser and more self-centred and wholly unsocial individualists be not permitted to prey too mercilessly upon those who are less intelligent or less avaricious. Not that I decry individualism. I hold myself to be a fair example of it. What I do decry is immense and wholly unreasonable rewards allotted to individuals. They ask too much, waste too much, gorge too much, strut and lord it too unnecessarily and often too cruelly for what little they do in return. True, life is an eating game, and unopposed by force within itself, appeals to be willing to fill the world with weeds, to make a tropic terror. Yet opposed by thought, as it sometimes is, it can take on a much more pleasing aspect and does kindly by millions. Therefore, although I am by no means of the opinion that we are born either free or equal  not even equal before any law  still I am in favor of those mental and educational processes and palliations of any system by which an equation between the too weak and the too strong may be reached. Life, by and large, certainly organized society, depends on and therefore demands this. It all depends on whether organized society as we know it is worth something or nothing. If it is worth nothing, then obviously we accept the jungle. But do we? And if not, then that is what education means  shaping man for organized society. That, and nothing more and nothing less. And true democracy is to me a highly organized and pleasure-producing association of persons  not a jungle of extremes of outrage and brutality.

What I truly believe is that law and all other governing devices and systems can be so calculated, where careful thought is taken, as to achieve the greatest possible latitude for all, consistent with the greatest possible peace and comfort, and each according to his talents. Nature, either necessarily or because spiritually it desires it (and I think the former is the case), is seeking an equation between extremes which would otherwise clash in enormous contests for dominance, the one to the exclusion of the other through aeons of time.


CHAPTER 93

MY DAYS with Mr. Nesbit were six months all told, when for no less a delinquency than withholding twenty-five dollars  though I held the intention of repaying the same soon  I was discharged.

This lapse on my part I lay to my opportunistic and pagan disposition. But I offer in extenuation that here I was daily faced with evidences of the carelessness and senselessness of some persons in the disposition of their meagre funds and the cleverness of others in devising a method to trick money out of the dull or unsophisticated. (I am not really offering this as an excuse; I do not even feel that I need any. I am merely trying to elucidate the psychologic effect of certain conditions on me.) And also by now, I should say, I had become enamored of a larger measure of existence. By no means can I indicate the varied and foolish ways in which this was manifesting itself. Suffice it to say that I had indulged in a better suit, more shoes, shirts, ties and hats than I had ever previously possessed, but as yet no really good overcoat. Rather, an old thing made over the year before by a neighborhood tailor from a discarded coat left by my brother Paul at the time of my mothers death, and much worn since by me. And since now I had Nell and these women whom I occasionally encountered on my rounds, and was hoping for more and better love affairs  to be a man with a way where girls were concerned  well, judge for yourself!

The fact was, though, that after I had paid my board and room rent at home, I had as much as five or six dollars to spend on myself, and while this did not permit of any too grandiose improvements  not a really smart suit and overcoat (for these, as I found, cost not a little even then)  still I was beginning to think of myself as attractive if not handsome  having a girl to tell me so  and hence desirous of various things that might make me more so. And all the more so since a new brisk winter was near at hand, with all sorts of public entertainments listed on various billboards and in the newspapers  theatres, opera, to say nothing of that assortment of non-sectarian ministers whom I so much admired, as well as other things constantly swimming into my ken  books, magazines, newspapers, galleries of art, libraries  a whole world of things that to a youth of my temperament most strongly appealed.

But how to enter on all, or even a portion, of these things without more money! It was a puzzle. For, in a cautious way I was also venturing to reconnoiter the lobbies of some of the new and more important hotels and observing the panorama of life displayed there. And because of my now somewhat increased means, I desired to venture  and did  with Nell at times on my arm  into various theatres  Hooleys, McVickars, and the Chicago Opera House, paying as much as a dollar and a half or two dollars each for seats, less for the balcony. The Haymarket, the Olympic, or H. R. Jacobs were frequently visited by Al, Ed and myself in company. My sisters, busy about affairs of their own, were not sufficiently a part of my world to cause me even to think of them as companions in this sense. They were, for me at least, too remote temperamentally as well as idealistically.

Then, too, the restaurants. Alone at times, and really in an experimental sense  so curious was I about all things  I began to venture into what seemed to me at the time amazingly expensive restaurants, in which the prices soared as high as fifty and sixty cents for meat dishes. When I ate in one of these places  usually at the noon hour  I felt as though I were embarking upon a reckless and hence dangerous career which could end only in want  the downward path, as it were. At the same time, I began thinking of myself as at last tasting luxury, my ridiculous youthful goal, and in consequence my brain was fairly bubbling with ideas of still greater grandeur to come; in short, how I might climb and climb until even the best hotels would not be beyond me and I could walk unashamed and untroubled into the best theatres, etc., money in my pocket, a sense of real ability and fitness to live enfolding me as a cloak.

I have to smile. Poor, cocky, hungry, without the faintest notion of the deeps on deeps of luxury, expenditure, control, taste, here I was, assuming that I was reasonably near if not well within the gate! And at the same time, nervous as to the impending ills of a rake! In short, a nibbling ass, afraid of his own shadow, tiptoeing around, hoping that life might give him, for longing, that which he had neither the subtlety nor the courage as yet to attain. Once more I laugh.

But this matter of the twenty-five dollars was a rueful affair, which sprang from my desire for a really good-looking overcoat and hat. I saw such fascinating coats in the windows of the great stores  those perfect things hung with cards and set under lights that bring out every least detail of the fabric. My thought was that if I could once secure such a coat, with a handsome satin lining, and also a pair of good gloves and a cane, I would be practically irresistible. Some one of those beautiful girls upon whom I was always gazing with Dante-esque solemnity would look at me and say: Isnt he handsome? And, having such fine clothes, I would be able to talk. And there you are!

But the reverse of the picture was that I could not satisfy my dreams on fourteen dollars a week. I had to take them out in longing or devise some way of raising the money. Well... every day at five I had all of fifty or sixty dollars in my pocket  indeed, my pocket was always bulging with loose silver and bills, the mere handling of which was an intense satisfaction, and even delight. And every evening at five-thirty or thereabouts I did not have it  just my carfare and a little loose change. And then the next day people would pay me more money, and so it went. Every now and then someone  usually a hard-working Danish or Swedish woman  would pay up the whole of some bill at once. And my state being what it was  and my desire  and my knowledge of how this very loose profittaking business was conducted  Mr. Nesbit assuring me that he never made less than fifty per cent  what more natural, really, than that it should occur to me to withhold twenty-five or thirty dollars from the total of various such payments? The thought was interesting, the plan feasible. And although I did not act at once, still the weather growing colder and my desire stronger, finally one day someone handing me three or four dollars in complete settlement of a bill, I said to myself: Now why should I not hold this and a few more sums like it up to twenty-five dollars and get my coat and the other little things I want? Then as I go along, I can repay it at the rate of thirty-five cents a week on each bill until these various bills are paid out!

And so thinking, I acted, and got the coat, determined to pay back each week a portion of what I took. But alas for this conclusion, as in so many such cases in life, one could not guarantee that no accident would happen. And in my case one did. For although all things went well for quite some time, at least a month or six weeks, nevertheless and none the less one day  and near the accursed Christmas holidays, too  the days of expectancy and giving  one of the women whose money I had retained, called at the office to complain that her clock was defective. She stated, of course, that she had paid the full bill, whereas my lease (all things were leased  not sold outright) on which all payments and charges were entered, showed, when then and there examined, that there was still a certain amount due. Mr. Nesbit, shrewd but pacific  quite your Robespierre in some ways  was waiting for me when I returned at five. And very gentle and sad he was, too, for he liked me and I liked him. But then, and out of a clear sky, a most devastating bolt. For with the gentlest of expressions he began: Theodore, there is a little matter here which seems to be mixed up somewhat. And then the bill itself  and my red, shamed face, my flustered eyes and trembling hands and knees. (God, I have never taken a dime since!) I think I lost my voice completely and answered in a whisper. I know that I flushed, turned white and suffered cold chills up and down my spine. The roots of my hair hurt. Are there any more like this? he asked, contemplating me solemnly.

Two or three, I admitted, weakly, believing that I might be arrested at once.

He went on counting the money I had turned in, checking up the bills according to my notations, and when he had finished turned to me in the most kindly mood, apparently, and said: Theodore, Im dreadfully sorry about this. Youre a bright boy, and I dont think youre naturally dishonest. My wife picked you on your looks alone. But if youre going to begin anything like this, you know, youre on the straight road to hell, and I cant keep you. He paused as though he expected me to say something, but so troubled was I that I could not. This one lease showed a peculation of no more than three or four dollars, but what would he say or do if I admitted there and then to having taken twenty-five? It seemed enormous, then. But no word coming from me, he went on. This is the dullest season of year, anyhow, Theodore, and Ill have to let two or three men go. But when things pick up again, if your accounts are no worse than I think they are, I may take you back again. Anyhow, I wont stand in the way of your getting anything else. But whatever you do, please dont begin that. Dont! It will be the finish of you as sure as hell!

I waited, not knowing what to say, afraid to go for fear he might detain me, wretched in staying because I could not really continue to face him. I think I said I thought so, too. Finally he said: Well, you go now. You neednt come to-morrow. There isnt enough for you to do, anyhow. And out I went.

But my thoughts as to him and his general kindness to me! And his wife and her good thoughts of me! And now she would hear of this! And worse, into the streets again  mine ancient bugaboo. And this was just about ten days before Christmas. And with the added terror that at any moment Nesbit, finding that my defalcation was larger than he anticipated  I had mentioned two or three items, but there were really six or seven  enough to amount to twenty-five dollars  would call me back or have me arrested. And, as if consonant with this fear, in a day or two a letter saying that he had discovered that what I had taken totalled twenty-five dollars, and asking me to state if there was any more and to remit the full amount as soon as possible.

Terrorized by the thought of arrest and exposure, I sat down and composed a most pleading and to me painful letter, in which I explained clearly how I had come to take the money, insisting that what he had discovered was all, and asking him to wait until I secured another job. Also that this had been a great lesson to me; that if he would not interfere with my chances of getting something else, I would behave myself. No answer to this letter, and he did nothing, not even so much as to ask for the money again or interfere in any way with my taking a place with a rival concern, to which I applied presently  after my fears had calmed somewhat  and for which, in answer to an application which I had to file stating that I had been employed by the Lovell Manufacturing Company, I was called to go to work.

But one of the hardest things I had to face was explaining to my father that first night that I was laid off on account of poor business, and that I might not get anything else until after the first of the year. Those debts  my mothers funeral expenses, to say nothing of masses for her soul, furniture accounts and the like  were still hanging over us. And he worried so and sometimes wept over them. My greatest fear, though, was that, as in the case of Conklin, he would go to the Lovell Company and inquire why so industrious a youth had been so summarily dropped. And then... But he did not. Only I was kept waiting in that tortured state until the second day of the new year, when, as stated, being called by the John Corbin Company, a concern of identically the same character, I went to work there.

But with this, as I have always thought, ended my true youth. 


CHAPTER 94

IN CONSIDERING all I have written here, I suddenly become deeply aware of the fact that educationally speaking, where any sensitive and properly interpretive mind is concerned, experience is the only true teacher  that education, which is little more than a selective presentation of certain stored or canned phases of experience, is at best an elucidative, or at its poorest, a polishing process offered to experience which is always basic.

For in looking over my own life as well as that of many others, what do I find? In my case, principally observation and deduction preceded in my youth, at least, by the stored dogmas and conclusions of haywire religionists, all wholly wrong, and yet determined upon inculcating the same, and befuddling the natural force of my own observation. And as for others, how many have confessed themselves to me as deluded by conventions, baseless theories, religions and otherwise, and so, such sanities as by direct observation and intention they might have achieved, nullified. In my case, books and the helpful thoughts of teachers and their hints of a limited number of working technicalia which I might or might not use or need, helped to weed out nonsense.

Yet even without the religionists, there were the moralists as well as the conventionalists all serving to betray me into notions or moods which later I found to be mere clamps or bonds which had to be broken  in short, data intended to make me conform rather more than less to passing acceptance which I have been struggling ever since to get rid of. In fact, at the present time, I am strongly of the conviction that, apart from the three Rs and the worlds libraries which can be examined at ones leisure anywhere, the formal general education so called, supplied by the public schools and colleges merely supplements (and, in most instances, how little) the natural precepts and creative flares of the sensitive and creative mind. We need only refer to such instances as those of Newton, Watt, Harvey, Franklin with his lightning kite, Fulton with his steamboat, Morse with his telegraph code, Bell with his telephone, and the more or less informed but conventionally uneducated Wright Brothers. In short, it has been the naturally sensitive as well as the highly gifted who, drawing more from casual or necessitous experience than from storehouses of education and training and their agents, have advanced and very often electrified the lockstep students of the known and the printed.

In short, insofar as education is concerned today, my first personal inquiry and concern would not be as to how much concentration on stored data was advisable, but rather what type of mind and character or both was attempting the concentration or studying. For from that and that alone can come any valuable changes or results. The rest? Mere page turning and thought marking. And as for morals or religion or convention in education  while I am willing to admit that nothing comes without some organization and that, for that reason alone, certain methods must be worked out, and hence rules established and instruction in regard to the same applied, still, it is much more necessary that youth be left to free experience and those natural deductions which must follow. For, in the case of super-sensitive minds, these so often give rise to advances in many fields, or are at least likely to. As for the taboos or rules of organized society, they are most often for the dumb, and one need scarcely trouble as to those. They will remain dumb and useless.

For as I see life, while I am one who believes that it is certainly advisable to try to organize life  since nothing appears without it  and to the utmost in any direction in which it shows the greatest artistic as well as practical and, therefore, comfort-giving possibilities, still I am not one who now deems this visible scheme of things as enormously important. What, cooking, eating, coition, job holding, growing, aging, losing, winning, in so changeful and passing a scene as this, important? Bunk! It is some form of titillating illusion with about as much import to the superior forces that bring it all about as the functions and gyrations of a fly. No more. And maybe less. For these forces!! And how little we know about them. Peeking and peering through telescopes and microscopes  like cats at mouse-holes, but bringing away what? Understanding? The answer? Any solvent for our real and continuous and unescapable ills? Yes? And since when?

For I take no meaning from life other than the picture it presents to the eye  the pleasure and pain it gives to the body. But can these he of universal interest or import? And if not  and I cannot feel that they are  they are certainly not worth preserving for any other state. I cannot feel, for instance, that a greater knowledge of chemistry or physics or mathematics is to solve anything insofar as the totality of the universe is concerned, and, personally, I do not care very much. Am I interested to know? Yes! But only curiously so. But is all Nature? Or the Creator? I wonder. Hence as for speculations, developments, the science of this and the art of that, to me they are only partially valuable, and at that only as passing curios or toys, useful to man as stimuli to his curiosity (sometimes  not always), and apart from that, mere phantoms of the eternal unrest which seeks apparently to entertain itself in diverse ways. For only think of eating here or drinking, or dressing, or parading, or making a name for oneself here, as meaning anything anywhere else. Tush! Life, lust, vanity, greed here merely make it seem so. But elsewhere? Tra la! Tra la!

But let me elucidate still further. For instance, I cannot see or feel that a greater knowledge of history or geology or social economics, any more than a knowledge of archery or hawking or the Greek mysteries, is to render man anything more than a temporary service here, something whereby he may comfort or entertain himself in dull hours and so escape boredom. But as for anything more than that, well, certainly, an entirely different form of intelligence (so-called), based on forces and motives of which we now know nothing, may arise. Spirits of the air, or fire, or this, or that. But would they, for instance, find our architecture or our mechanics or our history, or even geology, as we know them, significant? I doubt it. A physicist will tell you, for instance, that our glorious sunsets are accidents of dust, and a geologist will report that all scenery, as we know it, is chance, never to appear perhaps anywhere again. Well, then, what of geology or scenery, or the minds that rejoice in them? Of what import, other than knowing the how of it, which is certainly not much, as one may easily note for himself, for one science or another leads into this or that abstraction, and at their remote ends point to what? Order? Morality? Persistence? The significance of man? Who will venture to say so? Rather is it not plain that here at least the blind lead the blind, or the dreamers the dreamers, and we stand as ever in the past on the shore of the unknowable, looking out with more of a desire for change, a greater heart-hunger for difference, than for what is now meant by knowledge?

So, to come to my main point. And this is: I have no quarrel with education as a serviceable means of passing the time, or of giving one a method of making a living, or some little sense of the present or the recent past, or of making the shifting scene physically more endurable. None. But as for counting all this more than just that, or believing that it leads to some divine far-off event, or that it is directed for the benefit of man and to the end of his eventual dominance, not me. The thought is as petty as it is preposterous, as asinine as it is vainglorious. It is really fantastic, and points more clearly to the unintelligibility of matter and of man in his relation to the whole universe than almost anything else that I know. Now it may be that some such form of education as I have here catalogued may be necessary to complete this cycle of seventy years  its human or mental experiences, its inherent changes and reactions, to let the illusion run its course, but beyond that, what else? And who is to say what else? The thing that I object to is the dull assumption that in this or that way lies the so-called true spiritual development or improvement or ultimate perfection of man. Bunk. A temporary means to a temporary end, a temporary experience leading to what important end? Lord!

But in the days of my youth, I had no real opinion as to education or the lack of it  its import or worthlessness. I found myself sensitive, nervously responding, in joy or sorrow, but more than that, no. And as I grew, I began to note that personal observation and deduction were far more valuable to me than any book. And so I continue to think to this day, although I am by no means dismissing hooks as aids to my own observation. I admire some of them  not so many. Apart from that, though, on every hand were those who insisted that book learning was really more important than direct observation, and while then and there I did not take issue with them, in my inmost soul I could not be sure. Chronically nebulous, doubting, uncertain, I stared and stared at everything, only wondering, not solving. And the essence of that wondering and solving, if any, is here. Also my apologia for lack of anything technical to this hour.
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